4/9/30.



Splendid B'ooks for Boys

The HOBBY ANNUAL is a great book
for the fellow who is keen on Making
Things, and finding out How Things Work.
It is lavishly illustrated, and contains
‘articles on Aviation, Model Making,
Wireless, Railways and every kind of
subject of interest to the boy, with a
liking for things mechanical.

~ Every Boy's
 Hobby Annual
6 T

net.

Here is a fascinating book for the boy
who ‘loves the great Outdoors. It tells
all about the wonders of Bird and Animal
life and is profusely illustrated with
remarkable action photographs.  The
NEW NATURE BOOK is amusing, '
astonishing, instructive. If you want a°
useful present ask for this ‘wonderful
Book. £

The New
Nature Boqk

At all N ts and Booksell - 6/- net
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Featuring JIMMY SILVER & CO., of Rookwood, in a sparkling

long complete school story.

CHAPTER 1.
The Alarm in the Night!
“ rg~HE last night out!” said Jimmy
I Silver.
“Rotten1” remarked Lovell
Jimumy Silver nodded thought-
fully.

Ii was a clear September night. The
volvety sky was spangled with stars. The
TRookwood holiday tramps weroe camped on
the cdgo of a wood in Berkshire. Trotsky,
the pony, lay asleep in the grass, The bax-
gage-cart rested on ifs shafts by the side
of tho lanc 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, scaled on a camp-stool,
looked away among the trees, where tho
statlight fcll in patches. Ie was in a
thoughtful mood.

Lverything comes to an end, and the

AAANNNANNNNNANNNNNS

tramp of the Rookwooders was ending.
They had cnjoyed themselyes on the open
rond, and they would willingly have pro-
longed their march for a few more weeks.
The weather had not always favoured them,
but they had had a good time. But in a
ew days now Rockwood School would be
assembling for the new term, and on tho
morrow Jimmy Silver & Ce. were to start
for home.
Jimmy was not inclined for bed, though
the hour was late. was more inclined
to make the most of the lest night out.
“We've had a jolly good time,” remarked
Lovell. “But, after all, T shan’t be sor
to turn up at Rookwood again. There'll
be the football.”
“That’s s0,” agreed Jimmy. y
“And we shall sce all tho fellows again.”
Jimmy nodded.
Arlh}w Lidward Lovell yawned and rose

to his feot.
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“Better turn in,” he observed.

“Go nhmd Il follow.”

“Right-ho !

ancll malled to the tent under the
tre

Jimmy Silver was loft slone,  Ho leaned
back against the trunk ot a big beech-tree
bohind his camp-stool. Tho night was ve
silent. A rabbit smmlcd out of the w
and stopped and blinked at Jimmy Silver,
and then scuttled off again. From some-
whero in _tho far iifancs ama o him:
It was midnigh

Then mddenly, ﬂ\roug‘h the stillness of
tho wood, came’ a_sharp, ringing sound,
s(n(;:lmkg in the deep silence of midnight.

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
acher at hand, but he realised that what
e had heard s ot the report of a gun.
It_was~u pistol-
ncross. th wood was the manor-house
—Deepden Manor. Earlier in_the evening
tho_campers had scen the lights from its
high wmdo\vs ghmmcnng through
wood, but all was
Jimmy s;lm Bicithod mttes quickly.
The puwl shot had been fired in or near
Lhc house—he knew that. What did it

n?
"He stared ﬂlrough the roes, and out of
the darkness came a sudden flashin
lights, First one window,. then anothor, of
the distant house leaped 'into brightness.
cro was a confused sound of shouting,
Jimmy could not distinguish the words, but
the shouhng told of sudden dum.
rglars!” breathed Jim
taod still in the shadow of the beech-
kree, watching. He was too far from the
house to zhmﬁ of rendering assistance, even
if it were needed. And that was not hkexy
Thero were a dozen servants st les
Deepden Manor. Jimmy had been up to
e house at sundown to ask permission to

camp in that wood, o permission that was |-

genially granted by the squire of Deepden.

If only in return for that genial hos-
p:mhty, Jimmy Silver would have been

ad to chip in if his help were wanted.
Fie ae ondering whether ta make his way
through the shadowy wood_towards the
houso when a sound of hurried trampling
came to his e:

Hurried, runnmg footsteps werc approach-

mg khe spot whero the RochoonIexs were

Jlmmy'n eves gleamed.
The camp wa: e of the wood,
where it was bordexcd by |Ea lane, and the
running man was evidently taking a short
cut through the trees to the lane to cscape.
As tho footsteps came nearer Jimmy
heard the panting breathing of the runner,
though in the shadows he did not sce the
man yet.
1t was obviously the burglar who was run-
escape, and f] Juml shot_was yet
szxmmySv It was a
u..el or perhaps a murdere
tearing towards him throu h ko

Jimmy’s heart beat faster, aml he clenched
his hands. The scoundrel should not escape
if Jimmy could help it.

He saw the man now—a man of powerful
build—panting as he . A. he came into
view he was glancing and left like a
lmntcd animal. The shn ht fell full upon

his face. A face with regular features, dark
eyes, and well-cut mouth—a face that would
hayo been handsome but for the deadly
pallor that was in it now, and the cxpres:
sion of mingled fear and rage.

Jimmy, standing in_ the thick shadow of
the beech, was invisible; but the tent glim-
mered under_the trees, and the running
mon saw it. For an instant he paused, star-
ing at the tent. Then he ran on, passing
under the wide branches of the beech whero
Jnnmy Silver s

as ho pmcd the Rookwood junior
aprlng a |

The mck was_ utterly unexpected.
Jlmmyl grasp closed on the man’s collar,
nnd o came down into the grass with a

RR

A revolver rolled from his hand as he

“Ho uttered a breathless cry of panic as he
sprawled in the grasp of tho sturdy Hook-

wood juni
“Lovelll  Roby! Helpl” yelled Jimmy
Silver.
“Let mo go! Let me_go!” panted the

man as he hlrned on the schoolboy and
sty gled to rise,
elp!” roared Jimmy.
There was a shout fmm the tent.
% Jnmmxx. !

Lovell, in his pyjamas, came springing
out of the tent. Raby's startled face
appeared behind him,
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Jimmy Silver was strugglin,
it the thist stiving o E{mlﬂ
chums should come to his a
ut the man_ was powerful and utterl
dosperate. He rolloa avor in the grass with
tho Rookwood j Jumor, and came uppermost.
“Let go!” he pant
Jimmy held on Mlke’s
“Hold on, Jimmy!” ,eued SLovell, ‘arid
hoccnlric racing up,

desperatoly
him till his

go fist was dashed into Jimmy
Silver's face, dushmg his head back against
tho_ hard groun

Jimmy gave o cry, and, half shumcd bv
the concussion, released his 3
instant the fugitive had torn himself ) .
and le was leaping towards the lane.
Lovell came up a sccond too late, grab
bing at him and missing. The man lcaped
inlo the nd ran, and the shadows
swallowed him up, only the eclio of his run-
ning feet coming back for a few scconds.

CHAPTER 2.
The Cracksman's Escape!
MAIY 1”
Lovell turned to lis clum.

(Ho helped JimunySilver’ to his
and the captain of tho Rook-
stood unsteadily, his head

wood l'onrt)x
spinning, leaning on
You're hurt, JlmmyI gasped Lovell,
h'mny Silver d.
“Only a mump Oh my napper! Ow!
Hn! ﬂlut brute got uwnyf"
e’s gone,” said Lovell. ‘“Who the
dickens was it?”
“What on carth’s hnppem\dl" exclaimed
\(‘“comc coming out of tho ten
pad?” asked Putty Grm
3 nm) su ver could not cxplain for the
moment. His head was aching and spin-
ning from the savage blow ho hnd reccived.
lIc leaned on Lovell, panting lm‘ reath.
“Something’s up at tho house!” said
Raby, pointing to the flashing lxghts in tho
distance.
“They're coming this way."
Two or three lnnterns were moving under

chum s shoulder.

the trees, and footsteps and voices were
coming nearce. ‘The Rookwood juniors
\..Hr‘lm(l and |
“It's a burg casped Jimmy at last.
L jeot hold of Mo birglar. Te's dropped
1evolver b
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"Oh. my hat!” Uafulnl:d "Lovell.

Here “they come! And here's the
shooter,” said Putty of the Fourth, picking
tho revolver out of the grass,

One chamber of tho weapon had been dis-
charged, as he could sce.

Three or four men came hurrying up to
tho group. At the head of them Jimmy
recognised the squire of len—a stout

old_gentloman, il dressed, wilh a golf-

lub in his grip. He sholltcd to the juniors.
he pass ¢ hs

Jlmmv

“Yes—and collarml him !

“Good lad!” exclaimed the old gentle-
man,  “Which w

“Down,_ the. lane!” said Lovell, pointing
in the direction in which the cracksman’s
footsteps had died aws

“ After him ! shoulc(l the squire.

Two or three keey and menservants
ran on in the dlrochnn md!mkc'l by Lovell.

There was little chance now, however, of
running down the eracksman: his start ‘was
too great, and the shadows lad long swal-
lowed him up. The squire stopped to speak
to, tho schoolboys.

“You're hurt, my bo 3

“T had_hold of lmn,'- d Jimmy rue-
fully. “He hanged my head on the ground
it aches like thiunder—and 1 had to let
Another_ minute and my pals would
e had_him—tho rotwr! ~There's his
rovolver, . Ho dro‘xpod it when I tackled
him and brought him down.”
'11m old gentleman took the weapon from

“frhe police will want _this,” ho_said
Did you fco the fellow's face, Mastet

St 7 Cacta you give a description of

im 77

“I saw_him clearly, sir—a man of about

o said

thirty, " 1 should Know i anwhoro
again,” said Jimmy.

““Good !"

“But—but has he hurt ansbody at tho
house? faltered Jimmy. 1 heard the
pistol-shot—

“He fired at my I)utlur. who found him
at work at the safe,” ‘sid tho squire.
“Luckily he missed, but he got away. He
will be charged with attempted murder
when he is caught. can give a
description of him, I've no doubt the police
will have him soon.”
“1 can do that,” said Jimmy confidently.
“I've sent a man to the village for the
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police,” continued the squire.
arg_ rémaining here, of courso
ch, . s they'll Gnd us liere.”

'*You boys

T ol gentleman followed the keepers
and disappeercd. Jimmy Silver & Co.
looked at ono another—and Jimumy rubbed
his head rucfully. There was a bruise on

his forchcad ~where tho cracksman's
kouckles had struck, and a bump on tho
ack of cad where xL had_hit the

ground And Jimmy had a terrific bead-

ool pretty bad?” acked Lovell syun-
wathetically,

s, rather! Wow "
“\Hme 7, gidds excitoment for our last

night out!” said Tuby. “T hopo theyll
get tho You were rather an ass
to_ta im, Jimmy. Supposo he had

potted you !
“He's mado my head ache, anyhow.”
“Better turn in,” said Lovell. “We'll

'ﬁ’" up for.the bobbics, and call you when
X H

Sllvcr nodded, and went into the
tent. Ho was glad to lay his aching head
upon a pillow, In spito of the ache, he was

soon fast asicep. Ho was fecling rather
botier fwhen Lovolllicalled him about. 'an
hour later to intorview the police-sergeant

from Deepden village.

Jitamy gave 5 succinct account of what
had occurred, and a very complote descrip-
tion of the crackemai, feature for featuro,
The man’s white, desperato face was im-
printed like a photograph on Jimmy's
memory. The scrgeant took down the
description with much satisfaction.

Alfter ho was gono, Jimmy roturned to
bed, and slept soundly enough till morning.

In tho fresh Scptember morning he folt
almost his old sclf, though ho had a couple
of bumps that were not likely to disappear
for somo days at least.

messago came from the manor house
asking the Rookwooders to breakfast thero,
’n invitation they accepted with alacrity.
It was nearly noon that day when the Rook-
wooders broko camp and left Deepden
bohind them, and yet thcre had been no
nows, by that time, of tho cn¥1\1m of the
cracksman, And in the days that io\lowul
the episode faded from the memorics of
Jimmy Silver & Co., though it o e
recalled ere long in & way of which Jimmy
Silver certainly did not drcam.

CHAPTER 3.
The Face Jimmy Knew!
LATC%AM JUNCTION 1

cro we aro again!”
Arthur Edward Lovell.
allo, old Jimmy !
Y Rawson !”
lhe p]akfurm at Lal tc'lmm sram\cd with
Roolcwood fellows. Seniora by the dozon,
il the score crowded the station,
rom all points of the compass, to
local train from Latcham  to
Thore were shouts of greting
and yells of recognition, most of the Rook-
parently consisering it a
bounden duty to make as muéh noise at
possible. And if that was their object,
they succeeded admiral
Tommy Dodd and Cook and Doyle, the
three Modern juniors, came along the
crowded platform, knocking off every Clas
sical hat_thoy could reach—in tho exuber:
anco of their spirits even knocking off Fifth
Form hats as well as fags' headgoar. Tal-
boys of the Fifth was seen chasing a hand- -
some topper—which was not handsome by
the time it had been rescued from a few
hundred feet. Bulkeley of the Sixth,
tavering ovor the crowd, came within reach
the thrco Tommies, and thoy were
tcmp{cd to knock off even Bulkcley's hat,
but reirained. The hat of the captain ol
Rookwood was sacred, even to exubcran
Modern juniore on the first day of term.
They gavo him a yell ingtead:
“Cheerio, old Bulkeley
AX nd Bulkeley of the Sxxth nodded and

sang out

Smythe of the Shell nppexrcd just in time
to componsate the three Moderns, as it
were, for nruéf Bulke]eys hat. Adol-

egant silk topper went
ying, and_ there was an infurnted yell
from Adolphus.

Tommy Dodd & Co. roared with merrt.
ment, till tho Fistical Four of the Classical
Fourth bore down on them at the charge.!
The threco Moderns went rolling over on
the platform, and they roared still more
energetically,” but not with merriment this
time.

Jimmy Silver & Co, marched on vies
torious, leaving them sprawling.

“Checky Modcrn worms!” said Lovell,
with a chuckle. T} hoy want a lesson tc
begin the term wit

“And they've got

it!” chortled Raby
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Yah! Classical rottors!” roared Tommy
Dodd breathloscly.
1

"Ho\-c s (hc train!” yelled Conroy of the
Fourth,
Thero
wooders of all Forms crowded alon

was a rush for the train. Rook-
the

opening doors, Way had to bo made for
the Sixth, but follows of all othor Forms
had to take their chance. Hansom

of the Fifth were successfully charged off
by a mob of juniors, who swarmed into
the local train with yells of triumph. Ordi-
nary pnssengers who wanted that train
hadn’t much chance in the Rookwood mob,

Jimmy Silver & Co. wero the first to bag
a carriage, and they stood on guard at the
door to co oderns out. Towle of the
Modern Fourth, recklessly seeking to enter,
Touha bimsti Lo Tis bock on the platform,
with Classicals treading on him. Tho thres
Tommics came up in a rather dishevelled
state, and they had to flee again, looking
still moro dishevelled. The Fistical Four
allowed _Classicals to cnter—and Classicals
only. Rawson and nroy, and utty
Grace_and Tubby Muffin, crowded in, and
then Pons, and and Erroll and

Oswald. After_that even Classicals had to
be refused admission. 1t was a railway car-
o and rdine-tin, as Lovell

eapininod: to further apploants.
|- Townsend and Topham arrived, to find
Jimmy Silver leanin, fzom the window
and Lovell holding the door.

“Pass on up the train, gents!” grinned
Jimmy Silver.
i “Tho dashed ‘\In.lan-s hn\'u got the next
carriage!”  gas, “They've
bashed my bat—-

“Ha, ba, ha! Go and bash theirs!”
i “Let a chap in!” pleaded Topham.
i “No room!” grinned Lovell. “We'ro
packed already. Cut along!”
| Towny and Toppy cut along. A Modern
aw reached out of a carriago and capturcd
Topham’s topper in passing, and roars of
laughter greeted Toppy’s frantic demands
for m restoration.

cr sat down in the corner

Ily old crowdl" he remarked.

fellow room!” panted
“Gerroff my knce, Raw-
my other knee, Conroy!

Jimmy il
scut. \anghia

Tuhby Nt
Gerroft

V
“Roll Tubby under the scat,” sugeested

OWN LIBRARY 5
Putty. “Ho lukcs up enough room for
threo sideways.

“Why, you rafter—"" roared the fat
Classical.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Just going!” said Lovell. “Hallo,
here's another merchant wants a scat—s
common or garden person who doesn’t

Ivoltmg to Rookwood at all! Awful neck
to think that he can get into this train.”

A ather handsome young man, with a
bag in_his hand and a rug over his arm,
sto )ped at the door of the carriage and
looked in.

e No room!” sang out half n dozen voices.

“Hook it!” chuckled Ral

“Slide along, old bean!” clurru')ed New-
corme,

“Now then,
said Jimmy S|
o the young man,

where's your mannes
ver severely, and he turn'vd
whose head _an

shouldors wero frawod by, the, vindow.
“Sorry, sir, but the carriage is full—in fact,
over full,” Jimmy contintd, with claborate

hy, wha-n-a-a
Jimmy broke off suddenly.
Ho' cared at the young man outside,
as if tho rather pleasant, handsome face,
with its rogular features and dark eyes,
had been the face of a grisly phantom.

Jigmys o dropped 0 b stared.

u!” he stuttered.

The young men, secing, that the car:
viage was crammed, walked on down the
train, without heeding Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy put bis head out of the window,

politene:

and stared after

The voung man was walking along ihe
carriages, looking into one after another,
in search of a secat.

Jimmy’s glance followed kim, as if
fascinate

Tor ho 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.

Tt was the face of the cracksman in the
wood—the face of the man with whom
Jimmy Silver had sirugsled on that wild
hight.

Four carriages down tho man found a
wat and Junmv saw him disappear into
t ain. few scconds later the train
wi x\s in motion, and the last doors slammed.

Jimmy Silver sank back into his scat,
dumbfounded.

had never cxpecied, of course, to
see ao: the cracksman of Dannden. He
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had hoped to hear of the man's arrest,
but certainly he had never cxpected to set
eyes upon him.

d here he was—in the local train for
Ceombe, in the midst of a erowd of Rook-
wooders bound for the old school

e oiial [The man mastehed and
hunted for by tho police, was travelling in
broad daylight, as if he had a fear
in his heart, not a shadow of caro on his

Tinuoy Biive wandared Alally whethor
he was drenmmg

It was the man—he was sure of that.
Ho' know overy Teataro of the. face—the
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
mrcumstnnccs that left no doubt cn the
sul

"Wcll my hat!” murmured Jimmy.

Jimmy’s chums were looking at him in-
quiringly.  The other fellows in the car-
riage were all tal lll(/urﬂ‘m and Tubby
Muffin “was complaining !o\\dly of \semg
squeezed and shoved. But Co.
noticed Jimmy's amazed mtere«b

stran;
“What's the row, Jimmy?” asked Lovell.
“Do you know that chaj

PSo Ko pasoed Fimmy. “I should

sly I-!I: "

% e

didn't seem to know you,” said
B2 qontt suppose he docs] He didn't
sco my face in tho dark that might, of
course.”
“What—who—"
“t's the man,” said Jimmy.
/The Doepden man?”

"('rent Christopher Columbus!”

Thae Co. fairly blinked at Jimmy Silver.
'I]?\ctuf\vns very strong doubt “written in
their

“Draw it mild, Jimmy,” said Lovell at
last. “You're letting vour | xxddy fancy
run away with you, Jou

“Ass!” said Jimm;

“He_looked a dcmnt sort,” said Raby
very doubtfully,

“T know that.”

't be——" began Newcome.
“Unlcss

gy oot
It is!” said Jimmy_quictly.

it’s his twin brother, it's the ma;
Lovell whistled.

“Well, if you say so—" he mumurea
dub:ously “Is ho on thu train ?”
= “Yos; T saw him get i

“Then he's going to Coombe,” said
Lovell. “Look here, Jimmy, beiter have
a good look at him before you say any-
thlng . You don’t want to make a mis-

; it’s too jolly serious for that.”

gt Silver nodded.

“I'm going to mako absolutely sure, of
couree,” he said. “But I'm sure alrcady,
for that matter. No nced to say anything
yet; he's on the tmm, and it he gets off
before Coombe, w 00.”

“That’s all Tight, esarteg Lavell

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

But the Fistical Four d)d not :\nswer thnb
question. ~ Lovell and_ Rgab; New-
ome ware deesly doubtial, and’ Tz
Silver, }md his gcad out of the vrmdow
watchin

If hhs suspected man nl:ghtsxd befm-e
Coombe was reached, Jimmy’s mind was
made up—he and his chums would alight;
too, and keep him in sight till_he wuld
be handed over to the police. It was his
duty to see that a thief and attempted
murderer did not _ escapo ]ushoe, and

.mmy was prepared to do his dut; .
But the man did not leave the an at

of the little local stations the train
pl.smd through, He remained on_board
till Coombe was reached, and at Coombe
he descended with & crowd of Rook-

‘wooders. the Fistical Four hurned
n,long the swarming platform to keep
in sight.

CHAPTER 4.
Classicals Against Moderns1
HERE he uesl" murmured Arthur
Edward i
;“ After him l" doubtal 00
and more doubtful 1)
Co. looked as they followed the athletid
young man from the station platform at
mbe.  Jimmy Silver, indeed, was_in<
vaded Dby a faint glimmer of doubt. The
young man strode away with a light,i
springy step, his head well up, hu munner
easy, carcfree. He was an athlete—:
glance was cnough to tell that. o logied
in the best of condition—healthy, full of
vigour and pood-mature. Looking at
im, it scemed almost impessible to con-
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nect him with the white-faced wretch who
had fled through the Deepden woods, an
who had been brought to the ground, re-
Golvetin hand b 3 ey Siliert eraen
t as the young man stopped and spoke
to a porter, half-turning his head, Jimmy
had a full ‘view of his face again. _Iis
momentary doubt was dispelied.  If it
was not the man of Dedpden, it was that
man’s double—and the latter was too far-
fetched a theory to recommend itself to
Jimmy’s practical mind.
" But_ho realised how necessary it was t
be quite sure before he mado so startling
a charge against a prefoct stranger. Jimmy
was thinking hard ‘as he followed with his
chums,

In the station doormy the young man
stopped_again, and, to the amazement of
the juniors, he was m spsech with Bulke-
ley of the Rnok\vwd Sixth. He stood for

some minutes chatting  quite pleasantly
with Bulkeley, “a(nhed the amazed
juniors. Evidently he was known to some

extent to the captnm of Rookwood—at all
svents, Bulkeley did not seem to be treat-
ing him as he might have treated a
stranger.

“Bulkcley knows him, Jimmy!” mur-

mured Lovell.
“TLooks like it,” ndmmed Jimmy.
“Ho can’t be the
is_tho man,” " anawered  Jimmy
“Come on—he’s going !”

Morc and more dubious, and feeling that
their_chum had made a« mistake, Lovell

and Raby and Newcome followed Jimm:
mta the Hllage street. ere was a rusl
of the Rookwood mob for the school brakes,
but_the Fistical Four did not take part
in it. crowd of Moderns sheered off a
Classical crowd from the nearest br&kc,
and there were yells from Conroy and
Putty and Oswald to “back up,” nddressed
to the Fistical Four. But for once Jimmy
Silver & Co. passed a “mg ” unheeded.

The suspected man bhad glanced at the
brakes, and then swung on llght]y down
the old High Street of Coo:

Jimmy Eive el oa gy,
oping to see the substantial figure of
lc&consmbls Boggs, who represented

ln and order in Coombe. He caught
Mol i el horen e ey
lnd made a movement to run across the

Love'll canght him by the arm.
“Jimmy—" he breathed.
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exclaimed Jimmy
“Do you want the

t go, you ass!”
Silvor. impatiohtly.
man_to get away

“It can’t bo the man! For hcaven’s
sake, Jimmy, don’t make an ass of your-
sclf, and land in a Icarful scrape!” ex-
elaimed Lovell.

immy shook off his detaining hand. Tho
suspected man was striding down the High
Street at a good rate, and thero was no
time to be

““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 carcering by. en
thero was a swarming of Classical jusiors
along tho pavement outside the station,
shouting and yelling, and the Fistical Four
were caught in the crow

Back up. C]assxcs‘” Futty Graco was
yelling. ¢ o got our brake!

The Grst braks had started with o cargo
of seniors. The second was fought for by
Clagsics and Moderns, and Tomiay Dodd

Co. had had_the best of it. Moderns
were swarming into the brake, after driv-
ing off the Classical crow

“Buck up!” roared Lovell.
the Moder.

e, Clamiasts' alliod, and sobisned. ts
tho attac

Lovell and Raby and Newcombe rushed
with them, the defeat of tho Moderns
being apparently more important in_their
cyes than the capture of Jimmy Silver's
cracksman. As a matter of fact, Loyell
& Co. were quite convinced by that time
that Jimmy was in error.

“This_way!” yelled Conroy.
Jimmy Silver!

“Down with

“Back up,

The Classicals rushed for the brake.
Jimmy did not heed. He was staring
down the_street_in search of the athlotm

figure which had been lost to view as
first brake swept past. It had vangshod
from si

ity cob his lipd.

The man was gone—probably by one of
the winding turnings in the village strect
Zpossibly into one of the old houses or
It was too ]ate to point him out
Boggs—and that plump, rural
gentleman, as Jimmy realised, would
have wanted a lot of convincing (hat the
Rookwooder was_ not pulling his plumg
offcial fog in giving him suoht information,

“Come on, Jimmy!” velle ell, who
was hotly engaged with the enemy.
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Jimmy Silver gave 1t up, He’mentally
determined to speak to his Form-master
on the subject as soon as he reached Rook-
wood.  After all, the cracksman was in
Coombe, ‘and did 'not know that he was
suspected.  Mr. Dalton or the Head would
act as soon as Jimmy informed them of
what he knew; and that probably was the
best way of dealing with o oaricee ehale,
Having decided that, Jimmy Silver joined

- his chums. The Moderns were in pos-
session of the brake, and the Classicals
wero having an uphill struggle to dea
with them. Jimmy Silver rushed into
the fray.

“Back up. Classics

“Yah! Classic cads”

odern rotters 1"

“Kick 'em off " roared Tommy Dodd.
rder therc. you fa, shonted Bulke-

I% of thci smh lrum the station doorway.

ol it

ut on the ven
the voige of old nulkcl’;ymz carty full
authority. Tho Rookwooders had not
sebtlod. dawn to the collas yet, as it were.
They turncd o deat car—or,
or three scora deaf cars.
fho brake was going strong, and Tommy
Dodd, who had elambered info the driver's
seat and tzken the whip, was trying to
start the horscs. But five or six Classicals
held tho horsce® heads, and refused to let
o though Tommy” lnshed round. with tha
fohe whip in & vory Jihoral mannor.

Rush. the . rotters™  shoted  Lovell
breathieadls, o foothold on " the
vehilo at

Jinmy Silvor wae after him in & moment
more, an of tho Classicals backed
o ol Jengers T gront styter Tho odds
Vere on the Classical side. and they gained
»Tooting, and tho Moderns wero driven
Mong. {ho vehiclo, nnd knocked or pushed
3% “Tommy Dodd let go the reins as ho
way gripred by o Back of the collar

Leago!” roared Tom
rack B Savarboard 1 erteqt Lovol.
Varoooh !” howled Tommy Dodd, as ho
dmnucd Fato the road. Ol my hai

getting

Gt o geogees going!™ howled Con:

Jimmy Silver, with a grin, dropped into
tho. driverls seat and gathered up the rcins
and cracked the whip. Classicals
jumped clear as the big emell astad,
and crowded round to jump on behind.

There was a last desperate rally of the
Aloderns, and some of the Classicals were
scized and dragged off. But tho brake
was in motion, and it went down the vil-
lage strect, rocking and rumbling, Jimmy
Silver cracking the whip, and a_crowd of
Classicals standing up and waving their
hats and shouting.

“Our win!” roared Lovell. *Hooray!”

And the driver of the brake, who had

ropped into the Red Cow for a little
rclreshment before starting, came out in
time to sco his brake disappearing down
the street. hind it went a crowd of
Moderns, runming and yelling, answered
by cheers and catealls from the Clossieals
on the brake.

CHAPTER 5.
Amazing!

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

Fourth, was eundmg at the gates
of the school, a ared as the
brake came rocking up, drn'- S junior
of the Fourth Form, ~ Jimmy Silver could
drive; ho handled the hor-cu \\r‘l and
brought the breke t Ritho sates
\\uh a flou:
“Silver, ihakinte you doing? exclaimed
the_ Fourth Form master
Jimmy raised his cap poh
h“Dnvmg the brake, sirl” hc answered
ol
"“herc is the drncr"’
“Haven’t scen him, sir.’
“We—we were in rather a hurry fo get
back to school, sir!” ventured Lovcll.
“Hoeoray for us!” came in a roar from a
crowd of fellows on rake who had
not scon Mr. Dalton. “We've beaten the
Modern rotters!”
Mr. Dallon suppressed a smile.
“Mack!” He called to the school porter.

““Please take charge of the br: ko Silver,
you will take a hundred lines.”
“Oh, my hnt"’ said Jlmmy. b8 e 8

mean yes, sir! H
The Classicals crowded out of the brake,
and swarmed into the quadrangle. Except
for a contingent of the Sixth and Fmg
they wore the first to arrive, They made
the old gnad ring with their jubilant

wms as they swarmed in,
ice for me!” grunted Jimmy Silver.
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“Hundred ]mes before T've fairly set foot
in, thn school !

ver mind, _we've beaten the
Modemer grinned Lovell. “Besides, they
never ask for impots on first day of term.
Come on!"”

The Fistical Four marched across the
quadranglo grmin-gem, taking possession,
as it were. The; cd 7 several mas-
ters in the quad, aml e!nhomecly ignored
\Ir Manders, the Modern ster—and

ave a derisive howl to Kno\\les of the
Sixth, ‘tho Modern profect. . Jimmy Silver
in the exeitement and exuberance of the
moment, had .quité forgotten tho man he |
hnz] lmt sight of in Coombe.

a tablo spread in Hall, at

\\hich lellm -ame and went as they liked,
on the first of termr. Tubb  Muffin was
! ior to reach it, ai T

o first ju wa
ickly busy. . gimmy Silver. & Co. joined
Here, and Tubby blinked at thein joy-

full;
“Fry this ham” ho aid, with an ex-|
rimo—

tensive mouth full. real
prime—and there's lots
“He

o wo are again,”

“It's p

sang out Guuner

of tho Fourth, coming in with his_heavy
tread. “I sa, have you scen Wilmof,
sop fellows£”

||mot"’ sald Jlmmv Silver, \\]xo wa
“Wh

0’s Wilmot ? ,\cw

Gunner grinned.

““No; football coach. Just heard about
him—Head’s engage im; no end of a
tremendous footballer. Looks a good man
just seen him. Ho won't have much

o]
feach ,me; but he” ll bo useful to you fel-

lows!
“Fathead " said the Fistical Four with
‘one_ voice.

“By ‘e way, what
j y you were
myrmured Tovell, I forgot him>

“He' somewhere  in oombe,”  said
“Tm going to the Head

of that
Jlnm ™

became
cen on,

Jxmmy %mer
abou
“Thc ‘beak won't thank you for worry-
g him on opcnmg day with o cock-and-
bu\] story,
“Ass

. “I've got to do

Tl i Tin egiea Sovtain—r"
w-wow I” said Lo

“Toq thick, old chap >

But when Jimmy Silver left Hall his

o i, oy e le_v were

morc doubtful than ever on the subject of

mul murod Raby.
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the supposed cracksman, and almost dis-
mayed at the prospect of Jimmy gumg to
tho ITcad with his strange story. In the
doorway of the School House Mr. Dalton
|\\:u standing in conversation with a young
man who carried a bag in his hand, and &
rug over his arm.  Jimmy Silver jumped
almost_clear of the floor as he saw Mr.
Dalton’s companion.

“Here!” ho slammered.

“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—thé
man Jimmy Silver was prepared to swear
vas iho cracksman of Deepden—standing
on the School House steps. chatting plea-
{santly with the master of the Fourth. Tt
had not even occurred to Jimmy, of course,’

v | that the man_could possibly be coming to

‘I{(m!u\ood o could searcely kelievo. his
oyes as ho
| ““DBulkeley Lne\v mmﬂnd Dalton seems
5 know him! grinned Raby. “Oh,
Jimmy1”
|~ Jimmy stood silent, amazed. Was he
mistaken, after all? ~ e felt he was not,
and yet—

My, Dalton called to Tupper, the page.’
[Tho stranger came into the houso, and
lowed _Tupper, and the glances of the’
Fistical Four followed him till he disap-
‘Emrvd Jimmy Silver drew a decp, deep

reath
“Still going to the Head?” murmured
| Lovell, and there, was & subdued chuck]o
Hrm 1 Raby and Newcome.
Jimmy did not e
standing in the di
the crowded quad, o bo felt a loudh:
| &% B aomey nd o o ;
| twWell, Silver?”
“Would yon—would you mind telling mo
| who that was, sir—the gemlemm you were
speaking to?” stammered
“'That was \Ir Witmot, the new foot-
ball coach, Silv

Dallon \\na

@—‘

“ont easped Jimmy.  “Thank vou,
sir

Tovell rasped. Kim by ‘the arm;. and]

ched him up the staircase to the end

e e i allsrot P s,
Jimmy Silvor shool bis head.
“T can’t understand it,” he “Ho

may I*o Mr. Wilmot, the ne\v fnodn\ll

coach, but he's the man I saw at Deep-
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den. I—I don’t kmow what T'd better
0.5 7

"‘Nou,i,.w suggested Lovll,

rin.
BT Jimmy Silver decided that, for the
resent at least, he would do noﬂnng, he
Bad & problom to think out. that was 'not
to be solved in a hurry.

with a

CHAPTER 6.
- The Test!
L OU’LL be late, Jimmy.
Y Jimmy Silver dld not answer.
It was_the well-known motto of
mmy Silver, the captain of the
Rookwoad Fnurth to “keep smiling.” But
for once Jimmy Silver was wearing B
worried look.

Arthur Edward Lovell grinned at him
through the doorway of the end study as ho
noted that worried look, v and New-
como grinned, . Whatever~ was the
trouble that wc)ghed upon the mind of
Jimmy Snlwr, cvldenﬂy it was not taken
very seriously by his chums.

“Better get Simovs on, Jimmy!” said
Raby. “We've got to I.urn up for footer
Wmll\ht‘he new coach, now.”
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“Thcn you seo that you're wrong,” smd
ove
£ No, I'm right!”

rats1” said Lovell impaticntly.

e Bigamad i syor & knew you were such an
ibobstinate ass, Jimi If you wero to go
to tho Head' with & yarn like that, you'd
jolly well get caned.~ Do you think
hisholma would. leten to_sou. for 8. singlo
moment if you told him that his new
football coach, a well-known man, was &
giddy burglar i”

“No!” said Jimmy, with a deep breat
“That's why T've sald nothing so far.
don’t know what to do.

“Tako my tip and_chick the rob out of

our head,” said Lovell kindly. “Any:

ow, we've got to turn up for footer with

c Wilmot bird, so come along.”

“There's ono thing,” said Jimmy Silver
slowly. “I saw his faco cicarly that night,
and ho must have scen mine as clearly.
Tve kopt onk of his way since wo came back
for tho new term. Now I shall have to
meet him face to face—and ho will knoiv
that the chap who collared hiry that night

at Docpden is a Rookwood chap® When he
Se8 hache! s bound to show some sign, 1
should think.

“Ti i was s0,”

> grinned Lovell. “But it

Wiltnot's on’ the ground alreads,” | samt s Do T1E vol you what we'll do,
said Nowoome. immy. You shall mect the johnny face
Lovell gave a chudl to face, and we'll stand round and ‘watch
“Still got that fat] !,:,elded idea of yowrs | him, and look for the slgm of a giddy
;m heaﬂ,d imng? rt;ked gumy conuclxsnce hat
es,” said Jimmy 3 ilver rose.
o S e Marcod B

Lovell. “You can takg my word for it that
there's nothing in it.”

¢ Unfortunately,” said Jimmy Silver, with
mild sarcasm, an’t take your word
for it, Lovell. You ses, the opiaion of a
born ess et muh uso to mo

hero—" began Lovell warmly.

““Daeh it, Jimmy, you must be mistaken,
you know ! urged Raby. “If the man is &
dashed cracksmen, how could he get a job
at_Rookwood as coach? It's not reason-
ablo. The Head must have known all
about him before engaging him.”

*Besides, his record'’s known, said New-

4 o professional player for

Toamshire United. H had & good record
in the War. Lots of the fellows know

I” said Jimmy.,

“That’u a good idea,” he said. “Keep
our_eyes on him, all of gau, and soe how
to shows up. Iis bound 1o give him q

rt, finding mo at Rookwood. Of course,

i) "uight ot Docpden ho 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 bolt1” grinned

aby.

"Vcry likely.”

“If he does, we'll all collar him!”
chuckled Lovell. “I’ll ‘get him by the
left car—you bag his right, Raby. His hafr
for you, Newcome.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

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

Jimmy Silver joined his chums, and they
went  downstairs, the Co. smiling, but
Jimmy Silver in a very grave and thought-

o
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slackers like Peele and Gower and Tubb;

THE SCHOOLBOYS'

ful mood, What he ought to do, m the
strange _circumstances, was a mys to
Jimmy Silver, In the few days that he had
been at Rookwood School, Mr. Wilmot had
already won golden opinions; almost every-
one liked the young man. Jimmy would
havo been favourably impressed by him,
but for his sccret knowledge of whnt the
man was—or what Jimmy believed him

to be.
To stato what he knew to the Head was
almost impossible.

y could imagine his headmaster’s
stare of cold surpriso; ho could foresee Dr.
Chisholan's utter dishelict, 1t was, indeod,
u staggéring commont )

ok Jiramy. wia absclutely corisin that
Wilmot was_the cracksman whom he had

OWN LIBRARY 1

Mr. Wilmot was speaking to Errol and
Rawson and some others of the Classical
Fourth, when Jimmy came up with his com-_
panions,  Erroll made a gesture towards
Junmy, drawing Mr. Wilmot's attention

"'lhxs is Jimmy Silver, our football gkip-
per,” ho said,

Mr. Wilmot looked round, and gave
Jimmy o plossant nod and & smile.

Jimmy drew a quick brea

it ey soce foll woos Jis fave}
and, surely, if he was the cracksman o
Deepden, ho was hound now to betray some
Shaerof wenognition, it mok of alarim,

f it was so, Eric Wilmot was certainly
a master of his feclings, for his handsome
face expressed nothing but a polito interest

collared at Deepden Manor_ i
The Reading police were mll hunting for
the man, armed with Jimmy’s description
of him—a, description that was Mr, Wil-
mot’s to the last detail.

The Fistical Four joined & crowd of the
Fourth going down to Little Side, where
Mr. Wilmot was to take them in hand for
the first time.

Some of the juniors were grumbling—
Muffin. _ But they had alread;

of Mr. Wilmot to know that
be trifled with; and the'y had to turn uj
for the practice. 1 the Classical Fourt]
errived on Little Side, where they found
les new foot]

Erm Wllmot lookad very fit and cheer

a good-looking fellow, with well

cut luturu and handsome eyes.
almost impossible fo  believe ﬂut thu

eery, good-humoured young
‘what Jis Silver believed him to be. Ycl:
as Jimmy looked at him again, he could
trace feature for feature in his face, ex-
dcfly resembling the face that was im-
printed on his memory.
i Lovell & Co. were gn
! “Speak to him, old wpl’ whispered
Ari.hm‘ Edward. “Make him look at you.
We're all ready to jump on lnm as soon as
he glvu hmmu avay, you know.”
to lnm, nld Jimmy
keep your eyes on

seen enougl
e was not to

{ “I'm goin
uletly. “Yon bl

¢ "Yon bet'" grinned Lovel!
as no doubt that ﬂm Co. would

i
oteh tha sthtng Secely_at ouls 1o prare
to Jimmy that he was mistaken.

I e
Ab, you are Silver, the captain of the
Fourth1? he said
_ His vico was decp and pleasant.
Yes,” stam

mered
" Your friends have boan telhng me about
you,” said Wilmot. *From wh ear,

you have hme 1o Tonin' from med

“Qh d Jimmy confusedly.

Imvell suppressed a chuckle.

ad st Ihe ; there was mo take:
lbo\lt 1] Ax r Edward decided to
push the mtber a llttle farther.

“Jimmy thinks he’s seen you before some-
where, Mr. Wilmot,” he said.

“Yes1” said the young man inquiringly.

“Were you ever in Borkshire?” asked
Lovell.

Jimmy csught his breath,

“Many times,” said “In
my days as & prc!essmnnl (aothnller my
team visited Re: more than once, an
1 played there. You may have scen me
play, Master Silver.”

“Oh, nol” mmmmd Jimmy.

“It was in the summer vac. this year,”
said Lovell. “Jimmy thought he saw yi
at a little place some miles from Readin-.
to\mrds Newhu

ilmo%

ook his head.

Stiil Wi Bdsome faco shawed no sign
whatever of alarm, or cven of any special
consciousness.

“No, I was not in Berkshire this sum-
e e o You, must havo been
Tintaken, Mastor Silver.”

o drgppod the mubject at that, as if he
had only wasted a fow minutcs upon it
from metives of politencss.,
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“And now to business.” 1

The football coach proceeded to business,
and the practice started. Jimmy Silver's
brain was in a whirl,

He did not hud the unconccaled amuse-
mient,of his c}

z could xt n.ll memn, he was asking
himself? Jimmy had nded to say
nothing of the hohdny ndvemure to Enc
Wilmot; but Lovell had said. enough to
tell him that he was recognised as tho
cracksman of Deepden. And ho had given
no_sign.

‘Was it merely tho iron nurvu of a prac-
tised cummal accustomed to hold himself
in check in the moment of sudden danger?

r was Jimmy Silver mntu.ken, 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
folt that 1o Tad To o guided.

But if Eric Wilmot was a max with a
guilty secret Welghmg on his conscience, he
showed no sil f it that afternoon. —He
devoted himsolf to his duties quietly,
calmly, and with keen interest; and by the
time the practico 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.

GHAPTER 7.
Tuhby Mufin’s Discovery!
“ryHE avwful rotter!”
I Thus Tubby Muffi
imony Silver smiled as he came
Fourth Form passage,
and found. Tuiby gu.lpmg a,udMgrmmng on
the_ window-seat. (uffin Jooked
as if he found exlstenbe t00 heavy & burden
to bo borne by his plump shoulders.
“What's the trouble, Tubby 1" asked the
captain of tho Fourth, stopping, with the
generous intention of giving a few minutes
£ listening to the recital of Muffin's woes,
e mc awful beast Wilmot!” groaned
ul

R e
A oo Wilmot 1 ho asked guiddy.
Jimmy_wondered whether the

Tom of Rookwood had found out anything

regarding the suspected man, Certainly,

if anyons had a secret to keep, it tras not
afo to keep it in tho neighbourhood of

ceping | come
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Tubby Mufin, 1t had already oceurred to
Jimmy that if tho men wis what he sus-
eceezf ovidence of some kind would exist

n his Toom in the School House. Jimmy
would have regarded with uttor disdain tho
thought of spying upon him; but if the in-
quisitiv Tubby had mosed ‘out somothing

"He s a thorough rotter!” said T\xbby
“What do you mean?” asked Jimmy im-
patiently. “ Hue you found out anything
about him ?
’Iubby bhnksd at him.
What is there to find out?” he

ip.
ell, what’s the matter?” he asked
gruffl
“Tho horrid beast!"” groaned Tubby.
“T've explained to him that I'm delicate;
and can’t keep on turning up at footer
practice, and he takes no notice whatever !’

“You fat slacker!” said Jimmy, in dis-

rust.

“T'vo been to Mr. Dalton,” said Tubby,
and ho saps that i i Tootball matters we're
under ‘the autbori ilmot, and we're
to do exn.ctly as bs fglls ve.

“Quite i

“Yah!” uld Tubby,
”X’ I cat éou much p:

I uy, the bensl

“Ang don’t take enough exercise—"

So you don‘t"’ rianed Jimmy.

“And I'm ake up running,” said
Tubby dnlefully. “chulor trots round the
quad, ygu kno 5

Ynu e as big a beast as ha is1” ‘howled
Tubby Muffin. “I tell you we're not going
to stand it. Peele and Gower are wild

about it, too.
h?"l‘h“ S
ey’d better keep to talk, then,” said
Jimmy laughing. XMr. Wilmot, doesn’t
look o safe man to rag.”
“He's & suspicious beast, too,” said
Tubby. “Fancy a man suxpautmg a chnp
of looking at his letters, Jimmy !’
immy was turning away, but he turned -
back at that. Lovell and Raby and New-
were_coming up the stairs, and they
stopped with Jimmy. i
“Tea-time!"” remarked Lovell. “I say,
Wilmot is a bit of a corker. He's p!cked

They're talking of ragging

out the slackers, and put them dowa for
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special o'x'crcxse. Peele is talking about

scalping

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

“Hallo ! Pr_ymg again, you fat rotter!”
growled Lov

asi1n howled Tubby indignantly.
“He dropped a lottor ‘in the quad this
morning, and, of course, I picked it gp ot
him, like a well-bred chap. good
wasting courtesy on that bruto tho\lgh He
actually took hold of my ear—minc, you
know!® I'm a Rookwood chap, and he's
only & paid coach, and Jie pulled wy car!
Think of that

0 you nghe :l you were rcading his

b said Le

“Ser
leltcn
“1 wasn’t, I tt.ll you. may have
glanced at it by accident as I plckcd it up.
I was just going to run after him with it
when Le saw me. It wasn’t a minute. I
cever saw a word that was written in
\us just glancing at the newspaper cutting

+ was pinned on it. T supposc @ fellu\v
cml read a newspaper cutting?”
ul an injured tone. * It was tather
interesting —about burglary.”
“What 1"

fhe Eistical Four uttored that startled
exclamation in ch

o1 e toesntod oo are ot
said Tubby. “T jolly well shan's tell y
about it, as yon'ro so unsympathotic. Where
vas tho hazm in a fdllow looking at o pows
paper cutting es, I remembe
that you s won o Dariabie oo

va
“Tn Borkshire 7 ropeated Jimmy Silver.
“Was the newspaper cutting about a bur-
glary in Dorkshiro?”
only faw a few lines,” said Tubby.
“Something about a burglary at Deepwater.
No, it _wasn't that. Deepford? No, Deep:
don—that’s )I.—Dupd?’n Somewlhere near

Newbury or Readin
S0y Youly hat!®  murmured  Jimmy
S)l\cl
“L daro say Wilniot knows the place, so
somcbody _sent it m,” said Tubby
Muffin. “Whero was the harm in a fellow
looking at it, U'd liko to know? Ho pulicd

my ecar.” 'I\zhh_y VJuﬂ‘m rubbed o fat car

reminiscently. ~“And he's ouly & pai
ach, vou know, Pd complain to the

Head, only very likely he would think—

0\{*\1 LIBRARY

rats!
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Ser\'e you right for spying I
smd Lovell ly. And he t nmpeg on to
tho end stuc d y, followed by his chums.
Tubby Muflin was left to mourn over his
woes in solitug

Jimm; Sllvcr s face had a curious expres-
sion as he entered his study. During the
past week he had pondered over his strange
sceret, without fc!tmg any nearer a solu-
tion of his probl

Ho had looked for somo move on_the
part of tho suspected man. But_Erio
Wilmot had gone about his duties at Rook-
wood in a perfectly normal way, and cer-
tainly given no grounds for suspicion.
Jimmy had been driven to wondering
wi hekher, after all, he had been deccived b:

lmg rcmmblmme, and he was gla
et had said nothing on the subject
eutside tm circle of the Co.
what Tubby Muffin had said brought
u.ll hxs half-satisfied suspicions to new kg

Even Lovell looked surprised and uneasy.

“After all, there’s nothing in that!”
Lovell said at last. *Anybody might send
anybody a newspaper cul!m

“Te might!” sai imm;

““Some 1ncnd of Wllmots probably lives
near the place, and thought it might in-
terest him,” said Lovell.

Jimmy looked at kis chum.

“That’s rot, and you know it!” ho said.

“Look here, Jimmy—

*Deepden is a tiny place in the country,
and nobody could bo intercsted in a descrip-
tion of an attempted burglary there,” said
Jimmy. “XNot unless he was somchow con-
cerned in the matter.  Somebody’s cut
that paragraph out of one of the big news-
papers—and sent it to Wilmot. Why?”

“Oh, rot)” said Lovell. y

If Lovell saw any reason to chango an
oginien, it was likely to make him moro
obstinate in holding that opinion.  That
was ono of Arthur Edward’s little ways.

D Rnby and Newcome both looked very

lod.

's queer 1” Raby said slowly.
oly aveer” said Noweome. Dut—

Lut—there can’t be anything in it, Jim

The Head must know all about the mnnl"
Jimmy nodded and the matter droj 5;1

Dut Jimmy Siver_had plenty of food for

thought now, and his sccrct was like a

S-eight upon his mind.
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CHAPTER 8,
Mysterious] :
OUNG gentlemen, ‘stop, pleasol”

Y Lovell glanced round. = Raby put
on his_brake, c two juniors
were riding back from Coombe to
Rnok\xwd on Wednesday afternoon when
they wero hailed by a man leaning on the

stile in Coombe Lanc.
i Jimmy Silver had gone with Newcome
for 'a ramble in the woods that afternoon—
Neweome being of botanical tendencies, and
Jimmy. kindly taking an mmm now and
then im.his pursuits. Lovell and Raby
had preferred 2 spin on the bikes for the
afternoon, and they had been round tho
heath and Low Coombe, and were now on
their way back to the school by way of
mbe.  Both the juniors looked rather
curiously at the man who hailed them, and
a3 Raby had put on his brake, Lotell fol-
lowed his example, and they jumped down.

“What is it?” asked Lovell, mot very
graciously.

Tho man was dressed in dusty tweeds,
with a_Homburg hat. His face was red,
as if with exposure to wind and sun, and his
chin was stubbly, his mouth half hidden by
» straggling moustac] is eycbrows
were thick and bu:hy nnd dark. ~ Lovell
was not h\oumbly lm]ilresmd by his looks,
and he did not sce why he should j\lmp
off his bike because a stranger called to
for no apparent reason. So Anhur
Ed\vurd was not very gracious.
cuse me, sir!” said the man vcrr

“You belong to Rookwood School

ﬁ
‘civilly.
T t.hy

“and I'm in

saw no re-son ‘what-
ever why he should do the man a favour.
But Raby had chimed in before Arthur
Edwnrd could express his opinion on that
oint
PO What is it, then?”
“There’s a gr-ntlcm.ln at_the school I'd

liko to speak to, sir,” said the man in
tweeds, “1 darc say you know him as
You b there—a Mr. Wilmot,”

“Oh!{” cinculated Lovell *Yes, we

want to speak to

know Wilmot. If you
Follow this lane

him, he's at the school

till you come to the scnool gates, nnd
yo there

“Would be kind h to tell him,
. “Wou you e kind cnougl s

sir, thnt an old friend wishes to sp

to_him .
ey su ppose I could tell him,” said

Lo\cll puzzled. “Do you mean that you

want to como to tho school?

“Yes, sir, if you'd be kind cnough to
mention to him that Bill Smith is waiting
for him in the lane.”

Lovell glanced involuntarily at Raby.
Lovell was quite determined to Lelieve that
there was nothing in the least suspicious
about Evic Wilmot. But even Lovell could
Dot help feeling that this was rather odd]

There was no apparent reason why the
with the bushv eycbrows could not \\alk

0ol,
% hlm said Lovell shortly.

*Thank you, sir. Tell him his
friend Smith is waiting for him under the
trees yondor.”. Tho men jerked his fingor
towards the cdge of Coombe Wood, where
it bordered the lane a littlo further on.

“rd d, be ever so much obliged, sir!”

w0

Tvsit vanbtted His machine, and rods
on with Raby. Tho uniors did_not
speals till Rookwood ol oy 3 sight,

though. their thoughts wero busy, {

~That's rather odd, Lovell!” Tiaby rot
maked gt

*T don't see lt » said Lovell

at Db e

“No, T dow't!” said Lovell obstinatel;
“That chap’s & bit shabby, and he mayn't

re to show up at & big school and call
on )v:lmna Tdaro suy that's all thore s
in i

Raby shrugged his shoulders slightly,
suid no more. Argument only co
Lovell in his opinions. Raby, as a mamr
of fact, was coming round to Jimmy
Silver's’ suspicion.

0 two juniors arrived af the school, and
after putting up their bikes, they Jooked
for Mr. Wilmot. Thoy koow that he was

god on the football ground with the
F: th that afternoon, so he was certain
to be within the school precinets.

Tric Wilmot was coming off the footbal!
ground when they found him, with
som and Talboys of the Fifth, chnmng
pleasantly with the two seniors,

He stopped as Lovell and Raby came up,

old,

lnd
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sceing that they wanted to speak to him,
a.nd ’l‘albuya and Hansom strolled on,
I bave a mcssﬂga for you, Mr. Wil
mot,” said
Yes"” smd tha footballer. “From the
Head?”
“Oh, no; a m:m named Smith.”
Wilmot sf
i Smlt'h"’ hc ra cated.
Lovell expl
The footballer l]stem;d qlnctly, and Raby,
who was wat oo 1y,
noticed how his hp; mghtened and a glm:er
came into his handsome, dark eyes.

did not need telling that Mr.
Smith's message was extremely unwelcome
to Eric Wilmot, and that the footballer had
So deﬂue whatever to see his “old friend

*Vary well,” said Mr, Wilmot. “Thank
| gou very much for bringing me the mes-

P80t at all gir!? soid Lovell, “Glad to
be_of any service!”

He added t'hnc little bit of politeness
chielly ‘for Raby's benctit:

Eric Wﬂmo nodd&d, and went rather
Quickly, iito. the.{Nohoo! Eouse:  Hansom:
end Tallboys D( the Fifth made a movement
as if to rejoin him, to continue their foot-
ball chat. But Mr. Wilmot did not scem
15 36e- thens; and; e, dissppeaved (into £Hd

ouso,
Tivellllotked.at Raby hall aconsingly:
1o T supposo you think thet's suspicious”
S
‘Well, I think it's ]OIly odd,” said Raby.
“Jimmy would think so, too. People \vha
are aboveboard don't generally have sur-
- roptitious meetings_like
“T don’t see anythin !nneﬁhh
it wid Tovell “1 o
5] en id cl in every way
PWell,*you'ro You know!” re-
myrked Raby,
Brr-rrr!” said Lovell,

o two juniors stopped to speak to
Rnwson of the Fourth in the quad, and
when they went into the house a few
minutes lator, Mr. Wilmot passed them
comin, .

ous about
Wilmot’s a

i ad’ on his hat and coat, and was
ovidently going to keep the u,ppmntment
with his_friend Smith. Monsieur Mon-
ceau, the Frmchmo,er, came out of the
House at the same time, in his frock-coat
&nd e|lk hat, nnd he addressed Mr. Wilmot
on the steps.
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“You go for leetle pmmunade, isn't it,
mon um"’ said Mossoo geniall :
He was on pleona.nb zenns wnh “the youn

footballer, as most the Rookweo
masters were.
“Yes,” said Mr. Wilmot briefly. 4

oBiea) 1 vally wia you, if you sink s0."

said (08500, so “go forotleetle
promenade,”

Lovell and Raby could not he]r wutmx
to hear what Eric Wilmot would say.in
reply to that. T there was angthing sux-
reptitious about meeting wit ith,’

ho was not likely to take the French
mastor of Rookwood along with him if he
could help it. There was a distinct pause
before ano: answere
afraid you would not care for o
raribla in. the wood Mopaions Monesa
“Ciell Non!” said the Frenchman. _“I
walks wiz myself on zo route, isn't it! You
0, rumblo in 30 wood, yes?”
1 think s
Zant satd Mossso, amiling, “I promen-
ades wis ou as fag 35 20 wood, and zere

o, parts
% Brcollent,” said M.
e e oy
the gates togef

or.
Well7” Jema “Lovell. “Nothing sus-
p)cmu! sbout o chap who tekes Mossog
kim0 meet th he Bumith man, Raby.

“Bet Mossoo before he
stnr::).! tha Szmbh bu'dl” answered Raby.
Tal

“Boixg .fm— them!” grinned Raby.

“I_wouldn’t if I suspected the man,”
said Lovell. “ Eul; as I don’t nu!pecb hxm,
Tl do it ém to prove that you’
wrong: me and get out (hs nggeﬂ
again.

“Done,n

The two juniors wheeled out their
‘machines, en rode at & leisurely pace in
the wake of the two walkers. soon.
sighted Lhem ahead, uuntermf along the
leafy lane. They had the nde,“

and reached the border of Coombe Wood.*
where, according to what he had told
Lovell, Smith was to ba in waiting. There
was no sign .of Smith to be seen; he was
nmung the trees, :f he was there at all.
In the lane the two men stoppe

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

I zink I

5.

Foui, T am a Toetle fatiguo!
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rest here on zis grass bank, isn't it, while
you take your ramble in zo bois!”

0 grass is a little damp, sir, I think,”
said Mr, Wllmo “You are liable fo
catch cold.

“‘Mon Dwu! Oui! I did not zink of
zat! I walk on, I zink!” said Monsicur
Monceau; and he walked on, leaving the
footballer alone.

“Lovell rodo tonmd grimly; he would
not look back. by glanced over
his shoulder, and mv Eric Wilmot disap-
pear among_the troes after the Frenchman
Tes ab e distanco, Then tho two juniors
rode on 1\1thn“t speakin was obvious
to Raby, at lcast, that {’Vllmut had been
desirous of getting rid of the Frenchman
before Smith appeared in sight; and it
would have becn obvious to Lovell also,
but for that youth’s remarkable tenacity
in sticking to_an npmmn once formed.

“Well?” said Raby at last.

“Rot!"” said Lovell.

CHAPTER 8.
For Life or Deathl
OLLY good afternoon!” said Arthur
ewcome.

A i‘Oh, ripping!” murmured Jimmy

ilve

Jimmy had quito enjoyed the ramble
through Coombe_Wood,  already rich ‘in
sutumn tints  But his interest in the
'vanous botanical specimens Newcome had

gged was a little perfunctory.
o two juniors had sa down to rost in
the wood near the lane, Jimmy lymg wuh
ﬂm back of his head in his clasped he
n the grass, taking his ease, Newcome,
gmm- near him, arranging his specimens.

“You ought to take this up, you know,
Yimmy.”

“Um1” murmured Jimmy.

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

o deep woods were silent, save for
an wasmn'\l tmkter from the branches
overhead. From the lane there came a
faint whirr of blc\cles for a moment or
two, and then there was silence again.
Suddenly, throngh the stillness of ~the
woods, came a sharp, angry voice—a voice
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{ho two juaors know well, though they

had not heard it in such angry tonmes
befsre.

“¥ou scoundrel i So you have followed
me el”

It \'as the voico of Eric Wilmot, thc
new football coach of Rookwood School

Jimmy Silver sat bolt upright in I.hc
grass in utter astonishment.

Arthur Newcome started, and dropped
two or three valuable specimens that he
had been arranging in his botanical port-

folio,
Without speaking, the two Rool-
woodors stared at ono another.

ilmot was evidently close to them in

god, though a thick screen of under-
woods hid him From their sight,

Anothér voice—a cool, mocking voice—

answored:
ou. You did not answer.”
“Did you think that I should answer
your letfer, you rascal? How dared you-
write to me at all!”
“Oh, draw it mild! I gave you time t¢
answer, and you did not.” That is why I

hz.vo ol
You ccoundrel-—you scoundrel I

““Possibly the headmaster of Rookwood
would consider somebody else a scoundrel
if he knew the fact

immy Silver stnred 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 epeak twith-
out being heard by the two men close at

nd. Neither of them had any desire to
play the eavesdropper; but they had nu
choice in the matter,

“Botter keep a civil tongue,” went S
the cool voico. “I think you have as much
Lo fear from me as I have from you, Eric.
Yove got to halp me.”

“Forrs i clover and T'm on my uppers.
You know that I'm in nccd of help. You
know that I'm wanted.”

“I know that.”

“If P’m run down here, what will bec:gl\e

?

of you in your new job at the sche
Bo you think ¥ shall nofd ‘my tongue, when
T've got nothing mors to lose? Do yon

think the headmastcr wm let you hang on"
Isn’t he moro likely to belicve you cam
to Rookwood for what you could lay youl
hands on? Birds of a feather, you know.”
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“Giood heavens!” breathed Jimmy.
Ho rose to his feet in the grass.
como followed his_example, Tho two
{umors wero dotermined not to linger and

isten o that startling conversation.
hat is it7” said Mr, Wilmot's voice.
“'lhntx it, my old pall™
“And you think I fear you?”
“1 knu\\- you do! Ah, would—— Oh!”

C
ﬁerco blow had been struck, and a
staggering figure came crashing _through
tho thickets towards the spot where the
mo startled Rookwood juniors were stand-

'].ho footballer had hit out straight from
the shoulder, and the man with the bushy
cycbrows fairly spun -nway from the blow.
{ "Ho crashed down in_tho grass only a
few feet from Jimmy Silver and Newcome,
who jumped back out of his way.

i Through the broken thicket, “tho pale,
sot face of Eric Wilmot appeared, staring
after tho man he had knocked down. He
did not sco the juniors; his cyes glittered
at_ the fallen, sprawling man.

“That's my answer to you, Dandy Jim
e, smd bot\lvleen his teeth.

For n second or two the man spra“led
and " then o lcaped fo s feet with o
yell of rage His hand went under his
coat, and reappenred, and there was a
Fashr of steel i the sunlight that filtered
through tho green branches overhead.

capon in hund, the rufien flung him-
self at the footballer, A moment more,
and the blow would have been struck.
i But that immy Silver,
almost_dazed as ho wal with the sudden-
ness of the happoning, acted prcmptly.
! Ho sprang at _the man, and struck with
‘o]l his force, His clenched fist crashed on
the side of the ruffian’s head, and the un-
expected blow sent him spinning again.

Tho knife dropped into_tho grass, and
Newcome jumped at if, picked it up, and
sont w ‘whirlin; away among the tree-tops.

ou—you here!” ~ Erioc 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
sprang towards the rufiew. Dandy
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Jim scrambled to his feet, and dashed away
into_ the wood.

“Como back!” Wilmot was _shouting.
That man is danger-
back at once!”

Newcome caught Jimmy Silver by tho

“Chuck it, Jimmy!”

Jimmy's lmpulsc had been {o pursue the
ruffian, but he nodded, and turned back.
Tho'two juniors rojoined Mr. Wilmot, who
was standing with a pale and troubled face.
Thero was no doubt that Jimmy Silver
had saved the young footballer from a ter-
rible injury, if not from actual death, and

ric Wilmot know it. it was not
difficult to read in his troublod face that
he wished the Rookwooders had been any-
where clso just then.

“Thank you, Silver!” he said at last,
spoaking with an cffort. “You—you havo

omo me a great, service "

Jimmy nodded. Newcome stooped to
pick up his seattored specimens. Ar. Wil
mot’s glance followed his movement, o
he understood how tho juniors came fo by
thore, o gavo, them mo ovplanation of
how ho came to bo there him

""You arte. roburning o Rookwood now?”
ho asked. “You had better, in the cir-
cumstancs.”

“Yes,” said Jimm
e will o with You, in caso that rascal

Ho "did not finish. The three left the
wood together, and walked in grim silenco
towards the school.

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

“T cannot ask you to bo silent as to
what has happened. I have no right to
ask it. But if you et oo F great
service, you would say nothing of what
has_occurred.”

Wl(hout wmtmg for a reply, the young
man strodo in at the gates, and crossed
with rapid strides towards the School
Holue At lmmv levor drew a deep breath.
el

“Wcll‘” brcnlhed Newcome.

fe said Jlmmy abruptly.
"Thu wxl \unt thinking over.”

And they went in in silence.

. « . . « «

Lovell and Raby came in to tea, and
found Jimmy Silver and Newcome in a
ikaughtful mood. Raby related the story
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gf M. Smith,” Lovell grunting the while
They did not_guess that their chums had
St St e Vit e bt b
than they could tell. Jimmy Silver pro-

ceeded to enlighten them, and Raby

whistled. 7
“Tt begins to look pretty clear,” ho said.

“Wilmot’s the man of Deepden, and Dandly

Jim is o rotter in the same line of busi-
ness.”

“If logks ko " said Jimmy Silver
lowly. “Bat—but. sitated.
A a'ro ek bmnnmg e dougi your-

self” elaculated
blessed
[rnnk]v.

# .1 Tasw 1 Lsaid. Jimny

CHAPTER 10.
The Man from Scotland Yard!
HERE was a tap at the door of the
Fourth Form room, and the round,
chubby faco of Tupper, iho page,
; ooked in. Morning lessons were
in proﬁxan in-the Fourth, so the juniors
wero pleased to sce Tug:er. is advent
to_the Form-room gave them a rest, if only
a brict one.

Mr. Dalton, the master of the Fourth,
did not look ploased. Ho did. not R
interruptions of lessons, not being at all
ln“u‘%relesfnent T e ety

Mr. pped _eut that word fo-
ten-og.mely An wr. Edward Lovell, who
was in difficulties with his construe, stopped
in grea rehef and Jimmy Silver, who
was next to him, was able to give him
whispered tip whﬂe Mr. Dalton’s head was
turned.

“If you please, sir, the 'Ead wishes to
sca Maswr Silver in his study, sir!” said

« Immedlately?” Mked Mr. Dalton.
Yos, m,dn;n

”Ver%
alton turncd to hia_class again.
*Jimmy Silver ceased whispering to Lovell
4 in time,
Dr. Chisholm wishes to see you
udy.  You may | leuve the class.”
“Yes, sir!” said
The ¢aptain of tho Nouséh loft his placa
at once. Ho was wondering a _good deal
the Head wanted him during classes
was an extremely unusual summons.
Wit the " Homd wanted to sce a Fourth-
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Former—vwhich was  very
generally contrived to do so at &
whenclasses would not be interfered vmh‘

Some envious glances iollowecl Jimmy as
he left the Form-room. He had not done

scldom—he
tim

with “Jamquo rubescebat radiis mare,”
and wished that he, Justead of Jimmy, had
on called to the Hea

\upper waa in tho “passage, and Jimmy
the youth in buttons on the
B

u, Tupper, old beanlei 1 askod
Jimmy, “Is the Head in & wax?

Tup,
£ gunt thmk it's a row, Mastsr lever
The 'Ead’s got a visitor with *
“Oh! One of my merry rehtwns called
to,_seo me?” asked Jimmy.
“Nunno! Gentleman name of Troope.”
“Never heard the

D,
Taoks a fongh sorb of gemt, ho dooss o

a jaw like a steel tm% dAleer he'd been'

some timo with the ’Ead_rings
i o Ik o fhy e e
aster Silver.”

Hamy Silver started;

He Jew that tho letters “C.LD.” stood
for Criminal . Tnvestigation Departme
I was o gontleman from Sootland Yurd
who had. called. apon the Head of Rook-
Wood—taking him away from his duties in

the Sixth Foutroom—and_ who wished to

seq Master Bilver of the F
Thanks,

ppy, old man! ]B’I noe a
liking, st aay. e, then” aid
d Bo Burricd awey fo Dr. Chisholms

d
T hoart was besting & Tl fuster
The open doorway 1 Houso
gave him a view of the s\mny quad.r le,
and in the quad. he caught sij ht of

‘Wilmot, the new football coac] Rook-
wood

The mmg fuotbnller wns sauntering
under tXn with his hands in his
gocketu, a.nd a tbonghtful expressxon on hig

andsome f:

Jimmy paused a moment co look at him.

sun glimmered on his handsome

face, showmgn up the regular fenhlrou and
well-marked brows and dark eyelashes, His
likeness to the escaping cracksman Jimmy
had secn at Deepden during the vacation



THE SCHOOLBOYS'

was more striking than ever at that
moment.
+ Was it on account of that Deepden
affair_that Mr. Troope of Scotland Yard
wished to sec Jimmy Silver? There could
be_no doubt about it. So, far, Jimmy had
sid nothing of his' suspicions mgnrdmﬁ
Eric _Wilmot, save to his chums Love
and Raby and Newcome. His suspicions
wero as mong as over; yet somehow, in
Abite of them. ho rathr ‘iked the Joume
footballer, As he went on towards the
Head's study, he was wondoring whether
ho ought to keep his sccrt stilf @ secrat.
Ho could only decide to be guided by
circumstancos,
Ho tapped at tho

enterod,
. Dr. Chisholm signed to him to appronch.
‘A rather burly man, with a hard, com-
posed face, was soated in the Head's study,
and he turned @ pair of very keen and
penemung 7o upon the ;umor.

u

Head's door, and

Yo or me, sir?” said Ji
| Yo, Siiver, iy pontoman o In-
spector” Troope, of Scotland Yard. He

wishes to
some epxse

‘d\mng the

t' “This s Silver, Mr. Troope.”
Taspector Troopo fixed his eyes on the

Rookwood junior.

£ T understand that you were on a walk-

ing tour during tho school vacation with

somo _frionds, Master Silyor,”

“One_night you camped in ‘s wood af

Despdon Manor, o Berkshire”

speak to you in reference to
which “apparently occurred

summer vacation.’

| “That is so,” said Ji
“There was a bur
house, and the orac

El“y at the manor
smnn, m escu.pmg

ou_ seizo
ou were able

have _acted
eously and crednnbly, Shiver 1" sad
Chisholm graciously.
' "Thunk you, sir!”
! “The matter remained in_the hands of
the Reading police.” resumed Mr. Troope.
ut your description of the man, Master
8i lm which was very intelligently giv
tallies’ with that of a well-known criminal
for whom the London police have been
looking for a long time. The matter is,
iherefore, of more importance than an
ordinary attempted burglary in a liftle
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into my °

owN
country place.
hang

Evidently Mr. Troope of Scotland Yard
wag an important person!

“Novw, it seems that you noted the man's
face very cnrefull fmm the doscrlpuon
you gave,” sai 'f Do g
thmk ynu would know lum you saw him
ag:

Cermnlyl

you, do_you think, recngniso &
pl\otograph of him

“I am sure of it

The inspector ullawcd a look of satisfac- *
tmn to appear upon his stolid face.

“Very good!” he said. “I havo hero a
photograph of James Stacoy, one of tho
most_dangerous criminals in tho country.
He is the man whom your description
appoars to fit. If it turns out to
same man, thu may tielp us in laying him
by the heels!”

Inspector Tmope took out a pocket-book,
opened it, and extracted a photograph
from it. He passed it to Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy’s hand trembled as he held it.

The photograph was that of a handso!
young man of about thirty, with reguhr
features, straight nose, well-cut lips. 1t
was a photog raph which any Rookwood
fellow would was that of Iric
Wilmot, the Rook\\ood football coach.

It was proof—proof positivo that his sus-

icion of Eric Wilmot was well founder

e had mot been deccived by a chance
resemblance; this was the face itself—ths
face of the eracksman of Deepden, and
the face of Eric Wilmot.

Jimmy folt almost giddy for a momont,
The inspector was him
curiously. e oy oidd 6or ubss
the junior’s thoughts, but he could sce the
signs of some strange emotion in Jimmy's

hcc, and he wondere

Well " he said, brsukmg the ulenc?

“is that tho face of the man you foun:
escaping after the burglury at Deepden,
Masler Silver1”

“That is the hac,’f md Jimmy.

“You are sure of it

““Quite sure.

Jimmy had to answer; tho inspector had
a right to ask. But he could huw: added
more, and he did not. Why he did not
add hat the face was also thnt of Erio
Wilmot, he hardly kncw. Somchow, tho
e Ciat iled w Ansioen o Young

LIBRARY
It has come
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mam, Jimmy Silver folt, strangely enough,
 Houbt Trowing ap in his own

“Very® good | said ihe Toaphctor, with
satiefact Thank you véry much,
Mastor Silver!”

*One momont 1 said the Head,
. Thore was s stortled look on Dr. Chis-
tolis faco. o had soen tho photcgraph
as tho inapector passed it to Jimi
hothor. Jimmy  Silver . would have

e SN devar ke Dut o
knew that it was unecessar;

y o
Dr. Chisholm stretched out hm hand for |,

the photograph, and the mspectar in somo
slight surprise, passed it

‘The Head made Jmm'-,y lever & sign to
leave the study.

Jimmy went gladly enough. The man,

if he was a cracksman, ought to be de-
nounced and arrested; there was 1o
doubt about that. But Jimmy had a

strange repugnance to taking part in the
denunciation.

“Bless my_ soull” said Dr. Chisholm,
#s_the door closed on Jimmy Silver,

e ud]l;xsted his glasses, and stared hard
st t he p ph.

ﬁmssnble that you know the face,

an-!” d the Scotland Yard man, in

r;pcmml I think I do. It can be, of
course, only @ resemblance,” said the
Head. “But tho resemblance is amazing,
X should cortainly, have uid that this was
photograph of Mr, Wilmot, the profer
sional foofballor whom I have lately
engaged as a coach for the boys here.”
Tnspector Troope's eyes glinted.
“Ts it possible?” he cjaculated. “Ma;
1 sk what you know porsonslly of this
Mr. Wilmot, who so strangely resemkles
o criminal long wanted by the police, Dr.

Chi
“Little, but T roceived the bost regom-
mendations with him,” said the Head. *He
formerin, played s o profestional  for o
club callod Loamshire United, and is i
very agrecable young man
e s iy §h
and has given every satisfaction, an
well liked”

“The boy Silser mndoubledly _noticed
the  resomblance,” thy ~ inspector
dryly. “Such rescmblances occur, but they
are rore. [ think it will be my duty o
interview Mr.

“There is no Db]oc(mn %o that, of course,”
paid the Llead. *Even if it is only bmiy
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possxhla that I may bave been deceived
him, T should be glad to havo th

mﬁt ab rest. course, you will
understand that tho less said upon such a
sub}ect the better.
ta with me, Inspector Troope, an
this afternoon you will
Wilmot on the’ football-ground, and satisfy
yourself. If it is merely a case of re-
semblance, as I hope and believe, there
need 'be no unpleasant talk; if otherwise,
courss, yomwill do your duty.”

“A- very excellent arrangement!”
Mr. Troope.

said

CHAPTER 11
dimmy Silver is Perplexed!

IMMY SILVER returned to his place in

tho Fourth Form-room, Some of the

- juniors glanced at_him curiously and

iringly, end bis chuwms, at_least,

noted that Jimmy looked worried. Jimm:

was, in point of fact, very much worri

and he fuva very rundom attention to hit

lossons for the rest of the morning. For

“construe ” was on

The thought of the young footballer wae
in his mind, and of the grim- Med, square-
Lu\ved lnspsctur from Scotland Yard. He

new what the Head’s recoguition of the
photograph must lead to; indeed, he
nlmost expected to hear some sound show-

that an arrest was taking place within
the precinots of Rookwood School itself.
Somchov it troubled him to think of Eric
Wilmot being marched away, like Eugeno
Aram, with gyves upon his wrists. Vet
if ha was guilty he deserved it, and more;
and ell the evidence was that he was a
%uxley man. Jimmy hardly kncw how a

ubt had crept o Bt i

After morning lessons Junmy was
pounced upon in the corridor by Lovell

and Raby and Newcome. His chums
wanted to know !

The captain of the Fourth did not answer
them till they were out in the quxdran%le,
out of hearing of the other iello\v!.
he exPlamed what had taken place in the
Head's study.

“That's a clincher I observed Raby.
“No need for you to speak out now,

“I’m glad of it,” said Jimmy Silver.
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#Looks as if you were right all along,”
isid Newsomo thoughtfully. ~“Blessod it
7'd cver huvo thought
! Lovell gave a grun

“Tt looks bad I he uld “But— Dash
i all, I beliove Wilmot is a decent men!
Ho_looks one. T shall be awfully sorry
lo find out that he’s @ rotter, anyhow.”

“What do you think yoursell, Jimmy ?"

1sked R g

Jxm.my ilver wnnkled his brows.

“I'm if I know!” he said, “I
hldn't 8 donbe on the mb;ect at first, but

“Nn\v it's proved," sa.xd Raby.

! T know,

Jimmy Sllver did not finish, He shook
his head, and was silent. Tubb: Muﬂin
rolled up to tho Fistical Four in the quad.,
d the discussion ceased at_once,

“Seen that chap'" asked 'I\xbby
“Eh—what chap?”

“Chap with a face like a rat-trap,”
ngm- d Muffin. “ He 's over yonder, I’
nsked Tupper, and he says the man i
staying o lunch With thy. Head. ' Bags
he’s iddy ins] x‘yrectolbheurd the Head
oall hlm?nspeotor ‘roope. I say, I wonder
what he’s hanging about Rookwood for?”

! The Fistical Four did mot enhghten

Tubby Muffin. They glanced at the burly
Scotland Yard inspector, who was saunter-
Jng under the beeches.
| “Wilmot knows him,

H do you know thne, fatty!”
gmmed Arthur Edward Lovell.

I, he was standing round when I
was Askmg Tup er, and then the inspector
!o nny came along,” explained Muffin.
“Wilmot just bhnlnad at him, and then
turned round and walked away as quick
?1! unybhmg He knows him, and don't like

im,

-ud
've

” said T

ou boet.” And Tubby Muffin wagged
hig i)eyad sagaly “Ts g

w1 said Arthur Ddward
Lovell

ruffly.

And the F)stml Four walked away.
roope was “hanging
ood the juniors séon had
‘proof, for aftor dinnor they sighted him
pt.rollmg in the quadrnngle again.
It -holiday ~that afternoon.
The re was a senior football match due on
Big_Side, nnd Jmlmy Silver & Co. in-
tended to honour it with their presence.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome went down
to the football-ground, and Jimmy Silver,
who had lines to do for Monsieur Monceau.
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procoedcd to the end study to grind them

s o fust finighed. his fiftioth line
from the “Henriade” when there was a
at the door of the end study.
. Come o, fathead I sang out Jimniy
Silver.
The door opened, and it was Erio Wil-
ot who appeared in view. Jimmy Silver
Sed up, colouring a little.
or

o

I-I dido't know—"

od
~%Can I come in?” the young footballer
asked quietly.

Trot in, sir!”

Mr. Wilmot entered the study. There
was unusual colour in his handsome face,
and his manner was a little uncertain.
Jimmy wondered whether this unexpected
visit had any connection with ~Inspector
Troope’s presence at Rookws

“I—] wanted just a word with you,
Master, lever,” said Wilmot, his colour
deepenin,

“Anvthm you like, sir]” said Jimmy.

“Iast Wednesday,” said Eric Wilmot,
speaking_ with an evident effort, “you—
happened to sce_me m tho wood ~near

Coombe, where I
threatened me, and I knocked him down.”

“I remember, Mr. Ad

“Probnbl’y you heard me “speaking to

he stam-

" couldn’t help i, sir,” said Jimmy.
I heard him_threaten you, and I heard
you address him by the namo of Dandy

Jim

told you,” resumed Wilmot, “that 1
et o right to ask you to keep tho
ocourrence 8 secret, buf that I should be
obliged if you said nothing about it. May
I-may T ask whether you' have oatiaoh

t Only

to my friends, sir,” said Jimmy
“Lovall and Raby and Newcome. New-
come was present, sir, and Lovell and
Raby, knew about the man, so—'"
“Yes, yes; but to no one olse?”
“No, sir; and my friends haven't spoken
ol xt cither.”
thank you very much, Silver!
With that Erio’ Wilmot nodded to the
nior, and left the end study. Jimmy
e R ehar oot sarionsiy i e
ssionately. He knew that the Scotland
ard inspactor’s presence in the school
had startled the young man, and evidently
elarmed him. Dv)dent]v he hnd surmised
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that Jimmy had spoken of that strange
affair in Coombe Wood, and that that
had something to do with tho inspector’s
visit to the sofiool. Yet, if ho was a_guilty
wan, and with the bloodhound of the law
s0 close at hand, why did not the foot-
baller make an attempt to escape from
Rockwood while there was yet time?

1t a puzzle; and Jimmy Silver could
only givo it up. He finished his lines, and
took th ‘Iommur Monceau, and then-
made hi Side to rejoin his
chums—wondering \\hat was to happen at
the old school that afternoon. Kor that
comething was certain to happen ho had
no doubt whatever.

CHAPTER 12.
Wilmot is Wanted!

Jll(-b BULI\FLEY of the Sixth
ol e
Ncnllu and Scon ol the Sixth,
who were in the c:lplmns study,
looked worricd, tco. An open telegram
lay on tho study table.
“It's rotten!” said Bulkeley. *“I shall
hnvo to cut tho match. In fact, I shall
a move on to catch

my
iars will be here in an
b id Nesillo dismalls.
“Th atch is a oner 1" said Scott.

l!u]kvlvy Wi rmk]cd his brows and glanced
at tho telegrans

“My pater mcmlly wants.
afternoon,” he said. “He wouldn't wire
if it wasn’t important. I'm afraid there’s
no help for it, you fellows; I shall have
to go. It's wretchedly unlucky that
Knowles should bo laid up now; he would
have captained the team, of course.”

“Not that we want to be captained by
a Modern,” said Neville.

“Well, ‘Knowles is  vice-captain, and
would naturally take my placo,” said
l!ull.ulny “DBut he's in sanny with a cold,

’s out of the question. Frampton
are both off colour, too; it
< il Wingate's team will walk
I-I wonder—’

Neville, “No good won-
1t all over bar shouting, any-

Wilmot,” said Bulke-

me this
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“The giddy coach
Bn]kcluy nodded (]mulxhtiully
a’ bit unusual,

I know,” ho said.
be in such jolly low
mot play for us?
\\lngnm of Greyfriar: a real sportsman,

Im sure he wouldn't raise any objec-

Nevillo n.nd ':om brightened up.
hat a stunt!” exclaimed
"\\ﬂmot is o real good man,

f we asked him,” said
“But, ter all, I don’t sce why
s going to reforeo thap match,
lmt. Mr. Bolnm wouid do that willingly.”
“I think Ill epeak to him,” said Bulke-
ley. “I know he would like to play in a
match. We let Greyfriars play a master
once, when they were short of a man—you
remember they played their maths, master,
a hofty chap named Lascolles. d
turn deserves another.
think of raising any objection, I'm sure.
Anyhow, you fellows can put it to him
when the Greyfriars crowd comes along.
T'll speak to Wilmot; it's the only chance
I the fixture out of tho fire.”
said the two Sixth-Formers

together.

And Bulkeley l2ft the study to look for
Mr. Wilmot, the Rookwood fuotball coach.
Eric Wilmot was lodged in the
House, in a room which looked upon the

old balcony on the south side of the build-
ing. Bulkeley caught sight of him on theé
balcony from the quad, and came towards
the narrow s!one steps that led up. Wil-
mot did not see him for the moment. He
was lcnmng wlbh lolded arms on the iron
rail of tho balcony, his gaze on the dis-

nce, and an expression of deep thought
upon his handsome face.

But he glanced round as Bulkeley came
up the stone steps. He greeted the cap-
tain of Rookwood with a smllv The foot-
ball conch pulled vory well with Bulkeley,
and, indeed, with nearly all Rookwood.

“You were going to referce for us this
afternoon, Mr,” Wilmot,” began the Rook-
wood captain.  “Will you play for us

HIM\.Id
You want mo to play
“I'm called away, c).plnmcd Bulkeley.
4 OrisoEDibe sen 1531t up, and some
others are off their form. If vou'd play
it would give the team a leg-up, and very

3
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likely save the match. I onlv mean, of
course, if youw'd care to do it.
Erm Wilmot smiled,
“T’d be very glad,” he said frankly. “In
here’s nothmg that I'd hLa better o
suld Bulkeley, en it’s
I'm asking, Nnvn]lo of the Sixth
ive you any
for, r,

setiled.

to captain the team; but he’ll

place thnt you choose to asl
Wilmot.”

{ “On the contrary, I shall leave it to

!\evxlle to place me.” said Eric Wilmot.

“Gount on me by all m

“Many thanks!”

‘And Bulkeley modded to the young foots
baller, and left him very much relieved
in, his' min

Ten minutes later tho captain of Rook-
Svood was his to the railway-
station, bog in hand, homeward bound.
‘And when the Rookwood first cleven came

means.

them, looking very handsome and fit in

Rookwood colours.

{ “Hallo, there’s Wilmot among the
players” exclaimed _ Arthur  Edward
Lovell, in surprise. “He's nob in that

rig to’ roferce, I suppose!”

{ “Playing for Rookwoodl" said Raby,

\uzh a whist]

And t}mb blessed-
bounder h'mgmg about ali the ti
murmured Newceo)

! The chums of tho I'ourth glanced round,
half_expecting to see Ins ector Tegopo of
Scotland Yard near at L ut
detectxve was not at prescnt to b seen.
mo  Greyfriars!”  shouted
'I‘Dmmy Dodd of the M odern Fourth.

Koep_ back, you checky Moderns!”
shoutnd TLovell, as there was a shoving in
thv umor crowd for good places,

ose up, there!” howled Tommy

"'We re keeping roow for Jimmy Sil-
ver
| “Blow J.mmy Silver1” retorted Tommy
Dodd, " “Only a dashed Classical, any-
way !

“You cheeky Modern
éXou silly “Classical chump—>
Now then, order there, you fags!”
thouted Carthew of the Sixth, a lines
ma

e
“Order, you Modern cads!”
“Stop shoving!” roared Arthur Tdward
Lovell, in great wrath,  “Who's that

steckirap-faced

mo 1
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shoving mo?
you, Jimmy ?

Arthur 15 d\mrd turned his wrathful face,
to sce Jimmy Silver at his clbow.

“Little me!” agreed Jxmmy Silver.
“I've had to shove to get here! Now
then, leave off pushing, you fellows!”

“Well, I like that!” howled Putty of
the Fourth indignantly.

“Well, if you like it, what are you
grousing’ at?"" asked Jimmy Silver amic-
ably. “Hallo, what is 1lmob doing
among the players in that rig

“Looks as if he's pIuymg for Rook-
Woo!

“My hat!”

Neville of the Sixth was seen talk
with Wingate, the captain of the visiting
team, and Wingate was scen to nod with a
pleasant smile.  When the toss was made
for ends, and the two tmms lined up, Lric
Wilmot lined up with Rool kwood as in-
side-right in Neville’s team. hen
M]rl c{3011\,") blew the whistie, and tho bu]l
rolled.
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Il—Tll—— Oh, is

ood_for Rookwood 1
Bdward Tovell, “We've got a good man
in young Wilmot—what??"

X "jolly good Tootballer, anshow !” said

said Arthur

& ood man all round,” said Lovell

o'bsl.mntely “A lhomughly decent chap,

tell you, and I'd say tho same to that

ch:\pd mth a face like a hatchet if ho
me!

“Ahem ! "’

It was a cough at Lovell's clbow, and
ho looked round quickly. The burly
gontleman from Scotland Yard was stand.
mg, towering over the crowd of juniors,
close at hand. Arthur Edward Lovell had
the grace to blus

Jimmy_Silver glanced at Defective-in-
spector ‘Troope, and bis face clouded a
it

It was not likely that the gentleman
from Scotlan: Yard had stayed on at
Rookwood y_simply to \\'mwss u
football match.
being present. Jimmy Silver Jid not
need telling what thne object was. In-
spector Troope was there to observe Eric
Wilmot—to observe him narrowly and
closcly—and to make up his mind whether
the young man was what he pretended to
be, or whether he was the cracksman
James Stacey. And Jimmy Silver could
only wonder how it would end.
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CHAPTER 13.
In the Name of the Law.
« ¥~ LAY up, Rookwood i *
P “On’ the balll”
From the kick-off
hard and fast.
that had come over from Grey-
¢ best men of Greyfriars Sixth
and Tifth Forms. Rookwood First was
ot full strength, and there was no
that but for their mew recruit, they
c> Lecn able to hold the
from the ‘beginming it was

the match
It was a

not
dout

clear ¢ Wilmot was a tower of
\m.wu. in the fioni line.
The Greyfriars forwards made a hot

attack en \ha home goal, but the ball was
clea 1, and then_the new in-
side chance. Ile captured
the hnH vu-d carried it up the field, well
backed up by the Rookwood forwards.
He centred to Neville just_in time, and
Noville drove the leather in. North, in
goal, drove it out again. but before (he
backs had a chance of clearing, Eric Wil-
mot was on the leather.

ronted Lovell, in perfect delight.

1t was

Eric \V|lmob had put_the leather in with
a shot that beat tho Greyfriars custodian
to the wide.

The Rookwood crowd roared applause.

“Goal! Goal!

ilmot was smll)ng (-h(vorllv as ho

walked back to the centre of tl d and
the teams lined up. Hc ]ookcd w.\rv hnml-
in his_football
-Formers of Rook-

Jirimy Silver glanced at Mr. Troope,

wondering what effect the roar of applause

\\ould _have on_{hat hard-featured gentle-

any. He noted a perplexed look
¢'s face.

Troope met his glance, and
tle nearer to Jimiy, whom he
d as_tho junior he had seen in
vdy that morning.
i ame, sir?” said Jimmy

yer—g: mc

p oope,
is !hun)zhh W
“Who is

n a
mu(h upnn fc(lball

not very
the &e nHr\Im'm who is acting as referee,

NMr. T‘ohvm

here,

, the master of the

FALSE COLOURS!

“Oh, T understood that a Mr. Wilmot,
the football coach, was acting as referce.”

“He’s in tho, team, sir,” said Tomm:
Dodd, \"b’unlvermg tho information \»hnle

Jlmm) emnm to_reply.
“OR1” said Mr, Troope.
“Inside- m;m sirl” said Tommy.

“Thanl

M. Troope’s perple((’d glance bad been
following the referce. Certainly the Second
Form master bore no resemblance what-
ever to the man of whom he was in search.
He now began to scan the players them.
sclves. .

Jimmy's glanco was on his hard face,
and he noted (llc glint that came into the
inspector’s eyes. Mr. Troope had his cyes
upon Eric Wilmot , and from that
moment his attention never left the young
footballer.

Most other eyves on Big Sido at Rook-
wood were following Eric Wilmot, too,
though. with a different kind of interest.
'.lho footbal' ccach was playing a great

Clo=t- on half-time_the ball went in again,
and this time from Neville’s foot. he
first half, whcn ﬂlu whistle blew, Rook-
wood were tw

When the pll\y L ased Inspector Troopr
made a movement. Tis W
grimly, and his hand, in the pocket oi
his coat, grasped omething that gave a
faint metallio clink. Jimmy Silver heard
it, nnd hc started, as he understood whnt
it meas

lle c'mnht held of the burly gentleman's
sle

\nL now!” he cxclaimed hurriedly, and
then he coloured as he met the mspccter s
stare of blank astonishment.

“What!” ejaculated the Scotland Y'\rd

v Silver crimsoned.

Let the game finish!” he breathed.

“Let him alone for tho other half, sir.

‘What difference will it mnlm""

Tnspector. Troope stared a
What do you know 'ﬂmv\t this matter,

r Silver? ked in a low, stern

Yoice,

ost of it, I think,” answered Jim
quictly, “And I ean’t believe that Mr.
“llanL is the man you think he

t!mngh I believed so at first.  Anyhow,
he's “safe, an you don’t want to spoil a
good game, si




THE SCHOOLEOYSH

nspector Troope_looked very hard at
Jimmy Silver, possibly wondering whero
that cheerful 'youth got his merve from.
He stood in ceep thought for a few
moments, and finally gave a slight shrug
of the shoulders. He remained where he
was, looking over the heads of the juniors
at the footbull field, watching the players
as the game was resumed after the
interval.

Lvidently be had made up his mind to
Jet the match be played to a finish before
he sprang his surprise upon the football
crowd and_upon the man who was
“wanted.” But his eyes remained fixed
Eric Wilmot with the keenness of a
hawk’s.

Greyfriars “bucked up ” in the second
half, and a_goal came to Wingate, an
another to Potter, of the Greyfriars Fifth.
The score stood equal when there were
still ten minutes to go.

“Two to two, and. ten minntes more!”
said_Arthur Kdward Lovell, with a glance
at his watch. “Well win_yet, Jimm;

“Tt would have been a goner wi
Wilmot,” remarked Raby.

ithout

“But with him it's all right,” said
Lovell confidently. “What do you think
Jimmy?”

Jimmy Silver nodded absently.

He was not thinking so much about the
footer now as about the hapless footballer
upon whom sq terrible a blow was to fall
as soon as the game was over.

I Eric Wilmot was guilty—if he was
the man of Deepden—the eracksman whom
Jimmy had scen cscaping from a_scenc

of crime—he deserved his fate. Jimmy
had no sympathy to waste upon a crimi-
was it possiblo that the athletic

player, who had played a clean, straight
zame, a game he cvidently loved, was a
thing <o base as a thicf and criminal? It
t be so—and yot—

Yet Jimmy's heart was heavy.
kept the sccret so long as it was in his
pawer, but the matter was out of his hands
%01 e iron meshes of the law were
ready to close upon the doomed man—
playing there, in the sight of the cheering
arowd, in ignorance of what was about to
happen. Tt the sight of the Scotland Yard
man had alarmed Wilmot, he showed no
trace of it now; it was manifest that ho
was _thinking onlv of the game he was
playing.

He had

w.
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“Gotting close now,” said Tommy Dodd.
“Looks like a draw.”

“There they go!” roared Lovell. “Play
up, Rookwood!  On the ball! Ob, bravo,
Wilmot! Good man—good man !

There was a roar of cheering,  The

ookwood forwards had got away in great
e, almost at the finish, and the Grey-
friars defence broke down under the attack.
North, in goal, fisted out the ball, but it
came back like the pip from an orange
from a ready foo.

“Goal 1”

“Rookwood wins 1

“Bravo, Wilmot

“0ly, good man—good man !”

The Rookwood crowd roared and yelled.
Tt was a goal—the odd goal for Rookwood,

R
s

and it had been taken by Eric Wilmot.
Neville rushed up to the young footballer
and clapped him on the

There was no time for Greylriars te
equalise. The tcams came off with tho
scere at three to two.

Inspector Troope moved forward with a
grim face, and Jimmy_ Silver o.
Watched him. Arthur Edward set his
teeth.

“Ts he going to——" Lovell breathed
incredulously.

“Yes.” muttered Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, the rotter!”

“JI¢’s doing his duty,” said Jimmy.
“Rot! Il¢’s making a silly mistake! T
hepe the Sixth will serag him!” hissed
Arthnr Edward Lovell.  “I know I'll jolly
well lend a hand if they do!”

Jimmy Silver was silent, his faco tense,
his eycs fized on the inspector's burly form.
The man from Scotland Yard stepped_ in
the way of the players as they were coming
off the ficld. They stared at him in sur-

rise.
Pl hat—" began Neville

There was a buzz of amazement in the
crowd. All eyes were on the burly inspector

now.
He stopped in front of Erie Wilmot, who
halted.  The young man's flushed  faco
paled, but his looks were steady ; his glance
&id not falter as it rested on the man from
Scolland Yard.  Inspector Troope raised
his_hand.
“Eric Wilmot, alias James Stacey, alias
you are my priconer!” he
istinet voice that was

in a
card far an
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“W] l.u"‘ came a )ell from the foot-
ballex

"Ano you mad?” sllouted Neville,

The mqmcmr did not heed.  His eyes
were fixed on the pale, handsome face
before him.

Eric Wilmot found his voice.

“On what clarge?” he asked steadily.

“Burglary,” sau the inspector tenecly.

“I am innocent.”

“You will luwn every opportunity of
proving it." he inspector, “uh
shrug of hi broad shoulders. i O
vou that ansthing you say may be Gk
down to be used as evidence against rou

And, in the midst of a growing roar of
amazement and rage from the Rookwood
crowd, Inspector Troope led his prisoner
way.

CHAPTER 14.

Undor Arrest!

o HAME!”
S i g

It was a roar of voices in the old
uadrangle of Rookwood School.
Dr. C,llb‘lol"l started from his chair, and
stepped hurricdly to his study window.
Never had the reverend Head of Rookwood
been so startles

“Shame!
the roar.

“Bless my soul !” ejaculated tho Head.

Ho ctared out of the study window.

The inspector had been leading his
prisoner towards the House, but he had
been forced to stop, as the crowd of RWL-
wood_fellows surged round him.
feco in the crowd was L ed and :n
and menacing looks w st at tho I)ur]y,
gnm fu(‘cﬂ n.an from hmtland Yard. Tho:
aco did. ot affoct Taspootor
Jroopa in llm least; his hard face hardened
4 little more, and his grip on the shouldc:
of the young footballer tightencd a little,
that was all. ut tho surging of tho cx-

Let Mr. Wilmot go!” came

25

cited Rookwooders round him forced him to
» halt.
“Re

Shan

bawled Lovell of the Fourth.

cue !

¥ Silver cauglt Lovell's am.
hut up, you ass!” ho whispered.
R yelled Lovell,

unheeding.

 threw up his window. It looked
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as if a riot was about to break out in the
Rookwood q\mdumgl
Boys!”

Tho ‘Head’s decp voice rang through the
excited buzz. All eyes were tikucd upor
Dr. Chisholm.

‘Pump, you will command these boy
to clear the way, s said Inspector
Troope, with unioved calmness. *They
aro obstructing mo in the cxccution of =

du
clled Lovell.

thundered  the  Head.

Neville, what docs this

ats !
2 Snlcnce' 4
“Silence, at onco!
mean?
Novillo of the Sixth turned n fncu flushed
with anger towards his headma:
“It means nmt Mr. “nlmot 15 m-csted by
this—this man!” he said savagely.
Lust played in a match (r us, sir, md
clped us to beat Greyfriars, And this—
elus (ool has arrestod him on a silly charge

oderate your language!” rapped out
“Inspector Troope is doing hic
roope, 1 apologise for this un-
k. 'Boys, disperse at once.

nyono raising o hand to obstruct Mr.
Truopc wxll be ex ollod from Rookwood.”

“0h!” gasped Lovell
InEfwclor Troope, grim and unmoved
marched his_prisos nto the House, fol
lowed by a chorus ) groans and hisses and
cat-calls.  In their angry cxcitement, the
Rookwood crowd overlooked the fact that
Mr. Troope was only doing his oﬂicxl
They believed that he had made a us
mistake, and they resented the humlhnuon
put upon the popular footballer.

Dr. Chisholm closed his study window
with @ bang.  Through the closed window
a buzz of angry voices still came to his

'Ho opencd the door of his studs.
Inspector Troope entered, with the hand-
cuffe . Calm as Eric Wilmot

felt the shamo of his posi-

olm looked distressed. He bad
for Wilmot, like the rest of Rook-

“Tam sorry (o sce this, Mr, Wilmot,” he
said awkw . “You realise, of course,
(lmt the in pcclor is doing his duty. If you
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Tho inspector gave a slight grunt.
“You think, Mr. Troope—" beggn the

Head.

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

“Good heavens!™

“His last exploit was an attempted bur-
glary at Deepden, in Berkshire, where tho
boy Silver almost caught him escaping,”
said Mr. Troope. “Since that affair he has
been in hiding—we have lost track of him
entirely. I confess it never occurred to
us that he had obtained a post as football
coach in a Public school. It is very for-
mnnte for you, sir, that I came here to-

day.

"Undoubtedly, if the matter is as you
state,” said the Head, with a deeply-
troubled look. “You—you are sure that
there is no error—no possible error? It is
—is amazing to mel”

“A dozen witnesses will :denmy him,”
said tho inspector. “May I ask you for
a conveyance, sir, to take Bim to the
station.”

“Certainly! _But—but—" The Head
stammered. “I—I cannot help feelmg, Mr.
Troope, that there is some mistake!”

i “T have shown you the official phatogruph
of Dandy Jim, the cracksman, sir. Isit
this man’s photograph 7"

“Certainly tho resemblance is amazing.
But—one moment! I will send for Silver.
He has seen the actual criminal face to face,
and_his ev)dence should be conclusive,”

“Very good, si

The chd touched a bell,

CHAPTER 15,
Innocent or Guiltyl
ASTER Snlver "

r 1"
M “Eadn sent for you, sir.”
“Right-ho 1"
Arthur Ed\\md Lovell caught Jimmy
Silver by the
i “You know \vl\y you're wanted,
he muttered. “It’s to_identify lemoe ns
the burglar you saw at Decpden in the vac.”
Jimmy Silver nodded. He was quite
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Jell awaro of tho Head's reason in sending
for him just the
ou “thought Wilimot was_the man,

Jimmy; but you mado a  mistake, you
know,” urged Lovell. “Don't say anything
against him.”

oL can't believe he's the man,” said New-

“Nobody here will believe it, I think,”

said Raby. “Anyhow, don’t say anything
you'ro not sure of, Jimmy. Le careful,
You know."

Jimmy nodded again, and went into tho
House.  His face was sorcly troubled. If
Eric Wilmot was not the cracksman he had
seen_escaping at Deopden, he was ab least
his living image. Yet Jimmy liked the
young Iootballcr, and felt somehow that
he was to be trusted. His instinct was in
conflict with his reason.

He tapped at the Head’s door and en-
tered. Whether Wilmot was innocent or

guilty, Jimmy Silver would gladly have
-vmded taking a hand against him. ut
thero was no help for it now.

Wilmot stood pale and silent, and did nct
look at the junior as ho entered. Tho
Head coughed. It was a grim-faced in-
spector who addressed the captain of tho

kwood Fourth.

“Master lever, look at this man.”

Jimmy looked.

“Do you identify him as the man you
saw escaping from Decpden Manor Houso
after the attempted burglary?”

“He—he’s very like him,
Jimmy slowly.

“Is he not exxwtly like him, to the best
of your belief?”,
“Ye.coes, sir.”

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

. “I —XI dld, sxr," faltered Jiminy. “Now

“An exp]mnhon is_required from you,
Master Silver!” said Inspector 'Iroope
grimly. “You gave a description of the
escaping cracksman to the Reading police.
The descrij dptlon was_that of James Stacev,
alias Dandy Jim. When I showed you the
photograph S o Dandy Jim yon recosumed it
as that of the man of Decpden. Vet this
man has been two or three wecks at Rook-
Wwo You have scen him every day, and
on the very first occasion you could not

air,”  said
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fiave failed to recognise him.
tell your headumaster 1"

You did not

“Did you fell anyono ?”
“Quly my_chums, sir.”

Wilmot raised his eyos and looked curi-
ously at Jimmy Silver for a sccond,

“And why,” said the inspector, “did you
keep such @ secret? Are you aware that
you wero shielding a criminal from justice,
and rendering yoursclf an accessory after
the fact?”

Jimmy crimsoned.

“I—1 wasn't sure,” he stammered.  “I
thought he was tho same man at first, but
my friends laughed at the idea. Thon,
My, Wilmot scemed so decent that —that I
felt there must bo somo mistake somewhere.
T—1 simply couldn’t beliove that ho was a
2riminal.”

“You should have spoken to your Form-
master, at least, Silver,” said tho Head
sevorely.

“I—I was going to, sir; but—but the moro
T saw of Mr. Wilmot, sir, tho more I folt
that ho couldn’t be the man of Deenden.”
“You have acted very injudiciously, to
the least!” snaj spector,
However, at tho presenc ‘moment you aro
ablo to identify the man?”

Jimmy was silent.

“The man appears to have obtaincd a
us influcnce in this school, Dr. Chis-
holm,” said the inspector dryly. “You can
sce; of course, that the boy is quite assured
of his idoatity, but docs’ not caro to say

sa

Dr Chisholm gnawed his lip.
“If you can tell the mspecmr anythmg,
ilver, it §s your duty to do so0,” he
mmy drow 2 deep brea
I am suro there is a mlstake sir,” he
caid steadily. “Mr. Troope calls’ him
Dandy Jim. I kpow that there is an-
other person who is called by that name.”
““And how do you know that?” demanded
the mpector grufily.
4 ave seen the man,” said Jimmy
i tly “Last Wednesday I saw Mr.
mot meet a man in Coombe Wood. He
essed him as Dandy Jim. The man
ca(mmd Jiim, and Mr. Wilmot Lknocked

iy looked e ths young footballer,
“Mr. \H]mot tell the inspector—
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“What was the man like?” he_.asked.
“He was the same size and build as Mr.
Wilmot, but he wore a_moustache, and_his
faco was very dark, and his cyebrows black
and bushy,” said Jimmy.
“That is not a description of the Dandy
Jim known in the rccords at Scotland
Yard,” said the inspector dryly. He fixed
his eyes upon the young footkaller.
“You deny our identity as Dandy Jim
Stacy 7” he asked.
“Yes,” said Wilmot quietly. .
“Then you assume that there is another
man in existence who resembles you so
closcly as to be mistaken for you and for
him?”

Obvlous

It is at lem possible,”

murmured the

e you acquainted with such a man "
No_answé
v o & olation
sembles you ?”
The young man’s lip quivered, and hit
pale face scemed to grow paler. But he
8id ot apeak.

“Mr. Wilmot,” said % Head, in a
moved voice, ““you are bound to speak, il
only for your own sake. You have not
been long “among us, but we are all your
friends here, IE you can clear yourself of
this fearful charge—

Wilmot raised his eyes to the doctor’s,
“I am innocent,” he said. “In twenty-
four hours I shall return to Rookwood with
my name cleared if you will permit mo to
return, sir, after this disgrace.

“If you are innocent, Wilmot, you will
bo welcomed back!> cxclumed the Head
warmly. what do_you hope?”?

The young ootbalies smild Jlightly.

“They have an almost infallible system of
identification at Scotland Yard, sir,” he
said.  “Tinger-prints of criminals
taken and recorded. Mr. Troope doubt
less can lay his hands upon the finger-printe
of Dandy Jim, the cracksman.”
our finger-prints—yes ”
inspector grimly.

“Mine, sir, will be found different,” said
the young man. “No two human bemgs
have' finger-prints alike. Tho record will
show that I am not the man you seck.”

“Surely that is an excellent test, inspec-

or? exclaimed the Head.

to closely re:

said  the

Tasnectar Troono looked a little startled.

The inspector shrugged his shoulders
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«As nearly infallible as possible, sir,”
ho answered. *But——""

“There are other circumstances,” said
AMr. Wilmot quietly. “I was in the army,
sir, through the War, as you know. I was
rot demobbed till six months after the
armistice. The regimental records will
prove that.  But at that time Dandy Jim,
the cracksman, was scrving a sentence at
Dartmoor.”

The inspector started a little.

“That 1s true,” he sai “If you can
prove what you say—"

“The official records will prove it.”

“And if you are speaking the truth, how
do you know so much about Dandy Jim,
Mr.” Wilmot—you, an innocent man?”

“I.am not called upon to explain that,”
said Wilmot composedly. “My business
is tc piove my own innocence, and that I
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-car
was bearing Inspector Troope and his
prisoner away_from Rookwood. But even
in the grim mind of the inspector there was
20w a lurking doubt.

CHAPTER 16.
Light at Last!
g OTTEN!”
R Arthur Edward Lovell made
that remark with emphatic dis-
. gust as the school gates closed be-
hind the car.

The Fistical Four had watched Inspector
Troope depart with his prisoner, as well as
a crowd of other Rookwood fellows. There
was angry and excited discussion on all
sides. From the Sixth Form to the Sccond,
all the sympathy of Rookwood School was
with the inspector’s prisoncr. Moderns and
Classicals felt alike on the subject. Tommy
Dodd of the Modern Fourth was almost as
cloquent as Arthur Edward Lovell. The
opinion all through the school was that the
man from Scotland Yard had made a ridicu-
lous mistake; that Eric Wilmot would prove

is innocence, and cover his captor with
confusion, 4w when he came back t
Rookwood in triumph, the fellows intended
to give him a great reception
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But Jimmy Silver & Co. knew that, oven
if the inspector had made a mistake, it was
not a ridiculous mistake.. ~ Wilmot's re-
semblance to Dandy Jim was so striking
that Mr. Troope could scarcely have acted
otherwise than as he had dons,  That re-
somblance, however, was not gencrally
known to the Rookwood fellows, and tho
Fistical Four did not speak of it. v

“Wilmot will be back here
days,” Lovell said, as the Fistical
gathered to a late tea in the cnd study.
“He’s right as rain. I know that, and he'll
provo it. i i

a_few
Four

No need to mention about his
being like the cracksman to look at, Jimmy.
It won't do him any good.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“XKeep it dark,” he assented. ““Good-
ness knows, if he’s innocent, I'm rcady to
back him up. Vs pretiy Clear that, if Lo
isn’t James Stacey, he’s a near relation of
that rotter.”

Lovell grunted.

“Might be like him, without being a rela-
tion,” he said.

“1t’s not likely,” said Raby. “If there’s
two of them, they’re relations right cnough,
and it won’t do Wilmot any good to have
it known here. 8o the least said, soonest
mended.”

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

immy knitted his brows.

“He spoke to him as Dandy Jim,” he
said. “That’s the cracksman’s nickname. 1t
was the cracksman, of course, and he looked
different because he was made up somchow.
That's pretty clear now. He’s some con-
nection of Wilmot's—from the likencss, and
from the fact that Wilmot met him.”

“He threatened to give Wilmot away at
Rookwood,” said Newcome. ‘““We heard

im. If Wilmot’s all right, how can—"

«] think I understand that now,” said
Jimmy. “Wilmot isn’t the cracksman, but
2 near relation, and that’s his little secret.
The real Dandy Jim was thrcatening to
give him away as a connection of a criminal
~not as a criminal himself.”

“Oh!” said Lovell.

T don’t know what view the Hcad would
take if he knew that Mr. Wilmot was
losely related to a wellknown criminal,”
said Jimmy Silver. “He might want
Wilmot to go.  Anyhow, naturally, a man
would keep such a thing dark. Thot S
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the brute a hold over Wilmot.
wish we could lay hands on him
Jimmy Silver & Co. hal htLIu dnubb that
they had arrived at the éorrect solution of
the mystery at last. From the moment when
hu had heard Lhe inspector address Wilmot
“Dandy Jim,” Jimm * had guessed
|hc truth, remembering the scere in Coombe
Wood.  And Fric Wilmot's ~onfidence in
the finger-print test had convinced him that,
in spite of all appearances, the young foot-
baller was not the man of Dcopdcn The
man Wilmot had knocked down in Combe
Wood was the real cracksman, and Jimmy
had A him, for the simple
e was

1 jolly well

htiotad: by, thio police
his relatisn at Rookwood in_disguise for
help in escaping them. To Jimmy Silver’s
mind, it was all clear now. And it was
clear, too, that Eric Wilmot had no guilty
dealings with the cracksman. That knock-
down blm\ m Coombe Wood was procf
enough cf t

“Poor bo"gwr'” said Raby.

«T suppose
he's_alw

been in danger of being taken
f im. Tt must haye given him a
jump when he saw the inspector here.
Perhaps it’s all the better for him to Iunc
the matter thrashed out and ecleared up.”

v Silver nodded thoughtfully.
own up that you were

Jimmy 2" grinned, Lovell. “You
oW now nmt \\,n!mnc isn't the giddy
l) rglar of Deepden ?'

“Yes. But I don’t bLlame mysclf. In-
spector Troope has made the same mis-
take,” said Jimmy quictly. “But now I
know the —" He paused. “We
know that Wilmot has some reason for not
handing the mncr over to the police—he
could have done it last Wednesday, The

man_ wrote to him and him to mect
3 we know. ‘Wilmot. didnt go, and
the fcllow sent a message by Lovell. Wil
mot could have taken a_bobby with lum,
and landed the rascal. He didn't. But
we had a chance—"

“I jolly well wish we had!” gruu‘Nl
Tovell. “T'd_make short work of him
know “that. He's not my relatio an,.

Fia's what
iy quic

I'm thinking of,’
Vo, it's ,I,\Jm e

the roffor came dr‘\\n here to got
W if 1 uld.  We hoard
m d by the

police, and hie’s in straits, Wilmot refused
to_help him.. But—"

Jigmy paised:
Well 7" <aid_ Lovell,

“\\'hcru i no; said ~ Jimmy
“He's in & somew ]!cro from the police
Tlm ve no su~[| v that he’s beer
in this neighbourhood, m 'cpt that Mr
Troope thinks he’s wot bim in our foot:
ball conch. Suppose—supposo the rotter it
still hangin hullxt in this qlml((‘lh—"

G histled

3

ood, do you mean?

enough, smd Jimmy.
s in Coomboe Wood whcro
o hidden for weeks, if
0ot sl ARt yatamalaTal
and he might” have brought 1Imt
to give him help, but he
miys ol Hope ifo. et sorelbing: aitvel
him. And he said somcthing, (00, about
disgracing Wilmot at Rookwood if he came
to tl.\yo end of his tether. It looks to me

“My hat!” Lovell's eyes gleamed. “Ti
would be doing Wilmot a good turn if we
could gct the real rascal laid by the heels!”

hat's  what was _thinking,” said
Jm\my Silver, “Dandy Jim has been in
chokey onco, and the sooner he goes back
there_ the hetter for all cl\romod If he’s
anywhere near Rookwood—"

“What pricc a_scout run \uth the giddy
m.wkmmn at the m.d 77 grmned
Lovell. ext half-

“I's worth llvmg, nnv| w.

Prep. that evening was rather lwzlcclcd
in the end study. Jimmy Silve Co.
had_somcthing more important than prep.
to discuss,

a man could

chose.
b

1)

7

CHAPTER 17.
Hunted Down!
ROOI\\\O?I) SLH(!N;L_

waited anx-
Iric Wilmot.
follows  supposed
that, as soon as the young foot-
baller was at Scotland ‘lm(l hc would pro-
to prove the misteko in identity at
onee, and take the next train to Rookwood.
i make allowance for the

ior
Many of the

de
folIm\ ed day,

Day and there was no news.
of the foo!
was obvions to Jimmy Silver & Co.,
at least, (hat the d requirs
a vers o eV
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ot was 1ot the “wanted ” man, and that
d take time,

the meantime, the Fistical Four were

heir own plans, and the next half-

woul
ing ¢
akin

iy saw them on the warpath.

Tour juniors in scout Yi%. lett the school
atos soon. after dinner that day, leaving
£ile other fellows at football practice, The;
Jost no time in i,;emn into Coombe Wood.

The chums of the Classical Fourth knew
the wood pretty thoroughly, extensive as
it was. It was a favourite huntmg-ggound
b tho Rookwdod scor And Jimmy
Qilver, 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 “ Roman
cimp,” supposed at least to be a relic of
an ancient Roman fortification.

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

t was good mile by tangled_tracks
through the wood to the ruin, The Fistical
“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 raseal, they were quite confident
in their ability to lay him by the heels.
Four sturdy juniors of Rookwood were &
match for an; The Fistical
Four werc quite assured of that.

“Here we are!” murmured Arthur
Lovell at last.

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

A rabbit scuttled away from their foot-
steps, and there was a twittering of birds
in the trees that jutted among the broken
old brickwork. Save for that, all was silent
and deserted. The juniors looked round
them, and Raby grinned a little.

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

If he's here, he's sporting his ocak!”
remarked Newcome humorously.

4 Well, he wouldn’t bo sitting on top of
he wall. waiting to be looked at.” said
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Jimmy Silver. “There are cellars under
this cracked old pavement. That’s where
he would be.” 3

“Jolly cold down there, I should fancy.”

“Not™ any colder than a cel art-
moor, perhaps. Anyhow, we've come here
to look for him,” said Jimmy Silver quictly.
“From: what we heard him say to Wilmot
that day, I feel pretty certain that he meant
ang on near If he hides
in the cellars, he has to come up—""

“Come up to breathe, like a whal
chuckled Newcome, who scemed to be
a humorous mood that afternoon.

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

¥ Good 1"

The Fistical Four procecded to explore
the ruins. The entrance to the stone cellars
below was blocked by a mass of thorny
thickets and creepers, through which it was
dificuls to force a way. Jimmy Silver
examined that natural screen, and a gleam

came into his eyes.
“You can seo that this has been dis-
turbed lately,” he said. “Look! That

twig was broken to-day some time—the
break is quite fresh.” gy

“Scme village kid_exploring the place!”
murmured Raby. “The Coombe kids play
along here sometimes, you know.”

“Somebody, anyhow,” said Jimmy Silver.
“We're goin%‘ lown.”

“Qught_to_have brought a lantern for
that ! said 5

“T've got my electric torch.”

“0Oh, good!”

Jimmy Silver forced asido the thicket,
and pushed his way into the opening. A
broken brick stairway led to the old stono
cellars, with weeds and brambles growing
in cvéry interstice. The Co. followed in
Jimmy’s footsteps, graspm%' their staves.
Their hearts werc beating faster now. So
far, it had only seemed to them just possi-
ble that the cracksman was hidden in the
ruins of the Roman camp. But at every step
they saw fresh proofs that the tangled
thickets over the steps had lately been dis-
turb It was possible that it had been
done by somo schoolboy explorer that very
day; but it was also ﬂusslble, at least,
that the signs were of the passage of the
man they sought.

Black as midnight the cellar looked as
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the juniors Hvl){wd into it. Jimmy Silver
flasher 4 torch round him,
and tho  juniors, with thumping. hearta,
stood on their guard,

A sln;(rp exclamation broke from Jimmy.

ol

“Almost at his fect two or thice ground-
‘slhcl.-(s and a rug lay on the damp stone

Lovell ('.ul;:hl hie breath.

. ody’s been camping
lnlllkcl(‘d

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

“Look out!” shricked Raby.

Crash!

A fragment of stone whizzed from the
blackness and ¢ n the clectric torch
in Jumm ver's hand,

In ant the cellar was plunged into
utter d'nrl.nr'

From the impenctrable gloom there came
a ao\lnd—lln\ sound of a man moving.

“Good heavens!” Lreathed Lovell, his
teeth chnnenng

'he Rookwooders drew close together in
th lhrolvb.ng hearts. Lor they
knew now tl Silver's surmise_had
been only too v cll [oundrd and that within
the narrow confines of the old cellar, in the
thick darkness, they were shut up with a
desperate criminal,

here!” he

CHAPTER 13.
Face to Faco!
LVER stood motionle
In the darkness and the terrible
sifence ke cculd al the
thumping of his Leart,
But his conage did not falter.
Tho man ho sought was there,
m the blackness, close at hand

IMMY €

lurking
e knew

that an attac! coming—that the
seoundrel, kuouing that his hiding-placo
was discoverc: ould make a desperate
attempt the four juniors

wore between him' and the stair that led
up\\n'd to the d.uhf;l

k ont!” breathed Jimmy.

P-,r)nps that moment the reckless

i -xl thc reckiessness of their

juniors _real

h, shed themselves safe above
mun'l n.n it \\as too late to think of
it mow,

the de: silenco that followed tho
a

stone they listened, and

In
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“He's com
’lhuc was

X
- paniod Lmn
a rush i the |~

and
gz for

was_ rolling on
his

"”n‘]p"' o

“Back up
The juniors could s
sounds _guided theu
struggling forms on th
But the unscen man had the advantage.
The Rcokwooders, in the black Eloom,
clutched at one another as well as at tho
enemy. The hidden man drove savage
blows on all sides. Loveli rolled over, half
stunned.
Jimmy

seli

Silver felt the man drag him
o struggled up breathless]
ook out
Thore was a crashing of the thi
o dmw.m ol s (b
his way oi-t to_freed

'lml Jmml\

aylight glimmered
through  the  tangled

pant ing.

irce of the tangle,
I cut into the open air, panting
o e s caught sight of a running
figure loss than a dozen fect away,
shouted Jimmy Silve
pzsuit. He knew the man.
who liad met

Hc 1u~hc l

Tt w ¥ric Wilmot
in m.- d a week before, It tho
same figure, and the same shabby tweed
clothes.” As the man hLalf turned tn h-np
Jimmy s f

over (lm broken wall,
' % moustaché and tm
ol ;

v were
v in tho
druggh‘ in the co

the skin, S lanco
o Ihic \ ilmot \\us s('ulhn,.’ now that tho
greater part of Tt
\\ﬂ, a face with w n'lcu' u-'llﬂr features

at would have been hand:omo

b\' (ur I!m hard and savage look of des-

peration upon it

ollar Tim 1 roared Lovell

> Rookwooders were close on the hecls

f the furm\o as he clambored over the
He disappeared frem their sight,

licard. thie sound of a heavy fall
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As the juniors scrambled over the wall, the man turned his head and
shook his fist at them. His eyes blazed with anger and his teeth showed
in a enarl.
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The cracksman man bad lost his footing
and rolled down on the other side.
e “chk"' panted Jimmy, “We'vo got

llu :cmmblcd furiously over the crum-
bling wall, followed fast by his chums.
They were in time to see the fugitive leap
to his fect and start at a run into the
Woo

Aﬂer him!”
he man turned his hecad for a_second,

DL btk juniors. His oyes
SToro Liating Mithicage; Lis/tasth skowed in
a snarl like that of a wild animal. His face
at that moment was tho face of the cracks-
man of Deepden, tho ruffian_who, in the
vacation, had strugzled with Jimmy Silver
at the camp in the Berkshire 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 tho ruffian
stared back. Then he dashed into the
woed, running with almost the speed of a
hare.

The Rookwooders rushed recklessly in
pursuit, Through bush and briar they tore
on desperately, guulcd by the crashing and
rustling ahead of them. But the guiding
sounds ceased at last. The juniors came
to a halt in the thick ood.

The cracksman was J{

Jimmy Silver gritted his_teeth.

“Keep on!” he said. “Wo won't give
in whxlu there’s a chanco I

n hour or more the juniors hunted,
but lhe search \\Ml vain. The cracks.
man gone, and they f ve it up at
last, med cut and angry and disappointed.

“Well, he's_got away!” said Lovell, as
tho Tistical Four tramped away in tho
direction of Rookwood at last. “But ho'll
he nailed all right as scun as the polico
know what we can tell them. And we can
prove now that old “xlmoz isn't tho man
they call Dandy Jim. That's something.”

It was a tired and dusty quartetto that
arrived at the f““ of Rookwood an hdur
later. Jimmy Silver & Co. started for the
House at once. Tubby Muffn met them
in the quad., with a fat, excited face.

“You fellows heard?” he exclaimed.

Jimmy pavsed.

““Any nows of Wilmot ?” he asked
“Yes, rather)” grinned Tubby.
have you fellows been? Al th

school’s buzzing with it,”

“Whero
giddy

“COLOURS!

“What's tho news?” ucl'umnd Lo\c]]
lmpnuenﬂy, “Get it out, you duffer!”

. Don’t snap & fellow’s head oﬂl

]ll us what's the news!” roared

L
"Il right, old chap, Tm telling vou,
ain’t 177 said the fat lassical. * Wilmot's
commg back! The Head’s put up a notico
on the board about it. He proved that
ho isn’t the man that ol uffer of an
inspector thought—pmved :c right up to
the gnnd"

“Proved that he was in (lle Arm
the other chap was in
Tubby, with a m chuckle.
have made old Troopo feel preuf' ill, wh;t'
Fat-headed mmnko to say, )l-
mot’s coming back to thn school. It's
the board, in the Head’s fist. He's cominy
back in a day or two!”

“Hurrah 1”

The Fistical Four hurried on to 'the
Head’s house. In a few mmmes more they,
were in the presence of Dr. Chisholm,
and giving him an account of thclr ndmn-
ture at the Roman camp in Coom!

The Head blinked at t)mm over qu gluue

“You should certainly not have take:
this risk,” ho said severely. I should!
have forbidden you if I had known. If
you_should orer dq hnnlfnthmg of the hnd

again—
ever, tho rll covorf' you have mnd« mll
cortainly bo useful fo the nuthormea 1
shall telephone to tho lE«:hcu at Rookham
once.  You wil ourselves in’
readiness to be quemoned fou may go"”
And the juniors went.
« . . . .

Jimmy Silver & Co, looked q\ule p]cnsml
themselves that ning. ’Ih x
tdventum at the Roman mmp had
related a dozen times at least in the Founh‘
and even Bulkeley of tho Sixth sent for
them, to hear their account of the hidden'
cracksman, i
Inspector Sharpo camo over from Ro
ham, and the story had to be told agai
That evening telegraph and telephone Were
at work, it scemed fairly certain that
the “wanted » man, hunted out of hig
secret refuge, would not be Iony\ in ln]]m
into the_grasp of tho law. h,
Arthur  Edward Lo\e]l rvnmrkcd v\a\l!«l
bo good mews for K Vilmot when he
came_back to Rooki
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CHAPTER 19,
A Very Great Occasion!
TLENCE in the class!”
S r. Dalton, the master of tho
. 1t was
about the tenth time th.nt morning
that he had had to call for silen
he amount of whispering llmt Was going
on in the Rookwood l'oun.h was a record.
Even e captain of the
. Form, and gummlly a model pupil, was
as bud as the rest.
. Something oudunlly was occupying the
attention of the juniors, to the exclusion
of Jess important matters, such as lessons.
“The buzz died away as Mr. Dalton spoke,
‘and the class concentrated their attention as
i‘iell as they could on the history of ancient

But that did not last.
On that morning, at lcast, the Fourth
were more deeply interested in _modern
Rookwood than in ancient Rome. The long
struggle between the patricians and  the
lebeiuns,  exciting  enough _ when it
d\apj:’md only bored the Rookwooders
rea

“Start at three,” Jimmy Silver murmured

to Avthur Edward Loyell. “The train gets
in_at three-forty-five.”
Tl nodded.
avll give us good time,” he
P
said

R"L\.ely chap’s got to turn up,”

lgivery man fuck " agreed Jimmy Silyer.

“m going to be a record celebration

NeA iddy ® triumphal marchi* grinned
ewcor

“Just llnt"‘ said Jimmy.
. “Wilmot will be ph-:m.d I imagine!”
murmured Tommy Dodd.

“Bound to be! You

i thundcmd Mr DdILon.

. you were talking!” excluimed
thc master of the Fourth.
SH'm!" murmured Jimmy
He could not deny the soft nnpc.u.hment
Counmly he h.\d l)Lcn talkin;
“This s o be quite out of hand
i 2. Dution severely.
d that T s!w,ll have to detain

ernoon
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were to take place. The bare ll\ou cht of
Ustention dismayed Jimmy Silver & Co.
“Oh, sir!” gasped Lovell
see, sir——"
“I sce that scarcely a boy in the class
ﬁ gli;ng his attention to his lessons!” said
r

“ You-you

we—"  stammered Jimmy
It—it—it-
“Kindly be a littlo more lucid, Silver,
if You lmc anything to say.
TS Wiliaot, siv—"

“Whal

“Mr. \\.]mm is cummg lmcL to Rook-
wood this _ afternoon said  Jimmy
Silver. “We've been a ng,mg for a crowd
of fellows to mect himn at the station and
give him a reception, sir. Wo want him
to know what Rookwood thinks of him.

“I understand,” said the Fourth rorm-
master. "I have a high opinion of
Wilmot, and I am very glad that he lms
been aublo to clear ‘himself. But such

matters must not be discussed during
lessons.”
“Oh, no, sir! Only—"

“And if there is any hxrlnu discussion in

cla continued Mr. Dalton grimly, “the
whole Form wiil be dclamod for the after-
noon mml five o'clock.

b1 gasped the Fourtl

“We will nou resume,” said Mr. Dalton.

From that moment tle e was not
single w er in the Fourth Form-room.
The prospect of being detained for tho
allcmuon was too staggering.

But everything comes to an end, and so
dnd molnmg lessous at Rookwood on that
great day.

Never had Jimmy Silver & Co. received
the word to dismiss so_gladly.

They marched out of the Ivormmom in
great glee, and there was immediately a
buzz of voices in the corridor, to make up
for the cenforced silence of the Form-room.

“Blessed if I thought it would ever end!”
i Axkhur Edward Lovell with a gasp of

Never knew that Dicky Dalton
such a fearful bore, you chaps!”

continued
somebody
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of the fact that his powerful voice-was quite
2udible to the approaching Form-master.

e hissed Rabd.

“Rot!” said Lovell,
he almost frantic look
him.  Arthur E

a little slow on the “uptake,”
“Rul tell you! Dalton bored nn,
tears _this morning! 1 really

not

urderstanding

Ga

were.
almost  to
wanted to tell him to ring off, you know,
and go home and take a rest! And—?"

“Indecd!” said a quiet voice at Lovell's

clbow.
Arthur Edward gave an almost convulsive
wnp.
351 Ob, my hatt
Ho spun round like a humming-top.
[—1—1 didu’t sce_you, sir!” he gasped.
“Oh dear! I-]

“1 am sorry, Lovell, that T bored you in
class  this worning,” said Mr. Dalton
gravely.

“Oh, sir! I—T——"

1 try on future occasions to be a

little more entertaining, Dalton.
“We can only do our
And with that Richard Dqllun passed on,
leaving Lovell rooted to the floor, crimson
with “confusion. The crowd of juniors
chuckled as Mr. Dalton turned the corner
and_disappeared.
cll, you put your foot in it that time,
and no giddy mistake!” chuckled Putty
Gr'ly of th e l‘our!h

" said \I]r

a,
Lovell gasped for_breath,

“My_hat ut isn’t he a real brick!”
he said. “Old Greely or an;ms would
have lined a chap for that! I—I suppose
Dicky 1 Dmon was pulling my leg! He's a
real I—1 say, suppose I'd got
jctcntmn il

“Wo could have run the reccphon with-
out you, old chap!” remarked Conroy.
“And a_pretty muck you'd l:mve made of

1 said Lovell.

“Why, you as—"

“Tll m off to tho study and finish my
speech!” said Lovell.  “It’s understood

that I'm to do thc speechifying.”
N y aid five or six voices.
11

o w I\cJ oi regardless. Accordin, fx
to Lovell, the great feature of Eric Wil
mot’s reception was {o be a_speech of wel-
come, composed by Arthur Edward Lovell,
delivered_by him—his comrades stand-
round and applauding. That was quite
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settled in Lovell’s mind; but ﬂmn, were a
good many other opinions on the subject
that wero not at all in agreement with
Arthur ld\\ard’

CHAPTER 20.
The Cracksman's Gou
ERIC WILMOT sat in a corner scat :ln

the express as :L rolled on to
am  Juuctiol
e dioioe fise math poaves
it was contente The young footballer
was leclmg in great spirits
Ho had been through an experience ‘that
could not be called p]msnnc ad beg
arrested on the football ground 2t Rook-
\\ccd School on the charge of being James
lanc}\; alias Dandy Jim, the cracksman.
And his amazing resemblance to the rascal
had made Inspector Troope of Scotland
qud quite assured that ho had the right

Latcl

h “had been a slow matter to prove the
truth to the satisfaction of the authorities.
But it had roved; Eric Wilmot’s
identity was established, to the satisfaction

of even Inspector Troope. ow ho was
returning to Rookwood.

He had hesitated, wondering whether he
should return—wondering  whether  the
school authorities would wish hin®to do so

ter the mumg scenc that had taken
Placo on Big Si

It was no l'nult to boar a resemblance to’
a man who was wanted for robbery and
lnxgcry But it was unpleasant enough.

now that the circumstances were
to the whole school, it gave tho
young fuotbnllcr a mnotoricty that was uot
agreenble.
ut Dr. Chisholm had written him o
kind and friendly lefter, urging him to re-
turn and resume his duties as football coach’
at the school. Bulkeley of the Sixth had
written also, and there had been another
letter, signed by about a score of the Lower
School, “telling Mr. Wilmot that they
wanted him b
hero was no doubt that he would be
wn!oomed ome, as it wore: - and gladly
¢ young, man had resolved to
Teturn to Rookwood.

"the trouble had come, and it had fones
and his face, though grave, was very
ful as ho drew nearer and ne:.\l'er (o
Rookwor

’Ilmre was still 2 cloud on

ck.

the horizon,
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pandy Jim, the cracksman, was still at
Jarge. It had been reported in the papers
how_ tho hulltcd man had been discovered
iu the woods noar Rookwood School by a
It n) of ]umol‘s and routed out, narrowly
o ture. But he had escaped;
and hc was still at large. For reasons of
bis own, Lric Wilmot not sorry to
hoal the man had escaped; but ho
[t m\uy hoped that he wou]d never seb
cyes upon Dandy Jim agail
““ After all, it’s not hke]y !” he muttered.
“1lc¢’s been hunted away from Rookwood;
he’ll never dare venture near the school
again,  I—T lmpe he'll get out of the
country. Anyhow, I'm onc v&il.h hlml
Ono thing I am’ resolved
comes in my sight again, I \nll hand hxm
over to the police!”
And Eric \anmot's jaw set grimly.
“Latcham 1" oo out a porter as tho
train slowed down. *Latcham Junction!
Change ’ere iur Rool‘hzm Coombe, and
Rookwood Scho
Eric Wilmot slepped from the express.
Bag in hand, he started for the bridge
over the line. It was a short run on the
local line to Coombs, the village near Rook-
wood. In little more than an hour now he
would be at the old school, nmong the
crowd of fellows who were eager t
:ome him back. Eric Wilmot little drcamed
5f what was to happen before he saw
Rookwood School again.
man was lounging on the platform by
the end of the bridge, Wilmot glanced at
him mmxessxy in passing.
rted a little as he caught two
dark, Lccn eyes fastened upon him and
stopped.
!, The man was shabbily dressed, and had
a stubbly beard and a patch of court plaster
o0t hishnss M aRlsbe Ta good deal like
]\ r'ic(-rmll“e loafer who had been through
hard
Wilmot’s heart beat faster.
The man moved to intercept him, and
?loppcd in front of him with a grin on his

You!” muttered Wilmot.

“Little me!” The man spoke in a low
voice, glancing round. “Bul, in the name
of wonder, how did you know me?
believe even old Troope l'umscl[ would not
know me in this rig.

Wilmot ect his lips.

was

- “I think I should “know vour evil face
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anywhere, Dandy Jim!
watching for me.

“Right on the nail!”

“Mow did you know I was coming by
this  train, then?” cxclauned the young
footballer in astonishm

The disguised e 2ughed.

“That was not di wull.” he remarked.
“It is the talk of Rookwoo

ou havo ventured near tha school 2”

“I never wanted for nerve, dear ho;,
said Stacey with another ]aughA “I've
even pumped the school porter!”

“Well, and what do you want now ?”
asked Wilmot ~ grimly. ou ave no
business with me, Dandy

He spoke in his mdm.n'y tono without
subduing it, the cracksman’s eyes
gleamed with anger and alarm.

“Quiet with that name!" he muttered.

“I shall zpeak the name loudly enough
when I hand you over to the police!” said
Wilmot coolly. “You must be mad
betray yourself to me, James Stacey! Do
you think I shall allow you.to escape—
c»pc(;m“y after what has l)nppcncd"”

<0.
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You have been

thin
cn you are mistaken!” exclaimed
WnlmoL angrily.  “I !lnll speak to the

station_policeman at once !’

Dandy Jim’s eyes glittered.

“You will hand over your cousin—your
own flesh and blood—to_the police?” he
id in a low voice. “You will send the
son of your mother’s brother to prison for
seven years ?”

“You've left me no choice. I've no right
to leave a human beast of prey at larg al"
Wilmot’s voice trembled a little. “I've
spared you bofore 1 could never make up
my mind to give you up to justice when
you Lcmmcd me! But that’s over now.”

And you are willing to have your namo
dragged through the papers in t he account
of the trial!” sneered the cracksn ou
may bet your, sweet life that I <lnll rub
it m for you!

“Another threat, you raseal, and I will
hand you over at cucel” the young foob-
baller ‘e: Imm(-

ac athed more frecly. The words
Sowed um he young man was already
l\elllalmg to carry out his intention.

<1 mean to threaten,” he said;

“but .r will be_ bad for you, Iivic. Alter
all, we're cousins—blood ” relations. " I'vo
got a reason for spea to you. I'm

'n the end of mv tether.
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“No business of mine.”

had a safo hiding-place in the woods
near tho school,” mutfered the cracksman.
“T was hunted out By a gang of “school:
boys—

was glad to hear of it!”

“I've got a chance now, Wilmot. I want
only a little help to get out of the country.

nce I can get safe ’m going to
chuck up the wholo game—1 swear that!

ow'd rather sce me an honest man than
sce me in pnson Won't you help me for
the last time ?'

Wilmot looked at him, hesifating, doubt-
ful.  But his look showed that he was
wayering.

“If 1 could trust you—" ho muttered.

“Wa ettt talk Teres whispered Stacey.
“I've run a frightful risk coming here at
all, even in this rig. But I had (o see
ou. They're hot on my track—I can’t get
hack to of the old haunts—I swear
T'm going straight if I can get out of tho

country! And you can help me.
ere! " Come out of the station—-"
My train goes at three-fifteen.
“That gives you twenty minutes. If I
do not satisfy you in a quarter of an hour,

ool oTeREta) tho! Datatiam police and
g0 _your way.”
‘There was a long pau:

“Give me a hearlnk—~(hnt's all T ask!”
muttered the . “You won't be sorry
for it. I mean busimun 2
ot made up his mind.

“I'n glvo you a chance!” he muttered.

“But i e attempting to deceive me,
the hnndr‘uﬂ's iyl your wrists in ten
minutes!”

And Eric Wilmot followed the cracksman
from the station.

CHAPTER 21.
A Change of Identity!

” ELL?”
W l‘ nc Wilmot epoke impatiently.
He had followed Stacey from
the station along railway
viaduct over which the ]um ran for some
distance. The arches under the railway
were mostly boarded in, some of them bein
nsed as warchouses, some as shops, an
others as lodgings. It was into ono of the
letter that James Stacoy led the young
footballer, pushing open” a  shaky " door,
Vithin was a rather dismal room, lighted
v a small cobwebby window. Stacev
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closed the door carefully when'they were
inside.

Wilniot glanced round him and shivered.
A criminal life had not brougl
profit to ~his rascally cousin. In that
wretched den, which only the poorest would
have taken for a <hu|m, the cracksman wag
not even safe. If the rascal had resolved
to “go straight,” it was not surp ’f
nl'k\r such an experience of the m,,us o

This_is my lodging at present,” said
D'md) Jim bmcrly “It's to be pulled
down, and is vacant at present. lve
sncaked in unknown. Tramps sle
here; but generally I have it {o mywl(
It’s o shelter, at least, as long as it lasts.”

“And_this is what crime lme brounht
you to"' said Wilmot. “You better
chances in life than I had; ynur poople
were better off. If you’d been content to
keep straight, you' could hardly have
nis| )wd womls than this.”

Vcll what have you to say?” asked
Wilmet, seating himself on a rickety bax
“If you mean to turn over a new leaf, I
will help you as far as I can. d-
nesses from your father when he Jpas living,
and I've not forgotten. But if £ L you, axe
Iying—as you have lied
ve me a chance!” muNeuo Stacey.
“That w\hy T'm here. What is it you
intend

“This

As he muttered the word the crucksmnn
was upon Wilmot with the spring of a tiger.

For the moment the footballer was off
his_guard.

He went spinning backwards in the grasp
of the ruffian, and came with a crash to
the brick floor.

O}'.' You scoundrel!” he panted.  * You-

Crash!

There was a loaded stick in Dandy
Jim’s hand now, and as the young foot-
baller struggled ho struck savagely, .y

Then he sprang to his feet, holding his
weapon ready to nnke again if the second

low were needed. it was not needed.
Eric Wilmot lay on the muddy bricks,
senseless, 3

Dandy Jim threw down the stick, and
tho perspiration i brow.

wiped
Then he hurried to the rickety door, and
fastened it securely, and dragged o box

against it.
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Eric Wilmot did not move.

How long he lay unconscious, he never
Lkuew; but when his senses struggled back
Do opened his eycs and stared round him
feebly, with aching head.

For some minutes he did not realise
what had happened. But rccollection_re-
turned as ho caught sight of Dandy Jim.

The cracksman was no longer in the dis-
guise he had worn at Latcham Station.
The stubby beard and the court-plaster were
gone, his face was washed and cleanly
shaven; and in his natural state his like-
ness to the young man lying on the floor
was amazing.

There were other changes in him, too.
He had discarded the shabby, patched
clothes, and was dressed in a well-cut grey
suit—the suit Eric Wilmot had been wear-
ing when he arrived at Latcham. Wilmot
recognised it, and glanced down at his own
limbs. Ho was dressed now in the cracks-
man’s discarded clothes, oven to the dirty
muffler round his neck and the ragged
boots. And he was bound hand and foot,
and a gag was in his mouth, fastened there
by a cord round his head.

‘He could not move, he could not speak;
ho could only lic_on the bricks, staring
at the rascal dazedly.

Dandy Jim did not_even notice for the
moment that his victim had returned to
consciousness,  Tho_ cracksman was busy
before a little looking-glass stuck on the
wall. He was giying the finishing touches
to his metamorphosis.

“Good!” he muttered aloud, at last. “I
fancy I shall please!”

Wilmot made an cffort to move. The
crackman’s cyes gleamed round at him at

nee.

He laughed.

“The tables are turned, my affection-
ate cousin!” remarked. “I think I
have the whip-hand now!”

Wilmot's cyes gleamed at him
and scorn. He made an effor
but the gag choked his utterance.
Dandy Jim smiled down at him.
“T'm" keeping my word, dear boy,” ho
said. “Turning over a new leaf—with your
assistance! Ha, ha! What do you
think of my new line—football coach at 2
Public school? You catch on?”

Wilmot stared at him.

with rage
speak,

“They'ro fairly close on my hecls,”
arinncd Dandy Jim: “but there's one place

OWN LIBRARY 39

where I shall be safe to lie low as long
as like—Rookwood School, _under tho
name of my excellent cousin Eric!  Tho
police have alrcady satisfied _themselves
that Eric Wilmot, football coach at Rook-
wood, is not Dandy Jim, the cracksman.
They will not think of troubling him
again. What do you think?”

Wilmot_could only stare at him.

His aching brain was slow to understand
the daring scheme the hunted rascal had
formed; but he understood at last.

have your clothes, your papers and
letters, your bag, and your looso cash!”
Stacey chuckled. “I shall arrive a little
late at Rookwood—I have lost your train.
Ha, ha! Otherwise, all will go as ar-
ranged—only the Eric Wilmot who reaches
Rookwood will not be the Eric who left!
What do you think of the game?”

An unspoken question could be read in
tho young footballer’s cyes. Dandy Jim
understood it.

“What is going to become of you?” he
said. “Yes, that's the difficulty. ~ The
safest way would make it an unpleasant
matter—which would not suit my book.
But I shall take care of you, my loving
cousin—don’t be afraid of that! =~ You

won't get away to talk. So long as it suits

lace.

shall clear with something to
Start afresh with. 1 beliove Dr. Chis-
holm’s safe is fairly well lined. Erie Wil-
mot may have the credit of lightening it,
when I disappear !”

He chuckled.

“Pve had this plan in my mind ever
since I found you were football coach at
Rookwood,” he said. I wondered whethet
T should ever get a chance—and now I've
ot it, when things were looking desperate.
TEverything comes to him who waits!”

Ho cat down and lighted a cigarette,
puffing out the smoke with great enjoy-
m

ont.

Eric Wilmot lay
dizzy brain, with something
despair in his heart.

The cracksman smoked for some time.
Tvidently he was waiting for something.

low swhistle sounded at last outside the
door of the wretched tenement.

The cracksman rose to his feet. o
answered the whistle. And then three dis-
tinet taps sounded on the door.

with aching head and
very liko
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Evidently it was a signa
unfastened the door at ‘on
with a thick beard entered
the sight of Dandy_ Jim, and
glance went past “fhe (r'\rk sman
bound man lying on’ the floo
All O.K., Lurcher!” ma Dandy Jim,
with o laugh

“My eye! "You'ye landed him, guv'nor
said tho Lurcher, in great admiration.

s vou scc. You'll remain with him
l dark, and then get him awa
as arranged.  Keep the gag safe, and

Tl bim in the canvas before”you move
him."”

“You'ro going now, guv'nor?”

“I must! Eric Wilmot is cxpected at
Rookwood " grinned Duuly Jim. 1 must
not lose the next trai

A !c.\ minutes morc, and the Lurcher
was fastening the door of the wretched
tenement  behind the cracksman,  Dandy
Jim, with a cigarctic between his lips and
a smlln on his face, walked away cheerily

for Dandy Jim

A burly man
1o started at
ot b
to the

™

to the station, leaving behind him
his haplots victim, o prey to black despair.
CHAPTER 22.
In False Colours!

OTTEN!"
‘That was the general verdict.
Jimmy Silver & Co., and about
Gifty other Rookwooders, were
znlhcrcd oumde the little station at

They were all prepared to welcome Eric
Wilmot when he arrived by the three-

fort,
flo three forty-fivo local train had come

—and gonc! But there was mno Eric
Wilmot !

Lovell had scouted into the station, and
ews that Mr. Wilmot
Evidently he had not ar-

rived by the expected train,

So tho disappointed erowd of Rook-
wooders prmxmlmcd that it was rotten, as,
indeed, it wa

* Must be rnlher an ass to lose the train!

ol * ed lh

@id Lov i courso, he's m
#ennection ap Ln'.c)mm

“That's it,” said Jimmy Silver. “But
#'s odd. There's about twenty minutes to

vait for cal at Latcham, according

GNDER FALSE COLOURS!

to the time-table And ne myst have como

by the express; he said he would.
“Perhaps ho was having a feed in tho

buffet, and forgot all about the train!”
That

valuable suggestion came from

“Well, it's happened to me!” eaid
Tubby. "“Moro thun once, too!”

“It might happen to you,
,[« \\(lnlunl Lappen to Wilmot !

thy, but
grunted

he's lost the train!” yawned
I'mmn) Dodd.  *When is the next local in

I‘mm Latel am t

said Jimmy Silver, with a

grimace.

Are we going to wait for it?”
e giddy ass might miss the next,
and perheps he hasn't come to-day at ail!”
was o comforting suggestion from Putty of
the Yourth.

Jimmy looked rather doubtful. \\nmng
an hour was not exactly pleasant : but wait-
ing an hour for a man who might not ar-
rive at all was still less agrecable. !

“Hallo, here comes Dicky!” exclaimed
Lovell. I

Mr. Richard Dalton, the master u( | the
Fourth, was seen coming up the

street on his bicycle. The juni
him _respectfully as he jumpld off Lis
machine.

“You aro waiting for Mr Wilmot, my
boys ?” asked the Fourth-Form master, with
a smile at the Rookvood cmv\d 1
“Yes, uld Jimmy. “He seems tc
have missed his train, and wo don’t know
whether to mm any longer.” 3
“Ho luxs sent o telogram,” said Mr.
Dalton. ~ “Knowing that you boys were
waiting here, 1 thought T would coue along
and tell you”
Sir, yow're awfully good!” said
Jimmy gratefull i
It_was just like “Dicky ” Dalten to dﬂ
lns Torm a good turn like that.
“Mr. Wilmot has telegraphed
Head from Latcham,” said the Formi
master.  “He lost the connection there,
d is coming by tho next train. He will
arrive by tlm four- Iorty~ﬁve
h, good!” i
mnk 3ou so much, sir! .
e Head is <cndmg a convevance for
u.ud Mr. Dalton. “Doubtless he

him,”
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’ forty-five.
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will_be plu&sed to find so many friends
awaiting him

And, with a pleasant smile to the juniors,
Mr. Dalton remounted his machine and
rode away .

“Isa’t Dieky a real brick!” said Arthur
Bdward Lovell, say, he was jolly
friendly with Wilmot at the s(_hoo] ke
to have him in his study to jaw, you
know. Suppose we_ ask him to take part
in the reception? I—I'd let him make a
speech, if he d to!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Well, what are

enorted Lovell,

“Dicky wouldn't be found dead gmsmg
gour speech, old chap!” said Jimmy
Silv,

“Look hero—-=

“Besides, that speech isn't
made,” said Putty Grace.

vou cackling at?”

oing to be
“\‘gc re here to

give Wilmot o xousing recoption;  Lovell's
ggch would send him to sleep
ha,
i bl any silly rot!” roared

Lovell.
“Wo don’t, cither!” said Putty affably.

“That’s why we bar the giddy specch, old
bean1”

Arthur Edward Lovell snorted scorn-
fully, and disdained to make any other
reply.

“I say,”

remarked Tubby Muffin, “if
we're going to wait an hour, we may as
well get along to the tuckshop! I say, I'll
jolly well stand ginger-pop all rourd !”

“Hear, hear!”

“You'll lend me ten bob, won’t you,
Jimmy 7"

“Not this year!”
laughing.

“Then I shan’t be able to stand the
ginger-pop. Suppose you stand it, Jimmy ?”
suggested Tubby.

“My dear chup, I'm standing vou,” said
Jimmy Silver. “That's about as much as
T can stand!”

“Vah1” was Regmaln Muffin’s elegant re-
joinder to tha

Most of the Rookwood crowd strolled
away about the village, to fill in the time
of waiting; but they all turned up again
at the station in good time for the four-

said Jimmy Silver,

»

Arthur Edward Tovell, who, somchow,
2 cenviction that he was master of
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cercmonies, took his stand in the station
entrance. He warned his comrades with a
shout when the train came in.

out for Jolly old Ericl” he
“Train’s H

“Good egg1”

“Here's old Kettle with the trap!” said
Raby, as the vehicle from Rookwood came
up to the station and halted. “He's no
going to drive Wilmot off beforo we've
spgken to him

o jolly iearl”

Sergeant Kettle descended from the trap.
Ile stood stolidly waiting for Mr. Wilmob
cerge from the station, apparently un-
movad by the general enthusiasm. Thero
was I‘imoLher yell from Arthur Edward

ov

“Here he comes

“Hurrah!”

A handsome, athletic fellow appeared in
tho station entrance. ~Handsome he cer-
tainly was, and to the eyes of the Rook-
wooders he was Eric Wilmot, whom they
had come to greet. Certainly he was
oxactly like the 1ugmve cracksman whom
Jimmy Silver & Co. chased out of
the ruin in Coombe Wood. But Wilmot's
resemblance to Dand; im was common
talk at Rookwood since Inspector Troope's,

visit to the school. And if there was a

ook the man’s eyes that was not like
Wllmots the crowd of juniors were not
likely to observe it.

" o

It was a roar from the Rookwood crowd.,
The newcomer stopﬁ\ed dead, staring at
tho crowd. bviously he had not been
ooking for mchm of the kind, Eric
Wilmot doubtless had had e suspicion that,
somo weloomo was intended, but of that]
Dandy Jim knew nothing. He was sar-
nrwcd and startled, and thc lock om kis
face for the moment was not pleasant.
Confident as he was in his impersonation
1 his cousin, the rascal was far from
desiring any publicity that he could pose
slbly avoid.  And he had many difficulties
to contend with. ad plasned to play,
his cards very carcfully, gradually finding
out details that, as Eric Wilmot, he was
supposed to be _perfectly familiar
Now he was suddenly brought face
with a crowd of fcllo“s, every one uf whom
ho was supposed to s s
1ot ino ot ehorm! ATdChe ow m I
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It was a critical moment even for tho
ironnerved raseal who jsas playing so
desperato a_gamo.

“Good old Wilmot!”

omo home, sir!
Lovell was grabbing desperately in his
pockets for the manuscript of his speech,
o carcfully w n out_for this great occa-
Tl e eaten At e e
it in his pocket when he started—it had
stuck out of his pocket in full view, in fact.
he was quitc unaware that Putty
Grace had jerked it away and relieved
him of it.
“\Vl\c

’s that dnslmd spocch"“ _gasped
Lovell. h, _dear sir—)Mr.
W llmol-« \\'ckoma home, snr”' La\'oll
was not blessed with a good memory.

ado a desperato effort to recall his num
cloquence. n this aupicious occasion,
sir, when—

“We're hero to welcome you, Mr. Wil-
mot,” said Jimmy Silver,” surprised by
}he curious expression on the young man’s

Never had a man looked so taken al ack,

and tho most imaginative junior presen
could’ not imagino. that tho now arrival
looked pleased.

“Welcomo_back to Rookwood, sir!”

roared tho juniors.
this aupicious occasion,” gasped
Lo\'ull 2 thc whole school rises as one man
to, mu fy—>""
Dry " up, mell"‘

“To te o testify to—to—to—to {he
aupicious o el ey g
hig thread.

H a, ha

Mr. W)]mot spoke ab last.
a rather gasping voice.

“Oh, yes! I-I am very g]:uL—gLnd to
be—be welcomed like this! Thank yo
With that he came out of the station,
nd as he sighted the sergeant standing
besido tho trap he strode towards him.
Sergeant Kettle touched his hat to the
young man.
Ead sent the trap for you, sir,” he

He spoke in

ood.”
"If—xf rm don't mind, slr, we—we—wo
have a iow words to say!” stammered
Lovell,

r did not seem t> hear. He
into the trap. It was ob-
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he was
immy
that
have

Eric

vious to the least observant tha

anxious to be off the scene, and

Silver & Co. could mnot help feeling

their great reception had failed to

the expected “bucking ” effect upon
Vilmot.

Sergeant Kettle gathered up his reins.
K

“Specch' Specch!” shouted Conroy.
—T'vo lost the speech—" gasped

Lov Il

"l-uth don’t mean your piffle!

Speech, W x!nxot!” <houted Conroy.

In tho circumstances, Mr. Wilmot might
have been cxpected to say a few words,, at
least, to his youthful admirers and sup-
porters. But he did He made the
Sergeant a sign to drive on, and Kettle put
the horse into action at once. It was ob-
viously as an_afterthought that the foot-
baller Taised his hat to the crowd of juniors
as he drove away. As a matter of fact,
the impostor dared say nothing, lest hc
should inadvertently betray himself.
was only anxious to be gone.

“Well, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver,
with a whistle, as the trap bowled down
the street. “Rather a frost—what ?”

“Blessed if I like Wilmot so much as T 3
thought I did!” grunted Rnb\ W' He seems
to have changed somehow !’ 1

Jimmy Silver nodded. That had struck
him also.

“There ought to have been a_ speech,”
said Lovell. *‘Naturally, ho \\ould expecl
a speech of welcome. would have
mfd]g it go off all right
“'llns )mu’s asked Putty, shoving a
oll nf impot paper_into Lovell's hand.

Good! Where did you {'nd it?”

In your plocm, old ‘chap

Ha, )

“Why, you— » gasped Lovell.

“\Vcll you cun mnkc the speoch after

d fop!” said Jimm aughing.
B \\r '11 gct homo to tea while )ou re doing

”Hu, ha, ha!”

The Rook\\ood crowd streamed home-
ward to the school. Every fellow had a
sense of disappointment, not only in_the
failuro of the great reception, but in Eric
Wilmot himself. Somehow the footballer
they had admired and loyally rallied
ota] isodls changed man in their eyes.
Why, they could not have told, but they
all folt a subtle change.
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CHAPTER 23.
Very Wot!

« yIMMY, you ass—"

“ Jimmy, you chump—>"

“Jimmy, vou duffer—""

Lovell "and Raby and Newcome
of the Rookwood Fourth were not always
in agreement, On the present ocoasion,
however, they seemed quite unanimous.

Jimmy Silver did not answer.

He grunted.

The Fistical Four of Rookwood were
in a parlous plight. The rain was coming
down, not merely in torrents, but in_whole
cataracts. Round  tho four  juniors
stretched  the waste of Coombe iicuh,
weeping with rain.  The scattered trees
were drenched and dripping, the bushes
ran with water, and the grass was like a
bog. And several miles lay between the
chums of the Fourth and the school.

It had been Jimmy Silver’s idea to spend
that half-holiday in a long tramp across
country. The weather had looked doubt-
ful, but Jimmy had declared that thoi
could not afford to take into account sucl
an uncertain quantity as the British
climate. _In rather watery sunshine the
Fistical Four had tramped across Coombe
Heath, and the rain began to fall while
they were having their tea at an inn far
from Rookwood. It had fallen, heavier
and _ heayier, all the way back, till now
it was fairly gushing over them.

i And it looked like getting worse, if worse
was possible.

Hence the remarks of Lovell and Raby
and Newcome. Jimmy had them
into this, and there was some slight solace
in telling the captain of the Fourth what
they thought of him.

“You awful ass!” continued Lovell. “Of
all }t{he duEelrs—’f a3 sil

“Keep smiling!” urged Jimmy Silver.

“I'm soaked 15

“Drenched |” said Raby.

“Dripping !” gasped Newcome.

“Never _mind—keep smiling!” said
Jimmy. “No good grousing! We've got
to get through it somehow.”
cthur Edward Lovell halted.

“Ass” he said. “Fathead! I'm not
going to splash along any further! We've
14 shelter 1”

theso dashed trees!”

“And they're wetter than
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“Must be_ somcthing somewhere,” said
Lovell, peering through the thickening
gloom’and the lashing downpour of rain.
“A cattle-shed would be better than
nothing.”

‘1().11, come on!” said Jimmy.

,“I'm not coming on!” roared Lovell.
“It's a good two miles to Rookwood, and
I'm fed up! There must be a shelter some-
where.”

Jimmy Silver halted. Heo would have
pushed on to the school, but it was clear
that the Co. were not of the same mind.
Jimmy, by that time, rcpented of defying
the weather. Certainly, he could not have
forescen this tremendous rainstorm.

“There's a cottage
from here,” he said.
but we might be able to get in.
member that old shepherd’s cottage that
was damaged in an air raid in the war-
time—it's somewhere about here.”

Where?” grunted Lovell.

my Silver blinked round him. The
wet September evening was darkening over
he heath, and what little light was left
was obscured by thick clouds. Jimmy re-
membered having scen the half-ruined,
deserted cottage, but he did not remember
its exact location.

“Hallo, there's a light!” he exclaimed
suddenly.

“By Jove!”

Trom a fringe of dank trees at a little
distance the light glimmered through the

gloom.

“That's it!” exclaimed Jimmy. “I re-
member now. The cottage is on the other
side of those trecs.”

“You said nobody lived there,” said
Lovell.  “If that's so, why the thumy
is there a light?”
lived there last term,”
erhaps it’s occupicd now,
There’s a shed to it, and we can get shelter
Zif anybody’s there, he’ll let us come it
out of the rain, I suppose. This way!™ :

Jimmy turned from the muddy footpath
and started towards the trees,” the wind
and rain lashing in his face. Lovell &
Co. followed him.

It was no time to think
late for call-over at the school.
wanted was shelter from the ra
warmth of a fire, if ible.

They tramped on through the blinding

about being
What they
—and the




“
rain, squelching mud at cvery step. The

light grew clearer as they advanced.
T'he; paisl‘d through the trees and came
in sight of the cottage. It was too dark

now to make uut the bulldmg cluurl), but
they could sce the square of the window
m(h the light shmmg through tho blind.

cre’s a tenant there now, that's cer-
tain,” said Jimmy. “There were no blinds
to the windows when I passed the place
last term. Whoever it is, he'll let us dry
our clothes at the fire, and wait till the
storm’s over.”

That prospect cheered the juniors a little.
They tramped on, and reached the door of
the “solitary cottago on the heatl

It was a small buudmg—onu room
downstairs and one up, a lean-to
shed at the side. The shed wns in a bad
state of disrepair, and open to the wind, if
not fo the rain. But tho cottage, which
had Dbeen disused since its damage years
beforo in a Hun raid, had been roughly

repaired. The porch was in a totterin
state, but the looked strong an
stout. Jimmy Silver knocked loud]

There was a sound of a movement
within, and Jimmy thought he caught the
murmur of voices. But no one came to
Hm door.

“Bang on it!” said Lovell savagely.

“We've got to get in.”

Thump, thum

There were footstcps at last in the room.
The door was on the room itself; thero
was no passage within. Whoever was in
the room obviously could not fail to hear
the knocking at the door. The footsteps
came across the room to the door, but the
latier was not opened. A rough harsh
voice called [rom within :

“Who's there?”

“We're cau"ht in
Jimmy Silver.
for a while—"’

“No1”

“Wha-a-t?”

“I'm not lot ng tramps into my house!
Get on your way

“We're not tmmps, roared Lovell, “and
we want shelter from the rain! We'll pay

P it

“Get out!” :

Tho footsteps rcceded again, In the
darkness in the shaky old porch the juniors
looked at one_another.

““Inhospitable rotter 1
come.

he storm,” answered
. “Will you give us shelter

groaned New-
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Lm'cll sct his teeth,

“My hat! Of nll zho loltcn l)rutos"' ho
brcnlhcd “I'd 1 Wi 0 hitting
distance of that chnps xm<. “]ml are

we gomg to do?”

T ,, shed,”  muttered Raby.

“No good nskmg.” said Lovell, “The
rotter might say Let's get into it—
better than the open mr, anyhow.”

nd the Fistical Four, in dismal spirite
and a very angry mood, moved away from
the cottage and groped their through
rain and gloom into the shed.

CHAPTER 2.
A Startling Discovery!

NCESSANT rain pattered and splashed
I on_tho lean-to roof of the shed as the
juniors groped into _it.
there was blackness. But
through khe blackness there glimmered a
thin beam of light, which puzzled the
juniors for a moment or two. But they
soon ascertained thaigit came from a crack
m the crazy old wall of the cottago wheru

c shed adwmed it.

“Quiet!” whispered Jimmy Silver. “If
that rotter hears us, he may turn us out
of this!”

“Td like to sco bim turn mo out!”
breathed Lovell,  “I'd damogo  his
features for him, T know that!”

“Might sct o dog on us!” murmured

Ral

“(')h »

It was cvident that the unknown occu-
pant of tho cottage on the heath was
utterly inhospitable and unfeeling, and it
behoved the Rookwood juniors to ‘bo care-
ful. The shed was cold and dark and
damp; but the sloping roof kept off most
of the rain, and it was a great improve-
ment on the torrents falling outside.

The hapless four drew as close as possiblo
to_the cottage wall, where the shed was
driest and most sheltered. The wall was
of ancient weather-boards, tarred; but it
was old and crazy, and had been patched
in several places by new boards, showing
cracks hero and ther

From the little opvmng whence the hxht
came the beam fell across Jimmy Silver's
cheek in the dark, showing up a fragment

of his face with a rather ghostly cffect.'



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

¥rom the slit, too, a smell of tobacco
escaped. The sound of a voice came to
the ears of the juniors—the harsh voice
that had answered them at the door.

somebody  wanting  shelter.
They've gone.”

Evidently the man was answering some-
one who had spoken to him in the room.

“Sure they've gone?”

That was a softer and more cultivated
voice—and it was a voice that made Jimmy
Silver jump. :

For %xc knew it!

There was a muflled exclamation from
Lovell,

“Quict!” breathed Jimmy.

“That’s Mr. Wilmot's voice!” whispered
Lovel

"%uiebl"

“Oh, they've gone!” the harsh voice
said again.  “It's all right. Not likely to
hang about in this weather, Jim!”

“I ought to be gone, too; but I fancy
LIl wait for the rain to stop!” said the
familiar voice. “Hang the weather!”

immy Silver was almest trembling with
sxcitement.

t was several days now since Eric Wil
mot had returned to Rookwood School
after his absence. -

“Dandy Jim was still at large. And the
man with the harsh voice had addressed
his companion in the cottage as “Jim.”

‘Was that the explanation of his sceming
inhospitality; was that lonely cottage on
the heath the hiding-place of the cracks-
man for whom the police were hunting?
It was not only in looks, but in the tones
of his voice, that Dandy Jim_ resembled
Eric Wilmot. And the voice Jimmy had
just heard was exactly that of Mr. Wilmot,
the football coach at Rookwood.

The four juniors scarcely breathed now.
The same suspicion was in all their minds,
and they rcalised that if it was well
founded they were in dangerous quarters.

Jimmy moved cautiously, to bring his
ayc? on a level with the crack in the old
wall.

That gave him 2 view of a part of the
nterior of the cottage. lamp burned
upon a small table, upon which stood a
bottle and two glasses. The atmosphere
was thick with tobacco-smoke.

Jimmy drew in his breath hard.

e had a partial view of a harsh-
featured, bearded man—cvidently the man

45

who had answered him at the door. And
he had a full view, of a handsome, athletio
figure—who was either Erio Wilmot or his
ouble. In looks the two were alike; but
Jimmy had no doubt that this was tho
cracksman, for he was smoking a cigar,
and_sipping whisky-and-water—to neither
of which was the young footballer addicted.
. The young man appeared to be_listen-
ing; and, from the expression on his face,
Jiramy thought that he was not quito so
satisfied as his companion that the appli-
cants for shelter were gone. . Ho spoke
again abruptly.

“I thought I knew the voice that called
to you, Lurcher. If I'm not mistaken, it
was a Rookwood boy.”

“What would a Rookwood kid be doing
’ere in this weather?” grunted the other.

“You're sure they've gone?”

“Course they are!”

“The rain’s pretty heavy. They might
have stepped into the shed.”

“You can go and look, if you like, Dandy
Jim!” answered the Lurcher, in a tono of
“I'm not putting my ’ead out

The man rose to his feet.

“T shall look ! he said quictly.
can’t afford to run risks, Lurcheri”

Through the crack in the wall every
word came to the cars of the four Rook-
wood juniors.

immy moved away silently from the

wall.

“Cut!” he whispered.

Thero was no time to be lost. The man
was James Stacey, alias Dandy Jim; there
was no doubt now. It was certain that
he wan armed, and the juniors, from a
previous encountes, knew that he was
desperate.

Tn haste, but with caution, the chums of
the Fourth groped out of the shed intc
the_heavy rain. ;

Heedless of the rain, they hurried to
wards the trees. Thero wss & sudden flare
of light behind them, as the cottage door
was thrown open, and the lamplight
streamed out into the gloom.

But the darkness hid the juniors mow.
Looking back, they could se¢ the crac
mman's figure outlined in the lighted door-

“We

way. : g
“Gome on!” broathed Jimmy Silver
The juniors hurried on.
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CHAPTER 25.
Mysterious!
. E, he, ho! YVou look wet! He,
H he, he!”
That  was Tubby Muffin's

thetic greeti

af
The hmcn{’ Four did laok wet—there

was no doubt ubout that. They were |
drenched and dripping.
“ Caught storm?” asked

in_the giddy
Conroy of the Fourth.
*Looks like it!” gasped Lovell.
“You've missed call-over,” said Putty of
the Tourth.
“Blow call-over!
“Mr. Dulton's bccn asking after you!”
uumrkcd Oswald.
“ Ble: Mr Dalton!”
7 Silver! You have returned,
then” M, Dalton came out of his study.
Lovell crimsoned; but if the Fourth-
Form master had heard his remark, he took
uo note of it.
“Where have you been, Silver?”
“We've been caught in the rain, sir!”

gazped Jimuy.

“I can sco that!” said Mr. Dalton,

emiling slightly. *You ad better go and
hangod i one

get changed nt

Lc\ cl

isita
[ they

arnd
elt so

ed.

Never lm

chan
‘horoughly in need of a ch

Tl L clou.os, and
seated at tea beforo n blazing fire in the

got

end study, they felt better. Outside, the
cain was stili beating aganst the walls and
windows of Rookwood, though the storm
hnd éluckcncd now.

“By I feel better now!” remarked
Artlmr Ld\\ ard Lovell, as he tackled his
tlmd cgg and his fourth round of toast.

“Just as well that we didn’t hang on at
the cottage, after all. \\u didn’t get much
wetter tramping home.

“But w are we going to do about
what wo suw?” asked Raby. “Iad wo
better report to Mr. Dalton, Jimm

“We'ro bound to report it,” sai Mw-
come. “The police looking ¢
where for that scou I never gue
still hanging on near R

-:Jlmmy Silver nodded thoughtfully.

hr arres Nl P !m said.
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“Good egg!” agreed Lovell, *Wilmot
was arrested in mistake for that rotter,
and he's bound o be keen on getting him
nailed.  Why, the simo thing might hap-
pen again! We'll tell Wilmot, and ho
can get the police to go with him to the
place. He'll be glad of this chance.”

“That’s the idea,” said Jimmy. “If Mr.
Wilmot doesn’t care to take a_hand m it,
wo'll go to our Form-master. But I fancy
he will jump at it—and we shall be doing
him a good turn. I've got to sce him
ibiolit th16, IO Peabticsias Tl bz along

after tea and let him know.”

And as soon as tea was over the cap-
tain of the Fourth quitted tho end study,
and made his way to Mr. Wilmot's
quarters.
he _football coach
rooms in the School House, at some dis-
tance from the junior quarters. The
sitting-room was a pleasant room on tho
<outh side of the building, with a balcony
and steps to the ground. More than once
Jimmy Silver had interviewed Mr. Wil-
mot in that room on the alldmportant sub-
ject of junior fo

Jn:nui“tnm:cd at lhu door, and turned

had a couple of

'here was no_reply from within, and
the (Iuor was cvidently locked, for it did
not open.
The Janior noticed that there was nc
light under the door. Appnremly Mr.
Wilmot was not in his quarters,

Jimmy could not help being surprised.
If Mr \\nlmal had_gone, as he sometimes
did, Dalton’s” study for a chat, it
o aqdithatalin: thould Tate lmkcd ‘the
door and taken the key away. It was odd,
anvhow, that ho. should logk his sitiing.
room_door, even if he had gone out. An
certainly it was very unusual weather for
taking a walk out

Tupper, the page, came along the passage
while ~ Jimmy standing at the door,
and thc junior callod to him:

Do you know whether Mr.
indoors, Tupper ?”

“Durino, | Master  Silver,”  answered
Tupper. “Ain’t seed him this afternoon.

But he generally goes in and out by the
baleony, I believe. ~ Never know when he's
in_his rooms or when he ain’t.”

“The door's locked,”
T,

Wilmot is
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dunno whether Mr, Wilmot thinks as any-
body would poke into his room and look

for his vallybles, Very careful gent, Mr.

Wilmot, sir.’ 1th another audible

sniff, Tupper et hxs way.

| Jimmy Silver hesitated.

{ It was obviously necessary for some
action to be taken without delay concern-

_ing the cracksman’s secret hiding-place at
the cottage on the heath. If Mr. Wilmot
was not available, Jimmy felt that hc ought
to go to his Form-master or the

[T resolvad it iwatt /o whila: and: gwe
the young footballer a chance to return,

If he was, after all, somewhere about the

House, he was not likely to bo long.

i Jimmy strolled along the passage, and

stood looking out of the window at the

>nd, which gave a view of the quad in the

Ia.yhght Now it was all dark, save for
light that fell from the School House
wvindows. He could dimly mako out the
‘ron, rail of the balcony outside Mr. Wil-
not’s room, and the cmvcd iron stair that
ed down to the ground.

“T’ll give you hnll' an hour,” murmured
Jimmy.

But ten minutes had not elapsed when
the junior, with a sudden start, noticed a
moying shadow in the gloom Before him,
and someone wrapped in_ a raincoat
ufce':dcd to the balecony of Mr. Wilmot's

. vadmtly it was the footballer; no one
else any_busincss on that balcony,
which gave admittance only to Wilmot’s
room.

¢ Jimmy walked back along the passage
to_the door of the footballer’s room.

He heard the sounds from within of the
[French windows opening, and the young
man entering, bcfom he reached the door.

Evidently Mr, mot had been out in
the rain, like tho I‘nhcal Four.

Jimmy Silver tapped at the door.

“Who is there?”

The voice came sharply hom within,
Light gleamed under the door; the young
man had turned on the electrm light just
hefore Jimmy arrncd there.

s Jimmy Silver—7"
Wit doyon At

5 should like to spcak to you, Mr
Wilmot.”

“Very well, Silver. Please excuse me
for a few minutes—I am rather busy finish-

letter for the post.”
Vh“t 17 s-:xm'ncled Jirame.
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“It’s nboue Ioocbull 1 suppose?”

: "syeu go?clback in ten minutes, if you
dow't mind, Silver. ly muss
letter Hnished.” I I peelin
), yos!  Right!” gasped Jimmy. “I
—I—1 ‘thought you had gona out, sir?”
“In this weather!” The young man
loughed. . *No, T am only wiitiog Iebtors
—saving up my correspondenco for a vainy
day, you know
4128 Pl come back!” gaspsd Jimmy.
e alked away with bis' brain n- 3

a

CHAPTER 26.
Strange Suepicions!
o OLD Erie?”

Arthur Edward Lovell asked
I rhat question as Jimmy Silver samo
into. tho end study. :
Wwors. cisthing bafore thaArer bladbenorgh
of its warmth and ruddy light after their
experionces on Coomabo “Hoath thet aftor-

" fimmy shut, the door.
The expression on his face startled his
chums, They rose to o feet, looking at

im inquiringly,

What's the row!” goked Raby.
3 breathed

B et inow, ho said. “There
something wrong—something awfully fishy !
Did you fellows ever think that Eric Wil
mot was a liar?”

“What mu “You
kagy ho it

s e i o 1% 420 Timangs with
o Rt e
Sou fellows know that Wilmet was out this
afternoon?”

“Not _likely!” said Lovell. “Onl
tellow like you, Jimmy, is idiot enou
start for a long tramp on a day like t 15"

“Well, he was, out, and his door locked, -
said Jimmy. “I waited for him, anc
Happencd fo sco” him from the windon
coming in by the

grunted Lovell.

"He can go oul
if he likes, T suj

“No reason
if he does,” said

pose?”
3. he should kecp it dark,
iy quietly. *When

krocked. & his Joor B told o ho 2
wiiting letters—had a letter to fuish.”
“\Wha-a-al

“And he-had only just come in and
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turned on the light,” said Jimmy. <ITo
doean(: want anyone know he was out
in the rain. If ho'd opened the door, 1
should have scen him streaming wet, as
we were whén we came in, And he said
he was writing_letters—a_barefaced lie P’
Jimmy Silver knitted his brows, “Wil-
wot, as we_knew him before he was
srrdsted and taken avay, nover secmed
that s

o secms different_in a good many
ways since ho came back,” said Raby.
“Nothing you can specially put your finger
on, but he scems diffcrent, somehow.

“The way he had forgotten _fellows’
names,” remarked Newcome, “He never
struck me as_absent-minded before he
went away, But in less than a week he
scemed to forget a lot of things.”

“I can’t understand it,” said Lovell.
¢ is a8 straight as'a string. Mo
wouldyt tel
5 vt dona 0, eaid Jimmy. Silver,

“Whv should he want to keep jt dark
that he was out?” demanded Lovell. I
suppose he’s not been anywhere that he
can’t explain?”

Jimmy drew a deep breath,

“I don’t know,” he said s]o\\ly “But
there’s something fishy about this' I be-
there’s something fishy about this. I be-

since he was away he doesn't secm the chap
he_was beforo.”

“Tubby Mufiin likes him better ” grinned
Reby,  “He's forgotton all about the
special excreises he set Tubby to bring
hig, fat down!”

“And ho doesn’t harry the slackers liko

he used to,” said Newcombe. “Peele and
Gowﬁr 'md their gang have been taking it
muc]

“Tve nohccd that,” said Jimmy. “And
I've noticed he’s not so keen on footer him-
self; and T’'ve_hecard some of tho secniors
remark that his knowledge of the game
isn’t what they thought it was at first.

ut—
Jlmmy was  silent.
tly, a strange and terrible sus-
plcmn “ns in the back of his mind—but it
was so vague, and so wild, that he hardly
cared to formulate it even to himself.
captain of the Fourth glnnccd at
the study clock. Ten minutes had more
than elapsed.
“Tve got to see )um agam,” said Jimmy.
o1 mld him T'd e
And o lef¢ the end study, and returned
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to Mr, Wilmot's room. But he was not
now thinking of informing Mr. Wilmot of
the discovery at the com\go on the heath

H(- tapped at Wilmot”

Come in!" called st  cheery voice.

Jimmy entered the rcom. The football
coach was scated at his table, pen in hand,
addressing an envelope.

He nodded pleasantly to the junior.

There was no sign_about him of having
been out in the rnmstoxm Yet he had
been out in it; Jim: knew that. Un-
doubtedly he bad c] ged in the adjoin-
ing bed-room with great rapidity. Jimmy
Silver had no doubt whatever that if he
could have looked into that room ha would
have scen wet boots and raincoat. But
thp gommumc:mu" door was closed.

own, my boy!” said the foot

baller.  “Rotten weather for our game.
what?  No play today!”
sir!” said Jimmy.

R n Jimey getting  through

thls “rctchc(l afternoon ?”
went for a_tramp, mot.
answered Jimmy, his hoart beatm" tie
faster.
Why did the m:m want to know where
hc had been that afternoon?
“In this weather?” said the footballer.
“Well, we went out early, nnd were
caught in it coming back,” said Jimmy.
The voice of Dandy Jim was shll ring-
ing in his ears, mth the words he had
heard the cracksman utter at_the lonelp
coltago. Dandv Jim had fancied that it
a_Rookwooder’s voice at the door,
How did Dandy Jim know_a Rookwood
voice when he heard it? _Jimmy levm
ad come into contact with the rascal
twice—on h occasion only for a few
minutes, and then hardly a word had been
spoken. How did tho  cracksman, then,
know that it was a_Rookwooder asking
for admission at the lonely totugc7 And
why did the crncksmans double want_tc
know where Jimmy Silver had been that
afternoon?  Jimmy, with beating heart,
waited for the footballer to continue—won-
dering almost breathlessly whether the man
would approach the subject of the lonely
cottage in his inquiries,
“You must have
vogug man, w ith o smile.
e did, and no nus(akc ! said Jimmy.
“ou seos e, wero caught in the storm
nghr out on the heatl
“Couldn’t you get anv shelter?”

ot wet,” said the
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The young man spoke carelessly enough,
but, hls eyes were very keenly on the
junior’s faco as he spoke, and Jimmy was
aware of it.”
‘J ‘We tried, but had no luck,”
im;
Y08 do not mean to say that you were
rciuscd shelter in such weather?”
“We were,” said Jimmy, with a
His suspicions wero well f0||nrl(~d Mr
“ ilmot _wanted to know whether it was
indeed Jimmy Silver who had knocked M
the cottage door that. afternoon.
‘did ho know anything about the matfor?
..“Upon my word,” said the young man,
ou surprise me! Who could have been

5o mho:pm 02"

don’t know,” said Jimmy. “The
rnan we nsked for 'shelter was a suanger to
us, you see.”
i “Then it was not near Rookwood ?"

“A couple of miles away,” said Jimmy.
It was rather rotten; the man refused to
let us in out of the rain and e had to
tramp back to Rookwood in
! “The fellow must have bccn a rotter!”
remarked Wilmot, hu eyes still keenly on
the fumor “In a case, in]
e s aibeont tamptad b, pash i, i
'spite of such an inhospitable e,
Wasn't there a barn or a shed you could
have got into?”

immy Silver wondered at his own cool-
ness in keeping composed and giving m)
sign of his suppressod excitement.
man_was commg very close in his
quiries no
|7 “Well, that would have been trespass,”
said Jimmy calmly, “Might have set a
dog on us. After all, we didn’t get much
wetter tramping home. Lucky we didn't
catch colds, though.”

e yowve been lucky,” assented Mr.

Wilmof
i “About footer practice on Saturday—"
began Jimm;

‘And_the mll« turned to football. But
when Jimmy Silver left Mr. Wilmot’s room
his heart was beating almost to suffocation.
That vague, wild suspicion had taken form
in his min —he knew, as well as if
he had seen it, that Dandy Jim had looked
into the shed, and seen the beam of light
irom the hole in the cottage wall; and

d been startled and scarcd by the os~
Teibility that tha applicants for_shelter
cen and d Mr. Wilmot had

said

in~

¢ An
concealed the facb that he had been in the
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rain thag afternoon and had questioned
immy Silver closely.

Becauss Dandy Jim had  recognised
Jimmy's voico. % the cottage door, Eric
Wilmot_had wanted to discover whether
Jimmy had taken rciugr‘ in the shed, and
seen or heard anything that had passed in
the cottage.

And the conclusxon Jimmy was driven
to draw was that the man he had just
seen. was not Enc Wilmot, the football
co ch at all, but was the man he had seen

ow hours carlier at the lonely cottage!
And that conclusion was so startling, 2
amazing, that Jimmy Silver resolved nof
to texll it even to his chums—not till he \va!
re

CHAPTER 27.
Put to the Proof!

“wmc are you going to do about

1t was thc following day, after morning
lessons. Jimmy Silver had been in a very
thoughtful mood that morning; and his
chums in a very puzzled frame of mind.

So far nothing had been said of the dis-
covery at the cottage on the heath. The
Co. were accustomed to following the lead
of Uncle James of Rookwood, and they
had followed his leud in this. But they
were seriously unea:

immy Silver }md told them that he
wanted to think it out. That was all very
well, as Arthur Edward Lovell remarked;
but ‘duby was duty, and in this caso tho
duty of the juniors was plain. They hnd
seen o criminal who was wanted b
police in a secret hiding-place, and thelr
plain duty was to inform the authorities.
And if Uncle James of Rookwood per-
sisted in his policy of silence,-it was pretty
certain that his comrades would take the
bit between their teeth, as it were.

“We've got to do something,” said
Lovell. iut scoundrel is wanted for:a
dozen crimes, and we're not letting him
go, if we can help to %L hlm lam]ul ¥

on’t understand you, Jimmy

“You wouldr’t, old chap'” said Jimmy
S.]\'er affably.

uol( here— roared Lovell.

“Shush! Leave your uncle to_thi,

out,” said Jimmy Silver soothingly.
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dear chap, I've been having a big think,
and T'm going to surprise yoy soon.”

“Thay's all vory well,” grihted Lovell.
Bt I want to know "what ‘we're going
o.d

«“ \Ve re going to have a little chat with
Alr. Wilmot before dinner,” said y
cheerily.  “There he is unclex the beeches.
Strike the iron while it’s

“You're going to tell him, n.fter )

“No, you ass! ot a word!” said
Junmy hastily, “rf Fou breathe a word
to him, it will spoi ever{t}ung Just
come along with me and sien while 1
talk to him. I've got a

“Blessed if I sce itV b growled Lovell.

“You will—soon!”

The Fistical Tour strolled towards the
old Rookwood beeches, where the football
coach was to be scen sauntering. — Th
young man gave the juniors a ploasant
no;

“A vory plemnc day alter yesterday’s
r'-m"’ he rem ark

'wpping 1" suld Lovell.

“’J'here inass little_matter I wanted to
mention to you, Mr. Wilmot, if you don’t
mm%,” <md Jimmy Silver diffidently.

es?

““You remember the day before you went
away—before _you were taken away,

said Jimmy, “you borrowed my
penknife?”

“Yes, Master Silver.”

“Well, you didn’t return it to me, Mr.
Wilhioe > o1 Jinimy, with & gdle, Ui
thought’ perhaps you had forgotten bor-
roing it.”

“Not at all; T remember perfectly. But
T'm sorry to say that I must have lost it,”
said the footballer.  “You see, things
were rather in confusmn just then; it was a
rather startling cxpemnca for me.”

“Yes, rather!”  said Lovell warmly.
That inspector chap was a silly owl, sir,
and we were jolly glad when you came

Back safe and sound, Me.
“Thank you, Masfer
i But i

ilmot.
Lovell”
" said. Jimmy

your silly old penknife,
said Lovell in a stage whisper.
it1”

that penknife—

T appear to have lost your
s 1 the footballer. “I shall

P ther in its e
B Wilmot; not at all P said
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Jlmm “I merely thuugh‘ that m
hn. ﬁr\z\\r memory—"
“Not at all, Master Silver. I will look:
through my pockets, and I may possibly;
ﬁnd it,” said tlw footballer, with a smile.,
Olher\vsse I shall insist upon giving you'
a new on
“Oh, no, N said Jimmy. “I don’t want
1,ut But if you could find the sume knife,
I'd be glad.” You reme —a pearl-
hmldled one, with my lmtmls cut on the

Silver,
sllpped

=
8

“x rcmembcr,” assented Mr, Wil
will look for it, and do  my be
ank you very mu

Wn.h 2 nod to the j ]IInlUrs, the young man
walked away towards the house. Arthur
Edward Lovell glared at his chum, and as
soon as the footballer was out of hearing,!
he_burst out emphatically:

“Well, you crass ass! _ What a
ng lot ot Foss about 2 silly ol penkngior
What do you wan to worry the <chap like
that for about a dashed old penknife?”

“Ho remembers my lending it to_him
the day beforo he went!” said Jimmy,
Silver grimly.

“Naturally he would»

“He remembers thai it was a pear
hendled knife, with my initials cut on it

“Why shouldn’t he?” enapped Lovell.

“woll, ita odd, to sy & tho least1”

“How is it odd,

hump-

Mty "Silver deliber-
tely. I never lent Mr. Wilmot a pen-
kmfe thc rlay before he went away!”

s possessed a_pearl-handled pen-
kaife, and <o ceriainly I'vo nover lont ono
to Mr, Wilmot, and 50 ho cannot possily
remember my, doing so!” said Jimmy Silver
in_a low, quiet voice. “Catch on mnow?”

Raby fnd Newcome whistled. Arthur
I]dward Lovell looked blan

“Se you wero pllllmg his log?”

Logell at las

g Shouhd io i m about it7” do
manded Lovell grufly. “There’s a mis-
take somewhere.  Why should he pretend
to_remember it if it never happened?”
“Because he doesn’t dare not to remem.
ber anything that's referred to as having,
happened to Trie. Wilmot ! soid Jim
Silver quictly. auso, if o did.  the
fellows el it o o e tumbled.

saisl

o.”
“And what's that?”
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”“T}m that man is not Eric Wilmot at
“What!" casped Lovell,
“«Jimmy

“Draw it mild]”

“I knew it,” said Jimmy. “But I wanted
to prove it to you fellows, so I put it to
the test. If that man had been Eric Wil-
mot, he would have answered at once that
I was mistaken—that I never lent him the
penknife. e is not Eric Wilmot.”

“Then—then—then who is he?” stut-

“Dandy Jim, the cracksman,”  snid
Jimmy  Silver. andy Jim, who has
come hero in Tric Wilmot's namo and in
4is likeness—Dandy Jim, the cracksman,
whom wo are_going to expose and hand
over to the police !

CHAPTER 28.
A Meeting in the End Study!
UZZ off 1
Arthur Edward Lovell gave that
terso command _emphatically _ as
Tubby Muffin put a_fat face into

the door\vry of the end study.
it Tubb; not_retreat,

Tt was, teatimo, and there was a gather-
ing in Jimmy Silver’s study.

Jimmy was there, with Raby, Lovell, and
Newcome, his study-mates, and Conroy,
Pons, and Van Ryn of the Fourth had
dropped in, and Erroll and Oswald had
followed. And Tubby Muffin, who had the
nose of a bloodhound for a study spread,
promptly followed o

But there was a h in the path, in the
shapa of Arthur L‘d\\ard Lovell.

Lovell _was apparently acting as dom‘-
keeper. He passed the juniors in, one
one, till Reginald Muffin arrived, and they.
he extended a sturdy arm across the door-
way, and commanded Muffin to “buzz.”

Rawson and Putty of the Fourth came
along the passage, and Lovell admitted
them to the study. Tubby Muffin, seeking
to dodge in after Rawson, was caught by
tl\e colf

cggn'” roared Tubby.
“Outside !

TI'm coming to the feed!”
howled

d Tubby indignantly. “I say, Jimmy,
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Jlmmy thm looked round.

“Tat It's not a feed.”

“EhV \\ hnt aro all tho fellows turning
up_for, if it’s not a spread?” demanded
Tubby " suspiciously.

It's a mecting.”
o Well, Tl come to the meeting,” said
Muffin. “Leggo. Lovell! I don’t want to

punch .'m cld pal, but—
a, ha, ha!” roared Lovell,
away, Taity 17
“I wouldn’t
your spread,” smd Tubby Muffin,
ow! Leggo

“We're al[ hcre uow,” smd Jimmy Silver.
5 Shuc the door, anell

say,
“Oh, buzz oft, Muffip!” said the captain
of the Fourth impatiently. ll not ¢
spread, and there’s notbing to eat.

Lovell ]crL(-d the fat Classical into the
passage by his collar, and sat him down
there with a bump. Then the door of the
end study was slammed.

Tubby Muffin sat and gasped for a minuto

“Punck

hen I'm coming to
“Yow-

iy

or two. Then he scrambled to his feet, and
approached the study door cautiously.
Tubby. was by no means convinced that

it wasn’t a feed, and he meant to know.
If it was a study spread, Tubby was going
to be present somehow; he was dotermined
on_t

Jimmy Silver's voice was audible in the
study as Tubby bent cautiously” over the
keyhole.

T dare say you fellows are a bit sur-
prised at being called in-

“Yes, it it isn't a foed!” said Oswald,

with a Taugh.
t isn't, It's something a good bit more
lmpormnb and serious.

immy Silver's tone was very gra
Tubby Muffin sniffed, but he did not lun\o
tho keyhole, Tt w

ubby’s  curiosity was

\mntcd to know all about it.
in_the study evidently had forgotten
cxxskcncc of the Pecping Tom of Ro

3

"Tho mesting in_ tho end study regarded
Silver with curious glances,  Whai,
in of the Fourth was driving
was a mystery to them o far
“Well, \\l'ul's the game,
asked Con
“Ivs about. Wilmot

anyhow 7
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“A mesting in the study_about the foot-

ball coach?” said Oswald, in astonishment.
eSS it

Vo soal o've haade'a Wenendsyal

covery!” said Arthur Edward Lovell, and

o \msuspcclul fat cars outside the study

ked up in happy anticipation.

o tollowe remember,” said Jimmy

auielly, “that Mr. Wilniot'was arrestod in

:6 for a man wanted by the police—

Lim to look at,

a man just like named

& andy Jim, as he was called.”
“Flat’s ot likely to happen again,” said

Conrgy. ilmot  prov he

't the man, and they let him go.
"hen hc came back to Rookwood ” said
Jimmy. “Have you fellows noticed any
difference in hlm since he came, back ?”

“Yes,” said Conroy at once. “Ho dacsnc
scem nn)ﬂun like the good footballer he
was Tve hea rd Bu keley of the
Sixth mcnnon that,

“Nor so good- tompcrcd »  remarked
Os\vald. “But  he's oing in_ some
vay. ¢ lols ot iha slncl.crs, a thing he
ver used to do.”
"“He had a queer way of furgethng
?lows’ names,” said Erroll. “It was odd
15 should havo forgoiten 8o much  whilo
5 was away only a few dnys. But what

hi sr..d' Jimmy Silver—*ho is not
the same m:

i, old topt”

aid Jimmy quwlly
“Puiting a_lot of thmgs together, I came
to suspect it—and then ut him to the
test. I asked him abaub t‘:mzs that }np-
pencd—and didn’t hippml—\whlle Mr. Wil-
mot was here, and gave himself away
clon Jetely, He's not Mr. Wilmot. Now,
there’

s only one man who resembles Mr.
Wilmot so closely as to bo taken for him,
hat one i Dandy Jim, tho cracksman.

7 bolicf is that Ar. Wilmot was
got at as he was coming back
d, and put away somewhere,
vascal took his placo and his
d had the nerve to come here as

cod juniors starcd blankly at

ve
1 s !\no\' 3 what to expect when

d to the meeting in the end
S decidedly they had not

“Gren.b Scott 1"

said Rawson at last

"The ohlxez' day,” contmued Jimmy,

“we were caught in a thunderstorm, and
took cover in a shed next to an old cot-
tago on the heath, There, zhmugh a crack
in tho wall, we saw Dandy Jim. Another
man was with him who allm! him by
name. Now, if the real Mr. Wilmot has
been made a_ prisoner and put avay some-
whuc sceretly, that's the
lonely cottage, in the mul:lle of the hexth
and this man must havo had a rcason for
going to such a place. My belief is that he
goes thero to male suro that is prisoner
is safe; also, perhaps, to sec his confederate
about thm schemes. We're going to look
into_it.”

“My hat!”

“I'm qmte cermm of what I say,” con-
tinued Jimm, “but, naturally, we want
actual proof N e speak out. We're
gomﬁ to find the proof at_the cottage on
the he But ge're dealmg wlth pretty
dcsvemte “characters, and we'd” like you
fellows to back us up, if you focl inclined.
That’s how it stands.”

Lovell rose to his_ feet and made a quick
step to the door. In his breathless excite
ment Tubby Muffin had knocked on  the
door-handle and rattled it. Lovell threw
the door open, and h re was a startlec
yelp as the fat junior almost tumbled intc
the stgdy T -

o] istening—
Yarooooooh

Tubby Muffin did not stay to explain
further. He fled, and Arthur Edward
Lovell, in great wrath, dribbled him down
the passage as far as tho stair:
went down the stairs at a wonderful speed
and Lovell snorted, and tramped back t
the end study, where the council of w:
was resumed unheard by Reginald Muﬂin

of the Classical Fourth.

wasn'h

o CHAPTER 2.
The Shadow of Fear!

RASH!

‘ “ Whoooop” romml ’X‘Lbb', MufBn.
It was a terrific col 0.
Tubby, under the

Arthur Edward Lovell was

Dis track, close ac his fly

down the staircase almost as .r

going down a toboggan.

imp
sull m

ho

wero
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Naturally he had no timo to look where
ho was going.

A sturdy, good looking. young raan was
crossing the lower landing, and Tubby
Muflin-erashed.into ey,

Tubbv reeled from the shock, and sat
down with a breathless burp.

The young. man he had butted into fared
worse, ggored across the landing,
ouEhL ip wee ot the il ond alid dores
at the foob o§ it, fairl; hur]ud off his feet
by the impact of Tubby’s heavy weight.

Tubby blinked at him dizzily.

“Oh, dear! . Groogh! Tt's Mr, Wilmot!
Oh crumbs! Ow! ’Twasn’t my fault. Mr.
Wilmot! Grooogh 1

The footballer fat up, a loud and savage
exclamation leaving his Even in_his
Dreathless, dazed state, ’I\gby was startled
to hear him. Iric Wilmot, the football
coach of Rookwood, was a fellow respected
by all the school, liked by almost all. Rook-
wood. That he was capable of uttering the
savage words that were now streamm

from_his lips no one at Rookwood ha
imagined for a moment. mmmy, if the
Hoad had hoard him e would net have

Temained five minutes longer within the
\vnl]s of the old school.

Ho staggered up, his face black with
rage. The collision and the fall had hurt
him, and roused all his savage temper.
Tubby blinked almost in terror at the
enraged faco, remembering what he had
overheard at’ the door of the end study.
d into Tubby’s fat brain sank the know-
ledge that Jimmy Silver had stated the
facts—that this was not the man Rook-
wood_School had known as Eric Wilmot,
but the cracksman, who resembled him so
c!ose!y Jimmy Silver was rig}

i ma made: & spring towards' the
népxng Tubhv, grasped him by the collar,
dragged him o his feel
{ ¥You cumsv young houndl
“Yarooh! Leggo! Help!
Thieyes I” how]ed ’I‘ bby Muffin.
w1 D'l call the police! LIl hand you over!

i
The rage in the man’s face died away
suddenly; it becamo fixed, startled, fear-
ful. His eyes gilttered at the fat Classical.
For one_terrible moment it came into
andy Jim's mind that his sccret was
kn‘?:\[\'n1

he_hissed.
‘\’Iu!der 1

Leggo! T couldn’t help it!
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Accident!” gasped Tubby. “That beast -
Lovell was aiter me

“You said—" hissed the iootbﬂler.
“I—I didn’t say anythin I—I never
heard Jimmy Silver {fell Lgu fellows any-
thing about you!” gasped Tubby Muffin,
in mortal terror as t%e grasp of his collar

tightened.
“What did he say 7
“Nothing! . I wasn’t _listening. I—1
believe you are Mr. Wilmot. I'm suro
is all Tightl”

A ‘tarrible ook came. over the. face, of
Eric Wilmot's double. But he calmed him-
seli and released Tubby Muffin’s collar,
Dozens of ears were within rango of
Tubby’s yelling, and it was no place to deal
with the fat Classical junior.

“All right, my boy,” said Dandy Jim,
choking back _his fury  and speahng
calmly, and with a smiling_face.
rather. hurt me, you know, bumping e
over liko th

“Sowry!” gasped Tubby. “That boast
Lovell—

“Why was Lovell after you?” asked
Dandy Jlm smoothl

“He " thought Py listening, you
know. I wasn’t, of course. I never heard
a word.”

“They were talking about me, what ?”

“Yes, Jimmy thinks—I mean, no—you
S0k Porgr beard o word” eaid Tubby

Muffin. “Don’t you think I believe any-
thing of the kind. Just as if a cracksman
golﬁld com hero pretending to bo our foot:

all coa

’s face was pale.

indy
1 s lusb going to my room to tea,”

ho said, “Come and share a cako and
a cup of tea with me, Master Muffin.”
For the first time on record, Tubb;

Muflin failed (o be aitracted by o free foed.
He was quite con ow that the man
beloro himn. was the crackeman, Dandy Jim,
and his only anxiety was to get safely out
of his reach. ?

“Thanks! I—T'm going to tea with Mr.
Dalion,” he stammored,

Mz, Dalton is out of doors.

D o et watiored
Tubby.
“Chme, my boy? said the young man,

smoothly” ang_smingly, and ho. madc
movement towards Reginald Muffi

fuin. gave & yelp_of forror and fled.
Ho wont down tho lower siairease like
cer.

a
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What_the football coach might think of
his terrificd flight Tubby did mot know or
care. He only knew that he wanted to get
safo away.

Dandy dim did not follow him.

He wanted very much to “pum
Tubby Muffin and learn what the fat e

sical knew or suspected. But evidently
that out of the question now; ho did
not wish to draw a crowd. Ho cast a black
Iook after Tubby, and strodo away to his

own

He !ockcd the door of the room, and
went out on the little iron balcony by tho
French window. There he stood in de?
grim thought. He was thinking—and he
was watching, Unlikely as it scomed to
the cunning plotter, Tubby’s gasgmg words

med to imply that Jimmy Silver, the
suspcctcd tho

captain of tho Fourth Form,
known

true identity of tho
at Rookwood as ]"nc “ llmot Xt wns un-
hkely—lxnpo<s|b] andy Jim was
nssured that he had co\c\ed up his tracks
thoroughly, and yet— What did the fat
fool’s babble mean?

If Jimmy Silver, by some unheard-of
chanee, Lnew or suspected the truth, what
would he do? Had he, on tho day of the
visit to the lonely cottage on the moor,
scen or heard something of which Dandy

Jim know not}ung? In that case, what
would d to the Head—with so
strange a_ stor; 1 Go to the police? Or

go to the loncly cottage to make a cautious
inves:igation before committing himself to
1 startling accusation

The Jast was the most probable.

Dandy Jim knew that Jimmy Silver

Co. were now in the house. If Jimmy
went out——

He gave a sudden start and caught his
breath.

In the quadrangle below he caught sight
of a num cr oi juniors crossin; towar :
the gat mmy Silver was thes

ves 'c a crowd of (elIo\vvaovell
Raby, Nowoome, Oswald, Conroy, and twe
or Hnne others. Dandy Jnn noted that the
echo were all carrying sticks under
1 a rather unusual equipment for
S helEholidy ‘valle

From the little balcony he saw the srowd
3 mms Tuien ‘o 48 the sehonl gates wid

d
‘Yg (h;w a deep, hissing breath.

They
were  gone — waither?  Something like
i wincled with Dblack raze in the
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rascally impostor’s heart. If tne truth vas

know:
A minute later Dandy Jim was hurrying

down to the gates.

CHAPTER 30.
Rookwooders to the Rescue!
exclaimed  Jimmy

DRE’S luck 1” xclai i
Silver.
As the crowd of Four-Formers
started for Coombe,\there was a
whir and a hooting on the roa they
looked round to_see a_lumbering’ motor-bus
coming on behind. It was the bus that
alxcd twice a day between Woodend and

‘oombe .

"’l‘hnt’s a lift for us!” said Jimmy.

“Good!"

Jimmy s,lm held up his hand, and the
bus slowed down. The Fourth-Formers
clambered on the big vehicle, and it rolled
on towards thegillage.

It was disappearing in the distance when
the man who_ called himself Eric Wilmot
came out at the gates.

Dandy Jim gritted his teeth.

The road was clear, and he could guess
that_the juniors had gone on the motor-
omnibus. He had intended to keep them
in sight, and learn whether their destina-
tion was the loncly cottage on the moor.
He was left hopelessly behind now.

The juniors, unaware of what the im-
postor had learned from Tubby Muffin, did,
not cven guess that the suspectod man’ was
following them.  They ¢ him hardly,
a thought, as the motor- Bus rollod on to
Coombe. !

At the village they descended,* having
saved o mile of the long walk to the cutlage
on the heatl

From Coombn the pnrty struck across the
heath at once. It was a cold, clear after-
o syiollthe, marty. -aere ready for
a tramp on the open heath.  Buj most of
them were very doubtful as to what they
\voiﬂd “discover at the end of their long
wal

Jimmy Silver was quite certain ia his own
mind; but even Jimmy had taken his time
to think over the strange affair, and
wanted to get hold of definite proof before
making his suspicions known outside the
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cirele of his own chums. Lovell and Raby
and Newcome agreed with their study-
leader; but they had lingering doubts. The
otlier fellows had stll stzonger doubts, but
they were prepared to back up Jimmy
Silver and put fhe matter o ey

Tt was a long tramp across the heath,
but the Rookwooders came in sight of the
lonely cottage at last.

i A thin column of smoke was rising from
the -chimney showing that the hovel was in-
habited. _The front door was open, and a
man was bending beside a bicycle outside
the door, apparently engaged upon repair-
ing a puncture.

i Ho stood up as he caught sight of tho
juniors, and stared towards them with a
dark and lowering face.

Ts that the johany you fellows sa there
before 77 asked Com

“Thas the man I said Jimmy. “Dandy
Jim called him Lurcher.”

“Yo gods, what @ name!” grinned the
Australian junior.

“He looks a prctty tou, mtomez‘," Te-
marked Oswald, “I say, Jimmy, we'ro not
going to rush the man’s house, I suppose,
and search it for a giddy prisoner? What
about the law 2"

“We ought to have dropped in at the

police-station and borrowed a search-war-
Panty murmured Putty Grace.

"1, e, ha b
| «“Were going t he guided by circum-
stances,” _said y.. “But, anyhow,
we're going to, sl S v

Wilmot is a prisoner in that den—>"

“If1” murmured Putty.

“We're going to have Thim out, and that
will be proof enough against that rotter
who's_using his name at Rookwood. If
he's fhore, he's in tho upper soom—there's
only two,” said on !
| The juniors approached thc mtmge
| The man Lurcher scowled at them as they
came up. Whether he was acting the part
‘of gaoler in_the lonely cottage or not, evi-
dently he did not desire visitors.

Putty Grace greeted tho scowlmg man
with a cheery smile and a n

;Ig this the place for refreshments?” ho
as

o0, i zin’t!”
“Thn isn’t \vhcre they do the shilling
teas for wvvelists?” asked Putty pleasantly.

OWN LIBRARY

“No!» growled the maxu.

“Then what's your figure for a tea all
round for this litile party?” asked Pulty.

his 'ere ain’t  tea-rooms!” growled
Lurchor. “You got on your way. You
can’t come in here!”

“Don’t_you want our company?” asked
Putty, with a pained look.

“No, I blooming \\,ell don’t!”

“Never mind; we've only called to sce
your lodger,” sald Jimmy Silver.

The man startod violently, and his eyes
glittered as they turned on the captain o
the Fourth.

“Whatcher mean?” he snarled. “There
mne any lodger “ere!”

“The "chap_in your upstairs room, I
mean,” said Jimm:

“There ain’t nabody there.”

Jimmy glanced up at the little window of
the upper room. It was tightly closed and
thickly, curtained.  Lurcher was watching
hxm wnh savage suspicion.

what are we going to do,
Jxmmy?” asked Lovell. g

“We're going to watch the place, while
one of us goes to Coombe for a policeman,”
said Jimmy Silver. “We've got to take
care that Mr. lemot isn’t removed before
the police arrive.”

There was a gasping exclamation from
Lurcher.  Jimmy’s words took him utter!y
by surprise—as they were intended to do.
The rufian made o spring towards Jimmy,
and grasped him by the shoulder, Lis
savage, beady eyes pecring into the school-
boy’s face.

“You young hound!” he panted.
you was spying—

“Let go my shoulder, Mr. Lurcher,” said
Jimmy w\m(y though his heart was beat-
ing fast. Your games up here, my man.
Dandy Jim-

“What do you know about Dandy Jim?”
panted Lurcher.

“Lots!” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.
“You sce, I happen to know that he is
going fo be arvesied at Rookwood to-day

55

“So

« At—at Rookwood "
“Where he is passing himself off as Mr.
Wilmot,” smiled Ji
Lurcher almost stagzered.
Rookwooders were watching him
with breathless keenness.  Jimmy Silver
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was bluffing; and if his m'«pmlgns Tiad been
ill-founded, it ra Jdifficult  to
imagine what the man’s uns\ver would have
been. But it was clear enough that
Jimny's suspicions were well founded—that
the ruffian was startled and terrified at what
ho knew.

The man’s glance passed the group of
Jumols and swept the open heath, search-

2ly. ey knew what ho was looking
Ior they could sce the terror of the polico
in his face.

He moved doscr to the bicycle, and
grasped it. is glance swept round the
heath again, nnd then fixed savagely on the
jnniors.

“Kcop off that bike!”

‘te not getting awa,
wanted  for

said Lovell.
y, my man.
kidnapping . Mr.

ilmot.

“Collar Jiim !”” shouted Conroy.

That was cnough for Lurcher. He made
1 sudden rush with the bicycle, and drove
t through the crowd of Rookwooders, hurl-
ng them right and left. The next moment
ae had his leg over the saddle and was rid-
ing away before he was fairly scated. The
bicycle bumped and jolted over the rough
Lrack on the heath at a great rate.

The juniors stared after him blankly.
That sudden and complete proof that
Jimmy Silver was on the right track took
bis comrades by surprise.

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“I fancy that settles it,” he said. “That
rotter knows that it’s all known, and he's
only thinking of saving his own skin.”

“My hat!” gasped Lovell. “I—I say, wo
ought to collar him!”

"No proof yet,” said Putty. “But as
he’s bolted, we can hLe the liberty of look-
ing into his cottage.”

® Yes, rather.”

Without a single glance back, Lurcher
was_pedalling away across the heath as if
for bis life. Obviously he was not giving a
ught to {he prisoncr in the eottage or to
Delongings there, he was only thinking
of saving himself from the law.  But the
by £ the Rookwooders was not with
They crowded into the cottage;
pasly convinced now that
bed hit upon the truth, and
i ;Jn\ot was a prisoner in the
thie heat

haval e
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CHAPTER 31,
The Rescue!
R. WILMOT 1

Arthur Edward Lovell had a
powerful ‘voico, and it fairly

thundered in the little cottago as

ho shoutcd the name of the young foot-

g

“Arc sou there 1” roared Lovell.
“Hark !

’lhclcl\\as ndo answer; but from above
came a heavy dragging sound. .It was the
sound of somcnneggmo%m Wm\l ty,
someone who had heard, but could nob
speak.

The  room was approached by a
heavy wnodcn ladder in the corner of the
cottage. Above was a trapdoor, bolted un-
derneath. Jimm; ilver mounted the
ladder while Lovel was shouting, and shot
back the bolt.

He threw up the frap and passed into
the attic above

It was o smdj room, dark and dirty, and
cobwebby, dimly lighted by a glimmer from
the little window. = Its only furniture was
la’ bcd of rugs on the floor and two or threc

"

m bed lay o man, whose anklés and
wrists were shackled with knotted cords,
ellowing him small liberty of movement.
Over his mouth a cloth was tied sccurely. }

The face, as Jimmy Silver saw it in_the
dimness, was ghastly white, the eyes hollow
ang

Chastly as the prisoner’s face looked,
Jimmy Silver recognised it. It was th
once healthy and hnndsom- ince of Eric
Wilmot, the double of Dandy
5 1Is ho there?” shouted chell ‘irom

w.

elo
“Hes here!”
«Hurrah ”
Lovell came clambering up the ladder,
Jimmy burried across the dim attio to
the bound man on the rugs.  Jio opened
s pcnkmfc, o cut the eerds that secured

el el gt s prisoner werd
fixed upon him with a painful intensity,
The hopeless despair of the prisoner coul
bo read ia the haggard face. Now that
help and rescuc had come, it scemed like

a dream to the cmcksmm s vietim.
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“T'lt soon nave you loose, sir!” breathed
Jimmy.

Ho cut the cords, and drew away the gag-
ging cloth. The white, numbed lips of tho
prisoner moved, but only a faint inarticu-
late sound came forth, ~The hapless foot-
baller could not speak.

Quickly Jimmy sawed through the cords
that secured him. The rascals had run no
risks with {heir prisoner; escape had been
impossible, and they had taken measures to
prevent him from giving the alarm to any
chance visitor to the loncly cottage. Evi-
dently they had cared little or nothing how
much he had suffered in their hands. The
once sturdy footballer was the ghost of his
former sell

He could not speak, but there were tears
rolling down his ghastly cheeks, as Jimmy
freed him.

“Poor old chap !” breathed Lovell. “It’s
w0O

“He,

s going to pay for this!” said
Jimmy Silver, between his teeth.

“Yes, rather! Let’s get Mr. Wilmot
downstairs.”

“Lend a hand here, you chaps!” called
out Jimmy Silver.

Thrce or four of the juniors ascended into

the garret. The young man was raised
among them, and they helped him to the
trap.  With some difficulty, and the assis-
ance of the rest of the party from below, he
was got down the ladder.
* He was placed in the most comfortable
chair that could be found, and the juniors
gathered round him. It was clear that the
exhausted man was in no state to leave the
cottage then.

“We shall have to get a lift, somehow,”
said Jimmy Silver. “He couldn’t possibly
walk the distance to Rookwood—if he can
walk at all, poor chap! One of you fellows
cut off to Coombe, and bring the trap from

“Tll go!” said Lovell.

“Buck up, old chap! Put it on, and
tako a rest in the trap coming back,” said
Jimmy.

Arthur Edward Lovell started, and dis-
appeared across the heath as if ho were on
the cinder-path,

Several times the white-faced man in the
chair tried to speak, but still no werds
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would come.  Putty Grace hunted through
the cupboards, and found tea; the fire was
lighted in the rusty old grate, and a rusty
kettle was soon boiling. ot _cup of
tea was placed to Eric Wilmot's lips, and
he smiled faintly and sipped it. It revived
him, too, and when he had finished tho
tea he was able to speak.

“Silver and you others, you'vo saved
me!” His voice was faint and choked.
“Heaven bless you! I had given up hope !
I knew that villain was at’ Rookwood in
my namo—"" W

He broke off.

“1t was all Jimmy’s doin
Raby. “He spotted that aw
found out that it wasn’t you!”

“Heaven bless you, Silver !”

“Thank goodness you're found !” said the
captain of the Fourth. “And that villain
will be collared as soon as we get back to
the school 1"

Eriz Wilmot's eyes gleamed.

“My cousin— James Stacey—" he mut-
tered.

“He is your cousin!” exclaimed Jimmy.

Ve

ﬁ; sir,” said
al rotter, and
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“I-1 thought ho must bo a relation,
from the Jikeness.”

“He is my cousin—and for that reason 1

have spared him more than once!” mut-
fered Wilmot.  “But aftar this lot him gt
what he descrvesl My co ull

wi
vorns out ke e siosigs e el he will
not spare me the shamo of having it
known.”

“No fault of yours, sir!” said Conroy.
£ Revicwood wn't, think any the less of you
for it, Mr. Wilm,

“Not a bit " .s.'ud Jimmy Silver. “And
the safest place for thet villain is Dart-

\\’l]mot nodded.
And you've been a prisoner here, all the
been at Rookwood in  your
name!” snid Raby. “Yowve had a hard
timo, sir I

T think I should have dicd if it had
lasted_ much longer!” muttered Wilmot.
“I think you have saved my lifo!”

Jimmy_Silver gave a start as there was
a.sound from without.

“That can't be Lovell already—"

0ok out—""

e e s e footstep, o s
of panting breath, and a man stoox

open dooeway. . ‘Wilmot started from tho
chair, his eyes blazing.

“Dandy Jim !

fime ho's

CHAPTER 32.
Landed at Last!
D Al\DY JIM stared at the scene in the
hut:
e had come there with fear in
Leart—fear and

isquictude. But he
had not espected this. The cottage was
swarming with Rookwooders, and Eric
Wilmot, his prisoner, was free in their
midst, The rascal, taken utterly aback, stood
staring into the ‘cottage with flaming eycs.

“Rosh him " shovted Jirmmy Silver.
Wilmot made a_ step forward, but sank
back on the chair from sheer weakness, But
the juniors rushed in @ crowd at the ruffian,
alf o dozen sticks had almost reached
iim, when Dandy Jim sprang beck from the
v, panting.  Jimmy_ Silver & Co.
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hand was in bis pokel; it came out with ¢
weapon glittering in it

tand back i bo panted hoaisely.
“Smnd bnck
rash

Couroy, the Cornstalk, hurled his stick
over (lxo heads of the other fellows. It
crashed in the faco of Dandy Jim, send-
ing Jim cpinning baclvards

As the ruﬂ'nn staggered, nnd almost fell,
Jimmy Silver reached him, and his stick
crashad on the lnscnl s\u{m The revolver
went to the ground.

“Collar the rutter"’

A moment more, and the cracksman was
in the grasp of six or seven pairs of lands,
struggling desporately.

The odds were too great for him, and he
had 1o ehanos, bub e put up & foarful
strugglo. . For long minutea ho fought, and
tore, ‘and - struck, and straggled: bub'the
Rookwoodgrs never let go, and at lst the
eracksman camo (o ihe ground, with the
juniors swarming over l n he
4id ot yield Hll he was utterly skl
and lay helpless snd panting under hii
assailants,

Conroy planted a heary knco on b

cl

"Gct a rope!” he said breathlessly.

FPutty of the Fourth dashed into the
cottage, whilo the othml fellows kept tho
their

cracksman sccure in

came out with the cor
before, had held Eric
the ground, unable to st

Only his furious cyes glittered at the
juniors, with volumes of hate and rage in
them.  But his savage looks }ncl no effect
on the cheery heroes of Rooksw

e b ey 1 grinned
Jimmy Silver.

And in_great spirits, in spite of some
hard kaocks they had reccived in the con-
flict, the Rookwood crowd returned into the
cottage, to keep Lric Wilmot company until
Loyell '\rh\'cd with the trap.

Arthur Edward Lovell jumped from the
trap at the door of the cottage on the heath,
half an hour or so later. The driver from
the Red Lion starcd at the bound man lying
before the doorway.  Ho stared still mozo

cr him fiercely. The 's

when the ders crowded out cf tho
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cottage, helping Eric Wilmot in their midst,
TLovell fairly chirruped with satisfaction at
the sight of the bound cracksman.

“So that beauty came along hero!” he
exclaimed, “Lucky you fellows managed to
bag him.”

Arthur Edward seemed o littlo surprised
that his comrades had been so successful in
his absence. However, there was no_doubt
about their success. here was Dandy
Jim, tied hand and foot.

“We've got him!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily.  “Well | drive back through
Coombe, and drop him at the police-station.
I will give Mr. Boggs the surprise of his
ife.”

“What-ho !”

Eric Wilmot was helped into a comfort-
able seat in_ the trap, and the prisoner
was hauled into the bottom of the vehicle.
Jimmy Silver and Lovell stepped in after
them; the rest of the party had to walk.
The driver started the horse, and the trap
_jolted away by the rough track over the

cath, the Rookwood crowd trotting along
with it.

Coombe was reached, and they halted out-
side the residence of Mr. Boggs, which was
attached to the little police-station of the
village, Mr. Boggs was called out, and
he blinked at the bound man blankly.  His
first impression was that this was a Rool
wood “rag,” but when the facts sank at last
into P.-c. Boggs' stolid brain, ho grinned
with satisfaction. _ Mr. Boggs had never
taken in charge before any criminal more
desperato than a village urchin for robbing
an_ orchard, y Jim was his first
cracksman | ‘And the bare idea of bag-
ging a wellknown criminal who was
sought in vain by the London polico made
Mr. Boggs swell with importance to such
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an exent that he really scemea in danger
of bursting his well-filled tunic.

‘Mr. Boggs took charge of Dandy Jim,
sorting out a rusty old pair of handeuffs to
fasten on him. ~ As he was lifted from the
teap the rascal turned his eyes upon the
cousin he had wronged and injured. ~Per-
haps, even at that moment, he still hoped
that Wilmot might relent towards him. The
young footballer avoided his glance. Not
that he could have helped the rascal if he
had taken pity on him—Jimmy Silver & Co.
would have seen to that.

Leaving Dandy Jim in the careful hands
of Mr. Boggs, Jimmy Silver & Co. drove
on to Rookwood School. Their arrival at
the gates of Rookwood caused a sensation.

wo or three of the party had cut on to the
sehool during the delay in the village and
spread the news. Rookwood Scheol was
buzzing with it when they arrived.

A cheering crowd greeted Eric Wilmot as
he was helped from the trap. _He went
into the house leaning on the shoulder of
Bulkeley of the Sixth, and Dr. Chisholm
met him at the door with an amazed face,
but a welcoming handshake. ~ The foot-
baller’s homecoming, after his_terrible ex-
perience, was a regular triumph.

Afterwards thero was a_great celcbration
in the end study. Eric Wilmot whs in the
sanatorium, under the doctors’s care; and
Inspector Troope, of Scotland Yard, ap-
prised by telephone of what had happened,
was hurrying down to Coombe to take pos-
session of the wanted man. Dandy Jim
\went to what he had earned, and the cousin
he had wronged was troubled by him no
more. But no one at Rookwood was wast-
ing @ thought on tho wretched cracksman.
The end study were enjoying their triumph,

and colebrating their success—and great was
the celebration thereof.
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THE LUCK OF THE LEVISONS!

A Short Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co., at St. Jim's.
By Martin Clifford.

&)

Hoovooooaoad

GHAPTER 1.
The Talisman,
“ ANY happy returns of tho day,

M “engs®

“Thanks, Franky, old man!”’

Thus Fr: evison, of the
Third Form at St. Jim’s, greeted his elder
brother Ernest, of the Fourth Form at the
same ancient foundation, on the morning of
the latter’s birthday.

I was {'usb after breakfast, and morn-
ing school would begin in about twenty
minutes.

The brothers Levison strolled out into the
old quadrangle in company, Ernest with
several letters and packages in his hand.

“Got a good post—eh ?”” said his brother,
with a_grin. I suppose there’s a romit.
tance from father there?”

Ernest turned over a smnlll{mckagc about
the size of an ordinary matchbox.

“This has come from father,” he said,
in a puzzled voice, “Blost if I can guess
what it is! But there’s a letter from him,
too. Let’s sce what he says.”

Levison major opened one of the letters,
and scanned it. As he did so his expres.
sion became more puzzled still.

“Just listen to this!” he cxclaimed,
when he had finished it. “Blest if it
doesn’t beat the band I

He began 'to read:

““Dear Tarnest,—I am sending you a
one-pound nofe in honour of your'birth-
day, with my love and best wishes. I am
also sending, in another parcel, something
which_you will _doubtless be surprised to
got. Tt is an old Hebrew ring, set out with
a curiously carved green stone, which came
i light yesterday in a corncr of the old
bureau which belonged to your grandfather.
I Eave not scen it for many years, but I
being told the story of it. Our

to call it “The Luck of the

aber be
y used

Levisons,” and Ty runs that if worn
by the eldest son. of our house it is
talisman that will bring him good fortune
whenever he is in need of it. In various
misfortunes which befell them, the family
appear to have lost faith in the *luck,”
which was put away in the old bureau.
But as it happened to turn up yesterday, I
thought I would send it to you, as the
cldest son of the house. You might give
its luck-bringing qualities another trial.—
My love to Franky and yoursolf,

““Your Lovive Farugr.’”

“M;’ hat!” said Tevison minor, as hie
brother ~finished reading this missive.
“That’s a corker, if you like! Let's look
at the ring, Ernest!”

Levison major unwrapped the parcel, and
the brothers looked curiously at the ring
it contained,

The ring itself was a narrow silver band,
and the curious green stone with which it
was set was quite small and delicately
carved in a_quaint old pattern.

Levison slipped it on to his finger.

“Well, TIl give it a trial, anyway, a
the dad’ suggests,” he said, with a laugh.
;‘ I‘ll{l slip it on when I want a bit of extra
uck.”

“What’ll the fellows say about it, I
wonder?” said Levison minor musingly.

“Better not say anything about it,” said
Ernest. “The chaps would only chip me
if they heard the story. We'll kecp that
a secret. I shan’t wear the ring all the
time, of course—just slip it on when I think
it_might do some good. Probably no ono
will notice it. Chaps at St. Jim's aren’t
supposed to wear rings, of course.” i

*Well, let me know what happens when
you give it a trial,” said Frank. “If
there’s anything in it——?"

“If there's anything in it we'll have some
fun,” said Ernest, with a grin. “Why,
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with a real talisman I might do anything,
even "—his brow clouded for a moment—
“even get back to Greyfriars!”

Frank Levison was silent. In the past
his brother lrnest had been a member of
the Fourth Form at Greyfriars School; but

e was very wild in those days, and his
bebaviour lad led to his being removed
from the school. He was lucky enough to
get into St. Jim’s, where he was very
happy. But his dearest wish since his re-
formation was to get back to Greyfriars
before his school days were over, and wipe
out the disgrace which clouded his name
ther

ere.

“Well, it’s timo for lessons, nearly,” said
Levison minor, after « pause. “ What aro
you doing this afternoon?”

“Cricket,” said Erncst. “Tom Merry
is trying me in the team for the School
House against the New House. It's jolly
decent of him, as I haye been badly o

‘my form lately. I'm going to play up like

anything. If T don’t do well I shan’t get
another chance of playing in the team. I
know that. Besides, Doris is coming over
this afternoon—at Jeast, she says in her
letter she will cycle over if she can get
permission.”

I “Oh, good! I can look after her while
you're playing,” said Frank. “Hallo,
there’s the belll I must buzz off, or old
Selby’ll give it to me hot.”

He dashed off to morning school, and

Ernest, taking off the ring and thrusting
it into his waistcoat-pocket, went into class
in_a thoughtful mood.
. What between thinking of the curious
ring and of his sister Doris, Levison’s
morning almost ended in disaster. But
upon mild little Mr. Lathom threatening
to detain him for the -whole afternoon if
he showed any further sign of inattention
to his lessons, Levison managed to pull
himself together and emerge from the
ordeal without further damage than an
~uposition of fifty lines.

CHAPTER 2.
Levison’s Luck.
# yEELING t, Levison?”
F Thus Tom Merry, the cheery cap-
tain_of the School House team, as
evison camo out of the Fourth-
Torm docmilory after dinnor in his flan-
nels.
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“Fit as a fiddle]” saxd Levison. “I'm
going to play up this afternoon, I can tell
you, Tom Merry! We shall beat them !”
,“Good man! I hope we shall!” said
Tom Merry. “But Figgins has got a jolly
good team’ together, you know. It's Fatty
Wynn's bowling I ‘am afraid of. If our
chaps can only stand up to that, we shall
beat them 1”

Levison nodded thoughtfully. Fatt,
Wynn, the stout Wel membcyr of tbg
famous New House Co., was a demon
bowler, and when he was in form there were

junior batsmen who could stand up to
him with much hope of suceess. And he
was known, to be in great form just at
present. Figgins & Co. were openly lock-
ing forward to seeing their fat chum
“make hay ” of the School House wickets
in this afternoon’s match. Levison knew
that Tom Merry’s evident doubts were only
too likely to be justified. If only he, Levi-
son, could make a really good stand against
the demon Welshman! Levison knew that
if he could, he would be hailed as the hero
of the match, and his position in the School
House junior team. would be assured. His
lips tightened as he went into his study to
get his bat and pads. He was quito do-
fermined that, if he failed, it would not
be for lack of trying.

Cardew, his study-mate, looked up
he entered.

“Good luck, old man! You'll have to
play up this afternoon,” 7

T mean to!” said Levison grimly. _

Ho made his way_down to the pavil
on the junior ground, where the criokets
were gathered. Figgins & Co. were in hig!
spirits, and the New House were quilo
evidently anticipating a victory.

“Your men all here?” asked Figgins of
Tom Merry. “May as well get on with
the washing.”

Tom Merry glanced round.

“Reilly’s not here, but he will be in a
minute. = Let’s toss for innings.”

“No hurry, I suppose, Figgy ?” said Fatty
Wynn casually. “It's only twenty-five past
two. I just want to—to—""

T what?” eaid Figgins grimly,

“Well, to—to run over to the tuckshap !
said Fatty Wynn defiantly, “I'm hungry 1

“Rats!” said Figgins Armiy. *‘Let mo
catch you going over to the tuckehop
fat pippinl_ You've got to howl t
noon—and bowl like an angel!”

as




62 THE LUCK OF

“But 1 telt you Ty hungey 1 said Fatty
Wynn piteously. “Yéu wouldn't let mo
have any more pudding at dinner, you
know. I'can bowl better if 1 have a snack

"“No fear!” said Figgins, draving bis
arm through his fat chum’s. “No stuffing
till we've heaten those School ~House
bounders.” Then we'llhave a jolly good
eed 17

O rally, Tiggy!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
* Heads or tails?” said Tom Morry, with

a

“'lmls"‘

The com snun, and fell to the grass.

“Tml said Tom. “What are you
oing t

el lm first1” said Figgins,

“Right-ho! Out you come. chaps 1”

And the School House cricketers trooped
ou to the field.

Tom Merry took the first over. = Redfern
and Kerr were the first men in_for the
New House, Kerr taking the bowling first.

The runs came merrily, Kerr especially
showing great form. Tom Merry at one
end and Dick Brooke at the other sent
down their, best deliveries, but twenty runs
were scored before either batsman gave a
chance.

Then Kerr, pluym" fonmu mh,udgcd
the pace of a ball ¥
ball shot up in e oo Coraarioint.
Cover-point was Ernest Levison, Burnin,
to distinguish himself, he dashed forward

tly. O»orrunmng the ball, he
it, caught it, and promptly
dropped it again.

There were shouts from the ropes—groans

[rom_the School House, and cheers from
the New House.
Levison turned crimson with mortifica-

tion. He caught a very cxpressive look
from Tom Merry, but the junior skipper
did not utter a word of reproach. He could
sce that it was throngh over-cagerness that
the Geldsman bad failed.

After this lct-off Kerr went on scoring
treely. od at last, with

l
e score stood '|L 70 for two wickets.
were in high feather.

THE LEVISONS!

Tom Merry, who had made several
changes in the bowling, took the ball .\?m
himself, looking very determined.
would not do at all. He procceded to send
down a deadly over, in the courso of which
two New House wickets fell. Things began
to look betler. Noble, the Australian
junior, bowled “googlics ” from the other

end, which puzzled the batsmen mightily,

only Kerr Buing abla to. scora off thern:
The hundred vaus up_just beforo the
soventh wicket fell. Tho mext batsman

d 5, before Noble bowled him, Owen
then joined Kerr, and they took the score
to 125 before Owen was caught in the long
field by Monty Lowther. Koumi Rac, the
Indian junior, was last man in, and kep(
his wicket up until Kerr, running out
hit, was smartly stumped. The tofal New
House scorc was 145, of which Kerr had
made 76 off his own bat. Ho received a
great ovation from the New House sup:
porters,

As they walked in from the ficld, Levison
apgroached Tom Merry.

“Awfully sorry about that catch!” ho
muttered.

“Couldn’t bo helped!” said Tom, as
cheerily as he could. “It was an cxpensive
mistake, happencd, but you wero

overkedn, that's all.. Wo shall ‘have out
work cut_out to beat their score against
the bowing of me Wynn and Koumi

“Who's going in frst?” said Levicon,
after a_pause,

“Blako and Noble. How do yoi fecl
about batting? I was thinking of Duting
You in about half-way down tho list.

Levison was silent a moment. He
his hand into his pocket, and felt thero Do
ring he had received that morning. “Tho
Luck of the hevisons.”

Why not try it now?

4ok here, Tom Merey1” he blurted
out, flushing. Wil you lot me go in first
with Noble ?”

Tom Merry looked at him in some sur.
prise. He noted keenly Levison's fushed
face and .his air of suppressed cxcitement,
And Levison was such a cool fellow, as a

S
&

pecial reason for
}u, m id quictly.
tell you just what it

Y I~
. but I foel—
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“Right,” saia Tom coolly. “You can
>pén_the ‘innings with Noble.”

“Thanks|” gasped Levison.

Tom looked at him curiously as he hur-
ried off to a shady cornmer of the ground,
\whe his sister Doris was sitting with

ank Levison and Cardew. The jumior
'skipper did not regret_the impulse that bad
Jed him to accedo to Levison’s unusual re-
p He could see that Levison had some-

thing on his mind, and, above all, was
lanxious to distinguish himself in the match.

'And unless someone on tho School House

[side played a_quite exceptionally good in-

inings, Tom knew c New House

would win. Fatty Wynn and Koumi Rao
liwere, when in form, the most deadly pair
of junior bowlers at St. Jim's. Some mem-
 bers of his team, Tom decided, would have
io play the innings of their lives if the
iichool ' House were to win. It was just
s likely to be Levison as another. Any-
way, ho had given him his chance. And

Was not long before Tom Merry was

hanking his Tacky stars that ho had done

fo.
{ After a chat with his sister, Ernest Lovi-
son hurried to the pavilion and donned his
Pads. There was some surprise in the team
jwhen it was known that he was going in

“What's the game, Tommy?” inquired
lack Blake jocularly. “Levison been lend-
fing you moriey, or what "

1" Who's skipper of this team” demanded
Tom Merry.

£ “"on, all right! What's the betting he
gets out first, ball?”

Levison heard, and looked grim. Hi
Slipped on his batting-gloves, which quite
concealed the ring from view. Then he
jralked o the wicket with Noblo.

} Noble was one of the hest junior bats et
[st. Jinvs, and had mado some very fine
Jcores this season. But to-day he obviousl:
vas not comfortable with the bowling. Both
[the Bowlers were making the ball worve
and break in_a way that would pu
any batsman. Noble appeared nervous, and
was soon in, difficultics. Levison, {o every-
One’s surprise, scomed quite af his case,
Ho was perfectly cool and collected, and
batted with confidence.

i Noble was clean bowled when he haa
made 5, Jack Blake followed him in—
lind out again, D'Arcy and Lowther and
Mannors fatled to stop the rot. But Levi-

lfon wag batting magnificently. After the !
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sixth wicket went down Lom Merry came
in. He walked straight up to Levison.

“I'm going to try and stay here while
you get the runs, Levison,” he whispered.’

I shan’t try to score~—I can see that you
:;cyon ,the ball, so I'm going to leave it

ou.

Levison nodded,

“Right-ho1”

Tom Merry was as good as his word.
He kept his bat down, and refused to hit
out at even the most tempting balls. Levi-
son, on the other hand, hit out at every-
thing. It was an amazing partnership—
Eer]w.ps the most amazing that had -ever

cen_scen on the junior cricket-ground at
St. Jim's. t

Levison, as Jack Blake put it, was bat-
ting like an angel. No bowling came
amiss to him, ang Fatty Wynn orhausted
all his wiles in vain against him, The score
mounted up and up, and just before six-
thirty, Levison made the winning hit—a
boundary—which _ brought  tho  School
House score to 1471

Levison had scored 120 of these off his
own bat. The School House had won by
four wickets and two runs.

e ovation that Levison received from
the enthusiastic School House juniors was
a record one. Even the New House fellows
were constrained to cheer him. He was
carried shoulder-high to the pavilion, and
again all the way to the School House. He
finally escaped, much rumpled, from the
hands of his admirers, and was able to join
his_ brother and sister.

Doris Levison grected him with a proud

o
“Tt was splendid, Ernest!” sho said.
“Just wonderful! And how your school-
fellows ch?orcd youl You're the hero of

the hour 1" i f
“Hero! I should think he isl” cx-
claimed Frank, clapping his brother on the
“Good old Erniel A hundrcd and
twonty, not_out, against the best junior
bowling at St. Jim's] How ever did you
do it, old chap?” :
“Fave you forgotten ?” whispered Ernest.
£

o

“T tried it this afternoon for the fi
ti ke

it1” repeated Frank Lovison,
puzzled. :

“Yes— The Luck of the Levisonsl’ Tt
was that that did it!”
¥ THE END.
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CUR MAGAZINE COBRNER.

THE “TOY-BOX”!

““ Sound-Faker-in-Chief.””

“What's _the matter with tho taxi on
pago 167 Never heard,a taxi make a row
iko that! 'Lhnrcs too” much hooter! Ah,
that's better!”

That was the amazing conversation I
heard in a small, whitewashed room in
the basement of the B.B.C.s headquarters
at  Savoy H.ll \\hcn I ﬁrse mnde lhe

d

clop, clop, clop, clop—so that 1 almost

imagined I could hear the rumble of wheels

as a codch-and-four went rattling past.
“That’s a galloping horse on road,” ho

said. “Now on rass” he, banged
one of the pill-boxes on the outside of a
closed Jeather giving more

s\ut-case,

crui

mufiled hooE-bea
“YWhat \ abou
round a haxho
Hey, presto

c a  motor-boat ng
My demonstrator shot out
an arm’ and . touched. a switch, and th
staccato crackle of a powerful motor-launch
engine filled the room. This ecffect is
achieved by whirling a diso very. fast by

The latt or is thc fellow v»ho is in charga
of the “noises off ” effects when Savoy
Hill stages a radio play.

In this small room, known as “The Toy-
shop,” are to be found the most amazing
collection of miscellaneous odds and ends,
switches and handles, gadgets and_devi fces
ever gathered togcthcr in one apartm
But I speedily comprehended that all Ll\esa
things served a_definite purpose, occupie
a prominent place in the sound-faker's

Droj 3
%’Vhal o we do for you?” s:ud the

Jikp & magician, h,m Jike o shop- osbly, a

< Anything you like™ I said cheerfully.

ATt ahonsat aevoplaces leaeaotbs
ground 1"

“Simple!” he observed, and touched a
handle. Tmmediately the roar of the engine
thundered in my cars, and the whirr of tho
propeller gathering speed, caused by two
bent bamboo canes whirled by electric
“We had a toppipg crash some time ag
ho went on, reducing tho noise so that 1
could hear him._ “We bought a couple of
old sproplane wings, fised. thom ‘two foot
abové the_floor, and then at the roquired
Toment, dropped. heavy oyfinders on. o

cffect was jolly good, believe
nd the row—— .

ut it wasn't so
bad as when we actually dropped bombs
outside th\, studio door, and listeners heard
the fall of heavy timber directly after-
wards. That hea timber was unfor-
tunate.  You see, ihc door of the studio
h':d been blown i

“Try a galloping horse,” I suggested.

Imitating a Hurriesne!

¢ with a couple of Jarge box-
i-boxes, clapping them together—

>

Fastened to this dise are

number of pieces of knotted string, ml
these on picces of wash-leather
stretched tight over hollow pipes. What

about the mnoise of the Elopu]ler astern?

Merely three pieces of rubber revolving in
the zine tank full of water, and the wash,
a broad vnooden paddle in the tank,

“Now,” said the wizard calmly,

“show you ow we imitato a hurrican

e did! He brought on a most lcrrhy

mg Storsi by beating teat sheets of iron

for thunder, whirling bamboo canes

at tremendous speed ‘or t e wind, and, in

fnc:, neur]v making me put my umbrelia

moment I expected him to turn

o u shower-bath or something from a
tank over the ceiling.

The ‘ Flying Scotsntan” Departs,

Next I heard the “Flying Scotsman™
leave King’s Cro:

“Pheép!” as allowed to Dblow the
right-away whistle—the

ush—shush—shush went a = serubbing-
brush across a large drum. . Shush—shush—
shush—eseaping steam—and then claticr,
clatter, clatter as the mighty locomotive
got under way, and roller-skates were run
over an empty steel tank to produce the
offect of tho mighty pistons and driving-
wheels clanking into motion.

Faster and faster went tho scrubbing-
brush, faster and faster rolled the skates,
louder and louder they clanged on  tho
hollow steel tank, and then softer and
softer as the locamun\c soughed herself to
silence in the d mncc

¢ the “Toy-§ absent-mindedly
utting the tin whmlc into my pocket.
ut the magician-shopwalker felh.w saw
me, so I didn't get away \,nth 18

21 willg
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