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This jape was working out far better than

L1

[mnmecodiately behind Professor Tucker three faces [ooked in at the doorway—

three grinning, cheerful .faces.
Willy &-Co. kad hoped for.
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A wave of superstition has crept over St. Frank’s, due to the influence

of Ezra Quirke, a new boy of remarkable powers of magic, and well versed
in the occult, the signs and portents of fate, and superstitious lore, Whether
by commdence or trickery, Quirke has succeeded in winning a large number
of supporters. But there still remains a section whe regard him and his
supeistitions with distrust and open hostility, and these disbelievers form
themselves into a society which they call the 13 Club Composed of thirteen
boys, the 13 Club seis out to violate all the popular omens known to super-
stition before the horrified Quirke who prognosticates ill-luck to follow
in their wake., Does Quirke’s prophesy come true ? That will be revealed
in the story below.
I have great pleasure in announcing another GIFT PACKET of Foreign
Stamps this week, and, as before, your Packet is quite a different set {o that
of zi,ng ?if your fellow-readers and in some packets a stamp of rare value is
include

Look out for another GIFT PACKET next week !

| THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

]
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CHAPTER 1. range beyond eighteen inches. Unassisted,
his evesight was hopeless. Everythine was
SPOOFING THE PROFESSOR. a mere ﬁlur_ P yulling *

TUCKER iooked up | “ The wind will play curicus tricks at times—

ROFESSOR SYLVESTER “The wind, no doubt,” he told himzelf.
E from his book with ! and there is quite a gaie to-night.”

a sudden start. ““ Cheese it!” said a loud voice.
““ BExtraordinarv!” he mur- The professor jumped, and swung round in
mured, frowninz. his chair. The words had sounded in his
The St Frank's scierice | very ear, and he was particularly startled

']"1

Ster was quiie alome in his study in the | DY their raucous tone. It wasn’t the voice

m'nt{tient House. The door was closed, the of any junior seuoe}lbey. o

ful ﬁ?x cartaing were dr_'awn, and a cheer- | ¢ Upgn m}'rseull he gaspec_l. € \}r}m*e-he

ot tle thlazed merrily in the open grate.}1s that? \‘}here are you, sir? What are
12 professor could have sworn that | you doing 1n my room? How dare you

a ke
paﬂj“tlnct ccugh had sounded in the | lurk P .
vant “I'athead! Clear out of this study!”

-.I

the toﬂowd round searchingly, peering over This time the professor leapt to his feet in
TGSSW gns of his glasses. Dmortunatelv, Pro- | real alarm. The voice had actually come

re«ldin” ub}nex was very short-sighted, and his | frora beneath his chair. He swung the chair
classes were of little use at any | aside, and stared at the floor. There wasn's



a sign of any human being—although he
fancied he saw a kind of blob vanish under
the desk. DBut it was no larger than a
kitten, _

¢ Thigs—this is absolutely amazing!”’ panted
Professor Tucker, wiping his brow. < Come
out, sir! Do you hear me—come out at once!
1 won’t have this ridiculous trickery! Show
yourself this instant, sirl”

“Go and eat coke!” said the voice con-
temptuously.

‘““ Good gracious! I—I—"

« Make the fire up, and don’t be lazy!”
continued the intruder. ““If you don’t, I'll
shove your giddy head in the coal-box! Yah!
Go ib, you chaps!” |

Professor Tucker was utterly flabbergasted.
The voice was actually emanating from the
lower drawer of his desk—which was four
or five inches open. And no human being,
however- diminutive, could squeeze himself
into that confined space. -

Taking his courage in both hands, Pro-
fessor Tucker pulled the drawer open, and
peered within. He caught sight of iwo
bright eyes.

“allo, old son!” said the raucous voice.
* How goes it?" '

““ Good heavens!” breathed the professor.

¢YWhat about some fea?’” asked the indi-
vidual in the drawer.

The science master peered closer, for he
couldn’t see much except the two eyes. Bub
at close range everything came into .sharp
focus. He beheld a somewhat ruflled parret
--and the mystery was explained.

¢ Bless my soul!” said the professor, with
relief. < 0Of course—of course! How absurd
of me not to guess the truth at once. Now,
sir—come out of that drawer! Leaye this
room atb once!l” ' e |

s What about some tea?” rtepeated the
parrot impatiently.

“ How dare you bandy words with me,
sir?’ roared the professor. ¢ Leave my
study at onmce! T won't have——  Dear
me!’”* he added mildly. *How ridiculous!

Of course, the bird must be forcibly
ejeeted. Naturally, it cannot open the door
unassisted.”

The absent-minded professor had almost
mistaken the parrot for a human being, but
he now rectified the error. His intention
was to ftake the parrot and depesit it in the
corridor. But, on second thoughts—and it
was a rare phenomena for Professor Tucker
to have any second thoughts at all—<he de-
cided that the proceeding wouldn’t be exactly
wise.

As a matter of fact, the parrot made
a -distinet peck at the professor’s hand,
probably guessing that some sort of violence
was intended. Tor a moment, the science
master was nonplussed.

“Thizs is awkward—distinetly awkward,”
- he murmured, frowning. ‘I cannot work
with this disturbance in the room! And yet
I cannot get rid of it! I wonder to whom
thie wretched bird belongs? I seem to re-
member— Why, yes, to be sure! Hand-

forth minor, of the Third Form!
doubtedly his property |

He .looked at the parrot severely.
certainly Priscilla—Willy Handforth’s talka-

_ This -is un-
Disgraceful !’
It was

tive bet. Wiily had all sorts of pets, bub
Priscilla was a pagticular favourite. How
she had wandereg to the professor’s study
was a mystery. -
At least, it was a maystery to Professor .
Tucker. He might\not have been so.puzzled
if he had pulled the window-curtaips aside.
It is sad, but true, that Willy Hlandforth,
Chubby Heath, andi Juicy Lemon were ei-
sconced behind the curtain, enjoying the.
eutire proceedings. _——a
Willy had foresecn exattly what  would
happen, and he had made due preparations.
I‘t was rather good fun, japing Professor
Tucker. He was such a fine subject for all
kinds of spoofery. '
“ We’'ve only got to gebt In his study five
minutes before he arrives from the lab.,
shove Prissy under the desk,-and everything
will be all serene!” Willy had declared.
““He’ll never look behind the curtains, and
we can get a free show.”
“But what about afterwards?”’ demanded
Chubby doubtfully. .
“Leave it to the professor—it’ll work like
a cinarm!” retorted Willy. “ We shall have
some ripping fun, and the beaks won’t be
able to prove a ¢iddy thing!” o
And it seemed that Willy was. right—as
he usually was., The professor, unconscious
of the murky plot, gazed at Priscilla with
worried lines furrowing his massive brow.
~‘“Oh, rats!” said Priscilla disgustedly.
‘“There goes the bell!” —
“Indeed?’’ ejaculated the professor. I
didn’t hear Good gracious! Of course,
the bird {s merely repeating words in the
fuconsequent way of any parrot, What on
earth shall I do?” '
“Cave!” said Priscilla warningly.
ﬂ'Eh?”
: .»ct(f)}’d' Sunclifie, by the sound of those flag:
eet! |
Professor Tucker pulled himself together.
Priscilla was such an intelligent bird that
her speech was uncannily human. DBehind
the curtain Willy & Co. were hugging them--
selves with sheer deligcht. Even Willy had
never dared to hope that Iiscilla would
further the plot so admirably. SR

““You yotng rascal!” said the professor
sternly.  “I shall logk you in this room
until I have found Handforth minor! The
whole thing i3 preposterous, but he scems to
be the only person who can deal with you!”

“Yah! Rats!” said Priscilla insultingly.

Fortunately, the professor failed to 'hear
a gurgle from behind the curtain. The fags
could scarcely contain themselveg. Priscilla’
was utilising certain phrases of their
vocabulary in consequence of the professor’s
tene. And her words came in very aptly.

«“Ay hat!” breathed Juicy, f1e’s golLg
to look for you, Willy!”’ _

“Pidn’t I say he would?”

““Yes; but it’s marvellous|”
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¢“Rats!” murmured Willy. *“He couldn't
do anything else! Always rely on Uncle
Wwilliam, and he won’t Iet you down! The
fun hasn't started vet, my sons!”

“How can we be your sons if you're our
uncle?’” asked Chubby.

“ PDry up, and don’t be funny!” said Willy
tartly.

Professor Tucker had reached the door by

this time, and he passed out into. the
corridor, securely closing the door behind

him. He had a suite of three private rooms,
all to himself—a study, a bed-room, and a
seeluded laboratory of his own. It was his
customm to spend hours in making elaborate
experiments-—for science and astronomy were
his two interests in life, to the exclusion of
all else. Indeed, on the hundred and one
everyday subjects of life, Professor Sylvester
Tucker was as simple and as ignorant as a
child of two.- Hence his popularity among
the juniors as a subject for japes.

Before the professor reached the ground
floor of -the Ancient House—his rooms were
‘at the end of the upper corridor—Willy &

Co. were downstairs by the other way, and-

Priscilla had been stowed in a box-room.
And three figures lurked in the angle of
the Third-I'erm passage.
- Professor Tucker marched grimly towards
Willy’s study. His one thought was to get
rid of Priscilla as quickly as possible. He
hadn’t the slightest suspicion that the whole
affair was an elaborate plan to spoof him.
Sizzle! Bang! Zizz! Bang! Zurrrrh!
Professor Tucker leaped a clear yard into
the air. Without the slightest warning, a
devastating series of explosions = occurred
beneath his feet. The passage was de-
serted, and he hadn’t heard anything sus-

Ppicious. But now it seemed . that
pandemonium had broken loose.
‘““Help!” gasped the professor. ““Good

gracious me! What—what—— Ielp, I say!
Upon my word! This—this 4

Ile danced like a frenzied Dervish, and
half a dozen splendid jumping-crackers con-
tinued their work with astounding energy.
The amount of fizz and go in one jumping
cracker is astonishing. When six happen all
at once, and without any +warning, the
effect is shattering,

But something else happened.

There was an abrupt rush, and Professor
Tucker was swept off his feet. He hadn’t
the faintest idea what had happened. He
fancied he caught a glimpse of youthful
forms, but he wasn’t sure.

He sat up, dazed.

There was a smell of gunpowder in the
air, but there were now no crackers to be
seen. The corridor was as empty as ever.
And Professor Sylvester Tucker became
aware of the fact that his glasses were
missing. | -

He sat there, bewildered and breathless,
but quite unhurt. It had all happened so
“guickly that he couldn’t be sure that there
had really been any figures at all. But
his giasses were certainly missing.  And

although he groped in every direction, he
found no sign of them. |

It was merely part of the plot. Cunningly,
the unfortunate professor’s spectacles had

‘been deftly removed.

e —

 CHAPTER II
A COMPLETE SUCCESS.

(¢ OME back, you ass!
He'll spot you!”
hissed Chubby

Heath,

“Rats!” murmured Willy.
‘““He’s as blind as a bat,
— withrout his giddy spees!
Good! He’s getting up! Everything’s work-
ing like an oiled machine!”

At the end of the passage the three young :
rascals of the Third were watching with
keen interest. Although Willy was half in
view, he had no fear of being spotted by the
professor. Without his glasses, everything
was blurry and indistinet.

The professor was still nonplussed. His
mind was invariably intensely oceupied with
scientific maiters, and it was only by an
effort that be could ‘concentrate upcn any
commonplace subject.

By the time he got to his feet he was
quite at a loss to understand his presence
in this part of the Ancient House at all.

““Most astonishing !” he -murmured,
puzzled. - “What am I doing here? Where,
indeed, am J? Upon my soul! Something
remarkable has happened! I don’t even
know why I left my study!”’

He blinked round rather dazedly.

“This is ridiculous!” -he went on, frowning.
‘““Not merely ridiculous, but preposterous!
Undoubtedly, I ventured forth for some
definite reason.. Now, let me see. Let e
think—- Good gracious, yes! That infernal
parrot! "That impudent, outrageous bird!
I knew there was something!”’

Now that he had remembered the parrot,
he knew that he was here for the purpose
of visiting Handforth minor’s study. Ile
had a vague idea that this apartment was
farther down the passage, and he strode
on grimly. By this time he had {forgotten
the firework incident, and he didn't even
know that the celebrated Fifth of November
was on the morrow. A less occupied gentle-
man .would have recognised the echoing
sounds of various crackers and squibs ex-
ploding in the Triangle and in the square.
Lots of juniors were too impatient to waib
for the actual date. '

More by luck than anything else, the
professor reached Willy Handforth’s study,
and walked in. The light was gleaming,
and a figure sat in the easy-chair, The
professor gave a kind of bark, like a hound
when it catches sight of the fox.

““ Ah!”” he exclaimed. ¢ There you are,
sipin '

The figure remained discreetly silent.
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“flow dare you allow your wretched par-
rot to invade 11y study?” went on the
professor indignantly. - “Come with me atb
once, and reinove the offendinzg creaturc At
once, sir!”

Still the seated figure said 1.0th1n

“Do you hear me, young man?” d_:_mandcd
the sciénce master. |

The figure displayed cheeky indilference.
18 neither spoke nor moved—which, after
all, was not surprising, considering that it
was merely a cleverly constructed dummy.

To be exact, it was willy & Co.)’s “ guy,

specially manufactured for the morrow’s
celebrations. Willy always did  things

thoroughly, and this guy was a work of art,
in its own way. All the joints were made
to move, and the figure was sitting back in
the chair In the most natural attifude.

It was fully dressed in FEtons, and the
head was provided with a mask wiich bore
a vague likeness to Izra Quirke, of the East
House. Willy & Co. considered that the
guy and Ezra Quirke were identical—but
their minds were somewhat prejudiced. They
_ thought it rather a .good scheme to barn,
in efligy, -the new fellow in the Bast Fame
who had brougut such a train of bad luck
with him. .

“Upon  my word!” 'sald
hofly. “How duare vyou
tgnore me in this fashion? How dare you,
sir? Stand up at once! Stand up, sir, and
Iet me have no more of this nonsense!”?
-The guy rudely remained immobile.

“This 15 positively outrageous!” stormed

the prefessor
sit there and

Professor Tucker. < Good gracious! Can
the boy be asleep?? he went on, as a
thought struck him. “Boy! Wake up!

Wake up this instant!??

He took a stride forward, and peered
closely. The figure was still blurry, but
the professor could cee the outline of the
Etons, the pale face, and the staring eyes,
Ouil‘}\b was & boy of peculiar pailor and
this characteristic was intensified in the
duminy.

‘“Good heavens!” panted the professcr.

“The boy is ill—his- face is ghastly! Come,
sir—eome! Pull ycurself together!”
He groped forward, and shook the

dummy’s shoulder, now thmou"hly alarmed,
The head of Qulrheb double shook omin-
ously, and wobbled from side to side in the
most distressing fashion.

And immediately behind Professor Tucker
three faces looked in {he doorway—three
grinning, cheerful faces. This jape was
worhmrr out far better than Willy & Co.
had ]mped for, .

“I fear the poor boy is gravely iil!?’ mut-

tered the professor frantically. ¢ Come,
young man! This won't do! Wake up,
sir! Wake up——"’

- He gave an extra vigorous shake, and
the figure’s Lead rolled sideways, hung for
a moment, and then dropped into its lap.

Professor Tucker, who could only see these |

4

things in an Iindistinet way, started back
w:th a gurgle.

“What have I done?” he breatheq
hoarsely. “The Dboy’s head—— Greag
heavens! Help! llelp!”

The professor was staggered fmd horrified,
He backed away, reached the dcor, ang
lurched out. Willy Handforth, in the
shadows further up, was hali-inclined tq
dash forward and explain things. The pro-
fessor’s distress was -so acute that Wll]vs
heart was soitened.. Even at the risk of
spoiling the jape, he would have to relieve
the unfortunat.e science master of lhis
horror. Willy had never suspected that the
practical joke would take a turn like this,

But a footstep sounded turther along the
eorridor, and Willy hesitated. While he

as hesitating, Chubby Heath and Juicy
Lemon dmrmed him back into another door-
way.

“‘It’s Lee!” hissed Chubby.
ass !>’ .

The fags easily recognised that firm stride
—the stride of Nelson Lee, the Housemaster
of the Ancient House.

Professor Tucker lurched fairly into Lee’s

arms.
asked

*“Is anything wrong,

“ Wrong !> gasped the science .master. I
fear there is a tragedy, Mr. Lee! Young
Handforth is dead!”

““Dead!” echoed Nelson Lee, aghast.

¢ There is nothing else to. believe!”
panted the professor. «“I found his parrot
in my study, so I came down to inform the
young raseal: He was sitting in his chair,
and he. failed to answer when I cpoke to
him.,”?

The professor paused for hreath, and Nel-
son Lee pursed his lips. A grim light was
creeping into his eyes.

“Well?”” he asked quietly. ;

“The boy failed tu answer!” repeated the
professor agitatcdly. I shook him, and his
head Good gracious me! The  boy’s
head actually rolled off into his own jap!
A most staggering occurrence, Mr. Lee!”

“I don’t doubt you in the least,”” agreed.
Nelson Lee drily. ¢ At the same time, Pro-
fessor Tucker, I have a feeling that yaur
alarm is ﬂulte needless. Handforth minor’s
head is not so loosely connected to his
trunk, as you seem to imagine. 1 suspect
trickery here,”

“Cave, you

professor?”

the Housemaster-detective.

Professor Tucker started
“You—you suspe:t——** He broke off,
staring. “Upon my word! It is possible

that I have been deceived?”’

“1 shouldn’t be surprised even at that'”
said Lee briefly.

He walked towards Willy’s study, and the
professor toddied with him. 'The door was
now closed, and the Housemaster tapped,
and Walked in. He paused, for there was
notiiing to substantiate the professor’s <x-
traordinary story. .
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Handforth & Co. were seated at the
Lesson-books

and there
the
and

Willy _ :
$able, engrossed in their prep.

were open, pens were scratching
was an air of feverish mduatr}r in
study. Willy Ilandforth looked up,
nodded brmlzth

¢« Hallo, sir '’ he said.
dD‘J 2} ~

““ How lonrr
young man

“ Anythir we can

have you been in this study,
asked Nelson Lee.

¢« How long, sir?” said Willy thoughtfully.
s0h, I don’t know How long have we
bee.l in the study, Chubby?”

<All the evening, on and off,”
Ch'ubby Heath promptly.
- Fhe profe%or pushed forward,
closely at the trio.

«This 18 remarkable!”” he
«Where iz the dead boy?”

replied
and peered

ejaculated.

«“The dead what, sir?” asked Willy, in
well-feigned astonishment. |

“@Good heavens! Is that you, Handforth
minor?"”

“‘YE". Sil‘ ¥

“But, good gracious, you are dead!” said

the professor.
(¢ SOI'T}’ to diSﬂppOiﬂt
don’t think so!”

you, sir, but I

“Don't contradict me, sir!” snapped the

profess: ““I distinctly saw your hﬁ‘dd drop
into your own lap!”

¢ A1l right, sir,” said Willy calmly. “Jll:a.t-
as4you say, sir!”?

“One moment, prefessor,” put in Nelson
Lee. f*Handforth minor, have you had
anybody in this study this evening—other
than yourselves?”

‘““ Nobody, sir—not
brightly. _

“ Have you, by any chance, had a dumimy
in your easy-chair?®

“A dummy, ‘sir?” repeated Willy,

soul !’ replied Willy

in sur-

‘prise.  ““Chubby was sitting there not long
ago 2
““Are you calling me a dumrn7?” de-

m‘mdeu Chubby Heath indignantly.

. ““Where is your parrot, Handforth minor?”
demanded Lee, going off on another tack.

““Oh, safely stored away, sir—she’s all

rmht-"‘ replrea Willy. ‘“In one of the box-
rooms, just along the corridor. T’ll bring
her in if '\ovd like to see her, She’s
learned lots more since—"’ ]
- ““I have no particular desire to listen to
the slang of your parrot, Handforth minor,”
Interlupted Lee, failing to conceal the
twinkle in his eyes. “Upon the whole, Pro-
fessor Tucker, I think we should be wise
not to press our inquiries teo far.”

“But, my dear sir 4

Nelson Lee gently led Professor Tucker
out of the study, and the door closed. Willy
Handforth rose to his feet, and a smile of
Strene happiness appeared on' his face.

‘lHows that, my lads?” he asked care-
essly

“W;Ih, vou're a giddy marvel !’ breathed
Juicy Lemon,

T

said _
§ and producing the guy.
“We've given old Ezra some good practice,

“Good work, eh?” Willy, going over

to the cupboard,
and we've had a bit of sport. Who said life
wasn’t worth .aving?”»

B —t

CHAPTER II11.
THE SIGN OF ‘< 13.”

Ai.d LESLI® FULL-
. W00OD opened the
docr of Study I, and

strode in. Clive Rus-
sell was close at his heels.
They had just returned from
Bannington, having spent an
enjovable two hours at the picture theatre,

“Good!” said Fullwood briskly. *““The
fire’s still in. Of course, the radiator is
warm enough, but there's something cheer-
ful in a blazing grate. Shove some ccal
on, old son.,”

“You English people can’t
out an open fire, 1 guess,” grinned the
Canadian boy. ‘“Well, I must admit they're
nretty good. You might as well pull the
curtaing, and make it more cosy.”

get, on with-

But Fullwood had paused against to
table.

“Hallo! What’s this?” he said curiously.
“By gad! Who's becen having a game?”

Russell turned, and looked. Propped
against the ink-pot was a white card.

And on the card was the sign ¢“13,” printed
in large, written characters, in red Ink.
Fullwood picked it up, grinning.

“] suppose we've got to guess what i%

means?’’ he suggested. ‘ Thirteen, eh?
But what on earth—-——- Wait a minute,
though !>’ he went on thoughtfully. “ Wasn’t

Pitt saying something in the common-room
the other nwht”‘

Pitt’s often saying something,” cgrecd
Clive, nodding.
““No, I mean about thirteen, something-

“A club, or

Or- other »! gaid Fullwood.
Hallo! We re progressing!”

He had ‘absent-mindedly turned the card
over, and the move brought enlightenment
to the chums of Study “I. 1In the same
printed characters, but smaller, were the
words, ‘“You\ are numbers 9 and 10. Re-
member. Gym.—8 sharp.”

Fullwood glanced at his watch.

¢“ A quarter to,” he chuckled. ¢ We're
in heaps of time. There’s going to be a
meeting of the Thirteen Club, by what I
can make out. At any rate, they're going
to form the vlub.”

““ Anything for a change,”
cheerfully. “I'm not superstitious, any-
way—I'll join any old club you like. The
asses! Fancy making all this mystery about
L e :

““One of Reggie's little jokes,” said Full
wood. “ Supposing we go along now, and

gaid licssell



see what's happening?
there before time.”’

They walked out, and
more than twelve feet down the corridor
before the door of Study 1 opened, and
Haudforth & Co. came out. Edward Oswald
Handforth was looking flustered, and Church
and McClure wore expressious ¢f resigna-
tion. _

“No. 6, am 1?2” Haandforth wag saying.

They're bound to be

““ [ like that! [’lIl either be No. 1, cr 1'il
stay out of the silly Club altogetuner: Then

where will it be? Then what’s going to
happen to it?%

“At a wild guess, T should say it would
flourish,”” said Church.

“ You—you——"’ a

“Steady, ilandy ! interrupfed Fullweood.
“We don't want to witness a gery combat
in the passage.- What’s the trouble, any-
how??’ '

Handforth frowned mysteriousiy.

“As a matter of faci, it’s a dead secret,”
he rephed, atfemptling to appear indifferent,
“You chaps aren’t in this act at all It’s
no good asking questions, because [ shan’t
answer-any.??

“1t’s not about a club,
asked Fullwood. |

Handforth laughcd mockingly.

“A club?? he repeated. * WhatTos
as if we’d get up any dotty club against
Quirke’s Researeh Society!
pech me to be No. 6¢° Not likels !
to be the teader!™
. “Then it is a club,
sell, politely.

“Who told you?” demanded
with a start. “It’s a complete secret, and
I'm not geing to hreathe a word!» ‘

“Ha, ha, hai»

“PDon’t worry, Handy!" grinned Fullwood.
**Clive and I arc members No 9 and 10,
so the secret isn’t such u terrible one, after
all. 1 suppose you fellows had a card like
this in your study?”? '

He displayed the mystiz
and McClure chuckied.
at the card and frowned.

“By George!” he ejaculated. “So some-
body’s been distributing those giddy things
all down the passage? Why, it’s a fraud!
1 thought we were exclusive! There’s
nothing of a sccret society about it at ail.”

“Haven’t we becn telling you so fo: half
an hour?” demanded McClure tartly. “Of
:ourse it’s not a sceret society., Al' the
fellows know about it—and if they didn’t

by any chance?”

Pve gut

after all??”? askea Rus-

sign, and Church
Handforth looked

know, the club wouldn’s be any co00d.”
“Why not?”
“"Why not!” breathed MeceClure. ‘“He

stands there and asks why not! My dear
ass, aren’t we going to flout every known
superstition? The chief objeet of the club
iIs to inspire the wrath of the Unseen
Powers, and then see what happens! 1It’s
no good doing that if we keep our move-
ments secret, is it?”

nadn’t proceeded

Just

Andg they ex- |

Handforth,

i capable
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“Lae more publicity, the better,”
Fullwood, nodding. “Anyhow,
along to the gym., and
President’s gob to say.”

“The President isn’t there
rupted Handforth .grufily.

“How do you know?i?”

“Because he’s herel”
Oswald.

Fullwood and Russell looked up and down
the corridor. '

“I can’t sce him!” said Fullwood mildly,

agreed
Iﬁlt’s get,
see  what the

yet!” inter-

retorted _Edwarqg

“I'm  the President, you ass!” roareq
Handforth. “I shan’t come into the 'rot-
ten club uuless I’m made No. 1! This

thing’s got to bLe done thoroughly, and 1y
necds a capahble leader. 1It’s likely we're
g::)ing to have a West House fathead in the
haipt!”? :

“But, my dear chap, it was Reggie Pitt’s
idea ‘in the first place——"

“l don’t cure-—-" -
“But you've gsot.to give him ecredit—"
They went down the corridor, still argu-
ing. Emcrging from the Ancient House,
they found the Triangle windy and cold.
3ut it was only a minute’s run across fo
the gymnasium. As they passed the lighted

doorway of the Kast House, they caught
sight of Ezra uirke in the lobby.- The

strange new hoy was talking earnestly wita
a group of his fellow Fourth-Formers.,

The five Remove juniors passed oc.

“Funny thing we should spot Quirke at a
moment like this,” said Fullwood thought-
fully. “He’s an uncanny beast! . I'll- bet he
knows all about this club already. Perhaps
he’ll fake  something up to-night, so that
we’re unlucky at the very beginning.”

-« “Qee ! Do you really think he fakes
things?” asked Russell.

“Of course he does?” replied Ralph Leslie.
“You're. nobt going to tell me that that
pasty-looking rotter can work miracles!
He's a deep beggar, and he’s -clever, too.
You can take my word for it—I know!”:

Fullwood spoke with convietion. He had
had plenty of acquaintance with shady
types in the past, and he recognised ail
the signs. Nowadays he was thoroughly
decent—and one of the finest forwards IR
the Junior Eleven, Many fellows: bad
declared that IFullwood would gradually
sink back into his bad old ways, but there
were no signs of back-sliding yet. |

His companions were thoughtfy] as they
entered the cymnasium—which was officially
closced for the unight.

Quirke was the kind of junior who made
them think deeply. Since his arrival 10
the Ilast Ifouse, hc had caused a. conmdei‘-
able stir. And et he was an insignificant,
pale-faced fellow, with nothing striking In
his appearance heyond his pallor and bhis
curious eyes, |

His personality was poweriul, however.

In some subtle, rcmarkable way, he was
0of exerting o strong influence.
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rhen other juniors w
zl'{)ld and chilly. His very prescnce was

sinister—it_could be felb. His own explana-
tion af this—and the explanation accepted
by his supporters—was that he -wvas psychic.
He was aceredited with occult powers. And

the more ‘“nggative” the scoffer, the more
ne felt Quirke's influence. Those who
believed in him, and shared his views,

declared that they
his presence. _ | -

He ad held several meetings in his own
study. The last one had been mystifying
in the extreme, *and not the slightest
explanation had been forthcoming. He

felt nothing peculiar in

f

-
s

#
L
7 . 3 -5

were near him they felt |

The proposed Thirteen Club was a step
to combat this new influence in the school.

—_—

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE PLAN OF ACTION.

EGINALD PITT, the
genial junior skipper
of the West House,
strolled into the

gym, just as eight o’clock
- was striking. e was accom-
panied by Jack Grey and Nicodemus Trot-
wood—two other West House Removites.

Sizzle! Bang! Zizz! Bang'!

Zurrrrh ! e
Professor Tucker leaped a clear yard into the air.

Without the slightast

warning a devastating series of explosions occurred ﬁ‘e@ath his fest.

clpimed to be a magician—not a stage
inagician, but one who could produce mani-
festations without any apparatus.

‘He was not a spiritualist in the accepted
Stnse—he never attempted to produce spirit
voices or spirit forms.  His one great
feature was magic. He was a kind of
modern wizard, and he boldly declared that
he was hand-in-glove with the mysterious
powers of the Unseen.

Most of the fellows were sceptical. They
regarded Quirke’s talk as so much highly-
sounding rubbish. But nothing could alter
the fact that Quirke had cained a wide
Circle of eredulous adherents,

"

“All you Ancient House chaps here?” he
asked briskly, looking round.

Ten juniors were waiting in the gyvm., and
they all glared.

“Yes, we are!” said bick Hamilton tartly.

“What’s the idea of keeping us waiting,
vou bounder?” _
“My dear chap, don’t blame me!™ said

“Didn’t I say eight o’clock ou- all

Reggie.
The last note hasn’t struch

the cards?
even vet!”
“All right—we’ll forgive you,” said Nipper.
“We thought you’d he herc a few minutes
before tine, though.”
“Abszolutely!”  complained Archie Glen-
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thorne, “Odds spooks and superstitions! ) all that sort ¢f thing. And it’ll be as tame

I mean to say, I'm ready to dash into the
good old fray like anything, but ibis wait-
ing gane? is irightfully fagging, you know!
Alf absclutely disturbed the good old nap

after Y’d only obtained ten per cent. of
the usual forty!”
“Youwll sleep all the DLeiter to-night,”

grinned Alf Bremt, “Now, Reggie, what
about this club? 1 take it inat you’re the
Great Mumber One?”

“Well, it was my suggestion, you know,”
satld Reggie. “Perhaps Nipper ought to be
the leader——"

“No fear!” interrupted Dick Hamiiton.
“T'm not stealing your thunder, old man.
Not that there’s much need for a leader in
-a elub of this sort. We’re not going to
hold any meetings, or anybning like that.”

Handforth stared,

“Not going to hold any meelings?”’ he
repeated. “Why not??

“Well, they won’t be nccessary—not secret
meetings, anyhow,” replied Nipper. “Most
of our activities will be in the open.”

“What rot!” snorted Handforth. “What’s
the good of a secret socicty if we do every-
thing in the open?”

“But it isn’t a secrel society !’ said Pitt.
“It’s a Thirteen Club, After this first meet-
ing, we shan’t need to have any more dis-
cussions, One of us will send the word
round, and we ecan do our stunts at a
moment’s notice.”

- “Absolutely!”  said  Archie, ncdding.
“Stunts, what? Goocd gad! The old heart
is beating somewhat feverishly, laddie! I
trust these aforesaid stunts will not require
vast slabs of energy?”

“¥You ncedn’t worry—they’ll be qulte
simple, Archie.)”
“What-ho!? said Archie, with relief.

“That is to say, bally good! No slahs!
Just an occasional slice, what?”

“I'm blessed if I can get the hang of
it!” growled Handforth tartly. “We're not
going to hold any meetings, there’s no
energy required, and we’re going to perform
stunts! Tor two ping 1 won't he a
member ?

“What’s the exact idea, Reggie?” asked
Fullwood,

“In & nutshell, just this,” replied Pitt
briskly., “The main thing is to defy super-
stitiong—the everyday, common or garden
ones will do to begin with., We’ll all act
in unison, like a ryow of wooden soldiers.
All we’ve got to do is to flout Quirke’s
cranky theories.”

“And then wait for the bad luck to roll
up?”? grinned Russell,

“Exactly!” :

“Well, if you call that a zood scheme,
I’'m sorry for you!” said Handforth con-
temptuously. “My only hat! I thought
there was going to be something exciting
in this club! Fighting and ragging, and

{ ing movement.

as a giddy tca-party!”

Reggie Pitt’s eyes lwinkled. :

"Don’t you bhe too sure of that” pg
chuckled, “As a matter of fact, I thought
about starting a rag now—to-night. [
you fellows are game, we’'ll be on ihe job
in Jess than ten minutes.”

The fellows were not only game, byt
cager. And for some little time the gym
was full of lowered voices and sof£
chuckles. Then the Thirteen Club dispersed
and complete peace reigned. - :

in the meantime, the junior Common.
room in the Kast House was a scene of
tranquility. It was a very select, comfort.
able room—identical with all the othe»
Common-rocus at St. Frank’s. :

There was a cneerful open fire in addition
to the radiators. Several East Iouse
Fourth-Formers were sitting round the fire
chatting and rqasting chestnuts, TW(;
others were engrossed in a game of chess,
while several cnlookers tendered their advice
free gratis, One or two other juniors weres
sprawling on the leunge, or in the chairs,
reading their .favourite periodicals. It
would be bed-time soon, and the fellows
were making the most of their limited
spell of liberty. -

Even Ezra. Quirke was in the Common-
room. Over in the corner lounge, he was
quietly  explaining the - mysteries of
medieval sorcery to a sclect group of
interested listeners, Witcheraft and the
art of black magic were subjects of great
interest in the East House just now. And
Quirke was continually fostering the grow-
] ¥ven when he wasn’t hold-
ing any of his celebrated meetings, he con-
tinued his subtle efforts.

Angd tales of the ancient sorcerers were

always certain to attract a number of
interested listeners. Quirke had a peculi-
arly compelling way with him. He told of

things with a quiet intensity which never
failed to impress those around him. Some
of his stories, indeed, were quite gripping.

Superstitions and folk-lore were favourite
topics of his, too. For one so young, he
had a remarkable fund of information on
such subjects. He was literally steeped In
teles of mysticism and magic. He had
countless historical examples of sorcery at
lis finger-tips.

Some of the juniors listened to him jusd
for amusement, while actually discrediting
his preposterous statements, and laughing
at them. His superstitions, too, Were
almost comic in the light of modern know-

ledge. But he seemed to believe in every
known and unknown superstition with anB

intense fervour, which commanded a certain
amount of respect—especially in those who
were drawn under his spell.

His pale, immobhile face—his deeply buri-
ing eyes—his long, sinusus, expressive hands

{—all "helped to create the impression Of
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terv which Quirke so much desired. At

My moment, he had his little audience
ﬂriijl'fid by .a weird &story of the Spanish

isition.
Infr};;;}tthen the door of the Common-room
vasridely thrust open. . ‘

A curious protession marched in, TFirst
and foremost, came Reggie Pits, of the
West Ilouse. And in his rear were twelve
followers.,  On eyery chest was a big whife
card emblazoned with the figures 18" in
oreat daubed characters, _
without ubtering o word, and with solemn

faces,
“What
staring. , |
He was ab the fireplace eating chestnuts;
and he jnmped to his feet. Timothy Arm-
the leatder of the Wast Iouse

on earth——" Degan Armstirong,

strong Wwas )
juniors. At least, he Dbelieved he was, Bub
nobedvy took wmuch notice of him. - Arm-
strong was ol bounce and brag., As a
leader, hia powers were negligible.
“ywhat’s atl this?’ he roared.

- Armstrong Lelieved in making a lov of

noise——ne had the irapression that it was
Y o g B Gy T__.[.-ﬁc‘--_nvn,'l {\:\_-wc&*r‘] TT(\_T"’\_J’.!‘:“"\{'L\ o R LI
enecoive, eBlwadild UsWelll HEailUiUlvil BTl
ally made & lot of noise, too—but the
feader of Stusdy D had plenty of grit and
. forcefulness to back it vp with. Avmstrong
had neither.
“Ancient

et A la

Fouse chaps, by jingo!” said
Griffiths. “All except three of ’em, anyhow
—and they’re from the other side, too!
What do these Remove chaps wanb in this
part of the world?”

“Their nlace is en the other side of the
- Trianglet Lellowed Armstrong. “Clear out,

you cheelr- bounders—"
“Weli, I'm jiggered!” said Freemat,

staring.
“They're mad!” ejacuiated Conroy minor.

Thers was certainly something very mys- |

tericus shout the invading host, This wasn’t
an ordinary House rag. It was something
deeper and more subtle., - The thirteen
miruders lined uap smartly and stood there
motionless, By  this  time, th entire
Common-room ‘was watching with 2xowing
curiosity and excitement.
i2ra Quirke  had
narrative and was staring at the newcomers
With  burning eyes.. Those fatal cards
Stemed to fascinate hrim. For such =
superstitionz fellow as Quirke, what could
be more baleful than thirteen “18's” all
M a row?
“This i3
”1I'm blessed  if
111'1‘::;3_1'9}1{155” ejaculated Clifton.
_What for?” asked Simmons.
nRRining—..—»
g Solem:_ﬂy and deliberately the members of
nh;o “g‘i’n‘rteenl Club  held their .
éi‘ni;uﬁmighﬁ in front of them, and with a
0pﬂne{iﬂm?‘m sweep the whole thirteen were
“Hed,  nzra Quirke fairly shivered.

msanity’? he muttered tensely.
they haven’'t gof

“It’s not

They filed in

abrupbly ceased Dhis

umbrellas
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“Stop!” he shouted. “You are mad—
mad!”

“My hat!” gasped Simmons. “It’s un-

lucky to open umibrellas indoors!®’

Armstrong sirode up to the silent ones,

“What's the silly game?’’ he demanded
wrathfully, “Have you all gone off your
rockers, or what?"

The Removites still maintained their
silence. With one accord they closed the
umbrellas, and there was = something
machine-like in their actions. Some of the
onlookers were grinning hugely.  They
could easily tell that this was a junior rag.

“You fathead, Armstrong!?’ chuckled
"Turner. “They're spoofing old Quirke,
that’s all. ¥louting his giddy seuper-

stitions!”’ _
Quirke leapt forward, his eyes blazing.
“Turn them out!” he panted. “Not only

will they bring disaster upon btheir own
hecads, but upon the East House, too. Turn
them out before it’s too latel!”
CHAPTER V.
SOMETHING LIKE A RAG.
RMSTRONG  was
nearly purple with
indignation.

- Blow your rotten
superstitigns!” he thundered.
“I don’t“'care a snap about
'em. But these Remove asses
have come here to jape us. Come on, the
¥ourth., Chuck ’em outl!”

“Dry up, Armstrong!” put in Page.
“It’s only a rag, and it’s against Quirke,
Don’t make a fuss

not._against the Fourth,
over nothing.’’
“Look!”’ screamed Quirke.

His voice was so horrified that the others
were startled. And there seemed to bhe
nothing particularly alarming to look at,
either. The Thirteen Club—stili silent—
had produced thirteen pairs of footgear.
There were all sorts and conditions of
footer boots, worn-out tennis shoes, slippers,
and similar decrepit pedal coverings.

“Don’t let them put those thingg. on the

table!” shouted Quirke urgently. . “Stop
them—stop them! It'l mean dire
catasfrophe!” . .

“Who for—us or these Remove chaps?”
grinned CGriffith.

“Mostly for them, but we may be
involved!” panted Quirke. “Quick! Stop
them——" ’

“Too late!”” proancd Turner, who was
completely out of sympathy with QGuirke’s
superstition. “The cry goes up—ioco late!
It's a sad, sad werld!”’

Turner’'s voice was hollow, but his face

was seb in a broad grin. And he spoke
the simple truth. Witnout gquestion 1t was
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disaster. Reggie
followers had

late to avert the
and his twelve staunch
planted their relics on the various Common-

tfoo
Pitt

room tables. The deed had been done—the

Unseen Powers were defied.

“Turn them out—turn them out!”
shouted Quirke  passionately.  “ Look!
Green! That colour 1is unlucky; 'it is

fatal—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

Everybody except Quirke’s sympathisers
and Armstrong yelled. They were beginning
to enjoy the joke. Thirteen hands had
produced * thirteen green = handkerchiefs.
Many of the juniors ~were unaware that
green was an unlucky colour, and Quirke’s
too

alarm seemed to he - aitogeth'er
ridiculous for words. S
Armstrong, however, tfoock a diffayent
view. :
“It’s an idnsult!” he roared. “Can’t

you unhderstand? These confounded Remove

asses have come here to inault the East
House!” C

“Rats! It’s a jape on Quirke!”’ said
Page. ‘ - '

“**Isn’t Quirke one of us?’’ demanded Arm-

strong fiercely. “Isn’t he an KEast House
chap? If it’s against him it’s against us.

Where’s Boots? Hil
old Buster?”

* Buster Boots is a Modern Hoube chap,”
said Grifiith.

“But he’'s in thg Fourth, the same as
we are!” bellowed Aristrong. *Up, the
Fourth! Down with these cheeky Remove
rotters! Come on! Chuck ’em out!”

“Good. idea!™ '

““Let’s have a real rag!”’

All sorts of shouts went up,
excitement grew. Quirke and his super-
‘stitions were forgotten. But of late a
rivalry had been springing up between the
‘Fourth Form and the Remove, and it just
needed an incentive of this kind to cause
an explosion.

All the Remove f{fellows at St. Frank’s
boarded in the Ancient House and the
West House, on one side of the Triangle.
The Fourth boarded on the other side, in
the Modern and East Houses. It was only
natural that there should be a sort of
friendly antagonism between the two Forms.
~ “Peace, fatheads!’® said Reggie Pitt
calmly. -

“My hat! One of ’em’s spoken at last!”
grinned Page.

“Yes, and I'll speak, too!” snorted Hand-
forth, who had been nearly bursting for
the last minute. “It was Pitt’s dotty idea
to keep silent. You mouldy Fourth-Form
Ilunatics. Chuck us out, will you? Try it
cn, and see what happens. You daren’t!”
“Daren’t?” hooted Armstrong.

“T'lIl jolly well hiff you—--"

“Shut up, Handy, you as3!” hissed Dick
Hamilion, “OQur pohcy is to get out

and the

1 usual,

Can’t somebody fetch

——— b e 4

there

13

quietly;
here——

“Thirteen Remove chaps are equal to
three dozen Fourth-Formers any day!” ip.
terrupted Handforth aggressively. “Who
wants the first punch?”

It only needed something of this kmd to
precipitate a whole peck of trouble. It
was literally a challenge, and the East
I%ouse juniors could do nothing but acecept,
it.,

Nipper and Pitt and the more prudent
Removites had merely intended to rag
Quirke, and then file out as silently as they
had entered. But things don’t always
happen as they are planned to happen.
And Reggie could easily see that trouble
was brewing. He had tried to pour oil on
the turbulent waters, 'but Handforth, as
had spoiled everything.

“Hold on!” said Pitt, attempting to
stem the rising tide. “No need to geb
excited, Armstrong. We’ve had our jape,
and we’re ready to go. Of course, if you
want a scrap, we're willing to supply one.
But take my advice, and don’t start any-

are only thirteen of g

thing!’’ |
i (xo and eat coke!’’ retorted Armstrong
furiously.

He "lashed out as he spoke, and Pitt

dodged. And that was the commencement
of it. Within ten seconds the junior
Common-room was converted into a kind of
miniature battlefield.

Handforth was sailing in for all he was
worth—in his element. Tor days he had

been longing for a really old-fashioned
House rag of this type. He made hay
while the sun shone, to say nothing of

distributing sundry black eyes, thick ears,
and similar adornments.

In the middle of it all John Busterfield

Boots, of the DModern House, appeared
with a strong army of reinforcements. The
Modern House section of the Fourth was

only too willing to join in anything warlike
against the Remove.
And the Thirteen Club
distress.
They
horde,

was in dire
were a  mere handful against a
and things were in a serious coOn-
dition. Far from their own quarters, help
was out of the question. They could do
nothing but fight for liberty, and keep up

the traditions of the Remove.
fu

“Out with ’em—on their giddy necks:
“Hurrah!”

“Chuck ’em out!”

“Come on—Handy first!” shouted Boots
joyously.

Taking everything into consideration, the
Remove fellows covered themselves Wlth
glory. Although tremendously outnumbered,
they provided the Fourth with one of the
stifiest tasks they had ever taken on. Bub
the odds were too great, and one Dby one
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the valiant thirteen were hurled forth into
the Triangle. :

De Valerie, Somerton, Levi, Goodwin,
Gingleton, and a few other Remove fBllOWb,

oot wind of the trouble, but they un-
fortundtelv arrived too late. By the tfime
they reached the enemy side of the
Triangle, the invaders had been forcibly
ejected, and were attempting to crawl
away.

The Easb House lobby was packed with-

the excited and victorious Fourth-Formers.

How on earth the affair escaped the
attention of -the masters and prefects
remained a mystery. Mr. Goole, the House-

was out, and Mr. chraft of the
Fourth, pmb‘lbly concluded that he was
safer in his own study. There was nothing
he loved better than jumping upon. his un-
fortunate boys, but when they were in force
he steered clear of them. Mr.

master,

not a4 man of -ecourage.
The prefects did turn out eventally, but
“as usual, they were too late. It would

have been very different in any of the other
Houses. In the East House, Simon Ken-
more was the head boy, and the discipline
of this bullying young ‘rascal was not . of
the type to inspire a love of order.

Mest of the Bast House prefects were too
lazy to move unless they were compelled
by duty. And so the battered members of
the Thirteen Club dragged {hemselves
across the Triangle with no othér punish-
~ment beyond- the trouncing they had
received at the hands of the Fourth. :
wrecked

They were -in a considerably
condition.

Every one of them was battered and
bruised, and tears and rents and crumpled
collars were general. Even Archie Glen-
thorne was a sorry spectacle, for he had

fought as valiantly as any of the others.
He was quite happy, too. Once Archie's
clothes were completely ruined he
resigned, and was always ready to let him-
self go,

““ hat-ho!” he obaerxe\&, as he dabbed &

rapidly swelling eye. ‘AN dashed exciting
piece of work, laddies, but\who cares? I
mean to say, we did the trick somewhat
fruitily, what!” - |

Ry dather!”’ grinned  Nipper. \* Anyhow,
Quirke knows what to expeet in future.
As for the rag, we’ll pay those Fourth-

Fo;mera out before long!”
“What the dickens have you fellows bcen
Up to?” demanded De Valeric, staring.

Regoie Pitt beamed.

- “Just a little gentle treatment of our
ov;n " he e\plamed “You'll hear all about
it, 111qul~1tne one, in due-course. DBut for
the moment kmdl; allow us to withdraw
from public gaze and remove the scars of
battle!”

The Thirteen Club dispersed,

highly
Satisfied with their first move. '

Pycraft was

f91t1

b

CBAPTER VI. g
MAINLY ABOUT, FOOTBALL.

ERNARD FORREST,
of the Remove,
frowned as he halted
before the notice-

board in the Ancient House
Iobby. Gulliver and Belw®
halted, too, for the Study A
trio were arm-in-arm.

“ Like their infernal nerve!” said Forresy
sourly. - -

“What's
Gulliver,

“Look at that notice!”’

‘Gulliver and Bell looked more closely, and
then their own expression changed. They
became rather contemptuous, in fact. .

“What rot!” said Bell, with a super-
cilious sniff, and a shrug of his drooping
shoulders. * Fenton will be sorry for this
before to-morrow’s out. Those three chaps
will mess up the match.”

“ Absolutely kill it,” agreed Forrest.

- Strictly spea,kinug, the three Removites
ought to have been very elated at the sight
of that notice, which was a list. of players
for the important First Eleven fixture
against Yexford College, on the morrow.

But the cads of Study A had no sense
of loyalty® towards their own form. And
they regarded all sports with disdain. Tt
mlnuyed them to see three of their fellow
juniors henoured by their inclusion in the

bitin> you, old man?’’ asked

great and glorious First Eleven at St.
Frank’s g - CaL - |

The notice was quite brief and to t-he
point, and ran as follﬂws-

“Team for match against Ye\.ford Fu.:»t
Thursday, November 6th:

Morrow ; Wilson, - Swinton; btexens,
Browne, Phillips; Rees, Hamilton, Fenton,
Fullwood, Pitt.—EDGAR FENTON, Captain.”

Those were the three magic words—
“Hamilton, Fullwood, Pitt.’’ For the very
first time three Remove fellows were in-
cluded in a team to play for the First
Eleven. There had been some talk of the
juniors being included In the eleven which
had been beaten at Helmford. But Fenton
had hesitated on that occasion, and the
match had been lost in consequence.

Fenton was wusually a strong, capable
skipper, but he knew that he was taking a
big .risk in introducing three juniors into "his
forward line. After the Helmford mateh,
he hesitated no longer.

The First was strong in every department
of the game except attack. Morrow was a
magnificent goalie, and no better pivot could
have been found than William Napoleon
Browne, the lanky captain of the Fifth.
Browne was a wonderful cricketer, and his
work in the football field was just as good.

It was the forward line that had  failed



There was no lack

again and again,
cuterprise i the centre-forward—IEFenton him-

self. But one forward cannot maintain an
attack throughout ninety minutes of fast
football.. Fenton fad fed his wings faith-
fully, and seen his passes missed and
anuifed. The right wing had been particularly
weak.

Rees, at outside-left, was one of the best

wingers the seniors had ever produced.
The small, wiry Welsh Sixth-Former had
grown d.CL.llSLOﬂ]ﬁd however, to seeing his
Lentxes and corner-kicks frittered away and
wasted. Fenton couldn’s always be on the
spot to accept them.
"~ And so the weak patches in the forward
line were filled in by Dick Hamilton as inside-
left, and Fullwood and Pitt as a new right
wing. '

Ifullwood had done such splendid things
this term in the Junior Eleven that hlb
inclusion in the lucky trio was justified. He
and Reggie Pitt had lately formed a com-
bination of really startling elliciency.
of course, was celebrated for his work on
the outalde richt, but he had never before
had such a dazalmg partner as Fullwood.
Pheir understanding was perfection, and to
.see them cutting through an. ordixmrily
strong defence was a blf’ht to be secen to be

believed.

Forrest & Co. were utterly coutempttmu
however,

“ Fullwood, foo!”’ said Bell bomly “0ld
I‘ully wastin’ his time with football! The
man’s sunk to nothing since last term! It’s

hard to believe that he was the most sporty
blade in the Ancient House!” _

“The fellow’s as good as finished!” said
Gulliver. = Personally, I wouldn’t touch him
with gloves on! Besides, Bernard’s ten
times better than Fully was, any day!”
¢« Thanks awfully!” said Forrest drily.

“«“ Well, I mean, you’ve got more zip about
you,” Gulliver. “We're havin’ a rippin’
time this term—-"? '

“Do you fellows wanb
board?”’ asked Handforth,
glaring., “Clear out!”

“Talhmg to us?” asked Forrest coldiy.

“I’'m talking to three chuunks of rubbish!
retorted Handforth, with a sniff.
George, the list for the Yexford match!
Wha t the dickens do you want to look at
that for, you unsporty rotters? Clear out,
and let’s have a look!” 8

“Bet your name isn’t down, Handy!” said
Church.

«“No such luck!” growled H'mdforth
“Morrow’s too good to be dropped oui of
the Senior Eleven. Of course, if he’s unfit,
or—— Great Scott! Look at this—three or
our chaps are down here!”

“ Nipper and Fullwood and PittY” ejacu-
lated McClure. ¢ That’s topping!” .

all 1_:he notice-
striding up and
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“You won’t say that by tea-time to-
morrow !’ sneered Forrest.
“¢“0Oh! Why not?”

“Because those three chaps will make a
hopeless mess of things,” replied the new

0> )

Pitt,

master.

111 By

‘wood?”’ asked the Hon.
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ieader of Study A, “You can't expect them
to do anything big in a First Eleven matel!
I shall wateh that game with interest

“Cheers!” said Church feebly. “ Forrgst
i3 going to watch footballl”’

] Shdll wateh it with interest—because
those pals of yours will’ be shown up as
duds!” went on Forrest coolly. “ I shall be
the first to grin when they make a hash of
the game.”

Handforth slowly rolled back Lis sleeves.

“How would you like it—on the nose, or
oa the chin?’’ he asked deliberately. ¢« You’d
better say quickly, because you’ve just got
two seconds. Up with your fists, you cad!”

Bernard ifcrrest backed away scowling.

““ None of that, confound you!’ he snapped,
“Look out!”

“QOne—two!” interrupted Handforth curtly.
“Now, my lad-— Er—— By George,
come and have a look here, Nipper!” -

Handforth suddenly dropped his fists, and

assumed an air of innocent indii‘fe%encc.
Fortunately, he had caught sight of “Mr.
Crowell in the nick of time. Church and

McClure had spent a moment of agony.
They fully expeeted to see Handforth floor
Forrest under the full gaze of the Remove

walked by, and gave the
And Forrest &: Uo. took ad-

Mr. Crowell
juniors a nod.

| vantage of the opportunity t6 make them-

Dick Hamilton & Co. came
up smiling, It wasn’t breakfast-time yet,
and the chums of Study C- had removed
ne.xrly all the traces of the previous even-
ing’s strife.

“You're down for the match to- -IOITOW,
Nipper!” said Church eagerly.

“Y¥Yes, I know,” said Dick.

selves searce.

“ Pretty good,

isn’t it? Pitt and Fuliwood, too. 1t’s our
big chance in the First-——and we’ve got to

thank Vic Mason for it. By the way, he’s
going to reieree the match.”

¢ Vic Mason is a sportsman!”’ said Tommy
Watson bluntly.

“ Bewad! Just the very man we needed,”
agreed Tregellis-West, :

Things had certainly hummed since the
advent of the celebrated Victor Mason—the
ex-Aston Villa centre-half, with countless
International caps to his cr ecuf Mason was
the new Soccer coach-at St. Frank’s, and. ib
was upon his bttgge~t10*1 that Edgar Fenton

was playing three juniors in the Yexrord
match. -
The Hon. Douglas Singleton strolied™ up

the Indian junior. They
both shared St:dy N, in the West House.

“PDo you think it’s all right about Fuil-
Pouglas.

“What do you mean—-all right?”

“ Well, his pas’ reputation, you know——"

“ Rother his past reputation!” interrupted
Dick Hamilton, frowninag. “ Hang it all, .
Duggy, let’s fmget the man’s 1‘..151:! He's &
sport this term--and he’s proved h:m:elf
to be a genius at football. If ever a chap
deaerud his place Fullwood does !

with Hussi Kahn,
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¢ expect you're right,” said Singleton.
¢ Sorry 1f 1 sovnded nasty. I’'m as keen on
Fully as anybody—but those Yexford imen
SAT0 A snobbl-.h lot, I believe. They might
cub up rusty.’

«“Let ‘em!” growled Handforth. <“I've
never taken an interest in Iirst Eleven foot-
bull, but I've got an impression that Yexford
ceniors are a bit of a airty lot. ’lheg, il find
out what real footbali is to-morrow.” -

Singleton was about to make another com-
ment when he felt a tug at his elbow. He
turned, and found Timothy Tucker and Can-
ham there. This pair shared Study @ in
the West House with the one and only
Clarence Fellowe—the amateur poet of bt
I r ank 3

“Just a minute,”
you, Singleton.”

“ All right—anything to oblige,”

Hon. Douglas good-naturedly.
"~ Theyr passed out ints the Triangle, where
- the eariy November sunshine was doing its
utmost to disperse the morning mists, hie
Hon. Douglas had an idea what was coming.
Canham and Tucker were two of Ezra
Quirke’s most. enthusiastic converts, and
Singleton had happened to express an .in-
terest in the remarkable Iast House junior
in Canham'’s healm_-g' the previous evening.

Canham was a quiet, shy fellow, and very
likeable. But Le was easily led, and he had
soon fallen under Quirke’s hypnotic spell.
itis love of scientific matters was probably
one reason for this.

Singleton was slightly amused.
languid fellow, but had plenty of energy
when the necessity arvose. He was so easy-
going that he was celcbrated for lending
money on a lavish scale, and never collecting
1t. Quirke orly interested him In a mild,
half-hearted fashion.

sa'd Canham. < Want

said the

CHAPTER VIIL, .
THE SINISTER AFFAIR OF MARRIOTT'S CLOCK.

& ELL, what's the
\ trouble?”  asked
\ the Hon. Douglas,
pausing near the

fountain.
““ No trouble at all,”’ said

) Canham,
coming to that meetin
Whab meetmg" ‘

“But what about
to-night?"”

3 ‘”(Jh Quirke !” dld Singleton, smiling.
Chuck it, Canham!'! I don't want to go
to any of his lunatic meetings. Don’t drag
?11 m,to an affair of that kind, for .goodness’
Sake.’

“I thought you were interested last nisht,”
said (,anha.m “ You seemed quite keen when
we were ‘having a chat in the common-
reom

““My dear fellow, I was slightly amused,”
ﬂdm'tted Singieton. ‘Quirke doesn’t appedl
Lo ma ip the least, really. As for going to
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He was a

-tell you fraunkly,

) ( ‘." :":.i
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onc of his meetings, I'd rather be excused,
if it’s all the same to you.”
Timothy Tucker shook his head.

. “My dear eir, you are making a grave
mistake!”” he said, in his high- pltc.hed voice.
“You are making a grave mistake! Quirke
Is an amazing personality. On the subject
of metaphysics H |

“Be hanged to your infernal meta-
physics!” growled Singleton.
‘““ Really!” protested T.T. ¢ My dear sir,

ignorance on these important subje(,ts
It pains me beyond measure to
Dear, dear! 1

your
Is colussal
hear you Speainw so lightly.
am crrlevcdu— :

“Dr} up, T.T!’ interrupted Canham.
“ About this meeting, Singleton,”” he weunt
on. ‘“It’s going to be something special.”

“{Crystal-gazing, and all that rot?”

“More than crystal-gazing,” said Can-
ham, “1 tell you, Quirke’s an absolute
marvel! You've only got to see him to be
convinced. There’s quite a crowd of con-
verts booked for this evening, so why nob
join in?”

The Ilon. Douglas frowned.

““There are too many of these converts,”
he said. “I don't like Quirke and ~ his
confounded mysticism. Besides, I'm hanged
if I'm going to miss the firework celebmt}onb
for Quirke’s plme' ' -

““ That won't be necessary!” put in Canham
quickly. I know it's the Fifth to-day—
but nothing’s going to happen until half-
past seven. And this meeting is due for
six-thirty. Why not come?”

Singleton hesitated.

“Oh, rot!”’ he growled. ‘“What's the use?
I don’t want to be jammed up in that stuffy
study for an hour—-"

““You won’t have to be,” put in Canham
quickly. ‘< Quirke isn’t using his study any
more—it’s too small for his mﬂxelbed Circle.
To-night he’s going to hold his meeting in
one of the big cellars.’

““ My hat! It's got to that, has it?”

““ More private,” said Canham, ¥4 N0
chance of being dropped on by a prefect,
you know, When they put up these new
Houses, they provided plenty of huge cellars.

Quirke's fixed one up in fine style—big
enough to hoid fifty, if necessary. Why not
come?”’

the bell!”’ said the Hon.
“Well, I won’t promise
mthmrr ~I'll think it over. Food is the
mr:_-,t xmpmtdnt matter at the moment. I
I've got no more faith in
Quirke as a magicizin than I've got in Josh
Cuttle as an athletic expert!”’

They went indoors, and.Singleton almoss$
forgot the discussion by the time morning
school was over, (‘anham, however, saw
Quirke just after luncheon, and told him

that Singleton was a likely convert.

“I am entirely indifferent,” said Quirke.
«“ Indeed, I dislike this persuasive method of
YOUurs, C‘U}hlm =

““ Hang it all,
fellows see sense

“There goes
Deouglas .cheerfully.

I'm only trying to make the

1y
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“They will see it in good time—without
any coaxing,” interrupted Quirke quietly,
“* iffave no fear—they will all come round.
Fothing else i3 possible, And the more
oHposition I get, the sooner will be my
tiiumpl. Opposition helps me.” .

“ Something like that Thirtcen Club?’
ashed Canhaem, frowning. .1 say, that was
a bit thick, wasn’t it? Absolutely asking for
trouble—opening umprellas.in your commen-
reom! I'm glad I wasn’t there!”

(Canham was becoming as ‘superstitious as
any, :

. **fHlave no fear,”
“ All the bad luck will
licads of the perpetrators,
There can be no escaping.
bhoys will suffer severely.”

They parted, and Canham went back to the
West House. Quirke looked in Study No. 15
as he was going by. He wanted to have a
word with Merrell—Merrell having promised
to help with the seating arrangements in
the new meeting-chamber. But the study
was empty, save for Marriott. And Marriott

said Quirke smoothly.
be sent upon the
1t is inecvitahble.
Those mistaken

wasn't so keen on Quirke's mystigism as
Merrell and nipe, the other fellows who

lived in Study No. 15.

“«“ Hallo,” said Marriott, “what do Yyou
want?”’ : '

He was an unpleasant-looking junior, with
a receding chin and shifty eyes. 1Ilis hair
was smothered in grease, and brushed
straight back. Quirke hesitated in the door-
way. ' w _

I wag looking for Merrell,” he replied.

“¥You'll probably find him down ir tie
village,”* said Marriott, “He and Snipe
went out together——

“What has happened to your clock?” in-

terrupted Quirke suddenly.

Marriott, struck by the
turned sharply.

‘““The gciddy thing’s stopped!” ke
frowning. ““Funny, too! 1 wound 1t up
~ this morning, as usual. It stopped ex-
actly at half-past-twelve for some reason.”

Quirke ecrossed to the mauntelpiece with
hia silent trewd, and touched the clock. It
instantly started going again, and the tick
was strong and robust. There was ob-
viously nothing wrong with the mechanism.

“That'’s jolly rummy,” said Marriott, tak-
ing the clock and setting the hands to
the right time. “ Why on earth should it
stop at half-past twelve?”

‘“ There is nothing particularly unusual
in the oeccurrence,” replied Ezra Quirke,
““The clockwork is in perfect order, so the
stoppage was not due to any mechanical de-
fect. Clearly, it is an omen.”?

““ None of your superstitious rot!” growled
Marriott. | '

other’s tone,

said,

- Every Saturday, Price 2d

“You may choose to ignore my warning
if you wish—"’ i

* Warning—what warning?>?

“When a clock steps without apparent
cause, it is a sign of death in the family,»
sald Quirke impressively. “ Prepare your-
self for bad news, Marriott. There can he
only one explanation——"’

“Great  Seott!”  ejaculated Marriott,
startled. - “My pater is ill, too! He got a
bit worse last week Gh, but what

piffle > he went on apgrily. *‘‘Are you try-
ing- to make out that scmebody died at
twelve-thirty¥” _
“The clock is never wrong!”’ said Quirke.
Marriolt was fiushed and uneasy. There
was something abouf Quirke’s manner which
had a big effect. And it was certainly rather
queer about the stopped clock—for it was
now ticking away with perfect regularity.
“Of course,” went cn Quirke, —it is pos-
sible that death may have occurred in Mer-
rell’s family, or Snipe’s family. They both
ceeupy this study. Who actually owns the

clock 7%?

**1t’s mine.”
. “Then I am afraid—->

“At least, it is nominally mine,” said
Marriott, *Snipe bought it, bot he has

agreed to sell it to mes I haven't actually
paid him yet—he wants the money on Satur-
day, and 1 promised——-"?

“Then I fear that Snipe is the unhappy
boy who will receive news of a bereave-
ment sooner or later,” said Quirke quietly.
‘““ Perhaps it vill be beiter to say rothing
to the poor fellow 7 ,

“(0h, rot!” inferrupted Marriott. 'l
tell him as soon as he comes in. I'm
curicus about this. I don’t believe in your
silly superstitions, and I’ll bet there hasn’t
been a death at all. Hang it, you nearly
convinced me! Clear out of here with
your mouldy ideas!?” :

Quirke shrugged his shoulders, and left the
study. But Marriott’s very manner was
significant. In spite of his words, he in-
dicated that he was actually deeply im-
pressed. He had heard of this particular
superstition—a stopped clock- being a sign
of death. But he had always laughed ab
it along with o.aer superstitions of a similar
nature.

Quirke went out into the Triangle alone.
He walked slowly, thinking deeply. For
some little t'me he wandered beneath the
elms, as though concentrating upon decp
subjects. Cli‘ton and Simmons joined hini,
and they were looking rather flushed.

«“ Better look out:” said Simmons hur-
riedly. ¢¢Those prize idiots of the Remoye
are just coming through the West Arch.”

““You mean the Club of Thirteen?’” asked
Quirke, his eyes burning,

“Yes, the whole collection: M

Simmons broke off, and stared.

Through

the West Arch a solemn procession Wwas
making its appearance. And not only

Quirke looked, but all snrts of other fel-

s
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lows whe nappened to be in the Triangie
a4 the moment. On the Anciend House
gfeps, William Napoleon Browne smiled
Lenevolently vpon ilic scene.

Brother llorace, the

« You will observe, _ -
iinccent antics of our young friends af
play,” he observed, turning to Stevens, cf

« Quite a charming and de-

the Fifth.
lichtful spectacie.”

e« 1t's those yvoung fatheads ef the Thirteen
Club,” grinned Stevens.

«To make use of a classical quectation,
more Ppower their elbow,” said Browne
enthusiastically. ¢ There is nothing more
delightful than to wateh extreme youth in
its exuberant moments. Ah, but what is
thi.> Brains, Brother Horace. Without
question, a distinct exhibition ef brair::
It is something that even I might have
thought of !?

The Club of Thirteen had filed completely
through the West Arch by this time, and
had formed up in a long line. Deliberately,

in full view of Quirke, each member pro- [ &inil

And, with exaggerated
the knives out, and

duced two knives.
actions, they held

crossed them—a truly deadly defiance of the |

celebrated superstition.

.Fera Quirke wineed visiuly.

“Go!”  he shouted hoarsely. ¢ Fools—
fcols!  You do not realise what madness
you are practising! _.e punishment for this
deflance will be great! Continue this course,
and you will bring disaster upon the entire
school ! '

¢“Ha, ha, ha!?
The onlookers yeiled with amusement. And

the' Club of Thirteen wheeled about and
vanish. 1 throaigh tbe arch again. William

Napoleon Browne gently rubbed his hands
together.

“Remind me, Brother Horace, to con-
gratulate these brainy youths at the first
opportunity,” he said kindly. “ Seldom
have I seen such am irn piring sight. It
does my old heart good to realise that the
schaol still contains sudh sound, stable
material. Without question, these lads are
of the three-star brand!”

CHAPTER VIIL
THE GATHERING OF THE CIRCLE.

T. FRANK’S was all
agog by the time
aarkness fell.
Contrary to expec-

tation, the evening was
bright and fine, wi.” even a
nip of irest in the air. Every-
had prophesied that the Fifth of

hody
Nox'embqr would be rainy and miserable and
utterly impossible for iirework celebrations.

. startling

Propped against the inkpot was a
white card with the sign ‘137’
printed in large-~writien characters,
and in red ink./ Fullwood picked it
up, grinning.

Everybody, in fact, had been prepared for
the worst, :

And sueh is the fickle nature of the
weather-clerk that he thereupon decided to
confound everybody by providing a fine
evening. And St. Frank’s was duly grate-
ful—indeed, jubilant.

There was a big programme pianned—a
huge, official firework display in the playing-
fields, timed for eight o’clo.x sharp. Pre-
vicus to this, the {fellows would hold
numerous private displays of their own. And
as long as they didn't explode fireworks 1n
the near vicirity of the scho.!l buildings, no
notice would be taken of sundry ecrashes ang
booms. But bonfires, of course, were a
speciality. The junior forms had {.:ir own.

L &SP

There was, naturally, an oflcial bonfire,
too, but this wouldn’t take place untii
later. The fellows naturally tock a delight
in a little free and easy practice on their
own accounf. Tea was : :ordingly a hur-
ried, scanty meal. Everybody wanted fo
get outside to witness the fiery destructicu
of several weeks’ pocket-money.

Willy & Co., of the Ti.rd. were already
extremely busy. Crackers were their chief
pleasure. And it was | cked upon as an
all-important factor taat no cracker should
be exploded wunless it took somebody nuu-
awares. The fags iwere lurking everywhszre,
innocent fellows at every oppor-
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tunity. The Third’s own particular bonii-e
wus reserved until later on.

« pon’t forget we're going to burn uld
Quirke to-night!” said Willy confidentially,
to a few of his cronies. “It’s no good
burning him now 2 '

“Why not?”? asked Owen minor promptly.

« Because the prize ass is holding cne ol
his rtotten meetings in the East House,”
said Willy contemptuously. “It's no good
burning Quirke unless he’s there to sece his
own destruction! They’ll be cub soon aiter
seven, so we shall have heaps of tiuie.
And. there's a lot to do until thea. What
about those giant crackers we¢ Mg,
Chutby?” '

. ‘}i’v{: gobt ‘em,” said Chubbylﬂentfi-hi}:f-
pily, “But we'd better go carefully—they’i}
make an awful dinl?

« Didn’t we make ’em on purpose to get
qing» demanded Willy. ‘Come on, lcbs
buzz into the East Square, and shove one
under old Pycraft's window!” : |

The fags continued their simple pleasures,
4nd in the meantime the Hon. Dougias
<ingleton was hesitating on the stcps of the
iast House.  3oth Canham and Tucker were
uraing him. .

< Come on—it won’t lazt much more than
~alf an hour,” said Canham. ¢ e a’sport,
singleton—don’t condemn the chap without
seoing what he can do.” '

« Hang it, it’s Guy Fawkes evening——

«Yes. Lut there’s nothing doing for an
hour,” declared Canham, ¢Only the fags
are cetting busy now—come on mi e

[ suppose Quirke.put you up.to this?”

« 3s a matter of fact, Quirke slanged ni:
far speaking o you at all,” said Canhan.
« e doesn’t want any converts uvnless they
come of their own agcord. You've got him
all wrong, Singleton. He's absolutely sin-
cere—and he’s a wonder!”

The good-natured Singleton succumbed.

«“Qh, all right? he said lightly. “I'il
chance it.” ' ., :

Canham didn’t look extremely pleased.
Human nature is a queer thing, and now
that Singleton had decided to join the

22

Circle, Canham felt a bit doubtful. Quirke
had always warned him against a “ nega-

tive »* atmonsphere. And the Hon. Douglas
was obviously mnegative. But it was too
late to make any alteration now.

They went into the East House, and pio-
ceeded along the corridors until they reached
the very end of the building—where the
rear tower arose. One doorway led to the
domestic quarters, and another led directly
down to the spacious cellars. This second
door was supposed to be kept locked, ar1.d
was out of bounds. But that was only a
mere detail.

A key had casily been found to fit it, and
the ccllar was open to the seekers after
Light. 7Truth to tell, Singleton had come
out of mere curiosity. He rather wanted
‘to see what all the fuss was about. Most
of Quirke’s converts had paid tl.eir initial

visit under the inffuence of that very human
"weakness—curiosity.

And one visi
generally enough to convince them.
There were zome stone steps leading down-
wards into a wide kind- of lobby. And im-
mediately in front stood a strong door. [t

was

was the only door in sight, and Canham _
made siraight for it. A candle burned

in the neck of a bottle.

¢ Rather apprepriate for Guy Fawkes
night !> said singleton. ¢ This reminds me

of the giddy gunpowder plot in the Par-
ltament vaults. I hope Quirke isn’t planning
to explode St. Frank’s to-night?”

““ Cheese 141? said Canbham gruflly.

He didn’'t like Singleton’s spirit of levity.
He rapped on the door, and Singleton ob.
served that it wag fifted with a Yale
lock., This was obviously a recent addition
—probably by Quirke himself. The dcor was
opened, and Simmons stood there.

~ “QOh, all right—come in!” he salid.
“You're late!” :
“ Better late thau never,” remarked

SRingieton cheerfully.

“Hallo! You’ve brought Singleton, then?”’
sald Simmons, peering forward in the gloom.
“ Newconmers always welcome!? |

“Tt’s like a bally seeret society!” .aid
Singleton, as he passed- through the door-
way. “Weli, I'm hangead! What on
earth—->">"7 - -

“ Hysh !’ eame Quirke’s tense voice.

The Hon. Douglas somehow felt that I
was necessary for him fo change his tone,
He bhad decided to be very free and casy,
and to treat the whole affair in a spirit of
chalf.

But -he changed his tacties now. The
scene within the cellar was decidedly im-
pressive—very different from what Single-.
ton had pictured in his mind. He had
assumed that these juniors were more or
less playing at sorcery. But, in scme vague
way, there was an element of real mystie-
ism in the atmosphere.

The cellar was large—a long, deep place,
with a comparatively low eeiling. The
entire portion next to the door was  filled
with forms and chairs, and here sat the
audience. Further down, in the depths of
the cellar, Ezra Quirke was sitting under
the soft glow of an electric lamp, with
dense blackness in his rear.

Singleton stood there, staring.

Quirke’s owl was perched on his shouider
~--a sinister, motionless figure. And Quirke
himself was holding his honds above a big
crystal, which stood on an Oriental stool.
In front sat Marriott, looking rather un-
comfortable.

The Hon. Douglas
gittings, but he had
they were so impressive. The actual ecellar
was invisible, for the entire meeting--
chamber was surrounded by black curtains.
They were even gathered up overhead, cover-
ing the ceilinz. And with just that one
soft light, the audience sat in almost tctial

had heard of these
had no idea tihat
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‘darkness. Quirke and the owl, although
only dimly visible, scemed to stand out with
vivid prominence.

¢git “down!” murmured Canham.  “And
don’t be surprised at whatever happens.

yvou've got good nerves, haven’t you?”

“pon't be a fathead!” retorted Singleton
gruffly. M

“All right, you can scoff—you’li need good
nerves,” whispered Canham. “Young Long
was scared oub of his wits once, and he’s
in® the sanny now with a broken wrist.”

“By Jove!” breathed Singleton. “Do you
mean to say that when Chambers ran into
Long with his motor-bike the other night,

Long was bunking from his chamber of
horrors? I say, this is pretty serious, you
know !”

“Hushl”

Singleton had fcod for thought. Lots of
fellows couldn’t understand how Teddy

Long had run blindly into Chambers’ motor-
cycle. But Singleton was learning quite a
lot of things this evening. 5

He sat down and watehed Quirke. The
schoolboy magician was gazing into the
crystal and shaking his head.

“There is nothing—nothing,” he said.
“vou need not fear, Marriott—there has
been no death in your family. I would sug-
gest that Snipe should sit before me

“Blease, no, Quirke!” said Enoch Snipe
cringingly.

“Would it not be better to have your
doubts set at rest?’ asked Quirke.

Snipe was urged forward by several of
the others, and at last he consented. He
was a thin, weedy junior, with a cunning,
venomous nature. He had really entered
Quirke's circle in the hope of making money
cut of it somehow. But by now he was a
confirmed believer in Quirke’s magic.

Singleton watched with greater interest
than before. He had heard all about that
rumour concerning that clock in Study No.
15 in the East House. In fact, the whole
school was talking about it in an amused
way. The clock had stopped at 12.30, SO
somehody in Snipe’s family must have died
at that minute! Of course, it was all rank
foolishness. t

Snipe sat in front of . tke erystal, and
Quirke concentrated deeply.

—— e e

gaye a
and

EZRA QUIRKE
“What — what
“Wait-——wait!” said Quirke

CHAPTER IX.
THE SCHOOLBOY SORCERER.
sudden  start,
breathed hard.
do
you sce?” Dbreathed Snipe
feverishly.
“It is coming—slowly and vaguely
I see death! 1 see death!™

tensely.
——Yes!

Enoch Snipe .shook and shivered.

“It isn't true!” he wailed.

“I'm not going

| to  die yet—it can’t be true!  Please, -
Quirke, what can you see?”
“It is clearer—much clearer!” murmnured

Quirke dreamtily. :

“Confound the chap!” growled Singleton,
leaning forward. “No need to torture the
kid like that! 1It's all rot, of course—I
don’t believe a word of those idiotic warn-
ings! How on earth can Quirke know
there’s a death in Snipe’s family?”

“Quirke can see things that we don’t
dream of!” muttered Canham.

“And at exactly twelve-thirty, too!” went
on Singleton. “Haung it all, there’s a limit
to these—"

“Yes, I see death!” eame Ezra Quirke's
voice, droning and mechanical. “I see an
elderly gentleman—— '

“Then it’s not me that's
said Snipe feebly.

“The death has already taken place—at
precisely the hour of twelve-thirty,” said
Quirke, “I see it clearly—I see a white-
haired gentleman No, 1t is going—if all
becomes vague again, Everything has gone
—everything has become indistinet.”

“Perhaps it’s one of my uncles!” breathed
Snipe. “Please, Quirke, can you tell me if
it’s one of my uncles?” '

The schoolboy seer seemed to come
of his trance.

“I can tell you nothing more,” he replied
quietly. “But you need not fear, Snipe.
You are safé., The omen of the clock was
revealed to us in connection with another.
But he is undoubtedly connected with your
family. I shall be interested to hear if you
learn any news of this death during fthe
next day or two.”

Singleton felt himself wavering. After
all, there was something remarkable about
Quirke’s confident tone. He spoke as
though he knew things definitely—as though
the crystal told him absolute facts. On
the face of i, such a thing was ridiculous
—unthinkable, How could any human being
know what had happened in the outer world
through the medium of that crysfal globe?

But in this atmosphere of gloom and mys-
tery, one received different ideas. If Quirke
intended hig chamber of magic to get his
.audience into a receptive frame of mind, he
could mnot have chosen more suitable sur-
roundings, The very place itself was
charged with suggestion.

“Is there another here who would like to
¢it beforc me?’ asked Quirke, turning hits
eycs upon the audience. “Do not hesitate.
1 am willing to tell you what I can see—
and I enly see the truth.”

“Cto and try, Singleton,” murmured Can-
hamn.

“Oh, rot!" srowled Singleton,

going to die?”

out

“I don't

believe in the thing o
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“That’s the very reason you should go,
interrupted Canham. “If you think it is a
fraud, you will soon prove it if his words
turn out untrue. Is it fair to judge him
unless )ou have some evidence to go on?”

“IWm! Something in that, of course !*?
admitted Singleton. “Dash 1t I’ll have =&
shot if you like! T'II fry anything oncel”

He left his seat and advanced towards
vhe crystal. And as he neared Quirke he
had an uncanny sensation of discomfort.
There was something about Quirke’s eyes
whichi unneryed him. The whole experience,
too, was calculated tc have a deep effeet.

“You wish to sit before the c:,}btah
asked Quirke smoothly,

“Go abead!” replied Singlefon. “By Jove!
You give me the creeps, Quirke! And

deathg, either—1
It’s Guy

you’d better not sece any
don’t want any shocks like that,
FFawkes night, remember!”

“I shall only tell you what 1 see,” said
Quirke. “I fear that you suspect me of
trickery. It is bad—it is increasing the

difficulty of my task., Implicit faith helps
1ine more than anything., A negative subject
is almost impossible to deal with.”

“Tbat’s all very well,” said the Hon.
Douglas, “Convince me- that your -magic
is genuine, and there’ll be nothing negative
about me then,
you that 1 shall want a lot of convincing,

my lad. So you'd better go easy!”

Quirke looked at Singleton. with an
mtense, steady guaze, Singleton felt as
though those eyes -were peering through

}um and his sense of discomfort increased..

That confounded owl, too! The wretched
thing was perched on Quirke’s shoulder,
staring straight at Singleton with a baleful
light in its unwinking eyes.

The Ifon. Douglas was relieved when
Quirke dropped his gaze, and concentrated
nis attention upon the crystal. Singleton
watched it closely. There was undoubtedly
something remarkable about that globe,
¥rom a distance it looked something like
an inverted goldfish bowl, but at clese
quarters it became a thing of life and mys-
tery. There was no actual light within
but it nevertheless bmouldercd in  some
strange fashion. It secmed to be moving
within itself, as though filled with anima-
tion.

But Singleton could see nothing definite.
e only knew that the crntal was far
more fascinating than he had supposed.
And then Qunhe began to speak,

“Yes, I see somcthing!” he
“Ivy is strange—very strange. I am at a
complete loss. And yet these things are
here—and they are somechow connected with
you.”

“What things?* asked Singleton.

“There is a hand——no a hn'rer 7 murmured
Quirke. '‘Yes, dlatmctly a ﬁntrer And the

murmured.

But I might as well tell

finger is cut—badly gashed. And yet it
seems to me that the finger is healeq
again No, the gash is distinet. Iv ig
bleeding.”

“Well, I'm hanged!” muttered Singleton,
startled.

“I see a withered arm, t00,” whispered
Quirke. ;
“Great Scott! A what??

“An arm—an arm that has been long
paralysed.”

“Anything to do with the cut finger?”

“They are connected-—and yet they are
totally apart,” replied Quirke dreamily. «I
cannot explain who these members belong
vc, but they are clearly connected with

you, Singleton But wait! 1 see—-
Yes, there is a figure now—a strange man

of learned appearance.”

“We're getlting on,
Hon. Douglas.

“He is amanrre and
familiar,” said Quul’e tensely. *“Yes, I can
sec who—— No. It has gone again. I was
not permitted to recognise the faee of the
figure, And now everything is bhlank.’

“Is this the finish?” asked the subject.

“I can see no more.”

“Well, it’s a pity you couldn’t chosose
something a bit more cheerful,” said
Sing}eton. “A gashed finger, a withered -
arm—a paralysed ocld-man Y

“No, the arm was paralysed—not the old
man,” interrupted Quirke.

“Oh, well, it's all the same,”
Hon. Douglas. “Sorry, Quirke, but I'm
afraid it doesn’t wozzle. You can’t fill me
up with that sort of bhunkum. Withered
arms and gashed fingers! Rot!”

Quirke compressed his thin lips.

“I am sorry that you should think it fits
ting to insult me,” he said,

“Oh, look IILI’E-—————-’

“T have told you what I have seen—and
it appears that you would have had me tell
you otherwise,” went on Quirke, *“It is nob
my habit to tell of fictitious happenings.
One day, perhaps, you will find that the
strange t,hm:za I have mentioned will enter
your life, How they will enter 1 do not
pretend to know. ’lhev are in the future.
I ean say no more.”

“All right—go ahead with the nex

ject,” said Singleton.

He went back to his scat, relieved to he
at a little distance. And although he
affected open scepticism, he was neverthe-
jess impressed. The bizarre nature of Ezra
Quirke’s revelations was in itself enough to
startle anybody. But Singleton was &
fellow with a powerful will, and he had
strength enoueh to throw off the arowing
sense of enveloping mystery.

anyhow,” said the

yet  somehow

growled the

sub-
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CHAPTER X,
STILL MORE REMARKABLE,

1

11 MNON. DOUGLAS
SINGLIETON stared.

For a few minutes
¢ had been lost in

thought, chewing over what
Quirke ~had - “*seen”™ in the
crystal. But now, at a
nudge from Canham, he took an active

interest in the proceedings.

Quirke had removed his crystal, and was
standing in front of a small bamboo table.
Even in that light it was possible to see
under the table, and to be assured. that
there was no trickery about it. “

There was a low, flat box on the table—
s kind of black cabirvet, but no deeper than
four inches, with two hinged lids. Quirke
had just pulied these lids back, and was
producing something from the box.

“Wwatch—wateh!” breathed Canham.

Singleton not only watched, but he was
considerably ~ startled. Graduaily, Quirke
drew out a grotesque bronze idol, It came
up and up, and wien it was finally in
Quirke’s hands, it measured at least
eighteen inches in height.

And this had been produced from a box
only four inches deep! There was no well
in tMe tabie, and noc cloth uporn it. The
effcct was rather weird. But Singleton
shook himself, and grunted. -

“Only the ordinary conjuror’s trickery!”
he muttered. *“The thing felds up, I expect
—and collapses when he pubs it back.” -

But the other members of the audience
were nobt so unconyvineed. They accepted all
Guirke’s phenomena as genuine magic.
Qairke claimed to work with no apparatus
—to produce his effects sclely by the aid
of the Hidden Llementz, az he called them.

The schoolboy magician did not replace
the bronze idol in the black box, He placed
- 1t upon the floor at his feet, and it struck
the stonework with a metallic elang, It
certainly sounded substantial enough.

At this moment the owl! lifted up its head
and gave forth a loud screech—unexpected
and alarming. The audience fairly jumped,
- and Quirke spoks a few rapid words to the
owl in an underton Immediately, the
creature settled dowu\ .again. ‘

“What the dickens\ caused it to do
that?'’ muttered Singleton. “I say, how
1ong is this business going to last? I'm
fed-up 2

“ Look there!” whispered Canham tensely.

The Hon. Douglas rubbed his eves. There
was either some clever {rickery here, or
Ezra Quirke was indeed in leaszue with the
Biack Arts. . Something extraordinary was
fappening to the bronze idol.
leIt was no longer a thing of metal—a life-

58

image, Instcad, the arms were
gradually unfolding, and- the  whole
grotesque monstrosity was writhing, With-

éesn  many

e LT

out any visible sign it had become imbued
vith life. And Singleton had heard it
clang metallically upon the floor.

“What on earth——" he begarn.

And then he paused, holding his breabh.
A haze had sprung up round the animated
apparition, A kind of vapour envelaoped it,
growing more and more pronounced until
there was nothing buf a hovering ball of
opagueness.

This, in turn, grew less and less, and
finally faded away. And there was notaing
—absolutely wnothing left ito bear witness
of what had been there. The bronze idol,
the writhing image, had completely dis-
appeared. And the solid concrete floor was
perfectly smooth. -

“Well I'm hanged!” said the Hon.
Douglas Singleton huskily.

He was aware of a strange feeling within
him. A growing conviction was creeping
over him, a feeling that Ezra Quirke was
indeed a worker of magic. Singleton bad
clever conjuring shows in his
life, but he had never seen anything go
absolutely staggering as this. '

A dead silence followed the vanishing of

fhe white wvapour. And in that silence
sounded  the faint, far-away echees of-
several rapid explosicns, -
*“*Hallol’? muttered somebody. “Fire-

works!”’

It was rather good to be brought batk
to- the real world with a jerk. In this
place everything was fraught wiith unrealiby.
There wasn’t a single member of the
audience who didn't feel a desire to escape.
And vet at the same time they wisbed to
remain. There was a strange fascination
about Quirke and his methods. The fellows
were gripped. |

But Quirke himself sounded the signal of
dismissal.

“Under the exceptional circumstances,
perhaps it will be better if 1 curtail the
meeting,’> he said softly. © There are outer
disturbances to-night. They penetrate bul
dimly into this retreat, but the Unseen
Powers recognise the difficulties, and are
reluctant to obey me., Let us quietly dis-
rerse and join the celebrations outside.”

Singleton shook himself, and sirode
ferward.

“Look here, Quirke, how did you d&o thab
just now?” he asked bluntly.

Quirke shrugged his shoulders.

“Is it for ine to give explanaifons?” he
asked.” “Do you take me for a faker? 1
merely precipitate these acts of magic. 1t
is not possible for me to control them.
There is no explanation!”

“But that thing absolutely vanished!”’
said Singleton. “ Where did it go to?” he
went on, stamping on the floor. “There
must be a trap here—="’

Quirke -laughed softly.

“There is no trap; I employ ne such
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“You still seek for an
crude methods of

tricks,” he replied.

explanation by those
rcasoning. You are wrong. I could produce
the same effect in the steel strong-room
of any bank. Once you are convinced of
that you will cease to wonder at what.you
see, Sorcery is an ancient art, but un-
fortunately the modern idea is to laugh at
it. _ Many of the ancient arts are lost
for ever, .
there are still one or two people who can
practice sorcery with success. 1 am one,
although I claim no credit - for _ that.
1*urthe'more, I have no dealings with
dangers or horror. All my manifestations
are innocent and harmless. DBut they are
none the Jess interesting on that account.”

“By Jove, you're a gueer card!” said
Singleton. . " | _
He found it impossible to get to the

The f{fellow seemed &0
absolutely sincere that it was difficuly to
accuse. him of {rickery. - Singleton even
found himself wondering if he wasn’t a true
magician, after all. All the other members
of the Circle were thoroughly convinced.
They accepted Quirke’s mysteries as true
cxamples of Black Magic.

It was hardly. surprising that the I—Icm
Douglas was bewildered when he reached
the open air again. It felt to him as
though he had just awakened from a dream,
not exactly an unpleasant dream, but :a
grotesque one.

bottom of Quirke.

stars again,  too. = Over in the wes?b.
paddoek  considerable excitement was
brewing. . .

Within a few minutes Singleton was
quite himself again.. He had ‘shaken off

There was nothing
in the paddock.

that sense of unreality.
unreal about the activities

Several bonfires were going, and fireworks
were keing let offi by the hundred Every-
hody seemed to be doing it. And this was
a mere preliminary to the big official
display, which had been fixed up on the
playing-fields, wher the two pavilions
would be used as grandstands.

“ Anything doing yet?” asked Singleton,
as he- joined a group of revellers.

“Not muech,”’ said Handforth. “Those

Third Form kids are making a fearful
noise with their fatheaded crackers' and
squibs. My minor’s up to something, too.”

“ Nothing very unusual in that, is there?’’
said Slll“IEtOH.

“He.and his chums have made a guy,”
went on Handforth approvingly. “0ld
Quirke, }*ou know—Quirke to the giddy life.
As a matter of fact, I thought about iburn-
ing the ass in etﬁrry, hut Wll}y pinched the
idea.”

“He’d pinch anyuhmg,” declared Single-
ton, with a chuckle. “But, 1 say, isn’t it
a bit thick?” ‘

“Which 222
*Burning Quirke as a guy.”

- deserves.

hidden in complete obscurity. But

‘meant:to let everybody else

It was good to be under the |

“Thick!”’ snorted Handforth., “It’s g
great scheme. Don’t I tell you I thought
of it myself? It’s just what Qun-he "
I'm not Itorrether sure that he
oughtn’t to bhe pltched on the honfire him- .
self. If he’s such a marvellous power of ..
maglie, he’d be able 10 stand the heat with-
out fiinching.”

“I don’t thmk his powers extend as far
as that,” grinned Singleton. “By Jove!
Those kids are .smart!” he added, as he
caught sight of Willy & Co., trundling their
guy into view. “It’s Quirke himself, A
marvellous likeness!”

Ezra Quirke. together with Clifton and
Simmons, and a few more of his intimate

circle, watched the Third Form procession
in silence. Quirke was under no niis-
apprehension regarding that guy. He had

no difficulty In recognising that caricature
of himself.

It was, of course, the deadliest insult thaﬁ
could be offered to him, the greatest libel
that could be issued against him. I{ is
always considered to be the last-word in
degradation to have oneself burnt in effigy.
But Willy & Co. were serenely indifferent
to. any- poscub?e consequences. They had
their” 0Wn opinions aboub Dzm Quirke, and
Know.

“Aren’t you going to do
Quirke 7 asked Clifton hotly.

“What can I do?” asked the new boy.

“Tf they were burning me like that I'd
proteat to one of the ma:ters, and make
‘em stop it!?’ said Hubbhard fiercely. “It’s
an insult; it’s a libel! It wwouldn’t be
sneaking to tell one of the masters—-"

““Calm  yourself!” interrupted erke;
“The dummy will not be burnt!”? _
He strode forward, and intervened just
as Willy and his chums were ahout to throw

anything;

the -.guy on to the Thlrd Form bonfire—a

roaring, blazing mass of fire which senb
the fiames leaping b}\VWRTd:. in livid tongues.’
“Stop!” shouted Quirke. ‘“Take warn«
ing——"? :
“Hallo! Clear oub of it, Quirke!” inter-
rupted Willy nnpafzentl} “You’'re In

danger here; we might mistake you for the
guy! i
“You had better heed my words

b

“ Accidents WILL happen, even in the
best regulated sprees,” went on Willy
calmly. “2Iy only hat! I didn’t realise

how good our guy really was. I can’t tell
t'other from which.  Youwre liable to be
chucked on the bonfire any minute, Quirke.
Buzz off while youw’re still safel!”

Lk 1 am merely warning you for your owl
good,” said Quirke SmOOthl} “I do nob
bhme you for your insult; it is the penalty
one has to pay in all pmneer work. Bub
do mot put that effigy on the fire. If you
do, the result will be very differenv to
your :mtmpatlons.”

““YWhat's going to happen?” ¢..akeu ‘T:lh‘.
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«The figure will not burn!’’ said Quirke “Come omn, you chaps!” he said breezily.
percely. ' You may laugh at e, but I am { “The marvellous miracle-worker is about
telling you the truth. The _p-11seezl Powers to perform. We'll shove this guy on the
are on my side, and they wiil nr.:*t_ see this | fire; Quirke will wave his wand, and, lo, the
diserace put upon my head. Attempt to | fire will wither away and breathe its last!”’

. iurn $hat guy and your fire will 1% extin- “Ha, ha, ha!”

-uished instantly, and my power will be “Good old maghish!”

cstablished.” “Go it, Quirke!” |
«“fa, ha, ha!l” “Tet’'s see the miracle!” ;
The crowd yelled at these ridiculous “Ha, ha, hat”

wordz. Willy & Co. were more determined A number of Removites and TFourth-

than ever to burn the guy; it was a | Formers had collected round, and were
eplendid opportunity of showing Quirke up | grinning hugely. Most of them approved

as a bombastic fraud. . _ of Willy Handforth’s novel guy. It was
«1t won't burn, eh?” grinned Willy. . rather good to see Quirke taken down a peg
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~ The effigy of Quirke sat there in the heart of the fire, and not a single flame
touched it. Within a confined circle the fire was dead—black ! And the guy
was as whole and perfect as ever !

\

v

“More than that, it will extinguish your jor two in this drastic fashion. It would

ﬁ-T,EIH \ convinee him, once and for ail, that the
‘Ha, ha, ha!’’ bulk of the school didn't care a jot for
his boasted mystic powers. .

CEAPTER XI. - As for his threat, it was too comic for

AR ., o ; mere words. he crowd yelled when the

THE PHENOMENON OF THE BONFIRE. story was passed round, }Some genius hit

ILLY HANDFORTH | upon the idea of forming a complete douhle
was intensely|circle. The fire was surrounded, and the
amused. He didn’t | whole circle waved their hands at a word
care a snap of his | from the genius.

ﬁngers-ahoat Quirke and his “On with the ’fluence, Quirke!’* yelled
mysterious warnings. Willy | a dozen voices.
Was an open-air junior, with “A quid if you can put the fire cul—

"‘.': o e . o - 5 .
Winlescme contempt for everything occult. | minus water!”
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“ITa, ha, hal*
“He’s got to shove it out by just look-

ing at it!” _
There was another yell, and Qairke
smiled,

“1 am glad of this opportunity,” he said
smoothiy. “it was not of my own seek-
ing, so do nof accuse me of adopting any
trickery, I came upon this scene by sheer
chance, and I have no apparatus with me.”

“Poor old Quirke!” chuckled Reggie Pitt.
“This time you're dished, aren’t you? You
toought you could wangle it with a few
impressive words, but we want deeds.)”’

Quirke clenched his fists. ¢

“This is unjust!” he shouted passionately.
“Y have never asked anybody {o ‘believe
my mere words; I have always provided
deeds.””’

“Yes, with the help of trick apparatus.”
“No, with no help whatever,” declared
Quirke,

“Iell, here’s your chance now!” roared

Handforth. “We're satisfied you've got no
help this time. Go ahead, you spoofing

bounder, and see what you can do. We're
under the open stars here, with the wind
blowing on us, and there aren't any
draperies or curtains or secret wires!”
*QGo it, Quirke!®’
Willy Handiorth gave his chums a nod.
~ *Come on, we've had enough of thizi”
e gaid crisply. “Blow Quirke and all his
works! Grab hold firmly, and heave!”’

Juicy Lemon, Chubby Heath, and Owen
minor assisted Willy in the task of raising
the effigy. They swung it to and f{ro to
the accompaniment of general laughter from
the encireling crowd. '

“One—two 4

“Wait!” shouted Quirke,;
ward. “Be warned in time!”

“Threel”

With superb judgment, the caricature of
Ezra Quirke was heaved into the air and
deposited inlo the very centre of the
fiercely burning bonfire, The great fiames
Jlicked round it with & triumphant roar,
sparks shot skywards, and the fire appeared
to redouble its intensity,

“TIarrah!”

“Poor old Quirky!”

“This is where he goes up in smoke!”

“I¥a, ha, hat” .

“This is where he crawls away with his
tait between his legs, too!” said Handforth
cantemnptuously.
Would you like me fo give you a start with
the toe of my boot?”

Ezra Quirke was watching the fire with a
fixed intensity.

“You are very sure of yourselves!” he
said, between his teeth. It is never wise to
be over-confident! Watch!”

& Bht

“Waftch the fire!”

“Yeu fat-headed lunatic!” snorted Hand-
L. “ Are you stili trying to spoof

striding for-

for

v~
e i l:-'

)

““What about it, Quirke?

ON LEE LIBRARY DR~
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that you can work miracies?Y That guy wil

. . . i
be burnt up in abhout two minutes: ¥ o
can't stage any of your giddy conjuripg
here——"’ 8

“ Great Scott!”
“Look!”

“ My only sainted aunt!t”
dazedly.

They werc staring at the furious bonfire
with o kind of awed fascination. Even Ppitg
and Hamilton and Watson were looking im.
pressed, too. The rank and file of the
tuniors stared dumbly. . A strange siience
Iitad fallen.

¢ Well, I'm jiggered!”
Hindforth blankly.

Ten seconds earlier they had all yelled ip
derision at Quirke's preposterous warnins,
The very statement that his effigy would ex.
tinguish the fire had been looked wupen as
s0 much nonsense. It was, indeed, sheeriy
impossibis for Quirke to perform any sucl
phenomenca.

He was standing a clear six yards away
from the fire, in full view of the other
fellows, and under no possible circumstances
could he have resorted to trickery. And, as
he had gaid hinsell, ‘he had arrived on the
scene quite by chance. He had had no oppor-

gasped McClure suddeniy,

breathed Church

muttered Willy

tunity of making any preliminary prepara-

tions —for bhe had walked straight from the
Fast House to the paddock, in the company
of several others. 5

But the fire was dying}

Uncqaestionably, it was changing with a
strange, rapid effect.  During the first
moment {he flames roared higher, and the
guy could be seen, luridly illaminated in the
blaze. But, almost at once, the great Aames
secmed to hesitate.

Instead «f leaping wup in andisputed
control. they tost their strength The flames
secemed to pause, and thelr intensity grew less
and less. The heart of the fire wa3
smothered. The effcet was ubterly startling
to the watching juniors.

The effigy of Quirke sat there in the heart

of the fire, and not a single flame ftouched
it!  Within a cenfined circle the fire was
deaG—Dblack! And the guy was as whole aua
as perfect as evert The edges of the fire
still continucd to burn—a circie of merrily
leaping flames and crackiing faggots. Bub
the great bulk of the bonfire was dead—
irztantly and myvsteriously extinguished.

“This is a bib steep, i you like!" said
lteggie Pitt softly. '

“It's fishy—cciufoundedly fishy!" .declared
Nipper, with a grim note in lis voice. ¢ And
yes I can't see how Quirke—— - Jove! Look
at that!”’

The influence was even spreading to the
outer edges of ihe fire, and the figure of the
effigy stood out in sharper contrast tnad
ever. -1t voasn’t even scorched. And Kzra
Quirke himseif stood by, calm angd composeii_-
Iis pale face  was expressive of inward
satisfaction.

“It is a pity yeu do not heed my walll-
ings,” he said quietly, 1 did not wish thi
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nt to happen—but you forced it on me

ineide ) 5
1'1;]1 spite of My advice.” N
M yhat have you done?” demanded Willy

essively.
ag.g‘}lcsi;:weydm]e nothing.”

« But the fire’s gone out—-"" ,

«] told you it would go out! ’

«wYou've hf}en up to your tricks——"" began
3 Heath. pe
Lh.?z_z‘?]it’s impossible!” put in  Hubbard.
< Quirke’s been with us lov the last hour
or two—he haso’t been oub of our sight for
. minute. bLesides, how the dickens could
he do anything fo stop that guy burning?
There’s sometiing _1_11}753t§1’10118 in this—and
only Quirke knows! He's a lot maore mar-
vellous than you fellaws.beh'eve!” .

« By Jove!” said Owen major. “1 didn’t
pelieve in the fellow before this—but I do
pow! It’s convinced me!l”

i« same here!”” declared Denny, of the
Modern Iousze.

And there were several cther fellows who
declaved their faith in Bzra Quirke. He had
given them a concrete example of his mystic
powers, Without the hielp of any apparatus,
ne had caused that effigy to extinguish the
bonfire!

The incident had gone entirely in Quirke’s
favour. Instead of him being discredited, as

many of the fellows had expected, his posi-
tjon was now
been.

g ————

CHAPTER XIL
NO EXPLANATION,

ICK HAMILTON was
looking rather grim,

“1I'm not satisfied,
anyhow!” he said

erufily. ¢ There’s more in this
than meets the eye, my sons!”’

“The fire’s out. isn’t it?”
Hubbard. |

“Well, yes——"’

“Then Quirke’s proved that he cah do
things that are opposed to all natural ex-
ql:allzzt-ion,” said llubbard. * Look here,
_MI}DEP, it's no good fooling yourself!
Quirke’s a worker of magic! This is nothing
to what he has shown us! I tell you, he’s
a giddy marvel!??

Nipper noddeq. :

“PIl admit \ that Quirke’'s a  clever
Magician,” "he Yeplied. * But there’s no
Smoke withont fire! And. there’s no pheno-
Imenon of this kind without a natural cause!

 going to examine that guy!”

Suirke gave a soft laugh.

. “You suspect a wonderful fire extinguish-
Mg apparatus concealed within the stufting?”
1¢ said sneevingly, ¢ Go ahead! Do just as
you please— you will find nothing whatever!

Wil watch you! When will you realise

Wt 1 am no mere trickster?”’

Nipper didn’t answer the question. He
Was feeling annoyed., This sort of thing was
Tidiculous,  Of course, there was a perfectly

ar stronger than it had ever

: ] ‘ : . Never
for an instant did Nipper credit Quirke with
such black powers as were necessary for the

legical explanation of the mystery.

production of these effects, He felt con-
vinced that there was a key somewhere.

“Let’s have a look at that guy!” he said
briskly.

He and Reggie Pitt and Buster Boots
approachsd the fire, and pulled the efligy
away. It was quite warmn, and the clothing
was Scorcied here and there. But there
was no actual burn. 1t was dry, too—so
there was no possibility of the figure having
been soaked with water. Besides, Willy
was ready to swear that it had been as
dry as tinder all the time.

The guy was laid upon the ground, and
crowd collected round it.

“Jove! Look at the fire!” ejaculated De
Valerie, '

“Qdds sparks and flames!” said Archie
Gienthorne, adjusting his monocle. ‘I mean
to say, this is somewhat bally mysterious,
laddies! 'The good old blaze is recovering
at a ripe speed!” |

“It’s beyond me!” said Brent bluntly.

Now that the etligy wns removed, the bon-
fire was beginning to gather strength again.
The flames were creeping higher and higher,
and the heart ot the bontire was again
kindling and burning. -

This impressed the onlookers more than
anything else perhaps. Quirke had warned
them that that caricature of himself would
obliterate the fire—and it had done so. And
now that it was removed, the fire was blazing
again,

With a frown, Nipper got down to his
knees, and closely examined the elfigy. He
and Willy Handforth were unbuttoning the
clothes. A number of other fellows pressed
round, watching eagerly.

““What’s the meaning of
asked Willy.

“ Goodness knows!”’

“Don’t you suspect anything?”

“1 suspect Quirke of bringing off a clever
coup,”’ 1eplied Dick grimly. “1T'H never
believe that he did this thing by sorcery!
Hang it all, we’re living in the twentieth
century—not the Middle Ages!”

Willy scratched his head ;

“] think the same as you do—but I'm
flabbergasted, all the same,” he admitted.
“We took particular pains with this guy,
and we thought it would flare up like a
torch. If's only made of hay and old rags,
and things like that.”

“When did you make it—and who helped
ycu?’’ '

“We made it in our study, the day before
yesterday,” said Handforth minor. “ Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemon helped me. We
meant to keep it a secret, but you know
what some of the chaps are.”

‘* And where did you keep it?”

‘““In the cuphoard in our study,” replied
Willy. “ Are yvou suggesting that it might
have been tampered with? But that’s im-
possible, Nipper! We should have known

it, Nipper?”
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)

in 2 minute. Besides, no amount of tamper-
ing could alter the inflammable stuffing.
Have a look yourseif!”

The guy was ruthlessly torn open, but the
result was disappointing. Pulled to shreds,
nothing was discovered beyond hay, old
rags, screwed-up paper, and such like. And
everything was bone-dry. S

““It’s uncanny—that’s what it is!” said
Reggie Pitt. “What’s vour idea. Nipper?”

“I’'m whacked for the moment,”” confessed
Dick Hamilton.

“I was thinking that some chemical might
have been used——>’

“That wwas my idea, too,” interrupted
Nipper. “That’s why I tore the thing to

subtle point? Take, for example, this bunch
[ hay. We wil cast it into the flames, ;
it burns, then we must dismiss the chemieca)
suggestion. JIf it fails to burn; I think we
can claim to have proved a case—.apg
analysis will no doubt prove instruective.”
This reasoning scemed sound enough, ang
the fellows watched with interest while
Browne flung a handful of hay into the fire
Instantly, it flared up with @ burst, and was
gone. Nipper and Browne looked at one
another queerly. Further proof of Quirke’s
wenderful power! .
He had declared that he would extinguish
the fire if the effigy was placed on it. But
1t was no insult to him to burn a handful
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shreds. But there’s nothing. There’s no;of hay. And the hay burnt! There was

evidence at all—and without evidence, how | certainly no  fire-extinguishing  chemical

can we form any conclusions?” . mixed with it. o Tp
¢ Allow me, Brether Hamilton!” =zaid “You are merely wasting your time,

‘“ Singular to relate, I,

Browne, of the Fifth.
An example

too, suspected chemical agency.
of great brains working in unison  And if
chemicals were actually employed, it does
not necessarily follow that we should see
them, or even smell them.”

“*What arc vou getting at?” asked Nipper,

“1 may be wrong., but if this guy would
not burn as a whole, it necessarily follows
that it wil not burn in sections—providing a

chemical agency was used,” sajd Mapoleon
Browne calmly. ‘““You no doubt grasp the

said Quirke amuscdly. “You may, if you
wish, burn the remains- I do not object to
that. My protest was against the libel upon
myveelf. I think I have shown you all thab
I am no mere charlatan.”

He turned, and walked away.

Some of the others drifted off, too—spread-
inz the story of this latest wonder. It was
n huge feather in Quirke’s cap. Nipper and
Pitt and Willy Yandforth and a few more Té-
examined the remains. N i

“Tt's no good—there’s nothing here,” said
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at 1ast. 1 hate being dished, but

Regs:e, Imit ib. BDick., The musn's a
AT I’T{}t- t'} :1[lln}t 1 & B ICK, ; . tf
Yese v @ liow on carth did he do

giddy mystery!
]"t?n
|

-1I U"r- : ; ; i : ! . :
hs‘l?’gi’ut yon still think if was a clever piece

of stage-managing?”’ P o

« Yes ! said Diek prqrqptty. 3 Wg ve got
to keep level heads—it’s no g{}minhem:g
iooled. I’ afraid some of the fellows may
L;J::.;-th the Thirteen Club after this—but we
f:.:{;}h only hope for the best.” . | ]

« you won't cateh me deserting it!” said
Handforth. -~ “It’s jolly rummy, but th_e::g
must be some logical cxp}an:ztmn. Lrea}fe it
to me, you fetlows, and 'l do the trick, I‘E,
won’t take me ter mn}}]tes to get fo the
pottom of this mystery.

«Poor old Ted!” said Willy, :
head. “If I'm dished, I'm jolly cm:trtm you
are, too} I canm’t get the hang of atf-ti m
flumnioxed! I'd have ﬁ'n{{ered a wiole
term’s poeket-money that that guy would
have blazed like tinder! : How the dickens
did Quirke do  it? How the dickens did he
do it?”’ N

There was nobody to answer the (uestion.
Even Nipper was at a total 1(23-;5_3.1 I;.\;'Lery
possible explanation had bheen GHGE'.‘“I"::EEd.
Wyter was ont of the question—for, in u}z}’
case, water itself would not 11:-1}’6 had such
an effect. It might have caused the guy io
whole for a time, but it would

haven’t the faintest idea,” admitied

remain ‘
neyer have extinguished that bonfire. And
even chemicals were ruied out. What re-
rigined? Nothing! Nothing beyond the

theory that Quirke
Magie. : ,
It was an cxtraordinary pr:zh.a. And ¥zra
Quirke’s reputation wenft up with a bcund.
For the rest of the evening the fellows

had employed DBlaek

enjoyed themselves with the Fifth of No- -

_vember celehrations.: But after all the fun
and excitement ceased. there were still mizany
who remembered that incident of the suy.
And Quirk’s next meeting was likely to Le
overerowded—in spite of his spacicus new
quarters!

Y i,
1

c‘{uPTER XTIL.
THE BL: CK-EDGED ENVELOPE.

NOCH SNIPE started
siightly, and turned
pale.
““A letter—for me?”
~ he asked feebly.
In the raek!»
“With—with black edges?”

“Yest
You're kidding me!? said Cnipe, with a

Sulp. “Tt it ecan’t Le true,. Merrell: Quirke
t(’!d‘- Mme—— That stopped clock, you know
E‘lt stapped going at hali-past fwelve yester-
Y. And Quirke told me (a5 there was
death in the family——?

-all
‘death in his rotten crystal,

“rell.

were

shaking his’

actually seen

““That was all bunkum,” interrupted Arm-

strong, striding forward, “Look here,
Snipe—you’d better leave Quirke alone!
"He’s a: queer chap, but 1 don’t believe in

this- mystical rot. As for his seeing
it’s all pifila!

It’s impossible for any human being to look

‘into the future.”

“I'm not so sure about that,” said Mer-
| “You haven’t ‘had - experience of
Quirke like we have, “The chap’s uncanny—-

-ne’s weijrd 122

“All the more reason to leave him alone !*
grunted Armstrong curtly.

it was the following morning, and they
in - the East House common-room. It
wasn’t vet preakfast-time, but even at this
carly hour the junior school was discussing
Quirke-—not in the Rast House alone, but in’
all the other Houses. That affair of the
benfire was too big to be dismissed with--
outb a great deal of tak, ,

That tale of the stepped eclock had leaked
out, too. Practically cverybely knew that .
Cuirke had predieted a death in Snipe’s
family, and the majority of the fellows
faughed at ii--and expressed it as their
opinion  that Quirke would get a severg.”
knock when he was proved all at sea. I%-
was naturally absurd to assume that he had
anything in the erystal. As-
for the superstitious nonsense of the stopped.
clock, it was: t worth considering, =

All the same, lots of juniors were keen
upon hearing fresh news from Snipe. And

even while Snipe hesitated in the common-

room, the door opened, and a number of
Removites crowded in, headed by Handforth.

““Oh, there you are!l” said Edward
Oswald. ““There’s a Icvter for you, Snipe 2
“With a black-edged envelepe!” said De
Valerie, :

“It's a trick, of course,” went on Hand-
forth. “ I sheuldn’t be surprised if Quirke
posted it himself in Bellton last night!
He’d do anything to make himself right.,”

“That’s not fair!’> said Mervell, glaring,

“Quirke’s never gone out of his way to-

fake things up. That’s the rummy part of
it. He can do these things, and e knows
what’s coming in the futurc—and there’s
no explanation.” - ‘

“We brought that leiter, in any case,”
said Handforth. ¢ Open it!?? :

““0h, please, Handforth!»?
“] daren’t!”

“Don’t he 2 young idiot !*?

“It’s not your bu:iness, anyhow !’ =aid
Merrell sourly. “It’s like your nerve, you
Ancient House bounder!??
- Handforth turned red.

“Are you calling me a bounder?”
roared.

Merrell backed away hastily,

“I—1I didn't exactly mean—-* s began,

“I don’t want to pry into Snipe’s family
affairs,” went on Handforth grimly. « Weg
don't want him to read the lctter out?!:
But we just want to be ceriain that t..cre

valed Snipe.

he



THE NELSQN LEE LIBRAR‘E @ @&m

wasn't a death in his family yvesterday! If
we don’t take steps like this, Quirke will
rlaim all sorts of credit.” '

Suipe opened the letter hesitatingly. and
his eves widened.

It s—it’s awful? he motterced. ¢ This is
from my —ater, you know. "My grandliather
died vesterday——"

‘“ What?” .

“My grandfather—Dr. Raymond Snipe!
e died just after mid-day!” panted
Snipe breathlessly. ¢ That—that clock must
have stopped at the exaet minute! Old
Quirke was right—I knew it all the time!”

The other junicrs looked at one another
plankly,

“1 ecay, this Iis
ejaculated Trotwood

getting a bib s'z2ep!”
major. * More evi-
dence of Quirke's power! How in the name
of all that’s uncanny did he know about
the decath of Snipe’s grandfather? And
what ecaused that cloek to stop? I'm ke-
ginning to get the creeps!” _

There was a bit of a sensation when the
news gob round.

The letter wius perfectly authentic. It
had been posted in London by Snipe’s father,
and was just a brief note to the eTect
that Snipe would be required to leave St.
Frank’s for a few days to attend the funeral.
The Head himself had received a letter,
too—which proved beyond question that
Quirke could have nothing to do with it.

Snipe’s .grandfather had died in Scetland,
and it was quite true that he had breathed
his last at about the hour of twelve-thirty.
The elock in Study No. 15 became famous.
Juniors crowded in to gaze at it, and to
see if it was still running. 1t was. There
was nothing wrong with the eclock at all.
Then ahat had caused it to stop? 1t
almost seemed as though Quirke’s super-
stitions were well-founded, after all,

But tiie members of the Thirteen Club
remained unchanged. Al of them ignored
this latest example of Quirke’s influence—
which had followed so closely upon the bon-
fire incident.

“ Better resign from that Club before the
mateh this afternoon!” said the Hon.
Douglas Singleton, as he came across Dick

Hamilton & Co. in the Triangle, after
lunch., it'll be tempting Providence too

much if you don’t.” .

“I’'m not resigning,” declared Nipper.

“ Well, it_:’s the first time you've plaved
for the First Eleven, ‘and Quirke's been
saying that you’re certain to mest with
bad luck,” observed Singleton. * ..ny not
leave the Thirteen Club severely alone?”

- Nipper looked at him ecuriously.

““Are you caught wunder Quirke's spell?”
e asked.

The Hon. Douglas
shirugged his shoulders.

“Rats!” he replied gruffly.

flushed clightly, and

“There's no

spell about it. The fellow’s genuine.”
“By George!” said Handforth, as he

- lacky club.

L seniors,

came up. ““That’s not what you were say-
ing yesterday!”’

‘““Several things Lave happened since, yes.
terday,” replied Singleton. * Anyhow, T'm
satisfied that Quirke is no trick-mongor,
can't attermipt to explain his methods, but
he’s sincere enough!”

“And you think that if we still keep ip

the Thirteen Club we’ll meet with bag
luck  this afternoon?’”” asked Fullwoog

amusedly.

“1t's inevitable!”

‘““ Rats!” grinned Fuliwood. “‘Not to say
rabbisk! In fact, piitte! The socner you
get rid of those dotty ideas, Singleton, the

better! I gave you credit for mcre level
commonsetise. 1'm as Keen on the Thirteen
Club as ever. I spilt iae salt this mourn-

ing, and didn’t even throw any over my left
shoulder!” he added, grinning.

‘““And I walked under a ladded!” chuckled
Reggie Pitt, joining the others. ¢ The
Thirteen Club for ever! We're stronger than
we were before, my sons! Quirke’s latest
mysteries have only made us more de-
termined.”

‘“ flear, hear!”?

“In fact, we'll defy the Unseen Powers
to do their worst,” smiled Nipper. ¢ Some-"
how, 1 den’t think they’ll have mueh eect
on the game this afternoon. Tcotball is
something soiid and tangible. And®in nine
cases out of ten ‘bad luck’ is merely an
excuse for bad play.”

“And these chaps aren’t likely to play
badly to-day!” said Handforth. < They've
got to show heaps of speed, or they won’t
be included in the First Eleven again.
Strictly speaking, I ought to be playing in
goal, but DMMorrow’s so pig-headed! . He
can't realise that I'm a better man.?”

So the subject of the Thirteen Club was
dismissed, and when the St. Frank’s TFirst
Eleven took the field its three junior re-
presentatives were all members of the un-
They had seen no reason for
resigrning just because of a lot of =super-
stitious talk.

As Handforth remarked, according to all
the rules, Nipper and Fullwood and Pith
ought to make a hopeless hash of things.
But as they didn't care a toss for any
kind of superstition, they trotted out upon
Big side with perfectly clear minds.

The Yexford Eleven was composed of all
and many of them were inclined
to be amused. When they found that three
Remove juniors were included in the St
Frank’s team they cconsidered the game &
walkover,  Yexford “had the reputatior of
being a rather rough crowd, and nob
averse to a little fouling if the situation
became critical. )

“ We're on a soft thing to-day,” said one
of the VYexford players. ¢If St. Franks
has got to play three reserves—and juniors
at that—it shows they're in a pretty hcpeé
less condition !’ ;



romp home!”

said one of the

T ‘i}.,"ae'll
Ot{l{[egi:t‘ of the Yexford fellows were gravely
'n:‘or;mld that Hamilton and Pité and - Full-
1,50[1 were the hottest of hot stuff, but
'\t"he}' didn’t take much notice. They were

niors—and  the Yexfgrd seniors had a
Yhotescme contempt for all junior football.
"But it wasn't long before their eyes were

.opened,

CHAPTER X1V,

THE BLIGHT CONTINUES,
LTHOUGH St. Frank’s
won the toss, there
Was practically
nothing- to choose,
for it was & dull afternoon,
and there was scarcely any
wind. One end was as good

as the other,
For five minutes after the kick-off the
play was quiet, although the visitors at-
tempted one or two attacks. The lanky
Napoleon Browne, however, was a giant in
defence., He was one of the most suecess-
ful centre-halves the First Eleven had ever
possessed. He generally subdued the oppos-
idg centre-forward, and fed his wings with
judicious passes, 1t was very seldom in-
deed that one of DBrowne’s kicks went
astray, and in tackling he was a genius.
There was a large and enthusiastic crowd.
Practically the entire senior school was o¢n
the ground—ready to criticise the three
juniors at every move, If Nipper and Fitt
and Fullwood didn’t pub uv a good show
they would be in for some bitter criticism,
indeed ! ' _
Victor Mason, the old International and
Aston Villa player, was acting as referee.
It was his idea that the juniors should be
Included in the St. Frank’s team, and he
was ' particulariy confidemt. And a better
refereec  could not have been desired by
either side, |
For the first five minutes or so the St.
ﬁrank’s front line was a trifle ragged.
senton, at centre-forward, was not as com-
forbable as usual. He seemed to feel the
strangeness of the three juniors with him,
and on two lor three occasions he eclung
to the ball 'xﬂhen he should have passed.
b wasn't c@ptagmary for Fenton to be seliish.
M3 present tactics were probably born of
Msufticient confidence in his junior forwards.

But he soon changed.

] fThe' left wing got busy, Rees, the outside-
‘:'tt’ streaking away down the touchline,
thl b Nipper in close attendance. Between
be two of them they tricked the Yexford
ack with a superb coolness and ease, and
wlpper accepted a pass which most fellows
ould have taken advantage of to shoot.
seut Fenton was better placed, and a tap
it the leather to his waiting foot. Fenton

thusiastically.

-3aid Browne swiftly.

its

shot, but he missed by a mere six inches
Oor so.

“That was good!” he said approvingly.

“Hard luck, Fenton,” replied Nipper.

“ Rotten play, you mean,” said Fenton.
“That was a sitter!»

Within two minutes another® attack de-
veloped, and the Yexford backs were just
awakening to the f:izt that the janior for-.
wards were even more dangerous than the
seniors !

It was Nipper this time. IIe accepted a
beautiful pass from Browne, and streaked
for goai. The crowd yelled as Dick made
rings round two opponents, one after the
cther. JAs It happened, there was nobody
to pass-to—Dick was compelled to make an
individual effort, or lose the chance. And
with all his usual energy, he tackled the job.
- There was danger in every inch of him.
The Yexford goalie could see it coming, and
e was leaping about hetween the sticks,
preparing to receive the inevitable shot.

The VYexford right-back. charged down
upon Nipper at full speed, but he was a
fraction of a second too late, - Nipper
aveadied himseld and—

Slam! T

The goalie never saw that shot at ail. it

- was low, wicked and deadly—a regular pile-

driver. It was in the baeck of the net before

-anybody realised it—a devastating shot that
‘not. - one goalie in ten could bave saved.

“Qoal!l®

“Hurrah!??

““ Good old Nipper!” .

The crowd yelled with glee, and then their
shouts suddenly changed. Something had
happened. As a matter of fact, the Yexford
back had collided violently with Nipper im-
mediately after the latter bad made his
shot. It was quite an accident—otue of
those collisions whieh are always Iliable fo
happen on toe football field. Fertunately it
came after the ball had reached its des-
tination.

The goal was scored—but Nipper was lying
on the ground, hunched up, and with his
face screwed with agony. Fenton and
Browne rushed uvp just in advance of Fall-
wood, and Pit{. XNipper wasa pulled to his
feet.

““Whoa!

¢ Splendid,

Steady!” he gasped. -
Hamilton!”” said Yeoton en-

“By Jove, that was the best
shot I've seen for weeks!?”

“ Brother llamilton is no doubt delighted
to hear these expressions of praise, but he
appears to be slightly hors de combat,”
““ Point out the injury,

Brother Nipper, and we will apply hot
bandages and all the necessary apparatus

for a swift cure.”

“Sorry!”” gasped Nipper. “I'm afraid
serious. My ankle, you know— twisted
like the dickens Steady, there! Greab

: =~ 13
guns!»
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Ile tried to set his foot to the ground, butf
the agony was excruciating. And Vic Mason
gave one look at the ankle, and shook his
head. Even in this brief space of time a
slight swelling was visible. '

““Hard lines—you’d better go off, young
‘un,’”” he said grimly. ¢ That ankle’s going
to give a heap of trouble if you attempt to
use iy. You've done your bit, anyhow—you
mustn’t play any more to-day.”

‘“Alas! I fear we shall miss Brother
Nipper to no small extent,” sighed Browne.
““Can this be another of Brother Quirke’s
selected items from his repertoire? May he
suffer much torment for this day’s dirty
work!” = :

Nipper was helped off, and the game pro-
ceeded.

Handforth, Grey, Glenthorne, Tregellis-
West and many others surrounded Nipper as
he attempfed to "recover.. DMassage was

resorted to, a«nd other measures, but the
swelling continued.

“Jt's no good—I'm crocked,” groanad
Nipper, at last. *If that’s not hard lines,
what is? Oniy fifteen minutes from the
start, too!”

““ Never mind, old man,” said Watson.
““You scored a glorious goal, and you're
certain of your place in the next big
match.”’ :

‘“ Absolutely!?”” deciared Archie. ¢ Good
gad! I might even say odds pains and
groans! That dashed goal was dashed
swift, dash it! I mean to say, the bally
thing whizzed in Iike a six-inch shell!
You're certain of your posish., laddie.”’

“That’s one consolation, ©f course,”
groaned “Nipper. ““But of. all the bad
luck——""

Ite paused, and Ilooked at the others

curiously.

“Just what I was thinking!” said Hand-
forth gruffly. “Bad luck! By George!
Quirke again! You played all right, you
scored, and Fenton's got you in mind for
the next big match. But in spite of all that
you're crocked—you're out of the game!
And it was a sheer accident, t00.”

“It’s uncanny!” declared De Valerie.

“ Nothing of the sort!”? said Hubbard.
“Didn’t Quirke warn you? You persisted
in that rotten Thirteen Club, and this iz the
Tesult!
chaps on the field, too!”’

~ ¢1 say, look at Pitt!” yelled Grey ex-
citedly.
For the moment, Quirke was forgotten,

and everyhody gazed excitedly on the field.
The 8t. Irank’s forwards had develeped
another attack, aund the right wing was
working like a piece of machinery. Full-
wood and Pitt were slicing c¢lean through
the Yexford defence—a perfect exhibition of
accurate passing and ball-control. Even the
seniors gazed, spellbound. |

At the last second TFullwood steadied him-
self and shot. It was well-timed, and

Things will happen to those other.

and

swift—but the visitors’ goalie just managegd
to tip the ball round the upright, conceding
& COrner.

““Well played, Fully!”

Rees took the kick, but the leather drop-
ped just short of the goal-mouth, and wys
cleared into mid-field betore any of the §t
Frank’s forwards could get near it. Apg
Yexford took full advantage of the oppor.
tunity.

Their own centre-forward pounced on the
ball, and streaked off at full speed. It wag
one of those swift reverses which frequent)y
happen. At cne second the Yexford goal
was in danger, and the next second the
danger was transferred to the St. Frank’s
goal,

And Morrow was taken unawares. The
shot was an excellent one, a long, oblique
drive which deceived the goalie. Morrow
touched it, but just failed to save. The
leather rolled over his shoulder into the
net.

“Well, I'm hanged!”
““They've scored!”’

¢ Marvellous!?? said Church. *It was a
good shot—and even Morrow isu’t a human
gate! It needed you in goal, Handy!”

Handforth snorted.

““1 should think it did!”
“I’d be ashamed of myself
keep a shot like that out!
cood of talking?”” he added bitterly.
“What chance have I got? . I'm even
chucked out of the Junior Eleven!”

Handforth was wvery sore over that affair.
Owing to bad play the previous week—when
he had been conscience-stricken over a
quarrel with Church—he had lost his usual
place in the Junior Eleven. And Ezra
Quirke was blamed for the catastrophe. Ib
was very singular that bad luck had dogged
the school ever since Quirke's arrival. And
now Nipper was out of action, with DO
possibility of rlaying again for several days.

The score was now equal, and Yexford
pressed hard in order to gain the advantage.
They -had suffered no injuries, and were ab
full strength. If they couldn't beat St.
IFrank’s now, it would be a pity! St
Frank's were playing two junior:, and were
a man short. ' |

But one of those juniors, at least, was
harrassing the Yexford left-back as he had
never heen harrazsed before. The duels
between this man and Pitt were constant—
Regoie alwavs won. '
hack had been care-
feeling that he could beat this
impudent junior with ease. Afterwards, he
had used every ounce of cunning and skill—
nimble St

said Handforth.

he retorted.
if 1 couldn’t
But what’s the

At first the Yexford

less,

but all to no purpose. The 2
Frank's winger was the best man. Reggl€
Pitt always got his centres over to per-
fection.

Pive minntes before half-time Fenton
seored with a well-timed header, and the
spectators gcained heart once more. Thab
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incidentally, had been Pﬁitt‘s-for
had sent the bail over for Fenton to
head 1t with ease into the net. .
The Yexiord back—a burly, aggressive-
jooking fellow—was _hecoming -ratiter nusty.
He huayd been C"}Ut\?'-ibt«i’:d b:, Pitt so mauy
times that he foolishly lcet his temper. It
was an inexcusable attitulle, for Reggie had
played like a
g{ﬁﬁ; match had hardly gotr underway again
pefore Browne sent out another pass to the
right-wigg. Li}ie a flash, Pitt snapped it
up, and was eii arong the touchline to “the
roar of the crowd. These runs'of_ Pitt’s were
famous, and aiways aroused intense en-
thusiasm. , =
The Yexford back rushed ap, was again
peaten, and he deliberately shot his {foot
out, and hooked Pitt round the ankle. The
unfortunate Reggie turned two complete
somersaults, and lay motionless.

goal,
‘Reggi¢

CHAPTER XV.
JUST A BIT TOO THICK!

—~ OUL!” ;
"G, you dirty
cad!”? g

“Send him - offi—
send him offI??

A perfect stormm of angry
shouts went up. It was the
most deliberate foul St. Frank’s had seen
that season. Under ordinary circumstances,
the Yexford back would not have resorted
to such a measure, and he was probably
sorry that he had done so. But he had
acted in the heat of the moment—infuriated
at being outwitted yet again. He had lost
his head, and Reggie Pitt was lying motion-
less on the grass. |

The whistle blew shrilly, and TFullwood
and Phillips picked Pitt up, and found that
ke was practically uncomscious. Ie  had
pitched on his. head, and was half stunned.

““He's done!?” said Phillips anxiously. =

“You infernal cad!” shouted Fullweod,
turning to the! back.
4 sportsman? \0f all the dirty fouls——-?
~ ““Leave this \to me, please, young ’un,”
said Vic Masomn, pushing through. ¢ How’s

the " boy? Yodked, eh? A pity—he was
doing go splendidly! I’'m afraid he’ll have
to be taken off.”

bl“kl’m awfully sorry,” began the Yexford
ack, :

0 Y7 : :
' What's your name?’ demanded the

Teferce,
::B;ex-'an——-—” L G
My You’ll leave. the field, "Bevan,” said

ason curily.
i (}h, I - say

1 protested the back!

‘You're not . going to do that, are you?

didn’t mean to trip him up——2

sportsman throughout the

ing arose when the referee’s

““1 thought you were |

The Yexferd back rushed up, was
again beaten, and he deliberately shot
his foot out and hooked Pitt round
the ankle. _

“Lying won’t help you!” snapped {ihe
;'eferes.e. “I've seen a few deliberate fouls
in my fime, and DI'm mnot Ilikely to be
deceived! 1 order you to leave the field,
Bevan!?” | ‘
“But—bub T tell you

“At once!?”? ordered Vie Mason. ,

The Yexford hack turned, biting his lip.
With a pale face and hanging head, he went
off towards the pavilion. A storm of cheer-
decision was
understood. And the wv:icicus Bevan was
hooted to the echo as he made a dash for
the obscurity of the pavibioi.

siouts of concern followed when Pitt was
carried from the field by the linesman and
another senior. Reggie was just coming
round, but he was badly crocked. |

The whistle blew for hali-time almost
immediately afterwards—Ileaving the score
two—one.

“There’s sometning funny about this!”’
said Jack Grey breathlessly. “Two of our
thaps c¢rocked—and they’re both in the
Thirteen Club! Oh, I know it’s easy enough
to say that they were mere accidents, bub
you can’t get away from facts. Our chaps
have had rotten bad luck.” |
¢ 1t’s like a blight!”>’ said De Valerie, with
concern. = ‘“ What’s going to happen to Full-

-,, -
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wood? le’s the only Junior left it the team
-——and he’s in the Thirteen Club, too! He'll
probably get his in the second half!”

‘““ Don’t make a song!’”” muttered DPitt.
“It’s only coincidence

“I'm not so sure about that,’”’ growled
Buster Boots. ¢ lang it, Val, it's a bit too
thick! Why werent two of the seniors

crocked—instead of you fellows? Why
should it be you and Nipper to go under?”’

“ Because they beleng to that rotten Thir-
teen Club!?? said Singlefon,

“Rats!” said Pitt. ““Don’t talk rot!”

But even Reggie couldn’t help feeling im-
pressed. This run of bad luek
menal—particularly by reason of its affect-
ing the juniors only. Quirke wouldn’t have
been thought of at all if two
had - been injured—ior, after all, accidents
are common enough on the football field.

But it certainly was extraordinary that
out of the eleven players, Nipper and Pitt
should be the two to go under. Fortunately,
they had won their spurs beforehand. Ifor
Pitt, too, had proved himself worthy of
IFirst Eleven football. e was certain of a
place. for the rest of the season.

Fullwood was the only fellow who re-
mained and when St. Frank’s took the
tield for the second half, they were two men
short. This wus a very serious handicap,
for although the missing two were juniors,
they had been the tife of the St. I‘rank’
attack,

Yexford were one man short, too—but
this was not much compensation for the loss
of thosé two forwards. Pitt was unable to
resume, for he was dizzy, and his head had
received such a crick that he would probably
have a stiff neck for days. In addition, his
whole bedy was racked with aches. Ile
had fallen very heavily, sustaining many
bruises,

The interest in the game was now f[everish.

In spite of the concentmtmn reqmred for

watching football, well over half the juniors
~were thinking of Quirke. Would anything
happen to Fuliwood? He was the last mem-

ber of the Thirteen Club to remain in the
team. Would he, too, meet with some
-disaster on the field?

His movements were watched —with
anxiety, but it wasn't long before he
covered himself with glory., Within five
minutes of the re-start, Yexford scored
again, equalising.

But almost immediately afterwards TFull-
wood received a pass from Phillips—who

had gone to outside-right—and sent in a
first-time &hot which had the goalie guessing
all the way. It was a high shot,
entered the net just at the angie of the up-
right and the crossbar—a perfectly-timed
kick, with any amount of sting behind it.

*¢ Goall!”

““(h, well played!”

““Good old Tully!”

‘“ Played, IFullwood!”

was plieno-.

of the seniors

fell,

which®

Raiph leslie Fuliwood flushed slightly g3

FFenton added his own word to the _general
applause, And William Napoleon "Browne
slapped Fullwood on the back and congraty-

lated him in his own quaint style.

Even now, FKullwood was finding this ga
new e.\'perience It seemed only yesterday
since he had sneered at football.- Ang he

nad never before realised the joys of hearing
the applause of his fellow-beings. \lore
than ever was he convinced that his preaent
road was the oniy frue one. '
With the score three—two, and only
fwenty-five minutes left to play, the re.:,ult-
seemed fairly obvious. During the last ten
minutes the Yexford playvers had been hem-
me:] in their own half, and all the attack.
ing had been, done by 8t. Frank's. One
‘-"Ocll up, the Saints were confident of victory.
A yvell went”"up when TFullwood was zeen
to tmp the ball again, but he slipped and
When he got up, there was a red
smear on his cheek, where he had grazegd
himself on a stone. - |
““There you are—bad Iuck again!”
shouted De WValerie. ¢ Fully’s crocked!”
“Don’t you believe it!” said Handforth.
IFullwood, indeed. was playing harder than
ever. He made light of the injury—which
looked worse than it "actually was, being
merely a jagged cut on the cheek.
-And he continued - -to harrass the Yexford
defence. I'enton was greatly in the lime-
light at this period, leading raid after raid.
And he was*finding that Fullwood was a
shrewd. able partner. Fenton was under
no misapprehenzion regarding the juniefs
now, - They had proved themselves worihy
of 'inclusion in the First Eleven.

Browne was doing the work of two men
in midfield. He not only smashed up
almost every Yexford attack, but he kept
his forwards well supplied with accurate
passes. And ten minutes before the whistle
Fullwood again came into. prominence. He
had received a surprise pass—really a mis-
kick from one of his opponents. He was-
bheautifully. phccd, and there was practically
an open goal in front of him. He took
instant adx antage of the opportunity.

“Shoot, Fulh—shootf“

Fullwood prepaled himself for the shot
and then suddenly stumbled. Without any
opponent iithin vards of him, he sv.fned
and fell over backwards. And during that
tense second a Yexford defender dashed up
and safely cleared. The whistle blew,  and
Fullwood was surrounded.

“Hurt?” asked Tenton anxious:y.

Fullwood sat up dazedly.

“Can’t make it out,” he muttered
thickly. “I came all giddy. I feel wealr—-
my head’s swimming like the dickens—

“Pity you lost that chance just now,
said Fenton. “Come on—get up.”

Fullwood got up, but immediately fell
again. Something inexplicable had hap-
pened. Without bemrr touched by a soul,
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he had been stricken down. And it was
impossible for him to stand. His legs were
weak, and an unaccountable faintness had
assailed him. He, too, was helped off.
Cconsternation broke out among thre junior
ators.
Sp;ﬁ; third disaster_ had happened! Full-
wood, too, had fallef under the mysterious
spell!  All three members of the Thirteen
clup had failed to last through the mateh.
Each, in turn, had met with some catas-
trophe or another. The general effect was
isturbing. :
dlzzﬁli?-ke’s right—he’s always right!” said
De Valerie, with a queer look in his eyes.
“Hang it all, we've got to believe m.t-hr:a
chap—we MUST! What else can we thmk’:,‘
what caused Fullwood to fail just now?
sqreat Scott!” yelled Handforth. “Yex-
ford have scored!” "
“They’vi eqluallzﬁgd!
“Wwhat rotten luck!” - | 2
‘@}éﬂfms true enough. Yexford had laken
advantage of the latest St. Frank’s loss,
and had obtained another goal.

shouted Church.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE CURSE ON THE SCHOOL:

RALPH LESLIE FULL-

WO0OD struggled up

grimly.
“Let me gol!” he
said. “There’s only = five

' | on again! This is sheer rot!
There’s nothing the matter with me—there

can’t be! I didn’t even trip! Let me go,
you asses!” . |
The news that Yexford had equalised hit

Fullwood hard. He was furious with him-

self, too. He could offer no explanation
regarding his unexpected _
had come upon him without any warning.

“Sure you're all right?’ asked Nipper.

“Of course I am,” said Fullwood, *“I'm a
lot better now.”

“Let’s all go ‘on,” said Pitt mournfuly.
“If somebody’ll put my neck in splints, I
might be able to do a bit! And you can
use a bath-chair, Nipper!”

Fullwood insisted on going, but he hadn’t
takgn gma steps unassisted before he
again ayed, and nearly fell. He was
caught just in time.

It’s no good—you
HﬁildfOI’th gruffty.

But it’s madness—I can't get over it!”
nuttered Fullwood, exasperated. “Why the
dickens should I go dizzy like this? I

can’t do " it,” said

haven’t eaten anything—I didn't even have’

eNything at half-time” =~

; By George!” gasped Handforth. “You’ve
ten drugged!” . | _
% But that’s impossible,” insisted Fullwood.

.+ tell you I haven't touched anything

{and in the execitement he handled,

"minutes left, but I'm going.

weakness. It

since lunch-time.
ten minutes ago!

And I was all right until
You're not gecing to telf

me that somecbody drugged my giddy
lunch 1»? a
“Besides, that’s all rot,” put in Church.

“Nobody would dare to drug you—it would
be too risky for one thing. I expect you
put a bit too much speed, and overtaxed
yourself, Fully. Only two minutes more to
go, thank goodness—it’ll be a drawn game,
anyhow.,” .o -

“That’s better than losing,” said Hand-
forth, with a frown. “It’s a pity I wasn’t
in goal—— Great pip! Look therel”

-The Yexford players.were exerting their
last ounce of strength in order to force a
victory.: With three men short, the St.
Frank’s team was in dire straits, And those
players, although juniors, had been three of
the best men in the side. The loss was a
costly one. ‘ _ .

Yexford was pressing fiercely, and the St.
Frank’s defence was penetrated again and
again,” Morrow alone saved these attacks
from adding to the 'score, His saves were
superb. i | ,

And then, a minute before the whistle
was due to blow, the Yexford forwards
again swept down. Wilson tackled valiantly,
Unfor-
tunately, it was not purely accidental—
Wilson lost "his head for-a moment, and,
pushed at the ball. with his fist. '

The whistle blew on the instant,

“Oh, help!” moaned Pitt. “Penalty-kick!”

This was the final straw! Wilson had
handled within the . penalty area, and the
referce was pointing to the fatal spot. With
only a minute to go, and both the scores
equal, Yexford were awarded a penaliy-
kick! Of all the appalling bagd luck, this
was surely the worst! .-

A dead silence fell as the Yexford centre-
forward took the kick., He made no mis-
take about it, either. Slam! He cent in a
swift, rising shot, which 3Morrow had no
chance of getting at. = ’

“Four—three!”  said  Handforth  dis-
custedly. *“Oh, it’s all over now—they’ve
wen! Ye gods and little tadpoles! They’ve
won! - We're whacked!”

“The First’s beaten on its ocwn ground—
it hasn’t recorded a win this season!”
groaned McClure, “Oh, 1 say, what putrid
tuck !

A few seconds later tihe final whistie

‘blew, and the fateful game was over.

¥ith everything in St. Frank’s favour,
they had lost the .match! It was cne of
the most extraordinary exhibitions the

school had ever seen. ¥rom the very kick-
off that game had been one long series of
misfortunes. Not just the ordinary ill-luck
of a “bad day,” but sheer, downright
tragedy.

And although the Remove piayers bhad
won their places, they had all failed! That
was the extraordinary part of it. Gf the
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whole eleven, these were the three fellows
to suffer ti:e worst. Not one of them had
finished the game.

And they were all of the
Thirteen Club!

1t was impossible to ignore the signifi-
cance of this. Yf one of them had been
croeked, it wouldn’t have mattered so much
—even if two had been crocked, it could
have been looked upon as coincidence. Bub
the whole three! That was the stunning
feature of the affair.

members

“It's Quirke!” said Handforth fiercely.
“He’s the cause of all this!” _
“But you don’t believe in him!” said

hurch.

“Of course I don’t, you ass!”

“Then how can this bad luck be brought
OI]———-—-——-” ;

“I don’t know—we don't want to argue
snapped Handforth. “But Quirke’s
blame!” .

“Sure he's to blame,” agreed Adams.
“Say, didn’t I hand out this dope days
ago?  That bird’s a hoodoo! Gee! I
wouldn't like to be in mid-Atlantie with
that guy! I guess the ship would never
get to port!”

“Blow it, I beleve you’re right!” growled
Handforth., “Quirke’s a hoodoo! Ife's a
jixt” .

“I guess you mean a jinx?*-

“I’'m not supposed to know your fat-
headed American words, am I?* roared
Handforth, “My hat! You Americans use
a different language to us!”

“You said a mouthful!” agreed Adams.
“We use the only language under the sun.

p2s

to

Say, do wyou eall this English stuff a

language? How do vou get that way?”
“Fhere’s only one thing to do with
Quirke!” declared Handforth firmly. “He
pusht to be burnt at the stake! That’s
| THE

{ Hamilton firmly.

1 life.

what they did with
the old days! Why
boil him I oil??

“Wouldr't be any good,” said €h
shaking his head. y“}le‘d like it!G 111;:]3
enjoy it as much as we revel in our weekly
‘bath! Quirke wouldn’t be affected by fire
or hlea,t. Remember what happened to that
gu},.n ) .

“Leave Quirke alone!” said Singleton
“I'm not sneering at the feilow any more.
I believe he’s genuine—he can do i;hesé
rummy ‘things, and nobody can understang
how. That ‘Thirteen Club had better pe
disbanded!”

But Nipper and Pitt and TFullwood—ip
spite of their ill-luck—were as determined as
ever, And all the other members of the
club agreed.. They weren’'t going to admit
themselves beaten! :

“You can’t convince me?? said Dick
“It's just a series of
coincidences. I shouldn’t be surprised at
anything, There’s probably aufto-suggestion

at work, too0.”
“Auto which?” asked Handforth.

“When things are going wrong, it's easy
enough for people to get mnervous,”  said
Nipper. “And that affects their everyday
And when they make a blunder, they
put it down to a curse instead of to their
own nerves. Anyhow, I'm as much against
Quirke as ever I was,” ‘

“Hear, hear!” agreed Handforth grimly.

But there were plenty of others who felf
differently. Ezra Quirke’s influence was
spreading far and wide, and even the
.seniors were beginning to take an interesd
in his doings. ‘ B

And before long some  exceedingly
remarkable developments were destined to

witches and things 1p
not go one better apg

take place!
EN'D- -

SEE THAT YOU GET NEXT WEEK’S COPY |

] - OF THIS PAPER! [

i FOR, we are GIVING AWAY another packet of

(| Assorted Stamps, any one of which may be of
exceptional value.

ALS O, you must not on any account miss +—

“THE UNKNOWN HAND!”

Next Week’s Remarkable Story of the Schooiboy Magician at St. Frank’s.
ORDER FROM YOUR NEWSAGENT

IN ADVARNCE,
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NOTE.—If any reader writes to me I shall
pe pleased to comment upon such remarks
as are likely- to interest the majority.
All letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, c¢/o The Editor,
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Ileetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
lvery - letter acknowledged below has
been personally read by me, and I thank
ecach writer most heartily. But although
all letters afford me an equal amount of
pleasure, I am reluctantly compelled to
confine my individual replies to those of
general interest.—E.S.B. |

During the last week or two I have made

one or two erytic remarks about a surprise.

for this month, haven’'t 1?  Strictly
speaking, I oughtn’t to say anything about
+it until next week. But perhaps it’s only
fair to give you just a little hint.

' ¥ * #

Since this feature of mine was started I
have hLad hundreds of letters asking for
back numbers, and urging me to get the
Editor to republish the early stories of
St. Frank’s. There has been a big demand
for a St. Frank’s Annual, tooc. In fact, it
became pretty clear that something would
have to be done. Well, it HAS beer done—
and you’ll see the result in a week or two.,

b E ] %

No, there’s not going to be an Annual
thr:s vear, butf there’ll be something else
which will probably please you just as much.
In about two weeks from now you’ll be
able to buy the first number of “THE
MONSTER | LIBRARY OF COMPLETE
STORIES.” 1t couldn't have been better
Bamed, for I can assure you it IS a monster,
and you'll realise this when I tell you that
it contains 3 whole series of St. Frank’s
Jarns lumped into ome—in fact, one huge
adventurey story of the earlier exploits of
the St. Wrank’s fellows. And in spite of
the enormous c¢ost of this production, it’s
Uge size; and the length of the story, the
Price will be merely one shilling. The first
Ofie wili he called “The Schoolboy Treasure
Seekers,” and if any of you are interegted
1 this preliminary announcement of mine,
lake my advice, and go to your newsagent
and Say this: “ Please reserve me No. 1 of
STHL MONSTER LIBRARY OF COMPLETE
TORIES. » By doing that youw’'ll make sure
0f your copy. This isn’t merely an adver-

-
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tising stunt of mine. Only a limited
number of the new library are heing printed,
and the ONLY way to be absolutely sure
1s to crder in advance.

* * 3

I've got an idea that this piece of news
will be welcomed by practically every one

of you. All you old and faithful readers--
I'm talking to the OIld-Timers now, who
have read Our Paper since the early

issues—will welcome the new venture, I'm
sure, as you’ll be able to read these early
adventures again, not in grubby Dback
numbers of the 0Old Paper, but in a magnifi-
cent production with a really wonderful
cover—in four or five colours—and with
gloriously big type throughout the whole
becok. And this new library, you can take
it from. me, wiill be something worth keep-
ing and treasuring,

* £

And you new readers will be even more
pleased, I fancy. Lots of you, of course,
have only joined the circle during the last
year or £o0; some of you perhaps are
readers of only a few weeks’ standing. In
this MONSTER LIBRARY you'll be able
to get all the old St. ¥Frank’s yarns, and
vou’ll get them in the most attractive way
possible. All the summer adventure series
—how Reggie Pitt first came to St. Frank’s,
the barring-out yarns, and so forth. If the
first number is a success all these old
series will be placed in your hands, month
py month. Oh, 1 forgot fo tell you that,
didn’t 17 This new library isn’'t an
Annual, but a monthly. And everything
will depend upon the success of the first
issue. So it’ll be really necessary for you
to show a bit of enthusiasm- over No. 1,
or the experiment may fail. It is some-
thing ABSOLUTELY NEW. It is something
ABSOLUTELY NOVEL. That’s all I mean
to say about it this week, but in my next
chat I'll go into full details, and describe
it thoroughly. I've used up lot a more
space than I meant to, but never mind.
It’s all in a good cause. Now I'd better
acknowledge a few of your letters, or I can
see myself getting into hol water,

& & ¥
J. Tym (Sheffield), J. Wilson (8.W.8),

G. Payne (Devonport), Reg Dormer (Black-
friars), Basil A. Downing {(Melhourne),



Row Slater (Wilenhall), An Aussie DBushite
(Eyre Peninsula, S, Australia), G. Desmond
Yichardson (Burton-on-Trent), No. 633
(Holloway), Solomon Hersibin (Bethnal
Green), Cyril A. Rundel (Blackheath),
Oswald H. Tucker (Deal), Albert I
Clifton (Birmingham), Jean Bain (Edin-
burgh), Frank Bowden (Port Edgar, N.B.),
. Rawlings (Toronto).

% * %*

I quite appreciate your dezire for special
Overseas Competitions, Basil A. Downing,
but I am -afraid it is more difficuit than
.¥ou imagine. Your idea is that the closing
date should -be three months later for
Australia and other readers. It sounds
quite easy, doesn’t it? But, my dear chap,
just think for a moment. If the ZEditor
adopted a scheme of that sort, all our
British readers would have to wait fhree
months tonger for their results—no, a lot
more than three months, for your entries
would have to get across to England and
be dealt with. And you can’t be unreason-
able enough to expect tens of thousands
of Home readers to patiently wait while
all your lefters are coming across the seven
seas. The only other alternative is to

organise a special competition for Overseas.

readers, and that. I am told, is impractic-
able. For example, there would have to be
one date for Canada, another for Australia,
and so on., 1t would only result in con-
fusion. The Editor and 1 have often
chatted on this subject, but it seems that

you Overseas readers will have to be con-
tent with the ILeague. And this, affer all,
is about the bhiggest competition going. In

fact, the only one of its kind in the world.
Later on there will be special League com-
petitions instituted, and naturally, ALL
members will be eligible, Home or Overseas,
You see, they'll be run in such a way that
closing dates won't he necessary.

* % &

again,
your

want you to write
Row Slater. As a matter of fact,
letter was particularly interesting, and
there’s one point I want to discuss. You
say that I don’t consider the School House
much. In fact, you imply that I don’t
feature the School House as much as 1
ought to. That's just the point. I thought
I had made it quite clear in the stories
that the School House is not in the same
catezory as the other Houses., These Jatter
Houses are boarding-houses, where the boys
live, and where there is a Housemaster
presiding over each. The School House is
merely a great range of class-rooms,
laboratories, lecture-halls, and so forth. As
it*is only used for work it is naturally
closed up at night, and there is no House-
master. So why mention it? To be exact,
there are four Houses at St. Frauk's. The

Of course I
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for

ifth—The School Ifouse—is
purposes purely and simply.
#* 3 *

schoop]

They say that we live and learn. " Since
getting letters from Australian readers j
ihave learnt quite a lIot. Thanks for call-
ing me your “Cobber,”’ Aussie Bushite., Jp
I wasn't well up in these Australian termg
I might think you were uncomplimentary,
I know, of course, that “Cobber’ means
friend, and thus I am under no misappre.
hension when you say that I am a cobber
of yours, Over bere, in the Old Country,
we don’t use the word, at least, I haven't
heard it used. I'm awfully glad that your
father has been converted, and is now g
reader of Our Paper. Nothing pleases me

‘hetter than to hear that readers have .got

their parents to approve of the St. Frank’s
yarns by ouch convinecing methods as
reading them themselves. '

* * &

You seem really cuf up about the Mag,
Solomon Hershbhin. I hope you'll find some
consolation in the knowledge that it will be
ie-born in the near future. Not in its old
form, hut in .a ~very much bhetter form.
But it's early for me to say anything just
yet. Besides, the Editor himself will make

the announcement when he is ready. All
right, I'll remember to feature Soclomon
Levi before long. As a matter of fact,

he figures quite largely in next week’s
story: © S
* * *

We haven't forgotten the Portrait Gallery,
Cvrii A Rundle. As for Owen minor, Willy
Handforth has gained such strength in the
Third that Owen minor is rather over-
shadowed. Perhaps he’ll come out of his
shell one of these days and dispute Willy's
rights. You coun never tell

* ¥, ¥

I didn't actually promise to  introduce a
Scoteh hoy at any fixed time, did I, Jean
Bain? Without looking up my earlier reply,
I think I said that I would remember your-
request. I shall certainly bring m a
Scotch junior when the opportunity arrives.
And I'll give you my word that he’ll be 2
REAL Scot, through and through. But
please don’t he impatient.

& & &

Hallo! Another request for a barring-out
series! Do you know, Howard Rawlings,
I've had dozeus and scores of requests for
a @arrinc-out series during the last few
weeks? Well, T can't guarantee anything
just yet. The present series runs on until
Christmas. But early in the New Year—-
Oh, well, that’s a good few weeks ahead,

isn't iv?
’ E.S.B.
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STAMP COLLECTO

By FRED. J. MELVILLE,
' 4

_________

AERO STAMPS,

Y fingers liave been itching to open

my ¢ Stamp Packeb No. 3,7 but I

have restrained myself so that you

and 1 should open our packets to-

gether. So here goes! What have

[ zot? A yunaint-looking Cossack chap ou a

90 gruvni Ukraine. You might not know off-

hand just what countiry it came from, be-

cause the lettering is that of the Russian

alphabet. Then there is a pretty, pictorial

stamp of - Borneo, another from Liberia, a

republican stamp of Austria, and—oh, great

chakes!—a triangular air-post stamp of
Esthonia. .

I am glad fo find an aero stamp among
my lot, and I guess many of you will have
found this |
that has been issued for paying postage on
letters sent by air mail. -

There is a fair number of them-—between
txo and three hundred—so one cculd make a
jolly interesting collection of what I call
aero stamps alene. Some of them are quite
remarkable in showing aeroplanes in flight
over foreign lands, and those of you who
know a lot about the mechanies of flight
will be able to read from the stamps what.a
variety of types of machines are now in use
for the rapid trapsportation of mails- by
air. ' ; :

Italy was the first country to issue a
stamp for oir postage, but it was only for
an experimental service between Rome and
Turin.
“express letter  stamp, with the words,
" Esperimenta posta aerea ” overprinted on
1t, for that is the stamp which was used for
this service. Later in the same year a violet
f}amp of similar design was overprinted

Idrovolante,”” for use on a hydroplane
Postal service between Naples and Palermo.

But you will like best the aero stamps
Specially designed to show that they are

Mmeant togaving letters on their way. On
igme_ of {Me Austrian aero stamps you see
€ pilot of the air mail seated in his

Machine; you can even study the controls
and levers. Thz higher values of the same
SCries show a giant flier with a passenger
E‘“b’ﬁj she is flying high over mountains, and
& Weird bird near by is flapping her wings

At this intrusion into the realm of the

birds, the |

ﬁf-In the Albanian air stamps we get a view
-4 ‘plane about to cross the rugged

or some other postage stamip

Look out for the 25 centesimi rose.

mountains ef the Balkans; there is an eagle

~in the picture, but the ’plane has soared

high above it. There are four lovely plctorial
aero stamps of the Belgian Congo showing
machines in flight over native villagés. An
air mail service was started, covering a dis-
tance of 1125 miles in the Congo in 1920;
it counected Kinshaska with Stanleyville.

Iive large and handsome stamps of China
depict o flight over the great wall of China.
Danzig has quite an array of air stamps;
the first were Qerman stamps overprinted
with a little device of a ’plane in blue or
red, or a winged posthorn; the next issue
showed a machivce flying high above the sky-
line of Danzig, and you can pick out the
numerous spires and name them one by one
—If you know the place at all. Still another
set shows a machine within the ring of a
pesthorn device. '

Denmark shows a machine with propeller
whizzing away, making suchi & noise, appar-
ently that two great horses drawing a
piough on the ground are evidently startled,
and the ploughman is having his work cub
out to control them. -

I have already mentioned Esthonia, hub
there are several issues, all triangular in
shape. It is a good idea to have aero
stamps of an unusual shape, for when letters
intended for air post are dropped in letter-
boxes along with ordinary mail, the queer
shape at once catches the eye of the postal
sorter, who picks out such letters for de-
spatching by the fast air route. Germarny’s
ailr stamps include a winged posthorn, a
hiplane, and a Taube among the designs.

Holland has a series in a mysterious design

coniceived on modern art lines, in which sea,
sun and air scemed to get inextricably mixed
up. In Hungary they are using stamps with

a picture of Tcarus, the flying man.
Lithuania shows us an angel helding a toy
aeroplane over her head. ¥rom MMorocco wa
get a very handsome series showing a flight
over Casablanca. Newfoundland’s air stamps
are of exceptional interest, as associatiovs
with the historic transatlantic flights. The
“Hawker” stamp is a rarity; bnt {the
‘“ Alcock ”” stamp is not so difficult to gct.
Norway has given us the quaint stamps of
the Amundsen North Polar flight, which
show a bear gazing up at the new-fungled
machine in the sky. Poland has just issued
{Continuted on page 39.) '
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/.- THE CITY OF MASKS

74 or, THE CASE OF THE BOY-KING!

°
)

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

and TINKER.

FOR NEW READERS.
The story taokes place in the wild and
mountainous country of Carlovia, infested
by bandits and outflaws. Here life is held
very cheaply, 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 fo the XKing, has been employed by
the T'oreign Office on an important mission,
and Tinker is on a visit to King Peter as
an old scheol chum. Blake and Tinker
arrive at Kamiak fo be present at the ccle-
brations of the coming of the new boy king.
During the festivities at the palace, Tinker
slips out into the town without a pass, and
gets infto trouble with the police. He maikes

the acquaintance of a young American

named Clodie.
(Now read on)

$¢ HANKS very much indeed!” said

| Tinker to the stranger. “You

pulled us out of that jolly well.”

“I1 knew you at once,”’ said the

prisoner., “I had been unlucky, too, and

was in the cell, but fortunately, thoze fools
of police being 8o busy, had not recognised
me. It is I who have to thank your friend
here for permitting me to escape. You I
have seen before,” he added, lowering his

voice. “It was in the castle of Shalvola
with the Kking.” .

““ Great pip!"’ exclaimed Tinker. I re-
member you by the slow way you talk.

You're Rivastoff !’

““Rivasfoff, the brigand, at vour service!
The stone tower at Shalvola could not hold
me. And so, as I take you to be a friend of
thie vyoung princess—may fortune prosper
her!—and also for the debt I nwe this gentle-
man, I will Lielp vou more if I can.”

They were standing under a flickering oil-
lamp in an alley filled with many strange
smells. To the bandit Tinker rapidly ex-
plained the position. While Rivastoff was
pondering, Tinker told Clodie, in a whisper,
who he was.

““I guess that nothing I bump against in
this weird old show surprises me,”’. said the

voung American, “not even a live brigand. |

Say, brig, T'm sure obliged you scuttled

those police guys! How’s the Drogramme?
I pguess that old hotel is barred, and if
we're found fleating round these slums in
daylight they’ll jug us again, and as I think
T've winged one of their police, they’ll he
riled and nasby.”

“ I will take vou to a friend’s, where you
may hide,” said Rivastofl. “ Would it be
of use if I could get a note from you to
the palace?”

“ A jolly lot of use,” said Tinker; *“but
I don't want you to risk your neck.”

“I am always risking my neck. Let us go
quickly, for at any moment we may meet
a police-patrol.”’ '

Ten minutes later Rivastoff knocked at a
door, and Tinker and Mr. Arthur P. Clodie
found themselves in a dark little room where
ropes of onions hung in festoons from a low
ceiling. The owner of the place, a bent old
man withh a Wwhite beard, held a muttered
conversation with the bandit and then lighted
another candle, then brought an envelope, 2
sheet, of paper, and a dusty inkstand with a
guill pen. .

Tinker pondered. It was useless to write
to Ilinz Peter, for st such a busy time the
message would not reach him, and it was
guite possible that an attempt to commuii-
cate with his Majesty would result in the
arrest of the messenger. Sexton Blake was

of no use, for at present, though the kings

tutor, he was practically unknown. Then
Tinker remembered a person of great 1m-
portance, and addressed the -envelope to the
captain of the King's Guard, marking it
private and urgent. e wrote:

¢ Dear Blimp,—Myself and a pal are in the
cart and the police are chasing us. TheY
want to hanz us at dawn or shoot us ab
sicht, and we're not eager. Send along atl
escort and fish us out of this, for they don b
seem to love us & ha’porth.—TINKER.”

“Tt’s for the big Englishman who was gnlig
to shoot you,” he said, handing Rivastoff the
sealed envelope.

The bandit nodded, and passed the message
on to the old man, When he had gon&
vivastoff bolted the door.

““* Have a cigarette. buddy,

and we'll tr¥
some,

to kill the smell, of the onions .
said Clodie. “I guess we're enjoying Ol
selves. What’s the stuntz”
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« T've sent a line to a fellow I know,” said
DL
'E«l::éng? this mess, . but I’m?not fcoo hopeful
that he will geb it. You’ve not got any
srudoe against tie big fellow for capturing
you and nearly shooting you, have you,
Mr. Rivastolt7”’

« Not at ail.”

The brigand smiled as he

pulled aside his cloak and showed his
andaced arm. S Nor do I bear you a
ba[l(l{;be 2 ’ - » e
grudge for dong that. It is the fortune of

And o2ood, perhaps, may come of it.
is not the young king. Let him
and I will serve him well.,”

. war.
My enemy
pardon me,

THE ST. FRANK'S WEEKLY __ &@8ay

«« 1 he gets the note he’ll haul us :
- don’t, the police will want you.

pass, sir, you were asking for trouble. Sorry
to have to put you under arrest, but if I
Hi, cor-
poral, take charge of these gentlemen!”

Blimp lifted the brigand’s mask, and let
it drop back again, and gave Tinker the
chost of a wink. |

“Take their weapons away, corporal,” he
added, “and put them in the guard-room.”

Tinker passed the captain’s wink on to the
young Amerizxan, and gave the brigand a
nudge to signify that all was well, and so
Tinker returned fto the royal palace as he

1y

l - He opened the door as a dozern mounted men rode down the alley in single file.

‘* Cheerio, Blimp ! ’? oried Tinker,

- s

" As time went on, even William P. Clodie
?G?mEiZ[‘ to !o;,lse some of his high spirits. At
ffiat the brigand jumped to his feet, his
lfﬂgt‘-’l‘ on the trigger of his revolver. He
istened with ‘bent head.

P Y | . o
; “TroopdWP he said quietly.
ramp  of horses and the
scabbards,” g

I -

:Ie opened the door, as a dozen mounted
men rode down the alley in single file,

~ Cheerio, Blimp ! cried Tinker.
ﬁ"I:he captain of the King’s. Guard alighted
“fom 2 huge bay horse with a clank of
- Spurs, " E
13 . s 13 . 1 3 ‘
.' ‘Gkivvbhf he said, with a slow grin. “If
JOu went out to-nmight, without a signed

““1 hear the
rattie of

had left it—a prisoner under escort. They
had been in the guard-rcom about ten
minutes, Rivastotf still wearing his mask,
when the sentry unleocked the door and ad-
mitted Sexton Blake.  Blimp, magnificent in

| his new uniforin, followed the private detec-

tive, and put his burly shoulders against the
closed door. ‘

My {friend, Arthur P. Clodie, of New
York,” said Tinker, with a chuckle, *and my

friend, Mr. Rivastoft, late of Shalvoela, who

has done us both a very good turn. In fach,

both these gentlemen have done e good
turns.” |
<<« Oh, indeed!” said Sexton Blake. A |

wonder!”’



A SHOT AT THE KING,

INEER’S imprisonment in the guard-
room was a very short one. He
tocok Mr. Clodie with him to his
apartments and Blake staved be-
hind to interview the bandit.

- warning his assistant to keep in his room.

The Yankee was bursting with curiosity to

know what Tinker was doing in the royal
palace, and why he possessed influence
enough to summon the King’s Guard to the
rescue. To quiet him, Tinker .explained that
he was King Peter's guest and chum.

““Shucks, that’s real fine!” said the man
from New York. ¢ You're the identical guy
I've been looking around for. Then I reckon,
bo’, you can get me an invite to breakfast
and introduce me to the king fellow and his
beautiful sister. Princess Celia?” , _

“I reckon not,” said Tinker. I don’t
mean to suggest that you're not as good as
my pal, King Peter, but these royalties have
funny ways. They might cut my head off for
trying it. Besides, we haven’t finished with
the police vet. They’ve got you taped by
this time, you can bet, and as you’'ve flat-
tened one out with a gas-pipe and shot
:m?’ther, you’'ll hear some nasty things about
5 i

“You sure helped some, bo'!”

“Yes, and I may be chucked out of the

jolly old country for it,” said Tinker, “or
get into a full-sized row for bringing you
along, This isn’t little old New York. By
all the notice they took of your flag, you
can see that in Carlovia they don’t care two
cents for the United States. And what
could the U.S.A. do, anyhow, even if they
did hang you at dawn? She couldn’t very

well bring her fleet along - across neutral}

territory and then sail it over these moun-
tains, could she? Perhaps if they did put
you through- it, some compensation would
be paid to your relatives, but that wouldn’t
do vou a lot of good.”

“Wal, let them deport me,” said Clodie.
“If they do, bo’, I shall just come back
smiling, for I'm going to marry the
princess.” |

There was a2 movement in the next room,

and Tinker jumped up in some alarm, for|}

though he had locked the door, there are
such things as pass-keyvs. To his relief it
was Sexton Blake, but he was not alone.
With him was the smiling gentleman who
had arrested Tinker—AMr. Johann Veilburg,
of the Carlovian zecret police.

“] am sorry to put yeu to any incon-
venience, Mr. Clodie,”” he said. <Ay in-
struetions are to have you sent under escort

to the frontier. Your luggage is already
on the train. You have to thank this
gentleman, Mr. Brown, for . being so

break gaol and fire on the

favoured, for to
and punishable

police is a capital offence,
by death.”

“Guess I'm not going,” said the youth,
folding his arms. 5

aiter |

but T <hall Le along again presently,

.only wants to marry

- want him to do there'll
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A moment later Arthur P. Clodie of litt]a
old Kew York changed his mind, as si£
men, each armed with a revolver, appeareq
behind Veilburg, He shook bhands witp
Tinker and Sexton Blake.

“See you two guys later,” he said, «fop
it’s plumb sure it’s no use kicking now,
little trifle like a bunch of police can%
stop me when 1l've made up my mind to
do a thing, and they’ll want plenty of
barbed wire round their rotten old frontier
to keep me out, more than this bankrupt
country can atford to pay for. So long!”

With a cheerful smile and a wave of his
hhand, Arthur P. Clodie left them under
escort, |

HI‘m
guv'nor,*
sort, this
in his bonnet.

he bumped
said Tinker, ““for he’s a good
Yankee millionaire with a bee
And some bee, too, for he
y Princess Celia, having
fallen in love with hier photograph. Well,
he’s got the order of the boot, and I'm

jolly sorry s0  badly,

just a bit sorry. And what about the
brigand chap? Have the police got him as
well?* g

“They don't secm to have recognised
~him, young 'un,” answered Sexton Blake.

“I fancy Rivastoff was ratlhier a lucky find
from our point of view, He used to hold
strong Bolsheviie views, and had to take to
the mountains to save his life. He’s full
of gratitude to the princess, and as he knows '
a great deal about the party leaders on
both sides, 'he may turn out a very useful
man. That'’s why I let him go.”

““Did you let him eseape, then, guv’'nor?”

¢“Well T told Blimp that he wasn’t to
have him guarded too well, which amounts
to the same thing. We are smuggling him
out of the palace to-night. It seems odd
to make an zlly of a brigand,” he added,
with a smile, “but this is an odd country.’
Here's a little silver badge I got from
Veilburg, the Secret Service man. Iieep
it safely, and show it if you have any
more trouble with the police.”

““I wonder if we can trust that guy with
the gun, guv'nor?” said Tinker. ¢ Is Veil-
burg safe?”

¢“At present there are only three people
in the country I do trust, Tinker—yourself,
Princess Celia, and Blimp.”

“Xot the king?*

“Yes, but only in a way,” said the
nrivate detective. “He may be influenced
by some of them. Keep with him as much
as you can, and don’t let Sarjo and Prince
Darro notice that there’s anything particu-
larly smart about you. Stick to Peter like
slue, and watch out. I've got to leave
the palace to you to a great extent, for
shali be busy outside mostly. Remember
that if Peter doesn’t do all the Sarjo gang
be trouble. SIv

and keep me.

tight, watch and

listen,
posted.” ;
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next few days Tinker rode. out each
with the king, escorted by Blimp
tachment of the Royal Guard, and
the way his subjects cheered, Peter

ioht have been the most popular monarch
:mgqarth. Colonel Zuss may have grudged
-‘8“ {iin Coggs the honour of watching the
k?np “ pbut seven olclock was too early for
theg’gallant colone? to get uwp and put on
= hl?f f?fbigﬁ vou what, sir,”” said Blimp to
finker, *“1 ain’t only got the chaps tame,
but, though I nearly broke their backs drill-
inn’them into shape, the silly beggars like
me. It's- a funny thing, but they ,do.
Vou remember when I first got hold of ’em
they looked more like mpnk{?ys than men,
but now if I'm mnot quite inclined to go
qbout bragging that they could have won
the battle of Waterloo, I don’t feel asg l,f I
wanted to turn a few Lewis guns on ‘em
and exterminate the whole erush_.” .

s They're not so dusty, Blimp,” said
Tinker. . The mounted lot are really good,
and though they wouldn’t look very great
alongside of some of our cracks, you've done
astonishing things with them. Iut could
you trust ‘em?”’ | o |

“Gawsh!”? Blimp gave one of his long,
slow grins. # They'll eat out of my hand,
‘a8 I told you they would, sir, 1f that
colonel chap with the whiskers and stays
gave ’em an order and I gave ’em another
I know which they’d obey. I'd watch it.”

}_?.(jr the
morning
and a de

“Keep them like that, then,’? said Tinker.

“You've got no {friend in Colonel Zuss,
Blimp. How about the lieutenant?» |

‘“He’s straight, sir. Owing to the colonel
he’s had all the dirty work to do and ne
promotion for years. He’s pretty popular,
too, with the men, and I'm sure he’d stick
to me if any shemozzle started. On, I've
got ’em tame, tame as white mice.” '

“And jolly useful, _too,” said Tinker.
“You could do a lot with eight hundrad
men, Blimp. How much do you think you
could do?»

They were following his Majesty in
through the palace gate, and Blimp lowered
his voice, thongh there seemed no need to
do so, for it-had become quite husky after
80 much shouting, '

“Gawshi! Get me abount fifty machine guns
- and T'l] eat all Carlovia,”” he said. “I want
them guns badly. I'm jolly
king, sir, Wut if he got biffled out, and yon
felt inclined to take on the job, I’ll make
you king in a week. Don’t forget those

suns. i did mention it to King Peter, but-

he Says old Sarjo, the. prime minister guy,
Tells  Rim they don't wanb ’em and can’t
aﬁﬂrﬁ "E'm.” I R Lk
.o Right, Blimp,” said..Tinker, nodding.

I'ta not sure that I, can pull it off, bub

'l hay ot word with . his Maies
about 1o & duiet word .with . his Majesty

Tinker breakfasted with Peter and Celia.

a Was a stately affair, for there were half
* u0zen  servants to wait on them, As

‘Tinker.

ford of the

T ———

Sexton Blake was not there, Peter asked
what had become of his tutor.

“Cleared out for a walk, I expect,” said
‘““He’s an_ early hird, and he’d
finished his breakfast while I was in my
bath. When are you supposed to do your
swotting? Ifas he arranged to give you
any lessons yet, or are you still having a
holiday??’

“1f AMr. Brown has the cheek to falk any

rot about lesscns to me for the next six

weeks I'll sign his death warrant, old top,”
said Peter. “I’ve got enough worry. At
eleven o’clock I have to preside over a
meeting of the Supreme Council, and there’ll
be yards of official documents to sign.”

“Don’t sign anything until you have read
it, Peter, and know exactly what it means,”
said Celia. o

“That sounds good advice,” added Tinker.
“Don’t let ’em trick you, old bean, for if
it’s anything unpopular you’ll get the
blame.” 2 .

“1 seem jolly popular just now,” said
Peter, rubbing his shoulder. < Every time
I go out the beggars cheer, and I have to
keep saluting till my arm is stiff, Ang
haven’'t they got quiet all at once? Nobody
has been shot in the streets since the day
I arrived.”

“ Kamfak -is getting quite a dull place,”
grinned Tinker,”” but I notice they still wear
their masks. Before you attend the Council
chummy, I want to speak to you on the
quiet. It’s about something Blimp wants.”

- (Continued on next page.)

THE STAMP COLLECTOR
(Continued from page 85.)

& pretly set of air stamps showing a machine
over a Polish city. Siam depicts a garuda,
half-man, half-bird, on her air stamps.
South Africa recently issued a set of four
stamps for an air post connecting the Cape
Town mail steamers with distant towns.

Sweden’s air stamps are ordinary stamps
overprinted ¢ Luftpost.” Switzerland has
quite a variety of aero designs, a winged
woman; a pilet with goggles on, snapped, as
it. were, high in the heavens, with the peaks
of the mountains showing far down helow:
aeroplanes over the mountains, ete.

Syria and Great Lebanon have ordinary
stamps overprinted ¢ Poste par Avion.”
Tunis has stamps showing the ruins of
Hadrian’s Viaduct, overprinted with expan-
sive wings. ,

The United States give us some dainty
little stamps showing beautifully engraved
vignettes of postal service aeroplanes, a
radiator and propeller, and the badge of
the U.S. air magail. Last of all there is
Uruguay, with three stamps showing &
white aeroplane on a ground of solid colour,

Most of these stamps are not difficuld to
get, and a collection of them is just the
thing to interest yvourself and your chums in
stamp-collecting. _
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THE CITY OF MASKS
(Continued from previous page.)
“Oh, I Eknow; those machine-guns,”

vawned Peter. “Sarjo’s dead against it.
There's no spare cash, and, besides, if the
news leaked out that 1 was arming the

oyal Guard, there’d be a regular howl.

We're not going to war with anybody, you
see, old thing, and though it might please
the loyalists, the republican lot would
squeal that I was arranging for a massacre.”

“ Oh, all serene!”” said Tinker.

Peter had dismissed the gorgeous servants,
but Celia gave a quick glanee round her
before she spoke to her brother.

“I don’t want to make any mischief,
Peter,”” she said, “but I want you to be a
real King and not a mere puppet in Sarjo’s
hands. Don’t get slack and lazy. Read
everything before you sign it, and refuse to
sign anything that does not seem to be for
the good of the people. I'm sure you wish
to do good, but if you get idle the Supreme
Council-—that’s Sarjo—will have it all their
own way and-you’d be hetter back at Cal-
croft School than in Carlovia. And I'm not
so sure about all this talk about the party
who want to destroy the monarchy. All they
want is power, and if they were in power and

had a king who was only a dummy, they’d be

‘quite "content to let you reign.”

¢“0Oh, my hat!” groaned Peter. ¢ She’s
alwavs biting my ear, Billy. If you haven’t
got a sister, you're lucky, my lad. I shall
get, fed up with you one day, Celia, and shut
you up in a fortress for life, Who'’s sup-

posed fo be running ‘this silly country—you i

or me?”’

“I'm only asking you to run -it, and not to
let others run it for you,” said Celia. “I'm
not afraid of your old fortress, and I shall
continue to bite your ear, as you call it.
Billy knows I'm right, too. There are only
two things for it—to be master of the
country, or slave to the Council.”

The Supreme Council consisted of Sarjo,
Prince Darro, Bizer, the Attorney-General,
Colonel Zuss, who represented the military,
and Brentchi, the Prime Minister’s secretary.

These gentlemen rose and bowed as the king |
entered, but Sarjo and Prince Darro ex-

changed quick glances, and the colonel, whose
stays creaked as he bowed, gave his
moustache a tug when they saw that his
Majesty was not alone, but was accompanied
by his supposed schocl-chum, Billy Brown.

Sarjo was too shrewd to make any protest.
He began to read an address of welcome and
loyalty.

. ““Much obliged, gentlemen!” said Peter,
taking a seat in a raised chair. “ What's the
business on hand?”

~ ““Reports of the secret police, sir, affairs
of State, most private, important, and con-
fidential,”” said the Prime Minister.
© ¢“Well, read them slowly,”
Majesty.

~ “ Secret and confidential, sir,’

sald hig

»

ventured the
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“back and not read

ER==

Attorney-General. < For your Majesty's earg
and the Council’s alone.”

This was quite pointed enough for Peter.

“Oh, my friend Billy doesn’t matter,” pe
said. “Hé won’t betray any State secrets.
Please get on with it.”

It was w dreary affair. The
the reading, and Peter had to
himseli to keep from yawning before it was
half over. Celia’s rTemarks at breakfast
seemed to have done him good, for he asked

secretary dig
struggle with

| several shrewd questions.

“I'll look over those things before 1 sign
any of them,” he said at last. ““I wang
the Treasury accounts as soon as they can
be prepared. 1 hear our funds are in a bad
way. I also want a list of all the big
official salaries and what the officials do to
earn them. You see, gentlemen, I want some
money for myself, so get the figures out as -
soon as possible.” ' |

Tinker knew very well that the important
documents mentioned by the Prime Minister
and the Atftorney-Gencral had been kept
at all because he was
there, and that nothing of importance would

ever be revealed while he was there. e
told Sexton Blake so. |
“Jt's all a flam, guv’'nor,” he said. “1If

Peter gets those papers about the salaries,
they'll be faked. From the little bit I saw,
these chaps have got him taped. I sized 'em
up. The colonel is a complete ass and one of
Sarjo’s puppets. The Attorney-General chap,
Bizer, though he’s as fat as a barrel of
whale’s blubber, has plenty of brains and
cunning in his bald head. I should say the
secrebary, Brentchi, is about as wily as the
whole bunch of ’em put together. OCn the
whole, cxcept Zuss, they're a tough lot.”

““ What about the prince, young ’'un?”’
asked Sexton Blake,

“You’'ve got me guessing again, guv'nor,”
answered Tinker. ¢ He turned up in a black
velvet jacket and big bow tie, and his hair
all shiny and nicely brushed. There was that
order about keeping on that order for making
it a capital offence for being found carrying
firearms within a square mile of the palace,
The order expires to-morrow; and, to keep it
on, Peter had to sign it. Darro obhjected
and made quite a song about it. He was
acainst capital punishment in every shape
and form. He talked ‘as if he’d let 2
Tosquito chew him all over before he’d kill
1 .‘H

¢ And he seemed genuine?”’

¢ Absolutely, guv'nor! Of course, he Wwas
voted down. The rest is a flam. They werc
very nice and polite to Peter, but they v®
cot him: About three Council meetings a3
dreary as that, and he’ll be bored stifi. He'll
be so sick of it, he’ll sign any paper they
fire at him without looking at it, even if l,t S
a blank sheet. Celia wouldn’t; but there you
are—Peter isn't Celia.” = :

«“1 was afraid of this, young ’'un, said
the private detective; ¢ but it’s always the
way with a boy king—always.”

' (T'0 be continued next w.ek.)
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