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The Smith’s Last Battle.

It was a magnificent sight to anyone
who had not lost his scuse of appreci-
ation of the noblest of all the works
of Naturc. Both men fulfilled that
requisite of the powerful athlete that
they should look larger without their
clothos than with them. In Ring
slang, they buffed well.

And each showed up the other’s
points on account of the extreme con-
trast between them; the long, loose-
limbed, . deer-focted youngster, and
the square-set, rugged wveteran with
his trunk hike the stump of gn oak.

FIERCE FIGHT!

The betting began to rise upon the

| younger man from the instant that

they were put face to face, for his

| advantagés were obvious, whilst those
1 qualities which had brought Harrison
1 to the top in his youth were 'only a:

memory in the minds of the older
men. All could see the three inches
extra of hieight and two of reach which
Wilson possessed, and a glance at the
quick, cat-like motions of his feet,
and the perfect poise of his body upon
his legs, showed how swiftly he could
spring either in or out from his slower
adversary. y
But it tock a subtler insight to read
the grim smile which flickered over
the smith’'s mouth, or.the smouldering
fire which shone:in his:grey eyés, and

1 it was only the oldtipners who kiew,

that, with his mighty heart and his
iron frame, he was a perilous man to
lay odds against. ;
Wilson stood in the- pesition from
which he had derived his nickname,
his left “hand and left foot well to

the frant, his body sloped very far

back-from his loins, and ‘his guard
thrown across his chest, but held well.
forward in a way which made him
exceedingly hard to get at.

The smith, on. the other hand,
assumed the obeolete attitude which
Mendoza introduced, but which Had
nob for ten years been seen in a first-
class batile.  Both his kneos were
shightly bent, he stood square to his
opponent, and his two big, brown fists
were held over his mark, so that he
could lead equally with either.,

Wilson’s hands, which moved in-

icessantly in and out, had been stained-

with some astringenf juice with the
purpose of preventing them from
pufling, and so great was the contrast
between them and his white fore-
arms, that I imagined that he was
wearing dark, close-fitting gloves until
my uncle explained the matter in a
whisper. i

So they stood in a quiver of eager-
ness and expectation, whilst that huge
multitude hung so silently and breath-
lessly upon every 'motion’ that they
might have believed themselves to be
alone, man to man, in the centre of
some 'primeval solitude. i

Tt was evident 'from the beginning
that Crab Wilson meant to throw no

chance away, and that he wauld trust |

«the ring after you.
.day before us, and I’ll wait.”

Harrison went in in such a fashion that no man who saw hiﬁh do it will sver forget it. Crab Wilson, as game as a peb>ie, met him with
a flush hit every time, but no human strength or human &cience seemed capable of stopping the terrible onslaught of this iron man.
b The rain lashed down upon theam, pouring from their faces and their bodies, but neither gave heed to it. 3

“to his lightness of foot and quickness

of hand until he should see something
of the tactics of this rough-looking
antagonist. e paced swiftly round
several . times, with little,; elastic,
menacing steps, whilst the smith
pivoted slowly to correspond. Then,
as Wilson took a backward step to
induce Harrison to break his ground
and follow him, the older man grinned
and shook his head. f

“You must come to me, lad,” said
he. - “T’'m too old ‘to scamper round
But we have the

He may not have expected his invi-
tation to be so. promptly answered ;
but in an instant, with a panther
spring, the west.countryman was on
him. i
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ke 1st Chapter.

Many Paisl

“ Mouey nzkes the mare go!”

Liovell of the Kourth made that
sapisnt observation. Jimmy Silver,

.Raby, aud Newcome grinned assent.

“'The Mistical Four, of the Fourth,
‘had come oul of the School House on
itheir way to the gates, and Lovell's
-observation was crlled forth by the
wight of Arthur Beresford-Baggs, the
new junior at Rookwood.

Beresford-Baggs had been about
three weeks at Rookwood now, and

{ie had fallon cheerily into his place
‘here. ’
With the more worldly-minded of
“the juniors he had been popular from
‘the start. The son of a millionaire
hed many recommendations to fellows
like Pecle and Gower and Townsend
and Topham. While Tubby Muffin
bad Dbecn prepared to worship the
wround he walked on.

But his own really gvod qualities
recommended him to better fellows
than Pecle & Co. IHe was good-
natured snd good-tempered, and if in
unguarded moments he dropped zn
“h " or two, that was not exactly a
crime.

Besides, he was entertaining.
Three years of an expensive tutor had
prepared him for a public school, and
when he wos on his guard nothing
vould exceed the careful primness of
his speech.

In careless moments he dropped
into an accent and pronunciation that
contrasted wonderfully with that
Jprimness, and the contrast was un-
«doubledly amusing. 3

Even Mornington, the most fasti-
 dious fellow at Rookwood, had come
round to like the new fellow, and gave
bim a cheery nod whenever they met.
At the preseni momenl Arthur,
Beresford-Baggs was sauntering in
the quadrangle in a veéry elegant
manner.

Smythe of the Shell sauntered on
one side of him, Tracy of the Shell
on the other.

The two nutty youths were airing
their very best manners for the bene-
ifit of Beresford-Baggs.

Evidently the sou of the munition
‘millionaire "was 2 fellow whom
+Adolphus Smythe & Co. delighted to
thenour.

They graciously overlooked the
mnndoubted fact that, in earlier youth,
the had “swep’ ™ out a shop, as he had

wescribed it to Rawson in his own |

language,

Certainly, there was something
shocking, to Adolphus' mind, in a
fellow carning his daily bread by the
wweat of his brow; but in. Arthur’s
WCRES AdolQhus was prepared to over-
look if. Genercus tolerance could no
‘further go.

The Ristical Four could not help
'smiling at the sight of Arthur saun- |
toring gracefuily beiween the two
nuts of the Shell. Undoubtedly, as
‘Lovell had remarked, it was money-
rthat made the mare go.

Without his ample cash, Arthur
Beresford-Baggs would have received
the stonicst of marble eyes from
8mythe & Co. Yrom an honoured
‘Beresford he would have declined
into & despised Baggs.

Talbays of the Iifti was strolling
across quad from another direc-
tion, and Jimmy Silver nated that he
was bearing down upon ' Arthur and
his nutty comrades.

Tho Fistical Four slowed .down a
litlle, interes to e whit wounld
happen. Talboys of the Wifth was a
mosh oxpensive and haﬁhty youth,
and as a ruls he re i mere fags
of theFourth as if thev,were-not!

OUR_LONG, COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY.
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OWEN CONQUEST.

But it was clear that Talboys of the
Fifth was going to relax his accus-
tomed hanteur in favour of this gilt-
edged fag. )

Talboys came' out into the gravel
path just inv front of the sauntering
three, and stopped.

He nodded graciously to Arthur
Beresford-Baggs.

Smythe and Tracy gave him a
rather warlike look. They divined at’
once that the lofiy Fiith-Former was
after their prize. . !

“Pve been lookin' {or you, kid!”
said Talboys, in his most gental tone.

*Weil, here I am, dear boy!” an-
swered Arthur.

Falboys winced slightly. Even
from a gilt-edged fag he did not quite
ike “dear boy.” Bul he smiled de-
terminedly.

“I've been goin’ to ask you up to
my study for some time,” said the
dandy of the Fifth. * Hansom warits
to see you, tco. Come along now,
will you 1™ !

Arthur glanced at his two com-
nanions.

Such ap invitation from a senior of .

the Fiftlh Form was a great henour;
snd he bhad been long enough at

if any, of the Foyrth could boast of
invitations into the
studies.

green,

T'o have their prize bagged under
their nosfes in this waytwew disconcert-
ing; in fact, cxasperating.

iut Arthur shook his head.

Loyalty was one of his good quali-
ties, and il showed up to advantage
1HOW.

“Thank you very much, dear boy
——"" he began.

*Well, come along !

*Another  time,”  said
cheerily, “I'm jest—T mean,
just talking to these chaps.”

Talboys of the Fifth stared at him.
For the moment he could not'quite
believe his cars.

But he had to believe them, for
Arthur, with a cheery nod, walked on
with Smythe and Tracy, who were
grinning now.

. Talboys stood rooted to the ground.

His iuvitation to a Fifth Horm
study had been declined, or, at least,
pul off, by a fag of the Fourth !

“Well, by gad!" Jimmy Silver &
Co. beard the Fifth-Former murmur
as they possed him,

And Talboys walked rather quickly
away, with wrath and indignation in

3 eye.

Smythe and Tracy sauntered on
with  Beresford-Baggs, in a very
happy humour. t that moment
they quite liked their ncw friend,
apart from his milliops.
~ “What did I say*” grinned Lovell,
as the Fistical Four turned out at the
gates. ‘‘Monoy makes the mare go,
and no mistake. Kven the ¥ifth are
ready to swallow young Baggy, and
be nies to him.” '

“b He's not a bad sort!” remarked

V.
“Not at all!” chuckled Loveil

Arthur
I'm

“But I don’t really think that it was |

for his good
was so kind to

“Ha, hg! No!”

“Well, plenty ol cash is a good
quality;” remarked Newcome, with a
laugh. “That kid has more pound
notes than another chap bas S
I don’t knaw whether his father ought
to have made milljons qut .of munpi-
tions, bot at least he shells out to

oung bopeful. Tuobby Muffin has
'Eeen- in clo";er ever since he came fo

%t;&li!;'ics that Talboys
im.

| +Ha, Is,

1

o -Lunadl
Rookwood to learn that much. Few; :

Fifth Form |
Smythe and Tracy looked rather

Jimmy Silver glanced back {rom the
gateway. Townsehd and 'Tophurm
had joined Arthur & Co. in the quad,
with their kindest smiles on. . Towny
and Toppy were Arthur's study-
mates, and there had been a little fuff
in the study; but Towny and Toppy
bad got over that.

They felt that, as his study-mates,
they had first claim on the millionaire,
and they did not intend to take o back
sead. T

Peele and Gower and Lattrey came
scudding up to join the circle of
admirers, and Leggett of the Modern
Fourth was hevering in the offing,
evidently desirous of joining up.

Jimmy Silver grinned as he turned
from: the gates, and started up the
road to CGoombe with his chums.
Arthur Baggs had begun life in the
humblest cireumstances, but he was
on the best of terms with .the most
expensive and nutty set of fellows at
Rookwood, and on quite good: terms
with the rest, including Jimmy Silver
& Co., who did not care for his money

at ail |
. Andyphere avas no “swank ” aboub
Thim. ' $le e guite good-natured and

ed, only cpjoying the good
3t #diie 6 Bim with a cheery

zest.
He was, ss Jimmy remarked; s
lucky bargee. Nothing, apparently,
could deprive him of his happy pros-
pects but the bankruptcy of J. Baggs,
Limited, which was nol likely to
happen.

.The 2nd Chapter.
Arthur’s Uncle.

*'Skuse rpe, young gents!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. had uearly
renched Coombe village, when the
stranger met them in the lane and
addressed them.

The Fistical Four politely stopped,
regarding the stranger with some
interest.

He was a riddle-aged gentleman,
with a fat, shiny, good-natured face,
which seemed, somehow, familiar to
the chums of Rookwood, though they
were not aware of having met the
gentleman before. He was dreseed in
what was evidently a ‘““best suib,”
sormewhat Joud tweeds, in which, as
m_ Joseph’s celebrated coat, many
colours were mingled. e many
creases in that best suit hinted that
it had been recently unpacked, and
was seldom worn. No doubt it had
been donned for some special occa-
sion.

Round the fut gentleman hung a
fishy edour, which was accounted for
by a large rush-bag he cartied. From
the rysh-bag, such as fishmongess
use, profruded a tail. Tt was the #ail
of a big fish. In his olher hand the
fat gontleman carried, an umbrella, of
the gamp type. That wmbrella, with
its gold knob and it ample waist,
was a3 striking object in itself. 9

It was a rather warm soring day,
and the fat gentleman did not seem
much used to walking, and he way
plainty feeling the heat. Ferspiration
badewed his shiny face. His bowier-
bat, with a very curly brim, was
pushed back on his head, displaying a
ridge of well-oiled. hair below.

*“’Skuse me!” he repeated, stop-

L ping. *“P'r'aps you young gents can

tell me whether I’'m on the right road
for Mookwood Scheol ?”

“Right as Taia !’ answered Jimmy
Silver, wondering what the
gen,ﬂemau couid want at Rookwood. "
Eoep straight on1”

“Fur?" asked the shiny gentleman,

“%3‘,

| with a smile.

shiny' | hi

“I—I don’t quite catch on.” said
Jimmy, in perplexity. The mention
of fur. especially on 2 warm spring
day, was puzzhing.

The shiny gentleman blinked at
him. Jimmmy was perplexed, and the
happy stranger seemed perplexed by
his perplexity.

“1 arsked you, is it fur?” he =aid.

“I¢  what fur?' elaculeted the
astounded schoolboy.

*“That there place, Rookwood.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Jimmy, compre-

hending suddenly. “No, it isn’t far.
-1 diﬁn'i‘ catch your meaning for a
moment. It’'s not very far: less than

a mile from hare.”

“Oh crimes !”

A mile was nol much to the Rook-
wood juniors, but it seemed a good
denl to the fat gentieman, who, more-
over, was carrying a rather weighty
bag, not to mention the weight of the
umbrells, which mnust have been con-
siderable. -

“1 s'p’ose thare ain’t a keb to be
’ad?” asked the dismayed stranger.

“There's somectimes s cab at the
station, In the village,” answered
Jimmy. “Not always.”

“There wasn’'t when I got outer

the trine.”
" “The—the irine! Oh, the train!
I—1see! Well, I'mn afraid you’ll have
to swalk it,” said Jimmy Silver.
“There's a stile along here, if you'd
like to vest a bit.”

“Thank you kindly, sir!" said the
fat gentloman, brightening up. *J
ain’t used to the country. I'm used
to Jumpin’ on 2 'bus ot the street
corner, you sce. Walkin' ain'tamuch
in my line. This here cod weighs a
hit, too !

The fat gentleman hooked his
umbrella. over his right arm, and with
his loft hand extracted a large
pocket-handkorchief. 1t was ‘a very
handsome handkerchief, of a searlel
huo, centrasting somewhat with -the
hues of hie coat, but matching, on the
other hand, the colour of a very
brilliant necktie. He dabbed his
perspiring forehead with relief, and
- then blew his nose with a report like
a pistol.  The: Rookwooders looked
on at these operations with gravity.
Politeness forbade them to smile.

“Where's" that there stile?” asked
the fat gentleman. at length.

“This way. I'll show you,” suid

and bis chum¥ “turned . with
They di I

1 hin.
not mind losing a few

distress. The juniors Jed the way to

the stile, which was a little off the |

road. L i

“You young gents know Took-
wood!" asked the shiny gentleman
‘affably, as they proceeded.

“Well, a little,” snswered Jimmy,

, you see.”
“Blow me, ‘you don'i say so!” ex-
claimed the fat gentleman.
“® Oh, yes !
“My eye! Then p'raps you know
my nevvy?”’
“Your—your nephow?"

+*“Yes, young Art.”
“I—I—1 don’t think—— I~I'm
not sure—" stammered Jimmy

Silver blankiv.
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j‘You may say sol’ answered the
shiny gentleman impressively. * You
moy lay to that. I'm going to see
’im, and takin’ 'im a present. Look
’ere " He onened the rush-bag, and
digplayed a half of a very handsome
cod. “Look at that there! Ain’t he
a beauty?”

“Yes, rather!” gasped Jimmy.

“That's for Art' said the fat
gentleman proudly. “’Arf a cod. A
ga:ehent from his Unecle William.

on’t Art be pleased? Not “arf!”

And the fat gentleman smiled ex-
pansively.

The Fistical Four looked at one
apother. Who “ Arf, ” might possibly
be they did not know. But it
| aepmed scarcely credhble that this
shiny gentleman was the uncle of a
Rookwood fellow, and was taking him
a present of half a codfish, even of
such a handsoroe codfish. There
seemed to be a mistake somewhere.

_“Are—are you sure you've got it
right. sir?” = asked Lovell, very
politely. *“Yonr nevhew is at Rook-
woad 7’ .

“You may lay to that.”

They had reached the stile wow,
and the fat gentleman sat down on
the step, with evident satisfuction.

“Js he abt Rook-

his fest, and had recourse to the
scarlet handkerchief again, mopping
‘his brow with considerable
vigour.

“What's the chap’s name, if you
don’t'mind telliyg us, sir?” said Raby.
*His surname, I mean.”

Lo “Fz? - [

. Same 28 miner-Haggs”

Jirhmy.
-“ Thark you kindly, sir!”
“Not mt.all.”
- Jimmy  Silver turned obligingly,

minutes-for the sake of a stranger in

““We belong to Rook- .

He laid -the bag and the umbrella at .

“ON1" '

. The Fistical Four ejaculated “ Oh!"
i chorus,  They understood now.
This was a relation of Berbsford
Baggs, of the Fourth, evidently not
on the Beresford side of the family.
That was why his plump featiires ha+)
seemesd familiar at {ivst sight. Now
they looked at him more attentively
they rould see a distinet likeness tn
Arthur. And their immediate feeling
was oo of concern for Arthur. They
could not help wondering what effect
the arrival of this relative would have
upon him, and uvon the nutty pals
they had left surrounding him.

The'3rd Chapter.
A Qood Turn!

Mr. William -Bagegs continued to
mop his manly brow. with satisfaction
to himself. Now that he was com-
fortably landed on tho stile, there was
no reason for Jimmy Silver & Co. tn
linger, but they lingered. Mr. Beggs
was in a genmial and conversational
mood, and they did not feel that they
were intruding, - '

“You know Art?”’ inquired Mr.
Baggs, in an interval of the mopping.

“We know him,” said Jimmy.
“He's a new fellow. He’s been only
& few weeks at Rookwood.”

“That’s it. Any of his folks been
there to see "im yet?” y

“His father came with him—=S8ir
Japheot.”

“My brother Jap!” assented Mr.
Baggs, the genial good humour of his
face clouding for a moment. “‘Sir
Japhet in these days, and awfully
grand. P’raps I shall be Sir William
one of these here days, if I make n
fortune in the fish line. Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of Rookwood smiled, as
the shiny gentleman laughed with
great heartiness.

“ Ain’t his Aunt Sarah been to see
’im?” asked Mr. Baggs.

¢ J—I think not.”

“Nor his Cousin 'Erb%”

“ N-HO."

“Poor ole Ari!” said Mr, Baggs,
with deep commiseration. “He will
be feelin’ lonely and lef’. It%s ’ard
on 'im, se it is. 'Owsumdever, his old
uncie ain't going to give 'tm the go-
by. Not 'arf! Won't he be pleased
to see wme, with that there cod, too!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. had very exten-
sive doubts on that point. There was
nothing, so far as they knew, snobbish
about Arthur Reresford-Baggs, but
the least snokbish fellow might have
bean dismayed by a visit from such 3
fishy uncle at a school like Rookwood.
But it was not their business to cloud
the happy satisfaction of Mr. Baggs.
who clearly was paying that vieit

1| from the kindest and most affection.

ate of motives.

“8ince Jap gob on so well,”” con-
tinued Mr. Baggs, “I ain't seed him
so much. - Jap 'as grown ’aughty. He
was always the clever one of the
family, he was—sharp as a needle’
We slways knowed he'd get on: Why,
bless your 'eart. when I was stiil push-
in' a fish barrer, Jap was in business
for himself, and maskin’ money *and-
over-fist. Proud of ’int, we was, when
his business was turned inte
limited company. It weni bust arter-
wards, and lots of {olks lost money
ip it. But not Jap. Jap ‘ad sold oni
afore the bust came. = Sharp zs
nesdle, he was,” said Mr. Baggs ad-
miringly. * And then when he got ov
to the contractin’-—— When the war
came I says to nty old "omun. ['says,
‘You see,” I says, " my brather Jap
will make a good thing of this here!
And didn’t he? You helieve me.”

Mr. Baggs paused to attend oneo
more to his perspiring brow,

“You believe me!” hLe pursue:l.
“Why Jap ’ad his own factories
going, and coniracts—you believe me !
Now he’s o baronet, Jap ts, but you
mark my words, sonie of these here
days e will be a dook.”

H/\ﬂd Mr. Baggs nodded emphalic-
ally. s
" Does your nephew expecl you at
Rockwood 7" asked Jimmy casualiy.

The shiny gentleman smiled.

. “Net ‘im,” he answered,  “Thiy
here is a pleasant surprise for hini
You see, Sir Japliet—my brother Jun
—don't see us much now, nor tel!
us things. Liberal enough  with
money, il .it comes to thal; but we
move in different soears now, ke says.
‘and I dessay he’s right. { never
knowed Art was at Rookwoed at all
till he wrote to me. Ar ain’t for-

{ potten the old days when he swep’ out

my shop, and when the Tamnilz was
glad if Uncle Bill dropped in vith 'arf
- a salmon ov a few plaice as a present.
He's 2 zood boy, and he's got a good
’eart. IHe ain’t puffed up, and he
told me so in that there letter. Ain'i
forgotlen his own folks, he ain’t, and
says he’s sorry he never sees us now,
and T know it’s the tyuth.

“Then T 'ad an idea. I says to the

|, old “ooman,, ¢ Maria, I sa3s, ‘ young
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Art's stuck gll by hisself in o big
school, feelin’ Jonesome, I'l] be bound.
What }lzvrice droppin’ in_to sce 'im,
casual like, and takin’ him a little
present out of the shon,” I says, ¢ like
as it wad in the old days afore Jap
made 'is pile?” Y says. ‘Jest like you to
think of it, Wlllam,’ she saya to me,
says she. So T tales this here arter-
noon. off and ’‘umps along, and Uve
brought ‘arf 3 cod—that there cod—
for a present for young Art! Won't
he be pleased !”

“My hatt” murmured Lovell,

Jimmy Bilver was silent.

To say a word that would hyrt the
feelings of the kind-hearted old gentle-
man was impogsible. DBesides, it was
no buginess of his.

But he could not -help thinking of

poor Arthg:, whay this astounding re-

lative lapded on him under the eyes
of all Rockwaod. . . .

Mr. Baggs' good faith was a touch-
ing thing to seq. ’

Apparently it had not crgssed his
mind that there was any objection of
any sort, to his paring g visit to Rook-
waood.

Indeed, he had evidently dressed
up in: his best clothes in order to do
proper credit’ to his nephew.

Hy this lime the shiny gentléman
had sufticiently rested himseli. He
rose from the stile, and gafhered up

- hiis umbrella and the rush bay,

. srates of the school.

=

“ ftrgight on-—eh 1 he said.

“Yes,"” gasped Jimmy, “ Follow the
road, and you'll land right at the
school gates.” £

"Mhapk youw kindly, sie.” -

Aud the cheery gentleman tramped
on. o
Jinnuy Silver & Co. looked at one
another.

“Well I oiaculated Lovell., at last.
_ “He's a good old sorg!™ said
Jimmy. J

** ¥es, ratherg but~-—"

“Bub——=" grinned Newcome.

* But—ahem~-" murmured Raby-—
#“I—T suppose Baggs will be glad to

see him, as he's his uncle. But——-
Adolphus

“What on earth will
=y ¥

“*And Towny--and Toppy——"

“Poor old Bagys!”

Jimmy Silver's brows were wriihled
as he glanced after the shiny gentle-
man trotting away cheerfully in the
divection of Rookwoeod School.
his ehums were exchanging comments
Jiamy was thinking.

“It's a bit rough on Beresford-
Baggs,” he said, at last. *“All ‘the
more -because the chap isn't a snob,
vou knew, Tf he'd Xnown that his
uncle was coming, I dare say he could
have. et him somewhere outside the
It would bave
been—ahem~—Detter, Look  here,
Paggs isn’t a bad sort—~perhaps we

" could help him out!”

“1 don't seg—"

“There’s a short cut across the
fialds. We could get to Rookwoed &
long way ahead of that merchant; he's
a slow walker, and going by the
road.” )

* And warn Baggy of the 'wrath to
come " chuckled Lovell,

“Well, yes; put him on his guard,
you kpow.” .

“We were going to Coombe-—"

“Never mind Coombe; it would
be too rough for that cheery old
merchant o take Ba%gy by surprige,
svith bis merry codfis o.”

“This

, too.
“0Oh, all right,” said Lovell.
is going to be our self-denial after-
noon, f can see, When Uncle Jameg
says turn, we all turn. Come on!”

“Any old thing,” yawned Raby;
and Newcore nodded assent,

So Jimmy Siver & Co. plunged
through & gap in the hedge, und
started across the fields at a rapid
trot. - ,While Uucle William was piro-
ghessing slowly by the road, his young
acquaintances: wera  covering  the
wround in- rupid style by the shors
cut; and the gentleman with the
half cod was still at a good distance,
when the Fistical Four arrived breath-
less ut Rookwood. .

1 Fourth,

While |

| voiees in Smithe’s study.

“The 41k Chapter,
Very Nice for Arthup!

“Been Baggs?”

Tubby Mufiin  of the Classical
I was the first fellow the
juniors encountered as they eamo
irotting in at the big gates. Jimmy
Silver paused .to ask the hurricd
queskion.

Tubby lsoked at Lim.

began.,
. yos!

“Then don’t call him Bages!™ eaid
Tubby reprovingly. ¢ Call him Beres-
ford-Baggs if you speak 1o me about
him! He’s iy pal I”

“*You silly ase, where is ho " vogred
Jimmy Silver, “Tt's imporlant !I”

“Is i3 Tubby's eyes glistened.
““Is it & hamper?® ;

“ What?”

“Has something come for him—a
hamper, or-——-"

“No!" howled Jimmy. “Where is
he, fathcad? I want Lo see him at
once.

“A visibor, perhaps?” asked Tubby.

THE BOYS" FRIEND _

Adolphus’  elegant ¢uarters.  And
Bmythe & Co. were intending fo en-

‘ Ii]g]:ten Arthur as to the joys and
P

eagures of the game of banker that
ufterncon.

“Oh, you're here, kid!” exclaimed
Jimumy Silver,

“Want met” asked Arthur, with o
plazcant nad.

“VYes; T want lo speak to you !”

{30 ahead, old scout!”

“Wili you come along with me for
a rmmute?” asked Jimmy., [le felt
that it would not serve Apthur's in-
terests to explain about the fishy
gentleman in Smythe & Co.’s pre-
gence. ;

Adolphus inierrupted at onee,

“Let Beresfurd.-Baggs alone ! he
smapned. beresfora-Baggs s our
guest this afternoen. You fags can
buzz off.”

“Ib's importanit, kid,” said Jimmy
Si‘l\'f)r.

Arthur looked puzzled.

“Can’t you tell me here?” he
agked. '

*I'd rather nol.™

“ Beresford-Baggs has no secrels
with you, Silver,” said Tracy. “ What
do you want to come eund bothet the
chap for?"

" Arthur rose to his feet.

“You chaps excuse me a minute or
two?” he said. [ won't be long,”

“Oh, all serene!” said Smiythe, as
graeiously as he could. * Come back,
you knaow,”

cheery Clo. were not wanted in

L

* But-—of cotirse——-""Arthur hesi-
tatad. ““Of course, il—ib isn't exactly
the—the thing for him to visit me
here, under the—the e¢ircs. Father
said so, and I g’pose he knows, I
felt ’orrid mean not asking hLim to
come when 1 wrote, Bul, poor old
Unele Bill, he doesm’t mean auy
harm. He'd cut off his 'and ‘rather
than 'urt me.” '

The chims ‘of the Fourth' were
silent, i Ny

They liked Arthur for his evident
regard for his rcugh old uncle, and
at the same time they understood his
feeling that Rookwood fchool was not
precisely the place for the old gentle.
man, kind-hearted as he was, Arthur
had ‘had three yeare of an axpensive
tulor since the days when he had
swopt out his wuncle’s shop. Mr.
Baggs had not bad that advantege.
It made a deal of diffetence.

“T'm much obliged to you chaps,™
said Arthur,  “I'm glad to know
he's coming. s he far away i

“He ought to'be here in aboul’ien
minutes, I think,”+said Jimmy, 1
tl};eug;hb I'd give you the tip, old
chap.” ;

And the Fistical Four walked away,
having done what they had come back
to Rockwood for.

Arthur steod' in the passage, with a

deep wrinkle of thought in his brow.

Iie was cvidently troubled.
Not for a moment did the good-
hearted lad think of failing in his duty

1 and affection towards a refative who

h

Wy
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Jimmy Silvér's whip—by

LEFT BEHIND I 500 b e srone

expresslon on Myffin’s face as he watohed the party
] He was about'te emit a scornful eachinnation when -
design or accident—caught him under the chin. S0 whet Tubby actually emitted
as the trap atarted was a flondish yell, ‘' Yaroooh!"

“Ts i his pater? His pater gave him
two tennets when he was here last.
1 saw him. Real tenners, you know—
I know a tenner when I.see one. I
his pater's coming—"

“Tt’s not his pater, you fat duffer!™
Jimmy c¢uught Tubby Muffin by the
shoulder and shook him. “Whero is
Bagge?"”

“Ow! Leggo! I dori’t know where
he is!? 3

“¥You—you—-you—-— Couldn't you
tell me that at first, you burbling
jabberwoek v shrieked Jimmy Silver.

He sat Tubby Muffin Jown in the
gquadrangle, and ran on towarde the
School House with his chums.

Taddy Grace of the Fourth was
coming out, and Jimmy called to him.

“Putty ! Heen Bagys?”

“With Smythe, I think,” =sud
Grace. “They went to Smylhe's
sludy some time ago——" .

“Thanks ™

Jimmy Silver & Co. huriied on to
tho Shell quarters.

There was a sound of cheerful
: Smythe
& Co appeared to be entertaining a
guesi there. Jimmy Silver rapped on
the door and opened it at once.

Symthe, Tracy, and Howard were
there with their guest. The thres
nuts of the Bhell were smoking cigur-
ettes, Arthur Bercstord-Baggs was
reclininug gracefully in an armchair,
evidently, enjoying being made a fuss
of by the three elegant young gentle-
men; but he was not smoling,
Adolphus had pressed him. in vain fo
try one of hiz expensive gold-tipned.

Smrthe frowned at the sight of the
Fistical Four in the doarway, The

Arthur nodded. and followed Jimmy
Silver frem the study. . .

Jimmy led him along'the passage,
out of the hearing of posdibly inquisi.
tiye ears, :

“Well, what is it asked Arthur,
in greal surprice. - “You're joliy mys-
terious, Silver.” 4

“ 1t isn't exactly my business,” said
Jimmy. “But I thought I'd tell yon
that your wncle is coming.”

Arthur gave a start.

“My uncle! Which uncle?”

“Uncle William—Mr, Baggs.”

“lomin’ ‘ere!” In hiz  surprise
Bore:ford-Bagegs dropped into  his
ancient mode of speec “Qle Uncle
Bill comin’ ere?’
©“Yes. We met him coming up the
road from Coombe.

“My eve!” :

“ Ha's bringing half a cod, in a bag,
as & present for you, old chap!™ said

‘Laovell solemnty. A joily good fish [
We've seen it.”

“We have—we has!” murmured
Neweome.
Arthur  stared Dlankly at the

Fistical Four. . .
, “You-— you — you're sure?”
stammered,

he

Jimmy. “Of course, we don’t want
to interfere; but I gathered froni, him
1;;:1;111 it's a surprise visit, so I thought
that ! .
“Thank youl!™ said Arthur, in a
low voice. “I'm glad to know, T
wrote to the old boy from here, 1T
wasn't going to turn him down, you
know. He's alwayrs been a good nucle
to me.”

y “Good for you, old top i

“We had o talk with him,” said’

had been kind to him in the days
when ho needed kindness, Bupbe—

Therd was a big “but.” . For the
shiny gentlernan, with his fishy gift,
to roll into the Rookwood quadrangle,
amidst a crowd of well-dressed fellows
Pgor Arthur could imagine the
snobbish horror of Smythe & Co., the
supercilious sueers of Towny and
Toppy.

It would not be ageable for the
old sgentleman himself. Ho was
coring in pgood faith, unsuspecting;
bub he would not be loug in learning
how some of tho Rookwooders, at

‘least, regarded hinmi—in realising that

he had dene harm to his nephew in
his new surroundings,

Jimmy Silver & Co. werc on the
stgirs when there was a patter of feet
behind them. Arthur overtook them
breathlessly.

He had forgotlen about the nutty
party in Bmythe's study now. There
was more important matters to think
of 34 this juncture.

“*0ld on!"” gasped Arthuy.

“Yes, old top?” The Fistical Four
stopped.  “ Anything we can do?”

cinquired Jimmy Silver.

“J—I ‘ope 90.™ 1In his trouble peor
Arthur had quite dropped the Beves.
ford, and wasg undisguisedly all Baggs,
“I=I say, 'm ifi a ’ole. Den’t you
blokes think I'm lockin' down on my
uncle—my own fesh and blood. I
ain't! Bul—but I'm faic in a ’ole,
ain’t 117

“ Ahown I wmurmured Lovell,

“Bome of the blokes will sneer at
‘im. T know that. 1 wouldn't ’ave
‘is feelings ‘urt for the world—not
arf!  Uncle Bill's got 2 ‘eart of

Prios
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gold,” said Arthur. “I wouldn’t "ave
wrote to 1m if I was ashamed of ’im.
And I ain't, nor I won't never be. It's
jest the kindness of his eart that 'ave
made him come ’ere. 1—1 cay, 'ow
do you think my friends, Towny and

Toppy, will treat 'im 7
s {In’..],’
“They won’t speak to ’itn—nor

won't Smythe,” gaid Arthue miser-
ebly. ’Course they won’t! And his
feelin’s will be "urt. #e ain’t no fool,
Unecle Bill ain't, and he'll sece. Ha'll
think ht's done me ’arm ‘comin’ 'ere.
And—and [ wonder what the ’'Rad
will think of ‘im?” .

Jimmy Siiver was sharing that

woander, . . :
“P'r'aps wvou could advise a
bloke?™  said Arthur helplessly.”

S What would you do, Silver?”

In that extremity the heir of Baggs,
Limited, did not think of appealing to
his nutty {riends. But an instinet
watnod bitn that Uncle James of
Rockwood, was the fellow to help him
out. d 3

“You'd like me to advise you?”
asked Jimmyp, hesitating.

“\f(“d, ?DS.“ 3

“ Well, I-1 think it would be wiser,
all round, for Mr. Baggs not to shew
up here,” gaid Jimmy.

“'0Ow’s he to be stopped withuut
'urting his feelings?  1'd rather bhe

showed up wll round than 'urt his
feckings.”
“CGood man!™ said Jimmy. T

wouldn't hurt his feclings for worlds,
He's a jolly decent old chap, in my
opinien.  Bul suppose you met him
outzide the gates, and introduced him
to some friends—"

Arthur shuddered.

“I daren’t let Smytho see ‘im—no
Towny nor Toppy. neither I’ L

“Well, we'll be your friends for the
afternoon,” said Jimmy, with a smile,
“We like your uncle. Don't we, you
chaps?” ! .

“ Haar. hear " murmured the Co.

“We'll all gather round him, and
take him to ica somewhere.” said
Jimomy. *That will be uice for him.
and he won't be huet at all. ' We'll all
gee him off after tea, and—and there
you ore!” a

Arthur brightened up.

“Thank you!” he smid, - “You're'a
goed sort, Jimmy. You're more a
gentleman than all them ’igh-class
blokes what wouldn't back-up a chap.
You're more ‘igh-class than all of
them, if you ask met”

¥ Many thanks.” chuckled Jimmy.
“Come on! Ne time to loset”

GiE a move on, them,”  said
Arvthur, i

And the five juniors hurried out of
the House together. - :

The Bth Chapter,
Looking After Uncle.

Jimmy Silver and his cogirades
seudded down ‘to the gates,  Thern
was ne time o be lost, if the visilor
was to be headed off.  DBut as thev
came by tho perter’s lodge Jimmy
paused, : ,

e fellows get on,” he said.
“TH follow 1" ;

And Jimmy ran into the lodge.

Arthur hurried out of the gales
with Lavell and Raby and Newcome.
Bome idea had cvidently come into
Jimmy Silver’s head, but they did not -
stay to itmquire what it was. Uncle
William was eure to be drawing near
to the school by that time,

“0Oh, my hat!” ecjaculated Reby
sugé.lamy. as they scudded down, the
ro

A hundred vards from the school
gates was Uncle William, umbrella
and fish-bag and all. But be was not
alone.  He had halted under the trees
by the road, and was mopping his
brow again. while he conversed with
Tubby Muffin !

Arthur suppressed & groam. '

Of all the Rookwood fellows, the
chattering Tubby was the one he
would least have desired to speak to
Unele Bill. ’

But Tubby was there! He had
guessed, from what Jiramy Silver had
said, that a visiter was coming for
Beresford-Baggs, und it was not hard
for him to guess ihat thers was spme-
thing unusually interesting about the
visitor,

. Bo Reginakl Muffin had rolfed out
of the gates to see who was coming. .
The fat Classical gripned at the

. juniors as they came up.

“[ say, here’s Baggps' uncle!” he
exclaimed. “Isay, Baggs, you didn't
tell us your  Uncle " William wuas
coming ! He, lie, ha!”

Arthur did not heed hin.

Mr. Baggs. dropped his fish-bag,
and extended a damp and fishy fist
for his affectionate nephew to shake.

“Allg, Art!” he exclaimed.

“Hallo, uncie!” §

. “My word!” said Mr. Baggs, sur-
veying him admiringly. “What a
Swell you look, Arthur!”

“1-d-ddo I
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* You du, and you may lay to that,”
said - Mr. Daggs.  “Blessed if 1
shesldu’t be asbamed to meet vou,
Ak, ouly T thonght of pubtin’ on my
Sindasy clothes to come. 1 wouldn™t
disgroce  you  afore + your swell
Iricies.”

(b 7 gasped Arthnor.

There was a cachinnation from Regi-
nald Muffin, which was suddenly cut
shert by Lovell grasping his collar.

“Shut, up, you little beast!” said
Laovell dn g ferocious whisper.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow [

*Look “ére, Art. what I got for
vou!" centinned Mr, Baggs. open-
gy the Jish-bag. **?Arf a cod, my
boy! Ain’t he a beauty?”

" Ripping ! stammored Arthur.

“Tho best thing I ’ad in the shop
this morning,” sail Mr. Baggs im-
pressively,  “I says to your Aunt
Mavia, fs&ys, ‘T ain't sclling that
there,” T says.  * Not if they offers me
its weight in quids,” I says. * That
there's for voung Art,’ I says. And
here it is, Art!”

“Thank you!” gasped the new
Jmiar of Reokwood. ™ Yeu've awfully
good, unele !

“Don’t mention it!” said Mr.
Baggs, with a wave of a shiny and
fishy hand. “I ain’t forgot my nevvy,
vou anay lay to that. Your father,
Art, 'avo growed a bit 'aughty since
he's been a big contractor; but
there’s nothing of that there kind
about vou. You're the same old Art.
And s'long as you're the same old
Art, Pm the sume ole Uncle Bill-—
wot 77

Thero was a clatter of hoofs on the
roud. znd o trap dashed up. with;
Jimuoy Silver driving. Iie halted by
the group iu the roud.

Then his comrades understood why
fic had stopped ai the porter's lodge.
A liberal tip to old Mack had 1n-
duced him to lend the trap. Jimmy
Silver' was a driver who conld be
velied mpon; and a ten-shilling note
bad overcone old Mack’s objections.

Mr. Baggs glanced at Jimniy, and
then at the other juniors. He was
rath®r surprised at meeting them
again, after having left them so far
behind him on the road.

Jimmy smiled dbwn to him.

“I've borrowed the trap, kid!” he
called opt to Arthur. “I thonght
you'd like 1o give your uncle a drive
and {ake him lo ica. We'd all like
1o coms, il Mr. Baggs doesn’t object.”

“Object ! said Mr, Baggs, in his
hearty way. * No fear, my boy! The
more the merrier.  Werry glad I am
to see vonng Ard getling on so well
with igh-class friends.”

“Arthur’s  very popular in  the
school,  Mr. DBaggs,” said Lovell
evlemnly.

“ He would be,” said the admiring
niele.  “My Art would make ’is way
aniywhere. T don’t say as I'd object
to some tea, too. Is therve a pleme.1
fandy? 1 dessay there's some diffi-
wulty about getting tea for visitors at
tho school, you being a nipper in a
low standavd; Art” ,

“is not dca-time yeb ab IRook-
wood, “you see.”” explained Jimmy
Silver.  “My idea was a bit of a
drive round, to show you our country.
Weo've rather proud of our scenery
in tlis part, you know. And there’s
a jolly little place by the viver where
we can have tea, if vou like.”

“Um game!” said Mr. Baggs.
My eye! What would the old gal
say if “she could see me a-driving
round the country with you ’igh-class
voung gentlemen in a pony-itap! My
vye

“Jump in ! said Jimmy, “Help
your unele’ in, Arthur!”

* Right-ho "' gasped Arthur.

Mr. Baggs sat down in the lyap
with great satisfaction. e had had
quifo enough walking--too much, in
fact. And ihe feeling that he was
being made much of hy Arilans
Iigh-class  schoolfellows “was  very
wratifying 1o the old geulloman.

' And in that there bag,” he said.
“Don't you drop it!  That there cod
is a beauty, and mustn’t be sp’iled !

‘‘ Here you are!™ said Newcome,

The fish- :g was handed in, and
safely disposed of by Uncle Willian.

'ARTHUR'’S . .

It wus a roomy trav, and there was

e

UNCLE!

- : (Continued from previous page.)
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spuce for the live juniors with Gnele
Bill.  But there was no soom for
Tuliby Muffin.

Nesther was Tubby, for once, eager
o join up.  Even tea at a jolly little
place on the river would not have
compensated the aristocratic Tubbsy
for *being seen” in company with
Unele Bl Tubby Muflin believed
in drawing a line somewhere, and he
drow it al Unele Bill.

The fat Classical was also eager to
geb into Rookwood o soread the
description of Uncle William there.
1t was an item of news that he could
not possibly have kept to himself—
and he forgot the numercus losns Lie
had extracted from Beresford-Bages
during the past few weeks. Gratitude
for favours rendered never troubled
Reginald Muffin very much.

There was a very
expresston on Muflin’s {at face as he
watched the party stow themselves in
the trap. ;

He was preparing to emit 3 scorn-
ful cachinnation as the trap started;
but as Jimmy Silver cracked the
whip, the lasly caught Tubby under
his fat chin-—by scctdent or design.
So what Tubby actually emitted as
the trap starbed was a fiendish vell.

“ Yarooooh !

. Jimmy Silver & Co. were off, bowl-
lug away at a good speed, and Tubby
Muffin was left rubbing his fag chin.
He shook a fat fist after Jimmy
Silver as the {rap disappeared round
a beud in the lane, aud theu rolled
away into the gates—full of news!

The 6ih Chaptor.
A Happy Afternoon!

That half-holiday was a very inter-
esting one to Jimumy Silver & Co.

They enjoyed ithe drive. A drive
on & sunny spring aftarnoon, with tea,
ab the Angler's Resl, was guite en-
joyable. and the presence of Uncle
Bill did npt®make it less so. ,

‘True, the waiter at the Angler's

Resl wae very mueh. surprised at. finds,

ing such a fishy gentleman as Uncle
Bill in company with Rookwood
§uni0rs, aud was rather stand-offish in
his manner.  DBut the waiter’s dis-
approval did not warry the cheery
Co. They felt that they could sur-
vive it.

Arthur cujoyed himself, too.

In fact, ho fairly beaned in the
company of his affectionate uncle;
and there was no- doubt that he
reghrded the cold gentleman with very
affectionato feelings.

Three years of a high-class tutor,
and three weeks of a high-class public-
schocl, had posstbly had a slightly
oppressive effect on ** Art "—much as
e was elated by his good fortune.

With his uncle he was his old self;
and he inquired with great eagerness

after Aunt Maria and Aunt Sarah

and cousin ’Krb.

As for Uncle Williamy, he was beam-
ing with sutisfaction ali the time.

%f. transpired that he had had some
slight doubts a5 to whether Aré’s new
friends at the big school would thinlk
him “good euough.” For that
reason lie had been careful to put on
his very best clothes, and had bought
an entirely new necktie, in order to
disarm all possible criticism,

Any doubts he had had on ihe sub-
ject were entirely set at rest now by
the kindly attentions he received from
Jinmy Silver & Co.

Perhaps those: cheery gentlemen
took Undle Bill as a huge joke; but
they were very careful {n maintain a
due decorum of manner.

They did not even wince when
Uncle William ate jamy with his knife,
and picked his teeth with » fork, It
was a frea country, and Uuncle Bill
had a right to do as he liked wilh his
cutlery. ~  Arthur gave them more
than one grateful glance during the
happy meal. He was fervently
thankful« that Jimmy Silver & Co.
were with him, and not Adolphus
Smythe, or Towny and Toppy. e
had a feeling that even his ample cash
resonrees would not have compensated
for Unele Bill in the eves of the.Nuts
of Roolewood.  He had observed that
even in Tubby Muffin.

The . sun woas setliug when ihe
Juniors rose from lew in the gardon of
the Angler’s Rest. Uncle Williwm's
train was at 6,15, and there was just
comfortable time to drive to the
station. p

The merry party piled inlo the lrap
again, and Jimmy Silver, who drove,
sagely selected a route which did not

supercilious

not wanlk to dvive *Arthur's uncle
throngh crowds of Rookwooders
coping in for call-over. )

Mr. Bagus chatted genially all the
way to Coombe Station, The Rook-
wood juniors learned, withoub inguir-
| ing, & good many particulars GONCRrn-
E ing the fixh business. and the earlier
| life of Bir Juphet Bevesford-Baggs,
; bavonet, They wondered how pleased
i the barouet would have been if he
could have listened also.

Glad as Arthur undoubtedly was to
see his nnele again. it is possible that
he was a little relicved when the trap
stopped at the station in Coombe.

He alighted to accompany the old
gentleman  to  the platforn, the
I'istical Four waiting with the {rap
outside,

“Take care of that there *aef cod,
Art!” said Mr. Baggs, as he received
his umbrella from Lovell. *I s’pose
you can get it biled all right at the
school—eh #”

*Oh, that's all right I* said Arthur.

“Don’t you young geuts put your
feet on it in the trap.”

“No fear !” said Jimmy Silver.

“You wouldn’t pet a cod like that
in this here neighbourhood. You
see, being in the business, 1 know
what’s what.” 2

“ Butter get in, uncle,” murmured
Arthur.

“Right you are! Good-bye, young
gentlemen!” sajd Mr. Baggs, shak-
ing hauds all round with the juniors,
with a large, damp, and fishy hand.
“Werry pﬁ;cased 10 ’ave imade your
acquaintance, and to lave ’ad such a
’appy arternoon, 1f you ever find
yourself in Camden Town, you give
me 4 look in. Me and the old woman:
will be always pleased to see yer.”

+ “Thank you very much, sir!” said

i run by Rockwood School. Ile did

Jimmy.
“Good-bye, sir!" .
And the shiny gentleman jpolled

into the station at last, piloted by his
dutiful nephew.

Tho Fistical Four looked at one
anather and smiled.

“What a merry afternoon I mur-
mured Lovell. “I1—T say, he's a good
old sort. I—I rather like him !’

“A hearty old gentleman,” said
Jimmy Siiver. *No deception about
him. I can’t say there's no cod L

i« Hﬂl‘hil',_;hp 129

41 ThoPjusgss vheard the -ti‘ll:ii_i zolt’

beating . Uncle William to
) dscdion: .and  theuge, ‘to,
London. “The "old gentlemun was
departing well pleased with his visit
to Rookwood.  Arthur came out of
the station, and his face was a little
red as he climbed into the trap.

Jimmy Silver cracked the whip,
and they .started for Rookwood.

It was a rather silent drive. Arthur
seemed busy with his thoughts, and
the Co. did not ,interrupt him.
Roockwood was in sight when Arthur
spoke at last,

“I—I needn't usk you fellows what
you think of my uncle,” he said, in a
low voice., “He’s a good man, and
I'm fond of him; but you wouldn’t
think of him as I do. I—~I suppose
you—you won’t jaw 2¢ Rookwood
about—about-~—"

“0Of course not, you duffer!™ said
Jimmy.

“IB“L
dubiously.

“That's_all right,” “said Jimmy
Silver. “If Muffin has said anything
unpleasant about Mr. Baggs, we can
bear witness that Tubby doesn’t know
anything sbout it. We've had an
afternoon out with Mr. Baggs, and if

saway, ™t

Tubby——" gaid Lovell

we're pleased with him, Muffin
doesn’t matter.”

“You're awlully good,” said
Arthur.

The trap slopped. Berestord-Baggs
inststed upon indemunifying Jimmy
for the tip to Mack, as was but just.
The five juniors crossed the quad to-
gether, and they did not fail to note
that eome curious glances were
turned upon them by fellows in the
quadrangle. Reginald Muffin had
not allowed his startling news to grow
cold. '

Quite a litile crowd rathered round
ihe doorway of the School House, as

the chums came in. For once,
Arthur's nutty friends did not give
him an effusive greeting. They

seemed to be in a etate of doubt,

Arthor passed quickly through the
erowd, and went up to lis study. But
the Wistical Four had to stop. They
were surrounded by questioners,

“1 say, Stlver-—>»

“Muffin save—--"’

“s il true—=""

" Bevesford-Bagpes® unele -

Jimmy Silver Durst into a laugh.

“One at a tioe I he said.  “Now,
then. what’s up 27

“I've told the chaps about that
awlul old guy!” chortled Tubby
Muftin _“He, he, hie!”

“Muflin’s spun us a queer yarn,’

radinncle !

g s, o - wwiad ¢l fes Y Ngap 1
Recking with fish! Ow-ow-wow !
Dropping  his — ow ! — aitches

said Conroy. “I suppose it’s his gas,
as usual.”

“ Jifst tell us how the matter stands.
Silver,” said Smythe, of the Shell
anxiously. “We've rather tuken up
young Beresford-Bagge——"" o

“In a way——2 said Tracy.

Y And if it's true———m~="

“You might tell o chap.” said
Townsend. **f don’t want to be liard
on Beresford-Baggs, certainly: but if
his people are-anvthin’ like Muffin's
description—— Oh gad1”

“What is he like, Silver?"

“Like I” zaid Jimmy reflectively.
“Well, he's a man, you know—genus
homo, species sapiens-—-"?

“Oh, don’t he an ass! Ts he an
awful blackguard?” asked Adolphus
Smythe irritably.

“Certainly not.”

“Oh, Le 1sn’t! What is he, then?
You've really seen %im,. as Muffin
says?” asked Adelphus.

“We've had a drive with him, and
tea with him at an inn, and seen him
off at the station.™

“Oh! Then he can't be such an
awful—"

“Buch a fearful—"

£l Ch a‘h,‘

“I cav’t say J found him fearful or
awful. He's just Bagygs’ uncle—that’s
all. Rather like Baggs to look at.”

“Well, Bagygs looks decent, what-
ever he came from!” vemarked Top-
ham judiciously.

':I)Erl you like the man, Silver?”

yes! I think he's a good
gort.”
“Did he bring a codfish as a
present? Muffin says he did.”

“He brought his nephew a very
handsome and expensive present of
fish,” said Jimmy Silver calmly.
“It's Toft at the portei’s lodge :just
now; if you want to sce it. I dure say
Baggs will get the cook to handle it,
and stand a fish supper.” :

Y Well, a fish supper is all right,”
said Smythe, “Ji looks to me as il
that ]ying porpoise has Leen .pulling
ovur  leg shout Beresford-Bages’
I said so all along, in fact.”

8o did I,” said Trucy.

“Bump the cad, and teach him not
to spin yarns ubout the relations of
friend of ours,” continued Adolphus.

““Yoes, rather "

The VFistical Four walked on, grin-
ning, while Adolphus & Co. clased
round the hapless Tubby., Wild yells
fromi Mufkin followed them. '

“Yow-ow! Leggo! T tell you he

Yaroooh !”

Bump, bump, bump !

And Tubby Mufin's voice
away in a dolorous how!.

died

Arthur Beresford-Baggs had s short
period of doubt; but he was scon re-
assured. His nutty friends proved us
friendly as ever—in fact, more so, -if
possible. Jimmny Silver & Co. kept
their own counsel,, and Tubby
Muffi’s almost frantic asseverations
were disrcgarded.  The fislh supper
came off, and Adolphus & Co. were
present in all their glory.

Uncle Bill had come and gone ; and
Arthiur  Boresford-Baggs  was  as
ciicery ae evey, and held his head as
high as ever in the nnily society he
found so agreeable. Possibly a doubt
smote him at times, whether Auni
Saral’ or cousin "Erb might follow
Uuele Bill’s example, and look him
up at Rookwopd. But sufficient for
tlie day was the visitor thereof.

THE EXD.
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“In Old Alsace."

I OId Alsace,™ which will shortly
be showing i this country, iz the
sensation of Paris, writes o core-
spondent. where it is now being fea-
tured al ten tirsd-week-run houses,

“In Old Alsace ™ is founded an
“LIAmL Frite,™ by EeckmangLla-
irain, the anthor of the late Sip ency
Irving’s great stage medium, *“The
Bells.” which was kuown formerly
as “The Polish Jow."

The action of this charming, old-
world Alsatian story, filmed by M.
Reue Hervil, of Paris, took place
seventy years ago, and has an added
interest for the prerent gewcratinn
in the fact that Alsace, wlich at the
tim(_\ of the story.was in German pus-
session,  has  once agaiv  changed
hands.

“An Eccentric Spendthrift.”

Particularly sttractive eloments in
the story are the machinations of
mateh-making ald Rabbi, o delightful
character imperscuatid by the pre-
mier comedian of Krance, M. de
Max, of the (‘omedie Francaise.,

M. de Max, who has played severnl
times on tours in England with
Mme. Sarah Bervhardt, is acknow-
ledged also to be the greatest tragedy
artiste in France. He bus outwitted
all his critics by his interpretations,
which at times scem stratyge, but are
always original. i

He is a typical Bohemian, spends
his money recklessly, dresses iu a mosi
eccentric fashion, with fingers alwavs
loaded with rings, and wears a brace-
let round his wrist, from which the
most varied coins hang,

Of Roumanian ovigin, during the
war M. de Max was entrusted with a
propuganda  mission  for ihe Rou-
manian Ggvernment, and his infu-
ence contributed greatly to sway
Roumania to take the Allies side.

He is held in very high esicem by
less fortunate comiades, whom, he
always defends, and frequently helps.
He has had numerous quarrels with
Mme. Sarah Bernhardi. though he
always had the grewtesi admiraiion
for her. Bhe ouce said
ix a8 madman, but he has a wonderful
talent.”

A word should be said for Mlle,
Huguette Duflcs, who enacts the part:
of the pretty Suzel, the fascinating
farmer’s daughter, who works havoc
with the hero’s bachelor notions in
Rene Hervil's screen version of “In
Old Alsace.”

Mlle. Duflos, who iz thie juvenile
lead at the Comedie Francaise, has
been said to' be the prettiest girl in
France, and is fairly claimed to be
the Gladys Clooper aud the “postcard
queen ” of that country.

The Jssanay Chaphin comedies—
fowrteen in ell—are heing re-issued
again, one ner fortsight,” and cow-
menced on December 28th, 1919,

The recent death of that famous
actor, H. B, Irviug, recalls his ouc
and only appearance in the film.
“The Lyons Mail ” was an ideal pro-
duction from the famous play in
which his father made such a big
success upou the speaking-stage.

Doubtless if 1. B. Trving Lad
lived he would bhave appeared in moro
sereen productions.

1t is reported from the States that
the British film, “Her (Greatest Per-
formance,” featuring Ellen Terry, is
meeting  with  enormous  success
wherever shown. Who says British
filos are not liked in America ?

If you like good, wholesome British
melodrama, go o sce “The Further
Exploitz of Sextou Blake,” when it
vomes your way. The wpopular
detective and his assistant, Tinker,
appear in some finc scenes on the deck
of one of our largest liners, and iu
some stirring stunts on the telegraph-
wires above Charing Cross.

A visitor from “B'1 old New
York ” {elis me thul the “vamp,? or
screen villainess, of the future will
be w blonde. At present, Lowever,
we still Jive dn the Dark Age.

It was annonneed o short tinse LU0
that the Quecn of the Sereen—AMary
Picklord—is in receipt of o salary of
£300,000 a year. Now we hear that
the King of the Ring— Juck
Dempsey—is to get no less than
£37,000 for appearing in one photo-
play production. Phew!

of him: “He .
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. The Fate of Frank Richards.

“Frank! Franky!"

Bob Lawluss' faco was white as he
shouted the name of hiz chum.

"Lhe rocks of the deep and gloomy
canyon, in the shadow of mighty
Mount Shasta, echoed back his shout.

But the voice of his chum did not
answer, :

“Frank 1” ]

Vere Beauclerc came panling up,

“Bob! Is he—is he—-" He could
not finish.

“Gone !
huskily.

Billy Cook, the ferewan of the Law-
less Ranch, stood on the verge of the
mountain torrent, staring at the
waters that raced by at his feet.
Ahead of lim the torrent foamed into
a cleft-of the canyon's rocky side, and
disappeared from view under an arch
of rugged basalt. The ranchman's
face was set.

Beauclert caught him by the arm.

“Where is Frank 77

Y guess he's gone under the
stream,” said Billy Cook, in low tones.
‘I reckon he fell in with Carlos
Cabrera, and both of them have gone
under. They’ve gone with the
stream under the rocks yonder.”

The three adventurcrs stood silent.
Bob Lawless and Verc Beauclere
seemad almost stunned by the cata-
strophe. With their chuny, they had
come to the rocky wilderness of
Northern California to seel  the lost
bonanza from .the far-off Thompson
valley in Canada. And now—where
was their chum? %

The hoarse roar of the torrent, as
it was engulfed beneath the rocks, was
the only answer to that question.
¥rank Richards had been swept
away; he had vanished under the
hasalt cliffs’. with the ‘scarred Cali-
{forniun, his rival in the quest for
gold. He had gone to his dzath.

For.a long time ikey stood
silence.

Billy Cook was the first to speal.

“T1. reckon there’'s a chauce— S
chance.” he said slowly. * That
water musb have an outlet lower down
the mountain. 1t depends on how
far it lows underground. It's possible
—-jest possible—that Frank might
come throvugh,”

“I1£'s  possibie.”
“ bute—e—

“I've. been thiuking,” said the
ranchman. ** We've followed Bronze

muttered Dob Lawless

in

mitltered Boh,

Bill's map to this hyer canyon, and |

‘the Golden Arvoyo is marked on the
ntap, but rary an arroyo can we sce
hyer. ' T guess it's possible that the
way lies with tbhe stream—under the
basall—and the Golden Arroyo is on
the other sido of them blufis. That
accounts for the bonanza never bein’
discovered vet. though I reckon pro-
spectors have been over this ground
many a time. If the arroyo lies on the
other side of the bluffs, that’s the
way Bronze Bill and Juarcz went
whon they found il, and if they cawce
through alive, I guess Frank Richards
“has a chance.™

Bob and Beauclere Ubrightened o
little. Tt was a chance that their chum
was still living; though but a bare
chunce.

‘Bob made a step tewards the tor-
rent.

The ranchman's hand gripped his
ghouider and pulled him back.

“Nope,” you don'LiI” said Biliy
Cook:. “T guess I've gobt to answer
for you to your father, Bob, and you
ain’l going the way Frank Richacds
went.  We've got- to get round the
biuffs, and strike the stream lower
down, and if Frank came through
we'll find bim.”

“iBufe—"

“Don’t you be a young jay, Bob
Lawless! Come!”

“Come, Bob.” said Vere Beayclers
heavily. “If Frank is alive we shall
find him. Come!”
.. Boh Lawless nodded, and tley
tarred from the torrent.

Bill=. Cook glanced wup at ihe

T We'll have
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towering rocky wall that shut in the
eanyon, crowned with pines.

1 gness it won’l be an easv gama
clarmbering over these bluffs,” he re-
marked, “hul it’s got to he done.
to leave the hosses, [
reckon. We'll turn themn loose, and
they'll tind their way back to Cinna-
won Bar. Gel a move on!’!

Ia grim silence they started.

The horses were turned loose, and
then the three adveniurers assayed
the ascont of the canyon-side.

Tho red sunset was glowing over
the canyon as the sun sank lower to-
wards the Pacific.

Darkness came upon the adven-
turers while they were gtill ascending
the rugged rocks. In the darkness 1t
was impossible to proceed, and with
reluctance, fatigued as they were,
they stopped. They rested in a'
hollow of the rocky slope, but there

a

Billy Cook glanced dublously at
the precipitous slope. with stunted
{ treeg and mesquite jutéing out hero
aud Lhere wmony the rocks,

Y1 guess this won't be easy,”
said, ““but that's our way!”

“Come on ! said Bob. )

And tle three adventurcrs began
the perilous descent into the arroyo.

hie

The 2nd Chapter.
Frcm the Jawe of Death,
¥rank Richards gave himself up
for iost as the torrent swopt him
away into deep darkness under the
basalt. -

He had caught o momentary
glimpze of his foe. Carlos Cabrera as
he was swept under; but lie hardly
noted the Caulifornian.

The rivalry of the gold-scekers had

He satk under again the uext
moment ; but now he realised that he
was beyond the barrier of rock, and

1 he struck out for his life.

He came to the surface agein aud
swam. his semses in z whirl. and
swimming by instinet rather than by
thought.

But the {resh, free air revived lnm.
the wild throbhing «of his Tear!
calined. and he was able {o luok abont

im.

The streans that bore Lim onward
flowad between high. almost perpen-
dicular sides of rocky basalt, evi-
dently the continuation of the pas-
sagr  through the wmountain-side.
formed in prehistoric days by vol-
canie action.

There was vo landing-place for a
gopher, and he allowed himself to
flont ou with the currend.

Behind him dark rocks closed in
the view, save where the torrent
emerged from its outlet in a whirl of
feam.

High overhead a 0lack valture
agiled across the narvow strip of sky.

Ax he floated on the current, awim-
ming casily, Frank Richards drew in
deep breaths of the fresh mountzin
aiy, with a deep thavkfuluess in his
heart.

He had come through ibe very
valley of the shadow ef deuth, and
he yet lived.

But he thought of his comrades
with a heavy heart.

Only too well he coulkl picture their
horror and dismay at the fate that
had fallen upon hiwm, and the faint-
ness of their hope that he might yet
survive.

And then the thought of Cabrera

came into his mind.

'OUT FOR VENGEANCE!

went to the knife in his belt.

dear. ‘At

A sudden sound from the entrance of the cave drove the thought of
the bonanza from Frank Richards’ mind.
t ] . The opening of the cave was darkened by the farm of the scarred Cali-
fornian, who was limping painfully, and dpn'q?ﬁm,

[

last, senorito !

himself along with
aid Cabrera, hetwesn his teeth.

He spun round and his hand
sflorts that evidently cost him

wae litile sleep lor them that anxious
night.

At the {ust gleam of dawn they
were on foot arain.

As the sun vese higher they gained
the summit of the blufls that shut in
Coffin Canyon, and, exhausted by the
long.climb, they lay down to resl in
the noonday sun.

Dut the repose was brici.

- In half an hour thevy were pushing
ou azain by rugged declivities, and
ub last the sound of tumbling waters
in the distanice fell upori their ears.
Billy Cools raised his hand as he bent
his head to listen. -

“T guess wa're ont ibe right track,”™
il said. LCaless T'm out in myv
reckoning, we're due .north of Coftin
Canyon now, aml rhe stream ran due
north. Ti comes oul romewhere, and
1 guess it ‘must come out about hyer.
Kim on!” vt

The weary trie pushed on,

A quarter of an hour later they
halted on the verge of 3 deep ravine
or arroyo. Deep and dark, almost
like a cleft in {he rocky ground. the
artroyo opened at their feet, and from
the shadowy depths thetc came a
murmur of ripplhing water.

cuded in what seamed like corlain
death for them both.

The water closed over the schogl-
boy’s head ; black darkness surrounded
him, and a deafening voar was in his
cars, -

Instinctively he shut his teeth hard,
holding his breath as he was whirled
imder ile water. For even at that
terrible moment, the thought was in
hig mind, that, unless the byckskin
map had deceived him, the way to
the Golden Arroye luy by the under-
ground torrent. If it wus so, it was
possible io puss through even this
fearful danger and live.

Onee, as he was whirled onward, he
crashed on a smooth surface of rook,
and whirled off again with the rush-
ing  water. His  scnses  were
swamming, suffocation leld bhim in
ity grip. A minute—iwo minubes—
he could not tell-—had passed, and he
was hardly congcious now.

Thén suddénty the blackness gave

| place to light.

His bzad shot up above the surface.
of whirling waters in a maes of foam,
and his wel fyce wus in cpen, free
air.

He gasped for breath.

His ylance swept the turbid surface
of the torvent round him. The
arroyo through which the waler
flowed was so deep and abrupt that
a kind of twilight reigned there even
in the full sunshine. He could see
no sign of the scarred Californjan.

Carlos Cabrera, periaps, had not
been so fortunaie asg his sehoolboy
rival, and ¥rank could not regret it
if the awarthy rufhan had found his
death in the dopths of the subter-
ranean stream.

It was more,than two miles from
the outlel of the buried torrent that
the arroyo widened eand it was pos-
siblo to obtain lodgment ou the bank
of ihe precipitous cliffs.

Frank Richards dragged himself
from the water atb last,

There he sank down in exhaustion.

For a long time he lay without
movement, while the gloom deep-
eped in the arroye. .

‘Bul he dragged himself to his feet
at last.

Night was.coming quickly on. and
the: chill of evening made him shiver
in_his drenched clothes.

Ha wrung the water out as well as

' he could, and set out to iramp down

the racky. uneven bank by the side
of the {orrent. )

Fuarther on tie arrovo  widenm]
still more. and 2 wide stretch of
staty sotl lay hotween the water and
the precipitons side of the eavine.
Here and theee on the barrem soil
stunted ipasse: of mesquite grew.

Darkness  was ihickening in {he
arreyo, and Frunk Richards stopped
at last,

He bad hed o hope of eolimbing
out. of his vocky prison. and strg-
ghing across the mountaim to rojoin
his comrades in Caffin Canyon, but
that bope had to be ghandoned now.

In the darkness he was helpléss,
and he was aching with fatigue.

He selected a ey spot in tha
midst of the mesquite to lie down to
sleep.  He had not forgotten the
possibility that the scarred Califor-
nign migi, have survived, aithough
ke had seen nothing of hin,

Sleep was not easy to 1he schonl-
boy of Cedar ('roek in his strange
surroundings. i

He was cold, and his clothes were
still damip. and many times during
the night fie rose and moved about.
to keap off the chill. *

He was glad when the rayvs of 1he
morning  sun  glimmered into  the
arroyo and tho stream glistened in
the dawn.

He quitted the thicket of mesquite.
and, moving about in the growing
warmth of the sui, munched a bis-
cuit from his wallet. It was all the
‘breakfast he had.

But his spirits rose as the sunlight,
strengthencd. 5

Ho glanced at the rocky sides of the
arroyo and shook his head. The
¢limb to the uplands was a long and
difficult one, and he knew that he
could scarcely hope to find hie way
back to the canyon over the rugged,
unmarked mountain-side.

The thought had come mmpo his
mind, too, that his comrades ‘would
seek to strike the stream lower down
to search {or him.

He started to tramp along the
stream, keeping his eyes well about
him, with the thought of the scarred
Californian still in his mind.

He stopped at last.

Far ahead the sun glimmered on
the torrent, where it fell, amid a
whirl of foam, in a deaiening
cataract.

. That was the ouilet of the arroyo,

a waterfall which no man could hope
to pass and live. :
Where the torrent rushed and

foamed to its lower level the arrovo
narrowed again, and the walls of
rocks approached the water, the
stream filling the ravine from side to
side.

Frank Richards was a prisoner in
the wiroya’

The cnly way of escape lay by
climbing the precipitous rocky walls,
a heighl of several hundreds of fect.

He sat on a boulder to roat.

Were his comrades teeking him?”
It secmeod certain, though he could
not guess how long it would take
them to veach the arroyo over the
mountain-sde. ‘

Round about bim were many signs
that the torreni at other times filled
the whole ravine from side to side.
as it did at the narrow exit. In the
rainy season the rocks where ho was
resting were hidden beneath many
feet of turbid water. But at that
time of the year there was no danger
of fleod. The sticam was now'at its
low level 5

As la looked about him, and con-
sulted the buckskin map. which he
still retained, *Frank Richards el
more and more assured that this
ravine was indeed the Golden Arroro
marked on Bronze Bill's map.

[t was here that the. * bonauza ¥
lay—the mine of preeiofs’ yellow
‘amelal for which the rustler had slain
Jose Juarez, and had in his. turn
fallen by the hand of Carles Cabrera
in far-olf Canade.

The thought made Frank’s-heart
beat. é .
His comrades were secking him. he
was assured, and by climbing out of
the arroyo upon ihe trackless moun-
tain he could only miss them. 6 Jt
was wiser to wait till they came, if
they were coming. And he was in
no copdition at present to aitempi
the difficult climb. The corn-biscuits
in his wallet, soaked with water,
were sufficient o keep him it life
for a couple of days at least. Befors
that time he was sure that Billy Cook
and his ‘comrades would bs in
arroyo looking for him.

He resolved to seek the lonanza
while. he waited, and after a brief
rest an tb%}fwlder ho commeéncad his,
search. With the roar of the distant
catiract in his éars he moved along
the arroye, his eyes well about him.
In the narrow strip of stony. ground
betwesn the stream and the ravine
E:_v_all there was no great spece; the
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search could not take him a day, and
if the bonanza was there he could not
fail to find it.
‘He returned
wary and watchful; and it was well

along the stream,

for him that he was wagry. ‘There
wag a sudden ring of a footstep on
the vocks, and a hoarse voice fell
upon his ears.

“Carambo! Then you are here!”

He sprang back just in time to
elude the rush of the scarred Cali-
forman.

The 3rd Chapter.
Face to Face!
Frank Richards panted.
The Californian had, after all,
“escaped the peril of the subterranean
torrent. Ie was lying in the mes-
quite when Frank camec within a
dozen feet of him. IHad the ruffian
possessed a firearm PFrank Richards’
life would have been worth little at
that momens$; but Cabrera’s revolver
was useless as he had lost his cart-
ridges in the torrent. His knife was
in his hand as he rushed towards the
English schoolboy. i

Frank leaped back, and Cabrera,
slipping in his haste on the rocks, fell
upon his knee.

The next moment Frank was speed-
ing away among the boulders. .

The Californian scrambled to his
feet with a savage Spanish oath, and
darted in pursuit. :

Frank, his heart throbbing, clam-
bered up the steep side of the arroyo
ag nimbly as a mountain goat.

Cabrera, active as he was, was not
so .nimble as the schoolboy, and
Frank well kept his distance. R

Up the rugged rocks he went tire-
lessly, the Californian losing ground
as he followed, but following with
savage determination.

Frank stopped at last.

He knew that he could not clude
the. ruffian for ever. Ilis object was
to reach a spot where he could turn
upon his pursuer with some hope of
sliceess.

He stopped on a roeky ledge at the
mouth of a deep cavern that, opencd
in the side of the arroyo.

Below the ledge the acclivity was
steep and ‘difficult to climb, and on
the ledge lay loose boulders of all
sizes. I'rank Richards' grasp closed
on a'jagged rock as he turned at bay.

Cabrera, panting with his exertions,
stopped a dozen feet from him, his
head on- a-lower level than Frank's
feet, so abrupt was the acclivity.

“Now, you scoundrcl!” panted
Frank, his eyes blazing. “WNow, you
rotter, come on if you dare!”

The Californian’s bluck eyes glinted
at him.

“You have found it?” he gasped.

““The bonanza? Find out™

At least, you have the map.”

“I-bhave the map,” replied Frank
coolly, theugh his heart was thump-
ing, *and the place is marked on 1.111’4\
map, Carlos Cabrera. Come and take
the map—if you can.”,

*Carambo! That" will
long !l! L

The Californian, his scarred face
grim and ‘determined, scrambled up
the rough ascent.

not be

Frank  whitled op the jagged lump’

of rock; and burled i divect al his
enemy.

Crash !

'The missile struck the rocks a foob
from ihe Californian, end ralled and
vebounded down the slope with a
dcafening noisc |

Cabrera stopped for i moment, his
swarthy face turning pale. Had ihe
whizzing rock struck him he would
have been hurled down dead or dis-
abled. ' 3

PBut his pause was only for a
maoraent.

1le came on again savagely, and his
head slready rose above the level of
the ledge upon which the schoolboy
stood.

But Frank Richards did not flinch.

Another jagged boulder was in his
hands, amij Lhe  wailed  tenscly 4l
Labrera was within two yards of him
before he hurled it.

Then the missile flew.

Crash!

This time he did not miss.

‘"The whizzing rock swept Cabrera’s
legs from ungder him, and rolled on

{Continued from the previous
page.)

down the slope, the Californian

rolling helplessly with jt.

The  boulder rolled and
bounded "on till it rcached the
water's edge, and plunged
splashing into the . torrent.
Carlos Cabrera landed on the
bank, wheze he lay groaning.

Frank Richards, panting, looked
down at him.

The Californian made an effort to
rise, but sank back again upon the
ground, with a groan.

1t was evident that he was hurt.

He raised himseif upon one knee at
last, his swarthy face pale with pain,
and, holding on to a rock, raised him-
self to his feet.

Frank Richards, twenty yards
above him, watched bim warily. The
Califorman’s knife was in his hand,
and suddenly his hand was drawn
back, and tho knife flew.

Claiter !

The missile was well-aimed,- but it
fell short, and disappeared in the
cavities of the ascent.

¥rank Richards laughed breath-
lessly.

“T'ry again !” he called out.

The scarred ruffian answered with
a curse. .

He sank down on a boulder to ease
his injured leg, and drew a revolver
from his belt. For a moment Frank’s
heart misgave hini. But it was soon
evident that Cabrera had no cart-
ridges. )

He took the revolver by the barrel
to use as a weapon at close quarfers,
and sat still, waiting, his eyes fixed
with deadly hatred on the schoolboy.

Evidently he {feared that ¥rank
would fake the offensive now thai he
was disarmed.

But Frank had no such intention.
He was only too glad to see the
ruffian forced to kecp his distance.

For some timc the foes remained
watching one another, Cabrera scated
on the boulder by the stream, Frank
standing on the ledge at the top of
the acelivity. w i

The schoolboy’s heart was light
now.

fear {rom his savage ‘enemy. so long
ag he remsined on the ledge.

"with the scarred Californian, his hunt-
ing-knifc against the clubbed revol-

ver,

That would have served Cabrera’s
purpose. Ile was a man -against a
schoolboy if it came to a struggle.
But Frauk Richards did not intend to
leave the ledge.

He- sat on a rock to rest, and
Cabrera ground his tecth with help-
less rage as he saw the schoolboy con-
sulting - the buckskin map. Like a
lynx watching for its prey, the.ruffian
waited and watched, and sudderly
from the ledge above he heard Frank
Richards utter an exclamation.

“Tureka !

¥ The 4th Chapter.
Tho Last Fight.

“T've found it !” .

Frank RiMhards leaped to his f{eet,
his face full of excitement.

On the buckskin map s cross was
marked where, according to the iale
the dying rustler had told at the Law-
less Ranch, lay the skeleton of Jose
Juarez, a ghastly indication to the
bonanza.

Close by the cross was the word
“kaiv,” which had puzzled Frank
- Richards and his comrades.

But Iruuk thought he understood
1H0W!

Behind bim. as bhc stood on the
Jedge, the cave opencd in the rocky
side: of the arroyo, and the thought
was in his mind that this was the
“kaiv ” written down by the bapless
rustler. J

I1e glanced hastily towards Cabrera.
Fhe ruffian was still in his position,
and "il was doubtful if he would be
able to attempt Lo climb to the ledge
again.

Frank Richards left the ledge, and
stepped into the gloomy cavern.

A dim twilight, reigned within,

The floor was level and sandy, and
several fragments of driftwood lay
there, proving that in flood time the
cave was filled with the waters of .the
streamn now Howiug at the bottom of
‘the arroyo.

Frank glanced round him, his heart
beating. :

He advanced further into the
cavern, in his eagerness almost for-
getting the deadly foe who lurked in
e S, 414 ok

uddenly he stopped, with a shar
exclamation. - o

He rvealised that he had little to

Leav-,
ing it meant o hand-to-hand struggle:

Something that was whiter than
the sand or the driftwood glimmered
from the shadows of the cave.

A feeling of sickness came over the
boy for the moment.

It was a skeleton that lay almost at
his feet. y

The bones had been picked by bird
4Or beast as they lay in the cave, and
they glimmered white and terrible
from the shadow, the hideous skull
sceming to wear a ghastly grin.

“Oh!” muttered Frank.

For some minutes he stood, not
caring to go mnear to the ghastly
object.

But he advanced again at last. His
eyes searchgd the dusky recesses. The
skeleton lay close by the wall of the
cave, and there was no sign of the
gold nuggets of which DBronze Bill
had told, and for which Jose Juarez
had fallen. -

For ten yards or more the cave ex-
tended into the cliff, and Frank ex-
plored its whole cxtent without
making a discovery,

Outside, the sun of noonday blazed
on-the arroyo, but in the depth of
the cave all was chill and shadowy.

Frank approached the skeleton at
last, though he did not venturo to
touch it, after exploring the recesses
of the cave. But near the ghastly
relic of the gold-secker there was no
sign of the bonanza-—no clue. The
skeleton lav  with one arm out-
stretched, the grisly fingers pointing
to the wall of the cave.

Frank felt a sense of bitter dis-
appointment. The thought came into
his wmind that, perhaps, since Bronze
Bill had drawn his map of the Golden
Arrgoyo, some prospector had found
the bounanza, and “lifted * the golden
prize.

Vet it was hard to believe so,
Only by chance could Jose Juarez
have penetrated into the arroyo—ho
must have come by way of the sub-
terranean torrent, and by accident, as
Frank had come.

Bronze Bill. watching him, hadl
sought him there, and found him,
doubtless by a roundabout route
descending into the arroyo from
above.

But without a clue the boldest gold-
sceker would hardly have undertaken
the risk and fatigue of descending
into the arroyo—which, viewed from
above, was merely a dangerous
ravine snlit in the masses of bagakt.

Yot if the treasure had not been
lifted;: where was it ? - Lot
. A sidden sound from the entrance
of the cdve drove the thought of the
bonanza from Framk Richards’ mind,
and recalled the cnemy he had for-
gotten in his cagor search,

Ile spun round, ‘his heart thump-

ing, and his hand on the knife n
his belt. E
The opening of the cave was

darkened bv the form of the scarred
Californian. .

Cabrera was limping painfully, and
dragging himself along with efforts
that evidently cost him dear.

The long absence of the schoolboy
from his sight had encouraged him
to make the attempt, and he had
dragged himself to the ledge, trailing
his injured leg. :

Frank set his teeth hard,

He had been reckless, and his reck-
lessness had to be paid for now.

The Californian’s eyes glinted ai
him, and the dusky hand closed
harder on the clubbed revolver,

“At last, senorito!” said Carlos
Cabrera between his teeth.

He limped towards. the schoolboy,

Frank Richards breathed hard.

He was not afraid, but he knew
that ho was in terrible danger now,
in spite of Cabrera's injury.

HE backed away as the Californian
advanced, his eyes on his foe,
Cabrera followed him, keeping
between the schoolbov and the open-
ing of the cave, and giving Frank
no opportunity of dodging past him
and escaping into the open.

Crack!

A sudden rifle-shot rang through
the arroyo, awakeuing a thousand
echoes, 2

Crack, crack, cragk!

Cabrera started,

“My friends!” gasped Frank, his
heart thumping,

“ Carambo !

Crack, erack, erack!

Somewhere alon
riflo was being disci
intervals,

the arroyo a
arged at regular

could only mean that Frank Richards’
comrades bad arrived in the arroyo,
and were firing as & signal to him
if he yet lived.

Cabrera understood it as well as
Frank.

“They have come too late,
senoritoI” he said, with u bijter
sneer, :

“We shall seo!” muttered Frank,
and then he shouted;

“Holp! Help!®

It was evidently a signal. and it }

Prics
Three Halipencs
Crack!,
“HE!EI !’, i .
The Californian, gathering all his

strength, made a savige rush at the
elusive schoolboy,

For a .moment it'seemed that he
would have Frank piuned against the
side of the cave.

But the active schoolboy dodged
nimbly, and eluded him—barely
egcaping a-sweeping blow from the
clubbed revolver as he dodged.

Cabrera, with a curse, panted after

im.

But Frank was past the ruffian now,
and he ran for the opening of the
cave.

Whiz!

Frank Richards felt rather than
heard the missile that whizzed after
him, and he threw himself forward.

‘The revolver shot over his head and:
rolled on the ledge outside the cave.

Frank had fallen on his knees, and
before he could rise, the Californian
was upon him with a savage spring.
. He struck out blindly with his hunt-
ing-knife, but fortune befricnded the
scarred Californian; the blind blow
struck upon 2 rock. and the knife was
jerked from the schoolboy's hand.

Frank grappled fiercely with his
enemy,

Both were disarmed now, and they
struggled furiously for the mastery,

In a deady grip they rolled out of
the cavern upon the rocky ledwe,
There was a shout in the distance,
& ringing of footsteps on the stoues.

‘hreo figures were in sight running
hard along the stream. But Billy
Cook, Bob Lawless, and Beauclerc
were still at a distance, and Frank
Richards was in the grasp of his foe.

On the ledge, they rolled over, and
the Californian came uppermost. fis

knee was on Jrank's chest, and his

dusky hands clutched gt the school-
boy’s throat.

Frank Thade a torrible effort, and
threw him off, but the scarred ruffian
was still grasping his throat. To-
gether they rolled from the ledge
an crashed down the rugged slope.

Over rock and stone and tearing
thicket, they vrolled, to, the bank
of the torrent, still gripping and
struggling, and from the sloping bank
they slipped into the stream. }

There ¥rank was loose from his
cnemy’'s grasp at last, as Cabrera
plunged nnder the water,

He struck out and came to the sur-

'{.]a'ce. Cabrera was a dozen fect from
-hiny, i

fighting for his life' in the
torrent, - e

His injured -leg*weighed the-ruffian
down, and the rapid current bore, him
away, and Frank Richards swam, and
caught a jutting rock, and held on
for his life. .

“Hold on, Frank!”

It was Bob Lawless’ voice.

“ Frank!” shouted Beauclere.

The two schoolboys were racing to
the spot, Billy Cook close behind.

Frank Richards, exhausted by the
deadly struggle, had barcly strength
frl'_) hold on, while the current torc at’
him,

The Californian, strugaling feebly,
was whirled away—away towards the
distant cataract. And but for the
aid of his comrades, Frank Richards
would probably have followed him.

But Bob and Beauclerc reached the
spot toxether, and they grasped him,
and dragged him breathlessly up the

nk.

“Trank!” gasped Bob. “Oh,
Frank, old fellow! Thank heaven we
have found you alive! We—we

thought—-"

“1 guess this 1s a sight for sorc
oyes!” drawled Billy Cook. He
shaded his eyes, and stared along the
gtreamn.  “That cuss was Cabrera,
Franky?” -

“Yes,” gasped Frank,

“Good! I guess he's a gone
coon,”

The gold-seekers stared along the
stream. Carlos Cabrera, still feebly
battling with the racing current, was
swopt away towards the cataract, and
as they looked, he disappeared into
the whirl of foam where the watar
roared and fell,

Frank Richards shuddered.

“He is gone!” said Vere Beauclerg
in a low voice.

“¥ guess so!” said Billy Cook com-
posedly.  “Y kinder reckon he’s a
gone coon before he reaches thae
bottom of the fall. I ealculate no-
body. will ever see Carlos Cabrera
again.” :

And the ranchman was right.

——

The 6th Chaptsr.
‘The Bonanza.

. It was a joyous party that gathered
in the cave behind the ledgze, when
Frank Richards had recovered a littlo
from the effects of that last desperate
struggle with the Californian, -

He had told his comrades of the
discovery of the skeleton of Juaresz,

-

and they were cager for the sgarch.

“Bub the gold isn’t there—at least,
I wasn’t able to find it,” said Frank
ruefully.

“Oh, we'll find it,” said Beb Law-
less cheerily. “ We haven’tscome all
the ‘way from the Thompson Valley
for nothing.”

“'We'll find it if it’s there,” said
Vere Beauelere, with a smile. ““And
it must 'be there, unless Bronze Bill
was a dreamer of dreams.”

The explorers spread over the
cavern, searching. They gathered
at last round the skeleton, upon which
Billy Cook fixed his eyes in a thought-
ful way.

“I reckon you was told that that
skeleton was the sign o the bonanza,
Franky,” said the ranchman slowly.

“Yes,” answered Frank.

“You see that his bony fist is
kinder p'inting,” remarked Billy
Cook.  “1 guess that was Bronze
Bill's idea; he left his man wilh his
hand pointing—"

“But it points only to the
rock——-"’

“T guess we'll see.” )

Billy Cook, following the direciion
of the skeleton’s vutstretched arm,
stepped to the rock wall of the cave,
and cxamined it carefully.

“Thunder!” he ejaculated.

“What is it——"

“ Look 1”

In the cave-wall was a narrow riit.
It was close to the ground, and in the
shadow Frank Richards had not
observed it in his previous search,
when he was interrupted by the
attack of the Californian. .

Billy Cook thrust his arm inio the
rift, and groped.

“T guess there's something——’

He drew out his hand, holding a
buckskin sack, half-rotten, that feil
to pieces as he dragged it out.

Clink, clink! Crash!

A dozen large nuggets rolled on the
floor of the cave.

“The nuggels!” shouted Bob Law-
less, in great delight.

“(old I gasped Frank.

“1 guess there’s more here.™

The rift was hurriedly searched and
cleared. A pile of twenly nuggets
of varying sizes was the reward of
the search. Evidently they had been
stacked in the hidden rift for safety,
and the rustler, who was compelled to
leave ihem there, had laid the body
with the hand ‘peinting to the rift—
of which there wero dozens in the
basalt walls. And the grisly hand of
the skeleton had remained pointing
to the hiding place of the golden
treasure,

“Cedar Creck wins!” gasped Bob

il

Lawless. “Billy, old scoul, Low
| much is that lot worth?” .
The ranchman ' cocked his eye

thoughtfully at the pile of nuggets.

“1 guess it's nearly pure ore,” he
said.  **I rather reckon there ain’t
much less than haif a hundredweight,
more or less, of gold in that lol.”

“Phew ! i

“And how does it work out in
dollars?” asked Frank Richards.

“T don't say it's quite correct; bl
you can reckon on at least twelve
thousand dollars.”

“(Great Scolt! That’s over two
thousand pounds English I exelaimed
Frank Richards breathlessly.

“Hurrah!”

And the cave vang with the
teiumphant shout of the schoolbuy
goldseekers. .

The pext morping Frank Richards
& Co., with the nuggets divided
among them for carrying, set out to
ascend the rugged cliffs of the arroyo.
It was a toilsome climb, but they
made it with light hearts; and that
night they slept at Cinnamon Bar, to

—

IIIIlIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIIIlIlIIHIIIII!iiIl___!:"
THERE WILL BE
ANOTHER LONG

COMPLETE
STORY
oF
FRANK RICHARDS
& CO.,
NEXT MONDAY
entitied:

“ WELL WON!"
BY .
MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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