e T——

e s

= |
L - . f'
L] -_' -,'..'---I r & ', &
w_ = i a
- ¥ 5
: o i

Cricket Article

By Leonard C. Braund -
LY The

) All-England and Somerset: Batsman.

I

LI ol MR Y 55 A0 S SN AR s
['Week Ending May 3rd, 1919.

v} A Viisitor For
Shock For Rook

See the
wLong Complete School Stor:

=

Splendid

’

y Insude.

rT"‘l

i

THREE HALFPENCE.

Quwen Con

Quest.

§ T

you three—that's

',g mund number.”’

“Are you readv?” snapped Jimmy.

Luattrey gave a wild glance round. The
door of the woadshed was IHCkEd, ﬂﬂd thes
Jimwmy Silver's poeket. The

e f:_fFEﬁ_ti}_'- Grace
ehing him. Onpe glance
facrs of Peele and — Gower
m that he could expect no help

e

at  the
A’ o }1[1?-{.‘11 h‘
s I i ,?:T}J 'h: " "l., .-‘_:‘ -

&
2]

Thers was a roar from all sides of the crowded quad as the swaying, bumping bath-
chair swept on at a terrific pace. Jimmy Silver & Co. at the window raved ia impotent

Mlss GEURGINA MUFFLEBURY ARRIVES' fury. * The cowards - the cads!” choked Lovell. * Oh, wait till I get at them!”

B AR S S el B TSI N

~c inguired cheer-

~ahd . he  noticed that.

The 1st chapter_ Jimmy Silver exchanged exasperated | jolly well teach you. Gather round, ; “Leggo, you asses! I am talking sense. 1 “You—vou silly asses! Don't you see
glances with Newcome and Raby. chaps!” Can’t you see, you CuUcCkoos:.’ | ——"
Rough cn Lovell ! “What on earth are vou talking about, “What-ho!” “What!” | “Blessed if we see what you're driving

crumbs !’

“Oh.
I.i'ﬂ'rj“ of the

Fourth Form at Rook-
wood uttered that exclamation. 1n 2
dismal tone. He was sitting in the end
study. ‘¢he famous apartment which he
shared with Jimnmy Silver, Newcome; and
Rabv—the leaders of the Fourth Form at
Rookwood.

Lovell had an open letter in his hand
which he was perusing with a decidedly
doleful face.

“Mv onlv hat! She's coming:”

Jimmy Silver looked up from' the Latin

jdiot !” he exclaimed warmly.

“My—my only aunt——"~

“What -do you mean, ass?”

“My only Great-aunt Georgina:

The chums of the Fourth laid down
their grammars wrathfully, and gathered
threateningly - round the muttering
Lovell.

“You—you
what's the matter?”
shaking his ¢hum by the arm.
it!”

“Go ahead. old son.

dummy! Will you tell us
roared Jimmy 3ilver,
“Out with

Neweome and ]::1}1_'-' :;;it'i]ti't*d round and
laid violent hands on Arthur Edward
Lovell. and ‘there was a heavy bump ol
the floor of the end study.

Bump!

“Dooooh! Ow'!
velled Lovell. “What's the
you, vou silly duffers:’”

“Why don’t you talk some. sense, then,
dummy?’ demanded Jimmy  Silver
heatedly. “What are you grousing at—
tell us, can't you?”

“My only Great-aunt——

There was a vell from Sjlver & Co.

Wharrer you up to?”
matter with

{ howled.

“My aunt—I mean, my great-aunt——"

“What on earth——"

“She’s coming, you see! Ow!l"

“My hat! He's potty!” gasped Jimmy
Silver. *“Give him apother!”

1. “Rather!”

And the three tightened their grasp on
the unfortunate Lovell in a manner that
indicated business.

Lovell squirmed and struggled desper-

3 i]tt‘*i:'i'.

Hold on! Leggo, vou asses!” he
“Cau’t, you understand 7"

“Ow !

Jimmy Silver paused a moment.

at!” sald Newecome.

“You-—vou cuckoos! I kKeep saying—

“You keep saving.” My only Great-aunt
Georgzina!”” remartked Raby. * Blessed
if I see any sense in that.”

“Ow! : Oh, c¢rumbs!”

“Like a gramophone with only one
record!” grinned Neweome. “ Now, what
is it all about? What's the matter with
you?"

“Out with t."

“Go ahead. old man.

\rthur Edward Lovell gave a groan.

“I keep - telhng

y whiech b we ine @ " he ball!” vou. vou ‘frabious
arammar which D¢ 'was COINHE - Ot r On the € : . . +. AR hadoOn St : ' you, ¥you '1rabjous
hastily, before going -over to - morning | Lovell looked round somewhat absently Ass:® - Understand what?: he demanded. | chumps!” he gasped. *She's coming——~
ia adioi : at the expectant 1aces of his three ehums, “1diot ! ' What' I sav, vyou—vyou 'dummies! “ Wha's o T A ek
ClARSES, 1 £ . : ‘“ _ o L g casned Lovell. “Myv ¢ - $ 'y W INlO 8 COMmMMHIE ! roared Jimmy | ver

“What's up. Lovell?” almost as if he -had . only just noticed There you go again. L saspet ovell. " My great-aunti—- & Co.. with one voice

«Phew! My only aunt!” them “Mv Great-aunt Georgina! She—she s “Well, ass: Al At o AR

Phew., MYy Oy aulll. .- sy : o . _apist e A e W T R TS s My creat-aunt is!” howled Lovell
She's coming! coming-——— OwW-yow . ] say my Great-aunt Georgina—- +

Lovell's face was long as he gave a
Ilicubrious whistle—and his chums looked

v Tk A

h‘\vh{‘hﬁ L‘lﬁmiﬁf_f?" Tf'lﬂ"'i:‘d Jil“ﬂm‘h ."'*.11'1"_']"‘

Bump .

Jimmy Rilver &,Co. gave an exasperated
vell, and tightened  their grasp on their

“WMWha-as!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. fell back and gazed

at him with some concern. shaking his chum’s arm more violently. Another heavy bump resounded through ; 2t their chum blankly. Lovell sat up on

: &.11‘(‘1;111" -l":‘w-irul Lovell was a4 .sunny- “Tell us who's, coming, and what's the the study, 2nd Lovell rolled over on the | chuym agailn. t*‘h -l-:t1__+__ ,_'H;I;~ ‘r";[]Tl]r“{i - Vg et

: yrenly + ik ‘ ar- anv wav. you frabious ecucko floor. gasping, | he grasp of his now Bump'! £ SR e T Nt Sk TR R R AR
matter. .any way, you frabjous ecuckoo, | hoor, ping, in the grasp of his no IR crimeson with indignation and exertion.

patured fetlow, and it was not like him to

or—or we'll jolly. well bump vou:@

thoroughiy exasperated chums.

“Ow! Yow! On!

“My  Great-aunt Georgina’'s coming'!”

e down in the dumiﬁ‘- : e . e - : . P y e )78 1 » r

«What's up, fathead?” repeated Jimimmy “ Hear. hear!” chorused Newcome and Oh! Ow! Yaroo! . . ump S e P . “Qhe's cominz he 3ot !

c.-'I--. : "L‘irrt'f-inr- u'rm{w l.hn[,-;-”' Raby. in a breath. ‘Give him another one!” said Jimmy “Yowp! Yerooccoon. he 11*-‘_“-’*‘1- Sne 1"_‘--”““{1“-.- HETE to-day!

e S i Tven " Georcina'” “Mum -m - my only Great - aunt | Silver relentlessly. “If you won't talk “Blessed if 1 uanderstand you to-day, }i!u‘f*'. n't 1 been telling you chumps s0 all
>OTE : : : along?

“My only Great-aunt

-

| Lovell!” gasped ‘Silver. “You  must

+ WS : 9" " inquire Jeorgina!” sense. my Dhoy
“No bad news from home? . I aired § Georgina. o gy : o g L e S o ; : > PP = gy 5 '  hat
N 'n"r‘t:;ruc | : “Yol1 'silly chump!” shrieked Jimmy “Ow! Help! acco'” roared Lovell, | potty, I think!. XNever Epew you like } M-my bat. .
£ i 3 : N, 5 £5- = - & - = = - 2 2 = P . T 2 i . e ~ s, &
” “Oh. erumbs! She's coming !” Qilver. *“If vou can’t talk sense, we i1 | strugzling in the grasp 0Oi Ris chums. I this before! (Continued on next page.)
» [ i st il s - = :' ™
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LOVELL'S GREAT-AUNT!

(Continued from the previous page.)

g | cu—you imbeciies !
}ou——_-- v
© *“Well: I m’ hrlcsm:d‘

“You—you utter dummijcs——"

“:Iumping Jupiter!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. gazed at their in-
dignant chum with a blank stare that was
- almost idiotic in its dismay.
: Lovell rose to his feet slowly, dusting
his pether garments, and attemptmg to
- readjust his collar and tie.

“Nice mess 1'm in!” he growled wrath-
fully.
clags-room if 1 go in in this state!
it’s all the fault of you silly asses!”

There was a sudden yell from Jimmy
Silver & Co. as the comic side of the
gpisode struck them with full force.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—yvou dummies!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cackling idiots!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell glared wrathfully at his cachlmg
chums.

“Blessed if I see anything to lavgh at!”
~ he growled. “I'm in 2 bheastly mess, and
my Great-aunt Georgina’'s coming——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver, Newcome, and Raby
cl to one another and shrieked, heed-
less of the glowering of their ill-used
chum.

“Why on earth didn’'t you say your
great-aunt was coming, from the first, old
man!" gasped Jimmy Silver at Ilast,
wiping his eyves.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Yw—-—ynu utter ass!
saying so?”

8 Ha, ha, ha!”

“You grinning chumps——"

“But—-—*—-"

“You eackling dummies——"

“Ha, ba, ba!” :

Arthur Edward Lovell surveyved his
roaring choms for a time in silent wrath.
He was feeling outraged and not a little
~ sare from the bumping. But he was a

youth with a lively sense of humour, and
did not possess a ‘spark of malice in his
make-up, and after a few moments his
" chums' uproarious merriment began to
have its effects on him.

His face lost its unwonted serious
expression—he could not help grinming.
. And then, as the full
- gituation atruck him, he could no longoer
forbear. His merry laugh joinéd in the
chorus as heartily a2s any of the others,

“Ba, ha, ha!”

The study litarally rang with mirth.
“You—you villains!” gasped Lovell,
last. “I'm sore, and I'm fearfully dnst-v
and it's only five minutes to classes!
Come aleng and help me to clean mysell

up in the bath-room!”

Jimmw Silver, wiping his eyes, clapped

him on the shouider.
. “Right-ho, old scout! And you can tell
_qhaall ahout vour Great-aunt Georgina in
t

1 Eept teliing

And

Didn't I keep

m-room.”

& ha!” -
'l e Fistical Four, still chuckling,
d down the passage to the bath-

: mom for-a quick clean-up.

The 2nd Chapter.
Zaught Cut !

>d, Mr, Bmuea was a little

e

CE t';ta
ave l!lte the g!dd}'

to be
Er -‘.or._ Little by Little *!"*

T -'-uf.'.;. ha
She’ "pmbl.bly bring a lot of little
lets with her, telling us how to be

d boys, you know!”

'*Ha ha, ha!”

“She's rather a funny-looking old lady,
too, - with side-curls and—and things,”
pursued Lovell, colouring somewhat, “Of
course, 1 have to play up to her: I'm
a.qulh' fond of her, really. vou know.”

- "Quite so! But you are afraid she may
create a hit of a sensation at Rmkwwd "
grinned Jimmy Silver,

"Ha. ha, ha!”

“Rely on us, old man!” said Jimmy
heartily, “We'll back you up, and help
you entertain the old lady—won't we,
cham-?hi 4

“Rather!” came from Raby and New.
come Jheartily,

“And if any duffer has the awiul cheek
to try to rag Lovell’s aunt—great-aunt, I
mean—we'll spateh him baldheaded!”
went on Silver, looking round warningly
at the Fourth-Formers, some of whom
had gathered round curiously to hear
about. Lovell’s great-aunt,
~ “Hear, hear!” said Newcome solemniy.

“We don't allow jokers to take any
liberties with our great-aunt!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We shall have to run down to the
station directly after morning lessons toQ
meet her train,” said Lovell to his chums.

“We'll a1 come down and eseort her
up, old man,” said Jimmy Silver heartily,

“Yes' better all rmnc down to help
shove the hath-chair,” said Lovel,

“Wha-wha.a-a-at!”

'Thea-the bath-chair!”

“The—the which?”

Lovell
accusing eyes.

“Ye-e-e-8; YOou—you See——"

“Is. your aunt—sorry, great-aunt—
eoming I a bath-chair?" . demanded
Jimmy Silver.

Lovell nodded 4pﬂlﬁget1calh
“Yes, old man. You see—-"

“Booties will bcot me out of the |

humour of- the |

himseli—the headmaster

i

Form-room

turpned red nuander his chums'

'tlu, ﬂll'itf'rtd Form-master

“All the way from London in a bath.
Lhatr!" said Raby. “My hat!"
“*Ha, bha, ha!”

"‘i’o, ass!” said Lovell warmly. “She’s
bringing it with her on the train to t;hjﬂ
station. She's a Dbit lame, you sec,
chd.pﬂ

“Oh!”

“Then it's up to us to pull her up to
Rookwood,” said Jimmy Bllrsr cheerfully.
"‘WF'II do it in style, too!”

“What-ho!”
“He, he, he!”

It was a snigger from behind Jimmy

Silver, and Jdimmy swung round sharply,
to find Peele, Lattrey, and Gower—the

three black of t.he Fourth Form—
with ill-natured on their faces.
They had evi y been listening to

the tale of Lovell’'s great-anut wit.h all
their ears. and it neemed to amuse them,

Jimmy BSilver frowned,

“What are you sniggering at?” he ex-
claimed sharply,

Peele sniggered again.

“He, he! Its tmy'" he grinned. “If
you three little Erics are going to bring
in an old geyser—and in a bath-chair,
too—— Yaroo!”

Peele broke off with a howl, as Jimmy
Silver’s grasp fell on his shoulder and
yanked him away from his two friends.

Jimmy Silver was frowning, and Raby
and Newcome gathered round the
wriggling Peele with dark faces.

“Here—— Ow! 0, you rotter!»
shouted Peele, “What he—-——-"

“You can't help being a cad Peele !”
said Jimmy Sllver " But we can teach

vnut to speak respectfllll? of Lovell's
aunt—-—"

“Great-aunt!” breathed Lovell.

“Leggo!” howled Peele, struggling in
Jimmy Silver’s grasp. “I didn't—l
Wilhn t—"

“Bump him!” said Raby.

Bump |

Violent hands were laid on Peele by the
angry chums, and he went
with a bump.

“Ow! Oh!
F “Oave!™

It was a sudden warning call from
Putty Grace, and there was a general
scramble of the Fourth Form to their

seats.
Silver & Co. released Peele-. as

Jimmy
if he had suddenl atl?:cnme red-hot.

But it was too
BG?E'"

 As the stern voice fell upon their

ears, Jimmy Silver & Co, bethought them,

You rotters—-"

somewhat belatedly, of the fact that they
almost

were in their class-room, and they
shivered,

For the voice was that of Dr. Ghisholm ~

of
who stood at the door with Mr. Bmﬂn.
the master of the Fourth Form.

Boys!"

m’l‘h;:flead' tone wal;n ﬂwt awful as
m gaze took Mﬂeﬂr_

scene. Mr. Bootles blinked at his Form
thrggzh his Ipmtadu. in horrified
me

“Rilver! Peele! Whadt is the meaning
tﬁtgg'us disgraceful sceme?” thundered the |

Jimmy Silver hesitated, Tt did not
seem 1_"i}l:»l;;»?:h to emhh
e

minutes in the passage. hignd I find the

Fourth Formm turned into a bear- |

garden!”

“It—it’s most unfortunate !” murmured |

the distressed Mr. Bootles.
regret, sir—"
“It is indeed most regrettable, Mr.

“I—I greatly

Bootles! ©€et up at once, Peele! [
shall punish you ae?mly for this
conduct !” ‘

“Pup-punish me, sir!” gasped Peele,
rising painfully from the floor. *“What
for, sir? It—it wasn't me, gir! Ow!”

“Silence, boy!"”

“1t wasn't my fault—I was set on by
Silver!” howled Peele dismally, “1 tell
yuuv—t:; wasn't—I hadn’'t——"

“Silence! Go to your your place at
once" thundered Dr. Chisholm.
“Ow! Yessir! Oh!”

Peele crawled to his place, and the
Head bent his gaze sternly on the dis-
mayed Jimmy Silver & Co.

“Silver! Lovell! Raby! Newcome!
What does this mean?”
“Ahem!”

“You—you see, sip—"

‘It—it's like this, sir—"

Jimmy Silver & Co, tailed off lamely
under the Head's terrific gaze.

“I'm surprised—surprised and dis-
pleased, Silver,” said Dr, Chisholm
severely, “You four boyvs will each write

| out the following sentence one hundred

times: ‘[ must be more circumspect m
rezard to my conduct in the Form-room.™
You will stay in after morning lessons
until yon have eompleted the task.”
“ﬁh. sir ™
“You may g8 to your seats.”
“But--but, if you please, sir—" stam.

| mered Jimmy Silver and Lovell together,

looking at one another in dismay.
“Go to your seats af onee!" snapped
Dr. Chisholm. “Mr. Bootles'
The sharpness of the Head's tone made
pmp.
“Sir—h'm !—yes, Dr. Chisholm !”
“Will you be kind enough to see that
the imposition I have giyen these buys

is properly written out?”

Mr. Bootles bowed nervously,

to the floor_

amage-

' )
' X
e :"
. -C&lmt Qﬂ
| i l.‘i’ I'-: ;
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THE BOYS’* FRIEND

Certainly, o s, ‘Dr.,
cnie A o .

And with a s ;.' "-'
Formers, who were

mce at the Fourth-
situag very quiet

indeed, Dr. Chis ,mstled out.

Jimmy Silwr Lo. looked at each
other blankly. . § 2o

Their feelings w ;, too deep for words.
Their luck was ofit—with a vengeance!

Dr. Chisholm a.;fﬁ_ oken, and it was
only too evident Pgat he was not to be
argued with. "d , mposition he had so
generously ha to them would
have to be @m .,- ' Jimmy Silver &
Co.'s Kkindiy t_ﬂ' meetu!g Lovell's
Great-aunt Gﬁ‘ :_':—. at the station and
conveying th dy up to the school
in her bath-chain}was eﬂdﬂﬂ! “off "—
very much so. §

Loveli gaw + Silver an appealing
glance.

Jimmy leg wards him.

“You'll ha .. someone else to go,
glg man,” 8 4, in a mt-lou; whisper.

Ho B m _j u Mr. Bootles
fixed hh

“Silver 1" m

The mm was somewhat
on Dﬁfr unnaturally,
and he was é keeplng a sharper

ﬂ
eye than usual f'e O gis Form. He rapped
out Jimmy Silver's name with quite un-

wonted sharpnegh.
i q‘lr )

Jimmy n ‘expression wzas quite
lamhhke in iis innocence.
“You were tal to Lovell, Silver!” -

“Oh, =ir!” murmured Jimmy.

Mr. Bootles eyed the mnncentﬁlnnkmg
Junior severely.

“If I have speak to you again this
morning, Siiver I Bhall have recourse to

the cane! . ‘You have already caused
trouble eno jgh—and more than enough!”
hem ; Silver subsided—wherein
| was Selbube :
mm his hint.

But Love
Under gur of his exercise-book, and

ing a wary eye on Mr. Booties the
m he hastily scribbled a note and
managed to toss it unobserved into the
hands of Putty—otherwise Teddy Grace,
Grace was a comparatively new junior in

the Fourth Form at Rookwood, but he

had already made his mark, as it were
,grincipaﬂy in the dircction of practical
f]o , at which he was an adept. But
is recent action in pulling Bulkeley of
the Sixth out of the mill-stream at the
risk of his life had proved that Putty
was one of the right sort. He was
always cheery and good-natured, too; and
Lovell felt little doubt that Putty would
do hkis best to help bim, in view of the
unfortunate circumstance of the im-
FDM b{ going to meet Great-aunt

the station.
read the note carefully, and
then- gave lovoll a grin and a cheery

~ He evidently accepted the com-
and Arthur Edward Lovell felt
 gomnforted, If he and his chums
d - hard at their imposition they
| it done by dinner-time, bhe re-
: }_ and Puttr, with Great-aunt
: 1's uﬁ&-cﬁa.lr to propel, would not
fx arrive at Rookwood much
en. BSo all might yet be well, |
?el! had pot been quite so oecu-
1 his own worries and Wlth avoid-
: eﬂ of Mr, Bootleés, he might
that Peecle, too, was husy
,l m.- which he over
» Lattrey and then to Gower, his
onies in Study No. 1. And by the
pus trio nodded and nned

jote, it was pretty safe o
hat ¢t was some ill-natured

nod.

- them,
observe these signs.

e | o he would ably not
' m”?ﬁt AT Kook
when she arrived on her visit

The 3rd Chapter.
Putty Qrace Qets the Sack !

"gl;ot the sack, Lattrey?”
b o o Y
' “Got the string, Gower?”

“What-ho!"

“Good!” grinned Peele. “I've got the
key of tha wmd*shed 80 now we sha'n't
be long!”

Morning lessons bhad been over five
minutes, apd Peele, Lattrey, and Gower,

having bolted at once from the Fourth
Form

class-room, were now gathered
together behind the wood-shed, evi-
dently waiting for someone.

A Tootpath led along the back of the
sohool! buildings at Rookweood and ran
past the wood-shed, and on across the
fields in the direction of Coombe Station.
In, drv weather it was often used as
a short sut to the station by the Rook-
wood bovs.

Peele & Co. were evidently expecting
it to be =0 used on this occasion.

They had not long to wait.

A cheery whistle sounded alongz the

_path from the direction of the school,

and the sound of footsteps approachmg

a.t steady trot,
Look out, here he comes!” breathed
Peele. " Have that sack ready, Lattrey!”

“What-ho!”

Nearsr and nearer came the whistle
and the footsteps to the place where
the precious trio were lying in wait
behind the wood-shed.

Pecle and Gower stood crouched, ready
to spring; and: Lattrey stood by 'ith

a large and dirty sack. Lattrey had a
grin on his face.

There wasz agother moment of tense
waiting, and then the owner of the
cheery whistle and of the footstéps sud.
denly appearcd round the corner of the
wood-shed:

It was Teddy Grace—bis hands in
his pockets, and proceeding at a steady
trot down the path,

“Now!” Hhissed Peaele

“On to him!”

Pecle apd Gower sprang on to tht un-
suspecting Grace like a w!urlwmd and
that junior, sturdy as hic we

‘over his head, while his arms

-bury,

gasped Peele.

Price

i:ke a ninepin, the whistle frozen on his
Ps,
Struggling violently, he reolled on the

g}'{}llﬂd his two assailants con top of
m.
“Sit on him!” panted Peclc. “Hurry

up with that sack, Lattrerv!”

“Here it is!”

“Jam it over his head!” '

There was a muffied howl from Teddy
Grace as the dirty sack was dragged
Wwere
pmued closely to pis sides.

“Ow! Yaroo! Gerooooh! Wharrer
you at?”

“Pull it over him!”

“Yowp! Takeitoff! Oocooch!”

“Now the string!” panted Peelc.

"Here you are!”

“Grogooh !”

“Tie the begga 5

Peele & Co. had nmmed the sack well
over the uniortumte Teddy Grace's
head, and pulled it right down to his
feet. And they now proceeded to wind
the whole—junior, sack, and all—round
and round with stout twine until they
had produced a passable imitation of an
Bg}' ian muammy.

nto the wood-shed with him—
qwick"' panted Peele.

The three rascals lifted the mummy—
which was kicking and wrigzgling and
gurgling in a very un-mummylike fashion
—and rushed It into the wood-shed, where
they deposited it with a bump on a pile
of faggots.,

“You stay there a bit, young fellep-me-
lad!" grinned Lattrey.

“Ooococh! lLemme gerrout!”

“Some other time, old son!

" Gug-gug-gug!”

"Ha, h’.. m;u

Peele & Co. ran out of the woodshed
and sitammed the door, and took the path
towards Coombe Station.

“All serene so far, I think!” grinned
Lattrey, glaweing hurriedly round.- “No
one about to notice anything.

“All very well for )ou to grin!”
grumbled Peele. “The young rotter
mught me a fearful whack in the eye!”

“And me on the nose!” nmmbled
Gower “Oow!” |
“Never mind, we've dished him, and
those asses, Silver & Co. .y too, 1 think,”

Ta-tal™

said Lattrey, suppressing his grins

“We must buck up, though, and get down

to the station. We don’t want to bhe

late meeting our dear Great-aunt

Geqr 24 |
he heirl

| And the three young reprobates broke
into a trot. |

The 4th Chapter.
Miss Qeorgina Muffiebury Arrives !

uPomr;ﬂ
“Yes, ma'am?"

“1Is this Coombe Station, porter""

X

y will a :
porter!” ° |

“Yes, ma'am; certainly,

“And, oh, porter!”

“Yes, ma'am?”
- “There is my bath-chair in the guard’s
van; please get it out at once!”

"wmm ma'am!”

porter.”

“Plem mke haste,
*“And be very careful of my bath-chair,

Pray assist me,

ma'am!”

“Yes, ma'am!”

porter!”
“Oh, m ma'am!”
And obliging porter of Conml}a

Station—the only the little station
pouemed-p-—hurried oﬂ to obev as many
as possible of these instructious, wiﬂ': h:s

“head in a whirl,

The twelve-twenty train from Loadon
had é&rrived at Coombe Station, and
almost the only passenger to ali ‘Was
an old ladv—a little old lady. a
pleasant face surrounded by old-fashioned
side-curls, who walked thh the gid of

a stick.
Peéh & Co., who walked on to the plat-

form just as ‘the train came in, spotted

“her at once..

“Aunt Georgina Mufflebury,
quid!” muttered Lattrev.

The little old lady's beady eves rested
upon Peele & Co., and the three junjors

for a

came forward, lifting their caps.

“Are you Great-aunt—I1 mean, are you
Miss Mufﬂehun ?” inquired Peele itely.
The little old lady blinked at him

“1 am Miss Mufflebury. But where is
little s Arty?” she said anxiously. “You
are from Rookwood Schml""

“Yes, ma'am, but—"

“Then where is little Arty? He h* not
been run over? Or {allen into the rver?

Or succumbed to this dreadiul influenza?”
eried the little old lady, in a flutter.
“Something dreadful has happened to
little .«u't:v. I am sure of it!”

“Not at all. ma'am!” said Lattrey
solemnly. “Little—ahem!--little Arty
ia lite well, but——"

es, yes?”

“But he has been a naughty little
boy, 1 am sorry to say!™ said Lattirey
gray ely, shaking his head.

‘L"en naughty indeed!” said Gower,
“Dear, dear m'" said the little old
lady, in distress, *“That is terrible!”

“He has been kept in by his Kkind
teacher, so he had to ask hisg friends to
come and meet you instead, and—and
explain matters,” said Peele, with the
utmost gravity., “ He—he hopes vou wm't
he angry with him, Miss Mufflebury.

“The poor little bov!” said Miss Muffle-
shakinz her enrls. “1 am so sorry

he has been kept in! I remember he was
once naughty before, when he was a tiny
little lad!™

“Go hon!”

“Yes,

) murmured Lattrey,
indéed! Te refused to fake his
cod-liver ¢il,. after he had had the
meaale“" rettled” on the old lady.
“Fancy that pow!”

“Ah, ah! Ahem—gug-good gracious!”

“Yes: Bo wonder you are surprised,
my dear-little fellow!'”
Peele turped erimson, while - Lattrey

‘and Gower tried to hide their grins,

But Miss Georgina Mufliebury did not

s, went down I appear t¢ notice anythiog.

Three Haliponce

got two more to do vet—' ecircm

aunt !
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“On that occasion, you know, 1 actually
bhad to punizh- the dear little mannie,
she :eontinued confidentially ; "I bad to
stand him in the corner!”

“ Dud dud did ' you, ns'nm“ mtured

“Oh, help!” murmured Lattrey faintl\'
“Yes, 1 hope your teacher never has
fo stand vou in .the carner, mg htth..

. Peele,

‘man!”

“Nunno!” gasped Peecle.

“1 am glad to hear it!” said the littic
©old lady, smiling. “Now here is the
porter with my - bath-chair. = Are you
kind little lads going to take me up to
the school in it?”

Peele & Co. exchanged gluces and
covert grlns
“Yes, ma’am: that’s what we came

down Jor!” said Lattrey,
politent*ﬁﬁ

“That is very sweet of you, dears!’
said Lovell's great-aunt, hobbling mtn
her bath-chair. * What are your names?
You seem to be such kind -hearted little
ho},.spr

Peele & Co. almost choXed, but’ Lattrey
recovered himself withh a great etfort.

“1 am Snooks,” lLie said gravely. “This
is Hookey, and-this is Walker,” indicating
the almost paralysed Peele and Gower
with a2 wave of his hand. *“We are
pleased to meet you, Great-aunt—I—I1
mean, Miss Mufflebury!”

Miss Muffiebury beamed.

“That is kind of you! And you are
great friends of little Artj’ 8, Snmhs? !

“Absclute bosom iriends!” said Lattrey
solemnly. “1 am sure he would like us
to be near him now4d"”

Lattrey felt pretty sure that he was
speaking the stricy trath In the last
sentence, anyhow!

“That is nice! And are: you quite
sureg the bath-chair will not be toeo much
for your strength, my littie men2”

“EKit-quite sure, ma'am, thank
gasped the “little men,” in chorys.

“Ttien shall we get on? 1 am.anxious
to see my dear little Arty again!”

“Right-ho, ma'am!” ¥

And with Gower pulling in front and
Lattrey aud Peele pushing behind, the
hath-chair prﬂfeedtd out of the station-
vard and along the road towards Rook-
wood at a pace that was exceedingly
sedate—as yet!

witlhh great

you!”

The 5th Chapter.
A Shock for Rookwood !

Jimmy Silver & Co. sat in the Fourth
Form class-room at Rookwood and wrote
away for dear life. There was silence
except for the ticking of the clock and
the scratehing of four pens as they traced
out again and again the odious sentence:
“1 must bhe more gireumspect in regard
o my. conduct in the Form-room.”
Jimmy Silver & Co, were alo o the
class-room. They had given their pro-
mise to Mr. Bootles to remain there
until they had finished their task—and
the Form-master had readily accepred
their words, He had promised te.return
just before dinner, to see jf they had
completed their imposition, and ke was
just about due when Jimmy Silver broke
the silence at last.

“Finished, thank goodness!” he ex-

claimed, t-»bmmmz down his pen. .“Time
Bootles came back, too. Bﬂpe he'll take
my writing!”
“Shurrup, Jimmy!” growied Lovell,
scribbling away as if for a wager. “I've
mspect i
re;t:ard to my conduct—' What rot this
lﬂ b b

“Awful!” agreed Jimmy. “The Head
was n bit rough on wus, T must say!
Hallo! What's up, 1 wender?”

Jimmyv Silver hroke off, as a suodden
chorus of wells and shouu of laughter
floated up irom the quad through the

onen windows of the Fourth Form class-

room.
*The chums of the Fourth looked at
one There was

another inr.{ﬂiringly. »

another londer yell ifrom below. .
Lovell shrugged his shonlders, causing
the last line of his imposition to be
decornted with a large blot.

“Some of our fellows chivvyi the
Modern cads, T expect,” he said care-
lessly, “I've finished, anyway! Wonder
it“ (}’rac“ has got my great-aunt up here
, L1

. A terrific roar rose up from the quad-
rangle outside, and Jimmy Silver-sprang
up on to the desks—for the windows of
the class-room were high up in the wall—
in order to get a view of the quad.

An awful thﬂll,'.’:ht had struck all four
of them simultaneously. |

“My hat!” yelled Lovell. “If- that’s
“Your Great-aunt Georgina!”

“Great Scott!”

“It is!” velled Raby.
Look! The—-the

“It’s your great-
rotters!”
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“The finish of a chariot race!”
*Hurrah!”
The swaying, bumping bath-chair swept

exchanged glances with Raby and New-
come. The three chinms stepped  quietly
over to where Peele & Co. were standing,
and clozed round them unostentatiously,

|

And I should like to give each ol you
ear little boys a little present!”
And the little old lady beamed round

Latttey gave up lus attempt at biull,
“In the woodshed,” he sitllenly.
“Have you got the key:”

. ¥
a2 IR L]
hi."'

dou’t €ive yon one,”
Lattrey & Co. shivered. A Forme-
licking ‘'was something to be dreaded.
“1f you complain to a prefect,” wen¥
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” L'"T S R S e fran b hed - Jamy SO We JUst naturally gave em- o heer, | Weil-Brought-Up Little Boy Should Be- | instant. and Putty’s crimson face, coated “So don’'t you think. on the whole, yoix
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cenerously.
Peele and Gower whimpered openly.
“ [t—it’s not Tair play, Silver—vou know

a rush for the door.
What's the meaning

window and made
“Bless my soul!

oy, L+
[

::l -| "'_‘i"
Y =

pf this?”
Mtr. Beotles was coming in at the door, ' it's not!” stuttered Lattrey, with dry
and the rush of the four furious jnniors lips.
alinost carried the little gentleman off | “1t is not a matter of fair play: it's &
his feet. He blinked dazedly at the | § Vo g N — y : N matter of punishment—just punishment
chaums through his spectacles. / 3 . . 2 o ' ' Nl - for a caddish trick, Lattrey,” explained
“Sorry, ste!” gasped Lovell. “My— | / ' ) ' Jimmy Silver gently.
v aunt, sir! My Great-aunt Georgina!l” | Lattrey. lost his nerve entirely. He

could not stand against Jimmy Silver im

* B-bless my soul!”
this grim, relentless mood,

“Those cads ure ragging ber! I'm |
coing to smash them:” panted Lovell. He shragged his shoulders hopelessly.
” Lattrey gave it up.

“1'm
“But ' your impeositions——"
“We've finicshed them, sir.

“Then vou will take a licking, Lattrey?”
almost cooed Jimmy Silver.

explained > '
“Yes—hane vou!” muttered Lattrey.

Tl R,

Jimmy Silver hurriedly. “Were »just 4 L
going' to rescue—— & ."*.*I':d vou other two beauties?
“What—what! Boys!” | 3 E‘E'f{i‘;ﬁ:
“Sofry, sir—-" L “Good: : T |
] ' There was a laree pile of sticks of all

And, almeost pushing the little fForm-
yaaster aside, the four juniors rushed
ﬂﬂ#

I L]
‘ orts in the corner of thg woodshed.
Mr. Boofles gasped in flustered amaze- i

Jimmy Silver stenped over to the corner
snd ecarefuily selected one of them—a
stout one, but limber. He swished 1t
through the air. in the manner of a pro-
fessional execufioner.

The unhappy trio watched him with a
fearful fascination.

“Ready, Lattrey?”’
fully, *“We'll each give you three—that's

Iment.

“Bless my soul!
once !”

But the little Form-master's command
iell for onee upon deai ears.

Boys, come back at

he inguired cheer-

Jiﬂ]l’l'l]ir' EH'\*:!‘ & L0, I'LIFhEd on, breatil-
ing vengeance, and Mr. Bootles was left | just a dozen: a good round number.”
alone, to waste his sweetness on e 03 o PR
desert.air, so to speak. | “Are you ready?” snapped Jimmy.
! Lattrey gave a wild glance round. The
L S door of the woodshed was locked, and the
key was in Jimmy Silver's poeket. The-
Thu Gth Chaptari : e e " il M i - . A o ol n_. . :'. '11'-..#,—. "."E:I|+- ‘Ii‘ .' ‘L 'l mb‘ F'.:- \ ' -.-
The flying bath-chair slowed down at | § ' L. 8 S e U D e T\ at the faces of Peele ‘and  Gower ~  *
m:ifi't , i 5 B showed him that he could expect no help
After circumnavigating ¢ quad a | _ A 2 | 1 ) | 3
M e SI.H.‘t‘d.a Pade’ & Co. ' blakn THE PAMPHLET QUEUE! The crowd of juniors, looking thoroughly sheepish, formed up nt::t.g:E:ﬂﬁurrandcred ienobly. - ol 2
to got blown. The pace had been too ' in a queue and shuffled past the bath-chair, each taking one of “Ye-eg, I—I'm ready!”

the precious pamphlets ! “Then bhend over!”

And the avenging juniors proceeded tow
deal faithfully with the three black sheep

and the bath-chair finally
drew up in front of the gym, and was
immediately surrounded by a crowd ol

hot to last,

langhing, cheering juntors.

A dozen voices hailed the griuning Peele
& Co.

“What's the game, Peeleyl”

“1s it a bet, or what?

“ Are youn the winners?’

“Who's your lady friend:"”

Coaroy glanced round.

[, for one, beg to offer Miss Muffle-
bury my very humble apologies,” ‘he con-
tinued, raising his cap to the little old
lady. “I feel real ‘mean about it, and 1
hope you will forgive me, ma'am!”

“And we say the same!” said Van Ryn

“Oh, my hat—I mean, th-thank yon,
ma am!'!”

And the sturdy Colonial junior gingeriy
picked up one of Dr. Coddle’'s valuable
pamphlets, and, -politely lifting his cap
again, walked awayv as if in a dream.

The crowd of juniors, looking thoroughly

. “Ogoch!  You—vyou ass, Silver!  Why
didn't vou come hefore?”
“My dear kid y
*“Gerooooh ! I'm
hat!”
Putiyv broke off with a vell of fury.
“There’s that cad Lattrey—and Peele—

suffocated! My

in turn.

Jimmy Silver & Co. spent quite =«
pleasant afternoon, on the whole, In
showing Lovell's Great-aunt Georgina
round Rookwood. They squirmed somce-
what, it is true, when Miss Mufflebury

“Ha. ha, JIR:” s | and Pons together. “Please forgive us, I sheepish now, formed up m a regular | and Gower——" persisted in referring to them as *© dear
Peele & Lo. nmppml their streaming | mia'am?Y quene and shnffled past the bath-chair, | “Hold on, Putty!” little bovs ” in front of a crowd of solemn
brows, while the little old lady gazed “aAnd 1!" | each taking one of the precious pamphlets | “Lemme gerrat them!” howled Putty. Rookwooders. And they had to accept a

faintly round in great bewilderment.
“Where am 17”7 she ‘exclaimed faintly,
scanning the innumerable strange f[aces.

““Snd 1%
Ve ali apologise!”
“Hear. hear!

and politely liiting his cap to the beam-
ing old lady.
One or two showed a disposition to melt

F

“The heasts! They tied me up——
“Wait hali a mo =
“They laid for me, and half choked me

good many pamphlets, mostly written by
the worthy Dr. Cuthbert Coddle. for
whose works Miss Mufflebury apparentiy
had  the greatest admiration. But th~

- I't_ur nme . .'ilﬂ [ dfi'ﬂ[lliﬂg: 15 “ItIL' Tilf'!‘ﬂ was a I'l'erL't 'L'IIUI'”.‘:: “1- ii].'tl]”gif'::. ;11'I.T'u}' unnatfututﬂi“"?]}'? \"-'ithl”!l' jﬂining 5 1““'—'1'[1!: L’L‘ﬂﬁtﬂr" . ' |
Arty here? , The thouchtless inniors were quick to | the queug, but fnding the grim eye of Putty made a furious rush at his foes, | were very attentive and polite to fue
Phere was a hush as some of the erowd- | o oonise the discourtesy they had been | Jimmy Silver upon’ them, gave up the | but Jimmy Silver caught him by the | little old lady, who indeed quite won

ing iuniors caught the old lady's words,
and stopped laughing. It began to dawn
on some of them that the little old lady
had been made the victim of a rag by

i< soon as they understood how
They were in as great
théy had been to

HUIII} ol
the matter stood.
ok lmrr}' Lo :1[11’:1:1;_‘.154';* as

attempt, and took their pamphlets like
lambs.
As Jimmy Silver remarked to his ehums

arm.
“Hold on, I tell you, Putty!”
“Lemme go, Silver!”
“Chuck it, old son, and listen to your

their hearts by her simplicity and gentle-
LEss,

The PRookwooders turned out to give
Miss Mufflebury a hiearty cheer when the

s & O d that thought made chieer the ra.lL-iItE hathi-chair. afterwards, 1t was a sort L;:I‘ ['lr;_*!l:lll{_‘E‘, and s ‘ _ i | _ | i o
g g 1 ngi 1y B s R < T R Lovell’'s face . cleared, somewhat as he | they had to go through with it. | uncle! Peele & Co. are going through | chums wheeled her bath-chair down 1o
them feel not 3‘m',tl'?_’.u““fm-%ﬁ.“.'l i turned to his great-aunt and Kissed her Lattrey, Peele. and Gower, with Jimmy | it!” the station, after tea im the study,
For the idea of making deliberate spord affectionately—-a thing he would have | Silver, Raby, and Newcome marching very Puftty growled wrathiully, but he | thereby somewhat mﬂkmﬂ_ up }_-?F fh*:'”‘
: ; hearty farewell for the unintentional in-

of afr old lady did not appeal! to Rook-
wood boys, with the exception of a lew
hlack sheep of the kidney of Peele, Lat-
trev, and GoOWwer.

But Peele & Co. did not seem to notice
the changing sentiment of the crowd.

Peele grinned round triumphantly. He
foit distinctly elated at the success of
what he regarded as a distinet hit ab
Jimmy Silver & Co.

“We went to meet the oldJdady at the
station,” he grinned. “3She said_she was
in a hurry ”

“He) he, he!” giggled Gower.

shrunk from doing in public at ordinary
times.

“ Ar¢ vou hurt, aunty dear?z”

Miss MufHebury gazed at him fondly,
and some of the colour came back into
her old cheeks.

She smiled and shook her head.

close behind them. were the last to
receive. their pamphlets.

“T'l take my creat-aunt along to the
Head's house ifor lunch now,” said Lovell,
now quite cheery again. “See you in the
study after, Junmy!”

“ Richt-ho, old man! We have a little

Can vou sort these jumbled words ?

ceased to struggle. He only glared at
Peele & Co.

“Honest Injun?” he growled,

“Honest Injun!” said Jimmy Silver
quietly. “You see, Putty, they've played
% caddish trick on Miss Mufflebury—
Lovell’s great-aunt, you. know. They

hospitality of their welcome.

The Fistical Four were in guite a con-
tented mood as they walked back across
the fields from the station, after seemg
the little old lady off.

“All’s well that ends well!” remarked
Arthur Edward Lovell. 2s they came in
sight of Rookwood again. *“I think L
shall remember to-day for the rest of
my natural life, though!”

“R0 will Messrs. Lattrey, Peele, and
Gower, I think!” said Jimmy Silver. {

“Ha, ha! Yes!™ !

And after hearing the réport of Tubby

“Qo we did our best for her!” finished
Lattrey. “Allow me to introduce you, | | Muffin—the Peeping Tom of Rookwood—
gentlemen, to  Lovell’s  Great-aunt AN I EGM NDA EMG that Peele & Co. had bad their tea m
Georginal” Studv No. 1 that afternoon off the
mantelpiece instead of the {able, the

And Lattrey stepped back, with a
mock bow to the bewildered old lady.

There was an Apgry murmur irom the
crowd. and a burly Fourth-Former pushed
his way forward. It was Conroy, the
nsually good-natured Colonial junior, and
there was a sterm look on his handsome

HERE IS
A CLUE.
g

El_a

m

They stand for two weekly papers famous for their
agnificent tales of school Life. . . . . . . . .

_xisit- of Lovell's

whole of the Fourth Form seemed to be
of the same opinion.

Indeed, 2]l Rookwood would be likely
to remember for some time {0 come-the
creat-aunt |
“THE END-



The 1st Chapter.

The Warrior’s Return.

“Where's Chunky?” murmured Frank
Richards. &
“Lost, stolen, or strayed!” answered
Blob Lawless, with a grin. “He's not in
class.”

Frank Richards glanced round cover the
class as Miss Meadows entered the school-
room ot Cedar Creek.

Chunky Todgers, who should have been
there with the rest, was conspicuous
by his absence.

“1ll, perhaps,” remarked Vere Beau-
clere.

"1 guess he’s been getting outside too

much maple sugar!” grinned Eben Hacke,
“Poor oild Chunky!”

Miss Meadows looked over the class,
and the murmurs died away.
The Capadian schoolinistress” eye

noted the absence of Chunky Todgers at
cnee.

“Todgers is not here.
where he 13 Richards®”

“No, ma'am!” answered Frank.

“I believe Todgers usually rides to
gchool with you, Lawrence. Did he leave
Thompson w:th you this morning?”

“Yeg, ma’am!” apswered Tom Law-
rence. “He left the trail to have a look
at the Greasers’ shack on the creck—."

“The what?” exclaimed Miss Meadows.

“I—1 mean the Mexicans,” said Law-
rence. “There's a Mexican erowd settled
on toe cre¢k, and Churky wanted to see
their shebanff 1—I mean, their eabin.
I thought he was coming on behind, but
he didn't.”

“Very well.”

Miss Meadows frowned, but she said no
more, amd lessons began.

A good nrany glances were cast® to-
wards the door at mttrva:lﬁ by the mem-
bers of Miss Meadows' class.

1he Canadian schoolmistress was a
stickier for punctuality, and Chunky Tod-
gers was likely to meet with a warm
reception when he did arrive.

But for some time there was no sign
of Chunky.

The first lesson ended, and the second
was nearing its end, when footsteps were
heard in the poreh.

“Here comes ‘1ﬂdf'er""' murmured Bob
Lawless,

“Something’'s happened t.o his pony,
- then,” %aid Frank. g

There had been no sound of hoofs out-
side, and it was evident that the hapless
Chunky had arrived on foot. Al eyes
wﬂtfr turned to the doorway to see him
en

The door swuung open, and a fat ﬂgare

red in view. And there was a

general exclamation from all the class:

“Great Scott!”

Miss Meadows seemed petrified as she
fixed her eyes upon Chunky Todgers.

Chunky generally presented a fat and
eomfortable” appearance, and his plamp
Tace was always sunny. But now there
was a change.

Do you Kknow

his fat little nosc was swollen to nearly
twice its usual size, and there was a dark
ring round cnc of bis eyes, which blinked
painfully. IHe was gasping in a spas-
modic way as bhe limped into the school-
TOO0m.

“My hat!” murmured Frank Richards.
“Pmr old Chunky has been looking for
troub!e 4

“And finding it, 1 guess!” grinned Bob
Jawless,

Chunky's casps could be heard all over
the school-room as he limped in.

“Todgers!” exclaimed Miss Meadows.

“Yow-ow!” was Chunky’s reply.

“What is the matter with you?”

“Oh, dear™

“You are late, Todgzers——"

“TowmiTew O

“And what do you mean by presenting
yourself at school in that state?” ex-
claimed Miss Meadows angrily.

Chunky gave a groan.

“I—1 couldn’'t help it, Miss Meadows.
I—I—-1 didn't get like this on purpose,.
1 dldn't I’Lﬂll‘i""

“Hn, ha, ha!”

“Silence ! Todgers,
been?”

"I.-"-I—l—-—-".

“You bave been fighting!” exclaimed
Miss Meadows. .

“1—1 guess—"

“Who hawe you been fghting with?”
gsked Mise Meadows severely. “One of
ghe Hillcrest boys, I suppose?”

“Nope, It—it was a pesky Greaser!”
fraanﬂd Chunky Todgers. “I—I thought

could lick him, as he was a Greaser.
But I—1 couldn't.”

“Y guess he looks as If he couldn't!”
snnrmured Bob Lawless.

Chunky Todgers’ statement was really
guperfluous. His appearance was a pretty
plain proof that be had not had the best
ol the combat.

“Am I to understand, Todcers, that you
began the quarrel?” asked Miss Meadows
{Ln Buerely

Nope!” gasped Chunky.

where have

you

Published
Every Monday

- pesky Greaser could have put up

He was smothered with
mud from hecad to foot, his hat was gone,

#*l—-l guess

THE

~ the

I didn't exactly begin it, ma'am. I-I
hit him on the nose.”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

‘The next boy whoe laughs will be

caned!” exclaimed Miss \ieadows “Tod-
gers, you are 4 bad boy!”
“I—I feel bad,” mumbled Chunky.
There was no doubt that Chunk felt

bad, though not in the sense ’Hhu‘.h Miss
Meadnws used the word,

“You are not in a fit state for lessons,
Todgers. You may go to the kitchen and
bathe vour face. And do not return until
you have made yourself a little more
respectable.”

“Yep!” groaned Chunky.

And he limped out, fnllnmed by grin-
ning glances from his schoalfellows

“1 guess poor old Chunk:; has woke up
the wrong passenger,” murmured Boh
Lawless. *“Fancy old Chunky starting as
a vna.rru;mr,r and getting left hke this!”

“Silence !

The lesson was resumed, apnd it was
nearly time for morning classes to be
dismissed when Chunky Todgers put in
an appearance again and sat down at
his desk.

He was looking cleaner and more tidy,
but his fat face was quite a picture.
with the swolien nose, and the damaged
eve quite black by this time.

And he was evidently suffering severely

He groaned as he sat down, and }lb
groaned several times aft:,marfi-a ml
mumbled painfully to bimself. Chunk 'S
first essay in the role of a fighting-man
had ended disastrously.

There was a great deal of curiosity in
the class to learn the particulars of
Chunky’'s Deroic combat, but questions
could not be asked at present. The
Cedar Creek fellows had to restrain their
curiosity until the school was dismissed.

But as soon as Miss Meadows gave the
word, and the schooliboys marched out,
Chunky was surrounded by amn inquiring
creowd in the playground.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Tough Customer.

Frank Richards tapped the dolorous
Chunky on the shoulder, and the fat
schoolboy blinked at him glumiy.

“Tell us all about Chunky said
Frank encouragingly.

“Yow-ow!"

“We've had that!” remarked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 guess it's all very well for you fel-
lows to cackle.,” said Chunky, with sor.
rowful indignation. “I've through
it, I guess. Whn'd have that a

nhﬁght
like that? Why, he simply waded
lambasted me!”

“You let a Greaser lick yuh'“ snorted

- Eben Hacke contemptuously.

“How could 1 help it?”
“Pooof !
“But what did you fight about?” asked
Be.auclem
“Well, I went round te look at their
shack,” said Chunky. *“There’s two of
them, you know—0OIld Man Diaz and his

son. Young Diaz was moseying about.
and I spoke to him. 1 just asked him if

he was going to School.”

“No harm in that,” said Frank.

“And—and he said he was, so I told
him he'd better go to Hillcrest, as we
didn't want pesky Greasers at Cedar
Creek. No harm in that, was there?”

Frank Richards frowned.

“Like vour cheek!” he exclaimed. “You
had no right to insult bim!”

“Well, hes only a Greaser, you know
dlld.-—-—'

“Fathead!”

“Then he called me names,” said
Chunky. “I wasn't going to be called
rgameﬁ by a Greaser from MeXico, you can

et!”

“What did he call you—a fat gopher?”
asked Bob Lawless.

“Blessed if I know—it was in Spanish—
but it sounded awful!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“So I hit him on the nose,” continued
Chunky. “Anvbody would. Who'd have
thought 2 Mexican Greaser could put up
his hands?”

“Why, vyou fat Tascal!” exclaimed
Frank. “You hit him on the nose because
you thought he wouldn't fight!”

“Well, I—J—not exactly that, you
know, but—but—— Well, T hit him on
the nose, anyway,” said Chunky. “Why

ghouldn't 1 hit a Greaser on the nose, 1'd
like to know? And then— Ow! Yow!
Wow!”

“Well, what
doughty warrior?”

“Why, he just sailed into me!™ groaned
Chunky. “Knocked me right and left,
and rolled me in the mud! And Old Man
Diaz stood there crinning like .a lynx all
the time. And—and when 1 got up——~

“You thrashed him?”

then,

happened you

“Nunno—I lit out!” X
“Hs, ha, ha!
“Well, what could 1 do?" roared

Clmnky. “And the beast had my pony,
and held him, too, and he’s got mr pony
now! He called after me that 1

CEDAR

A Splendid, Long, Complete Story of
FRANK RICH.&RDS & CO.,
Chums of ¢

could

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

NEW BOY
REEK'

he School in the
Backwoods,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

.
r

come hack Inr it, but—but I didn't go
bacl\——-— -
“Ha, ba, ha!”

“I—I want a fellow to go and fetch
that pony for me,” said Chunky Todgers.

“1 had to .habf it to school. I—I say,
Rlcharda.f ‘re rather hefty with your
fists—you might mosey along and give
I];unka hiding, and you can ride my pony
ﬂ,{". L ]

“Why should I zive him a hiding, yon
fat rascal? You seem to have been to
blame all through.”

“I's uﬁagamst Cedar Creek, me being

licked by a Greaser!” pleaded Chunky.

“Serve {;} jolly well right!”

“Ow! w!”

“We might ride over and get the pony,”
said Bob Lawless. “Young Diaz has no
rlght to keep that.”

‘1 guess you can leave it to me,” said
Eben ieke. © “I'll go over for you,
Chunky. I'li get the pony, and T’ll
lan;{r:aste young Diaz till he can't
walk!™

“What the thunder for?” exclaimed
Bob Lawless.

“He's thrashed a Cedar Creek fellow,
hasn't he?”

“Chunky asked for it.”

“1 don't care a continental red cent!
He's enly a Greaser, anyhow!" retorted
Hacke, in his most bullying tone. “I've
licked Greasers enougch when I was at
home in DPakota, 1 ean tell you. Il
make a picture of him!:"”

And with that the bully of the lumber
school strode away towards the corral
for his borse,

Frank Richards & Co.
another dubiously.

“He cughtn't to go and pick a quarrel
with the Mexican,” said Beauclerc.

“1 guess it's not our bhusiness,” re-
marked Bob Lawless. “It looks as if
the Greaser can stand up for himself,
tm‘l'l # .

“Yes, that's so.

“He ought to be lambasted.” mumbled
Chunky Todgers. “Look at me! Look at
my eye! Look at my nose!”

“Br-r-r-r!” growled Frank.

Eben Hacke rode out of the zates, with
a grin on his face. The bully of the
lumber a::hool was quite pleased with this
oppoﬂumty dutmgmnhm*r himself ;

it was e&hin that the unfortunate
Grem was booked for a very severe
handling, if the burly Hacke was able to
give i him.

Towards dinner-time a crowd of fthe
Cedar Creek fellows were gathered round
the =school gates, looking for the cham-
pion’s return. There was plenty of time
for Eben to ride to the Mexican’s shack

lcoked at one

'on $Pe ereek, and return for dinner; and
the thrashing of the Greaser was not

expected to take him long.
“Hallo! Here he comes!” exclaimed
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Bob Lawless, as there was a clatter oi
hooi-beats on the trail. _

“What's the matter with him?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Eben Hacke rode up to the gates. and
his aspect brought a roar of. laughter
irom the Cedar Creek fellows.

His look was much changed since his
ride.

He fell, rather than dismounted, from
his horse. and held on to the saddle for
support with one hand while he dabbed
his nose with the other. ;

And he blinked dolorously at the grin-
Ring crowd.

“Well,” roared Bob Lawless,
licked him?”

“Oh, Jerusalem!” groaned Hacke.

“Did you slaughter him?” chuckled
Frank Richards.

“"Yow-ow-wow!”

Hacke stumbled in at the gate, leading
his horse, without any {further reply.
But it was pretty clear that he had nat.
bestowed the promised “lambasting”
the Mexican. The lambasting had hap-
pened, but it was Eben Hacke who had
been the recipient thereof.

Bob Lawless chuckled explosively.

“Oh. dear! And he hasn't bhrounght my
pony!” groaned Chunky Todgers. *1 shall
have to walk home! Oh, dear!”

“Serv: you right. old chap!’

“And serve Hacke right!” said Frank
Richards. “What did he want to pitch
into the Mexican for? But Chunky must
have his pony. We'll ride over and see
Diaz after dinnper.”

“And lick himy”
eageriy.

“No. What is there to lick him for?”

“Well, he's lambasted me, and he's
lambasted Hacke—"

“And serve you both jolly well right!
I dare say he's quite a decent chap. He's
a pretty tough customer, anyway.”

“No doubt about that, 1 guess”
arinned Bob Lawless. “But don’t weorry
ahout your pony, Chunky; we'll get that,
at any rate.”

And after dinner Frank Richards &

“have you

asked Chunky Todgers

Co. saddled their horses, and rode away
np the Thompson trail to visit the
Mexican shack. ;

T he 3rd Chapter.
Ricardo Diaz at !-unwn..r

“That's the galoot, I guess

Bob Lawless pointed mth hlS riding-
whip.

The chums of Cedar Creek had turned
out of the Thompson trail, and were
following a rough track that led towards
the creek.

Near the creek was a roughly-buiit
habitaticn of lumber and logs. in the
middle of a small clearing. A lad of
about their own age, with a swarthy face
and hair in long, black ringlets, was
chopping wood near the shack. Close by
a Tat pony was tethered to a sapling, and
the chums recognised Chunky Todgers’
well-known mount.

The Mexican youth glanced up at the
sound of hoof-beats among the charred
roots of the clearing.

He rose to his feet as he saw the three
riders, and stood looking at them with
sharp, black eyes that seemed to
scintiilate.

Frank Richards & Co. regarded him
rather curiously as they rode up.

Chunky Todgers was not a very for-
midable opponent; but Eben Hacke was
quite a fighting-man; and the fellow who
had thrashed the hullv of the lumber
school was naturally an object of interest.

The young+ Mexican was well built,
rather slim than sturdy, and as lithe as
a panther. His swarthy face was ha.nd
some, in its dark Spamlh way, but the
expression on it was not exactly pre-
possessing.

“Hallo, youngz 'un!" was Bob Lawless’
greeting, as he drew rein.

“Buenos dias!” answered the Mexican
civilly.

“By gum!
Franky?” _

“Good-morning!” said Frank Richards,
with a smile.

“Oh, good! Good-morning, young 'un!”
said Bob. “Don’t you speak English?
Blessed if I know how Chunky got on
with you in Spanish!”

“8i, si, senorito!” answered the Mexican.
*3 8 peak English certainly. We are from
the States—los Estados wvnidos.”

“You're voung Diaz?” asked Bob.

“I am Ricardo Diaz.”

“Poppa at home?”

“He is at Thompson.” answered Ricardo
Diaz, watching the three chums curiously.
“Do you want to see my father?”

“Nope! We've called for a horse—that
pony!” said Bob, pointing towards the
tethered fat pony. :

Ricardo Diaz shook his head.

“He belongs to Chunky Todgers, of our

What does that mean,

school,” said Frank Richards. “You seem
to have had a row with Chunky this
morning.”

“The fat fool!” said Diaz.

“Ahem! Well, yau’ve no right to keep
his pony, you know.’

“I am keeping it till he returns to ask

for it,” answered Diaz, with a grin.
“Then 1 shall give bhim another
thrashing!”

Frank Richards frowned. He was pre-
pared to be quite eivil to the Mexiean;
but he found himself already feeling an
antipathy towards Ricardo Diaz.

“You won't do anything of the so
he said sharply. *“You've had a scrap
with Todgers, and you seem to have had
the best oi 1t. 1 dare say he was to
blame: but that's the end of it.”

“1t is not the end of it,” answered Diaz
coolly. “I shall keep his pony till he
comes baek for it.”

“We've come to fetzh it.”

“You may go again.”

“Do you mean that you wom't give it
up?” exelaimed Beauclerc.

“That won’t msake much odds!” said
Bob Lawless angrily. *“It's Chunky's
pony, and we're geoing to take it away
mth us. See?”

“X sghall stop you!l”
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“1 guess you'll get hurt if' vou try,”

answered the ranecher’s son disdainiully.

“1 haven’t come here to look for trouble
with you, Diaz, but if you want it, you

won't have to ask for it long.”
Bob rode towards the sapling

where

the pony was tethered and cast off the

trail-rope.
Then he caught the pony’s rein.
“Come on, you chaps,” he said.
finished here.”
Diaz ran forward.
“Let that pony alone!” he shouted.
“1 guess not!”

“We're

“Then get down off your horse, and I
will thrash you as I thrashed your school-

fellow!” exclaimed Dizaz.

“1 reckon you won't have to ask me

twice,” answered Bob promptly.

Frank Richards stopped his chum as he

was dismounting.

“Hold on, Bob——"

“Let o, Frank, you ass!™

“Hold on, 1 say! Yon haven't come
here to fight with the fellow,” said Frank.
“What's the cood, anyway?"”

“Hasn't he asked me, you jay?” growled
Boh. “Do you think I'm going to be
buildozed by a pesky Greaser?” ;

“Let bhim .alone,” answered Frank, paci-
fically. “Chunky was in the wrong, and
so was Hacke, and the e¢hap has lost his
temper. There's nothing for us to quarrel
with him about.”

Bob hesitated.

There was something very irritating in
the Mexiean's sneering look, but b
contrived to restrain his wrath.

“Frank’s 1ight, Bob,” said Beaucierc.

“Leave the kid alone. After all,
stranger in this section and he hasn’t
hafi a very civil recept:m'f

“Oh, all right!” grunted Bob. “I don’t
want to handle him, if you come to that.
Let’'s vamoose the ranch, then.”

“You shail not take the pony!” ex-
claimed Diaz. .

“Stop me, if you can!” answered Bob

disdainfully. |
Diaz rau;:ht at the reins, and Bob, as

he came closer, grasped him by the e¢ollar

of his rnurrh shirt and spun him round.

Bump!

The Mexican sat on the ground with a
loud concussion, and a louder yell.

Bob Lawless churkled and set his horse
in motion, leading Chunky’s fat pony with
him as he went. TFrank Richards and
Beauclere rode after him.

Ricardo DPiaz scrambled to his [feet,
shaking a dusky fist after the chums of
Cedar Creek.

He shouted after them as they rode
away: but as he shouted in Spanish, the
mvaning of his remarks was a deep
mystery to them—which was perhaps for-
tunate.

His voice died away behind in a couple
of minutes, as Frank Richards & Co. rode
back to the Thompson trail.

“Pretty specimen. I must say!” growled
Boh Lawless.
pesky wildeat!”

“Never mind; we’ve done with hlm*”
answered ank

Bobh Lawless grunted, evidently not
quite safisfied in his mind with baving
left the yowth from the Sunny South un-
licked.

Chunky Tedgers was waiting for them
at the sc-lmnl gate, and his plump face
brl;:htened at the sight of his pony.

“Here vou are, fathead!” said Bob Law-
less, tossing the reins to Chunky. o
guess you'd hetter give that Greaaer a
wide herth after this, Chunky. You've
woke up a blessed wildeat!”

Chunky Todgers nodded ; he was already
aware of that. and it was quite certain
that Chunky would not go looking for
trouble at the. Mexicans’ shack again.

The affair soon passed from the minds
of Frank Riehards & Co., and they forf#ot
the existence of Ricardo Diaz: but they
rere destined to be reminded of him ere
ong.

3
The 4th Chsapter.
The New Fellow!
“By gum, the Greaser!” murmured
Bob Lawless.
It was a week Iater and Frank

Richards & Co. bad arrived at the lumber
school one sunny morning, a little later
than usnal. They came hurriedly into
the school-room, where the rest of the
class were already assembled. "

IThere was a new face in Miss Meadows’
class.

The chums knew it at once—the dark,
handsome Spanish face of Ricardo Diaz,
the son of the Mexican settler.

Diaz glanced up as they came towards
their desks, and his black eyes glittered

for a moment, but he took no eother
notice of them.

Evidently Diaz was a Cedar Creek
fellow now.

It was not a specially pleasant dis-
covery to Frank Richards & Co. to find
the fellﬂw whom Bob deseribed as a
“pesky wildcat ” in their elass at Cedar
Creek* Frank Richards glanced at Diaz
once or twice during morning lessons.

The Mexican was very quiet and atten-
tive, and was plainly making quite a good
impression upon Miss Meadows.

Prank Richards thoucht about the
mafiter that morning, and, after lessons,
he communicated the result of his cogi-
tations to his chums. When the boys and
zirls left the schoolhounse, Diaz went into
the playground by himeself. His society
was not sought by the others.

His fistical prowess inspired a certain
amount of* respect, but he was foreign:
and, anyway, Greasers were - not
;mpular in the Thompson wvalley. Frank
Richards’ glance followed him as he came
out with his chums.

“Fancy that galoot being here!” Beb
Lawless remarked. “Look at Chunky—
going around to keep out of his way, as
if he would bite. Biessed if he doesn't
look as if he might bhite, too!”

“I've been thinking about that chap,”
said Frank.

“No reason why a fellow shouldn’t be
¢ivil to him,” remarked Beauclerec.

“Just what I was thinking Some of

the folk hercahouts seem to be rather -

he's a

“The galoot seems like a -

‘r‘
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down on Greasers,
Mexicans, Bol.”
“SWell, they're not
specimens that mosey along
Thompson valley,” answered Bob Lawless.

as you call the

liked muech—the
into the
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“Too jolly ready to whip a knife out, as

a rule.”

- Well, 1 don't suppose young Diaz has

a kitife about him.” said Frank, laughing.

“1 guess not. But he looks sulky and
savage enough.”

“1've been thinking—"

“You've said that before, old scout. 1
know it’s rather new for you.”

“Ass! About that chap Diaz. He’s a
foreigner here, and he’s bound to feel a
bit. strange and lonely.”

“Shouldn’t wonder.”

“Well, what about being civil to him?”
suzgested Frank.

“I guess I'm not going to jump on him,
and punch his pose!” answered Bob.

“1 don't mean that. He’s a new-
comer here, and it would he only ecivil
to speak a word or two to him.”

“Blessed if 1 like chumming
Greasers!”

“That's only a prejudice, old chap.
(ireasers are just as good as :m}'hmﬁ'
else. He's a new fellow in the school.
and it's up to somebody to show him some
civility.”

“1 don’t like him!” grunted Rob.
“Abem! That's no reason for not being
l."ll;'l;. Suppose we make friends with the
chap——"

“You can, if yvou like.”

“And you, too, Bob. ¥ dare say he’s
quite a nice chap, if he gets a chance of
showing it.”

"E’ﬂu're ?n ass, Frank!”

“Cousin to one, at all events,” agr
Frank cheerfully. .

Bob: Lawless laughed.

“Look here, do you want to chum with
that scowling Greaser?” he demanded.
“You'll only find it's no good.”

" You never know that a thing's no good
tili you've tried. Let's give him a
C]’Iﬂﬂﬂe."-'u

Bob Lawless grunted again: but he was
8 good-matured fellow, and he nodded
assent at last.

“Oh, all right!” he said.

« “If we're decent to him. the other
chaps will follow our example, and he
will feel at home,” urged Frank.

“Right you are! Go ahead! I'll fold
him to my manly chest and weep over
hlﬁl, if you like,” said Bob sarcastically.

“Well, let’'s get along and speak to
him, by way of a beginning.”

“Go ahead!”

The three chums followed Diaz. who
had gone to the school gates and was

looking out at the timber with a moody
Orow. :

It was very probable that the new hoy

with

felt lonely and out of place at Cedar

Creefs; and his sulky moodiness was not
the w2y to get on friendly terms with his
schoolialiows.

The frank, cheery young Canadians
were not likely to understand the moody.
irritable, haughty temper of the swarthy

foreigner.

There was something repellent, too, in
the reserved, dark face and the glitter of
the hard, black eyes.
~ Diaz gave the trio a sulky look as they
ioined him at the gates, and moved
(arther away. They followed him.

“Hold on, Diaz, old scout!” said Frank
Richards, in his cheeriest tone. “It was
rather a surprise seeing you here this
morning.”

“Not a pleasant one, either,” sneered
Diaz.

“Ahem! You're welcome at Cedar
Creek! How do you like the place?”
“1 do not like it.”
ﬂoh !r:l
“1 do not like Gringos,” went on the
~.new boy sulkily.

“What the thump is a Gringo?” mur-

mured Frank Richards.

“American!” said Bob, with a smile.
“But we are Canadians, Diaz, which is

teally a most sunerior article.”

“It is all the same to me.”

“Then 1 guess you've got a lot to
learn! -Have you brought your horse
with you?t”

“1 have no horse.”

“But ¥ou ride?” asked Frank.

“Ni. si! 1 am a Mexican!”

“Then T'll tell you what—one of us will
fend you a horse, and we’ll have a ride
before dinner,” said Frank,

“1 do"not want you to lend me a

- horse.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Frank.

The task of getting on good terms with
the sulky Mexican was turning out harder
than Frank had anticipated. Bob Law-
less grihed. He was quite interested
m  watching Frank's attempt to get
through the reserve of the new boy.

Frank was rather nonpiussed,

“We were going to sdplit some logs for
Mr. Slimmey before dinner,” remarked
Bob Lawless.

“Blessed if 1 hadn't forgotten!” said
Frank.  “Will you come and lend us a
hanil splitting logs, Diaz?”

i TQ.I‘I

“Ahem! The fellows generally take
turns in splitting logs for the school fires,
you know.”

“Is that a rule of the school?”

“Oh, no!”

“Then I shall not do it!”

“Come and talk to us while we do it,
then,” suggested Frank.

“1 do pot want to talk to you!”

new boy was rather too much for him.

“Come on, you chaps!” he said.

And the three chums walked away teo
Mr. Slimmey’s cabin, leaving the new boy
to his own devices.
as they went.

“He does seem rather a hard case,”
answered Frank ruefully. “He’s got his
back up, 1 suppose.”

“Blessed if I see that
vawned Bob. |

“Well. it doesn’t, I suppose ; but he will
have a pretty unpleasant time here if he
keens that up.”

Bb Let him—and bother him!™” answered
cb.

Bob Lawless chuckled

it matters!”

“0Oh, my hat!”
Frank Richards gave it up at that., The

And the chums of Cedar Creek settled
down to splitting logs until the bell rang
for dinner.

The 5th Chapter.

A Fight to a Finish!

“Yaroooogh!”

That loud roar of anguish fell upon the
ears of Frank Richares & Co. as they
came towards the schoulhouse for dinner.

It was the vowe of Chunky Todgers.

“The merry Mexiean again!” said Bob
Lawless.

Chunky Todgers was wriggling in the
grasp of Ricardo Diaz, who had him by
the coliar. and was shaking him like a
very tat rat.
~ The bhapless Chunky seemed like an
infant in Diaz's grasp, and he was yelling
dismally as Diaz shook him with savage
energy.

“Yarooh! Yoop!
(rreaser! Leggo!
hand, somechody !”

Frank Richards ran up quickly.

';Let Todgers alone at once!” he rapped
out.

Diaz, with a sneering iook, continued to
shake the unhappy Chunky, whose teeth
were rattling together as he shook.

Frank’s brows knitted, and he strode
at the Mexican and grasped him by the
shoulder,

“Let go!” he snapped.

And as Diaz did not obey, Frank
exerted his strength, and fairly wrenched
him away from Chunky.

The Mexican spun away, nanting, and
tore himself loose from Frank's grasp. He
looked like a wildeat about to spring, as
he turned on Frank Richards.

Frank faced him coolly.

Leggo! You pesky
Yow-ow? Lend a

“Now, what's the row about?” he
asked.

“Mind your own business!” growled
Diaz.

“Well, this is somebody’s husiness, you

know! Wihat have you been doing,
Chunky, vou fat bounder:”
“1 haven’t been doing anything!”

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

preierred had terms and fisticuffs, that
was his business.

“Petter leave it to me, Franky,” Bob
Lawless remarked, when the echums came
out after dismissal, and headed for the
cates, instead of the corral a2s usual.
“The Greaser is rather hefty; vou know.”

¥renk Richards lavghed,

“1 think I can handle him.” he an-
swered., “And if I can't, I don’'t see
how you could, Bob.”

“Why, you ass!”

“The news seems to have spread,” said
Beanclere. “It looks as if ye're going to
have half Cedar Creek on seena.”

Quite a little army of fellows were fol-
lowing the chums, as they went out of the
gates. Evidently they di 21; mean to
miss the fun. Ricardo Diaz strode alon

by himself, after one glince at Fran
tichards. :

There wae a grim and s
on the Mexican's Tace. He
disdain the olive-braneh a
fighting terms with the chufns of Cedar
Creek: and it was evident m his look
that he anticipated anether §sjr victory.

rly expression
d chosen to
to keep on

But on that point it was probable
that he was making a miscaleniation.
Diaz stopped under the timber near the
creek, out of sight of the sctionol. There
was to be no risk of interrupti
Frank Richards & Co. st
The red sunset gleamed do
the trees on an interested cro
Todgers’ fat face was bea |
faith in Frank Richards’ fistical powers,
and he hoped that all his sufférings were
going to be avenged at last. = .
“Give him a jolly good asting,
Franky,” he murmured in Frank’s ear, as
they stopped. |
“I'l do my best, Chunky.”
“That’s right.” :
“And I've a jolly good mind to give
you one, too, for starting the trouble”
added Frank. -
“Oh, gum!” ejaculated Chunky.
“Are you ready?” broke in the angry,
sullen voice of the Mexican.
Frank Richards threw off his hat an
jacket. ,
“Ready!” he answered.

f ot

THE WORSE FOR WEA

§ There was a
® Chunky appeared.

“ Great Scoit !

crashed opon his handsome, flushed face.
But the Mezxican schoolboy was getting
much more punishment than he gave.
One of his eyes was closed noew, and his
dusky nose was sirecaming red. His
strencthh was ebbing from his furious

exertions, but with savage resolution he -

coatinued the fight.

Frank was showing
of damage, but he was cool and steady,
and he knew that he was winning. The
Mexican gave ground now again and
again till he had been driven right round
the ring, and now he was defending him-
self feebly.

l I-;rank Richards dropped his hands at
ast. :

“That's enofigh, Diaz,” he said.

“You are beaten, then?” panted the
Mexican.

Frank laughed hreathlessly.

“No. You are beaten, and you know
it Chuck it.”

The Mexican's reply was a sudden
spring, and his duasky fists dashed into
Frank's face hefore he could recover his
guard. Frank Richards staggered back;
but he recovered bimsclf aimost at once,
and with a grim leek on his bruised
face, pressed his opponent hard. It was
a Hght to a finish now, and the finish
was a4 hard one for Ricardo Diaz.

He stood up as long as he could, till
a drive straight from the shoulder sent
him" crashing to the earth. He lay
gasping for breath, and sank back again
into the grass after an attempt to rise

“1 guess his goose is cooked,” remarked
Eben Hacke.

The Mexican made another fierce
attempt to rise, but he sank back again
irom sheer exhaustion. 1t was clear that
liis “goose ” was cooked, as Hacke ex-
pressed it.

Bob Lawless helped Frank on with his
jacket. The fight was over. The Mexi-
can’s black, burning eyes watched him
from the grass, a good deal like a snake’s.

“You look a bit damaged, Franky, old
scout,” remarked Bob Lawless, surveying
his cousin. -

-t
|

general exclamation from the class as the fat figure of"

Mliss Wiaadows seemed petrified.

““What do you mean by presenting yourseif at school in that state, Todgers 7 '’ she exclaimed.

wailed Chunky. *“He said I looked at
him !
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Lawless.

“Diaz, old scout, a cat may look at 2
king, you Eknow.”
“Aud 1 dudn't
gasped Chuunky.
anybody 1 like,
Greaser——"

Diaz made » stride towards him, and
Frany Richards interposed.

“Stand aside!”

“Rats!”

The Mexican clenched his hands hard.

“1f vou're looking for trouble, you can
tackle me, not Chunky,” said Frank
Richards quietly. “But you'd better
learn to keep vour temper in hand, Diaz.”

“You fellows coming in to dmner?”
shouted Tom Lawrence, across the play-
ground. “The bell’s stopped.”

“We're coming!”

Chunky Todgers had already started,
and Frank Richards & Co. followed him.
The Mexican schoolboy, with a black
brow, followed more slowly,

After dinner, when the Cedar Creek
fellows were coming out of the lumber
schoolhouse, Diaz touched Frank Richards
on the arm. ¥Frank looked at him.

“You have interfered with me,” said
Diaz, in a2 low voice.

“Right on the wicket!” agreed Frank.
“I'N interfere again, quick enough, if you
bully Chunky!”

“You will meet me after lessons, in
the timber?”

“Certainly, if you like.” -

“1 shall wait ifor you.”

“1 won't keep you waiting,” answered
Frank disdainfully.

And he turned his back on the Mexican
and joined his chums.

His appointment with the new boy
did not worry Frank Richards much
during afternoon lessons. He had quite
a clear conscience on the subject, for he
had ecertainly done his best to get on
good terms with the new fellow. If Diaz

look at the bheast!”
“Besides, I can look at
can't 1?7 A Dlessed

“Go it!” said Bob Lawless.

The Cedar Creek fellows stood round
in a thick ring as Frank Richards and
the Mexican faced one another. '

There were no rounds and no time-
keeping. Ceremonious usages were little
Kknown in the Thompson Valley. The two
ichnul!mys tocd the line, and thec fight

egan.

The Mexican, with a sneering grin on
his swarthy face. eame on
savagely, and Frank Richards gave
ground. There was no doubt that Diaz
was strong and active and had courage,
and he had picked up some knowledge of
boxing durinz his soiourn in “los Estados
unidos.” And he was fuill of confidence
and savage determination.

Frank Richards lost ground step by
step, and his chums began to look rather
serious. But Frank was taking the
measure of his opponent, and as Diaz
came recklessly on, all attack and ' no
defence, Frank's retreat suddenly cecased,
and he piled in with great energy. Diaz
found himself suddenly stopped, and
before he knew what was happening,
Frank’s right was planted full upon his
dusky nose, followed up by the left on
his chin.

The sudden shock sent the Mexican
spinning, and he crashed into the grass.
There was a shout from the eager ring
of schoolboys.

“Bravo!”

“Well hit!l”

Diaz lay in the grass, gasping. . He
raised himself on his elbow and glared
dazedly round him.

Savage anger flashed in his black eyes
as he iooked at the circle of grinning
faces. He scrambied to his feet, and
without waiting to take breath, rushed
at his adversary. |

“Look out, Franky!”

“Go it!”

But Frack Richards was looking out.
The fight was hard and fast, and more
than onece Frank had to give ground, and
more than ounce the rapid dusky fists

quickly and-

“l feel more than a bit damaged,”
answered Frank., “Lét's get down to the
creek and bathe my face. It wants it.”

The crowd broke up, and the Mexican
was left alone, still lying in the grass,
He was utterly sbent bv the efiorts he
had made and Kept up beyond his
strength. |

When Frank Richards & Co. came back
ifrom the creek to fetch out their horses
the Mexican schoolboy was still' lying
where they had left him. Frank Richards
glanced at him as he passed, and paused.

He came towards the Mexican, who
looked up at him with burning eyes.

“Let me give you a hand,” said Fraunk.
“It’s all over now, Diaz; no need to
}::Ezur’malice. I'll help, you home, if you
1Ke.’

Diaz struck his bhand aside. Without a
word he staggered to his feet and limped
away throurh the timber. There was no
forgiveness in the breast of the defeated,
savage Southerner.

Frank Richards shrugged his shoulders.
“Come on, Franky!” said Bob.

And the chums of Cedar Creek led
out their horses and mounted, and rode
away on the homeward trail. As the
clattering hoofs rang down the trail a
swarthy face looked after them from the
timber, and a dusky fist was shaken.
Frank Richards had made an enemy who
was not likely to forget.

THE END.

|

NEXT MONDAY.

“ THE OUTCAST.”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
CRDER EARLY.
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i  THE BOYS
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. KAISER Va2

(Continued jrom page 143.)

~ In the meantime, the boys were iminte
ing high and low for Gus, the crocodile.

Gus by this time had nearly outgrown
the old cricket-bag in. which he was
generally bestowed when he was not
wanted on deck.

That morning he had been harnessed
up with a bight of rope by the Kroo boys
and dropped into the calm water of the
little bay for a cooler and a paddle round.

He had managed to make a good meal
off the sardines that were, as wusual,
swarming round the sides of the ship,
fegding off the thin coating of weed on

her underwater plates,
Then he had been hauled back and
shoved in his cricket-bag, which was

stowed In the butcher’s shop.

Gus liked the butcher's shop better than
any corner of the ship. The smell of
meat was as good as eau-de-Cologne to
him, and he wonld lic still there for
hours without trying to eat his way out
of his bag, just enjoying the fragrance
of the mutton-chops as they were brought
up from the ice-room to thaw eout.

But this afternoon, when the boys had
gone to get Gus out for a constitutional
aiong the decks, they discovered that Gus
Wads gone.

S0 was the end of the cricket-bag.

Their pet, probably tickled up and
made lively by the warm weather, had
chewed out the end of the cricket-bag
and had disappeared mysteriously.

He must be somewhere on the ship, for
he could not have slipped overboard.

The rails of the South Star were laced
with a fine mesh grating, as tight as any
cage at the Zoo.

_ When ‘Lal came out of his bath, attired
in a gay suit of striped pyjamas, with

| bhis bath-towe! hung round his neck lika

a scari, be paused and listened with a
smile to the boyish voices as they called
to one another. |

“They play some siily goat game of
their own,” said he, smiling benevo-
lently. “I shall be left in peace. Now
we shall see what Bunter did with this
postal-order!”

He slipped into his cabin and hopped
up on his bunk, shoving his legs down

Jdnto the coo! sheets.

~ “Bother thesc boys!” said he, as his
feet encountered some obstruction. “They
have made me apple-pie beds!”

Then ail of a sudden the laughter and
voices of the boys was still, for out of
the porthole of Mr. Lal Tata’s ecabin
there issued a stentorian yell for help.

“Quick, boys, to my help!” yelled Lal.

Porkis and Pongo raced to the cabin.
The others ran to the side of the ship,
for Lal's voice sounded from the water,
They thought he had fallen overboard.

But Lal had not fallen overside., His
head and shoulders were sticking out of
his porthole.

And down in the eabin Porkis and
Pongo had a view of the other balf of
Lal as they came to a standstill in the
doorway.

There wus the missing Gus, lively and
angry, chewing at the seat of Lal's
PYlamas.

Gus, wearied by promepading abouf

tween decks, must have slipped into

al’s cabin, and finding his way up on
the bunk, that was under the porthole,

had slipped in between the cool sheets for

& RBnooze,

Gus loved snoozing, and he loved to
be cool and dark whilst he snoozed. The
hot weather had made him very lively.
Therefore he had been very angry when
Lal, slipping into bis bunk, had shoved
him in the ribs with his feet.

With a swift twist and a curl in the
bottom of the bed, Gus had turned and
had grabbed Lal by the pyjamas, which
were roomy.

Now he was trying to eat up the seat
of Lal's pyjamas so that he could get
a mouthful of Lal.

Pongo and Porkis rushed forward to
pull at the powerful tail of the hissing
crocodiie.

But, with a swipe of this powerful
weapon, Gus, who was now growing a
very powerful brute, sent them tumbling
right and left across the cabin, nearly
dislocating Porkis’ jaw, and handing—or,
rather, tailing—out a black eye to Pongo
that would last him for a week.. .

For Gus, with his tail, was as good as
any heavy-weight boxer with his fists.
He could hit like a pile-driver. - ¢
Nothing daunted, the boys leaped to
their feet and fried to take another
hold on Gus’ tail.

Butl, with a dismal yell, Lai, struggling
far out through the porthole, suddenly
capsized and fell out of the brass-rimmed
opening, partly of his own weight, and
partly uvecause Gus, in his desperate
eﬂ'?rt-s ¢ avoid the boys, shoved him
out.

Pongo and Porkis yelled as they saw
Lal tip forward out of the porthole,
whilst Gus, still hanging tightly to the
seat of his gay pyjamas, whisked his tait
and slid out after him like a streak of
greased lightning,

Then overside there sounded ‘a  deepy
and solemn plunge. e et '

A yell went up from the boys on deck
as Lal and Gus hit the water togcther
and sank, struggling, into its blue depths.

(Next Monday's splendid long imstals
ment of thiz grand story will conclude
“The Boys who caught the Kaiser!” aad
the following week will appear the opeéns
ing chapters.of a wonderiul new story, ens
titled ** Skull Island. There will be a=n
enormous demand for this issue, $9 o Fulg
your copy ad euce.)



