THE INVISIBLE

SCHOOLBOY!

much is known —but where ?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Painful for Pesle!
moMP!
Bumnp !
Cyril Peele of the IFonrth came
= into the end study in the Fourth
Torm passage.

He came in quite suddenly, rather like
a bullet from a gun. =

He landed on the study carpet, and
roared, :

Four juniors followed him into the
study—Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and
Newcome. They were looking rather
breathless.

Peele had apparently required persua-
sion to pay that visit- to the end study.
e had been jerked along the passage,
and hurled into the study, and he looked
considerably dishevelled as he sat up and
roared.

“Got him!? said Arthur Edward
Lovell, with satisfaction.

“Ow! Grooogh!” howled
“You rotters! Ow!”

“Your own fault!” said Jimmy Silver.
“We asked you to come, and you refused.
So we had to persuade you!”

Jimmy Silver closed the door,

There was a determined expression on
Jimmy’s face, and his chums were look-
ing grim. And Cyril Pecle, as he
breathlessly picked Himself up, eyed
them in alarm. The Fistical Four of
the Rookwood Fourth seemed to be on
the war-path, and in deadly carnest.

“Well, now I'm here, what do you
want ?” snarled Peele. “I warn you that
if there’s any raggin’ T'll yell for a
prefect.”

“Yell away !V said Lovell, picking up
a ruler. “I'll give you something to
vell for as soon as you begin. Go
ahead !”

“What do you want?” howled Peele.

“Only a little heart-to-heart talk!”
said Jimmy Silver soothingly. *Simply
the pleasure of your company and con-
versation for a few merry minutes.”

“You silly ass!”

“Thanks! Now lend me your ears—or
lend me onesof them—that will do, as
they'rc a pretty good size!”

‘““Ha, -ha, ha!”

“I'm goin’ out of this study !” shouted
Peele, e

“Not just yet, old bean!” said Lovell.
“You'll have to walk over me first. You
can begin walking whenever you like.”

Arthur Fdward Lovell had his back to
the door. Peele eyed him dfavagely, but
did not begin walking over Arthur

Pecle.
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Val Mornington is hidden away
somewhere at Rookwood,

that

_ Will police investigation draw aside the veil of mystery
surrounding the ¢ invisible ”’ schoolboy ?

Edward. A much better walker than
the black sheep of the Fourth would
have been required to perform that feat.

“This is how the case stands,” said
Jimmy, in the fatherly manner of Uncle

James of Rookwood. “ Mornington,
who was sacked, has hidden himself
somewhere about Rookwood, and the

giddy beaks can’t find him. No bizney
of ours, or yours, Peele, It came to my
knowledge that Smacke, the new boot-
boy, is helping Morny in his stunt.
Listening at the door, like a mean worm,
you got on to it. Now, you're going to
keep it dark. See?
why we’re talking to youn.”

“1I shall do exactly as I like!”

Jimmy Silver shock his head.

“That’s where you make a mistake,”
he explained. “At present, we're only
talking to you, old bean; but if talking
isn’t any good, action will follow, Catch
omr to that?” -

“Let me pass, you rotter !”

“ Mustn’t call me names !’ said Jimmy
Silver chidingly., “Besides, that’s
another mistake—the only rotter present
is yourself. We're asking you not to act
like a rotter—just for once !”

Peecle gritted his teeth and did not
speak. But his narrow eyes gleamed at
the Fistical Four.

“Why the boot-boy is helping Morny,
I don’t know,” said Jimmy Silver, “and
I don’t want to know, But it’s good-
natured of him, at least, and he’s risking
his place here to do it. You don't like
him, and you'd like to see him sacked.
But what vou’d like doesn’t count—-see I”

“You'll see!” snarled Peele.

“If the Head finds out Smacke’s little
game, he will sack him, safe as houses,”
said Raby. “That’s his risk; but you're
not going to butt in, Peele!”

“1 shall suit myself!”

“That's not good enough,” said Jimmy
Silver, shaking his head. “We want
you to agree not to give Smacke away
to his employers.”

“Well, T won’t agree!”

“There's a cricket-stump in the cup-
board, Raby,” said the captain of the
Fourth. “Would you mind sorting it
out?”

- Pleased |” grinned Raby.

George Raby sorted out the stump and
handed it to Jimmy. Peele watched
that proceeding with apprehension,

“ A dozen of the best to begin with,”
suggested Lovell.

“TIl yell for 4 prefect
Peele.

1” shouted

That is the reason
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“Shove a cushion over his chivvy!”

“Hold on!” gasped Peele, as Raby
and Newcome collared him and jerked
him towards the study table. “I—I—1
wasn’t going to say anything about
Smacke.”

“I'm afraid that’s a whopper,” said

Jimmy Silver, shaking his head. “It
sounds too steep, Peele,”

~ “You fool!” “said Peele bitterly.
“I've got no proof against him, He

would deny it, and you wouldn’t witness
against him, and where should I be?
Licked, most likely, for spinning such a
yarn !”

“Oh!” exclaimed Jimmy.

That was a new view of the case to
the captain of the Fourth. It seemed
that the stump might not be needed,
after all,

“Something in that!” grinned Lovell.
“Peele hasn’t got the reputation of a
giddy Washington.- Mr. Dalton would
only think he was talking out of his haf,
very likely, if he spun the yarn.”

“But I know it’s the truth, all the
same,” said Peele. “I'm not going to
give that cheeky rotter away yet—not
till I know where he’s hiding Morning-
ton, Then Tl show him up fast
enough, when he can’t wriggle out of it,
and it will be the sack for him! Catch
on to that?”

Jimmy Silver eyed the cad of the
Fourth in silence for a few moments.
Then he laid down the stump.

“You can get out,” he said contemptu-
ously; “but bear this in mind—if you
meddle with Mornington you'ze booked
for the licking of your life, It’s no
business of yours if Morny’s come back
to the school without leave, and if
Timothy Smacke is hiding hini some-
where. You can’t butt in without the
fellows getting to know it; and it means
a Form ragging for you if you do. Now
get out; you make me sick !”

Arthur Edward Lovell threw open tha
door.  Then he advanced on Peele, and
the latter dodged round the table and
ran for the doorway. But he was not
quite quick enough. . Lovell’'s grasp
fastened on the back of his colour.

“Let him go, Lovell,” said Jimmy.
“It’s all right so long as he holds hiz
tattling tongue.” °

“He's going,” answered Lovell. “Buf
he’s asked for the boot, and he's going
to get the boot! Outside, Peele!” .

“Let me go!” roared Peele furiously.

Lovell swung the cad of the Fourth
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into ths doorway. Then one of Arthur
Edward's hefty boots came into play.
Crash ! -
Cyril Peele departed from the study as
suddenly as he had entered it, He
landed on his hands and knees in the
passage. s
. “Now, all together, jump on him!”
shouted Lovell. :
Peele was on his feet and in full flight
in a twinkling. A roar of laughter
followed him from the end study.
“All serene!” grinned Lovell
“Smacke’s all right, after all.  He’s
een too careful to let that spying cad
spot him.”
Jimmy’ nodded thoughtfully. g
“Peele’s pretty keen,” he said. *‘But
hie’s too clever by half, as a maiter of
fact. I believe that kid Smacke is quite
straight, and that he wouldn’t tell lies
if he was nailed. Peele is quite sure
that he would—-" ;
*Judging by himself |’ grinned Lovell.
“That’s it.  Of course, if Smacke de-
nied all knowledge of Mornington,
there’s no proof that he knows anything
of him. That's how Peele looks at it,
and he knows what he would do in
Smacke’s place. But I believe the kid
wouldn’t tell lies. Anyhow, it’s all
serene now, unless Peele catches him
with Morny We can’t prevent that, if
he does. But if the cad butts in and
gives them away, we’ll jolly well give
him the ragging of his life.” :
To which the Co. responded heartily :
“Hear, hear!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Little Waik for Peele!
$¢ § 'T°S the Sharpe bird !

1 “The jolly old inspector, by

Jove !”

Morning lessons were over, a
day or two after the visit of.Peele to
the end study, which had ended so pain-
fully for Peele. Jimmy Silver & Co.
were sauntering in the quadrangle,
when they sighted Inspector Sharpe, of
Rookham, coming in at_the gates.

They knew the portly inspector by
sight, and naturally wondered what he
wanted at Rookwood,

“T say, that’s the inspector from Rook-
ham,” said Tubby Muffin, rolling up to
the Fistical Four. “Something’s up!
Heard anything of a burglary 7”

“Only the burglary in the pantry
vesterday ! grinned Lovell. “And
fancy it doesn’t need a bobby to find out
who bagged the pie.”
=t he b 1P

“I—I say, T didn’t, you know!” ex-
elaimed Tubby, in alarm. “I never
went anywhere near the pantry. 1 was
on the football-ground at the time the
pie was taken.”

“How do you know what time it was
taken 7 asked Jimmy.

“Oht I—I mean——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you fellows think I raided the
pantry, you’re making a mistake. Be-
sides, it was only a small pie, quite a
small one. Hardly enough for one
fellow. What are you grinning at? I
say, Mrs. Maloney oughin’t to have
mentioned it to the Head, vou know.
Mean, I call it.. I—I—T say, you don’t
think the Head has sent for a police-
man about the pie, do you?” asked
Tubby, in blank dismay. :

The Fistical Four exchanged grinning
glances.

The disappearance of the pie from
the school paniry had anneyed  Mrs,
Maloney, the housekeeper, greatly. She
had complained to the Head. There
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‘day there was a pie missing.

was a licking in store for the purloiner
of the pie, if discovered.

Any fellow in the Fourth could have
told who was the guilty party. They
knew their Muffin !

But the idea of the Head sending for
a policeman, to investigate the mystery
of a missing steak-and-kidney pie, made
the Fistical Four chuckle. Dr. Chisholm
really was not likely to take such a step.

But a guilty couscience had its effect
on Reginald Muffin. His fat face was
full of alarm as he watched the portly
inspector eross the quad with ponderous
strides. Mr. Sharpe disappeared into
the School House, and Tubby Mutffin
turned a beseeching look on the Fistical
Four.

“I say, do you really think he’s after
the pie?” he asked.

eHa, ches hayt

“’Tain’t a laughing matter!” gasped
Tubby. “It means a licking. Not that
I did it, you know. But you know that
nobody’s safe when the police begin
making investigations. I—I say, if he’s
after the pie—"

“Well, put two and {wo together,
Tubby,” said Lovell gravely. *Vester-
To-day a
police-inspector arrives. What does it
look like ?”

“Oh dear!” gasped Muffin.

“See if he goes in to the Head,” said
Raby. “He may have called simply to
see the cook.”

“He would go to the back door for
the cook,” said Newcome, shaking his
head. “It looks rather serious to me.”

“Oh dear! And it was only a litile
pie—such a small one!” wailed Tubby.
“T wish I hadn’t touched it, now. No-
body saw me, only Smacke, and he
didn’t see the pie. Not that I had any-
thing to do with it, you know. Den’t
run away with that idea. I'm perfectly
innocent. But—but the bobby might
think—*"*

“He might, especially if he heard you
explaining how you didn’t do it!”
grinned Jimmy Silver.

*'Ha, 'ha, ha-?

“I—I1l see if he goes in to the
Head,” groaned Tubby. “I—I say, it’s
a shame, you know. Specially as I'm
perfectly innocent.”

And Reginald Muffin hurried away to
the School House, to track Mr. Sharpe
to his destination. He left the Fistical
Four chortling.

“But what does the bobby-bird want,
T wonder?” remarked Arthur Edward
Lovell. “Something must be up.”

Kit Erroll joined the Fistical Four,
with a grave look on his face.

“Know why Sharpe’s here,” he asked,

“Just wondering,” answered Jimmy
Silver.

“1 suppose it's Morny?”

“Mornington!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, with a start, 3

Erroll nodded.

“I'm afraid so. They can’t find

Mornington, and everybody knows that
he’s hidden about the school somewhere?

Looks to me as if the Head has called

in the policeman to find him.”

Jimmy Silver whistled.

Now that Erroll mentioned it, he
could see at once that that was the
most probable explanation of Mr.
Sharpe’s visit. All Rookwood knew
how bitterly annoyed the Head was by
Morny’s amazing defiance of his
authority in returning to Rookwood
after being expelled.

“I suppose that’s so,” said Jimmy
Silver slowly. “In fact, it’s bound ‘to
be so. I fancy we'd better keep an eye
on Peele while the inspector’s here, you
fellows. We don’t want him teo be

giving Mr. Sharpe a tip to start his
inquiries in the boot-room.”

“How's that?” asked Erroll, in sur-
prise,

Jimmy Silver explained. Erroll was
a fellow who could bhe trusted with a
secret ; he had been Morny’s best chum
at Rookwood. :

“I knew Morny must be geiting help
from somebody,” said Erroll. * Some
of the fellows think I'm helping him,
as I'm his pal; but I know ne more
than the others. Smacke’s a good ki
to stand by him, if he’s doing it, though
why he should do it beats me. Do youn
think Peele would be cad enough to
give the inspector a hint?”

“I'm jolly sure of it!”

“Then we’ll keep an eye on him!”
.. The Fistical Four and Erroll went
into the School house to look for Cyril
Peele. Tubby Muffin met them in the
Hall.

“I say, he’s gone into the Head !” he
began.

*“Who, Peele?”

“No, you ass! The inspecior!”

“Oh, never mind the inspecior. Have
you seen Peele?”

“Blow Peele !” growled Tubby Muffin.
Tubby’s fat thoughts were entirely
centred on Reginald Muflin just then.

Peele was soon discovered, however.
He was discovered in the corrider upon
which the Head’s study opened. Jimmy
Silver & Co. did not need telling that
Pecle had seen the inspector, and
guessed the purport of his visit to Rook-
wood.

“Waiting to speak to the bobby, old
bean 7’ asked Lovell agreeably.

“Mind your own business!” snapped
Peele.

“Like to come for a little walk till
dinner?”

“ No.!’

“Sure?” asked Lovell.

“Yes. Leave me alone!” :

“Pear man, we want your charmin’
society again,” explained Lovell. “A
little wallkc will do you good.”

“Will you let me alone?” hissed
Peele, as Arthur Edward Lovell took
one of his arms and Jimmy Silver took
the other.

“Can’t trust you, dear boy.
on!”

“T’ll shout to the Head—"

“You will get hurt if you de, you
sneaking rotter,” said Lovell. “This
way, and don’t jaw.”

Peele ground his teeth; but he sub-
mitted to his fate. He was walked out
into the quadrangle in the midst of the
five juniors, his arms affectionately held
by Jimmy Silver and Lovell. And until
the bell rang for dinner, the juniors
sauntered in a distant, quarter of the
playing-fields, and Peele sauntered with
them—Jimmy Silver & Co. wasting
their valuable time on the cad of the
Fourth, who did not seem in the least to
appreciate their beneficence.

’

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tubby Talks too Much!
% VERY extraordinary state of
A affairs,” said Dr. Chisholm,
peering over his glasses at the
stout red face of the Rookham
inspector.  “Most _extraordinary. If
you can assist me, Mr. Sharpe, I shall
be extremely obliged—very much
obliged indeed ! 2 ?
“ Anything in my power, sir,” said
the inspector, ‘‘But what precisely has
happened.”
“T think you probably know the name
of Valentine Mornington, formerly of
the Fourth Form here——"

-
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“1 have seen the lad, sir—a
rather handsome lad, highly-
connected, I believe,” said the
inspector.

The Head coughed.

“Ye-es. Justso. Well, last
term Mornington was expelled
from the schoel. This term he
has had the audacity to re-
turn, without leave, and to
install himself in Rookwood.”

“Upon my word !” said the
inspector, smiling. “The boy
does not want for nerve. But
what is the diffieulty? You
are at liberty to send him
away if you do not desire his
presence.”

“He cannot be found.”

“He is here—and cannot be
found ?” exclaimed the in-
spector.

“He has talked to me in
this very study—and to Mr.
through a locked
door,” said the Head. “On
both occasions he made his
escape. The two occasions
were a week apart. Where
he has been hidden in the in-
terval—where he is hidden
now—is a mystery. But I
hear from his guardian, Sir
Rupert Stacpoole, that he has
not returned home. Some-
where in the school is that in-
solent, lawless boy—yet the

again and again, without suc-
cess.” z

“Well, upon my word!”
said Mr, Sharpe.

He stroked his plump chin
thoughtfully.

D

The Heads statement
amazed him, as well' it might.
Certainly such an- extra-
ordinary state of affairs had

TUBBY MUFFIN CONFESSES !
up,’” stammered Muffin.
would send for the police, sir.

¢ §—1 thought
“ 1 never meant any

(See Chapter 3.)

I—I1—don't want to be-—be -—arresied, sir!”’

I'd better come, sir, and—and own
harm ! I—1 never thought you

never come under the Rook-
nam 1inspector’s purview before.

“Scarch for the wretched boy having
failed,” resumed the Head, “I have
decided to request your assistance. Of
course, T am aware that such a matter
is*outside the usual scope of your official
dufies, but I trust—"

“I am entirely at your service, sir,”
said the inspector. “You have a right
to official aid if you are being annoyed
by a person who is, in point of fact,
a trespasser. But it is amazing that the
boy has not been found.” -

“I cannot understand it,” said the
Head, “but with your training, Mr.
Sharpe, it is probable that what may
puzzle me completely may not present
a very deep problem to you.”

Inspector Sharpe bowed lis
head to the compliment.

“The matter should not really be a
very difficult one,” he said. *T take it
that every nook and cranny has been
searched 77

portly

“Every corner and recess, sir, includ-.

ing the abbey ruins, the garrets, the

old disused attics—everywhere.”

5 yr’xd no trace has been found of the

boy ?

“None whatever.”

“Is anything known of food being
wissing from the pantry or the boys’
studies ?”

“Y have had some inquiry made on
that subject, as, of course, Mornington
cannot exist in his hiding-place without
food. But nothing is known. Yester-
day, certainly a pie was missing, and
the housekeeper complained to me. But
that would not account—

¢ Scarcely, It is fairly clgar, sir, that

the boy has some confederate in the
school.”

“That suspicion naturally occurred to
me,”” said the Head, *but—"

“Is there any boy here who was
specially attached to him when he was
a member of the school?”

“Yes, Erroll of the Fourth Form.
But I have questioried Erroll, and he
denies all knowledge of Mornington.”

“He is a truthful boy?”

“Undoubtedly! He bears the very
highest character.” I am convinced that
he has told me the truth.”

“Yet-a confederate certainly exists,”
said the inspector. ‘“‘Is it possible that
Mornington has bribed one of the ser-
vants to assist him in this hare-brained
escapade 7"’

Dr. Chisholm started. That suspicion
had not occurred to him, His face
flushed a little.

“I can scarcely believe that a person
employed by me would be guilty of such
undutiful conduct,” he said. *But it is
certainly possible. On the other hand,
Mornington has little money—if any.
He was once very rich, but now he is
dependent on his uncle, Sir Rupert
Stacpoole, who, I understand, does not
treat him too liberally, having sons of
his own to provide for.”

The inspector pursed his lips thought-
fully. There was a silence in the study,
which was broken by a tap at the door.

“Come in!” said the Head, rather
snappishly.

Tubby Muffin entered the study.

Tubby was very red, and his fat knees
were knocking together.  He gave a
little jump as the inspector’s eyes turned
on him,

“What is it, Muffin 7" exclaimed the
Head severely, “I am engaged at the
present moment, as you can see.” .

“I—I'm sorry, sir!” stammered
Tubby. “I—I—1 thought I'd better
come, sir! I—I—I own up, sir!”

“ What ?” = -

“I never meant any harm, sir!™
babbled Tubby. ¢I—I—I never though§
you'd send for a policeman, sir! Oh
dea.x;’! I—I—1I don't want to be arrested,
sir!

“You—arrested!” stuttered the Head.

“Think of my people, sir!” gasped

Tubby. “I—I dida't even know it was
—was illegal, sir!”

“What are you speaking about,-
Muffin ?” exclaimed the Head in utter
bewilderment. »

Inspector Sharpe’s eves gleamed.

“One moment, sir,” he said, lifting
a plump hand. *“Let me question this
boy. .I think, perhaps, we have not
very far to look for the culprit.”

“Oh!” exclaimed the Head. .

Mr. Sharpe fixed his most stern and
official frown upon Reginald Muffin,
Muffin’s teeth fairly chattered.

Already,” in his mind’s eye, he saw
himself handcuffed and led away to
Rookham Gaol.

“What is your name, boy ?”’ exclaimed
the inspector.

“ Mum-mum-mmrmmmmm-——"

S What?”

“M-mmmm Muffin !” gasped Tubby.

“Well, Muffin, what do you know
about this affair?”

“I—I never meant—"

“ Never mind what you meant, Muffin,
If you make a full confession, I hope
that your headmaster may take a lenient
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view of the matter,” said the inspector

encouragingly. “Now, it is pretty
¢lear to me that you are the culprit.”

“Oh-lor 12

“You had better make a clean breast
of it, Master Muffin.”

“Yes, sir!” groaned Tubby. ‘You—
you see, sir, I—I never knew that—that
the pie would be missed!”

“What 7

“I—1 thought that perhaps Mus.
Maloney would think it was—was the
cat—""

“The—the cat?”

“Yes, sir; or she might have put it
down to Smacke, or Tupper,” said
Tubby. “I—I wish I hadn’t touched
it now! And—and it was only a small
pie, sir—a very small one.”

“Is the boy out of his senses?” in-
quired the inspector, blinking at Tubby
Muffin. “What is he talking about?”

“T really do not quite comprehend,”
said Dr. Chisholm. “Muffin! Collect
yourself, and answer me sensibly. Where
1s Mornington at the present moment?”

Tubby Muffin jumped.

* Mum-mum-Mornington ?” he bab-
bled.
“Yes. _You are Mornington’s con-

federate, I understand——"’

‘““Oh crumbs!”

“Do not utter ridiculous ejaculations
in my presence, Muffin. Tell me at
once where Mornington is.”

“Oh, sir! I-I—I don’t know!” said
the bewildered Muffin. “I don’t know
at‘;l&thmg about Morny, sir! How should

“In the name of all that is stupid,
boy, why did you come here?” thun-
dered the Head in great exasperation.
“You said that you had something to
confess 2”7

“Yes, sir—about the pie—"

“The pie?” said the Head dazedly.

“Yes, sir. Now you've sent for. a
policeman to find out who took the pie.
:{_% thp,ught I'd better own up; sir.

Tubby Muffin’s voice trailed away as
he saw the expression on Dr, Chisholm’s
face. Inspector Sharpe was crimson.

“The boy is utterly stupid!” ex-
claimed the inspector. “Is it possible,
sir, that this—this fool, this—this utterly
obtuse idiot, supposed that I have come
over from Rookham to investigate the
~the disappearance of a pic?”

Tubby jumped again.

“D-d-d-didn’t you, &ir?” he stuttered.

“Muffin, leave my study at once!”
thundered the Head in great wrath.
“Y will deal with your greedy delin-
quency later. Go!”

“Oh lor’!” groaned Tubby.

He rolled away, the unhappiest as well
as the fattest junior in Rookwood. His
obtuse brain realised at last that the
inspector’s visit had nothing to do with
the missing pie. He had given himself
away for nothing, and now he had the
pleasure—or otherwise—of looking for-
ward to the time when the Head should
be disengaged, and at liberty to deal
with his greedy delinquency.

Which was a happy prospect for
Reginald Muffin. . :

' THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mornington’s Message !

IMMY SILVER & CO. were still
walking cheerily on the utmost
borders of the playing-fields when
Inspector Sharpe emerged from

ihe Head’s study, and Peele of the

Fourth—unwillingly—was with them.

But the rést of the Rookwood juniors

were keenly interested in the move-

ments of the Rookham police-inspeeior.
ToE Porurar.—No. 411,

If . the

A rumour had spread that Mr. Sharpe
had come to the school to firid Valentine
Mornington, the expelled fellow whose
amazing return was the talk of Rook-
wood.. Tubby Muffin confirmed the
rumour when he related to everyone
that would listen his hapless interview
in the Head’s study.

So crowds of fellows watched Mr.
Sharpe from a distance, peering at him
through doors and windows and hanis-
ters and round corners.

The Rookwooders were keenly inter-
ested in seeing the detective on the case,
though nobody wished him luck.

Almost every fellow in the Lower
School had the best of wishes for. Valen-
tine Mornington, and certainly there
were very few who would willingly have
helped Mr. Sharpe in his search.

The inspector himself was puzzled.

Where Mornington could possibly be

hidden was a mystery to M Sharpe as |

well #s to everybody else; indeed, the
inspector doubted whether the Head was
right in believing that the junior was
still in the school.

-My. Sharpe considered it more pro-
hable that the expelled schqglboy was
lurking in the vicinity somewhere, and
obtained entrance to the school surrepti-
tiously when he desired, with the help
of a confederate. :

In any case, it was clear to the in-
spector that the junior had a con-
federate, and it was Mr. Sharpe’s duty
to find that confederate—a rather diffi-
cult task. If it was one of the boys,
Mr. Sharpe had a couple of hundred to
choose from—a sufficienily large order.
But his suspicions were on the staff
below stairs—a bribe to a servant was
the casiest way of accounting for the
mystery. So the inspector proceeded to
question the inhabitants of the regions
below.

Mrs. Maloney, the housekeeper,
paraded them for his inspeection; but
Mr:. Sharpe found little to reward him.
servants knew anything of
Master Mornington, they did not choose
to say so- Tupper, the page, declared
very emphatically that his mind was a
“puffick ” blank on the subject, and
Timothy Smacke, the bhoot-boy, pro-
fessed to have a mind that was as
“puffickly # blank as Tupper’s.

It was fortunate that Peele was at a
distance, and could not give a hint to
the inspector. As it was, Mr. Sharpe,
on learning that Smacke was a new-
comer, examined the boot-boy rather
keenly. But Master Smacke declared
categorically that Mornington had not
given him any money, and had not
spoken a word io him, and that he was
not aware of any hiding-place that
Mornington might possibly have, with-
in or without the walls of Rookwood.
That was  clear enough, and would
have puzzled Jimmy Silver, had he
heard it, with his opinion that Master
Smacke would not descend to a false-

hood. Certainly the boot-boy looked
truthful ecnough. He added that hes
did not believe for a inoment -that

Master Mornington was hidden in the
school at all, and that it was quite
impossible for any person to remain
hidden in Rookwood for a week undis-
covered—with which the other servants
concurred

“Have you ever let Master Morning-
ton into the house?” asked the in-
spector, cyeing the boy.

“I’'ve never let anybody into the
‘ouse,” answered Master Smacke.

“Would you recognise him if you
saw him 7

“If he was standing in front of me
this minute I shouldn’t recognise him,”
answered the sandy-complexioned, red-
haired boot-boy emphatically.

~And with that Mr. Sharpe was com-
pelied to be satisfied.

. He quitted the lower regions at last,
in a very puzzled mood, but feeling
pretty certain that Mornington was not
m_the school at all.

He made his way to the Head's -

study, and gave a sudden start as he
heard a loud chuckle from a fat youth
in the corridor. Tubby Muffin’s eyes
were on the inspector’s plump, broad
back as he passed, and that sudden
chuckle’ had emanated from Master
Muffin, The inspector glanced round.
Muffin became grave at once.

Mr. Sharpe, frowning, walked on to

the Head’s study. A dozen {ellows,
peering round corners at him, bursh
into a roar.

On the back of the inspector’s coat
was hooked a piece of cardboard about
six inches square.

On the cardboard was an inscription,
in a hand that those fellows who saw
it closely recognised at a. glance—the
hand of Valentine Mornington, late of
the Classical Fourth. The insecription
ran:

“Try again!—V. MORNINGTON.”

Sublimely unconscious of the adorn-

. ment on the back of his official coat,

Inspector Sharpe walked on portly and
important to the Head’s study.

“He, he, he!” shriecked Tubby
Muffin. “See it, you fellows? He, he,
he! Morny must have stuck that on!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“What a neck!” yelled Putly of the
Fourth, “He's heen looking for
Morny—and Merny’s seen him, and he
hasn't seen Morny! Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared over that new
sample of the amazing “mneck” of
Valentine Mornington. How the hidden
junior had got within reach of the in-
spector without being discovered was
an astonishing mystery. Yet obviously
he had done so; only Mornington’s
hand could have hooked that ticket
upon the official coat. And the fact
that the inspector was walking into the
Head’s study thus ticketed, unconscious
of the ticket, made the Rookwood
juniors howl,

Inspector - Sharpe frowned as the
laughter rang after him to the Head’s
door. That he was somehow the object
of the juniors’ merriment, he guessed,
though he could not see where the joke
came in. Dr. Chisholm was waiting to
see the inspector again before he went
to -his lunch; and he glanced in inguiry
and some surprise at the frowning
gentleman. Even into the sacred pre-
cincts of the Head’s own study the yell
of merriment had penetrated.

“What stceess, Mr. Sharpe?” asked
the Head hopefully.

“None,” said the inspector; “ex-
cepting that I am now assured that the
boy Mornington is not in the school.”

Dr. Chisholm pursed his lips.

“You feel sure upon that point?” he
inquired.

“Quite!” said Mr. Sharpe. “There
is not the slightest doubt in my mind.
Doubtless with the aid of a confederate,
Mornington has penetrated the build-
ing on the two occasions you have
described to me. But that he is hidden
in a house thronged with schoolboys,
and with a dozen servants, is simply
impossible.”

“Certainly it would scem so0,” said
the Head musingly. “Yet——"

“Y have questioned the servants,”
added the inspector. ““Their answers
seem satisfactory; but I think you will
find that the boy’s eonfederate is below
stairs. If you wish me to look further
into the matter——"
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Tap !

The door opened, and Mr. Dalton,
the master of the Fourth Form, looked
in. There was a very peculiar ex-
pression upon his face.

“Pray excuse me!” said Mr. Dalton.
“PBut I caught a glimpse of you in the
distance, Mr. Sharpe, and— and—
and—-="

“Mr. Sharpe is of the opinion that
Mornington cannot possibly be within
the walls of the School House, Mr.
Dalton,” said the Head.

“Indeed!” gasped Mr. Dalton.

“(Certainly,” said the inspector.

“But—but excuse me!” To the in-
spector’s amazement, Mr. Dalton passed
2 hand round to the back of his coat.

“What—what—" ejaculated Mnr.
Sharpe.

Mr. Dalton held up the ticket.

“This was pinned to the back of your
coat, inspector,” he said quietly. “I
bappened to catch sight of it from a
distance, so—-""

The inspector blinked at the ticket.
The Head stared at it.

“So that—that is why those young
rascals were laughing!” exclaimed Mr.
Sharpe. ; =

“Bless my
Head blankly.

soul !” exclaimed the]
“Then Mornington is

nere! That is Valentine Mornington’s
handwriting !”

“What!” almost shouted the in-
spector
“It is unmistakably Mornington’s

hand,” said Mr. Dalton. “I know it
quite well. Mornington has written
this, and—and——"

“And - pinned it on my coat
gurgled the inspector blankly. “But—
but I should know the boy if I had
seen him—and I have not seen him.
This is the work of his confederate!”

“PBut Mornington must be here, since
this ticket was undoubtedly written
within the last half-hour!” said Mr.
Dalton.

“By gad!” murmured the inspector.

“He is here!” said the Head.
“ITere—in Rookwood! But—but
where ?”

But that was a question to which no
answer could be given, and Inspector
Sharpe did not even attempt to give
one.
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Jimmy Silver & Co. came in to
dinner, a few minutes' after Inspector
Sharpe’s portly figure had disappeared
at the gates. Peele, with a face pale
with rage. came with them. The story
of Morny’s message was being excitedly
discussed up and down the School

House, and the Fistical Four heard it
with wonder. There was an irrepres-
sible buzz at the dinnez-tables that day.

Mornington was in the Ilouse! The
expelled junior was under the same
roof as the headmaster who had ex-
pelled him; he had been within the
reach of the police-inspector who was
searching for him. Unless Mornington
had the gift of making himself invisible,
there was no accounting for it. =z

Where was Mornington? That was
the question that buzzed up and down
Rookwood and interested and excited
every fellow in the school, from the
head of the Sixth to the smallest fag
in the Second Form.

Where was Mornington ?

There were half a dozen fellows who

guessed that Timothy Smacke, the
boot-boy, could have answered that
question. But even Jimmy Silver, keen

as-he was, did not dream what answer
Timothy Smacke would have made to
the question, if he had answered it at
all. Not a fellow. at Rookwood sus-
pected, or dreamed of suspecting, the
real explanation of the mystery of the
invisible schoolboy.
THE END. :

(Look out for “ Back To The Fourth!”
next Tuesday’s grand long complete tale
of Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood.)
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broke the silence of the gloomy

Equatorial African forest was all

the more noticeable because of
the apparent absence of anything alive
to make it.

Except for the swarming firefly-like
cicadas—and they were almost invisible,
the colour of the tree-trunks on which
they lived—whose ceaseless voices filled
the air; except for the momentary
glimpse of a hornbill’s ungainly black-
and-white form flapping across an open-
ing, or of a silent, long-tailed monkey
leaping a break in the dense, walllike
mass of trees, creepers, palms, ferns, and
vines—some with flowers nearly as tall
as a man; except for these there was no
sign of life at all,

Then suddenly a vast clump of brake-
ferns six feet high—just like those one
sees in Knglish woods—became violently
agitated, and out burst two great beasts
—one tawny yellow and one red in
colour, and both covered with longish,
coarse, thinly-growing hair. ~ They
stopped as soon as they found them-
selves in the little open clearing, and
faced each other.

As large "as bulls were these beasts,
but far more massive than any domestic
bull, with thick masses of broad-based
horns that covered their heads like
helmets, with long ears fringed entirely
inside with long hair, and with wonder-
fully delicate limbs and hoofs.  In spite
of this, however, such was the tremen-
dous mass of their muscles, especially
on shoulders and neck, that they had an
ungainly appearance which . was de-

THE sudden, clashing thud which

ceiving. They were two bulls of the

\

terrible red buffalo of the Congo, the
dread of the natives and danger of the
sportsman.
Suddenly both
heads, and charged—rather hurled them-
selves at each other, I should say—with
such “force that the crashing impact

beasts turned their

seemed literally to shake the earth.
Once head to" head, they remained so,
straining. You could hear their grunts
afar off, could see the soft, wet earth
dig up in great furrows bechind their
hoofs, could see: the leaves from the
shaken boughs shower down on their
backs like hail,; as they rocked and
swayed, panting and foaming, with
bloodshot eyes.

It was the crash of their horns be-
fore which had broken into the chorus
of the cicadas.

Gradually, inch by inch, the -yellow
bull began to give ground. He fell
back, sliding almost in his desperate
efforts, snorting madly.: Suddenly he
dropped on his knees. The other dis-
engaged like lightning, sprang back,
and sprang forward again. As he did
so he gave an ugly twist to his horns,
and. charged home. There was a thud,
a commotion of leaves and flying earth.
The yellow bull was down. The leader
of the herd of sixty buffalo, all lying
quite close, though invisible, was
vanquished at last by the new and heavy
red bull that had béen hanging on the
flanks of the herd for weeks.

Then a strange thing happened. As
the big red bull backed away, the yellow
bull got up, and, without the slightest
warning, charged with terrific force. He
had seemed so utterly beaten, and had

By F. ST. MARS.

lain so stidl that the sudden renewal of
the combat was all the more astonish-
ing. Not less so, however, the conduct
of the red bull, for he, with one final
snort, deliberately turned round, and,
with up-flung tail, crashed off into the
forest. 1 cannot explain this at all.
There seem to be some laws governing
the battles of these great animals that
we cannot understand.

The old bull stood for a moment
staring after his foe. He seemed to
show no surprise at his victory. Then,
tossing his great head, he turned, and,
apparently quite oblivious of the blood
streaming down his shoulders,  stalked
slowly off along one of “the elephant
paths which intersect the vast forests of
Equatorial Africa in all directions.

Presently he came to a swampy place,
where hundreds of wonderfully-coloured
butterflies flitted in all directions, and
here, nose to the wind, he lay down his
ponderous bulk and slept.

TFrom that time till sunset you*could
have stood, or walked, within two yards
of him without guessing that he was
anything more than a hillock of baked
carth, so little he moved.

Then, at sunset, just when the first
cat-like, rasping cry of the first prowling
leopard broke the stillness, and the first
far-away tooting roar of a hippopotamus
sounded faintly, and the monster bats
that are known as flying foxes, began to
stream past overhead, the master bull
heaved himself to his feet and moved

He, like all his kind, was an_animal
of the night, and the first business {o
Tue Porvrar.—No. 411,



