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CHAPTER 1.
4 No Room for Mornington.
Lo LYNN in_%ﬂoul!” said Jimmy Silver
thoughtfully.
Lovell and Ruby and Newcome
* modded.
‘They were helping the junior captain of
Rookwood with the footerelist—at all events,
, they were listening to his remarks and nod-
ding "assent.
The first big match of the season was
due on the following day, and Jimmy Silver
. was going over the list for the last time.
After tea it was to be posted on the
board for all Rookwood to read+for the
Lower Forms to read, at least. Great and
important as the matter was, it was not
likely to interest the Fifth and the Sixth
very much. But of the juniors, there was
hardly a fellow who was not locking for-
avard Leenly to the posting of the footer
list, Fellows who hal
of getting into the team to play St. Jim’s
hoped against hope that they might, after
all, find their names in the list. .
For--Jimmy Silver was o first-rate footer
ocaptain, and was certain to look for talent

wherever he could find it—either on the|

Cldssical or

the Modern side every
fellow who felt an inward. conviction that
: he was a budding International hoped that

no chance whatever |-

By
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\ A Stirring Story of
\ JIMMY SILVER
& Co, at Rookwood.

V\

Jimmy Silver's well-known goodg@judgment
would lead him to the same opinion. g
- “Backs—Raby and Jones _mmur,”"tn/:ﬁ-._ :
immy. # A
“I-Ignr, hear!” said Raby, ‘‘One’s jolly - -
good, anyway!” -
* Halves—Rawson, self,~and Doyle,” said -
Jiilmrlr: . “*Centre-half is about my mark, I
think.” ) 3 £
“Doyle’s a Modern bounder!” grunted . - =
Lovell. o 5 .
““He’s a good half,” said Jimmy; ‘“‘and
the Moderns have got to have a show 'im’
the team, unyway.”” .
“Yes., It's rotten, but I suppose 0.
‘Where do I come in?"’ asked Lovell. .
“ Forwards—Oswald, fovell, Tommy Dodd,”
Towle, and Cook,’” pursued Jimmy Bilver.
“Oh, and where. do I come in?”
manded Newcome warmly.
Jimmy Silver shook his head. -
“You don't come in at all, old chap.”
“Well, my hat!” i
“Football comes before friendship,” ex-
plained Jimmy Silver. *‘I've ‘left you oub -
to put Towle in.'” .
“Left me out for a tneasly Modern!”
“Yes. You'lLhave to wire in, you know,
But I couldn’t pass over Towle, could 11"
. +*“This study ought to be always in tho
g'le\:l-rr,”, said Lovell, with a shake of the
ead. g

de-.
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*‘Quite 80, a; Jimmy Silver.
thu study will hdve to be the best
bunch in that case..” And at, present nwle

ahead of.

is rather ewoome.”
"I ‘don’t qniur sen um." remarkgd New- i

comy

“But it is 0, old fellow."

*Braysrr 1”7

“1 think. that’s about the best tenm we:
could get togéther,” said Jimriy. *‘Smythe
& Co. will be snortig about the ‘Shell being
left out. But the ell -will have .to buck
}? if they want to..play for kw

nmmgton and hu pals will be ragmg, too.
Can’t be ped

“Mommgbonu been shapmg Jolly well at
the . footer, Lovell. me o
the fellows expect I-um to play.” . :
*‘Bléased are those tlmh don’t uxpect,
thén,'~ said szmy mlm]y. Mormnghbn
rlon’t play in my team.
““He mmkea out that you omly play your

g!aymg four Moderns,” said
and *ve left out one of my own
me. Morny can s dy hat he
- likes, aorry, Neéwcome, old chap,
\ it cen’t be helped, you know. Don’t you
begin to jaw 'me, as the others will.”
= fewcome grinned. .
_ “'Qh, a!l serenel I th.mk youre an ass,
. . that’s all
< vgo will tvmnty other chaps when the;y
L gee the Tist;™” m Jimmy Bilver. ‘“Can’t
eleven cha

ex to_be satis-
ogoc with a footer team

o footer b yJ Not even
vén, Vi suppose Jones minor’
will tell I:I;y he'’s !t at ol;ntraaiorward and
., Doyle will suggest changing. with me at

centré-half, Never mind; it’s all in _the]

Jlm{I “
; B

day’s ~work. Hallol Come in!” added
.'Iammy, as there camaa tap at the door.
Motmnz'm of the eume into the

“]{ut nob ‘posted up 1;ot‘t” Jhe remarked-

ok Sh o A
agreeal apparently oblivious of  the

, t!?at hey;va: o’ thg worst of terms with

_ Jimmy Silver,_: When it suited him, Morn-

~ ington unuid dmp the lupajw]lou.mua of h'lB

mgnn
tJust : gmng to taka at down," md
J:mm AT
y name in 1’51” é
(IN :
&l ernmgtona eyes. gli bered
¥ You're leangg fnat' out, f.han?

asked. 7 o

_ EXPELLED!
“But ]
_the

Jvery qmnt[y u candidly, Ji
Silver, do you’ |lunk wle is a ~he'tter f
wa!%t than I am?”

.| out Hi

but |

]bﬂ-.‘f\hl‘ ean' ..tha.t. -I’ C m'rg
ave a chart gll hrough tlt?en“ ,11‘
. | asked. - :

it 8 d&n't lmow l.hout thn.t rm ceriain!y
ng you 4]

ay I look nt. the lmt?”*

llcomlnjy!lv -

. Mornington ran hu eye over the names. -

““You've seen mo .at practice;’’ he said

ml:
4

“Bug you’ ve put inm in and left
:’ G 1 .

“Is that what you
game?"

Quite,”’
“I've

ut
footbnllp and plngn the’

a oganca, and muck u
rest. Mo won’t try- rmg off risky shots”
from the touchline to ‘cover himself with
glory, ‘mtud of centriiig when he ought to
centre.. He won’t go all out for hmehq-he,_
and let the, game go‘hang. You would.”
Lovell & Co, aitkled. - Jimmy's plam i
apaakmq- tloklod them. i
bo a better man than’ Towlo if,
El;Jou played the game“" continued Jimmy
ilver. ‘‘Buf you don’t—I think you can’t,. "
in_fact. “¥ou played me .too “many dirty,
tricks in the cricket for me to tzust you im
the footer, Once bit; twice shy, you know.
“You mean that I'm not' going bo ha
a ohancé in the ' footer auke . we're on
bad terms personally 1 sneéered Mormngton :
Jimmy ‘yawned. :
“'}\;":&x cﬂnythﬁ]:‘k so if yo:tifuka'”bhe ré-
mar] now it isn’ e; but you ..
can think so." ™don’t mind,”’ P
“I've Heard how &m used ' to-- u-d at
Smythe when he was skipper, before
for makin’ up a team of his own pn]n
said Mornington. *¥qu’re doin’ the. snma rE
‘' Not quite But I don't mind your
| thinking so,” .uid Jimmy blandly, "It’s CR
frfe ,gounh'y, um‘l you can thmk what you: ™
Mornington- olemhed lus handn hard. -
was not: easy: h #'draw ' ﬂm lmparbnrhn
Jlmmy ol

game I-Ia won's
‘whenever he has
:the game for the -

+ “You. won’t piay for Rookwoqd %0 T ,

3 %s T'm . skipper

. unless ' we  hava- 3" migh

ig change m your. manners ﬁnd‘yuqtonm :
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said Jimmy. ““We play footer matches to
win, you know; not to give a swanking ass

chances to show off to the gnller:{."
“It's no good my telling you I’ll play up
- my best for Rookwood 2"’

}Df sheer malice.

| match,’” said Mornington deliberately.

“No goud at all. Xf anything happened
to upset your majestic serenity, youw'd be
quite capable of giving the game away out
You have done it before
at cricket.”

“8o I'm left out!”

‘‘Exactly I’

Mornington gritted  his teeth. -

“Well, I'm going to play,’”” he said.

Jimmy whistled.

“I’m goin’ to play in the BSt. J.ipé‘s

0
.you_ean put that in your pipe and smoke
it, Jimmy Silver!”

‘““And how are you going to manage

it 7 grinned Lovell.

“That's my bizney! But you can't pass
over e like this. I'm not standin’ it.”

‘“Bow-wow!"” grunted Raby. ‘“What do
you care for footer, anyway?  Smoking
cigarettes and playing nap is more in your
linn.' Go back to your smokes, and shut

- up?

‘““Hang the footer!”” said Mornington
coolly. ““But I'm not goin’ to be pnssed
over—that’s my paint. I'm goin’ to play
in the 8t. Jim’s match.”

And the dandy of the Fourth turned on
his heel and strode out of the study. He
left the Fisiical Four chuckling, Morning-
ton' was a determined fellow, and he was
known to be unscrupulous and to stick at
little to gain his ends. But it was really
a little difficult to sec how he was going
to play in the 8Bt. Jim’s match without the
consent of the skipper. h

CHAPTER 2.
Morny's Little Game.
‘ OTTEN!"
‘* Beastly shame, you know !"*

“Just hke Jimmy Bilver!”
1t was Wednesday, and morn-
ing lessons were over at Rookwood.
Immediately after dinner, the Rookwood
foothallers were to start for Bt. Jim's. It
waz u good journey, and there was no time
to eut to “waste. .
Aormington’s pals, the clegant nuts ol

3

Rookwood, were sauntering in the quad,
with the dandy of tho Fourth, waiting for
the dinner-bell. They were full of sym-
puthy. Townsend and Topham, Peele and
Gower, did not understand or share Morny’s
desire to shine as a footballer, certainly. *
They regarded football as a beastly fag, and
“dodged ”’ the practice whenever they coald.
But as Mornington wanted to play in the
junior eleven, they agreed that it was a
rotten shamo that he was excluded, and
that it was like Jimmy Silver’s cheek, to
exclude a member of their noble society.

But while they sympathised with Morn-
ington, they *‘rubbed it in "’ a little. Even
iz own dear pals and faithful followers were
disuppointed to see that the lofty Morny
could not nave everything his own way.

And so they smiled as they made their
sympathetic remarks.

Mornington was looking grim.

“I'm playin’ all the same,” he said.

Townsend winked at Topham, with the
eyo that was furthest from Mornington,

::Plny‘ip’ all the same, Morny "’

“Without Silver’s permission?”’

“Ves.' i

“By gad! How are you goin’ to do it?"

“You feliows are ‘guin' to help.”

“Any old thing,”’ said Peele. *‘But 1
don’t seo———"" .
“The team’s goin’ over by train,”” said

Mornington quiaﬂ{. “It's a rather expen-
sive journey, you know, and nobody -else is
goin’.  Only Newcome. . They generally
have a crowd to watch them when they

to Bagshot, or any place near. But a rail-
way journey to St. Jim’s is rathef a_ big
order, for the pleasure of standin’ about
with cold feet.” : .

The nuts chuckled.

‘“But we're goin’,”’

“Wo are?”’

¢ Exactly.” ’

“My dear chap,”’ protested Townsend,
‘“we're not, you know. I'm not goin’ to
take a journey like that. No fear. Too
faggin’. And don’t-want to watch ’em
play. I don’t care a merry copper whether
they beat St. Jim's or not.”

“‘Yame here,” said Gower. *‘What's the
good of wastin’ money on railway tickets to
watch those duffers faggin' after a muddy
ball 7"

“I shall stand the tickets, of course,”
said Mornington, “‘and anythin' else that
turng up.”’

added Mornington.
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“Well, that’s all ris.:h!:; but it’s wastin®
an_afternoon,” urged Townsend. ‘‘We're
goin’ to get up a game of bridge in
Smythe’s study, too.”

‘“Bridge can wait,”” said Morningten
coolly.  “We're not goin’ over to watch
them play, of course. It’s a wheeze.”

‘“Blessed if I see it.”’

"Onlg Newcome's goin’ over with the
‘eam. If anythin’ happened to any of the
players, that means only onec reserve for
Jimmy Silver {o call in.”

“But nothin’ will happen to them,”
Townsend, in astonishment.

““They won't fall out an’ break their nocks
to please you, Morny. They won't, you
know,” argued Topham.

“At least two of them won’t turn up
at St. Jim’s,”’ said Morningmn calmly.
“Two, at least, will get left behind some-
where. Jimmy Silver can call in Newcome,
but he'll still be a man short. He will
have to play me.”

“Oh!’ ejaculated Townsend.

He understood now the cunning scheme
that was working in Mornington’s brain,

" Certainly Jimmy Silver was not likely to
be on -his guard against tricks of that kind.

“Oh, my hat!"” said Peele, with a whistle.

““They have to change trains twice, at
least,’” said .Mornington, ‘‘There’s a good
wait at _each place. I've looked out the
trains. Easy as winkin’ for a chap to get
“loft at the last minute—with somebody to
help him."”

“Oh, by gad!”

“*And a later train wouldn’t be any good.
A chap left behind would come on too
late for the match, I don’t mean you're to
collar ’em by the neck and drag ’em out
of the train,”’ grinned Mornington. “It’s
all goin’ to be done under the rose, of
course. First change at Rookham, with
ten minutes to wait. Well, when they're
catchin’ the second train, one of you gets
into. a fight with one of them, and that
one loses the train! Whai?”

“Oh

said

“Same thing hapgens at Laxham, and
Jimmy Silver finds himself two men short
at St. Jim’s. Plays Newcome and me,”
smiled Mornington. ““One man short
wouldn’t do. He'd play Newcome, not me.
But two does the trick.”

“*Well, you are a deej
iistake,” said Townsen
uon’t see why it shouldn't work,

bounder, and no
admiringly, I

o

EXPELLED!

*“It will work, of course. I mean it to

work,”” said Mornington arrogantly; ‘‘and .

at 8t. Jim's, even if Jimmy Bilver didn't
want to play me, the fellows would make
him. The match will be touch-and-go, any-

way, and playin’ a man short simply means -

askin® for a’ lickin'.””
““No doubt about that,”” chuckled Peele.
‘“And Jimmy Silver will be dished this
time,’’ said Mornington. -
“Ha, hal” ;
“‘But—but he’ll smell a rat,”” said Gower.
‘“He'l tumble to it that you've worked it,
Morny.”
Mornington shrugged his shoulders.
“Lot him!'*
‘‘Hallo, there’s the dinner-bell!””
Tho nuts of the Fourth went in to dinner.

T!le{f were grinning with great delight
over Mornington’s precious plan. It really
looked ns if Jimmy Silver would be
“dished ”’ this time. ~

tA{ter dinner,- the [ootballers prepared to
start.

Newcome was going with them; and, so
far, Jimmy Silver did not know that any-
body else was accompanying the team., N

But when the dozen juniors started from
Rookwood to walk down to the station ‘at
Coombe, five more fellows joined them.

Jimmy regarded the nuts with surprise.

““Coming to see us off 7’ he asked.

“Comin’ to see the match,”” said Town-
send.

“What 1"’

“I suppose you’d like some Rookwood
chaps there, to cheer your goals? What?**
grinned Topham.

“You're going to make that journey to
watch the game ! exclaimed Tommy Dodd,
th(‘e. Rooklvood centre-forward,

“Blessed if I know why you don’t take
up footer, then, if you're so jolly interested
in the matches,”” said the Modern junior,
puzzled.

““I suppose we can come? What?*’ said
Mornington.

“Certainly,” said Jimmy Bilver. “No
harm in your conun%. You're not asking

ares, 1 suppose "’

tho club to pay your

““Ha, ha!”

Thé foothallers were conaidernbli puzzled,
As a rule, the nuts of the Nourth did not

even turn up to sce the home matches. 1t
wus astounding that they should make a
long railway journey to see an away match.

el e
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Still, Jimmy was willini tp regard it as
a sign of grace; and he had no objection
te Morny & Co. accompanying the team.

The party arrived at Coombe, and
swarmed into the train for Rookham, the
junction where the first change was made.

Morny & Co. travelled in a first-class car-
riage by themselves, Jimmy Silver and his
team, who saw no object in wasting money,
travelled third.

But they met again when the train
stopped at Rookham, where there was ten
minutes for the party to wait.

CHAPTER 3.
Laft Behind.

" UT that out, you ass!” .

P The Rookwood juniors were wait-

ing on the platform at Rookham,
when Townsend selected a cigaretto
from his case, and lighted it.

Jimmy Silver snapped at once.

He had no mind for the Rookwood party
to be made ridiculous in the public eye by
the nutty manners. and customs of the giddy
goats of Rookwood. 5 A

““Oh, rot,”’ said Townsend airily. “Why
shouldn’t a fellow smoke?”’

““Well, one reason is that it makes you
look a silly ass, and us, too, as we're with
you!” growled Lovell. “Puf it outl’”

“0Oh, rats!”’

Lovell’s eyes gleamed,

“Did you say rats to me, Tommy "

Townsend nodded coolly.

“Yes, Rats,» dear boy, and many of
Tem!” :

““Why, you cheeky rotter,” roared Lovell,

reatly incensed by this unexpected bravado
rom Townsend, the slacker and dandy, “do
you ’want me to mop up.the platform with

ou?’”
z “You couldn’t do it, dear boy.”

““Wha-a-at!"" .

“You couldn’, you know. . Rather above
your weight, I think,” said Townsend, blow-
ing a puff of smoke fairly into Lovell’s face.

Lovell was crimson.

“By jingo, T’lt show you whether I could
or not!” he exclaimed, clenching his fists.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Raby. *‘The
train’s coming in."” "

“Blow the train! Tt won’t take me ten
seconds to mop up that slacking duffer!”

“Hold on, Lovell!" said Jimmy. *‘Never
mind mopping him up now, He can wait. ’

Lovell grunted.

But he dropped his hands. It was not a
judicious moment for a scrap. The train
puffed into the station and stopped.

Townsend burst into a laugh.

“Well, of all the funKs!” he cjaculated.

Lovell had opened the carriage-door. But
he spun round as Townsend spoke, his face
crimson with wrath.

“You called me a funk!’” he stuttered.

“Yes, rather! When is that mopping
comin’ off !’ jeered Townsend.

*“(Get into the train, Lovell!”

! here—""

“(Get in, you ass!”’

Lovell swallowed his fury, with difficulty,
and turned sgain to follow his comrades
into the train.

Townsend made a clutch at his collar, and
whirled him back. Mornington & Co. got
into the next ecarriage, and they were
watching Townsend from the window with
grinning faces.

“Go 1t, Towny!"” ﬁelled Topham.

Jimmy Silver put his head out.

+ “Lovell, you ass, jump in! The guard’s
waving his i

“I'm coming!”” panted Lovell.

He shook Townsend off fiercely, and made
a rush for tho train. But Townsend was
not done with yet.

He rushed after Lovell, and grasped him
again, and whirled him away from the
carriage.

They stumbled over a trolley and rolled
on the platform together.

“Right away!”’ . -

¢ Lovell 1"’ roared Jimmy Silver.

He jumped out of the train, in great
anxiety.

“Lovell!” yelled Raby. *‘Buck up! The
train’s going!”

“Lovell, you duffer!”

Lovell was struggling on the platformt a
dozen yards away. Townsend was holding
grimly on_to him.

Jimmy Silver ran towards them, but the
guard was waving his flag, and he was
holding the carringe-door to shut it.

“Jimmy " shouted Newcome.

Jimmy bounded buck to the carriage.

There was not half a second_to 'lose,
Lovell had to take his chance. It looked
as if the captain of the football eleven
would be left behind, too.



. train disaj

xh inside-right.

—~ on

» sical, T

‘6 .
“Stand back—
“Hold on a aeennd!"

“Too lntet" snapped. the guard.

back ™
" But Junmy fairl, dmgged the door open
The train was

and ‘hurled himself in.
movmg. g\umi slnmmed the door
an

g:l the platform Lovell sat up breath-
lessly, and blinked after the moving train.
He Knd shaken Townsend off at last.
. Towny was nnt:g, on his back. Lovell
leapéd up and r after the train. A
porter dragged him back; but thero was
no chance, -

‘The junior stood in utier’ dlmay as the
train swept out of the station.

Heé vas lefti behind!

Love!l clenched his hands hard.
unlucky “mw " with 'Ibwmend had settled

**Btand

3" chawe of playing in the match at St.

im’s.

“There was only one consolation left—to
hammer Townsend till he howled.. As the

ared out of the station, Lovell

turned *to where he had left the slacker

- of Rookwoed, with clenched- fists and blaz-

ing eyes.

But Townsend was gone.

He had known what to expect, and he
had not waited for it. Lovell glared round
in search of him, but in vain.

And the train rushed on towards Laxham
‘bearing the Rookwood junm teum-—mmus

o CHAPTER 4.
B fummy Dodd Has Bad Luok.
“OE all the duﬁen———”

The remarks of the Rookwood foot-
ballers made on tho subject of Arthur
Edward Lovell were not oomplnmentary

Jimmy Silver was frowning.

He had a time-table in his pocket, and
he took it out and consulted it’ anxiously.
But_he shook his head.

“No train?”’ asked Raby.

“'y’ot for two hours. Lovell can’t come

“Qh, rotten!” .

- “The silly. nss, to get loft behind!”’
mowlsd Tommy Dodd. “Juat likg_a Clas-
must say! You can’t say I didn't

EXPELLED!

That |

warn you to put one or two Moderm ln :
the team, Jimmy Silver!” : :
‘“Qh, ratsP’

“Bure, ‘it wuan’t really ‘Loveil’s inult"'
snid Flynn, the lkeeper. ‘‘That thafe
of the worrould ian']y fastened on him, you
know. Faith, it's the first toime 1've iver
seen Towny spm]m for a ﬁght P

‘“Well, it can’t be helped,” said Jlmmv
Silver. “Keep smiling! Lucky N oweome's
with us.” it

Newecome chuckled. :

“You'll want me now, Jimmy 1"’

““Yes, fathead!”

“Quite sure I'll do?’ asked Newcome,
rather sarcastically. ‘‘Youlve got the nuis
to chooso from, you know. There. are four
of them in the next carriage.’

“Fathead!” grunted Jimmy Silver.

“Ti’s hard cheese on Lovelll” remarked
Raby. *'Still, Newcome will play up all
right. It won’t mnke much difference in
the match.”. -

“Pity a few Mudernu didn’t come along
said Tommy Dodd.” *“Too many (lassical
duﬂ‘ers in the team, anyway, if you ask

mel

“Well, I don’t ask you,”
Bilver pohwly. :

“Mind some more of your Classical asses
do not get left behindI"* remarked Tommy
Cook, We” ve got another change ' at
Laxham, you know.”

“If anybody gvets left 'behmd Pl scrag
him!” growled Jimmy Silver. “We cai’t
play 8t. Jim’s a man short. It wasn't
really Lovell’s fault; it looks to me as.if
that cad Townsend was making him lose
the train on pu . I've never. geen’ him
on the war-path like that before.”,

The train rushed on, the juniors chatting
over the prospects of the ma at 8.
Jim’s. Lovell would be missed from -the
front line, but Newcome was able to fill
his place pretty well—he was a quick and
reliable forward. It was distinetly - fortu-
nate, Jimmy reflected, that Newcome had
decided to come along and see the match.
If he had taken his exclusion from the team

said Jimmy

as some fellows did, he would not have boqn .

available.

Matters: mnﬁht have been worse, and
J!mm; Silver lived up to his own maxim,
and *'kept smiling.’

“Laxham!" siid Tommy Dodd, at last.
The train stopped, and :the Rookwooders

[
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?roured out of it. Mormugbun & Co. nl:ghted

m the next - ocarria)
Mornington ' glan over -the- ﬁookbnllen
a8 they gathered on tho platform, -

Hallo,lost one of your men 1" he asked.

“Lovell lost the -train. at Rookhamt”

" gnml:ed Jimmy - Bilver, S
“Oh] Like me in his pl.m-?”

“No, thanks!” said Jimmy cm'tli';‘ _—

< HIm willin’ to play,’” said Mm;nmgton
i ¢ don’t bear any. . Bay the word
and I'm your man!’
“ Nowcome’s playing.’”
*“Not mnch good agamat Bt.. ‘Jim’s,”
said Mornington, with - & .shrug. of his

~

shoulders. 5y
“““Why, .'you_ cheeky - mttm"’ exclaimed:
“Newcomé” indignantly. *I shan't, ] the | his

ball through own if I gel; into a
‘u\x! me wmdl“' Hodl

gave another shm an
with_his friends. 'I.‘he foot-

rnington
atrollerl away
them to the other "plat-

ballers followed

form, where they waited for the.irain for

ayland.

-Topham and Peele and Gower were ‘look-
ing ‘a littls uneasy. was nearly time for
thesecondtrmkinheplayed,andthen
did not keen to be selected for it.

Mommgann regarded them with an ironical |

lnnle
ah, 're(;ltm man, To pyt” he remarked.
ga
“T sup) u want Jmnny Silver to be
duhed ({ ty:rroou?

"Collut Tommy Do&d 1’ nld Mnrninah:n.

I rather fancy his place

centre-forward amt.p mea.
“Lots of limelight!"” giinned Peele,
“I—I say, say, that beast is rather a

tough beast,”” said Topham, uneasily, ‘‘He's

& beastly hard: hitter, yo

. “Ynu, that’l 50,

33

a hand!”’
¥ {)hl” said Gower:’

1 suppose
(7’ sniffed Moxnin,
yes! But—'2 :
“Tpll nve you the trouble 0£ comin”
to St. Jtmu I nupposelyourenot specially
to see the ma

“No jolly £oar1"

* “Well, you two keep an éye on Tommy

* Dodd, and_collar him . when, the irain's| Gower.
os Mmd they don’t smell a rat, of |

¥

. cooi!

d | minutes

oW,
Gown!'had bétter lend

you can lu.ndla ‘him betwuu‘

w1 82

» how are we goin’ to
row?”’ sai Gowur unm&‘ !&:t wm-.

row_with us for smokin’, as Lovell did!”

“Weli chip: him nbout bein’ a' Modern
mop him up,” said Mornington
It won't look suspicious, Clas-
slcala rowin’ with a ern cad! ™ -
Yes, that's a put—>""".. -
"Thaym goin’ 1ntu tﬁa buﬁet," 'lt!ﬂ
Mornington. ‘‘Come along! You may be
able. to keep- Dodd . obhers
leave to catch the train!'
© ““Oh, all xight!” . .
Jimmy Silver & Co. had gone Into $he
station buffet, which opened “from'.the up
ﬁ?tiorm, to while a ‘the quarter of am
they had to waut. Murmnmn
friends joined them  there: - 3
The juniors’ dlseu.—hd ginger-pop_an _the
‘coming match and ‘the wuther, an ,d ;

Towle m out 'on to the ph&iom Y
“Prain’s signalled,”” he remarked. b gh
wiGet out, then,” said Jimmy 'Silvar.

't get losing the train, any ~of
Junmy ‘settled for' the ginger-
turhed to the door. Mornington

sign to Gower 'and Topham, and’ uunhred

out with Peele. :
Topham took hold of a mphon of soda-

watér, Tommy Dodd finished bﬁusef-
beer, ‘and turned away from: the. tal
he did so, a ludden stpeain of aodn-wam ’

eaug'ht him behind the ear. *
.*“Yaroooh!” yelled Tomm!' Docld I’ppi-

mn 10

ha. ha‘! i

"You clumsy ass)’ exclaimed Book mth-

ful l
you want some 1"’ grinned Topham.
“Why, you— Yow—ow—grooogh "
Tommy Gookﬂttx::pedbmkasthnm v
was turned on Jimmy Bilver’s .voice
was heard from the platform:

@ on, you dul er:l The train’s inl??
"comm . gasﬁd y Dodd. ““Come: . -
n, ghapll o tune to porag thou-

cads now!”

The reeModemsthdforﬂaoplﬂ-

Whu:z sizzzzz | : :
A fresh stream of wda-wnm mught
Tommy Dodd in the back of the heck. ;
“Give :l: to the Modern _cad!™. lxowlel,
“¥u, ha, hai” i

Dodd w:md bgék' vnth btlung

l"
o, and
db &

)

on | form.

- Tommy
Veyes. . -
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“Come on!” called out Doyle.
“I’m coming!”
izzzzs ! )

It was more than flesh and blood could

stand. Topham was deliberately sizzling the
a-water over the Modern junior, drench-

ing him. Tommy Dodd rushed at him with

blazing eyes, and struck out angrily.

“ Yow-ow!” roared Topham ; and he rolled
on the floor, and the soda siphon went down
with a smash. ]

. Tommy Dodd did not wait for more. He
turned to rush out, and rushed over a foot
Gower put out just in time. The Modern
“junjor stumbled and rolled over.

Topham staggered up.

“Collar the cad!” he panted.

“Come on, Tommy!” yelled Cook from

. the platform, “They're shutting the

doors L’

Tommy Dodd scrambled up, only to find
himself in_ the grasp of Topham and Gower,
and to go down sprawling with them.

. “Let me go!” yelled the junior, struggling
fiercely. * You rotters, you want mo to lose
the trainl”

“8it on him!” panted Gower.

«Leggo |?

“Ha, ha! 8it on the Modern cad !*
Tommy Dodd struggled fiercely, and
though the nuts were two to one, he hurled
them off at last, and picked himself up.
Ho rushed breathlessly out of the buffet
to the platform, - B .

The train was vanishing down the line.

Tommy Dodd had lost it by a good minute,

The Modern junior stood rooted to the

platform.

He had lost. the train., The match at St.

Jim’s was to be played without him as well
as without Lovell,

“M-m-my hat!” stuttered Tommy Dodd. |.

Two dishevelled youths looked out of the
buffet. They grinned as they saw Tommy
Dodd standing in dismay on the platform,
staring blankly in the direction the express
had gone. .

“Done!” grinned Topham.

“Done to a turn!” chuckled Peele.

But they left off grinning and chuckling
as the Modern junior of Rookwood came to-
wards them,

“You've lost me the train!’ said Tommy
Dodd, between his teeth. * You've done me
out of the match, and goodness knows how
it will go now! You did it on purpose !”

He pushed back his cuffs.

“1 think I can see the game. Towny at
Rookham, and you cads here—a sneaking
gamo to muck up the team for the St. Jim's
match! Well, you’ve done me, and now
I'm going to do you. Come on!”

. “I~I say—" stammercd Topham, back-
ing away.

“Keep off, yéu Modern cad!” panted
Gower, “There's two of us, and——"

“I don't mind the two of you!"” said
Tommy Dodd disdainfully. “I shouldn't
mind half a dozen of your sort! Come onj;
you're going to have itl”

And as the slackers of Rookwood did not
come on, Tommy Dodd came on—like a
whirlwind.

Topham and Gower put up the best fight
they could, and they were two to one. But
the indignant Modern junior made short
work of the two weedy slackers of the
Fourth,

Right and left, loft and right, he piled .in,
till Topham and Gower lay sprawling on the
platform, and refused to rise for any more.
'They were likely to show serious damages
when they returned to Rookwood. :

Tommy Dodd turned away with a black
brow. ’

He had made the nuts suffer for their sins,
and- that was a solace. But lhe was out of
the St. Jim’s match now, and the Rookwood
skipper was another man short, And Tommy
Dodd anathematised his luck as he waited
wearily for a train,

—

CHAPTER B.
Mornington's Chance. ;
IMMY SILVER'S face was a study,
The loss of Lovell had been serious
enough, but there was Newcome to
take his place, more or less effec-
tively. - 3 ‘

But the loss of Tommy Dodd was a knock-
down blow.

Jimmy sat silent, in utter dismay, .as the
train buzzed out of Laxham Junction. Tt
was hard under the circumstances to “keep
smiling.” =

The eleven had lost its centre-forward, and
there was no one to fill the place.

Tommy Dodd was onc of the very best

Lo
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men in the team, and there was not even a

reserve to fill the gap.

Jimmy could hardly blame himself. He
cculd not have foreseen that two players in
succession would lose the connection.

“I'he silly ass,” said Jimmy at last, “to

get into a row with those fellows just at that

minute—just as Lovell did!”

“Sure, it wasn't Tommy’s fault!” said
Tommy Doyle loyally. I tell ye Topham
was squirting soda-water all over him, be-
dad! He was lookin’ for a row!”

. “Looks to mo like a rotten trick!” said
TRawson, the right-half of the team, “Towny
at Iteokham, and Toppy at Laxbham—it’s a
game to muck up the tcam!”

*“ A rotten Classical trick !”” snorted Towle.

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

*That’s why they came!” growled Raby.
“They meant to play that game all along!
It’s as plain as the nose on your face,
Jimuy !

“L shouldn't wonder,” said Jinmimy Silver
slowly.

* And now we’re a man short!” said Raw-
son. “What are you going to do mnow,
Jimmy

* Blossed if I know!” *

“1 saw Morny and Peele get in further
down the train,” said Towle. “Yow’ll have
to play onc of them!”

Jimmy compressed his lips.

“Icele’s not a bad forward, if he chooses
to buck up,’”” he said thoughtfully, *“I
might play Peele!”

“Better Peele than anybody.”.

“ Well, yos!”

“My hat! Was that the game, then?” ex-
claimed Tommy Cook. *“Did they play

" those rotten tricks to give Peele or Morny
a chance i 2

“I shouldn’t wonder.” Jimmy set his
teeth.  “Still, those cads are always up
against us. I don’t sce any evidence that
Mornington or Peele had a hand in it
‘Anyway, we must have another player, as
the matter stards, and Pecle will have to
play |” .

It was evidently the only thing to be de-
cided on—unless Mornington was to be
chosen. !

Mornington was far arnd away a better
player than Pecle—indeed, he was very
nearly as good as Tommy Dodd himself,
when he chose. But Jimmy knew the un-

reliable temper of the cad of Rookwood too
well.  Not until ho had no other possible
resourco would he have dreamed of playing
Mornington,

Jimmy’s face was not so cheerful, as the
train rushed on, now.

Peele could play forward after a fashion,
but he was out of condition, and &t the best
would not have been a patch on Tomimy
Dodd. It meant o weak spot in the team
that required to be at its very
best for the match, Tom Merry & Co. of
St. Jim’s were foemen worthy of the steel
of the best footballers that Rookwood could
send out.

But it could not be helped, and Jimmy
took it as cheerfully as he could.

The train stopped in Wayland at last.

T'he footballers alighted, and Mornington
and Peele stepped out of a carriage further
along,

They did not join the footballers, however.
Mornington was sure of his point now, and
he would not appear eager. It suited him to
bo approached by Jimmy Silver now that
he regarded himself as indi bl
' Jimmy hurried towards the two nuis as
they were leaving the platform. Morning-
ton regarded him with an insolent smile.

“Hallo! Lost another mani” he re-
marked.

“Yes, I shall want you, Peele.”

Pecle started, and a steely Jook came into .
Mornington's coyes. Ho was not, after all,
indispensable. It had never even oceurred
to him that Jimmy Silver might echoose
Peele instead.

“I—I'm wanted,” repeated Pecle, equally
surprised. .

“Yes, Tommy Dodd’s left ichind at Lax-
ham, and he can’t get here in time for the
mateh. I shalli put Oswald i the centre,
and you can play on the wing. I suppose
yowre willing to play?”

Jimmy added that as an after-thought.
Most Rookweod juniors would have jumped
at the chance of playing for the School, but
Pecle was a well-known slacker.

“]—I've got no things here, you know,”
stammered Peele, quite taken by surprise.

“I've got Lovell's things in my bag—
that's allg;-igh 4

“Lovell's things wouldn’t fit me.”

“QOh, don’t be an ass] A football field
isn't a monkey-parade in Bond Street!”
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suapped Jim}}:y Silver. '-“They’il fit you

- ncar enough!

Pocle hesitated. ] 2o

‘As a matter of fact, slacker as ho was, ho
would have liked to bag the distinction of
having played for Rookwood in a big match.

He looked doubtfully at Mornington:

The dandy of the Fourth met his eyes,
his own gleaming with menace. = If- Peelo
trumped Mornington's trick in: this manner,
he knew the deadly enmity and malevolence
he had to expect afterwards. He was not
prepared to quarrel with the leader of the
Rookwood nuts, and to make an encmy of
the richest fellow at Rookwood.

He shook his head. :

-+ Jimniy stared at him. He could hardly
comprehend for a moment, that the slacker
gli the Fourth was refusing a place in the
~eleven,

) :,"Sorry 1”7 said Peele at last. - “I can’t do
B 1

“You can’t do it!” ejaculated - Jimmy
Silver. )

“Sorry! .No; I'm not in form for footer.”

“1 know that!” growled Jimmy. *You
don't think I'd play a weedy-looking
.slacking worm like ‘you if a fag from the
Second Form at Rookwood was here, do

you?! I'm going to play you because there’s
nobody else.”
“Phanks)” said Peele. “You're ftre-

mendously complimentary, and you make
_me feel like obligin’ you—I don’t think!
Sorry, I can’t play!” 5

“That's thrue for ye!” said Flynn. “You
‘ cun’t play for toffee]l But you can walk on
au’ do yer best.”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep “breath.

" “]1)o you mean to say that you won't play
for Rookwood, Peele?” he exclaimed.

“I can’t.”

“It’s for me to settle whether you can or
mot. I'd rather play you than play a man
short. Will you play—yes or not”

“No!” said Peele, driven to a plain

' answer at last,

' “Why, you unspeakable cad!” broke out
Dick Oswald savagely. “Do you want to
leave your own school in the lurchi”

“Yo thafo of the worruld—"
_ “There's Morny,” said Peele, a liitle
alarmed by the locks the footballers bent
upon him. “Morny’s a better man than T
am, and he's willin’ to play.”

“Quite willin’,” said Mornington, smiling.’

| repented very _sincerely of his sha

EXP_ELLED !

Jiuimy Silver paused. Peele’s refusal loft
him no resource but to play Mornington,
or to play a man short against St. Jim’s.

That, of course, was asking for a tremen- ™

dous licking in the first match of the season.
And Mornington, if he chose, could play a
good game. Would be choose? Certainly,
he seemed kecn and willing enough now.

“Jf one rotten worm won't play, better
play the other rotten worm, Jiminy,” said
Oswald. :

“ Nothing else doing,” said Rawson.

Jimmy Silver made up his mind.

“T'1 play you, Mornington,” he said
abruptly. ' :
“1’'m your man.” . 2

“I suppose you won't mind if Lovell's
clobber don’t fit you to a hair?” added
Jimmy bittexly.

“Not at all,” said Mornington, laughing.

“Then yow're in the team. As for you,
Pecle, you cad, you won't come on to St
Jim’s. And before I leave you, youll pué
up your hands.” s

«]—1 say—"

Peele did not have time to say anything.
The angry and indigmant football skipper
was already -hitting out, and the nut of
Rookwoed had to put up his hands. His
hands did not help him much, however.
Jimmy left him gasping on the platform, to
be picked up by-a porter, and the foot-
ballers streamed out of the station.

Mornington went with them, smiling. The
unfortunate Peele had the pleasure of nurs-
ing his nose at the station till a train came
in to take him home. By that time he had
re in
Mornington’s plot. But the plot had sue-
ceeded, and the dandy of Rookwpod was a
member of the Rookwood team,

sty

THAPTER &
Checkmate.

«“ AT Jove, heah yqu are, deah boys!”
The - dulcet- tones of Arthur
Augustus DA of the Fourth
Torm at St. Jim’s greeted the

Rookwood footballers as they came out of

the station, i T .

A brake was waiting for the team out-
side, and-Tom Merry and D’Arcy wero
soated in it. Tlie Rookwooders clambered
m. B



| in great spirits, however,
i cheerily- all the time.
| the old school, and the Rookwooders fol-
. lowed Tom Merry and D'Arcy to Little Side.
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“Had a good journey?” said Tom Merry
cheorily.

« Oh, ripping!” said Jimmy Silver grimly.
“Topping I” -

“First-rate!” said Mornington, laughing.

Jimmy Silver shot the cad of Rookwood a
suspicious glance as he sat down in the
brake.

There was no direct evidence to connect
Mornington with the disaster that had be-
fallen the Rookwood team, but Jimmy could
not help being suspicious,

It was true that Townsend & Co. were
“up against ” the Fistical Four and all their
works, yet it was surprising that they
should have taken so much trouble to
“ dish * the footballers, unless there was
some strong motive behind it. .

Was Mornington at the bottom of it?

Pecle’s refusal to play was the last straw,
Peele could have had only one motive for
refusing—to leave the place open for Morn-
ington, 4

Did that mean that Mornington had
Flottcd the whole business, and that all that
i1

ad happened on the journey was due to the |-

machinations of the cad of Rookwood?

Jimmy remembered Mornington’s de-
claration in the end study the previous day
—that he would play in the Bt. Jim’s match
in spite of Jimmy Silver. Had he planned
all that had happened in order to carry out
his boast?

It looked like it. But there was no proof,
and without proof Jimmy Silver could not
act. If it was %o, he was playing into his
enemy’s hands. He was rewarding him for
his treachery with a place in the team. The
thought of that made him set his teeth
hard. But there was no proof.

Jimmy was almost silent_as the brake
rolled away to St. Jim's. Mornington was
i and he chatted
The brake arrived at

Tom Merry’s team was on the ground al-

. ready, punting a ball about.

"The visitors went into their dressing-room
to change., Mornington, fastidious as he

| usually was, made no objection to donning

l.oveli's football shorts and jersey, though
th.ey wero considerably too large for him.
f\!‘rmm_v Dodd’s clobber was available for
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“You'll go in the centre, Oswald,” Jimmy
Silver remarked, as the juniors changed;
“ Newcome, inside-right; ilomington, out-
side.”

Mornington looked up quickly from lacin
his boots. " ra v &

“What's that?” he exclaimed, his brow
darkening.

“You heard what I said.”

“Y understood that I was going to take
Tommy Dodd’s place. I'm best at centre-
forward.” )

“Isn’t that for me to judge?” said Jimmy
quietly.

“You'd better play me in the centre. I -

like the place better,” said Mornington.
“Oswald won't be much good there, in my
opinion. He's a pretty fair winger.”

“Your opinion doesn’t happen to matter,”
said Jimmy Silver ieily. My opinion is
that Qswald is worth about three of you at
centre-forward, and my opinion happens to
be the one that counts.”

“Shut up, Morny, for goodness’ sake!”
said Oswald. \

Mornington scoywled. ;

“Look here, ‘I goin’ to play centre-
forward?” he demanded. .

“No, yow're not,” said Jimmy BSilver
crisply.

“"Then I've & jolly good mind not to- play
at all.”

“Buit yourself,” said Jimmy coolly.
“T've 8 jolly good mind, as it happens, to
kick you out and play & man short!”

“And give the maich away?’ “snecred
Mornington.

“Chuck it, Jimmy,” whispered Raby
anxiously, *We're not looking for a lick-
ing, you know. Let the cad jaw!”

Jimmy Silver choked down his wrath.
Now that Mornington was in the tcam, he
was beginning in his usual way. He mado
no appearance at all of respect for his cap-
tain's authority; and ho was getting into
one of his sulky tempers, in which he was
as likely as not to let his side down. Jimmy
half repented letting him into .the team at
all, dire as the necessity was.

Mornington's face was dark as he left
the dressing-room with the rest. St. Jim's
were waiting in the-field. .

“You won’t give me the place I want?
Mornington asked, joining Jimmy Silver as
he went into the field,
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“‘}'\'o. I won’t!” snapped Jimmy.
up

Morningten's eyes gleamed.

“You've got into the team, and that's
more than enough for you,” said Jimmy.
“Pon’t let me have any more of your chin-
wag; I'm fed-up with it!” p

Mornington laughed mockingly.

“J told you I should be in the team,” he
sncered.  “You are not quite the great
panjandrum you fancy, Jimmy Silver, I
told you I should play in the St. Jim's
match, and T'm goin’ to play. That's good
eiough for me, after all.”

Jimmy stopped dead.

“Does that mean that you fixed this up
for me, Morningtont” he asked, in a quiet

“Shut

voice, “You planned fixing me like thist"”
Mornington  shrugged %:il shoulders.
He was utharly. reckless. He whs

convinced that Jimmy Silver could not

do without him now, at any price; and he

was keen to enjoy his triumph.

“What did I tell you?l” he sneered. “If
ihere isn't one way, there’s another, and I
told you I should play against St. Jim's,
8o you can put that in your pipe and smoke
it, Jimmy Silver!”

_ “Come on, Jimmy,” said Raby anxiously.
“The fellows are waiting for us,™
Jimmy did not move,

**Mornington’s owned up that he planted
this on us,” he said. “He put Townsend
and the rest up to their game. I suspected
it; but the cad has owned up now!

“You can lick him at Rookwood,” said
Raby. *Come on now!”

“ Mornington isi't going to play,”
Jimmy quietly. 5

There was a buzz among the Rookwood
foothallers.

“Not going to play!” ejaculated Rawson.

“No!” Jimmy Silver's eyes were gleam-
ing. “Whether we win, or whether we
lose, Mornington doesn’t play for Rook-
wood. He’s dodged Lovell and Tommy
Dodd out of the team, to steal their places;
‘and I'm not backing up a plotting thief!
Mornington won't play '’ -

“«1—1I say, Jimmy—" .

. “It’s settled,” said Jimmy Silver, frown-

ing.

* “But we shall be 2 man short!”

. “Better that than play a rotten, schem-

ing rascal. Get off the field, Mornington !

said

2 EXPELLED!

Mornington's face was white with rage

and chagrin. He had never dreamed of
this. He had deemed it safe to triumph
over the football skipper he had so cun-
ningly outwitted. But he did not know
Jimmy Silver.

“You—you—" he panted. “I tell you
I'm goin’ to play !”

“You're not!” said Jimmy Silver tersoly.
“(tet out! If you don’t want the St. Jim's
fellows to see you kicked off the field, you'd
bétter clear—at once!” ’

Mornington stoed rooted to ‘the ground
for a moment. It looked as if there would
Le a scone; Jimmy's hands were already

clenching.  But the humiliation of being
kicked off under the staring eyes of the St.
Jim’s crowd would have n tog bitter.

The dandy of Roskwood, deadly white with
passion, turned on his heol and strode away.

In silenco the footballers went into the
field. The die was cast now. And the
Rookwooders, now that they. knew the
truth, did not blame Jimmy Silver. Better
to take any chances than to play a traitor
in the ranks. But their hopes of & win in
the first big match of the. season had sunk
to zero,

CHAPTER 7.
A Fight to a Finish.

OM MERRY looked rather curiously
I at the Rookwooders as they came

on,
“Man short?” he asked.

Jimmy Silver nodded shortly.

“Ves; one of my men can't play.”

“Bai Jove! That's too bad,” said
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy sympathetically.
“We shall give you a feahful lickin’, you
know.” E L

Jimmy smiled.

“Not till we've wriggled a bit,” he sug-
gested.

“But that won't do, you know,” said -

Tom Moerry. *“Pity you haven’t another
man with you. Can’t we lend you a man?”
“Yans, wathah! That’'s a good ideah.”
“Botter pick up a chap here,” said’ Jack
Blake. “It won't be much of a match,
otherwise.” A
Jimmy Silver .paused.
Naturally, be wanted to play that match
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with a wholly Rookwood team. But the
suggostion was good; and the looks of his
followers showed him that they thought so.
He nodded at last.
“Thanks!” he said.
me a man "
“A dozen, if you like,” said Tom Merry,
with a smile, “Of coursé, we've got the
best iﬁ the team, but there are others jolly

“Bai Jove! I will play for Wookwood,
you know,” said D’Arcy generously. “We
mustn't give a visitah a sccond-wato playah.
Ib:': i,jt’ & forward you want, Silvah, déah

y1”

**Yes; outside-right.”

“Then I'm your man.

“Take D’Arcy, if you like,” said Tom
Merry. “YIll put in young Julian; he's
quite as good.” .

“Weally, Tom Mewwy-—"

“Well, if D’Arcy’'s agrecable—" said
Jimmy Silver,

“Y am quite at your service, deah boy.”

“Then it’s a go. Thanks!” .

“If you have any clobbah for me, I will
change——" z

“That’s all right. ‘Come with me.”

Mornington came out of the dressing-
room, in his Etons, with a bitter look on his
face. He gave Jimmy Silver a dark look,
and went into the crowd round the ropes.
He had one consolation left—that of watch-
ing the Rookwood team thoroughly licked
by 8St. Jim's—as he {fully anticipated.
D’Arcy entered the dressing-room, and
Jimmy picked up the “clobber * Morning-
ton had thrown savagely on the floor.

“I won’t keep you thwee seconds, deah
boy,” said Arthur Augustus.

As a matter of fact, D’Arcy kept him full
five minutes; changing clothes was not a
rapid process with the swell of St. Jim's

But he was changed at last, and he re-
turned to the football-field with the Rook-
wood skipper. -
. Julian of St. Jim's was alreagdy in. foot-
" ball garb, and in the ranks of the Saints.
Tom Merry’s team was ready.

Arthur Augustus D*Arcy took his place on
the right wing as the Rookwood team lined
up. .

The kick-off fell to Tom Merry, and the
h.-il_l \-rniled as Lefevre, of the Fifth, blew his
whistie.

“If you can lend

”
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The great match began,

The Rookwood footballers realised at once
that they were “up against ” a very tough
proposition in Tom Merry and his team.
And although they found Arthur Augustus
IPArcy a first-rate winger, and decidedly
useful in the front line, they had the dis-
advantage of having a stranger in the ranks
—a player with whom they had never prac-
hfsed, and whose play they knew mothing
of. i

Jimmy had trained his team to- work
together like clockwork; and there was a
loose sciew, as it were, in the machine.
But D’Arcy was doing his very best for his
adopted side; and his very best was very
good indeed.

The first goal came to Talbot of 8t.
Jim’s, after a struggle that had lasted for
ty:ienty minutes without a score on either
side. =

But close on half-time the Rookwood for-
wards made a hot attack on the home goal,

.and D’Arcy centred to Oswald in the nick of

time, and the Rookwood junior put the ball
into the net, in spite of the efforts of Fatty
Wynn in goal. .

The score was level when the whistle
went for half-time.

Mornington, looking on, ground his teeth.

It was anybody’s match so far, and it was
quite on the cards that he would be de-
prived of the consolation of seeing his side
defeated.

His plot, which had promised so well, had
not worked out eminently successfully, after
all. His boast remained unfulfilled; he was
not playing for Rookw in spite of
Jimmy Silver. He had bis trouble for his
gm'ns, with a long journey thrown in, and

is heart swelled with malice and all un-
charitableness. But the Rookwood players
did not waste a thought upon the dis-
appointed cad of the Fourth,

Rookwood kicked off for the second half,
Mornington’s sulky eyes watching them
from the crowd.

The wind was behind the Rookwooders
now, and they took full advantage of “it.
Tl;(]-y came down on the home goal with a
rush. :

Twice Fatty Wynn in goal narrowly saved
before the struggle went away to mid-field.

Then again came a hot Rookwood attack,
and a shot from the wing very nearly beat

—
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Fatty Wynn in goal.
come very near scoring for Rookwood. But
it did not quite come off, and the score re-
mained one to one, while the minutes wore
away.

The game was hard and fast all through,
and both goals were in danger incessantly;

- but Flynn for Rookwood and Fatty Wybn
for St. Jim’s proved cqual to the test.

The referee looked up at the old clock-
tower above the trees.

Five minutes to go, and the score level.

It had been a gruelling game, and some
of the players on both sides had bellows to
mend, fit as they were. It looked like a
draw, but both teams were determined
that it should not be a draw.

Tom Merry’s men came on gallantly,
and there was » fierce struggle before the
Rookwood goal, and the ball went in, only
to meet a quick Irish fist and como out
again like a pip from an orange. This
time Raby cleared, and Jimmy Silver saw
his opportunity, and sent the ball out to
D'Arcy on the forward wing.

The . Rookwood forwards were away
again. The ball came in to Newcome, who
centred to Oswald as he was tackled, but
O:wald rushed it on.

The B8t. Jim's backs accounted for
Oswald, but not before he had passed to
Towle, who rnshed on and kicked. Fatty
Wynn madea leap too late, and the leather
reposed in the net.

“Goal I'"

Towle panted and blink
good luck.

“Goal, bai Jove!” gasped Arthur
Avgustus D’Arcy, “Sowwy we've beaten
you, Tom Mewwy, deah boy!”

ed, He had had

“Goal!” gasped Jimmy Silver, as ho
_thuinped Towle on the back. “Good for
you. , vou Modern bounder!  Rookwood
wins!"”

“Hurray !”

Rookwood had won, for the whistle went,
and the game was over. Mornington, with
a scowling face, tramped away, after seeing
the Rookwood team victors in the hard-
fought maich,

But nobody missed Mornington,

Tom Merry & Co. took their defeat choer-
fully enough, and they entertained the
Roaokwood foothallers in great style till it
was time to stirt for the station.

LXPELLED!
Arthur Augustus had

Jimmy Silver & Co. departed in great
spirits. The first match of the seaon had
been won, after all, and without Morning-
ton. The cad of Rookwood had plotted in
vain, and Jimmy Silver could afford now to
dismiss him contemptuously from. hjs
thoughts.

i . . . .

“Morny! How did it go, dear boy®"

Mornington arrived at Rookwood before
the footballers, He bhad caught an earlier
train. Lovell and Tommy Dodd were
there, eager to know how the match had
gone, Townsend & Co. greeted Mornington
as he came in,

But Mornington scowled.

“You played, of course?” said Topham.

“No.”

“My hat! Why?”

“Hang them!” was Mornington's reply.

“Then they lost?”

“No; they won!”
© “By gad!"

“Rookwood's won?"” asked Tommy Dodd.
“0Oh, good! What are you scowling about,
you image, if Rookwood’s won?"

“Go and eat coke!” was Mornington's
reply.

He went sullenly to his study with the
nuts. A little later the merry voices of the
returning footballers were heard. Jimmy
| Silver & Co. had scored a victory to open
the season, and they let all Rookwood hear
their delight.

Mornington gritted his teoth.

“No good grousin', old chap,’’ remarked
Townsend. “Can’t be helped. But Jimmy
Silver has all the luck.”

“His luck is goin’ to turn!” said Morn-
ington, his eyes gleaming. “I'm fed up
with Jimmy Silver. There isn’t room at
Rookwood for Jimmy Silver an’ me!"

Townsend stared.

“What the dickens—— He won't leave
to please you, Morny.”

“He may be made to!” said Mornington,
in a low, tense voice. “I tell you there’s
no room at Rookwood for the two of us:
and Jimny Silver is getting near the end
of his tether!”

“What the dickens are you drivin® at,
Morny?” muttered Townsend uneasily.

i But the dandy of Rookwood did not reply.
« Only the savawe gleaming of his eyes told
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of the dark thoughts that were working in
his brain.
. . a e i " . .

In the cnd study the Fistical Four wero
rejoicing. Little did Jitnmy Silver dream
of the black thoughts in the mind of his
encmy, and little would he have cared if
he had known. But }m was not done with
Mornington yet,

—_—
CHAPTER 8.
Chucked Out!
OW! Leggo!”

Y Jimmy Silver heard that yell as.he
came upstairs. It came from the
other end of the passage from the

end study.

"Hallo' * gjaculated Junmy.

“ Leggo, you rotter!™

It was Newcome’s voice. Jimmy Silver’s
brow darkened. He hurried up the passage
towards the end study. Newcome was his
chum, and if Newcome was in trouble, it
was time for Jimmy to appear on the scene.

Mornington and Townsend and Peele of [
the Fourth were_in the passage, and they
were grinning. . Mornington & Co. ap-
parently found something entertaining in
the wild yells that were proceeding from tho
study. 'They grinned more than ever at the

sight of Jimmy ESilver.
“Betber chip in, Silvcr," chuckled Morn-

ington. - “Newcome’s gctr.in' it in the neck.'
Beaumont’s got him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Townsend and
YPecle.

“Shut up, you rotteul” gmwled Jimmy
Silver.

T'lhe nuts of the I‘ourth were in his way,
and Jimmy Silver shoved savagely through
them; and hurried on. He sent Townsend
reeling against a wall, -
t.hmugh a study doorway, and Peele sat
down on the floor with a bump, Without
oven a glance.at the scattered nuts, Jxmmy
Silver ran on to his stuady. .

The door was closed, and Jimmy ﬂung 1t
open and ‘rushed in.

Nowcome of the Fourth was Svriggling in

this* grasp of Bcaumont, the - bully of the
Siwth - Form.: -
Beaumont’s face was dnrk with angcr.

and Mornington |
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He had gripped the junior’s collar “with his
left hand, and with his right he was wield-
ing his ashplant.

The blows were simply raining on the
wriggling, strugglng, kickin Fourth-
Former., Beawmont, as a prefect of the
Sixth, had tho right of wielding the ash-
plam:, but certainly not in the way he was
doing it now, :

Jimmy did not stop to ask questions.

He ran at Beaumont, hitting out. Pre-
fect or no.prefect, Jm:my did not intend to
se¢ his chum used in that way.

His fist caught- Beaumont on the side of

{

the chin, and it caught him like a hammer. .

The senior uttered a howl and staggered,
releasing Newcome.
Newcome promptly jumped away.
Deaumont reeled against the mantelpiece,
and swung rouud on the captain of the
Fourth.

Yor a mnment he scarcely scomed able

to realise that it was a junior of the Fourth
who had struck him.

Jimmy Silver was not in I:ha least dis-
mayed at what he had done. He faced the

Sixth-Former, with his fists clenched and

Fhis eyes glittering.
“You b(ﬂlymg cad !* he exclaimed. .
“Oh, crumbs!” groancd Newcome, . “I

didn’t put the jam in the beast’s slippm"s.'j‘

I wish'I had, but I didn’t.”
Beaumont panted.
“8ilver! You—you dare!
struck me, & prefect!” he gasped.

You hn.v‘e_

“TI'll do it again fast enough if you don't

clear !” said Jimmy Silver savagely. ‘“Back
meo up, old chip,
between us!”

“What-ho!” said Newcome pmmpl:ly.

Weo can handle the cad

Beaumont made d furious stride at the -

two juniors, There was a rush--of feet in
the passage, and Lovell and Raby came
Puwymg in, They had hcard of the

r
The bully of the Sixth puused

The Fistical Four always stood together, N

and they were evidently prepared to..‘mop
up ” the ‘study thh Boaumont,
as he was. ;
\“(,oma on;
“IWe'ro rem:ly
““Pile in!” said Rub\’.-
Beaumont gri itted hix tocth, -
“ Silver,

you 'zof.ter"’ smr.l Lovell.

pm[oct i

you've strnck a m'ofcct' Comn :
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with me to the Head! Tl have you flogged
for il !”

“QOh, I'll come fast enough!” said Jimmy
disdainfully. “You come, too, Newcome,
and let Dr. Chisholm see how the bullying
cad was licking you. I don’t think Beau-
mont will be & prefect much longer.”

Again the senior paused.

‘He knew that Newcome's back and
shoulders must. be deeply marked by the
brutal blows he had rained on him, and he
dared not let the Head see those marks.

“(Come on!” said Jimmy Silver invitingly.
“We're waiting to go to the Head, you
rotten bully !”

“I—I won't take you to the Head now !”
muttered DBeaumont.. “But look out,
Jimmy Silver—look out, you cheeky young
scoundrel 1" )

“Qh, shut up!” said Jimmy uncere-
moniously. “You dare not take New-
come before the Head, and you know it,
you cad! I've a jolly good mind to march
him in and tell the Head, anyway!”

“The—the young rotter put jam in my
slippers,” stammered Beaumont.

T didn't)” said Newcome., “But I will,
I promise you that!” .

*“J was told you did—-"

“And you came here and acted like a

rotten "JJun, because of what some sneak |.

told you!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver. “ Collar

e cad !’ .

Beaumont started back.

“Don’t you dare!” he panted.

“You can take us to the Head if you
like,” said Jimmy Silver coolly. “Suit
yourself about that. You're going to be
chucked out of this study on your neck !”
“You-+you—  Hands off ¥ roared
Beaumont, flourishing the ashplant.

The prefect was in an awkward position.
He simply dared not let his brutality come to
the Head’s knowledge, and so. his authority
was gone, And the Fistical Four of the
Fourth meant business.

“Put down that stick!” commanded
Jimmy Silver. &

“I—T’ll brain you, if you—-"

“Well, what's sauce for the goose is
sauce for the gander,” said Jimmy. “If
there's any braining to be domne, I'll do my
bit 1

He caught up the poker from the fender
and advanced on Beaumont.

‘back at the juniors like a mad bull.

EXPELLED!

“You use that stick, and I'll use this
poker!” said Jimmy determinedly. * Now,
collat him, you chaps!” ;

Beaumont backed away, the Fistical Four
following him wap.

He aimed a fierce blow at Jimmy Bilver,
and Jimmy, _ neatly parried it with the
poker. Then the poker clattered on Beau-
mont’s arm, and the senior uttered a howl
of anguish and dropped the ashplant.

“T warned you,” said Jimmy -coolly.
“Collar him!” .. !

Beaumont was in the grasp of the juniors
the next moment.

His arm was numbed, and he could not
put up much of a fight, big Sixth-Former
as he was, in the grasp of the four.

He was swept off his feet in the grip of
four pairs of hands, and whirled to the
doorway. ;

Outside in the passage a crowd of the
Fourth had gathered.

There was & buzz of amazement and con-
sternation at the sight of a prefect of the
Sixth struggling in the grasp of Jimmy
Silver & Co. . .

“Stand clear!” shouted Jimmy Silver,

The juniors, gasping, crowded back.

Beaumont came hurtling from the study
doorway, -hurled fairly into the passage by
the chums of the Fourth,

Bump! . B .

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Rawson. “Oh,
Jimmy " :

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

Beaumont rolled alon§ the passage, and
sat up, quite dazed. 1o gave the four
juniors a glare that a Hun might have
envied. The Fourth-Formers looked on
blankly. They had never secn a Sixth-Form
prefect handled like that before, and it
really scemed time for the skies to fall.
' They expected to sce Beaumont chnl;ge

ub
he didn’t. He picked himself up, gasping
for breath, and, with a deadly glance at the
Fistical . Four, he limped painfully away
down the passage.

“QOh, my hat!” said Oswald of the
Fourth., “You take tho cake, Jimmy Sil-
ver! You might bo sacked for it, you
know 1" .

“J don't think Beaumont will take it
any further,” snid Jimmy. “If he does,
we're rendy. Now 1'm going to burn his
ashplant.™



e Ha, ha, ha!” e .
nd in a few minutes tho symbol of
hority was crackling away merrily in
grate in the end study.

CHAPTER 9.

o Morny’s Programme.

[)ENNY for 'em, Morny !”
Mornington of the Fourth was

wearing a thoughtful look. Peele

¢ - and Gower, his study-mates, rc-

rded him. curiously. Tea was just finished

Study No. 4, and Mornington had

frhted o cigarctic—his usual custom. |

He looked at Pecle, as he spoke, through

cloud of cigarette-smoke, There was a

frange gleam in Mornington's dark, deep-

bt eyes.

“T've been thinking,” he remarked.

“You've been lookin’ like a boiled owl

Br an hour or more,” said Peele. * What's

he row? Somethin' gone wrong with the

egees !’

£ “I'm not thinking about gee gees,” said

A “I'm thinkin’ about Jimmy

il

”
“Cheeky cad!” said Gower, *'Fancy his
hondlin’ Beaumont ‘like that this after-
oon! And Beaumont’s lettin’ this matter
frop, it seoms.”

“Well, he hasn't much choice,” said
ecle, with a grin. *“The Head would
come down on himn like o hundred of
fbricks, if he knew what a rotten bully he
as. I wonder Newcome doesn't tell about
m. I would.”

“And it wasn't Newcome put the jam
his slippers,” grinned Gower, *I
twonder-who did it?"”

“So,;nebody told Beaumont it was New-

come.
“1 told him,” said Mornington.
“By gad! You did?”
Mornington nodded calmly.
“I—I “say, that was rather
Morny,” said Pecle uneasily.
Hellows would be awfully down on you for
pneakin’, if they know,”

» “You can tell them if you like,” said
[Mornington, with a sneer. .

I shan't do that, of course. But it was
rather thick.”

" “Beaumont's always been down on that
ﬂ“di'” said Monin;ngtnn. “They're too
tcheeky for him. ut I wanted to make

thick,
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him bitter—and, by gad, it’s turned out
better than I cxpeuthf! He can’t forgive
them for bootin’ him out of the study,
with half the Fourth Form lookin’ on. 'T'he
fags are cacklin’ over it no end, and Ieau-
mont hardly dare show his face in public,”

“ But”—Peele looked very uncomfortable
~—*gncakin’ is a bit thick.  An' that chap
Newcomo isn’t such a bad sort, in his way.
What are you down on him for?” .

“I'm down on anybody who backs up
Jimmy Bilver. But I don't care_twopence
about Newcome. It was_to get Beaumont
more down than over on Jimmy Silver that
I did it. I knew that cheeky cad would
chip in!”

“But I don’t see——""

“I've told you before that there isn't
room at Rookwood for Jimmy Silver and
me,” said Mornington, between his set
tecth. *“One of us has got to go.”

“Yes, you've said so, but it's all rot.
Jimmy Silver won't go to pleaso you, I
suppose.”’

“I'm goin’ to make him!”

“Mako him leave Rookwood!”
Gower, with a stare,

“Yes.”

“You can't do it. He wouldn't leave.
Rookwood unless he had to; and he won't!
have to unless he's sacked.” s T

“He's goin’ to be sacked.”

“Jimmy Silver—sacked!”

«Yog.

“You'ro talkin’ out of your hat,” said
Pecle. “Why should he be sacked? Come
to that, you'ro more likely to be sacked
than he is. If the Head knew you smoked,
an' gambled, an’ betted with .bookmakers,
an’ broke bounds——"

“Tho Head doesn’t know, an' he won't
know,” said Mornington, *1I know Jimmy
Silver won’t do anythin’ to be sacked for.
But it ecan be worked, an' I'm goin’ to
work it.” -

“Morny !”

“Shocked, I suppose?” sneered Morn.
ington. ay supposo you'd be as glad as
I to sec the cad go? He's down on our
set.  We can’t have a2 quiet gate in the
study—we can’t get up a Form sweepstake
—we can't do anythin’ we want, so long as
that Hrig is captain of the rourth. A lot
of fellows who would join our set are kept
back b'y Jimmy Silver. He's down on
smokin’, an’ card-playin’, and havin' a
good time generally. Ho kceps me out of
the footer. An’ he's captain of the Fourth

said
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—an’ I'm goin’ to be captain of the Fourth.
I can't while he’s here.”

“But you can't do it,” said Peecle, who
was rather pale now. “What rotten
scheme have you got in your head now,
Morny ?”

* Boeaumont’s goin’ to help.”

_"Oh!l 'That's why you've been suckin’
up to Beaumont all this time.”

““He's been suckin’ up to me, jyou
mean !” said Mornington scornfully, *. “ He
bets on gee-gees, an’ he’s Ifo\‘, into serapes,
an’ I've helped him out. e 0wes me more
than_ten quid.”

“Beanmont doos!” ejaculated Pecle.
* You mean to say that a Sixth-Form pre-
fect borrows of you—a Fourth-Former!”

Mornington' laughed mockingly.

‘“Beaumont would have borrowed of the
Gentleman_in Black himself, to get out of
his serape,” he said. “I knew from Joecy
Hook the fix ho was in, an’ I offered to
lend him the money. He jumped ‘at it.
He's under my thumb now. If it came
out that a prefect borrowéd money in the
Fonrth, it would be bad for Beaumont.”
. “I fancy he would deny it,” said Pcele,
. with' a shrug of his shoulders.

tle couldn’t’ deny his signature on the

‘0 he gave me,” said Mornington
coolly, “I didn’t part with ‘the money
without his acknowledgment, of course. I
can do what I like with Beammont.” *

“ But—but,” TPeele stammered, * Beau-
mont wouldn't join you in—in anythin’
rotten against Silver!” :

““Not after what's happened this after-
noon?” sneered Mornington, “I l'ancy he'll
jump at it. But he’s got to, anyway.”

*“Oh, Morny!”

“I'm not, goin’ to tell you anylhin’ about:

it,” said Mnrningtbn, with a sneer. " You
needn’t be_afraid; you don't stand to risk
anythin’.” But it's come to a finish between
Jimmy Silver and me. One of us has got
to go under—and it won’t be me!”

The dandy of the Fourth threw his
cigaretté into the grate, and lounged out
of the study., = S

Pecle and Gower looked
with almost scared faecs. .

* e means it!” ‘muttered Gower. -

Pecle drew a deep breath. - ° '

+*I'd be glnd”to_,sqgf ‘Silver sacked!” he
said. .. Wo've never had a’show sincd the
interferin® cad came to Rookwood!” But—
but I'm not goin’ to havo a hand in any-
thin’ of the kind, I know that.”

at one another

_ EXPELLED!

mont had several troublesome aches

| they would

“Same here,”” snid Gower, "I
Morny luck; but he can leave me
I'm not goin’ to know anything aboutj

Morny’s pals were quite determine
that point. And, glad as they would

n to sce their pal in Jimmy Si
place as captain of the Rookwood Fould
they could not help fceliig anxious
uneagy. . Well they knew Morningt

ess and _unscrupulous character,
they "knew Jimmy Bilver, too, and
could not hélp fecling that it was probg
that Jimmy would not, after all, .get i
worst of the contest.

. CHAPTER 10.
A Precious Pair.
BEAUMONT of the Sixth looked

with a scowl as his door ope:
without a knock, and Mornin,
of the Fourth came in,
Beaumont was in a bad temper.
It was no light thing for a
the Sixth to be “chucked” out of a ju
study, and ‘to let the matter drop,
mont dared not take it further, los
should befall him, but ho felt the humi
tion keenly. All the juniors hud heard
it, and were grinning over it. DBulkel®s
the head-prefect, had spoken to him ald
it in rather plain language, And Beg

pains _as souvenirs of his encounter wij
the Fistieal Four,
Altogether, he was in a Hunnish mo
and ho scowled savagely at Mornington
“You checky fag, can’t you-knock at
door?” ho snnpgcd .
Mornington shru
closed the door. 2
He did not stand on ceremony with
Beaumont,
Though one was in the Sixth, and’ tiy
other in the Fourth, there-was a great dea
in common between the two. Both 'h
manners ind customs that the
best to keep strictly secret, and for whid
ave been expelled-if the -Hel
of Reookwood had ' known them bettel
Beaumont was a “sportsman,” as he-calld
it, and an arrant bnckguar(i ‘though p
bably not quite such a black sheoep as tH
hn‘r?_:] of ‘the Tourth, « B e 0 Y
There was this difference,” that Mordiig
ton had more mioney than he ever wanted

éged his :shouider!a,
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and could afford to lose 1t; while Beau-
mont was sometimes m difliculties owing
to unlucky speculations. And the prefect
had morc than once put his pride in his
pocket, and accepted loans from  the
wealthy junior. .
The uﬂ]iguiiuu was an irksomo one to
him, and it did not make him feel grateful
or affectionate towards Mornington.
- But he was careful to keep civil, as a
rule. It was in the powers of the Sixth-
¥orm prefect to help tho rascally junior
in many ways—in giving him passes out
of gates after locking-up, and other ways.

gy Beaumont did that, and other things, with

as good a grace as he could. He disliked
Mornington, and fcared him a little, junior
as he was. X

But the prefect was in so savage a
temper at the prosent moment that he for-
got the nccessity of being civil to his
ereditor.

_ “You cheeky rat!” he exclaimed, start-
ing up. *“ Have you come hero for a lick-
inil? You've come to the right place.”

e caught up a cane from his table.

Mornington looked at him with cool in-
solence,

“You can keep that for Jimmy Silver,”
ho said. “Don’t play the giddy goat,
Beaumont. It won't pay with me!”

“You insolent young cad—"

. “Better_language, please 1" gaid Morn-,|
ington, with a glitter in his eyes.

*“By gad! I‘lF H

“You'll put that canc’ down " said Morn.
ington. *“‘I've come here on business, Per-
haps it would be convenicnt to scttle up,
Beaumont 7"’

Beaumont flung the cane on the table.

“It wouldn’t!” he growled. ‘' Are you
holding that over my head, you black-
mailing liltle scoundrel?”

Mornington laughed.

“The Sigth would have somethin’ to say
if they knew you raised loans among the
fags,” ho remarked.

“You pressed your filthy money on me,
and I was in a hole!” muttered Beawmmont.

*1 was a fool to touch it. I know that
now.”
“You hadn't any choice. Joey Hook

wouldn't have waited any longer for what

“Ho might. I—"
_“He wouldn't. And he won't wait much
longer for what you owe him still,” said

Mornington coolly—" not unless I ask him

19

to. He won't do anythin' I don't want.”

“I suppose he malkes a good bit out of
yoa?” encered Beaumont, seating himself
again. He realised that it woukl rot do
to allow himself the pleasure of licking the
cad of the Fourth.

“] dare say he does. T never count my
money,” said Mormngton, with a touch
of his usual purse-proud arrogance, *1 cnn
afford to pay up when I lose. You'd bo
i hole again if Hook started worryin®

m a
you for the money,”

“T know ‘that.”

“Pye asked him to go easy.”

Beaumont bit his lip. He knew that he

owed a respite to Mornington's good
offices; but the humiliation made Lim
writhe. ‘Uherc was anything but gratitude

in the glance he gave the junior,

“Thank you!” he muttered. * About
your money, I hope to be alje to rzise it
in a week or two.”

“You ncedn't trouble. I dou't believe
you could, anyway.”

“Did you lend me the money thinking
that I couldn’t repay it?” sncered Beau-
mont.

Mornington nodded.

“Cortainly! I knew that you couldn't
pay it. It suited me to be friendly.”

5 'i")cuumont ritted his teeth. Friendli-
ness from a junior in the Fourth was &
bitter pill for the Sixth-Former to swallow.

“It paid you td have a prefect to help
you in your rotteu_scrapes, you mean,” he
growled. “Well, I've donc that, 1f you
haven't comeo for your money, get out!”

“ Never mind the money,” said Morning-
ton. "“A tenner doesn’t make any dif-
ferenco to me—or half a dozen tenners,
for that matter. 1 could lend you the
money to square right up with Joey Hook
if 1 Tiked, without missin’® it.” .

“] know you're rollin’ in it!” snéercd
Beaumont.  *“All Rookwood knows that.
You lot them hear enough about your
money."”

“Some of them are glad to get their
fingers on it, anyway,” said Mornington

composedly. “You among the rest.”
. k here—"
“But I haven't come here about that.

It's about Jimmy Silver.”

Beaumont's eves biazed. )

*Hang Jimmy Silver! Don’t talk to me
about the young hound!” he hrohe out
furiously. “TI'll make him suffer yet for
his check !”
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"“That’s what I mean.”

“Eh? What do you mean?”

“Makin® Jimmy -Silver suffer,”
Mornington, with a gleam in his eyes.

“1f you've come here sneaking, you can
go somewhere else. You told lies about
Newcome,”

“You're up against Jimmy Silver,” said
Mornington, *‘so am I like him no
more than you do.”

“I'm not up against a kid in the
Fourth !’ said Beaumont, with an attempt
at dignity. * Don’t talk checky rot!”

“You hate him,” said Mornington
calmly. “Don’t mount the high horse
with me, Beaumont. It's no use, you
know. \h’cll, I'm up against him, He's
becn” against me ever since I've been here

“Yes, I've heard about it. He's down
on_your rotten tricks!” snarled Beaumont.
“You gave away a cricket match, I've
heard, from rotten temper. I wonder he
dida't hammer you black and blue.” -

“How would you like Jimmy Silver to
be kicked out of Rookwood 7*’ asked Morn-
ington, unheceding.

“I'd give a term’s pocket-money to sco
it. No chance of that, though.”
hat’s what’s goin’ to happen.
. Lecaumont bent forward, his eyes glisten-

said

you mean to say that you know
scinething about Silver that he could be
sucked for?” he muttered breathlessly.
*13y gad! Do you?”

* He's never done anything to be sacked
“for. He can’t be made to. I've thought
of that, and it’s N.G, DBut somethin’
could be put on him.”

Y What rot!"”

“ And you're goin' to do it.”

**What !”

““As a prefect, you're the man,” said
Alornington coolly. “Jimmy Silver kicked
you_out of his study—"

**Hold you're tongue, confound you

*And you can get level by havin’ him
kicked out of Rookwood,” smiled Morn-
ington. “One good turn deserves another.”

“I'd do it if I could, I suppose. But
it’s not possible. What silly rot have you
got in your head?”

“YI've thought it out. Suppose you had
» ﬁy‘e-pound note stolen from your study

"

“I haven's a five-pound note, you fool,
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and if I had, do you think Jimmy Silver
would steal it, you idiot? You might.”

“] could find ‘the fiver casily enough.”

“Are you dotty?” said Beaumont
savagely. “You know well enough that
Silver wouldn’t touch it if I shoved it
under his nose! He's a checky cub, but
he’s not a thief.”

*“I know that. But if the fiver we
found hidden in the linin’ of his jacket,™
after you’d raised Cain about it bein’
stolen, all Rookwood would believe that he
was a thief.”

Beaumont started violently.

“You confounded :,'t:mn%l scoundvrel I” he
exclaimed, springing to his feet. **You
dare to come and propose such a thing to
me—a prefect, too!”

“Keep your wool on!” said Morning-
ton, unmoved. “I'm proposin’ it to a
gamblin’ outsider, who'd be hooted out of
Rookwood himself if the Head knew what
I could tell him. Don't put on virtuous
airs with me, They won't go down. Keep
your temper, unless you want your I O U
to be pinned upon the wall of the Common-
room for all Rookwood to sce.”

“You blackmailing young hound!” mut-
tered Beaumont.

Mornington laughed. .
“Did you enjoy bein’ kicked out of Sil-
ver’s study?” he asked. :

“Will you hold your
Beaumont, '

“I'm only remindin’ you what you owe
Jimmy Silver. You can pay your debt to
him, or your debt to me. Which do you
prefer 7"

“You know I can't pay youl”

“Exactly. But you can pay Jimmy Sil-
ver, Dash it all, you want to sec the last
of the meddlin’ cad! You’ll never hear
the end of bein’ kicked out of his study.
The fags are cacklin’ over it now. Tommy

ld 1s makin’ up a song about it, an’
mey’ll;e goin’ to chant it under your win-

W,

.
tongue?” hissed

The prefect ground his teeth.

“You're not popular, you know,” said
Mornington calmly. ‘‘Twistin’ fags’ cars
an’ pinchin’ their arms doesn’t make you
popular. They know you daren't take this
matter before the Head, because he'd sce
how you used Newcome, and they’re goin’
to make the most of it— My hat!
There they are!” .
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Beaumont turned hastily to the window.
In the quadrangle outside a crowd of
juniors had gathered, and a buzz of voices
floated into the study.

CHAPTER 11,
Nice for Beaumont.

study witidow. i
A dozen or more juniors had
gathered therc—both Moderns and
Classicals—of tho Fourth and the Third,
Prominent among them was Tommy Dodd
of the Modern Fourth, with his chums,
Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle. The
three Tommics were grinning over a paper
Dodd held in his hand.

“Now, altogether when I give the sig-
nal !’ said Tommy Dodd, raising his hand.

““ Beaumont’s at home ! chuckled Doyle,
“There he is at the window!"”

‘The juniors gave a yell.

“Yah! Bully!”

Beaumont glared at the crowd. At an
.other time he would have sallied forth wit
a cane. But the hapless bully was only
anxious now for the affair to drop and be
forgotten, He almost trembled at the
thought of the Head's wrath if Dr, Chis-
holm should sce the marks he had left on
Newcome's back. The juniors had the
upper hand for once, and they meant to
let the bully of the Sixth understand it.
Beaumont understood it only too well.

“Clear off, you fagsl” he called from
the window. :

“Yah!”

¢ Bully |”

“Rotter "

“Co and eat coke!”

Mornington, keeping out of sight in the
study, grinned. Tommy Dodd's little
demonstration could not have happencd
better for his purpose.

“Order!” rapped out Tommy Dodd.
*We've come here to give Beaumont a
serenade, not to yell. Now, then!”

“Will you clear off 7 howled Beaumont.

“No fear!”

“Ynh!"
o+ "Don't you like serenades, Beaumont?”

~¢huckled Oswald. “Go it!” ~
% Go it!” yelled Flynn, “Pile in!"
And the fags began to chant:

| B.EAUMONT stared savagely from the|
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“Who's tho rottcnest bully at Rook-
wood "’ -

“Beaumont !

“Who was kicked out of Jimmy Silver’s
study 7"

“Beaumont I”

“Who ought to be sacked from the
school 7’

* Beaumont!”

“Who's a sneak and a funk?"

“Beaumont !”

“Who smokes cigarettes in his study "

“Beaumont !” .

“Who's to the
Head 1’

“Beaumont !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Beaumont’s face was white with rage, .
Tho merry fags were warming to their
work, and their united voices raug across
the quadrangle. Beaumont was in a
momentary dread of a master coming on
the scene.

Fortunately for him, Bulkeley of the
Sixth was in his study, and he threw up
the window and looked out, frowning.

‘Silence, there!” he called out.”

“QOh, really, Bulkeley, we'rc only
sorenading  DBeaumont!”  said Tommy
Dodd, in an injured tone. .

“Cut off at once!” said the captain of
Rookwood, frowning. “Deo you hear? I'll
be out with a cane in two jilfies!”

“1 say, DBulkeley—" i

“Cut off!” roared DBulkeley,

Tho juniors, greatly disappointed, cleared
off. There was no gainsaying the captain
of Rookwood.

Bulkeley, with a dark frown, slammod
down his window. DBeaumont’s humiliaticn
was shared, to some extent, by all the
Bixth, and the Rookwood captain felt it

afraid to repoit us

keenly. - 7 &
Beaumont  turned from lis  window,
almost choking with rage. Morningten

regarded him with a cynical grin.

“You've got a lot of that to expect till
it blows over, or till Newcome's back pets
well,” he remarked. “Jimmy Silver's at -
the bottom of it, of course. You know -
they’d never dare io back up like this
without him.”

Beaumont
vulsively.

“T'll make the young hound suffer for
it!” he muttered thick?y. ¥

“I'm showin’ you the way!"

“Hang youl” , s

clenched -~ his "Lands  coi-
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“It’s as casy as rollin’ off a form,” said
Mornington. * You'll have to wait a fow
days till this blows over, that’s all, and be

it civil to Jimmy Silver for a day or
two, so therc'll be no suspicion. ‘Then you
can be down on him, before he gets up to
some new trick against you.”

“I ean't do it. It—it's too risky!”
mattered Beaumont,

‘No risk for you.” .

“But—but about the banknote; if it's
to be. put somewhere—""

Beaumont’s  scruples had  evidently
vanished, and he was thinking only of the
possibilities and the risk,

“You won’t have to do that,”
Mornington, sinking his  voice. “You'll
simply miss the banknote—alter takin’ the
number. There'll be o search. an’ it wil
he found hidden about Jimmy Silver some-
where. You won’t know how.it got there.”

“You mean, you will—"

“Never mind that. ¥ guarantcee that the
fiver turns up where it’s wanted and when
it's wanted. That’s enough for yon.”

“#1 shouldn't really know whether he'd
stolen it or not, if it's like that,” the Sixth-
Former muttered.

“0Of course you wouldn’t!” said Morning-
ton. “In fact, you'd know he had stolen it,
unless he could explain. If he can
explain, he's welcome to.  He'll have a
fair inquiry and striet justice.”

. “I-=I=PI think about it!” muttered
the prefect, passing his hand over his damp
forchead.

“Dot” said Mornington, rising.
“Petter think at the same time where
you're goin' to get ten pounds from to
settle with me, if you don’t do as I suggest.
And think, at the same time, how you're
goin’ to deal with Joey Hook when he puts
the serew on, as he will at a tip fromn me.”

“Get out of my study, you—jyou
criminal? said Beaumont hoarsely.

Mort ingtan  laughed,
of "the study.

CHAPTER 12.

Missing Moncy ! %

& LESSED if I can’ catch on!” said
B Jimmy Siiver,

The captain of the Rookwood
TFourth was puzzled. .
- It was three or four days after the affair
in the end study, and Beaumont of the

said |

and lounged out
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Sixth had been reminded of that affair
again and again, till ho was weary of the
ubject—quite weary.

L Fistical Four had expected the pre-
fect to be “down” on them with a more
terrific “down ™ than ever.

To their amazement, DBeaumont had
pulled in his horns, so to speak, in the
most remarkable way. .

He had shown no sign of animosity
against the juniors who had cjected him
from their quarters in so uncercmonious a
fashion.

In many ways the prefect could have
made his resentment felt; but he had not
one so.

More surprising than all, he had told
Newcomé ho was sorry he had licked him
so severely. :

That put the lid on it, as it were.

It could not be that Deaumont was
afrnid the chums would sncak on the
subjeet; he knew they would not do that.
He might have bcen hoping to hear the
end of the affair by placating-the Co.; but
as a matter of fact, Jimmy Silver was not
joining in the set made against the bully.
The Fistical Four considered that they were
even with him, and so long as he let
them alone, they were willing to leave bim
alone. .

Beaumont's civility was amazing.

It really looked as if he had reccived
good from the lesson the Co. had given
lllin;, and had resolved to turn over a new
cal.

That was a possible explanation; but
Jimmy Silver admitted that it was un-
likely. Beaumont was too confirmed a
bully to change his habits all of a sudden.
Yot he had changed them—at least, so
far as the Fistical Four were concerncd.

And Jimmy Silver confessed that heo
did not catch on.

Lovell and Raby and XNewcome were
puzzled, too. -

“Well, if the cad’s turning over a new
leaf, it will give our study a rest,” re-
marked Lovell, “Let's get down to the
footer.”

“Beaumont asked me to fag at goal-
practice with him,” said Jimmy.

“Qh, my hat!”

“If he holds out the giddy olive-branch
T don’t sce why we need bo rusty,” said
Newcome. “Better do as he asks.”

“It's jolly good practice, kicking goal

-
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egainst a Sixth Form player,” said Jimmy.
‘“Peaumont is a good - goali2, too. He
knows I’d like ‘it. But it beats me—the
giddy lion has turned into a lamb, and ne
mistake.”

- The juniors walked down to the football-
ground, ~ While Lovell & Co. went to
Little Side, for practice with the jumiors,
Jimmy Silver crossed over to Big Side.

Deaumont was there, and he greeted him
with a nod. * .

“I'm ready, Beaumont, if you are,” said
Jimmy civilly.

Jimmy was not at all the sort of fellow
to bear malice, and” he was quite willing
io forget old troubles. ~ )

“Thanks!” said Beaumont. “You're a
very smart kick at goal, Silver, and 1
think youw'll be useful. Still, you're not
my fag, and if you don't want——"

“Y don't mind a bit. In fact, I'd like
it,” said Jimmy.

“Then run up
said Beaumont.

“Right-ho!” . -

Jimmy cut off to the house, and Beau-
mont . threw off his coat and went into
goal. . Beaumont. hoped to keep goal for
the first eleven that scason, amdl he was
somewhat keen on practice.

Jimmy Silver played centrc-half in the
junior eleven, but he could play forward
with distinction, and he was a_deadly kick

to my study for my ball,”

at goal. Exen for a scnior player it was
good cnough practice, stopping Jimmy’s
shots, Still, it was an honowr from a

Sixth-Former and a member of the Tirst
Eleven, and it was very surprising from
Jimmy’s old enemy. : :
Jimmy rcturned with Beaumont's footer
fn a fow minutes, and the practice began.
Beaumont found that it was not casy to
keep the leather out of goal, though he
had only one player to defend against.
Jimmy had a trick of changing his foot
suddenly in the most uncxpected way,
which puzzled the goalkeeper.. Bulkeley
and . Neville and Knowles paused to look
on, and they grinned- when the lecather
passed between the posts in spite of Beau-
mant’s cfforts. e
Beaumont gave Jimmy a dark look.
. Jimmy was doing his best; .in his
innocence he supposed  that Beaumont
would be glad of some really hard work in
oal. But Beaumont was not at all pleased

or the captain of Rookwood te sce that
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he could not keep his citadel intact against
a junior.
. “That'll do!” said DBeaumont curtly.
“Take the ball back to my study, Stver!”
“Right-ho!” suid Jimmy cheerily.
“You can't play DBeaumont in goal,
Bulkeley,” Knowlos was remarking as
Jimmy Silver walked away with the ball.
“ Frampton’s your man. I suppose you're
nat bent on putting in a Classical " addes
Knowles, with a slight sneer. -
“T shall put in ‘the hest goalkceper,
vou can _depend’ on that,” answered
Bulkeley, in his cheery way, apparently
not noticing the Modern prefect’s sneer.
“PDeaumont, old man, you'll have to buck

up a bit if you're going to keep goal for
the First. I should hardly have tl'::;ught

you'd let a fag -beat you in goal.”,
* Beaumiont grﬁted his teeth.
“It was really an accident, of course,”

he said. :

“QOh, rot!” said Bulkeley. “Silver is
a tricky little beggar; but he beat you fair
and square, and you oughtn’t to have let
him.  Youll have to grind a bit at
practice.” - - . s

Beaumont walked away without replying,
his brow very dark. e :

He returned to his study.®’

His football lay there, where -Jimmy
Silver had rcplaéed it. Beaumont closed
the door, and paced to and fro in the study.

“He's beeit here, and nobody else with
him,” he muttored. “He can’t deny that.

And--and tho_ banknote—when I say it's
missing——" He wiped his brow with his
handkerchief. “Hang him!

Hang him!
He’s done me out of my_chunco ?or the:
First Eleven very likely! Hang him!”

Neville of the Sixth came into the study
a little later, and found DBeaumont at
work at his table. -

“Busy?” asked Neville. “I was going
tobrgmmd you that you haven’t paid your
“I told you this morning I hadn’t any
change,” said Beaumont, without looking
up. “Unless you can change a fiver for
me, I can't pay up.”

“Just what I can do,” said Neville.
“T’ve brought you the tin.”

“Oh!” said Beaumont.

“So trot out your fiver, and I'll give you

a receipt,” . said Nevillo.
All the

Neville was .grinning a little.

' Sixth knew that Beaumont had bcen hard
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up of late, and Neville half suspccted that
the story of the fiver was an excuse for
gaining time, Beaumont was a good deal
Jate with his subscription for the senior
club, and Neville was a Dbusinesslike
secretary. He had dunned Beaumont for it
several times, and he was not to be put
off with a story of an imaginary fiver.

“QOh, all right!” said Beaumont. “If
you've got change—" :

.“IP'vo got it. I've brought the club funds
along to change your giddy fiver!” grinned
Neville. “Shell ont, dear boy!”

“Right you are!”

Beaumont rose, and opened the table
drawer. He fumbled in it, and then, with
a startled look, made a careful examination
in the drawer.

“That's queer!” he said at last.

*What's queer 7 asked Neville griml)'.

“The—the fiver doesn't scem .to bo
here.” .

“I thought that perhaps it mighin't
be,” said Neville dryly. “Look here,
Beaumont, if you can’t pay up, I suppose
1 shall have to give you time; but don’t
spin me any fairy-tales, you know!”

Beaumont flushed,

“I don’t know what you mean,” he said
hotly. “I had a fiver from my uncle,
and it was in this drawer. I put it under
a book for safety.”

“Better have locked
think.”

“I .don’t sce why I should lock my
money up. 1 suppose there isn’t a thie
at Rookwood, is there?”

“I hope not,” smiled Neville. “Well,
have another look, and let's sce the merry
fiver. I'm vather curious to see it.”

Beanmont drew the drawer bodily out
of the table, and turned it upside down.
Then he went over tha contents methodic-
ally, examining cach article scparately.

it up, I should

Neville  watehed  him  with growing
impatience. The club scerctary’s opinion
was that Beaumont was stony, and was

going through a little comedy for his
cncfit.

“Well, can you find it?"” he asked.

“¥t’s not here!”

“Well, let me have your sub as soon as
you ecan,” said Neville, turning to the
door. “‘It isn’t casy to keep accounts with
fellows keeping  their subs back half
through the football season.”

“Hold on!” said Beaumont. “Look

EXPELLED!

here, Noville, this is rather a scricus
matter. I left that banknote in the drawer.
It was there when I went down to the
footer this afternoon.”

Neville turned back, and looked at him -

sharply. 2
“Look here, Beaumont, did you really
have a fiver, or is it some more of your
blessed swank 7** he asked bluntly.
“I tell you'I had it from my uncle!”
said Beaumont savagely. “I've got the

number here in my pocket-book if you -

want to sce it.”

Nevillo appeared convineed.

* “Well, if you had it, it must be here
somewhere,”  he  said  briskly. “Better
have a good look for it.”

“It isn’t here.”

“Look in your pockets.”

“I left it jn the drawer,” said Beau-
mont. “I looked at it before I went out
to tho footer. I was thinking of putting
it in my pocket, but I decided not to. It
was there then.”

Noville's foco became very grave, .

“Do you mean to.say that it's been’

taken, Beaumont?”

+ “Yen't it plain cnough?” said Beaumont

tartly. “It was here, and it .isn’t hero
now.”

“That’s jolly scrious. You'd better have
a pretty l{mz‘ough search before you teM
unylzndy yow've missed money. Tl help
you.”

The two seniors made a scarch of the -
f | study. Beaumont turned out all his pockets

very carcfully.
found. .

“You say you had the number?” said
Noville at last.

“Here ib is, in my pocket-book—0002468,
said Beaumont,  *

“Tetter come with me and see Bulkeley
about it. . It’s a rotten affair!” :

Beanmont nodded, and with a flushed
face, followed Neville down the passage
to the Rookwood captain’s study.

But the banknote was not

CHAPTER 13.
Under Suspicion.
ULKELEY hecard the story with a
B grim brow,
“You ought to have put your
banknote in a safe place!” he
growled, when Beaumont had finizhed.



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

“The place was safe cnough!” said
Boaumont sullenly, “Nobody goes to that
drawer but myself; and it was put undér
a book, too. Somebody must have heard
me speaking to Neville about it, and must
have taken it while I was on the footer-
ground.”

“Do you know whether anybody went
to your study. Your fag—"

“My fag hasn't been there that I know
of. Iie doesn’t go there till tea-time.”

** Anybody clse?”

“I scnt Silver of the Fourth there, to
fetch my ball. He went there again to
take it back after I'd finished.”

Bulkeley started.

“Jimmy Silver

“¥Yes”

“He couldn't have touched jt. T couldn’t
believe that for a moment—I kpow the kid
too well.”

Beaumont shrugged his shoulders.

*T’m not suggestin’ anythin’ of the sort.
You asked me whether anybody had been
to the study.”

“Nobody elso that you know of 2"

“Nobody.”

Bulkeley paced to and fro for some
monients, his brow deeply contracted. The
affair was bitterly annoying to the captain
of Rookwood. he honour of the school
was very dear to -him, and .the dircovery
that there was a thicf at Rookwood camé
to him as a great shock. '

“And you're certain it was thero?” he
asked at last.

“I saw it just before I went down to the
footer,”

“To be quite F]nin, Beaumont, did you
have & fiver at all? I don’t want to offend
you, but you're a bit given to swanking,
and if you say :{ou’ve lost a five-pound
not, yowll be called upon to prove that
you ever had one.”

Beaumont bit his lip hard.

“T've got the number here,” he said.
“I always take the numbers of notes in
case of accident. And the note can be
found. It isn't much more than an hour
ago since it was taken, and the thief can
hardly have got rid of it yet. If Silver
took it he must still have it about him, I
should think, unless he’s gone out.”
#Neville pointed to the window, =

The Fistical Four were passing, going:
down towards the gates. Football practice
was over, and the chums of the Fourth
were going out. = :
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Dulkeley hastily raised the window and
called:

“Silver 1"

“Hallo ?” said Jimmy, turning round.

“Come_here.” s i

*“¥es, Bulkeley :

Jimmy Silver & Co. came up to the
study window. Bulkeley’s fucd searched
the honest, frank face of tho captain of
the Fourth. It was not casy to fancy thas
that frank, cheery schoolboy could be
guilty of theft. .

“You were going out?” asked Bulkeley.

“Yes; down to Coombe. Anything 1
can do for you there?”

“Have you been out since you wtre
fageing for Beaumont on Big Side?”

“No; I've been at practice with the
Fourth.” .

“What were you going out for?” asged
Bulkeley.

"Going; down to Mrs. Wicks’, in
Coombe,” sezid Jimmy Silver. “We're

going to have rather a sproad in the study
at tea this time.” ;

“Qh!” said Bulkeley. " You're going
to have a spread, aré you?”

“Yes; 'm in funds.”

Bulkeley started, and Beaumont and
Neville exchanged a quick glance.

“In funds?” repcated DBulkeley.

“Yes, rather; rolling in merry oof!” said
Jimmy cheerily. .

“Where did you get it?"”

Jimmy starcd. .

“I say, Bulkeley, you'rc getting jolly
inquisitive in your old age!” he exclaimed.
“1 haven't been burgling the Head’s safe.”

“Nover mind that,” seid Bulkeley.
“Tell me where you got the money from.
I order you, as a prefect!”

“Little boys shouldn’t a-k questions,
you know!” “said Jimmy, secure in the
fact that he was outsidc and Bulkeley
inside. “Still, I don’t mind telling you,
as you're a good boy. I've had a postal-
order from my pater.”

“How much 7

“My hat! “Ten bob, if you must know!”
said Jimmy Silver, more and more
surprised. .

“You've got the postal-order about you

“Yes; I'm going to cash it at the post-
office,”

“Show it to me.”

“What the merry thunder do you want {o
sce Jimmy’s postal-order for?” ejaeulated
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Lovell. “You're gethng as mqumtn’e as
Tubby Muffin, by gad

“Show me the postal order, Silver,” said
Bulkclcy, taking no mnotice of Lovell. .

“Gertainly !” - said Jimmy, in great
- wonder. 3
" He extracted a ten-sh:llm;tr[ postal-order
fromr his, ‘pocket, nnd held it ‘up for
inspection,

“All serene!” said Bulkeley, greatly
relicved. *“You haven’t any money beside
* this 7" -

“Yes, rather! One-and-a-tanner!” said
Jimmy. “If you're on the rocks, Bulkeley,
the tanner’'s at your service.,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd the Co.

“The idea of the high-and-mighty captain
of Rookw borrowing sixpenco from a

"Fourth Former tickled thom.

“Don’'t be a check youn
"Bulkeley, with & smile. 'icroa sonic-
thing rather scrious happened,  Silver;
“that's why T'm dsking you " guestions.

ass!” said

"Don’t run away thh the idea that I

‘stispoet you—I don’t !”
“Suspect mo!” ejaculated Jimmy,
“What on_earth’s happened?” asked
Newconie.  "Has . Beaumont found some
more ’jam in lns slippers? Not guilty, my

lord
g More sorious than that,” said Bulkelcy

. quietly. “You went to Bcnumunt.s -study
to fetch }us ball, Slher‘?"
“Yés; he askcd me.”

“What did you do while you were
there ?”

“Nothing but take the ball.”

“You did not take anything clse?”

“What the merry dickens else could I
take?” cxclaimed the astounded Jimmy.
“Has somnchody run away with his
parlour clock "

“Answer my question!”

“No, I didn’s!”

“I don't think you did,” said Bulko!cy.
“I don't think so for ‘a moment. Dut
Deaumont has missed money from his
Setudy.”

“Wha-a-at !

“And as you went thcre. I'm bound to
question you. That's all

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“That’s all right, Bulkeley! Fire away
with your questions!” he said. know
vou wonldn't be rottem cnanil!h to thmk I ﬁ
touched Beaumont's moncy.

HBilkeiey coughed.

! that,

EXPELLED!

“Did you go to Beaumont's  table
drawer 7"

“OF course I didn't!”. "

*Did you, know he had a five-pound
nufa there?’ =
at“ liJlld you know he had a five-pound ndte |

a

“] daro uy I did, if I'd thought of it,”"
said Jimmy. "I heard Beaumont speak-
ing to Neville_about it this morning in
the passage. I couldn’t heIp it, as he
spoke right under .my nose,” .

“Did you know Beaumont kecps muney
in that drawer?”

“Not at all.” Never knew anything ahout
his money, and never cared twopence for
it, or for Beaumont either!”

Beaumont gnttcd his teeth at that
romark.

Bulkeloy _ pausod. “Jimmy Silves had
answored his questions freely and fra
and it wemod absolutcly impossi|
suspect h

“Well, {oud better nét go out, Silv
said  Bulkeley ab last,’ “You see, it
wouldn’t do till this is cleared up. Go to

I must

your study and wait till I come.
Dootles about what's to be

spenk to Mr.
done,”

“ A1l serene!” sdid Jimmy. “I suppose I
can go to the school shop and get some-
thing for tea? Sergeant Kettle will change
my postal-order if I ask him.”

_ “Better go.to your study at once. You
don’t seem’ to realise thnr. this is a very
serious matter, Silver.”

“Jt’s nothing to do with me,’ - gaid
Jimmy.: “I haven’t leon nnyt]ﬁl;g of Beau-
mont’s silly money. don’t"believe he's

- had any taken, ext.her

"“’hnt

Beaumont's face was scowling from the
window, but Jimmy Silver met his angry
eyes fearlessly.

L 2L don’t believe it ! he repeated. *There
isn't & thlef in thé sc o% More likely it's
swank, aumont ver lmd a fiver
at nll!" :

“The choel:y young hound 1* roared
Beaumont.

. “Well, that's my opinion,” said Jimmy
coolly.. “It's easy enough: for a swanking
ass to“sany he had no end o!nﬁvm d
sbmebody took them!”

“You must not speak to'a prel'ect like
“Silver I rap) ' out Bulkelcy..
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“Boaumont has the number of the note.
Go to your study!”

“Hold on!” broke in DBeaumont. *“I
don’t say Silver had the note—I don’t even
suggest it. But if he bas it he’s got it
about him, and was going out to, change
it, I should say. Let somcbody go with
him to his study, and sce that he doesn’t
get rid of it.”

“You can all come, if you like!” said
Jimmy Silver disdainfully. “T'll eat all
the banknotes you find about me.”

“It's just as  well,” said DBulkeley.
“Don’t think youw’re suspected, Silver:
you're not. But you can scec for yourself
that we've got to go into the matter.”

“Qh, yes; that's all right, Bulkeley! 1
don't want to get out of your sight. One
of you ean escort me ﬂome!" grinned
Jimmy. “Will you jump cut of the
window, or shall I jump in? Any old
thing 1"

Bulkeley laughed.

“You jump in,” he said.

“Right-ha 1"

Jimmy Silver clambered in lightly at
the study window.

“Take him to his study, Neville, will you,
and stay with him a bit till Mr. Bootles
comes ?”’ said Bulkelcy.

“Come on, Silver,” said Neville.

“I'm your man!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerfully.

nd ho followed Neville from the study.

Bulkeley gave Benument a troubled look.

“It's impossible that that kid can have
taken it,” he said.

“I think so mysclf,” said DBeaumont,
rather unexpectedly. “Silver’'s about the
last kid I should suspect. He's a checky
little rascal, but I firmly believe he's as
honest as the day. I will say that.”

“Well, I'm glad to hecar you say so,”
said Bulkeley, in some surprise. “You
seemed rather down on him.”

“Not at all, As he was in my study,
and nobody clse scems to have been, he
ought to be searched for his own sake. The
whole school will know this soon, and for
his own_sake it ought to be proved that
the stolen note isn’t in his possession.”
£ That’s right enough. Come with me to
Mr. Bootles, then. The sooner this matter’s
settled the better.”

And the two prefects proceeded to seek

" the master of the Fourth.

27

CHAPTER 4. .
Guilty1

IMMY SILVER'S clhums joined him in
the end study.
Neville of the Sixth sat down on the
table, very quict and grave. But the
chums of the Fourth were not very grave.
'l;liu-y did not take the maller seriously at
a

Indeed, the only trouble they had just
then was that they were hungry after
footer practice, and that this affair meant
putting off tea indefinitely.

There were footsteps in the passage, and
Mr. Bootles entered the study, followed by
Bulkeley and Beaumont, g

“Ahem! Silver,” he said, “this is a most
unpleasant  eccurrence-—most unpleasant!
‘What—what! It appears that a hanknote
has been taken from a drawer in Beau-
mont’s study, and nobody but yourself is
known to have entered the room during his

absence. I cannot suspect for a single
moment that you are guilty of “theft,
Silver.,”

“Thank yvon, sir!” said Jimmy.

“T trust I know your character too well.
Silver. I trust that I am too good a judge

of character to be so dececived,” said Mr.
Bootles. “Neither does Beaumont suspect
vou for one moment, Silver. Indeed, he
has spoken of you most highly, and is
most anxious not to be understood to be
making any accusation,”

“TIndeed, sir!™ said Jimmy.

“Yes, yes! DBut Beaumont thinks—and I
think—that as you were in the study alone
about the time the note disappeared. it
would be judicious to deal with you first
of all. Bear in mind, Silver, that it is
for your own sake. A prompt proof that
the note is not in your nossession will
clear you of any possibility of aodious
suspicions among vour schoolfcllows.”

“I understand that, sir.”

“You have no objection, then, to being
searched, Silver?” asked Mr. Dooiles”
blinking at him.

Jimmy flushed a_little.

:‘]Not. at all, sir, if you think it best,” he
said, - :
“For your own sake, Silver, it should
bo established as quickly as nossible that
the banknote is not in your possession.

This can only be done by a scarch.”
“Very well, sir.” - :
“Beaumont, will you——"
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“Excuse me, sir,” said DBeaumont
quictly; “as it is my property that was
taken, it" would surgly be better for me
not to act in the matter. I should prefer
not to touch Silver.”
~_ “Perhaps you are right,” assented Mr.
Bootles. “ Bulkeley, may I request you to
make a search of Silver's person? most
unpleasant duty, Bulkeley—most unpleasant
ahem—but we are all called upon to per-
form unpleasant duties at times.”

“X will do as you ask, sir,” said Bulkeley
reluctantly.

It was, as the Form-master romarked, an
unpleasant task, but it had to bo done, and
Bulkeley stepped forward., Ho ran his
hapds through Jimmy Silver's pockets.

Jimmy slipped off his Eton jacket to
make the search easier.  DBulkeley
examined it carefully enoungh.

“The lining is split in your pocket,
Silver,” ho said. =

“Is it ?” said Jimmy. “Theso things will
happen, you know, Bulkeley. I dare say
you had gnmmy pockets sometimes when
‘you were in the Fourth.”

“Ahem! Ahem!” said Mr. DBootles,

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Bulkeley

suddenly. .
A crisp rustling had caught his ear,
faint but wunmistakable, as he felt
mothodically over the jacket to make sure
that nothing was conccaled under the
lining. .

He groped earefully, and his fingers
closed upon rustling paper. His face was
quite pale with the shock.

Jimmy Silver started. The expression
on Bulkeley’s face startled him and scared
him a little. X

“What's the 'matter?’ he exclaimed.
“You haven't found anything in my jacket

panted Lovell, “what are
you looking like that for? What's the
matter "

Raby and Newcome stood as if frozen.
There was only onc’ possible significance in
Bulkeley’s strange lock. .

The Rookwood captain’s hand came into
view from the lining of the jacket. In his
fngers was a rustling banknote.

Jimmy Silver gazed at it, speechless. His
cyums gazed "at it, scarcely believing their

sJjcs.
© Bulkeley held it up.

EXPELLED!

“Js—is—is that a five-pound
Bulkeley 1" stuttered Mr. Bootles.
“Yes, sir.” . :
““Silver, you did not tell me that you

had a banknote of your own-—"

“I—I hadn't!” stammered Jimmy. *“I—
I never’ have five-pound notes. That— -
that note isn’t mine!”

“Oh, Jimmy!"” groaned Lovell.

“The number will settle it, sir,” said
Beaumont, “This is a shock to me. I
have tho nurmber of my note here.”

“Read it out, Beaumont,” said Mr.
Bootles, in a shaken voice.

Tho prefect read out in a voice that was
no‘! stoady : -

“And the
Bulkeley 7"
"looked at it.

Bulkele

0002468,” he said.

“Then it is Beaumont’s note,” said Mr.
Bootles, *“You may give it to him,
Bulkeley.” > =

The captain of Rookwood silently passed
the note to Beaumout,

There was ‘a drcadful silence in the
study.

All cyes were fixed upon Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy stoed white as death, his eyes
almost wild. He had caught at the edge,
of the table to steady himself. i
He thought for a moment that he must

note,

number on that note,

be dreaming. Deaumont’s note—hidden
under the lining of his jacket. How had it
got there? aumont, - certainly, could

never have put it there; that was unthink-
able. Tven if he wanted to, he could never
have had any opportunity. How had it
got there? Had he gone mad? Had he,
in some fit of insanity, taken Beaumont’s
banknoto without his own knowledge?
His brain was recling. He staggered
against the table, panting, as he rcad the
grim condemnation in the faces round him.
He came to himsclf, out of a mist, as it
were, to hear Mr. Bootles’ deop voice:
- “Qilver, I am inexpressibly shocked! I
have been deccived in you—grossly deceived!
Wretched, wretched boy! “What possessed
you to do this? And to maintain an |
appearance of innocence—of uneoncern?
Good heavens, is it possiblo that such base-
ness and duplicity can exist in one so
young? Wretched boy, you:have ruined
vourself and- disgraced your school!
Remain here till you are sent for by the
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Head to receive your sentence of expulsion
from Rookwood!” .

Jimmy's voice came, broken and
natural, through his dry lips.

“Mr. Bootles, I—I never did— I don’t
know—— 2 -

With a contemptuous gesture the Form-
master swept from the study. Beaumont
followed him quictly.

“Bulkeley ! Jimmy Silver's voice was
almost a shriek. “DBulkeley, you don’t
believe—""

Bulkeley left the study with Neville. He
did not answer.

Jimmy Silver groaned. Bulkeley, who
had always been kind to him, believed him
guilty. . What clse could he believe?

But his chums—his own chums?

Jimmy Silver turned his eyes on them in
vague terror. Would they believe him?

“Lovell—" he said huskily.

“Oh, Jimmy!” N

Lovell could say no more. Raby groaned,
and Newcome fairly broke down.

Jimmy Silver looked at them, and was
dumb. For at that moment the iron
cntered into his very soul. His chums—
his own loyal chums—believed him guilty;
and in that terrible moment the very sun
of heaven was blotted out to Jimmy Silver.

un-

CHAPTER 15.
Under the Shadow.

“ HIEF!”
l Jimmy Silver started violently.
*  The hideous word was howled in

at the keyhole of the end study.

A rapid patter of footsteps in the passage
followed. Whoever had yelled that taunt
at Jimmy Silver had beaten a prompt
retreat. ¥

But Jimmy did not rise.

He was seated in the study armchair, his
elbows on his knees, his chin in his hands,
in_an attitude of utter dejection,

Lovell and Raby and Newcome, his
chums, were in the study. They were
silent. Their faces were pale and troubled,

For some time there had not been a
word uttered in the study.

The taunt howled in at the door broke
a grim, oppressive silence, Only Lovell
made a movement towards the door, but
he paused.
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Jimmy Silver looked up at his chums at
last. His face was deadly white.

“You believo it1” he asked, in a strange,
dry, husky voice.

Lovell groaned.

*Oh, Jimmy!” .

There was a tap at tho door, and it
opened. Rawson of the Fourth looked in
hesitatingly.

Jimmy Silver smiled bitterly. He had
always been fricndly with the scholarship
junior, and had stood by Rawson against
the snobs “of Rookwood—Mornington,
‘Townsend, Topham, and the rest. Had
Rawson come to taunt him now?

“Jimmy!” said Rawson.

“Go it!” said Jimmy Silver, with a
curling lip. “I didn’t expect it from you,
Rawson; but it

Lovell clenched his hands.

“Better not!” he muttered.

“You don’t scem to catch on,” said
Rawson quietly., “I haven't come here to
go for you, Jimmy. I just caught Gower
m the passaﬁe; he had been yelling into
your study. heard what he said.” |

“What all Rookwood will be saying
soon !” muttered Jimmy Silver. ’

“I banged his head against the wall,”
said Rawson. “Gower's nursing his head
now. Surely you don’t think I believe it,
Jinmmy ?”*

The captain of the Fourth looked at him
curiously.

"You don’t?” he asked.

“¥You haven't heard the evidence, then?”

“Hang tho evidence!” said Rawson
stoutly. “I don’t believe a word of it!”

“The five-pound note was found in my
jacket,” said Jimmy. “It had slipped
through the lining from the pocket—there’s
a hole in the lining.”

“How did it come in your pocket?”

“I don't know.”

“You didn’t put it there, of course?”

“No.”

Lovell and Raby end Newcome
exchanged haggard looks. Their faith in
their study-leader was founded as upon a
rock. But Jimmy’s , statement was
staggering. How had Beaumont’s bank-
note come into his pocket, if he had not -
put it there ? &

“Don’t give in, Jimmy,” said Rawson.

“I belicve you, anyway. So do these
chaps!™ ... 5 :
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“Do they P’ muttered Jimmy.

“Yez," said vell. *I—I do! DBut—
but how did tho banknote como there,
Jimmy? 'Tell me that. It was found
there.” . -

“Somebody put it there, as I didn’t.”

“But who?”

“ Beaumont, I suppose. It was his.”

“Beaumont—a prefect of the Sixth! Oh,
Jimmy!”

“Hold on,” said Rawson, “Look here,
Beaumont is a prefect; but we all know
the kind of fellow he is. He's a rotter all
through, and he has always been down on
Jimmy for not standing his bullying. If
Beaumont scarched Jimmy, he might have
slipped the note into his pocket, and pre-
tended to find it there.”

“He didn’t search Jimmy. "He refused

0.

“Who ‘did, then?”

“ Bulkeley.”

“0Oh, Bulkeley!” said Rawson, dis-
couraged again.  *“Bulkeley's all right.”

“The note was in my pocket before I
was ., scarched,” said Jimmy  Silver.
“That's clear enough. Somebody put it
there. It was Beaumont’s note, and he
dislikes me—he always has. I suppose he
managed it somehow.”

“But _he' couldnw’t!” muttered Lovell,
“Even if he's a rotter enough, how could
ke get at your jacket, Jimmy ?"

Jimmy Silver did not answer. He could
not _answer.

“Yon have the jacket on all day,” said
Raby. “He couldn’t get at it while you're
wearing it."”

“I know he couldn’t.”

“Then it ,must have been put in in the
dorm,” said Rawson.

Lovell shook his head hopelessly.

“Beaumont don't know his way about
our dorm well enough to find Jimmy's
jacket in the dark and put a banknote into

it,” he said. *“Somebody would have woke
up. . He wouldn't have risked it—he
couldn’t.”

] know it sounds steep,” said Jimmy
Silver miserably. “I don’t say that's the
explanation. 1 onl, mY I never saw the
note in my life till’ Bulkeley pulled it out
of my jacket half an hour ago.”

The door opened, and Bulkeley of the
S8ixth looked 'n. His face was very grave.

“ You're wanted, Silver!” he midg.

Jimmy rose.

" EXPELLED!

“TFollow me to the Head’s study!” said
Bulkeley, and he strode away.

His usually kind voice was as hard ns
iron. It was easy to see what Bulkeley
believed. Jimmy Silver, without a word,
followed him from the study.

Lovell made a restless gesture.

“It ecan’t be true!” he muttered,
“Jimmy must have been mad if he did it."”.

“He didn't do it,” said Rawson.

“But how did the note get there? Yon
know us well as we do that Beaumont
couldn’t have come to our dorm last night
and found Jimmy's jacket in the dark——"

“It doesn't seem possible,” admitted
Rawson, E

“Thon how—"

“YI don’t know. But I know Jimmy
Silvor’s innocent, and I'm standing by him,”
anid Rawson quietly, “and I think you, as
his {Ivuh, will stumf by him, too!”

“We shall stand by him,” said Raby.

“ But—but—" ;
the Fourth looked

Topham of
grinning.
“I hear there’s goin’ to be a sackin’,”
he remarked. “Quite a ceremony, by gad,
for gettin’ rid of a thief— Yaroooh!”
>As if moved by the same spring, Lovell
and Raby and Newcome jumped at Top- -
ham. The nut of the Fourth went reeling
along the passage under a shower of fierce
blows, and he fled yelling along the passage.
There was no doubt that the Co. would
stand by Jimmy Silver. But it was with
heavy hearts.

in, |

CHAPTER 16. .
Expelled from Rookwood.

IMMY SILVER followed the captain of
Rookwood with a firm step.

The discovery of the stolen note, and

the condemnation that followed, had

almost stunned Jimmy Silver; but he was

recovering himself now. :

‘He wns innocent, though the toils were
about him. Ho knew that he was innocent,
and that therefore he was . the vietim of
a cunning plot, which he could not yet
fathom.

He had been found guilty, and he was =
to be expelled from the school; he knew
that. But the consciousness of innocence
upheld him even in_that extremity.

- He did not look like n enlprit as ho fol-
lowed Bulkeley to the TIend's study.



ki In the lower passage, Mornington & Co.
i were gathered, apparently in high feather.
F The news was all over the school now, and
£ Jimmy Silver's guilt was being discussed
by all Rookwood. -
His old cnemies were rejoicing in it.
Mornington burst into a sneering laugh
as_he came by, and Townsend and Peele
and Gower and Smythe of the Shell smiled
with lofty scorn. .
“Here comes the thief!” said Townsend.
“Mind your pockets!” chortled Smythe.
Jimmy Silver clenched his hands hard.
“Enough of that!” exclaimed Bulkeley
& angrily. “Hold your tongues!”
“Well, the rotter’s a thief, isn’t he?”
g sneered Mornington. .
“Hold your tongue, I tell you!"
#  Bulkeley strode on. with Jimm
Eand they entered the IHead's study.
b “That's the finish of Jimm{ Silver here,”
& remarked Mornington.  “I fancy we shall
sce the last of him this evenin'’.”
“No doubt about that,” said Townsend.
b ““We don’t want a_thief at Rookwood. The
i Head can’t do anythin” but sack him.”

Silver,

“Good riddance!” remarked Adolphus
Smythe. “The young cad was always too
cheeky. I'm not surprised at his turnin’

b out like this, really.” .

“You never know a_fellow till you find
him _ out,” said Hoavar of the Shell
sapiently.

“Yaas, by gad!” -

“I suppose he’s guilty,” said Peele.

“0f course he is,” said Mornington, with
a stare. “Wasn't Beaumont’s banknote
found hidden in his jacket?”

“Q},\eer about Beaumont havin’ a bank-

“I don’t see that.” P i
“Well, we know Beaumont’s hard up,”
remarked Peele, with a curious look at
Mornington. *We knou{ he’s been.bhorrow-
in’ money of you—a kid
Morny. All Rookwood don’t know it; but
we do!”
“And the less. you say about
' better,” said Mornington tartly.
Peele laughed. ; - ;
“QOh, I’'m not sayin’ anythin’,” he said.
¢“But 1t’s queer. If Beaumont had a fiver,
it’s gueer he should be borrowin’ quids
in the Fourth.” 2 s
“Well, he had. the fiver,. or. it couldn’t
have.. been found.on Jimmy. Silver, could

t 7 . ;
- 4 Might too,”

”
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grinmed TPecle. *“You were suyin® the
other da‘y. Mm'ng, that you knew a way
of gettin’ rid of Jimmy Silver——>

“Oh, dry up!” snappecd I\'I(:i'liingtutl.
Smythe of the Shell turned his eyeglass

curiously.on the dandy of Rookwood.
“What's that?” he asked.

“Nothin’,” said  Mornington  hastily.
“Only Yeele’s rot!”

“¥ou haven't had a hand-—-" )
“Of course I haven't! Don't be an
ass!”

Mornington walked away with Peele; and -
the nuts of Rookwood regarded one an-
other with " curious glances,

“By gad!” said Smythe. “It can’t be
a plant, surely! That would be a bit too °
rotten, even for Morny.” *
" “No bizney of ours, anyway,"
send, shrugging his shoulders.

* said Town- ~

“No, by gad! It’s time that checky
young cad was sacked, anyway,” agreed
Smythe. ‘“Some of his betters inay have

a chance in the footer when he’s gone.”

“Hear, .hear!” grinned Howard.

But Pecle’s words: had left fhe nuts .of
Rookwood with an uneasy fecling. Well
they. knew that Mornington of the Fourth
would not have stopped at much to rid
himself .of Jimmy Silver. . But if the
miserable affair was & “plant,” with Movn-
ington of the Fourth at-the bhottom of
it, they were not disposed to air. their
suspicions. It was no business "of theirs
to help Jimmy Silver out of his serape,
so far as they could see. Iet him take
his chance! . .

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver had entered the
Head’s study at the heels of the Rook-
wood_captain. Mr. Bootles, the master of
the Fourth, and Beaumont, the prefect,
were there with Dr. Chisholm.

The Head’s face was grim and set. -One
glance at that hard, severe face was enough

.to tell Jimmy Silver that he had no mercy

to expect. s :
“Silver!” said the Head, as the junior
entered. *“Come here!” -
Jimmy advanced with a firm step.
- “You have been guilty of theft. - Your .
have disgraced -yourself and the school you

beleng to. You .are expelled from: Rogk-
‘w(?c')r;!l" 5 T i o

“You need not ﬂ:e;z!s". Mr. lit)uﬂes wi'll:
take you to the station, and you -will take
the next train home., I shall “send with

.
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you a letter of explanation to your father.
That is all. Take him away, Bulkeley!”

Jimmy Silver’s eyes flashed. -

“You won't listen to me, sir?” he ex-
claimed. - .

Dr. Chisholm regarded hint coldly.

“You can have nothing to say,” he re-
plied. “I presume you have no intention
of denying your guilt in the face of the
clearest proof?”

“I do deny it!” o

“You will serve no purpose, Silver, by
adding falsehood to theft.” .

“I shall tell you the truth, sir!”

“You had better go. Follow Bulkeley.”

“Come, Silver,” suid the Rookwood cup-

tain gently enough.
. Jimmy Silver did not move. In the
presonce of the Head, and with grim con-
demnation in every face round him, many
fellows would have submitted hopelessly to
Fate. But Jimmy Silver was made. of
sterner stuff. All his eourage was needed
now, and it did not fail him.

“1 demand to 'be heard, sir!” he saaid
calmly. #

The Head made an impatient gesture.

“If you intend to utter a series of absurd
falsehonds, Silver—" s

“I do net.”

“Then what ean you have ‘to say? You
know- that I desire to do strict justice.
If you have anything to say, will hear
it. But be brief.” :

“I¢'s worth a few minutes, sir,” said
Jimmy bitterly, *when a chap’s in danger
of being disgraced for life!”

- “That is true, -Bilver,” said the Head,
more gently. “IXf thére were a possible
shadow \of doubt, I should not spare my
time or my trouble. I did not think that
you would venture to deny what is clear
as the sun at noonday. But if you choose
give me your version of the matter
ill hear you patiently.”

“Thank you, sir.” .

“Well, what have you to say?"”
“Bulkeley found Beaumont’s banknote in
my pocket. I don't know how it got
there!” g
“Come, come!” 2
“I never saw_ it till Bulkeley pulled it
ount, sir,” said Jimmy steadily. *I never
tonched it. I never knew it was missing
till . Beaumont said so.”

:ZISilvBr!” g " 1 . th ‘

It was in my pocket; I ean't deny that.
But I'did not know it wna there.” &

to
I wi

EXPELLED!
“Do you expect me, boy, to place the

slightest reliance on such an absurd state-
ment ?” exclaimed the Head sharply.

“It’s true, sir.”

¢ Nonsense ! " .

“I tell you, sir, it is true. Somebody
put that banknote into my pocket to make
me out a thief!” .

Head.

“Utter nonsense!” said the
“Whom do you accuse?”
“I don’t know whom to accuse. It’s

possible, I suppose, that somebody took the
banknote from Beaumont’s study, and
planted it on me. I don’t know,”

“Who!?! Who? Answer. that question.”

“I can’t! I don’t even know_ anybody
did so. It's quite as likely that Beaumont
did it himself.”

Boaumont of the Bixth started.

“8ilver!” The IHead's voice was hard
and grinding. *“You have the impudence,
the cffronlery, to bring such a wicked
nceusation against a prefect of the Sixth
Form 1"

“I only sny it's very likely, sir. All
T know for certain is that I don’t know
how the note came to be in my jacket.
Beaumont, has always been down on me.”

“ Nonsense !” .

“I suppose I need not deny such non:
sense, sir?” said Beaumont. U

“You need not, Beanmont. The wretched - §
boy’s wicked slander only adds to the con-
tempt with which T regard him.. He does
not seem to be aware that what he sug-
gests was - impossible, as well as unimagin-
able. Silver, if jou have nothing more
to say—>7" e

“I am innocent, air!" :

“That will do!” said the Head curtly.
“You may go! Remain in _your study till
Mr. Bootles is ready to take you to the
guth’m. You are expelled from Rookwood!

L1 :

Jimmy's eyes blazed. :

“I am expelled from Rookwood, and I've
done nothing!” he exclaimed.

“Qilence! Take him away, Bulkeley,”
said_the Head, frowning,

“I—T fell yon—""

Bulkeley’s hand
junior’s shoulder.

“Come!” he said. .

Jimmy shook himself loose, and faced the
Head, im eyes blazing, his whole form
trembling with anger and excitement.

“Well, T won’t go!” he shouted.

fell heavily on the

uy
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F % lmhg lt Pull yh d. ‘ np uvsu l ax .
[3 olaimed t h ld sergeant, ‘ lot go l (S”Nll 40.)
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iron t be ezpelled,! when T've done nothmg 3
‘"lei him .nway, Bulkeley I thundered
the Head.

The captain of Rookwood gmsged Jimmy
Silver again by the shoulder, and drew him
forcibly- fxom the atudy.

“CHAPTER 17.
Jimmy allur's Resolve.

ACKED1
S Jimm

S:Iver the captain of the
Fuurth
schoo

'orm, was ucked f.rnm the

The news aprea.d overvR@okwood :md
was discussed far and wide, in every tone
of amazement and consternation.

. Jimmy Silver sacked—for theft!

It was i ible, |

But it was true! .

Tommy Dodd & Co., on the Modern aidu,
heard it with amazement and dismay.

were Jim| Silver’s (gld rivals, but t.hey
were cast down ,by.the news. They could
scarcely believe it at first. ~

But the whole story was soon fold-—t.he
finding of Be&umont.’s banknote hidden -in

the lining of Jim jacket, and the-sen-
tehngc‘;] tof the | eﬁ—expulmon frum the

“How on earf.h @id he tome to_do it?” Do

said Tommy Dodd, in wonder.
have been mad!™

And ‘Tommy Doyle and Tommy Cook
agreed that that was the- only poaslble ex-
planation. ~

Jimmy Sllvar a thlef—Jlmmy Silver con-
demned for theft! Unless Jimmy had taken
lefav:; of his senses, there was no explanation
of it. !

That Jnmmy was mnooen!. could scarcely
be believed. ' The evidence was ‘too strong
for that. And it could not be beélieved that
‘thé Head of Rock“nod had condemned hlm
on insufficient proof: -

But what he had done was totally' at

“He must

variance with his character as the Rookwood'

fellows knew him, ‘and they '’ churltabl_y

opined” that he “must: have been' out ‘of hm' )

senses when he did the wretehed -thing. -
. Tt came ag’ a sul

his innocence.
s m the face of the proofa'

T

was mamtmiil
To most min

g m—— —

tise tothe fellows w}m 3
had heard the evidence that Ju’nmy s:lver =

EXPELLED) ° ' ' -

Jimmy’s demal ueemed as it seemed to the :
Head, mers

But_ the felluws whn knew him best did
not think so.

Rawson of the Fourth did not waver for
a moment. Even the Head’s sentence made ]
no difference. |

And Rawson’s loyal fmth braced Lovell -
& Co, Their own horrid doubts were driven
manfully from their minds. They deter-
mined to believe Jimmy Silver, in spite of
everything. {

And they were not alone. -

Jimmy Silver returned te the end study
after the interview with" Head, and
Oswald and Flynn and Van Ryn of the'
Fourth joined him there. s

They came to tell him that they- bcheved ]
in_him’ still. ;

Tomm:; g Dodd tame over from the Mdern ™
side, and found the end study quite cmwded
with Jimmy’s sympathisers. .

Thera was a f‘eeneral clenching -of ﬂsts
at the sight of t The* :mpres-
sion was that the Moderns had :
to “‘crow " over the:expelled Clasa:cal But
thnt was doing injustice to Tommy. .

ML say, Silver, old man,” began Tommy '
Dodd, *‘is it true that you are denying
havmg had Beaumont’s banknote 1"

“Yes,” said Jimmy quietly. }

“Well, 1f gou give your word on thes
subject, I your word,” said Tommy
d manfully. “It lnoks hke a clear case,
but'I take your word, Jimmy.”

“Thanks{” said \'hmmy Silver, much
moved by the testimony from lua old nva]. !
“You're a good sort, Tommy.’ .

“But how did the banknote get thare,
Jimm

“I don’l: know ™

“I—I say, that sounds awfully steep,”
said Tommy - Dodd uneasily, *“I beheve
you, all the same. -. But—but you can’t ex-
pect the Head to.” g

‘“He doesn’t, anyway,"” sald Ji immy Silver’

mly.
sacked?”

grim

“And——fm(! yd‘u’

liY

“Ita mtten"’ pud T'ornmy Dodd,
great distress. “When'are you gomg”’

Jimmy Silver’s face set hard.

“I’m _not gumg]” he‘sald z

Tommy Dodd, & 1-ed'"n.'s"well he mwﬁt,
"i.'lg_l:d:I going ! h& ed. !

o

in

"« Dut—but you're sncked‘” SR T i
—
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“I'm sacked for nothing, and I'm not
going. I'm mnot going to he turned out
of Rookwood as a thief.”

“But—but you can’t stay if the Head
says yow're to gol” -

“1 shall stay!”

“But they’ll shift you out if you don’t
go!” said Tommy dd, blinking at him
in blank astonishment. .

“They’ve got to get hold of me first,”
said Jimmy Silver coolly. “I'm not_going
I am going to
stay at Rookwood.”

“QOh, my hat!"”

“1'd better not tell you chaps any more,
though. I don’t want to drag you into
trouble,” said Jimmy Bilver. “I'm glad
you believe in me, Tommy. And you can
tell the chaps on_ your side that it’s all
a rotten lie, and I never had anything to
do with Beaumont’s rotten banknote.”

“1 will,” said Tommy Dodd. * And—
and I wish you luck, Silver! If there’s
anything I can do, old scout—"

#“There isn’t, thanks, excepting to be-

lieve_that 'm not a rotten thief!”

“¥You can rely on that,” said Tommy.

And he took his leave, leaving Jimmy
Silver alons with the Classical juniors.
They were staring at Jimmy, not knowing
in the least what to make of his startling
announcement.

" How the dickens are you lioing to stay,
if the Head won’t let you, Silver?” asked
Van Ryn.

“I'm going to stay., But I don't want
you fellows dragged into it. Thank you
for standing by me. But you'd better cloar
off. I've got to get ready before Bootles
comes to take me to the -station.”

“Then you are not going?” asked
Oswald.

*No; I'm not going!”

“I’'m going to stand by you, Jimmy,
whatever you do,” said Oswald. - “You
stood by me once when I was in a bad
scrape.”

Jimmy shook his head.

“You can't help me, old chap, and I'm
not going to get vou sacked, too. You'd
better all clear off.”

“But can’t we ‘help ye intirely?"” asked

. Flynn.

“No; there’s nothing you can do:”

“Sure, I can punch the head of any
spalpeen who calls ye a thief,” szaid Flynn.
“Tll go an' see Morny now. T’ll stop his
grinning, anyway."”
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Flynn and Oswald and Van Ryn left the
study. But the Co. remained. Jimmy
Silver looked at them.

“ Better go,”’ he said.

“I'm not going,” said Lovell stubbdrnly.
“What are you thinking of doing, Jimmy ™"

“I’m poing to lock myself in this study,
and refuse to clear,” said Jimmy quietly.
“T'm not going to leave Rookwood unless
I'm dragged out. And they won't drag me
out without some trouble.”

Lovell whistled.

“A barring-out?” he said.

“Something of the sort.”

“We'll stay nnd help you, Jimmy,” said

Raby.
“No; better not. You can heip we get
ready, if you like,” said Jimmy Bilver.
“But I'm doing this alone. ¥You would be
sacked for resisting the Head's order, and
you've got your peo) le to think of.”

“But—"" began Newcome.

“I've settled on that,”’ said Jimmy,
“I'm going to resist, because I am accused
unjustly, but you fellows have no part in
it,

banknote—lies generally are found out in

the long b yway, I'm going to stick
it as long as I can.” ‘ .
“Good for youl” said Rawson. “I dare

say we can help you better outside the

study than inside it. We've got to find the

rotter who plantéd that note on you,”
Jimmy brightoned a little.

“You mig it,”” he said. ‘“‘If you could

o that—'
; ;;\\’e‘ll try,” said Lovell, not very hope-
ully. . Vi

“There's one thing,’’ said Jimmy,'- “I
believe Mornington had a hand in it. Kcop
an eyve on him.'’

“ Mornington "’

“Yes. You know how thick he’s been
with Beaumont, and it's g‘(olly odd for a
Fourth-Former to be thick with a Bixth
Form prefect. They’re both down on me
—they've always been. And they're both
rotters thmufh and through. Mornington
knows something about it, I'm certain of
that.”

*“1 shouldn’t wonder,"” said Lovell, be-
tween his teeth. “ He's cad enough. Beéau-
mont couldn’t have planted that note on
you, but Mornington could, as he’s in our
dormitory.” ;

“Mornington's our game.'’
with a nod.  * And

said Rawson,
we shau't be idie,

The truth may* come out about that

%
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Jimmiy. The truth has a way of §etting Jimmy drew- a deep breath.
out; lies can't-be kept up for ever, “Right! “Clear alfl:' you chaps; I've got

“ But—but about sticking here, Jimmy?”
said Raby hesitatingly.

“That’s_settled.’’

“They'll force the door.”” .

“Not so jolly easy, I think.”

"I}ut—but you'll be starved oui, any-

way.”

_“Not if I get a supply of grub in,” said
Jimmy Silver calmly “That's where you
fellows can help. ou can get in some
grub from the tuckshop for me, if you
lon’t mind lending me your money.”

“Gpod egg!”’ é

The four ‘juniors left the study at once
on that errand.

Jimmy Silver's plan seemed wild and
reckless to them; but they were prepared
to back him up to the full extent of their
power.

What would happen when the Head of
Rookwood learned that the expelled junior
refused to leave the school they could
hardly imagine.

. But one thing was eertain—that Jimmy
wag_in dendlg carnest, and that only force
wolld move him from the school. o

Jimmy, left alone, began to-'make his

prgmmtinnu. i
is heart was beating faster than usual,

end he was labouring under surpresusd

excitement.. But his head was cool.

He had mapped out the course he in-
tended to take, and nothing would have
induced him to swerve from it.

If he had been guilty, he would have
been glad to flee from Rookwood, and hide

* his shame from the eyes of all who knew

s

him, But he was innocent, and that made
all the difference.

To go home, to tell his father that he
had been expefleq as a thief, unresistingly
—he refused to think of that for a moment.

e news would be a terrible shock te
his father, in any case. But surely he
would not be displeased to know that his
son was making a fight for his honour.

Lovell & Co, returned laden with parcels.
There was little time to lose. Then Lovell
cut off to the dormitory with Raby, and
they came back with a couple of bi;mkets
and a pillow. There were tears in the eyes
of Jimmy Silver's faithful chums as they
helped him make his final preparations.

Oswald Jooked into the study hurriedly.
g * T!I(:ai]les is coming, Jimmy,” he
brepthed

[to Tock the door 1”

“0Oh, Jimmy I'* groaned Lovell. .

With miserable, dejected faces Jimmy
Silver’s chums left the study. Jimmy closed
the door after them, and thé key turned- *
in the lock.

CHAPTER 18. 5 .
Jimmy Declines to Co. L
R. BOOTLES' kind face was deeply
M distressed as ho made his way to
the end study.

The disgrace of Jimmy Silver had
come as & heavy blow to the master of the
Fourth, and he felt it keenly.

. Ho had always liked the cheery, frank
mnier,diaa most Rookwooders—masters and
g—

d. i

’{‘hnt Jimmy should have turned out so
badly, as he regarded it, was a blow to Mr. -
Bootles. Had thore been room for a doubt
on the subject the Form-master would have
doubted. ut there seemed no room for
doubt, : 3

Ho tapped at the study door and turned
the handle. To his surprise the door did
not_open.

He_knocked again, more loudly.

“Silver I’

HYes, sir!” came Jimmy's voics from

within.
“QOpen the door, .Eleasa! It is time lo
to_the station. You have packed your

“Neo, s

“Dear me! You should have done so.
However, it is too late now; your 3
be sent after you. Open the doorl”

Ay “{i:}’un Why can’t you

¢ al VYWhy can ou n
the door, Silver?” ¥ ope
.“1 am not going to leave Rookwood,
sir.”

Mr. Bootles jumped. i

“What—what "> he cjaculated.

Jimmy Silver's voice came steadily and
clearly through the locked door.

“I am innocent, sir!- I refuse to be ex-
pelled for something I have not done! I
am staying here.””

“Bless my soul P> ejaculated Mr. Bootles.

Some of the Fourth were gathering in
the passage, and they liubeneg in amaze-
ment. Mornington’s face ‘was very dark. .
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“By gad, the cad’s stickin’ it out!” he

remarked to Townsend, “But he'll have
" to go all the same. We don’t want a thief

here.”

Biff ! :

Mornington gave a howl as Patrick
O’Donovan Flynn's clenched fist was planted
full in his face, and he went flying back-
wards.

-Crash! .

“Yooop!” gasped Mornington.

Flynn stood over him with clenched fists
and blazing eyes.

“Now say that again, you hound, if you
want some more, bedad I'’” he roared.

Mr. Bootles looked round angrily.

“Flynn! How dare you fight in my
presence !’ .
“Sure, he called Jimmy Silver a thafe,

!

“What? What?’

Mornington sat up dazedly.

“So he is a thief '’ he yelled.

“Faith, you want some more—eh 1"’

“Flynn ! shouted Mr. Bootles.

Th;edRISh juniorb dicil! n‘::nheed‘d He

asped: Mornington by the ar, and pro-
gcreded to bang his head on the floor,

Bump, bump, bump!

“Co it!” yelled Lovell, in great delight.

“Yow-ow-ow]! Helpl” screamed Morn-
ington.

Townsend and Topham made & move to-
wards him, and Lovell shoved them back

savagely. -

"dﬁ? you want some?’’ he asked, “I'm
ready!” .

Tgwnsend and Topham did not want
any. They backed away in a hurry. Morn-
ington’s wild yells rang through the
passage. o
Mr. Bootles hurried to the spot and
graaped Flynn by the shoulder, and dragged

im away from the unfortunate dandy of
the Fourth.

“Flynn! How dare youl”

S He called Jimmy Silver
¢ %Bless my soull’” It was news to Mr,

Bootles that nn?'body at Rookwood believed

that Jimmy Silver was innocent. *Flynn,
control yourself, sir. Mornington, you will
kindly Trefrain_from making . unpleasant
references to Silver in the presence of his
friends. It is, at the least, very bad taste.”

“Yow-ow-ow|” groaned Mornington.

“Let there be no more of this!” said Mr.
Bootles sternly. *‘Silver has been. punished
for his action, and if his friends still have

»
a thafe, sorr!”
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some faith in him, it is not for you to
attempt to shake it, Mornington. It is
mean and cowardly to triumph over a
person who is unfortunate, even when his
misfortune is his own fault,”

Mornington only groaned. He was not
feeling equal to any more triamphing just
then, at all events.

Mr. Bootles returned to the-door of the
end study, and rapped sharply.

“Silver I" q

“Yes, sir.'’

“Kindly open the door at oncel”.

“Sorry, sir!l’ 4

“Will' you open this door, Silver?’

“Will the Head let me remain at Rook-
wood, sir?”’

“Certainly not! You know that is im.
possible 1’
“Then it is impossible for me to open

the door, sir!”
There was a pause. In these extraor-
i t Bootles did not

dinary r. B
know what to do. Certainly he could not
pass through.a locked door.

The juniors in the passage waited in
breathless expectation; ex tmg Morning- .
ton, who had gone away :oe‘i)ut e his nose.

Mr. Bootles was at a loss. SO

“Bilver,” he said at last, “what do youn
:':‘nt.en;l by this—this extraordinary con-

uct 1’

“] intend to remain at Rookwood, sir.
“You are expelled—"

“Unjust]_y, sir,”’
“Silver I' h
Another pause. Mr. DBootles coughed

and blew his nose.

“Silver, unless you open the door at once, -
I shall have no alternative but to call in
the Head.”

“Very well, sir.” .

“This disrespectful conduct will not
benefit you in any way, Silver,” said Mr.
Bootles, his temper rising a little. .

“T don’t mean to be disrespectful, sir.
But I can't leave Rookwood in disgrace
when I've done nothing to deserve it.

“That matter is settled, Silver. There
is no purpose to be served by making a
disgraceful disturbance. ¥You must be

aware that if you do not uietly, you -
from the sciooo? by fltIJ'rce 1

"

will be remov

“1 ghall resist, sir!’ .
.*Bless my soull Very well, Silver, as
you are determined, apparently, to cause a3
much unplensantness os possible,. I shall
call Dr. Chisholm.”
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Mr. Bootles rustled away, very much dis-
turbed., There was a buzz in the passage.
As the Form-master went, & cheer rang out
—a cheer for Jimmy Silver—a cheer for the
junior who was under sentence of expul-
sion—and it rang very strangely in the
Form-master's ears.

CHAPTER 19.
No Surrender. .

R.' CHISHOLM looked disturbed and
D irritated as Mr. Bootles entered his
study. The whole affair was very
disturbing to Head, who had
the honour of tho old school very much at
heart. The discovery of a thicf in Rook-
wood was a bitter blow to him. He was
only anxious to get the matter finished
witﬂ as quickly as possible, and forgotten.
as soon as might be.

“Silver, sit—'" began Mr. DBootles,
bardly knowing how to_scquaint the Head
with, the latest extraerdinary development.

T understood that you had already taken
him to the station, Mr. Bootles!’’ said the
Head, with asperity. | :

“{le refuses to go with me, sir!”

“ What " .

“He will not come to the station!”

*Really, Mr. Bootles, I am surprised at

ou!  Surely you can deal with a junior

oy in your own Form. If he has the
astounding audacity to refuse to go, take
him by force! If you need assistance, call
upon one of the prefects to assist you.”

““He has locl;es himself in his study, sir,
and refuses to admit me !’

“Good heavens!” exclaimed the Head.

. '“It is .a very distressing matter, sir,”
said Mr. Bootles, “He maintains that he
is innocent—--'

** Absurd I’
“It_is very ‘odd,
boys in his Form ap
innocence, in spite of

contrary.’

Tho Head made an irritable gesture.

“Their foolishness makes no difference,
Mr. Bootles. Silver must go—and at once.
We will see whether he refuses to open his
door at my command!” rumbled the Head,
and he stalked majestically from the study.

Mi. Bootles followed him. He did not
doubt that. a command from the Head. him-
self would bring the recalcitrant junior to
reason.

too, ‘that a number of
ar to belicve in his
the' evidence to the

EXPELLED!

The Fourth-Formers in the passage made
way respectfully for the Head as he came
striding wpon the scene. The frown on Dr.
Chisholm’s severe face was thunderous.

“Now look out for fireworks!” murmured
| Oswald. : g

Dr, Chisholm reached the end study, a
struck ’h"“}“ﬁ' on the door, .

“8ilver I” he rapped out.

**Yes, sir,”’ came from within.

“Open this door immediately !’

“Am I to remain at Rookwood, sir?”
“What? Certainly not. You are to
proceed to be with Mr. Bootles at

once, to take the train for your home.”’

My homo is at Rookwood till the end
of tho term, sir.”” "

MYou arc expelled from Rookwood,
Silver 1’ thundered the Head.

“ UnYustly, sir!” ’

"“What? What ?”

“I can't home and tell my:- people
I'm oxpelled, sic!- I am not a thict, and
if I gave in it would look as if I were
one |”

‘“How dare you bandy words with me,
Silver! I command you to open this door
this instant’"

No reply. e
- *“You hear me, Silver?”?

“Yes, sir.”

“Will you open this door?"

*“No, sirl”’

It iou do not obey mo immediately,
Silver, I ehall have the door forced.” P

“1 shall resist, sir.”

“Enough 1’ thundered the Head. “I am

‘| sorry to sce, Silver, that you are lost to all

sense of shame as well as to all sense of

honesty! The door will be forced, and
you will be removed |” o
And the Head, greatly perturbed and

extremely angry, strode away.

There was a iow,, steady sound continu-
pus]]\; from the end study, and the juniors
in the passage knew what it was, Jimmy
Silver was screwing up the door!

As soon as the Head was dgona Lovell
ran up the passage and tapped.

“Jimmy I’

“Hallo!”" -

“You're sticking it out?” .

“Yes, rather!’ .

“There'll be an awful row, Jimmy

“I know that, old chap.”

“J=I wish you'd let me in, Jimmy. Ill

i

stand by you.”
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“No fear! You clear off, old chap. I'm
all right.
dozen big: screws already. I've got no ‘end
of nails and screws in my tool-chest "

“Oh, my hat!”

Bulkeley of the Sixth came along the
passage, with a grave face. :

““Clear off, you fags,’” he called out.

And the ﬁazsago cleared. Thie captain of
Rookwood knocked at the door, ©

::[You'd better chuck this, Silver!™ he
said. 4
“Sorry, Bulkeley, I can’t.”

“What's the good of making & fuss,
Silver? It's” only disgracing the school.
You know you've got to go,”’ said Bulkeley.

“I'm not going, if I can help it.”

“You young ass, do you think you can

stay lero after what _you've done?’’ ex-

claimed Bulkeley angrily.
“TI've donc nothing.”
“If you're going to

)

keep up that yarm

-~ “I'm going to keep up the truth, Bulke-
‘ley., And it won’t finish here, either,
My father won't take this quietly,” flashed
out - Jimmy Silver, *There’s still some law
left in England, and my father will sco
that the truth is brought out.””
, “Your father will know that you are
guilty, Silver!”

“He won't believe anythini of the kind,
You wouldn’t either, Bulkeley,” if you
weren’t an ass |’

“\What 2’

“You ought' to know mo _better. You
know Beaumont’s a liar and a cad! He

lnnl':_cd ‘his rotten banknote om me some-

ow 1"’

“““Rot!” said Bulkeley.

“It’s the truth!” .

“Look here, Silver, the Flead’s sent_for
Sergeant Kettle to forco the door. You
will be taken away by force. Won't you
go quietly 77" .

“Never I” ;

“It will be all the worse for you.”

“Tll chance that.” )

Bulkeley shrugged his shoulders and
retired. )

The Rookwood captain was fecling un-
easy in his mind, too,
a guilty fellow could have had tho hardi-
hood and cffrontery. to make a resistance
like this against a just sentence? Was it
possible that there was .some Tearful mis-
take--that the bapless junior was, after gl

I've screwed up the door with a-

Was it possible that

[

%
}.lhe victim of a trcacherous plot? It was
ard to believe—and yeot—— .
" Bulk¢ley went to Deaumont’s study.
Béaumont was not Jooking happy. = He

.| bad been successful; but the new devel({p-

nient of the situation troubled him greatly.
He had nover expected this. Deaumont’s
desire was for Jimmy Silver to go—and 50
quickly. The moro fuss there was made
about the matter, the more chance there
was of something happening to bring the
truth to light.

“Has the young cad gone?” asked the
prefect, as Bulkeley eame in: -

* “No. He’s locked himsclf in his study,
and refuses to come out. here, u-
mont "’—the Rookwood captain looked hard
at the pale and troubled prefoct—*8ilver
says that banknote was planted on him——*'

Beaumont sneered. et
© “Have you come to ask mé whether that’s
true "’ he said sarcastically. ' Do you think
1 should plant a banknote on a kid in the
Fourth, and call him a thief?”

““Y¥ know you always disliked Silver.
I've heard all about your being kicked out
of his stu
one of them,” said Bulkeley: abruptly.
:"{:he juniors made no cnd of a song about
it. .
Beaumont shrugged his shoulders, But a
chill of fear crept into his heart as he saw
the :lloubt that was creeping inte Bulkeley’s
mind.

“Suppose I were rotter cnough tdi'do
such a thing, do you think I conld& he
speered, ) )

“Well, 'no, it doesn’t seem possiblc.”

“If it -seemed possible, you'd rather
believe Jimmy Silver than me,” said Beau-
mont, with a bitter sneer.

“Yes, I would,”’ said Bulkeloy at once.
“Silver was always as straight as a die. X
can’t understand how he came to do this
thing—unless he’s deceived cverybody all
along the line!”’ .

“Well, he has.”

“If he's guilty, it’s jolly quecer that he's
ot tho nerve to kick up a shindy like this,
and no mistake ! .

“Oh, he's got plcnty of nerve—a hard-
ened -young scoundrel I

“Jf he’s guilty, he’s a hardencd young
scoundrel right cnough,” agreed Buliole_v.
“Put ho never gave any sign belore of
being a havdencd young scoundrel, or any-
thing like it. I'm not generaily a Tool, and

S

when you went there to Lully -
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1 always had ‘a high opinion of the kid.
I—I wonder if it’s possible that some other
kid sneaked that note, and shoved it on
him? Do you know any kid .in the Fourth
who'’s got a bitter grudge against him '’

“I don’t know much about the Fourth
and their precious feuds!”’ said Beaumont.
“I don’t care twopence, either!” .

“TIt's barely Iilnﬁibh that it happened
that way, though.” . -

" “You're making out that there's a kid
in the Fourth who's ten times worse than
Silver's supposed to bel”

“Well, ye-e-es; I suppose that's hardly
fair, either. ‘But it's & puzzling business,
Bilver’s acting as if he's innocent, not as
if he's guilty "

“He wants to give that impression, of
course, and he’s taken you in‘to begin
with!” said Beaumont scornfully.

“I—I suppose that’s possible. It’s a jolly
queer bizney, anyway " .

Bulkeley quitted the prefect’s study with
In spite of himself, in spite
of the clearest proof, a doubt wans in his
mind, and would not bo dismissed.

‘When he was gone, Beaumont paced the
study with uneasy steps, his heart throb-
bing, and beads of perspiration on his brow.
‘There wag at least one fellow at Rookwood
that day who was more downhearted than
Jimmy Silver of the Fourth, and that was
Beaumont the prefect.

CHAPTER 20.
Jimmy * Holde the Fort™

RASH! &
‘ Crash1
The heavy blows rang and echoed

-+hrough the Fourth-Form passage.

At the end of the passage a crowd of
juniors looked on with breathless interest.

Sergeant Kettle was wiclding a heavy
axe, and the blows crashed and crashed on
the door of the end study.

Mtr, Bootles stood looking on. . The Head
had retired to his study, like Achilles to
his_tent, with great dignity.

Crash, crash!

The door was of stout oak, but it yiclded
at Jast under the terrific blows rained upon
it by the sergeant., -

Thoe head of the axe went through at
last. It disappeared . through the wood,
and the sergeant ¢raceed on in vain.,

L

EXPELLED! - :

“By gum, the beastly thing’s jammed!” -
he muttered.

e it, seérgeant!” called out Jimmy
Silver.

“Hang youl!”

“I've cFot..a. cord round
chap, and I'm holding it!
you like !’ X

“Bless my soul I’”” said” Mr. Bootles...

The sergeant, crimson with exertion,
tugged at the handle of the axe; but it was
held by the cord lopped over the head
within the split door.

“I—I can’t get it out!”
sergoant,

4 r me!” said Mr. Bootles,

“Master Silver, let go that axel”

““Bow-wow I"

“You young raskil—"’

"o and eat coke, old scout !’ )

The scrgeant growled undet his breath
some oxprossive words he had learned in
the Army. 4

“Pray proceed, sergeant,” &aid Mr.
Bootles miﬁ&n

Sergeant Kettlo snorted.

*I'll have to use the ’ammer.I"” ho said.

He took up a heavy coke-hammer, and

ceeded to hammer on the door. The
lock was_plready smashed, but the stout
serews held the door fast. Under the crash-
mF blows, the already split panels flew in
splinters. ~ A huge gash ngpeared down the
middle of the door, and the sergeant could
see into the study. His eyes met Jimmy
Silver’s, and the besieged junior nodded to

our axe, old
ull as hard as

gasped.  the

im, .

“Qh, lor’ 1" %as d the sergeant.

“Go it!'" said Jimmy Silver cheerily.

“You young rip!” panted the sergeant.

“8ilver, let me make one more appeal to
you!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles. “This dis-
graceful scene should go no further!”

“I can’t give in, sir [’

“In a fow minutes more, Silver, the
door will be forced!”’

“ Some

hours’ work yet, I think, si;,
and I'm not going to let the sergeant do
;it :fl..l can help it, T've got a poker in the
re

“What 1"
“And I think the sergeant will get fed-
up on it, sir, before he gets througi (g
“QOh, my heye!” said the sergeant,
“Pray proceed, sergeant!” said Mr.
Bootles, frowning. .
near worn out; sirl”

“Which I'm joll
growled Sergeant Kettle sylkilv. *This
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’ere ain’t work for a school sergeant, that
I knows on!” :

“Ahem! Some recompense will be made
for your trouble, sorgeant,’”” said Mr.
Bootles. “Iray proceed as quickly as pos-
sible. Otherwise, the last train will be
gone, and it ‘will be impossible to remove
that wretched boy from the .school to-
night I”” »

“T'rather think that train will go, sir,”
said Jimmy Silver; “and I rather think' I
shan’t be in it?’

“Silence, Silver??

“ Certainly, siv!”

Crash, crash, crash!

he heavy hammer splintered the upper

panels of the door. e opening in the
jagged wood grew larger. The sergeant
panted over his job. e was still a hale
old fellow, but the hard labour tcld on
him. - =i

As soon as the opening was large enough
for his head and shoulders to pass through,
the sergeant threw down the hammer.

He put his head through the opening,
and. his shoulders and arms follow
Lovell, at the end of the passage, gave
chums a hopeless look.

“Poor old Jimmy!” he said. *The
game’s up now !”
But the game was not up yet. Jimmy

Silver had said that he would resist to the
finish, and he meant it.
As the burly sergeant strove to drag

himsclf through the opening in the
smashed door, Jimmy Silver jerked the
poker from the five.

The end was glowing red.

Sergeant Kettle blinked at him as Jimmy
advanced, poker in hand.

““Master Silver! Don’t you dare——"

“Get out!’’ said Jimmy,

“Im coming in, hang you!’ bellowed
the sergeant. :

“I give you two seconds,” said Jimmy
Silver quietly, *I don’t want to hurt you,
mrgeap’t, but you arc not comiing into my
stu

“It’s ’Ead’s orders, Master Silver!”

“J can't help that. I’'m holding the fort,
same as you did when you were shut uF
in Ladysmith,” said Jimmy, *Only fol-
owing your own example, sergeant. You
can’t grumble at that!” .

The sergeant grinned for a moment.

““Look ’ere, Master Silver, I've got to
come in! Don’t you touch me with that
there poker!” :

“Are you going ?”

“No, yI iin’:l”
angrily.

“Then here goes!” .

The glowing end of the poker canie for-
ward, straight at the scrgeant’s plump
n

ronred the sergeant

08,

Human flesh and blood could not stand
that, Sergeant Kettlo jerked back his
head, and gavoe a wild howl as the back of
it knocked on the door., He wriggled oub
of the opening in 2 tervific hurry,

“Sergeant—sergeant I Mr. Bootles was
very annoyed. "{Vhy do you not enter the
room, sergeant? DIray enter the room: at
once "

Sergeant Kettlo rubbed the back of his
head, and gave My, Bootles a glare like a
Hun.

“Which I ain’t ramming my nose on to
no red-'ot pokers—not if I knows it!"’ he
roared. “P'r'aps you'd like to ram_ your
own noso on to a red-’ot poker, sir? You're
welcome 1"

“Bless my soull
poker at once!”

“Sorry, sir. . Can’t be_done!”

“You—you wretched boy! I will enter
myself I” shouted Mr. Bootles. “I pre-
sume, Silver, that you will not touch your
Form-master with that poker?”’

“If I'm expelled from Rookwood, sirg
you're not my Form-master any longer,’
spid”.]immy Silver, “You can’t come in,

e d
P

Silver, put down that

sir !

“X shall come in immodiate]

Mr. Bootles put head andé.shoulders
through the gap in the door, his eyes gleam-
ing with anger over his spectacles.

Jimmy made a imss with the poker, and
the glowing tip gowor} within an inch of
the Form-master’s nose. -

Mr. Bootles felt the glow of heat on*his
nose, He did not wait to feel the poker
itself. He squirmed back in breathless
haste.

“(iood heavens!’ he Fasped. “Bilver I
You utter young ruffian I’

“Sorry, sirl”

“Sergeant, on second thoughts, perhaps
you had better proceed to demolish the
door entirely !” gasped Mr. Bootles.

The sergeant grunted.

**You don’t like red-’ot pokers at elose

quarters, sir—wot?” he remarked, with
heavy sarcasm.
**Ahem! Pray proceed, sergeant, and do

not pass remarks,’’ said Mr. Dootles hastily.
B :
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Sergoant Kettle took up the big hammer
aguin; and ‘the crashing of his blows re-

-sounded along” tho "passage.
oF ?zurth crash there

But at the thi
was & sudden fearful yell from the sergeant.
The hammer drop to the floor with a
crash, dnd the sergeant hopped and skipped
mld‘iy.'roaring._ e T
“Yow-ow-ow! Wow-wow-wow I'*

“Bless my soul—"

“Yaroochl I'm burnt! Yoop! Oh, oh!
Ah, yah!”’ s

“Sergeant! What is the matfer?’’

“Grooh! Yooop! I'm burnt!” howled

the se(:iemt. S .

“Pooh! Only a tap on the wrist ! said
Jimmy Silver. - “Suppose I'd tapped you on
the nose, sergeant? I'd. have done it, only
I don't want to spoil your beauty!”

“Yow-ow-ow!” . :
- ‘[he sergeant rubbed his . wrists wildly,
‘Jt' was not a bad burn, but it was a
sample of what was to come. Now that
therc was a big gap in the door, Jm"'ni
. Silver could. reach him with the poker wit
perfect ease, and it was clear that he.meant

[ dl?fond his stronghold against. further
. atvabck. - . ?

Mr. Bootles seemed at his wits’ end. At
the ond of the passage the juniors were
chickling. Even fellows who had thought
the worst of Jimmy Silver were coming
round in their opinion now, The fellow
who was putling- up so extraordinary a
fight agaifi®f expulsion couldn’t be guilty—
S ol "And cepting Mornionton

‘our| . exce ornington

. & Co. there was not a junior gm the Fourth
who did not wish Jimmy Bilver luck. -

. The sergeant licked his scorched wrist,

and sucked it, and growled, and made mili-

tary remarks, fortunately under his breath,

' “‘Pray procecd,”” said Mr, Bootles at

last. “I. am sorry you have been
* sergeant—extremely sorry; but it is, 'after

all, necessary to overcome that obstinate
possible.” s

“I've been burnt, ain’t I1” roared the
old soldier.

““Yes, yes,”’ said Mr. Bootles soothingly.

ray go ob. Really, if e is much
more delay, the train will be lost.”

The sergeant sulkily picked up the
hammer again.. Jimmy gilv_er put the
poker back into the grate.

Crash! Crash!

EXPELLED!

‘hurt, -

Proy force the door as quickly as

As the blows resounded on the creaking
door again, Jimmy took the poker from the
grate and returned to the defence.

The glowing end of the poker, jammed
through the gap, shoved right at the ‘ser-

ant 8s he hammered. The junior incant

USINess. *

But it did.not touch Mr., Kettle, 'The
old sergeant jumped back before it could
reach him, The crashing ceased.

“Sorgeant !’ urged Mr., Bootles.

“Look at that there red-’ot poker !’ hel-
lowed the sergeant furiously. “I ain’t going
to be burnt. hall hover—not if I knows it !’

He hurled the hammer to the floor with a
final terrific. crash. "*““I'm done! 1 can't
get at that there door while that vhere
young demon ’as got that there red-"ot
‘poker! I'm hoff 1"

“Sergeant !”” gasped Mr. Bootles.

But the sergeant strode away down the

sage, growling and grunting. He was
ed up, which was not surprising under the
circumstances. DBreaking into a study ‘to
collar a rebellious junior was not r_ea]i. a
part of his dutios; and it was only too clear

t every crash on the door would be
ollowed by a thrust of the red-hot poker,
It was not good_ enough., i

“Bless my soul I” exclaimed My, Bootles,
in_dismay. : g

The Fourth Form master ambled -away
to the Head's study again. He could think
of nothing but to bring the Head upon the
scene once more, ] .

There was a sound of knocking in the
study, Jimmy Silver was nailing the table
to the door, to block up the openings Ser-
geant Kettle had made with his axe. -

The lmocl:ingnwas still proceeding mer-
rily when the Head came striding up the
passage with a black brow. - ) [
- He glared through-the splifi door 1t tha
junior in the study. ,

“Silver!” he rasped. L
. ;‘Yas, sir?”’ said Jimmy, quite respect-

u e Y . .

“You young rascal, will you cease this
disgraceful - scene I’’ shomted the ‘Head,
“Will you give yourself up at oncel”
_“No, sir.” . R
The Head appeared to choke Zor &
moment, Never had Jimmy Silver .seen
him so furiots. But the junior did mnot

falter. He had everything to lose and
nothing to fnin‘by surrender. And he did
not even t

hink of surrender.. Surrénder
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r’aé not & word in Jimmy Silver's vocabu-
ary, y

“8ilver, if you persist in this, I shall
send for your father!” gasped the Head
at last. **This—this utter rulfianism "

“1 am sorry, sir! But I am not a thief,
and I cannot be expelled from Rookwood
for what I have not done.’’

“Enough! Since you persist in Lhis
ruffianly resistance, I shall request your
father to come here and remove you!
Enough I’

The Head strode away.

Jimmy Silver let the poker fall into the

fender, It was not nceded now, The
sicge of the end study was over, and
Jimmy Silver had won,

. . » . . .

Jimmy Silver slept in his blankets in_the
end study that night. But it was long
before anyone slept at Rookwood. The
ald school buzzed with excitement, und all
were wondering how the amazing state of
affairs would end. ’

CHAPTER 21.
Loyal Chums.

- LANG! Clang! Clang!
' Arthur Edward” Lovell, of the

Fourth Form, sat up in bed as the
first clang of the rising-bell rang
out over Rookwood School.

Lovell _was the first out of bed.
chums, Raby and Newcome, followed
quickly, while Rawson was out & mo
or so later.

he chums dressed quickly, while the
rest of the Fourth were still yawning.

Then tho four juniors hurried downstairs
to thc Fourth-Form passage.

The passage was deserted, and they
hastened along it to the end study, The
door of that study was closed and fastened
—screwed securely from inside. There was
a gap in the door, but inside there was a
barricade of the study furniture, screwed
with an abundance of screws. Jimmy
Silver, expelled from Rookwood by order
of the Head, had screwed himself in his
study, and was holding the fort against
all comers, It was an unprecedented state
of affairs, and it caused tremendous excite-
ment in the old school. And Jimmy’s pluck
and determination cagried the beliel in his
innocence to spread, ‘cspeeially among the
junioss,
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. The Head, perplexed and puzzled by the
line taken up by tho expelled junior, had
sent for his father, and Mr. Silver was
expected that morning to take his son
away, It was the only way Dr. Chisholm
could think of for dealing with the recal-
citrant junior. And Jimmy Silver, secure
in his fortress, had passed the night there,
rolled in blankets on the sofa.

Lovell tapped cautiously at the door.

Communication with the expelled junior
was forbidden, but at that early hour there
was no prefect on the scene.

“Jimmy "

There was a yawn inside the study,
Jimmy Silver rolled off the sofa, and tossed
the blankets aside.

He grinned at his chums through the
gap ' smashed in the door by Scrgeant
Kettle’s attack the previous day.

**“ Hallo, kids!"*

“¥eel all right this morning, Jimmy 7"
“Right as rain!” said gimmy Silver
cheerfully.

“Got plenty of grub for brekker 2 asked
Rawson,

“ I‘)ts !9) ¥

“1I say, Jimmy," said Raby, “the Head's
sent for your pater.”
Jimmy nodd
“I know."’ .

“He'll be here to-da
most likely, What are you

—this mm-ninﬁ
g tp dol.

vy Rt

ing I haven't done.”” I nevér' totiched
Beaumont’s banknote. I never saw it till
Bulkeley took it out of my pocket when
he searched me. It was planted on me by
some cad, and I believe Mornington had
something to do with it. My father won'’t
believe me guilty. I don’t know what he'll
decide. But unless he orders me to leave

Y Rookwood, I shan't go.”

“Good for you!” said Rawson. “And
remember, Jimmy, we're looking into it.
I’ve been thinking it over a lot, and I'm
Foing to see 'your father, if I can, and tell
him about_it. Better let him heoar your
side of the matter before he sees the

ead.”

“You'll be at lessons,”’ said Jimmy.

Rawson shook his head.

“I"'m going to cut lessons, and meet your
pater at the station.”

“Phew "
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“Ho are we,’”” said Lovell, “ That's what
wi've come to tell you, Jimmy.”’

“But Mr. Bootles won't give you leave
of absence—"’

“We're going to take French leave.”
- #I—T say, you'll into a row,” said
Jimmy uneasily. “I don’t want you to
get into a row on my account.”

“Rats!"’ said Newcome, **Ain't we your
pals, fathead ?”’
© “You see, the Head’s written to your
father that yvou’ve stolen a banknote from
Beaumont of the Sixth, and that you're
sacked,” said Lovell. “ Your l{mtgr will be
cut l‘? about it. It will buck him up no
end it we méet him first, and explain that
it’s all lies.”” :

“And it will show him that some of
Rookwood, at least, believes in you and
sticks to you, Jimmy,”” said Raby. .
e .ﬁ?hl d of you,” said Jimmy

ilver gratefully. “The poor old pater wi
be cut up, there’s no doubt about that.”

“We'll cheer him up,” said Rawson;
“and we know how to put him on the
track, too. We’ve been jawing it over,
and we've thought of a way of getting
some light on the subject.”

“You have, you 'menn," grinned Lovell.
“JI never thought of it.’

“Rawson’s hit on something, Jimmy,”
-said Newcome, * Rawson's long

ggt a

l_:_eld and

- & g, ® e - o

““The juniors %ﬁ‘m & Bosumatit.

- He was a prefect of the Sixth, but th
. were not much inclined to treat him wit!

It was Beaumont’s banknote that
had been found on.Jimmy Silver, and not
one of "hm!vil'ﬂ’s chums believed that he had
stolen it. ey believed that the bully of
the Sixth had been concerned in “plant-
ing ” it on_him, It was the ‘only thin
ghng_ could believe, so long as their fai
in Jimmy Silver remained unshaken.

. “Do you hear me?” rapped out Beaumont.

“It’s against the Head's orders for you to
come here, and you know it!”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Lovell
sava fy. “We'ro going to speak to our
pal if we choose!"”

“Your pal—an expelled thief!” sneered
tho prefect. - .

“Liar!” said Jimmy, through the door.

**Perhaps it isn't Jimmy- who'll be ex-

EXPELLED!

lled when the truth comes out,” said

ovell, his eyes gleaming. -“Perhaps it's a
bullying cad in the Sixth, and a mean rotter
in the Fourth, who helped him to plant a
banknote in Jimmy's pocket !” .
t started violentl

* You—you dare
panted,

*“QOh, that touches you on the raw, does
it?” said Lovell,

“You young hound!” shouted Beaumont.

He made a rush at Lovell. The four
juniors stood up to him grimly, quite pre-
pared to “handle him,” prefect as he was,

But Bulkoloy of the Sixth came hurrying

y.
to suggest—" ho

up.

“Stop that|” he said curtly. i

“T'hose young cads are talking to Silver,”
said Beaumont, with a scowl. * The Head's
forbidden it.”

“I know that as well as you do, Beau-
mont. Clear off, kids,” said the captain of
Rookwood. “ You're not allowed here.”

And Bulkeley shepherded the juniors
down the passage, followed by the scowling
Berumont, Jimmy Silver was left alone—
much cheered by the visit of his chums.

CHAPTER 22.
. French Leave.

HERE was intense excitement, in

<. Rookwood that morning.
At breakfast it was im;l:ossible to

still the buzz of excited -whispers.

Over on the Modern side the excitement
was almost as great as among the Classicals,
Fellows who knew Jimmy Silver well still
had faith in him, in spite of the overwhelm-

ing evidence against him. 5
he fact that the Head had given up the
attempt to remove the expelled junior by
force, and had sent for his father, added to
the excitement. 8o far, Jimmy Silver had
won. The honours were with him. s
After breakfast a prefect was posted in
the Fourth-Form passage to sce that none
of the juniors visited the rebel in the end
study. He remained on guard until the bell
rang for morning lessons. i
But when the Classical Fourth turned up
i ir Form-room there were four

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth,



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

‘was looking very distressed that morning.
He was quite pale and troubled when he
camg_ into the Form'rcom. The disgrace
that had fallen upon his Form was a heavy
blow to him,

He glanced at the Fourth over his spec-
tacles, and noted the absence of four juniors
at once.

“Lovell! Raby! Newcome! Rawson!”
There was no answer,
“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles.

“Does anyone here know where those four
boys are?”

**‘They went out after breakfast, sir,”
Peele,

“Dear me! Is it possible that they are
playing truant?” exclaimed Mr. Bootles,
aghast at the idea. i

“Gone to see Jimmy Silver, perhaps,

- sir,” said Mornington,

“Shut up, you spalpeen,”
Flynn fiercely.

Myr. Bootles left the Form-room, evidently
to investigate. But he returned in a few

said

whispered

minutes. ‘The absentees were not in the
house,
Myr. Bootles had no resource but to mark

them down absent,
began.

Meanwhile, the four juniors were on their
way to the station at Coombe,

They had slipped out of gates quietly,
reckless of the result of cutting morning
lessons.  There would be punishment to
follow, but that had to be risked. Helping
their chum when he was down on his luck
was more important than construing Latin
—at least, Lovell & Co. so considered.

They arrived early at the little station
in ombe, and saw the first train from
London come in. Then they waited for the
next.

“]I suppose Jimmy's pater couldn’t get
here much before midday,” remarked

vel. “He won't have reccived the
Head's letter till this morning, most llkely

‘e may have to wait all the mornmg

“We'll wait all day if nccessary,”
Raby.

“Yes, rather I

But the devoted chums did not have to
wait so long as that. When the eleven
o’clock train came in, & gentleman stepped
from it they knew well. It was Mr. Silver.

Mr. Silver was looking troubled, and a
little pale, but his brows were knitted.  The

and morning lessons

said
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Head's letter had evidently given him a
severe shock; but, to judge by his expres-
sion, it was ‘ot in a chastened mood that
ho was going to Rookwood. He was going
Lhere to sce that bis son had justice.
'Tho juniors hurried towards Lim, raising
then: caps,
“Mpr, Silver!” oxclaimed Raby.
My, Silver stopped, looking at them in
surprise.
“We came to meet you, sir,” said Lovell.
“'mlccd " gaid Jimmy's father, looking
puzzled. "I supposc you are awato of the
state of affairs at the school—that my son
has been prelle i ?
*Yes, sir.”
“And we know he’s innocent, sir,” said
Rawson.
*“You know it.”
“Well, we believe so, nnywny.”
“Jolly sure of it, sir,” ssui Newcome,
i‘ We 'ro Jimmy’s pals, and we’re sticking to
m.”
Mr. Bilver’s clouded brow cleared a little,
“Then 1 take it that the evidence is nat
completo? he said.

Well—" Lovell hesatated “It’s pretty
strong, sir. The Head has. decided that _
Jimmy is guilty.”

“Yet you believe in him? w
“You see, we know old Jimmy,” ex-
plained Lovell, “T don't care twopenee for

the evidepce | =
Mr.aﬁhmllcd
“I ain glad to see that the.ra is someons

at Rookwood who has faith in my son,’
ho seid. “I came to see Dr. Chisholm. It
appears that my son las refused to leave the
school, although ordered to do so.”

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Lovell, “He's -
holding the study against ever_\,body. Just
like old Jimmy. He won’t give in and be
sacked when he's innocent all the time.
You ain’t waxy with him for that, sir?”

“I do not blame him if he is innocent,”
said Mr. Bilver; “and, naturally, I am in-
clined to put faith in my son. Yet it is
extraordinary, if he is innocent, that the -
evidence against him should be strong
enough to cause Dr. Chisholm to sentence
him to expulsion from the school. I had
better sece the Head—"

“Dut we've got something to tell yon
that the Head doesn’t know, sir,” exclaimet
Lovell. “Old Rawson thonght of it. He's
jolly decp.” ~
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“"I'hen I shall certainly listen to you,” said
Mr. 8ilver. ‘*Come into the waiting-room.”

Mr. Silver was a quiet and self-contained
gentleman, But the juniors could see that
he had been ‘““bucked,” as they called it,

- by learning that his son’s friends still be-
lieved in his innocence, and stood by him.

“Now, tell me exactly what happened at
‘Rookwood yesterday,” said Mra Silver, as
he sat down in the waiting-room.

“Uo it, Rawson, You're going to do the
talking,” said Lovell. :

Rawson nodded.

. “DBeaumont of the Sixth missed a five-
" pound note from his study, sir,”’ said Raw-

son. © “It was taken from tho table-drawer.
. Jimmy Silver had been sent to his study to

fetch his footer, and it seems that nobody
else went into the-study.

* Beaumont didn't accuse Jimmy, but he
suggosted searching him.  Bulkeley—he's

" the captain of Rookwood—searched Jimmy
in the presence of Beaumont and Mr.
Bootles and two prefects. The banknote
was found on himn.”

" Mr. Silver drew a.deep breath.

“I1t was found in his jacket,” went on
Rawson, “The lining was torn, and the
banknote had gone through the pocket.
They took it for granted that Jimmy had
stolen it, then.” .

. "1 admit I was rather knocked over,”
said Lovell, colouring. “It did seem =
clinchier, But—-"

#“Did my son make any explanation {”

- "Yes,"” said Rawson. “He said he'd

“never scen the note before, and that some-

‘body must have put it in his jacket. Only

+ —only it wouldn't be easy for a Sixth-

.. Former to come nosing in our dorm. look-
ing for a chap’s jacket in-the dark—and it
must have been put there at night.

—and ides, Beaumont’s a prefect of the

Sixth, and—and the Head wouldn't be likely

to believe such a thing of him. He doesn’t

know how Beaumont hated poor old

Jimmy."”

“My son was on bad torms with this
Beaumont?”

*Yes, rather,” said Lovell. “Beaumont's
the rottenest bully at Rookwood, and, of
course, we don't stand that.”

*Jimmy kicked him out of our study the
other day,” said Newcome. “ Ho came there
to lick e, anll we kicked the rotter out!”

* Burely juniors are not allowed to ejoct

o
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a prefect of the Bixth Form from a study.
Did not Beaumont complain to the Head 7"
“That shows what a rotter he is!” said
Lovell, “Hé had licked Newcome so much
that ho dared not let the Head know about
it. But he was awfully down on Jimmy for
taking the lead in kicking him out!  All
the fags were laughing at him for it. Some
of them serenaded him under his window.”
“Then Beaumont had a motive for wish-
ing to injure my son,” said Mr. Silver.
& ﬁut it is a long step from that to attempt-
ing to fasten a charge of theft upon him!"”

“Yes; but as Jimmy’s innocent, that’s
the only explanation, sir.” K

My, Silver smiled. ‘The eager, unthink-
ing faith of Jimmy’s chums touched him
deeply.

“But my son's innocence has to be proved
yet,” he said. “Did it transpire whether
my son knew that there was a banknote in
Beaumont's study 1” .

“Yos; and that told against him,” zaid
Lovell, “ But Rawson has worked out that
it tells in his favour!”

. “Indeed!” Mr. Silver
curiously at the scholarship junior.
go on, Master Rawson!”

Kawson coloured a liitle.

“1 thought of it in talking it over with
these chaps,” he zaid. “You see, Jiinmy
knew there was a banknote in Beaumont’s
study, because he had heard Beaumoft
mention it to another Six-Former in the

passage.
“Well, chaps in the Fourth don’t gencrally
hear Sixth-Formers talking about their busi-
ness; it was jolly odd that Jimmy happened
to hear that. I thought it over, and it
seems jolly clear to me that Beaumont
deliberately spoke about it in Jimmy’'s hear-
ing, so that it would come out afterwards
that Jimmy knew the banknote was there1”
“You ought to be a lawyer, young man,” -
said Mr. Silver. “The point is very well
taken indeed. But, as the matter stands,
it appears that the evidence against my
son is overwhelming, and his only plea is
an accusation against a Sixth-Form prefect -
which cannot be proved in any way!”
“That's where old- Rawson comes in!”
said Lovell triumphantly. “Rawson’s jolly
well going to prove it1" ;
“Go on, my dear boy,” said Mr.- Silver.
And the chums of the Fourth chorused:-
“QO it, Rawson ™

looked very
“Pleuse
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CHAPTER 23.
Good Old Rawson.

AWSON coloured and grinned. He

R had shown considerable acumen in

thinking the mysterious tangle out,

and the juniors admirved him for it.

The scholarship boy had had a harder life

than most of the Rookwood fellows, and

his hard experiences had given him an old

head on young shoulders; and  Rawson’s

long head was. destined to stand Jimmy
Silver in good stead.

Rawson “went it,” as his. chumi re-
quested. :

“You see, this chap Beaumont is rather a

. rotter,” he said. “We don’t sneak about a
chap, of coursc, even when he’s a beastly
bully; and I don’t know that anything
could be proved against him, anyway—he's
jolly deep!

“But we in the Fourth know jolly well
that he's a rotter all through! He’s been
seen talking to a shady bookmaker who
hangs about Coombe, and his fag has found
cards and cigarettes in his study, and sport-
ing papers, and all that. Everybody knows
jolly well that he goes the pace, though he
doesn’t know they know!”

“That is important,” said Mr. Silver
quietly.  “The personal character of an
accuser is a very important matter. Pray
continue ! . ;

“Well, for the last fow days cverybody
knew that Beaumont was hard up,” said
Rawson, “The fellows joked about his hav-
ing bad luck on the geegees—not to let
Beaumont hear them, of course.
rowed money of a kid in the Fourth!”

“Mornington,” said Lovell, “the rottenest
cad in the Lower School. He’s been very
thick with Beaumont, and he hates Jimmy
Silyer as a. Hun hates the truth!”

“Mornington never told us so, of course,”
said Rawson, ‘“‘But his .pals know-—Towny.
and Topham and Peele—and, of course, they

jawed sometimes; so most’ of ‘the fellows |

knew. - -
“ Besides, it-ain’t usual for'a Sixth-Form
prefect to be .thick with .a Fourth-Form

junior. - It's jolly unusual, and cverybody

knew it was because of Morny’s money.
Morny. rolls in money ;. ho simply recks with
«it. Beaumgnt wouldn’t hayg, stood him Jor
ten seconds if he hadn’t been havd yp and
wanting to borraw.” R g

He’s hor--
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“But what does this lead to?” asked Mr.
Silver. . y .

“Rawson’s coming to it,” chuckled
Lovell. "You givo old Rawson his head.
Go it, Rawson!” -

“Woll, sir, Beaumont being hard up, as
we all knew, to such an extent as to be
borrowing monoy “of a junior, whero did
he get five pounds from all of a sudden?”
said Rawson.

“That's it!” said Lovell, :

“Five pounds is a good bit of money even
for a Sixth-Form chap,” said Rawson; “and

wo know Beaumont hadn’t a quid, let alono

five quids.
from?” i

Me. Silvor looked perplexed.

“But it is established that Boaumont
the five-pound note,” he ;said.
actually found in the. search!” .

“Exactly. But I don’t’ believe it was
Beaumont’s fiver at all!”

“ But .whose, then, do you suppose it was,
and what has that to do with the matter?”
asked the perplexed old gentleman.

“Morny’s!” chorused Lovell and Raby
and Newcome. - - 5

*You mean that Mornington has lent the
five-pound note to Beaumont?” e

“Yes, sir, to fix it on Jimmy Silver.”

“«Oh 1" 7, .

“You see, sir, Beaumont was so well
known to be hard up that when he missed
the note first follows said he hadn’t ong, and
l\vu:.%nly gassing about having had one and
ost jt. g .

“After we thought of this, I apoke to
Naville,” - said Rawson.. “ Nevillo’s tho
secretary of the senior football club, and
used, to dun Beaumont for his sub, We all
knew it. . Some of. the fags used to call
out to Beaumont. ¢ Here comes. Nevillo for
hiqu‘;’x,b!’ and it mado Beaumont awfully
wIi : 3

‘Mr. Silver laughed. =~

“Y have no doubt it did.” .
.“Well, Beaumont was looking for the
fiver to pay Neville when he missed it,” said
Rawson ; “and my belief is that he fixed that
so_as to have Neville present when it was
missed. " o o e

“Naville didn’t half boliove at first that
he had a banknote at all, and Beauinont had
fo explain how it was, s Noville know he.
was stony.  Ho explained that ho'd reccived
it from his ancle.” BT e

Whero did he get that fiver

had
“Tt was
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“Is mot that probable?” . .

“I suppose 1it's possible,” said Rawson.
“But I'm jolly certain that if Beaumont got
a fiver, he’d havo paid some of his debts
with it, not use it to fix a charge on old
Jimmy. But that isn’t all. When he
couldn’t pay Neville his football sub.; he
couldn’t have had the fiver, could het” "

“1 suppose not.”

“Well, he had the fiver afterwards that
day—and he had it from his uncle, so he
says. But he never had a letter that day!”
said Rawson triumphantly. *“We've been
inquiring about that, and Beaumont nevet
had a letter yesterday at all. The postman
comes only twice n day to Rookwood, and
Lovell met him each time.. Lovell’s expeet-
ing some tin from home!”

** And Beaumont met him each time, too,"”
chuckled Lovell; “and each time the old

. boy said no, there wasn’t & letter for Master
Beaumont. 1 never thought about it till
Rawson started working it out!”

Mpr. Silver's face was very grave.

“So you see how we work it out, sir,”
said Rawson modestly. “Beaumont says
he bad the fiver from his uncle—he told
Noville so—and we know he hadn't a letter

_ yesterday at all. Mornington is simply reck-
ing with fivers, and we know he’d give 'em
all to get even with Jimmy Silver.

“Boaumont couldn’s have snecaked into
our dorm. to shove that banknote into
Jimmy's jacket.- But Morny sleeps in
our dorm., and it would be quite casy for
him to sneak out of bed and do it when
all the chaps were asleep: He'd know
exactly where Jimmy’s jacket was, of
course. That five-pound note never was in
Beaumont’s table drawer at all!”

“Never in its life!” chortled Lovell,

“It was Morny’s fiver all the time, and
. Morny shoved it into Jimmy's pocket, and
only gave Beaumont the number, so that

could claim it!"

Mr. Silver drew a deep breath.

“My dear boy,” he said, “I think your
theory has been largely dictated by your
belief in my son; but it is certainly pos-
sible, and quite certainly this aspect of the
matter shall be inquired into |”

“That’s what we want,” said Lovell.
“We know you'll see that Jimmy has jus-
tice, sir. The Head wouldn’t listen to kids
like us, but—"" i .

“He will listen to me,” said Mr. Silver
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grimly. “I should certainly require proof
as to thoelast iota before I allowed my son
to be branded as a thief!”

*“That's it, sir,” said Rawson. “Now, all
banknotes are numbered, and that note
had a certain number. - Notes can be traced
by their numbers.. If Beaumont had it from
his uncle, it can be proved!”

“ Undoubtedly.” .

“And if he had it from Morny, that can
be proved, too, Morny will deny know-*
ing anything about it—he’s. a reguliar I'rus-.
sian for lying—but it can be proved all the
same. e note must have come from a
bank, and the banker will know!”’ 3t
. ““And if the note’s proved to be Morny’s,
that settles tho whole ‘bizney,” said Raby.
“Morny put it into Jimmy Silver’s pocket.
and Beaumont claimed it afterwards—and
very likely he’d never even seen it.”

*“And “thore’s another- point,” ‘said Raw-
son. *“Where’s that note now ? It's Morny's
—we'ro convinced of that, and it's served
its turn in getting Jimmy Silver oxpelled.
1 don’t believe Morhy would let Beaumont
keep it. He swanks a.lot with his blessed
money, but ho don’t give any away. 1
don't believe for a minute that he would
let Beanmont keep that note, if it’s his.”

* And if he's got it back he’s got it now."”
said Lovell. “You sce, they lieve the
matter is finished and done with—they don’t

uess old Rawson has been working it dut
film a merry old Sexton Blake.”

“My dear lads,” said Mr. Bilver grate-
fully, “you have lightened my heart very
much, I cannot thank you enough for
meeting me here and telling me this. I
shall now know what line to take at Rook-
wood. You can safely leave the matter in
my hands from this point.”

“Oh, ves, rather!” sai@ Lovell.

Mr. Silver rose: The four juniors walked
to Rookwood with him in high spirits, and
they arrived ns the Rookwood fellows were
coming out of the Form-room after morning
lessons. :

CHAPTER 24.
Mr. Silver Means Business! .
R. CHISHOLM rose as Mr. Silver
D was shown into his study.
The Head's faco was grave and
concerned. Angry as he was with
Jimmy Silver, he could fecl for the blow
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that had failen upon the boy’s father, He
shook hands very cordially with his visitor.

*“Iam glad to sce you, Mr, Silver. Please
sit down. I need not say how extremely

sorry I am to send for you on such an

crrand.”

“I can quite understand that,” said Mr.
Silver.

“Your son must leave Rookwood,” said
- the Head. *“'The discovery of his action
must, of course, be a very painful shock to
you. But you will see that I had no re-
source but to expel a boy guilty of theft.”

“If my son is guilty of theft, sir, he

] deserves to be expelled from school, and to

go to prison. I should have no pity for

¥ him whatever if that were the case,” said

Mr. Silver quietly. “But if he is inno-

i cent——"’

The Head made a gesture.
“1 stated the whole of the circumstances
. in my letter to you, Mr. Silver.”
“So far as you knew them, sir.”
“Really, Mr. Silver, you must do me the
kcrodit of believing that I inquired into the
matter in the most thorough manner,” said
the Head, with a touch of asperity. “It is
not a light matter to expel a boy upon so
i serious a charge.”

“Quite so. But as the boy’s father you
must allow for my natural faith in him,”
said Mr, Silver. “I am quite aware that
you intend to administer strict justice, of
¢ conrse, 8till, there is the possibility that

a mistake has been made.”

The Head stiffened visibly.
“There was no room for a mistake,” he
“The stolen property was actually
your son’s possession.”

C o s R deli i

placed in his pocket without his knowledge.”

“Indeed!
statement, which I refused to listen to for
a moment. I did not mention that in my
letter to you.” !

“I have seen some of my son’s friends
here.” :

“It is news to me that any boy at Rook-
wcod doubts his guilt,” said the Head
coldly.

“On_the contrary, his friends have not
Jost faith in him, and neither have I,” said
Mr. Silver composedly.

The Head drummed on the table with his

. fingérs,
c “Mr. Silver, the matter has been ad- :

Certainly he made that absurd.
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judged. I have asked you to come here to
remove your son, who defies all authority,
and has even resorted to violence to remain
at Rookwood against my will.”

“If he is innocent, doctor, his conduct can
be pardoned, I imagine?” ;

“If he were innocent, Mr. Silver, I should
not only pardon his action, but I should
express my personal regret to hLim for
what has happened. DBut he is not inno-
cent,” said the Head tartly. *“He is guilty,
and his giilt has been proved.”

“1 do not regard the proof as conclusive.”

“I am sorry for that. 1 must say thut my
decision remains unchanged.” . .

“You have no objection, however, to my
inquiring into the circumstances myself
while I am here,”

“I have no right to raise any objection,
but I do not see the use.” :

“That may transpire later,” said Mr.
Silver. ‘Doctor, my son’s good name, and
my own as his father, are at stake. You
can make allowance for a parent’s feelings,
I am sure.”

.The Head melted at once,

“My dear sir, you shall be satisfied in
every possible way!” he exclaimed. “I am
sorry that I sce no possible chance of lifting
this stain from your son’s name. His Form-
master tells me that he had a very high
opinion of him until now. Ie was, in fact,
a credit to the Fourth Form—somewhat
high-spirited, but an_excellent lad in every
way. That makes his fall more shocking
and painful.” i

“And improbable,” said Mr. Silver.

“Well, you shall satisfy yoursclf,” said
the Head. “Heaven forbid that I should
deny you the fullest satisfaction in the
matter, What do you wish to do?”

“1 should like to question Mastor Beau-
mont.”

“Very well.”

Dr. Chisholm touched the bell, and sent
the page to call Master Beaumont to the
study.

“¥You must not suppose that Beaumont
accused your son,” he explained. “ Mr.
Bootles tells me that he expressed scrions
doubt as to whether Silver had taken the
note. He required him to be scarched
partly for his own sake, as suspicion natur-
ally fell upon him.”

Mr, Silver nodded without replying.

Beaumont of the Sixth entered the study.
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The prefect was looking pale, and his
brows were clouded. It was not pleasant
“to him to mect_Jimmy Silver's father. But
be nerved himself for the ordeal.
“This is Master Beaumont,”
Head.

Mer. Silver scanned the prefect’s face.

“Thank you for coming here, Master
Beaumont,” ho said. 1 am Silver's father.
I have come to take my son—if he is guilty.”

Beaumont's lips qulvorcd uneasily.

“.{ am afraid there is no doubt about that,
sir,” he said. “The matter has been
proved, I am sorry to say.” -

“We shall sce. It was your banknote, I
undcrstand, l]mt was purloined?”

“Yes, sir.”

“A ﬁvc-puund note?”

“ g "

"lnu had the number of itt"

said the

“Beaumont identified the note by the

number,” interjected the Head.

“Exactly. May I ask, Master Beau-
mont, whether you are accustomed to
ssing banknotes of such value!"

“1 have fivers sometimes, sir,"” said Beau-
mont.

- Mny I ask you where you obtained this
one?”

“Really, sir—"' heg.nn the Head.

“Let Master Beaumont answer my ques-
tion. Unless,” szid Mr. Silver, with bitter
emphasis—'‘ unless Master Beaumont objcets
to answoring it.”

DBeaumont made an uncasy movement.

“1 have no objection to answering it, of
course,” he said. “I had the note from my

' uncle.”

“You stated as much, I understand, to
Neville, of your Form?”

“Yes; I told Neville,” said Beaumont,
astonished at Mr. Silver's knowledge.

“Please tell me your uncle's name.” -

Beaumont hestbated

“1 am waiting,” sald Mr. Sllver.

“I don't see—""

“T must say that 1 do not sec the drift
of all this,” said the Head, with very visible
signs of impatience.

“I bave an object, sir, Unloss Master
Besumont answers my questions, I shall
conclude that he has spoken falsely in say-
ing that he had the banknote .from his
‘uncle.” -

“Mr. Silver!”

“Let himm answer,” seid Mr. Bilver.
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“My uncle is 8ir Charles Beaumont,” snid
the prefect sullenly.

Very good. Sir Charles Beaumont,
doubtless, takes Lhe numbers of his notes,”
said Mr. Silver. “ You have the number of
the stolen mnote, Dr. Chisholin®”

“¥Yoes; but—""

I bave finished with Master Beanmont.”

The Head made the prefect a sign to
lcave the study. DBeaumont, vory pale and
pertur bed, quitted the room.

“Now, sir—"" began the Head.

“I obsurve that you have a telephone
here, sir,” said Mr. Silver. * Doubtless Sir
Charles Beawmont's name is in the tele-
L phone directory—"

“That is the case. 1 have received a cail
from him before,” said the Head. * But
what—"

“Will you kindly telephone to him, and
inquire whether he sent his nephew a bank-
noreufor five pounds yesterday, or. this week
at all?”

“Really—"
“x\iy bclmf is that he did nothing of the
kind,” said Mr. S:lvex grimly.

"chlly,‘ sir—""

“A few words with 8ir Charles Beaumont
will settle the matter one way or the nlhcr.
caid Mr., Silver.

The Head made an impatient gesture.

"I” will do as you wish, Mr. Silver, but

“Thank you!”

Dr, Chisholm cmsed to the tol(-phone nnd
picked up the recciver. Ho called for his
number, abd in 8 fow minutes he was
through.

“Fortunately, Sir Charles Beauriiont is at
home,” said the Head irritably. * You will
seo in a few minutes, Mr, Silver, that your

very remarkable suspicion is quite un-
founded.”

“ Perhaps so.” -

“Ah, he is here! Is that 3ir Charles

Beaumont!”

*“Yes,” came back the veice on the wire.
“That is Dr. Chisholm "

“Yes. Pray excuse me for disturbing
you, Sir Chnrles. I desire to ask only one
question, concerning a banknote you sent to
your nephew here this week.”

“What?t What?”

“You sent a five-pound note

to youn
nephew, Master Beaumont of

the Sixt}

Form at Rookwood~—"



“Nothing of the sort!™

“ Wha-at?” . .

“I have not semt my nephew a bank-
note 1”

Thé Head fairly gasped over the receiver.

“You—you—you have not?” he stut-
tered. ’

“Certainly not. -I have no five-pound
notes to spare to send to schoolboys!” said
Sir Charles crossly. “So far as I remember,
1 have sent him nothing since his birthday
two months ago.”

*“You are absolutely certain?”

“Of course I am certainl
dickens——""

“Pray excuse my troubling you!” gasped
the Head. And he rang off without further
speech, probably leaving the baronet very
much puzzled.

Dr. Chisholm sank limply into his chair.

“Well?” said Mr. Silver grimly.

“You were right!” gasped the Head.
“Gir Charles Beaumont has not sent his
nephew a hanknote, and Beaumont has
spoken falsely. DBut—but what does that
prove?”

What the

CHAPTER 25.
Lovell on the Warpath!

IMMY SILVER was sitting in his
g study, contentedly munching bread
and cheese. ;

“Hallo. pickpocket ! yelled
Townsend, peering through the gap in the
door. .

Jimmy 8ilver looked up.

“Thief I sajd Tonham,

“Lucky for vou there’s a door between us,
Torny,” said Jimmy Silver quietly.

“Your pater’s come,” sneered Morning-
_ ““You‘ll soon be out of that, my pip-
pin

“And a good riddance!” said Peele.

“My pater will stand by me” said
Jimmy, “and the rotter who pnt that bank-
note in my jacket had better look out.”

Mornington laughed mockingly.

“Liko son, like father, perhaps,” he re-
marked. “Birds of a feather.”

Whiz! !

A chunk of cheese came through the gap
in the door, and Mornington gave a yell as
it caught him in the cye.

#Yow-wow!”

He shook his fist savagely at Jimmy Silver
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;u‘ ge gouged ot his eye with the other
hand. -

“You rotten thief! Vou're going to be
kicked out, and your confounded father
with you!” he hissed.

There was a rush of feet in the passage.
Lovell & Co., and Rawson and Flynn, came
dashing up.

“Go for the cads!” shouted Lovell. I
thought we’d find you here, youn rotters!”

“Hang you! Kcep off! Yah!”

Lovell rushed at Mornington, hitting oub
right and left. Townsend and Topham and
Pecle rolled on the floor under the vigorous
assault of the Co.

“Kick 'em along the passage,”
Lovell, “Leave this cad to me!”

“Yow-ow! Help!”

“Yoop! Legqo "

“Oh, crumbs!”

The unfortunate nuts roared and howled
as they were dribbled along the passage.
They went rolling down the stairs in & dis-
hovelled state.

Mornington, meanwhile, was Gghting with
Lovell, hammer and tongs.

The dandy of the Fourth had pluck
enough, of a wildcat sort. e fought his
hardest, but he was no match for Jimmy
Silver’s indignant chum.

Lovell knocked him right and left.» Morn- -
ington went down at last under a terrific
right-hander. -

“Well hit!” shouted Jimmy Silver from
the end study. Jimmy was looking on,
through the door, with great enjoyment.

“Get up, you cad!” panted Lovell. “Get
up, you slandering rotter! You've got to
take yont medicine for shoving that bank-
note in Jimmy's pocket1” . .

Mornington panted.

“Ii’s a lie! You—you—-"

“Qet up, or I'll jolly well jump on you!”
roared Lovell. 3 ;

Morpington scrambled to his feet, and
came on again. Lovell met him more than
half-way.

The dandy of Rookwood was scratching
and kicking as well as fighting, and Lovell
showed very plain signs of conflict. ~But
he stuck grimly to his enemy, and punched,
and punched again, till Mornington went
down once more, and lay gasping. :

“Good ol Lovelll” choriled Jimmy
Silver. {

said
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“Cave!” called out Raby along the pas-

ge.

Mr. Bootles came whisking on the scene,
with rustling gown.

“Lovell, what are you doing bere? Do
you wi lsh to be caned again, sir? Go
away ai once! Do’you hear me?  Morning-
ton, you are wanted!”

The Form-master drew Mornington to his
fcet, and the jumior reeled, breathlessy

“he—the Head wants me?” smd Morn-
ington.

" Yes, at once!”

Mr. Bootles walked away with the gasping
Mornington, and a few minutes later, when
he was brushed down, took him to the
Head's study. Lovell & Co. exchanged
glances on the landing.

“Beaumont's been to the Head,” said
Flynn. “Now_  Mornington. J lmmy's
paier’s there. YWhat does it mean intirely 1"

Lovell drew a deep breath.

“1 believe it means that the truth is com-
ing out,” he said. “I'm going to speak to
Jimmy again, and chance it!”

He scudded along the passage.

“Jimmy, old son!”

Jimmy Silver looked out with a smile.
The scrap in the passage had cheered him
up very considerably, though he hnd only
been a spectator.
© “Has my pater come, Lovell

“Yes, rather! He's with tho Head. And
Beaumont and Morny are bainlg called over
the coals, Jimmy, old man, I believe it's
going to be all right!” gasped Lovell.

Jimmy’s oyes dan

“0Oh, old scout, I wish it would!
how—-"

“It was uld Rawson—
you later, Here's Bulkeley !

And Lovell scuttled away as the captain
of Rookwood appeared in the passage.

He left Jimmy S:lver with a brightened
face and rencwed hope in his heart. Was
it possible, after all, that the clouds were
to roll by?

But
But I'll tell

CHAPTER 16.
In the Toils!
ORNINGTON was still breathmg
hard as he entered the Head's study
with Mr. Bootles.
"Dr. Chisholm glanced at him and

frowned. He could see that the junior

&3

But he made no remark

had been fighting. N
important

upen it. There were more
matlers on hand at present.

“You sent for me, sir,” said Mornington,
a 11 tle breathlessly.

“ Me. S:I\ cr wishes to question you, Morn-
ington,” said the Head.

A\Iornmgton looked at the visilor as inso-
lently as ho dared.

“1 don't sco whlt busincss Mr. Silver can
have with me, sir,” he replied.

“You will kindly answer hu questions,
Mornington.”

“Yery well, sir!”

Y understand that you are on bad terms
with my son, Master Mornington,” said
Mr. Silver.

Mormngton shrugged his shoulders.

“I don't like him,” he said. *“He keeps
me out of the «footer, chiefly use he's
jealous of my form. I don’t take the
trouble to dislike him. He's not Wworth it.”

Mr. Bootles coughed, and the Head
frowned. Mr. Silver's eyes gleamed for a
moment. |

Mornington’s insolence made a bad im-
press:on on all three.

“You are on very friendly terms with
Master Beaumont of the Sixth Form, I
understand.”

“Not at all. Fourth-Formers aro nut
usnally friendly with “prefects. But,
haps, you doni know much about pu Ilc
schools, sir.’

*Mornington, you wnIl kindly ans\ver Mr.
Silver respectfully!” said the Ilcad warn-

ingly.

“I am quite aware such a friendship is
unusual,” snld Mr. Silver. “But in this
case, I ‘understand, it exists. You are on

friendly terms with a prefect of the Sixth,
and both of you are on bad terms with
my son.”

“Not at all.”

“Are you prepared for members of your
Yorm to be questioned as to your friend-
ship with Master Beaumont?”

1\Iornmgton shlfted uneasily. His amaz-
ing “palliness ¥ with a Sixth Form prefect
had been the talk of the Fourth, and it was
not much use denying a fact that could be
established at once by investigation.

“Perhaps Beaumont has been rather kind
to me,” he said, after a pause. “He rather
likes me. I like him.”

“That does not agree with your previous
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statement, Mornington,” said the Head,
frowning. "1 warn you to _be careful.”

“1 doi’'t sce that my private affairs are
this gentleman’s business at all, sir,” said
Mormington coolly. “I regard this question-
ing as sheer impertinence !”

“ Mornington !>

*You will soon see the object of my ques-
tions,” said Mr. Silver grimly. “Did you,
or did you not,” enter into a schemec with
Master Beaumont to fasten a false charge of
theft upon my son?”

*Good heavens!” murmured Mr. Bootles,
aghast, and the Head gasped.

Mornington drew & deep, deep breath,

“(Certainly not!” he replied.

“You did not?”

“No. I regard the question as an insult!”

“Did you, taking advantage of the fact
that you occupy the same dormitory as my
son, leave your bed in the night te place
a banknote in his jacket, having arranged
with Beaumont to pretend the next day
that it was stolent”

*“No!” muttered Mornington.

“Was the five-pound note yours or was
iz Beaumont’s—the banknote that was found
in my son’s jacket lining?”

“Beaumont’s, of course, He told the
Head so.” -

“Do you know where Master Beaumont
obtained 1"

“T think he obtained it from his uncle.
1 don’t knoew much about Beaumont’s
affairs, of course.” z

" *“Beaumont informed us that it was from
his uncle,” remarked -Mr, tles,

Mr. Bilver smiled, and the Head gave a
peculiar cough.

Mornington cast a sharp look from one
to the other. He could sec that something,
at any rute, was known, and that knowledge
filled him with a vague fear.

Had he left some point in the cunning
scheme unguarded, after all? That was the
deadly fear that was gmawing now at the
young rascal’s breast.

“You did nct mit the notg in my son's
jacket, Morhington?”

“1 have said so,” muttered the junior
huskily.

*It was not your notet”

“No.

-“Very good!” Mr. Silver turned to the
Iead: * Dr. Chisholin, my point is that the
banknote was Mornington’s, and was never

EXPELLED!

in Master Beaumont's possession at all
'Therefore, it could not have been taken
from his study by my son,”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Head.

“You—you amaze mec!”’ stammered Mr,
Bootles. " What possible reason is there for
supposing that the note was Mornington's”

“It was not mine!” shoutéd Mornington
furiously. “This is a rotten trick to get
Jimmy Silver off ! - A

*“Silence; Mornington !” said the Head.

“Am I to keep silence while this man is
arguing my good name away!” demanded
Mornington fiercely. “I give you my word,
sir, that I never heard of it till it avas found
on Jimmy Silver, who had stolen it [rom
Beoawmont !”

*“You need not fear that anything but the
truth will be established, Mornington. MTr.
Silver, I must ask you for your reasons for
the astounding suggestions you make.”

“Proofs are better than rcasons,” said
Mr. Bilver quictly. “ You have the number
of the note in question.”

“1 have the number here.” .

“Very good. You have already learned
that Beaumont lied in declaring that the
note came from his uncle.”

Mornington panted. He began to feel the
toils closing about him. .

* By the number of the note,” contipued
Mr, Silver, “you can ascertain whether it
was Mornington's.” .

*True !” said the Head. ;

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles,

“Mornington, I understand that you have
a8 very considerable allowance,” said the
Head. *You sometimes have banknotes®"”

““I’ve plenty of money,” muttered Morn-
ington, with a touch of his old purse-proud
manner.

“Did you have a five-pound note yester-
day . s

A denial trembled on Mornington's lips.
But a_denial was not much use when he- had
a wad of fivers in his pocket-book at that
very moment.

*“Yos, sir: several.”

“He had five-pound notes and Beaumont
had nane.” said Mr. SBilver signifieantly.
“His banknotes must have come originally
from a bank, and either through his guar-
dian or the hanker the numbers can ho
ascertained. If one of the numbers is the

same with the number of the stolen note.
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“That would certainly prove your case,
sir,” said the Head slowly. *“I will com-
muuicate with Mornington’s guardian on
the subject at once.”

Motnington recled. His face was deadly
white. Every eye in the room was on him.
and his terror could not escape observation.

“Motnington "—the Hoad's voice was
slow and ominous—*do you admit now that
the banknote was yours?”

“No,” said Mornington thickly. “I—I
deny it !” . .

“1 have yet another point to make,” said
Mr. S8ilver, his_voice like iron: “The
stolen noto was, I presume, -returned to tho

: sup]:?md owner when it was taken from my
son?

“ Undoubtedly ! said Mr. Bootles. Tt
was given back to Beaumont in my
presence.”

“L belicve that the note was Morning-
ton’s, and used only. for the purpose of
fastening a false charge on my son. After
it had served its purpose the real owner
would doubtless claim it. He would have,
so far as I could see, no motive for allow-
ing. his. accomplico to keep it.. That being
the case, it is very probably in Morning-
ton’s possession at this very moment, and I
demand that he be searched—"

Mr. Silver broke off suddenly as Morning-
:ion made a wild and desperato rush to the

oor,

—

CHAPTER 27.
4 Hurrah!"

i ToP!”
S “Mornington 1’ -

Mornington did not stop.

He fairly sprang at the door, and
tore it open. But though the Head and
Mr, Bootles were taken entirely by surprise,
My, Silver was on the alert. With a spring,
ho was at the door, and his grasp closed like
iron on Mornington’s “shoulder. i

“Not so fast !” said Mr. Silver grimly.
“Let me go!” yelled Mornington,
. ‘He kicked and struggled savagely in Mr.
filver's grasp. . ;
With a twist of his arm, Jimmy's father
sent the wretched schemer. spinning back

. into the study, and closed the door.

Mornington stood panting.

“Dr. Chisholm ”"-——and Mr. Silver's voice
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was calm and even—" after this boy’s action
you can have no further doubt that the
banknote is upon his person.” .

“Qood heavens!” said the Head.

“It certainly appears clear,” said- M.
Bootles. “Mornington must bo searched.”

“Kindly scarch him, Mr. Bootles!” said
the Head. “There is littlo doubt now, I
fear. Silver- has been cruclly wronged.”

Mornington started back as the Form-
wmaster approached him.

“Hands off!” he muttered thickly.
“Hands off, or—" .

“Mornington!” 'The Head's voico was
deep and storn.  ““Submit to a scarch at
once, or I shall call in a prefect to ‘hold
you!”

“I—I haven't the note!” panted Morn-
ington.

“A search
the other.”
- The wretched junior groancd. Thero was
only one.explanation of his action, and there
was nhothing to be said. . A

He made no further .resistance. Mr.
Bootles drew-a fat pocket-book from .the
tuniot's pocket and opened it. There was a
dozen banknotes in it, --and -Mr. Bootles
examined each one methodically. He
paused at last, and drew one note out fro
the others. .

“‘I'bat_is the note,” he said. - * :

The Head took it. scanned the number,
and compared it with a number on a slip
of paper.

“Tho number is the same,” he said.

““Bless my soul I” murmured Mr. Bootles.

“This note,” said the Head, ““is the note
found upon Silver of the Fourth when he
was secarched yesterday., I nced not ask
you how it came into your possession, Morn-
ington. It was your property, and you re-
claimed it from your accomplice when it
was taken from Silver. Do you still wish
an investigation to be made through your
guardian, to prove that the noto was your

“will prove th:lt-, one way or

| property in the first place?”

Aornington pulled himself togetheor. "

“You needn’t trouble,” he said. “I own
up! Not ‘much good lyin' about it now.
I thought the matter was ended, or I'd
have left the note with Beaumont, only the
silly fool would have blued it on gecgees,
and T should never have seen it again.
The game’s up, and 'm ready to take my
grual ' § 7
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The Head’s brow was black as thunder,

“1% is clear that you placed that bank-
note in Silver's pocket, and somchow in-
duced Beaumont to make a false claim to
it,” he said, “Now that your guilt is
proved beyond a doubt you admit it1”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders with
his old coolness. ;

“I know the game's up!” he said, with
A sneer. “I swore that either Jimmy
Silver or I should clear out of Rookwood.
1 meant it to be Jimmy Silver. My luck’s
out, but I’'m not going to whine. I'm
ready to be sacked!”

*“You will certainly be expelled imme-
diately from the school, you unmitigated
exclaimed the Head.
“ Myr, Bootles, kindly call Beaumont here!”

In a few minutes DBeaumont entered,
looking pale and harassed.  His scared
eyes dwelt on cvery face in turnm. -

“The game’s up, Beaumont!” said Morn-
ington {flippantly, before the Head could
speak. **'They’ve found the note on mel”

Beaumont gave & gasplng cry.

“The truth is known, Beaumont,” said
the Head quietly. “low camc it,
wretched boy, that you, a prefect of the
Sixth Form, entered into this dastardly
{:ﬁlgg"with a junior to disgrace an innocent

Beaumont staggered against the door.

“J—I never wanted to,” he said huskily.
“You—you dop’t know _that young fiend!
He drove me into it! I owed him_money
—he had me under his thumb! I—I never
wanted to do it—"

Hea broke off with a

Mr. Silver rose.
Jonger.

“May I see my son?” he asked.

“ My, Bootles, kindly conduct Mr. Silver
to his son’s study. Pleasec. tell Silver that
now his innocence is proved he is pardoned
for his insubordination, and he will, of
course, rcmain at Rookwood.”

Mr. Silver left tho study with the Form-
master.  Beaumont and Mornington re-
mained—to be dealt with by the Hcad.

. » . (3 - * R

TOoan. '
¢ was not wante

“What news, sir?”

Lovell & Co. surrounded Mr, Silver.

The old gentleman smiled jovially.

“The best, my lad!” he said. * Master
Mawszon, xyou have saved my son.

EXPELLED! : ’ .

Jimmy's innocence is” proved. Come with
me to tell him so, my lads!”

The news spread like wildlire, and an’
army of Rookwood juniors marched, with
Mr. Silver to the end study.

“My boy!” said Mr. Silver.

“Dad .

“All is cleared up, Jimmy,” said Mr.
Silver, in a moved voice. “You owe it to
your schoolfellow Rawson, who suggested
to mo the line of inquiry I followed. The
Head pardons you—"" .

“Dr. Chisholm overlooks your—ahem!—
insubordination, Silver,” said Mr. Bootles,
*“You will—ahem!—kindly come out of
our stidy, and—ahem '—the damage will
ie repaired. I congratulate you, my boy!”

“Hurray !” roared Lovell & Co.

“Bravo, Jimmy!”

The screwed door of the end study was
forced open—Jimmy Silver's sicge was over
now. Jimmy came out, his face glowing.
His father shook hands with him, - Mr.
Dootles shook hands with him; Lovell &
Co. fairly hugged him. And when Jimmy
learned all he gave Rawson a thump on
the back that made the scholarship jumior
stagger. :

“You did it, you bounder!”
“Give us your fist, old son!” .

“Hip, hip, hurray!” roarcd the Rooks
wood jumiors, Classical and Modern alike.

The roar of cheering reached the Head's
study, and the Head smiled as he heard it;
and it reached the two wretched culprits
receiving the sentence of expulsion from
Rookwood—Beaumont pale and shame-
stricken, and Mornington insolent and
mocking to the last. .

Jimmy Silver’s star was in the ascendant
again, and he was.not likely to forget the
debt ho owed to Rawson, whose loyal faith
and cool, clear head, had saved him when
all looked black, .

‘said Jimmy.

CHAPTER 28.
. ‘The Fourth Form Mean Business, .
L LESS my soul!” said _Mr.- Bootles,

in. astonishment.
The master of the Fourth Form
at Rookwood had called out

“Come in!" in response to a respectful tap
at his study door.
The door ‘had opened, disclosing to Mr.



THE SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

Bootles’ astonished eyes about half the
Fourth Form crammed in the passage.

The Fistical Four of the Fourth—Jimmy
Silver, Lovell, Raby and Newcome—werd
in the dead. After them came Tommy
Dodd & Co. of the Modern side. Then
there were Oswald and Flynn and Rawson,
and Van Ryn and Towle and Tubby
Muffin, and a dozen more fellows,
Classicals and Moderns.

And they were all looking excited.

They marched into Mr. Bootles’ study—
eight or nine of them, the rest erowding
the doorway and the passage outside.

Mr. Bootles blinked at them over his
glasses. .

“Bless my soul!” he rcpeaﬁed

The Form-master’s study had never held

so many of his Form before at once. It
was & regular invasion. .
“What does this mean?’ asked Mr.

Bootles, still blinking.
juniors want here?”
“If you please, sir, we're a deputation,”
said Jimmy Silver, spenkmg up as captain
of the IFourth.
. “Representing both sides of Rookwood,
. sir—Modern and Classical,” said Tommy

.

“What do al! you
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“Classical and Modern you mecan,” re-.
marked Lovell.

“I mean Modern and Classical!” said
Tonmumy Dodd warmly.

“Look here, Tommy Dodd—-"

“ Look here, Lovell—"

“Alem!” said Mr. Bootles.

Tonmmy Dodd and Lovell, with a mutual -
glare, ceased to debate tho question of
precedence.  Mr. Bootles' stucly, they roa-
lised, was not the right place for such a
debate, important a3 the question was,

“Shut up, you two!” said Raby. “Mr.
Bootles is waiting.”

“Well, we hear that DBeaumont and
Mornington have been cexpelled for their
dirty trick,” went on Lovell -

Mr. Bootles nodded.

“Both have bcon expelled from Rook-
wood,” he said. “Beaumont has nlmady
left the school. Mornington will follow.”

“That’s the point, sir,” said Lovell.
“We saw Beaumont go—and a good rid-
dance to him! But Mornington hasn’t
gone.”

“And we want to sece the last of him!”
said Rawson.

“Hear, hear!”

“They were sacked yesterday for their
dirty trick,” resumed Lovell. *Beaumont

3
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""he Hadn't gone.

58 3 EXI’,ELLEDI L
left. yesterday afternoon. = Mornington * The juniors looked at one another.
dido’t. Woell, we ex d to find that he| They knew Mornington—they know the

‘had gone this morning. - But this morning
His box is still in the
dormitory and his thin,

study. We haven't mn?t
know he's still in the school.”

“Shame” came a howl from the pas-
sage. .

“Under the circumstances, - sir, wo've
come to you as & deputation,” said
Lovell. *Wo want Mommgton to go. The
Fourth of Rockwood, slr, can’t utlnd him.”

“Never |”

“We don’t think: lt'u poznble that the
Head would think of allowing him to stay,
after what he's done. But he hasn’t gone,
and it's lwen ty-fonr hours since. he was
found ont. y hasn’t im ;Bone, sir?”-

" *“That's ﬂm “queation, sir,” said Tommy
Dodd. “The Fourth Form feel that they

. have a right to know, sir.”

~him " intirely,”

" .ihe

“Sure, if he. stays here, we'll nlaughter
said -Flynn. .
“We'll scalp him!" roared tho doputn-

+stion from the passage

Mr. Bootles wnved “his hand.

“Bilence, please!”
© 4 Shut up"‘ md Ju:ﬂmy Silvor. “8Silenco
“for Mr. Bootles!”

Tho Fourth Form master coughed.

“Mornington is under sentence of expul-
sion. His accomplice left Rookwood yes-
terday, never to return. Mornington has
not yet gone, but he will be removed from,
tha school as soon as posalhle.

"Why not at once, sir?’" asked Lovell.

“Because he is l”.."'\' oo .
. “Wha-a-at?”

“The wretched boy Eppea.;'.s to have suf-
fered from the shock of the discovery;, and
unishment that followed,” said Mr.
‘Bootles. '*He foll in a faint in the Head's
study, and was r ved fo-the
The school doctor is now in attendance
upon him. 'Mornington appears to be
suffering from a nervous breakdown. In
‘B“ﬁ}bﬂgﬁtate he cannot leave the school.”

“As soon as he is sufficieiitly recovered

for remova[ he will be taken away from
Rookwood,” said Mr. Bootles. * You may
rest assured of that. Such an iti

‘of Jimmy Sily

cunning,  unscrupulous, ' and audacious

-nature of the cad of the Fourth, '
pre still in his |
m o bout, but we,

Thera was.only onc thought in the minds
ilver & . The dandy of the
Fourth, in. spite of the discovery of his
rascality, in spite of the sentence of ex-
pulsion, hoped yet to escape the degrada-
tion of being kicked out of Rookwood.: His
illness -was ane moro of his many tricks,

There was a murmur from the deputation,
a murmur of disgust and indignation,

Mr. Bootles waved his hand to_the door.
The deputation, with grim looks, filed out of
the room at last.

—_—

CHAPTER 29,
¢ @ “ Pirg!n
" HAT the_merry dickens—"" mur-
\x/ ‘mured Jimmy Silver. -
‘The captain of the Fourth sat,
up-in bed in ‘the Fourth-Form
dormitory.

It was past midnight.

Jimmy g: lver was usually a.sound slec,
and he ‘wondered what had awakened. him
as he sat up and blinked about him. .

’l‘l:en he realised in an instant what it
wa

’1he dormitory windows were illumipated
by a bright glare—a ruddy light which
became- brighter every second. Rookw
was on fire!

. Jimmy BSilver :was cut of bed with a

T hat’s 1 5
“What'’s the row ?” .

“What's that ?” i

“Fire!” sajd .Tunmy Silver,

“Oh, crumbs!”

Thn word was enough. A grou ol' fel-
lows in' the dormitory were out of bed in-
a twinkling, and most of them tushing to
the window. .

The door opened

“Are you awake, my - boys 1
Mr. Bootles’ voice.
Do ‘not be alarmed!
appears to be on fire.”

““YWe'te mnot alarmed, sir,” said Jimmy
Silver cheerfully.

“Dress yourselves quickly,

It was
“Yes, 1 seo you are!

of the school

and come

young rascal esuld hever-bo allowed to 'ro-

main here.”

whstairs,” said Mr. Bootles.
probably- no danger; hut
reasonable precautions i

“There is
we mast take
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“Yes, sir.”

Mr, Bootles moved away, and the juniors
proceeded to dress themseclves, some of the
clothes gctting mixed in the hurry.

" *Who's got my jacket ?” demanded Higgs
in a sulphurous voice. “What silly idiot
has got my jacket?”

*“The same silly idiot who's got my socks,

very likely!” said 'Fownsend savagely.

“Where's my blessed waistcoat 7

“What thumpin' ass has collared my
trucks 7"

“What the dickens does it matter?” said
Jimmy Silver. * We're not going to be pre-
sented at Court, are we? Buck up, and
don’t jaw!” .

Sharp and shrill a whistle rang out, the
signal of the school fire-brigade. Jinnny
Silver, half-dressed, rushed to the door, and
tore downstairs, with a crowd after him.

. Below, there was alrcady a crowd—juniors
and seniors and masters mingled.

The words ran from mouth to mouth:

“It's the Head's house!”

“It's on fire!"”

There was a rush out of doors,

In the burning building were Dr. Chis-
holm and his_wife and their nine-year-old
daughter, Dolly. Little Miss Dolly—she
was there! Jimmy Silver's heart turned sick
at the thought.

A crowd rushed towards- the House,
tramping thmug;h the gardens, Bulkeley,
ookwood, was rapping out

the caplairhol' I
orders to fhe school fircmen. Mr. Bootles
tricd in vain to keep the juniors indoors.

Lovell caught Jimmy Silver by the arm
in the quad.

“What about Morny 1" he muttered.

“Hang Morny!” F

“He's in the sanny, you know,
catch——"

Jimmy halted.

“Quict, please!” It was Mr. Manders’
voice. " REveryonu is safe; all are out of
doors. Quict, please.”

Jimmy drew a sobbing breath.

“Thank Hecaven! Misz  Dolly’s

IE may

shifa

then! Tll get Morny out, Lovell; the vad
may not be able to get out, if ho's mot
spoofing.”

Jimnmy Silver dashed away to the sana-
torium. But when he reached the ward, he
found the beds there empty. Morningiugn
was already out. Jimmy Silver shrugam:l
his shoulders as he saw the turncd-back
bed, and noted that the invalid's clothes
were gone. The alarm had been sufficient
to cause the invalid to recover all of a
sudden, and Mornington was probably one
of the first up.

By FRANK
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Jimmy left the sanatorium
Against the sky there was a hriﬁfltcr glare;
the flames were bursting from the windows
of the Head's house,

CHAPTER 30.
The Herol

b ISS Dolly ”
M “Whero's Miss Dolly 1
It was a cry of alarm in the

crowd of Rookwood fellows,
Mrs. Chisholm had been scen—the Head
had been seen, Dr. Chisholni had carried
- his wife, fainting, across to Mr. Manders’
house on the Modern side, out of all danger.
But where was Miss Dolly ?

Lovell rushed up to Mr. Manders, and
- caught him by the sleeve, hardly aware of
what he was doing in his excitement.

“You said they were all out, sir! Where's
Miss Dolly ?” X

Mr. Manders was very white.

“T thought so—I certainly thought so.
But—but——"

“Ys she in there 1™

“I fear so.”

Lovell groaned.

The Head’s house was a raging furnace.
The-school fire-brigade were at work, pump-
ing shects of water upon the flames. But
the water sizzled into the fiery furnace with
little efflect. It was evident that the build-
in} would be gutted. .

immy Silver came up breathlessly.

“Morny's not_there,” he said. “He had

t out—— What’s the matter, Lovell?”

e stared at his chum’s ghastly face,

Lovell pointed to the burning house.

“ Miss Dolly!” he muttered. :

Jimmy turned white.

“*Manders said—"

“He was mistaken,
Mrs. Chisholm out;
there.”

“Good heavens!” .

Jimmy gonzed in horror at the flaming
house. Miss Dolly was there—thore, in that
fierce furnace—overcome by the smoke, per-
baps, for not a_cry had been heard.
It seemed to Jimmy Silver that_ a
hand of ice grliped his heart. He
pulled himself together, and rushed towards
the house. Bulkcley caught him by the
shoulder and swung him back.

“Qut of the way, you young fool I”

“ She's there!” .

The Head brought
Miss Dolly’s still
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again. |

*“What—who—""

** Miss Dolly !”

“My daughter!” It was the Head’s voice.
“Let me pass, Mr. tles! Let me pass,
I say! My child is there!” €

“Let go, Bulkeley 1" yelled Jimmy Silver
furiously. “I'm going in, I tell you! Let
me go, hang you!”

The Sixth-Former held him fast.

. “You're not going in! Stand back! This
is & job for me!”

“ Bulkeley,” shouted Mr. Bootles, “stay
where vou are! There is no hope! It is
ceat;m de:th lied 5 Y

must try, sir nt ulkeley.

“Dr. Chisholm——" L

The Head groaned.

“Stay, Bulkeley! You shall not sacrifice
your life! I order you to stay! Theré ia
no hope, Heavon have mercy!”

“T will try, sie!”

“Stop! I command youl”

Bulkeloy hesitated. He still held Jimmy
Silver. ‘I'ho_junior would have rushed in,
hardly conscious of danger. It was true
that there was mo hope. The stairs had
been heard to fall, with a fearful crash and
a myriad of rising sparks. It was death to
entor, and thero was no chance of reachin
the girl's room. Neville and Knowles ha
rushed away for a ladder. Dr. Chishplm
covered his face with his hands.

“You're sure she's there, sir?” muttered
Bu]keie{. .

“J called her; she followed me,” said the
Head in a trembling voice. “My wife had
fainted; I was carrying her. I thought
Dolly: was close behind me. The smoke
;mlxlst; have overcome her. Heaven be merci-
ul I” ’

“Tho ladder ! yelled Lovell
with the ladder!” i

Jimwy Silver ground his teeth.

“You fool, Bulkeley! Let me go! T tell
you I'm going in !” .
Bulkeley shook his head, and held him.
It was death, and the sacrifice would have

been useless.

“Look | yelled Oswald suddenly.

He pointed to a window.

The ﬁlns:. cracked by the heat, had fallen
out. Bcehind the blackened framework of
the window a smoke-grimed face appeared.
Blackened &3 it was, the juniors knew it.

“Mornington!” .

“ Mornington I’ cried the Head. “What
is he doing there?” .

“Buck up
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“He was in the sanatorium!” gasped Mr.
Bootles. *“In Heaven's name, how did he
come in the Head's house ¥

All cyes were upon the window, fas-
cinated.” It was almost the only spot in the
fagade where the flames were not rolling
and biting. Mornington's blackened face
looked down on the sca of faces, and his
blackened lips curved in the slklecring, iron-
ical smile the Rookwood juniors knew =o
well, What was he doing there? The
Rookwood fellows soon knew.

Noville and Knowles rushed the ladder
towards the window. Whatever Morning-
ton was doing in the Head’s house, he had
to be saved.

; “Climb out on the sill!” shouted Bulke-
oy.

Mornington did not climb out on the sill.
He was smashing out the sashes with des-
perate hands, as if to make a larger passage.
Then he disappeared for a moment from

view,

The hearts below hardly beat,

There was a buzz, deepening to a roar,
as Mornington appeared by the window.
He had something in_his arms—a bundle
rolled in & blanket. He pushed it through
the window, and held it while the ladder
was planted below. - From the rolled blan-
ket a tress of golden hair escaped. Then
they knew!

“Miss Dolly 1 . :

Jimmy Silver breathed the words. Dr.
-Chisholm gazed at the blackened face of the
cxpelled junior, and at the bundle he held
by main strength on_the sill, out of the roll-
ing smoke and licking flame.

“My daughter!”

The ladder erashed on the wall. Bulkeley
rushed up it, his feet secming scarcely to
touch the rungs. 3

Mornington grinned down at him through
the smoke. In that fearful moment he was
the same Mornington as of old—cool, mock-
ing, reckless.

“Take her, Bulkeley. She's not hurt—
only fainted 1"

Bulkeley, without a word, teok the in-
sensible girl in his strong arms. He
descended the ladder with her carefully.

Miss Dolly was passed into her father’s
arms, and his tears fell upon the calm, un-

i face, ke-grimed but unhurt.
Not a hair of her head had been harmed,
And it was Mornington, the cad of Rook-
wood, the blackguard, the cxpelled rascal,
who had saved her!

[}

Could he save himself?

As Bulkeley ascended the ladder again,
thore came a gust of smoke and flame from
the window where Mornington stood, and
for an instant he was hidden from sight.
A groan went up. All Mornington's faults,
all his rascality, all his trcachery, were for-
gotien then. At that hour he was the hero
who had saved a child from a fearful death
in the fiery flames, and risked, perhaps lost,
his own life in doing it. ‘T'herc was a gasp
of relief as ho was scen again. He was on
the sill, clinging blindly, his clothes charred
and singed by the flames, blind with pain,
with smoke, at the cnd of his strength, .

But Bulkeley was rushing to his aid. The
Rookwood captain’s strong grasp closed
upon him even as his hold was relaxing.
In Bulkeley’s strong arms he was brought
down the Jadder. "And as_Bulkeley landed
on firm earth there was a shout of warning:

* Stand ‘clear !” S

The crowd surged back, The wall was
falling inwards, the ladder with it. The
¢scape had been terribly narrow.

Bulkeley laid the junior on the ground.
His eyes had closed, but they opened again,
and Mornington looked round him wildly..
His face was burned, his hands burnt, his
hair was almost gone, his eyclashes wece

one. He was hurt—terribly hurt—and he

new it. . . 2

“Morny !” panted Jimmy Silver, with
tears in %:is eyes. Jimmy had more jhan
forgiven his old enemy now,

Mornington grinned—a twisted, blackened

rin.
E “Hallo! You knew'I wau'sgooﬁn’. in the
sanatorium. I shan’t be spoofin’ this time,
by gad—what? I wonder if this is the last
lap? Well, I shall be game to the finish,
you can bet on that! Is she safe?”

“My dear, dear lad!” The Head bent
over the blackened dandy of the Fourth—
not much of a dandy now. “My brav
noble lad! She is safe, and you have sav
her from a fearful death! Heaven bless
you, Mornington !” X

“All serene, sir,” said Mornington coolly.

i A&‘E then Mornington, hard as he was,
ainted, .

-2
» 1 L FAd

Rookwood was in a buzz of excitement the
next day.
The I¥ud’s house was a blackened ruin.

But few heeded that., No lives had been -
lost. The grim tragedy that might have
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cast its gloom over the school had been

averted.

And Mornington ?

Miss Dolly had been saved. She was not
hurt, apart from the shock. Mornington
had found her overcome by smoke, and,
with strange coolness in the hour of fenrful
'Beril, he had wrapped her carefully in blan-

ots before ho moved her, and then he had
fought his way through flame and smoke to
the window. |

He had entered the burning house even
before the Head had emerged from it. No
one' had ‘noticed him then. Perhaps some
thought had been in his mind of rendering
prompt assistance, and thus improving his
chances of eluding the sentence of cxpulsion.
He had found her and saved her, but the
flames he had so carefully protected her
from had- taken their vengeance upon him,
Mornington of the Fourth lay in the sana-
torium, a *“spoofer ¥ no longer, but terribly
ill, togp wit ain, and enduring his pain
with grim, cool sloicism.

There was no mention of cxpulsion for
Mornington. Jimmy Silver, whom he had

80 cruclly wronged, was the first to ask the
Head if Mornington "might be allowed to
* vemain.  And the Head's answer that Morn-
ington was pardoned, more than pardoned,
gave satisfaction to all the school.
When Morhington recovered, he was able
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to take his old place in the Fourth Form
at Rookwood, and the Fourth were content
to know it, Jimmy Silver was ready to givo
him the hand of fellowship. It was long
before the dandy of the Fourth was destined .-
to riso from the bed -of illness. But us
soon as he was able to see visitors, the
Fourth-Formers were cager to pay him
visits, and Jimmy Silver was the first,

A scarred face grinned at Jimmy from
the white bed.

“Don’t I look a picture?” said Morning-
ton. “But the doctor says it will go m
time. By gad, I shouldn't like to keep a
chivvy like this! And I'm not going to Le
sacked, after all!”

“ And I'm jolly glad of it!”’ said Jimmy.

“I'm goin’ to be a thorn in_ your side
skill!” chuckled Mornington. “When I'm
back in the Form I'm goin’ to give you a
tussle, Jimmy Silver. I'm goin’ to be cap-
tain of the Fourth yet!” : p

“More power to your clbow said
Jimy, laughing.

“ But there's only ong thing I'll say,” said
Mornington, after a pause. “Ive heen
doin' a_lot of thinkin' while I've been lyin’
here, I'm sorry I plaved that dirty trick
on you—real sorry—and there's my fist on
it, if you like to take it!”

And Jimmy Silver took it. with all his
heart.
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