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ASCHOOLBOYS TEMPTATION!

A Rousing Story of School Life at Rookwood, introducing VALENTINE.
MORNINGTON and JIMMY SILVER & Co.

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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CHAPTER 1.
Morny's Way.
~

» ORXNY lere?”
M Lattrey of the Fourth Torm at

Rookwood, asked the question, as
he looked into Study No. 4.

It was tea-time, and Peele and Gower,
Morningion’s study-mates, were there, with
dark and discontented expressions on their
faces,

Mornington, the dandy of the Fourth, was
not to be scen, '

“Where's Morny?” said Laitrey.

Peele gave .a grunt.

“Talking to Erroll and Jimmy Silver,”
he replied.  “They're down in the quad.”

“You can see 'em from the window if
vou want to sce how chummy they are,”
said Gower with a shoor.

]’;ni‘trn;.- erossed to the window and glanced
out.

L ]

Three juniors were chaiting mnear the
beeches, apparently on the hest of terms.
They were Kit Erroll, Jimmy Silver, and
dimmy’s old rival, AMornington. -

Lattrey gave them a hitter glarce, and
turned back into the study.

“1 left *em talking ericket!” said Peele,
“Morny’s gettin® very keen on cricket. He's
goin’ to squecze into the junior cleven, if he
can, for the Bagshot mateh, He's throwin’
us over.”

“Tt's, that rotier Erroll,” said Gower.
“Before he came, Morny was one of us—an
bit ahead of mest of us. Cricket!” Gower
guve a snort of angry contempt. “What's
that? Kid's ga Morny's wastin® his
time on ericket—and advie’'n’ us to do the
same ! U's, von know U
“This won't do ™ waid Lattrev,
Iy no wse saying that,  You can't

ne !

stop

it,
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“I'm going to try,” said Lattrey between
his ‘teeth. .

He moved restlessly about the study.

Lattrey, the blackest of the black sheep
-at Rookwood, could not quite understand
the change that was coming over Valentine
Mornington, and it irritated him: all the
more because he could not understand it.

The supercilious dandy of the Fourth had

been the leader in all the shady escapades |

?f the Giddy Goats of Rookwood, tall of
ate.

And Morny, who was rolling in wealth,
was too valuable a pal to be lost by thaf
select circle, %

The three juniors looked round sullenly as
Mornington cams into the study at last.

He was looking very cheerful.

“Hoallo, tea ready 7" he asked. :

“If you call it a ton!” grunted Peele,
“There's nothing much here :

“Hard lines!” grinned Morningten. © Try
cricket, old scout. It makes any sort of
grub_go down like toffee.”

“Hang cricket 1”

Marnington laughed, and sat at the table
" -and helped himself to bread and cheese. He
ato the plain fare with a keen appetite,
His chums watched him in angry silence.

“Is that all yow're goin’ to have?” asked
Peele at last, ;

Mornington nodded.

“Then_you can have it to yourself,*
enapped Peele, and he went out of the study,
followed by Gower. . 5

Mornington shrugged his shoulders, and
ate his bread and cheete, Io seemed
amused by the irritation of his friends.

Lattrey remained in the study with him,
watching him, :

“Why arc yon so keen on cricket, Morny,
all of a sudden?” he asked. :

" “Erroll's been jawin’ me; you see, He's
pointed out the error of my ways.” Morn-
mgton chuckled. x the -

" Lattrey’s eyes glittered.

“Are you always going to do as Lrroll
‘tells you?” he sneered. : i

“Why not? the
thinkin’ -

Mornington finished his bread and cheese,
and rose. The dark look on Lattrey’s face
evidefitly amused him. -

Morny was not an easy customer for even
the cunning cad of the Fourth to deal with.
It was useless to seck to “put his back up ¥
by snecring at Errall's influence, es it were.

Sayes trouble of

fog the amiable purpose of irritating his
pals, *

Lattrey controlled his " temper, with an
effort.

“Well, sit down, Morny,” he said, * Got
the cards here?” ol

“Cards?” repeated Mornington. ;

“Yes—you remember I was going to show
you how to play poker.” !

“Poker !” yawned Mornington. ;

“It’'s a ripping game,” said Lattrey.
“Beais bridge and banker hollow. A real
gamo for sportsmen.” A

“ Another time,” said Mornington, taking
his bat from a corner.

“Where are you going?” 3

“Cricket practice [ s

“Look here, Morny, I've put off some-
thing else to come here,”

“Sorry!  You shouldn’t have—I never
do,” said Mornington 200lly. “ F'rinstance,
I'm not goin’ to put off ericket now.”

Lattrey’s eyes flamed. Mornington’s cool.
insaionce was hard even for him to bear.

“IHas it struck you that fellows may get
fed up with your cheek, in the long run,
Morny?” he asked.

“Let 'em.”

“You may find yourself cut if you keep on
like this,” said Lattrey savagely. “You
can’t ride rouvgh shod over your friends.”

“Cut away !” grinned Mornington. “My
chap, you wouldn’t cut me, You'd never
find it in your heart to drop my acquaint-
ance.”

“Don’t be too sure of that!*

“I'm quite sure of it,” said Mornington
coolly. “You wouldn’t quarrel with any.
body better heeled than yourself, Lattrey.”

Lattrey flushed with rage. : :

“You think everybody wants
money,” he said bitterly. y

“A good many fellows do-—an’ I know
you do. That’s why you're goin’ to teach
me poker.” j o o

“Mornington! You cheeky cad——>
- “Oh, cheese it. As a matter of fact, 'm
goin’ to pay for the lessons, -and I’ll have
’em when T choose. I don’t choose now.”

‘With that, Mornington walked out of the
study with his bat. . ¢

Lattrey stood quite still, his lips set in g |
tight line, his eyes like pin points, glitter-
ing like steel: He drew a deep, deep- reath.

Lattrey of the Fourth was not sensitive,
but Morny's words would have penctrated

your filthy
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the thickest skin. At that moment Lattrey
hated Mornington more than he hated Irroll
or Jimmy Silver, or any other fellow in the
wide world.

CHAPTER 2,
L0 Nl G.ll

“ ¥ 'M ready, Master Mornington.”

l A Third Form fag looked into the
study, while Lattrey was still standing
there, with glittering eves and

clenched hands, a prev to savage rage and
hatred and all uncharitablencss.

“The fag was “’Erbert.” of the Third,
the little waif who had been brought to
Rookwood by Mornington, and was paid
for there by Morny’s guardian. e was
called Murphy on the school books.

“Ain't Master Mornington 'ere?” asked
'Forbert, as he saw the cccupant of the study
was Laltrey.

“No, confound you!” growled Lattrey.
“What do vou want?”

“Mastor Mornington told me he wanted
me to bowl to 'im, sir,” said "Erbert, looking
curiously at Lattrey’s furious face, *Has
he gone down to cricket, do you know?”

“You're fagging for Mornington ?"”

[ YGS,,,

“Step in a minute, kid,” said Lattrey.

Trhert hositated a moment, and then
stopped into the study. The fag did not
like Lattrey of the Wourth. ‘Frbert's feel-
ings towards his benefactor amounted almest
to worship, and he resented Lattrey's evil
influcnce over the reckless dandy of the
Tourth.

Lattrey kicked the door shut.

“You feteh sinokes into the school some-
times for Morny®” he remarked.

“J ave done so,” caid ’lrbert, after a
pause. “You know that.”

“ And vou've taken messages for him to
the Bird-in-Hand !”

"Etbert nodded.

He knew that Morny’s shady assoeiate
was aware of the fact, so there was no reason
for not acknowledging it.

“Morny gives you a written note some-
tim%f, I think?”

“Yes.”

., Lattrey drew a quick breath.
2 *¥ou don't have any too much tin, Mur-
phy,” he said, in a very friendly tone.

“I ’as enough,” said 'Erbert. “ 8ir Rupert
-Stacpoole sends me dn allowance. same as

the chopper.
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other chaps in the Third, through Master
Maornington’s kindness.”

“8till, it's none too much, especially now
tuck is at war-price. How would you like
a quid?”

“I'd like a quid all right,” said 'Erbert,
in wonder.

He could not suspect Lattrey of intead-
ing to “tip him a quid.” Lattrey was
rot generous in money matters,

To his astonishment, Lattrey took out a
little case, and flicked a pound note from
it, and held it up.

“There's the quid!” he said. “That's
for you, kid, if you like—I only want you
to do me a little favour.”

'Erbert looked dogged at once.

“You can pub it away, sir,” he said
quietly.  “T ain’t doing nothing of the
kind. I does everything Master Morning-
ton tolls me, but I ain’t fetching smokes or
carrying messages for you or no one else.
Ilt's agin the rules of the school, and I won’t
do it.”

“I don't want you to, you young fool,”
Lattrey langhed slightly. He was not likely .
to put anything into writing. to be taken
to a place like the Bird-in-Hand Inn, He
was a good deal worse than Mornington,
but he was not quite so reckless. “I've no
messages for vou to take. 'The fact is, the
next time Morny gives you a note for Joey
ook or anybody at the Bird-in-Hand—"
He paused.

“Yes,” said 'Erbert.

“I want you to bring it to me.”

“Oh!”

“In case Morny is writing anything that
would be dangerous to him, if the paper
gets left about, I mean,” said Lattrey, cye-
ing the fag narrowly as he spoke. *Morny
is rceckless, as you know, and he might put
something in writing that would give that
shady set a hold over him. T really want
to take care of him—only he’s so inde-
peadent that a chap ecan’t give him advics.
But we should all feel it very much if he
were found out and sacked.”

Krbert did not speak.

“You're grateful to him for what he’s
done for you, Murphy. If vou do as I tell
you, you may be saving him from getting
You'll do it?”

'Iirbert gave a bitter smile.

Lattrey had made a mistake in offering
the fag monev. But for that appeal to his
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cupidity, 'Erbert might have trusted his
explanation.

“Well?” said Lattrey, with a emile.

“I can’t do it,” )

“Why not? It's for Morny's sake, you
know.” . ‘

“’Ow do I know ?” said "Erbert grimly.

“You can take my word, as Morny's
friend.”

“You ain't a good friend to Morning-
ton, like Master Erroll,” said 'Erbert. “’Ow
do I know what you want ’is paper for?
Anyway, I shouldn’t show anybody 'is letters
without 'is knowin’. He wouldn’t forgive
me if I did, and it would he a mean trick,
too. ’Ow do I know that you don’t want
“to get a ’ald over him yourself, like you
say those blokes might.” i

Lattrey started. The keen-witted little
waif had read his thoughts as if they were
written in an open book.

“You cheeky young hound!" he ex-
claimed, starting forward. But he con-
trolled his savage temper with an effort.
“Look here, Murphy, it’s for Monty’s sake
—it may save him from the push, if I keep
& friendly eye on his correspendence with
shady cads like those sporting touts at the
Bird-in-Hand—they might keep a letter of
his as a hold over him——"

“Bo might you,” said 'Frbert coolly,
*and you're more likely to do it.”

Lattrey ground his teeth.

The fag’s opinion of him was not Hatter-
ing, but it was well deserved.

“Then you won’t do it7” he asked be-
tween his teeth, )

“No. I won’t!”

“I'll make it two quids—"’

“You can keep your quids,” said 'Erbert
scornfully. “I know where you get your
quids—you win them from Master Morny
at cards, T ain't going to give you his
letters, but I'm going to warn ’im that
you're trying to get ’old of them, and put
'im on ’is guard.” -

'Erbert opened the study door with that.
The next moment he was torn back by a
savage clutch on his collar, and Lattrey’s
furious fists werc beating on him. The cad
of the Fourth had lost all control of his
temper now. He lashed at the fag with
savage force, )

'Erbert kicked and struggled and yelled,

“Yow-ow-ow! ’Elp! Yah!”?

“Hallo!” The Fistical Four were coming
along from the end study, on their way

down to the cricket after tea. Lovell and
Raby, Jimmy Silver and Newcombe, stopped
at once. “Hallo! What—" ;

“'Elp, Master Silver!” panted 'Erbert.

Jimmy Silver did not nced asking twice,

He rushed into the study and collared Lat-
trey. His chums were only a second be-
hind him. :

Four pairs of hands fastened on the cad
of the Fourth, he was swept off his feet,
and he smote the study carpet with a thud.

Lattrey uttered a fiendish yell as he sat

own.

“Now, you rotten bully!” said Jimmy
Silver sternly. “Now you're going to have
a dose of your own medicine.”

“Let me go!” shouted Lattrey furiously,

“Not till you've had your dose.”

“Yarooh!” Oh, oh, oh!” .

The Fistical Four rolled Lattrey over
and, with cheerful determination, rubbet
his nose in the carpet.

Lattrey being in a very good position to

receive theni,

'Erbert looked on, grinning. 2
Ile had been hurt by Lattrey’s savage,
attack, bub certainly he had not been husk
so much as the cad of the Fourth. .
_“Thah’§ a lesson, Lattrey,”
Silver, pitching down the stump, “You'll
get another if you ask for it! Ta-ta!”
The Fistical Four lef: the study with the
fag: Lattrey sat up, his face white, his
breath coming thick and fast.

Matters were not going prosperously with
the cad of Rookwood School,  His luck
was out! ' o

CHAPTER 3.
Morny Loses His Temper]

“ ELL bowled, Morny
W It was Jimmy Silver who
spoke, 1n hearty tones. =
; Kit Xrroll ;ﬁﬁ’ t the wicket,
and Mornington of the Qﬁrttl was bowling
to him, when the Fistical Four arrived upon
Little Side. : :
Morny was in great
Erroll's wicket had
Erroll was a very go
his place, and Jin
with interest, Morny’s
Australian,
Conroy was one of

; down, though
t. Conroy took
Silver watched;

’best bats in the

Jimmy Silver picked .
up a stump, and laid on six of the best,.

said J}mrﬁﬁ'

wling against the
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Tourth, but he was not quite equal to play-
ing Morny in his present form.

The third ball sent his bails flving.

“By gad, Morny's improving,” remarked
Lovell. “P’ll give him a trial.  Chuck us
that bat, Conroy, if vou've done with it.”

Conroy nodded, and passed the willow to
Lovell. Morny grinned as Arthur Edward
Lovell took the batsman’s place.  Since
Alorny had chummed with Erroll, he had
been on better terms with Jimmy Silver &
Co., but he was still very much up against
the four.

He put all he knew into the next ball he
sent down. Levell put all he knew into
his guard, too; but the leather curled round
ikie bat, and the off stump was whipped

up. .
“How’s that?’ chuckled Mornington.
“How's that?” echoed Townsend and

Topham and Smythe of the Shell and the

Test of the nuts, who were looking on.

“Jolly good!” said Jimmy Silver.
Rawson.”

Tom Rawson, the scholarship junior in
the Classical Fourth, took his bat to the
wicket., Rawson was a solid, stolid bats-
man of the stonewall variety, and could
generally be depended upon to keep his
end up.

Morny’s bowling was brilliant, there was
no doubt about that,.but Rawson, in his
quiet way, faced it steadily, and knocked
away ball after ball.

“Well hit, Rawson!”

“Well stopped!” | -

Mornington’s face changed. He had
been enjoying the practice, so far. He
liked the limelight, and he liked to hear
his name shouted on the ericket-ground.
So long as he was triumphant, his good
humour had no limits. % )

But as he expended all his skill in vain
upon Tom Rawson’s wicket, his handsome
face grew darker, and his well-cut lips set
hard. )

The lofty Morny could not endure oppo-
sition or defeat, and it always roused his
hasty, passionate temper.

It was for that reason that, in spite of
his really first-class powers as a bowler, he
as little use as a regular member of the
unior Fleven. A fellow who could not
ontrol his temper, or keep in check his
sire to ‘‘swank;” was of no usc as a

L1 Try
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Morny’s bowling {81 off in Guality as his
temper rose.

It became faster and more erratic, and
Rawson played it more casily than ever.
Rawson was grinning now.

To his quiet, sedate mind there was some-
thing ridiculous and amusing in the resent-
ful apnoyance of the defeated bowler.

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

He had been thinking of Morny as a rod
in pickle for the Bagshot bounders in the
next match. But as he watched Morny’s
face now he was changing his mind. . Morn-
ington was making himself ridiculous, as
well as spoiling his bowling, and Jimmy
knew how a Bagshot crowd would have
cackled, if they could have seen such an
exhibition on their ground.

“Billy- ass!” commented Raby.

“Swanking duffer!” grunted Newcome.
“Why, he's simply chucking the ball! Call
that bowling ?”

“Keep your temper, Morny yelled
Higgs of the Fourth—a remark that made
Mornington all the angrier. It was fol-
lowed by a loud laugh.

Mornington cast a savage look at the en-
lookers.

It was bitter enough to his lofty pride to
find that he was being laughed at for a
childish exhibition of temper. He had
drawn it upon himself, but that did not
make it any pleasanter.

Kit Trroll had a troubled look.

His sincere friendship for the dandy of
the Fourth did not blind him to Morny’s
faults, and he was feeling keenly the ridi-
cule his chum was bringing upon himself.

He had urged Jimmy Silver a dozen
times to give Morny a chance in the Junior
Eleven. Morny deserved it, on his form.
But what was the use of a cricketer who
could only keep his temper so long as he
was winning?

“My hat! Call that bowling? ex-
claimed Van Ryn. “For goodness’ sake,
chuek 1t. Morny !”

“He is chucking it!” said Pons, with a
chortle. “You can’t call it anything else.
Give somebody else the ball, Morny.”

Mornington gave ‘the Colonial juniors a
fierce look. He sent down the ball again
with savage force, and it rose from the
pitch like a bullet and caught Tom Rawson
on the shoulder with a heavy shock, Raw-
son uttered a sharp cry of pain.

Whether Morny had done that deliber-

(&Ll

-
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ately, or whether it* was simply rotten
bad bowling due to his temper, was not
clear. But the vesult was the same—Tom
Rawson was hurt. Ile dropped the bat,
and came off the pitch.

*Clumsy  fool I” “said Oswald.

“Clumsy rotter, you mean!” exclaimed
Lovell, *The cad meant to hurt Rawson.”

“Taith, and it looks !ike it!” exclaimed
Flynn. “Morny, it’s a sneaking Hun ye
arc!”

“ Rotter [

“Dash it all, be fair!” exclaimed Erroll,
“Morny didn't mean that—it was an acci-
dent !

“ Rats 1"

“You can _bat to Morny, then, if you
like? =said Rawson savagely. “I've had
enough of his bowling. Better let him
t;}ke your wicket, or you’ll get a crack like
this!”

Mornington strode off the pitch.

"It was an accident, Rawson,” he said,
his eyes gleaming.

“Well, I've had enough of your acci-
dents,” said Rawson, rubbing his shonlder.
“You won't catch me batting to you again
in a hurry.”

Mornington clenched his hands.

“Do you dare to say I did it on purpose?”

he cried.
" "I dare say anything I choose!” retorted
Rawson contemptuously. *I don’t say
that, hecause I don’t know. But if you
didn’t do it on purpose, you did it because
you were in a rotten temper. and didn't
care where the ball went; and it was be-
caus¢ you couldn’t take the wicket. You
wouldn't have done it if you hadn’t been a
silly, swanking cad!” :

“Hear, hear!” said Lovell.

“You votten scholarship bounder!” said |

Mornington thickly, “You dare to talk to
me, you poverty-stricken cad!”

“Bhut wp!” said Jimmy Silver savagely.

Mornington turned fiercely on the captain
of the Fourth, but Erroll slipped an arm
through his, and drew him away. He gave
Erroll a fierce look for a moment, as if
about to turn on his own chum, but he re-
strained himself and left the field with
him. A decisive shout from the juniors
followed him, )

“Hang them!” muttered Mornington.
“Hang them all!”

Erroll set his lips a liitle.

He wauld not argue with Morny in his

A SCHOOLBOY’S TEMPTATION |
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present frame of mind, but his face ex-
pressed pretty clearly what he was thinking.
Mornington jerked his arm away.
“You're down on me, like all the rest?”
he snapped.

“Why can’t you keep your temper,
Morny 1’

“Oh, let my temper alone!”

“Morny——""

“Do you think T hit Rawson with the
‘ball intentionally, then?”

Frrell shook his head.

“No. But as Rawson said, you didn’$
care where it went——"

‘8o you agree with that scholarship cad?”

“Rawson isn't a cad,” said Erroll quietly.
“He's one of the best. and it’s caddish to
throw his poverty in his face, Morny 1

Mornington’s eyes glitiered.

“Thanks! That's enough!” he said, bed
tween his teeth. “If you think so mucl’?
of Rawson, you'd better go and chum with
the fellow, and leave me alone!” oA

And the dandy of the Fourth strode away,
leaving Kit Erroll with a very dark shade
on his brow, . :'r

1

CHAPTER 4.
Uncle James Gives Advice!

IMMY SBILVER & CO. were working
at their prep. after the cricket, when
there was a tap at the door of the end
study, and ’Erbert of the Second

Form looked in.
~Jimmy gave him a kind nod.

“Trot in, kid!” he said.

“I come to speak to you, Master Silver,?
said 'Erbert hesitatingly, “I—I'll come in
sgain if you've busy.”

“Don’t call me M{ister Silver, you young
ass! My name’s Jimmy Silver.  And I'm
rearly done. 8it on the coal-locker and
wait a minute.”

“Orlright 1” s

'Erbert sat down and waited till the
Fistical Four had finished their prep.
Lowell and Raby and Newcome quitted the
stud;r to go down to the Common-room,
leaving Jimmy Silver alone with the waif of
Rookwood. - !

Jimmy yawned, and pushed his books
away, and rose. ‘

“Go it, kid!” he said. ;

+ Jimmy Silver, in his character as Uncle
James to everybody in general, had been
very kind to the iitile watf, who often came
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to the end study for advice, and sometimes
for kindly help with difficult lessons.

Rookwood School was very different from
the insalubrious quarters at Dirty Dick’s, off
the Enston Road, which had once been poor
’Erbert’s home, and he had much more to
Iearn, in various ways, than the average fag
at Reookwood,

Mornington meant to be very kind to
him, but he had many occupations, and he
often forgot the little fag for weeks to-
gether, and 'Krbert would not trouble his
patron, The little waif had a keen sen-
sitiveness of feeling that the superb Morny

| never even suspected.

But there was a hearty cordiality about
Jimmy Silver that cncouraged ‘Erbert to

- bring his little troubles to the cnd study.

.F

| He was always good-tempered, and he was
always patient, and he would always have
gone a mile out of his way to help a lame
dog over .a stile. N

“Pile in, my pippin!” said Jimmy Silver,
as the fag hesitated. “What's the merry
trouble? Keep smiling. you know. Been
fighting again with Jones minimus of the

“No. Me and Jones is great pals now.”
said ’Erbert brightly. “So’s me and
Snooks, I don’t get on with Tracy miner,
that’s all! But he ain’t a fightin’ sort!”

“Then all is calin and bright in the hallg

of the Second—what?”

“Yes,” grinned ’'Erbert.

_“But you’ve come across a deponent verb,
and that’s doubled you up?” asked Jimmy
Silver. “Trot it out, and we’ll double up
the deponent verb.”

foain’t that, Master Silver. ’'Tain't
them blessed verbs this time. It—it's about
Master Mornington!™
1 #0h, Morny!" Jimmy 8Silver became
serious. “T've told you before, ’Erbert,
what T think about Morny making you

- fetch smokes for him!”

~want to ask your advice, sir.”
fime < Sir’

t “He don’t make me, Master Silver !” said
the fag eagerly. “He wouldn’t ask me if
I didn’t want to!”

#Well, well! Never mind Morny. 1
‘know you're potty on that subject,” said
Jimmy, with a smile, “But what is it
yow've come about?”

“It’s about Master Mornington. I—I
© “Good! No charge! Only, if you call
again I'll pull your car! Go
‘on!” it .

% g
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“You chipped in when that beast Lattrey

was a-‘ammering me, sir!” said 'Erbert.
“He'd asked me to do something, and I
wouldn't.”

“Quite right! Don’t ever do anything
Lattrey asks you!” «aid Jimmy. . *Give
him a wide berth. He’s not wholesome!”

“T know he ain’t, Master Silver. An’ I
wish Master Morny wasn’t friends with him
neither. "He don’t mean any good to Master
Morny. But—but—— Course, sir, if T tell
you wot’s worrying me,” you won't say
nothing 7"’

“1 won't say anything, if that’s what
you mean.”’

“Yes, sir! Well, sir, Master Mornington
sometimes gives me a written message to
take to a place—some place—"

“The Bird-in-Hand?’ growled Jimmy
Silver. “I know!”

“Tattrey asked me to ’and him the next.
letter Morny give me to take there,” said
'Erbert, “He says, says he, it was to see
that Morny didn’t write anything that might
get him into trouble. But—but I don't
trust Lattrey. He's a bad egg!”

“Quite right!”’ .

“He said some shady rotter at the Bird-
in-’And might keep Morny’s paper to keep
a ’old over 'im!”’

“ Likely enough!”’ :

“But—but I figured it out, sir, that that’s
wha]tf Lattrey wanted Morny’s letter for
’isself.”” -

“My hat!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

“He don’t like Morny, though they'ra
friends,”” said the fag shrewdly. “He makes
a lot of money out of ’im. I know that!
He hates Master Erroll, who’s a good pal
to Morny. I know he’s afraid of Morny
chucking him over, and I believe he wants
to get a ’old over Morny.” .

“Very likely. Don’t do as he asks you,
anyway.”

“I ain’t poing to, Master Silver. Bnt
that ain’t all. Suppose he had a lefter like
that there, it would do Master Mornington
a lot of ’arm if it came out—to the ’Ead
or the Form-master—wouldn’t it 9"

;’ Might get him the sack!” agreed Jimmy
Silver.

< And then Morny would be under Lat-
trey’s thumb?’ .

“1 suppose so.”

“Well, then, as he can’t make use of me
to get ’old of a paper like that, he may try
some other trick,” said the fag. “And—
and T was a wondering, Master Silver, if I
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ought to warn Morny? Course, I don't
want to make trouble atween friends, an’
I don’t want to be tellin’ tales. But—but
s’pose Morny, in a careless way, wrcte some-
thin® that Lattrey got ’old of, and—and
kep'——"" He paused, his eyes fixed
earnestly on Jimmy Silver’s face. * Morny’s
s0 careless, sir. He might let Lattrey get a
’old over 'im like thut, and then—then he
wouldn’t never be able to throw Lattrey
over if he wanted to.” :

“My hat!’ murmured Jimmy Silver,
staring at the fag.

He did not doubt that the keen-witted
little waif had read arvight the cunniug
scheme in Lattrey’s brain. Lattrey’s hoid
on the richest junior at Rookwood was
very precarious. Morny was very unreliable,
and Erroll was doing his best to win him
from shady pursuits. Tt was only too likely
that Lattrey was seeking to strengthen Lis
hold upon his associate and dupe.

‘Bo, pr’aps you'll advise me, Master
Silver,” 'Erbert went on. “I—I don’t iike
to seem to be tellin’ tales and making
trouble; but—but don’t you think Master
Mornington ought to kmow what Lattrey
wants 7’ )

“He ought to chuck up playing the giddy
ox!” growled Jimmy Siver. “But, as he
won’t do that, he ought to know that his
precious pal is trying to serve him a dirty
trick. You’d better warn him.””

'Erbert rose from the coal-locker.

“Thank you, Master Silver! I—I thought
I'd ask you first. You think I’d better tell
Morny wot Lattrey wanted 7’

“I think yon'd better!” said Jimmy, after
a pause. “Morny hkas a right to know.
ﬁn_a’s fool ¢nough to land himself into any-

ing.”

“Thank you, sir!”

The fag quitted the study, relieved in,

his mind. He placed great faith in Jimmy
Silver—much more than in Morny—in spite
of his unbounded admiration of the dandy
of the Fourth.

Jimmy smiled as he went down to the
Common-room to join his chums. Ile rather
fancied himself in the role of Uncle James,
giving sage counsel to youths in trouble.

Aud he felt that he had done Morny a
good turn, and though he was not feeling
very friendiy towards Morny just then, he
was glad of it. He did not want even a
reckless scapegrace like Mornington to fail
into the clutches of a scheming, un-
scrupulous raseul like Lattrey of the Fourth.

CHAPTER 5.
A Startling Revelation!

UBBY MUFFIN smiled a genial

I smile of welcome as Mornington of

the Fourth came nto the first study.

Lattrey, Tubby’s study-mate, was

there, finishing his prep. He did not even
look up. But Tubby was all smiles.

“Come in, old chap!”’ said the fat Classi-
cal affectionately.

Mornington gave him a cool stare.

Tubby’s affection was founded upon
Morny’s ample wealth, but it was not in
the slightest degree reciprocated by the
dandy of the Fourth.

“You can cut off, Muffin!”’
curtly.

(‘Eh ?,’

“Cut off!
Latirey.”

“QOh1’

“Qutside!” said Mornington.

Even the worm will turn, and Tubby
Muffin, imstead of cutting off, gave a snorb
of indignation.

“Cut off yourself, you snob!” he said
independently, “You're not going to turn
me out of my own study!”

“Get out, Tubhy!” said Lattrey, rising.

“Look here—"’

“I’ll kick you out if you don’t !’

“T'll kick him cut, anyway !’ said Morn-

said Morny

I've come here to speak to

ington.
Tubby Muffin dodged out of the study
and fled. Mornington closed the door after

him, and turned to face Lattreyl,'.

The latter eyed him sneeringly. .

“I've no time now for poker,”” he said.

“Thanks! I haven’t come to play poker,
dear boy!” said Mornington. “I’ve come
to tell you what I think of you!”

“You needn’t trouble!”

“You want to get something in m
writing,” said Mornington—*scmething ad-
dressed to Joey Hook, or a chap of that
kind, that would get me into trouble if it
came out. You asked young Murphy fo
sell me out.”

“Did he tell you 507"’ sneered Lattrey,

“Yes; to put me on my guard.”’

“Well, it’s a lie!” -

“It isn’t a lie,”” said Mornington calmly.
“"Erbert doesn’t -tell lies; his upbringin®
has been quite different from yours, Lattrey.
It's the truth; and you were schemin’ lo
get me under your thumb, you cad!”

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“I kunew all the time that you were a
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sneakin’ cad !’ went on Mornington, “T’ve
been friendly with you because I’ve a queer
weakness for the company of rotters and
out-and-out rascals!”’

“Take care what you say!” muttered
Lattrey.
© “It’s my way,”” said Mornington. “I
chum with Towny and Toppy, a pair of
vicious -duffers; and Yeele and Gower, a
pair of vicious rascals; and you, worse than
the lot of them put together! I find you
all rather amnsin’. As for you, of course 1
knew you were after my money all the
time, and I never bothered. Tt doesn’t hurt
me io lose a few quids at banker and

o bridge, and I dare suy you're hard up an’
want the money.”

Lattrey’s eyes glistened like a rat’s.

“But that’s comin’ to an end now,”” added
Mornington. “1 was a fool ever to speak
to a fellow of your sort. I knew you were
a schemin’ cad, but I didn’t know what a
dangerous scoundrel you were,”

“Take care!” muttered Lattrey, clench-
ing his hands almost convulsively.

“What else are you?'’ sneered Morning-
ton. “You wanted to get somethin’ com-
promisin® written in my hand, to hold over
my head. to make me dance to your tune—
wgat? That’s what lawyers call blackmail.
You’re a blackmailin’ scoundrel, Lattrey!”

Lattrey made a step forward. Morning-
ton stood cool and calm, his face scornful,
quite prepared for an attack, and welcoming
it. But it did not come.

“Come on, if you choose!” said Morn-
ington coolly. “I'm feeling just inclined
to wipe up vour study with you,
treacherons cad!”

Lattrey’s cyes burned, but he did not
come on.

“ After this,” continuing Mornington,
“you can give me a wide berth. I'm going
to drop your acquaintance, dear boy! I'm
goin’ to warn the other chaps what to ex-
pect from you—what kind of a pal you are,
an’ what it may cost them if they trust you.
Savvy 1’

He smiled grimly. :

“You're a criminal, Lattrey, that’s what

-~ you are! Goodness knows where you eome

Cfrom. From a family of criminals, I should
say. DBut that kind of thing won't do for
Rookwood. It may be all right in the re-
formatory you ought to belong to, but it’s
not quife good enough for Rookwood.

stance, 1 fancy the other fellows won't
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you
!

You’'ll have the exceedin’ kindness not tn
':E"peak to me any more, and to keep your |
i

9

want much to do with you, when they know
the kind of game youw're prepared to play.
T'm sorry I shan’t be able to learn the won-
derful game of poker from you” e
laughed sativically. “You've seen the last
quid you’re goin’ to see from me!”

Lattrey drew a deep breath.

“Keep it up!’ he muttered. *“You will
come down off your ferch some day, Morn-
ington, I can tell you that. Your money!
You've shoved your money at mo pretty
often. Your money!” ¢ burst into a
bitter, sarcastic laugh. “Your money, you
beggar!’’

. Mornington was turning to the door,
having said his say. But he turned back
at that,

“What did you call me?’ he asked.

He was not angry, only surprised hnd
amused. Truly, “beggar” did not seem
quite the description to apply to the richest
fellow at Rookwood, who had more fivers
in his pocket-book than any other fellow
had half-crowns. ;

“Beggar!"’ repeated Lattrey. “Beggar
and impostor! That’s what I call you!
Money—your money! You haven’t a cent
in the world. Ivery shilling you spend is
somebody else’s money. And if that some-
body else claims it, what are you going to
do ‘then? You'll lose your fine feathers.
You may be glad to speak to me then, you
swanking pauper!”

“Pauper!”” repeated Mornington.

“Yes, pauper! You like me to believe
that you didn’t know it!’ sneered Lattrey.
“You didn’t know I knew it, certainly!”

Mornington looked at him in wonder.

“Have you gone off your rocker?’ he
asked calmly. *“I don't see how you ran
krow anythin’ about my affairs, anyway!”’

“You sce that I do!”’

“Not at all. Unless you're mad, you’re
dreamin’,” said Mornington. “But you’re
going to explain, Lattrey. What do you
mean by what you just said 2"’ .

Tattrey gave him a hard, searching look,

“¥You mean to say that you don’t know "
he asked at last.

“] know you're talkin’ out of your hat!
That's all.”’ ‘

“By gad?’ Tatirey breathed hard.
“Then your guardian’s kept it dark from
you. Sir Rupert Stacpoole hasu’t told you

“Told me what?’ exclaimed Morning-
ton, a vague sense of vneasiness creeping
over him, in spite of his scorniul disbeliefs
Out with itl”’

! “What do you mean?
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“That you’re a beggar!’ Lattrey enunsi-
ated every word with slow relish. *That
you haven’t a quid in the wide world of your
own money. That every shiiling yon spend
may have to be accounted for if the right
owner turns up, and he will—he will!”

Mornington searched the hard, bitter face
with his eyes. There was intense earncst-
ness in Lattrey's look. He was telling the
truth, or so he believed. The dandy of tha
Fourth stood very still.

Could there be anything in it, he was
wondering.

“Tell me what you mean, Lattrey > ha
said at last, and his voice was very low and

ulet. :

“I'll tell yon fast enough. You stand tn
inherit twenty thousand pounds a year when
‘you're twenty-one. What?”’

“That’s so, though T don’t see how you
krow it1” :

“You see that I do know it. And the
Mornington estates—yours, if your cousin
‘does not turn up; but whaose, if he does?”
grinned Lattrey.

“My cousin?”’

“Your cousin, Cecil Mornington, the heir
of your father’s elder brother,” said Lattrey.
“And you never knew?”’

“Tt’s a lie!’ said Mornington, “I have
no cousin Ceeil "’ :

“Your uncle never told you?’ Lattrey
laughed. “No. I dare say old Stacpooie
thought it wouldn’t make you exactly happy
to know the facts, and Cecil Mornington
may never turn up. So he never told
you.” : '

He laughed.

“My father and his brother are both
dead,” said Mornington.  “J] was iy
father’s only son, and his brother had no
children. So I always believed.”

“Your father’s brother had a son. He
married late in life, and his son is younger
than you. That son was Jost when he was
a baby, and never found. But there has
been search going on for him for ten years,
and it’s still going on. Sir Rupert Stac-
poole is still paying the inquiry agents who
are searching for him. he’s alive, he
will be about twelve years old now. And
why shouldn’t he be alive?. And if he’s
found, he takes everything—everything.”’
Lattrey gave the dandy of the Fourth a
gloating look. “You're left a beggar—your
father was a beggar, dependent on his elder
brother for an allowance. Old Stacpoole

knows it. You’l_l be dependent on him for

the bread you eat, if your cousin turns up,
and he will 1"’ .

“And how do you Lknow all this?” asked
Mornington quietly.

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“Because my father’s the head of Lattrey
& Co., the inquiry agents,”” he said coolly.
“That’s how 1 know.”

“Your pater's a sneakin’ detective, you
mean,’”” Mornington’s lip curled. “Do in-
quiry ageuts confide matters of this kind
to their sons?”’

“Ha, ha! I imagine not! But there’s
precions few things went on at home that
I did not know about, all the same!”

“I see! Followin’ in your father’s foot-
steps like a sneakin’ spy. What!”’
“Put it like that if you like.

that I do know jt.”’

“I shall ask my guardian if it's true.”’ "

“Do?”" sneered Lattrey. “You'll. find
that it is!” z

“But whether it’s true or not, you've 1o
right to know anythin’® about "it,’" said
Mornington, his eyes glittering, “an’
whether I'm goin’ to be a beggar or not, I
don't allow a sneakin’ spyin’ cad to call me
one. Put up your hands, Lattrey! I'm
goin’ to thrash you!”

Tll:e dandy of the Fourth came on as he
spoke. . ) ;

Lattrey put up his hands quickly.

But his defence did not save him.

For five minutes there was a trampling
and scuffling of feet in the study, and fierce
panting and gasping. ;

Then Lattrey lay on the floor on his hack, -
knocked completely out. He blinked at.
Mornington through half-closed eyes, with
blood on his face, groaning.

Mornington gave him a contemptuous
look, ard left the study.

You see

CHAPTER 6.
‘A Change pf Prospects!

o ET me alone, confound you!”
L Peele and Gower looked darkly
at their study-mate. -

) It was the day following Morn-
ingfon’s interview with Lattrey of the
Fourth. He had not spoken to the new
Junior since.

All that day Morningion had been in a
thoughtful and irritable mood.
- He said to himself a dozen times that he
did not helieve a word of Lattrey’s story.

T -
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But, in spile of himself, belief crept into
his mind.

Lattrey cculd not wholly have invented
rguch a tale. £

But if it was true

1f his wealth, his prospects, everything

. depended npon whether the right cluimant
to the Mornington estales was {found ?

What then?

It haunted Mornington.

What if he was, as Tattrey sneeringiy
declared, a beggar? He had always been
uwsed to plenty of money—more money than

“yas good for him. To be poor—poor like
" Rawson, whose poverty he had ungener-
usly thrown in his teeth, poorer than Raw-
son, for Rawson had gifts, brains, that
*ﬂnrﬁy did not share. What would it ke
Jike ?

Pecle and Gower knew nothing of what
was in his mind. Morny was not likely to
confide it to them. Lattrey had said no-

~thing. Probably it was ouly bis vindictive
~rage that had made him betray his know-
tledge to Mornington himsel?.

"It was ounly by surreptitious means that
Lattrey could have learned so much of his
“father's business. It was not to his ad-
vantage to let it be known that he knew.
!He had told Mornington because Morny’s
bitter insolence had goaded him into it as
retaliation.

Was it true?

Mornly was in no meod to be troubled
by Peele and Gower, and when they pro-
posed a game of nap after tea, he burst

out on them savagely.
-a word during tea.
now.
“(ive us a rest! Hang your cards. you
measly, blackguardly rotters! Don’t play
' the giddy ox now! Clear out, and let me
alone.”
Peele gritted his teeth,
. “By gad, I'm getting fed up with you,
orny I” he said savagely. *“I shan’t stand
much more of your airs and graces, I warn
; )

ul
- %0h, shut up!”’
. “Leave him alone,” growled Gower.
" #Tm sick of him! Let's get out.”
. The sulky nuts left the study, and Morn-
G 1 was alone.
. “Hé remained in the armchair, his legs
#tretched out, his hands driven deep into
- his pockets, thinking, with a deep pucker
i ‘:,m@gxs brow. )
Was it true?
- 'He.had written to his guardian to ask

He had not spoken
He made up for it
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him. He expected that Sir Rupert Stace
poole would come down to Rookwood.
Until he came Morny would not know.

But if he knew—what then? Knowing
it would not alter the facts, Did his wealth,
his consequence, his position in the world,
depend upon a mere chance? Might it ali
be swept away in a moment hy ecircum-
stances over which he had not the slightest
control ?

It was a bitter thought to the proud-
spirited junior.

There was a tap at the deor, and Erroil
looked in. He glanced rather doubtfully
at Morny. They had not spoken since they

: hud parfed in anger the previous day, alter

the scene on the cricket-ground.

Erroll was not a fellow to bear malice,
and he was quite ready to go on as if
nothing had happened, 1f Morny had got
over his tantrums. But had he?

Mornington gave him a dark look for a
moment, but then his face cleared.

“Come in,”” he said.

«Coming down to the cricket, Morny?"’

Mornington laughed.

“T'm not thinkin’ of cricket just now,”
he said.

“The fellows are going down to practice,”
remarked Erroll.

“If you want to go—"

“Not if you want me, Morny. Don’t
be so touchy.”

“I’'m a touchy ass!”’ said Mornington.
“I'n a purse-proud, swanking idiot, Eyroil,
and I wonder you were ever ass enough to
pal with me!”’ :

“Wha-a-at!”’

“But you did,” said Mornington. “And
you never gave a thought to tin, did you?'!

Erroll flushed.

“You think too much abont your money,
Morny,” he said. “You surely can’t
imagine that T gave it a_thought?”

“T know you didn’t! You wouldn’t think
any different of me if I lost it?" said Morn-
ington, eyeing him.

Erroll laughed.

«“Not much danger of that, I suppose,”
he said. “I can't imagine you without
plenty of money.”

«Y can’t, either; but it might happen.”

“What rot!"’ eaid Erroll. “Your money
isn’t invested in shoddy companies, is it?"

“Jt’s a landed estate, worth twenty
thousand a year, and no end of fin in ready
money in the bank,’’ said Mornington.
“Qomething to swank about—what? DBud
suppose it all melted away, like fairy gold 7"*
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Erroll looked at him sharply, and then
closed the door of the study.

“Has anything happened, Morny?"" he
asked. “Tell me, if it has. Whatever
should happen, you know I'm your pal.”’

“I do know it,”” said Mornington, with

a nod. “So I'm goin’ to tell you. You
won’t jaw about it, of course. Listen to
this|”

Erroll did not interrupt him once as he
related what Lattrey had told him the

revious day. His face became very grave,

owever,

“Well, what do you think, Erroll 2’ con-
cluded Mornington.

“I'm afraid there’s something in it, old
chap,” said Erroll. “Lattrey couldn’t quite
have made up a yarn like that. But your
guardian will tell you, when you ask him.
But I don’t think you need feel alarmed.
Ii the kid was lost ten years ago, and hasn’t
been found, there isn’t much chance of his
turning up now. It's a queer state of
things, but it’s not likely you will ever see
your Cousin Cecil. I—I don’t know whether
Yyou want to—"’

He hesitated,

Mornington laughed sarcastically.

“Of course, I ought to be eager to have
him found, and restored to his rights!’ he
sneered.

“No, I don’t think that could be ex-

ected of you,” said Erroll quietly.
‘ Luckily, it doesn’t depend on you, either
way.”’

“I wish it did!” Mornington gritted
his teeth. “I'd make jolly sure that Cousin
Cecil didn’t turn up?”?

“You wouldn’t,”” said Erroll. “But

that’s neither here nor®there. There isn't
one chance in a million of the other
claimant turning up. If he doas, you'l
have to make the best of it, and you’ve
got pluck enough to face ‘it like a man.
But 1t’s not likely to happen.”’

“If it did, T should be a beggar, as Lat-
trey says—a miserable worm _like” Rawson

“Rawson isn’t a miserable worn, Morny.
He’s quite as happy as you are, in his own
way. He's going to work his own way in
the world; and, to come down to facts,
that’s 2 bit more manly than living in idle-
ness on dead men’s money. It mightn’t
be a bad thing for you to have to fend for
yourself, instead of browsing on other
people’s work.”

“What yot !’ said Mornington.

Erroll was silent,

“All the same, I think T could face it,”
said Mornington, after a pause. “I like
money and comfort, but T've got some grit,
too. But, by gad, how the nuts wouid
stare! I should lose a lot of charmin’
acquaintances at this school!” He laughed
bitterly.  “They'd give me the go-by, an’
no mistake!”

“There’s one pal you wouldn’t lose,
Morny.”’

Mornington smiled.

“An’ that one’s worth all the rest,” he
said. “Well, I’'m not goin’ to brood over
it, I’'m goin’ to shove 1t out of my mind
till I see my guardian. Let's get down to
the cricket. .

“Good!” said Erroll, relieved.

The chums of the Fourth went downstairs,
and passed Lattrey in the lower passage.

Lattrey gave Mornington a quick look.

The dandy of the Fourth passed him
without a giance, looking as cool, as cheer-

ful and as supercilious as of old. Whatever

he felt inwardly, he did not intend to give
the cad of the Fourth a triumph over him.

Lattrey looked after him darkly as he
sauntered out into the quadrangle -with
Erroll.

He had lost Mornington. All was over
between him and the Dandy of the Fourth.
And, so far as he could see, he had not
even succeeded in making Morny troubled

and disquieted.
“Hang him!” muttered Lattrey between
his teeth. “If—if his cousin could only be

found, that would bring his head down a
bit lower. If only—"’ -

Lattrey’s mutterings were interrupted as
the Fistical Four came out with their bats.
Lattrey was in the way, and the quartette
walked into him. They went on their way,
smiling, leaving the cad of the Fourth sit-
ting on the steps, his face black with rage.

CHAPTER 7.

A New Leaf!
ORNINGTON’S handsome face
M wore a very thoughtful expression
as he walked down to Little Side

with Erroll. :

Lattray’s story was true—in its main facts,
at least. He felt it to be so. And the un-
certainty it introduced into his future was
troubling, It would have disturbed most
fellows’  equanimity. But Mornington,
slacker as he often was, blackguard as he
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generally was, dandy and nut as he always
was, had grit.

He found a peculiar sardenic amusement |

in contemplating the change in his condi-

tion, if the rival claimant should be found.

Smythe of the Shell, and Towny and
Topham, and the rest—he knew how they
would treat him. Their friendship was of
the fair-weather sort. They had no use for
a pal who was down on his luck.

The nuts would give him the “go-by’’—
fellows like Peele, in fact, would rejoice
over his downfall. The best he could expect

- from any of them was a supercilious pity.

If he received any sympathy, it would
not be from them, but from—he smiled as
he thought of it—his old rival, Jimmy
Silver, and very likely Rawson, the scholar-
ship fellow. They would feel for a chap
who was down.

~ Jimmy Silver, whose enemy he had
always {aeeanom Rawson, whom he had
called a scholarship cad, and twitted with
his poverty! .

“Erroll’*—he broke the silence at last—
“I’ve been a silly fool, old chap!”’

Erroll looked at him. He was aware of
that fact.

«I think Lattrey’s done me good with
his precious yarn,” said Mornington. “It
seems  to have opened my eyes—to -some
things. You never preach at me, old scout,
but I know what you think. Look here,
T’ goin’ to have a jolly good try to—"
He paused, and laughed. “I’'m goin’ to try

“to cut out a rather different line. I've been
wastin’ m timedpla in’ the fool with those
duffers. y gad, {’m not quite the im-
portant fellow I thought I was! There’s
goin’ to be a bit of a change, Erroll."”

“Yes?”’ said Erroll.

“Hallo, Momny!” Smythe of the Sheil
‘bore down upon them. “I’ve been lookin’
for you. Come on!”

“Where ?’’ asked Mornington.

_ “Cheery little party in the study,’’ smiled
Adolphus, “Howard and Tracy, and
Townsend and 'Topham, an’ you, old chap.
“Smokes galore, an’ a merry little game.
“You come, too, Erroil.”

“Thanks, I'd rather not!” said Erroil

*“QOh, buzz off an’ play cricket, then!™
#aid Adolphus. “You're comin’, Morny?"’
“No, I'm not comin’,”’ said Mornington.
Pl give you a tip instead, Smythey.”
 ®Eh? Racin’s stopped!” said Smythe.
don’t mean that kind of tip, fathead!”

Mornington grinned. “My tip is this—
chuck 16!’

“What 7"’

“Chuck playin’ the giddy ox !’ said Morn-
ington, enjoying the astonishment in
Smythe’s somewhat vacant face. “When
you're smokin’, Smythey, you don’t know
Wwhat a ridicnlous ass you look!"

“Wha-a-at!”’

“When you’re playin’ cards you fthink
ou're awf’fy sportin’, but you're not.

ou’re only a shady ass!”’ said Mornington.
“I'm goin’ to chuck it. You do the same,
old chap, an’ iry to cultivate a little hoss-
sense!’”

“You cheeky ass!”’ gasped Smythe.

“I'm really self-denyin’ in givin’ you this
tip. I've found you no end entertainin’
with your sportin’ ways,’”” said Mornington
calmly. “You're no end of a funny mer-
chant, Smythey, when you're painiin’ the
town red. You're as good as a comic paper
without knowin’ it. Chuck it, old chap,
and T'll find somethin® else to amuse me in
dull times.”

Mornington walked on, leaving Adolphus
Smythe stuttering with wrath. .

Jimmy Silver & Co. were already on
Little Side, and some of the cricketers
looked rather grimly at Mornington. Iis-
exploit of the previous day had not been
forgotten. Unheeding the looks of the
Classical juniors, Mornington came up to
Fawson, who was talking with the Fistical
four. ‘

“xcuse me a minute!"’ he said.

Rawson stared at him.

“] owe you an apology,’” said Morning-
ton, while the chums of the Fourth stared

at him blankly. “T hurt you yesterday. It

was an accident, but it was owin’ to my

rotten temper, just as you said.”’

“My hat!”’ ejaculated Rawson.

“I'm dreamingl” © murmured Loveil
“Morny talking like a decent chap! Pinch
me, somebady!”

"“T'm sorry it happened, Rawson,” con-

tinued Mornington. “I called you names
afterwards. It was caddish, and I'm sorry.
1 can’t say more than that.”’

“T suppose yow're not pulling my leg?™

asped Rawson. !

“Not at all. I'm serious. I apologise.”

“ All serene!” said Rawson.

Mornington took the ball, ang went on to
bowl to Erroll, leaving Jimmy Silver & Co.
blinking. s

“Something’s happened to Morny!” said
Raby, in wonder, “Dash it all, perhaps
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we've been a bit hard on him. Yellow can’t
do more than own up.”’

“We'll zee how he shapes now,"” remarked

Jimmy Silver, his fixed intention with re-
gmid to Mornington beginning to waver a
Iittle.
-~ Mornington was bowling in great form.
There was no doubt that he was a bowler
any junior team might have been proud
of—at his best.

Jimmy signed to Van Ryn to take the’

bat, and the SBouth African junior went in.
Van Ryn’s bulting was as good as any in
the Fourth, and he stood up to Morny’s
bowling without turning a hair.

Whatever Mornington sent him he sent
back, and half a dozen overs ended with

the same result.

Then Mornington threw the ball to
Oswald, and came off, He puused to speak
as he passed the Africander at the wicket.

“Good man!” he suid. “I'm goin’ fo
keep on till I can take your wicket, old
scout! Try you again later.”

“Tm your man!’ grinned Van Ryn.

Jimmy Bilver gave Mornington a peculiar
look. A momentary suspicion had come
into his mind that the dandy of the Fourth
was playing a part. He knew Morny’s
duplicity of old.

But Morny’s face was quite frank and
cheerful, and in spite of his doubts, Jimmy
could not help being convinced. He joined
Mornington and Erroll when they left the
field after the practice,

“Not booked up for Wednesday, Morny ?*
he acked.

. “No.” ~ .
“Care lo play in the Bagshot match §”
"My hat "’ ¥ g

Errol’s face lighted up.

“Morny’s worth his place,”’ he said.
“He’ll be a rod in pickle for Bagshot,
Jimmy.”’

“That’s why T'm asking you,” said the
captain of the Fourth.

“I’'m your man!” said Mornington, with
a smile. “T had a little engagement on for
Wedneszday, but, as it happens, I had
already decided to put that off perma-
‘mently.”

“Good! Only’—Jimmy paused a moment
—“no more smokes between now and Wed-
nesday, Morny. You've got to be fit.”’

“T've given up smokin’.””

“Oh, my hat!”

“An’ if you want a pack of cards, quite
“good, an’ a set of bridge markers, I've got
some you can have—as a present.”’

A SCHOOLBOY'S TEMPTATION!

“Put ’em in the fire!” said Jimmy Silver,
laughing. “I don’t qunite make you out,
I\]lm]'ny, but if you mean business, I'm jolly
glad.”

That evening the cricket list for the Bag-
shot match was posted up, and the name of
Mornington was in it. > Lattrey had the

pleasure of reading Mornington’s _name
among the others, and the additional

pleasure of seeing the dandy of the Fourth
m deep discussion of cricket with Erroll and
the Fistical Four, all apparvently on the
best of terms. Lattrey did not E)Ok as if
he enjoyed the pleasure.

CHAPTER 8.
Morny Resigns.

" ROT in, Morny!”
l Jimmy Silver, the captain of the
Roockwood Fourth, was sitting on

the corner of the table in the end
study, nreedle and thread in hand, repairing
a rent in-a pink-and-white blazer.

Ile looked up and nodded cordially as
Mornington of the Ifourth looked in.

Jimmy’s manner was very friendly.

It was quite a new thing for Jimmy
Bilver to be friendly with the dandy of the
Fourth, but Mornington had held out the
olive branch, and Jimmy, with his usual
good temper, had been willing to mecet him
half-way. ’

And Morny, who had given up breaking
bounds, and smoking in the study with
Lattrey and Peele and the other “nuts "—.
at least, for the present—was quite a new
character just now.

Jimmy Silver hoped that the change in
hin would last, and the nuts of Rookwood
hoped precisely the reverse. There was
certainly vo telling.  Morny was never
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 Dblazer in Jimmy’s Lands,

“Exactly !”

“By gad!”

Jimmy Silver went cheerfully on with hia
mending. He could not afford to be
s0 extravagant in clothes, or in anything
e'se, as the wealthy Morny. And he did:
not want to be.

Mornington’s lip curled for a moment—
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Jimmy affecting not to observe it. He

did not want to quarrel with Mornington,
“Well, about the Bagshot match this

afterncon?” said Mornington abruptly.

“All serene! We're starting inme-
diately after dinner,” said Jimmy. “Don’t
tell me you're not fit.” §

“T'm as fit as a fiddle!”

“Good 1

“I suppose you'd miss me a lot if I
stood out of the team?’ said Mornington
sarcastically.

Jimmy Silver looked up.

“T've put you in the team, Mornington,
because you can bowl,” he said. I think
vou can be stood in the eleven because you
have got over your swank a good deal.

you_easily enough.”

“1 don’t want to get oubt!”

“That’s all right, then. You'll come to
Bagshot with. us,” said Jimmy, more
amiably, “I rather faney we shall pull it
off this afternoon. Three bowlers like you |
and Erroll and my humble self will rather |
surprise Pankley & Co.”

“T've looked in to tell you I can't come,
after all!”

COR 1T

Jimmy Silver’s eyes gleamed. He had
half expected some “rot” from Morning-
ton on the eve of the match. It was
exactly like the old Morny, to work his
way into the junior eleven, and throw it
over like this at the last minute
_Jimmy dug the needle savagely into the
blazer,

“I was an ass to think of trusting you,”
he said. “This is jpst like you, Morny.
Another engagement, I suppose?”

“Yes!”

“And it's turned up since your name
was down for the eleven?” ?

N‘Yés !J,

“And you're not coming to Bagshot?”?

“1 ean’t!” i

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

l‘_NO !J’ . N
. “PBanker in Lattrey's
growled Jimmy Silver,

JEE N : :

“Well, 1 don’t care a rap what it is!
Buzz off and don’t bother!”.

Mornington gritted his teeth.

study—what?”
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Lovell and Raby and Newcome came
into the end study before he eould reply.

“ Finished that rag, Jimmy?’ asked
Lovell,

“Just on.”

“It’s close on dinner. Hallo, Morny!”

Mornington did not speak.

“You fellows haven’t been rowing?'” said
Lovell, glancing from one to the other. “IL
thought rows were off now Morny’s taken
up cricket, and joined the eleven.”

“Morny’s resigned his place!” snapped
Jimmy. = “He won’t be playing against
Bagshot this afternoon.” b

“Isn't that just like him?” exclaimed
Lovell, in tones of exasperation. *“Right
al the last minute Oswald's gone home for
the afternoon. He'd have stayed if he'd
known. Morny couldn’t tell you before, of
course, Just one of his old tricks!”

“Look here——" began Mornington
savagely.

“Oh, ring off!” exclaimed Lovell.
“\What are you resigning for? IHas some-
body come between the wind and your
neobility? Did you expeet Jimmy to lick -
vour shoes, and the rest of the team to
bow down and worship? B-rrrre!”

“Did you ¢xpect to be kow-towed to,
vou swanking ass?” said Raby, in tones of
deep contempt.

“QOr 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 trusk
Morny again!”

“Does that mean that I'm out of the
team for good?” sneered Mornington.

“VYes, it does!”

“T should jolly well say so!” exclaimed
Lovell indignantly. “How ofien do you
expect to be able to play tricks like that?
Do you want us all to go down on our
knees, and beg you to play?”

“That's it!” growled Raby, *“We've ot
to be jolly civil, and then the dear fellow
will condescend to play, after all! = 1'd
rather kick him ont of the eleven myself !

Tovell threw the door open wide. )

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

Mornington looked
Fistical Kour ‘of the Fourth.
were clenched havd

furidusiy. at  the
His hands
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“You confounded cheeky cads
broke out fiercely.

“That’s cnough! Get out, or—-"

“Or what? sneered Mornington.

“Or you'll be put out!”

“Tut me out then, you cad, if you think
zou can do it," said Mornington belween

is teeth.

“What-ho!”

Edward Arthur Lovell was not slow to
accept the challenge. e ran straight at
the dandy of the Fourth,

Mornington mel him fiercely enough.

Lovell grasped him, receiving, without
heeding, two or three savage blows, and
swung him through the doorway.

There was a erash as Mornington landed
in the passage.

He rolled over, gasping,
glared at him from the doorway.
ton picked himself up, his
thunder and his eves glittering.

he

and TLovell
Morning-
brow like
He gave

Lovell a deadly look, and went down the

passage.

Jimmy Silver slid off the table, and put
awav hiz needle and thread.

“Finished ! bhe said. ““Let’s get down.
There gaes the bhell I”

And the Fistical Four went down to
dinner.
CHAPTER 9.
A Little Too Hasty!
IMMY SILVER wore a thoughtful
look at dinner.

He had the responsibilities of junior
cricket shipper on his shoulders,  Tle
had been very welil satisfiied with the eleven
he had made un for the mateh at Dagshat

School.  Now he had fo replace Morning-
ton. ¢

Jimmy  cculd not help feeling
exasoeraied.

Morny had shown up so well in ericket

practice latelv, and he scemed to have over-
come his tenderey to “swank ” and temper
0 much since he had chummed with Kit
Trerall, that Jdimmv had put aside his old
disirnst, and let Lis old rival into the team,
" Now Mornington had let him down at

the last . mowment—and at an  awkward
maomeoent,
Oswald, who could have filled his place,

thongh not so well, had gene home for tiwe
Lalf In:lu[i} and he bad taken Pawson, one
ab Jimmy’s mest reliable men, with him.,

A SCHOOLBOY'S

TEMPTATION!

Neither was available now, though cither
would willingly have play ed' if Jimmy had
known it in time.

Tlie captain of the Fourth could not help
thinking that Morny had timed his resigna-
tion on purpose—doubtless with the inten-
tion of being entreated to play. That sort
of thing was quite in keeping with l\IOJnV s
old character.

Jimmy Silver was not likely to entleat
anyhedy to play. His problem was to re-
place Mornington with the least possible
danger to the team.

He decided upon Towle, of the Modern
side, and after dinner he cut across. the
quad to Mr. Manders’ house' to tell Towle.

The three Tommies of the Modern side—
Dodd and Doyle and Cook—were in the
cleven, and they were pleased to hear
Jimmy's news, their opinion being that
there weren't enough Moderns in the team

anyhow.

“Good vou!” said Tommy Dodd
heartily. “Sure vou don’t want a few
more Moderns in the team, old scout? We
want to beat Bagshot, vou know, and I
don’t quite see how we're going to do it
with sueh a gang of Classical duffers.”

“Rats!” said Jimmy Silver.

“But what is Mornington standing out
for?” asked Towle. “I'm g]ﬂd to play, of
conrse, but my bowling isn’t a patch on
Morny's, to tell the trath.”

‘“His lordship. has another engagement,”
said Jimmy Silver sarcastically, “A merry
engagement that’s t'm'ml up since he was

for

put in the eleven.”
“Bwanking ass!” commented Tommy
Dadd. 3
“Of all the nerve. to tell vou so!” re-
marked Tommy Cook. “Morny’s got

plenty of cheek.”

“A little too much for
Rookwood junior cleven!” grunted Jimmy
Silver. “Get ready, you fellows! We've
gob to start carly, as we're walking over to
Bagshot.”

“Ready, my son. 'If you'd like a few
more Maderns in the team——"

“ Bow-wow I”

i1 member of the

Rookwood

Ten  minutes  later  the
evicketers walked out of the gates. = A
eood many juniors were going over with
flremt 1o see the mateh, but Mornington

was pot among the erowd that came out
intn the real
Thie eleven was a good one, consisting nf
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Lovell, Raby,
Frroll, Conroy, Van Ryn (Classicals), and
Tommy Dodd, Tommy Cock, Tominy
Doyle, and Towle (Moderns).

But Jimmy would bhave been glad to
have Mornington in the ranks—if ouly
that superh youth could have forgotten his
swank and learned fo play the game.
© Kit Liroll joined Jimmy Silver as the
ricketers strode down the lane, en route
o Bagshot.

“Hard cheese on Morny, isn't 1it?7 Erroll
remarked.

- Jimmy stared al’ him,

- “T don’t sce it,” he answered dryly. 1
on’t want to say anything against your
ecial chum, Erroll, but I’'m sorry T didn’t
give him a thick ear before 1 left,”

- S Jimmy 1"

“Blessed if T know how
the swanking ass, Erroll,”

Jimmy Silver,

vou ecan stand
growled Raby.

919

e Hc couldn’t help it, could he?
‘I suppose he ('cmh] grm‘.lod Jimmy
Banker in Lattrey’s study may
e awfully important, but not quite so im-
ortant as a cricket match.”

¢ “Didn’t Morny tell you why he couldn‘t

By

ome, then?

.~ “He told me he had another engage-
ment. "’

- Erroll frowned.

“He couldn’t come, Jimmy. He's bound

in this afterncon, as his guardian’s
down to the school especially to sce
is guardian commg down !
Silver.

Sir

ejaculated
Rupert Slacpoole.”

o Bir Rnpmtﬂ letter was delayed in the
st, and Morny cnly got it just before

nner,” said Frroll. “Hj cama to you at
pnce to teli yvou
' “Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy.

& The TFistical Four looked at one another.
heir faces were rather pink, and they
looked sheepish.

L Frroll looked at them inquiringly.

" “Didn’t Morny tell you that?” he asked.
- “Nuono.  I—I don’t think—perhaps—I
him muceh time,”. murmured Jinuny
§ilver. “I—T1 concluded that it was some
hore of his swank.”

Farmy resigning at the very last minute |

SCHOOLBOYS’

Neweome, !
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“And I slung him cut of the study,”
mumbled Lovell.

“And—and he wanted to come and
couldn’t!” said Rahy. “I—I must say ii

was rather hard cheese on Morny.”
“T think it was,” said Erroll very quietiy.

Jimmy Silver knitied his brows as he
walked on. .

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 without giving him a chance.
Certainly Morny could not leave Rookwood
that afternoon if his guardian was coming
down specially to seo him.

“Well, 'm sorry,” said Jimmy at last.

Tt was so exactly like Morny's old swank,

that—that-
“That’s how it was,
“Still—"
“We'll tell him we're sorry when we get
hack,” said Raby,

»

murmured Lovell.

“Yes, rather.”
The cricketers went on their way, the
Fistical Tour, and cspecially  Arthur

Edward Lovell, wishing sincerely that they
had been a little more patient with Morn-
ington of the Fourth,

LHAPTER 10.
Mornington’s Protege!
ANG them !”
Mornington utiered that com:
ment as he stood at the window

H
of No. 4 Stuwdy, and watched the

cricketing crowd stream cut of the gates of
Rookwood.
Mornington was in a savage temper,
'tThe misunderstanding in the end study

had enraged him, and certainly he had
some cause for complaint,
He could have nipped that misunder-

standing in the bud by hastening to explain
to Jimmy Silver, but he had not chosen to
do so. his lofty temper being/ at fault,
He really had himself to thank for it, but
he did not look at it in that light.

He was annoyed at having to cut {he
ericket mateh, enraged with Jimmy Silve--
fer the way his  resignation  had  beens
accepted, and discontented generaliy.

The visit of his guardian wa=
pleasant matter, either. Maoiny

noi o
had  bis
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own reasons for looking forward to it with
uneasiness,

As he stared gloomily from the window,
Lattrey of the Fourth passed below, and,
glancing up, ecaught his eye.

Lattrey smiled sneeringly.

Lattrey, at least, knew of the sccret mis-
giving 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'?”’ asked Peecle.

“Where?” snapped Mornington.

“We're going to have a little game in
the abbey ruins. As you're not playin’
cricket it scems——"

“Be a sport, old-scout,” said Townsend.
“Lattrey’s goin’ to be there, an’ he's will-
in’ to overlook wour little tiff with him.”

“I'm not!” growled Mornington.

v“ Are you keepin' this game up?” asked
"Peele, with a sneer. “Is banker off for
good—and billiards?”

AMornington glared at the smiling nuts.

“Get out!” he snapped.

# You 're not cotning, dear boy?”’

“Go ' eat coke, then!” grinned Peele,
and he slammed the door, and the nuts of
Rookwood went their own way.

Mornington paced the study with knitted
brows and restless strides. He had broken
with his old friends—the nuts—as much for
Trroll’s sake as anything else. He had
taken up cricket and got into the eleven,
and now:

He was in a
mood.
came ot the door. It was a fug who
entered—Murphy of the Seeond Torm,
more familiarly known as “’Erbert.”

The waif of Rookwood glanced timidly at
Mornington’s scowling face,

Much as little "Erbert admived the superb
vouth who had rescued him from want, and
to whom it was due that he ‘vas admitted
to Rookwood, he was generally a little
timid in applgachmg him,

Morny’s temper was uncertain.

He wes capable of great generosity, as
when he picked up the little vagrant on
the road and brought him to Rookwood.

[

savage and discontented

He spun round angrily as a tap

A SCHOOLBOY'S TEMPTATION!

He bad stood ’Erbert’s stcady friend, and
he had prevailed upon his guardian to enter
the little waif at Rookwod and pay his fees
there, _

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

But all the same, Morny was as Ilkely as

not to snap his head off when he
approached, as 'KErbert had learned from
experience.

He might ke overflowing with generous
kindness, or in a savage and irritable mood
~~there never was any telling,

It was the latter mood that had the upper
hand now, and as soon as ’Erbert saw his
face he repented him that he had come’ ‘to
the study.

“Well ¥’ snapped ’\Iormngtun

“I—T1 Ain’t you going over to Bﬁg
shet, Master Mornington ?™

“ o _

“I—I was going over with Snooks and
Jones o see you play, sir,” said 'Erbert.
“As you didn’t start with them——"

“Well, I'm not going. Old Stacpoole’s
coming this afternoon,” growled Mormng-
ton.

'Erbert, who was
the doorway, stopped.

“You’re guardian’s coming, sir?”

% YGS.J} .

“P'raps he’ll want to see me, Master
Mornington. I'd better not go out.”

“Why should he want to see you?”
growled Mornington. *Don’t be a young
ass |

"Erbert’s face erimsoned.
t‘I 1y

“Oh, don’t stutter!”

“No, sir—I--I—thou ght—Sir  Rupert
genera%!y does say a word or two to me
when he comes,” faltered 'Erbert, “T—I
shouldn’t like hlm to think as I wouldn't
stay in to see 'im.”

“Oh, rot! Old Stacpoole’s comin’ down
specially to see me about a prwate matter,”
said Mornington impatiently, “You won’t
be wanted. You can clear off with the
fags, and the sooner the better.”

Erbert’s hp quivered.

“Yes, sir,” he said, in a low voice,

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

“Hold cn, *Erbert ! he said.

backing  through

“Come in,
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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, “I
dido’t mean for to bother you, sir, only

“That's all rvight, kid.” Mornington
. paused, and looked curiously at the fag.
“1 belicve you care a little bit about me,
a *Erbert.”

pgton,” said 'Krhert carncstly. “Only you
jest say the word.”

Mornington smiled.

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

Z “Starvin’,” said "Hrbert simply.
“Dashed queer position for a chap to
be in,” said Mornington musingly. “Bup-
ose—suppose for a minute, "Krbert, that
| got into the same fix—what?”

"Krhert stared.

“You, Master Morny?”

“Yes. Suppose 1 lost my money, and
badn’t anything left but the clothes I stand
in — what? Mornington laughed
8 v. “Then I'd be in your old fix,
*Erbert—except that T have a name to bo
called by, and you hadn’t.”

- “But—but there ain’t no danger of that,
Master Morny !” exclaimed 'Erbert breath-
fessly,

Mornington did not answer.

. He moved restlessly about the study, and
the waif of Rookwood watched him with
uneasy, troubled eyes,

The dandy of Rookwood turned to him at
last, with a smile.

“ All serene, 'Erbert. I was only gassin’,
‘Are yvou goin' over to Bagshot to see the
match?”

" %“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 T hope you'll
‘have a good time. Don’t get out of your
epth.”

= "Krbert grinned.

“I'm a good swimmer, Master Morny.”
. “Yes—I remember your fetchin' Jones
~ minimus out of the river,” said Morning-
ton. “How do vou get on with Jones

i3

i was speaking seriously.
“I'd do anytlun’ for you, Master Morn-!

s

"Exbert.

ow
“We're  pals,”  said “0old
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Jonsey don’t mind my droppin’ my
aitches now—he's a good sort.”

The little waif left the study, much

elicered by Morny's return to godd-nunour.
But there was something of a cloud on his
face.

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

"Erbert’s devoiion to him, which, with
all his cynicism, he knew was genuine,
touched him a good deal. “Krbert, with his
queer language and his dropped aspirates,
had been looked down upon and sneered ai
by Morny's friends, the nuts; but he would
be loyal to his benefactor if disaster caine,
. Certainly he was not so aristocratic as the
elegant Townsend or Topham—he did not
even know what his name was; Murphy

i merely being the name of the kind-hearted

soldier who had taken charge of him, and
who had since given his life for his country
in an Indian Frontier fight.

But the nameless waif of Rookwood had
qualities in his nature that Townsend and
T'opham did not share.

1t came into Morny’s mind that, if the
worst happened, he would not be able to
carrv out his plans for 'Erbert’s future—the
waif of Rookwood would be left without a
friend again. Scmehow, that was a
troubling thought, even to the cynical black
sheep of the Fourth.

The sound of wheels in the quadrangle
aroused him from moody ithoughts, and
he went downstairs 1o meet his guardian.

CHAPTER 11.
The Missing Heir!

IR RUPERT STACPOOLE came up
to- Study No. 4 with his ward., The
baronet had come down specially to
see  Mornington.  There was a

grave expression in the old gentleman’s

face as he sat in Morny's armchair.

The junior stood before him with knilted
brows.

“You know what T wanted to sec vou
about, uncle?’ he said, plunging divectly
into the matter.

“T gathered mom your ictter that some-
one had been talking indiscreetly to you,
my boy.”
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“J want to know whether il’s true,” said
Mornington abruptly.

Sir Rupert pursed his lips. He tugged
uneasily at his white moustache. It was
casy to_sce that this interview was not a
pleasure to him.

“What is it you have been told,
Valentine?” he asked.
“There's a fellow here, in my Form,

named Lattrey—"

“ Lattrey 7"

“You know the name?”

“Yes. Go on!”

_ “Lattrey’s the son of a man who runs an
inquiry agency, or somethin® of the kind—
sort of private detective,” said Mornington.
‘At least, so he's told me. He's a sneak-
in’, 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.”

The baronet shifted uneasily.

“That is true, Valentine.”

“That you've employed Mr, Lattrey for
years and years, making an inquiry.”

“That's correct. The boy has no right
to know anything about it, however,” said
Sir Rupert, frowning.

“And he’s told me about the inquiry.”

“The young rascal!”

“He says that my pater’s elder Drother
had a son, who would be my cousin,” con-
tinued Mornington quietly.  “My cousin
Cecil.  You riever told me that I had a
cousin, uncle.”

Sir  Rupert
moustache.

“1t sounds a queer yarn,” went on Morn-
ington.  *“Accordin’ to- Lattrey, this kid
Cecil was lost, stolen, or strayed, and never
turned up.  He’s younger than I am—a
mere kid, Lattrey says. If he’s alive, he's
the heir to the Mornington property, and
I'm a beggar. Is it true, uncle?”

“My dear boy——" began the baronet
gently.

Mornington drew a quick breath.

“That means that it's true,” he said.

“I bad not intended to tell you, at least
tll. you were older,” said Sir Rupert
quietly.  “There is not one chance in a
hundred that your cousin will ever be
found, Valentine. But the search for him
is still proceeding. That matter was left
in my hands, and a large sun of money
set aside for the purpose. Naturally, it is

was silent, gnawing his

”
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my duty te do all that can be done. DBut I
have no hope of success.”
“How did it happen, uncle? T never

heard of this fellow, Cocil—never saw him.”

“You were a child at the time,
Valentine. You were only five or six years -
old when your cousin was three, He was
lost at that age.” ‘

“Then he would be nearly thirteen.
now '

“ About that.”

“And all ‘that time he's been searched
for, and hasn’t been found?”

“That is so.”

“Not a clue to him?”

“None.”

“Tt looks as if he won’t be found, then??

“Most likely not, Valentine! ITe may
be dead; it is quite probable. It is simply
by the wish and the arrangement of his
dead father that, the search is still carried
on. It was not necessary for you to know
anything about the matter; it would simply
have .made you uneasy without cause. I$
was infamous for this boy Lalirey to iell
you what he knew—infamous of him to
have found out anything about it, I shall
speak very severely to his father. and dis
pense with his further services.” .

Mornington hardly scemed to hear.

“PBut if it happened that the kid turned
up, uncle, he would teke everything, I
suppose ?”

“I—I fear so. The Mornington estates
are strictly entailed.”

“And there would be nothing left for

me?”’

“You -would still be my nephew,
Valentine., And I am not a poor man,
though not a rich one,” said the baronet.

Motnington repressed an angry shrug of
the shoulders.

“VYou have sons of your own,” he said
bitterly. “I couldn’t lake their money.”

“T wizh you could have got on better
with my sons, Valentine,” said the old
gentleman, with a sigh. “I am afraid you
were mostly to blame.” : 3

“1 shouldn’t wonder!” said 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 Stacpoole cousins, whom he had
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- always disliked, and who had always dis-

;
:
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“‘the child.

- would not be likely to be grasping‘. g

- would not, and could not.

- furthest.

liked him, would regard him as an inter-
Joper 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 s‘opped as a new thought came into
his mind, and looked at his uncle.

“But the money I've had, uncle! T've
always had lots of money. That was my
own—at least, my cousin Cecil's!”

Sir Rupert ‘nodded.

“Clecil Mornington’s death is presumed,”
he explained. “Of course, if he should be
found living the estates go to him. But
for legal purposes his death is 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 I

- ghould be in his debt?”

“Ye-e-es.”

“Every shilling I've had, then, really

- belongs to him, and he could claim it?”’
. exclaimed Mornington.

Your cousin
If he
did—" The baronet paused. ‘But he
As his death has
been !egally presumed, it would be a diffi-
cult point in law. But 1t is absurd to con-
sider such a point. I have not the slightest

“He would not, Valentine!

' doubt that if Cecil Mornington were found
- he would be ready and willing to make
. proper provision for you !’

Rl

“By gad! A choice of beggar} for me!
said Mornington bitterly. “1 could sponge

~ on you or on my cousin Cecil—what?"

“You shou[d not look at it in that light,
Valentine.”

“But how did it happen?” exclaimed
Mornington. “How was 1t that Cecil was
lost and never found?”’

“By chance. He was lost by a careless
nurse, and it was supposed at first that he
,'nou]d be found in a few days at the
He had wandered away from his
‘nurse, who returned without him, and he
was searched for at once, and for days

~ following. It happened on the moor near
3 '-MOrmngton Manor,

within two miles of his
father's home. 1t was learned later that a
band of gipsies had passed that way, and
it was surmised that they might have taken
But the gipsics were. never

OWN LIBRARY 21

traced. And from that day to this nothing
has been seen or heard of the boy.”

By gad!
Mornington was silent for a minute.

“But if he was found, then he would
have to prove his identity!” 'he said at
last, with a gleam in ln: eyes.  “That

wouldn’t be easy for him.’

“If he is found, Valentine, h1s identity
will be easy enougll to establish.  Like
vourself, and all the Mornington’s, he bears
the Mornington birthmark on his shoulder.”

The junior started.

“By gad! I'd forgotten that!”

“Other evidence would certainly be forth.
coming if he were found. That alone would
be suﬂimenb to ebtabhsh hls identity,
however.”

“I—I suppose so.’

“But vou need not be uneasy, 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 useless ingquiry is still proceeding.”

Mornington looked sharply at his uncle.

“Must it go on?” he muttered.

“Valentine !”

“After all, if he’s rlive, 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 decent. What's the good of dragging
such a wretch out of poverty and making
him master of the Mornington cstates. 1t
would be foolish, rotten——"

The baronet rose.

“I am sure you do not speak fr om_ yout
heart, Valentine,” he said severely. “I re-
peat, there is placiua]y no chance that
Clecil will ever be found; even if he is liv-
ing, which I doubt. But if any efforts of
mine can 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

rotector in me. I shall see that Master

attrey is punished for having disturbed
you w1fh this story. Dismiss it from your
mind !’

Mornington did not speak.

T shall now call upon the Head, Valen-
tine.”  Sir Rupert moved to the door, “I
repeat, Valentine, dismiss the whole matter
from your mind, and de not allov. vourself
to be disturbed by shadows,”

Sir Rupert Stacpoole left the study, evi- 7
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dently troubled and shoeked by the sugges-
tion Mornington had made.

The junior did not speak. He looked
alter his uncle with gleaming eyes.

“He won’t be found—he can’t be found
—he can’t be still livin’ " he muttered.

“ But—hut if he should be——"" He gritted

Iiis teeth, “A beggar—a pauper! 1! And

they're 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
.0 see his guardian again, He jammed the
straw hat on his head, and strode out of the
schoolhouse, He was still out of gates when
the station cab bore Sir Robert Stacpoole
back to Coombe.

CHAPTER 12,
Under the Shadow!

ORNINGTON of the Fourth paused
M as he came in sight of the school.
He had tramped away {from
Rookwood in n savage mood, car-
ing nothing whither his steps led him.
He found himself within sight of Bagshot
Sechool, and from the distance a sound of
shouting reached his ears. It came from
the DBagshot cricket-ground.

A sardonic smile crossed Mornington’s
lips as he remembered the Bagshot match,
and Jimmy 8ilver & Co.

Cricket was not much in his mind just
then. But he was sick of his own conipany
and of his gloomy thonghts, and he walked
on to look at the cricketers.

Doubtless, in the course of time, the im-
pression of Lattrey’s story would fade from
his mind.

He had enjoyed a place that was not his
own, all unknowingly, for ten long years.
What chance was there that the missing heir
would be found after that space of time?
Surcly none!

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

Somewhere in the country there was a
wretched lad—probably reared in poverty
and want—perhaps in dishonesty—who was
the rightful—at least, the legal—heir of the
Mornington estates.

Some wretched little waster like poor
Trbert ! And the missing heir, it he were

found, would take everything, and the
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Jofty, superb dandy of Rookwood would be
a pensioner on his bounty !

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

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

Kit Erroll was standing with the waiting
bats outside the pavilion, and his face
lighted up as he saw Mornington.

“Hallo, Morny I”

Mornington joined him, ‘

“Your uncie’s been?” asked Erroll,

“Yes,” muttered Mornington.

“Nothing wrong, I hope?”

Mornington langhed,

"O,h, not at all! How’s the game getting
en?

“Bagshot a hundred on both innings!”
said Erroll. “We bagged forty for the first
Rookwobd 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 !” -

“Haw’s that?”

Jimmy Silver came off with his bat look-
ing rather rueful.

“Man in, Xrroll!” he said. “Do better
than I've done, old scout, or we shan’t lick
Bagshot.” )

“TU tey "' said Erroll, with a smile. “8o
long, Morny !” ;

Erroll went to the wickets.

“Hallo! You here, Morny?”’
Jimmy Silver, colouring.

Mornington gave him a savage look.

“Yes, I'm permitted to look on at the
wonderfnl exploits of the eleven, T sup-
pose?” he sneered.

Jimmy took no notige of the sneer.

“T'm_sorry for what happened in our
study, Morny,” he said quietly.

“You needn’t trouble.” .

“It was a misunderstanding,” explained
Jimmy patiently. “You said nothing about
your guardian coming down to Rookwood
this afternoon, and I jumped to the con-
clusion that—well, that vou were up to your
old tricks. I'm sorry for the muistake.””

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“The other fellows say the same,” =aid
Jimmy Silver, with persistent paticnee.
“But as a matter of fact, Morny, you could
have explained if you wanied to. You got

said
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your back up too soon, you know.  Still,
“we're sorry, and, of course, I fake back
what I said about your not playing for
'Roqlgwood again, as it was a misunderstand-
gy

"g]: don’t care twopence either
snapped Mornington,

The captain of the Fourth compressed his
lips a little.

Moiny was not an easy fellow to deal
with. i
“Well, if you take it like that I've no-
hing more to say,” remarked Jimmy
Bilver. And heo turned away.
Mornington stood with his hands in his
pockets, looking sullenly on at the game.
Erroll was having a good innings, and his
hum watched him with some interest.
In Morny’s present humour he was in no

way !

ances.
s it were. )

.He was in a sulky, savage mood, ready
o quarrel with friend or foe—indeed, he
ould probably have quarrelled with Erroll
imself just then if they had been thrown
ogether.

A slap on the back made hint swing round
avagely. Arthur Kdward Lovell had come
p. and he gave him a cheery nod.

“Come to sce us win—what?” he said
heerily. ;
“Don’t thump me, you fpol
“Hoity—toity !” grinned Lovell. “Don’t
e an ass, Morny. Sorry about the mis-
ake in the study. Can’t say more than

at
)

1

Vo need for you to say anything at all.
e less you have to say to me, the better
shall like it !”

*Then I won'{ inflict my conversation on
ou!"” chuckled Lovell.  “Still the same
wanking ass—what?"

nd Lovell left him,

Bravo, Erroll! Well hit!”

he batsmen were running again. Morn-
bon stood sulkily by himself, looking on.
expression on his face showed the
our he was in, and the Rookwood
ws left him severely alone,

e of the Bagshot juniors glanced at
curiously, A fellow might be in a bad
er, but 1t was not usual for a fellow to
1 about ¢howing his bad temper off, as

nington caught two or three of the
g glances, and scowled more darkly.

'
oL

ood to meet Jimmy Silver’s friendly ad- |
He preferred to hug his grievance, |

23

¥rroll was still batting when Mornington
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 Dbeen at
liberty, but Trroll 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 brow,
he strode away along the towing-path to-
wards Rookwood.

Lverything seemed to be wrong that day.

The discovery of his cousin’s possibla
existence, of the possibilities it involved, had
shattered his sense of security. Doubtless it
would fade in time, but now it weighed
upon his mind and troubled him, and would
not be dismissed. B

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 chanco that Mornington himself
was not playing cricket with Erroll, But Le
was in no mood to be just. .
. He was dissatisfied with himself for hav-
ing repelled Jimmy Silver’s frank apology so
roughly ; vet he would have done the samo
again.

In the bright sunshine of the late sum-
mer’s aftornoon his face was dark and
clouded, and restless discontent gnawed at
his heart, He was sick of solitude anda
sick of company. .

He thought of Lattrey, Peele, Gower, and
the rest, and the dismal gambling in the
rceess of the old abbey at Rookwood, That
was better than mnothing 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 !’ )

CHAPTER 13.

A Startling Discovery!

“ ELp!” :
Mornington started and locked
round himn.

& He was about a mile from Rook-

wood now, and the towing-path, shaded by

thick old frees, was deserted. i
“Help!”
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“What the dickens——" !

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

They were Snooks and Jones miuimus, of |
the Second Form at Rookwood.

They were standing, with looks of help-
less, terror, staring out into the river.

Morn.nglen, a3'he ran up, followed their
gaze. .
Far out in the river appeared a dark

head on the water, and a white face gleamed
np at the sun—the face of 'Erbert of the
Second.

“Rrbert " gasped Mornington,

Snooks and Jones ‘minimus started round
at the,sound of the steps.

% Help ” panted Jones. “He's got eramp
or something ! He Il be drowned ! T—T can’t
swim  out there! I'm going to try,
though——>

Jones made a desperate move into the

~shallows, but Sncoks caught him by the
arm,

10| cam't get half the distance, you
duffer I’

i |

h Don t bL‘ a fool. kid!” spapped Morning-
ton, “Leave him to me! Stick it out, 'Er-
bert ! T'm coming |”

The black savage moed had passed from !
Mornington, like a dark cloud driven away |
by the sun, at the sight of the Rookwoa
wail's deadly peril.

*Erhert was struggling fecbly in the decp
water, evidently a victim of sudden cramp.

Under him there was a deptli of twenty
feet at Jeast, and the two fags on the bank,

tervified by l]s danger, were unable to hclp
nim.

Morningten threw his jacket down in hot
haste. He was a good swimmer, and though
the task before him was \!.mgmmw enough,
he wever thought of hesitating, With all
his faults, the dandy of Rockwood had
boundless p]uck

“He would try to swim across!” mut-|
tered Jones minimus.  “TI—I told him not
to try it! Didn't I, Snocks?”

Splush !

Mornington was in the water now.

With swift, steady strokes he swam to-
wards the struggling fag.

There was a groan from the two fags
vn the bank. *Krbert’s dark head had disap-
peared under the bmrlmg water,

Mornington swam on desnerntely,

though
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his elothes clogged his movements and
dragged him down,
Y He's under ! muttered Jones minimus,
The dandy of the Iourth had disap-
peared from sight. But he came up again
into the red sunlight, and a dark hecad
rose beside him in the swirling water.
Morningion’s strong grasp was on the
drowning fag.
“He's got him !’ panted Jones.
“Help!” SBnooks was crying
cally. “Help!”
““He's got him!” '
With straining eyes the fags watched.
Mornington was supporting 'Lrbert’s

mechani-

| head above the water, and struggling to-

wards 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.

Mornington hard, and
struggled on.

The two fags plunged up to their neckq
in the water to help him as scon as he
should be near.

He had ahnost reached them, with fail-
ing strength, when a swirl of the river
swept him out again.

The fags watched with frozen gaze.
Mornington’s face was white and bhard,
his cyes strangely fixed. Again he was
struggling, with' grim determination, shore-
ward. Alone he eould have won his way,
but buirdened with the helpless fag the
result was more than doubtful.

“Yet he rever thought of leiting his bur-
den go. The thought of it did not even
cross his mind, -

The strain in his hard, white face ecould
be scen as he struggled neaver and nearer

set his teeth

to the shallows where the twa Second-
Formers stood, This time he reached
them, with a. last desperate effort, anc

Jones minimus caught at his bhair,

It was that cateh that saved Mornington
from being whirled away to death in the
depths of the river. But Jones held on
desperately, and - Mornington fought his
way into the shallows, Hnooks grasped
'Brbert, and dragged him into the rushea,

‘Mornington stumbled through crashing
reeds, and fell at full-length on the towing-
path. '

His brain was swimming, and he very
nearly fainted. But he managed te pull
himself together.
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TFor several minuies he lay, so utterly
gpent that he could do no more than
breathe in sharp gasps.

It was ’Erbert who recovered first.

The fag, with tears streaming down his
wet face, bent over the dandy of the
Fourth.,
¢ Master Morny!” he mutiered huskily.
Master Morny !’

‘Mornington moved at last. He turned his
ad, and looked up at 'Erbert’s stricken
e with a faint smile.

All serene, kid!” he whispered.

“QOh, Master Morny!”’
*You young idiot!!”
i Jones's alarm

gruwled. Jones
and {ear had

“Didn’t I tell you you couldu't
itn uecross? I've a jolly good mind to
nch your head, Murphy!”

I got the cramp,” said 'Erbert.
‘Well, ¥ told you you couldn’t do it
u ought to be joily well bumped!” said
es. ** Nice row we should have got into,
we'd gone back . to Rookwood- and said
ou were drowned, you image!”

%1 should ’ave been drownded but for
ster Morny,” said 'Erbert, in a husky

ce.

‘You would, vou young ass! Serve you
ht, too!” said Snooks. “If you'd been
wned we should have got licked for
ng in to bathe without a blessed master
prefect present, Nice for us!”
Mornington sat up. He was recovering

o his aching -limbs,
CwAll right, Master Morny?” said
Erbert, unheeding the wrathful reproaches
£, his chums,
“Right as rain, kid.
re in a rippin’ state! Get the handker-
of out of my jacket, will you?”
Tirbert reached for the clegant jacket
the grass. Mornington’s glance was fol-
ving him carelessly, but suddenly the
y of the Fourth gave a violent start.
colour that was returning to his
ecks faded away, leaving him a ghastly
ite.
if he no longer felt his weakness, he
ed to his feet, and his grasp fell on
bert's shoulder, with a grip that made
surprised fag utter a cry of pain.
‘He would have turued, but Mornington’s
irce grasp held him helpless.
‘Master Morny !”. he panted.
Mornirgton did not speak.

By gad, my ciothes

His eyes

w, .and the strength was coming back |

!

D what's that mark on your shoulder?
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were fixed in a deadly stare upon the fag's
shoulder. 'Frbert was in bathing costume,
and his skin gleamed white in the suu.

On the shoulder, just above the arm, was
a dark, strange mark, a decp, dull crim-
son in hue, and in shape strangely like a
wolf’'s head.

It was evidently a birthmark.

“'Trbert,” Mornington spoke at last. his
voice cracked and hoarse, * what’s ,rhut—-
a9

“Let me go, Master Morny!  You're
Turtin® me !”’

Mornington shook him ficreely.

“ Apswer me, you young fool—answer

How came that there?™

me !
Snooks  and  Jones minimus  stared
dumbly at him. They wondercd whether

Mornington had suddenly gone out of his
senses.

“ Answer me !’ shouted Mornington,

"Erbert’s face was startled, almost terri-
fied.

“I—TI don’t know,
always been there,”
does it matter?”

“You never told me of it.”

“Why should I ’ave teld you, Master
Morny ¢” said 'Krbert, in wonder. * You—
youre ’urtin’  my shoulder, Master
Morny."”

A lierce oath, that startled and scared
the three fags, left Mornington’s white lips.
Ho 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 e

Master Morny. It's
he faltered. *“Wot

him.

| 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.

‘Erbert staggered to his fect.

“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 disap-
peared among the trees.

CHAPTER 14.
The Heir of Mo:nington?
IMMY SILVER & Co. arrived in a
J “cheery crowd at the gates of Rook-
wood. They had beaten Bagshot, and
they were in great spirits. Three fags
were tramping in as they arrived-
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“Hallo, 'Erbert!” said Jimiy cheerily,
€s he clapped the waif of Rookwood on the
ghoulder, What’s up? You look like a merry
ri]ott "

Erbert’s lips quivered. -

“The young ass has heen in the river, o
said Jones minimus. “Mornington came
along and fished him out, or he'd be there
still.”

“ My Good for said
Jinmmy.

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

"Irbert did not reply.

He hurried in at the gates,
two comrades explaining the
the interested cricketers,

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

Within there was a sound of restless
movement.  He knew that Mornington
was there. The dandy of Rookwood was
pacing the study, tirelessly, restlessly.

Erbert's little’ face guivered, and
lip trembled.

What was the matter with Mornington?

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 matter about the qucer mark on his
shoulder? What was there for his bene-
factor to be angry about? What was the
meaning of that white, terrible loock on
Valentine Mornington’s face?

The fag was troubled and almost terrified.
He wanted to see Mornington again, but
he dreaded to face him. A vague uneasi-
ness and fear was tugging at his heart.
Why had Morny been so harsh, so cruel?

The juniors came in a crowd along the
passage, and passed him. Kit Erroll stopped,
and tapped at Mornington’s door and
opened 1, -

“¥You here, Morny !"’

Mornington paused in his fierce pacing,
like that of a tiger in a cage, and gave
him one glance,

“Don't com2 in now

“But, Morny !

“Let me alone!”

Erroll gave one look at the white, savage
face, and withdrew, and quietly closed lhe
sturlv door.  Mornington of the Fourth
was in no mood then to be spoken to even
by his best chum,

hat ! Morny !”

leaving his
matter to

“his

IRl
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"Vrbert touched Kit Erroll on the sleeve
timidly as he turned away from the door.

“ls there something wrong?"” he mut-
tered. “Somet.hmg' wrong with Master
Morny, sir?

“I don’t know—bhetter not go’ in now,”
said Krroll quietly. And with a kind nod
to the fag he went down the passage.

'Erbert lingered outside No. 4.

Within, the steady tramping had been
resumed. Mornington was unable to keep
still, 'Erbert listened to it with a throbbing
heart. He knew—he was quile certain—
that Mornington’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? He dared not
enter the study, and he could not go. He
stood there Jmost cowering, like a dog
whose master is angry, waiting in dumb
misery.

Unconscious that he was there, Morning-
ton of the Fourth was tramping in the study
with savage tread. Peele and Gower had
locked in ecarlier, and had been driven
away by Mornington’s furious looks.

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

His guardian told him that Cecil Morn-
ington would never be found. At the bot-
tom of his heart he had believed so him-
self, in spite of haunting doubts, And now -
he had heen found, and he, V alentine Morn-
ington, had found "him |

There was no doubt in Mornington’s
mind.

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

That thought had been nearer the truth
than he had dreamed.

"Erbert !

The nameless waif, the adopted son of a
soldier killed in Ind:a the famished tramp
whom Mornington bhad picked up by the
wayside and brcught to Rookwood !

The little outcast who had mingled with
thieves and rogues at Dirty Dick’s tenement
in London—the ragged, footsore tramp’ of
the country roads—and he was Cecil Morn-
ington, master of broad acres and a stately ’

ome !

Mornington had no doubt. He knew the
L I Ry
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birthmark of the Morningtons, which he
bore himself—which all the \Iommgtom
had borne for countless gencrations.

Once the clue was given he knew the
truth. The missing heir was a nameless
waif of 'Erbert’'s age. He wondcred, now,
that he had never thought of *Erbert in con-
tion with him.

It: was ’Lrbert, and he might have re-
ined unknown till the day of his death
d not Mornington rescued him from want,
brought him to Reokwood !

ornington ground his tecth savagely.

terrible fhought was in his mind. 1§
had left the waif where he was—in the
r—— He shuddered, but the biiter
ght would return. If he was robbed of
hie had, it was by his own act,

t least he would be silent. He had saved
- boy’s life.  That would be a set-off
inst—against what? His cheeks burhed.
e kept silent, if he kept 'Erbert in ignor-
¢ of his rights, he would be a thief!
nd if he did not—

¢ sprang to his feet again, torfured by
thoughts. There was a timid tap at the
, but he did not hear it. The door

was ’FrbufﬂI
o longer. He had to speak—to l(_arn
t it was that he had done.

ornington spun round, his eyes blazing
the fag. At that moment, it was only
itter, overwhelming hatred that he felt
the boy he had befriended and saved.
You!” he muttered between his grit-
teeth, “You!”

Master Morny! Wot 'ave T done?”
You’ You beggar—you tramp—jyou

mmgfon started towards the slartled
 his fists clenched with fury. 'Erbert
rooted to the floor, his eyes gro“mg
with horror.

aster Morny !”

eemed for a moment that \fIm nington
ld strike him, and ’Erbert did not
a hand to defend himself. He only
dumbly at Mornington, with the look
dumb, patient animal, the victim of a
th he could not understand.
fornington’s hand dropped to his side,
et out I” he muttered. “ Get out of my
before I do you a mischief! Do you
' His voice rose passionately, furi-
“Get out !

ithout a word, without a scund, stricken

"
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to the very heart, the fag dragged himself
{mm the study, and the deoor closed upon
him

Mornington was alone with his fury and
despair. In the Second Forin reom, datk
and deserted at that hour, the waif of Rook-
wood leaned upon his desk, his face buried
in hix hunds sobbing as if his heart would
break.

27

CHAPTER 15.
The Last Word!

O\[E into my study,
' *Morny’s there.’
‘‘Blow Morny!”

The nuts of the Fourth were
standing in an elegant group in the window
of the Fourth Form passage.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were at cricket prac-
tice, but that kind of occupation did not
appezl to Pecle and Gower, Townsend and
Topham and Lattrey.

The merry nuts were thinking of the de-
lights of ““banker” in the study.

But the *‘Giddy Goats’ of Rookwood
were under difficulties. Townsend and Toy-
ham shared their study with Rawson, the
scholarship junior, and Rawson wouldn's
allow either smoking or card-playing in
No. 5.

It was like Rawson’s cheek, the nuts con-
sidered. But Rawson was too burly, and
too hard a hitter, to be argued with. Lai-
trey shared a study with Tubby Muffin, the
fattest junior at Rookwood, and the most
inveterate talker and tattler.

A quiet game was impossible there. Pezle
and Gower belonged to Mornington’s study,
which had generally been the headquarters
of the nutty brigade.

»But Mornington of late had become
savage and disagreeable, and he seemed o
have quite thrown over his old amusements.

Peele was looking angry and obstinate
now, however.

He had had enough of Morny and Morny’s
temper. If Morny chose to stand outside the
select circle of the Giddy Goats, let him.
But let him mind his own bizney at the
same time. That was Peele’s view.

“Come into my study,’” repcated Peela.
;‘Hung Morny! It’s my study as much :s
118

“He will be sure io cut up rusty,”
Townsend.

said DPeele.

said ~

_"] et him{? .
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“Well,
marked Topham.
he can lump it!”’
. “He’s on fightin’ terms with Lattrey
now,”” remarked Gower.

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“T'll keep the peace, if Morny does,”” he
said. “If he cuts up rusty, let’s sling him
out of the study. I’ve had enough of his
cheek, too!”

“Come on,” repeated Pecle.

And the nuts, having made up their minds,
marched on Study No. 4 in a body, pre-
pared to deal with Mornington if he *‘cut ap
rusty.” i

Peele opened the door and strode in, fol-
lowed by his comrades.

Mornington scowled savagely.

““(Get out!"* he snapped.

“We’re not goin’ to get out,” said Peele
coolly. *“I’ve brought my friends here, an’
they're goin’ to stop.. How would you like
o join in a game of banker?”

there’s somethin’ in that,”” re-
“1f Morny don’t like it,

“Rob I’ _ ]
“You weuldn’t care for it 2"

“ N

“Well, cuit yourself, We're goin’ to

sl

Mornington rose to his feet, his face flam-
ing. His eyes blazed as they rested on
Lattrey.

“You cad! I've told you not to set foot
in this study !’ he said, between his teeth.

- Lattrey laughed.

“T'm here at Peele’s invitation,”’ he said
coolly. ““You haven’t bought up the study,
I suppose ?”’

HGet out!”

“Rats!™

“Yes, rats, an’ many of them,”” said
Peele. “You can be sociable if you like,
Morny. If you don’t like, get out yourseify
I cau tell you I’'m fed up with your airs
an’ graces!”’

“Yed up-to the chin!”’ said Gower.

“If you want to turn over a new leaf, an’
beeowe a model youth,” continuéd DPeele,
““you're welcome to. But we’re not goin’
to turn over a new leaf at precisely the
same moment.”’

“Blessed cheek, I call it!’’ said Townsend.

Mornington advanced towards Lattrey, his
fists clenched. The rest .of the party lined

up round Lattrey at once.

* It was evident that if Mornington tackled
the cad of the Fourth he had the whole
party to deal with.

with a deep, sobbing breath.
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For a moment or two he eyed them
savagely. :

Then, gritting his teeth, he passed them,
and left the study. A loud and derisive
laugh followed him.

Mornington strode down the passage, his
brow black.

‘Erbert of the Second was hanging about
the landing, and he gave Mornington au
appealing look as he came by.

Mornington replied with a black scowl.

The fag approached him hesitatingly.

““Master Morny . |

“Let me alone.”

“Wot "ave I done?”’ said poor 'Erbert.
‘“Master Morny, tell me what I've done!
I ain’t never intended to do nothing o
offend you, sir.”

“You're an offence in - yourself,”” sai:l
Mornington bitterly. ‘‘I hate the sight of
you! I wish I'd left you to starve on the
road. T wish I could be rid of you!”

’Erbert's face was white. ~ ‘

“You mean that, Master Morny?"’ he
asked, in a hushed voice.

Mornington laughed savagely.

“Mean 1t 7 Of course!”

“You'd like me to go away
wood, sir 7"’ |

“Yes. But you won’t. You're goin’ fo
hang on here till I can get rid of you, some- |
how,”” said Mornington sneeringly.

“I ain’t, Master Morny,”” said ’Erbeit,
“You brought
me ’ere, and if you don’t want me, I’ll go.
I won’t trouble you no more, sir.”’

“ITold on a minute,’” said Mornington, a3
the fag turned away. *‘Do you mean that,
Murphy "’

“Yes, sir.” =

“You'll leave Rookwood?"”’ ‘

“Yes.” ‘

““And where will you go?”’ |

“Erbert made a weary gesture.

“I don’t care! Back to Dirty Dick’s
tenement, per’dps. I don’t care!”

““You can’t go to starve,” muttered Morn-
ington. “‘I—1 want you to go. But—but
T've plenty of money. I'll see that you don’t
want for anythin’.” He felt in his pocket.
“Look here—"" .

The fag stepped back.

“l don’t want your
Morny,”” he said steadily. “You've been
too good to me as it it. T dessay I ain'
deserved it. 1'd like you to zive me 2

from Rook-

money, Master



iendly word afore I go, but I don’t want
r money.”’
‘You can't
farshly.
‘F've starved afore,”” said *Erbert bitterly.
can starve again. But I won’t touch
ur money, Master Morny. I'll leave
ookwood as I came. I know this ain’t a
lace .f?f" the likes of me. Good-bye, Master
rny !
Mornington stood still and silent.  The
gave him a last look, turned, and went
ietly down the passage.
" He disappeared down the staircase, and
rnington drew a deep breath. He knew
t *Erbert meant what he said.
The little fellow, wounded to the very
heart, was probably glad to feel that his
vs at Rookwood weroc ended. As he had
o to Rookwood, so he would leave it,
ind disappear from Mornington’s life for

starve,”” said Mornington

er.
‘By gad, he's goin’'!” Mornington’s eyes
amed. ‘‘Let him go! Let him go! Once
¢’s gone, he disappears, and I need not
r!l,

‘He gave a hard, sardonic laugh. :
¢ Then, as Lie turned towards the dormitory
irs, he started.

8 Lattrey was looking out of the doorway
f Study No. 4. )

| There was a very curious expression on
ttrey’s face. It was clear that he had
eard what had passed between Mornington
nd the waif of Rookwood.

i Mornington gave him a fierce look.

| Lattrey laughed, and turned back into the
fudy. But Latirey was looking veryd
pughtful as he joined the nuts round the
fudy table, and it was not wholly of
janker that he was thinking.

t Mornington was glad that ’Erbert was
bing—glad to be saved from the danger
hat the fag’s presence at Rookwood meant

The
s face, ke
t of a hurt animal, haunted him, and
orse was stirring in his breast.

But Mornington, “like Pharach of old,
ardened his heart. If the waif of Rook-
ood chose to go forth into the hard, grim
orld, to the misery and want Morningion
jad saved him from, let him go. Morning-
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dn’s hand, at least, would not be raised to
By him.

OWN LIBRARY

CHAPTER 16.
Latirey Wants To Know!

ONES minimus was indignant.
Jones was fed-up.
Jones, the great chief of the Secong
Form at Rookwood, had “‘palled *” witp
'Erbert, the waif and outcast, thereby
greatly honouring the waif of Rookwood.

And for days now ’'Erbert had been ij
the bluest of blues, hardly speaking a wosd
and avoiding the society of his friends—evay
the fascinating society of Jones minimyg
himself.

Jones minimus was getting up a boxing
match in the ¥orm-room after prep thag
evening, and he looked for 'Erbert to taike
a hand.

He found him sitting on his bed in the
dormitory, with-a pale, troubled face anq
heavy eyes. Jones surveyed him with risine
wrath. =

“Come down!” he said.

"Erbert shoolk his head.

“We're going to box,”” said Jones, '
told you you'd be wanted. What are yg,
moping up here for?”’

“I ain’t moping, Jones!”

“You've been moping for days on end;”
said Jones minimus, exasperated. **Looking
like a boiled owl all the time. What's the
matter with you?”

No answer.

“Are you seedy?”’ demanded Jones,

“NO.,,

“Well, what's the row, then?”’

“There ain’t no row!”

“Are you coming down to the Form.
room?” snapped Jones.

“Not jest now!’

“Well, you’re a silly ass, and I'm fed-4p
with you!” said Jones minimus emphatic.
ally.

And he marched out of the dormitory
and slammed the door with unnecessnl-}
force. .

'rbert did not even glance after him,

His heart was too heavy for Jones’ wrath
to move him in any way. In fact, in a few
seconds he had forgotten Jones’ existence.

“I’ve got to go!”’ murmured 'Erbert, star.
ing with blurred eyes at the darkening
square of the window. ‘“’Tain't no good
saying nothin’. The ’Ead wouldn’t let me
go if T arsked. I got te get out quiet. T
got ten bob, and p’r’aps that'll last me tjl]
I get a job somewheres.””.

He sighed. Life at Rookwood had made

29
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thie old life of want and dirt and privation
seem very far behind.

Going back to that dreary-life camo as
a shock to ’Lrbert now. It was harder and
grimmer, since ho had known hetter things.

Bul the loyal-hearted fag did not hesitate
for one mowment. Mornington had brought
him to Rookwood, and persuaded his guar-
dian te pay his lees there. e cowed every-
thing to Mornington., If Mornington did
not want him any longer, he would go.

The door opened, and ’Erbert looked
rourd wearily, expecting t1 see Jores mini-
mus or ancther fag of the Second. But it
was Lattrey of the Fourth who entered, clos-
ing the door softly behind him. All Lat-
irey’s movements were soft and stealthy at
all times.

Erbert gave him a quick Took of dislike.

1le disliked, distrusted, and vaguely feared
the cad of the Fourth, and he had resented
Lattrey’s evil inflaence over the superb
Mornington. That certainly was at an end
now. The two could not have been on worse
terms than at present.

“I thought 1'd find you here, kid!"’ said
Lattrey. with a note of kindness in his
silky tones.
= 'Erbert did not answer,

“I heard what you said to Jimmy Silver
this afternoon,’”” said Lattrey, ‘‘and what
von said to Mornington in the passage.”

“You're always ’earin’ somethin’ that
don’t concern you!’ said 'Erbert, with quiet
scorn. “You're a sneakin’ spy, that's wot
you are!” 2

“I've had my eye on you for some {ime!”
said Lattrey coolly.
Morny has turned on you, and it’s made me
curious.”’

“Can’t you mind your ewn business?” .

Lattrey. laughed.

““Perhaps I dou’t choose to!l” he said.
“Keep a civil 1ongue, kid! You intend to
bholt from Rookwood it seems. A word
dropped to the Head would jolly soon put a
Stop to that!” : :

'Erbert started.

“You ain't goin' lo sneak?”’ he muttered,

“Not at all. I don’t care twopenece
whether you go or stay; in fact, T think
Rookwood isn’t the piace for your sort!”
sadd [aitrey contemptuously.

“Nor for your sort, neither!” said 'Erbert.
< The '"Bad would boost yow out fust &nough
if he lnowed what you was like, Lottrey.”

A SCHOOLBOY’S

“I've noticed how®

-+ he said.

TEMPTATION!

And if you tell 'im about me, T might tell
‘i about you. 8o you better look out!”

“My dear street arab, I'm not going to
stop you from clearing off! The sooner the
guicker as far as-I'm concerned!”.

[ " “Leave me alone, then!"” said 'LErbert.
“Wol you come ’ere for?”’
Lattrey regarded him curiously. His

curiosity was keenly aroused by Morning-
ton’s strange and savage conduct towards
the -waif he had recklessly befriended.

Jimmy Silver attributed it to the change-
able and false nature of the dandy of the
Fourth. -~

But Lattreys was accustomed to looking
deeper into things, and he knew that there
must be something more than that in if.
What it was he did not know, but he meant
to know.

That there was something behind it—
something te  DMornington’s  diseredit—

Lattrey was assured.

If there was anything to be discovered
which. would give him a chance of repaying
Mornington’s contempt and scorn, Lattrzy
meant to discover it.

‘Krbert did not speak, and he did not
look at Lattrey,  The latter broke ihe

‘“silence,

“You've fallen out with Morny, kid ?”’

“Find out!” :

“Not much {finding out nceded.”

“Well, if you know you ncedn't ask me!”

“But whyt”

No reply.

“Mouny’s an unreliable fellow, but 1 don’t

see why he should turn on you like this
for nothing. You haven’t given him away !"’
“*Course I ain't!"’ growled *Erbert.
“T know you've been mixed up in his
shady games, fetching and carrying mes-
sages, and so on. Have you been keeping
back some letters he’s given you to keep
a hold over him?"

'KErbert gave the cad of the Fourth a luok
of bitter disdain.

““That’s the sort of trick you might play,”
“1 ain’t that sort!"’

“Look here, kid, if you’ve got something
—something  compromising—in  Morny’s
handwriting, I’'ll make it worth your while
to hand it over to me.”

“0Oh, shuat up!’ said ’Erbert contemptu-
ously.  “You make me sick!”

“Then it isn’t that ¥’

“If you wasn't a low 'ound, werse nor a
Prussian. vou wouidn’t think it could be!”

3




Lattrey’s eyes glittered for a moment.
But he kept his temper. He intended to
know the facts, but bullying was the least
kely method of getting them out of 'Erbert.
‘“Don’t be rusty, kid!” he said, “The
act is, 1 know Morny better than you do,
ind I was wondering if I couldn’t heal the
rouble between you. 1'd do anything I
ould.”
—’Erbert gave him a quick loock. He did
not trust Lattrey or his motives. But so
as he could see, there was nothing to
e lost by Lattrey’s intervention, and the
are possibility of being reconciled to Morn-
ngton made his face flush with hope.
‘“You couldn’t do anything,”” he muttered.
‘Even if you would—and you wouldn’t.
ou (’ion’h like to see fellers friendly and
appy.”
Lattrey bit his lip. But his voice was
oft and friendly as he answered.
“Tell me what the trouble is, and I’l
guarantee to set it right, if it can be done.
You'd like to be on good terms with Morny
Bgain 7'’ b
¢ ““Course I would!”
‘“Well, then, it’s only some misunder-
anding, I suppose, and I dare say I could
3 h right through it at once and set it
7

’Erbert looked at him doubtfully,

*“You might!” he admitted.

‘W?Vel], then, what’s the cause of the
ow 7

¢ ‘I don’t know.”

¢ .“You don’t know!” ejaculated Lattrey,
Btaring at the fag, tanken aback by that
reply.  Erbert nodded without speaking,
nd Lattrey guzed at him in silence and

:‘ erplexity.

h

CHAPTER 17.
Lattrey’s Discovery!

ATTREY broke the silence at last,
“¥You don’t know what Morny's
got against you?”’ he asked.
3 IINO "

‘“Hasn’t he told you?? "

‘fiNO‘.” . B

‘“‘Have you asked him ?* -
Yed."” Sty :

““What did he say?”’

‘‘ Nothing.”’ :

“*Well, my hat!”

Lattrey was utterly at aloss.” LEvidently
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the matter was not as he had suspected
vaguely—that the fag, used by the dandy of
the Fourth to communicate with his shady
friends outside Rookwood, had gained a hold
somchow over Mornington. It was not that.

“But how did it begin, then?’ askel
Lattrey, after a pause, ‘‘Perhaps somo-
body’s been pitching Morny a yarn?™

‘“’Tain’t that.”

“How do you know ?”’

“It was that arternoon the fellows was
playing at Bagshot,” said ’'Erbert, ‘*You
’ave ’eard of it. I went out of my depth,
an’ got cramp, an’ Master Morny came 1u
for me an’ pulled me out. Then—""

“It was decent of him,” said Lattrey.
“I wondered why he took the risk.”

“You wouldn’t 'ave,” said ’Erbert, with
a curl of the lip.

“Do you mean that Morny turned on yoy
after saving your life?”

“Ves? i

“But why?”’

“I don’t know.”

“He can’t be mad, I
Lattrey musingly.

“I can’t understand it,

suppose!”’ said

and you can’t

neither,” said ‘Erbert. *‘And Master
Morny, he won’t explain. He won't say.
nothin’!  Arter he pulled me out of the

river he turned on me,
dunno !”!

“But something must—have- happened,”
said the puzzled Lattrey. e

It wasn’t nothing, Only he saw that
mark on my shoulder,” said ’Erbert. *Ha
spoke about that, and arsked me why T°d
never told 'im it was there. But why shonid
I ’ave mentioned it? I never thougat
nothing about it. It couldn’t be because 1
’adn’t told ’im of that, could it ?*’

cause why, I

““A mark on your shoulder!” said Lat
trey, in a slow, distinct voice.
“Yes.”
““What sort of a mark?” )
“It’s a birthmark, I s’pose! T.ots of
fellers ‘ave birthmarks,” - said ~'Erbert.
“Leastways, I’ve been told so. Nothii’

agin a chap!”

Lattrey locked at the fag with a’strange
expression in his eyes.

“How old are you, Murphy 7’ he asked
suddenly. e Ly T

“’Ow should I know! I &’pose I’m about

thirteen, I dunno!” ;
“Your  name isn’t Murphy, I undes
stand 77’ - : " ;
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“Course it ain’t! Old Bill Murphy looked
arfer me for years afore he went to India
in’ was killed on the Frontier. That’s why
[ was called Murphy.”’ '

< And where did Murphy find you, then?”

“I was left on a common arter some
gipsics *ad been there, so I've ’eard. T don’l
know nothin’ about it! Wot does it mattec?
All that ain’t got nothin’ to do with Master
Morny, [ 8’pose ¥’

Lattrey  laughed low laungh,

a strange,

that made the waif of Rookwood start and |

look at him sharply. !

But the cad of the Fourth became grave
again at once.

T fanecy you've done well to tell me about
it all, kid,’" he said. ‘I rather think I can
set matters right, after all.”

“You can’t.”

“Suppose Morny came to you, and askad
you to stay at Rookwood?"’

“He won't!” .

“Ile might! But let me see that mark on
your shoulder, kid! I'm rather curious about
iL.)? 4
“Oh, rot!" said Erbert irritably. “*Wot
does it matter?”

Tt won’t hurt you, I suppese. And, I
tell you, I think I can set matters right
beween you and Morny.”

“If vou could do that

«f think 1 can. Let me sec that mark!”

"Exbert impatiently unfastened his eoliar,
and turned down his jacket and shirt, ex-
posing the shoulder 1o view.

Lattrey scanned his shoulder, and -he
strauge mark on it, with eyes that glittered
like diamonds.

A mark of decp erimson hue, in form
strangely like ihe head of a wolf, and
evidently a birthmark, was what met his
eyes.

“By gad !’ muttered Lattrey. * By gud

"‘{'V'L‘ll. are you done?” grunted 'Trbert.

a3,

The fag refastenad his collar.

Lattrey watched him with a strange ex-
pression.  Je understood the whole of the
mystery now, though he did not choose to
acquaint the fag with his knowledge.

2

e

Iis eyes were burning.

“Siay here, kid,” be said.  “*You're not
to go, mind that! You're nol going to dis-
appear from Rookwood, .and vanish where
your gan’t be found amain!” e laughed

woltly, ““No fear! You're going te remain
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at Rookwood, where a finger can be laid cn
you at any minute, if you're wanted.”

*Erbert stared at him.

“What are you gettin® at?”’ he said. I
ain’t going to stay unless Nuaster Morny
wants me to, and he don’t!”

“He will ask you to stay!” said Lattrey
coolly.

“’Ow do you know

“I'm going to use my influence with him,”
said Lattrey, with a smile.

“Youn ain't got no influence with him.
He can't stand you!" said 'Erbert.- ““He
won’t ’enr a word from you!”

“I fancy he will!” Lattrey turned away,
but turned back. “Look here, ’'Erbert,
don’t talk to fellows about that mark ¢n
your shoulder !’

“1 never does,” said 'Lrbert. 1 am't
mentioned it to nobody. Why should 12
1'd forgot-all about it till Master Morny saw
it that arternoon.”

He gave Lattrey a quick look.

“Yoy don't mean to say as that has got
anything to do with Master Morny turni:’
on me as he did?"’ he exclaimed.

“Never mind that, ’Erbert. But I can
tell vou that jf you talk about it among
the fellows you'll offend Morny worse thau
ever!”

“But wot does it mean?”’

Lattrey paused. He did not intend to teil
the fag what he knew. But it was evident
that he must tell *Erbert something to elude
his inquiries. :

“T caw’t tell you, “Erbert, without giving
away private affaire of Mornington’s,”” he
said, at last. ““But I can tell you this, if
you don’t do as 1 say, it may mean injury
to Morny; worse than you could guess.
That’s why he turned on you. But—but if
vou keep silent about the matter, he will
come round. If he chooses to tell you, he
can—I can't!” ]

“I don’t want to ask Master Morny
nothing he don’t cnoose to tell e’ saud
"Frbert. *But I don’t understaud, neither.”

“Tet it go at that,” said Lattrey.

And he left the dormitory. He left ihe
fag in a puzzled and troubled frame of mind,
but with a new hope in his breast. To the
loyal little waif all the light of life de-
pended upon Mornington’s good-bumour and
friendship.  Ie 'was qguite conlent to let
everything else go, mystified as he was, . if
only he could regain that!

Lattrey went down the dermitory siairs

U2l
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A sharp, terrified scream left 'Erbert’s lips as, in Mornington's stron-
grasp, he felt himself forced to the giddy verge of the precipive. For n
moment quarry and gorse and sky swam round him, and the dusky depths

seemed to be rushing up to meeot him. (See chapter 3v.)

o e
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with a smile upon his face—a smile that
had something feline, almost tigerish, in it.
e bad the whip-hand of the superb Morny
at last, and he meant to use it without
merey. And ’Erbert, all unsuspecting, was
the instrument of his power

The Fistical Four were in the Fourth
Form passage, and they looked at Lattrey,
struck by the expression on his face.

“Hallo!”* said Jimmy Silver. ‘“What
dirty trick have you been playing? You
look in high feather.””

And the Co. chuckled.

Lattrey laughed lightly.

“T’m feelin’ specially chippy, because I'm
doing a good deed,”’ he said.

“My hat!”’ .

“Draw it mild"’ remonstrated Lovell.

“Tonest injun!” said Lattrey calmly. “‘I
do good deeds by way of relaxation, you
know--a sort of relief from my usual ways.
Now I'm goin’ to act in a way that Good
Little Georgie himself might envy.”

“Off your rocker?’ asked Jimmy Silver
in wonder. ; i .

“Not at all. T suppose you've noticed
that Mornington has been hard on that
scrubby little rascal, ’Erbert, and muking
him sif up, with his airs and graces? Well,
I'm going to chip in, like a good model
youth, and make it up between them.”

“You?’ exclaimed the Fistical Four, with
one voice. \

“Little me!”

“You can’t, and you wouldn't if you
could!” said Raby directly. '*You’d rather
see. any fellows on bad terms than good
terms.”

““Well, wait and see!’’ said Lattrey.
going to use my moral influence over
Morny, and persuade him to better things.
Ha, ha, ha!”

He went along to No. 4, Jimmy Silver
& Co. staring after him. Lattrey had sue-
ceeded in astonishing the Fistical Four.

“(tas, I suppose,’” said’ Newcome.

“Blessed if I know,” said Jimmy, ‘much
mystified. - “But if Lattrey does that ne
isn’t half the cad I've thought him. I hope
he’ll succeed, if he’s telling the truth.”” -

And the Fistical Four “waited and saw,”
with considerable curiosity, sincerely hoping
that little 'Erbert’s troubles were going to
end, even by so miraculous a happening as
a l_(;r}(li and friendly ‘action by Lattréy of the
ourth. i :
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CHAPTER 18.
Brought to Hesl!

EELE and Gower were working at
their prep in Study No. 4, and Morn-
ington was smoking a cigarelte i
the armchair. Ile was not working,

and the self-willed dandy of the Fourth was
accustomed to neglecting his work when
he chose. He preferred to ‘‘chance it
with Mr. Bootles in the morning.

He scowled at the sight of Lattrey, who

smiled.

“You fellows mearly done?” asked
Lattrey.

“Just on!"” yawned Peele.

“I'm done!”’ said Gower, rising. ‘‘Come

down, for goodness’ sakel Can’t stay heve
with that scowling image!”
Pecle was finished a few minutes later.
“Comin’ down, Lattrey 7"’ he asked. -
“Tn a few minutes,’’ said Lattrey.
“You're not stayin’ here with Morny?™
exclaitned Gower in astonishment.
*Yes; just a minute.”
- “Youwre welcome to im!’ grunted Peele.

And the two juniors left the study, leaving

Lattrey alone with the dandy of the Fourth.

Mornington rose to his feet, his eyes glit-
tering. Lattrey watched him coolly as he
pushed back his cuffs.

“No need for that, Morny,”” he said
softly. “I’ll get out of the study if you
want me to. Do you 1

“Yes, you cadl’

“QOnly if I go it will be to borrow Mr.
Bootles’ telephone and send a message to
my father!”

““What do I care?” .

“I think you do, Morny. Mr. Lattrey,
I think I told you, is the inquiry agent em-
ployed to find Cecil Mornington, the missing
heir to the Mornington property.”’ 7

““T know your father is a sneaking spy,
like his son!’’ said Mornington contemptu-
ously. *“What does it matter to me?” . -~

“I have some information to give, dear
bOy." 5 e v

Mornington stood very still.

“‘The pater would be very pleased to hear
what I happen to be able to tell him,”
smiled Lattrey. ‘“He has been eéngaged for
ears on a merty inquiry after the missing
ﬁeir‘oi Mornington. - He stands to fmger’ a
handsome reward if ever he finds him:”

" ““He never will find him!" said Morning-
ton in a low, husky voice. ™
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“Who Lnows? He’s looking for a kid
about twelve or thirteen, who was stolen
*by gipsies, and who bears on his shoulder
the birthark of the Mornington family—
‘the red wolf’s head. The same mark that
you have on your own shoulder, Morny,
that all the Morningtons are born with.
Lattrey laughed. “And I could tell him
whers to look for the merry youth, old
scout!’”’

Mornington hreathed hard.

“You could?”

“T could!”’

“And where?”

‘Rookwood Schooi!”?

There was a deep silence.” Mornington
sank back inlo the chair he had risen [vemn.

vidently Le was no longer thinking of-

“kicking the detective’s son ont of the study.

Lattrey smiled and seated himself on a
~ecorner of the table, swinging his legs, He
was master of the situation now.

VIt puzaled me why you turned on 'Erbert
as you did,” he continued in  careless,
drawling tones. 1 thonght the kid might
have got zome hold over you, and might
pass it on to me. I knew there was some-
thin’ behind it, and meant to know what
it was.  Kunowledge i3 power, dear boy.
Buat 1 never dreamed of this. Pass me a
cigarette, old chap.”

Mornington did not move.

Lattrey helped himself to a cigarette from
the case on the table, lighted it, and blew
out a little cloud of smoke,

He wuas enjoying the position.

The superb Mornington, whose lofty con-
tempt and dizsdain had so often made him

writhe with helpless rage, sut atmost
crouched in the armchair, pale, hunted,
stricken. There was u keen relish for the

cad of the Fowrth in watching his white
face. He could afford now to feed fat his
old grudge. :

“I never dreamed of this,”” Lattrey con.
tinued, smiling, and showing his teeth. *“$y
gad! I wonder I did not— 1 know
you'd turned on the kid just after you'd
pulled him out of the river, Of course, you
saw the mark on his shoulder then; you'd
never scen it before. You knew then that
ke was your cousin—Cecil Mornington, the
rightful heir to all you have and bLold.

- That if he knew the truth you'd be a beggar

~—a beggar!” Ie repeated the word with
enjoyment. ‘“That you'd be dependent on
him for your daily bread—a change with a

vengeauce ! What a merry chanoe, Moruy,
The tramp you picked up on the road last
lerm was your own cousin! It you'd only
known it!” What a chance! Dot you
bless yoursel! for the wood deed

No sound came from Valentine Mornin,z-
ton. He sat still, only his eyes fixed upon
Lattrey’s mocking face, with burning hatred
in their depths. .

“Erbert of the Second, the ‘waif and
ragamuffin, master of Mornington Manor
and the Mornington millions!™  Lattrey
laughed.  “If he only knew! And m¥
father’s the detective employed to find him!
F omight finger a slice of the reward if I
told him what I knew. Not a big slice.
perhaps. The pater’s a bit close in money
matters.. -But you're going to make it worth
my while to hold my tongue, Mornington.”’

Btill no word fromi the dandy of (ae
Fourth,

“You'd like him to leave Rookwood—and
vanish.”  Lattrey grinned.  “ You could
snap your fingers even at me, then—what?

Tt won't do, Morny. If he gees, shali
see that my pater vets on his track! But
he won’t go. You're going to ask him to
stay, Morny. You're goiug to be decent

to. him an’ make him stay. I want him to
remuin at Rookwood, Are you going to do
as I want?”’

Mornington did not speak.

“I'm waitin® for your answer, Morning-

ton,”” said Latirey grimly.
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The word came almost in a whisper from
Mornington.

“Good !

“You cad! Yon hound! What else do

you want ?”’ muttered Mornington.

Lattrey laughed.

“Oh, you guess that I want somethin’
else?”” He smiled. ““Yes, I shall want a
good deal. You were my pal when I camo
here, Morny; we were birds of a feathes.
I feel friendly towards you now. You're a
bigger raseat than I am, aren’t you? 1
rather admire you for it. We're going to
be friends agmin.  Are we going to be
friends, Morny "’

There was a threatering notc in Lattrey’s
voice.

“Yes.”

“Good! You're going to give up fhe
goody-goody game, and you're going to be
your old self—one of the merry boys. Oue

of the merry nuts, Morny. You're going
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to give Jimmy Silver and Erroll and the
rest the go-by, and stick to your dear o!d
pals. Are you?”

‘““Yes,"’ breathed Morninygton.

Lattrey slipped off the table.

“Good I’ ;he said. “I'm glad you're to
sensible, Morny. You've got to toe the line,
‘and it’s remarkably sensible of you to do it
without a fuss. 1'm not a chap to bear
malice.”” He chuckled. “Not a bit of it!
I'm willin’ to be friendly and enjoy your
charmin’ society, Morny.  I'm not goin’ to
pay you out for your airs and graces. me
fellows would; bus I'm casy-goin’. We're
goin’ to be great pals, and if you choose
to back up against Jimmy Silver, I'll help
you to become captain of the Fourth. I
could work it. I've got more braius than
all that gang in the end study put together.
And when I'm hard up you're goin’ to

hand out a banknote or two, like a real pai-

You'll never miss it. Besides, it won't be
your own money! Ha, ha, ha!”’

+Is there anything else?’’ asked Morning-
ton, in a dull voice.

“That’s all at present.””
. Lattrey stepped to the door and opened

it.
“Jimmy Silver!” ‘
“Hallo1’’ caid Jimmy, looking round.
“Morny’s sorry about 'Erbert. I've used
my good influence. If you'd like to make
the dear kid happy, bring him bere, and be-
Bold tho reconciliation.”
Jinam~ Bilver came along to the study.
“%. Jooked grimly at Mornington.

:'*6 you want 'Erbert 1" he asked.
“iﬁi, Tl fetch him, -if you like. I’'m
gfad you're going to act decently,” said
Jimmy.

“He’s in the Second dorm!” said Lattrey.

Jimmy nodded, and walked towards the
upper stairs. Lovell and Raby and New-
come gathered round the study, surprised
and interested. It really looked as if

Lattrey had done the good deed he had

told them ahout.

The deadly paleness of Mornington’s face
struck them at once. They looked in a
puzzled way from one to the other of the
two juniors in the study. Lattrey met thejr
glances smilingly. Mornington did not look
at them at all. :

Jimmy Silver came along in a few minutes
with ’Erbert.
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“Come in, kid ! called out Lattrey.

'Erbert cntered the study timidly.

His eyes were fixed anxiously, question-
ingly, upon Mornington, '

“Tt was all a misunderstanding, kid,”
said Lattrey airily. ‘‘Fve made Morny see
it, and he’s sorry. Ain't you, Morny?”

Mornington looked up.

His eyes burned as they fell on *Erbert.
But his face cleared. The eager, wistfil
expression on the little waif's face struck
gome chord in his breast.

This was the lad he had befriended with
thoughtless generosity, and whom he was
wronging with deliberate intent. And the
lad, ignorant of the truth, ignorant of what
his existence meant for Mornington, was
only hoping for a kind word from his lips.

Yome better feeling surged up in Morn-
ington’s breast. Perhaps it was the contrast
between poor little ’Erbert’s eager, loyal
affection’ and the cynical villainy of Lattrey
of the Fourth. 3

Morny”s face softened, as if in spite of
himself, and he made a step towards the
waif of Rookwood.

“I'm sorry, 'Erbert,” he said huskily.
“Don’t remember anything I said to you.
1t was only my rotten temper! I—I was
worried by something—never mind what! I
don’t want you to leave Rookwood. Forget
all about it, kid.”

Lattrey gave him a curious look. The
words came from Mornington's heart, and
Lattrey could see it, and it perplexed him.
He did not understand the better impulses
in Morny’s wayward heart.

'Erbert’s face lighted up.

¢Qh, Master Morny "’ he stammered. *'I
—1I don’t mind. I felt ’urt, that was ail.
1 don’t mind at all. I dessay I worried you,
wot has always been too good to me, and
I never deserved it. I wouldn't go for 10
offend you for anything in the world, Master
Morny 1" :

‘“ All serene, kid,”” said Mornington.

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked away. Jimmy
wore a perplexed frown.

“I don’t catch on!”” he said, at last.

“My hat! You don’t mean to say there’s
anything that Uncle James of Rookwocod
doesn’t catch on to!” exclaimed Lovell, wich
an air of great astonishment, and the Co.
grinned.

*‘Fathead !’ said Jimmy Silver, frowning.

“1 don’tlciatg:ll on! On the whole, I rather
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think he meant what he said to that kid
just now.” :
“ ‘“He's a queer fish,” said Newcome. ;

““He’s made it up with *Erbert. I'm glad
of that, and he seems to have made it up
with Lattrey. He's a queer beast. There
seems to me to be something behind this,
and I don’t catch on,” :

Other fellows in the Classical Fourth were
surprised, as well as Jimmy Silver, when
Mornington came into the Common-room
that evering. He was walking with his
arm linked in Lattrey’s, and the two seemed
on the, best of terms. Apparently the old
friendship was quite restored hefveen the
two black sheep of Rookwood, and in public,
at least, Lattrey did not betray the fact
that he held the whip-hand.

-

CHAPTER 19,

L4 Between Good and Evill
ORNINGTON of the Fourth looked
M up with a sullen brow as Kit
: Erroll eame into his study.
. +» The dandy of Rookwood was
stretched in the armchair, with his feet on

another chair, and a cigarette between his
lips.

IPuele and Gower, his study-mates, were
sitting on the table, also smoking.

The atmosphere of Study No. 4 was far
from agreeable, at least to Erroll's healthy
- lungs,  though the nuts of the Fourth
seemed to like it.

Peele and Gower grinned at the expres-

sion that came over Erroll’s face as he
entered.

“Ive looked in for you, Morny,” said
Erroll. :

“You can look out again!” remarked
Pecle. “Morny’s booked for this after-
noon. We're only waiting for Lattrey.”

Erroll took no notice of Peele’'s remark.
His eyes were fixed questioningly upon
Mornington. )

The latter nodded, without meeting
Erroll’s eyes. -

“Sorry; I'm engaged,” he said. * We're
goin’ out.”

“You don’t care for cricket this- after-
noon?” ‘asked Erroll quietly, “Jimmy
Silver asked me whether you were coming
down. "

Mornington hesitated.

There was bright sunshine streaming in
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at the study window, and a hreeze rustied
the branches ¢f the old beeches outside.
The study was smoky and oppressive.
Mornington threw his half-smoked eigar-
ctte into the fender.

“It's ripping weather for cricket,” said
Trroll.  “There won’t be much more of
it. Better come, Morny!”

“I1-TI'd like to——"

“Look here; you're booked!” exclaimed
Gower.  “Botler the ericket! Bother
Jimmy Silver! What do they matter, any-
way ?"”

“*Don’t be an ass, Morny!” urged Peele.

Opposition had its usnal effect upon the
dandy of the Fourth, He rose from the
armchair, and stretched his limbs.

“I'm eomin’, Erroll!” he said.

“Good!” said Erroll- “Come on, old
scout " 2 2

“Look here——" Gower began again,
angrily.

““Oh, rats!” said Morningten irritably.
“I'n goin’ to do as I like. Hang vour
shabby razzles at the Bird-in-Hand! You
can go pub-hauntin’ without me!*”

The door was pushed open, and Lattrey
of the Fourth stepped into the study.

His thin, keen face hardened at the sight
of Erroll, and a glitter came into his
LATTOW eyes.

“Ready, Morny ?” he said.
on, you chaps.”

“We're ready,” said Peele. * Morny savs
he's goin’ to play ericket with Jimmy
Silver’s gang !”

Lattrey smiled.

“That’s only one of Morny’s little jokes,”
he |sa\ii:l. “Morny’s coming with us.  Come
on!”

“I'm goin’ down to Little Side,” said
Mornington, -

Lattrey looked at him.

“I want you with us this afternoon,
Mornington,” he said, very distinctly,
“You'd better come.”

“1 won’t!”

“I think you'd better!*

There was a pause in the study.
‘Gower and Peele looked on curjously,
They had noted more than once, of late,
that Lattrey had a remarkable influence
over the dandy of the Fourth,

Mornington, who never submitted to
control, who was always rendered cobstinate
by the slightest opposition, had fallen into
the way of following tamely the lead of
the blackest sheep at Rookwood.

“(Get o move
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Marninglon’s face flushed now, and his
manner became hesitating. Kit Erroll took
his ann.

*“Come on, Morny!” he said.

*“Morny’s coming with me,” said Lattrey
coolly. “ You can get out, Erroll! You're
not welcome in this study!”

Frroll gave him a look of contempt.

He drew Mornington towards the door,
but the dandy of Rookweod jerked his arm
away.

“You're coming?” exclaimed Erroll

“On the whole, I think I'll go with these
chaps!” said Mornington, in halting tones,
“Tt was arranged, anyway!”

Erroll eompressed his lips.

f‘]’l‘a the Bird-in-Hand, 1 suppose?” he
said.

“Why not?” said Mornington, with a
sarcastic laugh. “Where do youn expect
Lattrey to spend an afternoon? He wor’t
change his babits till he gets sent to a
reformatory !’

“You needn't go with him, Morny. I
don’t understand you,” Erroll broke out.
“What do you have anything to do with
him for?”

T.attrey gritted his teeth.

“That’s enough!” he snapped. *“Morn-
ington, come along, and leave that rotter
alone !

Mornington pauvsed one moment, and
then he followed Lattrey from the study.
Peele and Gower followed on, grinning.

They did not understand Lattrey’s
strange power over the dandy of the
Fourth, but they were glad to see it. Erroll
had very nearly succeeded, once, in win-
ning Mornington away from the honour-
able society of the *“ Giddy Goats” of Rook-
wood. But evidently Erroll had no chance
against Lattrey.

Wit Erroll was left alone in the study,
with a moody and frowning brow. He
was puzzled and perplexed,

“What does it mean?” he muttered.
“What can it mean? That rascal has some
hold over Morny somehow, but how H

“Hallo, coming along?” Jimmy Silver’s
cheery  voice interrupted Erroll’s glun
reflections. “No time to waste, my in-
fant "

Lrroll joined him in the passage.

“Where's Mornington?” asked the cap-
tain of the Fourth,

“He’s going out!”

“(Cricket not in his line—what?” smiled
Jiruny Silver. “I thoucht once he was

going to take it up seriously, but he
changes pretty fast—never sticks to any-
thing long. It's a pity; he’s a ripping
bowler when he likes!”

“I can’t understand it,” “said Xrroll.
“He wanted to come down to the ericket,
but that fellow Lattrey persuaded him—-"

“They're awfully thick lately,” said
Jimmy. “DBirds of a feather, as a matter
of fact. Why don’t you let Morny slide his

own way?”,

“Pecause he’s my pal!” said Erroll
quietly. “Morny’s too good for that kind
of game, F-don’t understand his following
Lattrey’s lead in this way., There’s some-
thing underhand in it. Lattrey’s rotter
enough for anything!”

“1 suppose Morny’s his own master!”

*T—I suppose so. But——"

“Well, if he doesn’t turn up to practice,
he wor’t be in the eleven for the Woodend
mateh,” said Jimmy Silver. “I was will-
ing to give him a chance. Don’t look gliun
about it, my infant! Keep smiling! I dive
say Morny’s*going to enjoy himself in his
own way.”

The two juniors joined Lovell and Raby
and Newcome, and they went down to the
cricket-gronnd together, DBut Erroll could
not take Jimmy Silver’s advice and “keep
smiling.” Morny, with all his faults, was
his chum. and had been a good chum,
and Erroll could not help feeling. troubled
about him.

CHAPTER 20.
The Worm Turns!

ORNINGTON'S face was dark and

M sullen as he left the gates of Rook-

wood with the three nuts of the
Fourth,

It was pretty clear that the dandy of
Rookwood did not want to accompany
Lattrey’s party, and Gower and Peele won-
dered why he came. -

Gower and Peele walked on ahead, cheer-
fully enough, and Lattrey slackened Eaca
to keep with Mornington, who was walking
slowly. )

“Better get a move on!” Lattrey re-
marked, “We don’t want to be too late,
Morny 1”7

““The later the better, as far as I'm
concerned !”” snapped Mornington.

Lattrey ]e.ughetf.

“You used to be keen enough on a little
game at the Bird-in-Hand,” he said. “I%
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was von first tookk me there, when I was
a new fellow!”

“I don't want to come!”

“Oh, you'll like it all right
Mornington halted and fixed a savage
- look upon his companion, Gower and Peele
were ont of hearing now. :

“Look here, Lattrey,” said Mornington,
between his teeth, ‘““there's oot to be a
limit. Tf you think you are goin’ to order
me about—-"

“Not at all! T only want to be pally!

“You're about the last fellow at Rook-
wood I should choose as a pal ¥

“Why? Our tastes are quite similar,”
said Lattrey, with a smile. “You'd pull
with me ever, so much better than with
Erroll, if you only made up your mind to
itﬂ ”Ho is a goody-goody nincompoop, after
~all.

“Do vou want me to knock yon into the

1
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diteli 7" said Mornington, compressing his.

lips.

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“Youwve got the whip-hand of me, 1
Lknow  that,” continued  Mornington.
“You've made me take up a lot of things
T never intended to touch again. But
there’s a limit, an’ I warn you vou’d better
not go too far. I'm not a safe fellow to
play witht!”

“You'll have to toe the line,” said Lat-
trex coolly. “ What's the good of talking?
T've only got to open my mouth, and what
hecomes of you?  Yon've got to toe the
line, and vou know it!”

Mornington gritted his teeth, and Lat-
treyv laughed.

“T'll make it easy for you so long
as you take it smiling,” continued Latirey,
“But if you jib, you'll be brought to
order, sharp cnough., I've got a lot of
cheek from you to pay out, you know. I've
stood a good deal of swank from you, and
this is where yon eat humble pie, and look
as if you liked it—see?”

“T tell you it's a dangerous gamo to play
with me,” said Mornington, in a low voice.
"I’\"e never kouckled under to anybody
yet !

“You're going to knuckle under to me!”

Mornington clenched his hands hard.

He felt an intense longing to plant his
elenched fist full in the hard, sneering face
of the cad of the Fourth. Tt was only
the knowledge that Lattrey could ruin him
that restrained his anger and hatred.

Lattrey knew his secret. ‘And he had

only to speak for Mornington to lose all
that made his life worth living. Though
he knew himself to be at Lattrey’s morcy,
there were moments when Mornington’s
pride and passionate temper almost boiled

over, and he came necar throwing every-
thing to the 'winds.

“Come on!” said Lattrey. “We're
wasting time|”

Mornington stood still,

“Why should 1T come with you?” he
muttered.  “I tell vou I'm sick of the

game—sick of that dingy gang and their
dirty gamblin’! Sick of it all! I never
half liked it when I was free to do as
I liked! Now I hate it!”

“You'll come because I want you,” said
Lattrey,

“1 won’t eome!™

“That will do!” snapped Lattrey,
“Come on, T tell you!”

“1 won't!”

Mornington did not move. An angry
flush camo into Lattrey’s hard face. He
had had more than one scene with Morn-
ington, since the dandy of the Fourth had
been under his thumb, and Morny had
always given in, in the long run.

Tt was a pleasure to Lattrey to humiliate
the superb Morny, to repay with interest
the contempt he had received from him.

He slipped his arm through Morning-
ton’s, and led Lim along the lane,

“Let go my arm!” said Mornington
thickly,

Lattrey did not heed.

“Will you let go my arm?”

(13 NG!" 1 .

“Then take that!”

Mornington’s arm swept up, and a back-
hander across the face sent Lattrey spin-
ning.

He staggercd two or three paces, and fell
at full length in the dusty road.

Mornington stood looking down upon
him with blazing eyes.

“Oh!” gasped Lattrey.

He was more surprised than hurt. The
worm had turned at last with a vengeance.

“You blackmailin’ cad!” said Morning-
ton, through his teeth. *T’ve stood from
vou all 'm goin’ to stand! Get up and
have some more!"”

Lattrey staggered to his feet,

Mornington rushed at him as he did so,
his left and right coming out in swift suoe
cession. Crash ! Crashl_‘
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Lattrey yelled, and went spinning into
the road again.

This time he did not rise, but lay with
his eyes gleaming like a snake's, fixed on
Mornington.

The latter gave him a look of savage
scorn, and  strode back the way he had
come, towards Rookwoad.

Lattrey slowly picked .himself up, his
eyes burning with rage. He passed his
hand over his face; his nose was streaming

red. He dabbed at it savagely with his

handkerchief.
For soine moments he hesituted, and
then he went on his way, after Gower and

Peele.

Mownington, without looking back, strode

on towards Rookwood.

CHAPTER 21.
A Surprise for Erroill

o ALLO, here's Morny !”
Jimmy Silver made that re-

mark, as the dandy of the Fourth
arrived on the cricket-ground.

Erroll's face lighted up, and he ran io
join his chum,

“You've come, after all!” he said, with
2 smile.

“Yes, here 1 am!” Mornington laughed.
“Let’s have some cricket.”

“Lattrey >

«7 lefi Lattrey on his back in Coomnbe
Lane.”

Erroll laughed. %

“Then vowre off with him again?”

“Never mind that,  Let's get’ some
ericket.”

“(Come and bowl to me, Morny,” called
out Jimmy Silver. :

“Right-ho!”

Lrrell tossed the ball to Mornington,
who went on to bowl to the captain of the
Fourth, Mornington was in great form
that afternoon. He seemed to have thrown
aside the trouble that bad been weighing
on his mind for many days, and to be
thinking only of the cricket. He took
Jimmy Silver’s wicket, and even Conroy,
the Australian, failed to keep his sticks
up to Morny’s bowling.

When the practice was over, and the
juniors went in to tea, Jimmy Silver joined
Mornington, with a cheery smile.

“I'm glad you turned up, Merny,” he
said. “You're in topping form. Shall I

put your name down for the Woodend
match next week?”

“1f vou like,” said Morny.

“T mean, are you going to stick to prac-
tice?” seid Jimmy, laughing. “I'd like
you in the eleven; but I want to know -
whether I can depend on you.”

“You can depend on me if I'm still ut
Rookwood,” said Mornington, resolutely.

Jimmy stared.

“You're not thinking of leaving Rook-
wood 1" he exclaimed,

“1 might have to!”

Mornington left him with that remark.
leaving Jimmy Silver in a state of con-
siderable astonishment.

He hurried after Erroll.

“(lome up to my study to tea, Erroll,”
he said.

“Right-hot”

“1 want a jaw with you!”

“Any oid thing,” said Erroll, with a
smile.

The twa chums had Morny’s study to
themselves, Gower and Pecle not having
returned from Coombe.

Mornington had said that he wanted a
“jaw ” with his chum, but during tea he
sat silent, hardly uttering a word.

Erroll waited patiently for him to speak.

He did not need telling that his chum
was in some trouble that he could not
understand, and that it was connected with
Lattrey, the cad of the Fourth. What the
trouble was he could not guess, though he
had thought a good deal about it.

When tea was over, Mornington took ouf
a cigarette, and then, catching Erroll's
look. laughed impatiently, and thrust it
away.

“Youn needn’t mind me, Morny,” said
Erroll quietly. “I’d rather you didn't
smoke, all the same. You might leave
that kind of rot to Lattrey and his set.”

“T'm one of his set!” said Mornington.

“You needn’t be!”

“I’ve no choice!”

“T don’t see that. You quarrelled with
that rotter once, and cut him, and I don't
see why you can’t do the same againl”

“I can’t !” ’

“Why not?”

“I dare not!”

“Are you off your rocker?” exclaimed
Erroll. “Do you want me to believe that
vou are afraid of a worm like Lattrey?"”

“I’m goin’ to tell you how the matter
stands,”  said Mornington  “T'm rather
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curions to hear your opinion. I dare say
you won't want to be friendly with we afier
I've told you.”

Erroll shook his head,

“Whatever you've done, I stick to vou,”
he said quietly, “I'm mnot a chap 1o
change. You can rely on me!”

“Suppose [ tell you I'm a thief?”

“TI shoulan’t believe you.”

“It’s truel”

“¥You must be out of your senses!” said
Erroll, in wonder. ‘

“Perhaps not exactly a thief—perhaps
swindler is the better word!” said Morning-
ton sardonically. “There isn’t much to
choose between them. Do you want to hear
the details?”

“Yes,” said Erroll.

“You remember I told you, some time
- ago, about my cousin, Ceecil Mornington?
He was stolen by gipsies when a little kid,
and has never turned up, If he turned up
he would take everything, and leave me on
ny uppors!” !

“I remember.”

“Well, he's turned up!”

“Morny 1

“Nice for me, isn’t it?” said Morning-
ton, with a bitter laugh. “I've been
brought up to believe myself the master
of Mornington, with twenty thousand a
year comin’ to me when I'mn of age, and
as much as I like till then, And now—--*

“But—but if the kid’s turned up—
T dov’t understand. Where is he?”

“It's not known. He doesn’t know him-
self,” said Mornington. “I know, an’ I'm
not goin’ to tell, See?”-

Erroll’s face became very grave,

“Are you sure?”

“Quite sure,”

“1 mean, is there proof?”

“Pleuty of proof.” .

“And Lattrey knows?” exclaimed Trroll.

*“Lattrey knows,”

“And he’s holding it over your head?”
exclaimed Erroll, understanding at last.

“ Exactly,”

There was a long silence in the study.
Mornington lighted a cigarette, unheeded
by his chum, Erroll was staring at him
blankly.

. “Well, my bhat!” exclaimed Erroll,
~ breaking the silence at last. “You mean,
then, that you could find Cecil Morning-
- ton if you liked?”

- (13 Yes.!l

“You know where he is?”

| asked Erroll at

“T could put my finger on him
minufe.”
“And he doesn’t know it himself?”
“Not in the least. He was brought up
among a gang of gipsies, and he’s lived
as a tramp ever since!”
“Good heavens!”
There was another silence.
“What are yc]m going to do, Morny?”
ast,

any

“Nothin’ I” .

“You can’t keep silent now, you know,”

“I can, and I'm goin’ to!”

“But—but everything belongs to your
cousin, I understand?”

“ Legally, yes,” smiled Mornington., *It
doesn’t scem quite fair to me, for every
thing to go to the eldest son or his heir.
I never thought about it before, but T can
see now thatr it's a rotten system. Why
should my pater’s elder brather have taken
everything, and my pater nothing? You
can't call it just, can vou?”

“It’s not just,” said Erroll, ** hut it's the
law, and it's by that law that you have
what vou hold new, Morny. You've pot
a crowd of further-off relations who would
share equally in the estates if it wasn'c
for that law,”

“By gad! That’s so, too!” Mornington
laughed., “You see, the law is all right
so long as it suits me, and all wrong when
it flocsn't. I suppose that’s what it comes
to.”

“You can’t keep silent, Morny. If—if
you don’t let your cousin have his rights,
1t—it's——"

“Bwindlin

“Well, yes!”

“I told you I was a swindler,” said
Mornington, with a sardonic grin. “Yeu'd
better leave me alone after this. I shall
contaminate you.,”

Erroll watched his face, alarmed and
anxious. In spite of Morny's flippancy
of manner, he could sco that he was suffer-
ing; that self-contempt, the bitterest of all
to hear, was eating into his very heart.

Morny could net resolve to do what was
right; he could not resolve to part with
wealth and consequence. DBut he despised
himself for his weakness as he would have
despised it in another. )

“And you're quite sure, Morny? 'There's
no mistake 77’

“Not the shadow of one! I've seen my
beloved cousin, and talked to him.”

* And—and ? ‘

[N

sald Mornington,

‘.-._-’
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“What's your advice, old scout ?”’

“Tgo tell vour guardian at once what
you've found out,” said Erroll, without
hesitation,

“An’ give up everything ’

«It's worth it for a clear conseience.”

“QGive up evervthin’, and be as poor
as Rawson or Tubby Mullin!” grinned
Mornington. “Pecome dependent on 1y
dear cousin——what? I don’t quite think
that would suit me, Frrollt"

«you'll come to it,” said Ervoll. “You
can't keep this up!”

“Youwll sec!”

« And Lattrey,” said Evroll. “He .“-'Ol‘l’ﬁ
keep it dark. Why should he, if he
knows?”’

“Heo will so long as it pays him. . But
1 dow't know, I knocked him down this
afternoon.”

“P'm glad of that!”

“He was goin’ too far with his in-

nn

solence. I don't know whether he'll keep
it dark after that, I don’t care much.
I know I'm not goin’ to stand too much

from him.”

« Tt will be better for you if he speaks,”
said Erroll. “But I'd rather that you spoke
out yourself, and did what was right.”

Mornington gave a shrug.

“T've told vou in confidence, of course.”
he said. “It's a relief to tell somebody.
It’s a secret, of course!”

«1 understand that. TI've no right to
repeat what yow've told me, but-—" .

“But you'd rather I hadn’t told you?”

“Well, ves,” said Erroll frankly.

“1p’s the penalty of pallin' with a swin-
dler, doar hoy! Why don’t you throw me
over, “and look the other way when you
sce me?"”

“T shan't do that, TI'm your pal through
thick and thin,” said Erroll. “I know,
100, in the long run you'll do what is
right !” E

The door opened, and Lattrey came in,
Mornington grinned as he looked at him.
Lattroy’s nose was red and swollen; he
showed very plain signs of the fracas in
the lane. :

His manner was verf quiet, but his eyes
were gleaming, Erroll rose, with a look
of dislike at the cad of the Fourth. Ile
left the study without a word.

—rr
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CHAPTER 23
Surrender!

ATTREY closed the door after Erroll,

L aund stood looking at Morningten,

his thin lips sct, his eyes gleaming. .

The dandy of the Yourth regarded

him mockingly. Mornington was in a reck-
|25 mood. ;

“Fave you enjoyed your litile game?”’
he smiled. “Did they ask you how you
came by that nose?” :

“T'm writing to my
said Lattrey.

“Qive him my kind regards, and my
congratulations that he's still ~ out of
.prison,” said Mornington.

“Tm telling him where to find Cecil
Mornington.”

“(Go ahead!”

Lattrey gritted his teoth.

# (thuck this fooling!” he said savagely.
“I)o you think you're going 'to make me
believe that vou don’t care? I'm willing
to give you another chance, Morny.”

*T thought you would be.”

“J don't want to ruin you unless you
force me. But we've got to have an under-

father this evening,”

sfanding.”
“1 think we understand one another
pretty well.” said Mornington, with bitter

coolness.  “I'm swindling my cousin, and
you're blackmailing me to keep it dark.
fsu’t that how the matter stands?”

Lattrey winced.

“[{eep to your limit, and T'll stand it,"”
continued Mornington. “But Tve had
cnough of bein’ under your thumb. I
don't allow anybody to dictate to me.”

“They were disappeinted not to see you
this afternoon,” said Lattrey. ¢ Joey Hook
was expeeting you.” !

“They'll be disappointed again.”

“I,:m going again to-night, after lights-

“ (3o, and be hanged!”

“ ,I”ve told Hook I shall bring you with

o "

« Another disappointment for dear old
Hook!” smiled Mornington. *“He’s never
goin’ to win any more of my money! I'm
do?{’!’ with breakin’ bounds after lights-
out. :

Lattrey looked at him in silence, with
compressed lips.

“ Keep your limit I repeated Mornington,
“You make a pretty good thing out of
me, and it will pay you to keep your tongue
between your teeth! DBut I'm not goin’ te
P ok 3 - =



the Bird-in-Tland again—with you, at all
events! T don’t enjoy your company, dear
boy !”

“When I go out to-night,” said Lattrey,
in concenirated tones, ‘T shall take tho
letter to yny father in my pocket. If you're
not with me, I shall drop it into the
letter-box.™

“Do as you choose!® ’

“Yon think you ecan afford to delfy me,
you swindling liound £ exelaimed Lattrey,
his temper breaking out at last.

, Mornington rose, and threw open the
door,

“There’s your way, Lattrey!” he said.
“Get out!”

“I'll go when I choose!”

“You'll go when T choose,” said Morn-
ington, advancing upon him.

Lattrey, with a look of hatred, stepped
inlo the passage, and Mornington kiclked
the door shut after him.

The two juniors did not’ meet again till
bed-time, when the Classical Fourth went
. to their dormitory.

Lattrey gave the dandy of the Iourth a
glance in the dormitory, but Mornington
did not meet his eyes.

The Fourth-Formers turned in, and

- Jimmy Silver & Co. were soon asleep. But
there were two who did not close {heir
eyes,

. Half-past ten had tolled out, when Latt-

. rey slipped

¢ dressed silently in the dark. .

. He bent over Mornington’s bed,

“Morny 1

“Hallo !

“Oh, you're awake ?”

“8o it seems !”

:ﬁre"you coming 7

0.

Lattrey gritted his teeth.

i _“Then you know what to expeet! Good-

i night, and pleasant dreams!” he said, and
'he glided away towards the door.

From a back window the rascal of Rook-

[ wood dropped to the ground, and flitted

i away cautiously in the darkness towards

the school wall.

- There he paused, listening.

From the dark quadrangle behind him

there came a soft sound of cautious foot-
| steps. )

. Lattrey crouched against the wall, in the

deep shadow of a beech tree. He won-
dered whether the footsteps were those of
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quietly from his bed and:
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& suspicious master making a late round,
or whether Mornington had changed his
mind, at the last moment.

The footsteps came closer.
Lattrey’s heart thumped.

“Are you there?” came a whisper in the
darknoss, :

Lattrey drew a breath of relicf. The
whispering voice was Mornington’s. The
dandy of the Fourth’ had come to heel,
after all,

“I'm here!” he muttered sullenly, “You
startled me, you fool!”

Mornington chuckled softly,

“Did you think it was a prefeet 7

“Never mind what I thought,” growled
Lattrey. “Aro you coming "

"I'm comin’!” Mornington’s voice was

mocking and sardonic.  “You mneedn’t
trouble to post the letter, dear boy. Come
ont” '

Lattrey grinned in the darkness, and the
two juniors climbed the wall together,

It was two hours later when Jimmy
Silver -awoke, in the dormitory of the
Classical Fourth, ut the sound of a move-
ment.

Jimmy sat up in bed, and blinked round
him in the gloom.

“Hallo! Is that a merry sleepwalleer 777
he asked drowsily.

“Not at all, dear bov,” came Morning-
ton's voice. ““Only u couple of merry
blades just come home !" ;

“Mornington! You rotten blackguard !

“Quite so! Any more cheery remarks to
make 1

“You ought to be kicked out of Rook-
wood " growled Jimmy Silver, in utter
disgust.

“Granted!”

“Dor’t shout, you sillv ass!” came
Lattrey’s whispering voice. “Do you want
to wake the house, Morny?”

“I don’t care much,” yawned Morning-
ton. “What a giddy surprise for Boolles,
if he dropped in on us now—what 7"

“Serve you both jolly well right if he

did!”  grunted Lovell, who had been
awakened by the voices. )
“Agreed; it would,” said Mornington

coolly. There was a heavy bump in the
silent dormitory, as the dandy of the
Fourth kicked off a boot. .

“Will you be quiet?’ came in a savage
whisper from Lattrey. )

Mornington laughed, and kicked off the
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other boot. Then he turned in, without. bowling, If he fails us, we'll make an

heeding the remarks that were addressed
to him {rom several beds. The black sheep
of Rookwood was quite his old, blacks
guardly scll again. Lattrey had won.

CHAPTER 23.
Lattrey’s Plunge!

IMMY SILVER was looking very
thoughtful when Krroli joined him in
the junior Common-room a few days
later. Jimmy had a slip of paper

betore him, and was chewing the stump of
a pencil,

“Cricket list 7" asked Erroll, with a smile.

“Yes—for the Woodend match.”

“Morny’s playing, I hope?”

Jimmy knitted his brows.

“That’s just what I was thinking out,”
he said. “He seems to be in pretty good
form. But: =

“He's been sticking to practice every
day,” said Erroll. “I—T know about his
playing the giddy ox the other night,
i_}in’imy, but—but that wasn’t quite his own
ault.”

“I suppose he’s his own master,” growled
Jimmy Rilver, “He wasnt bound to go
out with that worm Lattrey.” .

“ILatirey’s got a lob of influence over
him,” said Erroll, colouring. He eould not
tell Jimmy the nature of Lattrey’s power
over Mornington. That was a dead secret.
“Morny would rather have nothing to do
with him,”

“Bow-wow !"” said Jimmy. *Morny isn't
a silly kid to be twisted round a chap’s
finger.— Still, so long as he keeps in form,
1 don’t know that it's my business if he
makes a fool of himself, Is he in good
form ?” 3

“Topping !
tice I”

“You've kept him up to it, I suppose?”

“Lattrey, too,” said Erroll. “It’s queer
enough. The fellow doesn’t care for cricket,
but he’s kept Morny to practice as much
as he could. I've heard him several times
lately urging Morny not to miss practice
_ab the nets.” .

“I’ve noticed that myself,” szid Jimmy.
“I can’t quite make that fellow Lattrey out.
Well, Morny goes in! We want Morny's

You've seen him at prac-

example of .him, that’s all!”

“He won’t fail you, Jimmy "

And Erroll, with much satisfaction, saw
the list of the junior eleven posted up on
the board, with Morningtorn’s name in. A
crowd of juniors gathered to read down the
list, which ran:

J. Silver, A. Lovell, G. Raby, C,
Erroll, V. Mornington, Tommy Dodd, Cook,
Doyle, Conroy, Oswald, Rawson,

Lattrey was among the crowd and he
smiled as he noted Mornington’s name in
the list. k

He lounged away to Townsend's study in
the Fourth. Townsend and Topham were
at home, Rawson, their study-mate, being
downstairs. In the absence of Rawson,
Towny and Toppy were indulging in
cigarettes—which they never ventured to
do when Tom Rawson was there.

“Hallo; trot in!” said Townsend. “Our
beto noir is out, so we're having a smoke.
Havg a cig, dear boy!”

Lattrey lighted a cigarette.

“ Anythin’ doin’?” asked Topham, with
a vawn, ‘“‘No racin’ to-day to have a little
flutter on. Is life worth: livin’ 17

“There’s other things to have a quid or
two on,” said Lattrey, with a smile.
"What price cricket?”

“N.G.,”" said Townsend. “T've been

‘tryin’ to book bets on the Woodend match,

but there ain't any takers. Everybody
knows that Rookwood’s goin’ to win.”

“Qh, I don't know!” said Lattrey
thoughtfully, “Woodend are a good
team !

“Nothin’ like the form of Rookwood.

Hold on, though,” said l'ownsend, with a
grin. “If you fancy Woodend's chance,
I'll take you on, two to one.”

“Same here!” grinned Topham,

“Two to one against Woodend?™ said
Lattrey, as if thinking it over.

“That’s the figure!”

“In quids?”

“Quids, if you like,” said Townsend.
“But I warn you to keep off the grass. I
don’t want to rob you, old scout!”

“I tell you Woodend haven't a look in,"”
said Topham. *“I offered Smythe three to
one against- Woodend, and he wasn’t
takin’ any.”

“Oh, I haven't all that faith in Jimmy
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Silver,” said Lattrey lightly., “T'll take
you on—two to onel”
“Done!” said the two nuts at onece,
“Tracy’ll hold the stakes!” said Town-
send.  “Money up, you know!”

*“Oh, of course.” R

“Come along and find Tracy, then!”

“I'm your man!” ’

The three nuts procceded to the Shell
passage, to the siudy of Adelphus Symthe,
the great nut and sportsman of the Shell.
They found Smythe and Tracy and Howard
there.

The three Shell fellows chuckled as they
heard of the bet.
~ “You haven't an earthly, Lattrey,”
Adolphus warned him. “I tell you T saw
Woodend play last week, and they’re no-
where near Rookwood form.”

" “Jimmy Silver’s eleven will knock spots
off them!"” said Tracy, with a nod.

“0Oh, hang Jimmy Silver!” said Lattrey.

Adolphus chortled.

“Yes, I know you love Jimmy Silver as
much as a Prussian loves the truth!” he
remarked. “But that's got nothing to do
with ericket. You're throwing your money
away just because you're up against Jimmy
Silver. You're an ass!”

“Let him have his own way!” grinned

Townsend. “His quid will come in useful !”
“Ha, ha, hal”
_The bets were duly booked, and the

stakes deposited with Tracy of the Shell.
Townsend and Topham grinned with satis-
faction. They attributed Lattrey's reck-
less wagers to his dislike of Jimmy Silver.

He hoped that Jimmy would lose the
match, and the wish was father to the
thought.

And Smythe and Howard, with the idea
of making hay while the sun shone, booked
bets with Lattrey, too, and when the cad
of the Fourth lelt the study he stood to
win ten pounds if Jimmy Silver were
defeated on the morrow, and to lose five if
Jimmy scored a victory.

Lattrey did not seem ‘at all disturbed,
however. ; -

He looked in at Morningion's study a
little later, and found Gower and Peele
there, They grinned when they saw him.

“Chuckin’ your money away—what?”
asked Peele.

“If you've got any more to chuck away,
T’ll take you on!” remarked Gower. “Two
to one on Rookwoced to-morrow, old scout!”

Lattrey laughed.
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“I'm your man, but I shall have to be
on paper. I've put up all the ready g
happen to have.” d

‘“All serene!”

Lattrey’s “plunge " was the subject of
some merriment among the nuts of Rook-
woad that evening. It was quite unlike the
old, calculating Lattrey to plunge on any-
thing but a certainty, and this time it
looked as if he would burn his fingers
badly.

What Smythe & Co. did not know about
cricket would have filled many books, but
they knew enough to know that the chances
in t(iine match were all in favour of Rook-
wood.

But Latirey appeared satisfied. If he had
forgotten his usual caution, he did not scem
to realise it.

Mornington spoke to him on the subject
in the Common-room that evening. Since
the night they had gone to the DBird-in-
Hand together there had been outward
friendliness between the two.

Mornington seemed to have thrown up
all thought of resistance now, and to bhe
content to swim with the current. His
struggle towards better things had failed,
and for once it was not wholly his own
fault.

“I hear you're makin’ bets against Raok-
wood to-morrow,” he remarked,

“That’s so.”

- “What's the game?
win.”

“1 hope not.”

“Woodend hasn’t an earthly,” said Morn-
ington, “not unless we get awful bad luck,
an’ that’s not likely.”

“Well, you may get bad luck!” said
Lattrey calmly. o

“You haven't had news of any dark
horse in the Woodend team-—what?" asked
Mornington, puzzled.

“Not at all.” -~

“Well, I don’t savvy. But if you're
anxious to lese money, I'll take you on to
any amount you like.”

Lattrey laughed.

“Thanks! I've got enough bets hooked,”
he said. “I stand to lose cight pounds
now if I have bad luck, and to win six-
teen—-" :

“You'll lose the eight!”

“We shall see!”

And Lattrey said no more.

Rookwood’s sure to



GCHAPTER 24.
Lattrey's Litlle Game!
HE next day was Wednesday, the day

I of the Woodend mateh. Tt was a

bright and sunny ‘afternoon, and

Jinmy Silver & Co. looked very
cheerful when they eame out after dinner.
Woodend were expected early, and Jimmy
went down to the piteh with his chums,

Mornington was  chatting  under  the
beeches with Erioll, when Lattrey joined
them.

Trroll walked away ni once.

He was aware that Morny could not
break with the cad of the-Fourth but he
\\‘?El'd not endure Lattrey’s company him-
self,

Lattrey looked after himn with a sneer.

Alornington made a move to follow his
c¢hum to the cricket-ground, but Lattrey
stopped him with a light tap on the arm.

“Hold on!” he said

“No time to waste!” said Mornington.
“Woodend may be here any minute now.
What is it?”

“ About the match—"

“(Gettin’® nervous  about  your merry
viagers ¥ grinned Mornington. “Well, you
need not be nervous. You're goin' to
lose.”

“I'm not going to lose,” said Lattrey
quielly. “Rookwood’s going to lose, and
T going to win”

“You'll sec!” :

“It's u dead cert!” said Lattrey calmly.
“Thal's what [ want to speak to you about.
You're in the team, Morny.”

“1 dow’t meed telling that, I suppose!”

“Are vou in good form?”

ll‘llepil]! ln

“You'd belier get out of form pretty
guick, then!”

“Eh?” :

“The fact is., ¥ want you tr sce that
Rookwood doesn’t win!” said Lattrey, in
a low tone. “Savvy?” :

Mornington stared at him.

“You want me to see tha* Rookwood
doesn't win?" he repeated blankly.

“ Yes')’

“Why, you sneaking hound!” Morning-
ton understood at last. “Do youa mean that
you want me to give the match away?”

“I’s easy enough. They're depending
on your bowling. Well, you bowl for runs
instead of for wickets—see? You get a
duck's egg in your innings—that means a
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You're one of the best
pleyers in the teaw; and if you play up
for Woodend's benefit instead ot Rook-
wood’s, {here won't be much doubt of the
result—see 7"

Mornington leoked at him in silence.

Morny was mnot always a scrupulous
fellow himself, but the baseness of the
proposal almost took his breath away for a
minute, He was asked to betray his side
treacherously in order that Lattrey might
win his rascally bets, and the cad of the
Fourth evidently expected him to consent.

Mornington drew a deep breath.

“Sy that's why you've been urgin’ me to
keep up the cricket lately!” he sald at last.
“You wanted me in the team.”

Lattrey nodded. .

“%, that you could make bets against
Rookwood, an’ win them by gettin’ me to
give the match away !” '

“Right on the wicket!”

“And you think I'm goin’ to do ig2”

“J know -you are!" said Lattrey coolly.

wicket shart.

“Don't let's have any talk. You know
vou're going to do it!”

Mornington clenched his hands, and
Laitrey stepped back a pace.

“None of that!” he said sharply. “I've
stood that from vou once, Morny. Not for

a sccond lime. 1 swear that if you don’t
toc the line, and without making any bones
about it, that letter will be posted to my
father to-day. You can take your choice.”

There was a long silence.

“You stand to win or lose somethin®
rather decent on this, I think?” remarked
Mornington at last.

“Yes."

“Well, get some more bets
you can stand me a whack in the win-
hings1” said Mornington coolly. “There's
Selwyn and Tracy and some of the Modern
chaps who will take you on. May as well
be hung for a sheep as a lamb—avhat 7"

“Ha, ha! Good!” } -

“Rely on me!” said Mornington. “The
way T'mn goin’ to play will make you open
your cyes if you come down an’ watch 1™

And, with a cool nod, the dandy of the
Fourth sauntered away towards the ericket-
ground.

Lattrey langhed softly.

He had expected some show of resistance
from Mornington, and this complete sur-
render surprised uss well as gratified him.
It showed how combletely the once nroud

booked, and
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and restive Mornington under his
thumb.

“By gad! He’s learning to dance to my
tune ! murmured Lattrey, with a grin.
“I've fairly brought him to heel at last, by
gad!”

And Lattrey walked away, to proceed to
bock bets agalmt Rookwood with every
fellow of a “‘sportive ” tendency who was
willing to do so.

And when be sauntered down to Little
Side an hour later he had bets booked with
nearly every member of the honourable
society of the “Giddy Goats ” of Reokwood.
And he was looking forward to a rvich har-

vest,
J Jitnmy at one end and Tommy Dodd
at the other. It was a single-innings
match. Wocdend went into the feld.

“There was a crowd of Rookwooders round
the ground, both Aoderns and Classicals
turning up in great force to see the match,
There was a very general anticipation of a
Rookwood victory.

And the way Jimmy Silver and Tommy
Dodd began showed that- the antlclp'l.t:on
was likely to be fulfilled. The two bats-
men made the running fast, and the score
was at 30 “heu Tommy Dodd was caught
out.

Lovell came in next, and then Conroy,
and then Oswald, with Jimmy Silver still
batting. 1t was about that time that
Lattrey of the Fourth came down to the
ground. )

“How’s it going?”

Townsend grinned.

“Forty-five for three!” he said.

“Oh, good!”

“Good for Rookwood, but not {for you,
old seout!” chuckled Topham,
have been potty to stake against Rook-
wood ! J
"% QOh, ericket’s an uncertain game!” said
Lattrey carelessly. ““Hallo, there’s \Iolny
going to the wickets!”

Oswald was out, and the dnndy of the
Fourth had take * his place. " Lattrey
looked ‘on smilingly to see the first duclc s
cgg scored for Rookwood.

The ball eame down' {rom the Wecdend

was

CHAPTER 25.
Game to the Last!

IMAMY SILVER won ‘the toss, and
Rookwood opened their innings, with

he asked “Townsend.

“You must |
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bowler, and Lattrey waited for the crash
of the wicket,

Smack !

The gleaming willow met the hall,
sent it on 1its journey.

Lattrey starcd.

From the Rookwood crowd came a ring-
ing shout:

“\Vell hit, Morny!”’

The batsinen were running.

Four had been taken before the leather
came in from the country, and Mornington
faced the bowling again.

“Good old Morny!” :aid Smythe of the
Shell. “I don’t bother much about cricket,
as a rule, but this is a good game. Morny’s
in toppm form!”

“Rippin’ |” grinned Topham.
you think, Lattrey ?”

Lattrey did not answer,

For the first time a chill of doubt had
come into his breast.

and

“AWhat do

Was Mornington ~ playing him false?
Dared he play him false? He could not
believe it, and yet

He remembered the scene on the Coombe
road, when Mornington’s passionate teinper
had got the better of his prudence. Morn-
ington had been at his merey then, as now,
but he had struck him down, and taken the
risk. Was he taking the risk again now?

Lattroy gritted his teeth at tho thought.
If it was so, he would have no mercy on
the dandy of Rookwood a second time,

Morny was still batting; a 2 at the finish
of the over had given him the bowling
again. And he was going great guns.

Erroll came in to join him, with a smile
and a nod es he passed him at the wicket.
Erroll was pleased at the splendid show
his chum was a'mlg at the good old game.

The Woodend fieldsmmen were leather-
hunting te their hearts’ content—and a
little more. Kit Erroll had bad luck, be-
ing caught out at .point after ‘taking 3.
Another and another batsman came in, till
last man was called, and Mornington was
still batting,

The dandy of the Fourth had made 40
runs on his own., the largest Rook“ood
score in the match.

Last .man in fell to the howlmg and
there was a cheer as Mornington left the
wicket=not out.

His face was flushed and am]lmg as he
came back to thé pavilion.

Rookwood had scored 107, and it was a
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score Woodend could not hope to touch, , “Rookwood’s a long way ahead now,” he
without the aid of a miracle. gsaid. “Tt won't be so jolly easy to give
Jimmy Stlver clapped Mornington on the Woodend the game, if you try your
shoulder gleefully. ] hardest.” .
“Ripping, old scout!” he exclaimed | “That's all right, You wait an' sec!”
heartily. “We're playing you for your “Mind. if Rookwood win, you know what
bowling, and TI'm blessed if yow're not|to expect!” said Latirey, in a low, har

batting the best in the bunch, too!” voice.
Mornington laughed. “ Quite so0.”
“Prn vather in form to-day,” he re-| “If you're fooling me—-"

marked. “Foolin’ you!” Maornington laughed.
“You are, by gum!” “You're too sharp to be fooled, old scout.
“You are, old son!” exclaimed Townsend. | Vou're as keen as Sheffield steel—what ?
“T fancy Woodend won’t be keepin’ it up | My dear chap, you're dreamin’! Iow
till dark—what " conld I fool you?” '
Lattrey came towzards Mornington, his “T.ook horee-t
face quite pale. « (Comin’,”’ said Mornington, as Erroll
Mornington’s innings had hit him hard. | called to him, and he walked away to join
For the cad of the Fourth had taken|his chums, leaving Lattrey standing alone,
Morny's advice, and he was “in” very | a picy lo doubt and dismay.
deep. If Rookwood won the match, it was| mpy. Rookwood side went into the field,
not only Lattrey’s money that was lost | ,5q Woodend opened their innings. Jimmy
hut he would owe money on all sides—it} gjicer howled the first over, and a cateh
would be a staggering loss to him. The | cime Mornmgton's way
thought of it almost turned him giddy. The Fourthgl"orm d‘an.d. s hand wehbsup
“Morny !” he muttered thickly. ke ‘]'i hnit ‘ ¥
Morningten nodded to hirm genially. tl‘he-g ‘,,l_g’a -
“Hallo. Lattrey! Anything the matter? “P:;'vo‘ ‘{]omv"' 5
You look rather seedy.” «Woll eaught "
“Ta, ha!" chortled S.nythe. “Lattrey’s ‘.BL ik <0 it thi
been hackin® Woodend!” v gad, Morny's: goin’ it this ther—
- 2 ™ caid Smythe of the Shell. *“Never
Ha, ha, ha!” : noql)'['dm{{ sard h toppin' form, by
“(Glad to hear it1” grinned Jimmy Silver. | ;’[:1‘23 ,:? Morny i such foppin: Ttorm, ¥

Tt will be a .bit of a lesson to you, T . . "
Lattrey, about making your filthy bets cm| o ‘{f;l_;&nt,ofzsut'lﬁel?ijnillg‘;;, L(,{llt(:)ﬁ:fl{‘tl lf}f;if’:_

cricket matches.” e 4 e
Lattrey did not answer him, He drew ‘i‘(“-nd- s It’s - all over, bar shoutin’, you
now !

Mornington aside, careless of the eyes that .
were upon them. . Lattrey did not speak.

“YWhat does this mean?” he muttered, | He realised the truth now, though he
when they were out of hearing of the  still hoped against hope. Morninglon had
cricketers,  “ Morny a sought to rcassure him between the
“ Anythin’ wrong !” yawned Mornington, | Innings. simply from sardonic humour—like
“Apre you playing me false?” lLissed | 2 cab playing with a mouse.
Lattrey, through his clenched teeth. “By| He was playing his very best for Rook-
gad! TI vou dare—" wood, and he intended his side lo win.
“Don't vou know that I don’t dare?” And he had deliberately encourf}ggd the
smiled Mornington. « Ain’t I fairly under (‘—ﬂd,Of the Fourth to * p]ung_e in his
your thumb, dear boy—quile at your mercy betting on the match, as a punishment for
D what? Should I dare to refuse to play having asked him to betray. his  side.
a mean, dirty trick when you order me!? Lattroy understood” it all now, only too
Whag rot!” clearly.
“ You've piled up runs—" Vot he still hoped. He hardly dared to
“Wait till you see me bowl,” said Marn- think of the position he would be in if he
ington' reassuringly.  “You know the tip|lost his many bets on that match. More
vou gave me— bowlin' for Woodend’s | than enca before his cunning had over-
benefil, you know. Wait an’ see.” reached itself, but never so seriously  as
Lattrey eyed him uncasily this.
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His only consolation was revenge upon
Mornington; that would be but a poor
satisfaction, after all.

He knew that he could not meet the
debts he had piled up in confident antici-
pation of a treacherous success,

His thin, hard face was pale now as he
watched the game.

Jimmy Silver had pnt Mornington on to
bowl, and Lattrey hoped once more, as he
saw the dandy of the Fourth go to the
crease.

By skilful bowling to favour the bats-
men, Mornington could certainly have made
a great difference to his team’s prospects
—though it is doubtful if he could have
enabled Woodend to make up the leeway
at this stage.

< Whether it was possible or not, it was

:
!

i

" soon clear

! end, and evidently ho did not wish.
; had
. Lattrey knew that now.

that it was not Mornington’s

inlention. .
His first ball laid a Woodend wicket low,

and it was followed by another and

another.

There was a jubilant roar from the Rook-

wood crowd. .
“The hat trick!”

. “Hurrah!”
“Bravo, Morny
“Lattrey of the Fourth leaned against the

pavilion, sick at heart.

There was no hope now.

If he had wished, after this, Morny
~_could not have staved off defest for Wood-
He
been playing with his  blackmailer;

]
g v

The Woodend batsmen were putting up

all they knew, but they were outclassed by

most of the Rookwood bowling,

Three more wickets fell to Mornington's
bowling, before the innings came to an end
"for the inglorious total of fifty runs.
The Rookwood crowd cheered vocifer-
- ously. ;
Smythe & Co., the merry nuts were as
- pleased as the cricketers. The Rookwood
rictory meant a little golden harvest for
‘ them,

‘. Under the beech-trees Tracy of the Shell
! handed out the stakes he had been hold-
ting, and the fellows who had betted with
Lattrey “on paper,” looked for him to give
¢ him a bint that it was time to see about

fisettling for his T O U’s,
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But even Peele and Gower, when they
saw Lattrey, forbore to press for payinent
just  then — the plotting  Fourth-IFormer
looked so sick and overcome.

They left him on a seat outside the
pavilion, where he had sunk down, as if
his strength had deserted him.

From where he sat, Lattrey of the
Fourth could see Mornington, surrounded
by the crowd of ericketers, receiving con-
gratulations.

It was Morny’s match, as Jimmy Silver -
said heartily; both at batting and at bowl-
ing the honours were with Mornington.

Eiroll, in great delight, clapped lis chum

~on the shoulder, and Arthur Ldward Lovell

clapped him on the other shoulder.

The Woodend teain took their departura
in subdued spivits; they had reecived a
record beating on the Rockwood pground.

Mornington chatted cheerfully with his
friends, apparently oblivious of the crouch-
ing figure on the seat by the pavilion and
of the burning eyes that were fixed upon
him with deadly hatred.

He wealked off the ground at last, with
Erroll on one side of himm and Jinmy Silver
on the other. -

Lattrey pushed his way through the
juniors. and stepped into Mornington's
path, his face white and his eyes burning.

“Mornington, you cad, you swindler!”
he panted. :

“Hallo! What are you burbling about
exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

Mornington laughed lightly.

“ Lattrey’s got it in the neck!" he re-
marked airily.  “The dear fellow arranged
with me to give away the match ¥

“What ?”" roared Jiminy Silver.

“He's been bookin’ hets on all sides,
countin’ on a win for Woodend, and this
is the merry result! Looks as if he enjoyed
it, domn't he?”

“You rotten cad!” shouted Jimmy Siiver,
shoving Lattrey savagely aside as he strove
to speak. g 12

i

“Get away!

Lattrey recled; but he forced his way
bhack as the juniors went on. He shook his
fist in Mornington’s face.

“Mornington, they’re going {o know
now! There's a good deal more than that
to tell the fellows, and T'in going——""

‘Before he could speak further Morning-
ton raised his hand and struck him full 1
the face.
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Lattrey fell with a crash.

Mornington walked on. without another
olance at him. Errell pressed his arm.

“Morny——" he whispered.

“The game’s up?’ Mornington smiled

grimly, “The game’s up! But I'm game
at the finish, old scout! Let’s go and have
tea.”

And the dandy of Rookwood hummed a
merry tune as he walked on,

CHAPTER 126.
Under. the Shadowl

. ASTER MORNY?Y’
Mornington of the Fourth spun
round as the timid voice spoke

in his study doorway.

Morny had been standing by the window,
staring out gloomily into the guadrangle
of Rookwood. . \

The green old quad was bright in the
summer sunshine, and the sound of cheery
voices floated up from below. But Morn-
ington’s face was dark and gloomy "ug he
stared out.

Little 'FErbert of the Second Form, the
waif of Rookwood, stepped timidly in at
the open door.

He retreated a pace as Mornington
turned upon him, so dark and savage was
the look of the dandy of the Fourth.

“So you've come?” said Mornington,
between his teeth.

“Yes, Masier Morny,” faltered 'Erbert.

“Lattrey’s told you?” -
3 I tid

“ Lattrey’s told you!” repeated Morning-
ton, making a stride towards the fag. “ And
you've come to tell me you know, you
Young rotter! After all that I've done for
you, you are going to rob me of every-
thing! Hang you!”

The fag stared at him.

“ NMaster Morny 1”7 ) .

“I brought you to Reokwood,” pursued
Morvnington, bitterly, “I found you starv-
ing on the road. If I'd left you there you'd
never have troubled me again, I brought
you in. I made my guardian enter you in
the school, I've made you into a Rookwood
chap instead of a ragged tramp, and stood
By you all” through. ,fnd now you're going
to rob me and leave me bare!” n

A SCHOOLBOY'S TEMPTATION!

“Jaster Morny! Wot are you sayin’ "
he ejaculated. * You must be fair off your
chump, Master Morny, 'Ow can I rob
you?” :

Mornington gritted his teeth.

“Hasn't Lattrey told you, then?” he ex-
claimed. :

“1 ain’t seen Master Lattrey.”

“QOh, I thought—-"

“T knows all you’ve done for me, Master
Morny,” said ‘Erbert.” “I knows 'ow you
took me up, me that ain’t got even a name
of my own, and .lookpd arter me. 1 ain’t
likely to forget it, sir!”

“Vou don’t know—yet?” muttered Morn-
ington. “‘I thought Lattrey had told you,
when vou came.”

“Wot could he tell me?”

“Wait till he tclls you!” he replied.
“QOh, the cad, the rotter! This is his game,
to keep me in suspense. The cat and the
mouse over again.” The dandy of Rook-
wood clenched his bands. “Ani Tve got
io stand it—I've got to stand it from him !

“Master Morny,” faltered ’Erbert.

“What did you want here?” exclaimed
Mornington harshly. “If Lattrey hasn’t
sent you, what do you want ?”

“] came with a message froin Jimmy
Silver, sir!”

“Hang Jimmy Silver!™

«\aster Silver says he'd like you to come
down to the cricket—"

“Hang the cricket!”

“Well, that's ail, sir.”

"Erbert of the Second made a movement

to retreat from the study, sorry that he had
come there. Mornington had been kind
and generous to him, but ’Erbert had

learned that his patron’s temper was very
uncertain. And the wild words with which
the dandy of Rookwoed had greeted him
had really caused him to entertain a doubt
as to whether Valentine Mornington was
quite in his right senses. -~ g

Mornington’s eyes followed him, gleam-
ing with-hatred. i

It. was clear that Morny was mot quite
himself. : e
“Ty give up everything—for you!” Le
piutiered.  ““ You—you - ~ragamullin—you
tramp! You!” T

“Master Morny!” el

“CGet out -of my sight!” -
Mornington 'made & spring towards ~the
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dismayed fag, and caught him savagely by
the shoulder.

In another moment ’Frbert would have
gone whirling through the doorway.

“Morny 1™

It was Kit Yrroll of the TFourth who
spoke, as Le stepped quietly into the study.

At the sound of his chum’s voice Morn-
ington released the fag, the colour flooding
crimzon into his face.

"lirbert staggered.

“Morny, are you off your rocker?” ex-
elaimed Lirroll.

“DPretty nearly, I think,” he said. He
looked at the fag. “Run along, 'lirbert!
Don't mind my temper. 1'm out of sorts—
horribly out of sorts!”

“T don’t mind a bit, Master Morny,”
the fag loyally.

He hurried out of the study, disturbed
and troubled in his guind.  Vor many days
past there had bccn passionate outbreaks
of Mornington's temper, and the little fag
wondered miserably what sirange trouble
. was at the root of it.

" Xit lrvoll shut the door after the fag

" had gone.

Then he fixed his eyes on Mornington,

" who stood .with a gloomy brow, his hands
driven deep in his pockets.

. “Morny! You needn't -rag that poor
little chap,” he said reproachfully. * What’s
the matter with you? That kid would go

] glrough fire and V\atm for you if you asked

im

“I'm not in a 1‘easonnblc mood,” he said.
“You know ]mw the matter stands. Lat-
trey_holds me in the hollow of his hand,
and "he is still keeping silent. Ho is play-
¢ ing with me, and I've got to stand it!"”
*That's not ’Lrbert’s fault.”

“You don’t understand.”
Lrroll gave him a quick,

“\Iorlly"' he exclaimed
It 5 not pos'::b[e"’

“S8o you've gues-ed it sneered Morn-
ngton.

¢ “You've told me the story —that your
i missing consin, Cecil \Iorntl:gtotl has been
‘found, and that you and Latney know
Ewhere he is,” said Erroll quietly. I won-
ered how it could be. " You told me he
ras a poor, unknown beggar, who did not
tnow his own name. 1 wondered!”
“You needn’t wonder any more,"”
-

said

searching look.
breathlessly.

sneered

.quite
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Mornington,  “You might have guessed.”

“I suppose I might have guessed,”
sented Lrroll.  “It’s "Hrbert!”

“Yes; it’s "Erbert.”  Mornington's lip
curled savdonically. “The beggar I picked.
up starving on the road—he’s the missing
heir of Mornington, T found it out by the
hirthmark on his shoulder. And Lattrey's
found it out. 1co. That’s what Lattrey's
been holding over my head; that’s why
I've been under his thumb.,  And now 1've
broken with him he's going to betray
the sceret, and I'm going to beconie a
nobody, and thai young tramp is going to
take my place as heir of Mornington., I-—-I
could stand it if I ecould get it over. Why
doosu t Lattrey speak and haYe done with
it

“Ti's rotten hard lines on you, Morny”
said Erroll softly. “But I knew you'd o
the right thing in the long run, and let
vour cousin have his rights. And you won t
be a beggar. Your uncle’s rich, and

“I'm not complainin’,” said Mornington.
“I can stand it. I can get out of Rook-
wood; I'll never take a back seat here. I
don’t care much what happens to me, But
—hut "—he paused, his eyes gleaming—"if
Luttrov mtuu]s to kccp the secret after
all—

“Morny 1"

“Do vou ‘H!inlc I'ln anxious to be a
beggar t” exclaimed the dandy of Rookwood
fiercely. "I was a fool to quarrel with
Lattrey—a dashed fool! He wanted me to
give away a cricket-match to let him win
Lis rotten bets. I was a fool to refuse!”

“You were right, Morny, and vou'll be
glad of it yet!” said Erroll. “No good
ever came of doing what you know to be
wrong."”

Mornington laughed scornfully .

“I'm going to sce Lattrey. "There may.
be a chance yet.”

“Morny !

But Mornington left the study, and Kit
TFrroll was left alone, with a clouded brow.
Mornington, between good and evil, had
chosen good, but his resolution had already
wavered.

The catastrophe that threatencd him had
dazed him, as it seemed, and he was not
himself. Ecroll stepped inlo the
passage, only in time to see Morningten
enfer Lattrey's study and close the door.

as-
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And Kit Erroll went his way, with a
deeply-troubled heart, only hoping that his
wayward chum would yet find the right
path and follow it.

CHAPTER 127
Too Late!
# OME in, Morny, old scout!”
Tt was Tubby Muffin, Lattrey’s
. study-mate, who greeted the dandy
) of Rookwood in affectionate tones.

Tubby Muffin beamed upon him, in fact.

Lattrey, the cad of the Fourth, was smok-
ing a cigarctie in the study, and he did not
even look up.

“Had your iea, Morny?” pursued the
fat Classical. “Nothing much here. You
know how mean Lattrey is, and I happen
to be short of monev for once. But Tl
tell you what. Tl come to tea with you,
if you like.”

“ (et out!” said Mornington.

“0Oh, I say—"

Mornington made a menacing gesture, and
Tubby Muffin scuitled out of the study. It

was his own study, and Morny had no right |

to turn him out of it, but Morny. was not
troubling himself about the rights of the
matter,

He kicked the door shut after the fat
junior, and turned to Lattrey, who was now
regarding him with a sneering smile
through the smoke of the cigarette.

“Well ' said Mornington.

“Well 7 repeated Lattrey.

“You don’t scem to have told your yarn
yet,” said Mornington.

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“Any hwry?” he yawned.

“T've been thinking over the matter.”

“And you've come here to beg for
mercy ! jeered Laltrey.

“J've come to make terms, if you choose.”

“ After knocking me down hefore all the
fellows, and telling them I tried to get you
to give away the Woodend match!” Lattrey
laughed. “It’s too late, my infant! I'm
fed-up with you, Morny!”

“You mean to make terms, or you would
have blabbed before this!” said the dandy
of the Fourth, eyeing him.

Lettrey laughed.
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“Tt's too late!” he'said. “I'm fed-up!
T’ making terms, but not with you!”

“¥ou haven’t spoken to 'Erbert. I know
that.”

“1 don’t intend to.
father.”

“Qh!” Mornington drew a deep brecath.
“You've told him—-"

“I've told him that I'm on the track of
the missing heir of Mornington!” grinned
Lattrey. “That I can put my finger on
him any time I please. T've asked him
how I stand for a 'whack in_the reward if
I do put my finger on him, I haven’t men-
tioned that he’s at Rookwood. I'm not
giving too much away. The pater will be
too keen to let a chance slip. The game’s
up—for you. You've got yourself to thank
for it.”

Mornington was silent.

The malice in Lattrey’s hard face told
him that there was no further hope. Tt was
indeed too late to make terms with the
unscrupulous junior who had blackmailed
him.

“I'm expecting an answer from my pater
by every post,’”” continued Lattrey, enjoy-
ing the expression on Mornington’s face.
“When it comes L shall blab, as you call
it, fast enough. Until the pater’s agreed
to my whack in the reward, I hold my
tongue. That's all. Make the most of
what time you've got left. It may be a
day or two.” )

Mornington set his teeth hard.

Without a word further, he turned and
quitted the study, followed by Latirey’s
mocking laugh. '

He understood now.

Lattrey was enjoying the suspense in
which he was keeping him, but it would
not last long now. )

In a day or two—two or three days at
the most—the truth would be told. Little
'Erbert, the waif of Rockwood, would be
known as the heir of Mornington. And
Mornington of the Fourth would be known
as—what? A beggar, dependent on his
cousin’s bounty — dependent on the raga-
muffin he had saved from want! Tt would
be a strange reversal of the position.

Mormington’s face was white as-he quitted
the School House.

If the blow would only have fallen
quickly, he felt that- he could have borne

I've written to my
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it better. The suspense was,tearing his
nerves to tatters.

He walked down to the ericket-field aim-
Tessly.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were at practice at
the nets, and several voices greeted Morn-
ington as he came up.

“Come and give us some bowling,
Morny!” called out Jimmy Silver.

Erroll, who wvas about to bowl, tossed the
ball to his chum at once. He was glad
to see Morny there. )

Mornington smiled sardonically.

Cricket was not much fo him at that
moment. His old ambition to shine as a
member of the Rookwood Junior Eleven
seemed a very small thing to him now in

_ the presence of the black trouble that

But he went on the crease, hoping that
the game would help to drive away black
care, .

Morny was one of the best bowlers in
the Fourth when he was in the mood, and

“the junior bats were glad to get him to
ractice. A wicket needed watching when
%Iorny was bowling against it, as a rule.

But the dandy of the Fourth was not in
form now.

His bowling was wild and erratic, and
the first ball did not even go within reach
of the bat, let alone near the wicket.

Jimmy Silver stared as Lovell started
after the wandering leather.

“Wide!” grinned Raby.

“Very wide!” chuckled Newcome. “Ha,
ha, ha!”

_ “Hallo! Do you call that bowling,
Morny #* chirruped Tommy Dodd, the
Modern.

“(lassical bowling, you know!” said

Tommy Cook disparagingly. “That’s how
they bowl on the Classical side! Huh!”

Mornington scowled as he heard the un-
complimentary remarks of the junior
cricketers.

Lovell tossed back the ball, and he bowled
again, as badly as before, and the third
ball went wide.

“My only aunt ejaculated Jimmy
Silver. “You're off your form, Morny!
Wbat’ the merry dickens is the matter with
you?”

12
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“Oh, rats 1” growled Mornington. “ Hang
cricket !”

He drove his hands into his pockets
savagely, and slrode off the field, leaving
the juniors laughing.

Erroll joined him as he went.

“What is it now, Morny?" he asked.

The dandy of the Fourth laughed bitterly.

“I'm out of sorts! TI've seen Lattrey,
and it’s too late! You needn’t be alarmed
for me, old scout. I've no chance of mak-
ing a bargain with the ead. He's written
to his pater, the sncaking detective who's
been hunting for my lost cousin., The
game's up!”

Erroll’s face was very grave,

“It’s hard cheese,” he said. “DBut think
a minute, Morny. You’ve been jolly good
to 'Erbert. Vou saved him from starva-
tion when you brought him to Rookwood.
You risked your life to pull bim out of the
river, He's devoted to you. You can’t
suppose he’ll want to iake everything and
leave you quite stranded. He's ‘bound to
treat you generously.”

“Do you think I want to take charity
from him ?” sneered Mornington.

“It won't cxactl:{ be that A
fellow cxpects to help his relations.”

“And I'm goin’ to be a poor relation—
me a poor relation hangin’ after a chap for
what he will give me!”

“You look on the worst side of it,” said
Trroll. “There’s your uncle, too. He will
see you through.”

“And to think that T pulled that kid out
of beggary, and brought him_ here,” said
Mornington, with bitter emphasis.  “ But

rich

for that, he'd never have been found. I
owe it all to myself.”
“You did a kind and decent ihing,

Morny, and you can't be sorry for it.”

“And I dragged himn out of the river!
If I'd left him there "

“Morny ¥ muttered Erroll.

“Am I shockin® you?” Mornigston -
grinned satirically. “Well, T'll shock you
some more. I wish I'd left him in. the river,
hang him!”

“You don't, Morny,” said Erroll quietly,
“Don’t talk like that! It's hard lines on
you, I know, but you've goi the pluck to

. :

stand it.”

“And tha pluck to prevent it, if there’s
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a chance left,” muttered Mornington, with
a dark look.

“It ecan’t be prevented now, Morny—
now that Lattrey has given it away.”
“Who knows?”

- What are yoh thinking of now?” asked
Frroll, troubled and wuncasy, and almost
alarmed by the expression on Mernington's
face.

Mornington laughed again—a hard laugh
that had no merriment in it

“T won’t tell you, old chap. I’d shock
you too much! Get back to your ericket.
Jimny Silver wants you to bowl.”

“ But i :

“Ta-tal”

Mornington walked away, and FErrell,
with a deeply troubled brow, went back to
the ericket-pitch,

He was wondering uneasily what thonght
was in Mornington’s mind, that brought
that strange lock to his face.

He would have been more alarmed if he
could have guessed the dark and ierrible
thoughts that thronged the fevered brain
of the dandy of the Fourth.

CHAPTER 28.
A Surprize for Joey Hook!

o OMIN’ out. Morny 7"
‘ The nuats of the Fourth

: L were
standing in an elegant group,
chatting, hy the gateway. when

Mornington came down to the gates.

Townsend and Topham, Peele and Gower
eyed him curiously.

Morny’s savage temper of late had almost
estranged his nutty friends. Towny had
complained that there was no standin’
Morny now, and the other nutly youths
quite agreed with him. IE there was much
more of it, Towny declared, they would
have to drop Morny entirely.

Mornington’s face was pale now, and his
eyes lad an unpatural glitter in them. He
bardly glanced at the nuts as they greeted
him.  Townsend & Co. fcllowed him into
the road. :

Then Morny turned on them.

“What do yoy want ?”

“What price 4 run down to the merry old
Bird-in Hand§?  said  Townsend. *0id
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Hook’s there, and we can get up a game
of billiards.”

“Oh, rot!”

“Well, where are you goin’?"’

“Never mind where I'm goin’,” said
Mornington savagely, “I don't want your
company.”

“By gad!”

Mornington strode away down the lane,
and the nuts stared after him in utter
disgust and wrath, without following him
further.

“Marny’s manners are improvin',
marked Topham, with a shrug of
shoulders.

Townsend set his lips.

“I'm fed up with the cad,” he said. “I'm
not standin’ any more of it. I'm not goin’
to speak to him again.’’

“Bame here!” said Gower,

Quite regardless of the anger of his nutty
friends. Mornington strode on. He forgot
the existence of Townsend & Co. in &
minute or less. :

He tvrned from the lane into the path
that led to the long inn garden behind the
Bird-in-Hand, and entered the garden by
the little gate under thick trees.

That quarter was strictly out of bound
for Rookwood, but Morningten was not in
a mood to hecd such restrictions now.

He walked up the path in the inn garden,
and stopped at the open French windows
of the billiard-room,

There was a clicking of ball and cue
in the room.

Joey Heok, the bookmaker, was there,
killing time with a game with the marker,
while waiting for pigeons to flutter in for
plucking.

He laid down the cue at once, and turned
with an agrecable grin at the sight of the
handsome, elegant Rookwood junior in the
doorway. ‘

“ Arternoon,  sir, he =aid Theartily.
“You've looked in for a hundred up, eh—
what ?”

“Ne. I want to speak to yow.”

“(Go a'cad, sir.”

“Come out here.”

“Right you are!”

The beery, greasy marker glanced curi-
ously at Mornington’s white face as the

re-
the

”

Rookwood junior went back into the
garden. ;

Joey Hook followed him with alacrity.”
a 3 I -l

] . W
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The wealthy and reckless Rookwood
fellow was one of the richest pigeons Mr.
Hook ever had the chance of plucking, and
his manner towards Mornington was ser-
vility itself.

. The junior led the way to a little sum-
mer-house in the garden, where they were
safe out of earshot.

Hook followed him in, and sat down.
Meornington remained standing.

“Well, wot is it, sir?’" asked Joey Hook
cordially. ““Always at your service, sir,”

Mornington fixed his eyes upon the red,
harsh face of the Lookmaker, Joey Hook,
warned off the Turf for malpractices there,
was one of the most unserupulous rascals
outside prison walls, as Mornington well
knew,  Sharper, gambler, welsher, gaol-
bird—such was Mr, Joseph Hook.

#1 want you to do something for me,
Hook,” said thé junior abruptly,

“ Hanything, sir.”

“It might be risky.”

“Oh!” said Mr. Hook, eyveing him
narrowly. “Well, T don’t mind, sir. You've
ad a quarrel with some young gent at the
school, and yon don’t want to soil your
’ands on ’im. I'm your man, sir!”

Mornington shook his head impatiently.

“It’s more serious than that.”

Hook whistled softly. He could see that
Mornington was in a strange, unusual mood,
and he was beginning to wonder.

" Well, s’pose you tell me wot it is, sir,”
he said. “I'd do anything I could to oblige
a young gent like you, sir.”

“You know I'm rich, Hook,” said Morn-
ington quietly. "I can get all the money T
choose to ask my guardian for, within
limits.”

“I know it, sir.”

Mr. Hook, indeed, knew it well, It was
the reason why he had so much soapy-ser-
vility to spare for Mornington.

i “And I could rais§ as much as I wanted
from the moneylender over at Latcham,”
continued Mornington. “I’ve done it once
or twice already, when the gee-gees went
wrong. I could lay my hands on a hun-
greg Jounds if T wanted it—or two hun-

red.

“Yes, sir,” said Hook, in wonder.

“Youwd like to earn a hundred pounds,
Hook 77

Joey Hook’s be_g'ry eves glistened. —

“Wouldn't T just!” he said emphatically,
“Well, I'll pay you that, if you do what
want, and another hundred after it.”
“My heye!” .

Joey Hook stared at the junior in blank
amazement. He could not imagine any ser-
vice for which the dandy of Rookwood
would pay him by the hundred pounds.

“Well, will you do it?”’

“But—but wot is it, sir?”

“There’s a chap at Rookwood—never
mind his name now—a chap whomn I dislike
—" Mornington paused. !

“You want 'im bashed?” said Hook.

“T want him to leave Rookwood.”

“Yeees?”

“And never return,” said Mornington.

Joey Hook started violently.-

His beery eyes were open and round now,
and almost terrified, as they were fixed os
the junior's white face.

“And—and—and never return !” repeated
Hook mechanically.

-

“Yes.”

““ Master Mornington !”

Mornington burst into a hard, Dbitter
laugh.

“You understand what I mean? The

fellow’s in my way—never mind how. Will
vou undertake to get him out of the way—
for two hundred pounds?”

Joey Hook gave him a steady, searching
look, and rose to his feet, N

“I1 think you ain’t quite yourself this
arternoon, Master Mornington,” he said
quietly. *“Y¥ou look rather queer about the
eyes, sir, if you don't mind my savin’ so.
You'd best forget wot you've said to me,
and Tll forget it, too. Good-arfernoon,
sip I’

And with that, Mr. Hook left the sum-
mer-house, and shiode away towards the
inn, without looking Lack.

Mornington stood still, his hands tightly
clenched.

The rufian had refused! Money could
not tempt Joey Hook to such a_crime a3z
Mornington had hinted at.

_ After a few minutes, Mornington left the
inn-garden by way of the towing-path.

His face was white, and there was stil;
the same strange, strained look about his
eyes that Joey Hook had noted. He did not
return to the school, but strode away by the

path to Coombe Heath,
58 ; mdomberddeath. o
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While the sun sank lower and lower,
Mornington tramped over the heath, amid
{he dangerous old quarries, careless of the
pits that yawned about his feet.

IL: stopped at last upon an abrupt verge,
and swol staring downwards into the
gloomy depths below, with iron nerve.

Far below, there was a faint echo of
running water. Late rains had flooded the
old quarry. .

For many minutes the junior

staring irie tne gloomy abyss, the ex-
pression ot his face growing darker and
darker. He torned away at last, in the

thickening dusk, with the seal of a terrible
vesolution on his face.

GHAPTER 9.
1Erbert is Pleased!

. ORNINGTON 17
M Mr. Bootles was taking the roll-
call in Big Hall at Rookwoad.

Mornington of the Fourth did
not answer < his name,

“ Morninglon I”?

The master of *he Fourth blinked round
over his spectacles, and
Morningten as absent.

“Morry's - goin’ it again remarked
Townsend, as the juniors came out of the
hall. * Keepin’ it up at the Bird-in-Hand,
I'll bet vou!” -

“Ara he dido’t want us with him!”
erowled Deelo .“W('ll, I hope he'll get a
Lekin® for missin’ call-over!”

Kit Frrol! went to the door, and looked
out into the dusky guadrangle, wondering
where his chum was. He rlanced down as
he felt a touch on his elbow, and nodded
io 'Erbert of the Sccond Form.

* Master Morny ain’t come in, sir,” said
the tag, i a low voice.

“ Not yet,” suid Lrroll.

“ There's somethin’ thal ain't goin’ right
with Master Moruy. sir,” said 'Erbert. g |
wish T knowed what it was. IPx’raps you
Lnow bein’ his pal.”

Frroll looked ut him very curiously.

e could not tell Mornington's secrct: it
Iad Leen imparted to him in confidence, But
Le wondered what the waif of Rookwood
would have thought, and said, if he could
have known that he was the cousin of the

§2s

stood there, |

marked down !
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[superb youth who had befriended him, and

heir to the cstates that were supposed to
be Mornington’s. .

"lirbert would know it soon—that waus
certain.  The news would be strange and
| startling enongh for the little waif who did
not even know his own name.

“You know what's the matter with ’im,
sir?” said 'Erbert.

“Yes, said Krroll, after a pause.

“You couldn’t tell a chap?”
l Erroll shook his head.
{ "I wish as I could ’elp 'im, some-ow,”
a sigh, “ Master Morny's
| got a quick temper, but he’s done a lot for
me, and I'd go and drownd myself, sir, if
]it would do 'im any good. Course, I can't

| said *Erbert, with

‘elp him nchow, but 1—1 swish there was
| somethin” I could do. Sometimes, sir, I've
| thought as Morny's trouble was somethin’

to do with me.”

Erroll was silent.
A few wecks ago he wanted me to geb
| out of the schoo!, sir, and then he changed

l])is mind, arter Lattrey interfered,” said
Ueebert. | “If it would give him " any
pleasure, I'd run away to-night, though ,],Z

{don’t know why he’s turned agin me.
{ Frbert’s voice trembled. *“He don’ like
me now, can't bear the sight of me,
I haven't donc nothing as I knows on.”
“Don’t think about it, kid,” said Erroll
| kindly. *Suppose i e paused. *Sup-
i pose the time came, 'Erbert, when you could
repay Morny for his kindness to you—
| you'd be glad of the chance, wouldn’t you '’
|7 “Wotto!” said ’Erbert.
kid. In faet, I'm sure
you'll remember thab
friend when you

| “It may come,
i of it. When it does,
‘T\Iornington stood your
i needed one.”’
“I ain’t likely
| Frbert.  “ Mean
Lbe able to ’elp
‘elped me?”
Y think so.”
“Wouldn’t T be glad of the chance said
“Frbert, his eyes glistening. “I’raps Master

I Morny would he friendly again then.”
There

was a step in the darkness with-
ont, and the fag hurriel away. He knew
| Mornington’s step.

“VYou're late, Morny,” said Frroll, as
the dandy of the Fourth came up the
steps, pale, and breathing hard. .

“Yes; I've been on the moor.”

to forget it,-sir.” said
to say that I shall hever
Master Morny like he's

122
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“You'll have to report to Bootles,” said
Eiroll, watching Mornington’s face uneasily.

“¥es, I know.”

Mornington went to the Fourth Form-
master’s study, where he v.as duly awarded
fifty lines for missing call-over.

Lrroll met him in the passage as he came
out from Mr. Bootles’ study.

“You haven’t had you: tea?’ h~ asked.

“No; I forgot it.”

“Come up to my study. I've got some

grub,”
“1 don’t feel hungry.”
“Rubbish! Come along!”

Erroll took his chum's arm, and led him
upstairs, Jimmy SilvEr called to them in
the Fourth Form passage:

“Hallo, vou slackers! Meeting of the
Classical Players in the box-room, in five
minutes!”

“Xforny hasn't thad his tea. We'll be
“along a bit later.”’

“0Oh, bother Morny’s tea!” said Jimmy
Silver cheerily, and he went on to-gather
up the members of the dramatic society.

Lrroll led his chum into Neo. 2, where
Higgs and Jones minor wer: engaged in a
warm argument as to who should wash up
teacups.

“Players’ meeting in the box-room !’ said
Frroll, and Higgs aird Jones minor left the
sgtudy,

The question of washing up the teacups
was deferred till another occasion.

Errcll pushed Mornington into a chair,
and speedily placed his meal before him.
Mornington ate mechanically.

“T've been talking to young ’'Erbert,”
said Erroll.

“Hang him!”

“Morny, crisidering what's going to
happen, yow're not taking the right line
with that lid.”

Mornington’s lip curled.

“Do you think I'm going to suck up to
him, because he’s going to have my
money ? - Am I the kind of chap to curry
favour for charity 7’

*It's not like that. ‘Whe kid thinks ali
the world of you, and he is cut up by your
being so rusty to him. It's rather rotten.”

“I know it’s rotten,”” said Mornington
grimly. *“I can’t help it, though. I'm a
rotter, you know—a rotter, through and
through. If you knew what I’ve been at
this afternoon, you’d pitch me out of your

study neck and cropl” | :
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FErroll eyed him uncasily.

“1 won't ask you any questions, Morny.”

“Better not. I shouldn’t answer them.”

“But about 'Erbert—why don’t you lreatl
him a bit more decently 7 When he knows
the truth, Morny, he will be anything but
pleased. I am sure of that. He won't want
to take your place, and he will be anxious
to make it as easy as possible for you.”’

Mornington gave his chum
look.

“Perhaps you're right,” he
“T'lIl be .a bit more civil to the kid,
fact, I'll ask him
to-morrow.”’

“That’s better!”” said LErrol, relieved.
“The poor kid can’t help it, you know. He
can’t help being who he is, Morny.”

“I know he can’t! And I can’t help wish-
ing that I'd let him go to the boitom of
the viver, instead of pulling him out, like a
fool!” AMornington Jaughed impatiently as
he caught the look on Ervoll’s face. ** Don't
give me a sermon, old chap, tor poodness’
sake! I can’t stand it now. Cut alon : and
join the merry Players. 1'm : .t comin’.”

“What are you going to do, Morny ¥’

“Oh, T'll drop in and zee "Erbert!”

“0Oh, good?”’

Erroll left the study, and Mornington
finished his tea, and followed u few minutes
later. He sauntered away in the direction
of the Second Form-room. The fags were
gathering there for cvening preparation,
and 'Erbert came along the passage with
Snooks and Jones minimns,

He sighted Mornington ab ence, and
looked at hitn with very much the expression
of a dog watching a master who may bo
angry.

The dandy of the Fourth ga e him & nod
and a smile, and ‘rbert’s face ! rightened
u

a  strange
remarked,
[N

to come- out  with 1ne

p.

He left his chums, and joined Mornington,
as the latter beckoned.

“T was o bit rusty with you to-day,
'Erbert,” said Mornington. “Don’t mind
me. You know I've got a rotten temper.”

“1 don’t mind a bit, sir.”

“Would you like to come f. - a run out
to-morrow afternoon ¥’ asked Mornington.
“It’s a half-holiday, you know. We could
have a walk across the heath, and see¢ the
camp at Latchamn.”

‘Erbert’s eyes danced. It was the [irst
time his superb patron had asked him to
walk with him. .
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“Qh, Master Morny, I'd like it like any-
thing ! he cxclaimed breathlessly.

“Then it's a go, 'Erbert 7"

“Wotto! And—and you ain’t waxy with
me any more?” asked 'Erbert timidly.

“Not a bit of it!”’

Mornington nodded and walked away, and
"Erbert, with a very bright face, followed
the fags into the Form-room.

Mornington went to his study, and Peele

and Gower came in later to do their prep. |
They found Rornington idly sketching with |

a pen oun the blotting-pad. The two- nuts
stared at the scratchy sketeh.,

“Woll, my hat!” exclaimed Peele.
“Th,at’s a cheery subject to draw, I must
say ! )

Mornington had .drawn a picture of a
gallows. Peele and Gower stared at it and
at him. The slumbering fire in his eyes
vaguely alarmed them. Morny tore up the
sheet of blotting-paper, and threw the [rag-
ments into the fender.

_His face was twisted into a strange, sar-

dornic grin, He did not speak to his study-
mateg, but left the studv to them.

Gower and Peele exchanged glances.

“Somethin's jolly wromg with Morny,”
said DPeecle sagely. “Did yon notice his
eves, Gower—how jolly queer they look?”

Gower nodded.

“He's got somethin’ or his mind,” he
said. It almost looks to me—""

He paused. b

“Tt looks to me,” said Peele deliberately,
“as if Morny’s goin’ off Lis blessed rc-ker!”

“That’s what 1 meant.”

“Plessed if I half like having him in the
study,” growled Peele. “If cver a chap
looked cracked, Morny does!”

Mornington did not return to his study
for prep. Neither did he turn up in the
box-room for the meeting of the Classical
Players. He was not seen again till bed-
time, when the Classical Fourth went to
their dormitory. And then he turned in
without a word, even to Erroll.

CHAPTER 30,
On the Verge of a Crimel

IMMY SILVER glanced at 'Erbert of
] the Second, and smiiled. i

The Fistical Four were headimg for

the river on that Wednesday afternoon,
and they had come down to the gates in &
merry crowd- :
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'Erbert was waiting there.
. The waif of Rookwood locked unusually
cheery, and he was unusuelly nicely clad.
He had on his best Ktons, his tie was care-
fully tied, his shoes were well brushed,
and his straw hat was set straight on his
head. And he was smiling a smile of con-

| tentment.

“Hallo ! Have you come into a fortune?”’
asked Lovell.

“You're looking jolly chippy, *Erbert,”
said Jimwmy Silver.

*Erbert nodded, and grinned.

“Quite "appy, thank you!” he said.

“What’s on?” as%ed Raby. ““Has
Head asked you to tea?”

“QOr has Miss Dolly asked you to go for
a walk ?” grinned Newcome.

'Erbert chuckled.

“No, they ain’t,” he said. “I'm goin’ to
Latchem with Mornington.”

“Oh,” said Jimmy Silver, laughing, © that
accounts for the merry milk 1n the coco-
nut " ’

“Master Morny’s asked me for to go out
this arternoon with him,” said ’Erbert
proudly. )

“Have a merry time, old scout,” said
Jimmy Silver. And the Fistical Four went
on their way, much pleased by 'Erbert’s
pleasure. .

Mornington came down to the gates as
they left, and cast a davk, suspicious glance
after them.

Jimmy paused, and looked back.

“VYou two are going to Latcham—what?”’
he asked.

“Veas,” muttered Mornington.

“Like us to pull you thers in our boat?
We're going to make an afternoon of it.”

“No, thanks! We're going to-walk.”

“Right-ho !’ )

Jimmy Silver hurried after his chums,
and the Fistical Four launched their boat,
and forgot all about Mornington,

“Come on!” said Mornington abruptly.

*Torbert went out into the road with the
dandy of the Fourth. Townsend & Co. were
chatting in the road, and they looked with
great disfavour at the two as they passed.

«Morny's taken up that young ragamuffin
again,” said Townsend, with a sneer and
a Shil'}lg. “I thought he’d dropped him for
good.™

“You never know how to take Morny,”
complained Topham.

the
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Pecie glanced after Morny,

“1 don’t like the look in his eye,” he
said. “I say, you chaps, have you ever
heard whether there’s insanity in the Morn-
ington family 7”

“My hat! Not that I know of.”

“He looks eracked !” said Peele. “ Blessed
if I'd care for Morny’s compauy this after-
noon. [ tcl] you he’s got a queer look in
his eye !”

Heedlcss of the comments of the nuts,
Mornington strode on, little 'Erbert trot-
ting by his side.

’Erbert was in the seventh heaven.

Morny’s having asked him to take that
walk on that sunny half-holiday was more
than enough to make the little fag happy.

It indicated that Morny had “come
round’‘—that the magnificent Mornington
had got over thesc strange fits of temper
that ‘had troubled him, and intended to be
kind, as of old, to his loyal protege.

But.if 'Erbert had expected pleasant and
congenial conversation on the way he was
disappointed.

Mornington did not speak, and the fag
did not venture to break the silence.

Once or twice Morny glanced at him, and
then ’Erbert was surprised and a little
startled by the strange, deep fire in his eyes.

He began to wonder, in a vague, uneasy
way, whether Morny was ill.

They turned into the path for the moor,
and tramped along in silence, and slo“ly
the brightness died out of 'Erbert’s face,

Mornington was in a strange mood he
could not wunderstand, and he could not
keep from wondering why Morny looked
at him strangely.

The wide heath stretched round them
now, rising in the far distance towards
Lafcham with the red roofs of Coombe far
away on 'the left.

Mornmgton turned from the path, and
then 'Erbert spoke.
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“It’s right on to Latcham, Master
Morny,” he said timidly.

“We'll go this way.”—

“Orl right, sir

Knee-deep in grass and ferns, they

walked on, Mornington a little ahead of the
fag, and walking so fast that 'Erbert had
trouble to keep up with him.

The rools of Coombe had disappeared
now, and round them the wide hecath

stretched, with billowing gorse, to the hori-

-

OWN LIBRARY 5.
zon, Overhead the summer sun shone from
a sky of almost cloudless blue.

A vague sense of loneliness settled on
"Lrbert. Why was Mornington so strangely
silent? This was not the happy walk he
lmd been looking forward to.

“Stop here a bit,” said Morumgten at
last.

"Erbert halted.

They stood.on the edge of the old, dis-
used quarry, where Mornington had paused,
the previous evening, and looked so long
into the dusky depths.

Decp down in the old excavations eternal
twilight reigned. =

Mornington picked up a stone and
tossed it mto the quarry. TFrom far below
came a faint, echoing splash.

'Erbert stole a timid glance at him.

“It ain’t safe 'ere, so near the edge,
\I'lsh':‘l‘ Morny,” he murmured. * And—and
we've got a long way to go to Latcham
now.”

Mornington smiled sardonically.

“We shan't get to Latcham this after-
noon,’’ he said.
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“Jeost as vou like, sir.” .

"Frbert shrank nway from his companion
ws he looked at him. Mornington’s eyes
scomed on fire with a strange, unnatural
light. A strange and terrible suspicion
shot throught the fag's mind as he caught
Morny's eyes.

He wondered, and feared. Was the dandy
of Rookwood quite in his right senses? In-
stinctively he moved back from the grassy
verge of the quarry.

“Is that & seagull?? said Mornington
suddenly.

He swept his hand towards the quarry.

"Krbert turned to look in the direction he
pointed.

His back was towards Mornington.

And as his back was turned a sudden,

terrible grasp was flung upon him. from
behind, and he felt himself forced to the
piddy verge of the precipice.
. A sharp, terrified scream left the fag's
1ps. ‘
For a moment quarry and gorse and sky
ewam arouni him.  The dusky depths
coemed to be rushing .up to meet him. The
solid carlth was no longer under his feet.
And in that fearful moment the icy hand of
death scemed to lay its clutch on his very
heart.

The next instant he was drawn back from
the giddy edge, and thrown in the thick
grass, in safety, and Mornington fell on
his knees beside him

As through a mist he heard Mornington’s
voice, dimly he saw the white face at his
side.

“rpbert | You're not hurt!  Den’t be
scared, kid! You’re not hurt!”

Frbeit sat up dazedly.

CHAPTER 31.
After Darkness, Ligﬁi!
9 RBERT sat in the grass panting.
E His brain was in a whirl,
: For that one fearful moment
- Mornington’s iren grasp had held
him over the very edge of the precipice,
helpless to avert his fate, and then had
draws.him back to safety.
\Was it only a horrible joke?
“Masty Morny,” groaned ’Erbert, ** you—
vou- scared me, sir! I-I ?
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His voice trailed off and broke.

“Youwre all right, kid! Did you think
I was going to piteh you in?"

Morny’s voice was mocking,
laughed tunelessly.

“I—I was afeared—

'Erbert ceased to speak. He was ashamed
of the terrible fear that had gripped his
very heart and soul as he spun on the cage
of the abyss. -

“Come!” said Mornington abruptly.

Ho helped the still shaking fag to his
feet, and led him away from the quarry.
Krbert was glad to follow him. Mornington
stopped at last, and sat down on a jutting
rock among- the gorse, and motioned
"Erbert to do the same. .

Mornington’s face was white as chalk,
and there were thick beads of perspiration
on his brow. But the wild light had died
out of his eyes, and his manner was curi-
ously calm.

“{'vq got somethin’ to tell you, ‘Erbert,’"
he said quietly.

“Yes, sir,” faltered *Erbert.

“Do voa know why I brought you out
here this afternoon?™

“N-n-no, sir!”

“ Boeause 1 was out of my senses, I think,”
said Mornington. *1 don’t quite know what
was the matter with me, Too much worry,
1 suppose. But I was goin’ to pitch you
into the quarry, "Erbert !’

The fag shrank back with a ery.

“QOh, Master Morny | Wot ’ave' 1 done?”

 Nothin’,” said Mornington. “Only be-
ing yourself, my dear kid, and standing in
my light. But—but don’t look at me like
that, "Erbert. I tell you I was mad just
then. As socn as I came to carry ouk what
was in my mind I understood, and”—he
pressed his hand across his brow—“T'd
vather have piiched myself in than you,
'Erbert |’

“Wot ’ave I done, Master Morny 7" said
the waif miserably. “I know you hate me,
and 1 don't know for why. If you asked
me in earpest I'd go and jump into that
there quarry if it would ’elp you!"

Mornington laughed,

“RBy gad, I half believe you would,
"Trbert 7 he said.  But I shant ask you.
T've goi something to tell you, kid. You
remember what you told me long ago, when
1 found you on the road—about yourself?”

“Yes,” sata 'Erbert.

and he
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“You've been a ragamuffin and an out-
cast all your life, never even knowing the
meaning of the birthmark you bear on your
shoulder.”

Mornington paused.

He tore open his collar and turned back
the shirt, exposing the white skin of his
shoulder to view.

“ Look!” he said.

“My eye!” muttered Erbert, in wonder.

On the white skin showed the decp crim-
son mark, strangely in the form of a wolf’s
head—the birthmark of the Morningtons.

- “That’s the same mark wot I ’ave on my
shoulder, Master Morny—wot you see the

day you pulled me out of the river,” said
'Erbert, in amazement. “You got it, too!’]

- Mornington refastened his collar, &

“Every Mornington has it,” he said.

2 “But I ’ave it, sir!”

+“You are a Mornington !

’Erbert of the Second Form stared at
him. It was not easy for the nameless
waif of Rookwood to comprehend at once
the full meaning of Valentine Mornington’s
words.

. ““Me!” he said at last. “Me, sir! Me a
relation of yours, sir! That ain’t possible !”

“It’s not only possible; it’s true,” said
Mornington quietly.

* But—but——"
dazedly.

“1 had a cousin,” said Mornington, “the
son of my father's elder brother., He was
lost, and taken by gipsies, when he was a'
little kid.”

“I was brought up by gipsies,” muttered
'Erbert.

Mornington nodded. -

“ He had that birthmark on his shoulder,”
he said. “He would be about thirteen now
if still living.”’

“Your cousin!” said *Erbert, still dazed.
“0Oh, Master Morny, you don’t mean as
'ow I am your cousin?”

“That's what T mean,”

“Oh, sirl” 3
There was a long silence,

"Erbert was trying to assimilate that
startling information in his dazed mind. It
was too amazing to be fully comprehended
at once. Mornington watched his face,

’Erbert looked at him at last.

“Master Morny, I—I'm your relation,

3

stammered 'Erbert

and you’ve found it out?”
“Yes."”
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“T'd be -glad of that, sir, if you wus
glad,” said ’Erbert humbly. “I—I think 1
knows now why you turned agin me. You
don’t want to own the likes of me for your
relation.
body, sir—not if you don’t like. You've
found it out, but nobody else don't know it.
There ain’t no need fo tell anybody.
P’r’aps, later on, arter I've been z good
bit at Rookwood, when I'm improved, sir,
you won’t be ashamed of me. Then p'raps
you'll tell folks, but not if you don’t choose.
I ain’t goin’ to say not a single word!”

Mornington drew a deep breath,

“What a rotten brute I've been!” he
said. “’Erbert, my dear kid, I'm not
ashamed of you. It's you that ought to be
ashamed of me”

“ Krbert grinned.

“Me ashamed of you, sir!”" he said, *Oh,
Master Morny !”?

“You know why I brought you out here,
’Erbert? [I've told you.”

The waif shook his head.

“'That was all rot, sir! You couldn’t
have done it! If you even thought of such
a thing, it was because you was a little orf
your ’ead. You nearly got drownded pullin’
me out of the river, Oh, sic!”

“1 hated you,” said Mornington—or,
rather, T thought I did. What with losing
everythiug. and that cur Lattrey treubling
me, I think my head got a little queer.”

“ Lattrey I said ‘Erbert. “Does Lattrey
know 7”7 :

£ »

es,

“Bo that’s 'ow he was worriting youw, the
‘ound 1" said ’Erbert.

‘ers.l, "

“But—but if you ain’t ashamed of me
as a vrclation, Master Morny, T don’t
see—"" said ’Erbert,

“You don’t understand. Your father was
my father's elder brother,”

“Wot does that matter?”

Mornington smiled faintly.

f:iYou don’t know what an entail is?’’ he
said. ;

“Never ’eard of it, sir,” said 'Erbert.
“Wot is it?"

“Tne Mornington estates arc entailed
on the cldest son, That means that every-
thing goes to the eldest.”

’Erbert started. .

“ Master Morny !”

“Do you understand now?"”

I—I wouldn’t think of tetlin’ any--
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“1 ain't the eldest of us two,’ said] Mornington smiled.
*Iebert, beginning to nnderstand, “ You're | “Yau can’t help it, kid. It's yours, nok
a good two year older than me, sir,” | inine.” :
SThat makes no difference.  Your father | “Not if I don’t choose to say nothin’,”
was the clder hrother of my father, and | said *Erbert.
everything was his. 1t came to my father ! “Lattrey knows, and his father.”
because you were lost, and could not be |  “Wot ’ave they got to do with i
ii-?:'n'i(i)'r-a::}!l}-qltw dﬁi}t“l“ \:‘a;ilp;ezulfl;etf,dﬂs(tl:(‘l| «Lattrey’s father is the dotective era-
t:llﬁ ,”“_ ll( e i b ot i u“' : .‘”rf loyed to scarch for Clecil Mornington. The
“‘;, ¢ your place as the heir of Morning- | {uarch has been going on for years. Your
W ” father left instructions for it. Mven if you
Oh! ! : s ; .
wy : Al b a1 ot NTaih said nothing, 'frbert, 1b would come out.
~lou wl e T, sado s ornington | And”—Mornington drew a degp breath—
aeialy, @ You will have twenty thousand 1w should net say nothing, 'Erbert, I in-
v whe S . ;. 3 ekt 3 5 LTI
a vear when vou e twenty-onc, Erbert.” | tond to write to my guardian to-day and
“ KT , g ¥
Me st gasped "ilrbert breathiessly. | tell him the whole story.”

- tat1? i 'Erbert's face was dark and distressed.
) All the pleasure of the discovery had -
faded for him now. d

*Erbert was silent for a long time, con-
templating the amazing prospect opened up

before him by Mornington’s words, “No wonder you ated me, Master
“Pounds " he said, at last. Morny,” he said. “Td ‘ste myself if I
Morningion laughed touched your money, arter all you done for
S Yes ghet. | me. I ain’t, goin’ to touch it ! I can go back
“My heye!” 1 u:‘:cml\;?t 1 come from, and they I never find

Ebhert was silent again. Then he looked | The little waif's

;l,l((.ji((l,;l.d} At Mm{nhgton, with quick sus 1‘;\»101zniugtou looked at him fivedly. Once
“And wot will you ‘ave, sir?” apatn the t_cmptat]on rose 1_nv his brc.:asi;.
“Noihin'.”’ After all, why should he give up everv:

firbere's lips quivered, thn.ug. to. this wretched waif, who (-0||!Fl

e G , | never have claimed it but for his kindness

X lrhr.\.n-—’thcn this ‘ere moncy, wot T'mlip the first place?
goin’ to ’ave, it's your money—it's wor |
would ’ave come to you, sir, if 1 ’adn't been |
found 1”

Mornington nodded.

“That's why you said T was a-robbin® |
you, vesterday 17 said "Erbert, with a fl
of recollection *I—I1 understand mnow. 5
“T wasn'L quite myself then, "Erbest. I'm In that torrible moment on the edge of
not goin’ 1o mal;s a [uss, You'te goin’ 10| the old quarry, the scales had fallen from
have your rights. liis eves, the fevered mists had cleared from

“T'm not goin' to rob you, sir,” said | his Hrain, . He had found the right path, as
‘Frbert quictly.  “D'r’aps you're mistock Erroll had hoped he would find it, and
arter all. P't’aps I ain't your cousin what there was no goiug back for him. .
you think d He rose to his feet, and his hand dropped

“There’s no mistake.” lighfl‘y on ’Erbert’s shoulder.

«1 understand now.” ' Erbert’s littlo face l :: No more of that. "lorbert ! Come along "
was puckered in thought. *“And if you'd\ Where, Master Morny ?

voice was deeply carnest.

\Was he to pay this price for an act of
charity towards a nameless vagrant? The
temptation was strong; it soemed like the
whisper of an evil spirit in his ear. DBut
ach the dandy of Roekwood threw 1t aside.
ash | yornington had fought his battle, and won

left me to starve when you found me that | o To Rookwood.”

day on the road, sir, you'd never ’ave .‘[%“f-‘b_‘ft‘_

knowed T was your cousin, and I'd never (*O“,‘Q!

rave knowed. You can’t think, sir, as 1'm And ’Erbert obeyed.

goin’ ta rob you. 1 ain’t goin’ to fouch . . . . .
nathing of it. 1 ain't going to claim your
mcney ! - * Jimmy Silver & Cn weva enmiing in,
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ruddy and cheery from the river, when
Mornington and ‘Erbert of the Second
reached Rookwood. Erroll had joined them
in the gateway, with Conrcy and Pons and
Van Ryn of the Fourth. Mornington came
up to the group, with a smile on his tace.

“May I introduce my Cousin Cecil?” he
asked urbanely.

Erroll gave him a quick look, and his
face lighted up. The other juniors locked
astonished.

“I don’t see your cousin,” ‘Said Jimmy
Silver.

“Here he is!”

‘“Erbert I’ ejaculated Conroy.

" YGS.”

“Is that a joke?” asked Jimmy Silver
- in perplexity.

“Not at all. You remember when I first
""brought ’'Erbert to Rookwood the fellows
nicknamed him Mornington Minor. Tt wasn’t
so far wrong—he will be Mornington

secundus!” said the dandy of the Fourth.
“T happen to have found out who 'Erbert is,
and he’s my cousin, Cecil Mornington, heir
to the Mornington estates, and the richest
I

fellow at Rookwood—worth knowing,
assure you.” ;

W
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“Gammon !” said the astonished Lovell.

“It’s true!” said Erroll

“Well, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver in
astonishment.

“My cousin_is still quite friendly with

me,” pursued Mornington, with ironic cool:
ness, “He doesn’t understand yet that a
poor relation, with expensive tastes, is a
fellow bhetter kept at a distance. But as

soon as Towny & Co. hear the news he wiil ~-

have plenty of friends who will point it out
to him.”” Mornington paused as he caught
{;jzght of Lattrey in the quad. “ Lattrey, dear

oy 17

The cad of the Fourth gave him a dis-
agrecable scowl.

“Lattrey, my dear infant, T fear that
your estimable father will not finger the
reward for finding my Cousin Cecil |7 said
Mornington urbanely. “You will not finger
the whack in it that you have been antici-

pating. I have wired to my uncle that
Clecil is found. Congratulate him, old
fellow !

And with a light laugh the dandy of
Rookwood sauntered on into the quadrangle,
leaving Jimmy Silver & Co. staring alter
him in astonishment.

“My hat!” was all Jimmy said.

I =

aa
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One of the best knowu atiletes from a foreizn
country was Gecrge lNlackenschimidt, perbaps
tlie linest Continental wrestler ever boru. (er-
tainly  no  other wrestler ever appealed to
Eungiish  athletes as did Hackenschmidt, e
gave a life to the sport of wrestling that it
could very well do with to-day. When he was
hieaten by Gotch, the American, everyone felt
SOrry. Hackenschinidt was a big nmian in every
way-—at eighteen he had 15 in. hiceps and a
44 in chest—a hig wrestler, weight-lifter, and
tumper. He was also a big eater. Mr. . B.
Loehran, his manager, used to tell a story about
Wi that [ haven’s forgotten. Ile invited
linckenschmidt to his flat to dinner one even-
ing, and the big Russian polished off nine eggs,
a big steak, and n whole Uamembert cheese.
He was asked if he would like any more. “ No,
thank you,” he said politely. “1'm going to
have supper with some friends, and 1 don't
want to spoil my appetite.”

Big. Wrestlers.

1 recall another mat performer with a huge
appetite. 1ke was John Middle Sky, an Indian
from some remote part of Arizona. He was a
bit over six feet in lheight, and the biggest
athlete I've cver seen in oy life. He weighed
27 st.; and when his manager brought him intn
the office I happened to be in, a boy had to be
sent to fetelr another chair, one nob heing
enough for him to sit on. A "dozen. fried eggs,
. whole shoulder of mutton, Lwo loav and a
wgallon of collee, made John's breakfust. Ie
was about the cl-inur of a new. penny, and his
haiv was tied up with blue silk ribbou. The
newsboys el enjoyed seeing John walk ahout
Londou,  Wrestling with him must have heen
fike trying to put an elephant on its shoulders.
One big Swede, a good man of over 16 st., had a
shot nt him, and he was handled very much as
you o I would hapdle a shilling doll.  Yet
there have been bigger wrestlers than even
Middie Sky. The Japanese Sumo champion
weighed 20 st. Queer fellows, these Swmo
wrestlersy they. appear to be just monntains of
fat, but there’s no doubt they are imuncnsely
strone in spite of their fatuess; they're artlive
as well. A few years ago, lowever, Whelr 2
"fatnous Sumo champion was induced to have
coptest  with an instructor in Ju Jitsu
didn’t weigh one half the Smno player's w
—lie, the Samo champion, was doubled 1
adinitbing bis defeat inside thirty secomds.
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Ju Jitsu,

Ju Jitsu is certainly a wenderful art; . bLut,
like wmost skilled systems, it requires a great
deal of practice for a player to become an
expert. There is oune golden rule in learning
any Ju Jitsu trick, no matter what it is. Firss
learn to make the throw accurately, however
slowly.  Then. when it is mastered, practise,
pricctise, practise until it ean be wade not only
accurately, but with great rapidity. A slowly
executed Ju Jitsu trick will enly get its per-
former into trouble. 8o if you think of learn-
ing the art, try to tnaster half a dozen tricks,
and know them well, rather than get a limited
knowledge of twenty. And don't excreise to geb
big and very hard muscles, but du your best
to develop and toughen every part of yourself.

_ Training.
Eastern ideas of training are very dilferent
from our own. Japaunese and Indian wrestlers

use very simple exercises and not a large varlety.
I spent a day onee in the quarters of a famous
Indian champion wrestler, who was training tor
a big contest. It was summer, and the only
garment he wore was a loin elath,  First he
had a bout with Indian clubs, and he kept up
the swinging of the clubs for so long that 1
hecame tired and went off for a half-hour stroll,

When I 1eturned, he:was aboul to begin his
second exercise—very much the same as the

familiar to most of you as ‘deep
But instead of standing upright,
this wrestler held on to the ton of a post
while doing his dipping up and down. For
nearly threequarters of an hour, without a
hreak, he stuck to the job, moving sometimes
fast, sometimes slow, and the perspiration was
dripping froan him as thongh he was standing
under a shower bath. I wondered his leys
didn't give way. Then his trainer took him
in hand and rubbed hLis meist skin with dry
mustard mixed with some other stufi. Then
he wrapped himself in a blanket amd had a rest.
Me must have needed it.  When dinper came—
onty one square mezl per day—he ate nothing
hut curried chicken, rice, big dry hiscuits with-
out yeast in them, and drank a little water. =A
cigarette after? [ITis trainer would have had a
fit if you'd offered him onc. The exercises I
have deseribed above, together with soine casy
runuing, made up the nlm]p af his training,

RR

exercise
knee bending.”?
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