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FOREWORD 

JUST as I was considering a short Foreword
little boo_k, the following message reached me. 
written in pencil on a postcard. 

to this 
It was 

" This is to tell you that we like ' The Strange Adventuru 
of Curiosiry Joe.' Please write some more stories about Joe. 

Benjamin F---. '' 

Well, Benjamin, here is my response to your request 
in the form of another story of Joe and his boy friends. 
They have grown a bit older and perhaps their doings
will appeal specially to some of my boy readers who have 
done the same. In any case, the Debates of the Curiosity 
Club will challenge your thinking and if they provoke 
further questions, send them to me and I'll try and answer 
them. Only remember, I'm not Solomon ! 

Shepherd's Mead, 
Carter's Hill, 
Sevenoaks, Kent. 

• 

MONTAGUE GOODMAN. 
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I. HOW IT ALL BEGAN

IT was Curiosity Joe's notion and he -must have all
the credit for it. 

But as you may never have heard of Curiosity Joe, I 
suppose I had better introduce him to you at once. I 
have already put on record something of his history and 
particularly of his strange adventures when traveUing 
with me in Central Africa as a youngster of some fourteen 
years of age. You can read all about this in a booJQ 
called by his name, so I needn't repeat any of it now 
except to say that Joe was tho son of an old boy friend 
of mine named Jack Wantoknow, who became a mission
ary in Central Africa. Like his father, Joe was full of 
questions, the answers to which he would want to know 
at all odd times, so I gave him the nickname" Curiosity,'• 
which stuck to him everywhere. Both father and son, 
however, had a familiar name for me also and because 
I tried to answer their hard questions they called me 
" Solomon," after the wise king of old. I became, 
therefore, " Solomon " to Jack W antoknow and " Uncle 
Solomon " to his son. 

Now Curiosity had lived with me (his mother having 
died) while his father was in Africa and after our safe 
return from our travels he continued to do so, attending 
as a day boy a large public school in the neighbourhood. 
Here he met and made friends with quite a number of 
boys whose names ( and nicknames) you will not fail 
to recognise if you have read a certain little book called 
Come to· Tea with Me. 

So much, then, by way of introduction. Joe has now 
reached the mature age of sixteen and his thoughts 
and questions have advanced with his years. In fact, 
his curiosity sometimes· alarms me and makes me tremble 
for my reputation as "Solomon." For he asks at timea 
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8 THE CURIOSITY CLUB 

more than I am able to answer and I have to confess 
to him that I am woefully lacking in the wisdom of 
Solomon! However, he still persists and I just have to 
do my best. 

One day Joe came home from school and sat down 
at table for tea in a thoughtful mood. Presently he 
remarked, " Oh, I wish I weren't such a duffer ! " 

" Well, you've taken your School Certificate with 
three Distinctions and are in the Fifth Form already, so 
perhaps you're not such an awful dud,'' said I, smiling. 

"It's not school work I'm thinking of, Uncle Sol. 
It's the other fellows in the form and how to answer 
them. We have great arguments and they get me down 
nearly every time and all the while I know they are 
wrong and I do so wish I could put them right. But 
I'm just not clever enough, so it's no good."

" What are the arguments about, Joe ? ,
, 

"Well, Uncle, you know what happened to me out 
in Africa and how my black friend Danieli converted 
me. (By the way, I had a topping letter from him 
yesterday. I must show it to you.) Well

, 
I just long to 

do the same for some of the chaps at school and I haven't
had an ounce of success. They're too clever for me. I 
wish you were at our school, Uncle ! " 

"A bit late in life for me, Curiosity, and anyway I 
don't suppose I'd manage much better. It's one thing 
to bring a horse to the water and another thing to make 
him drink, you know ! ,, 

" But I can't even bring them to the water," said 
Joe with a sigh. Then he brightened up suddenly and 
added, "I say, Uncle Sol, I've an idea ! ,, 

"Not an altogether unusual thing with you, Joe. I 
hope it's a bright one this time

,
" said I. 

"I was thinking, Uncle, suppose I brought some of
the chaps home here for you to talk to them ! ,, 

"But you've tried to get them to the Bible Class on 
Sundays and they said they • weren't having any,' Joe." 
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" But I don't mean Sundays and I don't mean a Bible 
Class, Uncle. How about some sort of debating club 
where anyone could talk and say what he really thinks? 
Mightn't that fetch them ? " 

And that was how it all began. 
It was arranged that Joe should invite a few of his 

special friends to tea the following day, to thrash the 
matter out and see what could be done about it. 

Behold, therefore, next day seated around my table, 
devouring a va"ried assortment of sausage rolls, cakes and 
buns and jmbibing endless quantities of tea, the following 
figures familiar to readers of Come to Tea with Me, only a 
few sizes larger than in the days there recorded. First 
and foremost, Mike Smart, whose nickname, " The 
Shrimp," still stuck to him though he was far less shrimp
like in dimensions than of yore. Arnold Hanks, of the 
long shanks, now longer than ever, the two redoubtable 
twins, Dum and Dee ( their real names were Roger and 
Alistair Strange) still as alike as two peas and still dis
tinguished only by the red and blue ties they wore 
respectively. Angus McDougall (the Owl) was also 
there, with his reputation for wisdom enhanced by certain 
exploits in the scholarship line, and last, but not least, 
" Rusty " Ralph Thornton, with hair as red and face 
as freckled as ever they were. One or two others had 
been invited, but " homework " had claimed them and 
they sent polite apologies. 

Tea over, we drew round the fire. 
" Now," said I, " for the conspiracy ! Fire away, 

Joe, it's your idea," So Joe fired away. 
I need not recount the discussion that followed. It 

was long and animated and at times a trifle merry, but 
all the time dominated by a spirit of keenness and 
determination that augured well for the success of the 
scheme. 

"Very well," said I at length, "we seem to have 
arrived at something fairly definite and had better 
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proceed to formulate rules for the proposed society. 
First of all, what shall it be called ?'" 

" Well," said Roger Strange, " as it's Joe's idea why 
not call it The Wantoknow Debating Society ? " 

" Too big a mouthful, Dum," said Ralph Thornton. 
"And a bit too pretentious. I don't think the chaps 
would take to it under that name." 

" I know/' cried Mike Smart in a high-pitched voice, 
" call it The Curiosity Club ! " 

" Bravo Shrimp ! Bright idea ! Splendid ! " they 
shouted, with laughter and applause. "Hurrah for 
The Curiosity Club ! " And so the club was named. 

"Now that the christening ceremony is over," said I, 
"let's consider the membership." 

"I tltjnk,,, said Joe slowly, "the real problem wiU
be to get the right sort of members. I mean the chaps 
we're really out for. You see, if we fellows join it they'll 
think it's a religious show and give it a wide berth and 
then where are we ? " 

There was a pause and· everyone looked perplexed. 
Then Angus the Owl's broad Scottish accent broke 

the silence. " You're right, because we're all known 
as Christians in the school. They call us ' The Pi set ' 
and most of them are not much better than Pagans, and 
Pi's and Pagans don't make � good mixture. Why ask 
the Pagans to join at all ? " 

" But how should we get them to the Club and what's 
the good of it if we don't? " objected Shanks, with the 
well-known jerk of his long legs. 

"Just bring them along, that's all," replied Angus. 
"If every Pi brings a Pagan, the thing's done!" 

"I say, that's an idea," said Alistair Strange. "Pi's 
as members and Pagans as guests, eh ? " 

" Yes," added the Shrimp, " and no, Pi admitted 
without a Pagan ! " 

So it was agreed and The Curiosity Club was declared 
duly constituted. Monthly meetings were to be held 
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on a Saturday evening, to be of a social character for 
the first hour and then a debate under the general title, 
"Things I want to know.'' 

A list of notorious Pagans in the school was then 
compiled and each of the newly-joined members selected 
one for whom he was to angle, with a view to bringing 
him, by hook or by crook, to the first meeting the following 
Saturday. The gathering then dispersed, full of en
thusiasm for the success of The Curiosity Club. 
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CoME in, Rusty, I'm glad you brought a friend with
you/' said I, as Ralph Thornton appeared at the door 
accompanied by a tall youth with a rather bashful smile. 

" This is Boxer Cross-John Cross, I mean," said 
Ralph, introducing his friend. 

"Glad to meet you, Boxer-or John, as the case may 
be." 

"Good evening, Mr.-er-Solomon," replied Cross, 
at which the crowd of boys who by now had gathered in 
the porch burst into a hearty laugh. The speaker looked 
surprised and then turned very red. " I say, I'm awfully 
sorry, but they told me that was your name ! " 

"Don't be sorry, my dear chap. It'll do very well 
-only minus the ' Mr.' " 

So the ice was well broken, and Solomon I became, 
not only to the members of the Club but to their invited 
guests, in fact Solomon to Pi's and Solomon to Pagans. 
For this was the first meeting of the newly-formed 
Curiosity Club, an historic occasion indeed, and one 
which promised well for its ultimate success. 

The members by an astute mingling of secrecy and 
rumour had succeeded in arousing an extraordinary 
amount of int_erest among the senior boys of the schools, so 
that they had found no difficulty in securing the attend
ance of the very boys they were after. Cross, for instance, 
the champion boxer of the school and reputed to be very 
tough, had come along like a lamb, while even M.iddle
marsh, the Captain of the School, had promised in a rather 
condescending way that he " might look in "-and there 
he was 1 More surprising still, there was Fowkes, the 
President of the Debating Society, reputed to be the 
brain est chap the school had known for fifty years. Angus 
the Owl had roped him in with a promise of a real stiff' 
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debate. Dum and Dee had each secured a prefect, 
Dum having first failed with his man but, changing the 
colour of his tie, had renewed the charge in the guise 
of his twin brother Dee and so succeeded ! 

Altogether there were about a score of boys present 
and as nearly half of them were my intimate friends and 
all were school mates everything went with a swing from 
the first, and there was not a dull moment. 

A very hot ping-pong tournament occupied one end 
of the room, while at the other end were more sedate 
games of chess and draughts, and even spillikins and 
a dart-board tested eye and hand and brain respectively. 

After an interval for refreshments, at which I laid my
self out to the utmost in the matter of provisions and at 
which even the biggest of school guns unbended with 
equal relish with the rest, I realised that the critical 
moment had now come for the success or otherwise of 
the Club as regards its main purpose. 

"Gentlemen," I announced with an air of importance, 
"pray take your seats for the opening session of the 
Curiosity Club ! 

" This Club," said I, when all were seated (in a most 
informal manner, not a few on cushions on the floor), 
" has been so named for two sufficient reasons. Firstly, 
because its author and founder is none other than our 
old and much-travelled friend, Curiosity Joe." 

Here there were vociferous cheers " from all sides of 
the house," for Joe w.as deservedly popular. 

" The other reason for its name,,, I continued, " is 
that it accurately describes the purpose of its formation, 
which is to ventilate and if possible to satisfy curiosity 
on all manner of subjects. Indeed, as its motto, it might 
wdl adopt the somewhat unusual surname of its founder 
in Latin form ' Volo Cognoscere,' which, as every classic 
present will recognise, stands for 'I wan.I lo know.',, 

At this brilliant effort on my part more applause broke 
out, with not a little laughter of the merriest kind. 
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"Now for a word as to procedure. It is proposed 
that a Chairman shall be elected for each meeting of the 
Club, to be chosen, of course, from its members and not 
from its invited guests. Apart from this no distinction 
is to be recognised as between members and guests in 
the matter of debate, but all are to be equally free to 
express themselves. This freedom is to be unlimited, 
provided that the views and arguments put forth are 
genuinely held or the questions raised are equally genuine 
inquiries. Subject to this condition the utmost liberty 
is to be given to all, to say whatever they wish, however 
unorthodox or strange their •views may be. Real 
' curiosity ' accompanied by real ' want to know ' arc 
the only limitations. 

" And now one word as to myself and my part in the 
proceedings. I recognise that I am an old boy-some 
may think an old fogey. ('No, no!' came in polite 
dissent from various parts of the House.) At any rate, 
you can't debate freely if I put my spoke in too much. 
I shall therefore take a Trappist vow of silence, in the 
hope that perhaps I may be allowed to sum up in the 
last ten minutes or so of the session. What do you 
think?,, 

There was a pause, and then Angus the Owl spoke. 
" I think you will all agree that we shall debate best 

if we're not afraid that Solomon is going to crush us 
every minute with his wisdom (' Hear, hear ! ' and 
laughter) ; at the same time we shan't get very far unless 
he tells us what's what at the end, so I vote we adopt his 
plan as a jolly sound one." 

This was carried by acclamation, with the �ddition 
proposed by Roger Strange that I might be allowed to 
intervene at any time on the invitation of the Chairman. 

"The only other matter, and that an all-important 
one," I proceeded, "is the subject for debate. It has 
been decided that this shall be settled by a sort of lottery. 
Any two members agreeing on a subject may hand it in 
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signed and all subjects so proposed shall be placecl in a 
hat and the one drawn by the Chairman shall be that 
selected for the evening's debate. Several suggestions 
have already been received, and it only remains to choose 
a Chairman, that the selection may be made and the 
debate commence." 

A general cry of "Joe ! " "Joe ! " " Curiosity Joe ! " 
settled the question of the chair for the evening without 
more formal election. And Curiosity with no more ado 
assumed that post of dignity while I retired to a comer. 
Putting his hand in the hat he drew forth the following : 

" What on earth was I made for ? '� 
As Joe read it out the question sounded so personal 

to himself that it was greeted with shouts of laughter. 
When the hilarity had ceased, Joe, keeping as straight 

a face as he could, said, " I call on the proposer of this 
subject to address the meeting." And immediately 
Mike Smart, the irrepressible Shrimp, rose to his feet. 

" Well, you know, you fellows," he began, only to be 
promptly reprimanded and reminded that the members 
of the Club must be referred to not as " fellows ,, but 
"gentlemen," and that his remarks should be addressed 
to the Chair. 

"Awfully sorry, Curiosity, I should say, Mr. Chairman, 
I'll begin again. �,fr. Chairman and Gentlemen (this 
was accompanied with a wink which proved very dis
turbing to the gravity of the Hou�e), I want to tell you 
what made me choose this subject for discussion. You 
know I'm very keen on aeroplanes, my father being in the 
R.A.F. Well, the other day he took me over one of the 
biggest works where thousands of them are being inade. 
I spent a whole afternoon there and my word, you chaps 
-I mean gentlemen-it was an eye-opener to see the.
hundreds of parts of all shapes and sizes that go to make
a modern plane. The machinery, too-all sorts of
plant, and each machine specially designed to tum out
a special part. Of course, I asked questions. I was a
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regular Wantoknow that afternoon and everyone was 
jolly decent in trying to explain things, though I must 
say I couldn't understand half they told me and don't 
remember much of what I did understand. But what 
struck me was that every machine had its own use and 
every tool and spanner and wrench and chisel was made 
for some particular purpose. It was the same with the 
gadgets for the planes, the gauges and meters and valves 
and even every screw and bolt and piece of wire, all 
had some special job to perform for which they were 
specially made and, adapted. It was jolly fascinating to 
see how they fitted together like a jig-saw puzzle and how 
the smallest thing was sometimes the most important. 
Then I thought how brainy the designer of it all must be 
and how he must have enjoyed making it. I kept saying 
'What's the use of this? What's the use of that? 
What's that thing made for ? Why did they make that 
like that ? ' And then, all of a sudden, one of the 
mechanics, a nice fatherly old chap, turned to me and 
said, 'Well, sonny, (rather cheek I thought, calling me 
sonny !)-well, sonny, and what were you made for?' 

" Well, that was s bit of a poser and I just could not 
answer him so I said, ' If it comes to that, what were 
1ou made for ? ' And he smiled and answered, ' Well, I 
was never much use until the day I found that out, and 
if you don't know, the sooner you find out the better!• 
And then he went on with his job and I moved to the 
next bench. But it really did seem a sensible sort of 
question, so I put it in the hat and it came out lucky. 
So there you are ! " And Mike sat down amid general 
applause. 

Curiosity Joe then rose and announced, "The subject 
having been introduced by its proposer, it is now open 
for general discussion. But mind, no long speeches 
allowed. If I ring my bell the speaker must shut up 
instanter. So now go ahead, any of you." And they 
went ahead. 
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It is not my purpose to record the discussion that 
followed in full. Suffice it to say that it was lively and 
animated throughout, and some strange propositions 
were advanced. Some said one thing, some said another. 
One of the two prefects, a hea vy-browed youth in spectacles 
named Congrieve, talked grandly about the function of 
the human race as contrasted with the animal world 
until he was pulled up by the Chairman's bell. But 
the interest reached its height when Fowkes the Brainy 
rose to speak. 

"Mr. Chairman," he began, with a bow to the Chair, 
" I submit that the original question and the discussion 
that has taken place upon it are completely beside the 
mark, since both are founded upon false premises." 
This sounded learned indeed and all listened with added 
respect for the words of wisdom that were to follow. 

"I mean, Mr. Chairman," Fowkes continued, "the 
question ' What was I made for ? ' is necessarily based 
upon the assumption that I was made and that being 
made I was made for some specific purpose. Now I am 
not prepared to admit those premises to be true. In 
fact I am ready to assert that I never was made at all!" 

(" I spex he just growed," whispered the Shrimp 
loudly enough to be heard by all, whereat there was an 
audible titter.) 

" I can hardly expect the more ignorant persons present 
to have heard of the theory of Evolution," proceeded 
Fowkes, a little nettled by the interruption, " but I 
may remind the better informed that most truly enlight
ened people and all the best scientists are agreed in 
accepting it as the only explanation ( and the true one) of 
the existence of man (homo sapiens) on the earth to-day. 
Indeed no one believes the silly creation story nowadays. 
Man was never made by anyone. He just developed 
over millions of years from one tiny cell of life through 
all sorts of stages" (" Including the jolly old monkey ! " 
It was the Shrimp again, sotto voce). "Yes,'' retorted 
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Fowkes, "I'm not ashamed of a monkey ancestor; 
anyhow, they behave better than some boys of my 
acquaintance! As I was saying, that's how man evolved, 
so of course he couldn't be intendea for anything at all, 
so the question's all rot ! " Fowkes was getting rattled, 
and it was just as well that the Chairman's bell brought 
his remarks to a close. 

Then the Owl arose. Fowkes r,. McDougal was always 
a welcome sparring match in the School Debating 
Society, and the Canny Scot could be relied on to give 
the brainy Fowkes some shrewd intellectual knocks. 

"Mr. Chairman," said he," we have just heard words 
of wisdom from the last speaker calculated to plunge 
us all in the depths of gloom, if not despair. For he has 
assured us that we came from nothing, and that we are 
good for nothing and, I suppose, he would add we shall 
end in nothing. If that be so then what's the use of 
anything? Why, nothing! Of course if, as he informs 
us, all the wise men of the world are agreed upon this, 
there is no more to be said and that's that ! But by a 
strange coincidence (Angus pronounced it coeencidence) 
I was yesterday reading a book on the very subject in 
question. And what did I find ? That all scientists 
were agreed and of one mind? On the contrary, I 
discovered that not only was there an impressive body 
of opinion on the other side but that some of the leading 
exponents of Evolution had publicly renounced their 
belief in it, among them being the famous German scien
tist, Haeckel, who, in his later years, recorded his abandon
ment of the theory in the following words (I copied 
them in .my note-book) : 'The doctrine of Evolution and 
particularly Darwinism is an error and cannot be main
tained\.' And the book said there are quite a number of 
outstanding Evolutionists who have been forced to the 
same conclusion. It would appear therefore that my 
learned friend is a trifle behind the times in his views ! " 

At this there was general laughter and some applause. 
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"There's only one other observation I want to make, 
and that is that man is so jolly wonderfully designed and 
there's such a tremendous lot of brain displayed in his 
make-up, whoever was responsible for making him, that 
if he wasn't made for some purpose, and that a first
class important one, then he ought to have been!" 

And Angus sat down as cool and collected as he had 
got up, and quite indifferent to the outbreak of hand
clapping that indicated the appreciation with which the 
House had received his speech. 

" Time is now up, gentlemen," remarked Joe, the 
Chairman, "and it only remains for me to call upon 
Solomon to sum up the debate and-and-put. us right I 
Come on, Uncle Sol ! " 



Ill. SOLOMON TO THE RESCUE 

"M R. CHAIRMAN," I began, as I emerged from my
corner, "your calling on me as Solomon fills me with 
embarrassment, for I cannot pretend to the wisdom of 
that renowned monarch, or indeed to much wisdom at 
all It's too late in the day, however, for me to shed the 
name your father gave me when he was your age and 
which has stuck to me ever since, so with this apology 
I'll do my best to sum up a most interesting discussion. 

" If this evening's debate is a sample of what we are 
to expect in future, then I think you will agree that the 
success of the Curiosity Club is assured " ( applause from 
all parts of the House). "For it has been candid, concise, 
and contradictory. You have all said what you thought 
and you have certainly not all thought alike ! I think 
the last two speakers tended somewhat to depart from 
the subject under consideration, which is not 'How was 
I made ? ' but ' Why ? ' For this reason I am not 
proposing to make any remarks on the much debated 
( and never concluded) theory of Evolution, beyond 
saying that as an explanation of my being on the earth 
it seems to me to create more difficulties than it purports 
to solve, not least of which is the fact that I have a soul. 
At what stage, I often wonder, did this evolve? And 
why ? And then again there is my conscience, that 
astonishing umpire inside me that approves or disapproves 
everything I do whether I like it or not. How did I get 
that? Was that evolved? And why should it have been? 
It would surely have been far more comfortable to be 
like the other creatures and live according to my instincts, 
quite untroubled by moral questions. Why on earth 
(to quote our friend the Shrimp) should I have evolved 
such an unpleasant attribute to worry me of nights? 

"No, I thirik we shall be wiser to leave the question 
10 
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' How ? , , which is beyond us all, and consider the in
finitely more important and practical query, 'Why?' 

"You all know I am something of a motorist-('Motor 
Fiend ! ' ' Road Hog ! ' ' Yellow Peril ! ' from various 
parts of the House)-.for nearly forty years now I have been 
driving with that care and skill for which I am noted
(' Notorious, you mean!' and much laughter)-motor 
vehicles of various makes, for thousands of miles in 
England, Scotland, Ireland, France, Holland, Germany, 
Switzerland, Italy,. Canada, the United States and, as 
you, Mr. Chairman, will well remember, in the heart of 
Africa! And believe me, during all the time it has 
never occurred to me to enquire how any of these motor
cars came to be made? Nor has it been in the smallest 
degree detrimental to my use and employment of them 
not to know. On the other hand, I have made it my 
business to discover without loss of time as to every one 
of the numerous parts of each successive car I have 
owned, the reason why it was made, and what particular 
purpose it was intended to serve. Had I not done so I 
should soon have found myself in difficulties, and the 
machine designed and assembled with so much skill and 
at so great a cost would have failed to function and been 
good for nothing. And herein, Mr. Chairman, I perceive 
a parable very much to the point in our debate. It is 
of the first importance that we should discover why this 
strange and complex creature Homo Sapiens ( as Fowkes 
calls.him) was made and how he was intended to function 
in all his trinity of parts, body, mind, and spirit, if he is 
to perform his functions aright, otherwise he, too, may 
be found 'good for nothing.' 

" The same indeed is true of everything that is made. 
An acquaintance of mine going on a Mediterranean 
cruise borrowed a camera, and proceeded to take 
numerous snapshots throughout his tour. Unfortunately 
however, he had omitted to instruct himself in the use 
of the instrument, of which he had not the first idea. 
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The result was a hundred interesting photographs all 
superimposed on one film ! He did not know you had 
to turn the film after each shot and replenish it from time 
to time! 

" You and I, Mr. Chairman, are not unacquainted with 
darkest Africa. Imagine what might happen were an 
aeroplane to descend pilotless but intact one night, in 
the heart of that benighted continent. What would 
the natives make of it when they discovered it next 
morning ? How filled with curiosity they would be. 
Presently, no doubt, they would observe it had wheels 
and so could be moved along the ground. And it had 
seats so it must be some strange kind of carriage. So 
perhaps they harness a team of oxen to it that their Chief 

-may use it as his state chariot with great pride and glory.
But none of them would guess its real purpose to be to
soar like an eagle in the sky. And is it not possible that
you and I may make the same sort of mistake about
ourselves?

"Now, Mr. Chairman, with every motor-car I bought
I have received a carefully compiled handbook from the
makers for the express purpose of enlightening me as
to the proper use of every part and how to care for it to
ensure its full usefulness. Without this I should be largely
left to guess, and most likely should guess wrong, about
many things. And don't you think the Creator of Man
is likely to have made the same careful provision for
guidance as to the proper use of this wonderful creature
Man in all his parts ?

" This He has undoubtedly done and I suggest, Mr.
Chairman, that the question propounded by the Honour
able Mem her familiarly called the Shrimp, ' WhJ on

earth was I made ? ' is best answered by a careful perusal
of the Handbook. And what do we find? After
informing us on its opening page ( as does my motor
handbook) the name of the maker in the following
terms, 'God created man,' and again, eslewhere, 'We
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are his handiwork' (which after all, Mr. Chairman, 
seems more credible to me than that I evolved myself !) 
the Handbook proceeds to intimate the material He 
employed for the purpose, which was just the common 
dust of the ground. Not, it will be observed, from some 
lower creation, but an entirely new product from the 
soil. It will be of interest in passing to those who take 
chemistry at school to be assured that in the chemical 
composition of man all the same elements, and no more, 
are employed as are found in the ground beneath our 
feet. 

"But, Mr. Chairman, what is far more to the point 
in this evening's debate is that the Handbook goes on 
to inform us that the Maker of Man worked to a specific 
design and followed a pattern. It assures us that ' God 
created Man in His own image • . . in the image of 
God created He him.' Now that is a very wonderful 
and significant statement which is certainly not made 
with regard to any other creature God devised. And 
as the design of anything, whether a motor-car, an 
aeroplane, 'a radio, or whatever it may be, is strictly 
related to the purpose of its construction, so it is with the 
design of man. He was made in the image of God 
because .he was intended to bear a special relation to 
God that no other creature was designed to or could 
possibly bear. 

"It's all very marvellous when you come to think or 
it, and very tragic, too. Marvellous because God's 
purpose in making us in His own image was no less than 
that we should reign as His Vice-Regents over His whole 
creation on the earth 1 Here it is as stated in the Hand
book : ' Thou madest him to have dominion over the 
works of Thy hands ; Thou hast put all things under 
his feet.' And that he might worthily represent Him, 
God' crowned him with glory and honour.' 

"Now, Mr. Chairman, that is why Qod made us in 
His own image, that and nothing less 1 To reign aa 
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Kings on the earth in fellowship with God and to co
operate with Him in His eternal purposes. A high and 
holy calling, indeed, worthy of an archangel ! 

"And now for the tragedy of it. We're not doing anything 
of the sort and never have done I God's Kings have become 
nothing better than a race of slaves ; in place of being 
in the likeness of God we have degenerated into ' the 
likeness of sinful flesh ' and that's why the world that 
God intended us to make like heaven has become in many 
respects not unlike quite another place ! 

" But I am sure I must have exceeded my time and have 
been expecting the Chairman's bell to pull me up every 
minute, so I will defer my further remarks to our next 
happy meeting." 

A generous round of applause followed and that, in 
tum, was succeeded by a generous supply of lemonade 
and cake, and so ended the first session of The Curiosity 
Club. 



IV. WHY ARE WRONG THINGS SO JOLLY

AND RIGHT THINGS SO DULL l

Mv room was crowded to capacity. The Curiosity
Club had caught on indeed and everyone had wanted to 
come to the second session now to be held. Ping-pong 
had had to be suspended for want of space. Indeed, 
nobody seemed specially keen on games; they had come 
for the Debate and were eager to get to it. 

The previous session had been much discussed in the 
school and there were both " pros " and " antis," some 
supporting, some hotly challenging Solomon's Summing 
Up. Some doughty opponents were determined that 
a more effective attack should be launched next time, 
and it · was the anticipation of a lively evening that had 
influenced the numbers to-night. Moreover, some of the 
"Pagans" had conspired to concoct subjects of a highly 
provocative character in the hope that one of these 
would be drawn for the Debate. Here are some of them 
" What's the good of religion anyway ? " " Are not 
Christians mostly Prigs ? " " Is there any such place 
as Heaven after all ? " " Why mayn't we do what we 
like?" "Why go to Church?" and such like, upon 
all of which they had come prepared to express very 
independent and up-to-date views. 

Angus McDougal was elected Chairman, and there 
was much interest when he put his hand in the hat to 
draw the Topic for Debate. This is what he produced : 

" W/v' are Wrong Things so Jolly and Right Things so 
Dull?'' 

It was greeted with a buzz of appreciation, and the 
bold proposer (it was no less a person than Middlemarsh, 
the School Captain) received warm applause, particularly 
from the Pagan clement present, when he rose to introduce 
it. 

25 
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" Mr. Chairman," he began, " I should like to preface 
my speech by a few general remarks. When I first 
heard of The Curiosity Club I thought it was just another 
pious stunt for pushing religion at us, and I determined 
to nip it in the bud from the start, so to speak. But in 
common fairness I thought I ought to turn up and sample 
it first, which I did last month. Now I think it right to 
say that while I don't agree with some of the things 
Solomon said, I do think he's a sport to open his house to 
us and let us say what we really think on these subjects." 
(Cheers and general applause greeted this remark). 
"Indeed," the speaker continued, "I don't know any
where else where it would be tolerated, so we just have 
to bottle up our thoughts and keep them to ourselves. 
After all, I don't see why we aren't as much entitled to 
our opinions as the old folk are to theirs, and judging 
from the present state of the world their views don't 
seem to have worked out too well." (Hear, hear, and 
laughter, in which Solomon in his comer was noticed 
to join.) " And not content with mismanaging things 
generally, the wiseacres do their best to stop us youngsters 
from enjoying oursdves ! They put on solemn faces 
and tell us we mustn't do this and that and the other, 
which happen to be just the very things we want to do 
and should enjoy doing most ! In fact, life seems full 
of prohibitions, like a German city I visited before the 
War which had ' Verboten ' stuck up at almost every 
street comer. Now I don't know how it is with Germans 
but, tell a Britisher he mustn't and he straightway goes 
and does it [ And that's just how we fellows feel about 
a good many things we are told not to do. 

"Now don't misunderstand me. I don't forget I'm 
Captain of the School." (" And a jolly good captain, 
too ! "-applause.) " Thanks !-and I'm all for keeping 
school rules, but that's another thing. What I want 
to know is why all the nicest things appear to be wrong
and we mustn't do them I 
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"Now I don't profe�s to be a Christian. I suppose 
rm what the Pi set would reckon a Pagan." (" Hear, 
hear!" and laughter from the Pagan party) "and the 
reason partly is that I want to enjoy life, and pious folk 
have such an intolerably dull time of it ! 

"But suppose they're right and the things I like doing 
are wrong, what's the reason? Why does God always 
frown on people having a good time? Why aren't 
Christians able to enjoy the pleasures of life without a 
guilty conscience ? Of course I don't mean doing 
crooked or beastly things-no decent chap wants to do 
things like that. But why not smoke and drink in moder
ation and play cards and, if you've got the money, 
gamble a bit ? Then, again, I've not personally much 
use for girls" (" Oh ! Oh! We're not so sure ! " 
from several present) "but a harmless flirtation with 
another chap's sister if she's pretty can be very enjoyable, 
and as for the ' flicks ' I'm told by some very strict 
people that Christians ought not to go even there, while 
the theatre and music hall are on the high road to perdition, 
and a night club is almost next door to Hell ! 

"Now, what I want to know is, why mayn't I do just 
what I like and enjoy myself while I'm young ? And 
if these jolly things are wrong, why are they wrong and 
who says so ? And that's why I proposed the question 
for debate this evening." 

Here Middlemarsh ended his remarks and sat down,
and from the heartiness of the applause there were 
evidently a large number who shared his opinions to 
the full. Indeed, two or three notorious Pagans rose 
at once to add their bit and of these Angus, as Chairman, 
singled out Quartermain Major, a big Sixth Form boy, 
whose name appeared as seconder on the question paper. 
Now Quartermain was the acknowledged leader of th� 
so-called sporting element in the school. He was not 
in favour with the authorities and had not been made a 
prefect, but he had quite a good following of the more 
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rowdy type by whom he was reckoned a regular " man 
about town. u He was not good-looking, and a naturally 
sinister expression was emphasised by a slight squint, 
while his language at times was not exactly choice. 

"Mr. Chairman," he began, "all I can say about the 
last speaker's remarks is ' them's my sentiments ! ' 
Everybody knows I've no use for religion. In fact I 
consider Christians are either dull fools or hypocritical 
humbugs!,, 

" Rather rough on his sainted ma ! '' came in a loud 
whisper from a corner. It was that irrepressible Shrimp 
again, who happened to know that Mrs. Quartennain, 
recently deceased, had been a very devout Christian lady. 

Poor Quartermain stopped, turned very red, glared 
at the interrupter, and finally sat down in complete 
confusion. 

It was an awkward moment, retrieved by the Chairman 
rising to call the Shrimp to order. "It is bad form to 
introduce personal allusions into the debate and such 
remarks cannot be allowed," said Angus, as solemn as 
an owl. " Awfully sorry,,, said Mike. " I withdraw 
the remark and apologise." But the damage was done, 
and the speaker was in no mood to resume his bombastic 
speech, but sat and sulked. It· was plain to all that the 
balloon had been pricked in a very effective manner. 

But anoµter champion was ready, and John Cross rose 
and addressed the meeting. Now Boxer Cross (as he was 
always called) was quite a different type from the previous 
speaker. He was quiet and modest in bearing and by 
no means one of the sporting_ set, though he was in fact 
a true sportsman, a rugby half-back, a good length bowler 
in the Cricket XI, and the boxing champion for the 
school. He began : 

" Mr. Chairman, I do not think it helpful to our 
discussion to sling epithets or cast reflections. I recognise 
that it's possible to be really Pi and a decent chap, but 
it must be awfully dull to be good, never to have a spree 
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sport; but he had a frank and happy expression which the 
other lacked. He smiled as he looked round the crowded 
room, as if he were searching for something, and as he 
didn't speak he was met with cries of" Get on with it ! " 
" Cough it up ! " " Open your mouth, Rusty ! '' and 
similar encouragement to proceed. Then he spoke : 

"I was looking round to see if I could find a gloomy 
Pi ! " he remarked, whereat much laughter. " We've 
heard so --much about them I felt sure I might discover 
one, but they all seem equally jolly and happy to me. 
And as for my own experience, I can honestly say the 
happiest days of my life have been since I turned Pi. 
I've really not had a dull moment. But judging from 
the remarks we've listened to, the Pagans don't seem to 
enjoy the same experience. It seems to me that if all 
these 'jolly ' wrong things we've been hearing about 
don't make you jolly after all, they're hardly worthy of 
the name. Then again, I haven't found that we Pi's 
sit and twiddle our thumbs or sing hymns at meetings all 
the time. If it weren't for three outstanding Pi's the 
school would have been licked in the biggest match of 
the term last Saturday. And if we don't smoke or gamble 
or talk dirty, I can't see that we lose i:nuch. It always 
seemed to me that those amusements were vastly over
rated anyhow, and as for hymns and meetings, well 
there are meetings and meetings, just as there are hymns 
and hymns, and if any of you chaps want to sample the 
right sort, tum up next Sunday at Solomon's class and 
see if you don't change you mind about their being either 
gloomy or dull ! But time is flying and I know we all 
want to hear dear old Solomon-I hope he'll forgive the 
familiarity, but I owe him all my real happiness in life
we want to hear him sum up and, as we say, tell us what's 
what. Mr. Chairman, I mov� Solomon speaks at once.,, 

Having so said, Ralph sat down, and the Chairman 
called on me to fulfil my role, which I rose to do in the 
midst of very heartening applause. 



V. SOLOMON TELLS A STORY

"MR. CHAIRMAN," I began, "the proposition of this
evening seems to be based upon two assumptions. - First, 
that there are certain things that are wrong and other 
things that are right, as to which the House appears to 
be in general agreement. Indeed, if this were not true 
there would be no point in debating the question before 
us. Wrong is wrong and Right is right, and there's no 
arguing round that. 

" The other assumption the Proposer makes is that 
wrong things are jolly and right things are dull. He 
asks the House to assume this to be equally a fact and to 
debate why it should be so. 

"But it is clear from some of the remarks made this 
evening (particularly by the last speaker) that this -is. 
by no means a universal experience. Indeed it may well 
prove to be an entirely false assumption, in which case 
again the question loses its point and there's nothing to 
debate! 

" But let me begin by supposing it's true. Suppose 
wrong things are jolly and suppose right things are dull ; 
what are you going to do about it ? Suppose all the 
thrill and adventure and fun of life were monopolised 
by things that are forbidden by the code of right and 
wrong, and that right things were invariably tame and 
fiat and uninteresting. Which would you choose J To 
do wrong things and be jolly, or to do right things and 
be dull? Would you deliberately do wrong things for 
the sake of being jolly ? And if so, where would you 
draw the line ?

" What wrong things would you do and what would 
you not do? If there's a. thrill in breaking bounds at 
school and evading capture, believe me, the burglar 
experiences a very similar thrill, but to an intenser degree 

JI 
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and with a bigger prize in view. Would you do the one 
and refrain from the other ? And if so, why ? 

" Dick Turpin, the famous highwayman, led a life 
full of adventure and thrill. He is almost a national 
hero with some schoolboys (incidentally I've just read 
his true history which_ reveals him as an unscrupulous, 
low-down rogue and villain who very properly ended 
his career on the gallows). He must have thought the 
life of an honest citizen extremely dull ! Why should 
you not follow him and be jolly ?

" I have only to · put the case thus to secure one reply 
from every decent boy present. Of course, one must 
be right first and jolly (if possible) afterwards, and if 
doing right and enjoying life don't go together then 
there's nothing for it but a life of unrelieved gloom ! 

"But is it so in fact? Are wrong things jolly and are 
right things dull? 

" Suppose such an assumption to be altogether wrong 
and suppose the truth to be the other way about ? 
What if all the greatest thrill and zest and adventure 
and even fun of life lay in the right things after all, 
what then? 

" Is there time, Mr. Chairman, for me to tell a story ? " 
"Yes, yes! Go on! We--want-a-story-from

Solomon ! " came in chanted chorus from the whole 
company, whereat Angus the Owl rose from the chair 
and remarked, "There's always time for one of Solomon's· 
yarns ! " 

This being greeted with applause, I proceeded. 
"Well, you've only got yourselves to blame if you're 

late home to-night ! 
"Now for the story. It's about a young man of good 

family and of college education who lived many years 
ago. He was bent on a political career and was an 
enthusiastic patriot for his country, looked-up to generally 
as a coming leader of his nation. And then one day, 
quite suddenly, something happened that ruined al1 
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his ambition at a blow. To use a religious expression, 
he 'got converted.' There was no doubt about it; 
explain it how you will, it was a real, sudden, out-and
out conversion of one who would have scorned the very 
thought of being a Christian until the hour it happened. 
As a result he joined the ranks of the Pi's of his day 
and all his influential friends dropped him forthwith. 

" ' How intolerably dull,' I hear Boxer say. ' Poor 
chap, condemned to a life of being good ! ' 

"Strangely enough, however, as the sequel win show, 
this young man's career after becoming Pi was far from 
dull. In fact it was infinitely more full of thrill and 
adventure, let alone happiness and contentment, than 
it had ever been before. 

"To begin with, his old friends now became his 
inveterate enemies and pursued him relentlessly. This
alone was enough to keep things lively. How would 
you fancy being let down in a basket through a window 
in the city wall in the dead of night to escape the vigilance 
of troops sent to capture you ? 

"Mr. Churchill's escape from prison in the Boer War 
was tame in comparison ! And this was only the begin
ning. For the next thirty years or so his life was one 
long adventure. And not for the sake of adventure 
but in pursuance of high. purpose which could only be 
achieved at the cost of much hard living and personal 
discomfort. Like Captain Scott, whose dying words 
recorded in his diary bef�re he froze to death at the South 
Pole told how much better he thought such a fate than 
' lounging in too great comfort at home,' so our hero 
recorded with pride how much his job had cost him �nd 
what pleasure he had found in it Here is what he wrote: 
' I have been often at the point of d�ath, five times have 
I got 40 lashes ( all but one) from the Jews, three times 
I've been beaten by the Romans, once pelted with stones, 
three times shipwrecked, adrift at sea for a whole night 
and day. I've been often on my travels; I have been 
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in danger from rivers and robbers, fromJews and Gentiles, 
through dangers of town and of desert, through dangers 
on the sea, through dangers among false brothers, through 
labour and hardship, through many a sleepless night, 
through hunger and thirst, starving many a time, cold 
and ill-clad, and all the rest of it.' And then like Scott 
in face of death ( and a violent one) he recorded his 
verdict, 'It has been a good fight 1' Abundantly 
worth while ? 

" I wonder whether friend Quartermain here would 
include him as either a dull fool or a hypocritical 
humbug?,, 

Here I was interrupted. It was Ouartermain, who 
interjected, "But that's only a yam, no such man ever 
existed ! " 

" On the contrary," I replied. " I can oblige you 
with his name and address .. His name was Saul and he 
lived in the city of Tarsus in Cilicia. He is better known 
to fame as Paul the Apostle. 

"But he's only one of millions with a like experience. 
Believe me, there's no such life of high adventure as 
lies open to a Christian if he will but go all out for 
Christ. 

"And now to come to the real point. It isn't that 
wrong things are jolly and right things are dull, or vice 
versa. Both can be either. A dull boy will have a dull 
life whether good or bad, and a wide-a wake fell ow will 
make things hum, whichever course he takes. It's 
what you are that really counts. But once he gets to 
know Christ the dullest of boys begins to find life full 
of vim, and then right things become jolly and wrong 
things intolerably dull I 

"But it's getting late and I've said more than enough 
to try your patience. Good-bye till our next meeting ! " 

Two boys followed me one after the other later into 
my study. The first was Quartermain. He wore a 
troubled look and was obvious]y ill at ease. "I think, 
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sir, I shan't be coming to the club any more,,, he 
remarked. "I'm obviously not popular here." 

"Don't think that, Quartermain," I replied. cc It's 
the first rule of the club that any boy may say freely 
what he really thinks and I rather admired your out
spokenness." 

"Well, sir, I did speak out, though I'm not sure now 
that I really believe what I said, but what Smart 
suggested about my mother was hardly fair, was it, and 
I confess it hurt_,, 

"Well, here is Smart at the door. Come in, Shrimp, 
and speak for yourself," and the Shrimp walked in and 
in his irresistibly frank way went up-to Quartermain and 
held out his hand. 

"Forgive me, old chap," said he. cc I was a cad to 
mention your mother, but it slipped out before I thought. 
I'm really awfully upset and sorry." 

Quartermain took the proffered hand and sat down 
silent for a moment. Then he said, " And I've got 
something to apologise for, too. That about dull fools 
and humbugs, it's all wrong. My mother was a saint 
if ever there was one and made me promise-but I 
can't tell you that. Anyhow, I don't think you Pi set are 
what I said. And-if only I'd met you, sir, a bit sooner, 
who knows but I might have been Pi myself ! Well, 
good-bye, sir, and good-bye, Smart. I'll turn up all 
right at the next club meeting." 



VI. DO MIRACLES REALLY HAPPEN l

IT was Congrieve's subject that emerged from the hat
when Peter Round ( our old friend Hold-all of the vast 
appetite) inserted his hand into it in his capacity as 
Chairman for the evening� 

Now Congrieve was a bit of a bookworm and took 
himself very seriously indeed. He led the" intellectuals" 
in the school and spent most of his spare time in the 
library rather than on the sports grounds. 

His father was a leading light in a highly advanced 
" Modem " church and Congrieve had imbibed a good 
many curious notions there which he was fond of airing 
at every opportunity. 

As he rose with an air of importance to introduce the 
subject, his large spectacles gleaming on his rather 
clumsy nose and his brow wrinkled to a frown, the 
company sat back in a resigned manner as though to 
listen to a dull discourse. And this is what they heard. 

" Mr. Chairman, I have given much attention recently 
to the many miraculous stories in the Bible and have 
read some of the latest books and commentaries, so that 
I can claim to speak on the subject with a certain amount 
of knowledge. Now when I was a boy" (" What is he 
now ? An old woman ? " said someone sotto voce), 
"I mean when I was a kid, I swallowed all these wonders 
as if they were gospel truth. In fact, I thought it would 
be wicked to doubt them. But I've learned better since 
and I find that most, if not all, educated people have 
long ceased to believe them and now treat them for what 
they are, old fables and folk-lore which have survived 
the primitive days in which men knew no better6 My 
only wonder is that when they were revising the Bible 
they did not omit these ridiculous stories altogeth�r and 
give us a more credible book. They were no doubt all 
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right for unenlightened people years ago, but are quite 
unsuited for present-day reading. 

"It's really quite easy to see how many of these 
miraculous stories had their origin. Take, for instance, 
the Ten Plagues in Egypt. These were obviously purely 
natural events exaggerated in the minds of the simple 
Israelites under the influence of Moses into miraculous 
judgments sent by Jehovah. The 'Water turned to 
Blood ' was a purely natural phenomenon seen in the 
Nile periodically when its water turns a reddish colour. 
The frogs and lice, of course, need no explaining, nor 
do the flies, which would be the outcome of the decom
posing dead frogs. Boils and blains were and are common 
enough in Egypt and hail and locusts are not unknown 
in that land. I give these as a sample of natural events 
magnified by credulous minds to miracles and draw 
the conclusion that true miracles never did and never could 
happen and we should not be asked to believe in them." 

So far Congrieve ha� really proved much more interest
ing than had been expected and there was quite a round 
of applause (especially pronounced among the Pagans) 
when he resumed his seat. 

It was soon evident that a lively evening was in prospect. 
Half a dozen boys had risen to their feet hoping to catch 
the Chairman's eye, almost before the introducer had 
sat down, but Peter Round was ready for them. 

" I call upon the Seconder of the subject for debate, 
Frank Cattermole, to speak to us if he so desires.,, 

"Go it, Pussymouse," cried several, and the owner 
of the name (and its facetious synonym) rose readily 
to comply. 

" I'm not much good at speaking like some of you 
chaps," he began, "but I've often talked this over with 
the old Cong ere el (he ref erred, of course, to the previous 
speaker) and I think he's quite right every way. Now, 
who ever- heard such an impossible yam as that about 
Jonah swallowing the whale?" 



sS THE CURIOSITY CLUB 

This was greeted with shouts of laughter, much to the 
speaker's discomfiture. " Come, come, Pussy, we can't 
swallow that anyhow!" "It must have made Jonah 
blubber ! " " Did he digest the whalebones ? " cried 
one and another amid renewed laughter. At length 
order was restored and Cattermole corrected his mistake 
and proceeded. 

"Well, even that's not much more unlikely than the 
actual yarn. What simpletons people must have been 
ever to have believed it and to keep it on record all this 
time! No, no, when miracles like that happen nowadays 
it'll be time enough to believe the old ones. And then 
the flood ! T�nk of all the world being drowned except 
one family :and all the animals crowded together in a 
boat. Some boat ! If you have to believe such stories 
as these to be a Christian, well, I'm all for being an infidel 
and that's that ! " 

Then somewhat to my- surprise my old boy friend 
Giles Green, who had been listening in a corner with his 
eyes half closed, true to his former nickname, Sleepy, 
slowly rose and staring in a very wideawake fashion at the 
last speaker said, " Hadn't you better pay a visit to the 
British Museum before you scoff at the flood ? " 

" What's the British Museum got to do with it ? " 
asked Cattennole, looking puzzled. 

," Only that- you'd find there lots of relics and even 
plans showing that the Flood really did happen after all, 
as and when the Bible said ; and as to the boat, why, I 
was reading. in a book the other day that almost every 
ancient race has the story pat, India, China, Malaya. 
Mexico, Brazil, and the North American Indians. Where 
did they get it from, I wonder, if it never took place? 
It's the oldest story in the world, quite apart from the 
Bible. It looks as if that miracle happened anyway." 
And Sleepy sat down and quietly closed his eyes again 
while everybody laughed in appreciation. 

"And as to Jonah," spoke up Roger Strange, " I 
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could tell Pussy a thing or two that he may not know ; 
the actual story doesn't say either that Jonah swallowed 
a whale or that a whale swallowed Jonah. What it 
says is 'God prepared a great fish' to do the job,· and no 
one but an ass would say God couldn't do that, and ii 
He could, who are yo'!, to say He didn't ? " 

Things were now warming up considerably and two 
or three boys started talking at once. Again Hold-all in 
the chair rose to the occasion and rang his bell, remarking, 
"This is not a bear garden, but a debate," and beckoned 
to Middlemarsh, the school captain, who appeared 
anxious to speak. Middlemarsh always commanded 
respect and the more so on this occasion as the Pagans 
considered him more or less on their side. 

He rose thoughtfully and said, " I suppose the presump
tion always is against miracles but I'm in a difficulty 
about those ten plagues. I think the argument of natural 
causes �ounds very reasonable but how did those things 
all happen just when Moses called for them? That 
makes them just as miraculous as ever to my mind. And 
then again, the last plague when all the firstborn suddenly 
died at midnight is surely sheer miracle throughout, if 
it really happened,. and if one of the ten plagues was an 
out-and-out miracle, why trouble to explain away the 
other nine ? It seems to me they stand or fall together. 
Mind, I'm not saying I believe them, but I can't get rid 
of them in such an off-hand way as Congrieve does. 
After all, the Hebrews have believed them as miraculous 
ever since they happened and I haven't found the Jews 
as a race either simple or credulous I I just don't know. 
I wish someone could help me on this question of miracles." 
And Middlemarsh cast a wistful look in my direction as 
he resumed his seat amid respectful applause. 

Then came the surprise of the evening. A tall, good
looking boy of about seventeen years old walked from his 
seat at the back and bowing respectfully to the chair asked 
permission to speak. He was almost a stranger, for he 
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had only joined the school that term, having been 
evacuated from London after his home was destroyed 
in a recent raid. It was noticed that he wore a black 
tie and armlet and that his somewhat sad eyes and grave 
expression told that it was not only his home that had 
been lost. Indeed, his mother and little sister had 
perished before his eyes and he was left alone in England, 
his father being on service in the Far East. His name 
was Jack Cressfield and he was reputed to be clever. 
Everyone present knew his sad story and gave him a 
friendly welcome as he stood before them ready to address 
the meeting. Permission being granted, he began. 

" I feel a bit of a stranger among you and am grateful 
for your kind reception. I want to say this Curiosity 
Club is the nicest thing I've struck since I left my home 
( or it left me) in London. 

"I like the candid talking and honest expression of 
opinion. This emboldens me to give my views. I've 
been taking time to read my Bible lately. It's one of 
the effects Jerry's bombs have had on me and I've been 
surprised with what I've found there, particularly in the 
New Testament. Of course the gospels are full of 
miracles, but what struck me was, they are all so sensible 
and even kind, no mere magical display of power, 
nothing like the Arabian Nights or other nonsense. In 
fact they seemed just the sort of things God Himself 
would do · if He walked among men to-day. Healing 
sick people, feeding the hungry, driving out devils and 
putting things right generally. In fact they seem to me 
to be kind of credentials of Jesus' claim to be the Son of 
God, and if there had been no miracles I should have 
wondered why, as I read the story of His life. But that's 
not why I wanted to speak to you to-night. It was that 
remark of Cattermole's about no miracles happening 
nowadays that makes me want to tell you something. 

"My father is a doctor in the R.A.M.C. and he was 
with our troops in the great retreat to the coast when 
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the Germans broke through in Belgium. At last a small 
detachment of them found themselves taking cover in 
a barn, just outside Dunkirk, with the enemy in hot 
pursuit� There seemed no possible way of escape so 
the C. 0. addressed the men and told them ' the Germans 
are within fifty yards of us. There's nothing for it but 
for us to surrender and do hospital work for the enemy.' 

" Now there was a young fellow there, known to my 
father as a Christian. He had been chaffed a good bit 
about being a Pi and had stood up to it well. So my 
father ( who was second in command) turned to him and 
said, in the hearing of them all, ' B.--, you know how. 
to pray! Now pray for us!' And pray he did. 

" Well, now for the miracle. Scarcely had he finished 
than the sky darkened and a great thunderstorm burst 
suddenly upon them, clearing the sky of Nazi 'planes and 
putting everything in confusion, with the result that every 
man jack of them got away safely and was soon on board 
a boat for Dover. 

" They tell me that Dunkirk was one big miracle from 
first to last, and I for one believe it was. I'm certain 
my father's being saved from that barn was one, and if 
God could do that, surely He could do all the Bible 
miracles. 

"And another thing. A miracle has taken place with 
me too. I was as godless as any fell ow in my school or 
in this school either until my home was blitzed, with the 
result that you know. But I owe my soul to that German 
bomb and now Jesus is my own Saviour for ever and ever." 

He sat down quite quiet and composed and nobody 
spoke a word. Peter Round beckoned to me and I 
came forward for my usual " summing up " feeling a 
sense of deep gratitude for the turn the evening's debate 
had taken. 



VII. A CHAPTER OF MIRACLES

"I REALLY don't think this evening's debate calls for
much summing-up," said I after a pause, during which 
I stood marking an unusual seriousness on the faces 
turned towards me in anticipation of my comments on 
what had been said. "But perhaps as a frank believer 
in the Bible miracles ( and in a great many other more 
wonderful ones) I may be able to help some like Middle
marsh who are still honestly in doubt on the subject. 

"First, then, I find that most difficulties with regard 
to the Bible arise from misconceptions, and I think this 
is p�cularly so on the subject of the Bible miracles. 
The impression appears general that the Book is cram
full of stories of impossible happenings const�tly occur
ring throughout the history of the Jews and before and 
after. But so far from this being so, I find that a miracle 
is and always has been the rarest event in the world. 
The Old Testament records forty or fifty in all throughout 
the 4,000 odd years of human history, with which it 
deals, which provides roughly one miracle for every 
hundred years from Adam to Christ. Moreover, there 
are long ages of tim�500 years, 700 years, and even 
over 1 ,ooo years-during which no miracle at all took 
place. 

"Then, again, while Moses, Elijah, Elisha, Peter, and 
Paul certainly wrought miracles, neither Abraham, 
David, Isaiah, Jeremiah, John the Baptist, nor many 
other notable Bible heroes worked any at all. If miracles 
were the invention of Jewish historians to embellish 
their pages why, I wonder, did they not attribute them 
to all the great figures of whom they wrote ? Why 
should some have wrought them and others not ? And 
those who did, did so but rarely, and on many critical 
occasions in their lives displayed neither the will nor the 
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ability to act otherwise than as ordinary men. They are 
indeed represented rather as _the instruments than the 
performers of the wonderful works of which God was 
declared to be the true Author. 

" All these considerations seem to me strong indications 
of the genuineness of the records and of the truth of the 
events described. 

"For miracles are in fact nothing less than God 
intervening in the affairs of men. 

" If you rule out God, then I agree that miracles are 
incredible. On the other hand, once you admit as 
possible the intervention of God in the activities of men, 
then miracles become not only credible but inevitable. 

" For the actions of a Higher Being frqm another 
realm can h,u-dly be expected to conform to the limitations 
of the denizens of a lower into which He intrudes for 
purposes of His own. When a pilot drops a depth
charge from an aeroplane into the sea the result must 
appear to the denizens of the deep, whether whales or 
minnows, a miracle indeed. It is certainly a notable 
and inexplicable event out of keeping with the normal 
course of things or the ordinary laws of life under water. 
But to the pilot in the realm above the sea it is no miracle 
at all, but a carefully designed and· purposeful act with 
an end in view of which the fish in the water below could 
comprehend nothing. 

"It w�, no doubt, just as inexplicable to Jonah as it 
is to the modem unbeliever why God should make a 
great fish to swallow him for three days and nights. He 
could not guess that God was enacting through him a 
parable of the death and resurrection of His Son 800

years later of which the record should be a 'sign ' to 
men of faith all down the ages to the present day. ' As 
Jonah • • • so the Son of Man,' said Jesus, and thus a 
story of apparently meaningless magic became an event 
of majestic wonder full of supreme significance. 

" And what of the miracles of Jesus ? 
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" I think we are indebted to Cressfield for his really 
clear and lucid statements with regard to these. Yes, 
they are and were intended to be the credentials of Jesus 
without which His claim to be the Son of God might 
justly have been rejected. 'If I had not done among 
them the works that none other man did they had not 
had sin.' Of course not ! He would have shown Himself 
to be a mere man like themselves. ' If I do not the works 
of My Father, believe Me not,' said Jesus to His critics, 
and He says the same to men to-day. Everything turns 
on the miracles. Without them Jesus was but a man, a 
teacher, a philosopher like Plato, Aristotle, and others, 
though admittedly the greatest of them all. 

" But if He walked among men doing the works of 
God, healing the sick, raising the dead, and casting out 
devils, then indeed God had come among men in human 

. 

gwse. 
" Which do you think the most miraculous of all His 

wonderful works ? Test them by the effect they produced 
rather than by their spectacular character and see what 
conclusion we come to. 

" The miracles over Nature w�re dramatic enough. 
The stilling of the storm, the feeding of the five thousand, 
the walking on the sea were marvellous when they 
happened, but thereafter were nothing but a wonderful 
memory. 

" The miracles of healing were more permanent. The 
cleansed leper, blind Bartimaeus, and the woman with 
the issue of blood were miracles continuing every day 
of their lives ; and Lazarus, raised from the dead, was 
a daily wonder wherever he went. Yet even these were 
but temporary miracles. The eyes of Bartimaeus were 
closed again, as all eyes are, in death, and Lazarus 
returned in the course of nature to the tomb from which 
he had been raised. 

" But there were miracles that J csus did far greater 
and more lasting than any of these. It was a great 
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thing to heal a man's body, though it must one day 
turn to dust, but what a miracle to heal a man's soul 
which must live for ever in heaven or in hell ! What 
about the man with the legion of devils, sitting at the feet 
of Jesus clothed and in his right mind ! What of the 
woman taken in adultery going away to sin no more! 
What a miracle when proud Saul of Tarsus was trans
formed suddenly to Paul the Apostle of Jesus Christ ! 

" Here are miracles more marvellous because more 
enduring than all the Bible miracles combined. These 
are the ' greater works ' that Jesus said His followers 
should do after He had gone, and which they did at 
Pentecost and have done ever since. 

" This is the miracle that Cressfield tells us so movingly 
has happened to him, and this is the miracle that I 
more than guess some of you wish might happen to you, 
too. 

" But I've talked too long and the chairman has been 
too indulgent in not ringing his bell. So, good-bye till 
our next Club meeting, when I hope for as good a debate 
as we have enjoyed this evening." 

I sat down-and no one moved. Instead of the usual 
laughter and stir attending the break-up of the Club, 
not a boy rose from his seat but all remained silent and 
still as though awaiting something further. Hold-all, in 
the chair, looked at me a trifle perplexed, but I kept 
quiet and waited. 

The next minute Middlemarsh was standing up with 
all eyes fixed on him. He turned quietly to me and said : 
"Solomon-thank you! I asked for help and I have 
got more than I ever expected. I am beginning to see 
things now and-I think I �m beginning to want things, 
too. Thank you very much indeed." 

He had scarcely resumed his seat when Quartermain 
was on his feet. He had not opened his mouth in the 
Club debates since his rebuff from the Shrimp when he 
called Christians fools or hypocritical humbugs. But 
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now listen to him ! His face is very red and he is speaking 
under obvious emotion as he blurts out:" Mr. Chairman, 
I want to thank Cressfield for what he said. I shall never 
forget it. We've both lost our mothers recently, and I 
wish I was as ready to meet mine as he is to meet his ! 
It'd take a miracle to make me so, and I'd give anything 
for such a miracle as he tells us has happened to him." 

Quartermain sat down abruptly and buried his face in 
his hands. 

If the atmosphere had been tense before it was electric 
now. Quartermain had such a character in the school 
that he was the last person from whom such sentiments 
might have been expected, and his crony, Pussymouse, 
looked at him open-mouthed. 

Then things began to happen fast. From all over the 
crowded room boys were standing up in turn and even 
two at a time, saying, " I want that miracle, too ! " 
" And so do I ! " " And me, too ! " 

It was certainly an emotional scene, but by no means 
an excited one. 

There was not a boy who rose without a deep-seated 
concern upon his face which made him, for the moment, 
quite indifferent to the impression he was creating among 
his school-(ellows, a rare condition of mind for the average 
boy. 

I now felt matters had gone far enough and it was 
time for me to intervene. So I rose quietly and said : 
" I think we had better disperse now. I don't suppose 
any of us will forget this evening. I'm sure I shan't; 
and if any of you ever want a bit of a chat about things 
you know where to find me. Good night I" 

" Good night, Solomon l " came in chorus as the boys 
poured out into the night. 



VIII. THE CLUB · HOLDS A BRAINS TRUST

Two surprises awaited me on the evening of the
next meeting of the Curiosity Club. The first was the
crowd. For crowd is the only word for the attendance
that taxed the limited accommodation of my home. It
appears that the proceedings at the last club meeting
had created a considerable stir in the school and there
had been much debate both among Pagans and Pi's and
many questions· asked by boys who had not been present
as to what Middlemarsh, the captain, had really said
and in particular what had happened to Q,uartermain.
Something certainly had happened, for he was by no
means the same chap as he had been. Yet nobody
cared to ask him and he did not volunteer any information
but kept rather aloof from his usual clique who could
not make him out. Surely he had not suddenly turned
Pi ! And several others who had been at the meeting
showed signs that were peculiar. A half-burnt "crib"
was discovered in the fireplace of John Cross's study and
the tom pieces of some very doubtful picture postcards
were found in the dustbin, though they could not be
traced to any individual boy. Altogether, curiosity
was aroused among many who had hitherto shown no
interest in the Club, with the result that quite a large
proportion of the senior school found themselves pressing
into my drawing-room until the floor space was completely
occupied with perspiring humanity. 

The second surprise was that when I looked into the
hat in which questions for debate were placed it was
empty ! There was not a question there-and knowing
the number and variety usually inserted I was frankly
non-plussed. 

" Gentlemen," I said, " we appear to have drawn a
blank to-night and it is difficult to sec how we can have
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a Debate in the absence of any question before the 
House. Surely this apparently entire absence of curiosity 
bodes ill for the Club. Does this vacuum of the hat 
indicate a vacuum of the heads of members or is there, as 
I more than suspect, design in this seeming reticence?" 

Then Middlemarsh rose with a smile, and said, " You 
have guessed right, Solomon, there is design behind it. 
In fact we have all agreed that there shall be no competi• 
tion of questions to-night. I have been asked to put a 
suggestion to you to which we hope you will agree. 
We want you to hold a Brains Trust this evening in place 
of the usual debate." 

" A Brains Trust ? " said I. " And where are the 
pundits to supply the brains ? " 

"Well," replied Middlemarsh, "we thought Solomon's 
would be all that we required for our particular problems. 
In f�ct," he added, with his peculiarly engaging smile, 
" we will supply the questions if you will supply the brains 
and answer as fully as you can. Because some of us really 
want to know, and as for the gate-crashers here to-night, 
well, it might do some of them good too, if I'm not mis
taken ! " 

Here there was general applause, as Middlemarsh 
awaited my consent. 

" Well," said I, " it's rather an innovation for the 
Curiosity Club and I shan't enjoy the evening so much 
as usual. I'd much sooner listen to you boys debating 
than talk myself. Besides, as I've warned you more 
than once, I'm not Solomon and never shall be. I fear 
you'll be as disappointed with this Brains Trust's effort 
as we sometimes are with the original performers of the 
B.B.C. But go ahead and let's hear your question." 

"Thanks very much, Solomon," replied Midcllemarsh, 
"but I'm afraid one question will lead to another, so 
there may be several, if you don't mind. First, we've 
agreed to ask you, ' Is Con-oersion a real thing ? Is it

tudden ? Does it last ? Can you be sure it's really happened ? ,, 
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"Rather a large order, isn't it?" said I, rising to answer 
while the boys settled to listen with obvious interest; 
" in fact, four questions in one, multum in parvo as they 
say. I think we'd better begin by defining our terms. 
Of course I don't need to tell you that the root meaning 
of the word conversion is just a turning. But there are 
turnings and turnings, some good, some bad, some the 
one or the other, depending upon the point of view. 
For instance, a person turning from Protestant to Roman 
Catholic is termed either a Convert or Pervert according 
to the point of view of the speaker. Again, a boy who 
turns over a new leaf and gives up cheating, swearing, 
and other dark and-doubtful things, and tries to be good, 
has certainly experienced a reformation though it may 
not prove a conversion. Or if a boy starts going to 
c h�rch, saying his prayers, and reading his much
neglected Bible, he has undoubtedly turned religious, 
but he has not necessarily experienced conversion. But 
if it's Bible Conversion you want to know about:--- " 

"Yes," interrupted Quartermain, '-' that's what I 
want-I should say that's the very thing we mean." 

"Very well," I continued, "then that simplifies it, 
because candidly I've not much faith in any other kind. 
New leaves have a way of becoming as smudged as old 
ones after a week or two and, as for religion, it's a gloomy 
business for an unconverted chap. Perhaps my best plan 
to make things clear is by recounting a few actual cases 
of people who got converted. 

" There are, of course, several in the Bible, and I 
think they were specially recorded to explain the way 
it may happen to others. Incidentally, they will provide 
a direct answer to Middlemarsh's fourfold question. 
' Is it real, is it sudden, does it last, and can you know?' 

"Take, for instance, that Roman jailer at Philippi. 
I suppose he was a pretty tough sort with not much use 
for God or religion. It took an earthquake to wake him 
up and make him cry : ' What must I do to be saved ? ' 
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" But there's not much doubt about the reality of his 
conversion or of its suddenness or his certainty of it. 
We leave him rejoicing in God within an hour of his 
midnight awakening. Or take another very different 
case-the eunuch from Ethiopia whom Philip met in 
the desert as he journeyed in his chariot. He, too, 
went on his" way rejoicing as soon as Philip had preached 
Jesus to him. Not much doubt about his experience 
and I don't suppose it passed off with time." 

" Yes ; but they were both outsiders, so to speak. 
They weren't brought up in a Christian country like ·us. 
The cases aren't the same at all." It was Fowkes the 
Debater who raised the objection. 

" Very true ; but none of the cases are the same. 
Saul of Tarsus was religious all his life and yet he needed 
a pretty drastic and sudden conversion. 

" It was very similar with Cornelius the Centurion. 
He was a good man whose prayers and charities had been 
specially noted with approval by God. Yet he needed 
to send for Peter to tell him how to be saved." 

" Does everyone need a sudden conversion, then ? ,, 
asked a boy from the back of the room. He was one of 
the " gate-crashers " whom I had not met. 

" I'm glad you asked that question," I replied," because 
I want to draw some important distinctions. Everyone 
undoubtedly needs salvation, but I do not think everyone 
equally needs a conversion of the spectacular character 
of those I have cited. In fact, I think a child of godly 
parents should not need a conscious conversion at all. 
He should turn to the Lord at so tender an age that he 
could hardly tell when it happened. But ordinarily, 
I'm afraid, it doesn't work that way, and most boys of 
my acquaintance need to be soundly converted, whatever 
sort of parents they may have.,, 

"My father says" (it was Congrieve speaking) "he 
doesn't believe in anyone being suddenly converted at all. 
He says that sort of thing doesn't happen in Nature. 
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Trees don't suddenly spring out of the ground, they 
just grow gradually, and that's what we ought to do-a 
little better every day." 

"I suppose that should be so," I replied, "though 
there's something sudden about an acorn falling to the 
ground, and, after all, that's where an oak begins for 
all its growing. And I don't know how many of you arc 
finding yourself growing a little better every day ! Most 
things need a start, and starts are generally sudden. If 
conversion marks the start of a Christian life ( and I 
think it does) possibly it is a real conversion and a sudden 
one that is needed with some of you. The journey to 
a door may be a gradual process but the entering of it is 
always sudden." 

Then Frank Cattermole spoke up and surprised us with 
the following remarks addressed indiscriminately to me 
and to his school-fellows. " I want to say something
you know I've never been any great shakes at religion 
but you may be surprised to hear I was converted once." 

" Now, now, Pussymouse, this is no time for scoffing, 
10 shut up," came from his chum Congrieve. 

" All right, Conger," he retorted. " I'm in dead 
earnest and mean it. It happened last summer at a 
camp I went to where it seemed the fashion to turn 
religious. So the last night I stood up and said I'd 
decided to be a Christian. But the thing didn't work and 
by the time term started I was the same as ever. Frankly, 
I was a bit disappointed and that's why I've never 
mentioned it to anyone. I came to the conclusion that 
there's nothing in it." 

This was certainly a bombshell, and the boys looked 
inquiringly at me. 

" Thank you, Cattermole, for your frankness," I 
remarked. " I wonder if there are any others with the 
same unfortunate experience to recount ? Has anyone 
else decided to be a Christian and found it doesn't work ? ,, 
I paused and looked round, and to the astonishment of 



THE CURIOSITY CLUB 

the Pi's present quite a number of Pagan hands went 
up! 

"I thought so," I commented quietly, "and I've no 
doubt you were all as disappointed as Cattermole. I'm 
afraid the experience is more common than you think. 
All Evangelists who hold Revival Campaigns can tell 
the same story. The explanation, of course, is that 
Cattermole and you others have never been converted at 
all l All you've done is to decide to be Christians and, 
of course, you found you couldn't ! Which only goes 
to prove how much you need conversion after all ! " 

" But surely, Solomon," said John Cross, " you must 
decide for Christ ? That's what I did when I burnt my 
cribs after the last Club night, but I must say I'm finding 
it precious hard." 

"I'm not surprised at that, Boxer," I replied. "If 
you'd decided to be the Archangel Michael you'd have 
found it no harder, though just as impossible. You see, 
Decision is really nothing more than making up your 
mine! in the right direction. It is good· and important 
but itjust isn't conversion. If you anol could become good 
by deciding to, then Christ need never have come to be 
our Saviour. We should not have needed Him. We 
could manage the matter by our own decision of mind." 

" Well, then, Solomon, tell us what conversion is, 
if it isn't just deciding." It was Middlemarsh who spoke. 
He had his eye on the clock and was anxious to get to 
the point. 

"I can tell you in a few words," I replied. "It's 
really more simple than it seems. We read in the Acts 
of the Apostles that at Antioch ' a great number believed 
and turned to the Lord.' There it is in the proverbial 
nutshell. It isn't only believing and it. isn't only turning. 
It is believing and turning, and it is turning as a result of 
believing. And both the believing and the turning are 
concerned wholly and solely with Christ. You believe 
upon Christ as the only One who can save you from 
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your sins and you turn to Him to do it. He can do what 
you can't, however much you decide and try. If you 
tum to Him you are converted. If you tum anywher, 
else you are not. 

"But time's up and the Brains Trust must fade out. 
Some of you will not leave matters where they· are, I 
am sure, and if you want further help, Solomon is always 
at your disposal. Good night 1 ,, 



IX. THE "HEAD" TAKES A. HAND

THERE was an unusual element of joviality about the
meeting of the Curiosity Club this evening. 

To begin with it was the end of Summer Term and 
holidays were ahead. Moreover, we were celebrating 
the occasion with something of a Garden Party at my 
house. 

All the members and usual frequenters of the Club 
were present in force, together with an exceptional 
number of their invited guests from the school. The 
number was too great to be accommodated in the 
house and as it was a lovely summer evening it had 
been agreed that the Club should hold its session on the 
lawn. 

After an al fresco tea the boys were scattered about the 
garden and were amusing themselves with a variety of 
games ; tennis, bowls and croquet were going strong and 
a number. of budding golfers were trying their skill on 
a small putting course I had laid out. 

The evening was in another respect a special one for 
-it was to be Enrolment Night for the Club. Quite a
number of boys were expected to apply for membership,
and as by the Rules of the Club, only applicants who were
prepared to confess themselves " Pi " could be elected,
there was not a little anticipation of a hopeful character
among the existing members mingled with an element
of uneasiness among the Pagans as to possible secessions
from their ranks.

But there was another and quite different reason for
the exceptional interest manifested by the boys on this
particular occasion. 11:9 indications were seen in small
groups of senior boys about the garden conferring in
serious tones together as though the topic which engaged
their attention were one of unusual importance to them.
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What the subject matter of their discussion was I did 
not know and was too prudent to enquire until presently 
Curiosity Joe detached himself from one of the groups 
and, linking his arm affectionately in mine as we strolled 
over the lawn, enlightened me. 

"You see, Uncle Sol, there's been a bit of a rumpus 
at the school to-day and old Poker's got his rag out."

"And who, pray, may old Poker be?
,, 

I enquired. 
"Oh surely you know that! The Rev. Dr. Spokes, 

M.A., D.D., our revered Headmaster, if you want his
full description. We call him Poker for short.

,, 

" And what happened to disturb the Headmaster ? " 
said I. 

" Well, you see, Uncle, he was tiling the Sixth in 
Divinity this morning and the subject was the conversion 
of St. Paul outside Damascus." 

" A capital subject indeed,
,,

said I ; " and what did
Dr. Spokes make of that?

,, 

"Why, nothing at all! He told us that we were not 
expected to believe that such a thing ever really happened ; 
that people didn't see actual. visions of Christ or anyone 
else ; that they were mere hal--hal-What's the 
word, Uncle ? " 

"· Hallucinations, perhaps ? " 
" Yes, that's it, hallucinations-something Paul imag

ined in his mind that led him to change his opinions about 
Christ and ultimately to join the Christians of his day. 
He said after all these things were only a matter of opinion 
and many people didn't agree with Paul in most of 
his views. And he added ' People don't get suddenly 
converted like that you know.' And, Uncle, that brought 
Boxer Cross to his feet." 

" What do you mean ? In class ? " 
" Oh yes, Uncle, it's the rule in Divinity with the Head. 

Anyone may ask questions, or express his views." 
" And what did Cross say ? " 
"He said, 'Well, sir, anyhow I have been I' 
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cc You should have seen Poker's face. Talk about 
red-hot Poker ! ' Tou, Cross ! What do you mean, sir ? 
Who converted you ? ' And Boxer blurted out ' Solomon, 
sir, at the Curiosity Club ! ' And then the fat was in the 
fire ! 'Who's this Solomon and what's this Club? I 
insist on knowing all about it ! ' Poker almost shouted, 
glaring round at us. 

"Well, we couldn't let old Boxer stand the racket 
alone, so I stood up and said, ' And I've been converted 
too, sir. It happened to me in Africa.' And would 
you believe it, Uncle, half the sixth chimed in to the same 
tune! 

cc Well, it ended in Poker gathering up his papers and 
marching out of the classroom in high dudgeon, leaving 
us all a bit nonplussed as to what'll happen next." 

Joe had scarcely finished his narration when a maid 
from the house approached me with a visiting card and, 
hardly suppressing a smile, said, "This gentleman is 
asking for Mr. Solomon, sir." I glanced at the card 
and, turning to Joe, said, " It looks as if something is 
happening already, Curiosity." On the card was 
inscribed : 

"Rev. Theodore Spokes, M.A., D.D." 
As I went in to interview the Headmaster I told Joe 

to carry on the Club Meeting without me and not to 
mention the new arrival. Then I prepared myself to 
face the music, wondering a little what the outcome 
might be. 

On entering the library I was approached by my 
visitor with a somewhat cold," Mr. Solomon, I presume?'' 
to which I replied genially, "No, not quite that, that's a 
name bestowed on me by some of my boy friends who 
prefer it to my correct title (which I gave him). They 
do that to people they like, don't they ? In fact I've 
just heard that you enjoy a similar distinction, Dr. er
Poker ! " At this we both laughed heartily and I knew 
that the ice was broken. 
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I do not propose to put on record details of the inter
view. There's no doubt Dr. Spokes had come deter
mined to express disapproval both of my interference 
with his boys and of the teaching I had given them. 

But it takes two to make a quarrel and I wouldn't 
be one ! So, as he turned out to be a really charming 
and eminently sensible man, it was not difficult for me 
to explain that the Club was an affair of the boys 'them
selves out of school hours and as for my teaching, well, 
I frankly made no apology for that, but asked him if its 
effect had been at all prejudicial to the character or 
conduct of the boys of his school. To this the Head
master replied (to my secret joy and delight) "Sir, 
I will be equally frank with you. Both I and all my 
staff are agreed that the past term has been the best 
every way in the history of the school. We have been 
completely at a loss to account for it. Some of the most 
troublesome and intractable lads (particularly one 
Quartermain, whom .J should have expelled last term 
but for his Mother's death) seem altogether different 
beings and more concerned to be helpful than otherwise. 
One would be tempted to think that you, sir, or someone
else had succeeded in bewitching them!

,, 

Then I took a chance-greatly daring-and replied, 
"It almost makes one believe in sudden conversion, 
Doctor, doesn't it?

,, 

Dr. Spokes looked me steadily in. the face for a full 
half-minute and then replied, "Sir, it almost does 
indeed ! " 

" Now, Doctor," said I, " I'm going to propose some
thing to you. On the lawn just outside this window a 
meeting of the Curiosity Club is now in progress. I 
propose to open the window and leave you here, unseen 
by the boys, to judge for yourself the character of the 
Club with your own eyes and ears, and I promise to 
abide by your judgment whether it shall be dissolved 
or not from this time forth.

,
, 
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The Head expressed himself in agreement, so I quietly 
opened the french window and stepped out on to the 
)awn leaving the Doctor concealed in the room. 

The meeting, which was in full progress, was an 
unusual one. Seated behind a table were the boys who 
formed the Committee of the Club-Ralph Thornton, 
Mike Smart, Roger Strange, Angus McDougall, with 
Curiosity Joe occupying the chair. On the table in 
front of them was the hat from which you remember 
the topic for discussion was wont to be drawn. But 
it was being used for another purpose to-night. Appli
cants for enrolment had been required to place in the 
hat prior to the meeting their written requests for member
ship stating plainly their grounds for qualification. 
Curiosity Joe was in the act of drawing one of these from 
the hat as I took my place at the rear of the meeting.· I saw 
from the small pile of papers on the table that quite a 
number of new members had already been elected and 
I regretted having missed hearing what they had said, 
but I was just in time ( and so was the Doctor) to hear the 
very boy of whom he had made appreciative mention a 
few minutes before. 

"The next applicant," said Curiosity Joe, "is Philip 
Quartermain, who writes: 

" When I said on my first visit to this Club that 
Christians were either dull fools or hypocritical hum-
bugs I really believed it. I don't believe it now. In 
fact, I've come to apply the terms fool and humbug 
to myself. For that's what I was and it nearly got 
me the sack last term only old Poker was lenient for 
once. Then I began to despair and in fact I told 
Solomon I was going to chuck the Club but he wouldn't 
let me. And now after the Brains Trust Meeting 
everything's different, for that evening I 'believed 
and turned.' I wouldn't have conceived it possible 
for such a change to take pl�ce so suddenly in anyone. 
My only regret is that I can't tell my Mother the 
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wonderful news but perhaps she knows. Anyhow, 
I know it's through her praying for me that it's hap
pened. And now I'm out and out Pi 1 " 

(Signed) P. QuARTERMAIN. 

A moment's consultation with the Committee whose 
happy faces showed their delight at this eminent capture 
and Joe announced, "I have pleasure in �elcoming 
Philip Quartermain as a member of the Curiosity Club" 
-which was greeted with applause from all the ' Pi's '
present. The next applicant was Boxer Cross, who
wrote:

" I didn't know how really I was converted until 
Divinity class this morning when Poker told us there 
was no such thing and it woke me up all of a sudden. 
For I knew that something wonderful had happened 
to me and I was very happy but it was only then I 
saw in a flash that it was much the same thing (without 
the vision) that had come to Paul and before I knew 
it I had said so! And now I'm going all out 'Pi' 
-and I want everybody to know it."

( Signea) j OHN CRoss. 
· There was one application, very quiet and sober,

but none the less real, from Middlemarsh, the School
Captain. He wrote :

"You know I don't believe in over enthusiasm 
especially in such serious matters as religion and yet 
I've come to see that one must take sides even in this 
if one is going to be any good in the world. And so 
I side once and for all with the Pi's humbly trusting 
in the One who is called ' the Captain of our Salvation ' 
for help to serve Him worthily.' " 

1 

(Signed) AI.Ee MmnLEMARSH. 

" That appears to be all," said Joe peering into the 
empty hat. "Not quite if it's not too late," cried some
one in the meeting. "here, push this up quick! Sorry, 
but I've only just written it." It was Pussymousc 
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Cattermole looking very red in the face but very deter
mined. 

Joe opened it and read : 
"Oh, what a fool I've been and what a coward ! 

And what a beast, too ! But I want to be ' Pi ' if only 
I could ; but I'm not worthy and should only let you 
all down. Could I join 'on appro.', so to speak? 
I really do awfully want to ! " 

(Signed) FRANK CATTERMOLE.

This little note, written under obvious emotion and 
read from the chair with great sympathy, moved the 
whole meeting. A feeling of tense interest prevailed 
and this was suddenly immensely accentuated by the 
emergence through the window of the library of the 
portentous figure of the Rev. Dr. Theodore Spokes in 
the sight of al.l present. Instantly the boys rose from 
their seats with consternation depicted on most faces 
and some anxiety on mine. 

"Resume your seats, boys, please," said the Doctor, 
and the boys sat down in silent and uncomfortable 
anticipation. " I owe an apology for my presence here 
this evening and also for my deliberate eavesdropping 
upon your proceedings which I should have hesitated to 
do but for the suggestion of the gentleman at whose 
invitation you are here." 

At this I thought I saw one or two resentful glances 
in my direction, particularly from those who had made 
recent references to "Old Poker" 1 

The Head then resumed. " That gentleman, known 
to you I believe as Mr. Solomon, has left in my hands 
the fate of your Club with a promise that it shall be 
dissolved forthwith if I so desire. I take this as a very 
proper action on his part." 

From the alarmed faces of the members they apparently 
by no means agreed �ith its propriety. However, all 
kept silence and awaited what was to follow. 

" But what I have heard and seen to-night, coupled 
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with certain very remarkable changes (I may add, 
improvements) which I have noted in the life of our 
school recently and which until now I have been at a 
loss to explain, convinces me that the continuance and 
prosperity of your Club is greatly to be desired and 
encouraged by me and the Staff of the school. I know 
that there are grave dangers attaching to any religious 
movement among schoolboys but I am of opinion that 
these may well be guarded against by the wisdom ot

Solomon perhaps indeed more effectively than by the 
application of the Poker ! ,, 

At this remark the faces of the boys relaxed into a· 
broad grin and for the first time a genial smile appeared 
upon the features of the speaker. 

" One more remark I may be permitted," went on 
the Head. '' Certain views expressed by me in Divinity 
this morning appear to have created an unfortunate 
impression. Indeed, I do not know that they might not 
better have been expressed differently, due regard of 
cqurse being given to the exigencies of modem scholarship. 
In any case, I wish you to know that I am in the heartiest 
sympathy with the objects of the Club generally and I 
may add with the religious experiences to which some have 
given expression in my hearing this evening. And now 
it only remains for me to wish your Club good success 
!iDd you, Good night." 

The Head had no sooner concluded his remarks than 
the irrepressible Shrimp was on his feet. 

"Three cheers for our jolly sporting Headmaster, 
come on, chaps ! " and the meeting rang with three 
times three followed by " He's a jolly good fell ow and so 
say all of us ! " 

• * • • *
And that's how the Curiosity Club came to be a recog

nised institution in the school and Curiosity Joe's heart 
was gladdened by the triumphant success of his bright 
idea. 
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