











from the Remove passage to the box-
room. It was down this staircase
that Wibley was thrown.

Bump ! Bump ! Bump !

“ Qooop ! Wooop ! Yoooogh I ”

“ Ha, ha, ha! " yelled Skinner and
Co. as Wibley crashed.

Wibley picked himself up and
crawled back to his study.

‘“ The rotters | '’ he groaned. “ I'd
like to whop those three smoky ticks.
But how ' He paused, as an idea
smote him.

In the French class that morning,
the three slackers had all been in
trouble with Monsieur Charpentier.
They had been given lines to hand in
by tea-time,but they hadn’t troubled to
do them, because Mossoo always forgot.

But supposing Wibley made up as
Mossoo and caned Skinner & Co. for
not doing their lines !

Wibley had made up once or twice
before as the French master. They
were much of the same height, and
Wibley could stuff himself to Mossoo’s
thickness with the aid of cushions.
He had a false beard, moustache and
wig which he kept specially for his
Mossoo make-up.

* Ripping | "’ chortled Wibley. I
can make up so like Mossoo that a
microscope couldn’t tell us apart.
The only drawback is, I shall have to
borrow a gown and mortar-board.
Still, Quelchy’s got a spare outfit, and
I know where he keeps it.”

Fired with this idea, Wibley went
along to Mr. Quelch’s study to annex
his spare gown and mortar-board.
Quelch, he knew, would be in the Form
room, preparing some lessons for class
that afternoon.

As it happened, however, Mr.
Quelch walked back to his study for
a book. He turned the corner of the
Masters’ Corridor just as Wibley was
vanishing into his study.

(

“ Who's that?” demanded Mr.
Quelch, as he had only a fleeting back
view of the visitor.

“ Oh, crumbs!” gasped the dis-
mayed Wibley inside the study.
“ Here comes Quelchy | ”

Wibley made a jump for the cup-
board, and crouched inside it. He
certainly did not want Mr. Quelch to
sce him appropriating his scholastic
gown.

Quelch strode along the passage and
entered the study.

“ What do you want?" he in-
quired, as he came in. * You should
not—bless my soul |

He stared around the study in
dismay. The study was—or appeared
to be—empty !

Mr. Quelch rubbed a shaking hand
over his eyes. To make quite sure, he
looked under the table and behind the
screen, but he knew, as he did so,
that it was useless.

Was Hacker's doleful verdict right ?
Had he really got a strained brain ?
Was he the victim of hallucina-
tions ?

He took the book and left the study,
his face quite pale. With a faltering
step he made his way back to the Form
room. He would not tell Hacker
about it—anything was better than
admitting to Hacker that he had been
right all the time. But he would
secretly tell his troubles to a doctor.
And yet—DMTr. Quelch shook his head.
No, he would keep the matter to
himself and trust that nothing more
would happen.

In class that afternoon he was quite
worried. Wibley, however, was cheer-
ful. He had annexed the gown and
mortar-board, and that was all he
cared.

Skinner grinned at Wibley when the
Remove was dismissed. Wibley
grinned, too.
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“ You wait,” he murmured, ** till
I get my make-up on! Then you'll
see some fireworks, you rotter | ”

THE THIRD CHAPTER
MOSS00'S TWIN!
owrLy Moses | "’ gasped Micky

Desmond. ‘“It’s Mossoo
himself, intoirely ! ”’
Wibley grinned complacently.

Desmond, his study-mate, had been
helping him don his make-up, and
now the transformed schoolboy actor
stood in all his glory—as like Mossoo
as one pea is like another.

“ Bon soir | ”’ clucked Wibley, a la
Mossoo. ‘‘ Now zen, Desmond, mon
enfant, vat you zink of zees—yes ? "’

‘“ Begorrah |’ grinned Desmond.
“ Ye look more like Mossoo than
Mossoo does himself. If I didn’t know
it was yez, I wouldn’t belave it, in-
toirely.”

Wibley picked up a cane. With his
beard and moustache, and his figure
padded out to triple-size, no one could
have imagined he was only a boy.
He grinned and turned to the door.

As he did so, there was a tap on the
door. Wibley stopped.

The door opened and a voice spoke.

“ Bon soir, mes enfants, I desire zat
mon Dieu!” howled Monsieur
Charpentier, clutching at his forehead.
‘“ Vat is zees ?

Mossoo had been beaming as he
opened the door, but at the sight of
Wibley his hair stood on end, and he
seemed about to have a couple of
fits.

Wibley groaned beneath his malke-
up. It was the worst possible luck !
What mischance had brought Mossoo
on the scene he neither knew nor
cared, but it was obvious, now, that
the game was up. :

Desmond looked on in dismay.

“ Ar-r-th |’ shrieked Mossoo.

“y

go mad, vasn't it? Who is zees zat
look so mooch like me ? Pardieu, 1
am amaze ! "’

Wibley was silent.

‘“ Speak viz yourself, rascal!”
hooted Mossoo fiercely. * Zat isn't
me—no ? I'm here, not zere! Who
is it zat make himself like me?
Speak, scelerat ! ”

“I—I—I'm Wibley, m'sieu!”
stuttered the unhappy jester. *“ I—I
— You see &

“ Wibley | C’est ne pas possible |
Vz}‘t IforIzen you look like zat ? ”

was just making up

for—er " Wibley gasped. *‘ You
see, [—1——"

“Qui, oui! I see! I zink so!”

nodded Mossoo grimly. ‘ You vill
make yourself like me on ze purpose,
hein ? It is to make ze zhoke of me,
res ? ”

‘ Oh, Mossoo ! ”

“ Qui, oui, sans doute! Ve vill
see what Monsieur Quelch zink of
heem. Allons, mon enfant! [Follow
me and bring too zat gown and
zat hat!”

“ QOh, lor’ | ” groaned the wretched
Wibley.

“ Faith, and it’s hard luck, ould
chap ! ” murmured Desmond.

Wibley groaned again as he walked
with Mossoo towards Mr. Quelch’s
study. Not only would he be pun-
ished for the trick, but there was the
little matter of Quelchy’s gown into
the bargain. It seemed to the unlucky
jester that his woes were without end.

There were howls of astonishment
and laughter at the sight of Mossoo
and Wibley walking together, as like
as two peas. Fellows could hardly
believe their eyes.

*“ Great pip | ”

“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

““What on earth—"" Harry Wharton
gasped. ‘‘ Mossoo’s got a twin ! "
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Mr. Quelch came along Masters’ Corridor just as
Wibley was vanishing Into his study. ‘“ Who's
i+' that? " demanded the Remove master, as he had
only a fleeting back view of the visitor. Wibley was

‘“ He, he, he!" cackled Billy
Bunter. ‘I say, you fellows, Mossoo
is beside himself with rage. He, he,
he | ”

‘“It's Wibley ! gasped Desmond.
“ Poor old Wib!”

“ Wibley ! ”  The fellows under-
stood at once, and there was a roar of
laughter.

* The howling ass!”  exclaimed
Wharton. “ He'll bag a flogging
for this | ”

“Venez | ” hooted Monsieur

Charpentier, grasping Wibley by the
arm.

“ Come in!” called Mr. Quelch,
when they tapped his study door.

They went in, and stood side by
side before Mr. Quelch’s desk. The
Remove master was writing busily.
He did not look up.

trapped !

‘ What is it ? "’ he asked.

“ Mon cher Quelch 2

Mr. Quelch looked up.

For one second his eyes dwelt on
the twin Mossoos in front of him.
Then he left his chair and proceeded
in the direction of the ceiling for a
distance of three feet.

Having come to earth again, he
uttered a howl of dismay and fairly
bounded out of the study.

* My dear sair- " gasped Mossoo,
astounded.

But Quelch was gone.

Mr. Hacker was about to start his
tea when the door of his study was
flung unceremoniously open, and
Quelch flew in and collapsed into a
chair.

“ What—what—what——"" Hacker
exclaimed, startled.
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‘“ Hacker, I'm going mad! I'm
beginning to see double! You were
quite right—I admit it—hallucina-
tions—delusions 4

“1 was sure of it,"” said Hacker
soothingly. * Come, come, my dear
Quelch, don’t give way. There may
still be some vestige of hope for
you.”

“1 assure you, Hacker, that not
two minutes ago I distinctly saw two
figures of Monsieur Charpentier in my
study. I saw them as plainly as 22

“Yes, yes, of course,’’ agreed
Hacker. “ An infallible proof of
mental aberration. Probably a case
of incipient paranoia.”

“ Can—can anything be done for
it ?” groaned Quelch.

“ Done? Why, of course. After a
few years’ rest %

“ A few years!’” cried Quelch.

“ Yes, in absolute solitude——"'

“ Oh l ”

““ It is quite possible that you may
recover,’’ said Hacker cheerfully. ‘““We
must not, of course, under-estimate
the gravity of your condition, but
there is a distinct chance—— Why
—what—what " howled Hacker,
as Mossoo and Wibley appeared in
his study doorway.

Mossoo was gasping with astonish-
ment.

“ Pray listen to me, sair =

“ Two of them !’ hooted Hacker,
clutching his head.

Quelch turned to him eagerly.

““Can you see two of them?’ he
demanded hopefully.

‘“ See them, sir? Of course I can
see them | Do you think I am blind ? "
Hacker fairly gibbered.

Mr. Quelch laid a soothing hand on
his arm.

“ Come, come, don’t give way,
Hacker,” he said. * There may still
be some hope for you. Of course,

we must not expect too much, but
after a few years’ rest !

“ Mr. Quelch1”

 Meestair Quelch |’ howled Mos-
soo, in despair. ‘ Listen, sair!
Ecoutez, je vous prie ! ”

‘“ If you are Monsieur Charpentier,”
gulped Quelch, ““ will you kindly tell
me who is—that !’ He pointed to
Wibley.

‘ Certainement, if you vill pairmit
me to speak,” roared Mossoo. ‘‘ Clest
Wibley, sair, en deguise! He has
made himself to look like me B

“ Wibley | " Mr. Quelch drew a
deep breath. “ Ah, now I under-
stand | This is not the first time he
has impersonated people at this
school. So, Wibley, you have dared
to caricature Monsieur Charpentier in
this ridiculous way ? ”

“1 I yes, sir ! "

“ 1 leave ze mattair to you, sir,”
said Mossoo, and, with a bow, he
walked away, considerably puzzled.

Mr. Quelch glared at Wibley. Mr.
Hacker glared at both of them.

“ You will be punished severely for
this prank, Wibley. I am greatly
inclined to take you to your head-
master for a flogging.” Wibley
writhed. ‘“ Where did you procure
that gown and mortar-board you are
carrying ? "’

Wibley groaned dismally. He had
expected this.

“ They’re yours, sir!”

“What?’" Mr. Quelch glared.
“ Do you mean that you have ab-
stracted them from my study ? "

“ Mmmmmm ! "’

“ When?” The master’s voice
was like buzz-saw going through teak.
“ Just—just before class, sir!”

A glitter shot into Mr. Quelch’s
eyes.

“ Were you in the study when—
when i
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‘“Bon soir, mes enfants, 1 desire zat
head.

““Yes, sir, in the cupboard,” re-
plied Wibley, with a faint grin.

“Oh!” Mr. Quelch pondered.
“ Wibley, did you have anything on
your back in the quadrangle this
morning ? "

‘“Eh? Yes, sir—a card. A fellow
pinned it on me for a joke.”

‘“ Indeed ? "

Wibley was amazed to see the
dawning of a gentle smile on Quelchy’s
face.
was thrilling with happiness. Relief
poured over him like a healing
stream. There were no delusions,
after all.

Wibley waited miserably to hear
his doom.

The Remove master, in fact,’

mon Dieu I ** howled Monsieur Charpenticr, clutching at his fore-
““Vat is zees 2" At the sight of his double in the room the French master scemed about to have
a couple of fits |

“ Follow me,” said Mr. Quelch
abruptly, and led the way to his own
study. ‘‘ Replace my gown and mor-

tar-board |’ Wibley took them off
in silence. ‘' Very well! Now you
may go | "

“ Eh ? ”

“You may go!” Mr. Quelch

simply couldn’t look severe. He
beamed. ‘I propose to overlook the
matter this time. But if anything
of the kind occurs again it

Wibley didn’t wait for the rest.
Amazing, incredible as it was, Quelch
had told him to go. Wibley went,
before Quelch could change his
mind |

THE END
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ROOKWOOD

ABOUT eight hundred years ago,
There lived in Happy Hampshire, so
The old historians tell us,

A Baron, last of all his line,

‘Who split his rivals to the chine

Whenever he felt jealous |
This Baron’s gloomy castle stood

Within a rook-infested wood.

The building was in Norman style,
A mighty and forbidding pile,
To fit the Baron haughty |
And from its portals, strong and stout,
The Baron frequently went out
To make a sudden sortie,
Until the castle was attacked
One morning, and completely sacked |

But Rookwood wasn’t finished yet ;

A certain grim Plantagenet
Upon it hung his banner,

And stayed until the Civil War,

When Rookwood was besieged once more
In no uncertain manner ;

The keep, though partly ruined, stood ;

The rest was battered down for good.

There next was built a country seat,

A spacious manor-house, complete
With windows, large and leaded :

And secret passages galore,

Through which the owners ran, before
They found themselves beheaded.

(In those old days it often paid

To have a secret passage made.)

And many dramas here took place ;
For instance, we may take the case

Of one poor girl, Eleanor,
Who went one morning to her tower
To sit and paint, and since that hour
No eye has ever seen her !
She simply disappeared—but how
Has not been answered even now.

But space forbids us to recite

The tales of terror-stricken flight,
With ghostly candles burning !

The manor passed through many hands

And now, as Rookwood College, stands,
A famous seat of learning !

And yet its glories still increase,

Long may it flourish thus in peace !
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