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¢ THE ROMANY RACE }

][T will not be surprising if you do
not know what “hotchi” is, and
more than probable tnat you have
never tasted it, for it i¢ Romany for
hedgehog. Romany is gipsy language.
and few people can. “rokkra Romany,”
while rhany are unaware that the
gipsies have a language of their own.
Gipsies are often mistakenly classed
with tramps, vagabonds, and ne’er-do-
wells, for whose misdeeds they are
often blamed; and yet for these types
the true gipsy has the greatest con-
tempt, which he expresses in his own
word for ‘them: “chorodies,” which
means dirty outcasts.
An Historic Race.

The Romanies are an _historic race
who streamed from their . original
haunts in India and Persia across into
the plains of . Europe, early in the
Middle Ages. . From the first they
suffered at the hands of stronger
peoples who half-despised, and feared

them. Until fairly recent times they
were always liable to be arrested on
charges of witchcraft, kidnapping,
cannibalism—or merely for being
gipsies, Cruel punishment usually
followed.

Their Eastern origin is revealed in
their appearance. Swarthy skin, jet
hair, slightly tilted eyes, of lustrous
black; these are characteristic. ~They
love bright colours and showy orna-
ments.

Ingenuity and Skill.

Winter and summer alike they live
out of doors, their only covering the
crude, but roomy, gipsy tent; for,
while it is the ambition of every
Romany *chal” to possess his own cara-
van and horse, it is only the more
Prosperous minority who own a
“vardo” and “gry,” as they call them.

They are industrious, and their

seemingly aimless wanderings are
usually guided the work that
different localities and seasons bring
them. Hopping, strawberry-picking,
haymaking. = cress-cutting—these are
the gipsies’ stand-by the year round.
For lean times the Romany relies on
his ingenuity and skill with his knife
to make quaint wooden toys, tlothes-
pegs, brushes, brooms, grass mats and
artificial flowers.

With his basket loaded with these
articles he will go hawking round
the houses of the neighbouring
towns, or stand in the square on

market days, returning at night to his

camp, which is usually pitched well
beyond the limits of the town to
ensure privacy and freedom from the
visits of the unsympathetic authorities.
A Bond of Brotherhood.

If you could be fortunate enough to
approach a gipsy camp at night with-
out. being noticed, you would be
rewarded by a scene that is both in-
teresting and picturesque.

Over the fire, held by an iron tray,
hangs the big iron Kkettle,- without
which no Romany household is com-
plete. Young and old will be grouped
round the flames, the soft Romany

tongue will flow in easy chatter, and if "

it is a gala night, the savour of roast-
ihg “hotchi” will mingle with ' the
smell of burning wood. -

Perhaps, in one’ ‘corner, some old
granny will be reading the future from
the tremulous palm of some country
lass whose fears of the gipsy folk have

telling—has n made illegal,
many a bright ‘shilling has been lost
with'the banning of this art.

Quick to take 'an
avenge it, the Romanies are long in
remembering ‘a_kindness. In spite. of

persecution, théir race has perslsceclxl,‘
A

held by a bond that makes
Romanies brothers. A landless people,
they yet can call the open heath and

forest glen their home.

insult and to.

A
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B OWEN CONQUEST
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Mr. MANDERS’ shabby overcoat wouldn’t fetch a bob at a sale—at
least, so think JIMMY~SILVER & Co., of Rookwood. But a certain

« gentleman of the road ', who knows 4 thing or two, is very anxious
* to get his thieving fingers on the coat.

CHAPTER 1.
Stop’ Thief! *
HE Head!” whispered Jimmy
Silver.
“Oh, crumbs!” breathed

Lovell.

Raby and Newcome were silent.

It was a moment when, however
silvery speech might be, silence was un-
doubtedly golden.

The "winter night had closed in on
Rookwood School. The moon gleamed
from a steely sky. -

It was close on time for evening pre-

paration, and, inside Rookwoed, fellows
were going to their studies.

Jimmy Silver & Co., rather unfor-
tunately, were outside Rookwood. They
were out of bounds after lock-up.
Which was a very unfortunate time for
falling in with their headmaster.

Not that the chums of the Classical
Fourth had been doing any harm.
They had been down to the Roke, to
slide on the frozen stream under the
gleam of the moon.

Tommy Dodd and his pals of the
Modern Fourth had done it after lock-
up, and dared the Classicals to do the
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me. The end study never refused a

allenge. So that was that! |
They had dropped out, unseen over
Masters’ gate; they ha on the ice,
and now they were coming back, to
t. A')d

v spotied an imposing figury

at the gate and fumbhng for a
And they backed away as they
sed Dr. Chisholm, the head-
ter of Rookwood.

Luckily he was not looking round,
and he had not seen them. They
hacked under the trees on the opposite
side of the road, from which, coming up
from the river, they had been about to
emerge. In black shadow they waited
and watched.

Their hearts were beating fast.

It would have been bad enough to
have been spotted out of bounds by
their Form-master, Mr. Dalton, or by
a prefect. But it would have been awful
to have been spotted by the Big Beak
himself!

“It’s all right!” murmmen Lovell.
“Ie's not seen us—

“Quiet!” hAssed Jimmy.

“T tell you

“Shut up'" breathed Raby.

Lovell grunted and shut up.

The Head had glanced round, Did
he know they were there? They hardly
breathed.

Then a footfall came to their ears on
the bhard, frosty road. Someone was
coming along from Coombe—the way
the headmaster had come.

The juniors breathed again. It was
the footfall on-the road that had
caused Dr. Chisholm to glance round.

Under the branches by the roadside
it was very dark. But on the open road
the moon glimmered, and the juniors
had a view of the man who came along
from the village. He was a burly,
rough-looking man, with an unwashed
face half hidden by straggling beard
and moustache. Not the sort of man,
on his looks, that anyone would have

liked to mect on & dark road at a lale
hour.

His eyes, glinting in the moon-gleam,
fixed on the schoolmaster at the gate,
and he suddenly accelerated.

Dr. Chisholm threw the gate open,
but instead of going in he faced the
burly man.

“Stand back!”
headmaster's icy voice.
want?”

The burly méan stopped only a few
paces from him. Jimmy Silver & Co.
stared across the moonlit road. It
flashed into their minds at once that a
footpad had followed the headmaster
from the village.

“You had better take yourself off, my
man!” Dr. Chisholm spoke in a calm,
contemptuous tone. “I am quite aware
that you have followed me—I ha
heard your footsteps several nes.”

The burly man did not speak. He
stood with the moonlight glimmering
on his shaggy, hairy face. He seemed
to be at a loss. i

No doubt he had been following that
well-dressed, elderly gentleman wil
the intention of closing in on him i
some solitary spot. He was taken
aback to see Dr. Chisholm at his
destination—at the open gate in the
school wall. That was not the spot
that a footpad would have chosen for
robbery with violence,

He was hesitating. And the juniors
understood why Dr. Chisholm did not
step in at the open gate. He did not
want to turn his back on the ruffian
while the man was so near.

“I have told you to go!”
Chisholm.

“No ‘arm, guv'nor,” said the man
with the shaggy face. “P’rups you
could ’elp a cove on his w:

“If you do not go instant]y I shall
telephone to the police station, and you
will be looked for, and taken into
custody!” answered the headmaster of
Rookwood coldly.

“Aw, chuck it, guvnor!
wouldn’t ‘urt you,” said the man.

They heard their
“What do you

rapped Dr.

A quid
w1
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see you at the post office back ‘he:c.

chaz ing a note. You got 'eaps!
“That will do! Ave you going?”
The man eyed him surli nd
sulkily. He backed away a pac is
cyes, small and piggy, caught the

gleam of the moon with an unpleasant
B en

he seemed to have

glitter. v
igns on the headmaster of

up his
Rookwood.

But it was only secming !

‘With a sudden spring like a tiger he
hurled himself at Dr. Chisholm, taking
him off his guard. Dr. Chisholm gave
a startled cry, and staggered through
the gateway, in the powerful grasp of
the footpad.

They disappeared from the sight of
the junicrs across the road, though not
from their hearing.

“’'0ld your row!"” came the ruffian’s
surly, savage voice. “I'm 'aving that
notecase of yourn, if I ’ave to crack
your nut to get it!”

“Help!” panted the Head,

strug-

gling.

The elderly schoolmaster was little
use in such a brawny grip. He had
gone over headlong, and was on the
ground, the ruffian on him. But he was
resisting. A thievish hand was already
groping for the pocket where he had
placed his notecase—under the greedy
eyes that had watched him at the
village post office. But Dr. Chisholm
was not going to be robbed if he could
help it.

He could not have helped it had not
four juniors of the Classical Fourth
been out of bounds—and on the spot.
The school buildings were at some little
distance, and at that hour no one was
out of the Houses. His panting cry
could not have been heard by anyone
indoors,

But it was heard by the four juniors
on the other side of the road. Already
they were speeding across the road to
the rescue.

“Back up!” panted Jimmy Silver.

He dashed in at the gateway, his
chums at his heels. In the darkness

under the branches within he stumbled

over the two struggling figures on the
ground.
“Pile in!” yelled Lovell.

“Blow me pink!” gasped the foot-
pad, astounded by that sudden rush of
unseen figures. “Wot the blue blazes

“He
Hold

Help!” panted Dr. Chisholm.
has robbed me of my notecase!
im! "

“Coliar him!”

1t was rather difficult to see one from
another in the deep gloom under the
trees. But the footpad, with a stolen
notecase in his grasp, wrenched away
and leaped for the gate. Jimmy Silver
and Lovell grabbed him at the same
moment, and brought him down with a
bump. He struggled like a tiger.

“Shut the gate, you men!” yelled
Jimmy.

The man was too gtrong for the
juniors to hold him. Bt he was not
going to get away if they could help
it. Jimmy had him round the neck,
Lovell had hold of his arm. But the
man’s struggies dragged them both off
their feet.

“Raby, groping to lend aid, stumbled
over Dr. Chisholm, who was striving to
rise.” The Head collapsed, with Raby
sprawling over him. But Newcome
grabbed the gate and slammed it as he
heard Jimmy's panting call.

The gate closed with a spring lock,
and could only be opened with a key.
It slammed, clicked, and fastened.

None too soon—for the thief, with a
desperate effort, hurled Jimmy Silver
off, and dragged his arm free from
Lovell. He leaped again at the gate.

Newcome, in his way, grabbed "at
him, and was knocked spinning by a
sweep of a heavy arm. He stumbled
over Raby, and went down. The next
moment the footpad made a jump to
catch the top of the gate and clamber
over into the road.

But Jimmy Silver & Co., breathless
but full of beans, cloged in on him.



4 MANDERS ON THE SPOT |

They grasped him as he jumped and
dragged him back.

All five of them rolled over—the foot-
pad and the four schoolb in a wild
heap on the gravel path. Gravel flew
up like spray as they struggled with a
herculean effort. The footpad wrenched
himself from the grasping hands, and
lcaped away.

Jimmy scrambled up.

“stop him!” he yelled.
thief!”

With a panting gasp, a pattering of
rapid feet, the fleeing man vanished
into the quad. And after him, yelling
to alarm all Rookwood, dashed Jimmy
Silver & Co.

“Stop

CHAPTER 2.
A Little Livesinese!

OMMY DODD of the Modern
TFourth Form stepped to his
study window in Manders’

House and stared out into the quad-
rangle. Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle, who were getting out their books
for prep, dropped those books and fol-
lowed him. The three Tommies had
just come up for prep—when a wild
outbreak of uproar from the quad
banished prep from their minds.

“Those Classical asses!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd, as he threw up the sash.
“Spotted, of course!”

“Pprefects after them,” said Tommy

‘ook.

“Faith, and it’s loike them!” re-
marked Tommy Doyle.

The three Tommies were aware that,
that evening, the Fistical Four had
played up to their challenge, and gone
out after lock-up to slide on the ice.
So their first impression was that the
Fistical Four had been spotted getting
back, and were being chased

But that impression lasted only a few
seconds. Prefects in chase of elusive
juniors might have shouted to one
another, but the juniors would not have
shonted. And it w Juniors who were

and now that the window was
Tommies could hear

shouting,
open the three
them clearly.

“Stop him!”

“ After him!”

“Stop thief!

“Where is he?

“That’s Jimmy Silver's crowd,” said
Tommy Dodd in utter wonder. “What
the jolly old thump can have hap-
pened?”

“Hallo, there's Bulkeley!” exclaimed
Doyle. The big door of the Head’s
house was open, light streaming out
into the dusk of the quadrangle. The
well-known voice of the captain
Rookwood shouted :

“What's up? What’s that row?”

“This way, Bulkeley!” shouted back
Jimmy Silver. “A footpad—"

“There he goes!” yelled Lovell
“He’s robbed the Head, Bulkeley—he's
got his notecase—"

Moonlight fell in pools in the quad-
rangle, barred by black shadows of
trees and buildings. The Modern
juniors at the study window spotted
running figures, appearing in the
patcies of light, disappearing into the
shadows. They caught a glow of light
from the opening door of old Mack’s
lodge, near the main gates. The school
porter was alarmed, and coming out.
From another direction the deep voice
of Sergeant Kettle shouted.

“By gum!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“We're on this, you men! You heard
what they said—the Head's been
robbed!”

“How the dickens—-" began Cook.

“Never mind how—come on!” ex-
claimed Tommy. “Look—the Classicals
are out—we’re not going to miss thist!”

Across the quad a crowd of fellows
were pouring out of the Heaggs House—
the Classical quarters. The alarm was
general Now.

Tommy Dodd dashed across the
study. tore open the door, and rushed
to the stairs. If some footpad who had
robbed the Head was scuttling about
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the quad, the Modern fellows were not
going to be left out of the hunt. A
little liveliness like that was too. rare
to be missed.

They rushed down the stairs. Fellows
in the passage were already bu
with excitement. The House door stood
wide open, and in the dcorway stood
the tall, spare figure of Mr. Manders,
Housemaster of the Modern side of
Rookwood. He was staring out into the
quad in surprise—and waving back
some Modern fellows who sought to go

“ ‘Dodd! Cook! Doyle! Stand back
at once!” snapped Mr. Manders, as the
three Tommies would have passed him.

“But, sir—" gasped Tommy Dodd.

“sStand back! No junior boy is to
leave the House!” snapped Roger
Manders. “How dare you!”

The three Tommies drew back, with
feelings. Acrcss the quad,
ical fellows were pouring out of
House in swarms to share in the
excitement. But it was like Manders to
keep his boys in. Manders was always
stiff, always crusty, and always mis-
taking a desire to make himself un-
pleasant for a strict sense of duty.

Knowles, Catesby and Frampton of
the Modern Sixth passed him. As they
were prefects, Mr. Manders allowed
them to pass. Other fellows he angrily
barred. Even Myers and Lister of the
Modern Fifth were waved back. Only
Sixth Form prefects were allowed out.

There was an angry and rebellious
murmur behind Mr. Manders’ bony
back.

Mulberry of the Modern Shell shook
a fist at the back of the Housemaster’s
head. He would have liked to land it
there.

Manders, unfortunately, glanced
round 2s he did so.

The hapless Mulbern strove, at the
last moment, to turn his gesture into a
less truculent one—affecting to be rub-
bing his nose. But it was too late! He
was_spotted.

“Mulberry!”

“Oh, yes, sir!” groaned the Shell
man dismally.
“Go to my study, and wait for me

there. I shall cane you!”
Mulberry trailed away sadly to
Manders' study Manders turned his

back again, and stared into the quad—
now scething with excited, shouting,
running, and racing Classical fellows.

Tommy Dodd signed to his two
chums, and they followed him. He led
them down a back passage, where there
was a window. That part of the House
was absolutely deserted; everybody
was gathexcd at the front to watch the
scene in the quadrangle. Tommy
switched off the passage light.

“That old ass isn't keeping us out of
this!” breathed Tommy Dodd. “We're
on in this, you chaps. Come on!”

He pushed up the lower sash of the
window and dropped Promptly
after him dropped Cook and Do:,'leA It
was a risky proceeding, perhaps, bub
they were not very likely to be spotted
in the dark, and in the midst of an
excited crowd. Anyhow, they were
risking it, Manders or no Manders.

They left the window open for their
return, and scrambled away through
thivk, dark shrubberies at the side of
the buudmg Emerging into the quad-
rangle, almost the first person thcy ran

into was Jimmy Silver. Tommy Dodd
grabbed him by the arm.
i \Vhﬂts up, Silver?”
tpad—robbed the Head—just
msxde Masters’ gate!” jerked out
Jimmy. “We nearly got him!”

Jimmy rushed off again.

“This way!” It was the voice of
Mornington of the Classical Fourth.
“I saw him—this way!”

There was a shout and a rush. The
three Tommies joined in it. It led
them away from their House and the
watchful eyes of Mr. Manders in the
doorway, which was all to the good.

Dr. Chisholm was standing in the
moonlight, leaning on the arm of Mr.
Dalton, the master of the Fourth. He
was pale and gasping, and the knit-
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ting of his brows showed that he was
angry. e Tommies caught his voice
as they passed.

“He is certainly \vxthm tkc walls.
ful enough

to close the gate.
quadrangle, Mack, I thi nk,
him back from the school gates.
leave me, Mr. Dalton! av
Pray g0 wnd assist—-"

“Chna.nly, sir!

Richard Dalton sped after the shout-
ing crowd. A loud yell came from the

dark archway that led from Big Quad
into Little Quad. It drew the hunters
in a new direction. In the darkness
under the arch several running fellows
stumbled over a prone form.

“Bulkeley!” exclaimed Mr. Dalton,
helping the captain of Rookwood to his
feet.

Bulkeley gasped, and dabbed a red-
dened nose,

“I got hold of him, sir. He knocked
me flying, and broke loose. He got
back into Big Quad—-"

“ After him!” yelled Morny.

“This way!” roared Lovell.

‘There was another rush in a new
dircetion. Bulkeley dabbed his nose
with a handkerchief. Evidently there
was some danger in running that
desperate  footpad down. But the
ookwooders gave no thought to that.
ey were enjoying the wild excite-
ment of the chase. It was ever so
mueh more enjoyable than prep.

CHAPTER 3.
Progress of Mr, Poggers!
OW me pink!” breathed Slog

e b\u]y hairy man was
t mhmg in dark shrubberies under
adow of a wall. He was 2 hard

N r, in all his long and lawless
carcer 05 a snatcher- -up of unconsidered
trifles, had Mr. Poggers been in harder
ca

Heo was breathless, tired, exhausted

in fact. He
run on’ his lcr
punches; he had stumbled and fallen

a dozen times at least; he ha
into trees in the dark.
foot he had a fec hng of being
And he was inside the srhool walls,
with escape cut off, and more than a
hundred fellows hummg him.

He had a breathing smr‘o, crouching
in that dark corner—but well he knew
that it was only a breathing space. He
was out of the moonlight; bul doze:
of the fellows had electric flashlamps,
fiaghing the light here, there and every-
where, It was borne in upon the mind
of the shaggy Mr. Poggers that the
game was up.

Had Mr. Poggers forescen all t'us
dire trouble, he never woul
bothered the headmaster of Roo‘(woud
at all. He was hard up
resources had been spent in su
the whisky trade. But the old gent’s
notecase was not worth all this.

Slog could have sworn that the road
was clear when he tackled the old gent
for his notecase. Nobody in sight—not
a sou Yet 2 whole bunch of coveys
had <uddenly rushed in at the gate and
jumped on him. Who those coveys
were, and where they had so suddenly
sprung from, was a mystery to Slog
Poggers.

It was from his slogging powers that
he derived his nickname among his
friends; but there had been too many
of them for him to slog successfully.
In fact, he would have bLen thr
sloggee, instead of the slogger,
had not broken away and bolted for lt

Then a sort of hornet’s nest had
swarmed round him. He had fancied
himself in the grounds of some private
house—being a stranger in the neigh-
bourhood, and quite unacquainted with
Rookwood School. So it had simply
amazed him to find scores of hefs of
all sizes pouring out after him., It
dawned upon him that it must be a
school that he had inadvertently
barged into, and he felt that it was
cruel luck,
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He crouched and gasped for breath.
Lights were approaching him; shouts
sounded closer.

A notecase—a small but well-filled
cese of handsomec Russia leather,
stamped with a gold monogram—was
grasped in his grubby hand. That was
a solace, so far as it went. He still
had his plunder—if he got away with it.
But he realised dismally that he was
not going to get away.

“He came this way, sir!” he heard
a voice shout. It was Jimmy Silver
addressing Mr. Dalton.

“Juniors keep back!” came Mr.
Dalton’s voice. “Bulkeley, Melville,
Carthew, Scott, come with me!”

Slog could have groaned. They were
after him. They had seen him dodge
round that building.

He rose wearily from the shrubbery.
The game was up; but he was going
to run till he dropped, anyhow. Then
he becaine aware of the fact that he
was close by 2 window, and that it was
open at the bottom.

Slog Powers caught his ‘breath. It
seemed quite a miraculous chance to
him. ertainly it was dangerous to
enter one of the school buildings,
where he would be hopelessly cornered
if he was spotted. But it was a case
of any port in a storm. If he could
hide for a time, and steal forth later
when the coast was clear—

It was that or capture, evidently.
The pursuers were closing in on him,
and escape was hopeless if he ran.

Finding a downstairs window open,
and no light within, was an unexpected
and wonderful stroke of luck. He
owed it to Tommy Dodd, for it was
the window by which the three
Tommies had left’ Manders’ House.
Slog did not hesitate a moment.

He dragged himself in at the window,
stood inside, slid down the sash, and
secured the fastening. All was dark
within; he knew that he was standing
in a passage of some sort, but it was
not lighted.

Lights flashed on the panes outside.

Keeping well back from the window,
Slog stood with pounding heart. e
was invisible to the fellows outside;
but in the flashing of a dozen electric
torches he could see them. He could
hear their voices.

Mr. Dalton stopped, on the very spot
where Slog had been crouching hardly
more than a minute ago.

“He was here!” exclaimed
Fourth Form master. “Look!
shrubbery has been crushed—bri

“Someone’s been here, sirt”
Bulkeley.

“show a light!

the
The

atn
said

He cannot be far
away! Yes, look! The shrubs have
been trampled here! Follow me!”

Slog was glad to see_the chase turn
off from that spot. Ngpody dreamed
for a moment that the window had
been open a minute ago. But he was
rather surprised by the direction the
chase was taking. If they were picking
up “sign,” it was not Slog's. As a
matter of fact, Mr. Dalton and his com-
panions were now following the path
of the three Tommies through the
shrilbbery. That, of course, the
Classical master and prefects did not
know, any more than Slog Poggers did.
Lights and voices and footsteps moved
off in the direction of Big Quad. A
few fellows lingered, but most of them
had moved off.

“Blow me pink!”
Poggers, in great relief.

He was safe for the time, at least.

‘Where he was he had not the faintest
idea, except that he was in one of the
school buildings. He had never heard
of Mr. Manders or Manders’ House, or,
indeed, of Rookwood School at all.

He remained a few minutes to re-
cover his breath, and to pack the
Head's notecase safely away in a
pocket. So far, it had remained
clutched in his hand.

Then he peered about him, trying to
discover where he was. At the end of
the passage was a glimmer of light
where it led into another. Three or
four figures appeared at that end of the

murmured Mr.
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passage, against the ghmmer, and Slog
crouched back in alar

“What the dooce is the light out for
here?” asked Towle of the Fourth.
say, the light's out in the passage.”

“Some ass turned it off!”
another voice.

Slog trembled.

He was not aware that the passage
light had been turned off by a junior
for his own good reasons. But he was
aware that if it was switched on, it
would reveal him there.

But his luck was in. A harsh voice
came from someone unseen.

“Why are not you juniors at prepara-
tion? Go up to your studies at once!”

It was Mr. Manders speaking.

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

The figures disappeared from Slog’s
view. He gasped with relief. He had
a mementary ghmpse of a tall, spare,
angular figure passing the end of the
passage. Then all was quiet again.

It had been a narrow escape. Slog
realised that he could not remain
where he was—someone else might
come along and turn on the light. He
glanced at the window by which he had
entered. Lights were gleaming outside,
reflected on the panes; five or six
fellows were rooting through the shrub-
beries. There was no chance that way.

He groped along the dark passage.
A glimmer of light from above caught
his eyes. He was at the fcot of a
staircase—not the main staircase of
the bhuilding, evidently—a small, back
stair. But there was a light above, and
it. stopped him.

Bui the next moment he stepped
guickly on to that staircase. Someone
had entered the passage and switched
on the light. He stepped out of sight
barely in time.

It was neck or nothing now! Taking
the chance of what might await him
above—and ready to “slog” anyone
who tried to stop him—Mr. Poggers ran
swiftly up the stairs.

Footsteps passed along the passage
below as he did so. But he had passed

said

a bend of the staircase, and
unseen.

But a creak of the stair behind him
made his heart jump. Whoever it was
that had come along the passage was
coming up the stairs!

Slog hurried on. With the certainty
behind him of being spotted, he had to
take the chance of what might be
ahead.

He scuttled along a corridor, and
found himself on a large landing, on
which several doors opened. A shaded
light burned there.

No one was in sight.

He could hear sounds from below.
But he saw that he was now in the bed-
room quarters of the building, whatever
it was. He peered over banisters, into
the well of a big staircase. He sighted
the tops of sewlal heads in the dis-
tance below, and popped back. One of
those heads surmounted a tall, thin,
angular figure, which he had already
glimpsed once. Mr. Manders was
coming upstairs!

Slog gritted his teeth desperately.
Slogging that bony old gent would do
no good—with any number of people
within call.

He backed to the necarest door,
opened it softly, and stepped in. Just
as softly he closed the door behind him,
felt for the key, and turned it quietly in
the lock.

The room in which he stood was a
bed-room, dark, and evidently un-
occupied. A glimmer of moonlight at
the window gave him a glimpse of his
surroundings.

‘There was a big wardrobe at one
side, and Slog hurriedly calculated
whether it was big enough to hide
him as a last resource. But he had no
time to finish that calculation, when
the doorhandle turned.

Slog jumped.

It was fortunate for him that he had
Jocked that door when he entered. He
had done it on the chance that that
bony old gent might be coming to that
very room. And that chance had

was
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materialised. For it was Mr. Manders’
room—and he was coming to it!
ere was a sudden, startled, and
mqy yelp outside the door.
rs naturally
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ruffian must have gained admittance to
the House—they cannot find him any-
\uhcxe outside. He must—"

door to open when he turned thc
handle, and he naturally moved to
follow the opening door as he pushed.
As the door did not open, however, he
was brought up suddenly, his long,
sharp nose tapping on a panel.

“Wow!” came from Mr. Manders.

“Blow me pink!” breathed Slog.

“Upon my word! What is the
matter with this door. It cannot be
locked. Upon my word!”

The door-handle rattled and shook
furicusly. Mr. Manders, never very
good-tempered, was extremely bad-
tempered now. It was annoying to find
his door somehow jammed when he
was hurrying there to get his overcoat
from the wardrobe—and still more
annoying to tap his nose on it.
xamsd he shook, and he wrenched at
the di

“Is anything the matter, sir?”

It was the voice of Mr. Bull, the
maths master, who had his rooms in
Manders’ House.

“Yes, certainly, Mr. Bull! My door
—this door. It seems jammed in some
extraordinary way! It cannot be
locked—the key is inside—yet it will
not open! Some trick—some prank!”
The door-handle rattled again. “I
require my coat. I must go to see the
Head—I hear that he has been
attacked by some ruffian or footpad.
Mr. Bull, sce if you can open this

door!”

“Certainly, sir! Why—what—-
Good heavens!

“Whut do you mean, Mr. Bull?
What—

“Look, sir!

There are muddy foot-
marks here—-" 2
*Sonie young rascal—-"

“'They are not marks of a boy's

boots, sir. Look! ey appear to come
from the back stair—some man in
muddy boots!  Mr. Manders, that

ood gracmds, Mr. Bull! You
really th
“Look, sir! Some man in extremely

And—the

rian

dirty boots—filthy, in fact!
marks lead to your door,
Mr. Manders let go the door-handle
as if it had suddenly become red-hot,
“In my room—" he muttered.
“It would certainly appear so—-"
“Good heavens! Help! Help!”
Slog Poggers groaned. The game
was up now with a vengeance,

CHAPTER 4.
Caugnt!
iMY SILVER gave a yell.
“There i

is!
“Where?” panted Arthur Edward
Lovell. 4

“Look!™

Jimmy pointed upward.

The hunt in the quad had heen
slackening down. Dr. Chisholn had
gone into the house, very much upset
and perturbed. Masters and prefects,
assisted varm of seniors and
Jjuniors, scoured and searched on every
side; but the impression was growing
that the footpad had, somehow, eluded
so many hunters and escaped.

Either he was gone, or he was in
hiding, and thoug. the crowd still
reoted about, it was with diminished
hope. And then, suddenly, there was
an outbreak of alarm from Manders’
House—and the whole mob rushed in
that directi

Mr. Manders, again in the open
orway, was waving bony hands and
shouting almost hysterically Study
windows were open, and fellows shout-
ing from them.

The news spread that the fugitive
footpad had somehow dodged into
Manders’ House—how, nowdy knew,

there were th Modern
juniors who thought thst xhey could
guess!




10

“ Help, help!” Mr. Manders was shout-
jng. “The man is here—the ruffian—
the—tie foodpad—he is here! Help!”

Mr. Dalton rushed up.

“Has he been seen?” he prm'c:’

“He is locked m a rcom—-"

“Follow me, Bulkeley!”

It was then that Jimmy er
shouted—as he spotted an opening
window upstairs in Manders’ House—
and a shaggy face peering out in the
moonlight! That unshaven face, sur-
mounted by a tattered, dirty cap, could

long to no one the hunted man
—and Jimmy pointed and yelled.
Dozens of fellows stared up.

The man was clambering from the
window.

Evidently he knew that his presence
in the House was discovered, and was
phr‘n 2 a desperate escape from the

n by means of the thick ivy on
the \v gall.  But as Jimmy drew the
general attention to him, he stopped
and glared dow. at the up-staring
crowd like a trapped animal.

“There he is!” went up a shout.
“Catch him as he comes down!”

The Rookwooders swarmed under the
windows of Manders’ House. Fifty
fellows or more were ready to collar
Mr, Poggers if he made the perilous
descent. Instead of which Slog backed
from the window and disappeared
from sight.

“Got him cornered!” grinned Lovell.
“Dicky Dalton will get him if he stays
thure We'll bag him if he drops out.”

“What-ho!” chuckled Raby.

“He's got the Head's notecase!” said

“He won't get away with

!

“No jolly fear!”

Plenty of fellows weve waiting for the
foctpad if he tried climbing down from
the window. Others crowded into the
iocuse, to follow Mr, Dalton and the
pufects up the stairs. Among the
1 , Tommy Dodd, Cook and Doyle
fed in, fortunafely unnoticed by
\ianders. Something very like an

l‘.Ir.

MANDERS ON THE SPOT !

army marched up the stairs, to deal
with the fugitive in his refuge.

Dalton thumped on the locked
coor of Mr. Manders’ room.

“Open this door!” he called sharply.
“You are known to be here, and re-
sistance is useless. Unlock the door!”

Slog Poggers did not heed the
command.

He stood in the middle of the rcom,
panting, like a desperate animal, the
moonlight from the window glimmer-
ing on his desperate face.

He was hopelessly cornered! He had
three months’ hard labour to expect for
his assault on the schoolmaster. Buf
even that did not seem so bad to him
as the loss of the prize that was within
his grasp.

He had the headmaster’s notecase—
it was his for the moment! He had
had no time to look into it, but he
knew that it was well-filled with notes
—banknotes and currency notes.
Thirty, forty, fifty pounds—perhaps
more. Such a booty as had seldom, or
never, fallen into his thievish hands
before! And he was going to lose it
again—and it seemed to him worse
than the temporary loss of his liberty.

“Blow me pink!” groaned Mr.
Poggers.
Knock! Knock! came at the door.

“Will you open this door?” rapped
Mr., Dalton.

Slog did not trouble to reply. He
gave a glare from the window—at a sea
of upturned faces. He gave a hunted
glare round the roora. He had thought
of hiding in the big wardrobe, but that
was futile now that it was known that
he was there He knew that it would
have been futile, in any case, for he
had heard the bony old gent say that
he had come up for his overcoat—
which, of course. would be hanging in
the wardrobe. The bony old gent would
have found him there!

Nevertheless, Sloz stepped towards
that wardrobe, and silently unlatched
and opened its d

In these thnumg moments Slog’s
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in, not naturally perhaps very
ht, was working at double pressure.

Capture was certain now. But was
there a remole chance of saving his
plunder—oi  getting 'c back another
time, when he came out of the “stone
jug * after his “stretch "’

That was the idea in his brain now.

Hiding the notecase in Mr,
room was, of course, useless, He would
never be able to get back there and
recover it.

But Mr. Manders' mention of the
overcoat had put the germ of an idea
into his desperate mind.

He stared into the wardrobe. Several
coats were hanging there. Among them
was a large, thick, grey overcoat.
Evidently that was the overcoat belong-
ing to the “bony old gent” who had
come up for i, with such unexpected
results!

‘“‘Open this door!™

Slog, unheeding, groped at the big,
heavy coat. It was thickly and warmly
lined. His little, piggy eyes gleamed.
It was a chance—a good chance! He
whipped a pocket-knife out, pulled out
the lining of a pocket, and made &
sinall slit.

Through that slit he pushed the
Head's notecase.

It slid down between the lining and
the material of the coat. Its bulk was
small, and the coat itself was thick
and bulky. It would never be noticed
there. But later on, when he was free
to handle the matter again, it would be
easy for Slog to watch for a bony old
gent wearing that overcoat outside the

school.
That was the cunning rascal’s
scheme!
Bang! Bang! came on the door.

Somebody with a chopper in his hand
was slogging at the lock!

Mr. Poggers rearranged the coat as
d found it, and softly closed the
wardrobe door.

Vlth luck, his booty was safe now,

1 he had an opportunity of seeking
Js recovery!
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Bang! Bang! rang at the door.

Slog Poggers crossed to the window
again. He stared down at the faces
staring up. He thought for a moment,
and gave up the idea.

“Bang! Bang! Cm.sh!

The lock crax ; the door flew open.
The light was switched op, flooding the
room with illumination.

Mr. Dalton strede in. After him
came Bulkeley and Neville, Classical
prefects—Enowles and Ca'cz;by Modern
prefects. Outside, there was a swarm
of seniors and juniors.

Slog swung round from the window
with c!enc‘ncd hands, snariing. The
man-hunt was over; he was cornered
and caught.

“You had better-——"
Dalten,

He got no further,
on hxm with a tiger's spring. Perhaps
Mr. Poggers still nourished a faint fiope
of slogging his way out to freedom. Buf
in Dicky Delton, master of the Fourth,
he had to dcul \ th a hefty young man

began Mr.

The rufflan was

The pxuu:t.s were ready mhdp,
b'lc Llcky did not need their help.

Fe met Slog with left and right.

Mr. Poggers had done some slogging
i nme but he got some now that

vere knocked aside
as he leaped at the voung master—and
Dicky Dalton's right landed on his
stubbly chin fOlh).‘md up by Dxc‘{ya
leit between his piggy eyes. log
Poggers gasped. gurgled. and went b'\cl\-
wards as if a tank had hit him. (3
landed on the floor with a terrific crash
that made the furniture jump.

“Ooooogh!” spluttered Slog.

Mr. Dalton rubbed his knuckles

“Secure him!" he said.

It was quite easy to secure the foot-
pad now. Indeed, he could not have
got up without help. Buikeley and
Neviile took an arm each, d lifted
him. He tottered beneath thom as ihey

the

3

ed him away.
“Take him to Head's house,”
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said Mr. Dalton. “He must be kept
secure till a constable can be sent for

e him into custody. No doubt his
der wi 111 be found on him. Take
lmn away.’

The prisoner was led away. A loud
cheer greeted his appearance in the
quad, walking dizzily between the two
prefects, followed by Mr. Dalton. After
them came Mr. Manders—now arrayed
in a large, thick, heavy grey overcoat.
Round them marched the whole crowd
of Classicals, escorting them in
triumph to the Head’s house.

“Got him!” chuckled Arthur Edward
Lovell. “Got the blighter ! I say, the
beak will have to let us off with a jaw,
vou know, after what we’ve done. But
for us, that sportsman would have got
away with his notecase. Lots of tin in
it, I expect. Lucky for the Head we
were out of bounds, what?”

“Let’s hope the Head will see it in
that light,” remarked Jimmy Silver,
r'\ther doubtfully.

h, bound to!” said Lovell con-
fidently. “He will get his tin back,
see? We’ve got the thief, and the Toot’s
on him. We're all right!”

They had got the thief, there was no
doubt about that. And the loot was
not far away. But whether it would be
found or not was quite another ques-
tion. No one—least of all oger
Manders—suspected that it was hidden
in the lining of the overcoat in which
the Modern master was whisking
across the quad. Mr. Manders would
have been very much astonished had
he known that he was carrying about
with him the sum of forty-five pounds
ten shillings in a Russia leather note-
cage helonging to his chief!

CHAPTER 5.
Lovell, of Course!

ILVER!”
S “Yes, Bulkeley!”
“Head's study!” said the cap-

tain of Rookwood. “You, and the other
three young sweeps.”

‘MANDERS ON THE SPOT !

Prep should have becn going on in
the Fourth. Instead of which, nearly
every fellow in that Form was cut in
the passage, or_standimg in a study
doorway—and all were talking. That
evening at Rookwood School had been
eventful—in fact, wildly exciting. The
juniors were discussing it breathlessly
when Bulkeley of the Sixth called up
the stairs to Jimmy Silver & Co.

“We're for it!” groaned Jimmy.

“Rot!” said Lovell “The Head
simply can’t—-""

“Looks as if he's going to, whether
he can or not,” remarked Raby.

“I tell you he can’t—"

“Oh, come on!” said Newcome.
“Let’s get it over.”
“But he can’t——" persisted Arthur

Edward Lovell, addressing the backs of
his comrades’ heads as they went down
the stairs,

The Classical Fourth passage was left
in a buzz behind the Fistical Four aﬂ
they went. Three members of the Co.
looked very serious—but Arthur Ed-
ward Lovell was confident.

“Youll see,” he said, as they ap-
proached Dr. Chisholm’s study door.
“I tell you he simply can’

“Youwd better tell the Head that,”
suggested Jimmy, “He may not know
that he can't!”

‘Whereat Raby and Newcome grinned,
and Lovell snorted Jimmy Silver
tapped at the headmaster’s door, and
they entered.

They were rather glad to see their
Form-master, Mr. Richard Dalton, with
the Big Beak. Dicky Dalton, they
hoped, would put in a werd for them
if the Big Beak proved waxy!

Dr. Chisholm did not look “waxy.”
But he looked very severe as he fixed
his eyes on the four.

“silver, Lovell, Raby, Newcome!
You four boys were out of school
bounds after lock-up!” he rapped.

“Yes, sirl” murmured Jimmy.

“May I point out, sir—"
Lovell.

“You may be silent, Lovell!”

began
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“Yes, sir; but—"
“Be silent. Lovell!” rapped M.
Daiton.

Lovell suppressed his feelings—and
his remarks Silence was not Arthur
Edward’s long suit.

“This is a serious matter,” said the
Head. “ What explanation have you to
offer, Silver?”

*1t was only a lark, sir,” murmured
Jimmy. “We—we went down to the
Roke to slide—that was all, sir.”

The Head looked at him very search-

1y

“A very foolish and thoughtless pro-
ceeding, if true,” he added dryly.
“It’s true, sir.” b
Jimmy might have added that they
had done that foolish and thoughtless
thing because some Modern chaps, who
had done it, had dared them to do
likewise. But he could not give away
Tommy Dodd & Co.; neither, probably,
* would the Head have comprehended
that the end study could not possibly
refuse a challenge!
“Do you accept this statement, Mr.
Dalton?” asked the Head.
3 “Certainly. sir!” answered Richard
Dalton. *I am assured that these boys
of my Form have only acted thought-
lessly.”
“And if we hadn’t——" recommenced
Lovell
“Shut up you ass!” whispered Raby.
“If we hadn't,” went on Lovell, un-
heeding, “we shouldn't have been at
Masters’ gate when you got there, sir,
coming back from Coombe. We
shouldn’t have been able to barge in
when that footpad went for you—-"
“Barge in!” repeated the Head.
“Went for me! Mr. Dalton, do these

boys learn English in your Form-
room?”
“Hem! Certainly, sir!”

“It is very singular, then, that they
cannot address their headmaster in
that language!” said Dr. Chisholn.

“I mean, we took a hand when that
footpad went—I mean when he biffed
you,” stammered Lovell. “That
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hooligan was after your notecase, sir,
and youd have been robbed if we
hadn’t barged—I mean butte(l—-m?t is,
if we hadn't interfered

Under the steady, icy stare of the
headmaster, even Arthur Edward Lovell
trailed off into silence.

“I think I understand your meaning,
Lovell, couched as your remarks are
in inelegant, slangy phrases,” said Dr.
Chlshol*n “If you allowed me to
speak

“Oht” vasped Lovell.

“1 shou.d have expressed my recog-
nition of your act in intervening when I
was attacked by that ruffianly person.
That, however, does not alter the fact
that you were out of school bounds at
the time, when you should have been
in your study at preparation. Neither,
as a matter of fact, did you prevent
me from being robbed, as the man did
actually deprive me of my notecase!”

“But the man’s been caught, sir,”
sajid Lovell. “He was cornered in Mr.
Manders’ rcom over on the Modern side,
and they got him! I—I thought he
was locked up in a room here waiting
for a bobby—'

“A what?”

“I—I mean a peeler—'

“You mean a peeler?” xebcatc\l the
Head.

A—a—a policeman, sir!”

“Oh!” said Dr. Chisholm. “I am
glad to be able to elucidate your mean-
ing at last. Lovell! It is true that
the man was caught. and is now await-
ing the arrival of a constable from
Latcham to take him into.custody. But
my notecase has not been recovered,
and as the man declares that he
dropped it Jn his flight, it may never be
recovered.”

“Oh!” said Lovell. —“But all the
same. sir, I think. and I'm bound te¢
Whooooop!” Lovell yelled,

say—

as his foot was stamped on.
“Bless my soul!

you ass—wow!”
hat I meant to say
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“Did
Silver?”
“y

vou stamp on Lovell's foot,

thought he was talking too
much, » stammered Jimmy.
Someth like the ghost of a smile
zlided over thie severe face of the head-
master of Rookwood.
“I was going to
Lo\eh

say—" gasped

please.”
“But T think Tve 2 vight to point out,

"Mx Daiton, can you induce this boy
of your Form to be sile nt, since he does
not appear amenable to his head-
master's authority?” said Dr. Chisholm.

Mr. Dalton, colouring with vexation,
gave Lovell a look—which would have
reduced any other fellow at Rookwood
to the solemn silence of a stone umage.

Lovell's view was that the assist-
mce the Fistical Four had rendered
when Dr. Chisholm was struggling in
the grasp of Slog Poggers, entitled
them to be let off for having been out
of bounds at the time. Lovell thought
this a reasonable view. As the Head did
not seem to see it, Lovell was the man
to make it clear to him.

“I only wanted to point out, sir, that
considering that we weighed in to help
you, when that blighter snaffled you
just inside the gate, and that yowd
never have known we were out of
bounds if we hadn’t—-"

Mr. Dalton took Lovell by the back
of the collar. That iron grip silenced
even Arthur Edward Lovell.
wriggled indignantly.

“Now,” said the Head, with grim sar-
casm, “if T am permitted to speak I will
conclude my remarks. I was going to
say, that in view of your action in com-
ing to my assistance, I should request
your Form-master to excuse you for
having broken school bounds, if he was
satisfied that it was nothing worse than
a thoughtless frolic.”

Four faces brightened.

“But—" went on the Head in a
deep volce.

Four faces clouded.

MANDERS ON THE SPOT !

“But what I should have done on my
own volition, I certainly shail not do
when it is claimed as a right, which it
ccnamly is not. . Dalto®, you will
punish these JUnlOlS for their in-
fraction of the ru les of the school.”

“ Certainly i

“In the circumstances,

1 am unwill-

ing that they should be caned. But
Lentioq on a half- holiday——""
“Quite. sir!’
“Very good' They may go!”
Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome, with

feelings too deep for words, if it had
been the time and place to utter any,
went to the door, Lovell gasped.

“Well 2 he began, “I jolly well think
that—'

What Althur Edward Loveli jolly well
thought never transpired; for Mr.
Dalton, with 4 jerk of his sinewy arrm,
hooked him out of the study by the
collar. Lovell’s remarks ended in a
gurgle, and the closing door shut that
gurgle off from the majestic ears of the
Head.

CHAPTER 6.

The Boy Who Knew How!
L RUST Lovell!” said Raby bitterly.
T The fellows were in their
studies at last, and more or less
attention—generally less—was being
given to prep. There was not
much time left for prep after the excit-
ing events of that evening—a man-hunt

e |in the quadrangle after a footpad who

had got away with the Head's wallet.
Over in Manders’ House the fellows
were as excited as on the Classical side
—or more so, for it was in Roger Man-
ders’ own room that the hunted rascal
had been run down and collared. Now
he was locked up in a room in the
Head's house, and most fellows hoped
that the constable would not arrive
from Latcham to take him away before
prep was over. Naturally, they wanted
to see the last act Of the play, as Morn-
ington described i

Not much in lhe way of prep, it is
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true, was getting done. But fellows
could not go down from the studies till
the appointed time.

One fellow in the Classical Fourth,
however, disregarded that rule. That
one was Lovell.

Jimmy, Raby. and Newcome were in
the end study, getting something dene.
Lovell had not come up with them after
Jeaving the Head.

Perhaps he guessed that his comrades
intended to boot him when they got
him to the privacy of the end study. Or
perhaps he had some other reason. Any-
how, he hadn’t come up.

“Oh, trust him!” assented Newcome,
nodding agreement with Raby's re-
mark.

“He’s the jolly old limit!” sighed
Jimmy Silver. “If he’d only held his
tongue in the Head’s study—"

“Does he ever hold his tongue?”
asked Raby.

“Well, we're going to boot him,” sald
szn‘y “That will be a comfort.”

“The ass!” said Raby.

“The fathead!” said Ne\vcomc.

“The frabjous ‘chump!” agreed
Jimmy.

Anyone overhearing the remarks in
the end study would never have guessed
that the three fellows there were
Lovell’s loyal chums.

They were intensely exasperated with
Arthur Edward. Clearly they would
have been let off with a “jaw”—if only
Lovell hadn’t put the Head’s back up.
Lovell could always be trusted to put
his foot in it.

The study door opened suddenly, and
Lovell came in. Jimmy, Raby, and
%\Iewcome rose to their feet, with grim
00

Lovell did not seem to notice that.
The expression on his face was keen
and eager, Evidently he had something
to impart.

He was not given time to impart it,
whatever it was. Having shut the
study door, he turned to his chums—to
find himself in the grip of three pairs
of vengeful hands.
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“Here, what—"
“Yarcoooh!”

Clunp, clump, clump! Whirled round
in-the grasp of his loyal chums, he was
smitten by three hoots, which sent him
staggering back to the door. The three
thudded together, and thudded hard.
It was a case of three soles with but a
szngle thought, as the poet very nearly
said.

Lovell caught at the door, steadied
himself, and glared round in almost
speechless wrath at the Co.

“Wharrer you up to?” he roared.

“Booting a silly fathead!” explained
Jimmy Silver.

Y ou—you: * gasped Lovell. “You
silly owls! You crass asses! I've
a jolly good mind not to tell you my
worderful wheeze now for getting off
detention! Ow!”

“You've got a \\hcc,‘e, have you?”
snmted Newcome.

“ey Yes, you silly ﬂL‘mad' ow!”

“Take it away and boil it!’

“Look hmc"‘ roared Lovell.

“Br-r-rr

Jimm by and Newcome sat down
to prep az;am Lovell stood wriggling,
and glaring at them in great wrath.

“Tve a jolly good mind—-" began
Lovell.

“A jolly bad one, to judge by the
it works!” said Newcome.

Wwill you let 2 fellow speak?’
shricked Lovell. “I've a Jjolly good
mind not to let you in this stunt—"

“Youve let us in for a detention, any-
how!” said Jimmy. “ What about shut-
ting up, and domg some prep?”

«Blow prep! Look here! Do you
fellows want to be detained on Satur-
day afternoon?” hooted Lovell. “I tell
you, I know how to gct off. If youll
listen to a cha

“Seems to me we never co anything
else,” sighed Jimmy. “Bu get on. Cut
it as short as you can!”

“You heard what the Head said in

ejaculated Lovell

w

'his study?” Lovell commenced.

“He said he would have let us off, if
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ycu hadn’t barged in and put his back

“I don’t mean that. He said that
that sneak-thief who had bagged .his
notecase chucked it away while he was
dodging about the quad with a crowd
of fellows on his track. It wasn't found
on him when Dicky Dalton and the
prefects brought him over here from
Ma naerls House.”

“Well, suppose we found it for the
Head? He’s -jolly ungrateful, telling
Dalton to detain us after we helped him

as we did. But if we got that wallet
back for him, he would be bound to
play up. :Even headmasters are
human.”

“Are they?” asked Newcome, as if be
doubted it.

“Well, more or less,” said Lovell. “I
believe there was a lot of money in
that wallet—the man followed the Head
here, you know, because he saw him
open it at the post office in Coombe.
May be pounds and pounds. Suppose we
got it back for the Head—well, it stands
to reason that he would let us off—it
would be only decent.”

“Are you proposing a search of the
quad, and Little Quad, and both Houses
before dorm?” asked Jimmy Silver.
“Think we could get over the ground in
an hour or so—especially in the dark?”

“No, I'm not!” snapped Lovell. *I'm
proposing asking that thief where he
chucked it.”

“Wha-at?”

“That’s what I've been up to while
you fellows have been wasting time on
prep!” said Lovell scornfully. “I've
been scouting-—and spotting where
they've put the brute. He's locked up
in the punishment-room. I suppose
they thought that the safest place to
put him uu the bobby comes over from
Latcham

‘Safe a: houses,” said Jimmy.
what—

“Dalton’s left the key in the lock, on
the outside,” said Lovell. “I've spotted
that, Of course, it hasn’t occurred to

“But
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him that any Rookwood chap would cut
in to see the man—especially as it's
prep now.”

“No,” gasped Jimmy, “I suppose it
hasn’t! I suppose it wouldn’t! And I
jolly well know that he’s right, too!
Nobody’s going to!”

“Do listen to a fellow! We go there
and ask the brute where he was when
he chucked away that notecase, and
then we go to the spot, pick it 4ip, and
take it to the Head, and there you arel”

“You think he'll tell us?” asked New-
come sarcastically “You think hell
feel so kind and obliging towards us
because we helped to snaffie him?”

““I think he’ll tell us, if we collar him
and bang his head on the floor till he
does!” retorted Lovell.

“Oh, crikey!”

“We're justified in handling the brute
to get back what he pinched from the
Head,” said Lovell. “I'll bang his head
hard enough, I can tell you.”

“You think hell let you?” inquired
Ra

If yowd listen, instead of jawing,
T'd tell you that Bulkeley tied his
hands behind him with a duster before
he was locked up in clink. He's a
hefty brute, but he can’t argue a lot
with his paws tied.”

“And suppose we're spotted?” gasped

Jimmy.
“There’s nobody anywhere near clink.
‘We can turn off the light in the pas-
sage, too. The bobby can’'t get here
under half an hour, at least. Every-
body’s at prep. What about it9”

Lovell’s chums gazed at him. Arthur
Edward Lovell was the man for hare-
brained stunts. But this, to his faithful
comrades, seemed the limit.

“You unspeakable idiot!” said Jimmy
Silver at last. “If we were caught barg-
ing in, it would mean a flogging all

round. And serve us jolly well right,
too.”

“’Nuff said!” snapped Lovell, “I
want you fellows to back me up. Are

you going to back me up, or not?”
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“Not!” answered three voices in
unison,
“Then Y1l handle it alone!” said

Lovell determinedly.
falling off a form! The Head's bound
to let us off detention, if we get his
notecase back. We can make that brute
tell us where he dropped it, and get out
with a flashlamp and pick it up. Easy
as winking.”

“If you've done your funny turn, old
man, sit down and do some prep,” sug-
gcsted Raby.

“Are you coming?” demanded Lovell,

“No!” yelled the three.

“Then 1’11 g0 and do it alone.”

“You wo:

Lovell dragged open the study door.
Three fellows leaped up from the table
and rushed at him.

He slammed the door and went. Pat~
tering footsteps died away down the
passage to the stairs.

Jimmy Silver jerked the door open in
turn. The three juniors ran out into
tHe passage—catching a last glimpse of
Lovell disappearing down the staircase.

“Oh, the ass!” breathed Jimmy. “Get
after him! If he’s going to try it on,
we've got to see that he comes to no
harm—if we can.”

And the three juniors raced down the
passage after Lovell They scuttled
down the stairs,

But their luck was out. As they
reached the foot of the staircase, Mr.
Dalton came out of his study, with Mr.
Manders, the Modern master. Richard
Dalton’s eye was on them at once.
Lovell had already vanished, but
Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome were in full
view of their Form-master.

“What are you doing out of your
study in preparation?” rapped Mr.

“Ii's as easy as

The ‘three made no answer, _They
could not explain to Richard Dalton
that they were in pursuit of an un-
thinking ass who was hunting for
trouble.

“Go back to your study at once!”
said Mr. Dalton severely.
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There was no help for it.

They went back to the end study—
but not to prep. They were too worried
about Lovell to think of prep. They
wondered dismally what Lovell was
doing. and what sort of a bungle he
was going to make of his latest “stunt,
But their very worst anticipations fell
far short of the awful truth.

CHAPTER 17,
An Exchange of Prisoners!
LOG POGGERS moved about the
S i -room of v
School—commonly called “clink *
by the juniors—a good deal like a_tiger
in a cage.

The light had been left burning for
him, but the light only showed him that
there was no possible means of escape.

‘The door, of heavy oak, was locked
on the outside. The window, small and
deep in the thick wall, was protected
by iron bars.

Left alone there, the pickpocket had
soon ascertained the fact that he could
do nothing but wait for the constable
to arrive. The duster that Bulkeley had
knotted round his sinewy wrists had
not bothered him long.

But it booted not, as a novelist would
say. At liberty to try door and window
with free hands, it was only to make
the discovery that there was no possible
escape by either.

Slog’s luck had let him down cruelly.
Having actually “pinched ” a notecase,
wadded with notes, from the old
“bloke” who had turned out to be
headmaster of this school, he had had
no chance of getting away with it.
Hunted high and low all over Rook-
wood, he had been run down in Mr.
Manders’ room, over in Manders’
House—and here he was!

He had one consolation—they hadn’t
got the wallet back! Hidden in the
lining of the thick, grey overcoat hang-
ing up in Mr. Manders’ room, Slog
hoped that it would remain there, un-
seen and unsuspected—till he came out
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of the “stone jug” and was free to
watch for the gentlemen wearing that
overcoat outside the school.

For which reason he had “confessed ”
that he had thrown the wallet away in
his flight, and no doubt next day it
would be hunted for far and wide. Mr.
Poggers did not care where it was
hunted for, so long as nobody thought
of looking inside the lining of Mr.
Manders’ overcoat!

Caged in “clink,” and in the worst
of tempers, Slog Poggers moved about
restlessly. ‘There was no escape—but
he still nourished a faint hope of
making a rush for it when the door was
opened. They would expect to find him
with his hands tied, as he had been left,
and he would very quickly demonstrate
that his hands weren’t. A lucky punch,
taking the “copper” by surprise, might
give him a chance—

The sound of the key grating in the
door caused Mr. Poggers to stop his
tiger-like rambling.

The door opened.

To Slog’s utter amazemens, it was the
head of a schoolboy, not the helmeted
head of a constable, that was inserted.

Almost spellbound, he 'stared at
Arthur Edward Lovell.

Lovell gave him a look, stepped in,
and quickly closed the door. Slog still
stared. It came into his mind that
some schoolboy, curious to see the
prisoner, had come to give him a look-
in, believing, of course, that he was
tied and helpless. In his wildest
dreams, Slog could never have dreamed
of a stroke of luck like this.

“Keep where you are, my man!” said
Lovell, his back to the door. “You
can’t do much harm with your hands
tied—but if you try any tricks, Tl
knocl‘c you spinning as scon 2§ look at

oul

“Will you?” said Mr. Poggers, blink-
ing at him.

“Yes, I jolly well will, and that’s a
tip!” sald Lovell cheerfully —“Now
listen to me! I've come Lere to ask
you a question.”
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Slog listened. But he was listening
less to Lovell than for sounds in the
ps ge without. Had this schoolboy
come there alone—was there nobody in
the passage?

“Yowve told the Head that you
threw his notecase away when we were
all after you,” went on Lovell. “I want
to know where you threw it.” ¢

Slog only eyed him—still listening for
sounds from without. No such sound
came to his ecars.

“Ain’t the copper come yet, sir?”
asked Slog.

“Not yet, or I shouldn't be - here,”
grinned Lovell. “He may be half an
hour yet—it’s a good step from
Latcham. Now, just where were you,
my man, when you pitched the note-
case away?”

“I don’t rightly remember, sir,” said
Slog, eyeing him.

“Wash that out!” said Tovell
“You're not talking to a fool!”

“Ain’t I, sir?” said Slog. He had a
strong impression that he was—judging
by Lovell’s present proceedings.

“Cough it up, and don’t waste time!”
said Lovell. “I'm not standing on
ceremony with you. You'll tell me, or
Il make you!”

“Owll you make me, sir?” asked
Slog. He was really curious on that
point.

“You see that table?” asked Lovell.
“Well, 'm geing to bang your head
on it till you tell me where you dropped
the Head's wallet!”

“Blow me pink and blue!” ejaculated
Mr. Poggers.

“I mean it!” sald Lovell briskly.
“Now, you may as well cough it up
before I bang your head—see?”

“I dessay somebody'd come in and
stop you fast enough!” said Slog.

“That’'s where youre wrong!”
grinned Lovell. “Nobody knows I've
come here, and won't know till T've got
that notecase. There isn't anybody
within hearing if you yell your longest,
so you can cut that out, my pippin!”

1t did not occur to the astute Arthur
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Edward that Sleg was pumping him,
and that he was telling the man exactly
what he wanted to know!
Slog’s litile piggy eyes g
Fortune, it was clear, was favour:
him after his run of ill-luck.
Now, how about it?” rapped Lovell.
He advanced a step. “I don’t want to
have to handle you, but you're going to
tell me where to pick up that note-

case, if I have to crack your nut! Get

littered.
g

nut-
ain't

v get on with the
cracking, sir!” said Slog. “I
going to tell you nothing!”

“Mind, I mean it,” said Lovell,
here goes for a sample!”

He stepped towards the pickpocket
and grasped him by the shoulders. His
intention was to give Slog’s bullet head
2 tap on the table, as a tip that he had
better speak, and speak without delay.

Had Slog’s hands still heen tied
behind him, as Lovell did not doubt
they were, no doubt Arthur Edward’s
programme might have been carried
out. As it was, however, those hands
suddenly whipped from behind Mr.
Poggers, and closed on Arthur Edward
with a grip like a steel vice.

“On!” gasped Lovell, quite taken by
surprise.

“Gotcher!” grinned Mr. Poggers.

“Oh! Ow! Oh!” spluttered Lovell
as he whirled helplessly in that power-
ful grip.

“Qld your row!” snarled Slog. He

knew, from Lovell, that no one was
within hearing, but he was taking no
risks.
Lovell thudded on the floor, resisting
desperately. Slog grabbed the handker-
chief from his pocket. Utterly helpless
in the hands of the ruffian—those
hands that were so unexpectedly free—
Lovell struggled, and would have
shouted for help. But he had no chance.
Slog Poggers planted a sinewy knee on
him, pinning him down, grasped his
chin, opened his mouth by main force,
and jammed the crumpled handkerchief
therein. 2

“and

19

“Gurrrggh!” gurgled Lovell

That was_the limit of what Arthur
Edwara could utter.

Grinning, Mr. Poggers jammed the
handkerchief well in. Then he drew
Lovell's wrists together, and bound

them fast with the duster that had
been used on his own—binding them
to a leg of the table.

Lovell, sprawling on the floor,

breathing hard through his nose, half-
choked by the gag, glared up at him.

Slog gave him a grin.

“Bang my 'ead, will you?” he said.
“Not this time, I think, sir! No! Why,
I'd crack your nut for you on them
planks if I didn’t feel so obliged to
vou for coming ‘ere and letting a bloke
loose!” Slog chuckled. “Youre a
clever young gentleman, you are, sir,
and I dessay your ‘eadmaster will think
so when he comes ’ere with the copper.
and finds you instead of me! Tl say
good-hevening now, sir, if you don’t
object to a covey goin’ in a urry!”

Lovell could not speak; but, anyhow,
his feelings would have been too deep
for words. Slog Poggers shut off the
light and opened the door. The man
stood there listening for a few seconds.
There was no sound of alarm. Lovell
heard the man’s suppressed breathing
in the dark. He heard him jerk the
electric lamp from its socket and throw
it into a corner of the room, where it
smashed. The light could not be
turned on now if anyone looked in.

Then Lovell heard the door close and
the key turn in the lock. He heard the
key withdrawn. Obviously, Slog if he
got clear, wanted his escape to be dis~
covered as late as possible, to give him
a chance of placing a safe distance
between himself and Rookwood.

Lovell heard another crack frem the
passage, and guessed that the passage
lamp had been sacrificed to Slog’s
safety.

Atter that he heard no more.

The prisoner was gone.

Arthur Edward Lovell of the Classical
Fourth was left a prisoner in his place.
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He was left there, to be found when the
constable came.

In a state of utter desperation he
wriggled in his bonds and chewed
frantically at his gag. It was unnerv-
ing to think of Dr. Chisholm finding
him there and the picipocket gone;
but he would have brought the Head
and all Rookwood there if it had been
possible!

But it wasn't!

Lovell had been secured with very
great care by the wily Mr. Poggers.
He could not get loose; he could only
wriggle desperately; he could utter no
sound but a faint gurgle. He had to
wait till they came for Slog, with the
happy knowledge, in the meantime,
that the pickpocket was making his
escape, and that he, Arthur Edward
Lovell, was wholly and solely respon-
sible for the same!

CHAPTER 8.
Only Lovalll
UBBY MUFFIN put a fat, excited
face into the end study.
“He’s come!” squealed Tubby.

It was unnecessary to state who “he”
was “He,” of course, was the expected
constable from Latcham.

Prep was over in the Classical Fourth.
Fellows were crowding out of the
studies, all keen to see the pickpocket
led away, like Eugene Aram, with gyves
upon his wrist. But Jimmy Silver &
Co were thinking more about Arthur
Edward Lovell than the pickpocket.

It was nearly half an hour since
Lovell had left them. They had hoped
that he would come back. He hadn't
come back.

Had he screwed the required informa-
tion out of the prisoner, and was he, in
those moments, rooting about in the
dark quad with a flash-lamp for the lost
notecase—incidentally breaking FHouse

bounds?
Or—as scemed more probable to
fellows who knew Lovell—had he

bungled somehow; or wes he still hang-
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ing about watching for a chance to get
at the man in the punishment-room?

Lovell’s pais could only wonder, with
dEeV) disquietu

Goodmss omy knows what’s hap-
pened!” said Jimmy Silver. “But ten
tc one. of course, Lovell never got any-
where near clink. He’s the kind of
obstinate ass to hang on, watching for
a chance, instead of coming back like a
sensible fellow. Thank goodness that
bobby’s come; it will put a stop to
Lovell phymg the goat, anyhdw! Let's
go down

They follmved the crowd of the
Classical Fourth downstairs.

The whole House seemed to have
gathered at the news of the constable’s
arrival. Modern fellows, over in Man-
ders’ House, had no chance of seeing
what was to be seen; but all the Head’s
cal e, had swarme
out of the studies. Jimmy Silver had a
glimpse of a burly man in a helmet led
away by Mr. Dalton and the Head.

Every fellow who wished—and all
wished—was free to follow on as far as
the corridor that led to the punishment-
room. Into that corridor, however,
they were not allowed to crowd; and
Bulkeley of the.Sixth and a couple of
other obrefects stood there to see that
they did not.

Barred o7 by the prefects, the swarm-
ing crowd watched the policeman, the
Head, and the Fourth Form-master
walk down the corridor

To their surprise it was unlighted.
Generally, of course. that unused
corridor was unlighted, but on the
present occasion the light had been
left on by Mr Dalton after locking the
pickpocket in “clink.” Mr. Dalton was
seen to grope for the switch. But the
light did not come on.

“Please put on the light, Mr.
Dalton!” The Head’s voice was heard,
with a note of asperity in it

ars to be wrong

Dalton qui

d down. Possibly

1 will ascertain.”

vith

sW
the la np is dmecn\e
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Jimmy, Raby, and Newceme, in the
forefront of the swarm at the passage-
end, exchanged eloquent glances. Had
Lovell doused the glim, and was he, at
that very moment, cornered at the dark
end of the passage?

“The lamp is gone, sir!” came Mr.
Dalton’s voice from the shadows.
“Someone has removed the lamp.”

“Upon my word!” said Dr. Chisholm.
“Bulkeley, please obtain another lamp
~—fetch the nearest!”

“Certainly, sir!”

Bulkeley pushed through the crowd.
He took the nearest electric bulb from
its socket, and took it back to Mr.
Dalton. The Fourth Form master in-
serted it -into the lamp-socket in the
passage, and the light came on at once.

“Somebody’s been larkin’ here!” mur-
mured Mornington.

“What silly ass—?"
the Shell.

“The Head looks was

. Tubby Muffin.

There was no need for Cecil Adolphus
Reginald Muffin to point that out. Dr.
Chisholm’s face was very grim. A
“lark ” with the passage light was par-
ticularly inappropriate at such a time.
The Latcham constable was heard to
grunt. However, illumination being
restorcd he trod ponderously on with
the headmaster and the Fourth Form
master to the door of the punishment-
room, which faced the corridor at the

end.

said Smythe of

1”  grinned

“The man is here, constable,” said
Dr. Chisholm. “‘He was locked in this
room for security to await your arrival.
Please enter and take him into cus-
tody!”

“P'raps yowll unlock the door, sir?”

“Kindly unlock the door, Mr.
Dailton. You have the key?”

“The key was left in the outside of
the lock. r” said Richard Dalton,
Oqutc buzzled. “It was left in readi-

“Ycu do nct mean to say that it is
nov stlll there, Mr. Dalton
t has bheen taken aw u;,, sir.
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“Upon my word!”

“What larks!” breathed Morny.

Some of the mob at the passage-end
chuckled. It looked to them as if
some mischievous fellow had been
“larking.” Jimmy, Raby and Newcome
looked at one another. Lovell was not
to be seen in the corridor when the
light came on; that was a rellef. But
they could hardly doubt that it was
Lovell who had bagged the key. What
had he done with it—and where was
he?

“The awful ass!” breathed Jimmy.

The giddy limit!” groaned Raby.
“There’ll be a fearful row aboit this!
I—I say he may be in there, talking
to the man now. What will the Head
say?”

“Oh crikey!” gasped Newcome.

“Not so bad as that!” breathed
Jimmy. “The door’s locked—Lovell
wouldn't lock it on the inside. Even
Lovell isn't such an idiot as that. I
suppese he bagged it and was inter-
rupted—-"

“Keep it dﬁ\rk fox' goodness’ sake!"”

“Yes, rather!”

There was a long pause at the other
end of the corridor. The Latcham
constable had a very expressive expres-
sion on his face. The headmaster was
almost pale with rage, Dicky Dalton
red with vexation. It was an utterly
unexpected obstacle in the way of get-
ting the captured pickpocket handed
over to the police and getting rid of
him.

“Have you any idea where the key
may be, Mr. Dalton?” asked the Head

at lest.
“None, sir! Some foolish boy, I
presume—-""

“Sergeant Kettle has a key to thxb
room,” said Dr. Chisholm. “Send-

“Bulkeley! Please fetch Sergeam
Kettle here, and ask him to bring his
key to the pumshment—room"

“Very well, sir!”

There was a long wait this time. At
one end of the corridor the Head and
Mr. Dalton and the constable stood—



22

{he officer’s ruddy face gm\mw more
snd more cxpressive. At the other
end all Reokwood swarmed, craning
over one another’s shoulders to watch.
Sergeant Kettle arrived at last. He
came up the corridor with his military
step and inserted a key in the lock.

At long last the door of the punish- p

ment-room was thrown open.

“Please switch on the light, Mr.
Dalton!” came the Head’s voice, qultc
acid now. “Really, Mr. Dalton—-"

Dicky Dalton’s hand was already on
the switch inside the door. Bub the
light did not come on in “clink.”

“The man must have the
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thrilling anticipation of a struggle and
a shindy.

But no one appeared frem the dark-
ness of the rcom—no sound was heard
but that low, moaning gurgle, repeated
several times.

Whether the man was, ind ced, in

me sort of a fit, or whether he was
y i , hoping to
get a chance in the dark, n as impos-

sible to tell.

Bug everyone was very much on his
guard. Mr. Daiton dutifully placed
himself in advance of the,headmaster
in case a desperate rush” came. The
constable held his truncheon half-

lamp, sir; the light will not come on,”
said@ Mr. Dalton. “Be on your guard,
constable; thls may mean some
attempt—

“1 und: rstaod that the man’s hands
were secured, Mr. Dalton!”

“Tha.t is the case, sir; but possibly

“What is that sound?” ejaculoted the
Head, starting.

From the black interior of the
punishment-room _came 2 low, horrid
gurgling sound. It was like the sound
of some suffocated fellow trying to
speal

“Has the man fallen in a fit?" asked
the startled Head.

“It certainly sounds—"

Gurgle!

“Bulkeley,
ags possible.

get a flashlamp as quickly
It would be injudicious for

the constable o enter in the dark!™
said Dr. Chisholm.

The Latcham man gave him a look.
The injudiciousitess of such a proceed-
iny

had already occurred to the con-
So far from intending to enter
he m in the dark the officer was
taking out his truncheon in readiness

n attempted 1rush from the
r within,
crowd, watching along the

hardly breathed now with
nt as the constable was seen
fo grip his truncheon with a business-
like air. They were in deep and

raised. ergeant Kettle preparved for
active service. Thus they waited—till
Bulkeley of the Sixth came
last with an electric torch in hi

He would have entered the punish-
ment-room with it,
took it from his hand.
post of danger!

“You will be on your guard, con-
staple! Themanisa muscum.r ruffian,

His was the

him, sir, if sou show
a the officer stolidly.
Holding up the electric (ozuh, and
guarding it with his left, Rxc"mc. Dal-
ton stcnped firmly into the dark
The constable tra;
him, truncheon

in
Kettle and Bulkeley brought up the

grip.  Secrgeant
rear. The most desperate rush would
hardly have got through them. But no
rush came.

Mr. Daiton flashed the light round.

For the moment nobody was to be
seen. The Head's voice came acidly
[rom the passage:

“The man is there, I presume,

Dalton?”

“He must be hcle sir—the door was
locked—— AD! W

The light in M' Dalton’s hand con-
centrated on a wriggling, mumbling,
gurgling figure on ithe floor, For a
second he supposed that it was the
prisoner—in a fit or something of the
kind.

Mr.




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

The next moment he saw that 1t was
a member of his own Form, with a gag
in his mouth and with his hands tied
to a leg of the table!

“Wha-a-t—"" stuttered Mr. Dalton,
pazing spellbound at the prisoner of
the punishment-room. “What—"

“Urrrrggh!” came from the sprawl-
ing figure.

The constable stared at Lovell.

“That ain't the man, I s'pose, sir?”
he asked.

“Eh? Oh! No!

“’Ihen where is he?

r. Chisholm looked in at the door-
mw angrily and impatiently. The
lxght wavering in Richard Dalten’s

startled hand, gleamed on the face of
Arthur Edward Lovell. Dr. Chisholm
gazed at him like a man in a dream.

“That—that—that is a Rookwood
boy!” he articulated.

“It—it—it is Lovell of my Form!”
stuttered Mr. Dalton.

Bulkeley stooped, in silence, removed
the choking gag from Lovell's mouth,
and untied the duster. There was an

awful silence during this proceeding.
With a helping hand from the Rook-
wood captain Arthur Edward Lovell
s»:wﬂered m his feet.

“Lov

Ccﬂa nlly not!”

’I‘hv Hcads voice was not loud, but

deg]
i Oh' Yes, sir!” groaned Lovell.
“What are you domg here?”
—T C:
Whexe ls the man who was locked
in this room?”
»I—1 think he's gone, sir!”
It “as only too clear that the man
v

wa e!
“l\u Dalton, take that boy away! I

will deal with him later! Constable, T
am sorry—"
Mr. Dalton led Lovell out of the

punishment-room by the shoulder.
There was a gasp and a yell from the
watching crowd at the other end as
they saw that member of the Classical
Fourth emerge.

“Lovell!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
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“Lovelll” squeaked Tubby Muflin.

“ Great pi

“Holy smokc 1w

Lovell could not speak. Even Lovell,
for the moment, at least, was deserted
by his usual self-satisfaction, and he
felt, as he looked, the biggest ass ever!

“Lovell,” said Mr. Dalton quietly,
“your incredibly foolish meddling has
caused the escape of a law-breaker!

Go to your dormitory and remain
there! You will probably be expelled
for this! Go!”

In silence Arthur Edward Lovell
went. His faithful chums gathered
round him and went with him, also in
silence. There was nothing for any
fellow to say. The calamity was toa
awful for words. Lovell's wonderful
stunt for getting Jimmy Silver & Co.
off detention was likely to prove disas-
trous for Arthur Edward.

CHAPTER 8.
Caught Bending!
“ HO'S scoring _ this

\g/ asked Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle chuckled.

The three Tommies of the Modern
Fourth Form at Rookwood were no-
where near the football field, as might
have been inferred from Tommy Dodd's
questio:

They were walking In the quadrangl
after dinner in Manders’ House. And
in the shrubbery at the side of that
building they spotted Arthur Edward
Lovell of the Classical Fourth.

At Rookwood School a fellow from
the Classical side who ventured into
Modern territory did so at the risk of

oting. The same rule applied to
Moderns who injudiciously wandered
into Classical regions.

Arthur Edward Lovell seemed at the
moment to be not only risking it, but
asking for it. For he was bent double.
mupmv in muddy shrubs, with his

back to the three Modern fellows, and

goal?”
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they could see litlle of him but an
expanse of trousering.

‘That was the “goal ” alluded to by
Tommy Dodd!

“Come on!” murmured Tommy.
“When a fellow begs for it like that
it would be bad manners to refuse.”

He went along the shrubbery path
towards Lovell. Cook and Doyle, grin-
ning, followed him.

Unfortunately for Tommy Dodd—
though no doubt fortunately for Lovell
—the bending junior rose to his feet
just as they reached him. He glanced
round and frowned at the three
Moderns,

Tommy Dodd, lifting his foot,
dropped it just in time. He had no
doubt that Lovell would give him
another opportunity soon. For he
kmew, of course, what Lovell was after.

For several days after the Head's
notecase had been lost Rookwood
fellows had hunted for it, up and
down and round about.  Failing to
find it, they had given it up as a bad
Job—excepting Lovell,

Lovell was a sticker. He had reasons
for sticking. Lovell was “gated” for
every half-holiday that term. But if
he had succeeded in finding that lost
notecase, with forty-five pounds ten
shillings in it, surely the Head would
let him off that severe sentence.

Lovell thought it likely. Jimmy
Silver & Co., his pals in the Classical
Fourth, agreed that it was likely. Only
they did not think it likely that Lovell
would spot the lost wallet. Indeed,
they did not think Lovell would have
found it if it had been right under his
nose. They did not in the least share
Lovell's belief in his own sagacity.

Days and days after everybody else
had “chucked” it, Arthur Edward
Lovell might have been secen, as a
novelist would say, rooting about in
likely and unlikely spots for that lost
wallet. In the course of his search he
found a gocd deal of mud. So far, he
had found nothing else.

“Got it?” said Tommy Dndd blandly.
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Lovell shook his head gloomily.

“It’s somewhere about,” he said.
“You see, that pickpocket who pinched
it off the Head owned up that he
chucked it away when he was being
hunted up and down the quad that

night. It wasn't found on him, so that
was true enough.  Well, it must be
somewhere.”

“Well, unless the blighter pitched it
over the edee of the solar system, I
suppose it must be somewhere,” agreed
Tommy Dodd. “Lovell's the man to
work these things out, you chaps. It
shows what a Classical education will
do for a fellow.”

Whereat Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle chortled.

Turning away from the three grin-
ning Moderns, Arthur Edward Lovell
bent down again anfl resumed rooting.

Tommy Dodd winked at Cook and

oyle.

Concentrated on his_ self-imposed
task, it did not occur to Lovell that he
was asking for it. He groped in muddy
shrubs.

Bending over a puddle on the well-
trodden gravel path, Lovell scanned it.
The notecase might have dropped in
that very puddle—it might be right
under his nose! Lovell started groping
in the rain-water with his fingers, bent
double with his back to the Moderns,

The temptation would have heen too
strong for Tommy Dodd to resist—if
he had thought of resisting it—which
he didn't!

He stepped after Lovell and lifted his
boot.

Thud!
“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Cook and
Doyle.

“Urrggh!” came from Lovell,

He was fairly caught bending. The
thud of the Modern junior’s hoot sent
him sprawling forward.

Splash!

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell sg led, any
explose the depths of
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puddle with his features. The three
Moderns shrieked.

“Groooooogh !

Arthur Edward Lovell raised a fa:‘e
streaming with water and mud,
dabbed mud and water away with habh
hands.

“Urrggh! Gurrgh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” y‘lltd Tommy Dodd &

B

“G‘oogh‘
tick, I’ llkmrggn‘——smas‘-i you!
uooogh-ooo och——

“Hook it!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“That Classical tick's a bit too dirty
;o tuuch Better go and get a wagh,

OV

The three Tommies scuttled off,
chortling. After them sped Arthur
Edward Lovell, forgetful of the lost
notecase, and thinking only of ven-
geance. With wengeful eyes gleaming
from a muddy face, Lovell dashed in
pursuit of the three Moderns, muddy
water trickling down his Collm‘ as he
went,

You Modern—groogh!-—
I—

CHAPTER 10.
Fed-up!
R. MANDERS sniffed.
M Dr. Chisholm raised his eye-
brows.

Mr. Dalton looked vexed.

Arthur Edward Lovell was the cause
of it. Dr. Chisholm was taking a little
walk in the quad before lunch, honour-
ing the Fourth Form master with his
majestic company, when Mr. Manders
came whisking up, to inquire whether
the Head had heard anything of his
lost notecase. And, as the three
masters stood together, Lovell dawned
on them.

Tommy Dodd & Co., sighting the
beaks, ceased to sprint, and dropped
into an orderly walk. They passed the
majestic grcup with the quiet meek-
ness of lambs. Lovell, blinded by
wrath and mud, charged on, and did
not sight the beaks until he almost
charged into them. Fortunately he
stopped in time, and gave thew a
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muddy blink. He would have hacked
away, but the Head held up a detain-
ing hand.

“Ig that a boy of your Form, Mr.
Daltonh?” he asked icily.

“I—XI think so, sir,” stammered
Richard Dalton. “I—I think it is
Lovell of my Form.”

“It is scarccly possible to recognise

the boy in that disgusting state,” said
Dr. Chisholm. “Lovell—if you are
Lovell—how dare you appear in

public, not merely with a qirty face,
but with a face so disgustingly dirty?”

“Oh, sir,” gasped Lovell, “I—I
dig—-"

“It is singular,” said the Head, “that
this boy of your Form appears totally
unable to behave himself, Mr, Dalton.”

Mr. Manders weighed in. He did
not like Richard Dalton, and he did
not like those cheery members of his
Form, the Fistical Four.

“That is the boy who released the
pickpocket last v\cek-ls it not?” he
asked.

“I didn't!” gasped Lovell.

“I never

“That is the boy,” said Dr. Chis-
holm. “A far from creditable member
of your Form, Mr. Dalton.”

Dicky Dalton's cheeks were pink.
No beak likes a “slating” from his
chief—especially in the presence of
another beak. Bui the headmaster of
Rookwood was deeply displeased with
Arthur Edward Lovell. Lovell, cer-
tainly, had never intended to let Slog
Poggers loose—never dreamed of it.
His intentions had been good. Only
he had, unfortunately, foozled it. And
the Head had taken note of what
he had done, not of what he had in-
tended to do, whitZy ag Lovell bitterly
reflected, was just like a beal,

«Lovell,” said Mr. Dalton, “go into
the House and wash yourself at once!”

Lovell's face was ¢rimson under the
stxclxy mud.

“1—I—I fell over,” he stuttered,

“Go into the House at once!
a hundred lines!”

Talke



26

Lovell, suppressing his words and his
feelings, marched away. Dr. Chisholm
cast a glance of deep disapproval after
him. Mr. Manders curled his lipy and
Richard Dalton  frowned. Lovell
tramped into the House, boiling. He
was not to blame, surely, because a
cheeky Modern tick had up-ended him
with a boot, catching him bending over
a puddle. But he was sent info the
House to wash, like some grubby fag
of the Second Form, and given an
impot.

Jimmy Silver, Raby and Newcome
met him as he came .in. They stared
at their discoloured chum.

”What the thump—" exclaimea
Jim

Lovell gurgled with wrath.

That ass Dicky’s sent me in for a
wash!” he gasped.

“Well, yuu 1ook as if you want one,”
remarked Ral

“You Jully \vell do!” agreed New-
come.

Lovell gave them a look. If he had
expected indignant sympathy, he was

disappointed. His chums seemed to
agree with Dicky Dalton that he needed
a wash. In a silence that was more
expressive than words, Arthur Edward
Lovell tramped away to get that wash.

In a newly swept and garnished
state, with a clean collar, he looked
more like his usual self when he re-
joined his chums a liftle later. But
{here was wrath in his brow.

“You fellows going out?” he asked.

“Didn’t we arrange to go over to
Latcham, fathead?” demanded Raby.
“As you're gated, you said you were
going to put in the aftermoon hunting
for that dashed wallet—if you didn't
find it sooner. And I suppose you
haven't.”

“Blow
forcibly.

“Aren’t you going after it?” asked
Newcome.

“No,” said Lovell, “I'm jolly W 1
not!  I'm fed-up with it—see?
fellow. goes rooting after a

the wallet!” said Lovell

'h<hfd
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wallet, and a Modern tick shoves him
into a puddle, and the beak glares at
a fellow as if he was a dirty little fag,
and a fellow gets an impot, then
can jolly well tell you that if the Head
wants his notecase back he can jolly
well root after it himself, and be blowed
to him!”

Lovell evidently was shirty.

“I'm going out,” he added. “I did
nothing to be gated for, and I'm going
out. I'm coming over to Latcham!”

“But you can't, old chap,” urged
Jimmmy Silver. “The Head's awfully
ratty with you now over your letting
that man Poggers loose—-"

“Who let him loose?” hooted Lovell.

“I mean, through your letting him
get away—"

“Who let him get away?"”

“Well, he got away,” said Raby.

“And whose fault was that?” de-
manded Lovell. “If youwd backed me
up, as I asked you, he’d never have
got away.”

“If you hadn’t butted in at a
said Newcome,

“Oh, don't jaw! If you don’t want
my company—and it seems you don't—
Tl go out on my own. I'll—"

“Lovell!” It was Mr. Dalton’s voice.

“Have you written your lines?”

Lovell spun round.

“My—my lines,” he stammered.
sir.”

“Go to your study and write them
at cnce!” sald the master of the
Fourth.  “I shall expect t‘xcm from
you by four o'clock, Lovell.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged
glances as Lovell left them, and
headed for the end study. They were
sorry for poor old Lovell It was
rotten to be gated for half-hclidays,
ang the fact that he had asked for it
made it no nicer. Still, it was lucky
that Mr. Dalton had barged in af that
moment. * It had prevented Lovell
from making 2 reckless ass of hi
Disregarding the sentence of gating
would have had very serious conse-

“No,
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uences for Arthur Edward in his
sent state of gent’ml disfavour.
Poor old Lovell!” said Jimmy.
# IE on}y the oid chap wasn't sueh an

i If' x4 sxgheﬂ Newcome.

“He might have been sacked, or
flcgged !D'. letting \h"n ‘nc.\pocket get
away,” said Raby. he fact is, the
Head knows he's an ass , and must have
made allowances for n or hcd never
have let him off with a gating.”

“No good explaining that to Lovell,”
said Jimmy.

And Arthur Edward, being safe in h
study, the three juniors valked o
of v’dLeS glad that the headstrong
feliow h:ad been saved from himself, as
it were,

They had reason

to be. Arthur

Edward; in a state of deep wrath and | g

'*n'-vancc sat in the end study and
mote Latin lues, and then took them

dowa to Mr. Dalton’s study. They
were tily written, not to say
scrawled; but Dicky Dalton could be

wnmderac and he affected to be
tis!

Luw.]l went out of the House.
Gating ? confined him to the pre-
cinets of the school. He could wander
abom, the quad as much as he liked.

But he did not find much pleasure
in doing so. His comrades had gone
out of gatcs and so had plenty of
other fellows. When he bore down on
Oswald and Putty of the Fourth for a
little conversation they turned the con-
versation to the subject of washing,
Lovell marched off again, and left
grinning.

Lovell, shoving his hands deep into
his pociets, tramped down to the gates.
He was fed up with this. He was
going out. Hunting for that lost
wallet, as an occcupation, no longer
appealed to hiva. In his present re-
sentful mood, he felt as if he would

oul
not have taken the trouble to pick up
that wallet hag it lain at his feet.

He

was jolly v zoing out, and
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But alas for Lovell. Ny, Manders
was tanding at the docr of the porter’s
speaking to old Mack, He

o hé rapped.
ssical junior breathed hard as
A masm on th., Modern

s to a Clasa»cal man.
randers knew that he was gated, and
coild see {nat he was gotng out. Lovell
had no choice but to stop.

Mr. Manders, it scemed, was going
out that afternoon He was warmly
wrapped in a thick, heavy grey over-
coat against the cold weather. Un-

luekily for Lovell, he had stopped to

speak

to old Mack as he went.

are gated, Lovell,” said Mr.
sternly. “Am I to under-

, Lovell, that it was your inten-

0 20 out, regardless of your head-

5 order and authority?”

nt I m Lovell.

o back at once, Lovell!”

ur ‘x‘:?dv:nrd turned_and tramped
into the quad. Mr. Manders

hud him, frowning, till he disap-

peared, and then went out of gates.

Lovell did not approach the gates
n. He sauntered away to a corner in
Little Quad, where there was a tree
that gave aid in clambering over a wall
Lovell's mind was made up.

Having negotiated the wall, Arthur
Edward dropped outside. Then he ran.
Outside the school walis he did not
want to be spotted by master or prefect,
He covered a quarter of & mile af a trot,
and did not stop till he suddenly sighted
a long, lean. angular figure in a long,
thick grey overcoat in the lane ahead of
him.

That back view of Mr., Roger Manders
caused Lovell to stop quite suddenly.
Had Manders looked reund, he would
have scen him.

TFortunately, Manders ¢id not look
vound. And Arthur Edward Lovell
blotted himself out of view in a gap of
he hedge, to give the Modern master
i time to get clear.,

T
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CHAPTER 11,
Ths Man With the Blue Chin!
POT that sportsman!” murmured
Jimmy Silver.
“Eh? Who?” asked Raby.

“Sitting on the stile.”

The chums of the Fourih were walk-
ing down Coombe Lane towards the
village. They were not hurrying. It
was their intention to get over to
Latcham that afternoon, but they were
worried about Lovell. His lines would,
no doubt, keep him busy for an hour
at least, but after that there was no
telling what the hot-headed "Arthur
Edwa'd might or miznt nct do.

Jimmy’s eyes fell on a man who was
sitting on the stile by the side of the
lane, chewing an unlighted cigarette.
The man on the stile looked up quickly
at the sound of footsteps, and looked
down again when he saw the Rookwood
juniors. It seemed as if he was wait-
ing, or watching, for somebody. And
there was something in his aspect that
struck Jimmy Silver as familiar.

He was a man of rather burly build,
with a spotted muffler round his neck, a
dingy bowler hat on the side of his
head, and little piggy eyes that had a
very sharp gleam in them. . His face
was clean-shaven, the chin blue, as if
recently relieved of hirsute adornment.
That he had seen the man before,
Jimmy Silver felt certain, and as his
eyes fixed on him, the man, as if by
casual chance, turned his head and
kﬁkEd away into the field behind the
stile.

“ What about him?” asked Newcome.
“Only some tramp, or something.”

“You haven't scen him before?”

“Not that I know of.”

“Well, I think i have,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Unless I'm jolly well mistaken,
we saw him last w “ek when he had a

l\ot Poggers?” ex-

ky nose and those
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His chums looked doubtful. The pick-

pocket who had been caught at Rook-
wood, and who had escaped owing to
Lovell’s hapless intervention, had been
bearded. This man was shaven clean
—though certainly he looked as if 1‘1 nt
was 2 recent innovation, Judgmv he
blue tint of cheeks and chin.
‘“But, my dear chap,” said I\ewc"mt‘,
**that man Poggers wouldn't come
to this quarter with tbn mhce lo
for him. Why should

“Asking to be run m,” sald Raby,

shaking his head
“The Head's wallel was never found,”
answered  Jimmy quietly. “They

searched the man when they got him.
They found out his name from some-
t] r;g on him—but they nevelfound the

“He owned up that he chucked il
away.”

“‘He may have remembered where he #
chucLed it—and come back to look for

““But he isn’t Poggers, old man.”

“I feel pretty sure he is,” said Jimmy,
pausing in the lane, his eyes on the
man on the stile, who still had his head 4
turned.

“Oh, rot, old chap!” said Raby. “If
he is, we can’t prove it, and we haven't
come out for a Tow with a tramp. Look
here, come on!”

Jimmy Silver rather reluctantly went
on his way with his chums, At a little
distance he glanced back.

The man on the stile had twned hig
head again as soon es the Rookwood
juniors were past. Chewing his limp

rag of a cigarette, he was watching the
lane once more in the direction of the
school.

The chums of the Fourth walked on
to Coombe, through which thelr way
ran to Latcham. But when they had
walked through the village to the
country road beyond, Jimmy slowed
down. 5

“You chaps keen on getting on to
Latcham?” he asked.

“Well, we shan't

ham

see Lal
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Rambler if we don't,” said Raby.
“Tired?”
“No, ass! T wa
«About that sportsman on the
grinned Newcome.

“No, fathead! About old Lovell,”
said Jimmy. “If the silly ass is asking
for trouble again this afternoon:

“If you want to go back and dry-
nurse Lovell—"

“Well, look here, you men go on and
see the Ramblers, and I'll go back,” said
Jimmy. “I'm pretty certain that
Lovell’s going to make a fcol of him-
self, and I don’t want him to get a
Head’s flogging.”

Raby and Newcome grunted in con-
cert. But, as a matter of fact, both of
1] shared Jimmy’s uneasiness with
the hot-headed Arthur

play

s thinking about—-"
stile?”

dwa
3 anen father says turn, we all turn,”
ﬁsaid Raby. “Let’s all go back. We'll
" jolly well boot Tovell for spoiling our
half holiday.”
_“Nice walk through the fields,” said

Jimmy.

“We didn’t come out for a nice walk
through the fields ” grunted Newcome.
“But let’s go back—anything for a
quiet life. I can see you're going ‘o
worry all the way to Latcham if we
don’t.”

Jimmy Silver laughed, and the three
juniors twrned off the road, taking a
footpath across the fields in the direc-
tion of Ceombe Lane. It was quite a
pleasant walk, on a fine afternoon, with
an carly breath of spring in the air.
Still, they had set out to see a fcotball
match at Latcham, and they were feel-
ing a little disgruntled. There was no
doubt that Arthur Edward Lovell was
rather a trial to his friends at times.

They strolled by one footpath after
another, tiil they came in sight of the
stile that save on Coombe Lane. This
time they approached that stile from
the fleld side, and had a back view of
the man sitting there. He was still
there, though it was an hour since the
Jjuniors had passed him in the lane, If
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stopped on me stile for a ¢
‘akmu ng rest of it.

sno.tsman again,”
“Ask him if he’s
the stile,

he hau

“The;
grinned
Pogzgers
Jimmy.”

“Guard with
Raby.
mer.”

Jimmy Silver locked at the man on
the stile as they came up the footpath
across the field. His glance, passing that
squat figure, fell on a pedestrian in the
lane, coming from the direction of the
chool.

‘Lucky Lovell isn’t with us,” he re-
marked. “That’s Manders.”

“well, if Lovell had come we should
be at Latcham by now, and Manders
wouldn’t spot hin said Newcome. “I
say, what's t‘n\t man up to?”

“ Great pi

“Oh, my hat! i

The three juniors stared in utter
amazement, Mr. Manders, coming
along from Rockwood, was passing the
stile. n the blue-chinned man
jumped down from it, leaped at him,
seized him with both hands, and bore
him to the ground.

The sight was so utterly unexpected,
so utterly startling and amazing, that

1
Na\vcr\*nc.
as we get over

your left,” chuckled
“He looked rather a tough custo-

P

Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome stared,
spellbound, for a long moment; then
Jimmy Silver gasped:

“Come on!”

And they raced down the footpath
towards the stile. They were too far
off to help Roger Manders for two or
three minutes. at least, but they put on
steam, and their feet seemed scarcely to
touch the ground as they flew.

CHAPTER 12.
The Stoten @vercoat!

kL7 URRRRRRGH!”

G That was what Mr. Manders
said.

Never had a man been
utterly by s
Walking uown me lane to the village,

taken so
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Mr. Manders had_not the remotest
idea of danger. He noticed the man
with the blue chin sitting on the tile
as he came along; he even noticed that
he looked rather a rough cuswmer
whom he would not have cared
to meet in @2 lonely place on
a dark night, but it never crossed his
mind for & moment that the man—even
if a lawless character—would venture
upon anything like this. Manders
could, mdeed hardly believe that it was
happening,

Roger ‘\L’mder was no athlete. He
crumpled up in the grasp of the muscu-
lar man; in a dazed and dizzy state he
sprawled in the muddy lane where the
rufiian hurled him.

“Gurrrggh!” he O\IVgled‘ “Ogoogh!
Help!  Police!  Help!”

The blue-chinned man cast a swift
glance up and down the lane. Anyone
might have come along at any moment.
Indeed, on a half-holiday at Rookwood
it was fairly certain that Rookwoo
would be coming up and down that
lane. But there was, for the moment,
no one in sight.

He stooped over
grabbed him.

The Modern master struggled fecbly.

“Ow! Help! Release me! If you
dare to rob me— Gurrggh!”

“Off with that there coat!” hissed
Slog Poggers—for the blue-chinned man
was he, minus his shaggy beard. “Off
with it, afore I knock your teeth
through the back of your 'ead!”

“Mum-mum-my — my  kik-kik
coat!” stuttered Mr. Manders.

His first natural impression was that
t s a desperat¢ attempt at rob-
n broad daylight. He supposed
thz\t the man wanfed his money. It
was amazing to find that the man
wanted his coat.

Slog was already wrenching at it. Two
or three buttons came off the thick grey
overcoat as he wrenched.

“Urrggh! You—you
Manders.

“Gimme that coat afore I out yer!”

Mr. Manders and

k-

” gasped Mr.

MANDERS ON THE SPOY'!

hissed Slog. He brandished a big
!Imuc kly fist over Mr, Manders' terrified
ace,

ou—-vou—you may have the coat,
gasped !\Lr Manders. “Hold your hand
—_ ! I-I—I will certainly give
you Lh'\ coat.”

He sat up dizzily and fumbled with
buttons. Slog wrenched at the ove
coat and dragged it off, Mr. Manders
feeling as if his bony arms were being
dragged off in the process.

He gasped and squeaked breathlessly.
At the same time he was relieved. Hig
moncy was in his trouser pocket, and
this amazing ruffian seemed only to
want his coat. Manders certainly did
not want to lose his overcoat, but it was
by no means a new cogl, and if he
escaped with no further loss he was get-
ting off rather cheaply in the civeum-
stances.

He sat and squeaked as the coat was
torn off. Three running figures locmed
up in the adjoining field—Jimmy Silver,
Raby, and Newcome—going all out.

“Hold him, sir!” yelled Jimmy.
“We're coming!”

“Stick to him!” panted Raby. 3

Siog Poggers spun round to run. From
his grasp, stared savagely round. He
glared at the three schoolboys tearing
across the field to the stile.

“Blow me pink!” he gasped.

“Ow! Help! Ow!” spluttered Mr.

Manders.
Slog Poggers spun round to run. From
the direction of the village a cart came
in sight, and the driver was- stating
blankly at the scene by the stile, )Ir
Poggers turned in the other direction
and ran.

With Mr. Manders’ overcoat bundled
under his arm, he ran like the wind up
the lane in the direction of distant
Rookwood.

Mr. Manders staggered to his feet,

He was winded, breathless, gasping,
and very badly shaken. He stood un-
steadily on his long, thin legs as the
three juniors came panting to the stile.
Jimmy reached it first.
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“Mr., Manders- » gagped Jimmy.
*He has stolen my coat!” gasped the

“You saw him! A—
uunm, had seen Mr. Manders lose
his coat. But it was simply amazing

1t a footpad had knocked him over
1 ane with the object of stealing
g UJL

s ovcrccat

Slog, when he had bﬂen comcrui

vlanders’ House a week ago, had
hidden the Head's notecase i
lining of that grey overcoat hanging up
in Mr. Manders’ room.

“Follow him!” panted Mr. Manders.
“Keep him in sight if you can! Obtain
help!  He has stolen my coat——"

“ After him!” exclaimed Newcome.

““Come on!” gasped Jimmy.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had no great lik-
ing for Roger Manders—few fellows at

~ Rookwood had, but that made no differ-
ence now. - The Modern master had
been robbed, though only of an over-
coat that had seen its best days. They
were more than willing to get it back
for him if they co uld.
They rushed in pursuit of the thief.

After them panted Mr. Manders,
shrieking :

““Stop thief!”

“Put it on!” gasp°d Jmnm “Stop
thief! Hi! Stop th! g
They flew, pnntmg " Mr. Manders

panted behind; Slog Poggers panted
ahead, watching the hedge for an open-
ing to escape into the fields. On his
right hand was a fence; on his left a
hawthorn hedge, with gaps in it at
intervals. Mr. Poggers intended to
plunge through the first gap he came
to, and, once loose in the fields, he
fancied that it would be all right.
He had taken a desperate chance, but
he had got away with it. Once he had a
few minutes to himself he would grope
in the lining of that coat for what was
hidden there, but he had to have a few
minutes to himself.
‘With the overcoat crunched under his
arm, his battered howler on the back

3L

of his head, the ends of his spotted
mufiier flying in the wind, Slog Poggers
flew, he dmg for & gap in Lhe hedge
he could see a little distance ahead of
him. And he was still a dozen yards
from that gap when a junior in a
Reokwood cap stepped oub of it.

CHAPTER 13
Lovell’s Luck!

RTHUR EDWARD
A just stared.

He had remained five or six

minutes on the safe side of the hedge
to give Mr. Manders plenty of time to
get clear.
Mr. Manders was a fairly quick
walker, and by that time Lovell had no
doubt that he was at a safe distance
ahead. He was, of course, entirely
unaware of the extraordinary happen-
ing that had stopped Mr. Manders at
the stile.

Stepping cheerfully into the lanse
again from the gap in the hedge, Lovell
stared at the flying figure coming
towards him.

He did not recognise Mr. Poggers in
his beaverless state, and had no idea
that he had ever seen the man before.
But he saw a man evidently in frantic
flight, with an overcoat crunched under
his arm—obviously not his own, for he
was wearing one. Then over the hedges
floated a yell:

“Stop thief!”

“Oh!” gasped Lovell

“Hi! Stop thief!”

Lovell jumped into the middle of the
road. Arthur Edward Lovell was not,
perhaps, particularly brilliant in the
intellectual line. But nobody had ever

doubted that he had plenty of pluck.

“Stop!” he shouted.

Poggers came down on Lovell with a
bull-like rush, his piggy eyes glittering,
his blue jaw set square.  Plenty
fellows would have side-stepped tl at
savage rush. Lovell braced himself to
meet it.

Crashl

LOVELL
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Slog Poggers rushed him down. The
impact was terrific. Lovell was hurled
over as if a traction-engine had hit him.

But Lovell, if not a brilliant man with
his brains, was a good man with his
hands. He spun over from the shock,
but he grasped at the enemy as he spun,
and grabbed hold; and Mr. Poggers,
rather winded himself, went down with
Lovell, sprawling.

The grey overcoat dropped to the
ground. Beside it sprawled Mr.
Poggers and Arthur Edward Lovell,
bomt It“r:cling as if a sledge-hammer had

t them.

Lovell was holding on, but a jolt on
the jaw from a knuckly fist, that
seemed for the moment to loosen every
tooth in his head, made him let go.

“Urrrh!” gasped Lovell.

He rolled over. His impression was
that his chin had been knocked through
the back of his neck. Lovell rolled and
gurgled.

Slog Poggers staggered to his feet.
One swift glance he shot backward.
Three schoolboys came sweeping round
a curve of the lane. Slog gave only that
one swift look, then he stooped and
grabbed at the fallen overcoaf.

Grabbing it up by the collar, he
started running again. But as he went
a sudden jerk tore it from his hand.

Lovell, not beaten yet in spite of that
terrific jolt on the jaw, grabbed at the
tail of the coat and caught it as it went.
That sudden jerk dragged it from Slog’s

grasp.

1t fell to the ground again, and Slog,
unable to stop, ran three or four paces
before he turned.

Then, with a snarl of rage, he came
whirling back. With one hand he
grasped the disputed coat, with the
other he gave Lovell a crack on the
side of the head that sent him rolling.

He had lost only a few moments. But
those few moments were his undoing
For Jimmy Silver, putting on a des-
perate spurt, reached him as Lovell
went rolling under the savage blow.
The sight of that blow, landing on his

.| off to lend
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chum, spurred Jimmy on. He flung
himself headlong at the footpad, hit-
ting out with both fists, and both fists
landed in Slog’s ribs.

Mr. Poggers staggered, tangled his
feet in the trailing overcoat, and
stumbled over. In a twinkling Jimmy
grabbed at the coat and tore it away
from him.

Slog, with a howl of rage, scrambled
up. Lovell had lifted himself on an
elbow, too dazed to get on his feet. It
would have gone hard with Jimmy
Silver had not his comrades been at

an

But Raby and Newcome came up with
a rush., Mr, Manders, in sight now, was
waving and shouting. He was too far
aid—if he could have lent
any. But Raby and Newcome charged
at the rufian headlong, and sent Mr.
Poggers staggering again.

“Collar him!” panted Jimmy.

Lovell heaved himself {p his feet. The
grey overcoat lay on the ground in a
sadly muddied state. The Fistical Four
were between it and Mr. Poggers. And
they advanced in a body on Mr.
Poggers—and he bagked away from the
combined attack.

“Get hold of him!” gasped Lovell.

Slog Poggers backed towards the gap
in the hedge. Even with four to one
against him he hesitated to take to his
heels and lose his prey. He backed
away, with glinting eyes and snarling
meuth. But the game was up, and he
realised it. As Jimmy Silver & Co.
made a determined rush, Slog turned,
leaped through the gap in the hedge,
and started to run across the field.

“ After him!” panted Lovell.

“Hold on—we've got the coat!”
gasped Jimmy Silver. “Manders’
coat—-"

It would not have been much use to
get after Mr. Poggers. He was Cross-
ing the field like a hare. He vanished
beyond a belt of willows, still running.

“Oooogh!” said Lovell. He had his
hand to his jaw where a bruise was
forming, and which ached horribly.

4
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“Ow! He gave me an awful punch——
Ooogh!”

“Here comes Manders.

Mr. \l.mders gasping, winded almost

wide, came tottering up. Jimmy

Silver picked up tHe grey overcoat.

“Here’s your coat, sir,” he

said

goodness
“On,
Dbub-bub-breathless.”

He took the coat. Three or four
buttons were gone from it, and it was
smothiered with mud. But Manders
had got his coat back.

“The—the rascal!” “he asped.
“Stealing my coat—in broad daylight!
The scoundrel” :

“I believe it’s the same man who
Tobbed the Head last week, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“Goodness gracious! The police must
be informed at once. - Help me on with
this coat, Silver; I will return to the
school immediately and telephone—
Goodness gracious!”

Jimmy helped Mr. Manders on with
his coat. Lovell, rubbing his damaged
chin, wondered whether the agitated
Modern master had noticed him. For
several minutes Mr. ‘Manders did not
appear to be aware of the presence of
the junior who was gated.

But that was too good to last. Having
encased himself in the overcoat again,
Mr. Manders was about to whisk away
towards the school when he stopped
and fixed his eyes on Arthur Edward.

“Is that you, Lovell? You are gated.
‘What are you doing here, out of gates?”

“Stopping the thief getting away with
your overcoat, sir,” answered Lovell.

“It was Lovell stopped him, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver hastily. “We should

ught h'm if Lovell hadn’t

gracious!” gasped
dear! I—I'm quite

“If that 15 me
obliged to you, but tha
way excuse your disobeying your head-
!” snapped Mr. Manders. “I
have no choice but to report you to
Dr. Chisholm. Now go in at once!”

Lovell, I am
ocs not in any
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With that Mr. Manders whisked away
towards the school.

Lovell gazed after him,
gazed at his chums.

“Nice old bean, ain't he?” he re-
marked. “It was worth while getting
this slog on the jaw to save his rotten
old overcoat, wasn’t it? Ow! Il tell
you what, you fellows—if Manders
reports me, I'm going to tell Manders
\xhn I think of him, and chance it!”

Let's get in.” said Jimmy Silver.

And the Fistical Four went in. At
tea, in the end study, Lovell entertained
his chums—and rather alarmed them—
by a description of the things he was
going to say to Manders for reporting
him. Lovell was exactly the fellow to
be as good as his word, and his com-
rades argued in vain as they waited for
Arthur Edward to be summoned to the
Head’s study

But that summons never came.

Even Manders, it seemed, was not
without a spot of the milk of human
kindness in his acid nature. Perhaps he
forgot. At all events, Lovell was not
reported—snd so Mr. Manders never
had the advantage of learning what
Arthur Edwara really thought of him!

and then

CHAPTER 1,
Following Manders’ Footsteps!

LD clo’!”
O Mr. Manders spun round like
a humming-top as he heard
the sound of those disrespectful words.

The long, lean Modern master of
Reokwood, with his quick, jerky strides,
was going down to the gates. He passed
Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Classical
Fourth, who carefully refrained from
smiling till he had passed.

It was a fact that Mr. Manders
looked rather shabby that afternoon.
He was wearing an old, grey overcoat.
It was such a very old overcoat that it
might almost have been an heirloom
in the Manders’ family. Not onlv had
it seen its best days, but it had seen the
last of them a long, long time ago.

Nevertheless, it was an exaggeration



34

to regard Roger Manders as looking
like an old-clothes man, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. certainly would never have
dreamed of calling out “old clo’!” as
he passed

But as Mr. Manders spun round in his
tracks he saw no one at hand but the
chums of the Classical Fourth. He did
not see Leggett of the Modern Fourth,
because Albert Leggett was carefully
blotted from sight behind the massive
trunk of one of the ancient Rookwood

becches. So Mr. Manders had no
doubts!

“Silver!” he rapped

“Yes, sir,” said Jxmmy politely.

“Did you speak

“No, sir.”

“Did you, Lovell?”

“No, sir,” answered Arthur Edward

Lovell cheerfully.
“One of you spoke, uttering a dis-

respectful exprc=s1on"’ sai Mr.
Manders, is voice trembling with
anger “Was it you, Raby?”

“No, sir,” said Raby.

“Then t was you, Newcome, who
called out ‘old clo’’!”

“Oh, no, sir!” said Newcome,  “I

never spoke, sir.”

Mr. Manders cast a sharp glance
round. Someone had called—that was
sertain. Only the Fistical Four were
to be seen Jimmy Silver & Co. knew
that Leggett was behind the beech-tree,
because they had seen him dodge be-
hind it. Mr. Manders did not suspect
it, and they were not likely to tell him.

“If you four boys belonged to my
House,” said Mr. Manders bitterly, “I
‘would cane you with the greatest
seyerity.”

“Glad we don't belong to your House,
sir!” said Lovell.

“You hed better not add impertin-
ence to disrespect and untruthfulness,
Lovc‘ll" hooted Mr. Manders.

“Who's  untruthful?”  demanded
Arthur Edward Lovell belligerently.

“It was not one of us who called out,
sir,” said Jimmy Silver hastily.

“I cannot believe that statement.
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Silver, as there is no one else in sight,”
snapped Mr. Manders.

“Then you may pleusc yourself, of
course, sir,” said Jimmy.

“I shall take you te your Form-
master,” said Mr Manders. “Follow
me at once to your House!”

“Very wed sir,” said Jimmy. “But
we never—"

“Silence!”

Turning back from the gates, the

long-legged Modern master strode away
towards the Head’s House, and the
chums of the Fourth followed. It was
a great relief to Leggett, and as soon
as they were at a safe distance, he
dodged away and vanished.

Across the quadrangle, at a rapid
rate, went Mr. Manders.  After him
went Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and
Newcome.

Lovell took the lead of the four,
walking behind Mr. Manders, imita-
ting his jerky stride. Jimmy, Raby, and
Newcome, catching on at once to the
joke, strung out in single file behind
Lovell, also imitating the Modern
master’s jerky method uf progression.

Dozens of fellows in the guadrangle
stared at the absurd sight, and
grinned and chuckled. Mornington cut
across and joined on at the tail of the
procession, also putting on an exag-
gerated imitation of Mr. Manders’
Jerky stride.

Oswald and Rawson, Townsend and
Topham, scudded up and joined on.
Then Tubby Muffin, grinning all over
hls fat face, attached himself to the
. There were now ten Classical
ulmo\s strung out in a long file be-
hind Mr. Manders, all jerking along
in imitation of the Modern master.
ung sweeps, what are you
ed Bulkeley of the Sixth,

=

rrying
oSl rwht Bulkeley;
told us to do this,” said Tovell.
“He's taking us for a walk, Bulkeley.”

Manders

“Were following in father’s foot-
steps!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”



mimed Bulkeley
You:
round over
Instanfly the proc
ased to process, as it were. T
Modern ma:

he
er gave Bulkeley a frown.

not interfere, Bulkeley

he rapped.

“Bui, shr——" hegan t Rookwood
captain
“I am taking these boys to their

Torm-master, to reporc them for
insolence. I will not allow you to in-
tervene, Bulkeley.”
“Oh, v well,
and he backed ol
If Manders (hD*e to be “guyed ” like
that in sight of evetyone, Bulkeley had
no objection,

sir!” said Bulkeley,

. in Mat

the dear old lad.
r from Savile Row,
coat from an old

nply horrid,
foot-

ving the dear old md"’

“Ha, ha, ha'” came a hilarious yell
from a hundred fellows, at least.
Amid the Io\xls of laughter, Mr.
Mﬁndcxs c h a part o orny’s im-
e glared round.
thnn ered. “I

What are

I'm

SCHOOLEOYE OW

LIBRARY 35
glared at Mornington as if he could

¢ bitten him. Then he whisked on
to the Head's House, with the proces-
sion at his heels again Nearly ali
Rookwood was looking on i
with howls of merriment.
doorway of the House, Mr. Dalton, the
master of the Fourth, looked on—
out merriment. Richard Dalton stared
lankly at first, and then frowned.

Up the steps came Mr. Manders. Mr.
Dalton stepped out to meet him. The
chorus stopped at once at the sight
of the Fourth Form master, Some of

the fellows who had been “guymg”
Manders rather wished they hadn't
when they realised

“bealk ”

hat
itness of

their own
the pro-

was a W

lence *on upon the whole
I Dalton

CHAPTER 1
Six For Mo
R. MANDERS,” said Richard
Dalton, “what does  this
mean — this ridiculous
scene?

I ordered four boys of your Form,
sir, to follow me!” hooted Mr. Manders.
“The rest, sir, followed from the irre-
pressible impudence that seems natural
to boys of your Form and House, sir!”

“Really, Mr, Manders-

“I demand the immediate and severe
punishment of these four, for treating
me with cisrespectiul insolence!”

“Put what have they done?” asked
Ar. Dalton. “Silver, is it possible that
you have ventured—-'

“Certainly not,
Jimmy.

“We've done nothing, sir,
follow Mr. Manders acy
he ordered

sir!”  answered
except to
the quad, as
sald  Arthur

us to do,”
Ky

done, M.

B undered the
“You are probably
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aware, sir, that when taking a walk in
Coombe Lane a day or two ago, I was
robbed of my overcoat by a ltmless
ruffian, & man called Poggers:

“Yes, sir; and 1 am aware that these
boys of my Form recovered the stolen
article for you,” said Mr. Dalton.

“That is neitner here nor there, sir.
The coat was damaged—several buttons
puiled off—and while it is under repair,
sir. T have had to wear this old coat!”
snorted Mr. Manders.  “These boys,
&ir, seeing me in this old overcoat, had
the audacity—the insolence—to call out
‘Old Clo'!" as I passed them!”

“We never did, sir!” exclaimed
Jimmy. “It was another fellow who
called out from behind a tree. Mr.

Manders never saw him.”

“Nonsense!” exclaimed Mr. Manders.
“I saw no one else! Mr. Dalton, I
demand—"

“You have heard what Silver says,
sir,” said Mr Dalton quietly. “I see
no reason for disbelieving his state-
ment!”

“Who was the boy?” demanded Mr.
Manders. “If Silver saw him, he knows
who it was.”

“It was a Modern fellow, sir,” said

Jimmy.

“ Another false statement!” said Mr.
Manders. “No boy of my- House would
be guilty of such bad manners, such dis-
respect!  You need say no more, S:l& er!
You are speaking untruthfully

“I'm doing nothing of the kind!”
retorted Jimmy. “I'm mot going to
give the fellow’s name; but I saw him,
and it was a Modern chap—"

“Silence! Mr Dalton, I demand the
punishment of these insolent boys!”

“I can administer no punishment, sir,
when I fully believe every word that
Silver has spoken,” answered Richard
Dalton quietly.

Mr. Manders breathed hard through
his long. thin nose. as  too
intensely angry and irritated to believe
Jimmy Silver  He felt rather like a
tiger that saw its victim escaping. His
gleaming eye singled out Mornington.

MANDERS ON THE SPOT !

If there was a doubt about whal Jimmy
Co. might or might not have
€ was no doubt abot

ss dandy of the ¥

T
ther

said,
the reck

sung.

“That boy, sir,” said Mr.
with a long, thin finger pu
Valentine Mornington, *re
impudent, gibe— hardly think he will
venture to deny it. boy, sir,
alluded to my coat as having been pur-
loined from a scarecrow, sir!”

Morningmn, do you admit

“Only my fun, sir!” said Mornington.
“No offence to Mr. Manders. Just
clean, wholesome fum, sir!”

“Mornington, follow me to my study.

I shall cane you severely for such
insolence to ,2 member of Dr. Chis-
holm’s staff

Morni 1zlon did not another

word; but he winked at fho crond of
fel‘ou\s as he went up the steps, and lef
them chuckling behind him. Mr.
Manders followed him into the House,
no doubt with the intention of seeing
that Morny was not let off too hghﬂy

Arrived in Mr. Dalton’s study, the
Fourth Form-master picked up a cane,
z\nd pointed to a chair with it.

‘Bend over that chair, Mornington|”
he said.

“Oh, certainly, sir!” yawned Morny.
He bent over the chair

The cane came down with a swish
that quite ba nishcd the grin from
Mo che At the second
i 1is " At the third, he

his teeth fo keep back a yell,
Richard Dal(on did not often lay the
cane on hard; but there were occasions
when he considered it necessary to put
some beef into it, and this was one of
the occasions.

At t] m rth stroke, he paused. He
was laying the cane on the table, when
Mr. Mandﬂrs barked:

“Mr. Dalton, it is surely not your
intention to allow this impudent boy to
escape so lightly?”
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“Really, Mr. Manders—"

“This boy, sir, has pointed the finger
of mocl / at a member of Dr. Chis
holm’s stafl in the quadrangle, under

s of the whole school!” snorted
Mr. Manders. “I demand, sir, that
this boy be adeguately punished.”

“If you are not satisfied, sir—-"

“I am far from satisfied, Mr. Dalton!
Favouritism to a boy who has insulted
a master, sir-

“Please say no more, Mr. Manders.
Mornington, I have no choice but to
concede what Mr. Manders requests,
and you have only your own reckless
impertinence to tha\]k'”

“Oh, don't mind me, sir!” said Morn-
ington coolly. “I should hate to dis-
appoint Mr. Manders now he's tasted
blood.”

“ silenc

Swish, swish, swish! The last three
swipes would probably have been mild,
but for rny’s remark. Now Dicky
Dalton put plenty of his abundant beef
into them, and Valentine Mornington
fairly wriggled.

Mr. Dalton 1aid down the cane.

“I do not regard that, sir, as suffi-
cient!” barked Mr. Manders.

“Mornington, you may go!”
Dalton, interrupting the
master.

Morny’s face was quite pale as he rose
after the infliction. He did not look at
his Form-master, but he gave Mr.
Manders a bitter look as he left the
study. There was no doubt that Morny
had exceeded the limit in “guying”
Manders, but in his opinion three hefty
swipes sufficed to pay off the score. He
owed the additional three to Mr.
Manders’ bitter temper, and Morny was
not the fellow to forget it.

“Had it bad?” asked-Jimmy Silver,
as he came out of the House into the
spring sunshine.

_“ON, just a flick or two!” said Morny

airily.  “Nothin’ to speak of! ow!
Wow!” he added involuntarily.

“That sounds like nothing to speak

of!” grinned Arthur Edward Lovell

said Mr.
Modern
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“It was something to squeak of, at any
ate.”

Mornington gave him a look. Arthur
Edward Lovell’s little jokes were
neither grateful nor comforting at the
moment.

“Manders may be doin’ some squeak-
in’ when my turn comes!” he said,
between his teeth. “Dicky was goin’ to
give me three, and Manders ms)stec on
six! I owe Manders three swipes.”

“Better leave that debt unpaid, old
bean,” said Jimmy Silver dryly.

“I always pay my debts!” said Morn-
ington, and he walked away, Jimmy
glancing after him rather uneasily

CHAPTER 15,
The Wrong Goat!
R. MANDERS grunted angrily.
M He walked out of gates in
far from a good temper, and
the sight of a barrelorg:m by the ‘road-
side, with a swarthy foreigner leaning
on it and smoking a cigarette, seemed
to annoy him The organ-grinder was
a little, dark, fat Italian, with a red-
spotted handkerchief wound round his
dark, greasy head in place of a hat.
He was not performing on his musical
instrument, but seemed to be taking
a rest. But as Mr. Manders came by,
he stepped from the organ and held
out a dusky hand that was very much
in need of a wasl
“Please, one penny, sare!” he said.
“If you beg from me,” said Mr.
Manders, “I will f“mz you into custody!
Go away at once.”
The Italian stepped back
spe'zkmg again But as Mr. N
ked on, the Itelian picked up the
hﬂndlts of his machine and trundied
after him. Keeping pace with Mr.
Manders, he trundled the barrel-organ
along Coombe Lane.

M. remained unawere of it,
as did not glance round. Buf the
Italian’s dark eyes never lett the

master. Qut of sight of Rockwood
School, he pushed the barrel-organ into
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a gap in the hawlhorn hedge and left it
there, cutting across the field himself
al a rapid run.

In a few minutes he was acr the
field, and entering a cattle-shed on the
other side

In that shed a burly man, blue-
chinned and piggy-eyed, sat on an up-
turned bucket, leaning back against the
wall, and smoking o short, black pipe.

Jimmy Silver & Co., had they been
present, would have recognised Slog
Poggers, the pickpocket who had robbed
the headmaster of Rookwood of a wallet

containing  forty-five pounds tcn
shillings in notes—and lost it ag:
M. Poggors ped up fro

bucket eagerly as the dark,
face of the It nhan looked in.
X hloke,

“I wait zmd I watch, c«l\d he
walk on to the village.”
“What coat was he wearing?” a

pass— e

sked
Mr. Poggers eagerly.
“He wear a thick, grey overcoal—"
“That’s it!” Mr. Poggers’ eyes
gleamed. “Look ’ere, Beppo, you come
along and lend me a ‘and with him.
Last time there was a crew of school
boys round, and they stopped me when
1 had the coat in my ’ands! You—-"
Beppo shook his greasy, dark head
decidedly. Mendicancy and petty pilfer-
ing were in the Italian gentleman'’s
line, but not Slog’s two-fisted sort of
work.
“It’s a good thing!” breathed Slog.
“I tell you if I get that coat off the old
bloke, it's “01 th a lot to me. I stand
you a fi
“Ecco!” gr
is worth nothin
Tain't the coat, you fool!” growled
Mr. Pog “It’s what’s in it. Listen
here!” He sank his voice, though
there was no one to overhear.
you, I got a wallet packed with bank-
notes off a crusty old schoolmaster a
couple of weeks ago. They got arter
me, and I bid in a room in the school,

L2

ON

“I tell| sh
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and afore they collared me, L hid the
not in the lining of a y overcoat
’anging up in a wardrobe— e‘ me?”
“Ecco!  What a trick!” aimed
Beppo.
“They’d have had it off of me if I
in’t got shut of it,” explained Mr.
s, “I thought I was hooked for
quod when they got me—but I struck
lucky afterwards all vight. T tell you,
that bony old bloke is wearing a coat
with a stack of banknotes hidden in the
You come and lend a blo

lining. a
‘and, in case them young rips are
around—-"

ou lose him if ou do_not run,”

P‘l

4 Beppo. y the
merchant did not mtmd to taki
in the robbery

Slog gave a snort of contempt.

But he lost no more time. He cut
out of the shed and stre across the
field to Coombe Lane, m the direction

of the village. Beppo, at a more
leisurely pace, \*x\lkcd bac‘.; to his
barrel-organ.

Mr. Manders was more than half-way
fo Coombe when Slog emerged {rom the
field into the lane behind him. .

Slog ran on, hard and fast, and in &
few minutes sighted the tall, angular
figure of the Modern master ahead.

There was no one clse in sight. Mr.
Manders walked onward, unsuspecting.
Closer and closer came the running

music-
e a hand

pickpocket.
Slog’s cyes were glittering with
amph now Once he had got away

Manders’ overcoat, and the
easure therein, buf Jimmy
Silver & Co. had got it back before he
could search the v ng for the loot.
This time he was not going to fail.
Nw'umlly it did not occur to Slog
t Mr. Manders was wearing a
ent coat. It was the same size,
ttern, and colour, only older and
Dbier. Except that one was older
than the other, the two overcoats were
al. And Mr. Manders would, in
fact, have been wearing the coat that
Slog wanted, but for the fact that it
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had been damaged in the last encounter
with Mr. Poggers, and buttons needed
replacing.

Slog, nothmg doubting, rushed on.

Mr. Manders noticed the sound of
runmnﬂ feet behind him, and turned
his head. He gave a jump at the sight
of the footpad who had attacked him
in that very lane a few days since.

“On!” gasped Mr. Manders.

For an instant he stared at Slog in
alarm. Then he spun round and flew.
It was rather undignified to flee from
a character like M.r. Poggers, but Mr.
Manders was no pugilist, and he was
no match for the ruffian,

He was still a quarter of a mile from
the village. But his long legs covered
the ground fast.

But Slog was the better sprinter of
the two. Mr. Manders had covered
about a hundred yards when the pick-
pocket’s hand dropped on his shoulder
and dragged at him.

“Oocoooh!” gasped Mr. Manders.

He went over backwards, landing in
the lane, his long legs flying in the air.
His hat flew off, and he gasped for
breath,

Slog pounced on him like a cat on a
mouse. He grabbed at the thick grey
overcoat.

“Urrgh! Villain!
spluttered Mr. Manders.

“’Old your row, you old blighter,

Help! Help!”

you!” growled Slog ferociously. “I
‘ain't going to 'urt you! I want that
there coat!”

Buttons flew to right and left as
Slog, with a hefty hand, peeled the
overcoat off the Modern master of
Rookwood.

“Help!” yelied Mr. Manders.

“Didn't I say ‘old your row?” hooted
Slog. And taking Mr. Manders by the
back of the neck, he rolled him over,
plashed his face into a puddle.
“P'raps thatll kcep you quiet a bit,
you old bag of

“Gurrggh!”

Leaving Mr. Manders lifting a muddy

face from the pnddle, slm Poggers
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plunged through the hedge, with the
coat over his arm.

“Wurrgh!” said Mr. Manders. He
sat up, dabbing at water and mud.
“Gurrgh! Ooocooch!”

He staggered to his feet. Across the
hedge he had a glimpse of Slog
Poggers streaking away through fields,
with the stolen overcoat.

“Grooogh!” said Mr. Manders, dab-
bing mud. “The man is mad. Unless
he is a lunatic, why should he waylay
me and steal my overcoat—this is the
second time—ocogh! How very for-
tunate that I was wearing an old
oat!”

Mr. Manders picked up his hat, and,-
still dabbing mud, tottered away coat-
less. He was feeling very dizzy and
upset, but he was glad that he had
escaped without more serious damage
from the hands of a man who seemed
to him an irresponsible lunatic.

Three fields away, Slog Poggers came
to_a halt in a hollow screened by
willows, and proceeded to examine his
prize. He fairly gloated over that
shabby old overcoat. Not that Slog
wanted the coat. It was the Head's
wallet that Slog wanted—and that he
now believed to be safe in his thievish
hands.

He grabbed at the overcoat pocket,
and turned out the lining. To his
surprise it was intact. It was the right
pocket, and he remembered that he
had cut a slit in the lining to push the
wallet in out of sight. But there was
no slit in that lining,

“strike me pmk"’
Poggers.

If the torn lining had since been
mended, he could see no trace of the
mend. Puzzled, Mr. Poggers opened a
knife, and gashed the lining, and thrust
his hand into the aperture.

He groped and groped.
groped in vain!

“Strike me pink and blue!” hissed
Mr. Poggers.

He turned the coat inside out. He
jabbed at it, gashing the lining with

breathed Mr.

But he
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his knife in a dozen places. The coat
was thickly and warmly lined, from
collar to tail, and very soon it was all
in rags and tatters. But nothing came
to light. Again Mr. Poggers appealed
to space to strike him pink and blue!
Never had a snapper-up of uncon-
sidered trifles been so puzzled and
perplexed and enraged.

But the truth dawned on him at last.

“The blighter!” hissed Mr. Poggers.
“It ain't the same coat! What did the
dotty old covey want to come out in
the wrong coat for, taking a bloke in?
Blow 'im!”

Mr. Manders, safe in the village, was
thinking that it was fortunate that he
had been wearing his old overcoat that
afternoon. To Mr. Poggers, it seemed
far from fortunate! Mr. Poggers very
nearly turned the atmosphere blue with
his remarks during the next few
minutes. He regretted—too late—that
he had not cracked the bony old gent’s
nut for him. He hurled the overcoat
into the grass, and jumped on it.

CHAPTER 17.
Morny’s Midnight Rag!

4 ORNY, you ass—"

M “On, shut up!”

“But, look here—" urged
Erroll.

“Do you want to wake the dorm, you
silly ass? Shut up!”

Jimmy Silver awoke, and peered
round him in the gloom of the Classical
Fourth dormitory in the Head’s House.
Dimly, in the starlight from the high
windows, he made out Valentine Morn-
ington standing by his bed, and finish-
ing dressing. Kit Erroll was sitting up
in the next bed. And Jimmy sat up,
too.

“What's this game, Morny?” he
asked.

“You've woke Silver up, Erroll, you
ass!” grunted Mornington. “Better
call Dicky Dalton while you're about
it

“For goodness’ sake, Morny—"

MANDERS ON THE SPOT'!

“Oh, ring off!”

“You're not breaking bounds at this
time of night, Morny!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. “Why, it must be mid-
night!”

“That’'s why!” answered Morny
coolly. “Manders mightn’t have twrned
in earlier.”

“Manders!” gashed Jimmy.

“Didn’t I tell you that I owed him
three swipes?” said Mornington. “I'm
paying that little debt before it slips

my memory.”
“You mad ass!” gasped Jimmy
silver.  “Go back to bed, and don’t -

be a silly idiot.”

“Thanks for your advice, but when
T want any, I'll mention it!” answered
Mornington.

Three or four other fellows had
awakened by that time. They sat up,
staring at the dim figure of the dandy
of the Fourth. .

“Anybody like to come?” asked
Mornington. “I'm going over to
Manders’ House to call on Manders!”

“Got your burgling outfit?” asked
Peele, and some of the juniors laughed.

“I've fixed it with a Modern chap
to slip down and leave a back passage
door unlocked for me.”

“So that’s what you were confabbing
with Leggett about!” exclaimed Erroll.
“He ought to be jolly well kicked.”

“Leggett’s a useful tick,” said Morn-
ington. “He will do anything for any-
body if it’s made worth his while. Are
you comin’ with me, Erroll?”

“No, you silly ass! Get back to
bed.”

“You coming, Silver?”

“T'll watch it!” answered Jimmy.

“It will be worth seein’!”
Mornington. “I thought of pinchin’
Dicky Dalton’s cane, and giving
Manders the three swipes I owe him
with it—but I've thought of a better
one than that I don’t want Manders
to recognise me—he might mention it
to the Head, and make things uncom-
fortable all round—-"

“Ha, ha, hal”

urged’
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“So I've laid in a can of red paint!
Think of Manders getting half a
gallon of red paint on his chivvy, and
waking up to find himself turned into
a Red Indian—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You potty ass, Morny!” exclaimed
Newcome.

“I say, though, it's some stunt!”
exclaimed Arthur Edward Lovell. “I
had lines to-day from Dicky, all

through that tick Manders—hasn’'t he
jolly well asked for it? T1l jolly well
come, Morny!”

“Good eggl" said Morny. “Get a
mcvc on, then!

ou jolly weu won't. Lovell, you

ass"‘ hooted Jimmy Silver. “Morny

can go and ask for the sack if he likes;
you're not going to!”

“I jolly well am!” said Lovell. “It’s
safe as houses—who’s goiltg to recog-
nise us in the dark? If Leggett's left a

back door open for Morny, we get in
easily enough, and v\e know our way to
Manders’ room—-'

“Youre not going!” said Jimmy,
Raby and Newecome together.

Lovell snorted and rolled out of bed.

“I‘d like to see anybody stop me!”
he

“Well if that’s what you'd like, old
bean, you're going to have just what

you want!” said Jimmy Silver, also
turning out of bed. “Turn in!”
“Rats!”

“You're in the Head's black books
already, and you’re not asking for
more. Chuck those trousers down.”

“I'm getting into them, fathead!”

“You're not! Youre getting into
bed! Lend a hand here, you men.”

“What-ho!” said Raby and
Newcome.

Lovell’s three faithful chums jumped
at him together. The trousers went to
the floor, and Lovell sputtered in the
grasp of his devoted friends. So far as
Jimmy Silver & Co. were concerned,
Morny could ask for all the trouble he
wanted, but Lovell had landed enough
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trouble lately, and his friends were not
going to let him ask for more.

Arthur Edward did not get into the
trousers. He got into bed—in
sprawling, spluttering heap,

“Ow! You cheeky asses!” spluttered
Lovell. “I'll jolly well—wow! Will
you leggo? Will you gerrup? ITl—
whoop!”

“Will you stay in bed?” demanded
Jimmy.

“No!” roared Lovell.

“Then we'll sit on youl”

Lovell struggled wildly. But he was
spreadeagled on his bed, and Jimmy
Silver, Raby and Newcome sat on him
there. Pinned down by the three,
Arthur Edward wriggled and struggled,
and, in infuriated tones, told his chums
what he thought of them. They did
not mind. They sat on Lovell—and
that was that!

Valentine Mornington did not wait
for him It was clear that Lovell was
not c g. e dandy of the Fourth
shpped out of the dormitory and closed
the door softly behind him.

Lovell gave a frantic heave.

“will you gerroff?” he gasped.

“Not till Morny comes back"’ said
Jimmy Silver cheerfully. “Keep still,
you ass! You can’t expect fellows to
sit on you if you wriggle like that!”

“I'm going after Morny!” shrieked
Lovell.

“You'll have to carry us with you, old
bean! Go it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell wriggled and gurgled with
th, sat upon by his friends, what
time Mornington slipped quietly out of
the House and cut across in the mid-
night shadows to Manders’ House,

CHAPTER 15,
Done in the Dark!
ALENTINE MORNINGTON
V gave a sudden start, and his
heart thumped.
There was a sound in the darkness of
the landing.
Everything, so far, had gone accord-



ing to plan, He had found a back door
unfastened, as arranged with Leggett
of the Modern Fourth. He had slipped
into Manders’ House and crept up the
dark staircases with all the stealthy
caution of an enterprising burglar. At
that hour every light was out; the
latest master had long gone to bed; all
was silent. With the can of red paint
in his hand, Mornington reached the
landing on which the .masters’ rooms
in Manders’ House opened, and tiptoed
across towards the door of Roger
Manders’ room.

All was dark, but a glimmer of light
suddenly came through the dark. With
quite an unpleasant jump at his heart,
Morny realised that Mr. Manders’ bed-
room door was partly open and that a
light gleamed within.

But it was.a mere gleam and in
motion, appearing and disappearing.
It came from a flash-lamp in some-
body’s hand.

Morny breathed hard.

‘Wild and reckless fellow as he wa:
he had laid his plans carefully. At half
past twelve, everybody was, or should
have been, fast asleep. It was utterly
unexpected for Mr. Manders to be up,
still more utterly unexpected for him to
be moving about his room with a flash-
lamp instead of turning on the electric
light. Such a check was entirely un-
looked-for.

Almost any fellow but Mornington
would have thrown it up at that point.
Such a reckless jape was risky enough,
in any case, but with Mr. Manders
awake and up it was doubly dangerous.
Even the reckless Morny hesitated and
paused.

But he set his lips obstinately. He
was not going back to the Classical
Fourth dormitory to confess that he
had been. scared off his enterprise.
Morny liked to make fellows wonder at
his recklessness, and he did not like the
idea of appearing as a fellow who
undertook a risky jape and backed out
through funking it at the finish. He
Was going 1o carry on.

MANDERS ON THE SPOT!

But he was doubly cautious now.

Noiselessly he o the door
and stood beside it, in the darkness of
the landing, listening. The open can
of paint was in his hand, ready for use
if his chance came.

The moving light enside the room
shifted and flickered. But there was no
sound from the room. Mr. Manders—if
it were Mr. anders—was moving
about the room as noiselessly as Morny
himself outside.

What it could mean was a mystery
to Mornington. He even wondered
whether it was not Manders at all, but
a burglar—it looked much more like it.

ut a burglar would hardly have
headed for Manders’ room—the Head’s
safe in the other House would have
been his objective. There was nothing
to reward a burglar in Manders’' room
in Manders’ House. Mornington dis-
missed_that idea; but he was utterly
puzzled and perplexed by the strange
proceedings of the unseen man inside
the room.

Certainly he was not likely to guess
that the man with the flash-lamp was
looking for an overcoat! Slog Poggers
could no more have opened the Head’s
safe than he could have opened a bank
account. Slog was not thinking of
safes.

He was thinking of an overcoat, in
the lining of which he had parked a
stolen wallet.

Having captured the wrong overcoat
that afternoon, Mr. Poggers was now in
search of the right one!

He had been lucky, for, prowling
round the House at midnight, hunting
for a way in, he had found a back door
unlocked. For a quarter of an hour ot
more before Morny’s arrival Slog had
been reoting about Mr. Manders’ room
with a flash-lamp—hunting for that
overcoat,

Mr. Manders, sleeping the sleep of
the just, did not awaken. Perhaps it
was fortunate that he did not, for Slog
had a hefty punch, which he would

have bestowed on Roger Manders with-
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out scruple had the Modern master
awakened and intervened.

Slog was not interrupted. But he did
not find the garment he wanted. He
found no overcoat at all. Mr. Manders’
old coat still lay tattered and torn in
the field where Slog had danced on it.
His other coat was still in the House-
dame’s room, for the replacement of
buttons.  Mr. Poggers rooted and
vooted, but he had no luck.

He could only conclude that the grey
overcoat which had been hanging in
Mr. Manders’ wardrobe on the night
he concealed the stolen wallet in the
lining was now hanging somewhere
else—as indeed it was! And he made
up his mind at last to extend his search
farther. Most of the night was still
before him, and it was certain that that
elusive overcoat was in the House some-
So Slog moved to the door,
shutting off his flash-lamp.

Mornington, outside, suppresse
breathing.

He heard no sound from within. qlug
moved very softly. But the faintest of
sounds told him that the door was
being opened wider—and he saw that
the light was shut off.

Morny's eyes glittered.

Really, he could not have asked for
anything better than this. He had been
waiting for a chance, and nnw hlS
chance had come! Mr. Mand

ed his
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At the same moment Morny's
uplifted arm swept forward, and the
contents of the can of red paint flew!

Swoooosh! Swish!

Morny had a pint of red paint in that
can, mixed very thin with oil to make it
up to about two quarts. It came over
Mr. Poggers’ face in a drenching
shower of fluid!

“Gurrgh!” he gurgled, and he
staggered back, stumbled over, and fell

on the landing with a resounding
bump.

Morny _]Uhped back.

From nders’ room came &

sudden squs ucalk e;aculmtion of a man
suddenly awakened and startled.

“Goodness gmdous' What—what is
that? Who— e

It was the voice of Mr. Manders!
Morny, already running, stopped in a
state of paralysed surprise and dismay.

Tt was not Manders he had swamped
with paint! Who was it?
Then, amid the gasps and gurgles,
caine a suffocated, mfuuated how!
“Strike me pink! TUrrggh!
me pink and blue!”

“Oh, gad!” gasped Morny.

Evidently it was not Mr. Manders!
In his angriest moments Mr. Manders
would never have used such expressions
as that.

A door cpened. A h:iht flashed on.

Strike

still supposed that 1t was Mr. !\hnde!s
——was walking fairly into his hands!

Standing back beside the doorway,
he lifted the open can of paint, and
waited!

A dark figure, a mere shadow in the
dimness, came through the do
The door was softly closed behind it.

Then the dark figure trod away
towards the stairs, pessing within a few
feet of the junior crouching
silent, against the wall. Morny, on Lm-
toe, stepped after it!

Silent as he was, Mr. Poggers must
have caught some faint sound, for he
turned suddenly in the darkness, facing
Mornington, peering.

<]
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Puzzled, , @ ated,
Morny ‘did not linger. He flew down
the staircase. three steps at a time and
vanished.

My, Manders flashed the hgh* on and
stared out of his room—at a figure that
sprawled and spluttered and almost
swam in red paint!

But that figure swiftly scrambled up
and darted down the staircase—drop-
ping paint at every step, spluttering
and gmghng horribly as it fled.

Mr. Manders wés left, shouting the
a!mm what time a door helow opemd
and shut, and tien opened again, and.
was left open—Mor: t nishing
t v

glon Ve
. Poggers a few moments
Jorny heading for home
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and Mr. Poggers for the school wall,
leavmg behind mm a trail of red paint.

Axthm Ed\vmd Lovcll was  still
wriggling and protesting fiercely, and
his three faithful friends were still sit-
ting on him, when Morny slipped into

the Classical Fourth dormitory. Then
Jimmy, Raby and Newcome got off
their human sofa.

“Youve done it, yo" ass?” asked

T

& Blessed if I know vmt I've done!”
said Mornington. “Somebody’s got the
paint—but it wasn’t Mander Good-
ness knows who it was!”

“You silly ass!”

“Well, somebody-wili be sacked for
it!” said Jimmy. “There’ll be a fear-
ful row in the morning! Glad we kept
you out of it, Lovell?”

Lovell’s reply did not indicate that
he was glad. It lasted long and was
packed with uncomplimentary ex-
pressions. Jimmy, Raby and Newcome
were falling asleep by the fime Lovell
had exhausted his eloquence.

Meanwhile, an infuriated Mr.
Poggers was shaking the dust of Rook-
wood from his feet as fast as he could
g0, still exuding red paint. In husky
tones of rage Mr. Poggers invoked un-
known powers to strike him pink.
Really, it was unnece: s for he had
already been struck red— And
it was only after a long, lowg ur“e and
after a most unusual amount of wash-
ing, that Mr. Poggers got rid of his
rich and ruddy complexion.

!

CHAPTER 1,

A Modara dape!

HAT'S the joke?”
Tommy Dodd, st

ihe window of his study
Manders’ House at Rockwood, chuckled.
His chums, Cook and Doy!e were
sitting at the study table, writing lines.
Mr. Manders, their Housemaster, had
handed out impots that day—as hn too

frequently did.

THE SPOT !

Cook and Tommy Doyle,
re, were in no chuckling mood.
T)\PV were looking grim and glum.
They glanced up as Tommy Dodd ex-
ploded into merri Something he
could see in the quadrangle, appar-
ently, amused Tommy Dod So they
asked him what was the joke.

“Lovell” answered Tommy Dodd.
“Come and look!” e

“Blow Lovell!” grunted Cock.
“We've got to get these rotten lines
done for Manders—blow him, too!”

“I'm getting fed-up with Manders,”
growled Doy “His temper’s getting
worse and worse. Ever since that
tramp pitched into him-

“Never mind Manders!” interrupted
Tommy Dodd. “Come and look at that
Classical ass. He's at it again.”

Leaving their lines, Cook and Doyle
joined the captain of the Modern}
Fourth at the window.

It was a bright spring afternoon, and
plenty of fellows were to be seen in the
quad. Among them, Arthur ward
Lovell, of the Classical Fo\uth was,
quite near Manders’ House.

With a set and serious expression om
his face, Arthur Edward was rooting
through a shrubbery beside the House,
evidently in search of something.

Cook and Doyle, much as they were 4
worried by lines and Manders, grinned.
It was the umpteenth time they had
seen Arthur Edward Lovell rooting in
thr vicinity of Manders’ House.

“He’s a sticker, isn't he? saxd
Tommy Dodd. “It’s weeks since Dr..%
Chisholm’s wallet was lost, but Lovell
is still after it. T've seen him at if
twenty times at least.”

“Silly ass!” said Cook.
never be found now.”

“That,” said Tommy Dodd, “is
where you are mistaken. Lovell’s going '
to find a wallet this afternoon.”

“Eh! ow?”

“I'm going to help him,” explnmed
Tommy Dodd.

Cook and Doyle stared at their
leader.

A
3

“It wilk
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“You?” said Tommy Cook. What
good will that do him? The wallet
can't be found. That pickpocket,
Poggers, who pinched it from the Head,
chucked it away somewhere befere he
was nabbed. Goodness knows where it
went. I believe every inch of Rook-
wood has been searched for it. Might
have chucked it over the wall into the
road. It can’t be found.”

“Lock here.”

Tommy Dodd slipped his hand into

his pocket. He drew it forth with an
article in it that made his chums jump
as they saw it.
That article was a small wallet,
vhich looked—at the first glance—as if
it were made of Russia leather. At the
second glance, it could be seen to be
made of imitation leather.

“Oh, my hBH” ejaculated Cook.
“¥ou've found if

“The Heads notrc«se"’
Doyle.

“Not exactly,” said Tommy Dodd,
grinning. “I found it—in a shop at
Latcham. I gave two bob for it. I
thought a jape on that Classical ass
was worth’ two bob.” He chuckled.
“You see, we've all had a description of
that jolly old wallet, so I was able to
pick out one exactly like it to look at.
The Head’s notecase was full of bank-
notes—and this is going to be full of
impot paper—can’t afford banknotes.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Cook and Doyle
together.

“Any fellow seeing this wallet lying
around would jump to it that it was the

Head’s,” explained Tommy Dodd.
“Even a bright fellow would—and is
Lovell bright?”

“Not so's yowd notice it!” grinned
00k,

exclaimed

“That's how I'm going to help him.
If I drop this wallet fairly under his
nose, even Lovell will spet it. Fancy
ms Jjoy when he p)cks it up.”

2, ha

The three Tommies of Manders’
House chuckled in chorus.

Nobody at Rookwood expected the
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headmaster’s lost wallet ever to turn
up again, excepting, perhaps, Lovell of
the Fourth. Dr. isholm had given
up hope of ever seeing that wallet and
the forty-five pounds ten shillings it
contained. If it was still within the
walls of Rookwood School, it was
hidden so deep that no eye was likely
to fall on if.

But Lovell frequently put in an hour
or so of his leisure time in rooting after
it. He had a special reason. Being
“gated ” for all half-holidays that term,
Arthur Edward hoped to placate l'us
headmaster by performing such
signal service as finding the lost \valleu

Turning from the window, Tommy
Dodd picked up sheets of impot paper
from the table, and a pair of scissors,
and cut slips to the size of currency
notes. These he packed carefully inside
the two-shilling wallet. When it was
shut and fastened, it had all the
appearance of being stuffed with notes,
as the Head's wallet was. well known
to have been.

“Natural as life, what?” grinned
Tommy. “Lovell will jump for joy.
And his face will be worth watching
when he looks inside. By gum, I'll put
a message for him inside.”

Opening the notecase again, Tommy
Dodd spread out the wad of “‘notes,”
and on the top of one wrote, in large
capital letters:

“FATHEAD!”

Cook and Doyle yelled. Obviously
such a jape on a Classical man was
el et shillings of anybody’s
money.

They looked out at Lovell again. He
was stirring among the shrubbery, in
earnest search for what it was pretty
certain was not there.

Suddenly he gave a bound. His voice,
raised in surprise and anguish, floated
to the ears of the three Tommies.

“Yaroooooh!”

“Whm‘. the dickens—"
Tmmy Dodd.

Lmen slraigh‘ened up. and pressed

ejaculated
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his hsh]d to his neck, as if he had felt
He stared up at the
Manders' House, and
seemed puzzled.

The  three Tommics
surprise.
Lovell, they could not gue:
like a fellow who had b
wasp. But there 5 ces
wasps about so early in‘the year.

However, he stooped again, and re-
sumed rooting.

watched him in
What was the matter with
He acted

A few moments later there
another wild yell, and Lovell
bounded. 0

“Wnaop”’ came his wild howl,
pressed 2 hand to his leg, and glare
round him in amazement and rage.
hen the three Tommies spotted the
face of Leggett, of the
at ancther study "Vnnu\"
catapult in Tesgel
Albert

by
Lou \xho was v‘mm casy range.
As Lovell glared, another peilet
landed on his chin, and hc roared.
Then, snaking his f"( at X
House, the Classica
towards his own side m the o

“That tick Leggett!” grunted
Tommy Cook. “He ought to be
scragged for catapulting a fellow!"

“He’s going to he!” said Tommy
Dodd.

Leaving his chums at work on their
lines for Manders, Tommy Dodd left
the study and went along to Leggett’s.

e kicked the door open, and Leggett
spun round from the window.

Tommy held out hxs hand.

“Catapult, ple he said tersely.
“I've got no catapult!” growled
Leggett.  Albert was not a truthful

youth. Tt was strictly against the rules
of Rockwood for any fellow to possess
such a dsngerous implement,

“Isn’t there one in this study?”
asked Tommy Dodd.

“I\ 3

MANDERS ON THZ SFOT'!

“Look here * began Leggett.

nd the study table as
at him, then he
door, but Tu.nmys
ore he could reach

I
made & rush for ¢
D was on him b

“I've not

Leggett's head smote the wali; he

wriggled and roared.
ki asked Tominy
Yoooop!”

re it is!” gasped
erked the catapult
his jacket and handed it

under

over.
“T thought you'd be able to find one
f

u tried,” grinned Tommy Dodd.
plement and
into nicces. ow I'm going
those bits down your back.”

ett wriggled and howled as the
1ents of the catapuls we stuﬁed
dm\n inside his collar, Leamw

with thn imitation
llet in his pocket, went to
lock for Avthur Edward Lovell.

CHAPTER 21.
Found!
" E, he, hel”
H Tubby Muffin chuckled.
Jimmy Silver, Raby, and
veome grimmed; so did other fellows.
rthur Edward Lovell at the moment
was rather calculated to provoke
hilarity in the observer.

Coming away from the Modern side,
Arthur Ed\”md approached the Head’s
House with one hand pressed to his
neck, and the other to his leg.

He seemed to have a pain in either
spot, and those two pains seemed to fill
his thoughts. and it did not seem to
occur to him that a fellow looked a
little unusual walking along with one
hsrd t nock and the other to his*
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“What’s that game, Lovell?” called
out Mornington. * New sort of physical
jerks?”

“Think it’s funny?” grunted Lovell,
glaring at the smiling juniors,

“Well, a little,” admitted Jimmy
Silver. “What are you doing it for?”
been _ catapulted!” hooted
Lovell. “A tick in Manders’ House got
me with a catapult from the window!
And if a fellow had friends who could
do anything but grin like a lot of potty
hyenas they’d back him up in getting
hoid of that Modern cad and giving
him jip!”

“Who was it?” asked Raby, as Lovell
stood rubbing the injured places.

“I don't know; but I saw Dodd,
Cook, and Doyle at their study w indow
grinning like monkeys.”

“It wouldn’t be them,” said New-
come. “Catapulting’s a rather dirty
i they wouldn’t do it.”

“Perhaps you think I fancied it!”
hooted Lovell. “I'm jolly well going to
bash Tommy Dodd, and chance it!”

“What's the good of bashing him if
he didn't do it?” asked Jimmy Silver

mildly.
“Well, he’s a Modern tick, any-
w i
“What about tea, old chap?” asked

Jimmy Silver soothmgly “We've been
waiting for u—"

“‘Blow tea!™ grow]ed Lovell. “I'm
going to bash Tommy Dodd before tea.
Y}Sa fellows can come with me if you
i

“I think I'd rather have tea,”
grinned Raby.

“Have tea, then—and be blowed to
you!” snapped Lovell. Evidently those
stings Ircm the catapult had ruffled
Arthur Edward’s temper considerably.

He rubbed his neck and he rubbed his
leg, and his eyes gleamed in the direc-
tion of Manders’ House. He wanted to
punch a catapulter’s head, but any
Modern head would have served his
turn in his present irate mood.

So it was with considerable satisfac-
tion that he spotted Tommy Dodd
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strolling along from Manders’ House,
with his hands in his pockets, and a
cheery smile on his face.

Lovell cut across to intercept the
Modern junior. He was not in the least
aware that that was exactly what
Tommy Dodd would ve asked him to

do. Arthur Edward, quite uncon-
sciously, was playing into the hands of
the japer.

Tommy, to his surprise, showed signs
of alarm at his advance. Nobody had
ever suspected Tommy of funk before.
He stared at Lovell, stopped, turned,
and ran.

“Here, hold on!”
charging after him.

Tommy scudded on. He did not head
for Manders’ House, which would have
been a safe refuge; he cut away by a
path under the beeches.

“Funk!” roared Lovell.

He raced in pursuit.
Lovell's mind—Tommy had been
catapulter.

But, as a matter of fact, Tommy was
looking for a likely spot to drop the
spoof notecase.  Dropping it in the
middle of the quad would not have
served his turn; it would have been
rather too palpablé, It had to be
somewhere more or less out of sight if
Lovell’s leg was to be pulled according
to plan. Under one of the cld benches
by the beech-trees seemed to Tommy &
good spot.

On one of those benches sat Tubby

Muffin. Tubby had sat down there to
dxspose of the contents of a packet of

roared Lovell,

Evidently to
the

Busy with the toffee, Cccxl Adolphus
Reginald Muffin _di ed the
Modern Jumur Bs he cam° scucldmg by,
with Lovell racing behind.

But he had to heed them when
Tommy Dodd came to a breathless
halt, dodged round the long bench and
playfully tibped off Muffin’s cap.

“Oh!” ejaculated Tubby.

Lovell came panting up.
“Now, you Modorn rotter!” he
gasped.
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Tommy Dodd, behind the bench,
grinned at him breathlessly. LOV€11
charged round the bench. Tomm,
Dodd retreated round it, and they
changed places.

“You rotten Modern funk I'm going
to lick you!” hooted Lo

“You couldn’t lick a posta,,u
answered Tommy.

That was enough for Lovell.
charged round the bench again.

‘This time Tommy did not dodge.

Suddenly catching Tubby Muflin by
the collar, he jerked him off his seat,
and with a swing of his arm sat him
down just in fxonc of the charging
Lovell.

““Whooop!” roared Muffin.

He had reason to roar. Lovell, unable
to'stop in time, stumbled over him and
sprawled. Muffin, flattened out, roared
and howled and squealed; Lovell,
breatiless from the shock, sprawled on
him and gasped, while Tommy Dodd,
grinning, cut off at top speed and
vanished. Unseen by either Muffin or
Lovell, he had now-parted with the two-
shilling notecase stuffed with slips of
impot paper; it was left for Lovell to
find on the gravel path under the
beeches.

“ow!

stamp!”

He

Gerroff1” squealed Muffin.
“Ow! You're squish-squish-squashing
me! Will you—— Ooogh! Gerroff!”

“You fat ass!” panted Lovell.

He wriggled off Muffin and staggered
to his feet; he stood gasping for breath
as Tubby scrambled up, also gasping.

“You silly fathead!” gasped Tubby.

“You fat blitherer!” panted Lovell.

Both of them broke off suddenly.

In the gravel of the path, consider-
ably kicked up at that spot, lay a small
object on which their eyes fell at the
same moment.

It was a notecase.

It was—or looked—an expensive note-
case of russia leather, exactly like the
Head’s lost wallet.

It looked as if it might have been
buried in the gravel and kicked up by
the scrambie that had taken place.
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They gazed at it—for an instant.
Then both of them dived at it and
clutched.

Thud!

Two heads came together with a
terrific concussion.

.
CHAPTER 21,
Rival Claimants!

. H!” roared Lovell.
O “Ow!”  squealed Tubby
Muffin.

Lovell staggered, nearly falling.
Tubby Muffin staggered, and sat down
on the notecase.

“You clumsy ass!”
rubbing his head.
You—you— Get up!
way! Do you hear?”

Tubby Muffin, also rubbing his head,
sat tight. He was sitting on the lost
wallet—now found—and he continued
to sit on it. Lovell might fancy that he
had found that wallet, if he liked.
Tubby’s idea was that he had found

gasped Lovell,
“You silly chump!
Get out of the

Lovell glared down at him.

“Will you shift, you fat idiot?” he
roared.

“Ow! No, I won't!” gasped Muffin.

“That’s the Head’s notecase, you fat
chump! You're sitting on it!” howled
Lovell.

“I know that.

“I've found it!

“You haven* vel”

“Why, you silly, cheeky, blithering
podgy piffling fat rabbit—-"

You can call a fellow names,”
gasped Muffin, “but you jolly well ain’t
bagging that notecase! I've found it!
I'm going to take it to the Head.”

“You're not!” shneked Lovell. “Get
up, or I'll kick y

“Hold on, Lovell!" Jimmy Silver,
Raby, and Newcome came running up
and grasped Lovell. Instead of going
in to tea, they had watched Arthur
Edward’s wild and whirling proceed-
ings, and now it seemed to them time-
to weigh in.

I've found it!”
" roared Lovell.
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~Keep him off I” yelled Muffin.

say, Jimmy, I found it!”

“I found the Head’s wallet!” b:
Lovell.

“Wha-at?”

“It was stuck in this gravel, and got
mm(:Cd up here—that fat idiot’s sitting
on it.”

“Oh crumbs!”
“I found it!” yelled Tubby indig-
nantly. “I say, Jimmy, that man

Poggers must have shoved it out of
sight under the gravel—it turned up
when that fathead Lovell sprawled
over. T saw it, and I've got it.”

With the three juniors holding Lovell
back, Tubby shifted his position,
grabbed hold of the notecase, and rose
to his feet.

_t’lne chums of the Fourth stared at
it.

“My hat! It's found, then!” gasped
Jimmy Silver.
Ves, and I jolly well found it!”

Lovell wrenched himself loose, and
made a jump at the fat Classical.
Tubby Muffin promptly shoved the
notecase into his pocket.

“Hand it over, you fat shail!” roared
Lovell.
“Shan’t!” retorted Muffin.

“I teil you I found it—"

“And I tell you I jolly well did!”

Arthur Edward Lovell breathed
wrath. How may hours of his leisure
he had spent hunting for that lost
wallet he .could hardly have counted.
Now it was found—and there was a
rival claimant.

A crowd of fellows began to collect on
the spot, to see what was up. There
was a buzz of excitement at the news
that the Head’s notecase was found.

“Lodk here, Muffin,” said Jimmy
Silver. “You seem both to have spotted
it—but it’s no use to you. Lovell may
get off his gating if he hands it over
to Dr. Chisholm. So hand it out.”

“Blow Lovelll” retorted Tubby
Muffin. “There'’s over mrty pounds in
this notecase, and—-

“There’ll be less by the time the
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Head gets it if it stays in your hands!™
chuckled Mornington.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cheeky rotter!” roared Muffin
indignantly. “Think I'm going to pinch
the Head’s currency notes? He's bound
to hand out a reward to the finder.”

“Oh crikey!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver.

“He can’t do less,” argued Muffin.
«According to the description, there’s
forty-five pounds ten shillings in this
wallet. Well, if the head gets that
back, a fiver wouldn’t hurt him.”

“You fat bounder!”

“Look hcre, Mufﬁn, you slug—"

“You cal * said Muffin disdains
fully. “1 fancy you'd be after a reward
fast enough if you'd found it. You
jolly well keep off, Lovell. I found
this wallet, and I'm keeping it till the
Head goes to his study after tea, and
then I'm going to take it to him.”

Arthur Edward Lovell clenched his
hands.  He was strongly tempted to
grasp Cecil Reginald Muffin and take
the wallet away by main force.

ut, angry and disappointed as he
was, Arthur Edward had a sense of
justice. Muffin’s claim was at least as
good as his.

Both of them had seen the wallet at
the same moment, and it was Muffin
who had got hold of it. Muffin’s claim
was, if anything, a little better than
Lovell's.

Lovell stood uncertain, and Tubby
Muffin, with a2 wary eye on him. backed
aw ay the wallet safe in his pocket.

Look here—" began Lovell.

“Nothing doing,” grinned Leggett.
“You're done, Lovell. You won’t be
able to stick the beak for a reward.”

Lovell gave the cad of Manders’
House a glare.

“Do you think I'd do it?” he roared.
“Do you think I'd take anything for

finding it — except getting off a
gating?”
“Well, isn't it?”

that’s a reward,
grinned Leggett.
Lovell did not answer that question
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in words. He grabbed Albert Leggett
by the collar and banged his head on a
beech.

The malicious grin departed from
Leggett’s face at once. He wriggled
and roared. Lovell was about to deliver
another bang, apparently finding solace
In the process, when Jimmy Silver
dragged him away from the Modern
junior.

Chuck it, Lovell—"

Lovell snorted.

“I'm jolly weu going to have that
wallet!” he snapped, and he started at
& run for the House in the direction in
which Tubby Muffin had retreated with
his prize.

Muffin looked back over a fat
shoulder, One glimpse of Lovell was
enough. He dashed into the House and
scudded up the stairs. Lovell in hot
pursuit, had a glimpse of a fat figure
vanishing into Study No. 2 in the
Classical Fourth passage. The key
turned in the lock as Lovell reached
the door.

He banged on the door.

‘Muffin, you fat scoundrel!”
roared.

he

"Ill spxﬂlcate you—"
ah
4 I ll klck you all over Rookwood—-"

Arthur Edward Lovell gave it up.

CHAPTER 22.
Muffin the Magnanimous!
IMMY SILVER & CO. sat down to
] tea in the end study in a rather
less cheery atmosphere than was
customary -in that celebrated apart-
ment.
Lovell’s face was gloomy and glum.
It was all through Lovell’s fatheaded
intervention that the pickpocket,
Poggers, had escaped after being
caught; hence the “galing ” that had
been awarded Lovell by his incensed
headmaster. Matters would, no doubt,
have peen set right had Lovell found
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the wallet and restored it to its owner,
And, against all probability, he had
found it at last—only to sec it found
w at the

and snaffled by another
same moment!

1t was enough to make a feliow glun.

“T1l smash him!” said Lovell, for the
tenth or eleventh time. .

“Well, after all, he found it
as you did,” remarked Ral
really can's bag it off him, old chap.”

“I know that. But I'm going to
smash him!”

The door of the end study opened.

A fat face looked in.

The Fistical Four stared at Cecil
Reginald Muffin in surprise.  Arthur
Edward Lovell rose to his feet with
quite a deadly look on his face.

“I—I say, I—I've come to tell you
you can have Lovell,” said Tubby
Muffin just in time,

“ERY”

mch

“ What?”

“You—you see,” gabbled Tubby, “I—
T've been thinking it over. I—I don't
want a reward from the Head. On the
whole, don't you fellows think it would
be rather mean to stick the Head for
a reward?”

“Rotten!” said Jimmy.

“Well, there’s nothing mean about
me, b § hopu > said Tubby.

& hopeful chap,” remarked
‘\Iewcome

“Well, I mean it. I'm not going to
take it to the Head. Why shouldn’t
Lovell, if he wants to?” said Tubby.

They gazed at him.

Had they been aware of the true con-
tents of that wallet, they might have

guessed that Tubby Muffin had looked
into it while he had it safe in h Stl‘dy.
and discovered that a reward the
least probable thing a fellow was nkely
to receive for taking it to the Head.

“Tf Lovell can get off his gating, let
him,” said Tubby. ‘“But, look here!
One good turn deserves another.
hawcn't had my tea.

“Oh

'I‘ubu v blinked at the table in the end
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al Tour had nea;
there wag Lt
vay of provender,
llet,” said Muffin,
Lovell m»c it if hc

Smex laugh:
“Right as rain!” he
d see Mrs, Kettle's
Where's the \x'a]}et

“In my pocket,” answered 'I'abbv
;‘I—IH let you have it after—aftor
ea,

“Oh, all right,”

Tubby Muflin’s fat face, which had
been rather overcast, brightened as he
rolled away with Jimmy Silver & Co.
He, like Lovell, he ppointed,
though in a different way. ‘There was

0 reward from the

But 2 spread in the tucks]
teful and comforti

Lovell’s face was brighte:
walked into the schof

he Co'll(l LJ uly state to
the Head that he had found it.
Chisholm could not do less than let
off the gating in consequence.

Tubby Muffin beamed as he sat down
to cake in the tuckshop.

He liked cake, and even Tubby Muffin
was satisfied, or almost satisfied with a
five-shilling plum cake all to himself!

He gleated over it, and he gobbled !

Jimmy Silver & Co. had a doughnut
The cake

cach to wind up their tea.
was wholly left to Tubby.

Having finished their do
scttled Mrs. Kettle’s bill, Jim
& Co. saw no resson for del
Tubby had finishe

“Trot it out, in,” said Uncle

ames.

“I sald after tea,” objected Mu
aven’t finished yet P

ied that, wk
over, a discovery
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peculiar chcumsbances, it was prudent
to finish the cake before handing over
the wallet.

3ut Lovell was impatient,

“Look here! The Head’s in his study
by this time!” he exclaimed. “Chuck
that wallet over, fathead,
fellow cut.”

‘Tubby gobbled.

“Look here, you fat a:
ovell warmly.

Gobble, gobble!

“Do you want us to §t'md hnu, walche
ing you parking cake?” anded
Lovell exasperated. “Why Lsn’i you
hand it over now, you silly ass?”

Gobble, gobble!

“Well, Muffin said after tea,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Hang on, old chap—
it won’t take him long at the rate he's
going. Muffin can’t he expected to leave
off eating, even for a second, so long as
there's any left.”

It was_quite a large cake. Mufin
ished it to the last crumb and the
last plum. PBut he was finished at last.
He sat_leoking very shiny and breath-
ing rather hard.
ow!” snored Lovell.

Tubby Mufiin slipped a fat paw into
his pocket. He was not feeling wholly
easy in his mind as he drew out the
notecase. He wondered how Lovell
was going to take it when he found
what was in it. Anyhow, he had had
the cake.

“I—I say, I—I haven't opened it, you
know,” murmured Tubby, as he pro-
duced the wallet. “I—I don’t know
what’s inside.”

“We all know what's inside—we've
bad it from the Head,” answered
Lovell. I never supposed you'd

and let &

fi

“y
opened it, you young ass!”

Tubby sared at him.

“Aren't—aren’t you going to open
iL?” he asked.
Of course not!” snapped Lovell
“Think I'm going to pry into the
's notecase? What do you mean?”
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“Qh!” gasped Tubby. “Youre—
youre going to—to take that notecase
to the Head without opcmng it?”

“Of course I am, fathead!”

“Oh crikey!” gasped Tubby. “I—T'd
have let you have it sooner if you'd told
me that. I—I mean—-"

“What the dickens do you mean?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, nothing!” said Tubby.

Lovell walked across to the dnor. He
was anxious to get it safely handed over
to the Head. Tubby blinked after him,
with an expression on his Tat face that
caused Jimmy Silver, Raby,.and New-
come to stare at him dubjously and
suspiciously. It was clear to them that
something was amiss, though they
could not guess what.

A Oh crikey!” gasped Tubby. “I—T
is—is Lovell really going to
tﬂke (hﬂ.t to the Head—without locking
into it?”

“Why shouldn’t he?” asked Jimmy.

“Oh, scissors!” mumbled Tubby.

It had never occurred to Tubby's fat
mind that Lovell would hand over the
wallet to the Head without looking
inside—any more than it had cccurred
to Tommy Dodd when he planned that
remarkable jape.

Remembering what the wallet con-
tained, and what was written on the
top slip of paper, Tubby fairly gasped
at the idea of its being handed to the
stern and severe headmaster of Rook-
‘wood.

“I—I say! Call him back!” he
stuttered.
“He's gone now,” said Newcome.
“But why—'
Oh crikey!”
““Look here, Muffin—"
“Oh crumbs! He'll get into a row!”

asped Muffin. “I—I don’t know who
fized it up, unless it was that Modern
fathead, Tommy Dodd. I can’t make
it out. But—but—but— I mean,
don’t know what’s in that notecase.
don’'t know anything about it. But—
but, I say, Lovell will get into a fearful
row if he lands it on the Head. The

-
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Beak will think he did it on purpos e
That he did what?”

“Oh, nothing!” said Tubby. “I-I
never Lnew it was spoof, of course,
when I .offered to let Loveil have it.
Nothing of the kind, you know. I—I
really thought it was the Head's note-
cas¢ all the, time.”

Jimmy Silver jumped.

“Isn’t it?” he gasped.

“Oh, yes—no! I—I mean— I—I
—I think, if I were you, I—T'd call
Lovell back,” stammered Tubby. “I—
I— Oh lor'!”

Jimmy Silver ran to the door of the
hop to call Lovell back. It was
right and proper, of course, on
Arthur Edward’s part to hand over
the wallet without having opened it,
But after Tubby's extraordinary gab-
blings and stamm Jimmy con-
sidered it only judicious to make sure
what that wallet really contained be-
fore passing it on the Head.

But he was too late. That wallet
was no longer in Lovell’s hands.

CHAPTER 23,
¥ Mr. Manders Asis For 1t]
M R. MANDERS barked :

“Lovell! Stop!”
Lovell stopped unwiilingly.

He was half-way to the House when
the Modern master barked at him. Mr.
Manders was coming away from the
Head’s House, and he met Arthur
Edward face to face, and his sharp,
glinting eyes fastened at once on the
notecase in Arthur Edward’s hand.

“Yes, sir?” g!’un(ed Lovell. “I'm in
rather a hurry, sir.”

“I have told you to stop!” snapped
Mr. Manders acidly. “Answer Ime,
Lovell! I have heard talk among the
juniors that the headmaster’s wallet,
lost several weeks ago has been found.
Is that the case?”

“Yes,” grunted Lovell.

“When was it found?” snapped Mr,
Manders.

“About an hour ago.”
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“Then it should have been handed
over at cnee,” said the Modern master.
“I have just inquired of Mr. Dalton,
and he has told me that he has heard

nothing of it. Is that it in your
hand?”
“Yes,” muttered Lovell.

“Give it to me,” said Mr. Manders.

Lovell’s fingers closed more tightly
on the well-stuffed wallet. It had to go
to the Head, but Lovell was the man
to take it to him. Lovell had good
reasons for wishing to be the man to
deliver the goods.

# me?” rapped Mr.

e wallet should have
up at once. I will take it
(‘hmhclm i
ders’ narrow eyes gleamed.
He was never patient of contradiction,
and he was an interfering gentleman.
Moreover, a wallet containing money
certainly should have been handed
over to the owner immediately.

“Why did you not take.it at once,
Loveli?” he rapped.

‘“‘Another.fellow found it at the same
time, and we had rather an argument
about it,” explained Lovell. “But I'm
going now.”

+ __Mr. Manders held out a thin, claw-
like hand.

“Nonsense!” he snapped. “I shall
certainly not allow an article of such
value to remain in the hands of a care-
less, thoughtless boy for ome moment

I command you to hand it to

Lovell locked at him. Manders, as a
Modern master, had no right to give
orders to Classical fellows. Still, he
was a Housemaster, and it was difficuly
to refuse obedience.

« Arthur Edward hesitated a moment
or two, and thén, wit
could not have heen expr
handed the notecase to

Mr. Manders whisked back into the
House with it.

He hurried to Dr. Chisholm’s study.

Mr, Manders was very pleased to be
the mon to restore the long-lost wallet
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to its owner. Dr. Chisholm, it was
certain, would be extremely gratified
by the recovery of a considerable sum
of money which he had given up as
hopelessly lost. Manders, it was true,
could not claim to be the finder; buf
he had, at least, taken the wallet from
the careless hands of a thoughtless boy,
who had delayed to hand it over, and
might have lost it again. It was a
chance for Manders-to ingratiate him-
self with his chief; and Manders never
lost such a chance.

He tapped at the Head’s door and
entered.

Dr. Chisholm pusy with papers at
his desk, glanced up as the Modern
master stepped in.

“Mr. Manders—-"" He did not
seem pleased by the interruption.

The Modern master hastened
explain.

“I am glad, s
that your lost
covered.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed the Head, with
very lively signs of interest. “I had
quite given up expecting—-"

“Here it is, sir.”

Mr. Manders laid the wallet on the
Head’s writing-table,

Dr. Chisholm’s face, generally rather
expressionless, expressed animated
satisfaction as he picked it up. Forty-
five pounds ten shillings was not a
small sum.  Undoubtedly, the head-
master of Rookwood was extremely
gratificd—for the moment!

to

, to.be able to tell you
vallet has been re-

His first g"mce at the leather wallet
expressed sheer satisfaction — his
second, doubt—hxs tthd perplexity.

“That, sir, is your wallet,” said
Mr. Manders. And he waited for
thanks.

“That, sir,” said the headmaster,

with a return of ‘ns habitual cold and
formal manner, “is not my wallet. It
resembles it very closely, in superficial
appearance, but it certainly is not the
wallet I lost. However——"

He opened the wallet.

His puzzled expression gave place

to
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1he grimmest of looks as he hooked out,
not a wad of banknotes and currency
notes, but o wad of slips cut from
impot-paper.

His eyes fixed on the top slip. There
hie read a word, written in capital
letters, that made him doubf the evi-
dence of his eyes :

“FATHEAD 1"
Dr. Chisholm gazed.

s an awful silence in the
Head’s Rbudy‘ It lasted only a moment
—but 1f was a long moment. The Head
bm

‘\h Mandels may I ask whether
you have taken leave of your senses?”

‘“‘Sir!” gasped Mr. Manders.

“I repeat, sir, have you taken leave
of your senses? Such a trick—such an
absurd trick as this—"

“Tut-tut-trick, sirt”
nders.

Such a foolish, insensate practical
joke as this—unworthy of a thoughtless
boy in the Second Form, and per-
p‘matcd b,‘) a Housemaster-
hisholm!”

gasped DM,

"y 'im amazed, sir!” Dr. Chisholm
e fo his feet. ‘‘Amazed—astounded
founded! If you are

T was —I—I—
anders babbled helplessly.
‘L you are in your senses, sir,” ex-
claimed the Head, “this is an msulL'
An insult, s You may regard it as
a practical You may regard a
headmaster as a proper subject for
yractical jokes. I am bound to say that
I do not agree with you!”

“I—I—T-

“Take {his absurd rubbish away!
ess -to say, I shall expect your
tion!”

r, I—I—T—"

“You need say no more, sir! I shall
be chliged if you will leave my study!”
“I—I ne Y

the door——

feri
I—I—I—I T b7
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me to cxplhm—

£ Anow~allo' 3

1o
sir,” d mm uovmmg to thc
dom’. s Kindly Qc‘ 4
“But I—I—I—"
“Will you go, sir?”

Mr. Mandels went.
He went in quite a di He
almost tottered as he went. Mr.

Manders had a perfect genius for in-
terfering in matters that did not con-
cern him, and it had often led to
trouble. But never had he put his foot
in it to this extent. Never had Mr. ,
and sincerely re-
pented that he had not minded his own
business!

Rookwpod roared over it.

Of course, the facts came out. First
of all, Jimmy Silver & Co. shook them

Ji
out of Tubby Muffin.

Muffin knew what was in that wallet;
that was why he had so generously let
Lovell have it. That was why he had
been so dismayed at the idea of Arthur
Edward taking it to the Head un-
opened.

What would have happened had
Arthur Edward done so, hardly bore
thinking of.  Luckily, Manders. had
saved him by his genius for inter-

of course, did not send in
resignation; he sent a note to the
Head, instead, explaining the matter.
Manders explained that he had not per-
petrated that absurd practical joke, but
had been the victim of it. He de-,
manded an inqur
Which, of course, apprised the whole
school of what had happencd, and
caused Rookwood to roar.
as called on the carpet; bub
numerable wit nesses to prove
't spoof
B t was
c that Lovell was nob the japer,
Who w
The Head
Mandeis
tremely

never knew, and Mr.
s never knew. And it was ex-
Jucky for Tommy Dodd that
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Manders never knew. Had he known,
Tommy's life would hardly have been
worth living in Manders’ House after-
wards!

CHAPTER 21,
A Shindy in Mandors’ House!
4 A, ha, ha!”
H Mr. Manders, Housemaster
of Manders’ House at Rook-
wood School, glanced from his study
window and frowned.

Some middle-aged- gentlemen, with
happy natures, would have smiled at
hearing that cheery peal of boyish
laughter. But Mr. Manders did not
smile. He hadn't a happy nature. He
frowned. Frowns came more naturally
to Roger Manders than smiles.

Besides, it was Arthur Edward Lovell
of the Classical Fourth who laughed.
Manders did not like Arthur Edward.
Neither did he like Mornington, who
was talking to Lovell at a short dis-
tance from the open window. And
what were two Classical fellows doing,
anyway, on the Modern side of the
quad, chattering and laughing almost
under the House windows?

Morny had said somethmg that made
Lovell laugh. nders wondered,
sourly, whecher xc “as anything in
reference to himself. He thought that
very likely it was. And, in point of
fact, Manders was right. It was!

Lovell, still grinning, walked towards
the doorway of the House—Manders’
House, leaving Morny where he was.

Manders turned from the window.
He was inclined to step out of his
study and demand to know what the
Classical junior wanted in his House.
Still, fellows in the different Houses at
Rookwood did call on one another
sometimes, and even Mr. Manders
could hardly find fault if Lovell had
looked in to speak to Tommy Dodd

about the football, or something of the | D

sort. Mr. Manders grunted, and turned
his attention again to the pile of papers
_on his table.
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His attention remained fixed on those
rapurs for about a minute. Then Mr,
Manders lifted his head, breathing

ald Lhruugh his long, thin nose. From
outside his study—from the direction
of the staircase—came a sudden din. A
heavy bump indicated that some fellow
had fallen down. A loud howl hinted
that the fellow had got damaged in the
process. Then came a yell :

“Bag that Classical cad!”

Mr. Manders rose to his feet. He
whisked across to his door, dragged it
open, and whisked out of the study.
That Classical junior, Lovell, was
evidently making some disturbance in
the House. No doubt that was why he
had come—Dalton’s boys were all un-
ruly young rascals, in Mr. Manders'
opinton,

Moderns and Classicals at Rookwood
were generally more or less at war, and
Lovell, it seemed, was carrying ths war
into the enemy’s country. Roger
Manders was the man to deal with him
—drastically.

‘With his gown fluttering behind him,
Mr. Manders rushed down the passage
like a thunderstorm. On the staircase,
quite a lively scene was in progress.

At the foot of the stairs sat Tommy
Cock of the Modern Fourth, in a gasp-
ing state. He, it appeared, was the
rcllcw Manders had heard bumping.
His chums, Tommy Dodd and Tommy
Doyle, were on the stairs, with Arthur
Edward Lovell in their grasp. Lovell,
clinging to the banisters, was evxdemly
resisting being sent rolling down’ after
Cook. A dozen Modern juniors had
gathered round—howling encourage-
ment to the two who were handling
Lovell.

“Cave!” gasped Tommy Cook,
scrambling to his feet as his House-

master appeared. “Look out, you
men!”

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Dodd and

together. And they released

Artbur Edward Lovell with great sud-
denness. They had rather forgotten
that such a din was likely to reach
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Manders if he was in his study. Now
they were reminded of it.

“Ooocogh!” gasped Lovell.

He was in a breathless state. He
looked untidy. His collar was crumpled
under one ear, his tie under the other,
and his hair looked like a mop. He
spluttered wildly for breath.

“Boys!” thundered Mr. Manders.

“Oh! Yes, sirl” gasped Tommy
Dodd.

“What does this uproar mean?
What is that Classical boy doing here?
But I need not ask!” added Mr. Man-
ders bitterly. “You came here to cause
a disturbance, Lovell! I have no doubt
of that!”

“Me, sir!” gasped Lovell,

“You!” rapped Mr. Manders.

“It—it’s all right, sir!” stammered
Cook. “Lovell barged me over by—by
—by accident, and came a
purler; I—I mean, I—I fell over——"

“You need make no excuses for
Lovell, Cook. I do not believe that he
pushed you down the stairs by
i . Lovell, did you push Cook
down the stairs?”

“I—I—I sort of biffed into him, sir!>

“Do you dare to say that it was an
accident?” thundered Mr. Manders.

Lovell did not answer that question.
In point of fact, he could hardly claim
that it had been an accident. Never
had a fellow been more deliberately
barged over than Tommy Cook had
been.

“Descend the stairs at once, Lovell!”

Lovell, still gasping, descended the
stairs. The three Tommies looked dis-
mayed. They had been prepared to rag
the Classical junior on their own. But
they did not want Manders on the
scene. They did not want Lovell taken
to his Form-master for a caning. But
it was one of Mr. Manders' ways to
turn up exactly where he was least
wanted,

Certainly, Lovell had asked for it.
His amazing neck in walking into
Manders’ House and barging a Modern
fellow down the stairs, was something
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really rather out of the common. Lovell
was a thoughtless fellow at the best of
times, but this was a liftle out of even
Lovell’s limit,

“Follow me!” dnapped Mr. Manders.
“Do_not put your collar straight,
Lovell, and leave your tie where it is.
I shall take you to your Form-master
exactly as you are. Mr. Dalton shall
see you in your present disgraceful
and dishevelled state!”

= , Sir—"

Buzzzzzz!

The sharp buzz of a telephone-bell
came down the corridor. Mr. Manders
stopped, with a_snappish exclamation
of impatience. The telephone-bell was
buzzing in his study.

“Lovell, you may go—I cannot take
you to Mr. Dalton now. I shall report
your conduct to him later. Leave this
House at once.”

“Oh, crikey!” gasped Lovell, = He
stared after Mr. Manders as that
gentleman’s long legs whisked up the
corridor, going back to his study.
“Poor old Morny!”

He left the House—and glanced at
the spot where he had left Mornington,
near Manders’ window. That spot was
vacant. The dandy of the Fourth was
no longer there, and as Lovell walked
back to his own House he wondered
what was happening to Valentine
Mornington in Mr. Manders’ study!

Oh. gad! What foul luck!”

M he muttered.

The buzz of the telephone took
Morny by surprise. It made him jump.
He was not a foot from Manders’ tele-
pk}one when the bell started its raucous
solo.

Tommy Dodd & Co. had wondered
why Lovell had barged in and started
the shindy on the stairs. They had not
guessed—and certainly Mr. Manders
hadn’t—that it was a deep-laid scheme
to draw the Modern master from his

CHAPTER 25. B
Tricked on the Telephone!
ORNY caught his breath.
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study, and give him a little harmless
and necessary occupation, while Morn-
ington got busy in that apartment.

Only a few seconds after Manders
left the study by the door, Morny had
whipped in at the open window.

Swiftly, silently, he closed the door
and got busy. To empty a bottle of
gum into Mr. Manders’ armchair was
the work of a moment. To up-end his
inkpot in the middle of his table was
the work of another. Distributing the
contents of the coal-scuttle over the
carpet took longer—but not very long,
for Morny was a rapid worker, Dis-
connecting the telephone was going to
be the next step. But before Morny
could carry out that playful design, the
bell was buzzing, and the returning
footsteps of Mr. Manders were heard
in the corridor.

There was no escape for Morny. It
was a matter of seconds. There was
no time even to clamber out of the
window—certainly not to escape from
sight. Manders was almost at the door
before the bell ceased its buzz. Morn-
ington, barely in time, backed behind
the window curtain. Luckily for him
it was a long curtain that reached the
floor, and as it was pulled aside from
the window there was plenty of cover
in its folds.

Barely was Morny behind the cur-
tain when the door opened, and Mr.
Manders whisked in, He noticed that
the door which he had left open was
shut, but did not, for the moment,
attend to that circumstance. But he
had to take note when he stumbled
over a chunk of coal as he whisked
across the room to the telephone,

The bell had ceased, and was about
to buzz again. But Mr. Manders did
not seize the receiver immediately. He
stared blankly at the lumps of coal
scattered over the carpet. Then his
eyes fell on the up-endeq inkpot in the
middle of the table, Ink was flowing
in streams over the table, and drip-
ping down on the floor,

“What—what—what,” stuttered Mr.
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Manders—* what rascal, What scoundrel
—what—what—who—-"
Buzzzz!

The telephone-bell restarted after the
interval. Reminded thus that he had a
call to take, Mr. Manders bounced to
the instrument, grabbing the receiver
off with a grab that made the tele-
phone rock. e was breathing fury.
He barked into the transmitter :

“Hallo! Yes—what—"

“That Latcham two-O?” came a
rather husky voice. “Mr. Manders?”

“Yes. What is wanted?” rapped
Mr. Manders.

He was in the very worst of tempers,
and anxlous to get finished, and at
liberty to deal with the rascals who
were booked for exemplary punishment.

“Speaking from Coombe Police
Station, sir!” came the husky voice.
“Constable Jones speaking, sir.”

Mr. Manders had never heard of
Constable Jones, of Coombe Police
Station, and did not want to hear of
him now. Likewise, he wondered why
on earth a police-constable had rung
him up from the village station. So
did Morny, for that matter. Only the
thickness of the curtain was beiween
Morny and the telephone, and he heard
the voice that came through almost as
clearly as Mr. Manders did.

“What do you want?” snapped Mr.
Manders.

“ Can you come down to the station,
sir?

“No!” yapped Mr. Manders.

“I1t you could make it convenient,
sir—

“I can do nothing of the kind!™
snapped the Housemaster. “I am not
at present going out of the school
gates at all I have been attacked on
several occasions by a ruffianly tramp
named Poggers, who is still at large—
still at large, sir, which reflects ne
credit whatever on the local police
force.”

Morny grinned behind the curtain,

All Rookwood knew that Mr,
Manders was Keeping within the pre-
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cincts of the school since his last
encounter with Slog Poggers.

Really, Manders was hardly to be
blamed for his caution. Slog Poggers
was a rather hefty character, and
Manders was no fighting man.

“But, sir—" came the voice over
the wires.

“You need say no more,” rapped Mr.
Manders. “I absolutely decline to take
one step outside the gates of Rookwood
until the police have done their duty—
their duty, do you hear? The duty of
the police is to protect the public. I
have a right to expect to walk the
public highways without fear of being
attacked by a rascally ruffian—a man,
sir, who robbed the headmaster of this
school.”

“Yes, sir, but—"

“Enough!” hooted Mr. Manders. “I
decline to do anything of the kind, and
that is enough, until you can inform
me definitely that the wretch Poggers
is in custody!”

“Yes, sir; that s how 1t iS—

“Eh—_whal

“We've got him, sir!”

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Manders.

“We've got him at the station now,
sir, and if ynu‘d walk down and
identify him—-"

“Oh,” repeated Mr. Manders, “I—1
understand!  Certainly, constable—I
will certainly come, and without delay.
‘You are sure you have the right man?”

“Well, sir he’s got to be identified
before he can be charged; but he’s
the man all right. A word from you,
slr, will be enough, as you've seen him’
a good many times. And if you're
going o charge him, sir—"
ainly I am going to charge
him. I am going to charge him with
assault—violent assault, and robbery.
He robbed me of an overcoat—luckily
an old coat, as it happened, neverthe-
less, a robbery. Most assuredly- I shall
charge him!”

“Very good, sir!
ing—>

Then you'll be com-

n the hour["
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“Thank you, six:”

“Not at all, constablﬁ—not at alll”
said Mr. Manders, quite genially.

He put up the receiver in a state of
great  satisfaction—such satisfaction
that he forgot, for the moment, the rag
in his study. It was an immense relief
to Mr. Manders to hear that Slog
Poggers had been at last laid by the

eels.

Not only had the rascal robbed the
headmaster of Rookwood of a wallel
packed with notes—not only had he
caused wild excitement at Rookwood
School, hunted all over the place, and
finally run down in Mr. Manders' own
room, but since then he had haunted
the vicinity, and made a special mark
of Mr. Manders.

Why, was rather a mystery. Mr.
Manders suspected that he was not
quite right in the head—for his
object seemed to be to rob Mr. Manders
of his overcoat.

Naturally, it was very disquieting to
Mr. Manders to be haunted by an
insane, or semi-insane, ruffian with a
maniacal desire to tear his overcoat
from his back.

It was such glad news that Manders
rose from the telephone with some-
thing approaching a smile on his face.
It was a deep, deep relief to hear that
that  dangerous character was
“lagged ” at last. Mr. Manders purred
with satisfaction.

And Mr. Slog Poggers stepped from
a telephone-box at Latcham, equally
satisfied, if not more so.

Mr. Poggers had cause to be satis-
fied, as the man he wanted had under-
taken to walk down Coombe Lane
within the hour, which gave Mr.
Poggers ample time to get on the spot
to_lie in wait for him.

Mr. Manders' satisfaction would have
been considerably c!ashcd, no doubt,

had he known that “Constable Jones ”

and that Mr. Poggers, so far from be-
ing in safe custody, had just been tele-
phoning to him



‘I squinted at his window, and he was
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CHAPTER 16,
Lovell Means Well!
NYTHING up?”
Jimmy Silver hardly needed to
ask thal question. It was

plain, from the look on Lovell's face,
that something was up.

Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome were
looking for Lovell e was late for
tea in the end study. Bm they Iomof
tea at the sight of his dismayed fact

“Been huntme for trouble nravm

asked Newcome, with a touch of sar-
casm,
“And finding it?” inguired Raby.
“Oh, don't talk roti d Lovell.
“Peor old Morny?”

- Mamy"" repeated Jimmy Silver.

“What abous Morny?” 5

“He's fairly landed,” said Lovell dis-
mally.

“Thank goodness it’s Morny and not
“You've woke up
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me Muucm side. Now he was going
sk for some more,
m & safe distance the Fistical Four
it 17 at Manders’ window. They
ol ‘\Immcls e vuu
the cphone now
0 his last qmm.
L ng near the window—
mpsed the lean figure and nar-
row face. tly he had finished
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Morny’s there?”

Jimmy Silve: Manders could be uren

but there was no sign of Valentine
Mornington.
“He's there,” said Lovell.

be a fesrful row if he
HL got Morny a whopi:
u:l Mcmv had it fixed te mPLe.
ular rag, you knew!
Momys at a reckless ass to try on
such a game—-"

e seems to have got a more

reck-

11" sai aby. :
e n ab TouTe herew | 1655 ass to pull his chestnuts out of the
rny?” fire!” said Ra

In Manders’ study. “Don’t jaw!” smpped Lovell. *
“What?” ders hasn't spotted him set
“Come along with me,” said Lovell, | hiere, if we could get Manders

“We may be able to help “him somehow,
He's trapped like 2 rabbit in Manders’
study! ~ Manders hasn’t got him yet—

squatting at the one. Well, he
wouldn’t be 'phoning like that if he
knew that Morny was in the study,

would he?” added Lovell argumenta-
tively.
“Oh, my summer bonnet!” said

Jimmy Silver.

“ Morny must h'n dded under the
table, or something, Lovell. “I'm
certain Manders msnt spotted him yet.
We may be able to do sometiing.
Might get Manders out again some-
how—what? Come on!”

‘The Co, followed Lovell across to
Manders’ House. As they went, Lovell
explained how it had happened. His
chums listened with feelings hardiy to
be expressed In words. It appeared
that Lovell was already booked for a
row for having kicked up a shindy on

“Let’s go into the House and \xck up

y,” suggested Newcome, with
asm. “You've only got one
g to come, and you can do with
another—and one each for us will be
more amusing than tea in the study!”

“If you can’t talk sense ” hooted
Lovell.

“You wouldn't understand it if I did,
old bean! What's the good of talking
sense to a blithering idiot?”
vell hreathed hard.

“Look here, I'm going to help Morny,
if I can!” he snapped. “ Manders scems
¢ forgotten that he was going to
take me lo Dicky Dalton. I'm going
remind him. That will give Moz
chance.”

And Arthur Edward Lovell, leaving
his friends, walked straight up to the
open window of Mr. Manders’ study.

Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome watc
him uneasily. They shared his con-
cern for Mornington—hidden in the

5
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study, with his escape cut off and dis-
covery impending over him. Certainly,
if Mr. Manders, reminded of Lovell,
marched off to Dalton’s study with him
it would give Mornington a chance. But
they were more cencerned about Lovell
than about Morny; neither did they
think that any state of affairs was
likely tc be improved by Arthur
Edward barging into it.

Lovell grinned as he locked in at the
open window,

Mr. Manders was staring round the
study with an expression on his face
rather like that of a tiger eager to get
at his prey. ‘The satisfaction he had
derived from the talk on the telephone
faded away as he gazed at the coals

cattered over his carpet and the ink
streammg from his table. Now he had
observed that his armchair was also
streaming with gum. Breathing wrath,
the Modern master gazed at the havoc.

“Who has done this?” Lovell heard
his voice. “What young rascal—what
depraved young scoundrel—""

Mr. Manders broke off as he sighted
Lovell standing under the window.
Arthur Edward ceased to grin immedi-
ately as the Modern master’s baleful
eye turned on him. Clearly it was no
time for grinning!

“Oh! You!” almost hissed Mr.
Manders, whisking aeross to the win-

“Im waiting for sir!” said
Lovell meekly.

“What—what?”’

“I—1 thougk.i
me to Mr. Dalton, sir.”

Mr. Manders stared at him. It
almost seemed as if Lovell was anxious
for the Modern master to take him to
Richard Dalten—which wa$ certainly
very unusual. Jowever, now that he
was at liberty to deal with the young
rascal, Mr. Manders asked nothing
better.

5 slmn certainly do so, Lovell, and

t o > he snapped. “You may wait
me ut the door. I shall—"

you,

vou were going to take
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Mr. Manders broke off, with a con-
vulsive by
tanding at the window to speak to.

Lovell, his elbow came in contact with
the bunched curtain drawn -to the side
of the window.

There was nothing in that, of course,
to make Mr. Manders start. ~What
made him start was the fact that his
elbow bumped on something behind d the
curtain,

It was, as a matter of fact, Valentine
Mornington’s nose—and Morny barely
a yelp at the unexpected

o Wnat-"v"ﬂat » stuttered the sur-
prised Housemaster.

He stared, or, rather, glared, at the
curtain, Something was behind it—
something that moved! The truth
flashed into Manders’ mind at once!
The “something” that stirred behind
the curtain was evidently a “some-
The ragger was still in his
stu he had not escaped, as Manders
had taken for granted—he had only
dodged out of sight.

Grasping the curtain, Mr. Manders
dragged it away with a wrench that
nearly jerked the hangings off the rings
above.

“Oh, gad!” gasped Mornington, as
hc was suddenly revealed.

“Ol ikey!” gasped Lovell.
ington!” thundered

s gleamed at the Classical
Morny’s eyes flashed at
's dismayed face. outside the win-
da\x, fm a second.  Loveil had meant
well—he had meant the very best. But
he had, unfortunately, caused Morny to
be discovered by drawing Manders to
the window and causing him to estab-
hsh contact between his bony elbow and
ny’s nose.
ornington!” repeated Mr. Man-
ders, almost in & shriek.  *You—here!
You have done this! - You have upset
my ink: t my coals—y«
Words failed Mr. Manders.
A & Modern master he had no right,

Mr..
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nd Do power, to m’hct pJﬂ shment on
Cla:slc:\l juniors. could only
report a Cla; to his Form-
masL"r or, , to the Head.

But wlr Ma

had been rdg?td and that tﬂc ragger
v ng there, under his eyes and
grasp.

He reached out and grasped Morn-
ington by the collar. With his other
hnbr'd he grabbed up a cane from the

Whack, whack, whac!

Mornington roared

\Vhack wheack, whack!

Oh! Ow! Leggo!” yelled Morn-
Lington, as the cane descended in a
shower of terrific swipes. He struggled
frantically.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Lovell, staring
in blankly at the window. Jimmy,
Raby, and Newcome, farther off,
watched breathlessly. The swipes of
the cane rang like pistol-shots through
the open window into the quad.
Whack, whack, whack!

“Yaroooh!” yelled  Morningten.

Leggo! Let me go, you old ass!
Wou've no right to cane me-— Yaroop!
You've no right to—— Whooooop!”

Whack, whack, whack!

Right or wrong Manders was caning
him—such a taning as Morny had
never experienced before—though he
had often asked for trouble in his
career at Rookwood. A Head's flogging
had been within his experience, but it
was nothing to this.

‘Whack. whack, whaek!
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it!  Heedless of spectators, heedless of
listeners-in, Manders whacked and
whacked till his bony arm was tired.

Not till then did he cease to swipe.
By that time Morny was move tired
than Manders was.

“Now—now go!”

gasped Mr. Man-
Breathless, he ummcd to the
dom with the cane. “Go

And Morny wem—wnggling like an
ecl.

CHAPTER 27
Two in Amgush!

'D go to- Dalton about it!” said

l Townsend of the Fourth.

“I'd go to the Head!” said
smythe of the Shell.
“Sheer cheek of Manders!” said
Lovell.
“Whopping Classicals!” - exclaimed

of the Fourth. “It’s the limit!”
re jolly old limit!” agreed Oswald.

There was general indignation on the
Classical side. Sympathisers surrounded
Morny in his own House.

His chum Erroll, said nothing. He
sympathised, but he could not be blind
to the fact that Morny had asked for it
—begged for it. Certainly, it was quite
oui ¢i oréer for a Modern master to
whop Classical fellows. But it was
hardly in order for a Classical fellow to
be discovered in a Modern master’s
study, having just recklessly ragged the
same,

Mr. Dsalton, no doubt, would have
been annoyed at what had happened.
But it was difficult to see what he could
have done—Morny being so utterly and

Putt,

Morny struggled. But s’ arm,

though bony, seemed to have plenty of
muscle . in it. He held the dandy of
the Fourth bent over the inky table,
with a grip like steel, and his right arm
rose and fell—whack, whack, whack!
Morny yelled and - struggled and
kicked. But it booted not. Outside,
the Fistical Four gazed, spenbcund
Within the House. Tommy Dodd &
listened to the uproar from Manders
study, and wondered who was getting

in the wrong.

Not that Morny had any idea of going
to Dalton, or going to the Head. He
hardly listened to the advice showered
on him.

Tn his Study, No. 4 in the Classical
Fourth, he wriggled and wriggled.
Morny was tough—hard as nails. But
that terrific whopping had got through
his toughness. He uttered no sound,
though he had yelled loudly enough in
Manders’ study.



in the
ay. It was
r'cllov

said nothing.

“Modern beaks c'\nt v.hnp Classi-
als!” said Arthur Edw Lovc}l argu-
mentatively. “They just canL

“It’s too thick!” declared Topham.
“I'd go to the Head—

“Roti” said Jimm: {:11\01.
Headl hnwrd what
I\Iand" ' study he m
more T

1 tdl you Modern h” X
Classic: '11& ’ sail Lov

is coming to
oderil whop Clas.sxcal

m.  T've gob. it coming-—irom Dick,
But 7q like Lc see a Modern beak lay
a paw on me.

beaks

Lovell meant to be sym; but,
as usual, hu put it unfortu Mnm«
jxvgtons glittering eyes d on him.

You fool!” he sald.
“En e
¢ s would ncv re found
study i you hr ged in,
got to say when
with  you,

'd Lovell
Morr
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“Get oup!”

“TI get out fasi enough,” bawled
Towny, “and I'm jolly glad Manders

a few more!

And Townsend marched off
Smythe, and the rest of the
pathisers followed, leaving Morny with
Erroll in the study. Jimmy Silver lin-
gered in the doorway, and \Iommgton
gave him a bitter look.

“Will you shut thap dmm” he asked.

“Dont be an orny!” said the

captain of the Fc\uth quietly  “You
asked for what you got from Manders.
He's a bit of a tartar, but you asked for
w}mc you got. I can see what's in
our silly head, and you'd better wash
xt uut‘ and leave Manders alone.”

Mornington gritted his teeth.

11 leave him alone when I've given
him some of what he’s given me,” he
said, “Now get cut, and mind your
own business S”

“Keep
Eiroll!” smd J
the deor and wenf.

Mornington, still wriggling, leaned at
de of the study window. It was
2 ht and sunny afternoon,—one of
those balmy spring days that give
promise of summer. Plenty of fellows
were in the quad, and on Big Side
games-practice  was going ol
Morny did not look at the fellows in the
quad or the game in the distance. His
glance turned on the gates.

Erroll looked at him uneasily. Only
too well he knew that thoughts of ve
geance were burning in the mind of his
reclless chum. He was intensely anxl-
ous about what Morny might do hOfore
the efiect of that whopping worg off.

with

that silly ass,
er, and he shup

“What about tea, old clnp"" he
asked.

“Hang tea!”

“Look here, Morny, what are you

thinking of?” demarided I
“You knew what I'm mmkmg of"
answered Mornington

g m;: Lo bt a}w Manders sq
“I'm not going to

whopped you, and I wish he'd given you
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walk into his Housc and hit him in the

eye. More ways than one of killin’ a
cat. I'm not goin’ to ask for the sack.
But—"

“But what?”

“Wait till he walks out!” muttered
Morny Wait ti:l 1 ge cha..ce a
hxm oumue the school, with nobody to

a

Erroll smiled.
mark.

“Youwll have to wait long encugh for
that,” he said. “ Manders never goes out
of gates now, and isn’t Iikely to till that
man Poggers is run in.”

Morny opened his lips—and closed
them again.

He had not forgotten what he had
heard on Mr. Manders’ telephone. That
afternoon Manders was to walk down to
Coombe to identify Slog Poggers at the
police station. No oae knew any-
thing about it, excepting Mornington—
but Morny -knew! And his fierce,
angry thoughts were concentrating on
that—on Manders walking down a
shady lane, with no eyes to see what
might happen to him. Manders had
said that he would go within the hour—
and it was nearly an hour now since
Morny had heard that talk on the tele-
phone.

That was why he was watching the
gates from his study window. He was
Wwaiting to see Manders start.

the moment Mornington was
utterly reckless, and savagely resolved
to give back some of what he had had
from Manders.

There was no doubt that the Modern
master had exceeded his authority, and

relieved by that re-

° over-done that whopping. That was no

excuse for Mornington’s  savage
thoughts of vengeance, and, indeed, the
lapse of twenty-four hours would have
made all the difference. It was unfor-
tunate that the opportunity came while
Morny was still writhing from that
severe thrashing, and thinking of no-
thing but vengeance.

Erroll said no more, but busied him-
self getting tea in the study. He hoped

that his chum would feel better after
tea. Anyhow, if he was going vai
till Manders went out of gates,
of vengeance would have
long before that happened
Erroll knew.

Unheeding him, Morny w:
His ey camed at the
Manders w ng down fri
He was not wearing his
that warm spring afternoon, but he had
his hat on, and was evidently going out.
Quictly, Morny watched him till he

passed out at the distant gateway.

Then he crossed the study to the door.,

“Tea’s ready, Morny,” said Erroll.

“I'm going out for a stroll”” Morny
smiled sourly. “A walk will do me
good—after what I've had from
Manders

“Oh, all right!”

Erroll glanced after him doubtfully as
he left the study. But he did not know
what Morny knew, and certainly had
not the faintest suspicion of what was
in his chum’s mind.

Morny left the House—but did not
approach the gates. It was not yet
lock-up, but he did not intend to be
seen going out—in view of what was to
happen to Mr. Manders! He sauntered
away to a quiet spot in Little Quad, and
dropped over the school wall. A minute
or two more, and he was in the fields,
following Coombe Lane on the inmer
side of the hedge, out of sight of any-
one walking in the lane. Then he
went at a rapid run.

What was he going to do? He hardly
knew himself—except that he was going
to repay that savage beating scmehow.
He was ahead of Mr. Manders—a, good
distance ahead. He stopped, and cut a
stick in the thicket. With the stick
grasped in his hand, he hurried on—to
wait at the dip in the lane, where over-
hanging trees made it very dusky—
almost dark, now that the dusk of even-
ing was at hand.

It was, perhaps, the feel of the stick
in his hand that brought more keenly
to Morny's mind the madness of what
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he was planning—and not only its folly,
but its wickedness. Even if he was suc-
cessful, if he escaped unrecognised,
what would he be, even in his own esti-
mation, but a young ruffian and hooli-
gan?  And what cifance had he of
escaping unrecognised, unless he struck
from behind like a coward? His face
crimsoned at that thought.

More slowly he approached the hedge,
where it looked over the dip in the
lane. He was twitching with pain—he
was bitterly and savagely angry and
revengeful—but his mind was in doubt.
He did not know what he was going to
do, or whether, aiter all, he was going
to do anything.

With a black brow—as angry with
himself as with Manders—he peered
through the hedge into the dusky lane.
And then in s swrprise, he torgot his
thoughts of vengeance as he stared
blankly at a figure crouching in the dry
ditch beyond the hedge—with its back
to him, watching the lane from that
place of concealment. Although its back
was to him, Mornington knew who it
was—and knew that Slog Poggers was
not in custedy at Coombe Police
Station, but was crouching in the dusky
lane, waiting for Mr. Manders.

CHAPTER 25,
Kidnappat!
SLOG POGGERS heard no sound in

the hedge behind him, or did not
heed it if he heard. Slog’s atten-
tion was concentrated on the lane, his
ears intently straining at the sound of
approaching footfalls. Crouching in
the deep dry ditch, hidden by straggling
willows from the road, he waited and
watched—and his piggy eyes gleamed.
He knew that the “bony old covey”
would come—he had only to wait. The
lane was lonely, especially at the fall of
dusk. At k:n7 last he was going to get
his thievish hands on the overcoat, in
the lining of which he had hidden the
stolen wallet, that ment weeks ago in
Manders’ Ho at Reokwood.

MANDERS ON -THE SPOT !

Mr. Poggers had becn quite beaten by
the Modern master’s caution in remain-
ing within the precincts of the school
ever since Slog’s dast attempt. It
seemed to Mr. Poggers quite a brain-
wave, that idea of tricking Mr. Manders
out of his refuge, by telephoning news
of his own arrest. He had not been
sure of success, but it had worked like
a charm. For it was Mr. Manders who
was coming up the lane.

One hefty punch, a grab at the thick
grey overcoat, a rapid flight, and that
would be that! Once the wallet hidden
in the lining of that overcoat was in
his hands, Mr. Poggers would not leé
the grass grow under his feet—he was
not likely to stop till he was in the next
county! is, he knew, was his last
chance. Once bitten was twice shy,
he “beny olo covey ” cou d not e
tricked out of gates again. But it was
all right this time! 4

But was it?

He sighted the lean angular figure
coming up the lane; he knew the hard,
narrow face, he stirred in his lair, and
prepared to spring, and then a Start-
ling change came over his stubbly face.

It was the bony old covey—that was
all right. But he was not wearing the
overcoat!

Slog gazed at him blankly.

He had not counted on that. He had

never even thought of it. Every timae
lie sua seen s, Manaers ous of tae
sehnol  Mr  Manders had  been

wearing an overcoat. Now he was not.

The warm mildness of that day
accounted for if, of course. As the
s, & UDEI COuIses suusul axa ust
Sisera. so the seasons fought against
Mr. Poggers. Winter was giving place
to spring, and, for the first time in
Slog’s experience, Mr. Manders was
walking abroad without an overcoat.

It was bitter.

Slog felt that it was cruel luck. Fate
was nard and unjusi to a bloge who
wanted nothing but to recapture a
wallet he had pinched more than a
month ago. It seemed like the K.O. to
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the dismayed Mr. Poggers, for it was, as
he realised clearly, his last chance.
Manders would never be tricked out of
safety again. It was now or never—and
the hony old covey had come out with-
out the much-desired overcoat. Slog
could have groancd. He could almost
have cri Instead of either, Slog
swore. With bitter emphasis, he re-
quested unknown powers to strike him
pink and blue.

Mr, Manders reached the spot where
the footpad crouched in ambush. He
was thinkinz of Slog; of the pleasure of
identifyi; him at the police station,
and making a formal charge. But he
was not thinking of seeing him.

The next mement, he did see him—
and felt his grasp. Siog, desperate,
Jumped out of the dilch and seized him
by the collar.

“Qooogh!” gasped Mr. Manders.

He gave Mr Poggers one startled,
terrified gasp, and almost collapsed. He
could scarcely believe his eyes as he
saw the ruffian whom he supposed to be
safe in the hands of the police.  Slog,
only teco evidently, was not in the
hands of the police. Mr Manders was
in the hands of Slog.

“You ole feol, you!” said Slog be-
tween his tecth. “ You ole sketch, you!
You come out mthuut it, 'ave you?
Strike me pink!”

“Urrrgh!” Mr. Manders gurgled, half-
thromed by the grasp on his collar.

“Ugh! Release me—urrgggh!”

“You ain’t got it on!” hissed Slog.
“Blow you, you ain’t got it on! Ow'd
a bloke know you wouldn't ’ave it on?
I ask you!”

“I—I—urrggh!” gurgled Mr. Manders.

He cast a frantic glance up and down
the dusky lane. No one was in sight.
Neither Mr. Manders nor Slog dreamed
that @ Rookwood junior was watching
the scene from the hedge—grinning.

Morny, in his present mood, found
this amusing.

In any other mood, he would have
weighed in with the stick in his hand.
Wincing with pain frem the thrash-
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ing he had had from Manders, he had
no idea of intervening to help the man
who had swiped him, only an hour ago,
not wisely but too well! Keeping be-
hind the hedge, Morny watched—and
grinned.

“I got you,” said Mr. Poggers, in a
ferocious growl, “and I ain't got no
chance of getting you agin. You ain't
got what I want, blow your ugly mug.
But mebbe youwll send for it, if I keep
you safe in a quiet place for a bit—
wot? febbe you'll see that I get it
if I park you in the middle of the wood,
and tmst your neck occasional, till T get

old o

“Oh' Ah! Yes! Certainly!” gasped
Mr, Manders. “I—I shall be very—er
—ah—urrggh—very pleased- i

“'Old your jaw,” said Slog, “and ’op
it with me. And you let out so much
as one yelp, old 'un, and I'm telling you
that you won't know what ‘it you!
That’s a tip, you ‘ole sketch, you!”

With an iron grasp on Mr. Manders’
collar, Slog hooked him through a gap
in the hedge, not three yards from the
spot where Mornington stood watching.

There was a gasp from Mr. Manders—
but not so much as a yelp. He did
not want to test the weight of Slog’s
knuckly fist.

“Oh, gad!” breathed Mornington.

Keeping in cover of the hedge, he
watched Slog and his prisoner with
bulging eyes. ~The footpad was kid-
napping Manders. It was amazing—
but there it was. He wanted something
or other from Manders, and he was
going to keeo hold of Manders till he
got it.  Blankly Mornington watched
the ruffian hooking Mr. Manders along
behind the hedge, till they disappeared
into the dusky shades of Coombe Wood.

Oh, gad!” gasped Morny, when they
were gon

He pxtched away his stick, jumped
into the lane, and walked back to the
school, laughing.

Old Mack was about to close the
gates when the dandy of the Fourth
strolled in, and old Mack gave him a
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look as he passed. The grin on Morny’s
face made old Mack ‘suspect that the
young rascal had been up to some mis-
chxefAnot a new thing for Mornmgton

J]mmy Silver stared at Mcrmngton as
he sauntered into the

He was quite surprised by the change
in Morny.

He had last seen him wriggling with
anguish, black’ with rage, meditating
vengeance Now he saw him smiling
cheerfully, like a fellow who found the
world quite an amusing place to live in.

“Feeling better, old man?” asked
Jimmy amicably.

“Heaps!” said Morny.

“Good! Let old Manders rip!” said

Jimny.

“I'm letting him rip!”

“That'’s right! Much better to leave
him alone,” said Jimmy.

Mornington chuckled.

“Think s0?” he asked.

“Sure of it, old chap,” answered
Jimmy “Leave him alone, and give
him a wide berth and have nothing
whatever to do with him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Morny. “Silver,
old man, that advice is too good not to
be taken.”

Morny walked on, leaving Uncle
James of Rookweod staring after him,
puzzled. Jimmy had given him good
advice, and he could see nothing to
laugh at in that advice—especially if
Morny was going to act on it! Morny,
apparently, saw scme joke in it which
was quite hidden from Jimmy Silver.

Morny kept the joke to himself. What
was going to happen to Mr. Manders in
the hands of Slog Poggers he did not
know, and did not, at present, care.
‘When late that evening a rumour
spread that Manders was missing from
his House, and that nobody knew where
he was, Morny chuckled—and said
nothing. Morny had asked for that
whopping in Manders’ study, but really
it would have profited Mr. Manders
not to have laid it on quite so hard.

MANDERS ON THE SPOT !

CHAPTER 29,
Manders on the Spot!
OGER MANDERS groaned.
R It was not his first groan.
He had been groaning at brief
intervals for quite a long time.

Mr. Manders could, mdeed, hardly
believe that this was not some horrid
dream from which he would awaken
vresently in bed in his room in Man-
ders’ House at Rookwood.

Such an experience as this had never
come his way before. Mr. Manders was
an orderly, precise, indeed, fussy, gen-
tleman, and seldom or never stepped
out of his groove. Now he had been
jerked out of his accustomed groove in
such a wild and whirling manner that
it made his head spin.

‘While all Rookwood was wendering
where Manders was he was not far
away. He was, in fact, hardly a couple
of miles from the school. ~He could
have walked in under the half-hour—
had ke been able to walk.

Manders was a prisoner, in the power
—as he firmly believed—of an irrespon-
sible lunatic.

For unless Slog Poggers was Insane,
what was the meaning of this? Why
did he want Mr. Manders’ overcoat so
desperately that he was preparing to
take such lawless and desperate means
to get possession of it?

Here was Mr. Manders—with his
wrists tied together with a cart-rope,
pinched by Slog from a neighbouring
farm, no doubt. One end of the rope
was tied on his bony wrists—the other
end to the jutting rcot.

In the heart of Coombe Wood there
was a deep hollow, a sort-of cave, under
the roots of an ancient tree. It was to
that lair that Slog had led Mr. Manders
the previous afternoon.

In that spot Mr. Poggers had some-
times camped during the weeks he had
spent in watching the school for Mr.
Manders. There were various camping
utensils in the earthy cave—a kettle, 8
saucepan, a little rusty stove, two or
three extremely dirty blankets, and
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other such things—all, of course,
pinched by the enterprising Slog, whose
profession was that of a snappér-up of
unconsidered trifies.

Mr. Poggers was accustomed to rough
quarters, and no deubt that den under
the old tree was as good as the corner
of a barn or the lee of a haystack, to
which Mr, Poggers was used. But
Roger Manders, Housemaster of Rook-
wood, was by no means accustomed to
rough quarters—he liked his little com-

forts. A night in the tramp’s earthy
den was a night of horror to M.
Manders.

Slog had left him there; to sleep if he
could, to stay awake if he couldn’t—
the heartless Slog evidently not caring
two hoots, or one, which he did.

Mr. Manders might have shouted for
help, But nobody would have been
likely to hear him on a windy night
in the heart of a lonely wood. And
before leaving him, Mr. Poggers had
warned him that he would not be far
away, and that if he made so much
sound as a sper he would come back
and give him something to keep him
quiet.

During the long night, therefore, Mr.
Manders had not made any attcmpt to
call for help He suspected that Slog
was gone—but he could not be sure. He
had no desire whatever to be given
something to keep him quict! He
groaned—buf he did not even groan
loud,

.

Now it was day again—and Manders
was still groaning. “Birds twittered in
the boughs; spring sunlight glimmered
through the trees, and a few glimmers
pentrated into Mr. Manders' earthy
prison.

Daylight brought him no comfort.

He was missed at Rookwood, of
course. He dreaded to wonder what
the Head would think of his unaccount-
able absence. Everybody would be
wondering. Nobedy would guess the
truth!

+ It was g0 amazing that Mr. Manders
himsgelf cowld hard ¢ that it was
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not a prolonged nightmare. Still more
amazing was Slog's reason for doing it.
From the bottom of his heart Mr.
Manders wished that he had been wear-
ing his overcoat when he came out.
For that was what Slog wanted. It was
because the Housemaster had come out
minus his overcoat that Slog had
bagged the Housemaster. Obviously—
to Manders—the man was mad!

Mr. Manders, certainly, did not want
to lose his overcoat—but he would have
sacrificed his whole wardrobe to have
escaped this dreadful experience.

He groaned.

“Shut it!” said a voice, husky and
unpleasant.

Mr. Manders started, sat up on the
pile of dirty blankets and turned his
startled eyes on the tramp as ,‘Slou
ducked his head and pushed in.
Poggers, at long last, had retumcd.

“For mercy’s sake,” gasped Mr.
Manders, “release me! I beg you to
release me from this dreadful place! I
will allow you to keep Jxe money you
have taken from me

“Five bob!” said Slog, with a snort.
“Five blooming bob!”

“I fear that I shall catch a cold—"
groaned Mr. Manders.

“You'll ketch something worser afore
I've done with you if you don’t ’and
over that blinking overcoat!” said Mr.
Poggers threateningly.

Mr. Manders trembled.

Here was the man's insanity coming
out again.

Nobody, looking at Slog Poggers’
hard, sly face, his cunning, little, piggy
eyes, would have supposed him a
lunatic on his looks. They would have
supposed him a sly, cunning, un-
serupulous rascal. Even Mr. Manders
had to admit that he did not look
insane.

But if he were sane, why this peculiax
obsession to possess an overcoat which,
after all, was not new and of no great

all these ’ere weeks that I

been ‘anging about a-watching for
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you!” said Poggers indignantly
“Peelers looking for a bloke, making &
covey'’s life 'ar(}ly worth living. Then I
gets you, and you ain’t got the coat on!
I don’t know why I ain’t knocked your
ugly face through the mck of your ’ead
—strike me pink I don’t!”

“I—I—T beg you—"
Manders.

“Shut it!” said Slog.

He sorted in a ragged pocket and pro-
duced a cheap fountain-pen and a
cheap blotter. Mr. Manders cyed those
articles-in wonder. Slog, it seemed,
had visited a town to bring back writing
materials. No doubt he had been ex-
pending Mr. Manders’ five shillings at
Latchar\

Mr.

gasped Mr

said Slog in a husky tone of
mexuce, “you’re going to write a note,
you are, for that there overcoat to be
’anded to the bloke you send for it.
See? I got a pal waiting to take the
note up to the school. I can't go
personal, but I got a pal to go. I'm
going to set your ’'ands loose to write
that note. You get me?”

“On!” gasped Mr. Manders.

“You write it jest ow you like,” said
Mr. Poggers. “I leave that to you, but
you better make sure that they ’and
that overcoat to my pal—'cause if he
comes back without it I'm going to
break every bone in your bony oldy
carcass!”

“I—T will—will certainly—"

“You better!” said Mr. Poggers
darkly.

He released Mr Manders’ hands. Mr.
Manders took the pen in hand and
rested the blotter on a jutting root.

“You—you will release me when you
have received the overcoat?” he gasped.

Slog snorte

“"Course T will!” he snarled. *Think
I wqm to keep you about as a pet, or
what?

Mr. Manders began to write.
‘watched him with gleaming eyes.

At last he was going to get that
overcoat, in the lining of which he had
hidden the Head's wallet on the night

Slog

I

MANDERS ON THE SPOT!

of the theft at Rookwood. Slog really
felt that he had earned it by this time.

“There!” gasped Mr Manders.

Slog took the note, spelled through
it suspiciously nodded, and folded it
in an envelcpe, which Mr. Manders
directed to his House dame at Rook-
wood. Then the kidnapped House-
master was tied again, and Slog ducked
out of the cave

His “pal” was waiting under the
trees. It was Beppo, the grinning
dark Italian organ-grinder, who had
served Slog’s turn several times, watch-
ing for Mr. Manders when, for reasons
of prudence, Mr. Poggers did not desire
to approach too near to Rookwood.

““Ere you are!” said Mr. Poggers.
“You 'ook it with this ‘ere to the
school, Beppo, and they’ll ’and you the
coat! And, mind,” added Mr. Poggers,
with a dark look. “I'll 'ave an eye on
you when you come away with if, and*
don’t you think of bunking with that
there coat because you know what’s in
it. 'Cause if you do, I'm tipping you
that you won't be able to grind no
organ agin till you come out of the
‘orspital. You get me. Beppo?”

“Si, sit” grinned Beppo.

The organ-merchant started for
Rookwood—Mr Poggers following him
at a distance and venturing as near the
school as he dared, evidently not
placing too great a reliance on his
“pal.” Mr. Poggers’ way of life had not
taught him faith in human nature.

Mr. Manders was left alone again.
He only hoped that no difficulty would
be made about handing over that over-
coat. Otherwise he knew what to
expect from Mr. Poggers—and it was &
fearfully unpleasant prospect.

CHAPTER 0.
What Morny Knew!
ALENTINE MORNINGTON had
V a thoughtful look on- his face
in third school that morning.
There was a good deal of whispering
in the Fourth. The mystery of Mr.
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Manders interested everybody. No news
had been received of the Modern
master, and the belief was growing that
something must have happened to him.
Otherwise, it was simply impossible to
account for his absence. Fellows won-
dered whether Dr. Chisholm would call
in the police. They looked forward to
a little pleasurable excitement.

Mr. Dalton had to let ‘his class
whisper—there really was no stopping
them. He gave several fellows lines—
but it was no use; the whispering soon
restarted. Mr. Dalton himself was
puzzled, like other members of the
staff. Everybody at Rookwood, from
the Head to the smallest fag, wondered
what had become of Mr. Manders.
Jimmy Silver had a lingering suspicion
that Mornington knew—but he said
nothing of that. Morny said nothing,
but Jimmy noted that thoughtful ex-
pression growing on his face during
third school.

So far, Valentine Mornington had
seemed to treat the absence of Mr.
Manders as rather a joke. But it
seemed to be borne in, even on Morny's
mind, that the matter was serious.

‘The fact was that the last twinges of
the thrashing Mr. Manders had
bestowed on Morny had now worn off.
Morny was able to take a more equable
view of the matter, and even to realise
that he had fairly asked for that
thrashing by perpetrating a record rag
in Manders’ study.

After third school, Morny Jjoined
Jimmy Silver when the Fourth were
dismissed. Jimmy was going out with
Lovell, Raby, and Newcome, as usual;
but the dandy of the Fourth linked an
arm in his and almost dragged him
away from his chums.

“Well?” sald Jimmy, rather grimly,
when Morny walked him under the old
Rookwood beeches, evidently so that no
one else should hear what he had to

s9y.
“That old ass, Manders—" began

lorny.
“If you've done something mad and
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idiotic, Morny——" said Jimmy, with
a deep breath. “Have you told
Erroll?”

“I've told nobody. I'm not goin’ to,
either; the Head would want to know
why I haven't mentioned it before.
Don't be an ass!” added Morny. “I
never touched Manders I was goin’
to, perhaps—but I never did. I was
feelin’ pretty wild after he pitched into
me yesterday, and—and—well, never
mmd that. I never touched the old

“Im glad of that, at any rate,” said
Jimmy, with deep relief “But what
has happened to Manders, then?”

“That man Poggers has got him.”

“Got him?” repeated Jimmy. “Are
you making out that a tramp has kid-
napped a Housemaster, or what?”

“Just that! Listen, and I will
a tale unfold,” said Mornington flip-
pantly. “You know Manders got me
in his study yesterday, when I was
ragging there, and laid into me. Well,
I was behind the curtain while he was
taking his telephone call, and couldn't
help hearing what was said on the
’phone.”

“What the thump’s that got to do
with it?"

“Lots! It was that ’phone call that
took Manders out. It told him that
Slog Poggers had been arrested, and

Manders was wanted at e police
station to identify him.”
“Oh!” ejaculated Jimmy. “That was

why he went, then?” He stared at
Morny. “But if Poggers was arrested,
he can’t have—-"

“If you'd shut up a minute, I'd tell
you. Knowing that Manders was going
out, I kept an eye open and cut out
after him. Never mind what I was
thinkin’ of doin’—TI never did it! But
followin’ him along behind the hedge
in Coombe Lane, I saw what happened.
That blighter Poggers—-"

“But you said he was under arrest at
the police station,” said Jimmy, in be-
wilderment,

‘Will you let me tell you?” snapped
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Mornington. “He grabbed old Manders
in the lane, and let out that he had
put up that *phone call himself, to trick
him out of gates.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“He wanted something from Mander:
and Manders hadn’t got it with him-
and he snafiled him and hiked him off
into Coombe Wood. hat’s the last
I saw of either of them.”

"You—you knew that, and—and you
never.

“Manders shouldn’t have laid it on so
hard when he had me in his study,”

said Mornington, with a sneer.
wasn’t bothering about Manders! You
remember you advised me to let him
alone,” Morny grinned. “Well, I let
him alone—and that's that!

“I suppose it was that idiotic over-
coat,” went on Mornington. “You
know that man Poggers seems mad on
getting hold of Manders’ overcoat. He’s

it on a lot of times, as everybody
knows. I've heard that you and your
pals got it back once when he bagged

it off Manders. Must have a screw
Icose, I think.”
“Looks like it,” said Jimmy. “Of

course, it was the overcoat he wanted—
and he got Manders instead, as he went
out without it. And you've held your
tongue all this time, and left Mauders

“I don’t suppose the man will hurt
him. It's that silly overcoat he wants—
he’s got Manders to get hold of it
through him. he old ass has
been away all nwht. and all the morn-
ing, and—and-

“And you're gemxw W
I I” snapped Jimmy “Time you did,
Ithink. You ought to have spoken out
as soon as you got hack to the school

rried about

2t Well I didn’t,” said Morny sullenly.
“And I can’t now—they’d want to know
why I didn’t spout it out before. I'm
not askin’ for a Head’s floggin’. T've
told you now--

“No good telling me. It’s the Head
=ou ought to tell,”

MANDERS ON THE SPOT! .

“Tll watch itl”

“But it can’s be kept &
Will—m?”

“Ch, don't be
Morny irritabiy.
agkin’ for a flogzin’. Look here, that
brute Poggers parked old Manders in
Coombe Wood. Ii’s to make him hand
over that overcoat. 'There’s only one
thing he can do—make Manders send
for the coat! "Can’t you sce that?”

“Yes—I suppose so. But what—"

“Somebody will come for the coat,”
said Mornington. “Csn you see that—
now I point it out to you? Well, who-
ever comes for the ecoat will be hand-in-
glove with Poggers, of course—"

“‘Oh!” said Jimmy.

“I'm willin’ to lend a hand if yuu Ui
play up. You can tell your pals, if you
like—but don’t howl it out all over
Rookwood. Poggers cant mean any-
thing, except to make Manders send for
the dashed overcoat. Well, when some-
body comes for it, we ask him nicely to
tell us where Manders is—and go and
fetch him home. What about that?”

“You think—-"

“Iknow! No good askin’ me why the
man wants the coat—we know that he’s
chased Manders up hill and down dale
trying to get it off him—and that's
enough. I heard him say to Manders
that he hadn't got what he wanted, and
he was going to bag him till he got it.
Isn’t that clear enough?” demanded
Morny. “Somebody will come for it—
and we can ask him to tell us where
Manders is parked—-"

“Think he'll tell us?”

“Ves—if we bang his head on a tree
till he doe:

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy.

“There’s no news yet—no word from
Manders so far. It's coming,” said
Morny. “That’s why I've told you.
Poggers can't come himself—he’s too
well known here. He will send some-
body, with some sort of message from

exclaimed
“I tell you I'm not

an assi”

Manders. All we've got to do is to keep
an eye open for that somebedy. See?”
Jimmy Silver admiited that he saw.
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CHAPTER 31,
Bag Luck for Beppo!
LD MACK, the Rookwood porter,
O cast a doubting and suspicious
eye on the greasy, dusky-com-
plexioned man who came
ates.

Old Mack had seen Beppo before,
ftrundling his organ in the roads about
the school. The music merchant had
1o organ with him now. Old Mack
wondered what he wanted, and rolled
out of his lodge to inquire.

Beppo gave him an uneasy grin and
2 bow.

“You show me ze Manders’ House,
sare!” he said. #I have ze message for
ze Missis Moote at ze Manders’ House.”

“Oh!” said old Mack. He pointed out
Manders’ House, eyeing Beppo still with
a dubious eye, as the foreign gentleman
walked towards that building.

Outside Manders’ House quite a num-
ber of fellows had gathered There
were both Moderns and Classicals in
the group—for once on amicable terms
with one another. There were five
Classicals—the Fistical Four and Morn-
Ington.  There were three Moderns—
Tommy Dodd, Tommy Cook, and
Tommy Doyle. And as Beppo came up
to the House, the eight juniors all eyed
him, and exchanged glances with one
another.

Morny’s secret had been confided to
Jimmy’s pals, and to the three Tommies
of the Modern side. All of them were
rather doubtful, but more than willing
to lend a hand, if it proved that Morny
was right. That would be proved if
some stranger arrived to fetch Mr.
Manders’ overcoat.

So the sight of a dusky-complexioned,
rather tattered stranger naturally ex-
cited keen interest among the juniors.

“What did I tell you?” murmured
Mornington.

Tommy Dodd stepped towards the
dusky stranger as he came up to the
House. Beppo glanced at him.

“Want. anything here?”

in at the

asked

:I‘ommy politely.

“Yes, sare. I have ze note for ze
Missis Moote,” explained Beppo.

“T'll take you to her, if you like.”

“Zank you, sare!”

Tommy Dodd marched the dusky
man into the House, bestowing a wink
on the other fellows as he went. They
waited eagerly. “Somebody” had
arrived—with a note for Mrs. Moote.
Obviously, it was to his House dame
that Mr. Manders would send a note
if he wanted his overcoat. Jimmy
Silver & Co. were getting very keen.

Tommy Dodd conducted the mes-
senger to the House dame’s room in
Manders’ House.

“Man with a message, Mrs. Moote,”
said Tommy.

Beppo produced a letter. Mrs. Moote
stared blankly as it was handed to her.
She stared at the superscription in the
well-known hand of Roger Manders.

“Bless me!” said Mrs. Moote. “It is
from Mr. Manders!”

“By gum!” murmured Tommy Dodd.
“I say. Mrs. Moote, tell us if there’s
news of Manders.”

“Certainly, Master Dodd, as soon as
I have looked at the letter.”

Mrs. Moote slit the envelope, adjusted
her glasses, and read—with great sur-
prise growing in her plump counten-

nce.

“Bless me!” she repeated.

“Manders all right, ma’am?” asked
Tommy Dodd.

“Eh?  Yes, certainly!” sald the
House dame. “Mr. Manders writes that
he has been kept away unexpectedly,
and will return shortly, and asks me to
send his overcoat by this messenger. It
is very extraordinary! I am quite sure
the Head will be very much annoyed.
So unlike Mr. Manders—-" .

“Ze gentleman say I take a parcel,
madam,” said Beppo.

“Yes, that is right,” said Mrs. Moote.
“Please wait here, and I will send for
the coat—it is in a wardrobe upstairs—
and I will wrap it up for you to carry.
Please sit down.”
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Beppo sat down.

Tommy Dodd scuttled out, his face
ablaze with excitement. Seven fellows
outside the House gave him eager,
inquiring looks as he appeared.

“It’s a note from Manders—asking
for his coat!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Oh, crumbs!”

“What did T tell you?” grinned Morn-
ington. “It was plain enough, I think!
It's Manders’ coat that potty tramp
wants, not Manders. How could any-
body want Manders?”

“Pretty clear now,” said Jimmy
Silver, with a nod. “Well, there’s
enough of us here to deal with that
dago merchant, and with Poggers, 0o,
if we come across him. Keep your eyes

en.”

The juniors kept their eyes open. Ten
minutes later the dusky-complexioned
man emerged from Manders’ House
with a bundle under his arm.

The coat had been handed over with-
out question. Mrs. Moote knew Mr.
Manders’ handwriting well enough
Surprised as she was, there was nothing
for her to do, but to hand over the coat
8s requested by Mr. Manders in his
note

Beppo walked away to the gates with
the bundle.

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged 2
glance—and walked after Beppo!

They quickened their pace as they
reached the gates. When the Italian
walked out they were at his heels.

Beppo glanced round as they followed
him out. He quickened his pace a little
in his turn. So did the eight juniors.

Beppo gave them another quick look.
He saw no reason why he should be
suspected—as he certainly would not
have been had not Morny witnessed the
kidnapping of Mr. Manders the pre-
vious

But he was feeling uneasy—and he
walked still faster. Jimmy Silver & Co.
aceelerated.  They preferred to deal
With the man outside the school. Now

MANDERS ON THE SPOT !

Beppo was in Coombe Lane—and they
proceeded to deal with him,

“Collar him!” said Mornington.

“Snafile him!” grinned Lovell.

Why he should be suspected and fol-
lowed, Beppo did not know. But there
Wwas no doubting the fact, as the crowd
of schoolboys closed round him.

With a quick dodge, Beppo cluded
their grasp and broke into a run. Lovell
Jumped after him and grabbed him

The Italian turned on him, swinging
up the bundle. That bundle, contain-
ing the famous overcoat, fairly crashed
on Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Yooo-hooop!” roared Lovell.

He went over backwards as if he had
been shot. There was a heavy bump
as he landed on his back in Coombe

ane.

*Oogcooogh!”

Beppo ran.

Seven juniors sprinted after him,
hard and fast. One lay in the dust,
gasping. Jimmy Silver leaped at the
organ merchant, grasped him by the
collar behind. and whirled him over.

It was Beppo’s turn to roar as he
went down

“Bag him!” gasped Jimmy.

“What-ho!”

The whole crowd hurled themselves
on the hapless Beppo. The bundle
rolled in the road, as the Italian
struggled and yelled.

But Beppo had simply no chance.
Collared on all sides, grasped by in-
numerable hands, he was dragged to
his feet.

Lovell came panting up. He grabbed
up the bundle, while the other fellows
grabbed Beppo.

“Now, Mussolini,” said Mornington,
with a grin, “where’s Manders?”

Beppo gasped.

“Take us straight to Manders,” said
Jimmy Silver. “If you brought that
note from him, my man, you know
where he is. Get on with it1”

Beppo spluttered.

“Are vou going?” demanded Tommy
Dedd.
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“No!” gasped Beppo. *Mal,
I take ze bundle to 2e signor,
go alone viz myself—-

“This tree will do,”

mai!
but I

said Morning-

Beppo. hooked to the tree at the
roadside, gave a fearful howl as his
head was banged on it.

“Now are you taking us to Manders,

Mussolini?” asked Mornington very
genially.

“No!” yelled Beppo “Mai, non mai!
I— Yaroocooh

“What about it now?”

“Cospetto! Wow! I take you—I do
anyzing! La testa—la testa mia! I
go—I take—yes! Knock not my testa
on a tree! Oooogh

“Nothin’ like makm’ a chap see stars
to make him see reason at the same

time,” remarked Mornington. “Lead
on, Mussolini!”

Beppo, groaning, led on.

And_Mr. Slog Poggers, from his

cover in a hawthorn thicket at a little
distance, watched them go—with feel-
ings that could not have heen expressed
in words.

There were too many of the Rook-
wooders for Mr. Poggers to think of
tackling them, slogger as he was. He
kept in cover, to keep clear of sharing
Beppo’s fate!

And as he watched the Rookwooders
disappear across the fields, in the direc-
tion of Coombe Wood, Mr. Poggers
groaned in bitterness of spirit.

Once more fortune, after seeming to
smile on Mr. Poggers, had let him
down. That precious overcoat, with a
wallet full of notes hidden in the lin-
ing, had been fairly within his grasp
this time; somehow—he could not
begin to guess how—that mob of young
rascals had spotted the game, and the
game was up!

It was cruel luck. When the school-
boys were out of sight, Mr. Poggers
crept from his cover and hit the open
spaces—a sadder, if not a wiser,
Poggers!

3

CHAPTER 32.
Resouo!
R. MANDERS left off groaning
M and listened.
heard a sound of foot-
steps and voices. He heard thickets
and foliage rustle in Coombe Wood.

He started up from the pile of dirty
blankets on which he sat, his heart
beating faster. Was it help—and res-
cue? Quite a number of persons
seemed to be coming—and Slog Pog-
gers could hardly have returned with
a crowd.

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Manders.

“Is this the place?” He heard a voice
he knew—the voice of Jimmy Silver of
the Classical Fourth.

came a

“Si, si, signor!” gasping
reply.
“Whe: the dickens have they

e
parked him, then?” It was Morning-
ton’s voice. “Is Manders buried under
leaves like a Babe in the Wcod, or
what?”

“Ha. ha hal!”

“Buck up, you ca

“Here!” shouted Mr Man‘leVS He
could venture to shout, now that he
heard the familiar voices of Rook-
wooders, evidently looking for him.
“This way! Help! Oh, help! This
way, my boys—my dear boys!”

It was the first time in history that
Mr. Manders had addressed any Rook-
wooders as “dear boys”!

But even Mr. Manders regarded
them, at the moment, as dear boys—

very dear boys indeed! They were
coming to Mr. Manders’ rescue! Even
Mornington, for the moment, was a

dear boy—though he had ragged \/Iary
ders’ study the day before, and Man-
ders had whopped him for it.

“Hallo. that's Manders!”
Lovell's exclamation.

“Where are you, sir?” called Tommy
Dodd.

Mr. Manders panted.

“This way—a cave under the tree~
this way! Help!”

“Oh,  crumbs!”

came

exclaimed Lovell.
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“They parked him safe enough!
Look!”

The opening of that earthy den was
Jow and narrow, and hidden by bushes.
Daylight streamed in as the bushes
were dragged aside. Faces looked in—
some of them grinning!

“Help!” gasped Mr. Manders. “My
dear boys—my dear, dear boys—how
thankful I am to see you! My dear

“WL’n have you out of mu in a
Jiffy, sir!” said Jimmy Silve)

The juniors crowded in. They got
hold of the rope and unfastened the
knots. There was a sudden yell irom

MANDERS ON THE SPOT !

Manders gladly enfclded himself in the
big, thick overcoa
“My dear boys, he said, “it was to
steal this very overcoat that that
wretch—that ruffian—seized me! I am
very thankful that you found me, but
how—"

“Mornington spotted the man who
came for the coat, sir!” said Jimmy
Silver demurely. ~“Morny suspected
that the letter was a fake, got up by
that man Poggers—and so we collared
him and made him guide us to you,
Sir—

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the
astonished Mr. Manders. “That was

the fellows outsid,
feet, a wild rustling and tramphng of
the bushes.

Beppo, taking advantage of the
general attention being concentrated
on Mr. Manders, had wrenched away
and fled. He vanished like a scared
rabbit into the wood.

“That blessed dago’s hooked it!”
gasped Tommy Cook.

“Never mind Mussolini—we've got
Manders!” said Mornington.

“My dear boys!” said Mr. Manders.
“My dear boys!”

He tottered out of the tramp’s lair,
helped by Tommy Dodd and Jimmy
Bilver. He stared round him uneasily
as he emerged—the juniors could guess
wh;

y.

“Poggers isn’t here, sir,” said
Jimmy. “We've seen nothing of him—
only an Italian organ-grinder chap who
brought a note—""

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Manders. “My
dear boys, I am thankful that you
found me! That rufilan—that wretch
—that—thab 1nsane hooligan, Poggers
—that—1

“Like your coat, sir?” asked
Lovell.

“Goodness__gracious!” gasped Mr.
Manders. “Yes, 1 shall be very glad

of the coat. I am chilled—chilled to
the bone—and I am exnemely muddy
and dusty, after—after—-

“Here you are, sir!”

The bundle was unwrapped, and Mr.

intelligent of Mornington—

very intelligent indeed! Mornington,

you have shown extraordlnary perspi-
g

cacity! Amazin;
“Thank you, sir!” said Morny
gravely.

‘The whole party walked back to
Rookwood with Mr. Manders. Mr.
Mandsrs was gl“d of their company.

It was no end of a sensatxon at Rook-

Fcllows talked of hardly anything
else for days.

Search for Mr. Poggers by the local
police was renewed and intensified, and
while it was going on, Mr. Manders
remained within gates—not likely to be
tricked out again by a spoof ’phone
call! Mr. Manders—and his celebrated
overcoat—were safe! i

Everybody agreed that much credit
was due to Mornington—the fellow wha
had  spotted Poggers’ confederate!
They wondered how he had done it—
and Morny did not explain. It was
one of the things better left unex-
plained.

CHAPTER 33
A Tick In Trouble!
OVELL snorted.
L Jimmy Silver frowned.
Raby and Newcome grixmed.
In those various ways
Fistical Four of the Classical Fcurth
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Form affectea by the sudden sight of

Albert Leggett.

thﬂgr‘tn of the Modern Fourth was a

“tick,
Al

Moderns, of course, were more or
less ticks from the Classical point of
view. But Leggett really was a tick.
He was a shady, shifty sort of fellow,
little liked in his own House.

Coming down the footpath through
Coombe Wood, Jimmy Silver & Co.
sighted Leggett standing under a tree
near the footpath. He was talking to a
fat, red-faced man, who wore a bowler
hat at a very rakish angle, and had a
cigar in the corner of his mouth.

A Rookwood man—even a Modern
ick like Leggett—ought not to have
been in conversation with Mr. Googe.
Mr. Googe had & reputation that could
almost have been cut with a knife, He
was reputed to know exactly what the
inside of Latcham Prison was like.

Had Mr. Manders, Leggett's House-
master, seen him talking to Googe.
there would have been something like
an earthquake. Fortunately for Leg-
gett, only the chums of the Classical
Fourth saw him,

Legeett did not see them. He was
talking very earnestly to Googe. Mat-
ters of deep import, apparently, had
caused the cad of Manders’ House to
meet Mr. Googe in the secluded shades
of Coombe Wood.

Passing a dozen feet from him,
Jimmy Silver & Co. could not help
seeing him. Neither could they help
hearing his voice as they drew near:

“I can't manage it—mnot this term.
Look here, Googe—"

Googe was heard to give a grunt.

Arthur Edward Lovell slowed down

“Hold on!” he said. “You see that
tick—"

“Yes; come on!” said Jimmy Silver

“No bizney of ours,” Raby pointed

out.

“Isn’t it?” snorted Lovell, coming to
a stop. “Leggett's a Rookwood man.
You know what he’s up to—backing
horses with that reptile Googe, C.oo;.m
could be run in for it.”

LIB]
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“Are you going to run him in?” in-
quired Newcome with sarcasm.
“Don’ be an ass! I'm gmnv to kick

Leggett! You fellows may as well kick
Googe while I'm kicking ILeggett—
see?”

The sound of voices on the footpath

caused both Leggett and Googe to look
round

Leggett crimsoned at the sight of the
Classical juniors. Googe gave them a
stare, grunted, and walked away into
the wood.

Lovell turned from the path and
crossed over to where Legrett stood
under the tree. is friends fallowed
him. The Modern junior looked like a
fellow who had struck serious trouble.

“You tick——" began Lovell.

“Shut bp, old man!” said Jimmy
Silver. “Look here, Leggett, you ass,
if you can’t be decent, you might have
a little sense. You'd be sacked if you
were scen with that greasy bounder
Googe!”

“I Y'low, muttered Lewgztt
to see him. I say, Silver—

He broke oif, ing the coptain of
the Fourth furtively.

“What?” asked Jimmy.

The fact that Leggett evidently was

“I had

in trouble of gome sort disarmed
Jimmy. “Uncle James” of Rookwood
had a kind and tender heart.

“I-I'd like to speak to you,”
muttered Leggett.

“No charge,” said Jimmy, with a
smile.

“I—I mean-—""

“Well, what do you mean?”

“You soft ass,” snorted Lovell, “he
means that he’d rather speak to .‘yOu

alone, to pull your Ieg, wh our
friends ain't on the spot to stop hxm
He wants to get something out of you.
He'd like us to clear.”

Raby and Newcome chuckled, and
Jimmy reddened.

“Ch, ring off, Lovell!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. “Look here, Leggett, if
you've got anvthmfr 0 say to me, cough
it up, sharp!”
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Leggelt drew a quick, quivering
breath. Jimmy's chums, if not Jimmy,
had guessed that he would have pre-
ferred to speak to the captain of the
Fourth alone. There was no chance of
that, however, and Leggett made up
his mind to it.

“Well, look here, Silver,” he mut-
tered, “I'm in a beastly scrape! .I—I
owe that man some money—-"

“I guessed that one!” said Jimmy
dryly.

“He's dunning me for it!” muttered
Leggett.

“I guessed that one, too. He looked
it, and so did you.”

“Well, I—I—I—" Leggett stam-
mered. “I—I say, be a sport, and—and
lend me a quid to keep him quiet for
a bit!”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy.

That request came as a surprise to
Jimmy, though not perhaps to his
chums. Raby winked at Newcome, who
grinned. Arthur Edward Lovell gave
an emphatic snort.

“I'll square at the end of the term!”
muttered Leggett. “I—I'm really in a
scrape! I don’t know what that man
will do if I don’t pay him something on
account!”

Jimmy gave him a look. He could
feel for a fellow who was down on his
luck, even if it was due to his own
dingy rascality. But lending him
money to pay a gambling debt was
quite a different matter.

“You worm!” said Jimmy. “Come
on, you chaps! That fellow makes me
feel ill!”

“I'm going to kick him!"” said Lovell.

“Oh, come on!”

But Arthur Edward Lovell made a
stride at Leggett, who backed away
hastily, Jimmy caught his chum by
the arm and dragged him to a stop.

“Cut, Leggett!” he snapped.

Albert Leggett did not need telling
twice. He cut, vanishing through the
trees at a rapid run. He did not look
like getting a “quid” from Jimmy
Silver, but he did look like getting a
kick from Arthur Edward Lovell,

MANDERS ON THE SFOT !

Lovell gave a roar of wrath.

“Leggo my arm, you cheeky ass! T
tell you—"

“Chuck it, old man——"

Lovell wrenched his arm away.
Jimmy made a grab at him, but he
dodged, turned, and sprinted after
Leggett.

“Lovell!” yelled Jimmy.

Arthur Edward Lovell did not heed.
He vanished through the wood after
Leggett. They disappeared, both going
strong. The three Classicals were left
staring after them.

“Oh, the ass!” said Jimmy.

“Well, a kicking will do Leggett
good,” remarked Raby. “The more
that tick is kicked the better. Come
on. Leave him to it.”

And the three juniors walked on
down the footpath to Coombe Lane,
and Lovell was left to it.

CHAPTER 34.
Ple for hir. Poggers!
‘-IT'S like this ’ere—"

said Slog
Poggers.
“Oh!” breathed Leggett.

He stopped suddenly.

That husky voice reached his ears
clearly through the thickets that were
gleaming with the green of spring.
And through interstices of the bushes
he had a glimpse of the speaker.

No wonder he stopped! In the dis-
tance behind him, Arthur Edward
Lovell was crashing in pursuit. But a
dozen Lovells would have been prefer-
able to a meeting, in a lonely wood,
with the burly, piggy-eyed man whose
voice came to his ears,

Mr. Poggers had made himself fairly
well known at Rookwood School, and
in its vicinity.

Leggett had covered quite a distance
from the footpath. He had hoped to
shake off Lovell. But the rustling and .
crashing behind him told that the in-
dignant Arthur Edward Lovell was still
in  pursuit, Guessing that Arthur
Edward was guided by the sounds he
made, Leggett ceased to run, and crept.
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Creeping  silently, he hoped that
Lovell would be thrown off the track.
But Leggett’s luck was out. So far as
Lovell was concerned, his strategy was
good; but creeping through the
thickets, he almost crept upon Slog
Poggers

Luckily Poggers’ husky voice reached
him in time, and he stopped, while still
screened from sight.

He breathed hard. The rustling and
trampling behind was coming nearer.
Slog Poggers was in front, and not
alone; there was somebody else with
whom he was talking. In desperation,
Leggett crouched on the ground, under
cover of a mass of brambles, and kept
as silent as a hunted rabbit.

“Like this ‘ere,” Mr. Poggers was
saying, “I'm going to tell you, 'Erbert.
*Cause vshy, I want your ‘elp, and if
you says ‘arves, then 'arves it is.”

“Give it a name, Slog,” came another
voice.

Loud rustling from the thickets drew
Mr Poggers’ attention.

“’Ere, you ’ear that,
asked.

“I ’ear it, Slog,” answered 'Erbert.

“I don’t want nobody to see me ’ere,”
said Mr. Poggers. “I tell you, ’Erbert,
I'm being 'unted something cruel, and
all for nothing so Iar~1 ain’t made a
bad s!xpence ouL of i >

uck!” saxd

’Erbert?” he

'Exberb sym-
pamencally

Leggett, hidden in the brambles,
heard Mr. Poggers rise to his feet from
the log upon which he had been seated,
He trembled in terror of the footpad
spotting him. This was the man who
had robbed Dr. Chisholm of his note-
case, and had waylaid Mr. Manders
half a dozen times.

Leggett dared not stir. He could
hardly have moved now without

attracting Slog Poggers’ attention.

But Slog, listening to the rustling
and crashing that approached, gave no
attention to the mass of brambles near
at hand.

Slog was listening uneasily.

The Latcham police were seeking

very earnestly for Slog Poggers, and he
had found a good deal of difficulty of
late in keeping out of their reach.

Suddenly Leggett heard an exclamae
tion from Mr. Poggers.

“That young rip!”

He had seen Lovell.

‘“Ere, ’Erbert,” came Mr. Poggers’
husky whisper. “It’s only a schoolboy
—one of them Rookwood rips what got
hold of me and got that Lhexe coat off
me when I had it in my 'ands. I know
’im! I been jest longing for a chance
to give him a ‘iding! This ‘ere is pie!”

Leggett grinned breathlessly.

“Keep your ‘ead down,” went on
Mr, Poggers. “Don’t let him spot you.
He’s coming. this way, and I want to
get "old of him.

There was an assenting grunt f{rom
Herbert.

Leggett listened. Lovell was draw-
ing nearer. Now that he could neither
see nor hear Leggett, Arthur Edward
was rather at 2 loss. But he was com-
ing in the n[,ht direction, though he
was not, perhaps, likely to stumble on
the spot where the tick of Manders’
House lay in cover.

Lovell was a sticker. He had told
his chums that he was going to kick
Leggett—and he was going to kick
Leggett!

‘The more annoyed Lovell got,
more determined he got.

He tramped on savagely.

“Oh, here you are!” he gasped, as he
spotted a figure crouching by a tree,
and grabbed at it before he knew what
it was. “You— Oh! Great pip!”

Lovell jumped back as he that it
was not Leggett, but Slog Popgers

In company with his friends, Lovell
would have been glad to fall in with
the man who had “pinched” the Head’s
wallet. _Alone, even the headstrong
Arthur Edward realised that Slog was
too large an order for him,

He backed promptly, but as he did
so, another man, hitherto unseen,
reached out and dealt him a smack on
the side of the head.

“Ooogh!” spluttered Loveil.

the
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That unexpected smack scnt him
staggering.

Before he could right himself, Mr.
Poggers was on him. He grasped
Arthur Edward in sinewy hands.

“Gotcher!” grinned Mr. Poggers.

«Oh, crumbs!- Leggo!” gasped
Lovell, struggling wildly,

“You pitched into a bloke!” said Mr.
Poggers venomously. “Pitched into 'im,
and got away that overcoat wot I got
off that bony old covey! Strike me
pink you did!”

Mr, Poggers was not_idle while he

was speaking., Holding Lovell with his
left hand, he punched him with his
right.
Tt was his slogging capabilities that
had earned Mr. Poggers his nickname.
Arthur Edward Lovell now had an
opportunity of observing that that
nickname had been justly bestowed!

Leggett made no sound.

He would not have dared to go to
Lovell’s help if he had wanted to. And
he did not want to. By the time Slog
had done with him, Leggett fancied
that Lovell would not be feeling like
kicking anybody!

Lovell struggled frantically.

Slog Poggers was beating him like a
carpet. Herbert, standing by with his
hands in his pockets, was grinning.

Lovell struggled and roared. He was
getting it hot, and getting it strong. In
desperation he hacked at Slog’s shins.

“Wooooogh!” howled Mr, Poggers, as
he got that hack.

He relaxed his grasp on Lovell and

hopped.

Lovell did not lose the chance. He
Fairly bounded away.

“Nail ‘im, ‘Erbert!”
Poggers.

But Herbert clutched too late. Lovell
dodged him, and cut off at top speed.

Damaged and breathless, he crashed
away through Coombe Wood. Prob-
ably Herbert could not have overtaken
him had he tried. But Herbert did not
try; foot races did not appeal to Mr.
Poggers’ friend.

“Gorn!” said Herbert.

panted Mr.
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“Ow!” said Mr. Poggers. He nursed
his shin, “Wow! Strike me pink!
Wow!”

Lovell got back to the footpath,
breathless, panting, perspiring, torn by
briar and bramble. Had his friends
been still there, he would have rallied
them for an attack. But they were
gone—and Lovell limped down the
path to Coombe Lane—and sighted
them again half-way to the school.

He trotted after them and shouted.

Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome looked
back—saw Lovell, and grinned. Un-
doubtedly he looked untidy. They

waited for him to come up.

“Had a good time?” asked Newcome,
with that gentle sarcasm which was
one of his little ways.

“yUrrrrggh!” gasped Lovell.

And for some time that was all that
he could say.

CHAPTER 35.
A Startiing Discovery!
A CKING a cove
Poggers indignantly.
He sat down again on the
log, resting one leg very tenderly in the

said Mr.

grass.

“ryUrt?” asked Herbert.

“'Orrible!” said Mr. Poggers.

However, having rubbed the shin and
rested the leg in the grass, Mr. Poggers
came back to the subject under
discussion. #

«1 was telling you, *Erbert,” he said.
“And we better not 'ang about 'ere too
long arter what's 'appened—that young
covey what I walloped might bring a-
peeler along. We better be moving

on.”

soon.

Leggett, under the brambles, was glad
to hear it. He dared not move till
Poggers and Herbert moved.

“Now, as I was a-saying, it's like
this,” went on Mr. Poggers. “I want
your ‘elp, 'Erbert, and it’s worth your
while.”

“Give it & name!” said Herbert.

“I’s weeks ago,” sighed Mr. Poggers,
“that T got @ wallet, fair packed with
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notes, off an cld covey what turned out
to be a schoolmaster. You see, I'd
watched him open it in the post office,
and follered him, and got him jest as
he was going into a garding gate, as I
thought. But, strike me pink, "Erbert,
it turned out that it was & school,
packed with young rips like that one
I've jest been walloping; and afore I
could ’ook it they was on me, chasing
a bloke all over the shop.”

“’Ard luck!” said Herbert.

“If I ’adn’t dodged in at an open
winder,” said Mr. Poggers, “they’d
have ’ad me. But it wasn't no good—
they 'unted me down inside the ‘ouse,
"Brbert. I got into a room upstairs,
and ’‘oped I'd get clear later—but they
found me out, and came a-banging at
the door.”

“I call it ’ard!”
sympathetic.

“Well, I knowed then they’d get me
and get the wallet back,” went on Mr.
Poggers, “so what do you think I did,
"Erbert? There was a big grey overcoat
'anging in the wardrobe, with a thick
lining—and I jest cut the lining, and
slipped the wallet inside to hide it.”

Mr. Poggers glanced round.

“Did you ’ear anything?” he asked.

“Only a spadger!” said Herbert.

Leggett, under the brambles, had
given a sudden start. He was quiet
again now, though his heart was
thumping, between his terror of being
found and the excitement of the dis-
covery he was making.

Leggett, like everybody else at Rook-
wood, had been mystified by Mr.
Poggers’ pursuit of Mr. Manders, and
his repeated attempts to steal his over-
coat. - Now he was beginning to under-
stand.

Slog, satisfied that that faint rustle
close at hand had been caused by a bird
or animal, resumed :

“You ketch the idea, 'Erbert? I
knowed they'd get me, but I knowed
that wallet would never be found where
I put it, and the idea was to look for

Herbert was very
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that there overcoat when I come out of
the stone jug.”

“Cute!” said Herbert.

“But as it ’appened,” went on Mr.
Poggers, “I never got as far as the
stone jug. They got me all right, and
locked me in a room while they sent for
a peeler, and not finding the wallet on
me, they believed all right that I'd
dropped it while they was 'unting me.
Then & silly young idjit comes pokin®
into the room where I was locked—that
same young idjit what I've jest
walloped, ’Erbert—and I got ’old of
him, and got away.”

“Luck!” said Herbert.

“Well, arter that,” said Mr. Poggers,
“I s’posed that all I had to do was to
’ang about the school, a-watching for a
bloke wearing that grey overcoat, and
get it off of him. I shaved off my
whiskers, thinking mebbe they wouldn’t
know mie agin, and 'ung about. But
they knowed me all right when I was
seen, strike me pink they did! And the
trouble I ’ad, 'Erbert, trying to get that
overcoat, you wouldn't believe.”

“Looks easy to me,” said Herbert.

“So it did to me,” said Mr. Poggers
sorrowfully. “But it wasn’t easy,
’Erbert; it was 'ard! Last week I got
that old covey agin, and had him fair
and square—and what do you think?
Bein’ a fine day, he’d come out without
his overcoat!”

“It’s a 'ard life,” said Herbert.

“’Course, the bony old covey don’t
know what I'm arter—but he knows I'm
arter him—and now he won’t come out-
side the blinking school at all. Stieks
in like a winkle in his shell, "Erbert.”

«pull of notes. was it?” asked
Herbert.

“Forty or fifty pounds, at least.”

Herbert sat up in the grass.

“Gum!” he said. Evidently Herbert
was impressed.

“It’s ’arves, 'Erbert,” if you ’elp me
get ’old of it,” said Mr. Poggers.
“Can’t say fairer than that. I always
was a square bloke. You ain’t known
at the school like I am—nobedy ain’t
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seen you 'anging about. You ketch my
meaning, "Erbert?”

“I get you,” assented Herbert.

“That bony old covey sticks in, jest
as I said, but he can't stick in the ‘ouse
all that time; that stands to reason.
They got a big place—gardings and
such, insiGe them walls. You can bank
on it that bony old covey takes his little
walks inside the walls—and a bloke
keeping an eye open, 'Erbert; i

“I get you,” repeated Herbert,

“Is it a go?” asked Mr. Poggers
eagerly, rising from the log. “You
come along of me, and I'll point out
the place from the top of the 'ill, and
you can walk around and give it a
squint, see?”

“I'm arter you,” said Herbert.

Leggett, hardly breathing under the
brambles, made no sound as the two
gentlemen of the road shufiled away.
For some minutes he heard the rustling
in the thickets and the mumble of their
voices as they went. Then there was
silence.

He crawled out of the brambles at
last.

‘Taking the direction opposite from
that taken by the two tramps, he ran.
He did not slacken pace till he was in
the open lane.

Then he walked away towards Rook-
wood, his eyes gleaming with excite-
ment from his sallow face.

The mystery of Mr. Manders’ over-
coat, which puzzled the whole school,
was no mystery to Albert Leggett now!

Mystified as the Rookwooders had
béen by Slog Poggers’ persistent perse-
cution of Mr. Manders, nobody had
ever thought of connecting it with the
Head’s lost wallet Now Leggett knew
—the only fellow at Rookwood who
did!

Any other Rookwooder who had made
that discovery would certainly have re-
ported it at once. If Albert Leggett
thought of deing o, he soon dismissed
that idea from his mind

Other thoughts were in Leggett's
mind-—thoughts that made the colour
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waver in his cheeks and caused his
heart to beat quicker. The cad of
Manders’ House had no intention of
telling what he knew. What Leggett
knew was Leggett’s secret.

CHAPTER 35,
Dropping in on Manders!

“ ILVER!”

S “8ir!”

“Where is Lovell?”

“Lovell, sir?” said Jimmy Silver
questioningly.

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome
were coming in at the school gates.
Mr. Manders was walking in the
quadrangle.

Since his last encounter with Slog
Poggers, all Roger Manders’ walks had
been taken within the walls of Rook-
wood, as Slog had told his friend in the
wood. Never, till he heard officially
that Mr, Poggers had been “run in,”
did Roger Manders intend to take a
single step outside the school gates.

okwood fellows smiled when they
saw Mr. Manders taking his walks in
the gquad. Really, Manders was hardly
to be blamed for desiring to avoid en-
counters with so hefty a gentleman as
Slog Poggers. Still, some of the
fellows said that it was funky of
Manders.

The Housemaster was not uncon-
scious of the smiles, nods and winks.
They gave a sharper edge to his temper
——already sorely tried, and never very
good. And the whole thing was Lovell’s
fault.

But _for Lovell’s fatheaded interven-
tion, Slog would never have got away
on the night of the man-hunt at Rook-
wood. He would have been safe under
lock and key, and Manders free to take
his walks abroad as he liked.

Perhaps it was not surprising, there-
fore, that Mr. Manders entertained
quite bitter feelings towards Arthur
Edward. He considered that the Head
had let him off very lightly by gating
him for all the half-holidays that term,
instead of flogging him. But he could,
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at least, see that Lovell recelved his
Just punishment if he disregarded that
gating—as the unthinking Arthur
Edward not infrequently did!

That was why he pounced, rather like
a hawk, on Jimmy Silver & Co. as they
came in at the gates. Lovell had been
out with them—against orders, of
course—and one glance at Mr. Manders’
face showed that he knew. How he
knew was hard to guess, for Lovell had
not walked out at the gates—he had
dropped over a wall, and joined his
friends outside. Neither had he come
in with them under the eyes of old
Mack. While his friends cntered in the
usual way, Lovell scuttled along to
negotiate a wall at a safe corner.

But Manders, it was clear, knew.

“I have asked you a question,
Silveri” he rapped. “Answer me at
once! Where is Lovell?”

Jimmy locked round.

“I can’t see him, sir,” he answered.
Man-

“What—what?” snapped Mr.

ers.

“Shall T tell him you want him, sir,
when I see him?” asked Jimmy Silver
gravely and respectfully,

“Lovell is under sentence from the
headmaster, Silver,” said Mr. Manders,
“He is not allowed out of gates.”

“So I've heard, sir,” assented Jimmy.

“He has been out of gates with you
this afternono, lever

“Has he, sir?”

“Answer me directly, Silver! Two
hours ago I saw Lovell go into Little
Quad, and when I looked for him he
was not there. I noticed that you had
Jjust gone out. You cannot deceive me,
Silver.”

Jimmy’s eyes glinted.

“Nobody’s deceiving you, sir. I'm not
bound to answer any master but my
own Form-master or the Head, and I'm
not going to.”

‘The reply was more like Lovell than
Jimmy. But Uncle James was angry.
He felt that it was time to let the
meddlesome  Modern master knew
where he got off, so to speak.
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“That is impertinence, lever"' thun-
dered Mr. Manders. “Tell me the
truth! Has Lovell been out of gates
with you?”

“I shall tell you the truth or
nothing, sir!” answered Jimmy, with a
disdain he did not trouble to hide.

“Will you answer my question,
Siner"”

No, sir; I won't!” said Jimmy.
“Tll answer Mr. Dalton, if he asks me
—but it's got nothing to do with Man-
ders’ House.”

That was a plain statement of fact.
As a Modern master, of sclentific
training, and a whale on mathematics,
Mr. Manders ought to have liked plain
facts plainly stated. But his expression

showed that he didn't. i
“Upon my word!” gasped Mr.
Manders. “There appears to be no

hm)t to the insolence of Mr. Dalton’s

boys. I am perfectly well aware, Silver,
that Lovell has been out of school
bounds, in your company.”

“Then there’s no need to ask me, sir,
is there?” inquired Jimmy.

“Where is Lovell now?” hooted Mr.
Manders. “I know perfectly well that
it is his intention to enter the school
surreptitiously, as he left it. I shall
take him to the headmaster as soon as
Ifind him. Where is he?”

“Do you think he's out of gates, sir?”
asked Jimmy.

“I am assured that he is, Silver.”

“Then you can go out and look for
him, sir, if you want to take him to the
Head!” suggested Jimmy.

Mr. Manders crimsoned. He knew
that Jimmy was alluding to the circum-
stance that he dared not go out of
gates on account of Slog Poggers.

Not to catch a dozen Lovells would
Mr. Manders have gone out of gates,
as Jimmy Silver knew very well.

The Modern master made a stride
torward—and Jimmy made a jump

back.

“Come on, you men!” he said.
“Time we got in to tea!”

Scuttling round Mr Manders, the
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three headed for théir House. They
went at a trot, leaving Roger Manders
breathing wrath.

As the Housemaster stood there, a
Jjunior of his own House came in at the
gates—rather breathlessly.

It was Leggett of the Modern Fourth.

Leggett had lost no time in getting
back to Rookwood from Coombe Wood.
As Jimmy Silver & Co. had not
hurried on the way, he had arrived very
soon after them.

Mr. Manders glanced at him,
noticing, with a frown, that he looked
grubby and untidy—which was not sur-
prising after his experiences in the
wood.

“Leggett!” rapped Mr. Manders.

Rookwood fellows were not expected
to come in dusty and grubby and un-
tidy on half-holidays. Mr. Manders was
in want of a victim for his irritated
temper. Like many another bad-
tempered man, he fancied that the
wreaking of his irritation was a just
severity dictated by a sense of duty.

““Yes, sir!” said Leggett.

He wondered for one terrified
moment whether his Housemaster had
learned anything of his dealings with
Mr. Googe.

“How dare you appear in public in
that untidy, indeed disgraceful state?”
demanded Mr. Manders.

“Oh!” gasped Leggett. “It—it’s not

! Lovell was chasing me

Mr. Manders’ eyes snapped.

“Lovell!” he exclaimed.

“Yos, sir, and—"

“You met Lovell out of gates,
1174

Le;

“Yes, sir, in the wood, and—-""

“That will do, Leggett. You may go.
Brush yourself down at once; do not let
me sec you again in that state.”

“Yes, sirl”

Leczett walked on to Manders’
House, and did not grin tiil his back
Wwas to his Housemaster.

It was not by accident that he had
let Lovell's name slip. He was not

|
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aware that Manders was already on
Lovell’s track, but he was quite aware
how welcome that news would be to
him.

Rookwood fellows would have called
it sneaking, but Leggett took the view
that Lovell shouldn’t chase a chap
through the wood if he didn’t want it
mentioned. g .

Mr. Manders set his lips hard.

He knew now. He could not go to the
Head, taking a boy of his own House as
tell-tale evidence. But he knew now
that Lovell was out of gates, and all he
had to do was to catch him as he came
in.

He walked away quickly to Little
Quad. He had no doubt that Lovell
had gone out that way, and it was prob-
able that he would come in as he had
gone out. If he did, he was going to
drop right into Manders’ hands.

From the doorway of Manders’ House
Leggett looked back and grinned again
as he saw his Housemaster disappear
through the archway into Little Quad.
If Manders was after Lovell he was safe
away from his House for a time—and
Albert Leggett had certain reasons for
desiring Mr. Manders to be safe away
from his House for a time. He went
quickly into the House.

Mr. Manders went into Little Quad.

In a certain corner there, behind an
angle of the library wall, was a deep
recess, where one of the old Rookwood
beeches grew. It was exactly the spot
that a fellow would have selected for
getting out unseen—and Manders had
no doubt that it was the spot that
Lovell had selected.

He was right!

As he turned the corner of the
library, with the old beech and the
school wall in front of him, he had a
sudden back view of a pair of trousers.

They were Lovell’s.

Having clambered up the wall from
outside and clambered over it, Arthur
Edward was now holding on, prepara-
tory to dropping within—a drop of
about six feet.
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With gleaming eyes, the Modern
master darted forward. Standing under
Lovell, he grabbed at his ankles. Lovell
was appearing over the wall again.

“Qooooogh!” gasped Lovell, taken
utterly by surprise by that sudden
grasp {rom below.

“Lovell,” thundered Mr. Manders, “I
have wnght you, and now I v.l
Whooop!  Yooop! Gurrrrrggg!

Lovell, in his surprise, let go.

He had been about to drop. Now he

dropped. Had not Mr. Manders been
there he would have dropped on the
ground. Mr, Manders being there he
nat.mall; dropped on Mr. Mander

“Urrrrgggh!"” spluttered Vanders He
staggered.

Lovell, for a split second, was actually
sitting on top of his head. Manders,
naturally, crumpled.

He fairly folded up on the earth, and
Lovell sprawled dizzily over him.

“Ow!” gasped Lovell. “Who—what

«Urirggh!”
Lovell scrambled up. He stared at
Mr, Manders.  Breathless, gasping,
gurgling, the Modern master was
strewn at his feet.
“Oh, crikey!” g

“Urrrggh!”

Mr. Manders ot up dizzily. He was
breathless. He hurt. He grabbed a
bony knec which had knocked hard on
hard earth. It had a pain in it—a dis-
tinct and severe pain.

“You—you—you——>=" gurgled Mr.
Manders. “You—you-—"

“Oh, crumbs!”

ou—you young rascal.
—you—-o

Manders, with the assistance of a
hand on the wall, dragged himself up.

He gave a yelp as he stood, his
damaged knee undclgoing a se\,exe
twinge. He almosi hopped, ooked
so dangerous that Lovell backed hasuly
auL of reac!

You—vnu 30un

asped Lovell.

You—you

rascal!” gasped
u have been out of
I smll 1cporL this to your

Mr. Mande;
bounds!

a3
headmaster—wurrggh!—as soon a
have—gurrgbhl—attendcd to my
Jjuries—— 00000f

Mr. Manders had intended to march
Lovell off o his headmaster there and
then. But he was feeling in no state
now for performing that duty. He was
breathless and flustered, stacked with

s 1
in-

| aches and pains, and his damaged knee

required attention. Gasping, he limped
away to his House.

“Oh, crikey!” said Lovell.

And he walked away, with dismaying
news for his chums in the end study.
Not for the first time had he disre-
garded his headmaster’s sentence—and
now he had done so once too often. As
a hunter of trouble Arthur Edward
Lovell had few equals, and this time it
was clear he had hunted it fairly down.

CHAPTER 37.
Brought to Light!
HITE as chalk, Albert Leggett
\ K /  listencd.
All was quiet.

He stood outside a door on the top
landing in Manders’ House.

On that floor there were only bed-
rooms, belonging to various members of
the staff who lodged in Manders’ House.
There was little danger of being spotted
there in the afternoon.

It was safe as houses, as Leggett told
himself, creeping up the stairs. But the
cad of Manders’ House had not the
courage of his rascality. He was
scared at what he was going to do.

But it was quite safe. He whipped
open the door of Mr. nders’ room,
whipped in, and silently closed the door
behind him.

Had Manders been in the House he
would never have dared. But Manders
was out of the House; he had watched
him going into Little Quad. It looked
as if he was after Lovell, and, if he
were, he would be busy for some time.
Anyhow, he was taking one of his walks
in the quad and was not likely to come
in yet. Even if he did he would go
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into his study on the ground floor.
There was no imaginable reason why
he should come up to his bed-room. It
was absolutely safe—and it was not fear
of Manders, but fear of what he was
going to do himself that made Leggett’s
face whiten and caused his knees to
knocg together.

He knew where his Housemaster kept
that big overcoat, where Poggers had
found it on the night of the man-hunt.
He crossed quickly to the tall wardrobe.

He opened it, and the grey overcoat
on its wooden hanger was before his
eyes! With trembling hands he groped
over it.

If the wallet were there it could not
be felt through the lining. The descrip-
tion of that notecase had been made
known to all Rookwood.  Leggett knew
that it was small, of slim Russia leather
—only the notes in it gave it any bulk.
The coat was of thick material and the
lining was thick; it was not surprising
that Mr. Manders had never discovered
so small an article tucked away between
material and lining.

Leggett groped in the pockets.

There must be a slit in the lining,
from what Slog Poggers had said. But
he found no slit. Every pocket was
intact.

He stood with beating heart.

Poggers must have been stating the
facts. He knew that. And yet—
Suddenly he remembered.

That coat had been grabbed off
Manders once, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
had recaptured it for its owner after a
tussle with the thief. Buttons had
been torn off it. It had been left with
the House dame for repair. That was
why Manders had gone out once in an
old coat, which Poggers had succeeded
in snaffling. No doubt Mrs. Moote, in
sewing on the buttons, had discerned
that rent in the lining, and mended it.

That mus, be it! The slit had been
there, but was no longer there. It was
easy envueh to make another—it only
meant a little delay.
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Leggett opened his penknife and cut
a gash in the lining.

He groped within,

He caught his breath as his hand
came in contact with a smooth surface
and emerged with the wallet in his

It was the Head’s long-lost wallet—
packed ‘with notes as when Slog
Poggers’ thievish hands had “pinched”
it from Dr. Chisholm.

“Oh!” breathed Leggett.

He replaced the overcoat, and shut
the wardrobe door. He stood with the
Head’s notecase in his hand.

It contained, as he knew, forty-five
pounds, ten shillings. One of those
pounds would be enough to keep Mr.
Googe quiet. and give him a breathing-
space.

He opened the wallet.

There were banknotes in it and cur-
rency notes The formner he dared not
touch. It was possible that the Head
had kept the numbers. A few of the
currency notes——

He stepped to the window to pick’
them out in the light, but he hesitated
to pick them out. Bad as he was, un-
scrupulous young rascal as he was,
something within him seemed to rise up
against what he was doing.

And as he stood, there came & sound
of footsteps on the stairs,and hestarted
and shuddered.

Someone was coming up to the top
landing.

One of the masters going to his room.
Net Manders—surely not Manders! He
dared not think it was Manders.

He listened in terror to the footsteps.
He heard a grunting, mumbling sound,
like a man in pain. It was Manders—
he seemed to be damaged somehow—
Manders, coming up to his rcom,

b Leggett’s heart almost died within
ey

\Whatever Manders might think of
finding him there, at least he was not
geing to know the facts. That would
hi7e meant the end of all things for
Albert Leggett at Rookwood School!



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

He had a few moments. He pushed
up the sash of the window. He snapped
the wallet shut, and flung it out with
all the force of his arm as far as he
could. He heard a sound below as it
struck o branch out of his sight. The
next instant the window was closed,
and Leggett standing with his back to
it, as the door opened and Mr. Manders
limped in.

“Leggett!” he exclaimed.
what are you doing here?”

“I—I—" stammered Leggett.

Mr. Manders glared at him, in equal
anger and astonishment. He had come
up to his room for embrocation to rub
on his damaged knee, but in his angry
amazement at the sight of a junlor in
the rcom he forgot it.

“How dare you come here, Leggett?
What trick have you been playing in
my room? What—"

Leggett gasped.

“I—I—I came to—to get away from
some fellows, sir. They were going to
rag me, and—and I thought there was
00 harm—-"

“No harm!” thundered Mr. Manders.
“How dare you, Leggett! I do not be-
lieve you! Your statement is absurd!
You were about to play some trick—if,
indeed, your intentions were not dis-
honest.  You have every appearance of
a pilferer, Leggett. Go! Wait for me
in_my study!”

Leggett went.

He waited for Mr. Manders in his
study. It was a long wait and a dismal
one. His anticipations were dire. And
when Mr. Manders came at last, those
anticipations were fully realised.

Perhaps the sharp twinges in his
damaged knee caused Mr. Manders to
lay it on harder than he might other-
wise had done. Certainly he laid it on
hard erough. When he was finished,
Leggett crawled away, almost folded up
like a pocket-knife

It was quite a long time before Leg-
gett felt equal to going out into the
quad to look for the wallet. And when
he looked he did not find it.

“Leggett,
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CHAPTER 38,
Not Having It1
fair!”  said  Lovell

“ AIN'T
i savagely.
“My dear chap—"

“It’s no good telling me it's fair,
Jimmy Silver, because it isn't! And I'm
Jolly well not having it—see?”

Arthur Edward Lovell, of the Classi-
cal Fourth Form at Rookwood, spoka
with emphasis and determination.

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome
exchanged hopeless looks. As Lovell's
chums, they were deeply concerned
Other fellows in the Fourth grinned.

Fair or not, it was not of much use
for Lovell to declare that he wasn't
“having it.” Whatever his head-
master awarded to any fellow, that
fellow had to have.

“For goodness’ sake, old chap—-"
said Jimmy Silver.

“I'm not having it!” said Lovell, in
a tone of finality. “If Dicky Dalton
sends me up to the Head, I shall say
that—"

“Quiet, you ass!” breathed Raby.
“He may come along and hear you.”

“I don’t care if he does.”

Richard Dalton, master of the
Fourth, seemed to be late that morning
to take his Form. All the Fourth were
there—Modern and Classical—second
lesson being one that they shared in
common. Moderns and Classicals alike
sympathised with vell.  Everybody
knew that he was booked for a Head’s
flogging.  But they were equally
amused by his statement that he
wasn't having it.

“Here he comes!” said Tommy Dodd
of the Modern Fourth, as a footstep
was heard in the passage.

“Let him come!” said Lovell. “You'll
Jjolly soon see!"

“You blithering ass!” whispered
Jimmy Silver.  “Dicky’s late because
the Head was speaking to him.  You
can guess what it was about. Now, for
the love of Mike—"

“1 jolly well tell you—" roared
Lovell.
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That roar remained uncompleted as
Mr. Dalton, looking very severe,
stepped into the Form-room. He gave
Lovell a glance, and Arthur Edward, ex-
cited and wrathy as he was, was silent.

“Lovell,” said Mr. Dalton quietly.

“¥es, sir,” said Arthur Edward re-
spcctfully but firmly. -

“You will go to the Head’s study
after third school. Dr. Chisholn h:

mstructed me to send you th
Lovell.”
Lovell breathed hard and deep.

Dalton, having made that statement,
was ready to get on with the lesson as
if the matter was closed.
closed.

“Will you tell me why, sir?” asked
Lovell.

Mr. Dalton gave him another look.

“You are perfectly aware why, Lovell.
Your headmaster gated you for all the
half-hclidays this term. Yesterday you
went out of school bounds, disregarding
the sentence. You will receive a flog-
ging.”

“Do you call that fair,
Lovell.

Mr Dalton jumped.

hat!” he ejaculated.

Again Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome
exchanged hopeless looks. Lovell, as
usual, having got more than he wanted,
was asking for more. There was a
thrill of excitement in the Fourth.

“Lovell,” said Mr. Dalton, “what do
you mean? Have you the audacity to
question the justice of your head-
master?”

“I—I didn’t mean that
stammered a little.

“Then what do you medn?" rapped
Mr. Dalton.

“I mean it’s not fair, sir!” said
Lovell stubbornly. “And if a man isn’t
geiting fair play, he has a right to ex-
pect his Form-master to get it for
him.”

Mr,
look

“That is certainly true, Lovell,” he
sald at last,  “And if it were in my

sir?” asked

* Lovell

Dalton gave Lovell a long, long
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power to intervene, I would gladly do
so Do you deny that you went out of
bounds yesterday, in defiance of the
headmaster’s order?”

“Oh, no, sir!” said Lovell.
out all right.”

“Then there is no more to bﬂ

“I think there is, sir,” said I
“Fair play’s a jewel, sir.”

Mr. Dalton breathed hard, buf, to
the surprise of his Form, he remained
patient. Dicky Dalton was a very
good-tempered young man.

“If you have anything to sa
I mll hear you,” he said.

“ 1 went

Lovell,
But be

by I‘m not complammg of being gated,
sir,” said Lovel ink it was
pretty rough Iuck because 1 was only
trying get back the Head's wallet,
which that man Poggers pinched, and
p .

“We will not go into 'hqt Lovelli”
rapped Mr. Dalton, Tooli
interference caused the cscape of the
pickpocket who had robbed your head-
master. You were very lightly dealt
with, Say no more!®

It was quite futile for Dicky Dalton
to give that command. Lovell had
more to say, and was going to say it.

“I call it rough luck, sir, as what T
meant was to do the Head a good
turn,” said Lovell.  “Still, 1 know I

s gated, and I went out. But it
was Manders who caught me, and re-

ported me to the He‘\d. s not
M:md.e)‘s’ busmccs. sir.?

5 ".e a ngAc to say what's fair, gin)?
said Lovell. *Modern masters haven't

ml side.
cporting
Moderns, Manders would kick up a row
fast enough.”

“I cannot discuss that with you,
Lovell.”

“I'm pointing out that it's not fair,
i Manders had minded his own
iness, the Head wouldn't know I
was out of bounds yes y afternoon.
Mr. Manders had no right to interfere.




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

Modern beaks oughtn't to h’mﬂ about
spymg on Clnsslcal chaps.”

“I dont think it’s fair for a Classical
man to be up for a flogging because
a Modern beak can’t mind his own
business,” said Lovell. “That’s what I
wanted to point out, sir.”

How Lovell found the nerve to say
all this to his Form-master was a
mystery to his Form fellows. Every
fellow, oI course, fully agreed with him.
Manders was a meddlesome old tick in
the general opinion, and it was like
his cheek to report Classical  men.
Very likely Richard Dalton, in his
heart of hearts, had the same opinion
as his Form. Still, it was obvious to
everybody but Lovell that he was
wasting his breath.

“I have listened to you patiently,
Lovell,” said Mr. Dalton “You will
now be silent. As you will receive a
flogging from your headmaster after
third school, I shall not punish you
for your impertinence. But if you
utter another word, I shall cane you!”

“But, sir—" Vell immediately
utteled two other w

“Will you be silent, LovelP”
Mr. Dalton.

“I'm trying to make you see, sir, that
it’s not fair!”

Mr. Dalton picked up the cane from
his desk. He was a kind and patient
young man, but Lovell had exhausted
his patience.

“Step out before the class, Lovell,”
he said.. “Now bend over that desk.

said

“You will now be silent, I trust”
said Mr. Dalton.

Arthur Edward Lovell went back to
his place. He was silent; his feelings
were too deep for words. Dalton had
given him only a flick—a hint that he
was boss of the show, as it were, in
the Fourtlk Form Room—but there was
clearly more to come if Lovell did not
shut u

aneu shut up, and sat through
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second lesson with suppressed indig-
nation that glowed in and
gleamed in his eyes. In that frame of
mind there really was no telling what
Lovell might or might not say and do.

CHAPTER 39,
The History of the Mystery!
“ ILVER, old chap—'
S “Oh, don’t bother!” snapped
Jimmy Silver.

“I say—" muttered Leggett.

“Leave me alone!”

It was not like “Uncle James” of
Rookwood to answer like that, even to
a tick like Leggett, whom he disliked
and despised; but Uncle James was
fearfully worried, and, for once, his
sunny temper fafled him.

In break Lovell's chums had been
arguing with him. It was useless, of
course. Lovell had declared that he
“wasn’t having it ”—and he adhered
with stubborn obstinacy to that declara-
tion.

According to Lovell, he wasn’t going
to the Head after third school. He had
to—but he wouldn’t! He ended the
argument by stalking away, leaving his
friends  overwhelmed  with appre-
hension.

With that worry on his mind, Jimmy
naturally had no patience to waste on
the cad of Manders’ House.

But as the Modern junlor stepped
back, w)bh pale face and quivering lip,

what did yo\\ want _to say? You know
I'm worried about Lovell, but cough it

s
]

That Leggett was in trouble was
hardly a secret. The dingy black sheep
of Manders’ House was not infrequently
in trouble. In fact, Jimmy—who had
seen him speaking to Mr. Googe in
Coombe Wood the day before—had a
pretty clear idea of the trouble,

decent, healthy fellow like Jimmy could
sympathise very much.
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“I know it's cheek to ask you,”
muttered Leggett. “We've never been
friends. And—and I'm done for, Silver,
if somebody doesn't help me out. And
—and I can’t ask anybody else.”

Jimmy grunted angrily.

He knew perfecfly well why Leggett
had picked him out for help. He knew
that he erred on the side of a too-casy-
going good nature, and he thought it
rotten of Leggett to take advantage of
it. He felt inclined to kick the Modern
junior; but, instead of kicking him, he
listened to his tale of woe.

“You saw me yesterday,” mumbled
Leggett. “I—I had to see that man
Googe. I owe him money. He’s going
to kick up a row”

“What did you expect?” grunted
Jimmy. “Do you think you can play
the shady blackguard without trouble
to come?

“I—I thought the horse was going to
Win—"

“You silly idiot!”

“I know I've been a fool,” groaned
Leggett, “but that doesn’t help me
how. Towe him the money, and I can’t
pay him. If he does kick up a row,
goodness knows what will happen to me
here!”

“The sack, I suppose”
Jimmy. “You've asked for it.”

Leggett winced.

“Well, I don’t want to rub it in,” said
Jimmy Silver, remorseful again. “But,
look here, what do you want?”

“If T let him have a pound on account
he will leave me alone till next term.
I can manage then.”

Jimmy compressed his lips.

growled

He won-

dered whether Leggett knew that he|t,

had received a pound note as a “tip”
from home that week. It looked as if
he did.
“1 know it’s a cheek to atk you,
mumbled Leggett drearily. “B
right up against it.”

Jimmy had a struggle in his mmd
His pocket-money was
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guard like that man Googe was the Vvery
Tast use he would have thought of
making of it. © The wretched Leggett
watched him with anxious hope.

“I—I say, I—I might be able to do
something for Lovell in retwrn,” he
muttered.

Jimmy stared.

“What the dickens do you mean?
You can’t get Lhan fathead off his flog-
ging, I suppos

“Well, there mighb be_a chance,”
muttered Leggett. “If the Head's wallet
was found, he might go ecasy with
Lovell.”

“You silly owll” snapped Jimmy.
“The Head's wallet has been lost for
weeks—ever since that night Poggers
pinched it and chucked it away, when
we all got after him. It's been hunted
for high and low. Why, Lovell himself

put in hours hunting for it, thinking
that the Beak might let him off the
gating if he found it. What rot are
you talking?”

“Imean it!” Leggett gave a cautious
glance round, fearful that other ears

might hear. “T’ll tell you something,
Jimmy Silver. But, for goodness’ sake,
keep it dark! In the wood yesterday I

heard that man Poggers and a pal of
his he called Herbert talking about the
Head’s wallet. You know that Poggers
has been after old Manders, trying to
steal his overcoat—"

“What on earth about that?”

“The wallet was in it!” whispered
Leggett.

“The Head’s wallet in Manders’ over-
coat?” repeated Jimmy Silver, wonder-

ing whether Leggett’s troubles had
=d his brain,

know it sounds weird,” said

Legsatt. “But that’s the truth. That's

why that tramp has been hunting
Manders for weeks, trying to steal his
overcoat. I heard him tell the other
brute. That night he was caught here,
you remembex he was run down in

Hor hidi in Manders’

he had plenty of uses for an ex‘tra
“aquid” To let it go to a dingy black-

own room. Well, he hid the wallet in
2 rent in the lining of Manders' over-



THE SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

coat hanging up in the wardrobe there.
I heard him say so. That’s why he’s
been watching for Manders ever since,
trying to steal that overcoat.”

“On!” gasped Jimmy Silver. “But
if you found tlns out yesterday, why
)nven 't you—-

‘I—I never said anything about it.
After I came in, I went to Manders’
room and—and found it there in the
lining of his overcoat, just as that man
Poggers said—-"

T -

“Oh, you won't understand!” mut-
tered Leggett. “That man Googe had
heen tmcutenm" me. I—I thought I'd

borrow—'

“Borrow!” repeated Jimmy.

“Borrow a pound, to keep him
quiet—>

“Are you mad?” gasped Jimmy
Silver.

“I was going to let it be"found with
the rest in it,” muttered Leggett.
“Don’t look at me like that—-"

“You make me sick!” said Jimmy.
“You ought to be kicked out of the
school, you awful toad! You dare to
tell me you pinched——"

“I never did!” panted Leggett.
“Manders came up to the room and
caught me there. I had just time to
chuck the wallet out of the window
before he could see it. He might have
thought—-"

“He might have thought the truth,
do you mean?” said Jimmy savagely.

“Well, I never touched it, as it
turned out. Manders thought I was
there playing some trick, and whopped
me. Afterwards, I looked for the
wallet, but it couldnt be found. I
think it hit a tree when I threw it out

of the window—I heard it hit some-
thing a good distance from the House.
{ve told you this because—because

“Because you can’t find the wallet
and pinch a pound note out of it!” said
Jimmy, with disgust. “Oh, you toad!”

“I needn’t have told you!” said
Leggett sullenly, “It's ‘somewherc
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about, though T can’t find it. It was
losing all that money that made the
Head so wild with Lovell. You've got
to keep dark what I've told you—if you
picked up the wallet they’'d believe it
had been about the quad all the time,

If the Beak got it back, he'd go easy
“mh Lovell—'

“How am I to find it, if you can’t?”

“Well, there’s a chance, anyhow. It
must be somewhere, and not very far
from Manders’ House.”

Jimmy stood silent. It was ftrue
enough that if the Head recovered that
lost wallet, with the forty-five pounds
ten shillings it contained, it might very
likely make him take a more lenient
view of Lovell's offences. But the
chance was a remote one. It was pretty
clear that Leggett had hunted for it
and failed. But Jimmy was thinking
not only of that, but of the wretched
fellow before him.

'You had a stroke of luck, Manders
catching you as he did,” he said
quietly. “You know what you’d be now
if he hadn’t. You must have been mad,
even to think—-"

Jimmy’s hand slid into his pocket.
The fellow was a rank outsider. But
what he had thought of doing, what he
had so nearly done, showed in what
desperate straits he was. Jimmy
Silver’s pound note was hooked!

CHAPTER 0.
Looking After Lovell!
o OT!” said Lovell,
R It was, of course,
i ell.

For weeks after the Head’s wallet
had been lost, Lovell had put in his
leisure time hunting for it, hoping that
if he found it the Head would let him
off the gating. But now that Jimmy
Silver proposed a hunt for the lost
wallet Lovell pronounced it “rot!”

“Utter rot!” he added, as Jimmy
gave him an exasperated glare. “It
cant be found. Haven’t I hunted for
i?

exactly
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“You're rather an ass, you know!”
Raby pointed out. “It might be lying
right under your nose and yowd miss
it.”

“Look here——" roared Lovell.

“Give me a charce to speak, you
fathead!” said Jimmy Silver. “We're
up to Monsieur Monceau for third
school. We can chance it a bit with
Mossoo, and get in late. That gives us
a chance to hunt for the wallet—-"

“I've told you there’s no chance!”

d Lovell

“I've told you there is. I can’t tell
you why I believe so, because it's
another fenows blzney, but you can
take my word for it.”

“Somebody pulling your leg, old
chap,” said Lovell. “You're a bit soft,
Jimmy. Anybody can pull your leg.”

In view of what Lovell had coming
to him from the Head, Jimmy Silver
did not punch his nose. But never had
he felt more strongly tempted to do so.

Raby and Newcome were puzzled by
what Jimmy had told them. He

could not, of course, give Leggett’s
shady secret away. Had Leggett’s
dealings with that wallet become

known, he would have been expelled
from Rookwood on the spot. Jimmy,
therefore, could only tell his friends
that he had a reason to think that the
lost wallet might be found if hunted
for—and though' Raby and Newcome
were puzzled, they were willing to be-
lieve that Jimmy knew what he was
talking about.

Not so Lovell!
Dbest.

“T'm not bothering about that 1otten
wallet,” went on Lovell. “No good
thinking about that now. It's lc=t tor
good, or it would have turned up before

“I tell you I've heard something
about it—'

“Well, what have you heard, then?”

“I can’t tell you that, but you can
take my word for it that there’s a
g};:énoe gf getting hold of the wallet,

Lovell always knew
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“I can take your word all right,”
agreed Lovell, “but you haven't much
sense, old chap, and you let fellows pull
your leg. I saw you ialking with that
tick Leggett a few minutes ago, and
I'll bet he got your pound note off you.”

Jimmy crimsoned, and Raby and
Newcome grinned.

“Never mmd that pound note!”
snorted Jimny;

“Leggett’s mmdmg it,
grinned Lovell. “Did he spin you a
yarn for it? Are you ass enough to
believe him if he did? You ought
never to go out without your friends,
Jimmy. You're too soft.”

Jlmmv drew a deep breath.

you coming to help look for that
wallet?” he asked.

“No! T've got something else on
hand,” answered Lovell. “The bell will
go in a few minutes now. I've been
thinking out what to do while you've
been letting that Modern tick gammon
you. T've decided—-"

“To go to the Head?”

“Hardly!” snorted.  “T'll
watch it! It’s up to Dicky Dalton to
stand by me, only he can’t see it.
Manders has no right to report me, and
I'm not having it. e old fox is
shirty every day now, because of that
tramp Poggers chasing him, and trying
to steal his silly overcoat. Is it my
fault if a lunatic gets after Manders?
Well, he’s not going to take it out of me.
That’s why he’s down on me.”

“All the same—"

“You needn’t jaw—and there’s not
much time for jaw now, anyhow, if I'm
to get clear before the bell goes.”

“Get clear?” repeated Jimmy Silver.

“I'm ordered to go to the Head after
third school, and the bell goes for third
school in a few minutes. Well, 'm not
going. I'm going to cut third school

so that I shan’t be on hand afterwards,
see?”

“Sec?” gasped Jimmy Silver. “No,
I don’t quite see. You've got to go to
the Head’s study, or Eulkeley will taks
you there by your neck——"

I expect!”
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“He's got to gcc hold of my neck

first!” said Lo neck will be

far encugh out o[ n ach if T'm cut

of gates. I'm not going into third
school. 1'm going for a walk.”

“You—you—you're going for a walk!”
stuttered Jimmy Silver. “You be-
nighted ass, you'd be sacked if you
cheeked the beaks like that—"

“Sacked like a shot!” said Raby.

Lovell’s face set obstinately.

“I don’t think so!” he answered.
“But I'm chancing it, at al rate!
You can go and hunt for mat Jolly old
t\al‘ec if you like. I'm of

h which Arthur Edv.ard Lovell
mrned round and walked away towards
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Old Mack blocked his way.

“You can't go out, sir!” said Old
Mack. “Now, you jest—-—"

“Get out of the way, please!” said
Lovell.  “I don’t want to push yeu
over, Mack—and lx you don’t want it,
either, just 1f

M" eye

said old Mack, biinking

Thexn was 1o doubt that in another
moment or two Lovell would have
pushed old Mack over and walked out.
But at that moment there was a rush of
feet behind him, and three pairs of
hands were laid on him at the same
moment.

Jxmmy, Raby, and Newcome dragged

the gates. Jimmy, Raby, and
stared after him, hardly believing their
eyes.

Gates were open. Only seniors were
allowed out in break, and Lovell was
ed,” anyhow, and it was just on
time for third school. Old Mack, the
porter, was in the gateway; his eyes
were on Lovell.

Arthur Edward Lovell was famed in
the Rookwood Fourth as a hunter of
trouble. But it was safe to say that
he had never hunted it so hard as this
before.

In his present state of indignant and
obstinate stubbornness, Lovell was
apparently prepared to set the whole
school at defiance. ~ With his chin up,
he marched off to the gates.

“Lovell!” It was Mr. Manders’ voice.
The Modern master was in the quad,
and he bore down on Lovell as the
junior bore down to the gates. “Stop!
Where are you going, Lovell?”

Lovell’s eyes gleamed. He turned on
Mr. Manders, looked that bony gentle-
man full in his bony face, and then de-
liberately turned his back on him.

Having thus demonstrated what he
thought of Manders, Lovell

him b; and so forcibly
that Arthur Edward hit t.he quadrangle
\Vlth the back of his head, and roared.
“Hold h!m"’ gasped Jimmy Silver.
“You bet!”
“Yo\l cheeky louts!” b.xwled Lovell.
“Leggo! Do you hear me

His chums did not let go. They

THREE MORE TIP-TOP SCHOOL
TALES FOR MARCH!

THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY
Nos. 364, 365 and 366,

“THE GREYFRIARS CRACKSMAN!"
By FRANK RICHARDS.

“THE BOY WHO CAME BACK!”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“THE ST. FRANK'S CADETS!”
By EDWY SEARLES BROOCKS,

gate-ward.
Manders was left, glaring, crimson.
“Lovell!” he shouted. “Stop! Upom
my word! Stop!”
ZLovell marched on, unheeding.

On Sale:
THURSDAY, MARCH 2nd.
Don’t Forget To Order Early!



02

grasped hard and tight, and whisked
Lovell away. They went at a run,
anxious to get him away from the gates.

Lovell  objected strenuously. He
struggled, he wriggled, and he roared.
The bell was beginning to ring for third
school as Lovell was hooked back to the
House.

“Now, are you coming into Form?”
panted Jimmy Silver.

“No!” roared Lovell.

“Hook him in!” said Jimmy.

“What-ho!”

Still wriggling and struggling, Lovell
was hooked in, amid a grinning crowd

of juniors. He was landed, with a
bump, at his desk.
“Now, you blithering idiot—>"

gasped Jimmy.

Lovell bounced up again like an india-
rubber ball. He made a bound for the
door to escape.

“Look out!" shrieked Oswald.

It was too late! Monsieur Monceau,
the French master, came in as Lovell
bounded out!

They met in the doorway with a

crash.

“Mon Dieu!” spluttered Mossoo, as
he staggered back. “Vat is zat! Ooh!”

“Oooogh!” gasped Lovell.

Hands grasped him before he could
dodge round the staggering French
master. He was whirled back to his
desk. His friends held him pinned

ere.

“Ciel!” gasped Monsieur Monceau.
He tottered in. “Lovelll Vat for you
give me vun crash like vun bull zat is
mad? Vat? You will write vun hun-
dred lines of ze Henriade after class—
ecoutez! Vat is ze mattair viz you,
head of a pudding?”

Lovell had to sit it out. But he gave
his anxious friends grim looks. He was
booked for third school; there was no
escape from that.  After third school
he was to go to the Head—and a prefect
would take him if he did not go. But
Arthur Edward Lovell was not beaten
vet! He had said that he wasn't having
if—and what he had said, he had said|
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CHAPTER 41,

A Startling Discovory!

“ OVELL!”
L “Yes, Bulkeley!”

“I've been looking for you!™
snapped the prefect.

“Well, now you've found me,” said
Lovell coolly.

The captain of Rookwood locked at
him, so did about fifty other fellows.

Third scheol was over.. Lovell,
ordered to go to the Head, had not
gone. It was known far and wide that
he was not going—if he could help it.
As the next item on the programme
would be a Sixth Form prefect looking
for Lovell, to take him to his head-
master, the general impression was that
he couldn’t help it.

Now the cracial moment had come.
Bulkeley of the Sixth had looked for
him, and here he was. Breathless atten-
tion was concentrated on Arthur
Edward Lovell.

“The Head is expecting you, Lovell}”
rapped Bulkeley. “Follow me a
once!”

He turned to go back to the House.

Lovell stood stockstill in the quad.
Bulkeley turned again.
“Did you hear me, Lovell?” he

hooted.
“I'm not deaf!” Lovell pointed out.
“I told you to follow me!”

“I know that.”
Bulkeley looked at him almost
blankly. This was a rather new ex-

perience for George Bulkeley.
“Are you coming?” he rapped.
“Not
Bulkeley, with a red face, strode
straight at Lovell, with outstretched

hand. Lovell jumped back.

“Chuck it, Lovell, you ass!” ex-
claimed Mornington.

“Lovell, old man—-" called out
Erroll

Lovell did not heed. Grim and stub-
born determination was written in his
face.  Bulkeley rushed at him—and
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Lovell dodged again, and cut off across
the quad.

There was a roar behind him—of
amazement, mingled with laughter.
Lovell tore on. After him rushed the
captain of Rockwood.

“Lovelll” shrieked Jimmy, in utter
dismay.

Lovell headed towards the gates. Old
Mack stond in the gateway—but he was

repared to up-end old Mack. But
Neville of the Sixth was there, too—
and up-ending Neville was another
matter.

Changing his direction, Lovell ran
Lo\vards Manders’ House.

“Stop!” roared Bulkeley.

Lovell tore on, with the Rookwood
captain in pursuit, and a whole mob of
excited fellows following Bulkeley
Lovell had the spotlight now.

He ran hard. The chase swept round
Manders’ House and back into the
quad.

“Stop him!” roared Bulkeley, and
two or three Sixth Form men, on the
Classical side, ran to lntercept Lovell
as he came back from the Modern side.

Lovell stopped, breathless.

Bulkeley’s grasp was hardly a foot off
him, when, in sheer desperation, he
grabbed at the ancient beech that smod
in front of Manders’ House, and clam-
bered up the trunk.

The Rookwood captain grabbed at
him as he went. Perhaps it was by
accident, in = that wildly excited
moment, that Lovell’s heel clumped
on Bulkeley’s nose. The prefect gave
a yelp, and clasped his nose, and Lovell
escaped his grasp.

Clambering breathlessly, Lovell got
into the tree. Lodged in the branches
over the thick, ancient trunk, he
panted for breath and glared defiance.

Under the branches a mob of fellows
swarmed. Bulkeley, rubbing his nose,
stared up.

“Will you come down?” he bawled.

“Nol” gasped Lovell. “I won't!”

' “You mad young assl” howled
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Bulkeley. “The Head’s waiting for

you. Do you want to be sacked?”
“Looks as if he does!” murmured

Morny. “Never saw a chap beg for it
50 earnestly before!”

“Lovell,”  almost waned Jimmy
Silvl:r “Lovell, old chap—

‘‘You can shut up!” retorted Lovell,
“If youd let me cut when I wanted
to——

“Oh, you awful ass!” groaned
Ji 3

“Come down, at once, Lovell!”
Bulkeley spoke quietly. He was good-
natured, and hated to see a fellow ask-
ing for it in this wild and reckless way.
“I'm giving you a chance, you mad
young idiot. Come down at once, or I
shall have to call your Form-master
to order you down.”

“I'm not coming!”

“You'll have to come down if Dalton
comes!” howled Raby.

“Shall I?”
seel”

“On, you fathead!”

“What is all this?” Mr. Manders
came jerking across from his House.
“Lovell, what are you doing on this
side? Come down out of that tree at
once!”

said Lovell. “Youll

“Did  you speak to me, M
Manders?” asked Lovell.

“What? Certainly I did!”

“Then don't!”

“Wha-a-t!”

“Don’t!” said Lovell.

“Upon my wordl” gasped Mr,

Manders.
“Neville,” called out Bulkeley, “go
and ask Mr. Dalton to step here, will

Nevme of the Sixth hurried away
across the qua

Breathless excitement reigned under
that old beech now, as the Rookwood
crowd waited for the arrival of Richard
Dalton.

Lovell, perhaps, felt a qualm. If S0,
he crushed it down. Deliberately he
clambered higher into the beech. The
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branches were green with the new
folinge of spring.

Suddenly Lovell uttered a loud ex-
clamation as he stared at a small ob-
ject wedged in the tree, sticking in a
srevice between two jutting branches.

It was a slim russia leather note-

case.
From its position it looked as if it
had dropped from the sky—or, at least,
had been tossed from a high window.
Clearly it had fallen through the
branches above, and lodged in that
crevice between two branches.

In his amazement Lovell forgot, for
the moment, that he was a hot-headed
rebel, defying authority, for he knew
what it was. It was the headmaster's
long-lost noteease. It was the wallet
“pinched ” by Slog Poggers, which he
was supposed to have flung away while
being hunted up and down end round
aboui Reokwood School on the night
of the man-hunt. There it was, fairly
staring Lovell in the face.

“Oh crikeyi” gasped Lovell.
luck

He knew nothing of the amazing
history of that wallet. He did not
know that it had ever been hidden in
the lining of Mr. Manders’ overcoat;
that Leggeit had found it there, and
thrown it out of Manders’ window the
day before, just in time to escape being
c’mght with it in his hand.

hatt” gasped Lovell “No
wonder it was never found, if that
pickpocket chucked it up a tree. Who'd
have thought it?”

He grabbed the wallet from the
crevice. As he did so, the quiet but
very authoritative voice of Richard
Dalton reached him from below.

“What

“Lovell, descend from that tree
immediately.”
And, rather to the surprise—but

tly to the rclief—of the Rookwood

owd, Arthur Edward Lovell descended

Irom that tree immediately. With the

Head's lost wallet in his pocket, Lovell

was prepared to go to his headmaster.
The situation was saved!

MANDERS ON THE SPOT !

,CHAPTER 42.
Fool's Luck!
CHISHOLM turned the grim-
D mest of grim faces on the junior
who—a little red* and breath-
less—entered his study.
The Head had been kept waiting.
It was a serious matter for the Big
Beak to be kept waiting. It would
have been stiil more serious had the
Head been aware of Lovell's extra-
ordinary proceedings during the period
for which he had been kept waiting.
‘The expression on the Head's face, as
he fixed lcy eyes on Arthur Edward
Lovell, might have befitted the grim-
visage of the fabled Gorgon.
“Lovelll”
“Yes, sir?”
“You have kept

me waiting for
¥

“I thought yaud
you your notecase.”

“What?"

“Your wallet, sir, _ You remember
the ,Wallet that man Poggers pinched,

like me fo bring

‘1Dn you mean that you have found

my notecase Lovell, that was thrown
away by that pickpocket in his
flight?” asked Dr. Chisholm.

“Yes, sir.”

Arthur Edward laid the famous
wallet on the Head's table.

Dr. Chisholm looked at the wallef,
looked at Lovell, and then at the wallet
again.  The grim severity .of his ex-
pression relaxed very much.

“Bless my soul!” he said.

“I think that's your wallet 8

“Certainly it is!” Dr. isholm
picked it up. “My dear boy I had
qun,c given up hope of ever seeing it
again. Where did you find it? The
whole school has been searched and
searched again.”

“It was in a tree, sir!”

“In a treel” repeated the Head.

. sir; the old beech near
Mandcrs House.”

“Bless my soult” repeated the Head.
“Extraordinary! It shows very little
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sign of having been in the open so long.
I am very much obliged to you, Lovell.
It was certainly very intelligent of you
to think of looking in a tree for it. No
one else thought of such a thing, so far
as I am aware.”

The Head opened the notecase.

Quite a genial smile lighted his
features as he examined the contents.
It was packed with notes. The Head
of Rookwood was not a poor man; still,
the sum of forty-five pounds ten
shillings was a considerable one. There
was no doubt that Dr. Chisholm was
glad, very glad indeed, to get it back.

“I am very, very much obliged to
you, Lovell,” he said.

“Not at all, sir!” said Lovell
modestly. “I've put in a lot of time
looking for that notecase, sir, one time
and another. I'm jolly glad I've found
it.”

He had reason to be glad.

Dr. Chisholm laid the notecase on
the table. Then his eyes fell on the
birch, also lying on the table, which
he had forgotten for the moment.

Lovell waited.

Dr. Chisholm looked at the birch; he
looked at the notecase; he looked at

vell. There was a pause,

“Lovell,” said the Head of Rook-
wood at last, “it was my intention, as
you know, to administer a flogging for
your disregard of authority yesterday.
I feel, however, that I cannot do so
in view of the very great service you
have only this moment performed. In
the c)rcumstances. Lovell, I shall
pardon you.”

“Oh, sir!” murmured Lovell.

“You may go, Lovell,” said the Head,
after another brief pause.

“Thank you, sir.”

“One moment.”  Lovell’s hand was
on the door when the Head spoke
again. “In view of this, Lovell, your
sentence of gating for the remainder of
the ‘term is rescinded. I will mention
the matter to your Form-master. You

tmay go, my
QnLc»veu wenb—as if he were walking
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Jimmy Silver & Co. were waiting for
him at the end of the corridor. When
they saw him come sauntering down
the’ passage, his hands in his pockets
and a cheery satisfied grin on his !ace,
they could hardly believe their ey

“Have you had the ﬂoggmg?”
gasped Jimmy.

“No, thanks!” grinned Lovell. “I
thought I mentioned that I wasn’t
having it. Don’t you remember?”

il Oh don’t be a goat! Why has the
Head let you off, fame‘.d?“ demanded
Jimmy Silver.

“Well, he's hardly likely to flog a
chap who found his notecase for him,”
drawled Lovell. “He's let me off the
gating, too. I rather thought he would
if T found that notecase. You remem-
ber I told you more than once—-"

“You've found the notecase?” yelled
twenty voices.

Lovell nodded cheerfully.

“Oh, yes, I found it—"

“Where?” howled Jimmy.

“It was SLlemg in that tree. That's

“ywell, my hat!” said Jimmy.

“Well,” said Mornington, “if ever
anybody tells me after this that there
isn’t such a thing as fool’s luck——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Edward had been lucky,
whether it was fool’s luck or not; there
was no doubt about that. His friends
marched him away in deep relief.
There were happy and smiling faces
in the end study that day.

CHAPTER 43,
Rogue’s Luck!
R. MANDERS did not smile.

M He was deeply displeased.
Taking his walk in the quad-
rangle that evening, wrapped up
against a chilly east wind in his thick,
warm, grey overcoat, Manders
thought about it with great annoyance.
The discovery of the long-lost note-
case had been a matter of chance. It
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made no difference whatever to Lovell's
offence. Yet the headmaster had seen
{it to pardon him. Ahd that miserable
man, Slog Poggers, was still at large—
and s0 long as he was at large Mr
Manders dared not venture outside the
school walls, but had to take his walks
within, as he was doing now. It was
all very irritating to Manders.

Thinking over that matter with
intense irritation, Mr. Manders was
quite unaware of a lurking, slinking
figure in the shadow of the “beeches.

Within the walls of Rookwood, Mr.
Manders felt safe from the mnposed
lunatic who had a remarkable mania
for stealing his overcoat. Slog Poggers
was too well known to venture near
the schopl. Mr Manders did not know
that Slog now had an ally, who watched
in his place, unknown by sight at the
school.  Still less did he know that
that ally had spotted him over the wail
and had dropped within, and was now
watching in the d:n.{ shadows for a
chance to snaffle

Mr. Manders h'\.d no idea of all that
—till suddenly there came g rush of
footsteps, a spring, and he was down
on the ground, spluttering—and a pair
of hefty hands was wrenching off his
overcoat.

Manders forgot all about Lovell then,
He sprawled and yelled. Fellows came
running from the Houses; lights
flashed in the dark quad; Manders was
found, breathless, but not overwise
hurt, But his overcoat was not found,
and neither was the unknown pincher
who had pinched it. After its many
narrow escapes that celebrated over-
coat was gone at las!

Tn the dark lane 'Erberb was running

MANDERS ON THE SPOT !

fast, with the overcoat bunched under-
his arm. At a little distance from the
school a dark figure darted from the
hedge and joined him.

“Got 11,9" panted Mr. Poggers.
“What do you think?” answeled
"Erbert. .
“ Strike me pink!” said Slog Poggers.
They ran on together, to get to a
afe distance before examining the
ze. They dodged into a field at last
and under the lee of a haystack.
‘Erbert struck matches while Mr.
Poggers went through that overcoat.
He went through it at first with a
joyful face. It was the right overcoat
this time, and under the lining was
hidden—or had been hidden—a wallet
packed with notes. But the joyful
anticipation faded out of Mr. Poggers’
face as his examination of that over-
coat proceeded. Dark dismay replaced
it. He ripped every inch of lining out
of the overcoat before he gave up hope.
But it booted nct. No wallet was

there.

Slog Poggers sat down and groaned.

“It’s been found!” said Slog faintly.
“Strike me pink! ’Cause why, it ain’t
there! Strike me pink and blue!” .

“You idjit, you!” sald ’Erbert, pcr-
haps by way of sympathy.

Two dismal figures dlsappeared
slinking into the night. tattered
overcoat remained to mark the spot
of Mr. Poggers’ cruel disappointment.
Weeks and weeks had Mr. Poggers been
after that overcoat. Now he had got
it—and it had, as it were, turned to
dust and ashes in his mouth. As he
slunk away Mr. Poggers wondered, with
great bitterness, whether, after -all,

honesty might not be the best policy!
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