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The 15t Chapter.
Undepr Aprest!
“Shame!”
“Let him go!”
It was a roar of voices in the old quad-
tangle of Rookwood School. Df. Chisholm
started from his c¢hair, and stepped hut-

tiedly to his study window. Never had
the reverend Head of Rookwood been
s0 startled. '
“Shame!
the roar. .
“Bless my soul!” ejaculated the Head.
He stared out of the study window.
It was a strange enough scene that et

Let 1:.-11: Wilmot go!” came

his gaze.

Eric Wilmot, the new football coach of
Rookwood, stood within a dozen paces
of the Head’'s window. His/ handsome
face was deadly pale. but ecalm. His
hand¢ hung. helplessly before him; there
were steéel handcuffs on his wrists.

‘A hand was on his shoulder—thie hand
of Inspector Troope, of Scotland Yard.
The inspector had been leading his
prisoner towards the House, but he had
besnn forced to stop, as 1the crowd of
Rookwood fellows surged round him.
Every face in the ¢rowd was excited and
angry, and meupacing locks were cast at
thé burly, grim-faced man from Scotland
Yard, Those looks of menace "did not
affect Inspector Troope in the least; his
hatd face hardened a little more, and
his grip on the shouider of the young
footballer tightened a little, that was
all. But the surging of the excited
ﬁinlokwmders round him forced him to a
1alt.

“Rescue!” bawled Lovell of the Fourth.

“Shame!”

Jimmy Silver caught Lovell’s arm. |

“Shut up, you ass!” he whispered.

“Rescue!” yelled Lovell, unheeding.
“Rusi him!"”

The Head threw up his window. It
looked as if a riot was about to break
out in the Rookwocd quadrangle.

“Bﬁy_&!"

The Head's deep voice rang through the
excited buzz. All eyes were turned upon
Dr. Chishiolm.

“Perhaps you will command these boys
to clear the way, sir!” said Inspector
Troope, with unmoved calmness. “They
are obstructing me in the execution of
my duty!” |

“Rats!” yelled Lovell,

“Bilence!”  thundered  the
“Silence, at oncz!  Neville,

this mean?”’

Neville of the Sixth turned a face
flushed with anger towards his head-
master.

“It means that Mr. Wilmot is arrested
by this—this man!” he said savagely.
“He’s just played in a mateh for us, sir,
and helped us to beat Greyfriars. And
this—this A fool has arrested him on a
silly charge——" -

“Moderate vour language!” rapped out
the Head. “Inspector Troope is doing
his duty. Mr. Trcope, I apologise for
this unseemly outbreak. DBoys, disperse
at once. Anyone raising a hand to ob-
gtruct Mr. Troope will be expelled from
Rookwood.”

“Oh!” gasped Lovell.

“Mr. Wilmot is innocent,
Neville of the Sixth. “The charge is
simply ridiculous It's a shiame to treat
him like this before all the school.”

T trust 1t may prove as you say,
Neville; bhut that is a matter for the
law to decide. Mr. Troope, please come

Head.
what does

sir!”? said

into the House at once—bhoys, stand
back !”’ )

The Rookwood crowd . fell back,
savagely and discontentedly. Probably,

but for the intervention of the Head,
Lovell's wild suggestion might have heen
acted upon, and a rush would have taken
})lace. - But the Head's command was
aw. '

The arrest of Eric Wilmot had caused
wild exeitement. It had come suddenly,
like a bombshell, upon the Rookwooders,
and there was utter and contemptuous
incredulity on all sides. Wilimot had
been only a few weeks at the school: but
he was popular, for there was hardly a
fellow at Rookwood who did not like the
handsomé young footballer. And he had
just played for the school in a first
eleven ‘match, and won the game for
Rookwood.

Inspector Troope, ¢rim and unmoved,
marched his prisoner into the House, fol-
lowed by a chorus of grocans and hissées
and catcalls. In their apgry excitement,
the Rookwood crowd overlooked the fact
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that Mr. Troope was only doing
his official duty. "i'hey believed
that e had made a ludicrous
mistake, and they resented the
humiliation put upon. the
popular footballer,

Dr. Chisholm closed his study

window with a bang. - Through
the closed window a buzz of
angry voices still came to his
ears. '
He opened the door of bhis
study.
Inspector  Troope  entered,

with the handcuffed footballer.
Calm as Eric Wilmot looked, it
was easy to read in his white

face how keenly he felt the
shame of his position. |
Dr. Chisholm looked distressed. He

had a liking for Wilmot, like the rest
of Rookwood. _

“1 aimn sorry to see¢ this, Mr. Wilmot,”
he said awkwardly. “You realise, ot
course, that the inspector is doing his

duty. I1f you are innocent—"’ '
“1 4m quite innoceut, sir!” said

Wilmiot.

- The inspector gave a slight grant.
~“yYoéu think, NMr. Troope——'’ began

the Head.

“1 do not think—I know, sir!” said the
inspector. “This man is James Stacey,
the cracksman, otherwise LKioown as
Dandy Jim. He¢ is wanted for a dozen
robberies, some of them with violence.”

*Good heavens!”’

“His last exploit was an attempted
burglary at Deepden, in Berkshire, where
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Py Owen Conquest,

" (Author of the Tales of Rookwood appearing in the
b Populﬂr-”).

A Splendid Story of the Chums of Rockwood School!

Arthur Edward Lovell caught Jimmy

Silver by the arm.

“You know why you're wanted,
Jimmy,” he muttered. *“1It’s to identily
Wilimot as the burglar you saw at Deep-
den in the vae.”

Jimmy Silver nodded. He was quite
well aware of the Head’s reason 1u
seitding for him just then.

“You thought Wilmot was tbe man,

Jimmy ;. but you made a mistake, you

know,” urged Lovéll. “Don’'t say any-
thing agaiunst him.” ‘
“1l can’t believe he’s the man,” said

Newcome. .
“Nohody here will believe it, T think,”
said Raby. *“ Anyhow, don’t say anything
vou're not sure of, Jimmy. Be careful,
you know.,”
Jimmy nodded again, and went into
the House. His face was sorely troubled.
If Eric Wilmot was not the cracksman
he had seen escaping at Deepden, he was

at least his living image.

liked the young footballer, and felb
somehow - that he was to be trusted.
His instinet was in conflict with his
reason.

He tapped at the Head's door and
entered. "Whether Wilmot was innocent

or guilty, Jimmy Silver would gladly have
avoided taking a hand against him. Bub
thére was no help for it now.

Wilmot stood pale and silent, and did
not Iook at the junior as he entered.
The Head coughed. It was the grim-
faced inspector who addressed the captain
of the Rookwoed Tourth.

“Master Silver, look at this man.”
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Jimmy eriinsoned.

“J=I wasn't sure,” he stammered. “I1
thought he was the same man at first,
but. my friends laughed 2o the 1dea,
Then, Mr. Willmot seemed co decent that
—that I felt there must be some mistake
somewhere. 11— simply couldn’'t believe
that he was a criminal.”’

“You should have spoken to your
Form master, at least, Silver,” said the
Head severely.

“I—I was going to, sit; but—but the
more I saw of Mr. Wilmot, sir, thé snore
I felt that Le couldn’t be the man of
Deepden.”

“You have acted very injudiciously, to
say the least!” snapped the ipspector,
“However, at the present moment you
are able to identify the man?”

Jimmy wag silent.

“The man appears to have obtained a
curious influence in this school, Dr. Chis-
holm,” said the inspector dryly. “You
can see, of course, that the boy is quibe
assured of his identity, but does not care
to say s0.”

Dr. Chisholm gnawed his lip.

“if you can tell the Iinspector any-
thing, Silver, it is your duty to do so,”
he said.

Jimmy drew a deep breath.

“] am sure there is a mistake, sir,”
he said steadily. *“Mr. Troope calls Inm
Dandy Jim. I know that there is another
person who is called by that name.”

“And how do vou know that?” de-
manded the inspector gruilly.

“T have seen the man,” said Jimmy
quietly. “Last Wednesday 1 saw DMr.
Willnot meet a man in Coombe Wood.
He addressed him as Dandy Jim. The
man threatened him, and Mr. Wilmot
knocked him down.”

Jimmy looked at the young footballer,

“Mrpr. Wilmoi, tell the inspector-—"

Inspector 'froope looked a litlle
startled.

“What was the man like?” he asked.
“He wasg the same size and build as
Mr. Wilmot, but he wore a moustache,
and his face was very dark, and his
evehrows black and bushy,” said Jimimny.

“That is not a description of the Dandy
Jim known in the records at Scotland
Yard,” said the inspector dryly. He
fixed his eyes upon the young footballer.

“You deny vour identity as Dandy Jim
Stacey ??” he asked.
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A DRAMATIC DISGOVERY &

I ‘frag‘ment of stone whizzed through the air as the ravys from
Jimmy 8Sllver’s torch swept over the pile of ground sheets,

Crash |

The celiar was plunged into darkness as the torch was knocked out of the junior’s hand.

the boy Silver almost cauzht him escap-
ing,” said Mr. Troope. *“Since that affair
he has heen in hiding—we have lost track
of him entirely. I confess it never
oceurred to us that be had obtained a
post as football coach in a public school.
It iz very fortumnate for you, sir, that I
came here to-day.” |

“Undoubtedly, ifr the matter 18 as you
state,”” said the Head, with a deeply-
troubled look. *“You-—you are sure that
there is no error—uno possible error? 1t
is—is amazing to me!”

“A dozen witnesses will identify him,”
gaid the inspector., *May 1 ask you for
a conveyaucee, to take him to the
station.”

“Certainly! But—but-—" The Iecad
stammered. “I—I cannot help {feeling,
Mr. Troope, that there is some mistake!”

“1 have shown you tie official photo-
eraph of Dandy Jim, the eracksman, sir.
Is it not this man’s photograph?”

“Certainly the resemblance is amazing.
But—one moment! i will send for Silver.
He has seen the actual crimipnal face to
face, and his evidence should be conelu-
sive.” |

“Very good, sir.” |

The Head touched a bell

81T,
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The 2nd Chapter.
Innocent or Guilly 7
“Master Silver!”
“Hallo, 1upper?!”

“'Ead’s sent for you, sir.”
“Tight-ho .

Jimmy looked.

“Do you identify him as the man you
gaw escaping from Deepden Manor House
after the attempted burglary 72’

“He—he's very like him, siry”
Jimmy slowly,

“1s he not exdcetly liké him, to the
best of your belief ?”

“Ye-¢-e8, air.”

“Do you or do you not- believe that
he is the same man?’”’ rapped ouv the
inspector sharply.

“1—1 did, sir,” faltered Jimmy.
[—1—1 can’t.”

“An explanation is required from you,
Master Silver!” said Insgpector Troope
grimly. “You-gave a description of the

said

“Now

escaping cracksman to the Reading
police. The description was that of
James Stacey, allag Dandy Jim. When

I showed you the photograph of Dandy
Jim you recognised it as that of the
man of Deepden. Yet this man has been

two or three weeks at Rookwood. You
liave seen him every day, and on the
very first occasion you could not have
failed to recognise him. You did not
tell vour headmaster?”

“N-ho, sir.”

“Did you tell anyone?”

“Only my chums, sir.”

Wiimot raised his eyes and looked

curiously at Jimimy Silver for a second.
“And why,” said the inspector, * did

yvou keep such & secret? Are . you
cware  that you were shieldinhg a
criminal from justice, and rendering

yourself an accessory after the fact?”

“Yes,”” gaid Wilmot quietly.

“Then vou assume that there is another
man in’existence who resembles you so
closely as to be mistaken for you and
you for him?*

“Obviously.”

“It 1s at least possible,” murmured the

Head,

“Areé you acquainted with such a
mani?*

NO answer.

“Have you a relation who closely

resembles you?”

The young man’s lip quivered,  and his
pale face seemed to grow paler. But he
did ot speak.

*Mi. Wilmot,” said the Head in a
moved voice, “you .are bound to speals,
it only for your own sake. You huve
not been long among us, but we are all
your iriends here. 1f you can clear
yourself of this fearful charge——-

Wilmot raised Iis eyes to the doctor’s.

“1l am nnocent,”” he said. “In twenty-
four hours 1 shall return to Rookwood
with  my name cleared, if you will permit
me to return, sir, after this disgrace.”

“1f yvou are innocent, Wilmot, you will
bhe weicomed back!?? exelaimed the Head
warmly. “But In what do you hope?”

The young itootballer smiled slightly.

“Thney have an almost infallible
systemm ot identification at Scotland

13

“Tinger-prints of
eriminals are taken and recorded. Mr.
Troope, doubtiess, can lay his hands
upon the finger-prints of Dandy Jim, the
cracksman.”

Yard, sir,” he said.

Threa Malipance
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he’ll prove 1t.
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“Your finger-prints—yes!” said the
inspector grimly. "

“Mine, sir, will be found different.”
said the voung mah. ‘“‘No two human
heings have finger-prints alike. The
record will show that 1 am not the
nian you seéx.” | |

“Surely that is an excellent
inspector ¥’ exclaimed the Head.

The inspector shrugged his shoulders.

““ Ag nearly infallible as possible, sir,”
he answered, *“ But——"’

“There are other circumstances,” said
Mr Wilmot quietly. *“I was in the army,
sir, through the war, as you know. 1 was
not demobbed till six months after the
arinistice. The regimental records will
prove that. But at that time Dandy Jim,
the cracksman, was serving a sentencé at
Dartmoo¥.”

The inspector started a little,

“That is true,” he said. *“1f you can
prove what you say-——" "

“The official records will prove 1t.”

« And if you are speaking the tfubh,
how do you know so much about Dandy

test,

Jim, Mr. Wilmot—you, an innocent man

«T am not called upon to explain that.”
snid Wilmot compozedly. “My business is
to prove my own innocence, and that [
shall do. In the meantime, sir, I am
your prisoner.”’

The Head made Jimmy Silver a sign to
leave the study.

Ten minutes later the Head’s motor-
ear was bearing Ingpector Troope and his
prisoner away from Rookwood. But even
in the grim mind of the inspector there
was now a lurking doubt.

s th, 4

‘The 3rd Chapter.
Light at Last!

“ Rotten!” |

Arthur Edward TLovell made that
remark with emphatic disgust as the
schobl gates cloged behind the ear.

The Tistical Four had watched Inspecs
tor Troope depart with his prisoper, as
well as a erowd of  other Rookwood
There was angty and excited dis-
cussion on all sides. From the Sixth
Torm to the Second, all the sympathy of
Rookwood School was with the inspector’s

prisoner.  Moderns and Classicals felb
alike on the subject. Tommy Dodd of
the Modern Yourth ~was almost as

cloguent as Arthur Edward Lovell. The
opinion all through the school was that
the man from Scotland Yard had made a
ridiculous mistake; that FEric 'Wilmqt
would prove his innocence, and cover his
captor with confusion. And when he
came back to Rookweod in triumph, the
fellows intended to give hiim & great
reception.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. kunew  that,
even if the inspector had made a mis-
take, it was not a ridiculous mistake.
Wilmot’s resemiblance to Dandy Jim was

so striking that Mr. Troope could scarcely

have acted otherwise than as he had
done. That resemblance; however, was
not generally known to the Rookwood

fellows, and the Fistical -Four did not

speak of it.

“Wilimot will be back here in. a few
days,” Lovell said, as the Fistical Four
cathered to a late tea in the end study.
“He’s right as rain., I know that, and
No need to mention about
his being like the cracksman to look at,

Jimmy. It won’t do him any good.”
Jimmy Silver nodded.
“Keep it dark,” he assented. *Good-

ness knows, if he’s inpocent, I'm ready
to back him up. It's pretty clear that if
he isn't James Stacey, lhie’s a mnear re-
lation of that router.” !

Lovell grunted.

“Might be like him, without being a
relation,” he said.

“Tt's not likely,” said Raby. “If
there’s two of them, they're relations
right enc{ygh, and it won’t do, Wilmot
any good to have it known herei: 8o the
least said, sooneést mended.” -

“ And that man he met in the woods?”
said Newcome.

Jimmy kuitted his brows.

“He spoke to him as Dandy Jim,” he
snid. “That’'s the eracksmhan’s pickname.
$ was the eracksmau, of course, and he
looked different because he was made
up somehow. That’s pretty clear now.
He's some connection of Wilimot' s—from
the likeness, and from the fugt that
Wilmot met him.” fA

“He threatened to give Wilmot away
a2t Rookwood.” saild Newcome. “AWe
heard bhim. If Wilmot’s all right, how
can—-—-"

“U think I understand that now,” said
Jimmy. . “Wilmot isn’t the cracksman,
but a near relation, and that’s his littie
secret., The real Dandy Jim was threot-
ening to give him away as a connéction
of a criminal—not as a criminal himself.”

“Oh!” said Lovell. -

“I don’t kunow what view the Head
would take if he knew that Mr. Wilmot
was closely related to a wéll-known
eriminal.” gaid Jimmy Silver. “He might
want Wilmot to go. Anvhow, naturally,
a man would keep such a thing dark.
That gives the bruté a hold over Wilmot.
1 jolly well wish we could lay hands on
him!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. had little doubt
that thev had arrived at the correct
solution of the mystery at last. From
the moment . when he had heard the in-
spector address Wilmot as “Pandy Jim.”
Jimmy Silver had guessed the truth, rve-
membeving the scene in Coombe Wood.
And Eriec Wilmot’'s c¢onfidence. in the
finger-print test had convineed hip; that,
in spite of all appéarances, the young
foothaller was not the muan of Deepden.
The man Wilmot had knocked down. in
Coomhe Weod was the real cracksman.
and Jimmy had not recognized him, for
the simple reason that he was disguised.
He was hunted by the police, and he had
come to his relation at Roakwoeod in dis.

guige for .help in escaping them. 1o
Jimmy Silver's mind, it was all elear |
now, And 1t wuas eclear, too, that Eric

Wilmot had no guilty dealings with the
cracksman, That LKknock-down DbBlow
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iI: Coombe Wood was proof enough of
that. il

“Poor beggar!” said Raby. “I suppose
he’s always been in danger of being
taken for Dandy Jim. It must have
given him a jump when he saw the in-
spector here. Perhaps it’s all the better
for him to have the matter thrashed out
and cleared up.”

Jimmy Silver nodded thoughtfully.

*Anyhow, you own up that you were
wrong, Jimmy?” grinned Lovell. *You

know. now that Wilmot isn’t the giddy
burglar of Deepden?”

“Yes. But 1 don’t blame myself. In-
spector Troope has made the same mis-
take,” said Jimmy quietly. *But now 1
know the facts———" He paused, “We

know that Wilmot has some reason for .

not handing the rotter over to the
police—he could have done it last Wed-
nesday. The man wrote to him and
asked him to meet him, as we know,
Wilmot didn’t go, and the fellow sent a
message by Lovell. Wilmot could have
taken a bobby with him, and landed the
rascal. He didu't. But if we had a
¢nance—-—" -

“I jolly well wish we had!” grunted

Lovell. “I'd make short work of him, 1
know that. He's not my relation, any-
how.”

“That’s what I'm thinking of,” said
Jimmy quietly. *“Now, it’s plain enough
that the rotter came ‘down here to get
help from Wilmot, if he could. We heard
him say as much. He's hunted by the
police, and he’s in straits. Wilmot re-
fused to help him. But—"

Jimmy paused.

“Well 77 said Lovell.

“Where is he now?” said Jimmy.
“He’s in hiding somewhere from the
police. They’'ve no suspicion, so far, that

he’s been in this neighbourhood, except
thrtat Mr. Troope thinks he’s got him in
otr football coach. = Suppose—suppose
the rotter is still hanging about in this
quarter——-"

Lovell whistled.

“In theé'wood, do you mean?”

“It’s 'likely enough,” said Jimmy.
*“There rare places in Coombe Wood
where a man could lie hidden for weeks,
iIf he chose.
of grub, and he might have brought
that. Wilmot refused to give him help,
but he may still hope to get something

out of him, and he said something, too,

about disgracing Wilmot at Rookwood if
he came to the énd of his tether. 1¢
looks to me—-7"

“My hat!” Lovell’'s eves gleamed. “It
would be doing Wilmot a good turn if we
could get the real rascal laid by the
heels!” = _

“That's 'what 1 was thinking,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Dandy Jim has been in
chokev once, and the sooner he goes
back there the better for all eoncerned,
1f he’s anywhere near Rookwood-———"

“What price a scout run, with the
giddy cracéksman' at the end of iit?”
erinned Lovell. “Next half-holiday—
what?"

“It’s worth trying, anyhow.”

Prep that evening was rather neglected
in the end study. Jimmy Silver & Co.
had something more important than prep
to discuss. "

The 4th Chapter.
Hunted Down'!

Rookwood School waited anxiously for
news of Erie Wilmot.

Many of the ifellows supposed that, as
soon as the young footballer was at Scot-
land Yard, he would proceed to prove the
mistake in identity at once, and take the
niext train back to Rookwood. They did
not make allowance for the *“law’s
delays:™ ~°

Day followed day, and there was no
news of tlie footballer.

It was obvicus to Jimmy Silver & Co.
at least,” that the authorities would re-
quire a very clear demonstration that
Eric Wilmot was not the “wanted ” man,
and that would take time.

In the meantime, the Fistical Four were
making their own plans, and the next
half-holiday saw them on the warpath.

Four juniors in scout rig left the school
cates soon after dinmer that day, leaving
the other: fellows at football practice.
They
Wood. '

The chums of the Classical Fourth knew
the wood' pretty thoroughly, extensive as
it was., It was a favourite hunting-
ground of the Rookwood scouts. And
Jimmy Silver, who had thought the
matter out carefully, knew where to make
a start. In the very heart of the wood
there was a ruin which was called locally
the “Reman camp,” supposed at least
to be a relic of an' ancient Roman for-
tification.

[t was overgrown with trees and
thickets, and difficult of access, but the
Rookwood Boy Scouts had rambled over
it more than once. If the hunted eracks-
man was indeed lurking in the vicinity
of Rookwood, the old Roman camp was
his safest lurking-place, and that was the
objective of the Fistical FFour when they
left the school that sunny afternoon,

It was a good mile by tangled tracks
through the wood to the ruin. The Fis-
tical Four tramped on cheerfully.

If nothing came of the search, there

would be, as Jimmy Silver said, no harm |

done. But if by good luck they came
upon the rasecal. they were quite confident
in their ability to lay him by the heels.
Four sturdy juniors of Rocokwood were a
match for any cracksman. The IFistical
Four were quite agsured of that.

“Here "we are!” murmured Arthur
Edward: Lovell, at last.

Through the trees and thickets a frag-
ment of an ancient wall loomed into
sicht. It was almost covered with moss
and creepers. A few minutes more, and
the Fistical Four were m the mossy old
Tuins.

A rabbit secuttled away from their foot-
steps, and there was a twittering of birds
in the trees that jutted among the hroken
old brickwork. bdave for that, all was
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lost no time in getting into Coombe

silent and deserted. The juniors looked
round them, and Raby grinned a little.

“No sign of the giddy cracksman here!”
he remarked.

*“1f he’s here, he’s sporting his oak!”
remarked Newcome humorously.

“Well, he wouldn’t be sitting on top of
the wall, waiting to be looked at,” said
Jimmy Silver. *“There are cellars under
this cracked eld pavement. That's where
he would bhe.”

“Jolly celd down there, 1 should faney.”

“Not any colder than a cell at Dart-
moor, perhaps,. Anyhow, we've come
here to look for him,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly, “¥rom what we heard him say
to Wilmot that day, I feel pretty certain
that he meant to hang on mnear Rook-
wood. If he hides in the cellars, he has
to come up——-"-

“Ceme up to breathe, like a whalel”
chuekled Newecome, who seemed to be in
a humorous mood that afternoon.
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Here 1s a splendid new com-
petition which I am sure will
interest you. On this page you
will find a history of Manchester
United Football Club in picture-
puzzle form., What you are invited
to do 1s to solve this picture, and
when you have done so, write your
solution on a sheet of paper. Then
sign the coupon which appears
under the puzzle, pin 1t to your
solution, and post it to “ HIS-
TORIES No. 17 Competition,
Boys’ Friennp Office, Gough
House, Gough Square, E.C. 4, so
as to reach that address not later

than THURSDAY, Qctober 26th.
The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will

be awarded to the reader who
submits a solution which is exactly
the same as, or nearest to, the
solution now in the possession of
the Editor. In the event of ties
the prize wili be divided:  The
other prizes will be awarded in
order of merit. The Kditor re-
serves the right to add together
and divide the value of all or any
of the prizes, but the full amount
will be awarded. It is a distinct
condition of entry that the decision
of the Editor must be acecepred as
final. HEmployees of the pro-
prietors of this journal are not
eligible Lo compete.
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This competition 1s run in con-
junction with the * Gem,” the
““ Magnet,”” and the *‘ Popular,”
and readers of those journals are
invited to compete.

“Oh, don’'t be funny!” said Jimmy
Silver. “ He would come up, of course, and
dodge inte the cellars if anybody came n
sight. We're going to see if he’s left any
sign,”

“Good!”

The Fistical Four proceeded to explore
the ruins. The entrance to the stone
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twig was broken to-day some time—the
break is quite fresh.”

“Some village kid exploring the place!”
murmured Raby. *“The Coombe kids play
along here sometimes, you know.”

“Somebody, anyhow,” said
Silver. *“We're going down.”

“Ought to have brought a lantern for
that!” gaid Lovell.

“I've got my electric torch.”

“Oh, good!”

Jimmy Silver forced aside the thicket,
and pushed his way into the opening. A
broken brick stairway led to the old stone
cellars, with weeds and hrambles growing
In every interstice. The Co. followed 1n
Jimmy’s footsteps, grasping their staves.
Their hearts were beating faster now. BSo
far, it had only seemed to them possible
that the cracksman was hidden in the
ruing of the Roman camp. But at every
step they saw 1tresh proof that the
tangled thickets over the steps had lately

Jimmy
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juniors realised the recklessness of their

search, and wished themselves safe above
ground. DBut it was too late to think of
that now.

In the dead silence that followed the
crash of the stone, they listened, and a
sound came suddenly.

“He's coming!” panted Lovell.

There was a rush in the darkness.
Something crashed into Jimmy Silver, and

he struck with his stave, and there was

a cry. The next moment he was clutched
in desperate hands, and was rolling on
the stone floor, struggling for his life.

*Help!” shrieked Jimmy.

“Back up!” panted Lovell.

The juniors could see nothing; but the
sounds guided them. They grasped at the
struggling forms on the floor.

But the unseen man had the advantage.
The Rookwooders, in the black giloom,
clutched at one another as well as at the
enemy. The hidden man drove savage
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cellars below was blocked by a mass of |

thorny thickets and creepers, through
whiceh it was difficult to force a way.
Jimmy Silver examined that npatural

screen, and a gleam came into his eyes.
“You can see that this has been dis-
turbed lately,” he said. “lLook! 7That
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been disturbed. It was possible that it
had been done by some schoolboy explorer

that very day; but it was also possible, |

at lezst, that the signs were of the pas-
sage of the man they sought.

Black as midnight the cellar looked, as
the juniors stepped into it. Jimmy Silver
fiashed the light of his toreh round him,
and the juniors, with thumping hearts,
stood on thelr guard.

A sharp exclamation hroke from Jimmy.

‘“Look!”

Almost at his feett two or three ground-
sheets and a rug lay on the damp stoue
floor.

Lovell caught his breath.

“Somebody’s been camping here!” he
muttered.

“Nobody would be likely to camp in
this damp hole but———"

“Look out!” shrieked Raby.

Crash!

A fragment of stone whizzed from the
blackness and ecrashed on the electric
torch in Jimmy Silver's hand.

In an instant the cellar was plunged
into utter darkness.

From the i1mpenetrable gloom there
came a sound—the sound of a man
maoving, |

“Good heavens!” breathed Lovell, his
teeth chattering.

The Rookwooders drew close together in
the dark, with throbbing hearts. Yor

they knew now that Jimmy Silver’s sur- ||

mise had been only too well-founded, and
that within the narrow confines of .the
old eellar, in the thick darkness, they
were shut up with a desperate criminal.

The 5th Chapter,
Faco to Face !

Jimmy Silver stood motionless.

In the darkness and the terrible silence
he could almost hear the thumping of his
héart.

But his eourage did not falter.

The man he sought was there, lurking

~in the blackness, close at hand. He knew

No. 639.—FERRARS OF THE SIXTH.

A fine tale of life at a big modern lFl;tl:;dic:
school.,. By RICHARD RANDOLPH.,

N O COIN 5.8 1.1.

that an attack was coming—that the
scoundrel, knowing that his hiding-place
was discovered, would make a deperate
attempt to escape; and the four juniors
were between him and the stair that led
upward to the daylight.

“Look ouf!” breathed Jimmy.

Perhaps at that moment the reckless
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iows on all sides.
half-stunned.

Jimmy Silver felt the man drag himself
away. He struggled up breathlessly.

*Look out!”

There was a crashing of the thicket
over the stair. The desperate rascal was
forcing his way out to freedom.

“After him!” yelled Jimmy,

He dashed at the stair.

Above his head the daylight glimmered
as he struggled through the tangled

Lovell rolled over,

thickets.
His chums followed him, gasping and
panting,
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way free of the

forced his
tangle, and leaped out into the open air,

Jimmy

panting for breath. e caught sight of a
runpning figure less than a dozen feet
away.

“There he is!” shouted Jimmy Silver.
He rushed in pursuit. -

He knew the man, It was the man
who had met Eric Wilmot in the wood ‘a
week before. 1t was the same figure, and
the same shabby tweed clothes. Asg the
man half turned to leap over the broken
wall, Jimmy saw his tace. The thick
moustache and the bushy eyebrows were
gone now. Evidently they were a dis-
guise, and had heen torn away in the
struggle in the cellar. And in spite of
the darkness of. the skin, the man's
resemblance to Nric Wilmot was start-
ling, now that the greater part of his dis-
gulse wag gone. It was a face with well-
cut, regular features—a face that would
have been handsome, but for the hard
and savage look of desperation uypon it.

“Collar him!” roared Lovell.

The Rookwooders were close on the
heels of the fugitive, as he clambered
over the old wall. He disappeared from
their sight, and they heard the sound of
a heavy fall. The ¢racksman had lost his
footing and rolled down on the other side.

“Quick!” panted Jimmy. “We've got
him now!” '

He scrambled furiously over the
crumbling wall, followed fast by his
chums, They were in time to see the
fugitive leap to his feet and start at a
run into the wood.

“Aiter him!”

The man turned his head for a second,
shaking his fist at the juniors. His eyes
were blazing with rage, his teeth showed
In a snarl like that of a wild animal.
His face, at that moment, was the face of
the cracksman of Deepden-—the ruffian
who, in the vacation, had struggled with
Jimmy Silver at the camp in the Berk-
shire wood. Its resemblance to Eric
Wilmot was startling: even at that

‘moment when it was convulsed with fury.

It was only for a second that the ruffian
stared bac{c. Then he dashed into the
;.]med, running with almoest the speed of a

are.

The Rookwooders rushed recklessly in
pursuit. Through bush uand briar they
tore on desperately, guided by the crash-
ing and rustling ahead of them. But the
guiding sounds ceased at last; the juniors
came to a halt in the thick wood.

The cracksman was gone.

Jimmy Silver gritted his teeth.

“Keep on!” he said. “We won’t give

- in while there’s a chance!”

For an hour er more the juniors hunted,
but the search was in vain. The cracks-
man was gone; and they gave it up at
last,  tired out and angry and dis-
appointed. |
“Well, he's got away!” said Lovell, as
the Fistical Four tramped away in the
direction of Rookwood at last. “‘But he’ll
be nailed all right as soon as the police
know what we can tell them. And we
can prove now that old Wilmot isn't the
man they call Dandy Jim. That’s some-
thing.”

It was a tired and dusty quartette that

~arrived at the gates of Rookwood an hour

later. Jimmy Silver & Co. started for
the Head’s house at once. Tubby Muffin
%net them in the quad, with a fat excited
ace.

“You fellows heard?” he exclaimed.

Jimmy paused,

“Any news of Wilmot?” he asked.

“Yes, rather!” grinned Tubby. “Where
have you {fellows been? All the giddy
sehool’'s buzzing with it.”

“What's the news?” exclaimed Lowvell
impatiently. *‘Get it out, you dutier!”

“Don’t snap a fellow’s head off!”

“Tell us what's the news?” roared
Lovell. Al

“All right, old chap, I'm telling you,
ain’t 17" said th®& fat Classical. . “Wil
mot’s coming back! The Head’s put up
a notice on the board about. it. He's
proved that he isn’t the man that old
duffer of an inspector thought—proved it
right up to the hilt.” |

“Good !

“Proved that he was in the army when
the other c¢hap was in chokey,” said
Tubby, with a fat chuckle. “That must
have made old Troope feel pretty ill,
what? Fatheaded mistake to make.. I
say, Wilmot's coming back to .the school
—I1t’s on the board, in the Head's fist—
he's coming back in a day or two!”

“Hurrah!” w2 LYY

The Fistical Four hurried on to the
Head’'s house. In a few minutes more
they were in the presence of Dr. Chis-
holm, and giving him an aeccount of their
adventure at the Roman camp in Coombe
Wood. The Head blinked at them over
his glasses. |

“You should certainly not have taken
this risk,” he said severely. - “I sheould
have forbidden you if 1 had known.: If
you should ever do anything of the kind
again———-"Dr, Chisholm paused. *“How-
ever, the discovery you have made will
certainly be useful to the authorities. 1
shall telephone to the police at Rookham
at once.  You will hold yourselves in
readiness to be questioned. You may geo.”

And the juniors went. |

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked quite pleased
with themselves that evening. Their ad-
venture at the Roman camp had to be
related a dozen times at least in the
Fourth, and even Bulkeley c¢f the Sixth
sent for them, to hear their account of
the hidden cracksman. Inspector Sharpe
came over fromm Rookham, and the story
had to be told again. That evening tele-
graph and telephone were at work: and it
seemed fairly certain that the “wanted "
man, hunted out of his secret refuge,
would not be long in falling into the grasp
of the law. Whieh, as Arthur Edward
Lovell remarked, would be good news for
Eric Wilmot when he came back to Rook-
wood. .

THE END.

(You wmust not miss
ripping Rookwood story. It is entitled
“In Falsc¢ Colours!’ and deals with
the further adventures of Jimmy Silver

next Monday’s
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