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The 1st Chapter.
Tubby Muffin Hears Too Much.

“Phick us bhioves " growled Pecle.
Uyril Peele, of the Classical Fourth,

was standing at his study window, .

locking down into the quadrangle of
Rockwood. Lattrey and (Gower were
lounging near hing, also looking out.
They seemed inlerested i a group
of juniors chatting under the becches,

There were five juniors in the
group—Jimmy Silver & Co. and
NAvthare Beresford-Baggs, the new

fellow in the Fonrth.
Pesle eved them maorosely.

T was ¢Jear that Arthur Beresfovd.

Baggs was on the best of terms with
the Fistical Four, even if they were

not preecisely as ““thick ” us thieves,

as Peele described it.

*vele was evidently not pleased by
the sight of the cheery cordiality
reigning  between the Co.
sthoolboy millionaire.

and the

o

““Hilver seems Lo have taken him
up " remarked Gower.

“After his moncy, like the vest(®’

said Latirey.
Pecle grunted. ;
“That's rot ! Jimmy Silver doesn’t
care for his money, .and wouldn't
borrow a bob of hun at “any price,
What's the -good of rottin'? We all
know that.”

“Well, vou were" after his cush,

unghow, Peele, old  seont,”  said
Lattrey tartly, “and it wasn't muoch

nse.  You were going to  teach Lim
banker and poker.  Has bo learned
yeb "

Cower grinned. and Peele grunted
again  angrily. Peele’s ‘grunt indi
cated that the gilt-edgéd youth had
not, so far, becn iniliated into the
delights of banker and poker. - .

“He. won't even come into the
study,”- continued Lattrey.
won't even came fo-tea. He's no
fool. He knows what we want.”

“Tang him !” ,

Ted cheeks and it expressed good nature.

noo clothes and a silk 'at!

“‘He'

Oh my!"” .
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“IWe llavéﬁ:b wade a quid out of body knew what you were after, and

lim yet, andiit looks to me as if we
sha’v’t, either. Tm mnot goin’ to
worry. about fhim any more. After
all, he’s a>ratfen parven, and not fit

for a fellow to speak to.”

“Mosg: - fellows . seem | pleased
enough” lo «know him,” grinued
Gower. “Towny and Toppy are his
best pals., Jimmy Silver’s taken him
up.  Morningkdn. is friendly do him.
lven thut scholarship cad "Rawson

+likes him, und-pulls with him. * Nol

much good us seilin’ up to look down
‘on him. The fellows would only
think it ,was a cave of sonr grapes.
So il wonld be.” :

Another grung from Peele.

“1'm done with him,” "he said.

“¥ou  haven't begun with him
yet,” said Latirey agrecably. “He
won’t have anythin’ to do with you,
old top. He's told you so, in fact.”

Cyril Peele’s eyes glittored.

“TIn fact; it's quite-a joke in the
Fourth,” grinned Lattrey. * Every-

the way Baggs Lias takned you down
makes the fellows chortle no end.”

“L kuow,” said . Pecle quietly, his
eyes still on the chatting group 1u the
guadrangle. ‘“And I'm goiug to
make the cheeky ead pay for it. If
he won't have me for a friend, he will
have me for an enemy.”

“You can't hurt him. He's licked

- Morny, and Morny could make rings

round yoi.” Bettor let him_alone.”
“Pra,not thinkin’ of pilchin’ into

the cad. TI'mn goin’ to show hima up,”

said Peele, “Yon remember Tubby

Muflin's yarn lasl woek aboub some,

awlul uncle of s who came down to
Rookwood—some territic  character
accordin’ to Muffin, Baggs contrived
somehow to keep him away from the
school, and only Muffin knows—"

“Muffin’s gas!" said Gower, ‘‘No:
body believes Muffin.”

“y

believe him,” answered Peele.

This fellow

“It stands o reason.
When

Baggs 15 a rotien upstart.

:

Arthur Beresford-Baggs detached himself from the gateway to greet the siriking-looking lady who came into view.
Her dress was of a rusty black; but to compensate for that, she wore a shawl of brilliant hue. Her bennet was, in
itself, a'thing of beauty and a foy for ever—in size and in colour. The good lady's face was somewhat plump with
“My, Arty! What a swell you are!” she exclaimed admiringly:

——-w___ﬂ

*“All in

he's off bLix guard he*speaks Like a
slum bonuder. He's uo elass, and his
pater’s nuo class. Tverybody knows
that they made thelr money out of
the war. It stands to rveason that
they've got awful relations they
wouldn't dare to have seen——"

“Very likely. DBut Baggs is pretty
sure to be careful to keep his rela-
tions dark. If his uncle was really a
fearful outsider, he took care to keep
the old johmny awny Ifrom Rook-
wood., " '

“Jimmy  Silver  helped  him,”
grinned Gower.  “Blessed if T know
why he should, but he did.”

YTt was only Mufin’s van—-"

“I beliove Muffin’s yarn,” said
Peele, “and iy belief is that Baggs
has plenty.more such relations, and

‘if they came to Reckwood it would

show the cad up all right. Smythe
and Townsend and Topham und the
rest. would soon give him the go-bwy
if he was visited by relations like Lhe
character Muffin described.™
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“No doubt; but if hec's got ‘em
they won't come here. Heé'll take
jolly good care that they don’t.”

Peole did net reply for a moment.

The group under the beeches had
been joined by Mornington and Con-
roy and Erroll, and several other
fellows, and they were all very cheery
towards Arthur Beresford-Baggs.

Lovell glanced up at the study win-
dow, and grinned, and several other
of the juniors followed his glance,
and grinned, too.

Cyril Peele stepped hastily back
from the window.

“Thoy're grinnin® at you, old
top!” remarked Gower pleasantly.

“They'll - be grinnin’ at  Baggs
soon!” said Peele between his teoth.
“Wait till his rclation comes here !”

““His relntions won't come here to |

please you, I suppose.”

“That;s my idea. The cad has an
Aunt Sarah. Muffin’s heard him
speak of her—"'

“I dare say; but Aunt Serah won't
show up at Rookwooed.”

“8he will—on Saturday after-
noOnl "
“Eh? How do you know?”

‘Because I'm going to fix it,”
said Pecle coolly.

His chum stared at him.

“You're goin’' to get the old girl
to ocome here?” ejaculated Gower.
“Do tymx know where she lives?”

“Of course I don’t!”

“Then how the thump—"

‘“Oh, you're dense!” said Pscle.
“You remember when we did the
play last term—* Charley’s Aunt’—I
did the ‘Aunt.”

“I remember, “What about it?*

“Didn't I do it well?” demanded
Pecle.

“Yes. We all know jyou'rc the
best actor in the club, and even
Jimmy Silver can’t do without you
in, the plays, though I fancy he'd be
glad to if he could!” grinned
Lattrey.

“Well, if T can do Charley’s Aunt,
I can do Arthur's aunt,” said Peele
coolly,... “I'm going to the cos
tumier’s at Rookham to make up as
Charley’s: Aunt—I nean, .as Arthur's
aunt. : I'm:coming here as his Aunt
Saral.”

' Wha-a-at?”

“My hat! You wouldn’t have the
nerve:”

Pecle smiled contemptuously.

“I've. got the nerve. Besides,

what’s therc to bo afraid of? Even
if it cowes out, it's only a practical
joke,”

“But—but that chap will know
Whether you're his Aunt Sarah or
not!” exclnimed Giower.

“The other chaps won't.”

“But he'll tell them.”

“And they’ll think he's ashamed
of his aunt, and denying the relation-
s}u;la, for that rcason,” said Pecle
coolly.

“Oh, my hat!” ,

“I've thought it out)’” said Pecle.
“1 bad an appointment on Saturday
with Jocy: Ilook at the Bird-jn-
Hand, but I'm going to woark this
stunt instead. I'm coming hore got
up as Arthur’s aunt; and you can
bet it will be a terrific old lady who
won't do him eredit—terrific clothes
wnd a gamp and a bottle of gin— "
_““Ha, ha, ha!”

“And when he says I'm not his
aunt, I'll put on the pathetic about
his Dbein' ashamed of his relations
now he's well off——”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Gower and
Lattrey. .

“I fancy that_ will bring him
down!” chuckled Peele. “Cn the
face of it, his depials won't be any
use. . Why should au old lady come
here claiming him as:her nephew, if
heaisn’t her nephew ?”

"fg;':,.]_.hu,,lm r

“And yoy can bet-— Qh?!”
Peele broke off suddenly and made
a spring to the study door, and
dragged it open. “ Muffin, you spyin’
cad!” ey

“Oh!” gasped Tubby Muftin.

The fat Classical almost pitched
into the study as the door was
dragged open,

¥

“You fat rotter!” roared Pesle,
utterly enraged by the discovery thag
the Peeping Tom of Rookwood. had
overheard his  pra@ious scheme.
“You've been listening—-""

I“ IE—I haven’t!” stammered Tubby.
“I—I was just passing.-—"

“You heard me!”

“I--1 didn’t] I didn’t even Lnow
you knew Baggs had an Aunt Sarah,
and—end I don’t believe you could
make up—— Yaroooooooooh 17

Pecle fairly jumped at the fat

Classical.
. His beautiful scheme for humilia-
ting Arthur, which he had thought of
with such care, was cvidently useless
now. ‘It was not of much use for a
pretended . aunt of Beresford-Baggs to
turn up at Rookwood on Saturday
when the tattling Tubby knew all
about it in advance.

Thump, thump, thump!

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

Thump, thump!

. Tubby Muffin had suffered many a

time for his. prying proclivities. But
never had he received so terrific a
thrashing as he received now.
. Peelo was so_enraged by the “dish-
ing ” of his clever scheme, that ho
did not care how hard he smote; and
he smote very hard indeed.

Tubby Muffin’s frantic yells rang
the whole length of the Fourth Form
passage.

It was not till Peele w.
Eh}s.t 'hel delsistl-?d, and . t
asgsical whirling into the passage.

Tubby Muftin collapsed there, howl-

breathices

ing.

%’ee‘]o slammed the study door, with
a black brow. Lattrey end Gower
grinned at one another., They seemed
to find something entertalning in
their chum's furious disappointment.

Cyril Peele’s brow was still dark
when the bell rang for classes, and he
came into the Fourth Form room.
Ile gave Arthur Beresford-Baggs a
black look, which the heir of Baggs,
Limited, did pot:even natice.
Beresford:Baggs was 'too bhappy at
Rookwgod ' School for Peele’s moroso
i:mmity to make any difference to
nim.

‘The 2nd Chapter.
A Telegram for Arthur.

“ Beresford-Baggs |’

ESBEggs!”

“ Where’s Baggy?'

After dinner on Saturday several
voices tere inquiring for the new
Jjunior. ;

Townsend and Topham, his nuity
study-mates were among the in-
quirers, also Tubby Muffin, and
Smythe of the Shell.

“Anybody seen Baggs?” called out
Towny.

“ Beresford-Baggs ! said Adolphns
Smythe. “ Anybody seen Beresford-
Baggs?” |

Grace of the Fourth came in from
the quadrangle in time to hear the
inquiry.

“Been him, Putty?” asked Top-
ham.

““Baggs is in the quad, and I think
Boresford is with lim,” answerea
Putty Grace humorously. -

¢ Fathead !"

And the inquirers hurried out in
search of Beresford-Baggs. That
wenlthy youth was in conversation
with }immy Silver & Co.  Jimmy
was speaking as Smythe and his com-
panions came up.

“We're holding a rchearsal this
afternoon,” he said, “You haven't
scen the Classical Players at work
yet, and you can come along if you
like. If you want to join the drama-
tic club; Newcome's sec.”

“I'd like to0,” said Arthur.

“Right you are. Hallo, you seem
to be wanted!” said Jimmy, as
Adolphus & Co. came up.

Arthur glanced round.

“Telegram for you,
Baggs!” said Smythe.

“The kid's waitin’ in the hall, old
top,” said Townsend. t

“Right-ho !” said Arthur; and with
a2 nod to Jimmy Silver & Co., he
went towards the School House,
Smythe and ‘the rest kecping him
conipany.

Jimmy Silver smiled.

It was but seldom that Arthur
Beresford-Baggs mwoved anywhero
without the company of one or
another of the nuts of Rookwood.
The aristocratic Adolphus delightedin
‘his society, though he was in a lower
Form than Smythe. Townsend and
Topham seemed to love lim like

Beresford-

the fat | p,

Arthur |/

brothers. Tubby Muflin was his faith-
ful shadow,

Arthur took it gll geod-humouredly.

Flattery did not seem to affect him
in any way; bhe nover showed any
sign of “swank.” Tle simply epjoyed
the good thingy
kindly bestowed upon him.

Towards Peecle & Co., the
sheep of the Fourth, ke was distant
enough; good-natured as he was he
was no fool, and he seemed to have no
viges; ampje a6 was hie cash; ho had
no desire whatever to throw it away
on_“little games ™ in Peele’s«study.

But the advances of the other fel-
lows he met in the most cordial spirit,
and he was [riendly with nearly every
junior at Rookwood,

He tolerated even Tubby Muffin,
and was a horn of plenty to that im-
pecunious youth. Tubby had ceased
to count the half-crowns he had ex-
tracted from Beresford-Baggs.

“The dear boy is still as popular
as_ever!” Lovell remarked, with a
grin. “I wonder what would have

happened if his merry uncle had set |’

foot inside Rookwood last weelk ?”

“I wonder!” chuckled Raby.

“Xven Tubby turned up his nose
at the poor old gentleman!” re-
marked Newcome. “He seems to
have got over it now; though. He's
been cadging regularly from Baggs
since.”

*Well, Baggs’' uncle was a good
old sort, though a bit rough-and-
ready,”” said Jimmy Silver; “and the
fellows have agreed that Tubby's
description was all gas. Baggs is all
right, unless Aunt Maria or Aunt
Barah or Cousin ‘Erb should turn

I.Ip.”
“Ha, ha, ba!”
“Hallo, there goos Prele!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver. “We want

Hallo,
for the

that bounder this afternoon.
eele |
Cyril Peele was headin

‘gates, when the captain of the Fourth .

bore down uporr him.
He paused and looked
Jimmy Silver called.
“Where are you off to?”

round as

asked

| Jimmy.

“I'm goin’ out of gates,” answered

Pecle sourly.

in the
said

“There’s a rehearsal ‘ on
box-room this  afternoon,”
i]immy.
know—"7 . ittt
¥ Do go an engagdrent”
“Welly you know you're wanted'in
the play, when it comes off,” said
Jimmy. “I don’t want to have to
fill your place—" :

“l can't stay in this afternoon
anyhow; I tell you I've got an en-
gagement !” said Pecle sourly. .

“Come where the booze is
oheaper; como where the pots hold

-more !” sang Arthur Edward Lovell

softly ; and there was a chuckle from
Newrome and Y.

Pecle’s little habit of dropping in at
the Bird-in-Hand on a half-holiday
was pretty well known, DBut Jimmy
Bilver looked at Peele zather sus-
piciously.

“Muffin was saying something the
other ‘day—-"" he began.

“Hang Muffin [

“ About some jape you were plan-
ning against Baggs—making yourself
up as_a relation, or something, to
come here and worry him—-"

“Oh, rot!”

“Well, don't do it,” said Jimmy.
“Bages knows what to expect, and
he will most likely pitch 1iato you.
That game’s no good, you know, now
that Muffin’s spread it all over the
Form—-"

“T'm not thinking of anythin’ of
the kind I exclaimed Peele savagely.
“If you particularly want to know,
I'm goin’ out for a game, of billiards.

that fortune had so.

black

“The Classical Players, you.

So yon can pub that in your pipe aud
smoke ib, Jimmy Silvor!"”

And with that, Cyril Peele swung
ottt of the gates, and started along
ihe roud to Coombe.

“Billy ass!” comniented Tovell
' A prefect ought to have heard that.
“Peelo’s game of hilliards would be
aipped iu the bud!” )

Well, he’s his .own master, I
suppose,”’ said Jimmy Silver.: “No
bizney of ours il he plays the goat. If
he doesn't sttend rehearsal, though,
I shall cut him out of tho cast,
though 1 admit he’s our best man.
Bother him, anyhow—let's call the
fellows together.”

And the Fistical Four headed for
the School House to prepare for the
important business. that was to take
place in the box-room.

The 3rd Chapter.
‘A Pleasant Prospect.

“QOh crikey!” ;

That emphatic, if inelegant ejacu-
lation escaped from Acthur Beresford-
Baggs, in tones of dismay.

He had opened the telegram.

The youth from the post-office stood
waiting, cap in hand, while Arthur
locked at his telegram. Round.the
son of the millionairze were grouped
the nuts of Ruckwood, with ex-
pressions of friendly interest. Tubby
Muffin was looking nob only in-
terested, but eager. Tubby had
i heard of mondy being sent by tele-
gram, aud he was wondering whether
this was a handsome tip for Arthur
troin his pater, the baronet. If it was
Tubby Muffin intended to have his
“whack ” somechow, by hook or by
crook. Half-crowns were all very
well, but in the case of a handsome
remittance irom the millionaire,
Reginald  Muffin meant to *‘put in”
for a duid. B

But Arthur’s expression did uot
indicate that it was' a handsome re-
mittance, or good news of any sort.

He looked blankly dismayed. .

“Any mnews, old top?’ asked
Smythe tather curiously.

‘“ Er—yes—no !”

* Nobody :ll, I hope!” murmured
Townsend polite!y. ; ;

“Neno I ) ;

“ Any answer, .sir?"” asked.fh# tele-
ngraph youthok - oo R
- '“No,'no! All right,'" said'Arthnr.

He. dropped a. half-crown into -the
boy’s-hand ; Arthur was always liberal
with his tips.

Then he moved away to the stair-
case. )

The telegram was crumpled in his
hand, and it was evident that.he
did not intend to show it to any of

is nutty friends. ok

‘“ Aren't you comin’ out this after-
noon, old fellow ?” asked Townsend.

“N.no!” .

“Come into my study for a little
chat,” said Smythe.

“I—TI"1l sec-you later.”

With that, and no further explana-
tion, Arthur Beresford-Baggs
mounted the stairs rather hurriedly.

Smythe & Co. exchanged rather
curious glances. .

However, it was clear enough that
the millionaire’s son' did not desire
their honourable company just then,
.and the nuts strolled away.

Even Tubby Muffin realised that
there was ‘““nothing doing,” and he
rolled away in the direction of the
tuckshop, there to feast.his eyes upon
the good things which, at present,
were out of his reach.

Arthur hurried to-his study in the
Fourth-Form passage, the telegram
crumpled in his hand, and a deep
wrinkle in his brow.
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Rawson was in the studs, and he
glanced in some surprisc ut the
troubled face of tiie wealthy vouth.

“Hallo! You in?” said Arthur.

“Yes, [ am here. You're not doingr
any swotting this afternon, Isuppose
said Rawson, with a smile. !

“No fear!”

“Then I sha'n’t be in your way,
T’ having another go at Greek.”

“Oh!” said Arthur. .

He crossed lo the window and
looked at the telegram agnin. He
wanted to be alone just then, though
Rawson’s company was less irksoma
than Towny’s or Topyy’s would have
been. Arthur was a good deal more
confidential with T'om Rawson than
with any other fellow at Rookwood,
though they were not exaetly chums:
There were sterling qualities in
Rawson that Arthur understood and
liked, and he could be trusted, toa,
to keep silent if Arthur talked to
him inore freely than was really
prudent. Arthur had confidod things
to Rawson that he would never have
dreamed of whispering to any of his
nutty pals. <

Rawson glanced at him once or
twice, as he stood in the light of the
window, but Arthur’s eves were fixed
on the telegram. The message it
conveyed was dismaying enough. to
the millionaire's son—whose father
had net alwavs been a millionaire or
a baronet,

“Beresford-Baggs, Rook'wood
School, Coombe, Expect mgc, carly.
this afternoon.—~AUNT Saran,”

That was the cheering message.

Arthur stared at it. .

Only a week before his  Uncle
William, the cheery old ish merchant,
had arrived on an affectionate vigit,
and with the kind help of the Fistical .
Four, Arthur had warded him off so
to speak.

Tubby Mufin had seen the old
gentleman, and liad heen very lofty
and scornful about it, though ho
had recovered from that sihce, and
did not disdain to raise small loans
from the nephew of the old gentle-
man whom he looked down .upon so
scornfully. o

Jimmy Silver & Co. had kept their
own counsel upon the subject,‘dnd so
the danger had passed, as it-were;
Arthur’s noble pals refused to credit
Tubby's lurid description of the fishy
old gentleman, and, indeed, ragged
him for spinning such yarns about
their wealthy pal's relations.

But now——

Uncle Bill had been warded off
successfully, but it was cleéar that
Aunt Sarah eould not be warded off.

She was coming!

Early that afternoon—and it was
already getting on for three! The
good lady might arrive any moment,
and he did not even know which way
she was coming. ey

‘“Oh lor’!” groaned Arthur..

Rawson looked at him-:again.
Rawson was rather interested in: tha
peculiar fortunes of his new :study-
mate, ST

“ Anything up?” he asked.

“Oh dear, yes!™ !

“If I can do anything——7".:

“Read that!” mumbled Arthur,
tossing the telegram on the tahle.

Tom Rawson read it.

“You don’t wand your aunt to
come?” he asked quictly.

Arthur flushed.

“Don’t you think I"m looking down,
on my Aunt Sarah, Rawson!” he
exclaimed. *“It ain't that! She's
a good old sort, as good as my Uncle
:I[Bill t,!,\at. I told you about. But—hut

Rawson nodded. "

“I understand!  Not exactly the
thing for Rookwood, do you mean?”

“I've told you whal we was afore
dad got on,” said Arthur, dropping
unconsciously into old ways of 'speak-
ing. “Father was a bit different
from his brothers and sisters.
They’re good sorts, and they are:
always very fond of me. I “vrote
them all from ’ere, and told them
about Rookwood, and you see, I
mentioned that I was sorry T never
'ad a chance of saying good-hye to
them afore I came to school. I'm jest
as fond of 'em as ever I was, and T
ain't lookin’ down on them, but—"

He broke off.

“It’'s a rather difficult position,”
said Rawson. “You don’t want to
hurt the old lady's feelings 7

“I’d die first,” said  Arthur
carneslty. ‘“All the same, I don’t
see wot’s to "appen if she comes “ere.
I don’t know. what the 'Fad wduld
think of 'er, or Mr. Bootles—or—or
the blokes—I mean the fellers—--"

“You can’t stop her now. Look
here,” said Rawson quictly. “VYou
meet her at the gates and bring her

;in and get her into the study. ¥1] get

somne tea ready. You can treat her
niccly here, and put her at her easc;
and most likely nobody will even
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know she's here. She won't want {o
see the Head, T suppose. Most of
ihe fellows are out this afternoon, and
there won’l be many about——" '

Arthur looked thoughiful.

e was undoubtedly in a difficult
position, between his horror of acling
enobbishly towards his alfecticnate
relations, and the impossibility of
predocing those extraordinary persons
at a school like Rookwood. )

*“If she’d give me more nolice, T
could “ave managed same as with
Uncle Bill ! he muttered. “But, bus
~—1I dessay she never knowed Ull the

" last minute that she could ’ave the
day off'!”

“The day off !”” repeated Rawson.

: “She’ll ‘ave ’ad to get somebody to
mind the shop, you kuow.”

*“The shop! Oh!”

. “In the greengrocery line!” ex-
plained Arthur,

" '[_I see-,?

“Father's wanted 'er to give it up,
and let ’im provide for 'er,” said

Arthur; “but she's'independent. He
wanted to make 'er a 'andsome allow-
ance to live at the seaside, buat p'r’aps

' she guessed he wanted to shift 'er off
to u good distance. 'Sides, she’s in-
dependent. But she was always fond
of me, and so was T of 'er, too, and
so I am now. Bui—but——"

Poor Arthur broke off again. There
way an  incongruity between his
former and his present surroundings
that could hardly be reconciled.
Between Arthur Beresford-Baggs, of
Rookwood, and Arty Baggs of {former
times, there was a great gulf fixed,
of which the kind-hearted and affec-
{ionate Aunt Sarah was not aware.

“You're a good sort, Rawson,” he
went on, at last. “T ain’t ashamed of
my old aunt, but, of course, I don't

want all the blokes to see 'er ’ere. 1]

—1 think I'll get down to the

13 rl‘hﬂ-t’s right !H

Arthur left the study.

He seouted down the stairs very
cautiously. He did not want to fall in
with any -of his nutty friends just
then.

But he escaped eastly enough. The
. merry nuts were gathered in a little
party in Adolphus Smythe’s study,
and he did not encounter any of them
on the'stairs or in the passages.

e left the School House, and
scudded down to the gates.

gates.”

There he took up his stand to wait |.

for the ‘arrival of Aunt Sarah, only
hoping that he would be able to get
that good dame quietly into his study
without attracting general attention,
where she could be “kept dark®
during her visit. It was an unhappy
expedient, and he was not pleased
with it; but it really seemed that it
was his only resource, in lhe remark.
able circumstances.

The 4th Chapter.
Tubby Muffin Sees It All!

“ Argy!”

“ Auntie ™

Aunt Sarah had arrived!

Arthur Beresford-Baggs detached
himself from the gateway to greet the
striking-looking lady who came rather
breathlessly up the dusty road.

There was no doubt that Aunt
Sarah was striking to the view.

Her dress was of a rusty black. But
to compensate for that she wore a
shawl of brilliant blue. Her bonnet
was, in itself, a thing of beawty and
u joy for ever—in size, in design, and
in colour. The amount of foral
decoration crowded unon ihe bonnet
waus really remarkable. Bright flowers
nodded and waved as Aunt Sarah
moved.

The good lady’s face was somewhat

plump, with red cheeks, and a slight
moustache. It expressed great good-
nature. It was plain that in Aunt
Sarah’s disposilion there was no
shortage of the milk of human kind-
ness. .
About ihe good lady hung a faint
arvoma of gpirituous liquor, with which
she had doubtless refreshed herself
during the journey to Rookwood.

“My, Arty! What a swell you
are!” exclaimed Aunt Sarah admir-
ingly. ““All in noo clothes, too! And
a silk ’at! Oh my!”

“You 'ad my telegram, Art?”

“Yes, auntie; only a little while.

ago——"

“] spent ninepence on that there
telegram,” said Miss Baggs impres-
sively. ~ “1 wouldn't take you by
s'prise. Your UUncle Bill took yon by
s'prise last week, but he’s so thought-
less, and so 1 told “im. Soon as 1
fonnd Mrs. Gudge woulil look arter
the shop for the day, Art, 1 sent orf
ihat there telegram to you.”

“It was—was very kin

S And this ’ere,” said Miss Baggs,
“3s Rookwood, is 112" -

“Yes puntia.’*

¥

‘

“'Ow do you the young gentlemen
treat you, Art?”

“Oh, jolly well!”

“They don't look down on you
because you was poor afore your
father made ’is money?”

*“Oh, no!”

“Well, that's very nice of them,”
said Aunl Sarah, with an approving
nod, which made a whole botanical
garden of flowers nod on her bonnet.
“Werry nico, indeed, and shows
t.lguy're real gents. [Fancy you, Art,
feelin’ quite at 'ome in a big place
like ‘this here, with real swells. 'Oo's
that cove?"” asked Miss Baggs, break-
ing off,

The ““cove ” alluded to was Mack,
the porter.

Miss Baggs® voice was a powerful
one, and it had reached to the porter's
lodge inside. Naturally, old Mack
had looked out te see what was going
on.

He looked at Miss Sarah Baggs, and
looked again, and his eyes remained
glued uper: her, as if fascinated.

0ld Mack had never seen anybody
quite like Miss Baggs before.

“That—Llhat's our porter,” stam-
mered Arthur.

“Porter—eh? Dou’t he know
better than to stare at a lady?” said
Miss Baggzs warmly.

“0Oh, he's rather an old ass,
auntie !” said Arthur, in a low voice.
“Never mind him.”

“Right! I won't! said Miss
Baggs, with another nod, to a horti-
cuitural accompaniment. ““Let’s get

in, Art. I s'pose you're goin’ to offer
»

/
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Two or three fellows in the quad-
rangle glanced at Arthur and his
companion without cencéaling their
smiles.

Arthur’s flush deepened.

But a gleam came into his eye. He
was not ashamed. of his affable rela-
tive, though he would gladly have
concealed her from public view. He
raised his head proudly as he walked
on. Lattrey and Gower were lounging
about the School House door, and
they stared blankly at Miss Baggs as
she drew nearer.

“ Who—who—who is il?" stuttered
Lattrey.

“ A relation of Baggs’.”

“He wouldn’t be idiot enough to
bring her here if she was!”

“Then who is it?”

There was a fat chortle from Tubby
Muffin, who looked out of the door-
wgy just then.

“Oh, my word!
Peele’s done it1”

“PeeleI” exclaimed Lattrey and
Gower together.

“e, he, he! Who'd have thought
it was Peele?”’ giggled Tubby Muffin.
“T don’t think I should have been
taken in, bnt 1 reckon you fellows
would.  Of course, I can see it's
Poels."”

“1t—it can’t be——"

“He's doing it jolly well if ii's
Peele,’ suid Gower, staring. ** Young
Baggs can’t know it's Peele.”

Two or three more fellows gathered

What a nerve!

L]

yisitor,

ronund, all interested in the oncowming.

Avthur breathed freely when they
were in the Fourth-Iorm passage.

There, they were likely to be seen
ouly by juniors, and juniors did not
matter. . ;

e feli that there was a doad off his
mind when Miss Baggs was safely
escorbed uto Study No. 5, where Tom
Rawson wag wailing with his politest
smile to greet her.

The Bth Chapter.
Tea for Auntiel

“ 3 ho—what—what—--"

Mr. DBootles cume along to the
grinning crowd in the doorway, with
greal astonishment in his face.

“Yle, he, he!” chuckied Tubby
Muffin. “Ol, my hat ! What a neck,
you know! T bet noune of you
fellows would have kunown it was
Pecle, if 1 hadn’t told you. He, he,
he I!!

“ What—what—"

“He's gob up jolly well, if it’s
Peele!” said Jones minor. “Baggs
secms to be playing up. I don’t sec
why he should !”

“IIe, he! You see, he’s been over
to the costumier’'s in Rookham to be

made up,” explained Tubby. *I1
heard him——"
“ Muffip !’ .
“Oh, yes! Yes, sir! I—IL didn't

sen you, sirl”

“Who is that—thal—that extra-
ordinary-looking female who came in
with Beresford-Baggs?” demanded
Mr, Bootles.

“Oh! I's only a joke, sir—a joke

of Peele's!” gasped Tubby. * Teele’s
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MUFFIN’S MISTAKE!

exclaimed Aunt Sarah, "' Arty, who is that rude boy 7
““Get out, Muffin!” roared Arthur.

““You can’t take me in,"” said Muffin.
dressed up. Who'd have a face like that, anyway !’
‘““ Don't he do it well!’" chuckled the fat junior.
And he enforced the command with a lunge of his boot that sent

Tubby headlong out of the study.

"Think 1 don’t know it's Pesle
“ Upon my word ! **

your old aunt a cup o’ {ea arter her
journey?”’

“Of—of course ! This way, auntie!”

Arthur, avith a beating heart, led
his aunt in at the gates.

He had hoped to act upon Bawson’s
suggestion, and slin the good old lady
quietly into his study unseen by the
general eye.’

But it seemed improbable that the
horticultural hat would ecross the
quadrangle unnoticed. It seemed to
be calling aloud for notice.

0Old Mack continued to blink at it

Miss Buaggs paused as she passed
him, ahd eyed him with a severe eye,
She did not seem satisfied with the
Rookwood porter’s manners.

“'Qo you staring at!” she in-
quired.

“Oh!” stuttered Mack. *“Master
Beresford-Baggs, you—you're nol

allowed to take this—this pusson into
the schpol, as you-well know {”

“ Person !" ejaculated Aunt Sarah.

Arthur flushed red, but he gave
Mack a savage lapk.

“What the thump do you mean?”
he demanded. “This lady is my
aunt.”

Mack almost collap=ed. .

Such anaunt had certainly never been
produced before by any Rookwooder.
Old Mack stood dumbfounded as
Arthur walked on with Miss Baggs,
and the botanjcal hat nodded its-way
onward. :

"

“My heye!” murmured Mack, atl
laat, .

Peele was “at it,” and there were
many comments and chuckles.

Arthur’s face was very pink, as ho
came up to the griuning group in the
doorway. He was only too glad to
see, however, that there was no Rook-
wood master in sight. A master
would certainly have required him to
explain who his surprising companton
was.

“Is that your mater, Baggs?” sang
out Joneg minor.

“No; it isn’t!” snapped Arthur.

“Introduce us, old chap!” giggled
Gower.

“Cro and eat coke!”

“0h, do!” said Lattrey.: .

“This way!” murmured Arthur,
striving lo get his' excellent relative
into the house as quickly as possible.

But Miss Baggs was in no hurry.

‘““ Interdooce the young gent, if he
wishes, Arb!” she said.

“Later! Tea's ready now jn the
study—-—""

‘“Oh, all right, Art!”

Arthur hwrried -the good lady lo
the staircase. Te had caught a
glimpse of Mr. Boolles at his study
window as he passed;, and he was in
momentary  dread of seeing  ihe
IFoarth Formemasler come onl Lo
make inquiries. What on earth M.
Bootles would think of Aunt Sarah
was o question Arthuy simply dared
not ask himself. .

Fortynately, Aunt Sarah allowed
her nephew to guide her onward with-
out lass of time, K

got up as Charley’'s Aunt, sir, for a
joke on Bagmss.”

“Indeed I' said Mr. Bootles. ““Do
yvou mean to fell me that that person
was Peele of the Fourth in an extra-

" ordinary disguise ?”’

“Yes, sir; only a joke—private
theatricals, you know, sir——"'

“Private theairicals are all very
well,” said Mr. Bootles severely.
“But boys are not allowed to appear
int the open quadratgle wn theabrical
costumes, as Pecle 1s very well aware.,
Go to Pecle al once, Muffin, and Lell
him he must coufine his theatrical
pranks to the House.”

" Ye-eo-es, sir!”

“If he appears in the open again,
dressed in that ridiedlous manner, I
shall cane him!” said Mr. Bootles.
“Tell him so.”

“Yes, siv[”

Mr. Bootles whisked back lo his
study, very annoyed. Tubby Muffin
made his way up the big staircase to
carry the message to the supposed
Peele. Many of the juniors were
heading in the same dircetion.

The impression was general now
that the lady in the botanical honnet
was in reality Peele of the Fourth in
a clever disguise. "

Peele’s skill in that line was well
known; and Tubby Muflin had eon-
fided to all the Fourth the lilile
scherne he had overheard Peele ex-
plaining {o his chums a few days
before.

The juniors had supposed* that.

Peecle had given up the idea, now that
his intended victim was put on his
wuard; bul now it appeared that
Master Clyril was carrying out the
scheme after all,

Quite a crowd gathered round Btudy
No. 5 in the Fourth Form passage,
greatly juterested in  the visitor.
What ‘puzzled the juniors was
Arthur’s action in the matter.

Having been forewarned by Tubby
Muffin, Arthur certainly onght Lo
Lrave known ihab his visitor was Cyril
Peele—if it was Peele, [n any case,
he could scareely suppose thal it was
a relation of his own—unless it really
was a relation of his ow.

So the juniors were perplexed.

Tubby Muffin came wedging
through the crowd in the passage, and
thumped at the door of Study No. 5,
and threw it open.

“Pecle, old bean——" he begau.

“Scat ! exelnimed Rawson,

“I've got a message for Peele—’

“Peele isn’t here, you fat ass!"
growled Arihur.

Tubby Muffin winked.

Miss Sarah Buggs was seated in the
stndy armchair, evidently pleased to
rest after her walk; and Rawson was
making tea at the fireplace. Tnbby
jerked a {at thumb towards Miss
Baggs. ' o

“You may as well awn up, old
top!” he said. ‘‘Bootles says you're
not to gro into-the quad again in that
rig-out !

Miss Baggs Dlinked at the fat
(lassical.

“Are you addreesing me, young
man ?” she inquired.

“Of course | am! Where on earth
did you dig up that hat?” asked
Tubby, with a fat ohuckle. * Did you
get it at Rookham ¥”
© “(lear off !” shouted Arthur, while
his astonished aunt stared at Reginald
Muffin in speechless indignation.

“Oh, all right!” said Tubby. *I
say, are you standing Pecle tea? I
thought you'd have punched his nosc
for pretending to come here as your
Aunt Sarah. Blessed if I know what
yor're in the game for, Baggy. Are
you pulling the fellows’ legs?”

Arthur logked at him, .

He was so worried just then that he
had not taken Tubby's drift al first;
but now he comprehended.

He remembered what he had heard
of Peele’s scheme, overheard and duly
reported upon. by Reginald Muffiu.

“0Oh!” he ejaculated. “You fat
?{d‘fe,r,!, That isn’t Peele, you chump.

.

Tubby winked again. .

“Keeping it up?” he asked. ‘“He,
he, he ! But what’s the joke--I don’t
see why you should keep it up, Baggs.
Besides, you can't take me in. Do
you think T believe anybody's really
got a face like that?” ¢

“Upon my word ! exclaimed Aunt
Sarah. “Arty, who is' that rude
boy 27 p

“Don’t he do it well?” chuckled
Muffin.  “ All the fellows would -have
been taken in, if I hadi’t told them
it was Pecle I t

“Gel oul, Mufiin!" roared Arthur,
¢« He enforced the command” with a
lunge of his boot, and Reginald
Muffiu went headlong out of the study
with a yell.

Arthur closed the door after him
quickly. One glimpse of the array
ofgrinning faces in the passage was
enough for him.

“Ow, ow, ow! The awful rotter
kicked me!” gasped Tubby Muffin,
as he scrambled up in the passage.
“He wants to keep it dark that it's
Peclo—I'm Dlessed if I know why!
Ow 1” 3

Tubby Muffin hurried off to spread
the news. Jimmy Silver & (lo. were
declaiming Shakespeare in the box-
rcom when Muffin arvived there,
breathless with excitement.

““A horso—a horse—my Lkingdom
for a horse!” ” Lovell was spouling,
us T'ubby rolled:- .

“Herc's a donkey, if that will do !
remarked Raby.

““Ha, ha, bha!”

“I—I say, you chaps—"

“Get out !” snapped Jimmy Silver.
“We're  rehearsing.  Buzz along,
Tubby I

“ Peele’s come ! shouted Muffin.

j‘ I]?Iother Pecle! Travel along.”

“Ho's got up "

“What 1

“Got up as Aunt Sarah, yon
know,” spluttered Tubby Muffin.
“Just as I heard him telling Luattrey .
and Gower the other day, you know,
0Old Bootles was waxy about his going
out into the quad like that, T can tell
you. Bagpgs is keeping it up that it’s
not Peele, blessed if 1 know why I
"My only hat!” exclaimed Jimmv
Sitver, “Do vou mean to say that
Peele has had the nerve to come here
sin that rig after all?”

“He's in Baggs’ study now !”
* Perhaps it 1sn’t Peele——"
“0Oh, I know him—knew his voice,

too, though he tried to disguise it,”
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stid Tublby Muflin.
tell Smythe !”

And the fat Classical rolled away.

Y Let's and sce," suggested
Lavell.

* Como on,” suid Jimmy.

The Shakespearian rehearsal was
postponed;  all the juniors were
curious tn see Peele m his extra-
ordinary cscapude. Jimmy Silver &
(o, hurried along to Study No. 5, and
Lovell threw open the door, -

Aunt Sarah was raising o cup of tea
to her lips, under the podding adorn-
ment of her bounct, as the iuniors
lovked jn.

“Is it—is it Pecle?” ejaculated
Lovell.

“No. Cut!”

“0Oh, iny hat 1 A

The Iistical Four promptly re-
treated. Smythe & Co. came along
the paesage, with oxcited looks.
Adolphus caught Jimmy Silver by the
slecve,

“Is il true?” he ejaculated, . “Ts
that cud Peele playing a trick on

Beresford-Baggs ™
*_YBlessed if T know!"™ confessed

Jimmy Silver. “There’s somebody

in the study. She—or he—doesn’t

lvok much like Peele—-"

“Ok, you can’t mistake Pcele's
nose ! said Tubby Mufin. “He's
got it painted red, but you can’t mis-
tuke'it.” g

“I'm goin’ to see,” said Adolphus.

o opened the door and looked in.

Aunil Sarah was disposing of cakes
and buns, with a good appetite. Tom
Rawson and Arthur were waitin
her assiduously. Adolphus gaze
the scene in great surprise.

“1 say, DBepesford-Baggs—" he
began.

“ Borry—engaged now, old fellow,”
snid Arthur calmly. “Tll see you
later. Shut the door after you.”

“But is it—is it—""

Arthur closed the door, almost on
Adolphus’ aristocratic nose.

In the passage Adolphus rubbed his
nose, in deep reflection, and in great

. perplexity. .

“If it's Peele, ho’s got up awfully
well,” ho said. “*But we know what
& cleven beast Peele is at make-up.”

“I'm going lo

o
go

on

ARTHUR’'S . .

AUNT!

“He's got.the colonr on a bit too
thick,” remarked Townsend, with a
shake of the head. “Not quite
natural, that.”

“Ne, you're right ! T don’t think T
should have been taken in, even if
Muffin  hadn’t  warned us,”  said
Smythe sagely. “But I'm blessed if
I can sec why Beresford-Bapgs is
playin' up to him, instead of kickin’
him out.”

“Pulliz? bis leg, perhaps.”

“Tryin’ to pnll our leg, more
likely,” opined Topham, 1 should
say it's really o game between the two
to sce how we take it.”

“Blessed if 1 quite catch on, all the
sume ! confessed  Adolphus. I
should have expected Beresford-Baggs
to piteh into the cad. Still, T dare say
oll Beresford-Baggs knows his own
bizney best. Iet's get back to our
game."”

And the nuts departed, considerably
perplexed.  They had not expected
Peele to carry out his “stunt,” and
they certainly had not wexpected
Beresford-Baggs to take it like this if

1 he did. Jimumy Silver & Clo. returned

to the box-reom and Shakespeare, also
perplexed.

“Is it Pecle, Jimumy 7”7 murmured
Lovell.

Jimmy ¢hook his hoad.

“Blessed if 1 know! The bounder
told me he had an engagemcent ihis

afternoon, and couldn’t come to re-
hearsal ; soe?
“ And

e know  what © Muffin

bl ;
“1 give it up,” eaid Jimmy Silver.

"T fancy it’s the genuine article, and |
Peele is at the Bird-in-Hand all the

time; but perhaps it will be better for
Buggy if the fellows think it’s Peele.”

“Iia, ha, ha!™

* Let's get on, anyhow.”

“* 4 horse—a horse—my kingdom
for a horse—" "~

Aud the rchoarsal proceeded in the
bhox-room
pl-oeeedecf in tho s E;dy of Beresford.
Baggs of the Fourth.

Tho 6th Chapter.
Pleasant for Peele!

Aunt Sarah was enjoying herself at
Rookwood.

Her nephew and Tom Rawson vied
with one another in their attentions
to the good old lady ; and the toa was
of the very best. Aunt Sarah talked
freely over tea, and the"time passed
quickly—~to Aunt Sarah, at least,

Arthur was a little thoughtful.

OUR SPECIAL FOOTBALL ARTICLE.

" T “THINGS

ez szz‘b 'I
& - "y THIS WEEK: 'ye
THE SEASON
HAS TAUGHT US!”

By G. W. ELLIOTT,

.

The Famous English International and Middlesbrough
Centre-forward.

When we look back on this football
season which is so rapidly drawing to
un end, what will be the big lessons
we have learnt, or ought to have
learnt, from it? After all, this
present season was more or Jess of a
new experiment,

Tor nearly five years big football,
as we know it of old, was scarcely
played at all, and I know quite a lot
of people who seemed to imagine
before the present season started, that
after such a long period without foot-
ball, the British publie would have
learnt that they could very well do
without
senge.

The people who were inclined to
‘think thus, however, have had an eye-
opener, and I should say that to-day
there are more people playing foot-
bull and more people watching foot-
ball played than ever befere in the
history of the game,

Of coursv, soma people will tell you
it is all wrong for thousands of foot-
ball enthusiasts to gather round a
{oothall-ground to wetch twenty-two
players kick “a bag of wind ” about.

¢ game in the organised

They say that these spectators should
be players, not lookers on.

In theory this sounds all very fine,
but it certainly does not work out in
practice, I don’t know how you boys
find it in these days, but I well re-
member that when 1 was young, our
great trouble wes to find a bit of
g{lound on which to play the game at
all.

I might go further, and let you into
2 secret, by saying that we used lo
play on ¥Farmer Jones’ pasture-land—
when Farmer Jones had gone off with
the milk or to buy a new cow. When
Farmer Jones came back, off we
scooted as fast as our legs could carry
us. I expect it is pretty much the
same {o-day, and. with the hest will
in the world, thousands of people
have to watch, rather than play tho
game.

Moreover, it should not be over-
looked that a fair proportion of the
watchers of big professionzl football
of to-day arc past the age when they
have the inclination to play, and, that
being so, they might do many worse

whilst a happy tea-party -

So far, only the juniors knew of his
visitor, and they supposed that it was
Peole earrying out a practical joke.
But when the time came ta go, and
the depurting visitor found herself in
the 1nidst of a erowd of Rookwooders
coming in after the half-holiday——

After tea, Aunt Serah mentioned
lier train,

“T'm’ very glad to "ave seen vou
‘e, Art, among so many 'igh-clars
friends,” said Miss Daggs. * They'll
be glad to ’ear al ’ome that you're
comfortable and ‘appy. But I shall
‘ave to be going. It's a long way
back. T s'pose I ought to call on the
‘eadmaster while I'm ‘ere.”

Arthur trembled.

“Not  at  all  weceesary,”
Hawson, coming to the resove.

*“He—Ll's a very busy man ! stam-
mered Arthur. -

“I dessay—I dessay!  Bulb won't
he think it’s a bit rude of me, coming
to the school aud never speaking a
word to 'l 7

“Not a bit of ! We—we offen
have visitors who don’t cail on the
Heac e

“Well, you know best, Artv. I'll
"ave unother cup of tea, and then 1l
be movin’."?

" Miss Dagues might eare to look at
the gardens before she goes,” mur-
mured Rawson. * We—we'll go out
that way, I mean.”

“Jest woi I should like,” said Aunt
Sarash. “I'm in the vegetuble way
myself; kep' the sume shop for thirty
year.”

“Good idea ! said Arthur.

And when Aunt Sarah hod disposed
of her final cup of teu, the two juniors
escorted her from the study. The
Fourth-Form passage was fortunately
empty by that time. They did not
relurn lo the big staircase, but
descendod by a staircase in the rear of
the housy, which gave access to
quarters gonerally not visited by the
juniors, By a back deor they
omerged into the kitchen garden.

Outside the School House, in frond,
a number of juniors were guthered; on
the watch. They were waiting for
Peele—if it was Peele—to reappear.
But Tom Rawson's suggestion batHed
them. Aunt Sarsh was departing by
a diffcrent route. Only Tupper, the
puge, beheld the good ludy as she was
taken out; and Arthur slipped five
shillings into ‘Lupper's hand. ‘the
agtdnished page I},eld his peace—and
the shillings.

Miss Bugys was very pleased with
the extensive kitchen gardens. She
knew the value of every cabbage
there. It was some time %eiore her
escort could pilot her to a back gufe,
but at length the good old lady stond
in the lane behind the school grounds.
There Rawson shook hands with her
and went in, while Arthur Beresford-
Baggs walked with his affectionate
aunt to the station.

He walked by the lanes and fields,
and arrived in Coombe without meet-
ing any Rookwood fellows.

said

watehing a footballmateh on their
half-day “off.”

So that one of the lessons we have |

learnt this season is that enthusinem
for the game is as great, if no
greater, than ever it was. I'rom all
directions have come roports of
grounds not big enough to hold the
crowds who wanted to see tho big
gumes, so the problem of the summer
which faces most football directors is
how to increase their accommodation.
. Another lessan of the season, too,
is that there are some fine young foot-

llers coming along who will soon
oust the older players from their posi-
tions in the big clubs.

I know it bas been the fashion to
shout down the football of this scason,
and to_ declare that the general
standard of play was not so high as
it used to be beforc the war. Of
course, the standard of play has fallen
off. How could it be otherwise aftay
five years without the real thing?
Clubs havo this season been compelled
to experiment with the players at
their commaend. much so, that
some of the teams we have come up
against have been practically com-
posed entirely of new players, as
distinet from the men who wore their
colours in the old days.

Under these circumstances, the sur-
prising thing to me is that the fool-
ball, generally speaking, has been so
good, But the new men who have
been drafted into the various teams
have shown that there ave still good,
young footballers, who only need to he
found, trained in the right way, and
then will prove that they can play
ithe game just as the real masters did
in the old days—or perhaps cven
better,

It is my firm conviclion that pro-
fessional football is zoing to be belter
and better, and that steadily it onght
to develop along scientific lines, until

things than stand in the fresh air each match is won by skill, and the

‘on

Thero was an affectionate farewell
the platform.  Diplomatic  as
Avthur was with Miss Saruh Baggs,
he was fond of the old Jady, and he
was quite sincére when he told her he
had been glad to see her, Ti ispos-
sible, however, that he was just as
glad when the train at last bore the
good old soul away, waving her hand
from the currigge window, to a terrvitic
uodding of fluwers in her hat.

Arthur  Beresford-Baggs
back to Rookwood in a, theughtful
mood, and entered as ke had left. Ho
found Rawson in the study-—at Greek.
Rawson looked up with 2 smile.

“ All serene 7' he asked.

“ All serene.  Thauk you for secing
me through.”

“Not o bit of it!
—she's a good, sorl.”

“She s a good sort,” assented
Arthur.

He was elaring thoughtfully into
the fire, whon about half an hour later
thero was a tap at the door, and
Smythe of the 8hell looked in.

Adolplius glanced round, the study
In surprise. - -

“Hallo! Where's Peele?”

“Peele! Blessed if T know !

Y11e%s gone 17

Avthur grinned.

“Well, he isn’t here I he said.

“1 kuew il was Pecle, of course,”
saitl Adolphus, with a smile. * But
why didi't you boot him out,
Beresford-Baggs )

Arthur did not reply to that ques-
tion. He bad excellent reasons for
unt ““bootiyg " out his visitor, which
he did ndi choose to explain to
Adolphus. -

“Well, conte and huve fea in our
study,” said Smythe.

“Thanks. :I've had tea——"

“Come and have another, then!
We wanut you 17

“Oh, all right 1

Aud Arthur  Beresford-Baggs
walked away cheerily with the dandy
of the Shell,

A good many of the Rookwood fel.
lows were anxious to see Peole of the
Fourth again-—especially when they
learned that Arthur's visitor had de-
parted unseen. 3ut Poele was not
seen ggain till calling-over, when he
came i hurriedly, Just in time to
auswer to his name. Poele was look-

I like your aunt

ing tired—probably from his excrtions:
"in the :billiard-room at the Bird-in-

Hend. He looked surprised, too,
when a erowd of juniors surrounded
him in'the passage, after roll-call,

‘8o you've turned up again?" said
Adolphus Smythe.

“How did you get out avithout our
seeing  you'!” demanded Tubby
Muffin. “‘I was going to jerk your
wig off in the qumg”

“My what?”

" ng !||

“What the thump—""

“Where did you change
clobber " demanded Townsend.

“My—my clobber!. I haven't
changed my clobber.”

your

teiumph of brain over mere brawn
will bo general.

After all, football cught' to be a
gamo of skill, and if the young players
of fo-day will sottle down to learn
properly the finer points of the game
then there should be ne fear for the
future.

I think this season has shown, too,
that, provided u player looks after

Q. W. ELLIOTT,

zad.
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o\ LA /

Who has written this chatty

article specially for ' the

BOYS5' FRIEND.

himself, irains conscientiously and
regularly, and has any luck at all,
he onght to be able to keep going in
the best class of football for quite a
long time. We have had the case of
Moredith as a striking example of
this, Just recently this player cele-
brated his fiftieth International
mabeh, and this season, although he is
forty-four years of ‘age, he has beon
showing some of the younger ones
how the game should be played.

It might be said that Meredith
stands to-day as o monument of what

4

walled .

“Oh, talk sense!” enapped Smythe.
“You cume here rigged up as an old
woman—-7>

“In a screaming bonnet—-"

“And u shawl—"

“ And Baggs knew it was you—"

“And you—-—"

“You silly asses!” snapped Deele,
utterly astounded. “I did nothing
of the sort'!”

“Gammon "
“

gave up that ' idea aften
Muffin—-"
“"Rot! You came-—""

Yot up—"

“Like Charley's Aunt, ouly more
sg—_I, L

“Why we saw you—-?’

“1 didu’t!” shrieked Peecle. *1f
any old boundoress came here as
Bages’ aunt, it was Baggs’ aunt.”

“ Rats 17

“Jotell you -

Y Gammon 1"

Nobody believed Peole, which was
not to be wondered at, considering
how extremely that youth was
opposed to the principles of the late
(. Washington. When Peeli: learned
the whole story., he was furious.
Arthur's aunt had ecome and gone,
and was supposed to have been Peeln
playing a practical joke—his plan to
“show up ™ Beresford-Baggs hud had
the nunexpected result of saving
Beresford-Baggs {from a *“show-up.”
Pecle could "have kicked himself—
hard !

Jimmy Silver & Co. refrained from
asking Arthior for the facts. But the
othor fellows did net weed to ask.
They knew, or thought they knew.
The nobby circle of Anthur's nutiy
friends had no doubt whatever that it
was the hapless Peele who had played
the part of Arthur's Aunt!

TUE END.

Next Monday's
LONG
COMPLETE

. — OF —

Jimmy Silver & Co.

Is entitled

“ARTHUR'S
COUSIN!"”

' OWEN CONQUEST.
Om o

is possible in the way of retaining

physical fitness. Probably the great
outside-right is not quite so quick in
theso days as he used to be, but mere
speed can always be made subservient
to skill with the ball, and that is
where Merodith bas always excelled.
Mind you, he has probably been lucky
in cscaping serious injury, bul here
again, that has probably been due to
the fact that he has made a habit of
tricking his opponents, and beating
them that way, rather than in trying
to get the better of them by moving
them out of the way by sheer force.

So far as the big clubs aro con-
cerned, the present season has proved
once more that one of the biggest
charms of the gamo is to be found in
the surprise results. This season the
fixtures of the club in the leading
Loagues have been so arranged that
the two meeting between lhe same
clubs have usually taken place within
eight days of each other.” Thus there
has_been plenty of opportunity for
noting the surprise reversals of
results. One weck we have beaten a
team confortably, the next week the
same team has beaten us by a sub-
stantial margin.  And practically
every club has shared in the same
experience.

If you ask me to explain the why
and the wherefore of such happonings
1 simply staté quite frankly that I
don’t know, unless it is that, as u
wise old head once put it, most of the
goals scored in football are the out.
come of accidents,
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The 16t vhapter.
On the Shasta Trail.

“ All aboard I

The little two-horsa hack thal ran
iwice a week from Clnnamon Bar, on
the rugged slopes of Mount Shasta,
to the lower mining-camps, bad
stopped ontside the Cinnamon Hotel.

It was w sunny wmorning, and there
was a busy clinking of picks, and
creaking of erudics aiong the strearn
that flowed in the shudow of Shasta's
mighty peak.

Yreka Jim, the driver, hud dived
into the shanty lotel for lis cus-
tomary “threo fingers” of tungle-
foot; and now ho crucked his whip
withy a report like a pistel, as he sang
out:

“ Al wboard 17

There were four passengers that
morning for the hack—a much lurger
number than usual.

They came out of the shanty hote!
together. Frauk Richards, Bob Law-
less, and Vere Beauclere, the chums
of Cedar Crock School in faroff
Cunada, and Billy Cook, the foreman
of the Lawless Ranch, now travelling
with the schoolboys as their guide,
philosopher, and friend.

Frank Richards& Co. had succeeded
in the quest that bad brought them
from Canada to the rocky sierrn of
northern California. In their wallots
were stacked, in four equal divisions.
the nuggets they had unearthed in the
Golden Arroyo, iar up the rugged side
of Mount Shasta.

Now they were starting on their
return journey. Vreks Jim's little
hack was to carry them down to the
lower valley, where the regular stage-
coach would convey them to the rail-
Wway.

Half a dozen of the Cinnamon Bar
inhabitants were loafing about the
hotel to see the hack start. Billy
Cook glanced over them keenly as
he came out with his young com-
panions. [Bob Lawless caught his
glance, and grinned. '

“Still thinking of the greasers,
Billy ?”* he asked.

Billy Cook nodded,

“1 guess I ain’t sure that wo've
done with that gang yet,” he
answered. “T sha'n't be sorry when
we’re out of the sierra, and on the
railroad to Canady.” '

“We sha’n’t see Carlos Cabrera
again,” said Bob.

“I guess not. I kinder reckon he
never came out of that cataract alive.
But there was the others—and, for
all we know, they may be watching
us at this very minute,” said Billy
Cook.

“All aboard !” shouted Yreka Jim,
cracking his whip again, and climb-
ing into his seat.

“ Jump in, kids!”

The only faces to be seen in the
rugged street were rough, bearded
Anglo-8axon faces—if any of the
greasers who had followed Carlos
Cabrera were in Cinnamon Bar, they
were keeping out of sight.

Billy Cook and Bab and Beauclerc
stepped into the little hack, and
Frank Richards mounted to the seat
beside the driver. .

. Crack, crack ! rang the whip again,
and the hack started.

Billy Cook watched from the win-
dow of the little vebicle at it rolled
out of the Bar uporn the rough mouun-
tain track to the lower vallevs.

He was still suspicious.

Carlos Cabrera, their rival in the
quest of the Golden Arroyo, had gone
to his death in the mountain torrent,
but it was probable that his comrades
remained to be dealt with. And Billy
Cook’s suspicions were not without
foundation.

From a log shanty in the straggling
street a pair of glittering black cyes
watched the hack through a shuttered
window.

When the vehicie had passed, and
was oub of sight amidst rock and pine,
the shanty door was thrown open,
and a swarthy man emerged, and

B

lurriedly drew a suddled Lorse from a
lean-to belind the shanty.

A mingte more, and the Califernisn
was motnted, and was riding away
from the cup at a gallop.

But he did not follow the hack.

His way lay into the sierra, and the
passengers iu Yreka  Jimds  Little
vehicle did not see him as he galloped
away. .

Billy Cook leaned bLack in lis seab
at  last, with 2 more reassured
expression on his rugged face.

“ALL sereme now?” usked Vere
‘Beauclere, with a smrile.

Y Waal, I goess 50,7 adwitted Billy
Cook. “But there was two or threo
greasers  with  Cabrera  when e
tackled us, and 1 guess Lthey’re somoe-
wheres about. I reckon it wouldn't
be a joko to be laid for on the trail.

s
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CLIFFORD.

“ By highwayten, I mean—road-
agents, vou eall thenr heve, T think.”?

Yrveka Jim grinned.

* Britisher?¥” he asked.

“¥Yes, from' Canada,” said ¥rank,
with a sinile. !

1 reckonod so! Stopped by road-
agents ! said the hack driver ve-
flectively. *“'Waal, I should swile.”

had  beeu long

Frank Richards
enough in the West to be aware that
that was an emphatic atfirmative.

*'Fhen it is a dangercus trail 7 le
asked.

“You bet your life!” answored
Yrelew Jim, ejecting a strean of
tobaceo-juive across the leaping backa
of kis horses. 1 guess T've driven
this hiyer hearse, youngster, with the
bullets flying as thick as fleas in a

But I aiu't seed hide nor hair of "em,

Dago’s blanket.

Search me! I/

i
4
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said Yrela Jim. “Passengers in this
hyer hcarse allers makes their wills

atore they start.  You see, there's
mighty  listle chance of getiing
through o Shasta town alive.

Mighty lLittle! But you’ll ses when
we get to the turn.”

And the deiver shook his head witl
portentous solemnity. !

The hack rattled ou, and Frank
Richards was soon able to see that the
trail was a dangerous one, whether
ox not 1t was haunted by road-agents.

The track lay alone a rocky ledge,
uok more than a dozen feet wide, with
a precipitous iff on one side. and o
yawuing chasm on the other.

A single, reckless plunge of the
horses, and the hack aod its pas-
sengers would have gone over, whir-
ling, to the waters of the Cinnamon
River five hundred feet below.

Yreka Jim drave with the reins
varelessly bunched in one hand, and
a black Mexican cigar stuck in his
teeth, evidently {oo aceustomed to
the dangerous  trail 1o give its
daugers much hacd.

Ouea or twice he drew pertously
close to the varge; so that Lo Frank's
startled eyves it seemad thar another
inch wonld send the wheel over the
cliff : and on those occasions Yrexa
Jim glanced out of the corner of his
eye at the passenger by his side.

Frank Richards divined that the
driver was trying to “rattle " him
as a little joke on the *‘ Britisher,”
and he smiled cheerfully as he met
Yreks Jim's eye.  As a matter of
fact, ha felt far from eomfortable,
but, for the eredit of the Old
Clountry, he was determined not to
let that be seen.

THE FORTUNE OF WAR

wags took them from the hack.

towards the wounded men, groaning under the trees.

¥ I guess the nuggets are hyer,’”’ sald Billy Cook, returning with the
® “The hull caboodie in the wallets, jest as those scally-
Frank Richards made a gestura
"“Let them keep their horses,”” he said. ¢ They

looso horas.
We win on this game, sonnles!?”

would never get away alive on faot!'?

and I guess we're clear ol the gang
now,”

“With the nuggets in our bags”
said Bob Lawless, ‘1 guess we shall
make the Codar Creek fellows open
their eves when we snin them the
yarn, Billy.”

“We ain’t at Cedar Creek yet!”
was the ranchman’s reply.

Bob and DBenuclerc smiled a little,

Biliy Cook was evidently detor-
mined not to admit that all danger
was over till they were safe on the
distant railway.

On the seat beside the driver,
Frank Richards was looking about
him asz the hack ran on.

Mo was thinking of the greasers,
too. ’
Billy Cook had decided to travel
by the stage instead of riding to
the railway, for additional security
against the enemies who might be
lurking amid bush and boulder. The
renchman was in charge of the party,
and he was not dispesed to run risks
that could be avoided with his
charges.

““Has the hack ever been stopped,
driver 7’ Frank Richards asked, aftey
a few remarks from Yreka Jim,

“Stopped 77

guess H this hyer hearse ain't held
up six times afore we reach Shasta,
it will be funny! Yep!"

Frank Richards looked serious for
a. moment, but only for o moment.
The next, it dawned upon him that
the stage.driver was gently pulling
his leg.

“Held up!"” repeated Yreka Jim.
“Why, this hyer hearse is held up se
often, sonny, that the lhosses stop of
their own accord now, when the road-
agents show up. Just as soon as the
galoats sing out ‘ Hands up!' you'll
568 ﬁ’lem critterg stop, they're so used
to it

“Y don't think,” murmured Frank.

o Eh?”

“1 mean, it must be an awfully
exciting [ife,” said Frank, smiling.

“T believe you,” said Yreka Jim.
“There’s a favourite place, about
eight miles from the Bar, where
there's generally a hold-up, Tl point
it oui to yon when we come up. First
thing you'll hear will be cold lead
singing nast your ears. I s'pose you
made your will, sonny, before you
came on this hyer trip.” |

Trank shock his head.

“Nope? Waal, that was green,”

“Hyer wo are at the turn,” said
Yreks Jim suddenly. '

Ie pointed with his whip.

“Look thar!”

Frank looked.

The hack was rattling on, with the
high buff on its right, the yawning
gulf on its left. Ahead, the ledge
secmed to end in space.  There was
an abrupt turn to the right, where
the traif wound round the face ef
the cliff. It was a terribly danger-
ous turn, and it seemed to Frank
that the horses could only turn at u
walk; but the hack kept on at an
easy trot. It certainly secmed tc
Frank that before the horses could
swing -round the sharp turn they
waould shoot over the edge into space;
but the corner of Yreka Jim's eyo
was on him, and he smiled,

“That's where the road-agents
ginerally stop us,”” said Yreka Jim
blandly. * ¥Yau'll see! Up from them
rocks they jumps, with zuns up, and
the hosses—— Great gophers!”

Yreka Jint broke off with a yell.

For, as he was speaking, three
figures suddenly appeared from the
bond of the trail, with rifies at a
level.

“Talg 2

The 2nd Chaptear.

Hold up !
Frank Richards folt his heart
thamp,
Yreka Jim's axpresgion was extra-
ordinary, Never had a man beeq

more astonished than was the driver
of the Clunamon Bar hack when his

1 words were suddenly proved true.

It was, as a matter of fact, the
first {ime in the history of Cinnamon
Bar that the back had been **held
up " on the trail, and the driver was
very far from contemplating such a
possibility.

In bis amazement, he let the reins
hang loose, and the hack rushed ou
right at the three rustlers and their
levelled rifles,

* Halt!"™

“Siop, you fool!”

“Oh, Jehosaphat !
Juor.

Frunk Richards caught his shoulder
1o rocali bim to himself, A single
shot, ar the horses would have sent
them plunging over the pull yawning
within a few fect of the wheels,

“ Btop ! muttered Frank.

Frauk's heart was throbbings,

The trio in the trail were swartny
raffians, evidently of the half-Spanish
race of Moexican or “native ' Cali-
fornian. And one of them at least
he recoguised—Disgo Diaz, oue of
the followers of (larlos Cabrera.
Tvidently the * greasers ™ wero not
vet done with.

“Ilalt!” rang out the angry shout
again,  “Carambo!  [alt, you fool,
or we fire!”’

Yicka Jim dragged in his horses

gasped Yreka

at last.

The hack clattered to a halt within
a dozen feet of the muzzles of the
rifles,

“Waal, T swow!” murmured the
driver dazedly, ‘' Diego Diaz, you
yellow cuss, I know you! You'll
hang on a branch for this!”

“Quien sabe!” answered the Cali-
foruiun, with a shrug of the shoulders.
“Hands up!”

“Oh, I guess I know the rules!”
griuned Yreka Jim. “ But if [ let vo
these hyer ribbons, T reckon this
hearse will go over the bluff, and
there won’t be much pickings for
you "uns!”

“Look alter your horseg then.
Tell your passengers inside to put up
their hands and step out.” i

Frank Richards had put his hands
over his head.

On the box, he was openly exposed
to the vifle-fire, and he had no
chance.

Yreka Jim looked down into the
vehicle behind him.

“I guess it’s a cinch, gents,” he -
said. ““You step out on the trail with
your paws up, and keep quiet. T
reckon the greasers are only arter
your dust,”

“The preasers!” muttered Bob.
“0Oh crumbs! You were right, after
all, Billy.”

Pilly Coolk's jaw set grimly.

He put his head out of the window
and glanced aloug the trail.

His hand was on the big revolver
holstered to his belt.

“They're after the nuggets,”
tered Beuclere.

“It's a cinch repcated the
driver. “If they pull the trigger the
lead will come right through this
hyer hearse. Them boards won't stop
lead. They can riddle you!”

The ranchman hesitated,

It was clear enough now that the
party had been watched leaving
Cinnamon Bar by some member of
the gang who had taken the news
to his comrades in time to push on
and lay this ambush. .

“I guess if 1 was alone, I'd try
my gun on them,” muttered Billy
‘Couk s!.‘!’v&gely. “But you young
Uns——-

“We're with you!” said .Bob, be-
‘tween his teeth,  ** Let’s ingke a fight
for it, Billy!” .

“Don't yon be a jay!” said Yreka
Jim, from above. *“You young
galoot, 1f the hosses is touched by a
bullet they’ll go plunging over! I
couldn’t hold them then. Where'd
you be?”

“Wherever we went, the nuggets
would go with us,” said Bob Lawless,
“RBay the word, Billy!”

Billy Coolk shook his head.

“1 guess they've got us by the
short hairs,” he said. *This isn't a
trail to monkey around on.”

Diego Diaz was advancing along
the trail towards the halted hack.

His swarthy face looked in at the
window over his rifle,

Me grinned at the ranchman.

“Senores, it is our turn now!” he
said. “ Will you put up your hands,
senores, of——"

Billy Cook looked at him grimly.

He would have tricd his luck ith
his revolvér against the levelled rifle,
but Frank Richards, up beside the
driver, was too exposed to have a
chance for his life. At the first

mut-

1
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shooting, Frank would have rolled
from the box to his death, and it
was tho knowledge of that that re-
strained the angry ranchman.

“Your lives or the nuggets!”
grinned Diaz. * Let go that revolver,
amigo! At a shot my meu open fire
on the hack. Hand over the nuggets,
and live!™

It was a bitter pill for theranchman
to swallow, and for Frank Richards
& Co. |

Bug there was no help for it

Ha<l  the Californians planned
bicodshed 'as well as robbery, a
desperate aftray would have taken
place; but they were evidently
anxious fo obtain their booty without
putting their necks in danger of the
noose, if they could help it.

Life was more precious than gold,
Billy Cook stooped, picked up his
wallet, and tossed it out of the hack.

“ Is that the game, then?” grunted
Bob Lawless. *

“1 puess so.”

“Oh, all right!”?

Bob Lawless tossed gut his wallet,
and Beauclere followed his example.

* Franky!”

"*'Can’t be helped!” called back
Frank Richards) as cheerfuly as he
could.- “Throw out my Lag!”

And Frank LRichards’ walldt fol-
lowed.

Diego Diaz gathered them up with
a grinning, lriumphant {face.

“Gracias, scnores!” he said mock-
ingly.

‘' Haug you!"

The Californisn chuckled.

* Adioy, senores!”

He dung the wallets over his
shoulders and retreated along the
trail to reioin his comrades.

Al the bend in the trail the threo
rascals gathered again, two of them
still keening their rifles levelled at
Lhe hack.

“Adios !I” called out Diaz again,,
¢ Tuke carc how you turn the corner,
Yreka Jim! Adios!” -

The -Californians backed away
round the lurn and disappeared from
sight,

The 3rd Chapter.
When Rogues Fall Out!

Y Waal, T swow!”

That was how ¥rcka Jim ex-
pressed his feelings.

He dismounted from , his seat {o
lead the horses rpund the bend. As
the hack: turned the corner, a pile
of rocks came in sight, stretching
across the trail fromn the bluff to the
edge of the precipice.

“I reckoned su,” said the driver
coolly. *They don’t mean to let us
take iho news inio the next vamp
Ull.they’re clear.”

The hack wus stopped again. The
rocks had te be cleared away before
il eould proceed on its journey.

Billy Cook alighted from the
vehicle., His bronzed face was dark
with anger and chagrin.

“1 guess we're done this lime,
sonnies [ he said. “We're going
back to Canada without the nuggets,
after all!”

Bob Lawless set his tecth.

“JI puess we're not ! he answered.
“The hack can go on without us,

Billy. We're going  after tho
greasers.” \
“Hear, . hear!”  said Frank

Richards prompily.

“Just what [ was thinking !™ said
Beauelere.

The ranchmen looked dubious.

His own desire was the same as
that of the schoolboys, bul it was of
thoir safely that he was thinking. -~

Yreka Jim, indifferent to the dis-
cussion was rolling the rocks over
the cliff edge to make way for the
hack to pass. He had a good hour’s
work hefore them, and-the adven-
{urers had plenty of time to make
up their minds.

“That's the programme, Billy!”
said Bob Lawless. “We're going to
have the nuggets back, somehow !

I guess— "

“Na time for guesing; let’s get
off I

1 reckon I've gol to auswer for
you to your popper, Bob!

“Then you'll have lo mosey homne
alone, for I'm going after the
groasers ! retorted Bob,

. “TIf you're set on it—"

“¥You bet!”

(Continued from the previous

page.)

“Waal, I reckon I sha’'n't let
you go alone,” said the ranch-
man. “And I kinder guess I'm
anxious Lo get a chance at them.
Yreka Jim, you can go on with-
out this hyer party.”

“You come on with the hack,
while you're safe!” returned the
driver.”

“I guess not!” I

And Billy Cook and his com-
panions clambered over the rocks to
the trail beyond.

The Californians were long out of
sight. They had apparently left the
trail and taken to the mountain.
Probably their horses were concealed
somewhere at hand, and it was cer-
tain they did not mean to linger in
the locality.

“This way, I
Billy Cook.

A hundred yards from the bend a
ravine opeued in the cliffs that shut
in the trail. It was the only acces-
sible spot, for a long distance, by
which ihe thieves could have leoft the,
trail, and it was evidently the way
they had gone.

Frank Richards & Co. followed
the ranchman into the ravine.

With all Billy Cook's skill as a
trailer, there was little “sign " on
the hard rocks to guide him, but
here and there a torn branch in the
patches of mesguite gave him a clue.

Keeping their eyes well about
them, 'the adventurers pushed on
through the ragged ravine,

They halted at last.

The ravine ended in & broken
stretch of rocky ground, where the

reckon !  said

Californians, fleeing with their booty, |

might have gone any of a dozen
different ways.

Billy Cook examined the rocky soil
with persistent patierrce, and Bob
Lawless lent him his zid. But there
was no sign to be discovered, and
they arose from their fruitless task
at lask.

“1 guess it’s a cinch!” said Billy
Cock dismally. ‘“They knowed weo

hadn’t a dog's chance of running.

them down; there’s no trail on these

hyer rocks. ] guess we're done!”
“0Oh, rotten!” muottered Frank
Richards.
“ Hark "

" From the stillness of the mountain
thero came 'a sudden, sharp report
that echoed and rang a thousand
times among the rocks and pines.

Crack-ack-ack !

A pistol-shot !” said Bob eagerly.

Bigy Cooif’s hface lﬂush;jl.

& um !’ he exclaimed cagerly.
= Kimycﬁli” e

The shot had been disianl, carried
far it the clear air of the mountain.
Billy Cook’s keen cars were his
guide; he tramped on in the direc-
tion of tho report without a pause
and without a fault.

“If the shot came from that gang,
I guess we'll run them down yet,”

he said.

“But did #6?” smd Frank
Richards "doubtfully. “ Why should
they be firing ?”

“I guess there’s precious few
galoots out on this hyer mountain,”
answered Billy Cook. It might be
some hunter—but I reckon a hunter
would be using a rifle. and that was
only a gun. Kim on!”

The adventurers nushed on rapidly.

The way led into a_ shadowy
canyon, dark with pines. Billy Cook
stopped suddenly.

“ Look !” +

On the rocks lay the body of a
man.

The .adventurers knew at once the
dark, swarthy face, the black hair and
gaudy clothes: It was one of the
three greasers who had stopped the
hack on the Shasta trail.
£ Ly muttered Frank
Richards with a shudder. .

“1 guess so0.”

Billy C‘ook stood looking thought-
fully al the body.

“Bul—but what has happened?”
exclaimed Frank. * Why——"

“]1 guess it was a case of rogues

fallin® out,” said the ranchman.
“They’'ve got the plunder, and I
reckon they thought it wasn’t

enongh for three. Two of them
turned on this galoot, I reckon—and
left him hyer.”

“The awful rascals! T suppose
they quarrelled over the plunder
and il

“They ain’l a nice gang,” said
Rilly Cook, shrugging his shoulders.
“If we hadn't follered, 1 guess this
galoot would never have been seen
again—the ‘coyotes would have
finished what was left of him in an

hour’s time.  Human critters don’t

come this way: Look, there's some-

of the beauties yonder.™

The glittering eyes of a coyote
looked out from the rocks, already
attracted to ithe scene of death. The
animal yelped and fled- as Billy Cook
made a gesture. But he did not go
far. Ilis mournful howl was heard at
a short distance, answered by howls
from various directions. The coyotes
were gathering to the ghasily feast.

“Kim on!” said Bily Cook
abruptly.

Frank Richards & Co. pushed on
along the bottom of the canyon.
Here and there, where rain had
gathered in the deep hollows, there
was found “sign of the men who
had passed. The adventurers were
on_the track again,

Beyond the canyon they emerged
upon the open hillside, covered with
a thick wood of pines. -

There, it was casy for Billy Cook
to pick up the trail, amid the fallen
cones.

To Frank Richards’ eyes the trail
was invisible, but Billy Cook was
an experienced woodsman, and he did
not fail.

The four adventurers pushed on
through the wood, with the ranch-
man in the lead. :

Billy Cook stopped by a thicket
where even Frank's inexperienced
eyes could discern the signs of hoofs.

“This is where their critters was
left, 1 reckon,” said the ranchman.
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“They've got their horses now.”

S Phen o ,

“1 reckon they couldn't ride . in
these pines. They've had to lead the
critters out of the wood. Kim on!”

The trail was easy o follow now.

Three trampling horses had beea
led away by the two greasers as they
tramped on, and Frank Richards
could have followed the trail even
without the ranchman’s aid.

But the hope of success was faint
now. Onece beyond the tangled wood
the ruffians would be mounted, and
on foot pursuit would be hopeless.

“But 'the trackers did not give in.

They tramped on swiftly and untir-
ingly, till they cmerged f{rom the
woed upon the barren mountain-
side. The trees thinned round them,
and rugged rock cropped up from the
soil.

“1 guess they mounted hyer,” ve-
marked Billy Cook, wrinkling his
brows. “They wouldn't {ake the
way back to Cinnamon Bar—I
reckon they don't mecan to show up
there again. But 2

Jerusalem !

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

The rapid beat of a horse’s hoofs
rang on the rocks, ceming in ‘the
direction of Frank Richards & Co.
from the hillside ahead. As yet, the
irregular boulders hid the horseman
frora their sight; but in a few minutes
he would be upon them. Billy Cook
dragged his companions back into the
cover of Lhe trees,

““Kiver!™ he multered. “Quiet!”

“Bul what—"

“Kiver, I tell you!”

The four adventurers took cover in
the trees; and'a minute later a
breathless horseman burst upon their

view. It was Diego Diaz, the leader-

of the gung of Californians,

THE BOYS’ FRIEND
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Frank Richards & Co. made no
move.  dilently, in their cover
behind ‘'the trees, they watched the
Californian.

Diaz leaped from his horse as he
reached the wood.

1t was evident that he had not the
slightest  suspicion that ilcre were
foes in the trecs. He cast a rapid,
almest haggard glance backward, as
e stood for a moment panting by hi
horse. Then he led the animal
rapidly into the wood.

He passed within a dozen feet of
the watchers, without seeing them in
the thick underbrush.

Clatter! Claiter!

From the distance, the direction

1 from which Diaz had come, rang

clattering hoofs.

Frank Richards & Co. did not need
telling what it meant. Diaz was in
flight from his comrade, and the
latter was pursuing him. Evidently
it was another quarrel over the booty ;
the ruflians were not willing to share

fairly the treasure of the Golden
Arroyo. "
Diaz had stopped in the trees,

throwing his reins over a stump.
He turned back, his rifle in his hands,
and a savage ghtter in his black eyes.
The watchers could sce o trickle of
red across his cheek, which showe
that he had narrowly cscaped the
slash of a knife at close quarters.

He dropped on his knees amid the
thickets, his rifle at a level, bearing in
the direction of the clattering hoof-

| beats.

Clatter, clatter!

Frank Richards made 2 movement,
_ It was only too clear that Diaz was
in wait for the pursuing ruffian, and
that he intended to shoot as soow as
ihe horseman was in sight.

He had turned at bay; and the
pursuer was riding on to his death.

Billy Cook’s grasp ¢losed on Frank’s
shoulder as he moved, and restrained
the movement. He gave the school-
boy a grim, warning glanee.

Frank remained still, though kis
heart was throbbing, and his face pale
with horror. '

To' intervene was lo draw the Cali-
fornian’s fire upon himself; there
wers two of the gold-bags slung on
Diego Diaz's horse, and 1t was quite
certain: that the man would not yield
his ' plunder without s struggle.
Billy Cook’s thoyght was to leave the
rascals to fight it out, and deal wilth
the vietor,

Clatter, clatter!

Crack !

Diaz pulled trigger as the horseman
came whirling into sight round the
rugged boulders.

There was a sharp cry {rom the
pursuer, and the adventurers saw him
reel in the saddle.

But the galloping horse came tear-
ing on into the trees.

The. rider. was reeling to and [ro,
and as the howse crashed into the
thickets, he fell from -the saddie.
Diaz’s bullet had gone home!

Crash! :

With a clatter of hoofs, the horse
dashed awuy again, and disappeared
mio . the wood.

Diaz leaped fram . his ambush, and
rushed forward towards the {fallen
man, i

. He had dropped his rifle now, and a
long Mexican euchillo gleamed in his
dusky hand.

“Clarambo ! he muttered, as le

"Aung himself forward at the fallen

man, “Muerte!””
The wounded man shrank from Lhe
savage thrust; bub in another

anoment the cuchills would have heen

plunged into his hreast. But at that
moment Billy Cook thrust forward his
revolver and pulled trigger. .

There was o scream  from  Tiego
Diaz, as he pitched forward helplessly
upon his victim. Lhe knife falling un-
stained to ihe eurth.

“Qur game, [ guess!” said Billy
Cook coolly.

He van forward, his comrades at
hig heels.

Diaz struggled to his knees, his
swarthy face ablaze with rage. Iis
oyes dilated at the sight of Frank
Richards & Co.

“Los Inglesoa!” he muttered.

His right arm had been shattered
by the ranchman's bullet. He sank
back against a tree, groaning.

Billy Cook lnoked down upon the
two Californians grimly,

Both of them were disablod: and
the victory was with Frank Richards
& Co., ihough they owed it chiefly to
the treachery of lheir rivals. It was
a case of honest men coming inlo
their own through rogues falling out.

“T guess these galoots air sorry by

this time they couldn’t agree about,

the boodle,” grinned Billy Cook.
“Bure!” chuckled Beob.

L

“Madre di Dios!” grauned Diaz.
“ A thousand curses .

“Chewing the rag won't help you,
my greasy friend,” chuckled the
ranchman. “1 guess you come ouf
at the little end of the horn.  We'll
borrow your horse to varry the nug-
gets away, Diaz.” :

A savage oath was the only unswer.

Billy Cook disarmed the (wo
wounded ruffians. Then, leaving the
chums of Cedar Creek to guard them,
he plunged into the wood to recap-
ture the fleging horse, upon which
were lied two of the goldbags., Fwo
of them, fastened upon Diaz's horse,
were already in the bands of theiy
owners.

Frenk Richards glanced at the
wounded ruffien, with a {ouch of
compassion. Rascals as they were, he
could not see them suffer without
helping them.

“Let me see to your hurt, 'Diaz,”
he said quietly.

Spantsh ocath was ‘the ouly
answer ; but Frank did not heed.: He
bound up the Californian’s wound,
and then that of the other raffian,
with the belp of his comrades.

Billy Cook returned with the loose
horse by the time he had finished.

“I guess the nuggets are hyer,”
said the ranchman. “The hull
caboodle, in the wallets, jest as those
scullywags tock them from the hack.
We win on this game, sonnies. And
I calculate the hosses belong to us as
prize of war, ¢h?”

“1 suppose so,” said Frank. “But
—~but—o-""

“Bul what?” .

Frunk Richards made z gestyie
towards the wounded men, groating
under the trees.
¢+ ""Let them keep their horses,” he
said. “They would ncver gef away .|
alive on foot; it's a long wuy to
Cinnamor Bar.

Billy Cook gave a grunt.

“T guess it zin’t necessary for sich
scallywags to live,” he said. *let
them go arter their friend that they
laid eut yonder; the coyotes will look
arter the galoots!™

¥rank shuddered.

The two ruffians were not cursing
now. Their baggard eyes werg fixed
on _the ranchmen's rugged face,
Wounded as they were, it was dealh
for them to be left on foot on the
barren mountaip. ’

“Go easy, Billy!” said Bob Law-
less. “We've got the gold bagk; -
let the rotters escape! Go ecasy!”

Another grunt from Billy Cook,

“Waal, T reckon they wen't do
much damage agin, for a time,” he
remarked.  ‘‘If Diaz ever uses his
right arm again, T ain't the marks-
man I thought I was. And he’s’
plugged his own pard pretty deep.
Let fom rip!”

“ood!™ said Frank Richards.

Billy Clook locked on, 'still grani-
ing, while the chums of Cedar Creck
helped the two bandaged ruffans
upon {heir horses. '

Then the adventurers shouldered
the wallets, and started on their
retum 1o the trail where they had
lefi Yreka Jim and the hack.

It was fatiguing march; but Lheir
spirits were light.,  'The nuggéts of
the Golden Arroyo were in  theiv
possession once more; and they had
done for ever with the gang of
gredsers.

They came out on the Lrail at last,
and found, as they expected, that
Yreka Jin and the hack had loug
gone,

“1 guess il’s tramping down to ihe
next camp,” said Billy Cook; “and I
valeulate we've got four or five miles
in front of us, Put it on.”

“We’'ll do it before nightfall,” said
Bob.

“T reckon.”

And the adventurers trampod on as
checrfulty as they could, Night was
falling on the sierra when ey
arrived in Shasla town,

But  there, their
dangers wore over. % .

That night they slept soundly in
good bods ; and the next day the stage
bore them on to the railroad, and it
was with great relief that they found
themselves in the speeding cars.

The rocky wasles of Northern Cali-
fornia were left behind them swiftly
now, and they looked their last upon.
the mighty peak of Mount Shasta,
towering to the sky.

Lroubles  wul

Yive'days lates, Frank Richayds &
Co. were in Kamloops, where .they
had left their own horses, on their
journey southward over the liue.
They mounted with light hearts to
ride the homeward troill up ihe
Thompson Valley. Their perilons ex-
pudition was over, and they were
returning successful, with the nuggets
of the Golden Arroyo i their wallets
and with cheery looks they set theiv
facca towards Cedar Creek,

THE END.



