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1.—~WHATS thig! the Contingent turned farmers? Oh! it’s all right, peoples, we're just
footin’ it up fo the Islington Cattle Show with our prime thoroughly-bred-dairy-fed cow. You
see, we heard that a big prize was to be had for the fattest cow, so, as we were 1ather short of
the needful, we thought we may as well win it. “Gee-whoa!” chuckled Farmer Thomas (of
Torento), “ danged if they Lunnon fellers Il be able to show sich a hanimile as our Molly.”
“ Quite roight, zur,” said the farmer’s man, who you might recogni¥e as yer 'mmble, “if all er
nateral points ain’t quite what they should be, she zertingly carn’t be matched fer intelligercel”

—
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2.— Right there, BillyI” said the cow. What! you don’t believe she said it? Well, you
will when you know the wonde®ful kind she is. Anyway, we arrove at the Show in good time,
and put Molly in the stall ready to be judged. ¢ Yes,” said one of the judges, after looking at
her beyewtiful coat, and examining all her fine points with a magnifying glass, “she's a foine
specimen, Mr. Turmits. The only question is, is she a good milker 7’ * Aye, she's all that, an’
more,” said Tommy, “only, if I were you, I wouldn’t test 'er to-day—the walk up from Mud-
ford has beenfa bit of a strain for her.”

8.~ Oh, but we must, my good man,” said the judge: “ Then if she is a gbba milker, you get *

the prize.” *Besides,” said Turmits, “ there is sumthink abaart thic coo as doan’t zeem “xackly
roight1” Well, this was a pretty awkward predicament, for—we'll let you into the secret at
once if you won’t tell—the fact was, Molly was made up with Montreal Mike and Ballarat Bob,
with a bneumatic skin over ’em—so’s we could pump it up nice and fat! ¢ Strikes me,” said I,
“the only way to.save the sitiwation is for Molly to kick the whole lot over, then they won't
wanter milk %er again!” Presently, up came the miikman with his pail to test our cow.

b

4.—So I whispered to Molly to kick out a good *un when she saw the bloke sit down with
his pail. *“8he’s a horfully nasty temper, gents,” said I,  when she’s bein’ milked, so look out,
mwe man.” *Dazzey! I'll look out,” said the milkman; “if she kims any ov ’er tricks wiv Oi,
Oi’ll teacher?. lesson!” * Well, in coorse, gents,” said Tommy, “I'll do me best ter keep ’er
quiet. But, if you ain’t got no objection, we'll take the prize now and go home, as the pigs 1l
want feedin’, then if she don’t come up to the milkin’ test, welll send the prize back per
parcels post ”

.5.—But. them silly judges were very obstinate and wouldn’t agree to our proposal—they
insisted on going on with the milking business. *Very well, then,” said Tommy, ¢ if that's the
case, THINGS MUST TAKE THEIR COURSE!” And, by geewillykimps, THEY DID! for at that
precise and exact moment, Molly let fly with her south-east tootsie, and things got muchly

distorbed. “Ow-wow-000-0w |” screeched the milkman, ““save me from the viciousness of this.
yer-female bovril, somebody !” But every somebody seemed more anxious to save themselves !
*

6.—Then a little army of the Show employés came on the scene and tried to capture Molly.
And the circus scene that followed may be seep in the circular scene above (we've seen enough
of that—FEDp.). After that, cruel and unsympathetic cops came and insisted on our taking tea
with them at the—police-station | and next day we were introduced to a friend of ours, who °
keeps a little office in Bow-Street. However, when we explained that we'd got to appear again
in next week's “LARKS!” he said he wouldr’t trouble us to call again, which was very kind of him,
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THE CLAIM-JUMPERS:;

DURANGO DICK’S DOOM.

: —iefe:
A STORY OF “ CAPTAIN JAG‘@\_{.”'
H 5 g

By CHARLES

In the Golden Valley of the Mogollon |

Mountains—~Captain Jack and the
Claim-Jumpers—The Befiance.

“ Thar’s our game.”

The words were uttered in low tense tones,
and the speaker jerked his forefinger towards
the “game” he spoke of.

The “game” was a young man who stood
at the door of a log-built cabin in Golden
Valley, in the Mogollon Mountains of Arizona.

The cabin appeared to have beep built with
a view to defence. It backed & an over-
Langing cliff, and so could only be attacked
from 4he front. The walls, of hug; logs plas-
tered with clay, seemed guite able to resisb
blews and bullets.

In front ?lfs tﬁa %a(.ibxémﬁ ::1 a distance .ofkn
hundred yards, flow 10 Alye-Hiver, spark-

id the pigh rocks on its

ling in the sun. Amid the
bank a cluster of men lay in am ;

There were nine of them. Clad in frontier
garh, heavily armed, they looked what |
were, ¢ border rufiians.” e man who poin
to the “game” was 3z @warthy fellow of
twenty-nine or so, with black eyes and features:
of a Bpanish cast. {

“Thar he i8,!' he continued, in & low voice.
“Thar's Captain Jack, who thinks hisself the
owner of this hyer valley. But he ain’t regis-
tered no olaim. at Tombstone nor at. Tueson,
T kuow that fur a fact. and tharfur the claim
is ourn ef we choose to jump it. You hear,

ards 7 We've got to wipe out that young
inglish rooster, and we'll have a couple of
million dollars to divvy.” |

“That's so, Durange Dick,” said on¢, a red-
besrded Texan of giant frame, * but Claptain
Jack is a mighty tough cuss to wipe out.”

“Ts got to be did. Now, when I say
‘Swipes !’ just hump yourselves up and give
hin a volley. If he breathes arter that, why
T'm willing to chuck up the sponge.” .

The youth standing at the hut door seemad
to have ne guspicion of his peril. i

He was looking across the valley, inhaling
the fresh morming breeze. He was a picture
of manly beauty as he stood, stalwart, grace-
ful, the flush of health in face, his long
golden halr elustering over is shoulders,, hig
eye bright and flashing as an eagle's. ° [

The ambushed claim-jumpers were about to
rise and fire, when the young miner abruptly
withdiew into the hut and closed the door.

«What does that mean 7" muttered Durango
Dick, savagely, “has he seen us "

He had not seen them, but he had seen a
moving uhﬁw upon the river's surface, and
to ope 8o skilled in signs of danger as Capluin
Jack, thst was sufficient warmng that - foes
were at hand. 3

The claim-jumpers looked at/ each other
in something {ike dismay. Theyibegen to ses
that their task would be harder thau they had
anticipated. :

i §'ose we give him a chance to cave int”
suggesied the red-bearded Texan. Go an’
tall to him like a Dutch uncle, Dick.”

The vaice of the swarthy sport reng out
erisply upen the air.

“Coptain Jaok !” ! :

“What do you want?”’ came back a reply
in clear, fearless tones.

“ il you promise not to fire if I come for-
ward to speak?”

‘Yes, unless you try tregchery.”

Durango Dick advanced from the rocks to-
wards the hut. Captain Jack opened the little
window, and théy stood face to face.

An expression of profound astopishmnt ap-
peared upon Captain Jack’s face as he saw the’
sharp.

“Bumm‘;n Dick !” 'he exclaimed.

The leader of the claim-jumpers nodded cave-
lessly.

#“¥You thenght me dead, eh?”

“Ves. When I exposed your little game ab
Slide-in Camp, and proved you to he Black
John the outlaw, you teok poison to escape
Judge Lynch, and I'll swear the boys planfed
you safe encugh,” Captain Jack declared.

“] was playln’ roots on vou,” the sharp ex-
plained. “The drug I fook wasn't pizen, but
a marcotic. which gave me the appearance of
death. ¥ lmow the boys wouldwt trouble to |
bugy me very deep. In the night I came tg,
sqwirmed ouf of the grave, and levanted. And
then, Captain Jack, I fook your trafl, ag you had
taken mine, te ron you down to your death for

=

HAMILTON.

And the"*gyen of the cardsharp glittered
vengefully.

“Well, now you
said Jack, in the me
%lone here, and you have a gang of cherubs

idden among those rocks,. Wade in; I'm
your mutton, with the wool on.®

“I offer you a chance to surrender,” said
Durango Dick, annoyed by the English hun-
ter's coolness. “If you vamoose, a,mf leave the
Golden Valley, to me and my pards, I'll give
yon a clear pass to Tombstone.”

Captein Jack laughed lightly. :

‘; “You haye been i-ndul"ing too freely n fire-
water, pard, or you wouldn's malke such b pro-
posal to me,” he exclaimed, shaking bis finger
the sharp in a sort of way.

ab ;
Durango Dick begame absolutely purple with

have a first-clase chance,”
cheerful tone, “I am

rage,

“¥ou refuse, then?” he gritted, snapping
his teeth. » _

“No, I accept,” said Jack, “if you will give
me proof that you will not molest me on my
way to Tombstone.” . ¥

* What proof do you want!” asked Darango
Dick, brightening a little. Was the wary hun-
ter really going fo fall into tlfe trap?

g an. and youy pards must all drown your-
selyes in the Alya yonder,” said Jack, laughing.

Purango Dick, seeing then that the Hunter
was making fun of him, shook his fist at the
handsome, smiling face.

“¥ou shall die eve the sun is an hour higher,”
he yelled, furiously.

“Quien sabe ™ said Jack, philosophically,
“1 shall do my best ta send you over the range
if you attack mee. And you shap’t get out of
your next graye so easily, I promise you, You'll
have to wait till the Day of Judgment for your
next resurrection, once I draw a bead op you.”

Durango Dicl, cursing volubly, strode back
to his men, and at once sharp rifle shots broke
the silence of the valley.

Captain Jack Holds the Fort—the Fire
Arrows — Burnt Qut — The Claim-
Jumpers’ Victory.

Captain Jack, in spite of his gareless manner,
when speaking to I m"zui%u Diek, kneWw very
el thit a terrible struggle was imminent, and
he prepared for it with his usual courage.

Heé barred the door, and closed and fastened
the thick shutter of the only window, and then
fook his magazine rifle in hand.

He, along, was to encounter nine horder ruf-

flans—long odds, even for go redoubtable a
chompion 88 Captain Jack,

‘When “he ﬂ{ﬁt discovered the secrete of the |
Treasure Trail, and located himself in the Gol-
den Valley, ke had had a partner, Dacola the

Delaware. “Btar Eyes, daughfer of the Apache
chief, bad Ied him to the valley of the Alva, and
died there in saving him from Tndian arrows.
Dacola had wandered away to the sonthern
plains, unable to resist the 1aystie attraction of
the Tone llanos, and Captain Jack, remained
alome.
band

%% need s little excitement,” Captain Jack
murinured ; “ when bullets are flying T can for-
get poor little Star Byes.”

He placed himself at a loophole cut in the
door., Bullets were pattering against the logs
outside ; some penefrating, others glancing off,
The claim-jumpers had spread ont in & hali-
circle, enclosing the cabin,

As no bullet came from the mnter, the jum-
gcrs_s grew bolder, and o little swarthy Mexican

e,%:m to steal up to the window, & tomahawk
in his hand. A slashing blow upon'the shutter
would open a passage for bullets, and make the

'| interior a hot hole for the defender.

Jgck waited until he was within gix

c& -
‘ ng,r; !ghen, taking aim through a lgophole,

Mexigon gave a heavy groan and fell
to the eivth. The bullet had found his
iit, and ip less than a minute life had fled.

A iWWl game from the claim-jumpers, and
instinctiyély they shrank into securer cover.
Well ei ow how unerring was the rifle of
the long-haired hunter.

Q&{;ﬁaiu dack, within the ‘cabin, smiled
guietly. 1

“That's § lesson for them, to begin with,
I wish it had been Durapgo Dick: but he's
too cunning to expose nself.  The fools!
even if they take the cabin, T have a way of

L]

reyenge.”

eseape hat will baffle them.”

‘And then came Durango Dick and his | said

|in the

TR &5

He wondered what the enemy’s next move
wonld be. They would never dare a rush in
the face of his Lee-Metford. Nom was it
likely that such men would have patience
enough for a regular siege. He was not long
left in doubt. X :

From the river rocks where the swarthy
sport -lay, a point of five rese and hissed to-

. | wards the cabin.

It was an arrow, to which was tied a piece
of rag, dry as tinder, and burxiv{gg readily.

The arrow drgpped upon the roof of the hut,
and Captain Jack, hearing the tap of it, knew
at once what had happened.

“They are going to burn me out.”

_ There had been u6 rain for a weel; the
fogs of the cabin were baked by the sun and
cracking with dryness. It would mot be long
before éle flames caught. : :

Durango Dick and his pards chuckled, ovér
their devil's jyork. ‘\ je

“Lucky we came prepared for everything,”
the swarthy sharp saig. “If Captain Jack
isn’t burnt to a ecinder, I'm a Digger Injin.”

Fhe arrows flew swiftly, one afier another.

“The roof’s ketchin’, bjgum,’’ said Pan-
handle Pete, the red-bearded Texan.

A a?turt. of flame jerked up from the roof.
The fifth arrow had done the work.

“ Now for g bonfire,” Durangd Dick said, in a
satist tone.

Captain Jack was at a loss. He had no way
of | ng at the fire except by leaving thg hut,
an “could mot do that without being shot
down.

“ ¥ shall hawe to beat a retveat,” he muttered.

From the centre of the floor he dragged a
rusd mat, and then, drawing his bowie, he
began to seraps away the earth from the spoty
the mat had covered. ‘

Meanwhile, the flames ran along the roof
like fiery ser;ﬂents, catching hold in varions

}ig,ces, until the fop of the hut was a mass of
ze. :

“ Captain Jack'll find it purty warnr-thar,
I calkerlate,” chuckled Panhandle Pete.

“Keep your shooters ready, pards. He's
almost certain to make a break as soom as it
gets too hot,” Durango Dick exclaimed.

The hissing flames crept down the walls, and
lapped the door and window. 3
Trash ! and a scattering clond of sparks. The
roof had fallen in‘! 4
% “Now look out fur him,” cried the sharp.

But Captain Jack did not appear. The
anxiety of the claim-jumpers grew tense and
strained as they watehed the blaze of the
burning cabin leaping againSt the grey eliff
behind it. Had a bullet found its way through
the logs and gisﬂbled the hunter? Was he
overcome by the smoke and umable to fly?
Or ﬂ,ga he, knowing that levelled rifies-awaited
him gutside, choosy, with Bpartan stoieism, to
perish in the flgnes, that his bitter fog might
not have the fay of slaying him?

he cabin, ‘thht in every corner, burped
gradually out. Irom the mass of black em-
bers a celumn of smoke arose, windifig round
the eliffis and drifiing darkly down the valley
of the Alya. Crumbling remunants of the four
walls remained standing, bot that was all,

“He must be dead,” Durango Dick said in

a hushed voice. ) ;
Captain Jack,” said the red-

“(Hood-bys to
bearded Texan.

The claim-jumpers went forward to look
upon their work. No fear had they now of
the rifle of the esgle-eved plainsman.

Within the hat they scarched for his re-
mains, But me remains were to be found.
Ashes and embers aliounded, but 10 remnant
of flesh or Bope. Durango Dick was puzzled.

# That thar fire wasn't hiot enuf to burn him
up so clean as not. to leave a rib or two,” he

id. i
“TPhar ain't hide nor h’ar of him hyer, that's
sabtin,” replied Taos Tom, “and "be didnt
leave the cabin, eartin, teo.”

“There may be a seevet exit,” said Dick,
greatly worried by the iden; “sarch for it
pards.”

They searched diligently, but nothing of the
kind cams fo Light.

8o Durango %)ir:k was forced to the eonclu-
sionVthat Captain Jack had perished in the
flames, and had heen so utterly destroyed that
not a trace of his dead body remained.

Ill-Gotten' Gold — A' Pilgrim apd a
Stranger—Bing-Sing’s Service..
A weel had passed. .
The Golden Valley pf the Mogollon Moun-
tains presenied an aspect somewhst different
from that the claim-jumpers hgd seqn when
they came gold-hupting on the are Trail,
Tt was their presence that made the differ-
ence. They had built three &ina o the spot
whiere Captain Jack's home
the haxr in’fle river hend i‘g}e}' washed for gold
rimitive way of '49, and with results
that delighted ghem. The Rio Alva was rich,
seemingly, as the fabled Pactolua. Byuy day
the adventurcrs took o thousand dellary’ worth
of dust from the river, and the claim showed
no signs of “petering out” for a long while
to come.

had stood. On|

. EXTRAORBINARY VALUE.
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#3~ Note the Price, 1s. only. Post Free.

“We're made. Len, dﬁ,” urango Dick
said one ewj ‘ﬁﬁn &*gy lmﬂpmgcl% work ;
“seven or eighti thousand dolldrs already,
as much more a8 we choose to take.
Apaches don’t git on the war trail n’ig}n us, ora
gang of stampeders happen along, we'lt be Cre-
suses afore we tanke the fvail to Tombstone,"

The eight pards sat upon boulders to smake
after their Jabour. Looking down the valley,
crimsen in the sunsef, they saw a strange form’
coming up the river trail towards them.

A" stranger 7 )

“ And a Chinee, by hookey !”

“Wet'll we do with him, pardg?®
“Mey some fun outer the yaller cuss.”

The strhinger appeared to be ome of those
sleele’and smiling sons of the Floweny Land,
who swarm in the Wild West of Americs,

are generally called. “Johus™ by the white
citizens,

This “John" appeared to be youthfuk, but
his pigtail was of large size, and his bady ex-
tremely—even mg;nicaﬂy—wstéut.

Fulstafi was “not in it” with this yellow-
tinted “John.” His loose and flowing garments
added to his “corporosity.” %

As he came near the miners, he salufed
them with the “child-like and bland’ smile
supposed to be chavacteristic of the “heathen
Chinee.” =

“Muchee nicee day,” ke remarked in &p
oty tone, “ Sing-Sing velly glad to seq Melican
gemmen. Sin -Sinﬁﬁo ke for wolkee, Dollar
i diy, he wollcee 1deii" & ﬂ; A ; :

The suggestion jumped with the ideas of #
miners. Rich as theme stolen claim was t—lﬁl;

hated the labour even of gathering gold, . The
more hands therg were tq the work, the se@ber
Once § 0 fn asires

it would be ended. he g

of Alva Bar were exhausted, the * ald
be dismissed with a small reward, or no reward
aé all, and if he proved tronblesome, & bullet
through the head wopld give him Lis quielis.

“Work hard, can you!" Durange Bick said,
veflectively. . “Haye yon any cqg;}ﬁnmpns, ar
are you alone?” :

“Sing-Sing quite lones.” :

“Welll take it on.” ‘

“Dollar a doy, and glub found,” conditioned
the Chinee., ¢

“That suits—call it a gg.” "

“J sh'ud like to hev séme fun with the hea-
then,” Panhandle Pete said regretfully. * What
a target his fat tnmmy would make.”

“ Wait till the bar peters aut, and then you
can haveall the fun yow've got room for,” an-
swered the sharp, unbeard by the Clelestial.

The next morning the Chinee started work
along with the pards, and he laboured sa dili-
gently that the lazy claim-jumpers thought him
a most valuable acquisition.

“Me wolkee haldee, alleg samee Melican

THE | °
) dt ‘ )
A1 ¥ COMICS,
“Fuﬂﬂy Cuts,”! -
 “World’s Comic,” “«
yl{ Larks ! ’f SN
“ Coloured Comie,”
“ Halfpenny Comie,"
SHOULD BE READ BY

- EVERYONE.

DON'T FORGET! THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER of THE HALFRENNY COMIC appears on Decembar 4th.



- December 8, 1900.

- W = B of = 3

387

N

wan,” the heathen said ; and he more than kept
is aword, for e worked a gréat deal harder
afi the “ American men.” .
And. s6 the précious grains multiplied jn

the gold box of the claim-jumpers, and they

were content; “caving nothing that their wealth

tad beén honght by black eriine.

_ Bt tlisve were troubloits times ahead for

Durango Dick and his band.

A Btartling Apparition—The Ghost of
Captain Jadk.

Sing-Sing had heen mbré than a week in the
fertice of the clamsjumpeid before anything
beeurred to break thé miomotony of life in the
Golden Valley.

Ths thiners treated the Clinee pretty well ;
for, brutes as they were, they did not wish to
gtare awdy so useful & helpar. Sing-Sing was
always plicid and galm. Owly in oné thing
1ie was obstinate. 'THe minerh were very cate-
ful to keep their weapons ¢léaned and, ready
fob use : but as thi§ was tiresome work they
tried to turn it over (o Sing=Bing. Bub the
Celestial wonld Have nows of it. He professed
a mortal terror, of fire-arms. Even when they
wers inloaded ke would not touch theu, His
cawardice beeame a joke, and {he m.u-,;lm fre-
quently mnused themselves by plaging tpon
his fears.

The Golden Valiey heintg in the Apache
conntry, the miners usuvally kept _watch ab
night,” The establishment of a military post

gl) the old Treasure Trail bad driven the red |

jrives further afield, but there was danger of
raiding bands entering the valley of the Alva.
Thevefore, ofie of the band watchied every
nighit, enseonced in a cloft of the diff that rose
behifid the ciins. e

Taos Tom was on wateh ong brilliant troon-
light night. He sat upon a boulder, with his
ritte across his kiees; chewing tobuceo, and ab
itefvals squirting: the juice over fhe mossy
¢hitks. The cabins were ' quiet, save for the
sHores of the mifiers Sleepiig within.  Sing-
Sihg slept in a lean-to against the wall of one
of the cabins. £

All at once, from a Eligip of juniper buishes,
Taos Tom satv a sttange figure arise. A young
diusi, with eathly, pale,_face, came into ful
vlew in the moonlight:s: Taos Tom gave a gasp
df ferror as he recognified the formt ahd fea-
pdtes of Captain Jack, the man who had been
prrned in the cabin a fortnight befare.

« Jorusalem crickety! et's er ghost,” mut-
terell the scared rough. i

The form moved towards him, the long
golden hair floating round the deathly face.

" With a desperate oath Taos Tom threw up
his rifls and fred, full at the breast of the
apparition. \ .

Seemingly unhurt, it advanced steadily, the
gleatming eyes fixed ‘upon the rough with a
stony stave. Nearer and nearer, until Taos
Tom, paralysed with fear, reeled off the boulder
wnd sink to the eartl in a swoorn.

Alarmed by the shot, the eclaim-jumpers
came out of thie huts in a few minutes, and great
was theit #stonishmert wheti they found Taos
Tom lyitig senseless, and ne-sign of a foe to

be s¢é .

&lm‘[s thie matter with the cuss?”
ejactlated Durango Digh, “lie ain’t been get-
ting outside tanglefost, or thar’d be a smell
of it mroung.”

“ He's i6d,” Pinhandle Pete answertd ;
«dorise iy i tHe crick; that’ll bring him
2y

Phos  TdM, taken by the ankles, was
slipped lieiffivst into the Alva, and hauled
out agaifi, glisping and spluttering.

“Wot int thundeér——"" he hegan : then, re-
memhering, “did you %e¢ et, pards?”

“See what?”

“The ghost.” .

“The dickens!” b

“Tle ghost, pards, sute ez shootin’,
Taod Tom, impressively. i

“¥e dernéd slabsidcil Digper Injin, whose
ghast?” cried Durango Dick.

*Captain Jdgk’s.”

The  ¢laim-jumipets looked at each other in
wonder, laos Tom related what lic had seen.
In daylight laughter would have greeted the
tale, but under the moon it was a different
matter, *

“T nevbr mis§"wen I dior a bead,” Taog
Tom satd, ““T gi'n him & clnk of lead ticketed
for his pulsometer, but he never squirmed.
Pards, it was a fust-chop gencoine ghost, ot
T'm a liar.”

“Yon dozéd and dreamed it,’* answered
Durango Dick.

And in the warm sunlight when day re-
turned, this beeame the general belief. Bub

lzaid

Taos Tom remiined nnshaken in his belief th
@ d unshaken in elie: at‘h‘an::lle Phke,

he had seen the ghost of Captain Jack.

ArWarning of Doom—The Man Hunt—
%I ILysterious Disappearance—Missing
en,

The incident was %hnost forgotten by the
claim-jumpers, and even Taos Tom thought less

about it, as the diys passed on, and the ghost!

appeared no more. |

The gold yield from the byp grew richer, and
often Durango Dick congmtﬁhted himeolf wpon
his_good fortune in having jumped s6 valuable
 cldim. '

“T touldn't lose my grip on it for Captain
Jack, or Captain Jack’s ghost, or for Old]
Serateh himself,” he said. *’Taint no use the
lone spirit perambulating around hyer; Hhe
can’t skeer me worth a cent.”

But on the morning after this boastiul speech
he came out of his cabin strangely whit
through his swarthy skin. In a hand that
tmu!ﬁed he Beld « sheet of thick white pupér.

“ Pards,” {10 said, “which of you keers so
little fur his life as to play this little joke on
me?” :
¢ What's the racket, cap.!”

The claim-jumpers ‘thered round to look &§
the pale gambler heia out the sheeb of paper.
Upon it was a neat drawing of a gallows, with
5 man suspended therefrom, the man’s featnres
being those of the swutthy sharp. Underneath
was written ¢ Durango Dickfs doom. " ;

“7 found it by my side when I aweke,” said
Durango Dick. “Now, which of you cusses
put it_thar?” }

One and all denied the soft impeachment.
Dick was puzzled ; their faces expressed their
{ruth. :

“ Could it have been the John?' suggestéd
one of them, a half-hreed named Miguelez.

The others shook their heads; nothing
seemed more unlikely than that the guileless
Celestial should play such & trick., However,
Singz-Sing was called and questioned, and showif
the puper. He studied it for a time with an
air of amazement. !

“Taces likee youls, massy Delango Dickee,”
he said, presently, as if he had just discovered
the lik'enéS{{ “whatee words say? Mee talkee
Melican velly well, mé ’cute John, but me o
leaé{; (read) velly well.” JRa

rly the Chinaman was not to b sus-
pected. )

Durdngo Dick became
reflébted upon the matter. ;

He remenbered how Captain Jack T
tanished amid the flames; leaving not a t¥ace
behind.+ Could it be possible that he bad in
soltie mysterious Wgﬁ escaped from the burning
cobin, and was still lutking in the Golden
Valley on the frail for vemgeance? )

Thut would accoutifi for this warning of
dooth; as well as for the so-called ghost thab
Tiios Tom had seen and fired atb. _

This idea grew upon the sharp’s mind, and

very uncasy 48 He

after breakfast, instead of commencing WOk
upon the bar, he told his suspicions to his
pards, and suggested a hunt through the valley
for the conjectured foe,

No one took stock in this theory, but all were
glad to leave, work fer a day, and the expedi-
tion was willingly agreed to. :

The claim-jumpers, armed to the teeth, set
out in various directions to search the valley
in every quarter.

Tt was arranged that at sunset they should
return to the cabin, with or without success.
The Chinee was left in charge of the cabins,
with_instructions to have a Big meal pre- |
pared by sundown. )

Behind Mount Alva the golden snn sank af
evening drew on. The ®istern sky Was sk
raped with ragged clouds. Darkuess began fo
close in wpon the valley of gold. . &

Heven men gathered by the eabifis. :

“Whert is Tacs Tom?’ was the gefieral
question. y ¢

He had n8t returned. Niglit advanecéd; bub
hé came not: ]

“Lost in the foot-hills,” commented Durango
Dick., “Hell comp back with the sum® °

And he rolled himself in his blanket and
slept.

The sun eameé Hack, but Taos Tom did nob
put i1 an gppenrance. The pards  were
atxions now. WWhat had become of him?
Had he fallen into some deep barramca, or
died beneath the spear of a Navajo or Apache

| sealp-hunter?

“We nfust s’arch,” said Durango Dick, and
they did search. The whele day was spént in
ferreting cmong the rocks of the yalley,-and at
sunset the pards met again.

But only six of them met. :

Another &f their number—this time the half-
breed AMigbelez—had failed to return.

There was terror now in the fices of the
claim-jumpers as they looked at ‘each othet.

“There's &4 fiew hand in the game,” Durango
Dicl said. “A sharp is playing a cold detl dn
us:  But who Kin it 'be, and whar is he?”

“Captain Jdek 7 P |

The name leaped to the Lips of tto or three
at once. g

“But Captain Jack is dead,” cried Pan-

] '
. “His ghost. walks the valley,” anﬁereﬁ
Mohayve Dave, the least courageous of the
claitii-jumpers, “Didn’t Taos Tom se@ #?”
“Rot " exclaimed Durango Dick; “swhoever
is on our track is 4 live man, and no darned
spirit. But look you, by separating we put
it in his power to tackle us one ab a time.
We'll keen together now.”

¢ %ha,ll weé gatch fur Tom and Miguelez,
cap. ?”? :

“What's the use? They're gone, an’ we
can’t find 'em. We'll sluy yar and get on with
our biz.” ;

None of the claim-junipérs cared to en-
counter the unknown foe, and the tie of com-
r&deshillj between them was very feeble. Wil
lingly they left the two lost ones to their fdte.
After all, the shares in the gold would be larger
among a few.

The roughs resumed théfr labour thé next
morning, but not in their umtgl thoughtless
mood. They were uneasy, as their frequent
mm‘:} glances at the cireling hills testified.

BE most vervous of all & il to be the
Uliinaan, Sing-Sing.  Whenever a tree stirred
in the breeze, or a squirrel Moved among the
bushes, he exclaimed that the Indians were
coming to scalp them.

And the Two Lost Men—Where Were
They ?

Tlér up the pine-elad slopes of Motnt Alva
zt'dnarm\v and darl cavern opened iu the hill-
side.

It penetrated to an unknown depth into the
rock-ribbed mountain. No ane had ever fol-
lowed its utmost windings, sivé perhaps some
lost grizzly or caseabel. Bit fo & distanee of
a quarter of a mile sevéral men had ventured.
There, in rocky chambers, the unknown foe
of the claim-jumpers had bestowed his captives.

In gloomy darkness, at some distance from
each other, Taos Tom and Miguelez occupied
the cavern. Round the ankles of eagh weére
loeked iron rings, attached to chains, secured
to iron staples in the roek. Their hands were
free; food and water swére within their reach.

They lived! but how was this to end?
The doubt tortured them. Often they had
| shiouted for help; the vast cavern echoed their
etiés; which neyer reached the open air. They
were, in fact, buried alive, an'tlp ‘at the mercy

| of their captor.

b 2
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Baffled Flight—Mohave Dave Tries
' Again—A Ghostly Chase,

. Durango Dick and his men worked at the
bar for several days without interruption.

If they had an enem; in the valley he did
not show himself. And the cenfidence of the
claim-jumpers gradugally returned. Only one
had expressed a wish to “vamoose.” It was

% | Molizve Dave, who was lacking in the animal

conrage of his comrades. Dick had sternly
forbidden him to go. If he went, the story

| of the rich strike would spread, and a crowd

of gold-hunters would pour into the valley.
Wealth which the claim-jumpers looked upon
a¢ their own would be ravished away under
their noses. 4
But Mohave Dave was determined to go.
e waited until his turn came to keep watch.
hen, in the silence of the night, he abstracted
the gold-box from its hiding-place, mounted
hig horse, and rode away. .As by his flight
he gave up his share of the claim to his com-
ratdes, he “reckoned” he had better eompen-
gate himself by “walking off” the whole of
tli& procecds of the working up to date. .
It was midnight when he left Alya Bar. &He
breathed more freely when he had placed &
nile between his comrades and Himse] bi]
1 i pursued he had a good starf now.

f6llowed made him lay his hand upon His re-
volver. Indiamw, or wolves, or—— !

He gave a gasp of dread as a ghostly ﬁgﬂi‘d
emerged from the cover. Captiin Jack's
ghost, as Taos Tom had seét it! The finger
of the phautom pointed warningly at the claim-
jumper. 1 .

rustle in the thicket heside the trail hé
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“Back " said 4 sépulchral voice.

Mohave Dave did not wait to be bidden
twice. Back he galloped at mad speed to
escape that terrible figure.

He reached the cabins, and had sufficient
presence of mind to restore the gold Hox to its
place before he awoke his companions.

To them he related the story of his baffled
flight ; in his horror he could not keep it to
himself.

Durango Dick’s eyes had a dangerous gleam
as he listened.

“So you tried to get away, Mohave Daye?”

“Why shouldw’t I, if I want to?”’ retorted
th% 1 bull

“Don’t try it again, unless you want a bullet
through yg?l: th?gk box. We're in this game
together, sink or swim.”

ohave Dave did nobt amswer, but his re-
solve remained unshaleni: For all the gold
in Arizofis e would not Have remained longer
than he cotild help in thut seedbsed valley.

The others- shaved his disquietnde. They
began to wish that they hal lett Coptain Jack
anﬁ his claim alome, The wuy of the trans-

eusot’ is hard, and they were beginning to

d it out. ..

All but Durango Dick believed in the ghost

(Contliued on page 590.)
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THOSE PENOCILS, -

1—“Now,” said Billy, “we’ll just , 2.—And tripping over that string
watch them two toffs fall over the Jjust started them off, and while one

* 1 8%, your daughter’s awfully mashed on
e, doncherknow, and I thought 1'd ask you if

i idn’ j i is foot round
i1 ‘ 2 1.—“THIS seems to be string.” But he didn’t know that Ju_mp’ed up and turned his
shel li hkﬁ!yhm be 5he FPEROM By fhe one of these mew-fangled  3.—*Thunder, ain’t this those “two toffs” were the brothers Billy’s neck, the gthﬁr ibumed double-
(Szixirin%: 5 I have been accustomed, dont- " paper pencils; got to un- awful? Help |” Turnover from the Hippedrome. somersaults round the Jamp-post.
S |

wind it, I sappose.”

'.

’ : 4.—Having thus put-Billy through
Hig BreTaR: “ Do you suppose she rejected : ., 3.—Then one of them laid down t0  ahout five minutes’ worth of the most,
you because you were not rich enough ?” 9. Grent Sooth ! thi 4.—And the flow of lan- it, an@ started bouncing Billy about violent exercise he had ever had in
Her Brother: “Well, she gave me to under- e FCHiRc F lik '8 guage that herewith fol. on his feet, while the other ‘tickled his life, they left him sitting on the
stand that I wag a man of no interest and not ing 1s coming of ke & Jowed was simplyappalling. the seht of Billy’s trousers With &  pavement, bivine to think how it all
S tape machine - 1% h ILYiBE R e
muoh principle.] DERCaIE stick. happened
! L PP .
THE PRICE OF FBAOE. THOSE DRAWING LESSONS.
s
1—“MY )" say the proud parents,
- when their daughter shows them this as
{ a specimen of her talent, “and did youn
.~ Now, just look at these quarrelsome t 1 said Winks. “In ~ do itall yourself [ ;
. Salf s Z:)’J E‘i [Egli:.-ne;n (stzglégﬁ;i;gmpﬁlgpgsmuza’;eac;;aler_” 8.—8o they did agree next minit, and went fer old Wirks bald-headed, “Oh, the.drawing master just altered
= : : ] who got more than he wanted, but—— it and touched it up a little bit,” replies

the clever girl.

’

bl TR e
2.—This shows the rongh pencil sketch -~
by May Tomtit before being *slightly

i : - ’ - ! altered and touched up” by the drawing
TN p Tetah 4.—He wusn't beaten, oh, no! * Look at ’em I’ says be, * theve they master. (Of course this is between onr-
4~ Now, my of all this ”toget.het §rd beigary go; what :iid I tell you? chummy as you like’l” selves.) -

Please.to Remember, The 4th of DECEMBER| THE GRAND XMAS NUMBER of the HALFPENNY COMIC appears then.
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SHOULD HE TAKE IT AS A
COMPLIMENT?
Aw the Fancy Dress Ball.—Miss Perti: ¢ Well, you do
look a fool 1”

MORE ’AIR.

1.—SmaLn Boy: “I say, Jimmy, let’s pinch some hair
out o this old hat stand’s tail; he'll never miss it.”

m——— o

9 —~The Horse: “What’s that? call me a bat stand,
does he? Well he can take that—(swish)—and that”
(swish). And Jimmy got a sight more hair than he wanted.

b //

THE PURSDIT

J ‘ =

F WIEALTH,

SONG OF THE SOVEREIGN : “They're after me, they're after
me. To capture me is all they desire.”

The Christmas Number of “ The Halfpenny Comig,” ‘Will: be the Best Ma'porth Ever Published., Ready December 4th.
1

man wot wants to see yer. ’E’s waitin’!”

- i
1.—SARAH ErLrmx: *Please, sir, ’ere’s a

'NOT SO RUM TO US.

the door to gentlemen.”

“Lal ain’t that rum! There weren't any
gentlemen callers at all when I was here.
That’s why I left.”

“YES, I seem to do mothing but answer
|

IT WAS “LARKS!”

2.—0ld Moneygrub: * Another begging
letter! Show the gentleman wup, Sarah
Ellen.”

3.—% Now, I'm determined to show this
business up once and for all. I must make
an awful example of him. It's hard on him,
I know, but it is for the good of the com-

K

munity.”

4.—But when he saw the size of the awful
example, he suddenly changed his mind,

and asked him whether he preferred four ‘arf
or champagne.

1.—“Now then, white man, I want something
to fatten me up, so say yer prayers.”

2.—But Little Simkins was wise in his
generation, and handed over the greatest
fat producer ever known, and the dusky
native got so fat on the first page that he

A DEADLY JOKE,

PusmAN: “That poor little bahy
of Jones’s basn't lived long, dear.”

Mrs. Punman (shocked): “ What!
you - don’t mean to say it's dead
already ?” :

Punman: “Not yet, dear, but you
knowit hasn’t lived very long, because
it was only born three days age.”
(Then he escaped.)

A NEW GAMP.

1.—I vos forgos my ombrella unt
here is der rain, I vos bound to get
ter der goncert soaging vet.”

4 7 s
2t

TAKING A RISE OUT
OF HIM.

ELDEST BISTER (shouting downstairs):
“ Mother ! ‘mother!! quick!!! Bring up all
the buckets, dishes, soup-tureens, tea-cups,
and basins yon can find.”

Mother: «Merey me, child! what's the
m%sfgr L 8 Oh, Charley’

‘Eldest Sister: “Oh, Charley’s going to
have his first shave.” il

/M///%///f

2.—*But I put the bass-hern upon
weinself unt I pe as dry as a bone.”

A  MATTER OF
COMPARISON.
* SoM®m beer is better than othep
beer, no doubt; but there’'s no sich

thing as BAD beer.”
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66 : i wltimatum deeided he two waverers to { The Rogues Fall Out—The Chinee Re- :: Captain ;Iaek 1
v ‘ = gtay.  But their terrof was exireme. / They . 2y ; hogig— | i Bxactly ! : ;
F LAS H ES : :#E;qua on the bar, bub they continually Irmke%, gggﬁa:i H{;}Bﬂ{ﬂetm}mrp e Ca is " The Chinee stripped off, the' closc-fitting

FROM THE

. EOOTLIGHTS,”

A SERIES GF cXOITING sTORIES
ﬂf THEATR:CAL LIFE,

By JOHN C. COLLIER,

ARE ROW RUNNING IN

THE HALFPENNY COMID.

up from the spading and washing to watch
he  villey for foes, edrthly or unearthly.
| Their nerve was gond. Dutango Dick, iron
nervéd 3}56“ ad He was; shigded their dréad teo

a %fiﬁ xtont,

The Golden Valley, which kad béen a Land
of Promisé to them, was now an Egypt from
| which they were ankions fo escape. Unce tliey
had thade a good hul, théy would fly gladly
fram the Mogollon Morntaius,

The second night after Mchave Dave's dis
ppearance, Dirango Dick ywan dwakened from
subled siumﬁg- by &Slights- tfmh}.ﬁ‘; oy
_ Starting up, le saw Sing-Sing, theé Chinee;
W%Eﬁgﬁfp it ;

o t do You want here, heathen? It¢
gtowled, pistol in hand o once. . ‘

‘9Sin§’~‘8§1g firendee to Melican mah. Meli
can man fot 1de fosed goldee,” replied the

Jaw
Bose the pold. Who's after it?” and up

(Continued from pdage B87.)

theory. Captain Jack wasn’t a phomnig that he

could ride ifi new lif¢ From the tlames that de-

gtroyed him! He was as dead as Christopher

Columbus, and his unquiet spirit hatnted the

seene of his murder !

‘“Let’s git as much dust as we kin git quick,
and  absguatulate,” the red-heardeg Texan,
Panhandle Pete, advised. -

8o you aré turning coward tov, Pete,” sald
Dutango Dick, bitterly, " Are you ps white-
livergd a8 Sing-Ning?"

“Durh ift. wok's fhe wse of buckin’ agii
spirits? " Peplied the Texan,

‘T'hé Wwotd: on the har went on, The ruffinhs
were eagetly anxious fo make a scoop and be
off. 'Tites Tom and Miguelez they had almost
forgotten. Their coneerh was wholly for them-
molves,  Sing-Ring worked like & &lave; he
tppeared miost hnxious 0 get away. :

Dick did net trust Mohave Dave to keép
watch again. But ofi the third night, when
Bison Bill wds on sentry-go, the faint-hearted
claim-jumpeér stole out of his cabin, and, under
pover of the rivér roeks, efept away down
valley. He went empty handed, but he cared
not for that ; anything was better than loitering
iti the haunted vulley. ’

Bison Rill did not obstrve his flight. Awady
he sped, on foot, for he votld nbt gét His horse
uttobserved. As soon as he was round the base
of Mount Alva He broks into a run.

What made the blood rush suddenly to his
heart, ahd lenve lig brotized cheeks of a deathdy
pallar? J :

Footstepd: faint, but just andible, mn% be-
hind him apon the theky trail round Mount
Alva. L kvl

Who wag Li§ pursuer? Durango Dicky J&{
tol in hand? or the teériible phantom that betore
had baffled his flight? .

In desperation o turded at bay. But ze-
thing could be seen ; the footsteps stopped when
he stopped. Had he been deceived by &n echo?

On Ee went sgain; and the footfalls recom.
menced. Tertor, mastered him now; he ied
like & hunted wild best. Bwiftly he bounded
{rom rock 6 rock on the rugged mountain side.
But such groind wag ill-adapted for reckless
funning. ¥re lodg g foot slipped upon a
gmooth sput of &lenite, and he crashed down
on his face.

As he tay half stunned, the ghostly footsteps
reached his side.

Another Degertion—The Clinese Warn-
ing — The Fursuit — Mexican Jim
Disappears.

At dawil the aheence of Mohave Dave was
discovered by his comrades.

Alapi wits wrltten upon évery countenance.

i ven B sleep in the cabin with mde.”
Sim, o Bwarthy GreaSer,

He T
declared MeXibnn
“ywhar is he EU“’?” \ &

“He was skoerbd, and stole away,” Durango
Dick answered, indifferenitly, g

But Bisotl Bill, the setitinel; was positive thdt
he hadly't: } ‘

«T ghonld hev Seéd Hitn if he had,” he He-
claved. A h

“ He'e skipped, #H¥wag, tnd that ends it;
T wish I had pit @ bullet throngh him the
other night,”

“Tlia fdcks is.” sald Panhandle Pete, “that
the ghost hev got him, jist a8 he got Taos Tom
and Miguelez. ™ ¢

Durango Dick looked at the credulous and
fear-stricken faces of his four remaining pards
with bitter eontémpt.

“T supjiosé you want to vamoose?’’ he asked.

«T réckon,” Bison Bill replied, a,bruptlg' _g;ﬁ
%ﬁs words were echoed by one other, ﬁas
Kit, v

«T hangs on to the gold,” Panhaudle Pete
asserted, and Mexioan Jim said the same. .

“Vou two hey got some grit. As fur Bill
and Kit, they kin go if they choose, but the;
won’t take an ounce o’ gold outer this cenyon.”

‘fﬁ'ﬁl%ed ther bler,.
" “ Bisonee Dillee and Shastal Kittes takes
oxee >

Ere the Chinaman could finish, the entaged
fhatp rtushed out of the cabin. Sing-Sin
logked after him with a sbrange slow sniile.
Oftén, when he was unobseryed, that smil
would domis over the face of the steut placid
Chinee. There was fioré In Sing-Sing than mel
i e7e. :

Only o dith cresdent of oty could be seen,
but o myriad stars spangled the deep blue of
the heavens.

A ring of horses’ hoofs died away faintly
dowh the river bank as the wwarthy spors
emerged from the cabin. :

Bison Bill and 8hasta Kit—tlie lutter Mad
been ofi fuard—wete gome. Darango Dicks
vell 6f rage brought hig two still faithiul pivds
t0 him in g twinkling: 1 ;

“Wots the racket?” the man from Pachandle
a8ked, sleepily. : !

& I?:jll ans Kit hie¥ skipped with the hox &

gold.
hree .men rushed frantically for hgrses.

Usbless | Anticipating pursuit, Bison Bill atid
his pard had Lilled, with bowie blades, the
horsés they did not require for them&lves,

“Cifses on them,” yelled Durango Dick
« All is lost I

“No,” exclaimed Mexican Jim, ‘‘they can’t
git out of the valley without roundin’ Mount

va, and if we cut across the hill——”
_ Ere he finished, the trio were flying over
ount Alva. From the high greund they could,
if théy reached & certoin peint in time, over
look the trail followed by ke fugitives, withiu
rifie range.

A g'uart;er of an hour of rumnir
haltéd, panting. upon & pinnacle of

and they
. “WWETe i time,” gasped Durango Dick, as
Hé coeked his rifie.

Two mounted men were spurring up the trail,
less than half 4 mile away on the Tower ground,
and elearly seén in the starlight. They redé on
without suspicion that three muzgles thrédtened
theth from the height. But for Sing-Sing’s
wakefulness they would not have been pursued
until morning.

“The dogs!” hissed Durango Dick, “there’s
the gold we've all worked for slung up hagide
}S}h{:ﬁt& Kit. T take lim; you two setth

s

There was no mercy in the hearts of tht
robbed robbers.

Swift death to the traitors, and the racovery
of the stolen gbld ; that was what they thonght
on}fv of.

he tlitee rifles rang together. The effect
was instant and Borrible, ,

Shaiita Kit slid from his horse, and lay ir
the dast a Middled heap, Bison Bill tumbled
to the grotind, jumped up and ran on: then
fell again, groaued. and lay still.
_“They've cashed their chips,” said Duratien
Piek: vwith o fercuitiis smisv:-, “and now to
gt back the valler.”

The elgim-jumpers, edger to reguin the pre-
¢iotis bex, hurried down the rugeed hill to
wabds the place where the bodies fay. |

Natarolly, apoti such a ronte they béeawme
geparated.

ttango Digk reached the ponl frst, and
gectirtd the Box. Panhandle Pete joined him,
They opened it and examined the contents, All
was fafe. Nothing had Been lost.

“ But whar's Jim?’ extlaimed Pete, “Why
den't he kim?” 3

A hlﬁalen‘ea's‘ came over Dickls swarthy face,
a chilly fear into his heart.

“Jim ! Jim !” he shouted.

The rocks of the canyon echoed the sound of
his ypice, but Mexican Jim did not appear.

the horses their victims had ridden,
Dick and Pete rode back to the cabins.
Mexican Jim was net there; nor, to their sur-
prise, was Chinaman, S;}ug-Sing.

“Whar can the John baf”

But the Chinaman did not come back; and
the two desperadoes, last of the desperate
band, returned to their blankets, But not to
slegp.. Each was too disquieted to be able to
Blosé his eyes again.

L

“T'm going, Dick,” said Pavhandle Pete; in
the morning.

“You are skeered enough to throw up your
hand, Pete?” 3

“T keer nothin’ waf you sayy” replied the
Texan, sullenly. Al of uS aive gone but v{
two, and Low do we kuoty when the ghiost I
come for us?” .

“You are a cowgrd.” : J

Pete scowled and gripped his revolver.

*buf don't you go too far, Durango Dick, or
Lyﬂgﬂ liear suthin’ drop.” i
uf the sharp was bent wpon a’quarrel, The

it the Golden Valley: He meditated Smme:
diate flight. But in that fight He did 1186 Wisl
i6r a companion. No, he Alarm should cafr{t
awdy the treasure of the Goldeh Valley; af

then i Tombstone he would lay claim to tlie
part of the valley he chose. He could register
his mine, and serd workmen te develop it, with-
out the mecessity of coming back personally
to the hated spot. He would be a millionaire
hefore the veur was cut, bl Le would not share
hi§ millions with this fough Texan, who in
dfunken moments might blurt out unpleasant
detnils 48 to How the money was come by.

“T sdid you were a coward, Pete, and you
3, relorted Durango Dick, staring insolently
in the faua pf the Texan.

Panhandle Péte was brick-red in his coarse
bronzed faes With rage:

‘Do ou Wittt A rieket 7' Tie ctied, fiercely.

“Yes, I d0. Only one of us is going to spend
Uﬂlﬁ*ﬁh Jaglk’s gold,” the sport answered,
coolly.

“Vou pesky skunk, you're n ditned sight
YIRS Eﬁ?GEfBﬂl,” the red-bearded :
Panhandle exelainied.

Two revalvers flashed dub into tlie sunlight.

Buy, clathsy, barly Pote had no ehaned dgainst
the slim-fingeted Eport. Only. a single shob
eracked omt i
wards inta %Hﬁ Alva, Wwhuss waters chioked his
last cry as $heg bore him away.

Duringo Diek laughed with fierce exultation.

“I—1 alone—am master of the Golden Val-
ley,” he cried.

“Hxeept for Captain Jack!” suid a stern
voice, the tones of which he knew too well.

Whirling rvound wildly, he faced Sing-Sing,
the Chinaman.

The heathen Chinee!

“You, you!” he howled.

He did not lift the revolver, which had heen
so fatal to Panhandle Pete, for the Chinee Liad
bim covered.

A striking _change had come over ile
“John.” His face was resplutely set, his eyes
scintillating.  The vevolyer ke held coverin
the gambler never for an instant wavered feom
the true Lime. % y

“The pame’s up, Durangf Pick,” ha sail;
wimly. © put up your imn&g?’,

Up they went mechamfently, | Thefi Sitly-
sing disarmed the gambler; afid, forcing hint
back against ome of the aprights of the cabin,
bound hirhi to it with » strong tord. -

“You gmess my identity, bf cofitsé;” con-
tifined the Celéstial, laughing.

1 don't avint o lay out a pard,” hé suid;

trath was, that he himself il afvaid to remain |

alan from

The Texait wepd tumbling back- |.

skin-coloured skull-cap, the false pigomil
attached. He had already washed the yellow
paint from his face, and from his eye-brows
the streaks of black which gayé his eyés their
dlbmgated Chinese look. He stripped off the
Chinese garh, with the enormogs padding
%ﬁiéﬁ had made him appear a stoub .
Inderneath, he wore Ms ovilinary elothes.
The long Mongolipn moustaches came off with
g jerk. Captain Jack looked hig ordinaty self,
with his long yellow hair clustering avound his
#houlders, not guité so long as herefofore; for
¢ had been compelled to erop it & liftle to
migke it squeeze inside the false skin of his
head. The disguise had been so skilful, so
erfect; that it was no wonder that the claim-
ﬁmgﬁrs had been utterly deceived by it.
uratgo Dick ground his teeth ag he watched
the &amorphosis.
“Clirse you !I” he hissed, “I fedived that you
hl:.‘il% escaped the fire, but I never looked for
t ;- -!l
“Did you think that I should tamely yieid
‘up the Golden Vallay?”
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“How did you eseape, you fiend I

“By a simple means. Wher 1 built my
cabin, the Apaches were on the war-path;
I was daily find nightly in expectation of an
attack.  Naturally I made a way of retreat

irom the ecabin, to be ready if the redskins

made it teo warm for me. I ran a tunnel
from the cenfre of the cabin to a hollow oak
down the valley. en: you fired my shes
‘bang, ¥ deseended into the tummel. 'The top
was closed by a trap-door, plastered over
with earth, so that its existence should net be
suspéeted. T zeached the hollow oak, and
scooted. ¥ou thought me dead, and took
possessipn.of iy claim. I was undecided how
to act ab firsk I could have raised a. gang
and come back and wiped you out. Buf I

alwogs preferred playing a lone hand, and I
did pot wish for klos@ﬁed, if T could regdin
my wights without it. I resolved to comse
here ‘in-disguise, and to make your possession
of my glaim a misery and a curse to-you. I
got this Chinese rig in Tombstone, and also &
set of manacles for the use of your gang,
nwhom I meant to lay by the heels ome by
one.”

*“Blind fool that I hawe been!® the gambler
hissed, white with vage.

“I played ghost to scare yow, and I.think
I succteded. Your men got little pleasure out
of their plundér, I reckon. You understand
now how it was that Tabs Tom’s bullet did
not hurt the ghost. Ring-Sing bad gof at hi
rifle before he went om guard, and abstr‘?cte,
the bullet fiom the carfridge.”

“ Angd it'was you who placed the warnin
of doom by my bedside. 1T see it all now. Ang
my pards, who disappeared one by wne—what
have you done with them?” R

“They are alive; my prisoners; chained
up in- a cavern on Mount Alva. Taos Tom
and Miguelez, Mohave Dave and Megican
Jim—they are all expiati their crime.
This imprisonment, which will not, however,
last much Iun%er, ig their punishment for the
wrong they did me. Shpsts Kit and Bison
Bill T should have captured alss, but they
went in company, so I could not have done it
without killing one or both. But I was de-

termined that they should not escape with my

gold. Therefore I set you upon their track.”

Durango Dick cursed volubly. He saw how
he had been duped. In everything “he had
Plemyed into the hands of his patient and re-

entless foe, .

“Now.” resumed Captain Jack, “you have
murdered your last pard, and alope remain
for ~e to deal yrith ¥

“T fought him fairly,” muttered the gambler.

U sad uo chance agamst you, and you
knowi it. It was sheer murder. You are a
human wolf, Durango Dick, and ib is not only
for yaur wrong to me that you are doomed.”

The gamtgle[;g;gst into a reckless laugh.

“ Bop't preach,”” he cried, “you've got me
foul, and Fou mean\to fake advaniage of ik
. 1don't complain. T am too old a sport to curse

forfune, The game has gone against me, and
I thraw p the cards. TFive!”
© Gaptain Jack shook his head.

““I neyer harmed a helpless man yeb," he
sai. “T am going fo fight you fairly, Durangoe
Digk.” :

“Ah, a duel!” The sharp's face brightened.
Then he rememhered the prowess of the Fnglish
hunter with every kind n} weapon. No,amatenr
himself, still he knew that he had little chance
against Captain Jack.

“ On what terms?”’ he said.

“As you like.”

“Hapd to hand, then.” Captain Jack was
wity, strong ; but the sport logked down upon

» his own muscular limbs, and smiled confidently.
“Hand fo hand, till ome 18 dead! Once I saw
a duel fought in Mexico, vach man on a cliff
with a rope round his meck. Thus will we
fight, if you dare.”

“1 dare.” :

“But your prisoners in the cavern, if you
are killed? ' ¢

“T have a pard at Tombstone who will ogIie
and release them in a week's time, whateyer
happens. to me; That imprisonment is theie
punishment ;- not hard enongh, but théy were
after gil omly tools jn your hands,, Durango
Dick. T thigk they will know better than to
trouble me again.”

The sport drew a deep breath.

Y Either you or I die to-day,” he exclaimed.

“ &g b?“ j‘b"’ :

The qui;ﬁa,t on the Cliff —A Felon’s Doam.

Whgndighe arrowy waters of the Alva River
:1151]9&%& in;jmad.ypa:t the southern end of
Mount &lva, & huge granite clifi rose abruptly
from fhe riverside.

From the swmmif to the hase, over a
thousand feet, this ¢lif was as pheer us the
wall of g house. Xta summit was level, the
flat top h@iagl pearly an acre in extent, backed
by ancthep cliff. ;

Near the edge of the precipice two. iron
staples were driven fismly into the rack. To
these staples long and stout ropes were at-
tached. Hach rope had a noosg at the lodte
end. These nooses were now placed around

!
the throats of two men who stood upen the

1 | the conflict

| relations des)

summit of the cliff.

Captain Jack and Durango Dick faced each
ather, both pale, but calm and resolute.

That the coming conflict must be fatal fo
one was certain. The ropes were secured rousid
their necks. Whichever man was pitehed over
the-cliff would be effectually hanged.

It was & duel to the death.

** Are you ready?” asked Durango Dick.

“T am ready.”

They gripped and closed. ;

'The combat commenced. No sound came
from either save their deep breathing.

Durango Dick's face was ferocions; Captdin
Jack's gternly set. Life-and death hung upon |
the straggle. Each realised it.  Hach was piti- |
lessly beot upon victory. B

Over them, as they swayed 8 the conflict,
hung a huge black wvulture Wl extended
pinions, servenely anticipative. Whichever way
nt, I}ie Wa._? surﬁ of prey}.l

rew the fight, harder the grip,
: deadherg tﬁ)e ’

Fiercer
more hurried the breathing;

glitter of eye, the clench of geeth. Particles
of earth and stone, torn up by the grinding
honte, formed a dusty cloud round the swaying

-,-s_.iglqwiy but surely victory inelined to the
avenger. sy

Madly fought the claim-jumper. = Tramp,
tramp, tramp, grind and clatter, on the very
verge of the cliff! :

(gl the very verge! There is a quick pant-
ing breath, a tremendous wrench, and the locked
forms fly apart. One reels back, breathless,

exhaustdd, but safe. The other i hurled inte
yawning space. ’
" Down flies the whirling body. T4 is stopped

by an abyupt jerk as the rope tautens, and the

jdyﬁhgmshes back agamst the rugged fage 6f“

t itf

Ag the end of the rope hangs a dead man.
From the eliff stapgers zhe vietor, panting for
breath, And slowly into the gulf sinks, with
hungry bealk, the obscene bird that had watehed
the conflict, and seen Durange Dick’s Doom.

TEELZ END.

By S. CLARKE HOOK.

——iefe:

6 look af William Smart o would have

ken him for a quiet, inoffensive bgy, but Dr.
g‘ bson, the proprietor of Fernleigh College,
( ‘3 him quiet by any manner of means.

not
Hal Bailey, who was Bill's particular chum,
wis bad enough; but for what our American
ate “downright cussedness™
Bill could have carried top weight and won
easily. j

It was the last day but one of the Christ?p&g
term, amy .thoughts of roast beef and plum
pucld‘ing- at the sadder thoughts of lessons
out of the BHoys' heads. Indeed, there was
to he no more work that term, the boys hei
supposed to make their prepasations for the
journey home.

“What are you up to, Bill?’ - inquired
Hul, entering the dormitory, where that worthy
was dancing on the various clothes which he
had rammed into his hox.

“Packing! The—ugh—hanged things won't
ge in.”

“Deon’t you think
those muddy boots?

“Well, they must go in.”

“Oh, let them go to Bath.
have a lark.”

“All right! The box will have to go open
like that. Il jam a label on, this side up
with care.  Let's come and help ‘em with
those building extensions.” f
_“T've already offered my services,” answered
Hal, “and the foreman says he'll bash my
braing in if T come messing around.”

“Tm goin,% to lay the foundation stone,
whethey he likes it or not,” declared Bill,
‘making his way to the seat of operalions.

““"Fye, you'd best e off, * said a inan, who was
stirring a huge pond of slaked lime. “The
boss 15 in a awful temper this morning, and
‘ere he comes.”

“Clear eut of it, you seum,” roared a fat
red-faced map, approaching.

“I'm going to lay a foundation stone,” said
Bill, picking up a brick, “where's some
mortar®” '

“Tll mortar you,” rogrved the angry ‘man.
rm]ﬂ'ug a rush at Bill, who dodged round that
pond.

Pod Put that brick down, you cuss, or Il
murder you,” yelled the fat man. .

“Well, there you are,” said Bill, hurling 1t
into the centre of the white stuff, and fairly
deluging the foreman, who was the opposite
side of the pond; then Bill and Hal bolted
across the doctor's garden and sought refuge
in the paddock, while the whitewashed party
want to lay his -complaint.

“1 say, Hal,” exclaimed Bill, “ why shouldn’t
I haye a ride on that old horse ?”

“Ihink Dobson would like it?”

“Oh! there’s no pleasing him. It doesn’t
matier what I do, he’s mever plegased. Look
theze! The horse is just beneath that apple
tree.  Watch me mourt him.” 3

Bill smoceeded in climbing the tree with-
out frightening the steed, then working his
way along the branch he suddenly dropped on
its hack, 4

Fireworks—thus the boys had named the
orse, becauser of his temper—seemed vexed.

@ laghed out with his heels, but Bill clun
lovingly round his neck, and finding he coulcg]
not unseat him, Fireworks went across the
paddock like a rocket, then he leapt the gar-
den liedge, and deshed across the doctor’s
flower beds, leaving his trail behind him.

““Hie, steady, you blessed idiet ! roared Bill,
“You'lll get me into a row dirpetly, Here,
step! You can’t jumpp that fepce.”

Fireworks evidently thought he comld, at
any¥ rate he meant having a fry. It was not
high, but it was considerably higher than he
jumped. The result was disastrous, so far as

you will spoil them with

Come ouf and

-stull, else it would have burnt my flesh.

the fence was concerned. Something had to

o before Fireworks’ mad rush, so the fence
%ent-—-—about three yards of it.

Now Dr. Dobson had come out and was
receiving a bit of the foreman’s ming. ﬁﬂ
iwo were standing at the spot where Bill
laid his foundafion stone. The foreman
%:sticuhmng wildly, Siddenly he and

the
eior uttered simiultangous yells of I
for Fireworks was bearing

ing down on them liké
an avalanche. The doctor sprang backwards, |
then he plun%ed into that pond. Fireworks'
‘ghoulder caug I hin
10g | on the top of the doetor. Bill fell off side-

t the foreman, and Hurled

ways, and springing to his feet stood gazin
in wonder ab the effect of his ride. Thi foruﬁ
man rose. The only por,tjap of him that
vas not white was hig Waisteoat. As for Dr,
Bghson he was whifé all over. He looked
like a ghost, or a plaster cast of a gtout
Apollo, as he emerged from that pond.

Egill looked serious. Halin Who now came on
the scene, danced ahout and shricked : d,
ha, ha! Ha, ha, haraht¥

“If you please, sir,” pbserved Bill, “J am
sarty f—if T've inconvenienced you in any
way, bubt it was Fireworks” fault. He's so
impulsive.”

“Boy I” howled the doctor, “Jook at me!!”

“Yes, siv. T am! I T was you, 1'd 16t it
dry before I brushed it off. ©Oh, murder!
Here comies that other ghost! Yarah! Nfop
him, doctor. Save me! He's dangérous.”’

And Bill bolted across the playground, and
was out of the gate like a shof, while the fore
man was close behind him.

Bill made for the village, and the shrieks of
laughter which ;
looking pursuer did not tend to appease hig
Wru.ﬂ%,. :

“ What's upy, youpg gent? inquired a con-
stable, wll? Fagogmised lg?»ill. ? :

“Stap han! He's mad.  Seize him.”

The pu]icamapﬁgsg,})bed the furious pursuer,

er

and they both pell

“Welt, T jig e&g I gasped the constable,
straggling to his feet and gazing at his unmm,
which was blue and white now, * Look what a
dratted mess you've made me in!” G

“The cngs has been and doused me in the
blooming stuff. et me at him.” ;

“ You can’t, matg.  He's cut his lucky. Best
go home and gef @ clean ‘np, Sam. And %ﬂ]
have to do the gsame. This ere uniform has
got to Iast me, but it won't at fhis rate.”

“T shouldn’t wonder 1if you find holes in it
to-morrow,” groawled Sam. “It’s a ﬂnunping
Incky thing asthers was lenty of water in the
e's
been and doused old Dobson in it, too. That
‘ere's a comfort, and chance it, Just wait fiil
I get hold of him!”

And that’s what Bill wanted to do. Hal
found him, and they spent the day in the rillage,

“Bo wou think old Dobson is vexed?’ m-
quired Bill,

“Ha, ha! T fancy so. ¥ gouvldn’t see the ex-
pression on his fage for whitewash, but his in-
cohierent ravings certainly gave me the im-
pression that he was vexed. And when you

comg to think of it, Bill, you ¢ould scarcely— [n

that withont ‘vexing him.’

“How waould it %o if you were to go to him
and explain that it was his fault for getting in
‘the way of Fiveworks?” :

¥t s

“]&f it to him nicaly, you know. Ask him
to flog Firesworks. T dgn't gare who he ﬁaga’, 80
long as he doesn’t flog me.” %

“I think T'd rather you put it to him nigelg.
You see, be might flog me first and you after-
wards, and that would be a ridiculous waste of
energy,”

ha, ha, ha L—swoop a chap into limewagh m;g
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| thipg, then say you wers sorry.

greeted hig extraordipary | d

“i Lmo;v what, H.;I I'lt order a gab for four
o'elock to-morrow morning. We'll sneak in late

| ﬁgln'ghb and leave early to-morrow. It will give

THE DOCTOR'S BATH.

time to get his whitewash off before he sees
us again.” ) .y
And this is exactly what they did. Effecting
entry by smashing one of the lower windows,
hey crept to their dormitory. g
Bill did some more jumping on his box, but
as he could not get it shut he tied it up with
string, leaving the top gaping open a couple of
inches or so. .
_ ‘* Are you going to take that hox like that?”
inquired one of the fellows.
“Yes, of course. Why not?”
. “Oh, pothing. . Only it doess’t look so
plaguey secare. I'd repacﬁ;f, if I fwere you.”

: see you hung first, Béroggins,” said Bill.
1 had ensugh trouble to get the beastly things
in like they dre. It's as safe as houses. Come

on; Hal, give us a hand downstairs.”
“ §hall 1 help you?” ingquired Scroggins.
“No! You won’t. You'd dro gﬁ:'blessed
is box is too
congested to stand being dropped. Come on,
Hal, and don’t make a blessed sound. For
goodness sake don’t laugh. Think of some-
thipg sad.” i

“Ha, ha! Tl think of Dobson and the
whitewash. By George! it’s heavy. I really
think you had hetter get Scru%%ins to help you.”

Bill knew that worthy, though, and fatly
declined.

It is not an easy matter to get a heavy box
down a flight of staiss. tf&i found it downright
difficult. He had got the lower end, and, as
far as he could malke out, all the wei, ,fnt. How-
ever, they sucggeded in getting it down the first
flight of stairs, then turning the corner, worked
their way down the bettom ﬂi§§1t. Herogging
seized a watey jug, and waited for them on the
landing, which was immediately over the second
lot of stairs.” ~

¥ Ah 1’ gasped Hal, as water trickled on his
head, *it's raining I”

Beroggine was only trying to find if he were
in the rig ht position, and as Hal's exclamation
told hh; he was, he turned the jug upside

own,
Hull couldn't stand that. He dropped his
x and bolted inte the hall, where

end of the bo
ﬁf stood with icy cold water gtreaming out of
“Hold it. The

e ends of his tronsers.

“ Moses !” exelaimed Bill.
hngged thing is pulling me down.”

Berogging crept down the stairs, and placiag
hig foat against the bent portion of Bill's body,
gave him a vigomua shove. :

Thai ?ﬂl&bﬂ 1it. Bill and his box went down

| those stalrs with bangs and crashes. The box

smached a baluster, then took a dive into the
ball, and Bill's wearing apparel was seatbered
all over the place.

He gat up, and gazed aroynd in wonder.
Pr. Pobson rushed from his study.
“Who would have thought thai now?” mur-

| mured Bill.

“ Boy ! it’s you! What sre you deing now ??

“Tf you please, doctor,” said Bill, remaining
ueated,%ecanse his master bad a cape, “ T have
been packing up my box, and the bloomin’
thing bas come unpacked. Never mind! T'll
gaon collect ’em.”
And seizing o miscellaneous armful, he flung
fm into the box, and jumped on thém.

1
th?%lThe boy famst be mad” goliloquised the

dector. “He is a dengerous lupatic.  You
stupid  ereptuse! You ave sppiling those
es

“Think so, doctor "

# G\et:;l off at onge. Both of you come into

Wo Xt tg-morrow marning da, doeter?” in-

. “We are rather sleepy now.”
Dr. Dobson, howeyer, soon woka them up,

and when he released them he said he should

have te lﬁweider whether he would not have to

expel Bill.

" But, doctor, it was entirely Fireworks®

faulf. ¥ You oughtn’t to keep such a frisky

=

TES.

‘-“éu to bed, both of you. T shall write to

your parents. You are the worst hoys I have
ever had in this college.”
. EHE END.

“‘ Peace on Earth, Goodwill Towards Men.” is a Splendid Story in the HALFPENNY COMIC QHRISTMAS NUMBER-
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1.—~GENTLEMAN (lathering): *Ou-—ah, naughty Ponto;
leggo my braces, you bad doggie-woggie.”

9,—" Gr-reat Jehosaphat ! !

Who's that chucking fire-irons
-about 1”

OUT FOR THE DAY,

% Poor Mr. Blondin, I do sympathise
with Him when he walks the line !”

“BIiLL LARGECHECK : * Yus, sir,
yer knows I married a widder.
Well, she says I compelled her to
throw up her weeds when we got
spliced, and now she wants to
compel me to throw up mine.” .

PuzzLe. — Which of

sork
« grinder” does the British house-
holder dislike the rdost ?

THE THIRSTY POET. ¥
AT

1.—%Nor only have they refused my poems,” said
Aubrey Fitzmorice Rymaker, “ but they have sent me a
box of dynamite, with a message to blow myself to
pieces, for neither 1 nor my poems are wanted here.”

3.—When left thus, Aubrey Fitzmorice Rymaker
proceeded to drink their beer.

2.—And as be flung the box uponthe blazing fire, the
occupants of the tap-room of the Pig and Wkistle
hastened out with all possible speed.

4.~~When they returned, Aubrey Fitzmorice Rymaker
had gone-——8o had all the beer. The cat was the only
one that seemed to see the joke.

A ¥
'S BEWERy
TH & Brern

HOW OCOULD HE?

“TAKE a seat, uncle, and make y?ursch" comfortable.”

4

A QUIET GAME.

1.—DoN'T be alarmed, gentle reader, the above picture

doesn’t represent a dynamite explosion or a massacre, or even

an escaped convict, No.

2 —It was only some of the Swigton Rugby Scrunchers

having a little practice game, in view of their

great match on
Saturday. Nothing serious, was it ? -
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/ A AN
A HG-TRICK-AL SUCOCESS,.
SEE: ®The début of Signorina Hi Kiker-at the Lingerie

Music Hall was simply electric.”
He: “In fact, a leg-trick suecess I”

»
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