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The captain of Rookwood grasped Raby by the collar, and broughi the cane into
vigorous play. Lash! Lash! Lash! Raby yelled and struggled furiously. Then the
door opened. “ Bulkeley!™ It was the grim and surprised voice of Dr. Chishiolm !

BULKELEY LOSES HIS TEMPER!

The ist Chapter. Carthew had not dawned upon the ; as much by the grinning of the jumiors , from Big 8Side, whence he had witnessed [ then. It had very nearly come to a
horizon at all as by the pain in his shoulder. . the incident. collision between the captain of Rook-
Rough on Raby ! He did not want the leather to hit “Send that ball back, Carthew, Wwill “Stop that, Carthew!” wood and the Sixth Form bully, and it
“Look out. Carthew'” Carthew, but he did not care twopence | you?” called out Lovell. ; _“leu on, Yyou fellows!” wmurmured was fortunate for Carthew that he had
""Hﬁ*;r off the grass!'” whether it hit him or not. That was “Ha, ha, hn'" Jimmy &111-1_-&_:-. as Bulkeley strode upon | yielded in time.
“Clear out!” Carthew’s look-out. | ‘ _ Carthew did not trouble about return- th::- scene with a li_r-.:*:tr:d brow. 3 “You -you—you saw what that young
Jimmy Silver. the captain of the In point of fact, it did hit him. ing the ball. He ran along to Raby's 'he juniors paused. But Carthew, | scoundrel did!” panted Carthew.
Fourth, shouted—and several other The bali, hot from the bat, whizzed | wicket. his eyes glittering. too enraged to care even for the head “1t was your own fault.”
juniors shouted in wrathful tones. right at the Sixth-Former as he strollied “You cheeky young rascal!” he panted. | Prefect, laid on the stump, and Raby “What?”
But Carthew of the Sixth did not heed. | carelessly across the piteh. “Here, hands off!” exelaimed Raby | roared again. : : 3% :‘}nu'r,l no right to interrupt the
Jimmy Silver & Co. were 3t cricket Even then a quick movement ‘w-'.wrtﬂ-i warmly. *“It was your own fault. ‘Bon't | BU”‘LFI{‘}' i‘ilu‘ﬂft* }11*!‘_1*1'9&'@-_ by the Cricket. Get ol 1““‘-' juntor ground at
practice on Little Side at Rookwood. | Bave saved him. But it did not even | you know better than to walk acfoss a ' shoulder and swung him back. Car- | once,” answered Bulkeley.
Raby was at the wicket, and Arthur occur to Carthew that a junior batsman pitch like that? Oh, my hat!” thew's next swipe with the stump missed Carthew gritted his teeth.

. L& A € = § = % . . . . o - ’ = -3 . » . 2 . _ = ;
Edward Lovell was bowling to him. And | Would venture to take the risk of hitting Carthew grasped the batsman b_; the | Raby. : £ : S0 you're backing up those cheeky
Carthew. the bully of the Sixth, ealmly | @ ball in his direction. anllar. 13 [ He turned a passionate face on Bulke- | young rascals, Bulkeley!” he shouted.

1 3 - ' . .:1 - tir 1 - - B - ¥4 -+ ~Had : s ey s R i , - i . :- ; Y. ik 4 ] s ) y1 i wd
walked across the piteh. He strolled on unregarding. “Yarooh! Let go!” roared Rabygs*I'll L"L"* B Tl o e well, Leah 48l Yo e

Carthew was a Sixth-Former and a Crack! iollv well cive vou my bat—>" 4% et go, you iool!” he shouted. . “That will do,” said the Rookwood cap-
]"’.rt_”‘fr't‘t- Elnd 'i- 1.-;_!*1-- i{;t;]nrf--]ﬂ Derson— T}I!'_‘I] (_';Hihew tonk notice! J [[16 h}hjr'ﬁ‘ft‘lf_t.* gra%faed thf: h "Lt_.t_ g0 t-hﬂ‘ﬁ kldr” was BU!E{'IEFS tain {'UI'?.E}'. “Mlear l'_‘#ﬂ. l.'ii.fthi"h‘f': Ti.-’fli"fﬂ
R BNt S R AR He really hoice : it the | ' N> ‘ 3 3a] ite enouch.” e
in his own estimation. at least. Eut' he _ﬂt.. I'iat“} Jlnti I:I'Dr {:L]ﬁ:‘lf_-.- dhf"ﬂ.;_ LIE | twisted it away. Then he jCI’k ﬂI]i:.-WEI'. ¥ & r 1 ._..ll_l‘i f{!lttL cnougn. | :
junior cricket in this way, and a dozen the shoulder with a terrific smite, and | ° .{E'}{fll:l{ thg. RE: | “1 think youre mr:ettm; yoursell, tramped off the field. Bulkeley followed
emphatic voices told him so. Carthew staggered. ¢ "Y- : Hel 3 v b . | Carthew,” said Bulkeley quietly. “Let | him.

Cari‘,hﬁ'ﬂ' r‘rlanfed a'{_ Jimm}' S]_ifer ae l]-:- ‘.Gh. ITJ:" lllt' E‘}S.Clllﬁ.terl }EWEG’CHE‘ il..ﬁ.i D{?pf)atv & p- aloon . ue. gﬂ If:q.eﬂ.h:n. ﬂ,t GHL"C._}T t "(_;D{:ld E"I'i EI.]}EL‘:E_'}':U Eﬂid JIIIIII]J'

5 L3 TR - g R “He's = it Owied nRaoby. “Let go, you cad!” shouted Lovell Silver
5 ed, but that was all. He walked He’s gzot it! s o _ €t go, ! 23" 8 : S ;
é.;mlthd iy “Well stopped, Carthew!” shouted With the Sixth-Former's grasplon his “SHence, Lovell!” rapped out the cap- “Bravo!”

13 as takine a short ent Mornington. collar and the stump attacking him in | tain of Rookwood. “Take fifty lines for “What has the silly ass given me lines

€ Was _4* rad b ‘1‘” £t ey ea e, “Ha, ha, ha!” the rear, George Raby wrigglgl and | calling a prefect names.’ for, I'd like to know?” grunted Arthur

Apparently ihe h'ul‘f".‘fff the Sixth sup- Carthew gave a gzasp of pain—he was | danced and velled. Carthew laidjon the “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Lovell. “I— | Edward Lovell. “1 only called Carthew
posed that junior cricket would stop | hurt. The ball rolled at his feet, and | stump with great cmergy. L SRy-—a a cad. DBulkeley knows he’s a cad.”
while 'hf‘- took 1“-‘“‘ short cut. It was | he clasped his shoulder and rlared round “Rescue!” shouted Jimmy Silvir. “Silence! Carthew, release Raby's “He 13—he are!” grinned Jimmy Silver.
very like !-fiTIhE‘-_‘-":_ =04 e =% at the jumiors. ‘ here was a rush of the Fourth-Formers | collar at once!” said Bulkeley, in tones | “But these painful truths mustn’t be

'I'Ihe junior cricketers thought ditder- “Who threw that ball?” he shounted to intervene. Prefect or not.. Mark Car- that were quiet, but so full of deter- | told to preiects by juniors, old top.
ently. “Nobody threw 1t)” answered Jimmy | thew had to be stopped. mination that the bully of the Sixth {.Raby, old feilow e
George Raby, at the wicket, looked at | Silver. “You got in the way; Carthew. Fortunately, before the jua could | obeyed him. { “Yow-ow-ow!™ came from Raby.
him, and his eves gleamed. Lovell was | I warned youn. o lay hands on the angry preieciy Bulke- aby jumped away as soom as he was “Hurt?” asked Jimmy.
delivering the¢e ball Raby played the “Your own look-out.,” said Rabr. le¥’s commanding volce was feapd. .The | released. gasping for breath. ‘
ball exactly as he would have done if Carthew compressed his lios, irrifated | captain of Lookwood came stfidpg over Builkeley -let go Carthew's shoulder (Continued onr next page.)

and
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THE FALL OF BULKELEY

Every Monday

(Continued from the previous page.)

“Yow-ow! Do you think a chap ecan
be lathered with a cricket-stump with-
out being hurt?” howled Raby. “Wow-
wow-wow! I'll make that bully squirm
for this! Wow-wow!”

“Batting again?” asked Caonroy.

“Wow! No! Wow!™

“Go and sit down for a bit, old son,”
gaid Junmy Silver. _

“Oh, dear! I'm not going to sit down
for a bit—not for a good bitl” groaned
Raby. “Wow-wow!”

The unfortunate batsman limped away,
still yowing and wowing, and vowing
vengeance on Carthew, And the crickch
practice went on, minus George }:tab{
anc%humnt-t,rruptt:d by Carthew of the
Six

A——

The 2nd Chapter.
A Roland for an Qliver!

“Yow-wWow-wow |
Putty of the Fﬂurth looked into the
cnd studv in the Fourth Form passage
on the Classical side. Putty of the
Fourth—otherwise Teddy Grace-—-lﬂoked
i}tﬂputh;:tit, though he was smiling a
|

" Yo“; ’ 0“ “mp hre
Raby was moviug uatlcssly about in
Lis study.

He had come in from the cricket-field,
but he was mnot {feeling inclined to sm
down—iar irom it.

Carthew had laid on tho stump not
wisely but too well,

The junior glanced round as Putty of
the Fourth appeared in the doorway

glumly.
‘Fee' bad?" asked Putty.
“Ow! les'”
“Sorr}-'. old chap!l”
“Thanks!” grunted Raby. “Much

obliged, though your sorrow won't help
me much. Yow-ow-ow! Why aren't you
at ericket?” _

“I've dome some bowling," answered
Teddy Grace. "1 came in to speak 1o
YOu.

“Yow-ow-0ow ! ""

“You see—"

“Wow! I'm not good ocompany at
present, thanks!” grunted Raby. “Yow!
You'd better get back to the ericket.
M-m-m-m-m—yow !”

“I was thinking of Carthew—="

“H.mg Carthew!"”

“Can't be dope—there's a law against

gtng prefectg—-"
h, don't be an assl”

S Btlt there are other ways of tr'aatm
him,” pursued Putty., *~ More wWays
killing a cat than choking it with c.reum.
Carthew’s out at present——"

“Wow ™ _

“ But be will be coming in to tea hefare

ver |

ther Carthew!” roared Raby. *You
ass, what are vou burbling about Carthew
for? Wow-wow!"

Pu smiled.
“1 thought you might like to knmow,” he
rc lied. g You see, Carthew has been

asging for trouble, and there's po reason
Wh? be shouldn't get it. There's a pic-
ture-nail over the door in his study——"
“Bother his study! Wow!”
“Suppose you tied a string to it——"

"Wﬁ‘l‘ﬂ"' :

“And tha other end of the siring to a
pail

HOh ey

“It would balance the pail nicely on
the top of his door, which you could leave
ajar!” exclaimed Putty.

Raby stared.

“And a mixture of soot and ink in the
pail would make a Elmaant surprise for
Carthew, wouldn't | continued Putty.

Raby grinned.

“That's what I dropped in to remark,”
said the new junior. “A word to the
wise, you know. There's an old tin pail
in the box-rcom, and I belleve there's
soot in the Lhiﬂlﬂf}. nd ink can be col-
Iemd up from the studies—the fellows
won't mind, if it's in a good cauvse——~"

Rabhy laug hed

“There; you're bt,tter aiready!” said
Putty encouragingly. “I'll help you, if
yvou like. Alwavs pleased to do anvthing
to oblige a prefect, like a good fag, you
know. What do vou say, my pippin?”

“Yow-ow-ow!”

“Yes, but besides that?”

“Yow! It's a jolly good idea. Bul
yvou'd better not help,” said TRaby.
“You're a bit too well known as a prac-
tical joker. Carthew is sure to think of
‘you, when he gets it on his mnapper.
You'd better keep in the public eye and
be able to prove an alibi.”

- “Oh, I'll ehance it!” said Putty care-
Jessly. “ Besides, you can’'t do it alone;
the pail has got to be fixed up, het’s get
a move on, and have it ready for Carthew
when he comes in.”

“All right.”

Raby almost forgot the pain of the
stumping, as he set tu work to help Putty
of the Fourth in preparing that a"reeablu
little surprise for Carthew.

Putty hurricd to the box-room for the

old l!l and Raby scraped down scot
frum the chimney.

In a very short time the pail was nearly
full of a horrid mixture, soot predominat-
ing, mixcd with plepty of ink of different
bhues, and some gum to give it consistency.

arinned Tutty.

I

“We shall bave to be Jolly wary getting |

this to Carthew's quarters,” said Raby,
grinning

"All serene. I think—everybody’s out
of doorz!" answered Putty. “But I‘Il g0
abead and scout. You f{ollow with the
pail, and if 1 whistle, get it out of sight.”

“Right-hio "

Put:t, of the Fourthsauniered cheerily
dﬂwnmirs. with his hands in his pockets
gnd a genial smile on Dis fgce.

. Georzce Raby followed morc cautiousiy
with the pail.

But there was Do alarm

1 staircase it was possible to get a view of

In the bright spring “afternoon ° nearly
everyone was out of doors, and the pail

was conveyed safely and unseen to Car-
thew's study in the Sixth Form quarters.

The study was unoeccupied at present.
glancing from the window, spotted
at a distance, in mrweraatmn

Putty,
Carthiew

mth hnowles, of the Modern side.
‘Al HLItJlﬂ’" he said. “There's Car-

thew, and he's walking towards Mr.
Manders' house. He's going in with
h.;mwlm. I expect. Lots of time.”

“Good!” said Raby.

Yhe fixing up of ihe booby-trap was

done in & leisurely and eareful manner.

@
Putty seemed to bhave had a good deal

of tx;}urmnw in this line, as Rab
It was, in

¢ible propensity

Rahy's cause n
Putty was
such a triek ypon am undeservin
but probably he had not been d
to find a vietim who deserved it.

way.

Sixth deserved it.
The door was

ing a wary eye open ou the passa
Putty mounted on a chair insi

*How are you geoing to get oub Bﬂi&l'r

wards, though?” asked Rab

*That’s all right; I ¢an d;np out ot the

window.”

s .fﬂu ml"ht bﬁ pﬂttﬁd-—-

“It’s all right, 1 tell you, Hold the
g yo “Dodge’ 1
1 can look after

“It seems to mﬂ y@u l?apatahtn: all th@

door still,” answered Puﬂ)‘
anybody ecomes alﬂnq
myseli. The win

rlsk"’ gmwlad Raby.
“Thav’s all serene'"
Putty was working quickly as he

the tin pail securely.

doar.
The

50 long as ‘the

surprise of his life.

tty jumped down, and put m ﬁhalr

back in i{ts place.
“All ri"ht—ﬂut off, Rahy'" he ﬂiﬂ
The door was ajar,
tog narrow for Putty to
to the window, and,

and sauntered away with an
less uncemcern—as "if he h&ﬂ done an
thing but drop from a prefeet’s ltﬂ
window !

Geo eaah.mthewrm ahnﬂ:hﬁ
as harg;umed AWaY. u-gih

suddenly, however, as H’Qﬂlle of the
came round the corner,

Neville glanced ai him as he came

to hia study, and Raby IM him ‘!gb
4!! the unconeern he eo

prefeet took no speeial nntia
but Raby wondered whether Neville mlﬁ

‘remember having seen him there—later! |
But it was no use thinking of that now, {

-

The boaby-trap was {ixed—and *ﬂﬂ“ for

lf:ﬂ'h Cﬂrthﬁ“’: -.llld Rab
o' y hoped for the

T he 3rd Chapter.
Waiting for Carthew!

Jimmy Silver came off Little Bide with
his bat under his arm, with Lovell and
Newcomeg and Mornington, and two or
three other fellows. Raby met them in the
quad, as they were l;eadmg for the School
House

“Feeling better, old infant?” asked
Jimmy.

Rahy nodded, with a grin.

“Much better,” he answered. *You
see, Carthew's going to feel worse, and |
that's a ecomfort,”

“What's ug?“ asked Lovell.

i Ji bmh 3 rap (R

And Rabv explained.

There was a chortic from the juniors.
Mark Carthew was not popular,

"Gond egg!”’ gald Jimmy Silver., “1
suy, we onght to be on the scene when
(‘.'uti thew ei:s it in the neck. Isn't he in
yet "

“I think he's gone to see Knowles.
Must bhe back soon, though,” said Raby.
5 it'i past tea-time!”

"By gad. though, there’ll be a fearful
row if Carthew does get it!” remarked
Valentine Mornington.

Haby grunted.

“1 don't care! He couldn't prove 1
it there, Aunyhow, he larruped me wit
stump—and ]'l!'t‘f:'.!l.'t:-"-'-
larrup chans with stumps.  1f if comes
before the Head, Carthew will get a show-
“I‘

‘And serve him right,” said Erroll, as
the juniors entered the School House.
“You've a right to appeal to the Head,
Raby.”

“'Shush!™ murmured Jimmy Siiver.

ut

Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Rookwood,

was standing ip the hall, in conversation
with Mr. Greely, the master of the
Fifth. Errolls words had certainly
reached his ears, for his glapce tummed
upon the juniors sharply, though pet
unkindly, for a moment,

Jimmy Silver & Co. passed on guijckly.

Much as they resented hew’s
bullying, they were not in the least dis-

posed to make complaints; 'y fram a
natural repugnanece to * g,” and
partly because they were quite confident

of their ability to take care of them.
selves in the long run,

Somewhat to their relief, therefore, the
Head did not call to them, but continued
his remarks to Mr. Greely as if be had
heard nothing.

From one of the landings on the big

placed a little ajar, with | = “Right
Raby heolding it frem the ﬂuﬁﬂlﬂﬂ—kﬁﬂﬁf Jimm

¢

hut the zm was

agﬁa_r' & eantious §
glanee, dropped lightly ent from the sill,

aren’'t allowed to | ¥

ﬁll'I

g

£ ol

A cord was fastened to the bottom of i

The other end of | gy
the cord was secured to the nail ovep the § ™%

pail rested on top of the dmr.
against the wall above, galely enongh—
) door was mnot w_:_
When the door moved, the pail would
piteh over, and hang upside-down on the
cord. And whoever happened to be un-{
derneath it was certain to maet with the | “:’

h

noticed. |
fact, as much Putty’s irrepres- Tub
to ertimi jeking as | [
anything else thaﬁ had led bim to espouse

too  good-natured to_play g
disploased | Ha

And | Cart
there was no doubt that Carthew of the | Nevi

;_;'f. ratty.

-i

.e*.

ne in.

: 1 waitmg

111t

;;;;

“1f's

+13 1 !_ Tub

ether lt Was

il ?ﬂt. ”Ha pﬁghtn“t "
hﬁ&h

*There's going

LEsE

wasn't. you ow,”

him a beast.”

ind wia did Bulkeley do?”
" Nothine N

" Yau ﬂﬂ?lﬂd the eaptain of the scheal a
t, and he did pothing?” said Jimmy

. “Eﬂ, ha, bal”

- FHallo!
alr of care: |, gred Love

From qﬂmwhs
Bﬂlkﬂlﬂy ef the

gt thez

balew, ﬁhn

ors on the isnding.

e, and on
& Co. stﬂpped
ged scheerialiy agmnst the
€, Keeping ¢ eye below to

* FRIEND

tﬂ tea with
ard Lovell,
and

ner or later,
worth
him irom here

he | '_ rd all over Rook-

| 'Iuhlw Mufiin came
H¥ou fellows wait-

. g ot 1 say, Bulkeley's
o w fatty ?” said Jimmy

y the en {am of the
¢ generally
_ his

prided himsel! on

iﬂ hear him speaking te
“He's going te give
He said to

ja I faney.
| _' ﬁ fellow pughtn’t to be a

| {IH t.he wicket, there!” said

' gourse, as head prefect, he's zot
§ te T’Mﬁ#bcilﬂhw over the coals,”

tht
V. mg at! le

to be
make out that
e rows in the Sixth, hke
ow—hut t«hﬁ? de, Bulkeley
e nﬁt.m;v cuffed me

5, ¥hat did he do that for?" grinned

ﬁuppgae he thought 1 was listening—

said Tubby
“¥ mpl y happened to stop near
wheIn he was jawing to ‘ievlue

' T;I

0Of
wnldn t hstﬂn—-but he landed

Y
vﬂm Bulkeley a beast!” howled

¥ g: rather! Bo he was a beast!” said
'uhb ﬁt!r. “What did he want

ilyer,
| “Well, you see, he didn’t hear me, you
'mw (s eﬁntemd' T “I1—1 didn’t

Gﬂl him @& Dbeasg g‘%ﬁ% he eould hear

There's old Bulkeley,” mur-

voice aof
sth cams tg the ears

artbew in yet, Neville, do yeu

‘ "'Kab ratmm we should have heard

" murmured Lovell,

were {ootsteps,

“uum-mum—-m? hat!”
~ ¥ar a moment Bnlkeley came into view

%ﬂ! mim was heard in rep
é vem's seen him, Bﬂlkelay-.--lﬂ his
5ay.” « ;

ﬂi’my ver gave a horrified jump,
2 ge—he—he's going te Carthew'
Mdy gasped Jimmy faiptly.
| ﬁh, gad!”

e strode along the Sixth Form

gb Carthew was npot in his study
would have

B‘ie;:.

or the y-trap

And Rulkeley was going there!

Emge towards Mark Cﬂﬂhews study,
i vanished.
'ﬂm juniors gazed at one another in

they

. “He—he's gob to be stopped!” gasped
my.
’erTﬂQ | PR To——
;lt was late, and Jimmy Silver
w it: but he bounded down the stairs.

Before he Was hah"-way down there was

'.i"'.'

a sudden roap from the direction of
hew’s st-
Yy h ¢

. w- ; fﬂmr
P He—h hg's got it!” babbled Raby.

.‘-. he

La

-.-n.i-l_-i--l_-—-—

In cht \ionday B

1

iiver stopped as if frezen.

d out Mornington.
a row now! Bunk,

Giet 2 move an!”
Jlmiars ﬂPd

that m'.v did—promptly.

Issuc--'

Thl'illmg New Story
Adventure in the
Snuth Seas.
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It was too late to

: Bulkeley, and the only thing to be
was to put as much

blp !,ptmn themselves and the scene
the disaster

*"'-Iil f

- And

distance as

o L R e el
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The &th Ohaptor.
The Wrong Man!

“Yurrrggghh! Guarrggh!”
Wild and weird and woeful sounds rang
41{:113 the Sixth Form passage.

“Yow-ow! ©Ooocch! Griiich! Mmm-
mmmm!”
“Wheat the dickenn-—-"
“Bulkeley——
“Great Scottt”
Doors ﬂpenml on all sides, and there
was a chorus of startled voices. Most

cfi the Classical Sixth were at fea, or
coming iu to tea. In a minute or less the
corridor was crowded with astonished
Seniors.

Iti the doorway of Carthew's study was
a shocking spectacie.

A fighre staggered therc—the lower
part recognisable as belonging to Bulkeley

ui the Bixth-—the upper part utterly un-
Eon D1 rly

boot. and inL drenched the unfortfunate
captain of Rookwood,

Over the doorway an up-ended pail
swnung to a cord—dripping, The Ilast
gmna of t»ha mixture dropped out on the

(5114

But the bulk of it had found a resting-
place, at one fell swoop, upon the head
and sbhoulders of the captain of Rook-
wood.

Bulkeley had tapped on the door, and
pushed it open quite unsuspiciously. And
then the eatastrophe had Occurrﬂd with
lightning swiftness.

Putty had laid that boobystrap well,
and it worked like a Lharm—.—thuu"h not
exagtly according te pregramme. “There
was nething wrong with the booby-trap;
it was the vigtim that happened to be the
Wrong one, t was a2 small detail that
the mest gareful of practical jokers could

pot possi R y have foreseen, But it was

rather 8e

Bulkeley staggered, spluttering, gasp-
ing, and sputtering wildly, hardly know-
ing what had happened to him.

There was soot in his hair, down his
neck, on his faee, in his eyes and his nose
and nog oniy soot, but a thick mixture of
gum and l;lk—ra d mixture that clung
and stuek and smeit,

Extraordinary seunds came from
Bulkeley as he staggered in the dogrway
and elawed at the mixture.

Neville was the first to reach the spet.
He pazed im horror at the captain of
Rookwood,

“B kalﬂ!" he gasped.
you, old ch ¥

ﬁmﬁonl Qeooocooch !

L WHabmwhg.aa.t#oh crumbs!”

“Is—is—is it

T Yurﬂrr %H‘
"It,'g & by-trap!” gasped Jones
HOhr my hat! 'i—&-—--'ﬂ- bﬂﬂh}'-
%_ﬂ\'ﬁr Car?ﬁhbw’:a door——="
0oo0000ch I”
“Meant for Carthew!” murmured Lons-
dale, * Rulkaley——="
" Gurrerrerrgh!” _
Buikelay gouged at his eyes and nose,
ipiﬂttﬁ}'in , and weeping with

¥ Bulkeley's good ﬁﬂm er was gener-
ally to be pelied upon y

but the best ﬂf
tempers would have hu@d at such 'a
Hiomenc.

The Six{h-Formers stared at him, back-
ing away a little, They could not help
bhim; and they were rather unwiumg m
eome in eontaet with him just then.
mlxture did not laok inviting.

# Hallo! What the thunder——* Car-

thew of the Sixth came striding along the
passage, and be fajrly blinked at the wewd

figure in his doerway, “What on earth
—— Rulkeley—— Oh, my hat!®
Carthew bad returned five minutes tao

latﬂ for the boaby-irap,
“ Gurrerrrrgh 1Y

“It's & b-b-hogby-trap!”? said Jones

mujor h@lplﬂs ly,

arthew gripned.

“In my study, and Bulkele ,}' s got it!”
he said, %My hat! I say, I'm awfully
sorry, Bulkeley!” His veice did not sound
very sgrrowiul,” “7This is hard lines—
very hard lines indeed!”

“Groogh! Grecoch! Ow! Yew! Oh!”
gasped Eulkglev * Who—wheo did this?
Il =hm him! I==l'll— QOococeoch! Pah!

Ow{®
“1 faney 1 can guregs who did it,”» said
Carthew. #That young rascal R 'b! of

pairse, hecause I licked him for hi- cheek.
It's mufr enough that it was intended for
u){-tr—

“Dooch!” Bulkeley got his vision clear
at last, apd blinked at Carthew. “I came
to your study, Carthew, to sPeak to vou
abput that——  Grooegh|
Gurerrggg !®

“ And you got the hmbv-tra]p ® grmned
Carthew. “Much obliged!
should have <ot it if you badn't. w

“ Opooooch |P

“ Better get aleng to a bath-room, old
ehap,” murmured Neville.

“Jt was Raby of the Fourth right
enough,” said Carthew maliciously, = 8hall
I leok for him and give him a licking,
Bulkeley ??

It was guite an enjn}'nblﬂ situation to
the bhully ﬂf the Bixth, He thought this
might be a lesson to Bulkeley about back-
ing up cheeky juniors agamst the Bixth.
He charitably boped so, at all events.

Bulkeley dabbed at his mouth with his
handkerchief breathlessly.

“You'll let him alone !™ he snag

“ What? After what he's done? smiled
Carthew. € You logk an awful sight, Bul.
keley! It will take you hours to get the
muck out of your bair! This really jsn't
the way the captain of the school ought
to be treated. Rabhy—"

“You've no proof that it was Raby!®
growled Bulkeley. “If it was I'll skin
hiﬂl ' But—="

“By gad! I remember seein
hanging about here some time back!” ex-
claimed Neville. % Now 1 think of it-——"

“I'll zee him Ilater, then, if you saw
him!” gu.liml RBulkeley, aﬂdcnﬂy attach-
ing more Importance to Neville's words
than to Carthew 3, “You're not to touch
the kid till I've inquired, Carthew. I can
deal with him.”

Carthew shrugged his shoulders.

“QOh, just as you like!” he answered.
#1f T'd ot that little lot I'd bave nearly

g ik

Rabhy

Three H,alfpanca
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slau htgred him ; I know that!
got it, and vou're welcome to it 1”

And Caribew walked away smiling, in
great good-humour. He returned at once
to My, Manders’ House fo relate this
happy happening to his pal EKnowles, amid
many chortles,

It was not a lmpp:r happening from the
Rookwood captain’s point of view, how-
ever, George Bulkeley staggered away to
a bath-room, still gas ng and s%lltgterm'

P gerub,
0

You've

Neville went with b
There was quite a Iot
required,

Steaming hot water,
ap untirin scrubbing-brush occupied
Bulkeley’'s attention for {]I.Htl. a long timc

Neville hﬂ him in sympathetic
silence, Bulkeley’s temper was at boiling-

oint, and it was not a time for conversa-
ion. Indeed, Butkeley gpnapped even ab
Neville onee or twice, so sore and savage
was he—which Neville took as a good pul
should at such a time, in diplomatic
silence.

Soot and ink were not aasﬂy removed :
and by the time the captain of Rookwood
was clean he was tired and he was sore;
his face and head felt as if they had been
freshly hoiled. His complexion was crim-
son and his eyes had a dangerous glitter
in them.

That look in Bulkeley's eyes boded il
to the offender. Neville brought him a
change of clothes, which were very much
needed. His attire was drenched with ink.

When Bulkeley emerged, newly swept
and garnished, so to speak, the Imk ol
his face was so menacing that Neville ven-
tured upon a remark at last,

“It’s not certaing that it was Raby, old
chap——"~

“You say you saw him there!®

“Yes; but—>»

“I'm goinz to be juat, I bope,” said
Bulkeley. ©If it wasn't Rahy, Raby won't
he pupished., I don’t suppose you think
I’'m a bully, Neville, ready to land out av
the nearest fag?®

“0Of course not, old chap. But——7

“ Well, tell Raby to come to my study.”

<] mean it wasn't intended for you,
Bulkeley——" _

*3 gabib!"

“1t was meant for Carthew—"

“For a Bixth Form prefect?”
Bulkeley,

“¥Ye-es! But—-"

“I'm bound to suppeort Carthew, even
if I don't like him, Neville, I'm hound
to act just the same az if this trflck Was
glayed 011 any other prefect—and, as it

appened, it was played en me instead of
Carthew. But you needn't be afraid I'm
going to adopt Carthew's methods, 1
sha'n't touech Raby upless it's ecleariy
pl‘ﬂ‘FEd that he did it.”

Neville said po more, Bulkeley ecertainly
was not likely to punish any junior with-
out proef, however enraged he might be.
But his lock showed that if proof was
fortheoming the punishment fn this w-
stance would be severely drastie.

The eaptain of Rookwood strode away
to hiz study with knitted brows, and his
chum went in search. of Raby of the
Fourth, |

serubbing

plenfy of soap, and

said

The 5th Chapter.
Bulkeley Loses His Temper!

Jimmy Silver & Co. were at tea in the
end study,

It was rather -a desultory tea, TFor
pnce the healthy appetites of the Fistical
Four were impaired.

The disaster that bad bappened was
utterly disconcerting. It could not p
sibly bave been foreseen; but that dui
not make the matter any better, Raby
wus quite uynhappy., The punizhment in-
tended for Carthew had fallen upon
George Bulkeley, whom the juniors liked
and respected, and at a time when, as
APpPeATE l'rnm Tubby Muffin’s chatter,
Bulkeley had been going to “slapng ® the
bully on Raby's aecount,

That was the unkindest cut of a.ll-—thd'tr
Bulkeley had received the flood of mix-
tur¢-Rabyu mixture—when it. was on
Raby's own aceount that he was paying
that visit to Carthew's study,

Raby hardly touched his tea, He was
feeling gunite miserable, and not by any
means solely because of his apprehensions
of what was to follow.

Rut he had his apprehensions, too, The
captain of the sechcol was far too import-
ant a perscnage to bhe treated like this
without a terrific “row ® following. ' If
Carthew had got it the matter might
have heen serious. Bnf Bulkeley had got
itt, fnq{l it was almost time for the skles

o fa

“1t's rotten!” said Raby for the tenth
time at least. “ Rotten! Who could bhave

guessed Bnlkeley would get it? Ii's
rotten!”
“Beastiv!” said Jimmy Silver. ®1 wish

voi hadn't thought of the thing at all,’
by .‘lm'e! It was rather a roiten idea,
anyway !”

“Well, I didn't think of it! It was that
ass Putty suggested it,” said Raby. “ But
be meant well, the silly idiot !”

“I've a jolly good mind to punch his
haad whether be meant well or not!”
gmm&d Lovell. “He's always playing
monkey tricks!”

“No, that’s not quite fair,” said Raby
loyally. “Putty was backing me up, and
he meant well, Goodness knows I wish he
hadn’t! Butl I was glad of the suggestion,
and he helped me—in fact, did nearly the
whole bizney, and 1 helped him. Of
course, I've got to stand the racket. No
need for Putty to he dra dgged into it.”

Raby's chums assented to that, But
they were anxious for Raby.

“«] wonder we don’t hear from Bul-
keley,” said Raby uneasily. “Of course,
they must Enow T did it. Neville saw me
there, and Tubhbv's said that be heard
T\Ieville tell Bulkeley z0. So they must
Enow.’

“ Bulkeley's eleaning himsell, I sup-
pose!'" groaned Jimmv Silver. “Scoff your
¢gzg, Raby; you've bardly touched it.”

“I don’t feel hungry.”

*“ Better stoke up; it'll help you to stand
what's to come,” advised Newcome,
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Raby grinned faintly, and put his spoon
Newcome's advice was good,

into Dis egg.
after all.

“Hallo, here comes somebody!” mur-

mured Jimmy Silver.

Neville of the Sixth looked into the end
study with a grim brow. The Fistical Four

the

rose to their feet in silence.
“Come with me, Raby!”
prefect.

said

“Yes, Neyille,” answered the junior

asked

meekly,

“What's Raby wanted {for?”
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“On suspicion of fixing up 2 booby-trap
Neville
“Nothing to be afraid of if you

in Carthew's
grimly, _
didn’t do it, Rabv.”

study,” answered

“Can we come, too?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

“If you had a hand in it, you'd better
come.”

“They hadn't,” said Raby. “They

didn't even know what I was doing—they

were at cricket, Neville.”

Neville gave him a
glance.
prevarication about Raby, serious 23 the
matter was.

“You're admitting it, Raby,” he said
quietly.

“I'm not going to deny it,” answered
Raby.
at .all about it till I told them after-
wards.”

“Then they're not wanted.”

Raby followed the prefect irom the

study, leaving his chums with glum faces.
Willingly enough would Jimmy Silver &
Co. have accompanied him and shared his
punishment, if that had been possible.
But it was not possible.
- Neville did not speak on the way to the
Sixth Form quarters. Neither did the
hapless junior. But near Bulkeley's door
the prefect stopped, and, aifter a
moment’s hesitation, spoke kindly enough
to the junior.

“Bulkeley's very much exasperated,
' Raby,” he said. “Be careful how you
speak to him. For your own sake, no
check I”

“I'm not going to cheek him, Neville.
Goodness knows I'm sorry encugh that
he got it! I'd rather have got it myselfl”

Nevilie nodded.

“Go in!” he said.

1iby went into the captain’s study, and
Neville returned to his own room with a
thoughtiul brow.

Buikeley was standing by his table, with
a look on his face that startled the
junior a little. He had never =een the
captain of Rookwood look quite like that
before. -

The Sixth-Former's eyes glittered as
they were fixed on Raby. The latter came
in rather timidly.

ot S | You wanted me to come here,
Bulkeley?” he stammered.

“Yes. You Eknow what's happened,
Raby?”

“I—1 Eknow.” :

“Did you fix up that booby-trap in Car-
thew’s study?” rapped cut the captain of
Rookwood.

e I‘ES‘I!I

The answer came fearlessly and un-
hesitatingly.

“Oh! You admit it?”
Bulkeley, rather taken aback.

“Well, vou know I did it, and 1
shouldn't tell lies about it, anyway, an-
swered Raby. “You know I mever meant
it for yon, Bulkeley—"

“That's not the point! You meant it
for a prefect of the Sixth Form!”

“I meant it for Carthew, because he's
a bully K

“That's enough! You dared io play
such a trick on a Sixth Form prefect, and
landed it on the captain of the school by
mistake, That's the best defence you

T2

can make? |

“I—1'm sorry —

“1 dare say you're sorry now that you
laid that trap.” said Bulkeley grimly.

“I'm sorry you got it, 1 mean.”

“Oh, you're not sorry you played the
trick, then?”

“No, I'm not!” ansawered Raby sturdily.
“Carthew asked for it, and I jolly well
wish he'd got it!”

Bulkeley compressed his lips.

“You know he’s 2 bully.” =aid Raby, as
the captain of Rookwood picked up his
cane. “You know yourseif -

“Pid yvou think I shouid allow ybu to
insult a Sixth Form prefect because you
think I am not on the best of terms with
him personally?” exciaimed Balkeiey
angrily. “That was it, I suppose?”

“No, it wasn't. I never thought—"

“You had better learn to think—I'll
help vou!” said the captain of Rookwood
grimly. “DBut before I lick you .

“Oh, 1 know you're going to lick ine,”
zaid Raby. “I don’t thinkK you ought to,
a8 it wasn't meant for you, But—"

“That will do.  Who belped you fix up
the booby-trap?”

No answer.

“It doesn’t look as if you could have
done it alone,” said Bulkeley. *“One of
your study-mates, or all of them——-"

“Hﬂ.‘"

“But there was soineone?”

Stlence.

“Mind,” said the captain of Rookwood,
between his set teeth, “I'm going to gekt
to the bottom of this. Raby. OSomeone
helped you fix up the trap, and he's as

rather

exclaimed

rr

cuilty as you—perhaps more so. 1 order
you to give me his name!”

Silence.

“Phat’'s admitting that’ there was

another fag concerned im it. 1 want to
know who it was. Will you tell me?”

“No, I won't!” said -Raby desperately.
“It’s not like you to ask me to, either.
Carthew might, but you e

“You refuse to answer meg¢”

Raby drew a deep breath.

“Yes,” he said.
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Bulkeley's grasp ciosed more tightly on l

the cane.

“You understand that this is a serious

matter, I suppose?”
“You Jaid a trap
on me.

he said savagely.
_ for Carthew. and it fell
It might have fallen on a master

—on the Head himself, if he’d gone to

the stndy ”

“Oh!” gasped Raby, dismayed at the
bare idea.

“Whoever was concerned in it is going
to be punished—hard. 1 want the name
of the fellow that helved you.”

No reply.

“Hold out your hand, then!”

wiby obeved in silence.

swish !

“Now the other hand!”

swish !

Raby uttered a cry of pain.

It was not at all like “old Bulkeley”
to layv tlie cane on like this, and he would
not have done so if he had been cooler.
But he was not cool now.

“Will yon answer me now, Raby?"

“No, I won't!” panted the iunior. “I'm
not a sneak. and 1'll be cut into pieces
first, 20 there!”™

“Hold out yvour hand again, then!” ex-
claimed Bulkeley angrily.

Raby’'s hand come out, qulvering, but
as the cane lashed down, involuntarily the
junicr snatched Liis hand back. His palm
was burning with the first bard cut, and
flesh and blood would not stand another.

The canpe, meeting with no resistance,
lashed down, and struck Bulkeley's own
leg with a sounding lash. :

“Oh!"” gasped Raby.

He had acted without thinking, but to
Bulkelev's angry mind it looked like an
intentional trick, and he quite lost his
temper. lie made an angry stride to-
wards the junior. and grasped him by
the collar with his left hand. Then the
cane came into play across Raby's
back.

Lash, lash, lash!

Raby velled and struggled, surprised
and furious by a licking of this kind.

R

]
----------

--tI'_'. .....
‘-

A CRACK FOR CARTHEW:

Carthew upon ihe shoulder with a terrific amiie. “ Well s

Yaroocoh!
Oh!”

“Let me go! Stop it!
You bully
Lash, lash!
“Bulkeley!”

The door opencd.

The 6th Chapter.
The Fall of the Mighty !

“Bulkeley!”

It was a grim, surprised, shocked voice
in the doorway.

Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Rookwood,
stood in the doorway, guzing in on the
scene with stern disapproval.

Bulkelev’s arm dropped to his side. 1S
face fiushed secarlel. Raby staggered

away as the captain of Rookwood released

him., and leaned heavily on the table,
panting and groaning.

There was 2 moment of grim silience on
the Head's part, and then he rustled into
the study. Bulkeley stood rooted to the

ficor. His action, thouzh unusually harsh,

had not been unjustitied: but 1t was
pretty clear that the head had drawn the
worst, possible impression from what he
had seen.

“Bulkeley,” said Dr. Chisholm, very
quietly, “place that cane on the table!™

Bulkeley obeyed without a word.

“I came here.” said the Head, in the
same quiet, severe tone, “to speak with
you, Bulkeley, on certain matters con-
nected with vour duty as head prefect of
Rookvood Sclivol. Until this moment,
Bulkeley, I have bhad every confidence in
you. I did not expect, as 1 came fo
your study, to hear the cries of a junior
boy subjected to what I can only call
brutal usage.”

“PDr. Chisholm !” stammered Bulkeley.

“Is that the manner. Bulkeley, in which
a bov of the Fourth Form should be
punished?” exclaimed the Head angrily.

:-II 1 L]

“You appear to have lost control of
your temper, Bulkeley. I should not have
appointed yon head preiect of Rookwood

if T had not supposed that you had proper.

command ©f your temper.”

l )

Oh, I

—

didn’t mean to.

committed so serious & fault as
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Bulkeley's eyes fiashed. °
mood he was pot mueh inclipe
a rating even from th¢

“1f yow are not satist
way I perform my du :
hotly. o X 1y T ol
Dr. Chisholm raised his hand. =
“Calm vourself, ‘:{.’.ulkelei’ please!
is not the way to address your head-
master!” | 5 3} |

' -
L]

Fe
"l

The captain of Rookwood bit his lip
hard. Raby, leaning on the table, sup-
pressed bis sounds of woe. He wask
severely hurt—but he tried hard t0 keep
silent. For, strange as it might seem,
the junior who had just been thrashed
by Bulkeley, was concernéd for Bulkeley
himself now that the Head was “down”
on him. 23 et SO

Bulkeley was too good-hearted a fcllow

in the main for ome licKing, however
harsh, to change the junior's feelings to-
wards him. Raby was sorry th
Head had come in, lucky as it had been

for him personally. W g
Bulkeley suppressed the angry W

that rose to his lips. As a matter of fac
the Head's entrance had recalled him

himself, and he was'already ashamed of

the viclence he had diapla}*e% 5
“ A prefect,” continued the He:
severely, “is empowered to administer
caning. if needed, but certainly net
thrash any boy in such a brutal mant
Bulkeley.” : | iy
“You don't know what's happened, sir!”
casped Bulkeley. A o
“Whatever may have happencd, Buike-
ley, does not alter the fact that you have
exceeded your aunthority, and acted in a
brutal manner. If this boy’s fault was
so serious that a caning would not meet
the case, you should have reported him
to me. and I should have econsidered
whether to administer a flogging. You
are perfectly well aware of that.”
Bulkeley was silent.
He was aware of it, and he knew that
he was in the wrong. Buf this humilia-
tion in the presence of the jupior he had
wunished was too bitter. |
“IJ—I——" Raby gasped. . “It—it's all

n

right, sir.

-
=
o o o =

-
e
T

'n’
- 4

he strolled carelessly across the

LR

Dr, Chishelm glanced at the junit%‘-
“Did you speak, Raby?” 3
“Yes, sir,” stammered ' Raby. @ “I-1

don’'t mind, sir. It—it’s all right. JBulke-

ley thought 1 was cheeking him, SSiT. |

I—I don't mind & lick-

"

Ing, Sir ; @
Raby’s voice died away in a tremulous
murmur as a sense of his audaeity in
thus daring to address the Head rushed
upon him. - B b ey
“This boy, apparently, wishes to speak
in your favour, Bulkeley, in spite of the
way you have used him,” said the Hecad.
“Yet you wish me to believe that he has
ing.”

such punishment as you werc inflic
Bulkeley looked dogged. e 4
“You don’t know the circumstances,
sir,” he muttered.

“You are at liberty to expiain the cir-
cumstances to me, and then I shall judge

whether 1 can continue to repose con-
fidence in you,” said the Head sterniy.
Raby was silent in dismay. His well-
intentioned intervemtion had e€ertainly
done Bulkeley no good. o 3 b
The silence that followed the Head's re-
mark was broken by & tap on the half-
open door, and Tedd] ;Gmf ¢ looked into
the study. oy '
“M-m-may I come in?”  stammered
Putty of the Foursh. = DR
“Bulkeley is engaged at present, Grace.”
“But—but it's about that, sig!” stam-

mered Putty. “I—I want to own up.
{lt——itf wasn’t Raby—not all Raby, any-
DW-“ : | ' g __'.'Li &

“You may come n,
Putty came in,
to another in surp

and he had loyally com
and take his share. Ha
at least, was due to him
pared to take it. He

to find Dr. Chisholm Y:

ND

hat  the

The ball, hot from the bat, v inat:_ltcrgght at the Sixth-Former as
pi g
)d, Carthew !’ shouted Mornington.

-

“Now, kindly acquaint me with what
has happened, Bulkeley,” said the Head
eoldly. “This boy, Grace, appears to be
concerned in 1t.”

Bulkeley compressed his lips.

“1 was caucht in .a booby-trap,” he
said. ~Raby had fixed it up for.another
prefect. That is all.”

“You admit this, Raby?”

“Yes, sir,” said Raby at once.

“And vou, Grace?”

“1 was in if, too, sir,” said Putty. “It
was my idea, in fact. I—I'm ready to
take my share of the blame. We did it

| together.”

“That is very proper, Grace. Were
you aware that Gracec was concerned in
the affair, Bulkel=y?”

“No, sir.” muttered Bulkeley,

“You were punicshing Raby in an out-
rageous manner, without even ascertain-
ing that he was not the only person con-
cerned in the ofience!” exclaimed the
Head.

“J—I did not knov 5

“You did not know? It was your duty
to know! 1t was not even difficult to
do your duty in this case, as the boy
was ready to admit his share in the

‘transaction, and has indeed come here of
“his own accord to confess.”
- Baulkeley was silent.

" He had been hasty, and he had been
violent—he had, in fact, for once allowed
his temper to gct the hetter of him.
There was little to be =aid. It was the
first time: but the Head, naturally, did
not know that. So far as he Knew, this

~was simply the first time that he had

discovered Bulkeley acting harshly and
unjust!y, which was quite a difierent

-matter.

“Have you anything to say, Bulkeley?”

asked the Head in an ominous tone.

The captain of Rookwood did not speak,
and the two juniors exchanged a glance
of dismay. “0Old Bulkeley ” was evidently
in for it.

The Head turned to them.

“You -bovs may go!” he said.
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Crash! The bali smote

Slowly and reluctantly
left the study. ‘They were well aware

vaby and Putty

that the “chopper™ was to come down
on Bulkeley as soon as they wcore gone.
They wondered breathlessly what was
going to happen as the door closcd.

There was a moment or two of silence
in the room after the juniors bad gone.
The Head's firm gaze was fixed upon
Bulkeley's face, crimson and downecast
before him.

“This is a very disconcerting discovery
to me, Bulkeley,” said Dr. Chisholm at
length. “1 had every confidence in you.
You have destroyed 1t. You must your-
self ackpnowledge that I cannoi, con-
sistently with my duaty, allow you to
exercise anyv longer the authority of head
prefect of Rookwood.”

Silence.

“I am sorry for this, Bulkeley,” went
on the Head in a gentler tone. “I1 have
no cheoice in the matter, however. You
have leit me none. From this moment,
Bulkeley, you are not a prefect of Rook-
wood. Whether I may be able to rein-
state you at a later date 1 cannot now
say, but for the present my decision is as
I have stated—you are no longer a pre-
fect, and no longer captain of the school.”

And, as the hapless captain of Rook-
wood did not speak, the Head turned to
the door.

He passed out of the study, leaving the
fallen captain of the school still silent,
and rustled awayv down the passage. He
passed two scared-looking juniors there,
who stared after him, and then at one
another.

“Wha-dt's happened, Putty?” muttered
Raby.

Putty shook his head.

“I—I don’'t Enow.”

- Raby glanced towards Bulkeley's study,
but he did not venture to take a step in

that direction. Slowly, and with a
troubled face, the junior mounted the

| staircase. | _
- Jimmy Silver, Lovell, and Newcome mek{ [
. him pn-the landjng. - ] %

Price
Thres Halipence

147 -

“Well®” muttered Jimmy, looking

directly at Raby.

l;il-—-I say, it's rotten!” said Raby miser-
ably.

“You've heen licked?”

“Yes, ves: that doesn’t matter. Bui—
but Bualkelev! He's in an awiul row
with the Head, and I don’t know whats
happened.” *

“Phew! But what——"

Raby explained miserably, and his
chums listened with grave laces. Raby

seemed to have forgotten his own licking,
painful as it still was, in his concern for
the popular captain of Rookwoed. And
Jimmy Siiver & Co. shared that concern
to the full.

What had happened between Bulkeley
and the Head? That was the question that
troubled them, and to which for the pre-
sent there was Do answer,

L ] - ] - - .

But what had happened was knpown 1o
all Rookwood School that evening.

There was a notice on the board in the
Head’s hand: it was brief, but to the
point. All Rookwood gathered to read it ;
and fellows came over from the Modern
side in crowds to read it, too.

“Rotten!”

That was the general verdiet.

For the Head’s note briefly stated that
George Bulkeley had been removed from
the position of captain and head preiect
of Rookwood. Lawrence Neville of the
Sixth was appointed head prefect In his
place, and there was 1o be a new election:
for the captain of the school.

“Rotten !’

“Beastly!” grcaned Raby.
my fault as much as anvbody's!
that silly, howling ass Putty'l”

“0ld Bulkeley's sacked from the cap-
taincy !” breathed Jimmy Silver. “It's
too rotten!” - i |

“Rather a come-down ifor the merry
sport—what?"” smiled Smythe of the Shell.
“It will be rather interestin’ to see his

“And it's
Oh,

face when he shows it in public agam,

by gad!”

The Fistical Four turned on Smythe as
one man and smote him, and Smythe fled,
yelling. He did not make any more dis-

rezpectful remarks about Bulkeley in the!

hearing of Jimmy Silver & Co.
“Step up for you, Neville,’ remarkﬁd
Carthew of the Sixth, looking at the

notice. and then grinning.at Neville, wia

was reading it with a gloomy face.

Neville gave him a grim look.

“ Nothing of the kind!” he answercd.

“But vou're appointed—-"

“]  shall refusel”
curtly.

And he walked away, leaving Carthew
whistling.  Carthew looked very cheery
that evenine. He was wondering whetber
e bad a remote chance in the new elec-
tion of squeezing in as captain of Rook-
wood. The same thouZnt was in Knowies’
mind over on the Modern side,

Tite news was a shock to all Rookwood.!
sulkeley—<0ld Bulkeley,” as the fellows
atfectionately ealled him—had fallen from

his hich estate—the Head of the Sixtu,
whose nod had been a command, Was now
—nobody in particular. Like Lucifer, don

of the Morning, he had fallen from his
great was the {fall

hich estate, and

thereof.

Bulkeley was not seen in public again
that cvening. He remained in his study,
and only his chum Neville visited him
there. But the f1all of the captain of
Rookwood was the one topic in the school

that evening., from the Sixth to the
Second. And all Rookwood wondered

what was to come of it.

THE END.
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The 1st Chapter.

Frank Richards®’ Foe!

“Carambo!”

Frank Richards jumped.

That expressive Spanish word fell sud-
denly upon his ears, in the shadow of the
timber,.

Frank was sauntering towards the
creek, through the trees, after morning
lessons at Cedar Creek schoo!l.  His chums
—Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc—were
canoeing on the creek, and Frank ex-
pected to meet them on their way back
to the lumber school.

A swarthy Spanish face looked out
among the larches, and Ricardo Diaz, the
new boy at Cedar Creek, stepped out
imto Frank’s path.

“Carambo !”

The DMexican schoolboy's biack eyes
glittered at Frank Richards as he mut-
tered the word between his teetlh.

Frank halted.

The Mexican was standing directly in
his path, evidently disposed to dispute
his further passage.

Diaz’s dark face still showed the signs
of his combat with Frank Richards a
few days before. There was still a dark
circle round his eve, and his nose had
not quite regsumed its normal size.

“Hallo, Diaz!” said Frank cheerily.

Diaz cast a quick glance past Frank,
plainly to ascertain whether his friends
weré near. Then he drew closer to the
English sclhiooiboy.

His hand rested on his belt under his
velveteen ijacket, and Frank wondered
whether it was grasping a weapon. The
Mexican schoolboy was so wild and un-
tamed that any of the Cedar Creek fellows
would uot liave been surprised at any-
thing he did.

“Well, what do you want, Diaz?” asked
Frank Richards. “You're in the way,
you kpmow.”

“You will stop, senorito

“Well, I've stopped.” answered Frank
cood-humourediy. - “You're not looking
for another fight, 1 suppose?”

Disz shook his head.

“You have beaten me.”

“You asked for it. vou know,” said
Frank., “1 tried to make {riends with
you when vou came, and yocu preierred
to be enemies.”

The Mexican made a gesture of con-
temapt.

“YVava'! I do.not want to be iriends
with 2 Gringo!” he sawd.

“But 1. am not a Gringo,” said Frank,
with a smile.

“Gringo or Ingleso, it is all the same

y

he =aid.

to me. You have beaten me when 1 have
foucht with vou,” said Diaz, coming
closer. “Every day sinee then 1 lLave

watched vou, senorito, to find you 2

wavy

from. vour friends. They are pot with
yoil now, los amigos.”
Frank Richards watchoed the Mexiean

keenly. The glitter in Diaz’s black eyes
was threatening: and Frank wished very
sineerely that Bob and Vere Beauclere
had Been with him just then. Ricardo
Diaz was not an agreeable fellow o
meet in the deep shades of the timber,
alone—with his band resting on his belt
in the wayv 1t rested now.

“Well?” said Frank.

“Now Y have found you alone,” said

Diaz. “Now it is not I who will Dbe
beaten, senorito!”
The Mexican came closer, with a |

movement of a panther about to spring.
Frank Richards started back a pace.

“YWhat do som want?” he eéxclaimed.
“Let me pass. Diazl”

“You are afraid!” grinned the Mexican.

Frank flushed hotly,

“You'll see whether T am afraid!” he
exclaimed. and he clenched his fists. “If
vou don't let me pass, I'll shift you socon
enough!”

And he made 2 stride towards the
Mexican. Diaz’s rand swept up from his
belt. and there was a sudden gleam of
steel in the shadows of the trees.

A long Mexican cuchillo flashed in the
hand of the half Spanish. half Indian
schoolboy, and Frank Richards backed
away.

Frank Richards stopped again.

“Yon utter fool, Dwmaz!” he exclaimed.
“1f Miss Meadows found you with that
knife vou would be kicked out of Cedar
Creek!”

“But the senorita will not find

vou will not tell her!

: me, and
said the Mexican

mockingly. “You will never tell anyone
what happens under these  trees,
senorito ™

He advanesd towards the English

schoolboy, and Frank XRichards backed
awav—nis eves fixed on Daz's swarthy,
threatening face.

There was §[oO - arzuing
cucihwlio at close quarters.

He could not mistake the meaning of
the Moxicatt’s words, and his heart was
heatine 7ast, thourni he doubted whetner
Piaz was i carnest.

As Frank backed away the Mexican
foliowed bhim up. grinning evilly over nis
weapon. Frank’s foot caught in a roct
and he stumbled, and fell on bLis Enecs.

with the
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Before he could rise the Mexican was
spriging on him.

Whiz!

A canoe-paddle came whizzing through
the air, and it struck Ricardo Diaz on
the baek of the head.

Diaz nuttered a yell of pain
staggered.

The knife dropped from his hand and
disappeared in the grass, as Diaz clasped
his head with both hands.

Two figures came running through the
wood—Bob Lawless, with Vere Beauclere
at his heels.

They had come on the scene at a for-
tunate moment for ¥Frank Richards.

Before the Mexiean could recover him-
self, Bob Lawless reached him, and, with-
out stopping to speak, hit out straight
from the shoulder. The drive from the
sturdy Canadian schoolboy sent Diaz
spinning.

He crashed down on his back among
the roots and grass, yelling.

“1 guess that lets you out!” panted
Bob. " Has he hurt vou, Franky?”
l'*Fr;::.i;, old chap——" exclaimed Beau-
cierc.

Frunk Richards scrambled to his feet.

“Ail serene!” he exclaimed breath-
lessiy. “I'm not hurt. Goodness knows
what that mad idiot would have done,
though, if you hadn’t come up!”

“Lucky we moseyed along, I guess!”
remarked Bob Lawless. He picked up
the cuchillo from the grass. “This is a
pretty sticker for a schoolboy to carry
around' 1 reckon we'll tote Diaz along
by the scruff of the neck, and report this
to Miss Meadows! We don’t want bull-
dozers of his sort at Cedar Creek!”

“J hardly think——" began Frank.

“Get up, you Greaser skunk!™ rapped
out Eaob.

Diaz groaned.

Bob Lawless’ drive had fairly knocked
him out, and he lay dazed in the grass,
blinking at the chums of Cedar Creek.

The rancher’s son strode towards bhim,
and seized him by the collar, dragging

“Come along, you pesky polecat!™ he
said. “You're going to get the order
of the hoot from Cedar Creek, if you're
not sent to the calabooze in Thompson
as well. Get a move on!”

“Carambo——"

«f] guess 1'll give you carambo, what-
ever that meaus, if you don’t mosey on!'!”
srowled Bob. *“PBring that paddie along,
Cherub, and lsy it round bhim if he
doesn’t move fast enough. He's going to
Miss Meadows:

The Mexican paunted.

“Senorito—— 1—1 * he gasped.

Whatever .  the: hali-savage Southerner
had intended, it wias pretty evident that
the ferocity was all knoczed out cf him
now, and that he was scared.

“Mosey on!” snapped Bob, jerking at
his collar. :

“Hold on, Bob!” said Frank Richards
quietly.

“Rot! He's drawn 2 knife, and he's
soing to Miss Meadows to be turned out
of the school!” exclaimed Bob angrily.

“Vaya! I did not mean—I did not
intend—I was only to scare

and

him te his feet.
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him!” exclaimed Diaz. “I would not
LI?‘VE! touchied him. 1t was but to scarc

s . '

“I don't believe you!” growled Bob.
“You looked a2 bit too much like a wild
beast, | guess!”

“Let Lim go, Bob,” said Frank. “He
couldn't have meant to use that sticker—
it was oniy & fool's trick he was playing.
Let him go.”

“You're a jay, Frank! I know Greasers
better than you do.”

“I'm right, old scout!” answered Frank,
smiling. “I'm not going to speak to
Miss Meadows about it. Let him go.”

Bob Lawless gave a grunt, but he
released the Mexican at last. Diaz drew
l!;::‘y from the three chums, breathing

“You're a silly ass, Franky!” said Bob
bluntiv. “I tell you I know these
eritters. That scallywag would as soon
use a knife as a white man would his
fists!”

“T can't believe it!” said Frank.

“ Anvhow, he’ll never use this sticker
again,” sa2id DBob.

He put the Enife under his heel and
snapped off the blade close to the hilt.
Then he pitched both blade and hilt into
the thickets.

The Mexican watched him with glitter-
ing eyes, but did not venture to inter-
fere. ‘

“Now I'm going fto let yom have your
way, Frank,” said Bob Lawless. “But 1
guess you're a jay, and I'm going to keep
an eye on this bulldozer, I reckon. And
mark you, Ricardo Diaz, the next time
you show the cloven boof you're going to
have two dogen with a trail-rope, as hard
as 1 can lay it on, and then you'll be
taken to Miss Meadows. Savvy that?
Come on, you fellows! That sulky brute
makes me sick!”

Frank Richards & Co. went on through
the timber towards the school, leaving
Ricardo Diaz alone under the trees. The
Mexican shook his fist after them in sulien
rege, mattering to himself in the Spanish

tongue. Then he swung away sullenly
into the wood.
The 2nd Chapter.
The Outcast.

Frank Richards’ brow was troubled as
he entered the. lumber school with Ris
ciums.

In spite of what he bad said to Bob he
was a littie doubtful in his mind as to
whether Diaz had meant his threat seri-
Qusiy.

He could moft. in facf, quite make up
hie mind on that point: but he Knew the
savage, revengeful nature oi the hali-wild
Mexiean.

Greasers were not popular at Cedar
Creck, but Frank. Richards & Co. Lad
really tried to geb on civil terms with
the new schoolboy.,  His sullen tewmper
and savage ways had prevented that, and
his fight with Frank Richards had iol-
lowed, in which he had been severely
thrashed. Frank was quite willing to

shake hands over it and forget ali ahout
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it, but the Mexican was too bitter and
revengeful for that.

During the days he had been at Cedar
Creek, Diaz bhad kept to himsell with
sullen Spanish pride, aware that some of
the fellows looked down cn him as 3
Greaser, and fancying slighis in every
glance or chance word. That was nog
the way to coneiliate the frank, careless-
hearted Canadian schoolboys, who had
“no use ” for sullen, punctilious pride.

The Alexican was very cheerfully left
to himself by the other fellows, who
found him unpleasant, and did Dpot
tronble to waste a thought om him.
Frank Richards gave him a thought
sometimes, and sometimes a glance, as
he saw the lonely schoolboy moseying
away by himself after lessons, but his
first attempt at cordiality had met with
a savage rebuff, and he did pot iry
again.

It was a startling and shocking dis-
covery to Frank that so much hatred
and revenge could exist in any heart, and
he felt now towards the Mexican as he
might have felt towards an adder.

Chunky Todgers met the three chums
as they came into the playground at the
lumiber school.

“Seen the Dago?” he asked.

“Yes,” answered Frapk shortly.

“I guess he's lﬂokin% for trouble
again,” said Chunky, with a grin. “1
saw him moseying into the wood, scowl-
ing like thunder, and grimacing. He's a
queer critter, and no mistake. Bit soft
in the roof, I caiculate. I say, Franky,
have you been rowing with  the critter
again?”

“Chunky, old chap, you run on as if
you were wound up,” answered Frank,
and he passed on without answering
Chunky’s question.

“Don’'t say anything about it, you
chaps,” he said. “Diaz is unpopular
enough here now. All the fellows would
be waxy if they knew about this.”

“We ought to tell Miss Meadows,”
growled Bob Lawless. “Next time he
draws a sticker on you I mayn't come
along with a paddle just in time.”

“1 can’'t think be was in earnest—any-
how. I hope mnot,” said Frank. *“I
gshouldu't wonder if the chap has his
zood points, in his own way, among his
own people. He's come here from Mexico,
and he hasn't learned our manners and
customs yet."

Bob grunted.

“What do you think about it, Cherub?”
asked Frank.

Vere Beauclere shook his head.

“Blessed if I know!” he answered
frankly. “He would be furned out of
the school if Miss Meadows knew what
he did: but he may only have been piay-
i};lg the fool. Give him amother chunce,

ﬂb.."

“Oh, all right!” growled Bob. "I'm
mum. But a Ea.loat who draws a kniie
on a chap—-

“Great gophers! Did Diaz do that,
yon chaps?” howled a surprised voice;
and Frank Richards spun round angrily,
to find Chunky Todgers close behind.
The fat schoolboy had followed them

from the gates.

Chunky’s round eyes were rounder than
ever as he blinked at ¢he chums in in-
quisitive astonishment.

Y“You fat scallywag!” exclaimed Bob.
il ﬂu_-_-"'
“1 eouldn’t help hearing you, could I?*
said Chunky. *I was just going to speak
to vou, when you sai =

“For goodness’ sake don't tattle it all
over the school, Chunky!” said Frank
Richards sharply.

“Then it's true?” howled Todgers.

“Never mind whether it is or not. Give
vour chin a rest.”

“I'm not a talkative chap!” said
Chunky Todgers with dignity. “I'm not

going to ask you any questions,
Richards. But what did Diaz draw a

knife for:’
“Oh, dry upl”
“But, I say, you might tell a chap
Frank Richards made an angry move-
ment with his boot, and Chunky Todgers
dodged away, full of excitement.
fiew minutes later the chums of
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Cedar Creek saw him in exciled confabu-
lation with three or four fellows.

Chunky’s discovery was too startling
to be kept.

“Can’'t be helped,” said Bob Lawless, as
Frank knitted his brows. “After all, I
don't see why the fellows shouldn’t know.
It's Diaz's own funeral, guess. Hbe
shouldn't have dome it.” _

“It will make things worse for him
bere,” said Frank.

“What does that matter?”

“Well, 1 suppose it doesn’t matter;
but I'm rather sorry for the poor brute,
in a way.

“Franky, eld scout, you're too soil for
the Thompson Valley,” sanswered hi3
Canadian cousin. “Diaz is 8 bad eggz,
and the sooner he gets out of Cedar
Creek the better it will be for the
school. He can go to Hillerest if he
likes. Dicky Bird and that gang are
welcome to him.” |

At dinner in the lumber school there
was some suppressed excitement among
the Cedar Creek fellows. Chunky’s start-
ling news had spread.

Miss Meadows observed it, though,
fortunately for the Mexican schoolboy,
she did pot know the cause.

Diaz did not eome in to dinner; ho
was accustomed to returning home for
his meals at Old Man Diaz's shack on
the creek.

When he turned up at the school after
however, nearly every fellow ab
Cedar Creek knew what had happered
in the wood. Eben Hacke came up to
Frank Richards & Co. in the playground
and demanded particulars. o

“Chunky says the Dago drew a knifo
on you in the timber, Richardsl” began
Eben.

“Chunky is always talking out of his
hat !” answered Frank.

“Isn’t it so?”

“Ask Chunky.”

“Can’t you teill a galoot?”
Hacke.

“Nothing to tell.” :

“PDo you galoots know?” asked Hacke,
appealing to Bob and Beauclere, 2

“ Ack Frank!” answered Beauclere, wila
a smile.

“Well, you, Bob Lawless—"

“ A<k the Cherub!” answered Bob.

“I guess 1 don't see what you're keeps
ing it dark for!” growled Hacke. * If you
don’t deny it I take it that Chunky's gotb
it ri-g,,rhﬁ;."1

No reply. .

“It's L:a:. cinch, then, 1 reckon,” sald
Hacke. “and 1 guess we'll show that gnTl-
darned Greaser what we think of a black-
jowled Dago that draws a sticker on a
aaloot.” - :

“Let him alone,” said Frank uneasily.

“Boshb!”

With that Eben Hacke stalked away.
And when Ricardo Diaz came In at the
gates he found Eben Hacke and a crowd
of other fellows waiting for him.

He noted their bostile looks at once,
and his black eyes glittered. There was
a storm of hissing from the Cedar Creex
fellows as he came in.

Eben Hacke shook
knuckies under his nose.

demandcd

a large sct ol

“You gol-darned Greaser!” he began.
“Duck him in the creek!™ sclaimed
Chunky Todgers.

g _. 3

Frank Richards pushed between tho
rank ichar pus
Mexican and the excited sciolbOFS.

“Let him alope!” he said. Cus ofi,
Diaz! Cut off, you fool’™ ?

«Carambo! But I will not go.
swered Diaz disdainfully. “So you
told them——" _

«T've told them mnothing.
beard o

«Bah! I do not care! There will coma®
another time!® said the Mexican.

% YVou hear him ?» roared Eben Hacke.

“Boot him!” _

There was 2 rush at the Mexican, and
Frank Richards was shoved aside. Diaz
retreated then, running towards the
schoolhouse. The Cedar Creek Iellows
whooped after him in hot pursuit.

Bob caught his chum by the arm.

< You can keep out of it, Franky,” he
said coolly. “You heard what the rotter
said. And he can take his medicine. L&b
them boot him.”

The Mexican reached the porch of the
lumber sehool, panting, as the angry
crowd of schoolboys overtook him. Eben
Hacke's hand was on his shoulder when
Miss Meadows stepped out.

« What does this mean?” the Canadianm
schoolmistress exclaimed severely.

Hacke dropped his hand.

« That galoot, ma'am——> he began,

Then he stopped short. It was not his
business to “ give away ® the young rascal
to the schoolmistress.

“Cease this ab
Meadows sharply.
house !” |

The Mexican wenb into the schoolhouse
without a word. Hacke and bhis c¢om-
panions dis But when the Cedar
Creek fellows went in to lessons dark looks
were cast at the Mexican schoolboy.

The outcast of Cedar Creek was more
unpopular than he had ever been before;
and be bhad himself to thank for it, if
that was any comfort to him. But his
dark, sullen face gave no sign that hs
¢ared,

-

4l
have

Todgers

once!” sajd Mizs
“ Diaz, go into the

The 2rd Chapter.
Face {o Face!

“ Franky! Where's Franky?®

Bob Lawless was leading three horses
*rom the corra! after lessons, and Vere
Beauclerc met him near the gates with
a smile.

“Where's Franky?”»

“Saving good-bye to Molly,” answered
Beauclere, laughing. |
“Oh > said Bob: apd he laughed, too.

Outside the gates Frank Richards was
chatting with Tom and Molly Lawreuce,
who had mounted for the ride home on
the Thompson trail. He raised his Stet-
son hat to Molly as Bob and Beauclere
came ous, and Molly and her brother rode
away towards Thompson.
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“ Finisheid already?” asked Bob.

“Finished what?” demanded Frank,
colouring. :

“You generally don’t cut it short when
you're chewing the rag with Molly,” an.
swered Bob, with a chuckle,

“ Rats!”

“ Well, here are the gee-gees,® said Bob,
laughing. “I1f you've got anything more
to say to Molly, we'll ride round that
way bhome——>

“Fatbead !” answered Frank. <As it
happens, I'm seeing the Lawrences to-
morrow, as it's Saturday——>

e I-]'al ha :H

“If you'll tell me what the joke is, Bob,
I'll chortle, too!” remarked Frank
Richards.
~ “You're the joke, old chap,” said Bob.
“Have you forzotten that we're going
to have a ride round the ranch to-morrow,
as it's a holiday ?»

“That’s all right—in the affernoon. 1
was thinking cf taking the canoe out in
the morning,” szid Frank, “ We've got a
canoe here, you know, and I can ride over
and take the canoe down the creek to the
Lawrences. You fellows can come if you
like, of course.”

Bob grinned and shook his head.

“1 dare say vou’ll be taking Molly out
in the canoe,” he remarked,

“Well, there’s no reason why I
shouldn’t, is there?»

“None at all, old fellow—only I'm going
to ride round the ranch with Billy Cook
and the cowboys, and [ guess I'll let you
100k after the lady in the canoe all on
vour lonesome,” grinned Bob., “The
Cherub may come and keep you com-
pany.”

“1'm helping my father on the clearing
tc-morrow,” answered Beauclere, “ Frank
will haye to take care of Miss Lawrence
by -himself.”

“1 guess he can do that all right!»
chortled Bob.

* Ass!” said Frank.

The chums of Cedar Creek mounted
their horses for the ride home. Close by
the gateway two dark eyes were watching
them in the dusk, They had nol observed
idcardo -Diaz; but not a word of their
careless tulk bad been lost on the
Alexican.,

As they rode away Diaz looked after
them with a strange glitter in his black
cyves, and his brow was clouded in sombre
thought as he plunged into the timber on
his homeward way.

Frank Richards was not bestowing a
thought upon bis enemy at the lumber
school.

He rode cheerily on his homeward way,
thinking chieily of the morrow and of
canoeing on the creek in the pleasant
spring weather.

saturday was a holiday at Cedar Creek,
~and the chums had the day to themselves
<0 far as schiool was concerned. But in
homesteads in the Canadian West there
was generally something to be done, and
little room for idle hands. Vere Beau-
cleme was to spend the day helping his
fathen the remittance-man, on the Beau-
clerc clearimmg, and Bob Lawless was going
cut with the cowdors

Mr. Lawiess cheerfully gave his nephew
permission to “clear off » for the morning.
Frank was not of much use on the ranch,
though he tried to make himself useful in
ieisure hours. Still, Frank was glad to
bave the iresh spring morning to give
up to the cance. His cousin Bob had
taught him to handle the birch-bark
canoe, and Frank bad proved an apt
pupil.

He was up bright and early in the
morning, and after breakfast be mounted
his bhorse to ride to Cedar Creek, though
nob for school.

“Back to dinner, Bob!® he called out
ag be started,

Bob Lawless waved his hand, with a
grin.

* Remember me to Molly !” he answered,

Then Bob's face became nore serious
as & thought struck bhim, and bhe ran after
Krank.

“ Hold on a minute!” he called out.

Frank Richards drew rein.

“What is it, Bob?*»

“Keep your eyes peeled, and dom’t go
anvwhere near the Mexicans’ shack,” said
i}sqb. _“There may be troubls if you meet

iaz.’

“1 sha'n’'t go anywhere near him,” said
Frank, with a smile. “ He's not at Cedar
Creek to-day, you know; and I don't go
within a mile of the Diaz clearing.”

“We ought to have told the poppa what
bappened, 1 guess,” saijd Bob uneasily,
“ Well, keep your eyes peeled, anyway,
Franky.»

“That's all right.”

And Frank Richards rode away in great
spiritz. -He was not likely to waste much
thought on Ricardo Diaz that suany
mjorning, and there seemed little likelihood
of his falling in with the revengeful
southerner.

The horse’'s boofs rang cheerily on the
trail through the timber, where the green
of -spring was showing thick among the
trees. Frank Ricbards arrived at €Cedar
Creek, and put up bis borse in the corral,

Then he took the light bireh-bark canoe
and carried it down to the cregk.

Cedar Creek was shining and rippling in
the wmorning sunlight.

Frank jumped into the canoe and pushed
ofi, and plied the paddle as be glided
along with the current.

Devond the island in {he stream were
the rapids; but at that point Frank in-
tended to land and carry the canoe along
the bank to the lower reach—a “ portage,”
a5 it 1z called by the Canadians, He had
not vet learned to “shoot the rapids?®
with the skill of his Canadian cousin.

The canoe glided swiftly along the
stream, and Frank came in sight of the
little island, with the water rippling

He was nearly abreast of the island
when a canoe shot oui from the thicklys
woaded bank right across his path.

Frank Richards uttered an exelamation.

Seated in the canoe, plying the paddle,
was Ricardo Diaz, the Mexican schoolbovy.
Yrank steered with the paddls to avoid
bim, but the Mexican closed up.

< Reep clear!” shouted Frank, “Do you
want to Tun me down, Diaz?®
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The Mexican did not answer.

The two canoes were almost touching,
when the Mexican lea up from bhis
place and sprang with the activity of a
panther.

He landed in Frank Richards’ cance,
causing the light crafit to dance on the
water with the impact.

His own canoe went rocking away, un-
heeded, to the bank, where it jammed in
the thickets that grew out into tke water,

Frank Richards stared at the Mexican,

amazed by his action; but the cance was |

osciliating so violently that he had litile
time to heed Diaz. He plied the paddie
to steady bis crait.

The Mexican remained standing, keep-
ing his feet actively as the little crarls
rocked on the water.

There was a grim and mocking smile
upon Diaz’s swarthy face.

He made a motion nearer to Frank, and
the English schoolboy instantly flashed
nis paddle out of the water, ready for
an attack.

“Keep back!” he snapped.

The Mexican laughed.

“There is plenty of time, senorito,” he
sald. *“Your f{riends will not conie on
the scene as before, amigo. Carambo!
We are alone together this time!”

Frank Richards looked at him steadily,
gripping the paddle ready for use as a
weapon of defence. It was his only
weapon: and he could esee that the
Mexican bad a knife in his belt.

Frank felt a chill at his bheart for a
;nomentr, though he was not conscious of
ear.

For it was borne in upon his mind now,
in spite of his former doubts, that his
enemy was in savage, relentless earnest;
that, incredible as it seemed, llicardo
Diaz intended him deadly harm—and they
were alone together on the lonely creck
—and his iriends were far away.

In spite of his courage, his handsome
face paled a little. Diaz noted it, and
be laughed again, a harsh, mocking laugh.

“You wonder to sec me bere!” he said,
in a bantering tone. “1 waited for yom,
mi amigo—I have waited an hour by the
stream. Yesterday I heard you speak of
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coming here—alone—and 1 kpnew that it
would be my chance. We¢ have good
memories in my country, senorito; we
do not forget, and we do not forgive!”

“I think vou must be mad, Diaz!” said
Frank Richards, as calmiy as bha could.
“If you use that knife, you kpnow what
waits for youl”

The Mexjean grinned.

“But I shall not wait!” he answered.
“Before they £ind you at the bottom of
the rapids, amigo mio, I shall be far
away. Por Dios! I am tired of your
school—I do not like your Thompson
valley. I shall be many leagues away
before they take you out from the creek,
senorito.l” :

“Oh. you arc mad!” said Frank. “Keep
your distance, Diaz! Come a step nearer
to me, and I will knock you into the
water!™

He raised the paddie, though his heart
sank at the thoucht of using that flimsy
weapon against the long, bright cuchillo
that now gleamed in the Mexican's
swarthy hand.

Diaz grinned. _

“That will not serve you, scuoritol” he

said.

“We shall sec!” answered Frank, be-
tween his teeth.

“Por Dios! We shall soon seel™

The canoe was still gliding swiftly
along the stream, on the current, which
was increasine in foree as it drew nearer
the rapids. ¥rom the distance there was
already a murmur of falling water.

The Mexican half-crouched, his black
eyes fixed on Frank Richards, as he came
g step nearer,

Frank drew a quick breath.

When the spring came, he knew that.
the paddle would be of little use agzainst
the Mexican knife, and be did not wait.

With a suodden jerk of his ‘arm, bhe
hurled the paddle full at the swarthy face

of the Mexican as be came closer. The
sudden missile tock Diaz Dy surprise. I%

far

struck him acress the face, and-he.regled.

.along it, whirled b

T
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back, lﬂgns;h%h footing, ﬁdm ﬁn

hegvi!y RS
efore : rise, or even think,
Frank Richards was upon Bim.
He gripped  right wrist of the
Mexican and jammed it oo the gunwale,
with such force z shricked with
pain, and Dis B cosencd
n the handle g
Wiih a flash ared

into the rippling water besidas
Frank Richards panted '

But the next moment the >Mexican's
zrasp was upon him, clutching him like a

cat, and the two schoolboys were strug-

zlinz furiously together in the bottom of

the canoe. &6 :
— 1

The 4th Ghapﬁra_
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“Carambo!” panted the ﬂm%
Frank Richards did fiot speak. He was
keeping all his breath for the struggle.
On firm. lapd Frank was more u a
match for the Mexican; but in the rock-
ing, dancing canoe it was another matter.
The little ecraft rolled and dipped, as
they struggled, and once or twice the
came a wash of water over the gunwale.
Neither of them heeded it; nor did
they heed the deepening murmur, deep-
u:_:iu;;i to a roar, of the rapids now close
dilCdd. . . -
The Mexican was fighting like a tiger,
with hands and feet, gven with his teeth.
Again and again Frank drove his
clenched fist into the swarthy, savage
face, but Diaz seemed hardly to feel the

blows. | |
Onee the E schoolboy had him

pinned down, with a knee planted on his

chest, and the Mexican squirmed h

lessly under him, spitting like a cat; but

t
a roll of the canoe flung them over, and
Diaz came uppermost. | ,
Then his sinuous hands were fastcned
on Frank’s throat, and the swarthy face
looked down on him in terrible menace.
“Carambo! Now it is my tarnl”™
panted Diaz.

Frank Richards freed his right hand
and struck up at the evil face, and Diaz

backed bhis bead with a yell of pain;
but his savage grip was still og the
English boy’s throat. A heavy wash of
water came over the side of the canoe,
now driliting aimost broadside to the
current, unguided, and swamping heavily
as it was rocked by the struggle.

The roar of the fdlxn:ﬁwatam Mﬂosﬁ
at hand, almost deaiening.

It struck upon Frank's ears, as
struggled to free his throat. The €
lure again, and as it lurched,
reeled, Frank hurled him aside.

Breathless, almost exhausted, h
bered up, gripping the Mexican, w
still clinging to him. |

A fearful sight met hLis gaze 3§
bead rose above tho gunwale. Thq
was fairly ou the rapids. Hep
there, where @ reck cropped out ©
water, white foam and spray flewjin the

the canoe struck on a4 rock and §
_ _ > the water. =
Frank Richards did mot stop to ¥
Lieath was bovering over both of
now: the capoe was im the E EP
rapids, and shooting the f:
on, n_gglda steady baod ab lt;ge acidle
nnguided, drifting, iple ss—toss
like a cork upon lhaﬂﬂmh' walers
Frank clenched his teeth,
white. | :
Diaz scrambled wup, to leap at him
again; Lut as be saw the surroundings of
the canoe, he paused. He lost hig foot-
ing and fell upon his Enees, ciutching at
the sides of the canoe,
The struggle was over.

The canoe tilted at an angle that glmost
hurled out its occupants, shot dowm liks
an arrow amid the Jaling, foaming
water. SRS ; B -

Frank Richards did pot eveu—iook as
his enemy again.

Death in many Yorms was on all
sides, and he needed al his carec and all
his coolness for™ the slightest “chance of

life. Diaz, dazed by the peril, was bold-
ing on helplessly.

Crash!
There was a rush of water over the
moe and ifts occupants, apd Frank

Richards found himseif struggling amid
foam apd dashing water, witih a4 roar like
thunder in his ears. '

Instinctively, hallf-stunned as he Wwas,
he struck out ior his life.

What followed was like a fearful dream
~—whether it lasted seconds or minutces
Frank Richards never knmew. Dashed &nd
buffeted by the wild waters, with a stun-

ing roar in his ears that never ccased,

struggled blindly, breatblessly, for his
life. His head came up into the air and
the sunlight; he was swimming hali-
consciously, and the rapids were behind
him. The roar was still in his ears, but
it was not =0 thunderous. His wild eyes
looked round him, as one waking irom
a « fearful dream, and he still swam,
though be was hardly conscious of his
own actions.

He was past the rapids, and his hand
came in contact with something that
floated—a mass of driftwood. His grasp
elosed on it, and he held ou and floated,
resting his cxhausted limbs.

He had come through the valley of the
shadow of death, and he still lhived.
Alpiost in that spof, as he remembered

dizzily, Vere Beaucierc had dragged hin

from the water. when he was wrecked in
the ranids. in his early days in Canada.
The thought came strangely into his
dazed mind. and it made him think of the
Mexican. Where was Diaz?

Holding on to the floating trunk, he
raised his head higher and lcoked about
bim. Where was Diaz? Had ihe sullen,
revPngeful Mexican goue to his death in
the depths of the stream?

“Diaz'!” oxclaimed Frank. _

A hand was thrown up, as something
floated past him ; he caught for a moment
a glimpse of a white, despairing face.

t was the Mexican. _

Swept helplessly down the rapids, Diazz
was still living., bnt utteriv exbausted,
and bhe was sinking as Frank Richards
caught sight of him—that finging up of

f The canoz, tilting at am angle that almeost huried out its eccupants, shot
¢ like an arrow amid the falling, foaming water.

the hand was the last sign of lifle in the
wretched Mexiean.

Frank Richards did not stop to think.
He forgot that the Mexican was his
enemy ; that it was his evil hatred that
had brought this peril upon both of them,

It was the inetinet to help the help-
less that moved him.

He quitted the friendly driftwood, and
plunged in the direction of the Mexican,
and grasped him as he was sinking for
the last time. |

His own strength was almost spent:
but, with an effort, he brought the sink-
ing body to the surface of the water,
and dragged Ricardo Diaz’s head into
the aijr.

The Mexican was almost unconscious,
but not quite, for he wade a kind of
movement to fiing off the hand that
grasped him. Frank did not heed. Still
supporting thoe exhausted Mexican, he
struck out with the other hand for the
driftwood. ¢ was too far from the
bank to hopoe to reach it; two lives
depended now upon his regaining the
driftwood he had quitted to save his
cuemy.

Fortune is said to favour the brave, and
it favoured Frank Richards. A swirl of
the current brought the trunk closer to
himu, aud he grasped a branch and held
Qij.

For many minutes he beld on, without
motion, floating on with the trupk into
the calmer water, while his spent
strength returaned. .

Diaz lay helpless, motionless, in his
grasp, Frank supporting his swarthy face
above the water.

The black eyes opened at last.

Behind them the roar of the rapids was
faint in the distance. Diaz stared dizzily
at ¥Frank Richards. 1t was some moments
pefore hie could realise his positiorn.
la“tLet me go.” he mutitered thickly at

Frank shook his head without replying.

The AMeczjcan wade an cfort-and threw
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his arms over the floating trunk, reliev-
ing Frank of his weight. They drifted
on in silence. Iln the distance now the
sinoke from the Lawrences’ homestead
rose against the sky.

Frank Richards clambered astride of
the trunk, and broke off 2 short braneh
ta steer towards the bank. The Mexican
watched him in silence, a strange look
in his glittering black ~yes.

“Safe now.” said Frank, glanecing ab
him. *“We shall land i a3 few minutes.”

“Por Dios!”

Still the Mexiean was fixing tha
stranre lovk on FranX's face.

“Porque!” he excluimed at last.

rrank smiled famtly.

“What does that mean?” he asked.

“Porque—why—why? You have saved
my life!” exclaimed Diaz. “You bhave
saved me from the water!”

Frank nodded,

“But why? You know that I would
have killed you!” said Diaz.

“I know,” answered Frank quietly.

“And yvet you saved me!l”

“Yen"

“And it was a close call—you came
near to going down with me.”

“We were lucky.”

“But why—why?” exclaimed the
Mexican.

Frank Richards laughed. Hlis strength
was fast returning now, and bhe was
feeling more like himsell.

“I would have killed you in the canoe,”
said Dizz, “and you have saved my life.
Is it that veu wish to hand me to the
sheriff 4t Thompson fer punishment?”

“No. you uass!” said Frank, laughing.
“I got hold of you becualize you wereé
in Ganger. That i1s all.”

“You forgobt that I was your enemy?”™

“I sappose 1 did just then.”
“Por Dios! That would not be my
way, said Diaz. “In your place, I

should have struck. I am pot an Ingicso,
Gli amigo.”

“Luck: for you I am an Ingleso, then,”
said Frank. “Hero we are.  You can
get ashore here”

'The driftwood bumpcd on the bank,
and Frank Richards jumped lightly ato
the thickei. Ricardo Dizz followed him
more slowly. and Fraank lent him a helping
hand to land.

He squeezed the water from  his
clothes, keeping one eve, as it were, on
the Mexican. Bus Diaz made no hostile
movement. He scemed buried in wonder-
ing thouglt.

HHe did rot move till Frank
tutned to gFO,

“You have lost your canoe, semorito,”
said Diagz. in a low voice.

“You've i0s% 1t for me,”
Fraunk.

“Por Dios! But my cance is along the
creek, ahove the rapids, and I shall find
it, and vou shall have it for yours.”

“You mean that?” asked Fraunk, staring
at L.

“Si, si, senorito. And that is mot
all.” The Mexiecan hesitated, and then
cameo towards Frank Richards. *“Senorito
Ingleso, 1 do pot Know why you bave
done this. The Ingleso, pcrhaps, is nos
like the Mexican. You have saved my
life. Seneorito, yow need not be on your
guard; I am no longer your enemy.”

Frank Richards loagked at him very
curiousiy. The Mexican's dark face was
earnest; his voice was bhumbye

“1 am from this moment your friend

vichards

answered

if vou choose to let it be s0,” sa.ili
Diaz, in the same low, carnest tone:
“1 swear 1it, by nuesira Scnora del
Soledad.” |
“1 would rather bea friends than

ememics, certainly,” s=aid Frank, bardly
Enowing what to reply.

Aud, acting upon impulse, Le held
out Lis hand to the Mexican. Rleardo
Diaz gruasped it; then, without speak-
ing again, he turncd and plunged into
t-ht‘; ‘&'Uﬂ'd.

Frank Richards, in a state of consider-
able amazement, walked on to the Law-
reaces’ homestead.

- - . - . °

Bob Lawless whistled when Frank
Richards, at the ranch that evening, told
him of what had happened on Cedar

Creck.
“I guess the jay was fooling you,
Fraunky,” said Bob. “He was thinking

of thie sheriff and the calabooze.”
Frank shook Lhis head.

“I don’t think so, Bob.”

“I guess you're a prize jay to take
any stock in him, Frank,” szid Bob Law-
less emphatically. “1 reckon you’'ll find
that Greaser lying for you ancther time
if yvou let this pass.”

“I'm sure not!” answered Frank,

Apd Frank Dichards, as i6 turned out,
was right.

It was a surprise to all Cedar Creck
when Frank Richards and the Mexican

appeared at the school on frieadly
terms. With his bitterness and rancour,
the Mexican scemed w have thrown

aside his sullenness of temper, and after
a timo evan Bob Lawless admitted that
it was posgible to mect the “galoot ™
without wanting to pupnch him. And
though the chums of Cedar Creek did not
know i, the time was 1o come when
Frank Richards was to be zlad, for his
own sake, that he had obeyed the
generotls impulse to risk his lil¢e for his
coemy.
THE EXD.

NEXT MONDAY.

THE HEATHEN OF
CEDAR CREEK'!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,
Don’t Miss 1t




