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, 99 §F | A C | : N | ' Holdfast grabbed ai a heavy spanner and made for the leader of the three men.
1 (3 bEx "7 RO n e ! take tham“ nﬂmplatiﬂ;ly by surprise, but now that had failed it was a matter of who could hit the
. b o, SN g i _ | hardest. Bulldog ’ meant to be that man ! ; ;
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The ist chapter.

-.lirnrny Silver’s Answar :

¢ Until. further notice, the TFourth
Form, Classical Division, H.I'L, detained
for all holldays' iy

szmv Silver & Co.. of the Rook-
wood l*oalltll-(,laszalual Division—
vread that notice on the board, and
read it again, and re-read 1it, and re-
re-read it. S |

Homer, that ancient and esteemed
poet, commences his great cpic with a
description of the wrath of »Xc,hllles
and its direful results. Without aspir-
ing to rival lomer, we must begin
with.c & reference to the wrath of
Jimmy: Silver & Co., of the Rook-
wood Fourth. For the celebrated
wrath' of Achilles,  terrific as 1t no
doubt was, was but a passing breeze
to the wrath of Jimmy Silver.

“Detained for all holidays—until
further notice !” said Jimmy Silver,
almost: dazedly. ““Then what about
the footer ¢’

Apparently R. Manders had com-
pletely  overlooked the  question of
Iﬂﬂtbdll
Jimmy gazed at the nﬁtlce in Mr.
”\fiand&m crabbed hand~.vr1tmg, as 1if
he could scarcely believe his eyes.
“The cheeky ass!”’ said Jimmy. .

That was not a respectful way of
referring to Roger Manders, who, in
the absence of Dr.
headmaster of Rookwoad, .pro tem.

*The thumping Jacka,na,pes*” con-
tinued Jimmy, warming up.
about the footer?  We're playing
Bagshot  this afternoon!  Has the
burblmg jabberwock never heard of
footer 777

“*0Of all the cheek !”
Edward Lovell. .

“Shecr neck !” said Raby.

“The: giddy limit!” lemarked
Newcome. e

Jimmy Silver drew a rleep breath.

The Fourth Form had endured
much from Mr. Manders during the
brief " period in which he had had
control of Rookwood. But there was

MM«IDERS,

said Arthur

a limit—and this, certainly, was

bevond the limit ! s
“Mear it down!” - suggested

\i‘[arliin'gtmn |
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“(Good -egg ! ag,rer-:_ﬂ Lovell.

“ Wadt a bit,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Of course, we're notstanding it !
But ‘wait a bit! We'll go and speak
to Mr. Dalton about this! - He’s our
Form- 1‘1“1&‘51361 and bound-to stand "up
for us,’’ . Y 8 ' 2 e

“-’Dig:ky will see us through,” said
Lovéll, with a mnd. “Let’s go and
put 1t 15 Dicky.”

And Jimmy Silver & Co. looked for
Mr. Richard Dalton, the master of the
Fourth. It was bdturdm morning,
and Saturday was a half holiday at
Rookwood. That afternoon Bag Eh{}t
were ¢oming over to. play Rmku ood
]liInDr"-*-—& fixture which did not agree
in the least with the surprising notice
posted on the board by R. Manders.
" Mr: Dalton was found i the quad-
1’.;11’13"10 walking under the old beeches,
with a thmwhiful and rather troubled
expression on his handsome face.. He
ceased his pacing as sIX Or seven
Fourth-Formers came up with excﬂ,ed
faces o i
 “What is it, my . bova‘? i he asked
Lmdlm |

“That " old goat
Lovell.:

.“Eshuuup’” murmured Jlmmy |

Arthur Edward Lovell shut up re-
]11Li&]‘1‘tl Mr. Dalton did not appear
{o ha,ve heard his words. He ‘fixed
his eyes inquiringly on Jimmy Silver,
the captain of the Fourth. |

“There’s a nolice on the bﬂard
sir——-r"’ bﬂgd,n Jimmy. |

gl hawﬁa *-t}eu it,’ " said Mr. Dalton.

“Well, sir, we've got a match on
this vergr aﬁerncmu sa1d - Jimimy.
“ Are we going to be detained bv a
Modern: master—who = really ~ Thas
llﬁthlllg tt:,: do with our side ?”

13-1;!.1'513 Gut
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“What

Mr. Dalton c:'cympres;.sed his hips.

“T am afmid that I cannot inter-
vene, Silver,”” he said,

“But as our Form-master, sir
burst out Lovell.

“For the present, Lﬂvell I am not
your Korm-master,” said Mr. Dalton
quietly.. - “ Until the Head returns,
Mr. Manders is in control, and as I
have found it impossible to work with
Mr. Manders, I have resigned.
matter will be setiled when Dr. Chis-
holm returns. Until which time I
have - 110 Ll’lﬂlﬂe but to leave Rook-
wood.

"y s
Silver, 1n dismay.

“T am sorry—very sorry mdeed' ’
said ‘Mr.. Dalton. = **But I am quite
powerless in the matter.. But 1 beg
you to remetuber that the Head left
Mr. Manders in charge, and that 1t 1s
vour duty'to .show Mr, Manders all
the respect you can. Doubtless he has
some reason for 111ﬂ1ct111g this punish-
ment——"

“We locked him out of the Com-
mon-room last evening, 511 when he
came after Mornington.”

Mr. Dalton smiled slightly.

“Probably Mr. Mandus was very
much annoyed,” he said. = “I am
afraid  that there is" ‘nothing to be
done——+""

““He had no right to cane WIﬂrnmg-
ton, sir. He's not a (Jldasmal master.
You are our Form-master.’

“For the present, no, Silver.’

“But we've got to plav our match
this afterncon, sir. . What do you
advise us to do ?”" asked Jimmy.
- “1 can only advise you to remem-
ber that Mr. Manders was left in
charge by the Head, and to Eubm'it
with as Inueh patlence as you can,’
saild Mr. Dalton.

The juniors looked at one another.

That was really the only advice that
1t -was possible for Richard Dalton to
give them. But it was not advice
that the Classical Fourth were likely
to follow,

3

exclalmed Jimmy

“Very well, sir,” said Jimmy
Silver quletly “Thank you for your
advice,  sir!”

And Jimmy Silver & Co. *walLed

back to the Hchool House.

There was a fixed and grim expres-

sion on  Jimmy Silver’s face.  His
comrades  could see that “ Uncle
James of Rmc}kwoﬂd ” had made up.
his mind."
Jimmy went [irst to his study, and
he returned from the end study with
a  bottle of red mL and a Uﬂmﬂl hair
brush.

The Classical- Juumrs gathered
round him'in a breathless crowd, as he
approached the notice-board. =

Whatever it was that Jimmy Bllver
had decided: upon, his camradas were
ready to back him up. |
Junm? dipped the brush in the ink;
and - commenced operations on Mr.
Manders’ notice. Slowly and care-
fully he pamted in a large ecapital R.
-“What ' the thump does that
mean 7’ ked Lowll
“Wait au - see’
ington.

Jlmmy d1d not &peak he went on
pamnting. A capital A followed the
R. Then came T, and: the juniors

‘grinned Morn-

guessed. There was a general chortle
as Jimmy added the S. |

Across Mr. Manders’ mnotice, 1n
large -capital leftters in red ink,
sprawled  the expressive  word
¢ RATS” - e

Ve hays hal? e mared Lovell.

“Good1”

HRats " chuckled Oswald. ¢ Rip-.
ping ! That will show the dear man'
what we think of him!”

ralay hay tha!lbnre A |
Jimmy Silver & Co. walked away.
Jimmy’'s answer was left to gm{}t the
surprised eyes of Mr. Roger Manders
“ﬂhﬂ'l’l he came along! .

=

. The 2nd Qhaptar, {
More Manders !

Mr. Manders walked 1nlo the
Schiool House, with his rapid, jerky
step, and w1th a gllm smile upon his
hard face.

Classes were proceeding, and there
was no_one in’ the corridors or the
hall. - In .the Fourth Form room the
Classical Fourth were under the
charge of Bulkeley of the Sixth. Mu.
Daltmn llad just lLft—a trap had taken
him - away as far as Lﬂumbe At
Cloombe he intended to remain until
Dr. Chisholm returned to Rookwood,

for the Head for decision.
Mr. '\Iant*lela was glad to see him *

THE BOYS’
A SPLENDID COMPLETE ROOKWOOD SCHOOL STORY

be: Roo

The

trouble.

when the matter would be placed be# |

ood Rebellion!

By Owen Copqgaest:

go. 'He hoped that the fall of
Richard Dalton would act as a lesson
to the other masters—most of whom
were extremely annoyed and exas-
perated by Roger Manders’ fussy in-
terference 1n their spheres.

As for the Classical Fotirth, Mz.

Manders felt that he had dealt very

effectually with then.

They had resisted his authority;
they lmd locked him out of the'
Common-room. Detention for all

holidays was a heavy punishment,
and Mpr. Manders charitably hoped
that it would bring them to their

senses. As a matter of fact, he had
not overlooked considerations of
football. He reckoned upon the com-

pulsory cancellation of football fix-
tures as an additional method {or
bringing the juniors to their senses.

He paused before the notice-board,
possibly to admire his handiwork
stuck thereon.

Then he jumped.

Jimmy Silver had been surprised
and enraged by Mr. Manders’ notice
on the buurd In his turn, Mr.

Manders was surprised and enraged |

by Jimmy’s addition to his notice. In
capital letters, in red 1ink, Jimmy
Silver’s answer stared him in the
tace.

2 R&i,&f?? .

Mr. Manders fairly gasped.

“Upon my word !” he ejaculated.

e turned his steps in the direction
of the Fourth Form room. All was
quiet and orderly there, as he looked
in. Bulkeley of the Sixth was in
chargo; aud excited as the Classical
Fourth were, they were very meek
and mild with Bulkeley. The cap-
tain of Rookwood was popular, and
nobody had any desire to give him

BETWEEH TWO HBES

FRIGND

1t 18 your wish!” said the prefect
gairmiy. i Bub ittt

“You will remain where you are.’

“ Not unlesa I can act without in-
terfmerl(,e SIT.

. Manders breathed hard.

‘I am here to punish some one of
these juniors for an act of insolence
and defiance,” he said.

““Then I \11]1 leave the class in your
hands, sir.

i Bulhele ’ shouted Mr. Manders,
as the ca,ptmn of Rookv.nmd walked
to the door.

Bulkeley did I]E}t answer, or turn
his “head. He walked out of  the
Form-room.

Mr. Manders snapped his teeth.

“Good old Bulkeley !” murmured
Lovell.

Bulkeley’s retirement left Mr.
Manders rather in a difficulty. He
could not take charge of the Form
himself, as he, was wanted on the
Modern side, to take charge of the
Modern Fourth. His peculiar
methods were beginning to give him
trouble.

He fixed gleaming eyes on the
silent juniors.

“Some member of this Form has
had the audacity to scribble ap inso-

lent word upon my notice in the
hall I”? he said.

Silence.

“I command the—the delinquents

to stand forward !” said Mr. Manders, I

swishing Mr. Dalton’s cane.
Nobody stood forward.

“You hear me?” thundered Mr.
Manders. | |

Undoubtedly the juniors heard
him. They looked at him ‘Withguﬁ

answering.
“I think you are probably the
guilty party, Silver.”
Jimmy did not speak.
““ At all events, I

sible as head boy of this Borm » said
Mr. Manders.

No answer.

“Unless you name the culprit im-
mediately, Silver, I shall take it for
granted that you are he and shall
punish you accordingly.”

Dead silence.

“Stand out here, Silver.”®

| " Price
Th ree Halfpence

haold you respon-!
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| for your insolence, and submit %o an

exemplary flogging.  Otherwise, I
shall send you to your-home in charge
of a prefect, and you will not be
allow ed to return to Rookwood. 1t
trust that this example will have a

szll;llutary effect on the class. That is
H. x5
And Mr. Manders ’whlsked out of

the Form-room.

A few minutes later I&nowlea of the
Sixth arrived to take charge of the
Fourth. Knowles was a Madern pre-
fect; and the Classical Fourth were
quite prepared to throw him out of
the Form-room if he gave them
trouble. But Knowles saw the signs
of danger, and he was very circum-
spect. The morning passed off

quietly, though there was thunder in
the air!

The 3rd Chapter,
Football !

Jummy Silver & Co. came out of
the ]ic:»rm -room when lessons  were
over, and thero was a rather excited
_meetmg in the passage. Jimmy was
quite cool and calm, and seemed to be,

quite indifferent to Mr. Manders’
dire sentence. He had expected
?rou‘lgle, and he was quite prepared
or 1t.

“Poor old Jimmy !’ said Tubby
Muffin sympathetically. = “ Flogging.
for you, old chap! Shall I get you
some exercise-books to stuff in. your
bags ?”

“Fathed,d 1 'was Jimmy’s feply
“You won’t go?” asked Mﬂt‘ﬂlﬂ“‘-

: tmn.

“Of course not !’

There was a chuckle 1r0m ‘Peele of
the Fourth.

“Manders meant what ha said,”
Peele remarked. “What’ll your
people say if you’re sent homse in
charge of a prefect, Silver?”

“1 shall not be sent hnme " said
Jimmy coolly. ‘ Manders has bitten

off more than he can chew, and he
will find it out sooner or later. I
shall not go to his study, T shall not
be flogged, and I shall not: be sent
Classical

home, It § . the

Fourth

Aﬁ tha opposing fnrwards met in a tarriﬁn SCrumy, Mr.. Manders was
caught between them and the naxt instant was rolling on the ﬁa!d with
several juniors standing on hlm.; i y .

They more than suspected
“old Bulkeley,”” indeed, of . sym-
athmmg with their resistance to in-
terference from the Modern side.

There was a catching of breath
among the Classical juniors, as Mr.
Manders’ lean and angry face was
seen ab the door.

The Modern master strode in.
Bulkeley glanced round, and com-
pressed his lips. He had undertaken
control of --'E;he Fourth at Mr. Man-
ders’ reauest. But he had no mten-
tion of being interfered with in his
duties, any more than lhu Form-
master before him.

““One moment, Bulkeley !’ rapped

out Mr. Manders. He 1uhed up the
cane from Mr. Dalton’s deak _

Bulkeley looked at him rather
orimly

“Txcuse me, sir,”” he said, quietly
but ﬁrml “You have asked me to
take charge of this class.. I under-
stood that the class was to be left to
me.’’ . :

“Kindly do mnot be impertinent,
Bulkeléy’l” snapped  Mr. Manders.

“1 am quite ready-to retire, sir, if

will know the reason ﬂh}’

Jimmy did not move. He was
He was not going to be
caned by a Modern master,

- There was a long pause.

Mpr. Manders was rather at a loss,

under his desk, was grasping a heav;g
ruler.

single-stick
Lﬂvell s hngers

mnvulﬂwﬂly upon an nkpo Mr.

Manders made one stride {Dwa;rds the }
| | | shoulders.
You heard my- com:+

class, and then halted.
“Silver !

mand.?” o |
“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy.
“You 15[1,1%{3: to obey 1t 277

“Yes, sir.””
“Very well” E.a-id -Mr. Manders,
be:_tween his teeth. “¥You will be
dealt with, Silver t

discipline in this unruly

32

class,

come to my study

said Townsend.
| expelled, Silver!
He observed that Jimmy's hand, }

It da‘wned upon Mr. Manders

that that ruler would be opposed - to |
his cane, if he began the attack. Mr.
Manders had not come there for a |
match.. Arthur Edward |

had clmed almost |

| waste further words on them.

| suddenly grasped Peele .with one
| powerful hand, and vansend with
-1 the other.
i gether with & resoundmg mncussmn.
‘1 will enforce |
ror sl
You will |
this evening at six |
o’clock, Silver, al.u_l you will apologise |

a,cra,mst Manders, and we, reﬁ ﬁlk Btandu
breathing hard, but .his mind was |
made up.

g together.”
e Hear, hear!* roared Lovell.
““Oh, draw it mild, you know !”
e dﬂn’t want to ba
il You can“‘leava me
““And me ! a&ld Peele
““Not a chap is going to be left
out,” answered Jimmy Silver coolly.
“YVou pair of rotten funks L3 mared

aut

Arthur HEdward Lovell. “Do vou
want to  kow-tow tﬁ “a dashed
. Modern 7

“T’'m not: lookin’ for ‘the Eaek'”
said  Peelg, with @ shrug {Jf the

““No fear!”’ said Tawmend
Arthur FEdward Lovell did . rot
He

Them heads came to-
Crack!

“Ow I’ roared Towny,
“Yooop !” shrieked Pe&!&.
e ha nay DA |

( Cﬂntmuﬂ&ﬂmrlmﬁ b
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concerned.

saigd Jammy;

to has
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The Fistical Four walked on, leav-
ing Towny and Cyril Peele 1ubbmg
thuu heada and bréathing vengeance.

Theras 'was 1o doubt that the
greater part of the Classical Iourth
were fervently backing up their cap-
taln,
Jimm} Silver, 1n
thought to My.
threats. He¢ was
afternoon’s match.

The  detention pronounced on the
whole Form by Mr. Manders would
have stopped thL. match, of course, if
regarded. The Classical footballers
had no intention whatever of regard-
ing it. After dinner, Tommy Dodd &
60 of the Modern Fourth came over
o interview. Jimmy Silver on the
subject. They were looking very

fact, gave little
Manders and his
thinking of the

" ““No need to scratch the match,
Silver,” Tommy Dodd remarked.
“We can’t stop Bagshot coming over
so late as this.”’

““No fear!” assented Jimmy.

“Only Clagsicals are detained,’” con-
tinued Tommy Dodd. ‘“But we can
muke up a Modern team to meet
Bagshot.”

i JL jolly good team,
(JG{}L

“ Aisy ! remarked Tommy

b B

Doyle.

The three Tommies of thﬂ Modern

Fourth had evidently thought matters
out to their own satisfaction.
Silver smiled.

“Good idea-—if we were looking for
a llLkmg . he said agreeably.
we Te not !

pldy |
]Eut you're detained,’ said
Tommy ])ﬂdd, with a stare. il el
“Not by a Classival, nmﬂter > said

Jimmy. ' We don’t take any m:uth.b
of 1\[ndﬂ‘u masters on this side.”

S Ohoernmbs 1?0

“I‘-QLLI‘ Moderns ' w 111 be playing,”
“You three, and Towle.
There will be seven (.ldb::lL:L s——little
me, Lovell, Raby, Mornington, Erroll,
Conroy, and Rawson. You can see
thie list on the board.”

Tomny Dﬂdd whastled.

E”lhﬂrt,*ll be trouble with Man- |

ders1” he said.

“We'll try and survive it.”

“But—bub you can’t do i,
knowsiratti

“My dear chap, {he match will be
played ns arranged.  Dee that your
men are ready -at two-thirty.’

‘“ Manders will come dmvn like a

gidd uc}lF on the fold,” said Tummy
C{}ﬁk |

Juwmy ‘;3111'9]? 5 ]E-LW sel firmly.

“ Inekoohim 17 he said.
interiupbing the football 111&&11 will
be Htﬂ‘ﬁﬂ&id“—“lﬁhdlp i

“ Phow !

you

‘“ The fict 15 we're tal«.ugg 10 nmtwe

of Manders,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell.  * He cdan keep his Mandering
own side of Rookwood. Tell
him from me to go and eat coke.”
“Tm lkely to!” frnvn&d Tommy

Dodd.

the French ihaster, was iy search of
Jimmy Silver. I1e found him in the
qvmixth}x his conrrades. -

‘“ Mistair @ "Manders give me de-
ten:ﬁiﬂt&a': _gimas for 21z afternoon,
Silvair.” eaid. Monsieur  Moncgau,

“Ze {Jlaasn al Fourt’ go into ze Forms-
rooi now.’
}'lmmy shook his hmad

+ - “ We're going to give you a resk thm

afternoon. Mossoo ! he answered.

Ths French gentlemau looked
puzzled.

“But I take ze detention class,” he
said.

“There won't be any
class,”” answetred Lovell.

“ Bk Mistair Manders By iy

detention

“Manders 1s offside,” explamed
Mornington. |
Monsieur thnueau looked more

puzzled than ever. . 1_
“Ofside ?” he repeated.
zat 7 1 do not know him.” ‘
“‘»‘Icar'ny means - that Manders 18
chirping out of his hat !” said Lovell.
“ Manders he chirp 1” exclaimed the
astonighed Mossoo. *Oh, zis English
language ! Is it not zat ze blld he
chirp? Mistair Mandets he is not one
bird, n’est-ce-pas?”’
“Oh, yes—a mMerry
Tovell. “A bird wlth 2 beak, Mossoo.
But we're going to clip his fﬂathmm
‘““Mais. je ne comprend pas.’ i
“ You'll comp orong soma time,” said
Lovell. - ¢ Anyvhow, we're not going
into the Em*m room, and you can tell
Manders so, with our kind regards.”
Monsieutr Monceauw drifted away in
a state of great puzzlement. He
drifted into the Form-room, where he
found a very small. detentmn class.

Lattrey and Peele and Gower, Towns-
end and Topham, and Tubby Muffin

“ Vat

i

Tany ancay

and the Eldr{.kEElb dlci not count.

said Tommy

Jimmy

"Butf
ThL usual E‘:li’:ﬁ en wnlll -

e Anvh&}dv .

- mateh
Bilver, at centre-half, was J]aymg up
1 at his very best, and his team backed

At tive O dﬂuk Monmem Mﬂnuﬁmu,

old lmd i Eﬂld |

| bf‘ﬁﬂ over.
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T

had turned up—not caring to take the
risk of open defiance of Mr. Manders.
But the rest of the Fourth headed for
the football ground. Monsieur Mon-
ceau debated in his mind whether he
ought to report the abseutees to Mr.
Mandms, but he decided to let the
temporary headmaster of Rookwood
find out the state of affairs for himself.
On the football ground Jimmy
Silver & (Co. were ready for Bagshot,
and the Classicals who were nol in
the team crowded round the field.
Pankley, Poole & Co. of Bagshot
duly arrived, little dreaming o
peculiar conditions under which that
match was to be played.  Jimmy
Silver won the toss and kicked off, and
the game began; and the fOf)tballels
at least, imgnt all about Manders.

But fellows in the onlooking crowd

did not forget him, and a good many
looked over their shoulders from time
to time, wondering when the
obnoxious Modern master would
appear in the offing.

As they heard the shouts from the
football {mld Townsend & Co.,

docility. But they were glad of 1t
agaln W’hbl‘l Mr. IVIa.nders walked 1n.

The Modern master “looked in, to |

make sure that his command of de-
tention swas being obeyed:.
his ‘eyebrows at the h1ght of :}n]y S1X
3LI 111015 in the class.
¥ Monsieur Monceau !
the other boys ?*? he ejaculated.
Mossoo shrugged his shoulders.
‘tZiese are al%
answered.
“ Muffin I”” thundered. Mr. Manders.

““Where are the others?

Silver, Lovell, Mornington, Erroll?
Where are ﬂle al] 2% |
T Ow ! P]Eﬁ"lng fﬂﬂtbdu siz 1l

gd,f:.ped Tubb?, in dire terror of draw-

ing Mr. Manders’ wrath upon himself. |
football !”’ stuttered Mr.'

i Playing
‘\:Lulflu._-, i Pip-pip-playing footiball !
Against my express commands !’

y | RImain my fault, sir!”’ mumbled
Tubby. |
Mr. Manders’ eyes glittered. He

caright up a ecane, and strode out of
the Form-room. It was a crisis now !
If Roger Manders allowed this open
dehdm e to pass, his authority at
Rookwood was at an end. It Was
now or never-—neck ot nothing; and
Mr. Manders strode down to the foot-
ball ground with the intention of
hringing the rebellious juniors to book
instantly and decisively |

The 4th Chapter.
An Exociting Gamo!
i {_rf}ﬂl & |
“ Bravo, Motny |

“Well Lid\ed Bip 17

The first 11::17;{ of
was  going  strong.

| the Da gﬂhﬂt
Jimmy

himy up in gmﬂ.‘b style.  The Rook-

b wooders had brought the ball up the
field, and burst ﬂlrﬁmgh the Ba,g‘shﬁt-
§ t‘]tfbﬂt,ﬁ and the leather wént in from
'|~.__Mm*t1y s foot - and the Rmkw t:m:.l

crowd roated.
That roar was ringing over thlle

Side-—and {6 s good distance beyond

oewhon Mr, Mandérs strode upon the
scene.

My, Manders was almosl stuttering
with rage as he came sweeping on.
The wsight of the delained juniors

| playing .football under hig very nose

was more than . t"}ul*n":relfb*ll‘lf‘-"-*li: wWas

infuriating.
The sides were lining up again when
the Modern master appeared, and

there was a buzz of excitement in the
crowd of juniors.
“Here he comes !”’
“Heore's Manders !”
* Look out, you fﬁllmﬂb
Mr. '\Iandm&. strode through the
crowd, his gcanty haie bristhng with
W mth ’le fﬁnghhmt fellows btared
at him, not knowing what tomake o
it Il&hhi)m of the Fifth, who was
refeten in the matceh, dlarad tob.

f 33

CJiminy Silver ¢ Dii!p]ﬂ‘(‘&bﬂﬂ his lips.

Mr. Manders strode on the field of

, f:ﬂa,y, waving his cane.

3

“Stop this game anstantly I’ he

thundered.

“My only hat I’ murmured Pankley
of B;.L qhnt {to Poole. *“What sort of
a circus do they call thig?”

“The old Dbird @ seems ruffled!”
remarked Poole. | 1

“Stop!  You hear me; Silver!”
ihundmed Mr. Manders.

The Rookw omi_f{)Dtl'le'llﬂi's looked at
Jimmy. Had the captain of the
Fourth weakened then all would have

weaken,
Ile rapped out coolly :
=2ane b

the

in the
detention class, rather regxetted their

He raised
" Whers are:
zat come in, sair !I” he

Where is

But Jimmy Silver did not |

|

paused,

| the Fifth,

said.
course, but we’re waiting for you to

- Ball

The footballers lined up. |

- Mr, Manders came striding on.
Pankley, who was about to kick off,
The tall, thin figure of Mr.
Mandets was between thm opposing
ranks now, and Pankley did not want

ts “land ¥ Mr. Manders with a
muddy ball.  The Modern master
l‘u'a.nclishe.d his cane.

“Bilver ! Lovell ! All of you!

Leave thial finld atencg 17

“Oh gad!” murmured Hansom of
trouble, sir? The game’s only just
started |’

“These juniors are under detention,
Hansom. I forbid you to take any
further part in these proceedings !”

Hansom of the Fifth looked at him.
Mr. Manders addressed Hansom—a
Classical senior——as he might have
addressed a Modern fag. The blood
of all the ITansoms boiled 1n the veins
of the referee.

‘“You forbid me, Mr. Manders?”
he exclaimed.

“Yes, most decidedly.”

“1 take my orders from my Form-
master, Mr. Greely, sir,” said Ian-
som. ‘I do not f&l&.ﬂ orders from the
Modern side, sir.”

1 am your haadmaaier at pl*eweni:
Hansom e

“Headmasters don’t butt in on the
football field, sir.”

“What? ' 'What ?”

“T'll walkk off this field. sir, if Mr.
Greely tells me to,” said IIansmm.
iy b lw doesn’t, 1 5&1*,7 here.”

Mr. Manders gave ]—I.—.u*ﬁmn a glare.
But he turned from the Fifth-Former
to the juniors, doubtless considering
them easier to deal with.

“Silver, follow me at once !”

“Jimmy drew a deen br eath.

“Will you get out of the way, Mr.

:‘r Manders?” he asked.

“ What 27

“YVou're interrupting the game.’

“The—the game?” stuttered Mr.
Manders.

“Yes, sir. You may get
over if you stand there.”

“BSilver, leave this field at once!”
roared My, Manders.

Jimmy looked across at Pankley.

“Waiting for you, old top!” he
“1 don’t want to hurry yvou, of

butted

kick-off.”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Pankley.:

P.:mhley had never Kkicked-oif in
such circumstances betore. But he
kicked-off now, and as socon as the
was 1n play there was a rush of
the footballers.

My, Manders stood in the midst of
the playvers, flounishing his cane,
spluttering with rage, and utterly dis-
regarded,

The Bagshot men made a rush, and
bore the leather up the field, Jimmy
Silver & Co. fdnlﬂﬂ' back lﬂ daf.eml
Me. Manders was left alone in his
aloty on the half-way line,

Thele was a roar of lmlughtar roufid
the field. |

It stung the Modern maﬂtm into
actian, and he gilpperl hig cane and

rushed up the field
ballers.

But a change came over the game ag’

Jimmy Silver & Co. rallied. Rawson

skied the ball,
over ‘in the Bagshot half.
fell back 1‘)14::1111;)1%1 , and {hera was a
forward = rush of Rookwood. Mz,
Manders found himself right in the
midst of things again with a sudden-
ness that took hiy breath away.

Somebody—he did not even see
who-found Mr. Manders in his way,
antl shouldered him aside.
. The long, lsan figure went stagger-
1K .

Then he was in Jimmy Silver's
way, and the captain of the Fourth
unceremoniously shouldered him back

Bagshot

again.
Mpr. DManders spluttered. He
whitled wvound on Jimmy Silver,

and lashed out with the cane.

There was a wild howl from Jimmy.
A football jersey was mot much pro-
tection againgt a stinging lash {rom
a4 cane, é

Mr. Manders, finding solace in it,
ft)l]cm‘wl up his attack, laghing again
and again.. Mornington came at him,
chorging like a bull, and the Modﬁfn
master went 51}inning_-.

‘rash ! | il

IIH]{“‘? Jknowing what had hap-
penad to him, Mr. Manders sprawled
in  the field. 1Ilis astounded eoyes
ttfmaed_ aLde?d% and
plopped on his long, upturned nose.

He hardlv realised that it was the
football. There was a rush of for-
wards after the ball, and a struggle
for it, and it seemed to Mr. Manders
that every fﬂﬂnw theré was a centi-
pede with all its feet shod in the

, l._atﬁeat ond heavies of football boots !

Il_crw many boots were planted upon |4 el Birief anthority

| 80 thoroughly dl@hkﬂd and objected

THE BOYS' FRIEND

¢ What—what—what’s the .

after the foot-

-s: Hﬂlp 1”

- breathless,
| hevelled,
= blinked,
and it dropped well |

something

| ?rlnnmi over it.

Mr.#Manders it would be difficult to
say. But as the ball went goalward,
with the field after it, Mr. Manders
sprawled in a sea of ‘mud, w.nth an
ache in every limb, and his brain in a
state of utter bewilderment.

Amazing as 1t was to the tyrant of
Rookwood, the game was going on.

regardless of hl.b prohibition, regard-
less of his important self ; md{aed Mr.
Manders was getting a gfmd deal of
the game. e sat up, gasping and
{)lutteimg, hardly

nng was real.

But it was real enﬂu h. It was no
nightmare, but a dreadful reality.
As Mr. Manders sat, winded and ha-
wildered, there came a rush of the
players, and he was overwhelmed
again.

Something like a ten-ton steam ham—

‘mer caught Mr. Manders on the chin.

It was mﬂ;.r Arthur Edwird Lovell’s
boot. But Arthur Edward taok a
good sizé in football-boots. It was
not his fault that Mr. Manders’ chin
was ih the way : he had not asked Mr.
Manders to come there. -

The Modern master yelled and
roared, and rolled over, and the rush
of the game left him high—if not dry
—again,. |

He staggered to his feet.

He was no longer thinking of using
his cane, or of exerting his authority.
He was only thinking of escaping
from the dreadful football-field.

But it 13 always easier to get into
a scrape than to get out of one. Mr.
Manders headed for the ropes at a

staggering run; but the game was
coing on hard and fast. Morny,
after the  ball, shouldered Mr.

Manders lllthlﬂ“‘&ly out of the way,
and the Modern master staggered and
collided with a Bagshot forward, who
rolled over him. Two or three other

fellows rolled on the heap. Under a

Q]It_‘ﬂ of struggling footballers, Mr.
Tanders thought that his last hour
had come.

But the pile dissolved as if by
magic, and again the hapless master
struggled up and fled.

Crash ! -

It was not a bomb that flew
through the air and landed on Mr.
Manders’ left ear—it was a muddy
football! DBut 1t seemed to the hap-

less Modern master like a bombshell.

It bowled him right over, and he
::.pmu]f;,d on the touchline.

“Oh, oh! Ow! Help!” he gasped.

| juniors rushed in to
Manders oif the field.

- Three or four
draog DMr.

Whether they wanted to help himi was

not quite ¢lear. Certainly their help
was rough and ready. Mr. '\/Iaﬁdms
velled and howled as he was. helped.
One fellow had hold of his ears—one
of his hair—oné of his legs.
frantically, Mr. M’undprh was helped
off, helped through thse med and
clun”iped down,

His helpers turned their backs on
him then, and resumed watching the

Ao, i
My, sat up. He
exhausted, muddy, _

winded. He blinked, and
and blinked, and as his
vision cleared, he saw the football-

Manders was

match going on, as if the wide world
did not eontain such a personage as

Roger Manders at all,
But Mz, Manders did not think of
further interferonce.

field of play again.

He staggered to his feet, and

| limped uwny-——-ganpmg and mumbling.
He disappeared into his house; and .
the footballers did not even cast a
| glance after him.

The game wert
on, and the onlookers Mmuted ancl
cheered, and for the present, at

least, the existence of Roger Manders

was umnpletely forgotten. |
And when that great match ended,
with Rookwood two goals to one, the
Rookwood crowd cheeted, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. enioyed their triumph,
without a ihought ﬁ}f M1 Manders.

The Eth Ghaptﬁr.
Mo More Manders !

There were smiling faces at Rook-

;ﬁﬂt‘!ﬂ %Lhﬂﬁl on 'bhﬁ.b P#Eﬁ’ﬂifﬂl ﬂfﬁ?f‘* .-

1001, |

Pankley & Co. had
defeated, but highly eﬂteualned by
the humorous interlude Mr, Maudera
had wunintentionally provided.  All
Rookwood was discussing the scone at
the match—with smiles,

It was not only the juniors that
Hansom roared with |

aughter as he dewrll}c&d it to the

T‘!fth and the INifth roared, too.

_'va‘n the great men of the Sixth ':_
| chuckled over it.
| smiled. Me.

KEven the masters
“\«Ian:lera _ :
»* had made him

to, that there was not a single mmﬂ 1

| all the school to sympathise with him,

There was not a master whom he
had not interfered with, since he had
taken the head of affairs, a.nd

bahevmg‘ that this

Yelling

cdig-

Wild horses
would not have dmfgg@d him on the

de parted=-

misuse of his |

Price
Three H-al-fﬂ_ennts

e

- prefects

1vitation to enter.

| suppose?

U ek

28/1/22

naturally enough his downfall enter-
tained his disgruntled colleagues, All
the Classical prefects had
lectured and worried by the fussy
Modern master,. and tha were glad
that somebody had
he had asked for. ]ﬂﬂeﬁﬁ the Modern
were fed up with Mr.
Manders’ authm*ltatwe importajce,
and grmnﬁd in secret over his
disaster, while the juniors on both
sides of Rookwood openly rejoiced.
Mr. Manders had got what he had been
asking for-—begging and praying for,
as Arthur Edward imrell put it And
if he wanted any more, Arthur
Edward declared, he could have it.

Jimmy Silver & Co. seemed quite
hllarmus over tea in the end .study,
with five or six similay guests In

that celebrated apartment.

1t was true that the matter could
not possibly rest where it was;
Manders was bound, as Putty Grace
remarked, to ‘“‘do wmathmg d What
he was going to do was a matter for
speculation.
ing Jimmy Silver to turn up in his
study for a flogging, Lovell suggested
with a grin.
laughter at the suggestion.

It was possible that he w ould cmmal |

over to the (lassical side with a cane.
If he did, the Fistical Four
prepared to handle him; and nearly
all the Fourth were prepared to help.

It was unlikely that the Classical pre-

fects would intervene, and prett
certain that the other masters wnu]d
have business elsewhere, But in any

case Jimmy Silver & Co. were deter-
more

mined upon one thing—no
Manders. ' No more Manders!”
was the watchword of the Classical
Fourth.

-~ After tea, there was a heavy tredd

in the Fourth Form passage, and a

general movement of interest in the

end study, as the juniors he:—zrd it,
~ ““Here he comes !

Tubby Muffin blinked ﬂut Uf the

study.
“’Tain’t Manders !
he squeaked.

“He's sent u giddy prefect {o fetch ©
“Let

vou, Jimmy !’ grinned Lovell.
Knowles try 1t on! We'll lynch

: 1&"

him

“Come in, Knowles!” roared half a
as the Modern

dozen Lhee-ry voices,
prefect appeared in the
“\Vaddle in, old duck!” °
Knowles stmpped in the doorway.
He did not care to accept
It was only too
probable that he would lmve left
again “‘on his neck.”

doorway.

“SQilver!t”

“Adsum W smiled Jimmy.

“Ha, ha, hal?”

“Yt;u have not been' to M,
Mm’lders study  for your ﬂog«

]n MFE

“T)u‘.i the dear old duck thmk I
- should come?” i

“I have a message for you from
Ld l’_r{}llqd B

Mr., Manders,”
better hear it

said Knowles.
quretly.”

- “‘Silence for the chair!” grmnml
Lovell. |

b T‘I‘ﬁt out the message, {}ld dﬂﬂdr‘.

said Mornington.
“ After what happened on the foot-
ball-ground to-day, Mr.
regurds Silver as
rebellion——"

coolly.
""“&611- are to pack
to-morrow, Bilver-——"’

f”

“Uo hon!

your

“On Monday morning I am to take

you home, and you are to be ready

to leave Rmokwond at nine o’cloeck.”
“1 shall accompany

said Knowles.
vou to your home, with Mr., Manders’
explanation to vonr father.”
“ Anything alse
i [’hat s allt”
“Enough. too,”
cheerily. ““You want an answer, |
I'm not going to
Rookwood! You're not going to
have the pleasure of my company {‘111
a railway journey on Mﬂnda;,?
vou come nosing over on the
side after me, Knowleg, your

nose will be punrhs}dmhmd'

| make myself clear?”

** Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ You llhﬂékjf
roared Knowles.

Lovell jumped up.

“Kick LIHI out!” he ahﬂuted

“Hurrah!”

There was a rush. Knowlés lefh the
School House, sprinting, followed by

| denisive howls mld hoots.

Mr. Manders had had his angwer!
It only rvemained to be sesn what
would happen when Mandﬁy came,

THE END. .
(There will he an other fine lony, l,r,,
complete  Rookwood Sehool sfﬁﬂ;
appedaring . next Monday's Boys’
Frigxn, Order your ecopy well m

wdvancel)

been

wen him what |

Perhaps he was expect-

And there was a roar of . ..

Were,

It’'s Knowles””

the

Manders '
a rmglmdﬂr (gl

“Not far wrong !’ assented Jlmﬂfly"

box

sate] Jimmy Silver

leave

d&SI{“ﬂl- i
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