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The 1st Ghapter.
At Manor Houseé School !

“It’s a lark, anyhow " said Arthur
Hdward Lovell.

Raby and Newcome nodded.

They agreed that it was a lark, at
leasy.

Jimmy Silver looked thoughtful,

The rising-bell had c¢langed out in
ths: shmmer 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 quad-
rangle of Rookwood School that
they were sauntéring while they
walted for the breaktast-hell.
" The grey old tower of Rookwood
was 1n sight against the blue sky
far away across delds and meadows
and woods. It wasg in the Close of
the Manor House School that the
Kistical Four walked and talked—
still *rather surprised to find them-
selves there, |
It was a strange state of affairs.
- Arthur Edward Lovell pronounced
that 1t 'was a “lark,” anyway} and
most of the Rookwooders who had
gone over to the Manor House
seemed to be of opinion that it was

quite a lark—in, faet, no end of a’

lark. Dzr. Chisholm, the Head of
Rookwood, had driven too hard—
his autocratic methods had been a
little too autocratic; and now that
more . than half Rookwood had

marched away to the rival school, the

fellows wondered how he liked it,

It was, as Peele of the Fourth
observed, “one in the eye ”’ for the
Bealk. s

And Tubby Muffin pointed ot the
great advantage that lay in the fact
that ‘the time-table was not yet
definitely artanged in' Mr. Greely’s
new school. _
matters: were still in ‘a rather fluid

state ; ‘even the requisite number of |
masters had not yet been engaged. |

This meant glorious opportunities for
slacking—which suited Tubby down
to the ground. It meant lots of
time for cricket, which suited more
energetic fellows than Tubby.
. But Jimmy Bilver, captain of the
Fourth, did not seem to bé 80 satis-
fied, somehow. . _
Arthur Edward Lovell looked at
him severely. ;
“Don’t you think it’s no end of
a lark?” he demaunded.
- “T dare say-=in a way)’ agreed
Jimmy. 7
\“Hasn’t the Head asked for it?”?
i SSWelly yos:” | o
“Didn’t he sack Mpr, Greely, and

then.expel Hansom of the Wifth, and

then ride rough-shod over the Rifth
Form, and then begin on
Fourth?” demanded Lovell, * Didn't

he simply go down on hig knees and

beg for trouble?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

¥ Yes,”” he said, i

- “Didn’t he tell you he was going
to:bunk you from Rookwood your-
self because you went out of bounds
to fetch Morny back, and he mis-
understood, and didn’t
chance to explain?”

] “YBS.”

“Well, then,” said Lovell warmly.
*He asked for it, and now he’s got
it. My belief is that jolly mearly
all Rookwood will come over. The
Moderns haven’t come—old Manders
keeps them under liis thumb~but we
don’t want Moderns. Blow the
Moderns! If Greely makes this a
wholly Classical school, it shows his
sense !'” R AT Ll

‘“Hear, hear!” gaid Raby and
Newcome. e '

So far as classes went,

the
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always
opinions, positively as he expressed

them. But they fully agreed with
him that Moderns were no good.
Being on the Clagsical side at Rook-
wood themselves, they had not the
slightest doubt that the Modern side
was “all rot,” composed chiefly of
riff raff—‘“ticks ” who learned Ger-

man and “‘stinks ”’ instead of Latin

and Greek. et
Not that Liovell & Co. were per-

sonally very keen on Latin and
Greek. It was never observed that
they mugged up those classic

languages more than they could help.
But, as Classicals, they stocod by the

ancient learning loyally—in théoryt,.

if not 1n practice, .

“Blow the Moderns and their giddy
chemistry and stuff!” said Lovell.
‘“We don’t want them here. Now,
do we?” |

‘“ None of the Sixth secems to have
come over,’”’ said Jimmy. A

‘“ Blow the Sixth! We’re all the
better off without & Sixth Form and
meddling prefects to bother a chap.”

Ee Ham !H

“ Greely’s the man, and more power

to his elbow !”” said Lovell emphati-

cally. “The fact is you're rather an

ass, Jimmy.”’

“Thanks !”’
‘““ Not at all!

said Lovell,
we shall have twice the time at cricket
that we had at Rookwood-—at least,
antil things settle down. Why can’t
you chirp and be happy "

Jimmy smiled,

“T don’t know what our people will

say,” he remarked, *They will have
to agree to out staying here.”

“Oh, that will be all right.”

“We can fix that,”” said Raby.

“ Tspeotally 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 Walboys of
the same Form. ot

BEdward Hansom had been c¢aptain

of the Rookwood Fifth, and he had

been ‘“bunked > by Dr. Chisholm for
his enthusiastic and somewhat reckloss
championship of his dismussed [form
master, Mr. Greely; and the Rook-
wood Fifth, in wrath and indignation,
had followed him, and now they were
all installed at Manor House School.
How the affair was going to end thoy
did not know; but they were deter-
mined on one point-—that they
wouldn’t go back to Rockwood with-
out Hansotn. _

Lovell greeted Hansom of the Iifth

uite cheerily and cordially, feeling
that in the present éxtraordinaty state
of affairs all old grudges ought to he
forgotten, _'

That was unusually thoughtful of
Arthur Edward. Unfortunately, Han-
som of the Fifth did not share his un-
usual thoughtfulness, *

Hansom stared .at the Classical
juniors loftily and disdainfully. Han-
som never could forget that he was
a senior, captain of a senior Form,
and of immensely more importance
than mere fags. -

“You fags here!” he exclaimed.

“Here we are,” said Lovell. “All

in the same boat now, Hansom, old

bean.” . |

Hansom frowned.

= Well, if you think you're going to
be as cheeky here as you were at

Arthur Edward’s chums were not he said.

It’s great—** Back to Rookwood ! > next Monday’s long complete story of Jimmy Silver & Co. Be sure you read it,

his |

T’ve told you before, i
and I tell you again. You're an ass,”
“Trom what I can see

By OWEN CONQUEST.
(Author of the tales of Rookwood appearing in
the Pﬁ-pif:ar.”)

cAs

/ 7l Mr. Horace G!‘E&Zy ﬁnds thaot it is not all
. honey being the headmaster

school ! L pablic

“_:E]h?” . .
. You don’t address the Fifth as
“?11(1 bean,” my son,” said Hansein.
T'hat will help you to remember it."
“Oh!” voared Lovell, in surprise

Cand wrath, as Hansom knocked his

hat off and then walked on, laughing,
with Lumsden and Talhoys.
Lovell fielded his hat and glared

| atter Hansom, ' Kvidently that lordly
youth was as “‘Fifth-Formy ’ at the

Manor House as ever he had been at
Rookwood. .
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The 2nd Chapter.
Something Like a Shindy !
Horace Greely stared.
He could scarcely believe his eyes.

o L LN

For long, long years, Mr. Greely

had been a Form-master at Rookwoad
School, and all the time he had been
secretly persuaded that his proper
vocation was that of headmaster, He

was, in his own opinion, a gentleman

by the hand of Nature ‘marked,

quoted, and signed ” to be chief«-in

fact, manavch of all he surveyed. He
had never been satisfied with Dr.
Chisholm’s methods. IHe had never
doubted that in his hands Rookwood
school would hayve been managed in
an entirely superior way.
_Now that, owing to Sir George
Hansom’s generosity, he ‘had his
chafoe, he was convinced that his
superior methodswould be seen to full
advantage,  Often and often there
had been trouble at Rookwood.
There was never going to be any
trouble at Manor House
Under the majestic presidency of
Horace Greely, affairs would proceed

Head of Manor IHouse School would
inspire an awe, a respect, such as Dr,
Chisholm had never inspired-—never
cottld inspire.

Some such zL;greeable reflection was
in Mr. Greely’s mind as he stepped
out of th¢ House that sunhy morning
{01:* a breath of fresh air before break-
Last,

And as he stepped forth he beheld
that terrific shindy, and he starved at
it blankly.

Shindies had occurred at Rook-
wood. Form rows and raggings had
happened there. But Rookwood had

il :

T
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looked down on the enraged headmaster of Manor

ton ! Come down at once ! ! roared

“By gum!” gasped Lovell. *Does
that cheeky ass think we're going to
stand that? Back me up, you ¢haps.”
~ Lovell rushed after the Fifth-
Formers. L

Chrash !

Hansom’s hat went flying from his
head under a sudden smite.

It dropped to the ground, and
Lovell promptly jumped on it.

Crunheh !

il A R B o |

“Why, what—what, you cheeky
fag ! You—you——-"  Words failed

Kdward Hansom in his werath, and he

- latrly hurled himseit on Lovell,

Pour juniors promptly collared him
together, and Hansom sat down on
the ground with a bump. Talboys
and Lumsden rushed to the rescue,
and so did Mornington and Oswald
and Conroy and several more Fourth
Form tellows. |
In a few seconds there was o ter-
rific  mix-up.  Five or six Fifth-
Formers catne speeding up-—and more
of the WFourth. The breakfast-bell
vang, but it rang unheeded.

And Horace Greelv, headmaster of

the new school, léoking out of the big

doorway, stared—stared blankly at

the sight of a considerable portion of

_ & g3 by [ - » 7] B s A . --. . .
Rookwood you're making a mistake | | his new school mixed up in a wild and
' . whirling combat. -

Maouse, ““ IVMlorning-

| Mer. Qreely, brandishing the canae.
“ Bow~wow ! ¢ Boy 1% HMan ! Mﬁrtmd Mﬁrnlgg o

ton.

seldom seen o shindy on the present
scale.

My, Greely blinked, and blinked
again, unwilling to trust the, evidence
of his eyes.

Hansom & Co. oulnumbered by the
warlike ourth, had received rein-
forcements~nearly all the Kifth were
mixed up in fthe scrap now,  But
morve and more of the KHourth had
rusned up==and some of the Third
and Second had joined in the fray-—
others were dribbling lost hats about,
with shrieks of laughter, =

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Mry.
Greely, I b g

He strode upon the scene wwith
thunder on his brow, This certainly
was not  the beginning ‘he :
planned for Manor [House School,

“Boys,” he thundered, *cease this |

at once! 1 say, cease this uproar—
this disorderly uproar immediately.”’

Mz, Greely's command should have
been obeyed instantly, To hear
should have been to obey. . But it
wasn't, ‘Fhe combatants undoubtedly
hewrd, for My, Greely’s hooming
voice was audible trom one end of
the Close to the other. But they did
not heed. * T T

“(rive them socks !’ roared Morn-
ington, B A

* Down with the Fifth 1>*

School, |

The |

Had: |

/
|
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“Oh! My eye! Wow-wow !
“(rervoff I’ -
(o it you fellows 12 10

Mr. Grecly waved his hands in wild

cormmand. |
jé “Ceasge this at once!” he boomed.
Do you hear? Do you dare to dis-

regard your headmaster? Hansom, I

aclclress you specially, Hansom, as I
have made you captain of the school !
Hansom ! Boy !” i
- KEdward Hansom ought to have
heedod hig noew headmaster, if any
follow ought to have done so.
that wholesale sccession from Rook-
wood had been started, in the first
place, by Ilansom’s reckless en-
thusiasm 1n the cause of the dismissed
Mzr, CGtrooly, and it was Hansom’s
fathey whose wealth had founded the
new school, |
 But Hansom was wildly excited.
Moreover, the reins of discipline
having beon relaxed, wers not easy to
tighten again.  Hansom, having
“kickod " against the authority of his

old headmastor, was by no means dis-

posed to ‘' kowdow " to his new head-
magtor.  And, further, Hansom was
of opinion that as his father was the
proprietor of Manor IHouse School,
he~Iidward-—could do pretty well
what he liked there. Indeed, he had
alveacdy told Ififth Form fellows that
he wouldn't stand much “side ” from
Don PPamposo, who would jolly soon
find, if he put on side, that Hansom’s
IIr..l sack a headmaster as
¢asily as ho could appoint one !

Such were the disrespectful views
held by Hansom of the Fifth—un-
known to Forace Greely !

And Hansom was wild now.  His

nose streameoed red, his necktie was

jorked out, his hair was like a mop.
Lovell had held his ears and banged
his nose on the hard earth, and Han-
somn  was just getting to close
quarters with Lﬂveﬁ when Mr, Greely

hurled stern commands at him.

Hansom did not heed those com-
mands., | |

He rushed at Lovell. -~ .

“MHansom !’ roared Mr. Greely, in
a formidable voice. e
" He rushed forward, and grasped
Hansom by the shoulder.

“Toggo 1" ey,

Hdward

and clutched him,  _ iy

They rolled over together almost
at Mr. Greely's feet, punching and
pommelling with terrific vin.

“ Bless my soul! Hansom-—Lovell !
Boys ! shrieked Mr, Gureely. *This
i5—is disgraceful! Uease at once!
Do vou hear me? Boys, 1 command
you ! Hansom, Lumsden——
Yarooooop !’

Mr. Greely wound up with a roar,
as five or six fellows crashed into him,
and he sat down suddenly on  the
ground, |

Hansom was still  pommelling
Lovell, and Jimmy Silver fmﬂ jumped
to his chum's aid. Hansoni was
dragged off by the hair and gars, with
a series of fiendish howls.

Mr. Greely staggoered up. « |

His wrath was at white heat now.
Hansom, appointed captain of Manor
House School, ought to havae. been
quelling the riof, instead of wiiich he
was the leading spirit i the disturb-
ance. My, Greely plunged at him
and grabbed him again, and this
time he gripped him by the collay
with a relentless grip that was not
to be shaken off. :

“Leggo !” roared Hatson,

“You young rascal——""

“Leggo, I tell you! I'm going to
gmash them!” |

“Tlansom, I shall flog you for this i’
roared M. Greely. ‘' Boys, ¢ease
this at once! Cease, T tell you !

Hansom wriggled, but Mr, Greely's
grasp was too powerful for him. e
was & prisoner.” |

“Every boy here will be caned!”
thundered M. Greely. © Hansom, I
shall flog you before all the school for
thig b | | |
- “¥You jolly well won’t!” hooted
Hansgom.

COWihat 2l What 227

“Let go my collar !”’ |

“Chuck it, Don Pomposo !’ ecame
a voice from the crowd.

Slta: ha, hal®

The fray was petering out now—:
Hansom, 1its leading spwrit, being a
prisoner in his headmaster’s grasp,
and all the other fellows n a very
bieathless state. . The two parties
drew off, glaring at one another,
though pommelling was still gomng
on here and there. |

“Into the House, all of you!l” ex-
claimed Mr. Greelv. °‘You are late

for breakfast! Go'in at once. Han-
som, come with me !”’ St

et et onnmmmsemesilap i« iyellad
Hansom. | |

Instead of letting go, MlGreeiy
his grip, and marched

boys !

Kor

| _ Hansom 3ho¢:~kﬁie datﬂin_'
ing  hand off, and rushed at Lovell
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Fdward Hansom off towards the
House. |

“Let him eo0!” shouted Lumsden.e
!

> Chuck it, old Pomposo!”
Get off the grass, Greely.”

Mr. Greely’s face was crimson, but
he turned'a deaf ear to those dis-
respectful shouts, |

It was borne in upon his majestic
mind that his authority was very far
irom unguestioned in Manor House
Sgl'lool,.- that the fellows did not recog-
nise in him, by any means, the

divinity that doth hedge a king.”

Hansom was the worst of the lot,
that was clear; and he was going to
make an example of Hansom. The
public: flogging of Hansom would
show all the schooi that Mr, Greely
was not to be trifled with—that’ he
was not to be rebeiled against like
Dyr. Chisholm, at Rookwood.

Hansom, gtill wriggling,
marched into the house.

Mr. Greely marched him on, with
an iron grip on his collar, into an
empty study, and there released him.
He took the key from the lock.

“ Hansom, I shall lock you in this
room, since you dc not know how to
behave yourself,” said Mr. Greely
sternly. “This 1s, for the present, the
punishment-room, and you are in
disgrace, Hansom.” |

[Tansom snorted.

“"I'm jolly well not going to be
locked in.”

“Boy:!”

“ I didn’t come here for this, I can
tall you !’ exclaimed Hansom.

" You eame her¢ to respect your
headmagter’s authority, Hansom,”
boomod My, Greely, purple with in-

dignation,
** Look

Wwas

D 19" snorted Hansom.
hore, I'm not going to be flogged,
that's too jolly thick. Might as well
ba with Dr. Chisholm, if it comes to
that " |

“You will be flogged in publie,
Iansom, with the utmost severity.”

- My pater will have something to
sy about that,” snorted Hansom.

“Wlatl -« IHHow dare you, Han-
som 1 My, Groeely fairly pasped with
wrath.,  “Do you suppose for one
tnomont that Sir George Hansom will
dream  of interfering with my
authority as  headmaster of Manor
House School 7 |

*“Yeos, rathor!”

“Sdlence, you insolent hoy

NMuv, Greely rolled out, locking the
door after him, leaving Hansom of
the ifitth a prisoner, with a flogging
I prospect.  Rookwood’s rival—

!:‘.‘I

Manor House School—was making

rather an exciting start.

The 3rd Chapter,
A Rift in the Lute ! _ -

Jimmy Silver & Co. breakfasted
with good appetites and in cheery
spirits.  Perhaps the tussle with the
IWitth had 1mproved both their appe-
tites and their spirits. Undoubtedly
Manor ¥ouse School was rather a
change from Rookwood. Lowvell de-
clared that 1t was going to be
“ Liaberty Hall,” and i1t looked as if
Lovell was right, so far. It was quite
certain that the fellows had not the
awe of Mr. Greely that they had felt
towarads their old headmaster; and
Mr. Greely’s authority, founded on
rebellion, naturally could not be so
secure as that of the headmaster of

Rookwood, founded on habit, and

custom, and 1mmemorial tradition.
T'hat was a trifling point which
Horace Greely, perhaps, had over-
looked: v .

Mr. Greely was not quite so cheery
over his breakfast as the heroes of
the Fourth. - ; ~

IHansom’s words worried him a
little, lingering in his mind.

Sir eorge Hansom had been
generosity itself 11 his dealings with
his old friend and tutor; he had
stood by ‘him loyally and generously
when he was unjustly dismissed from
Rookwood.
been one or two little jars.

That determination and decision of
character which had made Sir 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 positive 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 presuming to interfere in matters
which Mr. Greely could manage so
much better than he could. _

Now = there was trouble about
Hangom. |

A senior fellow, who had been ap-

pointed captain of the school, and
who' took a leading part in a dis-
orderly riot, ‘instead of quelling the

But there had already -

| *
| sion of
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same, had to be taught the elements
of discipline if there was to be law
and order at the Manor House at all.

That was quite certain.

Hansom could not possibly remain
captain of the Manor House, and
Hansom had to be punished. -

burely it was impossible that Sir
George, as a sensible man, would
dream of interfering with his new
headmagter,

Impossible as it ought to have been,
Mp. Gireely was troubled with linger-
ing doubts. |

Unfortunately, the baronet was on
the spot, |

As founder of the Manor House
Schiool, proprietor of the estate upon
which it stood, generous provider of
all the necessary funds, Sir George
considerad his presence, for some
titme, & necessary thing. He had put
off many important engagements in
order to see the Manor House safely
through its infancy, as it were.

Mr. Greely, much as he respected

his kind friend and patron, did not
560 oye to oyve with him on this
point, and would, indeed, have been
overjoyod to see Sir George take the
{rain for London.

‘This, however, he could hardly
sugrgoest,

It was only with great reluctance
that he roaliged that Sir George was
a thorn in his gide. Having founded
the school and et Mr. Greely going,
Sir (xeorge was now really super-
Huous, trom Mr Gréely’s point of

| A BLACKQUARD

LY

HER Tl - e

| view; he had, as it wore, outlived

his usefulness, DBut the baronet did
not understand it at all, and obviously
it would have been a vory dolicato
business to point it out to him.

Mr. Greely did not enjoy his breale-
fast so much as usual o wag rather
glad that Sir George wayg broalkfast-
ing in his room. It gave him timo to
think. _

After breakfast Mr. Greely was so
busy that he forgot, for a time, the
unpleasant affair of Edward Llansom,
who remained locked in the punigh-
ment-room, n a state of seething
wrath and indignation.

The arrival of the Rookwood
Fourth had given Mr. Greely great
satisfaction, troublesome as the out-
come had been. It was a great acces-
numbers to the school.
Arrangements had to be made with
the boys’ parents, of course, and in-
tervention from Dr. Chisholm was to
be expected; but Mr. Greely was
prepared for that. Sir George had
already engaged several masters, in
consultation with Mr. Greely, ignor-
ing,. or
Mr. Greely had expected that matter
to be left entirely in his hands. How-
ever, the masters were there, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. found a Form
master ready for them, and the
Fourth went 1n to class as if they
had been. at Rookwood.

They were mnot wholly pleased.
Peele & Co. and Tubby Muflin had
hoped to slack; other fellows: had

been thinking of ecricket.

ignorant of the fact that

TH

l

ACTION !

gentleman progress along the path to the
Chisholm’s silk-hat flying off--knocked from hi

 However, they went in to class
with more or less submission. And
the contingents of the Second and
Third were also disposed of.

With the Fifth it was different.

They were in a riotous mood when

they went to their Form-room, boil-
ing with indignation on- Hansom’s
account, | 5

Lumsden had already suggested
clearing out of Manor House and
marching home to Rookwood as a
lesson to “Don Pomposo.”

That suggestion might have been
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
Lumsden, as Mr.. Greely rolled
majestically 1in.

“Hansom is locked in the punish-

ment-room, Lumsden. Go to your

place.”

“We think, sir—7"

“You need not tell me what you
think, Lumsden,” said Mr. Greely,
with crushing dignity. |

“ All the same, sir—"

" Silence ! .

Mr. Greely rolled ponderously to
his desk and the Fifth-Formers

exchanged glances.

It ~was . then that the imposing
figure of Sir George Hansom ap-
peared in the doorway of the Form-
roomn. -

gates.

Vir. Greely.

Sir George was bright and cheer- |

ful that sunny morning, ignorant, so
fur, of the trouble that had arisen in
the new school.

o was looking into the Fifth
orm room to give Mr. Greely a
cheery greeting, and a kind nod to
the Iifth, 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 Dp. Chisholm had sometimes
done so at Rookwood. But Dr.
(Chisholm, at all events, had been
hoadmaster there, with the duty of
supervision to perform; and Sir
Goeorge Hansom was “butting ” into
matters he did not understand, and
which really did not concern him at
all-~-so far as Horace Greely could
see. And this was an especially
awkward moment for meeting the
father of Hansom of the Fifth!

“Good-morning — good-morning !”
sald Sir George breezily. “Hard at
1t already, what—what ??

“Quite so!” said Mr. Greely.

“Where 1s Edward? Xdward late
for class, what?” said Sir George,
eglancing over the Fifth. “This will
never do-—never! I must speak to
Edward! You. must not allow
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8 head by a flying tennis-ball.
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“appointment,”
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Edward to slack, Mr. Greely—my son

‘must be as amenable to discipline as

any other fellow here, what ?”

“Undoubtedly,”
dryly.

“ Well, well, where is Edward 7"
- The Fifth began to grin.

“Lumsden, I shall leave you in
charge of the class for a few
minutes,” gald Mr. Greely hastily.
“Yes, sir,” said Lumsden. hardly

i suppressing a chuckle.

Sir George llansom looked sur-
prised, as Mpr., Greely drew him out
of the HKorm-room.
did not desirg to make that very awk-
presence of
the grinning Iifth, '
- “Is anything the matter, Mu.
Greely 27 asked B8ir George, as he
paced down the corridor with the new
headmastoer, S

“I am sorry to say, yes.”

“Woell, 'what 18 1t "

Mr. Greely coughed.

A mere maltor of diseipline, Mr.
Greely, I think [ heard something
like an uproar belore 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 concornoed in it ?”

“T regret to say, yos,”

“Waoll, well, boys will be boys,”
sald Sir Goorge. “I will speak to
Kdward on this subject, Ile must toe
Whore is he ?”

- s—

Mir. Qreely walked as far as the House doorway with Dw», Chisholm
and stood there, with a mixture of feelings, watching
And all of a sudden he had the startling sight of Dr.

the stately

‘“ Qood heavens ! gasped

i
o -

e e A o et K,

“I have found it necegsary to lock
him in the punishment-room.”
LSO
. <¢ L g I R . : R

It 1s my intention to administer a
flogging.”

€4 Oh. !J#

“Hansom unfortunately appears to
have an impression, Sir (eorge, that
as your son, ho 18 entitled to disregard
discipline,” said My, Greely. “You,
would mnol approve of
thig:?

“Certainly not.
Mr. Greely! Only a fow days ago
my son was appomted captain of the
school.”

“I fear that I must cancel that

“Indeed !” said Sir George Hansom
coldly.

“Yes, indeed, Sir George !”

The two gentlemen walked on side
by side, in silence for some minutes.
Both were fecling deeply pained.

Sir George Ilansom was beginning
to wonder whether Dr. Chisholm,
atter all, had had some justification

for his drastic treatment of Horace

Greely—obviously a self-willed and
tactless man.

Mr. Greely was beginning to
wonder whether he had acted wisely,
after all ir refusing Dr. Chisholm’s
offer of reconciliation, in order to
accept a headmastership from Sir
George Hansom-who also was a
tactless and self-willed man.

“This 1s very awkward!” said Sir
George, at last. -

“1 agree.”

satd Mr. Greely |

Horace Greely

But-~come, come,

+

]
|

B

787

 “I had better see my son,” said the

baronet abruptly.

It 18, of course, very unusual for
a boy’s parent to intervene personally
1n- such a matter,” remarked  Mr.
Greely. .

Sir George flushed,

“I must see my son, Mr. Greely.”

Mr. Greely flushed.

“If you insist, Sir George, 1 am
bound to remember that I received

‘my appointment at your hands, and

—and——?’ ks |

“I do not desire that to weigh with
you in the very least, Mr. Greely. 1
am bound to give you a perfectly
free hand as headmaster of the
Manor House. . Neverthelesg-o"
. “Your interview, with FHansom

will, I fear, strengthen his belief that

he is not amenable to discipline like

the other boys.”

“I do not think so, Mr. Greely.”
L il fear 80 e Aokt
.+ I .do not tear so.””

Mr. Greely breathed hard.

“We seem to take
opions,” he said.

“Unfortunately, yes,” assented Sir
Geonge.

In grim silence Myr. Creely handed
the key of the punishment-room to
the baronet, and with the briefest of
bows, walked away to his Form-
rooim.

different

The 4th Chapter.
Unexpected !

“The Head !”

Arthur Edward Lovell uttered that
exclamation. it s

He was not referring to Horace
Greely, headmaster of the Manor
House. Dr. Chisholm, headmaster of
Rookwood. capwe in at the gates, and
proceeded with a slow and stately
stride towards the FHouse.

“I'he Beak !” ejaculated Mornings
ton.

Tubby Muffin gave a squeak.

“Ide’s after us, you fellows.” |

“TLet him come after us, if  he
liked,” said Cyril Peele. “He can’t
touch us! The Beak can go and eat
coke !” | g _

“liet’s give him a howl!” said
(Zower. |

“Shut up, Gower!”
Jimmy Silver sharply.

“ Ratsl” '

“Cheese it, you cad !”

Classes were over at the Manor
House. The Close swarmed with the
Rookwood fellows who had joined up
at Mr. Greely’s new school. Among
them was Hansom, of the Fifth.

Hansom was looking quite pleased
with himself.

There had been no flogging.

KExactly what had transpired be-
tween Mr. Greely and the baronet,
the fellows did not know; but they
knew that Mr. Greely had climbed
down. It was possible that Sir
George was beginuning to share his
son’s view that “ Don Pomposo ” was
a pompous ass. fhy

Apparently the baronet had put his
foot down, in the firm opinion that
cancelling Hansom’s captaincy, and
flogging him, would be a decidedly
pad beginning at Manor House
School.  Putting his foot down

exclaimed

- seemed a perfectly natural proceeding

to the masterful old gentleman, in the
circumstances.  But undoubtedly it
was a grief and a grievance to Horace
Greely, and made him simply yearn
for the hour when the gates would
close behind the founder of the new
school. On the other hand, this little
difficulty had convinced Sir George
that his presence was more than ever
required at the new school which he
had founded.

Quite a crowd of fellows gathered
round to look at Dr. Chisholm, as he
proceeded to the House.

The Head of Rookwood did not
seem’ to observe them. He looked
neither to the right nor to the left,
as he walked on, slow and stately.

Mr. Greely, from his study window,
observed him, and started.

Mzr. Greely had retired to his study,
in a4 grim mood, full of resentment
and a sense of helplessness. He was
prepared to be wrathy with anybody
just then, as he could not venture to
be wrathy with his kind friend and
patron, Sir George. To Dr. Chis-
holm, 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. s

“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.”

(Continued overleaf.)
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“T have called with reference to
the boyvs who have left Rookwood
and taken refuge here.”

“ No. doubt,”

“MThese boys must return to Rook-
wood.” |

“Nhese boys now belong to the

Manor House, Dr. Chisholmn, and
will remain heve,”
“The boys have, in point of fact,
run away from school, Mr. Greely,
and 1f they do not return, the law
will be invoked.”

“You are welcome to invoke 1t,
sir. ™

“The parents of the boys——-

“The parents of the bovs will give
their decision in the matter, Dr. Chis-
holm, and I trust that 1t will be in
my favour.”

“You are determined, then, to
keep on this unhappy dispute, Mr.
Greely 7”7 - |

“There 15 no dispute, sir,” said
Horace Greely. “1 am headmaster
of the Manor House. You are head-
master of Rookwood. 1 decline to
enter into any dispute.”

*Dr, Chisholm paused.

As a matter of fact, the Head of
Rookwood had had ftime to reflect,
and, as generally happened with the
obstinate old gentleman after due we-
flection, he regrefted a hasty and in-
considerate action. So now he was
unusually  patient with Horace
(xreely. |

““1 have already expressed, Mer.
Greely, my regret for the unfortun-
ate misunderstanding which led to
your dismissal from Rookwood
School. That dismissal I offered to
rescind, and my offer is still open.

22

- You are welcome to return to Rook-

wood 1n all honour.”

Mr. Greely felt an imward twinge.

The Head had done him wrong,
and he had justly resented it; .but
certainly the Head had made all the
amends In his power, and this was
a great concession from so lofty a
gentleman. And Mr. Greely's head-
master-ship—with Sir George Han-
som putting his foot down—did not
seem so dazzling as it had seemed
earlier.

. Wor a moment, Iorace Greely
wavered, '

But 1t was only for a moment.
After all, Sir George Hansom would
soon be gone, then %1{3 would be mas-
ter 1n his own house, monarch of all
he surveyed in his new school.

*1 canpot see my way to accept
your offer, sir,” he said stiffly.

Dr. Chisholm howed.

“That is as seems best to you, Mr.

Greely; at all events, I ftrust there
is no persona! ill-feeling, now that I
have made all the amends in my
power,”’

““None at all, sir, none at all,” said
Mr. Greely, sincerely enough. ‘I
deeply regret that there was any
disagreement, But I am now com-
mitted to my new career.”

“Quite so! I will say no more.
But, in the matter of my boys who

“have come here, I am unable, of

course, to let the matter rest where
it is.” saird Dr. Chisholm:. '

“You will take any measures that
seem to you proper, sirv,” sard Moy.
Greely, truculent again, “On my
part, I shall do the same. If a legal
must be decided in the
courts, I am prepared.”

The Head of Rookwood made a
deprecating gesture.

‘I trust 1t will not come to that,
Mr, Greely. For a few days, at
least, I shall allow the matter fo
rest where it is, 1n the hope that it
may be arranged without public
scandal and gossip. I have too much
respect for your character not to feel
that my boys are perfectly safe in

your charge.”

“You are very good, sir,” said My,
Greely, melting again.

“That is all T have to say, sir,”
sald Dr. Chisholm, and he held out
his hand gravely.

Mr. Greely shook hands with his
former chief.

He walked as far as the House
doorway with Dr. Chisholm, and
stood there, with a mixture of feel-
ings, watching the stately gentleman
progress along the path to the gates.
‘And, all of a sudden, he had the

Published
Every Monday

- deeply enraged.

]

o
% -'r -
F F".,' L
o] e :
"":-. L _1';. : 3 |1
Y i LA
i 4 .;_f‘ " ]
1 s *1,
i : i ;) |
e e,
i s b -

(Continued from previous page.)

startling sight of Dr, Chisholm's
silk-hat flying off —knocked from his
head by a flying tennis-ball,

“Good heavens!” gasped Mp,
Greely.
Dr. Chisholm staggered, in his

surprise, clutching at his flying hat,
and fell on his august knees,

Mr. Greely, with a purple face,
rushed down the steps.

“Who threw that ball?”* he thun-
dered.

There was a buzz among the fel
lows in the Close. |

“What disrespectinl young gecoun-
drel dared to throw that ball?"
roared Mr. Greely.

Dr. Chisholm picked himself up.

‘His face was flushed, but he pre-
served his dignity.

“Thank you,” he said quietly, as

Jimmy Silver rushed up with hig re- |
captured hat.

There was a big dent in the hat,
Dr. Chisholm smoothed it, with
sedate calmness, and set 16 upon his

head again

.1

| ington brightly.

“Answer me directly, Morning-
bon! Say yes or no.” _

“Yes or no!” said Morny, at once.
- “What, what?” The exasperated
Head of Manor House School could
not realise that Morny had the
astounding impudence to pull his le
at that critical moment. *‘What diﬁ
you say, Mornington?”

“Yes or no, sir,” answered Morn-

“What do you mean, Maoarning-
ton 77 |

“Only to be obedient, sir,” said
Morny meekly. *““¥You told me to
say ‘ Yes or no,” sir. 8o I’ve said
it! T'm trying to set an example of
obedience to these fellows, sir.”
aevhlg hao ha '

Mpr, Greely was purple.

“You-—yon dare to bandy words |

with me, Mornington! I take that
a8 an admission that you were guilty
of this heinous act of insolence and
disrespect to Dr. Chisholm. Morn-
ington, follow me into the House.”

My. Greely stalked away, bursting
Wii‘:h wirath. : /

“Dear me!” said Morny, with a
yawn.

“Was it you, Morny ?” demanded
Jimmy Silver. - |

“Not at all. It was somebody be-
hind those oaks vonder—I saw the
ball whizz,” said Morny calmly.. “I
dare say Peele could tell us who it
was.” '

“How should I know ?” demanded
Cyril Peele. -
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concelvable that he ever would have

answered “ Hallo!” to Dr. Chisholm

at Rookwood. But he answered
“Hallo!” to Mr. Greely as if that
was quite the proper mode of ad-
dress to a headmaster.

Mr., Greely suppressed his wrath,
He did not want another argument
with Sir George Ilansom. ,

“Gro and fetch Mornington here at
once, Hansom.,”

“Oh! Right-ho, sir!” said Han-
Ile was more than
ready to lend a hand in keeping
cheeky Fourth-Formers in themr
places. The more the Fourth were

licked the better it was for them and

for the world in goneral, according to
the view taken by the Kifth.

Hansom bore down on the dandy
Soveral of the Fourth
gathered round Morny at once. 1t
looked as if the morning's scrap be-
tween the Fourth and the Fifth was
to bhe wvepcated in tho afternoon.
Somehow or other-=My, Ilorace
Greely did not know how-+he had
failed to impress his new school with
a proper sense of hig authority. It
was quite possible that a ponderous
gentleman who was well suited to be
a Form master lacked the necessary
qualities of a headmaster. But that

was an explanation that cid not occur
to Horace Greely for a moment.
He strode hurriedly upon the scene,
anxious to prevent another “sghindy."
“Stand back, Hansomi-—--

0

MORNINGTON IS DEFIANT !

Tubby, and he hurried up and handed the cane to Horace Gresly.
ordered the headmaster of Manor House School.

“Dr. Chisholm!” gasped Mr,
Greely, scarlet with rage and morti-
fication., ‘A thousand apologies! I
cannot say how~—how | regret—-—— 1
am sure you will understand that I
am deeply shocked! I——Ismm®

(x00d-

“Quite so, Mr. Greely,
afternoon.” .

The Head of Rookwood satled
majestically out of gates. And then
Mzr. Greely, with a deadly glare,
turned on the crowd of fellows in
the Close.

“Who threw that ball? The yvoung
rascal will. be instantly flogged--
flogged with the greatest severity !
Who was 1677

The 5th Chapter.
Qut of Hand!

“Tcho answers ‘who ’ !” murmured
Valentine Mornington, and some of
the juniors grinned,

But really, 1t was not a grinning
matter. The action had been an out-
rageous one, and Mr. Greely was
The 1incident re-
flocted deep discredit on Manor
House School, on Horace Greely's
headmaster-ship.  The culprit was
“for 117 as scon as Mr. Greely digs
covered him. .

But he did not seem ecasy to dis-
cover.

“Was it you, Lovell?” thundered
Mre. Greely.

“Certainly not
indignantly.

“Mornington——

“Oh, sir!” said Mornington.

RE

. snapped Lovell

23

‘ You heéear me, boy ?°°

“Well, you sneaked out from be- ;

hind the oaks a few seconds after
the ball knocked off the beak’s hat,”
grinned Mornington. |

Peele gritted his teeth.

“You can tell Greely that, if you
like. 1 shall deny 1t.”

“My deayr 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!”

“Youd no right to pull his silly

old leg, when he was asking vou a

question,” said Putty of the Fourth,

“He'd no right to ask me such a
question. I’'m not the chap to knock
oft a master’s hat with a tennis-
ball,?’

“All the same-—
Silver.

**Oh, rats!”’

Valentine Mornington walked away
with his hands in his pockets. Mau.
(Gireely, staring round from the House
to make sure that Morny was follow-
ing him, observed the dandy of the
Fourth disappearing in the distance,
sauntering coolly with his hands in
his pockets.

“Mornington !”
Greely- | s ,

Morny did not even . glance round.

“Hansom !” !
. “Hallo!” said Hansom, glancing at
Mr, Greely cheerfully. His victory

23

said Jimmy

thundered  Mr.

- had made Hansom of the Fifth more.

independent than ever. It was in-

““ Muffin ! Hurry yourself, sir! *’ shouted Mr. Greely, a
rolling from the House with the cane.
. ‘“ Hold out your hand, Mornington ! *
Mornington did not pemove his hands from his pockets.

!

}

{ follow me to the Ilouse!
fetch a cane from my study at once !”

g Tubby came
““Oh, yes, sir!’" gasped

“You told me to fetch him, sir!”
grunted Hansom.

“And now T tell vyou to stand
back I’ spapped Mr. Greoly sharply.
“Leave Mornmgton to me.”

“Well, 1f you don’t know your own
mind, sir——" said Hangom,

“Silence!” thundered Mr. Greely.

Hansom . shrugged his shoulders,
He was not in the least afraid of
Horace 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 de-
served. e concontrated his atten-
tion upon. Morny.
“Mornington,

I ovdered you to

Muffin,

“Yes, sir!” said Tubby Muffin.
“Am I goin® to be caned, siv?”
yawned Mornington,

“You are, you unruly young
ruffian!  You have dared to insult
Dr. Chisholm, a guest within these

Wallgeamre! -

“By leaving Rookwood and comin’
here, siv, do you mean?”
Morny 1n his silkiost tones.

My, Greely choked, i
{,“I” do not mean that, Morning:
on.

“Oh, I thought perhaps you did,
sir 1 said Morny cheerily.

‘CHa, tha, ha 12 ,

“Silence! 1 shall cane you with
the utmost severity, Mornington, for

inguired

T

Yaroooop !

startled Mr. Greely.

13/6/25

having assaulted Dr. Chisholmm by
knocking off his hat!” - =

“But I didn’t do it, sir.”

“You have admitted that you did
by your prevaricating answers when
I questioned you—r" i

“Not at all, sir, That was only
your little mistake,” said the dands
of the Fourth coolly, *The fact is,
sir, you rather jump to conclusions.”

“Mufin! Hurry vourself, sir!”
shouted Mr. Greely, as Tubby came
rolling from the Tlouse with the cane.
~ “0h, yes, sir I gasped Tubby, and
he hurried up and handed the cane ta
Horace Greely. | |

- “Hold out your hand, Morning-
tﬂn IJJ

Mornington did not
hands from his pockets,

¢ You hear me, hoy?"

“I’'m not deaf, sip.,"

“If vou'll let me speak, sir——
interposed Jimmy Silver.

“Silence, Silver ! |

“It wasn't Mornington threw the
ball, sir,” persisted Jimmy. ‘“‘He
was standing quite near me at the
time.”

‘““ Nonsense !”

“T assure you, Slpw-e

“BSilence !’

Mr. Greely wag not in a mood to
listen to reason. Fle had been deeply
humiliated by the ingult offered to his
late chief, and the offender had to be
punished. That he had, so to speak,
got the wrong pig by the ear was a
little circamstance he was too angry
and excited to trouble about, Morny
at least had been disobedient, and
undoubtedly 1mpertinent. Mr. Greely
fourished the cane.

“Mornington, I command you———-72

“Dear me !” said Mornington.

That was too much for Mr. Greely.
He fairly jumped at Mornington and
grasped him by the collar.

Whaek, whack, whack, whack !

The ‘eane rang on Morny’s
shoulders.

“Whooop !”

b

remove his

22

|

roared Mornington,
“Leggo, vou rotter! Oh my hat!
Rescue, vou fellows?
Leggo, you priceless old ass! Do you
hear?” |

If anything was needed to make
Horace Greely boil over, that would
have done it.  The headmaster ot
Manor House School was actually ade

i dressed as a priceless old ass!

Mr. Greely laid on the cane as
thouzh he were beating a carpet.

Valentine Mornington writhed and
wriggled and yvelled. There was a
sudden how! from Mr. Greely as the
junior hacked his shins,

“Oh! Ah! Ow!” howled the
vo cands dn s his
aneuish he released Mornington.

That reckless youth darted away at
once. He scudded to the school wall.
Mr. QGreely was very quickly after
him: but, with a desperate clamber,
Mornington reached the top of the
wall. /

There he sat, with his feet pulled
up ocut of Mr. Greely’s reach, and
looked down on the enraged head-
master of the Manor Hotise.  The
whole crowd of fellows followed and
stood staring on at the scene in
breathless excitement. |

“Mornington, come down at once !”’
roared Mr. Greely, brandishing the
cane, ' : U

“Bow-wow !” |

(% Boy !JJ

#Man ! retorted Mornington.

“Ha. ha, hal’ '
~ “The next boy who laughs will be
flogged!”  voared  Mr. (Greely.
“Mornington, I shall make an
example of you!”

“Pirst catch vour hare, sir!” said
Mornington coolly.: “The fact is,
Horace, old man, I'm fed-up with
you {”’

“Wha-g-at?

“You were no great shakes as a
Form  master ati Rookwood, 1
believe,” said Mornington cheerily;
“and as a headmaster, old bean, you
cut no ice whatever. You can’t keep

L your jﬂlly {:r]d Bwif{.h in G]‘.‘l']@r, ElIld

F

when 1t comes to the Fourth you’re
not ﬁv?n an also ran; you're nowhere
ab alli” |

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

Mr. Greely choked with wyath,

'“thu-:-[-yau” young rascal-—you—
YOUu-—

“Take your time, siv,” said Moirn-
ington., “It’s a pleasure to listen to
you; but don’t stutter!”

“Ha., ha/ halt |

“ToerI=1 will=I will-=I will flog
you !” gasped Mv. Greely, almwost in-
coherent with rage. “You-ryou in-
solent yvoung blackguard-— 7 |

“You won’t flog me, old pippin!”
answered Mornington. “1'm fed-up
with you, ag 1 said before. If I'm
goin’ to be caned I may as well be
caned by my own headmaster. 1’m
goin’ back to Rookwood!”

(Continwed on page 800.)
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“Mornington, I order you to de-
scend at once from that wall!”
boomed Mr. Greely.

“I’m goin’! Good-bye, old bean!”
said Mornington, slipping over to
the outside of the wall.

“Come back!” thundered Mnr.
Greely.

“Rats 1”

“I command you——""

“More rats! Tm goin’ back to
Rookwood. Shall T tell the beak that
you other fellows are comin?”

{#Ha/ ha, hal’

“Any message from you, Greely,
old man?”’

Mr. Greely did not answer. He
made a rush towards the gates, evi-
dently with the intention of cutting
off Mornington’s retreat in the road.

“Time I was gone!” remarked
Mornington, with a nod and a smile
to the grinning crowd of fellows.
“You chaps had better follow my
example.  Greely’s no good. IHis
giddy school’s no good! Ta-ta!”

Mornington dropped from the wall
and vanished.

“Well, my hat!” breathed Jimmy
Silver.

Arthur Edward Lovell chuckled.
© “What larks !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If Greely catches him——" mur-
mured Raby.

“Greecly won’t !” grinned Lovell.

- Lovell was right. Mr. Greely
tiididn i A few minutes later the
+ Head of Manor House School came

striding in again alone. Hvidently

he had failed to eatch 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.
NI
. 540h, my hat !

“Y will maintain discipline in this
school I’ thundered Mr. Greely. ““Go
at once ! At once, I say!”

And the enrvaged Mr, Greoly looked
?n]lown marchoed off, shepherdoed dnto

Touna by Torace Groely, eano in

o dangerous that the Fourth Form
‘ho &’I
W

Iy proyide
"n""’a’i’x.r‘i

Yy

the attention of the Fourth-Formers,
however. Even Tubby Muffin was
rebellious.

“We’re not standing this,” said
Arthur Edward Lovell. “Why, we
kicked because the Beak was too
high-handed at Rookwood. We’re not
‘standing this from a cheap imitation
Beak1”

. oiH# ha, ha1?
“No jolly fear I”
“Come on!’ said Jimmy Silver

determinedly.

And the Fourth-Formers marched
out again.

From his study windows, ten

m.inutes later, Horace Gureely had a
. view of them in the Close. Ie
grasped his cane and stepped to the

door, then he paused and luid 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 in Mr. Greely’s
new career as a headmastor,

THIE END,

(“Back to Rookwood!” is the title
of mewt Monday's magnificent long
story of Jimmy Silver & Co.  Be
sure you read it, chums! Order
wowr Boys’ FRIEXD in advance and
avoid disuppointment /)
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looked to the chums as though the
massed forces of the allies would
smash the ecity flat in minutes only ;
but they forgot that the = alliod
machines had a mile to cover before
they reached the town, and there
was no telling what that mile of
broken ground might hide.

The radio set which was strapped
near Don’s head shrilled suddenly.

“General advance!”  exclaimed
Keith, and his words were lost in the
sudden crash of artillery as the shock-
tanks opened fire.

The little, squat machines surged
forward, with their short-barrelled
guns heaving shells at twenty-second
intervals.  Keith, squatted at the
back of his own gun, peered through
the periscope, and he grinned a little
as he heard the smashing bark of
Jackie Hume’s weapon.

For one moment Pekin showed
gleaming in the sunshine, glittering
through the haze of smoke and
debris thrown by bursting shells;
then it seemed as though' the very
earth rose up in front of the city.

Bushes and trees, stretches of bean-
fields, millet and sorghum grass—all
lifted into the air ! And beneath them
was disclosed the mighty, towering
bulks of amphibians and land-ships,
rising in metal companies with guns
crackling and blazing, hurtling solid
banks of shells. )

There were beetle-machines, surg-

All

and

dippod

ing

machines,

smashed
Ioderal fire.
A gigantic amphibian heaved high
in the advance of the chums.
in
shricked before the nose of the tank.
There came a turid slash of spurt-
ir look-outs
masked by a slashing film of smoke
The front of the
tank heaved high, and their hearing
was stunned in a tornado of shatter-
ing sound as the craft spun like a
cork in a whirlpool, flinging them in
hot engine casing.
A socond shell caught the tank
while it still rocked on its tail, tear-
ing away the broken tractors and
flinging it on its side as the metal

flame,

its

and torn earth.

a heap above the

ing forward, their actinic guns | flooring split.
streaking vivid spurts of blue flame.
They, and the rest, had been

cleverly camouflaged; had remained
hidden to the eyes of British aircraft
flying overhead. Now they rose in
all their might, a barrier of deadly
guns and metal walls that rolled for-
ward to crush the British attack.

Behind those machines, rising from
the walls of the city, there lifted the
rounded = bulks of wireless heat
emitters, flinging their searing rays
at the oncoming aircraft, bringing
them down out of the air as tumbled
masses of melted wreckage, filling
the sky with a flickering glitter of
electric blue.

It was an ambush, the best con-
opivad of the. wat, . Prom all about
the eity fresh cmft vose from {ho

T wive bintile.
| AR

:;H “h‘aﬁl ap

pushed

i)

Il

Toops behind the van of the British
attack.

strength.

The door did not move! i
They were trapped—trapped in the
burning tank, with the greatest battle

of all history raging around them !
(Keith and Don and Jackic Hume
are i grave danger of being buened
I thoy suecead or nop in
o themselven {r
ik Vhutover you
Manday'n long

i ponerful wtory o
B

ative! W
catricatl
i nnmfrnw tenk ?

their

The stage was set to a battle that
‘the world would never forget, and
back of the seething battalions of
“land-cratt  every
could muster to the spot waited the
word to advance and crush the attack
that the amphibians and land-ships,
and beetle-machines were to break

“Ctosh 1 breathed Keith.
for it this time!”
the barrel of his weapon on a flicker-
ing beetle-machine arnd let fly.

Shells ripped and gashed the earth
as Don sent the long, low tank scud-
ding to meet the enemy.
Il abeut them the blunt, squat
spitting fire and death,
recled and checked, and shuddered,
under the

man

prow and

And with that second shell, the oil-
fanks of the crippled engine broke.
I'rom the rent in the floor there caine
a spreading lick of red flame, that
suddenly roared angrily, filling the
tank with choking smoke and—fire !

Koeith flung himself at the metal
hasp of the armoured bhatch in the
side of the machine.
fingers hauled on the bolt, and he
outwards

with

that . China

And he trained

blaze of

His groping

e oy
Ay . L 4 1

FRIEND 0 advance and thus make
U certain of seeuring it!)

“We're

S <
il s

* Address your letters to : Editor, *

THIS WEEK’S SURPRISE !

< Our A.B.Cs Competition No.' 1
appears this week. It might be
called the After Bats Competition;
but, as a fact, there’s more in it than
meets the eye at first glance. Any-
how, my chums all over the country
are after bats. These bats are the
famous J. B. Hobbs cricket bats.
each bearing the name of the cele-
brated batsman. This new A.B.C.'s
Competition will be the hit of the
season.  Show this weck’s copy of
the old “Green *Un ” to your friends,
and tell them to have a shot. The
competition is complete in itself, and
six bats go to fortunate  prize-
winners. W

A gun
a  shell

were

NEXT MONDAY’S OFFER!

There are more chances next week.
No. 2 appears in our coming issue.
Liook out for an A1 A.B.C. chance.
All are welcome. This' is right on
the wicket; a really unique oppor-
tunity not to be missed. I want you
all to extend a proper slap-up wel-
come to this merry and bright A.B.C.
stunt, for it’s good all the way
through, with extra special attrac-
tions which give it a clear non-stop
run for the popularity stakes,

all his

“BACK TO ROOKWOOD! "

This title is-like a jolly little
multum in parvo all on its own. It
explains -dtself in most correct style.
But, of course, it is very far from
oxplaining everything, My, Owen
Clonguest has o fromendous yarn o
ppin noxt Monday, 16 s wll vight fo
come b k’m Roukwsmd Bl o

e | Do i f

the Olae-

U U vy v U T ! yO
know. There has been a hectic mix-
‘up of late, with Manor House fight-

ing to wrest the well-won laurels

STORIES OF SPORT, SCHOOL AND ADVEMNTURE.

from ' the senior school. ~ Feclings
have been as mixed as pickles and the
weather. Mr. Bombastos Greely has

had his triumphs—a bit shortlived

(New Series.)
No. 1.—THERE
A Splendid Yarn of Circus Lifo.

THE
BOYS®
FRIEND

A Grand Summer Sports Story.

A Topping Story of TLifo
CAPT. MALCOLM ARNOLD.

No. 3.—THE PRIDE OF THEY CO

A Superb Tale of the Cricket Field.

LIBRARY No.&4.—~BRA.V0, THE GUNNEdR
an

KING OF THE CARAVAN

S.
By SIDNEY DREW,

No. 2.—A SPORTSMAN IN SLAVARI

A,
By HOWARD GRANT.

NTY.

By A. S. HARDY.

2! 3

Sport in the Army. By

these—and his gruellings.. Are we to
see the worthy old fellow come crush-
ing out of Olympus back to obscurity?
Is he to emulate the flashing rocket?
We know he is a bit of an old stick.
The long and the short of it is that
amazing and catastrophic happenings
are on the record. = You will ‘be
thrilled by the coming yarn, It is a

(New Series.)

THE
SEXTON
BLAKE
LIBRARY

No. 2.—THE é\DVENTURB

ani France.
No. 4.—THE YELLOW C

No. 1.—THE SECRET OF THE COCONUT GROVES.
A‘ Wonderful Tale of the Copra Industry, introducing Sexton
Biake, Tinker, Dr. Huxton Rymer, and Mary Trent.

(o sl g
PRINCE. ‘ / o
A Tale of Sexton Blake in French Indo-China.

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

AT,
A Powerful Story of tho Night-club Tife of London.

ANNAMESE

glorious wind-up to a time of storm
and stress.  Tor the rest, just wait
and see.  You will be wondering
whether weo are to lose old friends—
whether peace is possible after the
raging typhoon which rocked Roolk-
wood to 1ts foundafions. Is it a com-
promise? Some of the houours go to
the author, who has handled a deli-
cate situation in thorough diplomatic

THE SCHOOL=-

A Ripping Summer

Jimmy Silver & Co., of Roolwood.

RTH

BOYS® Greyfriavs Schoolhoys, on Holiday.
8 OWN No. 6.—~CAPTAIN OF THE ¥YOU. s
LIBRARY A Magnificent Yarn of Schoolboy Fun and

No. 5. —THE SCHOOLBOY (ARAVANNERS!
Story of Harry Wharton & Co., the Pamous
By FRANK RICHARDS.

Adventure, introducing
By OWEN CONQUEST.

style.

“THE LION’S REVENGE !

There is ticklish work nest Mon-

NOW ON SALE!

PRICE FOURPENCE EAGH.

day connected with {he advance on
Pekin, and the wily Siung Shan.

lord” high instigator = of crafh and

Your Editor Is always pleased to hear frony his readers upon any subject.

Farringdon Street, London,

7 ;;_ NS B
Boys’ Friend,’ The Fleetway House,
E.C. 4. )

artifice, has a part to play which
must surprise even hiniself.  Nexb
week’s  chapters of « Mr. Roger

of intensity which baftlies belief. We
have the immense appeal of the
steady advance of the British
on the strongly fortified capital
of old China, the mystery city
of history, [Then something happens.
Keith Ashley and his friends are
privy to  a certain deadly secret
which is linked up with the beasted
security of Pekin. The reader, as a
spectator of the manceuvres covering
the big offensive, has a top-hole, ex-
citing time of ib, and of course his
sympathics will go with Keith and
Don, and Jackie Hume.

crisig.  They have got their orders,
but they shrink from following out
said orders to the letter. To do that
means hurling myriads into eternity.
Do they obey?  You will see all
about 1t, with the details of a critical
situation, next weelk.

““RUN oUT!"”

A stunumg yarn by Arthur S,
Hardy! Jim Gryce is no longer in
the team, but he has a part to play.
Knowing the stuft he is made of, you
realise he plays it with a will. Tho
tale shows the good work done by a
silent witness of the fateful match,
and ends up with a‘pleasaalt] surprise.

AKINGS OF THE IVIAIN '™

Noxt Mondny David CGoodwin gives

us o non dight  second to none

uo'mcln'(i ;laiu, {ilo i(‘!{d, bvtngs *!'11" [t

OF fenggody toogo rattlin ory, Hho
R i del
I 4

gt aie by Traopy

i
pirates are in foree, but Hal Tracey
and his comrades show themselvies
equal to the occasion, and stand in
for the right. Amidst the roar of
the guns there is time for a cheery
bit of plotting against the buccanoers.

“THE WELL OF CHIH-SIAU %

By Duncan Storm.

The cruise of the Junk of a
Thousand Celestial Perfumes goes on
with the trusty wights of the Glory
Hole Gang on the qui vive. They
tumble on a melancholy oldnandarin
who is badly hipped, having experi-
enced trouble "with his local water
company.  Dick Dorrington & Co.
play up in grand fashion, .and do a
good turn to his mournful nibs.

“CAPTAIN OF THE FOURTH "

Ey Owen Conquest.

A nuiling Rookwood yarn under
tho above title is found in No. 6 of

on sale. (et it to-day!

Your Editor.
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been looking for! 20-Shot &3
Repeater. Perfect action;
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Ammunition. A better Shooter than
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Fowey’s thrilling story, reach a piteh .

The trio
find themselves bang up against a -
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