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A Magnificent New Long Completer

The 1st Chapter.
, Morny Resigns,
“Trot in, Morny!”

Jimmy Silver, the captain of the
Rookwood Fourth, was sitting on the
corner of the table in the end study,
needle and thread in hand, repairing
a rent in a pink-and-white blazer.

He looked up and nodded cordially
as Mornington of the Fourth looked
1.

Jimmy’s manner was very friendly.

It was quite a new thing for Jimmy

Silver to be friendly with the dandy

of the Fourth, but Mornington had
held out the olive branch, and Jimmy,
with his usual cheery good temper,
had been willing to meet him half-

way.

B 5 O W I N

at Rookwood School.

And Morny, who had given up | with his mending.

breaking bounds, and smoking in the
study with Lattrey and Peele and the
other *'nuts’-—at least, for the pre-
sent~—was quite a new character just
now.

Jimmy Silver hoped - that the
change in him would last, and the
nuts of Rookwood hoped precisely
the reverse. There was certainly no

teilimf. Morny was neveér quite
reliable,
There was a cloud on Morny's

brow as he lounged into the study,

“Mendin’ your clothes—what ?”’ he
asked, staring . at the blazer in
Jimmy’s hands.

“Exactly!”

“_By oa i r

Jimmy Silver went cheerfully on

CONQUES "I

afford to be so extravagant in clothes,
or 1n anything else, as the wealthy
Morny. And he did not want to be.

Mornington’s lip curled for a
moment-—Jimmy affecting not to ob-
serve 1t. He did not want to quarrel
with Mornington.

“Well, about the Bagshot match
this afternoon ?” said Mornington,
abruptly.

“All serene! We're starting im-
mediately after dinner,” said Jimmy,
“Don’t tell me you’re not fit,”

“T’'m as fit as o fiddle !”

“(Good !

“T1 suppose you'd miss me a lot if
I stood out of the team ?” said Morn-
ington sarcastically.

Jmmmy Silver looked up.

PENNY.,

He could not |
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Story, dealing with the Adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co.

- "“1've put you in the team, Morn-
ington because you can bowl, and we
want bowlers,” 'he said. |
vou can be stood in the eleven because
you seem to have got over your swank
a good deal., But if you want to get
out I can replace you easily enough.”
“1 don’t want to get out!”

“That’s all right, then. You’ll
come to Bagshot with ys,” said
Jimmy, more amiably, “1 rather

fancy we shall pull it off this after-
noon. Three bowlers like yvou and
Errol and my humble self will rather
surprise Pankley and Co.”

“T’ve looked 1n to tell you I can’t
come, after all !”

“ ORI

“I'm sorr sald Mornington.

Jimmy Silver’s eyes gleamed. He

1M

“T think

[ Weok Ending Auqgust 11th, 1917.

had half expected some ‘‘rot” from

Mornington on the eve of the match.

It was exactly like the old Morny, to
worlk his way into the junior eleven,
and throw it over like this at the last
minute.

Jimmy dug the needle savagely
into the blazer.

“T was an ass to think of trusting
you,’” he said.  ““This is just like
ou, Morny. ' Another engagement,

i i

X esd

“And 1t’s turned up since your
name was put down for the eleven?”

&b YEE !”.

‘“ And
Bagshot 7”’

"L cant !l

““Go and eat coke then!” snapped
Jimmy Silver. ‘‘Keep your precious
engagement. What is it—billiards at
the Bird-in-Hand ?” R

di NO I!‘!’ _

“Banker in Lattrey’s study —
what?” growled Jimmy Silver.

(X Nn !!‘!

“Well, T don’t car® a rap what it
18! Buzz off and don’t bother !”

Mornington gritted his teeth. |

Lovell and Raby and Newcome
came into the end study before he

could reply.

you're not coming to

“Finished that rag, Jimmy?”
asked Lovell.

“Just on.”

“It’s close on dinner.  Hallo,
Morny !” bl

Mornington did not speak.

“You fellows' haven’t been row-

ing 7”7 said Lovell, glancing from one
to the other. ‘I thought rows were
off now Morny’s taken up ecricket,
and joined the eleven.”

W Morny’s® resigned his  place !’
snggpfgql_\..]iﬂ1r1*1y. ““He won’t be play-
ing azainst Bagshot this afternoon.”
: like him?” ex-
claimmed Lovell, in tones of exaspers-
tion. ‘‘Right at the last ‘minute,
Oswald’s gone home for the afternoon.
He'd have stayed if he’d known.
Morny couldn’t tell you *before; o?
course. Just one of his old tricks!”

“Look here-——" began Morning-
ton savagely.

“Oh, ring off !” exclaimed Lovell.
“What are you resigning for? Has
somebody. come between the wind and
vour mnobility ? Did you expect
Jimmy to lick"your shoes, and the rest
of "the team to bow. down and
worstid &8 Brsr-r-r-r !

“Did you expect to be kow-towed
to, you' Swanking ass!” said Raby,
in tones of deep contempt. ... |

“Or did you want to leave the
team in the lurch, by sticking out at
the last minute ?” snapped Newcome.
“You’ll have to play another Modern
chap, Jimmy.”

“T’ll find somebody,”” said Jimmy.
“And I shall know better than to
trust Morny agam !”’ |

“Does that mean that 'm out of
the team for good?”’ sneered Morn-
mgton.

“¥Yes, -1t does !

‘“1 should joliy well say so ! ex-
claimed Lovell indignantly. . . * How:
often do you expect to be able to
play tricks like that? Do you want
us all to go down on our kneeés, and
beg you to play?” 3

“That's 1t!1” | .growled . Raby.
“We’'ve got to be jolly civil, and then
the dear {ellow will condescend to
play, after all! I'd rather kick him
out of the cleven myself !”’

Lovell threw the door open wide,

“There’s your way, Morny, and be
glad you don’t get a boot behind you
to help you out!”

Mormington looked furiously at the

Fistical Four of the Fourth. His
hands were clenched hard.

“You confounded cheeky cads
——' he broke out fiercely.

“Zhnt'ﬁ enough! . Get out, or

R s Bl

“Or what?” sneered Mornington.
“Or you’ll be put out!”

(Continued on the next page.)



“Put me out then, you ecad, if you

think you can do it,” said Morning-
ton between his teeth. =
“Wh&t"’hﬂ I]’ ! .

Edward Arthur Lovell was not slow
He ran

. to accept the challenge.
- straight at the dandy of the Fourth,

Mornington met = him = fiercely
enough, | ol
o Lovell grasped him, receiving,

without heeding, two or three savage
blows, and swung him through the
doorway., |

There was a crash as Mornington
landed in the passage. |

He rolled over, gasping, and Lovell
glared at him from the doorway.
Mornington }l:s]icked himself up, his
~brow like thunder, and his eyes
thtermg. " He gave Lovell a deadly
ook, and went down the passage.

Jimmy Bilver slid off the table, and
put away hig ncedle and thread.
" Finished!” ' he said. * Let's get
down. There goes the bell !

- And the Fistical Four went down to

dinner,

The 2nd Chapter.
A Little Too Hasty!
Jimmy Silver wore a thoughtful
look at dinner. |
He had the responsibilities of junior
cricket gkipper on his shoulders. He
had been very well satisfied with the
'loeven a had mMacia 11N tar thoe matah
*u\m-rtn () uml I'nﬂ.ju up for ﬂm IIIHL'-‘I
ot Bagshot Mehool, Now he bad to
roplace Mornington.
Jivnmy could  mnot help fecling
cxagperated, | .
Morny had shown up so well in
cricket practice lately, and he seemed
to have overcome his  tendency to
“swank’” and temper so much since
he had . chummed with Kit Erroll,
that, Jimmy had put aside his old
distrust, and let his old rival mto the
teannt. _
 Now Mornington had let hun down
‘at the last moment— and at an awk-
ward moment. ‘

 Qswald, who could have filled his -

place, though not so well, had gone
home for the half-holiday, and he had

taken Rawson, one of Jimmy's most

reliable men, with him.

. Neither was available now, though
‘either would willingly have played if
Jimmy ' had known in tune, '
Cbhe. captain of the Fourth could
not help thinking that Morny had
timed his resignation on purpose—
doubtless with the intention of being
entreated to play. That sort of thing
was quite in keepmg with Morny’s
old character. i

¢ Jimmy Silver was not likely to en-
treat anybody to play. His problem
was to -;,,[e,%]acu Mornington with the
least- possible danger to, the team.

.. He  degided upon 'Towle, of the
Moderniside, and after dinner he cut
aeross, the-.quad to Mr. Manders’
house to tell Towle. 0
- Fhe.three Tommies of the Modern

side—Dodd and Doyle and Cook—

were 1n the eleven, and they were
hzuleamd to hear Jimmy’s mews, their
opinion  being that there weren't
enough Moderns in the team anyhow,
Y godfor you ! said Tommy Dodd
‘heartily. o iSure you don’t want a
few jmore. Moderns in the team, old
seouts v aWe want to beat Bagshot,

you lﬁllﬂ}}‘.,: and I don’t quite see how |

we're going to do it with such a gang
of (lagsica)l duflers.”
0 Ratg! saad Jimmy Silver.

“ But, what is Mornington standing
outrfor?” asked MTowle.  “I'm glad
$0 play, of course, but my bz:mgiug
isn't a patch on Morny's, to tell the
b L
I lovdehip has another engage-
ment,” said Junmy Silver sarcasti-
evally, . " A merry engagement that’s
turned up since he was put in the
VBRERRRAT A 1
e dwanking o ass!?
Tommy Deodd. -
208 all the nerve, to tell you so1”
vemarked Tommy Cook. “ Morny's
‘got plenty of cheek.”

A little too much for. a member
of the Rookwded junior eleven!”
grunted Jimmy Silver. ' Get.rcady,
vou fellows! We've gob to start
early, as we're walkig over to Bag-
shot.” _
Y Ready, my. son,
| o ! - .
fow more Moderns in the team-—-
“Bow-wow 7

commented

If vou'd lhike a
3
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v Teni, 'minuﬁe:ﬁ- later the Rookwood

| cricketers walked out of the gates.
A %10:;:{1 many Juniors were going over
with

them to see the match, but

| Mornington was not among the erowd

that came out into the road,

The eleven was a good one, con-
sisting of Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby,
Newcome, Krroll, Conroy, Van Ryn
(Classicals), and Tomuny Dodd,
Tommy Cook, Tommy Doyle, and

But Jimmy would have been glad
to have Mornington in the ranks—if
only that superb youth could have
forgotten his swank and learned to
play the game.

Kit Erroll joined Jimmy Silver as
the cricketers strode down the lane,
en route to Bagshot. Brakes were
“off,” owing to war economy.

“"Hard clieese on Morny, isn’t it 7"
Erroll remarked.

Jimmy stared at him.

“I don’t see 1t,”’ he answered drily,
“1 don’t want to say anything against
your special chum, Erroll, but I'm
sorry 1 didn’t give him a thick ear
before I left.”

“Jdimmy !

“Blessed if I know how you can
stand ' the swanking ass, Erroll,”
growled Raby. ¢ Fancy resigning at
the very last minute———-"

“He couldn’t help it, could he ?”

“1 suppose he could,” growled
Jimmy Silver, * Banker in Lattrey’s
study may be awfully important, but
not quite so umportant as a cricket
mateh.’’

“Didn't Morny tell
couldn’t come, then ?”’

“He told me he had another en-

gagement.’’
'I'I'I',:___h i B R SNSRI
4

I'T'“”. {l'{l\"\'lll"‘tl‘

“He couldn't come, Jimmy. llos
bound to stay in this alternoon, as his
guardian’s coming down to the school
pspecially to see him.” |

“His guardian coming down?”
ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

“Yes; Sir Rupert Stacpoole.”™

“h 011 IH

“Hir Rupert’s letter was delayed in
the post, and Morny only got it just
before dinner,” said Irroll.
canie to you at once to tell you-—

“Oh, my hat ! said Jimmy.

The Fistical Four looked at one
another.  Their faces were rather
pink, and they looked sheepish.

Hrroll looked at them inguiringly,

you why he

-

I+ “Didn't Morny tell you that?” he
asked.

“Nunno. I—I don't think-—perhaps

-1 gave him much time,” murmured

Jimmy Silver. “I-I concluded that
it was some more of his swank.”

‘“And I elung him out of the
study,’” mumbled Lovell.

“ And-—~and he wanted to come and
couldn’t !” said Raby. *I—1 must
say it was rather hard cheese on
Morny.”

“1 think 1t was,’”’ said Krroll very
quietly.
~Jimmy Silver knitted his brows as
he walked om.

He had been a little hasty.

Morny, in fact, was a dog with a
bad name, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
had judged him on that bad name,
without giving him a chance. Cer-
tainly Morny could not leave Rook-
wood that afternoon if his guardian
was coming down spectally to see
him.

“Well, I'm sorry,” said Jimmy at
last. ““ It was so exactly like Morny’s
old swank, that—that A

“Mhat's how it was,”” murmured
Lovell.  f Stille—" |

“We'll tell him we’re sorry when
we got back,” said Raby.

‘“ Yes, rather.”

The cricketers went on their way,
the Tistical Four, and especially
Arthur Edward Lovell, wishing sin-
cerely that they had been a little more
patient with Mornington of the
Fourth.

v T .

The 3rd Chapter, |
Mornington's Profege,

“Hang them!”

Mornington uttered that comment,
as he stood at the window of No. 4
Study, and watched the cricketing
crowd stream out of the gates of
Rookwood. |

Mornington was in a savage temper.

The misunderstanding im the end
study had enraged him, and ¢ertainly
he had some cause for complaint.

He could have mnipped that mis-
understanding in the bud by hasten-
ing to explain to Jimmy Silven, but

| he had not chosen to do so, his lofty"
| temper being at fault. He really had

‘tap came at the door,

A ll‘e |

‘growled Mormngton.

" JTE ' BOYS* ; FRIEN | -

himself to thank for it, but he did
not look at 1t in that light. .

He was annoyed at having to cut
the cricket match, enraged with
Jimmy Silver for the way his resigna-
tion had been accepted, and discon-
tented generally. = . 00 |

The visit of his guardian was not »

leasant matter, either. Morny had
ﬁis own reasons for looking forward
to it with uneasiness. i

As he stared gloomily from the
window, Lattrey of the Fourth passed
below, and, glancing up, caught his
Ve,

#Ln-ttre;;?‘- smiled sneeringly.

Lattrey, at least, knew of the secrot
misgiving that weighed upon Morny’s
heart, and he rejoiced to know of it,
since  his  bitter quarrel with the
dandy of the Fourth. |

Mornington watched him savagely
out of sight. Then he swung round
from the window as the study door
opened., |

Pecle and Gower and Townsend
looked in.

“Comin’ 77 asked Peele.

“ Where ?”’ snapped Mornington.

“We're going to have a little game

in the abbey ruins. As you're not
pln,lyin" cricket it seemg——""
"~ “PBe a sport, old scout,” said Town-
send, “Lattrey’s goin’ to be there,
an’ he’s willin’ to overlock your little
tiff with him.” _

“T'm not!” growled Mornington.

‘“ Are you keepin’ this game up?”
asked Peele with a eneer, ‘‘1s banker
off for good—and billiards 7™ i

Mornington glared at the smiling
nuats. +

“Get out!” he snapped.

“You're not coming, dear boy I’

bé ND I!!!- - | |

“(to an’ eat ooke, then!” grinned
Pecle, and he slammed the door ; and
the nuts of Roockwood went their own
way.. |

ﬂcrningtan paced the study with
knitted brows and restless strides, He
had broken with his old friends—~the
nuts—as much for Erroll's sake as
anything else. He had taken up
crickat and ot into the aleven, and
[LQ Wi

e was in o savage and discontented
mood. e spun round angrily as a
It was a fag
who entered-—Murphy of ths Second
Form, more familiarly known as
*“*Krbert.”

The  waif of « Rookwood  glanced
timidly abt  Mornington’s scowling
face.

Much as little "Erbert admired the
superb youth who had rescued him
from want, and to whom it was due
that he was admitted to Rookwood,
he was generally a little timid in ap-
proaching him, |

Morny’s temper was uncertain.

He was capable of great generosity,
as when he pickecf up
vagrant on the road, and brought him
home to Rookwood. He had stood
"Erbert’s steady friend, and he had
prevailed upon his guardian to enter
the little waif at Rookwcod and pay
his fees there.

But  for Mornington, the little
nameless waif would still have been
tramping the roads, in misery and
want.

But all the same, Morny was as
likely as not to snap his head off

when he approached, as 'Erbert had
| learned from experience. |

He wmight be overflowing with
generous kindness, or in a savage and
irritable mood-=there never was any
telling. il

It was the latter mood that had the
upper hand now, and as soom as
"Krbert saw his face he repented him
that he had come to the study,.

“Well?” gnapped Mornington.

“Jl—— An't you going over to
Bagshot, Master Mornington?”

a NG- 73 !

“1-—I was going over with Bnooks
and Jones to see you play, sir,” said
"Hrhert.

them =" | ' : iy
| “Well, T'm not going. Ol Stm;:,x_-..
poole’s ooming  this  alternoon,”

"Brbert, who was backing through
the doorway, stopped. o

“ Your gnardian coming, sir?

&L 'S_-Tgﬁ "y '

“Prlaps he'll want to sea me,
Master Mornington. I'd better not
go out.” L

“Why should he want to see you?
growled Mgmingtcm.
young ass! !

"Krbert’s face erimzoned.

HI I ML

“0Oh, don’t stutter!”

Iﬁ’ v w ar: unablz to oblain this :
publication regularly, pleases tell
any newsagent to get vt from:

Mossageries HACHETTE ot Gié.,
111, Rue Reamur, PARIS..

~and hadn’t anything |
clothes I stand up in—what?” Morn-
ington laughed sardonically.
I'd be in your old fix, 'Erbert-—except
that I have a name to be called by,
and you hadn’t.” |

that, Master
'Frhert hreathlessly

study, and the
watched him with uneasy, troubled
eyes,

gassin’. 7011
shot to see the match?’

the little |

Jones minimug out of tlie river,

‘his  dropped
looked down upon and sneered at by

“As you didn’t start with

“PDon’t, be 2 |

*0 THE BOYS AT THE FRONT! |

Rupert generally does say a word or
two to me when he comes,” faltered
"Erbert. *I—I shouldn’t like “im to
P_hm}s as 1 wouldn’t stay in to see
7 ¢ I

“Oh, rot! Old Stacpoole’s comin’
down specially to see me about a
private matter,” said Mornington im-
atiently.,  *“You won’t be wanted.
ou can clear off with the fags, and
the eooner the better.”

 Erbert’s lip quivered.

“Yes, sir,” he said, m a low voice.
Mornington caught his expression

as he withdrew hastily into the
passage, and his own expression
changed.

““Hold ' on, ’'Erbért!” he ' said.

“COome in, kid! = Don't mind my
beastly temper; I'm worried horribly
to-day.”

The little waif's face cleared at
once.

1 don’t mind, sir,” he said
brightly. “1 didn’t mean for to
bother, you, sir, only—-" |

“That’s all right, kid.” Morning-

ton
“T believe you care a little

“1'd do anythin’ for you, Master
Mornington,” said *Erbert earnestly.
“Only you jest say the word.”

Mornington smiled.

“You were pretty hard up when 1
found you, 'Erbert, weren’t you?”

“BStarvin’,” said 'Erbert simply.

“Dashed gueer position for a chap

to be in,” said Mornington musingly.

“ Buppose—suppose for a minute,
"Krbert, that I got into the same {ix

-—-—-—what il

"Erbert stared. |

“You, Master Morny:” "
“Yes. Suppose I lost my money,
left but the

“Then

“But—but there ain’t no danger of
Morny !”  exclaimed

Mornington did not answe

He wmoved restlonsly  about  the
wall of Rookwood

The dandy of Rookwood turned to

him at last. with a smile.

“All serene, "Erbert. I was only
Are you goin’ over to Bag-

“Not 'if you ain't playin’, Master

Morny,” said ’Erbert simply. *“ Snooks

and Jones would rather come for a
swim. so we’ll be goin’ up the river,

if you don’t want me to stay in.’

“Right-ho! ' Cut off, and 1 hope
vou'll have a good time. Don’'t get
out of vour depth.”

'Erbert grinned.

“T'm a good
Morny.”

“¥Yes—I remember your

swimmer, Mauaster
fetchin’
" gaxd
Mornington. *“How do yvou get on
with Jones now?” ;

“We're pals,” said 'Erbert. *Old
Jonesy don't mind my droppin’ my
aitchos now--he's a good sort.”

The little waif left the study, much
cheered by Morny’s return to good-
humour. But there was something
of o cloud on hisg face.

Morny's reference to a possible fall
from his high estate troubled him,
though he could not think that the
Fourth-Former was speaking seriously.
Mornington continued to pace the
study restlessly.

'Firbert’s devotion to him, which,
with all his cyniciam, he knew was
genuine, touched him a good deal.
"Erbert, with his gueer language and
aspirates, had been

Morny’s friends, the nuts; but he
would be loyal to his benefactor if
disaster came. | |

Certainly he was not so aristocratic
as the elegant Townsend or Topham
—he did not even know what his

‘name was; Murphy merely being the

narme of the kind-hearted soldier who
had taken charge of him, and who
had 'since given lig life for bis
country.

But the nameless waif of Rookwood
had qualities in his nature that Town-
send and Topham did not share.

At came into Morny's mind that, if
the worst happened, he would not be
able to ecarry out lis plans for

‘Firbert's future-—the waif of Rook.

wood would be left without'a friend

| again. Somehow, that was a troubling
thought, even to the cynical black
‘sheep of the Fourth. |

The sound of wheels i the quad-
rangle aroused him from moody

thoughts, and he went downstairs to

meet his guardian.

e

The 4th Chapter.
The Missing Heir.

(i Rupert Stacpoole came up  to
| Study No. 4 with his ward.

. "The
baronet had come down specially to

_Price
Ono Penny .

you about, nuncle?”
directly

“1 gathered from your letter that
someons had been talking indiscreetly

| paused, and looked curiously at
the fag.
bit about me, 'Erbert.” |

| cause.

sl bitterly.

i

a5 he sat m Morny’s armchair.

The junior stood before himi, with

knitted brows.
“You know w

mto the matter.

‘to you, my boy.” | i
o« 1 want to know whether it's true,;”
' said Mornington abruptly,

wir Rupert pursed his lips.

tugged 1.1;1&:1&1[

tache:

interview was not a pleasure to him.
“What is it you have been told,

Valentine?” he asked. A
“There’s a new fellow here,

Form, named Lattrey——
* Liattrey?” |
“You know the name?”
“*Xes.  (zxo onl”

111 -1y

“ Lattrey’s the son of a man who

runs an inquiry agency, or somethin’
of the kind—sort of private detecs
tive,” said Mornington. “ At least,
s0 he’s told me. He's a sneakin’,
spyin’ sort of cad, and accordin’ to

| his own account, he's spied into his

pater’'s business, and learned a lot of
things that don’t concern him. He’s
told me that his father is employed
by you, sir.” i R

The baronet shifted uneasily.

“That 18 true, Valentine.’”

“That you've employed
Lattrey for years and years,
an mquiry.”

“'That 1s correct. The boy has na
right to know anyvthing about Iif,
however,” said Sir Rupert, frowning.

“And he’s told me about thd
B auo 0 L v AR

“The young rascal!”

“He says that my pater's elder
brother had a son. who would bée my

M.

cousin,”  continned Mornington
quietly. ¢ My cousin Cecil. Yonu

never told me that I had ‘& cousin,
uncle.” W _
33 ; . r ey . .
Sir Rupert was silént, gnawing hid
moustache. il
*1t sounds a ctueﬂr varn.' we
"‘\I*lllliilh'iHH | ltlnlqliu- lh T’:‘
Lhiw  leid  Cleoll Lol
stroved, and pever twined up. ‘,lﬂ'u
younger than I atoe-n  mere Kid,
Lattrey says. If he's alive, he's the
heir to the Mornington property, and
Um o beggar. Is 1t true, uncle?’
“My  dear boy——" " began the
barvouel gently,
Morhington drew a quick breath.
¢ That means that it's true,” he
said. i o\
“1 had not intended to tell vou, at

i on
JUTH

"W il !ll“h‘ll il

least till vou were older,” sald iy

Rupert quietly. “There is not one
chanee in a hundred that your cousin
will ever be found, Valentine.
the « 4
ing.  That matter was left in my
hands, and a large sum of money sef
aside for the purpose. Naturally, it
i mv duty to do all that can be done.
But'T have no howe of success.” .

“How did it happen, utcle? 1
never heard of this fellow, Ceeil—
never saw . him.” Sl

“Vou were a child at  the time.
Valentine. You were only five or dix
years old when ylnur cousin was three.
{o was lost at that age. ™ sl
H?‘ Tﬁeu he would be nearly thirteen
now ¥’ i

“ About that.” U4 q |

“ And all that time hc's @ been

) . 1933

soarched for, and hasn’t been found 17
| “hat is 80: " |

“ Not a clue to him?’? gt

““ None.™ bl |

“T1t looks as if he won't bhe found,
then?” ik .

“ Most likely not, Valentine! He
may be dead; it 1& quite probable.
It is eimply by the wish and the
arrangement of his dead father that
the gearceh 1s still carried on. 1t was

not necessary for you to kpow anye

thing about the matter; ik }vol.ild
simply have made you uncasy ‘without

Lattrey to tell you what he knew-+

infamous of him to have found oub

anything about it. I shall :‘-:.][y:ra..l{ very
goveroly to his father, and digpense
with his further services.” .. ‘
Mornington hardly seeimed to hear,
“PBut if it happened that the kid
turned . up, uncle, he woﬁld talio
everything, I suppose ! %
¢ 11" fear so. The Mornirigton
estates are strictly entailed.”
#4And, there would be nothing leth
for me "’ i

ik ‘Y(}u Wl:ﬂ..l_[d atiubﬂ mv I'lﬂpht’i“",.

Valentine, And I am not s, poor man,
though not a rich one,” said the
baronet. - |
Mornington repressed
shrue of the shoulders.
“You have sonsiof your own,” he
*“I couldn’t take their

an - angry

money.

‘better with my sons, Valentine,’* suid
the old gentleman, with a sigh. /4T
‘am afraid you were mostly to blame.”
L shouldn’t  wondeni®

“No, sir+=TI- T thought— Sir | see Mornington. There was a: grave
axpression on the old gentleman’s face
hat T wanted to sea

he said, plunging

_ He
y "at s white mous-

It was ecagy to see that this

making

But #
sparch for him is still proceed

It was infamous for this boy'

saad

"

Foam
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Mornington coolly. I generally do
quarrel with fellows. Still, I couldn’t
pull with them.” _

The baronet was silent.

Mornington took a turn up and
down the study. If he had to choose
. between beggary and dependency
~upon his guardian there was not much
to choose,

His Sta.c*})mmle cousins, whom he had
always disliked, and who had always
disliked him, would regard him as an
interloper and a rival. He could
imagine their sneers if he became a
dependent on their father’s bounty.

His cheeks crimsoned at the
thought. Better a life like 'Erbert’s
old life than that!

He stopped as a new thought came
imto his mind, and looked at his
uncle,

“But the money I've had, uncle!
I've ‘always had lots of money. That
was my own-—at least, my cousin
Cectil’s 1"

Sir Rupert nodded.

“Cecil Mornington’s death is pre-
sumed,” he explained. *“Of course,

if ‘he should be found living the
pstates go to him. But for legal pur-
poses his death 18 presumed. Your

late father’s instructions with regard
to money matters are quite legal, and
are carried out by me.” |

“Then if Cecil Mornington turned
up 1 should be in hig debt ¢”

“Ye-p-es.” '

“HEvery shilling I’ve had, then,
really belongs to him, and he could
claim 1677 exclaimed Mornineton.

“He would not, Valentine! Your
:ousin would not be likely to be grasp-

ing. . 1f he did ' The baronet
paused. “But he would not, and
could not. As his death has been

legally presumed, it would be a diffi-
cult point in law. But it is absurd
to consider such a point. I have not
the shghtest doubt that if Cecil Morn-
mgton were found he would be ready
and willing to malke proper provision
for you!”

“By gad! A choice of beggary for
me !”’ sald Mornington bitterly. | ‘I
could sponge on you or on my cousin

[ 11.!'."\.1"\; A= e 11*_:\1:: ?I !‘r,_
SR RN Wi 1

“"You should not lpok at it in that
|i}:lllu. Valentine,”'

“But how did it happen?” ox.
clatmed Mornington. *“ How was it
that Clecil was lost and never found

“ By chanze. IHe was lost by d care-
less nurse, and it was supposed at first
that he would be found in a few days
at the furthest. He had wandered
away from his nurse, who returned
without him, and he was searched for
at once, and for days following. It
nappened on the moor near Morning-
ton Manor, within two miles of his
father’s home. It was learned later
that a band of gipsies had passed that
way, and it was surmised that they
might have taken the child. But the
gipsies were never traced. And from
that day to this nothing has been
seen or hcard of the boy.”

“By gad!”

Mornington
minute.

“But if he was found, then, he
would bhave to prove his identity !”
he said at last, with a gleam in his
eyes. ‘‘That wouldn’t be easy for
him.' |

“If he s found, Valentine, his
identity will be easy enough to estab-
lish. Like yourself, and all the Morn-
ingtons, hs bears the Mornington
birthmark on his shoulder.”

The junior started. ‘

“By gad! 1'd forgotten that!”’

“Other evidence would certainly
be forthcoming 1f he were found.
That alone would be sufficient to
establish his identity, however.”

“I—1 suppose so.”’

- “But you need not be wuneasy,
Valentine. Ten years have passed,
and no trace has been found of him.
It is only because his father's dying
wish cannot be disregarded that a use-
less inquiry 1s still proceeding,”

Mornington looked sharply at his
uncle, |

“Must it go on?” he muttered.

““Valentine ! |

““ After all, if he's alive, he doesn’t
know he’s a Mornington—he doesn’t
know what he’s entitled to. It’s no
loss to him, when he doesn’t know it.
He may be a beggar, or a thief; he
can’t be educated; he can’t be de-
cent.  What's the good of draggin
such a wretch out of poverty anﬁ
making him master of the Morning-
ton estates. It would be foolish,
rotten—-"’

The baronet rose.

was silent for a

»

“T am sure-you do not speak from

your ' heart, Valentine,” ho said
severely. ‘‘I repeat, there is prac-
tically no chance that Ceecil will ever

be found, even if he is living, which T

doubt, But if any efforts of mine e¢an
discover him, he will be restored to
his rights. And when you are calmer
you will wish the same. If it should
happen, you will always have a friend
and protector in me. I shall see that
‘Masgter Lattrey 18 punished for having

Every Monday
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disturbed you with this story.
miss 1t from your mind!”’
Mornington did not spealk.
“1 shall now call upon the Head,
Valentine.” Sir Rupert moved to the
door. I repeat, Valentine, dismiss
the whole matter from your mind,
and do not allow yourself to be dis-
turbed by shadows.”
Sir Rupert Stacpoole left the study,
evidently troubled and shocked by
the suggestion Mornington had made.
The junior did not speak. He
looked after his uncle with gleaming
eyes. |
“He won’t be found—he can’t be
found—he can’t be still livin’!” he
muttered.,  “* But—But if he should
be 7 He gritted his teeth. ‘A
beggar—a pauper! I! And they’re

Dis-

goin’ to hunt for him still—to make

him head of the Morningtons in my
place! Bah!”

“In a savage mood the dandy of the
Fourth strode from the study. He
did not want to see his guardian
agamn, He jammed the straw hat on
his head, and strode out of the school-
house. He was still out of gates when
the station cab bore Sir Rupert Stac-
poole back to Coombe.

The Bth Chapter.
Under the Shadow.
Mornington of the Fourth paused
as he came 1n sight of the school.
He had tramped away from Rook-

i Al e

_THE BOYS' FRIEND

He ground his teeth at the
thought of that! Better poverty,
hunger, death itself, than such a

wound to his pride.

He was glad to get relief from his
bitter thoughts. He joined the erowd
round the pitch at Bagshot. Pankley
& Co. were in the field, and Jimmy
Silver and Conroy were at the
wickets.

Kit Erroll was standing with the
waiting bats outside the pavilion, and
his face highted up as he saw Morn-
ington,

" Hallo, Morny !”

Mornington joined him.

“Your uncle’s been 7"’ asked Erroll.

“¥Yes,” muttered Mornington.

““Nothing wrong, I hope 77

Mornington laughed.

“Oh, not at all! How’s the game
getting on?”

“Bagshot a hundred on both in-.

nings!” said Erroll. “We bagged
forty for the first Rookwood innings,
bad luck. Now we’re batting for the
second  time, and we're two down
for fifteen.”

There was a shout.

“Well bowled, Panky !”

“How's that ?”’

Jimmy Silver came off with his bat,
looking rather rueful.
6 DD

“Man in, Erroll!” lLe said.

| better than I've done, old scout, or

we sha’n’t lick Bagshot.”
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‘“You beggar-—you tramp-—you thief-——'*

with fury.

wood In a savage and sulky mood,
caring nothing whither his steps led
Lim. He found hinself within sight
of Bagshot School, and from the dis-
tance a sound of shouting reached
his ears, It came from the Bagshot
cricket-ground, |

A sardonic smile crossed Morning-
ton’s lips as he remembered the Bag-
shot match, and Jimmy Silver & Co.

ricket was not much 1n his mind
just then. DBut he was sick of his
own company and of his gloomy
thoughts, and he walked on to look
at the ericketers.

Doubtless, in the course of time,

the 1mpression of Lattrey’s story
would fade from his mind.
" He bad enjoyed a place that was
not his own, all unknowingly, for ten
long years. -What chance was there
that the mussing heir would be found
after that space of time?  Surely
none !

He felt that in time he would
settle down into his accustomed
equanimity. DBut that time was not
yet. At present he could not dismiss
tho lurking fear that haunted him.

Somewhere in the country there
was a wretched lad—probably reared
in poverty and want—perhaps in dis-
honesty—who was the rightful—at
least, the legal—heir of the Morning-
ton estates. |
- Bome wretched hittle waster like
poor 'Erbert! And the missing heir,
if he were found, would take every-
thing, and the lofty, euperb dandy

of Rookwood would be a pensioner on
* his bounty ! R

Price
One Penny

Mornington stood with his hands
in his pockets, looking sullenly on at
the game,.

Erroll was making a good innings,
and  his chum watched him with
some 1nterest.

In Morny’s present humour he was
in no mood to meet Jimmy Silver’s
friendly advances. He preferred to
hug his grievance, as it were. ’

He was in a sulky, savage mood,
ready to quarrel with friend or foe—
indeed, he would probably have
quarrelled with Erroll himself just
then 1f they had been: thrown to-

gether.
A slap on the back made him swing
round savagely.  Arthur, Edward

Lovell had come up, and he gave
him a cheery nod.

“Come to sce us win—what?”’\ he
said cheerily.

“Don’t thump me, you fool !”’

‘““ Hoity—toity !’  grinned Lovell.
“Don’t be a sulky ass, Morny.
Sorry about the mistake in the study.
Cap’t say more than that.”

““No need for you to say anything
at all. The less you have to say to
me, the better I shall like it!”

“Then I won’t inflict my conversa-
tion on you!” 'chuckled Lovell.
“Still  the same swanking ass—
what ?”’

And Lovell left him.

‘““Bravo, Erroll! Well hat!”

1),
it

[ ]

N

E__
y El l. 'F:“ﬁ
= :”- ____ |

|
i | “-:|L|:| j!!**:

o

e

Mornington started towards the startled fag, his fists clenched

““ Master Morny ! gesped ’Erbert tremulously,

“Tll try ! said | Errell, with a
smile. “ So-long, Morny!”’

Erroll went to the wickets.

“Hallo! You here, Morny ?” said
Jimmy Silver, eolouring.

Mornington - gave him a savage
look. .

“Yes. 1'm permitted to look on at
the wonderful exploits of .the eleven,
I suppose?” he sneered.

Jimmy took no notice of the sneer.

“I'm sorry for what happened in
our study, Morny,” he sah} quietly,

“You needn’t trouble.

“It was a misunderstanding,” ex-
plained Jimmy patiently. ‘‘You said
nothing about your guardian coming
down to Rookwood this afternoon,
and 1 jumped to the conclusion that—
well, that you were up to your old
tricks, I'm sorry for the mistake.”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“The other fellows say the same,”
said Jimmy Silver, with persistent
patience. ‘' But as a matter of fact,
Morny, you could have explained if
you wanted to. You got your back
up too soon, you know, Still, we're
sorry, and of course, 1 take back
what I said about your not playing
for Rookwood again, as 1t was a mis-
understanding.’

“1 don’t care twopence
way ! snapped Mornington.

The captain of the Fourth com-
pressed, his lips a little.

Morny was not an easy fellow to
deal with. '

“Well, if you take it like that I've
nothing more to say,” remarked
Jimmy Silver. And he turned away.

either

The batsmen were running again,
Mornington stood sulkily by himself,
looking on. The expression on his
face showed the humour he was in,
and the Rookwood fellows left him
severely alone.

Some of the Bagshot juniors
glanced at him curiously. A fellow
might be in a bad temper, but 1t was
not usual for a fellow to stand about
showing his bad temper off, as 1t
were.

Mornington caught two or three of
the grinning glances, and scowled
more darkly. -

He did not stay long on the Bag-
shot ground. .

Erroll was still batting when Morn-
ington turned restlessly away and
left the pitch., He heard a shout as
he went :

“Well hit!”

“Good man, Erroll!”

Mornington would have been glad
of his chum’s company if Erroll had
been at liberty, but Erroll was busy
now. But it was with an added
sense of injury that the perverse
junior left Bagshot and strode away.

With his hands driven deep into
his pockets, and a sullen frown on
his Erow, he strode away along the
towing-path towards Rookwood.

Everything seemed to be wrong
that day.

The discovery of his cousin’s exist-
ence, of the poesibilities it involved,
had shattered his sense of security,
Doubtless 1t would fade in time, but
now 1t weighed upon his mind and

6

troubled him, and would not be dis-
missed.

And while that black trouble lay
on his thoughts his best chum was
thinking only of cricket. It was an
unjust thought. It was only by
chance that Mornington himself was
not playing cricket with Erroll. But
he was In no mood to be just. = =

He was dissatisfied with himself
for having repeiled Jimmy Silver’s
frank apology so roughly; wvet he
would have done the same again.

In the bright sunshine of the late
summer’s afterncon his face was dark
and clouded, and restless discontent
gnawed at his heart. He was sick of
solitude and sick of company.

He thought of Lattrey, Peele,
Gower, and the rest, and the dismal
gambling in the recess of the old
abbey at Rookwood. That was better
than nothing to distract his thoughts.
A game of bridge in the study, at
least, would distract his mind, and
he quickened his steps.

And then as he strode on there
came a sudden ringing call along
the shining river.

“Help I

The 6th Chapter,
A Startling Dlscovery !
1 HG]IJ 1%
Mornington and
round him. -
He was about a mile from Rook-

sgtarted looked

wood mnow, and the towing-path,
shaded by thick old trees, was
deserted.

¢ Halpyi!

““What the dickens—-"

He caught sight of two diminutive
figures in bathing-pants by a clump
of willows at the river's edge.

They were Bnookse and Jones
minimus, of the Second Form at
Rookwood.

They were standing, with looks of
helpless terror, staring out into ' the
river,

Mornington, as he ran up, followed
their gaze.

iy ovh in the viver appesrad »
||n||t lll‘llll 11l ||I!‘ Hul-i'l, miiel o Hll”l"
(oo glonmead up ot the sunthe face
of "Krbort of the Mecond,

“Hrbert ! gasped Mornington.

Snooks and Joncs minimus started
rounc at the sound of the steps.

“Heln 1”  panted Jones. | “He's
got cramp or something! He'll he
drowned! I-1 can’t swim out

there! I'm going to try, though
33

Jones made a desperate move into
the shallows, but Snooks caught him
by the arm.

“You can’t get half the distance,
you duffer!”

ik I__“_TE

“Don’t be a fool, kid!” snapped
Morningtan.  “Leave him 'to me!
stick 1t out, "Erbert! I’'m coming!”

The black, savage mood had passed
from Mornington, like a dark elond
driven away by the sun, at the sight
of the Rookwood waif’s deadly peril.

‘Krbert was struggling feebly in
the deep water, evidently a victim
of sudden cramp.

Under him there was a depth of
twenty feet at least, and the two fags
on the bank, terrified by his danger,
were unable to help him.

Mornington threw his jacket down
i1 hot haste. He was a good swim-
mer, and though the task before
him was dangerous enough, he never
thought of hesitating. With all his
faults, the dandy of Rookwood had
boundless pluck. Pt S

“He would try to swim across!’’
muttered Jones minimus, ““1—I told
him'. not,, to  try ‘atl ' 'Dido'tE,
snooks 77’

Solash !

Mornington was in the water now.

With swift, steady strokes hé ‘dwam
towards the strugglhng fag. -

There was a groan fromithe two
fags on the bank. “Erbert’s ‘dark
head had disappeared nunder the
swirling water. eV

Mornington swam cir desperately,
though his clothes clogged hig move-
ments and dragged him down,

“He’'s under!” muttered Jones
mMInimus. AN ACE

The dandy of the Fourth had dis-
appeared from sight. But he came
up again into the red sunbhght, and a
dark head rose beside him in the
swirling water. Mornington’s strong
grasp was on the drowning fag.

“He's got him ! panted Jones.

“Help!” Snooks was erying me-
chanically. *““Help!’%, | 150 |

“He’s got him!”

With straining eyes the fags
watched.
- Mornington was supporting

’Erbert’s head above the water, and
strugghng towards the bank.

But his wet clothes were heavy, and
the current was strong; burdened
as he was it was a fearful struggle,
and there was no help at hand. The
wide, shining river was deserted.,



Morhington set his teeth hard, and
struggled on. | y
The two fags plunged up to their

necks in the water to help him as soon

48 he should be near, ' fi

‘He had almost reached them, with
failing, strength, when a swirl of the.
river swept him out again.

The fugs watched with frozen gaze.
Mornington’s face was white and
hard, his eyes strangely fixed.  Again
he was struggling, with grim- deter-
mination, shorewavd. Alone he could
“have won his way, but burdened with
the helpless fag the result was more
than doubtful.

'Yet he never thought of letting his

burden go. The thought of it did not
even cross his mind.

The strain in his hard, white face
could be seen as he struggled uearer
and nearer to the shallows where the
two Second-Formers stood. This time
he reached them, with a last desperate
effort, and Jones minimus caught at
his hair. .

It was that catch that saved Morn-
ington from being whirled away to
death in the depths of the river.
Jones held on desperately, and Morn-
mgton - fought . his way into the
shallows. Snooks grasped ’Erbert,
and dragged him into the rushes.

Mornington stumbled through crash-.

ing reeds, and fell at full length on
the towing-path.

His "brain was swimming, and he
very nearly fainved.  But he managed
to pull himself together.

For ‘several minutes he lay, so
utterly spent that he could do no
more than breathe in sharp gasps.

It was "Hrbert who recovered first.

The fag, with tears streaming down
his ‘wet face, bent over the dandy of
the Hourth,

“Master Morny!” he
huskily. * Master Morny !” |

Mornington moved at last. Ie
turned his head, and looked up at
Jorbeért’s stricken face with s faint
sinile.

"* All serene, kid!"” he whispered.

“ Oh, Master Morny !"

“You young idiot!” growled Jones
nunimus. | Jones’s alarm and fear had
changed to wrath, now that his com-
rade was safe, * Didn’t I tell you you
cowldn't .swim across? I've a jolly
goad. mind  to punch your head,
Murphy !’

“1'goti the eramp,” said 'Erbert.

- S Well, T told you you couldn’t do
i, You ought to be jolly well
humped ! said Jones. “ Nice row we
should have got into, if we'd gone
back to Rookwood and said yon were
drowned, you image!”

“I should ’ave been drownded but
for Master Morny,” said ’Erbert, in a
husky voice.

" You would, you young ass! Serve
you ‘right, 'too!” said Snooks,  “If
yvou'd beed drowned we should have
got licked-for going in to bathe with-
out a blessed master or prefect pre-
sent. Nice for us!”

- Mornington sat up. He was re-
covering now, and the strength was
coming back to his aching limbs.

- Allright, Master Morny?” said
“Kirbert, unheeding the ‘wrathful
.rqu;:ﬂa; wes. of his chums.

“TRight as rain, kid, By gad, my
. ¢lothes aré'in a rippin’ state! Get the
Imn%l,l{erchmf out of my jacket, will
you?'’

‘Frbert: reached for the elegant
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jacket in the grass.  Mornington’s
glance  was following him carelessly,
but suddenly the dandy of the Fourth
gave a violent start. The colour that
was returning to his cheeks faded
away, leaving him a ghastly white.

As 1f hé no longer felt his weakness,
he leaped to his feet, and his grasp
fell on 'Erbert’s shoulder, with a grip
that made the surprised fag utter a
cry of pain.

He would have turned, but Morn-
ington’s fierce grasp held him helpless.

* Master Morny !” he panted. .

Mornington did not speak.  His
eyes were fixed in a deadly stare upon
the fag’s shoulder. ’Erbert was in
bathing costume, and his skin gleamed
white 1in the sun.

On the shoulder, just above the
arm, was a dark, strange mark, a
deep, dull erimson in hue, and In
shape strangely hke a wolf’s head.

It was evidently a birthmark.

“’Erbert,”” Mornington spoke at
last, his voice cracked and hoarse,
“what's that—what's that mark on
your shoulder?”’

“Let me go, Master Morny ! You're
urtin’ me !’

Mornington shook him fiercely.

““ Answer me, you young fool—
answer me! How came that there?”

Snooks and Jones minimus stared
dumbly at him. They wondered
whether Mornington had suddenly
gone out of his senses.

“ Answer me!”’ shouted Morning-
ton,

"Erbert’s face was startled, almost
terrified.

“I-=l don’t know, Master Morny.
It's always been there,” he faltered.
“Wot does 1t matter?”

*“ You never told me of it.”

“Why should I ’ave told you,
Master Morny?” said ’Erbert, in
wonder. ‘‘ You-—you're ’‘urtin’ my
shoulder, Master Morny.”

A fierce oath, that startled and
scared the three fags, left Morning-
ton’s white lips. He hurled ’Erbert
from him so savagely that the fag
reeled and fell into the grass,

‘Krbert gave a cry as he fell.

Mornington did not heed him. He
turned away from him, his face white
and set. Without a word, but with
the same fixed, furious look upon his
face, he threw on his jacket and strode
away.

'Krbert staggered to his feet.
*Master Morny !”

It was like the pitiful cry of a
wounded animal. Mornington did
not turn his head. 'The terrible look,
unchanged;, was on his face as he
strode swiftly away and. disappeared
among the trees.

The 7th Chapter.
The Heir of Mornington.

Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived in a
cheery erowd at the gates of Rook-
wood. They had beaten Bagshot, and
they were in great spivits. Three fags
were tramping in as they arrived.

“Hallo, ’Krbert!” sgaid Jimmy
cheerily, as he clapped the waif of
Rookwood on the shoulder. ““ What's
up? You look like a merry ghost !”

‘Erbert’s lips quivered.

“*The young ass has been in the
river,” said Jones minimus. “ Morn-
imgton came along and fished him out,
or he’d be there still.”

My hat! Good for Morny !”? said
Jimmy.

“Morny -was in an awful wax,
though,” grinned Snooks. = “Jolly
near pitched into Murphy, Didn’t he,
'Erbert ?”

'lirhert did not reply.

He hurried in at the gates, leaving
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his two comrades explaining the
matier to the interested cricketers.

The waif of Rookwood hurried
across the quad, and up to the Fourth
Form passage. Ile paused outside
Study No. 4. |

Within there was a sound of rest-
Jloss movement. He knew that Morn-
ington was there. The dandy of
Rookwood was pacing the study, tire-
lessly, restlessly.

'Krbert’s little face quivered, and
his lip trembled. _

What was the matter with Morning-
ton’?

The scene on the river-bank had
astounded and troubled him. Why
was Master Morny, who had just
risked his life to save him, so angry
with him? What did it matier about
the queer mark on his shoulder? What
was there for his benefactor to be
angry about? What was the meaning
of that white, terrible look on Valen-
tine Mornington’s face? |

The fag was troubled and almost
terrified. He wanted to see Morning-
ton again, but he dreaded to face him.
A vague uneasiness and fear was tug-
zing at his heart. Why had Morny
been so harsh, so cruel?

The juniors came in a crowd along |

the passage, and passed him,  IKit

Erroll stopped, and tapped at Morn-

ington’s door and opened 1t. |
“You here, Morny!”

Mornington  paused in his fierce |
pacing, like that of a tiger 1n a cage,

and gave him one glance.
“Don’t come in now !
“But, Morny-—

“Let me alone!” _
Erroll gave one look at the white,

savage face, and withdrew, and
quietly closed the study door. Morn-
ington of the Fourth was 1n no mood
then to be spoken to, even by his best
chum.

‘Firbert touched Kit.Erroll on the
sleeve timidly as he turned away from
the door.

¢ Ts there something wrong?” he
muttered. *‘ Something wrong with
Master Morny, SIF (-

“1 don’t know-—better not go in
now,’” said Erroll quietly. And with
a kind nod to the fag he went down
the passage.

'Erbert lingered outside No. 4.

Within, the steady tramping had.

o

been resumed. :
able to keep still, *Erbert listened to
it. with a throbbing heart. He knew—
he was quite certain—that Morning-
ton’s fierce anger was directed against
himself. Why, he could not even
surmise.

What had happened? What did
that mark on his shoulder mean?
What did it matter to Mornington ?
e dared not enter the study, and
he could not go. e stood there
almost cowering, like a' dog whose
master is angry., waiting in dumb
misery. |

Unconsgcious that he was there,
Mornington of the Fourth was tramp-
ing in the study with savage tread.
Peele and Gower had looked 1in
earlier, and had been driven away
by Mornington’s furious looks.

Weariness seized upon the junior,
and he threw himﬁa]]f into a chair.
He sat with bent brows, his eyes fixed
straight before him, glittering.

His ‘guardian had told him that
Cecil Mornington would never be
found. -+ At the bottom of his heart
he had believed so himself, 1n spite of
haunting doubts.  And now he had
been found, and he, Valentine Morn-
mmgton, had found him !

There was no doubt in Morning-
ton’s mind. ®

He recalled with sardonic bitterness
that in his thoughts of the missing
heir of Mornington he had pictured
his cousin Cecil as a ragged, untaught
little waster like *Erbert.

That  thought
bhad been nearer
the truth than he
had dreamed,

"Hrbert !

In the

Trinidad, Sey-

parbticu-

(Estab. 1869.)
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Mornington was un-

The namecless waif, the adopted son

of a soldier killed in the war, the

famished tramp whom Mornington
had picked up by the wayside and
brought to Rookwood !

Tho little outcash :
with thieves and Togues at Dirty
Dick’s tenement in London—the
ragged, footsore tramp of the country
roads—and he was Cecil Mornington,
master of broad acres and a stately
home !

Mornington had mno doubt. He
knew the birthmark of the Morning-
tons, which he bore himself-—which
all the Morningtons had 'borne for
countless generations. Sl

Once the clue was given he knew
the truth. The missing heir was a
nameless waif of 'Hrbert’'s age. He
wondered, now, that he had never
thought of 'Erbert in connection with
him.

It was ’Erbert, and he might have
remained unknown till the day of his
death had not Mornington rescued
him from want, and brought him to
Rookwood !

Mornington teeth
savagely. ‘

A terrible thought was in his mind.
If he had left the waif where he was—
in the river e shuddered, but
the bitter thought would return. 1f
he was robbed of all he had, 1t was
by his own act.

At least he would be silent. He
had saved the boy’s life. That would
be a set-off against—against what?
His cheeks burned. 1f he kept silent,
if he kept 'Erbert in ignorance of his
rights, he would be a thief!

And if he did not-—— ]

He sprang to his {feet again,
tortured by his thoughts. There was
a timid tap at the door, but he did
not hear it. The door opened softly.

““Master Morny!” - ;

It was 'Erbert! 'The little waif
could hear it no longer. He had to
speak~-to learn what it was that he
had done. |

Mornington' spun round, his eyes
blazing at the fag. At that moment,
lazing at the iag.

ground his

JAT L 1noulndy,
it was only a bitter, overwhelming
hatred that he felt for the boy he
had befriended and saved. |

“You!” he muttered, between his
gritting teeth. *“You!”

“Master Morny! Wot ’ave 1
done 7"

“You! You beggar-—yvou tramp--
you thief-——-"

Mornington started towards the

startled fag, his fists clenched with
fury. ’Hrbert stood rooted to the
floor, lhis eyes growing wide with
horror.

‘* Master Morny !"

It sceemed for a moment that Morn-
ington would strike him, and ’Erbert
did not move a hand to defend him-
self, He only gazed dumbly at Morn-
ington, with the look of a dumb,
patient animal, the victim of a wrath
he could not understand.

side.

“Get out !”” he muttered. * Get out
of my sight, before I do you a mis-
chief ! Do you hear?” His voice rose
passionately, furiously, *‘Get out!”

Without a word, without a sound,
stricken to the very heart, the fag
dragged himself from the study, ahd
the door closed upon him.

Mornington was alone with his fury
and despair. In the Second Form
room, dark and deserted at that hour,
the waif of Rookwood leaned upon this
desk, his face buried in his hands,
sobbing as if his heart would break.

THE END.
NEXT MONDAY!
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Mornington's hand dropped to his
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“Weary Willie plodded alon
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TALES TO TELL!
Some Storyettes That Will
Iinterest And Amuse You,

IN THE SOUP.

Fairly reeking of the salt sca waves,
the two old mariners strolled into a
cheap restaurant and ordered a dinner.
They were captain and mate, ashoro
after a long trip.

In & few mmutes the somewhat
grimy waiter appeared, and, with an
airy flourish, deposited before the sea-
dogs two plates of some thin, anemic-
looking liqud.

" Ahoy, there !"” barked the skipper,
as his eye fell upon the concoction.
;‘iWhat im the name of Neptune is

18 77

The waiter bowed gracefully,
arranged his napkin in the proper
position, and replied, in lordly tones:

* Soup, sir.”

Then 1t was that the grizzled captain

flew into such fits of laughter that he

nearly brought tears to his eyes.

“Bill,” he cried, giving the mate a
mighty nudge, ‘‘ here’'s news, my lad !
Here's you an’ me these forty years
bin sailin’ on-—saup !”’ i

INFORMATION LACKINQ,

This was about the fifteenth time
that the prisoner had been aceused
and brought to trial for theft. Un-
fortunately, on this occasion, the
liliwyer who was to defend him was
ill. |

“Your honour,” said the prisoner
to the judge. ‘‘I should like to have
an adjournment. My lawyer is not
well.”

“But,”” rveplied the judge, * you
were caught with your hand in the
gentleman’s pocket. What can your
counsel say in your defence 7”

“Precisely, your honour;
what [ am curious to know.,”

|

that 1s

THAT WICKED ROUND,

Into the little village of Wuzzlevale
there came a circus, with brazeén band,
gaudy posters, mammoth elephants,
clowng, and fiery, untamed lions.

The boys of the place were mad
with excitement, and the young son
of a notoriously close-fisted old farmer
rushed up to his father, and eagerly
demanded the nimble *‘ tanner ” with
which to view the show.

A What ! demanded the old skin-
flint.  “ Sixpence to see a cirous ?”’

** Please, father,” came the meel
and mild reply. |

“Young man,” answered the
oldster sadly, *“it was only last month
that I let you go to the top o’ t’ hill
to see the eclipse of the sun. My
lad, do you want all your life to be
one wicked round of gaiety?”

Then the boy got tired.

NMOT WHAT HE MEANT.

It was a hot—very hot—day, and as
the dusty
road, he felt not only thirsty, but
hungry. |

At last the pangs of hunger could
no longer be restrained, and, going up
to the nearest cottage, he knocked at

the door.

“Well, ‘my man,”
hard-faced woman,
opened the door,
want ?”’

lidy,”

“Pardin.

snapped the
as she cautiously
“what do you

: : whined  W.W,,
touching his hat, ““ but could yer spare
a copper? I'm—-—"

“No, I can’t!” remarked the lady,
“I’ve only one, and it’s washing day.
I'm using it !”’

; Then the door was slammed in his
ace.
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