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PROLOQUE—1870.
Under the stunted mallee” bush a
hollow had been made in the sandy
so1l: over the bush a ragged blanket

had been spread to form a shadow, .

yet 1t was hot, very hot in that
hollow, and the lean, emaciated
figure  lying on iis back had not

shifted its position for many hours.

The : scene around was desolate
enough; low lying hills and dried,
barren country.
clump of mallee broke the surface,

casting black shadows on the thirsty

soil, and far in the distance arose
the shoulders of higher hills.

A typical stretch of Australian
back-bleck country; dreary, deso-
late, bare.

As the sun climbed steadily into
ihe brazen sky, 1t struck down on
the figure lying in the hollow, and
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its scorching rays brought a feeble
movement from the 1nert shape.
The man stirred, shifting his position
uneasily, trying to work his way
deeper into the heart of ‘the bush.

His lips were blackened and dried:
the eyes were mere pin: points of
faded light set in the deep sunken
sockets: the hands were so thin that
the veins and bones could be seen
through the shrivelled skin:

Close to the bush a small fire had

"been lighted on the previous night,

and round its grey ashes were scat:
tered a few aftticles, a pick, a knap-

sack, a rusted revolver, a belt, -and

one or two garments,
a blanket roll. s

On the bush above the man’s head
was suspended- a water-bottle, but

together with

its sides were dried and the wuseless

cork hung from its cord,

*
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Presently, from beyond the slope
another man come toiling up. He
was naked to the waist and his shorts
were ragged and torn, while for foot-
ware he had wrapped strips of canvas
round  his feet. A baltered wide-
awake was on his head.and his beard

‘reached almost to his ‘naked, bony

breast. TRy A
He, too, seemed. to have suffered,
yet there was a suggestion of

reserved strength behind his move-
ments as- he came across the lonely

“scrubland.

He rounded the bush and, as his

“slanting shadow crossed the hollow,

&=

the gaunt figure lying there stirred,
then raised itself on one thin arm
and from the cracked lips there came
a. voice which was little more than
a croak.

“That you, Len?”
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“Any luck?”
The eyes peered out from the
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hollow sockets. and by way of reply

the standing figure reached for the

water-bottle which hung by its side.

and held it out, upside down !

The emaciated form wunder the
bush dropped back with a sigh.

“That settles 1t, L.en. I’'m done!”

“1 have searched everywhere for
water.”

“Yes, yes, I know 1t!” the man
croaked. “Can’t be helped, Len.
Just my luck.”

The other man seated himself
under the shadow of the bush close
to where his companion lay.

“ Perhaps you will be better when
night comes,”” he said.

“No, Len, 1 won’t—I'm going!
Bad luck, too, old man—just hand

nugget,
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me that—that nugget again—show

1t to me, old son.”

- The seated figure slipped his hand
into his belt, and drew out a small,
leather bag, from which he produced
a plece of glinting metal. [t was a
rough shaped and corru-
gated, but a perfect specimen.

The lean fingers reached out for
it, and closed over the lump.

“Gold. Len, gold, and there’s
millions of pounds’ worth back there,
which you and I could have.”

The shape dropped back into the
hollow holding the nugget between
his fingers.

“You will have to go on, Len.
I'm done, buit—you seem to  be
stronger. Dunno how it is, for I
was always reckoned toughest of the
two, Len.’”

A shadow crossed the face of thei
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A SPLENDID COMPLETE ROOKWOOD SCHOOL STORY BY OWEN CONQUEST.

The i1st Chapter.
WMr. Manders Puts His Foot Down !
““Rotten news!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Poor old Head !”

Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood were quite con-
cerned.

‘about the Head. The}r hardly came
within that great man’s orbit. Still,
respected Dr. Chisholm very

they |
and they hiked him more or

much,
]Pns

And unybnﬁy could feel sympa-
thetic towards a chap who was down
with the flu.  Matters might have
been worse, of course. It might have
bheen one of the Fistical Bmur them-
selves.  Still, it was rough on the
Head.

“MThen he won't be coming back’for
the new term !’ said Arthur Edward
Lovell, very ihuuﬂ*htfullm

““Can’ t, 1f he's got the flu!
Raby.
| “T suppose that means that Mr.
Manders will carry or

“Phew !”

The 'chums of the Fourth looked
craver than ever.

They
But they were still more' sorry for
themselves, 1f Mr. Manders, the
sxtremely unpopular Modern master,
‘““carried on ” in the Head’s place.

“Y say, that “will  be - awfully
mtten ” said Jiummy Silver seriously.

“*We mmply can’t stand Manders !”’
said New-

17 lsaid

“Not at any price!”
come.

“Still, he won’t have much to do
with the Classical side,” said Jimmy.
*“And our merry Form-master, Mr.
Dalton, will keep him in his place if
he kicks over the traces. Lucky
Dalton’s out of sanny. Pocor old
Head! 1 never thought the time
would come when we should miss the
Head ! But it has!”

*“Yes, rather |

“Iva been thinking,” continued
Jimmy Silver. “As a rule we don’t
have much to do with the Head!
Not to put toc fine a point on 1it,
we're rather glad of that. It's a bit
disconcerting when the headmaster
drops on a chap suddenly and asks
him how many beans make five.
Still, the Head 1s a good old sort—
ever so much better than Manders at

the worst i

“ear, hear!”

i B i,hml-,. it’s up to us to sym-
p&thlse ? said Jimmy Silver. “M

1ded, 15 a telegram from the Eouith
Form——""

“Telegrams cost
marked NEWDGI'HE
sort of way.

“1 know they do, fathead; but the
Head doesn’t fatch filu every term!
Besides, it won’t amount to much
’iplﬂdd over the whole ¥orm. Agam,
it’s only a case of sympathising with
the Head!” went on Jimmy Silver
sagely. “Your Uncle James has
been cogitating. If there’s trouble
with Manders while the Head’s away,
there’ll be trouble with the
when he comes back. And a tele-
gram of sympathy will show him, in
advance, what really nice chaps we
are, and how what we really want is
law and order and our headmaster at
home——-7"

“Ha. ha, ha'l”

29

money ! re-

it a thoughtful

“T’'ve got a telegraph-form here,
somewhere,” said Jimmy, groping in
his GCl‘h.Et for a stump of pencil.

b We Il make 1t a really nice message,
and all the Fourth &hall sign it and
pay, for their signatures, so it won't
come so very heavy on this study.”

“(;r(} d i

Jimmy Silver sorted the telegraph-
form out of a drawer, and chewed his
stump of pencil, and reflected. Then,
as the apnlt moved him, he seribbled
on the form:

“Dear Head —Sorry to hear . you
are crocked. Buclu, up and get wel

miss vou awiully

were sorry for the Head!

Head |

As a rule, they did not bother much | and walked along the Fourth Form
l-

and come back to Rookwood.
“ TimMy SILVER.”

“He ought to feel jolly flattered
when he gets that !”” said Lovell.

“May even do him cood, you
l{zmt.v,” said George Ii*n.b with a
nod? ‘“Invalids get bueked you
know, by Iund wishes and symp&thv
and so on.’

“You fellows sign after me,”
Jimmy.

“Right-ho 1"’

Three signatures were added to the
telegram. Arthur KEdward Lovell
wrote his name 1n full ; but on second
thoughts ecrossed out the ‘ Arthur

| D dwa,rd %00 At id s penny A word,
“T.ovell 2’ sufhiced.

Jimmy Silver took

sa1cl

the telegram,

He dropped into
cathering signa-

passage with it.
study after
tures,

““Now, what about the Modeins?”
asked Lﬂvcll as Jimmy stood in the
FFourth ]."mm passage with the well-
filled form in his hand.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Of course, the Modern tellows are
outsiders,’” he remarked. * But they
may as well come into this! It will
look better coming from the whole
Form—Modern as well as Classical.
Liet’s take if over to thetir side.”

And the Fistical Four left the
Schoo! House, and walked across the

quad to Mr, Manders’ House, to
Ubtam the signatures of Tommy Dodd
& Co. of the Modern Fourth to that
sympathetic telegram.

As they came into Mr. Manders’
House, the first person they met was
Mpr. R{)ffer Manders himself.

The Fistical _
willingly passed on

M.

study,

would have
without seeing
Manders; but that cross-
tempered ”BI]tlEIHﬂn was not to be
passed unseen. He called on them to
stop. They stopped.

“Kandly tell
doing here,

Manders crossly.
2

Four

me what you are
Silver,” said Mr.
“T1 have already
warned you--—-—
“We———""
“ Another disturbance, I have mno
doubt,” said Mr. Manders acidly.
“Y‘Jhag.m that 1n your hand, Silver ? 3

“A-—a telegram, sir. We—we
want. the Mt}dern ehaps to sign 1t.
It’s a telegram of sympathy to the
Hﬂfld .

*““Ridiculous !’

““Oh, sir!” murmured Jimmy.

“Give it to me 17 ‘

The captain of the Fourth obedi-
ently handed the sympathetic tele-

gram to Mgz, Manders, though his
eyes glinted.  Mr. Manders gldnced
at it, the four juniors watching him,
and u]aculated
‘“ Rubbish !”
“We'd like the Head to know i
bezan Jimmy.
“1 sha!l not allow any such ridi-
culous  proceeding !” said My
Manders, and he tore the telegraph-

form across. “1 forbid you to dﬂ
anything of the kind, ‘%ﬂver Ly

“Oh!”’ gasped Lovell.

“*Now return to vour own house,
and let me hear no more of this non-
sense,” commanded Mr. Manders.

And the chums of the Classical
Fourth went out into the guadrangle
in silence, with feelings that could
not have been expm%ed I words.

s
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The 2nd Chapter.
Roger Manders Takes a Hand !

The new term had not opened
auspiciously at Rookwood.
Mr. Manders was satisfied, but pro-

bably no one else in the old sf_hc}ol
shared his happy state.

The influenza epidemic which had
detained the Rookwooders at school
through the Christmas vacation, was
happﬂy over. The Rookwooders had
stood that with fortitude, especially
the Rookwooders who hadn’t heen
down with the fu.

- Now that it was over, and the new
term had started, Rookwood had ex-
pected to proceed upon the former
even tenor of its way. = Instead of
which, there was more irouble.
Putty of the Fourth remarked that
it would have been more considerate

{ of the Head to have had his influenza

at the same time as the other fellows,

We 1

Then he could have come back for

| the new term.

tinued

Unluckily, the Head was beginning
where the others left off, so to
speak ; and he wasn’t coming back.
It might be a week, or it might be
months before Dr. Chisholm was seen
at Rookwood again. In the mean-
time, Mr. Manders, as senior master,
took the head of affairs. "

Auny other master would have been
preferred. Jimmy Silver & Co.,
talking 1t over, agreed upon that.

‘“l“’ime s old Greely, Lhe ma ster of
the ¥ifth,” said JIIHH]_‘}T ** Pompous
old bluater, of course; but we could
have stood him. He’'s quite ’r,mle 30
long as you don’t pull higs leg.’

“The Shell master 1sn’t hnd > said

Lovell. “Of course, Mooney 1s a bit
of an ass! But we could stand
Mooney.

‘“Bohun of the Third is all right,”
said Raby. ‘‘He plays footer, for
one thing. We could have stood Mr.
Bonun.”

“Iven Wiggins!” said Newcome.
“1t would be’a bit infra dig to have
the Second Form master for Head;
but we could have stood Wiggins at a
pinch.”’

“Of course, our own Form- m.ist-er
ought to have been the man;” said
Jlmm} Silver. **Mr. Dalton would
have been IT.” |

said the Co.

‘“ Hear, hear!”
dially.

“He’s the youngest master,’
Jimmy. ‘“Manders the
oldest. It goes by seniority. In a
ploperiy-mnstltutnd school 1t would

go by juniority.”
“0Oh, my hat!” said Lovell.

COx-
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“D.u;k Dalton would play the
game,’ mid Jimmy. .Dd.lt{)l'l 5 A
good sort, and a sportsman. Man-

ders 15dbez=st"’

“The last w {}I‘d in beasts!” agreed
IJD‘VEH

“The masters don’t like him,
either. I've heard that he’s been
interfering with Mr. Greely in the

Fifth: 1 saw Greely stalking along
the corridor as red as a turkey-cock.
Hauff;:}m of the Fiith said there was a
rowW.

‘“He’d better not interfere with
Dicky Dalton !” said Lovell warmly.
“I’ll back Dicky up against the old
crow.”’

“Yes, rather!”

““ Ahem !”’

The Fistical XFour were holding
that little discussion outside the
Form-room door a few days after the
beginning of term. The cough that
reached their ears warned fhem that
their Form-master was coming along.
The discussion ceased at once, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. glanced rather
apprehensively at Mpr. Dalton as he
passed mto the Form-room. Mr.
Richard Dalton gave them a rather
severe glance, but he went in without
a word. Dicky Dalton could always
be relied upon to take no notice of
remarks that were not meant for his
ears.

The Fourth Form—Modern and
Classical-—took their places in the
Form-room. It was HEnglish History
next; and on that subject the
Moderns studied with the Classicals.
After English History, the Modern
juniors had to clear off for German
on the Modern =ide, while the
Classicals devoted their attention to
Latin Syntax. |

English History was
way, when the
opened, and Mr.
walked 1n.

Mr. Dalton saluted him politely,
supposing that the Modern master
had dropped in to speak about some
casunal matter.

He was mistaken 1n that. |

Sometimes the Head of Rookwood

well under
Form-room door
Roger "Manders

dropped into a classroom and
listened for a time to the lesson, and
“chipped 1n ”  occasionally with a

few words. By that means the Head
kept both masters and boys well up to
the mark. But the lHead had tact

and grace, and he could always drop
in without giving offence, pspemaﬂ
as his high position entitled him to
being

do . | 50, Mr. Manders,
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Muffin,” said LMI’,.

Price

the position of the
(hisholm’s
without the
and,

in
Head, was adopling Dnr.
manners and custoins,

prestige of his high autherity,
indeed, without excuse at all,
other masters had nothing whatever
to learn from Roger Manders.

“Proteed, proceed!” said Mr.
Manders, with a slight wave of the
hand, as if encouraging the young
master who was in charge of the
Fourth. “1 am not going to mter-
rupt—at present. I w i1l take a seat.’

Mr. Dalton looked at him _

“PDo you wish to be present during
the lesson, Mr. Manders 2’ he asked.

“ Exactly.

“Smelv you will find it rather tire-
some ?”’ said Mr. Dalton politely.

“T am the best judge of that, Mr.
Dalton.”

The Fourth Form master coughed.

“The fact 1s,”” continued Mr.
Manders, “I am not wholly satisfied
with this Form, Mr. Dalton.”

“Indeea !”

“1 fear that thére i1s considerable
slackness among some of the boys,
and I intend to satisfy myself upon
that point.”

Mr. Dalton’s look at the Modern
master became fixed.

“Dyr. Chisholm honours me with
his confidence, Mr. Manders,” hLe
said. “His belief is that I am quite
capable of conducting my Form un-
aided.”

The Fourth-Formers exchanged
glances of satisfection. Mr. Manders
was ‘“butting in,” but they hoped,
and believed, that Dicky Dalton would
give as good as he got.

““No doubt, no dnubt ? said Mr.
Manders Cﬂll‘ﬂi “But it is my duty
to exercise some ﬁupewmmn and
that 1s my intention.’

“With the single exception of the
Head, sir, a ]301111—:11aster is supreme
in hIS own Form-room.’ _

“Quite so. And as I am now 1n
the place of the Head, 1 intend to
carry out the Head's ‘duties in his
absence, Mr. Dalton.”

Mr. Manders spoke in a tone of
ﬁnahty, and plumped himself down
on chair. The Fourth Form
master looked at him grimly, for
some moments, and seemed to reflect.
Then he tumed away quietly, with-
out answering, and proceeded with
the lesson. It was his desire to
avoid anp unseemly altercation in the
presence of the boys.

Mr. Manders looked on and

listened, his sharp eyes scanning the
juniors ::m]j, too evidently in the hope
of finding fault.
- Unlue k1l there was plenty of fault
to be immd Some of the Fourth
were . well up in their subject, some
weren't.  Mr. Manders was not silent
more than five minutes. He
chipped in with a remark, and then
with another remark, and then with a
third, all of which Mr. Dalton bore
with exemplary patience. But the
lI'om th Form master turned to him at
ast .

“Really, Mr. Manders, I must
remind 011 that I am Lﬂnductmg this
lesson !’ i he said tartly.

“Not quite to my Hatmfaﬂtion, Mr.
Dalton.”

“So long as I satisfy the Head I
am content.” |

“You will kindly regard me as
headmaster so lﬁng as T occupy the
Head’ position.’

. Dalton drew a deep breath.

it I cannot undertake to instruct my
class with another person interfer-
ing,” he said, coming out quite into
the open at last. “Tf you wish to
conduct the lesson }"Elﬂlbblf M.

Manders, kindly do so.”

Mr. Manders rose.

“The fact 1s, T think I had better
do s0,” he saud. “*“Some of these
boys are shockingly backward—
Muffin especially. Give me your
book, Mr. Dalton. Now, you may
listen to me for a time.” .

Mr. Dalton stood silent. The

Modern master’s mtervention was in
bad taste; yet the young man could
not quite see how it was to be dealt
with. For undoubtedly Mr. Manders
was, for the present, in the position
of hﬂddmﬂstﬂ the Head’s mantle
had fallen upmn him {emporarily, so
to speak. Tact and good taste would
have made Mr. Manders extremely
delicate 1 handling his new powers.

- But Roger Manders had never ‘been

famous for tact or good taste.
“Muffin ! he mpped out. |
e 615 dear | Yes, siv!” mumbled
Muffin, preparing for the worst. |
Mr. Manders had obviously selected
Muflin, as the dunce of the class, m
order to make out a case, as it were.
““1 shall ask you a few questions,
Manders.

t92

sir !

“Thank
Tubby. | |
“Kindly tell me the date of the
onanish Armada.”
Tubby Mufn locked at Jimmy
silver helplessly.  Tubby never was
strong on dates—excepting the kind
that were bought in baxes at the

tuckshop. Tubb" CULIId have dealt !

you, mumbled

for rhv

T heree Ha-li‘pmmm

L7

i

1t was very bad.

u
5
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of dates of- that

with any number

kind, But historical dates worried
1110 SIS L e
“Silver, vou will not speak to
Mouoffin ! A
“Oh! Yes! No, sir!” stammered
JHunmy.

““ Answer me, Mufiin!”
Tubby blinked helplessly, -

suddenly he yelped out:
*$1588, siv I’

Then

My, Manders ought to have looked
pleased. As a matter of absolute

1a(t he looked disappoeinted. . Every
follow in the Fourth could see that he
had hoped to catch Muffin “out.”

“Very good!” said Mr. Manders,
whose expression really indicated that
il mll try you on
a few more dates, Muffin !”

“Certainly, sir!”? said Muffin cheer-
fully.

Muffin’s despondency, when called
on by Mr. Manders, had left him. e
]00119{1 quite merry and bright.

The reason was obvious 1.0 some of
the Yourth, who grinned. Valentine
M c111111gt011 was scated in the desk
before Muffin. Morny had quietly
jotted the required date on a piece of
paper, and held 1t behind him--
Morny was great on dates. Tubby
Muffin, with a full view of the paper
behind Morny’s back, was therefore
unusually well -informed ; while Mr.
Manders, standing well in front of the
class, was quite ignorant of what was
going on. Mr. Dalton may have
observed it, but it was no business
of his to teach his instructor how to
conduct a history class. L

Mir. Manders puu%d a moment or
two; in actual fact, he was not strong
on dates himself.
advantage of a book in his hand;-

“The date of the lnglish Revolu-
tion, Mufhn?”

Tuhbv Mufhin 'k eﬂected
appeared to reflect. Ile was, trmnmg
time while Morny seribbled a dﬂte on
his paper, under his desk, and put his
hand behind him again.

“ 1688, mm."

“Ah! Hem! VEI‘U gﬂ{}d ty chr
memory seems to have uup;rmed

Muffin. You did not answer Mr.
Dalton so readily. Now, give me the
date of the—the—the DBattle of
Waterloo.” e
181D, Blr.’
“Hem !

’lhe exact date, ple.;L se 17
A slight p&usa .

“ June 18th,

“Very guﬂd' Appment]y you can
remember, Muffin, when you are
dealine with a master who I3 Imt to
be tuﬂed wit

Mr. Dalton bit his lip. .

“We will try your Lnnwledge i
little further, Mufbn. Can you give

me the year mf the Reform Bill 52
‘1832, sir.
“ What king succeeded Ru,hmd the
Third upon the throne ?”
“Henry the Seventh, sir.” |

““Which king preceded Richard the

Third 7’ i
“Tdward the Fourth, sir.”
There was a titter in the class,

every fellow now being aware of the
source of Tubby’s remarkable stock
of information. Mr. Manders
frowned, and proceeded : A
““One more question, Mufhn—the
date of the Conquest?” it
Tubby Muffin’s answer was astound-
ing : |
£ 9901, sir o

The 3rd Ghapter
Trouble in tha Furm—ﬁanm !

“ll\hne thousand, nine hunrhed and
one !”’

That was Tubby Muffin’s :IIL]dZIHg
answer, made with as muuh conti-
denr*e as his previous answers.;

Manders jumped. Thblﬂ was
a ol *glc-' in the class.

It Tubbv had said 1060, or 1070, or
even 1266, it would have hﬂf‘ll compre-
hensible. But 9901 was too much—-
the present year of grace being only
1922.  Pubby had pmbt—dd,ted the
No 1]111;11*1 Conquest much tog, exten-
s1V

“What!” gasped Mr. Mamier&.
t  What did you say, Muffin?”

“Nine thousand, nine hundred and

121

one, sir!
“Ts the boy mad?” |
Tubby blinked in -_,urpllat He

had done well, so far, and he did not
see what was wrong now. 'lhat 0901
lmd not . yet unnf*d ancd was not
likely to arrive in Regma]d Mufhin’s

lifetune, he did not take into
account. Dates, to Muffin, were

horrid things thut he had to remen-
ber aﬂmehnw he never connected
them in his fat mind with realities.

éh, did not sce why 9901 wmuld not
0

Pn}bdlml it had never 0{“{11}'1‘&!(] {0
Muffin that 1066 was a real period,
when things had ac tuallv happened ;
to him 1t was a “date.” And one
date was as good as another 10
Muffin, so long as he escaped ”lltm
or detemmu

. Mr, Manders glanced at DMlr.
Dalton.  That wentleman shrugged
hiz shoulders, 18¢v111g the Modern

Al
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seded. rand he declined to be drawn |

in.  As a matter of fact, he could see
perfectly well from where he stood
what was going on; and was aware
that Mornington, having scribbled
1066 7 on his fragment of ga.per and
held it behind him, had madvertently
held it upside-down, so that the hap-
less Mufhn read it as 9901 !

“Is the boy out of his senses
exclaimed Mr. Manders. “‘Ov is this
sheer nmpertinence ?  Muffin, repeat
vour statement !" | ;
29801, sir 17 stammeved Muffin, less
canfidently than betore. |

“Are you aware, Muflin, that we

Yy
¥

are at present only in the twentiech

century 7”7 thundered Mr. Mandets,
R ORI X ey ey -
“And wvou tell me that the

Conquest took vlace in the hundredth
century ! shrieked Mr. Manders.

Tubby Muffin jumped.

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all, sir!”

“What 1s 9901, then, you crass
boy " |

“Kh? It's a date, sir!” stuttered
1ubby. [

“Upon my word!” Mr. Manders,
in his wrath and excitement, strode
towards the class, to come to.close
quarters with Tubby. He had [;Ii*Eed

up Mr. Dalton’s cane. ° Boy
“Ten sixty-six, sir!” suddenly

velled Tubby.

Mornington had realised what must
‘have happened, and he had reversed
his indicator. 9901 became 10606 just

in time, and Tubby Mufin yelled 1t |

out in a great hurry. |

“OR"?  elaculated Mr. Manders.
“You were quite aware of the real
“date' w1l the time, then?”’

“Wot all the time, sir—I've only
just-«1—I mean-—I—I—-"" babbled
Tubby helulessly.

“Your former answer was intended
for impertinence, Muffin!”

“ Ok, no, sir !’ groaned Tubby. “1
1 wouldn’t be impertinent {o you,
sir. I—D'd rather be impertinent to
. wild tiger in the jungle, sir!”

e g Ray ! WAl

¢ Balence |
ders.' "7 {
-~ Movay had slipped ihe paper on his
form ¢ Mr., Mandeys came néar. and

he sat on it to conceal it. Unfortu-
Jnately o cgftier  showed, and Mz,

Manders' keen eves spotted it.

“(five the that paper, Moriing- |

ton |
“What vavper, sir 7"
“The paper yon are trying to con:
eeal 170 hooted Al Mandeys, | " |
think T can divine what has been hap-
pening--under my eyes. 'That paper
~ attotroe 17
Metmington,
handed over the napey,
laglked At the ‘10667
1, andismiled batterls,
™o {hat is how work is done in
this Farme-room |7 he sard catstieally,
) amn scarcely surpriged at this, Mr.
Daiton. It is evidently high time
that somicona supervised work i this

XN

raom |

with 8 ) grimace,
Mr. Manders
seribbled on

“Hnch a0 frick has never Dbeen
: ; ; % b ARG A ae " o
plaved on me, Mt Mandets,” said

the Peurth Form mrasier ecoldlyv.
Y We shouldn't think of plaving
Cpickd iy out own Form-master, sir.”
waid Mormington, with cheerful cool-
e el _
“8ilence, Mommgton !  You will
take a hundred lines, and vou will
do the same, Mufhin !’ Mr. Mandoers
returned to his place before the c¢lass.
“And . pow, Mernington, as you seem
so well informed that you give
informmation to others by trickery, weé
Cwill test vour knowledge.”
- Valentine Mornington had a
dogged look. He was in nowise pre-
ared te knuckle under to the inter-
ering  DModern  master. Jimmy
Silver, as he caught the expression on

Morny’s face, guessed that trouble

was coming.
"1 will ask you a few questions,
Mornington.  You are well up in
dates, apparently,” said Mr. Manders
bitterly. “What is the date of the
Battle of Sedgemoor, and who was in
command on either side?”
. *Nineteen-ninety, sir!”’ said Morn-
ington coolly. = “The I'rench were
comwanded by General Foeh, and the
Abyssinians by Lovrd Roberts.”
~ *Ha, ha, ha!? yelled the Fourth,
“in great deiight. !
 And even Mr. Dalton smiled at that
answer. Mr. Manders seemed trans-
ﬁied. AN

““ Are vou not aware that the
" Buttle of Sedgemoor was durin

Monmouth’s rebellion in England,
Morningion?”’ he thundered.

“Was 1t really, sir? Wasn’t it
“duritig  Napoleon's ecampaign  1n
Russia?” asked Morny 1nniocently.

. “This 1s impertinence, Morning-
tont?

Thomaer
91 will give you one more chance,”
“sald 'Mre. Manders, snapping his

teeth. “You are probably - aware
that  Queen Mary came  after

Fdward VI.

| , Who came after Queen
Mary?” |

thundeted Mr. Man-« |

i T e R

X i

1

“Philip of Spain, sir.”

“What?”

“Isn’t that right, sir?”

“You must be perfectly aware that
Philip of Spain was never King of
England, Mornington.”

“You didn't ask me that, sir!
You asked me who came after Queen
Mary. Philip of Spain must have

come after her, becuuse she married

him.”’

“Ha, ha, hal” |

Mr, Manders looked at the cheerful
Morny like a basilisk.  Tvidently
Morny was putting his own construc-
tion on the words * came after.”

“ Are vou venfuring to jest with
me, Mornington?”  gasped  Mr.
Mandeérs at last.

‘““Jent so, sir!” e

“Wha-a-a-at1” | -

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the Fourth.

“Blesz my soul!” exclaimed My,
Manders. *““The-—-the wretched boy
18 actually venturing to—to—to make
puns—frivolous” and idiotic puns—in
the course of a lesson! 1Is this how
the class 1s conducted in this Form-
room, Mr. Dalton ™ |

“Not by me, sir,”” said My, Dalton.
“Doubtless y6u  have your own
methods. Theyv are not mune.”

“Mornington, stand out here!”

“What faor, sir?” .

“1 am going to cane you with the
utmost severity !”

“You're not. sir!”’

“What?” spluttered Mr. Manders,
scarcely crediting that he had heard

| MORNIMCTON KICKS !
aright. “What did you say? Re-

peat your wm"t‘ls, _k[ﬂrk‘u.l.]g’u;ilz.’

“You're not, sit!” repeated Morn-

mmgton calinly.

“Tro vou venture to disobey me,
Mornington 77 |

“Just a few !” answered Mormug-
ton.

“Ha, b, bl |

“do this is the state of discipline

in this class, Mr. Dalton !’ thundered

the Modern master. *“This ' is a
pretty state of affairs! But I will
alter it, sirv,
ment. Mornington, once more 1
command you to stand forth !”
 “Whe's to come first and second
and third, then, sir?”

“What! What do you mean.?”

“1 mean, if I stand fourth!”

“Ha ‘ha, hal” |

Ewvidently it was another frivolous
and idietic pun, quite out of place in
a Form-room in lesgon-time.

Mr. Manders did not answer
Morny’s question, He made a furious
stride at the dandy of the Fourth,
grasped him by the collar, ‘and
whirled him out before the class.

“Let go, confound you!” zoared
Mornington. TR

“Whack, whack, whack !

The cane came down on Morning-

ton’s shoulders with terrific vim.
Then there was a sudden wild howl
from Mr. Manders ay the infuriated
Mornington hacked his shin,

The cane dropped to the fleor, and
Mr. Manders staggered back 1n
anguish. He hopped on one leg,
clasping the other with both hands.

The sight was too much for . the

Fourth. The Form-room fairly rocked

with laughter.
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“Oh—ah—ow! _
spluttered Mr. Manders., “Upon my
word, I-—1 have been assaulted, and
and battered! Oh-—ow! 'The boy
shall be expelled for this! Oh dear!

Yooop !

S Hay ha, ha't”

“Mpr. Dalton, take that cane and
administer a sound thrashing to that
wretched, rufianly boy!”

“1 decline to do so, sir!”

“You support him i his insolence

and = violence!”  shrieked — Mr.
Manders.  “Very well, My, Dalton
—very  well-—very well,” indeed! 1

[T will
young hooligan

shall not overlook this, sir!
deal with that—that
later! Ow 1’

Myr. Manders was evidently not
then i a state to deal with anything
but his damaged shin. e limped
out of the Form-roon, gasping--
doubtless in search of embrocation.
He needed it.

“Bilence ! stnd Mr. Dalton quietly,
and the rvoar of laughter died away
quite suddenly  ** Mornmgton, go to
vour place. We will now+—ahem !—
proceed.”

And they proceaded !

The 4ith Chapter.
War !

“{x00d old Morny !”

That was the verdict of all the
Fourth when Mr. Dalton’s class was
dismissed.
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Groogh—wow !’7 1 came into the Common-room, where

the juniors were talking, and looked

round. | |
“Mornington here!” he called out.
“ Adsum !” sasd Morny.

“Mr. Manders wants you.”

“Really 2’ drawled Mornimgton.

““And what does he want me for? Is
it an invitation to tea?”’

The fag chortled.

“He's got the Head's birch on his
study table,” he answered. °*‘Looks
to me like a4 walloping.” |

“Give my kindest regards to Mr.
Manders,” said Mornington politely,
“and mention that he can go and eat
coke.”

Wilkinzon stared.

“If you want a message like that
taken to Manders, you can j‘:}]ly well
take it yourself,” he said. I'm not
going to ask for a record licking.
Shall 1 say you won’t come?”

“Say anything you like, my dear
child, but certainly I won’t come !”’

Wilkinson  departed whistling.
There were grave faces now in the
junior Clommon-roont on the Classical
side. Nobody knew exactly to what
limits Mr, Manders’ new powers ex-
tended. But it was to be presumed
that, in the Head’s place, he had the
Head’s authority to use the bireh.
Morny’s defiance of his command was
a ratner serious matter.

Jimmy Silver looked round.

“The Form is standing by Morn-
ington in this!”? he said quietly.
“Tt’s a case of shoulder to shoulder.”

Suddsanly thare was a wild howl from tha infuriatéed NModern master

as Morny

faunched out at his shins.

The dandy of the Fourth did

fnot mean to be caned-—and he kicked !

~ Even Tommy Dodd & Co.,
Moderns were more mmclined to back
up Mr. Manders, had nothing to say
for him. The ‘“cheek” of the
Modern master in butting into Mt.
Dalton’s Form-room roused the indig-
nation of all the Fourth. Kven
slackers like Mownsend and Topham
joined in the general indignation.

“1f there's any move of it,”" Jimmy
Silver  declared, ‘there will be
trouble! Wa can’t stand too much
Manders |’

“There will be more of it!” said
Mornington. “‘The old donkey 18

| outside himself with his giddy new

authority, He will be meddlin’ with
everybody until the Head comes
back.”

“Look out for squalls, Morny!”
erinned Arthur Edward Lovell. * As
temporary Head, old Manders has the
giddy power of the birch, you know,
And you must have raised a bit of a
lump on his shin.”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“He won't flog me!” he answered.

“ All very well to talk !’ remarked
Cyril Peele.
now, and he'll flog you as sure as a
gun.’’
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Y es rather !”  sard | Arthur
Bdward Lovell
“There’s bound to be a row sooner
or later—and 1t may as well come
soon as late. We've had trouble with
Manders before, and he didn’t get
the best of it.”

“ Manders can’t take that answer
Iying down,” said Kit
“Wilkinson will bring another ines-
sage, I expect fi

“Let him-—a lorry-load if he likes,”

' said Mornington indifferently.
The Fourth-Formers crowded out

to the big doorway, anxious to see
whether Wilkinson of the Third would
return. In ten minutes or so the fa
came through the mist in the ¢quad-
ranple. He had a note 1n his hand.

“For me?”’ asked Morny, with a
orin.

‘*No—for your Form-master.’”’

“Oh! Take it in, then,”

The fag procecded to Mr. Dalton’s |

study. A dozen Fourth-Formers fol-
lowed him, and they had an eye—or
rather twenty-four eyes—on the study
as the door stood ajar. |

“Note from Mr. Manders, sir,”

said Wilkinson. |
Mr. Dalton took the note, opened
it, and read it quietly. The juniors

By Norman Taylor. |
By John Hunter.

By Walter Edwards,

Three Halfpenos

emphatically. }

Erroll.
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in the passage would have given a
good deal to see that missiver
It was a brief ome. Tt ran:
“Kindly conduct Mornington of
the IVth Form to my study., Yem
are authorised to use force if necer:

sary. R. MaxNpenrs.”
Mr. Dalton pursed bis lips, and

knhitte«l his brows over that note.

The young Form-master, naturally,
- did not approve of hacking a master’s

shins. But he disapproved also of
Mr. Manders’ interference with his
class. He had no intention swhatever
of backing up the Modern master in
his new assumption of lofty authority.
After a few minutes’ reflection Le
threw the note into the fire.

“You will tell Mr. Manders that T
am sorry J cannot do as he recquests,
Wilkinson.”

“Yes, sir.” |

Wilkinson marched out, and all the
juniors in the passage grinned with
satisfaction. Iheky  Dalton  was
evidently standing up for his rights
against the new tyrant!

“What next?” murmured Morn-
ingtoi.

The ““next” was the appearance of
Mr. Roger Maunders himself, with a
frowning brow, stridmg across the
quadrangle.  The Clasgssical juniors
hastily backed out of the doorway,
and returned to the Common-room.
They had a glimpse of Mr. Manders
striding mto the YFourth Form-
master’'s study from aedistance.

“Lroiny to beard the giddy lion in
his den | murmured Lovell

And some of the jumors ventured
back along tlte pussage, an soon as
Mr. Manders was in Richard Dalton’s
study.,  They could' hear the loud,
strident tones of the nrviteted Modern
thaster, fairly boowming 1u his wrath.
VeeWhat  dees  this | mean,  Me.-
Daltenn 7 Am I to understand that
you refuss nie your support, which

you are in duty bound to render?”

“I cannot consgent to yout iiter-
ference between my boys and myself,
My, Manders,” answered the quieter
voice of Richurd Dalton. 1% it con-
tinues, 1 shall have 1o alternative but
to resigi my cduties Here at least until
the [lead fcturns.” e

* Resign 1 snvered My Slanders.
“ O yoit do nol render nie the suppots
1 have & vighl to espect, 1t will not
b @ {1a1.t;t.::emrm of restenation—1 sholl

disiniss vou !
" hishaal tgdise fo take my Gisniisss]
[Pots vau, ! NME | Manders. L sl

however, resign iy functions here
witil thie Mewu returns, op hisavishos
dle KIowt ' - e

i "'Lf'*&;i-‘j.f gumfh Ny Dultandt” whapired
the Meodern fiwater. | N __-:'f-had{ Thakae
arrangements for takwg the Fourth
Forne 1 intend to veduce thal Feim
to o peoper state of disaphne. 1
shall conirence by foggiyg Motmng-
toth, | 1 forbid o vau 1o etiter | e
Fowrth  Fovmesroom  again,  or  {o
agstne any sulhority over the boys

“1 helreve vour position here en-
tithies you o zel so, 1F vot chuese, and
I shall therefors accept yvour deciston,
36 $ur,”’ sasd Mo Daltow.. ' leyonid
gt X whil 1l et e, T e

Me., Mandews stamped out’ of fae
study and closed the dodi &ttor jrnn
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Cwith o bang. Lhere wias o seatthug

of feet 1 the corridor ay e Ulassical
jniors  retreated to  (he  Jominen-
FOONI. i

“He's coming  hete !V sguedled

Tubby Muffin., 1 wreal exdiieneut,
peering out of ihe Connmoi-room.
dﬂm'wnf;{# e s
M Yot him cotne [ shid Mlornimgton
rocklessly.,  “We can Biodle Wi 17
“Handle him 7 said Oswald,” A
Lot raater | OR, iy hat 1T J000
Jimmy Silver drew a deip bhreath.
“Botter keep him out!” he said,
He ran to the door.
Mr. Manders had almost reached it

as the captain of the Fourth swung it
- shut ! i

Bang ! ‘ |
Mr. Manders jumped back,
he jumped forward agani as the key

turned 1 the lock.

at once!” he'

“Upon my word! J—I-—" Mr.
Manders spluttered. But the big
oak door was fast, wiHh a crowd of
breathlessly excited juniors behind it,
and for the present Roger Manders
was baffled. PN |
* Most of the juniors were relicved
when they heard his footsteps die
away in the distance. Jimmy Silver
breathed hard. | _

“We've done it now!”  he re-
marked. | , At

And there was no doubt on that
point. 'The Classical Fourth certainly
had ““done it,” and it only remained
to be seen what would come of it !

- THE EXND.

(The Rookwood Rebellion!’? is e
title of the long, complete Rookwood

“Open this door

thundered.
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