5

NG PLOT AGAINST SINGLETON

THE AMAZ)

A AT e e A

T T ey e A e

ARY

BR

i

A S BTSN S0 Pl

LT ¥

il

It was a dramatic

when the

real Professor Tucker
entered the room.

moment

o~ paaer

e

e

OoOuUT ON WEDNESDAY

December 12, 1925.



i .

1 ) ; 1".» \ I
Willy Handforth waved a significant hand.
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In this, the final story of the great mystery series, the curtain is lifted,
revealing the true nature of Quirke and his amazing plot to fool the school.
To ensure that you will enjoy the story to the full, I must ask you to_ref;am
from the natural curiosity to pry into the last pages before the proper time.
1 shall be delighted t6 hear from any readers who care to write and let me

know what they think of this series,

THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

 HISEEERENCASEENRARENREPEBRES N NGENESNNNERAZIRINEEPEEPEERAON .

CHAPTER I !
THE REGISTERED LETTER.

USSI. RANJIT LAL KAHN, of the]
Remove Form at St. Frank’s,
opened his eyes lazily as the un-
welcome note -of the rising bell

clanged out. Then he suddenly sat up, ]
and stared across the little dormitory.

“But why this wondrous burst of dis-
gusting egergy, Duggy?’’ he asked mildly.
“It amazes me to see that you are already
attiring yourself in the ridiculous raiment
for the day.”

The Hon. Douglas Singleton paused in his
dressing operations and frowned. He and
Hussi Kahn shared the same dormitory in
the West House, and it was a most unusual
- thing for any fellow to turn out before the
second Dbell. And the Hon. Douglas had
dpparently been dressing even before the
nrst bell.

“You go to sleep again, Hussi, old man,”
Sald Singleton. “There’s ten minutes before
the second bell goes. I couldn’t sleep this

morning. You know what it is on a fine
morning. -~ The call of the sun, and all
that.*

The Indian junior raised his eyebrows and
glanced -through the window. A fine drizzle

~not your preposterous self.

Jove,

- sports or in the usual school events.

Was falling, and the December morning was

depressing. The West Square was lcoking
drab and uninviting.

“There is something irrationally the
matter, Duggy,” he dectared. “You are
You speak of
the sun, and the glory of the morning.
But neither are apparently visible to the
inquisitive eye.” -

Singleton glanced out of the window. -

“Hallo! Rain!”? he ejaculated. By
I didn’t know that! Well, never
mind, Hussi—I simply had to get up. Don’t
bother.”’ -

He continued his dressing, and seemed
ohviously  disinclined for conversation.
Hussi Kahn remained in his own bed, watch
ing. But he did not question his chum.
Of late a certain coolness had sprung up
between them. It was not because of any
disagreement or quarrel. DBut the Hon.
Douglas Singleton had been drifting into
Fzra Quirke’s set, over in the East House.
He was one of Quirke’s staunch supporters,
or had beea until recently. Hussi Kahn
had no faith in the schoolboy magician.
Something else had affected Singleton, too.
For days he had seemed abstracted and
thoughtful, and had taken no interest in
And
he had consistently refrained from taking
Hussi Kahn into his confidence.



Having finished dressing, he left the c}or-
mitory, and silently closed the door. Then
he passed down the corridor and rather
startled two grimy youths who were holding
a heated discussion halfway up the stairs.

The two grimy youths were Williams and
Tuhbs, the pageboys of the West House
and Ancient House respectively, Tubbs had
conle across fo borrow a broom oOr some-
thing, and the conversaticn had unaccount-
ably drifted round to detective stories.
The two pageboys were now hotly compar-
ing the merits of their favourile fiction
sleuths.

“@Go it!” said Singleton, grinning. “Only
you might choose a better place for these
debates. You don’t need all the stairs,
I suppose?” ' :

“Sorry, AMister Singleton, sir!” ejaculated
Williams, pressing himself against the wall
“I1t ain’t my fault. Tubbs comes over ’ere,
interruptin® my work. Like ’is nerve, too!
Just as if Hawk-eyed Horace can ’old a
candle to Lightning Luke. Why, Lightning
Iuke can track a dozen crooks down in no
time with the ’elp of ’is wonderful assistant,
 the Nimbple Kid—" _

“I'm not at all interested in your
horrible © bloods!” interrupted = Singleton.
“It’s a pity you can’t read more elevating
literature, ‘my lads. Tubbs, I'm surprised
at you.” 3 | s

“Yes, sir,>? grinned Tubbs. “Thank you,
sir!” ) .

He scuttled off to his own duties, and
Singleton passed down into the lobby. He
Cdidn’t like Willlams much, for Williams
was a youth who always had an eye to the
main chance, and only performed services
in the expectation of financial gain. Tubbs,
on the. other hand, was a good-natured
youngster with a most willing disposition.
He never refused tips, but on the other
hand he didn’t possess that nasty habit of
hanging about with an oufstretched palm.

Not that the Hon. Douglas gave two
thoughts to the pageboys. Something of a
far more important nature was occupying
his mind. He went to the letter-rack and
frowned. All the divisions were empty.

“1 say, Williams, what about the post?”
he demanded.
“Not in

Williams.-

“It’s beastly late, isn’t it?”

“No, sir,” -said the pagehoy. “Beggin’
your parden, Mr. Singleton, it’s you wot’s
beastly early.”’ ‘ '

“Well, look here,’’ said Singleton. “I'm
expecting an important letter. . If you can
get hold of it bring it to me and I'll give
you a bob.  You'll find me somewhere
about.” _ .

Williams, thus incited, neglected his work

yet, Mr. Singleton,” said

in the most shameful manner, and hurried

awayv to the domestic quarters to see about
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the letters. They
not yet sorted out.

were

probably
In-a great school like
St. Trank’s each House had to have a sor
of miniature post-office.

I, but

Singleton weant inte the Common-room
mooched about for a minute of two, ang
then went out iuto the lobby again. Hig
thoughts wouldn’t allow him to keep stijl,
He was terribly anxious about that letter,
It was from his bank, and he had givep
tistructions for it to he sent the previous
afternoon by country mail. If it hadn’
arrived

But Singleton refused to think of this
possibility. He was a junior of immense
wealth., When he had first come to St.
Frank’s he had heen known as the Spend-
thrift. Money was no object to him. In
spite of his youth he was able to throw it
about with impunity. It was only
necessary to instruct his bankers and they
would send him cartloads of the stuff.

For some considerable time, however,
Singleton had sobered down. He was still
lavish, but reckless waste was not one of
his sins.

The Remove, however, would have been
considerably surprised had it known of the

sum which Singleton was expecting this
morning. It was a colossal one, even for

the Hon. Douglas. |

He was just about to fura out of the
lobby again when Williamis came running
up with a triamphant. rush.

“Got it, Mr. Singleton!” he panted.

“Good mant’ said the Hon. Douglas.
“Yes, by Jove, this is the fellow! I
haven’t got a bob, Williams. You’ll have
to make do with a half a crown.”

“Yessir! Thank you, sir!”

Williams went off in a condition of
delirious joy. He was probably thinking
that he would be able to lay in a huge
stock of ‘Lightning Luke '’ stories. And
Singleton regarded his letter with an in-
tense thrill. It was a bulky registered
letter, smothered in enormous seals. The
letter was not only registered, but insured
in other ways, too.

Singleton tore it open, ‘and pulled out a
thick ©~ wad of crisp banknotes. - The
denomination of each one was startling.
They were not merely fivers. Each notle In
fact represented no less a sum than one
hundred pounds, and there were one
hundred notes. By a lightning effort of
calculation the sum of ten thousand pounds
is reached. | .

“Good egg!’’ murmured :Singleton, with

relief. *“They’ve sent it! I thought there
might be a hitch. Everything’s all seren¢
now.” : - :

A heavy loai”was lifted off his mind. HE
was so. abstracted that he wandered oub
into the Triangle without a hat, and didn’t
notice it was raining until he reached the
fountain, He dodged back, and went 10



Then he

in the Remove passage.
gat down and gave himself up to thought.
A pleasant smile played about his face.

Stuay N,

Professor Tucker would be all right now.
The thing was certain; all doubts were set
qt rest. With that ten thousand in his
hands the kindly old science master would
be freed from all his recent anxieties.

And Singleton felt curiously elevated. He
was quite a generous fellow, but there was
no question of generosity in this particular
instance. He was merely investing his
money in Professor Tucker’s amazing inven-
tion. It was a business deal, pure and
simple.

Singleton recalled the wonderful nature of
the professor's healing apparatus. After
many years of scientific research, Professor
“Tucker had . succeeded in harnessing a
wonderful new element. With this strange
-power under control he was able to restore
the sick in a miraculously short space of
time. Singleton himself had seen flesh-
wounds healed in a minute or s0; he had
seen a withered, paralysed arm. restored
to normal health. Poor, deformed cripples
who had no earthly hope of recovery would
be turned into .hale and healthy people.
Singleton dreamed as he sat there in the
chair. What was a mere ten thousand
pounds, compared to the possibilities of
Professor Tucker’s invention? ’

And yet the poor old chap had been
nearly on the point of despair. He. had
spent his last “penny on his experimental
apparatus. He had mortgaged his salary.
Summonses and writs were flooding upeon
him. His credit was exhausted. . And he
had been unable to afford the expense
of recharging his ‘“machine.” It was a
terribly costly business, so Singleton under-
stood, to capture that element which
wrought such miracles upon human tissue.
And even the sum of ten thousand pounds
would only just see the professor through
Lefore he was called upon to give a
demonstration before
world’s greatest scientists.

There was something big in the thought
of all this. Unable to get capital from any
recognised source—unable to raise money for
that vital demonstration—Professor Sylves-
ter Tucker had found a backer in this junior
schoolboy! It was an astonishing sitnation
—but a logicai one, nevertheless.,

Those who supply capital are invariably
business men—bankers and financiers who
demand securities before they will part with
a penny. And Professor Tucker was unable
to give the satisfaction they demanded.
The Hon. Douglas Singleton, on the other
hand, required mno security. He was a
schoolboy—not a business man. He was
willing to take the kindly old professor’s
word. It was a case where human nature
triumphed over sordid business methods.

a convention of the

of distaste.

Singleton was doubly pleased because he
would be able to keep his word. The
previous evening he had promised Professor
Tucker that the 'money would be in his
hands on the morrow. The morrow had
come—and the money was here. The poor
old professor cotuitd scarcely believe that the
great promise would materialise. He would
soon be made easy in mind now!

It was The Day!

Singleton rose to his feet, flushed, and
with nleammﬂ eyes. Then another thqu«ht
came to him. By Jove, Lord Plppi!lbon
He’d promised a s.imilar sum?! Late the
previous evening he had expressed his
willingness

The Hon Douglas frowned at his own for-
getfulness. IHe hteralh leaped to the door,
and bounded up the stairs four at a time.

CHAPTER IL
OLD PIPPY CCMES UP TO THE SCRATCH.

ORD  PIPPINTON
wasn’'t asleep.
He reclined in bed,

gazing at the ceiling,
deeply interested in. the
movements of a small spider.
Trifles of this nature were
always calculated to keep his lordship en-
grossed for hours at a stretch.

He was a new fellow in the Remove. In
fact, he had only arrived the previous day,
and he wasn’t quite certain of his where-
abouts yet. He was fully awake, but it
generally took Lord Pippinton an CNnOrmos
time to get his brain into a state where it
would function correct!ly. Even when bLe
was walking about, he lived in a
kind of trance. It was only when he
was jerked into a state of alertness that he
became lucid. Then he rather compensated
for his shortcomings by revealing a certain
flash of mtelhgence

He was a fair-haired youth—so [fair.
indeed, that his hair, at a distance, looked
almost white. And if Singleton was rich,
Lord Pippinton was richer. In cold truth,
he was a millionaire.

He had inherited a great fortune from one
of his uncles., Not that he really needed it.
His father, the Duke of Walsham, was one
of the greatest landowners in England, with
a fabulous rent-roil. But it generally hap-
pens that fortunes fall where they arc
least needed. Certainty, Lord Pippinton had
no need of an independent fortune—but he
had gob one.

e had created a sensation the previous
afternoon by throwing fivers about a3
though they were cigarette pictures. It was
the honest truth that he had no conceptiorn
of their value. To him, money was a thing
e always had such a lot of
abhorred the sight of it. MHis

it that he
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llghtest wish bad always been granted. He
had only to express a desire for a certain
thing—siie cost of -it was immaberial—and
he got it. Mere money, therefore, became
like so much waste-paper, Furthermore, he
bad his own bunking account exactly the
sante as Singleton, and could draw upon it
for any amount be pleased.

By a lueky chance, he and Singleton were

aequainted.  Singleton’s pater and Lord
Pippinton’s pater were <lose friends. The.
families Dbagd been on iuntimate terms for.

centuries,  And altheush the Hon. Douglas

‘Ilz_i.li hitherto thoug..t little or nothing of
l*_ippintml, the latter had now assumed a
big importance in Singleton’s eyes. - -

ile wuas rich—he eould lay his hands on
what money he pleased!
The Hon. Douglas burst
junior’s bed-room, and <¢losed the doar.
flung the curtains aside,
the foot of the bed. '
“Qowd!’” he exclaimed.
What about that promise of yours,
old son??¥
Lord Pipp

into the new
He

““You’re awake!
Pippy.

mton removed his gaze from the

ceiling, and regarded ‘the Hon. Douglas
singleton with an abseolutely blank expres:

sicn. e only knew that something had
appeared at the foot of his bed, but so far
he hadn’t realised what it was.

“Don’t gozgle, my lad!”” said Singleten.
“T had a heart to heart talk with you last
night. 1 told you 1 wanted ten thousand
aquid for a certain purpese—and you
niised to come across. What about it?”

“Eh?? said Lord Pippinton. *“1 mean,
promise? Did IY Just as you say, old lad.
Why, by Jove, lt Duggy!”? he added
brightly. ‘*Dugzay, by Jove! Dashed if 1
saw you enter the old bedchamber. 1t seems
to be maorning, or something of that sort.*

“It's time to get up, you lazy Lhump'”
said Singleton.
thousand?”

“Yes, rather,” said old Pippy.

“You'll pay up?”

W ELRT

“Ten thousand pounds 2

“Q0hb, T sayl!®” protested his lormhup

“Look here, you just promised

“Aonev?? saild Lord Pippinton, in a
pained veice. “Can't you *talk of some:
thing cheerful, or something interesting?

Something bricht, or suitething?”
The Hon I)nnrﬂﬂn hreathed hard.
“I'm talking about ten

pounds!” he exelaimed grimly.

Fippy. I fed np with your messing about!

Wake up, man!  Pull yourself together!

Do you remember our chat last night?®
“’t’es,” said ©Old Pipny.,. ¢ Yu.-:, rather!

Yes!® S
“Then uhat about that cash?”

“Ves!” said his iordship. “ Every time.
old sport!*’

“You—you———?**  Singleton grabhed his
iordship by the ‘:ﬂ{)uldfra, and jerked him

thousand
“ Look here,

and then went tfo.

pro-

“But what about: that ten .

“Now Lln,a
Gather

into a sitting posture.
said tensely. *‘Listen!
together, and listent?

Lord Pippinton made a huge efiord,

“You want me to listen?? he askeg
brilliantiy.

 Yes, I do!?

My dear oid Duggy, I'm a mazss of acuts
intelligence.”?

*Thank goodness!” said Singleton, < (Can
you manage to get that ten thouw.md pounds
to-day??’

His lordship wnmed.

“Ten thousand pounds?? he repeated.
“ What—money again? Oh, I say! Cheese
it, old boy! 1 mean, old boy, checese jt!?
Money, don't you know! Anything more

lig
yOur \,1.}13

- frightful I can’t imagine——:»?

“Don’t you remember last night?” hooted
the Hon. Douglas.

“Last night?”?

“You promised—--"?

“Eh? Oh, yes!” said Lord Pippinion,
with a start. *Oh, yes! We were taiking
about cash, weren't we? You want ten
thousand pounds for some ghastly purpoese,
or some s&uch style of thing. Good! It’s
yours, Duggy. Say the word, Duggy, and
it’s yours.”

“ Well, I want it—now!¥

‘i Y «.1':

“Can you let me nave it?”

“Yes!” eaid old Pippy. “That is, of

I mean, I'm generally wélter-
I

course, no. A
ing in the stuff, but hardly that afrmunb
could manage a couple of hundred—

“What's the good of a couple of hundred
when I want ten thousand?” growled Single-
ton. *“Jllave you got your chegune book?"

‘“No. Sorry, Duggy——"’

“My hat! You haven't got it?*?

¢ Frizhifully sorry, but no,”” said his lord-
ship. ““No, I haven’t. 1f there’s anything
you can suggesp——"’

“Where is it?”” asked Singleton grimly.

““ Where's what??

“You hovwiing
book {7

“Oh. yesi’’ said old Pippy, heaming.

“YWhere it??? panted Singleton, nearly
exhansted.

“YWhere's what? Oh, the cheque book!”
said his lordship, with a sudden start.
“ Really. I dov’t seem to know-— Yes, DY
Jove! (f course! In the top drawer of
the dressing-table! That’s where it I8,
Duguy! Thab, absolutely, is where it isl!”

Singieton reached the dressing-table in
one leap

‘““You're enough to drive a chap crazy!
he said, exasperated. ““All this fime 1o
answegp a «rnﬂle guestion!  Where's your
pen——  No, it's all right,” he added
hastily. “I've got ome. Sign this!” :
- Lord Pippinion meckly signced a
cheque.

“ Now,
“You

dummy, your cheque

I‘n

[#

E}Ialﬂi

look here,” said Singleton grimly.
thorouehly undemtaud don't you?
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You've signed this cheque, and I'm going tu
fiii it in for ten thousand pounds. That’s
cicar, isn'g ite”

“Clear?” said old Pippy vaguely.

¢ ] mean, you know what you're deing?’

“But I'm not doing anythicg!’ said his
lordship.  *“What's that,” he added, as a
hell  sovunded somewhere, ** Duggy, you
might -be a sport., Where am 17 1 don't
seem to remember this foul apartment at
at all.”

“ You're at St. Franks.”

*St. Frank's?”

“You're & new chap here——"

‘“Here?” said Pippy. ‘“What is St.

Frank's?” :

“Anybody coming into this bed-room would
take 1t for a lunatic asylum—but it’'s a
school !’ said the Hon, Douglas. * (Goodness
only knows why your pater sent you here!
You'd be far anore comfortable in a home!”’

Lord Pippinton looked pensive. '

‘““ The fact is, I need help,” he said sadly.
“Where's my man? liow can 1 get up with-
out any help? You might tell somebody, or
something, Duggy.”

“You're as bad as Archie!” growied
Singieton. 1t wouldn’t be a bad idea for you
two to go shliares in Phipps! le'd probably
be willing enough to valet for the pair of
you. But he'd go grey within two weeks—
and expire before the end of term!”

He tore out the. chegue, aund fitled it in.

“I don’t want to be shoved in chekey for
crmbezzlement, or getting money under false
pretences,” he sanid deliberately. *“ Have 1
vour full permission to senid this cheque to
vour bank, and draw the money?”

Lord Pippinton waved a feeble hand.

“Taks it away!” he pleaded. “ You can
c2t what vou like. Only, Dugzy, don't bother
me about it!”

The Hon. DPouglas felt that he had done
all that the case demanded. And he left the
hed-room with a sense of relief. He was
quite certain of the wvalidity of that cheque.
And what a fine thing it would be to hand
tiie old professor double the promised
amount!

The only problem was to
ton’s cheque cashed. It
Englind cheque, and the account was at
the liead office, in London. Singleton thonght
ef handing the cheque to Professor Tucker.
But that wouldn’t be half so good as the
solid cash.

There was a way to get over the difliculty
—and Singleton thought of it.

CHAPTER IIIL

TONS OF MONEY.

UBBS  scratched
head dubiously.
“TI dunno as I dare,
Mister Singieton,” he

get Lord Pippin.
was a4 Bank of

his

snid.
“ But, my dear kid, it's
easy enough.” said the Hon.

Douglas.

| experience for the Hon. Dovelas.

this leiter to London, go to the bank, and

‘ait for an answer. They'll give you a
package, and you'll come straight back.

Anything difficult in that?”
_* Basy, sir,” agreed Tubbs. “But I'm on
Guty to-day, Mr. Singleton. What's going to
happen wiaen 1 get baek?. 1 might get the
pust-—~—-"" N

_‘*{Jatrf"t you trust me to inake things
right?"" interrupted the Hon. Dougias. ““ You

can take my word for it, Tubbs, that 1'll
see you right. And there’ll be a whole fiver
for yourself, too. For two pins, I'll go my-
self! You'd better hurry up aud decide!”

“I'tl o, sir,” said Tubbs promptiy, ¢ 1
don’t care if 1 do get the sack,” he added
defiantly.  ““A chap like me can't get five
gquid every day! You want me to cateh the
first train?”

** I'here’s one goes in hali an hour,” replied
Singteton.. “ Aud remember—be very careful
with that package after you've got it. It'l]
e very valuable. Stick to it like glue.”

“Trust me, Mr. Singleton,” sald Tubbs.

Singi:etﬂn did trust him--otherwise he
wouldn't have sent him on the mission.
Tubbs was a capable youngster, and as

honest us the day. He was the very fellow
to send to London to get that money. And
h: would be back long before tea, anviow,
Professor Tucker wasn't expecting any oi
the cash uutil tea-time. :

If there were any inguiries about Tubbs'
unlawful absence, Singleton would explain
to Professor Tucker, and the science master
would undoubtedly point out tiat Tubbs had
gone to London for him—which was quite

true. So there was no risk in sending the
page-hoy.
Affer a considerable striuggle, Singletou

succeeded In  gewiing Lord Pippinton to
write a special note to the bank, requesting
them to cash the chegue, and hand the notes

to the bearer of the ielter in a sealed
package. i -
So Tubbs went olff soon after breakfiast.

And morning school was a somewhat trving
The Re-
move as a whole, however, regarded that
particular morning as one of the reuliy
bright periods of the term,

FFor Lord Pippinton made his first appear-
ance in eclass, and he provided ti:e Form with
great amusement. Mr. Crowell had a terriblo
time for the first hour, but after that he
began fo appreciate the faect that Lord
Pippinton was a hopeless ecase. Then lie
left him severely alone. Punishing him wus
useless, since he had no idea that he was
doing anythingz wrong.

Afternoon lessons were even more ftrying
for the Hon. Douglas. He was expecting
Tubbs back by the mid-afternoon train, and
he was on tenterhooks all the time. Twicc
he attempted to get out by making an
excuse, but Mr. Crowell would have none of
it. He was very firm. Singleton was com.
pelied to remain at his desk.

Dick Hamilton and Reggie Pitt aand Hand-

““ All you've got to do is to takeforth were among the Remove fellows wha



They
t, either. It
wasn’t like the lion. Douglas to be on the

noted Singleton’s unusual agitation.
couldn’t quite understand

jump in this fashion. He was usually such
a languid, easy-going fellow.

The climax came when Singleton stood
on his seat to glance out of the window.
ile fancled he had heard a sound outside—
and it was just about the time that Tubbs
would be expected. There wusn’t any possi-
viiity of Tubbhs passing the windows of the
Remove Form-room, but Singleton couldn’t
resist himself He was brought to his senses
by a cold voice.

“When you have’ qmte finished, .,m-'r!eton,

I shall be gratified if you wi il resume your
».L;lt » said Mr Crowell iciiy. “ This habit of
perforniing Hmrmgt cs in the
iessons must be discouraged.”

The Remove gave a dutiful tlttcr Mr.
Crowell was being sarcastie, and it was up %o
the Remove to show their appreciation.
Singleton sat down with a jerk, flushing.

“Sus- -s0rry, sir!’? he stammered awk mrdly

“No doubt you will have ample time to
express your sorrow after lessons, Single-
ton,” said Mr. Crowell smoothly. * When
the Form is dismissed, you will _I'e-m_an at
your seat.” %

The Hon. Douglas was staggered.

“ You’re not going to detain me, sir?’” he
asked. "

“That was the
said Mr, Crowell.

“Oh, but really, sir!” p'Oteated the Homn.
Dauglu‘; ¢ Please, sir

“We are merely wasting
man,””  interrupted the
““ Another word, sir, and I will not only
detain you, but flog you. into the bargain!
Tpon my soul! What is the matter with
you to-day, Singleton? It seems that I am

o have no peace to-day at all!”

'lhe Hon. Douglas was filled with dismay,

general ideé, Si'11g1et0n,*’

time,
Form - master.

but he knew better than to goad Mr. Crowell

further. And when the Remove was dis-
missed, he was compelled to remain--for
Mr. Crowe!l stayed be*hmd to sce: that he
did so.

Out in the Triangle 'luhbs was hovering
about, waiting for the juniors to emerge
from the School House. They flooded out,

and Tubbs eyed them anxiously. He had
expected Singleton to be among the first.

“{in’t Mr. Singleton comin’, Mr, Hand-
forth?’® he inguired, as FEdward Oswald
Handforth passed by.

‘“ Singleton?”’ said the leader of Study D.
“You're unlucky, my lad! And so’s Single-
ton! He’s detained. Goodness knows when
he’ll escape from Crowell’s clutches.  The
old boy’s like a tiger to-day!” :

Tubbs hardly knew what to do.
caught sight of Lord Pippinton,
prebiem was solved.
from the bank was addre’ssed to his

Then he
and the

lord-

ship, so there was no need to find Singleton.k

Tubbs app;mched and respectfully touched
his cap. -~

mlddle of

young

After all, the package

“ BBeggin® your pardon your lordship.—_»

he beﬁan.

“You clear ofl, Tubbs!” interrupteq
Bernard Forrest. < It’ s no good you ]mzrgmq
round for tips-——"?

“Sorry, Mr. Forrest, but I want to speak
to ’is lordship on business,” said Tubbs
coldly. “ 1t’s very urgent.”

He produced the p.ldset and handed it io
Lord Plppzntan

“BEh?” said old Pippy.
say, realiy—-—-—” .
“1It's for you, your lordship-—--""

«Donttl? p!otexted Lord Pippinton, - s
don't know who you are, old thing, hut
don’t! Don’t say ® your ‘ordship Cif yoa re
bursting to he polite, -you can call me *sir,’
but I bar anything else.”

“Very good, sir,” said Tubbs. Y pa.
brought the picl-uwe from the bank, sir.”

« Bank !  said Forrest, pricking up his
cars.

“Bank?"” échoed a dozen other Jumom.

“Bank?” said Lord Pippinton.

e took the packet and inspected the im-
posing seals. The crowd stood round, watch«
ing expeectantly. This was eudently a matter
of some importance. It wasn’t every junior
who could boast of receiving sealed pack-
ages froimn banks. Everybody assumed thab
Tubbs had merely come from Bannington.

““Yes, rather!” said old Pippy.

He was ahout to stow the precious con-’
signment of notes into his pocket, when
Gulliver stopped him.

“ Aren’'t you going to show us what’s in
it?’ he asked pomtedly

“In it?” asked Lord Pippinton. “Oh,
this? It’s nothing. Nothing at all. Only
money. It must be money. The banks
always send money.” '

“Only money !’ echoed I"orrest “1°1l bed
there’s a hundred quid in there!”

The scheolboy millionaire wearily tore it
open and proeduced a thick wad of banknotes. -
Everybody took them for fivers—but even Qo
the effect was staggering. Fortuna,tely theij
true worth was not revealed, for t{he Hor1t
Douglas Singleton came rushmd up, and he

grabbed the wad before Lord Fippinion
could spread them out. *

“You silly ass!” said Singleton breath-
lessly. “Haven’t you got more sense than
fo flaunt all this mopey before the eyes of
the multitude. I’'d better take charge of

“What's this? 1

it - - o

“By Jove, it’s Duggy!” said Lord
Pippinton. “Good! Take it! . Why do
these banks send me money? The foul
stuff is no good to me!”

" “No good to him!” gasped Gulivers

“We'll take some!”

“It’s like your nerve, Singleton, fo grab
it}” 1)rot.es+ed Forrest. < The chap’s only
half there, and vou take advantage of h]I'ﬂ
That money’s his! Give it back to him?!’

“Rats!” snapde Singleton. | .

He rushed Lord Pippinton info the West
House, and didn’t stop until they bad
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reached Study S. Then he closed the door
and locked it. Poor old Pippy was utterly
bewilderved.

“What's all this business?” he asked
plaintively. “Don’'t we "have some peace,
or something of that kind or description?
Why push me about fronmi pillar to post,
and post to pillar?” -

“You're a hopeless chump!” growled
Singleton. “ You've got no more sense
than to flash fen thousand guid in front
of the chaps! Think of the temptation!
Fellows have been murdered
amount.”

Old Pippy started.

“Ten thousand?”’ he echoed. * There?
- Why?” _

“Didn’t. you send your cheque {o the
hank?”

“Did I?”

“Yes, you did!” snorted Singleton.
- *“QOh, well, if you say so, I suppose t’s
all rieht!” said Lord Pippinton. ‘“And now
what? Do we distribute it to the masses,
‘or is there some scheme in view?”

Singleton was too busy counting the
money to answer at once. .
“Good business!” he said exultantiy.

«Tt's all here—every cent. Thanks awfully,
Pippy! TI'll explain what it’s for later on.

But no money could be invested in a better

cause.”

CHAPTER IV.
THE BEGINNING OF AN EVENTFUL EVENIXNG.

ROFESSOR
VESTER TUCKER
sat back at his desk

. with a rather dazed
expression in his kindly clid
eyes.

“Is it possible?” he mur-

mured.  “ Good gracious! This is too much,
Singleton! My dear boy, I can’t realise—""

“But it’s there, sir—all of it,” inter-
ripted the Hon. Douglas smilingly. *The
whole twenty thousand. You see, Lord
Pippinton came up to the scratch and
doubled the amount. We're both invest-

ing ten thousand.
luck, sir.”

Professor Tucker took a deep breath.

“But does this—this young friend of
yours know for what purpose the money has
heen handed to me?” he asked. ¢ Have you
revealed——"

“I haven’t told him anything, sir,” said
Singleton. “He doesn’t even know that
the money is for you. I think, perhaps, we
ought to tell him some time this even-

Ty

And we wish you good

ing
“Good gracious, yes!” interrupted the
professor. ** Most decidedly! When a large

sum of money such as this is involved we
cannot be too careful., Indeed, I am quite
nervous, Singleton,”

for half that

SYL-

‘¢ Very good, sir,’” said Tubbs.
‘¢ I've brought the package from the
bank, sir."” :

““What on earth for, sir?” ;

“Being so young, you probably fail fo
realise the delicacy of the situation,” said
Professor Tucker quietly. “Dear me! I
am half-frichtened! Here we have two
junior schoolboys handing over an enormous
sum like twenfy thousand pounds. You
deliver this money into my keeping, and
in return I can offer you no security.”

“That’s nothing, sir &

“My dear, dear boy, it is everything,”
broke in the professor. “Why, if these
facts were published I might even find my-
self in the dock! We know that every-
thing is honest and straightiorward. But
the gencral public would come to a very
different conclusion, Yes, Singleton. A
very different conclusion. Therefore, I in-
sist upon taking precautions.”

‘““But I really don’t see——"

“Please don't misunderstand me, my
dear boy, but in this particular affair 1
must absolutely imsist,” said the old
scientist firmly. * Please return to me at
seven-thirty, Bring Pippinton with you, cnd
I will accept the loan.”

“But why not now, sir?”

‘“ Because I have an appointment at seven-
thirty with my lawyer,” explained the pro-
fessor. “He will bring documents with him.
This transaction must be "absolutely legal,
or I will have nothing to do with it. It
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is as mueh for your sake as for my own
that I am firm, Singleton.”

The Hon., Douglas could not fail to see
the force of Professor Tucker’s argument.
Unless the affair was actually made legal,
there might be some awkward complications.
Pippinton was an casy-going ass, and be
wardly realised that he was investing his
money. Once legally clinched, the professor
woudd be safe.

“Well, look here, sir,” said Singleton. “I
don’t feel comfortable with all this money
on me. Do you mind if I leave it with you?
Then we can have it all legally fixed up
at half-past seven.”

“ T was about to suggest the same thing,”
heamed the professor. “You can, of course,
trust me with the money just as you would
trust Mr. Crowell, or Mr. Lee, or any other
masters. But before I take absolute pos-
session of it those documenis must be
signed and sealed. Don’t misunderstand
me, my boy. It would he terrible if a
word of this leaked ocut——" '

“That’s all right. sir,” smiled Singleton.
“1 expect you're doing the best thing. Yonu
see, Lord Pippinton and I have got so mueh
money that we don't realise the value of
it. We et a Dbit careless. But i's just
as well to be on the safe side.”

“Half-past seven, then,” nodded the pro-
fessor. “Good gracious! Twenty thousand
pounds! I shall have to be careful with
this. New, let me see. Ah, yes! The «ash-
box! It is strong, with a good lock.
Nothing could he hetter.”

He locked the money up, and Singleton
paused for a moment, watching. There was
something finexpressibly satisfying in the
situation. At last the scientist was free of
all suspense. His terrible worries of the
nast week or so were over. And the Hon.
Douglas Singleton felt that glow of warmth
which comes to one who has done something
really decent. The money was nothing lo

him, but it would make all the difference |

between disaster and glorious success for
Professor Tucker. For with that money
he would Dbe able to demonstrate his
apparatus to the satisfaction of the entire
world,

Singleton went outside agafy, intending
to return to the West Honse. The Triangle
was dusky, and he noticed one or two
groups of juniors hanging about, talking in
low voices. Apparently something was in
the wind. Otherwise, the fellows
have been in their studies preparing fea.
~ “What's up?’ asked Singleton, approach-
ing a group.-

Reggie Pitt tarned,

“You know about
you?” he asked.

“ Meeting?”

“My dear chap, Qnuirke.”

“Q0Oh, Quirke!” sajd Singleton,

ibe meeting, don’t

frowning.

““You mean that challenge of old Browne’s? |

would |

. Formers.

By Jove, yes! Quirke’s going to answer jt
to-night, isn't he? When's the affair dye
fo start?”?

“Directly afier {ea,” said Jack Grey
“Personally, I think it's a 16t of rot. Wy
all know that Quirke can do marvelloug
things without any apparatus, Goodness
knows how. At one time I didn’t beliove
in sorcery and magie, but Quirke’s con-
verted me.*?

Singleton nodded.

“Quirke’s a queer fish,” he agreed. “I was
one of his most rabid supporters a few dayg
ago, but, somehow, I’ve got an uncomlo:ri.

able feeling that Ire’s mnot absolutely
straight.” | :
““Marvellous!” said Pitt sarcasticaliy,

“The fellow’s as crooked as the footpath
through Beliton Wood!  He's a twister!?
He'd led you chaps by the nose for weeks.”

“I dow't |Delieve ity” said Jack Grey
obstinately,

“ All right—you needn’t,” smiled Reggie,
“You'll know the dire truth very soon now.
I forgive you, Jack. 1 thought betier of
you, but you have the full pardon of your
doting uncle.”

“0Oh, don’t he am ass!” growled Jack,
“It’s all very well to sneer about Quirke
like that, but he’s praoved himself 3
magician scores of times. What about that
ceilar of his?”

“What about it?”

“Hasn't he produced the most mar-
vellous effects in there?” .

“He has,” said Pitt. “One ean. bad
admit it.”

“And haven’t we examined the eellar?”
demanded Grey., ‘“‘Haven’t we found 1t

solid concrete, without a {rap-door or a
crevice ?” )

“Alas! it is only too true that the
credulous ean be easily gulled,” sighed Pitt.
“I'll admit Quirke’s a tricky custoumier, hut
if I'in any judge, he’ll meet his Waterloo
to-night. The climax, my sons, is at haad
In other words, this is where Quirke: goes
‘ phut!* ?

Other groups of juniors wetre discussing
the subjeet in the same strain.

zra Quirke had succeeded in gripping a
great number of Removites and TFourth-
He had forced them, against their
own common sense and better judgment; 10

believe in hish and his oceult powers. BY
detual demonstration he had convinced

them that sorcery was no mere fable of the
Middle Ages. He had practised the obseur€
art with astonishing success for weeids.
And he claimed that all his effects wers
produced by magic alone.

An extraordinary number of feliows had
fallen under his sway. But through all this
period a certain band of die-hards had held
out. They included Diek Hamilton, Reggie
Pitt, Handforth & Co., Fullwood, Nick
Trotwood, and Buster Boots—to say notinis
of William XNapoleon Browne and HOrach
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Stevens, ot ehe Kiith, In fact, it must be
confessed that Browne was the mosi promi-
nent figure in tnxs anti-Quirke movement.
jle had even taken the lead over Nipper's
Lead. And Nipper raised no objection,
hecause the Tifth-Form skipper had come
out very strongly.

He had creawved a sensation the previous
evening by giving a wonderful periormance
of conjuring in the old Ancient House
Lecture  Hall, Browne’s illusions had
startled the audience—and he had frankly
admitted that they were all tricks. Indeed,
he contessed that not one of them was new
or novel—hut merely the stock-in-trade of
he ordinary proiessional illusionist.

" To add to the sensation, Browne had
openly challenged Ezra Quirke to produce
similar effects in his Cellar of Secrets.

Quirke had been caught in a cleft stick.
To refuse the c¢hallenge would have been
fatal—for his own supporters would have
concluded that he was incapable of duplica-
ting Browne’s illusions. So Quirke haa
boldly stated that he would hold a meeting
on the following evening.

The time for the great test was near at
hand.

In order to donvince his supporters and
‘confound the sceptics, Quirke would have
to perform bis magic without the aid of
any wires, trap-doors, or other apparatus.
He had certainiy delighted his supporters
by insisting upon a preliminary examination
of the cellar, He was fearless. He declared
that his enemics could make what investl-
oations they pleased., He would Priumph
over them with supreme ease.

The whole Junior School was in a stale
of fermerit. Quirke's followers were confi-
dent of an overwhelming victory, The
nentrals were merely curlous. But the Com-
pact of Ten was quietly gloating.

They knew something—and their confi-
dence was supreme.

n

CHAPTER Y.
CELLAR OF SECRETS,

ZRA QUIRKE smiled
with calm confidence.
~ “There is nothing
to fear, my friends,”
he said, “Whena 1 accepted
Browne’s challenge I did so
with a full knowledge of
what it meant. This evening I shall send
these sceptics back to their Houses in con-
fusion.”
“Rather!” exclaimed Skelion.
sure it'll be all right, Quirke?”
“Nothing is more ceriain,”
schoolboy magician.  “The ‘¢onditions are
very favourahle just now. I shall trinmph.”
“But what about the ncgative influence?”
asked Eilmore anxiously. *There'll he lots
af dishbelievers in the cellar, Quirke. I hope
they won't upset the usual manifestations.”

 THB

“You're

b sllusiuns,

replied the |

Quirke shook his head.
"My Inttuence is extremely powerful to-
day,” he replted quietly. "I have a strong

feeling witiun me wat nothing whatever
can mar my supreme victory. Browne

merely presented the usual stage conjuror's
1 suall present. similar efiects—
bug without the aid of any trickery. Never
have 1 used trap-doors and wires and such-
like crudities.”

Hubbard nodded.

“No need to tell us that, Quirke, old
man,” he replied. “We've seen—and we
know, You can rely upon us to back you

up all through.”

Quirke was standing in the East House
lobby, surrounded by a group of his wost
ardent supporters. They were mostly non-
entities—Iellows who had only recently come
into prominence, owing to their pronounced
belief in the occult. They had seized the
chance of getting into the limelight.

Outside, certain activities were afoot.

1t was dark now, and tea was over. It
had been a hurried, scrappy meal. For
once the fellows had raced over tea—
usually the most popular meal of the day,
since 1t was partaken of in the privacy of
one's own study. But there was something
more important than tea in the wind.

In the Remove and the Fourth, there was
such a demand for seats in Quirke’s cellar
that the audience promised to be altogethsr
too large for the auditorium. So Dick
Hamilton, as captain of the Remove, and
Boots, as captain of the Yourth, had taken
matters ficmly in hand,

By a system of drawing lots, they had
eliminated the surplus nuwmber. The cellax
cculd only hold a certain amount, and all
these lucky fellows were now gathering for
the fray. The cnes who had been left oub
in the cold could make no fuss, since they
had had as fair a chance as the others.
A few of Quirke’s most faithful supporters
had failed to gualify, as it were, and they
were particularly disappointed.

There was no doubt, however, that the

meeting would be an enthusiastic one. The
Remove and the Fourth would be weil

represented, by fellows who were anti-
Quirke and pro-Quirke.

It was distinetly understood that horse-
play was barred. Once within the cellar,
the juniors must preserve order. A pledge
to {his effect had been given by everybody.

“After all, it was only fair that Ezra Quirke

should have a full and satisfaclory show-

ing, He was to be giver every chance te
answer William Niapoleon Broywne's chal-
lenge,.

As a kind of preliminary, an Investigation
Committee was appointed, with Browne to
the fore. It was impossible for all the
audience to examine the cellar in advance—
and unnecessary, too. It would be quite
sufficieni if the committice pronounced itsclf

| satisfied.
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“"Remember, brothers, that this is a most
solemn oceasion,” Browne was saying, “I
beg of you to preserve a calm exterior,
Brothier Quirke is about to be placed on the
zarpet. Let us be just—let us be generous.
Let us give him every opportunity to extri-
:ate himself from the meshes.”?

“He isn’t in any meshes!” sang out Clif-
ton. “He’s going to show you bounders up
properly this evening!”

“You bet he is!” agreed Griffith,

“That, of course, is as may be,” beamed
Browne benevolently,  “Personally, I ven-

ture to suggest that Brother Quirke is now’

shimmying somewhat like a jelly, in antici-
pation of the coming holocaust.”
“The coming what?’ demanded
strong. _
“It is idle to waste time on explanations,”
said Browne gently, “Let it be suflicient

Arm-

for me to add that DBrother Quirke has
already started a spin. Something tells

me that it will soon develop into a nose-
dive, and a crash will then be inevitable.
When one is flying, one must be cautious,
and Brother Quirke’s present course is un-
doubtedly carrying him towards a veritable
cycelone.” .

“Dry up, Browne, and do something!”
suggzested Handforth tartly. “You were
pretty wonderful last night, I'll admit, but
there’s no need to stand there jawing now!
What about this investigation§”

“The voire of impatience is heard in the
land, so we must hoist up our slacks, and
start something,” agreed Browne, “Come,
brothers, let us seek this wondrous cellar,
and make our examination.”

The Investigation Committee consisted of
eight picked fellows, including Browne,
Nipper, Pitt, and one or two other promi-
nent junjors. Ezra Quirke was qguite ready,
and he led the way to the rear of the East
House. :

The seniors and some ¢f the prefects had
a general idea of what was going on, but
they made no attempt to interfere. After
all, it was only some nonsense of the
juniors, and as long as they didn’t make
too much noise, no questions were asked.

In one of the rear passages, a door was
unlocked, and the committee passed down
some stone steps into one of the wide
cellars. It was a kind of hall, with a con-
crete wall in front. In the centre of this
wall another door faced the investizators,
It was closed, and Quirke produced a Vale
}{bey. He 1nserted it in the lock and turned
it.

“You may enter, and examine the cellar
from floor to ceiling,” hLe invited, “I have
nothing to fear. I employ- no tricks, so my
mind is perfectly easy. It is only the liar
who needs a good memory.”

“Singuiarly apt, Brother Quirke, butf it is |

hardly fair to count wune’s chickens before
they are hatched,” observed Browne. “Let
me remind you tnat you have yet to give
your performance, Alas, I fear it will be

b which you are justly famious

. securely.

sensatioral effects

devoid of those for

The committee entered the cellar, ang
Jost no time. Only a single electric light
was gleaming, and this was so closely
shaded that it gave ouly a dull glow. But
the fellows had come armed with powerfy]
torches, and by the time they had finisheg
their examination, not a single inch of the
cellar had escaped their scrutiny.

It was exactly as it had been on former
occasions., Except for the black hangings—
which were merely for effect—the céllar was
composed of solid concrete. Walls, ceiling,
and floor were solid beyond doubt. There
was no trace of a trap-door—no sign of a
hidden retreat. The committee was
thoroughly satisfied that the cellar con-
tained nothine of a material nature which
could assist Ezra Quirke in the production
of an illusion. If he indeed succeeded in
his magie, it would be a case of purely
occult phenomena.

“You are satisfied?’ he asked, as the
investigators trooped out.

“Perfectly!” said Nipper, nodding.

“You agree that my cellar Jjs un-
prepared?”

“1 venture to suggest that Mr. Maskelyne
himself would have a somewhat murky task
in producing a satisfactory manifestation
within thiz apartment of mystery,” said
Browne calmly. “Proceed, Brother Quirke!
Let the revels commience! We are ready
to give you your head.” _

«1t 1 duplicate your illusions of last night
you will admit that I am no mere tries-
ster?”? asked -Quirke.

« We’ll not only admit it, but we'll ofier
our sincere apology,” replied _1NlpiJEI‘
promptly. “So it’s up to you, Quirke. Go
ahead, and do your stuff—as Adams would
aptly term it.” )

“ Remember, Brother Quirke, your reputa-
tion depends upon this meeting,” said Brown
warningly. “Failure to produce the desired
effect, will lead tocertain disaster. Success
will earn you a special medal, which I w1111
have cast out of my own pocket. So GO
what you can. Call upon your friends of
the Outer Darkness to rally round. 1 assure
vou you will need them.”

Quirke smiled.

“You are facetious
Browne, but this test will lead to my
greatest triumph,” he said quietly. **You
will observe that I am locking the door
I hope you are satisfied that no
human agency can tamper with the cellar
during our brief absence?”

“That’s all right,” said Handforth.
“ Let’s get upstairs and tell the others.
suppore there’ll be no delay? We <2@
have the meeting at once?”

“ ITmmediately,”” replied Quirke.

The appearance of the Investigation Ceml-
mittee was greeted with cager shouts.

“ Any sign of tricks there?”
“ Has Quirke gct his cellar all faked up<™

at the moment,



~ “It’s all right, you fellows—you can troop
I now,” called ecut Nipper.  We've cx-
amined the place, and it's barren. If Quirke
can give us a show like Browne did, we'll
crown him King of the Magicians!” '

“Good! Let’s get inside!”

And the audience made a bee-line for the
fateful celiar.

CHAPTEL VI.
NOTHING DOING!

” H .-

¢ Silence,
chaps !
: “ (Give the fellow
a chance!”’ ‘

The murmur of voices died
away, and a tense silence
The meeting had just scetfled down
The last member

you

fell. )
to watch the proceedings. |
of the audience was in, and the last seat

had been taken. The cellar was crowded
as it had never been crowded before.

At the end, Ezra Quirke sat in his cus-

chair. ©On every side the Dblack
hangings were adding an air of mystery
to the scene, Overhead gleamed the single
electric lamp, shaded and eerie.

tomary

“Look at Quirke.” inurmured Reggie Piti

sofily.
< Yes, he seems a bit uneasy,” whispered
Dick Hamilton. :
There was rather a grim
voice.
usual about Quirke. They had been to these
meetings before, and the schoolboy magician
had always opened the proceedings in a
calm, confident manner. He had been calm
and confident this evening—to a point. But
now that the aceual time of the test had
arrived, he seemed changed.

Perhaps it was the importance of the
occasion—perhaps he was affected by the
very nature of this test. Perhaps, even,
the necessary concentrafion was such that
he could not conceal his emotion. At all
events, he was pale and haggard. A hunted
Jook had crept into his eyes, and he sat
there with the air of a trapped animal.

At one time he had even started up, as
though to make some protest, This bhad

note in his

occurred just after he had entered the celiar

—and every member of the Compact of Ten
had noted the fact. And every member
of the Compact of Ten exchanged significant
glances. _

- Quirke had apparentlg thought better of
his intention, for he was now sitting quietly
in his chair., He was engaged in his usual
task of concentrating. Nothing could hap-

pen until he had gained ¢ touch,” as he
called it. Before any phenomena could
take place, Quirke had to communicate

with his ghostly helpers. For he had cén-
sistently maintained t{hat his only con-
federates were those of an intangible, un-
s¢en type.

There was certainly something un- |

His unecasiness appeared 4o bo increasing.
Once or twice he shifted in his chair, He
[ooked . round at the black hangings. He
breathed hard, and found it impossible to
maintain his usual air of immobility.

“1 say!” whispered Tommy Watson,

““Eh?” said Nipper, turning.

“ Where’s the owl?”»

““Seems to be missing this evening.”

“Can't understand it,” murmured Wat.
son. ““That giddy owl has always appeared
within the first minute” or two at other
‘mmeetings. In some uncanny way, it’s flown
from behind the curtains.”
~ “Yes!” said Nipper, with a strange note
in his voice. :

“I expect it’'ll show up soon,” breathed
Watson- anxiously,

“Somehow, I've got an idea it won't,” re-
plied Nipper. “Aund just look at Quirke!
He's not making much progress, iz he?
He's never kept his audience waiting all
this time before.” W

There were others who were curious, too.

- Quirke’s close supporters were anxious
and worried. They expected their idol to
produce something startling within the first
~minute. They had expected him to con-
found his critics at the very opening of
the meeting. But so far nothing had hap-
pened—absolutely nothing. And ‘'the au-
dience,- which had always been so ecreepily
entertained, ‘grew impatient.

““ Buck up, Quirke!”?

“Show your speed, old man!?”

“Let’s have a ghost or two!”

~“I beg of you, brothers, to cease this
unnecessary disturbance,” said Napoleon
Browne severely., ‘ We must remember that
Brother Quirke has entered upon a task
which even Hercules would sirivel at. Let
him wrestle with it in peace. I have every
reason to fear that the undertaking will
twist our host into a few knots before he
Iraz coped with it.” ,

Quirke suddenly stood up.

““I can do necthing—nothing!” he burst
‘out passionately,

“What

““IHere, I say, Quirke—-*

“ Buck up, man!?

“1 can do.nothing!” repeated Quirke, his
voice thick and tense. ¢ There are too many
disturbances—too many negative influences

at work. The forces of the occult will not

assist me.”

- Alas ! sighed Browne. “Are we to be

dizappointed =0 early?”? _ .
Quirke's supporters were dismayed and

staggered. But the others—quite a fair

audience—rose to their

proportion of fhe
mmdignation and ex-

feet with considerable
citement. : : _
“{huek it, Quirke—you can’t fool us with
thav rot!? : -
¢ Not likely!?
__“You had plenty of time to beat Browne’s
iltusions !” shouted Boots., “We want to
see something!” ;




... declared.

«“ Hear, hear!» '
“1 tell you the negative mﬂucnces are too
strong !> snarled Quirke desperately. :

““ Rats! That’s a different story to what
vou told before the meeting!” roared Hand-
forth. “You said you were afraid of
nothing!  Come on—show us some startling
effects, or you’ll be «xposed as a fraud:!”

-Quirke was absolutely perspiring- with
desperation. More than ever, he looked like
a trapped animal. There was a wild look
in his eyes. .

“It’s not fair!** he burst out. < This

no test! Browne was permitted to work in
‘silence. And it is more than cver im-
portant that 1 should bhave similar con-
‘ditions. 1 give up the attempt 2

“No— no”’ panted Skelton.

do that, Quirke!”’

“You've got to go on!” insisted Clifton.
““You can’t let us.down, Quirke! Didn’t
"you tell us yon were confident of success?
You’'ve got to go through with 1t now—
you'll be ruined if you don’t!®

‘““Bilence, yca chaps:” shouted Nipper.
““Let’s -give him another chance. How
ahout a limit of five minutes? All ¢

down, and keep absolutely silent for exactly
five mmutes That’ll give Quirke a chance
1o get in toueh with the spirits. That’s
:m‘ isn’t it7» -
Skelton nodded E}.uteu??. -
“Yes, rather—a jolly sporting ﬂﬁer‘” he
“ Come on, Quirke, you can’g jib
against that! We’ll back you up, old man!
Silence for five minutes!”

All Quirke’s followers were acutely anxious.

The very thought of abandening the meet-
ing* appalled them. They knew that it
would mean the utter discrediting of their
idol. And Nipper’s offer was certmnly a
sporting one. If Quirke couldn’t produce
hn}thmg within five minutes he wauld Le
an obvious- fraud.

The meeting settled down, and Quirke re-
sumed his seat.
same hunted, desperate expression in his
eves. 1t was as though he knew the end
of his eareer wi.s at hand.

And it was all the more
his . Cirele,
~ducerd his effects so easily. He couldn’t
bring forward the excuse of “negative in-
filnences.” They had been present on other
occasions, and the most amazing phenomena
had taken place.

It- was utterly stageering that he shnuld
fail now—at the one meeting where success
was vital. It was a fesh. It was an answer
to Browne’s challenge. Failure at this meet-
ing would be little short of ruinous.

. The silencé was oppressive,

True to their word the “negatives ” were

naintaining utter peace. They were giving

astenishing to

Quirke a fair showing. He could no¥
possibly accuse them of wrecking his
chances. And Quirke's own crowd knew it.

Accordingly they were all the more anxious
see 3ome biz results.

tn

13

¢ You can’t.

But there was still that

too, because he had always pro-

i

.

The minutes ticked by, so slowly that it

seeamed more like a quarter of an hour
beiore four minutes had e¢lapsed. And
auring this time Ezra Quirke had remaineq
as HlOtIOHIESb as a stone image. The
Compact of Ten watched him with curiously
assorted expressions. Reggie Pitt and
Nipper  were quietly sesrene. William
Napoleon Browne was amused. Handforth
was on the verge of gloating. But all the

other members of t‘ae auzhence were tense
and mystified.

Just as the time-limit was up a queer
little flash came into Quirke’s eyes. He
rose to his feet with compressed lips. .

“You're heaten, Quirke!” sang out some-
hody.

“One moment!” panted Quirke. “You
will have observed that my owl is absent,
My failure is due to that fact—2

“Oh!*? :

“You may not believe me, but I can but
state the fact ' econtinued Qu;trke steadily.

“The owl is unwell, unable to leave its
home at the top of the East Tower. It
‘possesses even more power than I—the

power of Black Magic, Without the owl I
am helpless. I must ask you to regard the
meeting as over.”

“Rats!” shouted Hubbard. “We've
always supported you, but I'm blowed if
I'm coing to take that as an excuse!”

0 \Tot hlu,lj,af” agreed Armstrong. “If the
owl’s pos-e::~=ed of all that power why the
dickens can’t it heal itself? You've failed,

Quirke. You've let us down!”’

Browne rose to his feet.

“One  moment, brothers,”® he said
smoothly. *“It seems to be indicated that
a certain explanation.is necessary. Allow
me to step into the breach and give the
cause of Brother Quirke's lamentable
failure!” : : il

Quirke looked at Bmwne, startled and

numbed.
“You—you don’t mean " he gasped.
“Unhappily, yes,” sighed Browne. I
fear, Brother Quirke, the time has arrived
tor the sordid truth. Seldom in the course
of a wvaried career have I seen a fellow
hovering so near the edze of the oxtaill!”

CHAPTER VIL
A STARTLING SURPRISE,

E ZRA QUIRKE started

forward, as pale as

a sheet.
“Stept” he
breathed. “Let me explain!

Why, what—— TLet me go!
‘What does this mean?”’

Quietly, = insidiously, four juniors had
surrounded him. They were MHandforth,
Churcn, McClure. and Buster Doots. They
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ranged themselves on either side,
escape was impossible.

“Better not make any fuss., my lad,”’
said Handforth grimly. © “Ye're here to
guard you. There’s no escape. You've got
to stand by while all these chaps learn
the truth. By George! You'’re in for a
not time!”

Quirke seemed about to fight, but he
~ checked himself,

“I can do nothing against this exhibition
of force!” he muttered feebly.

The fellow scemed absolutely stunned,
Hitherto his manner had been conspicuous
by ifts calm confidence. But row he realised
that the climax was at L. id. And escape
was certainly out of the question. Every
step he took was accompanied by his four
auards.

He had ﬁnled

In front of his own su;}porters, in front
of a representative gathering, he had
succeeded in producing precisely nil. All
his boasted powers had failed him at the
crucial test.

And his supporters were not only anxious,
but suspicious. At last the seed of doubt
had taken root in their minds. Was it
possible that they had been fooled, after
all? Was it conceivable that Quirke had
used trickery at his other meetings? But
how? That was the vital question—how?

“Let me plead for calmness and com-
posure,” said Browne. “If this investiga-
tion is to be conducted satisfactorily, we
must have no uanseemly rioting. I beseech
you, brothers, to keep cool. Follow me, and
I will remove the film f{rom your poor,
deluded eyes.”

“Look here, Browne—"

““Patience!” interrupted Browne.
minute you will know all.”’

Nipper and Pitt were already at the door,
and the gathering trooped out into the
outer cellar. Brilliant electric lights were
blazing here, in strange contrast to the
gloom within the cellar.

The audience was mystifled. Why
it be necessary to go out at all?
could Browne explain out here?

The last fellow emerged, and the doer
was closed. It snapped to with “the
decisive click of the Yale lock.

“QObserve!” said Browne impressively.

Ty

“In one

shouid
What

“1 say, Browne, chuck it!” protested
Hubbard. *“This isn’t a time for fooling
about.. There's nothing to be seen out
here.” -

“0Of course there isn’t.” _
“Let's go back into the cellar again and
examine it.”

“Hear, hear!’’
“Such a course will be fruitless,”” said
Browne patiently.*I am aware that this

L3

suspense is somewhat trying— _
“Why do you take nntme_ of this mad-
man?” demanded Quirke passionately. “ You

50 that

A

i3
all know that Browne is a Jjoker. He is
never serious—he i8 mnever In earnest.

This is merely a dodge on his part to dis-
credit me. I want you all to disperse, and
give me another chance to-morrow night.”

“You've failed, Quirke!”

“I will admit it!” shouted Quirke. * But
I only ask for this one concession.
To-morrow night I will make amends. Go!
I cannot always induce the elements to
come to my aid—-"’

“That’s reasonable = enough,’
Skelton eagerly. “Why not wait?”

“ Pretty ingenious, Quirke, but it won’t
do,” said Nipper grimly. “We can’t do
any waiting. We knew you'd produce
nothing in that cellar, and we know the
whole bag of tricks. So why delay? These
other .chaps may as well know the truth
at once. Go ahead, Browne.”

“Yes, we will certainly go ahead,”
nodded Browne. “1I deprecate these inter
ruptions and disturbances. As I mentioned
once before, brothers, observe!”

There was not much to observe, for
Browne switched off the lights, and plunged
the outer cellar into darkness. He thudded
heavily upon one of the concrete walis
with a small mallet, keeping his other
hand over the switches. There was a con-
fusion of shouts.

“What's the idea,

put in

Browne?”’

“Turn the lights on, you Fifth Form
ass!”?
“It is a trick!” came Quirke's voice.

“You must take action, you must seize this
madman, and—-"

‘“ Peace citizens!” interrupted Browne.
“While regretting this slight delay, it is
nevertheless necessary. I assure you this

is no attempt at theatrical effect. Just
a few moments—— Ah! The welcome
signal! We will illuminate the scene once
more.,”

The switches clicked, and the outer cellar
became flooded with Ilight again., The
Compact of Ten had fitted up two or three
extra lamps, although nobody had known
of these until they were switched on.
Previously this outfer cellar had been rather
dim, with only a solitary lamp of modest
pOWer.

“Well, I'm blessed if I can spot your
same, Browne!” said Armstrong, looking
round. “Nothing’s happened. I thought
yvou were froinfr to surprise us, by the tone
of your voice.’

There was nothing for the juniors to see.
The outer cellar remained the same.
Apparently the lights had been extinguished
for no good pur;m«e But William Napulenn
Browne was looking serene. Ile was in his
element in an affair of this kind.

“Much as I hate to bother you, Drother

Quirke, may 1 crave the loan of your Yale
key?? he asked calmly. “I1 have come fo
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the conclusion that it will be an excellent
scneme to enter the ceilar.”
Quirke started.

“No!'” he panted. “You shall not have
it.. Arc yeu going to stand this?” he went

on, appealing to the -others. ‘“Browne is
fooling; he is making a laughing-steck of

vou. You have just left the cellar, and
vou know that it is- barren of trickery.
Why go baek?” : -

It scemed a reasonable argument, and
the crowd growled. |

“We're  fed-up with .you, Browne!”

snorted Hubbard. “Look here, Armstrong,
why don’t you do something?’

“Alas, 1 fear that patience is a little
knowt - virtue among the youthful!’® sighed
Jrowne.
you decline to produce your Yale key?”?

“You shall not have it!” declared Quirke

tensely. 2
“In that event I must use my own,”
said Browne deprecatingly. “A pity, but
we must hear  these blows  with
fortitude ; -
“Your. OWX?? shouted Quirke. *“You

have got ne——-"" - .
A thousand pardons, but allow me to
disillusion.  you,”” interrupted the Ilanky
Fifth-Former. ‘i & . '
ife strode-to the door of Quirke's cellar,
slipped a key in_the lock, and turned it.
It was the key which l)icili Hamilton had
made some days earlier from a wax
impression, obtained {rom Quirke’'s own key
Ly s« trick.  The Compact of Ten had
used that key at the time, but had made
no eunlightening discoveries. |
'_l‘gm cellay door opened, and Browne stood
aside. '
“While my myrmidons retain their clutch
on Brother Quirke, 1 urge the rest of-you to

cnter the cellar, and take your former seats ” |

said Browne
(ruestinns!
vestigations.

smoothly.  ““Nay, ask no
Above all. make no individual in.

Leave it all to me. Walk in,
gentiemen, and assort yourselves in  the
orizinal formmation. You may take it as
absolutely official that the feverish suspense
Is now near its climax.”

The juniors, thoroughly mystified, were
nevertheless impressed by Browne’s tone.
They were even mare impressed by Ezra:
Quirke’s obvious alarm. But Quirke could do
nothing-—-his gitards held him tightly.

- ““0h, well, might as well go in, I sup-
pose,” said Armsitrong gruffily. This busi-
ness of entering and re-entering the cellar
had been done on several previous occasions
—but nothing -had ever come of it.

“J take it, Brother .Quirke, that |

Everybody trooped in, and took their former
seats. They haif expected to see socmething
different in there, but t.ere was no change,
The same shaded hght, the same draperies,
and all the rest of the stuff. |

Browne entered, and Quirke was left in
the doorway, 1n charge of Handforth and the
other warders. | .
~ **xouare ail assuming that there is nothing
to be gained by an examination of this
ceilar,” " observed Browne caunly. * Many
of you have becen bhehind these black hang-
1egs.  All members of the lnvestigation Com-
mittee will vouch for the fact that the
hangings conceal nothing but bare conerete
walls.” :
- “Tnat’s right,” said Griffith.
nothing in here, Browie.”

“No?"” smiled the ijfth-Former.
me to differ.”

With one sweep he wrenched down the

“ There -is

o J‘L“G-;lv

black hapgings on the right-hand wall. Ezra
Quirke uttered a c.oking sort of cry. The

rest of the audience s.arted to its feet in
amazenient., Every one of them would huve
wagered a term’s pocket-money that there
wis notlhng behind the black curtain except
a bare wall: <

But as the curtain came down, a big space
was revealed—a deep section of the ceilar
which had hitherto been unknown.  And at
the samme moment a powerful clectric light
shapped on, revealing cabipets, strange
contrivances of metal rods, and many other
formss of apparatus which ‘were instantly-
recognisable as the stock-in-trade of a pro-
fessional iilusionist. )

““ Here, brothers, you will abserve Brother
Quirke’s allies of the mystic world,” said
Browne calmly. ¢ Are they not pretty to
lock upon?”

CHAPTER VIIL
THE EXPOSURE.

w— OR a moment or two
t:.ere was a siience.
The juniors were
stunned by ¢this
dramatio reveiation, It
seemed  impossible—absurd!
Bl They had examined this cellar
rewore . anid they had known that those black
hangmgs concealed nothing but solid con-
crete walls. Yet here was this big space—
filted with conjuring apparatus! And there
was a door, too-—just an ordinary door,
leading, apparently, to anoiher cellar.
How ecould such a thing as this be ex-
plaip=?
Firding it impossihle to reconcile the facts,
a great many juniors seized upon the one
ohvious ' truth. It stood out like a beacol.
Ezra Quirke was exposed as a holloew fraud!
‘““ He’s a fake -he's a swindler!” shouted
Skelton. © Look there! There’s that cabinet
he used in one of his tricks—and there’s &

couch, with metal rods sticking out of it,
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and a kind of machine behind it! That's
how he did that levitation stunt!”

““ The chap’s a rotten spoofer!”

“ What about this?”’ asked Nipper, pulling
back the carpet, and exposing a trapdoor in
the floor. “ No concrete here, eh? Just an
ordinary trapdoor!”

“But—but we've examined this cellar lots
of times!”’ gasped Watson. “There was
no trapdoor then! It was all solid
concrete!”

‘“ Absolutely!” nodded Archie Glenthorne.
“0dds spooks and swindles! The good old
bean is buzzing somewhut noisily! I mean
to say, it seems to me that there’s dashed
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“1t is scarcely necessary to go into a
long and detailed account of Brother Quirke’s
various illusions,” he said. ¢ You all saw
my masterly efforts last night, but I have
not explained them. They are merely pro-
aduced by cleverly devised mechanism, such
as any reputable firm will provide. This is
no time to disclose such childish secrets.
Let it suffice to know that every trick- was
a commonplace dodge of the professional
conjuror. Trapdoors, faked tables and
cabinets—all had their share in the magical
trinmphs.”

“We understand that now,” said Skelton
furiously. ¢ Think of it, you chaps! Quirke’s
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‘“ Here, brothers, you will cbserve Brother Quirke’s allies of the mystic
¢ Are they not pretty to look upon ?2

world,” said Browne calmly.

discrepanecy, what?  Ridic, of course, but
this isn’t the same dashed cellar!”
fGood old Archie!” grinned Nipper. << He

doesn’t boast much about his
he's got more than anybody!”

‘““ Brother Glenthorne has undoubtedly
smote the nail on the head,” agreed Browne.
“This must unquestionabiy be chalked up!”’

““Not the same cellar!” yelled Griffith.
“But we came in the same door!”

“] will grant you that——"

“ Besides, these forms are the same, and
the chairs, and table--everything’'s the
same!” panted Skelton. < 0Oh, corks! I'm
all muddled! T can’t understand what the
dickens nas happened!”

Browne held up biz hand for silence,

brains, but

fooled us all along the line! We took him
for a sorcerer—we believed him when he said
he was a genuine magician! And he's a
rotten fraud all the time!” -

“Tt wouldn't matter if he'd been like old
Browne—-a professed conjuror,”” roared Aric-

strong. < But he's made us a laughing-
stoek! Come on! Grab him! We’'ll show
3L 57 TO—

“ Wait—wait !’ urged Browne. ¢ You may

slaughter Brother Quirke later on; but fer
the moment I claim your attention. You arc
all puzzled regarding this cellar.  But, in

reality, it is just as simple a trick as an:
of the others. As DBrother Glenthorae has
brainily remarked, 'we are not .in the apart-
ment which Brother Quirke has zo0 repeatedly
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arged us to mvestigate.
all will be made clear.” |

They trooped out of the cellar again,
Ezra Quirke still in the grip of lus guards.
The exposed **magician 7 was looking dazed
pow. ile was stunued by the shock of his
dramutic downfali.

*“* Perhaps I'd better do a littie explaining
now,” said Nipper briskly. “The whowe
seeret  you chaps, is in this doorway., 1Iv's
the most ingenious dodge you cver heard 0i.
You'll notice that the door and the sur
rouling  Irame project more then  usual.
Nothing parucularly suspicious in that—i.
oniy iovks like a peculiarity of construction.
Bur now wateh closely.”

1o rapped sharpiy ot the solid concrete to
the lelft ot the door --whicn was now closed.
Almosi imrgediately a section of the wall,
about tour feet wide and the same height
as the door fruie, separated itseif and shiu
behind the door, as though on rollers. An
ent.rely new opening was revealed. And tien
Nipper seized the door frame, and heaved.

It rolled poisclessly over the opening,
covering it compleceiy, and coming to «
halt with a littie thud. Everybouy watched,
fascinated. The wall was now apparently as
solid as ever--for that slab of concrete
which had moved had filled up the space
left vacaut by the door and the frame.

“ My anly hat!”’ ejaculated Armstrong,
staring. - _

“You see. the door’s in a different position
now, but mn this big wall it isn’t noticeable
unless you know about it,” said
“1 pride myse:df on having a pretty keen
sense of observation, but I'll confess 1 never
noticed any difference in the position of this
doorway until I had reason to suspect a trick
dodge.”

“ But—but—"" began QGriffith.

“You can go into that cellar if you like,
but it’s quite -unnecessary,” said Nipper,
throwing open the door. ¢ It looks exactly
like the other one—the same hangings, the
same chairs, the same in every detail. At
least, it's the same until one starts in-
vestigating.” . : :

“ But why on earth didn’t we spot this
before?’” asked Armstrong. 6

““ Because it defied all the usual methods
of investigation,” replied Nipper. “You
see, we never started any examination until
we were actonally inside the cellar. - And
thierefore we only found concrete walls and
floor. It was the outside that needed a
close serutiny.  But who would have dreamed
of looking out here when all our suspicions
were centred on the inner cellar? Once
thirough that doorway. you can investigate
with hammers and chisels and searchlights,
and yeou’ll find nothing suspicious.”

“You wiil also recollect a certain occa-
sion when we laid traps within the cellar,”
observed Browne drily. ““Alas! Wasted
labour! Did we not fix various tin pans,
stretehed cottons, and so forth? All to no
purpose!  And qunite naturally—since when

Nipper.

‘this lobby place.
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Come with me, and «dJne periorited s magie, he used the

other cellar!”

“And we sealed up the door, too,” grinned’
Reggie Pitt. < Remember that time we put
seais all over it? Naturally, we took it for
granted that nothing had been touched, be-
cause we found the seals intact. How the
GICRENs were we Lo guess that the deor and
the irame could be shifted bodily”

“But how the dickens does it work?” de-
manded rreeman  ** Who shifted that chunk
of coucrete just now?”

Nipper gnnned, aud rapped on the wall
again. The sliding conerete came into opera.
tion  agatn, and  Nicudemus Trotwood
emerged, Nobody had noticed that he :ad
veen absent during the -arlier proceedings.

“Everything all  sercne?”  he  asked
genially. |

“lructy, by Jove!*”

“What the dickens—"7

“We left- Trotty in charge behind the
scenes,” explained Nipper. “Quirke's usual

cppieuerales happen to be absent, so every-
thing went wrong for him. There’s some-
thing pretty deep behind all this, you chaps—

deeper than you think, You musin’s
tmagine that Quirke fixed up all these
prappings.” k

“It must have cost an awful lot of

money ! said Skelton, in a scared voice.

“Nothing under a huandred pounds—and
probably a lot more,” agreed Dick Hamil-
ton. "You see, originally, this was just an
ordinary - doorway leading into the second
cellar.  But two complete concrete walls
have been built—extra ones. This had the
effect of dividing the cellayr into two,
leaving the-pamr of them identical—but anly

when the hangings were in position, That's
why we never suspected anything. I can’t

-explain when these extra walls were built,

but we shall probably Kknow sooner or
later.” _
He pulled out a notebook and a pencil.

“Look here,” he went an, “I'll just scrawl

a rough chart of the East House ‘cellar
plan. There are three cellars in addition to

You've always -thought
there was only qQne—but there are three.
If you glance at these charts, you'll find
out the thing in a tick. Chart A shows
the cellurs as they were originally built.
Chart B shows the alteration. The figures
1 and 2 indicate the added walls. That
curly dotted line is an indication of the
black curtains, You’ll see that both ceilars
look exactly the same from within the cur-
tained space.” | _

The juniors had no diffieully in grasping
the cunning nature of the plan, and after
lcoking at the charts, they examined the
two cellars afresh. They were particularly
interested in this sliding section of con-
grete. ' W

Wkhen in position, it was impossible to
detect the place where it joined the actual
wall—partienlarly in the dim light which

* See diagram on page 21,
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had always prevailed, Concrete walls of
this type invariably show the ridgss of the

planking which is used in the course of
construction. Outer walls, of coursc, are

smoothed over and painted or distempered.
But down here, in the cellars, the concrete
had been left in a rougher state.

And that false piece of wall had been so
made that the join coincided with a ridge.
Under close examination it was revealed.
But that was just the point. The investi-

gators had never examined this lobby
before, They had always confined their

attentions to the cellur itself. And there
was nothing within that apartment to give
the show away. For, of course, they had
always been permitted by Quirke to enter
the duplicate cellar—the one that was safe.

1t was found that the trap-door in the
secret cellar led into a kind of pit, which,
in turn, communicated with the adjoining
cellar. All manner of trick devices were
found. The juniors had no desire to find
out how they worked. It was quite sufll-
cient for them to know that Quirke was a
fraud. ‘

And Quirke wasn't going to get off scot-
free, either!

CHAPTER IX.
THE BROKEN SPELL.

1 UT of
Handy !"
- “None of

rot, Buster!”

“Let's get at him!”

Ted by Armstrong, a
crowd of incensed Fourth-
Formers surged round Ezra
Quirke and his guards. There was no
denying them. Without the slightest ques-
tion, they meant grim business.

“Steady!” said Handforth gruffly. “We've
got to keep Quirke under our eyre, so don't

the way,

yvour

start any——"
“Rats! We're going to scrag him!”
“Yes, rather!” '
All  the furious Fourth-Formers were

Quirke's former supporters. Those feHows
who had been his staunchest allies an hour
ago Wwere now his bitterest enemies, It
was just the effect of reaction,
The juniors who had always
Quirke were not particularly angry with
him.. They just felt immensely pleased
with themselves for. having seen through
the trickster all the time.

But the others—the members of Quirke's
special  circle—were literally after . his
blood., The fact that he had used duplicate
cellars-—that he had fooled them all along
the line-—drove them into a frenzy of
excited anger.

suspected

Even Singieton was enraged.
Of late, he had suspected Quirke, but he
had never dreamed of such a conspiracy as
this. It was cbvious to Singleton that

Quirke's game was much deeper than the
majorily of the fellows believed.

“I beseech you, brothers, to calm down.”
shouted Browne. “Allow us to keep charge
of Brother Quirke for the time being, Later
on you may have his body, and you may
tear bim limb from limb to your heart's

content. -~ But at the moment I must
insist—-"
“Rot! We're going to have him!”

And, with a yell of triumph, the crowd
Seized KEzra Quirke, and his guards werge
helpless.  There was no controlling this
excited mob of disillusioned Fourth-Formers.

In the midst of a yelling horde, Quirke
was whirled up the cellar steps, out into
the corridor, and so on until the Triangle
was reached, Fellows came out of the
other Houses, wondering what the com-
motion was about, There were many
inquiries as to the exact nature of the
murder,

Masters and prefects were isnored, and
for a hectic five minutes, Ezra Quirke had
a vague idea that he would never come
through alive. He was compelled to run
the gauntlet, he was frog's-marched round
the ‘I'riangle twice, and then, as a final
touch, half @& dozen fellows swung him to

| and ifro in the vicinity of the fountain-pool..

“One—two—three!” roared
“Go!”

Quirke flew into the air like a stone from

Armstrong.

a catapult. He described an erratic arc,
his arms and legs waving wildly. Then he

descended with a dull, sickening splash into
the very centre of the pool.

“At last we observe Brother Quirke fairly
up to his neck in the elear,” remarked
Browne benevolently. “I deprecate this
scene of violence, but one must observe
that justice is merely being ladled out.”

Quirke managed to crawl out of the pool,
looking more like a drowned rat than a..
numan being. He was permitted to find his
way indoors, and the excited c¢rowds dis-
persed, breaking up into knots.

Ot course, the whole school knew the
ft_ict.s within five- minutes. The seniors
didn’t take much notice, because they

never believed all the impossible stories of

| Quirke’'s powers. But the juniors of all
Houses were full of the thing. It was a

sensation of the first magnitude.

To Quirke’s infinite relief, his guards no
longer haunted him. Onece in Lhis dormi-
tory, he changed into dry clothing, and
then sped downstairs. He wuas aching in
cvery limb, and he felt exhausted—but
there was a light of tense anxiety in his
eyes.

The shock of exposure had come upon
him so unexpectedly that he was stili
partially dazed. He knew that the entire
Junior School was still agogz. And it would
only be a matter of time before the story
reached the ears of the masters—anag then
the Head. And Quirke seemed even imorce
anxious than the occasion demanded.



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY m—-

escaping re-

) study,
:apture by mere inches—{for there were still
plenty of fellows who were anxious to keep

IIe rushed {o his

the ball rolling. He slamimed his door and
tocked 16, OUne glance told him that he was
alone. He pulled out a ey and unlocked
one of the drawers of his desk.

Aud from his drawer he produced a small
private tetephone—of a type that is used
in City oflices, to cominunicate from one
room to anviher, He pressed a- bell-push
-‘just inside the drawer and waited.

“Hallo!” he muttered tensely. “Hallo! It
duesn’t seem to——  The line’s dead—
absolutely dead!”

e dropped the receiver with a dull kind
of iear. without question, the line was
dead—and it could ouly mean that the wire
was  cut. Yet he nad absolutely relied
upon that telephone for a fixed, definite
purpose—a piirpose that was acutely vital.

“They've done everything—everything!”
panted Quirke, actual fear alight in his
eyes. “The hounds! I'm done!” .

ile closed the drawer and relocked it.
Then, with compressed lips, he opened the

door and came to a dead halt, staring.
Just outside were six Remove iellows.
They appuired to be engaged in casual

conversation, But when ¥Ezra Quirke took
a step out they all moved nearer.

e slammed the door and locked it
again. .

o prisorer!” he breathed. “Trapped!”

Desperately, he rushed to the window.
He kitew what to expect—and wasn’t dis-
appointed. Dimly visible in the square
we«e six other Removites. There was no
doubt that Quirke was a caplive in his gwn
study.

e savadely pulled the curtains over and
sank back into a chair. His pale face
became even more sallow. His frightened
expression changed to a look of hopeless
resignation  All the fire and spirit seemed
to have died out of him. He was done.

“It’s the end,” he muttered huskily. “The

end!”

CHAPTER X.
ANOTHER DRAMATIC DEVELOPMENT,
rlﬂqHE HON. DOUGLAS

SINGLETON glanced
at his watch.
“Twenty-five past,”
he murmured, with a nod.
“H'm?! I'd better find old
Pippy and take him along to
iov progsaul’s study. We might as well
be there on the stroke of time.”

In the excitement, Singleton had been
carried away by the rush of things. He
hadn’t forgotten his appointment with the
professar—it was impossible to forget such
a vital appointment as that—but he was in

a bit of a tumuit. His recent suspicions
regarding Fzra Quirke were becoming

decidedly grim,

[

l
I

:

L obvious.

| him in his Cellar of Secrets.

- this thought.

| boy.

For some lew days he had bad an ideg
that Quirke was a fraud and that hig
crystal gazing, and his other pretences of
magic were 'a mere cloak to conceal hig
real purpose,

And wnat was his real purpose?

Undoubtedly, decided Singleton, to root
out Professor Sylvester Tucker’s secret!
More than once Quirke had seen extra.
ordinary things in his crystal connected
with the professor. He had, indeed, gained
a certain measure of Singleton’s confidence.

But the Hon. Douglas had always been
vuarded—he had never once revealed the

secret, or the nature of his association with
the prorfessor. Quirke had pumped him in
vain, .

But Singleton was beginning to see things
now, '

Everything was becoming clear to him.
In fact, the sequence of events was
Quirke, of course was in league
grown-up confederates. They were
helpers who had assisted
And tneir real
motive was not o convert the juniors to
occultism, but to get hold of Professor
Tucker’s inveuntion!  And they bad been
trying to use Singleton as a tool! The
Hon, Douglas w.s startled when he came
to this conclusion—which seemed to him
the only possible one.

“Well, anyhow, they're dished now!® he

with |
the mysterious

mutlered. “Nicely dished!  Quirke will
probably get the sack to-mérrow—the
Head’s hound to hear of all this con-
spiraey. And the old professor will have
that money, and his invention will be
safe.”

There was a good deal of satisfaction in
Singleton wandered into the
Remove passage of the West louse, and
cntered Study S. By this time most of the
excitement had died down, and the lHouses
were quiet. Lord Pippinton was at home.

He was sitting before the fire, gazing
dreamily into the glowing embers. lle
didn’t look up as Singleton came in.

“(Oh, here you are, Pippy,” said the
visitor. ‘“Pull yourself together, oid man,
and come with me Tins is an importans
occasion.”

Lord Pippinten took no notice.

“Hang it all, Pippy, jump out of thad

trance of yours!”? said Singleton., #Can’t
you hear me? Wake up, ass!?
“0Oh!” caid old Pippy. .“Whai? Eh?

By Jove, it’s Duggy! . I didn’t see you, old
Duggy. by Jove! What is it? 1 was
just thinking of—— No, I wasn’t.”

“TIt isn't necessury for jou to think, old
man—you haveu't got the machinery, any-
how,” said Singletan briskly. “It’s about
that ten thousand quid.”

Lord Pippinton winced.

“0Oh, 1 say!” he protested. “You
baven’t come here to talk of money?”

“You haven't forgotten ‘that ten thoun., I
suppose???
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¢Have 1?7

¢ Have you what?”

¢ My dear old Duggy, change the subject!”
aiiid his lordship, * I've ouh been here two

avs, and every time you see me, you talk
.:Jl money, or some foul subject of that kind,
or sort, or order. It's too bad!”

‘¢ But, you got ten thousand pounds from
the bank this morning.”

“Did 1Y” asked lord Pippinton, with a

start. “1 say, I must be one of those
biokes who do things without knowing it.

Fanecy going to the dashed bank and getting
money, and forgetting all about itil”

“I'm not goinz to argue,” said Single-
ten patientiy. “ You signed that cheque in
my presence, and you saw me fill it in. Now
-you've got to come with me and see exactly
what’s happening to thie money. This i3 a
straightforward business deal, and there's
going to be no bacxing out.”

““0Oh, really!” protested his lordship.
““Must I come, Duggy? Can’t you do ali
this horrible thing without me? I'm not
feeling well., Az a matler of fact, I'm not
feeling well, What?”

Singleton wasted no further time.
was late for his appointment already. He

seized old Pippy firmly by the arm, and
nustled him out of the study. The school-
boy millionaire didn’t mind. e went quite
meekly. Once on the move, he was resigned
to anything that might occur, And almost
hefore he knew it, he was in the Ancient

House.
They went straight upstairs to Professor
Tucker’s private rooms, and Singleton

tapped on the door,
“Come in—come in!” came the professor’s

invitation. “ Ah, Mr. Pringle, this Iis
«plendid Eh? What's this? How dare
vou  hurst in  here——"" The proiessor
paused, and glared at the two juniors.

Obviously he had been expectjng somebody

else.
“That's

Pippinton

jueet what T say!” exclaimed Lord
stoutly. ¢ How dare we, what?
Duggy, we'd better retire. This venerable
sid bloke leoks somewhat antagoniséic.
What about an orderly retreat?”

“It's all right, sir,” said Singleton.
“Don’t take any notice of Lord Pippinton.
ile can’t really heip if, sir.”

“No,” said o0id Pippy. ¢ Rather not! I
mean, what? 1 say, Duggy, isn’t that a
bit personal? Or izn't it? 1 don’t know.
Just as you iike, old boy.”

“Oh!”? said Professor Tucker, adjusting
Itis spectacles. “* Why, of course! 1 beg
vour pardon, bovs—iorgive me! Come in.
Singleton—eome  in! And you, too, my
voung friend! This, I tuke if, iz the junior
to whom you refcrred earlier?”

“Yes, sir,” said S‘ngzieton.
pinton.”’

“Indeed?” said the prnfe~»snr raising his
evebrows., ¢ [ really .houldn't hfﬂe thmwh
But no matte:. I am delighted to

r—

meet you,

e .

“Lord Pip- |

young man!’ he said, pumping
Lord Pippinton's arm. “Youn know the
facts, of course? No words of mine can ex-
press my true feelings.”

Lord Pippinton louked rather blank.

“ Yes, of course,” he said vaguely,
ings, what? 1 don’t absolutely grasp

““ Are you not the young gentleman who
has invested ten thousand pounds A

Old Pippy gave a paineua cry.

€“QOh, I say, sir!” be protested. “1 mean!
Really! Isn’t it a bit rouzh en a ehap when
you talk about cashi? I've heard nothing
else £

‘“lfe’'s very modesy, sir,” interposed
Singleton. ““He doesn’t ke you to say any-
thing about that money In fact, it makes
him fecl fearfully uncomfortable. He’d
much rather you didu't refer to it at all.”

“Then in that case—

The professor paused 23 a tap sounded on
the door. Singleton strode across, and threw
it open. A stranser was standing outside
an elderly, benevolent man with iron-grey
hair and a scrubby moustache.

“ Professor Tucker?® he asked miidly.

““Come 1in, sir,” invited Singleton. ¢ Yes,

“ Teel-

Professor Tucker’s here. 1 supprse you're
Mr, Pringle, sir?”

“1 regret to say 10,” replied the
stranger. ¢ Good evening, Professor Tucker.

Unfortunately, Mr. Pringic is most unwell,
and I have come in his stead. I am Mr.
Ward—of the firm ot Fringle, Pringle &
YWard.”

Professor Tucker glanced at Mr. Ward
sparply, and nodded,

““Splendid!” he exelaimed.
no difference, of course. Why should it?
One lawyer is just thc same as another
lawyer. I trust Mr. Pringle has aequainted
you withh the full facts?™
bMr, Ward entered, removed his overcoat,
and sat down.

““ Precisely,” he replied. ¢ Yes, professor,
I know the exact nature of {his little com-
mission It is in connection with a sum of
twenty thousand pounds. You are receiving
it from these two young gentlemen? They
are, in faet, investine this money in your

1t makes

- wonderful healineg apparaius?”

Professor Tucker nodded.

“71 am glad that you have all the facts at
vour finger-tips, Mr. Ward,” he said. < All
matters of business confuse me. 1 detest
them, sir. PBut they must be seen o, I
ﬂppme*uc can't neglect =uch duties. 1
only trust that we r:h"‘il[ get the detrils over
as rju‘chl} a3 possible.”

“They won’t take
minutes, sir,” said Mr., Ward briskly., [
have all the documents ready. We only
need one or two signatures {fo putbt every-
thing in order.”

He fuszed abont with his bag,

ionger than five

producing

important-looking papers, and the Honm,
Douglas watchﬂd with interest. Lord Pippin-
| ton was standing quite still, gazing at



e

nothing. Until shaken into consciousness
again, he was just as good as asleep.

‘““We have the money here?” asked
Ward, looking up.

“Yu), yes, “of course,” replied the profes-
sor, unlocking the C(’lah box and producing
the notes, *‘I would not, however, take
actual possession of it until you were
present, Mr. Ward. It is necessary to be
very caubious—very cautious indeed. When
one is dealing with such a large sum, one
must be careful.”

Mr,

“Quite true, professor,” mnodded Mr.
Ward. “You have agreed to accept ithis
stm? That is quite certain??”

~“The boys insist that I shall do so,” re-
plied the old scientist. I must confess I
do not relish the idea, but it means every-
tl:ing in the world to me. I shall certainly
accept the money.” ;

Mr. Ward took the bundle of notes, and
glanced through them with a professional
air, Then he -stutfed them into his pocket,
and rose to his feet.

“ It come as a bit of a shock to you,

Jim Roach, but the game’s up!” he. said
calmly, and with a different note in his
voice. . “I've got a warrant for your arrest,
and—?
. Professor Tucker started back with a
hoarse c¢ry. He leapt to his feet with such
violence that his chair crashed over back-
wards.: His lined face was flushed with
sudden’ alarm.

‘““Are you mad?’’ he gasped hoarsely.

““Not bad, Jim, bubt it doesn’t affect me
in the least,” said the other coolly. ¢I
don’t think you’ve ever nad the displeasure
of meeting me beéfore? I'm Detective-
sergeant Melrose, of Scotland Yard. The
‘game’s up, old man, and you’d better take
it quietly!”

CHAPTER XL
ANOTHER STAGGERER.

OR a few
“there
silence,

was

The Hon. Douglas
Singleton was so bewildered
that bhis brain was in a whirl.
I'or a moment he wondered if
dreaming. Professor  Tucker
1t secmed incredible—impossible!
He
at nothing, and even the
of the prefessor’s chair had

seconds
dead

was
arrested!
Lord Pippinton was quite unaffected.

hie

was still looking
crashing over

only momensarily jerked him out of his
france, _
Professor Tucker was standing = there,

breathing hard. His glasses had falien off,

and he was gripping the edge of the desk |

tightly. And a dull iook of bitterness had
crept into his eyes.

“You infernal spoil-sport!’ he ejaculated
disgustedly, bis whole voice changed—his

~and months!

manner completely altered. ¢ By glory! 1
thought I had got everything fixed this time
and you butt in at the last minute!
Absolutely the last minute. Twenty thou-
sand! What a cursed shame!”

“It’s a bit rough, Jim—but you've got
to expect these little surprises, said = De-
tective Melrose. ¢ I’d better give you the
usual warning that anything you say will -
be taken down, and may be used in evi-
dence against you. All right, chief!” he
added loudly. '

The door opened, and Chief Detective-In-
spector Lennard, of the C.I.D., strode briskly
in. Singleton knew the mbpector well, and
he cstarted forward, jerked Out of his dumb
amazement,

“There’s some mlstahe!” he panted.
““Look here, Mr. Lennard, Professor Tucker’s
.,111 right ! We’re letting him have the money

““ Steady, young man—steady,” interrupted
the chief inspector gruffly, “Take my ad-
vice and keep in the background. Things
aren’t exactly .what you think they are.”

He pu.-,hed past Smﬂleton and glanced
quickly from his subordinate to Professor
Tucker.

“Taking it quietly, Jim?? he asked drily.
“That’s the best way. The world’s using
you pretty badly, eh? Haven’t seen you.

for two years—since that Birmingham
affair. Remember the dance you led me?’ -
‘““What’s the use?”” grunted the professor,

his entire manner different. “Ye gods!
And I've worked on this thing for weeks
It makes a man sick! How
in the name of wonder did you get on te
me?”?

“Wasn’t it a bit risky coming right heré
—under the nose of Mr. Nelson Lee?”
asked Lennard. “I'm surprised at Yyou,

Jim! I gave you credit for better judg-
ment !*?
“Y didn’t know he was here until I got

everything ﬁ}.ed » growled the other. ¢ Be-
sides, I thoufrht he was retired——" ,

“He’s just about as much retired as 1
am,” interrupted the inspector. ¢ Melrose,
you'd befter take him to his bed-room, .
and wait while ‘he shifts all that make-
up. We’re going to take you back to-night,
Jim. We’'ve got a car waiting outside. IF
may interest you to know that two of your
pals are already enjoying our hospitality.” -

“I knew there was something wrong!”-
growled Jim Roach, between his teeth. “1
Knew- there was somethlng wrong directly

Melrose walked into the room. I was e€x-
pecting Pringle——"? |
“You. mean Gentleman Bob?”? .
“What does it matter?”? demanded
Roach. “Of course, you nabbed him first?

It's a pity I didn’t know Melrose by sight.
I'd have tricked the whole crowd of you,
in spite of your precautions!”

‘“ That's why I sent Melrose in first,” said
the chief inspector. ¢ Oh, hallo! . The more
the merrier!»
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He turned towards the door as two other
figures appeared. Tie Hon. Douglas was
shaking with emotion. He was moved to the
core by this staggering shock. Never for a
second had he dreamed that he had been
victimised "y a professional criminal! Never
for an instant had it occurred to him that
the man he took for Professor Tucker was
one of the cleverest confidence tricksters
known to Soctland Yard! That, however,
was the reputation of Mr. James Rouach.

Even Lord Pippinton was beginning
grasp the faet that something very un-
usual was taking place. He was just be-

ginning to realise that it wouldn’t be a bad.

idea to concentrate on the thing.
“¢ This way, professor,”” came a voice.
Singleton fairly jumped.
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Nelson Lee entered the room, accompanied

by no less a person than Professor Sylvester }

Tucker. It was a dramatic moment, Single-
ton gazed from one Professor Tucker to
the other, and marvelled at the consummate
cleverness of the man who had carried cn
the impersonation.

Roach was careless now—he had thrown
aside the mannerisms he had practised for
0 many weeks. Even so, his resemblance
to the real Professor Tucker was little short
of marveHous. Singleton was no fool, and
{1.9 was grasping the full truth of the situa-
ion.

““Then it was all a trick!”’ he muttered.
“P’ve been the mug! It was just a dodge
to get cash!”

- ““The old confidence trick, young ‘’un,”
nodded the chief inspector. *‘The same old

stuff—but in a ditferent cloak. It’s all

rght, Lee. We’ve got him heautifully.”

to

| torted Roach.

Nelson Lee nodded. C

“So I see,” he replied. <« We left it until
the iast moment, Roach, because 1v was
necessary to catech you with the money
actually in your possession, This is the man,
Professor Tucker,”” he added. “1I am thank-
ful to say that the whole unfortunate husi-
ness is now over.,”

The genuine Professor Tucker frowned.

“I am glad to hear it!>” he said tartly.
“Good gracious! What an extraordinary
likeness! I trust, however, my features are
not quite so lined as this man’s? Good
gracious! The impudence! How dare you,
sir? How dare you play this scoundrelly
trick 2>

““You’ve got nothing to grumble at,”” re-
““You were well looked after,
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“Upon my soul!” ejaculated Professor
Tucker, with a start. ¢ That reminds xe!
There is @ most curious phenomenon expected
this evening! The passage of one comet
through the tail of another! Where is my
telescope? Let me hasten— -
Without waiting to finish, he bustled out
of the room, agog with excitement. This
was the true Professor Tucker, indeed!
With a shock, the Hon. Douglas Singleton
realised that the whole fabric of ‘““the heal-
ing apparatus ’’> was crumbling to atoms.
There was no such medicine! It was nothing
but a myth! And yet, how could it be?
‘Singleton had seen the apparatus in aection!
e had seen It was all so confusing.
Yet, instinetively, he knew that he had
been tricked there, too. And Quirke! Great

had your telescopes to . play with

| Scott! Was it possible that ¥zra Quirke



had been hand

together?

Everything was so muddled t.at Single-
ton felt dazed. He was suffering as many
others had sulfered upon d:-cove11ng that
they had been fooled and tricked for weeks
on end. It was the cold truth that one
of the most elaborate confidence tricks of
modern times had been enacted within the
ancient walls of St. Frank’s. And it had
come within an ace of success!

“It’s beyond me, sir!” mutiered lingle-
ton blankly. _

“And yet it is quite simple, my boy,”
sald Nelson Lee quietly. *“ You have been
the victim of a huge eonfidence trick—one
of the cleverest, indeed,
ber. Roach and his assocciates took the most
elaborate precautions to ensure success, |1
need hardly tell you that your money
would never have been invested—but stolen.
By to-morrow koach would have been far
away.”

“in Paris!” said Roach grufily. “ And the
next day in Vienna! 1 had it all planned—
every move, I taings had gone right, these
bm,b would have kept mum, and there
wouitan’t have been any questions asked
about those notes. By to-morrow every one
of them would bave becn changed into
ordinary currency, and we should have been
off. Why, I reckoned upon a clear fortnight
before the slightest suspicion was aroused.
Confound the lot of you! I've failed, but
it was worth it. I've enjeyed myself during
these last few weeks.,”

“So has that nephew of yours, I should
imagine,”” said Lennard grimly.

““*Quirke?’ said lloach, with a smile,
« Yes, he played his part well. That cellar
of lis worked the boys up to a fine.pitch,
and got Singleton into -the very state 1
wanted him. 7

*“You rogue!” ejaculated Singleton hotly.

“ Sorry, old chap,” said Roach. “You've
been a young brick, and no mistake! It
gave me a pain sometimes when I could see
the faith you had in. me! But business is
business, and I went through with it, . Do
yeu realise that [ started my preparations
for this coup in the middle of the summer?
Yes! DBefore the rebuilding of the school
was completed! It cost me hundreds of
pounds—but I was close upon ten thousand
—with an added ten thousand unexpectedly
at the finish!”

“It was that final ten thousand
tripped you up, Roaech,” said Nelson Lee,
‘““But we trapped you—and that’s enough.”

“Well, we might as well be getting on
with it,” growled Roach,
“I'm ﬁﬂlahed, and there’s nothma else¢ to be
said. All the same, you’'ll never get me to
London!”?

Quick as a flash, he whipped something
out of his waistcoat pocket. The two Yard
men leaped forward, each expecting a bullet.
Jut Roach placed the objeet fo his mouth,
and tipped back his bead. And, to ihe hor-

in glove with this imper-:
sonator? Were they employed in this game |

that 1 can remem- |

which |
.Lee pick up fthe

rising to his feet.
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rified gaze of Singleton, he could sec {that
it was a blue phial.

““Now!” panted Roach, tossing the little
bottle away. ¢ Now take me!”

He swayed as he spoke. His voice was
thick. Then, with a low gurgle, his knees

sank, and he crumpled into a heap on the
floor.

B

CHAPTER X1I.
WILLY & CO. COME IN HANDY.

HIEF DETECTIVE-
INSPECTOR LEN-
NARD bent over the

fallen man.

“ Water!” he snapped !

¢ Confound it! This is my

' fault, Lee! I ought to have
been ready for tlua! Somebody fetch a
- doctor! Melrose! Rush to the telepuone,

and sec what you can do!”

Nelson Lee had picked up the blue phial.
Singleton and Lord Pippinton v-ere staring
withh startled eyes. This tragedy had
thoroughly awakened Lord Pippinton to the
full truth.

Then came another surprise. With one
bound, the ‘ pdisoned > man leaped to his
feet, rushed to the window, and burst clean
through in one desperate dive. Detective-
inspector Lennard emitted a veritable roar.

“’l‘mked'” he bellowed. “ Of all the in.
fernal

He ran to the casement window, which
was partially shattered. The West Square

1 was 1mmediately below, and Jim Roach was

just in the act of picking himself up. He
had made a despeﬂtc bid for liberty,
risking his very life in the attempt.

Bub he had known that the drop was
not particularly great. Barring broken
limbs, he reckoned that he nunht he able

to get clear of the school grounds, and
'thus vanish into the darkness. His
elaborate scheme had miscarried, but his

liberty was dear to him. .

It wasn’t the first time in a long carecr
that he had worked for months on a
scheme, quly to be foiled at the last houf.
It was one of the drawhacks of his
profession,

He was a clever man, He had only needed
a bare secend or two to gel to that win-
dow, and be had not spoilt the effort by
carrying it too far. Xé¢ had seen Nelson
blue phial, and he had
the famous detective would

known that

jump to the true nature of the ruse within
a few
while there was still the chance.

moments, So he had made his leap

1t had all happened within a mere second
or So.

“Where's Melrose?” panted the chief
inspector, as he turned from -the window.
“Melrose! Confound it——— Which is the
best way out, Lee? You know these pas-
sages and corridors better than I do.



A2y o T N IR

g@% ‘THE ST. FRANK'S WEEKLY

We've got {o get the fellow—we can’t let
him siip through our fingers now!”

- They hurried downstairs, with Singleton
and old Pippy close behind., Melrose joined
in the chase, after realising that he had
feteched o glass of water for nothing. And,
whether Roach -escaped or not, the plot
was foiled. Melrose had the twenty
thousand pounds in his own pocket.

Outside there was no trace of the fugitive.
The West Square was completely deserted.
And when the Scotland Yard men secoured
the school grounds, they were compelled to
admit defeat. Their man had completely
disappeared. _

Singleton was still numbed by the dis-
closure. He was beginping to realise how
completely he had been fooled. In the
opening stages, he had fallen under Quirke’s
speil. He had taken heed of the things
which Quirke had seen in his erystal.

And thus, in due course, e had become

acquainted with Prafessor Tucker and bis |

seeret. 'Then he had suspected that Quirke
was in league with some plotters who were
after the invention. -

He was wrong all along the line!

Never for an instant had he suspeecied
that the professor himself was a fake. But
with the knowledge of that fact now, the
rest became crystal clear. @Quirke was no
“seer,” and never had been. He had
simply arranged everything with Roach—
who was apparently his uncle—and Single-
ton had been caught in the meshes. All the
rest of Quirke’s mysticism was part and
parcel of the plot.

The Hon. Douglas marvelled at the
amazing thoroughness of the conspirators.
Before attempting to get at their real
victim, they had worked the entire Junior
Schoof up to a
tension.
had started upon Singleton.
scheme, from start to finish,
organised for his benefit.

The ~whole
had been

Quirke’s mystery cellar, his superstitious j

heliefs, his owl—all these things were
effects. And they had bheen dong so weil
that Singleton had fallen into the trap with
his eyes wide open—but without seeing,
Without, Quirke and his pretence of sorcery,
a level-headed fellow like Singleton would
never have become enmeshed. The con-
fidence men had known this, and sa they
had led up to the hig climax with supreme
patience.

And the prize was well worth the treuble,
too. Not many gangs oif confidence men
succeed in netting a clear ten thousand
pounds from a vietim. And yet they had
come within an inch of getiing away wiih
twice that sum. >

Singleton was sa engrossed in his thoughts
that he didn’t realise his whereabouts until
the voice of Willy Handforth came to him.
Then he started, and found that he was
on the steps of the Ancient House.

state of superstitious
Then, at the right moment, they {

3

]
]

-

- c

The |

' guarding

Nelson Lee

and
were near by. They had searched in vain,

two Scotland Yard men
and were discussing the next move. It wag
obvious that Roach had escaped in  the
darkness. ‘ - |

“Looking for somebody, sir?” was Willy
Handforth’s inquiry. I '

“Don’t bother now, Willy,” said Nelson
Lee impatiently.

“Sorry, sir!” said Willy. “I didn’t mean
to bother. But there’s something special
on, isn’t there? What with old Quirke
being howled out, and Nipper and the others
him in  his study, there’s
apparently some trouble afoot. Mr,
Lennard, too—"

“Is that boy being guarded, then?” put

tin the inspector. '

‘“He’s bottled up, sir!?

“It was at my suggestion that Nipper
took some of his friends and kept their
eyes on young Quirke,” put in Nelson Lee.
“The other members of the gang are, of
course, safely in Bannington Police-station
by this time. It’s a pity we should lose
the ringleader.”

“I knew itP* said Willy, mnodding.
“You’d better let me help you here, sir,”
he added calmly. *I can be quiie useful.”

“The best thing you can do is to rua
away-—->"- : : o :

“Half a tick, sir!” interrupted the leader
of the Third. ‘ You’re looking for Professor -
Tucker, aren’t you?”

“Well, we are—and we’re not,” admitted
Nelson Lee. _

“Y understand sir,” said Willy brightly.

- You’'re looking for the imitation professor?

It’s all right. We’ve got him!™

“You’ve got bim?”’ shouted Lennard.
."!Half our chaps are sitting on his head,
sir!” -

“Sitting on his What on earth
The chief inspector paused and seized Willy
by the arm. ¢ Look here, young man, ou}
with it! It seems to me you know loo
much abount this affair!”
Willy snorted. -

“Too much?” he said warmly. “Well, T
like that! You let your man go, and waste
all this time searching the grounds, and
when I come along with some real informa-
tti?P you rag me! That’s a bit thick, isn't
it

“What exactly do you know, Willy?”
demanded Lee. ‘
“Well, Chubby and Jui¢cy and I happened
to be in the West Arch about ten minutes

3

ago,” said Willy. “Young Owen and
Hobbhs were with us, too. We saw some-

body drop out of the window, and went
along to see what the trouble was, sir.
Finding Professor Tucker with a twisted
ankle, we decided that he needed attention.”
“The deuce you did!” growled Lennard.
“So we took him indoors, sir, pushed him
into our studv, and sat on his head,” ex-
plained Willy, “I%’s not the usual method
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of treating a sprained ankle, but in this
particular case we thought it was the best
thing. I came along to tell you all about
it."”

Nelson Lee was rather startled.

“Upon my word, Wiily, you are a most
astonishing- boy!” he exclaimed. ¢ You
seem to know everything. What caused
vou to imagine that this man was not the
real Professor Tucker?”

Willy smiled indulgently.

“That’'s an ecasy one, sir,” he replied in
a fatherly way. < Not two minutes before
we'd ragged Professor Tucker I mean,
we'd passed Professor Tucker on the other
side of the Triangle with a tclescope.”

“Well, I'm hanged!” said the chief
inspector. § ©

“There couldn’'t be two professors, and
we know the old boy too well to assume
that he’d jump out of his own window,”
explained Willy. ¢ Besides, Mr. Lennard,
we heard you cursing a bit, and it struck

ug as a good idea to yank the fellow
indoors until further -orders. But vwve
couldn’t find you anywhere.” ,
“You deserve a medal for this, young
'un,” said Lennard briskly. < Lee, old

man, it's a real example -of acute presence
of mind. We'd better go along and 00K
into this without’ any delay.”

CHAPTER XIII.
SINGLETON LEARNS A FEW THINGS.

ILLY HAXNDFORTH
waved a significant
hand

“'1‘119:'0 you are,
gentlemen!” he said calmly.
“You may not be able to see
, him, but he's there. It's ail
right, you chaps—you can dismiss!”

Nelson Lee and the chief inspector were
in the doorway of Willy Handforth’s study.
The entire floor-space in front of them was
filled by a mass of youthful humanity.
There was no sign of the prisoner.

But, at the word of command from Willy,
the fags sorted themsclves out. And Mr.
James Roacnh was revealed upon the floor—
dusty, dishevelled, and perspiring
During the past ten minutes he had been
nearly smothered. The fags had made cer-
tain of their prisoner.

“What's the use?” panted Roach. sitting
up dazedly. “1 thought I'd put one over
on you, Mr. Lennard, but I hadn't moved
a vard before these kids swarmed over :ne
like a pack of rats! At onc time I thought
I was nearly dead!”

Roach was certainly subdued.  After
being handled by Willy’s formidabls gang,
this was noft surprising. The Third-
Formers were singularly callous and cold-

freely.

L scious

hearted in thelr dealings with humanity i,

general.
Roach was taken straight back ¢4
Professor Tucker’'s rooms, for there wers

one or two points which the chief inspector
wanted to clear up on the spot. Willy re.
ceived a word of commendation from -Nej.
son Lee—which was really the only rewarg
he desired. Lee also advised the fags to

say as little as possible at the moment.
Not that this warning was much good.

The school was already beginning to scewt
the truth, and excitement was general.

toach had certainly sprained his ankle
badly. He couid hardly walk, and his jeo

was swollen. There was no fear of another
dash for libertv. Crocked, he could do
nothing but submit, _
Singleton took care to be in the professor's
rcoms, too, and he was not denied. Lord
Pippington had wandered off somewhere

“during the search for Roach, and he was

probably in his own study by this time.

“There's one thing I want to say,”’” re-
marked Roach, while he was slowly recover-
ing from the effects. “Go easy with tha
nephew of mine. You're not going to nab
him, I suppose?”’

“I'm afraid he’ll have to come along,”
said the chief inspector

“Hang it, that's rubbish !”’ snapped Roach.
“The boy’s innocent!”’

“Judging by his recent actions I should
hardly deseribe him »

“I tell you he's innocent!” insisted
Roach. “ e only acted under my orders;
I was directing everything the whole time.
Why, I fitted up a private telephone from
his study to this rocom. Every time he looked
into his crystal for Singleton I listened
in, and knew everything that was arranged.
He's not crooked. I forced him into the
whole game. I had to—he was essential. It
would be a filthy trick to pack him off to a
reformatory. The boy's too young to
understand A

“In any case, this is no time to discuss
the matter,” interrupted the inspector,
while Melrose took down Roach’s words 1n
shorthand.  “Quirke was involved in this
conspiracy, and he’'ll have to answer for it.
I'm sorry for the boy, but he’s not such a
baby as you make out.”

““ He didn’t know why I wanted Singleton;
he didn’t know anything!” growled Roach.
“T took him away from a private school to
bring him here; you don’t know the trouble
I had to fake up credentials so that he could
enter St. Frank’s. He’s regarded the whole
business as a kind of practical joke. He's
enjoyed fooling these boys with his occul®
nonsense.’’

Singleton was beginning to understand
more and more. He remembered his first
encounter with * Professor Tucker.” He

recalled that meeting in the lane, when the
false professor had been apparently uncon-
with a badly cut finger. Quirke
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had **seen” that incident in his -crystal
a day or two beforehand. Qi course, 1t had
all been fixed up. Roach had watched
for his opportunity, and had faked the
acceident while Singleton was coming up
the lane. And all the subsequent incidents
had obviously been engineered in the same
way.

Singleton was startled by the remem-
brance of that gashed finger. It hrought
to his mind the astounding nature of the
cure.

“Can I speak,
to Nelson Lee.

‘““ Certainly, my boy.”

“Well, look here,” said the Hon. Douglas.
“How was that gashed finger healed? And
what about those specialists who came
down? And the man with the ~withered
asm? Why, I saw those cures with my
own eyesit”

“The specialists were Roacl’s two con-
federates,’” explained Jee. “You see,
Singleton, you have been in the hands of
a gang of confidence tricksters—meén of
refined, gentlemanly aspect, and with con-
vineing genius in the art of acting. Such
talents are the stock-in-trade of the con-
fidence man.”

*“Roach expected one of them to {urn up
in the guise of the Ilawyer,” put in
Lennard. *“But Melrose came instead.
Roach thought he was in the know—sent
by une of his friends. But it wouldn’t have
mattered much, in any case—we’d got him
by that time.”

Jim Roach was smiling, :

“As a matfer of fact, I was very sus-
picious,” he declared. “But there wasn’t
time to take any action, and with that
money in my bhands I couldn’t very well
chuck the game up. I hoped for the best,
although somehow 1 knew that there was
trouble about.” :

“But you haven't explained the cut
finger,”’ said the Hon. Douglas.
~Roach, who was sitting near the desk,
opencd a drawer, and pulled out, the knife
which Singleton had seen a week ar two
earlier. With a deliberate movement he
slashed it across his hand, Even Nelson
Lee was startled. There was an ugly gash
acrass Roach’s knuckles, and it oozed with
blood.

“Quite simple, isn't it??

‘“Yes; but—-"

Roach pulled his handkerchief out, wiped
his hand, and there was no sign of any
cut.

“T could have done that hefore, but I
preferred to usze my marvellous invention,”
he said drily. “Do you remember how 1
absently-mindedly ‘ healed’® that f{irst cut,
Singleton? That was merely to get you
into my confidence hy chance. I've heen
deucedly pleased with myself over this
affair. From first to last il been a gem.

sir?” he asked, turning

smiled the créok.

And this is the result of it all,” he added
brtterly. '
He picked up the knife, and held it out.
“These little dodges always work best
when fthey are simple,” he explained. *The

edge, you see, is blunt. It wouldn’t eut
butter. I never let you examine it closely

hefore, did I? Just at the tip of the blade
a little bladder of red dye Is concealed,
inside a hollow cavity. It was only
necessary to draw the blade sharply over
my hand, and the dye was released, leaving
an apparently ugly, dripping wound.”

“Well . m dashed!’” said Singleton
blankly. - ., & ‘_

“As for the two specialists and the
withered arm, I fancy we worked that up
rather well,’> went on Rcach thoughtfully.
“Of course, the patient had a false arm
in his sleeve—his own arm being concealed.
It was simply a2 mummified arm. But when
the bandages were appplied we fook care
that you didn’t get too close. At the end
of the ‘operation’ the false arm was
smuggied away, and the real arm was
exposed, appareutly a marvellous cure.”

“By Jove, I've been a fool!” muttered
Singleton aghast. -

“Not such a fool!” said Roach. “It
would he more correct to say that I was
infernally clever. Naturally, I wouldn’t
have dared to try these trick$ on a grown-
up. I could never have fooled a doctor
with my apparatus. But ¥ was dealing with
a hoy, and all my stunts were prepared
accordingly.” _

“You Iearned, no doubt, that . Singleton
was able fo lay his hands on big sums of
money?’’ asked Nelson Lee. .“So you
thought it a good idea to come to St.
Frank’s and rob him?”’ .

“T heard about Singleton months ago,”
replied Roach. “ It was my original idea to
take a house close by, in the guise of a
retired scientist. But Quirke came here
first, to pave the way, as I have already
explained. And he was struck by the fact
that Professor . Tucker was absent-minded,
easy to impersonate, and aJmost the same
build as myself. It was my nephew who
suggested that I should ecome right into
the school in the profesgsor’s shoes.”

“And you say the boy isn’t crooked?”

-remarked Lennard drily.

“I tell you he didn’t realise what it all
meant!” snapped Roach. “It was easy
enough to get Professor Tucker away. A

telegram, apparently from a fellow
astronomer, brought him tq town by the
first train. We took him to the house of

one of my' friends, and kept him there.
For a few days I studied his mannerisms
and speech—years ago I was on the Halls
as a mimic¢, . you know, but the life was
too quiet for me. At the tight time I came
down to St. Frank’s as Professor Tucker,
and nobody ecven questioned me. He was
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snch an easy subject to impersonate. In
the meantime, the professor was well looked

after, and he didn’t seem to mind, particu-
larly as we had provided him with
telescopes.”’ -

“It may interest you to know that I saw
through your disguise from the very first
day -of your arrival,’’ said Nelson Lee
quietly. *You wonder why 1 said nothing?
I didn’t want to scare you away! I decided
to find out what -your exact game was. I
also communicated with Scotland Yard. and
they instituted a search for the vanished
professor.”

Singleton was freshly surprised. So
Nelson Lee had been working on the case
for weeks. Quietly, without auy sign of his
activities, he had been keeping his eye on
affairs. Perhaps that explained why the
Head had consistently been blind to Ezra
Quirke’s operations. The confidence men
had been led on, thinking t{hey were on
safe ground. If they had been clever,
Nelson Lee had been briiliant.

D ]

- CHAPTER XIV,
EZRA QUIRKE EXPLAINS,

E DWARD OSWALD

HANDFORTH

looked grim.

“0Of course I knew
it all the time!” he said
firmly. “My hat! You
surely don't imagine I was

fooled? Just as if I didn't know that the
professor was a fake!”

“You kept it jolly dark, then,”. said
Church sarcastically. “Why didn’t vou let
us into the secret if you knew it ail the
time?” . _

“There are some things 1 can’t frust
with you chaps,”’ replied Handforth calmly.
“The first rule of an investigator is to keep
his own counsel. I'm not saying that I
knew for certain, but there was a suspicion
in the back of my mind—""

“Good old Handy!” grinned Nipper.
“ Always wise after the event. It’s no good,
old man, you can’t spoof us with that yarn.
You’re bowled over as completely as every-
body else. Why, even I didn't know it
until a day or two ago, when the guv’nor
told me.” |

“And you call yourself smart at detec-
tive work?” said Handforth tartly.

“My dear ass, I don't call myseif any-
thing,” replied Nipper. “How the dickens
could I spot the professor when I hardly
ever ¢came in contact with him? '
met him twice during the last month. And
I'm not saying that I should have -sus-
pected anything, either; it was a wonder-
ful impersonation.” | -

I haven’t

[

‘exposure, the sensation was

All the school had got hold of the story
And the school was thrilled. Comipe
immediately on the top of Quirke’s
all the greater,
The fellows were having something to talk
about this evening with a vengeance.

“They say ‘there’s a connection some.
where between Quirke and the fake pro.
fessor,”* went on Handforth. “A sort of

game to get money out of Singleton. But
I want to know how the dickens Quirke
performed all his glddy miracles. I'pp

going to question him!’’
““Hear, hear!”
“That’s a @ood
“Let’s invade him!”
For a moment Dick Hamilten hesitateq
and then he agreed. As a matter of fact
he was quite as curious as the other fellows:
and was keen upon having a heart-to-heart

idea!” said Church.

talk with Ezra Quirke. Nelson Lee had
given instructions that Quirke was to be

watched -and guarded, and talking to him
would not make any difference,

Reggie Pitt and Buster Boots and Archie
Glenthorne and Armstrong and a good many
others were cqually eager. Even Browne, of
the ¥ifth, came along and expressed a desire
to have a few words with the prisoner.

Accordingly, the invading host which en-
tered Study No. 20 was of such proportions
that it overflowed into the passage. The
study itself was packed to suffocation, with
Quirke in the centre.

“Can’t you leave me alone?" he asked,
glaring round at the horde. “I'm down-—
I’'m beaten. DMust you come here to gloat
over me?’”’

“ Alas, that we should be so misunder-
stood!” sighed Browne. ““We are not of the
type, Brother Quirke, who wipe our feet
on a fellow when he has already plunged
into the m're. We are merely here to elicit
a few mnecessary facts. Apparently, you
are the only source of enlightenment.”

Quirke looked less sullen.

“You admit, then, that my mysteries were
puzzling?” he asked. .

““What-ho!” said Archie Glenthorne. <1
mean to say, they were dashed rummy.
Why, even Phipps jibbed when I shoved one
or two of the propositions under his notice.
And Phipps is one of the brainy coves of
tiie world. T mean, if Paipps jibs, there’s
something dashed foul about it.”

““Ilow the dickens did you do all those
miracles?” demanded Handforth gruffly.
“We knew they were tricks «ll along--
especially those stunts in the cellar.”

“You don't need any explanation in that
direction, surely?” asked Quirke. < My dis-
appearance from the cabinet, the floating
table, the magical transformation of the
bowl of goidfish—all the manifestations of
that type were pure illusions. They were
mechanical—-"

“You rotter!” roared Skelton. ¢ You told

i us they were occult!"”

Quirke smiled.



“]1 was-merely playing upon your credulify,”
he explained.
0 uhy deny it? Tt was to get Singleton into
the net. [ started on the less intellment
'fellon's first, and eradually and per51-tent]y

worked up the element of mystery.”

“ Why = didn’t you go straight
Singleton ?”’ -

“That would have been fatal,” said Quirke.
¢ Singleton is a shrewd, level-headed fellow.
He would have suspected at once -particu-
larly when the question of cash cropped up.
My unele was very careful on that point——

“ Your uncle?’ asked Handforth.

“My Uncle James—the man who has so
cleverly impersonated the professar,” said
Quirke. “He was cautious from the very
start. You see, without my aid, nothing
could have been accomplished. 1t was my
task to work up the mystery, and then, at
the right time, Singleton involved hinself
volun-arily. That was the development
we sought after. All this elaborate prepara-
tion was performed with one ohject in view
—the trapping of Singleton. My supersti-
tions, my secret meetings, my dabblings in
the occult-—all were engineered with the
sawe object. -

“You simply made tools of everybody,”
declared Nipper. ¢ Singleton was the fish for
whom vou laid the bait?”

Quirke nodded. He was looking more com-
posed now. le seemed to take a great pride
in his .recent activities. ‘he fellow was
aobvinusly uneonscious of the fact that he
had been doinz wrong. Normal enough in
niost things, he probably had a moral kink
somewhere.  Apart from his elaborate game

for

of preternce, he was a queer sort = of
youngster "

“ What about the affair of Kenmore?”
asked Armstrone. “ He’s our head prefect,

an' he met with a frightful adventure soon
after vou arrived, Quirke. Remember how
he heard voi:es in the Triangle?”

“ Yes, by George!"” said Handforth. ¢ And
on that same night a hand touched me on
the shoulder--a hovering sort of hand.
Church and MeClure thought 1 was dreaming,
but [ know I saw it!”

‘““ Have you forgotten one very obvious

fact?” ohserved Quirke smoaothly. *“ Until
to-dav you have always believed that 1
worked alone. In reality, T have not only
had my uncie, hut two other men. These
other two have always bheen in the cellar
dunring  the meetings—helping with the

illusions.”

“ We're not talking about the cellar——*

“The hovering hand was a simple device
cperated by a wire,” explained Quirke., ¢ It
was night time, you remember. The wire
was stretched aeross the Triangle, and the
hand was dangling from this, operated by
the men 1 have mentianed. the :;lmplew
but very mystifying. As tor the voice, ther

was 2 wireless reeeiver concealed ip j:‘:te
foootet g Lind of loud speaker device.
This was worked from the school wail, The

operator merely switched on his batteries,

“¥You all know my object— |

1me to

The ‘“ poisoned ** man burst clean
through the window in cne desper-~
ate dive,.

spoke into his transmitter. and the voice
sounded from the centre of the Triangle—
apparently from nowhere. . You must re.-
member that all traces were removed imme-
diately afterwards, so that an investigation
would reveal nothing. And I gener aliy took
care to be in the presence of other fellows
at such times, so that I could not be
suspected.*

‘““What about that rummy affair of Snipe’s
uncle, or grandfather?’ asked Armstreng.
“ His clock stopped at half-past twelve, and
you loaked into your giddy crystal, and sad
it was a sign of death.”

“ Another childishly simple affair,” rephed
Quirke. “One of my uncle’s friends saw
the report of the death in the morning
edition of a London evening paper. He
immediately telephoned to my uncle, who
passed the information on to me. Knowing
the faets in advance, it was quite easy for
‘ foretell > the death. Snipe heard
nothing until the next merning, and that
made it all the more convinadng. Naturally,
it was 1 who secretly stopped the clock at
the given hour.”

“Well, how about those queer things that
happened in this very study?”

“ More illusion,” replied Quirke. “That .
was before I shifted to my cellar. One of
my uncie’s friends was concealed behind the
curtains, and acted as my assistant——-""

“But Browne locked the study up, and
we examined it afterwards,” put in some-
body. ¢ And there wasn’t any trace. The:e
wasn’t even a footmark outside the window.!

“J‘or the simple reason that my assistant
lowered himself by a rope from an upper
window,” sald Quirke. “We knew that an
investigation might be made, so we were
prepared.’”’
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“By jingo,

vou had
agidn’t you?” asked Reggie Pilt.

everyvthing fixed,
“1'm par-
ticularly puzzied over one trick, theugh.
You remember Guy Fawkes night? How in
the world did you prevent the guy f{from
burning?
on the fire, but he igonored you. Aund the
guy wouldn't burn—although it was only
made of straw and stulling. It even put the
fire out!’ -

Quirke hesitated.

“I don’t know why I should teII you all
these things,” he replied. “ But perhaps it
is only fair. It can do no harm now, any-
how. The idea was my unecle’s. He has a
considerable knowledge of chemicals. When

You warned Willy not to put it

guy from burning, but extinguished the fre
itself.”

“Well, I'm jiggered! That was a cute
dodge!”

“1t was fortunate for me that the auy
was pulled from the fire and torn to pieces
went on Quirke. “Had it been left ip
position the chemical would have become
exhausted, and the guy would have burneq,
But you fortunately helped me by pul]um
the guy free. And when you tore it to
shreds, the remaining gas was instantly
liberated by the wind. &

“Just as I thought!”
“ Tricks, tricks—nothing but tricks
time. What

sald Nipper,
all the
about our Club of Thirteen?
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PRICE FOURPENGE EACH!

I discovered that those Third-Formers had
prepared a @guy—a likeness of myself—L
realised that it was a good c:ppurtum*\ for
exploiting my supposed power.

“But what did you do?”

“The guy was made a day or two in ad-
vance,” said Quirke. “The night before the
IFifth my uncle and I went to Handforth
minor’s study and econcealed a largze number
of chemical balls just within the guy’s
clothing—cunningly concealed, so that the)
could not be detected. They were odourless
and useless until subjected to intense heat.
Buft when the guy was flung on the fire, these
chemical balls instantanecusly formed into
€as. And this gas-not only prevented the

| Aren’t you felllows feeling a bit small now?”
Skelton arinned aheeplahh
“It strikes me that we're the mugs!’ he
admitted. My hat, T can hfhl_ﬂ:y believe
that we really swallowed all Quirke's pifile!”

CHAPTER XV.
THE FINAL POINTS.

OLD on!" said I.{z_l.nd-
! forth gruflly. “There
; B were some rumuy

things during a foot-
ball match. Reggie 1"1*1; and
Nipper were carried off the
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““They were pure accidents,” put in Quirke.
¢ They helped my cause a lot, for it seemed
as though the bad luck was spreading over
the sehool, ‘With regard to Fullweod’s
ishap in the same match, I will admit that
we were invelved in that particular incident.” |

“Yes, l've often wondered about that,”
said Fullwood interestediy. “Y was ali
rizht until the game was nearly ended, and
then I went all dizzy. How on earth did
vou wangle it?”

“Your handkerchief
Quirke.

“ Drugged . _

“ A harmless enough device. I douht if it
would have aected under normal circum-
stances; hut you happened fto graze youwr
face, and youn ‘used your handkerchief re- |
peatedly to dab the blocod away. In so
doing, you inhaled a good proportion of the
drug—-which had the effect of making you
dizzy.”

“I'qd like to know what happened to
Handforth’s wireless set,” put in Church
grimly. ¢ Everybody said it was smashed up
through your infiuence, Quirke. ‘Wcre you
involved in that, too?” '

“ My uncle was, at all events.”

“By George!” roared Handforth,
destructive rotter—-""

“Steady, Handy!?

was drogged,” said

l!‘!
-

“You

interrupted Nipper.
“IT'm curious about this. -There was a
thunderstorm - that night—although the
lightning didn’t seem dangerous to me——-"
“ My uncle seized upon the chance of
that thunderstorm to make it appear that
bad Iluck had visited Handforth,” - said
Quirke. **le simply connected the wires
of the radio to the ordinary electric light
nower—and when he switched on, of course
the apparatus was shattered. I believe -he
used some means of inecreasing the charge,
too. At the same time, one of my uncle’s
friends fired a charege of magnesium against
the school wall, near Handforth’s study.”

«“That was the flash I saw!” exclaimed
Nipper. . iy

« Yes—it was imitation lightning,” replied
Quirke drily. “Naturally, you all believed
that Handforth’s wireless set had  heen
struck. You may remember Glenthorne’s
wardrobe, too? It was soaked through, and
all Glenthorne’s clothing was ruined. It was
regarded as bad liek—but my uncle, of
course, caused the leak in the p;pel”

“(tood gad!'® ejaculated Archie. “ How
perfectly mouldy! I mean to say, when one
chappie deliberately ruins the wearing
apparel of another chappie— Qda-
scoundrels and rogues! Words absolutely
fail Archibald!”

“Then there was that affair in Study D,”
continued Quirke, volunteering the informa-
tion. ‘< All these things come into the same
category. While- Handforth and_his chums
were away at a party, my uncle and 1
entered the study, and we prepired the walls
with a chemical solution—quite invisible and

1y

'| that they were all in the same class,

“And the mirror, teco?” demanded Hand
forth eagerly.

“The mrror was smeared with a prepara-
tion which had the effect of distorting the
refiection—-""’

“1 knew it!” roared Handforth. ¢ Don’t
vou remember how I saw an awiul
moustrosity in the mirror! It was me all
the time!”’ :

“Anyhody could have told yecu that!”
grinned Reggie Pitt. -

“I mean, it was distorted by that rotten
solution, or whatever it wa " snorted Hand-
forth. *“ You rotter! You tricky beast—""

“The effect of the light destroyed the illu-

sion _ almost at once,” continued @uirke.
‘“The writing on the wall, and the hidecus
face—they, too, were produced by the action
of the light—only -to. fade immediately.”

“\What about that ghost we saw later
on?”’ asked Church.

“That was caused in the same way,” said
Quirke. “ But the effect, in that case, was
the opposite. The invisible solution absorbed
the light and retained it. Thus, when the
light was switched off, the ghostly vision
remained -luminous, but vague. And once
it had evaporated, there was no trace of the
actual cause.” Al A T

“Well, it’'s something to know that ‘all
these. things were faked,” growled Arm-
strong.  “It'll be a long while before Il
believe in sorcery again! I didn't realise
these vhings could be done so easily! You
deserve to be boiled in oil, you tricky
rotter!” -

“I daresay
quietly.

There was somethmmz in his tone which
made the fellows feel rather uncomfortable,
Toey questioned Qui-ke further, but he had
already explained ali that was necessary.
If there were one or two pcints he had not
cleared up, the fellows could elearly see
F'rom
had been

1 shall suffer,””- said Quirke

first to last, Quirke’s [ollowers
duped and fooled. | -
As it happened, Nelson Lee and Chief
Detective-inspector Lennard came along a
few minutes later. The Scotland Yard man
had come for Quirke. There was no sugges-
tion of arrest, however.
Nelson Lee dismissed the juniors promptly,
and even Nipper was not allowed to remain
—for that would only have led to jenlousy.

“We want you to take us down into that
cellar of vours, Quirke,” said Lee quietly. .
‘“We know how your tricks were performed.
but we should like an actual demonstration.
I am curious about that cellar in one or twe

other ways, too.”
¢ Am I under arrest?” asked Quirke
) quietly.

¢ Not exactly—not exactly,”” said the chief

actionless until the light was switched on.” |

inspector. ¢ At the same time, I shall have
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to take you with me to London, young ’'un.
Your uncle's two confederates are already
on their way. You’'ll have to come along
with us almost at once. You've been a tool,
but I’'m afraid you're not quite so innocent
as your uncle tries to make me believe.”

They went down the passage, and there,
against the cellar doer, Detective-sergeant
Melrose was waiting - with James Roach.
There was an extraordinary change in the
latter. He had removed all traces of uis
make-up, and he was revealed as an elderly
man with a lined, kindly face. lle was just
the type to make a successful confidence
man,

But even without his make-up, _be
resembled Professor Tucker in figure and
poise of head. It could easily be seen that
his task of impersonation had beer com-
paratively simple. R

They went down the -cellur steps, and
passed through the trick door into the
operating - chamber—the actual cellar in

which all the iilusions had been created. -

“Yon want to know about this place, I
suppose?’’ asked Roaclhi. ¢ Well, there’s no
reason  why 1  shouldn’t satisfy = dour
curiosity.  Most of these preparations were
made months ago—before the boysz came
back from their summer holiday.”

““While the school was in course of re-

construction?” asked Nelson Lee.

““Yes,” rteplied Roach. 1 had learned
about Singleton =zome time before,
realised that he was an excellent catch. 1
thought I might get five thousand—and that
would have been worth the candle, too. - S
I spent a hundred or two with iripunity—
n sprat to catch a mackerel, you under-
stand??? I

“You made these alterations yourseif?”
asked Lennard curiously.

“To tell you the truth, the night watch.

man was in our pay,” said Roach. * Al the
school grounds were filled with buiidiag

miaterials-—cement and other stuff by the

ton. Having squared the night watchman,
we were c¢nit safe ground. The East liouse
was already compieted—except for the

painters and decorators.  But they didn't
bother us, because we confined our atien-
tions to the cellavs.”

“And you built these extra walls?"

“It was an easy job.” declared Roach.
“With the piace to ourselves every night,
we had plenty of time. We put up the two
false walis, and centrived that substitute
section of the wall. There was always the
chance that the domesties would discover
something strange about the cellars, but
that was a risk we were compelled to take.
Fortunately, everything worked smoothly.

And when the term started, my nephew
came here as a new boy, and we lost no
time in getting down to business. As you

see, a most elaborate course of preparation
—but for such a prize it was worth it.”

" a ‘master detective as Nelson Lee.

and

CHAPTER XVI.
THE LAST OF EZRA QUIRKE:

T first glance, . i

\\ seemed incredible
| that  such  experi.
/9. enced c¢rooks shoulg

make such elaborate plans
for the mere ftrapping of g
schoclboy. But there was
reason in their actions. Singleton would
never have been drawn into the net by any
simple device. He had had people after his
money on many an occasion, and was level-
headed and cautious.
And he was a prize well worth going after,
too, .
I'ive thousand pounds, or ten thousand
pounds, was a huge sum for any gang of
confidence tricksters to aim at. And as the
police records show, many a gang has spent
months of preparation—and hundreds of
pounds—in order to trap such a victim.
Roach had nearly succeeded. But he had
made the fatal blunder of penetrating the
school itself—right under the eye of such
HHad he
kept to his original plan to take a house
locally, he might have succeeded wholly.
Nelson Lee had apparently dene nothing in
this case. And yet, actually, he had been
engaged upon-it for a week or two! Ile had
watched Roach’s every move—he had dis-
covered the where-abouts of the real Profes.
sor Tueker. And he had waited until the
last moment before pouncing. By so doing,
Roach would have no chance of putting up
a defence. Ie would naturally be charged
with conspiracy. and attempted fraud, and
if he had any sense at all, he would plead

guilty
Down in those cellars, XNelson Lee in-
spected the various devices with dnterest.

And James Roach was rather amused as he
deseribed how each illusion had been caused.
Quirke, too, was ready enough to. give the
secrets away. They were all simple enough
when explained. :
¢ This trap-door here, you =sce,”” said
Roach. *f“This leads down into a little sub-
way, and then into the other ceilar. We
could fake up all sorts of mysteries in that
way. The boys swallowed everything—"
Ilc suddeniy broke off, and gave Quirke
a heavy push. _
¢“ Now then!” he shouted. ¢ Quick!”
““What the——?" begsn the chief inspee-

tor. ‘*Confound you—— .
Befere he could complete his sentence,
Ezra Quirke had vanished into the trap.
Roach's movement had been totally unex-
pected. He made no attempt to ¢szcape him-
self—his crocked ankle forbade it. But

there was a grim light in his
straddled the trap. -

““Stand back!”’ he snarled. ¢ That boy's
going to get a chance! You can take me. -
but by Heaven, you won’'t take him!”’

eves as he



" THE ST. FRANK’S WEEKLY

“Qut of the way!”” shouted the inspector.

He literally heaved Roach aside, and drop-
ped. Down in that little subway the dark-
ness was inky. The inspector was at a dis-
advantage—for he had never been down
there before. <Quirke, on the other hand,
knew every inch by heart. - |

Nélson Lee could not move, for he was

obliged to watch over Roach, The latler
tcok a deep breath.
¢ Sorry, Mr, Lee,” he said. “It’s all

right—I'll take my own gruel. And I've got
an idea that boy will slip off.” e

Quirke was certainly making a boid bid
for it.

Quick as a flash, he wriggled his way up
into the adjoining celar, dashed across it,

and ran up a few steps at the end. Above
-him there was a heavy flagstone. It was
hinged, however, and there was a big

counter-balancing - weight. A push upwards,
and the flagstone rose. Quirke pushed
through the opening, and found himself at
the rear of the East House, under the open
sky. - He slammed the flagstone back into
place—when it became an apparently solid
part of the paved path., This was another
of Roach’s secrets. William  Napoleon
Browne and Nipper had seen that flagstone
raised on one of their prowls—and they had
made their plans aecordingly.

When Quirke had given his last fateful
meeting in the cellar, detectives had entered
by that secret way, and had nabbed Roach’s
coniaderates. And when Quirke attempted
his meeting, he had found himself in the
wrong cellar, :

The strange schoclboy now looked round
him, and compressed his lips. His uncle had
given him 2 chance of liberty! He sped off,
even as the flagstone began to rise upwards.

And when Detective-inspector -~ Lennard
emerged, there was no sign of Quirke. He
had vanished into the night. And it may
as well be explained that the police never
got hold of him. Nobody knew where he
vanished to, but he was probably protected
by some more of his uncle’s friends. St.
Irank’s, however, had seen the last of him.

And most of the fellows were rather glad
to hear that he had escaped. They didn’t
like the idea of him being put on trial, and
sent to a reformatory. Perhaps he had
received a lesson—perhaps he would go
straight.

The discomfited inspector took his priscner
away without any further delay. And long
before bed-time, St. Frank’s was normal
again. -

The real Professor Tucker was pottering
about in his familiar way, and, somehow, the
East House seemed a lot sweeter and
cleaner now that Ezra Quirke hdd gone.
The spell had been broken—there. was no
atmosphere of sinister mystery hovering over

the House.
nobody knew, but it was never seen; again.

‘this

“asked the Hon.

What happened to Quirke’s owl

-~ The Hon. Douglas Singleton was suln-
moned to Nelscn .ee’s study just before
bed-time. And when he arrived there, he
found- that Lord Pippinton was already obp
the spot.” Nipper was there, too.

“I have sent for you, Singleton, so that
I may make some arrangement regarding
money,” said Nelson Lee, getting to
the point without any delay. ‘I have ten
thousand pounds here of yours "

“I say, sir, I feel an awful ass,” con-
fessed Singleton sheepishly., I didn’t sus-
pect a thing—I didn't dream—-"’

““There is no need for you to feel foolish,
Singleton,” interpozed Lee. ¢‘Some of the
world’s cleverest men-—business men of vast
experience—have been victimised by confi-
dence tricksters. That you should fall into
their trap—and such an elaborate trap—is
not very surprising. You have no occasion
to blame yourself,” |

“Thanks awfully,

sir,”” said Singleton

gratefully, “I suppose that money had
hetter be sent back to the bank?’
““That was my proposal,” said Lee. ¢ By

the way, Singleton, were you not surprised
that the money came without any question?
Did you not fear that the bank would be
inquisitive?”? ' _

“Well, I did a bit, siz.”?

“Then you won’t be so very surprised to
learn that the mioney was sent at my insti-
gation,”” said Lee calmly. ‘I knew what
you were doing, and interviewed your
bankers, That was why the cash arrived
without any trouble.”

“Well I'm jiggered, sir!”? gasped the Hon,

-Douglas,

“You are rich, Singleton, and you may
use Jlarge sums of money within reason,”
went on the schoolmaster-detective. ¢ But
when it comes to a matter of ten thousand
pounds, even you cannot do just as you
please, I'm afraid.”

“But what about Lord Pippinton, sir??’
Douglas. ‘“He sent his
cheque to London only to-day—-=""

“YTord Pippinton acted as a bait,” ex-
plained Nelson Lee. “When I learned that
he was coming to St. Frank’s, I realised that
the time was very opportune. I made a

1 special journey to London, and interviewed

Lord Pippinton in the presence of his father,
the Duke of Walsham.”

Singleton stared with wide open eyos.

“ Then—then it was all fixed up, sir?”’ he

breathed.

“ Precisely,”” chuckled Nelson Lee. It
was all fixed up. Pippinton received instrue-
tions from me to spend money very lavishly .
—in order to attract your special attention.
He was also instructed to give way io any
suggestion of yours regarding any large
sum. And his bankers, naturally, were {ully
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aware of what might happen. Pippinton; any rate, everything's all finished ang

played his part ex-ellently.” settled now.” '

_ Hjs iOrdGhip bEtilfHEd. ’ Nels{}n Le,e Smiledr

¢ Rather!” he observed. ¢ What? We i ig.

members of the Walsham family do things | Y€, tf‘“'d .ﬁt'uFrfﬁ“k"s ‘;{i ‘lt° old self

somewhat nippily. Anything of that sort|282in,”” he said gently. “And none too
mark. soon, either. Christmas is quite near a$g

or order i3 just our Sorry, Duggy,
old boy. Bub you understand?”

“I'm beginning to!”” confessed Singleton,
taking a deep breath. ¢ Do vou know I
felt it wage rather rummy that we could get
hold of twenty thousand so jolly easily!
I'm glad you let us go ahead, Mr Lee! At

THE END.

hand, boys, and I fancy you’ll be interested
in the arrangements for the holidays.”
“Christmas !” murmured Nlpper dreamily,
“By Jove, I didn’t realise it was so close!
Well, thank goodness the school c¢an break
up clear of mystery!l” “
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NOTE.—I{ any readér writes {o me, I shall
be pleased to comment upen such remarks
as are likely to interest the majority.
All letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, c/o The Xditor, THE
NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Every
letter dcknowledged below has been per-
sonally read by me, and I thank each
reader most heartily, But, although all
letters afford me an equal amount of
pleasure, I am vreluctantly compelled to
confine my individual replies to those of
general interest,—E. S. B.

Only one page for me this week, so I’ll
lose no time on preliminary remarks, but
getb down to ;vor}: on*the acknowledgments.

E *

Kenneth Oxbhorow (Woodbridge), W. J.
Evans (Cohat, N.W.F., India), No. 2112,
(Weston-Super-Mare),  Zionist  (Durban,
S.A.), W. R, Cobby (Atherstone), Learning
Day by Day (Bloxwich), Edward A. Smith
(Long  Eaton), Dave (Hammersmith),
G. D. W, (Bristol);, H.H.S8. (Stratford),
Charles Orchard (Fulham), J. Wilson
€Lambeth), Gerard Mercer (Liverpool), A

Welsh Reader (Bristol), A XReader (Forest.

Hill), Allan Holland (Balham), E. C.
Sergeant, {Hale), Jack Tocker (Cape Town),
Lanecashire Lad (Blackpool), Ernest Hux-
fhble (Taunton), Alex. Culph (Forrest, Vic.,

Australia), Freddie (Luton), G. Sendall
(Clapton), Theo. Verschieren (Antwerp),
No. 2003 (Bournemouth), Andrew Hamilton
(Ashford), No. 2488 (Reading), Lionel
Moxomt (Rochdale), J. Hayden (Poplar),
A.B.W. (Norwich), Terence E. Gibbons
(Leyton). | . N

Tt strengthens my arm, W. J. Evans,
when I get a letter like yours from such a
far-fiung place as the North-West Frontier
of India. 1 expect—as you do—that Joseph
Coonmibs’ brother will see these words. I'll
guote what you say: “Perbaps J.C. will
feel much easier in mind if he knows that
fellows like myself, gged twenty-five years,
thoroughly enjoy reading the ' N. L. L.,” and
pass it on to others when fnished. If

possible, tell Mr. Joseph Coombs that he is-

guite wise in still having the ‘N.L. L.,
‘2s he I8 in jolly good company. I very sin-
cerely hope that J. C. will not take offence,
but probably he will feel O.X. when he
knows that the * N. L. L.’ is quite welcome
in the Frontier Province.?

Belueen |
hueselves |

1 fact is fact.

= Ly
r EDWY SEARLES [jji» 'y,
ROOKS CHATS L2y

o’

To His READERS B =

i
- j'.‘:
.h..-""‘_-*-r

sl ,\ li ﬁ“ 1 - . . ;.-;".-d i
N
Yes, certainly, W. R. Cobby. When the
“ League Magazine ™ getls going, there will
undoubtedly be room for the publication of
sketches, drawn by League members. You'd
better get busy on a few, so that they'll
be ready! But they’ll have to be good, you
know, if theyre to see the light of day.
We've got some wonderful coming artists
in the League already, particularly ‘‘Artist
Admirer.” He’'ll be famous one day!
* * E |

Afraid I can’t give you expert advice
about those sixpenny packets of stamps,
H.H.S. Naturally, you can't expect e
marvellous assortment for that money; but
for a beginner I should imagine they’ll be
quite useful.

S E *

So you prefer Cur Paper without a serial
at the back, Gerard Mercer? No, I haven’t
had many letters on this subject, but per-
haps I'l} get some after this appears. But
take my advice—and be satisfied with what
the Editor provides. '

* k-] ¥

Horror upon horror! You’'réd right about
that bloomer, . C. Sergeant, but, dash it,
it wasn’t exactly ghastly, was it? Edgar
Sopp, of the Fifth, was omitted from the
Portrait Gallery. But then, so were lots
of other Fifth-Formers., Why, now 1 come
to think of it, there wasn’t.a blcomer at
all.  What about it? Have I wrigglec
successfully ? . . "

That suggestion of yours, Alex. Culph, is
one that has been used many times in
school stories. Sorry, and all that, but
I always strive to make my
varns a bit out of the ordinary; if possible.
1 don’t say I succeed, but there’s no harm
in trying. -

- &

You’re a nice contradiction, Freddie!
After saying that you hate the Moor View
girls (I'm surprised at you!), you calmly
state that the *‘ giri you introduced’ has
now joined the League. I don’t believe a
word you say! -

* 2 *

Hallo, Lionel! What is it this time?
My dear chap! Of course, you needn’t
become an -organising officer unless - you
want to. What next? You c¢an go ahead
and get your hronze medal and still remain

| an ordinary member.—E. S. B,
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or, THE CASE OF THE BOY KING!

& A Gripping New T ale of Detective Ad-
venture, introducing SEXTON BLAKE

and TINKER.

FOR NEW READERS.

The story takes place in the wild and
mountainous country of Carlovia, infested
by bandits and outlaws,
very cheaply, and it is with grave personal
risk that Sexton Blake and Tinker find
themselves the guests of the youthful King
Peler, the new ruler of Carlovia. The
great detective, in the guise of Mr. DBrown,
English - tutor to the King, has been
employed by the Ioreign Office on an
important mission, and Tinker is on a visit
to King Petér as an old school chum. Blake
does not trust the King's ministers,. who
are plottineg to overthrow the King. There
is on doubt whatever that the detective
and his assistant are being closely watched
by Sarjo, Carlovia’s wunscrupulonus Prime
Minister. In order to obfain an incriminating
document, Blake kidnaps the Secretary of
State and Chief of Police. -The document
appears to be an g
King to sign, to tax wine, but in invisible
ink it contains a death warrant against the
loyalists and enemies of Sarjo.

ME. ARTHUR P. CLODIE TURNS UP SI&I'I_].IXG.

R. SECRETARY BRENTSCHI had

a. very nasty cough. .

“Just as if he'd got the croup,

guv’nor,” said Tinker with a grin,

““The lieutenant advised him to go to bed
and send for the doctor.”

“When did he come back?”

“Soon after daylight, so he’d had a long
spell of it,” said Tinker. ¢‘“He was weaf
_through, but he didn’t give the lieutenant
any time to ask questions. 1 hope Veilburg
has two or three coughs all worse than
Brentschi’s. I'll bet dollars he’s not smiling
much just now. I wonder what they'll do
about it. I say, guv’nor, if they only knew
it was you and Riv. who worked the jape,
they’d boil you in tar and treacle.”

“Something like that: but I don't think

they'll suspect me, and although the in-
formation they obtain may be pretiy
accurate, they ought not to know that

Rivastoff is at liberty,” said Sexton Blake.
“In any case, Tinker, it would be extra-
ordinary information that would associate
me with our friend the ex-bandit.”

o

Here life i3 held.

innocent order for the

e

“But losing that paper ought to put the
wind up them, guv’nor.” _
“Perhaps not to any great extent. They’ll
know that somebody had got knowledge of
their visit to Sarje on an opera night and
suspected that the meeting meant some-
thing very serious, hence the hold-up, but
the paper taken from Veilburg looked very
innocent.” ' ;
““And they’d think that the chaps who
took it wouldn't suspect what you sus-
pected or know the trick of bleaching off
the top ink and developing the stuff written.
underneath in invisible ink,” said Tinker.
“They’d just tear it up and think they'd
done no good except to give the guys a
soaking.” ]
““That’'s my opinion, and we shall soon
know, young ’un. If the truth has been
discovered—I mean, if the Sarjo gang think
it has been discovered—they’ll be careful.
If that ghastly document went round, masks
would be a poor protection in Kamfak.”

“I suppose so,” said Tinker, “and nobody
could blame them for shooting. 1 think
I'd shoot myscif, guv’nor, if I knew they’d
got my name on the black list and that the
police might pounce on me at any minute.
We shall see.”

Sexton Blake obtained the next interest-
ing item of news. Prince Darro was laid-up
with a feverish cold, and, curiously enough,
that gallant soldier, Colonel Zuss, was also
indisposea and confined to his room,

““Gee! They’re not sure what happened .
to that old paper you  pinched from Veil-
burg then, guv’nor,” said Tinker, chuckling.
“They mean to lie low and keep off the
streets till Veilburg tells them it’s safe.
Is Sarjo in bed with mumps or anything?”

““Sarjo is high game, young 'un. He’s
almost too big to shoot. Curiously enough,
Bizer's daughter has bheen taken ill sud-
denly, and that astute lawyer has been
compelled to hurry off to his country
house.”

“Your little jape has scared ‘em,” said
Tinker. *“ Peter will like it, for he won’t
have to attend any Council meetings tiil

they recover their health or their pluc_i‘:.
Talk of the—— Cheerio! How goes 13,
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Pefcr? What has blown yon
And where are your manners?”

His Majesty had come 1in, forgetting to
kunock, but kings weighed uo\s.n by affaz:::
of State must be excused for being forget-

. ful. : .

“What manners, fathead?”’ asked Pet;rr
politely. “Didn’t ‘I hammer at the doa
Sarry, Billy, old hean, I'll do it now,”

His Majesty went out, kicked the door a
few times, and then came in again.

“}1’ve gol-a holiday,” he said. * Darro,
P,muiﬂc‘\i -and Zuss are crocked, Bizer has
'hopped it to see a sick dndgﬂtﬂr, and Sarjo
is taking a rest. If I didn’t feel tired, 1
could do a few things on my own. Any
special old law }oud like me to make,
Biily 1

“You might settle ﬁrtv thousand a year
ou me and chuek in a paiace or two and 2
yacht and a Rolls-Royce,” said Tinker.

«“Y said law., not money. We're broke,
so Brentschi tells me, so don’t be surprised
if T tap you for a bob or two.”

“Sling over the crown 3ev.els and 'l
m‘.‘*k& 1* two and ninepence,” said Tinker.

“But you're mnot really hard up, are you,
Peter?” _

«1 dan’t know,” said Peter.
understand the rotten thing much. Sarjo
has been talking io me on the ’phone, Mr.
Bla—sorry, Mr. Brown. It’s about the
Sfate loan, money Prince Paul raised.
State bnnd%, or something. Tt seems the
‘interest has been paid, but not always - nt
the proper time, so they were -a bit rocky.”

« Carlovian State bonds are not considered
a very good ‘investment, Peter,” said
Sexton Blake. *“You can buy them f-')r
about half their face value.”

“Qh, it’s all Greek to me!” said Peter.

"‘ E)al‘](} says they're going up. I may be
almost a perfect ass, but the old hun‘ks
can’t pull my leg by hinting they’re going
up- because I’ve come to the throne. Thab
cught to have stlumped them, if that’s the
name they eall it uth stocks and shares
go down with a bang.”
- “They. went domn with a -rush when
Prince Paunl’s death was announced,” said
‘Sexton Blake, “so, you see, I don’t flatfer
you, Peter.’

“Then why are they going up?”

¢« Qtocks only rise when there is a demaad
for them or a good report gets about,” said
Sexton Blake. “As I can’t imagine any-
thing in fhe shape of a good report o
boom them, somebody must be buying them
in large quantities, Have they risen much?”

Peter neither knew nor cared. He went
fishing again with Tinker, and Blake senb
for newspapers. Carlovian stock, poor stufi
at the best, had made a jump of nearly
eight, pomts The fact that the inferest
was almost due was not the reason, for it
was well known that payment would be
delayed for quite six weeks. It was ths
x'edeemabTe bhonds that were rising. Within

this way?

“1 don’t

five months a demand for repayment at the
full issued price could be made.

“Some wealthy idiot is having a big
gamble,” thought Sexton Blake, who knew
a good deal aboub Carlovian ﬁmnce. “If he

thinks he’ll get paid out, he must be mad,
for if he corners the bonds and demands
the cash, the countr_v.m'ust default or ¢o
bankrmn.”

In the afterncon, when Sexton Blake re-
turned from a stroll, he was surprised to
receivé a visit from the Prime Minister. A
charming old gentleman was Sarjo, both to
look 2t and to talk to. He had come to
see the king, but as his Majesty was ahsent,
he had, as he mp]amed taken the llhar:,y
of chlm*- on the Kking’s tutor to smoke a
cigar thh him

“I was wondering, 3Mr.
Prime Minister,
the weather,
stocks.”

Brown,” said tne
, after they ‘had discussed
“if you take any interest in

- “And I wonder if the wily old rogue
takes me for a mad miliionaire in dlSUUbe
and suspects me,” thought Sexton Blake.

“Not to any nreat ﬁxtent ” he said aloud,

“but I have been looking at the newspaper,

and the rise in Carlowan bonds has

interested me.”
“ And puzzled you, no doubt?”

~““Exactly. If developed, Carlovia niwlt

‘he a rich country, but at present she 1s

anything but a goid-mine. -Some  very

'_uealihv person or syndicafte must be at
work getting hold of the redeemable bonds.

I don't think it's any secret that if a big

‘parcel of these bonds was put forward to

be redeemed for cash, the Treasury could
not meet the payment £

“It is the sad truth, Mr. Brown,” said the
Prime Minister. “Prince- Paul might have
met them, for he was a strong man, and
the bankers would have helped him out,, and

it is different with a boy on the throne.”

“And what will happen if you default?”

“1t depends,” said Sarjo. “If this man
or syndicate is English er French or Italian,
some arrangemént would be come to. The
Allies would not find it to their interest %o
aliow us fo default. We are not of any
vast impqrtance, but as a buffer country we
are useful, and doubtless the monéy would
be found. If it is an American syndicate
there micht be complications, for—well, it

| is not quité easy to explain, but you wul
understand. T have cabled to London, Paris,

and New York to try and find who is huylnﬂ
the bonds.  If I discover, I will let ¥

kno'w.” | ' |
‘And then very wisely Sario dropped tne
\lej()(!t of State affairs and discussed farm-

ing "and bloodstock and coal and coppﬂr
min_e_s. '
“A delightful old hypocrite,” thougnt

Sexton Blake, when his visitor had gone.
“I'd ‘give Homethmﬂ to know what he really
thmks of me. It cfm’t be possible that he

imagines I swallowed Veilburg’s yarn when
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1 found him hiding behind the cathedral Tinker moved about the corridors, wait-
pillars. They must all know Tinker had | ing for the king. Mr. Secretary Brentscui
showed me the forged note and why 1] came out of the Council Chamber first,
went there. Anyhow, they’ve let the| carrying a leather despatch-box, with a
voungster alone since. He’s too friendly | silver lock, and his Majesty followed. Peter
with Celian and Peter to please them, but | loocked as bored and sickly as if he had
they must he guessing hard, the black-| just received four hundred lines to write
guards.” from his Form-Master at Calcroft School,
The weétting did not appear to have | as he lounged along after Brentschi, hig
damaged Mr. Johann Veilburg, for Sexton | hands wrist-deep in his trouser-pockets.

Blake saw him later in the da\, and though
the head of the secret police, mus{ have
bheen in a vile temper, he was wearing his
usual smile. In a day or two the storm
hlew over, and Prince Darro and Bizer’s
daughter made guick recoveries, as did the
;.;al!zmt colonel, for Bizer, the prince, and

Colonel Zuss attended the next meeting of
the Couneil. And, after their brief boom,
Carlovian bonds began to weaken again.
“YWell, guv’nor, they've all turned up
again like bad pennies, so I suppose the
paper you took from Veilburg proved a
wash-out,” said Tinker. “Veﬂburg has

decided that the thieves thought they’d
-only collared a wine tax, and tore it up in
dls_,uqt " _

“T think that’s about the size of if,
voung ’un,” said Blake. < They’ve got over
their scare. How’s King Peter?”

“ Grousing and fed-up. He’ll be miore fe:l-
up when the meeting’s over, for they've
heen at it a couple of hours now, I re-
minded him of his promise not to sign any-
thing till he'd read it himself, and he gob
quite ratty. It's high treason to punch the
king on the nose, but 1 shall have to do it
if he gets any cheekier. It worries me,”

“But he’ll keep his promise, young ’un.”

“Unless they catch him napping,” -<aid
Tinker, “and, as I jostled him up at the
last minute, I think he will, Celia’ joggad
his memory, too. I say, if they shove a
duplicate of that paper on Peter, she
mustn’t see it, guv'nor, for she can read
the lingo.” .

“But she won't be able to read what's
underneath,” said Sexton Blake.

“1 must be getting loopy,” said Tinker.
“0Of course, she'll @nl;}r be able to read
what’s on top. Hand out the orders, ihen.
If Peter brings any papers out with him,
1 may not be able to get a squint at them,
for if he's feeling tired, which is his uvsual
state when he’s not fishing, sheoting, or
riding, he locks them up in a drawer till
he's rested. Celia can get at them. Am I
to tell her to collar any paper that has to
deal with a tax on wine?”

“No, that won’t do, my boy,” said Sexion
Blake. It may not be a ta\ on wine, but
something equally harmless that she would
advise Peter to sign without hesitation. Ask
aer to stop any‘c-hing written in Carlovic. To
make certain, she'd better stop them all,
if there's more than one. If there’s onlv
one, you may be fairly sure it’s what the
lieutenant called the document of death.”

“You look as if you’d been buricd and
dug up again,” said Tinker.

“I've got the hump twice—the drome-
dary’s hump!” grumbled Peter. ¢ You'd
have it ten times over if you had my 1 tten
job, Billy. That ass Darro has jawed our
heads off, and wants muzzling. I think I'll
marry him to Celia one of these days, and
she’ll settle the bounder. Put those things
in my private desk, Mr. Brentschi.”

- “May 1 humbly beg to remind your
Majesty that some of them are urgent,?”’

said the secretary, bowing.

He had not quite got rid of his cold, and
Tinker felt quite pleased to hear how hu:my
his voice was.

“Don’t try to make such a rush of every-
thing!”” protested the King. < TI’'ll look
through them Lefore dinner.”

““Very good, sir,” said the secretary, and
quickened his pace,. '

““The shifty-eyed old hunks!”’ said Peter,
“They’re an awful crowd, Billy, and the
only decent one is Sarjo. The colonel isn’t
so bad, for he keeps quiet, but Darro must
speak. TI'll have to muzzle that guy, for
he’s never reailly happy unless he’s hearing
himself jaw. Bizer is another of the same
kidney, but he cuts it short when I glare
at him. As Darro is my cousin and a
prince of the Royal blood, 1 ean’t very well
tell him in front of the others to dry up
and shove his ugly head under a cushion

- ¢ Send him a dog-muzzle as a present and
a hint,” said Tinker. “I'm awfully sorry
for you, Peter. As a king, my son, you're
not worth a ha’p’orth of brass farthings.
Though you look passable in a uniform with
alt those medals on you won in a raflle, as a

king you’re a wash-out. I could do the job
better on my head. You’re ugly, you’re
lazy——»

old hear!” said his Majesty.
If ’'m ugly,
If I'm ugly,

“Go easy,
¢“ Slow up at the cross-roads.
what about yourself? Gee!
vou're for it, too, my lad. Do you know,
I'd never noticed that before, or is the
glass a twister? Say, I'm not as ugly as
that, am I?”»

A tall, gilded mirror confronted them, and
the two youngsters were reflected in it as
they stood side by side.

¢ As ugly as what?” asked Tinker. :

“As ugly as vou,” said Peter. “If I
thought I was I'd take rat poison in my
soup. The mirror must have the jim-jams.

Tell me not true, Billy—that it’s only
a bad dream I can't be as like you as ail

fn
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{that, =o it must he the mirror. Chase

along and get a hammer, and I’ll smash-

the thing.” . ‘

They were certainly very much alike, ex-
cept, that his Majesty was slightly stockier,
and his hair was fairer.

“1 suppose it must be,’? said Tinker.
‘“The guv'nor noticed it first time. As he
happened to be the guv’nor, I forgave him,

It’s an awful thing to be like you, Peter,

and I was more like you then. Brooding

over the awful fact has made me go thinner.

Notice it??? | 3

“0Oh, ecome away,” said Peter, grinning.
““1'Il have that mirror shifted, for if I
don’t it will remind me

every time I pass

.the Royal larder,

4

British youth who saved- the . King.
boy, that’s a fine ideua.”

“ You're just great on ideas, Peter, and
I’'m awfully happy about it. What a brain
you've got, to be sure! I'm jolly glag I
met you!” "

““0Oh, don’t mention it,”” said Peter, who
had recovered his good-humour. “ Do yon
know, Billy, I’'ve got a fancy for pork-pie,
one like the old lady made who kept the
little tuck-shop at the corner of Caleroft
Green. I wonder if there’s such a thing in
If not, the chef will have
to make one quick, and if it isn’t tue real
goods, off goes his napper.” -

“Well, T don’t mind having a go al a

I i

Yep,

! E}Jfféf -

* You look as if you had been buried and dug up again,’’ said Tinker.
i P’ve got the hump twice, the dremedary’s hump !’ girumbied Peter.

it that I look a bit like you, and that will’

take years off my life. And yet there might
be some luek in i8, after all. I think I'll
chuck up wearing uniforms, and have sonie
togs made like yours. Nobody wants to
sheot you, RBilly, for you're not worth the
price of a revolver cartridge; but if we wore
the came sort of duds, and they wanied me,
they might get you, you know.”

“That would be jolly, wouldn’t it?” said
Tinker. ¢ Quite a scream, eh?”

‘““Yes. | expect you’d scream
didn't bilf you too hard,” chuckled his
Majesty. ““You'd have a ripping funeral,
and all that, and appear in the newspaper,
photo, with grin complecte, as the gallang

if they

decent pork-pie with you,” raid ..aker
“ Better send along for it now, for I may
as well have a good feed if I've got tc he
shot in mistake for you. 1In an hour, say,
for I want to have a whack v - at tennis
with Princess Celia.”

The princess was with the rmusic-master.
Tinker managed to see her for a moment,
and she told him she had no time for lawn-
tennis. i

“That’s that,” said Tinker. < But, loo\
here, Celia, Peter is keeping his promise.
He’s got some papers to read through before
he signs them. 'The guv’nor thinks one of
them rather important, so take a dekko——?"’

(Continued on cover iii.)
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HEN I star-
ted to make
my first

, stampal-
bum, I quite forgot
about the thickness
of ‘the stamps and
mounts, with the re-
sult that the book
would not close prop-
erly, The next one
which I am describing
now, has narrow strips
of paper between each page, these pieces are
called stubs. |

As 1 happened to have some thin Ileather
handy, I bound the back and corners with it,
as Fhave shown in Fig. 1 ; but there is no need
for it, as bookbinders’ cloth will do quite as well,
although it does not look quite so smart. The
paper for the leaves of the hook should be
fairly stiff, I obtained mine from a printer who
happened to have a
quantify just the size 1
required, 8 in. by 11
in., making an 8 in. by
5% book when folded :
but I would have used
a larger sheet to make
a book about an inch
ot so larger, As 1
have six books, divided
among the various
countries, there is no
need for me to have
anything much larger ; _ '
but if I were making one book to hold a
Largée collection, T should make it about 10 in,
v 8 in.

Whatever size the leaves of the book are,
the method of making it are the same, so dimen-
siens can be safely left. The first thing to do
15 to fold the sheets, and place strips of 1 in.
wide paper, folded in the centre between each
sheet, as at Fig. 2
Six folded sheets will
be enough for each
section, the number of
sections depending on
the number of pages
required. The seetions
should be placed to-
gether under a heavy
weight and then the
sewing - frame, as
shown at TFig, 3,
should be prepared.

i o e ot e o

Fig &

o

By DICK GOODWIN
N

|
a
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@  The one I used can

i/ be used for large

ggg books, the wuprights

i should be far enough
Jel==2= for the sections to

& A pass between. § The

i frame can be made

T D from any odd pieces
LW of wood, its main
oA I purpose is to provide
fx-~ed' I\ something to hold
==y the tapes while the

sections
sewn together, as at Fig, 4.

The tape should be about & in. wide. and
fastened to the frame with drawing-pins. The
t—lll'ﬂi_ld should bé linen and the needle as long as
possible, Place the first section down, run the -
needle through about # in, from the left-hand
end, and bring it out on the same side of the
first tape; carry it over the tape, out again
by the next tape and over again; continuing
until the thread is 2
pulled through to the
front, ¥ In. away
from the right end
of the section The
nextsection is placed
on top, and the same .
procedure followed £
until the thread is
pulled out to the ¢
front over the com-
mencing point in
the first section. The
two lengths of thread
are nov tied together and a third section placed
on top, the sewing being continued as before
with the section. Yhen all the sections have
been sewn, place the leaves in a frame, as at
Fig. 5, and press them together. Run some
hot glue all over, and then prepare the cover.
I the leaves are not even, they can be placed
between the press and cut off with a sharp
chisel, or a {riendly
prinier may be induced
to trim them up on his
machine. ,

The cover can he
attached by slipping
the ends of the tapes,
cut. oft to about 3 In.
long, in between some
split cardboard, as ab
Irig, 6. or the tapes
ean be pasted or glued
down en a properly

arc being
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made cover, as at

Tig. 7. 'The cover is
made  with  steout
cardboard covered
with hookbinders’
cloth, it should be
¥ in, Jarger than
the leaves on three
sides. The inside
should be covered at

the  centre. The
. F cerners cap be covered
witn  anotlier colour eloth, as at TFig, 8,
but mine are first covered with \egetahle
parchment with leather back =nd eonmers:
you can use book- Sy
binders® cloth for the
same purpose if you
like. The inside
¢orners are finished
as at Fig. 9. To
complete the book,
glue the tapes on as
at Fig 7, and paste
in- two end papers,
these can be white
or coloured.
The arrangement ot '
the pages can be marked to swit,
of the work will not be difficult.

but, this part
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By RICHARD RANDOLPH

| It’s a rippiﬁg long story about |
{ 2 boy who was the real goods §

¥ both on the Turf and in jumor |

§ Football—and it’s complete i in |
{ this week’s -

 B0YS’ REALM, 20.

_In the same number you’ll find

| four other fine tales, all of |
i which you can begin reading |
{ straight off. There are also |
i some ripping articles and two |
§ splendid competitions. Get a |
" copy and see ! '

lINOW ON SALE!]

~days,

The reason so many boys sa in for
Meccano model- bu:ldino’ nowa-
s, is that the models are real
engineering structures in miniature.
They work like the real thing be-
cause every Meccano part—Girders,
Strips, Gear-Wheels, etc.—are all

real engxneermg parts. Full instrue-

tions are contained in every Outfit.
If you baven’t a Meccano Outfit see
that you get one this Christmas.
Talk to Dad abonut it to-night.

" MECCANO

ENGINEERING FOR BOVYS
FROM 36 TO 370/-

QUTFITS

ﬁee lo boys 4

The Magic Carpet” 1s
the name of a fine book
we will send vou free.
Send us the names and
addresses of three of your
triends-——and include your
own last—on . postcarc}.
Write to-night and address
your postcard to Dept. 12,

MECCANQO LTD.,
Binns Rd., LIVERPOOL.




AS SIMDLE AS AB C.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for
Membership. Cut out TWO complete
Application Forms from Two copies of this
week's issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

On one of the forms fill in Section A, CTOSD'.

ing out Sections B and C by running the
-pen diagonally across both SBCthHa Then
write cleally vour full name and address at
bottom of form. The second form. is for
~your new reader, who fills in Section €,
crosses out Spctions A and B, and “rltes
his name and address at bottoln of form.
Both forms are then pinned together and
sent to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s
T.eague, - ¢/o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
Gough House, Gough Square, London, E.C.4.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal. It

will be necessary for you to obtain six new:
new

readers for this award. IFor each
reader ' TWO complete forms are needed,
and  these. must be taken from copies of
the latest issue of THE NELSON LEE. LIBRARY
at ‘the time when the forms are sent in.

e

and B, and writes his name and address
at the bottom of the form. Now pin both
forms together and send them to the Chie?
Officer, as above. One new reader will then
be registered against your name, and when
six new readers have been registered, you

vill be sent the St. ¥Frank’s Leaﬂue bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you
from sending in forms for ftwo or more
new readers at once, provided the forms are
taken from the latest issue of THE NELSON
LEE LigrarY ai{ the tlme when the forms
are sent in.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for
the silver or gold medal can apply in the
same way as for the bronze medal, filling
in Section B, which has been revised for
this purpose. Every introduction they
make will be credited to them, so that
when the League reaches the Ttequired:
number of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of mtrodw*tlonq

On one of the forms fill in Section B, {with which they are credited.
crossing out Sections A and C, and wrlte
vour name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who

fills in Section €, crosses out Sections A 'and no letter is enclosed.

IMPORTAMT.—Complete and post off this form pefore the next issue of THE
Nf-:r.SON_ LEE LIBRARY is on sale. Otherwise the form becomes out of date and useless.

| ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 25. Dec. 12, 1925

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a regular reader of “ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” I
desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK’S
LEAGUE, and to qualify for ail such benefits and privileges as.
are oﬁered to Members of the League. I hereby declare myself to
be a staunch supporter of * THE NELSON LLE LIBRARY ”’ and
THE ST, FRANK’'S LEAGUE, and that I have introduced Our
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certify this appears -
on second form attached hereto. Will you, therefore, kindly
forward me Certificate of Enrolment with Membership Number
assigned to me.

MEMBER’S APPLICATION F_OR MEDAL AWARDS.
I, Member No (give Membership No.) hereby declare
that 1 have introduced one more new reader, whose signature
t> certify this appears on second form attached hereto. This

makes me............ (state number of introductions up to date)
\ introductions to my credit.

These Application I‘orms can be- posted
for d., provided the envelope is not, sealed

SECTICN

SECTICON

ooooooooooo

SECTION NEW READER’S DECLARATION,
I hereby declare thal I have been introduced by (give name of
, introducer) ..... T N SRR REEAT to this issue of
“THE NELSON LEE LIBR ARY,” which I will read with a view
to becoming a regular reader of this paper.
(FULL NABIE) .rl-'.&lllll.l&‘!lnll:iﬂa..l..&l.’ﬂ')&iﬂ‘)J.)}.l}Jl.CIOl.ll..'.Illlllv.ﬂt-ﬂ‘!l!ﬂl. SRR ONNRR e ORARECRIPRERO RN

(ADDRESS)

ill....l..l.}l*OOFO.D'ﬂa*:.’!' l"’”.)3'_'!!'9'03‘.’:.:.=I'lll'.ﬂal.ﬂl.l-'.ﬂlﬂ.‘l FEEHTREPERVBBILPPRQ0 - oo
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' THE CITY OF MASKS
(Continued from page 37.)

““Take a what, Billy?
znimal 1s a dekko?”

-4 it’s not an animal, but a vegetable, and
way be eaten raw, bmled or f{ried,” said
mn]\er *“] mean, take a looh peep, squint,
or dekko at the doeuments, and if there’s
one in Carlovie bag it and bring it to us.
You- can easily do that, for
Peter 1t will take you some time to
read it over to yourself before you read it
m&r’tto him. And, as a further precaution,
oiff it.»
- ** L wish you'd speak plain English, Billy,”
zaid Celia, )
- Niff i, or sniff it. If it has a peculiar
smell, different from the others, that’s the
pillet-doux,”> said Tinker., * A sort of chemieal
uiff, not -very strong, but I expect you’ll
notice it. None of them may be written ip
Carlovie, so find the nifty one.  Even if it

What sort of an

vnly talks- about putting a tax on white

wine or manx cats, bring it along. There’s
s game on with Sarjo &, Company, and the
sav’nor wants to bowl ‘em out.”

“I'l do my best, Billy,” said pretty Prin-
cezs Celia, ““I’m sorry I can’t play tennis
with you, but it’s music day, and I mustn’t

sieglect it.”’

As Tinker was making his way back to
their private suite, a magnificent flunky, in
purple and velvet and gold lace, bowed be-

fore him, and then extended a tray on which.

lay a visiting-card.

““ The gentleman awaits your honourable
presence in the reception-room of the clficers
of the guard,” said the flunky.

“You can tell him I'm coming right
wlong,”” sald Tinker, slowly recovering from
his astonishment.

" The Card bore the name ¢ Arthur P.
Clcdie 7 in print, and his address, ‘‘ Hotel
Royal Opem > was written boldly below the
agme, Tinker found him seated in an ecasy-
chair, with his patent-leather boots on the
table. Clodie took a cigar from his mouth,
sprang up with a genial smile, and gripped

Tinker’s hand.

““Wall, here I am baek again, bo!” he
~ said. “* They chucked me out, right enough,

but I guess those police guys would hame
to get up before they went to bed, and
»top up a year after supper-time to keep
me out. I've cot my old passport good and
straight this tlme, signed and \meﬁ so 1
mmndered along, I::Opmnr to find you. [ was
fueky to hit against that big captain of the
guard, a real fine chap ; and when I handed
along the proposition that I was nosing
sround to find you, he pubt mec wise, and
fiere I am.»

Tinker had met a good many Yankees,
and had disliked some of them, but he
couid not help liking Arthur P. Clodie, if
only for his pluck and energy. In addition
i6 that, the American was a well-built,
handsome young fellow, and, unless his looks
celied him, an honest and manly one,

(T'o be continued.)
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