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WAR!

there is trouble !

THE FiRST CHAPTER.
Mr. Manders Puts His Foot Down!

84 OXTEN news!”
“Yes, rathert”
“Poor old Head!™

Jimmy Silver & Co. of ths

Tourth Form at Rookwood weve
concerned.
As a rule, they did not bother much

Guite

about the Head. They hardly came
within that great man’s orbit. Still”
they respected Dr. Chisholm very

much, and they liked him more or less.

And anybody could feel sympathetic
towards a chap who was down with the
*Au. Matters might have been worse,
of course. It might have becn one of
the Fistical Four themselves. Still, it
was rough on the Head.

“Then he won't be coming back for
the new term!” said Arthur Edward
Lovell, very thoughtfully.

“Can’t if he's got the ’'flu!” said
Raby.

“J] suppose that means that M.
Manders will carry on!”

“ Phew !”

The chums of the Fourth looked
graver than ever.

They were sorry for the Head! But

they were still more sorry for them-
selves, if Mr. Manders, the extremely
unpopular Modern master, “carried on”
in the Head’s place.

“I say, that will be awfull
said Jimmy Silver scrious!
simply can’t stand Mande

“Not at any price!” said Newcome.

«&4ill, he won't have much te do with
{he Classical side,” said Jimmy. “And
our merry Form-master, Mr. Dalton, will
keep him in his place if he kicks over
the traces. Lucky Dalton's out of sanny.
Poor old Head ! 1 never thought the
time would comie when we should miss
the Head! But it has!”

“Yes, rather!”

“PTve been thinking,” continued
Jimmy Silver. “Asa rule, we don’t have
much to do with the Head! Not to put
too fine a point on it, we're rather glad
of that. It's a bit disconcerting when
the headmaster drops or a chap suddenly
and asks him how many beans raake five.
Still, the Head is a good old sort—ever
so much better thau Manders at the
worst——"

rotten,”
“We

y
X

- “Trouble

“Hear, hear!”

“1 think it's np to us to sympathise,”
said Jimmy Silver. “ My idea is a tele-
gram from the Fourth Form—-"

“Telegrams cost money !” remarked
Newcome, in a thoughtful sort of way.

“I know they do, fathead; but the
Head doesn't catch 'flu every term!
Besides, it won't amount to much spread
over the whole Form. Again, it's only a
case of sympathising with the Head!”
went on Jimmy Silver sagely. “Your
Uncle James has been cogitating. If
there’s trouble with-Manders while the
Head's away, there'll be trouble with
the Head when he comes back. And a
telegram of sympathy will show him, in
advance, what really nice chaps we are,
and how what we really want is law and
order and our headmaster at home—"

“Ha, ha, -ha!”

“I've got a telegraph-form here, some-
where,” said Jimmy, groping in his
pocket for a stump of pencil.  “We'll
mako it a veally nice message, and all
the Fourth shall sign it and pay for their
signatures, so it won't come so Nery
heavy on this study.”

“Geod !”

Jimmy Silver sorted the telegraph-
form out of a drawer, and chewed his
sbump of pencil, and reflected. Then,
as the spirit moved him, he scribbled on
the form:

“Dear Head,—Sorry to hear you are
crocked.  Buck up and get well, and
come back to Rockwood. We miss you
awfully.

“JiMay SiLver.”

“He ought to feel jolly flattered when
he gets that!” said Lovell.

“May even do him good, vou know,”
said George Raby, with a nod. “In-
valids get bucked, you know, by kind
wishes and sympathy, and so on.”

“You fellows sign after me,” said
Jimmy.

“Right-ho !”

Threo signatures were added to the
telegram. Arthur Xdward Lovell wrote
his name in full; but on sccond thoughis
crossed out the “ Acthur Edward.” Ata
ponny a word, ‘“Lovell ” sufficed.

Jimmy Silver took the telegram, and
walked along the Fourth Form passage

they kick

1

Jimmy Silver & Co. do not like the tyrannical methods of Mr. Manders, the
temporary headmaster of Rookwood, so

against them —and

A Stirring Long Complete
Story of Jimmy Silver & Co.,

the chums of Rookwood.
BY

3 N E

& OWEN CONQUEST.
3: (Author of the well-kaown tale:
¢is of Rookwood appearin: :n tre
o “Boys’ Friend" every week.) H
| with it. He dvopped into study after
study, gathering signatures,

“Now, what =bout the Moderns?”
asked Lovell, as Jimmy stood in the
Fourth Form pasage with the well-filled
form in his hand.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Of course, the Modern fellows arve
outsiders,” he remarked. “But they
may as well come into this! Tt will
look better coming from the whole Form
—Modern as well as Classical.  Let’s
iake it over_to their side.”

And the Fistical Four left -the School
House, and walked across the quad te
Mr. Manders' House, to obtain the sig-
natures of Tommy Dodd & Co. of the
Modern Fourth to that sympathetic tele-
gram.

As they came into Mr. Manders’
House, the first person they met was Mr.
Roger Manders himself.,

The Fistical Four would have will-
ingly passed on without secing Mr.
Manders; bu: that cross-tempered
gentleman was not to be passed unseen.
He called on them to stop. They
stopped.

“Kindly tell me what you are doing
Lere, Silver,” said Mrv. Manders crossly.
“I have already warned you——"

‘e ""0“_')

“ Another disturbance, Y have no
doubt,” said Mr. Manders acidly. © What
is that in yvour hand, Silver?”

“A—a telegram, sir. We—we want
the Modern chaps to sign it. Tt's a tele-
gram of sympathy to the Head.”

“Ridiculous {”

“QOh, sir!” murmured Jimmy,

“Give it to mel”

The captain of the Fourth obediently
handed the sympathetic telegram to Mr.
Manders, though his eyes glinted. M.
Manders glanced at it, the four juniors
watching him, and ejaculated:

“Rubbish

“We'd like the Head to know—-"
began Jimmy.

“1 shall not allow any such ridicalons
proceeding.!” said Mr. Manders, and he
tore the telegraph-form across. “I for-
bid yonu to do anything of the kind,
Silver !”

“Oh!” gasped Lovell,

“Now return to your own House, and
let me hLear no more of this nonsense,”
commanded Mr. Manders.

Aud the chums of the Classical Fourth
went out into the quadrangle in silence,
with feelings that could not have been
expressed in words.
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THE SECCND CHAPTER.
Roger Manders Takes a Hand!
‘HE new term had not opened aus-
piciously at Rookwood.
Mr. Manders was satisfied, but
probably no one else in the old
school shared his happy state.

The influenza epidemic which had de-
tained the Rookwooders at scheool
throngh the Christmas vacation, was
happily - over. The Rockwooders had
stood that with fortitude, especially the
Rookwooders who hadn’t been down
with the ’flu.

Now that it was over, and the new
terms had started, Rookwood had ex-
pected to proceed upon the former even

_tenor of its way. Instead of which,
" there was more trouble.

Putty of the Fourth remarked that
it would have been more por}stde)'ate
of the Head to have had his influenza
at the same time as the other fellows.
Then he could have come back for the
new term. ol

Unluckily, the Head was beginning
where the others left off, so to speak:
and he wasn’t coming back. It might
be a week, or it might be months before
Dr. Chisholm was seen at Rookwood
again. In the meantime, Mr. Manders,
as senior master, took the head of
affairs.

Any other master would have been
preferred. Jimmy Silver & Co., talking
it over, agreed upon that. A

“Phere’s old Greely, the master of
the Fifth,” said Jimmy. *‘Pompous
old bloater, of course; but we could
have stood him. He's quite tame so
jong as you don’t pull his leg.” >

“The "Shell master isn’t bad,” said
Lovell. “Of course, Mooney is a hit of
an ass! But we could stand Mooney.”
" “Bohun of the Third is all right,”
said Raby. ‘“He plays footer, for one

thing. We could have stood Mr.
Bohun.” : -
“Even Wiggins!” said Newcome.

“Tt would be a bit infra dig to have
the Second Form master for Head; but
we could have stood Wiggins at a
pinch.”

“Of course, TForm-master

our own

ought to have been the man,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Mr. Dalton would
have been IT.” A :
“Hear, hear!” said the Co. cor-
dially. 2
“He’s the youngest master,” con-

“Manders is the oldest.
In a properly-
would go by

tinned Jimmy.
It goes by seniority.
eonstituted school
juniority.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Lovell. ?

“Dicky Dalton would play the game,”
said Jimmy. “Palton’s a good sort,
and a sportsman. Manders is a beast!”

“The last word in beasts!” agreed
Lovell.

“The masters don’t like him, either.
Yve heard that he’s been interfering
with Mr. Greely in the Fifth; I saw
Greely stalking along the corridor as
.red as a turkey-cock. Hansom of the
Fifth said there was a row.” .

“He’d better not interfere with Dicky
Palton!” said Lovell warmly. “T’'ll back
Dicky up against the old crow.”

“Yes, rather!”

“ Ahem !”

The Fistical Four were holding that
little discussion outside the Form-room
door a few days after the beginning of
term. The cough that reached their
ears warned them that their Form-
master was coming along. The discus-
sion ceased at once, and Jimmy Silver
& Co. glanced rather apprehensively at
Mr. Dalton as he passed into the Form-
room.  Mr. Richard Dalton gave them a
rather severe glance, but he went in
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it

without a word.  Dicky Dalton could
always be relied upon to take no notice
of remarks that were noi meant for his

ears,
The Fourth Torm—Modern and
Classical—took their places in the
Form-room. It was English History

next; and on that subject the Moderns

studied with the Classicals.  After
English History, thé Modern juniors
had to clear off for German on the

Modern side, while the Classicals devoted
their attention to Latin Syntax.

English History was well under way,
when the Form-room door opened, and
Mr. Roger Manders walked in.

Mr. Dalton saluted him politely, sup-
posing that the Modern master had
dropped in to speak about some casual
matter.

He was mistaken in that.

Sometimes the Head of Rookwood
dropped into a class-room and listened
for a time to the lesson, and ‘chipped
in 7 oecasionally with a few words. By
that means the Head kept both masters
and boys well up tc the mark. But the
Head had tact and grace, and he eould
always drop in without giving offence,
especially as his high position entitled
him to do so. Mr. Manders, being
temporarily in the position of the Head,
was adopting Dr. Chisholm’s manners
and customs, without the prestige of his
high authority, and, indeed, without
excuse at all, for the other masters had
nothing whatever to lesrn from Roger
Manders. ;

“Proceed, proceed!” said Mr,
Manders, with a slight wave of the
hand, as if encouraging the young
master who was in charge of the
Fourth. “I am not going to interrupt—
at present. I will take a seat.”

Mr. Dalton looked at him.

“Do you wish 10 be present during
the lesson, Mr. Manders?” he asked. |

‘“Exactly.”

“Surely you will find it rather tire-
some?” said Mr. Dalton politely.

“I am ‘the best judge of that, Mr.
Dalton.”

The Fourth Form master coughed.

“The fact is,” continued Mr. Man-
ders, “I am not wholly satisfied with
this Form, Mr. Dalton.”

“Indeed !”

“I fear that there is considerable slack-
ness among some of the boys, and I

intend to satisfy myself upon that
point.”
Mr. Dalton’s look at the Modern

master became fixed.

“Dr. Chisholm honours me with his
confidence, Mr. Manders,” he szaid.
“His belief is that I am quite capable
of condueting my Form unaided.”

The Fourth-Formers exchanged
glances of satisfaction. Mr. Manders
was “butting in,” but they hoped, and
believed, that Dicky Dalton would give

as good as he got.
doubt,” said My,

“No doubt, no

Manders calmly. “But it is my duty to
exercise some supervision, and that is
my intention.”

“With the single exception of the
Head, sir, a Form-master 15 supreme in
his own Form-room.”

“Quite so. And as T am now in the
place of the Head, I intend to carry out
the Head’s duties in his absence, Mr.
Dalton.”

Mz, Dalton drew a deep breath.

“I cannot undertake to instruct my
class with another person interfering,”
he said, coming out quite into the open
at last. “1If you wish to conduct the
Ies::’on yourself, Mr. Manders, kindly do
s0.

Mr. Manders rose. TR
“The fact is, I think T had better do
so,” he said, “Some of these boys are

shockingly backward—Muffin especially.
Give me your book, Mr. Dalton. Now,
you may listen to me for a time.” .
- Mr. Dalton stood silent. The Modern
master’s intervention was in bad taste;
yet the young man could not quite see
how it was to be dealt with. For un-
doubtedly Mr. Manders was, for the
present, in the position of headmaster;
the Head’s mantle had fallen upon him
temporarily, so to speak. Tact and good
taste would have made Mr. Manders
extremely delicate in handling his new
powers. But Roger Manders had never
been famous for tact or good taste.

“Muffin ! he rapped out.

“Oh dear! Yes, sir!” mumbled
Muffin, preparing for the worst.

Myr. Manders had obviously selected
Muffin, as the dunce of the eclass, in
order to make out a case, as it were.

“I shall ask you a few questions,
Muffin,” said Mr. Manders.

“Thank you, sir!” mumbled Tubby.

“Kindly tell me the date of the
Spanish Armada?”

Tubby Muffin

= leoked at Jimmy
Silver helplessly.

Tubby never was

strong on dates—excepting the kind
that were bought in boxes at. the
tuckshop. Tubby eould have dealt

with any number of dates of that kind.

B\}PShli.storxcal dates worried him.
tver, you will not speak to
Muffin!”’ -

“Oh! Yes! No, sir!’ stammered
Jimmy.

“ Answer me, Muffin!”

Tubby blinked helplessly.
denly he yelped out:

1588, sir!”

Mr. Manders ought to have looked
pleased. As a matter of absolute fact,
he looked disappointed. ILvery fellow
in the Fourth could see that he had
hoped {o catch Muffin “out.”

“Very good!” said Mr:. Manders,
whose expression really indicated that
it was very bad. “I will try you on a
few more dates, Muffin!”

“ Certainly, sir!” said Muffin
fully.

Muffin's despondency, when called on
by Mr. Manders, had left him. He
looked quite merry and bright.

The reason was obvious' to some of

Then sud-

cheer-

the Fourth, who grinned. Valentine
Mornington was seated in the desk
before Muffin. Morny had quietly

jotted the required date on a piece of
paper, and held it behind him—Morny
was great on dates. Tubby  Muffin,
with a full view of the paper hehind
Morny’s back, was therefore unusually
well-informed; while Mr. Manders,
standing well in front of the class. was
quite ignorant of what was going on.
Mr. Dalton may have observed it, but
it was no business of his to teach his
instructor how to conduct a history
class.

Mr. Manders paused a moment or
two: in actual fact. he was not strong
on dates himself. But he had the ad-
vantage of a book in his hand.

“The date of the English Revolution,
Muftin 7

Tubby Muffin reflected—or appeared
to reflect. He. was gaining time while
Morny scribbled a date on his paper
under his desk and put his hand behind
him again.

1688, sir!”

“Ah! Hem! Very good! Your
memory seems to have improved,
Muffin. You did not answer Mr. Dalton

so readily. Now give me the date of
the—the—~the Batile of Waterloo.”
1815 mir A,
“Hem! The exact date, please!”
A slight pause.
“June 18th, sir!” .
“Very good! Apparently, you can
(Continued on page 17.)
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TROUBLE BREWING !
# (Continued from page 12.)
remember, Muffin, when you are deal-
ing with a master who is not to be
trifled with |

Mr. Dalton bit his lip.

“We will try your knowledge a little
further, Muffin, Can you give me the
year of the Reform Bill?”

41832, sir!” ;

“What King succeeded Richard the
Third upon the throne?”

‘“Henry the Seventh, sir!”

“Which King preceded Richard the
Third 7

“Edward the Fourth, sir!”

There was a titter in the class, every
fellow now being aware of the source
of Tubby’s remarkable stock of informa-
tion. Mr. Manders frowned; and pro-
ceeded :

“One more question, Muffin—the date
of the Conquest?”’

. Tubby Muffin’s answer was astound-

ing:
“0901, sirt”

.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Form-rocom!
thousand, nine hundred

€« INE
and one!”
That was Tubby Muffin’s

amazing answer, made with
as muech confidence as his previous
answers,

Mr. Manders jumped.
giggle in the class.

If Tubby had said 1060, or 1070, or
even 1266, it would have been compre-
hensible. But 9901 was too much, the
present year of grace being only 1926.
Tubby had post-dated the Norman Con-
quest much too extensively. _

“What!” gasped Mr. Manders.
“What did you say, Muffin?”’

“Nine thousand, nine hundred and
one, sir!”

“Is the boy mad?”

Tubby blinked in surprise. He had
done well, so far, and he did not sec
what was wrong now. That 9901 had
not vet arrived, and was not likely to
arrive in Reginald Muffin’s lifetime, he
did not - take into account. Dates, to
Muffin, were horrid things that he had
to remember somehow; he never con-
nected them, in his fat mind, with
realities. He did not see why 9901
would not do.

Probably it had never occurred to
Mnuffin that 1066 was a real period, when
things had actually happened; to him it
was a ‘‘date.” And one date was as
good as another to Muflin, so long as
he escaped ‘“lines ” or detention.

Mr. Manders glanced at Mr. Dalton.
That gentleman shrugged his shoulders,
léaving the Modern master to it. He
had been superseded, and he declined
to be drawn in. As a matter of fact,
he could see perfectly well from where
he stood what was going on; and was
aware that Mornington, having scribbled
‘1066 ” on his fragment of paper and
held it behind him, had inadvertently
held it upside down, so that the hapless
Muffin read it as 9901!

“Ts the boy out of his senses
claimed Mr. Manders.
impertinence?  Muffin,
statement !”

“9901, sir!” stammered Muffin, less
confidently than before.

“Are you aware, Muffin, that we are
at present only in the twentieth
century?”’ thundered Mr. Manders.

“Eh? :0h! Yes, sir)?

“And you tell me that the Conquest

There was a

7’ ex-
“Or is this sheer

repeat your

Price 2. 17

took place in the hundredth century?”
shrieked Mr. Manders.

Tubby Muffin jumped.

““Oh, no, sir! Not at all, sir!”

“What is 9901, then, you crass boy?”

“Eh? It's a date, sir!” stuttered
Tubby.

“Upon my word!” Mr. Manders, in
his' wrath and excitement, strode to-
wards the class to come to close quarters
with Tubby. He bad picked up Mr.
Dalton’s cane. *“ Boy P.

“Ten sixty-six, sir!” suddenly yelled
Tubby.

Mornington had realised what must
have happened, and he had reversed his
indicator. “9901 ”’ became ‘1066 ”’ jusi
in time, and Tubby Muffin velled it out
in a great hurry.

“Oh!” ejaculated Mr. Manders. “You |

were quite aware of the real date =zll
the time, then?”’

“Not all the time, sir!
just—— TI—I mean
Tubby helplessly.

I—I——" babbled

N\

&
A
&

I’ve only )

on me, Mr. Manders,” said the Fourth

Form master coldly. i
“We shouldn’t think of playing
tricks on our own Form master, sir,”
said Mornington, with cheerful coolness.
‘“Silence, Mornington! You will take
a hundred lines, and you will do the
same, Muffin!” Mr. Mandcrs returned
to his place before the class. “And
now, Mornington, as you seem so well
mformed that you give information to
others by trickery, -we will test your
knowledge.” )
Valentine Mornington had a dogged

look. He was in nowise prepared to

knuckle under to the interfering Modern
master.

Jimmy “Silver, as he caught

MORNY KICKS OUT ! There was a sudden wild howl fr}sm Vir. Manders

as the infuriated Mornington launched out at his shin.

to he caned.

Morny did not mean

The master staggered back in anguish, and hopped on one
leg, grasping the other with both hands.

(See Chapter 3.)

“Your former answer was intended
for impertinence, Muffin!”

“Oh, no, sir!” groaned Tubby.

Morny had slipped the paper on his
form as Mr. Manders came near, and
he sat on it to conceal it.  Unfortu-
nately, a corner showed, and Mr.
Manders’ keen eyes spotted it.

“Give me that paper, Mornington!”

““ What paper, sir?”

“The paper you are trying to comn-
eal!” hooted Mr., Manders, “I think
I can divine what has been happening—
under my eyes. That paper—at once!”

Mornington, with a grimace, handed
over the paper.. Mr. Manders looked at
the “1066 ” scribbled on it, and smile
bitterly. :

“So that is how work is done in this
Form-room !” he said caustically. “I
am . scarcely surprised at this; Mr.
Dalton. It is evidently high time that
someone supervised work in this room!”’
“Such a trick has never been played

the expression on Morny’s face, gueszed
that trouble was coming.

“I will ask you a few questions,
Mornington. You are well up in daies,
apparently,” said Mr. Manders bitteriy
“What is the date of the Battle of
Sedgemoor, and who was in command
on either side?”

‘“Nineteen-ninety, sir!” said Morning-
ton coolly.  “The~French were com-
manded by General Foch, and the
Abyssinians by Lord Roberts.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Fourth, in
great delight.

And even Mr. Dalton smiled at that
answer. Mr. Manders seemed trans-
fixed.

“Are you not aware that, the Battle
of Sedgemoor was during Monmouth’s
rebellion in England, Mornington?”’ he
thundered.

“Was it really, sir? Wasn't it during
Napoleon’s campaign in Russia?’ asked
Morny innocently.
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impertinence, Mornington!”
"”

“ This is
“Oh, sir!
““Are you venturing to jest with me,
Mornington?” gasped Mr. Manders at
last. g

“Jest so, sir!”

“Wha-a-at?”’

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Fourth.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Maunders. ““The—the wretched boy is
actually venturing to—to—to make puns
—frivolous and idiotic puns—in the
course of a lesson! Is this how the
class is conducted in this Form-room,
Mr. Dalton?”

““Not by me, sir,” said Mr. Dalton.
“Doubtless you have your own
methods. They are not mine.”

‘““Mornington, stand out here!”

“What for, sir?’”

“I am going to cane you with the
utmost severity !”’

*Yau'te nof, sirt”’

“What?” spluttered Mr. Manders,
scarcely crediting that he had heard
aright.  “What did you sav? Repeat
your words, Mornington!”

“You're not, sir!” repeated Morning-
ton caimly.,

“Do  you
Mornington ?”

“Just a few!” answered Mornington.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

*“So this is the state of discipline in
this class, Mr. Dalton!” thundered the
Modern master. ““'This is a pretty state
of affairs! But 1 will alter it, sir.

venture to disobey me,

will see an improvemen:. Mornington,
once more I command you to stand
forth !” 5

“Who's to come first and second and
third, then, sir?”

“What! What do you mean?”

“1 mean if T stand fourth!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Evidently it was another frivolous
and idiotic pun, gquite out of place in
a Form-room in lesson-time,

Me. Manders did not answer Morny's
question. He made a furious stride at
the dandy of the Fourth. grasped him
by the collar, and whirled him out
before the class.

“Let go, confound
Mornington.

Whack, whack, whack!

The cane came down on Morning-
ton's shoulders with terrific vim. Then
there was a sudden wild howl from M.
Manders as the infuriated Mornington
hacked his shin, y

The cane dropped to the floor, and
My, Manders staggered back in anguish.
Ho hopped on one leg, clasping the
other with both hands.

you!" roared

The sight was too much for the
Fourth. The Form-room fairly rocked
with laughter.

“Oh! Ah! Ow! Groogh! Wow!”
spluttered Mr. Manders. “Upon my
word, I—I have been assaulted and—
and battered! Oh! Ow! The boy
shall be expelled for this! Oh dear!
Yooop!”

*Ha ha: hal”

“Mr. Dalton, take that cane and

administer a sound thrashing ta that
wretched, ruffianly boy !

“1 decline to do so, sir!”

“You support him in his insolence

and violence!” shrieked Mr. Manders.
“Very well, Mr. Dalton—very well—
very well indeed! I shall not overlook
this, sir! I—I will deal with that—
that young hooligan later! Ow!”
. Mr. Manders was evidently not then
in a state to deal with anvthing but his
damaged shin. He limped out of the
¥orm-room gasping—doubtiess in search
of embrocation. He needed it.

“Silence!” said Mr. Dalton quietly,
and the roar of laughter died away
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i quite suddenly.

“ Mornington, go to
your place, We will now—ahem !—
proceed.”

And they proceeded!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
War !

< 00D old Morny!”
¥ That was the verdict of all
the Fourth when Mr. Dalton’s

class was dismissed.

Even Tommy Dodd & Co., who as
Moderns were more inclined to back
up Mr. Manders, had nothing to say
for him. The “cheek ” of the Modern
master in butting into Mr. Dalton’s
Form-room roused the indignation of
all the Fourth. Eveun slackers like
Townsend and Topham joined in the
general indignation.

“If there’s any more of it,” Jimmy
Silver declared, *there will be trouble!
We can’t stand too much Manders!”

“There will be more of it!” said
Mornington. ““The old donkey is out-
side himself with his giddy new authox-
ity. He will be meddlin’ with every-
body until the Head comes back.”

“Look out for squalls, Morny!”
grinned Arthur Edward Lovell. “As
temporary Head, old Manders has the
giddy power of the birch, you know.
And you must have raised a bit of a
lump on his shin.”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“He won't flog me!” he answered.

“All very well to talk!” remarked
Cyril Peele. “But Manders is boss
now, and he'll flog you as sure as a

un !

Wilkinson of the Modern Third came
into the Common-room, where the
juniors were talking, and looked round.

“Mornington here?” he called out.

“Adsum ! said Morny.

“Mr. Manders wants you.”

“Really 7” drawled Mornington.
“And what does he want me for? Is it
an invitation to tea?”

The fag chortled.

“He's got the Head's birch on his
study table,” he answered. *Looks to
me like a walloping.”
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“Give my kindest regards to Mi.
Manders,” said Moranington politely,
“and mention that he can go and eat
coke.”

Wilkinson stared.

“If you want a message like that
taken to Manders, you can jolly well
take it yourself,” he said, “I'm not
going to ask for a record licking. Shall

say you won't come?”

“Say anything you like, my dear
child; but certainly I won’t come!”

Wilkinson departed whistling. There
were grave faces now in the junior
Common-room on the Classical side.
Nobody knew exactly to what limits
Mr. Manders’ new power extended.
But it was to be presumed that, in the
Head’s place, he had the Head's author-
ity to use the birch. Morny’s defiance
of his command- was a rather sericus
matter,

Jimmy Silver looked round.

“The Form is standing by Morning-

ton in this!” he said quietly. “It's a
case of shoulder to shoulder.” . :
“Yes, rather!” sgaid Arthur Edward

Lovell emphatically. *There's bound to
be a row sooner or later—and it may
as well come soon as late. We've had
trouble with Manders before, and. hLe
didn't get the best of it.” .

“ Manders can’t take that answer lying
down,” said Kit Erroil. “ Wilkinson will
bring another message, I expect—-"

“Let him—a lorry-load if he likes,”
said Mornington indifferently.

The Fourth-Formers crowded out to
the big doorway, anxious to see whether
Wilkinson of the Third would returi.
In ten minutes or so the fag came
through the mist in the quadrangle.
He had a note in his hand.

“For me?” asked Morny, with a grin.

“No—for your Form-master.”

“Oht Take it in, then.”

The fag proceeded to Mr. Dalton's
study. A dozen Fourth-Formers fol-
lowed him, and they had an eye—or
rather twenty-four eyes—on the study
as the door stood ajar.

“Note fromn Mr., Manders, sir,” said
Wilkinson.

Mr. Dalion took the note, opened it,
and read it quietly. The juniors in the
passage would have given a good deal
to see that missive,

It was a brief one. It ran:

“Kindly conduct Mornington of the
IVih Form to my study. You are
authorised to use force if necessaiy.

“R. MANDERS."”

My, Dalton pursed his lips, and knitted
his brows over that note. The young
Form-master, naturally, did not approve
of hacking a master’s shins. ut he
disapproved also of Mr. Manders’ inter-
ference with his class. He had no
intention whatever of backing up the
Modern master in his new assumption
of lofty authority. After a few minutes’
Eeﬁectiou he threw the note into the
ire.

“You will tell Mr. Manders that I
am sorry I cannot do as he requests,
Wilkinson.”

“Yes, sir!

Wilkinson marched out, and all the
juniors dn the passage grinned wiil
satisfaction. Dicky Dalton was evidently
standing up for his rights against the
new tyrant!

“What
ton.

The “next™ was the appearance of
Mr. Roger Manders himself, with a

3
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next?” murmured Morning-

frowning brow, striding across the
quadrangle. The Classical juniors

hastily backed out of the doorway. and
returned to the Common-room. They
{Continued on page 28.)
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a right to oxpect, it will not ho a ques-
tion of resignation—I shall dismiss you !
“T shall refuse to take my dismissal
from you, Mr. Manders. 1 shall, how-
ever, resign my functions here until tho
Head r(*turua, or his wishes are known,”

THE POPULAR—-Every Tuesday.

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath,

“ Beotter ixonp him out " he said.

He ran to the door. 2

Mr. Manders liad aimost reached jf a
the captain of the Fourth dwung it shut!

Bang!

“Very good, Mr.
the Modern master.
arrangements for
Form.

had a glimpse of My, Manders striding
into the ¥ourth Torm-master’s &udy
from a distance.

“(xomg to board the ziddy lion
hls dent” murmured Lovell.

‘ And some of tho juniors ventured back
slong the passage, as soon as Mr.
Manders was in Richard Dalton’s study.
Phey could hear the loud, strident tones
of {he irritated Modern master, fair ¥y

in
forbid you to enter
room again,
over the boys!”
I believe your
you 1o act so, if you

I intend to reduce ihat Form to
a proper state of . discipline.
commence by flogging Mornington.
or to assume any authority

position hmc entitles

I)d‘l;ilnui ﬁnapp{d Mr.. Manders jumped back. Then he
taking :hlél I'g:ﬁ'tl(; juped forward again as the key turned
e in the lock.

T shall “Open thiz door at once!” he thun-
1 der({l. % i o
“Upon my word! S Mr.
the ]<0“rth Form- A\Im\d%‘l‘s splutiored. But the bix cak

with a erowd of breath-
ed juniors behind it, and for
‘nt Roger Manders was baffled.

door
lessly
the prese

was

choose, and 1 =Im]l

X Mos the ™ juniors were relieved
therefore accept your decision; so- far,” Most of the™ j | : L
booming u his wrath, said Mr, Dalton. “Beyond that I shall {avhen they heard bis footsteps die away
What does this moan, Me. Dalton?] | go.” in the distance. Jimny Silver breathed
‘Am I to understand that you refuse me | a1 Vanders stamped out of the study h:n-d.' : ;
your support, which you ave in duty 3 A : “We've done it now!” he remarked.
pr 3 and closed the door after him with a
1)0 und to u,ndu 5 5. SR 10 3 And ihere was no doubt on that point.
an rere was a senttling of feet in{
“I cannot conzent to your interference | tho corridor as the  Classical juniors Jhe (/l”'““‘“] Fourth certainly had
hotween my boys and myself, Mr. Man- retreat ted to the (nnvmonmnm “done if,” and ii only remained o bo

ders,”” answered the quieter voieo of
Rwh(ud Dalton. “If it continues, 1

“He's coming hero!
Muffin, in great excitement, peering out

" squeaked 'l'ubln seen what w ould come of it!

e

<hall have no alicrnative but to resign | of the (ouuleumOm doorway. Aut Bl

my-duties here at least until the Head “Let him come,” said '\Iur'ungto: (Lhere will be fnn*)'uy ’r'/zrh'[z' long

returns.” recklessly. “We ¢an handle him!” complete tule of Jimmy Silver & Co., of
“Resign!™ sneered Mr, Mande T “Handle him!” said Oswald. “A Rookwood, catitled: “In Open Il’!.zvu'.""

vou do not rénder me the support 1 have ! —a master ! Oh, my hat{” next week.} -
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