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AK OF ROOKWOOD GETS FED-UP WITH FOOTBALL!

(An exciting incident f
rom the grand long story
y of the chums of Rookwo
od School in this issue,)

THE® SN



MARCUS MANDERS PLAYS FOR THE MODERN HOUSE AGAINST THE CLASSICALS AT FOOTBALL!

The 1st Chapter.

Cheeok !

66 UT me 1n!”
“BTh?”
Tommy Dodd, captain of the

Modern Fourth at Rookwood School,
was sitting at his study table, with a paper
before him, a stump of pencil in his hand, and
a thoughtful frown on his brow.

His chums, Cook and Doyle, were in the
study, roasting chestnuts at the fire. But
Tommy Dodd was not thinking of chestnuts.
He was going over the list of Modern junior
footballers for a House match with the
(llassicals—an important matter that required
all Tommy’s attention.

It was Marcus Manders, the new fellow in
the Modern ¥ourth at Rookwood, who inter-
rupted his deep reflections.

Marcus Manders lounged into the study, wath
his hands in his pockets and his customary
half-sneering expression on his meagre, ill-
favoured countenance.

Tommy Dodd looked up as he spoke.
““Put you m!” he repeated.

*That's 3!

“T'm not making up a list of sneaks and in-
formers and toads and ticks,” said Tommy
Dodd politely. “This 1s a football list.”

There was a chuckle from Cook and Doyle.

The nephew of Mr. Roger Manders was not
““persona grata ”’ in that study. 'The three
Tommies had to tolerate him, because Mr.
Manders had placed him there. In such
matters the Housemaster’s word was law.
But though they suffered him, they did not
suffer him gladly. Sneaks were rare, and not
nopular, at Rookwood, and young Manders
lived and moved aud had his being in tale-
bearing.

Manders smiled unpleasantly. |

“The list for the House match?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“On Wednesday ?”’

“‘Y(?H.”

“ Well, put me 1mn.”

Tommy Dodd laid down his pencil, and
stared across the table at Marcus Manders,
with a stare of contempt that might have pene-
trated the hide of a rhinoceros or the shell of
a tortoise.

But it did not seem to produce any effect
on Marcus Manders., _
“Put you in,” said Tommy Dodd, 1in

measured tones—“put you 1into a football
match! You can’t play footer for toffee! I've
tried vou in practice, and tried you in a pick-
up game, and you're a clumsy foozler and a
howling funk! Keep to something you under-
stand, Manders. Go apd play noughts and
crosses. with. Cuffy !”

“T'm going to play in the House match.”

“ Are. yvou?” said Tommy Dodd. “Does 1t
occur to yvou that 1T am skipper of the junior
club 1in Manders’ House?”’ °

“That’s why I’'m telling you.”

“Telling 1wme!” repeated Tommy Dodd
blankly. “Neot asking me? Telling me!”

i ‘Y.D.E-. 9

The captain ot the Modern Fourth drew a
deep breath. Ie never saw Marcus Manders
without wanting to punch him; and now he
vearned more than ever to land a set of
knuckles upon Manders’ sharp nosée. But he
refrained. Punching young Manders did not
mean a scrap: it weant being called upon the
carpet by “old Manders.” - Tommy Dodd had
already been caned in Mr. Manders' study for
punching young Manders; and the experience
had been exceedingly painful. Since then he
had used no other, so to speak,

It required a2 good deal of self-restraint; but
Tommy Dodd decided to ignore young Man-
ders and his cheek. He picked up his pencil
again and devoted his attention to the football
List, | i
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The sneak of Rookwood soon gets fed-up with the
football played by the Moderns and Classicals !
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“Are you putting me in?” asked young
Manders. ) _

“No!” said Tommy Dodd, without looking
up

“I advise you to.”
Dodd laughed. -
“When I want advice from you about foot-
ball, I'll ask for it,” he said. “ Now shut up—
I'm busy!” '
“You don’t care ior
Manders,” said Tommy Cook.
dodge practice most of the time.”
“You're a slacker and a funk at the game;
you know,” remarked Tommy Doyle.

“TI’'m going to play in the House mateh,”
said Marcus Manders calmly. “I'm not going
to be left out of games. 1 don’t care for foot-
ball—in fact I don’t like it at all, but I choose
to play for the House. You fellows are not
going to have the limelight all to yourselves.
As for football practice, 1 shall turn up when
I choose.” . N

“You’d better tell Knowles of the Sixth
that.” .

Manders shrugged his shoulders.

“He knows it well enough without my tell-
ing him. Knowles of the Sixth knows better
than to interfere with me.”

The three Tommies were silent.

They were well aware that the House pre-
fects, unwilling to get 1into their House-
master’s black books, were extremely -easy-
going with the voung slacker. All the House
knew 1t. But to hear the young rascal openly
boasting of his surreptitious influence with the
Housemaster was very irritating. Even had
Marcus ~been  a less unpleasant fellow, his
uncle's system of favouritism would have made
him urpopuiar. -

“You'd better put me in,” went on Marcus
Manders. ‘1 fancy Knowles will. have some-
thing to say to you if you don’t. I may as
well tell you that I've spoken to Knowles on
the subjeect.” ;

“You can speak to Knowles ti]ll you're black
in the face,” sa
“But you’ll have to change a lot before 1 play
you for the House! Now shut up!”

“1 tell you—-" |

“Shut up!”’ roared Tommy Dodd ferociously.

Marcus Manders shrugged his. narrow
shoulders again, and loafed out of the study.
Tommy Dodd gave his comrades a deeply-
exasperated look. | .

“Play that loaling cad in a House match!”
he said. “Catch me doing if! Why, in a pick-
up the other day he funked a charge from
Snooks of the Second—and he's big enough to
cat Snooks. He doesn’t like footer—I believe
he hates i1t—but he’d like to swank that he's
played for his House. And he thinks that be-
cause he’s our Housemaster’s nephew, and old
Manders favours him, he can dictate to a
fmtb_a’ll captain! I—1 wish I'd punched him
Now.’

And Dodd turned to his football list again
with a very ruffled brow.

He was interrupted once more,

Towle of the Modern ¥ourth looked in.

“Knowles wants to speak to you in his study,
Doddy,” said Towle. “I say, is anything up?
That sneaking toad, young Manders, has just
been into Knowles.”

“No, nothing's up; but that unwashed tick
wants to play for the House on Wednesday,
from pure swank.” - -

““Play for the House!” said Towle.  “Might
as well make Jimmy Silver a present of the
m?it?'h without playing it at all! The cheeky
cad!”’

Tommy Dodd left the study, and went down
the stairs to Knowles’ study in the Sixth Formn
passage. |

Knowles of the Sixth had an uneasy expres-

football, young
“Why, you

sion on his face, and he coloured a little as he

met Tommy Dodd’s eyes. Tommy wailted
grimly for him to speak., He was aware that
Knowles disliked the Housemaster's nephew
as much as the juniors did; but he was aware,
too, that Knowles had no intention of risking
his position as head prefect of the House. So

long as Mr. Manders backed up his nephew -

through thick and thin Knowles of the Sixth
was prepared to swallow his feelings, and treat
voung Manders with a consideration very rare
irom a Sixth Form prefect to a cheeky junior.

Tommy Dodd, who was a fervently patriotic
Modern, did his best to be proud of his House
captain. But he could not help, just then,
mentally comparing him with Bulkeley,

said Fommy Dodd savagely.

captain of the Classical side—much to Knowles’
disadvantage. ‘ '
Bulkeley of the Classical Sixth would have

_ thrown up his prefectship and the captaincy of

the school along with it rather than have
favoured a Housemaster’s relation by a hair’s-
breadth over any other junior.

“I—TI've just had a word with young Man-
ders, Dodd,” said Knowles, at last. *1t
seems that he’s rather keen on football.”

“That’s news to me,” said Dodd.

“Well, he says so. He’s keen on playing
in: the House match to-morrow. I suppose you

~can find room foi: him.” £

“T could if he could play footer,” said
Tommy Dodd. “But he’s no use. He plays
like a dud; and he’s such a howling funk
that he wouldn't be any use even if he could
play.”

Knowles made an

“He seems to think
because 'vou don't like
said,

1 know that isn’t so,” said Dodd.

“I rather think that Mr. Manders would be
pleased to:see his nephew playing for the
House,” said Knowles, in a casual sort of
way.

“ Mr. Manders doesn’t care anything about
tootball,” said Dodd. “He doesn't even
remember the dates of the matehes, He
called me awayv from a House maich the day
his nephew came here to meet the young cad
at the station. He wouldn’t come down to
Little Side to see a gameé.”

Knowles coughed.

“Well, I told young Manders I would put
in a word for himm and see what could be
done,” he said. “‘I'm not giving you orders,
Dodd. After all, Bulkeley i1s Head of the
Games.”

He paused.

“1s that all, Knowles?” asked Dodd.

Knowles shifted again uneasily.

“The fact 1s, Dodd, you'd better play him.
As vou sav, Mr. Manders doesn't know or care
much about games—and if his nephew’s left
out he mnay think it’s some more of the
general! set against him: you know vou sent
himm to Coventry in the Fourth till Mr. Man-
ders interfered. If Mr. Manders takes the
view that his nephew 1s Dbeing deliberately
excluded, he may chip in. That’s all!”

uneasy movement.
that he’s left out
him personally,” he

. intense worry.

Tommy Dodd’s lips set.

“Mr. Manders can’t interfere with junior
football matches,” he said, “There’s a limit
to what a Housemaster can do.” :

“Glad you think so,” said Knowles. * Shut
the door after vou.”

And Tommy Dodd lefi the study.

The 2nd Chapter.
Roger Manders Butts In!

44 EEP smiling!”
Jimmy Silver made that remark fto
fommy Dodd, as he came across him

in the quadrangle of Rookwood.
'Dodd of the Modern Fourth seemed really
to need the injunction.

He was tramping along with his hands
driven deep in his pockets, kicking the fallen
leaves on the path before him quite savagely;
almost as if he fancied he was kicking some
exceedinglv-detested person. Possibly he was
thinking of Marcus Manders.

“Smile, old bean,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell, who was sauntering under the beeches
with Jimmy Silver. “Pack up your troubles

in your old kit-bag, you know, and put on a

snigger.

But Tommy Dodd did not smile.

“More Manders!” asked Jimmy sympathet-
ically.

The Modern »unior nodded. Since the
arrival of his Housemaster's nenhew at Rook-
wood, Tommy Dodd’'s brow had often been
clouded. Manders had a depressing eftect on
him. Jimmy guessed at once that it was a
case of “more Manders.” Young Manders
was a thorn in the side of all the Modern
Fourth.

“1 know !” said Lovell. “Sneaking again—
and yvou can’t kick him, because old. Manders
backs him wup. Never mind—I'll kick: him!
1l kick him hard! Classicals can kick him,
if Moderns can’t.”

Tommy Dodd grinned faintly.,

“It i1sn’t that, this time.
We're playing vou men in the House match
to-morrow, and naturally I was going to beat
you-——:"

“That wouldn't be
Lovell, at once. “That would be a wvery
remarkable happening, Doddy; very improb-
able. You see——"

“Fathead!”

‘““Same to vou, you Modern ass.”™

“Order!” said Jimmy Silver.
down to the mutton. Anything gone wrong
about the House match to-morrow, Doddy?”

“Young Manders wants to nlay in my team,
and he’s got Knowles, our Houke-saptain, to
put in a word for him. Knowles seems to
think that old Manders may chip 1n,” said
Tommy Dodd, his brow corrugated with
“Now, of course, old Manders
knows nothing about games, and football least
of all—he never was a boy himself, or if he
was, he's forgotten 1t vears ago. He's quite
likely to think that keeping his precious
nephew out of a football eleven i1s muech the
same as keeping him out of a tea-party or a
meeting of the debating society.”

The Classieals grinned. Really, ' that was
auite the view that Mr. Roger Manders was
hkely to take. |

“But even Manders—even old Manders—
could he have the awful neeck to butt into
football 92 said Tommy Dodd. “1f

matters : :
he does, what can a fellow do? Can a chap

tell his Housemaster to go and ecat coke?™’
B )

Hardlv !”
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MR. MANDERS TURNS UP ! {507Chair, With a savage malicious face, when thers wae

a step in the corridor, and Mir. Manders came jerking into the study.
‘* What does this mean 7V’
“ Manders was impertinent, sir, and 1 was about to cane him,”’ he said.

at Bulkeley, and ths cane in his hand.
coloured.

The Housemaster stared
he snapped.

There’s another £5 Note and Six Footballs to be won in ** Top Scorers > Competition this week. Turn to page 356 right away and try your hand.

I'm a bit worried.

natural,” interrupted -y

(19 Letl's gE{;

Bulkeley
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“Dodd dismally.

. nephew desires to play.
“captain of the Modern side, Dodd 7”7

!_

f_' Dodd could not give way.

~ he could be of any use in the team,

5/12/25

“What sort of a game are we going to play,
if I pus 1n a dud and a funk?’ said Tommy
“1 can’ty do 1it, of course.
It isn’'t only that I don’t like the {fellow,
though I loathe him. I play some fellows 1
don’t like, naturally, if they're good for the
game. But young Manders is a howling dud
—you’'ve seen him in a pick-up——7"

**He never tries,” ssid Lovell.

*“That’'s i1t! And he’s afraid of his own
shadow—I never saw such a screaming funx.
He would hardly have the nerve to play
marbles, in case one of the marbles bumped
mto him. I really believe he would sit down
and blub if a fellow barged him over.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“You’d beat us. of course,” sald Tommy
Dodd gloomily. *0Old Manders doesn’t care!
He doesn’t even know that we keep a record
of the House matches. He looks on football
just as young Cuffy looks on noughts and
crosses. I won’t put that young rotter in,
and ask for a beating in a House match. But
what am I to say to Manders?”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

- “FEven old Manders wouldn’t be ass enough
to chip into foothall matches,” he said. *'He
must have a little sense.” *

“He’s got sense in his own' line,” said
Tommy Dodd despairingly. ‘*He knows all
about chemistry, but he’s never played games.
I—I almost wish he’d walk into seven feet of
H20 and stay there. I believe he means well,
too; he really thinks his nephew 1s no end oi
a pippin and badly treated by the other chaps.
He doesn’t see any harm in sneaking, him-
self. Do you know, the little beast smokes
cigarettes, and carries a pack of cards in an
inside pocket? He plays banker with Leggett.
Manders wouldn’t believe it if he saw him
domng 1, I think. But »

“Talk of angels!” murmured Lovell. *“Here
he comes.”
Tommy Dodd suppressed a groan. Mr.

Manders was coming along the path under
the beeches, with his wusual quick, jerky
stride, his long, sharp nose glowing red in the
cold wind. He did not look amiable:; but that
was nothing new with Roger Manders. He

.signed to Tommy Dodd to stop, as the Modern
junior was moving off the path; and Tommy -

Dodd waited for him to come up.

*“Ah, Dodd,” said Mr. Manders, in his rusty
voice, ‘] have a few words to say to you,
Dodd.” Mr. Manders toock no notice of the
Classicals. “1I understand that you are playing
a—er—a, football match to-morrow. Is not that

E L : Y
: {1ieé casel”

“Yes, sir,” mumbled Tommy Dodd. “A
House match, sir, with the Classical side.”

“Hm! Qute so,” said Mr. Manders. “My
You are, 1 believe,

“Yes, gir!”

*You—er—select the boys to play, do you
not7”

- *“Well, sir, we have a committee, which has
something to do with it, sir,” murmured
Tommy Dodd.

“Oh, quite, quite, but I understand that
the decision rests with you, Dodd. 1 desire
vou to include my nephew in the—the cleven.”
Mr, Manders hesitated a moment over the

word, as if not quite, sure of the number of

pblayers in a Soccer game. “You will see to
this, Dodd?”

“You—you see, sir-—

“1 am sorry to see that there is a general
desire to exclude my nephew from the pur-
suits and the—er—amuseinents of the Fourth
orm.” said Mr. Manders. 1 cannot allow
this, Dodd. It is most unfair. It must cease
Dodd. It 1s disrespectful to me personally.”

Jinmy  Silver and Lovell exchanged a
glance. 15 was obvious that Myr. Manders
was. wholly, totally. and hopelesslyv unaware
of the great imyportance of junior House
matches. That a football captain had to win
a match 1t he could, and that he keenly
desired to do so, did not seem to enter into
Mer. Manders’ consideration at all. Football,
to him, was evidently on the same footing as
hop-scoteh or blind man’s buff!

Tommy Dodd had a hopeless look. It was so
clearly futile to argue with Mr. Manders, or to

22

attempt to make him understand.

But this was a matter upon which Tommy

When his House-
master had ordered the Tourth to let his pre-

. cious nephew out of the cold shades of Coventry

they had obeyed, lest worse should befall them.
But nothing worse could befall than playing
a dud and a funk in a House match. And it

‘was rather a special House match, too: for
. Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain of Rook-
» wood humself, had consented to referee for the
. juniors.  That gave the match. already im-
- portant, an added distinction.
- was In_an unenviable position, but he simply
couldn’t give 1n.

Dodd

Tommy

| With all due respect to his
Housemaster, there really did exist a differ-

ence between football and blind man’s buff!

“You will see to this, Dodd ?”’ repeated Mr.
Manders, as the hapless captain of the Modern
Fourth did not answer.

“You—you sce, sir * stammered Dodd.

“Yonu will carry out my wishes, Dodd ?”

“I—1I can't, sir!” said Dodd desperately.

“What —what ?”

“I'm bound to pick out men who can play

- the game, sir, in a House match,” said Dodd.

“In a pick-up it’s different. But House matches
count in our record, sir, and Manders isn't up
to the game.”

“ Nonsense [

“1 assure you, sir, I'd play him gladly, if
But he

would only be a passenger.”

Published
Every NMonday

Mr. Manders looked very sour.

“Are you not attaching an undue importance
to these frivolous amusements of your leisure
hours, Dodd ?”

“Oh!”

“I am sorry to see that you desire to set
vourself up against your Housemaster’s wishes,
Dodd.”

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all. But—="

“Enough! My nephew will play in the—er—
House match to-morrow,” said Mr Manders.
“1 shall myself take the trouble to witness the
match in order to see that he 1s not excluded.
I command you, Dodd, as your Housemaster,
to carry out this instruction.”

With that Mr. Manders walked on jerkily,
evidently very much annoyed. He left Tommy
Dodd guite dumbfounded. The worst had
happened. Mr. Manders had ‘“butted 1n,”
quite unconscious of the fact that he was
shoving an awkward hoof mto a matter he did
not even begin to understand.

“So that's that!” said Tommy Dodd, at last,
with a dismal loock at the Classicals. ‘“ What's
a fellow to do with a Housemaster like that ?”

Lovell gave a snort.

“He can’t order you to play a man in foot-
ball. He thinks he can, but he can’t. Speak
to Bulkeley. He’s Head of the Games, and
he’s bound to stand by you. Bulkeley will
talk to him.”

Tommy Dodd brightened a little.

“Something 1n that,” he assented.

And he walked over to the Classical side
with Jimmy Silver and Lovell to call on the
captain of Rookwood.
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without suspecting
Classical geal, grinned at him serenely.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

that he had gone a little too far in giving his
impudence to a Classical prefect. He had no
courage to back up his immpudence; it needed
only a firm hand to reduce him to craven sub-
mission,

He was lifting himself reluctantly from the

chair, with a savage, malicious face, when .

there was a step in the corridor, and Mr. Man-
ders came jerking into the study. Marecus
dropped back into the chair at once with a
sneering grin. He felt safe in the presence of
his uncle. Mr. Manders stared at Bulkeley,
and the cane in his hand.

“What does this mean ?” he snapped.

Bulkeley coloured, and laid the cane on the
table agan.

“Manders was impertinent, sir, and I was
about to cane him,” he said. “I will leave the
matter in your hands now.”

“What do you mean ?” exclaimed Mr. Man-
ders testily. “I never allaw Classical prefects
to interfere in matters in my House, Bulkeley,
as you aré well aware. I am surprised at this
—very - much surprised. You take too much
upon yourself, Bulkeley.”

“The captain of the school is empowered to
punish any junior, sir, Classical or Modern,”
sald Bulkeley quietly. “I have not exceeded
my authority.”

“1 shall certainly not permit you to exercise
any authority in this House!” snapped Mr.
Manders. “ Why are you here ?”

“T came here to speak to you, sir, and——?>

“If you have anything to say to me, Bulkelcey,
kindly be brief. My time 1s of value.”

Bulkeley breathed hard. 'The question of
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MARGUS, THE FOOTBALLER ! ot through halves and backe. vt wongerics aond
that the grinning Classicals were letting

him through. Rawson, in ths

Vianders kicked the ball for goal, and it rebounded

from Rawson’s fist.

The 3rd Chapter.
Blow for Blow!

r I \AP!
Marcus Manders was sitting in his

uncle’s armchair, warming his toes at
his uncle's fire, when the tap came at
the door of Mr. Manders’ study.
“Come 1n!” called out young Manders.
1t was Bulkeley of the Sixth who entered the
study. Young Manders did not rise to his
feet; he glanced coolly and impudently at the
captain cf Rookwood. Bulkeley looked round.
“Isn’t Mr. Manders here ?” he asked.
*“No,”” answered Marcus. “He may be back
any minute; he’s gone over to see Dalton.”
Bulkeley looked at him.

“Do you mean Mr. Dalton, the master of the
Fourth ?” he asked.

i YCS-?! .

“If you mean Mr. Dalton, you’d better say
Mr. Dalton,” said Bulkeley. “Don’t call him
Dalton in speaking to a prefect.” |

“What rot!” said Marcus.

&< E_{]’_ ?JJ

24 R-Gt;!”.

Bulkeley knitted his brows. | ,

“ Do you want me to take Mr. Manders’' cane
and give you the licking of your life, wvou
cheeky little rascal?” he asked. “ Another
word, and I’ll do it! Hold your tongue!”

“I fancy my uncle would have something to
say, i he found you licking me in his study,”
sneered Marcus,

“1 told you I would lick you if you said
ancther word,” answered Bulkeley quietly.
“I'm sorry to have to do it in your uncle’s
study, but you’ve asked for it.”

He stepped to Mr, Manders’ table, and picked
up a cane that lay there.

“Get out of that chair!” he said.: |

Marcus Manders eyed him a good deal like
a rat. He was quite accustomed to “cheek-
ing ¥ the Modern prefects, but he realised now

caning Marcus Manders was tacitly dropped.

Bulkeley turned his back on the impudent
young rascal grinning 1n the armechair.
“It’s a matter connected with the

- _ junior
games, sir,” he said.

“May I spcak to you in

private ?”

“There 1s no need for my nepvhew to go, if
such a very unimportant topic is to be dis-

cussed,” said Mr. Manders coldly. ‘“Kindly
come to the point.”
“Dodd has spoken to me, sir. about the

junior House match to-morrow,” said the cap-
tain of Rookwocod.
tressed.”

“He 18 very much dis-

v Ir.if]eedl 1 see no occasion for Dodd’s dis-
tress,

“He has made up his team for the match,

sir, and it appears that you have ordered him

to make an alteration 1o 1t.”
“I have ordered him to include my nephew,

Marcus Manders, in his team, as you call it.

I do not see how the matter affects you,

Bulkeley.”

“1 am Head of the Games, sirv, and junior

football is under my official supervision,” said

Bulkeley miidly.

“Indeed!” sneered Mr. Manders,

“In such matiers as football matches, sir,
masters are not expected to intervene. Such
matters are under the control of the Head of
the Games. I am bound to support Dodd in
exercising his right to choose the plavers for
his eleven. His belief is that Manders is not
a suitable player, and from my own observation
of him 1 quite conenr. T hope, sir that you
will withdraw the order you have given Dodd,
in the.circumstances.”

“] shall do nothing of the kind, Bulkeley.
I will not have my nephew excluded from the
games in which he desires to join.”

“That is not exactly the state of the case,
sir. Football is not a game like marbles,” said
Bulkeley., “Fellows play football to win, and
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playing a dud i1s lhike giving away s match.
Manders can get all the football he wants in
the pick-up, and 1f he shows form. Dodd will
give him a chance in a House matc). Only
men who can play, sir, ar. pgked out to play
for their House.”

Bulkeley was putting it explicitly, almost as
if he were talking to a child. But if he had
put it in words of one syllable Mr. Manders
would never have understood the matter from
a footbalier’s point of view.

“Phis 1s nonsense, Bulkeley,” said the
Modern master. * Much too much time 1s
given to games at Rookwood, 1in my opinion,
and much tco much 1mportance attached to
them. 1 have given my order to Dodd, and 1
decline to allow my authority to be interfered
with. The matter i1s closed.” = _

“1 am sorry to have to speak plainly, sir,
but in this matter the authority 1s 1n my hands.”

“What? What? Do you mean to say,
Bulkeley, that you will venture to intervene
between me and a boy belonging to my
House ¥’ exclaimed Mr. Manders.

“In football matters certamnly, eir,” said
Bulkeley, whose temper was rising a little.
“The Head himself would not dream of inter-
fering in such a matter, sir.”

“Indeed! It seems that 1 have something yet
to learn,” eneered Mr. Manders. * So it seems
that, although 1 have ordered Dodd to play my
nephew in the football match to-morrow, you
naye authortiy to exclude him.”

“Certainly, sir.”

“This 15" news 1o me,” said Mr. Manders.
“When Dr. Chisholm appointed you head of
the games, he empowered you to i1gnore the
wizhes of a Housemaster #”

*“In football matters, eertainly, as 1've said.
Games are a matter outside a master’s juris-
diction, sir.”

Mr, Manders zave him a bitter look.

“1 shall mmquire—]1 shall inguire, Bulkeley,
and 1f the matter stands as you say 1 shall
certainly not interfere with zny just authority
excreised by you,” he saild, biting lis lip, *“ You
may tell Dodd so. since be has chosen to appeal
to you from his Housemaster. If Dodd, in this
matter, 1s independent of my authority—if he
can appeal from me to a Sixth Form boy in
another House—I shall withdraw my order to
hnn, I shall undoubtedly withdraw 1t.”

“Thark you, sir.” ,

“You need not thank me, Bulkeley. 1 have
no desire or intention to exceed my just
authority I said My, Manders bitterly. “ You
may go, Bulkeley.”

The captain of Rookwood quietly left the
study.

He walked back to the Classical side, and
found Tommy Dodd waiting for him in his
study 1n the Head’s House.

He gave the anxious junior a reassuring nod.

“Is 1t all right, Bulkelev?” asked Tommy
Dodd eagerly.

“Yes. Mr. Manders will withdraw his order
to you, Dodd,” said Bulkeley. " I've explained
to him how matters stand.”

“1 say, you're awfully good, Bulkeley!” said
Tommy Dodd in deep relief. “I'm ever so
much obliged !”

And Tommy Dodd quitied the study as if he
were walking on air. The clouds had rolled by.
He found the Fistical Four waiting for him at
the end of the corridor.

“Well?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“It’s all right!” grinned Tommy Dodd.
“Bulkeley’s talked to the old scout and made
!;in} draw in his horns. Manders is chucking
16 !

“Good egg!” said Jimmy Silver & Co.
heartily.

Tommy Dodd walked back across the quad in
great spirits.

His joyful satisfaction lasted until he entered
his own House and found a crowd of Modern
juniors gathered before the notice-board,
staring blankly- at a notice recently placed
there.

“Seen this, Doddy?” asked Tommy Cook
dismally.

“No—what 1s 1£?”

“The kybosh for the House match ! groaned

Tommy Doyle.

Tommy Dodd stared at the notice, on which

the ink was scarcely dry. It was in the crabbed
hand of Mr, Manders, and it ran:

““A chemistry, class will be held in the

laboratory from 2.30 to 4 on Wednesday after-
noon.

will attend. '

All members of the Modern IVth Form

“R. MAXDERS.”

The 4th Chapter.

Asking For It!
HERE was wrath, not loud, but deep, in
the Fourth Torm at Rookwood School.
_Fl'lasaicals were as wrathy as Moderns.
Mr, DManders” last move put the
kybosh,” as Tommy Dogyle called it, on the

junior House mateh.

It was an unwritten law at Rookwood that
extra classes, or even detentions. should never
be allowed to interfere with games fixtures. A
man under detention on the date of a fixture
had only, as a rule, to mention the circum-
stance to his Form master, and if he really was

wanted in the fixture his detention would be

postponed as a watlter of course. Seldom had
that unwritten law been disregarded.

Still, it was only an unwritten law. A Houso-
master had the power to disregard it if he
chose. It was possible to imagine some serious

(Continued overieaf.)

You’ll enjoy ‘° Turned Out of Rookwood ! *’ next Monday’s grand long story of Jimmy Silver & Co. and Tommy Dodd & Co.
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occasion upon which #my master might have
disregarded it. But thg present occasion was
not serious. No deep ofience had been given,
no serious fault commiitad. So an extra class
fixed for a half-holiday, which happened also
to be the date of a House match, was nothing
short of an outrage.

Some of the fellows wildly proposed an appeal
to the Head.

Certainly Dr. Chisholin would have been very
likely to speak to Mr. Manders, or to rescind
the extra class by order. 'The Head under-
stood the school’s point of view on such matters.
Had he known all the circemstances, there was
little doubt that he would have disapproved
of Mr. Manders’ action. :

“The Beak would squash. Manders, if he
knew !” Tommy Cook declared. “Let’s appeal
to the Beak! It's our right!t”

““ And what would life be worth afterwards
in Manders’s House?’ said Tommy Dodd
gloomily. “ Whoever heard of a fellow appeal-
ing to the Head against his Housemaster?
Manders would make us sorry for 1t if we c_1,1d—-
especially if the Head came down on him.’

“Let’s risk it !” said Doyle.

“Tt isn’t a risk, it's a cert. Manders would
have his back up. He might have to let us
play this match—and without his preclous
nephew—but we should jolly well find a crop
of detentions on every other match day till we
break up for Christmas!” groaned Tommy
Dedd. “It is N. G.—a chap can’t back up
against his Housemaster.” \

“He wouldn’t let us play this match,” said

Towle. “He would have to cut out the
chemistry class if the Head told him, but
what’'s to prevent him detaining half a

dozen of us to-morrow afternoon? He's got the
power.”’ i

“We could take jolly good care not to give
him an excuse,” said Cook.

Towle sniffed. |

“TFat lot of good that would be with Manders.
As if he ever waits for an excuse when he's
down on a fellow !”

“if he detained us for nothing we could

by Owen Conguesi:

THE BOYS'® FRIEND

“Like me to put in a word for you with
my uncle?”

“What do yvou mean?”

Marcus grinned.

“Well, I.think T could begz wvou off ‘that
chemistry-class, if I liked. 1 think my uncle
would cut 1t out if I asked him as a special
favour.”

“Then he ought to be jolly well ashamed
of himself, and you ought to be ashamed of
it, too!” burst out Tommy Dodd. “ There’s
no other master at Rookwood who goes in for
such rotten favouritism.”

“Tike me to tell my uncle that?”

“You sneaking cad, tell him what you like,
and be hanged to you!” roared the exasper-
ated Dodd. “Get out of this study! I can’t
stand you this eveming.”

Marcus sneered.

“T'm likely to get out of my own study—I
don’t think!” he said. “Don’t be a cheeky
fool, Dodd! Tll beg vou off to-morrow if you
play me in the House match.”

“Get out!” said Dodd, his voice trembling
with anger. “Get out while you’re safe,
Manders. I don’t want to handle you!”

“Oh, can 1t!” said Marcus Manders de-
risively. ““You’re afraid to handle me, and
yvou know 1t!”

That did it, so to speak. The wrath, sup-

pressed for weeks, boiled over in a moment.

Tommy Dodd jumped up so quickly that his
chair flew backwards and crashed into the
fender, The next second his grasp was upon

~his Housemaster's nephew.
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SIX OTHER PRIZES OF
MATCH FOOTBALLS.

Marcus Manders® head went into chancerv.

Punch, punch, punch! {

“Yarooooh !” roared
struggling franticallv. “Ow!
Leggo! Chuck.it! - Sorry! Stoppit! Ow!”

“Tommy, old man ” gasped Cook, fear-
ful for the consequences for his chum.

“Hasn’t he asked for it?” yelled Tommy
Dodd, still punching furiously at the wrig-
gling, yelling Manders.

“Yes; but—"

“Yarooh! Oh! Help! Yooop!
roared young Manders. ‘“Obh,
leggo! Tl get out! Tl
Whoooop ! Tll go—s"

“You will,” hissed Tommy Dodd, ““on your
neck, too, you cad! Open that door, Cook !”

“I—1 say, Tommy i

“Open the door!? roared Tommy Deodd,
utterly reckless now, If Marcus Manders had
been the Head's nephew instead of the
Housemaster’s, Tommy would not have
stopped then. The cad of Manders’ House
had gone over the limit, and Dodd’s sorely-
tried patience had quite given way.

Cook opened the door.

“Now, you worm!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
He whirled the sneak of Manders’ House to

the study doorway and twirled him round
there.
“Oh!” roared Manders, in anticipation.
IHis anticipation was instantly realised.
Tommy Dodd’s boot came at him with a

crash, and he fairly flew into the passage.
Crash !

voung  Manders,

Wow! O,

Whoooop !”
vou beast,
do anything!

OUR GREAT ONE-WEEK FOOTER COMPETITION !
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E.\«'[ﬂl‘i‘:llﬁ; Manders landed on his hands and
knees with a . roar,

“Now ‘travel!” roared "Tommy Dodd.
“Come back to this study, you worm, and I'll
squash you! Get out of it!”

“Ow! Wow! Ow!”

Marcus Manders lost no time in getting out
of it.
his life,

The 5th Chapter,
“Uncle James ’* to the Rescue !

IMMY SILVER smiled.
It was the following morning, in the
Fourth Form-room, and the Rookwood
Fourth were deep in geography.

That being a subject which the Moderns
shared with the Classicals, all the Form
were in the Form-room with Mr. Dalton.
Tommy Dodd & Co. had glum looks.
They were thinking less of Mr. Dalton’s
valuable instructions than of the afternoon,
which ought to have been a half-holiday with
a football-match thrown in; and which was
gomng to be spent in the lab mugging up
chemistry with Mr. Manders.

Marcus Manders occasionally rubbed his
nose, which had suffered ‘from contact with
Tommy Dodd’s knuckles the evening before.
Tommy Dodd might have been observed to
shift uncomfortably on his form every now
and then—doubtless a result of the conse-
quences of having ‘punched young Manders.
Punching young Manders had been a great

pleasure; but, like all pleasures, 1t had had
to be paid for.

Jimmy Silver had been looking thoughtful;
but suddenly he smiled. There was nothing in
the geography lesson to make him smile.
Jimmy was a cheery fellow, and looked on
the bright side of everything; but there was
no bright side to county towns, or the rivers
they stood upon, or the extent of their
populations, or the manufactures for which
they were celebrated. So it could not have
been geography that made Jimmy Silver
smile. But he did smile, brightly and cheerily,
in the middle of the lesson. And Lovell and
Raby and Newcome, noticing it, were aware
that some ‘“‘wheeze” had dawned in the
active brain of “Uncle James” of Rookwood.

When the class was dismissed Jimmy joined
the three Tommies on the way out.

“Match still off ?” he asked.

“Yes,” groaned Tommy Dodd. *Chemistry
for us this afternoon! We’'ve got to scratch!™

“But 1 hear that young Manders offered to
get you off, if you’d play him in the match.”

| ] Fellows stared out of
other studies along the passage and grinned.

He scrambled to his feet and fled for

Here is a great new football eompetition 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 opponents,

So this simple contest will be of special interest to all, for

ALL YOU HAVE TO DO
is to forecast in which mateh, played on SATURDAY, DECEMBER 5th, in each of three divisions—

League 1., League II., and League 111. (Southern)—the most goals will be scored.
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N. G.!” said Tommy Dodd g y. spaces provided in the first section on the coupon given below. In League 1I, the Chelses and

And Cook and Doyle, ﬂﬁ?ﬁ" a little reflection, Stole players may between them score the most goals, 1If you think so, wiite these names in the

Head in a dispute with their Housemaster was REMEMBER—the names of the two opposing teams in a match which between thein will score the

: IOl most goals are required—not the single team with the most goals to its credit. 'The actual number of
1 a%: ; Eﬁgrém;?ﬂ.ls 30?11?3:%1:9 Tommy Dodd goals guared is not wanted—just the names of the teams.
matter before

When you have filled in your coupon to your satisfaction, sign your name and address IN INK, cut
went so far as to put the

Bulkeley, but the captain of Rookwood, though
considerably annoyed by Mr. Manders’ counter-
move, could do nothing. Evidently Mur.
Manders had realised that he could not dictate
to the head of the games in purely football
matters. But he could appoint a chemistry
class on a half-holiday if he liked—that had
nothing to do with games. If the extra class
interfered with a fixture, and Mr. Manders
refused to hear reason on the subject, an appeal
lay to the Head, but Bulkeley did not advise
that step. An appeal to the headmaster was
really rather theoretical than practical. The
three Tommies had already decided that 1t
was N. G.

To gather in the lab for chemistry with Mr.
Manders, instead of playing football with
Jimmy Silver & Co., was the happy prospect
hefore the Modern fellows. True, they could
leave the House match to the Modern Shell,
hut the Modern Shell alone could not have put
a team into the field. That was turning the
game into a walk-over for the Classicals.
Tommy Dodd would have preferred to scratch
the fixture altogether.

But he did not want to seratch it. Very much
he did not want to scratch it. He wanted to
kick Marcus Manders and play the House
match, and neither desirable consummation
seomed likely to be reached.

The three Tommies were discussing Jthe
matter disconsolately in their study . that
evening, when young Manders sauntered 1n,
with a disagreeable grin on his face. _

The chums of the Modern Fourth gave him
deadly looks.

He had the upper hand; there was no
doubt about that. For a tick like young
Manders to have the whip-hand of them was
hitter enough. Tempers had been sorely tried
in that studv. And had voung Manders been
wiser, he would have seen the danger-signals
and refrained from further exasperating the
three Tommies just then. ‘ :

But young Manders, who was richly gifted
with cunning and trickery, had been denied
wisdom His manner was more cheeky and
provoking than ever.

“No footer to-morrow—what ?”’ he remarked

rrl}_ﬁeril}f, T ———— A S

“No!” grunted Tommy Dodd. | 3 aviy i w kil
Tip-top school stories appear every week in the ‘“ Magnet *’ Library, the * Gem *’ Library, and the ‘‘ Popular.”

Tommy Dodd’s eyes gleamed.

“Yes. He offered—and I gave him that
nose by -way of an answer! Ie won’'t play
footer for the House so long as I'm. junior
captain.” He wriggled. “I got a frightful
licking from old Manders! But it was
worth it !” .

“Do you think he really could ge#you off ?”

“1 know he could! We all know thatthe
extra class has been jumped on us because 1
won't play him in the House match.”

“Well, then—" said Jimmy thoughtfully.

“I'd rather do chemistry every half-holiday
for the rest of the term than give in to that
toad !” said Dodd savagely. *“Besides, it
would be chucking the match away to play a
dud like that! We’'ve got to scratch.”

Gough House, Gough Square, “Let a chap speak,” said Jimmy Silver.
London, 15.C.4. (Cﬂmp.), : | “T've ot a wheoze 1”2

g0 as to reach that address not later than the jirst post on FRIDAY, DECEMBER 4th, 1925. Entries received “Oh, what’s the good of vyour Classical i

after that date will be disqualified. . wheezes ?” said Tommy Dodd disparagingly. *
You will find a list of the matches to be played in League I., League II., and League 111, (Southern) Jimmy Silver |1 auéhed. fn i ;1:2 gl;gigful |
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READ THESE RULES CAREFULLY. to blow off steam a little.

The Prize of £5 will be awarded to the competitor whose forecast is correct or most nearly correct, " Well, my 1dea is, lﬁt 1him get you off the
and the other prizes in order of merit, extra class,” he said. “Tell him he can play
Any number of attempts may be sent in, but each must be made out on a separate and properly signed if he likes.”

COUDON. “Fathead! He will like!”
pghauld the same number of goals, according to the official results, be scored in more than one match “T haven’'t ﬁnis}mﬁ‘ thrg

] ision, any one of these matches will be taken as correet, : g |
in the same division, an) “Oh, are you going to finish ?” asked Tommy

1t is a distinet condition of entry that the liditor’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. p ding Doddd sarcastically. “‘I thought you were
wound up.”

All entries must reach us not later than first post ¥RIDAY, DECEMBER 4th, and any arriving )
* Lend me your ears, old bean!” said Jimmy

thereafter will be disqualified. _ | | _
No one conneeted with the BoYS® FRIEND may compete, Silver amiably. And he proceeded to explain
' in low tones.

The three Tommies stared at first, Then
there was a chuckle from the three. Tommy
Dodd gave Jimmy a slap on the shoulder that
made him stagger.

" Good man!” he exclaimed breathlessly.

“Ripping !I” exclaimed Tommy Cook.

“Top-hole!” said Doyle heartily. “You’ll
have to speak to Bulkeley, as lLe's referee.
But Bulkeley will help us all he can: he
doesn’t like old Manders interfering with
football-matches, and he’s as fed-up with young
Manders as everybody else at Rookwood.”

“Try 1t on, anyhow !” said Jimmy cheerily.

“You bet !

Marcus Manders was slouching off to his
House, and Tommy Dodd hurried after him.
Young Manders gave him a sour look and a 7
SNeer.

“Thought better of it?*® he asked mock-
ingly. “The offer’s still open. T'1l speak to
my uncle and get you off the chemistry-class,
if you choose to play me in the football-
wateh,” :

“Domne!” said Tommy Dodd unexpectedly.

“Oh!” said Marcus Manders, rather taken
aback. *“*You mean it?”

“If we are free to play this afternoon, I'll
put you 1n,” sajd Tommy Dodd. “Mind, T
warnt you that we play hard in House matches,
and that you’ll get fed-up long before we're
through.”

appeal to the Head again!” said Cook, rather
dubiously, however. |

Another sniff from Towle.

“ And keep on marching over to the {Head
with appeals against our Housemaster?” he
said. “How long do you think it would be
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«i1f 1 et fed-up, I shall chuck it,” said
Manders coolly.
“You'll chuck up
if you get fed?”
“Yes, if T choose.” : |
“Oh! All serene!” gasped lTommy Dodd.
“] won't argue with you! You're too great a
gun to be argued with. Let’s see whether you
can get that extra class cut out, or whether 1t's
onlv gas.”

o match before the finisn,

«“7'll 'soon show vyou about that,” said
Manders sneeringly.
And he soon did, for ten minutes later

Tommy Dodd was called into Mr. Manders
studv. The Modern master looked at bhim
severcly over his horn-rimmed spectacles. %

“My nephew has spoken to me, Dodd, he
said, in his rasping tones. ‘It seems that you
have thought better of the matter, and have
decided to treat my nephew with proper con-
sideration and courtesy.”’ e

“Ves, sir,” murmured Tommy Dodd.

““1  desire no misunderstanding 1in the
maiter.” said Mr. Manders. “If you have
decided to abandon your attitude of impudent
disregard of your Housemaster’s wishes, I shall
he prepared to excuse you this afternoon. But
let us be plain. If you are allowed to play
foothall this afternoon, instead of devoting
your time to the much more valuable and
instructive subject of chemistry, is my nephew
playing also?”

L TR g B

“Very good!” said Mr. Manders sourly. “1I
am glad to see this change of spirit on your
part, Dodd—very glad indeed. I am prepared
to make concessions to an obedient boy. I
shall rescind the extra class arranged for this
afternoon, and will place a notice on the board
to that effect. You may go.”

Tommy Dodd went.

He did not smile until he was outside his
Housemaster's study. Then he smiled broadly.

After dinner that day the Modern Fourth
read, with great satisfaction, a new nofice in
Mr. Manders’ hand on the notice-board.
Chemistry that afternoon was “off "—by
order. The Modern footballers were free to
play the fixture with the Classicals.

But the Modern fellows were less pleased
when they heard that Marcus Manders was to
be a member of the team.

That, evidentlyv. was the price Tommy Dodd
had had to pay for playing the match at all;
but it was not a price the juniors had expected
him to agree to pay. There was not a mem-
ber of the Modern Eleven who would not have
preferred to scratch the fixture—especially
Towle, whose name was left out of the list to
make room for the new mans.

Infuriated Modern footballers sought Tommy
Dodd for an explanation. But when the ex-
planation was given, in low tones, with
chuckles and winks, they seemed to be satis-
fied. Even Towle was satisfied; and 1t might
have been noted that when a crowd of Modern
fellows went down to Litile Side for the match,
Towle went in football shorts and jersey, with
an overcoat on—just as if he were going to
play.

Every face in the Modern junior eleven, in
fact, wore a smile—mirrored in the faces of the
Classical footballers.

Marcus Manders could not quite understand

1t.
There he was, in football rig, with the

Moderns—looking the -loafing slacker he was,
and hardly making a.secret of the fact that he

had no intention of exerting himself in the-

game: It was from sheer “swank ” that he
desired to play for his House; but whether his
House won or lost the match was a matter of
very little moment to the worthy Marcus. He
was distinctly pleased with his victory over
Tommy Dodd, and he looked it; but he could
not understand all the other fellows looking
merry and bright also. He had expected them
to look savage and resentful. But there it
was—thev looked as cheery as 1if they had
bagged an extremely wvaluable recruit in

Marcus Manders.
THE SOLAPHONE
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) | Empire Exhibition

R, 1 Is the very latest Pocket Instru.
ment; plays in all keys and
produces every shade of notes as
perfectly as the human voice.
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“Feel like a great game, what,
Manders?” asked Lacy, tapping the House-
master’s nephew on the shoulder.

Manders sneered.

“I'm not going to make work of it, if that’
what. you mean,” he said. “1I'm mnot. ass
enough to run off my legs to please anybody.
I'm playing for the House, though—and the
lot of you jolly well couldn’t stop it!” |

And Lacy, instead of looking angry, only
laughed. Really, this mood of his fellow-foot-
ballers was beyond young Manders’ under-
standing, and he gave it up.

[

The 6th Chapter.

Playing Manders !
IMMY SILVER grected Tommy Dodd’ &
Co. with a cheery grin.
" Here we are again!’ he said. ““I see
i you've got a new recruit.” = 7.
, 0‘11, no end of a man!” said Tommy Dodd.
“He's told me that he’'s not going to exert
himself, and that if he gets fed-up he will
chuck the game at any stage that suits his
fancy. Some footballer.” ~
Bulkeley of the Sixth, referee in the junior
House match, gave Marcus Manders a rather
curtous look, and smiled slightly.
~Jimmy Silver won the toss. and the sides
lined up, Marcus Manders loafing to his place
with his hands in the pockets: of his footer
shorts. He seemed to {ind a perverse pleasure
in demonstrating to the Modern fellows how
little he cared for the game that was so. im-
portant in their eyes.
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The whistle went, and the ball rolled.

Marcus Manders had claimed the place of
centre-forward in the Modern team, and
Tommy Dodd had-given it to him without the
slightest demur. In fact, he had told Manders
that he could choose any place he jolly well
liked. Really, Manders began to believe that
Tommy Dodd had been so tamed that he would
feed from his hand, as it were.

He chose the place of centre-forward, fancy-
ing himself in that position; aud® perhaps he
nourished some vague hope of silencing his
detractors by kicking a goal.

He had about as much chance of taking a
goal from Jimmy: Silver & Co. as from Aston
Villa or Manchester United. But along with
his valuable gifts of impudence and swank
Master Manders had a good conceit of him-
self, and no doubt he nourished some such
hope. g

And at the start 1t ooked as if that wild
hope might ' be realised. Manders got away
with the ball and dribbled it down towards
the Classical goal, leaving his fellow-forwards
well behind. It did not occur to him that they
were staving behind of their own'accord. He
took the ball down the field, and got through
halves and backs with wonderful ease. without
suspecting that the grinning Classicals were
letting him through. Rawson, in the Classical
goal, grinned at him serenely. Manders kicked
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the ball for goal, and it rebounded from a
post. He kicked again, and it rebounded from
Rawson's fist. Again he kicked. and Rawson
headed it out. Again and again Manders sent
1t in. but his shots could have been stopped by
a fag-of the dSecond Form, and 1t was child’s
play to Rawson.

All this tunee the Classical backs looked on
without - interfering, and Manders’ fellow-
Moderns hung off, apparently content to-:leave
the goal-getting to their Housemaster's
nephew. Bulkeley was laughing. ¥From the
spectators round Little Side came voar after
roar of laughter.

“Ha: ha ha!”

“Go 1t, Manders!”

““Manders 1s the man !”

* Pick 1t up and carry it in, Manders.”

“MTake 1t on your shoulders, old bean.”

“Ha . ha, “ha't”

Perhaps a suspigion flashed inito Marcus
Manders’ mind that he was being “rotted.”
He gave a glance round at the Modern
playeis.

Jimmy Silver made a sign to his men.

Marcus Manders had had the goal-mouth all
{o himself so far, only the grinning Rawson
lazily - knocking away the ball as fast as he
sent 1t in. Now there came a change. There
was a rush of the Classicals {o clear. YThe ball
went un-the field, and Marcus Manders went
down on his back, with Arthur Edward Lovell
sprawling over him. Over Lovell sprawled
Conroy. and over both of them sprawled five
r six other fellows.

At the bottom of the heap, Marcus Manders

A

%

/

Rattlin'g
value!
Ask your

| parents for it
E this Yuletide!
——

fine

“Mﬂ'“w-q‘-qn-ct--:tm-b- =g =< << <] -<f<tr<<l><lwlb-<l-=<g<l <<l <1

gasped and spluttered. He had a feeling as
if he was being turned into: a pancake.

“On the ball!” roared Jimmyv Silver.

Marcus Manders suddenly found himself
free. . He staggered to his feet, hardly know-
ing whether he was on his head or his heels.
He tottered helplessly to and fro. Before he
quite knew where he was there came a rush
of the Moderns down the field—and the Clas-
sicals let them pass with ease. Right into
Marcus Manders, and right over him, went
the rush of the Modern footballers, and
Manders sprawled breathlessly on the ground,
i a dazed and dizzy condition. i

He sat up when the rush had passed. What
was happening was not clear to Inm; but it
was. clear that if this was House-mateh style
oi play, he did not want to play in House
matches. - But before even that thought could
take definite shape 1n his dizzy' mind, there
was another rush, and four or five fellows
tumbled ‘over him: as he sat, and he was flat-
tened .down again.

“On the ball!” roared Tommy Dodd. ¢ Play
up, Moderns! Pull yourself together, young
Manders.™. ' ' :

“Ha. 'ha. ha!?’

“Play up,” Manders! Manders is the man'!
Give them jip, Manders!”
- Marcus Manders staggered un. He made a
blind rush to get off the field. But he was
not getting off so easily as all that. He had
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asked for it and now he received what he had
asked for, 1in tull measure.

He was nowhere near the touch-line, when
he was rushed cyver again by 'Modern for-
wards, who passed over him, to leave him

howling and squirming in the midst of Clas-
sicals. He struggled and velled and serambled
to escape; and got free at last and rushed
blindly away. )

" “Good man. Manders!
shouted Tommy Dodd.
You men, follow him

v hia, ilka \

The Moderns backed up Manders, to ‘Elwh
an extent that he found himself sprawling
again, with muddy boots passing over hih
After that he lay and gasped, too hopelessish
winded even to make an attempt &0 eseapC’
from that dreadful football field. But he was
not left even to gasp in peace; footballer after
footbuller, Classical and Modern, stumbled
over him where he sprawled, and came down
on him, hard.

1t was like a frightful nightmare to Marcus
Manders.

Deeply did he repent of having butted into
the House match. Certainly., he had not
expected anything like this. He had expected
to be able to walk off the field, at least, if he
did not like 1t. But now he was unable even
to crawl off. He was able to sprawl and gasp.
and nothing more. And when he staggered
up at last, and limped away towards the lines
of laughing faces on the touch-line, a rush
of the footballers cut him off again. and he
went whirling back to mid-field 1n the midst
of a surging mob. Rookwooders, in swarms,
were crowding round the touch-line, roaring
with laughter, at the extraordinarv -speectacie.
of two junior foetball teams, playving—not:
Soccer,  but Manders !

More by luck than design, Marcus Manders:
found himself at last close to Bulkeley of the.
Sixth. He clutched at the referee, like a
drowning man clutching at a plank.

“Get me out of this!” he screamed.

“h, what?”’

“T want to get off!” shrieked Manders.

Tommy Dodd ran up.

“What's that, young Manders?
desert vour side in the middle of a
You can’t leave us a man short.”

Manders glared at him ferociously.

“I'm going off!” he howled.

11 Blllt*_____.'}

“Im going off, hang you!
me, blow you! Hang vour
match—I'm fed-up with 1t!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bulkeley gave the staggering, gasping Man-
ders a helping hand to the touch-line, and
pushed him among the grinning spectators.
Marcus Manders did not linger there. ¥ull of
aches and pains, and empty of breath, feeling
as if he had been through earthquakes and

That's the -style T
“Back up Manders™
heme!”. -

T

You cagyt
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without
House

];i!]ihil
rotten

air-raids and motor-car accidents without
number, the wreiched Manders hmved and
crawled awayv: and finally collavsed in his
study in Manders’ House—collapsed on the
carpet, and did not stir for a good hour. And"
that hour was punctuated with moans and
groans and mumbles and gasps. Marcus

Manders had played for his House—for the
first time, and the last! '

. o - e L L L]

And asz soon as Marcus Manders had
vanished in the direction of Manders’ House
Tommy Dodd called out to Jimmy Silver:

“Now let’s begin!” - -

“Let's!” assented Jimmy cheerily. )

And they began. |

That had been Jimmy Silver’s wheeze; and
it had worked like a charm! Having
‘“rotted ¥ the havless Manders to the ton of
his bent, and fed him uv to the ehin, as it
were, the Rookwood footballers turned fo
serious business—and the House-match started:
a quarter of an hour later than scheduled
time. It had taken fifteen minuies to ‘“feed
up =~ the unspeakable Manders—though un-
doubtedly Manders would have been satisfied
with five, or less. Towle eame on and lined
up  with the Moderns; Bulkeley blew the
whistle for the kick-off; and the game began.
And the House match was played out to the
end, what time Marcus Manders was groaning
and wheezing and gasping and spluttering on
the floor of his study 1n Manders’ House.

THE END.

(““ Turned Out of Rookwood!”’ 13 next Mon-
day’s stunning ncw story of the chums of Rool:-
wood School. Don’t miss it whalever you do,
boys!  Order your copy of the BOYS FRIENT
in advance and avoid disappotitinent!)
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