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 The 1st Chapter.
Viorny Drops In!
#Hh, gad!®

Valentine |
Fourth Form at Rookwood dodged
quickly.

He had just time to dodge,

Mornington  of the

Normally, at that hour in the
afternoon the Roeokwood [Fourth
would have been in class with their
Form master, Mr. Dalton,

But just at present matters were

not quite mnormal at Rookwood
Qchool.  They were, in fact, quite
abnormal. '

The Fourth Form room wasg silent
and deserted. Not a fellow belong-
ing to the Classical ¥ourth was
within the walls of the old school=-
with the single exception of Valen-
iine. Mornington.

And Morny was only just within

the walls. He had, in fact, just
dropped in, having clunbed the

school wall from the road outside.
He dropped between the wall and a
big beech-tree, and as he did €o he
heard the sound of footsteps and the
murmur of voices on the gravel path
on the other side of the tree; and,
recognising the well-known voice of

Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Rook:

wood, Morny breathed an ejaculation |

under his breath and dodged instantly
into cover behind the beech. |

“The jolly old Ilead!” he murs
mured, “Might have dropped on his
jolly old toes, by gad!”

And Morny grinned.

He listened while he grinned, woti

dering swhether the IHead had heard
him drop. But there wag no slarm;
and after a few moments Mornington
peered ecautiously vound the big,
gnarled trunk. ?
pacing slowly a]mi the gravel pati.
One was Dr. Chisholm, headtnaster
of Rookwood; the other, Mr. Richard
Dalton, master of the Fourth Form.
Both of them looked very grave.

The Head was speaking. Deep in
discussion, the two masters had pot
noted the slight sound made by
Morny in dropping from the wall.
41 am someéwhat nonplussea, My,
Dalton. The state of affairs is very
unfortunate~most unfortunate.”

“Quite so, sir”

¥4 cannot be allowed to continue,
A number of Rookwood boys,  be-
longing to several Farms, have gore
sver to the Manor House School, and
Mr. Greely has allowed them to re-
main there. There is obyiously an
intention on his part of appealing to
their parents to allow them to remain
permanently. Vet I hositate to take
drastic steps.” :

Morny winked into space.

He, as well as Jimmy Silver & Co.

and the rest of the secedors from

Rookwood. had wondered incessantly
how the Head was taking it. The
general opinion was that the “ Beak
was raging in wrath. like a lion,
secking what he might devour, so
to speak. W
But Dr. Chisholm did not seem
wrathy now. He seemed grieved and
perturbed, but not angry. Morny
wondered whether the recent hap-

penings had caused the rather obstin-

ate old gentleman to veflect a little,
with beneficial results. Certainly,

what had oceurred might have been

a lesson to any headmaster, howso-
ever obstinate and howsocver
tympian in his loftiness. |
“There is litile excuse for the boys

Simply top-hole—** Gunner’s Discovéry!

" Two masters of Rookwood were |
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‘went on the Ilead musingly.
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all prove

who have practically run away from
school; little for Mr. Greely, who
has' encouraged them to do se,”. re-
sumed the Head.
forget, Mr. Dalton, that the fault
was mine in the first place.”

Mr. Dalton coughed.

Mornimgton stared.

This was a tremendous concession
from the Beak. Evidently he had
been reflecting, and had profited by
his reflections. i

“The fault was mine!” repeated
the Head. “The whole trouble
began with the dismissal of Mr.

Greely from his post here as master |

of the Fifth Form. That digmissal,
as 1 learned later, was unjust.”

Mr. Dalton coughed again.

All Rookwood=~from the Sixth {o
the Second, all Masters’ Common-
room—had regarded the dismissal of
Mr. IMorace Greely as unjust. Ap-
parently the.same view had mnow
dawned upon the majestic mind ot
the lwadmaster.

“¥ was under a misapprehension,”
“EMr.
Groely appeared 1n public with a

bruised face, black eyes-—altogetner a

ridiculous and revolting exhibition,
1 digmissed him. Later—too late~1
Joarned that he had received these
injuries in & ftruggle with footpads

who had atfacked and attempted to |

rob Sir Georgo Ilansom.”
C Yt was very unfortfunate I” mur-
mured Mr. Dalton. * Had you given
M. Greely an opportunity to ex-
plain, gig———" -
Yo my great regret, I did not,”
said Dr. Chisholm., ‘“Nevertheless,
when I learned the facts I rescinded

Iis dismigsal and expressod my re-

gret. By that time, however, Bir
| George Hansom=doubtless feeling
inder a great obligation to Mr.

(3roely—hnd arranged to launch fhe
Manor Heuse School, and had ap-
pointed Mr. Greely headmaster. It
wage nataral, perhaps, that My, Grealy
should prefer this post to thie one he
bhad held here.”

“ Quite so 1™

“The matter might have ended
thiere,” said the Head.  “I should
have wished Mr. Greely sucooss in
his venture. But his Form--tho

‘Fifth—took up his cause, and joined

him at the Manor House-=and others
have followed.  Perhaps [ was a
little too severe, as a result of the

annoyance I felt at the time.”

My, Dalton coughed again.

Really he did not know what to
say.

There was no doubt at all that the
FHoead had been too severe=uch too
sevore.,  Had, in fact, acted like an
autocrat, and had provoked rebellion
4t Rookwood by his high-handed
severity. .

But it was not Mr. Dalten’s busi-
ness to tell him so, especially ag ho
liked and respected his chief, in spite
of certain little weaknesses.

“1 should be glad—only too glad-~
for the dispute to be . adjusted
amicably,” resumed ihe Head. “The
fact that the fault was mine in the
first place tios my hands to somo ex-
tent. I have called on My, Greely
and informed him that my boys must
return to Rookwood; I have told him
that I will give him a few days to
consider the matier.”

“A very good idea, sir.?

“If vou can make any suggestion,
Mr. Dalton, with a view to termin-

ating this unhappy state of affairs

I“"""‘"""” 1
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Manor House School does noi after
a very serious rival to

Rookwood !
The Head paused.

The two masters had come to a halt
and were standing under the

branches of the beech, not two yards

from Valentine Mornington,
kept close behind the big trunk.

“Cortainly, sir,” said Richard Dal-
ton. “‘I shounld suggest offering a
free pardon to all the boys whe have
gone over to the Manor House, on
condition that they return to Rook-
woaod,” |
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“Some of them fear expulsion
from the school, others severe punish-
ment,” said the Fourth Form master.

who

“Phis gives them no choice but to |
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there is much justification. I think

that Hansom of the Fifth should  be

frecly pardoned with the rest, if his
father will consent to his return to
Rockwood.”

There was another long pause.

Mornington wondered whether a
thunderstormy was about to buist
upon the devoted head of Richard
Dalton. _

But when the Ifead spoke again

his voice was very quiet.

% And ®ilver of the Fourth, Mr.
Daltori—of your Form. He leit
Rookwood against my special coui-
mand-—almost in my presence———""
“q§ can only repecat what 1 have
said, sir—a complete pardon all
round scems to me the only satis-
factory ehding to the present state
of  affairs. %t may lead to the

peaceable return of the absent boys-

to Rookwood=—or it may not
hope that it may.” |

Another long pause.

“T have great faith in your judg-
ment, Mr. Dalton,” said the Head
at last. - “VYou are the only master
at Rookwood whom I could have
consulted in the matter, Neither
can I forget that the whole trouble
began in a fault of my own. I shall
act on your advice.”

L]

“T am sure you will not regret 1t,

sir,” said Richard Dalton earnestly.

“1 trust not. The boys at the
Manor House shall, therefore, be

informed that if they return without

delay all shall be forgotten and for-
given,’> sald the Iead. 1 have

offered to.allow Mr. Greely to refurn

in all honour if he should so decide ;
The boys, at all
events, must return-—and your sug-
cestion shall be tried.”

"I am olad to hear you say so,
SIT. £VT 3 -
My, Dalton was not the only person
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| ONLY EANSOM !

was hopping along the path.
recognise it. ‘ Qreat gadi’”
blankiy at the strange object.
the weird figure.

T hla il

A startling sight suddenly
Mansom’s astonished gaze.
For a moment, 8ir George did not
ejaculated the baronet.
¢ Oht
Sir Qeorge jum
¢ Edward !’’’ he said faintly,

sy wi - B ey i

met 8Sir Qeorge
A woelrd figure

Ho stared
Let me loose, dad ! " gasped
ped almaost clear of the ground,

throw in their lot with Mr. Greely
and to use persuasion  witn their
parents. An assurance that theo
whole matter would. be forgiven and
forgotten would, I am sure, do
much.” |

“Hem 7

The Head was® clearly in a
chastened mood, but did not seem
quite prepared to go this length.
There was a long pause.

“But I have actually expelled
Hansom of the Fifth, Mr. Dalton,”
he said at last.

“Phat was o very severe measure,
giy; unjustified, in my opinion.” |
“Mp, @ Dalton!”  exclaimed

Fead, in stately surprise,
“Vou have asked me to speak,

the

sir,” said the Fourth Form  master
composedly. *‘I am bound to speak

frankly if at all. ~ Hansom of the
ifth most certainly 1s a headstrong
and unthinking boy; but his father
had been saved from severe injury
by Mr. Gueely, and Mr. Greely was
dismissed—unjustly, as you acknow-
ledge. Certainly he should not have

| vebelled against his headmaster, bt

“had
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who was glad to heay the IHead say
so. His eladness wag shaved by
Valentine Motnington.

Morny had returned already from
the new echool, and his intention
been to see s Form-master
alone first and make his peace before
coming under the eyes of Dr. Chis-
holm.,
nOW.

With a cheery face the dandy of
the Tourth stepped out from behind
the beech, and raised his hat to the
headmaster, | :

Dr. Chisholm stared at him.

“Please I've come back, sir!” said
Mornington meekly.

“What "
“Fed-up  with:  Manor  IHouse
School, sic!? said Morny. ‘'l've

come back to Rookwood. Lots of the
follows will c¢ome back when they
]{_1'1@.? there isn’t going to be a row,
sir.

My. Dalton suppressed - a smile.
The Head frowned.: e

“Plr’aps you wouldn’t mind my
tellin’ you somethin’, sir,” went on
Morny, unabashed. © About Jimmy

That intention he changed

5

“Y have been unjust.

e
™ 4

his new venture.
enough  Form-master,

~avey

to toe the line!

Rookwood he wasn't up agalnst you,
sir; he came to fetch me back and
make me toe the line. He was
standin’ up for law and order and so
on wheti you dropped on him, sir,

atid told him he was goin’ to be
sacked for breakin’ bounds.”
Do Ghisholm starbed. /o vl
The crimson c¢ame into his cheeks.

This was a fresh enlightenment
for him. Evidently it was not only
in the case of Mr. Greely that he had
been hasty. '

“PBless my soul !” he said at last.
“Is—is that the truth, Mornington ?’’

“Mr. Dalton will tell you thut 1
am not a liar, sir, if you ask him,”
said Mornington, shrugging his
shoulders

“1 have no doubt whatever of
Mornington’s statement, Dr. Chis-

| holm,” said the master of the Foutth.

“1 have never doubted that there
was some explanation of Silver’s
action unknown to you."

The Head bit his lip hard.

“You may go, Mornington! You
arc pardoned!”
“Thank you, sir,” said Morny

cheerily.

And he sauntered away towards
the IHouse. |

Dr. Chisholm Mr.
Dalton. ' |

“1 have acted hastily,” he¢ said,
Mr. Dalton,
your advice is good; I am grateful
for it. Will vou convey to the boys
at the Manor Touse that all will be
forgiven and forgotten if théy return
to Rookwood 7" .

“Gladly, sir!” T o

And Dr. Chisholm walked away,

looked at-

deep 1n thought, leaving the master

of the Fourth with a' very cheerful
face. At last there seemed a hope,
at least, that the split in the school
would be closed, the breach healed,
and that Raookwood might once more
resume the even tenor of its way.

The 2nd Chapter.
| The High Hand!
“Collar him 1™ '
Jimmy Silver jumped.
Morning = classes were over ab
Manor Tlouse School, and : Jimmy
was strolling along a secluded path

under the old oak-trees, -with his

hands in his pockets anda . very
thoughtful expression on his face.
He had chosen that secluded path

‘because he wanted to think. :* Uncle

James > of Rookwood was in a
rather worried mood, far from satis-
fied with the present state of aftairs.

He was captain of the Rookwood
Fourth. Ie was deeply attached to
hig old sc¢hool. Mhe line taken by his
headmaster had left himn no choicee
but to throw 'in his lot sith the
rebels who had gone over to Rook-
wood’s rival, the new school = at
Coombe. But he was worried. His
opinion was that Mr, Horace Greely
would not really make a success ol
e was a gooc
. but nature
had not designed him for a, head:
master. But sucecess or not, Jimmy '

did not want to throw in his lot with

the Manor House: he was loyal to
Rookwood. Yeét it was impossible
to return, unless Dr. Chisholm rye-
lented and took quite a new line. >

It was a problem for Jimmy to
think out, and he ‘was wondering
whether Mr. Dalton, his: Form-
master at Rookwood, could 'be in-
duced to intervene and make peace
gomeliow. And then his refiections
wore interrupted by that shout from
Hangom of the Fifth and a. rush of
footsteps. G

Jimmy Silver was collared the
next moment, and he came down on
the grass under the oaks with a

bump. @
He was in the hands of Lumsden
and 'Talboys of the Fiith, and

Edward FHansom, captain . of -that

Form, stood and grinned down at
him, o
“Landed our fish, by gadl!”

grinned Hansom. G

‘“You cheeky ass!” shouted Jimms3
Silver, struggling in the grasp of the
two seniors. “ITiet go! Do you
hear 27 : ,

Hansom chuckled.

“My dear man, yow're goin’ ft¢
have a little lesson,” he explained.
“TI'm ”gcaiu.’ to teach you. Turn him
!

Hansom had an ashplant under
his arm, for all the world as if he
were a Rookwood prefeet.. He
slipped it down into his hand 1in
aquite the prefect style. Then he
flourished it in the air. rather more
like ta fag than a prefeciiii-

“You're goin’ to have six!” he
said.  “You see, you checky young
sweep, now vou're here you're goin’
No more of your

fag cheek. This isn’t Rookwood !

Silver! When he cleared out of | See?”

e Nﬁxt Monday's long story of the chums of Rookwood School. Don’t miss lit, boys !
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Jimmy struggled desperately.

“Hix Y from a Sixth Form prefect
att Rookwood was bad enough, but
i was 1 the rules, “Six'” from:a
Kifth ‘Form fellow was an insult as
well as an njury.

“You silly owl!” he roared:

“Mind, I shall lay .it on harder if
you're cheeky!” - said Hansom.
“ You knocked my hat off yesterday,
and had the cheek to scrap with the
KFifth! You’ve got to learn!”

“You cheeky dummy!”’

“MTurn 'him ' over !”

“What-ho !”” grinned Lumsden.

Jimmy, resisting desperately, was
rolled over, with his face in the
grass. e struggled and kicked, and
there was a howl from Talboys as
he caught Jimmy Silver’s heel with
his chin. '

A Y arooopid?

“T’'ll give him two extra for that!”
sard Hansom. -

“Ow! Wow:!” bl

Jimmy was pinned down, still
kicking frantically. Hansom flour-
ished the ashplant, and brought 1t
down wich great wvim.

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy.

Whaclk! Whack! Whack!

Ilansom was laying 1t on with
Vigour. %

" Rescue !” yelled Jimmy Silver
with all the {force of his lungs.
“Lovell ! Raby ! Newcome !
Roscue 1 | ‘

Whack ! "Whack! Whack!

Jimmy Silver’s chums were not
within = hearing. The ’ashplant

whocked and whacked, while Jimmy
strugglod and yelled. .

Llansom was quite enjoying his
fusl, I[lis own opinion, when he was
i Rookwooder, was that he would
mako an ever so much better captain
of the school than Bulkeley of the
Nixth,  Now he was captain. of .the
Manor Ilouse, and he was deter-
mined that the Manor House fellows
should renlise the fact.

They didd not seem to want to
roplise 1t that was clear. To the
Fourth and Third and Second, Han-
sorm way still Hansom of the Fifth,
und w person of no authority what-
over, My, Greely might male him
captain of the school if he liked, but
the juniors did not see 1t. Moreover,
b was fairly well known that Han-
som was extremely cheeky to his new
headmaster, and that Horace (xreely
had cancelled his captainey, only can-
celling that cancellation, so to speal,
on intervention from Sir George
- Hansom.
© The fact was that Edward Hansotn
was an eXtremely unthinking youth.
Manor House School was the pro-
perty of his father, Sir George. Mur.
Greely had been appointed head-
master by the baronet; and Han-
som’s view was that, in those circum-
stances, he could do as he jolly well
liked. He extended the same free-
dom to his friends in the Fifth.
| At Rookwood, Hansom had cham-
pioned the cause of his dismissed
Form master, to the extent of being
oxpelled by Dr. Chigholm. This gave
him an  additional elaim to Mr.
(ireely’s indulgence. Kven a re-
monstrance from My, Greely seemed
to FHansom like black ingratitude. A
command from him seemed like pure,
unachlterated cheek.

How a school was to be carried on,
with the headmaster yielding, on all
pomnts of difference, to a thoughtless
fellow 1n the Fifth, was a problem
- FHansom did not trouble to think ous.
Fe was not much given to thinking &t
the best of times.

Hanzom was a great believer in
authority—when the authority was in
his own hands. He was greatly in-
cdignant when the Manor House
fellows' declined to take him seriously
as the captain of the school. But he
had never learned the valuable lesson

that he who desires to command must

first learn to obey.

. Having defied his own headmaster
-~the real goods, so to speak—Hansom
had no intention whatever of yield-
ing submission to Horace Greely,
whom he privately described as a
jaumped-up Form master, a pompous
old ass, and a footling duffer. But
he was very keen on exacting submis-
sion from the juniors to his lofty self.
. Hence the present punishment of
Jimmy Silver, to whom his lofty pre-
_tensions were a mere matter of merri-
ment, '

Whack, whack, whack!

Jimmy Silver & Co. might make
merry over Hansom's airs and graces
as captain of the new school. But
Jimmy was not in a merry mood now

as the ashplant = whacked ‘and
whacked. |
He roared and struggled and

wriggled, and stated his opinion of
 Kdward IHansom at the top of his
svoice,

T'he six was alrecady nine or ten,:

and the ashplant was still whacking.

“Wathead; am 17” said HHansom,

‘had wvery fixed opinions,
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Whack! @ “Checky ass, am I?”
Whack! “Perhaps you'll change
your opinion.”  Whack! “A few
more, and youw’ll think quite dJif-
ferently.”

Whack, whack!

“*Yaroooh! Ow! Rescue!” roared

Jimmy.

Whack, whack!!

“You won’t bend over when youw're
told.” = Whack! €I have to catch
you‘ napping like this ”-—whack !-—
“when  it’s necessary to lick you.”
Whack! “But you'll learn, my son.”
Whack! “I'm goin’ to get ou in
such jolly good order that yvou'll feed
out of my hand!”

Whack, whack !

It was more than a dozen now, and
Hansom, warming to his work, was
still whacking.

“Bless my soul! What—what—

what 2

Mr. Greely came up.

L L T——

The 3rd Chapter.
Wrathy !

Horace Greely had been taking a
little walk under the oaks that sunny
morning, after class.

Like Jimmy Silver, Mr. Greely had
problems to think over.

His new school was growing.
There had been a great accession of
numbers from Rookwood, and he had
no doubt that when the advantages
and attractions of the Manor House
became known, parents would Le

W
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|  What-—what-—what—-—

JIMMY SILVER QOES THROUCH IT!

Hansom !

Fdward’s captaincy had been can-
celled; and again Sir George had
butted ‘in, and Bdward was still cap-
tain of the new school. :

Mr. Greely chafed and repined, and
longed for the departure of his kind
friend and patron. After which, he
would soon have brought the cheeky
Kdward to order.

Perhaps Sir George suspected as

much.  Perhaps he considered that
the new ' school still required his
supervision. AL gl eventsy o he

obviously did not intend io go.

The position was| really growing
painful. |

Mr. Greely was beginning to think
that a. Form master’s job at Rook-
wood was rather better than a head-
master-ship on these Ilines. Sir
(George was beginning to doubt
wnether Mr., Greely was, after all,
sulfable for the post he had created
for-him .

And meanwhile, Hansom = of
Fifth was presuming more and more,
and setting an example of cheek and
insubordination to the whole school.
Not that Hansom meant any harm.
He was simply an unreflecting fellow
who liked to have his own way—
rather a chip of the old block, in
fact.

How to deal with this situation was
a problem for Horace Greely. He
wondered rather dismally how Dr,
Chisholin would have dealt with it.

He aimost wondered whether he was.

after all, a better Head than his old

the |
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where Jimruy’s boot had landed. “It’s
all right.” .
z - Right asrain, sir,” said Lumsden.
This cheeky young sweep wants a
few more !” - | |
My Greely gasped with wrath and
indignation. If this was the way in
which fellows were to talk to him, his
headmaster-ship was not worth very
much. - And to give point to it,
Hansom brought down the ashplant
again with a terrific whack which

chieited a frantic yell from the hapless

Jimmy Silver.
“Whoooooop !"
That was too

(reely,

He strodoe at Hansom, and grasped
the ashplant from his hand. Ilansom
jumped back just in time to escape
a whacl himself,

Lumsden and Talboys, busy with

much for Horace

Jimmy Silver, were not able to jump
- away 1n time,

Whack-=whack !

v The two Kifth-Iformers yelled, and
dodged out of reach,

“ Look hore, sir!” shouted IIansom
indignantly,

“Oh, ' my hat!” ejaculated Lums-
den. * Look here this s worse than
Wa didn't come here
for thig, Mpr. Greely |™

“We jolly well didn’t!” shouted
Talboys,

“Silence " thundered Me. Greely.
“Hansom, you are an insolent boy!
You are no longer captain of the
szhool. Do you hear?”

l4 R e P P
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came up.

— - trm - i

anxious to send their sons there, fo
have the great advantage of training
at the hands of Horace Greely.  Mr.
Greely’s hopes had heen high.

But there was a fly in the omtment.

Sir George Hansom, his kind friend
and patron, founder of the new
school, was still an 1mmate of the
Manor House. -

His view, as it transpirved, differed
very much from Mzr. Greely's,

His fixed opinion was that Mr.
Greely was there ito carry oul his
views. My, Greely’s fixed opinion
was that he was there to carry out
his own views, and that Sir Goeorge
was totally superfluous.

Then there was the open 1mpertin-
ence and rebelliousness of HEdward
Hansom. « It was difheult to deal
drastically with the son of his kind
friend and patron, who also had the
power of dismissing him, as Dr. Chis-
holm had dismissed him.

Sir George swas kind, considerate,
a good-hearted gentleman. But he
and was
accustomed to having his own way,
as was natural to a titled gentleman
of enormous wealth. And he re-
garded his son and '

heir, Edward,
with a fond father’s indulgent eve.
He had taken Edward away from
Rookwood and placed him at the
Manor House, and he really seemed
to think that that was enough to
make Nr. Greely happy for life.

It wasn’t !

The rebellious Edward had been
sentenced to a flogging, but the flog-
ging had not taken place, Sir
George had butted 1. ‘

T

- school, and I don’t need any

Hansom was warming to his work when Mr. Greely
‘“ Bless my
What arve you doing ? $Stop this at once ! ¥
with a cheory smile, *‘* Only givin’ a cheeky fag six, sir,”’ he answered.

g

soul ! 7’ exclaimed Mpr. Qreely,
Hansom glanced at him,

R — I

always firmly

“had

t'llit?f, (i e
belioved.

I'hinking it out, with a frowning
brow, Mr. Greely came on the little
scene under the oaks, with Lumsden

a8

and Palboys holding Jimmy Silver in

the grass,  while  Bdward Hansom
whacked him with the ashplant.

Hlorace Greely hurrvied up.

Ay captain of the school, Hansom
was invested with the power of the
ashplant ; but there was a limit, and
it was clear that Hansom, in his en-
thusiasm, had gone beyond the limit.

“What — what — what .
claimed My, Greely. “Hansom, what
are you doing? Stop this at once.”

Hansom glanced at
cheery smile. _

“Only givin’ a cheeky fag six, sir,”
he answered. ' |

“ Really, Hansom-——-

Whacl: !

The ashplant came down again.

“Hansom,” thundered Mr. Greely,
“stop this at once! Do you hear me?
I command you!” |

2

“Better not interfere, sir,” said
Hansom. | -

* What—what?” .5

“You see, sir, I'm captain of the

advice.
I know what to do and how to do it.”

“ Yeg, leave old Hansom to it, sir,”
acdvised Talboys, rubbing his chin

him with a

=gy e e

“My father will have somethin’
to say about that " retorted IHansom.

“Silence, you young  rascal!
Another word, and | will flog you,
as you deserve "

“I don’t thinl !”

“ What-—what "
Greely.

“You jolly well won't, and that’s
that!” said Hansom independently.
"I didn’t come here to boe flogged, T
can jolly well tell you. I could have
got that from Dr, Chigholin--a real
headmaster—if I'd wanted 1t, Bosh!
Come on, you fellows!”

Hansom & Co. walked away, leayv-
ing Mr. Greely spluttoring.

Jimmy Silver picked himself wup,
wriggling.

“Thank you, sir!” he said breath-
lessly,

Mr. Greely glared at him. FHe had
been bound to interveno; but his in-
tervention had led to fresh diffi-

M,

stultored

culties; there was more trouble in

prospect with Hansom's father,
Rather unreasonably, but perhaps
naturally, his wrath turned on
Jimmy.

“Silver, vou have been insolent to

Hansom, I have no doubt.' Take five

hundred lines.”

“What?’ gasped Jimmy.

13 GO!”' ' _

Jimmy Silver went.

Mr. Greely, greatly perturbed,
paced under the oak-trees, more
worried  and perplexed than ever.

Hansom, obviously, was not fitted to
be captain of the school, or anything
but a rveckless and rowdy fellow in
the ¥Kifth. Iven when older, and in

the - Sixth, he was not likely to be |

On offer this week—6 *“ J. B, Hobbs ** Cricket Bais in ** A.B.C.’s ’’ Competition No. 2 on

B e

has given yvou'lines, too!

you

- I’ll smash ’em !

No head-

fitted for responsibility. |
master conld 'possibly make him a
pretect, with a due regard to the fit-

ness of ‘things.  But at was quite
clear that, Sir George Ilansom re-
garded all Manor House School as a
sort ol background fer his hopeful
son, ~and’ that there was a tussle to

~come on that subject.

Jimmy Silver found his comrades
in the Close, and Tovell and Raby
and  Newcome stared at him as he
came up,” wriggling. = Hansom had
laid on the ashplant not wisely, but
too well, and Jinumy was feeling the
effects of it very severely.

“*What o carth's  the matter?”
asked Arthur Edward Lovell.

Jimmy explained.

By gum! . We'll jolly well rag
Hansom for this!” exclaimed Raby
indignantly. g |

“We jolly well will 1” said New-
come.  “* And that pompous old ass

_ What’s he
given you lJings fop?”

1 ‘davesay he  knows—IL don’t!”
answered Jimmy Silver. ' “But I

know this—I'm jolly well not ooimng

to do the lines.”

" Hear, hear!”’ -
_"I¥s  mot ‘good enough,” said
Lovell. “T'd jolly well c¢lear back to

Rookwood like a ' shot; but—Dbut-——->

“But we can’t!” said Jimmy rue-
tully.  “The Iead’s made that im-
possible; but I fancy we sha'n't be
long here, anyhow. T'm fed-up with
old Greely and his blessed fatheaded
ways.”

**Same here !

And the Fistical Kour went in to

dinner, not at all satisfied with
Manor ~Flouse School, or things
generally.

i

The 4th Chapter.
Horrid for Hansom !

Sir George Hansom stared.

He rubbed his eyes and stared
again. '

oir George had lunched with Me.
(ireely—a rather grim and silent
lunch. Both gentlemen had matters
on their minds, of which they did
not care to speak, yet which had to
be spoken of sooner or later,

Aftter lunch, the baronet took a
walk in the grounds of the Manor
House, and his footsteps took him
along the path under the oaks, where
a short time before, Edward Hansom
had exercised, not wisely but too
well, his authority as capiain of the

school.

A startling sight suddenly met his

1 wsvuLishadl weweny,

- A weird figure was hoppine alon

the path. For the n'lomenilsj' %irﬁ(}mrﬂ%
did not recognise it. 3

- The figure had a blackened face;
ink and soot had been rubbed over it.
A fool’'s cap adorned its head. TIts
hands were tied behind its back, and
its left leg was tied up, bent at the
knee. The weird figure was therefore
hopping on one leg, not at all

fully ke
“Great gad!” ejaculated  Sir
Greorge. '

He stared blankly at the strange
object. “Oh, let me loose, dad!”
gasped the weird figure.

Si1r George jumped almost clear
the ground.

“ KEdward I” he said faintly.

“Ow! Oh, dear!” -

Hansom of the Fifth lurched as
he hopped, and brought up against
an oak. He leaned on the trunk,
spluttering ink and soot.

o ddward ! gasped Sir  George.
“You—my son! What-—what—what
1s the cause of this? What has hap-
pened ?”’ 8 ]

“Ow! Those cheeky fags!” splut-
tered the hapless Hansom.  “Silver
and Lovell ,and a whole gang of the
Fourth! Ow! They collared me—
groogh l—and did this——. Wow-ow !
Look at me! Qooooch !

: ﬁ&nd he spluttered more soot and
ink. - |

The baronet stood dumbfounded.

- "I-—1 say, untie me, father, will
?” groaned Hansom. “T1’ve been
ragged, you know! Ow! I’m simply
filthy! Wow! Have you got a pen-
knife about you? Ow! Oh, dear!
Groogh 1’

In amazed silence, Sir George
Hansom took out a penknife, opened
1t, and cut the cords that tied up his
hopeful :son. | -

His face was crimson with wrath
and indignation. -

“Go and clean yourself at once,
Edward ! he said, in a subdued voice.

“That’s what I jolly well want !
groaned Hansom.

And, once freed from his honds. he
cut across at a run towards the
House, anxious to get into a bath-
room without delay. |

A roar of laughter greeted him as
he appeared in the (lose.

tiElay ha, ha !>

(Continued overleat.)
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“YHere's Hansom

““ Looks handsome—what 7" voared
Lovell. ‘“Ila, ha; ha!”
“Where did you gel that fuce,

Hansom?” |

“Give him some soap somebody,”

“Ha ha ha

Hansom's face was scarlot under
the soot and k. The Close was
crawded with fellows, and they were
‘all roaring with laughter; even the
Fifth Form fellows yelled with the
rest.

“You—you—you  young  scoun-
drels!” panted Hansom; and he
charged at Jimmy Silver & Co.

Bump!

Hansom of the IFifth sprawled on
the ground.

Forth from the shade of the oak-

trees came Sir George [lansom, red

with rage, like a lion from his lair.

“You young rascals!” he thun-
dered.

‘“Hallo, here’s the old bird!’ ex-
claimed Lovell disrespectiully.

“Ha, ha, hal” |

“Tell your darling boy to go and
get a wash, old bean!” yelled Putty
of the Fourth.

Wia) ha halt

There was a scattering’ of the
juntors as Sir George strode up. Ho

grasped his hapless' son, and pulled

him to his feet. ‘
“Go 1n at once, Kdward !’
“Ow !l All right! Ow!”
Hansom ran for the EHouse.

o

In the

doorway he encountered Mz, Greely,

and encountered a stare of wrathful
~astonishment. .
“Who-—what—who 1s that?” _
“Me ! spluttered Hansom, breath-
lessly and ungrammatically. -
Is 1t

“What? ‘Who? Iansom!
Hansoem ¥

“Yes; let me pass——-" '

“How dare you, Hansom? Fow

dare you appear in public 1n this
state—in this disgusting, this revolt-
ing state?”’ roared M. Greely, justly
incensed. “Is this a new example of
your msolence, sir ? EHow dare you 7

He - grasped Hansom by the
shoulder and shook him,

“You silly old fool!” gasped Flan-
som. “Do. you think 1 did it my-
self 772

“ What—what-=what-what did you
call me, IHansom 7 '

“ Let go, you footling ass!”

Hansom was enragéd, as well as
Mr., Greely, and he did not measure
his wonds, |

Mr. Greely staved at him.

e let go, and dealt Flansom a box
on the ear that sent him spinning.

““Whooop!” roared the Fifth-
Kormer. | .

“You insolent young ragenle——?

“You -old dummy!” velled Fan-
8o, | '

“Upon my wopd! = TemTosses® My

Greely’s wrath overflowed: he forgot

the existence of his kind friend and
patron, and would not have cared,
had he remembered it. Feo crowded
on Hansom of the Fifth, boxing his
ears right and left.

“Ow, ow, ow!” yelled Ilansom,
dodging franticallv., * You old ass—
yarooh !——you thumping chump-—oh,
my hat! Keep ofl, you giddy old
lunatic! Whoop!” |

Smack, smack, smack, smack!

“Mr. Greely!” It was Sir George
Hansom’s voice in the doorway.
“tlorace Greely! You forget your-
seltdsip lisan

Mr. Greely suddenly left off boxing
Hansom’s ears. ' |

“Go!” he breathed.

Hansom of the Fifth dodged away,
only too glad to escape,

My. Greely looked at Sir Georvge,
breathing deep. Sir George looked
at Mr. Greely, his eyes glittering
with anger. Behind Sir George,

Jimmy Silver & Co., and a erowd of

other fellows swarmed. Tortunately,
both gentlemen  remembered that
something was due to appearances,
and they restrained the hot words on
their lips. | 7ol

“K-k-kindly step into my study,

Sir George!” gasped Mr. Greely.

(Continued from previous puge.)

*T will do

0, sir!” snorted

And a door closed on the two angry
gentlemen, concealing them from the
intensely interested gaze of Manor
House School.

T he Bth Chapter.
Marching Orders!
“It’s Dicky’s fist 1’
“Mr. Dalton—by Jove!
what Dicky has to say.”
Jimmy Silver opened the letter.
Not only his own ,comrades, but a
crowd of the Hourth Iorm fellows
gathered round Junmy as he opened
the letter from Richard Dalton under
the trees 'in the close. They all
wanted to’ know what the master of
the Rookwood Fourth had to say.
Jimmy glanced at the letter and
whistled. g
“My hat! This i1s all right!”
“Read 1t out!” exclaimed Lovell.
“Lend . me your giddy ears!”
grinned Jimmy.

Liet’s sce

MRB. GREELY IS WRATHFUL!
ass—yaroooh-—you. thumping chump--oh, my hat!
‘“ Mpr. Gireely

smack, smack, smack !

=i

Tubby Muffin eagerly.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

“Must have given the old scout a
shock!” grinned Raby.
“ Ha ha, haild

“Good old Dicky!” said Lovell

heartily., *We'te going back, of
course. Shove that letter on the

notice-board, Jimmy, and let every-
body read 1t. The Kifth can do as
they jolly well like; but I fancy that
old Greely will lose his Ifourth and
his Third and his Sccond, when that’s
known !”’
“Yes, rather!”
“Hurray 1
“Jolly  good exclaimed
“Let’s get
off, and we can cut classes here, and
aet to Rookwood too late for classes
there!  See!”

“Ia, ha, hal”
“We're going!” said Jimmy Silver,
“The Head’s come round, and that’s
all we wanted! We're not bhound to
stand by Greely—a pompous ass who
doesn’t know how to manage a
school, and gives a fellow five hun-
dred hnes for being licked by a
swanking Fifth-Form chump! D'm
jolly well fed-up with Greely.”

“ Hear, hear!”

Jimmy Silver © walked into the
House, the letter in his hand.

e proceeded to affix 1t in a promi-

dea 1

nent place on the school notice-board.

In a few minutes a crowd of fellows
were reading 1t; in ten minutes, not
a fellow at the Manor House

was ¢

Price’
Twopence

“TLet that letter alone, you checky

cad !” roared Lovell indignantly.
“You cheeky young swee T
“Roll him over!” shouted Raby.
There was a rush of the juniors.

Hansom of the Ififth went sprawling,

and the letter was recaptured and

stuck on the board again.

“Bump him!” roared Lovell,

Lumsden and Talboys were shoved
aside, and the juniors collared Edward
Hansom, and proceeded to bump him
hard. By the time they had finished
with Hansom of the Fifth, that youth
was too breathless to give utterance
to his thoughts; but possibly he was
thinking that, after all, he was not
getting a better time at the Manor
House than he had had at Rookwood.

. Leaving Hansom for dead, as it
were, Jimmy Silver & Co. mmarched
away, and turned out of the school
gates in a body. They had done with
Hansora of the Fifth, done with the
Manor House, and done with Mr.
GGreely. And as the crowd marched
out cheering, other juniors who had
not yet made up their minds, made
them up quite promptly, and joined
up, and not a junior was left within
the walls of the Manor House. And
even a few of the Fifth—possibly not
wholly  satisfied with  Hansom’s
manners and customs as captain of
the school—followed the crowd., And

in cheery spirits, Jimmy Silver led his
army back to Rookwood.
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forget yourszelf, sir 7’
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And he read out the letter to a | ignorvant that Dr. Chisholm was offex-

breathless, crowd:

“Dear Silver,—I am sure that
vou will understand that the pre-
seng state of affairs cannot possibly
be allowed to continue. I am con-
vinced, too, that you are loyal to
your old school, and wish to see
an end to the present unhappy
dispute. Dz, Chisholm authorises
ne to say that every Rookwood
boy who returns to school will be
freely pardoned; no reference what-
ever will be made to what has hap-
pened; all will be forgotten and
forgiven. 'In these circumstances; I
am sure that you will see that it
1s your duty, as well as your best
interest, to return at once, and use
vour influence with your [orm-
fellows to induce them to do the
same. Please make this
known to all Rookwood beys now
at the Manor. House. I know that
I can rely upon you.

“Your Form master,
“RicHARD DALTON.”

“That’s the goods, and no mis-
take !” said Putty of the Fourth.

** Hear,'hear!”? '

“Good egg!” |

“I know I'm jolly well fed-up with
‘Greely, and all the Hansom family,
old and young!” said Arthur Edward
Lovell. “I'm going back!”

“Same here!”

“Yes, rather I” said Jimmy Silver.
“That's what we wanted—Dicky
Dalton must have been talking sense

L to the Head!”

generally

| refurnod to the school.

ing an amnosty to all fellows who
The fact that
Jimmy Silver & Co. were accepting
the offer had a great effect on the
juniop contingent.

School were accustomed. to- follow;
and Valentine Mornington, who had
been the leader of the desertion, was
already gone~~the first to go. On

all sides fellows were getting ready to

¢lear out of the Manor House—and
even some of the Wifth scemed in a
doubtful mood. '

Hansom of the Kifth, in a newly-

swept and garnished state, but still

showing signs of ink and soot about
his ears and hair, was the last to
arrive on the scene and read the
letter from Mr. Dalton. '

Hansom gave a snort.

He was by no means disposed to
leave the new school, where he re-
garded himself rather as monarch of
all he surveyed, and return to law
and order and discipline at Rook-
woodl.

“Rot!” he announced.

“ After all, there's somethin’ in it,””

“The Head will

ventured Talboys.
let you come back with us, Hansom,
old' bean,  Phat’s all right,  you
know.” b 0%

“Rot!” repeated Hansom. “ We’re
gotting - a. better time here than  at
Rookwood.” ‘ _

“Yes,” said Lumsden.

“Rot, I tell you!”

" Hansom
from the board.

Mpr. Qreely crowdesd on Hansom, boxing his sars right and left.
yelled Hansom, dodging frantically.
Keep off, you giddy old lunatic! Whoo

It was Sir Qeorge Hansom’s voice.

| Where * Uncle
James ” of Rookwood led, the Lower

“ Bu——>

jerked the letter down |

P y

“You old
1 8mack,

‘““ Morace Greely! You

The 6th Ghapter,
HMomeward Bound !
“Really, Sir Goopgose—"
“Really, sipe’

“The time has come, sir, to spoak
out, I think.”

“I1 fully agree with sou, My,
(sreely.” V0

Mr. Greely breathed hard and
deep.

He stood by his desk, in his study,
and Sir George Hansom, also stand-
ing, faced him,

Both the gentlomen were angry;
both weré sorry to he angry; both
realised that matters had come to a
head.

“It seems,” said My, Greely, his
voice trembling a little, “that you
have not ﬂOIH[ht"‘
as headmaster of the Manor House,
Sir George,” .

“I am sorry to say that I cannot.

think you have fully justified the
confidence I placed in you, Mr.
Greely,”

“I admit nothing of the kind, 1
repeat, nothing of the kind!” boomed
Horace (sreely. “To carry on as
headmaster, and at the same time
submit to the insolence of a young
rascal, 18 1mpossible, sir~—impos-
sible.” |

“Are you characterising my son
as a young rascal?”

© Lhe term 1s, perhaps, too strong :

but a thoughtless, reckless, unruly,
presumptuous young fool-—7"

“Mr., Greely!”

“Sir (George!” |

“1 find you, sir, boxing my son’s

to confidence inh me
- said the calm voilce.

20/6/25.

ears!” said Sir George. *‘Such a
form of pumishment—-> -~ -~ |

“I confess that I had lost my tem-
per, provoked by Hdward Hansom’s
unparalleled insolence———-" '

“Headmasters do not lose their

tempers, Mr. Greely, when they pos-

sess a proper sense of the fitness ot
things.” MR

“Your son, sir, would drive an
archangel to lose his ternper.”

“My son-—who stood up for' you
when you were dismissed from Rook-
wood, and defied his headmaster on
your account | exclaimod theé baronet
indignantly.

“1 do not forget it, sir=~I do not
forget 1t! But 1t has dawned upon
my mind that ¥dward ¥Hansom’s de-
fiance - of Dr. Chisholm at Rookwood
was of a piece with his defiance o
me here!” Of a piece, sir!” repeatec
Mr. Greely. “The boy 1s reckless
unruly, presumptuous--faults that i
naturally 'expected hig [father to
check——""

“And  which his father would
check, sir, if he could percoive them
as clearly as you appear to do!”
snorted Sir George. ‘‘But he does
not, sir—he does nob.” .

““ A headmaster, sir, cannot submit
to constant interference in the man-
agement of his school-w—" s

“The founder of a school, sir. 15

bound to satisfy himself that his

L]

position, sir.”

“BSir George!”

“Mr. Greely!” -

“1 have no alternative, Sir George,
but to administer a flogging to
Bdward Hansom, if he 18 to remain
in this school.” : | _

“If ! ejaculated Sir George. “‘1f
—if my son is to remain in the school
which 1 have founded, and to which
I have appointed you headmaster.
Was I mistaken, Mr. Greely, in be-
lieving your dismissal from Rook-
wood unjust? Had Dr. Chisholm
grounds of complaint in your obstin-
acy of temper, your blindness. to all
opinions but your own ) L

* So it has come to this!” said Mr.
Greely. ““This 1s the outcome of my
high hopes—this——" He choked.
“Sir George, if I am to remain head-
master of Manor House, 1 insist,
without question, upon a free hand.
I insist upon that, sir, as a sine qua
non.” ; i

“We need not prolong this dis-
cussion, sir,” snorted Sir George. ' 1t
1s undignified, and it is unprofitable,
I will only say, that if you remain
headmaster of the Manor House, |
shall expect you fo institute better
order in the school, and to make 1t
impossible, sir, impossible, for 1ny
son, the captain of the school, to be
ragged, and blackened with soot, sir,
by a mob of Liower boys. Think over
it, sir—--think over it.” - |

With that, Sir George Hansom
quitted the study, closing the door
behind him with a bang. |

Mr. Greely stood for some minutes
staring at the closed door, trembling
with anger and resentment. =

Then he whirled round, strode to
his desk, and grabbed up the tele-
phone receiver. S R

He almost shouted a number into
the transmitter. He jammed the re-
ceiver to his ear, and listened im-
patiently. A cool, calm voice came
through. |

‘e \VQ“?J: | |

“Ts that Dr. Chisholm, of Rook
wood School 2”7 asked Mr. Greely.

“Pr. Chisholm is speaking., M.
Groely, I thinkes—”

“Yoes, sir! Dr. Chisholm, yester-
day vou called on me; you offered to
lot bygones be bygonesg—--"

“T1 spoke with sincerity, Mr.
Greely, I learned too late that 1
had treated you with injustice. I
rogrotted it, and regret it now.”’

“Thank you, sir,” gasped Mr,
(dreely. The calm voice of the Head,
and the words it uttered, were balm
to the wounded spirit of Horace
Greoly.  “8ir! You offered me re-
instatement at Rookwood——""

“Reinstatement in your old posi-
tion here, in all honour, Mr. Greely,”
“I could offer
you no less, if you cared to accept
it.”

‘““Ts that offer still open, six?”

“(Certainly.”

“Dr. Chisholm! I will not deny
that I resented, deeply, the injustice
of my dismissal. But since that time,
I fear that I have also been guilty
of faults towards wyou, for which I
ask wvour pardon.” .

“Granted, Mr. Greely, granted.
My only wish is to let bygones be by-
gones.”’ |

“Then I accept your offer, sir.”

T am glad to hear you sayv so, Mr.
Greely,” said the headmaster of
Rookwood ' cordially. I shall be
happy to welcome you back to the

headmaster is competent to fill his

X

i i

.school.”

(Continued on page 816.)

Do y_r:}zi kRnow that No. 6 of ‘‘ The Sch@olboys’ Own Library,” now on sale, contains ** Captain of the‘Fourth ! ”’ a long story of Rookwood School ?

i
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. “To-day, sir—this afternoon——" | or. three of Sir George’s recently-

f[he” sooner the better, Mr. | engaged masters were wandering
Greely. about, too, in a state of perplexity,

“Then T shall see you very soon,
Bir.’%
“Very good. And the boys-

32

“Undoubtedly the boys will re-

turn with me, sir. [f--if-——"

“You will assure them from me,
Mr. Greely, that all offences are par-
doned and forgoften, if they return
with you.”

“You relieve my mind very much,
sir! I make no doubt that all the
boys will return, when 1 give them
your generous message, sir.”

Very good.”

Mr. Greely jammed the receiver
back on the hooks. He was feeling
better. I'rom hig study window, he
saw Sir George IHansom’s car come
round, and the baronet step into it.
- Mr. Greely eyed him grimly. Sir
George was going f{o Latcham on
some business connected with a sup-
ply of schoal maps—u business which
might very woll have been left to
the headmaster, Sir ({corge was wel-
come to take it in hand now. By
the time he returned, Mr. Greely
intended to have shaken the dust of
the Manor House from his feet for
ever.

He spent some little time in pre-
Pparations for departure: he left a
note on his table for Bir George
Hansom. Then he sallied forth to
announce his decision to the school.
He found Hansom of the Fifth loung-
ing by the door, and called to him.

The Fifth-Former gave him a
~rather hostile look.

“Hansom! Call the school to-
gether 1in Hall-—I have an address
to make to all the boys.”

Hansom grinned.

““They’re goue, sir,”

““What ?”

“All the fags have cleared off, sir,
and some of the Kifth. There aren’t
a dozen fellows left here.”

** Bless my soul!”

“Buck up, sir!” said Hansom con-
solingly. " I’m standing by you,
with my friends—so long as you don’t
come 1t too strong, vou know.”

" No more 1insolence, Hansom'!
sald -Mr. Greely sternly. “Call the
Iifth into .the ¥orm-room.
UnpArEane 305 ; |
0 M0ay all vight 17 yawned Hansont.

Mz, Greely rolled into the 1fourth
Horm-room, and in a few minutes the
Wifth came in, lonnging ecare.essly,
but curious to heéar what their head-
master had to say. What he had to
say rather surprised then.

“Boys!” said M. Greely. it |
have accepted an ofter from Dr. Chis-
holm to resume my former position
at Rookwood Hehool. 1 am leaving
Manor Flouse immediately.”

: ~"Oh, gad!” ejaculated Ifansomn.
‘Isn’t that rather lefting my pater
down 77

“Silence, Hansom ! Boys, Dy, Chis-
holm offers a free pardon to all Rook-
wood boys whe roturn with me., [
trust that you will all veturn. Many
of the boys, it appears, are already
gone. T'he rest may come with me.”

“Oh, my hat!” soid Lumsden.

“What a giddy surprise !”- mur-
mured Talboys.
 “Jolly good ijdea!" said Brown
major. It was o lark while it
lasted ; but I'm ready to go back,
for one.™ *

“Follow me!” said Mr. Greely.

“Clome on, Hansom.”

Hansom of the Iifth looked dis-
mayed and perplexed.

“I ean’t go without askin’® my
pater, anyhow,” he said. * He—he
mayn't let me go! Good gad! What

a let-down ! You fellows get off with
old Greely, 1f you like. I’'m bound
to wait for my pater.”

Soon  afterwards, Mr. FHorace
Greely ‘was sailing away for Rook-
wood, lofty and majestic, like a gal-
leon under full sail, and the Fifth
Form sauntered after him, Han-
som of the Hifth was the only Roak-
wood fellow who remained within the
walls of the Manor House.

Not in a happy mood, Hansom
wandered about the deserted school,
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waiting for his father’s return. Two !
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and exchanging wondering and tart
observations. Form masters were
there, 'and Form:rooms,
Forms. Manor House School seemed
to hgve ‘““fizzled ” out as suddenly as
1t had come into existence. Long
before his pater’s car came hooting
up the drive, Hansom: was ““fed-up ”
with 1t, and longing to.be at Rook-
wood with his comrades. Varga,

S1r (eorge descended from the car.

He almost jumped when Hansom
explained what had happened.
Scarcely . able to believe what he
heard, Sir George strode to Mr.
Mr. Greely was not
there, but his letter was on the table,

‘addressed to Sir George; and the

baronet grabbed it up and read it.
He snorted.
" The ass! The man’s an ass!”
“We all thought him a bit of an
ass at Rookwood, dad,” said Han-
som. “Pompous old ass, you know.”
“He resigns his position here—the
position’ I created for him!” snorted
Sir (George. ' “ He goes back to Rook-
wood! If he was going back to

Rookwood, why 1n thunder could he

not have gone before I had taken
such trouble on his behalf? I am
disappointed in Horace Greely.”
Another snort! |
‘1 shall not forget that he was my

old tutor, and i1s my friend,” said

the baronet, more. calmly. “I shall
not forget that he has done me ser-
vices. But I shall never be tempted
again to think of placing him in a
position of responsibility! I will
appoint a new ' headmaster; the
school shall carry  on. It shall
become the most famous of public
schools, and you shall be captain, my
boy——" | i

“I'd rather go back to Rookwood,
along with my friends, dad.”

Wehia 172 3

“ After all, old Greely isn’t bad as
a Form master,” said Hansom.

T'here was a long pause.:

»ir (seorge nodded at last.

“ Perhaps you are right!” he said.
1t was chiefly for Mr. Greely’s sake

“that I founded this s¢hool—to do-hiin

justice! Huh! I have already had
an ofter tor the property—a hand-
some offer. I shall @ accept at, I
will take you over to Rookwood in
the car, ldwdrd.” :

Rookwood School was having a
rather excited time that day. el

Jimmy Silver & Co. had marched
in, and Mornington greeted them at
the gates with .a grin on his face.
Mr. Dalton greeted them more seri-
ously. A little later, Mr. (Greely
arvived with the Iifth, and was
shown 1nto the Head’s study at once,
and the hatchet was buried in a cor-
" Then—last but mnot
least—a motor-car came buzzng in,

and Hansom of the Kifth descended

from it with his father.

Rookwood was itself again,
- Jimmy Silver & Co. rejoiced, glad,
like the rest of the school, that the
trouble was over. And before Sir

(xeorge Hansom left, he shook hands

quite cordially with Mr. Greely, both
the worthy gentlemen feeling their
old friendship revive, now that they
were happily released . from the
strain of tolerating one another at
close guarters. |

The next day, Rookwood was the

Rookwood of old, and Mr. Greel

boomed majestically .1n  the ifth
Form-room; and Hansom of  the
Fifth was very careful not to cheek
the Fifth Form master of Rookwood
as he had cheeked the headmaster
of the Manor House.

As for the Manor House itself, it
was sold - shortly afterwards, and
turned into a sanatorium, ~and was
heard of no more as Rookwood's

. THE END.

rival.

(You'll laugh lowd and long when
you 'read ‘°Gunner’s Discovery!’—
next Monday’s amusing story of the
chums of Rookwood. School. Make
sure of obtaining your copy of the
Boys’ FRriexp by ordering it from

&

your newsagent to-day!)
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side with his men,
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e KINGS OF
' THE MAIN!

(Continucd from page 810.)

approaching = both

- Hal was the
And’ 'now he put
his" helm down. The Cid Iluffed
slowly to the wind, gliding right in
between the Fair Fortune and the
pirate barque, fifty vards to either
side of the Cid. Hal’s heart beat
He had hardly hoped to get so
close. The perilous moment had come,

and he was only surprised that it }

delayed so long.
The San Domingo’s
out something that Hal did

understand. Old Simon answered
them' in their own togue.

“Bueno !
well © as  you,” he cried grufily.
“Have we no share in the loot here,
amigoes, or is 1t all yours?”

the

* Nada, nada !”  jeered
Spantards, “KFind your own prizes,
Valdez! ’Tis a fat duck we are

plucking here. You are in time

“enough to join in the sport.”

“Btand by !” said Simon to his gun
Crews. ] '

Quite . suddenly the pirate crew
became aware that there was some-
Here was the Cid,
smartly handled and with her flag
flying, sure enough: But the small
number of men on her deck—less
than a score when there should have
been scventy—and the strange look
of the little crew, none of whom they
recognised now that they were close,
puzzled the Spanjards. Then  a
1‘:1.1?!1'115 of oaths arose and a warning
yeoll.

“Starboard
“Noyw, lads!”

They jumped to it before the words
were out of his mouth, every man
to his piece. The crew of the pirate
barque and those on the prize were
rushing to action stations, but they
were too late.  As the Cid rolled to
windward her ten starboard guns
thundered out in one ragged, crash-
ing broadside. And at that short
range 1t was impossible to miss.

A hurricane of grape and chain
shot swept the decks of the San
Domingo, mowing down half her
crew. A how!l of rage and fear went
up from the Spaniards on both sides
while the smoke still hung thick.

“Larboard guns!” bellowed Simon,
dashing across ihe deck to the ifar
And within fen
seconds & broadside smashed along
the upper decks of the Fair Fortune,
ploughing into the disorderly masses
of the crew that was locting her,
~red lanes through them.
sending  the ‘sphinters flying and
¢reating wild havoce and panie.

guns !’ roared Simon.
7

(On no aecount must you miss ncat
Monday’s thrilling long instalment of
thes powerjul story of the. Spanish
Main! Order your Boys’ FRIEND in

advance and avoid disappointnient!)
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OWN Plaited Hide Lariat

Wouldn’t  wyou like to own these real

and unique souvenirs of the Wild Westp §
You have as much chance as anyone, ¥
Full® particulars  in this week’s :
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men baywled
110%

We have had a ﬁghtﬁas.'

logue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo,
84.—HACKETT'S WORKS, July Road, Liverpool.
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Your Editor is alwa

VS p!easéd to hear from his readers upon any subisct.

Address your letters to : Editor, * Boys’ Friend, ’’ The Fleetway House,
Farringdon. Street, London, E.C, 4, i

OUR A.B.C.’s COMPETITION.

This new top-line competition, as
above, 1s going great guns. This
week contains No. 2. Just show your
keen loyalty for the old paper by
broadcasting the news to your pals.
Nobody should miss it. It is bound
to please everybody. Each week’s
competition is complete in itself, and
six specital “J. B. Hobbs ” cricket
bats, with the great cricketer’s name

on them, go to winners. Next
Monday we get another splendid

A.B.C.’s Competition, with six more
bats awaiting winners.

‘““GUNNER'’S DISCOVERY ! ”

[rmie g S

Mr. Owen Conquest has a big
inspiration for our coming number,
I don’t know whether lhe dreamt it
or how he got the idea, but it 1s
a topping notion—all about the great
Gunner at his best.  There is also
a tramp who has no local habitation,
for the Tired Tim dosses in barns
and so forth. But the vagrant has
a name. That's the erux. The name
on the mendicant’'s visiting card wwas
the  same one as that borne by a
highly honoured gentleman, CGunner

got wind of it all, and there i1s a

It

haystack ‘of frouble as a result.
18 good going all the time.

“THE LION’'S REVENQGE ! *

E e ettt st et s s

Are 'you an expert ao imagining
things ¥ Can you picture the spec-
tacie of the massed drilled hordes of
Cathay, with an arsenal city in the
background, all prepared  for the
wiping out of Western civilisation?
It you once get the right hang of

these things you will be ‘close in.

touch with . the wonder and  the
iragedy of the next instalinent of
wger Fowey’s bix romance of war,
There (is gritm yeality and ¢z 1ot of
human nature in this grand story.
Note the arrival of the troop-carry-
ing plate, with Jackie and a hundred
10lly Scots aboard. Most timely this,
for things looked bhlack as night for
our friends Don and Keith.

e R TR —

L H1 [ ?
UNDER FALSE COLOURS!"’

Hambley Saturday had a streak of

bad luck whenever they met a cer-
tainr seaside toanm.
Joimed up thero was a break in the
bad recond. But the story does*not
end there, as you will find when vou
get hold of Avthur 8. Hardy’s good
‘yvarn of the willow. It is a fine
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When Jim Gryee |

‘nights if you did not happen to

|

OF SPORT, SCHOOL AND ADYENTURE.

picture of cricket, with a real, slap. '}

up. mystery plot.
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“KINGS OF THE IMIAIN @
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You would never have thought it§
A certain party, who shall be name-
less, turns up agein like the usual

bad penny, in the next instalment &
of David (Goodwin’s spanking serials 'l
15& f \

of the corsmirs
always the way.
vidual has bhad strong hints dropped
to wander ‘away. In addition, next
Monday we bave further stirrving
adventures of the Traceys in connec-
tron with three ships which |
sailing, not to miention a row-boats
the latter got into a mist. But there’s
no fog about this narvrative of the
days of old, and the sea dogs
pitted themselves against long odds.

of the deep. 1t

‘“ THE. TONG OF THE RED

WOWERAPTETT A T

LOTOS !

L

in China and he’s as happy as the
day 1s “leng. 'This cheery

much to do with the new Bombaj¢ &
Castle yarn, which is a real liveners—=

There is a bad bout of measles aboard
the s.s, Bombay Castle, and that’s
why the Glory Hole (ang remain on
their Junk of the Thousand Per-
fumes. But though Dick Dorrington
and his chums may escape the measles
they fail to dodge the coflin, so to
speak. There’s nothing very funerea!

T

cabout this part, only 1t 1s the Chink’y
anticipatory way to carry his cofi @

about with him. Hence such comy 3
cations as might keep vou awake 1§

a sound slecper.

s T e = = S—y

GAN WAGHA AHOY!

m_ Hrer -
0 w® i - L 4
Who votes for the tubby KEskimao!
Gan and Ferrers Lord, with  the

Lotd of the Deep and its cheerfulig

company, ate coning scon in the
best yarn Sidney Drew has ever pub

on paper i his neat little fist.

THE SCHOOCLBOYS’ OWN
LIBRARY. i :

Get this! Nos. b and 6 2re now
on sale, and be 1t duly remembered
and noted down, to make all safo
and sure, that No. 6 contains
rattling  Rookwood . ' story @ called
“(Captain of the Fourth !

Your Editor.
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| (New Series.)

| THE
BOYS’

FRIEND No, 3.--THXN PRIDE OF THE COUNTY.
{ A Suporb Tale of the Cricket Field By A. S, HARDY,
LIBRARY No, 4, ~BRAVO, THE GUNNERS! _
| A lopping Sfory of @ Tife and Sport in the Army. By

adlbia- S i .

No, 1L--THRN XKING OF THE CARAVANS.
A Mplondid Yarn of Circuy Life.

No. 2.A SPORTSMAN IN STLAVARIA.
A Grand Sumimoer Sfports Story.

GAPT. MALCOLM ARNOLD.

By SIEDNEY DREW,
By HOWARD GRANT.

(New Series.)

THE ~THE

” A Wonderful
SEXTON |
BLAKE
LIBRARY |

No, 2.~THE
PRINCE.

ant! France.

MTale

No. L--THE SECRET OF THE COCONUYT GROVES.
| of the Copra Industry,
Blake., Minker, Dr. Huxion Rymer, and Mary Trent.

ADYVENTURE

A Tale of Sexton Blakes in French Indo-China.

No.3.—THE CASE OF THX DEPORTED ALIENS,
A Strong Story of Mystery and Detective-Adventure in England

No. 4.—THE YELLOW CAT.
A Powerful Story of the Night-club Life of London.

i . . sl ey
3

Infroducing Sexton ¥

OF THE ANNAMTEE

THE SCHOOL- |

No. 5.—THE SCHOCLBOY CARAVANNERS!
| A Ripping summer Story of arry Wharton & Co.,

the Famonus

! Greyfriars Schoolboys, on Holiday. By FRANK RICHARDS,
BOYS' OWN Hﬂ.&ﬁf—-G%PTﬁ.{N ﬁ%‘ cﬁH% FOLURTH, | i
A Magnificent Yarn of Schoolboy Fun and Adventure, int ing
LIBRARY Jimy Silver & Co., of Rookwood. By OWEN ooxqﬁﬁg%?umg -
NOW CN SALE?! PRIGE FOURPENGE EACH.
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