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STRANGB HAPPENINGS AT ROOKWOOD!
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Is th e'
Rookwood

football-coach the cracksman Jimmy Silver had encountered on holidays, and should he
speak of his suspicions? This is the problem Jimmy Silver is faced with in the story below!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Under Suspicion.

15 OU’LL he late, Jimmy.”
i Jimmy  Silver  did
answer.

It was the well-known motto
of Jimmy Silver, the captain of the
Rookwood Fourth, to “keep smiling.”
But for once Jimmy Silver was wear-
ing 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 seri-
ously by his chums.

“Better get a move on, Jimmy!”
said Raby. “We’ve got to turn up for
foo‘ter with the new coach, you know.”

not

Mr. Wilmot’'s on the ground
already,” said Newcome.
Lovell gave a chuckle,

“Still got that fat-headed idea of

yours in your head, Jimmy 7” 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, “I can take your
word for it, Lovell. You see, the
opinion of a born ass isn't much use
to me!”

“Look  here——"  hegan  Lovell
warmly.

“I've told you how the matter
stands,”  said Jimmy Silver. “Mry.

- Wilmot, the new footer coach, is the
mnan we nearly caught eseaping after
the burglary at Deepden Manor, when
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we were on our holiday tramp. If he
isn’t the man, hé’s his twin brother,
at any rate.”

“Hsé’s neither,” grunted Lovell.
“There may be a bit of resemblance.
But it was jolly dark that night——""

“I saw his face clearly.”

“Imagination, old
Lovell.

Jimmy gave him a .glare.

“Dash-it all, Jimmy, you must be
mistaken, you know!” urged Raby.
“Jf the man is a dashed cracksman,
how could he get a job at Rookwood
as coach? It's not reasonable. The
Head must have known all about him
before engaging him.”

“Besides, his record’s known,” said
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chap ! 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 werc 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 football coach, a well-
known man, was a giddy burglar?”

“No!” said Jimmy, with a deep
breath. “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 your head,” said Lovell kindly.
“Anyhow, 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 I shall have to meet him face to
face—and he will know ‘that the chap
who collared him that night at Deep-
den is a Rookwood chap. When he
sees that, he’s bound to show some sign, -
I should think.? :

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

Jimmy Silver rose.

“That’s a good idea,” he said.
“Keep your eyes on him, all of you,
and see how he shows up. It’s bound to
give him a ‘start, finding me at Rook-
wood. Of course, that night at Deep-
den he couldn’t have had any idea
that I belonged to Rookwood. He will
find it out for the first time to-day.”

“And if he’s the man, he’ll holt!”
grinned Raby.

“Very likely.”

“If he does, we’ll all collar him!”
chuckled Lovell. “T’ll get him by the
left ear—you bag his right, Raby. His
hair for you, Newcome,”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Anyhow, come along, or we'll he
late!” urged Lovell.

Jimmy Silver joined his chums, and
they went downstairs, the Co. smiling,
but Jimmy Silver in a very grave and
thoughiful mpod. What he ought to do,
in the strange circumstances, was a mys-
tery 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 bheen
favourably impressed by him, but for
his secret knowledge of what the man
was—or what Jimmy believed him to

e.
To state what he knew to the Head
was almost impossible. .
Jimmy could imagine his head-
master’s stare of cold surprise; he could

TaE Porurar.—No 401.



LEADING BOYS’ STORY PAPER.

20 THE
foresee Dr. Chisholm’s utter disbelief.; “Many times,” said Mr. Wilmot., “He's a thorough rotter!” said
Ie was, indeed, a staggering statement| “In my days as a professional foot-| Tubby

to make.

Yet Jimmy was absolutely certain
that Wilmot was the cracksman whom
he Lad collared at Deepden Manor in
‘Berkshire. The Reading police were
still huntmg for the man, armed with
‘Jimmy’s description of him-—a deserip-
'tion that was Mr. Wilmot'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 m
‘hand for the first timis,

' Some of the juniors were grumbling—
'slackers like Peele and Gower and
Tubby Muffin. But they had already
seenn enough of Mr. Wilmot to knpw
‘that he was not to be trifled with; and
ithey had to turn up for the practlce All
‘the Classical Fourth arrived on Little

Side, where they found the new foot-
ball coach.

Eric Wilmot looked very fit and
cheery., He was a good-looking fellow,
with well-cut features and handsome
eves. It was almost impossible to

believe that this cheery, good-looking
young man was what Jimmy Silver be-
lieved him to be. Yet, as Jimmy looked
‘at him again, he could trace feature
‘for feature in his face, exactly resem-
‘bling the face that was imprinted on
his memory.

Lovell & Co. were grinning.

“Speak to him, old top!” whispered
Arthur Edward. “Make him look at

you. We're all ready to jump on him
as soon as he gives himself away, you
know.”

“I’'m going fo spea.k to him,” said
Jimmy quietly. You fellows keep
lyour eyes on his face.’

“You bet!” grinned Lovell.

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

Mr. Wilmot was speaking to Hrroll
and Rawson and some others of the
Classical Fourth, when Jimmy came up
(with his companions. Erroll made a
gesture towards Jimmy, drawing Mr.
\\ ilmot’s attention to him.

“This is Jimmy Silver,
skipper,” he said.

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 cracks-
man -of Deepden, he was bound now to
ibetray some sign of recognition, if not
of alarm.

If it was so, Eric Wilmot was cer-
tainly a master of his feelings; for his
Ihandsome " face expressed nothing but
»a polite interest in the Rookwood foot-
' baller.

“Ah, you are Silver,
“the Fourth“’ he said. .

His voice was deep and pleasant.

“Yes,” stammered Jimmy.

“Vour friends have been telling me
about you,” said Wilmot. ‘““Frpm what
I hear, you have little to learn from
me.”’

“Oh!” said Jimmy confusedly.

Lovell suppressed a chuckle.
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 vou before
somewhere, Mr. Wilmot,” he said.

“Yes?” said the young
inquiringly.

“Were you ever in Berkshire ?” asked
Lovell.

Jimmy caught his breath.
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baller my team visited Reading more
than once, and I played theére. You
may have seen me play, Master Silver.”

“Oh, no!” stammered Jimmy.

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

Mr. Wilmot shook his head.

8till his handsome face showed no
sign whatever of alarm, or even of any
speeial conseiousiess.

“No, I was not 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 minutes upon
it from motives of politeness.

“And now to business,” he said.

The football coach proceeded to busi-
ness, and the practice started. Jimmv
Silver’s brain was in & whirl,

He did not heed the unconcealed
amusement of his chums.

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

Was it merely the iron nerve of a
practised criminal, accustomed to hold
himself in check in the moment of sud-

den danger? Or was Jimmy Silver
mistaken, after all? Was. that
possible ?

At all events, the cracksman knew
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
guided.

But if Eric Wilmot was a man with
a guilty secret weighing on his con-
science, he showed no sign of it that
afternoon. He devoted himself to his
duties quietly, calmly, and with keen
interest; and by the time the practice
was over, the opinion of the Classical
Fourth was that Eric Wilmot was a
“good man ”; in fact, the right man
in the right place.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tubby Muffin’s Discovery.
145 HE awful rotter!”
I Thus Tubby Muflin.
Jimmy Silver smiled as he
came along the Fourth Torm
passage, and found Tubby gasping and
groaning on the window-seat. Regi-
nald Muffin looked as if he found exist-
ence too heavy a burden to be borne by
his plump shoulders.

“What’s the trouble, Tubby? 2 asked
the captain of the I‘ourth qtoppmg,
with the generous intention of giving a
few minutes to listening to the recital
of Muffin’s woes.

“That awful beast, Wilmot !” groaned
Tubby.

Jimmy started.

“What about Wilmot?” he asked
quickly.

Jimmy wondered whether the Peep-
ing Tom of Rookwood had found out
anything regarding the suspected man.
Certainly, if anyone had a secret fo
keep, it was not safe to keep it in the
neighbourhood of Tubby Muffin, It
had already occurred to Jimmy that if
the man was what he suspected, evi-
dence of some kind would exist in his
room in the School House. Jimmy
would have regarded with utter disdain
the thought of spying upen him; but if
the inquisitive Tubby had nosed out
something———

“What do you mean?” asked Jimmy
impatiently. “Have you found out
anything about him?”

Tubby blinked at him.

“Eh? What is there to find out?”
he asked. -

Jimmy bit his lip.

“Well, what’s the matter ?” he asked
“'I‘he horrid beast!” groaned Tubby.
“T've explained to him that I'm deli-
cate, and can’'t keep on turning up at
footer practlct‘ and he takes no notice

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

‘gruffly.

disgust. .
“I've been to Mr. Dalton,”” said
Tubby, “and he says that in football

matters we're under the authority of
Wllmot and we're to do exactly as he
tells us.’

“the right, too!”

“Yah!” said Tubby. “He's a sus-
picious beast, too! Eancy a man sus-
pecting a (hqp of looking at his letters,
Jimmy !”

Jimmy wag turning awagy,
turned back at that. Lm ell” and Raby
and Newcome wete coming up the
stairs, and thev stopped with Jimmy.

“Pog-tine ! vemarked Lovell I
say, Wilmot is a bit of a corker. He's
mcked out the slackers, and put them
down for special exercise. Peecle is talk-
ing about scalping him.”

“And Tubby says he doesn’t like
fellows looking at his lette“s ” observed
Jimmy Silver,

“Hallo! Prying again,
rotter!” grov -ed Lovell.

“I wasn’t ! ®howled Tubby indig-
nantly. “He dropped a letter in the
quad this morning, and, of course, I~
picked it up for him, like a well- bred
chap. Lot of good wasting courtesy on
that ‘brute, though., He actually took
hold of my ear—mine, you know! I'm
a Rookwood chap, and he’s only a paid
coach, and he pulled my ear! Think of
that 17

“Serve vou right if you were read-
mg his letfers,” said Lovell,

“I wasn't, I tell you. I may have
glanced at it by accident as I picked
it up. I was just going to run after
him with it when he saw me. It wasn’'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
newspaper-cutting ?”’ said Tubby, in an
injured tone.
ing—about a burglary.”

“What !”

The Fistical Four uttered
startled exclamation in chorus.

“Oh, you're interested, too, are you?”
said Tubby.

but he

you fat

that

“I jolly well sha'n’t tell
vou about it, as you're so unsympa-
thetic. 'Where was the harm-in a
fellow looking at a newspaper-cutting ?
Besides, I remembered that you fellm\s
were in Berkshire in the vac——"

“In Berkshire?” repeated Jimmy
Silver. “Was the newspaper-cutting
about a burglary in Berkshire?”

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

“My only hat?” murmured Jimmy
Silver.

“I dare say Wilmot knows the place,
so somebody sent it to him,” said
Tubby Muffin. “Where was the harm
in a fellow looking at it, I'd like to ~
know? He pulled my ear.” Tubby
Muffin rubbed a fat ear reminiscently.
“And he's ounly a paid coach, youm

“It was rather interest-
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know. I’d complain to the Head only

very likely he would think——"

‘“Oh, rats! Serve you right for spy-
ing!” said Lovell grufy. And he
uamped on to the end of the study,
followed by his chums. Tubby Muflin
was left -to mourn over his woes in
solitude.

Jimmy Silver's face had a ecurious
expression as he entered his study.
During the past week he had pondered
over his strange secret, without getting
‘any nearer a solution of his problem.

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

But what Tubby Muffin had said
brought all his half-satisfied suspicions
to new life.

Even Lovell looked surprised and un-
easy.

fter all, there’s nothing in that!”
Lovell said at last. * Anybody mlght
send anybody & newspapetr-cutting.”

“He might!” said Jimmy.

But Raby and Newcome both looked
very startled.

“It’s queer }” Rabv said slowly,

JoH\ queer !”” said Newcome. “But

—but there can’t be v,nychmg in it.

Jimmy! The Head must know all
about the man!”
Jimmy nodded, and the matter

dropped. But Jimmy-8ilver had plenty
of food for thought now,
was like a weight. upon his mind.

THE THIRD CHAPFTER.
Mysterious !

[ OUNG gentlemen, stop,
please !”
Lovell glanced round. Raby

put on his brake. The two
juniors were riding back from Coombe
to Rookwood on Wednesday afternoon
when they were hailed by a man lean-
ing on the stile in Coombe Lane.

Jimmy Silver had gone with New-
come for a ramble in the woods that
afternoon—Newcome being of botanical
tendencies, and Jimmy kindly taking
an interest now and then in his pur-
suits. Lovell and Raby had preferred
a spin on the bikes for the afternoon,
and they had been round the heath and
Low Coombe, and were now on their
way back to the school by way :of
Coombe. Both the juniors locked
1ather curiously at the man who hailed

them, and as Raby had put on his
hake, Lovell followed his e\am];]e and
they jumped down.

“What is it7” asked Lovell, nét very
graciously.

The man was dressed in dusty tweeds
with a Homburg hat. His face was red
a; if with exposure to wind and sun, and
his chin *was stubbly, his mouth half
hidden by a straggling mov':tache His
eyebrows were thick and bushy and dark.
Lovell was not favourably imipressed by
his' looks, and he did not see why he
should jump off his bike because a
stranger called to him for no apparent
reason. So Arthur Edward was not very
gracious,

“Excuse me, sir!” said the man very

civilly.  “You belong to Rookwood
School, I think.” .

“That’s 50,” said Lovell, “and I'm in
rather a hurry to get there !

This was meant to be sarcastie,

and his secret

L borzs, sir; but if you would uot mind
domg me 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 could express his opmxon on that
oint.
“What is it, then?’
“There’s a gentleman at the school T'd

like to speak to, sir,” said the man in |

tweeds. “I dare say you know him as
you belong there—a Mr. Wilmeot.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Lovell. “Yes, we
know Wﬂ_‘mot If you want to speak to
him, he’s at the school. Follow this lane
till ,you come to the school gates, and
you're there.”

“Would you be kind enoagh to tell
him, sir, that an old friend wishes to
speak to him?”

“I suppose I could tell him,” said
Lovell, puzzled. “Do you mean that you
don’t want to come to the school 7

“Yes, sir, if you'd be kind enough to
mentxon to hun that Bﬂl Smith is wait-
ing for him in the lane.”

Lovell glanced involuntarily at Raby.
Lovell was quite determined to believe
that there was nothing in the least sus-
picious about Eric Wilmot. But even
Lovell could not help feeling that this
was rather odd. There was no apparent
reason why the man with the bushy eye-
brows could not walk up to the school.

“T'l tell him,” said Lovell shortly.

“Thank you, sir! Tell him his old
friend Smith is w aiting for him under
the trees yonder.” The man jerked his
finger towards the edge of Coombe

Wood, where it bordered the lane a
little tanhel on. “I'd be ever so much
| obliged, sir!” .

“Tll do it 1

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

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

“I don’t see it,” said Levell,

“QOh, you don’t 7

“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
all there is in it.” :

Raby shrugged his shoulders slightly,
and said no more. Argument only con-
firmed Lovell in his opinions. Raby, as
a 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-
ball ground when they found him, with
Hansom and Talboys of the Fifth,
chatting pleasantly 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

“I have a message for Mr.
Wilmot,”’ said Lovell.

“Yes?” said the footballer.
the Head ?”

“Oh, no; a man named Smith!”

Wilmot started.

“ Smith 7” 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 eyes.

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

you,

“From

S

JIMMY SILVER’S PROMPT ACTION!

flung himself at the footballer.

been struck. But in that moment Jimmy Silver acted.

man and struck him on the side of the head
(See Chapter 4.)

A moment mere and the blow would have

Weapon in hand, the ruffian

He sprang at the
with all his force.
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“Very well,” said Mr. Wilmot.
“Thank you very much for bringing me
the message !”

“Glad

“Not at all, sir 1 said Lovell,
to be of any service!” —

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

Hric Wilmot nodded, and went rather
quickly into the School House. Hansom
and Talboys of the Fifth made a move-
ment as 1if to rejoin him, to continue
their football chat.  But Mr. Wilmot
did not seem to see them, and he dis-
appeared inte the Houle. :

Lovell looked at Raby half accusingly.

”I suppose you think that’s sus-
picious 7’ he said. :

“Well, I think it's jolly odd,” said

Raby. “Jimmy would think so, too.
People who are above-bdard don’t
generally have surreptitious meefings

like this.” - :

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

“Well, you're an ass, you know!”
remarked Raby.

' “Brerrrr!” 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. A minute more,
and he had disappeared through the
gates.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
For Life or Death!

;66 ® OLLY good afternoon!” &aid
Arthur Newcome.
“Oh, ripping!” murmured

Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy had quite enjoyed the ramble
through Coombe Wood, already rich in
autumn tints. But his interest in the
.various botanical specimens Newcome
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 his head in his clasped
hands in the grass, taking his ease,
Newcome, sitting near him, arranging
his specimens.

The deep woods were silent save for
an occasional twitter from the branches
overhead. From the lane there came a
faint whir of bicycles for a moment or
two, and then there was silence again.
Suddenly, through the stillness of the
woods, came a sharp, angry voice—a
voice the two 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

- two or three valuable specimens that he

So you have

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

wooders stared at one another.

Wilmot was evidently close to them in
the” wood, though a thick screen of
underwoods hid him from their sight.

Another voice—a cool, mocking voice
—answered :

You

“1 wrote
answer.”’

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

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

“You scoundrel—you scoundrel!”
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to you. did not

"% Possibly the headmaster of Rook-
wood would consider somebody élse 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 suspicion
he had it now. Newcome opened his lips
and closed them again. The juniors
could not speak without being heard by

the two men close at hand. Neither of.

them had any desire to play the eaves-
dropper, but they had no choice in the
matter. -

“Better keep a civil tongue,” went on
the cool voice. . “I think you have as
much to fear from me as I from you,
Eric. You've got to help me.”

“Help you??”

“You're in clover, and I'm on my
uppers. You know that I’'m in need:of
help. You know that I'm wanted.”

“T know that.”

“If I'm run down here, what will
become of you in your new job at the
school? - Do you think I shall hold my
tongue, when I've got nothing more to
lose? Do you think the headmaster will
let you hang on? Isn't he more likely to
believe you came to Rookwood for what
you could lay your hands on? Birds of
a 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.

=

DELICIOUS TUCK-
HAMPERS offered to

Readers |
in This I
Week's

GEM

Library.

“So that is it?” said Mr.
voice.

“That's that, my old pal!”

“ And you think I fear you?”

“I know you do! Ah, would—
Oh!”

Crash!

A fierce blow had been struck, and a
staggering figure came crashing through
the thickets towards the spot where the
two startled Rookwood juniors were
standing.

The footballer had hit out straight
from the shoulder, and the man with the
bushy eyebrows fairly spun away from
the blow.

He crashed down in the grass only =
few feet from Jimmy Silver and New-
come, who jumped back out of his way.

Through the broken thicket the pals,
set face of Eric Wilmot appeared,

staring after the man he had knocked

down. He did not see the juniors; his
eyes glittered at the fallen, sprawling
man.

“That's my answer to you, Dandy

Jim!” he said, between his teeth.
$Gad! I'll—"

Wilmot's

- For a second or twd the man sprayled,
and then he leaped to his feét with a
yell of rage. His hand went under his
coat, and reappeaved, and there was a
flash of steel in the sunlight that filtered
through the green branches overhead.

Weapon in hand, the ruffian flung him-
self at the footballer. A moment more,
and the blow would have been siruck.

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

.He sprang at the man, and sfruck with
all his force.. His clenched fist crashed
on the side of the ruffian’s head, and the
unexpected blow sent. him spinning
again. :

The knife dropped into the grass, and
Newcome jumped at-it, pi :
sent ‘it whirling away among the tree-
tops. B

“You—you here!’’ Eri¢c Wilmot stut-
tered 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 was shouting.
“Boys, come back! That man is danger-
ous !- Come back at once |”

Newcome caught Jimmy Silver by the

arm,

“Chuck it, Jimmy!"”

Jimmy’s impulse had been fo pursue
the ruffian, but he nodded, and turned
back.

The two juniors rejoined Mr. Wilmot,
who was standing with a_pale and

troubled face. There was no doubt that

Jimmy Silver had saved the young foot-,
baller from a terrible injury, if not from
actual death, and Eric Wilmot knew

1t.

“Thank you, 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.

“You are returning fo Rookwood
now ?” he asked. “You had better, in
the circumstances.”

“Yes,” said Jimmy.

“I will go with you, in case that rascal
comes 2

He did not finish.

At the gates of Rookwood Eric Wilmos
spoke in a low tone:

“I cannot ask you to be silent as io

what has happened. I have no right to
ask it. But if you wished to do me a
great service you would say nothing of
what has occurred.”

Without waiting for a reply, the
voung man strode in 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!” said Jimmy abruptly.
“This will want thinking over.”

“You're not beginning to doubt it
yourself 7’ ejaculated Newcome.

“I'm blessed if I know!” said Jimmy
frankly.

And they went in in silence.

Was the new foeter-coach genuine—or
was he a cracksman? That was the
question; and how to aumswer it Jimmy
Silver did not know

THE END. :

(You simply must not miss “ Arrested”

at Rookwood!"—next week's dramatic

long complete story of Jimmy Sidver &

Co., featurine the strange new footbali
coach.)

icked 1t up, and




