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A SHOCK FOR JIMMY SILVER!

at midnight on the scene of a burglary,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Alarm in the Night!

6 HE last night out !” said Jimmy
Silver.
“Rottern !” remarked Lovell.
Jimmy Silver nodded
thoughtfully.

It was a clear September night: The
velvety sky wass spangled with stars.
The Rookwood holiday tramps were
camped on the edge of a wood in Berk-
shire. Trotsky, the pony, lay asleep in
the grass. The baggage-cart rested on
its shafts by the side of the lane that
bordered the wood. The tent was up,
and Raby and Newcome and Putty
Grace had already turned in. - Arthur
Edward Lovell was yawning.

Jimmy Silver, seated on a camp-stool,

_looked away among the trees; where the
starlight fell’ in patches. He was in a
thoughtful mood. §

Everything comes to an end, and the
tramp of the Rookwooders was ending.
They had enjoyed themselves on. the
open road; and they would willingly
have prolonged their, march.for a few
more weeks. . The . weather had: not
always favoured them, but they had had
a good time. But in a few days now
Rookwood, School would be assembling
for the new ‘term, and on the morrow
Jimmy Silver & Co. were to start for
home. g ;

Jimmy was not inclined for bed,
though the hour was late. He was more
inclined to make the most of the last

. night out. :
“We've had, a jolly good time,” re-
marked Lovell.  “But, after -all, I

sha’n’t be sorry to turn up at Rookwood
i There’ll be the football.”
T “That’s so,” agreed Jimmy,

“And we shall see all the fellows
again.”

Jimmy nodded.’

Arthur Edward Lovell yawned, and
rose to his feet.

“ Better turn in,” he observed.

“Go ahead! T’ll follow.”

“Right-ho !”

Lovell strolled to the tent under the
trees. ) :

Jimmy Silver was left  alone. ‘He
leaned back against the trunk of a big
beech-tree behind his eamp-stool. The
night was very silent. A rabbit scuttled

adventure on

out” of the wood, and stopped and
blinked at Jimmy Silver, and then
scuttled off again. From somewhere in
the far distance came a chime. It was
midnight. :

Then suddenly, through the stillness

of the wood, came 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 poacher at hand, but he realised
that what hé had heard was not the
report of .a gun. It was a pistol-shot:

Far across the wood was the 'manor-
house—Deepden Manor. Earlier in the
evening the campers 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 medn? ... 5, g : 2
- He staréd through the trees, and out
of the darkness came a sudden flashing
of  lights. First one window, then
another of the distant house leaped into
brightness.

" There was a confused sound of shout-
ing. Jimmy could not distinguish the
words, but the shouting told of sudden
alarm.

“Burglars !” breathed Jimmy.

He stood still in the shadow of the
beech-tree, watching. He was too far
from the house to think of rendering
assistance, even if 1t were needed. And
that was not likely. There were a dozen
servants at least at Deepden Manor.
Jimmy had been up to the house at
sundown to ask permission to camp in

the wood —a permission that was
genially granted by the squire of
Deepden.

If only in return for that genial hos-
pitality, Jimmy Silver would have been
glad to chip in if his help were wanted.
He was wondering whether to make his
way through the shadowy wood towards
the house, when. a' sound of hurried
trampling came to his ears.

Hurried, running footsteps were
approaching the spot where the -Rosk-
wooders were camped,
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Jimmy’s eyes gleamed.

The camp was on the edge of the
wood, where it was bordered by the
lane, and the running man was evi-
dently taking a 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 was tearing towards him through
the shadows. Jimmy’s heart beat faster,
and he clenched his-hands. The scoun-
drel should not escape if Jimmy could

help it. %

He saw the man now—a man of
powerful build—panting as he ran. A%
he came into Jimmy’s view he was

glancing right and left like a hunted |
animal. The starlight fell full upon his
face—a face with regular features, dark
éyes, .and well-cut mouth; a face that
would have béen handsome but for thé
deadly pallor that was in it now, and
the expression of mingled fear and rage.

Jimmy, standing in the thick shadow
of the beech, was invisible; but the tent
glimmered under the trees, and the run-
ning man saw it. For an instant he
paused, staring at the tent. Then he
ran on, passing under. the- wide branches
of the beech where Jimmy Silver stood.

And as he passed the Roockwood junior
sprang at him. %

The attack was utterly unexpected.
Jimmy’s grasp closed on the man’s
collar, and he came down into the grass
with a crash. {
5 1,11\ revolver rolled from his hand as he
ell.

He uttered a breathless cry of panic
as he sprawled in the grasp of the sturdy
Rookwood junior.

“Lovell!  Raby! Help !”
Jimmy Silver. Yo,

“TLet me go! -Let me.go!” panted
the man, as he turned on the schoolboy
and struggled to rise.

“Help !” roared Jimmy.

There was a shout from the tent.

“Jimmy! ‘What——"

“Help !

yelled
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" Lovell, in his pyjamas, came. spring-
ing out of the tent. Raby’s startled face
lappeared behind him.
| Jimmy Silver was struggling desper-
ately with the thief, striving to hold him
till his chums should come to his aid.

i But the man was powerful and utterly
‘desperate. He rolled over in the grass
wwith the Rookwood junior, and came
‘uppermost

* “Let go!” he panted.

Jimmy held on like a bulldog.

- “Hold on, Jimmy !” yelled Lovell.

And he came 1a(ing up.

Crash !

e A savage fist was dashed into Jimmy
Silver’s face,  dashing his head back
jagainst 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 leaping towards the lane. |

Lovell came up a second 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 feet coming back
for a few seconds.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Cracksman’s Escaps!
IMMY !” .
Lovell turned to his chum.
He helped Jimmy Silver to
his feet, and the captain of the
Rookwood Fourth stood unsteadily, his
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head spinning, leaning ‘on his ol um’s |

shoulder.

“You're hurt, Jimmy?” g.asped
Lovell

« Jimmy Silver gasped

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

“He's gone,” said Lovell. Who the
‘dmkens was. it
“What on earth’s happened?” ex-

clmmed ‘\Iewcome, coming out” of  the

tent

“A footpad ?” asked Putty Grace.

Jimmy Silver could not explain for
the moment. His head was aching and
spinning from the savage blow he had
received. - He leaned on Lovell, panting
for breath. -

“Something’s up at the-house!” said
Raby, pointing to the flashing lights in
the distance.

“They’re coming this way.’

Two or three lanterns were moving
under the trees, and footsteps and
voices were coming nearer. The Rook-
wood juniors watched and listened.

“It's a burglary!” gasped Jimmy at
last. “I got hold of the burglar He'’s
dropped a revolver here.”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Lovell.

“Hore they come! And here’s the
shooter,” said Putty of the Fourth,
picking the revolver out of the grass.

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

Three or four men came hurrying up
to the group. At the head of them
Jimmy recognised the squire” of Deep-
den—a stout . old gentleman, half-
dressed, with a golf-club in his grip. He
shouted to the juniors.

“Did he pass this way?”

“Yes!” called back Jimmy.

“You saw him ?”

“Yes—and collared him1”

“(iood lad!” exclaunod the old gentle-
man. “Which w ay~-

“Down the lane,” said Tiovell,

point-
ing in the direction in

which the

"cracksman’s footsteps had died away.

“After him!” shouted the squire.
Two or three keepers and menservants
ran or in the direction indicated Ly
TLovell:  There was little chance now,
Tur Porurar.—No. 400.

however, of running down the cracks-
man; 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,” said Jimmy rue-
fully. “ He banged my head on the
ground—it aches like thunder!—and I
had to let go. Another minute and my
pals would have had him, the rotter!
There’s his revolver. He dropped it
when I tackled him 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. I should know him any-
where again," said Jimmy.

“Good

“But—buf has he hurt anybody at the
house 7 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 (‘harged with
attempted murder when _he is caught.
If you can give a description of him,
T've no doubt the police will have him
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“I rcan do that,” said Jimmy con-
fidently.

“T’ve sent a man to the: village for
“You |

the police,” continued the squire.
boys are remaining here, of course?”
“Yes, sir; they’ll find .us here.”
3 (xOOd

The - old gentleman followced the
keepers, and isappeared. Jimmy' Silver
& Co. looked -at -one another—and

Jimmy rubbed his head ruefully. There
was a bruise on his forechead, where the
cracksman’s knuckles had struck, and a
bump on the back of his head, where it
had hit the ground. And Jxmm5 had a
terrific headache.

“Feel ~pretty ~bad?” asked Lovell
sympathetically.
“Ow! Yes, rather! Wow!”

“What a giddy excitment for our last
night out!” said Raby. “I hope they’ll
get the brute. You were rather an ass
to tackle him, Jimpmy. Suppose he had
potted you.’

“He’s made my head ache, any-
how.”
“ Befter turn in,” said Lovell. “We'll

wait up for the bobbles
when they come,”

Jimmy Silver nodded, and went into
the tent. He was glad to lay his aching
head upon a pillow. In spite of the
ache, he was soon fast asleep. He was
feelmg rather better when Lovell called
him about an hour later to interview
the police-sergeant from Deepden vil-
lage.

Jimmy gave a succinct account of
what had occurred, and a very complete
description of the crack:man feature
for feature. The man’s white, des-
perate face was 1mprmted like a photo-
graph on Jimmy’s memory. The ser-
geant took down the description with
much satisfaction.

After he was gone, Jimmy returned to
bed, and slept soundly enough till morn-
ing.

In the fresh 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 break-
fast there, an invitation they accepted
with alacrity. Tt was nearly noon that
day when the Rookwooders broke camp

and call you

and left Deepden behind them, and yet
there had been no news, by that time,
of the capture of the cracksman. And
in the days that followed the episode
faded from the memories of Jimmy
Silver & Co., though it was to be re-
called, ere long, in a- way that Jimmy
Silver certainly did not dream of.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Face Jimmy Knew!
¢« ATCHAM JUNCTION ™~
l “Here we are again!” sang
out Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Hallo, old Jimmy—>  #*
“Cheerio, Rawson—"
The platform at Latcham swarmed

with Rookwood fellows. Seniors by the
dozen, juniors by the score, crowded the
sta.txon arriving from all points of the
compass, to take the local train from
Latcham to Coombe.

There were shouts of greeting and
yells of recognition, most of the Rook-
wood. fellows npparently considering it a
bounden duty to make as much noise as
possible. And if that was their object
they succeeded admirably.

Tommy Dodd and Cook and Doyle,
the three Modern juniors, came along
the crowded platform, knocking off
every Classical hat they could reach—in
the exuberance of their spirits even
knocking off Fifth Form hats, as well as
fags’ headgear. Talboys of the I'ifth
was seen chasing a handsome topper—
which was not handsome by the- time it
had been rescued from a few hundred
feet.

Bulkeley of the Sixth, towering over
the crowd, came within reach of the
three Tommxos and they were tempted
to knock off even Bulkeley’s hat, but re-
frained.  The hat of the captain of
Rookwood was sacred, even to exuberant
Modern juniors on the first day of term.

They gave him a ‘yell instead.

“Cheerio, old Bulkeley!”

And Bulkeley of the Sixth nodded and
smiled.

Smythe of the Shell appeared just in
time to compensate the three Moderns,
as it were, for sparing Bulkeley’s hat.
Adolphus Smythe’s elegant silk topper
went flying, and there was an infuriated
yell from Adolphus.

Tommy Dodd & Co. roared with
merriment  till .the Fistical Fouar
of the Classical Fourth bore 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 vie-
torious, leaving them sprawhn

% Cheeky Modern worms !” 'amd Lovell,
with a chuckle. “They want a lesson to
begin the term with.”

“And they’ve got it!” chortled Raby.

“Yah! Classical rotters!” roared
Tommy Dodd breathlessly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Here’s the train!” yelled Conroy of
the Fourth.

There was a rush for the train. Rook-
wooders of all Forms crowded along the
opening doors. Way had to be made
for the Sixth, but fellows of all other
Forms had to take their chance. Han-
som & Co. of the Fifth were success-
fully charged off by a mob of juniors,
who swarmed into the local train with
yells of triumph. Ordinary passengers
who wanted that train hadn’t much
chance in the Rookwood mob. :

Jimmy Silver & Co. were the first to
bag a carriage, and they stood on guard
at the door to keep Moderns out.
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The Fistical Four allowed Classicals to
enter—and Classicals only. Rawson, and
Conroy and Putty Grace, and Tubby
Muffin crowded in, and then Pons, and
Van Ryn, and Erroll, and Oswald.
After that even Classicals had to be re-
fused admission; it was a railway car-
riage and not a sardine-tin, as Lovell
explained to further applicants.

Jimmy Silver sat down in the corner
seat, laughing.

“Jolly old crowd!” he remarked.

“1 say, give a fellow room!” panted
Tubby Muffin. “Gerroff my knee, Raw-

son! Gerroff my other knee, Conroy !
Wow !”
“Roll Tubby under the seat,” sug-

gested Putty. “He takes up enough
room for three sideways.”

“Why, you rotter——> roared the fat
Classical.

e ag hay hal?

“Just going,” said Lovell. “Hallo,
here’s another merchant wants a seat—a
common or garden person who doesn’t
belong to Rookwood at all! Awful neck
to think that he can get into this train.”

A rather handsome young man, with
a bag in his hand and a rug over hjs
arm, stopped at the door of the carriage
and looked in.

“No room!”
voices.

“ Hook it!” chuckled Raby.

“Now, then, where’s your manners?”
said Jimmy Silver severely, and he
turned to the young man, whose head
and shoulders were framed by the win-
dow. ‘“Sorry, sir, but the carriage is
full—in fact, over-fullL.” Jimmy con-
tinued, with elaborate politeness: “\Vhy,
wha-a-a-t the——" ;

Jimmy broke 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 car-
riage 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, as if
fascinated. :

For he knew the man’s face—feature
by feature it was imprinted on his
memory, as if the scene at Deepden
Manor had taken place only the day
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 Jimmy saw him disappear into
the train. A few seconds later the train
was in motion,” and the last doors
slammed.

Jimmy Silver sank back into his seat,
dumbfounded.

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

And here he was—in the local train
for Coombe, in the midst of a crowd of
Rookwooders bound for the old school!

Tt 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
whether he was dreaming.

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

sang out half a dozen

dizzily

well-cut mouth, the straight, handsome
nose, the dark eyes with their rather
long lashes.' The last man in the world
who, from his looks, Jimmy would have
guessed to be a criminal had he not seen
him in circumstances that left no doubt
on the subject.

“Well, my hat !” murmured Jimmy:

Jimmy’s chums were looking at him
inquiringly. . The other fellows in the
carriage were all talking at once, and
Tubby Muffin 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 chap?”’

“Know ” gasped Jimmy U |
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have a good look at him before you say

anything. You don’t want to make a
mistake; 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, for that matter. No need to
say anything 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 con-
fabbing about?” called out Oswald.

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

THE FACE JIMMY KNEW !
the carriage dcor and looked in.
Rookwooders.
exclamation broke from him.

Jimmy Silver caught sight of the man,
““You ! he stuttered.

A rather handsome young man stopped at

“ No room !’"* sang out the hilarious
and a startled
(See Chapter 3.)

“He didn’t seem to know you,” said
Rabyv. ;

“1 don’t suppose he does!
course.”

“ What—who——" :

“It’s the man!’ said Jimmy.

“The Deepden man?”

o ¥Ven T

“Great Christopher Columbus

The Co.
Silver.
written in their faces.
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“PDraw it mild, Jimm_y,” 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 doubtfully.
“T know that.”
“Tt can’t be——" began Newcome.
“Tt is1” said Jimmy quietly.
it’s his twin brother, it’s the man!”
Lovell whistled.
“Well, if you say so——"
mured dubiously.
“Yes; I saw him get n?

“Then he’s going to Coombe,” said
“Look here, Jimmy, better

Lovell.

He didn’t
see my face in the dark that night, of

fairly _blinked at Jimmy
There was very strong doubt

“Unless

he mur-
“Is he on the train?”

If the suspected man alighted before
Coombe was reached, Jimmy’s mind
was made up—he and his chums would
alight, toe, and keep him in sight till
he could be handed over to the police.
It was his duty to see that a thief and
attempted murderer did mnot escape
justice, and Jimmy was prepared to do
i]is duty. :

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

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Classicals, Against Moderns!
Arthur Edward Lovell,
“ After him 1”
Co. looked as they followed the athletic
young man from the station platform at

“T HERE bhe goes!” murmured
More and more doubtful the
Tue Porunar,—No. 400.
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\
Coombe. Jimmy Silver, indeed, was in-
“vaded by a faint glimmer of doubt.
The young man strode away with a
light, springy step, his 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 con-
dition—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 Deepden woods, and who
Jhad been brought to the ground, re-
‘volver 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 dispelled.
{If it was not the man of Deepden, it was
that man’s double—and the latter was
'too faw-fetched 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
Istartling a charge against a - perfect
/stranger. Jimmy was thinking hard as
the followed with his.chums. ° ¢
~ In the station doorway the young
man stopped again, and, to the amaze-
ment of the juniors, he was in speech
with: Bulkeley of the Rookwood Sixth.
‘e 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 Rodkwood—at all events, Bulkeley
did not seem to be treating him as he
might have treated a stranger who had
addressed him.

“Bulkéley knows 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
iwas 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
‘vells from Conrgy and Putty and
Oswald to ““back up,” addressed to the
, Fistical Four. But for 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.

“Look out!” came a roar.

. One of the brakes was in motion, and
| Jimmy had to jump back to the pave-
!ment as it came careering by. Then
ithere was a swarming of Classical
i juniors along the pavement eutside the
. station, shouting and yelling, and the

- Fistical Four were caught in the crowd.

i+ “Back  up, Classics!” 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.

“Back up!” roared Lovell
with the Moderns !”

The Classicals rallied, and returned
to the attack.

‘ Lovell 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.
Lovell & Co. were quite convinced by
that time that Jimmy was in error.

“This way!” yelled Conroy. *Back
up, Jimmy Silver!” " e

Tue PopuLar.—No. 400.

“Down

As a matter of fact, -

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 gone—probably by .one
of the winding turnings in the village
street—possibly into one ‘of “the old
houses or coftages.” It was too late to
point him out to P.-c. Boggs—and that
plump, rural gentleman, as Jimmy
realised, would have wanted a lot of
convincing ‘that the Rookwooder was not
pulling his plump official leg in giving
him such information. :

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

Jimmy Silver gave it up. He men-
tally determined to speak to his Form
master on the subject as sqon as he
reached Rookwood.

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 rushed into
the fray.

“Back up, Classics!”

“Yah! Classic cads!”

“ Modern rotters!” !

“Kick ’em off !” roared Tommy Dodd.

The attack on the brake was going
sirong when Jimmy Silver jsined in, 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!” shouted Lovell
breathlessly, 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
great style. The odds were on the
(lassical side, and they gained a footing,
and the Moderns were driven along the
vehicle, and knocked or pushed off.

Tommy Dodd let go the reins as he was,

gripped by the back of the collar.

“Ow! Leggo!” roared Tommy.

“ Chuck him overboard !” cried Lovell.

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

“Bump him !”

“Get those geegees going!” howled
Conroy.

Jimmy Silver, with a grin, dropped’

into the driver’s seat, and gathered up
the reins and cracked the whip. The
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

it went down the village street, rocking

and rumbling, Jimmy Silver cracking the
whip, and a crowd of Classicals standing
up and waving their hats and shouting.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Amazing !

M ILVER!”
S Mr. Dalton, the master of the

Fourth, was standing at the
gates of the school, and he stared
as the brake came rocking up, driven by
a junior of the Fourth Form. Jimmy
Silver could drive; he handled the
horses well, and he brought 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.

"brake.

“Driving the brake, sir "’ he answered
cheerily. : 3 Y
“ “Where is the driver ?”

“Haven’t seen him, sir.”

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

“ Hurrah for us!”’ came in a roar from
a crowd of fellows on the brake who had
not yet seen " Mr. Dalton. “We've
beaten the Modern rotters! - Hurrak!”

Mr. Dalton suppressed a smile. :

“Mack!” he called to the school
porter. ° “Please take charge of the
Silver, you will take a hundred

(s |

lines.”"

““Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy.
mean’yes, sir {”

The Classieals crowded out of the
brake, and swarmed into the quadrangle.
Except for a contingent of the Sixth and
Fifth, they were the. -first to arrive.
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 !" ‘ 3 :

“Never ‘mind; we've . beaten the
Moderns ! grinned Lovell. . “ Besides,
they never ask for impots on first day of
term. ' Come on!” .

The Fistical Four marched across the
quadrangle arm-in-arm, ‘taking posses-
sion, as it were. They “capped "several
masters in the quad, and elaborately
ignored Mr, Manders, the Modern
master—and gave a derisive howl to
Knowles of the Sixth, the Modern pre-
fect. 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
liked, on the first day of term.  Tubby
Muffin was the first_ junior to reach it,
and he was very quickly busy. Jimmy

| Silver & Co. joined him there, and Tubby

blinked at them joyfully, z

“Try this ham!” he said, with his
extensive mouth full. “It’s prime—real
prime—and_there’s lots !” ;

“Here we are again!” sang oub
Gunner of the Fourth, coming in with
his heavy tread. “I say, have you seen
Wilmot, you fellows?” <

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

Gunner grinned.

“No; football coach. Just heard
about him—Head's engaged him ; no end
of a tremendous footballer.”

And Gunner passed on.

. “By the way, what became of that
johnny you were so keen on, Jimmy ?”
murmured Lovell. “I forgot him !"

“He’s somewhere in Coombe,” said
Jimmy Silver, “I'm going to the Head
about it.” »

“Too thick,
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 strange 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 companion,

“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

(Continued on page 28.)

old chap!” murmured
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| «BILLY BUNTER’S BLUFF!”

" (Continued /fom page 11.)

;.;t all,” sniffed Bessie Bunter

£ He was
only pullmg yo;r leg, only you're so
soft.”

.Oh !

. “I know where he’s been, and I'm
gomg to tell you, if BiMy doesn’t keep
his ¥ word,”. said Bessie determinedly.
“I'm going to have a cake and a bag of
mormgucs’or I'll know the reason why.
You can comé and hear me talk to him,
if you'like; because if he"doesn’t pay up
I'm going to give him away. But he
won’t dare, after taking you T e R

e IIas he taken us in?” askcd Whurton
blan ly. ;

‘COf course he has!

‘¢ But—but how——" =
“You 1l see, if he doesn’ 't square,” said
Bessie Bunter ; ; and she marched into the

School House resolutely. - -

*The Famous Five oxchanged a look
and' followed her. They were very
curious now.

" “There were several fellows in the Com-
mon-room—some of them glvmg Bllly

Bunter a description of his “sister’s ’
proceedings at the feast in the Rag—
which made the Owl of the Remove grin,
But his grin died awav at the sight of
Bessie.

~“My only hut'

192

ITere she is again!”

exclaimed . Vernon-Smith. “This s
rather too much of a good thmg L
“Billy 1 5
o B | t.av » said

Bessw old gnl -—
st

Bunlel feebly, 8
g Whme 8 my cake ? 7
R A -
“And the mennguos 3

« ¥ ou—you see——"

“ Are vou going to hand them over as
agroed ‘Billy 7 demanded Tatima of
CIiff House. = ““ You never came——""

“IT—I—I—" gasped Bunter

i You agrcod if I lent you my clothes

to go to the spread, you'd bring me a
cake and a bag of meringues——"

“I—I say, Bessie, dry up, old girl—"

“Where’s my cake?”

*So* that's it, 'is it?” »oared Bob
Cherry. * Blessed if we oughtn’t to have
thought of it! It wasn’t Bessic at the
feed at all ! g

“Great Scott !”

“It was Billy all the time, im his
sister’s clothes!”, yelled Peter Todd.
“Why, we were asses not to think of it !
That’s why he spoofed us into thinking
he was going to Popper Court !”

“Bunter, you fraud——"

“So you came to the feed, after all, in
spite of the sentence of tho Remove %5
said Harry Wharton, breathing hard.
“And nof only that, but you mucked it
up for everybody elso !

“Only a—a joke, you know—I—I
mean, I never came at all—it was Bessie,
you know——"

“You chucked things al)ouL making
us believe you were a girl, so that we
couldn’t \\allop you!” - j0ared Bob

be noodlos," com-
mented Bessie Bunter. “ You ought to
have tumbled at once. You might have
known that if it was me, I should behave
in a perfectly ladylike way !

Miss Bessie Bunter sniffed and walked
out of the Common-room. She went
without the plqmlsod cake and the pro-
mised bag of mormgum But William
George Bunter looked like suffering for
that unpaid debt, It was the most disas-
trous case of defaulti ting that had ever
happened to” Bunteér.' . The Removites
closed round him gnmlv

What happened next - Billy Bunter
hardly knew. ‘Buf he knew that it was
distinctly unpk-asant

% THE END.

(There will be another splendid long
story of Harry Wharton & Co.,-of Grey-
friars, next Tuesday, entitled: “The
Funk!” by Frank' Richards.)

you must
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“THE MYSTERY MAN
AT ROOKWOOD!”
(Continued from page 22.)

on the School House steps, chatting
pleasantly with the master of the Fourth.

_“Bulkeley knew him—and Dalton
seems to know hxm grmned Raby
S Oh, Jimmy [Vl
- Jlmmy stood sxlent amazed. Was he
mistaken, after all?

Mr. Dalton called to T uppex, tlxe page.
The stranger cane into the House and
followed T'upper, and the glances of the
Fistical Four followed hlm till he dis-
appeared,

* Still going to the IIead 4 mmmured
Lovell :

Jxmmv did not answer. _ Mr. I)aHon
was standing in the doorway,- lvoking
out into the crowded quad, when he felt
a touch on his arm, and Iooked down. "

“Well,” Silver 7  *

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

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

£Oh 17 gaspod Jlmmv
sir?

Lovell grasped hvm by the arm, and
marched }nm up the staircase Lo Lhe end
study.

“You can ‘see now
said.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

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

0.

“Nothing ! suggested Fovell, with a
grm

W llank you,

it's all mb"‘ he

8

THE END.

S (Don’t miss the newt stirring (‘07’14)[(’1{‘
talc’ of Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rook-
wood, next week. The title of the' story
is Footer- ('oach or Cracksman?”) "
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