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OUR MAQAZINE CORNER.
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‘ ATCH a first-class  county
cricketer when he is well-set
at the wicket. Cool, confident,
untroubled by even the best of the bowl-
ing, he makes those flashing cuts and
drives to the boundary look mere child's
play. The bare idea that luck had any-
thing to do with the making of that
brilliant innings would strike the crowd
as comic, and yet the batsman himself
may be feeling certain that it was the
bluck cat he saw that morning that has
put him bang on top of his form and
given his wicket a charmed life.
Cricketers, almost to a man, have a
big bump of superstition; the game
seems to breed it. Is it so surprising,
after all, when you consider how often
victory or defeat has turned on a single
stroke of luck? The spin of a coin, a
sudden change in the weather, a
dropped catch at a critical stage of the
match—the seasoned cricketer knows
how much can depend on chance, un-
predictable things like these, and so, in
many and peculiar ways, he sets out w0
win Dame Fortune's smiles.

Left or Right ?

Jack Hobbs, England's most famous
batsman, has one pet superstition that
has clung to him all through his record-
making career—he always puts on his
right pad first. Nothing more than a
habit to begin with, perhaps, but with
nis two-hundradth century in sight this
season, *J.B.” isn't likely to drop it
now!

A. E. R. Gilligan, the big-hitter and
former England captain, was also very
careful about getting ready for the
deld. He admits that if he found that
he had forgotten to put on his left boot.
irst, then he expected something
disastrous to happen to his day’s game
-and it usually did.

The luck of the toss is a queer f.!m'ur.
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CRICKETERS’

LUCK!

S
and never more so than when the resylt
of a Test Match may hang on it. Some
skippers’ luck with the coin has become
proverbial, others seem ‘0 have been
dogged by a hoodoo that turned what -
should have been an even chance of
calling right into something like g i
hundred to one against. 1
The Luck of the Toss ! {

Herbert  Collins—Woodfull's  pre-
decessor as captain of Australia—had
some amazing runs of luck with the
toss. Only once during the 1924-5 Tests
did it fail him, and that was when, in
a burst of generosity, he mixed his lucky
two-shilling piece with four others and
allowed the England skipper to choose
which he should toss with. Tempting
Providence!

A half-sovereign that he found in his
piece of Christmas pudding during the
England team's Australian tour of 1924
it A. P. F. Chapman's greatest luck-
bringer. He has pinned his faith to
it ever since the great day in 1926 that
saw him captain of England for the
first time. It won the toss for him.
and England won the match.

The Rubber Kangaroo !

Without a doubt the most widely-
travelled animal in the world is the
lucky kangaroo that has accompanied
many Australian teams—only, it hap-
pens to be a rubber one. It iIs blown
up at the start of a match, and one of
the party has the important job of keep-
ing it at the correct pressure. In 1921,
when the Australians lost the first
match of their tour at Eastbourne, the
kangaroo was found to be punctured
and very near collapsing point
Twelfth man hunted everywhere for a
repair outfit without success, and
nothing would shake the Aussies' con-
viction that the mishap to their
mascot had lost them the game.
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CEHAPTER 1.

HNot a Laughing Matter|
IMMY SILVER & Co. smliled.
] Mr. Greely, the master of the
Fifth Form, frowned.

The chums of the Fourth were
adorning the steps of the School
House, when Mr. Greely came out to
I:trul.l in the quad in morning

Perhaps it was not quite respectful
to smile. It was Mr. Greely's nose
that did it

Mr. Greely's nose, like Marian's in
the ballad, was red and raw. It was
also swollen beyond Iits usual size.
It was always a prominent feature in
Mr. Greely's face. Now it was more
than prominent; it was striking—it
caught the most casual glance. Mr.
Greely looked as if he had had the
worst of a fistical encounter; if so
majestic and ponderous a gentleman

as the Fifth Form-master could have

been supposed to have engaged In a
fistical encounter with anyone.

The explanation was quite simple.

Mr, Greely was accustomed to
punching the ball for exercise before
breakfast. On this particular morn-
ing he had punched not wisely but
too well, and a rebounding ball had
fairly crashed on his nose.

Hence the highly tinted and blossom-
Ing aspect of Mr. Greely's nose. It was
perfectly simple; an accident that
might have hapgned to anybody. But
there was no bt that it looked a
little odd, and that it drew general
attention. All over Rookwood fellows
were making their little jests about
Greely’s beautiful boko, and Greely's
prize proboscis. Some of the fellows
shook their heads, and sald they had
heard that punch-ball story before,



2 THE FIFIT!

There was no doubt that Mr. Greely
was sensitive about the state of his
nose. He comprehended the miscon-
ceptions to which it might glve risc.
In the Fifth Form Room that morn-
ing he had been very tart and irritable,
he had suspected that the Fifth were
thinking more of his prize nose than
of their lessons—as probably they
were. If two Ifcllows exchanged a
whisper Mr. Greely felt certain that
they were commenting on his nose.

Generally, Mr. Greely's plump and
chubby face was quite gocd-tempered
in expression—now it was quite cross.
He wondered incessantly what Dr.
Chisth:olm would think of his nose when
he saw it. So far, he had kept it out
of the Head's view, but the Hear was
bound to see it sooner or later. And
Mr. Greely felt deeply perturbed at the
anticipation of the Head's glance of
cold surprise.

S0 when he emerged from the
House, and four Fourth Formers on
the steps smiled, it was really the last
straw—it put the lid on, as it were.

Jimmy Silver & Co. meant no
offence. Bult the Fifth Form-master
was in & mood to take offence where
none was intended.

Instead of passing the Fistical Four
with his wusual lofty and pompous
stride, Mr. Greely turned on them,
frowning darkly.

The chums of the Fourth became
grave alt once,

“Well?” said Mr. Greely in his deep
and fruity voice.

“Hem! Good-morning, sir!” saild
Jimmy Silver.
“Nice morning, sir!” murmured

Arthur Edward Lovell.

But the soft answer did not turn
away wratih.

“You are disrespectful!” said Mr.
Greely.

“0Oh, sir!” murmured Raby.

“Not at all, sir!"” said Newcome.

“The manners of some of the Lower
boys in this school are simply shock-

1
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ing,” sald Mr, Greely, “You, 1 think,
are the very worst.”

“0Oh, sir!" sald Jimmy.

Really, this was a lot of fuss to make
over an involuntary smile. If Mr.
Greely did not want fellows to smile, he
should not have taken such a nose
about in public. That was how the
Fistical Four looked at it.

“If you were in my Form." con-
tinued Mr. Greely, “I should cane
you severely for your bad manners."

il Hem[hl

Jimmy Silver & Co. were rather
glad that they had not the privilege of
belonging to Mr. Greely's Form.

“As vou are not in my Form,” went
on Mr. Greely in his ponderous way, ")
shall report to your own Form-master."

“"What have we done, sir?" asked
Jimmy Silver,

Mr. Greely did not answer that
question.

He rolled ponderously down the
steps and approached Mr. Dalton, the
master of the Fourth; who was taking
the air in the quad.

The chums of the Fourth exchanged

glances.
“Poor old Greely!l” murmured
Lovell, *“It's his own fault; he

shouldn't spring a nose like that on
fellows suddenly.”

“He shouldn't!” agreed Jimmy
Sllver.

“1 wonder how he gol it?" remarked
Raby. “Peele says he was scTapping
at an inn last night. Of course, that's
mt.“

“Muffin says there was a row In
Masters’ Common-room, and Greely
and Mr. Bochun came to punching™
Ea.jidim!;:; Silver 1 ughed.

ver la

“Bosh! It was a punch-ball accl-
dent, of course—"

“Well, that's a prelly old story,
isn't it?” said Lovell. “I've heard that
more than once.”

“Hallo! ‘There's Dicky wanting
us!" groaned Raby.
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Mr. Richard Dalton, the master of
the Fourth, was beckoning to the four
cheery members of his Form. He had
listened to Mr, Greely's complaint, and
was obviously going Lo take official
notice of it

Reluctantly Jimmy Silver & Co.
approached (heir PForm-master. Mr.
Dalton locked very grave, and MTr.
Greely stood frowning portentolsly,
lﬁ? damaged nose glowing in the sun-
zhine,

“Mr. Greely complains that you four
boys heve trcated him with dis-
rcspecl,” zald Mr. Dalton severely.

"Not at all, £ir,” =sald Lovell
didn’t mean to, anyway, sir.”

“If laughing in a Form-master's
face Is not disrespect, sir, I do not
know the meaning of the word!" said
Mr., Greely. "I repeat, sir, that I do
not know Lthe meaning ¢f the word."”

Mr. Dalton’s lips twitched a little.

His cwn opinion was that Mr. Greely
was making an absurd fuss over a
mere trifle, which it would have been
more judicious to pass over unnoticed.
In fact, he found it rather difficult not
to smile himself when his eyes rested
on Mr. Greely's blossom!ng nose—that
damaged feature looking =0 odd upon a
ponderous old gentleman like Mr.
Grecely.

But discipline was discipline, and it
was clear that the {houghtless juniors
lied ziniled. if they had not laughed.
And Mr. Greely was too majestic a
pentleman {0 be even smiled at with
impunity.

“I regret that any of my boys
chould have given offence by thought-
less want of manners,” said Mr.
Dalton. "You will take fifty lines
each. and you will hand them to Mr.
Greely personally by three o'clock. You
may go."

"n]l‘p“

" ¥Yes, gir!™

The Fistical Feur went. Mr, Greely

grunted; he considercd this punish-

ment absurdly lenient. It was not as

“We

3

staff had been smiled at. It was Mr.
Horace Greely who had been smiled at.
That made the incident a serious one.

The chums of the Fourth felt that
Dicky Dalton might have found some
other me! hod.

They did not want to see Mr. Greely
in his study, and to listen to the
W"Ew’ and long-winded reprimand
which he was certain to deliver when
they took thelr impots. They did not
want to admit the Fifth Form-master
to any sort of a.ut.huﬂ;?r over them.
Really, it was too bad Dicky.

In third lesson they did not seem
guite so and bright as usual.
Mr. Dallon did not seem to observe it.

After class Jimmy Silver & Co. came
out with the rest of the Fourth, and
Mornington joined them in the passage.
“What about that spin to Bunbury?"
he asked. “We shall have to wheel
out immediately after dinner.”

“It's off," grunted Lovelll “Off so
far as we're concerned. We've got
lines."

“That's all right—you can chance it
with Dalton,” said Morny.

“It’s not Dalton—it's Greely."
Mornington stared.
“Don Pomposo can't give you lines,”
he said. " What do you mean?”
Jimmy Silver explained.
“It's too bad,” szaid Erroll. “Wel
wait till you've done your impots if
you like."”
“No, don't do that,” said Jimmy.
“We'll make it another d No need
to =poil your spin. I now we'd
locked the other way when Greely
brought his blessed nose along. Bother
his boko!"
“Here he comes!” murmured Putly
of the Fourth.
Mr. Greely was coming along from
the Fifth Form Room, solemn and
stately, with his damaged nose glow-
ing flery red.

The group of Fourth Form:rs were
very careful mot to smile. But it

if any other member of Dr. Chisholm's

seemed to Mr. Greely that every eye
lthmmﬂ:ﬂmlrhumm



4 THE FIFTH FORM REBELLION!

nose. It glowed like a beacon, and was
really more striking than ever.

He halted, and looked at the Fistical
Four, frowning. Jimmy Silver & Co.
Jooked as grave as judges.

“8ilver!™

“Yes, sir,” sald Jimmy restively,
Really, if Mr. Greely was going to begin
again, Jimmy felt that his patience
would give out.

“1 shall expect your lines at three
o'clock.”

The Fistical Four breathed deep and
hard. Mr. Greely spoke as if he had
been their PForm-master and had
authority over them. And he hadn't
—nothing of the kind, excepting on
this one occasion, by order of their own
master.

“I shall expect the lines to be well
written, not in the slipshod style which,
I fear, is somewhat customary In your
Form,” sald Mr. Greely. "If your im-
position does not satisfy me, I shall
order you to write the lines over agaln
Take care!”

With that warning Mr. Greely sailed
on.

“Well, that's the limit!"” sald Morn-
Ington. “Does the pompous ass hink
he's master of the ™

“1 jolly well wouldn't do the lines
Bt all for Greely!"” exclaimed Peole,

“I Jolly well wouldn't!"” agreed
Gower,

“Don't do them, Silver, and let him |

rip!" said Higgs.

advise and worry with his Interfering
cheek—and now Dalton's given him an
opening he's taking it on himself to
urtleE us about! I've a jolly good mind

Jimmy paused.

“Let’s get out on the blkes with
Morny and Erroll, and blow the lines,”
suggested Lovell

“I've a good mind to. But—"

“He, he, he!” Tubby Mufin joined
the Fistical Four in the quad. "I say,
that's rather rotten for you fellows. I
wouldn't stand it!"”

“Wouldn't you, Tubby?” growled
Lovell,

“No fear!” said Muffin. *“I'd jolly
well tell Greely to mind
dashed Dbizney, 1
Greely? You fellows
from him if you like, but I
that I jolly well wouldn't! Yaroooh!
If you kick me again, Lovell, you beast
— Yooop!”

Reginald Muffin jumped away.

“¥Yah!” he hooted. “You can jolly
well kick me, but you're funky of old
Greely! Yah!"

And with that Parthlan shot Tubby
Muffin fled.

“That does it!" sald Lovell savagely.
“I'm not going to do the lines, Jimmy.
I'm not going to be called a funk by a
fat tick like Muffin."

"Don't be an ass, old chap,” said
Raby. “Muffin would do the lines, In
our place.”

"1 know he would, but I'm not going
to. Blow Greely!”

"It means trouble with Dicky
Dalton."”
t;u::BllE' Dicky Dalton, if it comes to
Arthur Edward was evidently in a
truculent mood.
Greely, ‘and" tats. the e Lo
short of it,” he said.
And from that rebellious

tion Arthur Edward Lovell refused to
depart,
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CHAPTER 2.

Lovell's Whpere!

" VE got il!"”

I Arthur Edward Lovell whis-

percd the words to Jimmy Silver

at the dinner-table.

Lovell had been thinking, and, o
judge by the grin on his face, his
thoughts were of a humorous nature.

Jimmy had asked him to pass the
salt; but Lovell, deeply occupled by
his own reflections, had not even heard
him.

“I've got it!" he breathed in Jimmy's
ear.
“You've got it?" asked Jimmy, a
little puzzled.

“Yes, rather!"”

“Pass it along, then."”

“Eh? Pass what along?”

"The salt.”

“Salt!” repeated Lovell
Who's talking about salt?”

“I am. You sald you'd got it."

“You silly ass! Blow the salt! Look
here, I've got it—a wheeze—a tip-lop
wheeze to dish old Greely! I'll tell
you——"

* Not quite so much talking at the
table, please!"” came in Mr. Dalton’s
quiet voice.

Lovell checked himself. It was no
time or place to inform his chums of
the great wheeze he had thought of.
Certainly, it would not have done to
?lluw Mr. Dalton to catch a whisper of
L.

Lovell was eager for dinner to be
over. As soon as the Rookwood fellows
went out he caught Jimmy by the arm.

“Come up to the study.”

“Well, we may as well get on with
the lines now,” agreed Jimmy Silver,

“That's it. the jolly old lines!”
erinned Lovell.

“Eh? Didn't you say you weren't
going to do them, Levell?” asked New-
come.

“Never mind that. Come up to the
study. I've got a wheeze.”

Lovell dragged his comrades away

“Balt!

to the end study in the Fourth. There
he shut the door in quite a mysterious
way before he imparted his wonderful
wheeze. He was grinning widely., His
comrades, on the other hand, wer?
quite serious. As a matter of fact, they
had had scme experience of Arthur
Edward's wheezes, and did not think
much of them, as a rule.

“I've got it,"” said Lovell "“"We're
going to do those lines—fifty each. But
it grn't specified what lines we were
tﬂ e

“Eh? It's always Virgll, unless it's
specified otherwise,” said Jimmy Sllver.
“Pifty lines of Virgil, of course.,”

“I know that, ass. Still, we can
make it fifty lines of something else if
we like."”

“I1—1 suppose we could,” assented
Jimmy dubiously. “Blessed if I see
why we should, though.”

:Whnt n.hnut.?g.hakmrﬂ"

Shakespeare i
“Shakespeare isn't Latin.
“Mr. Dalton didn't say Latin™ re<
joined Lovell. ]
“No: but it's understood.”
“We needn't understand it for once
if we choose."”
“Blessed if I see what you're driving
at, Lovell,” said Raby, in wonder. “I'd
rather write out Virgil than Shake-
speare myself, We're more used to it."

“ywou don't seem to see the point
L.»
" Oh, you're coming to a point?¥
asked Raby innocently.

“Yes!" roared Lovell

“Oh, all right! Get on to it,
“We're going to write our
‘Love's Labour's Lost,'"
“You remember we had an act of it In
class one day?"

“1 remember, But why—"
“I've got it here,” sald Lovell,
over the bookshelf. " Here it Is!
a minute. Listen!"

And Arthur Edward read out from
the ballad at the end of that Shake-

Walt

gpearian play:
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“‘*When all aloud the wind dolh
blow,
And coughing drowns the parson’s

BAW,

And birds sit brooding in the snow,

And Marian's nose looks red and
rawl”

Lovell closed the volume with a snap.
“Got it?" he asked.

“Nunno! Not quite. What—" .
“That's the llne: *‘And Marlan's
nose looks red and raw!'" Lovell

chuckled. “We've got fifty lines to do,
and if we like to write the same
line over and over again that's our
business. We're going to write out
that line fifty times."

-llH? h.tl (1]

“Got it now?" grinned Lovell.

1] Ph.E' 1 L1

Lovell's chums stared at him.

They had “got it"” now certainly.
They had fifty lines each to write, and
fifty lines from Shakespeare might, per-
haps, pass muster instead of filty Latin
verses. It might possibly be conceded
that the same line might be written
over fifty times, instead of fifty distinct
lines—possibly, but not probably.

But that particular line—

“Were not bound to guess that
Dicky Dalton meant Latin lines, or
that he meant fifty different lines”
said Lovell argumentatively. “That
line's good enough for Greely, I sup-

That's the line I'm golng to
write; you fellows can please, your-
selves.”

“But—" gasped Jimmy Silver.
H.But'_‘_.ll

“Greely will know it's an allusion to
his jolly old bcko!” exclaimed Raby.

“Of course he will. If he didn't it
wouldn't be a wheeze!"

“He will be frightfully wild,"” said
Newcome.

“That’s what I want.”

“Hem! But—"

“What can he do?" demanded
Lovell. “If he makes a fuss it will

be all over the school; he will be

chortled to death. If he's got any
sense he'll just shove the impots in
the fire and say nothing. We shall
score over him, and—and there you
arel”

“But has he got any sense?” mur-
mured Newcome,

“ Anyhow, we score! Look here, il's
no end of a wheeze. Fancy his face
when he looks at the impots!"

"H" h.‘ h‘llt

There was a sound of merriment in
the end study. The thought of Mr.
Greely's face, when he looked at those
unusual impots, made the chums of the
Fourth roar,

be

But—there was a but—it might
a feast of humour, but after the feast
came the reckoning!

But though his chums felt doubl-
ful, Arthur Edward Lovcll was not to
be deterred. Indeed, dublety on the
part of his comrades had its wusual
effect of confirming him in his de-
termination. Lovell sat down at the
study table with a pen and a sheaf
of impot paper and began.

“.;md Marian's nose looks red and
Taw

"{md Marian's nose looks red and
TAW

"?nd Marian's nose looks red and
TaWw

" J:md Marian's nose looks red and
I"‘HT."

That was how Lovell's
started, and that was how it con-

tinued. Jimmy Silver looked at it and
chuckled,

After all, it was worth a little risk.
It was really a great jest, and was
certain to be howled over by all Rook-
wood IMf Mr. Greely made a fuss about
it. Even in Masters’ Common-room
there would be chuckles over that
extraordinary impot. Besides, that
line from BShakespeare referred, dis-
tinctly, to Marian's nose—not to Mr.
Greely's noze, Mr. Greely would have
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hem—an unexpected pleasure, sir. May
1 offer you—hem—a chair?”

The Head remained standing, grimly
regardless of Mr. Greely's anxious and
confused courtesy.

“I shall not detain you more than a
few minutes, Mr. Greely.”

*"Ii!'::rr good, sir—that |s—I mean
It was always rather to
Horace Creely that he felt a in
presence of the Head. He felt
he ought not to feel like that.
was & much more majestic and
than the Head;

-
E
:
E

In a middle-aged gentleman, Mr.
Greely, a certain t Is advisable.”

“1—1 was not—Iit was not—that is
* Mr, Greely was a

Form-master is likely—I say cer-
tain—to cause in nature
of ﬂlill:'li.l.ltr among boys, Mr

Mr. was too painfully
aware that it had caused a
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dreaming that they were marching into
the prescnce of their headmaster,

At the sight of Dr. Chisholm the
four stopped dead.

The Head glanced at them.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stood in a silent
row, impots in hand. It was within
A minuI;e or two of three o'clock, but
certainly they would have postponed
their visit had they known that the
Head was with Mr. Greely. But it was
too late now.

er. Greely gave them an unhappy
glare.

“Place your lines on the table!” he
urticulated.

tl"fﬁ" ﬁrlu

“One moment.” The Head's voice
interposed, cold as steel and as hard
“ Have these Fourth Form boys brought
impositions to you, Mr. Greely?"

“Yes—as you see, sir.”

“I fail to understand. It is a rigid
and unbroken rule at Rookwood that
no Form-master interferes with the
duties of anotherr Am I to under-
stand that you have imposed lines upon
boys in Mr, Dalton's Form, Mr.
Gmu?'ll

The Fistical Four stood red and un-
comfortable. Mr. Greely had annoyed
them extremely, but they could feel for
him now.

“You are to understand nothing of
the kind, sir!"™ saild Mr. Greely, goaded,
as it were, into resistance,

“What?"

“These boys were guilty of disrespect
to me, sir, and Mr. Dalton imposed the
lines, and ordered them to bring them
to me.”

“A very unusual proceeding,” said
the Head coldly, “and a very unusual
Imposition. Give me that paper,
Silver."

"I m

tion, =ir.” said Mr. Greely.
is not unusual.”

Mr. Greely had not seen those lines
yet, but the Head had had a glimpse
of the papers,

nothing unusual in the im-
“:Pj.fw

“Do you hear me, Silver?"

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Jimmy,

Lovell's wonderful wheeze was not
working
Even Lovell
dreamed of writing out that line
“Love'’s Labour's Lost “ had
able to guess that the impo
handed over to the

Dr. Chisholm tock the
Jimmy, and fixed his eyes u
juniuru stood quite still

“Upon my word!™

Dr. Chisholm looked at
At a sign from him, Lovell
and Newcome handed over
pots. The Head scanned th
terrible silence.

Still silent, but with thund
brow, he the sheets on
before Mr, Greely.

The Fifth Form-master
them. He looked, and stared, and
blinked. He had expected to

=

E-’-‘:

of which he saw:

“And Marian's ncee looks red and
“ﬁn? 'iulnrlnn's nese logks red and
'An? 'iullrinn‘a nose looks red and
“An;. 'ilnrlnn‘s nese lcoks red and
"Anlr.ll‘ 'ﬁaﬁan's noie lecks red and
'An? 'iﬁlrmn's note looks red and

raw,

And so on, and s0 on, cov the

sheets in four varietics of handwriting.

Mr. Greely gazed and gazed, his
plump face growing more and more
crimson, till it was purple as a ripe
grape. The silence in the Fifth Form-
master's study could alnicet have been
cut with a knife,

“ Bless soul!” sald Mr. Greely at
last in a faint volce.
"Eﬂ.ml [
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“Yes, sir!” murmured Jimmy.

“Were these the lines get you by Mr.
Dalton?"

“Mr. Dalton did not specify what
lines we were to write, sir!” gasped
Jimmy. "We—we decided on a—a—a
line from—{rom Shakespeare, sir!"”

Jimmy 8Silver made that explana-
tion as the only possible one, painfully
aware all the time that it was, so to
speak, a chicken that would not fight.

“Is it customary, in writing Im-
positions for your Form-master, to re-
peat the same line ad infinitum?”

“N-n-no, sir.”

“I thought not! Have you selected
this line I'l'n:tl;n a play n{ Ehll'.;
speare’s as an Impertinent reference
—hem—Mr, Greely's present stale, the
result of an accident?"”

The junior did not answer. No
answer, In fact, was needed. They
waited for the thunderbolt.

“Very well" sald the Head very
etly. "I shall speak of this to your
You may go.”

The ;I"un.'lnn were glad to escape from
the study.

Mr. Greely wiped perspiration from

his purple brow.
“This Iis—this iz unheard-of In-
solence, sir!"” he sald, parping. “This

Is—is an occasion for rzevere punish-
ment!"

“I do not agree with you,
Greely,” said the Head cold'y. “The
boys have been impertinent. By ap-
pearing in public, sir, with the aspect
of a—I cannot say less—ihe nspect of
R e

“The aspect of a prire-fighter, you
have provoked this impertinence. You
have only yourself tn thank, Mr.
Greely!"”

Mri

“1 make no inquiry inlo the cause
of the Injury you have recelved, Mr.
Greely. That does not concern me.
But I beg of you, sir, to bear In mind
that such accidents are to be avolded.
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The Impertinence of Lthere junuors
should be a warning to you on that
point.”

“E.'I.rl I_u

*“That is all, Mr, Greely."

Dr. Chisholm sailed out of the study.
He swept past four rather troubled
juniors in the corridor. Mr. Greely,

wiped his brow, and stared
at door that had closed after the

“1 will not endure this !" gasped Mr.
Greely.

Did the Head think he had captured
that nose in a fight with a potman?
he mt.h.‘l‘ult.'g asked himself. Really,
one might have supposed so from
way Dr. Chisholm had addressed him.
True, such an adornment was lament-
ably out of place on the countenance of
a senlor master at Rookwood; no one
was more sensible of that than Mr.
Greely himself. But accidents will
happen; he had not deliberately
planned to let the punchball rebound
on his nose! Did the Head suppose he
had?

“It is not to be borne!” sald Mr.
Greely. " A little more of this—a very
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Little more—and I shall hand in my
resimnation!”

The worm will turn. And Horace
Greely was not a worm, by ANy means.

CHAPTER a&
Mr. Cresly Golng Stroeng!

- FON my word!" said Mr. Greely.
U He slopped in sheer astonish-
ment.

It was the following day, and a half-
holiday. Mr. Greely knew that Sir
George Hansom, a wealthy baronet
and the father of Hansom of the Fifth
Form. was coming down from London
that afternoon, and he had started out
to meet him on his way from the
station. Mr. Greely was a personal
friend of Sir George, whose tutor he
had been at Oxford, and he was rather
proud of that friendship with the
wealthy baronet.

It was quite a warm day, and Mr.
Greely felt very warm indeed as he
roiled aiong at an unusually rapid pace.
He was giad to enler into the shade of
the trees in Coombe Wood,

He kept on the footpath, keeping
his eyes well ahead, to sight Sir George
Hansom at the earliest possible
moment. And so it was that a sudden,
startling scene dawned upon Mr.
Greely's amazed eyes.

A tall figure In a shining silk hat
met his gaze in the distance. It was
Sir George Hansom. He had stopped
on the path, and as Mr. Greely
sighted him Sir George took off his
silk topper and wiped his forehead with
his handkerchief. Apparently he,
like Mr. Greely, felt the warmth of the
aftermnoon. He was facing the Rook-
weod master as he stood, but did not
see him, being busy wiping his fore-
head, which was bedewed with perspl-
ration. That, of course, was not what
startled Mr. Greely. What startled him
was the view of two ﬂu?—luuﬂng men
on the foolpath behind Sir George,
creeping on him stealthily,
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The baronet was obviously quite un-
consclous that there was anyone near

him. He mopped the perspiration from
his broad, bald forehead, at peace with

himself and all the world. And the
two roughs, tiptoeing on the
Erassy approached him from be-
hind without a sound—their eyes fixed
on their intended victim, and not
dreaming that, in the distance, a Rook-
Eluod Form-master's eyes were fixed on

EIm.

Mr, Greely fairly gasped.

One of the roughs had a short length
of lead-piping in his hand, obviously
for use as a weapon. An attack was
about to take place—an attack by a
couple of footpads on that eminent and
wealthy gentleman Sir George Han-
som, in a lonely spot far from all help—
had not Mr. Greely been at hand!

But Mr. Greely was there!

For a few moments he stood dumb-
founded at what he saw, taken so
aback that he simply stood and gazed.
Mr. Greely's braln did not, perhaps,
work very quickly.

But as he realised what was hap-

pening, he started forward, and gave
a hoarse shout.

Sir George glanced up.

At the same moment Smithy and
Tadger reached him, and Tadger's arm
was flung round the baronet’s neck
from behind. Before he knew what
was happening, Sir George Hansom
was down on his back in the grass,
and Bmithy was brandishing tha lead-
piping over his head.

h:-r. Greely bounded towards the
EpO

His face was aflame, his eyes glint-
ing. He did not hear what was said,
but he knew that a threat was uttered
and disregarded. He saw the baronet
strive to tear himself loose, and saw
the rufian’s weapon descend, stretch-
ing the unfortunate gentleman in the
grass, shrieking as he fell Mr. Greely
panted and bounded on.

He was a plump gentleman, he was a
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middle-aged gentleman, and he was
rather short of wind. But he was not
short of courage, and he did not pause
for an instant to reflect that he was
rushing upon two dangerous ruffians,
likely to turn upon him like wild beasts
if interrupted in their work of roobery.
Like a fat Paladin, Horace Greely
rushed into the f{ray.

*Look out, SBmithy!"” panted Tadger.

Smithy, with an oath, spun round
towards the newcomer, the lead-piping
grasped in his hand. It was fortunate
for Mr,. Greely that the rascal stumbled
over & trailing root in his haste.

Before he recovered the Rookwood
master was upon him.

Crash!

A fist that was like a leg of mutton
crashed on Bmithy, and sent him spin-
ning. His weapon flew into the bushes,
and Smithy crashed on the ground,
yelling.

Tadger was coming at Mr. Greely
the next moment like a wildcat.

The Fifth Form master faced him
gallantly.

His plump fists went up, and he met
the rough with left and right in great
style. Mr. Greely was glad now of the
regular punch-ball exercise in which
he indulged of & morning. Certainly
he was not exactly in form ior a
rough-and-tumble scrap; that was not
to be expected of a gentleman of his
years. But he was in very good form
considering his age and avoirdupois.

He held his own gallantly against
Tadger, giving and receiving punish-
ment in great style.

Tadger captured what Mr. Greely
was accustomed to giving to his punch-
ball when he took his dally exercise,
and, to judge by his looks, he did not
like it. But he gave back more than
Mr, Greely's punch-ball had evér given
back in its most obstreperous mood.

Mr. Greely's damaged nose had
caused smiles all over Rookwood for

days. But In a couple of minu es it
was In a state to which its former
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damage was as moonlight unto sun-
light, as water unto wine,

It streamed crimson under Tadger's
savage blows, and both his eyes blinked
wildly and painfully as dirty knuckles
Jammed in them.

But Mr. Greely was busy, too, and
Tadger backed away, badly marked,
and, had the ruffian been alone, un-
doubtedly Horace Greely would have
been the victor in that strenuous scrap,

But Smithy was on his feet again
now, with a face like a demon. He
stared round savagely for his weapon,
but it was Jost in the thick bushes, and
he rushed at Horace Greely with his
fists up.

Mr, Greely, following up the retreat-
ing Tadger, had to retreat again, his
hands more than full. Both the roughs
pressed him fiercely.

Sir George Hansom sat up dazedly,
with his hand to his head. He strove
to rise, but sank back again against
a tree, groaning. With dazed eyes and
a EW brain he watched the
unequal combat in which he could not
intervene.

“Qut "Im!" muttered Tadger.

Mr. Greely gave ground rapidly now.
He was fighting hard and bravely, but
the two roughs were too much for him.
His plump face was a picture of
damages. Hc could hardly see out of
his bruised eyes, and his nose gushed
red, his mouth was cut, his lips
bruised. He gasped and panted, and
spluttered for breath, almost at the end
of his strength, but still game, Mr.
Greely had his faults and foibles, but
he was a Briton to the backbone, with
all his little weaknesses, and it did not
even cross his mind to run and leave
Sir George Hansom to the robbers. The
rufians would have been glad enough
to see him go, but Mr. Greely did not
think of going. He had to give ground,
but he gave it with his face to the
enemy, fighting his hardest.

But it could not last.

Mr. Greely was almost exhausted,
and the two roughs were pressing him

g
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tarder, with savage blows, which he
wns no longer able {o guard or to
relurn. He went down heavily at last.

"Rescue, Rookwood! ™

It was a shout on the footpath as
the Fifth Form master fell. Jimmy
Silver & Co. came tearing up at racing
speed.

Smithy's knee was on Mr. Greely's
chest—Tadger had gripped him by the
Lthroat. They s round savagely at
the shout of the Rookwood juniors, and
Jumped up from their victim.

"Go for 'em!” roared Lovell.

“Thank Heaven!" gasped Mr,
Greely.
. Mr. Greely forgot at that moment
that he did not like the chums of the
Fourth. Never had he been so glad In
his life to see Rookwood faces,

The rush of the four brought them
upon the two ruffians, and there was a
wild and whirling melee.

Mr. Greely staggered to his feet.

Rescue had arrived in the nick of
time, and the Fifth Form-master was
not done yet,

As the two roughs struggled and
fought with the four juniors, Mr.
Greely piled In again with renewed
energy.

The odds were too heavy against
the two footpads now.

They realised that it was time to go,
and they were thinking now only of
getting loose and getting away. But
Mr. Greely's heavy fist stretched Smithy
in the grass as he struggled with Raby
and Lovell, and the rascal went down
with the two juniors clinging to him
like wild cats. Once on the ground he
had no chance of rising again; the
Hookwooders took care of that.

Tadger was reeling to and fro in the
grasp of Jimmy Silver and Newcome.
He went down, and they sprawled over
him, and Jimmy planted a knee on his
chest.

""Hold them!" panted Mr, Greely.

“We've got ‘em, sir!”

“Right as rain!" grinned Lovell. * We
can handle the cads, sir!™

-
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Mr, Greely leaned against a tree and
panted. And the Fistical Four of the
Fourth held the two footpads securely
until the Pifth Form-master got his
second wind.

on the Form-master.
“Owing to—hem!—a cerlain delay, 1
was too late to reach the statlon In
time. But fortunately -

8ir George grasped his hand again,
“Mr., Greely, you have behaved
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srlendidly, zir! You have acted like
a hero, :1:-1  oud

“My dear sir—" purred Mr.
Greely.

y

* Splendidly—heroically ! sald Sir
George. " Those scoundrels must have
followed me to rob me. 1 remember
having sern them in the train on my
way down. I should have been robbed
—probably severcly injured—but for
your gallantry, Mr. Greely. I shall
never be akle sufficiently to express my
obligation, eir.”

“HNot at all, Sir Gearge—not at all!”
murmured Mr. Greely, w from
the bottom of his heart that the Head
of Rookwood could have been present
to hear this

“1 shall never forget it, sir -never!”™
said Sir George Im vely. ' e have
always been friends, Mr. Gredly, since
you were my tulor at Oxford. [ have

always respected you, but never so| °

much as now.”

*Oh, 8Bir George!"

“Where do we come in?" mu mured
Arthur Edward Lovell to Jimmy Silver.
&rm Greely's conduct had

and baronet was
t to teful. But equally cer-
ums of the Fourld had
of batile, so to . eak;
gentlemen woula have

i

g
g

bl
i

™

“It's not very far to Dr. Bolton's
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house, through the wood, sir”
Jimmy Silver.
way."

“mnl:c you, my boy," : said EI;
George, becoming aware, as it were, o
the 'Ant.iul Pour’'s existence. ' You are
Rookwood boys, I think.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You have acted very courngeously —
quitc in accordance with the tradit'ons
of your gchool” sald the Haronet
graciously.

aall
“We can show you thy

rascals——
“We'll take care of Lhese blighters,

sir, sald Lovell. “WeTl tie up Lheir
paws and take them to (he police-
station.”

“Let a bloke go!” whined Tadger.

“We had remain while the
boys secure these scoundrels Mr,
Greely."

“ Certainly.”

It did not take Jimmy Silver & Co,
long to secure the two foolpads.

They were rolled over in the grass

and their hands bound behind their
backs with their own handkerchiels
se-urely knotted r. und their wrists.

Then they were allowed to rise.
“You can leave them to us now, sir,”
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“A length of lead piping, I think,”
sald Mr. Greely.

“wWe'll find it, cir.”

Smilhy's weapon was looked for, and
retrieved from the bushes. Then Raby
led the way through the wood, and the
two gentlemen followed him, wvery
anxious to get to Dr. Bolton's at the
earliest possible moment. Jimmy Silver
and Newcome and Lovell remained in
charge of the two footpads, and they
started them along the footpath
towards Coombe Lane.

As soon as Mr. CGreely and the
baronet were out of sight and hearing,
Smithy and Tadger stopped dead.

“Now you let a cove " said
Smithy savagely between teeth.
“You hear me? Let my 'ands loose
and let me go, or it will be the worse
for you, my young rips!"

“Get a move on!” sald Jimmy.

“I aint moving a step!™ snarled
Smithy,

Arthur Edward Lovell flourished the
lead pipe, of which he had taken
possession.

“Think again!" he suggested.

“You young ‘'ound!" sald Smithy,
eyeing him savagely.

“Are you going?”

“No!" snarled Smithy.

“If you don't stir your stumps, old
bean,” sald Lovell cheerfully, “I shall
help you—with a tap on the napper,
like that!”

R-HD'I"

“Yaroooh!"

:: anwn?“mnthnr—llke that——"

“Stop it!" yellad Smithy.
going, ain't I?"

And he went.

“I thought you'd change your mind,
old thing!"™ smiled Lovell. “Always
ready to help you If you change it
again.”

”Hﬂ-. hﬂ. hﬂ' ]

Smithy and Tadger tramped on
savagely, with the three Rookwood
juniors. The party came out into the
road and walked on towards the

LL Iim
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village, heading for the cottage of
Police-constable Boggs, which was the
substitute for a police-station in
Coombe. They were near the village
when they came on three Fifth
Formers of Rookwood—Hansom, Tal-
boys, and Lumsden. The trio stopped
to stare at the odd-looking party.

“Well, what the thump's this
game?” asked Hansom of the Fifth.
“Is this a Lower School lark or
what?"

“We've arrested these footpads,” sald
Arthur Edward Lovell loftily. “We're
taking them to the police-station.”

“Rot!"” said Hansom.

“Fact, old man,” smiled Jimmy
Silver. “They went for your pater in
the wood, and old Greely em! I
mean, Mr. Greely—came up and did
heroic stunts— old Berserker!
Of course, we to weigh In and deal
with the situation. 1 really hardly
know how Rookwood would get on at
all without the Classical Fourth.”

And the juniors chuckled.

“What rot!” said Talboys.

“1 say, though, my pater was com-
ing down to the school this afternoon,”
sald Hansom. “I've got to get in In
time to see him. Look here, Silver, If
you're pulling my leg—"

“Honest Injun!” said Jimmy. “ You'll
find your pater at Dr. Bolton's by this
time, and Greely is with him, with a
face like a Turkey carpet. Get on, you
chaps—we've got to deliver the goods.”

And the juniors marched their
prisoners on, leaving Hansom & Co.
staring alter them blankly,

Two scowling roughs, with their
hands tied, and three c Rook-
wood juniors in charge of them,

attracted considerable attention in the
village street. By the time the Co.
arrived at Mr. Boggs' residence, all the
rising generation of Coombe seemed to
be following them, and quite an army
arrived with them.

Mr. Boggs received them in great
astonishment.

“I've jest had a teclephone call from
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Dr. Bolton's,” he sald.
these the blokes?"

“These are the blokes!” answered
Jimmy Silver. “We hand them over to
you, Boggy. And remember that any-

you may say will be taken down
in writing and may be used in ¢vidence
against you."

And with that playful remark, the
captain of the Rookwood Fourth
handed over Smithy and Tadger into
the official charge of Mr. Boggs.

“My eje! Are

CHAPTER &.
Dismissed !

URACE GREELY, master of the
H Pifth, arrived at the gates of
Rookwood in the sunset.

He was feeling satisfled, in one way:
but considerably uiut. in other ways.
He had acted gallantly, and he had
won the gratitude of his old friend and
patron, Bir George Hansom. That was
satisfactory. But he had a nose like
& beetroot newly bolled, and two black
eyes, and dark bruises all over h.s face,
and a general feeling as if he had been
under a motor-lorry. These details were

not so satisfactory.

He had left the baronet at Dr.
Bolton's, 8ir George Hansom was fecl-
Ing the effects of Smith's blow severely,
and it had been arranged for him to
remain at the doctor's house for the
night. His son had arrived there, and
was remaining with the baronet till
lock-up at Rookwood.

Bir George’s grateful praises still
echoed In Mr. Greely's ears with a
very pleasant echo. But he wished, he
deeply wished, that he had not borne
AWAY S50 honourable scars from
the combat. scars were honouvrable,
there was no doubt about that, but
Horace Greely had been startled and
shocked by the sight of his face in the
g'l:mm!:r It could not be helped, h;:thh
aspect was most unbecoming for a
Form-master at Rookwood.

Many people had stared at him as he
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walked back to the school, and as he
came In, old Mack, the porter, nol only
stared, but almost fell down In his
astcnishment.

Mr. Greely frowned and walked on,
leaving old Mack rooted to the ground,
staring after him as if mesmerised.

As it was close on lock-up, a good
many Rookwooders were coming In,
and every one of them stared at Mr.
Greely. They were accustomed to Mr.
Greely’s blossoming nose by this time,
but his black eyes were new io them—
new and 3

Mr. Greely's face was crimson as he
marched across the quad to the Housc.

It was unfartunate—it really was un-
fortunate. Of course, the facts would
become known later. But Mr. Greely
could not stop and explain to the Rook-
wood fellows how he had come by
these honourable scars. That he had
been fighting was clear, and the Rook-
wooders who had never seen a Form-
master with blackencd eyes before,
simply gasped as they looked at him.
There were fellows who had aflected
to doubt the punchball story, by which
Horace Greely had accounted for the
former damaged state of his nose.
Now, really their doubts seemed to be
i;.:sﬂﬂed; It was clear that Mr. Greely
t.'hdl: a.?t n and it nnthubem

at afternoon, could
posed that he had been the

tes. He left a crowd of
a behind him as he
the House,

“Well, this is the limit!" said Morn-
ington of the Fourth.

“It's the giddy limit!” said Smythe
of the Shell. “There's the Head at his
window. Look at his chivvy!”

Dr. Chisholm was standing at his
study window, gazing pensively at the
rich nhtlglsﬂ. when Mr. Greely dawned
upon s

The Hl.!l;_l'ﬂ eruiﬂ fixed on Mr. grulh br:ﬁ

ace, 5 gaze teem
mfrﬂm there. His ‘b-l'l.'m" was like

thunder.
m M, m GX=_. .5
He Aad J 3 Mi’guﬁm

Sup-
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planation of a punch-ball accident. He
had bern huundpm accept it, but he had
been annoyed and shocked. What was
he to think now?

The man had been fighting this time.
That was indubitable. Fighting! And
A& Rookwood Form-master! No ex-
planation, no feeble story about a
punch-ball, could account for this
Olympian wrath gathered on the
Head's brow.

Mr. Greely tramped into the House.
Bulkeley of the Sixth met him at the
doorway and fairly jumped.

He tramped on, and almost tramped
over Snooks of the Second. Snooks,
catching a full view of Mr. Greely's
face, was so astounded that he stood
stockstill, his startled eyes glued on the
Fifth Form-master. Mr. Greely frowned
Eurtentn!.uly and boxed Snooks' ear as

e passed, and Snooks of the Second
yelped, and scudded away to spread the
news in the Second Form that old
Greely had just come home from a

prizefight.
Mr. Greely was going up the staircase
;hm Tupper, the page, hurried up to
tm.
“'Skuse me, sir! Dr. Chisholm
wishes to see you in his study, sir,
er!" gasped , Wwith a mes-

merised starc at Mr. Greely's startling | Your

features,

Mr. Greely round and started
for the Head's . He would have
wished to postpone the interview, but
he was bound to explain to the Head
sooner or later. Possibly he anticipated
receiving from the Fead some such
gratiflying remarks as he had received
from BSir George Hansom. He was
quite conscious t he had acted well,
that he had acted finely, that he had
received injuries In defence of the
parent of a Rookwood boy: that he had

done, and more than done, his duty as’

a Rookweod master. He was prepared
for sympathy and congratulation from
the headmaster as soon as he had ex-
plained the circumstances.

He cnicred the Head's study.
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A steely glance almost transfixed
him as he entered Dr. Chisholm
stood facing him, still, stony, steely.
Mr. Greely opened his lips, but an
ﬂﬂp!ﬂml;lm gesture from the Head

"Ei:l'.!"
“Your t state, sir, can only
be accounted for by the fact that you

have been engaged in a fight, a
mﬂmﬁuﬁmmm}ﬂ-

“Quite so, sir! "

1"‘-&

“On the spot!™ saild the Head

“8ir,” Mr. Greely spluttered, "I
refuse to resign! I refuse! 1 will
explain I protest! I—I—" He grew
incoherent.

“Then you are dismissed, sir,” said
the Head icily. “Not a word, eir!
There is no occasion for words, and I
decline to enter into a dbpute. You
lremdlﬂ:lﬂmd.l - Mr. Greely!™

i 'r' T, __H

“Have the kindness to leave my
[ study, Mr. Greely. You are no longer
a master at Rookwood!"”

Mr. Greely almost staggered to the
deor. At the door he turned like a
lion—ea very plump lion—at bay. His

‘indignation was too great,
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“8ir, I refuse to accept dismissal al
your hands! 1 resign, sir! I resign
my position here! 1 fling my resigna-
tion, sir, in your teeth—in your teeth,
sir!” bawled Mr. Greely.

And with that the Pifth Form-
master strode from the study, closing
the door alter him with a slam that
rang through Rookwood like a
cannon-shot.

CHAPTER 7.
Clympian!

HE startling news soon reached
the Fourth Form. Tubby Muffin
hed overheard Mr. Greely's

thunderous and defiant resignation of
his post, and being a prize retailer of
tittle-tattle, made the most of it

Jimmy B8ilver, ol course, knew how
Mr. Greely had bagged that prize nose
of his, and was not slow in tclling the
story of the thrilling happenirgs in
Coombz Wood that afternoon. The
story of Mr. Greely's herolsm, coupled
with that of his resignation—or dis-
missal—caused a buzz up and down
Rookwood. But nowhere did the boys
create such o sensation as in the Fifth
Form.

“ Dismissed !”

Hnansom of the Fifth uttered that
word dazedly.

Mr. Greely was dismissed.

The news was not to be doubted,
for it transpired that Mr, Greely had
been seen gathering his possessions,
with a view to packing, and he had let
drop certaln remarks which hinted at
an enr]iedcpnnurr. from Rookwood,
though had not gone into details.
Moreover, it was known that changes
were being made in the time-table, s0
far as the Fillh was concerned; Mr.
Grecly was not taking them in class
the icllowing day.

It was amazing and incredib'e, but
it was true. Mr. Greely was sacked,
and Hansom of the Fifth boiled with
indisnation. Sacked, as Morny of the
Fourth put it, for turning up at
Rookwood like a prizefighter in bad
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luck. Bul it was in delence of 1lan-
som’'s pater that Horace CGreely had
gathered up those damages and dis-
figurcments, and Hansom naturally
considered that he could not have
gathered them up in a better cause,
“It's cheek!” said Hansom hotly.

“Check?” repeated Talbo “Of
the Hesd, do you mean?” o
“Yes, that's what I mean. And I

tell you this, if Greely goes, I'll ask
my father to take me away from
Rookwood!” said Hansom, in great
wrath.

“Oh, draw it mild, old chap.”"

“Isnt it high-handed Injustice and
tyranny?” snorted Hansom. “The
Head must be off his rocker. He can't
know the facts. Why doesn't he ask
a man a plain question before booting
him—what?"

“He must know,” sald Lumsden.
“It's the talk of Rookwood.”

“Oh, you know the Head—like jolly
old mﬁﬂ' on the top of Olympus!"”
grun Hansom. "“He's waxy, and
nobody's dared to breathe a word to

him. He's cut them short if they have,
The fact is, he never well with
Greely—they've had ir differences

before.”

“Greely was always a bit too
pompous, 1 thought,"” agreed Lumsden.

“Oh, rats! Pompous or not, he
saved my father from having his head
caved in with a lead pipe!” hooted
Hansom. “If the Head knows he ought
to be jolly well ashamed of himself,
and 1 wouldn't mind telling him so—
:ﬂtﬁti_!.’ he doesnt know he's got to be

“Why hasn't Greely told him?”

“Hasn't had a chance, ps. Or
—or he might be too alfler being
jumped on.”

“Too jolly pompous, you mean'”

“No I don't!" roared Hansom.
“What I mean is that he played up
like a white man to help my father,
and I'm standing by him—and Il
punch any fellow’s head that calls him
names, s0 there!"
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"Easy Goes L old chap,” said
Lumsden soothingly. “Deon't rag with
your ald pals. Cabby. We're all stand-
ing by Greely—il there's anything we
can do. 1I'm sorry he's going——"

“He's not going!” s=said Hansom
savagely. “I'm jolly well going to se:
the Head and make jolly s ire that he
knows the facts!"”

“Cabby, old man——"

“oword Hansom stamped away
without wailing to hear the re-
mensirances of his chums.

Hr headed for the Classical Fourth
passage, and looked into the end
study, where Jimmy Silver & Co. were
at prep.

The Fistical Four jumped up at
sight of Hansom's red and excited
face in the study doorway. From
Hansom's looks supposed for a
moment that the captair of the Fifth
wag on the warpath. They had had
many little troubles with Hansom.
Arthur Edward Lovell picked up a
rilfcr and Raby anncxed a big Latin
dictionary.

“"Don't be young asses!" snapped
Hanzom. *“I haven't come here for
n row. I want you to come with me,
Jimmy Silver.”

“Taking me to the pictures, old
=coul?” inguired Jimmy innocently.

“Don't be an ass! I'm going to
the Head, and 1 want you to come,”
snorted  Hansom. “He's sacked
Greely—Mr. Greely, my Form master

and he can't know how old Grecly
-how Mr. Greely got his chivvy
basherd. As you were a witness, I want
vou o come with me and tell him.

"

e o 4
Jdimimy Silver whistled.
“Keep clear,” sald Newcomc sagely.
“0Oh, I'll chance t!"” said Jimmy.
“After all, even the Head can't eatl
me. I'm ready, Hansom, if you like.”

“That's right,” assented Hansom.
“"Come on. He's bound to listen. And
altcr all, he's not a bad sort—he's
bound to do Greely justice when he
knows the facts.”
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Tne PFourth-Former walked away
with the captain of the Fifth on
terms ol unusual amity. The fact.
was, Hansom's concern for his Form-
master did him credit. Perhaps his
allection and concern for his father

led Hansom to exaggerate Mr. Gn:lrl
merits a little. Still, the affection for
one’s father was a very creditable
thing, and naturally made a [fellow
think all the more of Hansom for it
Undoubtedly, Horace Greely had per-
formed a signal service for Sir George
Hansom, and it was very decent of
Hansom of the Fifth to feel it as he did.

They arrived at the door of the
Head’s study, and there Jimmy Silver
hesitated a little. He respec the
Head, but his respect was greatly
mingled with awe. Few Rookwood
fcllows liked facing the calm, lofty
gaze of Dr. Chisholm, which grew so
steely and unnerving when he was
angry. Bu. Edward Hansom did not
hesitate. He knocked quite sharply
on the door.

Wi EDHUE m!"

Dr. Chisholm cyed the senior and
junior as they enicred his study. He
frowned.

“What is it?" hc asked, in a deep
voice.

“1l've come (o tell you about Mr.
Greely, sir,” said Hansom.

“I desire to hear nothing about
Mr. Greely, Hansom. You may leave
my study!” snapped the Head.

“1I'm bound to tell you, sir—"

“Silence! Mr. Greely leaves Rook-
wood, Hansom. Take care you do not
leave also. A little more impertinence,
and I shall have to consider whether
1 can allow wyou (o remain in the
school!™

“You don't know the facts, sir!™
exclaimed Hansom. “I've brought
Silver here to tell youu He :aw the
fight——"

“The what?' exclaimed the Head.

“The fight. Mr. Greely—"

“Is it possible, Silver, that yon
were a witness of the disgraceful



20

affray in which Mr. Greely was so
disgracefully disfigured?”

Yes, sir.,” said Jimmy. " But—"

The Head waved his hand.

“1 desire to hear
it. You should not have
junior here, Hansom.
suppose that I should desire to listen
e 8 vy et

“Bu % u :
*it happened "

“Bilence! You appear to have come
here, Silver, under the influence of this
Fifth Form boy, and I shall not, here-
fore, cane you. You will take two
hundred lines of Virgil. Now go!”

Jimmy Silver gave Hansom a hope-
less look and backed out of the :tudy.
In the Head's present mood ther: was
nothing doing—that was clear.

Hansom lingered.

“Look here, sir,” he blurted out,
“you don't understand how the matter
stands. I"m bound to tell you—m"

“ Another word, Hansom," sald the
Head icily, "and I shall expel you
from Rookwood!"

Hansom choked.

He followed Jimmy Sllver from the
stuiy and closed the door. In the
corridor, he stared at Jimmy.

“What do you think of that?* he
gasped.

“It's & bit thick," agreed the captain
of the Fourth. “The beak's a hitpnl a
giddy old autocrat. But it can't rest
here. I'm going to tell Mr. Dalton
nbout it—he will put in a word The
Head will listen to him."”

“Too jolly lofty to listen to anybody,
I fancy!™ Hansom. “But I can
jolly well tell him there will be trouble
\{ Greely has to go!l"

“Come on!" sald Jimmy.

Hansom nodded and they proceeded
together to the s of Mr. Ricnard
Dalton, the master of the Fourth. Mr.
Dalten listened to them with a very
thoughtful expression. As a matter of
fact, he had heard the whole story
already, and, respecting the headmuster
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as he did, he was distressed and grieved
by the old gentleman’s lofty obstinacy.
It was not the fAOrst time that that
siraln of obstinacy and Olympian
ness in the Head had had unfortunate
consequences at Rookwood School

truggle—
“In a disgraceful struggle, witnessed,

ﬂlm?? at least one junior boy

said the Head, with
bitter scorn. *Such conduct is unheard

JOuU.
With a curt nod the Head rustled
away down the corridor., Richard
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founded upon a misconception, was just
a trifle ludicrous. But there it was.
And all the Rookwood stafl, discussing
the matter in the Masiers’ Common-
room, agreed that they did not see what
was Lo be done,

CHAPTER &
Clorious Prospects!
e Y dear Greely!”
There was comfort in that
hearty, friendly greeting
E;’:th sorely-tried master of the Rookwood
El:'{'ieurge Hansom was sitting up in
bed, with a bandaged head, in his room
at Dr. Bolton's house.

The baronet was in no state to return

3 |

is a matter of no moment, however.
How are you feeling?

Sir George made a grimace.

“Rotten! I suppose your injuries
have caused a lot of comment at the
school! It's hard—very hard for you,
Greely!™

“I am dismissed from my post, sir,”
said Mr. Greely.

1|Eh?!l

“The Head has chosen to dismiss
me,” sald the Fifth Form-master.

10| “seeing me in this state he has jumped

to the conclusion that I have been—
I hardly care to say the words—that I
have been engaged in some disgraceful
affray unwunh;‘uf a man of my years
&nd position. ithout hearing a word
{from me he has dismissed me from my

talﬂndnnthlthilhhlndhuhldmu

accepted the hospitality of the village
doctor—that gentleman being only too
pleased to oblige the wealthy baronet,
who had lately purchased a large
property in the neighbcurhood.

Sir George lcoked a little pale and
worn. But he was evidently very glad
to see Mr. Greely.

“Don Pomposo” of Rookwood was
to 8ir George his old tutor, who had
been kind snd helpful in his Oxford
days, and whom he always remembered
with respect and gratitude. There was,
perhaps, a tincture of patronage in Sir
George's regard for his old tutor, but
that was only natural in a gentleman
of 8ir George's great wealth and posi-
tion. Between the baronct of thirty
thousand a year and the Form master
in a school there was a great gull
fixed—bridged, however, by Sir George's
kindness of heart and his esteem for
his old tutor. And indubitably Mr.
Greely had repaid his friendship that
day—his face was a mass of damagzes
received in defence of the wealthy
baronet.

“8it down, old fellew,” s=aid Sir
George. “I'm glad you've found time
to walk down and say good-night to
me! Peeling knocked up, what?”

“A little," sald Mr. Greely. *“That

“Upon my word!”

“1 do not judge him!" said Mr.
Greely, with softy magnanimity. *
am aware that black eyes and
features are out of place in a Form-
msaster at a Public school. Very much
s0! No doubt it would have been
escential for me to avoid the publie
gaze for a time. But—"

Sir George Hanzon: gave a sound like
a snort.

“Dismissed? ' he said.

“Dismissed!” said Mr. Greely.
“Rookwood, where I have spent the
best years of my lfe—"

His voice faltered.

“Dismissed!” roared B8ir George.
“It’s & shame'! It shan't happen! By
gad! I'll talk to him! Without ask-
ing what had happened! sir.
the man must be a fool!l Did he want
you to stand by while those footpads
h=at in my head with a gas-pipe? By
gad! Cive me that telephone!™

“My dear 8ir Cengo—"

“Give me that telephone!”

Sir George Hansoin was o somewhat
cholerlc and emphatic gentleman. He
was not accust unu'd to contradiction—
few of his assrciates had any desire to



contradict a gentleman of thirty thou-
sand a year. He streiched out an
angry hand for the tc 8ir
George was occupylng Dr. Bolton’s own
room, given up to the distinguished
guest, and the doctor's bedside tele-
phone was at hand. Mr. Greely passed
the instrument to him.

8ir George almost snorted into the
transmitter.

He was some little time in getting
through to Rookwood. Mr. Greely
would have spokcn, but the baronet
waved him to sllence. He was golng
to give Dr. Chisholm a piece of his
mind, and he did not want in
tions even from his valued old Irlmd
and tutar.

Hez was through at last, and Dr. Chis-
holm'’s voice came along the wires. Sir
George knew the voice. He hal met
Dr. Chisholm a good many times, and,
in point of fact, had not “ pulled " with
him any more than one autocratic
gentieman could be expected to pull
with another.
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“8irl Are you there? roared 8!t
George into the transmitter,
Sllence!

“Upon my word!"” gasped Sir George.

Mr Greely took the in-
strument from him and set it on the
table again

Doubtless the headmaster of Rook-
wood, quite as autocratic a gen
as Sir George himself—if not

“Dr. Chishoim! 8ir George Han- Sir George winced and rubbed his
som speaking! What is this I hear?|Déad His angry excitement was not
HruHMmd—m:lurmutumrﬂﬁu_Mfﬂrhhmﬂthim;mm
missed Rookwood! Is this a|his head
fact?” “Calm yourself, my dear Sir

“ Quite!" George,” said Mr. Grecly.

“1 test against this, Dr. Chis- “I am quite calm, Greely!” hooted
hnlm'Pm Bir George. “Did 1 not speak calmly

“Indeed” to Dr. Chisholm? Did I not address

The Head's voice was icy.

Possibly he desired 8ir George to un-
derstand that he was not to be hec-
tored even by a baronet of thirty
thousand a year,

“Yes, air, Indeed!"
George. "1 owe Mr. G
sonal gratitude!

hooted Bir
reely my per-
I have oblizations
to him that I can never repay! I in-
sist, sir, upon your hearing Mr. Greely
in his own defence before proceeding
with this act of Injustice—of absurdity
—ol—o0f—— Are you there, sir? I
repeatl, are you there?"

Dr. Chisholm was not there!
had cut off.

He

him with a patience that was a'most
humble, by gad? Humble, by Jove!
Greely, you have suffered this on my
account. You are made to suffer for
having acted with a courage and
gallantry that very few younger men
could cqual! Young men are not
what they were in our time, Greely.
But you shall not be the loser.”

Mr. Grecly made a gesture.

“Do not speak of that, Sir G-mr*ﬂ
Your friendship and sympathy

“You cannot live on friendship and
sympathy, my dear fellow! Listen to
me!"” sald Bir George Iimpressively.
“You know I came down here to see a
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property 1 have lately purchased—old
Coombe Manor House, between this
village and Rookwood. Do you know
what struck me, Greely, when looking
over that property a few days ago?
It struck me how excellently it would
serve the purpose of a school—like
Stowe, you know! That thought
came into my mind as a proposition.
Now, sir, I am not only thinking of it,
but I have determined on it.”

“A—a—a school!” repeated Mr.
Greely.

“A school that will rival Rookwood
—or Eton and Harrow for that
matter!” said Sir George. " A school
of which my old friend, Horace Greely,
will be the headmaster.”

“What-a-at?"

“Of which my son will be the first
pupill”

“8Bir George!”

“Not a word! It is settled! As soon

as I am up and about we will go into
the matter together. Details can be
arranged with ease. As a business
proposition, 1 belleve it will pay.
Whether it pays or not I do not care
a single button.”

“Oh!" gasped Mr. Greely.
His black eyes gleamea.

Mr. Greely fancied himself in the
role of headmaster. He had always
had a secret conviction that he was
better fitted for that high post than
Dr. Chisholm! He had never doubted
that the governors of Rookwood School
had shown a strange want of judgment
in appointing Henry Chisholm, when
they might have secured the services of
Horace Greely.

Headmaster of Manor House School
—another Stowe, in fact—a new
Public school with new and improved
traditions!

“Qh, Sir George!” gasped Mr. Greely.

He had not expected anything of
the kind. He had not dreamed of it.
At the most he had hoped that Sir
George's powerful recommendation

3

would help to secure him another post
as Form-master. He was overwhelmed.

An hour later Mr, Greely walked back
grﬁmtwmduuhewerewﬂﬂngm
ﬂeadmuter!

The word rang pleasantly in his ears
as he walked He no longer felt
the throbbing in his damaged eyes—
the twinges in his swollen nose! Even
towards Dr. Chisholm he was no longer
angry. Headmaster! He could have
thanked Dr. Chisholm from the bottom
of his heart now! Headmaster!

Mr. Greely dreamed pleasant dreams
that night.

CHAPTER A
Straight from the Shoulder!

» ILVER!"
S “Yes, sir!” murmured Jimmy,
It was the following morning.
and Dr. Chisholm, looking out of the
doorway after breakfast called to the
captain of the Fourth, who was in
the quad. Jimmy approached him
with some misgivings, wondering
whether he was to be asked for his
lines.

“gilver, your Form-master, Mr.
Dalton, made me acquainted with
certain facts this morning,” said the
Head quietly. "I desire to hear from
you a description of what occurred
yesterday afternoon in Coombe Wood.”

“Oh!" ejaculated Jimmy,

“Kindly tell me what you saw—and
be brief!”

Jimmy understood.

Richard Dalton had evidently found
& propitious moment, and had made
the Head aware of the true circum-
stances of Mr. Greely's case, The Head
was undoubtedly autocratic and quick
to anger, but he was a gentleman; he
was anxious to commit no injustice.
Obviously, he wanted an account from
an eye-witness before speaking to Mr.
Greely.
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Jimmy Bilver was glad enough that
the matter was to end so satis-
factorily. He proceeded to give his
account of the struggle in Coombe
Wocd, not omitting to give Mr, Greely
Tull credit for the courage he un-
doubtedly had displayed.

“1 was not aware of this,” said the
Head. "“Thank you, Silver!"

He dismissed the junior with a
gesture. .

The majestic old gentleman stood
in thought, looking out Into the sunny
guad. He had been hasty, and he had
been unjust. He realised it now—he
knew all the school must have realised
it long sinece.

But he knew what he ought to do,
and he intended to do it. And he was
glad to see Mr. Greely come along to
the doorway, with a bag in his hand.
Mr. Greely was golng—but the Head
was there to stop him. _

[ L{I. Gm]?!'l

“8ir"

"I have to express my regret, Mr.
Greely," said the Head, in his most
stately manner.

‘“"Indeed, sir!"” said Mr. Greely.

“l am now aware of the circum-
stances under which you received your
injuries, Mr. Greely. So far from
blaming you, it is my duly to commend
you."”
“Indeed!” repcated Mr. Greely, with
@ tone of sarcasm.

“Yes, sir,” said the Head. *“1 ex-
press my regret—and I, of course, re-
scind your dismissal, Mr. Greely, 1
hope, sir,” added the Head, with stately
courtesy—"1 hope that you will forget
this unhappy incident, and continue to
give Rookwood the benefit of your very
valuable services."

It was the amende honorable: it was
an immense concession from s0
Olympian a gentleman as the Head of
Roolkwood,

But it vas in vain.

Other and brighler prospects had
opened before Horace Greely. A Form-
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mastership al Rookwood was no longer
a great thing In his eyes.

Already he felt himself a head-
master—the equal of the majestic
gentleman who was now offering to re-
instate him as a Form-master! Form-
masiler! The position seemed very
small fry to Mr. Greely just now!

He smlled, with sarcasm.

“You are very kind, sir,” he said.

“My intention is to be just, Mr.
Greely,” sald the Head, with unusual
mildness,

“I repeat, sir, that you are very kind.
But I am bound to remark that I am
not in need of kindness on your part.”

um' GI'EE].Y!"

“I have other views, sir!" said Mr.
Greely grandly, and he raised his roll-
ing voice a little, to give several Rook-
wood fellows the benefit of hearing him.
“I have other views, sir! 1f you have
repented, sir, of your inconsiderate
haste and Injustice, I am glad of it!
I repeat that I am glad of it! But I
have other views, sir, and I regret—
I very much regret, sir—that I am un-
able to remain a member of your staff,
Dr. Chisholm.”

And Mr, Greely rolled grandly on—
having the unspeakable satisfaction of
leaving Dr. Chisholm, the Head of
Rookwood, standing rooted to the
ground, with a crimson face, absolutely
dumbfounded !

—

CHAPTER 10.
Somathing Like a Send-0ff!

URRAH!"
“Good old Greely!™
'.H-I-P'hi Ill
It was a roar in the old quadrangle
at Rookwood.

Dr. Chisholm started.

He stood in the big doorway of the
House. looking out into the sunny
quadrangle.

In the distance the portly flgure of
Mr. Greely was to be seen rolling along
the gravel path to the gates.

'

Mr. Greely, no longer master of
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Fifth Form at! Rookwood, was taking
his departure, shaking the dust of
Rookwood from his fect, 50 Lo speak.
His brow was lofty, his stride ecven
more majestic than usual as he went.
There was, as the poet has described it.
“pride in his port, defiance in his eye!™
And round Mr. Grecly, as he headed,
slow and stately, for the school gates,
zathered a crowd of Fifth Form fellows.

There were a dozen al least, headed
by Hansom of the Fifth, and right
under the eyes of Dr. Chisholm,
staring from the House, they cheered
the dismissed Form-master.

“Hurrah!"

“Three cheers for Mr. Greely!”
roared Hansom.

* Hip-hip-hurrah!"

The Fifth did not care if the Head
neard them. Rather, they wanted the
Head to hear them.

They wanted Dr. Chisholm to know
what they thought of his dismissal of
their Form-master.

From thalt enthusiastic roar the
Head undoubtedly lcarned what they
thought, and the knowledge did not
seem to please him. His brow grew
dark and darker as he stared at the
procession golng down to the gates.
Mr. Greely, dismissed but undaunted,
cscorted by the cheering Fifth

Dr. Chisholm made a step forward
as If to descend into il:e quadrangle
and interfere personally to put an end
to this unusual scene. But he checked
himself and glanced round at a group
of Fourth Form juniors who were
standing near the House steps.

“Silver!”

“TEE. -5er|!'

“Go and tell Hansom of the Fifth
Form to come to me at once!"

“Ye-ps, sir,” sald Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy hesitated, with a dubious
glance at his comrades—Iovell and
Raby and Newcome. As a matter of
absolute fact, the sympathics of the
Fourth Form quariette were rather
with Horace Greely. Indeed, they had
felt rather disposed to join the Fifth
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in cheerine him. Still, he was not their
Form-mazier, 50 they let Hansom &
Co. have the dizmissed gentleman to
themselves.

‘Thr Head’'s meszags to Hansom of the
Fiflth meant that there waz trouble in
swore for that youth, the ringleader In
iz enthusiastic send-off. 8o Jimmy
hesitated.

Dr. Chisholm fixed his eyes on the
junior. It really was not safe to hesi-
tat: when ihe headmaster of Rookwood
gave a comnand.

“ Bilver, do you hear me?"

“Oh, yes, sir!™

There was no help for it  Jimmy
Silver started at a trot for the crowd
of Fifth Formers who converged round
their Forin-master on his slow and
stately way to the gates.

“Hansom!™ called out Jimmy.

e was not hecded.

Mr, Greely, near the school gates, had
paused. and was looking round on the
cheering Fifth.

There was emotion in Mr, Greely's
plump face.

The hearty demonstrdtion from his
Form movad him, touching him deeply.
He had never dreamed that he was so
popuiar in the Fifth.

He saw himself the hero and the idol
of his Form, and he was deeply moved.
He could not go without saying a few
words.

"My boys.”

“Hurrah!"

" Go it. sir. L

“My boys. I am touched to the heart
—-deeply touched. I feel that you will
miss me when I am gone,”

“ Hear, hear!”

“We're sorry we're losin' you, sir!”
exclaimad Talboys.

“It's a shame, sir!"” sald Lumsden.

“Shame!” roared Hansom, loud
enough for the headmaster to hear
across the quad.

“Hansom!"” called out Jimmy agaln,
wedged in the crowd of big seniors.

“Shut up, you cheeky fag!”

“Kick Lhe {az, somebody! "™

“Go it, sir! Soeech! Hear, hear!”
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“"Boys, I am going,"” said Mr. Greely.
“Dr. Chisholm has been pleased to
Q%u" me from my post in this

“Shame!”

“I make no complaint, I make no
comment!” said Mr. Greely, with
dignity. “In justice to Dr. Chizholm
I must tell you that he has offered this
;nﬂreg-ing to reinstate me. I have re-
used.”

“0Oh!" ejaculated Hansom.

"1 am bound to place my perscnal
dignity even before my desire to serve
Rookwood and to remain with the boys
who are so attached to me,” said Mr.
Greely. “Iam goilng. But I am not
going far.”

[T] ml?tl

“1 remain,” said Mr. Greely, “at
Coombe. Shortly, by the munifitence
of 8ir George Hansom, a new school
will be weﬂ in the vicinity—Manor

I shall be the head-

master.
(L Dhl ]
Thls was startling news to the fifth.
"My boys who desire to keep in 1*u::-wf:h
with me will, therefore, be able to do
50, said Mr, Greely. "I trust that
some of them, at least, will be sent to
me by their parents.”

“*Hear, hear!"

"I shall hope so0,” sald Mr. Greely.
“I shall trust s0. And now, {farewell!
From the bottom of my heart I thank
you, my boys, for this testimony of your
high, your flattering opinion of me! I
shall not forget you. I am sure you
will not forget me. Farewelll”

Mr. Greely rolled majestically cut of
the gates, raising his hat to the Fifth,
who waved their hats and cheered
vociferously as he went.

Jimmy Silver caught Hansom by the
arm.

“Hansom, the Head's sent me——"

“Blow the Head!"

" He wants you.”

“Let him want!"”

Edward Hansom, captain of the Fifth,
was evidently in a reckless and rather
rebellious mood.

*h
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“Well, I've told you,” sald Jimmy.

“Go and eat coke!”

Jimmy Silver scudded off.

“Line up, you fellows!" shouted Han-
som. "Once more!"™

The Fifth crammed into the wide, old
gateway, and sent a thunderous cheer
rolling after Mr. Greely down the road.
The Fifth Form-master glanced back,
and raised his hat again, and the Fifth
cheered once more. Leaving them at
it, Jimmy Silver returned to the House.

Like a bronze image, the Head stood
on the top step. He had not stirred,
but the glinting of his eyes under his -
contracted brows showed how intense
was his anger.

“Bilver!™

“Yes, sir!” murmured Jimmy.

“You gave Hansom my message?”

“Yes, sir. He’s coming,” said Jimmy
plomatically 2

Certainly Jimmy had no intention of
reporting Hansom's reply to the head-
Eimﬁ ; Moreover, it was fairly cer- tu

n that Hansom was coming, in spi
of u1:.1:. reckless and rebellious words.

Very good!"” said the Head, com-«
preuin: his um.
Jimmy Silver

And he waited grimly.
what was
Hansom

di

& Co. walted, too, wondering
mmhmmm
when he cam

CHAPTER 11.
Hansom Asks Feor [t!

T'S simply rotten!" sald Hansom.
l Qulte the limit!|" agreed Tal-

Tm thick altogether!™ said Lums-

Andthm‘wu;murmurnflmnt
from the other Fifth Form fellows.

Mr. Greely was gone.
Rookwood School was to know

more the portly form, Hmmljut..'r.u
mlythE deep, fruity voice of Horace
In other circumstances the Fifth
would not perhaps, have missed him
very much. But in the t cir«
cumstances they felt especi
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ally Hansom. Mr, Greely was a hero
—perhaps only a temporary hero—in
the eyes of the Pifth. At the height
of his popularity the Head had dis-
missed him. ‘True, it seemed that he
had offered to rescind the dismissal,
and that it was Mr. Greely who had re-
fused to compromize. Nevertheless,
the Head had been hasty, high-handed
—in fact, tyrannical—in the opinion of
Hansom & Co. Their Porm-master was
bereft from them just when—for the
first time in his history—they were
thinking highly of him. It was rotten:
it was too thick; it was the limit!

Hansom was emphatic that it was so.
And most of the Fifth agreed with Han-
50m. In his resentment and wrath,
Hansom had almest forgotten that the
headmaster had sent him a message.
Talboys reminded him, After all, the
Head was the Head, and had to be re-
garded by the most resentful fellow.

“The Beak’s wantin’ you, you know,”
remarked Talboys.

“Blow the Beak!" zaid Hansom.

" Better go, old chap.”

“Oh, I go!" said Hansom, In the
tone of a fellow making a generous con-
céssion.

And he went.

Most of the Fifth followed him. Han-
som of the PFifth started with an in-
dependent stride, his chin well up, with
the idea of showing the headmaster of
Rookwood that he, Edward Hansom,
was not to be frightened by a frown,
like some fag of the Third or Second.
But as he came within the radius of
Dr. Chisholm's icy glance, Hansom's
manner became more subdued and re-
spectful, almost unconscicusly. By
the time he stood before the Head he
was quite meek,

“¥You sent me a message, sir?”

"Yes, Hansom  Why did you not
come at once?” snapped the Head.

"1 was sceing Mr. Greely off, sir”

“Is that a reason for delaying when
I have sent for you, Hansom?"

The Fifth-Former did not answer.,

He was still feeling rebellious and
exasperated; but undoubtedly there

1]

was something very subduing in the
Head's cold, stern glance. Somehow,
it was exceedingly difficult to “back up *
against those icy eyes.

“You have been taking part In an
absurd scene, Hansom," Dr. Chis-
holm. “Indeed, almost a riot.”

“We think a lot of Mr. Greely, sir,”
sald Hansom sulkily.

L Inﬂ'EEd!”

“Mr. Greely got damaged sir, in help-
Ing my father., My father——"

"I have no intention of discussing
that, Hansom. You will be detained
on Saturday afternoon, as a punish-
ment for your lack of respect. If there
is any recurrence of this disorderly con-
duct I shall punish you more severely.”

Edward Hansom breathed hard.

“What disorderly conduct, sir?” he
biurted out.

With the eyes of the Fifth, and of a
crowd of juniors, upon him, Hansom
felt that he was bound to speak up for
himself. After all why should he be
called over the coals like this.

The IHead was tumning away.
turned back.

" What did you say, Hansom?"

"I don't see that I've done anything,
sir," said Hansom sturdily. “We think
a lot of Mr. Greely, and we're sorry he's
gone."

“Hansom!"

“We think he oughtn't have gone,
sir," said Hansom, growing bolder. “In
fact, we thi 4

“Silence!" sald the Head in a deep
volce. “Lovell!” He tumed to the
groun of juniors. “Lovell, fetch the
cane from the desk in my study!™

“Oh!” murmured Lovell,

“At once!” snapped the Head.

Arthur Edward Lovell went into thes
House.

Hansom fairly trembled with Indig-
nation. He was to be caned—there, in
open quad, before all the fellows, in the
sight of all Rookweod! He, Edward
Hansom, captain of the Fifth] And
the Fifth never were caned, excepting
in very exceptional circumstances in-
deed. The Head might as well have

He
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thought of caning a prefect of the Sixth
Form—in Hansom's opinion.

There was a breathless hush.

More and more Rookwood fellows
were gathering round. They looted on
in silence, at Hansom's crimson, augry
face, and the Head's cold, Impassive
visage. Albert Edward Lovell came
back with the cane.

" Hansoin, you have been impertinent,

angn:[ shall cane you!" said Dr. Chis-
holm.
“8ir!" gasped Hensom.

* Hold out your hand!"

Hanson panted with wrath,

To be told to “bend over ™ under the
eyes of such a crowd would have been
humiliating; but to be told to hold out
his hand, like a fag, was even worse.

He stood with his hands at his sides,
breathing hard, and his look showed
that he was thinking of refusing to
obey. Many of the fellows iocked
anxious. Hansom might think of dis-
obedience; but, in reality, disobedience
was impossible. A disobedient junior
would be flogged; a disobedient senior
would be expelled. Rebellion meant
being * bunked " from Rookwood.

“You hear me, Hansom?"

Tmlr Edward Hansom's hand came
ou :

Swish !

“Let that be a warning to you, Han-
som!" said the Head.

And he tucked the ecane und-r his
arm, and walked into the House!

A murmur broke out as soon as he
was gone, Hansom of the Pifth stood
crimson and furious.

“Rotten!™

“Cheek!"

“"We're not standing this, you {fel-
lows!" eaid Talbovs, in rather & sub-
dued voice, lest the Head should still
be within hearing.

“Canin’ the Fifth, by Jove!”™ said
Lucas, "What's Rookwood comiug to,
;'ﬂ like to know. Canin’ the Piftn like
m!"

“Well, Hansom really asked for it
you know,” said Lovell of the Fourth.

Really, it would have becen more
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judicious for a Fourth Form fellow to
make no remark at all at that tense
moment. But Arthur Edward Laovell
never hesitated to make his opinion
known. Doubtless he regarded it as
worth knowing.

“8Shut up, you ch fag!" snapped
Lumsden. "

“Kick that fag, somebody,” said Han-

s0m.

Two or three of the Fifth obliged.
There was a roar from Arthur Edward
Lovell.

“Yaroooh! You cheeky rotters!
Wow! My opinion is that the Head
jolly well ought to cane the lot of you!
Whoop! Leggo my ear, Hansom, you

cad!"™
letting go Lovell's ear,
Hansom pulled it hard  After his
caning from the Head, he seemed to find
solace in [t
“IN hack

“"Leggo!"” roared Lovell,
your shins!"™

There was a yell from Hansom as
Lovell hacked.

He released Arthur Edward's ear, and
then he jumped at Arthur Edward.
Jimmy and Raby and Newcome
promptly rushed to their comrade's
help, and three or four of the Fifth
collared them at once.

“Back up, the PFourth!”
Jimmy Silver,

“Rescue!"

Mornington of the Fourth rushed into
the fray, followed by Erroll and Conroy
and Oswald and Putty, and three or
four other fellows. There was quite a
battle round the House steps.

Mr. Dalton, master of the Fourth,
came striding ont.

“Cease this at once!” he thundered.
“Do you hear me? Stop this disturb-
ance instantly.”

“Go and eat coke!" roared Hansom.
Hansom, caned and with his shins
hacked, and his nose punched by a
Fourth Form fist, was in a wildly wrath-
ful mood, and not disposed to obey a
junior Form-master.

“What?" exclaimed Mr, Dalton,

roared
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wildcred, hardly reaisted as he was
rolled and hustled to the door and
pitched into the corridor.

"Outside!"” roared Talboys.

“Dribble him back to the Sixth!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

“Kick him out!"

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Carthew. He
picked himself up amid a forest of boots
and fled for his life.

With a rush and a roar the Fifth fol-

31

i.nHE rushed in, breathless and pant-
£.

The Fifth Formers had chased him to
within a dozen yards of the door, and
Carthew's Impression was that they
were still &t his heels,

The Sixth stared. The Head stared
G:rthnwltnppod,pmnpin:mhruﬂl.
and stared round to the doorway.
was not crammed with vengeful ]"m.h-
Formers as he had expected. The Fifth

lowed him down the corridor. Only | were

Hansom got near enough for another
kick; Carthew was putting on a really
wonderful speed.

He headed for the Sixth Form Room
as fast as his legs could go.

Hansom & Co. did not “dribble " him
as far as that apartment. The Head
was there with the Sixth, and prudence
restrained them. They crowded back
to the Fifth Form Room, excited and
hilarious.

“That much for Carthew!" sald Han-
som.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 fancy the Sixth won't be keen on
takin' us!" grinned Lumsden. “u
Bulkeley comes next, we'll serve Bulke-
ley the same.”

i HEI.I‘, hmpu

“But the Head!"” murmured Job-
BOTL

*Oh, shut up, Jobson! Who's afraid
of the Head?'

Nobody In the Fifth was afraid of the
Head for the moment. They were re-
bellious, reckless, and defiant. And
their rebelliousness, recklessness, and
deflance were likely to last until the
precise moment when the Head should

appear in the doorway of the Fifth
Form Room.

CHAPTER 13.
A Fight with the Fitth!

ORACE from Dr. Chis-
holm's han
The Sixth had settled down to
Q. Horatius Flaccus, when the door was
hurled open and Carthew rushed in,

o) wmtdnu this mean, Carthew?” ex-

claimed the head angrily, "“You have
interrupted me, sir!”

“Oh!" gasped Carthew.

“Why have you come here? Why do

you rush into the room in this unman-

nerly way? Explain yourself, sir!”
thumﬂ.-d the Hm:l.

'I"her-thu
“Th l"lnl;lllu I!-Epﬁ:'?ﬂum Th
e s ew. “They

—they've turned me out!”

“Turned you out!™ ted the
Head. -

“Yes!™” panted Carthew.
they've pltched me out of the Form-
room! 'Iher—l.her refuse to be taken
by me! Th —"  He broke
off, for

The Head's brow was like thunder.
Most of the 8ixth were

interruption annoyed
trmﬂr.bulitdidmtmm
the Sixth Form. Possibly the ;

Carthew more entertaining

Horatius Flaccus.
CInIheIlﬂamrﬂﬂT"ﬂﬂﬂm:d
Chisholm.

invested you with
authority over the Fifth Form to-day!”
exclaimed the Head. " Doubtless you
did not make that clear i> them!"”



“I—1—"

“Return to the Fifth Form Room at
nm‘! il

“Eh!"

e T £
you, you are
that any rebelliousness will be pumished
severely by me personally!”

“But, sir—" gasped Carthew.

) ed,m cannot make re-
E&ct t;n a prefect, . 1 shall

ve consider very
whether to allow you to retain m
in the schoal.”

“But, sir—" stuttered the hapless
. waved his hand im-

Dr. Chisholm glanced round again

“Are you not gone, Carthew?"

“Oh, I-I-1'm going, sir!” groaned
Carthew

And he went.
Chisholm prom forgo’
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Hansom chuckled.

“Well, come In and take control,” he

said; "we're walting.”
“Waltin' and ready!" chuckled Tal-

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Carthew made a step Into the Form-
room. The Fifth waited for him, grin-
ning gleefully. It was only too clear
that if Carthew ventured into their
hands his last state would be worse than
his first, and he Yet it was
impossible to return to the Bixth rurm
Room and face the stern glance of
headmaster with another tale ar
Carthew felt rather flattered wh
Head had picked him out thﬂmm'ninl
to take the Fifth. It was really a com-

nt. Now he felt that he could
ave dispensed with the compliment
gladly.
“Aren't you comin' In, old bean?"
cooed Hansom.

the
Woe.
n the

“"Look here!” mumbled Carthew
helplessly.

“If you're not coming in, we'll come
out to ." sald the captain of the
Fifth, chuckling. “Come on, you fel-
lows!"™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Hansom led the rush.

Carthew skl backwards into the
corridor, that he had not ven-

tured farther in, in spite of the Head's
strict orders.

“Collar him!"

“After him!"

Carthew fled along the ocorridor.
What the Head expected of him In
such clrcumstances he could not
guess. He ran hard, with hilarious

Fifth whoopilng at his heels Glldl!
Carthew would have tﬂ

study :ndlo:kedh.lmu but

had no time. l;gﬂ
spurt, reached him before
@ dozen steps and grasped him by
shoulder.

"Ow!"” gasped Carthew.

He wrenched himself loose, tore o
the nearest door, and rushed Into
Fourth Form Room.

EEEE?

pen
the

There was a yell of surprise from
the Fourth, a startled exclamation from
Mr. Dalton.

“Carthew!™

“What——""

“Great Beott!”™

'Eﬂ:t. my hat!” yelled Lovell.

“Bilence!" exclaimed Mr. Dalton.
“Carthew, what—— Upon my word!
Bh.nmrlm:ll This—this—*

“Eﬂp them off!" he yelled.
“Come out of thlt!" roared Han-

“Oh, gad! This is

claimed Momnington of the

"Hl,hl,h‘["

All the Fourth were on their feet

now in a burz of excitement They
been doing English h.'l.ltm'r: but

vanished from minds

E

"Huul:m. exclaimed Mr. Dtl'lnn.
angry and amazed. "I understood that
you were In charge of the Fifth this
What does this disturbance

“Pretty plain he's come here!™
mln'mmudﬂ e

- after me, sir!™
Carthew. “They've been rag-
ging me! I—-I-J—"
“WIll you come out?” roared
Hansom.

ton in a volce ni’ thunder. *Leave im-
mediately! "™
But the Fifth were quite out of hand



cowering behind Mr. Dalton's desk. His
excited comrades followed him. Mr.
Dalton strode in the way, and, 10 his
amazement and wrath, was
aside by three or four big Fifth
fellows,

English history.
to stand up In defence of
master, actually hustled by Fifth Porm
fellows. At all events, they declded
that they were so bound, though Mr.
Dalton probably would have held a
different opinion.

“Come on, you fellows!"” roered
Lovell.

“Plle in!"

“Hurrah!"

“Boys,” shrieked Mr. Dalion, “leep
your seats! Kcep your places! I com-
mand you! Bless my soul! I ccm-
mand—" His voice was lost in the

terrific hubbub.

Carthcw was alreacdy struggling in
Hansom's grasp. Mr, Dalton grasped
Hansom to force him to relerse his
hold, and some of the Fifth shoved at
Mr. Dalton to make him release Han-
som. And then came the rush of the
Form, ncarly every fellow In the Form
piling in. '

“Down with the PFifth!"

“Keep off, you fags!"™

“Kick them out!” shouted Raby.

“Hurrah!"

It was a terrific scrap. Size and
weight were on the side of the Fifth,

but the ourth had the advantage of | P2

numbers. Morcover, many of the
juniers had caught up books and ink-

ts, which they used freely In the
ay. In the midst of the wild and
whirling combat Carthew of the Sixth
dodgad out of the room and fled. He
did not ice to the Sixth Form Room,
hcwever; he ran for his own study and
lockcd himeelf in. HIs escipe was
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hardly noticed in the wild excitement
that reigned in the Pourth Porm Room.

“Down with the Filth|"

“Kick them out!”

“Order!™ roarcd Mr. Dalton, almost
beside himself with wrath and dismay.

“ Boys, cease Lhis instantly! I com-
mand youl"
Words were futile. The excitement

was too great. Mr. Dalton proceeded
to drastic action.

He clutched up the cane from his
desk, “:uh':ﬂ out mu.niill sides, E;
stowing a tions

ber g equally upon

There was a sudden shout from
Tubby Muffin,

“Here comes the Head!"™

"“Oh, my hat!"” exclalmed Hansom,

“Hook it!"
room. haps y enough,
anyhow. Certainly they did not seem to
want to walt for the Head's arrival
With a rush they fled for their own
Form-room, leaving the Fourth vic-
torious, and the room in a state of wild
disordvr. And in that state it met the

sterm gaze of Dr., Chisholm as he
arrived.

CHAPTER W,
Desper.te Measures!

R. CHISHOLM stared Into the

TIourth Form Room.

The rcbellious Pifth had
escaped just In time. In thelr own
mmﬁ? wild uﬂmm
among the Pifth—ming
founded apprehension now
knew that the Head was
th. In the Fourth
mob of excited and dusty
less junlors met the gaze
censed headmaster,

“Mr. Dallon "—the Head's
deep and stern—" what does this m
What is this riot? I have been
turbed—actually disturbed—in
Sixth Form Room! ‘What does this
rict in your Form-room mean?”
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“The blame is not mine, sir,” said
Mr. Dalton quietly.

“This is not the state In which I
expect to find a Rookwood Form-room,
sir!” rapped out the Head.

“This Form-room has been invaded
by the PFifth, apparently in chase of
the prefect you placed in charge of
them,” answered Mr. Dalton.

“What—what! Where is Carthew?"

“He is gone!”

“Bless my soul! Do you seriously
tell me, Mr. Dalton, that the Pifth
Form boys have chased—actually
chased—Carthew?"

“ Certainly !

“That is no reason why your Form-
room should be in this state, Mr.
Dalton.” The Head glanced round the
room, litlered with books and inkpots.
“Boys, go to your desks!”

The Fourth Formers went back to
their places like lambs.

“Mr. Dalton, I am surprised—I am

“You need say nothing, sir. I am
surprised, very much surprised! Even
if the Fifth Form have forgotten all
sense of decorum in the absence of a
Form-master, that is no reason why
your Form-room should be turned into
a bear-garden! You boys appear to
have been engaged in a rough-and-
tumble struggle. I repeat that I am
very much surprised.”

*8ir, I—"

“Enough, Mr. Dalton! I leave It to
you to correct your Form. With the
Fifth I shall deal personally!"

And the Head sailed majestically

away.
Mr. Dalton looked at his Form. They
looked at him, If they expected
Richard Dalton to be grateful for the
manful assistance they had rendered
him, the Fourth were doomed to dis-
appointment.
“Silver, Lovell, Mornington, stand
out before the class!™ said Mr. Dalton
“You are the ringleaders in this riot.

I shall cane you. Every In the
Fq_rgthrl'll take two hundred lines!”

“We t we ought to back you
up, sir,” sald Mornington.

“We think, sir—" began Arthur
Edward Lovell.

“ Bend over that chalr, Lovell "

Swish, swish, swish!

“Now, Silver——"

“Yes, sir!" said Jimmy Sllver re-
signedly.

Swish, swish, swish!

“We will now resume,” sald Mr.
Dalton.

order of the day. Most of the Fourth
were wishing, by that time, that they
had not been quite so prompt to back
up their Form-master. Really, Dicky
Dalton seemed rather ungrateful for
the loyal assistance so0 promptly ren-

Meanwhile, the Head was sweeping
along the corridor to the PFifth Form

Lumsden of the Fifth, peering
of the , saw him coming, and
turned a look on his
comrades.

“It's the Head!"™ he sald.

“We're for it!" murmured Lucas.



would be followed by the personas Inter-
vention of the ter had been as
certain as anything could well te; but
Hansom evidently did not know wow to
deal with the situation now that it had
taken the inevitable tum. :

A rustle was heard outside; the
rustle of the Head's gown as he came.
Hlmuml made a jump to the door.

Slam

The Fifth Form door closed almost
on the nose of the headmaster, A
second more, and the key turned In
the lock.

Hansom stood breathing hard. He
had locked out the Head—and the in-
evitable was at least postponed.

“0Oh, my hat!"” murmured Talboys.
i I—I Hj'—""

The knob turned.

The door did not openn. The handle
was shaken, and then shaken again im-
patiently.

The PFifth Pormers stood wnu:hﬁ
the door as if fascinated. The H
was outside—locked out! Hensom,
ﬂﬂ;m&d luhn he had done, stood

t, dismay

Shake, shake!

“Bless my soul! The door Is
mm[u

It was the Head's voice, In tones of
angry amasement. :

Knock, knock !

He was rapping on the panels now.
The Fifth Formers looked at one
another, but no one spoke, They
almost held their breath,

“ Boys, this door is locked! Unlock
it instantly!™

No reply.

“Boys! Hansom! Lumsden! Do
you hear me?"

They heard; but, like the celebrated
gladiator, they heard but they heeded
not! Not a word was spoken.

. this door at oncel™ thun-
the Head. “"Am 1 to belleve
that I am deliberately locked out of
A Roockwood Form-room?"
“"Oh, dear!” murmured Tﬂburl.]
“I—I say, Hansom——"
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“Shut up!” whispered Hancom.

"But—but I—I say——" Talboys
was quite scared.

t;IEm:se it!" sald Hansom dezper-
ately.

“Will you obey me?” thundered the
Head. *“Will you admit me instantly
to this Form-room?"

His volce was formidable.

Jobson of the Fifth made a move-
ment towards the door. Hansom did
not speak to Jobson, but he kicked him
—hard. There was a howl from Job-
son, and he retreated among the desks,

“For the last time!”™ ‘The Head's
voilce was deep and almost terrible.
“Hansom, as head boy of the Fifth, I
hold you responsible for this! I order
you, personally, to unlock this door and
admit me!”

Hansom made a movement. Then he
stopped. All eyes were fixed on him.
A dogged look came over Edward Han-
som's face.

“Better do It, old man!™ whispered

Hansom shook head doggedly.

“But we can't back up agalnst the
Head, you know,” muttered Talboys.

golng!” breathed Brown

m L]

The Head was heard to depart. His
swishing gown was heard to rustle
away. With what feelings he went the
Fifth Formers could guess.

;" sald with a deep
breath, “we've done it now!"
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the Szcond there was amazement and
burning interest and curiosity as to
what would happen next.

“The Fifth are locked in their Form-
room! They've locked the Head out.”
It was incredible, but it was true.

Fellows of all Forms congregated in
the Form-room passage by the Fifth
Form door, which indubitably was
locked. Other fellows crowded under
the Form-room windows, where rather
scared faces occasionally looked out.

“Cheek, you know!” Arthur Edward
Lovell commented. “Fancy the Fifth
backinz up against the Head because
he's bunked their Form-master! They
never thouzht much of old Greely,
either, till just lately."

“I dont suppose they really want
him back, either,” said Mornington.

“From what he said, I fancy he
doesn't want to come back,"” said Jimmy
Silver. “He's got the offer of a head-
mastership. Hansom and his crowd are
simply playing the goat!”

Rookwood School was in a buzz of
excitement.

Mary of the fellows had expected the
Fifth to give some trouble, left without
a Form-master, and excited by the dis-
missal of Mr. Greely, But nobody had
expected this; not even the Fifth them-
selyes. Indeed, most of the Fifth
realised by this time that they were,
indeed, ns Jimmy Silver expressed It
“playing the goat.” They had never
intended their revolt to go to this un-
Lieard-of length; Hansom, their leader,
had nover intended it.
led to another, and the fellows had been
too excited to stop to think. They were
not sorry now Lhat they had handled
Carthew and ejected him. But that had
led incvilably to collision with the head-

master—and now they were fairly up

eeninst it. Hansom, irying to thing
out the matter, found that it was difhi-
cialt either to advance or to retreat—
an extremely unpleasant position for
any leader to be placed in.

Dirner was announced, and all Forms
Lubt the Fifth went in to dinner. The
it remained locked in thelr room.

One step had| 8

37

After dinner Jimmy Silver & Co.
walked along the Form-room passage,
and heard excited voices from the other
side of the Fifth Form door.

From what they could hear, it seemed
that a good many of the Fifth were
expressing their feelings by slanging
their great leader.

“It's all rot!” came Lumsden's voice.
“Look here, I'm jolly hungry! We
can't stick here!”

“OI course we can't!”

“We've got to get A move on sooner
or later. We've missed dinner now. I'm
jolly well not going to miss tea! You'rs
an ass, Hansom!"

“Locking out the Head won't bring
Greely back! Besides, we know he
doesn't mean to come back. And,
besides, we don’t really want him."

“It's all bash!"

“Look here, Hansom—"'

“As for a barring-out, don't talk out
of vour silly hat, Hansom! What are
we going to bar out for?”

“Yes: drop that, for goodness’ sake,
Hansom! You don't seem to know
what an ass you are!"

Jimmy Silver smiled at his chums.
Iovell and Raby and Newcome
chuckled

“Hansom's getting it rather in the
neck!” murmured Jimmy. “They all
scem to see that memw ne too far
now. Silly owls, you "~

*“ Look here, Hansom, I'm fed up with
this!” roared Brown major. “I'm jolly
wnﬂl ?ﬂut- sticking here! What's the
“Unlock the door, Hansom, vou ass.”
“1 jolly well won't!” said Hansom.
“We're for it now, I tell you! The
Head's treated Greely badly. He's
treated us badly. If we don't make
terms, it means a flogging and perhaps
the sack. My idea Is—"

':ﬂh. you haven't any ldeas! Chuck
| 4 B

“The fact ls, we've gone over the
limit,” said Lumsden. “I'm as keen as
anybody on ragging the Sixth; bul we
can't rag the Head. I'm jolly well not
going to be bunked from Rookwood.”



ie

“Here comes the Head,” murmured
Lovell.

The Fistical Four backed awsy as
Dr. Chisholm came sweeping alonz the
Form-room pas . Taking no heed
of the juniors, the Head tapped quietly
at the Fifth Form door.

“Hansom!™ HIis volce was ulet,
dangercusly quiet. *Hansom, I offer
you a last opportunity to cease this
reckless and foolish rebellion. If the
door is immediately opened I shall cane
every member of the Fifth Form. Other-
wise, I shall send for the porter to
force the door, and you will be expelled
instantly from Roockwood. Decidle at
once,"

There was a brief silence in the Fifth
Form-room.

Jimmy Silver & Co. and a crowd of
other fellows waited, wondering how
the affair would terminate. !

The silence was broken by the sound
of a key being jammed into a lock. It
turned.

The Fifth Form door opened.

It opened wide, revealing the Fifth,
grouped in the Form-room, with scared
and anxious faces. There was still a
trace of defiance In Hansom's face, but
it vanished as the Head's glance fixed
on him.

Dr. Chisholm gazed at the Fifth-
Formers, and they gazed at anything
but the Head. No one seemed to want
to meet his steely eye.

The Head had a cane under his arm.
He let it slip down into his hand.

“You first, Hansom."

For a brief second Hansom hesitated,
then he advanced.

Swish!

Hansom passed on, caned.

One by one the Fifth left the Form-
room as the Head called name after
name. Each, as he passed, received a
severe swish.,

A crowd of fellows in the Form-room
passage locked on in silence.

Swich, swish, swish!

The last of the hapless Form passed
out at last, and the cane was still. With
flushed and gloomy faces, the Fifth-
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Formers disappeared from sight. Dr.
Chisholm placed the cane under his
arm, and walked away, his face expres-
sionless. The crowd broke up in a buzz
of excited comment.

“So much for the jolly old
fightin' Pifth!" murmured Mornington.
“They're done!"

It seemed that Morny was right.
That afternoon Bulkeley of the Sixth
was appointed to carry on in the Fifth
Form Room. Bulkeley, captain of Rook-
wood, was not a fellow to be handled
like Carthew at any time; but, as a
matter of fact, th: Fifth gave him no
trouble at all

But that evening, In the Fifth Form
studies, there was deep discussion,
murmurs not loud but deep. The
trouble was over, for the time; and the
Head undoubtedly believed that it was
over for good—that he had finiched
with Mr. Greely, and brought Mr.
Greely’s Form to order. But there was
to be a rude awakening for the head of
Rookwood.

CHAPTER 16,
Too Thick!

“ »T'S too thick!"”
Thus Edward Hansom of the
Rookwood Fifth.

Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Fourth,
though seldom in agreement on any
point with Hansom of the Fifth, agreed
that it was too * thick.”

So did most of the fellows who were
gathered before the school notice-board,
looking at a paper newly posted there.

The notice was written in Dr. Chis-
holm’'s hand, and it was signed by the
Head. It was brlef, but to the point.

“Coombe Manor House and all the

district on the north side of Coombe
Lane are placed out of school bounds.”

That was the new order from the
headmaster of Rookwood School, which
moved the ire of Hansom of the Fifth.

“It's too thick!™ repeated Hansom,
looking round.

“It jolly well is!™ sald Luwmsden of
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the Filth. "Why. we were golng over
to the Manor House this very after-
noon."

“"That's why!” growled Hansom.

“We're not standing this!"™
Talboys of the Fifth.

Hansom nodded emphatically.

“We're going, all the same!" he sald
“Why, I've told Mr. Greely we're
coming over to see him. What right
has the Head to butt in like this?"

“Echo answers, what?" said Lumsden.

“Out of huundsl" said Hansom
wrathfully. my pater's there
with Mr. Greely. t‘.‘-an't a fellow go to
see his own pater on a half-holiday?”

“It's a shame!"

*It's too thick!”

“We're not standin’ it!»

It was quite a chorus from the crowd
of Fifth Form fellows. Jimmy Silver
and his friends of the Classical Fourth
exchanged smiles. There had been a
good deal of trouble in the Rookwood
Fifth since the dismiszal of their Form-
master, Horace Greely. But though
Hanscm of the Fifth “talked big,'" and
his faithful followers echoed big
talk, Jimmy Silver’s Im was
that Hansom & Co. would “"stand it,”
“thick " as It was. Dr. Chisholm, the
headmasier of Rookwood, really was not
to be argued with.

But Edward Hansom was In a war-
like mood, possibly duoe to the fact
that his headaaster was nowhere near
at hand.

He groped in his pocket and produced
& pencil.

“I'm Jolly well going to show the
Beak what I think of that!" he de-
clared. And across the Head's notice
Hansom inscribed, in large, prominent
letters, the disrespectiul and expressive
word :

“RATS!"

“0Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Lovell of
the Fourth. “You silly ass, Hansom!"

“Ehut up, you cheeky fag!"

“I—1I say, that will make the Beak
frichtiuily wild,” murmured Talboys.
“Let It!" sald Hansom recklessly,

sald
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“ Look out!” murmured Jimmy Silver.,
“Here comes your Form-master.”

“Who cares?” said Hansom, still
reckless.

But some of the Fifth seemed to care,
even if Edward Hansom did not. The
new master of the Fifth Form, who had
taken Mr. Greely's place, was coming
along the corridor. The rather noisy
c-nwdlnirnntnfthznuuu—baudhlﬂ
evid drawn his attention. Mr.
Quail, new master, was a slight,
slim gentleman, a decided contrast to
the portly, majestlc Mr. Greely, who
had lately held sway in the Rookwood
Fifth. He lacked, too, Mr. Greely's
determination and rather overwhelming
t.,r In Masters’ Common-room

quiet and a little
thumrurm-:umnhl
didmtﬂrmlhuliﬂulmﬁ'itr The
Fifth had an idea that he was afraid
of them, and undoubtedly he was
anxious to avoid trouble. Still, a Form-
master was a Form-master. Though
unimpressive personally, he had all the
welght of the Head's authority behind

Mr. Quail a the group with
a smile on face that the Fifth
knew well It was a pleasant and

rather uneasy smile, the amile of a
man uncertain of his ground and
wishful to placate.

Hansom wondered whether Mr. Quail
had seen him serawl across the Head's
notice. If so, Mr. Quail was bound to
take official note of the act Bu
Hansom was pretty certain' that Mr.
Quail would affect lgnorance of what
had been done if he possibly could

“Hem!"” sald Mr. Quail. The new
Form-master always began a remark
with a nervous little cough

“Hem!” came from among the
Fifth Form fellows, in imitation of
Mr. Quall, and there was a laugh

Mr. Quall coloured a little.

In the days of Mr. Greely, a fellow
who had ventured to mock his Form-
master in that manner, would have
been called to a prompt and strict

[ 2



40

account. But the Fifth knew how far
thev could go with Mr. Qualil

“Hem!" he and went on
hastily. “The Head has directed me
to speak to you, Hansom, as head boy
of the Fifth Porm.”

“Has he?" sald Hansom.

“Yes, yesa You have seen
notice on the board, of course?"

*Oh, yes!”

Had Hansom of the Pifth amswered
“Oh, yes!" in that casual way to Mr.
Greely there would have been some-
thing like an earthquake at Roo iwood.
But Mr. Quail did not seem to heed.

“Well, well,” said the new master of
the Fifth, “the Head wishes you to
understand that is new: order
must be very stric obgerved. Any
boy disregarding it will find the con-
sequences very unpleasant Indeed
You, Hansom, as head of the Fif*h, are
expected to set an example of .obedi-
ence to the rest of the Form.”

“Am I? yawned Hansom.

“Yes yes. Certainly.”

Mr. Quall blinked at Hansom, and
blinked past him at the notice on the
board, and gave a little start. It was
clear to all present that he had seen
that direspectful word “RATS!”
scrawled across the Head's paper.

There was a breathless hush. Even
Hansom felt a twinge of uneasiness.
For a second the crowd of Rook-
wood [fellows wondered what would

happen.

Nothing happened.

Mr. Quall's eyes rested for a brief
second on that disrespectful inscription
and Immediately left it

He made no remark on the subject
“Er—hem! You will remember what
I have sald, Hansom." said Mr. Quail
awkwardly. "1 am bound to see that
the Head's orders are carried out. You
will appreciate that, I am sure.”
Hansom laughed.

Itmlmmlhn:h. ﬂh‘.lmub
the new Form-master
h.'l.ll"m':n. 'I'h-nﬂ:hhﬂmtadit

the
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before, and now they knew it. There
were fellows in the Rookwood Fifth
hefty enough to have picked up Mr.
Quall and up-ended him along the cor-
ridor. A strong personality was re-
quired to deal with fellows like that.
And the hapless Mr. Quall seemed to
possess no personality at all

“You see, sir,” sald Hansom, with
deliberate impertinence, "“it's rather
awkward. Most of us were going over
to the Manor House this afternoon to
see gur late Form-master—Mr. Greely."”

“Yes, yes, I quite understand; but the
Head's orders——"

It was the last sign of weakness
The man who should have used sharp
commands was actually descending to
argument. It was a striking change
from Mr. Greely’s methods. From the
bottom of their hearts the Rookwood
Fifth despised the man who did not
know how to handle them.

“Never mind the Head's orders sir,”
sald Hansom, ruthlessly interrupting
Mr. Quail

“The Manor House has been turned
into a school,” went on Hansom.
“My pater's behind it. He's backing up
Mr. Greely. They've had an army of
workmen there, and the place is ready
to open. My {father's there to-day.
Mr. Greely has kindly Invited me and
my Iriends to see th: place now it'a
in order. Naturally, we're going!™

“Hear, hear!™ sald the Fifth Form
fellows.

“So that's how the matter stands,
sir!” yawned Hansom.

“But the Head's orders——"

“Thaat's what we think of the Head's
orders,” sald Hansom, and he pointed
te the inscription on the notice-paper.

Mr. Quall crimsoned.

With his attention thus drawn to it
he could not pretend ignorance of what
had been done.

He stood in unhappy Indecision.
of | Jimmy Silver felt quite sorry for the
poor man; the Fifth were grinning.
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“"Hansom!" cxclaimed Mr. Quail at
last. “This ls—is—Iis disrespect to the
Head!"

“Go hon!” sald Hansom mockingly.

“ What—what did you say, Hansom?"

*1 sald 'Go hon!'"”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Fifth.

“Hansom, take five hundred lines!™
exclaimed Mr. Quail

“ Any old thing!" jeered Hansom.

“Remain in the Form-room this
alterncon, and write out your iines, and
bring them to me before tea,"” said Mr.
Quail, with an attempt at authority.

"I don't think!" saild Hansom.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The crowd of Fifth Form (fellows
walked away, turning their backs un-
ceremoniously on Mr. Quail, and laugh-
ing as they went.,

Mr. Quail blinked alter them over his
spectacles.

Perhaps he realised that in taking
on the Rookwood Fifth he had taken
on an order too large for his capacity.

Jimmy Silver & Co. strolled away.
Looking back, from the distance, they
observed Mr, Quail standing before the
notice-board, busy with an Iindia-
rubber.

“My only hat!”
“See his game?”
“Poor beast!” sald Raby.

“His life won't be worth living in
the Fifth after this,” remarked New-
come,

Really, Mr. Quail's proceedings were
amazing, considering that he was a
Form-master. He was rubbing out
Hansom's pencilled inscription on the
Head's paper. Obviously, his desire was
ic Xecp that little matter from Dr. Chis-
helm’s knowledge, and thus avoid being
*alled on the carpet by that formidable
old gentleman for his lack of firmness
In dealing with his Form.

"Great Scott!” said Jimmy Bilver,

murmured Lovell

with a whistle. “That's the giddy
Lmit! Why, they'll fairly scalp him
altzr this! Foor man!”
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And the PFistical Four sauntered
out into the quadrangle for morning
“Quarter,” leaving the unhappy Mr.
Quail still busy with his india-rubber.

CHAPTER 17.
Out of Eounds!
go or not to go, that is the

I giddy question!” sald Arthur

Edward Lovell alter dinner
that day.

It required thinking out

On the one hand there was the
Head's prohibition; Mr. Greely's new
school was distinctly placed out of
bounds for all Rookwood fellows. The
mere thought of Horace Greely seemed
to annoy the headmaster of Rookwood.

That, as Arthur Edward Lovell ob-
served, was all very well. But the Head
couldn't expect all Rookwood to agree
with him. If he expected that, he was
Hlbmtad for a disappointment, that was

“Only a few weeks ago the Head
licked me because he heard me refer to
Greely as Don Pomposd,” said Lovell

“When father says turn, we all
turn!” grinned Newcome. “You can
call Greely anything you Jolly well
like now.”

“Well, he's a priceless ass. I always
said that,” remarked Raby. “But 1
think the Head was rather hard on
him, and I think he's got a right to
start a school of his own if he chooses,
and if Hansom's father cares to back
him with his money. And I jolly well
think we've a right to go and have &
squint at the place if we like.”

“We have,” sald Lovell emphatic-
ally.

Jimmy Silver looked dublous.

He agreed with his chums; but then,
the Head was the Head, and school
bounds were school bounds.

It might be high-handed, even
tyrannical of Dr. Chisholm, to place the
Manor House, and the whole region in
which it stood, out of bounds. But he
had done so, and there it was
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“"Hansom's going!” said Mornington,
Joining the PFistical Four in the dis
cussion. “A lat of the Pifth are going
over."

“It means trouble with the Head,”
sald Jimuny Siiver.

“Hansom doesn’t geem to cars."

“He will care when the chopper
corzes down,” sald the captain of the
Fourth szagcly. “The Fifth kicked up
a shindy whoen Greely went, but they

sd the line fast enough when the
Beak took them in hand.”

“Oh., blow the Fifth!" said /rthur
Edward Lovell, “Look here, it's about
us. Are we going?”

“1 am," zaid Mornington. “I want
to have a 1ook at Greely's new show.
They =ay the old Manor Hou:z+ has
beenn knocked Into wonderful stape--—
rooms tnrned inte class-rooms, dormi-
tories, Forni-rooms. All the studies
partitioned off and got up in style,
electric light installed — everything
ready down to thie last button. It will
be worth sesinz, Jimmv™

Jimmy nadded.

He was ratk-r curlous to gee Manor
House Schoal himszell, All Rookwood,
in fact, were very curious to see the
place, which had becn =0 swiltly
metamorphossd from 2n oid manor
house Into a modern school. The un-
bounded wealth and enecrgy of Sir
George Hansom had worked almost
miracles.

“Hansom's father Is a2 downv bird,”
went on Morny. “I dnre say he will
makes a good thing out of ik, vou know.
I've heard Harsom =ny that he's got
on the right side of the =scholestic
agenciez, and fixed up god notices in
the Prezss, ard so on. }ansom sa7s
that there's already a waiting list of
fellows for Aflanor Housze School.”

“Hansom talks cut of his hat a good
deal,” remarked Lovell

“My beliel is that thoy've pot a
scheme for geotting Rookwood fellows
ther=2," sald Morny. *“Old Hansom is
bound to send young Cabby, fcr one.
Hansom won't stay here, I should think,
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rwim his father's giddy school only hall

a mile away. Other fellows may {ollow
suit. 1 hear that the fecs are golng
to be lower than at Hn:mwund and
evarything else just as good, if nit
bettar.”

"Dtl., I."l.til"

“Bosh!"

“What about their giddy traditions?
Old Hansom can't telephone to the
stores for traditions along with the
desks and the inkpots."

[T Hﬂ-. hl,. h'l!“

“1 dare say they can rub along with-
out 'em,” said Morny. “After all,
Rookwood was a new school once upon
a time."

“If Greely Is going to set up to rival
Rookwood, he's off-side and a silly ass!™
sald Jimmy Silver. “Otherwise, I wish
him luck. Look here, I dare say we
might chance it this afternoon. I want
to see the place.”

““Hear, hear!” said the Co.

“1 fancy half Rookwood will be
chaneing it!"” grinned Morningten. "I
know I'm jolly well goin'.”

And so that was setiled.

But the Fourth Form fellows who
had determined to visit the forbidden
Manor House were cautious in their
proceaedings. Nobodv wanted to hring
down Dr. Chisholm's wrath upon his
devoted head.

The Fistical Four strolled out of gates
in the direction opposite from Coombe,
and crossed several fields before they
started for the Manor House. It was
probable that masters and prefects had
their eyes specially open that after-
noon, and it was necezsary to be
careful

Cricket practice on Little Side wns
quite abandoned that day. Fellows
walked out in twos and threes.

Old Mack, the porter, cast susplcious
eyes on most of them as they went.
But, though he probably suspected their
destination, he could not interfere.
There was nothing to keep the Rook-
wooders within gates on a half-holiday,
il they chose to go for a walk.
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Jimmy Silver & Co. reached the
Coombe road by a roundabout route,
cut of =itht of Rookwood School.

The Manor House lay a good hundred
vards back from the road, on the north
side. Great bronze gates, standing
wide open, looked towards the road.
The building was half-hidden from view
by the ancient oaks and beeches that
andorned what had once been an ex-
tensive country estale. Once upon a
time it had been inhabited by an old
Hampshire family; but, like many old
family mansions since the war, it had
had to go into the market, and Sir
CGeorge Hansom had been the buyer.

“I suppose we can walk in,” said
Lovell. *“The jolly old gates are open.
Why, there's Greely!”

“(Good old Greely!”

Mr. Horace Greely, once Fifth Form-
master at Rookwood, now headmaster
of Manor House Bchool—a school with-
out pupils, so far—came into view.

He was walking, in his well-known
majestic way, with his plump hands
clasped behind him, across the green
expanse that had been lald out as a
cricket-fizld near the Ifcnor House.

Even in the distance the junlors
could see the pleased smile that illu-
mined Horace Greely's plump features.
Undonbtedly Horace Greely was feeling
pleased with himself and things
generally.  His dismissal from Rook-
wood was turning out a good thing
for him, owing to the munificence and
enterprize of his friend and patron, Sir
(FeOrge.

“Tae old scout looks no end bucked!™
grinned Raby.

“Let's go In”

“Let'sl™

And the chums of the Fourth crossed
the read, to head for the open gate-
way of the new school

“Silver! Stop!'”
“Eh--what?" Jimmy looked round
hurriedly. “Oh, my hat! Bulkeleyl”

" S0ld1* murmured Newcome.
Bulkeley and Neville, two prefects of
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the Rookwood Sixth, were pacing the
road, like policeconstables on duty.
They had their official ash-plants under
their arms, doubiless having foreseen
that they would be required.

“You know this is out of bounds,
Silver!” sald Bulkeley.

“Ahem!"

“Look here, has the Head set you
to watch this giddy road?” demanded
Arthur Edward Lovell indignantly.

“Exactly!” assented the captain of
Rookwood.

“Well, T think thal's a jolly rotten
way -for prefects to spend a half-
Lkoliday!" growled Lovell.

“Perhaps I agree,” sald Bulkeley
cheerfully. “We're not keen on it
anyhow. But here we are! You four
are out of bounds! Hands!"

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

“Now get back to Rookwood, and
stay within gates for the afternoon,”
=aid Bulkeley. “Head's orders!”

“Dh‘ dm!u

Sorrowfully the heroes of the Fourth
took their way back to the school.
All their care and caution In approach-
ing Mr. Greely's establishment had
been wasted. They had not foreseen
that Bixth Form prefects would be
parading the Coombe road, on the look-
out for breakers of bounds.

“It's too thick!" growled Laovell
“Too jolly thick altogether. Rookwood
won't stand this, you fellows!”

Jimmy Silver grunted.

“Looks to me as if Rookwood will
have to,” he said

“Hallo! Here's Morny."

Morningtor: and several other
Fourth Formers came in s ght. Jimmy
Silver waved to them to s'op.

“What's the trouble?” asked Morn-

ington.

“The jolly old road's watched!”
groaned Raby. “Two beartly prefects,
with Leastly canes! Owl"

“Oh, gad! What a swindle!”

“1 say, lota of the Fifth have
started,” sald Putty of the Fourth.
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“"Do you think they'll turn back for
prefecis?™

“I wonder!” said Jimmy.

“I lancy there’s going to be some
fun,” sald Morny. “I'm foin' Lo watch
for il. Keep on the safe side of the
road and watch—what?"

“Good egg!”

And on the side of the Coombe road
that was within school bounds there
Was s00n & numerous congregation of
Rookwood juniors, walching with
keen interest for the arrival of Hansom
& Cc. of the Fifth. And there was a
thrili of excitement when Putty, from
the branches of a tree, sigh the
Fifth, and gave the warning:

“Hera they come!”

CHAPTER 18
Mr. Creely's Cuesls!

DWARD HANSOM, captalr of the
Rookwood Fifth, walked along
the Coombe Road at ease.

He had taken no precautions in the
matter Lke the juniors. From the gates
of Rookwood he had started directly
for Manor House School, and after him
went a good portion of the Pifth Form.
Pileen or sixteen fellows, at least, came
trooping up the road towards Mr.
Greely's school—in full sight of Jimmy
Silver & Co. lounging among the trees
on the south side—in full sight of
Bulkeley and Neville, parading their
beat on the north side.

Hansom & Co. observed the two pre-
fects. BSome of the Pifth exchanged
rather dubious glances.

Hansom did not doubt or hesitats,
He strode right on, and h!s followers
went with him.

The Rookwood Fifth rather yrided
themselves on being unawed by Sixth
Form prefects. They were not Lower
Echool fellows, mere juniors, to be awed
by a Sixth Form frown

Still, the prefects representad the
Head, and the Head was a hard nut to
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crack. Some of the party, on secing
Bulkeley and Neville, rather wished
that they hadn't come. But thers was
no retreat. Hansom, to judge by his
looks, feared no foe, and where he led
his comrades were ready to follow.

Right lowards the open gates of
Manor House School marched the
Filth, and Bulkeley and Neville closed
ur.: 'I.n their way.

nything worrying you, Bulkeley?"
asked Hansom politely.

“You're out of bounds here, Han-

m sald the captain of Rookwood

: to tell me
to bend over?” inquired with
pleasant sarcasm.

There was a laugh from his followers.

Bulkeley shook his head.

“No. Head's orders are to cane and

‘Really? Are you

seniors and

enough
paper about you to take down all the
names, Bulkeley? I'd have brought
some paper if I'd known.”

Ilm. " h!l‘

Bulk:ley made no reply. Ha2 was
taking down the names of the crowd of
Fifth-Formers in his pocket-book.

repeated H
“We're not gettin' back, old bzan.
We're goln’ on.”

“Yes, rather!” sald Lumsden, with
unlph.d-.

You're not!™ sald Bulkeley tersely.

x

o
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“Yoeu're gounye back.,. Head's orders are
fo taks vowr naunes and send you back.”

“You've tpken our names,” grinned
Hansom. " Sendin’ us back is a difler-

ent sort of proposition. How are you
goin' to do it, If a Fifth Form chep
may put a respectful question to a
Sixth Form man?”

Bulkeley raised his hand.

“'Get back!™ he s=ald.

“Rats!"”

“You've got to go, Hansom! I shall
shift yvou if vou don't!” said the cap-
tain of Rookwood quietly. “I'm bound
to do my duty and carry out the Head's
ocrders, as you know jolly well!™

“Carry 'em out!" said Hansom care-
lessly. "I fancy the job’s rather above
your weight. But go ahead!”

Hansom walked on.

Bulkeley of the Sixth did not hesl-
tate for a moment. He grasped
Hansom by the collar and swung him
back across the road. The captain of
the Fifth staggered away and collapsed
in the dust, with a yell

“My hat!” Edward Hansom scram-
bled up, red with rage. My only hat!
I'll jelly well lick you for that, Bulke-
ley, prefect or no prefect!”

“Stand back!”

Wi RELE!FI'

Hansom rushed on valorously.
Bulkeley dr:‘;ppmi his ashplant and put
up his hands and met the captain of
the Fifth with left and right. Edward
Hansom was & hefty fellow and a
plucky one, but he was no match for
the caplain of the school. It would
Tave fared i1l with him had he been
Jeft to deal with George Bulkeley alone.

But the Fifth-Formers were not likely
to stand idly by while their leader was
licked. They rushed on in a mob.

“Collar 'em!” roared Lumsden.

“Stand back, you duffers!” shouted
Neville of the Sixth.

Neville was on the ground the next
moment, overwhelmed by the rush of
the Fifth. Bulkeley, fighting gallantly,
was overborne, and went sprawling
arrnss Neville.
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“Down with the Sixth!” yeiled Lucas.
“What price prefecte now!” hooted
Brown major.

““Ha, ha, ha!"”
“Leave 'em  there!™ chuckled
Hansom. *“Come on, you fellows!”

The Fifth-Formers walked on, chuck-
ling, leaving the two prefects sprawling
dizzily in the dust.

Bulkeley sat up. Neville followed his
example. Both of them were dazed
and breathlesss. They stared after
Hansom & Co., walking In merrily at
the gateway of the new school. They
saw the lodge-keeper step out to speak
to the new arrivals, and then wave
them on respectfully. Hansom & Co.
marched on towards the Manor House
School.

“Are—are—are we going after
them?" asked Neville, gasping.

George Bulkeley rubbed his nose. It
was hurt.

“Blessed if I know!” he confessed.

The two prefects staggered up.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bulkeley looked round quickly. In
a meadow at a short distance across
the road he sighted a crowd of the
Fourth, the Third, and the Shell—
quite a representative swarm of the
Lower School of Rookwood.

Valentine Mornington waved his
hand to the captain of the school
Every junior there was grinning, evi-
dently greatly entertained by the igno-
minious downfall of the great men of
the Sixth.

-I-I-The
Neville.

Bulkeley turned his back on the
chuckling crowd of juniors and stared
in at the gates of Manor House School.

Hansoin & Co. had arrived at the
great door of the new School House,
where, on the wide granite step, Mr.
Greely stood, a majestic figure.

Horace Greely was greeting his
visitors. Obviously, he was glad to see
the Rookwood Pifth. He shook hands
with the whole crowd one after another,
beginning with Hansom. Then he ap-
peared to be making a little speech—

young sweeps!" muttered
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the echo of his deep, [rully volce
reached as far as the road.

“This won't do,' said Bulkeley at
last. “We've got the Head's orders.
And I suppose Mr. Greely can't very
well back up those silly asses in cheek-
ing their headmaster.”

" Are we going after them, then?”

“?‘E‘ﬂ."

“Oh, all right!” sald Neville rather
dubiously. And the two dusty prelects
tramped in at the gates of the new
school and tramped on doggedly to-
wards the House.

Mr. Greely observed them when they
were close at hand, and his fruity voice
ceased. He blinked at them.

Hansom & Co. exchanged glances.
They had dealt with the prefects once,
and were ready to deal with them

again,

“Ah! Bulkeley! Neville!” said
Horace Greely. "1 am glad to see
you here—I am glad to see you!"”

“Thank vyou, sir,” said Bulkeley,
rather taken aback. " But—"

“You are very welcome!” saii Mr.
Greely, with a hospitable wave of a
large hand. " All Rookwood boys are
welcome to visit my establishment. I
trust that many boys who belcng %0
Rookwood at present will shortly “-elong
to Manor House School. Paren:s are
beilng approached—"

“Oh!" murmured Bulkeley.

“The curriculum,” said Mr. Greely,
“will be the sam= as at Rookwood, with
improvements—with several improve-
ments. My own ideas will be carried
out. At Rookwood there was, perhaps,
little opportunity for improvement;
here I have a free hand. You especi-
ally, Bulkeley, are welcome here. 1If
your parents should decide to send you
1o me you would undoubtedly hold your
present positlon as captain of the
school—captain of Manor House
School. I shall—"

“Thank you, si*" gasped Bulkeley.
“But I'm not thinking of anything of
the kind, sir; I've come here—"

“You have come to view my estab-
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lshment," sald Mr. Greely, waving his
large hand again. “Quile s0! Enter!”

“I mean—"

“S8ir George Hansom 1s momentarily
absent. I expect his return. Many
things have been done; many remain
to be done. Sir George Is a very busy
gentleman. But I am here to welcome
you; to explain all that you desire to
know. Enter!”

Mr. Greely's hospitality was eflusive
and almost overwhelming. And ob-
viously he was under a misapprehen-
sion as to the purport of Bulkeley's call

“The fact Is, sir—"" =ald Bulkeley

“Enter!” boomed Mr. Greely. “Re
freshments have been prepared for al
visitors. Enter!”

“Oh, good!” murmured Lumsden.

“The fact 1s, sir, we—we're nol
exactly visiting!" gasped Bulkeley
“The Head has placed this show out
of bounds for Rookwood, sir!"

“Indeed! Another example of Dr.
Chisholm's tyrannical methods!"
snorted Mr. Greely.

“Of course, 1 can't discuss that, sir,”
said the captain of Rookwood. “I'm
ordered to see that Rookwood fellow:
don't come here.”

ii -&ha:rdllj

“These Fifth Form chaps have to go
back at once—"

“ Nonsense!"

“I don't think!" grinned Hansom.

“I'm sure, sir, you will not encourage
them in their head-
master's orders,” urged Buikeley.

“With Rookwood I have now nothing
to do,” said Mr. Greely. “If Dr. Chis-
holm'’s tyrannical methods ghould drive
boys away from his school, if his boys
should be driven to ask their parents to
transfer them to Manor House School,
Dr. Chisholm must take the conse-
quences.”

“Hear, hear!” sald Hansom.

“Well, they've got to go, sir,” saic
Bulkeley, much perplexed. “Will you
urqrﬂr them to return to Rookwood,
E.lr L

“Certainly not!” boomed Mr. Greely.
“Bulkelev, you are welcome here as a
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guest. You aro not welcome as a
representatlve of Dr. Chisholm, inter-
fering with my other guests.”

* But, sir—"

“Do you remain here as a guest,
Bulkeley?"

“1 can't, sir! You see—*

“Then take your departure!” boomed
. Greely. “Take your departure,
Bulktelﬂr! If you are not here as a
guest you are as a trespasser. I
command you to depart!™

“These chaps, sir—"
Enough|”

“Kick 'em out!™ roared Lucas.

There was a hostile movement from
the Fifth-Formers. Mr. Greely inter-
vened hastily.

“Hold! Bulkeley, Neville, I advise
you to go at once peaceably.”

“Mot without those silly asses, sir”
“We're bound—"

“Oh, good!” chuckled Hansom.
mﬂﬂkﬂlﬁ and Neville stood wunde-
disma Certainly, they
mﬂdmtmthﬁwn,mmlt
crowd of Fifth-Formers back to Rook-
wood. But the Head's orders were
explicit. While they
they should do, In the peculiar circum-
stances, Mr. Greely
beckoned, and the

called and
W cAmea
up with two gardeners and a chauffeur.
“Remove those two boys!™ sald Mr.
Greely, with dignity.
“Look here——" exclzimed Neville.
“You had better go!™ sald Mr.

Greely.
nmmh:'ndhﬁ;u- ?m .y
were aAwa
towards the gates. 4
“Enter, my young friends!” sald
Mr. Greely, as he into the
House with the crowd of Fifth Formers.

Bulkeley and Neville, hustled and

ﬂmﬂmmmmm
But the odds were against them, and
they went out of the gateway flying.

EE

. Greely had almost innumerable
guests afternoon at his new school
Refreshments had been provided, as he
had staled; and his numerous guests
full justice to the refreshments.
mmmwmm

CHAPTER .
Brought 1o Book!

“ More trouble | ” sighed Jimmy
Silver.

“Well, we've azked for it!" grinned
Mornington. * But, after all, even the
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Mornington looked down on the enraged headmaster of Manor House.
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" You were no

greal shakea as a Form-master at Rookwood,'" he sald oheerily ; * and as a head-
master here, old bean, you eut no locs whatever 1! " Why, you—you young rascal | !
gasped Mr, Qreely. * Qome down al onee, and | will log you!" " Rats 1"



Hall. The rest remained, and the big
door closed again

Dr. Chisholm glanced over the
assembly, Probably he was surprised
by the number of the offenders.

His deep voice was heard again.

“Am I to understand that all the
boys present have defled my strict order
and gone out of school bounds this
afternoon?”

There was no reply; but silence gave
consent. Apparently the Head was to
” I m t}!1:. this! id the

“1 am a " sa
Head. “I am shocked, and pained. I
had never dreamed that there would, or
could, be rebelliousness to this extent
in the school of which I have bven s0
long headmaster."”

ammrltdumdm tand forward

o e 5 orw
and explain to the Head that his latest
crder had been generally regarded as
“too thick™: that he had, as Morny
exrressed it, gone over the odds.

Dr. Chisholm was not a gentleman to
be argued with.

“Every boy who has disobeyed my
commands will be adequately punished,”
said the Head, in a deep volce. “But in
an act of rebellion to this unheard-of
extent there must have been a ring-
leader. I call on that ringleader to
stand forth.”

Hansom of the Pifth stirred In his
nlace and breathed hard. So far as the
Fifth, at least, were concerned, Han-
som undoubtedly was the ringleader.
And certainly, but for the Fifth having
driven off the prefects, the juniors
would never have got into Mano~ House
School that day. The fags’ would
never have ventured to tackle the
Eixth Form prefects, howsoever much
inclined to do so.

80 it was upon Edward Hansom's
ghoulders that the responsibility rested
—a rather heavier responsibility than
he had anticipated.

Under the glinting eyes of the Head,
Hansom of the Fifth did not seem to
be in such a n%ntins mood as when
he had been dealing with the prefects.
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He stirred and shifted uneaslly, and
kept his eyes on the floor.

There was a long, long pause. Many
fellows looked at Hansom, but he did
not look at them. The old oak floor
seemed to interest him at present; at
all events, he kept his gaze fixed upon
it.

“I repeat,” sald Dr. Chisholm, “ that
I call upon the ringleader to stand
forth. Some boy of evil influence has
led the others from their duty and in-
apiredthammththtmirltntdimbadl

and for proper
lut.huﬂtr Of that boy I shall make an

ﬂ:nmiﬂc." He will be expelled from the

“oh!”

1t was & breathless exclamation.

Hansom turned quite pale.

The “chopper™ was coming down
with & vengeance now!

“Every boy who transgressed school
bounds this afternoon will be caned by
his Form-master,” sald Dr. Chisholm.
“The ringleader I shall expel from the
school. I ecall upon him once more to
stand forth!™

Nobody stood forth, and there was
another long and terrible pause. Ed-
ward Hansom licked his dry lips.

Then the Head rapped out his name :

“Hansom!"

The captain of the Fifth started
almost convulsively.

“Hansom!"
“Yes, sir!" gasped the Fifth Former.
“Stand forward!™

Hansom of the Fifth limped forward,
his pale face flushing crimson under the
sea of eves.

Dr. Chisholm fixed a steely glance
upon him.

“Hansom, I have every reason to sup-
pose that you were the ringleader of
this outbreak of rebellion in the schoaol.
Did vou go outside school bounds this
afternoon?”

“The—the new bounds, sir—" fal-
tered Hansom.

“rid you visit the Manor House?"

“"Ye-p-e8, sir."
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“Did you use force against the pre-
fects, whom I directed to turn back any
Rookwood boys who were golng out of
bounds?"

Hansom gasped.

i TES\.."

“Do you deny that you were the
leader?”

Hansom set his lips. He was “for it”;
there was no doubt about that. But
he was not likely to attempt to save
himself by denying what every fellow
in Big Hall knew to be the fact.

“No!" he snapped.

“Very well,” said the Head. “You
will leave Rookwood—"
Before the Head could proceed

further there was an interruption. The
big oak door swung open to admit a
newcomer.

Every fellow looked round.

“Hansom's pater!"” whispered Lovell.

i Fhew!ii

The Head turned a freezing stare on
the gentleman who had entered
Hansom stared at him blankly, There
was a hush as the tall baronet walked
coolly up the hall

CHAPTER 20,
Exit Hansom!
IR GEORGE HANSOM bowed to
the Head.
Dr. Chisholm made the

slightest inclination in response,

The Rookwooders stared on breath-
lessly., Sir George gave his son a
cheery nod, which, however, did not
seem to cheer Hansom very much. He
wondered whether his father knew he
was “sacked.”

“Pray excuse my interrupting you,
sir!”™ said the tall baronet breezily. "1
called, Dr. Chisholm, and was 4

“It i3 not usual, sir, for a visitor to
interrupt proceedings here, Sir George !"
said the Head freevingly. "I am
honoured by your visit; but I must re-

quest you to wait elsewhere until I am
at lelsure.”

51

“Quite so!" sald the baronet, un-
moved. “In ordinary circumstances I
should naturally do so. In the present
circumstances I am bound to speak to
you without delay. I have lately re-
turned to Manor House School from
London, and was informed by Mr,
Greely i

“Really, sir—"

"In:ul;t}ud by Mr. Greely that a
number of Rookwood boys, uding my
son, has visited him this afternoon.
I therefore—"

“With Mr. Greely and his so-called
school I have nothing to do!™ said the
headmaster of Rookwood leily. “I can-
not discuss the matter—above all, not
here and now! I must request you—"

“Allow me, Dr. Chisholm!” inter-
rupted Sir George coolly. “ This matter
will not wait! Mr. Greely's impressi
was that you would inflict t
upon the boys who wisi his

“That impression was a correct one,
sir!” sald the Head.

side,” said George.
punishment, I take it that my son is
included.”

“ Quite so."
“That was my impression, and is

reason for in
baronet. “ Now, sir, bk

:



proving and beneficial acquaintance of
his old Form-master, I shall remove him
from Rookwood.”

“8ir!" gasped the Head.

* And I request you, sir, not to
him for his visit to Mr. this
afterncon, a visit that has my whole-
hearted approval.™

Dr. Chisholm seemed to breathe with

difficulty.

Thirty years before Sir Georje had
been a Rookwood fellow
for the lapse of those thirty years, un-
doubtedly Sir George would have been

booked for a Head's flogging.

“You—you request——" stuttered the
H?Tld. .’r LIy

“I—I—" the Head gasped.

I oo Rowr i
AS an act 2
e Hansom. “I should

the headmaster of Rookwood with
matter-of-fact calmness, bearding the
in his den, the Douglas in his hall,
so to speak, without turning a hair,
“8Sir!" sald the Head at last. “This
intervention—this unheard-of in‘erfer-
ence—this Insolence! 8Sir, do wyou
imagine for one moment that I shall
endure dictation! Your son hrs dis-
obeyed me! He has been the ring eader
in what amounts to a rebellion! For
that uﬂ'ﬂnﬁt have expelled him from
“Stuaff | " sald Sir George.
“What—what did you
"Btﬂﬂln -I?.
The Head gasped.

E

himself. But |
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“1 have expelled this boy! I was
pronouncing sentence upon him when
you forced your way into this hall
Hansom of the Fifth Form leaves Rook-
wood School to-morrow morning——"

“My son leaves Rookwood, not to-
morrow morning, but this evening!"
retortzd Sir George, “Edward!”

“Yes, dad,” murmured Hansom.
“Go and pack your things at once!"
HYH' rather!"

“My car is waiting,” said Sir George.
“You will leave Rookwood with me,
Edward. I shall take you to Manor
House School. You will be placed with
Mr, Greely. I hope my example will
be followed by other parents of Rook-
wood boys! Lose no timel*

“What-ho!” grinned Hansom.

He walked cheerily down the hall,
nodding to the Fifth Form fellows as

he X
my "gnu fellows write home and get

your people to send you along after
me!" he called out.

“Silence!” thundered the Head.

Hansom of the Fifth walked out of
Hall. The Fifth stood silent. They
were 5till in the hands of Dr. Chisholm,
and they did not venture to make a

“Now, sir,” said Dr. Chisholm, fixing
his glinting eyes on Bir George Han-
som. ''Now, sir, your son is gone—
expelled from Rookwood——"

“Nothing of the kind!™ sald Bir
George. “ My son is taken away from
Rookwood—taken away by me, because
I am not satisfled with Rookwood and
not satisfied with the headmaster!”

“I will not bandy words with you,
gir!" the Head. “I request you
to your son and im-
mediately away from the school!”

“That I shall proceed to do at once!*

said the baronet. “ My business here is
ﬂ.nishll..'.t'll Good-ev , Dr. Chis

And the tall baronet walked down
Big Hall and the ocaken doors closed
behind him.
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In the brealhless silence that followed
the Head gave the signal to dismiss.
Thr Rookwooders pourcd out of hall

“Well, this beats it!" said Arthur

Edward Lovell, with a deep breath.
“Who'd have thought it?"

“What a giddy circus!" grinned
IMornington.
“lLels see old Hansom off!"

chuckled Arthur Edward Lovell.
“Yes, rather!”

Most of Rookwood gathered to see
Hansom of the Fifth off. Bir George's
big car stood on the drive, and Edward
Hansom's possessions were already
being stacked in it. The Fifth Form
turned up to the last man to ﬁ{ﬂ!ﬂﬂd*
bye to Hansem. For a fellow
been “sacked,” Hansom of the Fifth
was looking remarkably cheerful. He
stepped into the car with his father
and waved his hand to the Rookwood
crowd.

“Good-bye, you f{ellows!
opgain soon'!"” he called out.

“Yes, rather!™

“Good old Hansom ™

“Bravo, Cabby!”

The car rolled away amid a roar of
cheering from the Fifth. Dr. Chisholm,
in his study, heard that roar: he was
intended to hear it, and he did. The
car rolled away, and the gates of Rook-
wood closed behind Hansom of the
Fifth and his father.

““Well, Hansom's gore!™ remarked
Jimmy Silver. "But we're here—and
to-morrow morning therc's whackings
all round!"”

“It's getting too thick!™ sald Lovell
darkly, “The Head had better jolly
well mind his p's and q's, I can jolly
well tell him!*

“There'll be trouble!” said Morn-
ington.

The Head, having expelled the ring-
leader and sentenced the mass of the
offenders to condign punishment, had
the impression that the trouble was
over, but he had that impression all to
himsclf.

See you

CHAPTER M.
Tha Filth Mean Businessl|

T U .T{']-lf IEE-I'! 1
N Lumsden of the Fifth was
the speaker.

In the Fifth Form Room at Rook-
wcod that morning there was excite-
ment—more than in the ut.her TO0ms.

The Fifth, in fact, were on the verge
of mutiny.

The Fifth were seniors, and, as a
rule, not to be caned. Only on special
occasions, and by the headmaster him-
self, was a Fifth Former subjected to
the unpleasant process of “bending
over.”

Now the whole Form was to be caned
by their new Form-master, Mr. Quail
No doubt the Head disliked the idea of
conducting the execution
Indeed, one old gentleman, wSoever
fit, could scarcely have put in all the
caning that was to take e that
morning at Rookwood. So punish-
ments were left to the Forim-masters.

And the verdict in the Fifth, voiced
by Lumsden, was:

“No jolly fear!”™

Even if the Head himself had under-
taken the task there must have been
some trouble in the Fifth Form Room.

As for Mr. Quall, the new Form-
master, the Pifth despised him to a
MAaIn.

He was an uncertain and rather
nervous gentleman, who might have
been quite a successful master in the
Second Form, but was quite unable to
%ﬁghwlth the unruly spirits of the

He was, as a matter of fact, afraid of
his Form, an unusual but by no means
unknown state of affalrs in a Public
school. Only, as a rule, a Form-master
knew how to conceal any inward mis-
givings of trepidations, and Mr. Quail
did not.

Between thd Head, who expected him
to keep the Fifth in order as Mr. Greely
in his tim= had kept it, and the Fifth,
who were resolved not to be kept In
order by their new master, Mr. Quail



54

was in a decidedly unpleasant position
—between the devil and the deep sea,
50 to speak.

His desire was to lead a quiet and

aceful life, a desire that was not

ely to be gratified at Rookwood in
the present circumstances.

He had a pathetic wish to be popular
in his Form, a wish well known to the
Fifth and which they repaid with ruth-
less contempt. A strong man they could
have respected, if not liked; a feeble
man they despised from the bottom of
their hearts,

On aone side of the hapless Mr. Quail
was the Head, lofty and unbendirg; on
the other side the Fifth, unruly, scorn-
ful, mutinous,

Between the Scylla of the Head and
the Charybdis of the Pifth Form
it was very probable that Mr. Quall
would come to shipwreck.

Morning quarter was passed bj" the
Fifth In Joud discussion in
Form-room, and their voices covld be
far along the corridor.

the execution was to
hmd over one, after
a senior

2 thought that he
ing to carry out that programme,
H!m:ﬂ:nd with great wit, it

was who would have to be
carried ..&"“

Had Hansom of the Fifth still been
there, it is likely that the Form would
have taken some draslic step; but they
missed their reckless leader, and Lums-
den did not fill the place as Hansom
had filled it. But the Fifth were ripe
for mutiny.

The bell had rung for third lesson
now, and the other Forms were going
in. Soon there would be whacking of
canes in the Second, the Third, the
Fourth, and the Shell.

But Mr. Quail seemed in no hurry
to come to the Fifth Form Room.

Doubtless he shrank from the task
before him.

their
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“He's not coming!" said Lucas of the
Fifth. " He don't dare to come here
and bring a cane with him.”

“Let him, that's all!™ said Lumsden.

“Canin' us!> said Talboys. “Us, you
know! Why, we wouldn't let the Head
himself!"

“But he did, the other day,” sald
Jobson,

“Oh, shut up, Jobson!"

“Well, he did, you know

“Buzz something at him, for good-
ness' sake!” said Lumsden. And two
or three inkpots were promptly
“buzzed * at Jobson, who thereupon
retired into & corner and made no more
unwelcome remarks.

‘““Hallo, here he comes!” exclaimed
Luﬂm;dm looking out into the corridor
again.

It was Mr. Quail at last, ten minutes
late for his class.

Grinning faces looked out at him as
he came along to the Pifth Form Room
—a slight, uneasy gentleman
with a cane under arm.

“He's got the cane!”
Brown major.

IIH" hl| ha[lj

“Little ass!” said Lumsden.

Mr. Quall came Into the Form-room.
He blinked at the FPifth over his
spectacles, and smiled uneasily. Never
had any gentleman been set a more
unwelcome task than Mr. Quail that
morning. He felt a good deal like
Daniel in the lion’s den, only more so.

He coughed.

“Well, my boys—" he began.

“You're late, sir!™ sald Lumsden,
with a wink at his comrades.

“Dear me! Am I late, Lumsden?"
sald Mr. Quail. “Dear me! I am very
sorTy I am late, Lumsden.”

“Our last Form-master never kept
us waltin’, sir!* sald Lumsden.

“Indeed! Indeed, Lumsden!"™

“He never hmuzht a cane into the
Form-room, either, gir,”” said Lumse
den. " You see, sir, the Fifth are never
caned. You being new here, sir, I dare
say you'd like to be told anything you

ejaculated
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cdon't happen to know about Rookwood
customs. Seniors are never caned, and
we look upon a cane in tnis room as an
insult to the Fifth, sir.”

“H'm! 1 szhall now carry out the
Head’s instructions,” said Mr. Quail.
“Here is a chair, Lumsden; I shall
begin with you.”

*“Will you?" grinned Lumsden.

“Bend over that chair!”

“I don't think!"”

“You hear me, Lumsden?"

“Oh, guite!" yawned Lumsden.

“I trust, Lumsden, that you do not
intend to disobey a direct order from
your Form-master?”

“I've already explained to you, sir,
that th2 Rookwood Pifth are not
cancd,” said Lumsden.

“The Head's orders, Lumsden—the
Head's orders.”

Lumzden yawned.

Mr. Quail's eyes roamed over the
deflant crowd. They rested on Jobson
of the Fifth. Jobson, the “sap " and
“gwol,” was not a fellow to enter into
deliance of authority, if he conld help
it. Jobson had one object in life—to get
intp the Sixth, and bag a scholarship to
the University. It was a laudable ambi-
tion, but did not receive much sym-
pathy in the Fifth. It occurred to Mr.
Quail that il one fellow gave In the
rest would probably follow, as a flock
of sheep will follow where one sheep
is led or dregged. And he fixed his eyes
on Jcbson as commandingly as he
could.

“Jobson! I shall-hem—begin with
you! Bend over that chair, Jobson!”

Jebson glanced rather uneasily at
his fellow Fifth Formers, and moved
towards the chair.

Mr. Quail's weak face lighted up.
There was one feilow, at least, who
wes prepared to obey his crders.

He Intended to let Jobson off with
the lightest of flicks, as an encourage-
ment to the others. All he wanted was
to be able to report to the Head that
he had caned his Form as directed.

But the Fifth were not in a mood for
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the slightest of flicks. Mr. Quail did
not understand them in the least.

They would rather have endured the
soundest th from a man they
respected than the merest flick from
a man they despised.

“Chuck it, Jobson!"” said Lumsden
menacingly.

Qt;'lflﬂencu, Lumsden!"” ecxclaimed Mr,
ail,

Jobson hesitated.

While he hesitated, Lucas grabbed
him by the collar, and two or three
of the Fifth hacked his shins. There
was a howl of anguish from the sur-
renderer, and he went sprawling alonz
the Form-room floor.

“Bless my soull™
Quail.

ejaculated Mr.

““Are you ' to bend over, Job-
gon?" grinned Lumsden, standing over
the sprawling Jobson with both fista
clenched.

“No!" gasped Jobson.

“That’s better!"

Jobson crawled away.

“Lumsden, I order you to bend over
that chair!” exclaimed Mr., Quail,
stung into something like courage.
‘“Now then! Al once!”

“I'm not goin' to be caned!" yawned
Lumsaden.

“I command you—"

“ Bow-wow "
d“";?hnt-—what did you say, Lums-

en?™

“I said bow-wow, sir! I say it
again if you like! Bow-wow!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Fifth.

“Do you wish to be reported to the
Head, Lumsden?*

“Any old thing, sir.”

“You—you impertinent young rascal
—— Oh!" yelled Mr, Quail suddenly,
as an Inkpot flew through the air.

It impinged upon Mr. Quall's nose,
and it was full of ink. The ink splashed
over Mr. Quall's face and collar and
gown,

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Fifth.

“Good shot! Give him another!™
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“Upon my word! I-—-I—I—"
spluttered Mr. Quail.

A Greek lexicon whizzed across the
Form-room and smote Mr, Quall with
a mighty smite,

-1Dh! leli

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Pelt him!"” yelled Talboys. The
KRockwood Fifth were quite out of hand

now.

Mr., hid no strength of
character, but he had a temper.  Like
most weak men, he could only act
severely when he 7as in a rage. He
WaSs in a rage now, boiling with it. He
gripped his cane and rushed at the
Fifth, and Lumsden gave a flendish yell
as he caught the cane.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

. I!Er Quall was lashing out right and
3

The Fifth Formers scattered.
had looked on Mr. Quall as a sort of
tame rabbit, to be baited and worried as
much as they liked; and they had not
expected the rabbit to be suddenly
transformed into a tiger.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Oh, my hat!"”

“Yaroooh!"

“Whoop!" i

“Tackle him!" yelled Lumsden,

Whack, whack, whack!

Crazh!

Mr. Quail's leg caught in a thrusting
E:-ut.. and he came with a crash to the

oor.

Before he could pick himself up he
was pinned down by three or four of
the Fifth,

Lumsden grabbed up the cane,

*Now, then—keep clear!”

*Oh, my hat!”

Whack!

It seemed like a horrid dream to Mr.

GQuall.

He was actually being whacked, In
his own Form-room, with his own cane,
by a member of his own Form!

The cane fairly rang on him Ir the
hand of the enrcged Lumeden.

Whack, whack, whack!
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*“Ha, ha, ha!"
"Give him jip, the cheeky little
beast!"”

“Give him scme more!™

“Oh! Help! Help!" shrieked Mr.
Quail.  "Help! I shall report this;
you will be expelled—flogged—— Bless
my soul! Stoppit! Help!™

Whack, whack, whack|

“Now Ink him!" shouted Lumsden.

“Ow! Oh! Wow! Grooogh!"”

Five or six inkpots were up-ended
over Mr. Quail. He staggered to his
feet, streaming.

"Hi| hl.. h‘!u

The Form-master's aspect made the
Fifth yell. PFor a second or two he
stood glaring at them, crimson, breath-
less, dusty, streaming with ink. Then
he whisked out of the Form-room and
vanished.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Lumsden of the Fifth flung the cane
into the pssage after the fleeing Form-
master.

“'Wall, that does it!" he sald.

“It does—it do!"

“I—1I say, it will be the sack!"” mur-
mured Talboys, a little scared. “ Whack-
in' a Form-master—

“He asked for it.”

“Yes, but—"

“The Head can't sack the lot of us!”
sald Lucas. “We're all in this! Let's
get out.”

The Fifth Form cleared out of the
Form-room, still excited, but some of
them feeling very uneasy. While the
rest of Rookwood were still in class the
Fifth marched cut into the quad, where
Dr. Chisholm, glancing from the Sixth
Form windows, saw them, with amaze-
ment and wrath.

CHAPTER 2.
fied-Hot Ratellion!

IMMY EILVER & Co. looked at one
another In the Fourth Form Room
durinz third lesson.

Frem Lhe distance came the sound
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of 'he uproar in the guarters of the
Filth, audible to nll the Fourth, and
probebly to other Forms as well,

Evidently there were ructions in the
Filth that merning.

There had been no ructions In the
Fourth. The Fourth had taken their
canings mcekly enough. Richard Dal-
ton was not a man to be trifled with.

Mr. Quail was, plainly, another kind
of man. The Fifth were more than
trifling with him.

Fourth Form [ellows had always been
rather proud of their Form-master,
whom they aflecUonately spoke of as
“Dicky.” But on this especial mom-
ing they were not pleased with him.
Really, they would have preferred to
der] with a master of the Quail brand,
whom they could have hooted and cat-
called, and at whom they could have
“buzzed " inkpols and grammars and
lexicons.

They envied the Fifth.

They knew that the Fifth were hav-
ing a high old time, and they could
guess easily enough that no punish-
ment was being administered. Life In
the Fourth seemed slale, flat and un-
profitable in comparison,

They heard, at last, flying feet pass
their Form-room door—the flying feet
of an inky Form-master speeding for
his life! Soon afterwards they heard
the Fifth Form tramp by.

Mr. Dalton tried to keep the atten-
don of his Form pinned to the subject
n hand. But it was In vain, Lines
fell in unusual plenty; the polnter
came inlo use several But the
Fourth were too excited to care for
either line or pointer.

Richard Dalton was glad emu;h

when the time came to dismiss his
eager and excited class,

The Fourth poured out of thelr Form-
room and crowded down the corridor
with an excited buzz of voices.

“There they are!” chuckled Arthur
Edward Lovell “There's the giddy
rebels. They've cut the lesson.”
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“1 jolly well wish we had, too!"
growled Mornington.

“Dicky lsn‘t the man to stand it!"
said Jimmy 8Silver, shaking his head.
“What's the good of asking for troub'e
with Dicky? Besides, he's a good man,
and we all like him."

“That's all very well,” grunted Lovell,
“But it's getting too thick for me, and
I've a jolly good mind to write home
about it."

“Oh, forget it!” sald Jimmy,

“That's my p.me. anyhow,” eaid
M jolly well goin'
over to the H:.mr House School, if I
can fix it I'm fed-up with the Head
and his giddy wh all round.
He's takin’ it out of us because Greely's
Enu?* his goal—that's what it amounts

“Let's clear off there this after
noon, instead of going in to class!”™
suggesicd Lovell recklessly,

“Falthead!"™

“Draw it mild,” said Newcome.

“Let's see how the Fifth can get out
of It,” sald Cyril Peele shrewdly.
“They seemed to have scalped

man Quail; but they're up against the
Head now. They were up against the
Head when Hansom was and the
uldlnml.!t brought them to heel

enough.

“So he will again,” sald Raby.
“They've asked for more, and theyll
get it.”

Bulkeley of the Sixth came out of
the House.

His face was very grave.

He walked across towards the Fifth
Form f{ellows, who were standing in a
group near the fountain, engaged in

discussion.

“Bulkeley's chippin’ in,” sald uﬂn;fp
“I don't fancy they'll take much
from Bulkeley, head prefect as he is
Let's watch.”

Most of the juniors crowded afler
Bulkeley to hear what he had to say
to the Rebels. Lirmsden and his com-

B

rades eyed the captain of Rookwood
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as he came up surlily and suspici wusly.
It was true that they were not in a
mood to take any “lip" from the
Sixth Form prefects. éy were in a
mood to defy the headmaster himself,
for that matter.

Now that they had had time to
over the excitement, and
little on what they had
were not feeling very
“Whacking " a Form-master
Own CANn®e WAS S0 very serious
that obviously it could not be
over. Floggings, at least, would
handed out, and very probably
“sack " to two or three of the rebels;

ing not to observe the surly
the Fifth Formers.
“Message from the Beak?"
Lumsden, with a sneer.
“Yes. Youre all to go
Form-room,"”

“I don't think!"

“Lumsden, old man,” sald the cap-
tain of Rookwood quietly, “let me
advise you. You seem to have handled
your PForm-master, and the Head's
naturally very nﬁ. t.B“L it rullt.'l];ri:
careful, you get through
without any I.'ﬂ:m You don't want
to follow Hansom."

“Don't we?" sald Lumsden. "I can
tell you am_.i the Head, too, that if Han-

“I'm not likely to give him that as
a message."” sald Bulkeley, with a faint
“Let me tell him

“We're not.”
“No fear.”
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“Your Form-master will come out
and round you up if you don't,” =aid
Bulkeley.

"Hl. hﬂp ml"

“Let him!"

“He's welcome! ™

The Fifth roared. Bulkeley of the
Sixth turned and walked back to the

u:dl?ﬂw look out for the filreworks,” he

And the fireworks, as Arthur Edward
called them, were not long in coming.
Mr. Quall—no longer inky, but rather
pale of coun forth
from the House and advanced towards
Fifth—evidently with stern orders
from headmaster to shepherd them
back to thelr Form-room.

Jimmy BSilver & Co. watched him
with deep Interest.

Lumsden & Co. watched him a good

like Rookwood fellows
all Forms were crowding round now,
tug-of-war was coming betweesn

came out of the House
But his pace slackened
across the quad towards

was near the walt-
lagged =0 much that
wling.

from the bkack

But he affected not to hear. So low
had the ha master fallen in the
estimation of the school that even a fa
could Uft up the heel against him wi
impunity.

Mr. Quall arrived at the mountain
at last. Lumsden of the Fifth lounging
against the great granite basin with his
hands In his pockets, eyed him coolly
and contemptuously.
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“Hem!” That was poor Mr.
Quail's usual beginning. “Hem!"

“Hem!" repeated a dozen of the
Fifth.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

"Cut it out, Quail!” called out
Lucas. “We're not having any from
you! Kook it while you're safe.”

“That's right,” drawled Lumsden.
“Go while the going's good, sir.”

“Lumsden! This language—to a
Form-master——"

“Oh, rubbish!" sald Lumsden.

“"Some Form-master, what?"”
mured M ., and the PFourth
Form {fellows chortled. could
not imagine Dicky Dalton cu S0
sorry a figure in open quad under the
eyes of all Rookwood.

“Hem! The Head will deal with
you, Lumsden, and—and
others!” gasped Mr. Quail
will now return to your Form-room."

"Rats!”

“Ihnveﬁrdmtnuhmthu;lt
il “‘

mur-

“Oh, chuck it!” said Lumsden de-
risively. “ Here, hook it, or it will be
the worse for you! We're fed-up with

you and the Head, too! Are you
going?”

“What! What! Nol Certainly
not! I—"

“Rag him!"

“Duck him!|"

HH" h" hl!ll

There was a rush for Mr. Quail. In
o moment he was wildly In
the grasp of half a dozen burly Fifth
Form fellows. Btill his
arms and legs swaying wildly, he was
swept into the air,

“Splash!”

El;' Oh, great Scott!"” ejaculated Jimmy
VET.

Mr. Quail plunged headlong into the
great granite basin, and water
almost flowed over him. He scrambled
up in the fountain, drenched, dripping,
gasping for breath, dizzy and dazed.

“Oh! Oooogh! Grooogh!

ground.
“Duck him again!" yelled Lucas.
“Collar him!"
* Give him another!™
Mr. Quall did not walt for another,

“Mr. Quall! Is this how you main-
tain discipline? What does this mean,
Mr. Quail?”

“I—I—I—" spluttered the hapless
man,

powers,” rapped
“You are not fit to
be a Form-master at Rookwood, sir.”
Even the worm will tum. The
goaded Mr. Qualil turned on the Head.
“1 resign my position at Rookwood,
gir! I refuse—yes, sir, I distinetly
refuse—to be responsible for the Fifth
Form one minute longer! I refuse
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There was a dramatic pause. Dr.
Chishelmy broke the tense silence.
Until he spoke a pin might have
have been heard to drop In the Rook-
wood quadrangle.

“Lumsden, am I to understand that
you hesitate to obey my commands?”

Lumsden gasped.

“You sce, sir—"

Dr. Chisholm pointed towards the
House.

“Go to your Form-room this In-
stant.”

No movement from the rebel Fifth.
They breathed hard, and stared at the
headmaster.

“We want to know how we stand first,
gir,” said Lucas as Lumsden seemed
rather tongue-tied under the steely

stare of the Head.
“What! What do you mean,
Lucas?”

"Tl:nu‘re sent old Hansom away, sir

“I have expelled Hansom of the Fifth
Form,” l-ll.bdmnr mmﬂtgﬁ h"I
shall expe ringleaders w-
less outbreak as soon as I discover their
identity. I shall administer a severe
flogeing, , to all the Fifth
Form. Now go to your Form-room."

“Mo takers!” murmured Mornington
to the Fourth, and some of the junlors
chuckled breathlessly.

“So that's the programme, is IL?"
broke out Lumsden. * Well, sir, it's not
good enough! We're going! ™

“What?"

L*Eumn on, you fﬂh:;{" shouted
aren™ good enough. Come on, and
Iet's go after Hansom.™

“Yes, rather!”

“Bravo!"

With a shout the Fifth
towards the gates. Dr. taken

surprise, stared after them. Old

ck, standing in their way, stared at
them, too, blankly. Lumsden caught
the old fellow by the collar.

“Unlock the gates, Mack!"™

AWAY

61
“Ow! Can't, without "Ead’'s orders,
sir!"” gasped the astonished Meck.

“Uniock the gates, you old donkey,
or we'll bang your silly head on them!"”

snapped Lucas. “Now, then, sharp's
the word!"™

“Oh, sir! Ow! Leggo! Oh,
crumbs! ©Oh, lor'!" splutterad old

With an iron grip on his collar, old
Mack hurriedly unlocked the gates. He
had no mind to have his anclent head

“Stop!" he thundered.
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for the purpose of cutting off all com-
munication with the rebels at the
Manor House, was endlessly discussed
and commented upon.

Even the Sixth Form, though they
were not “gated " like the Lower boys,
considered it rather *“thick.” All the
junior Forms thrilled with indignation.

In Masters’ Common-room, where
the headmaster was much more freely
discussed by his staff than he ever
realised, comment was extremely un-
favourable,

The opinion In Masters' Common-
room was that it would lead to more
trouble., Indeed, no Form-master could
be cblivious of the wrath and resent-
ment in the Lower Forms,

I!ﬁ. Richard Dalton was well aware
0

He was well aware that Morning-
ton, the most turbulent spirit in the
Fourth, was planning mischief; well
aware that nearly all his Form were
in a restless and dissatisfied state, and
that there was danger of the Fourth
following the example of ths Fifth.

Mr. Dalion was debating in his mind
that morning whether he should or
:E'[h:nl:il,d not remonstrate gently with the

In morning *“quarter™ he looked
from his study window and saw his
Form gatlered in groups in the quad-
rangle, deep in discussion, which was
obviously of an excited character.

Even Tubby Muffin was moved to
wrath. Mr. Dalton, at the open win-
dow, could hear the fat voice of
Reginald Muffin in the distance.

“I can tell you it's too thick, you
fellows! Who's going to stand being
gated for nothing?"

“Can't be helped, fatty!” That was
Jimmy Silver's voice on the other side
of the blg beech that stood opposite
Mr. Dalton's window.

“It jolly well can be helped! It's
up to you to put your foot down, as
captain of the Form, Jimmy!"

“What can I do, ass?”

“Well, you can jolly well speak to
Dicky Dalton!"” come in Jones minor's
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voice. “He ought to put it to the

Head! What about a deputation of

the whole Form to Dicky Dalton?"
“N.G.!" sald Jimmy Silver.

“Well, I'm fed-up!"” sald Jones
r.

“Same herel”

“Yes, rather!”

“I'm not standin® it!" sald Cyril

Peele, "I'm goin' out, all the same!"

““Hear, hear!”

“1 Jolly well know I am!"™ gaid
Mornington.

Richard Dalton stepped back from
hiz stu window and closed it
quietly, ¢ did not wish to overhear
the discussion of his Form.

His face was grave.

What he had heard showed him how
enraged the Fourth were, if he had
not known it before. There would be
trouble that afternoon if the gating
order stood. And Mr. Dalton made up
his mind to speak to the Head and get
m lfxaaperatin: crder rescinded if he

He found the Head In the Sixth
Form-rocom—the Sixth not being in yet.
Dr. Chisholm was busy at his desk,
but he loocked up quite genlally at the
Fourth Form-mnaster. But at the men-
tion of the gating order his face
hardened and the genial expression
vanished at once.

He raised his hand.

“1 am afrald I cannot discuss my
decision on that point, Mr. Dalton,” he
said, *That matter ls closed.”

“There Is a great deal of dissatisfac-
tion, sir,” Mr. Dalton hinted.

“No doubt! The boys have them-
selves to thank, as I cannot trust them
to keep within school bounds if they
are allowed out of gates.”

“If they should break bounds, sir,
the wusual punishment could be in-
flicted. But—"

“But I do not choose to allow any
Rookwood boy to defy my authority,
Mr. Dalton. I will allow no com-
munication whatever with Mr. Greely.
My view is that he has acted with tha
greatest insolence in opening a school
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50 near to Rookwood. It is intended
as an affront to me personally, I am
assured of that."
a little. “The order must stand, Mr.
Dalton."

“I fear, sir, that it will not achieve
its object,” sald Mr. Dalton. *“ Many
of the boys will, I fear, disregard it."

“The punishment of any such boy
will be very severe,” said the Head
“I shall administer a flogging in each
Inl?:lnu. and uh:gumt hﬂdtlmudg
e any boy w persists
obedience.”

Mr. Dalton suppressed a sigh.

He liked and respected his chief, but
he knew from of old that Dr.
when he had mounted the “high
horse,” was not to be reasoned with.

“Very well, I will say no .more,
gir,” he said.

“Quite so, Mr. Dalton."

And the Fourth Form-master retired
from the unprofitable interview. He
proceeded to his own FPorm-room,
where it was close on time for third

s and They
went to their places, but it was some
minutes before Conroy and Putty of
the Fourth followed them in.
minutes more before Oswald and Jones
minor and Higgs and Tubby Muffin
followed on. In ones and twos the
Classical Fourth came in, and the last
lot—Peele and Lattrey and Gower—
were & good ten minutes late, Morn-
ington, last of all, followed them in,

The Head coloured | than

THE FIFIH FORM REBELLION!

But for Jimmy Silver's influence,
there would have been something more
in the Fourth that day.
But the captain of the Fourth was

du;:-lln: his best to keep the fellows in
2.

Prep had been scamped in most of
the Fourth Form studies the evening
before, as in most other studies at
Rookwood. Almost every fellow had
turned In a shockingly bad *“con” iIn
the morning: but Mr. Dalton had been
unusually easy-going. Now he did not
seem to observe that the Fourth came
in late, though he was generally very
severe on the question of punctuality.

Most of the Fourth, realising that
their Form-master

feared to see the example of the Fifth
followed in his own Form-room. That
was more than for Cyril Peele
and his friends. Valentine Morning-
ton, too, was In a turbulent and
troublesome mood. In a corner of the
Form-room, Morny and Peele and
several other fellows

w conversation, apparently
oblivious of the fact that classes were
on

“Mornington!"

Mr. Dalton had to speak twice to
the dandy of the Fourth before he
received an answer. Then Morny
turned his head lazily:

“¥Yes, sir! Did you speak?”

“1 ke twice, Mornington,” said
Mr. ton sharply.

“Indeed, sir!” said Morny.

“Have you finished your paper,
Mornington?"

“No, sir; haven't started it.”

“The pa have to be handed In

at the e of the lesson,” said Mr.
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Dalton quietly. " Any boy who has not
linished his paper will be caned.”

Morninglon's eyes glittered, but he
made no answer.

Peele & Co, suddenly awakening to
the fact that their Form-master was
not, after all, alfrald of them, hurried
to get on with their papers. They
fairly slogged at them to get finished
in time.

Not so Mornington. He leaned back
in his seat lazily, and did not even
touch his pen. Morny had the courage
of his faults, at least He had not
touched his paper, and was not going
to touch it now.

Perhaps he expected an altercation
with Mr. Dalton; but the Fourth Form-
master, having given him a A
paid no [further attention to him.
Promptly at twelve o'clock he signed
to Jimmy Silver, as head boy of the
Form, to go round coliecting the
papers.

Jimmy brought the stack of pa
and laid them on Mr. Dalton's
Pecle & Co. had scrambled through

somehow. Valentin: Momington's
paper was a beautiful blank.
**Mornington!”

“Hallo!" said Mommny.

“You have writlen nothing.”

“Just that much, sir,” assented
Morny. And there was a grin in the
Fourth. Morny's coolness was always
rather entertaining when he was en-
grged on a rag.

Mr. Dalton picked up his cane.

“Come here, Mornington!"

“Cortainly, sir!” The dandy of the
Fourth lounged forward

“Bend over that chair!”

Morny eyed the Fourth Form-master
and did not obey.

“You hear me, Morninzton?"

“I'm not goin' to be caned, sir,” said
Mornington, “and I warn vou, sir, that
if you touch me I'm goin’' to clear out
of Rookwood and go over to Mr.
Greely!"”

“Morny, you ass!” breathed Erroll

There was a gasp from some of the
Fourth. They wondered for a moment

€5

how Richard Dalton would deal with
Mornington's defiance.
He was prompt to deal with it
Without answering the dandy of the
Fourth, Richard Dalton him
by the collar and, with a twist of his

sinewy arm, bent him over the chair.
Then the cane rose and fell

Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack!
Whack! Whack!

It was “six” and a severe six.
Valentine Mo uttered no

sound, but his face was quite pale
when he rose after the infliction

“Dismiss!” said Mr. Dalton

“That does it. sir!” said Mornington.
“I'm done with Rookwood, and with
you, too!"”

And before Mr. Dalton could speak
Mornington left the Form-room. The
Fourth marched out after him, leaving

the Form-master with a dark and
troubled brow.
CHAPTER 15.
To Co or Mot ts Got
EEP excitement reigned in tha
Rookwood Fourth after dinner
that day.
The hali-holiday had commenced,

and the whole Form had to remain
within gates, as did the other
The gates were closed and 1
stead of standing wide open
generally did on a half-holiday;
juniors observed that some o
Sixth PForm prefects were strolling
about In rather a pointed way, and
guessed that they were on Lthe watch.
Probably it was a distasteful task for
most of the prefects, ex
thew, the bully of the Sixth, who found
pleasure in it. Carthew was quite en-
tertained when he caught Jones minor
attempting to climb the wall in
secluded corner, and hauled him back
and gave him six with his ashplant
and sent him howling away. Distaste
ful or otherwise, the prefects had their
task to carry out; they had the head-
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master's orders. Some of them con-
fided to one unother that they were
getting “fed-up”; but this they did
net think of confiding to the Head

Morny's declared intentlon of desert-
ing Rcokwood caused intcnse excite-
mcnat among his Form-fellows. Morny
was a fellow of his word, and few of
the Fourth doubted that he would do
a5 he had threatened if he could. And
most of the other members of the Form
were only watching for an opportunity
to get out of school bounds. ‘The
Fourth Porm was seething with re-
bellion from end to end.

Jimmy Silver looked for Mornington
after dinner, and found him saunter-
ing under the beeches, obviously on
the look-oul for a chance of balting.
Carthew of the Sixth had a zpecial eye
on him at a little distance.

Morny grected the captain of the
Fourth with a mocking grin.

“Just the man I want to sec!”™ he
(xclaimed. * Are you on?”

“On what?" asked Jimmy,

“Help me to collar Carthew and
t:;{:eﬁd him, and we'll clear together—
wnat?"™

“Oh, don't be an ass, old chap!"” zald
Jimmy. " Look here, Morny, this won't
do. You can't elear off.”

“I'm jolly well goin’ to!™

“What will your guardian say?”

“Blessed If I know—and I'm quite
czrtain I don't care,” answered Moy
coolly. "1 dare say I can square it
with him. Prom what I hear, Greely

is goin’ to run Manor House School as a | |

gort of second Rookwood, but the fees
are goin’ to be lower. Thal will appeal
to my guardian—he hates spendin’
noney on me."

“We're bound to stick to the old
ship,” urged Jimmy.

“Then we want a new skipper!”
orinned Morny.

“The Head's a bit of a Tartar at
times,"” Jimmy conceded. “It's rather
thick gating all the lower Forms. All
the same—-"

FIFTH FORM REBELLICN!

“You can talk till you're black in the
face, old bean: but I can tell you that
by tea-time there won't be half a dozen
of the Fourth left In the scheoo!, and I
shall be the first to get goin'."”

"It will mean jolly serious trouble
when you come back.”

“I'm not comin’ back."

“How do you know Mr, Cresly will
take you in?"

Momington chuckled.

“It's no secret that the Head of the
glddy new school is keen to get hold
of Rookwood chaps. He'll be glad.”

“But the Head can felch you back”
urged Jimmy. “It's running away from
school, and the Head—"

“I'm not =0 sure he can. Anyhow,
he can't if my guardian backs me up,”
said Mornington. * Besides, didn‘t the
Eeak say that any fellow who went over
to the Menor House would be zacked?
Well, If a fellow's sacked he cant be
{etched back, can he?”

“Look here, Morny, you're in the

wrong,” sald Jimuiny Silver abruptly.
“1 know the Head is g it on too
thick; I dont d t. DBut we've

no quarrel with DI
got what you
rageed him in class.”

Valentine Mornington shrugged his
shoulders,

“ Dicky Dalton ought to stand up for
his Form against the Beak's tyranny,”
he answered “I'm done with him

Dalton, and you
for when you
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Jimmy's got his back up,”
uh. come on!”

& Co. loocked at one ancther.
threc
Jlmmr.!uru' m:luuttmth]muhc

Raby.
to back him up. Come on!"

HI suppose m!’" F’uuld Newcome.

“I've o

Lovell
“ Now
busy with lines | sighed

w

what's
1] If m"d

hmlnth:qundtmmlnutﬂllﬂ—"

been s0
that you don't
Lovell
Whalt's ha

“They've done it,” he answered.
7" demanded Jimmy.
and five or six
and ran
locked
v
Id jolly
ll:l

“How's that, ass?”
“You've

for
“Well, 1 wasn't, ass!

happened,” chuckled
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with the aid of a beech trunik thal grew |
adjacent to it. There was a shout, and
Neviile of the Sixth came rushing up.

“8ilver, slop! Come Lack at once!"

Jimmy Silver «dropped on the outer
side of the wall. His comrades were
following him fast. Neville came up
breathlessly Iin time to catch Arthur
Edward Lovell by the ankle as he
clambered up, last of the [our.

“Come down, Lovell! " he shouted.

“Leggo!” roared Lovell

“You wyoung rascal, you know the
Head's orders—"'

“Blow the Head!"”

“What? Come down!" shouted the
prefect, tugging at Lovell's ankle,

“Oh, scizsors!" gasped Lovell “Lend
a hand, you chaps! The silly idiot will
have me down in a minute.”

Lovell clung desperately to the wall
while Neville tugged at his ankle, New-
come had already joined Jimmy Silver
in the road; but Raby was astride of
the wall Fortunately—or unfor-
tunately—George Raby had an apple in
his pocket. He grabbed it out and
hurlﬂed Ijt- down at Neville of the Sixth.

id w.rl

Neville gave a wild howl as the apple
caught him in the eye,

He let go Lovell, and Arthur Edward
whisked up to the top of the wall in a
twinkling.

“Good man!"” he gasped.

“We've done it now!" grinned Raby.

“Come on!"

Tha two juniors dropped into the
road, leaving Neville of the Bixth on
the inner side of the wall rubbing his
damagzed eye in anguish. Jimmy Silver
had already slarted at a trot towards
Coombe, angd his comrades followed
him.

Jimmy, for once in a way, was really
angry and determined to bring the
mutincer of the Pourth to book. He
was quite resolved that Valentine
Mornington should return to Rook-
wood, even if he had to carry him there.
And though the sympathies of his com-
rades were rather with the rebel, they

intendad to back up their leader.

G9

There was no doubt of the directlon
Morny & Co. had taken; they were
heading, of course, for Manor House
Scheool. The Fistical Four went down
Coombe Lane at a rapld run. Half-way
to the new school they sighted a group
of juniors sauntering along cheerily,
and recognised Mornington, Peels,
Gower, Latirey, Jones minor, and Tubby
Muffin.

“There they arc!" grinned Lovell.

“Come on!™

Jimmy Silver ran on, and came up
with Morny & Co. who stopped and
looked round.

“Hallo, you fellows comin' along,
too?" asked Peele cheerily. “Good!™

“Good men!" chuckled Mornington.
“Jolly glad to see you! Take my tip
and stay on at Manor House when
you're there!"

“I'm goin' to," said Peele.

“Mornington!" Jimmy Silver's voice
was hard and sharp. “I warned you

“Did you?" yawned Morny.,

“Yes. Now you've got to come back!™

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Mornington.

“What are you cackling at?” de-
manded Lovell.

“Jimmy's little joke,” said Morny.
“Youre no end funny, Jimmy Silver,
when youre doing your heavy uncle
turn! Keep it up!®

“Will you come back?" asked Jimmy
quietly.

“Not quite!"™

“1I mean business, Mornington.”

“S0 do L.

"You've Ilﬂi to come back to
Rookwood."

“Rats!™

“Look here,"” began Gower. “What

are you buttin' in for, Jimmy Silver? 1
suppose we can do as we lke?"

“That's your little mistake," answered
Jimmy., "You can't! I warned Momn-
inzton not to brerk bounds this after-
noon—""

“Couldn't mind your own bizney,
could you, old bean?"” asked Morn-
ington.

“Well, I think thls is my busipess.”
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snld the captain ol the Fourth, "1 may
be mistaken. but there it Is. Will you
corie back?”

" No."

"Then I shall have to make you.'

“You're welcome o try!” said

Mornington, with a shrug of the
shoulders.

“Well, you're askingz for it,” sald
Jimmy Silver. ** You can go back before
a scrap, or after a scrap, just as you
like. But you're going back."”

“After, pleasec!” said ILIornington
mockingly.

“Here goes, then!"”

And Jimmy Silver, with his hands up,
advanced on the dandy of the Féurth.
Mornington met him more than half-
way: and in a moment they were
fighting.

Lovell & Co. loocked on grimly. There
was no doubt that they were out of
sympathy with their leader; but they
were still Joyal. But for their presence,
Peele & Co. undoubtedly would have
jeined in the fray, and Jimmy Silver
would have had the ragging of his life.
But the Co. were there to see fair play.

But when Peele & Co. backed away
from the spot and resumed their route
to Manor House School, leaving Morn-
Ington to it, Lovell and his comrades
did not intervene. The deserfer: dis-
appeared in the distance, while Jimmy
Silver and Mornington were still
fighting.

They paused at last, breathless both
showing serious slgns of damage.

“Will you come back?' panted
ijms

Hn‘ll-

“Then come on, you rotter!"

“Come on, you silly ass!” retorted
Mornington.

And they closed again, fighting
Gercely.

CHAPTER 1.
The Limit!

[T H&TI L]}
The volce of the head-
master of Rookwood was like
the rumble of thunder. His eves almost

FORM RERBELLION!

scintitlated ns he fixed them  on
Carthew.
“"Whalt! Am I to understand, Car-

thew, that a number of the Fourth
Form boys have gone out of bounds in
spite of my strict orders?”

“Yes, sir!"” gasped Carthev'.

“The prefects were instructed to pre-
vent anything cf the kind!" snapped
the Head.

“I—I did my best, sir.
collared—""

" What?"

“Collared, sir!" gasped Carthew.

“What do you mean, Carthew? Can-
not you, a Sixth Form boy of Rookwood,
speak English?'” Really it looked as if
the Head's wrath was turning on the
Lapless Carthew, as the nearest victim.

“I—I mean, sir,” stuttered Carthew,
“I—I was seized, sir—"

“If you mean that you were selzed,
Carthew, you should say that you were
seized. You should not wuse absurd
slangy expressions in making a report
to your headmaster!”

“Nunno, sir!" gasped Carthew.
I mean——"

Carthew began to wish that he had
not been so very keen on the perform-
ance of his prefect's duties that after-
noon.

“You were seized—"

“Yes, sir. Mornington and some more
of tha Fourth collared me—I mean
seized me—and chucked me——*

“What?"

“I—I mean, pltched me into the
wood-shed, sir, and locked the door on
me. I couldn't get out till old Mack
heard me shouting, and came——"'

“Bless my soul! And the boys—-"

“They're gone, sir. I saw them from
the window of the wood-shed. Morning-
ton was the leader!™

The Head breathed hard He seemed
astonished as well as angry at this
disregard of his strict orders, though
anyone at Rookwood could have told
him that there was nothing to be

at.

“And Silver, too,” went on Carthew.
“1 gave Bilver lines for—for imperti-

I was

1] I__.'_
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nence, bul he has not written them.
He left the Form-room again without
permiszion, and I think he has gone
ofl with his friends.”

“Bilver is head boy of the Fourth”
u:d Dfi Eh.lnhnlm. p;;u b;m has indeed
sct a lawless exam disregarding
my orders, he shall receive a pubiic
flogging. But are you sure that he has
gone?”

“I'm not sure, but I think—"

“What you think on such a serious
maktter, Carthew, is of little conse-
quence,” said the Head severely. “A
prefect should report facts, not sup-
positions, to his headmaster.”

“I—I mean——" stammered Carthew.
“I'm certain he was planning it with
Mornington. At least, I think—*"

“Enough! At all events, it appears
certain that Mornington of the Fourth
Form has gone out of scheol bounds.
You are certain of this; you do not
merely think so?" snapped the Head.

“Yes, sir!” gasped Carthew.

“Very good! I shall take that matter
in hand myself. In the meantime, you
may ascertain whether Silver is still

“Very well, sir.”

Dr. Chisholm hurried from his study.
Carthew looked after him, with quite
a savage expression on his face. And
he did not proceed to ascertain whether
Jimmy Silver was still within the walls
of RRookwood. He proceeded to his own
study to console himself with a cigar-
ette. If this was the sort of thanks a
prefect received for backing up the
headmaster, Carthew had had enough,
and a littie to spare.

In a very few minutes Dr. Chisholm
was issuing forth from the House in hat
and coat. The expression on his face
caught the attention of & good many
fellows in the quad. Smythe of the
Shell, as he looked at the Head's
countenance, thanked his lucky stars
that he had thought better of a litulle
scheme he had formed for breaking
bounds that afternoon.

“Neville!" The Head almost ran into
Neville, as he hurried out of the House,

7l

Neville of the Sixth was coming !n with
one hand to his eye. “Neville, what 1s
the matter with you?"

“Oh, I've had a bung in the eye!™
gasped Neville.

“ﬁ. quL "p

“I—I mesan—"

“It is pstonishing to me,” said Dr.
Chisholm, “that Sixth Form senlors in
a school like Rookwood cannot express
themselves in good English. ™

Neville breathed hard. It was not
only the Lower Schoo! of Rookwood
who found the Head rather trylng in
these days.

“I mean, some juniors were getting
over the wall, sir, and I caught one of
them, and I had an apple
mean chucked—thrown In my eye, sir.
I'm afrald I'm going to have a black
eye. Wow!"”

“Their names?” snapped the Head

“Lovell, Raby, Newcome, B8ilver!”

Dr. Chisholm hurried on. He swept
away towards the gates, with a hundred
pairs of eyes turned on him, His wrath

:’[I-I-I]IIIEII-I.I boiling point. Not only

example
of the Fourth.

Dr. Chisholm strode along Coombe
Lane at a speed to which he was little
accustomed, and which indeed was
scarcely in keeping with his majestic
dignity.

He was quite certain ol the direction

Brim | taken by the breakers of bounds—they

were going, of course, to Mr. Greely's
new echool—visiting Manor House
School for no better reason than that
it had been placed out of bounds by
their headmeaster., Mr. Greely, of
conrse—iniquitous Mr. QGreely—would
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welcome them there—glad to foment
and foster trouble in the school from
which he had been dismissed. Indeed,
knowing what they had to expect on
return to Rookwood, it was probable
that the rebel juniors might stay there,
allowed to do by the

:

Road towards Manor House

came in sight of five Rookwood juniors
—two of whom a to be

in a desperale t. while the
three were looking on, with their hands
% e

= my soul!” ejaculated the
Head.

He swept on.

Jimmy Sllver and were
much too Ve eyes

the Head's till they heard his
voice. Then jumped.
“Oh, my hat!"™ ejaculated Lovell
“The Head|”
*Oh, crumbs!”

shall ha
- -"“m
Sorry as
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“Cease thls at onze!” thundered the
Head. "How dare you! Have you no
respect for the reputation of your
school? Have you no sense of decency?
How dare fight like—like ruffians,
on the pu road! Silver, you are
head of your Form, and chiefly to
blame. You. at least, should know
betier than this”

The two combatants ceparated. They
blinked at the Head—Jlmmy Silver in

grinning.

dismay: Mornington

looked just then like a champion of
law and order.

“This i+ disgraceful!™ thundered the
Head.

Jimmy dabbed his nose.

“You are out of bounds!" continued
Dr. Chisholm. “All of you will be
severely punished. You must learn that
the commands of your headmaster must
h mu

“We—we—" stammered Lovell. He
glared at Jimmy Siiver. This was what
came of backing up the captain of the
Form in support of law and order!

“You—you see, sir!" gasped Jimmy.

Dr. Chisholm raised his hand.

“It Is ureless to offer excuses. Silver.
Are you, or are you not, out of school
bounds disregard of my strict

be

“But you Silver, will be more
scverely dealt with!" said the Head
grimly. "“As head boy of your Form
You are expected to support proper
authority, and to set an example of
obedience and discipline. Silver, I
ve to consider whether I can
to remain at Rookwood at all.
I shall be to expel you from
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the =ciiool, I fear that you have left me
no other resource.”

“I—I—"" stuttered Jimmy hclp-
lrssly.

* Bilence!™

“If you'll let me explain!” said

Jimmy Silver.

“I will not hear a word from you,
Silver, when I have actually found you
out of bounds, fighting another Rook-
wood boy on a public road, and setting
an example of wilful disobedience and
rebelllon to your Form. Not another
word!"”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep, deep
breath.

“Follow me!” said the Head.

“Follow your leader!” murmured
Mornington.

Dr. Chishelm turned. The juniors
exchanged glances. The spell of the
Head's aulhorily was still upon them,
and they followed—even Momington.
They followed with lagging steps, but
thev [ollowed.

The Head glanced round once, and
frowned at the dark faces behind him.
Then he sirode on towards Rookwood.
As he turned a corner of the lane, five
juniors came to a halt

“"Fed up, yel?" grinned Mornington.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome looked
cxpressively at their leader.

“I'm not going to be flogged!” said
Arthur Edward Lovell, with deep
cmphacis “You can jolly well suit
vourself, Jimmy; but it's not good
enough for me. I'm going to Manor
House School, and I'm going to ask Mr.
Greely to take me in, and I'm going to
write to my {ather. So that's that!”

“Same here.” sald Raby.

“And here!” sald Newcome.
“"Come on!' sald Mornington
cheerily. “Don’t be an ass, Bilver! Do

you want to walk back to Rookwood to
be sacked?"”
Jimmy breathed hard.
“No!" he said “Ivs the limit!"™
";hen were off 7" demanded Lovell
[ R ﬂ,"

“Good egg]”

73

The Head's voice was heard calling
across an intervening hawthorn hedge.

“Silver! Mornington! Do not lag
behind! Follow me at once!”

But answer there came none!

Jimmy Bilver & Co. had left the road,
and were scudding across a footpath
towards Manor House 8chool and
refuge. When Dr. Chisholm, in lofty
wrath, came striding back for them,
they had vanished. The Head looked
this way, and that way, like Moses of
old; but he saw nothing more of Jimmy
Bilver & Co.

And Rookwood saw nothing more ol
them that day. Jimmy Silver & Co.
were pgone from Rookwood, and in
spite of watchful prefects, a good many
more of the Fourth followed the way
they had gone. And whether they
would ever return was a matter that
was still on the knees of the gods

CHAPTER 18
Al Manor House School!

“ T8 a lark, anyhow!” sald Arthur
Edward Lovell.
Raby end Newcome nodded.

They agreed that it was a lark, at
least.

Jimmy Silver locked thoughtful

The rising-bell had clanged out In
the summer morning, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. had turned out of their
dormitory, and turned out into the
early sunshine.

But it was not in the old quadrangle
of Rockwood School that they were
sauntering while they waited for the
breakfast-bell.

The grey old tower of Rookwood was
in sight t the blue sky far away
across fi and meadows and woods.
It was in the Close of the Manor House
School that the Fistical Four walked
and talked—still rather surprised to
find themselves there.

It was a strange state of affairs
“I don't know what our people will
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say.” remarked Jimmy Silver. " They
will have to agree to our staying here.”

“0Oh, that will be all right."
“We can fix that,” sald Raby.

“Especially the fellows who are
going to be bunked if they go back to
Rookwood,” chuckled Newcome.

“The fact is, the Head went too far,
and he went over the limit,” said
Lovell. “Now he's down and out, and I
hope he likes it. Hallo, Hansom!”

Hansom of the Fifth came strolling
along with Lumsden and Talboys of
the same Form.

Lovell greeted Hansom of the Fifth
qguite cheerily and cordially, feeling
that in the present extraordinary state
of affairs all old grudges ought to be

forgotten.

That was unusvally thoughtful of
Arthur Edward. Unfortunately Han-
soran of the Fifth did not share his
unusual thoughtfulness. g

Hansom £tared at the Classical
junjors loflily and disdainfully, Han-
som never could forget that he was a
senior, captain of a senior Form, and
of immensely more importance than
mere {ags.

“You fags here!" he exclaimed.

“Here we are,” gaid Lovell. “All in
the same boat now, Hansom, old bean.”

Hansom frowned.

“Well, if you think vou're going to
be as cheeky here as you were at Rook-
wood you're makiny a mistake!” he
sald.

Hm?"‘

“You don't address the Pifth as ‘old
bean.'! my son,” said Hansom. .'That
will help you to remember it."

“Oh!" roared Lovell, In surprise and
wrath, as Hansom knocked his bat off
and then walked on, laughing with
Lumsden and Talboys.

Lovell flelded his hat and 1'
after Hansom. Evidently thalt lordly
youth was as " Fifth-Formy " at the
Manor House as ever he had heen at

Reokwood.
“By gum!™ gasped Lovell, " Does
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that cheecky ass think we're golug tc
stand that? Back me up, you chaps!”™

Lovell rushed after the Fifth
Formers.

Crash !

Hansom's hat went flying from his
head under a sudden smite,

It dropped to the ground, and Lovell
I&rnmntijumped on it.

Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, what—what, you cheeky fag!
You—you——" Words ialled Edward
Hansom In his wrath, and he [fairly
hurled himself on Lovell

Four juniors promptly collared him
tegether, and Hansom sat down on the
ground with & bump. Talboys and
Lumsden rushed to the rescue, and so
did Mornington and Oswald and Con-
roy and several more Fourth Form
fellows.

In a few seconds there was a terrific
mix-up. Five or six Fifth Formers
came speeding up—and more of the
Fourth. The breakfast-bell rang, but
it rang unheeded.

And Horace Greely, headmaster of
the new locking out of the big
doorway, stared—stared blankly at the
sight of a considerable portion of his
new school mixed up In a wild and
whirling combat.

CHAPTER 129.
Somathing Like a Shindy!
ORACE GREELY stared.
He could scarcely believe his
eyes.

For long, long years, Mr. Greely had
been a Form-master at Rookwood
Bchool and all the time he had been

cretly that his proper voca-
tlun was that of headmaster., He was,
in his own limﬂummhrt.hu
hand of Nature “marked, quoted, and
signed " to be chief—in fact, monarch
of all he surveyed. He had never been
satisfied with Dr. Chisholm's methods.
He had never doubted that in his
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hands Rookwood School would bave
becnn managed In an entirely superior
way.

Now that, owing to Sir George Han-
som’s generosity, he had his chance,
he was convinced that his superior
methods would be seen to full advan-
tage. Often and often there had been
trouble at Rookwood. There was never
going to be any trouble at Manor
House School. Under the majestic pre-
sidency of Horace Greely, affairs would
proceed on the even tenor of their way.
The Head of Manor House School
would inspire an awe, a respect, such
as Dr. Chisholm had never inspired—
never could i X

Some such agreeable reflection was
in Mr. Greely's mind as he stepped out
of the House that sunny morning for
a breath of fresh air before breakfast.

And as he stepped forth he beheld
that terrific shindy, and he stared at it
blankly.

Shindies had occurred at Rook-
wood. Form rows and had
happened there. But Rookwood had
E-eltllum seen a shindy on the present
scale.

Mr. Greely blinked, and blinked
again, unwilling to trust the evidence
of his eyes,

Hansom & Co. outnumbered by the
warlike Fourth, had received reinforce-
ments—nearly all the Fifth were mixed
up in the scrap now. But more and
more of the Fourth had rushed up—
and some of the Third and Second had
joined in the fray—others were drib-
bling lost hats about, with shrieks of
laughter.

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr.
Greely.

He strode upon the scene with
-aunder on his brow. This certainly
was not the beginning he had
planned for Manor House School.

“"Boys,” he thundered, “cease this
at once! I say, cease this uproar—this
disorderly uproar immediately.”

Mr. Greely’s command should have
been obeyed instantly. To hear should

HCHOOLBOY H
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have been to obey. But it wosn't The
combatants undoubtedly heard, for Mr.
Greely's booming woice was zaudible
from one end of the Close to the other.
But they did not heed.

“Give them socks!"™
ington.

“Down with the Fifth!"

“Hurrah!”

“Oh! My eye! Wow-wow!"

“Gerroff 1 *

“Go it, you fellows!"™

Mr. Greely waved his hands in wild
command.

“Cease this at once!™ he boomed.
“Do you hear? Do you dare to dis-
regard your headmaster? Hansom, I
address you specially, Hansom, as I
have made you captain of the school!
Hansom! Boy!"

Edward Hansom ought to have
heeded his new headmaster, i{ any
fellow ought to have done so. For that
wholesale secession from Rookwood had
been started, in the first place, by Han-
som's reckless enthusiasm in the cause
of the dismissed Mr. Greely, and it was
Hansom's father whose wealth had
founded the new school.

But Hansom was wildly excited.

Moreover, the reins of discipline hav-
ing been relaxed were not easy to
tighten again., Hansom, having
“kicked " agrinst the authority of his
old headmaster, was by no means dis-
posed to “kow-tow * to his new head-
master. And, further, Hansom was of
opinion that as his father was the pro-
prietor of Manor House Bchool, he—
Edward—could do pretty well what he
liked there. Indeed, he had already
told PFifth Form fellows that he
wouldn't stand much * side * from Don
Pomposo, who would jolly soon find, if
he put on side, that Hansom's pater
could sack a headmaster as easily as he
could appoint one!

Such were the disrespectful views
held by Hansom of the Fifth—unknown
to Horace Greely!

And Hansom was wild now, His nose
streamed red, his necktie was jerked

roared Mcrn-
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out, his ha'r was liks a3 mop. Lovell
hod held his ears and banged his nose
on the hard earth, and Hansom was
just getting to close quarters with
Lovell when Mr. Greely hurled stern
commands at him.

Hansom did not heed those com-
mands.

He rushed at Lovell.

“Hansom!" roared Mr, Greely, in a
formidable voice.

He rushed forward and grasped Han-
som by the shoulder,

“LCEEU!'

Edward Hansom shook the detaining
hand off, and rushed at Lovel' and
clutched him. SR

They rolled over together almost at
Mr. Greely's feet, punching and pom-
melling with terrific vim.

“Bless my soul! Hansom—Lovell!
Boys!"™ shrieked Mr. Greely. “This is
—is disgraceful! Cease at once! Do
you hear me? Boys, I command you!
Hansom, Lumsden—— Yarcoooop!"”

Mr. Greely wound up with a roar, as
five or six fellows crashed into him,
and he sat down suddenly on the
ground.

Hansonu was still
and J Silver had ]
chum’s al Hansom was off
by the hair and ears, with a series of
filendish howls.

Mr. Greely staggered up.

His wrath was at white heat now.
appointed captain of Manor
House School, ought to have been quell-

the riot, instead of which he was

Hansom wriggled, but Alr. Greely's
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grasp wns too powerful for him. Ile
Wwas a prisoner.

“Every boy here will be caned!”
thundered Mr. Greely. “Hsansom, 1
w"ﬁﬂﬂ you before all the school for

“You Jolly well won't!"” hooted
Hanscm,

“What! What!"

“Let go my collar!”

“Chuck It, Don Pomposo!” came a
voice from the crowd.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The fray was petering out now—
Hansom, its leading spirit, being a
prisoner in his headmaster's grasp, and
all the other fellows in a very breath-
less state. The two parties drew off,
glaring at one another, though pom-
Eﬂmﬂl was still going on hers and

ere

“Into the House, all of you!™ ex-
claimed Mr. Greely. “You are late for
breakfast! Go in at once. Hansom,
come with me!”

“Let go my collar!” yelled Hansom.
_ Instead of letting go, Mr. Greely
tightened his grip, and marched
Edward Hansom off towards the House.

“Let him go!*” shouted Lumsden.

“Chuck it, old Pomposo!”

“Get off the grass, Greely!”

Mr. Greely's face was crimson, but
he turned a deaf car to those dis
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Mr. Greely marched him on, with an.

iron grip on his collar, into an empty
study, and there released him. He took
the ey from the lock.

“Hansom, I shall lock you in this
room, since you do not know how to
behave yourself,” said Mr. Greely
sternly. *“This ig, for the present, the
punishment-room, and you are in dis-
grace, Hansom.”

Hansom snorted.
':’I'm jolly well not going to be locked

:l R}.!H
“1 didn't come here for this, I can
tell you!” exclaimed Hansom.

“You came here to respect your head-
master’s authority, Hansom,"” boomed
Mr. Greely, purple with indignation.

“Did I? snorted Hansom. ''Look
here, I'm not going to be flo
too jolly thick. Might as well be with
Dr. Chisholm, if it comes to that!"

“You will be flogged in public, Han-
com, with the utmost severity.”

“My pater will have something to
say about that!"” snorted Hansom.

“What! How dare you, Hansom!”
Mr. Greely fairly gasped with wrath.
“Do you suppose for one moment that
Sir George Hansom will dream of inter-
fering with my authority as headmaster
of Manor House School?”

“Yes, rather!”

“Bilence, you insolent boy!”

Mr. Greely rolled out, locking the
door after him, leaving Hansom of the
Fifth a prisoner, with a flo g in
prospect. Rookwood's rival—Manor
House School—was making rather an
cxcitiog start,

in

CHAPTER i0.
A Rift in the Lutel

IMMY SILVER & CO. breakfasted
J with good appetites and in cheery
gpirits, Perhaps the tussle with the
Fifth had Improved both their appe-
tites and their spirits. Undoubtedly
Manor House School was rather a

d, that's | B

'

change from Rookwcod. Lovell declared
that it was going to me *Liberty Hall,"
and it looked as if Lovell was right so
far. It was quite certain that the
fellows had not the awe of Mr. Grecly
that they had felt towards their
old. headmaster; and- Mr. Greely's
authority, founded on rebellion,
naturally could not be 50 secure as that
of the headmaster of Rookwood,
founded on habit, and custom, and im-
memorial tradition. That was a trifling
point which Horace Greeling, perhaps,
had overlooked.

Mr. Greely was not quite so cheery
over his breakfast as the heroes of the
Fourth.

Hansom's words worried him a little,
lingering in his mind.

Sir George Hansom had been

enerosity itself in his with
his old friend and tutor; he had stood
by him loyally and generously when he
wag unjustly dismissed from Rookwood.
But there had already been one or two
little jars.

That determination and decision of
character which had made 8ir George
so prompt to act In the founding of
Manor House School made him a little
difficult to pull with when there was a
difference of opinion. And Mr. Greely
had his own views, and was very posi-
tive about them.

Sir George's view seemed to be that
Mr. Greely should play up to him, as it
were. While Mr. Greely's view was that
Sir George should be a sort of Polonius

behind the curtain, not I:gl'e&'ul:m]:lg to
interfere in matters which Mr. Greely
could manage so much better than he

could.

Now there was trcuble about Hansom.

A senlor fellow, who had been dap-
pointed captain of the school, and who
took a leading part in a disorderly riot,
instead of quelling the same, had to be
taught the elements of discipline if
there was to be law and order at the
Manor Housc at all.

That was quite certain.

Hansom could not possibly remain
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captain of the Manor House, and Han-
som had to be punished.

Surelv it was Iimpossible that BSir
George, as a sensible man, would dream
of interfering with his new headmaster.

Impossible as it ought to have been,
Mr. Greely was troubled with Linger-
ing doubts,

Unfortunately, the baronet was on
the spot.

As founder of the Manor House
School, proprietor of the estate upon
which it stood, generous provider of
all the necessary funds, Sir George con-
gidered his presence, for some time, a
necessary thing. He had put off many
important engagements in order to see
the Manor House safely through its in-
fancy, as it were.

Mr. Greely, much as he respected his
kind friend and patron, did not see eye
to eye with him on this point, and
would, indeed, have been overjoyed to
see Sir George take the traln for
London.

This, however, could hardly

suggest.
* It was only with great reluctance that
he realised that Sir George was a thorn
in his side. Having founded the school
and set Mr. Greely going, Bir George
was now really superfluous, from Mr.
Greely's point of view; he had, as ii were,
outlived his usefulness. But the baronet
did not understand it at all, and obvi-
ously it would have been a very delicate
business to point it out to him.

Mr. Greely did not enjoy his break-
fast s0 much as usual. He was rather
glad that Sir George was breakfasting
in his room. It gave him time to think.

After breakfast Mr. Greely was 50
busy that he forgot, for a time, the
unpleasant affair of Edward Hsansom,
who remained locked in the punish-
ment-room, In a state of seething wrath
and indignation.

The arrival of the Rookwood Fourth
had given Mr. Greely great satisf..ction,
sroublesome as the outcome had been.
It was a great accesslon of numbers to
the school. Arrangements had to he

he
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made with the boys' parents, of course,
and Intervention from Dr. Chisholm
was to be expected; but Mr. Greely was
prepared for that. 8ir George had
already engaged several masters, in con-
sultation with Mr. Greely, ignoring, or
ignorant of the fact that Mr. Greely
had expected that matter to be left
entirely in hizs hands. However, the
masters were there, and Jimmy Silver
& Co. found a Form-master ready for
them, and the Fourth went in to class
as if they had been at Rookwood.

They were not wholly pleased. Pecle
& Co. and Tubby Muffin had hoped to
slack: other fellows had been thinking
of cricket.

However, they went in to class with
more or less submission. And the con-
tingents of the Second and Third were
also disposed of.

With the Fifth it was different.

They were in a riotous meod when
they went to their Form-room, bolling
with indignation on Hansom's account.

Lumsden had already suggested clear-
ing out of Manor House and marching
home to Rookwood as a lesson to “Don

That suggestion might have beenr
acted upon could the Fifth Formers
have depended on a cordial reception
from Dr. Chisholm. But there was very
much doubt on that point.

Mr. Greely found that he had an
angry and excited Form to deal with.

“Where's Hansom, sir?" asked Lums-
den, as Mr. Greely rolled majestically
in.

“Hansom js locked in the punish-
ment-room, Lumsden. Go to your
Dlﬂ.ﬂ!."

“"We think, sir—"

“You need not tell me what you
think, Lumsden,"” sald Mr. Greely, with
crushing dignity.

“All the same, sir—"

“Sllence!"

Mr, Greely rolled ponderously to his
desk, and the Fifth Formers exchanged
glances.

It was then that the Ilmposing figure
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of Sir George Hansom appeared in ths
doorway of the Form-room.

8ir George was bright and cheerful
that sunny morning, ignorant, so far,
of the trouble that had arisen in Lhe
new school.

He was looking into the Fifth Form
room to give Mr. Greely a cheery greet-
ing, and a kind nod to tne Fifth, and
perhaps to make a comment or two, and
one or two suggestions. Mr. Greely
simply hated anybody butting into his
Form-room; he had found it hard to
tolerate, when Dr. Chisholm had some-
times done so at Rookwood. But Dr.
Chisholm, at all events, had been head-
master there, with the duty of super-
vision to Perfm*m; and Sir George Han-
som was ~butting " into matters he did
rot understand, and which really did
not concern him at all—so fair as Horace
Greely could see. And this was an
especially awkward moment for mest-
ing the father of Hansom of the Fifth!

“QGood-morning — good-morning!”
sald Sir George breezily. “Hard at it
nlready, what—what?”

“Quite so!" sald Mr. Greely.

““Where is Edwvard? Edward late for
class, what?” sald Sir George, glancing
cver the Fifth, “This will never do—
never! I must speak to Edward! You
must not allow Edward to slack, Mr.
Greely—my son must be as amenab!le to
discipline as any other fellow here,

what?"

“Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Greely
dryly.

“Well, well, where is Edward?"

The Fifth began to grin.

“Lumsden, I shall leave you In charge
of the class for a few minutes,” said
Mr. Greely hastily.

“Yes, sir,” sald Lumsden, hardly
suppressing a chuckle.

Sir George Hansom locked surprised,
as Mr. Greely drew him out of the
Form-room. Horace Greely did not de-
sire to make that very awkward ex-
planation in the presence of the griu-
ning Fifth.

"Is anything the matter, Mr, Grecly?"

LIDRARY (L

asked Sir George, as he paced down the
corridor with the new heatmaster.
“I am sorry to say, yes.”
“Well, what is it?”

Mr. Greely coughed.
“A mere matter of discipline, IMr.

Greely. 1 think I heard somelhing like
an uprcar before I came down. Have
the young rascals been kicking over the
traces, what?"

“Something of the kind, sir,” said
Mr. Greely.

“And my son was concerned in it?"

*“1 regret to say, yes."

“Well, well, boys will be boys,” said
Sir George. “I will speak to Edward
on this subject. He must toe the line
like the rezt. Where is he?”

“I have found it necessary to lock
higimﬂ”the punishment-room."

“It iz my Intention to adminisisr a
flogging."

"Dh!"

“Hansom unfoertunately appears o
have an impression, Sir Gceorge, that
as your son, he is cntitled to disregard
discipiine,” saild Mr. Greely. “You, of
course, would not anorove of thic.”

“Certainly not. But—come, compe,
Mr. Greely! Only a few days ogo my
son wrs appointed captain of the
school. ™

“I fear that I must cancel that
appointment.”

“Indeed!” snid Sir George Hansom
coldly.

“Yes, indeed, Sir George! "

The two gentlemen walked on side
by side, in silence for some minutes.
Both were feeling ceeply pained.

Sir George Hansom was beginning (o
wonder whether Dr. Chisholm, after all,
had had some justication for his drastic
treatment of Horace Greely—obviously
a self-willed and tactlcss man.

Mr. Gresly was berinning o wonder
whether he had actad wisely, afler all,
in refusing Dr. Chisholm’s offer of re-
conciliation, in order to accept a head-
mastership {rom 8Sir George Hansnmn—



who also was a tactless and selfl willed
marn.

“This is very awkward!" sald Sir
George, at last.

“1 agree.”
“I had better sce my son,” sad the
baronet abruptly.

“It is, of course, very unusual for a
boy's parent to intervene personally in
such a matter,” remarked Mr. Greely.

Sir George flushed.

“1 must see my son, Mr. Greely."

Mr. Greely flushed.

“II you insist, Sir George, I am
bound to remember that I received my
appointment at your hands, and—
and—""

“I do not desire that to weigh with
you in the very least, Mr. Greely. I am
hound to give you a perfectly free hand
as headmaster of the Manor House.
Nevertheless——"

“Your interview with Hansom will, I
fear, strengthen his belief that he is
not amenable to discipline like the
other boys.”

“I do not think so, Mr. Greely."

“I fear so0."

“I do not fear so.”

Mr. Greely breathed hard.

“We seem to take different opinions,”
he said.

“Unfortunately, yes,” assented Sir

In grim silence Mr. Greely handed
the key of the ent-room to the
baronet, and with the briefest of bows,
walked away to his Form-room. .

CHAPTER 1.
Unexpected!
" dE Head!"™
Arthur Edward Lovell uttered
that exclamation.

He was not referring to Horace
Greely, headmaster of the Manor
House. Dr. Chisholm, headmaster of
Rookwood, came in at the gates, and
proceeded with a slow and slately stride
towards the House,
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“The Beak!" ejaculated Mornington

Tubby Muffin gave a nﬂuuk.

“He's alter us, you fe %

“Let him come after us, if he likes,
gald Cyril Peele. "He can't touch us!
The Beak can go and eat coke!”

*“Let’s give him a howl!"” said Gower.

“8hut up, Gower!" exclaimed Jimmy
Silver sharply.

*“Cheese it, you cad!"”

Classes were over at the Manor
House. The Close swarmed with the
Rookwood f{ellows who had joined up
at Mr. Greely's new school. Among
them was Hansom of the Fifth.

Hansom was loocking quite pleased
with himself.

There had been no flogging.

Exactly what had transpired betwezn
Mr. Greely and the baronet, the fellows
did not know; but they knew that Mr.
Greely had climbed down. It was pos-
sible that Sir George was beginning to
share his son's view that “Don Pom-
poso " was A POmMpOoUSs LS.

Apparently the baronet had put his
foot down, in the firm opinion that can-
ce Hansom's captaincy, and flog-
ging would be a decidedly bacl
beginning at Manor House School. Put-
ting his foot down seemed a perfectly
natural to the masterful old
gentleman, in the circumstances. Bul
undoubtedly it was a grief and a griev-
ance to Horace Qreely, and made him
the hour when the
behind the founder
On the other hand,

had convinced Sir
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Mr. Greely had retired to his study In
2 grim mood, full of resentment and a
scnse of helplessness. He was prepared
to be wrathy with anybody just then,
aAs he could not venture to be wrathy
with his kind friend and patron, Sir
George. To Dr. Chisholm, at least, he
could say what he thought: and his
brow was grim when the headmaster of
Rookwood was shown into his study.

The two masters looked at one
another.
“Pray be seated, sir!™ said Mr.

Greely, with grim courtesy.

“Thank you, I will stand.”

““As you please, sir.”

“This interview need not last more
than a few minutes, Mr. Greely."

“As a matter of fact, my time is of
value, Dr. Chisholm."

“1 have called with reference to the
boys who have lelt Rookwood and taken
refuge here."”

“"No doubt.”

“These boys must return to Rook-
wood."

“These boys now belong to the Manor
House, Dr, Chisholm, and will remain
here."

“The boys have, in point of fact, run
away from school, Mr. Greely, and if
they do not return, the law will be
invoked.™

“You are welcome to invoke it, sir.”

“The parents of the boys—"

“The parents of the boys will give
their decision In the matter, Dr.
holm, and I trust that it will be In my
favour.”

“You are determined, then, to keep
on this unhappy dispute, Mr. Greely?”

“There 15 no dispute, sir,” sald
Horace Greely. "I am headmaster of
the Manor House. You are headmaster
of Rookwood. I decline to enter into
any te.”

Dr. paused.

As a matter of fact, the Head of
Rookwood had had time to reflect, and,
as generally happened with the obsti-
nate old gentleman after due reflection,
he regretted a hastly and inconsiderate
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action. S0 now he was unusually
patilenl. h‘:lth Horace Greely,

g ve already expressed, Mr.
Greely, my regret for the unfortunate
misunderstanding which led to dis-
missal from Rookwood
dismissal I offered to rescind, and my
offer is still You are welcome to
return to R in all honour.”

Mr. Greely fell an Inward twinge.



Greely. For a fow days, al least, 1 shall
allow the matler to rest where it is, in
the hope that it may be arranged with-
out public scandal and gorsip. I have
too much respect for your character not
to feel that my boys are perfectlv safe
in charge.”

your
“You are very good, sir," said Mr.
Greely, melting again.
“That Is all T have to say, sir,"” said
Dr. Chisholm, and he held out hi*r hand

gravely. ;

Mr. Greely shook hands with his
former chief,

He walked as far as the House door-
way with Dr. Chisholm, and stood
there, with a mixture of feelings, walch-
ing the stately gentleman progress
along the path to the gates. Ard, all
¢f a sudden, he had the startling sight
of Dr. Chisholm’s silk-hat flying off—
knocked from his head by a flying
tennis-ball.

“Good heavens!” gasped Mr, Greoly.

Dr. Chisholm slaggered, in his sur-
prize, clutching nt his fiying hat, and
{«ll on his august knees.

Mr. Greely, with a purpic face, rushed
cdown the stepa.

“Who threw that bal'?” he thun.
dered.

There vwas o buzz ameng the fellows
:a the Close.

"Whel disrespectful young scoundrel
dared to throw thet bhall?”' recarcd Mr
Greeiy.

Dr. Chisholm picred himself up.

His face was ushcd, Ut he prec-
scrved his dignity.,

“Thank you,” he said gquielly. ns
Jimmy Shiver rushcd u» with his 1c-
centurcd hal,

There vvas o Liz dent in the hat. Dr.
Chisholm smiccihed i, with asrdato
calmness, end get it upon his heed
SEain.

“Dr. Chishio'm!™ zasped Mr. Greely,
ecdei with rage and mortificaticn. A
thousand apclegics! I cannot spy how
=how I regrct-— I am sure ?‘uu will
understand thel I am deep’y shocized!

I—I—"
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"Quile so, Mr. Greely, Good-after-
noon."

The Head of Rookwood salled majes-
tically out of gates. And then Mr.
Grecly, with a deadly glare, turned on
the crowd of fellows In the Close.

“Who threw that ball? The y
rascal will be instantly

mt_ll:l the greatest severity! Who was
CHAPTER 1.
Out of Hand!

‘who?'!" mur«

mured Valentine Mornington,
and
grinned.
But really, it was not a grinning
matter. The action had been an ocut-
rageous one, and Mr. Greely was deeply
enraged. The incident reflected deep
discredit on Manor House School, on
Horace Greely's headmastership. The
culprit was “for it" as soon as Mr.
Greely discovered him.

But he did not scem easy to dis-
cover.

“Was il ycu, Lovell?” thundercd Mr,
Greely.

“Certainly not!" snapped Lovell in-
dignantly.

“ Mornington—-"

“Oh, sir!™” saild Mornington.

“"Answer me directly, Momnington!
£ay yes or no."”

“¥Yes or no!" sz2id Mcrny, at once.

“What, what?” The cxasperated
Henad of 1Ianor House School could not
realise that Morny had the astounding
impucence to pull his lez at that
critical moment. *“What did you say,
Mornington?”

“¥Yes or no, sir,” answered Morning-
ton brightly.

“What do you mean, Mornington?™

“Only lo be ohedicnt, sir,” said
HMomy meekly. “You told mme to say
*¥os or no,” sir. 8o I've zaid it! I'm
trying to set an example cf obecdience
o those Icelows, s

“Ha, ha, ba!”™

” EEH«D ANSWers
some of the juniors
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Mr. Greely was purple.

“You—you dare to bandy words with
me, Mornington! I take that as an ad-
mission that you were gullty of this
heinous act of insolence and d
to Dr. Chisholm. Momington, follow
me into the House.”

Mr. Greely stalked away, bursting
with wrath.

“Dear me!" said Morny, with a yawn.

“Was it you, Morny?" demanded
Jimmy Silver.

“Not at all. It was somebody be-
hind those oaks yonder—I saw the ball
whizz,” said Morny . "I dare
say Peele could tell us who it was.”

“How should I know?" demanded
Cyril Peele.

“Well, you sneaked out from behind
the oaks a few seconds after the ball
knocked off the beak’s hat,” grinned
Mornington.

Peele gritted his teeth.
“You can tell Grekly that, if you like.
I shall deny it.”

“My dear man, I'm not goin' to tell
Greely anythin’. I'm not even goin’ to
see the good gentleman.”

“You'd better go, Morny,” urged
Jimmy Silver. “ Greely ordered you to
follow him."

“Bother Greely!”

“You'd no right to pull his silly old
leg when he was asking you a question,”
said Putty of the Fourth.

“He'd no right to ask me such a ques-
tion. I'm not the chap to knock off
a master's hat with a tennis-ball.”

“All the same—" sai® Jimmy
Silver.

n:uh' I'ﬂ.tﬂ!"

Valentine Mornington walked away
with his hands in his pockets. Mr.
Greely, staring round from the House
to make sure that Morny was following
him, observed the dandy of the Fourth
disappearing in the distance, sauntering
coolly with his hands In his pockets.

“Momington!" thundered Mr.
Greely.

Morny did not even glance round.
“Hansom!"
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“Hallo!" said Hansom, glancing at
Mr. Greely cheerfully. His victory had

pendent than ever. It was inconceiv-

able that he ever would have answered

““Hallo!" to Dr. Chisholm at Rookwood.

E"r‘.'éa“' It that : qu!h!:h tumur.
Yy as wWas o

mode of address to a headmaster.

did not want another argument with
Sir George Hansom.

“Go and fetch Mornington here at
once, Hansom."

“Oh! Right-ho, sir!” sald Hansom
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“And now I tell you to stand back!”
snapped Mr. Greely sharply. “Leave
Mornington to me.”

“Well, if you don't know your own
mind, sir—" said Hansom.

“Bilence!" thundered Mr. Greely.

Hansom shrugged his shoulders. He
was not in the least afraid of Horace
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Greely, and he seemed to desire that
fact to be observed by all observers.

* In the peculiar circumstances it was
undoubtedly awkward for Mr. Greely to
deal with Hansom as that reckless and
unreflecting youth deserved. He con-
centrated his attention upon Morny.

* Mornington, I ordered you to follow
me to the House! Muffin, fetch a cane
from my study at once!”

"Yes, sir!" sald Tubby Muffin.»

“Am I goin' to be caned, ‘sir?”
yawned Mornington..

“You are, you unruly young rul!lnnl
You have dared to Insult Dr. Chi: holm,
a guest within these walls—" *

“By leaving Rookwood and comin’
here, sir, do you mean?"” inquired Morny
in his silkiest tones.

M-. Greely choked.

“I do not mean that, Mormnington."”

“ Oh, I thought perhaps you did, sir!”
sald Morny cheerily.

"HI' h‘. hlll

“Silence! I shall cane you with the
utmost severity, Mornington, for having

assaulted Dr. Chisholm by knocking off |

his hat!"”

“But I didn't do it, sir.”

“¥You have admitted that you did by
your prevaricating answers when I ques-
tiened ]I'ﬂu-----"-

“Not at all, sir. That was only your
little inistake,” said the dandy of the
Fourth coolly. "“The fact is, sir, you
rather jump to conclusions.”

“Mufin! Hurry yourself, sir!”
shouted Mr. Greely, as Tubby came
rolling from the House with the cane.

““Oh, yes, sir!"” gasped Tubby and he
hurried up and handed the cane {o
Horace Greely.

“Hold out your hand, Momington!"

Morningtion did not remove his hands
from his pockets.

“Ycu hesr me, boy?"’

34 300 hek 2o T0ak,

"It you'll let me slr—
posed Jimmy Silver,

“ Silence, Silver!”

* It wasn't Mornington threw the ball,

L L ‘nw_
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sir," " He was stand-

persisted Jimmy.

1ing quite near me at the time.”

“Nonsense!"

“1 assure you, sir—"

“Bllence!"

Mr. Greely was not in a mood to listen
to reason. He had been deeply humili-
ated Ly the insull offered to his late
chief, and the offender had to be pun-
ished. That he had, so to speak, got
the wrong pig by the ear was a little
tircumstance he was too angry and
excited te trouble about. Morny, at
least, had been disobedient, and un-
Mr. Greely

“Mornington, I command you—-""

“Dear me!” said Mornington.

That was too much for Mr. Greely.
He fairly jumped at Mornington and
grasped him by the collar.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

The cane rang on Morny's shoulders,

“Whooop!"”  roared n.
“Leggo, rotter! Oh, my t!
Yaroooop Rescue, you [fellows!
Lenn you priceless old ass! Do you

?II

II anything was needed to make
Horace Greely boil over, that would
have done it. The headmaster of Manor
House School was actunlly addressed as
a priceless old ass!

Mr. Greely laid on the cane as though
ht?wmuhu.tlﬂu a carpet

alentine Mornington writhed and
wriggled and yelled. There was a sud-
den howl from Mr. Greely as the junior
hacked his shins.

“Oh! Ah! Ow!” howled the
startled Mr. Greely, and in his anguish
he released Mornington.

That reckless youlh darted away =t
once. He scudded to the school wall.
Mr. Greely was very quickly after him;
but, with a desperate clamber, Morning-
ton reached the top of the wall

There he sat, with his feet pulled up
cut of Mr. Greely's reach, and looked
down on the enraged headmaster of the

Manocr House. The whole crowd of
fellows followed and stood staring on
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al the scene In breathless excitement.

“Mornington, ceme down at once!”
rearsd Mr. QGreely, brandishing the
cane.

“Bow-wow!"

“"Boy!"”

“"Kan!" retorted Mornington.

“Ha, ha, hal”

““The next boy who laughs will be
flogged!"” roared Mr. Greely. ‘‘Morn-
i:zlon, I shall make an example of
you!®

“First catch your hare, sir!" said
Mornington coolly. “The fact Is,
Horace, old man, I'm fed-up with you!"

“Wha-a-at?"

“"You were no preat shakes as a
Form-master at Roockwood, I believe,”
said Mornington cheerily: “and as a
headmaster, old bean, you cut no ice
whatever. You can't keep your jolly
cld Fifth in order, and when it comes
to the Fourth you're not even an also
ran; you're nowhere at all!”

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.
Mr. Greely choked with wrath.
g T’nuTyuu young rascal—you—you—

I-1—

“Take your time, sir,” sald Morning-
ton. *It's a pleasure to listen to you;
oul don't stutter!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I—I—I will—I will—I will flog
you!" gasped Mr, Creely, almost in-
coherent with rage. “You—you inso-
lent young blackguard—"

“You won't flog me, old pippin!”
answered Mornington. “I'm fed-up
with you, as I said before. If I'm goin’
to be caned I may as well be caned by
my own headmaster. I'm goin' back to
Rookwood!"™

“Mornington, I order you to descend
at once from that wall!” boomed Mr.
Greely.

“I'm goin'! Good-bye, old bean!”
said Mornington, slipping over to the
putside of the wall.

“Come back!™ thundered Mr, Greely,

“Rats!”

“I command you——"

“More rats! I'm goin’ back to Rook-

£d

wood. Shall I tell the Beak that you
other fellows are comin'?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Any message from you, Greely, old
man?"”

Mr. Greely did not answer, He made
a rush towards the gates, evidently with
the intention of cutting off Morning-
ton’s retreat in the road.

“Time I was gone!” remarked Morn-
ington, with a nod and a smile to the
grinning crowd of fellows. *“You
chaps had better follow my example.
Greely's no good. His giddy school's
no good! Ta-tal"

Mornington dropped from the wall
and vanished.

Eii"m:ll, my hat!"” breathed Jimmy
VEr.

Arthur Edward Lovell chuckled,

“What larks|”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If Greely catches him—-" mur-
mured Raby.

“Greely won't!" grinned Lovell

Lovell was right. Mr. Greely didn't
A few minutes later the Head of
Manor House School came striding
in again, alone. Evidently he had failed
to catch the elusive Mornington.

Mr. Greely glared at the crowd of
chuckling Fourth Formers.

“All Fourth Form boys will go into
their Form-room at once for an hour's
detention!”™ he boomed.

iE mt?ll

L] ﬂh’ m h‘t!“

“1 will maintain discipline in this
school!” thundered Mr. Greely. "“Go
at once! At once, I say!”

And the enraged Mr. Greely looked
80 dangerous that the Fourth Form
fellows marched off, shepherded into the
house by Horace Greely, cane in hand.

Mr. Greely thoughtfully provided
them with a detention task and left
them breathing deep with wrath.

The detentlon task did not occupy
the attention of the Fourth Formers,
however. Even Tubby Muffin was

rebellious.
“We're not standing this,” said
Arthur Edward Lovell “Why, we



Ba THE

kicked because the Bezk was too high-
handed at Rookwood. We're not stand-
ing this from a cheap imitation Beak.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

"“"No jolly fear!™

“Come on!" said Jimmy Silver de-
terminedly.

And the Fourth Formers marched
~“ut again.

From his study windows, ten minutes
later, Horace Greely had o view of
them in the Close. He grasped his cane
and stepped to the door, then he paused
and laid down the cane again. Mr.
Greely really did not know what to do,
and in the end he did nothing. Which
was not an augury of success i Mr.
Greely's career as a headmaster.

CHAPTER 5. i
Morny Dreps In!

i E’ Eﬂ-d.! e
O Valentine Mornington of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood
dodged quickly.

He had just time to dodge.

Normally, at that hour in the after-
noon the Rookwood Fourth would. have
been in class with their Form-master,
Mr. Dalton.

But just as present matters were not
quite normal at Rookwood School. They
were, in fact, quite abnormal.

The Fourth Form Room was silent
and deserted. Not a fellow belonging
to the Classical Fourth was within the
walls of the old school—with the single
exception of Valentine Mornington.

And Morny was only just within the
walls. He had, in fact, just dropped in,
having climbed the school wall from the
road outside. He dropped between the
wall and a big beech-tree, and as he did
50, he heard the sound of footsteps and
the murmur of wvoices on the gravel
path on the other side of the tree; and,
recognising the well-known wvoice of
Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Rockwood,
Morny breathed an ejaculation under
his breath and dodged instantly into
cover behind the beech

FIFTH FORM REBELLION!

"The jolly old Head!” he murmured.
" Might have dropped on his jolly old
toes, by gad!"

And Morny grinned.

He listened while he grinned, won-
dering whether the Head had heard
him drop. But there was no alarm;
and after a few moments Mummgl:ﬂn
peered cautiously round the big, gnarled
trunk.

Two masters of Hﬂﬂkwnnd were
pacing slowly along the gravel path.
One was Dr. Chisholm, headmaster of
Rookwood; the other, Mr. Richard Du.l-
ton, master of the Fourth Form. Both
of them locked very grave.

The Head was speaking. Deep in dis-
cussion, the two masters had not noted
the slight sound made by Morny in

dropping from the wall

“I am somewhat nonplussed, Mr.
Dalton. The state of affairs is very
unfortunate—meost unfortunate.”

uqui“ au. !-ll.'."

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

“A very good idea, sir.”

“If you can make any suggestion,
Mr. Dalton, with a view to terminating
this unhappy state of affairs I—"

The Head paused.

The two masters had come to a halt
and were standing under the branches
of the beech, not two yards from Valen-
tine Mornington, who kept close behind
the big trunk

“ Certainly, sir,” said Richard Dalton.
"1 should suggest offering a free pardon
to all the boys who have gone over to
the Manor House, on condition that
they return to Rookweod.”

de HEm-!I.

“Some of them fear expulsion from
the schocl, others severe punishment,”
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sald th» Pourth Form master. “This
Zives them no choice but to throw in
their loi with Mr. Greely and to use
persuasion with their parents. An
assurance that the whole matter would
be forgiven and forgotten would, 1 am
sure, do much.”

“Hem!"”

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

“But 1 have actually expelled Han-
som of the Fifth, Mr. Dalton,” he said
at last

“That was a very gevere measure, sir;
unjustified, in my opinion.”

“Mr. Dalton!" exclaimed the Head,

in stately surprise.

“¥You have asked me to speak, sir.,”
said the Pourth Form master com-
posedly. “I am bound to speak frankly
if at all Hanscm of the PFifth most
certainly is a headstrong and unthink-
ing boy; but his father had been saved
from severe injury by Mr. Greely, and
Mr. Greely was dismissed—unjustly, as
you acknowledge. Certainly he should
not have rebelled against his head-
master, but there is much justification.
I think that Hansom of the PFifth
should be pardoncd with the
rest, if his father will consent to his
return to Rookwood.”

There was another long pausc.

Mornington wondered whether =a
thunderstorm was about to burst upon
the devoted head of Richard Dalton.

But when the Head spoke agaln his
voice waa very quiet.

“And Silver of the Fourth, Mr.
Dalton—of your Form. He left Rook-
wood against my special command—
almost in my presence—-"

“1 can only repeat what I have sald,
sir—a complete pardon all round seems
to me the only satisfactory to
the present state of affairs. It may
lead to the peaceable return of the
absent boys to Rookwood—or it may
not. I hope that it may."

Another long pause

a7

“I have great faith in your judgment,
Mr. Dalton,” sald the Head at last.
“You are the only master at Rookwood
whom I could have consulted in the
matter. Neither can I { that the
whole troubls began In a fault of my
own. I shall act on your advice.”

“1 am sure you will not it, sir,"
sald Richard mm-m:ﬂ;l

The boys, at all

before coming
the eyes of Dr. Chisholm. That inten-
tion he changed now.

With a cheery face, the dandy of the
Fourth stepped out from behind the
beech, and raised his hat to the head-
master,

Dr. Chisholm stared at him.

“Please I've come back, sir!™ said
Morningtcn meekly.
“What?"

come back when they know there isn't
Euﬁg ‘E.‘i?;’"w' e The
: a smile.

e 'aps you wouldn't mind

“P'r y 1 my tellin’
you Nlmtﬁ:', sir,” went on Morny.
unabashed. “About Jimmy Silver!
When he cleared out of Rookwood he
wasn't up against you, sir; he
fetch me back and
line. He was standin'
order and so on when



him, sir, and told him he was goin’

to be sacked for breakin' bounds.”
Dr. Chisholm started.

crimson came into his cheeks.

., sir, if you ask him,"” said

Mornington, shrugging his shoulders.
“1 have no doubt whatever of Morn-

ington's statement, Dr. Chisholm.”

never doubted that there was some ex-
planation of Silver's action unknown to
you."

The Head bit his lij. hard.

“You n;., gv. Mornington! You are

“Thank you, sir"

y.

And he sauntered away tov ards the
House,

Dr. Chisholm looked at Mr. Dalton.

“1 have acted hastily.” he said. "1
have been ust. Mr Dalton, your
advice Is : I am grateful for it.
Will you convey to the boys at the
Manor House that all will be forgiven
m ;_ﬂ'tﬂtt-.n if they return ‘o Rook-

“Gladly, sir!”

And Dr. Chisholm walked away, deep
in thought, leeving the master of the
Fourth with a very cheerful face. At
last there seemed a hope, at least, that
the split In the school would be closed,
the breach healed, and that Rookwood
mf'l'?gl once more resume the even tenor
o way.

sald Morny

CHAPTER M.
The High Hand!
. Cnmn him "
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pockcls and a very thoughtful expres-
sion on his face. Suddenly his reflec-
tions were interrupted by that shout
from Hansom of the Pifth end a ruzh
of footsteps.

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

He was in the hands of Lumsden
and Talboys of the Fifth, and Edward
Hansom, captain of that Form, stood
and grinned down at him.

“Landed our fish, by gad!” grinned
Hansom,

“¥You cheeky ass!™ shouted Jimmy
Bilver, struggling In the grasp of the
two senjors. “Let go! Do you
hear?"

Hansom chuckled.

H'i dear man., you're goin’ to have
a little lesson.,” he explained. *"I'm
goin' to teach you. Turn him over!"

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

Jimmy, resisting desperately, was
rolled over, with his face in the
grass. Hansom flourished the ashplant,
and brought it down with great vim.

“Oh!" gasped Jimmy.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Hansom was laying it on with vigour.

“Rescue!” yelled Jimmy Silver with
all the force of his lungs. “Lovell!
Raby! Newcome! Rescue!™

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Jimmy Silver's chums were not with-
in hearing. The ashpiant whacked
and whacked, while Jimmy struggled

and
"ﬂimr soul! What—what—
what—"
Mr. Greely came up.
“What — what — what —" exn
claimed Mr. Greely. “Hansom, what
are you doing? Stop this at once.”
Hansom glanced at him with a
cheery smile.

“Only givin' a cheeky fag six, sir,”
he answered
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" Really, Hansom—"

Whack !

The ashplant came down agzain.

“Hansom," thundered Mr. Greely,
“slop this at once! Do you hear me?
1 command you!*

“ Better not interferc, sir,” sald Han-
som.

“What—what?"

“You see, sir, I'm captain of the
school, and I don't need any advice.
I know what to do and how to do it."

“Sllence!™ thundered Mr. Greely.
“Hansom, you are an insolent boy!
You are no longer captain of the
gchool! Do you hear?”

“My father will have somethin' to
tay about that!" relorted Hansom.

“ Eilence, you rascal! Another
word, and 1 will flog you, as you de-
rerve!”

“1 don't think!"™

“What—what!"” stuttered Mr. Greely.

“You jolly well won't, and

that!" said Hansom Indeﬂkn "1
didn't come here to be ed,'?
Jolly well tell you. I could have got
that from Dr. Chisholm—a real head-
master—if I'd wanted it. Bosh! Come
on, you fellows|"

Hansom & Co. walked away, leaving
Mr. Greely spluttering.

I‘;.Hﬂ:m:l:ir Silver picked himself up, wrig-
EiIINg.

“Thank you, sir!™ he sa'd breath-

Mr. Greely glared at him. He had
been bound to intervene; but his in-
tervention had led to fresh difficulties:
there was more trouble in prospect with
Hansom’s father. Rather unreason-
ably, but perhaps naturally, his wrath
turned on Jimmy.

“Sllver, you have been insolent to
Hansom, I have no doubt. Take five
hundred lines.”

j:mt?" gasped Jimmy.

Jimmy Sllver went.

Mr. Greely, greatly perturbed, rccd
inder the oak-irees, more worried and
perplexed than ever,

Jimmy Silver found his comrades in

that's
‘can
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Bir Geor;e juiaped almast clear of the
ground.

“Edward! " he said fain'ly.

“Ow! Ok, dear!”™

Hansom ol the Fifth lurch>d as he

hopped, and b Lt up against an
oak He lean>d on trunk, splutiering
ink and z00'.

“Edward!" casped Sir Georze. " You
—my son! Vhal—what—what is the
cause of this* What has happened?™

“Ow! Those checky fags!™ splut-
tcred the hapiess Hansom. * Silver and
Ow! !'l].:.lhdtl 'ﬁ:ﬂnfu[elf:mqh' !

! v rod m e
and did this—— Wow-ov! Look at ms!
Qooooch!”

And he spluttered mere soot and Ink

The baronet stood dumbfounded.

“I—I gay, untic me, {sther, will you?"
groaned som. “I've been rm,
you know! Ow! I'm slm !
Wow! Have you got a penknife about
you? Ow! Dh. dear! Il smash

‘em! G i
Inammhdltnca.ﬂuﬂmac Han-
som took out a e, opened it, and
t tied up his hopeful

cut the cords
Son.

His face was crimcon with wra h and
indignation.

“Go and clean ycurscif at onece, EJ-
ward!"™ he said, In a subdued volce.
“That's what 1 jolly well want!"
groaned Hansom.

And once freed from his bonds he
cut across pt a run towards the House,

anxious to get into a bath-room with-
out delay.
hh mn-.ruflilu ter grected him as
"Hl.l h.... h.!-
“Here's Hansom!™
“Looks handsome—what? roared

Lovell, “Ha, ha ha!®

"Whm!_ did you get thal face, Han-
som

“Give him some soap, somebody.”

“Ha ha ha!l”

Hansom's face was scariet under the
goot and ink. The Cloce was crowded
with fellovs, and thay were a!l roaring
with laughter: even the Fifth Form
fellows yellsd with the rest.

THL PIFTH FONM IREBELLIOM!

“You—you—you yaung scoundrels
panled Hansom: and b+ charzed at
Jimmy Eilver & Co.

Bump!

Hansom of the Fifth sprawled on th~
ground.

Forth from the shade of the oak-trees
camc Sir George Hensom, red with
raze. like n lion from his lair,

" You young rascals!" he thundsred.

“Hallo, here’s the old bird'™" ex-
claimed Lovell disrespectiully.

. hhHmrdn:'t
you appear in public ! state—In
this this revolting state?"
Elred Mr. Greely, hllth'n‘ incensed. “Is

is o new insolence,

3 o e T

e grasped e
I‘I‘I' silly old fool! r.lped Han-
[F] m m L2
“Do you think I did it myself?”
What—what—what—what did you
call me, Hansom?"

*“Let go, you footling ass!"”

Hansom was as well as
Mr. Greely, and he did not measure his
worda.

Mr. Greely stered at him.

He let po, and dealt Hansom a box
on thes car that sent him spinning.

“Whooop!” roared the Fifth-
IFormer.

5 sAms

[ ]
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“"You insolent young rascal—-"

“You old dummy!” yelled Hansom.

“"Upon my waord! I—I—" Mr.
Oreely’'s wrath overflowed; he forgot
the existence of his kind friend and
Eatrnn and would not have cared, had
e remembered it He crowded on
Hanscm of the Fifth, boxing his ears
right and left.

Ow, ow, ow!"” yelled Hansom, dodg-
ln[:l.'rnnunlltmr. "mﬂd I-'ll—rlmdlh.I'
—you thumping my t!
Keep ::5!, you giddy lunatic!

Smack, smack, smack, smack !

‘Mr. Creely!” It was B8ir George
Hansom's wvolce in the doorway.
" Horace Greely! You forget your-
Nir. Greel suddenly left off boxing

. Greely t
Hansom's ears.

“Go!™ he breathed

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

Mr. Greely look at Sir George,
mmmﬁl.mﬂmmu
A eyes glittering with

Mr.

anger. Bir Jimmy

: En»mdlmehm

ellows swarmed. Fortunately both gen-
remembered that

wWas and they

due to
restrained the words on their lips.

"E-k-k-kindly into my study, Sir
George!” I‘llll'dﬂﬂnﬂy

“I will do so, sir!™ snorted Sir
George.

of

CHAPTER M.
Marghing Orders!
“ TS Dicky's fist!"
l “Mr. Jove!

. Dalton—by
see what Dicky has to say.”

Jimmy Silver opened the letter.

Not only his own comrades, but a
crowd of the Pourth Form fellows
gathered round Jimmy as he
the letter from Richard Dalton under

Let's
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the trees In the close. They all wanted
to know what the master of the Rook-

BEST BOOKS FOR
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be forgoten and forgiven. In these
circumstances, 1 am sure that you will
sec that it Is your duty, as well as your
best Interest, to return at once,
use your Influence with

sty

“Jolly good idea!™
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"Hear, hearl|”
Jimmy Silver walked Into the House,
the letier In his hand.

He proceeded to affix it in a promi-
nent place on the school notice-board.
In a few minutes a crowd of fellows
were reading it; In ten minutes, not
a fellow at the Manor

“Rot!" he announced.

ventured “The Head will
let you come back with us, Hansom,
-l:rldl_::-n That's all right, you
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and the letter was recaptured and stuck
on the board agaln.

“"Bump him!" roared Lovell.

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

Leaving Hansom for dead, as it were,
Jimmy Silver & Co. marched away, and
turned out of the school gates in a
body. They had done with Hansom
of the Fifth, done with the Manor
House, and done with Mr. Greely. And
as the crowd marched out cheering,
other juniors who had not yet made up
their minds, made them up quite
promptly, and joined up, and not a
junior was left within the walls of the

Manor House. And even a few of
the Fifth—possibly not wholly satisfied
with Hansom's manners customs

as captain of the school—followed the
crowd. And in cheery spirits, Jimmy
Silver led his army back to Rookwood.

CHAPTER 17.

Homeward Bound [
acd EALLY, Sir George—"
RMee
“The time has come, sir, to
speak out, I think."
“I fully agree with you, Mr. Greely.”
Mr. Greely breathed hard and de
He stood by his desk, in his stu

and Sir George Hansom, also standing,

faced him.
Both the tlemen were angry; both
WEere mﬁnbe angry; both realised

that matters had come to a head.

“1t seems,” said Mr. Greely, his volce
trembling a little, "that you have not
complete confidence in me as head-
master of the Manor House Sir
G’Eﬂrge-"

“I am gorry to say that I cannot

SCHOOLRBOY S
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think you have fully justified the con-
fidence 1 placed in you, Mr. Greely.”

“1 admit nothing of the kind. I
repeat, nothing of the kind!"™ boomed
Horace Greely. "“To carry on as head-
master, and at the same time submit to
the insolence of a young rascal, is im-
possible, sir—impossible.”

“Are you characterising my son as a

quTng rascal?”

e term is, perhaps, too strong;
but a thoughtless, reck.lual unruly, pre-
sumptuous young fool—

IIHr- ﬂml?!‘l’

“8ir George!"”

“1 find you, sir, boxing my son's
ears!” said 8ir George. “Such a form
of punishment——"

“I confess that I had lost my tem-
per, oked by Edward Hansom's un-

ed insolence—"

“H:Hradmuﬂml: duwhnut mtheir tem-
pers, . Greely, en possess a
proper sense of the fitness of things.”

“Your son, sir, would drive an
archange] to lose his temper.”

“My son—who stood up for you when
you were dismissed from Rookwood,
and defled his headmaster on your ac-
count!” exclaimed the baronet indig-
nantly.

“I do not forget it, sir—I do not
forget it! But it has dawned upon
my mind that Edward Hansom's de-
fiance of Dr. Chisholm at Rookwood
was of a piece with his defiance of me
here! Eﬂapleu:a,slr!" repeated Mr,

Greel “The boy
F‘ ntﬂt:u that I mm
e:}:-ect-ed

his father to check—"
And which his father would check,
sir, Hhemmdpernewethemu

g
'Hﬂunppeurtudul“-mted

me. “But he does not, sir—he does

“ A headmaster, sir, cannot submit to
constant interference in the manage-
ment of his school—"

“The founder of a school, =ir, is
bound to satisfy himself that his head-

nlm-st.erismmpﬂmt to fll his position,
.EI.‘."

"8ir Georgel"”
"H_'r. Grﬂﬂlj'l"
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"1 have no allternntive, Sir Greorge,
bul tc administer a fMogging to Edward

Hansom, if he is to remain In this
school.”
“If!" ejaculated Sir George. *“If

—if my son js to remain in the
o T, § T s
a I ve a

you headmaster. Was I HEMHK.
Mr. Greely, in believing your dis-
missal from Rookwood unjust? Had
Dr, Chisholm grounds of complaint in
vour obstinacy of temper, your blind-
ness to all opinions but your own—"

“8S0 it has come to this!"” said Mr.
Greely. “This is the outcome of my
high hopes—this——" He choked. " Sir
George, if I am to remain headmaster
of Manor House, I insist, without ques-
tion, upon a free hand. I insist upon
that, sir, as a sine qua non.”

“We need not prolong this discus-
sion, sir,” snorted Sir George. “It is
undignified, and it is unprofitable. I
will only say, that if you remain nead-
master of the Manor House, I shall ex-
pect you to institute better order in the
school, and to make it impossible, sir,
impossible, for my son, the captain of
the school, to be ragged, and blackened
with soot, sir, by a mob of Lower boys.
Think over it, sir—think over it.”

With that, 8ir George Hansom
quitted the study, closing the door be-
hind him with a bang.

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

Then he whirled round, strode to his
desk, and grabbed up the telephone
Teceiver.

He almost shouted a number int> the
transmitter. He jammed the re:eiver
to his ear, and listened impatiently. A
cool, calm voice came through.

(1] Wdl?li

“Is that Dr. Chisholm, of Rookwood
School?" asked Mr. Greely.

“Dr. Chisholm is speaking. Mr
Greely, I think—"
“Yes, sir! Dr. Chisholm, yazster-

day you called on me; you offered to
let bvgones be bveones——"
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“1 spoke with sincerity, Mr, Greely.
I learned too late that I had treated
you with injustice. T regretted it, and
regret it now.,"

" “Thank you, sir,"” gasped Mr. Greely.

Sir! You offered me re-instatement
at Roockwood——"

“Reinstatement In your old position
here, in all honour, Mr. Greely,” said
the calm voice. "I could offer you no
less, if you cared to accept it.”

“Is that offer still open, sir?”

“Certainly.”

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

“Granted, Mr, Greely, granted. My
only wish is to let bygones be bygones.”

“Then I accept your offer, sir.”

“I am glad to hear you say so, Mr,
Greely,” sald the headmaster of Rook-
wood cordially. “I shall be happy to
welcome you back to the school.”

“To-day, sir—this afternoon——"

“The sooner the better, Mr. Greely."
“Then I shall see you very soon, sir.”
:?El':i" good. And the boys—"
Undoubtedly the boys. will return
with me, sir. If—if—"

“You will assure them from me, Mr,
Greely, that all offences are pardoned
and forgotten, if they return with you."

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

“Very good.”

Mr. Greely jammed the receiver back
on the hooks. He was feeling better.
From his study window, he saw Sir
George Hansom's car come round, and
the baronet step infto it. Mr, Greely
eyed him grimly. Sir George was
going to Latcham on some busi-
ness connected with a supply of
school ma business which might
very well ve been left to the head-
master. B8ir George was welcome to
take it in hand now. By the time he
returned. Mr. Greelv intended to
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have shaken the dust of the Manor
House from his feet for ever.

He spent some little time in preparn-
tions for departure: he left a note on
his table for Sir George Hansom. Then
he sallied forth to announce his de-
cision to the school. He found Han-
som of the Fifth lounging by the door,
and called to him,

The Fifth-Former gave him a rather
hostile look.
“ Hansom ! Call the school to-

gether in Hall-—I have an address to
make to all the boys.”

e i
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“What?"

““All the fags have cleared off, sir,
and some of the Fifth. There aren't
A dozen fellows left here”

“Bless my soul!”

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

““No more insolence, Hansom!" said
Mr. Greely s . “Call the Fifth
into the Form-room. It Is important.”

“Oh, all right!” yawned Hansom.

Mr. Greely rolled into the Fourth
Form-room, end in a few minutes the
Fifth came in, lou carelessly, but
curious to hear what their headmaster
had to say. What he had to say rather
surprised them.

“Boys!" said Mr. Greely. “I have
accepted an offer from Dr. Chisholm to
resume my former position at Rook-
wood School. I am leaving Manor
House immediately."”

“"Oh, gad!" ejaculated Hansom.
“Isn't that rather letting my pater
down?”

“Bilence, Hansom! Boys, Dr. Chis-
holm offers a free pardon to all Rook-
wood boys who return with me. I trust
that you will all return. Many of the
boys, it appears, are already gone. The
rest may come with me.”

“0Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Lumsden.

“What a giddy surprise!” murmured
Talboys.
“Jolly good idea!" sald Brown major.
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“It was a lark while it lasted, but I'm
regedy to go back, for one.”

“Follow me!” sald Mr, Greely.

“Come on, Hansom.”

Hansom of the Fifth looked dis-
mayed and perplexed.

“1 can't go without askin' my pater,
anyhow,” he said. “He—he mayn't
let me go! Good gad! What a let-
down! You fellows get off with old
Greely, lrruul.'lhe. I'mhuundtuwﬂt

was salling away for Runl:wmd, lofty
and majestic, like a galleon under full
and the Fifth Form sauntered
after him. Hansom of the PFifth was
the only Rookwood fellow who re-
mained within the walls of the Manor

for his father's return. Two or
three of Sir Gecrge's recently-engaged
masters were wandering about, too, in
a state of perplexity, and ex
wondering and tart observations, Form-
masters were there, and Form-rooms,
but no Forms. Manor House School
seemed to have “fizzled " out as sud-
denly as it had come into existence,
Long before his pater’s car came hoot-
m%hmi.mfn nging to he'tﬂﬁ:;tml
with it, an a

with his mnm‘

Sir
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wood, why In thunder could he not
have gone before I had taker such
trouble on his behalf? I am disap-
pointed in Horace Greely.”

Another snort!

“I shall not forget that he was my
old tutor, and is my friend,” said the
baronet, more calmly. *“I shall not
forget that he has done me services.
But I shall never be tempted again to
think of placing him in a posi of
responsibllity! I will appoint & new
headmaster; the school shall carry on.
It shall become the most famous of

Public schools, and you shall be cap-.

tain, my boy——"

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

“What!"

“After all, old Greely isn't bad as a
Form-master,” sald Hansom.

There was a long pause.

Sir George nodded at last,

“Perhaps you are right!" he sald.
“It was chiefly for Mr. Greely's sake
that I founded this school—to do him
justice! Huh! I have already had an
offer for the property—a handsome
offer. I shall accept it. I will take you
over to Rookwood In the car, Edward"”

] W . " i
Rookwood School was having a
rather excited time that day.
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Jimmy Silver & Co. had marcned in,
and Mornington greeted them at the
gates with a grin on his face. Mr.
Dalton greeted them more seriously.
A little later Mr. Greely arrived with
the Fifth, and was shown into the
Head's study at once, and the hatchet
was buried in a cordial handshake,
Then—last but not least—a motor-car
came in, and Hansom of the
Fifth descended from it with his father,

Rookwood was Itself again.

Jimmy Silver & Co. rejoiced, glad.
like the rest of the school, that the
trouble was over. And before Bir
George Hansom left, he shook hands
ﬂtﬁ cordially with Mr. Greely, both

worthy gentlemen feeling their old
friendship revive, now that they were
happily released from the strain of
tolerating one another at close quarters.

The next day Rookwood was tho
Rookwood of old, and Mr. Greely
boomed majestically in the Pifth Form
Room; and Hansom of the Pifth wa:
very careful not to cheek the Fift!:
Form-master of Rookwood as he had
cheeked the headmaster of the Manor

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