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A thrilling story of the adventures of Dr. Karnak, the mysterious
Egyptian curator of the St. Frank’s museum, and how by hypnotic influence
he uses De Valerie as an instrument of revenge against Nelson Lee, who
has been watching the wily Egyptian and obtaining certain incriminating
facts against him. The story includes some exciting skating incidents,
introducing the laughable attempts of Handforth to perform fancy skating

before Irene Manners and Co.

THE EDITOR.

- T)_ze Narrative Related Throughout by Nipper

CHAPTER I.
IN THEE POWER OF THE MYSTIC!

6 KATING =oon!” said Reginald Pité
happiiy.
"« Yes, if the frost lasts,” addeid
Jack Grey. ¢ But it generally hap-
pens fhat a thaw sets in just at the critical
moment. We don't get frosts here like
they have in Switzerland.”

“ All the sanie, this one looks like being
fairly solid for a bit,” declared Cecil de
Valerie. ¢ {t's be2n freezing now for two
days and nights, and the barometer is sct
faie. 1 think we're in for a spell of real
winter,”

The junior: were standing in a little
group, titder otte of the old chestnut trees
in the Trianzle at St. Frank's. Afternoon
lessons were over, and evening was drawing
o1, the sky being gloomy and overcast.

But the clouds were full of snow, and only
he coldness of the temperature prevented
a heavy fall. Now and again a few tiny
flakes woulit whisk down, carried by the
stifl breeze.

And the ground was frozen hard, and the
water in the fountain had turned to ice.
The River Stowe was already thickly coated,
and it was reckoned that the ice would be
safe for skating after another twWenty-four
hours,

““There's nothing like some good, brisk
outdoor sport to make a fellow feel bucked
up,” said Reggie Pitt. “It's bad for any-
body to remain stewed up indoors, reading
heavy books and going in for inteusive
study.”

|

- “That's meant for me, I suppose?’ said
D2 Valerie quietly.

“It you like.”

“T don’t think it's quife sporting of you,”
said De Valerie. “I can spend my time in
study, - if 1 like, can't 17"

““0f course you can—but that makes no
difference to the fact that some healthy out-
door exercise would do you a world of
acod,” replied Pitt. “It's not my place
to eriticise, or to give advice. But the
sooner you take up sports, and get back to
vour old form, the better.”

““Hear, hear,” said Grey, nodding.

Cecil de Valerie shrugged his shonlders.

“If you think you can choke me ofl my
new hobhy, you’ve made a mistake,”” he
sald. “I'm deeply interested in this psychic
science, and I'm convinced there’s a lot of
trutl: in the whole subject.”

‘“ And you really think that Dr. Karnak is
genuine?”’ inquire.d Reggie. ““You
absolutely believe him to be capable cf
sorcery and occult manifestation? My dear
fellow, it's very unhealthy to——*’

“1 don’t want to discuss the matter,”
interrupted De  Valerie grufily: “It's
nothing to do with anybody else what
opimmions I hold. But I'll tell you this
much—Dr. Karnak is misunderstood at 3St.
IFrank’s. He possesses powers that npobody
ever dreams of.”

¢ Rats!®

“But if we want to keep friendly, we'd
better not refer to him at all,” went on
De Valerie. < Still, now we're on the sub-

ject, T'd just like to tell you this. I'm not
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in the slightest

inflrenced by Dr. Karnak
But that’s shecer

degree. Ynu think 1 am.
nonsense.’

“ Nonsense, is it?” asked Pitt grimly.
“'1‘11(:.1 kow do you accound for the fact that
you’ve been a changed being ever since ‘)r
Karunak arrived?”

“Changed?” ﬂrmﬂed the junior. *““What
rﬂ,t‘l”

“ Ay dear Val, if youn could only puture
yourself as you were. last term, you’d have
a bit of a shock,”” said Pitt. “‘F’\h}' before
the Christmas lmlula)a you. were always
cheery and bright, you put in regular footler
practice, you spent hours a week in the
gymnasitm, and yon were an absolute
beggar for work in the class-room.”

“Oh! -And am I different now:®
De Valerie,

“Ye gods and little gold fish!?? ejaculated
Pity,. ¢ Hearken to the words of folly that
iroy from his ruby lips! Is ke any different
now? Listen, O youth of changing habits!
This term vou haven't put in a sannle hour in

asked

the gym. Ilave you?” he added abruptly.
“Well, I--I suppose not,” counfessed De
Valerice.

“And you suppose right, 1co,” went on
Pitt. ““In the Form-room, you've descended
over half-way to the bottom, instead of
beiny near the top Mr. Croweil's always
mn:plummn about your work, and giving
you lines for inattention. As for football,
vou've never once touched your top form
since the term began.”

" De Valerie looked ratlier unpleqwut

“ Well?”? he asked sourly. *‘Is the lecture
finished yet??” 3 | . "

“Hang it all, Val, I'm not lecturing ycu,”
said Pitt, ﬂuﬁ!;ing. “I'm just pointing out
linow Dr. Karnak’s rubbish has changed you

¥

“It’s nothing to do with Dr.
troke in De Valerie,

And they changed the subject by 1ta it
consent.  Archie G]enlhorne strolled up at
that moment, hecavily muflied up in a big
coat, and with his monocle jammed hrml)
into his eye.

““ This,”” he observed, i3 rcminiscent of
thrmlor, Alaska and all those sort cf jolly

Karnak,*

old places. I mean, a few hundred degrees
below zero, aad all that. Dash it all, a
chappie’s breath freezes in the gocd old
air!”»?

“There'll be skating soon, Archie,” said
Pitt.

““ What-ho!” agreed Archie. ¢ Skating, by
gad! Absolutely the snake’s hips, as Ulysses
might remark. Oddslife! That reminds me
thas I shall have to instruct Phipps to rally
round with sundry quid notes, aud pur-
chase the young master a supply of skates.”

“ Better wait until the ice i3 ready,” saidl
Pity cantiously. ¢ These frosts have a habit
of petering out at the last minute.”

‘““ Absolutely!” agreed Archie. “Words
of wisdom, dear old soul, flow from the
vocal aperture. Rut allow me to remark,”’
—he went on, gazing at De Valerie—! allow
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that you’re

il

me to remark, old comnanmn
lnf !mw somewhat ghastly.”
“What do you mean?” asked De Valerie,

“ Why, gadzooks, the good old colpur has
taken a trip elsewhere,’” said- Archie, with
concern. “The roses, as it wer>, have
whizzed into the oﬂ‘mg, and lJelt .the old
countenance pretty frightful, if. you know
what I mean. Haggurd and dI".].WI'I and «l1
that. Bags under the- -eyes, and I'm dashed
if they're not bloodshot!” "

Dae Valerie glared.

“ Look here'” he snorted. ”I m ;:ettmrr
fe'l up with this talk about me! Why the
dickens can't you chaps . leave me alone?
Mind your own infernal bnsiness.”,

Archie tottered =lightly under the blast.

“1 mean, dash it!”’ he protested. ‘‘Dash
it! In other words, and to be quite frank,
dash it twice! Wh}' the good.eld cuthurst,
laddic? Tlere am I, anxious and concerned

about your health and weifare, and all you
can do is to turn on me, and let off a baily
charge of gunpowder!?”’

‘“Then don't talk about my face!” sail
De Valerie,

‘ Absolutely not,” agreed. Archie. “But
l’ll tell you what, Dlﬂ dear. What you need
—\hat you ahsnlutely must have— is i
courze of those jolly old Kruschen salts.”’
C“TIdiot!»

“A toul insult, but we'll !et._it pass,”
said Archie. ““Let me give you .a few
po:nters reg_mrdmg these - ripping .- K-uschen
things. All you’ve got to do, . old tulip, is
to 1;.1ke a tablespoonful in your tea:every
merning.  You won't taste the bally stufi—-
['ve seen it in adverts! And in the
mcrning, by gad, you'll simply leap down
the stairs in one bound, whizz like anyvthing
into the Triangle, and then you’li procx,ed
to jump over the bally school, and. push a
few ’huses over, and so. forth,” .

Pits and Grey grinned, but De Valerie
scowled,

“Are you a salesman for: these S{I]tb?"
he asked sourly.

“I'm afraid he'd get. into trouble if he
was,” chuckled Pitt. - ““Personally, I
shouldn’t advise anybody te take a:table-
spocnful at once. 'T'he result might be too
painful for words. But. Archie’s -advice,

;dth?’ugh remarkable, is soynd in tho IHAID

Pitt suddenly broke off, tt'u-.n-'r

For, without warning, Cecil de Valerice h Ll
gone as pale us a ﬁheet His cheeks had
been wan before, but now every.vestige of
colour fled from them and he lpoked (nuite

ghastly. e swayed as he stood,, and Dis

limhs trembled violently. i
“Val!*® muttered Pitt. I say, .cli

man Hold him!”? : ‘

Jack Grey grasped at De  .Valerig, hus
at that momend, the stfangely affected junior
seemed to grow suddenly rigid. Apd turning
sharply, he walked away. Hi3 expression
lhai become mask-like. - ~ "°

Pitt ran after him, and grasped his arm.

i



“T say, Val, you're not feeling well—"

he began,

“ PDon't bother me! I want to be alone,”
satd e Valerie dully.

Anc he walked on. Pitt stared after him,
wordering at the mechanical tone in De
Valerie’s strained, low voice. What was the
meaning of this lightning change which had
come over him? And it wasn't the first time
it had bhappened, too. On one famous
occasion, De Valerie had pulled up short in
the very act of kicking a goal for St
Frank'’s in an important match. And his
failure at that crucial moment had spelled
defeat.

“You chaps wait here!” said Pitt quickly.

“I'm just going to see what he does. I
don't like the look of this at all.”

De  Valerie had already reached the
Auncient House doorway. HMe walked into

the lobby, taking no notice of Ilandforih
and Co., who addressed some cheery remarks
.}:) him. It seemed that he did not even
1ear,

And he made his way along the passage
Auntil he came to the school library. For
a moment he paused here, but did not enter.
As though wuncertain, he walked on wilh
faltering steps.

But then they grew firmer, and in a few
miuutes he arrived at the door of Dr.
Karnak'’s private room. He +turned the
handle, and went in. The Egyptian science
lecturer was seated within, in a bir arm-
chair. Upon his shoulder was perched his
pet. the quaintly spotted Serval cat.

u“[ have come!” said De Valerie mechanic-
ally. ‘

Dr. Karnak's dark face broke into a

auiet smile,

“Geod!” he purred. ¢“Sit down, bhoy,
and listen to me. There are many things
I have work to

that I must tell you of.
be done—important work that must be
accomplished in secrecy and silence.”
, “ [ am here to do your hidding,”” said De
Valerie. “You have but to command, and
I shall obey.”

There was something almost horrible in
his servility—which, somehow, did not seem
to come from his own being. He was in 2

Lind o_! trance-like condition, and his words
anl his movements were semi-automatic.

And, outside, Reginald Pitt was biting his
lip with vexation.
“T Knew it!” he muttered.

¢ Straight to
Karnak's room! 1It's fishy!"

For some moments he stood there, won-
derin, if he should make an entry into
D>, Karnak's room, on some pretext. He

was really ‘anxious about Ile Valerie, and
wanted to find out the full {iruth.

“No,” he decided, at length. “I'd better
not butt in just yet. It'll te wiser to giva
ol Karnak no inkling that we suspect him.
Al the same, something's got to be done.”

Pitt walked away, and he ran across me
after he had turned. a bend in the passage.
In fact, he almost bumped into me, and
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locked up with an abseut expressiofl in his

| eyes.

“Day-dreaming?’” 1 asked, smiling.

“Oh, just the chap I wanted to see,” .
said Reggie, glancizrg up and down <he
corridor. “Look here, old man,”” he went on,
lowering his voice. “There's something
jolly queer about Be Valerie.”

¢ Tell me some news,” I remarked. <My
dear ass, I've known that Val is a changed
person for weeks past. In fact, he hasu't
been right since the Christmas holidays.
And I know the reason, too. harnak!”

Pitt nodded grimly.

‘““ Not leng ago we were out in the Tri-

angle,”” he =aid, “and without the Ileast
warning De Valerie went as pale as a
sheet.”’

Pitt told me exactly what had happened,
and then related how he had followed Cecil
de Valerie to Dr. Karnak's private room.
I listened with compressed lips, and with
grecwing uneasiness,

“What do you think it is—auto-
sugeestion, or something??” asked Reggie.

“ Mind-suggestion—hypnotism—incsmerism
—Yyou can call it what you like,” I replied.
“Ia plain, straightforward language, there's
not the shadow of a doubt that Dr. Karnak
is able to control De Valerie from a
distance. 1It's a horrible business, whien yon
comy to think of it.”

¢ Ghastly,” agreed Pitt. “Can’t we break
thi: spell, or whatever it is?”

“We'll try to,” I replied. ¢ But we're
un- against a difficult proposition, old man,
Our will-power is nothing like so strong as
Karnak's, and al! the talk in the world will
make practically no difference to De Valerie.
I den’t quite know what to do.”

“ Hush!" breathed  Reggie.
coming.”

I glanced down the passagze, and saw that
De Valerie was approaching us., He had
recovered his colour now, and his face was
not quite so haggard. He paused as he
came abreast of us, and smiled.

“What's this—a  sceret  counfab?’
asked,

“Where have you just sprung from?”
inguired Pitt, without replying to the ques
tion. “You've been with Dr. Karnak, 1
suppese?*”

De Valerie looked puzzled for a moment.

“With Dr. Karnak?® he repeatced slowly.
“No, 1 haven't-—and yet I seem to remem-
ber I don't know. I think I've just
been havineg a stroll round. I haven't seen
Dr. Karnak since dinner-time.”

He walked on, and I gave Pitt a significand
alance.

“Trying to fool us!" whispered Reggie.
“ He doesn’t know that I saw him go into
Karpak’s room——"'

“No, he wasn't trying to fool us,” 1 in:
terrepted quietly. < He doesn’t remember.
In my opinion, the chap is so deeply 1In
Kuareak's power that his own mind is com-
pletely  overshadowed by Karnak's, At
times he actually doesn’t know where he is,

i Jle's

he
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or what he is doing. This hynotism is a
terrible thing if it is used in the wrong
way. But I don’t think we need have any
fears for Val. He’s only a tool just to
help Dr. Karnak's cause.”

“His cause?”?

“Yes. Karnak likes to pose as a myslic,
and a worker of marvels,” I replied. * And
De Valerie is 'his lieutenant, so to speak
But something will have to he done—there’s
1o question about that.”?. .

Exactly what the ::.ometlnn" was,
ever, we had no idea.

Cecil de Valerie was in the power of the
Mystie, and it seemed that as the days went
on he was falling more and more under the
spell of Dr. Karnak’s powerful will,

But the climax, Lad we only known it,

was not far distant.
u. W'HAT'][U!” said Ar-
monocle. “This
would remark. I mean to

CHAPTER II,
chie Glenthorne,
appears to be a good old
a chappie feel dashed

how-

w

PERIL ON THE ICE.
adjusting his
snake’s hips, as Ulysses

it
braced !
“You
Spencer
sure anxious for the afternoon to come.?’
Archie and Ulysses were not the only

say, makes
satd a mouthful,’® grinned Ulysses
Adams, ¢ At‘t'ﬂm}" Gee! I'm

juniors crowding round the baize-covered
notice-board in the lobby. There was only
a small piece of paper pinned on the hoard,
but 1v was very satisfactory to all; For
it bore these words: -

“SKATING.

“As the ice on ‘the River Stowe i3 now
considered to he safe for skating purposes,
all boys properly equipped with skates will
be allowed to use the ice hetween DBeliton
Bridge and Judkin'’s Corner, but the river
beyond these points is 'rstrictly out of
bounds

¢ MALcoi.M STAFFORD, Headmaster.”?

“Jolly good!”” declared Pitt. ¢<Of
course, the ice is safe right up as far as
Pilling,
keep us near at hand.”

“Oh vwe needn’'t grumble!’”’” said Jack
‘Grey. ‘It's practically three miles from the
the bridge to Judkin’s Corner, taking all
the bends into consideration. We'll have all
the skating we can wish for.”’

There was a great deal of enthusiasm,
particularly among the juniors. They had
been lonpmg for this announcement to be
made. heir opinion, the ice had been
safe enough on the previous day, but the
Head was cautious. He wouldn’t allow any
skating until there was practically no
possibility of danger.

And this, of course, was wise. Left to
themselves, the juniors would have taken all
sorts of reckless risks. There was only one
way in which the Head had failed. Most

but I suppose the Head likes to |

LEE memr ’-g N

of the fellows considered that he ought to
have pronounced .the day to be a whole

holiday.
“We don’t often get frnstﬁ like, this
nowadays,”* grumbled Armstrong.. *¢ So when

it does come, we ought to take. full advan-
tage of it And }et. we've got to stick in
the giddy classroom all the morning, swatting
a\x';ly at lessons. Sickening, that;s what i
1517 »

I grinned. .

*“ Be thankful for SII]'lLl c_rc';:‘s,”;l said.
 ““The skating will seem  all. the, better if
we have to wait for it. And 1ind your
p’s and q's duung lessons, too. It would he
tragic if Mr. Crowell detained you for the
afternoon.”’ -

Everything was hustle and bustle.-. Seniors
and juniors alike were getting . -their, skates
ready and maxing sure that.,they were in
perfect condition to be dopned at a
moment's notice. Many fellows,.. of course,
had their skates already ﬁti‘.ﬁd to  their
hoots, so that a change.of footgear was all
that was necessary. |

The day was clear and sunn}, and the
frost still held firm. In, fact, there was
cvery indication of the presuzt conditions
prevatling for several days. ind cheeriness
abounded. '

As soon as morning lecsnns ucre over,. a
number -of fellows dashed off tp -the river
to try the ice, but the majority waited until
dinner was over.

I was a bit late in getting down, to the
river, because Tregellis- Webt, Had’ ms:atul
upon donning a clean collar and a new tie,
and generally making himself'"spick and

span. I noticed that Archie Gleinthorne, too,
went  forth Jike an 1mnnLuJate tailor’s
model.

¢ Blessed if I can see ‘the I'C"lbOl’l for all
this rot,’ said Tommy Wafson bluntly.
‘“What does it matter how a chap’s dressed
when he goes skating? I've put on my
oldest overcoat, and my .bags are ail

creased. Who cares?’ -
« Begad!’’ said Sir Montie! ~“Dear old
fellow, you seem to overlook the fact that

some young ladies will be present. I under-
stand that Irene Manners and her friends
will be on the spot.”’ _
Watson sniffed. N
“I'm jiggered if I'm 'going” to
donned up just because a I'r'.v
going to be on the ice,”” I saidv

' "ct all
o l;: are
i Blow the

girls! I expect they’ll only be in the. way! A
.I grinned.
“I'm afraid you'll never be a° lady’s

man,” I said with a chuckle. ¥ Persbunl'
1 think the afternoon will be more 111t'tre~,t-
ing if a few of the girls dre prtbent "And,
hy Jove, there they are!’’

We had just come within sight of the
River Stowe, and we.saw lIreng Manners &
Co. l'm*-'«'lunﬂr and chatting with; a group nt‘
juniors. Edward Oswald “Handfortl . was -in
great evidence. ..

He, too, had made himself, much tidier

| than usual, There was no doubt that the
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girls of the Moor View School had caused
a general smartening up among a big propor-
tion of the fellows. In the old days a
junior would venture forth with a crumpled
or dirty collar without a qualm. But now
even Somerton himself was a  bit more
careful,

Irene & Co. were looking very fresh and
dainty in their skating costumes and
woollen mufflers. = The girls were rosy-
cheeked, and their eyes sparkled and danced
with the joy of the keen winter's day.

“0Oh, bother this skate of mine!”” said
- Doris Berkeley, as we came up. ¢ The
beastly thing keeps slipping, or something.
I say, somebody, lend a hand here, like a
brick!"

“ That's your job, Handy,”” grinned Pitt.
““Your- fist's like a Drick!”’

. ““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Oh, I didn't mean that!'’ said Doris.
“ Al right, Ted, don't bother. Nipper's
come to the rescue. I don’'t know what's
wrong,”’ she added to me, “but the catch
seems to bhe wonky. I'll bet you'll wangle
it O.K.!"?

I sat down on the hard ground and was |

soon fixing the skate on Doris' boot. Irene
had frowned a trifte, and I knew why. She
didn't like Doris' slangy wayv of talking.
But Doris was a dark-eyed little terror, and
purposely used slang to provoke her chum.

Handforth was dancing attendance on
Irene—not that she needed it. Archie, full
of enthusiasm, was chatting with DMarjorie
Temple, for Archie had quite a soft spot
for Marjorie. All three girls were. exceed-

ingly pretty, and their presence would
greatly add to the pleasure of the after-
noon's sport.

Of course, there were other Moor View

girls, too; but Irene & Co. were the pick of
of the bunch, so to speak. And in a very
short time the juniors were ready for the
ice. _

‘“Going to do any figure skating, Handy ?’’
asked Pitt casually.

“0Oh, I don’t know,'” said Handforth with
a careles: air. ‘I might. Only it looks a
bit swanky, and I'm a modest chap—"’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’

Handforth turned red.

“Did I say somecthing funny?’’ he asked,
glaring round.

“« Suffering cats! You sure did!"’ grinned
Ulysses. “Say! You split a whole joke
that time! I'll tell the world yvou're ifiodest
all right!”’ '

“ He's so modest that he doesn't want to
show off,’’ said Fullwood, with a sneer.

““ Rats! He can't skate in a straight line,
let alone do any figure skatin’ or fancy
work!’’

Handforth gulped, and took a swift deter-
mined step towards Fullwood. Unfor-
tunately, he overlooked the fact that he
had got his skates on. He touched the
ground, gave one howl of surprise, and
almost turned a "somersanit. He crashed |

down with a fearful thud.
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G 9 »

\\@‘; t
: SR
AWy

\ (A

And then | found myself at the
surface, gulping in a breath of air.
Doris was like a dead weight in my

arms. 3S8he had fainted.

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”’

Handforth sat up,
roaring.

‘“Oh, it's too bad!’ said Irene indignantly.
“I bhelieve he's hurt.”’

““Not—not at all!”’ gasped Handforth.
“ As a matter of fact, I—I was just testing
the ice—-=""’

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

““ And, what's more,"’ roared Handforth,
“I'll show you some real fanecy skating!?’

He seemed to have the impression that a
loud voice would hide his confusion.

to find everybody

He scrambled to his feet and glared-
round. '

““Just wateh this!"® he said thickly.
“Can't do fancy skating, 2h? Huh!?’
‘““Hot dog!’’ grinned Ulysses. ¢ That's
the dopei! Attaboy!”’

Handforth would never have attempted

the thing under ordinary circumstances. But
his prowess had been held in doubt, and in
front of Irene, too. He absolutely had to
disprove these jeers.

And with easy grace he sped over the
shimmering sheet of smooth ice. He could
skate well, and it was the consciousness of
this that aroused his ire. DBut he wasn't
quite so sure about doing fancy work.

Reaching the other side of the river, he
tugned smartly, gliding round with skill and
confidence. The crowd watched him, hoping:
for some misfortune that would give them n
laugh, Somehow, Handforth was always
looked upon as a kind of comic relief,
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““ Why,

he can skate beautifully!’’ said
Irene stoutly.

“ Absolutely!”’ agreed Archie Glenthorne.
“I mean to say, I never thought the dear

Oddslife! He's
He's a bit of a

old wou! had it in him.

positively waltzing now!

dashed marvel, dash it!”?
‘¢ Hear, hear!”?

“ Go i., Handy!” sang out Church and
McClure, -
Handy was going it, gaining confidence

with every moment. He found that it wasn’t
so very difficult, after all, to perform all
sorts of trick s‘unts. He came whizzing
along, intending to shoot round in a sharp
curve on one leg, This ought to impress the
doubting ones. :

It certainly did.

TFor Mandforth got halfway through the
mancuvre, when, in some extraordinary way,
he got into a spin. He was, in fact, like
an aeroplane out of control. With one
skate on the ice and the other whirling in
the air, he shot round in the most remark-
able fashicn,

¢ Bravo!*?

““Good for you, Handy!’’

““Gee! He's sure some stunter!’?

Unfortunately Handforth was performing
his trick unintentionally. Having got into
that spin he couldn’t get out again, and
he went round and round like a top. And
then abruptly the end' came.

Handforth collapsed with ‘tremendous
violenee, struck the ice with his back, and
shot foiward towards the onlookers with his
legs whirling., Ie came to a halt in a con-
fused heap, some¢what tangled.

““ Ha, ha, ha!?’

“Is that what you call figure skating, old
man?’?

Handforth picked himself up in a state of
dire confusizn. He knew that he had made
an awful mess of i, and for Irene to be
looking on made the whole affair doubly
deplorable.

Bat the girl was very diplomatic. She
congratulatet Handforth  heartily, and
secmed to entirely overlook the faet that he
had come a cropper. And I thought it
would be rather a good idea to come to the

rescuz, for Mandforth was still mightily
confused.
“I'l tell you what,”” I said briskly.

“Why shouldn't we organise a race? We'll
have mixed doubles.”’
“ My hat! We're
said Pitt. ‘
“ Just a little term, that's all,’’ I grinned.
“ Now I suzgest we have a race from here as
far as Judkin’s Corner. Handforth and
Miss I.ene, Glenthorne and Miss Marjorie,
and Miss Doris and myself. We’'ll see which
pair ¢an do the best shatmg ke

‘¢ Hear, hear!?’

not playing tennis!”’

“Go it)"’
““ Absolutely!’’ said Archie with enthu-
siasm. *‘It’s a sound scheme, laddie. I'm

frightfully sorry for Miss Marjorie, because
I'm a dashed frightful duffer, and we're

P

bound to be last. Still, we'll brace the old
tissues and have a stab at it, what?’

““Yes, and we stand a good chance of
winning,”’ said Maijorie firmly. ¢ Don’t be
silly, Archie—you can skate beautifully.”’

““Oh, really! I—I me'tn you absululely
flatter me, old gal!’? said Archie. '

The proposed race was very ‘popilar, and
the crowd got ready to sehd wus Ooff.
Reginald Pitt produced a handkerchief, and
appointed himself official starter. .

‘“ Now then, ready!”? he said’ brxskly.
“ Any other entrants? What about -you,
Miss Edith?’ he asked, turmnfr to one of
the other girls. “ How about you and
Fatty?? @

“Ha, ha, ha??- = - b

“I'm game!”’ said Fatty thtle promptly.

“Thanke all the same, but’' I'm ever so.
poor at skating,’’ said Edith. “1t wouldn’t
be fair. Bemdr*c the ice .might “give way,”’
she added, amid a roar of lau-‘fhter

Fatty thtle snorted; and 'as’ there were
no more entrants, the race began. Iland-
forth and Irene stood ready, holdinz one
another in the approved fashion. Hand-
forth was secretly delighted. He had been.
hoping that he might skate with Irene, but
here was a chance to cover himself with
glory—to do something that uould blot out
the unforfunate mlastmphc of a’  few

minutes ago. For at straight s‘hatln" Hand-

forth was an exyert.

Archie and Marjorie were standin"_alonﬂ-
side, and then came Doris and m;s;lf We
waited there, jined up, with the crowd near
the bank watching.

Reginald Pitt dropped his handkerchief.

““Go?’ he said smartly. ‘“And may the
best pair win!?’ 4 )

¢ Hurrah!*? 2 55

We shot off from the mark, and the next
second we -were gathering speed over the
smooth ice. There was something invigor-
ating in the very joy of it. The Lpnrhhnw
vmtry sun, the erisp air, and the glormuh
sport all contributed to put. us. omu ‘our
mettle.

Almost from the very first I)cms and I
lead the way., Just in the rear came Hand-
forth and Irene, with Archie and Marjorie
nearly level. Ohviously it was going 'to be a
close finish. _

In the rear came a whole crowd of fellows,
speeding along to witness the" ﬁmsh 01' the
race.

Doris was a fairly good skatcr and we
maintained our lead.

¢ Qh, dear!’”? she said abruptly. I bf.hb\s
that wretched skate is coming loose again,
What a shame! Still, let's carry on=it may
be all right. We'll’ kcep m the racb ulltzl we
collapse, anyhow.'?-

It was certainly dlsappomt,mu, : For if that
skate had remammed firm, there!s hardly
any, doubt that Doris and. I wou 5 have v._on.
As it was, we had hardly got; c&\;md
s. Jsland en t,he

curve beyond Willard’s
My partner. cf:rtamly gave

climax arrived.
a luieh, and it was. only by swift action



on my part that she
The skate had doubled up beneath her
foot, and as our speed was considerable, we

were lucky to escape a tumble. ven as
Doris was _falling, I caught her up and

literally dragged her round towards the
bhank, wherec we both collapsed in a heap
amid the snow.

“Sorry !’ I gasped.
you?"’

““Oh, what a shame!’’ shid Doris with
exasperation. “‘Of course I'ln not hurt.
But look! They've all gone by, and we're
out of it. And we were winning, too. Just
my blessed luck!’”’

“ Never mind,”” I said. “We'll have
another race presently, and then we’ll show
what we can do. Let's have a look at that
skate of yours.”’ |

The other competitors “in the race had
forged straight ahead, the contest resolving
itself into a battlé between Handforth and
Archie. The rest of the juniors, finding
that Doris and 1 were unhurt, hurricd on to
witness the finish, Thus we were practically
aione,

It seemed a trifling circumstance at the
time, but it was to lead to something rather
startling in a very few seconds.

““The best thing we can do with this
skate is to take it right off,”’ I said briskly.
““There’s something wrong with the front
fastening. We'll soon have it right.”’

I removed the skate and subjected it to
a tnorough exawmination. And it was just
at this moment that we heard a warning
shout in the distance. 1

I was busy with the skate, and Doris was
watching e, her expression one of vexed
impatience. She was very disappointed that
this should have happened. And neither of
us took any notice of that shout. For we
took it to be just one of the ordinary
excited cries of the ice revellers.

‘“ Not hurt much, are

Then the shout came again, much more
urgent. I looked up, and saw a farm
labourer on the opposite bank—which, at

that point, was raised high above the ice
level.

“The doz!’’ shouted the
““(Get ye gone, young gent!
leddy away! Holy Mike!
now!"’

I stood up, so that I could get a better
view, wondering why on earth the man
should be so excited. I glanced down the
clear streteh of frozen river, which, at the
time, was bare of skaters. In the other
direction, towards Judkin's Corner, a few
ficures could be seen.

“ Great Scott!” I ejaculated abruptly.

For I had seen something yhich startled
me considerably: Bounding over the ice, and
making for the direction of the farm
labourer on the high bank, was an eno®mous
dog—a mastifl, :

But just that one glance was sufficient
to tell me the truth,

There was something absolutely terrifying

man excitedly,
Take the young

He's arter m@i
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was saved from falling. | ferccious as a wolf.

about the dog's appearance. It looked s

LEE ' LIBRARY

The teeth were bared.

the eyes were glaring and horrible. And

the brute’s jaws were flecked with foam.
In short, the dog was mad!

CHAPTER III.
THE STRANGE RESCUER!

OR just two seconds, I

stood there transflixed.

The danger, as I

knew, was appalling.

Even a terrier is a formidable
beast to meet if it is mad.
But this enormous animal was
more dangerous than a forest

times
if it should attack, there was prac-
tically no method of defending ourselves.

ten
wolf.

And the peril was all the more acute
because it had come so suddenly—so unex-
pectedly. If a ferocious tiger had appeared
it would not have caused my heart to throb
su violently. For, ‘ndeed, this rabid mastiff

was tem times more dangerous than any
tiger. _ '
FFor it was capable of deuling death in

more ways thin one. Even a scratch from its
infected fangs might result in hydrophobia,
and a horrible end. And the savage beast

wis larger than any wolf, and more
ferocious.
Those peopie who have been unfortunate

encugh to meet a mad dog will realise the
horror of the position in which Doris and
I found ourselves, My first emotion was onc
of ecomplete belplessness, Once, in the
African jungle with Nelson Lee, we had
come face to face withh a wild elephant. But
then I had felt only a thrill of excitement.
Now I was aghast with absolute fear. lVor
we had no weapons, and this frightful
menster was the absolute master of the
sitvation,

Heaven alone knew what humian. destru-
tion it had already caused. It was obviously
a roamer from some distant village—for I
had certainly never seen the animal in the
neighbourhood of St. Frank's,

And everybody knows that a mad dog
warders away from its home days before it
becomes absolutely uncontroilable. A dog
of this kind lias been known to kill a dozen
people before being shot, or otherwise killed.

I stood perfectly still, and recovered a
measure of my wits, Doris had half started
up, surprised by my attitude. DBut I made
a swift motion for her to remain still, and
shz understood.

I had one hope. ¥f we remained perfectly
still, the dog, in its maddened condition,
might pass by. DBut even this thought
filled me with dread, for I remembered all

the other fellows higher up theriver.
All this, of course, had hap ed in a
flash. The thoughts had passed fhrough my

mind in a twinkling. And I saw that the
farm labourer was rushing like mad away
from the bank, and towards a neighbouring
tree. 1Ilis object, of course, was to climb
inty safety,
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But I had alrcady noticed that there were
no trees on our side cf the river, and thus
it was impossible for us to seek such a
!:_m'en of refuge—even if there had Leen
ime,

The man had believed himself to be safe,
owing to the clifl-like bank at that poiunt,
Bt the dog had swerved in its course,
slithering eclumsily on the ice, and had
dashed towards the bank.

This was what relieved me, for it seemed
that danger to Doris and myself might bhe
avcoided. And then, at that precise moment,
th2 mastilf swung round, paused, and glarced
balefully across at me.

LEE LIBRARY

of course, I could Lave escaped with easec.
With skates on my feet, I could have
whizzed away beyond all reach of this mad
horror. |

But the thought was impossible. To run
away, and leave Doris to the mercy of that
brute was unthinkable. I didn’t speazk to
her—I didn’t utter » sound. The girl was
o1 her feet now, pale and frightened. For
she, too, understood the peril—although,
perhaps, she did not fully realise its horri-
ble nature.

She had one skate on, and one off—as unfor-
tunate a predicament as could be imagined.
Had she been soundly equipped, we might
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For a second my heart nearly stopped
heating, The ghastly brute was not more
than a hundred yards distant, and il 1t

decided to attack, it seemed that nothiug
could save us. Ior such an onslaught would
be indeseribably savage and ferocious.
Against that maddened creature we should
be helpless.

Thex the climax came.

The dog suddenly gave vent to a savage
hewvling snarl—a ery that was awful to hear.
And 1t came straight for me! The foam
dripped from its mouth, and the situation
was borrifying.

Even the loss of omne second would be
fatal. 1 don’t know what made nie decide
s0 quickly, but thank lleaven I did! Aloue,

hoth have skated away at top speed. But
it was impossible for Doris to skate at ail.

An! so, in one iush, I grabbed her.

Not expecting the onslaught, the girl wag
freshly startled. But I didn’t care. There
wasn’t time to care. She was swept ofl her
feet by that rush, and by a miracle 1
gathered her in my arms, and maintained
my balance. Even now, I don't kmow how
I did it.

She was quite small, and slim. The bur-
den was not an overwhelming one, althougn
she handicapped my . .movements to a far
greater extent than I had supposed. I shot
away into mid-river, and gathered speed.

“Don’t struggle!” 1 gasped curtly. < It's
a matfter of life or death!”
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L Fast,er—fa,stfer L
There was a note of sheer terror in her

“0Oh!”’ she sobbed.
voice TYor she had her head over my
shoulder, and was able to see in the rear.
And the dog, now snarling and muttering
in the most unnerving way, was pounding ou
our ftrack.

With Doris in my arms, it was impossible

for me to gather full speed. And, conse-
quently, our ftiendish pursuer was gaining,
It was little wonder that Doris nearly

fainted in my arms.

For she could see the baleful eyes of that
demoniacal monster; she could see the foam
dripping from its bared, horrible fangs. And
the sight was enough to make the stoutest
heart quake,

““Oh, he's gaining!”’ she screamed.
¢ Quicker, he's gaining!”’
Bit her injunction was futile. Already

I was using every ounce of speed possible.
I had a faint impression that one or two
figures in the distance were looking on,
horrified.

And then Doris gave a shriek of alarm.
For the great mastiff, getting nearer, had
made one flying leap into mid-air. And the
girl’s scarf was waving in our rear,.

The dog snapped at the scarf, and touchzad

it. And the sudden ]E!‘l{ SO unex-
pected, upset my equilibrium. In vain
I attempted to avert the disaster. Even in

thav fleeting second, I pictured what the
lmrrlble result would bhe,

But my efforts were in vain, and we
crashed down on the ice. We fell in such a
way that I was in a sitting position, with
Doris still in my arms—so that jarring fall
had hurt neither of us.

* But our speed had been so tremendous
that an immediate stoppage did not result.
We simply slithered over the ice at a great
pace, twirling, twisting, but stili clutching

at one another. ,
And the dog was Immediately behind—
also sprawling on the slippery ice. He was

just as much in confusion as we were.

I caught a fleeting glimpse of a post that
ros2 out of the ice itself. My heart jumped,
for I knew that a board was fixed to the
top of that post, bearing the word,
“denger.”

We were skidding towards the northern
bant of the river, where a heavy clump of
trees overhung the ice. As a consequence,
this small piece of ice was generally weak,
and skaters always used the other part of
the river. It was a recognised custom to
avoid this particular spot.

And beyond all control we were slithering
on to the danger zone!

Even if we had wanted to change our
course, we could not do so. We skidded on
wildly. and I heard one or two ominous
splintering cracks. And the next moment
the ice crumpled beneath our weighi, and we
plurged through into the icy cold water.

For a second I was too numbed with the
sudden immersion to know what had hap-
pened. Instlnctwely, I still clutched at the

. . - L L

“edges
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girl. 4nd then 1 ‘ound myself at the sur-
face, «ulping in a breath of air. Doris was
lika a dead weight in my arms. She had
fainted. .

In spite of this new peril, I gazed round
wildly, for some sign of the dog. But there
was no oav'dence of it whatever, 1 remem-

bered a fleeting glimpse of the animal plung-
ing into the \mter with us. i

The current -vas strong beneath the ice--
the black-looking water tugging at my legs,
and trying to pull me underneath--to cer-
tai1 death. Never would I have belicved
that the undercurrent could be gn strong.

But the dog had vanished—utterly, coin-
pletely.

And a possibie solution fo the mystery
came to me. The dog had plunged down
with us—and, being smaller, bad been

caught in that current, and dragged beneabh
the ice. The wretched animal was now in
the throes of its death struggles beyound alt
hope of recovery,

It was a merciful end—both for itself and
for us. IFor, although the creature had been
so0 appallingly dangerous, there was mno
doubt that it had suffered untold agonies.
And a swift death was the best way out
of its misery.

Bu% Doris and I were beset by a peril
that was nearly as grave. Ilad the girl
retained consciousness, it might have been
easier. But she was like a dead thing in
my arms—her face pale and drawn, her
usually curly hair all wet and matted, and
straggling over her face.

Even then I couldn’t recall Low I had
maraged to retain my grip. But I was
doing so, and with despair in my heart, I
clutched at the edge of the ice, knowing fuil
well that I could do nothing unaided.

The water was deep—seven or eight fezt,
at least. Tor me to touch the bottom was
ou* of the question. And the ice at the
of the hole, was brittle and thin.
pulled upon it with my full weight,
great splinters cracked off, and again and
again we sank back into the icy river.

And I was becoming numbed—my brain
was reeling. The clump of trees on the
river bank were now blurred to my vision.
I tried to cry for help, but only a hoarse,
cracked whisper left my throat.

M: limbs were ceasing to function. Even
my fingers, when I clutched again at the
ice, refused to gain a hold. The sensation of
helplessness was maddening -and would
have been trebly so if my wits had becu
fully acute.

But mow I was getting indifferemt—I
didn't seem to care what happened. My
one desire was to give up the struggle, aud
to sink back. Queer, flashing lights seemcd
to dance and flicker across my eyes.

And at this moment a great, ungaialy
figure plunged inte the water beside me.
My distorted vision seemed to mock at me,
for this thing that plunged in was almost

As I
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double the size of an ordinary man—a great
shaggy monster that was terrilying to look
upon, 2
I caught a glimpse of a black face—
appalling face that was covered with
coirse, matted hair., I saw a flash of teetl,
and a gleam of the eyes. And then I felt
a grip—an iron grip—upon my shoulders.

Others who had seen the incident {rom
a distance—and who were even then speed-
ing up to the rescue—told of that remark-
ab'a affair with awed, voices. They ex-
plained how an extraordinary creature had
feapy from amid the trees—a shape that
looked like nothing earthly. Without hesita-
tion, it had leapt upon the ice, and had
plunged straight into the gaping rent.

Our strange rescuer was cight feet in
height, if he was an inch, And he actually
stood there—on the river bed! His head
w13 just above water, and in his enormous
arms, he held the two of us—upraised, :o
that we were clear of the water.

And thus he stood, bolding us in security

ail

until help should arrive. lle knew well
cnough that he could pot do more. TFor
all his height and strength, he had his
Iimitations.

Although still numb and chilled, T began
to recover somewhat. And I recognised.our
queer rescuer. He was that remarkable
monstrosity—a  freak of nature—whom
Reginald Pitt and I had once encountered
in Bellton Wood. We bhad washed and
bandaged a wound in the black giant’s foot,
and although he had expressed noc gratitude
av the time, it was fairly clcar that he
had recognised me rLow.

And, secing the wperil that [ was in,
he had dared to come out into the open, in
order to repay his debt, Ordinarily, the
man had remained hidden by daylight, only
to venture forth like some ghoul in the
hours of darkness. 1lle was, as I well knew,
Dr. Karnak's instrument—although there

~was no evidence of this, and no visible con-

nection between the two.

But it must not be suppesed that all
these thoughts passed through my mind
during that intense period. 1 was merely
thankful that rescue had ecome, For, with-
out question, the black etant had plunged
in only in the nick of time.

Another five seconds, and I should have
locsed my already =lipping hold. And, once
tugged away by that fierce undercurrent, no
power on earth could have saved Deris and
I from a death that was too awful to con-
ten:plate. For, under the ice, we could have
tone rothing,

A3 through a mist, T caught sight of
ligure:s speeding across the ice. 1 recognised
Handforth and Pitt and Archie among the
vanguard of the ecrowd. They had got wind
EII the disaster, and were rushing up to
va

But, ever now, the danger was not over.
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CHAPTER IV,
A SURPRISE FOR DR. KARNAK!

o X 6 IHHEY'VE failen
& through the icel”
“ Good heavens!”
““ Quick! We'va

got to rush, or we’ll be tco
late!”

: The juniors shouted
anxiously and urgently as they raced to the
spot. Irene Manners was pale and agitated.
And. indeed, so were the other girls. Even
the juniors were half scared.

“J:roris!” cried Irene, “Oh,
Doris?”? _

« She's drowned—she's fallen in!”’ sobbed
one of the other girls. .

“It's all right—don’t worry!” exclauimed
Jack Grey. “Doris was with Nipper—and
you“can trust him to see that she’s all right.
But somebody said there was a mad dog—"’

“Yes, it fell in the gap, when they all
went through,”” put in Armstrong.  “1
slhiculdn’t be surprised if they've been hitten.
We'd better be careful, you know. [Dcople
who've been bitten by mad dogs go dotLy
thicinselves!”

Nobody took any notice of Armsirong—
although quite a number of fellows believed
tha* the mad dog had got in scme bites,
And any further discussion was impossibie,
for the spot had becn reached. i

Handforth and Pitt and  Watson
approached as near as possible. And they
stared blankly. For never in their wildest
moments had they expected to see that
black-faced, shagg creature. Only tbe
nman’'s head and shoulders were visible, bub
these were startling enough in appcarance.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said MHMandforth
breathlessly.

“Jt’s no good being jiggered—we've gotb
to get busy!’”” broke in Pitt. “I know!
We'll tear down a part of the fence, and
lay it on the ice! It’s no good 'trying o
gat near without some support, or we shall
all fall in!”’

where's

“You said a mouthiul!” exclaimed
Ulysses Spencer Adams. ““We'll sure find
a fence around here some place., Gee! The

very doggone dope!’’ he added, glancing at
the flimsy fence which divided off a neigh-
!}Jﬂ}l’ritlg meadow. “‘Say, boys, let’'s get to
it.

The juniors didn't hesitate. They knew
that every second was of value, and they
fairly rushed at the fewce, floundering
clumsily over the snow-covered ground in
their skates.

There was strength in numbers, and by a
combined heave the crowd of juniors suc-
ceeded in wrenching down a big portion of
fence. 1f the situation had not been so
desperate, they might not have succeeded,
but urgency lent them strength,

“Oh, be quick! Be quick!”
Irene, in a fever of anxiety.

““ All right! Come in!”

‘““Hold on, Nipper! Oply a minute now!?®

exclaimed
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The big piece of fence was rushed down to
the river, and slid bodily across the ice.
In fact, the juniors were so eager that they
nearly eaused a fresh disaster, for the fence
skidded dangerously and nearly crashed into
us all as we lay in the water. The black
giant was compelied to let me go while he
thrust ofl the fence with his hamnd.

I went under the water, came up again,
and clutchied af the welcome support. And
now I found that Handforth and Archie and
‘i'regeilis-West and others were crawling over
the woodwork.

Their first thought was for Doris.

The black man knew that this vas so, and

he raised the girl up in his mighty arm ast

though she was a mere doll. And Doris was
gently lifted clzar, and carried back until
she was lying on the bank. The girl was
still unconscious, and her face was almost
waxen.,
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his eycs keen, and he grabbed hold of Willy
Handforth, who was near.

“Got yvour skates on?” he iapped out,
“Good! Shoot off like lightning!”

““Where to?” gasped Willy.

“Dr. Brett,” said Pitt. ¢ Bringz him back
at  all costs—not here, but to the school.
Rush as you’ve never rushed before!” |

“Right!* sliouted the fag.

He was off like the wind, streaking down
the river at top speed. le was an exccllent
skater, and could be trusted to reach the
villare in a few minutes, and the river ran
close by Dr. Brett’s house.

Pitt, havingz done everything possible for
a moment—and, indeed, having done wonder-
fully weli—turned back to the river. DBy
this time I had been hauled out, and was
fairly  smothercd in more overcoatz, but,
unlike Doris, I was fully conscious.

l I went under the water, came up again, and clutched at the welcome support.

“She’s dead! She's dead!”
Irene, aghast.

““She’'s not! She'll be all right after she's
come to!” declared Pitt sharply. < Quick!
Don't stund here, you chaps! Overcoats—
scarves! What's the matter with you? Can’t
you move yourselves?” he shouted.

v Half a dozen fellows wrenched off their
overcoats, electrified by Reggie's tone, and
the unconscious girl was wrapped in the
warm coats until she was practically buried.

““ Now four of you rush her straight to the
school!” commanded Pitt, who had appar-
ently taken command. “ Don't stop a second
for anything! A minute’'s delay may mean
all the difference between ‘life and death.”

Four juniors instantly grasped the girl
and hurried off at the double, fully conscious
of the need for haste. Pitt looked round,

whispered

“No need for all this fuss,” I muttered
with chattering tecth. **Ilow’s Doris?”

“Don't know. She's unconscious,”
swered Watson bluntly,

““She's dead! Oh, I know she’s
said Marjorie, in tears,

“I dou’t think so,” I said.

“Look here! What about that dog?”?
detnanded Handforth. “ Didn't tle rotten
thing bite you? Somebody said——"

“Thank Heaven the brute was swept away
by the current,” I muttered. “1 can’t
explain how it happened, but neither Doris
nor I were touched.”

“Don't stand talking here,
said Pitt sharply, coming up. *“Carry him
off to the school, and see that he's shoved
between warm blankets! Nipper, old man,

all-
dead!”

““She’s only

fainted.”

you idiots!”



you're a brick!

If Doris gets over this,
she'll know well enough that she owes her
Jife to you!”
e Rdta'” I
“Pitt’s right,” said Watson stoutly.

“PDon’t ke an assl”
“We
saw it all The way you grabbed hold of
Doris and whizzed off when that dog made
for you was marvellous. Any cther chap
would have gone dotty.”

““ Never mind that,”” I said, shivering.
“What about that black fellow? DBut for
him we should both have been swept away
long before this. Where is he? Can't you
do smnetlnnn instead of jawing at 1me?”

I couldn’t get any reply to my questions,
and although I insisted upon walking back
to St. I rank’ 8, I was not allowed ‘o do so.
Half a dozen juniors grasped me, and I was
swiftly carried away. Now that I come to
think of it, I very much doubt if I should
have been able to walk, for 1 was still
nutnbed, and the most acute sensation of
pins and needles was beginning to beset me.
And I felt strangely languid.

In the meantime, the grotesque black man
was pulled out of the river. He made a
vain attempt to escape, but could not do so.
He had stood there, immersed in the icy
water, until all sensation had left his limbs
and his body, and his enormous legs refused
to perform their duties. Upon reaching the
bank, the strange creature quite collapsed.
His enormous strength counted for nothing
now that the icy coldness had seized him
in its grip. Giant though he was, Dame
Nature had laid him low.

All the remaining available overcoats were

commandeered, and the ¢third victim of
ihe affair was carried up to St. Frank’s, but
he required a dozen fellows to perform this
service.
- Only a few minutes after I had arrived,
Dr. Brett put in an appearance. Willy, it
seemed, had arrived at the practitioner’s
house at a very favourable moment, for
Dr. Brett had just driven up in his two-
seater. And, with only a brief delay to grab
some medical accessories, he raced for the
s.ool at a speed that had made the viillage
constable grunt with indignation.

St. Frank’s was in an uproar.

The story spread like wildfire; indeed, it
became enormously exaggerated. All
of extraordinary rumours were going about
during the first fifteen minutes. Some
fellows believed that Doris and I had been
drowned. Oiherz thougkt that I alone was
the unhappy victim, and still more were
informed that both of us had been bitten
to death by the mad dog.

But after half. an hour the truth leaped
out, and it was welcome encugh to all, for
it was reported that both Doris Berkeley
and myself were in no danger, and that we
should soon be ourselves.

Rut without question it was Reggie Pitt's
rapid grasping of the cituation that had
saved serious consegrences,

Miss Charlotte Bond, the principal of the
Moor View School, eame over to St. Frank’s

rowled.

sorts.

in a fine fluster, accompanied by Mrs. Tracey,
the lmubekeep-‘r a kindly buxom soul, who
was nearly exhausted with running and with
anxiety. Both were intensely rel:e»ed when
they heard. the truth.

Of course Mrs. Poulter, the matmn of the
Ancient House, cane out very strong. She
it was who sent the maids hustling %o the
cupboards to bring forth endless blankets;
she it was who caused the fire in her own
cosy rcom to be banked up until it was
nearly fit to roast an ox.

And there Doris was tended by willing,
eager kitchen-maids and Mrs. Poulter her-
self. In next to no time the girl's wet
clothing was removed, and she was rolled
in the grateful blankets. And even beiore
Dr. Brett arrived Doris was showing sigus
of returning consciousness.

As for me, I was bundled headlnng intc
Nelson Lee’s study, and submitted to similar
treatment, being wrapped in tlankets before
the fire, and by the time all this was acgomm-
plished I had pracfically recovered.

The black man was accommodated in Josh
Cuttle’s lodge, and Dr. Brett pronovunced
that he was only temporarily incapacitated.

An hour later St. IFrank’s was practically
normal again. The first feverish excitement
had died down, and although the affair was
talked of to the exclusion of all else, there
was now more calmness. _

“How are we feeling now, eh?” asked
Dr. Brett breezily as he came into Nelson
Lee's study. ““Upon my soul, Nipper you're
looking tine!” e

““I’'m feeling fine, too,” I growled ““ Look
here, doctor, you're not %mng to keep me
muffled up like this, suppose? ° The
guv’nnr's forbidden me to get dressed, but
you'll settle that, won't you?”

“Why, of course!” said Brett, sm:lmg

“0Oh, thanks awfully!”

“I’II settle it, but nut in the way vou
require!*” went on the doctor grimly. “No,
my lad! If you think you're going to ,rcb
dressed straight away, you'd better fmth
it. You're going straight to bed—now, at
once! In the sanatorium, too, bet“een
blankets, and—"

““Oh, help!?” I groaned.
I tell you.”

“I beliecve you are, but we're not taking
any chances,” said Brett. “It’s the easiest
thing in the world to contract a chill, and
that might lead to pneumonia. . 50, young
man, it's bed for you!”

“It’'s all rot, but I suppose I c.a.u‘t geb
out of it,” 1 grunted “How’s Miss Doris??”

“Fine! A wonderful recovery,” replied
the doctor. “It was more shock than any-
thing else that caused her to faint. She’s
strong and wiry, and in my epinion she'll be
out and about by Saturday. Mfs, POUltt‘I"
will look after her until then.””

_ “Thank gooduess,” 1 said mth rc‘lei’
““ And the black chap??

““Oh, he's as strong as’'a horse! It was
only pumbness with him,” said Brett.
“Upon my word, I got a bit ‘of a shock when

““T'm ‘all right,
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. first examined that specimen! The queer-
est piece of humanity I've ever set eyes on!
What do you make ‘of it, Lec?” he added,
turning to the guv'nor.

“The man is obviously an African,” re-
plied Nelson Lee. ‘ He seems to be a mix-
ture of Moorish and Nubian blood, and is
obviously one of Nature's freaks.
think he is ¢uite harmless in himself—a
simple-minded, helpless sort of creature. I
shali have to see what can be done about
him.”

“But do you think he c¢seaped from a
menagerie or something?”

““No; his presence mear St. Frank's was
cjuite (l:fferent in my opinion,” replied Lee
vaguely, ¢ Without a doubt he was brought
here by another. But we will leave the
matter for the time being, doctor.”

A sound of much disturbance came from
outside, in the Triangle. Dr. Brett went to
the window and then chuckled.

‘“They're checring you, Nipper,” he said,
grinning. “ Quite an ovation! You appear
to be the hero of the hour.”

““The fatheads!” I growled.
._to have more sense!”

“ Hurrah!”

“Good. old Nipper!”

“Three cheers for our
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““They ought

captain!”’

“Hip! Ilip! Iurrah!”
The fellows were certainly making as
much noise as they could, and it seemed

uite ridiculous to me that they should

kick up all this fuss. In my opinion, the

black chap was the real hero of the occasion.

And while all this was going on Dr.
Karnak was in his own room, pacing grimly
up and down, like a caged tiger. Iis fists
were clenched and his eyes were gleaming
with alarm and anger.

. “The fool! The cursed fool!” he mnttered
thickly.
His thoughts were upon that black giant

who now lay in the porter's lodge, for, of
course, the deformed man was Dr. Karnak's
own creature, his tool. IHe had been a kind
of bodyguard for the science lecturer, a
slave, to be used in any way that his nmater
desired. For Karnak bad that same mysteri-
ous hypnotic power over the black that he
had over De Valerie. It seemed that this
lpuwi:-r was cut now that the man was in our
1ands,

But although Dr. Karnak was startled, due
reflection brought relief to him, for there
was nothing to connect th: at stmn"c negro
with himself. His only hope was that the
man wounld be allowed to go free, but some-
how he had a feeling that this would not
happen.

And Dr. Karnak's surmise was correct, for
thiat very afternoon Nelson Lee was talking
for quite a time on the telephone, and in the
evening a big, closed private car arrived, and
quietly, without the school knowing any-
thing about it, the black man was taken
away into the nlrrht

It was not until the next day that I knew
amthmg about it, and theu I heard that
the guv'nor had made arrangements with a

But 1

-y

LEE LIBRARY ]‘ (‘, 13

big sanatorium in Ielmford to take care ot
the black wuntil further inquiries could be
made, and until affairs could be arranged .
so0 that the queer creature could be scut
back to his native Africa.

Nelson Lee had taken this matter on his
own shoulders, and the expense was his.
Hle did so because he was convinced thaf
the unfortunate monstrosity was an entirely
innocent tool.

And by taking this action he had rescued
the man from the sinister power of Dr.
Karnak. And Dr. XKarnak Limself could
make no objection, for he was not out-
wardly connected with that strange black
man,

As the guv'nor had anticipated, the
Egyptian remained discreetly silent, and did
not even refer to the subject. He went on
with his usual occupation at St. Frank's.
and it really seemed that the matter would
blow over.

But in the privacy of his own room Dr.
Karnak cursed Nelson Lee with all the
venom of his strange nature. Karnak did
not know how pguch of the truth Lee was
aware of, and this cavsed him to be uneasy
and unsettled.

And he grimly told him%elf that something
would have to be done. The detective's
interference, whether intentional or uninteu-
tional, was galling. A suspicion lurked in
Dr. Karnak’s mind that Lee was fully aware
of the position.

I was impatient at being kept in bed,
for I felt perfectly well and fit. But I was
giad that the black man had gone. He was
one problem solved, one difliculty out of the
way.

And as T lay in bed, while all the rest of
the fellows were at lessons, I had plenty
of time to think over the strange events
which had been recently taking place in and
about the school.

I wondered if we should see any more of
those strange enemies of Dr. Karnak's, those
Arabs or Egyptians who had ecaptured
Nelson Lee in mistake for Dr. Karnak. I
could not believe that they had gone. I
felt that they still lurked somewhere uear,
ready to pounce when the opportunity
presented itself.

We had no definite knowledge on the sub-
ject, but Nelson Lee had formulated =a
theory. He believed that Dr. Karnak was
a renegade¢ from some secret Egyptian cult.
The sacred moon god was their deity, for,
according to the actions of these m*.stermur-

individuals, they could only j:nuch Dr.
Karnak while the moon  was shining upon
the land.

He was safe to go out in the daylight or
in the blackest darkness—as, indeed, he had
proved. Ile went forth fearless on such
occasions as these. But never once during
the past few weeks had Dr. Karnak ventured
beyond the doors of the Ancient House while

 the moon was in the sky.

It -was a queer puzzle, but I had a con-
viction that it would soon be solved, and
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1 was equally certain that dramatm events
were in store.
I wasn’t far wrong.

CHAPTER V.
NELSON LEE PUTS HIS FOOT DOWN!

{3 00D news to-day!”
| remarked Tommy
Watson as he helped
himself tc a sand-

wich.
“You mean about Doris?®

~ I asked.

“Rather!” replied Tommy. *‘She's as
right as ninepence again, and looking

healthier than ever. Not so bad for a girl,
You know. It’s only three days since she
had that ducking, and she might have got
horribly 1ll. You know what girls are,” he
added vaguely.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West
pince-nez. - -

“Dear old boy, kindly explain that re-
mark,” he said firmly. ““Begad, it was an
. msult to the fair sex—it was, realily!”

“Rats!” grinned Tommy. “I simply
meant that girls,are genemlly so jolly deii-
cate. If they get a ducking through the ice
they catch pneunonia, and lay ill for weeks.
But Doris is different. She must be as
strong as the dickens, you know. -She’s not
only herself again, but looking be‘b’ter than
ever.

It was tea-time in Study C,-and thc news
from the Moor View School was imdeed good.
Personally, I was none the worse for my ad-
-venture, and had been up and about since the
previous morning. But it was good to know
that Doris had suffered no ill eflects,

Perhaps I had better mention that the
mad dog had been traced from Caistowe.
He had wandered through several hamlets,
then into DBellton, and so on to the frozen
river. Fortunately, he had bhitten nobody,
although several people had had narrow
escapes. The countryside was thankful that
the dangerous creature had gone to its
death.

“] think, dear fellows, that everythin’ has
turned out rippin’ly,” remarked Sir Montie,
s he stirred his tea. ¢ Both Nipper an’
Doris are all serene, an’ that queer black
chap has been taken away. 1 don't suppose
we shall see him again.”

“No,” 1 said thoughtfully. “ I suppose
not. I can’t help feeling pretty grateful to
the chap—ugly and awful though he is. 1f
it hadn’t been for him, we should have
drowned.”

“Q0h, I don’t know,”” said Watson. “ flandy
and a lot of the other fellows were dashing
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up at top ﬂpeed you know. They would
have lugged you out—=" -

“It’s rather decent of you to put it that
way, Tommy, but I don’t agree with you,”
I broke in. * When that black fellow jumped
in, I was on the very point of slipping
under. I:don’t think I could have ¢lutched
to the ice for another two seconds. ' And with
my limbs all numb, we should. snnply Jrave
been swept away by the current.”

Tommy Watson shivered, .

“Ugh!”’ he muttered.
think about'”

“Jt is—and” that's why I'm so grateful to
that African freak,” I replied. I'm
jolly glad that the guv'nor . is taking
care of him, and making arrangements to
send him back. But we needn’t continue the
subject. Let’s go down ta the coinmon-
room for a bit.”

Tea was just over, and so a ;few minutes
later we went down and joined:the crowd in
the Junior common-room. Handforth .was
talking in a somewhat indignant voice, and
for once his listeners were apprmm-ﬂ his

““Quite right, Handy!”

“ Something ought to be done about 1t"’

“Hear, hea.r!” oy
words.

“Yes, by George, and somethmg is going
to be done about it!"”’ said Handforth gnml;.
“ It’s a disgrace to the school! It's an in-
sult to the Remove! It's a blot on the
famous record of St. Frank’s!”

““Begad !’ said- Sir Montie. - “ What's all
the excitement about, dear old boy?"

Handforth glared across at us. -

“Qh!”’ he smd a mocking "note creeping
into his voice, "Here comes the skipper—
our wonderful captain! The chap who lets
this horrible state of affairs continue with-
out moving a finger.”

«1 stand reproved,” I said humb]y “What
is it this time, Handy?"

‘“You know jolly well what it is¥' snorted
Handforth. * Those blithering  idiots ‘have
just gone off to another of :their - fotten
meetings! And you, the skipper; stand by
and see these things beine done! 2.

*“ Light breaks upon me,” 1 said. *“You
and Skelton and Tucker
and that crowd? The delightful mémbers of
our tame Sorcery Club?” ;

«Of course that's what I mean!” rctorted
Handforth tartly. “But you Iook upon

o r“hnn.t,:. awful to

it as a joke—you stand there grinping! But
it isn’t a joke! It's a terribly sericus
menace to the morale of t.he I‘Grm‘”

““ Hear, hear!” |

“Good old H:tnd} he’s gettm" quite
eloquent ! “-

~alis words, indeed, we’ll surely heed * said

Clarence Fellowe the tall, lanky poet of the

Remove. ¢ For this situation may' lead to
ruination. These chaps are mad—'tis :.-lwfully
sad.”

“ Good old Slmke:peare'” said Reggle P.tt
strolling in. " “ What norﬂa of wisdom now
‘flow from thy fount of knowledge?”



“At me you jeer, bubt never fear, my
words are truly ones of wisdom,” replied
Fellowe, ¢ But all the same I think tlus
game i3 rotten for the system!”

“Help!” murmured Pitt. “ Wisdom—
system! Oh, Clarence!"” he added, shocked.
““You'll ruin your reputation if you spring
:tnylmore on us like that! I'm surprised at
you!”

Clarence looked penitent.

“The rhyme was bad, and although I'm
sad, I crave your humble pardon,” he said
““ But you'll fain confess I could do no less,
for the rhyme it was a hard ’un.”

“I1la, ha, ha!”

“He's getting worse!”” said Pitt desper-
ately. ““(o it, Handy! Say something, and
quick, so that he doesn't have danother
chance."”’

Handforth was already glaring round.

“1 was trying to speak, when youn butted
in,”" he said tartly. “As for this—this
allezed poet, he can go and eat coke! 1
want to know what Nipper's going to do
about the Sorcery Club.”

“Nothing!" 1 said sweetly.

““ Nothing?"

“Nothing!"” I repeated calmly,

“That’'s three nothings,”” observed Pitt.
“Add them all together, subtract one
nothing from the other nothings, and you
get the answer—which is nothing!”’

«“Ha, ha, hal"

“Why didn’'t somebody put this fat-head
in a bag when he was a baby, and chuck
him over the Thames Embankment?” asked
Handforth thickly. “He comes here, try-
ing to be funny, and messes up my speech!”

“Sorry, old man,"” grinned Pitt. < Now
I come to think of it, I'm on your side. 1
agree with you that the Sorcery Club ought
to be abolished. And I herewith second the
motion that our worthy skipper should ex-
crcise his right leg in order to get the
muscles developed. He ought to give these
fatheads the kick-out!”

I shook myv head.

“I don’t see why you fellows should get so
excited,”” I remarked. “You know human
nature as well as I do—or you ought to.
The more we try to urge that gang To chuck
up their rot, the more they'll practise it.
That's just the perverseness of humanity.”

“cCan't we use force?” sneered llandforth.

¢ Certainly—we can go along and smash up
one of their meetings,”” 1 replied. “But do
vou think that would put a stop to the
game? Not a bit of it! They'd be more
determined than ever. On the other hand,
Ieit to themselves, they'll soon get fed up
with the whole game, and it will die a
natural death. Or perhaps a master will
butt in and settle the matter out of hand.”

“Why not ask Mr. Lee to get busy?’" asked
Armstrong.

““ Because it wouldn't be quite the thing,”
I replied. *“1If the guv'nor gets wind of
these meetings on his own account, all

well and good. But I don't think it's up to
us: to inform."”

““ Hear, hear!”

“ Nipper's right!”

“Chuck it up, Handy—spouting doesn’t
do any good!”

Handforth turned red, appeared to be on
the point of explosion, and then he abruptly
shrugged his shoulders with exaggerated
indifference and carelessness. ;

“Oh, all right!” he said bitterly. “I'm
not surprised—I expected it! Whenever I
make a good suggestion, Nipper comes along
and hypnotises you! Five minutes ago you
were supporting me, and now you support
him! Go and eat coke! Go and fry your
giddy faces!”

And Handforth stalked out of the com-
mon-room, bubbling over with indignation.

“Poor old Handy!” grinned Pitt. < He
means well, but he’s a bit too impetuous. .
And he’s right, too. This sorcery business
is absolutely rotten. But I'll admit that the
position is a difficult one to handle.”

In the meantime, the meeting that Hand-
forth had referred to was just getting into
its swing.

It was being held in the museu®, and Dr,
Karnak himself presided over the gathering.
Among those present were Cecil De Valerie—
the prime mover in the club—Timothy
Tucker, Skelton, Ellmore, and Simmons.

There was an air of solemnity and almost
religious fervour in the atmosphere ¢y the
meeting. This was Dr. Karnak’s doing, who
impressed upon the boys that these occult
gatherings were scientific in the extreme,
and a necessary part of their education.
And the Egyptian had such a powerful per-
sonality that his disciples believed in him
with a confidence that was astonishing.

The juniors were sitting in a circle, all
holding hands. They were, in fact, squatting
on the floor, on cushion:. And Dr. Karnak
was talking in a low, droning voice that was
in itself impressive, His dark face was
immobile, his eyes dreamy and lack-lustre.

Only a dim lizht was glowing, and this
was so shaded that the whole place had a
dim, ghostly appearance. Dr. Karnak was
a skilful showman when it came to staging
his little tricks for the benefit of the hoys.

In the centre of the circle lay a sinall
casket which was standing upon a stonc
slab. This casket and slab had been used
in other experiments, and if the juniors had
not been so gripped by Dr. Karnak’'s
plausible impressiveness, they might have
suspected that all was not as it should be.
True, they had examined the casket, and -
they had examiped the slab. And both had
been found solid and above board.

But then, if it comes to that, an acknow-
ledged conjurer—a professed trickster in
magic—will frequently hand his apparatus
round for inspeection. Aund the audience,
knowing well enough that a trick lies some-
where, caunot detect it. 1t was hardly sur-



Karnak had 1no trouble
with his gullible pupils.
And the experiment this evening was to

prising that Dr,

see what could be done with a f-ma] dead
snake—one of the specimens from a show-
case in the museum. 7The boys were told to
fx lthexr‘nttentiﬁu upon the snake unswerv
ingly.

“Qur attempt at communication with the
spirits of my long-departed countrymen will
be diflicult,” purred Dr. Karnak softly. *“ We
have met with some measure of success on
other occasions, but I fear that this evening
we have set ourselves too severe a task.
llowever, we can but try.”

‘““\What—what’s the snake for?"”’ asked
Skelton huskily.

“Our aim is
spirit of the deathless
Egyptian mythology,” smd Dr. Karnak. “ By
acute concentration—by listening to my
solemn and impressive words—we inay pos-
sibly achieve our end. For in the dim,
distant past, thousands of years ago, a
famous sorcerer of Babylon was the incarna-
tion of the deathless snake. It is his spirit
that we shall try to bring to us. If we
-ﬁu(,ceed the evidence will be visible to our
eyes.’

“ You—you mean he'll appear before us
sir?”” asked Skelton fearfully.

“Not so,” replied Dr. Karnak. ““This
snake—this dead, dried specimen of reptilian
faura—will come to life in plain view of us.
I'or it will be invested with that ancient
spirit. ’'Tis an interesting test.”

Dr. Karnak went on, talking dreamily,
and telling the fellows of wondrous things
that happened in _ancient times—and
wondl;'ous things that had never happened
at all. |

For when he was dealing with these juniors
he paid no great attention to the authenti-
city of his statements., lie told of sorcerers
who never existed, of mighty gods who had
been invented h\r his own fertile brain.
And for the purposes of his lectures he
would turn and twist things about 1o suit
his own ends.

When lecturing beforec the Sixth, or when
engaged upon a serious discourse with the
Ilead, Dr. Karnak was another being. Then
he was faultlessly accurate in his facts.

But these deluded Removites drank it all
in, and regarded Dr. Karnak as a veritable
my-,tlc

Any onlooker at that gathermg who was
not swayed by Dr. Karnak’s personality
would have found it interesting. Cecil De
Valerie sat in his place, intent and keen,
and obviously concentrating upon the sub-
ject. For he was entirely in the sway of
Dr. Karnak’s will.

Timothy Tucker was very much as usual.
He was a queer sort of fellow, and even
this spiritualistic nonsense entertained him
greatly. He had an idea that he was what
he termed ‘““an intellectual.” ,

But one or two of the others, particularly
Skelton, showed obvious signs of the heavy

to0 communicate with _t-lm
snake of Ancient

[

strain. These meetings. meant intensive
mental stress. And the weaker {ellows,
naturally, showed the effects.

Skelton was a thin, weakly sort of fellow
at the best of time3s. Ile was a hit of a
dunce, and oc¢cupied a lowly position in the
class-room. He was rather eccentric, too—
which was one reason why he had jmned this
preposterous club. And although he was
fascinated by it, he was frightened, foo.

During the- last week or so his face had
become more than usually pale; his cheeks
drawn, and his eyes rather wild. And now,
on this particular night, he sat gazing at,
that dead reptile with an intensity tlmt
was painful to see. But the others were
not regarding Skelton, and they did not
observe his condition. | o

He was in a highly nervous state. His
whole being was at a high tension, and at
any moment he was liable to show some
sign of this condition.

The mock seance went on—for it could
hardly be doubted that Dr. Karnak was
deliberately playing upon the credulity of
his audience. I1f any manifestation occurred
it would certainly be ne ocenlt phehomenon

Dr. Karnak went on in his soft, .purring
voice—which, in itself, was Iu?h‘ng and
mysterious. ind his strange pet, the Serva
cat, sat near him, in a crouching attitude
The greenish, glinting eyes of the anima’
were upon that snake. It seemed that Dr
Karnak had trained the cat to assist him.

“Ah!”* breathed Dr. Karnak suddenlv
“ Watch—watch! Already there is maove-
ment! Make no sound, my young friends--
but watch!”

The juniors, catching their breath ‘in,
stared with a kind of awful fascination at
that snake—which they knew to be dead—-a
mere dried relic. And yet the coils 510“13
began to move—writhingly, uncanml}

“The spirit of the Babylonian is within!”
breathed Dr. Karnak.

“Oh!” sobbed Skelton abruptly. ¢«I-1
can’t atand it! It’s horrible—it's too
awful—"? " ' '

He broke off, his voice sobbing.

And then he shrank back from the -circle,
with Dr. Karnak's frowning eyes fixed upon
him. Skelton stood there, cringing, cowering
—terror in his eyes, his lips a-tremble.

‘“Foolish boy!” snapped Dr. !K.arnak.
‘“What ails you?”? e
Skelton made no reply—e\:cept indeed,

that he sobhed and laughed .hysterically in

turn. All movement of the snake had
ceased, The spell, in fact, seemed to. be
broken.

“You dre
Leave us—

"¢ Go!” said Dr. Karnak softly.
not yourself to-night, Skelton.

' go outside into the fresh air, and you- will

recover your composure. But tell nobody of-
t-hese doings. They are our secrets.” -

Skelton turned towards the door eagerly—
almost precipitately. He felt, just- then, that
his one desire was to flee—to get away from
this place as quickly as he.could. It gave
him the harrors.
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e went out, after unlocking tlie door, and
closed the latter after him. And Dr. Karnak
sat down in hiz place again.

‘A pity—a great pity,’
“1 fear the interruption will have ruined
everything for to-night. But we will con-
tinue. Perhaps the wretched boy's influ-
ence was a deterrent rather than a lelp.
Who knows?"”

In consequence of Skelton’s departure, the
cirele was slightly diminished in size, but
this made very little difference. " The meeting
went on as though nothing had happened.

In the meantime Skelton had passed
through the library, and was now in the
passage, beyond. 1le felt sick and faint,
and it was quite impossible for him to
control the trembling of his limbs.  llis
nerves were unstrung. Slowly he walked
ualong the passage.

And it 0 happened that Willy Handforth,
of the Third, turned a corner at the end of
the passage at that moment. The hero of
the Third gave Skelton one glance, and then
dodged into a handy alcove.

“One of thoze Sorcery Club fatheads,” he
murmured to himself. “By gum! TI’'ll bet
1'll give him a jump!”

Willy considered that he would be doing
Skelton a good service by acting thus.
~kelton was quite unconscious of the fag's
proximity, for his eyes had been downcast,
and he had lieard nothing.

He drew opposite the recess, and just as
he was passing, a form suddenly leapt out—
clutching at him, and giving a wild whoop.

The effect upon Skelton was startling.

Ile staggered back, his already pale face
turning to the colour of putty, and his ex-
pression was one of extreme terror. It
gave Willy about the biggest turn of his

life.

And Skelton screamed—a wild, terrified
cry. He sank to the floor in a shuddering,
heap. And the Third Former

he murmured.

moaning |
stood there, trembling himself with alarm.

“Skelton!”  he pgasped. “I—I say!
What did you yell like that for? Skelton!
Pull yourself together, you ass »”

He broke off, for Skelton gave
response. He lay on the floor,
swooninzg with shock. And Willy Hand-
forth was rather relieved when Nelson
Lee turned the corner a second later. The
House master took in the situation at a
glance,

“Wio made that outery just now?” he
asked sharply. “Why, what 1is this?
Handforth mioor! What have you done

)

no
nearly

““ Nothing, sir!” gasped Willy desperately.
““ At least, nothing much. I+ saw SKelton
coming along, ard dodged into this recess.
And when 1 jumped out at him, he seemed
to have a fit.” ,

“It was wrong of vou, Handforth minor,
to play such a trick,” snapped Lece. <]
shall report you to your Form master,
Skelton!” he added, taking the Removite
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Dr. Karnak was kneeling before
a little pedestal, on which stood an
image of Baal, the sacred moon god.

by the =shoulder, This
won't do!”

But at that first touch, Nelson Lee could
feel the trembling, quaking form beneath
him. He held up Skelton's face, and was
startled to see the deadly pallor of that
couuntenunce,

“ Good Heavens!”
skelton!

“Come, my boy!

he muttered. “ Come,
There's nothing to fear——"’

“IThe spake,” muttered Skelton. “Oh!
I—

Nelsou Lee caught the boy up, and
talked to him softly and soothingly. His

influence was almost immediately apparent,

for Skelton was soon talking coherently.
And the colour was beginning to creep

back inte his cheeks.

At first ke was reluctant to explain what
he mewnt by that reference to a snake.
But Nelson Lee was skilled in the art of
loosening toungues. Aund in less than five
minutes he had persuaded Skelton to {fell
him of the meeting in the museum. And
as Nelson Lee listened to the details, his
brow grew black. _

By this time Skelton was greatly re.
covered, and Lee told him to go straight
up to bed, and to say nothing to any of
the other juniors. Skelton was only too
eager tn ohbey  And altter he had gone,
Lee went through the library, and strodae



swiitly into the museum—breaking in upcn | me

the seance with dramatic eflect.

For once again this snake was moving,
and all the members in the circle with the
exception of Dr. Karnak, were in a state
of high nervous excitement,

The Egyptian looked up with a swift
intake of breath. He had guarded agaiust
such an interruption by locking the door
at first—but he had neglected tn re-lock
it after Skelton’s departure—a slip he pow
regretted. _

Nelson Lee strode forward nnti}
on the very edge of the circie.
were grim as he gazed at Dr.
who had risen majestically
diguity to his- feet, )

«“« Be good enough to explain, Dr. Karnak,
what this means,” said Nelscn Lee, his
voice cold and curt,

The Eegyptian shrugged his sheulders.

““You tone is needles:ly sharp, Mr. Lee,”
he purred. “A little meeting—nothing
more. I have heen instructing the boys
in natural science, using the specimen you
see as my example.”

Lee became -“even more grim—for Ur.
Karnak had told a deliberate lie. The
detective ignored it, however. It was not
his custom to tax a feillow master in the
presence of juniors. '

He turned to De Valerie and Tucker and
the rest—who by this time &kad risen to
their feet. ‘

“ Boys, you will leave this room at once!l”
he said curtly. “Go to your own quarters,
and fird a2 more healthy amuscment there.
I strongly disapprove of this meeting.”

“ Indeed !” rapped out Dr. Karnak.
“Yon disapprove?”

“Not only do TI' disapprove. but I
absolutely forbid “any repetition of such a
cathering,” said Nelson Lee coldly. 1
regret, Dr. Karnak, that I should be com-
pelled to speak in this mauner, but I have
no alternative. It is my wizh that these
boys shall leave this museum at once.”

Dr;: Karnak’s eyes glittered,
turned to his disciples.

“You will not leave until T permit you
to do so,” he said, with suppressed fury.
“J] command you.”

The juniors, thoroughly scared, hardly
knew what to do. Nelson Lee Lkept Lis
temper, and pointed to the door.

““My boys, you had better go,”” he said.
“1 am your Housemaster, and if you defy
me to my face the consequences will be
serinns. And if any boy attends such a
raeeting as this again he will be flogged.”

The juniors hesitated no longer. In
spite of Dr. Karnak's strong, compelling
personality, he could not command in the
same manner as Nelson Lee. Even De
Valerie obeyed with the rest.

And, looking scared, they passed out of
the mnuseum, and vanished. Dr. Karnak
turned a look of utter hatred upon Nelson
Lee.

““80!” he snarled.

he was
His eyes
hKarnak—
and  with

“You bhave humiliated

and he |

in front of these junmior boys! By
Heaven, sir, you shall pay for this!”

Without giving Nelson Lee a chance to
reply, Dr. Karnak strode away.

CHAPTER VI,

BASTERN HATRED!
R. STAFFORD looked
up in astonishment

a3 the door of his
study burst ¢pen. Dr.
Karnak fairly precipitated
_ - himself into the room, and
his face was black and forbidding.
“DPr. Karnak!”? exclaimed the Head.
“What on earth—— Is anything the

matter, sir? What is the meaning of this
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“I have come to yon, Dr. Stafford, be-
cause I have been grossly insulted hy Mr,
Lee!” exclaimed the Egyptian furiously.
““Insulted in front of a number of boys—
junior boys! My patience is great, but
such humiliation I cannot suffer! I appeal
to you for redress!”

Dr. Stafford was rather dismayed for a
moment. He hated any commotion of any~
kind, and for one of his scholastic staff
to complain of Nelson Lee was unpre-
cedented.

““Reaily, Dr. Karnak, T fail to under-
stand youn,” he said, in distress.  Surely
you must have made some unfortunate
mistake? Mr. Lee is not the gentleman
to deliberately humiliate you -

“Wait!”? broke in Dr. Karnak passion-
ately, and with a vehemence that was not
usually used to the Headmaster. 1 will
tell you ail, Pr. Stafford! And then, per-
haps, you may judge!”’

“I urge you to calm vourself, sir,” said

the Head wuncomfortably. “ Piease be
zeated, and regain your self control. 1
feel certain that there must be some un-
happy error.”

PDr. Karnak seated himself impatientiy.
“There has been no errer, sir,” he said
thickiy. “I regret that Mr. Lee has

interfered with me in the most unwarraut-
able fashion. 1 have come to you to pro-
test against this atrocious behaviour on
his part. I have loug suspected that he
disapproves of my presence in the school,
and this evening he has found a way to
emit bhis venom.”?

“My dear sir—my dear sir!”
the Head, more distressed
“Please moderate your words! You are
unduly excited, I fear. TUnder no circum-
stances c¢an I associate such conduct as
youn describe with Mr. Lee. A litile calm-
ness, I fcel sure, will ease matters greatly.”

Dr. Stafford was pained beyond measure.
He had enormous faith in Nelson Lee—-
indeed, the f{amous . schoolmaster-detective
was the Head’s chief lieutenant in all
matters. Upon an* question of importance,
the Head called Nelson Lee into consult-
ation with him, and scarcely ever moved
without Lee's approval.

protested
than ever.

-
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On the other hand, he also had faith in

Dr. karnak. The Head lives in a world
apart from the juniors, and he knew
nothing whatever of Karnak's real person-

ality, “He judged him only from the stand-
point of a scholar. And in thkis respect
Dr. Karnak was unimpeachable. His know-
ledge on all subjects of archmology was

prnfuumi
One of the Head’s
presence

desiring Karnak's in the school
was a bhit of a selfish one. For the Head
vas engaged upon a very learned book on
fha biject of ancient relics. And he
had fu nd Dr. Karnak's knowledge of great
assistance to him—in fact, invaluable,

He had not even heard a rumour con-
cerning the Sorcery Club, and the manner
in which Dr. Karnak lhad been influencing
the boys. Certainly, the Head had heard a
stray remark, here and there, about Dr.
Karnak's rather peculiar behaviour of late,
But he2 waved this aside as scarcely
worthy of notice. A great scholar such
as Dr. Karnak would naturally be eccentric
at times.

So it will

chief reasons for

he seen that the Head re-
spected Dr. Karnak almost as much as he
reapectei Nelson Lee. And for the
Egyptian to come to him in this way was
indeed upsetting.

““ Rest assured, Dr. Stafford, that T am
quite calm,” exclaimed Karnak, his voice

nevertheless quivering slightly. < But this
indignity has been put upon me, and I
must protest in the strongest possible

terms.”

“Perhapq you will be good enough to
tell me the exact nature——"’ began the
Head.

“I was in the muscum,” interrupted Dr.
Karpnak.,. “With me were a number of
junior boys, to -whom I was discoursing
upon various subjects connected with
ancient LEgypt.”

““A c¢Ommendable occupation, indeed,”
observed the Head, nodding,

“I felt sure, sir, that it would meet
with  Yyour approval,” continued Dr.
Karnak, his voice becominz softer. ¢ And
then, without the slightest warning, Mr.
Lee burst in wpon our meeting, and com-
manded the boys to leave the museum at
once.”

““Indeed! It seems hardly creditable!”

““Do you doubt me, sir?”’ demanded the
Egyvptian proudly.

““No, no—assuredly not!” the Head made
haste to exclaim.

“But this was not the only reason for
my displeasure,” continued Dr. Karnak.
“I1 protested, and rightly, but Mr. Lee not
only persisted in sending the boys away,
but he slighted me _cruelly by ml’ormm"
the juniors- that sheould ' they dare to
attend a further meeting under my control,
a ﬂo[iglng would be the punishment. 1
protest, sir—indeed, I demand that this
ban of Mr, Lee's shall be removed I do
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not acknowledge that he has the authority‘
to act in such a way.”

The Head was quite alarmed. The
position was a delicate one. In the
position of Housemaster, Nelson Lee
naturally had complete control. It was

not Dr. Stafford’s custom to interfere with
his Housemasters, for in that way lay the
road to d-scontent and ill-feeling.

But he certainly felt that Dr. Karnak
had just cause for righteous anger. ‘Rhis
action on Nelson Lee’s part appeared to be
one of shecr, petty interfereuce.

And tlhe Head, who was ever straight-
forward, resolved to thrash it out at once.
No good would come of delay. With

pursed lips, he touched his bell button,
and in a wery short time Tubbs put in au
appearance.

“ Kindly inform Mr. Lee that 1 desire
his presence in my study at his eurlicst
convenience,” said the Head curtly., <O,
and Tubbs! Tell Mr. Lee that the matter
is urgent.”

“Yessir,” said Tubbz promptly.

After he had gone, the Head sat back
in his chair, but offered no comment. Dr.
Karnak had risen, and wis pacing up aud
down with some uneasiness. Ile wag, ia
fact, just beginning to Ic'.mse that s
mmpluint to thc Head was rather ill-
advised. In the heat of his .anger ve had
come. But perhaps it had been a tactical
blunder.

“ Perhaps, Dr. Stafford, it would be as
well to overlook this afiair,” he began,
magnanimously. It would pain me ex-
ceedingly if an unpleasant scene followed
this interview——"

The Egyptian paused, for at that
moment Nelson Lee had entered. In any
case, it wuas too late now. Lee, who had

already guessed what this sudden call coun-
cerned, was certain of it the instant he
glanced at the faces of his comparions.

“Er—ahem! Thank vou, Mr. Lee,” said
the Head awkwardly. It was good of you
to come so pmmpbl_v.”

“] was informed. r.- Stafford, that
the matter was urgent. ”

“Yes, to be sure,” agreed the " Head.
“PDear me! I find mvself in a most

difficult position, Mr. Lee. I rearet that
Dr. Karnak has felt it necessary to pro-
test against a rather high-h¢acded actiou
on your part. It is all the morg distressing
to me bcecause I know #hat such behaviour
is quite foreign to your nature. ludeed, I
feel sure there will be some simple ex-
planation.”

Nelson Lee smiled grimly,

““Does Dr XKarnak tell you that I acted
in a htgh-handed mznner?” he asked.

““ He—er—states that you slighted him
before :@a number of judior boys.”

“And I periist in that declaration,” said
Karnak, glaring. It pains me to cause
any trouhle, but I must protecy myself. 1
deemed it necessary, Mr. Lee, to inform
the Headmaster ol your unwarrantable

v R



action in the museum, wien you deliberately

belittled me to no purpose.”
Nelson Lee returned Dr.

with cold scorn.
“Very well,

Karnak's look

he said.

Dr. Karnak,”

““Since you have come to the Headmaster,

in this way, I have no alternative but to
relate the full facts.”

““Dr. Karpnak has already done so, =ir,”
sald the Head stiffly.

And, very obligingly, he briefly repeated

Nelson Lee what Dr. Karnak had told
him, The Egyptian was not particularly
pleased. And he now realised to the full
that his temper had led him to blunder
badly. He should never have come to Dr.
Stafford in this way.

“It grieves me to correct Dr. Karnak’s
version of +he affair, but I am compelled
to do so0,” said Nelson Lee. firmly., ¢ And
I need hardly tell you, Dr. Stafiord, that
there are' many witnesses to this incident.
If Dr. Karnak is anxious for an Inquiry

3
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““No, no—certainly not!” put in Dr.
Karnak qockly.

“T am not surprised at your attitude,
gir,” said Nelson Lee :cathingly. I put
a stop to that meeting becaunze it was
utierly and absolutely harmful to the boys
themselves. And, please let me repeat,
in the Headmaster’s presence, that I
positively put my fecot down upon any
further meeting of a like mnature. I am

responsible for the boys in the Ancient
House, and under no circumstances can
I countenance this unhealthy businezs.”

gtormed Dr.

“How dare you, sir?”

Karnak.

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen!” gasped the
Head. :

“Your condauct, =ir, has been repre-
hensihle,” went on Nelson Lee, bitingly,
addressing himself to Dr. Karnak as
though tone Head were not present. < You

have given me this opportunity to speak,
and 1 am not reluctant to avail myself
of it. It i3 full time that Ycu were

pulled up.” _
the truth, was leartily

Lee, to tell |
enjoying the situation. He would not have
ordinary

complained to the Head under

circumstances, but Dr. Karnak had pre-
cipitated this scene himself. And he
would have to take the consequences.
Moreover, the juniors had to be protected.

“T do not understand you!” blustered
the Egyptian.

‘““ Really, Dr. Karnak, I find it difficult
to credit that your wits are so sluggish

this evening,” replied Nelson Lee. “Let
me remind vou of these sinister activities
23
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‘¢ Sinister!” thundered Dr. Karnak.

“Let me repeat the word—sinister!"™ :aid
the detective, his calmmpess in striking con-
trast to the other’s rising wrath. *Jt was
yon who. instigated this Sorcery Club in
the Remove—this sceiety for jumiors which

holds meetings for the investigation of
occult phenomena.”
““Good gracious me!” ejaculated the

Head, startled. <“Is—is this an absolute
fact, Dr. Karnak?”

“Mr. Lee is mistaken—the meetings were
harmless——-"’

“Allow me to contradiet youn, sir,”
flashed Lee. *“ The very opposite is the
case. These sorcery meetings have not only
heen harmful to the boys, but their very

health is being undermined—their morals
shattered. To take one instance—Skelton—.
I found him nearly fainting from sheer

terror in the corridor. The poor bhoy was
utterly overwrought, and I could do wothing
but send him straight to bed. The other
juniors have also been harmed—both in
body and mind.”

Nonsense. sir——nonsense!’? said Dr. Karnak
thickly

“I am not accustomed to having my
statements charactlerised as nonsense,’’ said
Nelson Lee icily. “You will therefore
oblige me, Dr. Karnak, by moderating your
language. I will have no more of these
Sorcery Club meetings, and if you are not
satisfied with my decision, you are at
liberty to appeal to the headmaster. In any
case, it is now out of my hands.”’

Dr. Stafford turned to the

“Is it a fact, Dr. Karnak, that these
meetings were organised for the purpose of
spiritualistic research?’> he inquired. “ I
am not doubting Mr. Lee’s word, but I have
a faint hope that he may be mistaken.”’

‘“‘He certainly is mistaken,’’ said the
Egyptian brazenly. “ My meetings were
quite harmless, and I do not admit for one
mom:=nt that there is any necessity to hring
this club to an end.”’

““Very well, Dr. Karnak. Since you have
asked for this test, we will have it,”’ said
Nelson Lee, his voice cold and steady.
“Will you be good enough, Dr. Stafford,

Egyptlian

" grimly.

to send for Tucker and Clifton .and
Ellmore.—*?
“No, no! I protest against that!®?

shouted Dr. Karnck.

“ Indeed, sir, and why?’’ asked the Head.
““These are the boys, I understand, of
whom Mr. Lee complains. If these meetings
have indeed been harmless, you have
nothing to fear from thegr evidence.’?

“]1 prefer to have this matter kepf -
quiet,’> said Dr. Karnak in confusion.
““There is no reason why it should be
bandied about the school, upon every
tattling tongue that wags.”’

«“] am sorry, Dr. Karnak, but I can only
conclude that you fear such an investiga-
tion,’’ said the Head. * Under the circum-
stances, I mus${ conclude that Mr. Lee’s
dececision is just and warranted. I add my
word-to his own, and must request you to
cease these harmful meetings forthwith., I
absolutely refyse to countenance such
practices. - Indeed, if there is any indication

. that you persist in your preposterous teach-
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ings, 1 shall be compelled to ask for your
resignation. 1 can say no more.”’

Dr. Karnak stood there, his eyes gleaming,
his-whole face alight with suppressed fury.

But by a big effort of will he controlled
himself and bowed.
“Very well, sir, T will let the mattler

rest at that,’’ he said suavely,

He turned on his heel and strode out.

For the first time since he had arrived
at St. Frauk's, he had been soundly rebuffed
by the lMeadmaster. And Nelson Lee was
the cause of it. DBut for his intervention no
itrouble would have arisen.

And Dr. Karnak, not trusting himself to
speak to anyone, went-sstraight upstairs to
his own room. Such was his conccntration
that he even failed to see De Valerie, The
junior had been hanging about, anxious to
know the result of the interview.

Not daring to speak to Dr. Karnak, De
Valerie followed the Egyptian up to his
room, He entered, and stoord there, silent,
and rather in awe. For Dr. Karnak bhad
gone to one wall of the room and was now
kneeling before a little pedestal, on which
st-olod an image of Baal, the sacred moon
god.

He muttered to himself, and even after
he had risen to his feet, he secmed almost
oblivious of De Valerie's presence. His
eyes were burning, and his dark face was
still flushed. |

‘“The hound! The son of a dog!’ he
raved to himself. *‘By the gods of my
ancient faith, I will have vengeance! May
the curses of all evil be wpon him, the
interfering fool!”?

Dr. Karnak’s rage was fearful to witness.
He looked dangerous in the extreme, and he
paced up and down like a caged tiger, until
eradually his anger worked itself out.

And then at last he came to a halt in
front of De Valerie. An added gleam had
come into his eyes-—- a gleam of infernal
character. He looked at De Valerie, Dbut
did not seem to see him.

“ There is a way!’? he mutiered. his voice
containing a demonijacal note. ‘‘I'or weeks
that cursed pig has been in my way-—has
interfered with me at every turn! But he
has overstepped the mark! He has thrust
himself in my path for the last time!
To-night 1 strike!”’

De Valerie looked at him in awe,

“« Perhaps I'd better go, sir,’”” he said
hesitatingly.
"¢ No—no'! Go??* said Dr. Karnak.

“ Assuredly not! 1 want you, De Valerie—
you are nccessary. Yes, quite necessary.
For to you will bhe entrusted the {ulfilment
of my plan.”?

The gaze he hent upon De Valerie was one
of intense, fierce e¢oncentration, The
junior, already under the Egyptian’s in-
fluenc2, w4s now -a literal slave to his will,

For some little time Dr. Karnak talked.

And while doing g0, he hrought to bear the
full strength of his will-power on the boy.

And he lowered his voice, and it now had a
gloating mocking note,
he asked lact.,

*“You wunderstand?”’
“You will obey?’?

“X will obey!”? said De Valerie mechani-
cally. ““You have but to command, Dr.
Karnak, and I will serve.”?

“Yes, you are mine---mine!”’

at

“I am yours!’’ said Cecil De Valerie dully.
CHAPTER VIIL
DR. KARNAK'S CUNNING.
ANDIFORTIH looked
round the dormitory
with satisfaction,
“Uf course, I'm
not claiming any eredft, but
I'll bet it was due to my
viddy speech that Mr. Lee
action,” he said. ““Those rotten
are forbidden, and the Sorcery
as dead as Tut-ankh-amen!”

took
meetings
Club is

““And a goed thing, too!”’ said Armstrong.

“I'm agreeing with you; but Fm blessed
if I can see how Handy did the trick,”’
remarked Reggie Pitt. “Why, Mr. Lee
wasn't there when Handforth mage his
speech. So how can it be possible—-"’

“ Perhaps Mr. Lee heard a few words as
he was passing the doer,”’ said Handforth
carelessly.

““You fathead! JMr. Lee docsn't listen at
doors!’? said Church. ,

““Who said he does?’® roared Handforth.
““And ycu dry up, my lord! XNobody asked
you t> chime in!”’

“I can speak if I want to!”' said Church,
turning red. ‘“Have 1 got to ask jour
permission before I opern my mouth?”’

“Yes!” roared Handforth,

“ Please, Handy, may we leok at you:"
asked Pitt timidly. ‘‘Have we your per-
mission to gaze upon Yyour handsome
countenance? O Flower of Youth, may we
bask in the sunshine of your presence?”’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”?

““You—you funny ass!’’> howled Handforth.

“ Nay, I beseech thee!”’ said Pitt. ¢ For
what are we but doormats upon which von
may wipe thy ample feet!’’

“ Ha, ha, ha!l”’

“ Somehody’s going to get one of wmy
ample feet where he doesn’'t want it in a
minute,’’ said Handforth guickly. “ What's
the idea of going for me lJike this? T tell
you that Mr. Lee acted because I made that
speech. Do any of you chaps deny it?”’

“Yes,”” said the dormitory, with onc
voice.

Handforth stared round
biankly.

‘““Why, you—you rotiters!’> he gasped.
“ Although I'm not surprised,’’ he added, his
tone becoming scornful. ‘1 can’t expect
anything else but jealousy. 1 never get any
credit in this blessed place! You can go
and ‘boil yourselves!®?

And Handforth got undressed, tumbled
into bed, and refuscd to say another word.

staggered, and
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At least, that’s what he inftended. DBut it
only lasted about three minutes, and then
he sat up and commenced *“ chewing the
rag,”’ as Pitt elegantly described it. How-
ever, as nobody took any notice, it didn't
matter much,

““ About time that club was squashed,”’
said Jack Grey. *Just look at De Valerie
over there, I've never seen him looking so
qucer before. The chap scems to be half

dazed, and he's as jumpy as a cat on hot
hricks.”’

Jack Grey was not the only fellow to
notice De Valerie’'s condition. He was pale
and drawn, and if  any questions were
addressed to him, he started abruptly, as
though half frightened. But to all in-

quiries he gruflly declared that he was quite
fit.

Perhaps some of the junioers would have
persisted in their cfforts to question him.
But 1 thought it inadvisable to let this
go on. No good could possibly come of it,
and it seemed to me that De Valerie wanted
rest more than anything else: So I tact-
fully drew, the attention of the juniors into
other (:hd‘lll!.lb, until lights-out.

“ And after that, of course, the
conversation in  the dormitory dwindled
s nidly until it finally died away. And the
Remove slept. Even De Valerie appeared to
be deep in slumber.

And so for two or three hours the dormi-
tory was undisturbed.

The booming notes of midnight chimed
out. And as they did so, Cecil De Valerie
sat up in his bed, staring straight before
him in a quecr, strained manner. There
was an expression on his face that would
have given many a fellow a turn, for it
was 0 unnatural.

Two spots of colour were showing in De
Valerie's cheeks—spots that were in sharp
contrast to the remaining pallor of his face.
There was every indication that he was in-
clined to he feverish,

““1 come!”” h~ breathed softly. ‘I obey!”

As dilently as a shadow he crept out of
bed and put his clothes on. And then he
walked stealthily and noiselessly from the
dormitory. His movements were all regular
and deliberate.

Yet it seemed that he was acting in a
trance. Certainly he was not his old self.
On this particular night, De Valerie was
more completely in Dr. Karnak's sway than
he had ever been before. DBut he was
coming near to the breaking point, and
bometmng would have to go.

Softly he made his way round the dark
corridors until he came to that wing of the
Mcient House where Dr. Karnak's bed-
wom was situated. The Egyptian, in fact,
was waiting outside his duor, attired in a
long ﬂomng Zown.

He nodded to himself with satisfaction as
he saw De Valerie turn the corner. And a
moment later the pair were face to [ace.

“It is well!"’ whispered Karnak. * You
have come!"’

hum of

“I have obeyed your commands!”’
mirmured De Valerie. '
“1 have already instructed you. Repeat

those instructioas to me,”’ said Dr. Karnak.
“ But first of all, take this!*®

He held out his hand. De Valerie gingerly
took from him a kind of long needle, almost
invisible in th& gloom. And the junior
handled it with extreme care, although he
had never seen it before. He lllStIIlCtl\{'"
knew that this needle was deadly. More-
over, Dr. Karnak had previously warned him.

“I am to go to Mr. Nelson Lee's bed-
room,”” said De Valerie tonelessly. ¢I am
fo creep in, and I am to bend over him as
he lies asleep and to prick him with the
point of this needle.”’

“Just that!” murmured Karnak., A
prick—nothing more, It must be 20 small
that scare a drop of blood will be drawn.
And, if possible, make the puncture oun the
side of the neck.”’

“It shall be done!’? said De Valerie.

Withcut another word, he walked along
the cormdor, leaving Dr. Karnak standing
there. It was all so calm, so peaceful, and
g0 perfectly quiet that it scemed impossible
that any sinister work could be on hand.
And yet. as a matter of faect, there was
murder in Dr. Karnak'’s heart, and he was
making De Valerie his unconscious
instrument.

The junior went along without hesitation
until he arrived outside Nelson Lee'’s door.
Here he paused, and now went about his
task with even greater caution than before.
For, without doubt, it was a delicate task
to catch such a man as Nelson Lee asleep,
and to enter his bed-room without arousing
the detective.

But De Valerie accomplished this.

Never before had he been so mysteriously
quiet in his actions. Never bhefore had he
displayved such stealthiness. It was not his
own brain that vas driving him, but Dr.
Karnak’'s. .For there, .richt at the end of
the other corridor, the lgvptian was con-
centrating upon his task.

He sat in a chair, gripping the arms, and
he was coxzcentrating every ounce of his will-
power upon De Valerie. It was a supreme
mental effort, and the very strained
expression on Dr. Karnak's face was
eloquent enough.

And De Valerie was completely controlled.
Even if his own will-power was fizhting
against this thing that he was dumg. ho
was rendered llelgleas. For Dr. Karnak's
will absolutely eclipsed his own.

De Valerie got inside Nelson Lee's bed-
room, and thea paused for a moment, watch-

ing. The blind was up, and the moonlight
streamed through the window and fell
athwart the bed, clearly showing Nelson

Lee there, lying asleEp

And with no more noise than a shadow,
Cecil De Valeriz crept to the bedside. And
there, for a brief second or two, he stood
looking down upon his intended victim. He
was to give one prick—one tiny puncture,



- _needle in

T,

Bat this puncture, however small, would
he sufficient. For the tip of that needle—
which Karnak had warned De Valerie to
avoid as he would avoid the plague—was
coated with one of the deadliest poisons
known. It was an Jastern horror, which
Dr. Karnak had brought from his own
country. He had wused this poison on
occasion to strike small animals dead on
the spot, such as mice, rats, or guinea pigs.
In more than one instance he had been
credited with magic powers for striking un
animal dead with one touch of a wand.

And what this poison would accomplish in
animals 1t couid accomplish in human beings.
For it was just as deadly to the human
blood as it was to any other blood. Death,
indeed, was practically instantaneous.

And it was De Valerie's task to deliver
the fatal dose.

1t was so diabolically eunning—so
murderously simple. A toueh, a mere prick,
and all would be over. And in the morn-
ing the famous detective would be found
dead in bed, and the most careful poest-
mortem would reveal practically nothing.
For, as Dr. Karnak well knew, all trace of
the poisen was eliminated fronr the system
within three hours after death.

It would be assumed, in all probability,
that Lee had died of heart failure. And
this was the only conclusion that the doctors
could reach, for there would be absolutely
no trace of foul play. Should an insignifi-
cant spot be observed on the vietim’s neck
it would occasion no comment. The tiny
wound would be taken for a shaving cut,
or something of that nature.

And the dread moment was now at hand.

Seated in his room, Dr. Karnak wos con-
centrating with even greater intensity. He
calculated that Dc Valerie had now reached
the housemaster’s bed-room. And this, as
we know, was the case.

De Valerie raized his hand, in order to
snap the thread of Nelson Lee's life. The
his hand was invisible—a mere
part of the darkness. And Lee slept. Light
though his slumbers always were, De Valerie
had erept up so ghost-like that even Lee
was not aroused.

By his one action Dr. Karnak would be
rid of the man he most feared, and althourh
a scnsation would follow, there would be no
hint of murder—no suspicion of foul play.
And should there arise some mischance,
Dr. Karnak himself could not be associated
with De Valerie's = actions. The wily
Egyptian was safe all along the line. 1t
was his tool who_ took the risk.

Karnak still sat in his chair, attired in
that -flowing robe of his, and his sheer con-
cenfration of mind was tremendous. And
it was then, at this crucial moment, that
an interruption occurred. The sound was
very slight, but it was sufficient to change
everything in a flash. It was suflicient to
save Nelson Lee from swift, deadly
annihilation, )
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And he saw that there was a
face pressed against the glass—a
dark, swarthy face, with a tur-
banned head. -

| his whole frame shuddered.

It seemed that Providence had taken a
hand in this grim game. )

The sound came from the window—a
curious scraping, as though something had
passed over the face of the glass, Insignifi-
cant though the sound was, it was like the
bursting of a cannon to Dr. Karnak’s acutely
sensitive mind. And, ecoming at this moment,
it took him unawares.

For a flash, his mind left De Valerie, and
he gave a sharp, keen glance at the window.
And he saw there a face pressed against
the glass—a dark, swarthy face, with a
turbanned head. Two gleaming eyes gazed
at Dr. Karnak balefully.

And in that instant the spell was broken.

For not only did the Egyptian’s mind
wander from De Valerie, but it entirely left
the hoy. 1lle leapt to his feet, alarmed and
agitated. For he knew only too well that
his enemies were outside. Hitherto they had
not dared to make any bold attempt at
breaking into the school.

Dr. Karnak’s first movement was to get
beyond the range of the window. For if he
knew of poisons, so did his enemies! And
it was safer to be out of range. His
thoughts were now entirely for himself. He
had forgotten De Valerie and the task that
had been set for him.

In the meantime, the effect upon the junior
was instantaneous.

Even as he had been about to plunge the
point of that needle into Nelson Lee’s:
throat, he seemed to shrivel as he stood, and
It was at that



moment that Dr. Karnak's will-power ceased
to order his movemnents.

De Valerie started back, apparently coming
out of his trance.

He logked round dazedly. Ie stared at
the needle, and a gasp of sheer horror arose
to his lips. For although it was his own
aind that now directed him, he knew ex-
actly what he had been ahout to do. lle
knew that the needle contained a coating
of deadly poison.

With a zasp of utter horror, De Valerie
flung the thing into the heart of the dying
fire, and he reeled back and uttered a long
piercing scream of horror that brou"ht
Nelson Lee leaping up in bed.

He was just in time to see Cecil De
:.alerie writhing on the floor in @ kind of
if

CHAPTER VIII.
THROUGH THE VALLEY OF TUE SHADOW!

ELSON LEL leapt to
the floor in one move-
ment.

I'or a second he
stood looking down upon the
boy. De Valerie was writh-
ing still, and his face was

Without any question, he
This was no. imere

almost purple.
vas in a serious way.
faint.

Lee had not been feeling quite well that
evening, and_ he had slept with unusual
heaviness. It surprised him to find the
junior in his room, and to realise that De
?alerm must bhave entered without arousing
1

But he wasted no time on such thoughts
now.

Picking the boy up, he quickly laid him on
his own bed—for the junior was in nothing
but his pyiamas. De Valerie clutched at
Lee with an awful, feverish strength—as
though he were bereft of his senses. His
eves glared, and .there was a light of un-
natural fire in them.

“He forced me!"’ he said, his voice cracked
and strained. “The needle—the needle!
Drive it in—but lightly! A tiny puncture
Oh! I can't do it! Where am I? Why
are you holding me like this? Let me go!"’

And so he raved on, struggling continu-
ously «against Nelson Lee’'s ministrations,
But the detectnc had heard quite sufiicient
to give him full particulars., He knew, in
fact, that De Valerie had been sent by Dr.
Knrnal-:, and that the object of that mission
was to commit a foul and horrible crime.

The only point he was puzzled about just
then was the weapon—and he was anxious
about it, too. A poisoned needle! If such
«a deadly object as that lay about, it might
niean the death of somebody!

Knowing full well that De Valerie's condi-
tion was serious, Nelson Lee was neverthe-
less aware that this other matter was even
more so.

)

He grasped the junior by the shoulders, and
held him firmly

““The needle!” he said, his voice quite
steady. “ What did you do 'with the needle?”

“In the fire!” panted De Valerie. *In the
fire! I tell vou 1 threw it in the fire! Can't
you leave me alone? Can't you— Dr.

Karnak! Yes! I'm coming! I obey in all
things! 1 am your slave, to do as you
will! Go away from me! I came here to

kill you!”

And so he continued to rave,.sometimes
incoherent, sometimes almost lucid. And
Lee’s efforts to calm him were in vain.

But Nature had been overtaxed too long,
and there soon came a solution to Nelson
Lee’s problem.

For Cecil De Valerie suddenly uttered a
sobbing moan, and he fell back upon the

cushions of the disordered bed, and he
looked deathlike. Lee, if anything, was
rather relieved. Ile knew that the boy

was not dead. Ie had passed into a state
of unconsciousness.

But the detective was under no misappre-
hension regarding De Valerie's condition.
An examination was not even necessary, but
Lee subjected the boy to a quick one. De
Valerie was showing all the symptoms of
dangerous brain fe\er, and he needed
medical attention at once.

Nelson Lee came to a swift decision.

He felt that it would be safe to leave the
boyv alone for a few minutes, but he took the
precaution to lock his door before going
down the corridor. And his first task was
to arouse Mrs, Poulter and to urge lier to
come with all rapidity. Then the Hcad
was awakened, and finally Nelson Lee tele-
phoned to Dr. Brett, who promised to come
at once.

And thus, half an hour later, while St.
IFrank’'s slept, four grave and anxious people
were gathered round the bedside of
Cecil De Valerie. Otherwise, the schoo!
slurnbered in ignorance.

Even Dr. Karnak had crept off to bed.
The sound of movements, and the llead-
master's anxious voice told him that all was
not right. And he instinctively knew that
his deadly plot had failed.

The sudden switching
various parts of the house
scared Karnak's enemies away, too, for there
was no further sign of -them. But they hLad
all unconsciously served an excellent pur-
pose, for it was owing to them that Nelson
Lee now lived.

“This is terrible—appalling!” Dr. Stafford
was saying, as be stood by Nelson Lee's side,
“What can have happened to the boy? Why
should he have been attacked in this extra-
ordinary way?"

«T fear he has been studying deeply these
last few wecks,’”” said Nelson Lee.

“ I'oolish—foolish!"" said the Head. . Well,
Brett—well?”

Dr. Brett made no reply for a few
minutes. De Valerie was now half-conscious
again—delirious. MHe raved incoherently at

on of lights in
had probably
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times, and he was flushed with a colour
that looked worse than his former pale-
ness.

Lee had not enligitened the Mead as to
the exact nature of the affair, for he had no
certain proof of Dr. Karnmak’s guilt, and it
was not the detective’'s way to accuse unless
he could substantiate his charges,

Dr. Brett looked up at last. -

‘I fear there is no hope,”” he =aid gravely.

““Oh, poor dear—poor dear!’” sighed Mrs.
Poulter, in acute distress.

“No hope?”’ echoed the Head huskily.
“ Good heavens, Brett, you can’t mean that!
You're wrong, man—you must be wrong!”’

T'he doctor shook his head.

“] wish to Heaven I could tell you differ-
ently,”” he said. ‘There may peossibly be a
thin thread of hope, but it it almost too
slim to count upon. The bhoy’s had a ter-
rible shoeck—and his fever at the present
moment is dangerous in the extreme, and
may prove fatal. Iis temperature is appal-
Jingly high.” -

The Mead
ingly.

“] am very much afraid that my own con-
clusion agrees with Dr. Brett’s,” said the
detective. “My only hope is that De
Valerie's strong constitution may prevail.
If the end comes, it will come quickly—
before morning, 1 fear., His present condi-
tion is one of the utmost gravity. Ie may
expire at any moment, or he may linger on
for hours.”

“Can you do nothing?” asked the TMead
desperately. ¢ Man alive, why do you stand
there idle?”’ he went on, turning fiercely to
Dr. Brett. < 1s there nothing you can ad-
minister? Surely, surely there is some——"’

“J] am sorry, Dr, Statford; but I have done
the utmost within my power,”” interrapted
the village practitioner. I would suggest
sending for a brain specialist without delay.
I am a medical man, but I do not claim to
have the skill of a specialist.”

“We must get on the telephone at once—
a trunk ecall to London!” panted the Head.
‘““And, good heavens!” he added ahruptly.
““ What about the boy’s parents? They must
be told! They must come without delay!”

“] will ease your mind somewhat, sir,”
put in Nelson Lee quietly. “ While awaiting
Dr. Brett’'s arrival, I got through to
London.” -

“You—you mean "

“I requested De Valerie's parents to come
to St. Irank’s in the swiftest car that
could be obtained,” replied Nelson Lee.
“ Furthermore, I -advised them to bring, if
possible, one of the most eminent brain
specialists of the day—Sir Rodney Whit-
worth, of Wimpole Street.”

Dr. Brett looked round. and nodded.

“I might have know it,” he said. “ You
thipnk of everything, Lee.” f

Dawn had come, and the cold Fehruary
day was already brightening when a power-
ful motor-car turned into the Triangle of St.

looked at Nelson Lee appeal-
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IFrank’s. De Valerie's people had answered
that urgent call promptly. -

They arrived with grave faces and heavy
hearts. And the quiet, dignified gentleman
with them was Sir Rodney Whitworth, the
brain specialist. EY

Dr. Stafford and Nelson Lee had not once
left De Valerie’'s bedside during those
anxious hours. And it was a relief to the
Head that the father and mother had ar-
rived before the boy passed away.

And Sir Rodney, after his examination,
held out a shred of hope.

““A grave case--a very serious case in-
deed,”” he said. ‘“ But there is just a slim
possibility that we may pull him through.
;g'v'itth Heaven's consent, we shall win this
ight.”

The junior was now quite unconscious, the
difliriumn having left him, He lay as cne
already dead, except for high spots of colour
in his cheeks. But Sir Redney had more
hope than he openly adwitted.

That morning the Remove gol a surprise.

No rising-bell sounded; but, instead, a
prefeet went round to every bed, shaking
the juniors into wakefulness. This was
the lirst information the fellows received
that anything was wrong. ,

“What’s the idea?”” grumbled Handforth,
as he was pulled over. * i, steady! What's
wrong, Morrow?”’

Handforth blinked up and down the dormi-
tory sleepily.

“ Don't make any noise—Head’s orders,”’
said Morrow. “If any fellow here even lifts
his voice above a whisper, he'll probably
be flogged!”

“You—you—— I suppose this is a joke?”
shouted Handforth, “It isn’t time for
rising-bell yet—you're just spoofing us!”

‘““ Keep your voice down, confound you!"
broke in Morrow. ¢ De Valerie i3 dying.”

“ What!”’

“De Valerie's dying!”’

“0Oh, I say, Morrow——-"

“Do you think we should come and call
you singly, like this, if everything was as
usual?” asked Morrow tensely. “I don't
know what's happened—we’ve heard no de-
tails—-but De Valerie’'s now in Mr. Lee’s
hedroom, hovering between life and death.
Dr. Brett and a famous specialist f{rom
London are in consultation.”

Morrow’s tone was so impressive and
convincing that the juniors could not doubt
the truth of his words. Butf it seemed alto-
gether incredible. Certainly, De Valerie had
looked a bit queer at bedtime the previous
night, but the juniors had no reason to
suppose that he was in a serious condition.

It was not long before the- news had
spread throughout St. Frank’s. And the
Headmaster had given very strict orders
that no noise of any kind was to be made.
The usual bells were silenced--the clock in
the old tower was stopped. For with De
Valerie practically passing through the Valley
of the Shadow, absolute silence was neces-
3ary-




Lessons that morning were strange and
ecrie.,

The school lay like a place of the dead,
and by this time even the fags had for-
gotten how to talk mnormally. They spoke
in hushed whispers. And the morning’s
work went on nfchanically. Hardly any-
thing was done—for nobody had his thoughts
on the work.

It was not as though De Valerie had been
lving ill for weeks, and had at last reached
the crisis in his illness. The thing had
come so unexpectedly that the whole school
was taken by surprise.

The hours passed slowly. But at last
dinner-time arrived, and many anxious in-
quiries were made concerning the patient.
But there was no cheerful news. At the
same time, there was no ill news. FIor De
Valerie's condition remained unchanged.

““ Poor old Val!” muttered Tommy Wat-
son, as we stood i®the lobby of the Ancient
House. *“I wonder why the dickens he went
off like that? What happened? What
caused him to have brain-fever?”

““ Can't you guess?'’ I asked quietly.

““My hat! You mean Dr. Karnak?”

“Who else?” 1 asked grimly. “I'm not
caying that Karpak did it, but he’s the
prime cause of it. This is what comes of
zoing in for that horrible sorcery stuff!"

It was only matural that we should all
assume that this was the real explanation of
De Valerie's collapse. Not a fellow in the
school had the faintest suspicion that the
*junior had received a shock that had well-
nigh bereft him of his senses. It was for-
tunate, perhaps, that De Valerie had been
attacked by brain-fever. For even this—
providing he recovered—was better than
insanity.

During afternoon lessons in the Remove
the door softly opened, and Nelson Lee ap-
peared. His face was so grave that a
number of the juniors gazed at him with
quick apprehension. Was it possible that
the crisis was already over—De Valerie was
dead? That was the thought that leapt from
mind to mind.

All work stopped on the instant,
Ilandforth could not contain himself.

¢ Js—is he dead, sir?” he asked huskily.

“J] am glad- to inform you, boys, that De
Valerie has passed thé crisis successfully,”
said Nelson Lee. ¢ The danger is now over,
and with care and attention it is hoped that
he will make a good recovery.”

“ Hurrah!"

“@Good old Val!™

““0Oh, thank goodness!”

The relief of the Remove was o great that
the Form-toom became a babble of voices.
But the chieering had been very subdued.
Somehow, the fellows couldn’t bring them-
selves to make much noise.

But it was soon made clear to everyone
that weeks would pass bhefore De Valerie
would recover—and it was very doubtful if
e would be seen at St. Frank’s during the
remainder of this term.

and
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But the very fact that he was over the
danger-point was cause for much rejoicing.
Sonmerton and Adams, his own study-mates,
were particularly delighted. They had spent
some harrowing hours of anxiety.

And two days later a great, luxurious
ambulance arrived—for it was considered
siafe to remove the patient. The noise and
bustle of St. Frank's was not calculated
to speed his recovery.

And so he was taken away. And thus Cecil
De Valerie found himself, weak and gravely
ill, in Sir Rodney Whitworth's nursing-home.

Nearly all memory of that fateful night
had passed from his mind. 1t merely re-
mained as a kind of nightmare. DBut there
wlus one thankful feature about this whole
aftair.

De Valerie had escaped from the evil
influence of Dr. Karnak. And Nelson Lee
still lived. Furthermore, he knew that Dr.
Karnak was not merely a crank and an
enthusiast on the occult, but a cold-blooded,
calculating scoundrel—indeed, a murderer at
heart.

And so Nelson Lee was better prepared.
He knew how to guard himself in future.
Ile had not suspected Dr. Karnak of such
utter devilry. And now that he had dis-
covered the Egyptian's true mettle, his
mind was made up.

He would continue his present course; he
would maintain a vigilant watch upon Dr.
Karnak, and that nascal would soon be
brought to his knees, and then he would
pay the penalty.

To be quite frank, Nelson Lee had very
high hopes of obtainingz all the evidence he
desired against Dr. Karnak within the next
week, And, somehow, he had an idea that
it would be & week fraught with peril and
startling adventure.

THE END,

—_—

——

More Exciting Adven-
tures with Dr. KARNAK
will be described in next
| week's story:-—

'THE TEMPLE OF
| SILENCE!

Look out for the Sports Master’s
- Pow-wow on Footer in the
coming number cf the

- ST. FRANK'S MAGAZINE.
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No. 9. NEW YORK'S GREAT APARTMENT HOUSES

has ruite a
Aerica

HE word “apartment ”
different significance in
to what it has in England. If we
hear of a man looking for an

apartment in London, we picture to our-
selves a rather impecunious fellow who
cannot afford better accommodation than
‘a single room in a boarding house. But
in America an apartment is not merely
-one room, but a whole dwelling—to be
' exact, a flat.

This is just an example of how commoun-
‘place terms in both countries can be
applied to different meanings. A flat in
" London is generally looked upon as some-
thing high-class. The word “flat” in
New York means rooms in 2 common
tenement house.

But we are talking about apartment,,
And over on the other side of the
“herring pond "’ an apartment is from two
or three rooms, to a palatial dwelling
costing tens of thousands of dollars a
year.

Some of the newer apartment houses on
Fifth Avenue and Park Avenue are mainly

occupied by millionaires. These are
“sumptuous in every way, immense, impozing
structures of the skyscraper class, Their
entrance halls are gorgeous almost to a
point of ostentation.  Glorious polished
marble, wonderful furniture and :=appoint-
ments, beautiful carpets and superbly
. decorated walls. Grand staircases, wonder-

ful elevators are a mere matter of course.
And the apartments themselves in these
buildings are in keeping with the rest,
Vast rooms, with peerless decorations and
highting arrangements—in fact, perfect in
every detan.

Not  being a millionaire,
not - numbering millionaires
friends. I did not visit many
super apartment houses. However, I saw
quite enough of them to realise one
needs a king's ransom before one can enter
into occupation of such a dwelling.

But the lesser apartment louses are
even more interesting For the majority
of people in New York live in this way.
The suburbs of the great American
Metropolis are not filled with square miles
-of villas, as we are accustomed to in
London. Instead, New York has her
thousands of apartment houses, stretching

right out through Harlem and the Bronx,

however, and
among my
of these

“Tuckahoe,

far into Westchester County—to Bronxville,
and similar spots which a few
years ago were almost open country. These
apartment houses are being built in
hundreds.

And it must be admiftted that the
ordinary middle class apartment is exceed-
ingly comfortable. While I was in New York
—and my visit was extended over many
months—I lived in quite a nice apartment
on Riverside' Drive. From the [ront
windows one gained a fine view of the
stately Hudson River, with the shora2s. of
New Jersey beyond. And in the immediate
foreground Grant’s Tomb arose majestically
and in sombre stateliness,

The apartment itself was on the fourth -
floor, and unless the elevator was used,
the stairs were somewhat tiresome. But
there is always an elevator. It is a very -
pocor apartment house, indeed, that does
not boast its hft and its coloured elevator
boy. These darkies are always called boys,
although frequently they are quite elderly
men.

These  apartments have dlnmg-room,
drawing-room, two bed-rooms, maid’s-room,
bath-room, Kkitchen, etec. There is, of
course, electrie light and gas—and, most
important of all in these New York apart-
ments, steam heat.

There are no flreplaces as we know them
here, True, some of the rooms are sup-
plied with ornamental fireplaces, but they
are practically useless from a utilitarian
point of view. They are, in fact, jusv
for looks

The heat is supplied to every room by
means of radiators. And this method is
so satisfactory that I found the heat most
uncomfortable—even when the temperature
outside was somewhere approaching zero,
a::;l when spow lay thick over the whole
city.

At first T absolutely hated this steam
heat, but one gets used to everything in
ttme, and before I left New York I had
almost grown to like @ it—providing that
the radiators were turned off until the
heat was moderated. It i3 certainly a
boon to have every portion of one’s dwell-
ing evenly heated. And there are no
draughts. There is no shivering when one
undressez to get into a chilly bed. And
chilblains are practically unheard of in
New York, in spite of the excessive cold
that Irequent l\y prevails,
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The kitchen arrangements in the average
New York Apartment are quite ideal, when
judged from the average British standpoint.
As a general rule, these kitchens are ab-
surdly small. But what they lack in size
they easily make up for in convenience
and daintiness.

I am talking, of course, of the better
class apartment houses, and of the modern
ones. And these Kitchens really are daiuty.
They are decorated with wlite tiles, the
dresser is closed in with glass doors, and
there is, of course, a continuous suppiy of
hot water—day or night.

It is just the same with the bathroom.
This, gencrally, is a perfect model of hy-
gicnic comnfort. There is evervthing that
one could desire—hot water in sufficient
quantities to have a bath every fifteen
minutes of the day or night—tiled floors
and walls, beautiful brass fittings, aad, of
course, a shower.

So, althonugh the rents are very high for
these places, yon really do get something
for your money. And they are quite strict,
too. There must be no piano playing after
the hour of eleven o’clock at night, o1
there will be compleints from vour neigh-
hourz above, below, or from some other
quarter.

As a matter of course, every apartment is
fitted with a telephoue. The only draw-

back to this telephone 1is that it Iis
not a direct line, but connected with the
main  switchboard in the entrance hall.

And on many an occasion have I been ex-
asperated to a point of exhaustion.

I'or the coloured elevator boy is by ne
means an assiduous worker. Taking the
average apuartment house, the coloured boy
goes about his duties in a nonchalant, easy-
going manner. If the telephone buzzer
buzzes, well, it can buzz. You'll aever find
a New York elevator boy hurrying hi.uself.

Sometimes the »hoy will be absent from
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his post for five or ten minutes on end.
And then the helpless would-be telephonist
sitnply raves into the transmitter of his in-

strumant. For, without the switch-boy he
cannot possibly communicate with the Ix-
change.

Ther2 is no dust in America—and no dust-
bin. All waste matter 1is universally re-
ferred to by the high-toned word, ¢ gar-
bage.”” And dustbins naturaily become

‘¢ garbage cans.”

The arrangements regarding waste matter
in these apartment-houses are quite
effective. The housewife, or maid, waits
uintil the janitor sounds the buzzer in the
kitchen. Here there is a dumb waiter, the
shaft lcading down into the nethermost
regions of the zreat building. Up comnes
the little lift, the garbage can and waste-
paper are deposited thereon, and tne house-
wife then touches her bell. Down uzoes her
rubbish, and in a short time the can comes
up again, clean, paper-lined, and ready fcr
ancther day's filling.

All groceries, etc., are delivered to the
apartments by means of these dumb waiters,
for tradesmen are not allowed to come to
the front door,

As regards your daily mail it seemns to
me that the procedure could be improved
upon. The postman simply delivers a.vast
batch to the elevator boy, who then takes
his leisure in secrting out the letters. And,
by degrees, he drops them outside the
doors on the various Hoors. There are no
letter-boxes, and so you will find your mail
kicking about on the outer mat.

But, taking these middle-class apartment
houses on the whole, they are very com-
fortable to live in, and the householder 1is
practically free from ail kinds of responsi-
bility. So it is hardly surprising that this
type of dwelling is extremely popular, and
even growing in popularity every dav.

—

The Next Article in This Interesting Series, from
Brook’s American Note-book, will be :—

ZII"IERICAN SHOPS THAT
ARE DIFFERENT

Here, the author will describe his impressions of
various shops which the traveller would not expect
to find anywhere else but mm U.S.A.
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Kstablished by the  Corporation of  where it now stands. 1t is maintained by
London in 1834, under the authority of an | an endowment derived from the estates of
Act of Parliament, this well-known London | John Carpenter, town. elerk of the City,
schooi was erected by the Corporation on a| who left property for educational purposes
site of ground at one time occupied by the | in 1412, The school is governed by a com-
Honcy Lane Market, Cheapside. 1In 1353 the | mittee selected by the corporation. It may
school was  removed to the Victoria [ be noted that the Hon. H. H. Asquith was
"Embankment, near  Blackiriars dridge, U a scholar of this school,
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Editorial Office,
Study C, _
St. TFrank’s.
My dear Chums,

I am soiry that it has becn impossible

to obtain Mr. Clifiord’s first ‘‘pow-wow ”’
on sport in time for publication in this
week’'s Mag., Our Sports Master has had a
very busy week, attending one or two boxing
matches, arranging footer fixtures, and
getting the gym. ready for a special display.
All these things take up time, with the
result that the article has only just come
to hand, and will have to be held over
until next week,

PITT'S FOOTER YARN.

Reginald tells me that he has read so
many football stories that he could write
one himself with his eyes shut, so to
speak., ‘*The Luck of the Team,”’ which I
have published this week, is a potted
version, or rather a travesty, of a typical
footer varn. Personally, I don’'t tsink Pitt
could write anything serious if he tried,

BUSTER BOOTS AND THE MAG.

Frankly, I would much rather have Buster
Boots on my side than against me. At the
beginning of last term, as most of you
remember, he had me whacked, and relieved
me of the Remove Captainey for a while.
Buster then was new to the sechool, and
new to thz ways of St. Frank's. In short,
he made some bad indiscretions, and paid
the penalty for them. Since then he has
quietened down considerably; but the same
old spirit is there, only it is wiser and
saner, and is to be used to good purpose.
In other words, Buster has decided to join
the coalition=to give me and the Mag,
his valuable support. I do not believe in

wasting talent when I can get it, and so |

I am appointing Buster as our publicity
man. His job will be to push the paper,
and to make it known to the big outside

world. He has also promiscd to contribute
a weekly article, entitled, ¢ Getting on

Top,”” the first of which 1 have been able,
thanks to Buster's promptness, t{o include
in this issue.

A TIME FOR EVERYTHING,

There have been several complaints made
by the masters lately of boys who read the
Mag. in class, and 1 have it on good
authority that if this habit continucs our
paper will be stopped. Now the Mag. was
never intended to relieve these kind of
dull moments, any more than playing games
were invented to take the place of work.
I wonder what would happen to a goalie

who spent his time reading a magazine
during a match, and then let a ball
through? There is a time for everything,

and the best time for enjoying the Mag. is
when you are in your study and peace and
quietude reign supreme. Of course, I know
it is not always possible to get such ideal
conditions, especially in the case of Church
and McClure. I cannot imagine when these
poor fellows get a chance {o read the Mag.,
but thcy manage to read it somehow or
somewhere,

ORIGINAL SKETCHES FOR PHOTOS.

1f your school has not yet appeared in
the :nagnificent series of pen drawings by
Mr. Briscoe, send along without delay a
photo of it with badze and motto, and &

few facts concerning the school’s history.
All photos will be returned, and the
original sketch signed by the artist, will

he sent to the owner of the photo used.

Your old fricnd,
NIPPERL.
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ON ANYTHING AND EVERYTHING

A Chatty Contribution
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OSSIP, of course, can mean all sorts
of things. And when it comes to
gossip of the Remove for this week,
there's very little to write ahout.

What I mean is, practically nothing has

happened. But as I am the Gossip Editor,

I suppose I've got to put pen to paper.

And I think it is my duty to register a
protest at this point concerning the paper
which is supplied to us for letter-writing.
A Dbig school .like this ought to be able
to provide paper of better quality. 1 hope
this will be seen by those responsible, and
that an improvement will resuit. I mean,
we ought to have something good—some-
thing pretty decent. A linen paper would
be the thing.

Which reminds me of Somerton. On
Monday his linen was really disgraceful.
How on earth the fellow can go about in
such a crumpled collar surprises me. And
linen is so cheap nowadays, too. 1 mean,
collars and sheets, and all sorts of other
things. 1 saw a circular yesterday from a
Bannington firm that offered tea-cloths of
pure linen for nine-three, or some such
preposterous figure.

Now, when you come to think of it, some-
thing ought to be done about this. If
- tea-cloths can be purchased so cheaply, why
do the fellows persist in washing-up their
tea things with a duster? I happened to
go into Study D the other day, and there
was Church washing the teacups with a
tooth-brush, and McClure was wiping them
with a piece of cotton-waste that had
previously been used for cleaning a bike
lamp. I mean, even the best tea must taste
funny after this.

And now, about tea. It’s all very well
to have this meal in our own studies, but
it's a pity a different arrangement can’t be
arrived at. I think that the school
authorities ought to send servants round
to set the tables, put the kettles on, and
clear up and wash up after the meal is
over. Think what a lot of saving this would
mean.

It wouldn't matter so much for the
seniors, because they have fags to perform
these duties. DBut the Remove is obliged
to fend for itself, which doesn’t seem quite
fair. I think it’s time somebody made a
move.

Handforth was talking about making a
move on Wednesday. I think he must have
had a row with Church and McClure, and
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he threatened to shift into another study.
That was ali right as far as it went, but
it appears, by the facts I can pick up,
that the other studies were not quite agree-
able, 1 mean, having Handforth as an
additional member is a pretty tall order.
Of course, the thing fell to the ground.

That young ass, Willy Handforth, fell to
the ground, too. He climbed one of the
chestnut-trees in the Triangle to dislodge
a football that had been kicked up there.
And the young fathead fell almost from the
top, and hardly hurt himself. I think some
of these fags must be made of rubber. In
future he’ll avoid those chestnuts.

As a food, chestnuts are very nutritious,
and nobody will deny that they taste extra
good when you've roasted them in front of

your own fire. And chestnuts are not
always eatable, either.
Take Pitt’s, for example. Some of his

chestnuts in the mag. are almost pitiful.
I think he must rake these old jokes out
of some obsolete volume of * Punch.”

Now, Buster Boots’ punch is formidable.
I saw him land an uppercut on Friday
that nearly Kknocked .Fullwood into the
River Stowe. Not that Fullwood didn’t
deserve it. He was actually sticking pins
into a frog, and Buster didn't approve.
You'd have thought that Fullwood was a
frog, the way he hopped off. I'd like 1o
express my appreciation of this action by
Boots, :

During the slushy weather even the best
hoots are liable to leak. And it is quite
a good idea to adopt the American custom
of wearing goloshes. I'll admit they don't
look very nice, but they're a fine protection
for the feet. Quite apart from that, boots
last much longer, and your feet don't get
so cold.

I'm sorry that Mr. Crowell has had such
a bad cold recently. The whole Editorial
staff wishes me to say a word of sympathy,
and to hope that Mr. Crowell will soon
be his hale and hearty self again. Health
is the main point.

And I really do think that the Form-
room pencils ought to have better points.
The fellow whose duty it is to look after
this matter is very neglectful. And neglect,
as everybody knows, is one of the main
causes of delay.

And that, 1 think, as the broadcasting
chap says, concludes our news bulletin,
I'll admit there hasn’t been much news,
but you know what I mean,
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THE LUCK OF THE TEAM

A Football Travesty
By REGINALD PITT ..
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ED by their able skipper, Jim More-
ton, the Blackside Rovers had won
every match of the season, and
looked like topping the League in

L

the Cup Final at the Assembly Park
Stadium, where they were to meet their
deadly rivals, the Darlington Dare-devils.

This team had never known a defeat, and,
in consequcnce, Blackside Rovers knew that
they would have to fight a stiff battle to
lick their coming opponents., But they
were confident in their leader, Jim Moreton,
for he knew how to handle men, whether
they were his own or those of the opposing
side.

Jim Moreton had worked his way up to
his present exalted position from the
humblest heginning., It was as a messenger-
boy that he came under the notice of Lord
Eaglebrook, the president of the Blackside
Rovers. The sporting peer had observed the
skill with which the Ilad kicked about a
paper ball in the street just outside his
house, where young Moreton had been sent
to deliver u message. After watching the
youthful footballer for an hour or so, Lord
Eaglebrook sent for the youngster and
questioned him on how he had learned to
use his feet so cleverly. Young Moreton
replied that he had kicked things about for
so long that he could not remember.

“With a little training, my lad, I could
make a First League man of you,” said
Lord Eaglebrook, who was immensely rich.
The kindly peer then offered to take the
young Moreton in hand and mould him into
a first class footballer. IFrom that day on-
wards Jim Moreton never looked back, un-
less it was at the Hon. Lady Marjory, Lord
Eaglebrook's pretty daughier. She followed
his carcer with admiring eyes, for when-
ever he led his mud-stained, victorious men
back to the dressing-rooms, after an im-
portant match, Lady Marjory, who always
contrived to be present on such occasions,
would smile a sweet smile at him as he
passed the pavilion.

On the day preceding the great match,
considerable excitement prevailed over all
England. Many thousands of spectators
were anticipated to be present to witness
the titanic struggle for the Cup. Although
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most people wanted to’ see Blackside win,
the general opinion among experts was in
favour of Darlington. There was one man
in particular who expected the Dare-devils
to pull off the Cap, and he was Norman
Sleek, the unscrupulous bhookmaker, who
made it his business only to back a cert.
He had staked ten thousand pounds on
Darlington winning. Ilence, after a practice
game of the Blackside Rovers, Silas Hooke,
the disgruntled forward and ex-captain of
the team received a message from Sleek
making an appointment at the King’s Head
to talk business. Hooke secretly hated Jim
Moreton, for the rising young {ootballer
had ousted him from the captaincy.

‘“ Get that kid Moreton out of the way,”
said Sleek, “and you will then take over
the captaincy. After that it will be dead
casy for you to mess up the game and
lose the match.”

Silas Hooke clenched his fists and ground
his teeth.

““I shall e chucked out of the team,” he
muttered.

“What if you are. You will be a
thousand pounds the richer,” said Slcek,

“Sure! You're right, guv'nor.”
The two men shook hands on
and parted.

That evening a motor-car arrived at the
humble lodgings of Jim Moreton. It had
been sent, so the chauffeur said, by Lord
Eaglebrook, to convey the young footballer
to the station, where he would mcet his
team and accompany them to London by
the same train., As Moreton had no reason
to doubt the chaufleur’'s story, he jumped
into the car. Ailter about the tenth mile,
Jim noticed that they were not going in the
right direction for the station. Instead,
they were getiing deeper and deeper into
the country, which was now black and
lonely. Just as Jim was beginning to get
suspicious, the car pulled up before an old
disused barn,

The chauffeur sounded the horn. Imme-
diately, two figures rushed out of the barn
and attacked the hapless footballer. Jim
put up a good fight before he was knocked

the deal

| out senseless by a life-preserver from the
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rear. When he cawme to, he found himself , brook a telegram. The peer fore open the
tied securely to an iron ring fixed to the { orange cnvelope and scanned the flimsy
wall of the barn. paper. It was from Jim Moreton, ana

He knew now that he had been the vietim
of foul play, and that some scoundrel had
planned to get him kidnapped, so as to
prevent him from taking part in the match
on the morrow and so cause the Blackside
Rovers to lose the Cup. But he was not
beaten yet. There might still be time fto

escape and catch the milk train up to
London. IMe struggled wvaliantly with his
fetters. Suddenly he paused in great alarm,

for he heard the sounds of a cock crowing,
and observed that daylight was faintly
illuminating his darkened prison.

“I must have been senseless for several
hours,” he told himself. “I suppose it is
nearly seven, and the match starts at two.
I've got seven hours to do it in.”

He was so tightly bound that
precious hours went by before he
himself free,

worked

In the meantime., the Blackside Rovers
turned up at the Assembly Park Stadium
without their skipper, whom they expected
to find waiting to grect them on the
ground. They were thunderstruck when
they discovered he had not arrived, Lord
Eaglebrook, accompanied by his pretty
daughter, was ecqually astonished to find
that Jim Moreton was missing. The Hon,
Lady Marjory showed deep consternation at
the news.

Ten minutes before the mateh was due to
start, a telegraph-hoy handed Lord Kagle-
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three. |

said, “Unable to play to-day. DBroken leg

in bad motor-car smash. Play Carter
Reserve and advise Hooke to take over
captainey. Jim Moreton.”

The sad rews was read by megaphone to
the vast crowd, numbering three hundred
thousand people, and was received in
silence, except for a few Darlington sup-
porters who were unsporting enough to
cheer, They were instantly subdued by
angry boos. The Hon. Lady Marjory.
swooned when she heard of the accident to
Jim, and had to he removed.

Mr. Norman Sleek rubbed his bands and
smiled to himself as he sat in the grand-
stand watching the disappointment of the
crowd. He was evidently satisfied at the
way his rascally scheme was working.

Loud cheering went up when at two
o'clock the two teams trooped out and took
up their positions on the field.

The Rovers won the toss, and as the
whistle blew for the game to begin, Silas
Hooke passed the ball to the opposing left
wing, who, before the Rovers had time to
recover from the shock of this fearful faux
pas, had dashed past their defence and
scored the first goal.

Loud, derisive boos from the crowd fol-
lowed this calamity. Lord Eaglebrook was
furicus. For a time Hooke dared not re-
peat such brazen treachery. But when-
ever the leather came to him, it was notice-
able that his shooting and passing werc
[amentably inaccurate. Whenever he could,
he broke up the combination cf
his men, abusing them in force-
ful language for his own de-
liberate mistakes. In this way
two more goals were scored by
the Darlington Dare-devils.

So far the Blackside Rovers’
score was nil. Their morale was
visibly affected, and nothing but
a miracle could save them from
ignoble defeat., The Dare-devils
were all over the Rovers' pgoal.
Silas Hooke was always in the
thick of the scuffle. At last he
got hold of the ball, and could
have Kicked it out of danger.
Instead of that, he slipped, and,
in falling, cleverly pushed the
ball back into his own goal.
Another goal was scored by the
Dare-devils from a penalty-kick,
due to Hooke handling the ball.

The crowd was getting angry,
4 A

and yelled not very choice
epithets at the Blackside cap-
tain, calling upon Silas Hooke
to hook it.

At half-time the score stood at

Jim put up a good fight before he was
knocked out senseless by a life-preserver

frecm the rear.

6—0 against Blackside.
There was little chance ol the
Rovers recovering, and Hooke




was doubtful  whether they 1
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would play him in the second <

half. He had done his foul
work too thoroughly.

Suddenly loud and tumultuous : —

cheering burst like a thunderclap

from the Stadium. A small

tigure, that of Jim Moreton, was
pelting across the oval ground

towards the grand-stand. Lord
Eaglebrook could scarcely believe >
his eyes, and the Hon. Marjory,
who had sat in a kind of trance
during the match, clapped her
hands with delight.

-“ My good fellow, what does
all this mean?” began Lord

[

Eaglebrook, as soon as Jim came

up to him. “1 heard you had Ty

broken your leg in a motor-car YEITI<
smash.”?

“That is falsze,”” said Jim
Moreton, “ 1 was kidnapped, and

.4 i-l

have only just managed to get
here. 1 hope the team has
pulled through without me.”

Jim headed the ball back into the left-
hand corner of the goal, out of reach of th
custodian. -

““No, my boy, we are six goals
down,’” said the peer. “It’s that scoundrel
llcoke. He skippered the team and let us
down purposely, hecause I had this season
superseded him by yon as captain.”

‘“More than that,” said Jim. *“ He was
paid something by Norman Sleek, the

notorious bookie, to kidnap me and lose
the match.”

“How do you know that Sleek is at the
bottom- of all this?”’ asked Lord Eaglebrook.

“1 recognised his chauffeur,” replied
Moreton. “I saw him as I arrived here
driving Sleek away.”

In a few words Jim told the whole story
of his adventures, and Scotland Yard was
immediately informed. While the police
were on the track of Norman Sleek and
Silas Hooke, who had also hurriedly de-
parted, the game was resumed, this time

with Jim Moreton as captain and centre-
forward. -

" Cheers upon cheers re-echoed from the
Stadium as Moreton dashed down the field
with the leather between his legs. Back
after back tackled him, but time after

time he tricked them, finishing up with a.

brilliant shot past the opposing custodian.
Having scored four goals in rapid suc-
cession, Jim had now reduced the lead 1o
two. He felt he could now indulge in some
exhibition of the wonderful combination
game, for which the Blackside team was
noted. The backs fed the wings, and the
wings, with amazing dash, carried the
leather right down the field, concluding with
a ,beautifully judged centre on to the boot
of the waiting centre.forward, who merely
tapped the ball into. the net. But the
Darlington . Dare-devils put up a great
defence, and scoring bhecame slow. Only

two goals were added, and with two minutes
héfore time, both sides stood at six goals
cach.

The spectators rocked with excitement,
shouting to Jim to score the winning goal.
At last Jim could not resist the impulse.
Securing the ball, he dribbled it down the
field in magnificent style, amid the cheers
of the spectators. The backs succumbed to
his wonderful footwork, and now there was
only the goalie between him and the Cup.

* Shoot, man—shoot!” yelled a hundred
thousand vajces,

Jim steadied himself and shot.
punched the leather out.

““Saved!” yelled another hundred thousand
voices,

The goalie

Then a remarkable thing happened. Jim
hcaded the ball back into the left-hand
corner of the goal, out of reach of the
custodian.

“@Goal! Bravo!®?

“Time!»?

The whistle ‘lew.

It was all over, and Blackside Rovers had
heaten the Darlington Dare-devils. by seven
to six.

Jim Moreton was the hero of the day.
Lord Eaglebrook was immensely pleased
with his prctégé. and willingly consented te
the marriage of his daughter to the eminent
footballer, who eventually rose to a very
high position in the State, bccoming M.P.
for Blackside.

As for Norman Sleek and Silas Hooke,
they were both duly arrested, convicted,
and each sentenced to a long term of penal
servitude, a sentence they richly deserved,

THE END.
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T chanced one Evil Day that three
reckless and foolish youths were
partaking of that forbidden Weed

which is known throughout the land
as Tobacco, but which, accnrdmg to the
Flavour of some Br:mda, is Goodnes:
Knows What. And npot only were these
Foolizh Youths indulging in a Smohe but
they were Dotty Enough to periorm the
Deed in their own Study.

Now, it came to pass that a Certain
Master wandered forth into the Junior
Passages, and being possessed of a Keen
Nose, he paused suspiciously at a closed
door and snifted. Thereupon, he opened the
door and entered.

And, behold, Fullwood
Bell were discovered in
Having a Pufi. And Mr.
was great, and the dismay
and Co. was Greater.

And so it came about that these Reck-
less Youths were soundly thrashed by the
Indignaat Master, and for the rest of the
day they displayed a Great Reluctance
to sit down, unless a cushion were avail-
able. And far from being duly chastened
by their punishment, they proceeded to
Plot.

And, between them, they hatched a
Scheme of Revenge. Tor they were deter-
mined that the Master should suffer even
as they had suffered—although not exactly
in the Same Wayv. Fullwood and Co., for-
sooth, had evolved a Riper Method.

And thus it came to pass that Fullwood
and Co. arose from their couches after the
multitude had retired to rest. And, lo,
they descended into the Dark Recesses of
the school, and even penetrated into the
Fastnesses of the classroom,

And here, with but the light of
electric torch to gunide them, they
formed a Piece of Work that was
short of Diabolical in its cunning
Wickedness.

And yet :ts secret lay in its Simplicity.
A coating of glue was placed upon the
polished seat of Mr. Crowell’s chair, and
as the chair had looked before the work

and Gulliver and
the very act of
Crowell’s wrath
of Fullwood

an
per-
little
and

Commenced, so it looked when the work
was Finished. For the coating of glue
was Imvisible, and, verily, hardened ere

loug,

- of Ample Lenﬂth
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No. 10.—The Fable of the Three Nuts
and the One Master.

that when Mr.
the Unruly Mob
Remove, he had no
lay In Store. ’'Twas
sun did =shine. And
watched with gloating

Aud it came to pass
Crowell presided over
which was called the
Suspicions of what
morning, and the
Fullwood and Co.

Expentancy.

And, lo, Mr. Crowell sat himself down
upon the chair, which, in itself, was a
Picture of Innocence. For the glue was
cven hard to the touch. But it chanced

was somewhat warm,

that Mr. Crowell

being but Human, after all. And as he
thus sat, so did he become Greatly
Attached to his chair.

And, behold, when he arose anon, it
filled the Multitude with amaze to see that
his chail arose with him. And thereupon
a Titter sounded, which rapidly swelled
into a roar of Rlbald Merriment.

And Mr. Crowell, much confused, and
with anger gleam:nﬂr from his Eyes, swungz
round. And it chanced that the chair was
Heavy, and it salso chanced that Mr.
Crowell’s trousers were light. And, for-
sooth, the chair did become Detached,
carrying with it a large portion of Mr.
Crowell’'s Nether Garments.

And 1t came to pass that Mr.
fled, as well he Might. It were fortunate
that he had tucked hiz gown up before
seating himself, and that this gown was
For it has been wisely
said that a Long Cloak hideth a multitude
of Rags.

And hla Brow was Black, and Ina eyes
were Grim, when he returned thirsting for
Blood. But his inquiries came to Nought
—uantil, perchance, he happened to look
within Gulliver's desk. And there he founi
the remains of glue, and forthwith did he
tax the Wretched Youth. And Gulliver,

Crowell

being of Weak Stamina, blurted out the
truth, thereby accusing his Guilty Com-
rades.

And the three Reckless Ones were hailed
unto the Head-—-He who Reigned Supreme.
And it were as well, haply, that a Veil
be drawn over the painful happenings
which immediately followed.

MORAL:—THERE IS ENOUGH TROUBLL
IN THIS WORLD WITHOUT ASKING
FOR IT!




GETTING ON TOP!

A Series of Heclpful Articles for the
Who Wants to Get On,

By BUSTER BOOTS.

Ne. 1.—THE THREE P’s.

LIVE-WIRE METHODS.

I have been asked to write a zeries of
articles for the Mag. The:, are for the use
of those juniors who wis sh to make a name
for themselves. They will be no use for
slackers and loafers. They are meant to
show the lines along which those who are
AMBITIOUS should go.

To begin with, the methods T advocate are
those which I will call Live-Wire. Every-
thing in the world is done by Live-Wires. No
has-beens and wash-outs need apply f{or jobs
in this world.

Force is Matter. Likewise Matter is Forece.
With this difference. If you are a Live-Wire
you can force matters to a heag. And Torce
always Matters!

THE THREE P’s

That brings me to my %cand point.
school life, as in Business,

In
there .are three

cardinal factors. They are. Puszh, Punch
and Pep. .
You all know what Punch is. It is Forece

with a capital P.
all the time!
with hoth feet!
_ Push is slightly different. It means shov-
ing. You must shove with all your might,
or you will be left behind. You must put
your head down and shove. You must get
your shoulder to the wheel.

And Pep is much the same, except that it
is spelt differently. It i3 short for the
word peppermint, and means ginger. That is
Hot Stuff. So you must put pep into it. You
must do it with Pep.

THE LADDER OF SUCCESS.

Now we come to something more difficult.
Time is Money. If you doubt it, lock at all
thie great organisers, the men of genius. To
mention but a few—Carnegie, Rothsehild and
myself. Did we ever slack? No. We started
to climb the Ladder of Success

The first thing we did was to Eliminate
Waste. Then we began to Conserve Energy.
Energy is Power. Power is Money. Money 13
Time, That should be enough to show you
how vital it is to Use your Brains!

Some people think Brains are little v.hlt-e
things growing inside your head. That is
common mistake. They are not. Brains axe
Power. They Eliminate Waste.

And if you Eliminate Waste you are on the
first rung of the Ladder of Success.

(In my next article I shall deal with some
aspects of Getting on Top as they aflect
certain Juniors at St. Frank's.)

It means you get there
It means you jump on top

PERPETRATED

By
C larence Fellows.

The Village Blacksmith

(0f Bellton.)

Under a sloping iron roof
The Bellton smithy stands.

The smth, a clever chap is he,
With much grime on his hands.

And the thmgs he does to earn his hxead
Are many as- the sands.

When fellows want their Dbikes
They take ’em to the smith,

Who gets his hammer in his hand
And bangs away forthwith.

And strange to say, he does the job
Quite well-——and that’s no myth.

repaired

And children coming home from school,
Look in at fhe open door.

They love to cheek the smithy bold,
And hear him give a roar.

Then off they bolt, and stand and jeer,
And hear him roar some more.

If you should have a gramophone,
Tue spritg of which is broke,

.You take it to the village smith,
Who treots it as a Joke '

Such jobs as this are soft, forsooth,
To such a handy bloke.

It may bhe that your wireless set
Won't give results at all

Don’t be disturbed by such a fact,
Just on the smithy ecall

And if he doesn’t put it ncrht
I'tl eat my grandma’s shawl,

He'll take on any sort of task;
He'll even mend your tyres.

And if you've got a tooth that’s loose
He'll pull it with his pliers. .

No job's tco small, no job’s too large,
And he's agent for the dyers.

He keeps a stock of petrol tins,
Full up of good old juice;

So if your motnr-h1ke runs dry,
And all the nuts zet loose,

IIe'll put it right in half a jiff,
As cheery as the deuce.

Toiling, rejoieing, perspiring,
Throughout the day he goes.

And when the evening comes aloang,
He dons his other clothes,

And goes off to the old W hite Harp
Until it's time to close.-
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£ J OLLY OLD CAVALIERS AND
TricaTFUL ROUNDHEAD

. /
A Tale of Cliver Cromwell’s Days, when Knights
Were Priceless and All That Sort of Thing

By ARCHIBALD WINSTON DEREK GLENTHORNE

AUTIIOR'S NOTE:—In the first half of this ** Have courage, my own!' he breathed.
jolly old yarn, Licut. Reggie Faversham, { ¢ This laddie will help, methinks!”
a das hlng yvoung chappie of the King’s Col. Blood, in the meantime, had pulled
Army, is collared by a foul hhrrhhr'iumqoif together .~o effectively that lhe
named Col. Blood, who happens to| whisked out his jolly old rapier, and pro-
belong to Oliver Cromwell's stafl. They | ceeded to whirl it round. And Dick Turpin
come to the Sign of the Royal Oak, a | grinned, and laughed a pretty scornful
pretty priceless wayside iun, and Reggie | laugh.
wilts somewhat because his best girl is “What now?’ sayvs he. “ Wouldst fight?*
the landlord's daughter. This wench, ““ Blister my skin!” roared Col. Blood.
Mistress Anne by name, pleads with | ¢ Thou scurvy varlet! Is't possible that you
Col. Blood for Reggie’s release. But the | defy me? Oddslife, thou knave! Perchance

poisonous old toad absolutely refuses,
and the damsel weeps like the dickens.
Col Blood proceeds to yap that Reggie
is to be shot at dawn, and they make
a move for the old doorway. Then
sounds of clanking spurs flow in, and
Dick Turpin appears. Col. Blood nearly
has apoplexy when he hears the
chappie’s name. and Dick Turpin
swageers forward, looking as fierce as
anything. NOW CARRY ON:
ISTRESS ANNE, with a look of joy
on her priceless face, dashed up
to Reggie, and clung to him
lmmgh
buxorma wench in his
somewhat  fruitily.

And Reggie seized the
arms,

and kissed her

thoa wilt live a minute, but methinks not!
Take that, dash you!”

Col. Blood jumped forward, and delivered
a blow at Dick Turpin that would have cut
thie laddie in two slices if he had been there.
Bay he leapt aside with an agility that
would have heen worth hundreds of quids to
Joe Beckett, and then he brought his own
rapier into play.

“Now,” quoth he, ““observe the jolly old
fur fily! Stand clear, you chappies, and let
me have some room'! We'll have the
colenel’s blood! Oddsdeath! A joke, list
ve! Marry, but I have a pretty wit!”

And Dick Turpin simply piled in like ane
o'clock, and Colonel Blood had a dashed
foul five mintes. The pair fought a duel

| to the finish—one of those jolly old battles

that could only happen in the
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T days of Cromwell.  You know
*"’_;{' what I mean—gore flowing freely,
" rapiers glinting, and what nort.
;- Ao VIR S Anyhow, Dick Turpin won. [

ey || mean, dash it, he absolutely had
to win, or I shouldn’t have any-
thing more to write abont. And
Col. Blood lay on the fioor, moan-
ing horribly, and curzing some-
what by way of variety.

As a matter of fact, the
(il blighter wasn’t hurt very much
Aidi —only  half-a-dozen sword cuts,
L) one ear missing, and so f{orth.
Aund in those dayvs, wounds of
this kind were looked upon as
mere trifles. Chappies simply
carried on as though nothing
had happened.

“Prepare thyself!”” said Dick

Lot

And Colonel Blood delivered a blow at
Dick Turpin that would have cut the laddie

in two slices if he had been there.

e

Turpin, gazing at Reagie. * TFor
the sake of thy fair sweetheart,
I am helping thee. Absolutely!
S0 bustle round and get ready
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We

for departure. start at
ounce.”? .

“ At once!” repeated Reggie.
“But where to, forsooth? 1
mean to say, what about Col.
Blood's bodyguard, and all that?

They'll collir us, perchance.”

Dick Turpin laughed with
soinewhat priceless scorn.
“Burn me!”? he said lightly.

- “Those chunks of fungus? Dash
it, old tulip, thinkest I'm scared

of such trash? By my sword!
The varlets have already fled
into the good old offing! At

sight of me they whizzed across
the landscape right mightily.”

““ Oh, kind sir, thon hast saved
my lover’s life,”” sobbed Mistress
Anne, tears of joy charging down
her face iike a miniature water-
fall. “How can I thank thee,
brave knight? Thou are truly a
man of iron,”

St Frank’s Fagazine [i5

Dick Turpin smiled, and he
lookeid so dashed handsome that
Mistress Anne was almost ready:
to jilt Reggie on the spot and

Seizing the péxrdun, Dick Turpin backed
away and raised his o!d headgear. |

whizz into the highwayman’s .

arms. And that, of course, would have been
pretty ghastly for the poor old bean. Ilc
would have felt shockingly pipped. But giris
in those days were just as fickle as they arc
row, and they simply fought over these men
of iron. I mean, girls are keen on a chappic
who claims to be a Bit of a Lad

But Dick Turpin was a knight of the good
old road, and he had no time for hob-
nchbing with fair damsels. DBetween yon
and me, he was a bhit of a hlighter, too. Ilc
ahsolutely robbed reople like the deuce.

“Come!” quoth he. “We must away!
The wench will await thy return, and all wiul
be well, methinks. I Lave a goodly scheme
in my head, to boot!”’

And in absolutely two minutes the pair
were vanishing into the horizon. It wasn't
long before they caught sight of a ripping
carriage and pair, and Dick Turpin shoved
his mask on, and whipped out a pair of
revclvers.

“Wait in vonder ¢pinney, old dear,” says
ha, “Rat me, but there's rich plunder he:i2,
or I'm a varlet. Tarry awhile, and 1'll soon
joia thee.”

So Reggie, rather disapproving of the
whole bally affair, waited in the spiuney.
And Dick Turpin rode up to the carriage
and pair, and shot a couple of shots across
the bows, so to speak.

¢ Hold!” he thundered. ¢ Stand
deliver! Bail up, and so forth!
words, your money or your life!”
. The driver went all cold and clammy, and
pulled up hiz horsges in no time. And a
hefty-looking chappie, dressed in his best
glad rags, shoved his head out of the car-
riage window,

and
In other

this talk of lead

“What now?’ he cried. ““0dds wounds!'
'Tis Dick Turpin, beshrew me!?

““ Absolutely,” agreed Dick. ¢ Sorry, old
Jad, but I've got to ask you to turn out
your doubloons, and so forth. But what's
this?- Burn me with red hot pokers! Thou
ary Oliver Cromwell himself!??

“ Ay, miscreant, I am Cromwell!”? quoth
the hefty one, dashed haughtily. .

“Then, tyrant, make out a frec pardon for
one Reggie IPaversham, and I will spare thy
iife,”” said Diecg Turpin. “Ile was to be
shot at dawn, or some such foul scheine,
ani it displeases me. Wilt do as I bid, or
shall T pump a goodly assortment of lead
inty thy carcaze?”

Oliver Cromwell wilted visibly. The
chappie was brave enough, no doubt, but ail
rather bothered him. I
mea to say, the prospect was uot exactly
fruity.

“Thou knave!” Lo i |
jolly well do it.”?

And he forthwith scribbled a pardon, and
Dick Turpin seized it. Then he backed
away, and raised hLis good old headgear,

“'Pis well,” he said. “Go thou on thy
merry way, old companion.”

And digging his spurs into his gee-gee's
ribs, Dick Turpin simply «waltzed into the
ofing. And Reggie was so dashed please

shouted Cromwell.

when he saw the pardon that he nearly

grabkhed Dick - Turpin and kissed the
merchant.

And Lieut. Reggie, with joy in his heart,
and the pardon in his bhand, whizzed back
to the old waysidz inn, and fell into tihe
arms of his best .girl. And that, if I may
say so, is that

THE END.



SPUFING MI MAJOR

By Willy Handforth

I wurd! .
You wud have laffed at a joke
I plaid on mi major at Chrismas.
- No one wud beleave how sympul
it is to pul that chapp’s leg.

Wi, he wud byte annything! Wen he is
not byting things, he is userly punching
them. :

But I must tel yu how I spuffed him. It
was a gorgus spufe. :

. One morning: in the hoWidays I put a

fetter on his playte addresd to him in a
disguyzed hand riting. He thort it came
from a girl, becos_.I rote his name in big
rounl leters. "

&> luked orl round the table to sece that
no one was luking, and then opened the
leter antl red 1t. I had ritten:

“ Derest darlinest Teddie,—I am orfully in
luve with you. Meet me by mune lite at
harf-past ten to-night by the old tower.
You do not no hu i am, but I am despritly
in luve with you.

Yors,

““ MARGRATE.”’

The old tower is in the grounds some way
from the house. My brotther red the letter
and quikly put it into his pokket. Wots
that letter about, I asked, after brekfast.
1 meaan thc won in the purpull enviope.
shut up. he sed. O veery wel, I sed, in a

ioud voyce. Don't tel me if you don’t
want to. 1 expect your in luve and it’s
rom a girl.

- My patter heard that and chuckkled.

Wot's that, he said, Edward in luve? I'me

«1pprysed to heer it.

You silly fat hed, shouted my brotther,
it's nuthing ov the sort. But his cheeks
went orl red. I thot I shud Dbust miself
with laffing. .

I could hardly wate till harf-past ten that
night, 1 was so eeger. At fen, I went up
to my bedd rooom and put on an ole skirt
1 had pinched out of one of my sister’s
cubbards. Then I put on an ole hatt.

A bit later I stroled out into the grounds,
and it was pritty cold, I can tel you. But
I diddent myad. I went. behind a bush
aad wayted.

but

It was offul
at last' I herd hevy footstepps cuming tords

dreery werk wayting,

me. I reckernised them as my brotthers.
Wen Le came up. I came out from behind
the bush and sedd Hush. So you have cum,
Margrate, he :aid. Yes, I ansurd, I have
cum; but Ime not Margrate. I have a
noat from her.

I zave him an envlope, and sed now I must
run off or I shall be cot, and it would never
do. My brother nevvver reckernised my
voice, and I skiped off. The leter 1 gave
him secd:

“ Derz Edward,—My frend is to giv you
this icter, and it is to say I am not in luve
with you any longer. I am going to marry
a yung man in the village who is veery
hansum. You are two uggerly for me.

Yors, .
““MARGRATE.”?

I bolted in and took ov my things. Then
I sterold into the droring room. In a few
m‘ilrillnits my brotther came in, luking offly
wild.

I worched him for a bit. Ile luked kind
of wuried. ~

Ile went to the rgreat and picked- up the
pokker., 1 sor him hit a peace of inofensiv
cole savidgely.

Then he droped the pokker with a crash
in two the fender.

I thot it was time to speke. .

Halo, Edward, T sed calmmly. Wear have
you bin? Mind your own bizness, he
replyed. I only wundered if you had bin
meeting any girls, I sed offly innocent.
Becos a girl I no sed to me she wanted fo
meet you. Her name was Margrate.

M-M-M-Margrate! howled my brotther.

Sum name like that, I sed. Did she
send me a messidge?

My brother looked at me hard. Then he
rushed acros the room. You litle roter, he
sed, I beleave you wer trying to pul mi leg.
Theyres no such girl as Margrate. You
rote those letters, and it was you who met
me outside just now. Jist you wate a mo! -

But I diddent wate. Tat-tar, I sed, and
locked miself in mi bed-room. And 1
diddent aper: till the coste was . clere, Wun
up to litle Willy agen!
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Starting this week in that Biggest and Best Sports
Story Paper, the “ Boys’ Realm” is a grand new
Soccer Ser:al by the greatest of all football authors.
Don't -miss this' masterpiece of I.eague football.

’ 29

Look out for 1t on the “Realm’s " famous pink cover.

And tell all your pals about this great yarn—

T ——— — e S o i | — s %
i

“THE ALL-STAR TEAM"™
By A 'S. HARDY.
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In the same number you will find a wonderful -

programme including two other fine footer stories
and a wonder fighting romance by Eric W.
Townsend. You can start this amazing yarn to-day ;
it has only just begun. Don't forget its intriguing
title :

“BILL FURY; FIGHTING MAN!" |
It you want the most vivid real- hfe tales of sport I
|

- _- ._-_-“_____

now being written ; 1f you want to read about real
iive fellows like yourself, if, in short, you hke clean,
healthy tales, serials and short and long completes—
then you want the :— |
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Out on Wednesday Przce 2d. Everywhere
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