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THE MORNINGTON MYSTERY CLEARED UPB!

21

How

has Mornington concealed himself at Rookwood ?

cleared up-at last in a strange and unexpected manner |

‘THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Message for Morny!
1 ORNY, too?” said Lovell.
Jimmy Silver nodded.

“First ecatch your hare!”

E,;Hmed Raby. “All Rook-

wood's been look for ’\lomy for
weeks past without linding him.”

“He's bound to turn up before the
school breaks up for the Christmas holi-
dm = 1emarked Newcombe. “ Where-

ver he's hidden, he wouldn’t hang on
atm all the fellows are gone.”

The Fistical Four of the Fourth were
seated round the fea-table in the end
study. They had been discussing the
Christmas hol‘daj, now close at hand,
and their talk had drifted to Valentine
Mornington.

Mornington’s, in fact, was the name
most often mentioned at Rookwood now.
Erowm the august Head himself down to
the smallest fag, Mornington was a
topic of the keenest interest.

For the expelled junior, who had re-
turned to Rookwood School-in defiance
of the headmaster, was still at Rook-
wood, though his whereabouts were un-
known.

Where he was hidden was the deepest
of mysteries, but that he was somewhere
in the old sehool was proved beyond the
shadow of a doubt.

It was a mystery that thrilled Rook-
wood. and it was the daily topic. Where

-was Valentine Mornington ? was & ques-
tion incessantly -asked, and never
answered.

“We had our little trouble with him
before he was sacked,” said Jimmy
Silver slowly.. “But that’s all over. I’d
joily well like him to come home with
us for the Christmas holidays.”

“Same here,” agreed Lovel] *“But I
don’t quite see how you're going to ask
him. You can’t put up fhe invitation
as a notice an the board.”

“He; he, hal?

“'Fhere's another way,” said Jimmy.
“The new boot boy, .vmacke, is helping
Morny in this stunt, so he certainly
knows where -the c‘mp is hidden, and
can speak to him when he likes. I'm

3

going to ask !
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Inmmmeme

macke to pass the invita-
tion on to i

“0h, good! Never thought of that,”
admitted Lovell.

“Tots of things you don’t think of,
old fellow,” said mmy Silver affably
“Thousands! Millions, in fact. 'l put
it to Smacke and tell him to put it to
Morny, wherever he is, if you fellows
are all agreed that you'd hke Morny
along with us for Christmas.”

“Hear, hear ! said the Co.

And thus assuved of his chums’ views
on the subject, Jimmy Silver quitted
the end study and made his way down-
stairs. He passed Peele of the Fourth
in the passage, and Cyril Peele favoured
him with a scowl. Peele was on the
worst of terms with Jimmy Silver in
these days, since Uncle James of Rook-
wood had stopped his mean persecution
of the new bhooat-boy, Smacke,

Unele James, however,
Peele or his scowl. He walked on re-
gardless, quite unmoved by the looks of
50 insignificant & person as Peele of
the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver glanced round him
rather cautiously as he descended the
lower staircase that led to the boot-
room. - Rookwood fellows were not sup-
posed to penetrate into those regions,
but as Jimmy wanfed to see Smacke,
there was no choice about the matter.
- A dusky passage led to the boot-
room. The door was half-open at the
end, and Timothy bmacke was humming
a tune over his work Jimmy Silver
heard it as he came along, and he
could not help wondering. It was an
operatic air that Smacke was humming,
odd enough to hear proceeding from a
boot-room.

But Smacke was a rather remarkable
boot-boy in many respects, as the cap-
tain of the Fourth had aﬂrnady dis-
eovered.

Jimmy Silver tapped at the door and

‘pushed it open, and Timothy Smacke
suspended the poushuw of a Iaxgc boot-
belonging to Mr. Greely, the master of ¢

the Fifth, and glanced at his yisitor.
In the light from the boot-room
window, Smacke’s shock of red hair|
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and sandy complcx:on showed up to
advantage., Jimmy &ilver smiled a
little.

There were red-headed hoys at Rook-
wood, but Timothy Smacke’s red head

-was unusually striking.s

“ Arternoon,
Smacke.

“Good-afternoon, kid,” said Jimmy.
“Got a few minutes to spare for & povw-
wow 7

“1 can talk whlle I’'m a-polishing of
this ’ere boot, sir,” said Timothy, “ Ay,

Master Silver,” ‘said

Greely’s a very particular genb ahout
his boots.”
“Go it,” said Junmy cheerily., “Ii's

about \Iommgton.
“¥Yes, sir??

“You know where the chap’s
said Jimmy. “I’'m not asking you for
mfmmatxon but there’s the fact, Why
you're hel ping him in this stunt I don’t
l(now, and I can’t say 1 quite approve
;)f it. But I want to speak to Morning-
on.”

“ Better look for him, sir, if you think
he’s in the school.” :

“1 know he’s in the school,” said
Jimmy quietly. “No good beating
about the bush, Smacke, I'd like to
speak to him, but if you can iake a
message it will do almost as.welll W 1‘1
you ?’ >

Smacke was silent.

“My dear mar, I know that Jou
know where he is,” said Jifnmy “It's
you that supplies him with food, and
all that—— What are you grinning
at2” :

hidden,”

“W-w-was I grinning, 5'1 72
“Yes, you young ass! T don’t sco
an}tbmg to grin at, I don’t quite
understand you, Master Timothy.” |
“No, sir,” said Timothy cneerful’y. i
“You're a bxt out of the ecommon run!
> said Jimmy., “I've heard:
from l‘upper about your little ways,
besides what I’ve seen. The way you
take care of your hands, and study La‘”m
in your room
“No reason why a bloi«e ebouidqb
try to improve ‘isself, sir.’
= Trn PopTLAR.—No. 412,
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“None at all,” agreed Jimmy. ©“But
it's queer. I fancy you haven's always
been a boot-boy, Smacke. I don’t be-
1 you're taking money from Morny

for helping him, but you've got a

motive. Youw're new here. Did you

get the job just to help Morny in this

stunt 7”

Smacke started a liitle.

“I've hit the right nail on the head,
what 7 asked Jimmy, with a laugh.
“I've suspected  that before. You're
some friend of Morny’s. I shouldn’t be
surprised if you were & rélation.”

“A—a—a relation?” stammered
Smacke.

Jimmy nodded coolly.

“Just that,” he said. “More than

. once, when you've spoken to me, you've
‘had a tone in your voice exactly like
| Morny's own. It made me jump ence
or twice, just as if it had been Morny
speaking.”

“Oh!” gasped Smacke,

“And that upper-cut you gave Peele
the other day,” continued Jimmy. ‘It
was Morny’s upper-cut to the life, and
I fancy he taught it you. What are you
| grinning at again, you image 7
. “Borry!” pasped Smacke. “Wha-at's
the message you want me to give to—to
the young gentleman, sir?”

“I want him to come home with e

‘{or Christmas, when we break up,” said

Jimmy Silver. “Will you tell him so?”

Timothy Smacke looked very curiously
at the captain of the Fourth.

“T've ’eard ’as 'ow it was for a low-
~down trick on you, sir, shat Master
fornington was turned eut of the
“school,” he said. :

“You've heard it right,” said Jimmy.
. “But the fathead was sorry afterwards,
‘and we met in the next vac, and made
| friends again, So that’s over. And you
ineedn’t ftrouble to drop your h’s in
Ispeaking to me. Smacke. It doesn’t
{come natural, and you can keep it for
!people who haven’t spotted you.”

“Oh!” stuttered Timothy.

“Will you give my message to Morn-
ington ?” -
[ Ves §ir”

“Good enough,
Jimmy Silver. :

And with a nod to the new boot-boy
the captain of -the Fourth departed,
[satisfied that his message would reach
{Valentine Mornington, in whatsoever
mysterious nook or cranny that invisible
vouth was hidden.

i
i
i

and thanks,” said

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Peele on the Warpath !

13 ETTER let Lim
. muttered Gower.
Cyril Peele set his teeth.

: “Not till I've got him the
sack !” he answered. -

. “It’s all*rot!” said Gower. “Utter
rot ! Blessed if I'd take such a lot of
trouble about a dashed boot-boy! He's
‘beneath our notice. I know he’s cheeky,
‘but there's such a thing as one’s own
.dignity, yvou know. Chap ought to draw
ithe line at quarrelling with servants.”

Peele gave his comrade a bitter look.

“It's not only cheek,” he said. “He's

punched me !”
L “Well, you were ragging him,” said
Gower. “You could get him pushed out
for punching a Rookwood- chap, only
vou can’t let the Head know you were
ragging a servant’s room. Chuck it up,
and let the kid alone!” .

“He knows where. Mornington . is
hidden,” said Peele, unheeding. I
know that for a fact, but there’s nol
proof.”
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alone !”

““Not much good spinning such a yarn
without proof.”

“I know that. I'm going to get proof,
I'm going to make him pay dear for
that upper-cut!” :

Gower yawned.

He did not like Timothy Smacke, and
he resented what-he called the cheek of
the bont-boy, But he did not share

‘Peele’s bitterness, and he was bored

with the whole subject. Andsit was
quite plain that Gower did not intend
to run any risks in the matter,

“It’s plain sailing enough,” said
Peele.  “He’s helping Morny to keep
hidden in the school. That means that
he takes him food.”

“Looks like it !” assented Goswver.

“He wouldn’t dare do it in the day-
time,” said Pecle. “He must get the
stuff in his room, and take it to Morny
at night, when the whole Ilouse is
asleep, and he’s safc.”

“Most likely—if he’s doing it.”

“[ know he’s doing it I”” snarled Pecle,

“Oh, all serene!” Gower yawned
again. “TI’ll take your word for it.”

“It’s only a question of watching for
a few nights, perhaps for only one
night,” urged Peele. “We're bound to
catch him in the act. Yon can guess
how the Head would deal with him if
he found him out in helping Morny
here |”

Gower chuckled. ;

“It swould be Smacke for the long
jump like a shot !” he remarked.

“‘That’s what we want.”

“I dare say; but not enough to make
me break dormitory bounds, an’ sit up
at night watchin’ like a giddy sentinel.
Not good enough !

“If you won’t help me, I shall do it

alone.’
oM

it, an’ welcome,” said Gower.

“I wish you luck. Tell me all about it
in the mornin’, won't you 7

And Gower strolled away whistling,
leaving Cyril Peele with a dark scowl
on his face.

Peele was quite determined; but he
would have been glad of a companion
to share his vigil. But aided or un-
aided, he was quite resolved; Gower’s
defection made no difference to his
plans.

Gower glanced at his chum with a
grin when the Classical Fourth went to
their dormitory that night. Peele did
not mect his glance; and he was silent.
It was very necessary to keep his in-
tentions secret from the Fistical ¥our.
Had Jimmy Silver & Co. suspected that
Peele intended to leave the dormitory
to spy on Timothy Smacke, certainly
Peele’s intentions would never have
been carried out.

But the Co. did not suspect.

Bualkeley of the Sixth saw lights out
for the Classical Fourth, and the juniors
turned in, the buzz of talk from bed o
bed running chiefly on the approaching
Christmas vacation, and the mystery of
Valentine Mornington.

Peele did not join in the talk.

He was thinking angry, bitter
thoughts as he lay wide awake; and he
was still wakeful when the rest dropped
off to sleep. .

Long after the rest of the Fourth were
sound asleep Peele lay wakeful, listen-
ing to the chimes that echoed through
the winter night. Ten o'clock—half-
past ten—eleven !

When eleven had struck Peele slipped
quietly from bhis bed.

- At that hour all the Rookwood fellows
were asleep, and the servanis had gone
to bed. ‘

It was probable that Smacke, to make
all safe, would leave his task till mid-
night, or even later; but Peele did not

mean "to take chances. At eleven hs
intended to be on the watch.

_He_dressed hurriedly, and crept
silently to the dormitory door. ' Softly
and silently he opened the door, slipped

_into the passage, and closed it behind

him. = -

There was no sound from the dormi-
tory, save the steady breathing of the
juniors and the snore of Tubby Muffin.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were safe in the
arms of Morpheus, never dreaming of
Peele or his spying expedition.

The corridor was quite dark, and
Peele groped his way along, his rubber-
soled shoes making hardly a sound.

By one passage after another, groping
his way, he crept on to the little stair-
case to the boot-boy’s garret.

There he paused to listen.

All around him was still and silent as
the grave. Peele felt a tremor run
through his limbs as a mouse scuttled -
behind the wall. At that moment hLe
wished himself safe back in the Fourth
Form dormitory.

But he quickly regained his nerve.
The darkness and silence were oppres-
sive, but there was no danger. What
danger could there be within the locked
and bolted doors of the Rookwood
School House ?

With stealthy steps, he crept up the
narrow staircase,

At the top was a little landing out-
side Smacke’s bed-room door, and thers
Peele intended to take up Lis wateh, If
the boot-boy quitted his room that night
he could not escape discovery. And if
Peecle’s theory was correct, the boot-boy
must visit Mornington in his hiding-
place almost every night, if not every
night,

Suddenly the junior gave a start, and
his heart throbbed. From somewhere
below in the darkness there came a
sound.

It was a faint sound. Peele hardly
knew what it was, unless it was the
creak of a window. But to his startled,
throbbing eardrums it seemed almost
like thunder in the deep silence.

He stood still for several minutes and
listened. -

But the sound was not repeated.

“Only a rat!” breathed Peele.

He reached the little -landing, and
leaned against the wall there. But bis
heart was beating fast and painfully.
It was a comfort to him, in the deadly
silence and solitude, to feel that Smacka
was on the other side of the door, much
as he hated Smacke.

He waited.

Half an hour passed. Tt seemed like
long, weary ages to the spy. Still there
was no sound or motion from the garret.

Surely; if Smacke was coming out of
his room that night he would come
soon? And- it flashed into Peele's
troubled mind that perhaps Smacke had
gone already—before his arrival; {hat
perhaps the strange sound he had
heard had been made by Smacke him-
self on his way in the dark to Morn-
ington’s mysterious hiding-place. :
- Peele gritted his teeth at the thought.

If he had had his vigil for nothing

s

His nerves were growing into a
twitter now. He determined to satisfy
himself at last, and softly turned the
handle of the garret door and opened
it. Within all was dark.

Was Smacke there?

In the darkness he could see nothing.

| He listened. intently, but Le could hear

no sound of breathing. - But his heart |
was throbbing so loudly that it was
difficult to listen with clearness. =

He groped in hiz pocket for his
electric torch. . At any risk he must
know whether Smacke was still there,



or whether it was useless to wateh
longer. His vigil was getting on_ bis
nerves more than he had imagined

his

possible- when he had ]md
in the daylight.

A sudden gleam of llght came from
the little torch; and it fell on Fimothy
Smacke’s bed.

It fell on a startled face and two
staring eyes. The boot-boy was there,
and he harl awakened.

“ What!” came a gasping voice.

Peele shut off the lrfrht instantly.

Smacke was thme evidently
awakened out of sleep by that nocturnal
visit. Yet it was close on twelve!
What became of Peele’s carefully-
worked-out theory?

He heard the sound of the stariled
T)oot boy scrambling out of bed.

“Who's that?” p'mted Smacke.

Peele did not answer. Ile backed out
of the bed-room hurriedly and drew the
door shut,

eme

In the room he could hear Smacke
moving—a sound as of a fellow
hurriedly grabbing his cloithes and
bundling them on.

The door reopened as Peele crept
away across the litile landing to the

staircase.
*Is that you, Peele, you cad?”
So the boot-boy had ~guessed—prob-

ably suspecting ﬂmt it was another
“rag” of the cad of the Fourth.
Peele almost stumbled down the

staircase.

Whether his theory was sound or un-
sound, -evidently there was nothing
more to be done that night. The boot-
boy was on his guard now.- PLeJe
stumbled hurriedly down the stairs and
stumbled away, his heart throbbing. If
the boot-boy raised an alarm—if he was
caught out of his dormitory~ —

He blundercd on in the darkness,
hardly knowing whither he was going in
his hurry, And a sercam of terror rose
to his lps as he was suddenly grasped
in the gloom—a scream that died un-
untéered as a rough hand was pressed
over his mouth.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

An Astounding Discovery!
KELE tottered in the grasp that
P had fastened on him, his senses

swimming with fear.
Who had seized him?

It .was nobt Smacke. He was still
above. Was it Mormngton who had
emerged from his hiding-place? Or
.]umny Silver, who had followed the
spy from the dormxtory"

Peele knew that it was not.

He knew that it was a man’s grasp
that had fastened on him, and he
remembered the sound he had heard

Jhe POPULAR, !mmmm@

half an hour before—the sound as of a
window creaking.

So terrible was his fear that =«
almost fainted as he realised that he
was in the hands of burglars.

The rough hand pressed hard on his
mouth, choking his ery if he had tried
to utter it again. But Peele did not
think of crying out again. Jie was too
terrified for that. He could ouly sink
helplessly in the muscular grasp, quak-
ing with" terror. &

“What is it, Ikey?” came a hoarse,
wlnepermg voice,

“A kid, I think?”?

“Wot’s he doin’ ‘ere, then?”

“Dunno, but I've got him safe!”

A light glimmered out—the light of
a dark lantern, that glimmered
Peele’s white, fear-stricken face.

Dimly he made out two faces that
were masked with strips of black cloth,
the eyes showing above, the hard
mouths below. Dazed with terror as he
was, Cyril Peele lost no detail of what

®

he saw; he even observed the bag
shmrr oxu’ the shouldm of the man

a bag that gave
a shght mctalhc clink as the man
moved.

He knew now what had happened—
that he had blundered, in the dark,
fairly into the path of the two cracks-

men, who were stealing away after
committing a robbery back to the box:
room window by which they had
entered.

“Pon’t make a sound, young ’'un!”
breathed lkey. . “If you want your

’ead caved in, you make a sound!”
Peele was not likely to make a sound.

“We can’t hang on, Ikey,” muttered
the other man hurriedly, 'and we can’t
let him yell as soon as we’re gone!”

“1 know that.”

“Well, then—

“You've got the Jemmy ’andy ?”

Peele shuddered with horror. But he
could make no effort in the savage
muscular grasp that imprisoned him.
There was a catch of the breath f}om
Tkoy s companion,

‘ You—you don’t mean

“Course 1 don’t!” sald Ikey
savagely. “I mean, give him a tap on
the napper what will keep him quiet
for ’arf an hour!”

“’0Old him, then !’

“Ain’t 1 ’oldin’ him?
word !”

Peele almost fainted with horror as
he lay helpless in the muscular grasp.
There was a sound in the darkness of
the passage behind him.

“Shut off the light|” hissed Ikey, as
his quick ears caught it.

3

Sharp’s the

But before the light could be shut off underneath

a_ half-dressed figure came racing up.

There was a glimmer of red-hair in the | master., . ‘

ofl

light, and Pcele knew that it was
Timothy Smacke, the boot-boy—the boyg
he had sought to injure—who had come:
to his rescue,

Crash ! -

There was an Indian club in Smacke’s
hand, and it struck the man who held]
the lantern in one hand and the jemmy
in the other.

The attack svas so sudden that the
ruffian had no time to elude it. The
club crashed on his head unresisted.

The dark lantern went with a clatter
to the floor, and there was a heavy thud
the next moment as the cracksman rolled
over half-stunned.

Ikey turned on the red-haired boot-
boy. The lantern on the floor was still|
bummg. Peele, with a seream, torej
hiniself away from +he ruffian’s relaxing;
grasp.

He rushed down the paSsage, shriek-]
ing at the top of his voice.

Ikey, gritted his teeth, paused as he!
was hurling himself at Smacke, and(
turned to rum, leaving lns comrade on!
the floor.

With a spring, Smacke threw himsel fg
on the fleemg ruffian, |

“No, you don’t!” panted Smacke.

The ruffian turned on him with a)
furious ery. z

He closed with Smacke, and the
Indian elub dx‘opped to the floor, struck
out of the hoot-boy’s hand.

“Help !” shouted Smacke.

“Help! ‘Help! ~Help!®<Petle was
sereaming.

There were sounds of opening doors!
and calling voices on all sides now.!
And Smacke, with relentless determina-
tion, clung to the cracksman, shouting
hleathle«lv

Lights flashed along the passage,

A sudden brilliant illumination blazed
up—the electric light had been turned
on. Hfl1e passage was flooded with light,!

“Help !

“We're coming I’ It was the voice of
Mr. Dalton, the master of the Fourth.!
“Hold hmx, my boy!”

Crash!

Something heavy, grabbed by Ikey’s!
hand from his pocket, came down on‘
Timothy Smacke’s head. There was al
faint groan from the boot-boy, and he
dropped senseless to the floor.

The cracksman fled on, but the delay
had sealed his fate. Mr. Dalton was
coming along the passage with the fleet-
ness of a deer. He sprang on the
ruffian from behind, and bore him to
the floor with the force of his rush.
Cracksman and Form master went to
the floor together, the cracksman

“You scoundrel ! panted the younw
¥
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AN ASTOUNDING DISCOVERY !
stream of crimson still oozed from
fooked for the injury, and a strange,
fips. His hand rose from the boot-

Smacke’s eyes were closed.

‘A-a-a wig!” panted Jimmy Silver.

The thin
under the red hair. Dr. Chishoim
startied exclamation broke from his
-boy’s head—with the red hair in it!
(See Chapter 3.)

The ruffian struggled furiously, but
‘he was no match for the athletic master.
‘A heavy knee was planted on his chest.
! Three or four -half-dressed Sixth-
Formers were on the scene now. Bulke-
ey of the Sixth came to Mr. Dalton’s
‘aid, and Ikey, siruggling furiously, was
secured. And Neville and Lonsdale laid
hands on his h#lf-stunned confedelate,
and secured him easily enough.

There was a buzz of voices in the
broad corridor. ° Fellows of all Forms
were crowding ™ on the scené, half-dressed
or in pyjamas. * Jimmy Silver & Co.
jwere among the first of the juniors, but
ithey came too late for service; the
‘cracksmen had already been over-
lpO“EAGd .

i Peele, finding himself i in the midst of
ia crowd, and safe, ceased fo shriek, and
{leaned on the wall panting for breath

' But no one heeded him.

All eyes were turned in horror upon
tbe still form of the boot-boy stretched
‘on the floor, with a trickle of red cozing
from under the shock of red hair.

He was quite insensible.

- “Good ‘heavens [ panted Jimmy
‘Bilver. “It’s szxcke' He — he’s
stunned !
_ “He collared the burglar!” breathed
[Lovell. :
{ “Hold those two rascals safely, said
Ml Dalton, and he rose, panting, to his
foet -Tho cracksmen were safe enough;
en or exg}u of the Sixth had hold of
thnm now, and they could stir hardly a
Timb.

Mr. - Dalton ‘hurried to the insensible
boot-boy.

“Tn Heaven’s name,
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what has hap- 1

pened, Mr. Dalton?” Dr. Chisholm, in
sweeping dressing-gown, arrived on the
scene, his- face pale and agitated.
“ What—what—what is it?”

“A burglary, sir,” said Mr. Dalton.
He made a gesture towards the cracks-
men’s bag, which had burst open in
falling to the floor. Half a dozen pieces
of the school silver had rolled out.

“Bless my soul! But this boy—-"

“He seized upon the bm glar, sir, and
prevented his escape,” panted
Dalton.” “It is Smacke, the boot-boy.
He has shown amazing courage. But
for him the ruffians cel’tam]v would
have escaped with their plunder. This
villian struck him down!”

““The brave lad. Give me room!”

Dr. Chisholm dropped on his knees
beside the insensible boot-boy, and the
Rookwood fellows erowded back.

The Head’s face was deeply moved.

Smacke’s eyes were closed, his face
like marble. The thin stream  of
crimson still oozed from under the red

. 1ai_r.

. Chisholm looked for the injury,
ard ‘a strange, startled exclamation
broke from his lips.

His hand rose from the boot-boy’s
head—with the red hair in it! There
was a gasp of stupefaction from the
crowd.

= A'—”EL"“.L wig !” panted Jimmy Silver.

Undcr the red wig a crop of soft,
dark hair had been hidden, cmppLd
close. he change in the boot-boy's
look was startling.

I spite of the b(']d\ -red complexion,
the bushy eyebrows, now that the shock
of red halv was gone, Timothy Smacke
looked quite another person—

£

Mr.

From every fellow who could see him
there came 'a shout, a shout of utter
amazement.

‘Morningion 1”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
. Luck at Last!
13 ORNINGTON !

“Valentine Mornington !”

“Morny !”

Dr. Chlshoim on his knees
beside “the insensible junior, held the
red wig in his hand, motionless, like
one dazed, =

The juniors crowded forward, craning
over one another’s shoulders to look at
the still face—the face that was unmis-
takably Valentine Morningbon’s, in spits
of the “make-up” that dxsgu‘sed it.

“ Morny!” murmured. Jimmy Silver.
“0Old Morny! And we never gueﬂced
I never guessed.”

“ Morny !” muttered Cyril Peele, and

there Was_a pang of remor=e at his
heart, “Morny! And 1
“Stand back!”? It was Mn Da!non"s

voice. “Give him roem. Fe is coming
to his senses.”

The eyes of the boot-boy opened.

He stared round him vuld v.

“What—what-—" he muttered
faintly,

“My poor boy!” whispered the Head.

L\Iom.z‘g*on s eyes rested on him, and
on the rede wig “which the doctor still
held in his hand. A .spasm of pain
crossed his face. Bw he smiled—the old
ironical smile of Valentine Mornington
of the Fourth.

“You've spotted me.” His voice was
a faint \rhm,:ez, d;m awuv in sheer
“cakne 'lhc game’s up !

\Jarnmgton‘ Dbreathed the Head.

All anger ‘was gone now, all resent-.
ment of the wayward junior’s wild
escapade. Only compassion and anxiety
remained.

“You saved the =chocl from a great
robbery, Mornington,” said the Head
softly. “Your courage and devotion
will not go unrewarded. But do not
speak any more, my boy.”

‘\Imnmvton made a motion with his
hand, to pub it to his aching head.
But his strength failed him, and the
hand fell helpxeaslv back. In spite of

himself, a groan escaped the hapless
junior.
His eyes closed again.

ENIE, ])ahon——Bulke]ey—help me with
this poor boy,” saxd Dr. Chisholm, ris-
ing to his feet. “He must be pnt to
bed at once. Neville, please telephone
for the doctor—urge him to come with-
out a moment’s uemv—and then tele-
phone for the police.”

“Yes, sir.’’

The cracksmen had been secured with
cords by this time, for Bulkeley had
been busy. With their hands bound, the
two ruffians were led away to a room
to be locked in, to await the arrival
of the police.

Valentine Mornington,
again, now, was carried away by
Dalton and Bulkeley.

Then the _,umors were shepheu’
})HC‘( to their dormitories by the pre-
acts

But there was little more sleep for
Rookwood School that night.

In every dormitory there was a buzz
of oxcited talk, and especially in the
dormitory oF the Classical Fourth, the
I‘ozm to which Mornington had bolonfr( od
when le was a Roo»\\xood fellow.

“Morny—making out he was a giddy
boot-boy % said Arthur Edward LO\eU
for the tenth time. “It beats me! And
we never guessed!” . -

Slts-a '*sc{d\ wonder |” said Conroy.

unconscious
dE
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“ Are i

still down on Smacke, you rotter 7°
ply was unexpected =
t know it was Morny,” he said in a subdued voice,
shouldn’t be down on him now if he was really
e rushed in when those villains were going to
* Peele shuddered at the recollee-

1 didn
“ But—but
a boot-boy.
knock me on the head

tion.
“And why were yvou out of the dorm at all?” demanded
Raby.

“Never mind that; the Head doesn’t know I was out, as
he found me in a crowd when he came up. Never mind Wh\_‘-{
—only Im sorry; and I'm going to tell Morny so when he’s
well encugh o hear.”

Peele said no more: buk
wakeful. For once, at lea;
Fourih was touched, and }

hig thonghts were busy as he lay
the hard heart of the cad of the
s repentance was sincere enough,
It was a very late hour when ilie Classical I'ourth slept at
st, and there were a good many hieavy eyes in the Classical
:th when the juniors turned out at the clang of the
rising-bell in the winter mornicg.

Jimmy Silver & Co. and Erroll were the first down. They
were keenly anxious for mews of Morny. 'The Co. found
Me. Daiton in the quad, and Jimmy ventured to question
bim. The Fourth Form master’s face was very grave.

“Mornington is at present in the sanatorimun,” he said.
“He is ill—very ill. But the doctor is assured that he will
recover, and will be himself again in the course of a week
or two.”

“Thank goodness for that!” caid Jimmy. :

“None of you boys had any knowledge of his imposture ?”
asked Mr. Dalton, eyeing the chuwmns of the Fourth.

" Not the least idea, sir !>

“It is amazing,” said Mr. Dalton. “Mornington’s face
was made up with great skill; and he has adinitted to the
Head that he borrowed the name of a lad named Timothy
Smacke, who was to.come here recommended by an agency,
as the new boot-boy. He induced Smacke to les him borrow
his name and take his place—doubtless for a monetary con-
sideration. Mis surprising appearanc in the school are
now explained—when he appeared as Mornington, he had
removed his disguise; and he replaced it again behind a
locked door in his garret, to reappear as Timothy Smacke.
Ii was a most amazing imposiure.”

“Bub now, sir said Jimmy Silv

“Is be—is he to be sent home now, s

Mr. Daltos shools his head.

“Mornington has received a severe injury in saving the
school from a robbery,” he said. “But for his intervention,
there is no doubt whatever that those two rascals would have
escaped with the school silver, and with five hundred pounds
in _bonds from the Head’s Moernington lies ill and
suffering as the vesult of ! » and devotion. I am
sure that, in these circumstances, ithe Head will take a
mercifal view.”

“Oh, good, #ir!” murmured Jimmy.

“Mornington's defiance of all authority is inexcusable,”
said Mre. Dalton. “That remains unaliered; but his devoted
courage has atoned for it. T have every hope thai Morning-
be allowed to resume his old place here.”

Turrah !” ;

Me. Dalton smiled as he walked away: and the cheer that
Jimmy Silver & Co. gave woke every echo of the old quad-
rangle of Rookwood, :

la
©

2

7' asked Trroll.

)

Richard Dalton proved to be a prophet.

It was soon known throughout ihe ool that Valentine
Mornington had been pardoned, both for his old offence and
for the wild escapade by which he had become an inmate
of Rockwood. In the circumstances, the fead could scarcely
have acted otherwise; but never had a decision of the
Head's been more popular in every Form.

And soon as the injured junior was able to receive
mmy Silver and Erroll were the first he saw. A
pale face smiled at them as they stood beside Morny’s bed.

“No end of a stuni—what?” grinned Mornington. *TIt
was a shame to pull your legs as I did, but I had no choice.
And I was bound io come back to Rookwood—and here I
am—to stay! "Toppin’, what#”

“ Yes, rather, old fellow !” said Erroll softly.

“Tip-top I said Jimmy Silver. “And you cah give your-
self the message now, old chap—ahout Christmas, I mean!
You're coming 7

And Mornington grinned again, and nodded his head.
And when Rookwood broke up for Christias, Mornington
was one of the merry crowd {hat departed under the wing
of Unele James,

THE END,
Won't miss next week’s topping Christmas tale of Jimmy
Nilver & Co., enlitled: “Lhe Phaitom LPrior!”)

The boys built it~
in colours—
and Dad heiped!

Standing over six fest in
height, this splendid - model
in colours of the Eiffel Tower
is an example of the models
boys can build with the New
Meccano,

The new coloured parts
give a wonderful appearance
to all the models that can only
be built with Meccano.

The Meccano system is the
same as before, ingenions and
fascinating, but the new colours
are a fine improvement. Users
of the old Meccano should
get the new coloured parts
and begin model-building again
with a new and keener interest.

Meccano|
OCutfits
from
3/6
to
370/~

Any boy
can build
Models
with Meccano—~
no study needed.

SEND FOR THE NEW MECCANO
BOOK- FREE.

The New Meccano Book
tells you all about it—
n co%ours. This beok

Binns Road, Liverpool,
- and mention the names
and addresses of three

chums. Ask for the book
about New Meccane in
colours.

will be sent you free if
you send a postcard to

THE NEW
MECCANO

MECCANO LTD : BINNS RD : LIVERPOOL




