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MR. MANDERS COMES DOWN HEAVILY ON THE MODERNS!

The 1ist Chapter.
The Marble Evye.

OT a word!” murmured Jimmy Silver.
' “Not a giddy syllable!” said

Arthur Kdward Lovell,” with a

chiuckie,

And Raby and Newcome nodded assent and
grinned.

1The ftour Classical juniors weire walking
under the beeches after class. They were dis-
sussing Cross Word Puzzles; or, to be more
correct, Arthur Edward Lovell was discussing
Cross Word Puzzies, and his comrades were let-
ting him rip, with polite patience.

Marcus Manders of the Modern Iourth came
along the path under the beeches, evidently
witlh  the mtention of speaking to the Iistical
Four of the Classical [ourth.

On his way he passed two or three Modern
juniors, who turned their backs on him ostenta-
tiously as he passed.

The new junior in the Modern Fourth was
“1in Coventry ”  His offences during the brief
period he had been at Rookwood had been
many and various. Never had any Rookwooder
succeeded 1in making himself so thoroughly and
unanimously disliked in so short a time. And
Marcus, being the nephew and favourite of Mr.
Manders, Housemaster of Manders’ House, he
could not be dealt with by the fellows of that
House as they would have liked to deal with
him. Pommelling *young * “only

Manders ™
meant taking a caning from *““old Manders,”
which was not good enough. So the only
resource of Tommy Dodd & Co. was to send
him to Coventry, which they had done.

In Manders’ House not a feliow would speak
5o him, or answer him 1if he spoke. After a
time, Marcus Manders began to find it wearying.
Several times he had reported fellows to his
uncle for *‘calling him names.” Certainly a
large number of uncomplimentary epithets had
been addressed to him, sueh as “sneak ” and
“worm ” and “tell-tale,” before he had been
sent to Coventry But now the fellows did not
even call him names, and Marcus would have
been glad if some of them had broken the
sitlence, even by calling him a sneak or a toad
or a tick!

Jimmy Silver & Co. grinned as he came up.
Apparently Marcus, finding his entertaining
conversation unprized on the Modern side, was
"going to bestow 1t on the Classicals.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had their own ideas about
that. They heartily endorsed the sentence on
the sneak, and they were prepared to back up
Tommy Dodd i giving the spy of Manders’
House the “marble eye.”

“You fellows——"
arrived.

The Fistical Four had been grinning, but
they ceased to grin. They assumed quite grave
expressions, and looked directly at young
Manders, without, however, appearing to see
him. With a fixed, steady, and expressionless
cgaze they stared at young Manders as if look-
ing right through him at something beyond.

“Silver!” snapped Marcus.

Jimmy Silver only stared.

“Look here, are you Classical cads taking up
this  silly rot?” exclaimed young Manders
savagely.

No answer.

“I can tell you, I'm fed up with this,” said
Marcus Manders. ‘If you Classical rotters are
(1t as well——"

He paused, as if for a reply.

It was clear to him, from the attitude of
Jimmy Silver & Co. that they indubitably were
“in 1t ¥ along with the Modern juniors. There
were few matters on which Classical’ and
Moderns agreed at Rookwood ; often they were
on terms of warfare. But on one subject, at
least, they were in hearty concurrence—they
agreed in detesting the sneak of Manders’ House
and in cutting him dead.

Apparently Marcus had wished to satisfy him.
self on that point. Now he was satisfied,

began - Marcus as he :

observed Jimmy Silver.

though certainly his meagre,
malicious face did not express
any satisfaction.

*So yvou’re in 1it, are you?”
he exclaimed savagely.

Again young Manders
paused, like Brutus, for a reply.

Like Brutus, he paused in
vali.

There was no reply.

That fixed, unseeing stare
still looked right through
young Manders, as if he were
not there.

He clenched his hands.

“T’ll make you sorry for
this!” he said. |
Lovell turned to Jimmy

Silver. He considered that Marcus had been
stared at sufficiently. _
“ About that word I want——" he said, get-
ting back to Cross Words. 1
“Yes, old chap,” said Jimmy patiently. 4
JrOSS

Arthur Edward Lovell was keen on U
Words. and for a whole term he had hved

in hopes of bagging a ten-pound prize thereby.
He had not yet bagged the prize, but he stiil
had hope. which springs eternal in the buman
breast. His chums bore it, upon the whole,
with fortitude.

“Word of six letters,” said Lovell thoughi-
fully, *“beginning with an M, and ending with
an 8, and meaning a sneak, cad, toad, or rep-
tile.”

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome, grinned.

“ Anybody think of such a word?” asked
Lovell.

Marcus Manders thought of such a word at
once—his own name! Lovell was not speaking
to him, but speaking “at him,” as 1t were.

“Look here, you cad ” he exclaimed.

“Then I want another word,” said Lovell, 1n
the same thoughtful way. " Word of seven
letters, also beginning with an M and ending
with an S. Meaning a tell-tale, a rotter, and

S W !!‘J .

L'Yﬂnung Manders-erimsoned with rage. Evi-
dently the playful Lovell was alluding to his
surname now.

“I suppose you think this 1s funny?” he
exclaimed. ‘

“By the way,” went on Lovell, who was evi-
dently in a humorous mood, ““I hear that there's
a new fellow in the Modern Fourth, in Manders’
House.”

“Is that so?” asked Jimmy Silver, giving no
sign whatever of being aware that the fellow
in question was close at hand, glaring at him
like an angry cat.

“So I hear,” said Lovell calmly.
of old Manders, the Modern master.
what I hear, a regular toad of a chap.”

“1 hear that he’s a sneak, and spies on the
fellows to report them to his unecle,” said Raby.

“That’s so,” said Newcome, entering into
the game. ‘‘They can’t punch the cad with-
out being licked for it, so they’ve sent him to
Coventry, I hear.”

“Best thing they could do, in the ecircum-
stances,” remarked Jimmy Silver gravely. “I
don't fancy that any Classical chap will speak
to him, either. I know I wouldn’t.”

“Couldn’t!” said Lovell.  “Shouldn’'t even
like him near me. Sort of gives a fellow the
creeps, you know.”

“An awful toad, by all accounts,” said Raby.

“IFrom what I hear, he doesn’'t even wash,”
said Lovell. “ A regular tick in every way.”

“Glad they’ve got him on the Modern side,”
| _ “What luck for us!”

“If we had him on the Classical side we'd
scrag him,” said Lovell. “He’s not a fellow
one would like to touch, if one could help it;
but a chap could kick him!*

Marcus Manders listened to this cheery con-
versation, his face. growing more and more
crimson, and his narrow eves gleaming. So
far as the four Classicals were concerned, he
did not seem to exist at all. They talked
exactly as if he had not been there.

His hands clenched hard. Young Manders
was anything but a fighting-man, but he had
an evil temper, and it broke out now. Lovell's
last remark was followed by the lashing of a
bony fist right at Lovell's face.

Crack!

Lovell’s hand shot up, knocking on young
Manders’ wrist with a sharp concussion. The
intended blow never reached Lovell. Young
Manders clasped his right wrist with his left
hand and gave a howl of pain.

“Ha, ha, ba!” yelled the four Classicals.

“Dear me,” said Lovell, looking at young
Manders. “ Here's the toad we were speak-
ing about, you fellows! This is the tick who

doesn’t wash. Let's get out of this!”

““ A relation
From

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

By OWEN CONQUEST

.
(Author of the tales of Rookwood appearing in the Popular.”’)

Marcus Manders is forced to see the error of his

ways ! .

“Let's!” chuckled Jimmy Silver.

And the four Classicals turned their backs
on Marcus Manders and walked cheerily away,
leaving young Manders nursing his wrist and
glaring after them with an infuriated glare.

The 2nd Chapter.
The Heavy Hand!

5 ODD !”
“Yes, Knowles ?”
The three Tommies—Dodd, Cook,

and Doyle——were in their study in
Manders’' House when Knowles, of the Sixth,
looked 1in. They were having tea, greatly
relieved by the fact that their new study-mate,
Marcus Manders, was not present:

In the study, the three Tommies ignored
Marcus -utterly, and the sneak of Manders’
House seemed to have become fed-up with the
chilly silence which always followed his
entrance. |

Knowles, of the Sixth. glanced rather

curtously at the three Modern juniors, and
they eyed himn rather doubtfully. IKnowles
was a good deal given to bullying; and the
Tommies had had their troubles with him. but
since the coming of Marcus Manders thev had
found Knowles quite kind. The cheeky Marcus,
surc of Ins uncle’s protection, *‘cheeked "’ the
prefects, including Knowles, head prefect and
captain ot the House. He was sate from the
ashplant ; the Modern prefects were not look-
ing for trouble with their Housemaster. And
the fact that Tommy Dodd had licked the
cheeky young rascal on his first day at Rook-
wood seemed to have found him favour in the
House captain’s eyes.

“What have you been up to, Dodd ?” asked
Knowles, quite genially.

“ Nothing, that I know of.”

“You're wanted in Mr. Manders' study.”

“Oh,” said Tommy Dodd, his face falling.

“Have you been punching young Manders
again?”’

“No fear!” said Tommyv Dodd. “I haven't
touched the cad since I was licked last time.
I haven’t said a word to him.”

The three Tommies grinned as they saw the
disappointed expression on Knowles’ face. Ap-
parently, he had hoped to hear “that young
Manders had been punched.

“Well, if you've dohe nothing, all right!”
said the Modern prefect. * But the young cad
was 1n Mr. Manders' study when he sent for
you. You'd better go at once.”

“Yes, Knowles.”

Tommy Dodd took his way to the House-
master's study 1n some trepidation. Moy.
Manders was a gentleman with a sharp and
irritable temper, rather given to punishing first
and quiring afterwards, and no fellow ever
liked being called into his study. But Tommy
had been extremely careful in his treatment of
Mr. Manders’ nephew, and he really could not
see shat could possibly have been reported
against him now.

“Come 1n, Dodd !”’

Mr. Manders’ sharp eyes glinted at the cap-
tain of the Modern Fourth.

Tommy Dodd entered.

Marcus Manders was standing before the
fire with a lurking grin on his face. Tommy
Dodd ignored him, keeping his eyes on the
Housemaster.

“Dodd, T have heard something very serious
from my nephew,” said Mr. Manders.

“Indeed, sir,” said Dodd.

“It appears that there is a conspiracy against
my nephew in the Form he belongs to,” said
Mr. Manders. |

£ Oh EJJ

Tommy Dodd had a glimmering now of what
was eoming.

“ My nephew was ill-used on his first day in
the school, and very properly reported the
matter to.ne,” said Mr. Manders. “Since then
1t appears that he has been the victim of a
conspiracy, of which 1 suspeet you to be the
leader.”’

“I don’t know anything about any conspiracy,
sir,” said Tommy Dodd. “I have not even
spoken to Manders of the Fourth, sir.”

Mr. Manders’ eyes glittered. Tommy Dodd
made that statement quite innocently, as if
that verv circumstance was the head and front
of his offending, so to speak. -

“My nephew has been the victim of a con-
spiracy,” repeated Roger Manders, raising his

voice. “Ir is called, I believe, sending him
to Coventry. I believe that is the term
used.”

- Tommy Dodd did not answer,
“Dare you deny, Dodd, that you and your
friends have entered into a league against my

HErice
Twop nce
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nephew, and no one speaks to him, or answers
him 1f he speaks first ?”

“No, sir,” said Dodd quietly; “I don’t deny
that.”’ |

“You have,”in fact, sent him to Coventry, as
I believe vou call it?”

£ ‘S.T'[‘E. Sil'.”

“You dare to admit it, Dodd ?”

“You asked me, sir.”

Mr. Manders compressed his lips.

“Is this your view of the way in which vour
Housemaster’s nephew should be treated, in his
uncle’s house at Rookwood 77’

“A fellow isn’t bound to speak to a fellow he
doesn’t like, sir,” said Tommy Dodd uncom-
fortably. “ 1 never speak to Leggett, either

“Is Leggett sent to Coventry 7”
“N-n-no, sir.”

“Then the two cases are not the same.
you state that they are the same ?”

““N@; six,”

“Then you are prevaricating, Dodd.”

Tommy Dodd flushed.

“I didn’'t mean that, sir. I only mean that
if nobody wants to speak to Manders, “of the
Fourth, a fellow isn’t bound to.”

““All this 1s prevarication, Dodd. TIs it not
the case that there is an arrangement, or com-
pact, 1n ‘the Modern Fourth Form, that no
member of that Form shall communicate with
my nephew ?”’

“Ye-e-es, sir.”

“Quite so. This must cease at once, Dodd.”

Tommy Dodd’s face set obstinately. Mr.
Manders was much given to fussy interference

Do

and meddling, bat, really, this was too “ thick.”
It was a pretty state of affairs, Tommy Dodd
considered, if a fellow was not to choose what

MARCUS MANDERS’ NOSE DIVE!

I;ih

3p

came in contact with a large box of eggs leaniing a

Crash! S8Scrunch! ‘ Grooocooogh !

“*“Oh crum

howl of merriment in the tuckshop as Marcus M

fellow he would speak without instruction from
his Housemaster.

“You understand me, Dodd ?”

“1 understand vou, sir.” -

“ My nephew is present. Kindly tell him at
once that you are sorry for what has happened,
and that nothing further of this kind will take
place.”

Marcus Manders grinned at Tommy Dodd.

The captain of the Moderrn Fourth set his

lips.
~ “Po you hear me, Dodd?” exclaimed Mr.
Manders, taking up a cane from his table.

“Yes, sir; but—but I can’t speak to Manders
of the Fourth, sir. He’s sent to Coventry,”
stammered Tommy Dodd. |

“You dare to utter such words in my wvery
presence |” thundered Mr. Manders. “You
astonish me, Dodd !”’

“You see, sir——"

“I see that I have to deal with a rebellious
and impudent boy,” exclaimed Mr. Manders.
“Thas 1s of a piece with your previous eonduet,
Dodd. You are the leader of this persecution
of my nephew. 1 order vou to speak to him at
once, 1n my presence, or take the consequences
of disobedience.”

Mr. Manders swished his cane.

“I—I can’t sir”

“Hold out your hand, Dodd !”

Swish !

“The other hand!”

Swish !

“ Now,”” said Mr. Manders, laying down the
cane, ‘“J] "have punished vou for vour im-
pertinence, Dodd. I have said-that this persecu-
tion of my nephew must cease. I will not
tolerate 1t. Dodd.”

Tommy Dodd squeezed his hands in anguish.
Buit he did not speak to Marcus Manders, or
look at him.

“From this date,” went on Mr. Manders,

- Still obtainable—Nos. 15 and 16 of *“ The Schoolboys’ Own Library,” price 4d. each. Don’t miss these tip-top school-story books, chums !
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“all holidays are cancelled for the Modern
boys in the Fourth Form. Special tasks will
be set for Wednesday and Saturday after-
noons, the customary half-holidays.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“ Extra classes will be held, under my per-
sonal supervision, on those afternoons. An
extra hour daily will be given to mathematics.”

e Ol]_ E!U'

“This will continue, Dodd, until you and the
other members of your Form express your
regret to my nephew for your unfeeling and
cowardly persecution and cease that persecu-
tion.  You may go, Dodd.”

Tommy Dodd went.

Mr. Manders had come down heavy. KEven
upon the dull, obstinate mind of the Modern
master it had dawned that he could not order
juniors to speak to his nephew, or to answer
his nephew’s unwelcome remarks. At all
events. such an order was one that could not be
enforced. Neither was it practicable to inflict
incessant canings on such frivolous grounds.
But Mr. Manders was the fount of authority in
his own House. Only the Head was above him,
and junior schoolboys were not likely to take
the tremendous step of appealing to the head-
master against the Housemaster. Mr. Manders’
wholesale sentence of detentions meant no more
foothall for the Modern Fourth, among other
things, and Mr. Manders undoubtedly had the
power to enforce that sentence. _

Tommy Dodd almost tottered into his study.
Cook and Doyle looked at him in alarm.

“What’s the row ?” they exclaimed together.

“We're dished.”

“But what——"’

Tommy Dodd explained breathlessly.

“Oh, my hat!” said Cook, with a whistle.

——
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“Well, we jolly well won't!” said Arthur
Edward. “The Moderns can speak to him if
they like; but he won’t get anything more than
a boot on the Classical side.”

Marcus Manders whispered to Tommy Cook,
and Tommy Cook answered his whisper with a
grimace, A few minutes later he made a re-
mark to Tommy Doyle, who also murmured
something in response. Then he whispered to
Towle, who made a hideous grimace, but spoke
to hun 1 return.

For some reason, unknown so far to Jimmy
Silver & Co.. the Moderns had let Mr. Manders’
nephew out of the cold shades of Coventry, and
the cheeky youth was obviously *“showing off
the fact that he had brought his House-fellows
to heel. There could have been no occasion ior
all this whispering 1in class, save young
Manders’ desire to show the Classical fellows
that he had scored over the fellows who had cut
him.

Mr. Dalton, who for a few minutes had
been busv with an atlas on his desk, looked
round rather grimly.

“Manders ™’

“$Xes, st

“You must not talk in class.”

“Indeed, sir!” said Marcus Manders.

Mr. Dalton eyed him. e had already
spotted a disposition to impudence on Marcus
Manders’ part. It seemed that young Manders
fancied that he could be ‘“‘sidey ”’ even with the
staff, on account of his relationship to a member
of the stafi. '

“T have had occasion to speak to you betore,
Manders,” said Mr. Dalton quietly. “I am
dealing with you leniently because you are a
new boy, and unaccustomed to Rookwood as
vet. I will now tell you plainly, Manders, that
I do not approve of your manner, which 1s
impertinent, and I warn you that impertinence
in this Form-room will not be tolerated.”

“Indeed !” said Manders,

The Fourth Form locked on with keen in-
terest. Marcus Manders was fairly asking for
it, and Mr. Dalton was not likely to be asked
1 vain.

Richard Dalton picked up a cane from his
desk.

“Stand out before the class, Manders.”

“What fopr, sir?”

“To-be caned!”

“You are not going to cane me, Mr.
Dalton ?”’ said Marcus Manders, eycing the

Classical Form master evilly.

“I am certainly going to cane you, Manders.
You will step out and bend over this form,”
said Mr, Dalton.

Fellows who had to “bend over” in the
Form-room were genecrally objects of sympathy
from the rest of the Form. DBut there was no
sympathy for Marcus Maanders. Every Modern
there, and most of the Classicals, looked forward
with pleased anticipation to his hicking.

“ My uncle will not like my being caned, sir,”
said Manders.

“What?"

“My—my uncle——"" faltered Manders, He
faltered in spite of himself, under the steady
eyes of the Form master.

“I must explain to you, Manders, that your
relationship to a Rookwood master makes no
difference whatever to your position in your
¥Form,” said the master of the IFourth. “You
must be a stupid boy to suppose that you are
privileged 1in any way.” He made a motion
with the cane. ‘‘Step out, Manders !”

But at that point the craven spirit of the spy
of Manders’ House failed him. As Mr. Dalton
was plainly in earnest Marcus Manders backed

“Yes, sir. Cook had the toffee in his desk,
sir, and he gave some to Silver and Lovell,”
purred Marcus, still not understanding how
matters stood. “I saw them, sir, and thought
I ought to tell you, sir.”

“I cannot believe, Manders, that you thought
you ought to tell me. No boy eould possibly
act the part of an informer from a sense: of
duty !” said Mr. Dalton sternly.

e \l‘ha-a.t ?JJ‘

“The boys you mention have broken the
rules. I cannot, however, punish them, as the
matter has come to my knowledge in this under-
hand way.”

T Oh

“1 can scarcely imagine, Manders, where you
have received your early training,” said Mr.
Dalton; ““but I must warn you that this kind
of thing 1s not tolerated at Rookwood. No boy
15 desired to give information about other
boys; the part of an informer 1s base and dis-
honourable. I will overlook this, as you: do
not know our wavs; but if you should volunteer
information in the same way again I shall
punish you severely.”

“Oh!” gasped young Manders. Evidently
Richard Dalton was built upon lines very
different from his respected Uncle Roger.

Manders sat with a burning face, fully
conscious of the mocking and contemptuous
looks of the rest of the Fourth.

“Mr. Dalton!” he gasped.

“That will do! Say no more!”

“But Cook called me 13

names!” exclaimed
Manders excitedly. ‘“Cook called me a toad,
Y. 3l
SIT.

~"*And so you are a toad!” exclaimed Arthur
Edward Lovell, forgetting for a moment the
presence of his Form master. ‘A sneaking,

spying, cringing toad !”

*“*Silence, Lovell !

i 0 ) o SRR G &

“Cook, vyou should not wuse such expres-
sions,” said Mr. Dalton. “You should not

speak in class at all, and certainly not in such
a wayv. Why did vou apply such a name te
Manders ?”

* Decause he sneaked about the toffee, sir,
murmuired Cook, with a very red face.

“T understand. Your own conduect caused
Cook’s remark, Manders,” said Mr. Dalton.
“Kindly say no more.”

* But——"
““Silence !” rapped out Richard Dalton.

And Marcus Manders was silent.

He sat sullenly through the remainder of
thied lesson, while the other fellows felt quite
biicked by the 1neident. The peculiar ways of
Marcus Manders prospered in his own House,
but Mr. Dalton had made it clear that there
was no demand for them 1n the Form-room. It
was a defeat for the spy of Manders’ House,
and all the Fourth rejoiced in his discomfiture.

When the Fourth were dismissed after third
lesson, the'juniors crowded out, discussing the
incident and chuckling over 1t. Marcus scowled
at the cheery crowd and walked away towards

his House.

35

The 4th Chapter.
Qoal !

6 OVENTRY’'S off —what ?”
Jimmy Silver,

Tommy Dodd nodded gloomily.
“Manders took a hand,”
explained.
“But -he's Ho
Edward Lovell.
“A fat lot he cares about right,” growled
Tommy Cook. **He's backing up that sneak-
ing spy all along the line, and that’s all he

asked

he

) 32

right exclatmed Arthur

we ve got to answer.

Tommy Dodd explained how the matter
stood, and the sympathy of the Classical fellows
was deep. But they agreed that the Moderns
had had no choice about toeing the line. Deten-
tion for the whole term, and no more football,
was rather too large an order to be taken on.

“We've got to put up with the cad some-
how,” said Tommy Doyle. **If he speaks to us
We can’t chuck up the
footer for the whole season—and extra maths
for an hour'a day—grooogh!”

“1t’s hard cheese,” said Mornington of the
Classical Fourth. *“The cad seems to have got
you 1n a cleft stick.”

“Just that!” grunted Tommy Dodd.

Knowles of the Modern Sixth came out of
Manders’ House, looked round, and bore down
on the group of juniors.

“Cook !

“Yes, Knowles?”

“Mr. Manders wants you in his study.”

‘i Oh !JJ.

With a dismal look, Tommy Cook started
for his House. His face was a picture of
gloom as he tapped at Mr. Manders’ door.
What was the matter, he did not know; but
he knew that there was trouble, and he had no
doubt that it was due to the sneak of the
House.

Marcus Manders was in his uncle’s study,
and he gave Cook a malicious look as the
junior came 1n.

“You sent for me, sir!” mumbled Cook, stop-
ping at his Housemaster’s table.

“Yes, Cook,” said Mr. Manders. “I hear
that you applied a very rude and opprobrious
epithet to my nephew in class this morning.”

Tommy Cook breathed hard. He understood
now for what he was to answer.

“D-d-dad I, sir?” he stammered.

“Did vou call my nephew a toad, or did you
not, Cook ?”

“Ye-e-es, sir.”

*Is that suitable language for a boy belong-
ing to a respectable school, Cook 7"

“I—Il—1—"

“There 1s such a thing, Cook, as good
manpers. 1 shall endeavour to nupress that on
your mind.”

Swish, swish, swish!

“Now go, Cook, and remember
should repeat your offence, your punishiment
will be more severe. [ will not have the boys
of my House talking like hooligans.”

Tommy Cook departed from the study wrig-
gling, and in savage silence. His face was
pale with rage when he rejoined the juniors
in the quadrangle.

“What was 1t this
Dodd.

Cook gasped.

“That—that—that tick !” he stuttered. ¢ That
unwashed tick, young Manders! He reported
me for ecalling him a toad in class, when he
sneaked to Dicky Dalton! Three cuts!”

Jimmy Silver whistled.

“This 1s getting too thick!” execlaimed
Tommy Dodd savagely. ‘“My hat! “Where
was that unspeakable toad brought up? He
takes to sneaking like a duck to water.”

“We mustn’t touch him, we mustn’t send
him to Coventry, and we mustn’t even call him
a toad!” breathed Tommy Cook. *‘‘He’s going
to be cock of the walk in the Modern Fourth,

that 1f you

time 7”7 asked Tommy

and we've all got to kowtow to him. There
will be trouble 1if this goes on.”
“Keep smiling, old bean!” said Jimmy

Silver consolingly. “Come and help us punt
a ball about till dinner, and forget the beast.”

out | Manders spun away from Lovell’s boot. He

down with great promptness. cares about.”
“1 am sorry, sir,” he stammered. *I1f—ii
yvou will let me off this tune, sir, I will be more

careful.”’

v helplessly, quite losing his balance. His shins (Continued overleaf.)

ainst the sergeant’s counter, and he plunged forward.
6! gasped Lovell. *‘*Ha, ha, ha!’ There was a
nders’ head and shoulders disappeared into eggs.

\

\

“Why, that means scratching all the House
matches, or, at least, keeping out of them! It
means no Moderns playing for school this term
in Jimmy Silver’s team !”

“Manders can’t mean it !” said Doyle.

“He does mean it,” said Tommy Dodd.

“Then %

“We're dished! That unspeakable toad,
voung Manders, has done us again! If we cut
him, we've got to cut footer, ioo, for the rest
of the term. We're dished, and he knows 1t !”

And for several minutes Tommy Dodd poured
out a stream of eloquence, all on the subject of
ithat unspeakable toad, young Manders, who,
most indubitably. had dished the fellows who
had sent him to Coventry.

The 3rd Chapter.

Mr. Dalton Is Not Taking Any!
IMMY SILVER was surprised.
The Rookwood Fourth were in class,
~third lesson the following morning.
Third lesson dealt with that important
bhranch of knowledge, Geography, and Moderns
and Classicals were all in the Form-room to-
cether, with Mr. Dalton. Among the Moderns
was the new fellow, Marcus Manders.

And Jimmy Silver, to his great surprise, saw
Manders lean over and make a remark to
Tommy Dodd, which was answered.

Marcus Manders grinned as he spoke to
Dodd, and grinned still more as Dodd answered
nim.

The sentence of Coventry, apparently, was
revoked. -

Arthur Edward Lovell gave a grunt. He had
observed the incident also.

“They’ve-let that cad out of Coventry!” he.

whispered to the captain of the Fourth.
Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Looks like 1t.”

offence, Manders, as yon ar2 new here.

Mr. Dalton laid Lis cane on his desk.
“Very well,” he said, “I will overlook your
But

bear in mind that it must not occur again!”

It was not likely to occur again. After that
incident, young Manders’ manner was as meek
and mild as could possibly be desired. Jimmy
Silver & Co. exchanged sarcastic looks. Tommy
Cook winked at Tommy Dodd, and Manders,
catching the wink, gave him an evil look.

Towards the end of third lesson Tommy Cook
refreshed himself with toffee from a place of
concealment in his desk, taking great care not
to be observed by his Form master. The rule
against bringing tuck into the Form-rooms was
very strict. Hospitably, Tommy Cook passed
wedges of toffee to Jimmy Silver and Lovell,
who happened to be near him

The voice of Marcus Manders was heard.

“Mr. Dalton, sirl”

“What 1s 1t, Manders ?”

“Cook and Silver and Lovell are eating
toffee, sir!” : '

A bombshell in the Fourth Form room could
scarcely have startled the Fourth Form more.

Mr. Dalton stared blankly at the informer.
The juniors stared at him, too, scarcely believ.
mg their ears,

Marcus Manders smirked.

Obviously he judged other masters by his
excellent uncle, Roger Manders, and supposed
that his information would be welcome to the
master of the Fourth. Never had he made a
greater mistake.

He had yet to learn that there was no other
master at Rookwood who followed the system of
Roger Manders.

For a2 moment or two there was breathless
silence in the Form-room.

“You—you—you horrid breathed
Cook.

“Silence, Manders!” rapped out Mr. Dalton.

toad!”
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RICHT ON THE MARK!

Marcus Manders.

ever taken at goal.
> He sat down with great suddenness.
on his sharp nose. ¢ Yaroooh !’ ‘" Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the crowd of juniors.

Valentine Mornington kicked as sure a kick as he hat

Crash! There was a wild yell from
The football had bumped falrly
‘“Goal !

yelled Lovell.

For next Monday—‘* Played Out!’’ a Rookwood story with a football interest, introducing Jimmy Silver & Co. and Tommy Dodd & Co.
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The Modern fellows found solace in punting
about a footer in the keen winter air. Marcus
Manders came. along while. they were sO
engaged and gave Tommy , Cook a sneering
grin.. Cook had the ball at his feet. and he
was strongly tempted to send it full 1n the

rinning face of the sneak of Manders’ House.

alentine Mornington called to him.

*Send it to me, Cook.”

 “Good man!” said Cook, understanding at
pnce.

He dropped the ball at Morny’s feet.

Valentine Mornington kicked, as sure a kick
as he had ever taken at goal.

Crash !
There was a wild yell from Marcus Manders.

He sat down with great suddenness. The
football had bumped fairly on his sharp nose.
““¥Yarooooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the crowd of juniors,
“Goal!” yelled Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Marcus Manders sat quite dizzily, with his
hand to his nose. The ball had been through
a good deal of mud, and had collected some of
it, and a good quantity had been transferred
to young Manders' features. Marcus blinked
dizzily and furiously at the yelling juniors
through streaks and daubs of mud.

“Ow!” he gasped. *‘“‘Oh!”
“Ha, ha. ha!”

“Send that ball back, young Manders,”
ealled out Jimmy Silver. “You've got a lot

to learn about footer, if that’'s the way you
head a ball.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Marcus Manders serambled to his feet. He
rushed at Valentine Mornington, with a red
and furious face.

“You rotter!
he yelled.
Morny eyed him coolly.

“Do you think so, dear boy?” ne asked.

“1 know you did!” velled Manders. |

“This chap is a bright lad,” said Morning-
ton admiringly. ‘* His uncle must be proud of
~ him. The way he sees the obvious is really
remarkable, ”’ -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You rotter! ~ You cad! You—you
spluttered Marcus furiously. = He brandished
clenched fists at the cool face of the dandy of
the Fourth.

“You're callin® me names, I think,” drawled
Mornington. “I never allow anyone to call me
names, especially a sneakin’ tick who doesn't
wash. Sit down !”

“You rotter! You—you Yarooooh !”
In the midst of his tirade Marcus Manders re-
ceived Morny’s fist full upon his nose, and he
went over backwards as if a cannou-ball had
struck him.

“Man down !” chuckled Lovell,

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

“A fight—a fight!” shouted Newcome.
with you, young Manders!
it now!” ‘

“ A fight!” yelled the juniors, Classical and
Mcdern, gathering round in a swarm. “Go it,
young Manders!”

Marcus Manders might have been the most
pépular fellow in his House from the way the
other Moderns rallied round him and backed
him up for a contest with Mornington of the
(lassical Fourth. They joyfully anticipated
sdeing him face one of the best boxers among
the juniors of the Classical side.

“Comeo on, Morny !” called out Jimmy Silver.
“You can’t refuse, you know, after punching
the feilow’s nose.”

Morny chuckled.

“I’m ready!”
young Manders !’

“Buck up, Manders!”

You did that on purpose!™

13

| 'H-Up
Morny, you're for

The three Tommies helped Marcus Manders
He did not scem very eager for

to his feet,
help.

‘don’t want masters or prefects butting in.”
“No fear! This wayv, Manders.”
“Tet go my arm!”’ velled Manders.

not going to fight anybody !”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But vou must, you know,”

your nose:’ -
“I'm going straight to Mr. Manders——"
“You silly tick!” roared Arthur
Lovell.
Q3

cal side cares for Manders

“Put up your hands,
Towle.

“Give him another, Morny, and wake him

up t33
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said Lovell.

he said. “I'm . your man,

“Get behind the beeches,” said Raby.  * We

e I!Hl

¢ ~urged Tommy
Dodd. “You can’t let a Classical man punch

Edward
“Po vou think anyvbody on the Classi-

vou funk!” roared

- Mornington made a movement, and Manders
jumped back. Heedless of the laughter and
jeers round him, he broke through the crowd
of juniors and fairly ran for Manders’ House.

The 5th Chapter.
i Hats oﬂ:l’

>

'S up to us!” said Arithur Edward
I Lovell, at tea in the end study.
Lovell cracked his egg thoughtfully,
and then raised his hand, pointing his
remarks, ‘as it were, with his egg-spoon.
“That worm!” he said. : _
Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome did

not need to ask to whom Lovell was alluding.

“That reptile I went on Lovell. “That tick!
That unwashed toad! It's up to us!”

“"o wash him?” asked Raby, and Jimmy
and Newcome chuckled.

“No, ass!+ It's up to us to educate him,”
“ After all, I suppose he came to
Rookwood to be educated. We’'ll educate him.
The Modern fellows daren’t lay a finger on him
for their giddy lives. Muffin’s been over to
Manders' House, and he found Doddy and his
pals wailin’ and gnashin’ their tecth. They got
it hot and strong because Morny knocked. the
toad down. I suppose it was a crime to look
on when young Manders was knocked down.
Ruffianly conduct in the quad, old Manders
called it. Well, they’'re helpless. But we’re
not. Doddy has been licked, but you’ll notice
that Morny hasn’t been spoken to, and it was
his knuckles that biffed on young Manders’
boko. Old Manders can’t touch a Classical
chap.” ‘
“He can’t,” assented Jimmy Silver.

“So it’s up to us,” said Lovell. “ As Classi-

cals, we're the senior side of Rookwood-—the

OUR GREAT FOOTBALL CONTEST.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

top-side, properly speaking—the guardians and
protectors of the poor old Moderns. See?”
““Better tell them so,” grinned Newcome.

“Well, they ought to know it,” said Lovell.
“They never admit that we’re top dogs, and
they’'re often cheeky, and we have rows with
them, but in a case like this we're going to
look after them. Modern chaps can’t touch
that scurvy tick, but Classicals can touch him
and touch him hard. My idea 1s that we should
wade in to make young Manders’ life not worth
living so long as he keeps up spying and sneak-
ing and general rottenness.”

Arthur Edward Lovell looked round at his
comrades,

It ofteh happened that Arthur Edward had
ideas, and it happened almost as often that his
ideas were mnot received with enthusiastic
applause in his own study.

But on this occasion three heads nodded
approval at once. For once Arthur Edward
had put his finger on the spot, so to speak.

“The fact 1s, I was thinking of something of
the kind,” said Jimmy Silver. “It’s really a
disgraceful state of affairs and not good enough
for Rookwood. Doddy 1s being badly treated,
and if we can help him out it's up to us, as you

say, Lovell.”
“Hear, hear!” said Raby heartily. “I'm
on. Any old thing from kicking young Man-

ders across the quad to boiling him in oil.”
“I must say I'd be willing to walk across the
quad any time to punch him,” assented New-

come,
Lovell looked gratified. 'This was the

COMPLETE THIS WEEK !
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SIX OTHER PRIZES OF
MATCH FOOTBALLS.
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PRIZE.

Here is a great new football competition which will interest you all.

As anticipated, the new offside rule has given us a huge crop of goals.

Only a short while ago eleven

goals were scored in one match, seven by the home team and four by their opponeunts,
So this simple contest will be of special interest to all, for

ALL YOU HAVE TO DO

b

is to forecast in which match, played on SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 28th, in each of three divisions—
League 1., League II., and League 1. (Scottish)—the most goals will be scored.

¥or example: If

you think that the game between Burnley

and Birmingham will give

the greatest number of goals in League 1., put the names of these two teams IN INK in the

spaces provided in the first section on the coupon given below, 1In
the most goals.

Hull City players may between them score
the second section, and 8o on.

League 1I. the Stoke and
If you think so, write these names in

REMEMBER—the names of the two opposing teams in a match which between them will score the

most goals are required—not the single team with the most goals to its credit.
goals scored is not wanted—just the names of the teams.

The actual number of

When vou have filled in your coupon to your satisfaction, sign your name and address IN INK, cut

out the coupon, and post it to:

“ Top Secorers” No. 5,
¢/o Boys' FRIEND,

Gough House, Gough Square,
London, E.C.4. (Comp.),

g0 as to reach that address not later than the first post on FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 27th, 1925, Entries received

after that date will be disqualified.

You will find a list of the matches to be played in League I., League II., and League I, (Scottish)
on Saturday, NOVEMBER. 28th, in * Goalie's = forecast on page 342 of this issue,

READ THESE RULES CAREFULLY.
The Prize of £5 will be awarded to the competitor whose forecast is correct or most nearly correct,

and the other prizes in order of merit.

Any number of attempts may be sent in, but each must be made out on a separate and properly sigued

coupon,

- Should the same number of goals, according to the official results, be scored in more than one match
in the same division, any one of these matches will be taken as correct,
It is a distinet condition of entry that the Editor’s decision shall be accepted as final and binding. -
The right to divide the prizes, or their value, in the case of ties, is reserved. _
A1l entries must reach us not later than first post FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 27th, and any arriving

thereafter will be disqualified.

No one connected with the Boys' FRIEND may compete,

- STOP SCORERS' NO. 5.

I forecast that the highest number of goals will be scored in the following matches:
(MATCHES PLAYED, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 28th, 1925.)
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unanimous support he felt that he merited; but
which he did not always receive.

“Wall, if you fellows are on,” he said, “we'll
take the young roguc in hand after tea. 1t
may do him good. He doesn’t understand
Rookwood, and his jolly old uncle encourages
him in sneaking, a thing no other Rookwood
master would do. Manders is no gentleman,
in point of faet.”

“"Hear, hear!” |

After tea the Fistical Four left their study,
and sallied out into the quadrangle to look for
Marcus Manders. The whole Co. agreed that
Lovell’'s wheeze was a good one—excellent, 1in
fact. Every time Marcus Manders “sneaked ”
and brought punishment upon his House-
fellows, the Fistical Four were going to do
unto him as he deserved, and they had hopes
that in the long run young Manders would
come to realise that spving and sneaking did
not pay. - Whether that desirable result was
obtained or not, at least it would solace the
persecuted Moderns to know that the sneak
of Manders’ House got it ““1n the neck ” every
time he landed them into trouble with their
Housemaster.

“Seen voung Manders?”’ asked Lovell, as he
came on Tubby Muffin in the gquadrangle.

“T've seen him, and don’t want to see any
more of him,” grunted Muffin. “He knocked
my hat off.”

“Knocked your hat off ?” said Jimmy. *I
didn’t believe he had pluck enough to knock
anybody’s hat off. Did you slaughter him 7”

“Well, I was going to,” said Tubby Muffin
cautiously. “In fact, I am going to. Of course,
I wouldn’t let a Modern cad knock my hat ofi.
I haven’t licked him yet. Later on——"

The Fistical Four grinned. Reginald Mufhin
was not a fighting-man, and it was clear that
he was going to think the matter out very
seriously before he avenged that insult.

“Well, where iz he now ?” asked Raby.

“In the school shop stuffing doughnuts,” said
Tubby. “Greedy little beast, you know. He
wouldn’t offer a chap a doughnut, though he
had half a dozen. Not that I'd have accepted
one, of course. T spoke to him quite civilly.”

“You needn’t tell us that, if he had half a
dozen doughnuts.” said Jimmy Silver.
sure butter wouldn’t have
mouth, Tubby.”

“Well, a fellow can be civil,” said Tubby,
““and instead of offering a fellow a doughnut—
I mean instead of answering civilly, he knocked
my hat off. I came jolly near smashing him,
T can tell. you. But I thought that a fellow
like that ought to be.treated with contempt.
T turned on my heel and left him,” concluded
Reginald Muffin loftily.

Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled. and walked on
to Sergeant Kettle's little shop behind the
beeches,

'There they had a view of Marcus Manders.
sitting at one of the little tables: Apparently
he had finished the doughnuts, for he now had
a cake before him, and was demolishing i1t at
a good rate. Two or three Moderns were 1n
the shop and thev gave the sneak of the
House looks of dislike, but when Marcus Man-
ders spoke to them, with a sneering grin on
his meagre face, they answered with forced
The sentence of Coventry was
very much a thing of the past; Mr. Manders’
heavy hand had abolished it at a blow.

The Fistical Four strolled in, and Manders
scowled at them. Lovell walked past the

melted in your

table, reached out and knocked thc hat from
his head,

“Oh!” ejaculated Manders.

His hat flew across the tuckshop.

“Pass!” shouted Putty of the Fourth.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Oswald passed the hat to Putty, with a neat
kick, and Puity of the Fourth took the pass,
and sent the hat spinning out of the doorway.
Gunner of the Classical Fourth was lounging
in the doorway, and he brought down a heavy
foot on the hat, and it erunched. It did not
look much like a hat after Gunner’s large foof
had landed on it. |

Manders sprang up with a furious face.

“You rotter. Lovell!” he shouted.

“Keep that for the Modern side, old bean!™
gsaid Lovell. “You mustn't call Classicals
names! If you do, you get collared—hke
that 4 |

“Let go!” roared Manders, as Lovell gripped
his collar. { Pz

“ And slewed round, like that——"

(19 LE"ggﬂ!Jj

“And kicked, like that 2

“Yaroooh !”

Marcus Manders spun away {rom Lovell’s
boot. He spun helplessly, quite losing his
balance. His shins came 1n contact with a
large box of eggs leaning against the ser-
geant’s counter, and he plunged forward.

Crash! | Bhse

Scrunch ! '

“ Groooooooogh !’

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Lovell.

“Ha.) s, hal” _ |

There was a howl of merriment in the tuek.
shop as Marcus Manders’ head and shoulders
disappeared into eggs.

The 6th Chapter.
Once Too Often!

"N CRUNCH! Serunch! Smash?
[t was a large box, and it was stacked

with eggs 1n straw. Eggs innumerable
and smashed

crashed round Marecus

- Manders as he plunged and struggled with his

head and shoulders in the box. The juniors in
the tuckshop yelled with langhter.
“ Look ere,. you stop that!”’

re,L 1 - shouted
(Continued on page. 352.)
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Sergeant Kettle. “You'll ’ave to pay for
them eggs! You ’ear me, Master Manders?”

“(Grooogh! b
He

Oooch !

Manders struggled out of the box.
lifted a horrid face, streaming with broken
eggs and fragments of egg-ahclf and wisps of
straw, and his extraordinary aspect made the
juniors shriek.

“Ugh! Gug-gug-gug!

“Ha. ha, hal”

“Ten shillings’ worth of eggs gone!” howled
the indignant sergeant. *Them eggs will ’ave
to be paid for.”

ELEN

Ooooch!

“Qoooch!” spluttered Marcus Manders.
* Xou ‘old fgol+=—"
“What?”

“Look at me—I'm smothered!” roared Man-
ders, gouging egg from his eyes with both
hands. “Qoooch! Grooogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“That merchant needs a wash more than
ever!” chuckled Jimmy Silver. “Go and put
:L,rlaur head under the fountain, young Man-
ers 1}3

“Go and show Mr. Manders!”
chortled Oswald.

Marcus Manders spluttered furiously. He
was smothered with eggs, his face and hair and
ears streamed with them, and they_ streamed
over his clothes 1n horrid, sticky streaks. Some
of the eggs did not seem to have been of the
freshest
that floated around young DManders. He
coughed and gasped and spluttered and
gurgled wildly, while Moderns and Classicals
velled with laughter. Iven the old sergeant
grinned, concerned as he was for his property.

Manders cast a furious glance round at the
juniors. His eyes gleamed eggily at Arthur
Edward Lovell.

“You wait a bit!” he
till my uncle’s seen this!”

“T’ll wait with pleasure, old bean!” grinned
Lovell. “I Lope old Manders will enjoy the
sight.' It'’s enough to make a cat laugh, 1

T'J“L"‘
-

it to

gasped. “You wait

With a furious glare, the sneak of Manders’
House rushed from the tuckshop. Loud
laughter could be heard from the quad as he
passed fellows there, streaming with broken
eggs.

“What on earth’s happened to voung Man-
ders 7 asked Tommy Dodd,- coming into the
tuckshop with Cook and Doyle.

“He fell into a box of eggs,” said Lovell
blandly. ‘“Something jolted him—I think 1t
was my bcot—-"

“Ha, ha, batl”

“Look ’ere, who's going to pay for them
eggs?” demanded Sergeant Kettle warmly.

Jimmy Stlver chuckled.

“Dear man, we’ll have a whip round to pay
for the eggs,” he said. “It was worth 1t.”

“Worth it!” chortled Tommy Dodd. “I
should jolly well say 1t was, if the eggs were
a bob cach.”

“Ha, bha, ha ™

The eggs were paid for very willingly;
there was not a fellow there who would not
gladly have paid for a second lot to be used
in the same way. DModerns and Classicals
were still chuckling over the episode when
Muflin put his fat face into the doorway.

“You fellows, old Manders has just gone to
Mr. Dalton’s studyv—he’s got young Manders
with himn. Soémething’s up.”

The laughter died away.

“That’s trouble for you, Lovell, I’'m afraid,”
sald Tommy Dodd anxiously. “Old Manders
can’t touch ycu, being a Classical; but he's
gone io repori you to your Korm master.”

Lovell shrugged his shoulders.

“Let him!” he said.

“There’ll be a row, old chap!” said Cook.

“My dear man, it's all right,” said Lovell
confidently. “ Dicky Dalton i1s the man to see
justice done. You see, young Manders was
what the masters call the aggressor, when
they’re inquiring into a row. He started it.”

“Did he?” ejaculated” Tommy Dodd.  “I
can’t imagine young Manders starting & row
with anybody more dangerous than Tubby
Muffin or Culfy.”

GREAT FREE OFFER
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escription, to judge by the aroma

“Exactly.
started on himr!” chuckled Lovell.
it all cut and dried.”

Bulkeley of the Classical Sixth looked in.

& IJOVG‘“ i

*“Yes, Bulkeley.”

“Come with me to Mr. Dalton’s study.”

“Certainly, Bulkeley.”

Arthur Edward Lovell cheerily followed the
of Rookwood, and the whole crowd of

captain
juniors followed Arthur Edward Lovell.
Lovell’s manner was respectful, but

severe look.

of the-eggs after a hurried clean-up.

“There is the boy!” exclaimed Mr. Man-
“That is the boy who

ders as Lovell entered.
hurled my nephew into a box eof eggs, Mr.
Dalton.
punishment
“I must inquire into the matter, Mr. Man-
ders,” said the Classical master coldly.
“Undoubtedly,” hooted Mr. Manders. “ But
I will not allow my nephew to be ill-used by
Classical boys, Mr. Dalton. I  wili not
tolerate i '
“This matter 1s in my hands,” snapped
Richard Dalton sharply. “Leave 1t to me,
Mr. Manders. Lovell, Manders of the Modern
Fourth accuses you of kicking him and causing
him to fall into a box of eggs. What have you
to say?”
“You do not doubt my nephew’s word, I
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presume, Mr. Dalton?” hooted the Modern
master. RN 3
“l am inquiring into the matter, Mr.

THE BOYS® FRIEND

He started on Mufiin, and 1
w i I!‘Te gUt

qulte
confident, when he entered his Form master’s
study. Richard Dalton met him with a rather
Mr. Manders and his nephew
were there, Marcus still showing many signs

The most severe—the most condign

knocked off his hat, without the slightest
vocation.

1t was natural,
natural.”
“It appears, Lovell, that you
aggressor,” said Mr. Dalton sternly.
“No, “sir;
hat——"
“He admits 1t !

He glories 1n it !
ruffianism—of

savage hooliganism !”

Twopencse

ro-
_ I do not apprové of my nepﬁew
applying an opprobrious name to Lovell, but
in the ecircumstances—very

were the
I knocked off ~mung Manders’

An act of
hooted

Mr. Manders. “The act of a street arab, a

rufhan——"°

“Would you mind letting me finish, Mr.
Manders 7 asked Lovell with great politeness.

“T knocked off voung Manders’ hat,

SIT,

because he had knocked off a Classical fellow’s
hat—a fellow who couldn’t stand up for him-
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self, sir.

“ A falsehood !” exclaimed Mr. Manders, “a

palpable falsehood !”
“Tt. was Muffin’s hat, sir,”
“Muffin will bear out what I say.”

saild Lovell.

“Yes, rather!” came a fat voice from the

corridor.

‘““ Step in here, Muffin.”

Reginald Muffin rolled into the study.

‘“ Manders of the Fourth knocked your hat
off 7’ asked Mr. Dalton.

“Yes, sir; in the tuckshop, sir,” said Tubby.
“1 spoke to him very civilly, sir, though all
the fellows treat him like a cad and a rat, sir,

2)

as he really 1s3——

“That will do, Muffin! It appecars, Manders,
that vou treated Muffin 1in the way you com-

plain that Lovell treated you.”
“T—I didn’t!” gasped young Manders.

- — = e
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Manders, and I shall be obliged if you will not
interrupt me.”

“What—what? Well, upon my word!”

“What have you to say, Lovell ?”

“T kicked young Manders, sir,” said Lovell
meekly. ‘" He was the aggressor, sir.”

“Tt 1s false!” exclaimed Mr. Manderts.

“You were not present, sir,” said Lovell.

“Do not bandy words with me, boy! Mr.
Dalton, I—7

“In what way was Manders of the Fourth
the aggressor, Lovell?” asked .My. Dalton,
taking no heed of the excited "Modern master.

“He applied what Mr. Manders calls an
opprobrious epithet to me, sir,” said Lovell,
with great meekness.

Mr. Dalton’s face twitched for a moment.
There was a taint chuckle from the corridor out-
side, revealing the presence of a crowd of
listening juniors.

“What do you mean, Lovell ? Speak plainly.”

“He called me a rotter, sir; a very opprobri-
ous eptthet, as Mr. Manders will admit,” said
Lovell. “Mr. Manders has caned fellows 1n
his House, sir, for calling young Manders a,
rotter.”

“Hem !”

“JIs g fellow to be callad a rotter, sirv, by
another feilow ?” asked Lovell, with an air of
injured innocence,

“Certainly. not!” said Mr. Dalton. . "1t
appears, Mr. Manders, that your nephew was
responsible for the trouble /s

“7 called himm a rotter because he knocked
my hat off, and the other fellows kicked 1t
about,” shrieked Marcus. |

“Oh! Did you knock off Manders’
Lovell ?”

wXes, sIr.

“An unprovoked attack!” exclaimed -Mr.
Manders. My nephew informs me that Lovell
walked intoc the school shop, and deliberately
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“TLots of fellows saw him, sir!” exelaimed
Muffin. “Sergeant Kettle saw him, sir! Ask
the sergeant, sir.”

“1 " shall certainly inguire——"

“J—I—I mean, 1I—I forgot——" stammered
Marcus Manders in dismay.

Mr. Dalton gave him an icy look..

“You could not possibly have forgotten,

Manders. You must mean that yeou spoke

falsely -in denying it, and have changed your

mind on realising that your act of aggression
can ‘be proved by witnesses.”

Marcus Manders bit his lip. Mr. Manders
gave his nephew a grim look.

“1t so appears,” went on the Fourth-I'orm
master, *that Manders of the Fourth performed
what you have described, Mr. Manders, as an
act of hooliganism—an act of ruffianism—his
victim being a boy much smaller than himseii.
Lovell—thoughtlessly, no. doubt—did to your
nephew what he had done to Muffin. The rest
followed. In this matter, Mr. Manders, 1t is
clear that Manders of the Fourth was the
aggressor in the first instance, and was to blame
for the whole occurrence.. Lovell, you may
o0 !’

“Thank you, sir,” said Arthur Edward
demurely.

And Lovell joined
the corridor.

Mr. Manders breathed hard.

He realised that, with the help of his
nephew, he had made a complete fool of him-
self. - That Lovell had astutely seized on the
incident - of - Tubby Muffin’s bhat was likely
enough, but there it was—Marcus Manders
had started the whole thing by handling the
fat Classical. Mr. Manders realised that there
was nothing for him to say. But Mr. Dalton
had a little more to say.

¢ ‘have inquired into this matter, Mr.
Manders, because you reported 1t to me as a
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serious inctdent. 1 do not regard it in that
light. If Rookwood masters are to inquire
Into every petty disagreement among the
juniors, if every trivial incident is to be
reported and made the subject of inquiry, we
shall find our work very onerous, Mr. Manders.
I am sorry to say that I have already found
your nephew willing and eager to play the part
of a tell-tale and informer, and I think he
should be strongly discouraged from following
this course. I think, sir, that it is your duty
to discourage him.” |

M

In the corridor Jimmy Silver & Co. listened&

to that little lecture to the Modern master with
blissful feelings. They heard Mr. Manders
utter a sound between a grunt and a snort in
response,

“Come with me, Marcus!” he snapped.

Through a grinning crowd of fellows Mr.
Manders and his nephew walked out of the
House.  There was a black frown on My.
Manders’ face, a rather apprehensive expres-
ston on his nephew’s. For once the favourite
was 1n his Housemaster’s black books; Mr.
Manders had made a fool of himself, and the
worthy Marcus was the cause. And Marcus
Manders’ apprehensions deepened when he
wonld have slipped away in the quad, and Mr.
Manders thundered:

“Follow me!”

Marcus limped into Manders’ lHouse at the
heels of his uncle.

Five minutes later, Towle of the Modern
Fourth came bolting out of Manders’ House,
breathless with jovful excitement.

“You fellows!” he gasped.

p
3

:..--‘.1--#. I_“-

“What's the giddy news?” asked Jimmy.

Stlver. |

“Old Manders—young Manders—licking !
gasped Towle, incoherent with excitement.
“Six—vyoung Manders! Yelling like a hyena—
in -old Manders’ study ! Oh, ain’t it ripping !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared.
in active play again, and this time 1t was young
Manders who was getting the benefit of it!
For once the sneak of Rockwood had sneaked
not wisely, but too well. Tommy Dodd slapped!
Lovell on the back ecstatically. Classicals and
Moderns yelled with merriment, while Marcus
Manders, in Mr. Manders’ study, was yelling
in quite a different manner, and realising, per-
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Old Manders’ cane was

i T

haps, that there were drawbacks to the career .

of a sneak.
THE END.

(It's a scream—"Played Out!” Next Mon-
day's topping story featuring Jimmy Stlver
& Coi, Tommy Dodd & Co., and Marecus
Manders of Rookwood School. Don’t.miss tt,
chums. Order your copy of ihe Boys’: I'RIEND

to-day and avoid disappointinent!)
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