99 A Magnificent, Long, Complete Football
Story by WALTER EDWARDS in This Issue.
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THE RUSSELL'S PIT STAKES CHALLENGED AT

JACK OGDEN’S SUPREME EFFORT FOR THE SPORTING PIT-LADS'!
(A thrilling incident from the magnificent story of the Norih included in this number.)
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The 1st Ghapter,
Under Suspicion i

“vou'll be late, Jimmy.”
Jimmy Silver did not answer, :
It was the well-knowsa motto of Jimmy

Cilver, the captain of the Rookwood
Fourth, to “keep smiling.” But for once
Jimmy Silver was wearing a worried look.

Arthur Edward Lovell grinned at him
through the doorway of the end study
as he noted that worried look. Raby
and Newcome grinned, too. Whatever
was the trouble that weighed upon the
mind of Jimmy Silver, evidently it was
not taken very seriously by his ¢hums,

“Better ges a move on, Jimmy!" said
Raby. “We've 2ot to turn up for footer
with the new coach, you know.”

“Mr. Wilmots on the ground already,”
said Newcorme. X

Lovell gave a chuckle

“Still got that fat-headed idea of yours
in your head, Jimmy?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Jimmy quietly.

“Get rid of it. old fellow,” urged
Lovell. “You can take my word for it
that there’s nothing in it.”

“Unfortunately,” said Jimmy »silver,
with mild sarcasm,
word for it, Lovell. Yon see, the opinion
of a born ass isn't much use to me!”

“loook here * begcan Lovell warmly.

“T've told you how the matter stands,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Mr. Wilmot, the

new footer coacl, is the man we nearly |

caucht escaping after the burglary at

Deepden Mapor, when we were on our

holiday tramp. If he isn't the man, he’s
his twin brother, at any rate.”

“He’s neither.” grunted Lovell.
may be a bit of resemblance. But 1t was
jolly dark that night—--"

“T saw his face clearly.” -

“ITmagination, old chap!” said Lovell.

Jimmy gave him a glare.

“Dash it all, Jimmy, you must he mis-
taken, you know!” urged Raby. *“If the
man is a dashed ecracksman, how could
he get a job at Rookwood as coach? 1It's
not reasonable. The Head wmust have

known all about him before engaging |
him.”

“Besides, his record’s known,” said |
Newcome. “He was a professional player |

for Loamshire United. He had a good
record in the war. Lots of the fellows
know about him.”

“T know!” said Jimmy.

“Then you see that you're wrong,” said
Lovell.

“No.. I'm right!”

“Oh, rats!” said Lovell impatiently.
“Blessed if I ever knew you were such
an obstinate ass, Jimmy. If you were
to go to the Head with a yarn like
that, you'd jolly well get caned. Do you
think Dr. Chisholm would listen to you
for a single moment if you told him that
his new foothall coach, a well-known
man, was a giddy burglar?”

“No!” said Jimmy, with a deep
hteath. “That’s why I've said nothing

so far. I don’t know what to do.”

“Take my tip and chuck the rot out
of yvour head,” said Lovell kindly. “ Any-
how, we've got to turn up for footer with
the Wilmot bird, so come along.”

“There’s one thing,” said Jimmy Silver
slowly. “I saw his face clearly that
night, and he must have seen mine as
clearly. I've kept out of his way since
we came back for the new term. Now 1
shall have to meet him face to face—and
he will know that the chap who collared
him that night at Deepden is a Rookwood
chap. When he sees that. bhe’s bound
to show some sign, I should think.”

“1f it was 20,” grinned Lovell. “But
it isn't s0. But I'll tell you what we’ll
do, Jimmy. You shall meet the johnny
face to face. and we’'ll stand round and
wateh him, and look for the signs of a
giddy guilty conscience, What?”

Jimmy Silver rose.

“That’s a good idea.” he said. “Keep
your eyves on him, all of you, and see how
he shows up. It's bound to give him a
start, findine me at Rookwood. Of
course. that night at Deepden he couldn’t
have had any idea that 1 belonged to

FRookwoond. He will find it out for the
first time to-day.”

“ And if he's the man, he'll bolt}”
grinned Raby.

“Very likely.”

“1f he does, we’ll all collar him!”

rhuekled Lovell, “1'll get him by the
leftt ear—you bag his right, Raby. His
hair for you, Newcome.”
“Ha, ha, hat!”
“Anvhow, come
late!” urged Lovell.
Jimmy Silver joined his chums, and they
went downstairs, the Co, smiling, but

along, or we'll be
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“1 can't take your |

“Thetre |

Jimmy Silver in a very grave and
thoughtful mood. What he ought
to do, in the strange circumstances,
was a4 mystery to Jimmy Silver.
¥ %~ + In the few days that he had been

at Rookwood School, Mr. Wilmot

had already won golden opinions;
almost everyone liked the Young man,

Jimmy would have heen favourably -

pressed by him, hut for his secret know-
ledee of what the man was—oOr what
Jimmy believed him to be,

To state what he knew to the Head
was almost impossible.

Jimmyv could imagine his headmaster's

stare of c¢old surprise; he could foresee
Dr. Chisholm's utter dishelief, It was,
indeed, a staggering statement to make.

Yet Jimmy was absolutely certain that
Wilmot was the cracksman whom he had
collared at Deepden Manor in Berkshire.
The Reading police were still hunting for

| the man, armed with Jimmy's description

of him—a description that was Mr. Wil
mot’'s to the last detail.

The Fistical Four joined a crowd of
the Fourth going down to Little Side,

where Mr. Wilmot was to take them in
‘hand for the firgt time.

Some of the juniors were grumbling—
slackers like Peele and Gower and Tubby
sgeen

Muffin. Buyt they had already

THE WITNESSES !
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Mr. Wilmot looked round, and gave
Jimmy a pleasant nod and a smile.

Jimmy drew a quick breath.

Wilmot's eyes were full upon his.face;
and, .surely, if he was the cracksman of
Deepden, he wasg bound now to betray
some sign of recognition, if not of alarm,

If it was so, Eric Wilmot was certainly
a master of hig feelings; for his hand-
some face expresged nothing but g polite

‘interest, in the Rookwood footballer.

“Ab, vou are Silver, the captain of the
Fourth?” he. said.

His voice was deep and pleasant.

“Yes,” stammered Jimmy.

“Your friends have been telling me
about vou,” said Wilmot. "“From what
I hear, you have little to learn from me,”’
C“0Oh!”? said Jimmy confusedly.

Lovell suppressed a chuckle. =~ Mr.
Wilmot had stood the test; there was
no mistake about that. Arthur Edward
decided to push  the matter a little
farther.

“Jimmy thinks he's seen you before
somewhere, Mr., Wilmot,” he said.

“Yes?" said the young man inquiringly.

“Were you ever in Berkshire?’’ asked
Lovell,

Jimmy caught his breath.

“Many times,” said Mr. Wilmot. “In
my days as a professional foothaller my

Price

At 4all events, the cracksman kuew
that he was known now, and ‘the next
move was up to him. And by that next
move Jimmy felt that he had to be
suided. |

But if Eric Wilmot was a4 man with
g guilty secret weighing on his conscience,
he showed no sign of it that afterncon.

He devoted himself to his duties quietly, .

calm!y. and with keen interest; and by
the time the practice was over, the
opinion of the Classical Fourth was that

L Eric Wilmot was a “good muan 7 in fact,
- the right man in the right place.

g

The 2nd Chaptar,
Tubby Muffin's Riscovery !

“The awful rotter!”

Thus Tubby Muffin.

Jimmy Bilver smiled as he came along
the Fourth Yorm passage, awd found
Tubby gasping apd groaning oun the
window-seat. Reginald Muffin lcoked as
if he found existence too heavy a burden

- to be borne by his plump shoulders,

“What's the trouble, Tubby?” asked
the captain of tbe Fourth, stopping, with
the generous intention of giving a few
minutes to listening to the recital of
Muflin's woes.

“That awful beast Wilmot!” groaned
Tubby.

Jimmy started.

“What about Wilmot?’™ -he asked
quickly.

Jimmy wondered whether the Peeping

| Tom of Rookwood had found out any-

thing regarding the suspected wman.
Certainly, if anyone had a secret to keep,
it was not safe to keep it in the neigh-
hourhood of Tubby Muffin. It had
already occurred to Jimmy that if the
man was what he suspected, evidence of

| some kind would exist in his room in the

| School

House, Jimmy would have
regarded with utter disdain the thought
of spying upon him; but if the inquisitive
Tubby had nosed out something

“He’s a thorough rotter!” said Tubby. |

“What do you mean?”’ asked Jimmy
impatiently. “Have you found out any-
thing about bhim?” |

Tubby blinked at him.

“Fh? What is there to find out?”’ he

asked.

Jimmy bit his lip.
“Well, what's the matter?” he asked
grufily.

“The horrid beast!”’ groaned Tubby.l

_ . e
The footballer hit out straight from the shoulder, and the man with the
bushy eyebrows came crashing through the thickets towards the spot whaore

the two startled Rookwooders were standing.

enough of Mr. Wilmot to know that he
was not to be trified with; and they had
to turn up for the practice. All the
Classical Fourth arrived on Little Side,
where they found the new football coach.

Fric Wilmot looked very fit and c¢heery.
He was a good-looking fellow, with well-
cut features and handsome cyes. 1t was
almost impossible to believe that this
cheery, good-humoured young man was
what Jimmy Silver believed him to be.
Yet, as Jimmy looked at him agaia, he
could trace feature for feature in his
face, exactly resembling the face that
was imprinted on his memory.

Lovell & Co. were grinning.

“Speak to hmm, old top!” whigpered
Arthur Edward. “Make him look at
vou. We're ‘all ready to 'jump on him
as soon as he gives himsell away, You
know.”

“I'm ¢coing to speak to him,” said
Jimmy quietly. “You {fellows keep your
eves on his face.”

“You het!” grinned Lovell.

There was no doubt that the Co. would
watch the meeting clogely—if only to
prove to Jimmy that he was mistaken.

Mr. Wilmot was speaking to Erroll and
Rawson and some others of the Classical
Fourth, when Jimmy came up with his

companions, Erroll made a gesture
towards Jimmy, drawing Mr. Wilmot's

attention to hin. '
“This 1Is Jimmy 3ilver, our
skipper,” he said.

foothall

team visited Reading more than once,
and I playved there. You may bave seen
me play, Master Silver.”

“Oh, no!” stammered Jimmy.

“It was in the summer vac this year,”
said Lovell. “Jimmy thought he saw
vou at a little place some miles from
Reading, towards Newbury.”

Mr. Wilinot shook his head.

Still his handsome face showed no sigu
whatever of alarm, or cven of any special
consclousness,

“No, I was wpot in Berkshire this
summer,” he said. “You must have been
mistaken, Master Silver.”

He dropped the subject at that, as if
he had only wasted a few migutes upon
it from motives of politeuess.

“And now to business,” he said.

The football coaclh proceeded to busi-
ness, and the practice started. Jimmy
Silver’s brain was in a whirl. |

He did not heed the unconcealed amuse-
meut of his c¢hums.

What could it all mean, he was asking
himself? Jimmy bhad intended to say
nothing of the holiday adventure to Eric
Wilmot;: but Lovell had said enough to
tell him that he was recognised as the
cracksman of Deepden. And he had given
no sign.

Was it merely the iron nerve of a prac-
tised criminal, accustomed to hold him-
self in check in the moment of sudden
danger? Or was Jimmy Silver mistaken,
after all? 'Was that possible? .

“1've explained to him that I'm delicate,
and can’t keep on turning up at footer
practice, and he takes no notice what-
ever !

“You. fat slacker!” said Jimmy, in
disgust.

“I've been to Mr. Dalton.” said Tubby,
“and he says that in football matters
we're under the authority of Wilmot, aud
we'ré to do exactly as he tells ys.”

“Quite right, too!”’

“Yah!” said Tubby. "1 say, the beast
says I eat too much pastry——->"

Do you do!l” |

“And don't take enough exercise———-">"

“So you don't!"” grinned Jimmy.

“And I'm to take up running,” said
Tubby dolefully. *“Regular trots round
the quad, you know."

MGood )

“Xou're as big a
howled Tubby Muffin.
not going to stand it.
are wild about it, teo.
ol ragging the brute,”

“They'd better keep to talk, then,” said
Jimmy, laughing., *“Mr. Wilmot doesn't
look a safe man to rag.”

“He's a suspicious beast, too,” said
Tubby. “Fanecy a man suspecting a chap
of looking at s letters, Jimmy!”

Jimmy was turning away, but he turned
back at that. Lovell and Raby and
Neweome were coming up the stairs, and
they stopped with Jimmy. |

“Tea-time !’ remarked Lovell,

beast as he is!™
“1 tell you we're
Peele aud Gower

They're talking

i ] E"-'H j' N

Three Halfpencs

L expression  as  he

Wammy !
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Wilmet ig a bit of a corker. He's picked
out the slackers, and put them down for
special exercise. Peele 18 talking about
scalping him.” ! |

“And Tubby says he doean’t like fellows
looking at his letters,” observed slimmy
Silver. --

“Hallo! Prying again, you fat rotter!’
growled Lovell, '

“T wasn't!” howled Tubby indignantlv.

~“He dropped a letter in the quad this

morning, aud, of course, I picked 1t ap
for him, like a well:-bred chap Lot of
good wasting coeurtesy on that bruyte,
though. He actually took hold of my
ear—mine, yvou know! I'm a Rookwood
chan, and he's only a paid coach, aupd
he pull@d my ear! Think of that!”

“Serve vou right if you were reading

| his letters.?? said Lovell.

“1 wasn't, 1 tell you. I may bhave
clanced at it by accident as I picked
it up. 1 was just geing to run after
him with it when he saw me. It wagn't
a minute. I never saw a word that was
written in it, I was just glancing at the
newspaper cutting that was pinned on
it. I suppose a fellow can read a news-
paper cutting?”’ said Tubby, in an injured
tone. “JIt was rather interesting—about
a burglary.” |

“Waatl” |

The Fistica! Four uttered that startled
exclamation in chorus.

“Oh, vou're interested too, are you?”
said Tubby. *“1 joliy well sha'n't tell
you about it, as you're so unsyupathetic.
Where was the harm in a fellow looking
at a newspaper cutting? Bepides, 1
reinembered that you fellows were
Berkshire in the vac——"

“In Berkshire?” repeated Jimmy Silver.
“Was the newspaper cutting about a
burglary in Berkshire #*’ | |

“1 only saw a few lines,”” said Tubby.
“Something about a burglary at Deep-
water. No, it wasn’'t that. Deepford?
No, Deepden—that's it—Deepden. Some-
where near Newbury or Reading.”

“My only hat!” ‘- murmured
Silver.

“l dare say Wilmot knows the place,
0 somebody sent. it to him,” said Tubby
Muffin, “Where was the harm in a fellow
looking at it, I'd like te know? He
pulled my ear.” Tubby Mnuffin rubbed
a fat ear reminiscently. “And he’s only
a paid coach, you know. I’d complain
to the Head, only very likely he would
think-—-’

*Oh, rats! Serve you right for
spying !’ said Lovell gruffiy. And hLe
tramped on to the end study, followed
by his ¢chums., Tubby Muffin was left to
mourn over his woes in solitude.

Jimmy Silver’s face had a curious
eutered . his  study.
During the past week he had pondered
over his gtrange secret, without getting
any nearer a solution of hig problem,

He had looked for some move on the
part of the suspected man. . But Erie
Wilmot had gone about his «uties at
Rookwood in a perfectly normal way,
and certainly given no grounds for
suspieion.  Jimmy had been driven to
wondering whether, after all, he had been
deceived by a startling resemblance ; and
he was glad now that he had said nothing
on the subject outside the circle of
the Co.

But what Tubby
brought all his
to new lite.

iven Lovell looked surpriced and un-
easy,

“After all, there's nothing in that!”
Lovell said at last.. *Apybody might
send anybody a newspaper cutting.”

“*He might!” said Jimmy.

Jimmy

Mufiin  had
half-satisfied

wiaifd
susnicions

- "dome  friend of Wilmot's probably
lives near the place, and thought it

might interest him,” said Lovell.

Jimmpy looked at his chum,

“That's rot, and you know it!” he
sald.

“Look here, Jimmy-——"

“Deepden 18 a tiny place in the
country, and' nobody could be interested
in a description of an attempted bur-
glary there,” said Jimmy. *“Not ynless
he was someliow coucerned in  the
matter. Somebody’s cut that paragraph
out of a local paper—it wouldn't be in
any of the big pewspapers—and sent it
to Wilmot. Why 2" |

“Oh, rot!” said Lovell,

If Lovell saw any reason {o change an
opinion, it was likelv to make him more
obhstinate in holding that opinion. That
was one of Arthur Edward's little ways,

But Raby and Newcoine both looked
very startled.

“It's queer!” Raby said slowly.

“Jolly queer!” said Newcome. * But—
but—there c¢an’t, be anything in it.
The Head must Know all about
the man!” '

Jimmy nodded, and . the matter
dropped. But Jimmy Silver had plenty
of food for thought now, and his secret
was like a weight upon his mind.

The 3rd Chapter,
Mystorious *

“Young gentlemen, stop, please!™ 4
Lovell glanced round. Raby put on his

brake. The two juniors were riding back
from Coombe to Rookwood on Wednes-
day afterncon when they were bailed by
a2 mayn leaning on the stile in Coumbe
Lane. |
Jimmy Silver had gore with Newcome
for a ramble in the woods that after-
noon--Newcome  being  of  botanical
tendencies, and Jimmy kindly taking an
interest now and theu in his pursuits.
Lovell and Raby had preferred a spin
on the bikes for the afternoon, and they
had been round the heath and lLow
Coombe, aud were now on their way
back to the school by way of Coombe.
Both the juniors looked rather curiously

at the man who bailed them, and asg
aby had put on his brake, Lovell:

followed his example, and they jumped
dowi. 3
“What is it?” asked Lovell, not wvery
grmt:iuuhl}‘-',
The man was dressed in dusty tweeds,
with a Homburg hat. His face was red,
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‘hidden by a stragzling moustache.

him, he's at the school.

‘was 'rather odd.

. Woad, ‘where

. obliged, sir

71022

as if with-exposure to wind and sun, and

mouth half
His
eéyebrows were thick and bushy and dark.
Lovell was not favourably impressed by
his looks, and he did not see why he
should jump off his bike because a
anger called to him for no apparent
eason. So Arthur Edward was not very

his chin was stubbly, his

gracious.
" Excuse me, sir!” said the man very
civilly. = % You belong to Rookwood

Sehool, I think.”

j:-i_;‘;ﬂ,,“That‘s; §0,” said Lovell, “and I'm 1n
rather a hurry to get therel”
'This was meant to be sarcastic,

“Sorry, sir; but it you would not mind

doing meé a favour, Sir——"’
=

“Lovell stared. He saw no reason what-
ever why he should do the man a favour.
But Raby had chimed in before Arthur
Edward ‘eould express his opinion on

that point.
d “What is it, then?”

.~ “There's a gentleman at the school I'd
like to speak to, sir,” .said the man in

tweeds. Y1 dare'say you know him as
you belong there—a Mr. Wilmot.”
¢ COhn!” ejaculated Lovell. ' Yes, we

know Wilmot. If you want to speak to

{ |

pill yo% come to the school gates, and
you're

there.” |
“Would' vou be kind enough to tell
him, sir, that an old friend wishes to
speak fo him?” | _
“I supposc I could tell him,” said
Lovelly puzzled. “Do you mean that you
gdon’t !wa.ut— to come to the school?”
“Yegg, sir, if you'd be kind enough to

Follow this lane |
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mention to him that Bill Smith is waite

ing for him in the lane.”

Lovell glanced involuntarily at Raby.
Lovell was quite determnined to helieve
that there was nothing in the least sus-
picious about Eric Wilmot. DBut even
Lovell could not help feeling that this
There was no apparent
reason. why the man with the bushy eye-

hrows could not walk on to the school.

“1'1l tell him,” said Lovell shortly.

“Thank you, sir! Tell him his old
friend Smith is waiting for him under
the trees yonder.” The man jerked bis
finger ‘towards the edge of Coombe
' itt bordered the Iane a
little further oun: “I'd be ever so much
!J'l'

“Fil do 161"

Lovell ' remounted his machine, and
rode on with Raby. The two juniors did
not speak. till Rookwood School came in
sight, though their thoughts were busy.

“That’'s rather odd, Lovell!” Raby
remarked at last.

“1 don’t see it,” said Lovell.

“0Oh, vyou don't?”

“No, I don’t!” said Lovell obstinately.
“That «chap’s a bit shabby, and he
mayn't care to show up at a big school
and call.on Wilmot. I dare say that's
all there:is in it.”

Raby shrugged his shoulders slightly,
and said no more. Argnment odnly con-
firmed Lovell in his opinions. Raby, as
4 matter of fact, was coming round to
Jimmy Silver’s suspicion.

The two juniors arrived at the school,
and after putting up their bikes, they
looked for Mr. Wilmot. They knew that
he was engaged on the football ground
with the Fifth that afternoon, so he was
certain to be within the school precincts.

Eric Wilmot was coming off the foot-
hall ground when they found him, with
Hansom and Talboys of the Fifth,
chatting pleasautly with the two seniors.

He stopped as Lovell and Raby came
up, seeing that they wanted to speak
to him, and Talboys and Hansom strolled

on.

“1' have a message for you, Mr.
Wilmot,” said Lovell.

“yes?? said the footballer. “From
the Head?” _

“Oh, no; a man named Smith!”

Wilmot started.

«Smith!” he repeated.

Lovell explained.

The footballer listened quietly, and
Raby,  who was watching his face
curiously, noticed how his lips

tightened, and a glitter came into his
handsome, dark ¢yes.

Raby did not need telling that Mr.
Smith’s message was extremely
come to Eric Wilmot, and that the foot-
haller had no desire whatever to see his

“old friend Smith.”

“ Very.well,” said Mr. Wilmot. “Thank
vou very  much for bringing me the

message !’

“Not at all, sir!” said Lovell. *Glad
to. be of any service!” |

He added that little bit of politeness
chiefly for Raby’'s benefit,

Eric Wilmot nodded, and went rather
quickly ihto the School House. Hansom

unwel-
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and Talboys of the Fifth made a move-

ment as if to rejoin him, to continue
their football chat. But Mr. Wilmot
did not seem to see them, and he dis-
appeared into the house.
Lovell looked at Raby half accusingly.
«1 .suppose you think- that's sus-
picious !” he said. '
it's jolly odd.”

“Well, I think
Raby. “Jimmy would think so, too.
People who are above-board “don’t
cenerally have surreptitious meetings
like this.”

“I don't see anything surreptitious
about it,”? said Lovell. “1  think
Wilmot's a gplendid chap in every way!”

“Well, vou're an ass, you know!l”
remnarked Raby.

“Br-r-r-r-r!” said ‘Lovell. |

The two juniors stopped to speak to
Rawson of the Fourth in the quad, and
when they went into the house a few
minutes later, Mr. Wilmot passed them
coming out.

He had on his hat and coat, and was
evidently going to keep the appointment
with his friend Smith. Monsieur Mon-

said

ceau, the French master, came out of the |

house at the same time, in his frock-coat
and silk hat, and he addressed Mr.
Wilmot on the steps.

“You o for leetle promenade, isn't it.
mon ami?” said Mossoo genially.

He was on pleasant terms with the

“picture-puzzles, keep them by you in

voung footballer, as most of the Rook-
wood masters were.

“Yes,” saig Mr. Wilmot briefly.

“ Bien !
c0,”” sald Mossoo.
promenade.”

Lovell and Rahy could not help wait-
ing to heat what Eric Wilmot would say
in reply to that. If there was anything
surreptitious about his meeting with
Smith, he was not likely to take the
French master of Rookwood along with
him if he could help it. There was a

“I also go for leetle

[ walks wiz you, if you zink |

THE

distinet pause before Wilmot answered.

“Y am afraid vou would not care for a

ramble in the woods, Monsieur
Monceanu.” | _
“(iel! Non!” said the Frenchman., “I

valks wiz myself on ze route, isn't 1t?
You go ramble in ze wood, yes?”

“Yes, I think s0.”

“Zen,”” said Mossco, smiling. 1
promenades wiz you as far as ze wood,
and zere we parts company.”

“Excellent!” said Mr. Wilmot,

And the two gentlemen walked down
to the gates together.

“Well?” jeered Lovell. “Nothing sus-
picious about a chap who takes Mossoo
with him to meet the Smith man,
Raby.”

“Bet vou he drops Mossco before he
starts the Smith bird!” answered Raby.

“Oh, rats!”

“pike after them, and see!” grinned
Raby.

“7 wouldn't if I suspected the man,”
said Lowell.,  “Bubt as I don’'t suspect
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INSTRUCTIONS.

On the right you will find six
silhounettes, each showing a person
doing something, and what you have
to do is to write in the space under
the picture the exact action por-
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him., I'll do it just to prove that youre
in the wrong. Come and get out the
jiggers again.”

“Donpé !’

The two juniors wheeled out their
machines, and rode at a leisurely pace
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not look back.

in the wake of the two walkers. They
soon sighted them ahead, sauntering
along the leafy lanme.  They had passed
the stile, and reached the border of
Coombe Wood, where, according to what
he had told Lovell, Smith was to be in
waiting. There was no sign of S8Smith
to be seen; he was among the trées, if
he was there at all. In the lane the
two men stopped..

Lovell and Raby rode on and passed
them. As they passed, Mossoo was speak-
ing.

“Qui, I am a leetle fatigue! 1 zink I
rest here on zis grass bank, 1isan’'t 1t,
while yon take vour ramble in z¢ hois!”

“The grass is a little damp, sir, I
think,” said Mr. Wilmot. “You are
linble to cateh cold.”

“Mon Dieu! Oui! T did not zink of
zat! I walk on, I zink!” said Monsieur
Monceau ; and he walked on, leaving the
footballer standing alone.

Lovell rode forward grimiy; he would
But Raby glanced over
his shoulder, and saw Eric Wilmot dis-
appear among the trees after the French-
man was at a distance. Then the two
juniors rode on without speaking. It
was obvious to Raby, at least, that
Wilinot had been desirous of getting rid
of the Frenchman before Smith appeared
in sight; and it would have been
obvious to Lovell also, but {for that
yvouth’'s remarkable tenacity in sticking
to an opinion once formed.

“Well?2” said Raby at last,

“Rot !” said Lovell.

—.—-ﬂ——-—
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The 41;!1 Chapter.
For Life or Death !

“Jolly good afterpoon!” said Arthur
Newcowe,

“Oh,
Silver.

Jimmy had quite enjoyed the ramble
through Coombe Wood, already rich 1in
autumn tints But his interest in the
various botanical specimens Newcoine
had bagged was a little perfunctory.

The two juniors had sat down to rest
in the wood near the lane, Jimmy lying
with the back of bhis head in his clasped
hands in the grass, taking his ease,
Newecome, sitting near him, arranging his
specimens.

“You ought to take this up, you kuow,
Jimmy.”

“Um!” murmured Jimmy.

Newcome grunted, and went on with
his specimens. Jimmy was content to
rest in the garass till he was finished,
meanwhile thinking out certain details
in connection with the Rookwood junior
eleven for the forthcoming match with
Greyiriars.

The deep woods were silent, save for
an occasional twitter from the branches
overhead. From the lane there came a
faint whirr of bicyeles for a moment or
two, and then theéere was silence again.
Suddenly, through the stillness of the
woods, came a sharp, angry voice—a
voice the vwo juniors knew well, though
they had not heard it in such angry
tones before.

“You scoundrel !
followed me here!”

It was the voice of Eric Wilmot, the
new football coach of Rookwood School.

 Jimmy Silver sat bolt upright in the
grass in utter astonishment.
Arthur Newcome started, and dropped

f 2y
-]

ripping murmured Jimmy

So you have
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two or three valuable specimens that he

Price
Three Halipence

had been arranging in his botanical:
portiolio. :
Without speaking, the two Rook--

wooders stared at one another.

Wilmot was evidently c¢lose to them in
the wood, though a ‘thick screen of
underwoods hid him from their sight.

Another 1ioice—a cool. mocking voice
—answered :

“I wrote to you. You did not answer.”

“Did you think that I should answer
your letter, yon rascal? How dared you
write to me at all!”

“Oh, draw it mild! I gave you time
to answer, and you did not. That is why
I have come.”

“You scoundrel—you scoundrel!”

“Possibly the headmaster of Rookwood
would consider somehody else a scoundrel
if he knew the facts!”

Jimmy Silver stared at Newcome
blankly. His face was quite pale. If he
had needed confirmation of his sus-
picion, he had it now. Newcome opened
his lips, and closed them again. The
juniors c¢ould not speak without being
heard by the two men close at hand.
Neither of them had any desire to play
the eavesdropper, but they had no choice
in the matter.

“Better keep a civil tongue,” went on
the c¢ool voice. “I think you have as

much to fear from me as I irom you,
. Eric. |

You've got to help me.”
“Help you?”
“You're In
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You kpow that I'm in need of
You know that 1I'm wanted.”

uppers.
help.
“I know that.”
“If I'm run down
become of you in your new job at the
school? Do you think I shall hold my

here, what will
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clover and I'm on my-
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tongue, when I've got nothing more %o
lose? Do vou think the headmaster will
let; you hang on? Isn't he more likely to
believe you came to Kookwood for what
you ¢ould lay your hands on? Rirds eof
g feather. you know.” -

“Good heavens!” breathed Jimmy.

He rose to his feet in the grass. New-
come followed his example.. The two

juniors were determined not to linger and
listen to that startling conversation.

“S8o that is it?”" said Mr. Wilmot's
voice.

“That’s that, my old pai!”

“And you think I fear vou?”

“I know you do! Ah, would——— Oh!”

Crash!

A fierce blow fiad been struck, and a
staggering figure came crashing through
the thickets towards the spot where the

two startled Rookwood juniors were
standing.
The 1footballer had hit out straight

from the shoulder, and the man with the
hushy eyebrows fairly spun away f{rom
the blow. ,
He crashed down in the grass only a
few feet from Jimmy Silver and Newcome,
who jumped back out of his way.
Through the broken thicket, the pale,
set face of Eric Wilmot appeared, staring
after the man he had knocked down. He
did not see the juniors: his eves glittered
at the fallen, sprawling man. ‘
““That’s my answer to you,
Jim ! he said, between his teeth.
“Gad! Il
For a second or two the man sprawled,
and then he leaped to his feet with a
vell of rage. His hand went under: his
coat, and reappeared, and there was a
flash of steel i the sunlight that filtered
through the green branches overhead.
Weapon i hand, the rutfian flung him-
self at the footballer., A moment more,

Dandy

i and the blow would have been struck.

But ‘n that moment Jimmy Silver,
almost dazed as he was with the sudden-
ness of the happening, acted promptly.

He sprang at the man, and struck with

all his force. His clenched fist crashed on
the side of the ruffian’s head., and the un-
expected blow gent him gpinning again.
_The knife dropped into the grass, and
Newcome jumped at it, picked it up, and
cent it whirling away among the treece
tops.

“You — you here!” Eric Wilmo®
stuttered the words as he saw the juniors
under the dusky trees. |

The man he had called Dandy Jim sat
up dazedly.

“Collar him!” panted Jimmy Silver.

Wilmot stood irresolute, but the two
juniors sprang towards the ruffian. Dandy
Jim scrambled to his feet, and dashed
away into the wood.

“Come back!” Wilmot
“Boys, come¢ back! That man is danger-
ous! Come back at once!”

Neweome caught Jimmy
arn.

“Chuck 1t, Jimmmy !

Jimmy's impulse had been to purszue
the ruffian, but he nodded. and turned
back. The two juniors rejoined Mr.

was shouting.

Silver by the

Wilmot, who was standing with a pale

and troubled face. There was no doubt
that Jimmy KHilver had saved the young
footballer from a4 terrible injury, if not
from actual death, and Eric Wilmot knew
it. Yet it was not difficult fo read in his
troubled fac¢e that he wished the Rook-
wooders had been anywhere else just then.

“Thank wvou, Silver!” he said at last,
speaking with an effort. “You--you have
done me a great service!”

Jimmy nodded. Newcome stooped to
pick up his scattered specimens. Mr.
Wilmot's glance followed his movement,
and he understood how the juniors came
to be there. He gave them no explana-
tion of how he came to be there himself.

“You are returning to Roskwood now?”
he asked. *“You had better, in the
¢irenmstances.”

“Yes,” said Jimmy.

“I will 2o with you, In case that raseal
comes——" - -

He did not finizh. The three left the
wood together, and walked in grim silence
towards the school. |

At the gates of Rookwood Eric Wilmot
spoke, in a low tone. W;

“1 caunot ask you to be gilent as to
what has happened. 1 have no right to
ask it. But if vou wished to do ine a
great serviee,”  you would say nothing of
what has cecurred.” i ) (IR

Without waiting for a reply, the young
man strode ‘n at the gates, and crossed
with rapid strides towards the School
House. Jimmy Silver drew a deep
breath.

“Well———" he said.

“Well!” breathed Newcome.

“Let’s get in!’ sald Jimmy abruptly,
“This will want thinking over.”

And they went in in silence.

Lovell and Raby came in to tea, and
found Jimmy Silver and Newcome 'in a
thoughtful mood. Raby related the story
of “Mr. Smith,” Lovell grunting the
while. They did not guess that their
chums had seen Mr. Smith, and knew.
more about him than they could tell.
Jimmy Silver proceeded to enlighten
them, and Raby whistled.

“It begins to look pretty clear,” Dle
said.  “Wilmot’s the man of Deepden,
and Dandy Jim is a rotter in the same
line of business.” -

“It looks like 1t.,” said Jimmy Silver
slowly. “But—but--—" He hesitated.

“You're not beginning to doubt it yours
self?" ejaculated Raby.

“I'm blessed if 1 know!”
frankly

And for that day, at least, Jimmy
Silver's secret remained a secret.

THE END.

(Order wour copy of next AMonday’s
Boys' FRIEND to-day. The wmagnificent
story of the chums of Rookwood School
appearing in the . next issue i8 entitled;
“The Grip of ithe Law!’ and 8 more
chrilling than ever!)

said Jimmy



