























8 EXPELLED!

“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



























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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“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

EXPELLED!

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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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.
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“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. = :

25

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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“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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“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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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

57
“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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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

EXPELLED!

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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