

















go across to the main line at East-
leigh.

He blinked at the small form of
Tubby perched on the wall high above
him.

“ Come on ! ” he bawled.
safe as houses ! ”

“No fear!”
came back the
distant tones of
Tubby Muffin.
“I'd rather
chance Pankley
any day.”

" Youfat funk!
I tell you it's

“It's as

Lovell broke
off as Tubby sud-
denly disappear-
ed from sight on
the other side of
the wall. Per-
haps Pankley was
drawing near to
him.

“Silly ass!”
sniffed Lovell.
‘““ There's nothing
—Whoohoooop!
What—what——
Ow!”

Lovell shrieked
as something
suddenly clutch-
ed his foot with
a terrificgrip. A
spasm of throb-
bing pain shot
up his leg. He
blinked down-
wards in agonised
amazement.
Then he saw !

The signalman in the box at the
entrance to the tunnel—which was
out of sight around a bend—had
just changed over the points. And
that iron prong gripped Lovell’s foot
to the metals of the down line.

HA

slippery bank.

To save himself from falling, Tubby threw his weight on
the branch of a bush, his feet threshing wildly on the
But the branch broke and Tubby went
into the ditch with a squelching slide.

Lovell struggled and panted, but
his foot was crushed close in that iron
embrace. He could not even move it
an inch. Perspiration of fear broke
out on his forehead.

‘“Help!" he shouted frantically.
“ Help!'"

There was a
sudden clatter
behind him.
He turned his
head and saw
that the signal
for the down
line to Coombe
and Winchester
had just fallen.
Then he remem-
bered that the
train to Win-
chester arrived
at Coombe at
three-twelve.

He had no
idea of the time,
but he judged
that it must be
three o’clock or
after. A wild
blink along the
rails towards the
tunnel showed
him the posi-
tion.

The cutting,
at that point,
took an acute
curve, which
gave a view
ahead of no
more than thir-
ty-five or forty
yards. Inother
words, as Lovell
told himself with a groan, the driver
of the Winchester train would be
about forty yards away from him
before he saw him. This train always
came up to Coombe at a fair pace,
for it was a non-stop from Lantham.
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There would be no chance for it
to pull up in time. Lovell knew that.
He groaned in terror and wrenched
so furiously at his leg that he felt he
must have dislocated his ankle.

“Help ! ” he shrieked hopelessly.
“Help 1'”

THE THIRD CHAPTER
. ‘ PRESENCE OF MIND.”
‘HeEre!”
: Lovell covered his face with
his hands.

It was his last effort to make the
man in the signal-box hear him. It
had to be the last, for on the air was
the rumble of an approaching train.
It echoed back and forth in the deep
clay walls of the cutting until the
whole earth seemed to shake with it.

hen came the clank of the engine and

the puffing of steam.
_ Lovell stared eagerly ahead. Judg-
ing by the sound, the train was not
travelling so fast as usual ; it seemed,
indeed, to be getting up speed after
ahalt. And as he stared with terrible
eagerness at the curve before him, the
rumble suddenly smote him from
behind, and he realised that it was an
up-train, and not the down-train,
which was approaching. 4

At this fact his heart beat wildly.

here was the barest possible hope,
the faintest vestige of hope that some-
thine would be done for him before
the Winchester train thundered out
of the tunnel. He half turned and
Ssaw the engine rounding the bend
—a fussy little tank engine.

He threw himself sideways across
the down line in order to be out of
reach of the train. He did not dare
take his eyes from the curve ahead,
for the rattle of the up-tran now
blotted out every sound, and the
other might come on him unprepared.
Not, as he told himself with a shudder,
that it would make any difference.
Indeed, it would be almost better for

death to strike unperceived than
for him to watch its swift approach.

The driver of the tank engine gazed
blankly at Lovell as it snorted by.

“ Get off the track, you young
fool | ” he shrieked, not perceiving
that Lovell’s foot was caught.

Lovell gave him a haggard blink,
and attempted to call attention to his
foot, but the engine swept on.

Then suddenly a loud cry rang
above the clamour.

“ Lovell 1

"He stared at the carriages above
him, and saw Jimmy’s white face
being carried past at the window of
a third-class compartment. _Through
the glass he could glimpse Raby and
Nechome.

Y Jimmy—my foot
wildly. =

Jimmy took in the situation at a
glance, and an icy hand clutched his
heart. He remembered that the Win-
chester train was due at Coombe at
three-twelve. It was three-ten at
that moment.

Almost mechanically his grasp
closed over the communication cord.
He pulled it frantically.

”,flmmy——what " gasped Raby,
white-faced.

Jimmy set his teeth ~ He perceived
the signal-box floating past them,
and knew that the train would not
stop for perhaps a hundred yards or
so. With one gound he sprang across
the carriage, upsetting his chums.
He wrenched open the other door and
leaped out towards the bed of ferns
and gorse on the embankment.

“ Jimmy |’ shrieked Newcome and
Raby, clutching each other with terror.

Crgsh !

‘ Oooooh | ”” gasped Jimmy.

The landing kgnogkedjall th}(’i breath
out of his body. Winded and bruised
he rolled down the slope and bumped
on the gravel at the side of the track.
Feeling half dazed, he staggered up,

» he shrieked
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With a shrieking of brakes,
the locomotive rushed on,
as it scemed to Lovell’s
horrified eyes, with
tremendous speed. Nearer
and nearer it came—rock-
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stumbled across the metals and waved
his hand fiercely to the signalman
who was regarding him with wide-
open, terrified eyes.

‘ Stop the down-train | " shrieked
Jirlnmy fiercely. ‘“ Stop it!| Stop
lt ”

“ Get off the down track, you
fool | "’ screamed the signalman.

He pointed wildly as he spoke,
and Jimmy was in time to see a large
engine leap fiercely from the tunnel
amid a cloud of sparks.

He sprang on the embankment and
waved his arms above his head. For

one second he glimpsed a red face
%oggling at him from the cab of the

ig locomotive, then there was a
screaming and tearing as the powerful
brakes were applied. The train
seemed to shiver from end to end.

Then Jimmy raced to the signal-
box.

‘““ Switch over the points!” he
yelled, and promptly collapsed in a
stupor at the foot of the steps.

Arthur Lovell heard the screaming
before the engine appeared in sight.
When it breasted the corner, it was
rocking on the metals with the force
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of the brakes, but was still rushing on
as it seemed to Lovell’s horrified
eves, with tremendous speed. Nearer
and nearer it came — rocking and
swaying with a shrieking, clanging
and hissing as its speed diminished.
Then there came a jolt which rocked
the train from engine to guard’s van,
and the giant buffers of the engine
came to rest within three yards of
Lovell’s pallid face.

At the same moment, the points
shifted over and Lovell fell across the
metals and crawled to the grass on
the embankment.

“ Thanks aw-awfully | ”’ he stut-
tered feebly to the astonished driver.
* You—you can go on now.”

“ It was presence of mind |’ said
Lovell firmly.

He was sitting in the patient’s chair
in the Rookwood sanatorium, while
the nurse, grinning covertly, bandaged
his ankle. Seated on three other
chairs, and looking fit to eat him, were
Silver, Raby and Newcome.

The chums, abandoning their after-
noon trip, had returned to Coombe in
the down train. A motor ambulance,
kindly lent by the Cottage Hospital,
had conveyed Lovell back to Rook-
wood.

“ It was presence of mind!” re-
peated Lovell. “ If I hadn’t had
the presence of mind to get down on
the railway track, Pankley & Co.
would have tied me up and masked
me, like they did Tubby Muffin after
he left me. Think of that, you men !”’

Jimmy Silver and his chums were

thinking of it. And only the presence
of the matron saved Lovell from
common assault. i
“ You—you—you frabjous owl!”
asped Jimmy.
4 “pLuc'l{rily,”y said Lovell firmly, *“ I
had the presence of mind to dodge
them by climbing down the embank-
ment. And so I wasn’t caught and
Muffin was.”

“ Oh, great pip ! ”

The nurse coughed. .

“ Master Lovell,” she said, ‘‘ the
injury to your ankle appears to be
more as the result of your wrenching
than the grip of the metals.”

“1 shouldn’'t wonder,” Lovell
agreed. ‘I struggled pretty hard.”

“ What I mean 1s,” said the nurse,
with an innocent look in her blue
eyes, ““if you had unlaced your shoe,
you might have freed your foot.
Why didn’t you do that ? ”

Lovell’s jaw dropped in consterna-
tion. He gaped blankly at the nurse.

“ Gug-great Scott!” he gurgled.
“ I never thought of that !

““Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Jimmy
Silver & Co. -

Clasping each other gleefully, the
three chums rose and staggered out
of the sanatorium. In ten minutes
all Rookwood knew the story of
Lovell’s *“ presence of mind.’

Lovell soon got over the severe
caning the Head thought fit to bestow
on him. But he did not so soon get
over the chaff of the juniors. And
to this day he blushes whenever he
hears anyone utter the words :

“ Presence of mind | ”’

POPPOPOPPOPPPPRPAAIRRIEO®O O
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e THE END °®
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AROUND ROOKWOOD

POSY LT

]IN Hampshire’s lovely woods there stands
A building grey and hoary,
And many a sage
In every age
Has witnessed to its glory.
The fame of Rookwood School demands
High place in song and story.

The Abbey Ruins are close by,
Now overgrown with brambles ;
There, so they say,
On Christmas Day
A ghostly Abbot rambles.
If he is seen by passers-by,
There follow shrieks and scrambles.
By Stuckey Croft, the Governor's place,
A little stream meanders.
The turf is soft
At Stuckey Croft,
But he who on it wanders,
A master’s ““ jaw "’ may have to face,
With possibly six ¢ handers.”

On summer days a little copse
To Rookwooders gives shelter ;
In there it’s cool,
Though at the school
They all perspire and swelter ;
And when the hated lesson stops
They rush off helter-skelter.
Down lower is * The Bird in Hand,”
Where Carthew comes to anchor.
He tries to win
A pot of tin
At billiards or at banker ;
But, as a rule, he loses and
His pleasure turns to rancour.
On every side are rolling hills
With little clumps and hollows ;
And when the cows
Go there to browse
The fearsome bullock follows ;
And there the little wheatear trills
Among the darting swallows.

The sunset with a touch of fire
On Rookwood’s walls is gleaming ;

3 o TS Then sinks from sight,
RN ..r’ I;géminnﬁﬁ(luv-/{u;w iyl i And it is night :
PRNI " sz Wl o The lady moon is beaming
g b j ,;*_'r £ L IR In silver on this lovely shire—
T o And Rookwood lies a-dreaming.

iy e .
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