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A LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY BY OWEN CONQUEST!

The 1st Chapter.
Tubby Muffin’'s New Stunt!

“Mufthn !”

Jimmy Silver put his head into
Study No. 2 in the Fourth Form
passage at Rookwood, and called.

Tubby Muffin was there.

He was seated in the armchair,
leaning back in what a novelist would
probably have called an attitude of
unaffected grace, and reading.

He did not answer to his name.

Certainly he heard Jimmy Silver’s
call, but, like the celebrated dying
gladiator, he heard it, but he heeded
not. Apparently, Reginald Mufhn
was deeply interested in the book he
was reading, which was sufhcient
evidence that the book was' not a
school-book. Omnly a salutary terror
of " Mr. Dalton’s cane could force
Tubby Muffin to read a school-book.

“Tubby !” shouted Jimmy Silver.

“You're interrupting me, Silver,”
said Tubby Muffin, blinking at bhim
at last. “I say. this i1s a jolly good
book. Jevver hear of [Ferrers
Locke 7%

‘““Yos, ags 1>

“Some detective!” said Tubby
Muffin. “1 say, Jimmy, I've often
thought——"

“Rot! You can’t think!”

“T've often thought v

““What with?” inquired Jimmy
Silver sarcastically. |
“IT’ve often thought,” roared

Tubby Muffin, ‘‘ that I should make a

jolly good detective——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy
Silver.

“You can cackle!” said Tubby
Muffin disdainfully. “But 1 feel
that I’ve got the gift. The way this
chap Ferrers Locke does it is marvel-
lous. He just looks at a chap, and
knows the whole game from start to

finish. It’s a gift, of course. Now,
yvou'd never make a detective,
Jimmy.”’

‘““ Blegsed if I want to!”’ said Jimmy
Silver. ““1 looked in to tell you—-"

“But it’s just about my mark,”
said Muffin. “Concentration of a
powerful intellect, cool, cold, clear
reasoning powers, and an inscrutable
smile i

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Give me a chance, that's all!”
said Tubby Muffin loftily. “Just a
chance to show my unusual powers,
that’s all T ask!”

“You howling
Jimmy Silver.

““ Brinstance,” said Tubby, fixing
his eyes upon the captain of the
Fourth, “I’'ll give you a sample this
minute. Like me to tell you what
vou've been doing this afternoon,
Silver ?”’

“@Go ahead!” grinned Jimmy.

Tubby cocked his eye thoughtfully
at Jimmy.

“You haven’t
since lessons,”’

ass——'  began

been out of doors
he said. “You've

~ been working at an imposition, and

vou’ve only just finished it. How’s
that ?” |

““ Wonderful !’ gasped Jimmy.

Tubby smiled complacently.

“Nothing to what I can do!” he
said. “I don’t mind explaining how
I do 1it, Jimmy, same as Ferrers
Locke does to his boy assistant,
Drake. You see, it’s been r'ainin’g
this afternoon, and your boots don't

show the slightest sign of mud on

them. Therefore, you haven’t been
out of doors since lessons. See?”

“T1 see.” ;

‘““There are marks of ink on your
fingers,” continued Tubby Mufhn.
“That shows you’ve been at work
with pen and ink. That means an
imposition. The ink looks quite
fresh, so you've only just fimshed.
Follow me ?”’

Jimmy Silver seemed on the verge
of an attack of hysterics.

“Tg that all ?”’ he gasped.

"B’at’a all, and enough, too, as a
sample of iy wonderful detective
Muffin warmly.
‘a bit oﬁéxdﬁfylcti?n.”
| i dver., TRlaces
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“The fact that there is no mud on
my boots 1s explained by the circ¢um-
stance that I took off my football

boots in the lobby, and put these on.””

66 O}]. I‘Jfr

“And the ink on my fingers,” re-
sumed Jimmy Silver, “comes from
mopping up a bottle of ink that that
ass Lovell upset on the study table
when he was clearing 1t.” |

“Wha-a-at?”’

Detective Muflin’s
dropped. |

‘““Any more giddy deductions?”
asked Jimmy Silver cheerfully.

Tubby coughed.

“Well, I deduce that you've got
nothing for tea in the end study,” he
snapped. -

“How do you make that out?”

“1 deduce it from the fact that
yvou’ve dropped in here,” said Tubby
victoriously. ““It’s tea-time, and
you’ve dropped in to see if there’s
anything going.” How’s that?”

“Out!” chuckled Jimmy Silver,
“We’'ve got sausages and chips for
tea in the end study i

‘s Eh?!!

“ And I've dropped in liere to ask
you to tea if you'd like to come and
cook the sausages for us.”

Tubby Muffin jumped up.

That appeal to the inner Tubby
consoled him for the failure of his
wonderful deductions.

podgy Jaw

The 2nd Chapter.
Higgs Is Not Pleased!

Mr. Dalton, the master of the
Fourth, glanced round the Form-
room with a shght frown. |
~ “Has anyone seen the chalk?” he
inquired.

There was no answer from the
Fourth-Formers.

Mr. Dalton was about to illustrate
an abstruse problem on the black-
board, and for that purpose the chalk
was needed. Abstruse problems did

not appeal to the Fourth, and there |

was hardly a fellow in the Form who
did not feel pleased to learn that some
enterprising youth had abstracted the
chalk., They hoped that Mr. Dalton
would be a long time finding it; or,
alternatively, as the lawyers say, they
hoped that there was no further
supply of chalk in the cupboard.
There was a delightful prospect of
missing quite a considerable portion
of the lesson. ‘

Mr. Dalton,
sharing the feelings of his hopeful
pupils on the subject, looked annoyed.
Perhaps he guessed that the chalk
had been. taken away by a felonious
hand. Indeed, he could not be
expected to believe that the chalk,
like riches, had taken unto itself
wings, and flown away.

““ Where is the chalk ?”’ he snapped.

No answer.

The - Fourth-Formers all looked as |

innocent as they could—especially

Higgs, in whose trousers-pocket the

chalk was reposing at that moment !
Up rose Reginald Mufhn.

Tubby’s fat face was a little

flushed, and his round eyes had a

gleam in them. It was a chance for
the Rookwood detective !

 Chances for an amateur detective
did not ' happen very often at
school. It was not to be expected
that they would. Nobody was likely

 to “pinch ”’ the Head's gold watch,

or to burgle a Form-master’s study,
in order to give Muffin a chance.
Tubby, indeed, had sighed deeply
over the hopeless absence of any kind
of erime at Rookwood. Without any
crime, where was there a chance for
a criminologist? Tubby did not
exactly hope that a crime would be
committed. But certainly a robbery
or two would have afforded him some
pleasure, and his fat mind even dwelt
upon wilful murder with an unholy
joy. |

In the absence of robberies or
murders, the case of the lost chalk
was better than nothing. So Tubby
jumped up, eager to offer his pro-
fessional services. il el |

“If you please, sir ” he jerked

out.

Mzr. Dalton looked at him.

“ Have vou taken the chalk,
Muffin 7”7 Iividently the Form-master

misunderstood.

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Tubby.

“Do you know where it 187" -

‘““ Not yet, sir. But I shall be very
< to take the case——"

Ls) H'

who was far from

|

“T—1 mean, I shall be glad to in-
vestigate the mystery, sir i

“What do you mean, Muffin 7"’

“T've got a lot of skill as a—a
detective, sir &

“1 hope you are not out of your

senses, Muffin?” said Mr. Dalton
icily. |

There was a grin along the ranks
of the Fourth. Arthur ¥dward
Lovell chuckled.

“Nunno! Oh, no, sir!” gasped

Muffin. “ But—but I've studied the
—the methods of Ferrers Locke, sir,
and—and I think I could elucidate
the mystery, sir——""

‘““ Bless my soul !”’

“ And track down the dastard,
sir L .

“The what?”’

“1—I mean, the chap who’s boned
the chalk, sir !”” stammered Tubby.

Mr. Dalton’s lips twitched. He was
frowning, but some of the Fourth
were keen enough to see that he
was trying hard not to laugh.

“You are a ridiculous boy,
Muffin !’ he said. “You may sit
down !”’

“Pon’t you want me to find the

chalk, sir?”

“Certainly! You may find it 1f
you are able to do so!” said Mr.
Dalton.

“Very good, sir!”’

Tubby Muifin blinked round. -

He met with stony glares from the
rest of the Fourth. Giving away- the
fellow «who had “bagged ”” the chalk
would have been considered ‘‘sneak-
ing >’ in the Fourth. DBut Tubby was
too excited to think of that. It was
not called sneaking when Ferrers
Locke denounced a delinquent, and
for the moment the mantle of Ferrers
Locke had fallen upon Tubby’s fat
shoulders, so to speak. Tubby was
a detective now—Detective Mufhn,
and no longer Tubby of the Fourth,
for the time being. ‘

He raised a fat hand and pointed
at Alfred Higgs. Higgs gave him a
glare that might have withered a
stone statue. But it had no effect on
the enthusiastic Muflin.

‘“ Higgs i8 the criminal, sir!” said
Tubby.
fact that he has a smear of chalk on
his bags, sir—I mean, his trousers!”

There was a buzz in the class.
Alfred Higgs’ look became positively

- petrifying.

But Tubby did not heed. Ie was
enjoying his triumph. Mr. Dalton
cave him a very curious look, and

- then glanced at Higgs.

‘“ Have you the chalk, Higgs?”’ he
asked quietly.

Higgs glanced down at the tell-
tale streak on his {rousers, and de-
cided that it would be wiser to tell
the truth.

“Yes, sir,”” he answered sullenly.

“Hand it to me, please.”

Higgs obeyed.

The next step was generally ex-
pected to be a caning. But Mr.
Dalton seemed to have forgotten his
cane.

“Kindly do not touch the chalk
again, Higgs,” he said.

“V.v.very well, sir!” stammered
Higgs, astonished and relieved by his
escape. And he sat down.

Mr. Dalton proceeded to use the
chalk on the Dblackboard, and the
incident closed. He did not seem to
think it necessarv to thank Detective
Muffin for his professional aid. Tubby
Muffin looked rather digcontented.
e had expected praise, at least,

But at least he had displayed his
powers to the Fourth! On the whole,
he felt complacent. But his com-
placency was rather disturbed by a
fierce whisper from Higgs a little
later.

“You fat sneak!
c¢lass !”’

“0Oh dear !”” murmured Muftin,

1t was verv discouraging. Evi-
dently there was no real opening for

a youth with brilliant gifts.
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After lessons that morning the
Fourth Form were treated to the

thrilling sight of Tubby Muffin 1'a.cing]'
1

down the corridor, with the vengef
Higgs chasing on his track.

They disappeared into the quad-
rangle, both going strong.

“And J deduce,” said Jimmy
Silver, with a chuckle, ‘without
being a Sherlock Holmes or a
Ferrers Liocke—I deduce that Tubby
Muffin i1s going to capture a record
thumping !”

And Jimmy Silver’s deductions
proved to be well-founded !

i ————

The 3rd Chapter.

| Detective Muffin Makes Discoveries !

‘““ Eureka !”

It was a Greek werd, and Reginald
Muffin was not strong on Greek. But
he knew that familiar -word, and he
ejaculated it suddenly in tones of
agreat satisfaction.

It was Wednesday afternoon, a
half-holiday at Rookwood. Tubby
Muffin was in the quadrangle, and
he had stopped in a shady place,
where one of the big beeches grew
near the Sixth Form study windows.
Tubby Muffin had no. business under
the august windows of the Sixth.
He had retired to that quiet spot
to think—and to escape the chipping
of the other fellows, who were
immensely tickled with Tubby Muithn
as a detective. Like the love-lorn
loon in the song, he fled from a
mocking throng. And in that quiet
spot Reginald Muffin had made a
discovery. Hence his ejaculation of
‘“ Eureka !”’

Jimmy Silver & Co., coming out of
the School House, sighted him, and
bore down on him. The Iistical
Four were going to bike over to
Latcham that afternoon. There was
a sale on of Government stores at

| Latcham, and Jimmy had heard that

wonderful telescopes were going
cheap, and the cgums of the end
study agreed that it would be no
end of fun to set up a telescope at
the window of the end study. The
sea was not very far away, and they

| would be able to watch ships that

passed in the night, as Lovell put 1t
poetically—at least, ships that passed
in the daytime. But the Iistical
Four had a few minutes to spare,
before wheeling out their bikes, for
the harmless and necessary amuse-
ment of chipping Tubby Muffin.

“(roing strong, old top?” inquired
Arthur Edward Lovell. ‘ What are
you rooting about under Carthew’s
window for?”

“ Better mnot* let Carthew catch
you!” grinned Raby. “He may

think vyou're trying to spot him
smolking in his study! Ie does!”

““ He does—he do!” grinned New-
come. ‘‘Better go and make dis-

coveries somewhere else, Mr, Sher-

said Tubby, his {fat
“I dare say you

It

lock-Ferrers Muffin !”

“ Bureka !”
face beaming.
fellows know what that means.
means I've found it, you know.”

“Go hon!” said Jimmy Silver
sarecastically.

«“« And what bave you found?”
said  Lovell. “ A cigarette-end,
and deduced from it that Carthew
smokes 77’

“Ha. ha, ha'™

“ Footprints !’ said Tubby Mufhn
mysteriously. &

““ Amazing !”’  ejaculated Jimmy
Silver. “There’s only about two
hundred fellows at Rookwood—and
you've really found footprints m the
quad! This beats Ferrers Liocke at
his own game.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Oh, you're silly owls !’ said Muflin
“You don’t know how to
draw deductions from ordinary cir-
cumstances.
ordinary footprints. Chaps don’t walk
about close under study windows, and
drive their heels deep into the ground,

| do they ?”

“Not as a rule.”

“Well, somebody’s done that here.

You see, the ground was soft from last
. . - . e |
night’s rain, and it’s kept the traces.

Look | '

The Fistical Four looked.

There was a path about seven or
eight feet from the study windows,
and a bed of shrubbery bordered 1it.
Right off the path, and close up under
the window of Carthew of the Sixth,
there were undoubted footprints.
Someone had trod there very heavily,
and the still damp earth retained the
tracks with great distinctness,

The heel-marks were towards the
building, which was rather remark-
able. But the togs were driven much
deeper in the soil than the heels.

‘“What do vou make of that?” de-
manded Muffin triumphantly. “1
came on it quite bv chance. Ierrers
Tiocke, you know; often drops on some
of his most mysterious cases just by
chance. This 1s attempted burglary,

of course!”’

These footprints are not |

“Three Halfpence

| See ?

!

P — P —— s

'I

away.

22/10/21 ..

“My hat! How do you make that
out?” asked Jimmy Silver. |

“Nobody ever walks between the
path and the wall here,” said Muffin;
“No reason why anybody should.
But somebody did last night. Not a
Rookwooder. DBut anybody else must
have been a burglar, trying to get in,
He stood here trying to climiy
to the window i 1%

“With his back to the wall?”
grinned Lovell.

(44 Oh !‘!3

Tubby Muffin was disconcerted for
a moment. But only for a moment,
- “This is deeper than I thought,”
he said. ““The burglar must have got
on the window-sill, and then he was
alarmed, and jumped down. You see
the toes are (geeper" marked than the
heels. That’s where he jumpes

“It’s where somebody jumiped!”
grinned Lovell. “And as 1it's
Carthew’s study, 1 imagine it was
Carthew.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“What rot!” exclaimed Tubby
Muffin warmly. “Why should Car-
thew jump out of hig own sbudy
window Oh!”

The study window was thrown up.
The face of Mark Carthew, the bully
of the  Sixth, appeared at 1t. He
scowled angrily at the group of
juniovs.

““What do you young sweeps want
rooting round my window ?” "he de-
imanded. !

““Nothing, old top!”
Jimmy Silver cheerfully. ‘ Come on,
vou fellows! We'll be late at
Latcham at this rate, and we want to
bag that telescope.”

The Fistical Four walked quickly
They did not want to have any
dealings with Carthew of the Sixth if
they could help it. But Tubby Muthn
did not go. He was brimful of his
new and amazing discovery.

“1 say, Carthew——"" he began.

“Clear off !” snapped the prefect.

“But I've made a discovery—-

“You young 1idiot 2

“ Somebody jumped from this win-
dow last night!” exclaimed Mufln
excitedly. | '

Now, in the Fourth Form, Detec-
tive Muffin’s detective work wus
treated with derision and laughter.
No one dreamed of taking Mufhn
seriously, So it was all the more re-
markable to observe the effect of his
communication upon Carthew of tho
Sixth. Mark Carthew started back a“
if Muffin had punched his nose, and
his face became quite pale.

“What ?” he stuttered.

“It’s just as I say!” exclaimed
Tubby, delighted, as well as surprised,
to watch the effect his words produced
on the Sixth Form prefect. * lLast
night—after eleven——"’ |

“You young rascal!” thundered
Carthew. *“ What were you doing out
of your dormitory——-"

“I—I wasn't! TI—I’ve deduced it
from e

“Wait till I come out to you!”
fumed Carthew. And the prefect dis-
appeared from the window, evidently
in search of his cane.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Tubby.
‘“ He—he's waxy !” .

The Rookwood detective could see
no reason whatever why Carthew
should be *“waxy.” Rather, Carthew
ought to have been grateful to Tubby
for watching over his safety like this,
rendering him professional services for
nothing, as it were. Yet it 'was clear
that Carthew, so far from being grate-
ful, was in a terrific *‘ wax,” and that
he was coming out to look for Tubby
with a cane ! This was a mystery that
even the Ferrers Locke of Rookwood
could not solve, and he wisely decided
rot to be there when Carthew arrived.

He scudded off as fast as his iat
little legs could carry him, and he
had vanished when Carthew came
round the School House with an ash-
plant in his hand. Carthew. looked
round for him in vain; and then, with
a startled, guilty face, he proceeded
to stir the earth very industriously
with his stick, completely obliterating
Detective Muffin’s clue. The {oot-
prints vanished from existonce, and
Carthew returned to his study, looking
relieved ; which was certainly odd, if
the footprints had been left there by
a burglar overnight. .. But perhaps
Carthew didn’t think they had ! ‘-

answered

b

The 4th Chapter.
Not a Deep Mystery!

“Bulkeley 1’ -

The captain of Rookwood was talk-
ing to Neville of the Sixth near the
playing-fields, when Tubby Muffin
came up and jerked at his sleeve.

The two great men of the Sixth
were talking football, 1n the 1immportant
topic of First Kleven matches, and,
naturally, such an august conversation
ought not to have been mterrupted
by a mere fag of the Fourth Form.

But Bulkeley of the Sixth was a
good-tempered fellow, He only shook




KKKKKKK

22/10/21

off - Tubby’s fat fingers,
briefly :

izt @11 38 ke |

"Reginald Muffin did not cut. He
had important news to communicate,
and Bulkeley was the fellow to hear

and said

it, -as captain of the school. o
Tubby stood his ground.
“T say, Bulkeley——"
““Don’t bother !* :
“Tt’s/important, Bulkeley. There

was a burglar here last night ™

Bulkeley jumped.

“What? What’s that?”. he ejacu-
jated. Tubby had succeeded m rivet-
ing his attention at last.

“ Last night, after eleven o’clock, an
attempt was made to enter Rookwood
by one of the Sixth Form study win-
dows.” said Tubby, in quite the
manner of Ferrers Locke at his best.

“ And how do you know?”
manded Neville.

“T've got a lot of skill as a detec-
tive——""

“You voung ass

“Jt can prove it!” howled Tubby.

T?}

““ Look here, Bulkeley, if you don't

take the matter up, I shall have to
oo to Mr. Dalton, or the Head, The
burglar may come again to-night.”

Bulkeley stared at the fat Classical.
Tubkby’s earnestness impressed him a
Little—a very little.

“Were you out of bed last night
after eleven?” he asked.

“5Oh, ne !”

“Then how can you know ?”

““T’ve found the footprints under the |

aindow,’’ said Tubby. :
“THow do yeu know they were made
after eleven o’clock 7’ asked Neville,
with a grin.
. Tubby smiled—possibly an nscrut-
able smile, in the manner of the
famous Baker Street detective.
Tt didn’t rain till after eleven,” he
satd. ‘1T heard Mr. Dalton say so
this morning. And the footprints are
deep in the damp earth. They
wouldn’t be so deep if it hadn’t
rained then.
CQuite  a
Neville,

detective !” grinned

“T don’t want to brag,” said Tubby |

modestly.  *“ But you ask the fellows
in the Fourth. They’ll tell you about
iny wonderful powerg——"

“Teoll me what you think you've
found out, wyou thundering young
ass ! said Bulkeley brusquely.

Tubby Muffin explained i minute
detail. @The two Sixth - Formers
listened quetly, exchanging a very
add look. Tubby Muffin noticed that

look, though he could not guess what

it implied.

“ And the footprints are still |
there 7”7 asked Bulkeley.
€b YES-”

“T'Il come and see them.”

“It's for vou to look into, old
man. not me,” remarked Neville, and
he left his chum, and strolled away
towards the football-ground.

Bulkelev followed Tubby Muffin,
who was beaming again now.  His
wonderful powers were receiving their
due acknowledgment at last.

“There you are, Bulkeley!” he
said, pointing a fat forefinger to the
spot. where he had discovered the tell-
tale footprints.

Bulkeley stared.

“Well, what's there?” he snapped.

“The footprints, of course!”

“There’'s no footprints there.”

£4 Eh?!!

Tubby Muffin blinked at the spot.
Certainly there were no footprints to
be seen now. The earth had a newly-
stirred look: and the traces of the
midnight marauder had completely
vanished. Reginald Muffin’s little
round’ eyes almost startad from his
head.

“They-—they—they'ra gone!” he
babbled.

“You young ass!” said Bulkeley.
“The best thing you can do 1s to
mind  vour own busmess, and not
go around nosing into what doesn’t
concern you. Did you tell Carthew
about this?” .

“Yeag: and he was 1n a wax—

Bulkeley smiled shightly.

“Well, vou'd better not tell anv-
bady else.” he said. * There wasn't
any burglar; and if vou talk about
anything cof the kind, I shall cane
you, Mufhn.”

“Oh'! But—but—--"
Tubby.

“That’s enough.”

Bulkeley walked
Tubby  Mufhn
almost bursting

29

stuttered

away, leaving
staring after
with astonishment
and indignation.  'This was a sorry
ending to his amazing discovery'!
And he could not. adduce any proof
now of his discovery. =ince his foot-
prints had been obliterated. 'The
Roockwood detective felt that he had
been robbed of his triumph; and his

feelings were really too deep for
words as he rolled disconsolately
away.

The Rookwood captain went into !

the School House with a frown on his
hrow. He knocked at the door of
Mark Carthew’s study, and entered.

de- |

him, |
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Carthew gave him a rather startled
look.

“Muffin has just been spinning me
a yarn, Carthew,” said the Rookwood
captain, coming to the pomt at once.

“The young ass!’” said Carthew,
with a laugh. “TI hear that he’s play-
ing detective, and he’s spun me &
varn of finding a burglar’s footprints,
or something.” '

“The footprints have been raked
out now.”

“T don’t suppose they were ever
there.”

Bulkeley looked at him quietly.

“There’s been talk, Carthew, of
fellows getting out of the school after
lights out, and playing the goat at a
certain quarter in the village,” he
sald.

Jarthew raised his eyebrows.

“T hope you don’t suspect me, @
prefect, of anything of the kind,
Bulkeley 7"’ |

“The marks, as Muffin described
them, showed that somebody jumped
from your window-sill after the rain
last night.”

“Sheer imagination!”  yawned
Carthew. *““That young ass ought
really to be in a home for idiots!”

“You have not seen the footprints,
then t”’ |

“Certainly not.”

“Then you did not obliterate them
whiie Muffin was looking for me?”

“Really, Bulkeley——"

“Did you or did you
snapped the Rookwood captain.

‘“No !” said Carthew, with a deep
breath. |

Bulkeley was siient for a moment.

“You're a prefect, Carthew,” he
said. “‘But if I found you disgracing
the school in such a way, I should
report you to the Head at once; and
yvou know what it would mean for

not ?”’

!
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Carthew took a businesslike grip
on the ashplant. It looked as 1if
there was more trouble in store for
the Rookwood detective !

The 5th Chapter.
Professional Services Not Required!

1y

“Jimmy

“Buzz off I”’ said Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four were busy in the
end stuay. They had returned from
Latcham ; and they had brought with
them the wonderful telescope, which
Jimmy had secured for ten shillings

and sixpence, and which Lovell con- |

fidently declared was worth pounds
and pounds. Certainly 1t was a very
handsome article, and cheap at the
price. |

Naturally the chums of the Fourth
were beut on trying their new pur-
chase at once. They had the side
window of the end study open—the
end study was c]ist-inguisged by hav-
ing two windows—and they iere
mounting the telescope there, pulled
cut to full length. Needless to say,
they were mnot prepared to be
bothered by Tubby Muffin just then.

But Tubby was not to be denied.
He rolled into the study, quite deter-
mined to say what he had come to
say.

““Leave off playing with that play-
thing !”” he said loftily. “I've got
something to tell you fellows. My
sorvices are required hy Carthew of
the Sixth—a Sixth Form prefeet!
What do yvou think of that?”

“A little higher,”” said Lovell.
“Shove Liddell and Scott under 1t.”

“Do youa hear me?” snorted
Muffin. *“Carthew was in rather a
wax when I told him about my dis-
covery this afternoon.  Bulkeley

El
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his best ‘f detective ’’' voice,

window ———

he continued, ‘" He stood

vou—the sack! I think you'd better | simply declined to take any notice of

take that as a warning.”

“Thank you tor notﬁing 1 yawned
Carthew.

Bulkeley jerked his thumb towards
the prefect’s ashplant that lay on a
chair.,

“Do you generally get the end of
that stick so muddy on a fine after-
noon ?>’ he asked scornfully,

Carthew changed colour. Bulkeley

turned his back on the blackguard of |

the Sixth, and walked out of the
study.  Carthew hastily grabbed up
a duster. and cleaned the mud from
the end of the ashplant, breathing
very hard.

“By Jove!” he murmured. “ That
was a close shave! But the brute
can’t prove anything, anyhow! But
—Jut I shall have to be jolly careful !
And as for Mufin——7"

it. Bulkeley is rather an ass, you

know. But now (larthew's sent for
92

me. |

“That’s about right !’ said Jimmy,
peering through the telescope. and
apparently deaf to Muffin. 1 can
sco the beeches in the quad now i

‘“ Jealous, of course!” hooted
Muffin.  “I suppose you don’t be-
lieve in the burglar at all, like that
ass Bulkeley 7"

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“ Not quite, Tubby,” he answered.
“And T recommend you to keep as
far away from Carthew’s study as
you can.’”’

“He's sen’ Snooks of the Becond to
say he wants me specially,” said
Tubhy Muffin importantly., “Of
course, he wants me to look into the
matter. Now that he’s thought it

- Mufhn.

over he can see that it’s a serious
thing, and he wants me to act as a
detective &

““ Fathead !

More likely he wants

“to lick you !”

“You're an ass, Jimmy! -~ You

| don’t e being put in the shade by a

cleverer fellow than yourself,” said
“That’s what’s the matter
with you. Would you care to come
with me, and sece me at work profes-
sionally, and hear my deductions, and
so on?”’

“Ha, ha! Nao!”?

“I'm willing to make you my boy
assistant, and treat vou as Ferrers

EL

Locke does Jack Drake, you know !
said Tubby Muffin eagerly.

TR, ha !” roared Jimmy
Silver.
“TLook here, will you come?”

snapped Muflin.

““No jolly fear!” chuckled Jimmy.
“T'm going to give Carthew’s study a
wide berth, and advise you to do the

same, Muffin.”’

“Rats!” said Muffin contemptu-
ously. _

“Look here, Muffin—-"

I{Yah I!'!

With that contemptuous rejoinder
Reginald Muffin rolled out of the
study. He proceeded to make his
way to Carthew’s quarters, feeling
very considerably elated. The lgng
overdue recognition of his wonderful
criminologistical powers was coming
at last; he felt that. Ie was going
to feel something else when he
arrived in Carthew's study! But his
wonderful deductive powers did not
warn him.

“Silly ass!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Now about that giddy telescope.
What are vou looking at, Lovell ?”

‘“* Anybody can see there must have been a burglar
trying to get in last night ! ’* said Tubby Muffin in
just there trying
's ¢ wWith his back to the wall ? »* grinned Lovell.

to climb in that

Arthur Edward Lovell had his eye to
the telescope now.

“0Old Manders’
Lovell. “You can see Manders’
house from here. There's the old
codger at his window. l.ooks near
enough to punch his nose! Wish he
was, really!” .

‘“Ha. ha, hal?

“Let’s have a look !” said Jimmy
Bilver. "

Lovell jerked his head awav, and

window,”’  said

it was replaced by Jimmy Silver’s. |

The  telescove brought the Modern
side wonderfully near, and Jimmy
had a view of the sour face of Mr.
Manders looking from his window,
But that view was not particularly
attractive, and Jimmy turned the
telescope to take a wider survey.
‘“Hallo. there’s old Bulkeley !” he

ejaculated. “In his sfudy! 1 say,
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weo can see some of the Sixth-Form
windows from here!”

“Three ar four, I think,” said

Lovell. ‘“That’s the best of having
a side window. 1 say, fturn it on
Carthew’s study, "and let’'s see

whether the cad is smoking.”
““There’s a tree in the way,” said

Jimmy, moving the telescope slightly

and very carefully, ‘“No; is all
My hat! Carthew’s window’s
open, and I can sece right into the
study. Carthew’s standing by the
table. He’s got his cane in his hand
and-——"’ -

““Not smoking 7"

‘““Ha, ha! No.”

“He wouldn’t be now, as he’s just
sent for Tubby to go to his study,”
remarked Newcome.

““Can you see Tubby there?” asked
Raby. '

The Fistical Four were all keenly
interested in the powers of their new
possession. It struck themn as rather
interesting to behold the interview
between Carthew and Reginald
Muffin. Certainly they did not be-
lieve that the Sixth-Form bully had
sent for Tubby to request him to
exercise his detective ability on the
case of the mysterious footprints.
Those footprints were not at all mys-
terious to the Fistical Four; they had
a pretty shrewd guess at the facts,

“The door’s just opened,” said
Jimmy, with his eye to the telescope.
“That’s Tubby coming into Car-
thew’s room. He’s smirking no end.
Oh, my hat!” Jimmy went off into
a yell. :

““What’s up ?”’ gasped Lovell.

“Oh dear! Carthew’s got him by
the collar- :

“Oh crumbs!”

‘“He’s laying
ashplant——"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“J can almost hear the whacks
gasped Jimmy Silver. ‘“This 1s a
splendid telescope—nplain as anything.
Carthew’s given him about a dozen
now e
“Poor old Tubby !” |

“ Now he’s booting him out of the
study——" |
* % Ha ha hal”

“And slamming the door after
him !"?

Jimmy Silver quitted the telescope
and chortled. He had witnessed quite
an exciting scene in Carthew’s study.
He was still chortling when footsteps
came along the Fourth-Form pas-
sage, and the Fistical Four looked
out of the end study and beheld
Tubby Muffin, '

The fat Classical was limping along,
oroaning. But he pulled himself
together as he saw the chums of the
Fourth, and grinned feebly.

grinsed . Lovell:

27

into him with the

“J&

“Well, have vou taken on the
case ?”? chuckled Lovell.
“Yez '

“What ?” yelled the Fistical Four
in chorus.

“ Carthew was very civil,” said
“He—he asked me to look
into the—the mystery., I—I told
him T would when I got time. What
are you fegllows blinking at?”

“Well, my hat!” gasped
“Of all the merry Ananiases—-

“Of all the giddy George Wash-
imgtons!” stuttered Raby.

“T'm telling vou the exact facts,
of course, you fellowg—-"

‘“My dear old bharrel,” said Jimmy
Silver. “T’ll show vou how to do de-
ductions |  From the colour of your
evelashes, and the way you do your
back hair. T can tell you exactly what
happened in Carthew’s study. When
yvou got there vou found him standing
by the table——"

“How—how do vou
gasped Tubby in amazement.

“He had an ashplant in his paw

LO‘EGH.

know ?”’

| and——"

12

il
“He took you by the back of the
collar v

(44 0[1 !L”
‘“ And gave you over a dozen wal-

73

Tubby simply gasped. '

‘“ And then booted vou out of the
study, and slammed the door after
vou!” concluded Jimmy Silver.
“How’s that for deduction 7’ |

“How do you know?” spluttered
Tubby.

“ Deduction, my dear fellow!” said
Jimmy Silver loftily. “ Nothing to
what we can do 1n the end study
when we try. Come in, you fellows;
it’s tea-time.”

And the Fistical Four went in to
tea, leaving Tubby Muffin rooted to
the passage floor with sheer amaze-
ment.

THE END.

“ Detective Muffin of Rookwood !’
1s the title of the long, complete Rook-
wood school tale appearing in next
Monday’s Green ’Un. Make sure of

YOUR copy by ordering NOW/!)




