A Magnificent, Long, Complete Football
Story by WALTER EDWARDS in This
Issue.
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GREAT VICTORY FOR THE CLASSICALS!

JIMMY SILVER & CO. ROUT THE MODERNS AND BAG THEIR BRARKE !
(An amusing incident from the long, complete story of the Chums of Rookwood School included in this number,)
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The i8¢ Chapter.
The Alarm in the Night!
“The last night out!’ said Jimmy
Silver. |

“Rotten!”" remarked Lovell.
Jimmy Silver nodded thoughtfully.

It was a clear September night. The
velvety sky was spangled with stars.
The Rookwood holiday trainps were

camped on the edge of a wood in Berk-
shire. Trotsky, the pony, lay asleep in
the grass, The baggage-cart rested on
¢8 shafts. by the side of the lane that
bordered the wood. The tent was up,
and Raby and Neweome and Putty Grace
had already turned in. Arthur Edward
Lovell was yawning.

Jimmy Silver, scated on a camp-stool,
looked away among the trees, where the
shartight fell in” patches. He was in a
thoughtinl mood.

Everything ~comes to an end, and the
trathp of the Rookwooders was ending.
They had enjoyed themselves on the open
road, and they would willingiy have pro-
longed their march for o few more weeks.
The . weather had not always favoured
them., but they had bad a good time.
Bat in a few dayvs now Rookwood Sc¢hool
would be' assembling for the new term,
and on the morrow Jimmy Silver & Cao.
wera to start- for home,

Jimmy was nat inclined for bed, though
the hour was late. He was more inclined
to make the miost of the iast night out.

“We've had a jolly good time.” re-
marked Loveli. “DBut, after all. I sha'n't
bhe gorry to turn up at Rookwood again,
There'll be the football.”

“That’s s0,”, agread Jimmy.

“And we shall see all
again.”

Jimwmwv nndded.

Arthur Edward Lovell yawned, and rose
to ‘hig feet,

“ Better vurn in,” he observed.

“Go ahead. 111 follow.”

“Right-ho!”

Lovell strolled to the tent under theé
trees.

Jimmy
leaned back
hig beech-tree
The night was very

Siiver wag left alone. He
against the trunk of a
behind his ecamp-stool.
silent. A rabbit

seuttled ouv- of the wood, and stopped

and blinked at Jimmy Silver, and then
seuttled off again. From somewhere in
the far distance came a chime. It was
midnight. _

Then suddenly, through the stillnesa of

the wood, eame a sharp., ringing sound,

startling in the deep silence of midnight.

Crack!

Jimmy Silver started.

“A giddy poacher!” he murmured.

He rose to his feet, staring into the
wood. His first thought was that there
was .a poaclier at hand, but he realised
that ‘what. he had heard was not the
report' of & cun. It was a pistol-shot.

Far ‘acrogs ' the wood was the manor-
house—Decpden Manor.,  Earlier
evening the ecampers had seen the lights
from its high windows glimmering through
the wood, but all was dark now.

Jimmy Silver breathed rather quickly.

. The pistol-shot had been fired in or
near. the house--he knew that. What

did it mean? |

He stared through the trees, and out
of the dankness came a sudden flashing
of lights: ‘First one window, then another
of the distant house leaped into bright-
NeBE. wiriw o0

There was a confused sound of shout-
ing, Jimmy could not distinguishi the

words, but the shouting told of sudden

alarm. , "
“Buarglars!” breathed Jimmy..
He stood still in the shadow
heech-tree, watching. He was too far
from the liouse to think of rendering
assistance, even if it were needed.
that was not likely. There were a dozen
servants at least at Deepden Manor.
Jimmy had been up to tile house at
sundown to ask permission to camp in
the wood. 2 permission that was genially
rranted by the squire of Deepden,
If only in return for that genial hos-
pitality, Jimmy Silver would have been
olad to.chip in if his help were wanted.
He was wonforing whether to make his
way through the shadowy wood towards

the house, wnen a sound of karried
trampling came to hiz ears.
Hurried, running footateps were

approsching the spot where the Rook-
wooders were camped.

Jdimmy's eves gleamed.

The camp was on the edge of the wood,
where it was bhordered by the lane, and

the running man was evidently taking a
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short cut through the trees to the lane
to escape.

As the footsteps came nearer Jimmy
heard the panting breathing of the
runner, though in the shadows he did

‘not see the man yet,

It was obviously the burglar who was
running to escape, and the pistol-shot
was yet ringing in Jimmy Silver’s ears.
It was a thief, or perhaps a murderer,
who wag ftearing towards him through
the shadows. Jimmy’s heart beat faster,
and he clenched his hands. The scoundrel
snculd not escape if Jimmy could help it.

He saw the man now-—a man of power-
ful build—panting as he ran. As he came
mto Jimmy's view he was glancing right
and left like a hunted animal. The star-
lght fell full upon his face. A face with
regular features, dark eves, and well-cut
mouth—a face that would have been
handsome but for the deadly pallor that
was I it pow, and the expression of
mingled fear and rage.

Jimmy, standing in the thick shadow
of the beech, was invisible; but the tent
giimmered under the trees, and the run-
ning man saw it. For an instant he
paused, staring at the tent. Then Lle
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A rather handsome woung man, with a bag
ed at the carriage door and looked in.
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Silver’'s face, dashing his head back
against the hard ground.

Jimmy gave a cry, and, half stunned
by the concussion, released his hold. In
an instant the fugitive had torn himself
away, and was leapinz towards the lane.
Lovell came up a sccond too late, grab-
bing at him and missing. The man leaped
into the lane and ran, and the shadows
swallowed him up, only the echo of his
running feéeet coming back for a few
seconds, |

The 2nd Chapter.
T he Cracksman’s Escape !

“Jimmy !’

Lovell turned to his chum,

He helped Jimmy Silver to his feet,
and the captain of the Reokwood Fourth
stood unsteadily, his head spinning, lean-
ing on his clium’s shoulder. |

“You're hurt, Jimmy!” gasped Lovell.

Jimmy Silver gasped. ,

“Only a thump. Oh, my napper! Ow!
Has that brute got away?” - .

“He's gone,” sgaid Lovell “Who the
dickens | U™

was
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“Down the lane!” said Lovell, pointing
in the direction in which the cracksman's
footsteps had died away.

“After him!™ shouted the squire,

Two or three keepers and menservants
ran oo in the direction indicated by
Lovell. There was little chance now,
however, of running down the cracksman ;
his start was too great, and the shadows
had long swallowed him up. The squire
stopped to speak to the schoolboys.

“You're hurt, my boy,” he said.

“I had hold of him,” caid Jimmy rue-
fully. “He banged my head on the
ground-—it aches like thunder!—and 1
had to let go! Another minute and my
pals would have had him, the rotter!
There’s his revolver. He dropped it when
] tackled kim and brought him down.”
The old gentleman took the weapon
from Putty

“The police will want this,” he said.
“Did you see the {fellow’s face, Master

Silver—could you give a description of

him "
“I saw him clearly, sir—a man of about
thirty. 1 should know him aunywhere
again,” said Jimmy.

“E@aod !’ , . ~

“But—but has he hurt anybody at the
house?” faltered Jimmy. “I heard the
pistol-shot——""

“He fired at my butler, who found him
at work at the safe,” said the squire.
“ Luckily, he missed, but he got away.
He will be charged with attempted
murder when he is caught. If you can
give a description of him, I've no doubt
the police will have him soon.”

“I can do that,” said Jimmy con-
fidently.
“I've sent a man to the village for

the police,” continued the squire. “You
boys are remaining here, of course?”
“Yes, sir; they'll find us here.”
“Good !” , \
The old gentleman followed ‘the
keepers, and disappeared. Jimmy Silver
& Co. looked at one another—and Jimmy
raubbed his head ruefully. There was a
bruise on his forehead, where the cracks-
man’s knuckles had struck, and a bump
on the back of his head, where it had
hit the ground.
terrific headache.
“Feel pretty
sympathetically.
“Ow! Yes, rather! Wow!"

“What a giddy excitement for our last

\
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in his hand and a rug over his arm,
‘“* No room {” sang out half a dozen

voices as the Rookwooders turned their attention from Tubby Muffin to the stranger upon the platform.

ran on, passing under the wide branches
of the beech where Jimmy Silver stood.
And as he passcd the Rookwood junior

~gprang at him.

The attack was utterly nnexpected,
Jimmy’'s grasp closed on the man's collar,
and he came down into the grass with a
crasih., '

A revolver rolled from his hand as he

fell.
He uttered a breathless cery of panic as
ha sprawled in the grasp of the sturdy
Rookwood junior |
“Lovell! 'Raby!
Silver.,
“ILet me go! Let me go!”' panted the
| | L
man, a8 he turned on the scheolboy and
struggled to rigae.
“Help!” roared Jimmy,
There was a shout from the tent.
“Jimmy! What-—-"
“Help!*

Help!” yelled Jimmy

kovell, in his pyjamas, came springing |

out of the tent. Rahy's startled face
appeared Dbehind him, &
Jimmy Silver was struggling desperately

with the thief, striving to hold him till

his ehums should come to his aid. \
But the mon was powerful and utterly

desperate. He rolled over in the grass
with the Rookwood junior, and came
uppermost.

“Let gol” he panted.
Jimmy held on like a bhulldog.
“Hold on, Jimmy!”’ yelled Lovell, and

“he came racing up.

Praght 2 4 ‘
A savage fist was dashed into Jimmy

e T T SRR RO ST S S - o ety S N L e el e i et — ST | T e S

BT R S =3

‘“ Hook it, old chap ! "
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“What - on earth’s happened?” ex-
ciaimed Neweome, c¢oming out of the
tent. ‘

A footpad?” asked Putty Grace.

Jimmy Silver could not explain for the
momens. His head was® aching and
spinning from the savage blow he had
received. He leaned on Lovell, pauting
ior breath.

Something's up at the house!” said
Raby, pointing to the flasking lights in
the distance. |

“They’'re coming this way.

Two or three lanterns were moving
under the trees, and footsteps and voices

¥?

. were ¢oming nearer. The Rookwood
juniors watched and listened.

-~ "IWWesia burglary!” gasped Jimmy at
last. “I got hold of the burglar. He's
dropped a revolver here.”

“Oh, my bat!” ejaculated Lovell.

“Here. they come! And here's the

snocter,” said Patty of the Fourth, pick-
g the revolver out of the grass.

One chamber of the weapon had been
discharged, as he could see.

Three or four men c¢ame hurrying up
to the group. At the head of them
Jimmy recognised the squire of Deepden
-—a stout old gentleman, hali-dressed,
with a golf-¢lub in his grip. IHe shouted
to the inniors.

“Did he pass this way?”

“Yes!” called back Jimmy.

“You saw him?"

“Yes~-and collared him!”

“Goopd lad!” execlaimed the old gentle-

man. “ Which way-———"

night out!” gaid Raby.

“1 hope they'll
get the brute. You were rather an ass
te tackle him, Jimmy. BSuppose he had
potted you.”

“He's thade my head ache, anyhow.”

“Better turn in,” said Lovell. “We'll
wait up for the bobbies, aud call you
when they come.” |

- Jimmy Silver nodded, and went into
the tent.

He was glad to lay his aching
head upon a pillew. In spite of the ache,
e wasg soon fast asleep. He was feeling
rather better when Lovell called him
about an hour later to interview the
police-sergeant {from Deepden villoge.

Jimmy gave a succinet account of what
had occurred, and a very complete
description of tho cracksman, feature for
feature. The man’s white, desperate face
was 1mprinted like a phetograph on
Jimmy’'s memory. The sergeant took
down the description with much satis-
faction. |

After he was gone, Jimmy returned to
hed, aund slept soundly enough till
morning.

In the {resh September morning he felt
almost his old self, though he had a
couple of bumps that were not likely to
disappear for some days at least.

A message came from the manor house
asking the -Rookwooders to breakfast
there, an invitation they accepted with
alacrity. It was nearly ‘hoon  that day
witen the Rookwooders hroke camp and
left Deepden behind them. and yet there
had been no news, by that time, of the
capture of the cracksman.

And Jimmy had a -
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days that {foliowed
from the memories of Jimmy Silver &
Co., though it was to be recalled, ere
long, in a way that Jimmy Silver cer-
tainly did not dream of. AR

The 3rd Chapnter,
The Face Jimmy Knew !

“Latecham Junction!” i

“Here we ar¢ again!" sang out Arthur
Edward Lovell. |

“Hallo, old Jimmy=e—?

“Cheerio., Rawson—-=" k!

The platformm at Lateham - swarmed
with Rookwood fellows. Seniors by the
dozen, juniors by the cscore, crowded the
statiou, qrriving from all points of the
compass, to take the local train {rom
Latcham to Coombe. There were shouts
of greeting aond yeils of recognition, most
of the Rookwood fellows apparently con-
sidering it a bounden duty to make asz
much noise as possible. And if thiat was
their object, they succeeded admirably.

Tommy Dodd 2nd Cook and Doyle, tlie

three Modern juniors, c¢ame along the
crowded platform, -‘knocking off every
Classical hat they could reach—in t{he
exuberance of their spirits even knocking
off Fiith Form hats, as well as fags'
headgear. Talboys ¢f the Fifth was seen

chasing a handsome topper—which was
not handsome by the time it had been |
rescued from a few hundred feet. Bulke:
ley of the Sixth, towering over the crowd; ',
came within reach of the three Tommies, |
and they were tempted to knock off even |

Bulkeley’s hat, but refrained. The hat
of the captain of Rookwood was sacred,
even to exuherant Modern juniors on the
first day of term. .
They gave him a vell instead :
“Cheerio, old Bulke'ey!” iz
And Bulkeley of the Sixth nodded and
smiled. | .
dmythe of the Shell appeared just in
time to compensate the three Moderns,

=
P
.

- as it were. for sparing Bulkeley’'s hat.

Adolphus 8mythe’s elegant silk topper
went flying, and there was an jinfuriated
vell from Adolphus. |
Tommy Dodd & Co. roared with merri-
ment, till the Fistical Four, of the
(Clagsical Fourth bor¢ down on them at
the charge. The three Moderns went
rolling over on the platform, and they
roared still more energetically, but not
with merriment this time.
Jimmy Silver & Co. marched on
victorious, leaving them sprawling. ¥
“Cheeky Modern worms!” said Lovell,
with a chuckle. . “They want a lesson to
begin the term with.”
“And they've got it!” chortled Raby.
*“¥ah! Classical  rotters!’ , roared
Tommy Dodd breathlessly. = ...
“Ha, ha, hat” o _
“Here's the train!” yelled Conroy of
the Fourth. g
There was a rush for the train.. Rook-
wooders of all Forms crowded along the
opening doors. Way had to he made for
the Sixth, but fellows of all other Forms
had t0 take their chance. Hansom & (Co.
of the Fifth were successfully ¢harged off
by a mob of juniors, who swarmed into
the local traimm with yells of , friumph.
Ordinary passengers who (
train hadn’t much chance in thg Rook-
wood mob. -
Jimmy Silver & Co..

| were the first to
hag a carriage, and they stood on guard

~at the door to keep Moderns out. Towle
of the Modern Fourth, recklessly seeking,

to enter, tound himself on his back on

the platform, with Clagsicals treading on
him. The three Tommies came up in

a rather dishevelled state, and they had
to flee again, leoking  still
dishevelled. The Fistical Four allowed
Classicals to enter-—and Classicals only.
vawson, and Conroy, and Putty. Grace,
and Tubby Muffin erowded in..aid then

Pons, and Van Ryn, and Eroll, and
Oswald. After that even Clasgsicals had

to be refusgd admission: it was & railway
carriage and not a sardine-tin, as Lovell
explained to further applicants.
Townsend and Topham arrived, to find
Jimmy Silver leaning from the window,
and Lovell holding the door. "
“Pass on up the train, gents!” grinned
Jimmy Silver. . .
“The dashed Moderns have eot the
next carriage!” gasped Towny. “They've
bashed my hat——" WA
“Ha, ha, ha! Go and bash theirs!”
“het a chap in!” pleaded Topliam. ..
“No room!'!” grinned Lovell, “We're
packed already, Cut along!”
Towny acd Toppy cut along. A Modern
paw reached out of a carriage and cap-

tured Topham’s topper in passing. and.
roars of laughter greeted Toppy's frantic’

demands for its restoration.
Jimmy Silver sat down
seat, laughing. Bl
“Jolly old crowd !” he remarked." .
“1 say. give a fellow room !’ panted
Tubby Muffin. “Gerroff my knee, Rayw-
son!  Gerroff my other kunee, Conroy!
Wow !” . § .
“Roll Tubby under fhe seat,” sug-
aested Putty. “He takes up enough room
for tiree sidewaye.” AU [l b
Why, you rotter——"" roared the fat
Classical. ; L
“Ha, ha, ha'” : Ry |
“Just going!” said Lovell. " ™“Hallo,
hiere’s another merchant wants a seat—a
common or garden person who doesn’t
belong to Rookwood at all! Awful neck
to think tvhat he ¢an get inte  this
train,” T o
A rather handsome young man, with:
a bag m his hand and a rug: over his
army, stopped at the door of the ¢arriage
and looked in. Ly A
“No room!” sang out half a' dozen
voices. = lE i 48
“Hook 1t!” ‘chuckled Raby. ' .
“Slide along, old bean!” -elirruped
Newcome. Can
“Now, then, where's your manners?”
sald Jimmy Silver severely, and he turned
to the young man, whose head and
snoulders were framed by the window.

in the corner

“Sorry, sir, hut the earriage is full—<in

fact, over-tull,” Jimmy continued, with
6%1‘1!301"3}3{3 politeness. . “Why, wha-ga-a-a-§-
Ullg——-" |

fhe epiadiie' faded

wanted that.
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J immy hroke off suddenly.

‘He stared at the young man outside,

as if the rather pleasant, handsome face,

with its regular features and dark eyes,

had been the face of a grisly phantom.
Jimmy's jaw dropped as he stared.
“You!” he stuttered. !
The young man, seeing that the carriage

was crammed, walked on down the train, |

without heeding Jimmy Silver,

Jimmy put his head out of the window,
and stared after him.
- The young man was walking along the
carriages, looking into one after another,
in search of a seat.

Jimmy's glance followed him,
fascinated.
. For he Eknew the man’s face—feature
by feature it was imprintéd on his
memory, as If the
Manor had taken place only the
before.
- It was the face of the cracksman in
the wood—the face of the man with whom
Jimmy Silver had struggled on that wild
night. -
- Four carriages down the man found a
seat, and Jinimy saw him disappear into

day

the train. A few seconds later the train
was in motion, and the last doors
slammed.

Jimmy Silver sank back into his seat,
dumbfounded.

He had never expected, of course, to
see again the cracksman of Deepden. He
Mad hoped to hear of the man’s arrest,
but certainly he had never expected to
set eyes upon him.

And here he was—in the local tram for
Coombe, in the midst of a c¢rowd of
Rookwooders bound for the old school!

It was amazing! That man, searched
and hunted for by the police, was travel-
ling In broad daylight, as if he had not
a fear in his heart, not a shadow of care
on his mind.

Jimmy Silver wondered dizzily whether |

he was dreaming.
It was the man—he was sure of that.
He knew every feature of the face—the

well-cut mouth, the straight, handsome |

the dark withh their rather

lashes.

naose,
long

eyes

guessed . to be a criminal had he not seen

him in circumstances that left no doubt

on the subjeet.

- “Well, my hat!” murmured Jimmy.
Jimmy’s chums were looking at him in-

quiringly. The other fellows. in the

carriage were all talking at once, and

Tubby Muifin was complaining loudly of |

being squeezed and shoved. But the Co.
had noticed Jimmy’s amazed interest in

the stranger.
“What’'s the row, Jimmy?" asked
Lovell. “Do you know that c¢hap?”
“Know . him!” gasped Jimmy. “1

“should say so!” |
“He didn't secem to know you,” said

Raby.

“1 don’t suppose he does! He didn't
seec my face in the dark that night, of
course.”

“ What—who—-"

- “It’s the man!” said Jimmy.

“The Deepden man?”

“Yes.”

“Great Christopher Columbus!”

The Co. fairly blinked at Jimmy Silver.
There was very strong doubt written in
their faces.

“Draw-it mild, Jimmy,” said Lovell at
last. “You're letting your giddy fancy
run away with you, you know.”

“Ass!” said Jimmy.

“He looked a decent sort,” said Raby |

very doubtinidy,
“I know that.”
““1It can’t be——" began Newcome.
C“Ib is!” said Jimmy quietly. “Unless
it'’s his twin brother, it’s the man!”
Lovell whistled.

“Well, if you say so——" he murmured |

gublously. “Is he on the train?”

“Yes; I saw him get in.”

“Then he’s going to Coombe,” said
Lovell. " “Look here, Jimmy, better have
a good look at him before you say any-
thing.  You don't want to make a mis-
take; it’s too jolly serious for that.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“I'm going to make absolutely sure, of
course,” he said. *“But I'm sure already,
tor that matter. No need to say any-
thing yet; he’s on the train, and if he
gets off before Coombe, we get off, t0o.”

“That’s all right,” assented Lovell.

“Hallo, what are you fellows confabbing
about?” called out Oswald.

But the Fistical Four did not answer
that question. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome were deeply doubtinl, and
Jimmy Silver had his head out of the
window, watching.

If the suspected man alighted before
Coombe was reached, Jimmy’s mind was
made up—he and his chums would alight,
too, and keep him in sight till he could
be handed over to the police.
his duty to see that a thief and
attempted murderer did not escape
justice, and Jimmy was prepared to do
his duty.

But the man did not leave the train
at any
brain passed through. He remained on
board till Coombe was reached., and at
Coombe he descended with a4 crowd of
Rookwooders.  And the Fistical Four
hurried along the swarming platform to
keep him in sight.

S D e g

The 4th Chapter. |
Classicals against Moderns !

“There he goes!” murmured Arthup
Ldward Lovell

“ After him!”

More and more doubtful the Co. looked
as they followed the athletic young man
from the station platform at Coombe.
Jimmy Silver, indeea, was invaded by a
faint glimmer of doubt. The young man
strode away with a light, springy step,
i1is head well up, his manner easy, care-
free. He was an athlete—a glance was
enough to tell that. He looked in the
best of condition—healthy, fit, full of
vigour and good-nature. Looking at him,
it seemed almost impossible to connect
him with the white-faced wretch who had
fled through the Deepnden woods, and who

as 1if |

sceng at Deepden |

The last man in the world |
who, from his looks, Jimmy would have |

It was |
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had been brought to the ground, revolver

t in hand, in Jimmy Silver’s grasp.

Yet as the young man stopped and
spoke to a porter, half-turning his head,
Jimmy had a full view of his face again,
and his momentary doubt was digpelled.
If it was not the man of Deepden, it was
that man’s double—and the latter was
too far-fetéhed a theory to recommend
itself to Jimmy’s practical mind. |

But he realised how necessary it was

to be quite sure before he made so
startling a charge against a perfect
stranger. Jimmy was thinking hard as

he followed with his chums.

In the station doorway the young man
stopped again, and, to the amazement of
the juniors, he was in speech with Bulke-
ley of the Rookwood Sixth. He stood for
some minutes chatting quite pleasantly
with Bulkeley, watched by the amazed
juniors. Evidently he was known to some
extent to the captain of Rookwood—at
all events, Bulkeley did not seem to be
treating him as he might have treated
a stranger who had addressed him.

‘“Bulkeley kpows him, Jimmy!” mur-
mured Lovell. |

“Looks like it,” admitted Jimmy.

“He can’t be the man.”

“He is the man,” answered Jimmy
Silver. “Come on—he’s going!”

More and more dubious, and feeling that
their chum had made a mistake, Lovell
and Raby and Newcome followed Jimmy
into the village street. There was a rush
of the Rookwood mob for the school
brakes, but the Fistical Four did not take
part in it. A crowd of Moderns sheered
off a Classical crowd from the nearest
brake, and there were yells from Conroy
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“Back up!” roared Lovell. “Down with
the Moderns!”

The Classicals rallied, and returned to
the attack.

Lovel! and Raby and Newcome rushed
with them, the defeat of the Moderns
being apparently more important in their
eyes than the capture of Jimmy Silver's
cracksman. As a matter of fact, Lovell
& Co. were quite convinced by that time
that Jimmy was in error.

“This way!” yelled Conroy.
Jimmy Silver!”

The Classicals rushed for the brake.

Jimmy did not heed. He was staring
down the street in search of the athletic
figure which had been lost to view as the
first .brake swept past. It had vanished
from sight.

Jimmy set his lips.

The man was goné-~—probably by one of
the winding turnings in the village street
—possibly into one of the old houses or
cottages. It was too late to point him
out to P -¢ Boggs—and that plump, ruaral
gentleman, as Jimmy realised, would
have wanted a lot of convincing that the
Roovkwooder was not pulling his plump
E‘fﬁcia.l leg in giving him such informa-
101.

“Come on, Jimmy!” yelled Lovell, who
was hotly engaged with the enemy.

Jimmy Silver gave it up. He mentally
determined tov speak to his Form-master
on the subject as soon as he reached
Rookwood. After all, the cracksman was
in Coombe and did not know that he
was suspected. Mr. Dalton or the Head
would act as soon as Jimmy informed
them of what he knew:; and that pro-
bably was the hest way of dealing with

“Back up,
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“Modern rotters!”

“Kick 'em off !”’ roared Tommy Dodd.

“Order there, you fags!”
Bulkeley of the Sixth from the station
doorway. “Order, I tell you!”

But on the first day of term, even the
voice of old Bulkeley did not carry full
authority. The Rookwooders had not
settled down to the collar yet, as it
were.. They turned a deaf ear—or,

-rather, two or three score of deaf ears.

The attack on the brake was going
strong, and Tommy Dodd, who had
clambered into the driver’s seat and
taken the whip, was trying to start the
horses. But five or six Classicals held
the horses’ heads, and refused to let go,

though Tommy lashed round with the |

long whip in a very liberal manner.
“Rush the rotters!”
hreathlessly, getting a foothold on the
vehicle at last.
Jimmy Silver was after him in a
moment more, and the rest of the

Classicals backed up their leaders in i

great style. The  odds were on the

Classical side, and they gained a foot- |

ing, and the Moderns were driven along
the vehicle, and knocked or pushed off.
Tommy Dodd let go the reins as he was
oripped by the back of the collar.

“Ow! Leggo!” roared Tommy.

“Chuck him overboard!” eried Lovell.

“Yaroooh !” howled Tommy Dodd, as he
drdpped into the road. *“Oh, my hat!”

“Bump him!"

“Gett those geegees going!”?
Conroy.

Jimmy Silver, with a grin, droppes into
the driver’s seat and gathered up

reing and cracked the whip. The

',‘.‘. bl i ':-. 1| * g .
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“bhaeck up;:
But for

and Putty and Oswald to
addressed to the Fistical Four.

- once Jimmy Silver & Co. passed a “rag”™

unheeded.

The suspected man had glanced at the
brakes, and then swung on lightly down

. the old High Street of Coombe.

Jimmy Silver looked round quickly,
hoping to see the substantial figure of
Police-constable Boggs, who represented
law and order in Coombe. He caught

sight of the stout. constable across the

way, and made a moverent to run across

' the road.

Lovell caught him by the arm.

“Jimmy-——" hé breathed.

“Let go. you ass!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver impatiently. “Do you want the

| man to get away?”

“It can’t be the man! For heaven's
sake, Jimmy, don’t make an ass of your-

| self, and land into a fearful scrape!”

exclaimed Lovell.

Jimmy shook off his detaining hand.
The suspected man was striding down the
High Street at a good rate, and there
was no time to be lost.

“Look out!” came a roar.

One of the brakes was in motion, and

| Jimmy had to jump back to the pave-

ment as it ¢ame careering by. Then
there was a swarming of Classical juniors
along the pavement outside the station,
shouting and yelling, and the Fistical
Four were caught in the crowd.

“Back urp, Classies!” Putty Grace was
yelling. “ They’'ve got our brake!”

The first brake had started with a
cargo of seniors. The second was fought
for by Classicals and Moderns, and
Tommy Dodd & Co. had had the best of
it.  Moderns were swarming into the
brake, after driving off the Classical
crowd.

the curious affair., Having decided that,
Jimmy Silver joined his chums. The
Moderns were in possession of the brake,
and the Classicals were having an uphill
struggle to deal with them. Jimmy Silver
rusned mmto the fray.

“Back uap, Classics!”

“Yah! Classic cads!”
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CREATLY ENLARCED—2d.

Classicals jumped clear as the big
vehicle started, and crowded round to
jump on .- behind. There was a last
desperate rally of the Moderns, and some
of the Classicals were seized and dragged
off. But the brake was in motion, and
1t went down the village street, rocking
and rumbling, Jimmy Silver cracking the

whip, and a crowd of Classicals standing |

up ana waving their bats and shouting.

“Our win!” roared Lovell. “Hooray!”’

And the driver of the brake, who had
dropped into the Red Cow for a little
refreshment betfore starting, came out in
time to see his brake disappearing down
the street. Behind it went a crowd of
Moderns, running and yelling, answered
by cheers and catealls from the Classicals
on the brake.

The 5th Chapter,

Amazing !
“Silver !

Mr. Dalton, the master of the Fourth,
was standing at the gates of the school,
and be stared as the brake came rocking
up, driven by a junior of the #ourth
Form. Jimmy Silver could drive: he
handled the horses well, and he brounght
the brake to a halt at the gates with a
flourish. ’

“Silver, what are you doing?” ex:

- claimed the Fourth Form master.

Jimmy raised his cap politely.

“Driving the brake, sir!” he answered
cheerily. *

“Where is the driver?”

“Haven’t: seen him, sir”’

“We—we were in rather a hurry to get
back to school, sir!” ventured Lovell.

“Hooray for us!” ¢ame in a roar from
a crowd of fellows on the brake who had

T hiree Halfpence

shouted .

- Fifth, they were the first to arrive.

shouted Lovell |

| liked, on the first day
howled

| tread.
| you fellows?”

| murmured Lovell.

| Jimmy Silver.
. about it "’

123

not yet seen Mr. Dalton. “We've beatep

the Modern rotters! Hooray!”
~ Mr. Dalton suppressed a smile.
“Mack!” He called to the school
porter. “Please take <c¢harge of the
brake. Silver, you will take a hundred
lines.” |
“Oh, my hat!”? said Jimmy. “I—1
mean yes, sir!” |
The Classicals crowded out of the
brake, and swarmed into the quadrangle.
Except for a contingent of the Sixth and
¢, They
made the old quad ring with their
jubilant voices as they swarmed in.
“Nice for me!” grunted Jimmy Silver.
“Hundred lines before I've {fairly set
foot in the school !” A R e
“Never mindg: we've beaben ‘the
Moderns!” grinue}‘l Lovell. “Besides, they
never ask for mmpots on first day of term.
Come on!”’ |
The Fistical Four marched across the
quadrangle arm-in-arm, taking possession,
as it were. They *“capped” several
masters 1n the quad, and elaborately
ignored Mr. Manders, the Modern master
-—and gave a derisive howi to Knowles of
the Sixth, the Modern prefect. Jimmy
Silver, in the excitement and exuberance
of the moment, had quite forgotten the
man he had lost sight of in Coombe.
There was a table spread in Hall, at
which fellows came and went as they
of term. Tubby
Mufiin was the first junior to reach it,
and he was very quickly busy. Jimmy
Silver & Co. joined him there, and Tubby

the | blinked at them joyfully. _.

“Try this bam!” he said, with his ex-
tensive mouth full. “It’s prime—real
prime—and there’s lots!”

“Here we are again!” sang out Guaner
of the Fourth, coming in with his heavy
“1 say, have you seen Wilmot,

“Wilmot !”’ said Jimmy Silver, who was
carving ham. “Who's Wilmot? New

| chap?”

Gunner grinned. ?
“No; football coach. Just beard about -

! him—Head’s engaged him: no end of a

- tremendous
| man—just seen him.
. much to teach me, but he’ll be useful to

footballer. Looks a good

He won’'t have

you fellows.”- ,

“Fathead!” said the Fistical Four with
gne voice.

“By the way, what became of that
johnny you were so keen on, Jimmy?”
“1 forgot him.”
somewhere In Coombe,”? said
“I'm going to the Head

“He’s

“The beak won't thank you for worry-

Ing nim on opening day with a cock-and-

bull story, old chap!”

“Ass!” said Jimmy. “I've got to do
it. I tell you I'm perfectly certain—-"
“Bow-wow !” said Lovell.
“Too thick, old chap!”

Raby.

But when Jimmy Silver left Hall his
chums followed him at once. They were
more doubtful than ever on the subject
of the supposed cracksman, and almost
dismayed at the prospect of Jimmy going
to the Head with his stranfe story. In
the doorway of the School House Mr.
Dalton was standing in conversation with
a young man who carried a bag in his
hand, and a rug over his arm. Jimmy
Silver jumped almost clear of the floor
as he saw Mr. Dalton’s eompanion.

“Here !”” he stammered,

“What?” asked Lovell, looking round.
“Why, my hat! It’s the giddy johnny!”

The Fistical Four stared at the man.
There he was—the man of the train—the
man Jimmy Silver was prepared to swear
was the cracksman of Deepden—standing
on the School House steps, chatting
pleasantly with the master of the Fourth.
It bad not even ocecurred to Jimmy, of

nurmured

| course, that the man could possibly be

coming to Rookwodd. He could scarcely
believe his eyes as he beheld him.
“Bulkeley knew him—and Dalton seems

to know him!” grinned Raby. “Oh,
Jimmy !” _
Jimmy stood silent, amazed. Was he

mistaken after all? He felt that he was

not, and yet——

Mr. Dalton called to Tupper, the page.
The stranger came into the house and
followed Tupper, and the glances of the
Fistical Four followed him till he dis-
appeared. Jimmy Silver drew a deep,
deep breath.

“Still going to the Head?”?’ murmured
Lovell, and there was a subdued ehuckle

from Raby and Newcomae.

Jimmy did not answer. Mr. Dalton was
standing in the doorway, looking out into
the crowded quad, when he felt a touch
on his arm, and looked down. - .

“Well, Silver?” B L h kT S

“Would you—would you mind telling
me who that was, sir—the gentleman you
were speaking to?” stammered Jimmy.

“That was Mr. Wilmot, the new foot-
ball coach, Silver.” A

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy, “Thank you,

| sir!”

Lovell grasped him by the arm, and

‘marched him up the staftcase to the end

study.

“You can see now it’s all rot!”* he said.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“I can’t understand it,” he said. “He
may be. Mr. Wilmot, the new  football
coach, but he’s the man I saw at Deep-
den. I—I don't know what I'd better
do.” T

“Nothing!” suggested Lovell; with a
arin.

And Jimmy Silver decided that, for the
present at least, he would do nothing:
he had a problem to think out that was
not to be solved in a hurry.

THE END.

(*“ Jimmy Silver’'s Secrét !’ is the title
of next Monday's grand story of the
chums of Rookwood School. Order your
copy of the BOYS’ FRIEND in advance!)



