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SIMPLY GREAT—THIS STUNNING STORY OF ROOKWOQOD SCHOOL!

The 1st Chapter,
. The Only Way.

*Dicky’s packing !”

“What?”

“Bosh 17

“Rubbish !

“He's packing!” repeated Tubby
Muyffin, quite enjoying the sensation
his announcement had caused in the
junior Common-room at Rookwood.

Undonbtedly there was sensation,
or perhaps consternation would be
the better ward,

Had Tubby Muffin hurled a bomb-
shell into tha wvoom, he coyld hardly
have gtartled the Fourth Form more.

" Packing !” said Jimmy Silver,
[ Rot !” ) ;

“Packing 1” repeated Arthur
Bdward Lovell. “Utter rot! Kick
that fat duffer out, somebody !”

“Dicky packing!” said Raby.
“That means that he's going! He's
not going!”

There was a  buzz among the
Classical. juniors.  Dicky—otherwise
Mr! Richard Dalton, the master-of
the  Fourth = Form—was in the
thoughts of all the Fourth just then,
¥or had he not braved the wrath of
the headmaster. rather than ad-
minister to his Form a punishment
which he did not believe to be jyst?

Dicky Dalton had not heen
the hero of his Torm before, cer-
taiply he would have become their
ero now.

All' Rookwood knew that  Dr.

Chisholm had divected Mr, Dalton to
cane the whole of the Classical
Fourth for having ragged Carthew,
the Sixth Form prefect, All Rook-
wood. knew that the punishment had
not yet heen handed out, though
many hours had passed. And all
Rookwood wondered how the affair
was going to end.
“Jiunmy  Silver & Co. wondered
most, &ud iost anxiously, They were
discyssing the sityation in the junior
Common-room when Tybby Muffin
burst in_with his bombshell.

“He's packing right enough!” con.
tinned Tubby.”. “I've seen him.
He's going, you know, The Heads
bunked hims!”

“Impossible!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. .

“The Head wouldn't!” said New-

come,
declared

“He
Lovell. {

“What rot!” drawled Pecle. “He's
bound to bunk a Form master who
doesn’t obey orders. 1 expected
this.” )

“Oh, shut up, Peele!”

“Well, what’s the good of blinkin'
at facts?” asked Peele.

“8hut up!” voared Arthur Edward
Lovell ferociously,

Cyril Peele shrugged his shoulders
and shut up.  His opinion was
perhaps  reasonable, but it was
decidedly unpooular.  The Classical
Fourth were ready to rag any fellow
who  even suggested that Dicky
Dalton might rightfully be
“bunked ” from Rookwood.

“Look here, how dao you know
he's packing, Muffin?” ~demanded
Mornington.

“Seen  him,” said Tybby. T
knew he was up to something, so T
dropped info his study to ask him to
lend me a book. See? And he was
packing his books and pavers and
things. Mverything in the study
turned inside-out. He looked 1o end
glum.”

wouldn’t  dare!”

Simply great— Up Against the Head ! * next Monday's long story of the ¢

“Ob, rotten!” gaid Raby.

“We sha'n't get another ¥orm
master so decent as Dicky!” said
Putty of the Fourth lugubriously.
*We're not going to have another
Form  master!”  bawled Arthur
Tidward Lovell. “We're going to
keep Dicky !

“Hear, hear!” .

“We jolly well won't let him go!”?
declared Lovell. “Jimmy, you ass,
think of something! You're captain
of the Fourth, Shall ‘we all go to
the Head in a body, and tcll him we
won't stand it?”. :

“Ask for a liekin’ all round, you
mean ! said Townsend,

“ Who cares for a licking?” snorted
Lovell. “T tell you that Dicky isn’t
going to be bunked, if we can pre-
vent it.”

“But we can’t,” said Fopham.

“TLook here, Jimmy——"

All eyes turned. on Jimmy Silver,
As captain of the Yourth, .and
“Unecle James”™ to - Reokwood
generally,
hime M Jinmy Silver couldnoty 3
with the situation nobody could dea
with it, that was certain.
evon “Uncle James” was to deal
with it was a problem. Besides, the
Head was not likely to listen to
“Uncle James.”

Jimmy Silver looked worried and
thoughtful. He had feared  that it
might - come to this, though the
actnal announcement came as a shock
to him. Tt seemed too bad to be
true, But’ he -realised that it was
true.

“It’s up to you, Jimmy!” said
Tovell.  “Something’s got ta be
done, and we've got to do it! Say
the word !”

“There’s only one
Jimmy at last,

“Give it _a name!” said Rawson
encouragingly.

“Dicky’s got the boot for refusing
to whack us all round. He was right,
of coyrse,”

“Hear, hear

“(Carthew asked for trouble, and
got it, And the Head's a bit of an
obstinate old myle,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“8hall we go and tell him so?”
asked Lovell.

“ 1 !”

“Well, then, what——"

“Dicky was right in refusing.”
went on Jimmy Silver, “Still, the
Head’s the jolly old Head, Now, if
Dicky carried out instructions, it
would be all right. It can’t he too
late for that. So my idea is that we
should send a deputation to Dicky
and ask him to obey the Head’s
order!”

“Wha-a-a-at!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“ Ask for a licking ! howled Peele.
“Are vou off your rocker, Jimmy
Silver?”

“Shut up, Peele!” roared Lovell.
“1t doesn’t matter if you're licked a
hundred times, as far as I can see.”

“Doesn’t it?”  spluttered Peele.
“Tt jolly well does. T think—-"

“We'll do it.” said Raby.

“We won't!” howled Pecle, and
soveral more veices supported Peele
now., Jimmy Silver’s suggestion
verged on the Neroie, and all the
Fourth were not of the stuff of which
heroes are made.

“Lend me your ears, old scouts,”
said dimmy Silver quietly. “1'd take
a licking, or a dozen lickings, rather
than sce old Dicky bunked!”

way,” said

1

By OWEN CONQUEST.

(Author of the Tales of Rookwood appearing

something was expected of

And how :

in the ** Populgr,”) : !

The Fourth Form gre indignant when Mr,
Dalton receives his ¢ marching orders "' !

“Hear, hear!”

“Rot!”

“Bravo!”?

“Bosh 1

“But the licking’s coming along,
anyhow,” said Jimmy, “The Head’s
sentenced us, and if Dicky doesn’t
carry out the order he's not likely to
forget. It's practically certain that
he will hand out the licking himself,
The fact is we're for it.,”

y

“Oht

Huﬁt had hardly ever crossed Mr,
Daltoy’s mind.

He loved the old school, He liked
most of the fellows in it, He liked
his work, which he did well. He was
on cordigl terms with all the other
masters, or nearly all. He respected
the Head, There had seemed no
reason hitherto why he should ever
contemplate leaving Rookwood.

Certainly, the Head was not always
easy to pull with, Dr. Chisholm was
a little given to autocratio methods.
Often and often there was grousing,
not ‘Joud but deep, in masters’
Contmon-room.

But Richard Dalton was not given
to grousing, and his real respect for
the Head helped him to tolerate with
patience the somewhat high-handed
methods of the old gentleman.
Chisholm:  was not always highs
handed and geldom unreasongble, But
there were times when he was both;
and at such times it was understood
among the staff that he had to be
“given his head.”

Onp the present oceasion My, Dalton
had not given him his head. He had
felt that, in duty and conscience, he
could not do so.

Up against duty and conscience,
My, Dalton had not thought of count-
ing the cost; but the cost had to be
paid. Now he was preparing to pay
i, His faco was clouded and his
heart was heavy, as he sorted out his
books and papers in his study. He
did not care fo remain a day under
order of dismissal. If he was to go,
it was better to go at once; and the
Head had given him his choice in the
matter. If the gates of Rookwood

were to clegse behind him, the sooner
they closed the better: it.was useless
as well gs painful to linger out the
parting. On that point, at least, he

his feet,

TROUBLE IN THE SHELL!

sprawled on the floor, and, grasping him by the collar, drafuoq
‘“ Raby !’ thundered the Shell master in a terri

0 will——" "# |1 was pushed off the form, sir!’ gasped Raby
breathlessly

Amid a terrific uproar Mr,
Mooney rushed at Raby as he
im to
ying voice,

i

‘\Hcm !’,

“We may as well take it from
Dicky as from the Head. 1In fact,
Dicky would lay it on lighter.”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“Bo we lose nothing—that ought
to appeal to you, Peele—and we may
save Dicky’s bacon,” said Jimmy
Silver. “If we ask Dicky as a
favour——"

“A licking—as a fayour!” hooted
Gower,

“He may see it, and the affair
comes to an end,” said Jimmy Silver.
“It’s a chance, anyhow. Let’s try
x ”

* Hear, hear!”

There were still dissentient voices.
Peele & Co. opposed the heroic
scheme,  But' the great majority
backed up Jimmy 8ilver, and in a
few minutés ' the deputation was
selected, to wait upon Mr, Richard
Dalton in his study and “put it"” to
him,

The 2nd Chapter.
Nothing Doing !
Richard Dalton, master
Fourth, was packing. ;
It was not a happy occupation,
Leaving Rookwood was a thought

of the

o

was in agreement with his head-
master.

Most of the other masters had
dropped in, to speak a few words of
sympathy or ~ condolence. Mr.
Mooney of the Shell was sympathetic
and kind; Mr, Greely of the Fifth
was sympathetic and indignant; Mon-
sicur Monceau, the French master,
was sympathetic and gesticulatory;
“Mr. Bohun of the Third had quietly
suggested an appeal to the Govern-
i’ng ]Boatd, at which Dicky shook his
head, »

He was grateful for the kind feel-
ings of the staff, but he was glad
when they left him to himself. Like
most men of a strong character, he
did not like condolences, and detested
appearing in the light of an injured
ﬁarty or a “lame duck.” Now that

is going was settled, he anly wanted
to g0 o quietly and quickly as pos-
sible.

lt"I‘u Lot

Mr. Dalton suppressed a sigh as the
knock came at Eis door. He won-
dered whether Mr. Manders had
taken the trouble to walk over from
the Modern side to express sympathy.

“Came in!”

It was not Mr, Manders.

It was Jimmy Silver, the captain
of the Fourth, who opened the study

Dr, |

1 Jimmy.

Yoow

door; and behind Jimm appeared
Lovell, Raby, l\'cwcom'c,y M(ﬁ'ning-
ton, Erroll, Rawson, and two or three
other fellows, ;

:The deputation from the Classical
Yourth had arrived !

Richard Dalton looked at them, the
colour deepening a little in his hand-
some face,

Lvidently the news of his dismissal
was known to his Form, and he sup-
posed that these members of the
Fourth had come to say good-bye to
him before he went.

He was gratefyl for the attention,

ut he would much rather have
avoided the interview. Still, it was
something to know that his boys
regretted that he was going.

"Well, my boys,” said Mr. Dalton,
speaking as casually as possible,
“what is it ?" ;

“We've a  deputation, sir,”
plained Arthur Edward Lovell,

“Leave it to Jimmy,” came in a
stage whisper  from some fellow
behind Avthur Edward, :

“You dry up, Rawson,” retoried
Lovell, also in a stage whisper,

Mr. Dalton smiled faintly.

"The fact is, sir——"" began Jimmy

Silver.
Arthur

X~

“That's it!” chimed in
Lidward Lovell, who had a feeling
that he had better act as spokesman
on this important occasion, *The
fact is, sir—-"

: " Yoy cheese it, Lovell I” murmured
aby.

*Look here, Raby——

Me. Dalton coughed.

“I am rather pressed for time ab
the {:rescnt moment,” he said. *“If
you have anything to say to me——>

*Lots, sir!” said Lovell at once. +

“Bilver had better speak, as head
boy, then,” said Richard Dalton,
**What is it, Silver?”

“Go it, Jimmy!”
several voices,

Jimmy Silver “went it.”

“The fact is, sir, we've heard that
you are leaving Rookwood-—

“'That is correct, Silver.”
“Because you didn’t hand out the
licking the Head ordered, sir,” said
Jimmy. p :

“I am afraid that that is not a -
matter I can discuss with the boys of
my Korm,. Silver,” said Mr. Dalton
dryly.

“*Yes, sir—I mean, no, sir,” said
“Wthat I mean is, we don’§

Ll

murmured

want you to g0, sir—- :
+. “We'd rather be licked!” inter-
Jectfdd Iﬁovcll}.l %o

“Much rather, sir!” said Putty of
the Fourth. il

“What ?” ejaculated Mr. Dalton.
_“That's the point, sir,” said Jimmy
Silver. “The Head doesn’t care fo
inquire who was to blane in the row
with Carthew, and he's sentenced us
to a licking uli round. We knew you'd
ﬂ:a?d up for us, sir, and see fair play.

Ut her =g

I repeat that I cannot discuss——

“Oh, no, sir! But we want you to
carry out the Head’s order.”

“Bilver I !
. “And jolly well hand out the lick-
ing,” said Lovell. “We—wa don’t
mind, sir! At least, we'd rather be
licked than lose you, sir.”

“And then it will be all right, sir
won't it?” asked Newcome,

“The whole' ¥orm say the same,
sir,” went on Jimmy Silver. *“We're
ready to go through it, siv! Shall'I
tell all the fellows to get into:the
Form-room ready ?”

“Well, upon my word!” said Mr.
Dalton, in great amazement.

Ho stared at the juniors, and they
gave him kind and encouraging looks.
They had made up their minds to the
sacrifice, and it was only necessary
for Dicky Dalton to play up, .and
then all would be calm and bright,
At least, that was how the heroes of
the Classical Fourth Jooked at it.

There were a few moments of
silence.

“Thank you very much, my boys,”
said Mr. Dalton at last. “I am sure
that you mean this kindly,”

“We want you to stay, sir,”

“I am glad to hear you say so. I
am very sorry to be leaving you and
Rookwood. But it is too late to think
of staying now. I am, unfortunately,
not in agreement with: the head-
magster, and I must leagve. T take this
opportunitynf biddm you good-bye.”

" But, sir——" exclaimed Ixovo‘ll.

“If you carry ont the Head's
orders, sir ? sald Jimmy,
“I ‘cannot discuss the matter,

Silver, but what you suggest is im
possible. There is nothing more to
¢ said,”
““Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Lovell in
dismay. ]
“Then—then we've come here for
nothing ! said Jimmy,

(Continued overleaf.)

hums of Rookwood School. Don’t miss it,
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“Yes; but I thank you for your

kind -thought, all the same.  And
now, good-bye, my boys!”
“You—you're mnot going Tnow,

1]

“Within the hour.”

“But—but—"

The deputation stood overwhelmed
with dismay. In the simplicity of
their hearts they had supposed that
the affair could be arranged quite
casily; that it was only necessary for
the Head’s sentence to be carried
out ; and, with their concurrence, why
shouldn’t Dicky Dalton carry it out?

Yividently the dismissed Form
master looked at the matter from a
different angle.

The dismay in the faces of the
juniors touched Mr. Dalton. It made
it very clear to him how much the
Tourth felt his departure. He went
on very gently: .

“My boys, no compromise is possi-
ble. T have received a certain order
which, for reasons of my own, T have
not carried out. It is therefore im-
possible for me to remain in this
school.  Good-bye!”

“Oh, sir!” faltered Jimmy.

Mr. Dalton shook hands with all
the members of the deputation, one
after another, and dismissed them.
There was, nothing more to be said,
and the master evidently wanted to
be left to himself. Jimmy Silver &
Co. backed rather dismally out of the
study.

The door closed.

Mr. Richard Dalton resumed his
packing with a clouded brow, and
the deputation returned to their com-
rades with the news that there was
“nothing doing.”

The 3rd Chapter.
Dicky’s Departure.

“ We're not standing it!”

Thus Arthur Edward Lovell, in the
end study, emphatically.

Lovell ‘was often emphatic, oftener,
indeed, than his chums considered
necessary. But on this occasion
Jimmy: Silver, Raby, and Newcome
were 'as emphatic as Lovell.

The end study agreed as one man
that they weren't standing it.

Dicky Dalton was dismissed—on
the mortow Rookwood School would
know him no more. And the end
stuly weren't going to stand it
though exactly what they were going
to do Was something of a problem.
How the end study were going to
back up, against the decision of their
headmaster was, in fact, a 1nore
thorny problem than any to be found
in ‘Euclid.

Nevertheless, they were going to
do.it somehow. And the rest of the
Classical Fourth were in agreement
with them.

“We're not standing it !” repeated
Lovell. “We're not, and we won't!
And the Head can put that in his
pipe and smoke it!”

\ “The Head doesn’t smoke,” re-
marked Raby

“Qh, ‘don’t be an ass, old chap!
The Head can put that in his pipe
and’ smoke it!” repeated Lovell
“What about a deputation to the
Head, to point out to him that he’s
a silly ass?”

“0Oh, my hat!”

““ Anyhow, to tell him that we won’t
let Dicky go,” amended Lovell. “We
won’t, you know!”

“Blessed if I sce how we're going
to stop .it,” said Jimmy - Silver,
deeply ruminating.

“We've got to, somehow!”

“Bui how?” asked Newcome.

“ISomehow,” said Lovell. “1 tell
you he’s not going!” .

Valentine Mornington looked in at
the doorway of the end study. His
face was grave. ”

“You fellows comin’ to see, Dicky
off 2 he asked.

“See him off !”

“Yes. He's goin’.”

“He’s not going!” roared Lovell.

“He's just startin’.”

“Oh crumbs !”

said Lovell:

+

By OWEN CONQUEST.

(Continued from previous page.)

“My idea is for us all to see him
off, and cheer him mno end,” said
Mornington. “That will show the
Head what we think about th
matter, at any rate.” ’

“Good !” exclaimed Lovell, jump-
ing up.

Lovell’s chums followed his ex-
ample. Dicky was going, that was
clear. The very least the Fourth
could do was to give him a rousing
send-off, which, as Lovell observed,
would show the Head who was who,
and what was what.

Morny had already communicated
his idea to other fellows, and a
crowd of the Fourth were ready. In

The blind at-the Head’s window
was seen to move.

“We've roused him!” murmured
Mornington, and there was a chuckle
from some ot the juniors.

The Head’s casement opened, and
a stern face looked out into the dusk.
The juniors knew that the ITead was
there, but they did not heed, or
rather, they shouted the louder.

“Don't go, Mr. Dalton!” roared
Putty of the Fourth. “Stay on, and
we'll back you up!”

“Hurrah !”

_ *“Stop the horse!” shouted Morn-
ington. ’

“Bravo!”

Perhaps the dusk of the quad, and
the fact that the Head could not pos-
sibly recognise individuals from his
window, emboldened the Classical
Fourth. There was a rush after the
hack, and Conroy seized the horse’s
head and stopped it.

Lovell jerked open the door.

“Mr. Dalton!” he gasped.

“Jump out, Dicky!” yelled Puity.

“We're not going to let you go!”
shouted Newcome.

“Hurrah !”

Conroy was wheeling the horse
round, the astonished driver staring
at him blankly. .

Mr. Dalton put a startled face from
the window of the hack.

“Boys, cease this at once!” he ex-
claimed.

“You're not going, sir!” shouted

Lovell. “We won't let you!”

rear.” In the School House, the
juniors. scuttled in various dircctions,
nobody being particularly anxious to
catch Dr. Chisholm’s eye. And the
gates of Rookwood closed behind Mr.
Richard Dalton—and the = Fourth
Form were left without a master.

The 4th Chapter.
Up to the Fourth.

The next day there was no master
for the Fourth Form at Rookwood.

Had that state of affairs been a
permanent one a good many of the
Juniors would have found consolation
in it for the loss of the popular
“Dicky.” It would have been in the
Rookwood Fourth as in Israel of old,
when there was no king, and every
man did what was right in his own
eyes. But that state of affairs, of
course, was too ideal to be hoped for.

It was certain,. in fact, that the
Form would be taken by another
master, or a prefect, until a new
master of the Fourth was appointed.

Both Mr. Dalton and the Head had
considered it judicious for the dis-
missed master to leave at once, in-
stead of continuing his duties until
his successor was appointed. But cer-
tainly that short and sharp method of
dealing with the Form master

mutineer, left the Head with some
difficulty on his hands.

Satisfactory FForm masters were not
to be picked up at an hour’s notice.
Certainly, in that line of business as

{ THE REBELS !

“ Look out!”’ murmured Mornington suddenly.
a royal wax.”

“ Here comes the Head and he looks in
Dr. Chisholm, with a stern brow, swept down on the group of Fourth-
Formers, who should by this time have been hard at work with Myr. Mooney in the Shell Form room.

an excited throng they crowded down
the staircase.

Outsidc the door of the School
House - the hack from Coombe was
waiting, its lights gleaming in the
winter dark.

Two or three trunks were on the
hack, and Mr. Dalton, having shaken
hands with several of his colleagues,
was stepping into the vehicle.

Jimmy Silver & Co. crowded out.

Mr. Dalton hastily signed to the
driver to start.  Perhaps he had
some suspicion of the juniors’ inten-
tion, and- certainly he did not want
anything “like a scene to mark his
departure from Rookwood.

But the heroes of the Classical
Fourth were not to be denied. There
was a light in the window of the
Head’s study, and they knew that
Dr. Chisholm was there, within easy
hearing.

As the hack moved down the drive
there was a roar from the crowd of
Fourth-Formers.

“(tood-bye, Mr. Dalton!”

“Best of luck!”

“@Good-bye, sir!”

Mr. Dalton made no sign, and the
hack rolled on  'The dismissed master
was only anxious to get out of the
gates before the demonstration went
any further.

“Three cheers for Dicky Dalton !”
roared Mornington.

“Hurrah !”

“Hip-hip-hurrah !”

The old quadrangle of Rookwood
rang with it. Over the way in M.
Manders’ House that roar of cheer-
ing was clearly. heard. Tt fairly
thundered in the Iead’s study in the
School House.

“Hurrah !”

“ Bravo, Dicky Dalton!”

“Hurrah !”

“TReledse that horse!”

“But we- ik

“Do you hear me%”. thundered Mr.
Dalton. ke

“Look here. Dicky—-"

“ Silénce ! Release the horseat once !
Go back to the House!” said Mr.
Dalton sternly. *“ How dare you act
in this lawless manner?”

“We don’t want you to go!” said
Lovell doggedly.

“Driver, drive on at once!”

‘0w can a man drive on, sir, with
two-or thres young rips ’anging on

‘to his ’orse’s ’cad?” inquired the

driver. . .

“Will you release the horse imme-
diately 7”7 exclaimed Mr. Dalton. 1
am no longer your Form master, my
boys, but I entreat you to obey me
for the last time. Go back quietly
to the House, and remember the re-
spect you owe to your headmaster.”

“Cave!” called out Erroll.

“Here comes the Head !”

Dr. Chisholm, in stately wrath, was
siriding down the drive. Ho arrived
on the scene in time to hear Mr.
Dalton’s last words. But he did not
look at the young master or speak to
him. His eyes glittered at the juniors
in the dusk.

“Return to the House at once!”
his voice boomed out. *“How ‘dare

you make - this disturbance in the
quadrangle 7”
There was a rebellious murmur

among the juniors. But the authority
of the Head, backed by their late

Form master’s entreaty, had its
effect. The horse was released, and
the driver moved on towards the
gates, Jimmy Silver & Co. gave a

final roar.

“Good-bye, Mr. Dalton!”

Then they trooped back to the
House, the Head striding along in the

in many others, there were more
applicants for the jobs, than jobs for
the applicants.  Nevertheless, the
matter required care, and care re-
quired time. It was likely that some
interval would elapse before Mr.
Dalton’s successor took up his duties
at Rookwood.

In the meantime, some arrangement
had to be made, and somc alterations
in the usual time-table.

¥From the Head's point of view, that
was the only difficulty i but from the
point of view of the Fourth, there
werc others. For nearly all the
Classical Fourth had resolved that
they would accept no nmew master in
the place of Dicky Dalton.

A crowded meeting in the end study
had determined upon that, and the
determination was to be carried-out
somehow.

That certainly was a difficulty that
the Head did not foresee.

Tt did not even cross his lofty mind
that the Fourth Form-——mere Lower
School  juniors—would dream  of
opposing his majestic will.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were very inter-
ested that morning to learn what
arrangensents had been made to tide
over the interval before a new man
arvived.

They learned that, for the present,
extra time was to be given to
“maths,” with ~ the  mathematics

master; extra time to French, with |

Monsieur Monceau ; ‘that Latin and
Lnglish. were to be taken in conjunc-
tion with the Shell, - under Mr.:
Mooney ; and that i mhinor subjects
they would be under the charge of
Bulkeley of thé Sixth, the captain of
Rookwood. '

“Not Carthew -this time!” re-
marked Arthur Edward Lovell, with

““A good thing for Carthew!” said
Mornington.

““Yes, rather!”

“But we're not standing Bulkeley,
all the same,” said Morny.

Jimmy Silver looked a
worried.

Bulkeley of the Sixth was popular
with the whole school, and he was the
idol . of 'the juniors. “Ragging "
Bulkeley was quite a new idea to the
Fourth.

But Jimmy nodded assent.

It was agreed on all hands that the
Fourth were standing by their dis-
missed Forin aster; and that his
successor was not tc be allowed to
“carry on.”

Bulkeley, therefore, popular as he
was, was not to have a peaceable time
with the Fourth.

“I wish it had been Carthew, or
Knowles,” said Jimmy. “We'd enjoy
ragging them. We’re not up against
Bulkeley. But it can’t be helped.”

*Bulkeley won't be easy to handle,”
remarked Peele.

“We've got to handle him, all the
same,”

“1t's up to us!” said Conroy.

“What-ho!”

“We begin in the Shell room this
mornin’,” remarked Mornington, with
a glance at the Head’s paper on the
notice-board.  ““Shall we start by
raggin’ old Mooney ?”

“We're not going to work till
Dicky comes back!” said Arthur
Edward Lovell determinedly. L
fancy we can soon make old Mooney
fed-up with us.”

*“Yes, rather!”

“And we'll start by not goin’ in te
class,” said Morny.

“Hear, hear!”

Adolphus  Smythe of the Shell
strolled slong, while the heroes of the
Fourth were discussing the matter
round the notice-board.

“I hear that you fags arc comin’
into our Form-room this mornin’,”
said Adolphus.

“The Head says so,” agreed Jinnny
Silver.

“Beastly for us, isn’t it?” said
Smythe, ““I hope you'll wash your
necks for this once, and don’t come
with your pockets crammed with
aniseed balls.” !

“You cheeky ass!” roared Lovell.

“Roll him along!” said Morning-
ton.

*Good egg!”

“Herc, I say Yarcooh ! roared
Adolphus, as half a dozen -excited
Fourth-Formers grasped hi,

The dandy of the Shell went rolling
along the passage. 'T'he juniors rolled
him as far as his "orm-room. and left
him in the doorway, in a dusty and
breathless state. By the time he re-
covered, Adolphus was sorry he had
spoken.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were in the
quad  after breakfast when M.
Mooney, the master of the Shell, came
along.

“You have seen the Head’s notice,
Silver?” asked Mr. Mooney.

“Yes, sir.”

“I shall expect all Classical mem-
bers of the Fourth Form in the Shell-
room at nine,” said Mr. Mooney.
“After class, I will notify you of
arrangements regarding preparation.
It will be somewhat difficult for the
two Forms to work together. Qui we
must do the best we can.”

“Hem!”

“You will tell your Form-fellows
that they are expected to come in
with the Classical Shell, Silver.”

“T will tell them, sir, céertainly.”

“Very good, Silver.” !

Mr. Mooncy walked on, and the
Fistical Four exchanged a grin.

“They’ll be expected to come!”
murmured Lovell. ~ *“But I fancy they
won’t come up to expectations.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

When Mr. Mooney arrived in his
Form-room he found the Shell in
their places; but there:was not a

little

Fourth-Former to be seen. M.
Mooney blinked over the class
through his' glasses, and frowned.

The Shell master was not in the least
pleased by the addition to his class
and to his work, but he had not, of
course, ventured to argue with the
Head on the subject. Had the Fourth
acted like lambs, Mr. Mooney would
still have found the addition to his
class an annoyance and a worry. Bug
the Fourth were intending to act like
anything but lambs.

“Smythe !” rapped out Mr. Mooney.

“Yaas, sir!” said Adolphus. .

“The Fourth should be here. They
are not-here. It is possible that they
‘have — hem — forgotten - the  new
arrangement,”  said  Mr. Mooney.
“Kindly go and find Silver, and tell
him to come here at once and bring
the cthers with him.”

“I—1 think they don’t mecan tc
come, sir,” said Smythe.

a grin. !

“What?”
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“I mean, I've heard! them sayin’

that——" stammered Smythe.

“Nonsense! (Go and do as I have
told you, at oncel”

“Very well, sir,”

Adolphus Smythe leff the Form-
room: The Shell waited, and the
Shell master. waited. ~Mr. Mooney
did not want to begin without his new
pupils. - It was fully five minutes
before Adolphus Smythe reappeared.

He presented a startling sight as
he limped into the Form-room.

His collar and tie were gome, and
his hair was rumpled and mixed
with cinders, and ink streamed over
his face. He tottered into the Form-
room, gasping. From the distance
the sound of laughter could be heard,
apparently from the Fourth.

Mr. Moouney's glasses almost fell

off as he stared at the bapless
Adolphus.
“Smythe !” he gasped.  “What—

what—what does this mean?”

“Grooogh !”
“Smythe !” thundered Mr, Mooney.

“Qoooogh! They've been raggin’
me!” spluttered Adolphus. “Oh
dear! Grooogh! Ow!”

“Did you deliver my message?”
exclaimed Mr. Mooney.

“Ow! VYaas, Ow!”

“ And what did Silver say?”

“Ow! He said, “Collar him! ”
gasped Adolphus. *“And the young
rotters—ow !—collared me—ow !—and
ragged me! Groogh! Look at me!
Wow 1”

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Mooney.

He blinked at Adolphus in dazed
silence for some njoments. Adolphus
gasped and spluttered, and most of
the - Shell fellows . grinned. = Mr.
Mooney found his voice at last.

“You may go and—and—and clean
yourself, Smythe.” .

“Ow! Yaas! Ow! Groogh!”

Adolphus limped out again.

Mr. Mooney, feeling that it was
useless to send another messenger to
the - recalcitrant Fourth, departed
from the Form-room himself, to
round up his new pupils.

He found the Classical Fourth, or
most of them, in the quadrangle.
They were laughing and talking,
apparently considerably amused by
the sad fate of Adolphus Smythe.

“Silver!” exclaimed Mr. Mooney.

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy.

©1 gent yoU. a Message by Smythe

gt )

“That’s all right. sir. He delivered
it,” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.

“Why have you not come to the
Shell-room ?”’ demanded Mr, Mooney.

“We're not coming, sir.”

“ Wha-a-at!”

“We want our own Form master!”

bawled Arthur Edward Lovell
“We're not going in with the
Shell.” i

“Boys!” gasped Mr. Mooney.

“No disrespect to you, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver hastily. “But we want
Mr. Dalton.”

“You are aware that Mr. Dalton
is dismissed. and has now left Rook-
wood.” said Mr. Mooney. “ This
rebellious eonduct will do you no
good, and will not benefit Mr. Dalton
in any way. You are now under my
charee, and T order vou to go to the
Shell-room at once!”

“(an’t be done. sir!” said Jimmy,

Mr. Mooney breathed hard. .

“T shall report this at once ta the
Head, Silver.”:z .

“Quite so, sir!”

Mr. Mooney blinked at the juniors,
and walked back to the School House.
It was for the Head to deal with this
rebellion. Mr. Mooney proceeded ta
the Sixth Form room, where Dr,
Chisholm’ was busy with the Sixth
and with Greek,

The Shell master coughed as he put
in his head. Dr. Chisholm glanced
at him inquiringly.

“The Fourth, sir——" stammered
Mr. Mooney.

“T trust the boyvs are giving no
trouble in your ¥orm-room, Mr,
Mooney,” said the Head coldly.

“Hem! They are not in my Form-
room, sir.”

“Tndeed! And why not?”

“They refuse to come there.”

“Refuse ! ejaculated the Head.

“Point-blank, sir!

There was a dead silence in the
Sixth Form room. The seniors looked
at one apother: the Head stared
blankly at Me. Mooney.

“T have given you authority over
the Fourth. Form, Mr.. Mooney,”
said the Head at Jast:

“They disregard it utterly, sir.”

“Po vou mean to gay that you can
do nothing with them?”

“Nothing at all, sir.”

“You had better return to your
Form-room, 1.think, Mr. Mooney,”
said the Head coldly. And there was

a tone of contempt in his voice that
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brought a flush to the Shell master’s
cheeks,

Mr. Mooney turned away in silence,
and Dr, Chisholm, with a deadly
look in his eyes, proceeded in search
of the Fourth Form rebels.

“The 5th Chapter.
Trouble in the Shell !

“Bump him!” said Lovell reck-

“Fathead !”

““Cheese it!”

Jimmy Silver & Co., in the spring
sunshine in the quad, were discussing
what was to be done when the Head
cam¢ on the scene. It was cerfain
that he would appear as soon as Mr.
Mooney had reported the state of
affairs.

*Can we back up against the Head

himself?” asked Newcome, very
dubiously.

“No, we can’t!” answered Peele
promptly.

“No jolly fear!” said Gower,

“Too thick!” said  Townsend.

“Can’t be done!
things that fellows don’t do, you
know.”

*Oh, rats!” said Lovell. *“We're
not giving in. We're going to have
Dicky back, or burst a boiler !”

“T'm not cheekin’ the Head, I
know = that!” observed Topham.
“ Mooney, if you like—not the Head.
The jolly old Head’s too ferocious.”

“We're not giving in,” said Jimmny
Silver quietly. “But we must draw
the ling at cheeking the Head, if we
can, - It's bad form, for one thing, to
cheek a headmaster, and the Head
can bunk us, which is still more im-
portant,” .

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1f the Head orders us to the Shell-
room we go, so long as he keeps his
eye on us,” said Jimmy. “But you
can take a horse to water without
being able to make him drink, you
know. A rag in the Shell Form room
won't hurt us.”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“Look out!"” murmured Morning-
ton. ‘““Here comes the Head, and he
looks in a royal wax.”

Dr. Chisholm swept down on the
group of juniors in the quadrangle.
All the rest: of the school were at

It's one of the

lessons now. Even the Modern:
portion of the Fourth were at work
cwith® My~ Manders, the sience
master.  Only the Classical ¥ourth

were loafing. They had the quad to
themselves, save for old Mack, who
was staring at them from a distance.
“What does this mean?” exclaimed
Dr. Chisholm, as he swept up.
“Silver, what does this mean?”
“Mean, sir?” murmured Jimmy.
“You were aware that you were to
take first lesson with the Shell this
morning?” -
“Yes, sir.”

“Why are you mnot with Mr,
Mooney 2"’
No reply.
“Answer me!” thundered - the

Head.

“We want our own Form master,

sir!” said Arthur Edward Lovell, as
Jimmy hesitated.
" Dr. Chisholm seemed transfixed for
the moment. This was the first hint
he had had that the Fourth objected
strongly to the dismissal of their
Form master.

“You-—you want what?”’ he stam-
mered,

“We want Dicky!” said Lovell.
“1 mean, Mr. Dalton.”

“We sha'n't be happy till we get
him!” called out Putty’s voice from
the rear,

“We want Dicky!” shouted a
dozen voices.

“Hear, hear!” :

Dr. Chisholm compressed his lips,
and his eyes fairly gleamed at the
Fourth-Formers.

“Lovell, you will take a thousand
lines.”

“Oh!” gasped Lovell. :

“Every other boy here will take
five hundred lines.” ;

““ oh !1’

“Now proceed at once to the
Shell 1” {

The Classical Fourth marched into
the School House, and the Head
shepherded them to the Shell Form

roon.

The Shell fellows watched them
curiously. as they filed in, work being
suspended for the moment in the
Form-room. In silence Jimmy Silver
& Co. came in. There was a good
deal of crowding necessary to make
room for so large an addition to the
class, but under the Head’s glitter-
ing eye no one thought of grousing.
Dr, Chisholm turned to Mr. Mooney.

“ Mr. Mooney, 1 leave these unruly
boys in your charge. In case of any
further insubordination, do not spare
the cane.”

“Very well, sir!”

The Head rustled out, and the door
closed behind him. Mr. Mooney
eyed his new pupils very doubtfully.
In the presence of the Head they
had been quiet and orderly, but
immediately the door closed behind
Dr. Chisholin there was a change.
Lovell leaned back and put his feet
on the desk before him, Mornington
began to whistle a tune, and two or
three voices started a song ~which
dealt with a shortage of bapanas.

“Silence, please!” called out Mr,
Mooney.

“ Silence,
Mornington.

“Silence,
Lovell.

“ Silence ! yelled the whole crowd
of the Fourth, till the Form-room
rang and echoed.

“Will you be silent?” shouted Mr.
Mooney.

“We're doin’ our best, sir,” said
Moranington. - “I keep on tellin’ the
fellows to be silent.”

said Lovell.

“Bo do sir,”
SILENCE !”

“Silence ! Silence !

“Ha, ba, ha!” -

Mr. Mooney breathed hard. He
was aware that it was a rag, and he
was not used to rags in the Shell.

“I shall cone the next boy that
speaks !” he exclaimed, taking up his
cane from his desk. e

“You hear that, you noisy
bounders ?” exclaimed Puttr of the
Fourth. *‘Silence! Silence!”

“Silence !

“Lovell, stand out here!”

“What, sir? I, siv?”

“Yes, you, Lovell!”

“What for, sir?”

you fellows!” shouted

you chaps!” roared

“I am going to cane you, Lovell I” |

exclaimed the exasperated master of
the Shell. ;

“Cane me, sir?” exclaimed Lovell,

“Yes. Come here at once!”

“Do you think you ought to cane
me, sir, for trying to restore silence ?"
asked Lovell, looking

“(ome here at once!

“Oh, very well, sir!”

Arthur Edward Lovell came out
before the class. Mr. Mooney took
a determined grip on the cane. He
was not a severe man, but he felt that
he had to be severe now, if he was
to have nnly discipline in his Form-
POl ot vour HeBAEATL VA

old out your hand; Leévell 1™

“Certainly, sir !”"il ,%2,_!«\.

Lovell held ‘out 'his" hand.” He
withdrew it quickly as the cane came
sweeping down. The cane swept a
circle, and Mr, Mooney almost over-
balanced himself. There was a roar
of laughter.

“Bless my soul!” stuttered Mr.

¢

Mooney.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
‘Lovell, come here! Bend over

this form!” shouted Mr, Mooney,
now quite enraged.

Instead of bending over the Form
.for punishment, Lovell retreated
among the desks. Three or four of
the Fourth jumped up.

“8hall we catch him for you, sir?”
exclaimed Mornington.

“Yes, yes! ring him here at
once!” gasped Mr, Mooney, not
realising for the moment the insid-
iousness of the offer.

Mornington rushed after Lovell.
Five or six other fellows rushed after
Morny. Perhaps their intention was
to catch Lovell, and hand him over
to the master of the Shell. Per-
haps it was not. Lovell dodged
among the desks, and the pursuers
dodged after him.. Books and papers
were knocked right and left, and
several Shell fellows were bumped
off their forms with loud howls,
Adolphus Smythe was _sprawling
under his desk, yelling. Tracy and
Howard were mixed up with their
inkpots somehow. More and more
of the Fourth, catching on to the
idea, joined in the chase after Lovell,
and the Form-room rang with a ter-
rific din.

“ After him!”

“Head him off I”

“ After him, you fellows!”

Mr. Mooney almost tore his hair.
His Form-room was a scene now of
the wildest confusion, and some of
the Shell, thinking that this was
rather more entertaining than Form
work, joined in the game. Fellows
jumped over forms and desks, bumped
into one another, and roared and
shouted with all the strength of their
lungs. ) l

“Cease  this 'riot . instantly!”
shrieked Mr. Moouey, almost beside
himself. “Go back to your places!”

“We've nearly got him, sir!”

“We'll catch him for you, sir

“ After him!”

“Stop !I” raved Mr. Mooney. “ Stop
at once! Go to your places! T will
cane every boy out of his place!”

And, as his voice was not heeded,
Mr. Mooney rushed at the hilarious

1>

Silence !” roared Lovell, |

very injured.

juniors, laying out right and left with
his cane. i

“0Oh gad!” gasped Mornington, as
bhe caught the Iorm master’s carne
with his shoulders. “Oh, my hat!
Chuck that, sir!”

“Go to your place!” panted Mr.
Mooney. 3

“But you told me to catch Lovell.”

“(Go to your place!”

Mornington went to his place; the
cane was not to be argued with.
Slowly and reluctantly the other
fellows followed his example. The
Form-room locked almost as if a
eyclone had struck it.

“Now, Lovell!” Mr.
Mooney.

Lovell opened the door.

“Come back!” roared the master
of the Shell. B

Lovell did He

gasped

not come back.

scudded out of the Form-room, bang-,

ing the door after him.

Mr. Mooney rushed to the door,
and paused. He was well aware that
there would be a riot in the Shell-
room if he left it in pursuit of Lovell.
Certainly, he could have gone to. the
Head. But he did not want an inter-
view with that awesome old gentle-
man, or any more cutting and con-
temptuous remarks from him. He
turned back, and Lovell was left {o
his own devices.

“We—we—we will now resume!”
breathed Mr. Mooney.

“Will we?” murmured Morning-
ton. And there was a laugh.

 Silence 1

“ Bilence !” roared the Fourth with
one voice. .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If any Fourth Form boy speaks

again I will cane him ! shrieked Mr.
Mooney. “Silence, I say!”

Crash ! :

Putty of the Fourth rolled off his
form. Mr. Mooney spun round, and
beheld Putty sprawling.

“How dare you—-

“I—1T was. pushed, sir!”

“Who pushed him?” raved ‘Mr.

Mooney.
“Not I, sir!” s
“Oh, no, sir, not I, sir!” A
“Anybody know who pushed
him 7
“We'll find out for you, sir! Now,

then—’

“Get up, boy!” thundered Mr.
Mooney. “Silence, all of you! I
will bave order in this Form-room,
or I will know the reason swhy !"”*

Crash !

Raby sprawled on the floor. The
hapless Mr. Mooney rushed at him,
caught him by the collar, and
dragged him to his feet.

‘:I nlIJy, I will——l—"’d

“I—1 was pushed, si#i” gasped
Raby. ! by

“Who pushed him off the form ?”
roared Mr, M

“Oh, no, sir!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

Mr. Mooney felt the perspiration
running down his face. He was
aware, by this time, that the Classi-
cal Fourth did not intend to take
lessons in the Shell-room. . Some
master—Mr. Richard Dalton, for ex-
ample—could have dealt with the
disturbers and restored order. But
Mr. Mooney was not built for such
a task. ow to deal with these
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“UP AGAINST THE HEAD.”
By Owen Conquest.

Rookwood has passed the rubicon,’
50 'to speak, and there are ructions.
The crisis has been looming for long.
past, but with the summary dismissal
of that extremely popular master,
“ Dicky ” Dalton, there was no longer
any dallying. *<It is’ in the mood of
Rookwood to rise to a man against
injustice. Dalton is by way of being
a popular hero. You will be inter-
ested in the remarkable developments
recorded next week. Has Finis really
been written to the sportsmanlike
caveer of Mr. Dalton, so far as Rook-
wood is 'concerned?  That is the
question.

¥SMITHY’S GREAT VICTORY !”

A new captain has just been elected
at St. Katie's, and thereby hangs a
tale which will fascinate everybody
next Monday. New brooms, new
daptains,” in short every newcomer
always come in for plenty of criti-
cism, Resgéntment ~ is frequently
kindled by what is regarded as an
intrusion. But Smithy stands on
safe_ground. . It is always a bit,of a
temptation to enlarge on the sparkle
and -good sense which distinguish
the yarns of St. Katherine’s School,
so‘ably dealt with by Michael Poole.
But T shall have to ring off this time
with a general intimation that footer
figures in the now story, and to jolly
good effect, too! ]

'David Qoodwin.
correéspondent © writing . from
Leicestér  says
the best story he has ever read. It
is the casiest thing in the world, 1
know, to trot out a little company
of superlatives when one is pleased
about anything, and sometimes this
may be dons without sufficient judg-
ment.  But in the case of David
Goodwin’s serial the highest praise is
just ‘bave justice, no more. This tale
romps into success because it has per-
sonality behind it, also the spirit of
the sea. It is a rum thing when you
come to think of it, that though we
live in an island, the sea is prefty
well “unknown to myriads. That is
inevitable. People have, their living
tcg get, and can only afford the time
for a peep at'the deep, say, once per,
annum. All the same, a story like
“Topsail Tony ”—there is a finer in-
stalment than ever next week—does
britig the fact home that in the last
vesort we in this old country have
to ldok to the sea as the supreme ally.
That taking little fact is one kept in
sight by David Goodwin, like others
who do their {trick on the wvatch
towers of the world,

“Topsail Tony” i3

"OTHER FEATURES.

There are numerous other subjects
with which 1 should like to deal this
week, but there is no room. You
might look out for a markedly power-
ful boxing story next week. ~This
is called “The Newsboy Champion !”
" Then we' shall also have something
more about **The Sporting Indepen-
dents,” a narrative with a proper
clinch, and which has. brought into
the light a group of characters of
whom one i¢ always glad to hear.

- @

gl )
HEALTH AND SPORT.

In addition there are the usual
articles on Health and Sport by Mr.
Percy - Longhurst, and Football by
“Goalie.” Mr. Longhurst tis' re-
ceiving a-flood of letters asking for
advice on how to keep fit. Any chum
of mine in doubt as to'training points
cannot do, better than -take his
trusty pen in hand, and drop Mr.
Longhurst a line. He will get a veply
by return. :

LINCOLN BEOK!

By the way, a pariicularly sound
little feature has come to strengthen
the Boys’' Friexp “bill” in the
series of | biographical sketches of
famous characters, Next week we
Jhave *“ Linky Beck, Esq.”

———

ROUND THE WORLD

FOR.1d. A DAY! - . ;

SECOUNTRIES %0F
D APait 2ol which

you_ an ' opportnity of ‘seeing
avorld, with all its most inferesting
sights and famous beauty-spots, for
the small gradual outlay of dne penny
a day. By purchasing cach fort-
nightly part, as it is published, you
can secure a pictorial record of unique
interest, and one of which you will
never tire.

You can visit. the far-off Indies or
take a nearer trip to the red cliffs of
Devon or the wilds of Cornwall or

Scotland.  Every land—savage or
civilised, mear or remote—will  be

pictured in the pages of this superb
work, which will include ‘over 5,000
photographs altogether, most of them
taken specially for .the purpose and
published for the first time.

The colour plates are wonderful,
They are not mere coloured photo-
graphs, but living presentations of
actual places as they exist to-day.
There will be eight of them in each
part; the price of the complete part
being 1s..3d. Over 130 leading travel
writers and explorers will contribute
the articles to “COUNTRIES OF
THE WORLD.” 1

Your Editor.
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{ FOURTH FORM REBELS! !

) (Continued from previous pagey §
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riotous invaders of = his reposeful
Form-room: ,was a problem to him.
And  personally he had not the
slightest desire to deal with them.
It was much against his own desire
that the Fourth had been * planted ”
in his room - Indeed, his strongest
feeling was resentment against the
Head’s new arrangements.

“Boys, be quiet!” exclaimed Mr.
Mooney, ir almost an appealing tone.
* Order shall be kept here. We are
wasting time. I shall now resume
with the Shell, and the Fourth Form
boys will—will—will for the present
sit in thew places and—and listen!”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Jimmy
Silver.

The Fourth-Formers grinned glee-
fully. They had won all along the
line, so far as Mr. Mooney was con-
cerned. » The master of the Shell was
out for peace at any price.

Having won so much, the rebel-
lious jumiors kindly gave Mr. Mooney
a breathing space. They allowed
him to get on with the Form work
with the Shell, and sat in their places
chatting in undertones, and paying
no ‘attention - whatever to M.
Mooney.

Mr. Mooney was only too glad to
pay no attention to them in his turn.
So long as they remained quiet that
was all he asked. He had enough
trouble with his own boys, who had
caught a good deal of the insubordi-
nate spirit of the Fourth, and gave
him' unusuval” difficulties.

When Mr Mooney dismissed his
mixed class, at last, he felt as if a
weight had been iemoved from his
mind. Never was a Form master so
glad to see his pupils depart.

The Fourth found Arthur Edward
Lovell punting a footer. about in the
quad.” Mr. Mooney came out of the
House, and certainly saw Lovell, but
did notv address him. Evidently

Lovell’'s offences in the Form-room
were to be judiciously forgotten.

“We've beaten Mooney already
grinned Mornington.

19

“ Lessons for

N

; as '.\é"w, AWe e
let him alome,” Said Jimmy geneis
ously. “I fancy he will kecp clear
of .all the trouble he can. ~ The |
Fourth Form are on strike till Dicky
Dalton comes back.”

“Hear, hear!” g

“Tt's French this afternoon with
Mossoo,” said. Mornington. 1 fancy
wo can make Monsieur Monceau ftived
of SHg 5

“ What-ho !”

““Ha, 'ha, ha!”

“We're keeping it up,” said Lovell. *
“It will dawn on the Head, sooner
or later, that we want Dicky, and
we're going to have Dicky, 'Till then
it's us against the Head.”

“ Hear, hear!”

All 'the Fourth were determined on
that—for the present, at least. But
how that peculiar contest between
the Classical Fourth and the Head of
Rookwood was going to end was a

0L

, THE END.

(dwuother great story of Rookwood
Sehool—** Up Against the Head!”’—
ag-pearing in our newt issuc. Don’t
miss itl)

It you are in need of

fitness, write to Mr. Percy Longhurst,

§ge Fleetway House, Farringdon stroalt. London, E.C. 4

dressed envelope for a reply.
Mr. Longhurst and the sendépr.ya.nd
letter and never in these columns,

is the best

For the Boxer.
"[‘hat' wonderful - boxer, World’s
Champion, and the most scientific

fighter of the past thirty years, Jim
Driscoll, once asserted that speed and
stamina are just as important to the
boxer as skill and hitting power—if
not, indeed, a trifle more so. And
when you recall what Driscoll did in
the ring, his success against American
as well ‘as English boxers, the long
period over which -~ he held * his
supremacy, you'll admit that his
opinion is worth something.

There 'is one other quality that
helps a good deal towards the winning
of contests—not so much in. three-
round” bouts as in:those of longer
duration—and that is ringeraft—the
collection of “wrinkles.” which prac-
tice and experience have proved valu-
able.

Ringeraft is ‘best learned by ex-
perience, but there’s no harm in mak-
ing use of the experience of others.
Anyone who is too conceited or too
“clever ” to benefit thus is a chump
—which. I am sure, no reader of the
Bovs’ Friexp wants to be.

For instance, your opponent lands
you a lucky and hard blew, sending
your wits for the moment galley-west,
and you’re not quite sure whether it’s
bed-time or the day after to-morrow.
Perhaps you go down. Courage,
anger, shame—all urge you to spring
to your feet at once and go for your
adversary like a wild cat. Ringcraft
says, “Don’t be aichump.” To stand
up mow - when your senses are all
abroad is asking for a second knock-
down, . Stay on the floor a few

conds uniil's your: eyes -and. yoor.

e ; s

he

 to learn—that it is not always wise tos

fight a dlassic, straight-left boxer in
the same way as you would a tearing,
fist-swingimg rough. The ability to
deceive an opponent is ringcrafi—to
cause him to think you are full of vim
and fight \g‘scn in reality you ave feel-
ing near your last gasp. Here is a bit
of wmseful vingeraft. In the last half
of the final round, and it’s the toss-up
of a coin whether the verdict will go
to your oppouent or to you, even if
your opponent is a bit ahead, from
up your sleeve, from your will-power,
fromn somewhere, contrive to dig up
the strength to put in a half-minute
of really hard, guick, bustling work,
giving your man nobt a second of"
vest. e will be disconcerted; he
may be in as bad a way really as you
are, but he’s hoping you're worse.
Your sudden onslaught deceives him.
He believes' you're as fresh as paint.
His ¢onfidence and his heart weaken.
“\What’s the good?"” he asks himself.
Get him thinking that way, and the
victory is yours. In the final half-
minute you do enough to leave no

HEALTH
anp SPORTL

Conducted by
PERCY LONGHURST.
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doubt in the ref’s mind as to whom
the verdict shall go. Ringeraft—and
it spells success. The subject is one
on which T'll have more to say
shortly,

For Odd Moments.

There are any number of simple
thsxcal‘movements, easily to be prac-
tised at odd moments, which are most
uspful for the strengthening of cer-
tain muscles, Some of. these might
very well be learned.  No apparatus,
of course, is required.

With:the body held erect, the hips
to be kept square, turn slightly to
your right side, and then bend back
Just a trifle as the right arm—bent—
1s carried across the small of the back.
pulm . facing outwards, . until the
“fingers appear at the side and in front
f the left hip, IHold thus a second
or two, obtaining full contraction of
the muscle chiefly brought into play.
Then return, and make the movemeit
m just the same way, the left arm
working and the other movements re-
versed. Which muscle is affected I
shall not tell ‘you; you’ll find out for
yourself before you've made a couple
of trials, Work the arms alternately.

Here is another. Holding the body
erect and keeping the right side
braced so that you are not pulled over
sideways, drop| the right shoulder,
and, with the arm stron ly straight-
ened, fist clenched, pusﬁ the -hand
down towards the floor, just' behind
the right hip. Hold two seconds so
as to get full contraction, then relax,
and _exercise left arm similayly.
Tricgps of arm and big musele under
:sl_mlul‘dcr geb the benefit. :

A ‘ rength

4 O yOi T elen T # < kit z%mﬂ!*ﬂ!mm:r»w.u
_Ringeratt it is which tells yoh what %m “holding ~right, wrist
| Jine to take with your opponent; for, | palm to back of wrist. Now diaw
of course, you soom learn—or ought | back shoulder strongly as if you

meant making inner edges of the
shoulder-blades touch the spine. This
will require vigorous straightening of
both arms and the carrying back of
clbows. Holding thus, lift shoulders
as high as you can, at thé same time
carrying the head as far back as it
will go. Hold a second, relax, and
change quickly to second vposition,
right ‘hand holding left wrist; then
repeat the complete movement, Don’t
forget to work rapidly and to make
the change of wrist-hold -alternately.
Eight or ten repetitions will-let you
know ‘where is the muscle that is
being exercised—a muscle, - by the
way, that generally ‘contrives 1o
escape doing any gepuine work, with
the natural consequence = poor
development,

bt

(Zool out for another helpful artiele.)

buys a No. 300A Mead
Gramophone with giant
metal horn, extra: loud E
sound-box, massive oak case and 40 tunes.
Carriade paid. 10 Days’ Tvial. 300 model
39/8 cash torecord buyers. Exquisitely
inlaid Table Grands, Portables and mahoganvy
Cabinet models at HALF SHOP PRICES.

mwme now for art catalogues
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ine. PortugneseCols.,Siam,
China Junks, Irish, ete.
and send post,
—B. L. CORYN, 10, Wave Crest, Whitstable,
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FREE

FOR &cL. ONLY

Lever Watch seat upon re-

2\ isthenpayable by6monthly.

s handsome full-sized Gent’s

ceipt of 6d. After approval
send 1/- more, the balance

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning suceess. Let the Girvan System
increase your height. Send P.C. for partic.
ulars and wur £100 guarantee to Enquiry
Dept., A.M.P.,17,8troud Creen Rd,, London, N.4

instalments of 2/- each..

Simpson’s Ltd., (Dept, 122), 94,
Queen’s Road, Brighton, Suasex.

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?|

? | Look out for

| DI STANRS FREE

or Blue Label Approvals No. 603
MAG'G TRIGKS, menbt. Invisible. Astonishes.
Twitates Birds, Beasts, ete. Lot 1/- (P.0.).—~Wonder Co,43,
George 8t., Weston-Super-Mare. (Business by Post mﬁy.)
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Allapplications for Advertisement 8pace in this
publication should be addressed to the Adver-
tisement Manager, BOYS' FRIEND, The Fleet-
way House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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Scnd a stamp to pay postage, and you will

learn how to rid yourseli of such a terrible

affliction freé of charge. Send no money.
Address in confidence :—

_ B. S. TEMPLE (Specialist),

“ Palace House,’’ 128, Shaftesbury Avenue, W.1,

 When Answering Advertisements
Please Mention This Paper
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“THE WINNING
 STREAK1”

A Stunning' new tale
of the Boxing Ring,

appearing.  shortly in

the BOYS" FRIEND |
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