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THE MYSTERY OF THE NEW SKIPPER!
The strange behaviour of Valentine Mornington, the new captain of the Fourth-Form, causes a great sensation in

al

the school. The g

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Morny’s Way.
64 ORNY!”
Mornington of the Fourth was
sitting in the window-seat in
Study No. 4, looking out into
the quadrangle.

The sun was setting, and the old beeches
were casting long sTladows in the quad.
Morny's handsome face was dark and thought-
ful as he gazed from the window, and he
did not turn as his chum spoke.

There had been silence in the study for
some time. :

Kit Erroll was working at the table, but
at -intervals he raised his head, to glance
towards his chum. Several times a shade of
anxiety had crossed Erroll’s face as he looked
at Morny’'s thoughtful profile. At last he
spoke.

Mornington continued to stare into the

quadrangle as if deeply absorbed in watch- |

ing the lengthening shadows of the beech-
trees.

“Morny, old chap!”

Morny heard then, and he looked, round,
with a slightly irritable expression.

¢ Hallo!”

““Hadn't you
Morny?”'

‘“0Oh, bother prep.!”

‘“Better get on with
mildly.

better begin your prep.,

it,” said Erroll

Mr. Bootles to-morrow.”

‘““Blow Bootles!” :
““It's the Bagshot mateh to-morrow,
Morny, you know. If you should get de-
tained—""

h%orny yawned, and rose from the window-
seat.

“1 suppose I'd better begin grindin’,” he
said discontentedly. ¢ Bootles is a WOTTY 3
Le’s always findin’ fault. Just like Lim to

detain me for the afternoon when there's a
mateh on!”

‘“You’ve been a bit of a worry to Bootles,
you know.”

‘“Bless Bootles! Still, I suppose I'd
Letter toe the line, or there will be trouble.
But if anythin’ happened, Jimmy Silver

could
right.” :

*“You're captain now, Morny!"”

“I'm blessed if I know what T was so keen
about it for!" yawned Mornington. “It
es up a lot of a fellow's time, and there’s
tys somethin’® to worry about.”

¥
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. Erroll's brow clouded,
but he did not answer.
‘It was evident that his
chum’s mood troubled
him, and that he did not
quite know what to
make of it. :
_ Valentine Mornington
dropped into his chair at
the table, and drew his
books towards him.

He began to work with
a listless and dissatisfied air.

In a few minutes, however, he threw his
books aside, and rose to his feet restlessly.

‘“Blessed if I can put my mind into that
stuft!’’ he grunted. “I'm fed up, Erroll!”

‘¢ What with?""

¢ Everythin’!"
hensively.

“You needn’t worry about the match, if
that's what you're thinking of. We’re in
great form for to-morrow, and I think we
shall beat Bagshot. Jimmy Silver is at the

said Mornington compre-

'top of his form; his bowling to-day was

simply ripping.

‘“And what was
grinned Mornington.

‘“Not, so good as usual; but you'll be all
right to-morrow.”

‘“Perhaps!”

¢ Look  here,
abruptly.

SNV ell2t?

¢“What have you got on your mind?*

Mornington did not answer immediately.
He bhad_turned to the window again, and
stood staring out into the deepening dusk
in the quad. When he spoke, it was over
his shoulder, without looking at his chum.

¢ What makes you think I've got somethin’
on my mind?”’ he asked.

“Your ways for some time past,” an-
swered Lrroll quietly. ‘‘You seem to have
lost interest in things. You're not so keen
on cricket, for instance—"

“ Cricket’s a bore, like everythin’ else!”

““You were no end pleased at hecoming
junior captain of Rookwood, and pow you
don’t seem to care anything about it.”

#True. I dop't!” :

“Well you must admit that .you've
changed in the last week or so. Now, tell
me what you've got on your mind.”

Mornington laughed.

‘“ What should I have on my mind?” he
answered. “It’'s my character that's at
fault, old scout. I get fed vp. I was as
keen as a razor to get in as junior captain,
and 1 was pleased when I hagged Jimmy
Silver’s job. But I'm not much like Silver.
I'm tired of the stunt already. Everything
I take up is only a stunt, and I get sick of
it when the novelty’s worn off. When I
used to go the pace with Lattrey and his
set, I got fed up with that, and turned
away from it. Now I've'got sick of swot-
ting, and toein’ the line, and playin’ cricket,
and—and everybhin’!”’

“] was afraid it was

my battin® like?*”

Morny—*" said Erroll

something like
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that. Morny,”
that's a
against.

said Erroll sadly. ¢ But
frame of mind you ought to fight
It’s not good for you.”

Morny shrugged his shoulders.

“You see, we're different,” he said.
‘““You’re a.steady old codger and whatever
your hand findeth to do you do it with all
your might. I'm like Reuben—* unstable as
water, thou shalt not excel,
That’s me all over.”

" Bub——" -

“I'm made like that!” said

you know.

Mornington
restlessly. ‘ Besides—besides. ”’ He hesi-
tated

‘“Go on!” said Erroll quistly.

“I'm poor!” said Mornington, iwith a
flush. ‘I was rich once—the richest fellow
af Rookwood. Then my cousin turned up—
you remember it all—and I was left. Well,
I haven't made a howl about it, but I've
felt it, all the same. I've missed it all. I
want to be the best-dressed fellow in the
Fourth, I want expensive motor-cars, and
bank-notes in my pocket; I want money
to burn, and I haven't got it. See?*

““That’s not very serious, Morny.”

‘““Not to a chap like you, but awfully
serious to a chap like me. You don’t care
what clothes you wear as long as jou're
decent; I care no end. I hate wearin’ a
collar twice, and a necktie three times. 1
hate havin’ my boots soled and leeled. 1
hate lookin’ at a quid twice before I spend
it. In fact,” said Mornington, with a bitter
grin—**in fact, I've got all the tastes of a
gentleman’s gentleman, and that’s what I
ought to e, I suppose. I belong to the
vulgar rich. and I can't get out of it. And
you don’t understand it a little bit.”

“I couid understand it in a cad like Lat-
trey, or Peele,” said Erroll; “but it’s rather
hard to understand in a fellow like you.” -

“You see, I'm a good deal of a cad my-

self,” explained Mornington, with eynical
candonr. ‘“That’s where the trouble is.”
¢ What rot!"”

“It’s so, old scout. And—and like a fool .
I've landed myself in a position I'm not fit
for. Why couldn't I leave the captaincy.
alone?” Mornington gave a restless shrug

the shoulders. ‘I can’t resign it now—
the fellows wonld think I found the job too
big for me; and I'm too conceited and,
swankin’ to let them think fo. But—but—
I'm stickin' to the job, but I'm not fit for
it. A captain has duties—and there never
was a less dutiful fellow in existence than I,
I suppose. It’s made me ill to hear the,
chaps talking about the Bagshot match to-
morrow. I suppose it would ghock you to
bear that I don’t care two pins about the
match.”

‘“But why?”?

¢ Because I haven't got
it.’!

¢ Morny!”

“I kunew 1 shonld shock you!" grinned
Mornington.¢ You'll be droppin’ my friend-
ship some day, old top, like a hot potato,
wher} you understand at last what I’m really
like.”

any bets laid on
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“That will never happen, anyhow.”

““1'm not goin’ to be poer,” said Morning-
ton, in a dogged tone. ‘“Why should I,
when a chance comes my way? And—and
Jike a fool, T land “myself into a job where
1 know I ocught to keep as straight as a
j‘!ie, aml, set an example to the other chaps.
But—-’

Errell stared blankly at his friend.

“You're talking in riddles, Morny. You
E?I"Cl.lk as if you had a chance of getting
rich,”?

“Suppose T have®®

‘““Not much use supposing that as it’s im-
possible.””  Erroll rose to his feet. * Look
here, Morny, you alarm me. What is it you
have got in your head now?’’

Morny did not answer for a moment. But
lie smiled as bhe mct Erroll's anxious and
alarmed gaze.

‘€Tt - all wright,” che
“Only blowin’ o
discontented ass—

said  carelessly.
steam, you komow. I'm a
at’s what’s the matter.
I've got all ¥ want; and I'm mooning over
the things 1 don't really want. Only gas-
sin’, old <¢hap; don't take any notice of
my nonsense.’”

“ nut 2

“JI think I'll take a turn in the quad.,”
said Morny abruptly. “ A little fresh ain
will do me good--after the way I've heen
swottin’!” He laughed. “You stick to
suerry old Virgil—I'm goin’ for a walk.”

Mornington left the study before his
chum could reply. !
The door c¢losed sharply on him; and

Erroll sat down at the table again, with a
distressed cloud upon his face. The strange
moed of his chum troubled him deeply.
Morny’s nature was not supetficial by any
means—hut it was volatile, and his change-
fulness had often troubled his chum. That
there was something wrong with Morny now,
Erroll knew well, thoungh le could not guess
what it was. ¥

He did net resume hiz work. He sat in
deep and painfal thought for some time,
and then rose and crossed to the window.
Outside, the dusk was deepening into dark-
ness. Under the old heeches Erroll caught
sight of a wmoving shadow—and he knew
that it was Mornington, pacing to and fro
in the gloom a prey to restless dxscon-tgnt.
And Trroll, withh a heavy heart, \yatcu.ed
him till the deepening darkness hid him
from sight.

THE SECCOND CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver & Co. were at prep.
Jimmy Silver had just finished; but Lovell,
fat Classical.
“ Pry -up!”
late!”
Tubby. “Blow your tea, Jimmy Silver!
be any”
Jimmy Silver. “1f you're going to offer
jump at the offer—1 don’t think!”
it!’ said Muffin disdainfully. * Never saw
‘““Is that fat idiot going to shut vp, or
““Look here, Lovell—**
Jimmy Silver.
““But it’s jolly queer, Jimmy.”
there was something interesting on that

A Very WMysterious Document.
(1 IMMY!*
J in the end study when Tubby Mufiin
rolled in.
Raby, and Newcome were atill hard at work.
and Loveil waved an impatient hand at the

‘“ Shut up!™ he said politely.

“] say, you know——*’

“Tea’s over and done with, Tubby,” said
Jimmy Silver, with a laugh. ‘“You're too

“0Oh, 1 knew you had only sardines for
tea, and not. much of them,” answered
"Tain’t that.” ; .

“Well, if it’s supper, there isn’t going to

“’Tain’t supper!” roared Tubby Muffin.

{4 What the thump is it then?” demnanded
your gervices for the Bagshot match to-
morrow, Morny’s the man to go to. He will

“T’ll bet T could play cricket as well as
Morny was playing it to-day, and chance
a chap in such rotten form. But it isn't
that. TI've found sométhing.”
am I to take the poker to him?” inquired
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“If you've found something, take it to
Mr. Bootles, if it’s any value, Tubby,” said

Tt iRt Y’

“Then chuck it away!”

Tubby Muffin had a cheeti of paper in his
fat hand, and he held it up. Evidently
chieet of paper, from Tubby Muffin’s point of
view.

Captain or Slacker ?

|

“Well, what is it?" asked Jimmy.

“It’s  jolly wueer!” repeated Tubby
Muffin. “I've never ceen anything like it.
1 picked it up on the landing. Some chap
must have dropped it, mustn’t he? 1 was
coming upstairs, when that beast Mornington
came down in a hurry aad ran into me.
Knocked me over, you know,” said Tubby
Muffin indignantly. * Luckily, I caught hold
of his collar and pulled him over, too. And
he actually bumped me cn the Janding.”

“Mustn’t pull junior captains over by
their collars,” grinned Jimmy Silver,

“Well, he’s a beast!” said Tubby.  “I
wish you were captain again, Jimmy—yon
were pever quite such a heast as Morny.
But I say, 1 found t paper on the land-
ing, and -it's jolly queer. I can't make it
out,”

‘““Some deep arithmetical problem, such
as twice one are two?"’ asked Lovell. “ Thag
would be a bit above your brain powers, I

suppose?”?

“It’'s a lot of numbers,” caid Tubby,
‘“and some letters, and it don't seem to
mean anything. It’s really extraordinary, so

I brought it here to show you feilows.®
“Well, let’s see it!” yawned Jimmy Silver.
Tubby had succeeded in interesting the

Fistical Four at last; and all of trem

looked at the paper as the fat Classieal laid

it on the table.

They looked af, it, and stared. It crtainly
was an extraordinary paper, and the Fisti-
cal Four, theugh considerably brighter,
intellectually, than Tubby, could make no
more of it than he did. Tt ron:

R. N.
7
29
30
28
4
17 k]
20
23
5
10
27
2
19
24
1
36

That was all; but it was enough to nwake
the Fistical Four of the Fourth rub their
eyes, There was nothing in mathematics
that they knew of that bore any resemblance
to this. What the letters meant, and what
the numbers meant, was a deep mystery to
the end study.

Tubby Muffin blinked at them, evidently
pleased at the fmpression he had produced.
There was no doubt that the Fistical Four
were puzzled and perplexed.

“ Well, what does that mean, Jimmy Sil-
ver?” asked Tubby Muffin.

Jimmy ghook his head.

‘“Ask me another,” he said. “I can’t
make head or tail of it. It doesn’t seem
to mean anything, so far as I can see.”

‘‘Some joke, 1 suppose,” said Raby. *“Did
you make this up, to puzzle us, Tubby?”

“No!” howled Tubby. “I tell you I
found it on the landing, after Morny had
knocked me over.?

‘“Some chap in the Fourth must have
dropped it there, then,” said Newcome.
“ You’d better inquire up and down the
passage, if you want to find the owner.”

“I don't specially want to find the
owner, that I know of. I want to know
what it means,” said the inquisitive Tubby.
‘It must mean something, you know.?’

“Well, I suppose a chap wouldn’t take
the trouble to write it down for nothing,*
said Jimmy Silver, rubhing his nose thought-
fully. “But T can’t make it out. Might be
some sort of cryptogram. The fist looks a
bit like Morny’s: he always makes small,
neat figures in this style. Take it along to
No. 4, and see if it’s his.”

““Ob, of course!” exclaimed Tubby. “He
dropped it when I pulled him over, 1 ex-
pect. T’ll ask Morny what it means.”

And Tubby Muffin roiled out of the study,
with the mysterious document in Lis fat
fist. Loveli and Raby and Newcome re-
sumed their work; but Jimmy Silver sat
with a somewhat thoughtful expression on
his face. He was thinking of the mysterious
paper. :

‘“Done!” yawned Lovell, rising from the

~

table at last. ‘“Hallo! What are you lock-
ing like a boiled owl about, Jimmy7”’
“1 was thinking—-*?
‘“Penny for ’em, if they're worth it.»”
“It’s jolly queer about that paper,» said

Jimmy. ‘It puzzled me at first; but, now
I think of it, I've seen sometling like it
before.”

‘““ Where???

““In a book,” said Jimmy. “Last vac. I was
looking over a book at home about holidays
on the Riviera, and there was a deseription
of Monte Carlo.”

‘“‘Monte Carlo!” repeated Lovell, with a

stare. ‘““That’s the gambling place, isn't
52

“Yes.n

‘“What’s that got to do with Tubby's
paper???

“ Nothing, of course.
the description of the place, they mentioned
a spocfing game that’s played there; red
and black nnmbers on a wheel. There was
a specimen list of numbers, and it ran like
that list Tubby showed us. If that paper

imeans anything at all, it's a list of numbers
whe’s  heen playing

But I remember, in

kept by some person
roulette.” .

*‘Roulette!”” ejaculated Lovell.

“That’s the name of the game—some sort
of spoof for taking in strangers, I suppose,*?
said Jimmy. ¢ But—but it's i'llegal in Eng-
land. Tt’s not pessible——*

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell, in great
merriment. ¢ Do you think that some chap
in the Fourth has heen tripping across to
Monte Carlo on a Saturday afterncon?™

Raby and Newecome, chortled.

‘‘Fathead !’ said Jimmy. “I say the
game’s illegal in Eauglund. But I've read in
the newspapers that it's played at some
places illegally. Silly fools go there to be
swindled, and the police come down on them
every now and then. But——*?

My dear man, you're dreaming!* grinned
Lovell. “There isn't anything of that kind
anywhere near Rookwood: and if there was,
no Rookwood chap would know anything
about it. My hat! T ecan imagine how tho
_]ze.:,ld would look if he heard anything about
it.>
Jimmy shook his head.

“I suppese there’s
course,” he assented.

nothing in it, of
“But it struck me—-

Never mind, Let’s get down, if you're
finished. We've got some hoxing on” with

Tommy Dodd and Co. in the gym.”

‘“Come on then!”

The TFistical Four left the end study;
but Jimmy Silver was still in rather
a thoughtful mood. He was pretty certain
that the inysterious paper belonged to
Valentine Mornington. And, though Morny
was as straight as a die, and Jimmy had no
doubt about it, he could nct help remember-

ing that in Morny’s early days at Rookwood
he had been the wildest fellow in the school,
and had come very mear to heing expelled.
And the bare possibility that Morny—now
junior eaptain of the school—was returning
to his old wild ways, was very discomfiting
to Jimmy Silver.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Morny Loses His Temper.
of ORNY here?”
Kit Erroll was in the window-
seat, plunged in thought, when
Tubby Mufliin came into No. 4.
His unfinished work was on the table. For
once, Erroll was slacking.

He locked up, with less than his ueual
kind patience, as the fat Classical rolled in.

“Morny’s gone out.’”

‘““When will he come back, then?” asked
Tubby. “I've got something here that
belongs to him.”?

“Put it on the table, then.”

“But I want to know what it means.”

“ What?”

“Look at it, old top!” said Tubby.

Erroll glanced at the paper as Tubby held
it up. A startled look came over hiz face.

He rose quickly to his feet, and caught
the paper from Tubby’s fat hand.

‘““Where did you get this?” he asked
sharply.

‘“ Picked it up on the landing,” said
Tubby. *1 think Morny dropped it after
bumping over me. I say, give it to me, you
know.”

Erroll did not answer, His eyes were glied
on the paper, and he plainly did not intend
to hand it back to the fat junior.

“You know what it means?s asked Tubby,

TrE Porvrin.—No. 236,
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inquisitively. “It must mean something, you
now. Jimmy thinks it’s Morny’s fist.

say, is it something about backing hLorses?”
¢ What?"”

¢ Morny used to back horses a lot, you
know,”’ said Tubby. ¢ That was when he
was thick with Lattrey and Peele and
Gower, and that lot. I believe he's given
it up since he lost his money. I remember
he had some scheme of a system for backing
horses, and it cost him a lot of money. He
used to make bets through Joey Hook, at
Coombe, you know.”

“You fat duffer!”

«Oh, I say, Lrrell, he did, you know!
Everybody in the Fourth knows it, and knows
about his breaking bounds at night.”

¢QOh, dry up!” . snapped Erroll

Kit Erroll knew more than Tubby did about
his chum’s former habite, but he did not
like to hear the subject spoken of.

¢« Well, you know what it means,” said
Tubby. ¢TI can see that in your face. Wby
can't you tell a chap?”

¢« You can cut along,” said Erroll.
give this to Morny when he comes in.”

“But perhaps it isn't Morny’s; and I want
to know what it means.”

¢ 1t's not your business, Muftin.”

¢ Well, it isn’t yours either, if it comes
to that,” retorted the fat junior. “‘ You
give me that paper, Erroll.” |

¢ QOh, buzz off!”

¢ Look here—”

There was a step in the passage, and Valen-
tine Mornington came into the study. His
face was a little pale, and as moocdy and
dissatisfied as when he had left. He glanced
at Erroll and Tubby Muflin.

¢ Hallo! What's the trouble?’’ he asked.

¢« want to know what it means!” howled
Tubby. : 1

Inquisitivencss was almost a disease with
Reginald Muflin, and his appetite for m-
formation was fairly whetted now.

¢ What what means, you fat idiot?”

¢ That paper with the numbers on it.”

Mornington started, and his hand flew to
his pocket. It did not need more than that
action to reveal the ownership of the mys-
terious paper.

¢ You dropped it on the landing,” grinned
Tubby. Now Erroll's got it, and he won’t
give - it ito . mre~ L w=gay,  Momny—=
Yaroooooop!”

Tubby Mufiin, much to his astonishment
and indignation, found himself suddenly
seized by his fat shoulders.

With a spin, Morny sent him whirling into
the passage.

Tubby Muffin spun round like a very fat
top, and was across the corridor before he
knew what was happening to him.

He bumped on the opposite wall, and col-
lapsed, with a roar.

Bump! .

£¢0ht-. Ah!- ¥Yahl
Tubby breathlessly.

Mornington's eyes glittered after him from
the study doorway.

¢ Cut off, you fat fool!’’ he snapped.

¢“Yarooh! Help! Yoooop!”

¢“Do you want me to kick you along. the
passage?’” said Mornington, between his
teeth. :

Erroll's hand fell on his chum’s arm from
within the study. Morny gave Kim a fierce
look for a moment, but he allowed himselt

ol 51

Yoocoop!” roared
P

to be drawn back into the room, and Erroll’

closed the door.

Tubby Muflin scrambled wup, and rolied
away down the passage, simply palpitating
with indignant wrath. What was the cause
of Morny’s sudden outbhreak of temper the
Tat Classical could not even guess.

In Study No. 4, Mornington and his chum
looked at one another rather grimly. Then
Mornington held out his hand for the paper.

¢“It’s mine,” he said.

¢1 know it's yours, Morny.” Erroll
passed the mysterious paper to the junior
captain of Rookwood. ¢ Will you tell me
what it means?”

¢ QOh, it's nothin’!” said Mornington care-
lessly.

¢ 1s that all?”

¢ What the thump does it matter?” ex-
claimed Mornington irritably. ¢ You're jolly
curious all of a sudden, Kit Erroll!”’

“I’'m not curious, Morny. You’'ve never
found me curious about your affairs, 1
think,” said Erroll quietly. ¢ But I should
like to know what that means.”

‘1 tell you it’s nothin’!»

THE Popurar.—No. 236.

¢ Heading for

Erroll drew a deep breath.

¢ You've mnothing more to tell me than
that, Morny?”’

¢ Nothin"!”

““Very well!

Erroll did not say another word. He sat
down at the table and resumed the work
so long interrupted. Mornington looked at
him with a clouded brow, and shrugged his
shoulders impatiently and quitted the study.
There was no prep for Valentine Mornington
that evening.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mornington Missing.

IMMY SILVER wore a pleasant smile as

he came out of the School House atter

dinner the following day. There was

bright sunshize in the quadrangle and
the old red roofs of Rookwood glimmered in
the sun. The cricket-field looked like
emerald—a pleasant sight to the eyes of a
cricketer. Jimmy Silver was feeling fit and
cheerful, and quite weli satisfied with himselt
and the universe generally.

Bagshot was coming over that afternoon,
and Jimmy was looking forward to the
match. True, he was no longer junfor cap-
tain. He had captained Rookwood in the
last match with Bagsho$, but this time
Valentine Mornington was in command. But
Jimmy did not mind much. He was the
champion bowler of the Lower School--in-
deed, there were Sixth Form wickets that
were not quite safe from Jimmy Silver, and
his services could not be dispensed with in
any important match. Not that Morny
showed any desire to dispense with them.
The new captain and the former captaln
pulled together remarkably well, and Jimmy’s
name had gone down in the list as a matter
of course.

Jimmy Silver was going to enjoy himself
that afterncon in his own way, which was
by taking Bagshot wickets. He only hoped
that Morny would prove the good batsman
hé had always been, in spite of the fact
that the new skipper had been rather oft-
colour lately. :

He caught sight of Mornington heading for
the gates at a rather rapid walk, and called
to him.

‘¢ Going out, Morny?”

Mornington glanced round.

¢ Yes!” he answered shortly.

¢ Bagshot get here at two-thirty, you

-know,” said Jimmy Silver, rather surprised

that the skipper should be going out so soon
before the match. ¢‘Not going far, I sup-
pose?”’

¢ Oh, bother Bagshot!”

¢ Wha-at?” 5

Mornington  coloured under Jimmy’s
astonished look. Then he smiled. To Jimmy
Silver, the Bagshot match loomed large that
afternoon, and Jimmy would have heen more
surprised still if he had known how little
Morny was thinking of it just then.

¢1—I mean, it's all right,”” said Morning-
ton hastily. ¢1 shall be back in plenty of
time for Bagshot, Jimmy. I’'m only going a
little way—not so far as Coombe, in fact!”

¢ Right you are!”” said Jimmy.

Valentine Mornington went out at the
gates, not seeming to see Kit Erroll, who was
coming towards him across the quad. Erroll
hastened his steps and then slackened again.
It was pretty clear that his chum did not
want his company just then.

Jimmy Silver glanced after Morny’s dis-
appearing form, and then at Krroll. It
occurred to him that there was some rift in
the lute in Study No. 4. That was not his
business, however, and he sauntered away
without a remark. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome joined him in the quad.

“Morny gone out?” asked Newcome.

SV an "

“Silly ass! He ought to be here. Blessed
if I know what the fellows elected Morny
skipper for,” said Neweccme, ‘“You used
to leave me out of the matches sometimes,
Jimmy. Morny does it all the time!”

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“Cricket comes before friendship, unless

you're chucking away matches,” he re-
marked.
Arthur Newcome grunted. He was a

cheery and contented youth, as a rule, but
his .three chums were in the Rookwood
junior team, and he was feeling rather
“left > that afternoon.

¢ Let’s hope ome of the Modern players
will fall downstairs and break a leg or twe,”

suggested Raby.
come!”

Newcome laughed.

¢“I don’t think 1'll. depend on that,” be
said. “I'll take a strdll this afterncon, 1
think, on the botany stunt. I'll be back be-
fore tea, and then you can tell me how Bag-
shot walked over you!”

““They won't walk over us in your lifetime,
fathead!” said Lovell. “I think we're gcing
to mop 'em up. I must say that Morny
has looked a bit off colour lately, but every-
body else is in great form. Conroy was bat-
ting yesterday like a Jessop, and Tommy
Dodd is in remarkable form—for a Modern.
We shall be all right!”

‘ Best of luck, cld top!” said Newcome.
And Newcome strolled away as his chums
headed for the cricket-ground.

After two, the Rookwocd juniors began to
gather on the ground. There was a good
team to represent Rookwood: Jimmy Silver,

“Then you'll go in, New-

Lovell, Raby, Conroy, Erroll, Van Ryn,
Grace, Mornington—Classicals; and Dodd,
Cook, and Doyle—Moderns. Ten of tne

eleven gathered on the ground, in spotless
white; but Valentine Mornington was nob
there.

Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain of
Rookwood, gave them a look-in on his way
to Big Side for practice. The big Sixth-
Former glanced over the junior cricketers
with an approving eye. Jimmy Silver &
Co. looked very fit and businesslixe.

¢“Ready for bhusiness, what?”
Bulkeley, with a smile.

¢ Quite!” said Jimmy. ¢ We're expecting
Bagshot every minute now!”

““ Where’s your gkipper?*”

¢ 0h, Morny's coming along!”

¢ He’s gone out,” said Smythe of the
Shell, who was hamging about the pavilion.

asked

“¢“Met him on the Coombe road, walkin’, a

quarter of an hour ago!”

Bulkeley looked surprised.

¢“He will be back for the match,” said
Jimmy Silver hastily.

“1 should hope so0,” remarked the cap-
tain of Rookwood in rather a dry toue.

There was a squeak from Tubby Mutfin.

‘“ Here come Bagshot!”

The visiting team had arrived.

Jimmy Silver and the other cricketers ex-
changed glances. Pankley & Co. of Bag-
shot had arrived, but the Rookwood cap-
tain was not on the ground to greet them.
Morny had not come in.
~ ““This is rather curious of Mornington,

“isn’t it?» said Bulkeley.

“I—1 suppose he’s delayed,
said Jimmy Silver.
right!”?

Bulkeley shook his head and walked on
towards the senior ground. It was his duty,
as captain of the school, to keep an eye on
junior  cricket, and he was by no-means
satisfied with Mornington’s peculiar conduct
on_ this occasion.

Jimmy Silver greeted the Bagshot fellows,
and Lovell cut off to the gates to see if there
was any sign of Mornington returning. But
he looked for Morny in vain. ¥

He came back and found Jimmy chatting
with Pankley and Poole of Bagshot. He
shook his head in response to Jimmy's in-
quiring glance.

Jimmy called to Erroll.

‘“ Know where Morny's gone, Erroll?””

(13 NO!"

“Or when he’il be back?”

¢ Sorry, no!¥’

““Well, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver, In
dismay. i

‘“ Anything up?”’ asked Cecil Pankley. The
Bagshot skipper- could see that there was
something amiss,

g, Well, our skipper hasn't come in,” sald
Jimmy Silver. ‘ Morny's skipper now, you
know. Mind waiting a bit?” i

‘““Not at all!” said Pankley politely.

But the Bagshot fellows were smliling.
They did not quite know what to miake ot
a cricket captain who was absent, witheut
explanation, when the match was due to
begin.

Erroll ran down to the gates and looked
out on the road. Buf there was no sign ‘ot
Mornington there, and he returned to the
cricket-ground with a knitted brow,

Mornington’s inexplicable - absence was
generally known now, and it was the subject
of animated discussion among the juniors
gathering round the field.

Tommy Dodd was heard to inquire what
fellows could expect when they elected a
doddering Classical as captain. Tubby

somehow,”
f“He will turn up au
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Muffin suggested that Morny had dropped
into the Bird-in-Hand for a game of billiards,
and forgotten all about the match—a sug-
gestion which very nearly earned him a
Tunge from Erroll’s bat.

How t@ account for Meorny’s peculiar pro-
ceedings was a mystery, and it was a mys-
tery theaRookwood fellows had no time to
solve. The minutes were passing, and, polite
as the Bagshot Bounders were, they were
showing signs of impatience, The Rookwood
cricketers held a hurried consultation,

*“We can’'t keep Bagshot hanging about
much longer,”” said Jimmy Silver. ¢ They're
grinning at us already.”

“We shall have to play without Morny!”
grunted Lovell. ‘“Wha? the thump does he
want to take himself off just before a match
for?”

““Goodness knows!”

‘““He — he may have had some — some
accident !’ said Errol hesitatingly.

‘““ Walked under a market cart, perhaps!”
cuggested Arthur Edward Lovell, with deep
sareasn,

““ Well, as he hasn't come back—"’

“More likely some of his cheek!® growled
Jovell. “He’s just gone out and let it
slide.”

“ He wouldn’t do that.”’

“Well, he's done it. ' The question is, are
we going to play Bagshot, or ain’t we?’

“You’re vice, Jimmy !>’ remarked Raby.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“As Morny isn’t herve,
play the mateh,”” he said.
agree, we’ll get on.
take Morny’s place.”

‘““And if the fellows had any sense, they’d
make you keep it!”’ growled Lovell.

‘‘Never mind.that. We shall want another
nian,” said Jimmy Silver briskly. “Where’s
Newcome?*’

““The silly ass has gone out botanieing!”

‘“That’s rotten! We can’t  wait. any
longer. Pons will fill the bill. Know where
Pone is, Conroy¢”

““Here he is, old top!"” said the voice of
the Canadian junior, behind Jimmy. ¢ Ready
if you want me.”

‘“Get into vour things, then, sharp!®

“You het!*

Pone was ready very quickly. Jimmy
Silver, taking his old place as junmior eap-
tain for the nonce, tossed with Pankley for
choice of innings. It fell to Rookwood to
bat first, and Jimmy cent in Lovell and
Erroll to open the innings.

‘‘ There’s -still a chance for Morny,” he
said.  ““You're last man in, Pons, and it
Morny turns up, you understand——?’

“1 gavvy!” said Pons cheerfully.

Probably Pons was not very anxious to see
Mornington turn up before the end of the
imnings.  As it turned out, Morny did not
do so, and when last man was called, the
Canadian junior went in. The Rookwood
first innings closed for 60 runs, and when it
wias over Mornington had not appeared: and
every fellow on Little Side was asking him-
eelf the question, *“Where was Morny?”
without being able to find an answer to it.

we're bound to
“J you fellows
I suppose I'd better

THE FIiFTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Newcome.
¢ OOL!»

Arthur Newcome jumped.

Newcome was rambling throngh
Coombe Wood, and, in his hotanical
zeal, he had gone a good distance from the
beaten paths. It was a very pleasant ramble
among the big trees, interlaced by creepers
and thick ferns, with the gun glinting through
tiick, green foliage overhead.

Newcome was in a quite contented mood.
He would rather have heen playing cricket
at Rookwood, hut he was enjoying himself in
hiz own way.

The junior had supposed himscif to be

alone in the depths of the thick wood, seldom
trodden by anyone. 'The sudden soungd of a
veice ¢lose at hand startled him.
_ 1t was not only the voice suddeniy breax-
ing the deep stillness of the wcod that had
a startling effect. It was the fact that the
veice was that of Valentine Mornington.

Newcome had supposed that Morny was on
the cricket-ground at Rookwood, deép in the
Bagshot match. He stared round him in
amazenient.

Mornington was not to be seen, but the
underwood was so thick that Newcome could
not see more than a yard or two. As he
looked round him he heard Morny’s voice

again,
On the

“Fool! Fool!”

Newcome grinned.

“ Morny’s being jolly polite to somebody!”
he murmured. Then he called out, ‘‘Hallo,
Morny!”?

There was a rustle in the underwood.
Newcome pushed his way through, and came
on Valentine Mornington.

The dandy of the Xourth was leaning
against the trunk of an old oak, his hands
driven deep into his pockets, and a black and
moody expression on his face.

He gavesNewcome a far from pleasant look,

“You!” he ejaculated, ¢ What the
dickens are you doin’ here, Newcome?”

‘““Botanising !’ answered Newcome cheer-
fully.

Morny gave a scofling laugh.

‘““ What rot?”

“Thanks!” said Newccme, unperturbed.

“You seem to be alone here,” said New-
come, glancing round. ¢ Whom were you
calling a fool? I heard you!”

‘““Whom do you think?” sneered Morning-
ton. ‘I was speakin’ to myself, if you want
to know!®

“Qh, I see! Well, if that’s the case, you
hit the right nail cn the head, and got the
right word.”

¢QOh, shut up!*’

Arthur Newcome’'s eyes gleamed, and he
took a step nearer to Valentine Mornington.
He was a peaceahle fellow, but Mornington’s
manner was very hard to bear peaceably.

Morny regarded him with a sneering look.

“ Huntin’® for trouble?” he asked. ‘‘If

you are, I can give you all you want, New-

come.

body!*?
“You can try your hand on me if you

I'm jugt in a mood to smash some-

"mﬁmﬁWg E b

SAVING THE MATCH! ‘There was a groan from the Rookwooders as

the leather flew hot from the bat.

“They had expected to see that ball save
the game for them, but the wicket was still standing.

Then there was a

roar. ‘‘Erroll! Erroll ! Well caught ! (See Chapter 6.)

¢ PBut what the dickens are you doing here,
if you come to that? I thought you were
playing cricket.”?

¢ Cricket??

“You haven’t forgotten the match, I zup-
pose?”?

Meorny’s lip curled.

¢ Cricket! The match! What rot! I'm.

not thinkin’ of cricket.”

“Tt’s a cricket captain’s bizney to think of
cricket, isn’t it?"? asked Newcome drily.
Oh, rot!”

““Have you left the feilows in the lurch,
then?”’ exclaimed Newcome warmly.

¢“0Oh, they’ll get on all right without me!
I don’t care a rap whether they do or not.
Hang them! Don’t talk rot!”

“You seem in a jolly nice temper this
afternoon, Morny!” said Newecome, with in-
creasing astomishment. ‘“1f that’s the way

you treat cricket fixtures, you won’t be cap- ]

tain long!”’

‘Do you think I care?” gnapped Morning-
ton. “TI’ve somethin’ else to think about.”
‘“The fellows will want to know the——"’

¢ Confound the fellows!”

like,” said Newcome. “I'm feeling guife
inclined to damage your nose, you cheeky
cad!”

Mornington eclenched his hands hard, with
a glitter in his eyes. But he unclenched
them again, and shrugged his shoulders.

‘“ What'’s the good he mauttered. ‘‘I've
played the fool! Cricket! 1 suppose I'd
have done better to play cricket. But it was
a chance—a glorious chance—and—and——""

“What on earth are you talking about?”

¢ 0h, nothin’! You’d hetter clear off, New-
come; let me alone. Hold on, though!”
Morny came nearer to Newcome, with a
gleam in his eyes. ‘“Can you lend me any
money ?*’

¢ Moneyi"”
ment.
him.

“Yes, money. 1—1'm hard up. I—] want
some tin!”’ said Mornington eagerly. “1I'm
not a chap to borrow, as a rule; you kunow
that. But—but I’'m in trouble for want of
some money, and that’s the fact.”’

Newcome’s face softened. He knew all
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repeated Newcome, in amaze-
The sudden ¢hange in topic astonished
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tbout Morny's fall from fortune, and he
would not have been surprised to bear that
the once wealthy and extravagant dandy ot
the Fourth had plunged into some expense
he found it difficult to meet

¢0Oh, if that’s it—’’ he said.

“That's it! Can you lend me a few
SHuids?? s
“My hat! I'm not a giddy millienaire!

said Newcome, smiling.
quid if you like.” g

“That all?” asked Morny, his face falling.

“It's all 1've got, you see.”

“ Shell out, then.”

Newcome took a currency note from his
pocket, and handed it to Mornington, whose
fingers closed on it greedily. He hardly
stayed to mutter a word of thanks, but
darted off through the wocd.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Newcome.

The sound of brushing foliage and hur-
ried footsteps died away, and Arthur New-
come was alone. Morny was gone, but he

*“1 can lend you a

had not gone in the direction of Rookwood.
Newcome stood for several minutes, staring
blankly in the direction Morny had taken,
before he turned away from the spot. He
There was something wrong with Valentine
Mornington—something very wrong indeed;
and Newcome wondered what it was.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER

(13 0 it, Jimmy!”

Shadows were lengthening at
Rookwood, and the cricket-match
was Very mear its close. Morny

keen interest of the game the Rookwooders
had almost forgotten him.

The mateh had been well contested. Rook-
wood bad taken €0 in their first innings and
first innings, and they were 40 in the second
for eight wickets. ¥ive were wanted to tie,
and 6 to win, and two wickets to fall.

Jimmy Silver’s bowling was to be the de-

Pankley of Bagshot had the bowling, with
Patter at the other end. Pankley had done
very well for his side, and he was very con-
fident. The over was beginning, and Jimmy
‘were upon him.

“Go it, Jimmy Silver!”

“¢Good old Jimmy!”

Jimmy Silver sent down the ball, and
went whizzing, and it Jooked like two to
Pankley, and he ran, and Putter ran. But
the ball came quickly in with a emart re-
turn from Kit Erroll, and it proved only

Putter had to face the howling, and it was
Jimmy Silver’s turn to emile. He knew that
hie could handle Putter.

Clack!

skook his head seriously as he turned away.
WMornington’s Return.

had not put in an appearance, and in the
50 in the second. Bagshot had 65 for the
ciding factor.
Silver was going on to bowl, and all eyes
Pankley smiled as he played it. The leather
2 single.

The sound of the falling wicket followed

the ball, and there was a roar from the |

Rookwood crowd.

‘“ Well bowled, Jimmy !”

¢ Bravo!”

““Good old Jimmy !”

“‘ Last man in!” ;

The last Bagshot man came to the wickets,
and he was very wary. ie krocked the
ball away for a single run, aud 2ave the
bowling to Ceeil Pankley again. Three to
tie, and four to win, and Pankley was m
great form.

And the hopes of Rookwcod fell almost o
{;erl? when Pankley scored two from the next
all.

“All over bar shoutin’!”
Smythe of the Shell.

‘“One to tie, and two to win!” murmured
Arthur Edward Lovell. ¢ 0h, Jimmy !”

Jimmy Silver was not in a hurry to detiver
the next ball. The result of the Bagshot
match probably depended on it, and Jimmy
Silver put all he knew into it. The ball
came down, and Pankley played.

‘There was something like a groan from
Lovell as the leather flew hot from the bat.

And the Rookwooders gasped. They had
hoped, and more than half-expected, to see
the wicket go down; and the wicket was
still standing, and the batsmen were run-
ning.

And then there was a roar.

“Erroll, Erroll! Well caught!”

¢Oh, well caught, sir!”

Kit Erroll, with a flush in his face, held
up the ball. And all Rookwood roared.
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yawned Adolphus

¢ How’s that?”

¢ Hurrah!”

“ Well caught, Erroll!”»

Jimmy Silver rushed up to the fieldsman,
and gave him a tremendous clap- on the

shoulder.

“Good man!” he gasped. “Q0h, good
man!”

“Our win!” chortled Lovell. “Rookwood
wins! Hurrah!”

Pankley grinned at Jimmy Silver as he
came off.

¢“Jolly near thing!”* he remarked. *‘i'hat
was a good catch—or was it a giddy fluke!”

‘““No fear!” said Jimmy laughing. It
was a fluke your getting so near to a win,
old top.”

‘“ Bow-wow !”’
reply to that.

There was keen satisfaction among the
Rookwooders. The end had been very close,
but the win was all the more satisfactory
on that account. Only Kit Erroll's face
was clouded as the cricketers came off the
field. He was thinking of his absent chum.

Newcome came in as Jimmy Silver & Co.
were heading for the School House,

‘““How did it go?”’ he inquired,

“Won by a run.”

“ G()Od.'”

““My hat! Morny never turned up, after
all!” ~ exclaimed Lovell, remembering the
existence of Valentine Mornington. ¢ What
do you think of that for a skipper?”

Newcome nodded.

‘1 knew,” he said.
wood this afternoon

““Then he’s had no accident?” exclaimed
Raby.

‘“ He didn’t look like it.
worried, that was all.”

was the Bagshot skipper’s

“I met him in the

He seemed a bit

“He’ll get some plain English when he
comes bhack -to Rookwood,” said Junmy
Silver quietiy.

After the Bagshot fellows .were gone,
Jimmy Silver repaired to Study No. 4. He

knew that Kit Erroll was anxious abont his
chum. He found RErroil moving restlessly
about the study. Erroll looked up quickly
as Jimmy appeared in the doorway.

“Has he come in?” he asked eagerly.

“Not yet.”

“I—I think there must have been some
accident,” faltered Erroll, ¢ It's unaccount-
able, otherwise.”

““That's what I
Jimmy Silver.
aceident.”

‘“How do you know?”

‘“Becanse Newcome met Morny in the
wood, when he was out on his botany stunt.
Morny simply let the match slide.”

‘‘He—he couldn't!” muttered Erroll.

‘“ Well, he did.”

‘“But—but why should he?”

Jimmy's face set grimly,

“That's what he will have to explain
when he comes in. The cricket elub can’t
be treated in this way.”

“I think he must have a good reason,
Jimmy. Give him a chance, you know.”

‘““If he had a good reason, he can teil us
what it was,” said Jimmy Silver; and he
left the study.

Erroll, with a troubled brow, went down-
stairs. He could not account for Morny’s
conduct, but there were dark forebodings
in his mind. He had not forgotten the list
of numbers discovered by “Tubby Muftin, ot
which he knew the meaning far better than
Jimmy Silver did. And there was a deep
fear in his heart that evil had befallen s
chum. :

A good many fellows gathered in the big
doorway to wait for Mornington to come in.
It was clcse on locking-up now, and his re-
turn could not be long delayed. Tubby
Muffin’s fat squeak was heard at last from
the dusky quad.

‘“Here he comes!”

A figure loomed up in the dusk.

Valentine Mornington came striding to-
wards the School House, and he came up
the steps with a set face and a black brow.
His look was not pleasant; and one or two
fellows who had intended to “jaw ?” him
decided not to do so. But Morny's black
look had no terrors for Jimmy Silver, and
he spoke at once as Mornington entereq the
House.

“You've missed

¢Eh? Oh, yes!’

““ You're supposed to be junior captain!”
exclaimed TLovell. ¢ What the thump do
you mean by it?”’

¢“Find out!”

came to tell you,” safd
““There’s not 'beem any

’the match, Mornington.”

Tuesday is a day to be remembered, It's * Pogulaz” day!

¢ Wha-a-at?”

¢“Morny !” muttered Erroll, in distress.

Mornington did not even glance at hi)
chum,

‘“Don't you even want to know how it
went, Morny?"” exclaimed Raby, in angry
disgust,.

‘““Not in the least!”

Mornington strode on towards the stair-
case, leaving the juniors gazing.

“Mornington!"” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

““Go and eat coke!”

And Mornington tramped
without another word.

Jimmy Silver made a step after Morning-
ton, but he stopped. There was nothing
more to be said just then. But it was pretty
clear to all that Mornington’s days as juntor
captain of Rookwood were numbered.

THE END.

(Tell your pals that next week’s story of Jimmy
Silver & Co. of Rookwood is full of thrills.)

up the stairs
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&y (Continued from page 21.) £
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face. The struggle to do the right was diffi-
cult; the shadow of the past lay too darkly
upon his path. By force of circumstances, it
seemed that by persisting in the straights
path, he would bring ruin upon himself; and
that he counld only save himself by going
back to the old bad ways. It was a grim
temptation to one whose conceptions of right
and wrong were hy no means firmly fixed.

Wharton understood his feelings, and he
laid his hand on the Bounder's shoulder.

“Don’t think of that, Smithy,” he said
quietly. “Play the game. We'll find some
way yet of settling that scoundrel. But don't
20 back on your word, and on yourself, Play
the game!”

“And get the sack!” said the Bounder
sardonically.

“It’s a rotten position, I know. But there
must be some way out.”

“Blessed if I see it, then! The fellow
may get tipsy, and come here. That's the
He must have been tipsy,

greatest danger.

and biabbed something out before Lodor
some time. That's what put Loder on the
track last night. He doesn’t care what he
says or does when he's been drinking. Ie
thinks I've given him the go-by, and he's
ratty about it. It's natural in a way. II he
comes here——" The Bounder set his teeth.
“I'm not going to be sacked from the school
for the sake of playing the game as you call
it! If there’s no other way, I shall Ppal on
to him again, and stave it off that way.”

“ Smithy !”

“I'm not going to be ruined!” said the
Bounder savagely. * Haven't I done my best?
There isn’t a fellow in the schcol has been
straighter than I've been this term. I've had
Loder and Carne down on me because of it—
and you know how much a prefect can make
a junior squirm. I've chucked it all up— °
betting, smoking, breaking bounds—every-
thing—and if you want to know, I've found
it precious dull at times, too. But I've stuck
to it. I've even gone out of my way to help
others do the same. Haven't I looked after
that fool Hazeldene like a Dutch uncle, and
kept it dark that he took my money to gam-
bie with? I've done more than most fellows
would do. Now I've got to be shown up and
ruined, because I'm trying to do the decent
thing. Well, I'm fed up with it!” E

“I know. But it all comes of your break-
ing your promise to the Head,” ‘said Harry
quietly. “That’s the cause of it, and you've
got to pay for it, Smithy. You ought to
stick to your guns, and play the game—what-
ever comes of it!”

“That’s easy enough for you to say; you're
-not in the soup. I tell you a chap’s whole
career is ruined by being sacked from a
school like this—and for such reasons! I
can’t be expected to stand it! I've got to
save myself, and I'li save myself any way [
can!”

- THE END.

(Y ou must not miss next week’s stirring story
of Greyfriars, entitled: “ OUTWITTING A
RASCAL.”)

““The Mystery of the Bungalow on the Heatih ! ”’—Next Week !



