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Foul Play.
My uncle’s impatience would not

“suffer him to wait for the slow rota-
.0 #ion which would bring us to the door,
W but he flung the reins and a crown-
iiece to one of the rough fellows who
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it wanted but twenty seconds to the hour, when there was a sudden s
there spun an old black hat, floating over the heads of the rin
fancy," said 8ir Charles calmly, ! that this must bea my man!

his way vigorously through the crowd,
he macde for the entrance.

As he came within the ecircle of
light thrown by the windows, a

whisper ran round as to who this
_ pale
face and the driving-coat might be,

masterful gentleman with the

and a lane was formed to admit us.
I had never before understood the
popularity of my uncle in the s

porting
world,  for the folk began to huzza | your man does credit to the George,”

e
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as we passed with eries of “ Hurrah |

for Buck Tregellis! (Good Iuck to
you and  your  man, Sir Charles!
Clear a path for a bang-up mnoble
Corinthian !”’  whilst the landlord,
attracted by the shouting, came run-
ning out to greet us.

“Good evening, Sir Charles!” he
cried. ‘I hope I see you well, sir,
and I trust that you will find that
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“How 15 he?” asked my uncle
quickly. |

“Never better, sir.© Looks a
picture, he does—and fit to fight for
a4 kingdom.”

My uncle gave a sigh of relief.

“Where is he?” he asked.

“He’s gone to his room early, sir,
seein’ that he had some very partic’lar
businiess to-morrow mornin’,”” said the
landlord, grinning,

.

wirl in the crowd, a shout, and high up in the air
_?,-sidara and flickering down within the ropes. I rathep
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“Here he 15, in the bar parlout.”

He opened a door as he spoke, and,
looking in, we saw a score of well-
dressed men, some of whose faces had
become familiar to me ‘during my
short West End career, seated round
a table, upon which stood a steaming
- soup-tureen filled with punch,
At the further end, very much at

| his case amongst the aristocrats and
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The 1st Ghapter.
A Very Special Occaslon!

”»

*Jimmy—-

* Hallo'1” :

“Will you lend me—

*No I

“Will you lend—"

" “Rats!”

“Will you—=""

* Buzz oft "

The dialogue was iaking place in
the end study. Jimmy Silver, the
captain of the Fourth, was doing lines
at ihe study table; Tubby Muffin was
standing in the doorway.

Jimmy was in a hurry. His chums,
Lovell and Raby and Neweome, were
waibing for him downstairs. But the
lines had to be handed in to Mr.
3gotles before’ Jimmy was at liberty
that sunny aflernoon. !

S0 his answers io Reginald Muffin
were short but not sweet; and ho
went on with Virgil while ho an-
swerekl, without looking up.

But Reginald Muflin was not to be
disposed of easily.

“Jimmy, old chap—" he recom-
menced.,

“Seaf '™ snapped Jimmy Silver.

Wil vou lend me -

“Buzz off I roared Jimmy Silver,
looking up ab last. “Can’t vou see
I'm busy? Dev uwp and fravel!”

Wil you lend me—"

“TIL Jend you o thick ear. if you
<on’t travel ! howled Jimmy Silver.
“ How am 1 to get through my impot
ab this rata ??

“Will you——-"

Jimmy grasped the inkpot. Tubby
Muflin made a swift, strategic retreat
inro the passage.  And Jimmy Silver,
with o grunt, laid down the inkpot
again, and procceded with T, Ver-
wilius Maro.

But his peit was no sooner scrateh-
ing than Tubby Muffin’s {2t {ace came
ronnd the door again.

“1 za¥, old chup, you might lend
me——-"

Y ou—you—yon

fat  villuin!™

hooted Jimmy Silver.  “T've gob
nething 4o lond! Stony! Stony!
Siony 1 Savvy?”

* But—="

¥ Nothing to leud—and T wouldn't
lend 1t 1f I had! Now clear, before
I take the poker to you!? |

“1f you think' I've come hers to
borrowmoncey of you, Jimmy Bilver
began 'Tubby Muffin, ¥ith a
wreat deal of dignity.

“Kh—haven't you
Jimmy.

“Clertainly not!”

Tubby Muffin was lofiy; he felt
ihat he had a right to be lofty. I'or
onea hehad been misjodged. Alz‘lazipg
m’idit was, 'he was not seeking financial
aid.
“Well, ‘my hat!” said  Jimmy
Silver, i -astonishment. “What do
you want;-then?”

“ 1 wint to borrow—-'
‘¢ If it’s 4 dictionary, you can take
it.  And buzz off with it.”

“T1t: isn't a dictionary !

“1f it’s a lexicon——"

“It isn’t o lexicon! Leok here,
Jimmy, I want vou to lend me—if
you don’t mind, you know—-7

“What?" shricked Jitnmy Silver.

“Your Sunday topper.”

[ Eh ?13

“Your Sunday {opper, old chap,”
said ‘Tubby Muffin. “I—I've got tn
meet a chap this afternoon—rather
an important chap.  Awfully rich,
vou know. My topper has never
been the same since it got mixed up
with the toffee, und—and I want to
look rather mnice, as it's a special
occasion.”

“You want to look mnice?”
claimed Jimmy.

“Yes, that's it.”

"

DR

cjaculated

ex-

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of
Jimmy Silver & Co., at Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

';Tiaen, you’d belter go to a barber
and—'

“ What?”

“And ask him to shave off your
features. You'll never lock nice with
that lot."”

“You silly ass!" exclaimed Tubby
Muffin wrathfully. “I don’t want
to hear any of your jealous remarks
about my good looks. It's not my
fauli Um the best-looking chap in the
¥ourth.”

“0h, my hat'”

“What I want is s really decent
topper,” szid Tubby Muffin. * Meot-
ing a rich chap, I want .to look well,
Will vou lend it to ma?™

Y Nop, I jolly well wonl 1’ answered
Jimmy Silver. “You've got one of
FOUr own il

* It's rather mucked up with toffec,
and—"

“Well, T don’t want mine mizeked
up with toffee!” growled Jimmy
Silver.  “Ask  Morny ! Morny’s
toppers are better than mine.” i

“I'vo asked the beast, aud he
clizcked Liddell and Scott at me.™

“Gond! Now elear off, or [l
chuek P. Vergilins Maro ai vou!”

““ Look here, Jimmy, old chap. you
mighi stand by a pal on an imporfant
occasion ™ urged Tubby MuBin, “It's
veally important. That chap Deres-
fordfﬁa.ggs;-——"

“Who?*

“The new chap, vou know, young
Beresford-Baggs. Ie's no end rich,
and a chap wants to look decent,
meeting him at the station——-"

“ Never heard of him ! said Jimmy
Silver, looking =l Reginald Muflin
with o little interest ot last. *ls il
a new chap coming into the Fourth
Form?i*

“Yes; I heard Mr. Bootles sayimg
ho was coming this afternoon,” ex.
plained Tubby Muflin. **He men-
tioned that the chap would arrive at
Linlf-past three. That must mean the
three train at Coombe, mustn't i1

“I supposo so. Do you know
him ?*

“Well, I den't exactly know him,”
admitted Tubby Muflin cauliously.
“I'm1 gping to, you see. As it's a
half-boliday, I thought it would be
only kind to walk down to the station
and neet him.”

" Becausa he's no end
grinned Jimmy Silver.

“Nunuo! Of course not! Decauso
he’s a new chap, and X-want to be
kind to him.”

“Brrrrr!?

“He's simply reliing in tin, you
know,” said ‘I'ubby Muffin, his round
oves glistening.  “The Beresford-
Baggses are millionaires, you know.
I've seen their name in ihe papers.
Made it out of munitions in the war,
you know; piled it up tremendously.
And young Beresford-Baggs is coming
here. And I thought i1t would he
only civil to look after him a bit.
But a chap wants to look decent.
Can T have your Sunday Lopper?”

Jimmy Silver rose to lis feet.

““That's right!” said Tubby Muffin
eagerly. “‘Iland it over, old chap.
Yo really very much obliged!”

But Tubby Muffin's senso  of
obligation vanished the next moment.

Jimmy Silver did not hand over his
Sunday topper; he handed over the
business end of a cricket-stumyp.

There was a loud howl from Tubby
Meffin as ho received it.

“Yarocoh !”

Procd, prod!

“Yow-ow-owocop !’

Tubby Muffin Hed—minus the top-

. Jimmy Silver kicked the door
shut after him, and sat down to finish
his lines. And he was not interrupted
again by Reginald Muffin, Apparently
tho fat Classical was seeking u other
quarters for the loan of a Sunday
topper.

rich 7!

The 2nd Chapter.
Only Civil!

“Seme rotien outsider, of course !

*No doubt about that !”

“Some awful ead,” pursued Towns-
end of the Fourth. * Reckin' with
money, vou know.” -

“Smellin’ of it!"” agreed Topham.

“Probably droppin’ his aitches !

“Most likely.” :
with  his  Lknife, very
likely~~—*

“Uh gad! I suppose so!”

““What a cateh for Rookwood 1™

“ Blessed if 1 know what the Head’s
up to, lettin’ in such a rank outsider,”
remarked Topham.

Townsend nodded.

“All the same, I think we might as
well be a biv civil to the fellow, at
first,” he said.

*Civil to him ! said Topham, with
o stare,

“Yaae. I don't say we'ro goin’ to
be awfully friendly. . But we may as
well give kim a tria),” suid Townsend.
“Yeu see. whalever sort of a rank
ratter -he is. he's rvollin’ in tin, and
that’s somethin'.  'There's no doubt
that he'll make plenty of friends at
Rookwood.  Smiythe & Co., of the
sshell will be after biny, and Peele and
his g2t.  You see, I know somethin’
ubout these Beresford-Baggses.”

“What & vame ! yawned Topbam.

“Of eourse, their name’s Bages,™
csuid Townsend.  “Since the nullions
imppenad, the' old jolinny lus tacked
Beresford ou to it. [ think he took
that up along with his title—you
know hie's o baronet, | suppose. = [

dew’s know what that cost him; titles [

are cheaper than they used to be, bus
they don’t wo  fer uothin’. © Sir
Juplet Beresford-Baggs: 7

Yo gods!?

1t does sound a bit of a corker,”
said Townsend. “But there’s no
doubt that they're & good bit sought

after, and it may pay to be civil to-

the young sprig. I was thinkin® that,
as we happen to know he’s comin’
this afternoon, we may as well walk
down to the station an’ meet him.”

Topham made a grimace.

“I say, he's bound to be some
awfully loud sort of an outsider,” he
ibhjected.  “‘Might be civil to him

I’hnrc; but walkin® about swith him in

Jpublic—-7

“T've thought of that. If he's Loo
awfully awful, we'll get a cab an’
bring him in that way. Ho will take
it as a kind attention; of course, we
sho™n’t explain that we don’t wans to
be seen with him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We've nothin’ special 1o do this
afternoon,” went en Townseud. ‘It
would be rather amusin’ to stenl a
march on the other fellows. I can
tell you, Pecle an’ Swmythe will be
after himn like u shot. If he’s anythin’
like approachin’ docency, we might
bag him for our study. There’s ad-
vantages in bavin® a rich outsider in
the study when a follow happens to
be hard up. He will be keen to get
pally with decent chaps like us, an’
we can take him pay his footin'—
standin’ notor-cars on half-holidays,
an’ all that.”

“If we can stend him!” said Top-
bam doubifully.

“Weli, we'll {ey.”

“Oh, 1'm game!” said Topham
heroically. )

“Come in an’ get your topper.
then, May as well impress him. He
will feel no end hucked at two decent
cheps meetin® him an' speakin’ to
hil’n-”

“Bound to!” sgreed Tophani

Aund the two nuts of the Fourth,
who had been holding that important

«discussion in the quad, strolled into

the Schonl Louse, to put a few finish-
ing touches to ibeir atiire, in order

to properly impress the heir of the
. Beresford-Baggs title and millions.

Townsend and Topham came along
to their quarters in the Fourth Form
passage. Rawson, their study-mate,
was out of gates; but the study was
not unoccupied. Tubby Muffin was
there. He was standing before
Towny's handsome cheval-glass—
Towny’s furnishings were all in great
style—trying on a silk topper.

“That'll do!” Tubby Mufkin mur-
mured, as the two astonished nuts
halted at the doorway, and.glared at
him.  “Betier than Jimmy Silver's
old hat. and nc mistake! Blow
Jimmy Silver !

“You checky rvotter!” shouted
Townsend. “ What are you doin’
with my hat?”

Tubby Muffin jumped. He spun
round towards the doorway in great
alarm.

“Oh! J-I say, F—I—I—" ho
stuttered. “I—I didn’t see you fel-
Jows ! i

{—1 was just tryin’ on your
hat, Towny. old chap—"

“Put it down !”

“ I—1 want you to lend me this hat,
Towny. I-—I was going to ask you,
of—of course. I'm meoting a fellow
this afternoon—— Yarooog! Keep
off, you beast!"” howled Muffin.

The topper went sailing across the
study, as Tubby Mufin dodged round
the table.

He just cscaped Townsend's lung-
ing boot.

But Topham was waiting for him
near the door; and his boot was ready
as the fat Classical fled for the pas-
sage.

Thud ! y

“ Yarooop.!”

Topham’s boot was fairly planted
upon Tubby's fat person as he dodged
through the doorway. There was a
crash as the fat Classical landed in
the passago on his hands and knecs.

“Ha, ba, ha!” roared Topham.

“Yow-ow-ow !”

“Give bhim another Toppy!”
panted Townsend. “Ho's been
rutflin’ my topper with his fat claws !
Give him another !

£43 ﬂﬂhﬁ!”

Topham rushed into the hﬁassagc, to
give Reginald Muffin ancther, But
Muffin did not want another. He
scrambled to his feet in frantic haste,
and fled.

The fat Classieal went down the
stairs two at a time.

It was just ill Juck that he met
Lovell and Ruby and Newcome com-
ing up. The Co. were coming along
to see whother Jimmy Silver had
finished his impot. Tubby Muffin
landed .on them midway, like a bolt
from the blue; ov, to be more exact,
like a barrel from the blue!

Crash! Bump!

“Oh! Ah! Ow!”

Lovell & Co. went spinning on the
lower landing. Tubby Muffn eat
down on the stairs and gasped.

“Oh! Ow! Uooovach !

“You—you—you mad porpoise!”
shricked  Arthur Edward Lovell
“Wharrer you—ow -—up to?”

* Bump him ! howled Raby.

“ Squash him ! shrieked Newcomae,
rubbing his head. “Oh, my bat!
Burst hinr 17

 I—{—1I say——"" epluttcred Tubby
Muffin. *I—I say—-"

But Tubby Muffin was not given
fime to say muoch. He was grasped
by the vongeful three, and rolled
down to the landing roaring, where
he was given a bumping that changed
his roars into feeble gasps. Tubby
Muffin was ctill going through it,
when Townsend and Topham strolled
by, grinming as they puassed, and went
down to the guadrangle.

The two nuts disappeared, leaving
the hapless Tubby still in the Lands
of the Amalekites.

“There!” gasped Lovell, at last.
“Now vou'll think twice before you
spin fellows downstairs again, you fat
maniac !

*“Yaroonh 12

“Give him one more!” gasped
Raby.

Bump! J
“Wow-wow-ow !” moaned Tubby
Muoffin,

Then the Co. went on their way to
the end study, and for several minutes
Tubby AMuffin sat and gasped. When
ho had regovered his wind, he stag-
gerad to his feet.

“0Oh, oh! Ow!” he spluttered.
“The awlul rotters! I'd go after
'em and lick ’em all soundly, only—
only Ive no time to waste! Ow! T
suppose it will have to be Smythe’s
topper after all 1”7

And Reginald Muffin limped away
to the Shell quarters in quest of the
beautiful topper of Adolphus Smythe.

The 3rd Chantar,
The More the NMerrier!
“Done I zaid Jimmny Silver.
“0h, good ! said Lovell's voice, in

the doorway.

Jimmy rose to his feet. o had
finished that troublesome imposition,
ii;}st as his chums arrived in search of

.

“Cut in to Bootles with it,* said
Raby. . “¥You’ve been a joll’y long
time. Jimmy.”

“That ass Muffin interrupted me.
Come on !

The Fistical Four quitted the end
study together and went towards the
stairs. Three juniors met them near
the staircase—Peele and Gower, and
Lattrey of the Fourth.

“Hold on a minute, you chaps!”
called out Cyril Peele,

JWell, what's wanted?” asked
Jimmy, rather grufly. The Fistical
Four were not on good terms with the
shady trio of the first study.

ut Peele’'s manner was very civil.
He was in scarch of informaltion, and
1t was worth a little civility.

“Have you heard ahout a new
fellow comin’ jute the Fourth?” ho
asked. A new chap comin’ thig
afternoon, I hear.”

“Mufin  was saying somcthing
about it,” answered Jimmy. * A chap
named Beresiord-Baggs, according to
Muffin.” |

“That's it! Tg it the celebrated
Beresford-Baggs?” inquired Peele.

“Blossed if 1 know! Is there a
celebrated Beresford-Baggs?”

Of course there is—the million-
are, you know.” .

“But I don’t know,” said. Jimmy.
“Muffin said something about the
chap being rich, though.” |

“Then 1t must be the same!” re-
marked Gower.

“You feflows know when ho's
comin’?” inyuired Lattrey eagerly.

The Fistical Four looked grim.
They could guess the teason of Peelo
& Co.s interest in the new junior,
now,

" No,” said Jimmy shortly. “ Muffin
said_something or other—I forgot.”

“I'd like 1o know—-"

“Better find out, then.” -

And with that reply, Jimmy Silver
walked on with his chums.  Peele &
Co. looked at one another rather
duubtfully.

“May as well get along to the
station,” said Peele, at last. “1It
won't hurt us to wait a bit there, IE
this is the genuine Beresford-Baggs,
he’s the son of a millionaire; his
pater is simply rollin’ in it And it's
not a4 common name,”

* Rather unique, in fact,” grinned
Gower,

Angi Lhe threo black sheep of Raok-
waod grinned, as they went down tho
stairy after the Fistical ¥our, -

Jimmy Silver & Co. procreded to
Mz, Bootles' study, where the impot
was duly delivered to the master of
the Fourth.

Theu the chums strolled out inlo
the quadvangle, just in time to
observe Pecle & Co, disappearing oub
of gates,

“Who on carth is this merchant
Baggs that thuy’re so keen about?™
asked Lovall. i

“Blessed if T kuow! Aeccording o
Muflin, be’s the son of & munition
millionaire, and rolling in tin.?
answered Jimmy Silver. ™ Tt looks
as 1f he wiil have plenty of friends at
Reokwaod. Hallo, here’s Tubby '™

Tubby Muffin _eame out of the
Bchool House rather hastily. looking
very red and flostered.  He cast a
wrathful and reproachful glance at
the chums of the Fourth as he passed,
on his way to the gates. He was
wearing a topper; bub it 'was evi-
dently his own topper, for. it was
docidedly untidy, and there woere
sticky stains of toflea on it,

“IMallo! O 1o meel your Bawgy
pal?” asked Jimmy Silver cheerily,
as 1he fat Clussical rolled by.

Tubby Muthn paused.

“You fellows can sheer off!” hoa
exclaimod.

“What "

“T don’t want your company fhis
afternoon,”  said  Tubby  loftilv.
2 of your wedging: in, you

* Nonn
know.” e
“Wodging in!"” exclaimed: Lovell.

“That's it! You're jolly well not-
coming to the station with mel” said
Tubby Muffin emphatically. “I've
found oul about young Beresford-
Baggs, and he helongs to mr—
practicalty. You fellows should have
found out for yourselves if you
wanted to make up to him.”

“*Make up to him!” repeated Raby
blarklyv,

“¥os; you leave him alons.”

“You fat votter!” roared Lovell.
“Do you think we'd touch the
bounder with & barga;gole?"

- Tubby Muffin sniffed.

“Well, vou sheer off,” he said. “[
don’t want you wedging in. Beresfoid-
Baggs is gomng to be iy pal, and you
can nul that in your pipe and smoke
ik

Y o— ¥o —_

stuttered Jimmy

Silver.
h
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Tubby Muffin volled on; bubt he
" puused again.

“If you'll lend me your topper,
Jimmy, Yl introduce you to
Beresford-Baggs, ~ later. Honour
bright! I say, you might play up,
vou know. That beast Smythe of the
3hell Iﬁ'cked me when I asked him

for— ;

“Then Tl follow Smythe's
example,” said Jimmy Silver, raising
his foot.

Tubby Muffin rolled on hurriedly,

without giving the captain of the

 Fourth time to {follow Smythe's
examplo.-

“Young Baggs iz going to he
popular,” grinned Newcome. |
suppost it’s something to be a miilion-
aire, even if it’s made in munitions.
I wonder what sort of an outsider the
{ellow ig¥™ )

“Oh, he may be decent,” suid

Jimmy Silver tolerantly. “No need
1o be down on him before we sec him.
“He can't be old enough to know much
about the munitions, i he's coming
into the Fourth, here, Hallo! Here's
the merry Adelphus in all his glory.”

‘Smythe of the Shell came out, with
his chums Howard and Tracy. The
great Adolphus certainly was in all
Iis glory. Hesgenerally was glorious,
so far as his garments went; in fact,
the glass of fashion and the mould of
form in the Shell. Now he was more
glotious than ever. Never had his
topper looked so shiny, or his beauti-
ful boots so polished, or his frousers
50 elegantly creased.  Adolphus was
evidently dressed to kill.

He condescended to bestow a nod
upon the grinning Fourth.-Formers.
But that was not merely graciousness ;
it was soon apparent that Adolphus

was in search of information, like
Peele of the Fourth a short time
before.

“You fellows heard about the new
chap?” he inquired.

*Oh, yea!”

“Just a few!” grinned Lovell.

“Know exactly when he's arrivin’
al Rookwood?” asked Smythe.

“Not oxactly!” chyckled Jimmy
Silver, “‘But he's coming this after-
noon. His father’s a munition
millionaire, and he’s rolling in oof.
His family crest is an oof-Lird, on the
wing—-"

“Ha, ha, bha!” ]

*1 suppose he’ll come by the three

+ train,” remarked Adolphus carelesaly.

“ Muffin thought s0,” smiled Jimmy
Silver.  **You fellows going to mect
Jom " .

“Well, we thought of strellin’
along. Nothin' special {o do; and a
i-l_nj;p, may as well be civil to a new
<,

“Oh, quite! This is the first tima
yu've wasted any civility on a new
kid in the Fourth; but better late
than never. Give him our kindest
regards,” said Jimmy Silver, “and
~tel him we’ll have him to tea if he's
sufficiently gilt-edged.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Adolphus Smythe replied with a
sniff, and walked on with his nutty
comrades.

“Hadn't we betler go along to the
station?” grinned Lovell. “A good
part of Rookwood seems to be con-
gregating there this afternoon. We
don’t want to be the only chaps who
don’t know the Oof King.”

**Ha,"ha, ha!”

Jirany Silver & Co. headed for the
gutes, bub did not turn into the road
to  Coombe. They were rather
cavious about the new fellow, whose
coming was causing such a flutter in
u certain seclion of the Lower School
at, Rookwood. As a matter of fact,
they might have dropped in at the
slalion to szpeak a word or two in a
new fellow who was unacquainted
with anyone at the school: but on the
present ocecasion, such a kind atten-
tion .would certainly have been mis-
understood.

Moreover. there was no lack of
frllows io welcome Master Beresford-
Raggs.  Certainly he wouldn't fcsl
lonely when he arrived.

S0 the Fistical Four turned inte a
path that led to the Rookham road.
They were out for a ramble, and were
quite willing to leave making the
acqueintance of Beresford-Baggs ill
@ later time; indeed, they were not
1-»ﬁrt.icula.rly apxious to make it at

“IHalle! That's a whackin® car,”
Arthur Edward Lovell remarked, as
they came out of the footpath into the
high-road to Rookham.

An inmunense motor-car wag halted
there; and the chauffeur seemed to
he in  discassion with a stoud, red-
{aced gentleman, in o whitt waistcoat
and silk hat, inside the car. Beside
the stout gentleman sat a lad in Wions
- tather good-looking lad, with a
chubby face and a cheery manner.

The Fistical Four glanced at thewm;
and as they came by, the stout gentle-

man ceased speaking to the chanffour
and called to them:

“Hi!ﬂ

Jimmy Silver & Co.
politely.

“Which ¢ the turning for Iook-
wood School?” inquired the stout
geutleman, blinking at them over a
pair of gold-rimmed glasses. * There

stopped

scems to be no sign-post about. Do
you know, what?” X
“Cortainly !” answered Jimmy

Silver, rather interested to find that
the “whacking”' motor-car was
bound for Rookwaod. “Turn to the
right about o quarter of & mile on.”
Jh, avre you surc?”
“Oh, yes!” said Jimmy, with a

smile. “We belong ta Rookwood,
you sco.”
“0Oh!  Rookwood hoys. what?™

seid the stont gentleman, staring at
them.  ““ Arthur. these are some of
your future schoolfellows.”

' Yes, father.”

The boy in the car looked at the
Fistical Four, and the Fistical Four
looked at him. The same thought
came into four wminds al once.
Evidently this was the new fellow.

“Oh!” cjaculated Jimmy Silver.
“The new chap for the Fourth!
Might T ask if your name is Beres-
ford-Baggs, sir?”

“Yes, my boy.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Tovell.

The car restaried, the chums of
Rookwood respectfully  “enpping ©

“Fancy meetin’ you!” grunted
Town=end.

“Waitin' for somebody "

“QOh, yes! What do you fellows
want 7"’

“Oh, we're expectin® a new chap.”

Townsend and Topham exchanged
a glance. This was confirmation of
their suspicion.

“Look here——"" began Topham.

“You waitin’ for the same chap?*
asked Gower sarcasticaily.

“We're thinkin’® of showin' come
civility to young DBeresford-Baggs,”
sud Pownsend haughtily, “T don't
see why you fellows need wedge in.”

“T suppose we can be civil to 2 new
chap, ean't we?’? demanded Latbrey
warmly.

“I think T know whut your civility
to  a millionaire’s son aneans!”
retoried Townsend, with a curl of
the lip.

“And what does yours mean?”
sneered Lattrey.

“If you mean, Lattrey, you cad,
that-—"

*Oh, I don’t mean any more than
yeu mean,” said Lattrey. “I'm goin’
to be civil to young Beresford-Baggs,
that'’s all.”

“Don't rag,” suggested Peelo,
“Not to put ioo fine a point on it,
we're all on the sume game, an’ 1
suggest whackin’ out the Baggs bird.
There's enongh of him to go round.”

“That's fair ! grinned Gower.

. dignantly.

_Five pairs of eyes were turned upon
Lim at once.

“That fat rotter!” murmured
Peele.,  “Burely he’s not got the
choek to—— Hallo, Muffin, what are

you here for 2™

Tubby blinked at him suspiciously.

“Y’'vo come along to meet my friend
Beresford-Baggs,” he  answered.
“What are you: fellows doing here t"”

“You don’t know Beresford.
Baggs!” exclaimed Gower angrily.

“Well, you don't, either,” retorted
Tubby.

Pocle made a threatening gesture.

“You clear off, Muffin!” he ex-
claimed.

“T'm jolly well not going to clear
oft 1" exclaimed Reginald Muffin in-
“Clear off yourself, if
you come to that! I'm guing to be
civil to the new kid, and make him
feel at home——"

“We'll do all the civility that's
required——"

“You jolly well won't!” said
Tubby emphatically. “1I know what
you want, Peele; you're after the
new kid’s money! That’s your sort.
I'm going to protect him from you
rottors, I can tell you!™

- Look here—"

“¥Yah!”

Townsend and Topham exchanged
a lofty glance of scorn.

¥ What a scene ! murmured Town-
send loftily,  “ Awful gang of out-

WAITING FCR THE NEW BOY!

Fat and shiny, In a sticky 8ilk hat, he rolled on to the platform. '
asked Peele.. ' I've coms to meet my friend Bsresford-Baggs ! '

The two parties were eyeing one another morosely, when
there came an interruption in

the shape of Tubby Muffin.

Hallo, Muffin, what are you doing here 7"
answered Tubby. .

the stout gentleman as he departed.
The huge car disappeared in a
whirl of dust.

Then the Fistical Four locked at
one anotber.

** Berestord-Baggs 1™ murmured
Jimmy Silver.  “That's the giddy
millionaire, and that's the new kid!
I-llie’s n‘c;t conung down by train, after
7| e

*“Ha, ha, ha!™’

“ And those &illy asses are waiting
for him at the station !”

““Ya, hy, ha!”

The big car whirled and throbhed
on to Rockwood-—and at the -station
in Coomhe several vouths waited to
walcome the millionaire's son who was
arriving by another route. Aud
Jimmy Sfilver & Co., as they thought
of it, chortled loud and long.

The 4th Chapter.
He Cometh Not!

“Oh gad! What do they want?*”

Townsend and Topham were
lounging elegantly on the platforn
in Coombe Station when Pesle & Cio.
arrived.  The nuts of the Fourth
looked at the new arrivals with con-
siderable suspicion.

They knew why they themselves
wore there—so they couldn’t help
suspecting why Pecle & Co. were
there.

Peele, Lattrey, and (Gower secmied
oqually suspicious. They came along
to speak to Towny and Toppy.

“F¥ancy meetin’ you fellows here !*
remaiked Cyril Peele.

Townsend curled his aristoeratic lip
still more, He was far too lofty to
have it put on that footing. There
was, in fact. a differenco between
Towny and Peele.

Townzend and Topham intended to
make of the millionaire’s son a nseful
acquaintance, whom  they would
patronise and snub and make use of;
while ’ecio & Co. wore slanning to
initizte the hapless :.'Ql.lfjl into the
mysteries cf banker and poker, and
thus relieve him of some of his teo
ample cash.

Towny and Toppy had no idea
whatever of placing themsclves on a
fevel with the shady trio.

Inatead of accepting Pecle’s offer to
“whack out” Master Beresford-
Baggs, therefore, Townsend turned
haughtily upou his heel, and walked
away with Topham to the other end
of the plaiform.

* Cheeky cad !”* said Gower angrily.
“They're on the same lay, but they
won't give it a name.”

Peele shrugged his shouldeys.

“Anyhow, we're going to bag
Baggs!” he seaid. “If necessary,
we'll jolly well mop up those two
noodles.  Baggs is our game.”

“ Hear, hear!”

Tv was still very carly for the three
train, and the five juniors waited-—
the two paortics eyecing one another
morosely. There came an interrup-
lion to the suspicious mutual eyeing,
however. Tubby Muffin, fut and

shiny, in a sticky silk hat, rolled on |

to the platiorm.

siders, the lot of them. It will be
zather pleasant for the new chap to
find a couple of decent fellows here to
speak to him; otherwise, I wouldn’t
romain.”

*Oh, exactly !” corcurred Topham.

There was a further exchange of
compliments between Tubby Muffin
and Peelo & Co., but tho fat Classical
had his way—he stayed. It was not
quite feasible to eject him by force
from. the station--and certainly there
was no other way of getting rid of
him.

Six joniors mow wore waiting for

Arthur Beresford-Baggs to arrive;
and they were all feeling very restive.
They could not help wondering what
effect such a reception would have
upon Master Baggs. One or two or
three fellows welcaming him was all
very well, but half o dozen—divided
into three hostile partics—was really
rather overdoing it.
. But none of the rival parties was
inclined to yield the prize to the
others, so they all remained, glower-
ing ak one another.

And then came the arrival of
Smythe & Co., of the Shell. Smytho
and Howurd and Tracy sauntered
elegantly upon the platforwy, and
stapped dead at the sight of six Rook-
wood juniors there.

“By gad!"” ecjaculated Adolphus
Smythe.

“Oh  crumbs!” murmured Cyril
Peele in dismay. “The Shell have
got on to 1t now I

Smythe & Co. came

elegantly on, '
after a pause of astoni A s s

“What may vou fellows be
happenin’ to bo doin’ here?” asked ,
Adolphus.

“T'm waiting for Daggs!” piped
Tubby Mutfin,

“We’'re waiting for a new chap,”
said Peele, glowering at Adolphus
Smythe, “Chap comin’ into the
Fourth! I suppose you're not here
to meet bim.”

“Yaas, as it happens.

“You fags had better clear off I”
suggested M'racy.

There was a enort of angry dissent
from the Fourth-Formers.

“You clear off I’ exclaimed Gower.
“The new kid's Fourth, not Shell;
he’s nothin' to do with you "

“ ILook here—-"

*‘You look here—""

IIR : !JJ

“I jolly well tall you-——®

“Hallo! Hers comes the train!”

The altercation censed as the three
o'clack train cwme rolling into the
station.

“Keep ilogether, you chaps,”
whigpared Pecle. “Welve gol 1o
bag him before any of those pushin’

s can get hold of him.”

“Yes, rather!”

The train stopped, and three or four
doors were thrown open. Nine pairs
of eyos watchod the passengers hun-
grily as they alighted.

Nins faces gradually lengthened.

Exactly whut Master Deresford-
Baggs was like the Rookwooders did
not know, bul thore was no one
among the passengers in the leeal
train from Rookham that could pos-
sibly have been a new fellow for the
Fourth Form at Rookwood.

There was, iu fact, no boy at all
among the hulf dozen passengers who
alighted and made for the axit.

The train rolled ont, leaving nine
disappointed and ongry milliopaire-
hunters glowering on the platform.

“He's nol come !

“0Oh dear!”

“Rotten !’

“After all, we weren’t sure of the

”

train,” murmured Pcele. * Better
wait for the next.”

“Thal’s an  hour!”  groaned
CGowoer.

“Can’t be helped.™

Pecle & Clo. decided to remain.

Towny and "Toppy evidently came to
the same decision, for they continued
ssuntering at their ¢nd of the plat-
forni.

Smythe & Co. stood in o group,
discussing the situation; but they
wourul up by staying. As for Tubby
Muffin, ke was a fixture. He would
hmve wailed {from early morn till
dewy cve for the first chance at »
new foellow  who was “rolling in
tin. ™

So the nine juniors waited, wiili
growing impaticnee and chagrin., It
seemed an age before the next train
came in from Rookham.

But it came in at last,

And again it was drawn blank.
Pecle, gritting bis tecth, cut away to
the booking-office to make an in-
quiry. IIo rcturned with the news
that the only other local train that
afternoon would come in at six---
evidently too late to be tho bearer of
the new junior.

“Ile—he—he isn't coming, after
all1” babbled (fower.

*Oh crikey 17

“Or—or he’s come down another
way [” mumbled Pcele. '**May have
come by car.” -

“You ass, not to think of that
before !

“Well, you didn't think of it.”

“Oh rats!”

Peele & Clo. stamped savagnly out
of the station. Smythe .& Clo. {nl-
lowed thevr. Then came--Townsend
and Topham. and last but, not leass,
Tubby Mufin.

A tired and chagrined procession
started for Rookwood School, Tubby
Muffin wearily bringing up the rear.
. Eight fatigmed and  exasperated
Juntors arrived at the school gates,
with a still more fatigued and exas-
perated Tubby rolling on hehind.
Smythe called to old Mack, ihe
porter.

“Has a new chap arrived, do you
ktow 7

“Yeg, ir; came in a car, sir.”

“0Oh1”

“Car still here?" asked Peele.

1 n gorn an hour, sir,”

& Oh!l)

And the exasperated nine trudged
on to the School House, with feelings
that could not have been expressec
n words.

3

Thoe Gth Chaptar.
Bagging Bagge!

Jimmy Silver & Co. came in from
their ramble as a tremendous car
snorted out of the gates of Rockwood
School. In the ear sat tho stout gen-
tleman in the white waistooat, lofty
and important.
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Tt only needed a glancoe at that
stout gentleman to see that ho was
what Reginald Muffin wonid have
called “rolling in it.” Ile was a
very cxpeusivelooking. gentleman
from top to tos, worth probably, as
Raby remarled, a couple of hundred
“auad 7 in what he stood up in.

The car was worth two thonsand
in all probability. It was very appa-
rent that in war-time munitions were
more profitable to the men who made
them than to the men who used
them.

*Looks a gond-nalured old eadger,
all the same,” Lovell observed, as
the Fistical Four stood aside for the
big car to pass. - “Lond as a big
drum, bul 1 dare say his heart's in
the right place, ihough perhaps his
features pren’t guite.”

“So he's « W1 said Jimmy Silver,
as the car whiriel away. “Ile's loft
voung Hopeful to the tender mercies
ui Rookwood.”

“Rovkwood's mevciez  will he
{ender cuongh to the leir of that
motor-car and that waistcoat.”

The juntors chuckled,

“Ile's auwmle lots  of  {riends
already 1" grinned Tovell.  “There's
that nabie avmy of martyrs wailing
for him at the station-—"

*1{a, hix. ha !

“ And there will ke plenty more to
teke care of him heve. I wonder
who will bag him for a pal?” eon-
tined Arthie Mdsavd Tovell reflee-
tiveiy, e will have his uses as a
pal.  Shall we vope him into ihe end
sludy and inuke him exuda pound
noles?7

“Well, & pound nole woulll comn
in handy tins afternoon,” remarked
Jinuny Silver. ¥ Never mind. Raw-
sor's askod us {o iea, and, as we're
next door Lo siony, we'd belier dvop
i on Ruweon.”

“ Right you ace!”

The Fistical Four walked into the
School 1Touse, whers they found o
wood  many  fellows  diseassing  ihe
newlv-arrived beiv of millions. Morn-
inglan came up 1o thew.

“8ecu him 1™ b asked.

“Whom " inguived Jimmy Silver
varclessiv.

“Tiaven's yor heard ? Where wore

aoi born®"  grinned  Mornington,
“Dan't voir kuow young Deresford-
Bages. the =on of Sic Shrapnel

Howitzer, or something of the sorl,
has wrrived?  Diudn’t you

melaty Talhors of the Iilih w
offerin’ two to one that 14 was teo big
to get through the gaies:  Millions
of monev—made 1n munitions. Lhe
ol gont was breathin® it He tipped
10 Junior Baggs before he went, and
whal da you think he tipped bim ™

“Weli, what ™

“Pwn teanars ! said Mornington.
“ Refare all the fellows—a couple of
tetmers! Quite  a littls  dramatic
soone, with o dozeu chaps lookin' ou!
1Mow dess thal strike you ™

Jimw, Sitver Jaughed.

“AWell,. il the poor man is lappy
witly hiz fenners, Jot him be happy.”
ne said  nudulgently.  “Perhaps he
Iaan't abwass hyd fenneea”™

“That's jolly certain. Ii's pretty

- 1ie's with Bootles now.

OUR SPECIAL FOOTBALL ARTICLE.

well known that ho was poor before
the war,” said Mornington. “He
hasn't even yot Jearned to take care
of his finger-taails, and lhe doesn’t
know that he onghin’t to put lis
thumbs in ihe armholes of his waist-
coub, Ile did it.”

“ A man may pat Lis thurabs in the
armholes of his waistcoat., and vet be
honest I said Jimmy Silver senten-
tiously:

“ Possibly,” yawned Morningtons
“Imt he is o merry old corker, an’ no
mistake. 'The Lkid ssems a bit beiter
- -not exactly a chip of the old block.
Clonroy saw
hitn comin® ant after soein’ the 1lead,
and le says the Head looked quite
pale. I supposa that old johnuy
conld buy up Reokwood lock, stock,
and  barrel” svithout wissin' _ the
money. 1 eall 6 rotien! Tf a
bounder must ruske a fortune out of
mmnitions, he needu’t send his son to
Roockweod on the strength of .7

Morny's ioue was » littls bitter)

“IWhy not join 1n the chorus and
bhag some of his superfluous cash?”
suggested Lovell. I dare say he's
been sent here fo get on friendly
icrms with some of the noba. You're

a noh, Aory.”
“Oh ' said Morny ungra-
ciously, % shall ent him, I know

that !
And he walked away, i
“Paor old Morny's gob his rag

ont ! murmured  Raby.,  * Every-
body don’t seem keeni on  voung
AMuniitons, after 21l I don't see

being down on ibe kid, bat for zood-
nexs sake lot's keep clear of him, or
we shall be hunped with Peein and
Singtle and that crowd.”

¥es, rather IV oagrecd Jimmy.

The Fistical Tour made their way
to the Tourth Form passage, not fail-
mg to ehserve as they went that
several follows svere hanging abouf
near Mr. Boolles’ ludy, with the
vvident objeey of fastening on to the
vouthful millioive when he came
ult.

The 6th Chapter.
Enier Beresiord-Brggs.

“Hallo, you fellows!” Tom Raw-
son called ont, a< the Fistical Fone
cama along to the lifth study. ~ Come
. e
“ Rightdin!™

There was toa in Rawson's studs,
Townsend and Tupham wers abzett:
they were just then siill on their
weary way bome from  Coombe,
Jimmy Silver & Co. were not sorry
that the nuts of the Fourth were 1ol
ihere. The table was spread, ‘amd
Rawson was making a mountain of
toust, Ikt was not often that Rawson
“stood 7 tea to anyone, haviey litile
in the way cf cash apart from his
scholarslip allowanve; but Tor ouce
he was in funds, and he had asked
ihe Fistica! Four, who were lhis best
friends in the Fourth.

Jinmy Silver & Co. Tent a hand,
and the five juniors soon sal: down to
tea i a cheery mood.  They chatted,
but not on the subject of Master
Beresford-Baggs, being probably the
only fellows in the Fourth who were

By JAMES CANTRELL,

The Popular Centre-forward of Tottenham Hotspar, the team
‘that is out for the Second Pivision Championskip.

As. no doubf, all my readers are
enthusiastic foilawers of the {ortunes
f the various big foatball clubs, there
v 1o necessity for mo to peint out
that, mv own dub—Totteriham Hot-
spur—has done preity well this
=pason.

Dou't be frightened. ithough. T am
not going to use up the space which
vour editor has vlaced ab my disposal
for the sheer purposo of blowing my
own trumpet, or my club’s. trumpet,
aither, for that matter. Af the same
1ie. however, perhaps if T tell as
plainly as possible some of the reasons
why Wwe are winning, you may find in
+hose reasons a few lessons which will
belp your side Lo success on the field.

In the first place, I wunt you to feel
asaured ibat some of our success, ab
wny rate, has been dun to tho fact
it we have tried to play the game
as it should be plaved. We bave
always made up our minds thut we
should heat the other fellows, of
eocurss, but we have never decided

that 1o beat them anyhow should be
a part of our policy.

Doubtful tactics have been kent ouk
of our play as far as humanly possi-
ble, and 1 am a firm bellever in the
ultimate sueenss of players who go on
the field determined to play the game
according {o the rules. In other
words, the policy of going for the
man and leaving the ball i3 much
more likely to bring {ailure 1ihan
SUCCess.

I don’t mean. to suggest that in our
games the referee bas never had o
whistle for a foul by a Tottenham
man. With the best intentions in the
world, tho energetic footballer will
overstep the strict letter of the law
occasionally. And sometiraes, too, 1t
is* not alwavs easy n;o Leep one’s
temper. .

8iill, as T said befare, T amn a be-
Jiaver in plaving the game, because.
to pnt the point on its lowest plane, T
am convineed that that is the best
way to win matches, :

not discussing that interesting voung
rentleman, As a matter of fact, in
discussiug the cricket prospects of the
coming season the Fistical Four for-
got all about the existence of Master
Baggs.

But they were destined to be re-
minded of him. Ten was half over
when there came 2 tap at the door of
the studv, and it opened.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth, preseoted himselfi 'The five
juniors rese respectinlly to their feet.
“w AWl T am sorey to interruptl”
said Mr. Bootles, blinking over his
glasses at the tea-table in his kind
v.. “You may come in, Baggs.”

*Yes, sir.”

Arthur Beresford-Baggs followed
tho Form-master in.  Apparently,
Mr. Bootles found the double-bar-
relled namo rather too cumbersome
for common use. At all events he
addressed the new junior simply as
“Baggs."” )

“Is not Townsend here?” inquired
Mr. Bootles.

“He's out, sir!” szid Rawson,

“And Topham——-7

“ Out with Towny, ¢ir.”

“Well, well, never mind!” said
AMr. Booiles. T have brought Baggs
hera to introduce him to his future
siudy-mates. You wiil- be his study-
maie. Hawson, as well as Townsend
and T'epham.”

“Yes, sir!” said Rawsen,

“Pages, this is Rawson of the
Fourth Form, who will be yonr study-
mate. 1Te will intreduce you later
to the oibers. 1 hope yom wili be
vary romfortable here, Baggs"

“Thank you, sir!”

Y-ilver D 5

“¥es, st szeid Jimmy Sibver.

“ As—Irm !—head boy in my Form
it would he an act of kiudness on your
part to-hwm!l-—give Baggs sny in-
formaiion e may requive, and any
aergistance in your power,” said Mr.
Bootles. =

“0h,  eoptuiniv.,  siv!” answered
Jimmy Silver, wovdering whether the
Bagugs' millions had noi been rquite
without their effect even upon Mr.
Booiles. .

“ 1 will now leave you io your new
Forni-fellows, Baggs”

“Yes, sir.”

And Mr. Bootles rebired from the

study, leaving the new junior with
the Fistical Four and Rawson. There

was rather avu awkward silence. Raw-
son had heard all about the new hoy,
but was not much irterested in him,
and 25 ils poorest fellow in the Form
he was conscions ithat teo much
civility on lis part was likely 1o be
miscoustrued.  Jiamy Silver gave
bis elhums a rvather comuieal look.
They had determived to keep clear
of the heir of wmillions, in order to
avoid misvonstruzction, and here he
was Jande:d on them at the very begin-
ning ! 'They certainly conld vot leave
the stndy with their iea unfinished to
avoid him.

Masior Baggs had coloured a litile.
and he looked rather shy, as any fel-
low might have looked in the cir-
cumstances. Il was np to Rawson 1o

Talking aboui ihe referes's whistle
reminds me of another lesson which
we have learnt, and. as it happened,
the learning of it cost us a point. Vhe
lesson i3 this: Alwavs play to the
whistla,

let me tell you of the ineident I
have in mwind, and my poini will then
be made clear. In a match in which
we played a few weeks ago, one of
our opponents vather palpably han-
dled the bali. Our defenders, confi-
dent that the referee’s whistle would
eo, stopped playing; but, as it hap-
pened, the official in charge of ihe
game did not see tho incident, so the
player who had handled was allowed
to go on.

And he had aclualiy scored a goal
before our feliows, who had stopped
playing, could get into a position to
prevent him from doing so. That
goal cost our side a point.

80, I say to my young readers,
don’t stop playing on the assumption
that, tho referes’s whistle will be
blown. for an infringement of the
rules. Keep on. If the whistle goes
no harm will be done. 1 the whisile
Joes not go, then you will not have
let your side down by stopping and
waiting for it.

I cxpect you have been told more
than once that the half-back line is
the real heart of a {ootball team, and
that nnless the heart is veally good
the other parts won't work well.

Never has that ifootball truism
been better illustrated than in the
success of the Totlenbam' Ilotspur
side this seazon. Malch after match
have our half-backs dominated the
exchanges. stopping the forwards of
the other tear {rom settling down to
attack, und helping their own for-
wards jo gel goals,

make him welcame, as it was Raw-
son’s study, and aiter an awkward
ﬂmmenb the seholprship junicr did his
uty. £

“Here you are, kid!” he said, puil-
ing along a ehair for Beresford-Baggs.
“Bit down! You haven’t had your
tea, I suppt’)f,e?”

N-n-no.

“Then you're just in time!” said
Rawsen cheerily. ““Shove the kstile
on egain, Lovell, will you? Where's
that toasting-fork?”

The supplies of tea and toast were
renewed, and under their genial in-
fluence the new junior looked rather
more happy and comfortable. The
Fistical Four felt that it was up to
them to talk, so they talked.

“How do you like Rookwood?”
said Lovell genially.

“1 haven't seen mnch of it so far,”
answered Beresford-Baggs. “I like
it, though. Jolly old place.”

“Been to school before?” asked
Raby.

“No; I've had a tutor,”

“That's rather jollsy,”™ remarked
Lovell: noi that he thought it was
specially jolly, but for the sake of
politeness. .

“Y had a Grst-class man”  <aid
Masier Baggs.  “Cambridge M.A.
Father paid him a whopping salavy.”

“0Oht™

“Aht”

“Ilem!”

Beresford-Bages secemed a Tiktie
puzzled by those  non-comraiital
ejaculations, and he turned his al-
tenbion chielly fo the tea and toasl.
By the thae iea was interrupted,
Tovell, as he vemarked afterwavds,
bad noted thal Master Bages had
made precisely fifieen refevences to
money. Apparently. Lovell wag keep-
ing count. Possibly Master Doggs
would have made some more reier-
enices to the immportant topic, but the
interruption came.

There was # tramp of feet in the
Fourth Form passage, a thump at the
danor, and it was throwa open. Quite
o little dusty army erowded the door-
way. Smythe & Co. of the Shell,
Peels and Gower and Lattrey, Town-
send and Topbam, and Tubby Mui-
fin, all arrived together. .

They had come home st last. and
they learmed that the wvalzed row
juntor was in Study No. 5. To
Study No. 5, therelore, they inarched,
tired as they were. ‘Chey were not
too tired io make the acquaintanes
of 2 millionatre. Towny und Toppy
were smiling.  Fortune had played
into their hands: withoui effort on
their own paert the new janior was
landed in their study as an inmate.

“Here he is!” gasped Tubby Muf-
Euln. “T say, Beresford-Bagys, old
hap—-""

“raod-evenin®, kid!" said  Adol-
phus Smythe.

“(Glad to meet you ! said DPoels.

And they erowded in.

Jimmy Silver & Clo. rose. “Vea was
over, and evidenily their presence
was no longer tenuired foriihe en-
tertainment of the new fellew. Thas
conld be Jeft in abler hands.

In a way, loo, we have been fnrtu-
nute in regard to these huli-bicks,
hecause they have maunaged ta escape
injury to such an extent thii it has
not been necessary 1o, make much
change in the composition of the
middle trio. In faci, at the fime of
writing, T think our recognised half-
back ling has only missed aboud five

JIMMY CANTRELL,
T '

The famous player who is the
author of the accompanying
article.

|

malches all told, and one of our men
has played in every game un to date.

In other departments of the field
wo have not been quite so lucky ; but,
as I said, so long as your half-backs
are all right, and in capital form, the
rest of the team wmust do well,

Primarily, in the half-back line vou
want workers, aud our three have
been of the never-tired sort. More-
over, they have tried ax far as possible

.

“Well, =0 long, Rawson, old chap!”
said Jimmy Silver. *“See you again
sometime, Baggs.”

And the Fistical Four departed.

Rawson stared at the crowd of in-
vaders.

“What tho thump do all you fel-
lows want in herc?"” he demanded.

Smytho & Co. eyed him scornfully.
They cerlainly did not wani Raw-
son’s company, but they wantml that
of Beresford-Baggs very much in-
deed.

But for once Townsend and Top-
ham, whe were generally at variance
with their sludy-mate, were in full
agreement with him.  They were
anxious to see the last of their rivals,

“Get out of ihis, Muffin!” snapped
Townsend.

“Look here, Towny—"

“Travel 17

“Look here, if you think you're
going to keep him to yourself—-"
bawled Tubby Muffin in great indig-
nation. “Yow-ow-ow! Xeep oft,
you beast!”

Beresford-Baggs looked on in great
astonishment as Beginald Muffin de-
parted suddeunly, with the assistance
of Townsend’s elegant boot.

“SBo yon're the new chap, kid:”
said Townsand, with great geniality.
“Bean having tea? "My dear chap,
we're going to stand you somothin’
betier than that.  Sit down, dear
bow.” !

“You're very kind,” said Lhe new
jnnior, with @ stare.

“Not oat all! Jolly glad to have
vou in our stndy! T Townsend-—
this ehap is Tophamn. Smythe, do yon
want anyithin®  Dere?”  confinned
Townserd in the most pointed way.

Adolphus Swmxthe gave nosniff, and
wallied out with Howard and 'Uracy.
s designe on ke new hoy, wi
ever they were, had 1o be pestponed.
Pecle and Gower and Tatirey Tooked
vather surly, but  ihey felt thas

Tawny and Toppy had the 2poer hand-

in their own quarters, and after some
hesitabtion they followed Smythe &
Ca. Never had Towny and Toppy
been so glad to see their backs, And
ta add Lo their satisfaction Toem Raw-
son quitted the study. Thera was a
scarnful expression on his {ace as be
wens: but Towny and Toppy did
ot wind that. They bad eves only
for the new junior, whom they had
bagezed against all mvals,

When  nexic Arthur Beresford-
Baggs was seen by Rookwood he was
walking between Townsend and Top-
ban, who bad linked arms Wwith him
on eithey side.  And it was quite a
srivmphal march,

Whaiever the friendship of his new
friends might be worth, the heir of
ihe munition millionaire secmed to
‘have fallen into clover.  Hao looked
very merry and bright. Ilis froubles
at Rookwuod had not beguu yei. Bub
they were woing to begin.

TIUE END. s

{Dan't miss nert Monday's stirving <tory
nf the new boy at Rookwood, #nititled:
CMORNINGTON'S ENEMY ! DBy OWE)
CONQUEST. Order your Boxs' TRIEND in
adrance.)

o L e o]

to keep the ball well down in passing
to the forwards, and {football is i
game which ought to bo played on
the ground.
CTaking it aif {hrough. our forward
Hine i on the small stde, sn what
chance should we have if .our half-
backs continually fad ns with:the bail
high in the air? Such tactics simply
mean that the opposing defenders get
the ball practically every fime.
Again, it is very diffcult {or
forwards to got the ball wnder control
when it comes to them ibrongh ihe
air. Eenep it low, should bo the
wotto of the hdlf-hacks of any feam
which hopes to he suceessinl, T they
do that, and, in addition, are hard
workers and good tacklers, then‘vic-
tories are likely to De more cuthmon
than defeats. i
Another voint.  Ths gond of the
side as a wholo must be the tiest con-
sidetabion of every plaver in the
teamn if sucenss 15 to be expected. A
football eleven should not e a thing
of upits. Tt should be a enwbination
in which every man Jack 35 pre-
pared 1o sink all selfish feelings, and
play all the time so that victory may
coms to his team. T
If during an attack {here is a
player in your forward line in =
betior position to score than you are
vourself, pass the ball to that player.
Possibly he will get the applause, and
your own unselfishness may bo over-
locked by the crowd. But den't
worry about that. The foothaller
who plays for the applause of the
crowd 1sn't likely to be of much use
to the side.

gy Hntt
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Tne 18t Chapter,
A Surprise for Frank Richards.

“That's a tough-looking galoot!”

Bob Lawless made the remark as he
rode away from the gates of Cedar
Creek School, with his chums Frank
Richards and Vere Beanclere.

The homeward way of the Cedar
Creek chums lay through the timber;
and as they entered on the trail under
the trees, the schoolboys caught sight
of the stranger.

He was sitling his horse motionless
by the side of the trail, his "guze
direcled towards the backwoods
school. He seemed to be waiting for
somegne or something; though why
he should be waiting outside their
school was rather a ‘puzzle to the
c¢hums. %

There. was no doubt that, as Bob
remarked, he lovked **tough.”

He was dressed in buckskin, very
much the worse for wear, and the
Stetson hat on his head was little
more than o rag. His face was dark
and lowering, the mouth and chin
hidden by a long beard, the jaw
sguare, the eyes deep-sunken and
glittering. He did not look the kind
of ““galoot ” that anyone would wish
to meet ulone on a dark trail.

As the three schoolboys rode by, the
man .in buckskin glanced at them
searchmgly, :

e held up his hand suddenly, as a
signal for them o stop; and, secing
that he wished to speak, ¥rank
Richards & Co. drew rein.

“You're from the school?”
uskoed abruptly.

*Just out,” answered Bob Lawless,
“ Stranger in these parts, hey?”

“1 guess so,”

“Well, if there’s anything we can
o for you, you've only gob to give
it a mname,” said Bob cheerily.
I'nugh-looking as the stranger cer-
tainly was, the Canadian schoolboy
was ready to oblige, .

“I'm looking for a young galaot,
uinme of Richards,” said the man in
bmckskin.

“Frank ‘Richards?” asked the
owner of that name, with a smile,

7T guess s0.”

“That’s my name."

The man in buckskin looked long
aid hard at Fronk, The latter met
his gaze with a smiling face. wonder.
}rgg what the stranger wanted with
dim.

“I guess I'll vide with you & way,”
zaid the stranger abruptly. “You're
guin’-thr;?ugh the timber?”

“Vaos

he

“ That'a' my way, tno.”

The man in buckskin turned his
horse inta the trail.

Somewhat astonished, the chums of
Cedar Creek rede in, in company wilh
their gurious companiou.

‘They exchanged u glance us they
startod.

Between Cvdar Creck School and
the Lawless Hanch there was a long
ride, and it was loncly in the timber;
and the early Conadian dusk was
already falling. And the long-bearded
stranger was {he least desirable-
luoking of companions an a lonely
ride. ~ But there were three sturdy
schoollioys together, and they were
ot afraid. 1f the siranger's object
wus. robbery, they had liltle to lose
vpart from their borses; and they
were quite assured of their ability to
take carc of themselves and their
steeds. DBut they were very much on
their guard as they rode deeper into
ihe shadows of the timber.

The man in huckskin kept pace with
ihein in silence.  Once or twice his
waze wandered to Frank Richards,
but he did not speak. 1t was Frank
who broke ihe silence at last, as the
J'idg&[rs drew near to the fork in the
trail. y

“You seem to know my name.”

“Sure!”

“I don’t think I’ve cver seen you
before.”

“7 guess not.”

“Then how do you know me?"”

“Only your name, I guess.”

“You're jolly mysterious,” spid
¥rank, puzzled. “Have you any kind
of ‘PI{sine,?s with me?”

i Weli, go ahead and get it off your

y
i@’ Complete Sto

BRONZE BILL'S
BONANZA!

A Grand, Long,
ty of Frank Richards & Co.,

' of Cedar Creek Schocl.
* By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

chost,” said Frank Richards. “I'm
blessed if I understand you! liow
do you know my name if you don’t
know me?”

“Hold on hyer, and I'guess I’ll
explain.”

The riders were a good mile from
Cedar Creek by this time. The man
in buckskin pulled in his horse, and
the schoolboys followed his example.
They gave him plenty of roomn; koep-
ing together in caso of any sign of
hostifity. The man perplexed them
utterly.

“]1 guess I've had a pow-wow with
one of your schoolfellows,” explained
the stranger. “ A little fat cuss——"

“Chunky Todgers, I suppose,”
said I'rank.

‘T dessay: I don’t know his name.
But I reckoned he was a galoot to
chinwag. from his Jooks, and.d had a
jaw with him. He tald me about

ou.”

“My hat! What was there to
tell?”

“You've got the pouch.”

“ What?”

“T guess you're my anlelope,” said
the man in buckskin, ‘* Listen to me.
Nigh on a month ago, 'a man galloped
past your school fence, and threw a
buclskin pouch over.  Tsn't that s0?”

“That’s s0,” assented Frank.

1 guess T was that galoot.™

“Oh!" exclaimed Frank Richards.

“You didn't ee who it was; and I
guess L was in too big a burry Lo stop.

The buckskin pouch, with the gold
nugget and the man 1t contained, was
locked up in safety at the ranch.
Frank bhad wondered whether the
owner would eover reclaim it, and
whether he could regard it as his if
the owner did not appear. Now, it
scemed, he had appeared un-
expectedly.

“You've got it, I recken,” con-
tinued the long-bearded pilgrim, his
sharp eyes f{astencd on Frank
Richards’ face. “I reckoned some-
body would have picked it up, and
when I got away from the greasers, I
came back hyer to look for it. That
fat littlo cuss told mo the hall story.
His pard T'rank Richards had it, and
I guess I'vo been waiting to sec you.
You'll hand over that pouch to me.”

Frank coloured a little.

The man’s tone was surly and
threatening, and the schoolboy did
not intend to be bullied.

“If the pouch is yours, you can
have it,” he answered quistly. *“Pve
no wish to keep it if it’s yours. But
it has been claimed before g

The man i buckskin started.

“Who claimed it?"

“Carlos Cabrera, the Californian.
T did not give it up; I knew that he

.was not the owner,”

“Good! But T guess vou’ll hand
it to me: I guess P’m the owner—
Bronze Bill, that's me.”

Frank reflected.

“You'd hetter come on

to the

L his  wrist and exclaiming, Frank

grasped the weapon that had fallen
into the grass.

In a moment his finger was on the
trigger, and the barrel was levelled
at the horsemaun. :

“Go casy!” said Frank coolly.

The man in buckskin glared down
ab him savagely.

“Good old Franky!™ grinned Bob
Lawless. “I guess you'd better draw
in your horns, Mister Bronze Bill I

The man muttered an oath.

“Put that down!” he muttered.

“Rats!"” answered Frank Richards
cheerfully. * You're safer with a six-
shooter looking you in tho eye, I
think.”

“1 guess so!” chuckled Bob.
e

“If the wh is yours, yott can
have it,” 5‘5)31‘ ¥rank. “I couldn't
give it to you now, anyhow, as it's at
home.
with me and see my uncle.”

“1 guess there’s no time to waste.”
Bronze Bill cast a glance round him
into the deepening dusk of the wood.
“Do you reckon Cabrera doesn't
know I've bhustled back here? He
gob out of me what I'd done with
the ma o

“You told him?”

“] guess any galoot would’ have
told him, with a rope twisted round
his neck till he speke!” growled
Bronze Bill.

“Oh 1 said Frank.

“I guess I've got to have that
map. It's mine,” said the ruffian
surlily. “Xeep that shooter away,
you yvoung fool ! It might go off: 5

“It will go off if you try to play
any tricks!” answered Frank Rich-
ards coolly. *“It seems to me thué
vou're not much ketter than Cabrera,
whether the map is sours or not.”

The man started.

“You've scen the map?”’

* The pouch was opencd in the pre-
sence of the sheriff of Thompson,”
explained Frank. “I1 haven't looked
at the mwap, though. I thouzht T
hadn’t a right to, unless the owner
failed to claim il."

The mern lacked at him hard and

distrustfully. Evidently ho was not

3

THE CLAIMANT!

housea.

Mr. Lawless met Frank Richards and Bob as they disrmounted outside the ranch-
His look at the bearded atranger was rather grim.
my man !’ he said. ‘I guess I'm hyer for my property,’’ said the bearded pilgrim. doggedly.

pouch——~" ("I the pouch is yours, you shall have it,’”’ answered Mr. Lawless curtiy.

“ You can come in,
“ That

Cavlos Cabrera and his greasers wero
arter me.  They shot my horse on the
trasl and roped me in, hut they didn't
find the map. That was slung over
the school wall, and they never knew
it.  They got me!” The man in
buckskin set his tecth. and the laok
that came over his stubhly face was
not pleasant to see.  “They roped me
in, and I was tuken away on Carlos
Cabrera’s hioss—a prisoner! I've had
a bad time sinee, with the greasers
trying to get out of me where the
mine was. But they didn’t geg much.
They’ll never lay their hands on my
bonanza !

Frank Richards lnoked at the long-
bearded man with interest, as did his
chums.

1t was several weeks since the buck-
skin poneh had been tossed over the
school fence by the unseen fugitive
who had fled with the gang of
greasers on his track. But t}l;e chums
of ‘Cedar Creck had not forgotten.

ranch and see my uncle, Mr.
Lawless,” he said. “I'll leave it to
him to decide.”

A very ugly look came over the
bearded man’s face, and he shook his
head.

“I guess not!” he cexclaimed.
“You'll hand over that pouch at once,
and if not-~—-"

His hand flew to his belt.

But the chums of Cedar Creek were
on” their gnard. As Dronze Bill’s
hand came up, with a revelver iu it,
Bob Lawless lashed out with his
riding-whip. The man in buckskin
utterad a sharp ery as he canght the
Ipsh upon his wrist, and the revolver
went spinning into the trail.

The 2nd Chapter.
The Claimant ! :
Frank Richards sprang from his

orsc. ) -
- While the ruffian was still clutching

accustomed to dealing wilh ** galoots ™
who possessed a {ine sense of honour.

“You take your oath on that?” he
asked.

Frank's lips curled.

“Certainly not! I give you my
word, if you like.”

“1 guess it's ail -one. TIf vou've
seen ib, you've seen ib!“ =aid the
man in buckskin savagely. “Bot T
reckon it wouldn't mean much to
vou—a schoolboy. I guess vou don't
as much as know where Mount
Shasta js!”

“ Blessed if I do!” said Frank, with
a smile. “I's not in Canada, or we

should have bhad it in our school
goography.”

“1t’s in Californis,” said Vere.
Beauclere.

“Is that where you come from,
Mister Bronze Bill?" inquired Bob
Lawless.

“Sure! And that's the map of mx
bonanza in Coflin Canyon, and 1 guess

- timber again uncasily.

You can come on to the ranch:

there will be trouble if it isn't handed
over to me.” Bronze Bill glanced
round at the dusky shades of the
“T guees I've
got to hustle, or Carlos Cubrera wili
be ahead of me.”

“You  necdn't bhe  afraid’ of
Cabrera,” said Bob. “Ile won’t dare
to come back into ihis suction. The
sheriff is locking for him.”

“1 guess there’s little that scarred
demon wouldn’t dare, when he's on
the track of a %onnma“’ answered
Bronze Bill. ‘1 shouldn't be sur-
prised if he was moseying in this
timbor at this very minute—mayhe
watching ns behind  one of them
trecs,”

“T guess nol I sakd Bob, laughing.
- “You don’t know him ! Leok hver,
if the pouch is at the ranel, b reckon
I'll come with you.”

*Como on, then,
said Frank.

“*(Give me my shooter !

“Na fear!” answered Frank Rich.
ards promptly. “I'll give you that
when [ say good bye to you—not
before.”

“Look hyer—-"

“UNulf said!  Afe you coming ?”

Tho man nodded ‘a surly assent.
Frank Richards remounted his horse,
still keeping the six-shooter in his
hand. Ho certainly Jid not mean to
trust that deadly weapot into the
ruflian’s hands again until he had
finished with him.

The horses’ hoofs clattered on to
the trail again,

At the fork in the trail Vere Beau-
clerc waved good-byo to his chums,
and rode away to hiz father’s cabin
on thoe creck.  Trank Richards and
Bob kept on to the plain with tiie man
i buckskin,

Bronzoe Bill did not utter a word
durmg the ride to the ranch. Ilis
eyea wandered about him restlessly
on the open plain after the timber
was left behiud.

Eilly Cook, the foveman- of the
ranch, met the riders on the trail near
the ranch-house.  llo glanced very
cwriously ot  the tough - locking
stranger, and still more curiously at
tho revelver wvisible in  Frank
Richards’ hand. The man in buck-
skin called to him:

“Bay, have vou seen any greasers
on the prairie to-day "

Billy Cook lonked a¢ him.

*1 gness so!” he answered.

A deep shade of anxieby came over
tuo man's faee, w o

= A greaser wilh a scar?” lic asked.

“Nope—just o greaser. o asked
ma if d seen any strangers on the
trail,” answered the foreman.

“One of the gung. I guess.” Brotze
Bill swept the darkening plain witi
uneasy eyes, ' Lel’s geb on. 1 guess
I don’t want to stop a bullet hyer!™

“This way ! answercd Bob Law-
less.

They rodn on to the ranch.

Mr. Lawless met them as they dis-
mountedd ondside the ranch-house, 11
louk at the bearded sbrangor was
rather grim. :

“Who is this, Bob " he asked.

Bob Lawless expluined,

The rancher seanned the man in
buckskin, and evidently was not

and no tricks!”

t favourably impressed with his looks.

“You can come in, my man.'’ Tl
saul. “VYon nay give me that re-
volver for the present. IFrank.”

“I guess Pin hyer {or my pro-
porty ! suid  the long-bearded pil-
grim <ogaedly. * That pouct-—"

“If the poneli is yoprg, yeu shall
have it angwersd Mr.  Lawless
curtly.  “But none of wvour hull.
dozing tvicks Lere. my man! Yoo
are not in the Californian  sierrn
now,”?

Brouee  Bill  grunted,
mounted from his hovse,

Hao trawped into the vaich-house
t\'itl; Mr. i,lawiv:-“s ;uiﬂ'ﬁi‘:"fnn ullut
nephew, amnd sank sidlogdas quio the
w—\.ﬂ that wus offered f!’it‘;?kl?:“i"'l

*RBring  the pouch = down
Frank,” said the roncher.

Y Yeor, nncie.”

Frank Richards ran up the s
to his room, and in.a ol
minntes returnod with the bockskin
pouch i lis hand.  Tronze Bill's
eyes glittered at the sight of it, and
he stretehed out his hamd.  But Mr.
Lawless took the pouch from  his
nephew,

“ I guess that’s mine
ruftin. :

“Very likely !t
you  may  have
runcher quictly.

and di--

here,

5

grimled tho

And in that case
it.” returned the
“ Bt some proof i3
needed. The pouch has been cluiimed
before. Neither of you bays, 1 think,
saw the man who tossed it over the
school wall?”

**No, uncle,” answeres! Frank.
“But Chunky saw him pass, ard he
told ns the man had a long beard.”

“8o far, so good,” he said.  *“Pro-
bably this i the man; but we ecan-
not. part lightly with property that
may belovy to sumeone else. You



-2

94

“Published
Every Monday

THE RBOYS’ FRIEND

Price

Three Haltpercm

27/3/20

know what is in this pouch, Bronze
Bill, if it is yours ?”

“A mup and a nugget,” said the
ruffian.  “ A six-ounce nugget, and a
map drawn on buckskin.”

£ t s trme.”  The rancher
paused. “1 guess this is the right
man, Frank. Are vou willing to hand
over the pouch?”

“Cerfainly, wncle, if you think I
should.”

“1 think so.”

“Let him have if, thou!”

The rancher threw the pouch upon
the table. Bronze Bill made an eager
cluteh at it. as if scarcely believing
in his good luck, und eager to secure
ibe prize befor the rancher could
change his mind.

He jammed it into an inside pocket
of his buckskin shirt, and rosec to his
feat. i

“I guess I'm obliged!"” he said, as
if fecling that some acknowledgment
was called for, in spite of his surliness.

“There is nothing to thank us for,”
said the rancher. ““Tho property is
yours, and it is handed over to you.
Whether you cume by it honestly in
the first place, I do not know—I think
it doubtful. But that is not my affair.
Here is your poucl, and here is your
pistol.”

Bronze Bill started a little, but the
rancher’s words scemed to veassure
him. HMe strode fowards the door.

“You seem to have ridden long and
hard,” said My, Lawless. You are
welcome to stay for food and drink
before you go.”

“T guess Ull git!” was Bronze Bill’s
reply.

** Ag you choosc.”

Bronze Bill strode out of the ranch-
house, to where his horse stood
waiting.

He swung himself into the siddle;
and Frank Richards and Bob stood in
the doorwas, watching him as he rode
away into the gloom. Night had quite
fallen now, and the stars were coming
out in the shky.

The dusk swallowed up the man in
buckskin.

*There goes the merry map,” said
Frank, “and wo haven’t even bad a
look at it, after all!l I wonder—7"

He was suddenly interruptoed.

Crack!

Sharp and clear throught the quiet
ovening rang the report of a pistol.

*The 3rd Chapter.
A Tragedy of the Night.
Crack !
-Crack-ack-ack! . )
_Bhot foliowed shot in quick sncees-

gion,

“(300d heavens!” panted Frank.

“The greasers!” muttered Bob
Lawless. “Carlos Carbrera was on his
trail, after all!”

Crack, crack!

Mr. Lawless camo striding out of
‘tha house.

& what”"‘"’“’"”

Crack, crack!

. From the distant darkness there was
1 thunder . of hoofs.

The little group in the ranch-house
Joorway strained their eyes info the
gloom : bui they could sec pothing.

“My horse, Billy Cook!” shouted
the rancher. * Bob, bring me my
rifle—sharp!”

*Yes, dad.”

Bob durted into the ranch-house.

Crack!

It was the last shot from the night.

Thud, thud, thud!

The thunder of horses” hoofs was
drawing nearer, Dob ran oubf with
the rifie, snd Mr. Lawless grasped it.
Billy Cook, in the porch, drew a big
Navy revolver from his hip-pocket.
What was happening out there in
the durkness they hardly dared to
think; but it was evident that the
quiet, stars bad looked down on a
tragedy. Bronze DBill, once more in
possession .. of- the map of the
“bonanza,” had ridden away from the
Lawless ranch into the jaws of denger.
On the darkened prairie the greasers
had been waitivg and watching.

Thud, thud, thud!

“He's. coming back!™

Into the starlight loomed up a
t.hlmdering horseman. It was Bronze
Bill, leaning forward in his saddle
and clutching the mape of his horse.
His stubbly face was deadly white,
and there was a splash of erimson
across one rough chicek. His revolver
was grasped in a nerveless hand that
swung feebly at his side.

Thud, thud! Clatter!

The frightened horse dashed right
up to the ranch-house door, the rider
swaying in the saddle.

Frapk Richards and Bob sprang to
his aid, just as he rolled helplessly
from the horse’s bacl.

They caught the falling form, and
lowered it gently to the ground, the
frightened horso backing away and
whinnying.

Thud, thud, thud!

Hoofbeats rang from thc darkened

.prairie, and Mr. Lawless lifted his

rifie, with a grim Iook on his bronzed
face. Two horsemen came galloping
up, and they reined in their steeds
within six feet of the rancher.

HCabrera!” exclaimed Frank
Richards, as he caught a glimpse of a
swarbhy, scarred face.

“Halt!” rang out the rancher's
voice sharply.

The two Californians, revolver in
hand, stared down at him from their
panting horses.

“Carambo! e is here! Wo want
thai—""

“Hands up!” said the rancher
steruly., )
Carlos Cabrera laughed savagely,

and his revolver came up to a level
with ihe rancher’s head.

(Craclk !

The rifle spoke first, and the Cali-
fornian's arm dropped to his side, a
{pud ery breaking from Cabrera’s
ips.

Hig cotnpanion wheeled his horse,
and dashed away into the darkness, as
Billy Cook’s revolver began to ring.

In an instaut he had disappeared.

Cabrera’s horse was rearing wildly,
and the scarred man’s right arm hung
useless. He gripped the reins with his
left, and whee]lecl round the startled
animal.

In a second more he had dashed
away after his comrade, and the night
had swallowed him up.

“Billy Cook!” rapped out the
rancher.

“Hyer, boss!™ Y

“(all out the cattiemen, and search
the prairic for those scoundrels.
Shoot if they resist!”

“You bet, boss!” answered Billy
Cook terselv. .

The rancher turned into the poreh,
where Frunk and Bob were support-
ing the fallon mun. Bronze Bill had
not spoken, Only a deep groan
escaped him from time fo time.

It was evident that the long-
bearded man was hard hit.
The rancher looked ' dawn upon

him with a grave face, aud then knelt
by bhis side.
Frank and Bob watched
anxiously, almost breathless.
“Thrice wounded!” muttored the
rancher.  ““He has not ten minutes
to live !

him

“(rood heavens!” muttefed Frank. -

Ruffiun the man weas, there was no
doubt of that; probably no better
thau, the swarthy ruffians who- had
shot him down. But the hearts of the
schoolboys were heavy as they looked
at him. :

“Carry him in,” added Mr. Law-
less.

The rancher and the twa schoolboys
between them carried the bulky form
into the house, and it was laid upon
a4 couch.

Frank and Bob stood silent, while
Mr. Lawless did .what he could for
the wounded man. But there was
little he could do.

Bronze Bill's eyes were closed; but
they opened at last in the lamplight,
and ke cast a wild glance round lum.

He made an effort to rise, but it
was in vain. As by some invisible
leaden hand, he was pinned to the
conch upon which he Iay. And he
understood. .

“1 gness I'm a gone coon!” he mut-
tered, in a’ whisper that they had to
bend their heads to heur, .

“1 fear so, my poor fellow,” said
Me. Lawless quietly. ““Is there any-
thing we ecan do for you?”

“Give me drink!”

Frank Richards brought a glass of
water. The Jong-bearded man drank,
and lay quiet for some minutes.
Mrs. Lawless appeared in the door-
way, but the rancher waved her away.
It was no sight for her eyes.

Only the tick of the clock broke the
stillness in the room. Out on the
prairic there was a faint, distant echo
of hoofbeats.

The wounded man spoke again at
last in a whisper. !

“They got me.

I reckoned that
they was on the trail. Carlos Cabrera
wouldn’t let up, I guess. They got
me. I guess 1t's what I've earned.
And now I'm goin'.”

Silence.

Bronze Bill made a feeble mave-
ment with his hand. The rancher
bent. over him.

“What is it you want?’ he asked
softly.

" The pouch—the pouch!”

Mr., Lawless felt 1in the buckskin
shirt, and drew the pouch from the
inner pocket. There was blood on
it as Le drew it forth, and he shud-
dered = little.

“Qpen it!” whispered Bronze Bill.

The rancher opened the buckskin
pouch.

“The map!”

3 Lawless took out the map,
and placed it in the dying man's
hand. And then for some minutes
there was silence, till the voice of the
Califorpian miner broke it,

" —the

The 4th Chapter.
The Qreed of Qold !

“They got me!” Bronze Bill was
muttering feverishly. “They got
me! But they haven’t got the map,
and without the map, Carlos Cabrera
won’t find the bonanza on Cinnamon
River.”

His wild, staring eyes wandered
round the room again. He made a
sign of the head, feebly, in the dirce-
tion of Frank Richards. The school-
boy stepped guietly forward.

“You want me?"” he asked

“1 guess so. Take it.”

“The map?”’

“Bura! I guess I give it to you.”

gently,

Frank Richards took the buckskin

map from the feeble hand,

“You want mc to have it?” he
asked.

“Y reckon.”

“1 will keep it then,” said Frank.

“Keep it—keep it from Carlos
Cabrers,” muttered Bronze Bill in a
voice barely audible. “I tell you
there’s pilés of gold-—heaps of it—in
the arroyo on the Cinnamon River,
That’s what the greasers were after
bonanza. You've geen the
nugget-—you’ve seen it—"

“Yes, yes!”

“That was a specimen—jest a speci-
men. I tell you there’s heaps of it,
and Jose Juarez’ skeleton atop of it,

in the arroyo. 1 guess——"
The. voice trailed off.
“Youwll keep it from Carlos

Cabrera 77

“Yes, yes,” muttered Frank.

“He's no right to it—no m8re right
than I had,” muttered Bronze Bill.
“He was after Juarez and his
bonanza, same as L was. I found him
—found him in the arroyo, digging
gold—found him there, and shot him
down., Uabrers was miles away
then.”

Frank shuddered.

1t was a confession of crime that
was falling in muttered accents from
the lips ot the long-bearded ruffian.

What terrible tragedy hud heen
enacted in the gloomy recesses of the
Californian sterra—what dark episode
in the long, dark tale of greed for
gold ¥

Bronze Bill's sunken eyes were fixed
on the schoolboy’s face, but he seemed
scarcely to see him,

“1 ghot him down, at the mipe,”
he muttered. *Cabrera would have
done it—but T was fiest. 1 guess
vou'll find Juarez’ skeleton on top
of the honanza. Then 1 drawed the
map, for I dared not stay. I reckoned
that the greasers was near, and they'd
have heard the shot. I reckoned T'd
have to light out instanter. I took
jest one nugget, for a specimen, and
hustled. T reckon I got clear; but
arterwards—-"

His voice failed again.

Frank Richards did not speak. He
was listening with a creepy sensation
of horror. Bob Lawless and his
father stood grimly silent.

“ Arterwards, I met them at Cinna-
mon Bar,” the fainting voice went
on. “I had the map—they knowed
1 had the map—but I conldn’t stake
out the claim, *cause why, I'd have
had to account for Juarcz being killed
there.  Cabrera reckoned he would
have it from me, but I lit out. I
reckoned I'd come up North and get
clear of them, and find some old
pardoers I knowed in the Thompson
valley—1 reckoned I'd find them.
I'd knowed them of old days in the
Red Dog saloon at Thompson. But
the greasers followed me, and hyer
in the Thompson valley they got me
agin. And now—"

His voico failed.

¥rank watched the white face as
the eyes closed heavily, and stepped
back. It seemed that the end had
come

But the wild, staring eyes opened
once more. :

“¥ou keep it away from Carlos
Cabrera,” muttered Bronze Bill.
“That greaser won't stick at much.
You lock it up, and later on—jyears to
come—when 1t's safe for you, you go
to the arroyo and find the bonanza.
I guess it’ll make you rich for life.
There ain’'t no owner—Juarez being
killed, and me a gone, coon. You
keep it—your keep it—so long as
Carlos Cabrera don’t lay his hands
on it.”

And that was the last word of
Bronze Bill. His eyes closed, never
to open again.

The 5th Chapter,
A Qiorious Prospect.
HTranky 7
It was a week later, and the chums
of Cedar Creek were riding home
from school in the golden glow of the
sunset:

1 alike,” said Frank Richards.

Frank Richards
grave.

The tragedy at the ranch had left
s deep impression upon the chums of
Cedar Creek, and it had noi faded

face was ‘very

yet. ;

Of Carlos Cabrera and his com-
panion nothing had been seen.

The sheriff’s men had hunted for
them far and wide, and all the way
down to the American border they
had bgen searched for by the
Canadian Mounted Police. But they
had made good their escape—though
without the map of the bonanza for
which they had stained their hands
with blood. .

They had beon tracked at last as far
as the border, and there all trace of
them was lost.

Carlos Cabrera had vanished, and
Frank Richards and his friends did
not expect-ever to see the scarred
Californian again.

The buckskin map remained in
Frank’s hands—his own proverty now.
. The dying “bulldozer * had given
it to him, doubtless, chieflv with the
desire to keep it from his rival in the
quest of gold. But for some days
Frank hardly cared to look at it.

But it had at length been examined
by the chums, and by Mr. Lawless;
and it was interesting enough. If the
map told true, there was a valuable
bonanza lying unclaimed, wnknown,
in the depths of the sierra, under the
chndow of michty Mount Shasta, in
Northern California—a bonanza for
which two men had already died.

“Frayky,” Dob Lawless was
speaking quietly, as the three school-
boys trotted under the sunset, “I
guess I've been thinking-—-"

“So have I, Bob,” suid Frank, with
a faint smile.

“And L” said Beauclerc.

“On the .same subject, I guess,”
said Bob Lawless.

“About  the bonanza?”  asked
Frank. L

“Bure.”

*And you think——"

“I guess that bonanza will be found
and slaked out sooner or later,” eaid
Bob Lawless. ““And if it’s going to

‘be found, Kranky, why shouldn’t it

be found by us?”

Frank Richards nodded.

“ Just what I've been thinking,” he
said.

“*Aond L smiled Beauclere.

* Bronze Bill gave you the map,”
continued Bob. “I guess he hade't
mueh claim o the bonanza, Lut the
map was his, and he gave it. The
man who found it is dead. There's
no owner, and if we find it—"

i I{.;s!uurs i

“Well, yours, as the map is yours,”
ssid Bob, i

“No fear! If we find it, we shartf
“Al
three of us or none,”

“Well, that's fair play,” agreed
Bob. “Look here, why shouldn't we
go? You won’t be in Clanada always
—and now’s the time. If we can get
the popper to consent to our taking
a holiday ™

“Over the border ?” said Frank.

“Why not ?”

“It’s a good idea, but—-""

“The school holidays are coming
on soon,” said Bob argumentatively.
“We were reckoning to make an ex-
cursion somewhere. We were talking
about a run up into the Rockics for
the holidays. But I caleulate I'd
rather have a run down into Cali-
fornia—now.”

“But will unele agree—and your
father, Cherub?” -

“ Why shouldn’t they ?” satd Bob.
“We’'ll put it to them, anyhow.”

“No harm in that,” agreed I'rank.

“But—they may think there is
danger from Cabrera i

“I guess that greaser has vanished
for good.” said Bob. ‘““He’s not got
the man, and he don’t know where to
look for the mine. T reckon we can
count him out. DBesides, if he's still
on the game, we ruh more risk from
him here. This is where he will come
to lock for the map, if be is keeping
on the trail of Bronze Bill's bonanza.”

“That’s so, too.”

“If he does come back, he won't
find uws at home,” grinned Bob.
“ And once weo’ve found the bonanza,
and staked it out regularly, and regis-
dered it as ours, he can’t do any-
things”

“We'll put it like that to your
father, Bob. And you puts it to
yours, Cherub.”

“Agreed!” said Beauclere.

The following day Frank Richards
and Bob Lawless tackled the rancher
on the subject. Mr. Lawless’ first
reply was a decided negative.

“But it’s a rich bonanza!” urged
Bob.

“ Possibly,” said Mr. Lawless drily.
“But there’s too much risk attached
to it. You can’t go.x

* But if the greaser is still after {}e
map, he will come back here when the
affair’s blown over, dad. And it will
be safer for us ta be somewliere clse
in that case,” said Bob cunningly.

Mr. Lawless smiled,

“There may be something in thut,”
he admitted. ~ ““But, in any case, you
could not go alone.” |

“You come with us. dad,” said Bab
promptly. *That would be tip-top.™

“I guess I would if I could leave
the ranch,” said Mr. Lawless. “* Bui
that's impossible. I will think it
over. If I think that there is little
dunger {rom the greasers, I might let
you go, with Billy Cook perhaps to
take vare of you.”

“Oh, good!” said Bob hopefully.
“Thero won’t be any danger from {he
greasers, - The news that they're
wanted has been sent to Shasta
County in California, and they won't
daro to show up there again, anv
more than here. It's all right about
them.” . .

The rancher nodded.

“Well, I guess I will think it
over,” he said. ‘“ Anyhow, you can’t
go bafore the holidays.”

“Wa might get off a4 ‘weck or two
enrly, if you put it nicely to Miss

" Meadows,” hinted

“Well-we  will see,” said the
rancher, with a smile.

M. Lawless did not seem to be in
a hurry to make up his mind, and
Frank and Dob waited hopefully,  Mx,
Beauclere had decided thas, if the
rancher gave his permission, Vere
Beauclere could go ‘with his ehims -
so it al' depended on Mr. Lawiess.

And o few days later the rancher
announced  his  decision,  whirh
brought delight and satisfaction to the
chums of Cedar Creek.

“Pve talked it over with Dilly
Cook, and he reckons he ean keep
you out of mischief,” said Mr. Luw-
less.  “Mind, you'll be in (look’s
charge, and you're to keep under his
eye. So, if you like, you can lake
your holiday over the horder.”

“Turrah !” shouted Bobs and Frank

‘in chorus.

Aud they ran for their lhorses. to
ride over to the Beaucleres’ eahin
with the good news. And from that
day till Cedar Creek school broke up
for the holidays Frank Richards & U,
were busy wmaking their preparations
for secking Bronze Bill's Houanza.

{ There iz another long complete story of
Frank Richarda & ('o. in next Mondui's
Boys' FRIFND, entitled: * THE RIVAL
GOLD-SEEKERS!")

(000D STORIES!

Brown: “I never pay okl
Mr. Whito: “Ilow about YOur new
ones ?”

Mr. Brown: “Oh, I let them got
old !”

Mrs. Goodsola (feeding framp):
“You seem to have a good appetite.”

Hungry Higgins: “ Ah, mum, dat’s
all T have left in de world dat I kiu
rightly call me own1” '

Schoolmaster: ** What is the mean-
ing of the word © tantalising ’>*”

Bright Yoyth: “Please, sir, a
circus procession passing the school.
and"tlw boys not allowed to look
out. s

“ An author can syinpathise with a
criminal.”

“In what way?”

“Both have to work out their
sentences.”

Caller: “8Snip & Co. have employel
me to collect the bill you owe them.”

Owens: *“You are to be congratu-
Jated, sir, on securing a permancht
position.”

He: “Our hostess was the most
beauntiful woman present.”

She (not invited) : “I dare say. She
took good carc to provide for thab
when she seni out the invitations !¥

“There is a lot of fun made of
straphangers, isn't there?”

“Yes; they are a standing joke
in the community.”

“1 say. Jack, why so sad?”

“ Asked the governor for ten pounds
to pay my tailor, and to-day I received
the receipted account.”

Stnall Boy (who can’t think what
he has been sent for) to (hemist:
*‘ Three-penn’orth of what this bottle
stnells of, please!”

Alice: “My face is my fortuns!”
_ Ethel: “Then you'll have no

wncome tax to vay, doar.”



