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THE BOY WHO WALKED

Lis

s a mysterious unkr

NIGHT/

&

i
nown stalks through Rook-

wood School committing a series of lawless outrages and leaving no

clue to his identity.

Who is this mystery man ? That’s what JIMMY
SILVER & Co. want to find out!
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CHAPTER 1.
The Wrong Customer:
- EEP quiet!” said Lovell.
K That was Arthur Edward
Lovell all over. Jimmy Silver,
Raby, and Newcome were not making
a sound. They were still as mice.

It was necessary to be quiet, in the
circumstances. Fellows could not be
too quiet when they were waiting on a
landing, with a' paper bag of flour
lodged on the banister, ready to drop
on the head of a fellow expected from
below. Especially when they were
Fourth Form juniors, and the expected
victim was a prefect of the Sixth Form.

Obviously, there would be trouble
for the Fistical Four of Rookwood if
Carthew of the Sixth discovered who

had dropped that bag of flour on his
head,

So Arthur Edward warned his com-
rades to be quiet, heedless of the fact
that they were still as mice, with the
cat at hand. .

Lovell held the flour bag. was
Lovell's stunt. He had arranged it all
—planned it and schemed it. Lovell
was the man for planning.

Mornington of the Classical Fourth
had lines to do for Carthew. He had
not done them. Carthew had doubled
them and warned Morny that if they
weren’t handed in by three o’clock that
afternoon he would come up for them,
and bring his ashplant with him. Still
Morny had not done them. He had
got busy with those lines, but rather
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toa late. They were far from finished
yet. And three o'clock had chimed
out.

That was where Lovell came in.

Lovell declared, and his friends
agreed, that if Carthew got that bag
of flour bursting on his head as he
came up the staircase, he would forget
all about Morny for a bit, and give
the chap time to get through.

Now there was a sound of a tread on
the lower stairs. Any instant now the
expected head might appear in the
deep well of the staircase. Lovell was
ready—peering over the banisters, ready
to let fly. He was uneasy lest his
friends should make a sound and warn
C’\Ltl)c\v So he told them to be quiet.

“Dry up, you assl” breathed Raby.
“He’ll hear you—'

“Quiet!” hissed Lovell.

Jimmy Silver made a movement for-
ward to peer over the banisters. He
wanted to be sure it was Carthew
coming. “Uncle James ” of Rookwood
was a wary youth, and in such a case
it was impossible to be too careful.

“Keep back!” said Lovell.

In his anxiety he forgot to lower his
voice. Arthur Edward was always
anxious lest some other fellow should
put his foot in it. Generally, it was
his own foot that went in.

But—" whispered Jimmy.

chell jabbed him with an elbow.

“You Iatheadl Keep back! Do you
want to warn hi

Jimmy Silver breathed hard. It was
no time for argument—that would have
warned the fellow coming up.

“But look here,” muttered Newcome,
also making a forward movement.

ovell jabbed him with his other
clbo\\/
“Keep back!”

“On, you ass! Is—"

“If you fellows can’t leave this to
me——" breathed Lovell, with an in-
dlﬂrgm; glare round at his comrades.

% Buf 3

“Shut up!”
Lovell turned back to the banister,
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Already a head loomed in the well of
the stairs below. Whiz!  The bag
flew.

Squash!

It burst!

“Get him!” gasped Lovell.

He had got him! The paper bag,
smiting the head below, burst on that
head, shedding flour in smothering
clouds. A startled howl followed. Then
a fall, and a gurgle.

Lovell backed from the banister.

“He’s got it! Cut!” he gasped.

“Ooooogh!” came a wild, gurgling
hu\\l up the swairs. “ What—what—

vho—upon my word' Flour! What—

Whab—who

Lovell stopped suddenly, as if rooted
to the landing. He had expected to
hear startled howls from Carthew of
the Sixth. But it was not Carthew’s
voice that floated up the stairs. It
was the voice of Mr. Richard Dalton,

the master of the Fourth. Jimmy
Silver, Raby, and Newcome gave a
gasp of horror..

_;‘That's Dicky!” gasped Jimmy
ilver.

“Dicky Dalton!”
“Oh, you ass, Lovell!
“You fathead!” hissed Newcome.

Jimmy Silver shot a hurried glance
over the banister. He had a glimpse
of Richard Dalton, M.A., sprawling on
the stairs in a sea of flour. Then he
Jjumped back.

““Cut, for goodness’ sake!” he panted.

He grasped the petrified Lovell by
the arm and dragged him away. The
four juniors cut along the passage to
the end study. They did the passage
at about 50 m.ph., bolted into the

study, and shut the door.

Safe inside, they gazed at one
another. Sounds could be heard from.
a distance—many footsteps and many
voices. Fellows were gathering on the
landing and the stairs to see what had
happened. ~ But Jimmy Silver & Co.
clui not think of joining thém. They
knew too much already.

breathed Raby.
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Lovell was the first of the four to
find his voice.

“You silly
hotiy.

“Wha-a-t!” gasped the three.

“If you hadn't jawed, and taken my
attention off hire, I should have seen
that—"

“You—you—you—" gasped Jimmy
Silver.

“Another time,” said Lovell, “leave
it to me, and don’t barge in with your
silly jaw! Look what you've done

ass!” he  exclaimed

“What we've done?” shrieked New-
ome.

cor
“Yes. Poor old Dicky’s got the flour
instead of that cad Canhcw You may
think it funny to rag a decent man like
Dicky. I don’t!” said Lovell. “But
you've done it now, and no mistake!”
“«We—we—we've done it!” gurgled

aby.

“¥es; I only hope we shan't be
spotted. It will mean a Head's whop-
ping—bunging a bag of flour on a beak.
) 3 1ealls' think you fellows might have
had 2 little more sense. I must say
that!” -

Lovell's pals gazed at him. Words
failed them. But that did not matter,
for all three of them felt that it was
a time for action, not for words.

As if moved he same spring, they
jumped at Arthur Edward Lovell,
grabbed him, and up-ended him.

Bump!

ovell smote the carpet in the end
studv mth a smite that made the dust
He roared with wrath

m
'wd mdymahon

“Yoop! You silly asses! What the
thump—— Leggo! I say—yaroop!”

“Give him another!” gasped Jimmy
Silver.

Bump!

“And another!” howled Raby.

Bump!

“And another!” yelled Newcome.

Jimmy Silver & Co. felt a little better.
Lovell, not feeling a bit better,
sprawled and spluttered. The door of
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the end study suddenly opened, and the
podgy face of Tubby Muffin looked in.
Tubby was grinning.

“You fellows heard?” he gasped.

Junmy Silver gave his chums a warn-
ing look.

“Heard what?” he asked casually.
“Anything happened?”

“Dicky Dalton!” gasped Tubby.
“Somebody’s buzzed a bag of flour at
him on the stairs. He's smothered.
Ha, ha, ha! Smothered from head to
foot! Ha, ha, ha! Looks like a ghost!
Ha, ha! Nobody knows who did it.
I dare say it was Peele, or Gowe
they're always up against Dicky. I say,
you ought to have seen Dicky! He was
a sight. Ha, ha!”

Lovell scrambled to his feet.

!‘l‘ You cheeky idiots! You silly idiots!
I »

“Oh, scissors!” howled Tubby.
“You've got flour on your trousers,

Lovell. How did you get flour on your
bags? Ha, ha!”

“Oh!” gasped Lo

“Keep it dark, Tubby, you ass!”

gasped Jimmy Silv

He slammed the dcor on the podgy
nose of Cecil Adolphus Muffin. Tubby
rolled away, gurgling with merriment.
Lovell hurriedly sorted out a clothes
brush and brushed spilt flour from his
trousers. He glared indignantly at his
comrades.

“You fellows might have tipped me
that I was floury, instead of playing the
giddy ox!” he snorted. “It's H right.
We've only got to keep it dar]

“If Dicky bowls us out—" groaned

Raby.

“He won't!” said Lovell.

They waited. In the circumstances
they felt it wiser to remain in their
own study, out of the public view, for

a time. They waited anxmuuly——thx ee
of them, at all events. But Lovell was
confident.

During the next half-hour he told his
friends, several times, that it was all
right. He was assuring them on that
point once more when a tap came at
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the door. It opened, and Timothy
Tupper, the House page, looked in.
“If you please, you're wanted in Mr.
Daltoii’s study,” said Tupper.
“Oh!” gaid Lovell.

CHAPTER 2.
Not a Row!
R. RICHARD DALTON—
M generally called “Dicky” in
the Rookwood Fourth—sat in
bis study. His face was a little flushed,
and his hair a little untidy. He looked
es if he had been doing a lot of Tub-
bing and scrubbing recently—as indeed
he had. But his voice was as pleasant
as usual as he called out “Come in!”
to four members of the Classical Fourth
who presented themselves at his study
door.

Jimmy Silver & Co. came in very
quietly. They had no doubt why they
had been sent for, and they were very
serious.
man—famous for his cheery good
temper—but they did not expect him to
take a lenient view of what had hap-
pened,

They were doubtful whether it was
going to be a caning from Dicky, or a
report to.Dr. Chxsholm and a flogging
from the Head. Neither had any
attractions_for them; but one or the
other was inevitable. Lovell, certainly,
had told them, on the way to the study,
that he was going to own up to Dicky
that it was his stunt, and that he was
the responsible party. To which his
friends had only replied by requesting
him to shut up.

They were all in the soup together;
that was their view.

i my boys!” said Mr.
«#“You may shut the door,
Silver. I have sent for you four hoys,
because—

“Yes, sir; we know,”
dispiritedly

l‘\‘/h'. Dalton raised his eyebrows.

I do not see how you can know,

said Lovell

Dicky was a good-tempered d
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Lovell, a3 I have not hitherto speken to
you on the subject. A xhou time
ago I was coming up to spe: i
your study, but I was stc;
extraordinary prank—an
prank on the stairs
“We're awfully soiry, sir!”
Lovell.
“I am

outrageous

mumbled
glad to hear you say so,
Lovell. I am afraid that a number of
the boys regarded it as a joke,” said
Mr. Dalton. “It will prove far from a
joke for the culprits. Silver——"

“It wasn’t Silver, interposed
Lovell.

“Eh? Whatagas not Silver?” asked
Mr. Dalton.

“I mean, it wasn't Jimmy who—-""

Lovell broke off suddenly, staring at
Jimmy, who was making an extra-
ordinary face at him.

It had dawned on Jimmy, from Mr.
Dalton’s words and looks, that it was
n in connection with the floury
episode that the four juniors had been
sent for. It was something else. It had
awned on Raby and Newcome also.
But Arthur Edwmd Lovell was not so
qu'ck on the uptake. It was far from
dawning on Arthur Edward.

‘The contortions on Jimmy’s face were
intended as a signal to Lovell to shut
up. Lovell, not catching on, only
stared at him. Mr. Dalton, following
his startled glance, stared also.

“silver, why are you making signs to
Lovell?” he asked.

Jimmy crimsoned.

“Oh!” he exclaimed. ““I—I—-"

“Please be serious!” said Mr. Dalton
severely. “I have sent for you to
speak about a serious matter.”

“Not so serious as you think, sir!™
said Lovell.

Mr. Dalton gazed at him. What
Lovell meant_was that it was not so
serious as Dicky Dalton thought,
because the flour had been meant for
somebody else. But as Mr. Dalton was
thinking about an entirely different
matter, he was naturally astonished.

“Lovell, you had better be silent!” he
rapped.

sir!”
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“What I mean is, sir—"

“Silver, you are making signs at
Lovell again. If you cavmob be serious
in your Form-master’s stu: .

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Thnmy.

“I will now tell you why I-have sent
for you, if Lovell will permit me to
spe k,” said Mr, Dalton, with sarcasm.
want you to understand, sir, tha
I, and I alone, ought to have been sent

for about this

“Upon my word! If you speak
again, Lovell, I will cane you!”
exclaimed ~ Mr. Dalton. “Silence!

Now, Silver, I gather from what Lovell
has said that you boys have heard
something of the matter, though I do
not know how. Are you already
acquainted with Dudley Vane?”

“Dud-dud-dud-Dudley Vane?”
tered Lovell.

He wondered whether Mr. Dalton was
wandering in his mind. Certainly, he
seemed—to  Lovell—to be wandering
from the subject.

“That is the
who is coming
Dalton. “If you
with him, so much the better.”

Lovell gasped. What had long ago
dawned on his three chums, dawned, at
long last, on Lovell’s rather solid brain.

ras not talking about the flour!

stut-

name of the new boy
to-morrow,” said Mr.
e already acqu}inted

about & new man in the Fourth, s!
he stuitered.

“I did, L(Nell and you will kindly
be silent while I speak to Silver!”
snapped Mr. Dalton.

” murmured Lovell.
“I—I don’t know the chap, sir!”

stammered Jimmy. “I've never heard

Is he coming into

lassical Fourth?”

Silver, and I shall place him

in your study, b ‘said Mr. Dalton.

“We've four already, sit,” ventured

Q ite so; but it is a large study—
the largest in the Fourth—and I have
a pamcmm reason for desiring to place
this boy Vane with you. You are cap-
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tain of the Form, Silver, and, from my
opservation of you, worthy of the
position——"

“Thank you, sir!” murmured Jimmy.

This was very nice, of course, though
it hardly consoled the captain of the
Fourth for having a new fellow
“bunged ” into a study where ihere
were already four,

“You are a thoughtful and respon-
sible boy, Silver,” went on Mr. Dalton
kindly. “I can trust you to be kind
and considerate towards the new boy—
who may need it. I can trust your
friends also. Raby and Newcome are
sensible lads—and Lovell, though fool-
ish and unthinking, has, I am sure, a
kind heart.”

Lovell blinked. He had always
respected Dicky; but this was rather
too thick. Foolish and unthinking!
What could have put such an opinion
into Dicky's head Lovell really did not
know.

Jimmy and Raby and Newcome
looked rather dismayed. What sort of
a freak was this new fellow going to be
that Dicky was so coolly landing on
them? Obvicusly, he was something
out of the usual run of new boys for
Dicky to reel off all this jaw about him.
They were kind-hearted fellows enough,
always ready to help a lame dog over
a stile. But really and truly they did
not want a queer fish in the end study.

Mr. Dalton smiled faintly. It was
not so very long since he had been a
schoolboy hzmself and he could read
the schoolboy mind.

“What’s wrong with the chap, sir?”
ventured Raby.

“Nothing at all, Raby. But he has
been ill,” explamed Mr. Dalton. “He
would have come to Rookwood at the

beginning of the term, but was unfor-
tunately suffering from the effects of
an accident to a ’plane, which crashed
while he was travelling in it. I under-
stand that his nervous system was
somewhat affected, which was very
natural, He has, however, recovered
his health and is coming to the school
to-morrow. But—-"




6 THE BOY WHO WALKED BY NIGHT!

Mr. Dalton paused a moment; and
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked as auufully
willing to oblige as they could.

“But,” added Mr. Dalton, “after so
trying an e‘(pcnerue‘aftex some
months spent in a nursing-home—the
boy may need to be treated with some
little consideration—some litile kind-
1 think I can trust you, Silver, to
see to that.”

“On, quite, sir!” murmured Jimmy.
“I suppose you mean that the kid may
e o bit nervy, and that sort of thing.
we'll make it all right for him in the
end study, sir.”

“ Anything in the nature of ragging,
for instance—

“1 quite understand, sir.”

“I am sure you undérstand; and it is
umecessary for me to say more. I will
take up no more of your time,” said
ﬁlr Dalton kindly. “You may go, my

0yS.”

They went.,

Lovell grinned as the doo\ of the
study closed behind them. Having shut
the door,
grinning.

“Jolly narrow escape, old beans!” he
murmured. I say, it’s lucky you
fellows never let out anything about
the flour.”

“Us!” said Jimmy.

“yes. He doesn’t know, after alll”
chuckled Lovell. “Only a jaw, after
all, about some fatheaded freak of a
new kid. Lucky you had sense enough
to keep your mouths shut—you don't
often have.”

“you silly owl—"

“We're all right now,” said Lovell
“T told you in the end study we w
all right—and we are all right. icky
Dalton hasn't the faintest idea that we
mepped Lhc fiour over him on the
stairs.

Lovell broke off with a gasp as the
door behind him opened. Mr. Dalton
smw;cd out into the passa

L an awful silence.
‘l han nov oceurred to Lovell thab
leaving the study
Things never

he stood in the passage— |R

did seem to oceur to Lovell, Obviously,
Richard Dalton had heard him as he
opened the door.

“Ch!”
Dalton gazed at thc juniors. They
gazed at him. Jiminy, R Raby, and New-

come were crimson; Lovell had his
mouth open with dismay, and looked
like a ﬁsh out of water. Jimmy found

“It :c wasn't meant for you, sir. A
mistake—another chap—I mean a chap
‘we never knew you wi mg cmnmg up—
We—wWe—We-——

Mr. Dalton spoke qm U)-dhd unex-
pectedly :

“Pleﬁse do not stand about in_this
passage,” he saidemAnd he closed his
study door and wal away.

Jimmy Silver & Co. gazed after him,
dumbfounded. But they realised that
Dicky Dalton was goi to take no
official note of the words overheard by

i ¢ his ears. They
waited Llll Dalton was gene. When he
er, Jimmy and
y and Newcome turned to Lovell.
nd savagely they kicked him,
ted him again, and yet again,
v, too, walked away.

CHAPTER 3.
Goalt

% TOP that ball!”

S It was Lovell l thc Clagsical

Fourth who sh

The fellow whom he ndv essed must
have heard, but he hecded not.

the following afterno A

as falling in the Rook-

vas misty,

wood quadrangle; W
the trees damp and weepmw
frowsters and slackers
zower ‘mggod the study

eside; v re punt-
ng a footer uftcx c heedleas of in-
clement weather, The Fistical Four,
and Mornington and Erroll, C"n‘ oy and

Grac
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mud. But they did not mind. Lovell
had given the ball a mighty lift, and it
shot away towards the gates.

The gates stood wide open. In the
tood a fellow who was watch-
xi drive aw: He had his

to the juniors. Had he heeded
TLovell's yell, and been quick on the up-
take, he could easily have stopped the
ball and prevented it from whizzing
out into the public road—where, of
se, footers were not supposed to
. As he did not even turn his
head, the muddy footer shot by, and
went across the road—and it was rather
fortunate that no car was passing at the
time,

“You silly ass!” roared Lovell.

Still the fellow in the gateway did not
heed. Obviously he did not know that
he was being addressed. .But he was
left in no doubt on the subject when
Arthur Edward Lovell rushed up,
grabbed him by the shoulder, and
hirled him round.
fathead,” hooted Lovell angrily,
dn’t you stop that ball? Deaf
—or silly—or what?”

Then, as the fellow faced him, I’:ell

ecognised the fact that it was fot a
I(‘How he knew.

He was a sturdy, well-built fellow,
with thick, curly hair, bright and keen
dark eyes, handsomc clsﬂr cut features,
and a very pluasant cast of counte-
nance. His voice was pleasant, too,
thmwh xL was in surprised ‘tones that
he spol

0 ‘Vhﬁt the dickens—"

“Oh, fathead!” snapped Lovell.
“Couldn’t you stop that ball? It might
have biffed into a car!”

“So 1t might. Must have been a gilly
ass who kicked it out of the gates.”
What?” b’lwled Lovell.

“Deaf, or silly, what?” asked the
other 1epﬂaurw Lovclls own words,
with a cheery grin.

Lovell glared at him. The fellow was
he supposed, a new fellow, as he was
there, and Lovell had never seen him
before. But he did not connect him in
his mind with the new junior Mr,
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Dalton had told the four about the
previous day. From what Dalton had
said, Lovell was expecting to see some
pale, peaky, pitiful sort of “tick ” when
Dudiey Vane came. This fellow was
strong and sturdy, glowing with health,
evidently hefty, and as fit as a fiddle.
Not only was he full of beans, but he
was, to Lovell’s mind, full of cheek.

“You cheeky tick!” exclaimed Lovell
wrathfully. “Who the dickens are you
—some new Modern worm for Manders’
House, I suppose? Youwd better learn
not to cheek Classical men, I can tell
you! You're Modern, I bet.”

At Rookwood School there were two
sides—Classical and Modern. This was
so familiar a fact te Lovell that it did
not oceur to him that the rest of the
unr rse might not be aware of it. The
caded fellow looked puzzled for
z moment, then nodded and laughed.

“I suppose I'm medern,” he answered.
“I'm not ancient, at all events! What
the dickens do you mean?”

“I mean that if you give me any of
your Modern lip, I'll bang your Modern
head on that gate!” hooted Lovell.
“Now go and chuck that ball in, or T'll
bangz it, anyhow, see?”

Tne new fellow smiled.

Happy to oblige!” he a
“I'll send the ball in if you hl\o i
cut across the roa

Lovell stoed in the gateway. The
other juniors came up and joined him
there. Sn’x.e of the fellows glanced at

vered.
He

the boy in the road.
“Who's Lhat"” asked Jimmy Silver.
“Not the new kid Dicky Dalten was
telllmrr us about yesterday?”
‘No

—a Modern cad,” answered
“A new tick for Manders’
1 As cheeky as the other Modern
cads- 2

“Send that ball in
tick!” called out Raby

“Coming!

The curly-haired fellow placed the
ball on the other side of the wide road,
glanced up and down to make sure that
no traffic was coming, and kicked. The

you Modern




8 THE BOY WHO WALKED BY NIGHT!

next moment there was a terrific yell
from Arthur Edward Lovell

He had not expected that muddy
footer to land on his features. He had
not supposed, indeed, that the new
“tick  could land it there if he tried!
But he could—and did!

‘Whop!

Mud splashed from the ball, and from

e

There was a

puddle behind him. Lovell sat in if.
The Classical juniors stared at him

was _another splash.

for a moment. Then they roared.
“Ha, ha, ha! Goal! Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, crikey! Oh, crumbs! Oh, my

hat!” spluttered Lovell. Sitting in thc
puddle he clawed mud from his fac:
“Oh, scissors! Ooooooogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

‘The new fellow came across the road
to the gateway, grinning cheerily.
Lovell scrambled up, wildly clawing
mud, and dripping more mud. His face
was crimson where it was not veiled
by mud.

“You—you—you Modern worm!”: he
gasped. “You—you—I'll mop up the
quad with you. I—I—T1l—”

“You asked me to send the ball in—
in fact, told me to—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell jumped at him. Lovell's
temper was often hasty. Now it was
boiling,

Jimmy Silver caught him by the arm.

“Hold on!” he gasped.

“Tll smash him!” roared Lovell
“Look at my face! Think I'm going to
let a Modern worm buzz a footer at
my face! Look at me!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha! I—I mean—hold on!
You can’t scrap with a new kid, even
if he’s a tick for Manders’ House. You
cut off, young fellow-me-lad! Lend a
hand wkh this howling ass, you men.”

Two or three grinning fellows lent a
hand with Lovell. He was held back
—Taging. The new fellow did not seem
in a hurry to depart—there was no sign

of alarm in his looks. However, with
a smile, he turned away and walked
across the quadrangle. And Lovell,
spluttering mud and wrath, was held
till he was gone.

CHAPTER 4.
Something Like a Shindy!
< AROOOOOH!” roared Tubby
I Muffin.
There was absolutely noj

reason why Lovell should have kicked
Cecil Adolphus Mufiin as he came u
the Fourth Form passage. True, there
was an opinion current in the Rook+
wood Fourth that the more Tubby was
kicked, the better it was for himl
Perhaps that was Lovell’s reason. Mort
likely it was because Lovell's tempe
was in an excited state, and” Tubby’s]
fat grin hinted that he had witnessed
the incident of the muddy football.

If it was Tubby’s grin that offended
Lovell, Tubby ceased to offend on the
spot. His grin faded away instantly,
and he roared.

Lovell tramped on.

‘“Yah!” yelled Tubby after him.
“Who stopped a Iooter with his sill

ace?

Lovell spun round, flaming. Tubb;
made one jump into the nearest study'
and slammed the door.

Arthur Edward made a stride—an
paused. Tubby was not a worthy object;
of his wrath. He resumed his way
the end study.

He was annoyed. There was no doub!
about that. He was so annoyed that
instead of joining his friends, who were
tea-ing with Tommy Dodd over on the
Modern side, he was going to have a
solitary tea in his own study. Which
really was not happy or pleasant, and
added to his irritation.

He hurled the door of the end s*udy
open with a crash. There was a rather
startled exclamation in the study.

“My hat! Don't kneck the whole
show over!”
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Lovell jumped.

He knew that voice. He had heard
it only once before, but it was only an
hour ago.

He had been longing—in fact, yearn-
ing—to meet that new tick again. But
he had never dreamed of meeting him
in a Classical study—especially his own
study! The cheek of the fellow in
planting himself in a Classical study
was really amazing. Still, Lovell was
glad that he was there!

He strode in.

There was the fellow—seated in the
study armchair, his legs stretched out,
his handsome face glowing in the fire-
light, looking merry and bright and
thoroughly at home. From his looks a
fellow might have fancied that the

study belonged to him.

“You!” ejaculated Lovell,
“Oh—you!” said the fellow in the
armchair. He smiled. Wrath gleamed

in Arthur Edward’s eyes and glowed in
his cheeks. But it did not seem to
worry the new fellow, who had so coolly
and so amazingly taken possession of
the Fistical Four's study. He just
smiled.

“Get out of that chair!” roared
Lovell.

“Is it yours?”

“Eh? No; it’s Jimmy’s!
2 14 L

“I don't know

Get out of

who Jimmy may
happen to be” drawled the curly-
headed fellow. “But I'm quite comfort-
able_ here; and 111 stay here, if.you
don’t mind, till Jimmy wants his
chair.”

“As it happens, I do mind,” said
Lovell grimly.

“I1 stay here, all the same.”

“Will you?” said Lovell, He stood
before the fellow, glowering in His
wrath. “Get out of this study.”

The new fellow raised his eyebrows.

“Out of the study?” he repeated,

“Yes!”

“And why?”

“Because I order you out!”
Lovell.

roared
“See? Because if you don't
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skip out this minute, I'll heave you out
on your neck. See?”

“No!” ‘The new junior settled him-
self a little more comfortably in the
armchair. “No, I don't see!”

“T'll make you!” said Lovell.

He grabbed at the new junior’s rather
broad shoulders to hook him out of
the chair. He gasped and dragged and
tugged.

Lovell was a powerful fellow for his
age. He was casily the heftiest of the
Fistical Four—none of them weaklings.
But he dragged at the smiling fellow
in the cheir in vain. The fellow had
his hands on the chair-arms, gripping,
and that grip was not loosened. Lovell
dragged and tugged and heaved. The
new fellow remained sitting in the
chair. He even continued to smile—a
smile that had an exasperating, not to
say a maddening effect on Arthur
Edward Lovell, 3

Arthur Edward put all his beef into
a terrific tug. Still the new fellow sat
tight—but the armchair moved, shifted
by that terrific tug. It bumped into
Lovell’s knees, and Lovell, letting go,
sat down quite suddenly.

“Oh!” he gasped. “Oooh!”

‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared the fellow in
Ne chair, He seemed amused.

Lovell bounced up, as if made of
india-rubber. If he had been boiling
before, he was boiling over now.

But he did not grasp the sitter—he
whipped round the chair and grasped
the high back, dragging it over back-
wards, to tilt the new fellow out on the
back of his neck. He dragged with alt
his strength.

As he did so, the new junior jumped
out of the chair. The moment his
‘weight was gone the armchair flew over
backwards under Lovell's tremendous
tug.

It crashed on Lovell. It hurled him
over and landed on him.

Hardly knowing what had happened,
Arthur Edward Lovell lay sprawling on.
his back on the carpet, the armchair
on his legs, blinking up dizzily at a
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handsome face that grinned down at
im.

“Fine!” said the new fellow. ‘“Top-
ping! Do that again, old bean!”

“Oh!” Lp‘u‘wa‘eGn Lovell. “Urrgh!
Anh! Ow! Oh!

“Doing it agaln!” smiled the new
“Or is it one performance

Lovell did not answe
He hurled the armchair off his legs and
scrambled furiously up. Instantly he
was on his feet he huricd himself head-
long at the smiling, exasperating new
“tick.”

He couldn't.

Up went the new fellow’s hands like
lightning. But Lovell’s wild rush drove
him back. He bumped into the table,
which went rocking. He gave a gasp
as Lovell's fist c'lught his nose, and
there was a spurt of re

Buf he rallied in a moment and came
back at Arthur Edward. A knock that
seemed like the kick of a mule landed
on Arthur Edward’s chin, and jarred
every tooth in his head.

Lovell panted, hurled himself forward
again, and grasped the new fellow with
both arms. He whirled him to the

oor.

“Qut you go, you cheeky cad!” he
gasped.

But the “tick ” gave grasp for grasp!
Lovell got him as far as the door, when
they whirled back, knocking over chairs
right and left. They recled into the
window curtains, struggled there, and
dragged the curfains down in a heap.
A foot was caught in the tangled cur-
tains, and they rolled over together on
the floor.

Lovell, crimson with fury, exerted
every ounce of his strength. He was
going to throw out that cheeky tick
who had planted himself so coolly in
the study, or he was going to know the
reason why.

But the new fellow, it was clear, wa:
as strong as Lovell—and he was a good
deal more active and elastic. They
rolled on the floor, struggling for the
upper hand, but it was the new fellow
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who got it. Lovell, panting with rage,
found himself extended on his back,
with the new fellow ing on his chest
and pinning him to the study
carpet.

He panted, he heaved, he rocked!
But he was pinned! Quite a contrast
to the infuriated Arthur Edward, the
new fellow was still cool, and he smiled
down at Lovell's almost frantic face.

“What about chucking it, oid scout?”
he asked a little breathlessly, but cheer-
fully and amicably.

“I'll smash you!” gasped Lovell.

“Make it pax, old bean!”

Lovell rocked. He wes not thinking
of “pax.” He was thinking of war and
vengeance. But he rocked and heaved
in vain. And as he gasped, and rocked,
and heaved in the midst of overturned
furniture, tangled curtains, and scat-
tered books and papers, footsteps came
up the Fourth Form passage and
astonished faces looked in at the door-
way of the end study.

o

CHAPTER 5.
The *lnvalid "1

o ILVER!”
“You have seen the new boy

Vane?”

“Oh, not yet, sir!” answered Jimmy

Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome hac
come back to the Head's House after
tea with Tommy Dodd of the Modern
side. They were going up to the end
study when Mr. Dalton called to Jimmy.
They were not, as a matter of fact,
thinking about Dudley Vane, having
forgotten him. They were thinking
about Arthur Edward and whether he
had got over his temper yet.

“Indeed!” said Mr. Dalton. “I sent
Val*xB up to your study some time ago,

ver.”

“We've been tea-ing out, sir,” said
Jimmy. “We forgot—I—I mean, we'll
go up at once and see the new kid,
sir, I—I think Lovell’s in the study.”
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t know the chap had come
et, murmured Raby. “But
Lovell's there.”

“Lovell will be looking after him all
right, sir,” said Newcome.

Mr. Dalton smiled.

“Since I have seen Vane,” he said,
“I find that he shows no traces of im-
paired health—indeed, he looks re-
merkably strong and fit. Nevertheless,
in view of his recent illness, Silver, you
will remcmber ‘what I said to you yester-

ay.”

“on,
Jimmy.

The “three juniors went up to the
Classical Fourth passage. Raby gave
an expressive grunt as they went.

“All very well for ky to land his
dashed invalid in our study!” he said.
“I'm not gOln‘-’ to dry-nurse him, I
know that!”

“It won't be so bad as that!” smd
Jimmy, laughing. “From what
said, he can't be quite a tottering m-
valid. Still, we've got to look afjer the
poor (,xlan a bit. Hallo, that scunds like
a row!”

It did! Tt sounded very much indeed
like a row, as the three juniors arrived
at the open dool\»ay of the end study.

They looked in, or, rather, they
stared! They stared with popping eyes.

“What the holy smoke—" gasped
Jimmy Silver.

“Great pip?”

Oh, crumbs!”

1

certainly, sir!” answered

came in gurgling tones
fwm Ar’hu. Edward Lovell. “Gerroff,
you cheeky tick! Gerroff!” He
glimpsed his amazed chums at the door.
“You silly idiots! Draggimoff !
Unugh'”

For a moment or two they stood
spellbound. Then {hey hurled them-
selves into the study, grasped the new
fellow, and whirled him off Lovell.

“Here. hold on!” came a protesting
jell.  “Fair play's a jewel! Three to
el s that what you call cricket

here?”
Lovell staggered up. He gasped and
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gurgled for breath, while his adversary

wriggled in the grasp of the three.
“It’s that new Modern tick!” gasped

Jimmy. *“What the thump are you
doing on the Classical side, you
bounder?”

“I'm going to boot, Lim out!” gasped
Lovell. “I found him here, sitling in
the armeh just as if the study be-
longed to him.” The cheek of it! I'm
going fo smn: him and boot him out!”

“Hold oni” exclaimed Jimmy, struck
by a new startling thought. “Dicky
Dalton said that new chap was here

“I'm going to smash him into small
pieces!” roared Lovell,

“Let him get on with it,” szid the
new junior cheerfully. “He hasn’t had
a lot of luck, so far! But let him get
on with it.”

Jimmy pushed him back, and stood
between him and the enraged Lovell.
Raby and Newccme let go the new
fellow, staring. The three of them
pushed Lovell back, and he spluttered
wrath.

‘Gerrout of

the I'm going

way !

“But Dick,

said—
“Bother Dicky Dalton! I'm going

g

“He said the new kid Vane was he:
Is your name Vane, you young a
Dudley Vane?”

“Yes!”

“Wha-a-a-at?” gasped Lovell
——the sick chap—the chap wha-

“The giddy invalid!” grinned Raby.
piny hospital ca:
chuckled Newcome. “He looks it—I
don't think!”

The new fellow stared.

“Who said I was an invalid?” he
demanded. “You silly asse
fellow be laid up for a few we: -
out being an invalid? You cheeky fa[-
heads-

“Then—then—then this is his study 1”7
stuttered Lovell. “You blithering young
ass, why dxr’n(, you tell me ll"s was
your study?”

“The
Pt




tell me it was

didn't you
* asked Vane.
" gasped Lovell.
3 rd cooled down consider:
Cven Arthur Edward realis
d been rather a high-handed
o start chucking a fellow
out of his own study!
“Oh!” he repeated.
Lovell made an effort.
gasped.

“Oh!” Then
“Sorry!” he

serene!” said Dudley Vane cheer-
“No harm done—except to the
Supposz we set it to rights?”

fully.
study!

And all was—more or less—calm and
bright!

Anyhow, it was a great relief. 1f
Dudley Vane had been on the sick list
before coming to Rookwood, it was clear
that the end study was not going to
have a peaky, pining invalid on its
hands—anything but that! And that
Wwas a considerable satisfaction to
Jimmy Silver & Co.—far from foresce-
ing the strange events that were to
follow the coming of the new fellow to
Rookwood.

CHAPTER 6.
The Heavy Hand!
% HAT cad Carthew!”
Lovell.
“Det

growled

ter go!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Rats!”

“Look here, Lovell, you'd better—-
“Rot1”

‘When Arthur Edward Lovell of the
Classical Fourth Form at Rookwood
spoke in that tone it meant that there
Wwas to be no further argument. When
Arthur Edward had made up his mind,
words of wisdom were wasted on him.

Jimmy Silyer & Co. were at games
bractice on Little Side when Carthew
of the S came along. Standing in
touch, Carthew shouted to Lovell.

It was irritating enough to all the
Junior foothallers, No doubt Lovell
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had lines. No doubt ke hadn't done
them. No doubt he ought to have done
them. But no Sixth Form prefect at
Rookwood School, except Mark Car-
thew, would have interrupted games'
tice on a matter of lines. The fact
was that Carthew was a bully, and had
2 special down on that cheery com-
pany, the Fistical Four. He liked to
make himself obnoxious.

Arthur Edward had looked round as
Carthew called him. But he took no
further notice. The Claspicals were
playing in a pick-up, to into form
for the House match with the Moderns
which was coming off on Saturday.
Soccer was more important than Car-
thew—in Lovell's opinion, at least.
Lovell was in the Classical junior team.
He was going to be at the top of his
form on Saturday. He plunged into
the game again, heedless of the prefect
shouting on the touchline.

“Lovell,” roared Carthew, “comec of
at once!”

And as Lovell still turned a deaf ear
Carthew of fhe Sixth strode on the
field, with the evident intention o1
grabbing Lovell and hooking him off.
It was then that Dudley Vane, new
fellow in the Classical Fourth, weighed
in. He had the ball at his feet, and
he kicked it—at Carthew!

1

!

Carthew did not know that it was
coming till it came! It landed on his
ear, and the prefect went staggering.

“Ha, ha, ha!” a yell went up.

Carthew righted himself, clapped s
hand to a muddy ear, and stared round,
crimson with rage. His eyes had been
on Lovell, and he had not seen who
landed the leather.

“Who kicked that ball?” roared Car-
o

thew. “Was it you, Silver'
“Not guilty, my lord!” grinned
Jimmy.

“You, Raby—or you, Newcome?”

But Raby and Newcome grinned and
shook their heads.

“Serve you jolly well right!” hooted



THE SCHOOLBOYS’

Lovell. “What do you mean by barging
on the field? Get out of it!”

Carthew made a rush for him. Morn-
ington put out a foot, and Carthew
tripped and went over. ’

“Man down!” chortled Conroy, in
goal. “Ha, ha, ha!”

There was 2 rush of the football
Carthew had interrupted the pick-
They could not get on with the game
with the bully of the Sixth throwing
his weight about in the field. So a
dozen fcllows at once had the bright
idea of making Carthew sorry he had
barged in. Morny was the first to fall
on him, then Erroll, then Oswald, and
then Jimmy Silver, Raby, Newcome,
and Lovell added their weight.

Carthéw disappeared {rom  sight.
Juniors swarmed all over him and
swamped him, and under them the
bully of the Sixth wriggled and writhed
and gasped and gurgled. He had asked
for it—there was no doubt about that.
And in the excitement of the moment
the Fourth Formers rather forgot that
they were dealing with a prefect!

““Oooogh!” gurgled the hapless Sixth

Former. “Gerroff! You young
Urrggh! Tl report this Urfgh!
p9)e Yurrggh!”

How many muddy football boots were
wiped on Carthew he could hardly
have counted. They were wiped hard,
too! Carthew of the Sixth, for some
wild and whirling minutes, led the life
of a doormat. 53

“Gerroff ! shrieked Carthew. « Stop
stamping on me! Yaroooh! Gerrofi!
Will you lemme gerrup? Ycoop!”

Ha, ha, ha!”

“’Ware beaks, you men!” calicd out
Dudley Vane suddenly. “Here comes
Dalton”

“Oh, scissors!” gasped Lovell.

The Classical juniors looked round in
alarm. Mr. Richard Dalton, the master
of the Fourth, was striding on the
scene. From a distance Mr. Dalton had
discerned that something unusual was
going on, and he was hastening up to
see what it was.
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The crowd parted over Carthew. He
sat up. He sat up and gurgled and
gasped. He looked a shocking sight.
His collar and tie were gone; his coat
was split up the back; his hat had dis-
appeared. He was covered with mud
as with a garment. There was hardly
& square inch of Carthew that was not
muddy. He sat and spluttered.

Richard Dalton, arriving, gazed ab
him. He hardly recognised Carthew’s
face under a thick coating of mud.

“Who—who—who is that?” gasped
lver, who is that?”

it’s Carthew of the
Sixth, sir!” stammered Jimmy.

“Carthew! A prefect! You have
dared to lay hands on a prefect!” ex-
claimed the Fourth Form master,

“The checky ass barged into our
game, sir,” said Dudley Vane,

“Shut up, you ass!” whispered
Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Dalton flashed a look at the new
boy in the Fourth. Dudley Vane had
been hardly a week at Rookwood, but
he had made himself’ liked in the
Classical Fourth. He was good at
games, which was a passport to the
esteem of Jimmy Silver & Co. He was
good in class—unusually good and keen
—which gave Mr. Dalton a good opinion
of him. Dalton, like his Form, liked
the new fellow, but he had no use for
impertinence, even from a boy he liked.

“Vane, take a hundred lines for
impertinence!” rapped the master of
the Fourth.

“Sorry, sir!” said Vane. “I didn’t
mean to be cheeky, but Carthew did
barge in and interrupt our game, sir.”

“Carthew, what does this mean?”

Carthew staggered to his feet. He
was still gasping for breath. He clawed
mud from his face.

“Qoogh! Those young rascals——
Ooogh! Look what they’'ve done! T
came here to call Lovell—oogh!—and
they rushed me over—— Groogh!"

“You had better go to the House,
Carthew,” .said Mr, Dalton. “I will
deal with these juniors, You need have
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no doubt that they will be adequately
punished for assaulting a prefect.”

Carthew, still gasping, tottered away
Mr. Dalton fixed stern eyes on the
juniors. Seldom had the Classical
I‘om 1 seen their Form-master look so
They waited in silence for the
e erbolt. Even Arthur Edward
Lovell, little given to reflection as he
was, realised that it was a serious
matter to handle a prefect of the
Sixth—so serious a matter that the
Fourth Form master could not have
passed it over, even had he wished to
do s0. And Dicky Dalton did not look
as if he wished to do so.

“Every boy here,” said Mr. Dalton
grimly, “will take five hundred lines,
and will be kept in detention on Satur-
day afternoon.”

There was a general gasp.

“Oh, sir!” exclaimed Jimmy Sﬂvet.
‘Sﬁ(uxdays the House match——

“I am aware of it, Silver. That is
your punishment. If you behave like
hooligans on the football field—"

“But we can’t cut House matches,
sir!” gasped Lovell, in consternation.

Mr. Dalton gave him a look, turned
on his heel and walked away. Jimmy
Silver & Co. stood looking after him—in
silence. It was the silence of utter
dismay. et

CHAPTER 7.
Tubby Knows ¥hatl

IMMY SILVER’S face was glum at

J tea in the cnd study that day.

“Keep smiling” was the motto
of “Uncle James” of Rookwood, but
Jimmy’s smile was now conspicuous by
its absence.

House matches were rather important
affairs at Rookweood. And Jimmy Silver
had his team at the top notch, ready to
wipe the Moderns off the face of the
earth. Jimmy played centre-half him-
self. He had a keen eyve for a fellow’s
form in the front lm“ and he had
picked out the new fe\low Vane, to

play forward—and from what he had
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seen of him he regarded him as a rod
in pickle for the Moderns.

The whole thing was absolutely
rotten. Another date had to be found
for the match; but the footballers did
not want to find another date—they
wanted to play the House match on the
date arranged. They did not want to
sit in detention, writing endless lines,
instead of playing football.

“All Lovell's fault, of course!”
remarked Raby.

Arthur Edward gave him a glare
across the tea-table. Arthur Edward
was rubbing an eye that persistgd in

winking.

“How was it my fault?” bawled
Lovell,

“If yowd gone off when Cartiiew
called you—" said Newcome. “After
all, it wasn't a match—only a pick-

up—-~»

“Blow Carthew!”

“The truth is, we all asked for it,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Ragging a pre-
fect is outside the limit. Dicky was
bound to come down heavy.”

“Dicky's an ass!” growled Lovell.

“Well, that fathead Vane started the
ragging,” said Raby. “Look here,
Vane, youre new here; but you Jolly
well know you can't kick a footer at
the head of a Sixth Form prefect.”

Dudley Vane laughed.

“The other fellows seemed ready
enough to follow my lead,” he re-
marked. “I think I saw you wiping
your boots on the cad!”

“Well, yes; but—-"

“Rot!” said Lovell. “Vane was right
—and so were we. That cad Carthew
came there to stir up trouble, and he
got what he came for.” Arthur
Edward rubbed his eye again. “That
silly ass Tommy Dodd had the cheek
to say that we should have got licked
on Saturday, anyhow, when I told him,
I punched him.”

Judging by the state of Lovell's eye,
Tommy Dodd of the Modern Fourth
had also done some punching.

“Well, it can't be helped!” sighed
Jimmy Silver. “No chance of play-
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ing on Saturday now—— Oh, get out,
Muffin!” he added, with an irritation
unusual to Uncle James, as Tubby
Muffin lookeqd into the study.

But Cecil Adolphus Muffin did not
get.  He waddled in.

“It’s all right, you fellows!” said
Tubby cheerily. “Don’t you worry
about the House match on Saturday.
It will come off all right.”

The Fistical Four and Dudley Vane
jumped. They forgot tea, and stared
eagerly at Tubby.

They could only conclude from his
words that Dicky Dalton had relented
and washed out the detention for
Saturday afternoon. If that was the
message that Tubby Muffin was bring-
ing to the study, he was as welcome as
the flowers in May.

“Oh, good!” gasped Jimmy. “That’s
ripping! Have you got that from
Dicky Dalton?”

“Eh? No!”

“Then what—"

' What I mean is,” explained the fat
Classical, “that you fellows ain't the
only pebbles on the beach.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“Only the chaps who were at games

practice have got detention,” said
Tubby. “Well, there’s a lot more
fellows, ain’t there? There’s me,
Lrinstance—""

“You!” exclaimed Jimmy.

“Me!” said Muffin. “You needn’t
scratch that match, Jimmy. All you've
got to do is to make up an eleven of
the fellows who aren’t detained. I'm
Prepared to captain the side.”

The end study gazed at Tubby
Muffin, They did not seem able to
speak. They just gazed at him, like
Cows at a train, &

“What about that?” asked Tubby.

. It was true that there were plenty of
Juniors on the Classical side to make
Up another eleven, apart from the
fellows who had fallen under the frown
of authority. Unfortunately, they were
not much use at footer. Slackers like
Pecle and Gower of the Fourth,
dandies like Towmsend d Topham,
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were hardly - the. men to stop the
Moderns, Superb youths like Smythe
and Tracy of the Shell were more
ornamental than useful. As for Tubby,
he was neither ornamental nor useful
—though no doubt the fat and ineffable
Tubby would have been prepared to
captain the side.

Apparently Tubby took silence for
consent,.

“Is it a go?” he asked. “I'll skipper
the side with pleasure. I fancy I can
pick out some pretty good men. After
all, you chaps don’t amount to much,
if you don’t mind my mentioning it,
Look at the way Lovell barges about
ab half; look at the way Raby and
Newcome fall over their own feet in
the front line. Even you, Jimmy, old
chap, stick at centre-half like a sack of
coke, if you don’t mind my saying so!,
If you like to leave this to me——

Tubby Muffin got no further than
that.

If Tubby had come to the end study
with the kind desire to help Silver out
of a difficulty, he was repaid with the
blackest ingratitude.

}’Fout fellows were still gazing at the
appy Tubby, as if petrified, when

Lovell woke to action. He grabbed a

loaf from the table. He hurled it.

Crash! It landed on the best-filled
waistcoat at Rookwood School. It
cut short Tubby’s remarks with start-
ling suddenness.

“Urrggh!” gurgled Tubby
staggered.

Bump!

The end study almost shook as Cecil
Adolphus Muffin sat down.

“Qoogh!” spluttered Tubby.

“You fat, foozling, frumptious
freak!” roared Lovell. “Making us
think that Dicky had let us off, and
then—"

“Urrrggh!”

“By gum, I'll—"

Instead of explaining what he would
do, Lovell did it. He jumped up and
rushed at Tubby.

Tubby Muffin squirmed out of the
study doorway like a fat eel. He

as he
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squirmed _swiftly, but mnot swiftly
enough. Lovell’s boot reached him in

the doorway and helped him into the
passage.

Muffin disappeared with a roar.

Lovell slammed the door after him.

But Tubby Muffin’s brilliant sugges-
tion had not helped matters, and there
were gloomy faces in the Classical
Fourth that evening. For once, Dicky
Dalton, generally very popular in his
Form, was the most unpopular beak at
Rookwood.

All the footballers agreed that it was
too thick, and some mooted the idea
of “getting back ”” on Dicky, and mak-
ing it clear to him what his Form
thought of him. And Arthur Edward
Lovell, needless to say, was one of
them. Arthur Edward could always be
relied upon to rush in where angels
feared to tread!

CHAPTER 8.
Looking After Lovell!
¢ HAT the thump’s that?”
“That,” said Lovell rather
proudly, “is  for  Dicky
Dalton!”

It was after class the following day.

In the Form-room that day many
fellows had looked glum, even sulky.
They wanted Dalton to see how he
had fallen in their estimation.

If Dalton saw it he did not seem
to mind. He carried on as usual,
regardless of the lowered estimation of
the Fourth,

After class there was only one topic—
the cancelled football match and Satur-
day's_detention, Jimmy Silver, Raby
and Newcome were still on that sore
topic in the quad when Dudley Vane
came up to the end study, with a
bundle under his arm, from the school
shop, for tea. He found Lovell there,
and he stared at Lovell and his occu-
Dation with wide eyes.

On the study table lay a lar; he:
of cardboard. On that cardg‘i&xs'thgﬁ
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Edward Lovell was daubing capital
tters with a brush in ink. He was
g the final touches when the new
Junior came in. Vane stared blankly
as he read:

BE

“DON'T BE AN ASS, DICKY!
WASH IT OUT!
PLAY THE GAME!”

Having read that remarkable legend,
Dudley Vane looked at Lovell. In
Lovell's face was a smiling satisfac-
tion—which might almost have been
called fatuous. Lovell, evidently, was
pleased with his handiwork.

“What on earth are you going to do
with that?” gasped Vane. “If Dalton
sees it, you'll get a whopping!”

“Dalton’s going to see it!” said
Lovell calmly. “I've done it specially
for Dalton to see it, of course.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Vane,

“It will let him know what the
Fourth think of him—see?” Lovell con-
descended to explain.  “It will be a
strong hint that he’s gone too far.
There’s plenty of time for him to wash
out the detention before Saturday if he
takes this tip.”

“But,” gasped Vane, “if Dicky Dalton
sees that he’ll march you straight to the
Head. What do you suppose Dr.
Chisholm will think of it?”

“I'm not going to sigh my name to
it!” said Lovell sarcastically. “And
I'm not going to tap at Dalton’s door
and hand it to him personally!”

“Then how—""

There was a tramp of feet in the pas-
sage, and Jimmy, Raby and Newcome
came in.

They, like Vane, stared at Lovell’s
ard.

)

“What the merry dickens—" ex-
claimed Jimmy.

“For goodness’ sake, you men, talk
to that ass!” said Vane. “He's got
that up for Dicky Dalton!”

“What?” yelled the three,
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“It’s all right, you fellows,” said
Lovell calmly. “I'm not asking for a
flogging. I'm going to tack this card
up in Dalton’s study for him to find
there—some time when he’s not there,
of course. Easy enough to go down
from the dorm to-night and do it.
See?”

Vane jumped.

“Go down from the dorm at night!”
he exclaimed, evidently startled.

“Easy as falling off a form,” said
Lovell, complacently. “Youre a new
kid, Vane, and don’t know the ropes.
Think we’ve never been out of the
dormitory after lights out before?”

“Youll be spotted!” yelled Jimmy
Silver.

“Rot!"”

“You'll be

“Rubbish !

“You're not going to do it!” shrieked
Newcome.

“Bosh!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. gazed at Arthur
Edward.  Breaking dormitory bounds
after lights out was a serious thing in
itself, though, as Lovell had said,
fellows had done that before. Putting
that notice up in Dalton’s study was a
much more serious thing. Even if Dicky
Dalton was an ass—as the Fourth Form
rather thought at present—it was not
a safe game to tell him so. Painful
truths of that nature could not be told
to Form-masters.

Lovell, of course, thought that he
was going to do this, with his usual
astuteness, without getting spotted. But
his chums knew what his astuteness
was like. They had had some, so to
speak!

- You—you—you ass!” said Jimmy
Silver.at last. " Youwll be spotted out
of dorm bounds—"

“You know what a fathead you are,”
Raby pointed out,

 “If there’s a master up you'll walk
right into him,” said Newcome. “If
there isn't you'll knock over something
and wake one,” .

flogged!” howled Raby.
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“For goodness’ sake, chuck it!” said
Vane.

Lovell's face set obstinately. Opposi-
tions always had that effect on Arthur
Edward Lovell.

“Don’t talk rot!” he said. “And I
don’t want any cheeky advice from a
new kid, Vane, either. I thought you
fellows would think this a ripping
wheeze!”

““Oh, topping!” said Jimmy. “Only
—don’t do it!”

“Well, I'm going to do it!”

“Look here, Lovell—"

“You can jaw,” said Lovell, “till

you're black in the face. But I'm going
to do it, all the same.”

Dudley Vane glanced round at the
faces of the Co., half-resigned and half-
alarmed. They knew from expetience
how1 useless it was to argue with

ovell.

“Are you going to let that ass do
this?” asked Vane.

“You shut up!” hooted Lovell.

“Why not tear up that card and jam
it down the back of his neck, as a
warning not to play the goat?” sug-
gested Vane.

“Why, you—you cheeky
roared Lovell, in great wrath.
like to see anybody jam that card
down the back of my neck. I'd just
like—"

Jimmy Siiver chuckled.

“Vane, old man, youre a new kid
here, but you've got some jolly good
ideas,” he said. “You fellows, let’s!”

“I'd like to see you do it!” bawled

rotter!”
“Td

Lovell.

“Good! Then you shall” said
Jimmy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Three fellows jumped at Lovell, and
coilared him. Arthur Edward gave a
roar of wrath and resisted fiercely. But
with Raby and Newcome grasping his
arms and Jimmy Silver gripping the
back of his collar, Arthur Edward had
simply no chance.

o it, Vane!” panted Jimmy,

Dudley Vane, grinning, grabbed up

the card. He tore it across, and acrosg]
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again, heedless of Lovell’s frenzied in-
dignation. Then he proceeded to cram
the fragments down Arthur Edward’s

ack.

Lovell struggled frantically.

“You rotters!” he roared. “Leggo!
Tl smash you! Ow! Vane, you cad, I'll
bash you! Tl mop you up! ZLeggol”

“Hold him!” grinned Jimmy.

“Ha, ha, hal!”

Lovell was not easy to hold—but he
was held. Struggling and wriggling
wildly, he had the last fragment of the
torn cardboard jammed down the back
of his neck. He fairly raved with
wrath.

“That's that}” said Jimmy Silver.
“Don’t be shirty, old bean; we're only
saving you from a Head’s flogging!”

“You cheeky rotters!” shrieked
Lovell.

“Now let’s have tea, old chap,” said
Jimmy amicably.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

Lovell was released. He stood
crimson and panting. For a moment or
two he looked as if he would hurl him-
self headlong at his friends, hitting
out right and left. Fortunately, he re-
frained from those extreme measures.
He swung round to the door, stamped
out into the passage, and slammed the
door after him with a terrific slam.

He was not present at tea in the end
study that day. Later, at prep, his
face was grim and unfriendly.  His
chums had the consolation of feeling
that they had saved him from himself.
But had they?

CHAPTER 9.
Done in the Dark!
IDNIGHT!

M ovell of the Fourth sat up
in bed.

Lovell, when he went to bed that
night in the Classical Fourth dormi-
tory, fully intended to keep awake. He
did kecp awake for about a quarter of
an hour, after which he dropped into
slumber., But he did not sleep quite
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so soundly as was his wont—which was
as soundly as a top, as a rule.

It was on his mind that he had meant
to keep awake. And when the deep
boom of midnight came through the
silence he opened his eyes and sat up
and blinked round him in the darkness
of the dormitory.

All was dark, only a pale gleam
of starlight dropping from the high
windows. There was a faint sound of
deep breathing, and a snore from
Tubby Muffin. No other fellow was
awake, and Lovell, sitting with the bed-
clothes round him, sleepy and disin-
clined to turn out, was strongly
tempted to lay his head on the pillow
again and drop back into dreamland.

But obstinacy supervened.

It was warm in bed; it was cold and |
chilly outside. But Lovell was not the
fellow to back down. What he had
said, he had said! He had declared }
that he was going to stick that defiant
message in Dicky Dalton’s study. His |
iriends had put “paid” to that—as |
they fancied. Certainly, Lovell had no
idea of piecing together the sheet of ‘
cardboard which had been rammed, in |
sections, down his back. That would i
have been as difficult a task as putting
Humpty-Dumpty together again, after
his celebrated accident. But there are
more ways than one of killing a cat!

His friends had had an eye on him 4
that evening. Had Lovell heen seen
with another placard, li
that placard would certainly have fol-
lowed the first, down Lovell's back. But
they were not aware that Lovell had §
put a stick of chalk into his pocket
before going up to the dorm. ~ They:
were not aware that he was going, in
spite of them, to carry out his stunt—
though instead of sticking up a card-
board placard in Mr. Dalton’s study,
he was going to chalk his message on
the looking-glass there.

Making an effort, Lovell stepped out
of bed. i

Once out, he dressed himself quickly,
for two reasons—he was in haste, and
it was very cold. If any of his pals
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woke up there uld be trouble, for it
was very probable that they would in-
tervene to prevent him from leaving
the dormitory.

He made hs3

!y any sound. Softly,
on tiptoe, he ached the door, opened
it noiselessiy, and stepped out. Quietly
he drew the door shut after him.

He stepped away down the passage,
to the stairs, groping in the dark. He
late—later than he had

ght it was absolutely
certain that nobedy would be out of
bed. At the sawme time, Lovell did not
i through a sleeping
S ness and silence.

Darkness and silence, however, were
not dangerous; it was only a matter
of nerves. Not a single light burned
in all the great building of Rookwood
School. Here and there, from a win-
dow, came a pale glimmer—that was
all.  He felt for the banisters, and
groped down.

Masters’ Studies were as silent as the
tomb.  Tovell's heart was beating a
little faster as he reached Mr. Dalton’s
door. And it not only beat faster, but
Jjumped at a sudden sound inside the
study as he turned the door-handle.

He stood almost palpitating.

What was that sound?

Dalton could not be still up at mid-
night. Besides, there was no light in
the study. He could not be there with-
out a light. But what was that sound?

With thumping heart, he listened.

There could be nobody in the study.
Yet he nad heard a sound as of a sud-
den movement; as if someone inside
the room had been startled by the
turning of the door-handle, Thoughts
of burglars flashed uncomiortably into
his mind.

. He listened. There was no repeti-
tlon of the souna, A long minute
bassed—and  another.  Still deep
silence.

i wondered  whether
Imagined that sound. Or ha
the rustle of ivy
by the wind?

he

it been
at the window, stirred
He made up his mind
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at last, and opened the door a few
inches, and peered in.

was dark—all was silent. He
smiled at his own uncasiness, pushed
the door wider open and stepped into
the room.

What happened next seemed like
some evil dream to Lovell.

From the darkness a dark figure
dimly loomed, leaping from behind the
door he had opened.

A violent shove sent him reeling and
stumbling across the study, to fall wita
a crash. The next instant the figure

was_gone.
“Oh!” gasped Lovell. “Ow! Oh,
what—what—-—""
He sprawled on the floor. He sat up

dizzily. His hands went up instine-
tively to ward off attack. Something
like terror seized on him there in the
darkness—fear of an enemy in the dark
—dread of the unknown, the unseen.
His heart beat in great throbs.

But there was silence. A faint sound
came from afar, like a retreating foot-
step in the distance. That was all,
Lovell struggled to his feet.

His hands were wet. He realised it
with amazement. How had his hands
got wet on Dalton's carpet? He stood
peering and shuddering. Someone had
been in the study in the dark—had
knocked him over to make his escape,
and was gone. He knew now that he
really had heard a sound when he stood
outside the door—he knew that some-
one had been there, and had placed
himself to be hidden by the door
when it opened. Who?

The blinds were over the study win-
dow. It was no burglar from outside.
It dawned on Lovell's startled mind
that most likely it had been some
fellow on an errand like his own. e
was not the only fellow in the Fourth
who had thought of a “rag” on
Dalton.

That idea was rather a comfort to
him. It was less horrifying if that
dark and mysterious figure was only
some reckless japer like himself—a
Rookwood fellow out of dorm bounds.
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Standing there in the dark, trying to
think it out, Lovell rather forgot that
he had made a terrific crash in going
over, and that the Masters’ rooms were
over the studies. It was extremely
probable that Mr. Dalton, in the room
above, had been awakened by that
crash in his study below.

That possibility was brought to
Lovell's mind by the sound of an open-
ing door. In the silence of-the night
he heard that sound from up the stair-
case. He caught his breath.

Someone had been awakened.

Lovell gritted his teeth. That fool
who had been there in the dark, and
had knocked him over, had spmleu
everything. He had intended to draw
back the blinds, and chalk his message
on the looking-glass by the gleam of
Obviously,
time for that now.
make his escape before he was dis-
covered there—and lucky if he had
th:

He groped towards the door,
Crash!

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Lovell.

He had barged into something in the
dark. In.amazement he realised that
he was stumbling over a pile of books
in the middle of the room.

He stumbled and fell, scattering
volumes to right and left. His head
knocked on something. It was the leg
of an overturned armchair. He gave a
startled howl.

The study had been ragged by the
unknown predecessor. That flashed
into his mind now. The whole room
was in disorder. It was ink that
smothered his hands, where they had

come into contact with the carpet. Ink
had been spilt all over the place.
He scrambled up wildly, He gave a

yell, as his hands came in contact with
broken glass on the floor. He banged
his elbow on something—it was Mr.
Dalton’s bookcase lying on its side.
Amazed, horrified, wildly excited,
Lovell got to his feet, and groped to the
door. He stumbled over the legs of a
chair, and ran into something that
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seemed like a post—it was the leg of a
table that was upside-down. A gleam
of light from the passage flashed into
the room.

Footsteps approached. He could guess
whose. Lovell gasped. His escape was |
cut off. The light was in the passage. :

He stood panting, horrified, at his
wits’ end, as an athletic figure, in a
dressing-gown, stepped into the door-
way. Richard Dalton switched on the
light in the study.

“Lovell!” 1
Lovell could not speak. He could |
only stare at Mr. Dalton. He was
fairly caught. Mr. Dalton’s glance

rested on him only for a second. Then
it passed round the study. The look
that came over his face almost
petrified Lovell.

He also looked round. What he saw
almost shattered his nerves. He had
realised already that a ragger had heen
at work. Now, in the light, he saw the ]
extent of the “rag.” He could scarce ly
believe what he saw.

“rag” was not an uncommnn
occurrence at Rookwood. Lovell had’
seen a study ‘“‘shipped” before—had
indeed taken a hand in such ‘“ship-
pings.” But he had never seen any+
thing like this.

The study was a wreck.

Tables and chairs were overturned.
The armchair had been ripped, and the
stuffing streamed out. TInk drenched
the carpet, and splashed on the walls;:
The looking-glass, where Lovell had in-
tended to leave his defiant message,;

was starred in the centre. The hook:

had been torn and scattered, like scen
in a paper-chase.
from the grate had been flung abouf
in handfuls. i

‘Whoever had ragged that stud
had gone to work rather like a bull i
a china shop. It was amazing that h
had been able to carry out such a rag-
ging without noise. Lovell fairly stut-
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tered at the sight of that widespread
wreckage. £

Richard Dalton stood dumbiounded
for a long moment. Then he spoke :

“Lovell, you will be expelled for this.
Go back to your dormitory!”

Lovell stared at him. Not till that
moment had it dawned on Lovell that
he would be suspected of that out-
rageous rag.

“I1” he gasped. “I never did that

“What?”

“I never did it!” panted Lovell. “I
haven't been here a few minutes—I
never did a thing—I—I never—-"

“That will do!” Mr. Dalton’s tone
was cold and contemptuous. “You
need say no more, Lovell. Go back to

~ your dormitory at once.”

“But I—I—I—"

«Got”

And Lovell went like a fellow in a
dream.

CHAPTER 10,
Who?

£ GU mad ass!”
i Morningten,
After breakfast in the morn-
ing, fellows were gathered in groups
in the quadrangle, excitedly discussing
the news.

That news was all over Rookwood
School. ~All the Heads House—the
Classical Side—knew, and it had
Teached Manders' House—the Modern
%xue. Moderns were as excited ahout
1t as Classicals. It was an event in the
history of Rookwood. It was such a

i as had never happened before,
Since the old school in Hampshire had
had a local habitation and a name.
Everybody knew what had happened,
and knew that Lovell was under orders
to go before the Head. Morny came
out of the House, after looking in at
ll)e“wrecked study, and came up to the
Fistical Four, surrounded by a crowd
Of‘ excited juniors.

“You potty idiot!” went oa Morny.

said Valentine
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“Were you off your rocker last night?
Yowll be sacked!”

“I never did it!” roared Lovell.

“Oh, don’t be an ass! Didn’t Dalton
cateh you doing it?”

“No,” roared Lovell, “he didn’t!
He caught me there, but I never did
it! I dare say you did it!”

“What?” yelled Morny.

“Well, you're reckless idiot enough,”
said Lovell. “I don’t know any man
in the Fourth who'd do it, unless you

e

-Momiugton glared at him, speech-
ess.

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome
were looking utterly dismayed. They
had to take their chum’s word that he
had not done it. But it was putting
their faith in his word to a tremendous
strain. -
ink I'd do such an absolutely
rotten and  blackguardly thing?”
bawled Lovell. “I went there to rag
Dicky—I own that. But I wasn’t going
to do any damage. Think I'm a dashed
hooligan, or what?”

“Somebody did it,” said Peele of the
Fourth.

“Yes; and it was the brute who was
skulking in the study when I got
there, and knocked me over, and got

away in the dark!” gasped Lovell.
“Was there somebody?” grinned
Cyril Peele.
“Yes, there was, you cad! I dare

say it was you!” bawled Lovell
“You've always been up against Dicky,
because he’s whopped you for smok-
ing. And you’re cad enough to do it

“No good slinging round accusations
at every fellow who speaks to you, old
bean,” remarked Dudley Vane.

Lovell gave him a fierce glare.

“Do you believe I did it?” he bel-
lowed. He clenched his fists.

“No, I don’t. I haven’t been here
long, but I've been in your study long
enough to know that I can take your
word. If you say you didn’t do it, you
didn’t.”
said

Lovell,  mollified
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“That's decent of you, Vane. I give
every 1ellow here my word that T never
did i

”Lct's hope the Head will take your
word like Vane,” chuckled Gower,

“Don't you?” roared Lovell.,

“Well, it’s a bit thick, isn’t it?” said
Gower. “Dicky caught you on the
spot, with his st\\dy wrecked. Who did
it, 1f you didn’t?”
are say you did.”

“1" gasped Cuthbert Gower.

“Yes, you're rotter enough!* And I
dare say you did it because Dicky’s
whopped you for having a racing paper
in your study.

“Why, you cheeky rotter

“rh jolly well—'

“For goodness’ sake draw it mild,
Lovelll” said Jimmy Silver, interpos-
ing. “It wasn’t you, as you say it
wasn't, but don’t accuse every fellow in
the school, one after another.”

1, it was_ somebody,” said
Lovell. “Might have been a Shell
chap. Nobody was out of our dorm
when I got back to it. If it was you,
Smythe——"

“You sﬂly ass!” gasped Smythe of
the Shel

‘We‘.] 1f it was you, yowd better
own up When I have to go before the
big

“I sa), that man Lovell is getting
dangerous,” said Tommy Dodd of the
Modern Fourth. “He'll be saying it
was me next.”

Lovell spun round at the Modern
junior,

“I dare say it was!” he exclaimed.

“Oh, my hat!”

like a Modern cad!” hooted

“Come to think of it, no
ssical man would do a dirty trick
like that. Modern all over!”

“Ha, ha, ba!” yelled a dozen fellows.

“You can cackle!” roared Lovell
“T'll bet it was a Modern cad all the
time. Just a rotten Modern trick. You
all see that. I'd like to know
u got into the House, Dodd. if

it.”
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“You silly owl!” velled Tommy
Dodd. “You cid it, and you're jolly
well going to be sacked for it, and serve
you jolly well right! And-
Yarooh!”

Lovell was on him before he could
finish. Lovell’s right landed on Tommy ,
Dodd’s nose—his left followed it up in ]
Tommy’s eye. The Modern junior went 1
over with a crash.

“Lovell!” shrieked Jimmy Silver.

Tommy Dodd up in a twinkling, |
and hurling himself at Lovell. Arthur
Ed\\ard met him more than balf-way.

“Go it, Tommy!” yelled Cook and
Doyle.

“Stop them!” gosped Jimmy Silver.

“Here comes Dalten!” shouted Vane.

But the combatants did not heed

Dalton. They were fighting furiously,
tramping and gasping,
and hitting often.

Mr. Dalton, with a frowning brow,
strode on Lhe_

hilting hard,

scene He grasped
eft hand, Lovell
with his right, 'md fairly wrenched
them away from one another.

“Stop this instantly!” he snapped.

“Lovell, follow me' Dr. Chisholm is
ready to sec you
“Ooogh!” gasped Lovell

He dabbed his handke
nose, which streamed rce 2
kerchief was very quickly spotted with!
crimson.

“Follow me!” snapped Mr.

And Arthur Edward Love
him, still with his handkerchief to hi;
nose, leaving the crowd in quad-;
rangle m a wild buzz of cxcitemen
behind him.

Dalton.
1 followed,

CHAPTER 11,
Guilty or Hot Guilty!

4 ERE is the boy, sir!”
Riclx Dalton, master of

the Reokwood Fourth, opened

the door of ihne Head's stugd;
signed to Lovell to enter.
Lovell of the Fourth
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moment on the august threshold, to
dab his nose with a red-stained hand-

erchief
Lovell’s nose had a damag; ed aspect.
A fellow whose “claret” had been

tapped was really hardly in a state to
appear before his headmaster. Arthur
Edward Lovell's face was almost as red
as the spots on his handkerchief as he
stepped in

Dr. Chisholm adjusted his glasses,
and Icoked at Lovell with cold dizap-
proval. The Head of Rookwood School
was a severe old gentleman, Lovell's
damaged aspect was mnot likely to
diminish his severity. With the stained
handkerchief crumpled in one hand,
Lovell stood before him, hoping that
his nose wouldn’t begin to bleed again.
“That hope proved ill-founded. It did!

Mr. Dalton closed the door and stood
near it in silence, his eyes on that
member of his Form and on the head-
master. There was a doubtful and un-
certain expression on the young
master’s face. He had brought Lovell
there for stern judgment, but he was
assailed by a lingering doubt of his
guilt,

“Have you been
asked Dr. Chisholm ic]

Really, it was a superfluous question.
Ju(l(,mg by appearances, at least, Lovell

hting, Lovell?”

5 Ye -es, sirl” stammered Lovell. He
gave his nose a hurried dab. “I'm
sarrsy',, sir, but it was a Modern chap

:fhe Head’s frown deepened.

~You were under orders to appear
before me, Tovell, to hear your
sentence.  Yet this is the moment you
choose to indulge in a renewal of the

disorderly  disputes  hetween  the
Classical and Modern sides in the
sehool.”

“Ob, no, sir!” gasped Lovell

’Only‘ you see, sir, that Modern chap
made out that it was T who ragged Mr.
Dalton’s <mdv last night, so T jolly well
bunched him.

Dr. C"usholm stared at him blankly.
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He glanced at Mr. Dalton, and then
tared at Lovell again,

I fail to understand you, Lovell!”
he rapped. “You are here to be
judged for the outrage in your Form-
master’s_study, of which you were
guilty. Do you mean to say that you
have assailed a boy for saying what is
well known to the whole school?”

“You see, sir, I never did it!” said
Lovell. “I'm not going to have a
Modern cad making out I did it,
either!”

“ 0 my word! Is there any
doubt of this boy’s guilt, Mr. Dalton?”
asked the Head. “I understood from
you that you were alarmed by a noise
in the night, that you came down and
found Lovell in your study, and that
the study had been wrecked.”

“That is certainly the case, sir,” said
Mr. Dalton. “I had no doubt what-
ever that Lovell had done the damage,
and so I reported to you this morn-
ing.”

“I didn't, sir!” exclaimed Lovell,
with another dab at his nose, whlch
in dripping

kind. I
4 don’t believe any fellow in
the Class'ca! l"ourth did it. I jolly well
knov. didn’t!”

“You do not deny that Mr. Dalton
found you there, Lovell af(er mid-
night?” asked Dr. Chishol

“Oh, no, sirl Dxcky——l mean Mr.
Dalton——found me ther

“You admit that you broke dormi-
tory bounds after midnight, and went
down to your Form-master’s study?”

“Ye-es, sir.”

“Yet you have the effrontery to deny
that you did the damage there?”

“It’s the truth, sir!” said Lovell. “I
know what it looks like. But I never
touched a thing in the study—except
falling over some of the furniture. It
was all upside-down and chucked about
when I got there.”

“Then, for what purpose,” said the
Head, in a deep voice, “did you visit
your ‘Form-master’s study at all in the
middle cf the night?”
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Lovell's face,
redder.

“I—I was going to chalk a message
on the glass, sir. You see, sir, Mr.
Dalton’s given us_detention for Satur-
day afternoon, which means washing
out the House match, and—and I was
rather—rather excited about it. I—I
know I was an ass, sir. But—but I
was only going to put a chalk message
on the glass for Mr. Dzalton to see in
morning, about the detention: »

“Bless my soul!” said Dr. Chisholm.

“You—you see, sir, I—I thought
Dicky—I mean Mr. Dalton—might
take a hint and wash out the deten-
tion,” stammered Lovell. “As for rag-
ging the study, I never dreamed of it.
It was a rotten thing to do!»

Dr. Chisholm peered at Lovell over
his glasses. Mr. Dalton’s look was
growing more and more uncertain. If
ever a fellow had been convicted on
overwheliming evidence, Arthur Edward
Lovell had. Vet doubt was growing
in the minds of both the masters.

“I know another fellow had been
there, sir,” went on Lovell. “I heard a
sound in the study when I got there.
‘When I went in, somebody rushed from
behind the door, barged me over, and
scooted—-"

“And—and what?”

“I mean, bunked, sir—that is, buzzed
off. I mean to say, he dodged out of
the study and beat it!”

“And who was it?” demanded the
Head.

“I couldn’t sec in the dark, sir. I

already red, grew

never knew he was there till he
knocked me over. He was gone in a
Siffy—

“In a what?*
. “I mean, in a tick—that is, in an
instant!” gasped Lovell. “I was left
sprawling on the floor, all over ink, and
when I got up, I fell over a 1ot of
things thrown about the room. That
is how Mr. Dalton came to sce me
thﬁrc, sir. I hadn’t time to cut)”
Is it known, Mr. Dalton, whether
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any other boy was out of his dormitory

last_night?”
“Not so far as I am aware, sir.”
“Do you attach any importancey
whatever to this extraordinary story?"}
Mr. Dalton hesitated a moment.
“I hardly know what to say, sir.
had no doubt that Lovell had done the]
damage in the study. But, foolish,
reckless, and obtuse as this boy i

be guilty of such an outrage. I an
bound to say, sir, that I feel that ther
is now an element of doubt in the
matter.”

“You can teke my word, sir, that
never did it,” said Lovell. “Why, sir|
the clock was smashed and the book:
case broken. It was what a rottes
brute of a hooligan would do. It wasn’|
a rag—it was a beastly bit of black
guardism. T’d like to punch the rotter’
head for it!”

The two masters gazed at Lovell o]
the Classical Fourth. Arthur Edwar
Lovell was not, perhaps, brilliant i
the intellectual line. But it was di
cult to doubt that he was sincere. Ang
yet—

“If you would decide to reser:
Jjudgment until further inquiry can
made, sir,” suggested Mr. Dalton, *
may possibly be ascertained whethe
any other boy left his dormitory du
ing the night.”

“Quite,” said the Head. “Lovell wi

aving broke

Ls-out.
it shall prove that he was guilty of ]
damage to the study, he will be e
pelled from Rookwo Until
matter has been decided, he will
confined to the punishment-roo
Take him away, Mr. Dalton!”

“Follow me, Lovell!» said the Fourt}
Form master quietly.

And Arthur Edward—
kerchief to his nose again—
his Form-master from the

o

study.
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CHAPTER 12.
In “ Clink 1
IMMY SILVER wore a worried look
in the Fourth Form Room. His
chums, Raby and Newcome, looked
worried also, and their feelings seemed
to be shared by Dudley Vane, the new
fellow, who, as a member of the end
udy, consorted a geod deal with the
TFistical Four.

Other fellows in the Fourth looked
excited or concerned. Poole and Gower
were exchanging grins, apparently
amused by the fact that Lovell was up
before the Big Beak. Mornington had
a sarcastic smile on his face, but his
chum, Erroll, looked ver; serious.
Tubby Muffin was full of itement.

Tubby’s voice was heard in eager
tones :

“Of course, it’s the sack. They're
bound to sack him. But, I say, are

they going to boot him while we're in
Form? It ought to be done in Hall,
you know. I say, Vane, you've never
seen a fellow sacked, I suppose, being
@ new chap? If they have it in Hall

“You
“Shut uj

“Well, we don’t often get an ex-
pulsion,” said Tubby, “and I don’t
think we ought to be done out of it.
What do you think, Jimmy?” 3

Jimmy Silver did not explain, in
words, what he thought. He reached
over with a ruler, and gave the cheery
Tubby a crack that elicited a wild howl
from Cecil Adolphus Muffin,

Y00 — hoo — ow — whoop!”  yelled
Tubby. “Ow! Wow! - You rotter!
Wharrer you banging me with that
ruler for? Wowl”

“Shut up, you fat idiot!” saia
Oswald.

silly ass!” said Dudley Vane.
Pl

‘Ow! Wow! Ow!”
“Here comes Dicky!” exclaimed
Raby.

Mr. Dalton entered the Form-room.
He was, for once, late for his class.
All eyes were turned on him as he
came in. Jimmy and Raby and New-
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come watched his grave face almost in
anguish.

They believed Lovell's denial of the
ragging, They believed that their
chum had, as usual, only been a silly
ass—nothing re. ut they did not
expect that to be taken by the
beaks.

If Lovell was guiltless, he had taken
1o end of trouble to make himself look
guilty, that was certain. And the head-
master could only go on the evidence,
in this case overwhelm They had
to know what the verdict was.

“If you please, sir!” said Jimmy
Silver, with a tremor in_his voice.
“What’s happened to Lovell, sir?»

“Lovell is in the punishment-room,
Silver,” said Mr. Dalton quietly. ‘‘He
is to remain there until the matter has
been further investigated. He denies
having been guilty of the damage to
my study, and it is the headmaster's
intention to sift the matter thoroughly
before a Rookwood boy is expelled.”

Jimmy almost gasped with relief. It
was not the “sack ” yet, at all events,
little hope as there seemed for Lovell.

Mr. Daiton looked over the Fomm.
His keen eyes seemed to linger for a
moment or two on Peele and Gower.
The two black sheep of the Form were
the fellows he would have suspected in
the absence of evidence.

“There_is to be an inquiry,” went
on Mr. Dalton, “as to whether any
other boy was out of dormitory bounds
during the night. If any such boy is
here, T command him to stand for-
ward.”

There was no movement in the
Fourth. Mornington closed one eye at
Erroll, who frowned and looked away.
Morny was rather amused at the idea
of a fellow being asked to stand for-
ward tfo take the sentence of the
“sack.”

“There can be no doubt,” resumed
Mr. Dalten, after a pause, “that what
happened last night was an act of re-
venge, whether for the sentence of de-
tention passed on the Form, or for
some other reason.”  His glance

R
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lingered again on Peele and Gower.
“Peele! Did you leave the dormitory
during the night?”

Nc\ sir, T dxdn'tl" said Cyril Peele
between his teeth. “I don't think I
ought to be suspected, sir, for what
everybedy knows that Lovell did.”

“You have been punished before,
Peele, for breaking bounds after lights-
out,” sald Mr. Dalton. “That is why
I have questioned you.” He paused.
“Did any boy here wake during the
night, and notice that anyone was
absent from the dormitory?”

No answer.

“Very well,” said Mr. Dalton, “the
matter is_under investigation, and
there it will rest for the presént. We

shall now proceed.”

It was not easy for the Classical
Fourth to fix their thoughts on Latin.
Classicals as they were, with a lofty
scorn for Moderns and all their works,
that classical language never seemed to
have any great attraction for most of
them. Now it had less than ever.

Every fellow was thinking of that
tremendous “rag” in Dalton’s study
overnight and of Arthur Edward
Lovell, segregated from the rest of
Rookwood shut up in the punishment-
room on his lonely own.

Class, in the thrilling circumstances,
was a bore—though no doubt Arthur
Edward Lovell would have preferred it
to_the solitude of “clink.”

When a fellow was put into “clink,”
as the juniors called the punishment-
room, it was a preliminary to the
“sack,” and few doubted that when
‘Arthur Edward came out of “clink,” it
would be to catch the train at Latcham
for home.

‘They were glad and relieved to be
dismissed in break, when break came
at last. Jimmy Silver & Co. went out
with glum faces. Every fellow was dis-
cussing the mystery of Dalton’s study
—but only to the few fellows who be-
lieved in Lovell was it a mystery. Most
of Rockwood had no doubt whatever
that the right man was in “clink.”

“Of course it was Lovell,” Morn-
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ington said to Kit Erroll. “Can’t
understand the man’s cheek in delayin’

Erroll shook his head.

“Lovell’s not & liar,” he said.

“Oh, rot! Any fellow would stretch
a point when he’s up for the sack. I
Jjolly well know I would—and have!”
grinned Morny.

“Lovell wouldn't. Besides, that yarn
of his sounds steep—but, Lovcll hasa’t
sense enough to make it u

“Oh!” said Morny. He laughed.
“Somethin’ in that, by gad! But 1ook
here, old scout, if it wasn't Lovell,
was somebody else. If he really saw
another chap thexe in the dark, who
was the chap?”

“Ask me another!” Erroll's eyes
dwelt uneasily on his chum. “Morny,
if you played the fool last night, you're
not_the fellow to leave another chap
to take your gruel!”

“You silly ass!” howled Morning-
ton. “I never opened my eyes last
night—after I shut them.”

“I'm glad. But who the dickens
could it have been?  Youre the only
man in the Fourth reckless enough—
and I know you'd see Lovell through if
it was you. It beats me hollow.”

Jimmy and Raby and Newcome had
gone round the school buildings to stare
up at the high barred window of the
punishment-room. Their chum was
there—a prisoner. Apparently Lovell
anticipated that his friends might come
round in break to look up at the win-
dow, for a hand came out between the
bars, and was waved.

“Keep smiling, old man!” called out
Jimmy Silver. His voice carried to the °
high window, and reached Lovell's cars.
Unluckily, it reached others.

Carthew of the S xfh came round the
corner with his ashplant under his
qx'm, and an nnp eas nt grin on his

“I fancied I should find you here,”
he remarked. “Don’t you know that
this is against rules, u)lvel ?”

Jimmy made no answer to that. He
did not need telling that it was against
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rules—very strict rules—to rommum—

LD v,uh a fellow in “clink.

u were calling up to Lovell,” said
Carthew.

“I didnt know you were listening
round the corner, Carthew!” answered
Jimmy. “Is eavcsdmpping part of a
prefect’s duty?’

Carthew set his lips and slid the ash-
plant down into his h

“Touch your toes, Sllvcl" he said
briefly.

Jimmy drew a deep breath. It was
for ragging that unpopular prefect that
the junior footballers had detention on
Saturday. Never had Jimmy felt so
strongly inclined to give the bully of
the Sixth some more of the same.

Trom the barred window above came
Lovell's hawling voice :

“You there, Jimmy? I can't get my
head through these beastly bars. &
say, listen to me. I've been thinking
it over, and I think very likely it was
Carthew aid it.”

Jimmy and Raby and Newcome
jumped. So did Carthew of the Sixth.
Arthur Edward, unaware that the pre-
fect was there, bawled on:

‘Can you hear me, Jimmy? I say, I
fancy it was that cad Carthew. He
never liked Dicky Dalton—I've scen
D)cky look at him, you know, as if he
was So he is, if you come to that.
I s: vhat about giving Dicky a hint

say, »
tan it was Carthew who ragged his
study? Thinking it over, I believe he’s
e only fellow at Rookwood who's
olute rotter enough to do it.”

“Ha,

ha, ha!” yelled the three
s mwluntanly The expression
n Carthew’s face as he listened to the
words from above was too much for
her

w gasped. His face was like a

boiled beetroot with r
'“'(ad of waiting for Jimmy ver i/o
\fouch his toes,” he whacked out with
L catehing Jimmy across the
i 1d Raby and Newcome in

Jimmy.

it! s ga<ped
1 scudded off,

Jjuniors
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Carthew in pursuit with brandished
cane. From the high barred window
came Lovell's bawl.

“You hear me? That cad Carthew,
you know—that rotter Carthew—every-
body knows Lh‘xt Carthiew is an abso-

But Jimmy Sﬂvcx & Co. were gone at
high speed, and the rest of Arthur
Edward Lovell's remarks were wasted
on the desert air!

CHAPTER 13.
By Whose Hand?

UDLEY VANE stood before the

l 21 school notice-board after class
that day, and bit his lip as he

read a paper in Jimmy Silver's hand-
ting. It was the list for the House
ch, which Jimmy had posted up—
t included the new fellow’s name

e forward line. The date of that
i was to have been Saturday, but
detention of the Classical foot-
llers for that date left it “in the air,”
as it were.

Jimmy had posted his list, all the
same, perhaps with a lingering hope
that it might touch Dicky Dalton’s
heart when he saw it. Dicky was far
from a hard man, as a rule, and Jimmy
nourished a hope that he might yet re-
lent, and cancel the detention for that
awfully important date.

It was pleasant enough to Vane to
see his name there. Although he was
said to have had an illness shottly
before coming to Rookwood, he was
strong and sturdy, and looked as fit as
a fiddle. He was keen on Soccer, and
played a good game—so good that it
had caught Jimmy's watchful eye, and
led to his chance.

Having been hardly more than a week
m the school, it was rather a catch for

g to him for
the rntch to be mdchmt)my postponed.

Good-tempered and cquable as he
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usually scemed, the new Classical was
looking glum and moody now.

“Keep smiling, old bean!” Jimmy

Silver came along and joined him.
“It’s rotten all round; but we’ll play the
match later, if not sooner. Not that
even a House match matters a lot
now.”

“I thought you were pretty keen on
House matches at Rookwood,” said
Vane.

“So we are; but with old Lovell in
clink, I'm not worrying about it a lot,”
answered Jimmy. “In fact, unless old
Lovell’s free to play on Saturday, I'd
rather postpone it.”

“Lovell’s not indispensable.”

“No; but he’s as good a half as we've
got, and I should hate to play and leave
him out—especially in clink. Of course,
they'll let him out immediately they
find out who mucked up Dicky’s study
—not that there seems much chance.
T've gone over fifty fellows in my mind,
and can’t say one of them is likely to
have done it.”

Dudley Vane laughed.

“You needn’t go over fifty fellows,”
he remarked. “Dalton only detained
the footballers for ragging Carthew on
Little Side the other day. It's one of
the detained fellows, of course, sore
about the'game being put off.”

“Well, I'm not so sure of that,” said
Jimmy. “Other fellows have g udges
against Dicky Dalton. But if it’s that,
of course, it makes it all the less likely
that chky will wash it cut. It's rather
like threatening -him—and he’s about
the last man in the world to be in-
fluenced by threats.”

“I don't see that,” said Vane thought-
fully. “It lcoks to me as if the chap,
whether it was Lovell or somebody else,
meant to make Dalton understand that,
if he kept on the high horse, he would
get tmuble‘ That might make him dis-
mount!”

Jm)my gave a little start.

“Vane, old msn, you don’t mean to
say vou fancy there’s any more to
come?” hie asked, alarmed at the idea.
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“Well, look at it!” argued Vane.
“Dalton washes out the House match—
and his study is ragged, as a tip to him’
to chuck it. If he doesn’t chuck it, the
fellow, whoever he is, may hand out a
second knock. I should nk it jolly!
likely myself.” 3

Jimmy whistled.

He had not thought of it before, but,

now that Vane mentioned it, hej
wondered.
“But who the dickens!” exclaimed,

Jimmy. “Have you the foggiest ideal
who the howling ass may have been,
Vane?”

“I haven't been here long enough t

know half the fellows. But I believe it,
was not Lovell—he says so, and his
word is good enough for me. Whoever}
it was, I should say he was a fellow:
who doesn’t stick at trifles when he goes
off the deep-end.”
“That fits Morny,” said Jimmy,
But—it wasn’t old Morny. He’s reck-!
less ass enough—but he wouldn't let]
Lovell take his gruel.”

“Lovell’s not taken the gruel yet. He’si
got the benefit of the doubt, so fari
And if the fellow gets going again while;
Lovell’s in clink, that will see him Llcar,
1 shouldn’t wonder.”

Jimmy Silver drove his hands deep|
into his pockets, and walked away in
worried and troubled mood. Vane, hy
knew, was a clever fellow, and it looker

a happening which would have see:

Lovell clear. But the idea of some hof

headed fellow setting out to persccuts
Dicky Dalton into cancelling the deten=
tion was “mrymg and alarming.

“Sll

Mr. Dalton’s voice rapped out.

“Yes, sir!” Jimmy turned his head!
and started as he saw the dark ant
angry frown on his Form-master’s face.

“Step into my study!”

‘Wondering what was up, the captain;
of the Fourth obeyed. Mr. Dalton’s
study had been set to rights that day,
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but it still showed a good many signs of
the savage ragging it had hLad over-
night. The glass doors of the bockcase
were still shatiered, and there was a
star in the centre of the looking-glass.
The carpet showed many stains of spilt
ink,

Jimmy's s fixed on the glass. It
was not the starred centre that drew
gaze. It was an inscription in ink,
evidently drawn by a finger dipped in
an inkpot :

“BETTER WASH IT OUT.”

Jimmy stared blankly at the words.
Then his glance turned to Mr. Dalton’s
angry face.

“Do you
Silver?”

“ Nothing, sir.”

“Someone must have entered my
study and written those words on the
glass while I was gone to see Lovell in
the punishment-room,” said Mr. Dalton.
I should think that it was some more
of Lovell's folly, but that foolish boy is
still under lock and key. Those words
must refer, Silyer, to the order of deten-
tion on Saturday.”

“I—I suppose so, sir,” stammered
Jimmy. Vane’s words were fresh in his
ming, and he could not doubt now that
the new junior was right. Someone—
goodness knows who—was on the war-
path against Dicky Dalton!

“I need hardly say,” said Mr. Dalton
erimly, “that such an attempt to in-
fluence me will have no effect.
boy who wrote those insulting words
Will be flogged if discovered. You may
tell the others so, Silver!”

Mr. Dalton took a duster and rubbed
the glass clean. Jimmy left the study,
and went up slowly fo the Classical
Fourth passage. Vane and Raby and
I\c\x,cqmc joined him on the way up,
and Jimmy told them of the inked mes-
sage in Dalton’s study. Raby and New-
come  stared; Vane shrugged his
shoulders:

“It wasn't Lovell this time, at any
remarked Dudley Vane.

know anything of that,

I

rate,”
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“Yes, that's a cert!” agreed Raby.
“But who—" -

He broke off. Near the end study, at
the end of the passage, was & tap and
2 sink. One or two fellows were there,
with kettles for tea in the studies.
Valentine Mornington was sluicing his
slim and well-kept hands under the tap.
Ink ran down in the stream of water
from his hands.

Raby stared at him—and so did the
others. Jimmy caught his breath. An
inky finger had daubed a message on
the glass in Dalton’s study. Morny was
washing ink off his fingers!

“Morny!  You—you—you ass!”
gasped Jimmy. “Then it was you!”

Mornington glanced round.

‘What was me, fathead?” he asked.

“Youve got ink on your fingers!”

“Never had ink on yours?” asked
Mornington, staring. “I upset the ink-
pot in my study. What about it?”

Have you been in Dalton’s study?”

“No. Why?”

“Eomebody’s been there, and inked a
cheeky message on the glass. There's
a flogging for the man when he’s
spotted.”

Mornington laughed.

“Not guilty, my lord!” he said lightly.
He laughed again, and shrugged his
shoulders. “You can believe me or not,
as you like, of course! I don’t give a
hang for what you believe, Jimmy

ilver!”

Jimmy made no answer. He went
into his study, puzzled and perturbed.
Lovell’s word had to be taken, in spite
of evidence. But Mornington's word
was far from good as gold. Jimmy did
not know what to think, and over tea
in the end study that day, Uncle James
of Rookwood had a worried and
thoughtful brow.

CHAPTER 14,

Sacked !
ICHARD DALTON paced the path
R under the old beeches in the
Rookwood quad, with his hands
in his pockets, and a deep line in his
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brow. It was a cold, sharp, starry night,
but little of the light of the stars pene-
trated through the old beech branches,
bare of leaves as they were.

Nine o'clock had chimed from the
clock-tower. Prep was over in the
studies, but light gleamed from many
study windows. From the open window
of Smythe’s study in the Shell came the
sound of the radio. The House, of
course, was closed—as was Manders’
House, across the quad.

Dicky was pacing in the deserted
quadrangle, partly for the fresh air, and
rartly because he wanted to be alone
to think of the puzzling aifair of what
had happened in his study the night
before.

The more he thought over that rays-
tery, the more Dicky Dalton came to
believe that Lovell had placed himself
under suspicion by his usual reckless,
unthinking foolhardiness, and that
another hand had done the damage.
But whose hand?

All investigation had drawn blank.
All the evidence was against Lovell. He
was still locked in “clink,” and, unless
something turned up in his favour, it
seemed inevitable that he must be
judged guilty and expelled. If he was
guilty, he deserved it. But was he?
Dicky could not feel satisfied on that
point.

Ile came to a pause in his pacing, and
stood under one of the old beeches,
looking towards the glimmering win-
dows of the House. A rustle caught his
ears, and he locked round.

Even as he moved, something de-
scended over his head, enveloping him
ia darkness.

Taken utterly by surprise, fairly
dumbfounded, Mr. Dalton staggered.

It was a sack—a heavy coal-sack—
that had engulfed him. It descended,
completely blindfolding him, and half-
suffocating n with coaldust. He
dragged his hands from his pockets.
But he had no time fo struggle. A cord
had been threaded round the neck of
the sack, and it was instantly drawn
tight.
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He staggered to and fro helplessly,
in black darkness, gurgling for breath.
He made an effort to wrench away the
sack. But the cord was drawn’ fast
round the neck of it, fastening it round
his legs. A slip noose had been used,
and the action was instantaneous.

A violent shove in the back sent him.
reeling. Unable to make a motion to
save himself from the fall, he crashed:
down on his face on the path. 2

he sack over his face saved his
features to some extent. i

‘

But his nose
had a hard knock, and he felt the|
trickle of blood from it mingling with
the coaldust. |

With all his strength—and Dicky wa
an athlete—he wrenched at the sack as
he lay prone under the dark beeches.!
But the sacking was stout and strong;
it was impossible to burst it.

He fell unseen hands groping over
. He knew that the cord was being}
knotted behind him, imprisoning him
inside the sack. Ends of the cord werd
tied round both his knees, below thel
edge of the sack, so that he could not]
possibly push it up over his head.

unseen assailant. He shouted wildly,
but the thick sacking muffied his voice.

soft and damp from recent rain. Hisf
shouting died away in a gurgling gasp

Alarmed and angry, he was still mo;
amazed. Who was doing this? Thg
same desperate young rascal who had
wrecked his study. i
telling that. Not Lovell—Lovell was
locked in clink! i juni

on him that seemed unusual, aimost ing
credible, in a schoolboy. But if hif
assailant was a senior, a Fifth or Sixth

Form man, that was more amazi
still.  Was that possible—could it
possible?

He struggled wildly, but hopelessl;
He was utterly at the mercy of the un
known who had headed him up in thf
sack! The audacity of it was amazing
His assailant must have been watch
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ing him under the dark trees—watching
for a chance to take him from behind
by surprise—and he had succeeded. But
he had taken reckless risks.

He strove again to shout for help.
Again his face was jammed roughly
and savagely in the damp earth. Then
the unseen assailant finished knotting
the cords.

Richard Dalton, gasping helplessly in
the sack, heard a sound of retreating
footsteps. He sat up, lurching and
swaying, gasping for breath. The fellow
was going—at a swift run for the House.
Who was out of the House at that
hour—Ilate after lock-up, only half an
hour before the juniors’ bed-time? If
he could have got loose the young rascal
could have been spotted yet!

But he could not get loose. He strug-
gled, and wrenched, and wrestled; but
he was safely tied up in the sack. It
was not easy to get on his feet; but he
got up at last, and tottered away. He
could see nothing, and he bumped into
a tree, and then into another.

But for the fact that the radio was
still on in Smythe’s study, Mr. Dalton
might have lurched about helplessly in
any direction. But the strains of wire-
less swing were still streaming from
the Shell study window, and Dalton
could hear, if he could not see. The
sound guided him, and he swayed and
lurched towards the House—a strange
and startling figure in the gleam of the
stars.

CHAPTER 15,
The Mystery!

UDLEY VANE gave a yell,
“Great pip! What's that?”
“What—" began Jimmy Silver,

“Oh, my hat! Look!” yelled Vane.

There was a rush to the window.
Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcomo
were in the end study after prep, grind-
ing lines. Vane, however, had declare
that Smythe’s wireless was more enter-
{aining than lines—as no doubt it was—
and he had left them to it. It was near
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bed-time when he haq strollea back into
the study, humming a swing tune, a
cheery smile on his handsome face. He
grinned at the three bent heads at the
table and strolled to the window, where
he steod looking out Into the starry
quad. Suddenly his gaze became fixed,
and he gave the startled yell that drew
his study-mates with a rush to the
window.

They stared down into the quad. Out
of the shadows of the buildings and the
old beeches, the wintry starlight fell
clear.  And in that silvery light a
strange  figure appeared, lurching
drunkenly towards the House.

Jimmy Silver & Co. gazed down at
it, spellbound with astonishment. For
a full minute they could not make. out
what it was, In the starlight, it looked
like a very long and headless body, on
very short legs.

Then they realised that it was a
man, with a sack over his head that
came down nearly to his knees.

“Is that some lunatic?” asked Vane.
“What blithering ass could have got
himself up like that?”

“Goodness knows. Let’s get down!”
exclaimed Jimmy Silver, and he ran
out of the study with his chums at his
heels.

They scudded down the stairs. Other
eyes, it seemed, had already fallen on
that strange figure lurching towards
the House, for the door was open, and
a score of fellows had gathered there.'

Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood,
had run out into the qu with
Neville of the Sixth after him, and
Hansom of the Fifth. They guided the
stumbling figure into the House.
Strange muffied sounds came from
within the tied sack. The occupant
of that sack, half-suffocated with coal-
dust, was trying to speak.

“One of you fellows got a pen.
knife?” gasped Bulkeley.  “If’s Mr,
Dalton, I think—-"

“Dalton!” yelled twenty voices.

Jimmy Silver had a penknife open
in a moment; Vane had one open in
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another moment. ; They gashed at the
cord. Hansom of the Fifth helped
with a pocket-knife. The sacked
figure stood swaying, steadied by
Bulkeley’s hold on the coal-sack.
Swiftly the knotted cords parted, and
then Bulkeley and Neville grasped the
sack and drew it up over the head—
revealed in the glare of the electric
light, black with coal-dust.

i it—it’s Dicky!” gasped Jimmy
Silver.

Mr. Dalton was barely recognisable,
his face thickly smothered with coal-
dust, which was in his eyes and nose
and mouth and ears. He stood gasp-
ing for breath when he was free of the
sack.

“Here comes the Head!” breathed

a

There was a hush as Dr. Chisholm
rustled up. _He gazed like a man in
a dream at Richard Dalton.

“Is—is—is that Mr. Dalton?” arti-
culated the Head.

“Yes, sir! Oooocogh!
—choooogh—oo0o0ogh.”

“What—what has happened?
is—"

“Urrrgh! I—I—I was suddenly
aftacked in—the—urrggh—quadrangle,
sir, and—gurrgh—that sack whxppe
over my head, sir—urrrggh!”

“This is—is—is amazing—unprece-
dented! I can scarcely believe my
eyes, and my ears! A member of my
staff——" Dr. Chisholm fairly gasped.
“Bulkeley Dalton to
his room.”

The unfortunate Form-master, still
gasping and gurgling, tottered away
with Bulkeley; the Head, with a thun-
derous frown on his brow, followed.

Arthur Edward Lovell joined the
Classical Fourth when they went up to
their dormitory. His chums gathered
round him with bright faces. They
“ere glad to see Arthur Edward sut of

clin]

Yes—woooogh
What

please help Mr.

% Gratters, old bean,” said Morning-
ton. “But what are you doing out of
quod?”
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Lovell grinned.

“I say, it seems that it’s all r)gh(
for me, you chaps,” he said. “The
Head came and let me out!” 1

“Good man!” said Jimmy Silver. 1

“I suppose that means that theyre
satisfied now that I never did it,” sai
Lovell. “The Head said there had bee
an attack on Mr.
seemed to think it was the same chap.
who wrecked Dalton’s study. M
giddy aunt! There’s some fellow who's:
got it in for Dicky—hard! He’s asked:
for it, of course—mucking up our foot=
ball match!  Butit's rather thick. I
say, there’ll be a fearful row to-mor-
Tow—they’ll go over Rookwood with a,
small comb to get the fellow who got
Dalton the sack!”

Lovell was right—there was a fears
ful “row.” For a whole day, Rookwood
School thrilled with the sensation of,
the “sacking” of the Fourth Forr
master—and the efforts of beaks and)
prefects to discover the unknown
Nobody doubted that it was the same
fellow who had wrecked Dalton’s study:
But, whoever he was, he kept himself
exceedmgly dark—and no clue was
found to him!  And Rookwood could
only wonder over the strange mystery.,

CHAPTER 16.
A Sorap in the Study!
L HAT rot!” said Dudley Vane.
\ K / Arthur  Edward  Love
stared, or, rather, glared, af
the new junior in the Classical Fourt]
Form at Rookwood. 4
Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcom
grinned.
Lovell did not like to hear his obset-
vations described as “rot.” Perhaps i
was a just description. But that di
not ‘make it any more palatable
Arthur Edward. Least of all did
like it from a new fellow, who hag
been only a few weeks in the school.
“Did you say rot, Vane?” inquir
Lovell ommously
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vane nodded cheerily.

“Just_rot!” he assented.
rot! I know that Chri
time for ghosts and thin;
just rot!  Chap who believes in ghosts
Isan ass!”

“Who belleves in ghosts?” roared
“I mever sald I believed in

I said I saw something when
we were at Jimmy’'s place last Christ-
mas, where the phantom monk is sup-
posed to walk in the old Priory. And

“ Absolute

so I did!  And if you say I didn’t, T'll
jolly well jam your head in the
butter!”

Arthur Edward arose in wrath.,

The Fistical Four and the new fellow
were at tea in the end study.

It was the last day of term; Rook-
wood School was breaking up "for tne
Christmas holidays next day. Jimmy'
chums were geing home with him ror
Christmas, and he had asked the new
fellow, too—Vane being on the best of
terms with the Co.,, and quite adopted
as a member of the end study. In these
circumstances, it was rather unfor-
tunate for a dispute to break out. But
Lovell never could stand much in the
way of contradiction. His own opinion
ecing the best available, he naturally
expecled other fellows to agree with it
without a lot of argument.

“My dear chap—"
J‘m'nv Snlwx pacxﬂcally

“Don’t ‘dear chap’ me!” hooted

“L can tell that cheeky ass

murmured
Lovell,

“No need to tell all the Fourth!”
s:g?eated Raby.

Why not shut up yourself, old
bean?” asked Newcome. “Thal’s a
Jjolly good idea, , though you never seem
to think of it!”

‘I can tell that cheeky ass,” roared

Lovell, evidently in no mood for shut-
ting up himself, “that I don't want any
cheek from a new tick! Last Christ-
nas, when we went home with Jimmy,
I saw something in the haunted
bassage where the monk walks, and if
Yane says I didn’t—"

&
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“Is there a looking-glass in that
passage?” asked Vane.,

“Eh?” Lovell was taken aback by the
unexpected que:.uon “Not that T
remernber, hy?

“Well, if there was, you might have
seen something,” conceded Vane. “You
might have seen a hot-headed, excit-
able, silly ass!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Raby, Newcome,
ahd Jxmmy Silver.

“A—a—a what?” stuttered Lovell.

“A hot-headed, excitable, silly ass!”
repeated Vane. “I mean, it you were
standing in front of the looking-glass,
you know.”

Lovell did not make any rejoinder to
that. It seemed to Arthur Edward a
time for action, not for words.

He reached suddenly across the table
and grabbed hold of Dudley Vane by
his rather thick, curly hair.

Squash!

B

re Vare knew what was happen-
in, his face was squashed down in the
butter-dish.

Lovell had said that he would do it!
Now he had done it!

“Urrgggh!” c: in a horrible
gurgle from the new junior, as his
features explored the butter,

ST

el” gasped Lovell, as he
¥ ‘mncd Vane's head well dow
“Lovell, you potty "655'” g:\spcd

Jimmy Silve‘

Tie table rocked as Vane struggled
wild The teapot went over, and its
cantents, rather hot, shot out. A wild
how! from Newcome told where they
landed. Newcome leaped up, grabbing
at his knees. Hot tea on his knees
seemced to excite him scmewhat.

“Ow!” howled Newcome “Oogh!
You silly ass! Woogh

Dudley Vane Jexked his head loose.
He lifted his face from the butter-dish.
It was veiled with clinging butter.

Lovell's wrathful glare changed, as

he looked at him, to a wide grin.
Vane’s buttery face seemed to entertain
him.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.

“AlL
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that butter’s Wnshed but you're wel-
come to it. Ha, ha, h:

“Urrggh!” gmbhd Vane

He dabbed wildly at the butter. His
handkerchief was quickly reduced to a
greasy rag. He gave Arthur Edward
Lovell a buttery, furious glare.

‘‘You blithering idiot!” he yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha! You shouldn’t ask for
it, you know!” roared Lovell. “I told
you I'd jolly well do it, and I can joliy
well say——  Oh, crikey!”

Vane came round the table with a
rush.

Generally Dudley Vane was a very
good- tempered fellow. Once or twice,
since coming to Rookwood, he had
shown flashes of temper—but they were
alwags instantly controlled; and, as a
rule, he was as equable as any fellow
at Rookwood. But the jamming of his
handsome face in the butter seemed to
have infuriated him—which, perhaps,
was not surprising.

He hurled himself at Lovell, grasped
him, and bore him backwards to the
floor. Lovell went down with a terrific
crash.,

Arthur Edward was a rather beefy
fellow. He was bigger and heavier
than the new junior, and he had never
entertained the slightest doubt that, in
the event of a scrap, he could handle
that fellow with one hand. He woke
up now, as it were. He might have
remembered that, on the day Vane
came, there had been a little trouble in
the end study, and he had not found
the fellow easy to handle. Now he
found it an absolutely hopeless proposi-
tion. Beefy and muscular as he was,
Arthur Edward just crumpled up.

“Stop them!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

Bang! Arthur Edward’s head smote
the floor of the end study, and smote it
hard. Lovell’s yell rang far keyond the
study.

Jimmy and Raby rushed to seualatc
them; Newcome was too busy with the
knees of his trousers. The two Jjuniors
grasped Vane and dragged him off.

Under the greasy glimmer of

the
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butter his face was white. Hg
wrenched himself free from Jimmy and
Raby, and leaped at Lovell again
Lovell grasped him in return, and the;
rolled over on the carpet. An excite
yvelp was heard from the passage.

“I say, they’re scrapping in Jimm;
Silver’s study! I say, they're smashing
the place to bits!”

The door opened, and Tubby Muflin
stared in. There was a scamper of feef
in the passage as a crowd of othes
fellows came up. Mornington and
Erroll, Peele and Gower, and Rawson;
‘“Townsend, and Topham stared into thd
end study.

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Morny. It
a jolly old free fight! Gcmng read,
for Christmas, you men?

Lovell and Vane rolled over in wil
combat. Jimmy and Raby rushed
again, and this time Newcome lent hi:
2id, The combined efforts of the thre
dragged the combatants apart,

Arthur Edward sat and gasped, quit
breathless. Vane was pitched into

crowd of curious faces staring in at th
door.

It was evident that his temper was
quite out of hand, and the effort hi
made to control it was visible to all
eyes.

The Fourth Formers were staring af
him in blank astonishment. Nobod
had ever imagined that Dudley Vant
had a wildcat temper like this.

But his effort at self-control was suc.
cessful. He calmed down so suddenl;
that the change was startling, His
‘01Ce came cool, though bxeauﬂlefs

“Sorry, you fellows! I didn’t mea
to lose my temper. But jamming
fellow's face in the butter,
know——" He dabbed his greasy fac
“But I'm sorry! I hope I haven’t hu
you, Lovell!”

Lovell staggered to his feet. As
matter of fact, he was hurt—his hea
had been banged on the floor with
terrific bang that made him quite dizz:
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But Arthur Edward was not the fellow
to admit that he was hurt.

“Oh, don't be an ass!” he snapped.
“Think I'm made of putty? Fancy a
chap like you could hurt me?”

Vane laugl . It was a clear,
pleasant laugh, and it showed that he
had quite recovered his usual good
temper.

“I'm glad!” he said. “Let’s call it a
day, shall we? I rather want a wash!”

Lovell eyed him, rather like a bull-
But Vane, determined that the
shindy should go no further, passed
him, and pushed through the fellows
in the doorway, and went along to the
tap at the end of the passage to wash
off the butter.

“You ass!” said Lovell's
chums, addressing him together.

“Dashed wildcat!” growled Lovell,
rubbing his head.

“All your faulg!”

“On, rats!”
that the last act?” inquired
“Don’t say the show’s

three

“Oh, you get out!” yapped Lovell;
and he slammed the door on the grin-
ning crowd in the passage.

CHAPTER 17,
Off for the Holidays!

# ERRY Christmas!” shouted a
dozen cheery voices on the
platform of Latcham station.

, Rookwood School had broken up for

pm_ Christimas  holidays. The five

Juniors of the end study were packed

With cheery faces in a carriage, waving

hands and hats to friends on the

Platform,

One of them, Dudley Vane, standing

Dearest the door, with his hand behind

M, had a large, fat snowball in that

~and, apparently intending to bestow

it as a parting gift on one of the

o Lovell, in a good

©Mper now, and the highest of spirits,
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spotted Tommy Dodd of the Modern
Fourth coming along looking for a
carriage, and whispered to Vane:

“Let that Modern tick have it,
Vane. Something for him to remember
us by till next term.”

Dudley Vane grinned.

“Just what I'm going to do,” he
answered. “But wait a bit. There’s
Dicky Dalton in the offing.”

Mr. Richard Dalton, the master of
the Fourth, was there. He was speak-
ing to Bulkeley of the Sixth, the cap-
tain of Rookwood, and the juniors
noticed that his face was clouded and
thoughtful.

They wondered whether Mr, Dalton
was thinking of the mystery of Rook-
Wwood—still unsolved now that the term
had ended.

It was still utterly unknown who was
the “mystery man” of the school, who
had perpetrated a series of wild and
reckless rags.

No doubt the fellow was there in the
cheery ‘crowd going home for Christ-
mas; but picking him out was a task
to baffle Ferrers Locke. Mr. Dalton
it was certain, did not like that strange
mystery to be left in an unsolved state
when the Rookwooders left—to crop up
again the following term,

“Poor old Dicky!” said Jimmy

ilv “I bet he’s got that mystery
johnay on his mind! He doesn’t like
being heaten.”

“Neither do any of us,” remarked

“Sure thing,” agreed Jimmy Silver.
“I wish I could lay my hands on the
mysterious ragger. A jolly good lick-
ing would bring him to his senses!
Poor old Dicky!”

“Look here! Never mind Dicky,”
said Lovell. “Let Doddy have that
snowball before he gets in. Or, rather,
hand it to me. I shan’t miss him.”

That was Lovell all over. Dudley
Vane might be a crack shot with a foot-
ball. But Lovell had no doubt that he
could go one better with a snowball,
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“Leave it to nie,” said Vane.
better wait till Dicky clears.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said Lov

He jerked the snowball from the new
fellow’s hand Vane shrugged his
shoulders, and moved aside.

Tommy Dodd was coming along the
train. TLovell drew back his hand, and
the snowball flew.

It was like Lovell to slip in the car-
riage doorway, jerk his arm, and send
the missile in an utterly unintended
direction,

It went nowhere near Tommy Dodd.
Where it went Lovell did not know for
a moment. Buf the next moment
he knew, as there came a sudden yell

“And

from Mr, Dalton, and he staggered
over and sat down on the platform.
“Oh, crumbs!” gaspe Vane.
“You've done it now!”
“You ass, Lovell!” gasped Jimmy
Silver.

“Oh, scissors!” breathed Lovell. He
backed hurriedly into the carriage out
. “What rotten luck!”

‘There was a general exclamation on
the platform. Bulkeley stared round in
wrath for the fellow who had bowled

a ‘“beak ” over with a snowball.

The Form-master stood gasping, and
dabbing away snow from his ear.

Jimmy Silver & Co. sat down. They
hoped that no special attention. would
be directed to that carriage.

Tuckily tHe engine whistled, and
there was a scampering of feet, and
shouting of voices, and a slamming of
doors.

The chums of the Classical Fourth
breathed more freely when the train
nioved out of the station.

“Jolly narrow escape!” said Jimmy.
“You're lucky to get away without a
whopping at the last minute, Lovell.”

“It was Vane’s fault, really,” said
Lovell.

“Mine!” exclaimed Vane, “How the
the thumu do you make that out?”

mean, my foot slipped,” ex-
plamcd Lovell. “If you'd handed me
that snowball when I asked you, I
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should have let Dodd have it befor
my foot slipped, and Dicky Daltonl
\wou]dnc have got it, and——"

“You mean, if you hadn't been
howling ass—"

“Look here——" reared Lovell.

Raby chuckled.

“I dare say Dicky wiil think that]
was the jolly old mystery man givimn:
him a last shot,” he remarked.

“Perhaps it was,” said Vane.

Lovell jumped.

“What do you mean?” he roa:
“Are you trying to make out that I'm
the chap who's been ragging aroung
and playing the mad ass? If yo
mean that, Dudley Vane—-" S

“What I mean is—the chap
clearly a silly, reckless idiot,” =aid
Vane. ‘“‘And you can’t deny that thal
ion fits ycu Lovell.”

“To a hair,” grinned Newcome.
Lovell's eyes gleamed.
“If youre joking, Vane, it's 3

rotten sort of joke,” he said. “But iff
you mean it, I'm gnmg to punch yourg
silly head. Now-—"
“Sit down, you ass!” said Jimmy.d
“Rats to you!” Lovell stocd in front
of Vane, and displayed a clenched fis
be(ow his handsome, smiling face
- you tick, do you want that onj
your rusc"”
“I should hate it!”
“Then you'll take back what you jus
or yowll get it!” Lovell dre
“Now, which is it tc}

sai
back his arm.
be—yes or no?”

“Whichever you like,” smiled Vane.

“Yes or no?” roared Lovell.

“Both!”

That was too much for Lovell. H
landed out with his fist straight af
Dudley Vane's nose.

Vane’s head moved aside with th
swiftness of lightning. Lovell's clenched
knuckles landed on the wood behind
with a crash.

rack!

“Yaroooop!” bellowed Lovell, as hii
knuckles cracked on the wood. “Oh
Ow! Wow! Yoo—hoopl”
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«Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Jimmy
sitver &v Co.
“o Toared Lovell, “Wow!”

He s chd his barked knuckles, and
danced in the carriage. « chl\‘
My hand! Wow! My knuckles!
i eve my fingers are

Il jolLy well—  Wow!

Sit down!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

a fellow you are for rows,

Sit down and shut up!”

Tl jolly well—"

chums pushed him into a

seat. Dudley Vane smiled.

7, old bean!” he said. “Buf

I'm rather particular about my nose.

And I don’t really think you're the

joliy old mystery man. Youd have

en yourself away long ago if ,you
S

“yy
Lovelll
28%7s

were. With a brain like younr:
“Lemme gerrat him!”  bawled
Lovell.

“Shut up!” roared Jimmy Silver.

And Lovell was pinned in his corner
till he calmed down. But he was still
sucking his knuckles when the juniors
came to their journey’s end and
alighted from the train. Not till the
Rookwood party were gathered at
Priory House, under the hospitable
r00f of Mr. S)lver did Arthur Edward
Lovell condescend to smile again,

CHAPTER 15.
The Ghost Does Not Walk!
CARE the cheeky tick!”
plained Lovell
Jimmy Silver shook his head.
1t needed, of course, only that shake
of the head to confirm Lovell in his
determination. Opposmon had that
effect on Arthur Edw:
5 It was a jolly Chnstmastide at Priory
Touse. Mr, and Mrs. Silver were kind
and hospitable—Jimmy’s Cousin Phyllis
as charming, and even her young
brother Algy behaved himself more or
less, Uncle John and Uncle Peter were

ex-
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casonably hearty, and the old house
glowed with holly and mistletoe and
paper chains, and everybody was merry
There was only one slight

e with the new jun
was pleasant and polite to everybody,
evidently enjoying life, and apparently
forgetful of ail offences.

At this particular moment Jimmy
Silver and Lovell were in an old room
which was used as a sort of museum.
Priory House was an ancient building,
and adjacent lay the ruins of a still
more ancient priory, destroyed in the
reign of King Henry the Eighth. Many
relics of the ancient place and its
ancient inhabitants were preserved,
among them several monkish outfits of
robes and cowls. Lovell was sorting
them over, with a cheery grin on his
face.

“Scare him out of his silly, cheeky
wits!” he said.

“Rot tF'n suly trick to scare a chapl”

id - . “Wash it out, old man.”
“He made out that I was gammoning
that day in the study. If he thinks
what I said was rot I'll jolly well show
him whether it was rot or not!”

Jimmy sighed. From of old he knew
how futile it was to argue with Arthur
Edward when his back was up.

And Arfhur Edward's back certainly
was up on that subject. He was jolly
well going to teach that cheeky tick
something about ghosts.

There was a legend of the old priory.
According to the ancient tale, one of
the monks had been slain when the
priory was destroyed. Feeling rather
“shirty ” about it, he persisted in
haunting the spot.

An old stone-flagged passage led from
the house to the ruined priory. That
was where the swords of the pursui-
vants had struck down the monk on the
eve of Christmas many centuries ago.
In that passage, when Christmas came
round, the phantom monk walked—
silent and ghostly, in trailing robes, his
eyes glittering from his cowl. It was
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true that no one had ever seen him at
it! But last Christmas Lovell had
watched for the ghost—and he had
seen “something.” No doubt it was a
stirring shadow of a branch outside the
passage window where the starlight
gleamed.

Lovell did not believe in ghosts—he
was no such ass. Bubt he had seen
something. And his ire was deeply
stirred by Duulcy Vane making uncere-
mumous fun of that scmethmry

“Easy as falling ofl a form” said
Lovell. “Irig m; sﬂli up in one of these
Jolly old outfits

“You don’t!” said Jimmy, shaking his
head again.

“Our rooms all open on the passage
next to the haunted passage,” went on
Lovell, unheeding. “Easy to get on the
spot—see? A ghastly figure glides in
at Vane’s door—"

“It doesn’t!” said Jimmy.

“An i Y finger will tap him on the
nose—"

“It won't!” said Jimmy Silver.

“And he will sing to another tune
next time I tell him I've seen something
in the haunted passage!”

“Wash it out, old chap!” said Jimmy,
“Now, look here, Lovell! The pater
was telling us the ghost story round the
fire last night, and I noticed that Vane
was drinking it all in—just lapping it
up! It had a lot of effect on him, and
he told me this morning that he’d
dreamed about the phantom monk.
Well, that shows that he’s not the sort
of chap to play such tricks on.”

“Rot!”

“And you remember, too, that he had
an illness of some sort before he came
to Rookwood——""

“Looks an invalid, doesn't
;cered Lovell.

Weaél no; but all the same—-"

“R

“Playing ghost is a fool trick-

Jimmy Silver broke off as there was
a tramp of footsteps, and the other
fellows came into the room—Raby,
Newcome, and Vape. Jimmy gave

he?”
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Vane a quick glance, wondering
whether he had heard anything as hy

came. If so, Vane’s face gave no sigy
of it.

“Oh, here you are!” said Vang
cheerily. “I say, the ice is as hard as
rock on the lake! Who's coming out tg
skate?” 8

“Good!” said Lovell at on
“Let’s!”

And the schoolboys went out into th
clear, frosty air; and Lovell took po:
session of Cousin Phyllis on the icd
Jimmy hoped that he had forgotten hig
hare-brained scheme of playing ghos§
and scaring that cheeky tick, Dudley
Vane. 3

But he knew his Axt hur Edward, a;

noon, to see Lovell conveying a bmxdl
surreptitiously to his room. |

Jimmy could guess what the bundld
contained. v

“Uncle James” of Rookwood was
worried. He did not want idiotic tricks
played on one of his guests and he did
not want a row

consulted with Raby and Newcome.
The outcome of that consultation wag
a walk down to the village of Hsdle;
Priors, where, at e village
Lhrcq squirts were purchased.

priory in particular. Jimmy, R?uy '\’1
Newcome exchanged grins.
dently Lovell's astute and artful inten
tion to get Dudley Vane's mird in a re:
ceptive state, as it were, for what wa
scheduled to happen that night.

Lovell had laid his plans!
his friends!

After the juniors had gone to bed
four out of the five remained wakefulj
Dudley Vane, in his room, was sleepi
the sleep of the just. Lovell, in hi
was preparing for his ghost stunfi

So had



Silver, Raby, and Newcome
JimmY L all was silent, and then crept
" etly out into the dark passage and
?o{!lfd up near the door of Lovell’s

Ooﬁ?éh of the three had a squirt in his
and. Each of the squirts was charged
o the brim with red ink,

There was no light under Lovell's
joor. Lovell was cautious. But they
ould hear sounds of faint movements
n the room. Lovell was not in bed. He
was getting busy.

“The blithering
ewcome.

“All  serene!” murmured Jimmy
ilver, “Old Lovell will chuck up the
dea when he gets this ink!”

There was a suppressed chuckle in
he dark passage.

“Hark!” breathed Raby.

The sound of a bump came from
ovell's room! Arthur Edward’s voice,
n concentrated tones, followed:

“Blow it!”

Again the juniors had to suppress a
phuckle. Lovell, apparently, had caught
is foot in the trailing monk’s robe and
ome a Cropper.

“Blow the dashed thing!” came
again. “Bother the
I shall have to pin up the
did I put those dashed

ass!”  breathed

fovell's voice
eastly ra

ail! Where
ins? Blow!”
“Some ghost!” murmured Raby.
The tt

was un-
oubtedly an element of the comic in
is ghostly stunts. A sharp yelp came
hrough the do

or.
! Blow! Dash that rotten pin!

()
gmmy gurgled.

He's stuck a pin in his finger now!
0;%3 } shall burst if this goes on much

But Lovell scemed ready at last. His
‘oor Opened—very cautiously.

His figure, draped in a monkish robe,
i d in the doorway against the
,."n glimmer of starlight from the
Vindow of his room. The cowl was
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pushed back, and Lovell's face was
dimly seen as he came out into the dark
passage.

Squish-ish-ish!

Three squirts squished as one!

Three streams of red ink splashed
on Arthur Edward Lovell!

One landed on his nose—two landed
on his cheeks. Red ink spattered all
over Lovell, and the startled howl that
came from him rang above the winter
wind that howled round the old
chimney-pots.

“Oh! What—— Ooogh! Oh, my
hat!  What—  Yarooh! Urrggh!
Ink—o Who — what — how—
Groogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the three.

“Ow! Oogh! Oooch!” Lovell splut-

tering ink, tottered in the passage,
caught his foot in the long robe, and
went over.

Bump!

“Yoop!” howled Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—- Ow! You rotters! Wow!

I'll— Yaroooooh! Oooooh!”

Jimmy, Raby and Newcome, splutter-
ing with laughter, bolted for their
rooms. They locked their doors—
a necessary precaution. Lovell had got
rid of the tangling robe, though not of
the ink, when he came along to look for
them—and he tried three locked doors
one after another, and breathed blood-
curdling threats through three keyholes
before he gave it up. After which the
chums of the Fourth were able to go to
sleep—what time Lovell, in his room,
was washing off red ink; a lengthy task
that left him too tired to think any
more about playing ghost!

The next morning Lovell came down
frowning.

He gave his comrades the iciest of
marble eyes. It was not till Cousin
Phyllis, with her sweetest smile, asked
him whether anything was the matter
at Arthur Edward thawed and

became his own bonny self again.
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CHAPTER 19.
The Phantgm of the Night!
HRISTMAS night.
C Boom!
Lovell shivered.

Eerily through the darkness above
the wail of the December wind, came
the stroke of one.

Lovell almost decided to give it up—
but not quite. Lovell was a sticker.

The Christmas party at Priory House
had got to bed rather late that night.
Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome
were sound asleep. Lovell was wakeful
—though he was feeling decidedly
sleepy.

He stood in the shadowy passage,
draped in the monkish robe, with the
cowl over his head,

A couple of nights ago three mer Iy
Juniors with squirts had put “paid”
to Lovell's ghost stunt. The next night

Jimmy Silver had kept an eye open,
but Lovell had made no move.

But he was making a move now. He
had only bided his time to lull sus-
picion—he did not want any more ink!

Now the ghost was going to walk'
In the dark passage, with a pal
glimmer of winter starlight from the
‘window, he looked an cerie and spectral

gure.

Save for the wail of the wind, the
house was silent; all were slumbering.
It was all clear for the ghost to walk,
and the ghost was going to walk—but
Lovell was not feeling comfortable.

He stared up and down the passage
with uneasy eyes, and hesitated. Back
into his mind, unpleasantly, came the
recollection of the “something ” he had

seen in the haunted passage, only a f

dozen yards away last Christmas. It
was a most uncomfortable and discon-
certing recollection at such a moment.
Lovell's game was to give Dudley Vane
a scare; but he had a sort of goose-
flesh feeling, as if he were getting
scared himself.

That was all rot, of course! There
weren't really such things as ghosts;
Qut in the darkness, the silence—
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broken by the strange, indefinal
sounds of midnight—it almost seemg
as if there might be.

Lovell gave quite a start as the wis

that ii; was only dislodged snow falli
from a roof, but it made his heart thri
uncomfortably.

Instead of turning in the direction g
Dudley Vane’s room, he stood starin§

with the passage that led to the ruine
priory—the ghost’s walk. Was there 4
sound from that direction? Had
heard something that was not m
wind?

His heart missed a beat.

From the haunted corridor ther8
came a low, swishing sound, and Loveé
felt a thrill as of ice in his blood.

He knew that sound. It was like th
sound made by his own trailing robe of
the floor. It was the soft swish of %
monkish robe trailing.

Lovell stood very still. 1

He could hardly have stirred at tha
moment to save his life. He had fol
gotten that he was playing ghost.
stood rooted, his heart barely beati
his starting eyes fixed on the corner g
the passage, beyond which he hearf
that rustling, swishing sound.

It was approaching. It was nearing
the corner. In a few seconds it woul
be in the passage where Lovell stood. §

His lips parted, but no sound cani
He stood frozen with horror.

From the darkness a figure loomé
indistinctly. There was no sound of
ootfall; only the ghostly swish of tH
monkish robe on the floor as the ﬁgu
glided towards him. 4

Closer and closer. A figure in
ancient garb of a monk, with a co!
over the face—silent, spectral, shado
horrifying. Closer and closer it canl
Lovell’s eyes fixed on it in horror.

Was he dreaming, or was he mad
Or was that the phantom monk of
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old priory gliding on him from the
darkness?

He could not move, he could not
speak; he could only gaze in growing
norror and fear. He tried to cry out,
put only a faint, husky scund came
from his throat. From the shadowy
cowl two eyes that seemed to be burn-
ing glared at him; the robe stirred as
a hand was raised; it touched him, it
gripped him,

One fearful shriek burst from Lovell,
and he fell on the floor in a dead faint,

Jimmy Silver leaped out of bed.

A wild and terrible shriek was ring-
ing in his ears. It had awakened him,
and as he started up from slumber he
heard a fall.

He listened, with thumping heart,
but no sound followed. What had hap-
pened in the darkness of the night?
Lovell—

He ran to his door and dragged it
open. Two doors opened along the
passage; Raby and Newcome were
awakened, too.

Jimmy groped along to the switch
and turned on the light. There was a
sudden flood of illumination in the
dark passage. He saw the scared faces
of Raby and Newcome looking out; he
heard an opening door in another part
of the house. That fearful shriek had
Tung far and wide.

“What ” stammered Raby.

“Lovell!” panted Jimmy. His
startled eyes fell on a crumpled figure
on the passage floor—Lovell, tangled in
2 monkish robe.

He ran to him.

“Lovell, old chap! Lovell!”

Lovell did not speak, he did not stir;

15 eyes were closed, his face waxy-
White in the light. Jimmy lifted his
chum’s head on to his knee.

“Lovell, old man!” he breathed.

“Is he hurt?” panted Newcome.

“Fainted, I think. What on earth
¢an have happened?” Jimmy's face
Was pale with anxiety as he supported
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Lovell’s unconscious head on his knee.
The three juniors stared up and down
the passage, Nobody—nothing—was to
be seen,

What had happened to Lovell?
What had caused him to utter that
terrible cry?

There was a hurried .footstep, and
Mr. Silver came hurrying up in a flow-
ing dressing-gown, He stared blankly
at the scene.

" Jimmy, what does this mean?” he
exclaimed.

“I-I don’t know,” stammered
Jimmy. “We heard a shriek, and came
out and found Lovell—"

“But what—" Mr. Silver stared
blankly at Lovell's strange garb.
“What—-"

“The duffer was playing ghost, I
suppose,” groaned Jimmy. “I know he
had the idea of scaring that chap
Vane by playing the phantem monk,
but—"

“Vane does not seem to have been
awakened,” said Mr., Silver, glancing
round. “There is no need for him to
be disturbed. Carry Lovell into his
room and get him back to bed,
Jimmy.”

The three juniors lifted Lovell and
carried him back to his bed. He was
like a log in their hands. He was
quickly got into bed; and, to the relief
of his chums, his eyes opened—but they
opened with a wild and affrighted stare.

“It’s all right, old chap!” said
y.  “Were with you.”

Lovell panted.

“Did you—did you see it?”

“See what?”

“The ghost!” groaned Lovell.

He closed his eyes again, as if to
shut out some fearful sight. Jimmy,
Raby, and Newcome looked at one an-
other; Mr. Silver frowned.

“The foolish boy has been playing
ghost and fancied that he saw some-
thing in the dark,” he said. “You had
better remain with him for the rest
of the night, Jimmy.”

“I won’t leave him,” said Jimmy.
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ilver, frowning, quitted the

rogg'; tic‘t‘nrac juniors remained with
Lovell. ‘There was a tap at the dcor,
and Dudley Vane’s handsome face
looked in, with a startled expression on

it.

« Anything up?” he asked. “I thought
1 heard—" ¥

“That ass Lovell playing ghost and
scaring himself,” whispered Raby. “He
must have fancied he saw something;
we found him in a faint—"

Vane stepped to the bedside.

“He looks pretly bad,” he said, in a
low voice. “What about staying up
with him till dawn?”

“We're going to,” said Jimmy Silver.
“But don’t you bother—"

“My dear chap, I'll stick it out with
you,” said Vane.

Lovell’s eyes opened again,

“I—I saw it!” he whispered.
“Jimmy, I—I saw it! The—the
phanfom monk, you know—I saw it!”

“Yes, old chap,” said Jimmy sooth-

gly.

“It—it touched me! It—it grasped
hold of me!” Lovell shuddered. “I—I
don’t seem to remember after that. But
I—I saw it!”

He closed his eyes again, but it was
long before he slept; though his
anxious chums were relieved to see at
last that he had sunk into slumber.
The winter dawn, when it came,
found the four jumiors still watching
by Lovell’s bed.

Arthur Edward Lovell was all right
the next day. Boxing Day festivities
helped to banish the horror of the
night from his mind.

But he persisted that he had seen the
Phantom monk.  Everybody else had
not the slightest doubt that he had
been scared by a shadow in the dark,
and had fancied the whole thing.
Lovell Wwas absolutely positive that he
had seen it; but even Lovell, in broad
daylight, no longer believed that it was
2 phantom he hag seen. But if it was
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not, what was it? For he was absod
lutely certain that he had seen it.
He asked his friends indignantl
whether he was the sort of fellow
make a silly, idiotic mistake—to which
a regard for the truth forced them td
reply that he was precisely and exactly
such a fellow. To the Co. that was thg
simple and easy explanation; but
Arthur Edward Lovell it was as deep
a mystery as the one they had leff§
behind them at Rookwood.
But Lovell, at all events,
think of playing ghost again. X
was a sticker, but he had had enough
of the Phantom Monk,

CHAPTER 20.

Sticking to It}
¥ OT too much sticky!”

Lovell.

“That’s all right!” repli

Dudley Vane.
“I've got to get
off again, fathead!”

“Leave it to me, old bean!”
Jimmy Silver & Co. were busy i
Jimmy’s room at Priory House. The
chums of Rookwood, having had
Merry Christmas, were making prepara;
tions for a Happy New Year! 4
There was going to be a dance, in
fancy costume, on New Year's Day,
The five juniors had unpacked a large
box, newly arrived, with all sorts of§
costumes and disguises in it. Now the;
were trying them on, and making theif
selections for the great occasion.
Lovell's taste ran to something}
rather striking. Lovell was going tQ
make up as the Bearded Banditi
Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome were busyi
with their own occupations, but Dudle}
Vane kindly lent his assistance 3
Lovell.  Vane, the new fellow in the
Rookwood Fourth, was an obliging#
fellow! He dabbed fixing gum on &
huge moustache and fixed it to Lovell’
ip; he gummed a big black]
beard, and fastened it to Lovell’s ching

the blessed things|

L
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ne gummed gigantic eycbrows over
Lovell's own. Now he was busy with
a big black wig, which he was affixing
over Lovell's hair.

There was no doubt that Lovell
Jooked striking in that rig. Surveying
himself in a pler-glass, he beheld the
head and_ face of a fearful-looking
T

wn, and was pleased thereby.

ay, my hair feels sticky!” said
Arthur Edward.

“Does it?” murmured Vane.

“youre rather an ass, Vane! You
don’t have to stick a wig on—only just
a dab. I hope you haven’t overdone
it

£

“Now try on the costume!” said
Vane, unheeding.

Really, it was very obliging of Vane.
He was not bothering about the
selection of his own costume at all.

Vane sorted out the brigand costume
and helped Arthur Edward into it.
Meanwhile, the fixing gum which
fastened on Lovell's hirsute adorn-
ments was drying—hard!

“We ought to have got on the cos-
tume first, you know,” said Lovell. “I
must say youre rather a fathead,
Vane.”

“Thanks!” said Vane.

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome
chuckled.  Arthur Edward had his
3\x’nlwa3v of acknowledging an obliga-
ion!

Lovell was complete at last—a most
awe-inspiring figure of a bearded
. By that time, Jimmy Silver
transformed himself into a
Cavalicr, Raby had become a Pierrot,
and Newcome a Highlander, Only Vane
Was still unchanged, having given all
hx§ time to Lovell.

‘“What are you going to try on,
Vane?” asked Jimmy Silver.

h, any old thing!” answered Vane
Carelessly, “Lots of time yet. I'm more
Interested in Lovell. Looks a knut,

Oesn’t he?”
1Yo end of a knut” said Jimmy,
‘fl{zmng, “Hallo, there goes the bell;
"¢'d better shift these things and get
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down to lunch. Youwll have to try on
something this afternoon, Vane.”

“That’s all right.”

Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome were
not long in stripping off the costumes,
Arthur Edward was longer. He gave
2 squeak as he jerked oif his mous-
tache.

“owl?

“Anything the matter?” asked Vane
blandly.

“I knew yowd put tco much sticky
on, you ass!” grunted Lovell. “That
bl\lessed thing would hardly come off ab
all”

He tugged at the beard.
“Wow!”

Lovell yelped.

The beard came off, but it almost
seemed to bring a patch of skin off
Lovell’s chin with it. He glared at
Vane.

“You ass! Didn’t I tell you to be
careful with that sticky?” he howled.
“I don’t believe these dashed eyebrows
will come off at all.”

“Let’s all pull together!” suggested
Raby.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, keep away, you ass!”

Lovell tugged at his brigandish eye-
brows. They came off, but very un-
willingly. Lovell's face was crimson
with exertion and wrath by the time
they came off.

“You idiot, Vane!” he gasped.

“I'm rather glad I didn't help
Lovell,” remarked Newcome. “I should
hate to be thanked in that hearty
way!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, don't be an ass!”
Lovell. “I'm sticky all over!
howling ass must have used up pints of
fixing gum on these things. I shouldn't
wonder of he’s stuck the wig down,
toot”

“Just a dab of the gum!” murmured
Vane.

“Yaroooh!” roared Lovell.

“What the thump—-"
Jimmy Silver,

snapped
That

exclaimed
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“IL won’t come off!” shrieked Lovell.

Oh, my hat!”
cll tugged at the hairy black wig.

ed (o budge. Moustache and
beard and eyebrows bad come off, but
a liberal dose of fixing gum, now dried
hard, attached tiat wig to Lovell’s own
s as firmly fixed to his
hair that grew there!

He tugged and howled—he tugged,
and roar He gasped for breath,
tugged again, and shrieked. The other
fellows chortled.

“You cackling fatheads!”
Lovell. “Lend a hand with {his,
will you? Do you think I can go
down to lunch with this mop on my
napper?

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co. quite
taken by storm at the idea. As a part
of a fancy make-up for a dance, that
big black wig was all right. But as
part of Arthur Edward’s regular outfit,
the rest -of him being a junior school-
boy, it was altogether too extra-
ordinary.

“All hands on deck!” gasped Jimmy,
and, while one gripped Lovell round
the wmst the others grasped the hairy
wig and pulled.

The yell that came from Arthur
Edward Lovell as they did so rang far
beyond Priory House. It rang over a
good deal of Wiltshire!

“Yoo-hoo-hoooop! Leggo! You
blithering idiots, yow're pulling my hair
out by the roots! Yaroooh! Stoppit!”

“Well, you asked us!” gasped Raby.

“Yarooop! Leggo!” shrmkrd Lovell.
“I'll punch you! Leggo!

They let go. There was nothing
doing. That big black wig was a
fixture. _ Lovell gasped and splut-
tered. But he did not tug at the wig
any more; it was too painful.

“That fool Vane!” he roared. “You
did this on purpose, Vane! You must
have pumped about a gallon of fixing
gum on to it! You fooled about with
the costume so as to let it dry hard.
Think I don't know? You rotter!”

“Vane, you ass!” gasped Jimmy

howled

THE BOY WHO WALKED BY NIGHT!

Silver. It dawned on all the Fistig
Four now why Dudley Vane had
50 obliging.

“Don’t you think it funny, Lovel
asked Vane demurely.

“b‘um bawled Lovell. 9

Well, as funny as playing ghost,
gwc a fcllow a scare,” sugaested Vaneq

Lovell did not answer that, With
crimson face under his hairy black wig
he rushed at Dudley Vane, his g
clenched.

Vane dodged out of the room, laug
ing.

Lovell, about to pursue him, remem
bered the wig. He could not show hin
self about the house like that.

“I—I—T1 smash him!” he gaspe
“Pulling a fcllow’s leg—". 3

“Ha, ha, ha!” 3

“What are you cackling at?” roareg
Lovell. “Do you think this is funny'
I'll jolly well punch that rotter! I
smash him! How the thump am
going to get this beastly thing off? It}
stuck in my hair—

Dudley Vane’s handsome
glanced in at the door.

“Soak it in hot water!” he suggested

“What?” yelled Lovell.

“For about half an hour—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” shriecked Jimmy, Rab}
and Newcome at the idea of Arth
Edward soaking his head in hot wate]
for about half an hour.*

Lovell, frantic, made a rush at thg
door. Vane disappeared, his chee:
laugh floating back as he went. Lovel]
paused again, breathing fury.

“I'll smash him!” he gasped.

fa

«p

“Oh, dear!” gurgled Jimmy Silveg
“Well, you asked for it, old chap—yot
set_out to pull Vane’s leg, you know
and it's only tit for tat!”

“What am I going to do?” raved
Lovell. “I can’t go down like this]
Can I let your pater and mater ant
Phyllis and young Algy me lik
this? What will the servants think?

“They’ll think it funny, you bet
gasped Raby. ‘““Look here, keep it of
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(“1 Now YLRIS Day—only a couple of

na, ha

—T'll——" gasped Lovell. “You
spiggering dummies—ycu  chortling
Chumps—you-—you—you—-" Words
failed Lovell. ~He rushed at his
chums, ching fiercely, and
drove ithem, yelling like hyenas,
from the rcom.

CHAPTER 21.

Lovell Leses His Temper!
RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL did
A not come down to lunch that

day.
He couldn’t!
th that bushy black wig stuck on
his head, immovable, he simply could
not show himseif in public.

Lunch was sent up to his room.

The servant who brought up the tray
nearly fell down at the sight of Lovell.
The tray had a very narrow escape.

Lovell heard the man gurgling as he
went away.

He breathed fury.

Fortunately his fury did not affect
his appetite. He made an excellent
lunch.  Afterwards he rcamed round
his room like a tiger in a cage.

Again and again he had tugged and
twisted at that wig! But it would
nof come off unless his own hair came
with it. And such a parting would
have been altogether tco painful.

Once or twice he suspected that he
rd sounds of laughter from below.
He even suspected that he heard the
irill of Cousin Phyllis’ laugh—which
was the unkindest cut of all. Everybedy
had heard of that extraordinary jape
which made him a prisoner in’ his
loom. Everybody thought “it funny.
Yvhat was funny in it was a mystery to

Lovell,

His feelings towards Dudley Vane
Were almost homicidal.

He had never really liked the chap.
He had been cheeky the day
arrived at Rookwood Schecl. Lovell

@

he [ Th
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had had trouble with him the first day,

and had not had the best of it. He
never did seem to get the best of i,
His stunt of playing ghost had been a
ghastly frost. ~ Lovell's mind was
made up; the minute he saw Vane
again he was going to punch him—
hard!

It was not, perhaps, in accordance
with the manners and customs of the
best circles for guests to punch one an-
other. But if a fellow asked for it, and
begged for it, a fellow was going to get
that for which he asked and begged!

Arthur Edward’s mind was irrevoc-
ably made up on that point.

Looking from his window in the
frosty afternoon, Lovell had a view of a
cheery party going down to the lake
to skate. He saw Dudley V:m(‘ glance
up at his window and He
fancied he saw Cousin Pn}l smile.

ere was no doubt at all that Raby
and Newcome were grinning. Jimmy
Silver was not with them—no doubt he
would have been grinning, tco!

Lovell's feelings were quite bitter.

Going off to skate—leaving him shut
up here. Nice sort of way to treat a
fellow. He was tempted tc clear off
home for the rest of the hols. Still, he
couldn’t clear off with that black,
bushy wig on his head. He would have
caused too much of a sensation en
route.

Jimmy Silver came in—smiling. But
he ceased to smile and looked as grave
as he could as he caught the expression
on Lovell’s face. To Arthur Edward,
at all cvents, it was no smiling matter.

“Now, let’s get going, old chap!™
said Jimmy. “Hot water will get that
dashed thing off sooner or later.”

“You silly ass!”

“’Hem! Keep smiling, old ch‘.p—"

“You frabjous fathead!”

“My dear chap——"

““Idiot! *

Jimmy Silver made no reply to that.
e soft answer failed to turn away
wrath, and silence was golden. Lovell
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consented, however, to submit his un-
happy napper to his chum’s ministra-
tious.

.nmm" laboured long. Plenty of hot
water — and patient manipulation
worked the oracle—to the accompani-
ment of a serles of painful yelps from
Lovell. By the time “Uncle James” of
Rookwood was through he was as fed-
up with Dudley Vane's idea of a practi-
cal joke as Lovell was.

vell's hair was still sticky. His
complexion was like that of a freshly
boiled beetroot. — His temper was at
boiling point. ~But it was done, and
Lovell at long last was able to emerge
from retirement.

He went downstairs with Jimmy. He
fancied he detected faint smiles on the
faces of Mr. and Mrs. Silver. There
was no fancy about the giggle he heard
from young Algy.

He stuck his cap on his sticky hair and
went out. Jimmy Silver judiciously
kept him company, It was rather dis-
trcssmg to Jimmy to think of scrap-
ping between two of his ristmas
guests. He could hardly imagine what
his father and mother would think of
it. He could only hope that Vane
would be careful to avoid trouble till
Lovell had had time to calm down and
remember what was due to good
manners, Lovell headed for the lake
—and, fortunately. Phyllis was there
with the juniors. The most exasper-
ated fellow could not think of scrap-

ing in a girl’s presence. So Jimmy
hoped that it was all righ

Alas for his hopes! The skatmg was
over and Raby and Newcome had
walked away with Cousin Phyllis, who
was going to show them the Monk’s
Leap in Priory Wood. Vane, who had
already been shown that interesting
spot, was coming back to the house,
carrying the skates.

Lovell’s eyes flashed as he saw him
alone. Jimmy touched his arm.

“Keep your temper, old chap!” he
murmured.

vell did not answer.

His eyes

THE BOY WHO WALKED BY NIGHT!

were fixed on Vane as the new junig
came up the path, Vane smiled.

If Lovell had thought of keeping h
temper, that smile would have torn
Shaking off Jimmy's detaining hang
he made a rush at Dudley Vane, hitti
out 25 he did so.

“You rotter!” bawled Lovell.

Vane, burdened with skates,
taken at a disadvantage.
not think of that. He did not thi
of anything. There was only one ideg
in Lovell's i
punching Var
came within 1

And he punched—hard! ¢

Dudley Vane went over backwards a
if a bullet had struck hun There w:

new junior thudded on the fros
ground on his back,
“Take that, you cad!” bawled Lovel
Vane sprawled on his back
crimson spurting from his
bounded to his feet, his eyes blazmz‘
Jimmy Si 1.'9' (mang hetween.

“Stop!” he gasped.
Hc g‘asped Vane and held him b'\ck‘
Lovell, you fool, clear off!”
snapped. “Do you want to start
fight here, you dummy? You may b
seen from the windows.

Vane, ol
chap, for goodness’ sake—-"

“Hasn't he asked for it?”
chell “Do you jolly well think—"

Oh, shut up!” snapped Jimmy.

“Get out of it, you fathead!” 1

Lovell, with knitted brows, tramped}
away, Jimmy was holding Dudlef
Vane back; but Vane, after the firs
moment of fury, had recovered his!
coolness and did not need holding.

“All serene,” he said, in a low voice;}
“You needn’t worry—I'm not going t«
make a fool of myself if Lovell does.”

“One fool's enouya!” grunted
J)mmy Silver.

‘Quite!” agreed Vane.

He dabbed his streaming nose wit]
his handkerchief. Jimmy Sitver
gathered up the skates. Lovell, tramp

roared,
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sulkily with his hands in his
&Zﬁ‘fﬁ, ywﬂl’x“}lﬁ{p ared into the wood.

«Let’s get to the house,” said Jimmy
oud better bathe your
nose, old bean.”

«It needs it!” assented Vane.

They Wa i up to the house to-
gether. Mrs Silver was in the hall
when they came in, and she glanced at
Vane.

«Dear me! Did you fall on the
jee?” she asked. “You have hurt your
nose.”

“1t’s all right—just a tap,” said

Vane, with a smile. “I knocked it on
something. Tl run up to my room
and bathe it.”

He ran lightly up the stairs. Jimmy

ilver, relieved in his mind, went out
in, to lcok for Phyllis and Raby
and Newcome. As he had said, one
fool was enough, and it was a great
relief to “Uncle James” to know that
Vane, at least, knew how to keep his
'empcx

CHAPTER 22,
The Monk's Leap!
OT it off?”
Raby and Newcome asked
that question together. Cousin
Phyliis smiled faintly.

“It was too bad!” she said. “I think
it’s very nice of Arthur to be so gcod-
tempered about it. A good many
beeple wouldn't.”

Lovell flushed scarlet.

Akter leaving Jimmy and Vane he

had tramped away into the frosty
ucoas Tracks in the snow, among the
leafless trees, showed him the way
Phyllis and the two juniors had gone
after leaving the lake, and he followed
the tracks. And so he met Raby and
come, and Jimmy’s cousin coming
 from the Monk’s Leap which was

€cp rift in the earth, in the heart of
” e solitary woods, a couple of miles
9 Priory Homse.  Lovell had

@
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fOVGlCd half the distance when he met

The question asked by Raby and New-
come, referring to the sticky wig,
would assuredly have led to angry words
but for Phyllis’ presence. The girl's
remark had the effect of oil on the
troubled waters. But it made Lovell
feel rather ashamed of himself.

So far from having taken that jape
good-temperedly, as Phyllis supposed,
he had knocked Dudley Vane down;
and he knew that Vane’s nose would
betray to all beholders the fact that
something had happened. And Vane,
who was the last fellow in the world
to be knocked down with impunity, had
let it go at that—from a regard for
decorum, which Arthur Edward had
forgotten.

Lovell was still very angry, but a
little regretful of his hasty act; and
now he felt ashamed as well. It was
altogether a very uncomfortable state
of feelings.

He mumbled something in answer to
Phyllis and moved on. The girl went
on towards the house with Newcome,
but Raby, catching a sign from Lovell,
dropped back to exchange another word
with him. He suppressed a desire to
grin, from a chummy consideration for
Lovell’s exacerbated frame of mind.

“Where are you off to, on your own?”
asked Raby. “Come back to the house
with us, only for goodness’ sake, keep
your temper when you see Vane.”

“I've seen him—and punched him!”
growled Lovell. “He's got a nose like
a cauliflower now.”

“Well, you utter ass!” exclaimed
Raby in dismay. “What on earth will
Jimmy Silver’s people think ?”

“I shan’t know, anyhow, as I'm not
going back,” said Lovell savagely.
“I'm clearing off. I can see I'm not
wanted here. That’s what I wanted to
say to you. You can tip Jimmy to
send my things after me.”

“Look here, Lovell, you can't do it!
You—-"

“Jimmy doesn’t’ want a chap here
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kicking up rows and punching fellows
noses,” said Lovell sardenically, “and
I can tell you, if I see that grinning
ape again, I shall punch his nose again.
I'm fed-up with him—right to the back
teeth! See you again at Rookwoed!”

44 look here—-" exclaimed the
dismayed Raby.

“Jimmy can tell his people some-
thing. What the thump will they care
whether I go or not?” snapped Lovell.
“I dare say they thought it awfully
funny for me to be made to look a silly
fool. The man who brought up my
lunch was giggling—why, you silly fat-
head, youre giggling, too!” hooted
Lovell,

“I—I didn't mean——
——" gasped Raby.

“On, rats! You can give Jimmy my
message. If he'd rather have his
precious Vane here than me, well, he's
got_him!”

“He wouldn't.

“Ch, rot! I'm going, anyhow. I
shall cut across the wood to the village,

Look here

You—"

aiting
er. - Raby looked after him,
hurried after Newcome and
3 It was useless to argue with
Arthur Edward at any time, and less
use now than ever. His back was up—
and his mind was made up!

Lovell tramped on, his hands driven
deep into his overcoat pockets, his
brows knitted and dark.

He was a little ashamed of his out-
break of temper, and, at the same

ime, in a mood to give Dudley Vane
some more of the same. Certainly, if
he could not keep the peace at a Christ-
mas party it was better for him to go.
And he was not feeling like keeping the
beace. Quite the reverse,

Between anger, indignation, a lurk-
ing sense of shame, and a deep feelin:
of grievance, Lovell was-not in a happy
1mood as he tramped on sulkily through
the frosty woods. Far in the distance,
UVOf the frﬂsty"leaﬂess branches, he
ceuld see tha village spire. and he

@
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headed in that direction, with the fixe
intention of taking the train at thg
local station.

Suddenly he came to a halt. Befory
him, wide and deep, stretched a rift ig
the earth, barring his way.

Lovell breathed hard. b

It was rather like him to have fors
gotten the Monk’s Leap. Now he had
arrived at it, and it stretched acro.
his path, extending a great distance
in ecither direction.

“Blow!” growled Lovell, b

According to tradition, a monk of
the old Priory, pursued by foes, had
leaped across that deep rift to makd
his escape. But as it was about fiftee
feet across, and the edges crumbling
with snow, Lovell was not prepared to
attempt to repeat the performance of
that ancient monk. He stared angril)
at the rift, turned, and tramped along!
it, to get yound the end.

But after tramping a quarter of a
mile he found himself up against &
hillside, tangled with thickets, and
banked with snow. Getting through
that obstruction was almost hopelesss
It would have ant at least an hous
or two of desperate scrambling.

Breathing harder than ever, Lovell
walked back alo) he edge of the riff
to the spot where it narrowed to fifteerns
feet or so, where the monk was sald
to_have leaped it.

_He stopped there and stared across.
The December afternoon was waning
into dusky darkness now, and he did:
not want to be still tramping in the
frosty woods when darkness fell.
was quite possible that he might lose}
his way when he lost sight of the
village spire. Standing by the rift, he
calculated his chances of making a suc:
cessful jump. A

But he shook his head. With a good
run, on firm ground, and a
ing on the other side
could have donc
jumping from crumbling snow to land
on uncertain snow at the other side wasg
rather too risky, even for a recklessy
fellow like Lovell. How deep the rift

-
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vas he did not know, but he knew that
;‘afbeﬁgw who fell in would not find it
easy to get out again.

A rustle in the frosty wood caught
his ear, and he looked round. i

Owing to his waste of time, walking
along the rift and walking back again,
Jimmy Siiver had had ample time to
get the message from Raby. Lovell
wwondered savagely whether Jimmy had
hurried out to find him, and persuade
him to return. Still, Jimmy could not
know that he had blundered on the
1ift, and lost time.

He looked round, but he saw nobody.
He was sure that he had heard some-
pody, but if 50, the person he had heard
had taken cover behind a tree or a
snowy bush. There was no one to be
seen,

I's heart beat a little faster. He
uple of miles from anywhere,
and dusk was falling. It would not
be pleasant to meet some wandering
tramp in such a place. And he was
certain that somebody was at hand,
though out of sight.

He turned to the Monk’s Leap again,
almost making up his mind to the
Jum But again he shook his head,
realising that it would not do. He
had to go back a good half-mile to
reach the footpath through the woods
to the village, and, unwelcome as the
2(10% was, he had to make up his mind
0 it.

R

He turned

Crash!

Something soft but heavy—he did
1ot realise at the moment that it was
& snowball—crashed right in his face as
he turned.

He gave a muffled gasp and spun
over,

. The next second he was shooting
downward, over the edge of the rift,
Amid a shower of dislodged snow.

Buwmp!

He landed in show, deep down. It
Was fortunate for him that a couple of
feet o¢ snow lay at the bottom of the
*ift, for had he fallen on hard earth he
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would certainly have been seriously
damaged. = As it was, he bumped hard
and rolled over in snow, his l2g twist-
ing under him.

“Urrrrgh!” gurgled Lovell.

He struggled up. A sharp yelp of
pain left his lips as he did so. His
leg was hurt. He had twisted his ankle
in falling, and the pain, for the
moment, v: excruciating. Half-
fainting with that sudden rush of pain, 2
Lovell sank on the snow.

He fancied he heard, on the winter
wind, the sound of a laugh, and a rust-
ling of thickets, that died quickly away.
Silence followed.

Whoever it was that had knocked
him over the edge into the rift was
gone, leaving Lovell alone, to the
silence, the solitude, and the thickens
ing winter darkness.

CHAPTER 23.
Vane to the Rescue!

ARENESS thickened over the
D lonely, frosty woods. Lovell
made an effort, and dragged
himself to his feet. He had to get out
of this.

He was not alarmed—so far. His
chief feeling was of intense anger
against the unknown fellow who had
knocked him into the rift.

Who the dickens could it have been?
Some 1ll-disposed tramp, lurking in the
woods—some thoughtless village lad!
Whoever it was, Lovell wanted to get
at him—and he was in a mood to tackle
the heftiest tramp that ever tramped,
and give him something in return for
that rotten trick. The fellow was gone;
but there was plenty of light to pick
up his track in the snow, and Lovell's
idea was to get after him before he
could escape reprisals.

That idea, however, was soon driven
from his mind. He essayed to clamber
up the steeply sloping side of the rift
—and rolled back helplessly.

The side was steep, and twenty feet
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1o the top. It was slippery with snow.
It was no easy climb at the best of
times. And with his twisted ankle,
Lovell could not do it.

Twice, thrice he made the af‘empt
and each time he fell back into the
thick snow at the bottom. Then he
lay gasping for breath.

It was very dark at the bottom of
the Monk’s Leap ncw. Overhead,
there was still a glimmer of wintry
sunset on the woods. But that would
not last long.

“Oh, crumbs!” breathed Lovell.

Alarm was_creeping into his breast

now. Lovell had plenty of pluck—
heaps of it. But he knew what his
danger was.

Unhurt, he could have clambered
out. Hurt, he could not.

The fellow who had knocked him in
did not know that, of course—probably
had not thought of it for a moment,
even if he cared. Anyhow, he was
long gone. And it came into Lovell's
mind, with a chill, that the fellows at
the house, two miles away, would not
think of looking for him when he did
not return.

He had sent the message back by
Raby that he was going. By that
time they would suppose that he had
taken his train and gone.

Without being a magician, Jimmy
Silver could not guess that he had
blundered on the Monk’s Leap, and
that some unknown rotter had knocked
him into it, and that he had hurt his
ankle and could not climb out.

They would not expect him back at
the house. ~When they went to bed
that night they would fancy that he
was going to bed, tap, at home—a hun-
dred miles away. And he would he—
here! Here, freezing to death in the
snow at the hbottom of the Monk’s
Leap!

Lovell ‘shuddered.

He was warmly clad, but the chill of
the snow was already creeping through
him, creeping to his very bones. What
\wtll;d it !k];e like in an hour—two hours
—all nig]
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He strugeled
up once more, and summoned all $
strength, all his courage, all his chst]
nate determination for the climb.
Sweating, in spite of the bitter cold]
he clambered up, gaining inch by inchj
foot by foot. Six feet—ten fee
nearly fifteen feet—the crumbled edgzd
above was a dark rim to his cyes
the gloem. Then, as he slipped,
Jammed himself hard on the slope td
save a fall—his sprained ankle gave g
pang of sharp pain, and he rolled baclkj
He clumped into soft snow again.
It was long before he stirred.
That terrible effort had exhaus
his strength-——and he had failed!

He had to get out!

spent, breathing
spasms, he looked up at a dark sk;
in which the stars were beginning td
glitter.

He struggled to a sitt ing posture aff
last. His leg was too painful to stan
upon. His face was almost as white ag
the snow about him.

There was only one resource left—
shout for help! He knew that it wi
useless. Who was likely to hear himj
in the heart of the solitary woods afte
dark—far from any path, save the ol
that led to the Monk’s Leap—ncved
trodden at night, and seldom even i
the day-time?

If his friends could only have known|
how they would have rushed to S
help—even that rotter Vane.
could

in a railway train, nursing hls sulk '_
temper, on his way home.

hoarsely for help.
Again and again his despairing sho

rose from the rif, and echoed amo;

snowy thickets and frosty trees.
“Help! Help! Help!”

But only the echoes answered, fm
the wail of the December wind. H4
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up at last, exhausted by his

ere was no help—and he was a lost
man! The gleaming stars in the dark
wintry sky S seeined to mock him.

Suddenly there was a flash of light—
that was not a glitter of starlight. It

flashed into the darkness of the rift
nom the edge above. Lovell, staring
up dazedly, Tealised that it was the
flash of an electric torch.

Someone was there—and he shouted,
wildly and desperately:

«Help! Is that you, Jimmy? Help!
Help!”

A ca!l came back:

“Who’s that? Is somebody down
there?”

“Vane!” gasped Lovell. ~He knew
the voice. “Is that you, Vane?”
“Great pip! Is that Lovell?”
“Yes!” panted Lovell. “Help!”
“What on earth are you doing down
there?” Lovell saw a_startled face
looking down. Vane, lying on his
s face over the edge, and
2sning the light on him and
down at him. “Did you fall

“No!” panted Lovell. “I'm not the
fellow to fall in, I should think!”
Even at that moment Arthur Edward
was still Arthur Edward! “‘Some awiul
rotter knocked me over the edge with
@ snowball—hours ago!”

“Well, wny the thump don’t you
climb out?”

“You silly idiot! Do you think I
sheuld be still_here if I°could climb
out?” pawled Lovell “I've hurt my
ankle, and I can’t budge!”

“On” exclaimed Vane

“Look here, you cut off, and tell them
at the house. Tell Jimmy Silver—"

“My dear man, it’s a couple of miles
fo the house, and it would take rather
too long to fetch Jimmy. I'm coming
down for you.”

“Look here, T dont want you to!

Lovell was interrupted by a shower
©f dislodged snow falling on him. He
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spluwmd Dudley Vane was coming

smftlv the active Vane slithered
donn the slope.

2 landed in the snow beside Lovell,
und flashed on the light again. His
hqnd*o'nc face was very seno\xs—and
it was not quite so handsome as usual,
h a red and rather bulbous nose.
It was no easy task that Dudley Vane
had set himself—and he knew it.

But he set about it quietly and resos
lutely. He put the torch into Lovell’s
hand, grasped him, and lifted him from
he snow,

Lovell was not a light weight by any
means. But Vane had already shown
that he was an unusually strong fellow
—though it was said that he had been
an invalid before he came to Rookwood
School.

“You can’t do it!” gasped Lovell.
“You'll never be able to get me out!
Youwd bettel cut off and fetch the
fellows—

“And find yocu frozen to death by
the time we get back, fathead! You're
hali-frozen already. Hold that torch
and take a grip round my neck. Stick
on my back, and T'll get you out.”

“I tell you—>"

“Rot!” said Vane cheerily. “We'l
manage it, old man! I say, I'm sorry
about sticking that wig on your mop
this morning.”

“I—I'm sorry I punchcd your nese!”
gasped Lovell “But—'

“Stick o1

“Oh, all right! But you can’t do it.”

Lovell was wrong—which was not
uncommon. Vane could do it—and did
it! How he managed it Lovell hardly
knew himself. But he did it. Slowly,
clamping himself with hands and feet
to the steep slope, with set tecth, he
clambered, with Lovell on his back,
holding on round his neck. It was slow
—terribly slow—and again and again
it seemed as if they must slip back and
crash down into the snow at the bottom
of the rift.

But, the\ did not slip back. The dis-
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tance was only twenty feet up, but it
was a quarter of an hour before
Dudley Vane'’s hands were over the edge
at the top. He got a grip on frozen
grass roots, and dragged himself cver
and out, and Lovell with him,

Strong as he was, he was exhausted.
They relled in the snow, two or three
feet from the edge, and for long
minutes neither of them stirred.

Vane was the to move. He
picked himself up, breathing hard and
deep. Lovell blinked up at him.

“I say, I think I couid get along if
you lend me a hand!” he gasped.

“Lean on me, old fcllaw!"

Dudley Vane helped him to his feet.
Lovell leaned heavily on his arm as
they started up the path through t!
dim woods. Limping, and suppress:

g

yelps of pain from the strain on his
damaged ankle, Lovell leaned more and
Vane stopped at last.

I'm

more heavily.

“You can’t walk., old scout!
going to carry you.”

“You're not!” g'lsped Lovell.

“I jolly well a

“Look here, ycu ass

“Stick on!”

Vane had his way. There
fact, no help for it, for Lovell was
the end of his tether. Leaning for-
ward, with Arthur Edward on his baclk,
holdmp the torch to light the way,
Dudley Vane tramped on—slowly but
steadily, and without a halt.

It secmed an age to both of them
beiore the lighted windows of Priory
House came in sight. At the door Vane
let Lovell slip from his shoulders, and,
staggering with fatigue himself, gave
him a supporting hand.

“All serene now!” he gasped. “No
need to tell them I carried you home,
you know.”

He rang a peal on the bell.

Lovell gulped. It was a concession to
his self-love; but Lovell was not going
to accept that concession.

“Rot!” he gaspe

Tho door opered.

"There was a shoitt
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within. Jimmy Silver, Raby, and New-,
come ran out.

“Lovell—Vane—what—" slu(ﬁcrcd
Jimmy.
Mr. Silver hurried across the hall,

:

“What has happened?” he asked. :

“Some brute knocked Lovell into the |
Monk’s Leap with 8 SNow oal' " said
Vane.

“Chuck it!” gasped Lovell. “Vane
climbed out of that awful place with
me on his back, you fellows, and carried
me home on his back—my ankle’s hurt,
and I couldn’t walk. How he did. it
goodness knows; but he did—-"

“After—" gasped Jimmy.

“Yes—after I'd punched his nose!
He can punch mine now if he likes!”

“Fathead!” said Van

Arthur Edward Loveu "did not clear
off, after all.

He had a day in bed, and the day
hat he was still limping; but he
vvas quite merry and bright for the New
Year celebrations.

And he was very pally with Vane.

It was sheer 7o

the Monk’s Leap by starlight.
Who had hurled the snowhall and
knocked Arthur Edward into the rift
remained a mystery; but nobody Jkedz
to think what would have happened

had not Dudley Vane discovered him.

Vane was the hero of the hour, and!
loudest of all in singing his praises wa51
Arthur Edward Lovell—and there was
general satisfaction at their change
from foes to friends. 4

EHAPTER 2.
Back to Rookwoad!
UC;{ up!” roared Lovell,
B “Sheer off!” yelled Tommy

4 Barge those Modern cads!” shrieked |
Lovi

It \ms the first day of term at Rook-~
wood School.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had ccn:q back
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gunction had disgorged a swarm of
Reokwooders at the village station of
Coombe—seniors and juniors, Classicals
and Mcderns. From the village, the
schocl bus was to take them on to
Rookwood—and though there was a
second bus, and even a third, everybody
who was anybody, so to speak, was
determined to go in the first.

The Fistical Four, of the Classical
Fourth Form, would have led the way
out of the station, but Lovell had
caused a little delay. Arthur Edward
Lovell had stumbled into Carthew of
the Sixth—who had rewarded him with
a lunge of his boot. Lovell, therefore,
had lingered to get that unpopular
prefect with a snowball from the cover
of a stack of baggage on the platform.

‘Which was happy and satisfactory in
its way, but caused Jimmy Silver & Co.
to be at the tail, instead of the head,
of the swarm of schoolboys pouring out
into the old High Street of Coombe.

For which reason Tommy Dodd & Co.
of the Modern Fourth were already
taking possession of the bus, to the
exclusion of Classical fellows.

Some Classical juniors, it was clear,
had objected. Peele, Gower, Town-
send, and Topham of the Classical
Fourth were sprawling in slushy, trod-
den snow. Simythe of the Shell was
chasing his hat, which had been
knocked off by a snowball from the bus.
Tubby Muffin, uttering a series of loud
squeals, was whirling in the grasp of
the three Tommies—Dodd, Cook, and
Doyle—on the step of the bus, and as
Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived on the
Scene, the fat Classical was hurled away
In a squealing heap.

Arthur Edward Lovell yelled to his
iriends to buck up, and led a charge.
It did not matter twopence whether
{fellows went by the first bus or the
Second—except that Classicals weren't
going to let Moderns get away with it,
and Moderns were not going to - let
Classicals get away with it. But it was
& case of first come, first served, and
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the bus was packed with Modern
Jjuniors, some of whom yelled defiance
at the Classicals, while others howled
to the driver to get going.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell, Raby and
Newcome, reached the bus with a rush.
With them rushed Dudley Vane. The
five hurled themselves in a bunch at
Tommy Dodd & Co. Behind them came
more of the Classical Fourth — Morn-
ington and Erroll, Rawson and Conroy,
Teddy Grace and Jones minor.

But it booted not! The Moderns
were in possession, and they packed
their goal, as it were, and defended
strenucusly. Lovell got on the step—
only to go backwards. Catching Jimmy
and Raby with his flying arms as he
went, he dragged them down in his
company. Newcome, the next moment,
was strewn across them. Dudley Vane,
grappling with Tommy Dodd, got on
board, only to find himself packed like
a sardine among the Moderns.

“Give ’em beans!” yelled Tommy
Dodd. “Kick these Classical cads off !
Chuck that fellow out!”

But it was not easy to chuck Dudley
Vane out. By sheer force he drove his
way into the bus, falling over there in
the grasp of three or four Moderns, and
struggling with them on the floor.'
Something like a dog-fight raged in the
interior of the bus.

“Rescue!” yelled Vane.

Mornington jumped on the bus, and
was hurled off again.

Jimmy Silver scrambled up. With
his cap gone, his tie flying in the wind,
and his coat smothered with mud and
snow, Jimmy hurled himself at the
enemy. His friends backed him up
manfully. But again it booted not.
The pack of Moderns kept them at bay,
and suddenly there came a roar from
Bulkeley of the Sixth:

“Stand clear, there! The bus is
starting! Get clear!”

The attack had to back off. The bug
rolled away down the High Street, the
defeated Classicals glaring after it, the;

i
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victorious Medens sending back howls
of deflance and derision.

“Done ‘em in the eye!”
Toemmy Dodd breathlessly.

“Right in the jolly
chuckled Tommy Cook.

“Faith and we've got wan of thim
inside!” said Tommy Doyle. “Sure
I'm tired of sitting on his head! Chuck
him off 1”

If Tommy Doyle was tired of
on Dudley Vane’s head, there was no
doubt that Vane was still more tired of
Doyle sitting there! His face was
nson, and he was gurgling for
cath as Tommy Doyle shifted, and
he was jerked to his feet.

He was the only Classical on the bus
—surrounded by grinning and triumph-
ant Moderns. He stood panting and
gasping.

“Chuck him off !” howled the Modern
juniors.

“Hold on!” grinned Tommy Dodd.
“Can’t chuck him off with the bus
zoing! Shove his cap down the back
of his neck, and—" Tommy Dodd
broke off with a yell as Dudley Vane,
heedless of the odds against him,
reached out and punched his nose
hard. “Yoohooooop!”

Tommy Dodd staggered.

“Collar him!” he gasped.

Six or seven pairs of hands fastened
on Dudley Vane.

He struggled fiercely, his eyes blazing
with angry excitement. But is
struggles were not much use in the
grasp of so many hands—neither did
the Modern fellows handle him gently.
In the unending rows and rags between
Classicals and Moderns at Rookwood
fellows were expected to keep their
tempers—even if they occasionally got
some rather hard knocks. It was, on
the whole, a good-humoured rivalr
more fun than anything else—and a
fellow who lost his temper was regarced
as rather an outsider. And it was clear
that Vane had lost his temper badly.

Tommy Dodd dabbed his nose with

grinned

old eye!”

g
@
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his handkerchief. It was streaming

T

“You worm!” hooted Tommy. “Here,
pitch him over and keep him on the,
floor if he can’t keep his rotten temper!
Jam his cap down his back, and stick
your feet on him!” 1

“What-ho!” chuckled Tommy Cook.

“You rotters!” panted Vane, strug-
gling wildly.

“Oh, shut up!” said Towle. “There’s
only one rotter here, and he’s a
Classical!” And Towle jerked at Vane’s
cap and stuffed it down his back.

Bump! Vane went down on the
floor.
“Keep him there!” gasped Tommy

Dodd, still dabbing his damaged nose.
“Sure we'll kape the baste down!
chuckled Tommy Doyle. And heg

planted both his feet on Vane,

More feet were added. In fact, as
many were added as room could be:
found for. Dudley Vane disappeared |
under boots—most of them muddy.
Only his face was left clear—glaring up
crimson and furious. But crimson fury
only made the merry Moderns roar
with laughter. '

The bus rocked on to Rookwood
School. Again and again the hapless
Classical struggled to rise, but the
numberless boots pinned him down.

By the time the school was reached,
Dudley Vane was more than tired of:
the journey. Not till the bus halted
at Rookwood was he released—then the
Modern crowd swarmed out and left;
him lying—muddy and rumpled and
breathless.

He sat up, gurgling.

It was a full minute before he wa
able to follow the crowd out. The b
had stopped at Manders’ House, th
quarters of the Modern contingent ai
Rookweod. Vane had to cross the quar
to get to the Head’s House— th
Classical quarters. As he staggere
breathlessly away, loud laughter from
the Moderns followed him; and as h
cast a fierce look back, a snowball

3

whizzed from Tommy Dodd’s tnerring
hand and squashed on his nose.
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ha!” came a yell from

gasping, stumbled on. Mr.

vane,
DahO“x the master of the Fourth, met

he stumbled into his own House.
D:c, Dalton surveyed the muddy,
msl’ velled junior with disapproval.
Why are you in this state?”
“Is that a proper state in
ch to arrive at school for the new
m?”

el

“Do you think I got like this on pur-
pose?” ‘hooted Van

Mr. Dalton gave mm a look.

“Take a hundred lines for imperti-
nence, Vane! And go in and clean
yourself at once! - Not another word,
or I will cane you!”

And Vane, with set lips, tramped into
the House.

CHAPTER 25,
The Track of the “ Mystery Man "1

RASH!
C Jimmy Silver jumped clear of
the floor of Mr. Dalton’s study.

Richard Dalton fairly bounded from
his chair.,

It was not yet lock-up. The January
dusk was falling deep on Rookwood
School; but it was not yet dark, and
there were still a good many fellows
outside the House when the stone
crashed through a pane of the Fourth
Porm master's study window.

ngmeme of glass were scattered all
study. One or two of them
nauo\vly missed Jimmy as he stood at
Mr. Dalton’s table. A great, gaping
gash as left in the pane, and within,
% lawc Jagged stone clumped to the

OH scissors!” gasped Jimmy, spin-
ning round towards the window.
Jimmy, as head boy of the Fourth,
Was hnvmg an interview with his Form-
Mestor on the first day of term. But
av?m matters and school matters, and
Wi j mafters were forgotten as the
nd J"; was smashed in.
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Mr. Dalton stared for a second as if
betrified; then he rushed to the window
and threw up the sash. He stared out
into the dusky quad, and Jimmy Silver,
at his elbow, stared, too.

Figures could be seen in various
directions. The volce of Arthur Edward
Lovell was heard, booming. A crowd
of Classicals and Moderns were en-
gaged in snowballing one another till
the bell rang, and Arthur Edward was
well to the fore.

“Give ‘em beans! Sock it to those
Modern cads!” came Lovell’s roar.

- Bsuge Lhose Classical ticks!" yelled
Tommy D

The snowbauers were at some little
distance. Nearer at hand a fat figure
could be seen. It was that of Cecil
Adolphus Muffin, otherw‘se known in
the Fourth as Tubb;

Tubby Muffin was stanng blankly at
Mr. Dalton’s window. As he was the
only fellow near at hand, Richard
Dalton called to him sharply :

“Muffin!”

“Oh, yes, su‘"’ gasped Tubby. “It
wasn’t me, sir!

Jimmy Silver grinned. Whoever had
had the nerve to “buzz” a  stone
through a Form-master’s window, it
was not likely to be Tubby Muffin,
Nobody was likely to suspect Tubby of
such a truculent deed.

“Did you see who broke my window,
Muffin?” asked Mr. Dalton.

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Muffin, “I felt
something whiz by my head, sir, and
then your window went. It made me
Jjump, sir. I think it came from behind
one of those beeches.”

Mr Dalton was a young and active

an. He put his hand on the sill, and
vaulted out-of the window.

Like an arrow he cut across towalds
the trees. Three of the ancient and
famous Rookwood beeches stood
opposite the windows of Masters’
Studies at a little distance. It was
almost certain that the stone-thrower
had taken cover there. Richard Dalton
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did not lose a sccond, in getting after
him.

Jimmy Silver followed his Form-
master’'s example, dropping from the
study window. He was at Mr. Dalton’s
heels as the young master ran across
to the beeches.

Swiftly Mr. Dalton reached the trees.
His face was pale and set with anger.

But there was no one to be seen
under the beeches. Whoever had flung
the stone had vanished swiftly in the
dusk. Swift as Mr. Dalton had been,
the unknown marksman had had a
good minute, and he had evidently
made the most of it.

“Gone!” muttered the Fourth Form
master. He flxed his eyes on Jimmy,
who came up, panting. “You saw
nothing from the study, Silver?”

“No, sir, I was quite taken by sur-
prise. I—I suppose—" Jimmy Silver
broke off; but the Form-master read
his thoughts.

“There is no doubt about it, Silver,”
said Mr. Dalton quietly. “The un-
known person who committed a series
of outrages in the school last term has
recommenced—on the very first day
of the new term., I have not the
slightest doubt that the boy who threw
that stone is the same who wrecked my
study, and who later attacked me in
the dark.” Mr. Dalton’s lips set hard.
“Last term his identity remained undis-
covered. This term I am determined
that he shall be dlsccveled and expelled
from Rookwoo

“I hope so, sxr,” said Jimmy sincerely
enough.

Jimmy could make allowances for a
reckless ragger like Mornington, or a
practical joker like Putty of the Fourth,
but the “mystery man” of Rookwood
was quite a different proposition.

Not that Jimmy would have given
him away to the beaks. But he would
have been glad to see him spotted, and
turfed out of the school.

“I must report this occurrence to Dr.
Chisholm,” said Mr. Dalton. “I will
Eee you again another time, Silver.”

'THE BOY WHO WALKED BY NIGHT!

He walked away to the House.

Jimmy Silver, left alone, sorted g}
little electric torch out of his pocket,
and bent down to examine the ground,

Jimmy was a first-class scout, and
there was a good deal of scattered snow ]
under the trees. It seemed to him
likely that the unknown prewler had
left “sign” behind him. p

He was right, for in a few minutes|
he picked up foomxmt

hey were not very distinct, but they:
were distinct enough to show that some,
fellow had recently been standing’
behind one of the beeches, facing the
study window where the stome had
struck.

Jimmy’s eyes gleamed.

Last term all Rookwood had been
thrilled and excited by the strange and
sensational series of oufrages in the
last weeks of the term. Every fellow,
from the captain of the school down
to the smallest fag, was intensely keen’
to know who the mystery man was.
And though Jimmy Silver & Co. would
not have given him up to official}
punishment, they would certainly have
made things very hot for him person-
ally had they discovered him.

This looked like a chance; and Jimmy;
scanned the indistinct tracks in thel
snow very keenly. He picked up traces:
where the fellow had left the spot-
unmistakable traces, for the toe-marksy
were deeply indented in the snowg
showing that the fellow had bee

running. |

Jimmy followed on, with the torchj
gleaming on the tell-tale track, his fac
full of excitement.

The fellow had cut away, unseen i
the deep dusk, towards the archwaj
that led info little Quad. 3

If the tracks led into Little Quady
Jimmy felt that he had him. Ther
were plenty of fellows in Big Quas
which lay between the two Houses; bul
no fellow was likely to stray away intg
Little Quad when dusk was falling, and
the bell might ring any moment fox
lock-up. If he found a fellow hanging
about, there—
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There was a sudden rush and a yell:

“Classical cad!”

«Barge him over!”

The light in Jimmy’s hand as he fol-
jowed the track in the snow had
npaturally caught many eyes. Tommy
pDodd and Cook and Doyle spotted him,
and as soon as they spotted a Classical
they barged him over.

The torch flew from Jimmy’s hand,
and he rolled over in the snow, roaring.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the three
Tommies.
“Ow! Wow!” gasped  Jimmy.

“You silly fatheads! Ow!”

He scrambled up breathlessly, only
to be barged over again, sprawling.

“Back up, Classicals!” came Lovell's
roar.

And Arthur Edward came up with a
rush.  Raby and Newcome, Morning-
ton and Rawson and Oswald came with
him, and the three Tommies were
barged over in their turn.

More Moderns came up, and more
Classicals. Jimmy Silver was in the
midst of a shouting, struggling, barg-
ing mob,

Where his torch went he did not
know. It was trampled out of sight
somewhere in the snow. And there
was no doubt that the mystery man’s
track was trampled out of sight, too.

Jimmy consoled himself by getting
hold of Tommy Dodd and rubbing his
face in the snow.

The battle was waxing fast and
furious when a bell clanged out
through the January dusk, and the
merry crowd scattered. 'Tommy Dodd
sat up dizzily with his hand on his
nose. That organ had suffered rather
Severely from Dudley Vane’s punch in
the bus, and rubbing it hard in frozen
snow had not made it feel better,

“Urrggh!” gasped Tommy. “My
Nose—ow! Jimmy Silver, you tick, I'll
come across after roll- call and punch
Your head! Urrrggh!”

“Do!” called back Jimmy, over his
shoulder. “T’ll give you some more of
the same!”
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“You Classical worm!”  yelled
Tommy,

“You Modern tick!” yelled back

Jimmy.
And Tommy Dodd was left with his
handkerchief to his nose.

CHAPTER 26,
Done in the Dark!
OT'“ said Tommy Cook.
“Rubbish!” saxd Tommy
Doyle.

Tommy Dodd looked very obstinate.

The three Tommies were in their
study in Manders’ House—the Modern
side at Rookwood.

Tommy Dodd was not so cheery and
good-tempered as usual.

His nose was swollen and painful. It
was not a thing of beauty, or a joy for
ever, and it had a distinct pain in it.

Moreover, it had ecarned Tommy
fifty lines. Mr. Manders, his House-
master, had spotted it, called it dis-
graceful, and “lined” Tommy for
showing up in the House with such a
proboscis.

“I said I'd go over and punch his
head,” said Tommy Todd, “and I'm
going over to punch his head, see?”

“Better punch Vanes,” said Cook.
“It wes that tick Vane who gave you
that boko.”

“We gave Vane toco in the bus!”
grunted Tommy. “I told Jimmy Silver
T'd punch his head—"

“Rot and rubbish!” said Doyle.

“Well, I'm going!” roared Tommy
Dodd. “Think I'm going to have
those Classical ticks making out that
I'm funking going over?”

“Leave it till to-morrow,” said
Tommy Doyle. “You can’t go over to
the Classical side after lock- -up, and you
know you can’t! I suppose you're not
going to ask Manders for leave to go
to punch a Classical chap’s head?”

“I'm going to drop out of the
lower passage window as we've done a
dozen times before!” growled Tommy
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Dodd. “I told Jimmy Silver I'd jolly
well go over and punch his head, and
twenty fellows, at lgast, heard me.
Well, I'm going to do it, and you can
go and eat coke!”

“Fathead!” said Tommy Cook.

“Ass!” said Tommy Doyle.

“Rats to you!” snapped Tommy
Dodd, and he tramped out of the study
and slammed the door after him.

He went down the stairs in a deter-
mined mood. There was hothing bitter
or malicious about Tommy Dodd, the
captain of the Modern Fourth—but his
nose was sore, and his temper was
sorer, and he did want to punch
Jimmy’s head.

He had said that he would, and all
the fellows in the quad had heard him
say so—and the bare idea of being
suspected of “funk” by the Classicals
made Tommy ready to run any amount
of risk.

And there was not a lot of risk about
it on the first night of term. Cer-
tainly, fellows were not supposed to
leave their House after lock-up. But
on the first night there was no prep,
and the fellows were allowed out of
their studies, if they liked, in the hour
and a half devoted on other evenings
to that occupation.

Prefects of the Sixth were busily
occupied with unpacking and settling
down, and not so wary as they became
later in the term.

Certainly, Mr. Manders was & very
severe gentleman, and likely to deal
with .a fellow severely for breaking
House bounds if he spotted him. But
Tommy Dodd was not going to be
spotted!

There was a window in a recess in
the Dbassage leading to the junior day-
room in Manders’ House. Tommy Dodd
strolled down the passage, and side-
stepped into that recess, unnoticed.

It was the work of a minute or less
totpush up the window-sash and slip
out.

Leaving the window ajar for his
return, Tommy Dodd scuttled away.

THE BOY WHO WALKED BY NIGHT!

Across the quadrangle, the lighted
windows of the Head’s House shone:
through the January dusk. But those,
lighted windows, in the distance, only:
ecmed to make the darkness in the/
quadrangle thicker.

But a Rookwooder, of course, knew.
every inch of the way. Near the!
fountain in the middle of the quad was
the famous old Rookwood beech, a tree.
with wide-spreading branches, older
than the buildings. The path ran under
the spreading branches of that mighty

tree.

As Tommy came into its black
shadow he gave a little start, a faint
sound falling on his ears.

He stared round him in the gloom.

It came into his mind at once that
some other fellow was out of the House.
Possibly that fellow had heard his
fontsteps and dodged out of sight.

“Hallo! Who's that?” called out-
Tommy in cautious tones.

He could hear a sound of breathing
close at hand, but could see nothing in’
the dense blackness.

ere Was No answer.

But Tommy, as he stared into the
darkness, felt a strange, uneasy thrill
as the gleam of eyes struck him from
the dark. He realised that a face was
very close to his own.

He started back with a startled ex-
clamation.

“You silly ass, who are you?” he
gasped. “What are you skulking in the
dark for, giving a fellow the creeps?”

There was a movement, and he was
seized. In the sudden grip of a pair
of powerful hands he was forced back-
wards. ;

Taken by surprise by that sudden and
unexpected attack, Tommy Dodd stag-
gered back, and went heavily to the
ground.

His assailant fell with him, still {
gripping him. A clenched hand des-
cended on him, crashing in his face,
and crashing the back of his head on
the ground with a force that half-
stunned him.
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Tommy gave a panting ery. il

who it was that had seized him in
the daris he could not begin to uess
Yenether Classical or Modern, senior
o But the strength in that iron
med too great for a Lower

or junior.
grasp
b

ntically.
“Let me
Oh, you

0y

He struggled almost fr:
«you rotter!” he panted.

10 are you? Leggo!

you coward—you brute:
Another savage blow descended on

him, with all the force of a strong arm.

with a terrific effert, Tommy almost

(hrew his assailant off.

But not quite. He was crashed down

to the earth again, and again the
clenched fist struck—and again—and
again!

Struggling frantically, dazed by the
fierce blows, Tommy Dodd punched
blindly at the unseen dark figure over
him. Another savage blow crashed his
head back on the frozen earth, and his
senses scattered.

Stunned, Tommy Dodd lay like a log.
He did net hear the sound of running
feet, did not know that his assailant
was gone. In the blackness under the
branches, he lay motionless, stunned
and senseless.

CHAPTER 27,
The Missing Man!

UDLEY VANE strolled into the

D end study, with his hands in his

bockets and a smile on his hand-

some face. He looked quite unlike the

fellow who had lost his temper so

Savagely in the school bus, and who

had scowled so biackly at Mr. Dalton

In return for his hundred lines. The

Fistical Four were in the study, dealing

With a cake that Jimmy Silver had

Unpacked, and they gave him welcom-
ing-looks.

There had been a little trouble in the
ed study between Arthur Kdward
Lovell and the new junior, but that

bad quite blown over during the
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Christmas holidays they had spent
together with Jimmy Silver,

Arthur Edward had not forgotten,
and did not want to forget, how Vano
had got him out of a deep rift, where

he lay with a damaged ankle, and
They

carried him home on his back.
had come back to Rookwood great
{riends. And Jimmy, Raby, and New-
come already liked Vane—as indeed
most of the Classical Fourth did. If
he occasionally had flashes of hot
emper, he kept that temper well in
control, and generally he was good-
humoured, kind and obliging. And he
was a first-class footballer, which
counted much in his favour.

“Hallo! Youve been a long time
taking your lines down to Dicky
Dalton!” remarked Jimmy, as the new
junior came in.

Dudley Vane laughed.

“I've been enjoying Muffin’s conver-
sation. It seems that Tubby's left all
his Christmas tips at home, by some
oversight, and arrived at Rookwood
short of cash! Touching, isn't it?”

The Fistical Four chuckled.

“Seen anything of Tommy Dodd?”
asked Jimmy.

“That Modern tick!” said Vane. “I
haven't seen anything of him in the
House.”

“Well, he wouldn’t show up for
prefects to see him out of bounds,” said
Lovell. “He would nip in quietly some-
where if he came over. But, of course,
he hasn’t—it was only Modern gas!”

“Well, if he leaves it till to-morrow
he will forget all about it,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Tommy isn’t the man to bear
grudges. I handled him rather forcibly
in the quad—the silly ass barged in
when I was after that rotter who busted
Dicky's window, and I was rather
waxyi”

“You were after—who?” asked Vane,
fixing his_eyes on the captain of the
Classical Fourth.

“The jolly old mystery man!”
grinned Raby. “From what Jimmy
says, he might have had him if those
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Modern fatheads hadn’t barged in at

the wrong moment. Jimmy was track-

ing him in the snow, like a giddy blug-
und.”

“He cut off towards Little Quad,
after busting Dicky’s window,” ex-
plained Jimmy. “I was trailing him
when those Modern asses spoiled it all.
By gum, I'd like to spot the rotter!”

Dudley Vale laughed.

““He’s had a harrow escape, then!” he
said. “Who the dickens can the fellow
be? He seems to have started his game
again pretty early in the term, if it’s

the same chap.”
“Not much doubt about that,”
remarked Newcome. “It’s the same

chap 21l right. I wonder what he’ll be

up to next? Blessed if I don’t think

the fellow must be a bit cracked!”
Kit Erroll of the Classical Fourth

looked into the end study. Jimmy

Silver waved a h;xnd with a chunk of

cake in i, in welcol
“Tro

t in, old bean o he said. “Just
m time for the cake
“Seen Morny?” askd Erroll.
“Morny! Not smce roll-call. Has

that ass gone out of bounds on the
ﬂst night of term?” grunted Jimmy.

“Well, I can’t find him anywhere.
It’s getting near dorm,” said Erroll.
“He was talking some ot about going
down to the Rooke to skate by moon-
light. It means a row if he's not back
for dorm.”

“What a fellow he is to ask for
trouble!” said Jimmy. “He likes
breaking rules, just for the fun of
them. Dalton will give him six if he
bags him. Come and have some of
this cake.”

Erroll nodded and came in. But he
was evidently worried about his erratic
chum, Valentine Mornington. It was
one of Morny’s ways to break rules
right and left, just to make the other
fellows wonder at his nerve. Thcre
was no great harm, certainly, in skating
on the frozen river by moonhght but
breaking school bounds at night was a
very serious matter indeed.

The cake finished, Jimmy Silver &
went downstairs with Erroll.” The:
they sighted Mr. Manders, the Mode

Richard Dalton. Mmdels was jus
going, and after he had gone,
Dalton stood in the open -doorwa;
looking out into the dark quad.

“If that ass Morny comes alol
ow——" murmured Lovell
“He won't let Dicky spot him; he'
too jolly wary for that!” said Jimm;
Silver.

“I say, I've been looking for yo

Jimmy!” It was Tubby Muiffin's f
squeak, “I say, what do you thin]
Jimm;

b chmk you're a fat ass, old chap.

“I mean, what do you-think’s ha
pened"’ said Tubby. “Leaving hon
in a hurry to-day, I left all my mon
behind me—"

“All the gold and banknotes,” aske
Raby, “as well as the coppers?”

“I suppose you could lend me a poun
or so till they send it on, Jimmy'
suggested Tubby. “I’ll tell you i
mediately it comes.”

“Oh, we shall see it coming!” r
marked Lovell. “I suppose they’ll senj
it on in a pan*echmcc

“Ha, ha, ha

“I could do thh five bob. The fa
is, I'm shor t—

“You are” agreed
fat!”

& o Ha, ha, ha!”

mcan Im short of money, y

fame'ld

“Hallo, What's the
Dicky?” asked Newcome.

Mr, Dalton had made a sudden ju
out of the doorway, down the ste)
There was a sound of a calling voice
the quad.

‘The juniors ran to the door.

“Manders taken a tumble,” grinn
Lovell. “It's rather slippery—"

“Something’s up!” said Jimmy.

They stared out into the shado
Mr. Manders’ excited shrill voice cor
be heard.

Jimmy, a

matter wit]
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Two figures appeared in sight, with
g third sagging between them. Manders
and Dallon were helping a junior
tow the lighted doorway. A crowd
of fellows gathered at the door, with
Jint Silver & Co. They gazed at that
uynexvected scene in amazement,

It’s Tommy Dodd!” gasped Jimmy.

The two masters came up the steps,
half leading, half carrying the Modern
junior. Tommy Dodd seemed only half
conscious. The Classical fellows gazed
m in horror.
ace was dark with bruises. There
were streaks of crimson on his cheeks.
He moaned faintly as the two masters
helped him up the steps and into the
House.

“It is Dodd!” exclaimed Mr. Man-
ders, blinking at him in the light. “A
boy of my House—out of bounds! But
what has happened to him? I stumbled
over him, lying on the path under the
beech; he appeared to be uncon-
seious——"

“He has been attacked and savagely
beaten!” said Mr. Dalton, in a low,
tense voice. “Dodd! Can you speak?
Tell us what has happened.”

Tommy Dodd groaned.

“I—I-I was set on and—and
knocked over in the dark!” stammered
Tommy. “I don’t knmow who—I—I
never saw him—my head banged on
the ground and—-—"

“What were you doing out of your
House?” thundered Mr. Manders.

“I-I was coming over to—to sce
Jimmy Silver.”

“Do know anything of this,
Siiver?” snorted Mr, Manders, spotting
the captain of the Fourth in the
Classical crowd.

. “Of course Idon’t!” snapped Jimmy
Indignantly. “You don't think I'd have
bunched you in the dark, do you,
Tommy?”

“I know you wouldn’t, old chap!”
Broaned Tommy, “It was some beastly
brute—T never had a chance. I think I
stunned—-"

“You should not have been out of
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your House!” snapped Mr. Manders,
“This is what comes of a reckless dis-
regard of rules, Dodd.”

“That is certainly true, Mr. Man-
ders,” said Richard Dalton quietly.
“But the urgent matter is to discover
who has committed this wicked and
brutal attack. Mr., Manders, I suggest
that you should ascertain immediately
whether any boy is missing from your
House, and I will do the same here.
The boy who attacked Dodd must have
broken House bounds.”

“Certainly!” said Mr. Manders.
“Come with me, Dodd. I will help you
back to your House.”

“Yes, sir,” mumbled the helpless
Tommy.

Mr. Manders whisked away again,
with Tommy Dodd leaning heavily on
his arm. Mr. Dalton shut the doox
and rapped out an order for the House
to assemble instantly in Hall, and then
hurried away to the headmaster’s study.

There was a buzz of excitement all
through the Classical side. Fellows of
all Forms crowded into Hall. Dr,
Chisholm appeared there in a few
minutes, his severe face darker and
sterner than usual. With a scuffie of
feet and a buzz of excited voices, the
Classicals crowded in. Roll was to be
taken to ascertain whether any fellow
was out of the House—and if any
fellow proved to be missing, it was
obvious that suspicion would fall upon

him.

“It’'s the mystery man again!” whis-
pered Lovell, as the Classical Fourth
gathered in their places,

“Must be!” said Jimmy Silver. “And
if any fellow’s out—— Oh, my hat!”
He broke off. “Where’s' Morny?”

“He went down to the river to skate,”.
breathed Erroll. ‘‘He's not got in yet
—it’s still half an hour to dorm! Oh,
the ass—they will think—"

“gilence!” called out Bulkeley of the
Sixth. “Silence!”

‘The Head was about to take the roll,
‘There was a breathless hush in Hall ag
Dr. Chisholm read out the names.
“Adsum” came in answer every time
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—till he came to ‘the name of
Mornington,

Then there was no reply. Dr. Chis-

holm glanced round over the packed
Hall and repeated the name in a louder

“ Mornington !”

Silence.

The Head went on with the roll. To
every other name the answer came.
Only Valentine Mornington was miss-

g,

“Mr. Dalton, it appears that a boy of
your Form is out of House bounds!”
said Dr. Chisholm grimly. “We shall
not, I think, have to look farther for
the boy who attacked Dodd—the sams

, I am assured, who committed a
series of similar outrages in the school
last term, Dismiss!”

“Morny, after all!” said Lovell, as
the Rookwooders swarmed out of Hall.
“So it's Morny who was the jolly old
mystery man last term. The tau .z
tnought of it more than once.”

0ol!” exclam*sd
i Do you think—

do,” answered Lovell coolly,
“:md <‘u does everybody else!”

Erroll opened his lips—and shut them
again. Whether Valentine Mornington
was guilty or innocent, he had con-
demned himself by his own reckless
folly,

Erroll
'mguly

'

CHAPTER 28.
Expeliesi from Rookwosd !

o ORNINGTON!”
M “Hallo, Bulkeley!”
“‘Where have you been?”

*Unpackin’.”

‘The Rookwood captain’s lip eurled.

“You can tell that to the Head!” he
said. “Follow me.”

Morny looked at him. A score of
fellows were looking at Morny, He w
back in the House—and to judge by I
careless lcok, it did not occur to him
that he had been missed. He had
turned up in gocd time for dorm, and
but for the roll-call in Hall, certainly
his absence would never have been
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covered. As it was, Bulkeley of t]
Sixth pounced upon him as socn as
was seen.

“Youre takin’ me to the Hea
Bulkeley?” asked Mcmington coolly.

“Yes; follow me.’

“But I've only been in the box-roon

unpackin”
“You can cut that out!” said Buikele|
contemptuously. *“Better not tell yoi

lies to the Head, I may as well tip y¢
that n.s known that you've been out
hounds.

= th\t on earth’s puf the idea in
1w head?” drawled Morny.

“For goodness' sake, Morny, sk
up!” almost groaned Erroll.
was taken at nine, and you wel
missed.”

Mornington was still cool and sel
possessed as he followed Bulkeley to t!
Head's study. There he found
Dalton with the headmaster. His cof
aplomb failed him a little under the
stern eyes. s

“You have returned, then,” said
Chisholm. “No doubt you are aws
what you have to expect, Mornington

E ose I'm goin' to ke cang
answered Mornington. “I ad
T've been out of bounds.”

“You admit that you laid in wait &
a Modern junior, and attacked him
the quadrangle, in the dark, and co:
mitted a brutal assault worthy only
a hooligan of the Ilowest type
exclaimed Dr. Chisholm.

“ Nothing of Lhc kind, sir!
nothing of the sort

“Where have you been, Mo.mngton
asked Mr. Dalton quietly.

“Skatin’, sir, on the ice.”

“

sir,”

T've dol

kating—at this hour of ti
night!” said Dr. Chisholm c
temptuously, “How dare you mal

wch a <t.xtement Mornington!”
true, sirt I thought it wo
be mthu a lark to skate by moonligl
Dr. Chisholm rajsed his hand.
“Mornington! Last term a series
lawless outrages were committed in b
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They have continued on the
day of the new term—first by the
ng of a master’s study window,
then by this cowardly and krutal attack
on a boy of Mr. Manders’ House. The
ulprit is discovered. at last—and will be
jmmediately expelled from Rookwood.”

Mornington stared at him blankly.

“But it was not I, sir!” he gasped.
«I never-

“You need say no more!” interrupted
the Head icily. “You were the only boy
g his House when the out-
age was discovered. If you have
mc.ned placed vourself under su;pxclon
by a mere reckless and disrespectful
disregard of authority, you have your-
CLIA to thank, But my fixed belief is

hat the author of a series of lawless
Dutmges has been discovered. You agree
with me, Mr, Dalton?”

“I cannot doubt it, sir!” answered
the master of the Fourth,

Mornington looked almost wildly from
onc to the other,

” he stammered. “But—"
Chlcholm raised his hand.

by S:Ience, Mornington! You are ex-

pelled from Rookwood! But for the

sobodl,
[

lateness of the hour I would send you
away to-night. You will leave the
schocl by an early train in the

morning

” shrieked Mornington.
“Take him away, Mr. Dalton!”

After prayers the fouowmg morning
Mr. Dalton took his seat in a taxicab,
With Valentine Mornington by his side,
and Mornington’s box on top, And as
the taxi rolled out of the gates there
Were few fellows who did not believe
that the “mystery man* of Rookwood
Was gone.

CHAPTER 29.
The Last Hopel
IMMY SILVER drew a
brcath
“Gone!” he said
A taxi burned out of the school gates.

deep
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watched by a crowd of fellows in the
quad, In if sat Mr. Dalton, L!".e master
of the Fourth, and, by his side, Valen-
tine Mornington.

Mornington of the Fourth, sacked
from the school, was starting for the
station under the charge of his Form-
master.

Morny had always been cool, and he
was cool now. His face was a little
pale, his lips were set, and his eyes
gleamed under his knitted krows, But
he was cool as ice, and he turned his
head and waved his hand to the crowd
of Rookwooders watching him go.

The taxi turned into the road.

By the gate a junior stcod—Erroll of
the Classical Fourth., Morny’s chum
looked as if he felt the blow more
severely than Morny did. He made a
step towards the taxi as it was passing
him and held up his hand. Mr. Dalton
frowned, but he signed to the driver to
stop. If Erroll wanted to say a last
good-bye to his expelled chum, Dicky
Dalton was not the man to prevent
him. And the misery in Erroll’s face
touched his heart.

The taxi halted, and Kit Erroll came
to the door. Mornington gave him a
rather wry grin,

“Better to have cut out the jolly old
last farewells, old bean,” he said lightly.
“You look rather sick, old fellow.”

“Morny!” muttered Erroll,

“Youwre not losin’ much in losin’ me,”
said Morny, “and there will be a fearful
Iot of dry eyes in the Fourth! Look at
Dicky! Jolly glad to get shuf of me,
aren’t you, Dicky?”

Richard Dalton started a little.” Prob-

ably he knew that he was called
“Dicky ” in his Form. But this was the
first time that a F‘ourth Former had
addressed him as Dick;

“Please do not be unpertment Morn-
ington!” he said sternly.

“Why not?” drawled Mornington.
“I'm sackedfarxd that’s the limit. You
can’t do anythin’ more, Dicky, excmt
see me off at the station. And you're
goin’ to render me that last favour,
whether I call you Dicky or whether
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I call you suly ass. And you are a silly
ass, you know,” went on Morny in quite
a ¢éasual tone, “Only a silly ass would
fancy that I was the sportsman who
knocked out Tommy Dodd in the dark
last night!”

Mr. Dalton compressed his lips.

“If you desire to say good-bye to
Mornington, Erroll, be brief!” he
snapped. “We have a train to catch.”

“Mr, Dalton,” breathed Erroll,
“can’t you see—Morny never did it!
Morny's as innocent as I am. He went
out of bounds last night, like the silly,
reckless ass he is—but it was a mere
chance that he was out of the House
wh-,zm Dodd was attacked in the

ark-—"

“That matter is closed, Erroll.”

“It was not Morny, sir! He’s not the
fellow they call the ‘mystery man’
who's been ragging in the school for
weeks—he's not! You know, sir, Lovell
was suspected at first, and it was proved
that he was not the fellow! Morny’s as
mnocmr as Lovell was—it’s somebody
else:

“I cannot listen to this, Erroll!” said
Mr. Daiton. “Mornington has been
judged guilty by his headmaster and
expelied—and I fully concur in the
Judument Stand back and let me
proceed.”

huoll 's hand was on the taxi window.
He did not stand back. It seemed as
if he were unable to let his chum go.

“Bite on the jolly old bullet, kid!”
said Mornington. “They’ve got the
wrong man—but they don’t know it!
Can't expect much in the way of sense
from a schoolmaster, you know.”

“Be silent!” rapped Mr. Dalton.

«Morny.” gasped Erroll, “be qu
you ass! The game’s not up yeb. It
you, the facts will come out and the
Head 1 let you come back. I'm
certain—as certain as I stand here—
that you'll be cleared, and very likely
before you reach home.”

Morny blinked at him, Mr. Dalton
stared.

W

at do you mean, Erroll?” asked

R d Dalton, “If you have any

THE BOY WHO WALKED BY NIGHT!

knowledge of the identity of the rec]
less rascal who has committed a serig
of outrages in the school—"

“I have not, sir. Nobody knows w!
the fellow is. But I know_that
fellow, brute as he is, is not all bad, an
that he will not let Mornington
sacked for him!” said Erroll earnestl,
“Pon’t you remember, sir, when yoi

posed to have done it, another outra
happened while Lovcll was in
punishment-room—-""

“What of it?” snapped Mr. Dalten.

“A lot of the fellows thought, si
and I did, that the mystery
wouldn’t let Lovell be sacked for wh
he hadn’t done, and deliberately ma.
it clear that Lovell was not the man

“Very possible!” said Mr.

B,

tain that the rotter, whoever he is, W
never stand for this,” said Erroll.
believe he will do as he did befor
and after Morny’s gone, sir, you'll fi
L‘ut the mystery man isn’t gone.

gad!” ejaculated Morningt
s face brightened.

“«Exroll, old be

in h1s own way.
Dicky, Mr. Dalton—I take it bacl
n't call you Dicky if I'm comin
back to Rookwood.”

Mr. Dalton gave him a grim look.

“You need not flatier yourself th
you will come back to Rookwood, Mor
ington!” he said. “Erroll, stand ba
at_once. Driver, proceed.”

Morny gripped his chum’s hand.

“Thanks, old man!” he said *You"
bucked me no end! I hope that sport:
man will play up as you expect.
au revoir, but not good-bye—what?”

The taxi rolled on towards Latchal

Kit Erroll walked back into the gal
way. His face was white; he seem
almost dazed by the blow that h:
fallen and tal his chum from hil
Yet there was Lope in his heart.

In all Rookwood there were only
fellows who declared their belief tz

3]
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zton was innocent—his chum,
voll, and Dudley Vane, the new
in the Fourth, Some of the

might doubt—Jimmy Silver
doubted a little—but the general belief
the chopper had come down
1t place. Morny had always

ﬁt, and now he had gone over
it. Certainly there was no hope
n uinless the mystery man proved
still in the school after he was

for
to be
gone.

To that Erroll pinned his faith,

CHAPTER 30,
A Rag on the Head!

R. CHISHOLM, headmaster of
D Rookwood, sat in his study.

- There was a thoughtful expres-
sion on his face, but he was, upon
the whole, in a satisfied mood. The
series of mysterious outrages in the
school, culminating in the brutal attack
on a Modern junior in the dark, had
been a deep woiry and problem to the
Head, and it was a relief to his mind
to have discovered the culprit and
turned him out of the school.

Morningten, judged guilty on evi-
dence that seemed complete enough,
was on his way home in Mr. Dalton’s
charge—and the matter was at an end.
At least, so the headmaster believed.
Sitting before his study fire, he gazed
into the glowing coals with a theught-
ful brow, waiting for the bell to ring—
when he was to take Mr. Dalton’s Form
during the Fourth Form master’s
absence.

A sudden gust of smoke from the fire
made him start and cough. He rose to
his feet, spluttering,

Another and another gust came from
the chimney. It was surprising, for
the day, cold and frosty, was not windy,
and even a high wind should not have
caused the chimney to smoke to such
an extent.

Dr. Chisholm backed away from the
five, surprised and angry, coughing and
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spquLcun" s of smoke followedq
So‘nnth *g evidently was wrong with
the chi ney! In a couple of minutes
the room was so thick with smoke that
the Head could hardly see his way to
the windew to open it.
He grabbed at the case
it open. To his further s
math it did not open,
“Bi my soul!”

to jerk
ise and

g e

ejaculated the
Head.

He wrenched at the window. But it
remeined fast. Something was wrong
i as well as with the chimney.
at that moment that it flashed
into the Mead’s mind that he was the
victim of ‘a “rag.” With gleaming
eyes, he bent his Thead to examine the
v, peering through curling smoke.
1ade out the head of a screw,
en deep into the wooden frame.

T}\s cxpression that came over Dr.
Chisholm’s face might have scared the
unkn ragger could he have seen it.

one, it was clear, had entered
the study while the Head was at break-
fast, and screwed up the window, The
same someone, it was equally clear, was
responsible for the smoky chimney.

Breathing hard, Dr. Chi 1m whipped
across the study to the door. He fairly
tore at the docr-handle.

The door did not open.

The key was gone. He had not
noticed that the key was gone when he
entered the study. The door was locked
on the outside. Incredible as it seemed,
someone had tiptoed along the passage
after he was in the study and locked
him ia,

“Upon my word!” gasped the Head.

The smoke was thickening. It was
plain that the chimney had been
blocked above. Swirling masses of
smoke filled the room, rolling round the
Head in clouds.

There was another door to the study
—a small one beside the fireplace. Dr.
Chisholm groped to it—he could no
longer see his way. He reached it—and
wrenched at it. It was locked—and the
key gone.
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Dr. Chisholm stood spluttering for
breath, half-chokéd by the vapour
thickening round him. He was a
er in his study, thh the smoke
g thicker and thi

He groped to_the bel‘ and rang.
Then he groped back to the door.
There was a tap—and the door-handle
turned.

“Is that you, Tupper?” called out the
Head, gasping tones.

“Yessir! You rang, sir!” came the
page’s answer.

“Open the door, Tupper!”

“Eh, sir?”

“It has been locked on the out i
hooted the Head. “Unlock it at once!”

“There ain't no key here, sir!”
answered the surprised Tupper. “I
say, sir, there’s smoke coming out

under the door, sir!
sir?”

“Gurrrrrggh!” gurgled the suffocat-
ing headmaster.

“Did you :pea‘( sir?”

“Urrrggh!”

“I didn’t ketch that, sir!”
astonished Tupper,

“Wurrggh!”

Dr. Chisholm staggered across the
study to the window again. Only a
faint glimmer through the thick smoke
showed where it was. He groped for
something to break the glass. There
was no help for it—he had to have air.
He found a Greek lexicon, and dashed
it through a pane.

Almost the whole pane went under
the crash. Fragments of glass scattered
like hail in the gquadrangle outside.
Dr. Chisholm put his face to the gap,
and gasped in the fresh air.

There was an astonished yell in the
quad. It was not yet time for class,
and plenty of fellows were there—most
of them discussing the departure of
Valentine Mornington, The crash of
the headmaster’s breaking window
dro\v a hundred eyes to the spot.

at’s the Head's window!” yelled
Arthur Edward Lovell. “I say, Dicky
Dalton’s window- was smashcd yester-
day. Now the Head's—

Is the room afire,

said the
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“Can’t be the jolly old mystery mat
again,” said Raby. ‘“He's gone!
“It’s the Head himself!” yelled Ne
come. “Look! The study’s on fi
Jimmy Silver & Co. rushed tos 'x
the Head’s window. Fifty fellows a
least rushed after them.

be sean;;asping for ai
the Sixth came rushing up.

“Fire!” yelled Tubby Mufin. *“
say, fire! Somebody ring up thy
brigade!”

“Bulkeley,” panted the Head throug]
the gap. “I have been locked in m
study, and the chimney has bee
blecked! Tell Sergeant Kettle to com|
at once, and bring his tocls, and for
the lock of my door!”

“Yes, sir!” gasped Lhe RookWoO
captain,

Je cut off at once.

More and more fellows gather
under the Head’s window. Even t]
expulsion of Mornington was forgott
now in the new excitement.

Crash! Smash! Two more pan
went, under smites from the Gre

lexicon. Smoke poured out in hea
volumes. Jimmy Silver came up to t]
window-sill

“Shall I try to open the windo
sir?” he asked. He supposed that
was jammed, somehow, as the He:
broke the glass instead of opening it.

“The window has been screwef
Silver!” answered Dr. Chisholm. *
cannot be opened, or I should not
breaking the glass, you foolish boy
The Head’s temper was not at its be

“It’s a rag!” breathed Lovell. *So
rag, believe me! Fancy any man rgf
ging the Head!”

“A rag,” repeated Kit Erroll.
eyes danced. “Yes—a rag! I jol
well knew it would come,”

Lovell stared at him.

“You knew-

“Yes, I knew,” said Erroll. *
the mystery man again—after Morn;
gone! They can’t have got to Latch:
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get—and the fellow is at his tricks
Jzain, with Morny away!”

Oh, my hat exclaimed Jimmy
cor. “If that's it—-
The fellow’s a sportsman in his own
~, said Erroll. “He’s barged
rnv clear—-"

Kettie came hurrying up
vJLh Bulleley. He went into the House,
and a ‘sound of knocking and clanging
was soon heard. Nearly all Rookwood
nad gathered under the window, where
as pouring out.
believed that Morny was
the man,” said Dudley Vane. “This
looks to me like proof of it!
The same thought was in every mind.
Whoever was guilty of that amazing
rag on the Head was the same fellow
who had 'petrated the previous out-
t there could be another
so imadly reckless, was un-
believable, One of them was surprising
enough; two of them was incredible.
vas the mystery man again, and the
n was not Valentine Morn-
not be Morny, who in
moments_was seated in a
v Dalton, heading for

The Head disappeared from the
broken window. It seemed that Ser-
geant Kettle had got his study door
open at last.

‘The bel! rang, and the Rookwood
fellows trooped away to the Form-
1 a state of buzzing excitement.
Morm was gone—the mystery man was

11 at Rookwood—and all the fellows
\\ondcxhd what was going to happen
fiext,

CHAPTER 31

A Stortling Outhreakl
ARTHEW of the Sixth came in
to take the Fourth in first lesson.

ho bad intended to replace
Form master with his

self, was otherwise occupied.
\emv and Neville and other pre-

C
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fects were also busy, hunting for the
mysterious unknown who had blocked
the headmaster’s chimney. So Car-
thew was assigned to carry on in the
Fourth—not much to the satisfaction
of that Form. He was the least popular
prefect at Rookwood, and the most un-
Dpleasant in his manners and customs,

As soon as Carthew appeared, all the

lassical Fourth knew that they had to
mind their step, as it were—which was
not easy, for the whole Form was
buzzing with excitement. Carthew had
his official ashplant under his arm, and
it wes well known that he needed very
little excuse to handle it.

So far as work went, things were
easy with Carthew; he did not like
woik, and was not likely to bother
much akout what the juniors did, or
cid not do. As no prep had been set
the previous evening—the first of the
term—there was no “con.”  Carthew
set the Form a Latin paper, by the easy
process of giving them a :eut‘on of the
2

ve himself trouble he gave them
the beginning of the first hook, which
most of the fellows knew almost by
heart, so all was easy so far. But when
Arthur Edward Lovell. whispered to
Jimmy Silver that he wondered what
the big beak was going to do about
Morny, a sudden whop on the knuckles
made Arthur Edward jump and utter a
yell that woke the echoes of the Form-

=
Q

m.
“Don't talk in class!” said Carthew

genially.
Lovell gave him a glare.
“Look here——" he bawled.

“Silence, Lovell! If you speak again
rn h:we you out to give you six of the
best

Lovcll controlled hi$ feclings with
difficulty. The scratching of pens was
resumed in the Form-room, and Car-
thew strolled about, his cane under
his arm, waiting for another excuse to
handle if.

He went to the window and looked
out into the quad. His back was to the
class for the moment.
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In that moment there came a sudden
‘whiz, and something smote Carthew on
the back of the head. He gave a howl,
and his nose tapped on the glass.

There was a gurgle of merriment
from the Classical Fourth. But as the
bully ot the Sixth spun round from
the window, with a furious face, all the
juniors bent sedulously over their desks.
An apple rolled on the floor—the mis-
sile that had clumped on the back of
Carthew’s head.

“Who threw that apple?” roared
Carthew.

No answer.

“Stand up, Lovelll”

Arthur Edward stood up.

“I never threw it, Carthew!” he said
meekly.

“I believe you did!”

“Well I didn’t!” grunted Lovell.

“You'did—and Tl jolly weil t"M,h
you not to buzz apples at a p:
“Bend over

snarled Carthew. vcur
desk.”
“It wasn’t Lovell, Carthew,” said

Dudley Vane ‘“He never moved.”

“Perhaps you saw who it was!”
snapped Carthew.

“Oh, quite!” assented Vane.

“Who was it, then?”

It was like the bully of the Sixth to
ask a fellow to “sneak ” about another
fellow. No man in the Fourth was
likely to do so, least of all, as it hap-
pened, Dudley Vane—for it was Vane
who had buzzed the apple!

“Do you hear me, Vane?”
Carthew.

“I'm not deaf!” answered the new
Junior.

“You say it was not Lovell who threw
that apple, and that you saw who it
was! Give me his name at once.”

“Look here, Carthew—" began
Jimmy Silver.

“Hold your tongue, Silver!
stand out before the Form!”

Vane hesitated a moment, and then
stepped out.  Carthew stood before
him, his ashplant gripped in his hand.

hooted

Vane,
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“Now give me the name!”
savagely.

“I won’t!” answered Vane coolly.

“YOu won’t! Bend over that deskf
the

I wont do that, either.”
was a deep breath
h.  Carthew stared at the ne
junior as if hardly able to believe hi
cars.

“You—you won't!” he gasped.

“No! You've no right to ask a fellos
to sneak or to cane him for refusin
. Dalton wouldn’t——"

“Never mind Mr. Dalton now.
over that desk!” roared Carthew.

Vane stood motionless. Carthe
made a stride at him, gripped him
the collar with his left hand, a
wrenched him towards the desk.
blaze came into Dudley Vane’s eyes. |

He twisted in the prefect’s gra
turned on him, and grappled with hi
Carthew, taken by surprise, went rog
ing back in the junior’s grasp.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Lovell.
old man, chuck it!”

All the Classical Fourth were ¢n th
feet now. It was an amazing scene
a Rookwood Form-room.

Carthew, rallying, exerted
strength and bore the junior
But, to his amazement, and to
amazement of the Form, Dudley V:
held his own. Carthew was no gr
athlete, but he was a Sixth Form m:
head and shoulders bigger than Vai
and all the fellows expected to see V
crumple up in his grip. Instead
which, the new junior not only held
own, but more than his own, = Cart
rocked back again and again frani
il}y in a grasp that was too strong

im.

he sai

in thi

Be:

“val

ba

He went staggering back, and
flung headlong to the ficor. He land
there on his back with a terrific cr:

Vane stood over him, panting, w
with flashing eyes, his fists clencl
The Fourth stared at him, d
founded.
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carthew lay gasping. He could
pardly belicve that he had been floored
nior of the Fourth Form.
scrampled up. The cane had
from his hand. He rushed at the
of the Fourth with his fists
ed. Carthew’s temper, too, was
control now.

Under the amazed, staring eyes of
the Fourth, Vane stood up to the tower-
Sixth Form man. The juniors
carcely believe their eyes as they
him dash Carthew’s savage, lash-

f{f fists aside and hit out, knocking the
gixth Form man backwards.

Crash!

Carthew of the Sixth went down

again, more heavily than before. As
he sprawled, Vane jumped at him,
grasped him by the collar, and dragged
him by sheer strength to the door. He
tore the door open, rolled the gasping,
spluttering bully of the Sixth into the
doorway, and kicked him into the
passage.
“Vane!” shrieked Jimmy Silver in
helecss dismay.
On, crikey!” gasped Tubby Muffin.

“Vane, you mad ass—" roared
Lovell.

Dudley Vane did not heed. He
kicked and kicked till Carthew, yelling,
Tolled out into the passage. Vane
slammed the door on him.

Then he looked round at the staring
juniors. He seemed suddenly to recol-
lect himself. Crimson flushed into his
white face. He went quietly back to
is place and sat down.

“You utter ass!” said Oswald. “Yowll
¢ sacked for that!”

Vane did not answer. He did not
00k up. Quietly he took up his pen
ad resumed his task. Carthew did
0t come back. The Fourth remained
disturbed till suddenly there came
e sound of a taxi outside the House.
Toll ran to a window.

“It’s Dicky!” he shouted.
orny’s  come back with
Wrrah !

“and—
him!
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CHAPTER 32,
Called to Account!
ALENTINE MORNINGTON
\/ walked into the Fourth Form
Room with his hands in his
pockets and a cheery grin on his face.
He nodded to the juniors, as cool as
ever. All the fellows werc out of their
places—except  one. Dudley Vane,-
with a dark, depressed look on his face,
sat still at his desk, his eyes on his
Latin paper. He gave Morny only one
quick glance as he came in, and then
went on wr But the rest of the
Classical Fourth crowded round Morn-
ington, and Erroll thumped him joy-
fully on the back.

“Anybody glad to see me =again?”
yawned Morny. “I know Muffin's
missed me—he hasn't borrowed any-
thing of me this term yet.”

“Yah!” said Tubby Muffin.

“So youre back again!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Looks like it, doesn’t it? =~ Turned
up again like a jolly old bad penny!”

grinned Mornington. “You were right,
Exrol old man! I gather that the
mystcry sportsman started his pranks
again after I went?”

“That’s right!” said Lovell.
how did you know?”

Mornington chuckled.

“When we got to ILatcham the
station-master sorted Dicky out, and
told him the big beak had rung up and
wanted to speak to him on the ’phone,”
he explained. “You should have seen
Dicky's face when he had taken the
call!” It seems that the mystery man
broke out again, and the Head jumped
to it that I wasn’t the bloke, as I was
miles away—remarkably intelligent
deduction for a schoolmaster to make—
the old bean’s brain must have been
working at double pressure—what? So
instead of slammin’ me in the train
for home, dear old D'cky hiked me
back in the taxi—and her:

“And the expulsion’s w: asbsd out?”
asked Erroll.

“Sort of,” agreed Morny.

69

@

“But

“In fact,
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I score all along the line. s the

wronged victim of unjust suspicion, I'm
rather an object of sympathy. Dicky's
forgotten that I cheeked him in the
b—and the Head has pardoncd me

cal

in view of ny Jolly old narrow escapc
from ge it in the neck. All
fully excitin’, my beloved ‘earers, but
I'm glad it’s over!”

“Gratters, old bean!” said Lovell
“I thought they'd got the right man.”

“You would!” assented Morny.
“With a brain like yours, old man, you
might think anythin’.”

“Look here, you cheeky ass—"

“Speech may be taken read!”
yawned N \Iommgton “Dicky’s gone to
the Head to jaw. I understood therc
was a prefect in charge here—has he
left you on your jolly old own?”

“Vane kicked him out,” said Raby.

Mornington jumped.

“Eh—what?  Pulling my
ejaculated.

“Honest Injun!”

“Kicked a prefect out?” said Morny.
“Well, by gad, that's outsi even my
limit! Looks to me as if there’s goin’
to be another expulsion—without the
happy victim bein’ recalled this time!
Are you potty, Vane?”

Dudley Vane did not answer or look
up. With a black brow, he gave all his
attention to his task—the only fellow
in the Classical Fourth who was doing
s0.

“But tell me what happened,” went
on Morny. “What jolly old larks has
the mystery man been playin’ while I
was off the scene and couldn't enjoy
the fun?”

leg?” he

A dozcn voices told him. Morny
whistled.
“Blockin’ up the Head’s chimney—

lockin’ the old bean in his study!” he
said. “Some lad, that chap! I hope
they won't spot him. He's a wild
beggar, and no mistake—but I tell you
men, he’s a good bit of a sportsman.”

The Form-room door opened again,
and Richard Dalton came in. There
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was a scamper of the juniors to the
places.

Mr. Dalton eyed them with a fro

“Is not a prefect in charge he
Silver?” he asked

“He—he_left the
stammered Jimmy.

“Indeed! That is no excuse for
order. Take your places at once!”'s:
Mr. Dalton severely.

Evidently Richard Dalton had
been informed of what had happe
to Carthew of the Sixth. Nobody
the Fourth was likely to tell hi
Second lesson followed, and maty
went on more or less normally; but
in the Classical Fourth were gb
much thought to the lesson. It
been an exciting morning at Rookwe
and there was going to be more exc]
ment when Dudley Vane was calle
account.

The Fourth was dismissed for b
at last. Valentine Mornington
looking very brigit and cheerful a:
went out with Erroll. With all
assumption of cool indifference, thi
was no doubt that the dandy of
Fourth was immensely relieved by
way matters had turned out for hi

A man from Latcham was seen
pairing the broken window of
Head’s study. PRut it was soon lear]
that no discovery had been made of
mysterious ragger. A garret win
that gave access to the roof had b
found open, and a folded blanket
been fished out of the chimney-]
but to the fellow who had done
deed, there was no clue whatever.

was the mystery man, that |
certain.  That the Head believe
was clear from his action in recal
Mornington.  The secret ragger
still at Rookwood, and nothing
known about him for certain.

Who was he?

That was as perplexing as ever.

Dudley Vane took no part in the,
cussion on the subject. He walke
the quad, with his hands driven
into his pockets, and a black clou
his brow. Evidently he was thin]

Form-rcom, siy
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of what must follow his fierce outbreak
of temper in the Form-room. Neville
f the Sixth came out of the House,

gmncu round, and called to him:
“Vane!

Youwre
er's study!”
ery well, Neville,” answered Vane
uietly.
uHe went into the House, and slowly
made his way to Richard Dalton’s
study. Carthew of the Sixth was there,
with the Fourth Form master. His
eyes glittered at Vane as he came in.
The new junior-took no notice of him.
He looked at Mr. Dalton.
_ “You sent for me, sir?”
. “I have received a most extra-
ordinary report from Carthew, Vane,”
said Mr. Dalton severely. “Is it pos-
sible that you so far forgot yourself as
to attack a Sixth Form prefect placed
in charge of my Form by the head-
master?”

Vane breathed hard.

“I m smry siri Carthew ordered me
to speak, and I wouldn’t. No fellow in
the .mm would have done it!”

“I ordered him to give the name of
the fellow who threw an apple at my
head, sir,” said Carthew, as Mr.
Dalton’s glance turned on him.  As
he refused, I was going to cane him,
when he—-

“You should have given no such
order, Carthew. To cane a bhoy for
Tefusing to accuse another boy was an
act of tyranny!” snapped Mr. Dalton.
“In other circumstances, a junior would
& expelled for striking a prefect—but
You appear to have acted wrongly in
he first place.”

Jarthew set his teeth.

“The Head—" he bega

“The Head would nob “uphold your
iction any more than I do,” said
rd Dalton. “I shall not report
to the Head. But you, Vane, will
everely punished for your action. I
carcely understand such extra-
hary and uncontrolled violence on
¢ part of a boy usually so well-
ved—a boy I have alwass con-
d a credit to my Form.”

v\amnd in your
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“I'm sorry, sir!” said Vane, in a low
voice. “I lost my tnmper when Car-
(h(‘w laid hands on me.’
“No doubt! You must learn to con-
trol your temper better,” said Mr,
Dalion sharply. “You refused to bé
caned by Carthew. You will now be
caned by him in my presence, and at
my order. Refuse, and I shall take you
to Dr. Chisholm, and I warn you that
you will be sent home by the next
trai

“'I should never refuse to obey you,
sir!”

“I am glad of that!” said Dicky
Dalton dryly. “Carthew, take that
cane! Vane, bend over that chair!”

Dudley Vane, silently, with com-
pressed lips, bent over, There was no
sign about him now of the fierce, pas-
sionate temper he had displayed in the
Form-room. He had himself well
hand.

Carthew gripped the cane, his eyes
gleaming. He \Vould have preferred to
see the junior “sacked,” but he was
going to make the most of the caning.
He swished the cane in the air, and
brought it down with a tremendous
swipe.

Six times the cane rose and fell, and
every cut was as hard as the bully of
the Sixth could lay it on. Mr. Dalton
looked on grimly. Not a sound came
from Dudley Vane. His face was white,
and his eyes burned, but he shut his
teeth hard, and bore the infliction in
silence.

“That will do, Carthew!” said Mr.
Daiton sharply, as the prefect seemed
disposed to continue after the “six”
had been administered.

Carthew laid down the cane, and left
the study. Dudley Vane rose, breath-
ing very hard. His cyes dropped before
Mr. Dalton’s steady g

“You may go, anu” smd the Fourth
Form master quietly.

Dudley Vane left the study.

Richard Dalton sat with his eyes
fixed on the door that had closed be-
hind the new junior, a deep line of
thought on his brow.
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CHAPTER 33.
An Alibi!
o UFFIN, old man, what’s the
M time?”

Tubby Muffin blinked at
Dudley Vane.

They were in the end study, after
prep. In Study No. 4, along the pas-
sage, Valentine Mornington and Erroll
were holding rather a celebration.
Morny was standing a study supper to
celebrate his happy return to Rookwood
after so narrow an escape of the
“sack,” and he had invited as many
fellows as the study would hold—and a
few more.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were all there,
with a crowd of other fellows. Dudley
Vane had been asked, but he had

politely declined, which did not matter
a bean to Morny. Study No. 4 was

crammed, anyhow. And there was,
alas! no room for Cecil Adolphus
Muffin.

In which circumstances it was grate-
ful and comforting to Tubby, when
Vane came strolling along the passage,
for the new junior to ask him to step
into the end study and share a cake.

Vane sat down with his back to the
fireplace. The study clock was on the
mantelpiece, behind him.

Still, it rather surprised Tubby for
Vane to ask him the time. He could
have seen the clock by turning his

ead.

“It’s just mine o'clock, old chap! I
say, this is a jolly good cake!” said
Muffin, with his mouth full. “I say,
you're not eating any!” Muffin blinked
sympathetically. “Still feeling that
whopping—what?”

“I've got some work to do,” remarked
Vane. “Like to take the C”dic to your
study and finish it, Muffin’

“I say, youre awfully decent, old
chap!” said Muffin. There was nothing
that Tubby would have liked better.
“Sure you don’t want any?”

“Quite!” said Vane, with a smile.

“Right-ho, then!”

Tubby Muffin rolled out of the end
study with the cake.
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Ten minutes later them was a tr 1

open, and the Fxsb!cal “Four tramy
cheerily in.

“Hallo, swotting?” asked Lovell,
he saw Vane seated at the table w
his books.
said Vane carelessly. “Morny’s i
party over?”
,” said Jimmy = Silver. “
were rather an ass not to come, Vg
Jolly good spread and the best of cf
pany—ours!”

Dudley Vane laughed.

“I wasn't feeling like it,” he
“And I've had a cake with Muffin-
was here a little while ago.
better chuck this.”

He snapped his books shut and
to his fee 4
“Hallo! What does Dicky wani
ejaculated Raby.

He was standing in the doorw!
and he had a sudden view of
Dalton coming hurriedly up the }
sage from the stairs.

The Fourth Form master camed
to the end study with rapid strig
He looked in at the door,
pression on his face startling the chi
of the Fourth as they saw it.

“Oh, you are here, Vane!” exclaif
Mr. Dalton.

“Yes, sir,” answered Vane.

“Has anything happened, sir?”
tured Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, Silver,” said Mr. Dalton qui
“Carthew of the Sixth Form has bf
attacked in his study.”

“Oh"’ gasped Jimmy.

“The mystery man again!” exclail
Lovell.

“Vane,” said Mr. Dalton, in the sd
quiet tone. “I cannot help reca
your extraordinary outbreak in i
Form-room this morning and the
that Carthew punished you severelf
my presence. Where were you at
o'clock?”

“Nine o'clock!” repeated Vane.

“At nine o'clock,” said Mr. B
“Carthew went to his study, It wa
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course, dark, and before he could switch
on the light he was struck down
some person concealed in the study.
The weapon used was a heavy ruler-—
which has been found. Carthew was
stunned and—-"

“Stunned!” breathed Jimmy.

“He remained unconscious for some
time,” continued Mr. Dalton. “He has,
in fact, only just recovered sufficiently
to make known what has happened.”

The juniors stood silent and horrified.
Carthew was a brute and a bully, but
this was terrible news. Of all the out-
rages that had occurred at Rookwood
School since the mystery man had
begun his lawless career, this was the
very worst!

“Carthew remembers the exact time
he went to his study,” went on Mr.
Dalton. “He heard the hour strike—it
was exactly nine. Vane, I require to
know where you were at nine o’clock?”

“I was in this study at nine o’clock,
sir, with Muffin,” replied Vane.

“Muflin!” repeated Mr. Dalton.

“Yes; he came in to help me with a
cake. Lucky he did, if you suspect me
of having knocked Carthew out in his
study!” added Vane, with a con-
temptuous curl of the lip.

“Silver, fetch Muffin here.”

Jimmy Silver left the end study with-
out a word. i

I3
<

He came back in a few
minutes with Cecil Adolphus Mufiin.
Tubby was looking a little alarmed,

“Muffin, you have been in this study
with Vane since preparation?” asked
Mr. Dalton.

“Yes, sir!” gasped Tubby. “Vane
asked me to have some of his cake, and
then—

“At what
Muffin?”

“Nine o'clock, sir, when I noticed the
time.”

Mr. Dalton glanced at the clock and
at his watch. The clock was right.

“How long had you been here, Muffin,
when you noticed that it was nine
o’clock?” .

“Only a few minutes, sir—five or six,
I suppose,” said the mystified Muffin.

time were you here,
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Mr. Dalton stood silent.
Edward Lovell winked at his chums
with the eye farthest from the Form-
master. According to Tubby’s evidence,
evidenily sincere, Vane had been in the
study before five minutes to nine—and
it was at nine that Carthew had been
knocked out.

An alibi could hardly have been
clearer. ~ Whoever had knocked Car-
thew out with the ruler, it seemed im-
possible that 1t could have been Dudley
Vane.

“Very well,” said Mr. Dalton, at last,
“I must regard you as cleared of sus-
picion, Vane! I regret that such 2 sus-
picion occurred to me—your own out-
break of ungovernable temper was the
cavse. So far as you are concerned,
the matter ends here.”

And the Fourth Form master strode
away down the passage. Jimmy Silver
& Co. looked at one another—Vane
shrugging his shoulders. It was one
more mystery added to the already long
list, and it looked as if no investigation
would ever be able to penetrate the
mystery of Rookwood.

3
Arthur

CHAPTER 41,

Lovell, as Usual!

“ OT after lights
Jimmy  Silver,

out!” said
shaking his

Arthur Edward Lovell looked at hin.

“Fathead!” he said politely. =

“What I mean is- ” began Jimmy.

“Never mind what you mean, old
chap,” interrupted Lovell. “I've told
you what I mean. If you've got cold
feet you can stand out on them. See?”

Jimmy shook his head again.
“Uncle James” of Rookwood was not
likely to be suffering from “cold feet.”
Lovell, as usual, required the brake to
be put on.

“A dormitory raid is all very well,”
explained Jimmy, “and I dare say it
would be a lark to roll Smythe of the
Shell out of bed. I've no objection to
a pillow fight, if it comes to that. But—
er—"
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For the third time Uncle James of
Rookwood shook his head.

“But what?” demanded ‘Raby.
harm in a lark.”

“And that ass, Smythe, wants rag-
ging!” said Newcome.

“And we're jolly well going to do it!”
bawled Lovell, in tones that rang far
beyond the end study and echoed down
the Classical Fourth passage.

“Listen to your Uncle James!” said
Jimmy Silver severely. “You know
what happened to Mornington a week
or two ago. He was out of House
bounds when that mysterious beast,
whoever he is, hammered Tommy Dodd
in the d: Morny was nearly sacked
on suspicion—he just asked for it.
Until the mystery man of Rookwood is
found out and bunked we’'d better mind
our step.”

“Rot!” remarked Lovell.

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” exclaimed
Jimmy4 “Suppose something happened
while a fellow was out of his dorm?
He would be under suspicion at once,
Jjust as Morny was that time.”

Raby and Newcome nodded assent to
that. Dudley Vane, the new junior,
who was sitting on the corner of the
study table, listening to the discussion,
nodded, too. Buft Arthur Edward
Lovell only snorted. Arthur Edward
had many gifts and qualities, but sweet
easonableness was not included among
them. Opposition only made Lovell
more determined.

“Rubbish!” he said. “For one thing,
that blessed mystery man hasn't been
heard of for a week—not since Car-
thew of the Sixth was cracked on the
head with a ruler in his study. My
belief is that he’s got frightened at
what he’s done, and chucked his potty

“No

games.”

“You think so, Lovell?” asked
Dudley Vane.

“Yes, I jolly well do! Anyhow, he's

not hkuly to be up to his tricks to-night,
just when we're raiding the Shell dor-
mitory. And I don’t care twopence if
he is!” added Lovell. “I told Smythe
T'd look in ana Jang him with a pillow

WHO WALKED BY NIGHT!

for putting on swank. And if I don't

“Thanks, but a wooden football
wouldn’t be much use to me!” answered'

Jimmy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, you cheeky ass!” roared;
Lovell. “Lxe a jolly good mind—-"

“Use it, old fellow, if you've got one,”
urged Junmy “Looks to me as if youg
haven't

Lovcll glared at him, while his com.
rades  chuckled. Arthur Edward]
seemed at a loss for words for g
moment. Taking advantage of th
pause, Jimmy Silver went on:

“I don’t believe the mystery man has
chucked it. He's lying low for a bit;
that’s all. I know the beaks don’
think he’s chucked it. They’re watch<
ing for him like cats, and I've a joll;
strong suspicion that some of the pres
fects stay up at night to keep watch, to
nail him if he prowls.

taken up before the Head on suspicion’
of being that sportsman.
enough!”

“Rubbish!” roared Lovell.

And with that, 1
stamped out of the end study and shut:
the door after him with a slam. :

Half an hour later Mr. Dalton, the
master of the Fourth, was seeing ligh
out for the Form. Dicky Dalton’s face,
wont to be cheery and good-humoured
was very grave in expression.

The mystery of Rookwood Schot
weigned on his mind. Weeks hady
passed since tlte first of the strange and
mysterious series of outrages had been
committed, and there was not the re
motest clue to the perpetrator. Thé
whole staff, from the Head down, wa:
puzzled and perturbed, and wondering
too, when and how the mysterious
ragger might break out again.

Twice the finger of suspicion had
Mornington. In.each case it had prove
been pointed—once at Lovell, once
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to be a mistake. The mystery man was
one of some hundreds of fellows, but
whether senior or junior, or Classical
or Modern, no one could say.

Certainly it was no time for any
fellow to be recklessly regardless of
rules. All the fellows realised that—
except Arthur Edward Lovell.

‘When Dicky Dalton had turned off
the light, and had gone, Lovell sat up
in bed.
“Better give him time to get clea
he remarked.

“Better go to sleep, like a sensible
chap!” said Jimmy.

“Who’s coming with me to pillow that
ass Smythe?” demanded Lovell, ad-
dressing the Fourth Formers.

tsl' came in unanimous response
from nearly every fellow,

“Well, of all the rotten funks!” said
Arthur Edward, in utter disgust. “All
right, then. Il go alone!”

Arthur Edward slipped out of bed
and jammed on his trousers and a pair
of slippers. He snorted scornfully as
heddld 50, Jimmy Silver sat up in

“You silly, obstinate, pig-headed
bandersnatch——" he said.

“Oh, shut up!” snapped Lovell.
“Keep in bed and try to get your feet
warm!”

Jimmy stepped out of bed. Having
done his best to restrain his hot-
headed and hare-brained chum, and
having failed, Uncle James was not
going to let him go alone. The end
study ~always stood shoulder to
shoulder, Raby and Newcome silently
followed his example.

Lovell blinked at them in the glim-
mer of winter starlight from the high
windows.

“Oh, you're coming!” he grunted.

“Yes,” answered Jimmy; “and if we
get snaffled by a beak or a prefect
we'll jolly well scrag you when we get
back.”

“Leave it to me, and I'll see you
through all right,” said Lovell “It
won’t take us five minutes to mop up
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Smythe and Tracey and Selwyn, and
that gang in the Shell. Come on!*

And the Fistical Four quitted the
dormitory and stepped out to the
dark passage. It was a quarier of an
hour since Richard Dalton had gone,
and that was ample time for the beak
to get clear. They had to go down
the passage, and round a corner by
the big landing to reach the door of
the Shell dormitory. They tiptoed
away silently.

Jimmy Silver gave a sudden start as
they reached the landing. In the dark-
ness there he caught a faint move-
ment.

He stopped, his heart beating faster,

The thought of the mystery man, the
unknown lawless prowler of Rookwood,
came uncomfortably into his mind. It
was not a pleasant thought, to run into
the ruffianly rascal who ham-
mered Tommy Dodd scnseless, and
stunned Carthew of the Sixth with a
ruler.

His three companions heard the
sound at the same moment and
stopped, too, with the same disturbing
thought in their minds,

Someone was hidden in the darkness
on the landing, and who could it be,
skulking there in the dark, but the
mysterious prowler?

The next moment a startled
from Lovell broke the silence.

“Oh! He's got me! Oh!”

There was a fall, a bump, a scuffle,
and then the sounds of a desperate
struggle in the darkness.

yell

CHAPTER 35.
a Lemn for Loveil!

RTHUR WARD LOVELL
A struggled wxld]y, almost fran-
tically. He forgot all about
the raid on Smythe & Co.—he forgot
that he was outside his dorm after
lights out, a serious matter if dis-
covered. He forgot everything, but the
startled horror of that sudden grasp
In the black darkness. He yelled and
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howled incoherently as he rolled over,
struggled madly in the strong hands.

Not for a moment did he doubt that
he had run into the “mystery man” in
the dark!

A horrified terror thrilled through all
his veins. Jimmy, Raby, and New-
come peered and groped round them,
striving to get to Lovell’s help. Two
struggling figures, rolling over, crashed
against Jimmy’s legs, and sent him
spinning. He clutched hold of Raby
and Newcome as he went, and
dragged them over with him.

A light gleamed on the staircase.

Someone was hurrying up from the
lower landing, with an electric torch
gleaming in his hand.

“Have you got him, sir?”

It was the voice of Bulkeley of the
Sixth, the captain of Rookwood.

“I think so, Bulkeley!
the light!”

That answer came from the unseen
one who was grasping Lovell.  The
yoice made Jimmy Silver & Co. wonder
whether they were dreaming—for it
was the volce of their Form-master,

Richard Dalton.

There was a sudden flood of illumina-
tion as Bulkeley switched on the land-

Switch on

ing light.
Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome
scrambled to thelr feet. Bulkeley

stared at them blankly as he saw them
in the light.

Mr. Dalton staggered up, with his
prisoner still struggling in his power-
ful grasp. He, too, stared blankly at
the three.

“Silver! Raby! Newcome!” he
med, “What are you doing out of
ormitory? And this—— Lovell!”
gurgled Lovell breath-
“Urrggh!  Oh, crikey! Ow!”
. Dalton released him.  Arthur
Edward Lovell leaned on the wall,
gasping for breath. His eyes almost
ropped from his head as the light re-
vealed his Form-master.

Evidenlly there had been a mistake
in the dark. It was not the mystery
man—it was Mr. Dalton, on the watch

WHO WALKED RBY NIGHT!

And it was clear that he
g ad seized for

3 D
Jimmy Silver compressed his lips. He
mentally resolved to kick Lovell.
it is you!” said Mr. Dalton
quietly. “Explain at once why you
are out of your dormitory, Silver!”
“It—it—it was a—a lark, sir!” stam-
mered Jimmy. “Only a lark on the
Shell, sir! = We were going to pdlow
Smythe 1
“And ab such a t:mc as this,
wateh is being kep
lawless character
indulge in what you
call a lark, after lights- ou‘ 17 exclaime
Mr. Dalton sternly. 1
Jimmy hung his head.

the moment he had nothing to say.
“Lovell, how dared you resist whe
I seized you?” asked Mr. Dalton.
“I—I—I never dreamed it was you,
sir!” faltered Lovell. “I—I thought
yow'd gone down to your study! I—T
—I thought it was that beast who had |
got hold or me in the dark—that mys-.
tery brute!

Lovell *huddc!‘éd He was reassured.

the dark by unseer hands

“You deserve the fI 1ght you have]
had, you stupid boy!” snapped Mr.
Dalton. “You are fortunate not to bel
suspected of being the rascal for whom
I was on the watch. Go back}
to your dormitory. I shall cane you
all in the morning with the greatest.
severity.”

In dismal silence the TFistical Four
trooped back e Fourth Formj
dormitory. In sxle nce, they went in,
and Jimmy Silver closed the door.

All the Classical Fourth were sittin;
up in bed. The uproar had reache
every ear in the dormitory.

“Spotted?” asked Dudley Vane.

“Snaffled?” grinned Mornington.

Jimmy Silver breathed hard an
deep.
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“That idict Lovell!” he said.

“Oh, draw it mild!” exclaimed
Lovell warmly. “Was it my fault?”

“Whose fault was it, then?” howled
Raby.

“Don’t yell at me! How was I to
know that Dicky Dalton was squatting
there in the dark, keeping watch for
the mystery man?” demanded Lovell.

“Oh, my hat! Was he?” howled
Mornington. “And you walked into
him! Ha, ha!”

“Nothing- to snigger at!” growled
Lovell. “He grabbed me in the dark,
and thought I was the mystery man,
and I thought he was—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, snigger!”
“Funny, isn’t it?
whopped in the morning!
funny, too, I suppose?”

“ Well, you've jolly well asked for it!”
chortled Peele,

“Oh, shut up!” snorted Lovell.
“Wed better turn in, you men, in case
that ass Dicky gives us a look-in.
Better give him plenty of time to clear
now. I suggest waiting an hour before
we go for Smythe.”

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome
blinked at Lovell.

They had been considering whether
to kick him from one end of the dormi-
tory to the other, or to bang his head
on a bedstead. Lovell, apparently quite
unaware that he had excited his com-
rades’ dire wrath, had not, it seemed,
given up his idea of raiding the Shell
and pillowing Smythe & Co.

After what had happened, Lovell was
still thinking of that dorm raid! Un-
doubtedly Arthur Edward was a

snorted Lovell.
We're going to get
That’s

sticker! 3
“No good taliing to him!” said
Jimmy Silver. “Actions speak louder

ihan words—and words are wasted on
that fathead, anyhow! Collar him!”
“Look here——" roared Lovell.
Three pairs of hands fastened on
him like one, and he roared as he was
swept off his feet.
Bumnp!
“Whooop!”

7

Bump!

“ Yoo-hoooop !

“Now are you going out of the dorm
again?” hissed Jimmy Silver.

“Ow!  Yes! I—

Bang!

Arthur Edward Lovell's head smote
& bedpost. His head was hard, but the
bedpost was harder. The bed almost
rocked under the concussion. Lovell
gave a frantic howl.

“Now are you going back to bed?”

“No! I—— Yarcooh!”

Bang!

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a ripple along
the rows of beds.

“Ow! TLeggo! I—I—TIl chuck it,
if you like!* gasped Lovell. “I—I—
Ill go back to bed! Wow! My head
aches! wl”

Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome swung
him up, and hurled him bedily on his
bed. He landed there with a crash.

“Now,” said Jimmy Silver, in con-
centrated tones, “you turn out again,
you blithering idiot, and we’ll tie you
down to the bed with the sheets!
Mind, I mean that!”

“Ow-ow!  You silly ass—wow!”

Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome went
back to bed.

So did Lovell. He had aches
and pains distributed over his person
than he could have counted. ~ Even
Arthur Edward Lovell did not want any
more.

Slumber descended on the Classical
Fourth dormitory. Lovell was the last
. It was quite a late hour
Arthur Edward forgot his
aches and pains in balmy repose.

CHAPTER 36.
Mulfin is Mystified!
i ARD cheese!” said Dudley Vane.
H sympathetically.

It was the following morning,
and the Pourth had gathered at the
door of their Form-room.

Jimmy Silver & Co. came up the
passage to join the waiting Form.
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Some of the Fourth smiled at them
8s they came. Tubby Mufiin gave a
fat chortle.

The aspect of the Fistical Four was,
perhaps, a little comic. They wriggled
up the passage rather than walked.
Arthur Edward Lovell seemed to be

imself up like a pocket-
emly the four had been
through _it. Richard Dalton had
dealt with them faithfully for their
escapade overnight.
ow!” gxoane(l Lovell. “Wow!”
Lovell had had it hardest. Probably
Dicky Dalton had guessed that the hot-
headed Arthur Edward was the chief
offender.

“Hurt?” asked Tubby Muffin.

Lovell gave him a glare.

“Oh, no!” he said, with ferocious
sarcasm. ‘“Enjoying it! I'm making
tms row to show how amused I am!”

“Hard luck!” said Mornington.
“But you really asked for it, you know.
Dicky was bound to come down heavy.”

“I don’t see it,” said Dudley Vane.
“No great harm in a dorm raid. That
ass Dalton shouldn't have been up
watching—it was his own fault the
fellows barged into him. Beaks
shouldn’t prowl round o’ nights.”

“Well, I don't see how they’re to nail
the mystery man if they don’t watch
for him,” said Jimmy Silver, Uncle
James was wriggling, like his friends,
but he kept his just balance of mind.
“The fact is, we asked for what we
got—at least, Lovell did! But it's all
the fauit of that dashed mystery
brute. Id like to spot him and punch
his lly head

5
udicy me laughed.

“’I'hats not, hkely," he said. “Who-
ever the fellow is, he seems to know
how to keep himself pretty dark.
Dalton can sit up every night, with a
wet towel round bis head, if he likes—
but he won't snaflle him! I rather
think Dalton amuses him.”

“Shurrup!” whispered Erroll, as Mr.
Dalton stepped into the passage and
came up to the Form-room door.

Vane coloured a little. It was fai
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plain that Richard Dalton had over-|
heard his remark, which had been
spoken quite loudly and carelessly.

But the Fourth Form master took ng
notice of it. He opened the Form.
reom door, and the juniors went in and
teok their places.

Jimmy Silver & Co. sat rather un
comfortably through lessons that morng
ing. ~ Mr. Dalton passed them ove:
lightly in “con.” He was a kind master,
as well as a severe one on jus
occasion.

There
deeply a
the mg
that
man"—and among the rest, that mys:
terious individual knew. lact
him on his guard, and made it more
difficult to catch him napping.

After morning school, the Fisticald
Four were feeling better. They joined]
the rest of the Form in punting about}
a footer in the frosty quad.

Few, if any, of the juniors notic
Mr. Dalton standing at his study wine!
gazing out into the wintry sune
light. His eyes were on the juniors
and he sighted Dudley Vane walking
down to the gates.

Dicky Dalton’s eyes followed the new
junior till he disappecared. His brows
was very thoughtful. Fellows were
allowed to go out of gates betweeny
third school and dinner if they lik ced, |
and there was nothing surprising in
Vane going for a walk on his own, B
of late days, Dicky Dalton had beefy
very keenly interested in the newd
fellow in his Form, and everything
that Dudley Vane did had interest fo
him.  He turned from the window af

was no doubt that he wagl
annoyed by the happening
All the fellows knew NOW

papers with a thoughtful shade on
brow.

It was near dinner-time when Van
came back.

He walked in, and sauntered across
the House, with his hands in his o
coat pockets.  Some of the
were still punting the ball. among the
the Fistical Four.

g
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Vane went into the Heuse, and ran
quickly up the stairs, heading for the
juniors studxesfgﬂnerully deserted at
that time of the u'w As he went up
gs of the
doorway of

Fourth 100 zed out of th"
study No.

“Seen Lhat fat, foozling, fat- hOa(.cd
piefaced, pinching, pilfering pig' i
asked Higes.

Vane laughed.

“If you mean Muffin, I haven't seen
him.”

“Well, if you see him, tell him I'm
going to smash him into little bits!”
said Higgs. “Tell him I know who had
my apples, and I'm jolly well going to

whop him black and blue, and then |jur

blue and black.”

Higgs, snorting, turned back into
Study No. 2. Vane, laughing, went on
up the passage to the end study.

He stepped into that study and closed
the door after him.

His study-mates were all in the quad;
he had seen them all there as he came

. But he gsve a quick look round
the room as if to make sure that it was
vacant.

Then he crossed to the window
alcove. where there was a box-seat,

e pitched aside the cushions, and
lifted the lid. Inside the rather roomy
receptacle was all sorts of lumber—old
exercise books, two or three football
boots, a tennis racket in a bad state of
disrepair, some cardboard bo: es, and
some dog-eared volumes—the sort of
lumper that accumulates in junior
studies, and is shoved out of the way.

Taking a packet, wrapped in brown
paper and.tied with string, from his
overcoat pocket, the new junior thrust
it down in the box, and carefuily
stacked a quantity of the lumber over
it.

Then he closed the lid, replaced the
cushions, and left the study. ~With a
smile on his face, he went downstairs
and out of the House, to join the
fellews punting the ball.

s soon as Dudley Vane had left his
study and closed the door after him; a
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fat face peered out from behind. the

armchair, which was backed into a
corner.
It was the podgy countenance of

Cecil Adolphus Reginald Muf alias
Tubby. T’hbby stared at the shut door.

Parked inside Tubby were the apples
gs had missed from Study No..2.
Tubby, for the present, was keeping
out of Alfred Higgs’ sight. That was
why he was in the end study.

Ee had popped behind the ar mchau-
in the ccrner when Vane
under the impression that it was H)ggs
hunting for him,

He was still under that impression;
IoA, keepmb carefully out of the
1's sight, he had not seen him.

He crept cautiously out of the corn
nothing doubting that Alfred Higes
had looked into the study for him and
failed to find him. He was safe now
till the bell rang for dinner, at all
events.

Tubby rolled across to the box-seat
in the window.

Although he hacl not seen Vane, he
had hear And_he wondered
what on earth business Higgs had with
Jimmy Silver’s box-seat. The fellow
had been rumpling and rustling the
things in the box, as if hunting for
something, or packing something away.
Tubby was going to know what Higgs
had been up to!

He raised the lid of the box and
blinked in among the lumber. *
thing of an unusual nature met hl§
eyes. The inquisitive- Tubby proceeded
to sort through the heap. He gave
a squeak of uurpnsc as he sorted out a
Fag},et wrapped in bfown paper and
ie

Tubby picked it up and stared at xt

That neatly wrapped and tied packet
looked as if it had come fresh from a
shop—as indeed it had. Tubby won-
dered whether it contained cigarettes.
As-he was Higgs’ study-mate in Study
No. 2, he knew that Alfred sometimes
had cigarettes, which he kept care-

fully hidden from the eyes of authority.
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“The
‘Tubby.

Tubby saw it all—or fancied that he
did. Higgs, he supposed, had taken
the alarm, and hidden his cigarettes
in a safe place—under the Iumber in
the box-seat of Jimmy Silver’s study!

But he was going to make sure. He
untied the string, and unfolded the
brown paper.

Then he id]rly squealed with aston-
ishment.

The packet did not contain cigar-
ettes. It contained a dozen jumping
crackers such as were used on Novem-
ber 5th, but seldom or never seen at
Rookwcod at any other time of the
year.

“On, crumbs!” ejaculated Tubby.

Higgs—he was firmly convinced that
it was Higgs—had sneaked into Jimmy
Silver’s study, and hidden a packet of
fireworks in the box-seat! It was
utterly amazing to Cecil Adolphus
Reginald Muffin. His eyes popped in
astonishment at the bundle of crackers.

Finally, he tied the packet up an"un
and replaced it and closed the lid of
the box-seat. He rolled out of the end

awful rotter!” murmured

study.
The bell was ringing for dinner now,
and Hi r no Higgs, Tubby could

not cut tifin.  He rolled last into Hall;
and Higgs, already at the table, gave
him a_glare—but under Mr. Dalton’s
eyes, he could not, fortunately for
Tubby, give him anything more than a
glare.

CHAPTER 37.
Bang!
R. DALTON glanced at his
M study clock, and frowned.
It was half-past ten.

The January wind howled round the
anclent roofs and chimney-pots of
Rookwood School. It was long past
bedtime for all the boys, and most of
the mas had turned in.

But R.Ck‘drd Dalton was not think-
ing of turning in. In normal circum-
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<tan.,es, he was early to bed, and early.
to rise. But the circumstances at)
present were not normal, Thd
*Mystery man” of Rookwood was still
undiscovered, and Richard Dalton was
determined that the discovery was]
going to be made.

All the masters, from the Head duwn
to Monsieur Mcnceau, were
enough, but Richard Dalton wa
keenest of all. hat was not only]
because he had been, more than once,f
the victim of the unknown prowler’s
enmity. There was a suspicion in hig
mind, growing to a conviction, that tl
mysterious prowler of the school wds
his own Form But the task of watch:

g
&

weary one, and ic broughc a frown
the young master's brow.

Richard Dalton rose to his
“Half-past ten, sir!” said Bulkeley.
“I'm ready, if you think it any use.”
“What happened last night was very,
unfortunate, Bulkeley,” said Mr.
Dalton. “But we must not give in. I
have no doubt whatever that, sooner;
or later, that irresponsible boy will
break out again, and I almost dread to;
think what his next action may be.”
“The attack on Carthew was a des-|
perate act,” he went on. “Carthew is
still suffering from his injury. Difficult
as the task is, BuL\eley the discovery#
must be made.” i
“But the fello‘v will be put on his;
guard now, sir,” said the Rookwoodi
captain. “He’s pretty sure to lie low

“I do not thing so, Bulkeley.
think he is so irresponsible, and sd
much a slave’ to - an uncontrolled
temper, that the fact that he is being
watched for, now that he knows ifj
may very likely excite him to perpe
trate some daring act—some act, pe!
haps, more outrageous than anyth'
that has happened so far.”

Bulkeley's face was very grave.

“That looks as if the fellow is a bil
cracked, sir,” he said slowly.
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“I should not be surprised to learn
that his mind is partly unhinged,”
answered the Fourth Form master.
’Thu effect of a shock, perhaps, or an
illness. For the safety or all the
other boys, he must be found—there
i g upon whom his unreason-
may turn at any moment.
He has generally acted after dark—
he cannot do so without leaving
Lis dormitery. I do not think that
what happened last night will warn
hi to desist. Upon reflection, I
think it is probable that it will urge
him to show his reckless contempt of
what we can do, by some extraordinary
freak.”

“Very well, sir, 'm at your orders,”
said Bulkeley,  “If he leaves his
dormitory, whichever one it may be,
we're fajrly certain to spot him on the
landing.

“T hope so, at least,” said Mr, Dalton.
‘1(3 turned off the light in his study,

and left with the prefect.
he big landing, on which the dormi-

'y passages opened, was in dense
darkness. Bulkeley stopped at the turn
of the staircase, and Mr. Dalton went
up to the landing, stepping on tiptoe
and groping his way.

As he stood on the landing, peering
round him in the darkness, the Fourth
Form master felt a sudden thrill. He
could see nothing—but he knew, some-
how, tbat he was not alone in the
darknes:

He h'%d intended to watch and listen
there for some surreptitious prowler
after lights out. Now it occurred to
him that the prowler had been first in
the field, and was already there.

His heart beat fast.

He felt in his pocket for his electric
torch, and drew it out. Suddenly he
flashed on the light.

Holding up the torch, he swept the
beam of light round in a circle. There
was an exclamation from Bulkeley, and

tor

he came running up to join the Form-
master on the landing.

“You've seen—-" he asped.

“I think I heard something!”
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breathed Mr. Dalton.
hark!”
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“I am sure—

There was a sound, from the black
opening of the passage that led up to
the door of the Classical Fourth dormi-
tory. Someone was there!

Distinctly, in the silence, both of
them heard the scratch of a match. It
was a startling sound to hear, for the
last thing they would have expected the
prowler to do was to strike a light.

But that was what he had done—the
lighted match itself could not be seen,
as it was round the corner of the pas-
sage, but a glow in the darkness told
that it had been lighted.

“Quick!” brea.Lhed Mr. Dalton.

He rushed across the landing,
Bulkeley at his heels. I’rom the open-
ing of the passage, a red spark sailed
L‘mcu"h the air, describing an arc and
dropping fairly in Mr. Dalton’s face.

Something struck him, and dropped
at his feet.

Bang, bang, bang!

The sudden roar of the explosions
caused Dicky Dalton to leap clear of
the floor. It roared fairly under his
fect. Bulkeley jumped back with a yell.

Bang, bang, bang!

The deafening detonations rang
through the House, shattering the
silence, awakening fellows in all the
dormitories.

Bang, bang!

“‘Good heavens—what—"

“Oh, crumbs! Look out—-"

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

The roar of explosions was almost
continuous. Something that seemed
alive, was jumping about the landing.
For several seconds the master and the
prefect were too amazed and dazed te

act—or think of acting.  Then Mr,
Dalton, heedless of the banging and
fizzing round him, tore to the dormitory
passage, and rushed into it.

But the unseen fellow who had
thrown that bundle of jumping-crackers
was gone. In the distance, up the pas-
sage, Mr. Dalton heard a door close.
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He knew that it was the door of the
Classical Fourth dormitory.

He tore up the passage.

Bang, bang, bang! roared behind
him. Bulkeley switched on the light,
a tried desperately to stamp out the
exploding fireworks. it was not
one—it was many. A bundle of
crackers had been fastened together,
the fuses in contact; and the force of
the explosions hurled them apart,
scattering them over the big landing.
Some of them fell through the banisters
to the stairs below. On all sides
sounded the incessant, deafening roar
of banging crackers.

Doors opened—voices called—lights
flashed on. The whole House was
alarmed. Scores of fellows were turn-
ing out of bed, shouting to know what
was the matter. The roar of the

crackers answered them. Bang, bang,
bang, kang!
Heedless of the uproar, Richard

Dalton sped up the passage as if he
were on the cinder-path. He reached
the door of the Classical Fourth dormi-
tory—and as he reached it, it opened
and lights gleamed out. Someone had
switched on the light in the dormitory.
J:mmy Silver, in his pyjamas, with a

te face, was rushing out, as his
Fo)m master arrived.

“What’s up, sir?” gasped Jimmy.

M Dalton, ~without answering,
pushed him aside, and strode in.

His swift glance swept up and down
the dormitory. Nearly every fellow was
already out of bed—even Tubby Muffin
was wide awake, sitting up, and
squealing with alarm. Only one other
fellow was still in bed—and that was
Dudiey Vane, the new junior.

He was raised on one elbow, rubbing
his eyes, and staring in the light. He
lookcd s if he had just been startied
0 Mr. Dalton’s search-
5 fastened on him at once. Vane
did rot seem to notice it. He rubbed
his eyes, without even seeming to ob-
<?£‘€$}‘I‘lts Foxkr‘n master at all.

at's sir9”
Morninston, appened,  sir?

asked
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Bang, bang, bang, bang! came in a
roar up the passage. Some of the
crackers were still going strong.

“Fireworks!” said Arthur Edward
Lovell, in wonder. “What silly ass is
lettmg off ﬁreworks in the middle of
the night?”

“No need to ask that!” said Dudley
Vane, laughing. “There’s only one
man at Rookwood capable of such a |

Jjape!”

“The mystery man!” exclaimed
Lovell. i
Bang, bang, bang, bang! The
crackers seémed inexhaustible. The

House echoed from end to end with the
explosions. :
Fellows from other dormiteries were |
rushing out. Already there was a
crowd on the landing, and a loud buzz
of startled voices. Amid the buzzing of
boyish voices came the deep roar of !
Mr. Greely, the master of the Fifth,
and the excited squeak of Monsieur
Monceau. . But no fellow left the
Classical Fourth dormitory; Mr. Dalton.
had arrived in time to stop a general
exodus.
“Silver1” rapped Mr. Dalton. ;
has been out of this dormitory?” j
“Nobody, sir, that I know of!™
answered Jimmy. “I was fast asleep 3
when the banging woke me up——"
“Listen to me, all of you!” said Mr.
Dalton sternly.  “Somecne threw a
bundle of fireworks from this passage—
and I heard this door close as I pursued
him. It is an absolute certainty that:
the boy entered this dormitory! He
entered, Silver, less than a minute]
before you reopened the door——"
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jimmy.
never saw him, sir. T
light as I opened the door—it was darks
till then—— 4
“The boy is in this dormitory now !’}
alton. “There can be no

“Who

the Classical Fourth!  One of the boy;
here present is the boy who has coms
mitted a series of lawless out:
the school; culminating in what
happened to-night. ‘That boy mu
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have had fireworks in his possession
to-day. ~Does anyone here know of a
boy in this Form who had fireworks in
his pogsession?”

There was a gasp from Tubby Muffin.

“Oh, crikey!

And all eyes in the dormitory turned
on Cecil Aaolpnus Muffin.

CHAPTER 38,
Under Suspicion!

s UFFIN!”
M
Tubby.

He was blinking at Alfred Higgs with
distended eyes. Higgs, like the rest,
was staring at Muffin—everybody was
staring at him. It was clear that
Muffin knew something.

“If cant have been Muffin!” gasped
“Was it you, Muffin, you ass?”
1 No!” howled Tubby in alarm.
“Don’t you get making out it was me,

crikey!”  gasped

you ad! It wasn't me, sir! I—I
vxouldn {1
Some of the fellows grinned. Cer-

tainly, it scemed wildly impossible that
Tubby Muffin was the “mystery man.”
They would as soon have suspected the
use dame’s tabby cat.
“Muffin!” repeated Mr. Dalton. He
strode towards Tubby’s bed and fixed
his eyes on the fat Classical’s podgy

face. “You know something of this
matter. That is clear! Tell me at once

“On, lor'! I—I—I—" stammered
‘Tubby.

“Have you seen any boy in this Form
in possession of fireworks?” demanded
Mr. Dalton. He guessed at once that
that was it.

T-

“Sprak at once!”

“Oh, dear! I--I don’t want to give
a man away, sir!” gabbled the hapless
Tubby. “He's a beastly brute, and he
lgicked me for eating an apple or two,

up-—”

Alfred Higgs gave a jump! He was
the “heastly brute ” who had kicked
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Tubby for eating an apple or two! A
dozen fellows looked at Higgs. His face

grew crimson.

“Muffin, you must speak out,” said
Mr. Dalton quietly. “In ordimu'y cir-
cumstances I should never ask a boy
to give information, as I think my
Form is well aware. But this is a
terribly serious matter, perhnps in-
volving the safety of every boy in the
House! You must give me the name of
the boy you saw in possession of fire-

works.”

“Speak out, Tubby!” said Jimmy
Silver. “You're bound to speak out—
no fellow will call it sneaking.”

“But—but I—I say, you won't let
Higgs pitch into me?” gasped Tubby.
“You know what a rotten bully he
Wit

“Higgs!” exclaimed Mr. Dalton. He
swung round and fixed his eyes on the
crimson, alaimed face of the bully of

the Fourth. “Higgs! What have you
to say?”

Higgs spluttered.

“Fancy Higgs!” breathed Lovell

“Just the chap when you come to think
of it.

“Silence!” exclaimed Mr. Dalton.
“Higgs! Speak! Muffin states that
you were in possession of fireworks
to-day, and—-"

“I wasn't!” bawled Higgs, stuttering
with rage and terror. “I haven’t
touched a c‘ackel since the Fifth of
November.” lared fiercely at
Tubby. “You mad young ass, wha’h,
makes you fancy I had any fireworks?

“I—I wasn't going to give you away,
but—="

“You mad idiot, you can tell Mr.
Dalton anything you like!” roared
Higgs. “It’s all lies!”

“0n, is 1t?” exclaimed Tubby hotly.
“perhaps you'll deny that you came into
Jimmy Silver’s study and hid the. ﬂre—
works in his box-seat.”

“In my study!” gasped Jimmy s:lver

“I haven't been in Silver’s study this
term!” yelled Higgs. “Mr. Dalton, it's
not true. Everybody knows that Muffin
is a liar—"
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- “Calm yourself, my boy,” said Mr.
Dalton quietly. “It is quite clear that
Muffin is not lying, but he may have
made a mistake. Muffin, what were
you doing in Silver’s study?”

“It was about some apples, sir—"
mumbled Tubby.

“Apples!” repeated Mr. Dalton, with
a stare.

“Yes, sir. Higgs missed some apples,
and made out that I'd had them, and
—and I dodged into the end study to
keep clear of him, as the fellows were
out. Then I heard him coming, and
hid behind the armchair in the corner,
and he never saw me, and—-"

“You saw him?” asked Dudley Vane.

“Silence, Vane! How dare you in-
terrupt! Muffin—

“I didn’t see him,” mumbled Tubby.
“But I jolly well knew he was «00king
for me! I kept doggo! I heard him
fumbling in the box-seat, and after he
was gone I looked into it and found a
packet. I looked in the packet—it was
crackers! I left it there when I went
down to dinner, and forgot about it
afterwards—but—

“I never——" shricked Higgs.

“Muffin, you stupid boy!” exclaimed
Mr. Dalton. “You heard someone enter
the end study, who concealed the fire-
works in the box-seat. But you did rot
see him?”

“No, sir, but I jolly well knew it was
Higgs.”

“How could you have known, if you
did not see him?”

“Because he was after me—"

“I wasn't after him!” yelled Higgs.
““I never looked into any study for him.
I knew I'd get him at dinner, and—

“Oh!” gasped Tubby. For the first
it dawned on Cecil Adolphus’
powerful brain that the fellow who had
entered the end study was not Alfred
Higgs. He had taken that for granted.
He realised now that he had taken a
little too much for granted.

“Muffin, you are a stupid boy!”
snapped Mr. Dalton. “There is no
reason whatever to suppose that it was
Higgs who entered the study while you
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were concealed there. It was much
more lkely to be a boy who kelonged.
to the study!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged
glances. It -was not only likely, bub:
fairly certain that a fellow who hid
articles in the end study was a fellow;
who belonged to that study; though!
that fact was only beginning to dawn
on Cecil Adolphus Muffin.

“There are five boys in the end
study!” said Mr. Dalton slowly and
quietly.  “Silver, Lovell, Raby, New-
come, Vane! Has anyone among you'
anything to confess to me?”

“No, sir!” said five voices in umson.
‘There was a pause.

“Rot!” broke out Arthur Edward,
Lovell hotly. “I dare say it wasn'g
Higgs—I don't know who it was—but it
was some rotter from outside who stuck:
those crackers in owr study—if that.
fool Muffin didn't dream the whole
thing! Not a Fourth Form chap at all,}

you for your opinion,
Lovell!” said Mr. Dalton dryly. “Youl
will now be silent! Go back to bed,
my boys.”
The Chss)cal Fourth turned m 'lgam

d|

left them.

The next morning all Rookwood!
knew that the finger of su:pmon was)
pomted at the end study. It

cheery chums of Rookwos od

CHAPTER 30,
Before the Big Beak!
« ANE!”

V “Seen Dudley Vane””
“Where’s that ass got to?” i
Jimmy Silver & Co. were looking f0
Dudley Vane, the new fellow in t
Classical Fourth at Rookwood.
they were looking exasperated.

It was_after class. Most of

was a most awkward moment for
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to be missing, as all the five members y
of the end study were under orders to
proceed to the presence of the Head.

“Seen Vane, Morny?” called out
Jimmy Silver. i

“Not since class,” answered Morning-
ton. He grinned. “Perhaps he's not
keen on seeing the big beak in the
giddy circumstances.”

“Oh, rot! Seen Vane, Erroll?”

“Yes,” said Erroll. “I saw him going
along by Masters’ Studies—about ten
minutes ago—""

Without waiting for Erroll to finish,
the four juniors rushed away towards
Masters’ Studies. There was a path
under the study windows, but nobody
was to be seen on it.

“Not here!” growled Lovell.

“The ass!”

“Blow hi;

“Well, we can't keep the Head wait-
ing,” said Jimmy Silver. “Come on!
We shall have to go in without Vane.
The howlil ass may have forgotten,
and gone 5

i

m!”

g
out of gates.

ae;

four jumn

J s
Already the headmaster must have
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“Yes; I was just looking out of the
door for you.”

Lovell staggered up.

“If we hadn’t got to get off to the
Head, I'd bang your silly napper on
the banisters!” he spluttered. “You
blithering chump, we've been rooting
all over Rookwood for you!”

“Oh, come on!” said Jimmy hastily.

The five juniors went at 'a trot for
the Head’s study. They arrived there
rather breathless.

Jimmy Silver tapped at the door, and
they went in.

Dr. Chisholm, sitting at his table,
gave them a stern glance. He had
waited nearly three minutes—for such
utterly unimportant members of the
Rookwood community as juniors of the
Fourth Form. Mr. Dalton, standing
by the window, frowned at them.

“Silver!” he rapped. “You were
ordered to come here at precisely—"

“Sorry, sir!” gasped Jimmy. “We
were—" 3

“You are late!” snapped Dr. Chis-
holm.

“Yes, sir; we were—"
“That will do,” said Dr. Chisholm
icily. “At all events, you are here

W

waited for them a couple of minutes. no'

Keeping him waiting longer was un-
thinkable.

They ran into the House at top
speed.

i‘Here, look out!” came a startled
ell.

Arthur Edward Lovell, in the lead,
crashed into a fellow who was looking
out of the doorway.

“Vane!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

It was Dudley Vane. He staggered
back as Lovell crashed, but actively
Yecovered his footing. Lovell was not
50 lucky. He sat down, hard and heavy.
h “Ow!” gasped Lovell. “You silly fat-
Nead—""

“You clumsy ass!” gasped Vane.
“Can’t you see where you're running?
Aren’t you coming to fhe Head? I've

been waiting for you.”
“Waiting for us!” exclaimed Jimmy
ilver,

The five juniors stood before the
Head's table, and Dr. Chisholm fixed
his eyes on them, coldly, searchingly.
Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby and New-
come all looked a little flushed and un-
comfortable. Dudley Vane’s handsome
face was cool and calm. But it was
upon Vane’s calm face that the Head’s
eyes seemed to linger. There was a
brief silence.

“Now, my boys,” said the Head
quietly, “you know why you are sent
for. Your Form-master and I have dis-
cussed the matter, and I have decided
to question you personally. I need not
tell you that, for many weeks past, a
series of outrages has occurred in the
school. It has been the talk of Rook-
wood, and you are aware—"

“Oh, yes, sir!” murmured Jimmy.

“So far,” said the Head in a deeu
voice, “the unknown author of thof
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sutragez has not been detected. He
has acted with such extraordinary cun-
ning, as well as audacity, that no clue
to him has been found. But——" The
Head paused, a rather terrifying pause.

The juniors waited,

“But,” resumed the Head, “what
happened in the House last night
affords, at last, something in the nature
of a clue. Fireworks were exploded in
the House at a late hour—hurled, in
fact, at Mr, Dalton, who was keeping
watch for the unknown delinquent. It
has transpired that fireworks were con-
cealed during the day in the study
belonging to you five boys—the end
study in the Classical Fourth. This
places the study under suspicion. One
of you—"

“Nothing of
Lovell.

“What—what do you mean, Lovell?”

“I mean that nobody in our study
had anything to do with it, sir!” said
Arthur Edward. “Anybody  could
have sneaked into our study and
hidden a bundle of crackers there till
he wanted them-

“Silence!” mpped the Head. “One
of you five boys had fireworks in his
possession. It is impossible to doubt
it. It cannot be discovered that any-
thing of the kind was in the possession
of any other boys—-"

BANG!

The Head was suddenly interrupted.

From somewhere in the House rang
a loud and echoing bang, evidently
that of an exploding firework. It was
followed by a succession of ringing
bmgs, like the stuttering of a machine-

BANG!

the kind, sir!” said

Bsmg, bang, bang, bang!

CHAPTER 40.
The Mystery Man Again!
HERE was a startled shout in the
quad

“The dusk was falling, but there
were still a good many fellows out of
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the House when that sudden outbxcakﬁ
of explosions rang far and wide.

“Fireworks again!” exclaimed Morn:
ington. “What ass—" %

“In Dalton’s study!” shouted Putty
of the Fourth. i<

“It’'s the jolly cld mystery man
again, you can bet!” exclaimed Morny,

There was a rush to Mr. Dalton’s
study window. A crowd ,,(.theredd
under it, staring and listening. Loud/
banging rang from within the room.

The study had been dark, the light
not turned on as Mr. Dalton was with
the headmaster. Only a faint glow
from the fire glimmered on the panes.
But now flashes of blaze lighted the:
dark. Showers of sparks were ﬂymg
in the study. ang, bang, bang
Squisssh! It sounded like a

Fifth-of-November celebration.

“Great pip!” said Oswald. “It’s the
mystery man up to his larks again!
But, I say, those fellows are all with]
the Head, and everybody was saying§
that the mystery man belonged to the :
end study.” b

“Can’t be one of them!” said Erroll.
“They're with the Head, and this is
going on while they're there.” 4

Bulkeley of the Sixth came running}
across the quad. He stared at thej
study \vmdow, lighted by showers of
sparks from within, and then rushed §
round to the door.

Mornington approached the window:
and lifted himself on the broad stone}
sill. He chuckled.

“I say, the \vmdo\vs an inch open
at the bottom,” he said. “Some SpOrtss]
man has been in, or out, by the win-
dow. We were too late to spot him,}
though.”

‘The light ﬂashed on in the Study

'Bulkeley was there, Ouiside, the
window was, crammed with faces,
staring in. llows craned over on

the interior of the study. Mornington
pushed up the lower sash a little
highner.

The banging and fizzing was stil

going on. Smoke floated over th
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study, and a smell of gunpowder. The
fire was leaping and blazing, and hot
coals had been hurled over the hearth
and the rug. They smoked and blazed
on the floor. Evidently the explosion
of the fireworks had taken place in the
grate.

Bulkeley of the Sixth was stamping
out hot cinders. There was still an
occasional bang and fizz, as the last of
the fireworks went off.

Mr. Dalton came striding into the
study. After him, slow and majestic,
came the Hea And behind the
Head trailed five juniors with startled
faces.

The conclave in the Head’s study had
been broken up by the outbreak of ex-
plosions, and it had drawn the Head
and Mr, Dalton to the spot. Jimmy
Silver & Co. followed on. They re-
mained in the doorway of the study,
while the Head and the Form-master
entered.

Nobody, in the excitement of the
moment, noted the sea of faces
pressed to the window.

“Bulkeley, what has happened
here?” asked Mr. Dalton.

“Fireworks, sir. It looks as if a

bundle of them has been thrown into
your fire,” said the Rookwood captain.
“I heard the noise and came in—-—"

“Bless my soul!” said Dr. Chisholm.

He coughed. The study was full of
smoke. He stared at the scattered
cinders, the fragments of exploded
crackers and squibs lying about, then
at the five juniors in the doorway. He
frowned as he caught Dudley Vane
winking at his companions.

“Did you see -anyone
Bulkeley?” asked the Head.

“No one, sir—it was the explosion
brought me here—"

“No one in the passage when you
came?

‘No, sir.”

“This is—is extraordinary!” said Dr.
Chisholm. “Mr. Dalton, this outrageous
act has been—must have been—perpe-
trated by the same person—"

here,
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“There can be no doubt about that,
sir.”

“But these boys were in my study—
in my presence. None of them can
have had a hand in it!” exclaimed the
Head.

“It would certainly appear se, sir!”
said Mr. Dalton. He compresséd his
lips. “Indeed, I have no doubt, sir, that
this outrage was timed to take place
while the boys were in your presence,
in order to clear them of suspicion.”

“Indeed!”

The Head raised his eyebrows.

“Some sportsman, you men!” mur-
mured Morny at the window.

And the fellows nodded assent. Wild
and reckless as the mystery man
seemed to be, it was well known that
he was a sportsman, so far as that
went. Twice suspicion had fallen on
the wrong man, and each time the
mystery man had barged in, in time ta
see him cleared. It looked as if he had
done the same thing again.

Dr. Chisholm pursed his lips. Hg
was so intensely angry and exas-
perated with the unknown ragger who
was_causing_sensation after sensation
in the school, that he was reluctant to
admit that there could possibly be any
good in him. Yet it was clear that, in
his own extraordinary way, the fellow
had some idea of playing the game.

“He must be found!” said the Head
at last. “He must be found and
expelled from Rookwood. You are
sure you saw ho one in the passage,
Bulkeley?” %

“Quite, sir!”

may have entered by the
Dr Chisholm glanced at the
and started at the sight of
“Why—what

window.”
window,
innumerable faces there.

There was a scuttling back of the
intensely interested audience. But
Valentine  Mornington  stood  his
ground. Mr., Dalton strode to the
window and pushed the lower sash
higher.
“Mornington!
long?” he asked.

Have you been hexe
“Did you see—""
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“No, sir,” answered Morny. “We all
came up when the fireworks started.
Nobody was about.”

“Was the window open?” asked the
Head.

“The sash was an inch up, sir.”

“The window is always open at the
top,” said Mr. Dalton. “And so, as it
was not fastened, it would be possible
for a boy to push up the lower sash
from outside. Doubtless that was what
happened.”

The Head, with a grim, frowning
brow, turned from the window. He
coughed again in the smoke.

The five juniors in the doorway
looked at him demurely. What had
happened was a stroke of good fortune
for them. Dr. Chisholm’s eyes lingered
on them for a moment.

“Mr. Dalton,” he said, “it appears
that fireworks must have been in the
possession of some other, after all—we
have proof of it here. These boys can-
not have been concerned in what has
Jjust taken place.”

“I agree, sir,” said Mr. Dalton.
“And I am glad, at least, that the
innocent have been cleared, even by
such a ruffianly act as this.”

“On, quite, quite!” said the Head
curtly; and he rolled majestically from
the study.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked inquir-
ingly at their Form-master.

“You may go!” said Mr. Dalton.

And they went.

CHAPTER 43,
“He's the man!”

IMMY SILVER'S face was. clouded

the following day.

“Uncle James” of Rookwood was
thinking, and to judge by the expres-
sion on his face, his thoughts were not
of a pleasant nature. 0

Uncle James was
worried.

What he was worried about rather
perplexed his chums. The end study
had been completely cleared. It was
agreed, on all hands, that whoever the

worried—deeply
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mystery man was, he was not a member
of the cheery circle in that celebrated
study. Which ought to have bucked
Uncle James.

But it did not. Jimmy seemed quite
to have forgotten his customary cheer-
ful maxim to “keep smiling.”

Endless discussion was going on ony
the subject of the mystery man’s:
identity—a greater mystery than ever’
since the later outrage. 4

Most of the Classicals concluded that
he must be a Modern, because such an
awful rotter, if found at Rookwood at
all, could only be found in Manders’
House. The Moderns, on the other !
hand, were assured that he was a |
Classical; for, as Tommy Dodd d
clared, such a rotter, if found at Rool
wood at all, could only be found on the :
Classical side.

Many of the juniors thought that the
fellow must be a_senior, while all the |
seniors were absolutely convinced that’
such an unspeakable trick was only to
be discovered in the Lower School.
The discussions did not get them any
“forrarder”; nobody seemed to havej
the faintest idea who the fellow pos-
sibly could be. Three times had suspi-
cion fixed—but always in the wrong:
place. It began to look as if the mys-
tery never would be elucidated, and as
if the mystery man would carry on all
through the term undetected and uns
deterred. 4

Mr. Dalton was rather sharp with
Jimmy Silver in class that morning.:
Jimmy not only “skewed” his con,
but he gave random answers, showing
only too plainly that his thoughts wer
elsewhere. Dudley Vane gave him two
or three curious glances, and when the
Classical Fourth went out in break the;
new junior tapped him on the arm.

“What’s the trouble, old bean?” he
asked. 4

Jimmy did not answer that question:
His face flushed crimson, and with ani
involuntary movement he drew away.
from Vane's hand. .
Vane gave him a quick, penctrating
ok

1o
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He did not speak again, but walked
on by himself; and Jimmy seemed to
breathe more freely with relief.

In third school Vane looked at him—
once. 'Then, compressing his lips, he
gave Jimmy no further attention.

At dinner that day the same worried
look was visible on Jimmy's face.
After dinner the Fistical Four went
out into the quad together. TLovell,
Raby and Newcome expected Vane to
join them—but the new fellow walked
away, with his hands in his pockets.

Arthur Edward Lovell glanced after
h\m puzzle

“Vane znu his back up about any-
thing?” he ask

Jimmy coloured uncomfortably.

“He's got a rather queer temper,”
said Lovell. “You remember that
time he broke out and pitched into
Carthew. ~But I've never seen him
sulky before.”

Jxmmy walked with his chums, with
a moody brow. He wondered whether
Dudley Vane, with the swift intuition
he knew him to possess, had read, or
guessed, the dark and troubled
thoughts in his mind.

“Look here, Jimmy,” said Raby,
“what’s up? All the morning you've
been like a bear with a sore head, and
fairly asking Dicky for lines!”

“Penny for ’‘em, old man!”
Newcome.

“Not worrying about that jaw with
the Head yesterday?” asked Lovell.
“Were all right with the Head. He
knows now that nobody in our study
is that blessed mystery johnny!”

“Does he?” murmured Jimmy.

“Look here, cough it up,” said Raby
uneasily. “I can see that you've got
something on your mind, you ass!”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“T'd better tell you fellows,”

said

he

said. “I want to know what you
think. But, for goodness’ sake, let's
get somewhere where we can't be
heard! It's too fearfully serious to let
it get out!”

“Come on!” said Jimmy curtly. And

he led the way to the gate of the
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Head’s garden. That was a precinct
juniors were not supposed to enter
without special leave. But Jimmy had
scmething to say to his friends that he
was very anxious for no other ears to
hear. He led the way into the garden.

His amazed chums stared at him.
It was clear that Uncle James had
something of deep and earnest import
to communicate.

“It's awfully scnous you chap:
began Jimmy. hink I'd better
tell you fellows what’s in my mind

" “Hadn't we better call Vane, then?”
asked Lovel

“Vane! i repmted Jimmy.

“Well, he’s one of us,” said Lovell
“If it’s a matter that concerns the
\\'hole study, I don’t see leaving him
oul

Jm)my gave hlm a strange look.

“No,” he said, “I don't think we'll
call Vane, old chap. I'm going to speak.
to you about Vane.”.

About Vane!” repeated Lovell.
“Wnat about him? You were looking
so jolly serious and mysterious, I
fancied you were going to jaw aboub
the mystery man.”

“So I am,” said Jimmy in a low
voice.

“Well, yowve got me beat!” said
Lovell. “If you think you've got an
cye on that merchant, I expect you're
mistaken. But you said you were
going to talk about Vane—"

«yane—and the mystery man,” said
Jimmy Silver.

Raby and Newcome, quicker on the
uptake than Arthur Edward Lovell,
gave him startled looks.

“Jimmy!” breathed Raby.

«Jimmy—you ass!” gasped New-
come.
Lovell looked from one face to
another.

“What the dickens do you mean,

mmy, if you mean anything?” he
asl;ed testily. “What's Vane got to do
with the mystery man?”

“He's the man!” said Jimmy Silver.



CHAPTER 42,
From Friends to Focs!

-RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL

gazed at Jimmy dumbfounded.

Raby and Newcome stcod in

amazed silence. Jimmy's face, deeply

clouded and troubled, had a look of

conviction on it. Lovell broke a tensc
silence,

“Mad?” he asked. “Vane — the
mystery man! You mad ass! The
chap who pulled me out of that rift
at Christmas and carried me home on
his back—-"

“Who knocked you into it?” asked
Jimmy quietly.

o ‘We never found out!”

“I think I have—now!”

“Jimmy,” breathed Raby, “you're
potty, old chap! Vane—a splendid
fellow—a sportsman down to the
finger-tips—"

“Everybody says that the mystery
man is a sportsman in his own way,”
said Jimmy Silver.

“A ripping footballer;
Lovell.

“It was when Dalton stopped s foot-
ball match that the rags started,” said
Jimmy. “That was the beginning.
Lverybody thought then that it was a
footballer who wrecked Dalton’s
study.”

*Oh, you've got an answer to ever
hing!” grunted Lovell, x

too!” said

ve thought it ovi
said Jimmy.  “If’s rof nk
such a thing of a fellow I've liked ever
since he came, but—-"

“Then stop it!” snapped Lovell.
“Take my word for it that you're
making an ass of yourself, Jimmy!
1t was proved yesterday that nobody in
our study was the man, or could be.
Don't you know what evidence is? Can
a fellow be in two places at once?”
‘Let Jimmy speak, old chap!” said
Raby.

“It was

s that bang in Dalton’s study
that put it into my mind,” said Jimmy
auletly. “Most of the fellows seem to
think that the mystery man chucked & -
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bundle of fireworks into Dalton’s fire
while we were all with the Head—-"

“So he did,” said Lovell.

“I think not,” said Jimmy slowly.
“You remember, when we were going
to the Head we couldn’t find Vane.
Lrroll saw him near Masters’ Studies
ten minutes before. We-were hunting
all over the House for him. But when
Wwe came in he met us in the door-
Way——

“I ran into him—-"

“Dalton’s window was found open at
the bottom,” said Jimmy. *You men,
Vane got into the study by that win-
dow, and he left afterwards by the
door. He was in the study while we
were looking for him outside.”

“But the fireworks—chucked in the
fire. 2

“They were not chucked in the fire,”
said Jimmy. “I believe the bundle
was stacked under the grate to take
fire when sparks fell on them. It was
bound to happen in a matter of
minutes—and as soon as Vane got it
ready he was in a hurry to find us and
get to the Head's study. He was prov-
ing an alibi for himseli—and for us,
too, I'll do him that justice!”

“I—I suppose it's possible,” said
Raby slowly. “But—-"
Snort from Lovell!

“If that's all, Jimmy!” muttered
Newcome.

“It's not all, old man! Once I got
going on it a hundred things cams
into my mind—all pointing to Vane—
poor chap!”

“Poor chap!” repeated Raby. “If
youre right, he’s a dashed rascal!”

“That, teo!” assented Jimmy. “But
you remember what Dicky told us
when he first came. He was ill after
a crash in a ’plane he was travelling
in—it upset his nervous system. He re-
covered all right—he’s as strong as a
horse.  But—it may have left him
with some nerve trouble—something
that makes it impossible for him to
control his temper at times—though
2t other times he’s as decent a chap
as you could want to know.”




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

“He's got a temper,” admitted
Lovell. ’That time he flew at Carthew
of the Suwh and kicked him out of the
Form-rcom.”

the same night in (he dark, and Dalton

came straight up to our study-

“And found that Vane couldn’t have
done it!” snapped Lovell “Vane
broved that he had been in the end
study at nine, when it happened. Muffin
had been with him, and noticed the
time by the clock.”

“Clocks can be wangled,” said
Jimmy. “He picked out the biggest
fool at Rookwood to be with him—
and fixed the clock!”

“Oh, rof

“I've thought the whole thing out,
from beginning to end,” said Jlmmy
miscrably. “When did the outrages
start? Only afier Vane came to Rook-
wood. There was nothing of the kind
before he came. The first was the
wrecking of Dalton’s study—Vane was
ratty, like the rest of us, about the
House match being cancelled.  Then
Dalton was bagged in a4 sack—Vane
wasn't with us when it happened.
Then, when you fellows came home with
me for Christmas, Lovell had a fat-
headed idea of playing ghost to scare
Vane—"

“It wasn't a fatheaded idea! I—"

“And somebody played ghost and
scared Lovell instead—nobody knew
who. Then Lovell had a row with Vane
and punched his nose. What happened
next? He was knocked head first into
a deep rift by a snowball—nobody knew
who threw it—

“But he got me out later and carried
me home!” howled Lovell.

“How did he know you were there?”

“He happened to find me—

“So we thought then,” said Jimmy.
“I don’t think so now. I think, when
he was cool again, he repented of what
he had done, as he usually does, an
came back for you. He’s a good chap
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when that awful fit isn't on him. A
sort of Jekyll and Hyde—good and bad
by turns.”
Ret!”
ough!”
Then, when we came back this
term,” went on_ Jimmy, “there was a
row in the school bus, end Jimmy Dodd
handled Vane, and he had a rough
me. It was (lnt n;x,nt Lhat Tommy
as battered in the dark-
“As if Vane would:
“Not when he’s his nwht self,” said
Jimmy, “but when that fit's on him
I'm afraid he would do anything., At
other times he’s all right. He weighed
in to save Morny from the sack. But
when something happens to put. his
back up I think he broods over it, and
then that fearful temper hreaks out,
and for a time he can’t control himself.
Jekyll and Hyde—'

“Jekyll be blowed and Hyde be jig-

growled Lovell. “Good all
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gered!” grunted Lovell. “Vanes all
right—and you're an ass, Jimmy!”

Jimmy sighed.

“I feel sure of it,” he said. “It
doesn’t amount to proof, I suppose, bub
there’s no doubt in my mind. Vane’s
the man! But I like the chap, as
everybody does. I pity him if this
awful state of things is due to his
accident in the ’plane, and I believe it
is. But what’s going to be done?”

“That’s an easy one!” saild Lovell.
“It’s all rot, and you'd better chuck it
right out of your mind. I'm fed-up
with it, anyhow!”

And Arthur Edward, with a snort,
tramped back to the quad, still snort-

2.

“What do you fellows think?” asked
Jimry.

“It—it seems to fit together,” mut-
tered Raby. “But—but it’s awfully
thick, Jimmy!”

“I can’t quite get it down,” said
Newcome. “Anyhow, for goodness’
sake, don’t say a word—unless we get
real proof, at least——"

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Something will have to be done,”
he said. “But it wants thinking out.
Not a word for the present, of course.”

And the three juniors followed
Lovell back to the quad.

Dudley Vane met them as they
walked to the House.

He came up to them, and the three
flushed uncomfortably. Raby and
Newcome stopped. They were not con-
vinced, or, at all events only half con-
vinced, by what Jimmy had said to
them. The fellow, after all, was their
fnor‘d

ut Jimmy Silver, though he pitied
Vnne and still liked him, could not
speak to him in the old friendly way
mth such fearful suspicion, or, rather,
? nty in his mind, His face crim-
, and then paled, and he walked
s if he did not see the other

Dudlw Vane glanced after him, and
the look that came over his face
startled Raby and Newcome. It was a
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flash of that fierce, ungovernable
temper, of which they had seen signs
more than once, careful as he was to
control it. Lcaving them, he darted
after Jimmy and caught him by the
shoulder.

“What does this mean, Silver?” he
asked.  His face was white, his eyes
glittering, and the most careless eye
could have seen that he had to
struggle to keep cool. “We've been
friends—and now you're cutting me in
quad! What have I done?

It was a question that Jimmy could
not answer. Vane came a step nearer
to him, breathing hard.

“Will you answer me?” he sald, be-
tween his tecth,

““No,

0,” said Jimmy quietly. “And
there’s no need, Vane! You know!”
He knew that Vane knew! Dudley

Vane stood looking at him for a
momﬁnt and then turned away and
left

Jimmy went into the House,
troubled and miserable. He knew the
truth now, and Vane knew that he

knew! What was to be the end of it?

CHAPTER 43.

Tho Mystery Man's Last Prowi!

# V.AAY old chap—-"

J “Oh, Cut Tubby!”
Jimmy sharp!

“You needn’t be so jolly ratty be-
cause you've got lines!” said Tubby
Muffin_in an aggrieved tone. “You
asked Dicky Dalton for them. Never
saw a chap so slack in class as you
were to-day—"

“Buzz away!”

Tubby Muffin cast a blink at the cup-
board in the end study, and Jimmy,
in spite of his irritation, grinned. It
looked as if Tubby knew that there
was a box of chocolates in that cup-
board, and he had expected to find the
end study vacant after prep.

1t was rather a disappointment for
Cecil Adolphus Muffin,

Raby, Newcome and Lovell had gone

said
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tli\pwn with Vane—though Raby and

him.  Lovell, determined to show
Jimmy Silver, and all whom it might
concern, that his faith in the new
fellow was uns
mak i d

b v

study, to grind out the lines he had
earned by his inattention in Form that
cay.

And Tubby, after a blink at the cup-
hoard, departed, hoping, no doubt, that
Jimmy would be gone dowa soon, and
that he would have another chance.
Jimmy Silver scribbled wearily at
Latin lines.

It was not because he had lines that
he had snapped at Muffin. Lines were
not agreeable; but that was not what
was worrying Jimmy. He was sure
that he had spotted the identity of the
mystery man of Rookwood. It was a
blow to him—a heavy blow—and it
placed him in a painful and awkward
position. Could he keep secret what he
knew, and allow the strange junior tu
carry on—ifrom bad perhaps to worse?
On the other hand, could he give him

- away?

Jimmy was intensely worried. It was
such a problem as he had never been
up against before, and he admitied
that he did not know what to do.
His" thoughts were more on that proo-

.lem than on the lines he was writing,
Suddenly the light went out.

“What the diciens— exclaimed
Jimmy, starting to his feet.

He stepped to the door, groping his
way by the dimness of an almost ex-
tinct fire in the grate. Startled and
angry voices came up the passage.
Most of the juniors had gone down
after prep, but some were still in their

93
or whether the mystery man was at his

me soon wandered away from |tricks again, plunging the place into

darkness for one of his uncanny japes,

Even as that thought came info his
mind there was a step near him, and
he caught a quick-drawn breath. Be-
fore he realised what was happening,
hands gripped his throat in the dark-
ness, and he was borne backwards into
his study.

He went over on his back, taken by
surprise, his assailant falling on him,
As he fell, the unseen fellow kicked the
door shut, though it did not latch,

The grasp on Jimmy Silver’s throat
Was as strong as a man’s. But he knew
that it was a boy’s—knew, with a
shudder of horror, that he was in the
grip of the mystery man of Rookwood.,

In silence—save for the quick,
spasmodic breathing of his assailant,
and a shuffling sound as they stirred—
they fought in the darkness, Jimmy
Silver striving madly to break loose,
the mystery man striving to keep him
pinned and silent—and succeeding!
Jimmy was as strong and sturdy as any
fellow in his Form, but he had no
chance now. The strange and mys-
terious junior had the strength of two
or three.

Jimmy choked in that deadly grip.

Even in the darkness he could discern
two burning eyes that gleamed down at
him—eyes that glittered with uncon-
trolled excitement and rage. He fought
as if for his life.

The assailant was going to choke him
into insensibility, and already his
senses were swimming. The fellow
was mad-—mad for the moment—and
Jimmy knew who it was—knew that he
might have looked for some attack
from the mystery man aiter he had
roused Dudley Vane’s angry resent-

studies, and they came groping out of | ment.

the doorways.

The whole passage was in
Fellows groped about dark studies in
search of flash-lamps. ently a fuse
had gone; but as Jimmy stared from
the dark doorway of the end study, he
wondered whether it was an accident,

darkness.

5}

He knew that the unhappy boy had
brooded over his offence till the black
fit came on—the fit that changed him
from u kindhearted, decent fellow to
an unmitigated ruffian and brute; from
the fellow that the end study knew to
the lurking rascal who had beaten
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Tommy Dodd in the dark, and stunned
Carthew with a blow of a ruler—the
711 to Hyde.

lﬂd in the choking grip
his throat and felt his senses going.
The study door was pushed open.

Neither Jiminy nor his assailant,
struggling on the floor, saw the fat
figure that groped in the dark study.

ubby Muflin, with outstretched
h’\nds crossed towards the cupboard.

How and why the lights had gone off
Tubby neither knew nor cared, but he
knew that it gave him a chance to
snafile the box of chocolates in the
end study cupboard.

He groped across the dark room—and
gave a sudden startled howl as his fat
legs came into contact with something
alive in the darkness.

' Ooooogh!” gasped Tubby.

He sprawled over, grabbing wildly in
the dark for something to save him.
He caught a collar and dragged some-
body over with him.

The deadiy grip left Jimmy Silver's
throat. He was able to breathe; he
panted wildly.

He heard a mutf
and a yell from Tubb;

“Ow! Stop puhchmv me, you rotter!
Help! I say ‘Yaroooooh!” There
was & heavy fall.

The unseen one had struck Tubby
down—to escape. He was thinking now
only of escape, and escaping detection.
He had been iaterrupt , for the first
time while prowling as the mystery
man,

But Jimmy Silver, though his senses
were dizzy, scrambled up and clutched
fiercely at the dark figure scrambling
to the doorway, and caught hold.

The escaping assailant turned on
him like a tiger, and they grappled
and fought madly. They stumbled over
Muffin_and roiled on the floor, still
fighting, and Tubby yelled and howled
f\r’\‘ltlc’tlly

“What on earth’s the row here?”
l\iIOAnln ton flashed a light into the
study.  Erroil and Rawson looked on

d exclamation—

WALKED BY NIGHT!

by his side. “You fellow scrappin’ in
the dark? Why, what——"

“Jimmy!” e*{clmmed Erroll. “Vane!”

“Help!” almost screamed Jimmy
&il “Help! Hold him! He’s mad!
For goodness’ sake, hold him!”

It was Vane. There was no doubt
now. The flash-lamp in ,.dornmgtons
hand streamed light on his

‘That face was hdrd;y rccowms’\bh as
Vane's; it was dark, distorted, con-
vulsed. It almost scared the fellows
that saw it. Even as Jimmy shrieked,
Vane, wif a terrible exertion of
strength, broke from his grasp and
scrambled up.

He sprang to the door with flaming
eyes.

“Vane,” panted Mornington, “are
youmad? What—— Oh, I see it now!
Collax him, you men—oh, collar him!”

Three pairs of hands grasped Vane—
and even so they could hardly hold
bim, so terrible were his struggles He
knew now that the game w: that
all was known. And that knuwledge
scemed to placz him beside himself.
He struggled like a madman, and they
swayed and rocked. A staring crowd

gathered in the passage; half a dozen
fashlamps illumined  the strange,
startling scene when Mr. Dalton came
hwrrying up from the stairs.

Vane, with a terrible effort, broke
away. He stood dishevelled, paming,
under the Form-master’s eyes.

Richard Dalton’s hand dropped on
his shoulder, gripping hard. He un-
derstood. Jxmmy Silver staggered
from the study, white, strained, the
of the choking fingers showing
terrible clearness on his bruised

throat. Mr. Dalton gave him one look.
“Come with me, Vane!” he said very
quietly.
Vane looked at him; he looked

round at the staring, horrified faces.
It seemed as if the mists of fury rolled
from his brain, and he came to him-
self. He gave a sudden shiver and,
without a word, without an attempt
at resistance, walked quietly awav by
the Form-master’s side.
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“By gad!” breathed Mornington.
“Vane—Vane all the time! They've
got the mystery man at last!”

Arthur Edward Lovell came into the
end study. The light was on again.
Jimmy Siiver, white and shaken, was
Testing in the armchair, Raby
Newcome' with him, and two or three
other fellows; Tubby Muffin  was
munching the chocolates. Jimmy
thought that he had Lamed them.
Lovell glanced round the study.

“Seen Vane?” he asked.

Lovell evidently did not know yet.

He's rather an ass,” went on Arthur
Edward. “He asked me to keep cave
at the corner of Masters’ Passage while
he went to Greely’s study to use his
’phone. I waited a quarter of an hour
for him, at least. He never came back;
must have gone out at the other end
of the passage. Forgot 2ll about me,
What do you think of that
for a silly ass?

“He had his alibi all ready,” mut-
tered Raby.

“En? Wmt do you mean?” said
Lovell, staring. “I say, ugh, I
heard some fellows saym that the

mystery man had been nailed as I

came up. Anything in it?”

"LOt:'" said Jimmy, with a faint
smil

“Oh good!” said Lovell. “That will

clear Vane, then. And convince even
a silly ass like you, Jimmy—what? I
say, what's the matter with your
neck?” He stared at the black bruises
on Jimmy’s throat. “Jimmy, ol

man, you don t mean to say that he—
that he—
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“Yes,” said Jimm;
“Oh, crumbs!” gaspcd Lovell. “And
‘and y\lm was it, if they've got him?”

repeated Lmoll “Mad?

e when

| over him,”

alton’s taken him

<na'1t see him again, I

Tovell stared plankly. Te  could
doubt no fur

“Vvll 2 ha saxd at last, “who'd have

“3 dxd,” said Jimmy.

But Arthur Edward passed that
remark over, like the idle wind which
he regarded not. He was silent for a
whole minute—which was rather a
record for Lovell—and then remarked
again:

“Who'd have thought it?”

Dudley Vane was gone from Rook-
wood the next morning.

The Rookwooders knew that he had
gone to he placed under medical care,
and they hoped—and believed—that he
would recover from the nervous malady
that had affected him so strangely and
so terribly. He had been a strange
mixture of gocd and evil, but the
fellows who had been his friends be-
lieved that the good was his real nature
and the evil accidental.

In spite of all, he was remembered
kindly in the end study, though it cer-
tainly was a relief to the whole school
to have seen the last of the mystery
man of Rookwood.
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THE CHQ!STMAS POST!

NE of the most important indiv
duals at Christmas is undoubtedly
the postman. Certainly this mes-

senger of good tidings and bearer of
pxesenm is the most hard worked. As
Christmas approaches the never-say-die
emissary of the G.P.O. pulls up his
socks and gets extra busy. We hear of
the stacks of parcels which are dealt
with at every post office, big and little,
up and down the land. The amazing
part of it is how the Postmaster-
General and his merry men do it all,
and make so few mistakes. Such a rare
lot is expected of the G.P.O. It might
almost seem as if the sender of the
goose without an address imagined the
postal servant to be a thought-reader;
and imagine the feelings of a parcel
sorter on finding himself confronted by
a fat, juicy Christmas pudding that is
bulging in several places through its
thin covering of string and paper!
Lost in the Post!

Lonely settlers in far-flung corr
of the Empire look forward as eager
to the arrival of their Christmas mail
as those at home, but in most cases the
welcome bearer of it 1s a very difTers ent
fellow from the cheery postman w;
know.

It’s an cbony-skinned, frizzy-haired
native, for instance, who carries the
mail a sun-baked deserts in Afric
and though he doesn’t run the risk of
being buried in a snowdrift, his job isn't
all “jam.” One messenger lost his way
in the broiling wilderness, and aft
going back on his tracks he found him
self utterly at sea. Even his knowledze
of the country did not avail, and the
poor fellow dropped at last, unabie to
go ancther step. He had eaten his

11 1 n, and we can forgive him

pened. He fou nmongst
ent of parcels

Christmas b

udding, and the starving man made
very short work of it. That prime pud-
ding put new life into him, and he was
able to shoulder his pack and finally
reach his destination.

What the owner of the pudding said,
however, when he heard what had
become of it can only be guessed at!
Speeding Up the Mails!

Nowadays, a portion of the Christmas
mail has the honour of going by air.
Australia and Africa have their air
posts, with special air stamps to sig-

nalise the new mode of transit, and it,

is certain that the air post will help to
speed up the mails in difficult parts cf
the world. Of course, there are wide
areas ot which most people scarcely
emote islands, and dis-
victs cut off from the world by moun-
tain ranges—where postal services must
in the ordinary way be delayed, and
a Christmas mail could be held up for

. | weeks.

Thanks to the Air Mail, the risk of
such 2 delay has been cut down con-
siderably, and now the inhabitants of
even some of the world’s most out-of-
the-way spots can expect their Christ-
mas gifts and greetings at the right
time.

The Bad Old Days!

Here at home, the Christmas post has
a thousand new facilities, with an
LndElgrO\lnd railway in London used
entirely for the letter bags, and the fly-
ing new expresses north and west, beat-
ing all past records. Gone for ever are
the times when the yearned-for Christ-
mas mail was all bmmd like the cow’s
tail, coming in a week or more late—

delayed in transr on. Who says the
good new days don't go more than one
etter than the old?
ss.
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QEBELLION at St. Frank's at
Christmas ! Juniors, up in arms
. against authority, seize a school building
' and defy all attempts to shift them!
' Here's a stirring school story with non-
" stop excitement and Yuletide mystery
V and fun, introducing Nipper & Co.,
the chums of the Don’t
miss it.
' By EDWY. SEARLES BROOKS.

On Sale Now - -
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NOBODY wants Billy Bunter—not |
even at Christmas! But’[the
artful dodger of the Greyfriars Remove
is determined to sting someone for his
Christmas dinner. Who's going to be

the unfortunate host? The answer’s
supplied in this grand book-length
yarn of Harry Wharton & Co.
out for it !

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Look

- Price 4d. each

3 24 £ CLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLCLLLLLS



NOW ON SALE
Price 4d. per Volume

(10¢. in Canada).

e &
Make sure of this month’s issues o} the

BOYS’_ FRIEND LIBRARY

No.649. THE BARRING-OUT AT BEND-
Mcet {amous Will Hay, the most smazing sohool.
master over. - In this s tiing yarn
fiitiors doeite 15" have o' barriag.ous. And: Wil
Hay Tead:

For the first' timo on record a
ster leads the rebels! This is a great

mourpiercing shells, Tucine
I.‘m.rm oE g

Sometiis. g cas o

15 Lance's Jo e righ

otfoa and In
world: 'This yarn of he-man adv
No.651. THE DEATH SQUAD
By CART: ROWER

Alr wai on France (1%

Bibrels Bt 2" ousher pavadron han chaca

e ot Tdy Gy e Sy Rvog.mnm

Germans ont of the’air. Thrills all the Way,
No.652. THE CONVICT'S SECRET.

upu from a large prison
um o'l wnalh
A, fortur b bl he

r rove
No' ona shonid. mixe. this umn drama
youngster's Aght for frecdom

- “And don’t miss these finenumbersof the

SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY

No.649. THE SECRET AT SIXTY-SIX
FATHOMS.
Dy STANTON'HOTE.
now novel ‘of Iiff in_ the Navy, Secret ¥
Service, and” doieotive  adventuro, _Tnirodusing
Petty-oicer Joo Harman' and Artificer Mike
O'Fi¥in, ~two. breesy " sailors who  land  inte
trouble Wherever thuy zo.
No.650. THE MAN ON THE DOLE.
'AUL URQUHART,
Tho story of & man whose lok 1y dead“out, o
much o that he practically " gives up_ Hope.
Nothivg will go right, and tien comet fHia worst
all - e i ‘planted for murdor.” The
osition  sectns hobelcws,  the ‘ovidenca. dgainst
im 100 comvineins, Vet ‘Soxton Biake solvee the
intricate pro
No. 651, THE SHORET oF THE SNOWS.
By GILBERT Ci!
A vivid story of drama enacted in the Arctio—s
crime ommitted in the great sirofchesof oy

e i,

Tastes” wnm detootfon secmed {mpossible. Even
50, mporsible hanpencd ‘attor torrifio hard-
Shivs wod "RATling Hampeniaea

M0.852. The Clue of THE TATTOOED MAN.

' JOUN
The of & poor old murdered in ‘|
Lundun ocating fads! the ‘sorlke ‘Peavestoran

. Ron, Purvale, Sexton Blake and Tinker
0 Gt of "t most AITaMnE. tanElor of mm
hectio catecrs, A story that will grip from
first word to the last.

Erined, n Py aut D on G Bt Ty 1o sk montn by the Proprctor T Smaleomata
o, Faltinedon ST Tondon: A Roviriiionmn ficons T Floniaey

Press, Ltd.,

The Floetw

seription

Rates

Toland and Abroad, 50. each. Registered for trans-

fo"Agents ‘for Austratia and Now Zealand: Moesre Gordon & Gatol,

e
Eimited, dnd Tor South Atrion, Geniral News Agencs, LImIed:



