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53 "I say, old fellow, there's no-
thing like a jolly good feed to
= - put a ochap right. I'm feoling

+En? Whassat? Another issue
of the ‘Magnet' just out? Of
sourse—it's Saturday! He, he, hel
I bet I'm the star turn in this
week's yarn of Groyfriars . . .

lond me & beb, I

“I say! Stop! Where are you
going? I'll come with you to the
newsagent’s . . . you lend me the
twopence! I say, old fellow—
Yah! Beast! Now I shall have to
buy my own copy of the ‘Magnet.”
Still, it's worth it—specially as
T'm in it! He. he. hol
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A powerful book-length
yarn of mystery and school
adventure, featuring the ever
popular JIMMY SILVER

Co., the chums of Rook-
wood, and KIT ERROLL,
whose fight to uphold his
bonour in the face of big
odds will appeal to every

. boy.

CHAPTER 1.
Hard Up!

&« RROLL,” said Jimmy Silver

tnoughtfully. “I've heard that

name before!”

Eh? Who's Erroll?” asked Lovell.
“New chap coming into the Fourth.”
“Bless him! I hope he won't be put

In this study!”

-“No fear!” said
“We're four already.
plant him on us.
if he does!”

Raby promptly.
Bootles won’t
‘We'll kick up a row

“I've heard the name somewhere,”
remarked Jimmy Silver.

“Lots _of people named Erroll,”
yawned Lovell. “Never mind the new
kid. Look here, how are we geing to
make half an ounce of butter ccver six
rounds of toast?”

“Blessed if I know!” said Jimmy
Silver.

That problem of economy was a little
too much for him.

Funds were short in the end study;

x
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and this fact played havoe with therold
institution of “tea in the study.

“rry  jam sug sted Neycome.
“Jam on to: all right.”

“Bub Ihere |snt any jam

“Well, dry toast is said to be good
for the health,” remarked Raby.

“Bow-wow!” growled Lovell.

“Better go alcnﬂ to Morny’s study,”
grinned Raby. “Morny |s still flourish-
ing on the fat of the lan

“Hallo, talk of P.ngels!" added Raby,
as the elegant form of Mornington, the
dandy of the F‘ourth, lounged into the
doorway of the end study.

Mornington glanced at the frugal tea-
table, and smiled sarcastically.

“You chaps seem up avamst it,” he
remarked.

“Well, we're stony, at present,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“I didn’t come here to rag with you,
though,” said Mornin; ﬂwn “Fact is, T
cnm(g to aek you to tea.

my haf
wThe ‘Fistical Four stared at Morning-

m1”

They were on anything but
terms with that wealthy and super-
cilious youth, and they Cermmly never
expected to be asked to tea in his study.

Morny’s study was a land ﬂowmg with
milk and honey.

Morningten had more than all the
money he wanted, and he was not
bofhered with any scruples about spend-

g it on own comfort.

“Youxe awfully good,” said Jimmy
Silver at last.

¢ There’s goin’ to be a decent spread,”

5.1d Mornington. “Young Herbert is
comm’ He'd like you to be there, Better
com

Jnnmv Silver hesitated.

He did not like refusing an invitation,
but he had very strong Teasons for dis-
liking Morningf

Holding _these opinions, Jhe  could
scarcely join in the “spread.”

But Arthur Edward Lovell, who
bothered much less than Jimmy about
pohteness. answered for him.

Thanks! We won't comei”

Mornington laughed.

“You won't come?”

“Thanks, no!” said Jimmy.

“Go and eat coke, then!” said Morn-
ington, and he lounged away. But he
turned back in the doorway. B
way, have you chaps neard of me ne\v
kid that’s comin’ to-day?

“¥es. Tubby Muffin got hold of it,”
said Jimmy. ~ “Chap named Erroll
Tubby says , I've heard the name before
somewhere,.

“It's heen in the papers,” said
Mornington.  “There was an officer

named Erroll who did a big thing on
the North-West Frontier of India some
months ago. This chap Erroll is bein’
brought down by his father, a Captain
Erroll, I bear from N’umn I was won-
derin’ if it was the s:

“Very likely,” said Jnmmy
did Captain Erroll do?”

“It was in the papers at the time,”
said Mornington. *‘He was last man
in his trenc] h and held it against the
tribesmen till he got relief; they found
him ccvered i ith wounds, and still
stickin’ it ou!

*“Good mau"’ said the Fistical Four
together.

“Yaas! I was thinkin’ that if this
chap Erroll 1s the son of a man like
that, it’s up to us to give him a bit of
a reception,” said Mornington.

“Well, that’s a good idea,” said
Jimmy in surprise. FHe had not cx-
pected the dandy of the Fourth to be
influenced by considerations of that
kind. “We'll give him the glad hand,
certainly.”

Morny nodded, and sauntered away.

“Queer beggar, that!” commented

“What

Lovell. “Blessed if T quite understand
Morn‘y I wi we had some of his
cash!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s not too late to accept his invitas
txon.” grinned Jimmy Silve
“Oh. rats!”

Lovell proceeded with his difficult, task
of making half an qunce of butter cover;
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six rounds of toast.. His comrades

watched the experiment with intercst.
chubby face looked into the study

whﬂe Lovell was still busily engaged,

“Master Mornington ’ere?”

Jimmy Silver smiled. It was 'Erbert,
of the Second Form, the little waif who
had been rescued from want by Morn-
ingten, and brought to Rookwood, and
was 20w a member of the Second Form,
and very popular there. A term at
Rookwood had not enabled ’Erbert to
master the difficulties of the aspirates.

“No; he’s just gone, kid,” said Jimmy.

“You blokes comin’?” asked 'Erbert.
“I mean you coves~that is, you chaps.”

n, ha, ha
“S , 1O,”” s*nd Jxmmy.

’Erber s face f

The waif of Rao}.\\oud was passion-
ately loyal to the elegant Mornington;
his gratitude to him knew no bounds.
But he liked Jimmy Silver very much,
and it was a trouble to him that Jimmy
was not on good terms with his patron.

’Erbert was blind to Morny’s faults,
numerous and prominent as they were.
But for Mornington, 'Erbert would have
been tramping the roads still, in want
and misery, and he did not forget it for
a moment.

Jimmy read the lxme waif’s thoughts
in his expressive fac

“ Al serene, kid!” he said. “You see,
we're just havin: . You run along
and do justice to the spread!”

‘Erbert hesitated a moment, and then
lumz‘d and left the study without
speaking.

It was 'Erbert’s rule, as fixed as the
laws of the Medes and Persians, to re-
gard whatever Morny did as faultless.

The Fistical Four sat down to their

tea.

But, in spite of Lovell's efforts, the
tea-party in the end study had to
admit that he had not succeeded very
well with the butter. There was
bare suspicion of it on each round 01
toast, chums of the Fourth
found what comfort they could
reflection that dry toast is good for the
health.

in the |
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CHAPTER 2.
*Erbert Astonishes the Nutsl

ik 2 4 gﬁ.d ! Toppin’l”
Rippin’ 1

“Just in your style, Morny!”
Those remarks were made by
Tovmsend, Topham, and Peele of the
Fourth, as they came into No. 4 Study.

Tea was ready in that festive apart-
memn

t was not much like the tea in the
eﬁd study, certainly.

There was cake, and biscuits, and
ham patties, and doughnuts, and tarts.
And there were ham and cold beef, and
three kinds of jam, and crystallised
fruits and other luxuries that were
seldom to be found in any study but
Mecrny's,

The nuts of the Fourth approved
heartily.

Morny spent more upon a single meal
than any other fellow at Rookwood
spent in food in a week.

It required care, for the Rookwood
masters were supposed to exercise some
supervision, though, as the fellows were
put on their honour not to he unduly
extravagant, supervision was ha
needed in most cases.

But Morny had his own views about
Thonour.

So long as he escaped the supervision
he was content.

To the remarks cther fellows made
on the subject he replied only with a
disdainful shrug of the shoulders.

‘Erbert, was in the study with Morn-
ington, but he was not looking so
cheery as usual.

In spite of his loyal devotion to his
kind friend, *Erbert wished that Morn-
ington had been on better terms with
Jimmy Silver.

Morningten & Co. sat down to tea in
great spirits.

There were no problems in No. 4
Study such as covering six rcunds of

toast with half an ounce of butter.
‘Erbert had made a pile of toast, and
it was beautifully buttered.

Gower came into the study and
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Joined the tea-party.
merry buzz of talk in No.
’Erbert did not share in it.
Mornington’s aristocratic friends did
nob like the litle , and they
neered bitterly among themselves at
Mom).s action in befriending him.
‘Their idea was that Morny had done it
simply out of cheek and uppishness,
d mainly because his friends dis-
they never could under-
stand why the Head allowed 'Erberf to
enter Rookwood, and why Morny's
guardian had consented to pay the
little fellow’s fees at the school.
His dear pals’ d-snpprcval of "Erbert
did not worry n the least,

There was a
4.

“By the way, you've heard of the
new kid?” remarked Mornington.

“Yags,” said Townsend, helping him-
self to ham ahd poached eggs. “Bulke-
ley was tal‘dn' about him. His pater's
done somethin’ or other on the North-
West Frontier.”

M“SD it is the same Erroll?” said
"Kmed 2 lot of tribesmen, and-got
‘wounded all over, or soms’,hm’ ' sald
Topham, with a yawn. the kid
puis on airs about it he wm get sat

on.”

“Yes, rather!” agreed Peele.
“A blessed Colonial, I understand,”
Gower. “We shan’t pull with

however. Morny had a pccuhar nature,
and it was as much (o annoy his
friends, as anything else, that he had
brought 'Erbert to tea at all.
You're nof eatin’, kkd’ said Morn-

ington suddenly. “Try the cake?”

“Thank you, Master Momingmn!
T've had enough!” fallered 'Erbert.

Townseud burst mm & laugh.

A nsor of morals
in the’ study‘" he exclaimed **Murphy
don’t approve of such extravagance!”

'Erbert’s face became crimson as the
nuts burst into a roar of laughter.

Towny & Co. were quite pleased to

d a chance of sowing trouble be-
tween the fag and his lofty patron.

Mommgmns brow darkened.
lﬁ\?m a f’\r from pleasant glance upon

S prof

“Is t‘m.e !b Herben’»’" he asked, In
an ominous

"You 're settin’ up to judge what goes’|

on in this study, are you?” asked Morn-
ington, with a bitter sneer.

“No, ain’t, sir,” said ‘'Erbert,
crimson. and almost with tears in his
E \vouldn't do no sich thing.
1'11 ‘ave the cak

“Suit yourself you young ass!™

*Erbert helped himself to a huge

wedge of cake, as if in proor that he

He |it!” exclaimed Peele

him.  We don’t pull with Van Ryn
and Conroy and Pons—t.hat gang in
Number Three.”

“I was thinkin’ of askin’ him into
this study,” said Mornington coolly.

Peele and Gower stared at him. They
shared that study with Morny..

Well, my hat!” said Peele.

“We're three alre: 1" growled
Gower. “We don’t want a fourth,
What the merry dickens do you want
the fellow here for?”

“Well, his pater’s a brick,” said
Mommgmn

bless his pater!”

"Well I'm goin’ to ask him.*

. k here, we're not going to have
angrily. “We
don’t want the fellow here!  What
do you care about what his pater’s
done?”

Mornington’s eyes glinted.

His proposition seemed to his friends
to be one more sample of the peculiar
contrariness of his nature.

As a matter of fact, Morny's nature
was a mixture of good and bad, a
while Towny & Co. could t.hcrouﬂhly
understand and appreciate the bad,

he good was quite beyond their com-
prehensmn

Peele and Gower looked sulky.

There was a sound of wheels in the

ow before

was not sitting in
benefactor,

is
could reply Lo Peele’s last remark.
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“Hello! That's the johnnie arivin’, 1
suppose!” said Townsend.
“See if it is, 'Erbext,” said Morning-

on.
“Yes, Master Mornington.”
y crossed to the
window.

The station b.‘ck from Cocmbe was
rolling up the e bright sun-
s‘m‘n 01 m uug afternoon.
upon the two
The vehicle was
open, and he had a full view of them.

One of them was a man of about
thirty-five, a handsome, well-set-up gen-
tleman. The other, who sat by his
side, was a lad of about fifteen.

It was upon the former that ‘Erbert's
eyes fixed with a strange intensity of
gaze as e looked down from the study
windo

He d id not speak.

Mornington Tooked round irritably
Irom me table.

is it Erroli?” he exclaimed.
“Wh-\t the dickens is the matter with
ou, kid?  Who is it?”

“Erbert did not speak.

He was leaning out of the open win-
dow now, his face pale, his breath com-
ing thick and fast, eyes fastened
ggon the handsome man in the vehicle

&

‘T‘m nuts of the Fourth stared at him.
“What's the matter with the young
idiet?” said Townsend.

“’Erbert!” exclaimed Mornington.

Still the fag did not turn his head.

The dandy of the Fourth rose and
strode across to the window. He caught
’Erbert by the shoulder.

“You young ass! What’s the
matter?”

‘Erbert looked round at last. Morn-
ington was startled by the pallor of his
face.

“Im!” muttered Evbert: “'Im ’ere!”
“What?"”

“Oh crumbs!” muttered
fIm! s he doin’ ‘ere?”
exclaimed the as-
tounded Mornington. .

He glanced down at the vebicle

below, just as it passed out of sight
under the big tree near the porch.
“Th must  be Erroll and his
father,” he said.
“'Im!” repeated 'Erbert dazedly.
Mormnaton shook him angrily.
dotty?” he exclaimed:

“What's the matter with you?  Have
you_ever seen Errcll before?”

“Erroll!” repeated ‘Erbert. “The
kid?  No, I aint never st.(,d him.”

“You know his father
“YC’A. that rwgamumn is likely to
kno‘:ln Captain Erroll!” sneered Town-

*“ Captain rroll!”  said _ ’Erbert.
“That bloke ain’ t ne Captain Erroll!”
You know that gentleman?” aski

=
g

s by

l.he lm,le wmfs strange manner.
'im?”  repeated ’Erbert

“I know ’im, Master Morning<
hat's he doin’ ’ere?”
“Who is he, then?”
“He's Gentleman Jim!*
“What?”

“Gentleman Jim!” repeated ’Erbert
dazedly. “Thief, an’ cracksman, an’
forgger, an’ gacl-hird! What's he doin*
‘ere?”

CHAPTER 3.
What Erbert Knew!
REAT Scott!™”
‘The nuts of the Fourth were
all on their feet now.
’Erbert’s astounding announcement
lw,d fallen like a thunderbolt in the

study.

“1s he mad?” asked Peel

“Must be!” said Towns d with &
stare. “What's he babblin’ about"”

’Erbert limped to his chair, and sank
into it. He seemed almost overcome.
It was easy to see that the handsome,
bronzed gentleman who had passed
below, had some strange terror for him;

Mornington drew a deep kreath.

“This beats the band!” he said.
“Towny, old scout, cut downstairs and
see whether that's Cantain Erroll who's
just come.”
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“Rightho!” said Town

Townsend hurried out of the study,
and the other fellows waited for' hi:
retwn with keen curiosity.

’Erbert sat pale and s:lmt, the centre
of all glances. The nuts had even
ggrg;ot the handsome spread on the

Towmend came back in two or three
minu

£ Well?" asked Moraington.

“It's Captain Erroll and his son
Kit,” said Townsen “I asked the

ge—hn's just shown them in to the

e

“I thought so,” sald Mornington.
bt () couldnt have been anybody elsc.
Now, Mu , just explain_yourself.

That man was Captain Erroll, a
Columml gentleman, who came OVEr
from British Honduras to join the
Army. What do you mean by calling
him names?”

’Erbert gave him a haggard look.

“1 don’t nghtlv \mderstaud it,” he
muttered. “’Ow he dares to come ’ere,
I dont understand. He ain't no cap-

"You young ass!” said Townsend.
=1 tel\ you hes just been announced
to Head as Captain Erroll!”

“Id‘tcare' His name ain’t
Eman—leastways, it might be, for all
I know, but he wasn’t never called
that as I know Onl" said *Brbert, “He
was called Gentleman Jim!”

“What a merry name!” grinned
Peele. “I suppose your rrcmous pro-
tege has gone potty, M

“Blest if it doesn’s XODL hke it,” said
Mornington, utterly puzzled and per-
plexed. “You've got to explain, Her-
bert. Do you know you would be
flogged if you sald anythmg of the
kind outside this study?”

“T've told you the truth, Master
Mornington.”
“Tell us what you know about the

man, 1f you know anythin'l”
rt drew a sobbing breahh.

£1 knowed 'im o year ago,” he said.
“1t was arter old Bill Murphy died, an*
vas on my uppers. . I'd tramped to

London, ’opin’ to get a job there, and
T used to carry parcels, and doss in a
tenement off the Euston Road. You
ain’t never ’eard of Dirty Dick’s dossin’
’ouse, Master Mornington—you ain't
never seed sich things—-"

“Sounds very cheery." grinned
Townsend.

“Go on, kid,” said Mornington
quietly.

" Weu there was a gang of ’em used
ng out at Dirty Dick's,” said
’Erbern “They was pickpockets, "and all
sorts of rogues, and Gentleman Jim was
the worst of the lot. He was down on
his luck at that time, I fancy. I used
to see him a lot—he was in the swell
mob—and when he was flush he would
dress like a gentleman—sometimes like
an army officer—sometimes like &
clergyman. He was awful clever. He
took some notice of me, too, and he
wanted to teach me to pick pockets

“on, gad!” said Townsend.

“I never did, though,” said ’Erbert,
ﬁmmng cnmson “I give 'im a Wide ‘

bert e said a sharp kid would be
useful to 'im, and he told me I'd better
make up my mind to it, or he'd see
that it was fixed up for me to be sent
to chokey, and after that I shouldn‘t.
'ave no_choice irf the matt

“My hat!” muttered Mommgbon.

“T cleared out. I was afeard of 'im,”

said ’Erbert. “I tramped it out into

the country again, and never went
near London after that. It was arter-
wards that you 1ound me on the road,
Master Mornin,

“And you s'\y Lhac that gentleman
yow've just seen is the man you knew
as gmtlem&n Jim?” said Mornington,

“Yos!”

“You feel sure about it

“Dead sure, sir!”

“I suppose it's a case of resem-
blance,” said Mornington, rubbing his
nose in perplexity, “Of course, it
can’t be possible!”

“Its true"‘ sa.\d *Erbert:

“Yyou're king a silly mistake,”
sald Peele. “How could Gentleman
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Jim, as you czall him, and a captain in
e &Any, be the same chap?”
ne same!” said 'Erbert ob-
stmat,cly “I could prove it, too, i
e man was searched. Fe's got a
scar on his right arm, where he was
hurt in a row with the police!”
“Better go down to the Head, and
ask him to roll up the johnny's sleeve,
an’ examine hi chuckled Townsend.
“Ha, ha, h
“Of ccurre, it’s not possible,” sald
Morninglon. | “Ivs & case of resem-
blance, and youre meking en idietic

mistake, ki

“I ain'f said "Erbert.

“You are! You must be. And
don’t say anything about it outside
this study,” said Mornington warn-
ingly. “You'd get into a fearful row
if you did.”

“Tl do jest Ls you tell me Master
Mornington,”  said sus
sive. ' But—but t-—b‘ b—

“But what, fathead?”

“But oughtn’t the ’Ead to be told?”
'ﬁsked *Erbert anxiously. “That awful
be takid’ m in, you

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Townsend.
"Fitncj tellin’ the Head a yarn like

“You young ass!” exclaimed Morn-
ington aghast. “Do you know what
the Head would do?
a cert, for saying such a thing, and

crhaps turn you out of Rookwood 3

“But it's true!”
“It isn't true, and if can’t be true!™
snapped Mornington. “And you're
not to say anything about it, do you

ear?

“Yes, sir, jest as you say.”

“Don't you fellows jaw about it,
either,” said Mornington. “It would
be rotien to start such a yarn about
the new chap, and it would get Her-
bert into a row,

“Serve him right for slanderin’ a
man like that.” growled Townsend.

’Erbert started.

Flog you, for Hou:
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“It ain’t slander!” he exclaimed
fiercely. T tell you—r>
“Ch, dry up! You've told us

nough fairy tales,” said Townsend dis-
nan)fully‘ “Pass the cake, Peele.”

The nuts of Lhe Fourth went on with
their tea.

’Erberb sat very silent, and he aid
not eat any more. Mistaken or not, it
was_evident that the waif of ROOK-
wood was convinced of the truth of
what he had said, and that it weighed
on his mind.

Mornington & Co. rejected the idea,
however, with disdain and amusement.
1t seemed too wildly impossible,

But ’Erbert’s smmge assertion made

m very curious to see the new
fel]ow, and sne what he was like. And
when tea in 4 was over, the nuts

of the Fourth \vem downstairs, to see
the son of Captain Erroll.

’Erbert remained alone in the study.

He stood at the window, leaning out
on the sill, his eyes on the q\mdmnf'la
he,o.v He was waiting for the captai

come out again. The vehicle Was
standmg outside, so it was evident that
Captain Erroll king his de-
parture after presenting his son to the

Head.

’Erbert had some time to wait. But
there was a stir below at last, and the
handsome captain came out of the

He looked every inch a soldier, wxm

his erect head and well-set up fi

<everal juniors in the quad?angle
ped” him most respectfully.

‘Elherts eyes fixed on him intensely.

He watched ﬂ'le capt.am step into the
hack and touch hi , with a smil
the Rookwood fellows who saluted hlm.

The vehicle rolled away.

’Erbert watched it till it disappez.rcd
out of the gates of Rookwood. ~Then
he turned from the \vmdow, his face
whlte his breath ceming th

“It's

im!”  s0 ran h)s lex red
thoughts. “They don't believe ‘ae.
s'pose that ain’t likely neither. Bub

it’s ’im.

He ain’t no more a captain
than I am!

And his name ain’t
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Erroll. He's Gcntlem'm Jim, the s\vcll
mobsman. But—but who has
brought ‘ere to put into Rcoh\\oon"
It's a swindle! It's a game of some
sort, and—and the 'Ead ought to be
warned.”

The fag of the Second left the study
with a clouded brow and a heavy heart.
He was sure of his knowledge, but he
knew that if he stated it he could not
possibly find the believers; that severe
punishment for making such a state-

. And Mornington had com-
manded him to be silent.

’Erbert's lips were sealed. But there
was deep uneasiness in his heart, and
his thoughts dwelt upon the new boy
at Rookwood with vague anxiety and
suspicion.

CHAPTER 4.
The New Fellow!

& ILVER!™
S “Yes, sir?”

Jimmy Silver came up as Mr.
Bootles called to him from his study
doorway.

The master of the Fourth stepped
back into his study. Jimmy Silver
entered, and found himself in the pres-
ence of the new boy.

“Suver, this is Erroll, the new junior

e Fourth Form,” Mr. Bootles,
wmh a wave of the hand.
is Js.mes Silver, the head boy of your

Jxmmy held out his hand frankly to
the newcomer.

He rather liked Erroll’s looks.

Kit Erroll was certainly a handsome
fellow. He looked sturdy and strong,
too, and Jimmy’s keen eye judged that
he would be good at games. And there
was a frank, open expression on his
face that was very prepossessing.

He shook hands with Jimmy very
cordially.

“I am sure, Silver, that you will look
after Erroll and Lielp him in any way he
needs, when I fell you that he is the
son of a gallant officer who has distin-

“Erroll, this | P!

guished himself in the recent ﬁ“htmg
of the North-West Frontier of India,™
said Mr. Boollcs sulemmy.

“Certainly, s

“Erroll \vl]l be placed in Number
Two Study

“\Vl',n pleasure, sir!”.

Mr. Bootles shook hands with hi;
new pupil, whom he eudently hked.

and dismissed him with ‘s lver:
Errcll followed Jimmy from Lhe study.

“Come on!” said Jimmy cheerily.
“This way! I'm glad youve been
put on the Classical side, Errol

“Y Why?” said the new Jumor,
with a smile.

“Well, it’s the decent side of Rook-
wood,” said Jimmy, laughing. “You're
too good a chap to be shoved on the
Modern sxde, if you're anything like
your pater.”

Erton started,

“Like my pater?” he repeated. '
“Oh, we've hearal all about you, you
know!” said Jimmy.
Erroll looked at him.
“I don’t quite follow,” he said.
“What have you heard about me?”
“About your pater in India, you
know,” explained Jimmy. “Isn’t your
ter the Captain Erroll who was m

the papers?”

“Oh, I see!”

“There  are some other Colonial
chaps here, (00,” said Jhnmy. “Youwl
like to meet them. There's three, and
they're three of the very best.”

Errou paused.

“Colonial?” he repeated.

“Yes. Yowre a Colonial, I under-
stand,” said Jimmy, looking at him.
“Didn’t your pater come over from
Honduras to join the Arm;

“But I have always hved in ng<
land,” said Erroll, “Captain Erroll was
a planter in British Honduras once but
I have never been there.”

“Oh!” said Jimmy,
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“Are any of the fellows you speak
of from Honduras?” asked Erroll.

“Oh, no! Pons is from Canada,
Conroy from Australia, and Van Ryn
from South Africa,” said Jimmy. *No-
body at Rookwood from Honduras that
‘I know of. Here you are. This is yeur
study.”

Jimmy stopped outside No 2 in the
Fourth Form passage.

Mornington came along the passage
and joined them.

. “This the new kid?” he asked.
. “¥es,” said Jimmy. *Erroll—Morn-
ington of the Fourth.”

“Glad to meet you, Erroll!” said the
dandy of the Fourth, in his most agree-
able manner. “If youre not fixed up
yet, I was goin’ to ask you if yowd
care to dig in my study. It's a comf;
Toom—about the best in the passage.”

Erroll hesitated.

“Youre very good,” he said. “Mr.
Bootles told me I was to go into Num-
ber Two.”

“It’s settled, Morningfon,” said
Jimmy Silver, not at all sorry, either,
that it was settled. The new boy
looked too decent a fellow, in Jimmy’s
opinion, to be placed in the society of
the black sheep of Rookwood.

Mornington knitted his brows.

The lofty Morny did not like his
sovereign will being crossed in any way.
But he nodded.

“All serene,” he said, _“If you don’t
get on with Higgs and Jones you can
change out later. That's allowed, you

now. And I'd be glad to have you.
Will you come into my quarters to
supper—half-past eight?*”

“Thanlils! I will come with pleasure,”

oll.

said Err
. “Right-ho, then!”
' And Mornington sauntercd on.

had med  Erroll very | pot

Morny scarn
‘keenly during the brief talk,
smiled inwardly as he remembered
’Erbert’s extraordinary allegation
against Erroll's father,

Erroll certainly did not look like
#he son of a swell mobsman.
" If Morny had been disposed to

attach .any importance to 'Erbert's
statement, he would have dismissed it

now.
Erroll followed Jimmy Silver into
No. 2.

Higgs and Jones minor were at tea
there, and there was a sound of ex-
cited voices. Higgs, the bully of the
Fourth, was sianging Jones minor, and
Jones minor was retorting in kind.
Higgs, being a powerful fellow who
could knock Jones into a cocked hat in
a scrap, considered that it was Jones’
duty to do all the fagging in the study
—and Jones did not agree.

Alfred Higgs was threatening to stuff
the marmalade down Jones minor’s
neck, when Jimmy Silver came in with
the new boy.

Jones minor had taken a business-
like grip on the teapot, and was an-
nouncing his intention of “busting” it
on Higgs’ “napper” if Higgs didn’t keep
the peace.

Both of them stared at the new boy.

“Hallo! Enjoying yourselves as
usual!” said Jimmy Silver. “This Is the
ne\; chap, Erroll. ~ Bootles has put him

ere.”

“You're welcome, kid,” said Jones
minor, civilly enough.

“Oh, you can come in, Erroll, if
that’s your name,” said Higgs un-
i “I don't see what Bootles
wants to stick you in here for.”

Erroll smiled.

“I'm sorry if I'm in the way,” he

said.

“Oh, don't take any notice of Higgs,”
said Jones minor. *Higgs can't help
being rude.”

s you want me to wring your
neck, Jones?” roared Higgs.

“Do you want me to bust this teas
on your napper?” asked Jones.

“You checky little sweep!”

“You bullying lout!”

“Ahem!” sald Jimmy Silver.

Erroll laughed. Jones minor and
his study-mate evidently led a cat-and-
dog life in No. 2, and it was not exactly
& happy quarter for the new._ boy 1o



10
take up, ms abode In.  But he took it
cheerf

"Had wur tea, Emoli?” asked
Jimmy.

“Yes, thanks.”

“Well, can I help you?  You want
to get your things in here” said
Jimmy.  “I'll lend you a hand sort-

ing out your books and things.”

While the study-mates of No. 2 con-
tinued to wrangle, Jimmy Silver
assisted the new boy to make himself
at home.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome came
along, and were duly introduced, and
Van Ryn and y and Pons, lhe
Colonial Co., joined them.  All
ihem were extremely cordial to the new
Junior.

It was not usual for a new “kid” to
be made so much fuss of in the school,
and Erroll probably knew it, for he
looked very pleased.  Certainly, he
had begun_very well at Rookwcod.
And when Jimmy learned that he was

a_ cricketer, he arranged at once for
hxm to_join the junior club and join

the Form practice on the morrow.

“Seems a decent sort of chap,”
Lovell remarked, when the Fistical
Four gathered in the end study again
for prep.

“I think he is,” said Jimmy Silver.
“I like his looks, anyway. And Im
rather glad he’s not going to dig wi
Morny. He's too gocd for that cru\vd”

And the Co. agre

CHAPTER §.
Knacked Qut!
ORNY'S got to be stopped!”
Thus ~ said Alfred Higgs,
later in the evening, in the
Jjunior Common-room.
m"gs was looking excited and indig-
na
I‘hc Fistical Four had just come in,
after prep. was finished, and they
looked " inquiringly at Higgs. Higgs’
iﬁ}‘;}' veice drew general aitention upon

THE SON OF A CRACKEMAN!

“What's the matter now?” yawned

“I¥'s disgraceful!” growled Higgs.

“Yes, it is rotten, and no mistake,”
sald Tukby Muffin, “'Tain’t as if the
fellow asked a chap to his little games,
you know.  Not that I want to go—I
wouldn's!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“It's disgraceful!” hooted Higgs.
“Bootles ought to know. He'd be down
on it sharp enough. The rotier's ot

a regular pile of fags and cards in his
study, and he don't care twopence
about the rules. It ought to be stopped,

and if I was captain of the Fourth, T'd
p;ﬂ: my rout down sharp encugh, I can
tell you

And I-'wgs bestowed a sneer upon
Jimmy Silver.

Erroll, the new boy, was in the room,
and he looked round a2t Higgs.
was invited to supper in Morny’s study,
and he had accepted the invitation.

“‘Well, a chap can’t very well inter-
fere,” said Jimmy Silve “Morny
oughtn't to do it, of cou.rse”

“He ought to be made an example

of,” said Higgs. “If I was captain of
the Fourth, as I ought to be—
"Ha ha, ha

Oh, you can cackle,” said Higgs.
“I've a jolly good mind to raid the

place, anyway. Fellows who go
Morny’s spr are & disgrace to the
school, that's what I think. So you

can put that in your pipe and smoke
it, Erroll!” added Higgs, with a scowl
at the new boy.

Erroll ﬂushcd

“I don't quite see what you're getting

at,” he said.  “What's the maiter in
Mormnotnns study?”

Well, he smokes and gambles quite
openly,” explained Jimmy Silver. “It's
not doneI at l?ookwoad you know.”

see!”

“Bootles would have him up before
the Head if he knew,” said Dick Os-
wald. “But it isn’t our business to
sneak, I suppose

ear!
“The Form captain ought to deal
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‘with it,” sneered Higgs. “I know jolly
well I would, if I was captain of the
Fourth!”

“My dear chap, we know what you'd
do if you were captain of the Fourth,”
said Raby. “Give us a rest!”

“Well, I think it’s rotben ahd ought:
to be stopped!” roared Hi;
another thing is, no chap m my smdy
is ‘going to Murnys gambling parties.
¥ou hear me, Erroll?”

Ezroll looked at him quietly.

“Let the new chap nlone," gruwled
J1m~ny Silver.  Jimmy had very
strong opinions about Morningums
conduct, but he did not want that con-

duct to be made an excuse by the|as if the

bully of the Fourth for ragging the new
junior,  “Is no business of yours,

iggs.

““All this is news to me,” said Erroll.
“In my case, I shall decide the matter
for myself.”

Higgs strode towards him, with
knitted brows.

‘When Higgs excreised hxs bullymg
proclivities, as a rule, he h;
opinion against him, and 1t was qulbe

new sensation to feel
that he was in the rlghb a.nd stand-
ing up for a good ca

In fact, he was Iee!.mg quite a glow
of virtuous indignation at the present
moment.

Erroll did not seem to be ‘much
affected by the Fourth Form bully’s
‘black looks.

He faced him quietly, and did not
draw back an inch when Higgs thrust
@ square jaw right into his calm, hand-
some face.

Jimmy Silver made a step forward.

He did not intend Captain Erroll’s
son to be bullied by Higgs, 50 he said
determinedly. “If you're spoiling for
@ row, I'm ready to obhge you.”

“Mind your own business!” snappes

Higgs. “Now, look here, Erroll, yuure
in my study and you're not going to
disgrace my study, see?”

“I hope I shall not dxsgrace any-
body’s study." said Erroll calmly.

“You're not gomg to Momys feed!”

i

“I have accepted his invitation.”
‘; Then you can chuck it. You won't

“I shall please myself about that!”

“Will yeu?” said Higgs, between his
teeth. “Then Il jolly well pull your
nose as a warning of what you'll” get
if you don’t toe the line and do the
decent thing.”

Higgs reached out for Erroll's nose.

The bully of the Fauth uttered a
howl of pain.
Jimmy Silver laughed. It looked
new junior could take care of
hlmself after all,
ly hat!” gasped mggs, nursmg his
Wrist ‘which “You—you
cheeky rotter—Ill-I'll« 3
Erroll stepped back.
“There’s nothing for us to row
about,” he said pacifically. “I sup-
pose you don’t expect. me to let you
pull my nose, do you?”

“Tll mop up the floor with you,™
roared Higgs.
“Stand  back, Higgs!” shouted
Jimmy Silve:
ut Higgs rush

His big fists lashed out. and he was
so much bigger and heavier than the
new boy, that all the fellows In the
Common-room expecbed to see Erroll
swept away by his

Instead of which Erroll easﬂy eluded
the heavy rush, and hit

His knuckles crashed on the side of
Alfred mgas' snk[)\lmre jaw, and Higgs

staggercd over, and went
lown Wi
e Wcll hit“' shouted Lovell:
“Bravo!”

Higgs sprawled on the floor, dazedly.
His hand went to his jaw, which was
d | aching, and he sat up and blinked at
the new junior in a stupefied way.
“My—m-my hat!” he gasped.
Erroll smiled.
He stepped forward and bent over
iggs. Higgs made a defensive move<
mem;, but all Erroll did was to catch
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him by the shoulders and lift him to his
feet. The heavy weight of the big
Fourth Former seemed nothing to him.
“By gad' Plenty of muscle there!”
said R
H\ggs .)lmked at Erroll in a very un-
certain
“No w it,” said Erroll, quite
“There’s nothing to

ek
good-1 humou”cdly

Tow about.”
“You—you—you've  knocked me
down!” gasped Higgs, as if scarcely

able to believe it himself.

“Well, you were trying to knock me
down, you know.

Higgs' fists were clenched hard, but
he unclenched them again, His jaw
was aching, and his head was singing,
from terrific right-hander, It
dawned upon Higgs that he had “ woke
up the wrong passenger,” so to speak.

It was not much like Higgs to avoid
a “scrap,” but he showed no eagerness
whatever to proceed with this one.

After a very uncertain look at Erroll,
he put his hands in his pockets and
Walked uut of the Common-room.

us are the mighty fallen!” mur-
mured Oswald, and there was 2 laugh.

Erroll rubbed his knuckles. They had
suilered a little from the sharp impact
on Higgs’ square jaw.

Jones minor gave him a delighted
thump on the back.

“Jolly glad you're in my study,” he
grinned. “You'll be able to keep Higgs
in order. Well, I believe yuu could lick
him as easy as falling of

“I hope there won't be any more
trouble,” said Erroll qmet.]y. “I don’t
want to get into a fight.»

“You won't have to, when you can
punch like that,” chuckled Jimmy
Silver. “Higgs has had enough. He
isn’t a bad chap in'his way. Youll get
on with him,

Erroll laughed Buf his handsome
face became grave, and he drew Jimmy
Silver aside a few minutes later,

“What’s this about Mormngton"” he
said in a low voic

Jimmy looked uncomform!ﬂe

“¥ou might put me up to it, you
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see, as I'm a new chap here,” said
Erfoll. “I don't want to do anything
thilys ccnsxdcrcd low down Of course,
it's all new to ms

Yes, that’s ;o," smd Jimmy slowly.
“Wel, it's a fact that Morny is a bit
of a lohen. Cnly his own pals join in
his h tle games, and they’re not muc‘x
class.

E.mﬂ nodded.

“And it would he rotten of me to
join him,” he said, with a smile,

“Well, as youre a new chap, you
dAd’l'L understand—-

But I uiderstand now. Only I've
accepted his mv:batmn, said Erroll.
“scm I can ask him to excuse me.”

“I would if I were you,” said Jimmy
frankly. “There will be a row sooner
or later about Morny’s litile games, and
you don't want to be mixed up in it as
one of the gang.”

Erroll left the Common-roem a little
later to ga to Morny’s study. But it was
not, after all, to join in Morny's mag-
nificent’ supper. It was an awkward
position for the new fellow, but it was
evzdant that he wes anxious to do the

ght thing, and if Morny was ofiended,
‘hat could not ke helped.

CHAPTER 6.
Morny is Very Ratty!
ORNINGTON’S study was look+
ing very festive,

‘The table was laid for supper,
after prep, and me spread was certainly
a very attractive

Peele and Gower Were lecking quite
pleased.

Mornington was too careless with
money to care whether his study-mates
made any contribution to the study
feeds, and Peele and Gower were quite
willing to leave if all to Morny.

Townsend and Topham had come
and the great Adolphus Smythe of thc
Shell had come B.lonﬂ' with his friends
Howard and T

The nuts of Rookwaad were prepared
fo enjoy that magnificent supper, and a,
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little game of banker afterwards, wilh
cngaremes. supplied ad lib. by the muni-
ficent M

To uo Murnmvwn Justice, it was a
kind and cordial nhvulse that led him
to make much of the new junior. True,
he was quite likely to quarrel with him
a few hours after making frien th
him; Morny's noble temper was very
uncertain. But for the present he \ws
all cordial Perhaps, too, Ke had &)

“axe {0 grind.

Th was always Morny’s object to make

a party for himself in the Rookwood
Fourth which might enable him, sooner
or later, to achieve his favourite pro-
Ject of ousting Jimmy Silver from the
captaincy. The new boy was likely to
be popular, and he would be a valuable
recruit.

“Come in!” sang out Mornington
cheerily, as there was a tap at the study
door.

Erroll came in.

‘The nuts greeted him civilly. Peele
and Gower felt quite friendly towards
him now that Morny’s plan of “plant-
ing” him on them in the study had
been nipped in the bud.

Just in time,” said Mornington, with
a smile. “Here's your chair, Erroll.”
En‘oll stepped just within the door-

'me-e was a slight flush in his cheeks,
but his manner was quite firm.

Moreover, he had seen very clearly
that any fellow who joined in the shady
practices in Morny’s study was certain
to be unpopular, and Erroll probably
did not choose to be unpapulﬂr in his
Form on Morny's account
sorry, Mommgton » he said
“I've only looked in to ask you
to excuse me. find I can't come.
Thank you very much all the same.”

Morny’s face changed.

e nubs exchanged gri and.
Smythe of the Shell put up an ey&glass
to survey the new boy.

Erroll stepped back to_the doorway
and would have gone. But Morning-
ton, with a glitter in his eyes, strode
forward.
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““Hold on a minute!” he rapped out.
Ermn stopped.

“You can’t come {0 supper?” asked

Mornmgw
“No.”
“Another  engagement?”  sneered
Mornington.
i 1 shouldn'b be likely to have

another engagement after accepting
your mvntmm Mornington.”

“No, I suppose not. But if you've not
got anoch er engagement, why can't you
come?

“I've asked you to excuse me.”

“You mean you don’t want to come?™

Erroll did not reply.

‘“‘What the dickens does it matter?”
yawned Smythe of the Shell. “Let’s
geb on with the merry supper, dear

o Wnu you answer me, Erroll?”

“Ill answer you if you wish,” said
Erroll. “I don’t want to come, if you
prefet me to put it like that.”

2d!” murmured Townsen

“You 've thrown over my mmmnonw
said Mornington. “I suppose I needn’t

ask the Teason. Jimmy Silver's been
gettin’ at you.”

“I'd rather not say anything more.”

L You needn't. It was Jimmy Silver,
of course—-

“Ncb at all! I found that smoking
and gambling goes on in this study, if
you want to know, and I don’t want to
join in it,” said Euoll with a flash in
his eyes. “You have forced me fo speak
out, Mornington. Good-evening!”

He stcpned out into the passage.

“You insultin’ cad!” shouted Morn-:

gtc/n furmnsly, all the more enraged
by the chuckles of his, supper-party.

Erroll did not reply. He let the
cpithet pass unanswered. Without a
word he walked away down the passage

own study.

Peele clesed the door.
“Now let’s get on,” he said. “We
don’t want the cheeLy cad here, any<

S

“Yaa.s, let him go an’ eat coke,” said
Adolphus Smythe. *“He's not our sort,
anyway.”
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Mornington did not speak. His face
was pale with anger and chagrin,

Smythe & Co. exchanged smxles. flot.
at all displeased by the rebuff the lordly
Morny had received. In the opinion of
his friends, it did Morny good to be
taken down a peg or two.

The nuts of Rookwood sat down to
the {able, bubt Mornington did not join
them. He was not thinking of supper

now.

“Come on, Morny!” grinned Peele,

“The cheeky cad!” burst out Morn-
ington. ‘“‘After I'd taken the trouble to
invite him to supper—a new fellow that
nobody knows anythin’ about. The
cheeky hound!”

“Yow've changed your opinion of him
rather suddenly!” K1 Gower.
“Don’t you want him tu 5hare the study
now, '\lcrr\y

“Ha, hat»

Mcmmgton gritted his teeth.

The rebuffl from the new junior had
roused all the bitterness and evil in his
bature. There was no cordiality in his
breast now.

He had been prepared to be kind to
Captain Erroll’s son in a somewhat lofty
and patronising way. His kindness, as
he regarded it, had been thrown back
in his teeth by the ungrateful recipient.

He made a step towards the door, his
brow black and his eyes burning.

“Better go slow, old scout!” grinned
Peele. “You can’t lick him, if that’s
what you're thinkin’ of.”

“How do you know I can’t?” de-
manded Mornington fiercely.

“He's knocked Higgs out already,”
sald Peele coolly. “Higgy picked a row
with him in the Common-room, and
Erroll mopped” him up, without getting
a touch, He's a regular prize-fighter.”

“By gad! He must be a corker, if
hes hrmaed Higgs,” remarked Smythe.

iet him alone, Morny. Treat him
mth contcmp

Mommgbon gave the nuts a bitter

II he had thought of “licking * the
new boy, the news that Erroll had
pxoved more than a match for Higgs

k3
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changed his intentions. Morny would
not have made much of a show against

a fellow who could handie the bully of _

the Fourth,
“There’s other ways of puttin’ a
cheeky cad in his place,” said Morn-
ington. “By gad! Considerin’ the way
I treated hlm—reiusm' to hear a word
against him, tc
Peele whxsned
“Better let that drop,” he said.
“Murphy was talkin’ out of his hat,
You said so yourself, before you got
wur knife into Erroll.”
W do we know there’s nothin’ in”
m’" sald Mornington, with a sneer.
“The fellow comes from goodness knows
where. And Murphy sald he was quite
cerfain of it.”
“On, rats!” |
‘“Aren’t you goin’ to have supper?”
asked Gower, as Mornington opened
Lhe door.

The dandy of the Fourth left the
study. The nuts smiled at one another.

“Beautiful manners, I don’t think!”
grinned Adolphus Smythe. “Morny’s
a delightful pal—somehm&s, Anyway,
here’s the supper.”

And the nuts chuckled and set. to
work on the supper, not particularly,
displeased by the absence of their host:

CHAPTER 7.
A Sudden Blow!
ORNINGTON strode down the
passage with knitted brows.
t was in accordance with
Morny’s nature that as soon as he found
a cause of offence in the new boy h
should think at once of the alle"auon
‘Erbert had made.
Mornington himself had laughed it to
scorn, But now that he felt a bitter
dislike for the new hoy, there was a
difference. His thoughts were coloured
by his nng!’%’ feelings. Suppose the story
was true! It seemed impossible—Morny
had said that it was impossible. But he

4’

o

l
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would have given a wedge of his plenti-
ful banknotes for it to be true now.

At all evenfs, he was going to put it
to the test—and that was easy en
And if it was true—if only lhc\e \vns
something in it—it would be in his
puwr}} to make Errcll pay dearly for his
rebufl. .

Jimmy Silver was in the doorway of
No. 2 Study, chatting with Erroll, who
sab on the table within. Hi and
Jones mmor were still downstairs.
glanced curwu&y at Morning-
hite, furious fac

was evident thab Morny's brief
kmdpess to the new junior was over,
and that a “row ” was coming.

Mornington  brushed  past  him
rudely into the study.

Erroll's cheery face clouded a little at
the sight of him. Hc did not want
trouble with Mo

“Well, what is it2 1 he ﬂsked quietly.

Mornington looked at him fixedly.
He had resolved to put the question to

. the test—to take Erroll so suddenly by
surprise that he could not possibly be on
his guard. Bub the handsome, candid
face cf the new junior almost changed
his purpose. It scemed more than ever
1mpo<stc that 'Erbert could have had

e slightest grounds for his statement.

But Mornington went through with it.
There was a chance. Anyway, he was
going to see whether there was a chance
that what he hoped was true,

“Just & word or two,” he said, with a
sneer. “I understand that you're
entered on the school books in the
name of Erroll.”

Brroll gave him a startled look.

“Yes, that is my name,” he said.

“Is it your name?” said Mornington.

There was a dead pause.

Mornington's eyes gleamed, and his
heart beat faster with savage swusiac—
tion. ¥or there was no mistaking tl
sudden light of fear that leaped mto
the dark eyes of the new junior. It was
there only for a momcm but. Mommg—
ton had seen it, and h W

Btvoll zecovered himself mstsmﬂy.

“What do you mean?”

Jin
tc'l 'S

he asked’
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quietly. “You me well aware that my.
name )5 Erroll, I st

“What the mervy dlckcr:s are you
getling at, Mornington?” asked Jj
Silver, in utter amazement,

Morningten did not heed him. His
eyes were fixed intently upon Kit
Erroll's face.

“Your name is Erroll?” His ton
was mocking now. “And your fathera
name is Eiroll Whﬂt

“You know it is!”

“Then why is he called Gentleman
Jim?”

The blow was so sudden that Etroll
could not be on his guard. If th

was guilt in his breast, he could not
avoid showing it then. Mornington had

expected it, but he had hardly expected
the result that actually followed.

Erroll stared at bim blankly, his face
growing deadly white, and a hunted,
almost wild look creeping into his eyes,
His colourless Lips moved, but no sound
cnn~e, it seemed as if he could not
spea

Normngton laughed aloud, in vaunt-
ing mumph. He was quite sure of his
victim n

.hmmy sdvcr looked from one to the
other in astonishment.

“What's the matter, Erroll?” he ex-
claimed. “You lock as if you're going
to faint. What's wrong?”

Erroll made an effort to recover him«

self.

panted. “But—but

“Nothing!” he

Mommgl,on laughed again.

“I'l tell you what's wrong,” he cried:
“That fellow, who's come here as the
son of Captain Erroll, is the son of a
cracksman, a forger, and a thief—a
swell mobsman called Gentleman Jim,
and known to the police!”

u mad?” shouted Jimmy;
e | Sil lver

“Look at him!”

Jimmy Silver looked blankly at Erroll.

But the latter had recovered now. He
smiled contemptuously. The colour had
come back into his face, and his eyes
had an amused glimmer i them, Hg




16

laughed as he met Jimmy’s look of con-
sternation,

“Is this a game?” he asked. “Some
sogt of little joke you play off on a new
kid?’

“Ivs true"’ shoutcd Mornington.
“Ha, ha, ha »
“You saw how he looked, Silver? You

saw him turn white as chalk—

was startled for a minute,” said

Erm]l coolly. “It’s a rather rotten joke
to spring on a fellow suddenly. But if
you are serious in what you say, Morn-
ington, I can only say that you're out
of your senses. Will you cblige me by
getting out of my study?”

Mornington ground lus teeth.

“So you're going to deny it now—
after giving yourself away as you -did.
You know I can’t prove it.”

EHOH laughed

k you'd find it difficult to prove

a fmry tale like that,” he smiled. “But

Tve had enough of it, Mornington. I

don’t like jokes of that kind, and I

warn you I shall cut up rusty if you

don’t chuck it!”

“I should jolly well say so!" ex-
‘claimed Jimmy Silver warmly. “You
ougtht. to be ashamed of yourself, Morn-

ington.”

I tell you it’s true! That fellow isn’t
the son of an Army captain!” yelled
Mornington furiously. *He's the son of
a thief and a cracksman—

Mornington got no further,

Erroll made 2 stride towards him, and
the dandy of the Fourth was grasped
and thrown bodily through the study
doorway.

‘' That's my answer to you'" the new
boy said, between his teeth.

A jol lly good answer, too,” said

“You asked for it,

Morxungton picked  himself _up
slowly. He gave the new junior a !ook
of concentrated hatred, and
away. Kit Erroll had made a bxtber
enexgy in the Fourth Form at Rook-
weo

Jnnmy Sx!vex&
Mo

Jimmy Silver gave Erroll a friendly
nod, and went on to his own study in a
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thoughtful mood. He was wondering.
Why had Erroll turned so white? Wh:
had his eyes had that strange look
when Mornington made his ridiculous
accusatlcn" IL couldn’t be true, of
course. It absurd! Yet why had
Erroll lonked hke that?

But Jimmy Silver drove the creeping
doubt from his mind. He would not
think of it. Yet, in spite of himself, it
was a long time before he could forget
that strange, hunted lock on the face
of the handsome junior whom Morning-
ton had accused of being the son of
Gentleman Jim

CHAPTER 8.
Bowied!

“ ELL hit!”
\x[ “Bravo, Erroll!”

The new boy at Rookwood
smiled, as the shouls of the Classical
]umors rang round Little Side.

roll «of the Fourth was at the
\vxckets and he was getting the howhng
{from no less a person than
Silver, captain of the Fourth, and _yunlor
cricket, captain of Rookwood.

Jimmy Silver was the champion
Junior bowler; indeed, there were a good
many senior batsmen at Rookwood who
would have found it difficult to keep
their “sticks » up against Jimmy at his

best.

Tommy Dodd of the Modern Fourth
was practically the only junior bat who
could play Jimmy Silver’s bowling with
any degree of success.

And here was Erroll, the new “kid,”
standing up to Jxmmys best bowling,
and never turning a hair.

It was only practice, but it meant a
good deal to Erroll. For Jimmy had
already spotted his form as a cricketer,
and was giving him a final trisl now,
d | with the idea of playing him in the
Classical versus Modern match on
Saturday.

There \vns no doubt that Erroll was
satisfactos

‘Though xt was Jinmy’s own bowling
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that he was defeating, Jimmy was
brimming with delight. The new fellow
was a rod in pickle for the Moderns,
and that was all Jimmy Silver cared
ahout.

He sent down the ball again, in his

. best style, and the crowd of clmsﬂml

;

juniors round the field watched it
breathlessly. It was an unusual enter-

ment to see a junior bat standing
up to Jimmy Silver in this way.

“That'll be a wide,” said Morning-
ton of the Fourth, shrugging his
shoulders.

But Morny was wrong; it wasn’t a
“wide.” It broke in at an utterly un-
expected angle, and if Erroll had not
been an exceedingly wideawake bats-
man, he would have been caught nap-
As it was, he just stopped it.

d man!” shouted Lovell.

Mornington bit his lip.

Morny prided himself upon knowing
all about cricket, and certainly he was
a first-rate player when he chosg. Asa
bowler, he was very nearly the equal of
Jimmy Silver, and, but for his usual
slackness and his uncertain temper, he
would have been assured of a place in
the junior eleven.

“Not a wide,

after all,” grinned
Peele.

“Not exactly,” smiled Gower.

“I say, that new fellow can bat!”
said Townsend, watching Mornington's
face as he spoke, and grinning as it
clouded angrily.

nuts of the Fourth were very
friendly with the wealthy Mornington,
but it amused them to play on his sulky
and passionate temper. They knew that
he had a bitter dislike for the new boy;
Morny was a fellow who disliked very
easily. It was sufficient to cross his
lofty will in the smallest way to earn
his hatred.

“Yes, he can bat,” smiled Pecle, “A
regular corker, by Jove! Silver will
have to shove him in the eleven.”

“Even Silver can't touch his
wicket,” said Topham, taking up the
zalc,l “and Silver’s our champion

owler.”
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“Best in the Fourth!” said Towns-
end, with a nod.

\/Iormnngx gave his comrades &
bitter look.

“Jimmy Silver can’t touch me at
bowlin’, and you know it!” he snapped
savagely.

“Oh draw it mild, Morny!" protested
Towns:

“Mumys good, when he hasn’t been
smokin’ too much,” grinned Peele. “ But
when he has—"

‘“Hallo! Where are you gob
Morny?” called out Gower, as the dnndy
of the Fourth stepped over the rope.

Mornington did not reply.

He went on the pitch towmds Jimmy
Silver, who had just caught the ball as
it was tossed back by Conroy.

Jimmy looked at him.

“Clear off the pitch, Mornington!”
he said. “Don’t interrupt t,hc pzactice >

“Off, there!” shouted Lov

e Get off, Mornington!” called out

weome.
The dandy of the Fourth did not
heed. He came on towards Jimmy
Silver.
“You can'| n touch that
wxc'(eb 2 he said.
'm trying,” said Jimmy good-
h\\mouxuily. “You're in the way, Morn-
ington.”
“Let me Lry =
“On, T sea ¥
Jxmmy Hesitated.
*“You know I can do it, and you don’t
want to let the fellows see it done,”
snecrcd Mornington

New

fellow’s

be an ass!” snapped
Jimmy Sllver “You're interrupting the
prncgce Still, you can try if you like.

Catcl

He tossed the ball to Mornington,
who caught it neatly enough with one
hand, and went to the bowling-crease.

“Look here, we haven’t come out to
see Morny playing the giddy ox!’
growled Raby. “This is cricket!”

“Give him a chance,” said Jimmy
S)lver “After all, he’s a good bowler.”

“When he's it snapped Lovell

“How often’s that?”
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“Well, he looks fil enough now.”

Briol) gianced along the pitch, and
stood 1 He not seen Morn-
ington , but he cuu‘d see that the
elegmt Classacal knew something of
it, from his attitude.

All eyes were on Mornington now.

There was a bitter look on Morny's
handsome, sulky face. He meant tg take
the new junior’s wicket someho e
would have given a term’s pocket- muney
to down the new batsman, after Jimmy
Bilver had failed to do so.

He disliked Erroll bitterly, but there
was more than that in it. The junior
team was weak in bowlers, and an ex-
of fine form might compel
Silver to put his cld enemy in
the Rookweod team, against his will
At least, Morny hoped so.

He retreated, ball in hand, with a
good grip on it, and took a little run.

“Now look out for freworks!”
Townsend grinned to his companions,
and there was a chuckle from the nuts.
They looked on with the cheery antieipa-
tion of seemg the lofty Morny malke an
ass of himsel

But Momys dear friends were dis-
appointed.

The ball went down like a six-inch
shell, and Erroll played it; but 1b see‘mcd
to curl round the ready bat, with
twist on it that only a first-class how.er
could have put there.

Crash!

“My hat!” ejaculated Jimmy Siiver.

“Bowled!” gasped Lovell.

There was a shout.

“Well bowled Morny! Goed man!”

“Brayo

anm,ton was not popularin his
Form, but the Rookwood juniors were
never slow to recognise real merit at
their favourite game

“By d, he's done ft!” sai
L Clea.n bowled, by thunder!
Bravo, Morny !"

anmgbon glanced round him, his
eyes gleaming. With a Jofty and supex-
look, he walked off the pitch,
and joined his congratulating Illcnds
He did not want to bowl again, * He
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ight ot have had such luck a second
He preferred to retire with his
triumpn intact. Like Cmsar of old, he
had come, and seen, and conguered.
Oswald ficlded the ball, and the
cricket practice went on. Jin nmy &.xlwr
downed Frroll's wicket af But
there was no doubt Lhwt the honours
were wxuh ‘vlorny, and Jimmy, when he
leit the could not help thinking
what a pl y it was that Morny was such
a howling cad that it was impossible to
play him in the Rookwood Eleven. -

CHAPTER o
Aoousedl
E Fistical Four had a guest to tea
in the end study after the cricket
p:act‘

roll, the new fellow in tifé
clas.,xcal Fo"r

Al the four—Jxmm,v, Lovell, Raby,
and Newcome—had taken a liking to
the hardsome junior.

Erroll was a J‘ct and somewhat re-
served fellow; kind and good-natured,
hut of a more quiet nnd thoughtful turn
than most of the Fourth. In some ways
he sﬂemcd to have an old head on young
shoulder:

Jxmmy “silver had wondered once or
twice whether had been any
trouble in Erre] 1fe to bring that
thoughtful cast to his handscme face.

If that was the case, Erroll never
referred to it. He never, in fact, spoke
about himsel{ at all.

But the juniors knew enough of him
for their own satisfaction. Captain
Erroll's name was enough to recommend
his son,

Frroll was very cheery over tea in
the end study, however. Jimmy had
told him that he was to play in Satur-

ay's match. T was a distinction to be
played i ] being only two
or three ood.

The cheery chat round the study
table was interrupted, as Mornington
of the Fourth looked in,
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“Hallo!” said Jimmy Silver.
thmg \vantnd Fi
a word with you”

“Any-

said
Mormnﬂmn
« I‘\go 1tf you like.”
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why? Why shouldn’t Erroll be in the
eleven if he's considered fit?”

“I don’t say he’s not a good bat. It's
a question of character.

“Got anything to say against Erroll's

Jimmy Silver gave a comical groar

‘“Are you beginning that again?” h(‘
said. “Do you want me to explain all
the reasons why _y’ I wcnt play you any
more for RoOKwW«

“You nee w them. Jealousy
and bhh’\"s like t'lctt ; sald Mornington
coolly.

*“You silly fathead!” cried Lovell.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Well, let it go a‘ that!” he said.
“It saves argumen nt.”

“I hear you're putting a new man
into the eleven,” said Mornington.

“I'm ﬁrymg Selwyn of the Shell,”
s'ud Jimmy.

““And that fellow?”

“If you mean Erroll, by ‘that rellow,
Morny, you're right. Erroll is a bat w
can't leave out. I expect he will phy
in school matches this season, too, if
you specially want to know.

“Yes. The son of a thief and a forger
is not a suitable member of the Rook-
wood junior eleven, in my opinicn,”

Mornington spoke slowly and very
distinctly.

There was a breathless hush in the
study. Trroll rose quietly to his feet.
His handsome face had paled a little,

Jimmy pushed him bac}

“Wait a minute, Erroll before yo\l
smash the insulting cad,” he
“Mornington, we'll  have this out.
You've said something of the sort be-
fore, and I thought you were out of your
senses. Are you quite mad, or what do
you mean?”

I mean what Isay. You know young
Murphy«'Erl‘ert of the Second Form

Tewenz
“You know he was mixed up with all
h.nds of xotters before I brought him

It smiled sar
“I suppose I can’t ask you to put in
a better bowler than yourself, Silver,
as bowling’s your line. It wouldn't do
for me to rob you of all the limelight.”

““You're nob a better bowler than T
am—not so good,” said Jimmy Silver
calmly, iou S hétier to-day, though,
that’s a fact.”

“But if you want to make changcs
in the team, and you wen't put me in,
there are plenty of other fellows, better
than that outsider.

Jimmy Silver rose to his feet.

“That may be a special Mammpwn
brand of manners,” he remarked,
you’re insulting my guest. Will you get
out on your feef, or your neck?”

Mornington’s lip curled.

*As a member of Lhe club, if not nf
the team, I protest against that
being in the eleven,” he snd

Jimmy Silver stared al

“Tou utter ass!” he exclalmcd. “And

“I know,” said Jimmy, his angry
brow relaxing a little, Cad as Morny
was, it had been an actof genuine kind-
ness, his rescue of poor little 'Erbert
from poverty and want.

“’Erbert saw Captain Erroll when he
brought this fellow to the school,” said
Mornington coolly.  “He recognised
him—not as an Army cam,am, but as a

nm n
That fellow is the son
riminal who is passmg himself oﬁ s.s
an A.rmy captlai;
“’Erbert said so?" exclaimed Jimmy
Sn amazemen
“He did!

Jim.
cl

nt.
He will tell you so if you
like.”
““He must be off his rocker!”
“Mad as a hatter!” said Lovell
“Dunt yuu worry, Erroll, we know it’s
9.1!

"I hard!y thmk yowd believe it,” he
soid.
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“Of course not!"”

“You shricking ass, Morny,” said
Nﬂwco‘ne “We know all about Captain
Erroll His name was in the papers
some menths ago, He was a planter in
Hovdura,s before he joined the Army.”

there’s a real Captain Errell, I
don‘(: doubt,” sneered Mornington. *He
was invalided cuf of the Army, I know
that, too. I dare say he’s gone back to
Amenca, and that’s why Gentleman
.}“n borrowed his name.”

I don’t want to make a row in your
study, Jimmy Silver,” said roli
quietly. “But I can’t stand this!”

“I don't expect you to,” sald Jimmy.
“My advice is, take that slandering
rotter by the neck, and rub his lying
nose in the carpet!”

Jimmy stood aside.

Erroll stepped towards Mornington,
Who facsd him with a snecring, mocking
sm

“Wm you take back what you've said,
Mornington
u_“Im not likely to take back the

“Then vou ll put up your hands!”

“ Willing]

Erroll nushed back his cuffs. Buf the
dandy of the Fourth stepped out into
the passage.

“Not herel” he said. “I'll be ready
for you in the gym in ten minutes.”

Jimmy Silver's eyes blazed.

“You mean you want to make what
you've just said the talk of the schooll”
be exclaimed.

Tin| shrugged his

“We usually have our little rows in
the gym, don’t we?” he sneered. “Il
Wwait there for the  merry son and heir of
Gentleman Jim

He walked down the passage with a
laugh. Erroll hesitated a few moments
and then sat down to the tea-table
n"am His face was quite calm, but

e Fistical Four were all looking very
ncog? fortable. They did not believe a
syllable of Mornington’s wild accusa-
tion, but it left an unplcusant taste in
the mouth, as it w

When they had fm\shcd tea, the

“THE §ON OF
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Fistical Four marched down to the gym
with Erroll, with a very sincere hope
that he would give the dandy of the
Fourth the licking of his life.

CHAPTER 10,
Too Much for Mornington!
HERE was a crowd in the gym
T when Erroll arnved there with
Jimmy Silver &

Moderns s well a.s Classica‘s had
turned up in force.

Jim my Siiver knitted his brows as he
note

He lmew that Mornington and his
fr' ds had spread the news of the

g fight far and wide, in order
that the cause of the conflict should be
well known and discussed.

All cyes were turned on Errall

Morny's accusation was known to all
the f«,llcws—'\/lorny & Co. had taken
care of

True, mosﬁ of the juniors regarded i
as utterly wild and unfounded.

Most of them had seen Captain
Erroll when he brought his son to the
sdloo! and the suggestion that the
military-looking gentleman was a
member of the “swell mob” mas-
querading as an Army captain seemed
wildly absurd.

The suggestion, in fact, had done
Morny no good. It made the fellows
look upon him as a reckless slanderer,
as a fellow who would stop at nothi.
to injure a person he chose to disl

At the same time, it made Erro}
object of gencral interest and scrutiny.

The new junior did not seem to.
observe it.

He walked \vAh his head erect, and his
face perfectly

Assuredly he dni not look like a fellow
with a guilty conscience, who had
entered the school under false pretences.

Morny regarded him with a sardonic

smile. He was Dprobably the only fellow.

o5

pxescnt “ho believed in the strange
story of “Gentleman Jim.” Even
Townsend and the rest of the nuts,
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though they did not like Erroll, shock
their heads over it—though they backed
up Mornington in public.

Townsend & Co. welcomed the story
simply because Erroll was a friend of
the Fistical Four, and so anything
against Erroll was, to a certain extent,
against their old foes of the end study.

t their private opinion was that
“Erbert of the Sccond was a little ass,
who had made a ludicrous mistake; and
that Mornington was a hot-headed
duffer who had taken up an improbable
story for his own purposes, probably
without even believing it himself.

Mornington was already in his shirt-
sleeves, and was putting on the gloves.

Jimmy Silver, as Errell's second,
helped him off with his jacket, and
krought the boxing-gloves.

Adolphus Smythe of the Shell had
appointed himself timekeeper, with a
big golft Watch in his hand for the pur-

2%

the crowd of fellows thickening round
them.  Erroll was sturdy and strong, and
looked like a fighting-man. And Morn-
ington was well known to be a boxer,
and to have any amount of pluck and
determination, as well as a age
temper. It was likely to be a “mill ” of
uncommon interest.

“Time!” yawned Smythe.

Mornington opened with fierce
attuwk, pressing the figating from the

start.

Probably the dandy of the Fourth in-
tended to repeat the “veni, vedi, viei”
performance on the cricket-field, in a
new line.

It looked for a time as if he would
succeed, t00.

Erroll's guard was good, but he gave
ground before the impetuous attack, and
he was driven right round the ring,
amid sneering grins from the nuts.

“ Bravo, Morny ! ” chirruped Townsend.
i to be getting it

pose. The nuis apr of
as a timekeeper, but Jimmy Silver
looked at him a liitle suspiciously.
Smythe was hand-in-glove with Morn-
ington, and Jimmy was not quite sure
of fair play for his man.

“Look here, we don't want Smythe to
keep time,” said Jimmy directly.
“Smythey don’t know anything about
boxing, anyway. ”

) gad!” said Adolphus. ““You
cheeky fag, I suppose T know the rules!”

“Vye don’t want a pal of either party,”
said Jimmy. “One of the Modern chaps
will keep time—Toramy Dodd, for
instance.”

“I suggest Smythe,” said Townsend.
“I'm Morny's second, and I insist.”

“It's all right,” said Erroll. “What
does it matter?” r

“Well, I don't trust Smythe,” said

mmy.
“Oh, by gad!” said
“Never mind, let it
“Oh, all right!” saj B
But he was dissatisfied.
It was not long, ecither, before there
as good reason for Jimmy's dissatis-

n.
The two junicrs stepped into the ring,

Adolphus.
go!”

mmy.

g

all his own way—though it was true
that few of his savage drives actually
reached his adversary.

“How long are these rounds?” de-
manded Jimmy Silver suddeniy.

“Two minutes!” yawned Adolphus.

;;'I;Jg%s one has lasted two minutes and

alf1”

“Afraid of your man gettin’ knocked
out?” jeered Adolphus.

“Fair play!”

“Yes, fair play, you spalpeen!” ex-
claimed Flynn. “Sure, it's nearly three
minutes intirely!”

“I'm time,”

keepin’ remarked

Even Adolphus was driven to call time
at Jast. The first round was over. Jimmy
Silver looked rather anxiously at Ervoll,
as he made a knee for him.

Erroll met his glance with a quiet

smile.

“You let him walk round you,” mut<
tered Jimmy.

“I was taking
Erroll.

O

his measure,” said
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“I think the next round will surprise
him a little. Smythe will call time a
little more quickly, I fancy.”

“Oh, good!”

“Time!” came the call,

And the combatants stepped up to the
line again,

Mornington’s face was full of con-
fidence now.

He felt that the combat was n his
hands. He pressed the fighting again,
fully determined to finish in that round
if possible. But a surprise was awaiting
the dandy of the Fourth.

This time Erroll did not recede a

step.

He stood like a rock, and Morny, to
his surprise and chagrin, found that he
could not move him. Neither did his
blows penetrate Erroll's guard. The

A CRACKSMAN!

gasps, and his face was dark with fury.
But for, the gloves, Morny’s handsome
face would have been terribly marked®
by the punishment he had received. As
it was, he was hurt badly enough.

“ gad!” murmured Townsend.
“You've woke up the wrong passenger,
Morny. You were lookin' for a sheep
an’ you found a tiger, by gad!”

“Ill beat him yet!" panted Morn-

ington.

“I hope you will.”

“Do you think I can’t, you fool?”

Townsend shrugged his shoulders, but
said nothing.

“How long are these rests?” asked
Lovell sarcastically, when a couple of
minutes had elapsed. Smythe was back-
ing up his nutty pall all he could, with
2 lofty disregard for the rules of fair

dandy of the Fourth expended his wind | play.

and strength in a savage attack that
had no more effect than a wave dash-
ing on a cliff.

And then suddenly, as Morny paused,
panting, Erroll took up the attack,

He came on like lightning, his left
and right lashing out with drives that
Morny_could not stop.

Crash!

The dandy of the Fourth went down
in a heap, He was up again in a second,
springing like a tiger at the new junior.

But Erroll had “woke up” now with
a vengeance. He attacked hard and
fast, and Morny's guard seemed no-
where. Blow after blow rained in
Morny's face and chest, and he stag-
gered blindly round the ring.

“Time!” rapped out Smythe,

It was nob quite the two minutes
now. But the call of time came very
opportunely for Mornington. Another
second or two, and he would have been
knocked spinning.

Elx;mll dropped his hands and stepped
‘back.

And Jiramy Silver patted him cn the
shoulder, with rin.

“Goced man!” he said.

Mornington  almost collapsed on
Townsend's knee.

He was breathing in short, panting

“One minute!”

“Isn’t that a jolly long minute?”

“I'm keepin’ time.”

“Wake me up when you start again,”
remarked Tommy Dodd; and there was
a laugh.

“Time!” said Smythe reluctantly.

Mornington staggered into the ring.

Every fellow present could see that he
was already beaten, but Morny would
not admit it to himself. So long as he
could stand, he would fight.

Erroll stepped up to him quietly.

The third round was a furious one.
Morny’s fury secemed to give him a
chance for a moment or two, and Erroll
receded a few paces. Once again Morn-
ﬁ:gt;n hoped.  But his hope was short-

ved.

As he pressed on fiercely, Erroll met
him with a sharp attack, and he was
knocked right and left. Gamely the
dandy of the Fourth stood up to that
whirlwind attack. But he went back
and back, his guard feeble and failing,
till a heavy drive fairly on the chin
caxzied him off his feet, and he crashed
on the floor.

Smythe stared down at him blankly.

“Count!” yelled Raby.

“Count, you spoofer!”

Adolphus Smythe began to count, He

{
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counted with as much slowness as he
could put into it.

“One, two three*—a pause—four,
five, six ”—:moth cr long pause—“seven,
emht, nine”—a still longer pause—

Smythe might have counted a hun-
dred, as a matter of fact. Mornington
was unable to get on his feet.

“Our man wins!” grinned Lovell

Erroll pecled off his gloves, and
Jimmy Silver helped Him on with his
Jjacket. The new junior had been hardly
touched.

Townsend and Topham helped Morn-
ington up. The dandy of the Fourth,
breathing quick and hard, leaned on
them heavily. His eyes burned as they
were turned upon

The latter hesitated a few moments,
and then came towards Mornington. He
held out his hand.

“We've had it out,” he said. “I've
been lucky. That's all. There's my
fist, if you choose to take i, Morning-
on.”

“ Good man"’ said Tommy Docd
approvingly.

Mornington did not take the new
Junior’s hand. He fixed his eyes upon
him, with bitter hatred in his look.
“Shake hands, Morny!” shouted a

Don't be a cad!”

Mornington’s lip curled.

“I don’t shake hands with the sons
of forgers and cracksmen!” he said very
distinetly.

“You rotten cad!” shouted Jimmy
Silver. “Are you still keeping that up?”

“I'm keepin’ it up till that impastor
is shown up and turned out of Rook-
wood !” hissed Mornington.

“Shame!”

Mornington cast a fierce glance round
at the faces of the Rookwced fellows.
He read condemnation and disgust in
alinost every face. .

“Shame!”

Mornington staggered away, leaning
heavily on Townsend's azm. The shout
followed him, A

“Shame!”
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The popularity of the dandy of the
Fourth had never been at so low an
€bb. Even some of the nuts looked as
disgusted as the rest. Mornington left
the gym with an almost livid face.

Jimmy Silver squeezed Erroll's arm
as, t‘q.y followed.

Don’t mind him,” he said. “He’s
ratty, and cant get over his licking.
Nobody takes any notice of his silly
slanders.”

Erroll nodded. Jiminy Silver was
right enough. A loud cheer followed
Erroll as he left the gym with the
ca‘)tnm of the Fourth. There was no

0 the opinion of the Rock-
\wod feuows between Errcll and his
enemy.

CHAPTER 11,
King Cricket!

EELING fit?”
F J:mmy Silver asked that ques-
in clicery tones as he
clapped Errcll on the shoulder in the
guad after morning lessons on Satur-
ay.

Erroll looked rcund quickly.
He was standing under one of the old
beeches, reading a letter, with a dark
and thoughtful expression on his face
e thrust the letter into his
and gave the captain of the Fourth a
smile,

“Fit as a fiddle!” he said.

“We're playing the Moderns this
afterncon, you know,” said Jimmy.

“Yes, I'm looking forward to it. It's
jolly decent of you to put me in the
team when I've been such a shm time
here.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“My dear chap, I shouldn’t have put
you in if you hadn’t been worth your
place. You can bet your boots on
that!”

“¥es, I know,” assented Erroll. “I
hear that Mornington has been raising
the question in the club,

“He ,” said Jxmmy, frowmng
“That rotten yaru of his sgain.
body listened to him—even :his nwn



2 THE SON OF
friends didn’t back him up. Morny's
in a minority of one against you.”

“I wish Q,he fellow wouldn’% pick on
me in this w:

“Youve ruﬂled his lordly feathers
ihe wrong way, I suppose,” said Jimmy.
“Morny hates a fellow without much
trouble. He hates me, for instance,
and I'm rather a nice &

“Yes,” said Erroll, lnughmg “Butit’s
Totten. I'd have pl c[cn'ed {o be friends
with everybody here

“Not so jolly easy There’s all sorts
in a school, same as everywhere else.
Right 'uns and wrong ‘uns,” said
Jimmy. “Morny happens to be a
wrong ‘un. Still, it is queer the way he
sticks to that idiotic yarn, If he
» you'd be quite justified
in appealing to the Head to shut him

.
“I shan't do that!” said Erroll
quickly. ~ “Wouldn’t that come under
the head of sneaking?”
“Not under the circs. If he said

anything against my father I'd hammer
him black-and-blue, and if he didn’t
stop then, I'd see he was stopped some-
how. He's making himself awfully un-
popular by it. The queer thing is, that
Morny seems to believe it himseif.”

“You think he does?” asked Erroll,
with a_curious look at Jimmy Silver.

“Well, yes; but it’s only because it's
a_ handle against you, of course. A
chap can make himself believe what
he wants to believe. And it's jolly
queer about young ’Erbert, t00,”

“I've seen that kid. He looks a
decent sort.”

“He’s rough and ready, but he's one
of the best,” said Jimmy. “Morny got
the yarn from him in the first place
'ErberL believes it, the young ass! I've
talked to him about it, and told him
s all rot. He won’t argue, but I can
see hes gob it fixed in his silly head.”

s the kid? He's a queer little
be”gar to b here.”

"A poor little beggar found starving
on the road” lai y.

Mumy is a queer fish. He’s got good

Points, He picked him up, brought him !
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home in a motor-car, fed him and
dressed him, and all that, persuaded
the Head to admit him to the school,
and got his guardian to pay the fees.
It was awfuly decent of Mornington,
and, in fact, it fairly bowled us over.
We' never expected anything of the
kind from him. It makes it all the
more the pity he's such a, howling
rotter in other ways.”

“You don't think Mormngtcn pub
the story into the kid's hea

“Oh, no,” said Jimmy s:lver at once.

“The fact is, Erroll, your pater must

resemble that rheery Gentleman J)m in
looks. Such things do happen. s a
case of resemblance, and led 'Erbext to
make the mistake. Still, hes a sxlly
little idiot to think such a thi an
I've talked to him pretty plamly about
it. He really ought to be licked

“Oh, no, no!” said Erroll q\ucmly.

Jlmmy laughed.

“Mornington seems a good cricketer."
said Erroll. “I hear that he thinks he
ought to have the place you 've gx"cn
me. Why doesn’t he play?”

“Because he’s such a worm.
triéd him In the footer, and he would
kick the ball through his own goal if

he was in a nasty temper. You can’t
play a chap like tha et
“My at. No.”
mind him,” said Jimmy

“II he keeps harping on_that
silly story about you he'll get a Form
rgﬁﬂgmg next, and then he may ring

“I'd rather make friends with him.”

“Now much chance of that. You
can't be friends with Morny unless
you kow-tow to him. Look af{ his
pals! They were all gunnmg when
you licked him the other day in the
gym. That's the kind of fncnds}up he
inspires. They were glad to see him
taken down a peg, and a fellow can’t
quite blame them, gcither—he rides
roughshod over them.”

Erroll nodded, and they went in to
dinner as the bell ra

After dinner the Classncal Jjuniors
streamed down to the cricket ground,,

Wwe've
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It was a sunny afternoon, and ideal
weather for cricket. Tommy Dodd and
the Moderns came down in great force.

Mornington & Co. were there also.

Morny was looking restive and
moody.

The unpopularity he had brought
upon himself by his persecution of the
new junior was bitter enough to him.

His aim was to make himself popular,
if he could, with a view of supplanting
Jimmy Silver in the leadership of the

Rookwood juniors. He had certainly
gowe the worst way to work to effect
that object.

But he was far too self-willed and
obstinate to recede a step. Bitterness
and malice urged him on; though, as
he firmly believed his accusation
against Erroll, there was perhaps a
vague sense of duly mixed up with his
motives to a’certain extent.

The Classicals were fielding, and
Errell came into the field with the rest
of the team, looking very fit in his
flannels.

Murnmctons eyes gleamed as he
looked at him.

And when Erroll caught Tommy
Dodd in the second over there was a
thunderous cheer from the Classical
crow

“Well caught!”

“Bravo, Erroli!”

“They’re makin’ a fuss of the cad!”
said Mornington. “A Rookwood crowd

cheermg the son of a common
criminai!”

Towusend. and his companions looked
lmpﬂ ent.

They did not want to quarrel with
Mornington, but they were growing
fed-up with Lhe subject. The lofty
Morny was, in fact, becoming a bore,
wi th his incessant harping on one
string.

“For goodness’ sake give us a rest!”
said Townsend tartly, “Why can’t you
let the chap alone? He’s not our sort,
but he's not doin’ us any harm. Give
him a rest, and us,

“Yaas, for goodness” sake put on a
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new record, Morny!” said Smythe of
the Shell, with a huge yawn. “Youre
growin’ tircsome,”

Mornington gritted his teeth, and
walked away from his fuends. They,
were not Sorry to see him g

Smythe grinned quite cheerfully

“Did you fellows ever come across
such a fearful bore!” he asked. “He
seems to have only one topic, and he

bores a fellow to tears with it, I'm
gettm sick of the subject!”
“Same here!™ said Topham. “Fed

up to the chin!”

“It’s time Morny let it drap," saﬁd
Townsend. _“It’s all rot, an’ Morn
knows i, or he's a fool if he doesn't! 4

“Hear, hear!”
Mormnﬂcon went on to the pavilion
y himse! 1( and watched the cricket
wlth dark, knitted brows.

Erroll was bowling now, and though

his bowling was ot so good as his
batting, it was very good. He ac-
counted for two Modern wickets. The
cheers that rang around the field were
gall and wormwood to Mornington.

Erroll had been popular almost from
the first day at Rookwood, his
prowess as a cricketer added immensely
to his popularity. He was easily one
of the best in the Classical team, and
there was no trace of swank about him.:

When the Modern innings was over,
and the Classical side went in, all eyes
were on Erroll, who opened the innings
with Conroy at the other end,

Mornington watched him, in the hope
of sceing him fall to the Modern bowl-
ing; but that hope was disappointed.

Erroll was at the top of his form,

Five batsmen came and went, with
Erroll still firmly set, and when he
fell at last to Tommy Dodd’s howling
there were fifty-two runs to his credit:
It was a big individual score for a
junior bat, and the Classicals cheered
Erroll vociferously as he carried out his

at.

Jimmy Silver rubbed his hands.
Lovell and Conroy had also done well,
and Pons was batting in great sLy.e,
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and Rawson had taken twenty. The
Classical score was, as Raby remarked,
a corker, and it looked as if they m:vht
beat the Moderns with an innings to
spare.

Tommy Dodd & Co. had scored only
sixty for their first innings, and the
Classical score wa&s now at a hundred
and fifteen, and by the time the last
wicket went down it was a hundred
and forty.

The Moderns looked very seriousY
when they batted again.

‘Tommy Dodd & Co. worked hard in
that_innings. Loud were the shouts
of the Classical when Erroll caught
Doyle and Cook in succession. Jimmy
Silver performed the hat-frick amid
thunderous cheers.

‘The Moderns wanted eighty to save
the innings defeat, but it looked as if
they would not be scored. Seven for
forty was not promising.

‘With Tommy Dodd and Towle at the
wickets, however, the score looked up.
When the last man came in to join
Temmy Dodd it stood at seventy-six.

Tommy Dodd was on his mettle now.

ad given up hope of winning the
match; but, at all events, the Classicals
should be forced to bat a second time.

But of even that consolation the
Modem skipper was to be deprived.

Tommy Dodd drove away the ball
with a safe margm, as he thought, and
ran. But a lithe figure in white w:
fleeting to inmrcept the ball, and xt
fairly floated down into an upraised

Smack!
“Hooray!”
‘Well caught'
“Good old Err¢
Tommy Dodd made a grimace, and
walked away from the wicket. He was
out—caught out by the new Jjunior.
Mornington  gritted and
stalked away, with rage and blttemess
in his heart. And Erroll, as he cams
off the field, was surrounded bya cheer-

O"h, well caught!”

mg cm\vd
The Moderns had been beaten by an
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innings, and it was Jimmy Silver's new
recruit who had made it possible. Loud
cheers for Errcll rang in Mornington’s
ears as he stalked savagely away.

CHAPTER 12,
Uncle James Knows What to Dot
THINK I've got it!”
Thus exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
It was a couple of days after
the cricket match, and the Fistical
Four were at tea in the end study with
Erroll and Oswald.

Jimmy Silver had been thinking, and
the result was to be announced. Errcll
was looking a little clouded.

Condemned as he was by Rookwced
opinion on all sides, fed-up as his own
friends were with the topic, Morning-
ton had gone obstinately on his way,
and he did not allow the subject of
Gentleman Jim to be forgotien.

It was not surprising that it was get-
ting on Erroll’s nerves.

He had licked Mornington a second

1 my it
that had had no deterrent cffect upcn
Mornington—rather the reverse.

A good many fellows advised Erroil
to place the matter before the Head,
or his Form-master at least, and bring
the voice of authority to bear upon the
obstinate and malicious junior.

But Erroil firmly declined to do any-
thing OI the sort.

imply let Morny “rip,” so to
speak Ii the dandy of the Fourth in-
sulted him to his face he hit out. What
Morny chose {o say among other
fellows was Morny’s own business, and
Erroll passed it by, unregarding.

Erroll's friends—and they were
nearly all the Fourth—were savagely
angry with Mornington for not letting
Lhe wretched slander drop. A Form

ing had suggested;
though it would have been a
punishment, it was certain not to stop.
Mornington in his curious crusac
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Mornington believed what he stated—
that was the difficulty.

Hence Jimmy levers cogitations
upon the matter, and his announce-
ment at the tea-f mble in the end study
that he had “got it."”

“Well, what have you got?” asked
Lovell. “If you've gob any more grub
you can hand it out

“Rats!  About Errc'l] I mean!”

“About me?”  said En-ou with a
smile. “What about me?

“And about_that cad Mornington’s
silly yarn! ~ You see, the trouble is
that Jfhe silly chump ‘believes it him-

“Be cause Erroll licked him!”
marked Oswald.

“Yes, that's the kind of evxdcnce
he’s got!” snorled Lovell. —“What
Morny wants is 2 Form ragging, and
helll get it, too!”

But suppose Morny could be made
to admit that it was a mistake?” said
Jnmmy lever triumphantly.

w ot

“well Ivc thought of a way!”

“That’s good news!” said Erroll,
“It's a\viu]ly good of you to bother your
head abou

“well, Momys got to be shut up,
you know. -He's gefting on everybody’s
nerves with his silly rot! And I think
I can squash him, and make him own
up that he's played the giddy goat!”
said Jimmy Silver, with satisfaction,

“Good old Uncle James!” grinned
Newcome. “Listen to the pear]s of
wisdom that fall from his lips!”

“Fathead!”

. But what's the idea?” asked Raby.

“Oh, it’s quite simple, but
corker!” said Jimmy. “I suppose
‘you're like your father, Erroll? Chaps
generally are.”

Erroll started.

“Like my father?” he repeated,

“Yes; in looks, T mean.”

“I suppose s0,” said Erroll, “Why?”

“That’s the idea! T dB,re say you’ve
ot a photograph of
" “Noj; as it happens, I mven't ”

“It doesn’t make any ‘difference; I

Te-
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can get one,” said Jimmy, “Now, some

of the fellows saw Captain Erroll when
he came here, but only some of them.
Those who saw him only had a glance
at him, mostly from a distance—so, of
course, no fellow can say whether
Erroll’s like him or not. Now, my idea
is to get @ photograph of Captain
Erroll.”

“What for?” asked Lovell.

“Don't you see, ass? If Erroll's like
his father, and he's sure to be—why,
the photograph will show that he's
“hat he snys he is, and not what Morny
says

troub]ed look came over Erroll's

ace,

“I'm afmld it won‘L do?” he said,

“Why n Jimmy.

“You see. )f I smd for a photograph
of my pater, Morny will only say it is
a photograph of the mysterious person
he calls Gentleman Jim, and not of
Cnptam Erroll at all!”

ha!” chuckled Lovell. “Good
old Uncle James, putting his foot in
it! Of course, Morny would say that
at once, and he would take it as evi-
dence on his side of the argument!”

“Oh, den’t cackle too soon!” said
Jimmy Silver. “I meant a photograph
that cou! d be proved to be that of Cap-
tain Erroll

£ Mommgwn would not take my
word for that,” said Erroll. “And—
and if yow'll excuse me, I don'’t care to
enter into any ar"ument ‘with Morning-
ton on the subject

“That's all vel'y well, but 1t would
close the matter for good,” said Jimmy.
ou say’s Tight enough—Morny
would meake out that your photograph
of the captain wasn’t genuine, But he
can't say so to one that I can pro-
duce!”

e How the merry dickens are you
going to get a photo of Erroll’s pater?”
demanded Raby.

Silver smiled a smile of
supenor wisdom.

“That’s where Uncle James' brains

come in,” he explained. “Have you
rorﬂomzn the jaw there \ns abouk
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Erroll before he came—on account of
his father having been in the papers?
A few months ago Captain Erroll was
being jawed about no end for the way
he won the D.S.O. on the North-West
Frontier. His photograph was in a
dozen papers, and I saw it myself at
the time, though I've forgotten what he
was like. Well, my idea is to get am
old number of the * Daily Skeich’ with
Captain Erroll’s portraif in it. Even
Morny couldw’t deny that that was
genuine, with the name printed under
it, in a copy of the ‘Dally Sketch’
printed three or four months ago.”

“My hat! What a ripping idta!”
c‘{clalmcd Oswald,
“Then, if Errcll‘s anything like his

father, the likeness will settle the
matter,” said Jimmy Silver triumph-
antly. “And that's a cert! Sons
nlways more or less like their dads.”

’t Ab a corker, Erroll?”
mmy Silver furned a smiling

glance on Erroll, and started.

Erroll’s s face was white.

The smile died off Jimmy's face.
What was Erroll looking like that for?

“Erroll!” he exclaim

The new junior puiled himself to-
gether,

“What’s the matter wxlh you"'

“Nothing! But—but

Jimmy Silver’s face was grave Tato
his own loyal breast a dark doubt had
crept, in spite of himself. Was it pos-
sible that Molnm"tcl. had been speak-
ing the truth’

Erroll was ‘himself agn.m in a
mement, however. He smil

“It's an awfully geod 1dea,” he said.

“On!” said Jimmy, greatly relieved,
and ashamed of the momemary doubt
(hftt had assailed hinm, ou thi

v a corker,” said Oswald, thh a
very curicus look at Erroll. will
sct'lF the matter &r‘d ﬁm._h i

“Yes,” said Erroll. “Only-
Ls" On]y what?” ?.s»sed the Fistical Four
get]
Erml]. cnmpresscd his lips a little,
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“I'd rather not enter into any argu-
ments wl(h Mornington abcut it,” he
said.  “ItS not my business to con-

ince him lhat hes lymg I dare say
he will drop th Bject in the long
run. If he docsn't T dan’t care rauch.”
He hasn’t shown any sign of drop-
ping it so far,” said Jimmy Silver dryly.
" “Well, let him rip, and be hanged to

im !

Again Jimmy Silver felt that chill
doubt creeping upcn him. He had ex-
pected the new junfor to greet his rip-
ping suggestion in the most hearty way:
Surely it ought to seem worth while to
Exroll to crush the slander once and for
all.

“Look here” said Lovell. —“That
won’t do, Erroll!”

Frro\l locked af

“We don’t behe\e nn}thnm against
you, and we've said so. But if you
raise objections to the thing being put
to a certain test, the other Tellows will
begm to think Lhc.es something in it.”

“I hardly think s0.”

“Well, I think so." said Lovell tartly,
“and I'm blessed if I shouldn’t agree
with them,

Exroll’s eyes ﬂashed

“Easy does it, L(uell old scout,” said
Jimmy Silvi “But it’s quite right,
Erroll. It's ail very well to despise &
silly slander, but if it can be proved to
be a slander, it’s no good mounting the
high horse and declining to do i We
can get an old number of the ‘Daily
Sketch,’ with Captain Erroll's chivvy in
‘t and that will shut Morny up for

"1’ dont agree with you, Silver:
Mornington isn't worth that amount of
notice.”

“Oh, rot!” said Lovell.

Jimmy set his lips a little,

“I'm sorry to disagree with you
fellows, when you’ve keen such jolly

good friends to me,” said Erroll in his
frank way. “But that’s my view, and I
stick to it. I shan't take any 5L=p in
the matter.”

“You needn’t,” said anmy “T will;
1 can drop a line to the * Daily Sketch *
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office, askifng for the paper, if they've
80t

ted.
oL \vouldn’t do that against my
wish!

\,xmmj lever looked him squarely in
the face.

* “I shall do it,” he said.
aking me wonder, Erroll,
there's anyth.\nv m. the yarn,

you that plainly.

Erroll I‘ushed Crimson,

“I'm your friend, and you know it,”
said Jimmy. “As your friend I'm going
to knock this slander on the head, If
you raise ObjE:Ct)OnS to my doing it,
‘what am I fo think?

“You can think what you hke ” said
Erroll, rising to his feet. I don't
want to quarrel with you, so I'd better
leave your study, Jimmy Silver. I de-
cline to take the least notice of Morn-
ington, and if you do as you suggest, it
will be against my wish.”

With that Erroll left the study, clos-
ing the door after him.

There was a grim silence in the room.

The five Jmuors looked at one another
rather blai

Lovell b:oke the silence at last.

“It’s not possible——" he began, and
aused.

“You're
‘whether
I tell

“It—it can’t be,” muitered Oswald.

“Erroll's & bit of an ass, I should say.
Jolly queer he should geL on m= high
horse like this. But—

“I know what the feuuws would say
if they heard him as we've ;usb
heard him,” said Newcome dryly.

Raby nodded assent.

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“I don’t quite know what to think,”
he “I can't believe anything
a"alnsb Erroll. But—but this is going
to be settled one way ox‘ the other.
For his own sake if’s going to be

proved. I don't understand the line
hes taken, but I'm going to have it
settled.”

And within half an heur the letter
was written and despatched, and the

?-
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Fistical Four waited, after that, very
anxiously for the “Daily Sketch ” that
contained the undoubtedly genuine
portrait of Captain Erroll,

CHAPTER 13,

Put 10 the Testl
ORNINGTON of the Fourth wore
M a smiling face the next

The good humour of the ele-
gant Fourth Former seemed to be quite
reslored. Townsend & Co. surprised
by his smiling cheeriness, wanted

w the reason, They stared when
Morny gave it.

“Jimmy Silver’s come to the rescue,”
he said. “He’s thought of a dodge for
proving my case.

“By gad!” said Townsend. “You're
wanderin’ in your little mind, Morny,
1 hear that Silver is gettin’ a piclure of
Captam Erroll to prove Erroﬂs case
by, his resembiance to his pater.

“Exactly!” grinned Mommgbon.

“Well, that will settle it, won’t it?™
demanded Peele.

“No doubt it will! I'm open to bet
any chap five to one, in qui that
Captain Erroll’s portrait won't reﬁﬂmble

Erroll of the Fourth any more than it
resembles you or me.”

“Oh!” said the nuts together,

Mornington chuckled with glee,

Jimmy Silver’s scheme for clearing

Erroll of the faintest vestige of sus-
picion was known in the Fourth, and
regarded with approval by all the
juni vas considered quite a
master-stroke of Uncle James’, and
when the proof arrived, it was agreed
that if Morny didn’t own up that he
was wrong he sheuld be ragged tlll he
did.

But the dandy of the Fourth took
quite another

Convinced that Erron was the son of
Gentleman Jim, and not of Captain
Erroll at all, Morny did not believe
for a moment that the captain’s pors
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trait would show any resemblance to
the new jlmxor

Jimmy S was, in fact, playing
into his hunds vuthout the least inten-
tion of doing so.

If the man who had brought Erroll
to Rookwocd was not Captain Erroll,
but a rascal masquerading in his na me,
as Morny contended, then certainly
new junior was not the son of the rPdﬂ
Captain Erroll. that case, it was
absurd to suppose that he bore any
resemblance to him.

phof togmph when it arrived,
would prove Mornington’s case; of that
the dandy of the Fourth was convinced.

His friends did not agree with his
view, but Morny’s positiveness made
some impression upon them, and they
were very keen for the expected proof
to arrive. The matter had now become
one of general interest to the juniors
of Rookwood. oll had jumped into
prominence at once in the little world
of the juniors, and Mornington was a
prominent character, too.

The dispute was known and com-
mented on by every fellow in the
Third, the Fourth “and the Shell,
Classical and Modern. Indeed, it had
reached the ears of some of the seniors
by this time, and Erroll had been the
recipient of rcod many curious
g]mces from fellows in the Fifth and

Sixt!

Natuauy, fellows spoke to Erroll on
the subject. His objection to the scheme
had not been mentioned outside the
end <tudy' But it was easy for anyone
to he was not pleased. The
\\sua,lly fr'mk and cheery junior seemed
to_have changed.

He was quiet, silent except when
spoken to, and he kept a great deal to
himeself. He avoided Jimmy Silyer &
Co. that day; but his apparent resent-
ment did not affect Jimmy.
had done right in taking this step,
Jimmy knew, and if there was anything
“fishy » about Erroll, the sooner it wes
shown up the better.

Jimmy tricd hard not to allow doubt
to grow in his breast, but in face of

5
H
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Erroll’s attitude it was difficult to keep
it down. The rest of tie Co. shared his
feeling, but they gave Erroll the he'\eﬁ\:
of the doubt, as Jimmy
proof should arrivé, which \vould scme
the matter for good one way or the
ot‘mn

ere was no reply to Jimmy Silver’s
letter that day, and Morny sarcasti-
cally pointed out to his pals that Erroll
was lcoking more cheery after the last
post was in,

“I'm reAm' his merry thoughts,
dear boys,” said the gleeful Morny.
“Those pnpers don’t keep back num-
bers, as_a 1rul and he hopes the
blcsscd thing is oub of print and can‘t
be ‘obtained. That cheers kim up.”

“My hat! That would knock it on
the head!” remarked Townsend.

“It wouldn’t!” sald Mornington
cglofll,y “I've writen to London my-

“You have?”

“Exactly! I've written to an agent,
offerin’ any price for some paper Or
magazine_that dontains a picture of

Captain Erroll. Some of them must
still be in print-—there were a lot pub-
lished his photograph, If Jimmy Silver
doesn’t get his paper I shall aet one.”

“You're playin’ Silver’s game.”

“Jimmy Silver's playin’ my game, an
I'm helpin’ hxm said Mcrn.ngton,
with a laugh. “Wait and s

And the juniors waited.

The next morning there was a letter
for Jimmy Silver. It was a pelite note
regreiting that the number of the
paper was out of print, and could not
e supplicd.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated the
Fistical Four in chorus as they read the
letter in the hall. Erroll glanced at
Jimmy inquiringy. Q\ute a number
of juniors had gathered round.

“Can’t get the paper!” saxd Jimmy
abruptly, and he could not help notic-
ing the light that leaped into Erroll's

o

dark eyes.
“Sorry!” said Erroll. “Sorry if
you're disappointed! it really

wasn’t worth the trouble, you know.”
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“I think it was!” said Jimmy tarlly.

“Silver won't be disappointed,” said
Mornington, with a laugh.

“What y ‘mean?” snapped
Jimmy. “They can’} send the paper!”

“I mean that I'm gettin’ a paper
a@ewn, and it's pretty sure to arrive
to-day,” sald Mornington coolly. “All
the papers ain’t out,of print, Hallo,
Erroll, you don’t look pleased!™

Teroll walked away.

“What are you domg it for, Morn-
ington?”  snapped i Silver
savageiy. “It will prove you a liar!”

“It will prove Erroll a liar! I'm
open to bet any fellow quids to hobs
that Captain Erroll's pertrait is not
more like Erroll than it’s like Jimmy

Silver!” said Mornington, looking
round.
“On, go and eat coke!” growled
Lovi 1]

rugged his
and strolled mwy to the Form-room.
The dandy of the Fourth was in high
feather that day.

After lessons there was a rush fo see
whether there was a postal packet for
Mornington. A rolled paper addressed
to him reposed in the rack, and Morny
grinned as he took it down.

*¢The Illustrs.ted Gazette,” ” he read
on the label. “A bob paper—they
keep the back number of that. Cap-
tain Erroll's chivy will be in this, dear
boys. Come into the Common-room
and bring Erroll, The dear fellow will
be ghd to see his pater’s portrait—

what?”

“Come on, Erroll!” called out Jimmy
Sitver.

Erroll had gone into the quadrangle.
Jimmy ran after him.

“Come on!” he

“Thanks! I'd rather not!”

“Better come. You're going to see
Morny knocked as flat as a flounder,”
said Jimmy. “Look here, Erroll, you've
got to come!”

vell took Erroll’s arm, and Jimmy
took the other arm. Between them the
new junior was walked into the House

m
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and into the Common-room. Nearly all
LE Fourth and the Shell gathered

Erroll 's handsome face was pale. The
Jjuniors cast curious glances at him.
The same thought was in every mind

ow—was Morningion in the right,
after 2al1? But Erraﬂ if he was a cheat
and an impostor, must have had plenty
of nerve, and he was game to the last.
He met the doubtful glances of the
Juniors with erect head and steady eyes.

The matter was quickly to be put to
the test. Morninglon’s slim fingers
were already unrolling the paper.

There was a hush of expectancy in
the Common-room.

“After all,” muttered Oswald, “if—if
it isn’t like Erroll, that don't prove
much. Chaps ain’t always like their
fathers.”

“Are you like your father, Erroll?”
gnnncd Morningten, “You ought to

gy have nothing to say to you, Morn-
ington.”

“We shall all have something to say
to you pretty quick, I think!” sneered
Mornington.

“Get it over, and not so much jaw!”
said Jimmy Silver roughly.

turnmg over the

papi
are!”

‘“Here we
“Here’s the name—an

he exclaimed.

article and a
portrait! Why—why—what— By
thunder!”

Mornington’s
from his bead.

He gazed at the pictured face upon
the thick glazed paper of the illustrated
periodical as if il mesmerised him,

“Let'’s see it!” shouted a dozen
veices.

Fellows crowded round on all sides
t.o Jook at the reproduced photograph

n the paper, under which was printed
"capt. n_Erroll, Loamshire Regiment.”

rroll did nor mcve He was breath-
ing deep and h:

Jimmy Snvcrs face lighted up as he
looked at the pictured features in the
paper.

eyes almost started
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The portrait was that of a handsome
man of about forty—a man with clear-
cut features and dark eyes. But for
the fact that it was evidently
trait of a grown
been taken for Erroll's own face.

‘The resemblance was not only notice-

able, but it was siriking.

Every feature of Kit Erroll’s hand-
some face was reproduced in the por-
trait under the eyes of the junicrs,

“My k‘at‘ exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell. *What
have you got to say now, Morny?”

Mornington was dumb.

He had nothing to say. Gladly would
he have denied the resemblance be-
tween the pictured face and Erroll's.
But he could not. It was too striking
for that. e two faces, allowing for
the difference in age, were the same.

Morny's face was a study. There was
a roar of laughter in the Common-
room. A dozen fellows patted Erroll on
the back.

Erroll spoke at last.

“Ts it like me?”

“Like you!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
“As like as two peas!”

Erroll gave a violent start.

“Haven't you ever noticed it your-
self?” asked Lovell. “Why, if you
looked oldcr, you would pass for your
own pater!”

“ Give it to me,” said Erroll huskily.

He looked at the pictured face with
a strange expression on his own. He
drew a cleep, almost sobbing breath,

“It’s like me,” he sai

“You spesk as if youd. never seen
it before,” said Jimmy Silver, in
wonder. All his doubts were set at rest

Mumlngb{m found his voice.

“He never has seen it before!” he
said thickly. “It's an acmdent—just a
chance resemb lance—""

“Ch, up!” muttered Townsend.
“Don't be a fool, Morny!”

"Youve got this proof here your-

Mornington;” said Jimmy Silver.
“IL’S proved that Erroll is true blue—
not that anybody ever doubted m—lts

the
man, it might have |
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proved that he is the son of Captain
Erroll. They're as like as peas in a
pod.  Now-*you've got 1o beg Erroll's
pardon!”
Mornington panted.

“Beg his paAdan‘
liar—an impostor!

“You're still keeping to that with
that evidence lying under your nose!™
shouted Jimmy Silve:

“I can't understand it!  It’s like
Erroll. I can’t catch.on. But I know
that he’s the son of a cracksman, not
of Captain Erroll, and—""

Mornington got no further. A shouti
of angry disgust interrupted him, and
he was collared on all sides by the
juniors,  Struggling and kicking, the
dandy of the Fourth was bumped hard
e floor, and then pitched head-
lcng out of the Common-room.

Jimmy Silver slipped his, arm through
Erroll’s.

”Come on,

"I tell you he's &

3

old scout. All serene
oW.

Erroll nodded without speaking., But
his handsome face was very much
brighter now. His strange reluctance
to have the matter put to_the test was
forgotten now—by all but Mornington.

But Mornington did not forget:
Baffied and defeated, the dendy of the
Fourth did nob give in; but for the
present he was silent. But he did not
forget!

CHAPTER 4.
Strange News!
« yIMMY SILVER—the rotter!”
Mornington of the Fourth mut«
tered the words savagely as he
stood lookmg out of the window of
Study No.

It was a “bright afternoon, but the
shadows were lengthening in the old
quadrangle of Rookwood.

On Little Side a crickeb match was
in progress. Jimmy Silver, the cap~
tain of the Fourth, was at the wicket;
facing a Bagshot bowler, Erroll, the
new junior at Rookwood, was at the
other end. !
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Jimmy Silver's name, in a roar from
the juniors round the cricket field, had
reached Moraington's ears as he,stood
Wwith a moody brow at his study window.

Jimmy was putting up a great inn-

“Ings for his side, and a hif to the
boundnry had been the cause of the

“Good old Jlmmy' Well hit!”
d man, Jimmy Silver!”

1\ oznm ton stared over the beeches
in the direction of the cricket ground.
Rookwood were beating Bagshot,
though Pankley & Co. of Bagshot, were
putting up a good game. And Morn-
ington, who was as good a cricketer as

‘was scowling in his study—out of it!
The dandy of the Fourth had thrown

his_cigarette impatienlly away. Ho

was in a savage temper as he stood

there waiching. It was, indeed, his
savage temper, as much as anything
else, that kept him out of the ranks of
the Rookwood cricketers.
atsmen were runnmg aﬂ.un
' now, the fieldsmen leather-hun
was a single, and it brought th Llroll
the new boy, to the batting end. Morn-
ington’s eyes glittered as they rested on
the distant white-clad fizure. Even at
that distance he could make out the
handsome, flushed face. He watched
moodily. He was not surprised to hear
the shout th:\t followe
b1

It \va< a 3
Mornington drove his hands deep
into hi is teeth coming hard

Erroll, the new boy, whom he had
made his special enemy—Erroll was
reaping glory in the Bagshot match

as well as Jimmy her Everything
seemed to Mom‘ be going
\wmﬂ.3 His pcrsecuuon of the new
boy, the Fourth, had

brough' him into general ogdium among
his Form-fellows. Even Peele and
“Townsend and Topham, his pals, were
tired of it.

he Iocked at the handsome young
cricketer a doubt forced ltself into
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Mornington’s mind. Was the accusa-
tion he had made against Erroll true,
after all? He had helieved it. Bub
had he been led 100 far by his bitter
dislike of the fellow—led into making
himself unpopular, disliked—into even
a bore, as Townsend pathetically com-
plained?

He wondered.

There was a timid tap at the door,
and it opened. Mornington swung
round impatiently. His dark brow grew
darker at the sight cf the fag who
entered

It was Murphy of the Second Form.
““Erbert,” as he was called, stood in
the doorway, and looked half-inquir-
ingly at his patron.

'Erbert paused as he caught Morn-
ington’s scowl.

Deeply grateful as he was, 'Erbert
had learned that his patron had a very
uncertain te'nper and he never quite
knew bow to take him.

& b vou"' snapped Mornimto').

“Yes sir!” faltered ’Er

“You young ass!” sud Mornm”lon.
“A pretty pickle you've got me
with your silly yarns about Erroll

'Erbert started.

“They wasn't yarns, sir,” he said
steadily. “I told you the truth.”

“‘Jﬂs it the truth?” said Mornington
sava;

“You don’t think as T'd tell you a lie,
sir?” stammered ’Erbert, his  troubled
little face growing crimson.

“Well, I don't see why you should.
But you made a bloomer, at least, I
Lhn‘s S0 mow!” snapped Mornington.

“You told me you recognised Erroll’s
father—Captain Erroll—as a criminal
you had known in some low den you
u5°d to live in before I found you.”

0 I did!” said 'Erbert stubbornly.
”IVs L"ue‘ I knowed ’im as Gentleman
Jim, the cracksman, and he ain’t no
more a Captain n,rro‘] than I am!”

“You stick to that

“I dees!” said ’ErLert “It's true.
I ain’t gob nothin’ agin Exroll—he scems
to me a good sort; but it's true th:
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the man wot brought him ‘ere was
Gentleman Jim, the forger and cracks-
man, what I knowed once at Dirty
DJck‘s tenement behind the Euston

"He called himself Ca.ptaﬂ) Erroll of
the Loamshire Regiment.”

said  Mornington
savagely. “I believed your yarn, an’
accused Erroll to his face. T got an
old paper with a picture of Captain
Erroll, from a photograph taken after

he got his D.8.0. in India. Well, that

was a genuine picture of the genuine
Captain Erroll, and it’s -as like Erroll
of the Fourth as one pea is like
another.”

“I don’t understand if, sir,” said
Erbert. “If Erroll is really Captain
Erroll’s son, I don’t see why Gentleman
Jim should bring ’im to Rookwood.”

Mornington paced the study rest-

essly.
Was there truth in the little waif’s

He co uid not think that the fag had
deceived him willingly. If *Erbert was
wreng, he was mistaken.

But how could such a mistake have
arisen?

Could there be a personal resem-
blance between Gentleman Jim, the
swell mobsman, and Captain Errol], the
Honduras planter who had become an
officer in the King’s Army? It was
absurd to suppose it.

“*Sides, that there photograph don't
prove nothing for Erroll,” sald 'Erbert,
after a pause,

“It proves that he’s the son of the
real Captain Erroll, I suppose!”
snapped Mornington.

“It proves that he aint the son of
the man what brought him ’ere. That
n"A'an ain’t a.nythmrr like Erroll to look

Mommgwn started,

gad!” he exclaimed. “I didn’t

spemally notice the man who was with

‘Erroll when he came—not specially.

Do you mean to say that he’s not like
Erroli?”
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“Nothin’ like im!” said 'Erbert.

“Then he can’t be the Captain
Erroll whose photograph was in the
paper!” exclaimed Mornington,

“I've said all along he ain’t!”

“But—but—— O, it beats me!” ex-
claimed Mornington restlessly. “‘If
izell is the son cx Gemlemm Jim,
how comes ble Captain
Ezroll so closely? I Lcll you they're as
like as two peas.”

’Erbert shook his head.

That problem was too much for him.

“When you knew the cracksman in
that den you spoke of, did he 'have a
son?” asked Morning! ton.

“T ’eard s0,” said 'Erbert. “I never
saw ’im. Hé never came to Dirty Dick’s.
Bug I remember now, I 'eard ’im spoken

Mornington knitted his brows.

His case against Erroll had been com-
Dpletely knocked on the head by the pro-
duction of the photograph of Captain
Errcll. The resemblance between the
two had been striking.

And yet——

“I come ’ere to tell you somethia’,
su'," said “Erbert diffident:

Well, what is it?” said Mommgh)n
impatiently.

“He's come ‘ere!”

“Eh? Who's come here?”

“Gentleman Jim!

CHAPTER 15,
Mornington's Chancel
ORNINGTON ceased his restless
pacing and stared at the fag,
his eyes gleaming.
man who brought Errell to
Rookwood"” he exclaimed.

’Erbert nodded.

“By gad!” exclaimed Mornington:
“By gad! We've got Captain Erroll’s
photograph! If that man’s nothmg,
like i, as you say, we can show him
up! I face hnn ‘before the Head, if
necessary. Is he at the scheol?”
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e ain't come to the school.
But I\B seed him.

“Where? How?"

“I was down in Coembe with Jones
minimus and Snooks, bein’ a ‘arf-
holiday,” explained the fag. “I seed
him coma out of the station.”

“Then he must have come down to
sec Erroll!” exclaimed Mornington.
- I'Ic will come to ROOKWOOJ.’ -

He ain’t coming,” ‘Erbert. “I
watched him go db\\n thc sireet, and
1 thought he was comin’ to Rookiwood,
but he turned orf Lhc la'xcl’

“Where €id he g

“Into the v.OD(l said
“Cause T kept a heye on him. I left
Jones and Sncoks in Coombe. I says
to myself, that Gentleman Jim's up to
no good. Ahd I reckoned I'd see wob
he was up to. Course, I know if he
comes down ’ere ¥e’s lookin’ for a crib
to crack. aps this very school, fur
all T know. When I saw he didn’t come
on to Rookwood, course I was sure he
was up to some of “is games.”

Mornington smiled.

“Good old ’Erbert!

*Erbert.

And you saw

“H.e went i to the wood, sir, and T
follered,” 5 ‘Erbert sturdily.
“Course, T kep’ outer sight. Gentleman
Jim would ha' thought precious litile
of knockin’ me on the ead if he seu_d
me and knowed I was watching him.”

“Ha, ha! Erroll's father!” chuckled
Mornington. “I wonder what Jimmy
Silver would think of that!”

“Master Silver wouldn’t believe it.
He's jawed me about it already,” said
’Erbert. “But I know what I know.
Gentleman Jim—Captain Erroll, as he
s 'imself—went into the old Wood-

n a log and
started smokin' cigars,” said 'Erbert.
“Course, he wmhm for somebody.”
“By gad
“So I come on to tell you, sir,” s
"Erbert, with a troubled look. ‘He aj
up no good. If he wants to see
Erroll, why can’t hz come to the schooi?

3
What's he ’anging about for? I--I was
thinkin’ of goin’ to the 'Ead and tellin’
'im; but—but he wmjdnt believe it,
and he'd lick me!”

“No good going to me Head without

r0of, you young ass!”

“Bub—but that man ain’t up to no
good,” said 'Erbert, looking distressed.
“T don’t feel as he ouf“ht to be allowed
to kecp on, whatever it is he's gc*n‘ o
dO Ii's some thieving, you bet.”

My hat!” said Mornington. “I
think I've got it! Erroll's written lo
him about the real Captain Erroll's
photograph being produced here, and
warned him not to come to the school.
You can bet every eye would be on him,
to see whether he was like the picture.

And you say he isn't?

“Not a bit, sir.”

“Then_he can't come to Rook
again. T've seitled that for them!
grinned Mornington. “If he wants to
see his precious son, he’s got to meet
him outside the school.”

“Oh!” said ‘Erbert.

The fag locked relieved.

“Then you think he ain’t up to any
‘arm down 'ere, Master Mornington—
unh{r\\dn(s to see Erroll?” he asgked.

“That's all right, then,” said 'Erbert.
“I thought he was ’ere for some of his
theVén or I wouldn't "ave troubled you
ub it

“Im jolly glad you told me” said
anmgton “Don’t tell anybody el

Erbert. Mums the word, you know!

“Orl right,

And the fag leit the study, much re-
lieved in his mind.

Mornington looked from the window
again. The Rookwood innings was aver,
and Jimmy Silver & Co. gone intc
the field. It was the second Bagshot
innings, and Erroll was bowling. He
was bowling in great style, too, as a yell
from Little Side revealed.

“Bravo!”

“The hat trick!

“Bravo, Erroll!”

“Wait a bit, my fine fellow,” mut
tered Mornington, “Wait a bit! You

S

Hurray!”
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won't be checred again on 2
ground, I fancy.”

The dandy of the Fourth left his
sbudy, and walked down to Little Side.

1 the frowns had vanished from
h‘s fscc now. The information ’Erbert
of the Second had given him had put
Morny info great spirits,

The strange resemblance between
Gentleman Jim’s son and the real Cap-
tain Erroll had baffled and beaten him.,
But he was more than ever cohvinced
nnw that his theo:y was Correct:

Rook¥ood
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to be i a better temper now, Morny,
dear boy.”
Mommaton smile
“Yes. I rather fancy I'm goin’ to
bowl Erroll out and prove my case
against him,” he said.
h, don't!” nnplo] ed Smytlm

“Do
ou’re
ns
about Erroll—you are really, by gad!”
es; do ring off that!” urged
Townsend, .
“Oh, rats!”

stood looking on at ithe

to
Momys mind, waxtm" in the wood for
Erroll. Why did he not come on {o
Rookwood, if au was fair and above-
beard? Why? Captain Erroll had
nothing to fear from showing himself
at the school; but Gentleman Jim had,
sinee the captain’s photograph had been
produced.

It was proof enough for Mornington;
but he meant to have more proof, and
then the Fourth Form would have io
acknowledge that he had been righ
and Jimmy Silver had been wrong:
that Kit Erroll was not the son of an
Army captain, but of a scoundrel who
had filched a brave man’s name!

Was the man there to meet Erroll?
Whom else could he be there to meet?
He was Erroll’s father!

Mornington was certain of it, and he

game fo. some minutes. Kit Erroll was

in great for and his bowling was
fivst- class And m the field he was
dangerous, too. As Morny watched,

there was a shout, as Erroll held up Lhe
ball, hot from Pankley’s bat. The great
Pankley o! Bagshot himself had been
caught o] z
“Br'wo' » shouted Jimmy Silver.
And he rushed up and smacked Erroll

on the back “Well caught! Oh, well
caught!”
"Good man!” chortied Lovell. 4
““Hurrah!”

Mornington’s lip curled sardonically.
e match was drawing to an end.
Bowling and fielding of that class would
soon bnng the finish. Mornington had
too mu ime on his hands. He

leﬂ. Little Side and hurried down to the
ates

intended that when the meeting took | g: tes.

place there should be a third party on
the scene,

““Hallo, Morny; fearful bore, isn't it?”
yawned Townsend, as the dandy of the
Fourth came on Littie Side. Towny
was _alluding to the cricket m:

“How are they gettin’ on?" aske
Mornington,

‘Towny yawned again.

““Rookwood’s 110 for both innings,’

id. “Bagshot’s 60 for first lnnlngs,

and goin’ great guns in the second.
Erroll’s doin’ some rippin’ bowlin’
though. Pankleyll be licked! ¥Yaw-
awaw' Feel inclined for a little
hank

as leu‘s go In an’ get a game,”
said Smythe of the Shell. ‘“¥ou seem

Gom ou’s”” asked Peele, joining him
\\!Lh Go

“We'u come along!™

“Can’t be bothered,” said Morning<
ton coolly.

-“And he hurried on, leaving his two
mends staring.

Well, the cheeky rotter!” ejaculated
Peeh in disgust.

“Morny’s manners are Impr
don’t think!” grovded Gower,
20 an’ eat coke!

Quite heedless of what his dear pals
thought of his hrusqueness, Morning-
ton walked quickly down the lane and
turned into Coombe Woo

He knew the old \vood.maqs hut very

vin’, I
He can
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vbcﬂ~on untenanted ruin overgrown
ceds and creepers. How did
G"ut'em n Jim know it? Evidently
} Erroll had written to his father and
. ﬂxed Lh:\c rendezvous with him.
ton did not approach the
spot ouuﬂy He followed a fcotpath
for some distance, and then made his
‘way through the thickets, with- infinite
cautio

clote to the old hut at last
—b°hmd lbvwheve the trees were close,
and the creeping plants grew thick]
The old wooden walls were rent
places, and Morny, if he had chosen to
put his head through the screen of
foliage, could have looked into it. But
he did r
Close ta the old hut, hidden from
sight, he remained still as a mouse.
He did not need telling that "Capmiu
Erroll” was there. For, from the old
woodman’s hut there came his
nostrils a strong, unmistakable scent—
the scent of a cigar
Gentleman Jim was waiting for the
" Junior who was known at Rookwood as
Kit Erroll. But Erroll was not first at
e rendezvous. Mornington was there,
and he, too, was waiting—within ear-
shot of every word that should he
uttered in the old hut.

CHAPTER 16.
A Win for nuokwoau-
ANKLEY of Bagsh
gnmace as another w,\cket wem;

“Man Sn'" he grunted.

Poole went in, not with any
joyful anticipations. Rcokwood's new
bowler was rather getting on the Bag-
shot nerves.

The Rookwood crowd were smiling
sweetly. The Bagshot matches were
always keenly contested, but this time
it resembled a walk-over for Rookwood.
Pankley & Co. had almost given up the
gope of pulling the game out of the

re,
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Jinmy Silver was sm)lm" with a
smile that would not com

Jimmy had a keen eye [or a fellow's
form, and he had chosen Erroll as a
new recruit for the Eleven, though he
had been only a few weeks at Rook-
wood; and the junior skipper could not
help fe“lm" a little proud of his per-
spicacity. “Frroll had been a rod in

pickle for Bagshot, and he was making
Bagshot it up now. There was 1o
mistake about that.

Jimmy, the champion bowler of the
team, was in good form himself, but
he had to admit that his very best was
no better than Erroll’s. Neither was
Jimmy slow to admit it, either.

Erroll was reaping glory without limit,
but there was never a trace of swank
im, and that was the kind of
fellow Jimmy Silver could pull with.

So much distinction for Mornington,
for instance, would have turned his
arrogant head, and there would have
been no tolerating him.

Erroll was cn]oymg the game. He
was pleased success, pleased
with the chec"s 1(: brought but he never
seemed to think of putfing on “side.”

“Blessed if they haven't got a prize-
packet in that chap!” Pankley
grumbled to Putter. “Best of the
bunch, I think!”

“Looks Totten for us!” said Putter
dolorously. “Only 36 so far, and only
two more wickets to go do n' And
we're licked on the first in 'S,
that bounder is gobbling up mckctﬁ like
Tubby M gobbling up sausages.”

8. There he goes again!”

“Ho\vs that?

®
=

“Lasu man in!” growled Putter.

Tommy Dodd was bowling now for
Rookwood. The innings swrvived the
over. Then Jimmy Silver locked at
Erroll.

“Can you manage another over,
Erroli?”

Erroll laughed.

“Adozen if you like!” he said, swing-
ing hi

LY doven won't be wanted!” chuckled
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Jimmy. “Better go on and put ’em
out of their misery!” L
Tt

Erroll caught the ball deftly, and
went on, The batsman was not pleased
to see him, and his misgivings were
‘well-founded. A roar round the field
announced the fall of a wicket,

“Well bowled, Erroll!”

“Rookwcod wins!” grinned Lovell.

“Better luck next time, Panky, old
scout!” said Jimmy Silver, when the
Rookwood field came off.

“My hat! Youve got a coughdrop
In that new chap!” said Pankley.

“We have—we has!” smiled Jimmy.

“Who the dickens is he?” asked

“New chap here?”
His father's Captain Erroll,
who got the D.S.0. in the fighting on
the North-West Frontier,” said Jimmy.
“His chivvy was in all the papers at
one time.”

“By Jerusalem, is he?” said Pankley.
“Why, we've got Captain Erroll's chivvy
stuck up on the wall of our study at
Bagshot. Poole cut it out. I can see
now that this chap’s like him. Erroll,
my pippin, youre welcome to your
wickets.”

Erroll smiled, somewhat constrain-
edly. The Rookwood fellows had
noticed that Erroll did not like talk-
ing about his father’s exploits, They
put it down to modesty.

“Time we were getting back!” said
Poole. “The game’s hung out a bit!”

Erroll was looking up at the clock-
tower. He went into the pavilion, and
came out with a coat over his flannels.

“Hallo! Where are you off {o?” ex-
claimed Lovell,

“I'm going out a bit—"

“My hat! I should think you'd been
on your legs enough this afternoon!”
said Raby.

“I'm not gofng far.”

‘“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver. “If
you want a trot, we'll trot part of the
way home to Bagshot, if you like.”

“I—I'm going another way!”

Jimmy gave him rather a curious
ook,
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“Oh, if youre going somewhere .
special, all serene!” he said. “Ta-ta!”
Erroll nodded and walked

very
quickly down to the gates. Jimmy
Silver & Co. went down the road with
the Bagshot fellows, who were walking
home.

“Rows ” with Bagshot were “off ", on
match days, and the rival juniors were
very friendly. Half-way to Bagshot
went the Fistical Four, and then they
took their leave of Pankley & Co., and
turned back towards Rookwood.

% hat!  There's Erroll!”
claimed Lovell in surprise.

Jimmy Silver started. 5

At some distance from the road,
crossing the fields at a great rate, was
a figure the Fistical Four recognised
4t a glance.

It was Erroll of the Fourth!

As they looked at him he left" the
fields and disappeared into Coombe
‘Wood where it adjoined the meadows.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one
another rather oddly. ;

“He said he was going in the other
direction,” said Newcome. “If he was
going to the wood, why couldn't e
come with us? I suppose he knows we
pass the wood going to Bagshot?2”

Jimmy Silver did not reply.

But he could not help thinking it cdd.
It looked as if Erroll had deliberately
gone in the other direction to avoid
company, and he'd doubled and made
for the wood afterwards.

Why couldn’t he have gone along the
lane with the cricketers, and entered
the wood from the lane, if he wanted to
g0 there at all?

And why the merry dickens did He
want to go into the wood as dusk was
falling, close on locking-up time at the
school?  Why on earth didn’t Erroll
‘want the fellows to know he had gone
into Coombe Wood?

For that was what it amounted fo;
and his statement that he was going
the other way—true enough, as he had
actually gone the other way—was
perilously near a deception, /

ex-
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“Jolly queer!” said Lovell, after a
long silence.

““Some of the chaps have besn rabblt-
ing!” said Raby. “Has the 8ss gone
after rabbits—trying to keep it dark?”

“Well, it’s no bizney of ours!” said
.{Am'my Silver. “Come on, I wank my

eal”

And the Fistical Four went home to
tea wondering—they could not help it
—why Erroll of the Fourth had gone
50 secretly to Cdombe Wood.

CHAPTER 17,
* Gentleman Jim1 "
*® IT, you're late!
The man in the woodman's
b rose from the fallen log
and threw away the stump of a cigar.
A handsome athletic figure had ap-
peared in the shattered doorway of the
hut—Erroll of the Rookwood Fourth,
with a light coat on over his flannels.
face looked flushed under the
cricketing-cap. He had plainly been

h\ur in,
“Yes, T’ lnte"’ hesaid
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Erroll. “Some of the fellows came in
this direction—past the wood, I mean
—_going home with the Bagshot team. I
had to go round a good way, to make
out that I wasn’t coming towards this
place. They would have wondered,”

You don’t want
the fellows wondering and talking
about you, certainly.”

“There’s enough of that already!™
said Kit bitterly.

“You said in your letter that I was
not to come to Rookwood again,” said
the man abruptly. “Something has
happened. Quite right not to put it
Dblack and Wwhite, In case of accidents.
Letters get opened sometimes. But
Wh’\t has happened, Kit? Tell me!”

f you came to Rookwood the game
would be up!” said Erroll quietly.
"Theres a kid there who knows you

= What!”

“A kid called
rather, 'Erbert,” said the j\micr.
knew you at Dirty Dick’s.’

By gad, how could a kid from Dirty
chk‘s be at R’a kwood School?” fhe

Herbert Murphy—or
“He

ST couldnl. help it, father!”
“T've waited a long time.”
“It couldn't be helped.

playing cricket.”
“Cricket!”

I've been

‘There was a world of contempt and

dxsguat in the man’s voice.
Cricket!” he repeated.

Erroll smﬂed Slightly.

“Yes, cricke

“And you kepc me waiting while you
were playing a fool's game!” exclaimed
the man savagely.

“It cou!dn't be helped. I'm in the
Form Eleven, and if I'd left the game
before the finish it would have made
every fellow .sbare and talk. It would
have meant a row, too. I couldn’t do
it. I suppose you dldn t want all Rock-
wood to wonder where I had to

#No, of course not! If that‘s how
it stood—'

L Y“As it was, 1t wasnt easy,” said

utter
"A fellow named Mornington found
him starving on the road, and took him
in,” saui Erroll. “Somehow the Head
was persuaded to let him stay at Rook-
wood. Mornington’s guardian pays his
fees. He's a good little chap. But—
but he saw vou the day you came to
the school, and, rctégwmsed you at once,

and_told Morni
Nobody  could

“What awful lnck'
have Ioresnm a thing like that.”

Erroll nodded.

“And the kid’s talked?”

“Yes, to Mornington. Mornington
has set himself up as my enemy. He
accused mg before the whole Form.”

“Thc fellows don’t belicve it. But
the cad got an old newspaper with a
portrait of Captain Erroll in it.”
Erroll's voice faltered. “I thought the
game was up then. He was going tc
prove that I wasn’t Captain Erroll's
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son by that p"lowﬂ'raph But—but—
1t was like a miracle. I cand under-
stand it.”

Gentleman Jim gave the schoolboy
a peculiar 10ok.

“What can't you understand, Kit?”

“Instead of thowing me up, Morn-
ington only proved my case, because—
because I am exactly like Captain Erroll
in appearance.”

Gentleman Jim laughed.

“Lucky for you!” he said.

“It was lucky; but—but it nearly
knocked me over,” said Erroll. “How
came I to be like 2 man I've never seen?
It isn't a chance resemblance, it's exact.
If he were my father he could not be
more like me. Famer is Captain Erroll
any relation of ours?

Behind the screen of foliage at the
back of the woodman’s hut the hidden
listener drew & deep, decp breath.

Mornington's eyes were blazing now.

If he wanted proof of his suspicion he
had it now. He wondered what Jimmy
Silver would bave thought if he could
have heard Erroll of the Fourth ask
that question.

Mornington made no sound, no move-
ment. Neither of the two in the hut
dreamed that a listener was at hand.

Gentleman Jim did not reply to the
schoolboy’s  question. He lighted
another cigar.

“Father, I asked y
“A foolish questmn," sald the man.
& Fow is it, then, that I am so like

Ch:mce

“A very strﬂnge chance,” said Erroll.
“It saved m

“Then the accusatwn against you is
knocks ed on the head?” said Gentleman

im.  “Ii will die away?”

“I suppose so. Mornington keeps it
up, but he has every fellow down on
him. Even his own friends are fed up

Pt

wil

“That’s all serene, then. It was 2
narrow escape, by Jove!” Gentieman
Jim blew out a cloud of smoke. “By
gad, it’s lucky you warned me not o
come to vhe school. With Captain

[ self !
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Erroll's photograph in their hands they
would have sean that I was not the

. At once,” sai nd Erroll.

“I shall ha give Rookwecod a
wide berth no\v.” Gentleman Jim
tugged at his moustache for a MOmMeNtey
*“Captain Erroll's supposed to be, back
in British Honduras, after being in-
valided out of the service, so that re-
lieves me from any necessity of visiting
Rookwood. I must keep clear. You say
t.b.s Vfon'ungton is your enemy?”

“Why?"
“He is a fellow with a rotten temper.
He can't stand being crossed by any-
body. Everybody's on bad terms with
him, excepthlg a few rotiers like him-
Some of the fell lows make up to
hlm because he’s rich.”
“Yowd bectcr get on friendly texms
with him,
“I couldn’t do that \'ubhout ﬂattur-
m" him and toadying to hi
“Wwell, d

“Don't be a fool, Kit! Your future
is at stake. You've got to make your
Dosition secure at Rookwoed, and you
can’t afford to have enemies.”

The schoolboy was silent.

“I had some business to talk to you,”
said Gentleman Jim. “Under the cires,
it can stand over. Nothing had better
be done until this has blown over. Tt
doocid unlucky!”

Erroll looked startled.

“Business!” he repeated.

‘“Yes, business.”

“You don’t mean—-

The boy's face had become white.

“Never mind that now,” said Gen-
tleman Jim brusquely. “I can't stop
longer. The last train back will be
gone. You've kept me waiting so long
If anything turns up you can let m:
know, and I'll meet you m Lhe sam
place again. Good-bye, Kit!”

“Good-bye, father!” said the boy
dully,

They shock hands, and Gentleman
Jim disappeared through the trees




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

) the
‘the hand-

Erroll remained st“xldmg ln the door-
04 AL

¥ out m
\ some, koyish face.
siness!” he repcated in a low
"'Ihat ﬂmt &t Rookwood! Ob,
never

The sun was sh‘h" lower. Dusk was
deepening over the woods Gentleman
Jim’s focisteps had d: y. The
boy stocd SllE‘nL pmnged in miserabic

He glmred “up.
nzton of the F urth, with a
ile on his face, stood before

CHAPTER 13.
Face to Face!
IT ERROLL looked blankly at the
K dandy of the Fourth.

A ghest rising before his eyes
could not have startled him more at
that moment.

His pale face bccame paler as he
realised the truth, The mocking smile
on Mornington’s face told him all.

Mormngton knew.

not speak His hands
clen.,hed hard» almost convulsively, but
he did n Ve

It was Homington who broke the
silence. The dandy of the Fourth was
enjoying his_triumph now.

‘“Surprised to sce me—what?” he
drawled.

“Yes,” muttered Erroll.

“What a happy meetin't”
Mornington. “Sorry I couldn't make
the acquaintance  of your estimable
father. I thought it better not, under
the circs. Gentleman Jim might have
cub up rusty—what?”

Erroll did not speak.

“I suppose the cheery gentleman

rrics  a  revol lvel—-what?" grinned
Morninglcn. “He might have been
tempted to use it. Rather a shock to
him to learn that the game was up—
don’ you think s0?’

smiled

OWN LIBRARY
“You have been liste
Erroll.
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g, . said

Mornington nodded.

“I've been here all the time,”
said.  “I was here bc]cre you. TI've
henrd every word. eard you ask
at man whether C'\ptam FErroll was

any relation of yours. I wish Jimmy

Siiver could have heard it. Ha, ha!”
Mornington’s laugh rang under the
dusky trees. He expected to see the
junior he hated s.hl.AL and tremble
Ezzroll did not shrink.
had

he

undcr his gaze.
The son of Gentleman Jim
courage, and his nerve seemed to be of
iron. All was known, and known to his
enemy. Vet was cool, calm, un-
moved =mve for the deadly paleness of

“You spxed on me!” he sald.

“I heard that a professional cracks-

man was coming here to meet you,”
smiled Mornington. “As a law-abidin’
citizen, my duty was to chip in. By the
w:y I "uppo e the police would like tc
cre to meet your pater? He's
“am.ed hy the police, I suppose?”

Erroll winced.

“Ah, that touches you, does it?” said

Mornington, “Well, you're bowled out,
my dear chap! By the way, what's
your name!

The Jumor did not reply.

“Gentleman  Jim, junior—what?”
grinned Mommgtcn “Have you any
other name?”

No answer.

Mornington Jaughed again. He had
hoped, but he had never expected, that
his enemy would be placed in his power
so completely as this. There was a
keen relish of the situation in Morning-
ton’s breast, and he had no mercy.

“What are you doin’ at Rookwood
at all?” he continued. “Are you there
to help Gentleman Jim erack a crib? I
think that’s the expression, isn't it?
Yowd know better than X do.”

“No,” said Erroll quietly.

“Oh, youre nob phnmn
appear one night w
silver?” chuckled Normn”toﬂ

“No.

to dis-
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“Then what’s the game?” i

“You have spied on me, but I'am not
bound to answer your questions,” said
Erroll coolly, *“‘May I ask what use you
are going to put your <pymv to?”

Mornington bit his His enemy
was at his merey, but t, at least,
Wwas not conquered.

“You reedn’t ask that,” he sneered.
“You can't suppose I'm goin’ to allow a
cracksman’s son to stay at Rookwood.

THE SON OF A CRACKSMAN!

“Bv ﬂad, ycu take it coal“ 17 said

“You\c got a _‘0 rws‘ A r)t" )ou dmn b
make & friend of me, Erroll.”

Errcll's lip curled,

“If you heard all I said to my father,
you heard why a fellow couldn’t make
Iriends with you,” he said.

“Still on the high horse? .I'll bring
you down soon, my friend! You're jolly
particular for the son of a cracksman—

T've found out the truth, an’ all Rook- | what?”

wood will know soon. A chcnry prospect
for youi”

“¥You have accused me before,
you ha.ve not been believed,”

but
said

“You mean youw’ll deny it again?”
I did not deny if before,” said Erroll
*1 simply left you to Dprove your case, if
you could. You couldn’t.
“No, you were lucky.” agreed Morn-

ington. “But this time your luck can't
hold out. It's not a matter for the
Fourth. Now that I know you are the

son of a criminal, beyor\d the shadow
of a doubt, it's my duty to mform the
Head. I suppose you know th:

He laughed agail

“1t will be a blc oi’ a surprise for the
old boy, and he won’t believe it at first.
But he will have to inquire into it. e
will have to send for Captain Erroll—
ha, ha!—and when Captain roll
shows up, and his chivvy is compared
wm}] t'hc photograph I can produce—
ha, ha!”

Erroll was silent.

“In fact, as soon as I take the photo-
graph to the Head, that ought to settle
it now, I'm sure!” pursued Mornington.
“The fellows didn’t notice your pater’s
face specially, but the Head must have.

e javdnﬂ with him in his study
for a long time. When he sees the real
Captain Ex'roll’s picture he will know
that it isn’t the face of the man who
came to Rookwood ,38 Captain Erroll.
Don't you Lhm}- 502

“Probably.

"And the game will be up then, won’t

+It looks like it

“So it appears.”

“Hanged if I can quite understand
you!” saild Mornington. ' You must -
know the game’s P You don't ask
me to let you off?”

“Would it be :my use?”
. “Ha, ha!

“I might ask you to—1o hear what I
have to say,” said Erroll in a low voice.
“I couid tell you that I am not at Rook-

weod with any rotten intentions. That
T came there intending to play the game
straight, and that if I stay there I shall

play the game. That I've been unlucky,
and that coming to Rookwood seemed a
chance of getting out of a lifc that was
horrible to me; that it seemed like get-
cing"into the daylight out of the dark

“In another fellow’s name?” sneered
Mernington.

“No. There is no Xit Erroll in exist-
ence. I have borrowed a name that
belongs to nobody—at least, my father
selected it for me. I do not know why.
I could not come in my own name,”

I fancy not!”

“It “as a fresh start, the beginning
of an honourable life,” said Erroll.
“There did not seem much harm in
changing my name. It was not as if
the name belonged to anybody else.
My father is—you know what, now. IS
that my fault? At least, it was a kind
thought in him to try to place me in a
Dposition where I could live a decent life,
and avoid the pitfalls he has fallen into
himself.”

Mornington gave a sardonic laugh.

“You want me to believe that you




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

came honest to Rookwood and that you
are honest now?” he sn
do not, expect you i.o believe it,”
Said Erroll dully.
Yor

u are rwht I shouldn't believe
a word of it
A suanﬂe smile came over Erroll's
oale fa

“‘Iou beLeve that T am a criminal

L lee your father—yes.”

“That I have plans to carry out at
Rockwood, and that your betrayal of
me will ruin them?”

Exactiyl>
““And yet,” said Erroll, “you tell me
tlns ina ]o{wly wood, whcre you are at

mercy’

Mormngton started back.

“By ! If you dare—hands off!”
shmkcd Mmmngl,on. as Erroll leaped
upon hi

He .st:uck out flercely, savagely,
madly. Erroll received the blows with-
out heeding them. Mornington went
down into the grass with a crash, and
Erroll’s knee was planted on his chest,
and Erroll's eyes blazed down at him,
And Mornirgton's face grew whiter
than Erroll's own as he looked up into
those blazing eyes.

CHAPTER 19,
Under the Shadow!
ORNINGTON did not move—he
M could not in that muscular
grasp.

He was at the mercy of his enemy,
over whose head he held disgrace and
ruin. He did not call for help. He
knew there was no one within hearing.
He could only gaze up with a frozen
look at the face above him.

For some seconds it lasted.

Then Erroll, with a light laugh,
released him and sprang to his teet

y

the gras:
Slowly e picked himself up:

OWN LIBRARY

“Yeu need not fear,” said Erroll:

“Fear!” Mornington ground his

teeth. “Do you think I'm afraid of you,

you hound?”

“I think that you were,” said Erroll
coolly. “I should not have hurt you.
I was only proving to you that you were
mistaken—that if T were the fellow you
helieve you would not be allo\»cd to go

back to Rookwood and say so.”
Mornington set his collar and tie
raight.
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v
£

i
e had been afraid, terribly afraid
for a moment, though he did not lack
courage. But he knew now that Erroll
had only been Ioolmg him, that he had
never been in any danger. But he

realised—he could not help that—that
he was at_the stronger fel!ows mercy,
whatever Erroll chose to do; that he
owed his safety to the fact that Erroll
Lvas not what he had accused him of

eing.

= By gad!” sald Mornington at last.

Erroll looked at him mockmgly.

“Are you sansﬂed? ed.

“T've nothin’ to you"' said
Mornington. "You’ll hear from me
again at Rookwood.”

He turned and strode away:

Errol], In silence, watchéd him go.
Mornington turned back and came
towards him.

“This will be a rotten disgrace for
Rookwood when it comes out,” he said.

well?”

“Tll give you a chance,” said Morn-
mgton. “Get_out quictly, and let it
drop. Leave Rookwood, and save me
from havin’ f.o turn you out.,”

“Thanks!”

“Don’t go back to the school now.
You're out of gates. Well, clear off.
You know you can’t stay at Rookwood
after I've seen the Head an’ told him
what I know. save the disgrace for the
school and clear!

think that even the son of
Gcntleman Jim cares whether the
school is disgraced?™

“I think youre noL wholly a rottcr,"

e
Erroll’s face stung him to the soul.

you no harm You don't want to make'
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our school the talk of the newspapers.
Get out quietly, nc\\' the game’s up, and
I won't say a word.”

Ferol Tosked ot him. Tt was nof like
Morny to_care much for the honour of
the school; certainly he had never done
it any credil himself,

“Well, what do you say?” asked
Mornington, as Ermll did not reply.

‘11 think over it.”

Better go. Look here,” sald Morn-
lngton = I’Xl give you till to-morrow.
Then, if youre not gone, youll be
boomd out!”

anks!”

“Does that mean that you're goin’ to

makc a fight for it
“I think T shall ms,ka a ﬂg‘lt for it
shrugged hi

“Id rather save the scandal,” he
said. “Take your choice. This time
to-morrow, either youre gone or you
2o before the Head!”

And he walked away.

_Erroll followed slowly in the direc-
n_of Rookwood. It was long past
locking-up when he reached the school,
and old Mack gruffly told him he was to
report himself to Mr. Bootles.

Jimmy Silver & Co. met him as he
entered the scheolhouse. The Fistical
Four looked curiously ab his pale, tired

€.

“You've missed call-over,” said
Jimmy.

Erroll nodded. He went on to Mr.

Bootles’ study to report, and was re-
warded with fifty lines. Then he went
to his own quarters. Erroll shared
No. 2 Study with Higgs and Jones
minor, and he found hxs study-mates
busy on their prepar:

“You Te jolly late!” saxd "Jones minor.

= Got lines?"”

“Yes”

“Well, you'd better get on with your
prep. Make room, Higgs, you rotter!”

Higgs grunted and made room, and
Erroll sat down to his prep. His work
was carefully done, as usual. To-
morrow, perhaps, was to be his last day
at Rookwood, Twenty-four hours and

THE SON OF A CRACKSMAN!

he was'to be driven in disgrace from

the school he had learned to love—from

the cheery friends he had made. It was
blow that shattered everything for

him, yet he was c:

wh / had '\"orn.n"ton given him that

respite?

Perhaps, blackguard s he was in
most things, the dandy of the Fourth
had some regard for the good name of
Rookwood. Perhaps it was a part of his
revenge to play with his defeated
enemy like a cat with a mouse.

Perhaps the cool, quiet courage with
which Erroll had faced this shaitering
blow had evoked an unwilling admira-
tion in Morny’s breast. His motives
probably, were mixed. Be that as if
might, the son of Gmueman Jim had
twenty-four howrs in b to decide
ms course.

Mornington would keep his word, he
knew that. orny was a very un-
reliable fellow in most things, but his
word was his bond. What he had said
he would do, he would do.

After prep was over Erroll went down
to the Commongroom.

Mornington & Co. were there, and
Morny was in great spirits. He gave
Erroll a mocking smile as he caine in.

Erroll did not appear fo notice him.

He joined Jimmy Silver & Co., who
were talking cricket, Jimmy greeted
him with a cheery smile and nod. The
captain of the Fourth had not forgotien
the curious incident of the afternoon,
and he wondered whether Erroll would
make any reference to his somew]
mysterious visit to the wood. But Erwll
did not mention i

He talked crxcket with a cheery smile
on his face. The juniors had been dis-
cussing the forthcoming match with
Greyfriars, After the splendid game
he had put up against Bagshot it was a
foregone conclusion that Erroll would
play in the Greyfriars match. ;

The Fistical Four liftle dreamed,
they chatted away cheerily till bed-1 tlme,

of the thoughts that were working in
Erroll's mind.

The morrow—the morrow;

w

that was
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the beseiling thought. What was to
‘happen on the morrow?

Rdornington strolled over to the groun.

“Settlin’ the great question of the
eleven for Greyfriars?” he asked.

“It’s settled,” said Jimmy Silver,

“Erroll goin’ to play?”

“Yes
“Ha, ha, ha!™
“well, where does the cackle come
in?” demandicd Jimmy Silver grumly.
“1 don't gee anything to chortle at
myself.”

“Perhaps you will later,” said Moru-
ngton, laughing. “What do you think,
Erroll?”

Erroll turned away and took up a
book and did not seem to hear the ques-
tion. Mornington rejoined his friends,
still grinning.  Townsend and Topham
and Pecle were puzzled by his mood.

“You seem to be thumpin’ merry
this evenin’!” said Peele,

i “Tve been havin’ gocd luck,” smiled
Mornington.

““Gee-gees?” asked Towny.

“Oh, no! Better than gee-gees!”

“Well, I wish some of your luck had
come way,” grunted Townsend.
“T've been cleaned out—clean as a
whistle. No more spartin’ for me for
a week or two.” »

“Same here,” said Topham.

*Does that mean that you're not
comin’ out to-night?” asked Mornington,

“What's the good?”

- #Well, I'm goin’.

“More duffer you,” said Townsend.
“You were out on Monday.
week is quite enough for me. Yowll get
spotted by a prefect sooner or later if
you keep this up.”

i shrugged his

Once a |t
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The dandy of the Fourth would not
have laid his plans for tbat “night
out ” so carelessly if he had known what
was in the new junior's mind. Bub
Mornington did not know.

CHAPTER 20.
The Last Chance!

IMMY SILVER stirred and moved
drowsily in the dormitory of the
Classical Fourth,

He blinked round in the darkness for
a moment or two, and dropped off to
sleep again. Some sound had awakened
him; but it was not repeated.

The sound had been that of a softly-
closing door.

Five minutes later a dim figure moved
silently from a bed, dressing almost
without & sound in the darkness.

en the door opened and closed
more cautiously than before.

Jimmy Silver slept on, dreaming of a
cricket-match in which he was scoring
a century for Rookwood amid thunder-
ous cheers, He did not dream that two
beds in the Fourth Form dormitory
were vacant.

aslcep. But there was one other who
had been awake, and that other had
followed.

The night grew older. Midnight had
sounded in muffled strokes, and the last
light in Rookwood School had been ex-

inguished. The great buildings lay
dark and silent. In the old quadrangle
only the branches of the beech trees
stirred in _tl‘te night wind:

His luck had always held good, and
e did not care for risks. Erroll glanced
up over his book at the nuts of the
Fourth and dropped his gaze again.
But there was a strange gleam in his
eyes. ;
He was not reading now; he was
thinking. It was as if an avenue of
escape from his terrible dilemma had
opened before him,

From the direction of Coombe a soft
footstep was audible on the shadowy
road, had there been ears to hear.

Mornington was returning.

The dandy of the Fourth was hum<
ming a tune faintly as he came. He
stopped under the shadow of the school’
wall, where branches of the trees within
overhung the road.

e knew well the spot where the wall
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was facile to climb, where the old, worn
stone gave foothold. It wig not the
first time by many a one thaf Morning-
ton had refurned to Rookwood at thab
hour of the night.

The junior siepped cloge to the wall,
felt, over the inequalities of the old
stone, and climbed. His hand caught
tha coping, and he was about to draw
himself up to the top when he paused
with a sudden, gasping ejaculation.

Above him dim in the darkness under
the overhanging tree a head appeared.
A dimly-seen face looked down on him.

“Who—who is that?” panted Morn-
ington, holding on.

There was a low laugh above him in
the gloom.

“Erroll!” muttered Mornington.

e =

“Leb me pass!”

Erroll laughed again softly.

Mornington's face grew a little pale
as he hung on to the wall, his boots
scraping on the stone as he strove to
keep his foothold.

“;(}Inl you let me pass?” he hissed.

“Noi”

Mornington’s eyes burned.

“What's your game? Have I inter-
rupted you, you hound? Are you out of
bed to let your cracksman father into
the school?”

He saw the junior above him wince.

But Erroll's voice was quiet and
steagy as he answered:

“No

“Then what’s your game, confound
you? Let me get in. I can’t hang on
here long.”

“you are not coming in!” said Erroll
coolly.

“Wha-a-at!”

“Have you forgotten?” sald Erroll,
with a bifter accent in his voice. “I
have to ve Rookwood tO-mOrrow.
You are sending me back to what I've
left, You're spoiling my only chance of
leading a decent life. Well, you're going
to leave Rookwood with me, Morn-

We're birds of a feather, you

. | smiled Erroll.

THE SON OF A CRACKSMAN!

know,” said Erroil bitterly. “I am tne
son of—you know what. You are a
gambling, rascally blackguard, a dis-
grace to the school. Sooner or later
yowil get found oubt and expelled, if
youre not run in by the police some
night. Rookwood will be better off with-
out either of us.”

“You—you hound!” said Mornington
between his teeth.  You've played this *
trick on me because I've found you out.”

“Haven’t I found you oub, too?”
“Which is the bigger
disgrace to Rookwood, you or I, Morn-
ington? Perhaps my past won't bear
the light, but will your present? If a
Gecent, fellow had found me euf, -I
couldn’t have looked him in the face,
Jimmy Silver, for instance. I should
have gone away from Rookwood rather
than meet his gyes. But you're differ-
ent. Whnatever { am, Mornington, yhat- «
ever T've been, I'm a better fellow than
you are!”

Mornington panted.

“T told you I was playing a siraight -
game here, and you scoffed at it. Jimmy
Silver would have belleved me in your
place. He is honourable himsclf, and he
can see honesty in others. ¥ou
couldr’t. Because you're not honour-
able, Morny—because you're a bigger
rascal than I've ever been. You're
driving me_ from Rookwcod—for the
honour of the school, you've said. You
will leave Rookwood ab the same time,
Mornington, for the honour of the
school. Do you think I don't care as
mx;ch for Rookwood's good name as you
do?” -

Mornington was slent.

He understood clearly enough.

‘When he had held the upper hand he
had shown no mercy. In his heart of
hearts he had believed Erroll, he bad
belicved that the cracksman’s son was
secking to throw his old life behind him
in coming to Rookwood. Erroll's words
had carried the stamp of truth with
them. Yet he had scoffed, and he had
had no mercy. %

Erroll had the upper hand now.

Mornington knew what it meant if he
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was found out of school bounds at night.
More than once suspicion had fallen
upon him already.
finish—expulsion from the school in
undying disgrace. His career at Rook-
wood would finish on the same day as
Erroll’s. i

There was a long silence. Morning-
ton's aching arms gave way, and he
dropped back intothe road. Erroll
looked down at him.

“T'm going in now,” he said. “I shall

fasten the window. “You can ring the|dr

bell, Mornington, if you want to get in

before morning. I shall have your com-

pany in_the train te-morrow. A

pleasant journey for both of us!”
He laughed.
“Erroll!”  Mornington's voice was

husky. “Don’t go! Listen to mel”
“Wen?

“You've got me!” said Mornington
between his teeth. *I'll make a bargain
with you. That's what you want, of
course. I can see that. You've gob me
down, and you want to make terms with
me to save your skin. It’s what I might
have looked for from ypu. I forgot that
I was dealing with a criminal!”

“You lie!” said Erroll. *You know I
am nothing of the sort!”

“You are the son of your father, I
suppose?” sneered Mornington. “You

It would be the |g:

K

wood would seek to make terms. Morny
had done so, and Erroll had won the

ame.
And in the hour of his success came
doubt and hesitation.

Mornington’s taunt had struck home:
1t was the son of Gentleman Jim who
had planned this defeat for Morning-
ton; not the frank, honourable school-
lgoy that Jimmy Silver believed him to

e.
knew it. .He knew that in
ng Mornington into this bargain he
was giving up all that he had come
to Rookwood for; he was abandoning
the path he had marked out for himself
—the path of honour. He would save
himself by becoming what Mornington
had accused him of being.

There was a long silence. Morning-
ton looked up anxicusly at the dim face
above him.

“Do you hear?” he muttered. “I
come to your terms. You are safe. Let
me in. Anybody might pass. Youre
safe, I teil you!” Mornington raised his
voice as Erroll did not speak. “Do you
hear me, Exroll? I promise. You know
I shall keep my word.”

Erroll spoke at last:

“You can come. I don’t want your
promise. I want nothing at your hands,
Mornington. Do your worst!”

He di ed from the wall

rotter, you plotting g

“ All's falr in war!™

“To a criminal—yes!” sneered Morn-
ington. “Youve got me. TIl make
Let me in, and I'll keep your
tay here till your
burgles the school, you
scoundrel. I suppose that’s the game.
I can’t afford to be sacked. Let me in,
and you're safe from me.”

Erroll was silent:

The game was in his hands. That
‘Mornington would keep 2 promise he
had little doubt. He had observed the
character—a strange mixture of go
and evil—of the dandy of the Fourth.
had foreseen that the bounder of Rook-

Mornington stared up blankly into
the gloom. He was slow to understand.
But he saw that the wall was clear, his
passage was free, He climbed the wall

and dropped into the quadrangle:
Erroll had disappeared.

“By d!” muttered Mornington:
“By gad!”

He crossed cautiously to the school-
house. The window by which he had
left was still unfastened. He climbed
in, strange thoughts working in hi

mind.

The Fourth Form dormitory was
silent as the black sheep of Rookwood
crept into it. A glimmer of starlight
from the high windows feil upon the
beds, and he saw- Erroll. The junior's
eyes were closed, and he seemed to be
sleeping.
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Mornington turned in. But it was
long before he slept. ‘
. . . . ®
Jimmy Silver & Co. turned out
cheerily as the rising-kell clanged in the
early stnmer morning.
Erroll joined the r‘mtxcnl Four as
they went down.
‘Mornington was very silent that
morning. He went out into the quad-
rangle by himsell, his brows knitted.
‘Why had Erroll spared him the previous
night? He had thrown back his offered
promise in his teeth. Why?
en the breakfast-bell rang, and the
Juniors trooped in, Mornington joined
Erroll, and stopped him,
Erroll looked at him icily.
“Your last day here,” sand Morning-

uwdl.‘,,. -
“You had me down,” said Morning-
ton. “Why didn’t you strike a bargain?”
“You wouldn’t understand.”
“I should have kept my promise if
yOthlrfd taken it. You know that?”
o1 know.”

“And now

“And m'v,” emd Erroll quietly, “I
know what m expect. Have you any-
thing more to say to me?”

“Only this,” said Mornington. “Clear
off to-day, and nohedy shall know who
and what you are. T'll do that much.
Get out of Reokwood, and I'll keep my
mouth shut. You know you can’t keep
up this game after I've spoken.”

- “I know it.”

“¥ou had your chance last night,
and you didn’t take it. Well, take the
chance that's left. e feliows will
wonder, but they won’t know the truth.
Will you go to-day?”

:  Erroll drew a deep breath.

“It's more than I expected from you,”
he said. “After lessons to-day I shall
leave Rookwood. not return.
‘Are you satisfied?”

Morningion nodded, and Erroll went
quietly into the house.

Mornington followed him slowly

His brow was moody.
triumphed, but his trlumph h..ud left a
bitter taste in his meuth,

A CRACKSMAN!

CHAPTZR 21, .
A Talk on the Telophiona!
AP!

! “Come in!” said Mr. Bootles.
The master of the Fourth Form

at Rookwood was finishing his morning
paper in his study. It was nearly time
for lessons.

‘The door opcned and Erroll of the
Fourth came in.

Mr. Bootles blinked at him over his
spectacles. The handsome face of the
ne\v jumor at Rookwood was very

“Wcll What is it Errol?”
“May I ask you a favour, sir?” said
Ermll hesitatingly.
ertainly, my boy!” o
Mr. Bootles’ tone was very kind.
Erroll had not been long at Rookwoeod,
but the Form-master had taken a liking
to him, asfmost of the fellows had.
Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Fourth were
his firm friends, and he had no enemy
in the school but Mornington, the dandy
f the Fourth.
May I use the telephone, si
“Abcm' If there is any necessity for
you to use the Lenephnne Erm.l Fyou
may certainly do
“T should like r,o spcak Lo my father,

sir.”
Mr.

curious]
“I understood that Captain Erroll

hs\dy ‘x"etumcd to British Honduras, my

1Boaﬂes regarded him  rather

“He is still in London, sir!”

“Ah, you wish to bid him a last good-
bye! Is that it?” said Mr. Bootles, with
a benignant smile. “My dear lad, I
should certainly place no difficulty in
your way. have a very great respect
for Captain Erroll. You may certainly
use the telephone, Erroll, and you may
wait ml yau get your call if there is
any del
fi ;Thu‘ﬂk you, sir!” said Erroll grate-

“Thats all right, Erroll! Come to

had | the Form-room as soon as you have

spoken to your father.”

“Yes, sir,
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Mr. Boolles glanced at his watch, laid
down his newspapeg, and quxtted the

tudy.

E‘mll stepped towards the telephone.

It was a trunk-call he wanted, to
speak to his fatRer in London, and there
was likely to be delay in getting it. Mr.
Bootles had kenevelently gwen him per-
mission_to wait, under the impression
that he desired to speak once more to
Captain Ertoll before the latter started
on his voyage.

There was a faint flush in Erroll’s
checks as he took up the receiver, He
had not deceived the Form-master, but
he had certainly allowed Mr. Bootles to
deceive himself.

+ Number, please?”

“Trunks.

There was a long pause,“and then a
feminine voice demanded the number,
Erroll gave it, and put up the receiver.

He went to the window, and stood
looking out into the quadrangle while
e waited for “Trunks” to ring him up.

The sunshine of early summer fell
brightly into the old quadrangle of
Rookwood. Erroll watched the fellows
heading for the School-House for morn-
ing lessons.

The Fistical Four—Jimmy Silver,

fovell, Raby, and Newcome—spotted
him at Mr. Bootles’ window, and gave
him cheery nods as they passed. Morn-
Ington and Peele came lounging by, and
Mummg‘mn paused as he saw Erroll,
Peele going on his way.

“ Anythin’ up?” asked Mornington,
looking very curiously at the junior in
the open window.

“Nothing.”

“What are you doin’ in Bootles’ study,
then?”

“Waiting.”

“You don’t mean to say you've owned
up, to Bootles

"’men what's the game?” asked
I\Acmmgmn curiously. “ What the merry
cickens are you waitin’ in Bootles’ study
for? The bell's just goin’ for class.”

' THE EO’N OF A CRACKSMAN!

“I am telephoning to my father,” said
Erroll quietly. “Mr. Bootles has given
me permission.”

“Oh, I see! Givin’ him warnin’ that
you're clearin’ out of Rookwoed to-day?™
saxd ’v[ormngton, with 2 grin.

& vae him my kind regards,” grinned
Mornington, “Don’t fail to remember
me to Gentleman Jim.”

And the dandy of the Fourth strolled
on, laughing.

Erroll compressed his lips:

The bell was going now, and the
juniors were hurrying in. The old quad-
rangle was deserted at last.

rroll  stood looking out, with a
g‘comy brow.

He was looking his last on Rookwood.

That day was to be his last at the old
school, and his heart was heavy wifh
the thought of it.

Buzzzzz!

He was through at last, and he crossed
quickly to the telephone and took up
the receiver.

He gave the number again, and after
@ minute or 50 a cool, clear voice came
through.

“Hallo!”

“Hallo! Who is speaking?”

“Captain Erroll. Wno is that?™

“1t is I, father—!

SEF t‘lought 50,
phoning for?”

“I have news for you.”

“Mind how you talk!
stand?”

“I understand. But I must tell you,

father. I am leaving Rookwood to-day.”

“Wha-a-at!” i

Whnt are you teles

You under-

“I suppose I shall find you when I

return?”

“What do you mean, Kit? You are
not to return, You are not to leave
Rookwood. Are you out of your senses?”

“I have no choice, father!” Erroll's
voice was calm and steady. “You re-
member our talk at the woodman’s hut
yesterday, in Coombe Wood?™
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“Yes, yes!”
“Ii was overheard.”

“By gad! whom?”
“Mornington of Lhe Fourth.
tioned him to you—my enemy!”
“Was he spying on you, then?”

“Yes.”
“And ke Lnoms——
« rveryt.l

I men-

h was audxbl” on the telephone.

'Ihc news came as a shock to Gentle-
man Jim, the cracksman. Erroll smiled
\ bitterly.

“He has betrayed you?” went on
Gentleman Jim's voice at last.

“Not yet. He has promised to say
nothing if I leave Rookwood to-day
without any fuss. I have agreed. Aiter
lessons I shall go out as if for a walk,
and shall not return to the school.”

“Nothing hes been said, then,
far?”

“Nothing as yet.”

“Then the secret is safe till after

k lessgns"”

so

“Hang on a moment, Kit. I must
lhmk 0\'er this.”
“Yes, father.”

The schoolboy waited. Far away in
London, Gentleman Jim, the cracks-
man, was thinking hard. It was a
sudden blow to all his plans. The
cracksman had imposed hm'self upon
the Head of Rookwood as *“Captain
Erroll.” He had placed Kit in the
Fourth Form at Rookwood without &
hitch. And all his plans were thrown
into disarray by the enmity of a ]umor
schoolboy. ~Mornington, the dandy of
Rookwood, had been too much for Gen—
tleman Jim, the cracksman.
came the cracksman’s voice

at la:

“ch, father!” said Erroll dully.

“You are sure that Mornington has
said nothing so far?”.

“Quite sure. I should have heard of
it fast enough if he had.”

“Yes, yes, that is true. Do not leave
Rookwood uitil you hear from me
again,

“Byt—»

“The boy may be induced to keep
silent.”

“Impossible!”

“It may not be impossible to me, Kit.
Leave it in my hands. I cominand you
to remain at Rookwood!”

“Father! If Ido notleave of my own
accord, Mornington is going to the
fead. You know what will happen
then, The truth will be out, and I shall

be forced to leave in disgrace. You
might spare me that.”
“It may not come to that. Who &

this Mornington? Tell me ail you know
about him. It is important.”

“He is the richest fellow at Rook«
wood, a good deal of a bounder. I think
he is an orphan. His guardian is his
uncle, Sir Rupezc Stacpoole, one of the
governors of Rookwcoa That is all I
know of him.”

“Good! Does his guardian come tc
seg him sometimes?”

“I believe so.”

“What telephone are ycu using?”

“My TForm-master’s, Mr. Bootles
thinks I wanted to say good-bye to you
before you sailed.”

A chuckle was audible on the wires.

““That was very cute, Kit. Give me
the number.”

i “You cannot telephone to me again,
the;

“Gwc me the number!”

Erroll gave it.

“Good! Leave the matter to me, Kit.
Lucky you let me know. Mind, you are
not, to leave Rookwood. There will be
time to do that when the game is up.
Tt is not up yet by long chalks!®

5 “Father! What Is it you intend to
02"
“Good-bye, Kit! Stick it out!™
“Father—"

There was no reply. Gentleman Jim
had rung off. Erroli, with a sigh, put
up the recciver. With a gloomy brow
he made his way to the Fourth Form
Room and teok his place in the class.
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CHAPTER 22.
The Sword of Damocles!

IMMY SILYER clapped Errcll on
the back as the Fourth Form came
out after morning lessons.

“Comes along to the cricket, old
scout,” said Jimmy cheerily, “I want
you to give me some bowling before
dinner.”

frroll smiled faintly.

He was a keen cricketer, but cricket
was ot much in his mind just then.

What are you scowling about?”
asked Lovell.

“Was I scowling?”

“Well, frowning,” said Lovell, laugh-
ing. “You've been at it all the morn-
ing. What’s the merry trouble?”

“And what made you so late for
lessons?” asked . “I thought
Bootles was going to drop on you when
you came in half an hour late, But he

idn't.”

“I had leave,” said Erroll. “I had

Leen telep‘wmnu to my father.”

remember you were in

Boot!cs study,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Hasn’b Captam Erroll started for

homc yet, then

“Well, he cauldnt have, if Erroll’s
been “phoning to him this morning,”
said Newcome.
Erroll smiled faintly. He wondered,
- for a moment, what the cheery Co.
would have thought if they could have
known what had been said over the
wires, The thought brought a flush to
his cheeks. After all, if he had to leave

Rookwood, it would be an end to decep-

tion. There was solace in that.
“Nothing wrong with your pater, is

Lnorc Exrroll?” asked Ji 3

“Well, as he was wounded and
invalided out of the Army, I suppose
he is rather crocked,” said Jimm:

“Yowve been looking so jolly serious

all the morning, I thought something

might be wrong. If there’s nothing the
mmer get that scowl off your chivvy
and come down to the nets,
And Erroll went doY n to Little Side
w‘th the Fistical Four.
“Awiully  thick,

that  gang!”

THE SON OF A CRACKSMAN!

remarked Townsend to Morningten as
they passed. “I hear that Errcil's
name’s down for the St. Jjm's match.”

Mornington smiled sarcastically.

“Erroll won't play for Rookwood
against St, Jim’s,”

“Two to one he does—m quids!” said
Townsend.

Mornington laughed.

“I should be robbin’ you,” he said.
“Rrroll won't play for Rookwood again,
and you can bet your hat on at,
‘Towny.

“I don't see what yowre drivin’ at,”
said Townsend, puzzled. “Jimmy Silver
selected him for the Junior Eleven. 1
know that.”

“Youre talkin’ ‘out of your hat,
Morny!” said Topham. "En-o]l’s safe
for the St. Jim’s match!”

“I say, Morny!” ’I‘ubby Muflin of the
Fouuh rolled up. “Bootles wants you.”

h, bother Bootles!” growled
MormnﬂtoxL “What's wrong now?*
Tubby grinned.

& ’Tamt, a licking. He's been rung

y your guardian, old Stacpeole,

nnd he 's got a message for you. He told
me to tell you s0.”

Mornington yawned.

“By gad! Is my guardian comin’
down hexc?” he said. ‘“‘That means that
I shan't be able to get out after lessons
to-day, you fellows!”

“Tll tell ’em at the Bird-in-] H’lnd
that yowre sorry you can't come,”
grinned Townsend.

“Oh, rats!»

Mornington looked decidedly cross as
he went to Mr. Bootles’ study. Morny’s
uncle was a most indulgent guardian,
and in most matters Morny's wishes
were law to him. But the dutiful nephew
regarded the kind old gentleman as a
good deal of a hore, and he was not
atall mthuslashc about receiving a visit
y had his own engage-
ments after l'ﬂssous—engﬂgemcnts such
as he could not quite have explained

even to the most indulgent of guardians.

He tapped at Mr. Bootles' door and

entered, and the Form-master looked:
up.

g1
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“Ah!® You may come in, Mornington,
I have just received a lelen‘mne cﬂll
from Jour uncle, Sir Rupert Stacpoole.”

, Sir.”

63
cheﬂful with a shining topper on his
ead and a light coat on his arm.
“Hallo, where are you off to? “asked

“er Rupert from the
Royal George Hotel, in Latcham. e
is in Latcham at present, and he wishes
you to go and dine with him there. He
has asked me to excuse you from lessons
for the afternoon.” Mr, Bootles looked
rather serious. “I did not see my way
to decline, Mornington, so you may go
to Latcham to meet your guardian.”

Mornmgton brightened up con-
siderabi;

He \vas not “keen” on lessons, not
by any means. The prospect of that
sunny afternoon out of the Form-room
was distinctly attractive.

“Thanlk you, sir!”

“That is all, Mornington.”

“May I take a friend with me, sir?”

“You may not, Mornington.
Rupert Stncpou]e stated that he
wished you to come by yourself. In
any case, Mornington, I could not give
your friends permlssmu to miss lessons
for no reason at all.”

“Very well, sir.™

Mornington left the study.

“Licked?” asked Townsend, 8s the
ruts of Rookwocd met him at the end
of the passage.

“No, ass! I've gobt to go over to
Latcham this afternoon. My uncle's
there, and he wants to see me. Can't
take a chap thh me, though,”

£0h, rotten!”

“Some_fellows have all the luck!”
growled Peele, “This is what comes of
hnvm an uncle who’s a governor of the

“Well Bootles couldn’t very well
refuse. I expect old Stacpoole only
wants to give me a jawin’,” .sald lv’ m»
ington. “He's written to m ex-
travagance, Silly rot! scm Ishall get
ahdecent dinner for once, that’s some-
)

When the Rookwood juniors came in
to dinner they met Mornington going
out, looking extremely elegant and

Sir-

ave him a lofty lock,

“Oh, T've ”OL le:n" for the day!
drawled. “Goin’ to dine \ch
guardian at Latchm ta

“Rotten favouritism!” gmv..ed Higgs
of the Fourih.

Mornington laughed.

“Well, nobody’ll ever make a favourite

of you, Higgs!” he remarked. And he
walked on.

The juniors went in to dinner and
Mornington sauntered down to the
gates, and started Inr Coombe to take
the local train to Latch:

‘When the Fourth Form turned up in
the Form-rcom that afternoon Morn-
ington's place was empty.

Most of the fellows envied him his
good luck as they ground away at
lessons the dusky TForm-room.
They weuld have given a gocd deal ta
b‘e1 out of doors themselves in the sune

Lessuus were over at last, however,
and the Fourth came out. Arthur
Edward Lovell gave a portentous yawn
in the passage.

“‘Never found Bootles such an awful
bore before,” he said. “I thought it
would never end. What about some
cricket before tea?”

Good egg! You coming, Ercoll?”

Ell‘oll shook his head and went to his
stu

he
my

H!"gs and Jones minor, his study-
mates, were out, and he had No. 2 Study
to himseif.

He paced the study in a restless
mood, with darkly-knitted brows.

The hour had come!

At that hour he was to have left
Rookwood. The alternative was that
Mornington would inform the Head of
what he knew=that Erroll, known at
Rookwood as the son of Captain Erroll,
was in reality the son of Gentleman
Jim, the cracksman, who had stolen a
brave man’s name in order to place his
son in the school.
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He would ha to 20 thov‘m dis-
grace and humiliation. Why not go at
once? Why had his father bldden him
remain?

How could he “stick it out,” as Gen-
tleman Jim had s2id? Mornington had
onl} to speak, and he would be driven
forth in shame and disgrace. What was
the use of waiting for that?

Mornington, as it happened, was
absent now. But the revelation would
be made as soon as he returned to the
schoo), if he found Kit Erroll still there.
Apart ¢fom his dislike of Erroll, Morn-
ington was acting, to a certain extent,
from a sense of duty. had_ dis-
covered the miserable truth, and the
Head must know it—unless the im-
postor shook the dust of

THE,/'SON OF A CRACKSMAN!

he would have followed his father’s
profession,

Yet, from that Jawless  profession
came the bread that he ate. Could he
help it?* He had grown up in ignorance
of it, and the discovery had been a
fearful shock to him.

His father had bidden him remain at
the school. It must mean that he hoped
{o he able, somehow, {o silence Morning-

on.

Erroll knew that that was impossihle.

How was Gentleman Jim even to sce
the fellow? What influence could he
have over him, even if he saw him?
Erroll was strangely perplexed and
troubled. But he obeyed his father’s
command. He did not wish to go. If
there was a ramt chance, he would take

{from his feet.

it,
When the dandy of the Fourth came

heme from Latcham, the game would
be up. Why wait for that cruel humilia-
ticn? Yet Gentleman Jim had bidden
him  wait. What unknown scheme,
then, was working in Vthe cunning brain
of the cracksman? Erroll felt himself
oppressed with a vague fear.

He had always obeyed his father—
excepting in one matter. The cracks-
man’s son, so far as his own actions
went, was as honest as any fellow at
Rookwood. He could remember more
than one bitter and angry scene in his
strange home, but in that he had never
faltered, and in that he never would
falter.

How gladly he had come to Rook-
wood. It had seemed an escape from
the surroundings that galled him to the
very soul. To escape from such associa-
tions, it had seemed a light thing to
chance his name. What did it matter if
he was called Erroll? Gentleman Jim
had chosen that name for him by
chance, or for some reason the boy
knew nothing of. What did it matter?

What mattered was that it meant a
chance for him to throw the black,
shadowed past behind—to begin to
make his own way in the wo:ld. He
would have chosen death itself before

ant everything to him.
But when Mcmmgton returned!
He went down to tea at last. Morn-
ington had not come in. But when old
Mack, the porter, locked the gates at
dusk he expected to see the dandy of
the Fourth. But Morningion did not
answer to his name at calling-over.
“Morny’s stickin’ it out,” Townsend
grinned to Topham, as the fellows :ame
oub cf Hall. “Makin’ a day of it,
gad

“Lucky bargee!” grunted _Topham.

It was later in the evening when
Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood,
came into the junior Common-room.

Igs»s Mornington come in?” he

aske
“Haven’t seen him,” said Conroy.
Nohody had seen him. Bulkeley left
the Common-room. When the Classical
Fourth were shepherded off to their
dormitory later, there was a buzz of ex-
citement among the juniors,

Morningten had not returned!

CHAPTER 23,
Kidnapped!

HERE was no thought of danger in
Mornington’s mind when he
sauntered away from the gates of

Rookwood that afternoon,
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He was in a cheery humour.

An afternoon away from lessons was
agreeable enough, even if coupled with
spcnding the holiday in the company of
that somewhat boresome old gentleman,
Sir Rupert Stacpoole.

Mornington had aliowed himself
plenty of time to catch the local train
to Latcham, and he sauntered in a
leisurely way down the leafy lane to
Coombe.

Near the cross-roads, where the lane
turned off to Bagshot, a cart was stand-
ing, the horse with a nosebag on. The
carter was sitting on the shaff., smoking

mummgton glanced at him carelessly
as he passed.

The carter wore corduroy house"s
and a smock and a slouched hat, a
looked like any other of the vulagers
Mornington had seen often enough
about Coombe.

His face was decidedly dirty, and his
beard thick and shaggy. He seemed
half asleep as he szat on the shaft,
smoking lazily, but from under his
brows, his eyes were fixed on the
Coombe road, ehd a gleam came .into
them as the handsome, well-dressed
junior came along from the direction of
Rookwood.

He detached himself from the shaft,
removed the pipe from his mouth, and
called to Mornington.

“Excuse me, sir! Will you tell me the

time?”

The Rookwood junior halted.

He drew out his handsome gold watch
and glanced at it. The carter came a
little nearer, touching his hat very
respectfully.

“Qualter to two,” said Mornington.

“Thank you, zur. Time I was gettin'
along, then,” said the carter. - You be
from Rookwood, zur?”

“Yes,” said Mornington, glancing at
the man again, He did not see why
carter should be interested in that cir-

o

“Praps you know Master Morning-
ton of Rookwcod School, zur?”
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The Classical junior looked at him
harder,

“Iam Mornington," he saif

“Then you’ re the young gent I've got
a message for!”

“Ch! A message for me?” said
Mornington, wondering whether Joey
Hook, the bookmaker, had chesen this
rough fellow as a messenger. *Well, I'm
Morm ngton, Go ahead, my man. What

T e man glanced up and down the
lane, with a quick, suspicious look. The
lane was loncly enough, and there was
no one in sight.

Then he approached Mornington,
who watched him curiously.

‘“’Ere you are, sir, ‘ere’s the letter
what was give to me” said the carter,
holding out a grubby hand thh an
envelope in it.

'Mornngtcn carelessly surctched out
his hand.

To his amazement the carter, instead
of handing him the letter, grasped his
wrist in a grip that was like iron,

He uttered a whistle at the same
moment.

There was a rustle in the trees by the
road, and a man ran out behind Morn-
ington.

The dandy of the Fourth, crimson
with anger at the rude grasp laid upon

him, struggled savagely, seeking to
wrench his hand away.
ou impertinent scoundrel!” he

shouted furiously. ‘“How dare you lay
hands on me' Let. me go! Are you
drunk, or ma
“Quick, Badger!” panted the carter.
As Mornington struggled with him, a
shi?‘ngd grasp was laid upon him from
ehind.

Struggling violently, the Rookwood
junior was swept off the ground and.,
in the grasp of the two men, rushed
towards the waiting cart.

His arms and legs flew wildly in the
air as he was tossed into the vehicle,

Mornington had time for only that
ne cr}

o

The carter was on him, kneeling on
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Liim as he lay panting in the bottom of
cart. His eyes bluzed down at the
od junior of Rockwood.

icel”

*You—pou hound!” panted Morn-
ington. He was astounded, dazed Ly
e strange aitack, but he was ter-

rage, not fear, that Was
s Jook “What dces this mean,

Fyou scoundrel?”
* Silence!”
The second man clambered in. As
i n sought
crove a wad of rag is mouth, and
the junior's shout died in a choked
gurgl

&

ed. It was
looks.

.
he carter dragged a cord from his
pocket.

In a minute or less, the kidnapped
junior was bound hand and foct, and
1ay helpless in the boitom of the cart.

The gag jammned in his mouth kept
him silent. He lay helpless. only his
eyes blazing defiance and fury at the
kidnappers.

The, carter jumped down into the
road. The man he had called
~Badger ” covered a tarpaulin over the
kound junior.

The carter stepped back to, the cross-
roads and looked, like Moses of old, this
way and that. The clumps of trees by
the roadside had screcned the scene. In
the fields, at a distance, labourers were
working, but none had scen the kidnap-

ping.

A market-cart came lumbering along
from the direction of Coombe. The
driver exchanged a sleepy good-day with
the carter as he stood in the road.

Then the market-cart lumbered on.

The carter returned to his companion,
hreathing hard, but with a smile on his
kearded lips.

* All O.K., Badger?” he said.
Easy as winkin’, guv’nor.”

“Get going, then.”

“What-ho!”

Badger sat in the cart, after taking
the nosebag from the horse. The
carter mounted in front, taking the
whip and reins. The clumsy cart rolled
off up the lane towards Bagshot School.

k shout again, ke,
to hi
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ay to Bagshot it turned into
led across
foliowed the tifack for
oL f?d then turned
g away over the rough ground.
the tarpauilin in the cart Morn-
lay helpless and silent.

Moor. It

mile or m

jolting and

Unde
ington

CHAPTER 2.
Held By the Enemy.
ORNINGTON writhed helplessly
in his bonds under the tar-
paulin as thé cart jolted over
the rough ground.

The Rookwocd junior could see
nothing, hear nothing but the heavy
bumps of the wheels on the moor.

The ragg that consumed him died
away, however, and his struggles ceased.
He reolised his helplessness. He was
utterly at the mercy of the ruffians
who had kidnapped him. What was
their object? Who were they? He
asked himself those questions a score
of times without being able to find an
answer,

‘What did it mean? What could it
mean? Whither was he being taken?
The kidnapping had been carefully
planned; he realised that. The cart
had been in waiting, the kidnappers
ready for him to pass. How had they
known that he was leaving the school
at that time—a time when all the
fellows were usually within gates?

Evidently they had known.

It was a_hopeiess puzzle. He waited
with feverish anxiety for the strange
journey to come to an end. could
not guess in what direction he was
being taken; only the jolting of the
vehicle told him that he was traversing
the pathless moorland.

The cart stopped at last.

The tarpaulin, after some delay, Was
drawn aside, 2nd Morningten blinked in
the sudden sunshine.

He sat up with difficulty.

Reund him stretched the wide moor,
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\,wcd Lieve and there with gorse and s

!Co habitation was in sight.

The cart had halted in a hollow of
U?e moor, and the view was cut off on
&ll s Sij .

He locked at his captors.

The ruffian Badger grinned down at
him. It was the man who layed
the part of a carter who was the leader,
Lornington knew. He knew, too, that
the man could not be a carter. Who
and what was he?

s CcL bim out, Eadger.”
ho, guvnor

Mmmng»un was hned from the cart
in the ruffian’s strong arms. The cord
about his ankles was looscned.

“Walk!” said Badger laconically.

His heavy grasp was on the Rookwood
junior’s shoulder. Mommgmn moved
along as the man led hi

The grassy slopes of the moor, as he
saw now, were marked and scarred
old quarry workings. He remembered
the disused Coombe quarries, which had
Jain idle for a hundred years or more,
and were mostly flooded. Why had the
kidnappers brought him there?

The carter had tied the horse, and he
was moving ahead. Badger Iollowed
with Mornington.

They followed a sloping p:tth into the
deepcst part of the grassy h
n there a rough and preclpxmus
way !ed down into one-of the old quarry
workings.

Fifty feet below the level of the moor,
in the shadowy old working, they
stopped.

Here a gap opened in the quarry side,
\vhere slaty edges cropped out into view.
It was like a small cave, extending a
dozen feec into the earth, closed on all
sides but one.

Mornington stood alone, while Badger

g
Z
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ghtly. He removed the gag from the
junior’s mouth.

“You know where you are, I sup-
pose?” he said.

Mornington gasped for breath.

“Yes. What am'I brought here for?”

“You are a prisoner, as you can see.”

“I know you have kidnapped me, you
scoundrel! But what is it Ior? I sup-
pose you've got some reason.”

“Naturally.’

“Who are you?” Mornington watched
the man’s face =avagel “I've heard
your vmce before 'm sure of that.”

u have seen me hefore.” smiled
the cartar “You need not be alarmed,
Master Mornington. You are not going

to be hurt. You will simply remain here
a prisoner for a few days—"

*“A few days!” shouted Mommgtcn.

‘‘Perhaps a week or two.”

“You think you can keep me here?”
panted Mornington. “I shall be
searched for. My uncle is expecting me
in Latcham this very minute—"
**Your uncle is not in Latcham.”
“What!”

“And he will not know that you have
disappeared until he hears it from
Rookwood.”

Mornington staggered.

He began to understand now.

“Then—then the telephone-call—it
was not Sir Rupert Stacpoole?” he
stamme:ei

LTt was 17

* Buf t u you—how did you know
tmyt.hmg e ‘me—about my uncle?
I—I don't understand.” Even as he was
speakmg a hght bmke upon the junior’s
mmd

Badger came back into the cave
with bundles in his arms. He put down
the bundles, and tramped away again
to the cart.

Mornington glanced at t,he thlngs—-
2 roll of bankets, several 11 camp-
cookmg utcns:ls Ev.dencly the
‘e making preparations

for camping m Lhat desolate recess.
His eyes fixed on the pretended carter

returned the wny he The | chair,
carter
Juniors

Mornington’s  eyes scanned  him i
savagely. again.

The carter met his glance and smiled

“I know you now,” he muttered. “I
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.
know your voice! ~You are the man
who brought Erroll to Rookwood, call-
ing &Our::elf Capfain Erroll! You are
the men ke met in the woodman’s hut!
You are Erroll's father, the cracksman
—Gentlcman Jim!"”

Tt has taken you a long time to guess
i, smxled Gentleman Jim.

Oh, I know it all now! Erroll's
told you that I've found him out!”
shouted Morning '{1 “That's what he
wlephoncld about.

"And-aad be planmed this with
you.”

“He knows nothing about if, so ﬁar,”
smiled Gentleman Jim. “I laid m;
plans as soon as I knew that you had
nosed out matters that did not concern
you, my fine fellow. If you choose to
play the spy, you must pay for it.”

‘\Jommgto') ground his teeth with

rage

“You ve brought me here so that I
can’t give Erroll away to the Head!”
he cxclalmed

ou\\, guc:scd it.”

" But—l Oh, youre mad!”
panted Mo.mngum “You can’t keep
me here long. I shall be hunted for.
Suppose they don’t find me for a week,
even a month, it comes to the same
thing. The minute I set foot in Rook-
wood again I shall tell Dr. Chisholm
everything.”

“You will be welcome to,” yawned
Gentleman Jim,

He turned away from the junior as
Badger entered the excavation again,
his arms full

The two rascals unpacked the bundles
together, Mommgton watching them

with a moody bro’
entleman J)m uncoiled a thin,
strm‘g chain, with a padlock at the
. Badger was dnvmg a sLa.ke into
d. clett in the hard grow

“You will find this more comfy than
being tied up, my boy,” said the cracks-
man, as he passed the chain round
Mornington's waist and locked it

“You hound!”

The cracksman fastened the end of
the chain to the stake. ~Mornington

« | have any regard

s
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had a freedom of eight or nine feet.
Then the cracksman cut through the
bonds on his limbs.

“I am going now, Master Morning-
ton,” said Genileman Jim quictly.
“oOne word of warning before I go.
Tms is a lonely spot, miles from any

house. If you shout, you will not be
heard. But we do not pretend to run
risks. If you utter one cry, you will
be gagged, and kept gagged. If you
for your own comfort,
you will toe the line quietly.

Mornington gritted his teeth.

“You will be cared for as well as
circumstances permit,” resumed Gentle-
man Jim, “ are being kept out of
the way till you cannot do any further
harm. That is all. You cannot escape;
but if_yo uttcmpt to do so, you will be
bound a$ain, hand and foot.  ¥ou
will have food and drink—plain, but
enough for you—and a blanket and rug
to sleep in, So long as you give no
trcuble, you have nothing to fear. That

He turned away with that, and left
the excavation.

Mornington heard his footsteps die
away in “the hollow. A few minutcs
Jater the sound of wheels, rumbling in
the distance, came to his ears.

Gentleman Jim was gone!

CHAPTER 25.
Missing!

- HERE'S Mornington?”
sx/ That was the question in
the Classical Fourth dormi-
“By gad, he’s keepin’ it tp!” said
Townsend, with a grin. “Bootles will
have somethm’ to say when he comes

"Hes given nunky the slip, and gone

on the spree!” opined Peele. *‘Just
like Morny!™
“well, I suppose nothing can have

happened to him,” said Jimmy Silver,
as he kicked off his boots. “He's making
a day of it, that’s all!”
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“Just, like him!™ growled Lovell.
Erroll made no remark,
His face was pale.

c absence of Mornington was
being prolonged. So far it had saved
him from the revelation that meant
ruin to his hopes.

s it mcrelj the rccklcssne<s uf

ihe
mg itself once more in this way? Or

Whh a chill at his heart, the unhappy
junior thought of Gentleman Jim.

The cracksman had bidden him re-
main at the school; he had undertaken
that Mornington should keep silence.

Was Mornington's absence due
some schemc of the cracksman?
it a comcxdence, or a plot of Genne-
man Jim? (e could not tell, but his
heart was leavy There was no sleep
for Erroll of the Fourth that nig]

‘The rest of the Fourth wcre not
anxious about the missing junior. They
had no_doubt that he would turn up
late, with some specious “yarn” to
satisfy Mr. Bootles.

But Mr. Bootles, who did not know
Mornington quite so well as his Form-

fellows knew him, was decidedly
anxious,
After Bulkeley had put out the

lights for the Classical Fourth, he went
dtown to the Fourth Form Master’s
stu

'Mormngton has not come in, sir!”
he announced.

“It is extraordinary,” said Mr.
Bootles. “I can't help fearing that
some accident has happened to him,
Bulkeley. Even his guardian has no
right to keep him late for bed-time.
I will telephone to Sir Rupert, and ask
him whether l\lox‘nmgton left him in
time to get home for bed.”

e worried Form-master turned to
the telephone, and rang up the Royal
George, at Latcham.

" Hallo!”

“I wish to speak to Sir Rupert Stack-
poole. TIs he st
M}"‘,“l’!ooues, into the transmitter.

2 X

“Sir Rupert Stacpoole,”™

ill at the hotel?” said |then!

59
“No gentleman of that name here,
sir.

“Dear me! Has he left?"
"I do not think anyone of that name
has been here, sir; but I will inquire.”
*“Thank you,” said Mr. Bootles, very
much surprised.

T solon came through sgatt 1n's
few minutes.
No one of, that name at this hotel,

ear me! That is very extra-
ordinary!  Sir Rupert Stacpoole tele-
honed to me from your hotel early to-

e
5

“Some mistake, sir.”

“Kindly tell me this—has a boy be-
longing this school—nock\wod—

called at your hotel to-day, to see a
gentleman there?”

will inquire.”

Ano(her dclay, while Mr. Bootles
wrinkled his brows m perplexity. He
was both puzzled and alarmed by this
time.

Again the voice came through from

atcham.

“Nothing is known here of any
schoolboy having called, sir Perhapa
it is some other hotel you
is the Royal Gemge, Latcham.

Yes, yes; that is right. You are
sure that sir Rupert Stacpoole has nog
been at your hotel, and that his nephew
trom Rookwood School has not called

n him?”

“Absomtely.”

“It is extraordinary!”™

Mr. Bootles rang off, and hurried out
of the study. He was disquieted and
alarmed. He found Dr. Chisholm in
his study, and hurriedly explained the
matter to hj

‘The Head lls(.ened in utter astonish-
men

s is as»ouvdmg, Mr. Bootles It
appcurs that the telephone-call did not
come ,from Mornington’s uncle at all,
“ Apparently not.”
“It is extraordinary! And the boy
has not returned from Latcbam?™
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“No; neither is he known to have
arrived there.”

The Head knitted his brows. The
strange afiair put him entirely at a

loss.

“I must speak to Sir Rupert Stac-
poole!” he said at last. “It appears
that someone has used his name, in
order to obtain a holiday for Florning-
ton. We shall see.”

The Head rang yp the baronet’s town
house, and waite8y for his trunk call
to be put through. .

Mr. Bootles sat down to wait with
him, very much perturbed. It was
quite possible that seme acquaintance
of Mornington had used Sir Rupert’s
name to get the junior an extra holi-
day. But, even so, what had become
of Mornington? ~ Why had he betrayed
the trick by staying away so late, and
why did he not return?

The Head, too, was looking anxious

now.

e had returned to his papers, but
his brow was knitted. The telephone-
bell rang at last, and the Head took up
the receiver.

“Is that Sir Rupert Stacpoole?”

“Yes, yes.” The thin, cracked voice

f the old genileman came through.
“What is 1t?”

“This is Rookwood Scheol Dr.
Chisholm speaking. Have you any

knowledge of your nephew’s present
‘whereabouts?”

#“Eh! Is he not at Rookwood?”

“He left early this afternoon, pre-
sumably to visit you at Latcham.”

“What? What? I have not been to
Latcham—I have not left
day. What do you mean?’

“Mr. Bootles received a telephone call
from Latcham, In your name, asking
for Mornington to visit you at the
Royal George Hotel there. He went,
and has not returned?” g -

“Bless ray soul!
the young rascal a holiday, I presume.
But he has not returned.”

“‘He has not.”

“Good heavens! Well, I know no-
thing of the matter. Reckless young

'London to-

Some trick to get |t
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rascall  Let me know in the mornin”
that he is all right.” N

“Oh, certainly.”

The Head put up the receiver, and
looked ai Mr. Bootles.

That gentleman looked at him.

“This is very strange,” said Dr. Chis-
holm, “We had better wait a little
longer, and if Mornington does not re-
turn, I shall conclude that he has met
with’ an accident, and the police had
better ke communicated with.”

“Very well, sir.” ;

Mr. Bootles left the study It was his
bed-time now; but he did not go to bed.
At eleven o'clock all Rookwood had
turned in, excepting Mr. Bootles and
the Head. Mornington had not re-
turned.

Then Dr. Chisholm, really alarmed,
rang up Coombe Police Station, and
then the police-station at Latcham.

Neither had any information to give
hira; neither knew of any accident
having happened to 2 schoolboy.

Dr. Chisholm paced his study in great
perturbation.

There was nothing more to be done.
He did not even know whether Morn-
ington had gone to Latcham or not.
He did not know whether something
serious had happened, or whether this
was a reckless escapade, such as Morn-
ington had sometimes been guilty of
in his early days at Rookwooed School.

Midnight passed, and one o'clock
tolled out, and Mornington had not re-
turned, That he could be staying away
of his own accord, it was not possible
to_suppose any longer.

The Head went to bed at last and
Mr. Bootles followed his example, but
in a very uneasy frame of mind.

In the morning, when the Rookwood
fellows came down from the dormi-
tories, the news spread through the
school like wildfire. Morny had been
away all night, and had not yet re-

urned.

The telephone-bell rang very often

in the Head’s study that morning. In

the afterncon Sir Rupert Stacpoole
rrived at the school, looking pale and

worried.

e
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A police inspector called from Lat-
cham, and was shut up with the Head
for some time.

Rookwood thrilled with the sirange

ews.

Mornington of the Fourth had dis-
appeared without leaving a trace be-
hind him!

! —_—

CHAPTER 0.
Fatner and Son!

IMMY SILVER & CO. discussed the
strange mystery in every tone of
amazemeng, that day. All Rook-

Wood was talking of it. Tommy Dodd
& Co. came over from the Modern side
to learn all particulars,
their opinion.

The only junior in the school, in fact,
who did not discuss the mystery, and
venture an opinion on it, was Kit Erroll.

Erroll was silent.

The all-absorbing topic of Morny’s
disappearance prevented the fellows
from noticing Erroll specially. Other-

wise they could not have failed to note|

his pallor and his karassed looks.
Afternoon lessons were almost a farce,

so far as the juniors were concerned.

They could think of nothing but Morn-

ington.

After lessons there was N0 news.

Townsend went to Mr. Bootles boldly,
to ask for information, but the dis-
tressed Form-master had none to give.

He shook his head as he came back
to the crowd of juniors waiting to hear
whether there was any news.

“Nothin’,” said Townsend.

“By gad,” said Smythe of the Shell,
“this beats everythin’! ~ What ca
Morny be up to?” -

“Must have been an accident,” said

Conroy.

“But the police are looking for him
right and left” said Jimmy Silver.
“If there’d been an accident he'd have
been found.™ %

“T've been down to the station,” said
Van Ryn. “Ib's quite certain Morny
never took a ticket there yesterday.

and to give [0

[}

He never got as far as the station after
he left here.”

“And it’s come out that the telephone
call from Latcham was a swindle,” said
Oswald, “Old Stacpoole wasn't there
at all.”

““Some pal of Morny's gettin’ him a
holiday—what?” said Smythe. “I lbe-
lieve Morny’s worked that before.”

It isn't that this time,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Morny would have come back
in any case. Whoever telephoned from
Latcham was the merchant who's re-
sponsible for keeping him away now.”

“You think he’s being kept away?”
asked Newcome,

**He must be.”

; l\ﬁn-nob kidnapped!”  ejaculated

vell,

““well, it looks like it.”

“Oh, crumbs!*

There were many theories among
the juniors. ~An accident seemed

scarcely possible, for even if there had
been a fatal accident, the scarch must
have discovered Mornington by this
time. Tubby Muffin certainly sug-
gested that Morny had run away to sea
to become a pirate, but that suggestion
was not taken seriously.

But unless Mornington had run away
from Rookwood, he must have been
taken off by force; and a case of kid-
napping, amazing as it seeied, was the
only explanation.

As a matter of fact, the Head had
already come to the conclusion that it
was a case of kidnapping. and so had
the police. Sir Rupert Stacpoole was
in full expectation of receiving a de-
mand for money from the unknown
miscreants as the price of his ward’s
liberty. But if that was the kidnappers’

:n | intention, they were in no huzry, for no

word came to the baronet.

Kit Erroll said no word. He was the
only fellow at Rookwood Wwho could
have thrown light on the subject.

For his doubts were gone now. He
knew that Mornington’s disappearance
was the work of Gentleman Jim.

It was at that price that he was to
remain at Rookwood. While Morning-
ton was gone he was safe there.



62

Yet he could not wholly understand.

He dared not think that the cracks-
man would do Mornington an injury.
But he could not be kept a prisoner for
long. It was only putting off the evil
day, and making matters worse, when
at last the end should come;

Jimmy Siiver looked for Ervoll after
tea, amtl found him in Little Quad, with
a letter in his hand. Th choel page
had brought it to him, exp:¥ining that
it had been handed to him by a lad
from the village. Erroll understood,
and he “tipped ” the page, and retired
to Littie Quad to read the letter. He
coloured and thrust it hastily into his
pcckm 2s Jimmy Silver came up,

been looking for you,” said
'nmmy cremLy “What about the
crick( etI

“By Jove, you're looking seedy!” said
Jimmy. “I've hardly seen you to-day,
Erroll. Any thing wrong?”

-1o.
“Nob, worrying about Morny?” asked
Jimmy. He became graver. “I say,
Erroll, I don’t think there's any real
need to be alarmed. It's pretly cer-
tain that some rascals have goi hold
of him for his money bui they won't
hurt h\m %
don't feel so fit as usual to-
day o sa'd Erroll. “I won't come down
to the cricket, if you don’t mind.”
“All serene. It’s a free country,”
sald Jimmy, and he went off to join
his chux
‘The TFistical Four were concerned
about Mornington, enemy of eirs
as he always had been. But they did
not see any use in going about look-
ing glum, at all events until it was
known that the matter was serious.
Erroil took the note from his pocket
again.

was a_ single line sc.ibbled
upon it in pencil:

“The hut at six-thirty.”
There was no signature, but that was

not necessary; he knew the handwriting
of Gentleman Jim.
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Erroll tore the note into fragments,
and threw them into the fountain.
Then he walked down to the gates.

e days were drawing out now, and
locking-up was later.  Erroll strolled
out of gates with an assumption of
carelessness, but once out of sight of
Rookwood he broke mto u run.

It was already past si

e crossed the ﬂclds to the wood, and
piunged into Without a
pause, he made hxs v»zv.y to the old
woodiman’s hut in the heart of the
wood. The spot where he had met the
cracksman before, and where Mornin"-
ton had played the spy upon them.

The old hut was silent and deauted
when he arrived there.  Gentlema
Jim had not yet put in an nppearance.

The junior, breathing hard after his
hurry, sat on the log in the hut to wait.

t he couldinot keep still

e rose again, and paced to and fro,
occasionally glancing anxiously out at
the shattered doorway.

There was a step in the grass at last,
and Erroll uticred an exclamation,

“Father!”

Gentleman Jim stepped into the hut.

The Rookwood fellows who had seen
him as “Captain Erroll” would not
have known him now. He had dis-
carded the carter’s garb, and he looked
like a business man of middle age. It
was not judicious for “Captain Tirroll
to risk being seen near Rookwood with
out coming to the school,

“You're here first this time, Kit,” he
said, with a smile. “So you got my

note?”
“Yes. I came at once.”
“Good!”  Gentleman Jim bit the

end from a cigar, lighted it, and blew
out a wreath of smoke. “All goes well,
Kit. You can sleep quietly to-night in
the dormitory ab Rookwood Morn-
Ington will not ta

“Where is he?” mutl.excd the school-

boy.
Gentleman Jim grinned through the
“In a safe pAace, Kit. The Badger

is looking after him. You remember.
the Badger?”
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Erroll shuddered.

“I remember him!
1 first learned—"

He broke off.

“That your father was G

It was from him
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“Then he can go back to Reokwood,
or to the dickens

“Father, whun he comes back I shall
be given away. Why did you rmt lcc
me leave to-da

Jim, the cmcl.sm’m," said the adven-
turer, laughing. I should ham toxd
you sooner or later, Kit. a to
know. , You were already womclmg.
]oﬁg béfore you knew the facts.

“ Where 15 Mornington.
have not—-"

He falter d

The cracksman laughed contemp-
{uoush

“Dmt be 2 fool, boy! Do you think
I am imbecile cnowh lo put my neck
within reach of a x¢

Erroll drew & denp breut,h of relief.

*Thank Heaven, he is not hurt!” he
muttered.

““He is not hurt, zmd will not be hurt.
If he gives trouble Badger m:
hanrdle him a bit rou«hly, but that is
all. I suppose the school is in a flurry
aho\;;. his disappearance?”

o5

You—you

2
<

"What do they suppose has hap-
pen

Tha' he is lenapped I suppose!”

“They could scarcely think anything
else. But they will hardly think of
Caplain Erroll in com\ecuun with the
affair,” smiled the cracksm:
can slcep -soundly to-night, Klb."

The schoolboy smiled bitterly.

“It is not so easy!” he said. “You
ha\e not told me where Mornington

"N t very far from you," smiled
Gentleman Jim. ~ “You remember tell-
ing me of the old qaames on the moor
in your letters?

€s, yes.

“Well, T have made use of them, that
is all. 1t did not take me long to make
my plans, and I lost no time carrying
them out. All goes well. The boy
cannot be traced, that is certain. He
mll remaln in my hands as long as I

"And then?”
Gemlemnn Jll“l shrugged his shoul-

“Because your work is not dane at
Rookwood!” said the cracksman coolly.
“We may as well have this out, Kit.
You must know by this time why you
are ab the school.”

“You told me that it was to give me
a start in life, to enable me to learn to
earn my bread, and to hold up my head
among decent people!” said the school-
boy bitterly,

“And that still holds good. _But you
must be useful as well, Kit. Morning-
ton cannot be kept a prisoner indefi-
nitely, and as soon as he is released the
trath will be known. You will have
to leave Rookwood. The plans I laid
did not count on this chance, Morn-
ington’s _interference has shattercd
them.  You cannob remain’ at Rook-
wood as I intended. It would have
been a great advantage to you.
would have made you more useful to
us in many ways. But that is over

ow.”

“Let me go ab once, and let Morn-
Ington retun 22

The cracksman did not seem to hear,

But the game is not up, Kit.
can make a fresh start elsewhere,” he
said. “Another school at a distance,
perhaps, under a fresh name.”

tired of lies and impostures.
think there would be great
taking a name that was not mine, to
get away from—from—- He did
not finish. ~“But I've made friends
there—decent l‘euo\vs who
despise me if they knew.
with it When I lenve Rookwood, no
more of

“And wha., will you do?” snecred the
cracksman,

“Work for my bread, or starve!” said
the boy between his teeth. “That is
what I have debermmed and nothing
shall change me!

YA turn of starvation may help to
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teach you sense!” said the cracksman,
with a sncer. “But befo‘é you Teave
Rookwood, here is work fto be
done. Mornington cannot betray you
so long as he is kept safe. Before he
is released our work at the school must
be finished, and you will be safe away.
I have information about the place.
The school silver alone is worth mos
than a thousand pounds, and there are
other things. You are in the place,
You can give me the information Ineed
to make all safe for me to enter, and
when we are ready, you will let me in
at night—"
“Never!” s

“Did you think you wef¢" placed in
the sghool only to play the gentleman?”
sneered the cracksman. “You must
earn your bread and your fine school-
ing, my boy. You will do as you are

“Never! Never that!”

The cracksman’s eyes gleamed dan-
gerousiy,

“That is the way you speak to your

father, Kit"’ he said in a hard voice.
“Take care!”

The boy gave him a bitter look.

“Are you my father?” he said.

“What!”  Gentleman Jim started
forward, his eyes on the boy's face.
“What do you say? Who has been
telling you—" He broke off. *“You
mad young fool! What h'\s put that
folly into your head?”

“I have thought of it many times,”
sald Exroll, with quiet bitterness. “¥or
have never treated me as a son.
never knew a mother. I never knew &
relation, You are not like me. I have
wondered often, since I knew what you
wc&‘e, whcther you really were my
1af

“/Oh, you are mad!” muttered Gentle-

—E

man Jim. “I have no more time to
waste here, Kit. Remember my
orders!”

“X will not obey them!” sald Erroll
steadily. “I told you at our wretched
home that you should never make me
a thief. You cheated me into going to
Rookwood. ' You said nothing of this
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then. I will die before I \ml. nf: a
finger to help you rob Rookw o
“You will obey, Kit, or you \vxll take

the consequences!” said Gengeman Jnm
between his teeth. “Enough now.
shall see you again.® Return to Lhe

school, and hold your tongue!”

The cracksman turned away, and dis-

appeared into the wood. With a heavy
he: ardt Kit Erroll tramped away to Rook-
WOO!

It had come at last—what he had
known must come. Was that man
steeped in lies and crime his father?
Be that as it might, he had no right to
exact obedience, and the schoo]boys
mind was firm and fixe

Gentleman Jim might give his orders,
but they would not be obeyed. Upon
that point at least Kit Erroll's mind
was clear, and his resolution would
never he shaken.

CHAPTER 21.
No News! .
OMMY DODD of the Modern
i Fourth at Rookwood came into
the School Hou.;c with a serious
expression upon his fac

It was Saturday, ax‘d mommg lessons
were over at Rookwood.

There was a match fixed between
Moderns and Classicals for that after-
noon, but for once the thoughts of the
Rookwood fellows were not turned on
cricket, though it was a surny, smiling
afternoon, ideal weather for the great
summer_game.

The Fistical Four of the Tourth—
Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and New-
come—were chatting by the hall win-
dow, looking graver than usual. Erroll,
with a frown on his face, was wilh
them, but he was not speaking. Tommy
Dodd looked round, and came over to
the group.

“Looking for you. Silver!” he said.

Jimmy nodded

‘“Here Tam.”

“About the match this afterncon,”
said the Modern junior hesitatingly.



-

THE SCHOOLBOYS

“I s uppose we're going to play, all the

Wc were just talking about it.”

“I suppose it won't look unfeeling
to be playing cricket when nobody
knows hat’s become of Mornington of
the Fourth?” said Tommy Dodd. “Of
course a chap doesn’'t want to seem
unfeelmg, but—"

“Might as well play,” said Lovell.

“Well, Morningion was a Classical
chap,” said Tommy d.  “It's for
you fellows to say. If yowd rather
chuck it, say so.

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

The mystery that hung over Morn-
ington’s fate cast something of a cloud
over the Lower 0ol Even fellows
who had not liked him shared in the
general apxiety.

Nobody wanted to appear unfeeling,
as if "business as usual ” was going o;
in spite of what had happencd to Morn-
ington. ut it did not seem that it
would do Morny muc‘x good to cut
cricket and "r’*ooch ? about Rookwood
doing nothin;

“Better p!ay. all the same” said
Jimmy Silver at last. “No good wast-
ing the afternoon doing x\ox,hmg. as far
as I can see.”

Tomnay Dodd nodded.

I thought T'd ask you," Le
“Don’t want to look a
don’t care. But mooching about with
our hands in our pockets won't help
poor old Marny, ‘wherever he is. e
p;av t n?”

“nght ho! Stumps pitched at two.”

And Toramy Dodd walked out.

“What do you think, Erroll?” asked
Jimmy Silver, with a rather curious
look at the new junior.

Erroll was the fellow who had
seemed to be quite knocked over by
Morny’s strange disappearance, which
was odd enough, for Mornington had
been his bitter ene)

Kit Errcll started.

“Eh?  You said—"
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““Better play this afternoon—what?”

said_ Jimmy.
"Ohl Oh, yes! Why not?”
“You seem to be jolly cut up about

N’orny, Erroll!” said Lovell, in wonder.

& least, ever since he vanished you've
been looking jolly blue.  You didn't
like the chap, did you?”

Erroll shock his head.

“Well, I don't see how_you could,
considering how he treated you,” said
Lovell. “I can’t say I expected you
to care. Considering that Morny was
down on you from the day you came,
and accused you of being the son of a
merry burglar, or somethm‘ the silly ass

“'Oh, never mind that now!” said
Jimmy Silver. “We proved that was
all rot.  But really, Erroll, you do seem ,
knocked over by it. I exnect Vlomy.s

fe enough, if n comes to

“He's been kldnappcd nghb enough"
remarked Lovell. But they won'
hurt him, why should they?”

“It can only be a dodge to get
money,” said Newcome.

“And the hobbies may find him any
minute, and bring him home,” added
Raby comxortmgl'

“I—I don’t suppose he'n como to any
harm,” said Erroll.  “Buf I've been
thinking about the poor chap Must
lm ,having a rough time, wherever he

E}'wl! nodded to the Fistical Four, and
sauntered out into the quadrangle.

He left the chums of the Classical
Fourth looking very puzzled.

“Blessed if I see why Ermn shouid
worry over it!” saxd Lovell. “Morny,
was a beast to him.

“Tender heart, I suppose,” said
Jimmy Silver.  “Hallo, there’s old
Stacky!”

_Under that somewhat irreverent title
Jimmy alluded to a white-moustached
old gentleman who was coming across
the quad to the School House.

It was Sir Robert Stacpoole, one of
the governors of Reokwood School, and
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uncle and guardian of Mornivgton of
the Fourth.

The old gentleman’s face was darkly
clouded.

He had been staying at Rookwood
since he had been apprised of bis
nephew's disappearance, hoping for
news of the missing junior.

Jimmy Silver left his chums, and ap-
proached the baronet as he came into
the House.

“Excuse me, sir! Any news of Morn-
ington?” he asked.

Sir Rupert glanced at him.

“None, my boy!” he said.

“The police haven’t found out any-
thing yet, sir?” asked Jimmy. ¢

“ Nothing ‘so far, I am sorry to say.”

Sir Ruperf passed on towards the
Head’s study.

Jimmy’s face clouded for a moment.
He had hoped that there might be
news.

It seemed certain that Mornington
of the Fourth had been kidnapped. Yet
no demand had yet been made to his
guardian for money, and it seemed that
that could be the only object of the kid-
nappers. 1t was puzzling.

But the juniors dismissed it from
their minds when the time came for
stumps to be pitched. Jimmy Silver’s
Eleven went down to_ Little Side, with
one exception. Erroll was not there,
and Jimmy looked round for him. He
found him in Little Quad.

“Forgotten the match?” asked Jimmy
pleasantly.

“You want me?” asked Erroll

“(‘)’,’f course, fathead! Can't spare

“If—if you don’t mind, Silver, I—T
was thinl,(ing of going out this after-
100 »

“Rats!” said Jimmy decidedly. ¢ Come
along to the cricket. Buck up! You've
got to get changed, and the Modern
chaps are ready!”

He took Eiroll's arm, and marched
him away. And the new junior joined
the Classical cricketers on Little Side.
Erroll was too good a bowler to be left
out of the Classical Junior Eleven, ex-
cepting for good reason.

n—

THE S?N OF A CRACKSMAN!

CHAPTZR 2,
The Prisoner of the Quarry!

o Y Heaven, I can’t stand much
M more of this!”
Clink! Clink!

It was the rattle of a chain.

S8me miles from Rookwood School, in
the heart of the old moor, where the
ancient disused quarries offered many
a trap for the unwary, Mornington of
the Fourth paced to and fro in-a deep
quarryside, .

On the moor the afternoon sun was
shining warmly, but little sun penetrated
into the old quarry.

In the cave in the quairyside a dim
light reigned, almost of twilight.

About the cave lay several rugs,
blankets, cooking-utensils, and a camp-
stool or two.

Few would have dreamed of looking
for dwellers in that dark and remote
recess.

But it was there that the kidnapped
iunior of Rookwood tramped to end

TO.

He was alone in the quarry cave.

He locked little like the Mornington
of Rookwood—the dandy of the Fourth
—whose elegance was secretly envied
even by Sixth Form “nuts.” i

His well-cut clothes were thick with
mud and dust. His hands and face were
dirty, his hair unkempt.

Camping out in the quarry cave had
left its mark on the dandy of Rook-

wood.

It was Saturday afterncon, and he
had been there since Thursday after-
noon. His eyes were burning under his
knitted brow‘s_ als{ lhe tramped to and fro.

_A long thin chain was padlocked
round the funior’s waist, the other end
riveted to & strong stake in the ground.

The kidnappers were running no risks
with their prisoner,

“By gad! How long is this goln’ to
last?”

Mornington muttered savagely as he

tramped to and fro on the narrow con-
fines of the cave, dragging the chain.
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His breast was seething with rage and
bitterness.

He had hoped at first that the police
would soon find h:m He had look cd
forward with ic
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stick? If you do, you only got to keep
on like that.,”

And the ruffian proceeded to prepare
the poached rabbits for his repast,
watching him with savage

the arrest of the kid 'u)pm‘s and Lhcn‘
pumshmcnt He would not have re-
gret iscomforts, if they led to
penal sery Ludc for Gentleman Jim and
the Badges

But :e'qcue did not come.

ey
HE threw himself 6own to _rest ab
last. Fow long was this going on?
How Ionr' befere he saw the light of
day agai 7
E—ro s secreb was =afc so long as

fter forty-eight hours he
He realised that he would not be
It was probable that the police
would not even think of leoking for him
50 near Rookwood.

He had to remain there, in dirt and
dxscomfmc and fllr\’ till it pleased his

d his hands and ground his

teeth ﬂs he t‘lck"ht of it. It was a

bitter blow to the lofty pnde of Morn-
ington.

Thcre v&v; a ste

in the quarry, and
eavy-jowled man stepped
lnto thc mve. with a couple of rabbits
slung over his gnn'led and
nodded to the restive iu)

“Change fur you h thy, }oung feller-
me-lad,” he s at these erc'
‘They ain’t cost me nm.hmg, either!”

. And the Badger grinned.

“Look here. How long arc you going
to keep me here, my man?” hissed
Mornington.

e Badger chuckled.
“That's for (;entlema
he answered.” “You wait
::Yon'll g0 to prison for this!”
Loak hcre Tl make it worth your
while to me go,” said Mornington.
“My gu?rdmn \vou\d pay you \vhat you
liked to ask—"
“More likely to end me to chokey,”
grinned the Badge
“I will give you my word you shall
be s

afe.”
G And what's that worth?” asked the

Jim to say,”

ad

“You unpertinent hound?” shouted
Morningf

“Oh, chuck it!” urged the Badger.
“Do you want a lick with this ’eve

Mcrnington a prisoner in the
old quarry.
How long did the rascals intend to
kccn h'\‘l there?
s soon as he returned to the scheol
KlL Erroll weuld be shown up in his
true colours; he would have to go, if he
was not arrested.
thm“ld bmn be long—days or weeks

]

What was the object of the cracks-
man in teking such desperate measures
to keep the secret which must, ere long,
be revealed?

Mornington was fatigued with think-
ing over it.

His thoughts turned to Rookwood. If
was afternoon now, and the Classical
and Modern mateh would be going on,
on Little Side.

Jimmy Silver & Co. would be playing
Tommy Dodd’s team, and Erroll would
be prominent among the cricketers!

Mornington’s eyes blazed as he mut-
tered the name.

The cracksman’s son, who had cheated
Rookwood into believing that a gallant
Colonial soldier was his father, he was
cnjosma the lim: t at Rookwood,
ile the fellow who knew his real
1denmy was chained like a dog in the
quarryside!

He ground his teeth at the thought.
When would the hour come, when, be-
fore all Rookwoed, he would denounce
the impostor, and hold him up to con-
tempt, derision, scorn? Would that

our never come?

The savoury smell of the rabbit, boil-
ing over a spirit-stove, filled the cave.
The Badzer glarced at the sullcn -faced,
furious prison:
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“Take it quiet, young gent,” he ad-
vised. “Take it heasy! You ain't goin’
to be 'urt. Only enjoying my serciety | fi
fur a day or two! = Ain't that ‘ere a
p!n"wsme~wob7

And the Badger chortled good-
humouredly. Mornington, savage and
sullen, did not answer. When would the
hour of deliverance and revenge comn"
That was his only thought.

CHAPTER 120,
Tire Moderns Are LuckyY

BU'ITERFING"‘PS ] -

Erroll turned crimson.
Jimmy Silver gave his latest recruit
a curious look.
The Moderns were batting, and
Oswald had bowled. Tommy Dodd, at

the wicket, had landed a catch fairly bt

into Kif Erroll’s hand at cover-point.
Erroll was a first-class bowler, and
very reliable in the field—as a rule. His
catches had often earned him cheers
from the Rookwooders.
It was an easy catch this time.
Tommy Dodd had been careless for

once.

And the ball, which should have

floated fairly into Erroll's hand, shpped
through }ns ﬁngers and droppes

& Co, the nuts of “Rook-

wood were watching the match, and

thab ‘muffed catch was a delight to the

And they yelled in chorus:

“Butterfingers!™

“By gad!” said Adolphus Smythe,
grinning at his friends. “Did you see
that, begad? And Jimmy Silver says
we’re not good enough for the eleven!”

Rotten!” said Townsend. “The
Iellow can’t field.”

“Lot of fuss Lhey 've made about him,
too,” said Pecle. “He was never as good
as Morny! Poor old Morny!”

“Give him 2 yell!” grinned Smythe.

‘And the nuts gavn i unlucky fields-
man another y

It was hut sc.dom thab smythe & Co.

g s o
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had an excuse for deriding one of
Jlmmy silver's eleven on the cricket-

Now that {he excuse had came along
they made the most of

Other fellows, as »\eu as_the nuts,

& i . He had
t would have been
easy to Snoc.l:s of the Second.

And it was only a beginning.

Erroll, generally ﬁt as.a ﬁddle was
evidently "off

He was fit enou h so_far as that
went, but his mmd was plainly oﬂ the
game.

Jimmy sent him igto the long field
at last, not that he efpected him to be
very useful there, but he thought he
would do least damage there.

Erroll had already been tried at
bowling,'and he had bowled in a way
that was too profitable for the Moderns

or Jimmy to try him again.

The Classical junior <lupper began to
regret that he had routed Erroll out of
Little Quad after all.

He wondered what on earth was the
matter with him. It was not a question
of physical fitness; Erroll was quite well,

It was as if he something on his
mind, which came between him and the
game, .

Yet, as a rule, he was one of the
keenest of the Rookwood cricketers. ..

oll's failure was serious enough for
the Classical side, in its results.

The Moderns scored 90 for their
innings, a figure they certainly would
not have reached if Erroll had been
his usual self.

And when the Classicals went in to
bat, Jimmy left Erroll for the tail of the
innings. He foresaw only too clearly
that his new recruit was very likely to
retire with a big round 0 to his credit.

The Classical batsmen played up
hard, but the Medern score was not
easy io overtake,

It was a single-innings match, and it
looked as if the Moderns would walk
away victors on their innings.

The Classical score stood at 76, with
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Lovell at the wicket, when last man in
was called.

Smythe & Co. grinned in_happy
mnticipation as the latest recruit came
out to join Lovell at the wickets.

“Now.lcok out for fireworks!” said
‘Adolphus,

“Two to one it’s a duck’s-esg!” said
Cower,

i “Five to one if you like!” chuckled
Smythe. “You won't find any takers.”

Smythe & Co. were right for once,

though, as a rule, what they did not
know about cricket \vould have filled
large volumes.
', Tommy Cook was bowling, and he
gave Erroll a ball which, as a rule,
would heve been worth at least 2 t0
#the batsman

Erroll mnssed it hopelessly, and his
middle <Lump flew out of the ground.

H tlmL"’ chuckled Cook.

Agd Llhe umpxre chortled as he said:
ut

Erroll’s face crimsoned, and he cast
‘s quick, almost appealing glance at
Jimmy Silver as he came off the field.

Jimmy’s face was rather g
. If Erroll had backed up Lovell well
there would still have been a_chance
of pulling the gamé out of the fire.
Instead of which he had been bowled
first ball. The Classical side had been
beaten by 14 runs.

“I—I'm_ sorry, Silver!” muttered

Ervoll. “I know I've played rottenly!”

“you have!” agreed the captain of

the Fourth. “No mistake about that,
old sccut! What's the matter with
o

“You Jook fit enough.”

“oh, T'm fit enough, but—"

Erroll did not, finish.

Jimmy forced™a grin. He was not the
kind of cricket skipper wkxo rags and
worries & man for a failure

“Never mind, old son! Betber luck
next time!” he ‘said. “Don’t w worry!”

“I meant to do better,” said Erroll.

“That's all right!”

The Moderns were looking very satis-!
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fied with their vxcbory
Co. were far froi

atiributing it to the inexplicable fall\\rc
of Jimmy Silver’s new recruit. From
the Modern point of view, the win was
perfectly natural, and d the
superiority of Modern cricket.

Adolphus Smythe JOlnEd the cricketers
as_ thev came off, grinni

Valuable man youve got there,

Silvor——what!” he remarked.

“Yes, rather! Worth fifty of you,
Smythe!” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.

“After the show he’s put up this
afternoon!” sneered Adolphus.

“Yes, it was quite your style, wasn'te
it?” growled Jimmy.

And J\mmy strode of

“Well, we're hcked'" said Lovell as
the Fistical Four went in to tea. “What
on earth’s the matter with Erroll,
Jimmy?”

“Give it up!” said Jimmy. “A fellow
gets off-colour every now and then, you

know.

“He seemed to be half asleep half
the time!” said Newcome.

“Never mind. We'll ask him to tea,
to show that there’s no ill-feeling!” said
Jimmy.

Jimmy Silver looked for Erroll. He
found Jones minor and Higgs in Study
No. 2, but Kit Erroll was not ther

“Scen Erroll?” asked Jimmy.

Gone out!” said Jones minor,

“Oh, right-ho!”

Jimmy remembered that Erroll had
said he wanted to go out that afternoon,
but he had stayed in for the match.

Owing to the Moderns’ somewhat
easy victory, the match had ended much
earlier than had been anticipated, and
Erroll had gone.

Jimmy returned to the end study.

“Erroll's cleared off,” he said. “Let’s
have tea. As we've got time on our
hands, we'll have a trot out after tea,
and pick up a row with the Dagshot
Bohndels-what

“Hear, hear!” said the Co.

And when the tea had been disposed

of, the Fistical Four strolled out of the
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gates of Rookwood, with Lhe hl.ﬂable
tention of improving the shining hou
ith a row with (heir old ﬂ’.n's cf
BQgShOL School.

CHAPTER 30.

The Parting of the Ways!

* QURE late!” growled Gentle-
Y man Jim,

Kit Erroll came up breath-
lessly to the old woedman's hut in
Coombe Wood.

It was the same spot where the junior
had met Gentleman Jim en the previous
occasion, when Mornington of the
Fourth had played the spy, and learned
the secret—learning whichyhad cost the
dandy of the Fourth so dedt.

The nmn who had appemed at Roo\-

wood as “Captain Erroll” was wai
thh kmlbed brojs, chewing a c:gﬂr
with savage impatience.

He muttered an oath as the Rook-
wood junior came up, breathing hard
after his haste.

“Another cricket match?” he asked
sar castically.

“Yes," smd Erroll quictly. “I fried
to get out of it, but it couldn’t be done.”

“‘Well, this won’t last much longer!”
said Gentleman Jim.

“You mean I shall not be at Rook-
‘wood much longer?”

“Naturally. Mornington cannot be
kept a_ prisoner for long. It is not
likely that he will be discovered where
he is hidden, but it :s always possible,
and I want_the matter to be finished

There is always nsk i

“Why not let him go, father?”

“Don’t be a fool, Kit! The moment
he sefs foot in Rookwood again you will
be known as the son of Gentleman Jim;
he Inows the whole business. You will
be kicked out of the school, if you are
not arrested.”

“I can leave at once.”

“It does not suit my plans for you
to leave at once!” sneered Gentleman
The game is up so far as your
staying permanently at Rookwood is
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concerned. But all the trouble and ex-

pense is not going to be taken for

non:iiéx(ig. ‘We shall not leave empty-
nded”

Kit Exroll set his teeth.

“I shall leave empty-handed,”
said. .

“What has been done about Morn-
ington since I last saw you?” asked the
cmchs-nan uvhecding.

“His gualdxan is at the school Tow.
The police are still seaching for him.”

“In what direction?”

“I dow't know. Latcham, I think.”

Gentleman Jim grinned.

“They have not mought of looking
near the school?” he remerked. “I
calculaied on that.” :

“I t know,” scaid Erroll; ‘“but
I have not heard anyone suggest that
he might be still near the school.”

“Good! It was the easiest plan, and
the safest. He could not have heen
taken to a distance without ns‘( Now,
about your plans, Kit. ave you
brought the plan with you lhab 1 told
you to draw up!

he

“You have had
through.

ST kn

“You fool'" smd Gentleman Jim be-
tween his teeth. “Do you understand
that you are wasting time that cannot
be recovered? It is always possible
that Mornington may be t
may occur to the police to search the
old quarries on the moor. It is not
likely, but it is always possible. If he
should be found, the game is up. You
know that.'

'1‘1 know it,”

ample time to get it

said the schoolboy

2
£

“Tnen why have you net dene your
work?”

Erroll did not reply.

“Listen to me!” said the cracksman.
“There is danger, and time is precious.
As you have not drawn up the plan of
the school, I shall act without it. You
will let me into the House, and you will
be my guide. The sooner the job is over

the better. I shall remain in the
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v!c!qu:‘ity. and come. to Rookwood to-
ight.”

Erroll drew a Gecp breati

The parting of the ways had come,
and he was prepared for it.

“You will not come!” he said. “If
you force your way in, I shall alarm
the House.”

Gentleman Jim started back, his eyes
glittering.

“Are you mad, Kit?” he ejaculated.

The schoolboy smiled bitterly. .

“Tve made up my mind, I told you
so before. Isn't it enough for me to
be here at Rookwood under a false
name, with o disgraceful secret to keep?
Do you think I'm going to repay the
kindness I have received by letting il
a eriminal to rob the school? If you'd
told me that before I went I would
never have set foot in Rookwood!”

“My son will obey my orders!” said
Gentleman Jim.

Erroil locked him in the face.

“I do not believe that you are my
father,” he said. “I have always had
douhts, ever since I was old enough to
think, and ever since I knew what you
were. I do not believe it. But even if
you are mjy father, you have no right
3 tell me to commit a cxime. I will not
do it!”

The cracksman bit through his cigar
in his suppressed rage.

The boy’s determination was clearly
to be read in his face.

He was pale, but his face was hard
= and set, his cyes gleaming, Every line

in the handsome face told of a resolu-

tion that was not to be shaken.

There was a long silence. Gentleman
Jim broke it at last.

«“you think that you will stay at
Rookwood after defying me?” he mut-
tered. “Take care!”

“I shall not stay at Rookwood. I
cannot now Mornington knows. I must
go AndIsnall go! I wasmad to think
that I could stay there, that a decent
and honourable life was possible for
me!” said the junior bitterly.

1

“And what will you do if you cast off
your friends?”

“I shall be better without such
friends as the Badger,” said Erroll,
“and without such a father as you!™

“Take carel”

“you have driven me to speak out.
So long as you did not ask me to help
in what you did I owed you obedience,
I suppose. It seemed so to me. Now
that you have done so, I shall never see
you again,” said Erroll.

“And what will you do?” sneered
Gentleman Jim.

“Leaye Rookwood.”

“And then?”

“Work!”

“And what work are you capable
of?” asked the cracksman contemptu-
ously. “You have been cducated to
take your place in the Lower Form of
a Public school. Are you going into the
labour market, saying that you can
construe Virgil, that you can compose
tenth-rate Latin hexametexs, that you
are passably good at French and mathe-
matics? When will you get a joh?”

“I can work with my hands. Other
fellows do. I have envied the grocer's
boy who comes to Rookwood with
groceries,” said Erroll. “I would gladly
take his basket and do his work rather
than keep on as I have done.”

“Oh, you are out of your senses!
And even a grocer’s boy’s job is not easy
to get by a helpless Public schoolboy.™

«I know that. But I will work at
anything I can find,” said Erroll, his
cyes glistening.

Gentleman Jim gnawed his lip and
stared at the boy. He seemed at a loss
for words.

“You mean, then, to throw me over,
?lnd everything—to begin for yourself?”

“Yes.”
“And if you starve—"
“I shall face that. I am not afraid.»
“And you think I shall let you go?”
said Gentleman Jim. “You think that
I shall pardon your desertion? ¥You



72

think you will be allowed to start this
wonderful new career without your past
being revealed to your new employer
every time you succeed in getling a
Sop2s

Erroll compressed his lips.

“I only ask you to leave me in peace,”
he said.

“And if I refuse?”

“T shall face ihat, too. But’—his
eycs fizshed—*T warn you, too, to take
care! I know enough of your doings,
and the Badger's, and the rest, that
the police would be very glad to know.
If I am meddled with I shall make you
all sorry for it!”

“By gad! And this is my son!” said
Gentleman Jim. “Rookwood has done
this in a few weeks!”

“T do not believe I am Jeur son.”

The cracksman did not reply.

He stood looking at the schoolboy,
his hands clenched, his eyes glittering.
It looked for some moments as if he
would hurl himself at the lad.

But he repressed his fury.

“You will think better of this, Kit,”
he said at last.

“1 shall not change my mind.”

“Listen to me! The haul I could
imake at Rookwood may come to two
thousand pounds—even more. You can
be started at another school, under
another name, at a distance, and lead
there the life you wish to lead.”

Erroll was silent.

“Wwhat do you say, Kit?”?

“That I will be a beggar before I am
a thief!”

The cracksman muttered an oath.

“you will think better of this!” he
said. “You had better, or—-" He left,
the threat unfinished, “I shall see you
again, Kit.”

“you will not see me again.”
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. CHAPTER $t.°
Ervoll to the Rescue!

R
!\‘%ornlng:on was moving rest-
lessly.

The summer sun was sinking over the
moor, and in the deep quarry dim twi-
light reigned. In the cave in the
quarry-side there was deep dusk.

The Badger was stretched on a heap
of rugs and coats, dozing. He had been
refreshing himself from a black pottle,
and he was half-asleep. He moved,
with an {rritable grow), as the thain
clinked,

“Keep still, can't you?”

Morflington .gritted his tecth and
stoed still. More than once he had felt
the heavy hand of the ruffian when he
had irritated him.

He sat on a slate block, and stared
moodily out of the cave cver the re-
cumbent ruffian into the dffn quarry.

How long was this to last?

Escape was impossible, rescue seemed
hopeless. His liberty depended on the
caprice of his captors. How long? Even
the prospect of revenge upon Kit, Erroll
had little comfort for Mornington now.

A moving shadow in the old quarry
caught his eyes, and he watched it
curiously.

He knew 1t meant that someone was
moving along the quarry, though he
could hear no sound.

Was it the cracksman returning?

Mornington felt his heart beating.

If it was the cracksman, why was L
moving so silently? But if it was some-
one else—

He glanced at the Badger.

The ruffian lay half-asleep, breathing”

stertorously, on the rugs. He did not

see the shadow.

Without  replying, e

turned and strode away into the wood.
Gentleman Jim'’s plans—for that night,
at least—had to be abandoned.

Erroll waited till his footsteps had
died away, and then he, too, moved
from the spot. But he did not go in
the dircction of Rool¥ood.

cry as a
figure appeared in the opening and
peered into the cave.

Then, as he recognised the newcomer,
he snapped his teeth:

“Erroll!”

ve the Rookwood jurior a

e ga
.glance of bitter hatred. It was not the
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rescue he had dreamed of for a wild
moment; it was only one of his enemies
who had come.
‘The Bndger snrred and sat up.
“Hallo! = You h nmmblcd

Erroll stepped quietly into the cave.
His eyes rested on Mornington for a
ﬁ;qome at, and gleamed, Then he faced

“Genclnman Jim does not know I
am here, Badger. I have been two
I knew
you were hidden on the moor, that was
all. Now I have found you.”

“What do you want ’ere, then?”

“I have come to release Mornington.”

“Wot?

Mornington started. *

“You heard me, Badger,” said Erroll

1dly.

The Badger grinned.

“Them ain’t Gentleman Jim's
orders!” he sal d _“1 don't take no
orders from you, Ki

“I am going to re]ease Mornington,”
said Kit coolly. “If you try to stop me,
Badger, it's between you and me!

He stepped towards the dandy of the

" Fourth, who watched him dazedly.

“Don’t you play the goab Kit!” said
the ‘Badger. ~“Look ‘ere, Gentleman
Jim is coming ’ere later, afore he goes
back. You wait till he comes!”

“Gentleman Jim would be against
me, Badger, and that’s a good reason
for not waiting till he comes,” said
Erroll quietly.
this padlock?”

“I ‘ave, and I'm keepxng it

“1 want it, Badger.

“Mind, I_shall “urt you,” said the
ruffian, as the sturdy junior advanced
upon him.

He plcked up a bmet of wood:

Erroll did not reced

“Will you nge me the key, Badger?”

“No,

“Then I sh'\ll take it!”

“11 brain you if you ccmc on another
step!” roared the ri

Erroll sprang forwar

The heavy billet of wood swung down,

“Have you the key to |,

and Erroll would fe‘;tzim_v have fa]lq\;s,

Smul?ed’ if the blow had reached if
But a k backward spring s

d
n, and the Badger, almost over-
balanced as his arm met with no resist-
ance, staggered forward.

Before he could recover the Rook-
wood junior was upen him.

A drive straight from the shoulder
caught the ruffian upon his stubbly
chin, and he went over backwards as
if he had been shot.

The schoolboy was upon him the next
moment,

His knee was planted on the Badger's
chest, and the billet of wood was in
his hand now, and it circled over the
ruffian’s terrified face.

“Better give in,” saxd Exrroll gri

The Badger twisted his head asxde
r nmcally

“O

«f g

% \’Vh_\ch pockct is the key in?"

The Badger sullenly indicated the
pocket. With his. left hand, Erroll
groped in it and drew out a small key.
He tossed it to Mornington.

“Unlock the padlock,” he said.

Mornington, dazed, wondering
whether he was dreaming, picked up
the key. It slid into the padlock, and
in anohher moment the dandy of Rook-
wood W

Don’ t! Give over!” he yelled:

ec.
‘He me m put the chain round
him,” sald Erre
‘“Look ’ere, Klb—-
“Shut up!”™
Mornington grinned faintly.

He grasped the Badger, not gently,
and the two juniors dragged the wri
gling ruffian within reach of the chain:

It was passed round the Badger’s
waist and padlocked.

Errol}, rose, breathing hard.

Mornington locked at him. He w:

so astounded by the sudden cum of
events that he could hardly realise what
had happened. The Badger, confined
by the padlock that had lately held
Mornington a prisoner, poured out a
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f(}l’ﬂa“‘\ of oaths as he sprawled help-
ess,

“You've not been hurt?” said Errol

“No,” Mornington gasped.

“You are free now.”

“And you have set me free?” said
Morml.gton‘

Far a moment, some ray of gratitude,
of friendly feeling, had flickered in
Mornington’s breast, as he had watched
Erroll struggling w ith the Badger. But
it was gone now.

It was with hxs old sardonic smlle
that he looked at Erroll.

“W’hat game is this?” he safj bit-
terly. “Did you think T should‘ be found
soon? I suppose you did. Sooner or
later, anyway. I fell you plainly, you
nameless hound, that this doesn’t buy
you off! The minute I get to Rook-
wood you’ll be known in your true
colours!

Erroll smiled contemptuously.

“I did not expect it to buy me off,”
he said. “I do not want you to keep
silent. I leave Rookwocod to-day for
ever. But I would not leave you a
prisoner, and I have searched for you
aud ,saved you. That is all. You can

Momington, without another word,
strode out of the cave.

He was free

He drew in & deep breath of enjoy-
ment as he stepped info the open
guaéry from the cave, and his heart

eat.

But the next moment his face
changed.

On the rugged path that led into the
gquarry from above a form appeared,
gpd Mornington recognised Gentleman
Jim,

The cracksman sighted him at the
same moment, and his face darkened
with rage. He quickened his steps.

Erroll followed Mornington from the
cave. A hunted look came into his
face as he saw the cracksman hurrylng
down the rugged path.

Well he knew that Gentleman Jim’s
plans, though postponed, were not aban-
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spd—that his design on Rookwood
still held geod, and that for the accom-
ishment of that design Mornington's
imprisonment was indispensable.

He caught ihe dandy of Rookwood by
the arm.

“Come!” he muttered.
to run for it!”

“He’s barring the \vﬁy oub"’

“The other way—quick

Mornington made no demun His fat
was in Erroll's hands. The twosjun
rushed algng the bottom of “the old
quarry, anll disdgpeared from Gentle-
man Jim’s sight a$ the cracksman came
panting up fo the cave.

“We've got

CHAPTER 32,
Saving His Foe!
« y—Ican’t 1" panted Mornington.

I He stumbled blindly.

The prospect of hherty had for
the moment endowed Mornington with
strength. But as he ran his limbs
almost failed him. He realised that his
imprisonment in the cave had told
more upon him than he had imagined.
He was weak in all his limbs, and his
breath came in gasps.

Erroll’s strcng grasp on his arm saved
hun from falling

Keep up, 1f you can,” muttered
Erroll, as he drew his companion on.
"Thcy will be after us. Gentleman Jim
is armed, and he is capable—'

e did not finish, but ran on, helping
the panting dandy "of Rookwood.

They ran and stumbled over the
rugged ground, with its jagged edges of-
half-hewn slate. How far the old quarry
extended they did not know. They
were ascending, and Erroll hoped to
emerge upon the moor. But the dusk
was deepening into darkness now.

In the distance behind they heard
the clatter of stones under hurrying
feet, the echo of a shouting voice.

“I—I'm done!” Mornington stopped,
and sank on his knees from sheer weak-
ness. “I'm done! Lef me alone” -
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Erroll halted in despair.

He looked back., The last twil
the quarry was vanishing. ve, on
the moor, a glimmer of light yeb
lingered, but it did not penetrate into
the depths. Two voices were calling in
the distance. He knew that Gentleman
Jim had found the Badger in the cave
and released him.

The two scoundrels were in hot pur-
suit, and if they came up—— Erroll
wondered dully. He knew the savage
temper of Gentleman Jim. Mornington
would be dragged into captivity again,
where Kit Erroll weuld not be able to
help him, And E ? In his case,

ight of

+TON?
‘would the savage cracksman stop short
at_threats’

But it \VRS not of himself that E:
was thinking, but
Junior who lay exhausted at his feet—
who was his enemy, but whom he was
determined to save,

Mornington pecred up at him in the
growing gloon

“You can cub off,
“I—I thought at, fi

xroll,” he said.
it was some trick

you were playmg I'm sorry! Get out
and leave e

“I'm t go'n" to leave you,” said
Erqll.  “Com

. He s'ooped ‘and, exerting all his
st-rcng‘ch, lifted Mornington over his
shou . Thus burdened, he tramped
on up the rugged slope, sbumbhng, but
never losing his footing.

Mornington ‘said no more.

Frroll clambered and stumbled on.

- The slope was growing steeper.
Would he ever reach the top and
emerge upon the meor?

Bclow, a voice scundcd echomg'

Kt it Erroll!

The panting Junmr stopped and
Jooked back. Deep in the gloom below
the cracksman stood invisible. But a
ray of the dying sun penetrated to the
higher ground where Erroll stood, and
he was visible to the man below.

“Come back!” shouted the cracks-
man, his voice hoarse \vth rage. “You
shall suffer for this, Kit!”

I will not come back!”
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“I warn you, Kit!” Genileman Jin's
voice was shaking. “By all the powers
of darkness, Kit Erroll, if yoy do nob
obey me, I will shoot!”

“Shoot, then!”

Kit Erroll let Mornington slide frem
his hack to the ground. He grasped a

,,,,(‘d fragment of slate from the soil:

“Keep back!” he called out steadily.
“If you come on one step farther I will
stop you!”

Therc was a scrambling of hoots on
the rugged slope. With a steady hand
Kit Erroll hurled the frugment in the
direction of the

There was a howl of pain. It was the
Badger’s voice, and the juniors heard
}um Toll down the slope,

e ad!” muttered Mo nington.

“By gad! Erroll, old scout, if they get
to us I’ll stand hy you. I've got a kick
left in me yet!”

“Thej will not get to us,” said Erroll

etly. “I could keep a dozen men
do\"n with these stones. They cannot
overtake us now.”

‘““And that man’'s your father!” mut-
tcred Mornington.

I do not believe he is my father!
But I am done with him, in any case,”
said Erroll, sctting his teeth,

Decp below, in the gloom, the Badger
was groaning and cursing. Gentleman
Jim did not venture to follow his at-
tempt. The fragments hurled from
above would have swept him from
his footing. d he knew that the
Rookwood junior was in deadly earnest:

“Tor the last time, Kit!” There was
a snarl as of a wild animal, in the
cracksman’s voice. “If you do not come
down, I shall shoot!”

Erroll did not reply.

He scized Morningion and lifted him
be)éind the shelter of a jutting spur of
slate,

Crack!

dden report filled the old
quarry with echoes. Gentleman Jim,
in his fury, had kept his word.

Eiroll gave a sudden gasp. Then he
crouched behind the spur, a heavy stone
in his hand ready for hurling.
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“By gad!” srud Mornington, “Erroll,
you're not hi
“No; near enotigh.” Errcll

Was

laughed grxmly “There's a holc in my
sleeve, Morny! And I'm glad of it!
I know now that what I've always sus-
pected is the truth—that that man can-
not be my father.”

He waited and watched.

‘There was no second shot. Perhaps
even the infuriated cracksman realised
that his rage had borne him too far.
There was a scraping of boots cn‘ha
rough quarry side, and Erroll, with w
faltering hand, hurled the slate frag-
ment. It crashed down the slope, and
there was & cry and an oath.
followed —a minute that
seemed like & century to the Rookwood
Juniors.

‘Then there was a sound of receding
footsteps, dying away into silence in the
dlsl:mce

‘“They're gone!” panted Mornington.

“They’re gone,” said Erroll, “io try
to cut us off at the top, Mommgton 5 5
don’t think they'll be in time. Come!”

“It’'s no good,” groaned Mommgton
1 can’t walk, I'm don

“I can carry you.”

Erroll lifted the exhausted junior
upon his shoulder, and tramped on. The
slope was steeper, but the rugged slaty
earth offered good foothold, and Erroll
had one hand free to help.

But it seemed an age to the juniors
before he scrambled out at last upon
the moor, and sank down in the gorse.

Exhausted by his efforts, Erroll lay
without motion for some minutes.

But he knew that there was no time
to_waste.

I was certain that the cracksmen
had left the quarry in the other direc-
tion, and were to intercept
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the moor, now buried in deep darkness.
More than a mile passed under
his weary feet before he stopped at
last, under the first trees of Combe
‘Wood.
‘There he lowered Mornington into {he
grass, and sank down himself against

a trec-trunk.

“Safe now!” he said.

Mornington drew a deep brcath

“Thanks te you'§he said. "Youre
a queer beggar, Erroll. You know I'm
going to denounce you as soon as I get
to Rookwood?”

“Yes, yes!” smd Erroll impatiently.

“And yet you're taking me there?”

"As soon as Ive resbed I'm going to
take you to the gates of Rookwood,”
said Erm‘] q\ueuy #I shall ot enter!”

" S{rome going, then?

“Not gong back to that gang, 1
suppose?”

“Scarcely!” ¥

“What are you gom‘ to do?”

“I don’t kno

And then thcre was silence.

CHAPTER 3.
From Foes to Friends!
OR an hour or more the two juniors
F lay in the grass under the sombre
trees, in silence. Both were
utterly exhausted, and they lay resting
while their strength came slowly back.
They were safe from pursuit. A mile
Iay beb\veen them and the old quarry,
and on the wild moor there was no
track m the darkness, to guide their
enemies.

’I'hey were no longer thinking of

the fugitives.
+ Erroll struggled to his feet.
Mornington peered at him with a
strange expression on his white face,
'Ia{e kmade an effort to rise, but sank
ac)

Without speaking, Erroll picked him
up and staggered away with him across

Jim _and his ruffianly com-
pamon Both had food for thought.
Erroll was thinking dully of the blank
and dreary future that lay before him.

Ousted from Rookwood—the only home
he had ever known—cut off from his
old associations, that inspired him only
with horror.

Yet through it all there was one



THE SCHOOLEOYS'

satisfaction—his doubts were set at rest.
He was sure now that he was not the
son of Gentleman Jim. That mur-
derous shot fired in the old quarry had
convinced him of that And Morning-
ton’s brain was ¥, too; and the
thoughts tha “orked in his mind were
strange.

It was Mornington whé broke the
silence at last. His voice was low, and
there was a tone in it that struck Erroll
strangely.

“Erroll, that bu'ﬂet
knocked you out!”

‘It didn't,” said Erroll.

“What did you fish me out of their
clutches for?”

“I thought I owed you that much
before I went. They might have kept
you there for months. You might have
died there! Gentleman Jim would
never have released you till I had
carried out his instructions—and that
I should never have done!”

“What were his instructions, Erroll?”

“To admit him to the scheol at night
and help him rob Rookwsood,” said
Erroll quietly.

+“By gad!”

might have

here was another silence. Again it
was broken by the dandy of the Fourth,
whose eyes were glimmering curiously
in the gloom.

“‘You're a queer beggar, Erroll. When
I found out that you were really the
son of that rotter, I thought youw'd been
p)%gtcd ab the school to help in a
10

“I had,” smd Erroll. “But I did not
Enow it—i

“I've done you an injustice!”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“It does matter—to me,” said Morn-
ington. “If were going to part for
good, to-night, Erroll we shall part
iriends, I hope!

Erroll stared at him in the gloo

"Thats rather a change, isn’t m" he

sal
"Its rather a change what you've

I s pose $0.”
"How did you come to be mixed up
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in such a gang?’ said Morningten.
“¥You might tell me that. I don’t under-
stand!”

“I don’t mind felling you,” said
Erroll wearily. “I'd rather you knew
I wasn’'t—what you've supposed. Not
that it matters—now!”

“It does matter,” said Morningion.
“Tell me!”

There was a paLse, and then Erroll
spoke in a low voice.

“Ibs a queer stoxy. A good bit oub-
side your experience, Morny! I wa
brought up by that manﬁc}ennﬂman
Jim. We never lived long in one place.
Sometimes we had plenty of money,
sometimes we had none. He called
himself my father; but, even when I
was a little kid, I had my doubts abcut
that. He was a hard and cruel man. I
did not have a happy time then. I
never knew any octher relation, and I
doubted whether he was really my

relation.

“Sometimes I had a tutor, and some-
times I did not study for months to-
gether unless I chose. But I was
always, a bit of a swot, in a way, and
I did pretty well in that line. Some-
times he was away for months at a
time, and I stayed in lodgings, in the
country. Sometimes I used to make
friends, and joined in cricket, and so
on; but there always came an end of
it. He took me away semewhere else:
He never liked me. I can remember
being beaten as a child—more times
than I could count.”

“The brute!” muttered Mornington;

“I was about fourteen when I dis-
covered what his profession was. I had
never known, till then. The Bad"el‘
let it out when he was ti] t I
suppose Gentleman Jim would have
told me sooner or later—as soon as I
wes old enough to be of use to him.

Tt was a_shock to me, You can guess
thab‘ After that, my life was a misery:

I thought of clearing off. I did so once, -
but he found me, and took me back:
He found me starving. A score of nmeﬁ
he tried to make me enter into
schemes, and I would not. I could: x'c
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have f',ooi it rruch lon"er—but then
"

Roo]
“How did that ha ppen?”

“He told me I should have my way
—and keep clear of his way of life. He
was gomu to put me into a good school,

nd leave me to make my way- there,
we mv own life afterwards. I
i kindness. He chose the
name of Brroll for me. T don't know
why. I suppose he had a reason, but ¥
had never heard the name befox\,, and
1t seemed as good as any other. I—I

SE

ought not to have come to Rookwood
i? a uame that wasn’t my own, I know
it. But

ere was what I had to esoape
2 seemed good that took

“I meant to p‘a.y the game—to study,
to get on and find some way of earn-
mv my own bread. He told me I could,

f I liked, wo for a scholarahnp and
owe him nothi: haps, after the
first term, I could nob understand his
kindness, as I Lhoumt it, but I was glad
and grateful then. Only lately I've
Tound out what he | really wanted.”

“And that was?

“He thought that when I'd got used
to Rookwood I'd do anything rather
than give it up and go back to what
Ird comc from. He thought I'd help
his schemes rather than
thing. It was a tempt:

“But you refused?”

“¥Yes. When you found me out, that
brought matters to a head. The game

ad to be played at once, or not at all,
It won't be played at all. I think he
had further schemes in his head, too—
not only Reokwood. But if I made
friends, and was asked home to fellows’
I could help him all round.
There was to be no end to it. I can
see it all now. I should have been
worth a fortune to him, if I'd been
worbh anything. But I think he under-
stands at last that it’s all over.”

“By gad, you've had a queer life!”
said Mornington, his voice curiously
soft. “And you thmk ,that man jsn't
your father. after all?

3
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“I am sure of it now!”

““You remember mthmg of the time
before you kiew -him

“Yes, in a vague way,” said Erroll,
“I've got some dim recollection of
another colmtry—a. tropical country,
with a palm-trees and
lagouus, hlm the Lhmda T've read about
since. I tnink I was brought from a
foreign country when I was too young
to remember.

“But it’s all dim, can'’t fix any-
thing. I can remember thg, sea, too—a
kma voyage. But it's like a dream.
But I've heard Gentlcdpan Jim say that
he’s never been put of Europe, and that
was another reason why I doubted that
he was really my fathcr, But how I
came to him I don't kno

“You must have pcop}e somewhere,”
said Mornington.

I suppose 50. I never knew them.”

“It's a queer story. If I’ known #t
all—>  Mornington pnused “Look
here, L‘lroﬂ Teed you go?”

“What!”

“ Why not stick it out at Rookwood?”

md Mornington.
“It’s too late.”

“It's not too late,” Mornington’s voice
was Jow and earnest. + “Look here, that
man won't dare to trouble you again
there. He daren’t show ‘his face at
Rookwood, where he palmed himself off
as Captain Erroll. It does no harm for

you to call yourself Erroll. You must
use some name, and you don't even
know your own. Why not stick it out?”

“You ask me that?” said Erroll.

Mormngton coloured in the dark-

‘Yol' don’t think I'd give you '\wxy
'1ft°r what you've dane?" he

“Why shouldn’t you .

“Well, I'm not going to'” said Morn-
ington. “I've been against you; I know
that. But—but thal’s all over now, if
you choose, We've been through some
t,hhgs together to-night. By gad, Erroll,
you're just the cha\) T'd have chosen ta
make a pal of if I'd known you bettex!
‘vV“ly shouldn’t we be friends?’

Friends!” echoed Erroll.
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“Well, why not?”

“Youre dreaming, Mornington!”
Erroll peered at the dim face of the
dandy of the Fourth in utter amaze-
ment. “You, the nephew of a baronet,
the wealthiest fellow at Rookwood, with
Do end of titled people; and I, a nobody
and an outcast, not knowing my own
name, u~ou~h up by a thi ef. You're
dreaming!”

“Youre a_ jolly good sort I know
that,” said Mornington. ““You've got
no end of pluck, and T'm your friend
if you choose, and if you choose to stick
it out at Rookwood, I'l stand by you
like a pal.”

Erroll was silent. He was too aston-
ished to speak. Was this Mornington,
the reckless, cynical black sheep of the
school? Yet there was something in
Morny's words, in his tone, that awoke
a re:ponswe throb in the outcast school-
boy’s h

And to stay at Rookwood? It might
not be all a dream, after all, to win a
scholarship that would see him through,

live by his own efforts, and find an
honourable place in the world.

If Gentleman Jim would leave him in
peace, why should he not try it? And
the cracksman must know, too, by this
time, that” Kit was not to be bent to

purpose. Why should he not try

Do you mean that, Mormngton?” he

asked after a leng, long paus

“Every word of it,” said Mornington;
“and Lhcres my fist on it, Erroll. Is
it a g

Klt Erroll grasped the hand that
groped towards him in the gloom.

“It’s a go, Morny, if you choose!”
“ “Done!” said Mornington. He broke
into a chuckle. “By gad, won't Jimmy
Silver be surprised when we come home

2l5?"”

Erroll smiled:

“Can _you walk now?”

“T think so, if you help me.”

“Come on!”

With Mornington leaning heavily on
his arm, Kit Erroll started for Rook-
wood.
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“Not a word about your merry secrets
at the school!” sald Mornington. “Tell
‘em all that concerns ’em, and no more.
You found me in the quarry. You fished
me out, and brought me home. Ishan't
be able to identify anybody. I fancy
those two msr(,h'mt,s will clear oub
pthy fast—w]

“Good!” smd E mn.
i B 5 0

Jimmy Silver & Co. were looking out
of the School House dcorway into the
gloomy quadrangle. It was nearly bed-
time, and Erroll of 'the Fourth had not
yet remmed He had missed calling-

sume of the fe!lov&s were beginning
to surmise that Erroll had been kid-
napped, like Mornington, and Mr:
Bootles had been asking anxious ques-
ions. ere was a sudden ring at the
bell at the gate, and a minute or two
later two shadowy forms came across
the quad.

“Here's nnoll !” said Lovell. “Who's
that with him’

“Morny !” shouted Jimmy Silver.

- Mommguon' My hat! Erroll’s
found him ;
e '\/[omys come back!” shouted Raby:
Thne news spread through Rookwood
like wildfire. buzzing ecrowd sur-
rounded the two juniors as they came
mm the House.

0 you were looking ror Momy,
Enoll?" exclmmed Jimmy S
“Yes,”

S

“ And you've found him!*” <axd Lovell:
“My hat! Was he kidnapped, Etter an?
Were you kidnapped, Morny?”

“I was” sald Mommgton‘
Erroll found me and fished
We've got to go and ten the Head_
Come on, Erroll, old chap

Mornington slipped hxs arm through

b and

Erroll’s, and to the Head’s
i‘budy. Jimmy sﬂver blinked after

“Looks as if those two have made
friends!” he renar ked,

“By Jove, i 2 /

“Well, Im jolly glad of it!” said
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Jimmy Silver heartily, “Morny won't
do Erroll much gaod but Erroll may do
Morny geapa 800

It W later that Jimmy Silver & Co.
heard of the happenings on the moor,
and they did not -hear all the story.
‘What was told was true, but there was
no need to tell all, for Kit Erroll had
resolved to take Mornington’s counsel,
and to make a fight for his place in
Rookwocd.

CHAPTER 31
Morny's New Pa.!

“y§ OOX at them!” Lo

L Cyril Peele, of ‘the Fourth

Form, “contracted his brows

savagely as he glanced out of the win-
dow of Study No. 4

‘Townsend, Topham, and Gower were
seated round the study-table. There
was a haze of cigarette-smoke in the
room. :

The nuts of the Fourth were enjoy-
ing themselves in their own peculiar
way that sunny afternoon.

Through the open window, shouts
could be heard from the cricket-field,

where Jimmy Silver’s cleven were play- Com

ing a Modern team. But the sunshine
and the breeze, and the green cricket~
field, did not call the nuts of Rookwood
out of doors. They found banker in
the study more attractive.

Peele was staring from the window,
but it was not fowards the cricket-
ground that his glance was turned.

It rested on two juniors in the quad-
rangle below. One was in flannels, and
had evidently come off the field after
his innings. The other was an elegant
youth in Etons.

Townsend, who was shuffling the
cams looked round lazily towards Peele.

“What's goin’ on?” he asked.
“Look at them!” repeated Peele
savagely.

'.lh° Juniors joined him at the window.
5 “Erroll!” said Townsend, glancing

o i
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“And Morny!” said Gower,

The two juniors below were chatting
cheerily, heedless and unconscious ¢f
the dark glances from the study
window.

“Thick as thieves!” said Peele bit-
terly. “Accordin’ to what Morny used
to say, Erroll is a thief, as a matter of
fact. An’ now they're chummy.”

“Jolly queer!” said Townsend, shrug-
ging his shoulders. “What can Morny
see in the chap. And thcx used to ke
at daggers drawn, tco

“That was bo!orc Momy was kid-
nappéd,”  remarked Topham. “Ac-
coutim&to ms yarn, Errcll got him out
of

“That don't make any dmerenceﬂ'

“It seems to to Morny.

The nuts stared dm\n from the win-
dow. From below, the vmcea of Errol!
and Mornington floated up to

“Youll be wanted for fieldin’ “Sodh,
Ermn Mummgton was saying.

down and sce the match,”

M

“Tnexes a little party in my study,"

said. “I was thinkin’ of joinin’

“On an afterncon like this?” smd
Erroll. “ILs not good: enough, Morny.
e along to the cricket. I wish you
could hit it off better with Jimmy Silver.
You ought to have a place in the team
on your form!”

Mornington and Erroll. walked away
towards the ecricket-ground while the
latter was speaking.

The dandy of Rookwood had evidently
given up the idea of joining the sportive
circle in his study, for tae sake of his
new chum.

Peele and his companions exchanged
dalk glances.

There they go!” said Pecle.
“Morny'’s about done with us!
see that rotter's game.
make a break belween Morny and us.
T've seen his idea some time ago!”

“Lookin’ after Morny's morals!"
grim\ed Townsead. *“I like that! Why,
Morny 's the blackest sheep of the whole

ock, and chance it!".
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“He's not comin’ he; 'I’op-
am. ‘“He's regularly given us the go-
by since he chummed with Erroll. I'd
like to put a spoke in that interferin’
cad's v\hce} But—but a fellow can’t

lick him.
“‘I‘hat’s s0,” .said Gower. “He's hot
ge: on with the game.

stuII as w
Come
We can do without Morny !”-
Peele wrinkled his bro“s
“That’s all very well,” he said. “We
don’t want to do without Morny. He's
been our pal, an’ we made him our
leader, an’ now he's thrown us over for
that fellow Erroll. I don’t feel in-
clined to stand it, for one!”

“What can we do?” growled Town-
send. “Morny always has his own way!
Look at the way he pm‘ced up that little
ragamuilin, *Erbert, an’ brought him o
Rookwood, an’ got the Head to let him
enter the school as a new kid. We
were down on that; but did it make
4ny difference to Morny? Not a bit!”

“He's an obstinate cad! But we
don’t want to lose Morny. We can't
keep our end yp against Jimmy Silver
without Morny,” remarked Gower.

“Hell be chummin’ with Jlmmy
Silver *riext, if Erroll can work it,”
sneered Peele. “That’s the cad’s game!”

“Blessed are the peacemakers!”

grinned Townsend.

“It's jolly queer, t00,” sald Peele,
frowning. “When Erroll came here,
that kid from the slums, 'Evbert, swore
that the man who brought him wasn't
really Captain Erroll at all, but a rotter
he called Gentleman Jim, a cracksman.
Mornington  believed the yarn, an'
accused Erroll I must say I mever
swallowed it. Bul—but suppose there

ould be somethin’ in it?”

eele paused and looked at his nutty
compamcns

It was evident that, with Cyril Peele,
the wish was father to the thought,

Morny’s desertion of his old cronies
Had exasperated and alarmed the nuts,
and there was little that Peele, at least,
would not have stopped at to make a
break between the new friends.

8
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Nobody but Morny and little "Erbert
of the Second Form had believed that
strange accusation against Kit Erroll.

But any weapon was good enough to
use against an enemy, in Peele's
opinion. The wealthy and reckless
Mornington was too valuab!c a pal to
be lost if it could be helpe

‘“There's nothin’ in it,” sa)d Topham

“Morny believes there was.”

“Morny was an ass!  An’ hes
chucked it now, to
“That’s because got him away

from the kidnappers, aml he feels called
upon to be grateful,” sneered Pecle.

“But Erroll knocked the yarn on the
head,” said Townsend impatiently,
“Didn’t Morny go to the trouble of
geitin’ a photograph of Captain Erroll,
and didn't it turn ouL to be as liké
Exroll as two peas?

“That’s so! But Erroll's father has
never been near Rookwood since,” said
eele.  “There's a chance, at least,
that there was somethin’ in the yarn,
Look here, let’s have that kid ‘Erbert
up here and question him.”

“He wouldn’t come—"

“Tsll hxm Morny wants him.

g

&% sﬂly waste of time,” said Topham.

“I tell you there may be somethin’
n it. If we could fix it on Erroll an’
gne hun the kybosh, Morny comes back

"Oh I'll fetch the kid, H vou llke i
sald Topham, yawning. “But you're
barkin’ up the wrong tree,
There's nothin’ in it.”

And Topham left the study.

‘The “Giddy Goats” of Rookwood
resumed their game while they waited
for Topham to return with the waif of
Rookwood. In about ten minutes there
was a tap at the door, and little *Erbert
ked in,

“Come in, kid,” said Peele.

Topham had not returned with the
fag. He had gone to join Morning-
ton in the cricket ground.

’Erbert of the Second came h)to the
study, and Peele closed the doo:

"'J

You

Peele.

§
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CHAPTER 35,
Momington Chips In! /

Topham told me Mcrning-
ton wanted me here,” he said.

“That’s all right! We want you,”
said Peele. “Don’t be alarmed. I only
want te ask yol some qucsnons P

“Yes, sir,” said "Erber!

He stood shuffiing his feet The little
waif had been some time at ROQL\»cod

A CRACKSMAN!

"Mm ny 'S told you to keep it c.xrk since
made friends with Errol?”

“Yes, sir.
“Well, never mind. We want to
know the facts. Do you still believe

c
that Erroll is the son of this Gentle-
man Jim

s:lcnne.
“Have you any idea where Gentle-
man Jim can be found by the police2”
Still silence. P
Peele’s eyes glittered dangefously.
“Another thing. You've seen the
f Captain Erroll. It's like

now since liowir
generous impulse, had rescued him fro vn
want. But he had not yet learned the
repose upon which the nuis of Rook-
wood prided themselves. He shuffled
his feet and twisted his thumbs un-
easily.

“You remember Erroll of the Fourth
coming here a few wecks ago?” said

“The man who brought him here was
called Captain Erroll—his father.”

The fag shifted uncomfortably.

“You told Mornington that the man
wasn't Captain Erroll, but a criminal
called Gentieman Jim, a cracksman
yowd scen and known when you lived
in some slum or other in London,” con-

inued Peele.

"Erbert did not reply, but his gaze
wandered uneasily to the door. But
Cyril Pecle had his back to the deor.

“Now, we dxdn’b swallow that yarn,”
said Peel b I've been wonderin®
whether there e anythin’ in it. Just
you go ahead, kid, an’ tell us all you
know about that man, Gentleman Jim,
and Erroll. Gwe us the whole yarn
from start to

“I—T can't!” stammered ’Erbert.

Pecle stared at him angzily.

“Eh?  Why can’t you?”
claimed.

“ Master Mormngton
to talk about it.”

e nuts of the Fourth exchanged
quick glances.

“Oh!” sald Peele, with a deep breath.

he ex-

ve told me not

o
Zrroll of the Fourth—we've 2ll noticed
that. Rut is it like the man you called
Gentleman Jim—the man who brought
him here?  You knaw the man well,
according to your gecount.”

The fag did not answer.

“Do you hear me?” shouted Pec!e
angrily.

“I ’ear you; Master Pcele ”

“Well, answar, then

“I can’t, si

“You mean you won't, you cheeky
cub!” exclaimed Townsend.

“Well, I won't, then!” said ’Erbert
sullen}y. “Master ornington_ ’ave
told me not to say 00| in’ about Erroll,
an’ I ain’t going to.”

& want_your arms twisted, you
mean?” askcd Peele.

‘Erbert backed away a little.

“I s'pose you can bully me if you
want now you've got me ’ere,” he said
steadily. “But’'I ain’t sayin’ nothin’
not agin Master Mornington’s orders.”

Pecle strode towards him.

The fag put up his fists at once. But
Townsend and Gower joined Peele, and
in a moment ’Erbert was wriggling in
the grasp of the three. Peele took a
savage grip upon his arm.
tions now?” he asked between his
teeth,

“No, I ain't!”
“Take that, then!”
ere was a yell of anguish from

’Erbert as Peele twisted his arm with
cruel force,

.

“Are you going to answer my ques- "
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He struggled in vain in the grip of

tha ihree nuts.
“Ow! Lemme go!” roared 'Erbert.

“I ain't going to tell you nothin’! Let
wme alone, you coward! Yah! Ohn!”

The fag’s yelis rang through the
study as Peele twisted his arm again.

- No\\' w:ll vou speak up, you scrubby
little cad? sed Peele.

< VCI Y(‘llcd 'Erbert.
‘mp! Elpl”

"P’Iul!{)!

“I won't!

What the merry dickens
& deor was thrown open, and
I\Iotm‘lmon strode into the study.

He stared at the scene in  blank
astor ent for a moment.

Then ow grew thunderous.

“Bully! Exbcrt—what? Let him
ga at oncc, you cads!”

rode at the nuts with his fists
c]enched and a blaze in his eyes.

Peele & Co. released the fag, who
scuitled behind Mornington at once.
Thg nuts of the Fourth looked angry
an

resolute.

“Have they Turt you, kd?” asked
o faltered Erbert.

t much, sn',
¥ “What were the cflds bullyin’ you
for?”

“They wan‘ced to know about Erroll
and Gentlem: Jim, " muttered
*Erbert. “I “asn’t suym' nothin’, as
you told me, sir.”

Mornmrﬂ;on made a gesture to the

K Cut off, 'Erbert!”
Peele made a movement forward. He
backed away again as Mornington faced

yes.
¢ scudded out of the study.
“So you were bullyin’ that kid to
about Erroll?” said
“You won’t do that

Morninglon,
again, Peelel”

\m)os goin’ to stop me?” sneered
Peek

“I am! T lick you till you can't
ynd if you put a finger on that kid
exclaimed Mormngl:on

g “Upclerstand that! And if
ve two words from you I'll lick you

83

now. Youre goin’ to leave ’Erbert
]one, aud you're goin’ to leave Erroll
alone!

“You've chummed up with the son
of a cracksman, as you always called
him,” sneered Townsend.

“Never mind what I called him.
‘That’s done with now.

“Ts it?” said Peele. “Well, i’s not
done with! I believe it was true all
the time, an’' I believe you know m
row, Morny, an’ you want to keep
dark because youve pelled on '.\'xth
im. As for lettin’ him alone, I'll tell
you what I'm gom to do. I'm goin’ to
show him up, an’ get him kicked out
of Rookwood! So you can put that in
your bipe an’ smoke it! Your burglar

Smam{'

Peele broke off with a yell of raﬂe as
Mummgton struck  him the
mouth.

’lhe ‘next instant he rushed at Morne
iny

To“nsend and Gower stood looking
on with sullen faces. Their fecling
was all with Peele, but they did not
interfere,

The dandy of the Fourth met his
erstwhile ch\lm 's attack coolly and with
grim vigo

His left aqd right came out in rapid
succession, and Peele reeled chk‘ and
went with a crash to the

Mornmgwn looked down on him
grimly.

‘Want any more?” he asked.

Peele groaned.

“you fellows feelin’ Inclined for a
little trouble this merry afternoon?”
asked Mornington, mth a mocking look
at Townsend and

“Go an’ eat cokel” grow!ed Towns-

Morm'ngton laughed, and quitted the

study.

Townsend helped Pecle to his feet.
The cad of the Fourth was pale with
rage, and his eyes glittered like a

serpent’s.
“1‘11 ‘make Morny smart for that!”
he muttered. “ And I can do it! I
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believe he knows now that L‘rmu Is
what he accused him of bein’! I be-

lieve he knows it, by gad, an’ that’s
why he warned the kid not to talk!

And I'm goin’ to have the truth out
before all Rgol{wocd'

“Y¥ou can’t do it!” said Gower,

Pecle gritted his teeth.

“I know the way!” he s: “T've
got it cut and dried! I'd rather have
miade sure first; but now I'm goin’
to chance it! I've got a surprise up
my slleeve for Morny an’ his precious
hum !

And Peele went savagely out of the
study.

“What the merry dickens was he
driving’ at?” said Gower, in wonder.

Only gas!” sald Townsend, shrug-
ging hiséshoulders‘ “Lofs get on with

But there was more than “gas” in
Peele’s words as Mornington—and Kit
Erroll—were to discover before long.

CHAPTER 26
Gentle Persuasion!
IMMY SILVER paused.
The captain of the Fourth was
.sa.lmtermg through the archway
into Little Quad, Lownrds the library,
when he came on the scene.
the old oaken bench near the
stone arch four juniors were seated.
Pecle held an open newspaper in his
hands, and Townsend, Topham and
Gower were gathering close to read it
wi
Therﬂ was evldent!y something in the
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and delicate. But since he had
chummed with Erroll, Mcrny had
changed somewhat, and for the present,
at least, he seemed “fed-up ” with the
nuts and their ways, and he hetrayed
the fact without the slightest compunc-

n.

Whether he was lost for good to that
select circle, or whether it was merely
temporary, could not be said—probably
the latter.

But, in any case, the.dandy of the
Fourth did that which was right in his
own cyes, with comp‘ele disregard for
cbe feelings of other:

lfnder Erroll’s i
Mcmmgton was a good deal less of a
blackguard than he had formerly been.:

But his cool indffertnce to his own
friends and their opinion had a
n}:‘xtumlly exasperating effect upon

m,

When Morny was tired of his new
role he would doubtless expect them
to come round again at the beckoning
of his finger. That was Morny's way.
But, little as he' cared what they
thought, he did not dream of the real
extent to which' his change of line had
cxasperated them. To be taken up,
or thrown over, at Morny's lmdly will
was nob flattering. And Peele, who

study, was bitterest of all.

The four juniors were so deeply en-
grossed in the newspaper that they
did not observe Jimmy Silver. Jimmy
would have passed on his way but for
the fact that they were speaking of
Erroll in a way that struck his atten-
tion at once.

“There it is, in plmt‘” <aid Peele,

ps.

newspaper that intensely
Peele & Co.

1t was the day following the scene in’
Mornington’s study. Since that scene
)”cmmgton had been on icy terms
with his former chums—a fact that did
not seem to worry the lordly Morny in
the least,

A more tactful fellow than Morn-
ington mlghb have made the break with
his cld friends a little more gradual

through his ips. “If Cap~
tain Erroll is Errolls father, he can
say so. He's still in England.’

“So it seems,” said Towmend “I
understood that he had gone back to
British ~ Honduras after he was
wounded. He was a planter there be-
fore. I knc\v that. Erroll thinks he's
gone baek.

“I know he does—I've heard him say

s0,” grinned Peele. “Now, if he’

had been knocked down in his own#

1
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Captain Erroll’s son, as he says, how
can he think his father's gone back
to America whcn the newspaper says
he’s in Englan

“By gad,” said Topham “it looks as
if youre right, Pee]
“I was sure of 1' ” said Peele. "I

d this in the paper yesterday.
hat started me on it, and I

haven't any doubt at all that Morny
knows the truth abom, Erroll and is
keepin’ it dark. odd the fellow
being like Captain Erolls portrait.
But a son generally knows where his
father is.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes, rather.”

Jimmy Silver walked towards the
bench.  He disdained to listen to the
talk of the nuts, though what they
ha(l said had made him very curious.

ush!” muttered Peele as the
cnulam of the Fourth came up.

He hastily Lhrust the newspaper
under his jacket.

“Son neLhmg nbout Erroll’s father in
thz\t mper? asked Jimmy.

ind out!” said Peele coolly.

"I’m asking you to find out. It would
interest Erroll. Lend me the paper to
shmv hinl,” said Jimmy Silver.

5 my paper, an’ I'm keepin’

it,” said Peel
- “You sai d Cantam Erroll was in
Envland ¥ sald Jimmy. “It's supposed
that he went to British Hondums after
being wounded.”
Pecle yawned,
“Ermu must know,” grinned Top-
ham. “Ask Erroll,”
i _“He may have been stopped by some-
thing, and hasn’t wiitten to Erroll yet,”
said Jimmy. “Erroll has a right to
see that paper, Peele. Lend it to me.”
“I won't!”
# “Tell me its name and date then, so
that I cm tell Erroll.” v
“Go and eat coke!”
., Jimmy Silver’s eyes gleamed. The
Tour nuts rose to their feet and stood
together, ~Four to one; they were not
afrald of the chief of the Fistical Four.
* Jimmy smiled, and uttered the signal
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of the Rook patrol. It echoed through
the stone archway.

“He’s calling those other cads here,”
muttered Gower. “Let's clea

'Ihcre was a patter of fect ‘trom Big
Quad, and Lovell, Raby and Newcome
cmne th!‘ol‘l“‘h the archw ay at a run.

“Hallo! ~ What's up?” demanded
Loyell.

Jimmy Silver pointed to Peele.

“That worm’s got a n spaper thn
something about Erroll’s father in it,”

. “He won't lend it to me.
Wi :mf, to borrow it.”

“Rotten worm!” sald Rany “Why
can’t you lend your pap

“Because won't!” snalled Pecle,
“Hands off, you rotters!”

“You can have it back afterwards,”
said Jimmy.

Peele did not reply, but he moved
away. The Fistical Four moved after
him' fast enough.

“Hands off, I tell-you!”
Pecle.

But Jimmy Silver did not ‘“hands
off ” he put his hands on—hard! Cyril
Peele struggled with him furiously.

‘The Co., grinning, charged the other
taree nut$ off the scene. Tewny and
Toppy and Gower were scattered before
the rush.

Peele struggled ln vain in Jimmy
Silver’s sturdy The crumpled
newspaper was 3exked oub_from under
his jacket. Jimmy cheerfully sat Peele
down on the ground with a bump.

“Thanks for the loan of the paper,”
he smiled. “I'll leave it lu your study
when I'm through with it.”

“Hang you!” said Peele, between his
teeth,

He scrambled up, and locked for a
moment as i would spring at
Jimmy Silver. But he knew that it
would be futile; and he turned away,
scowling blackly. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome re:mned their leader.

“Why didn’t the disobliging rotter
want to let you see the paper, Jimmy?”.
asked Newcome, in wonder,

“Blessed if T know—thech got some-
thing up against Erroll, I supbose. I'll

shouted
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soon see what there is here about
Erroll’s pater.

Jimmy opuned the paper and scanned
the columns in search of the item of
news that had go interested the nuts.
He soon found it—a paragraph marked
with pencil. The Fistical Four read it
together:.

“Among the passengers landed from
the 8.5. Ceiba, recently sunk in gol-
Hsion with a German freighter, is
Captain Erroll. The gallant mntam
was severely wounded on
West Frontier, and on leaving hmpltn]
intended to return to his colonial home.
Captain Erroll’s many friends will not
regret that the accident, fortunately
unattended by any loss of life, will com-

el him to remain somewhat longer in
his native land.”

The Fistical Four looked at‘ one an-
oty

suppo=c Erroll knows'” said Raby.

—TI suppose $0,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Anyway, I'm going to take this paper
to him. If he hasn’t heard from his
pater hell be glad to know that he's
safe.”

And Jimmy Silver hwried off to the
School House with ihe newspaper in
‘nis hand.

GHAPTER 7.
Erroll Is Worried.
o HAT'S the trouble?”
Mornington asked the ques-
tion. He was lounging in the
window-seat in Erroll's study. Higgs
and Jones minor, Erroll's study-mates,
weze out of doors.

Mornington had just come in, and he
had found Erroll with a moody brow,
in deep thought. Erroll smiled slightly
as, the dandy of the Fourth spoke.

othing!” he said.
Thmk.n about Gentleman Jim?”
Well, yes,” said Erroll, colouring.
“I can’t help thinking of him, Morny.”

“You've seen the last of the rotter,”

said Mornington. “Yowye told me you

THE SON OF A CRACKSMAN!

are sure ‘that he is not your father—

and I fecl sure of it, too. Why bother
about him?”
“I am sure he is not my father

though he has always called himself
that,” said Erroll quietly. “I am nof.
the son of a cracksman. But—but

the other fellows knsw all youﬂsno\v,
Morny, they would belie

”Th cy don’t know, and they won't
know.”

“I'm not so sure,” said Errcill. “I
ha\en’: finished with that man yet
Smce I told you my story
alled with me, and I'm jolly
gla.d ur it—but t.he others wouldn't look
at it as you do. If it came out that
the man who brought me here, and.
called himself Captain Erroll, was in
reality Gentleman Jim the® cracksman
——" He paused.* “It’s not my fault!

But—but I'm here under a name that
does not belong to -mi

“But don't know your own
name,” said Mornington. “You're
as, much entitled to it as gny other.”

“That’s true—I must be called scme-
thing,” smd the junior, with a slight
smile, “I may as well be called Erroll

as anything else. But—-"

“Why did Gentleman Jim pick out
that name for you?” asked Mcmmgton
“It’s not a common name.”

“I don’t know. Unless—" Erroll
paused. “You remember, Morny, when
you got the real Captain Erroll’s photo-
graph it turned out to be exactly like
me. Gentleman Jim may have known
of the resemblance, and that may be
why he chose that name for me to come
to Rookwood under. It’s queer. I—I've
hebn mmkmg, Morny—"  He broko
off
t“Theres nothin’ to worry you—give

“But xt does worry me,” said Erroll
quietly. “I'm not doing wrong in using
the name since I must use some name.
But I am represented here as the sen
of Captain Lrroll—an not his
son. That does worry me.”

“I don't see that it hurls him. Didn’t
you tell me that Captain Erroll went
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bkc:ck to P.;rlhsh Honduras after leavin’
t]

“Yes Gentleman Jim told me s0.”

%, Well iu won't hurt a man in
be supposed to have a son
ab Puokwood ” said Mornington, laugh-
ing. “Besides, yowll do him credit,”

Erroll smiled.

“I can't quite square it wilh my con-
science,” he said. “I don't really know
what I ought to do—but—but I'v
thought it over, Morny, and I'm airud
1 shall have to clear out of Rookwood.”

What rot!” exclaimed Mornington.
“I should miss you. Look here, Erroll,
your fees are paid for this term, and
you're going in for a scholarship to pay
ytour own exes after that. You can do

“My fees were paid by Centleman
Jim in Captain Erroll's name. You
know how he gets his money,” said
Erroll in a low voice,

“But it can’t be handed back now.
By gad” exclaimed Mornington,
“you'rg not thinking of telling the

He !
“I've been thinking whether I ought
0.

“It means clearin’ out of the school.”

Erroll nedded.

Mornington moved to and fro rest-
Xessgy it the study. He was plainly
pertu
‘ Stlange enough as it was that the
reckless dandy of the Fourth should
have chummed up \vxth the son of
Gcntlcman Jim, it w a 'very real
{gendsh.\p that had gm\m up beu\een

“Look here, Erroll,” said Mornington
at last, “there’s no need fer you to jaw
to the Head, take my word about that!
Gentleman Jim may never turn up
again now that he knows you're done
Wwith hinr. It may never come out.”

rroll shook his head.
“He will turn up, and soon,” he said.
“1 was placed here to help him rob
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by threatening to show me up here if
I refused. He will not let me off scot-
free, Morny. Besides, he will not give
up the idea of robbing Rcokwood.
Every mght I ,expect him to come.”

“Good

“I have remamed awake many times,
hstamng,” said Erroll, his cheeks flush-

. “I know that he will come. And
whcn he comes, Morny, I'm going to
stop him if I can. But—but can I
chance all that? I know I ought to
spcfdé to the Head, and put him on his
Frmh

“And be turned out of Rookwood!™

“I suppose that would follow.”

“Youre not goin’ fo do it!” said
Mornington angrily.

There was a tap at the door. Morn-
inglon uttered an impatient exclama-

tion, but Errou said quietly:

“Com

ﬂver cmered the study with

a newspaper in his h

“News Here aboub
Erroll!” he said cheerily,

Erroll started.

“ About whom?” he muttered.

“Captain Erroll. He sailed for
Amencu, didn’t he?”

”Wcll he’s back in England.”

yuur pater,

“Sa;c and sound » said Jimmy Silver
at once. ‘“Not to worry ahuuv,
Erroll. The steamer was wrecked 1
collision, but the paper says he’s landed
safely. Here it is.”

Erroll’s face was crimson.

Hardest of all to bear in his strange
situation was the hateful, implied decelt
of his position in the presence of the
cheery confidence of Jimmy Silver &

Jimmy Silver and his chums had
scouted the suggestion that Erroll was
not the son of the man whose name he
bore. Erroll avoided the subject as

Rookwood. I was to get
fellows’ homes, and give him other
chances there. e had it ali cut and
dried. He thought he would force me,

much as he could writhing mw11 rLy

But_his

silent assenb was deceit, as he realised
only too keenly.

He had grown to love Rookwood, and
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he had made many friends there. But
it was borne in more and more upon
his mind that this could not go on—
that he must have openness and truth,
however heavy the price he paid for it.

He read the marked paragraph, and |it

handed the newspaper back to Jimmy

silver, who was eyeing h m cddly
“Thank you, Jimmy
"Dvd’xt you know?” nskcd Jxmmy.

“*Oh, T thought your pater would have
wr] m,en 17

I have had no letier.”

"’lhen that's jolly good news to
you!” said Jimmy. “I made Peele lend
me the paper, and I'm glad I did!”

“Peele!” said Mornington, with a
start.

“Yes. Your merry pals gere nosing
over it, but Peele didnt wan Errcll to

see it for some reason,” said the captain
of the Fourth. “The fact is, Morny,
your pals scem to have taken up that
old yarn ycu used to spin about Erroll,
and Lhey re trying to make somemmg
out of it.”

i “;‘he rotten cads!” growled Morn-

Jlmmy Silver laughed.

“Well, they're only following your
example,” he said. “Still, they're cads,
there’s no doubt abeut that. It really
seems as if that yarn will never die out,
at this rate. I'll Le!l you what, Erroll1”

“Yes, Jimmy?”

“Ask your father to come down to
the school, as he’s still in England,” said
Jimmy Silver. “I dare say he can do
it all right. That will knock the silly
rot nvht, on me head if Captain Erroll
comes

“Oh, rot"‘ muttered Mornington.

Jimmy Silver gazed in amazement at
Erroll's crimson face.

As had happened once before, a chill
of doubt came into Jimmy’s honest

heart.
“That's a good tip, Erroll,” hc said
quietly. “It will clear up the matter

for good and all if Captain Ermll comes
to Rookwood and all the fellows see
him. T shanld advise you to do that.,”

BSON OF A CRACKSMAN!

And Jimmy left the study.
+ Erroll locked at Mornington.
“You sce,” he said in a low voice,
“I—I can't keep it up. I can’t be taking
m fellows who trust me! I can't stand

And Mornington was siient He felt,
too that the Junior was right—that it
uld not last.

CHAPTER 5.
Cood-hye to Rookwood!

LL eyes were turned upon Kit
Erroll when he came into the
Junior Commdh-reom Lhat even-

ing with Jimmy Silver & Co. ele &
were grinning as cvey some good
jo},e All the rellows looked curious:

“Hallo! What's the merry joke?”
at},ed Jimmy Silver, looking round.

“Your friend Erroll is!” chortled
‘Townsend.

Rawson came over to Erroll,

“I hear your pater'’s in London,
Erroll,” he said in hi§ direct way.
X“Peele says he’s wired to him to come
here.”

El‘wll started violently.

hy, you cheeky cad, Peele!” ex-
clamed Lovell. “What busmess is it
of yours to wire to Erroll’s pater?™

“Only to show whether Uaptaln
Erroll is Erroll's pater at all,”
Peele, with a mocking grin.
these fellows, an’ now I'll tell you. I
telephoned to my cousin, who's got an

Job in Whitehall, to get Captain
Errolls address; an' he got it for me:
And then I wired to Captain Erroll
Nice telegram, in perfectly good taste,
pointin’ out that his son’s friends were
awfully anxious to see him, because of
his gallant conduct in India, an’ gettin®
the D.S.O. Askin’ him if he couldn’t
come down to Rookwood before he
sailed next time, because his son’s pals
were s0 anxious to see him. Nothin’ to
complain of in that, was there?”

“Well, no,” said Jimmy  Silver:
“Only you're not a friend of Erroll’s.™

“If Captain Erroll's his father, no
harm’s done,” grinned Peele. “Hell

Q
29
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take itas a schoolboy compliment. But
if the merry caplain hasn’t got a son
at Ro Ok,WOC'L., it will be rather a surprise
a

You rotter!” shouted Mornington.
“What are you commamm about?
said Peele coolly. “Don’'t you wani
Errell shown up if he’s an impostor?
z'ou were keen enough on 1t at one
ime.”

Ha, ha, ha!” roared the nuts in
chorus.

rroll’s face was deadly pale.

“Captain Erroll’s beund to answer my
wire,” gnvned Pecle. “We'll find out
from his answer whether he's got a wn
bere, or \‘I‘ELhc" a rotten clac
bas planted his son here under a fs.lse
name, as M '\&any used to deciare!”

“Ha, ha, ha

“You nemnt mind, Erroll,” said
Jimmy Silver. *“No harm done if your
pater does come here. We'd all like to
see him.”

Erroll nodded without replying. With
the pallor as of death in his face he
walked out of the Common-room.

There was a buzz after he had gone.
Mornington followed him, but the rest
of the juniors remained in excited
discussion.

‘When Lhe school page came into the
Common-room with a telegram in his

and the excitement was very keen.
Master Peele!”

*‘Here you are,” smiled Peele,

He took the telegramn and opened it.

His brow grew a little perplexed as he
read. The other fellows crowded round
him to read it, too.

“Anmng Rookwood early morning.
—ERROLL.”

“Well, my hat!” smd Gower.
o Pecles Jjaw dropped.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy Silver.
“That rather knocks you out, Peele.
The merry capbams snnp)y accepted
the invitation. if he thinks
he's got 2 son here, nny\/ayl
‘ 2, ha, ha!”

e

“By gad!” multered Peele, utterly

cr(%uiall‘en
he ’\.L"h was against the plotting
Fourth F u 5

Jnmmy uxlver still laughing, hurried
away to Erroll's study. He found him
p‘lle and troubled.

‘Right as rain, old fellow,” said
Jimmy. “Your pater’s coming down te-
morrow moraing early.”

Erroll gave him a strange look.

“How do you know?” he asked dully.

Jimmy chuckled.

“He's wired back to Peele. Rather
queer he didn't wire to you instead.
But it’s come to Peele, and it says he's
arriving early in the morning. Of
course, he doesn’t guess that it was a
cad asked him, for a rotten trick. No
need to tell him that either.”

“Well, it's a good thing Errolls
pater’s cammg,” said Higgs, leoking up
from his prep. “It will stop the jaw
about Erroll.”

““A very good thing,” sald Erroll tone-
lessly.

“Of course, it’s a rotten cheek of
Peele,” said Jimmy, !ooklng queerly at
Erroll's colourless face. “But youll
be glad to cee your pater, Erroll, won't

rroll nodded, and Jimmy left the
sLudy with that old chill of strange
doubt in his breast again. Why did
Erroll look like that? Jimmy Silver
asked himself the question, without
being able to find an answer.
Erroll had been working at his prep:
bub he did not resume it when Jimmy
s gone. He remained idle for some
mmutes with contracted brows, and
then rose and went to the dcor.
“Pinished?” yawned Jones mi)
“No; I don't think I shall ﬁmsh i
He left the study, and Mornington

met him in the passage, his face pale
and excited.

“Erroll, you know—-" muttered
Mornington.

“I know.”™

“He's coming to-morrow morning.”
RED
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“What
ch'xp.

“T've got to think that out.”

“I'll make Peele sit up for this trick,
the cad!” muttered Mornington, clench-
irng his hands.

“Let him alone,” said Erroll quietly,
“I deserve it! It was bound to come
sooner or later.”

He went on by himself, and went out

into the shadowed quadrangle.

Long, in the dim starlight, the un-
happy junior paced to and fro under
the old beeches, thinking—thin.;in&

The end had come, he knew that.
Captam Erroll, whose name he bore,
‘was coming to Rookwood in the morn-
ing. The man he so_ strangely re-
sembled, and whom he did not know—
‘whose name had been chosen for him
by Gentleman Jim, doubtless on
account of that strange likeness. He
was_coming, and the imgpsture would
be discovered!

One thought was borne in upon the
boy’s mind. He must go! No need to

ait_and face out the shame and
humhamn of exposure. Before Cap-
tain Erroll axnved at Rookwoced he
mit be gone.

Frroll was mt seen aga
Reokwood juniors till bed
cane into the dormitory of Lhe Cla-.slcal
Fourth with a face that was a little
pale, but set and calm. His mind was
made up. When all the school was
sleeping he was to leave Rookwood—
quietly, and the discovery that now
must come would come after he had
gone for ever.

Long after the rest of the Fourth
were gsieep, Erroll lay with wide-open,
eeblcrs eyes, while the hours passed.

was at midnight that he slipped
mh?tly from his bed and dressed in the
arkness. The Classical Fourth were
sml sleeping soundly as the hunted
Jjunier closed the dormitory door quietly
behind him. A few minutes more and
he had dropped softly from a window,
and the cool wind of the summer night
blew fresh upon his face,

*THE SON OF
are you going to do, old
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CHAPTER 30
Tha Last Blow!

LINK!
C Erroll stopped, his heart beat-
ing violently.

He was skirting the great building
with silent footfalls in the dim star-
light to cross to the wall on the road
when that faint sound struck his ears,
faint but clear, in the silence of the
mght.

eart beat almost to suffocation
s\s hc I}:StE‘]Ed breathing hard.
Clink!

One thought rushed into his mind as
he listened to that sound from the
lower hall window in the dark recess of

Gentleman Jim!?

He stood as if rooted to the ground
for some minutes. He knew that”the
clink was of a fragment of glass that
had fallen from a pane under the
penetrating diamond of the cracksman,

Gentleman Jim had come at last!
Every muxt Erroll had feared it—had
dreamed of it! Now, on his last night’
at Rookwood, the cracksman had come
—and the unhappy lad breathed a
prayer of l;hankfulnevs that it was still
in his power to save the old school from
the lawless hand of the thief and out-
cast.

There was no fear in his heart as he
stepped silently towards the porch., He
knew—none better —the ~desperate
nature of the cracksman. He knew tha
death itself might be his lot! And he
did not falter!

He stepped noiselessly into the porch.
The little window by the door was open.
The cracksman had reached the fasten-
mw within by removing a fragment of

indow was open, and
within the dark building was the unseen
thief of the night.

Erroll smiled bitterly in the gloom.

He had Deen sent to Rookwood to
help in this work—to make it safer for
Gentleman Jim to carry out the
robbery. And now he was there to
baffle it. He stood for scme moments

in thought, undecided. Then he
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grasped the great bcd }mndm beside the
door and dragged uj

Clang, clang, clang'

The svdden clanging of the bell rang
with a din almost like thunder through
the silent School House.

Clang, clang, clang!

A light gleamed from a window akove.
There was a sound of an opening door.
Clang, clang, clang!

The School House was awakened from
end to end.

Even from outside the House, where
he stood, Eu'oll could hear the sound of
star Lle

e let go the bell and stepped to the
open hall window. There was a sound
within—a hurried feotstep—a panting
breath. A figure loomed up within the
window—a white and savage face looked

- out in the dimness. Even in the dark
Erroll knew the hard, desperate face
of the man he had called his father!

The alarm had been given, and the
baflled cracksman was thinking only of

E( escape. Already lights gleamed on the
stairs.

But Gentleman Jim started back at
the sight of the face without the
window.

He pmtcd

Hc k.ne\v the scheolboy even in the
&loom. For a moment they looked at
cach other through the open window.
Erroll's handsome face pale and tense—
Geigtxluematn Jim snarling like a cornered
il

“You!” ’I‘he cracksman choked with
rage. “You

There was a, glimmer of metal, and
Eu'oll started back:

ack!

’Ihc enraged cracksman had_fired
through n window, and the
bullet passed wilhin a foot of the school- [
boy as he sprang aside. The next
moment Gentleman Jim was scram-
bling, * head-foremost, through the
window.

* But as he did so a shong grasp was
laid upon him from behind,

“I've got the rotter!™
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It was the deep voice of Bulkeley of
the Sixth, captam of Rookwood.
There as a fierce struggle, and
Gentleman Jim disappeared from the
window, dragged back into the house by
the stalwart Sixth Former. Erroil
heard the fierce struggle within, and he
scrambled furiously in at the wmr'on,
fearful of heaving again the cracks-
mana revolver, There was a flood of
light in the hall. otles was
down, and he had switched on the
clectric light. Bulkeley and the cracks-
man were struggling on the floor, and
Gentleman Jim had freed his right
and to use his weapon. Erroll leaped
upen him and grasped his wrist, and
turned the revolver to the flcor, With
a fierce twist of the wrist he forced the
rufiian to drop the weapon.
he stairs were crowded with startled
fellows. Jimmy Silver and Carthew of
the Sixth ran forward and collared the
struggling villain, It was the signal to
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the rest. A momen$ more and twenty
pairs of hands were on the cracksman,
t'Got him!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
“Sit on him!* shouted Lovell.
“Hurrah!”
“Bless my soul!”
gasping.  “Dear me!
soul!”

Mz, Bootles was
Oh, bless my

wood, in dressing-gown
ers, hurried on the scene.
holm was startled, but very calm.

burglar, sir,” said Bulkeley,

A
panting.
“So Bulkeley !

wd moved back as the Head
Ve an

I see, Secure the
man, but do not hurt him,” said the
Head. “Taie up that pistol, please, Mr.
Bootles!”

“We've got the rotter,
Lovell.

Genileman Jim was dragged to his
feet. With a dozen pairs of hands upon
him, the cracksmaid could not even
struggle. e stood} panting,
flaming eyes, exhausted by the savage
strugzle,

The Mead eyed him grimly.

Erroll stocd quiet, silent, with deadly
pale face. He was the only fellow there
who was fully dressed, and already
curious glances were turned upon him.

“Someone gave the alarm,” said the
Head, “Who was it that rang the
beli?”

“It was I, sir,” said Erroll quietly.

“Yon, Erroll! You are dressed!” Dr.
Chisholm frowned. “Is it possibie,
Erroll, that you were up at this hour of
the night?”

“I was in the quadrangle, sir, and I
heard that man enter,” said Erroll
dully. “I gave the alarm at once.”

““You have prevented a robbery,” said
the fead. “I shall inquire to-morrow,
Erroll, how you came to be out of doors
at such an hour. This man must be
secured till the morning, when the
police—

There was a fierce exclamation from
Gentleman Jim. His eyes burned at
Erroll with deadly animosity.

“Send for the police!” he exclaimed
hoarsely. “Let them take me, and let

sir!” chortled

with | Who

A CRACKS3MAN! b

them take that boy at the same time!
He is my son and accomplice!”

“Wretch!” exclaimed the Head
sternly. “How dare you!”
“It's truth!” said Gentleman

Jim between his teeth. “Look at me,
Dr. Chisholm—Ilook at me, and you will
remember my face. It was I who
brought that boy to this school—under
the name of Captain Exroll!”

‘The Head started violently. He bent
forward and scanned the sulien features
of the cracksman, and his face became
darker. Pecle. on the staircase, pressed
Tewnsepd's arm,

‘'It's’out now!” he whispered.

“By gad, yes!” murmured Towns-
end. “But what the thunder did Erroll
give his pater gway for?”

“It is true!” said the Head at last
in hard, icy tones. “I recognise you!
You came to this school as Captain
Erroll, bringing that boy with you,

are you?”

“Gentleman Jim, the cracksman,”
said the outcast with a reckless laugh. §
“The father of that boy. We shall go
to prison together!” .

“Erroll!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

Erroll did not speak. His face was
like stone. Mornington drew to his side,
and slipped a hand through his arm.
The unhappy lad gave a faint smile.

Dr. Chisholm fixed his eyes upon
Erroll.

“You Hear what this man says,
Erroll?” His voice was cold and hard.

“Yes, sir.”

“Have you anything to say?”

All cyes were upon the son of the
cracksman. Erroll's head was drooping,
but he raised it proudly.

““Only this, sir,” he said in a firm
voice. “That man has told part of the
truth. I was brought up as his son, but
I never believed that he was my father, .
He tried to make a thief of me. He ill-
used me because I would not consent.
He placed me in this school, making me
believe I was to be free of his influence
here—that I was to have a chance in
life. He deceived me. He {old me later
that I was to help him rob you—and
others, I broke with him then for ever,
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1 left my dormitory this night to leave

Rookwood hecause Captain Erroll is.

coming here to-morrow, and I could not
face him. I should have been gone, but
—but I heard that man breaking into
the house, and I stayed to give the
alarm. That is all sir. He lies when
he says that I am his son, and he lies
when he says maL Iam hxs a.ccomphcc
I have never been a et

Therc was a qmeb dignity in Erroll's
l d his tone that carried con-
with it. A deep silence followed
lns words It was broken by a scofiing
laugh from Gentleman Jim.

“A likely story! I repeat—"
‘“silence!” exclaimed the Head
sternly. “That the lad is not your

accomplice is proved by the fact that
he has prevented your crime. Bulkeley,
ake that man to the cellars, and see
that he is secured for the night.”

“Yes, sir.”

Gentleman Jim was led away by half
a dozen of the Sixth, darting a last
malevolent glance at Erroll as he went.
Erroll,” said the Head, after a long
“thxs matter must be inquired
into. I forbid you to leave Rookwood.
You will return to your dnrmlw!‘y My
koys, you may go back to bed.”

“Let me go, sir!” said Erroll. “I
have done you a service, which helps to
make up for the wrong I have done—
unintentionally, Heaven knows
deceiving you cannut remain at
Rookwood. Let me go now!”

Dr. Chisholm thook his head. :

“You must not go, Erroll. I shall
hear your story in full in the morning,
and will decide what is to be done with
you. For the present, go back to bed.”

Erroll bowed his head.

“Very well, sir!”

Mornington kept his arm as they
went up the stairs. In the dormitory
there was a scoffing chuckle from Peele,
and Jimmy Silver twrned upon the cad
ot the Fourth with fierce eyes.

“Silence!” he said between his teeth.
“One word to Erroll, and ITl smash.
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And Peele & Co. thought it better to
be silent. There was no word from Kit
Erroll as he turned in. But it was long
ere sleep visited his eyes.

CHAPTER 0.
Kit Evroll Finds Hio Fathor!
" APTAIN ERROLL!”
‘ Dr. Chisholm rese to greet
handsome, soldierly man
who was shown into his study.

It was early morning, and the Head’s
look showed his surpﬂse at so early a
visit. Dr. Chisholm had bavely bireak-
fasted when the captoin’s card was
brought in, He received him in his
study. The captain’s handsome, sun—
burnt face was pale, and as the Head
glanccd at it, the strange resemblance

Erroll of the Fourth struck him
Iormb]y.

“I beg you to excuse this early call,
Dr. Cnlsholm " The captain’s ‘manner
was courtly, though hurried. *You are
doubtless aware of the telegram I re-
ceived yesterday from this school—"

“I was not aware of it!” said the
Henq in ostonishment.

elegram from somcone named
Pcele,” sald the captain. “A schoolboy,
I presume. It was stated in this tele-
gram that my son’s friends wished me
to visit Rookwood. I replied that I
would come early in the morning. As
1 have, of course, no son at Rookwood,
1 should have taken the telegram for a
foolish  practical Joke, but for one
reason—" He p

“One mo! ment,” saui the Head. “You
are Captain Errol], formerly a planter
in British Honduras, later an officer in
the British Army?”

“Certainly!”

«I am very glad to sce you. Pray be
seated,” said the Head. “Your name
has been used by a most conscienceless
scoundrel. A month ago, Captain Erroll,
a man came here, under your name, to
place his son in the school. I had pre-
viously been in written communication

with him, and had not the slightest



94 THE

doubt that he was the man he professed
be. I have since made the discovery
that this man is a criminal, and, in fact,
atiempted to rob the school last

2d is now in custody Lere await-
ing the arrival of the police."
“By cad'” said the captain In
as'c:::;n,nc
o key he called his son was the
n., of his being defeated in his
G mpt upon the school. That boy
bears your
nigi u—supmaed to be your sonr by all
Rookwood.
“That explains the telegram, then,”
sal d the captain, tugging at his mous-
t “I came here—fcolishly enough,

h with a vague hope. I have no
kon Dr. cmsholm But I had a son.
He was stolen from me in early child-
hood, and I was nevegable to trace him.
‘This telegram went my heart like a
dng;rcr. It gave birth to a hope, fco]
enough, as I see now, that perhaps some-
thing had been heard of my boy—some-
,h\m" ulsvo«elcd »His voice faltered a
Jittle.  “I have never given up hope,

Luunb ten years have passed since I
have scen my boy. I am sorry that I
have troubled you, sir.”

“Not at all,” said the Head. A
strange expression had come over the
Head's kind old face. “¥You might care
to see the boy who has borne your name
here?” He paused a moment. “It is
an extraordinary ccincidence that he
hears a most remarkable resemblance
to you. Such a likeness I have seldom
;nf never seen. Stay, I will send for
him.”

The Head touched the bell, and the
page was sent for Erroll. In a few
minutes the junior, pale and quiet,
entered the study.

The captain rose to hns !eet his eyes
upon the schoolboy’s

His lips were tremblm

“Good heavens!” he muttered, He
started towards the junior. “Boy!
‘What is your name? Who are you?”

“I do not know, sir,” said Erroll
quietly.

“¥ou do not know!”

name, and was—until last [*

h | voice died away ab last.

SON OF A CRACKSMAN!

H“T‘]xs is Capiain Erroll,” said the

The junior stnrted and the crimson

cram into his fac
0 not, he afraxd my boy,” said the

ns\pbam. his eyes still upon FErroll's
flushed face. “From my heart I belicve
that Heaven has been merciful to me at
last. You
name?”

“I never knew it. sir.”

“Tell Captain Erroli your story,” said

say you do not know your

e 3

The ifinior obeyed. In a few words
he told it, as he had told Mornington—
the strange life of the son of Gentleman
Jim, of the hard fight he had fought
to keep from following in the criminal’s
footsteps, of thi belief always fixed in
his mind that Gentleman Jim was not
The captain listened w ﬂ

out interrupting hinf once. Erroll’

“This man, Gentleman Jim, is still
here?” he asked, turning to the Head.

“Yes—I was about to telephone tci
the police when you came—'

“Let me see him!”

“Certainly, Remain here, Erroll.”

The captain followed Dr. Chisholm
from the study. Erroll reraained alone
—silent and pale, but heart was
beating with a strange hope.

Gentleman Jim, in the locked cellar,
turned savagely as he heard the key
grate in the lock, His hands were
bound. He rose from a stool as the door
opened, and Dr. Chisholm rustled in.
‘Then he started, and his desperate face
grew white as Captain Erroll strode in.
Hxsi ey c» gleamed like o hunted animal's
as

pt?m Erroll strode to him, and

scanned his face in grim silence. He
:pokE‘ at last.

“James Sianton!” he s2id. .

cracksman shrugged his

shoulders.
‘Gcntlf‘mﬂu Jim, at your service,” he

“I have found you at last " said the
c'xmam quietly. He turned to the Head.
“Ten years ago, Dr. Chishoim, I was a
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young licutenant, and this man—James

stﬂl’ml’—\vus in my regiment. He was | so!

iscovered selling military Information
o a German agent, and it was I who
exposed him. He fled, a ruined man,
and a month later I received a letter
from him. He had revenged himself by
stealing my little son. He told me in
his letter that the boy was to be placed
in the hands of thieves to ke brought
up as a thief. That was his revenge
upon me. I sought him for years in
vain—till I lost anl hope. And this is
Lhe man Wwho brought that lad to the
seh

"’I‘his is the man!”

“It is enough!” said Captain Erroll.
“James Stanton, I can almost forgive
you now—now that I have found my

. son!”

“You have found him!” muttered
he cracksman. ‘“You have found him
—but beware! You ha.ve not done with
Gentleman Jim yet!”

The captain quitted him without
eplying. His face was bright—years of
age seemed to have dropped away from
him. . Erroll, in the Head’s study, was
waiting when the captain came in. He
held out his hand to the boy.

son!” he said softly.

Erxon stood with catching breath.

“It was your own name lhat the
scoundrel gave you, my boy, when he
breught you here,” said the capmm,
as he took the Junior’s hands. our
own name! He believed that I hnd gone
back to Honduras, and it was safe to
use my name, It is by chance, or rather
by Heaven’s mercy, that I was still in

.
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Enghnd and have found my son! M;
On‘y one word fell from Erroll's trem-
blmg lips
Fal trer"’

A 2 s s

It \‘as a nine days’ wonder at Rook-

2

Jn Silver & Co, rejoiced when
they heard the news—and Mornington
almost danced with satisfaction.

Only Peele of the Fourth looked glum.

Gentleman Jim was taken away by
men in blue; and in the strong grip of
the law he was not likely to give more
trouble to the gallant soldier whom he
had so cruelly wronged, or to the hoy

0 had suffered so_much from his
revcrgeml mscahty He was gone from
Erroll’s life.

Erroll of the Fourth, as even the nuts
had to admit now, was not the son of a
cracksman—he was the son of Captain
Erroll, the brave soldier to
had been so strangely restored:. There
was no more thought of his leaving
Rookwood. The shadow of the past had
been- lifted—the future lay before-him
bright and sunny—the reward of the
kmg struggle he had made for honour
and right. And in his happiness he
fully forgave those who had schemed
against him—and, indeed, he could
afford to forgive Peele of the Fourth—
for it was due to Peele’s cunning

scheme that he had, at last, found his
fncher, and that from the shadows of
the past he had come into the light at
last,
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i ;)L‘H MA’GAZ’INE OD’R’NEHV
i FREAK FEATS

T the mention of the word re"ords
perhaps your mind pictures Sir
Malcolm Campbell in his Blue-

bird, rushing over the sands at Daytona
in his successful attempt to establish a
world’s land speed record. Or you may
think of the marvellous speed attained
by the would’s best flyers; but for queer
records or record attempts, She follow-
ing are hard to beat. A

Pole-Squatters,

Shipwreck Kelly, thc fnr-ous flagpole
squatter, had to e: ¢ his skill to tht
full in placing the Nwhonal Rccovery
Act flag on the upper wing of an aero-
plane and squatting on the flagpole
while the ’plane was in flight, alighting
in the same positicn without a mishap.

‘The man who beat Kelly at flagpole
squatting was one named Voltaire. His
record was fifiy-lwo days—some time to
sit on a flagpole!—beating Kelly's
record by six days. He s’lus‘tted on top
of the pole on Carter's Pier at Miami

eac]

A bridegroom’s nerve is somotimes
aflected by the wedding; but this was
not so in the case of a Mr. Myrtle, who,
to celebrate the ceremony, was sus-
pended head downwards over a car by
means of a special frame attached to
the top of the car for the occasion, and
position he travelled from Paris

vir, Bill Williams, an American, hav-
ing lost a wager, paid it in a peculiar
way and quite unconsciously he set up
a record. He pushed a peanut for cleven
miles with his nose; but for the last few
miles he was. ccmpelled to use a lengih
of wire which was fastened round his
neck for the pushing, as his nosc had
become “damaged in transit.”

Dancing is attractive to most people;
buat its charm ceases when carried to
excess, as was the case recently in
France. A so-called marathon took

’

,‘ place in the Circus Modrano, and for

iwenty-one days twelve indefatigable
couples rotated, until at last they were
beaten by sheer exhaustion,

1] Dare-devil Dancers.
Another craze which
America is dancing on a p]atform th.\rty
inches in ciameter poised seventy-five
feet above the ground. The two dancers
were Betty and Benny Fox, who danced
for fifty-six hours, and when they came
to earth they showed no apparent
fatigue. This exhibition attracted thou-
sands of passers-by, who watched the
young couple dancing all day and night,
while their lofty perch swayed in the

wind. .
Recently the people of Vienna re-
ceived a shock when they saw a,
certain mechanic from the town of Graz,
walk into their city on his hands. Hav:
ing no money for his fare, he took this’
unusual and difficulé methed to attract
attention, and at the same time mllﬂcs;i

a little money for his pains.
To avoid indigestion doctors advise u
to eat slowly, bui recently this sound
advice was disregarded by an Italian
speedster e pound  of
Spa"'hctt!“n fifty-six and a half seconds,
to win a championship in Los Angeles.”
It is to be hoped that his dxgestmn has

not suifered Imm this seyere shock.

Paderewski has frequently given
lengthy piano recitals; but even' he
couldn’t rival Billy Hajak, who recently
sent the record for piano playing up to
187 hours 59 minutes, with ten minutes
rest after each hour of playing.

Sixiy-one and still skippinig! This
alone is almost a record; but Chester
Levere is not content with it, for he
holds the record of 15,000 skips! While
training to beat this he skipped 5,000
times in forty-eizht minutes in a tem-
perature of nearly 98 degrees.
took place on the shore of
Michigan.

All these performances can certainly
be classed as “freak ” feats, but it is
doubtful whether they serve any useful
purpase.

Lake
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