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Now after we've been scarified at Latin
And properly transmogrificd at maths,

The ordinary work's as smooth as satin,
No longer do we grope in thorny

aths.

And tﬁmlgh sworhaps we make nistakes
At every likely chance,

We know King Alfred burnt the cakes
And Paris is in Franee,

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Tea with Quelch
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N vou aeedn't shake and tremble
When you're bidden to a=scuible
In old Quelehy’s room for tea.
It 15 cortainly unnerving,
Though vou know he will be serving
Just the grub veun like to sce.
Bui rou have a nasty feeling
That he MIGHT be double-dealing,
With a cone beneath his chair.
So van re quite relieved at scoing
e’z just like a human being,
At can oved anile at times mstemd
of glare !

Ilere's o valuable snggostion.
Yo ghould ask o eaveful gueslion
On the book he's wething now.
It's the “Groyfeiars History,” which 1z
Bound 10 bring him fame and e,
And 15 probably a won !
He will smile his approbation
Awd will talk withour coszaiiun
Four an our wpon the theme,

Thus vou'll gather in some hoow Ledae o

Of she history of rour ¢ollege
Vhile von =ather in the peasrries aid
the cream !

L] - &

Hearving {hat it was Desmoud’s bieth-

davy  vesterday, Loder mave hogoa
hundred liges, . ‘
AMr., Prout was boarmd to exclaim

“ Waprecedented ! this morninic. Well,
that  wasn't unprecedenied, anyway

Hiver I{Lpps. the Tiisrove vmnjm'ur.
laid i a spread. But when he went to
his cupboard it had vanished,  He
waved his magic wand over rhe cap-
boovd : but as that was no good he is
now  waving it over  Bonter—rather
hawd !
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11 a.m. Form-work.

(2)
If you should ssk why Attila vay
dreaded,
Or what the Danube is, and where
and why,
Or what great Esglish monarch waa
beheadad,

We sumply couldo’t give you a reply;
But though our knowledge often takes
Some fime fto make advance,
We're sure King Alfred burnt the cakes
And Paris is in France.

{3)

With litcrature and art we're unac.
guainted,
We've pever heand of Shakespeare in
our hives,
We ranniot =ay what pictures he has
parizgied, -
We do not even know whoe had six
Wiy !

Wo onlv kuow tho staff thet makes
Beal il and nal romanece—
That Good King  Alfeed  Dur

calirs,
Amd Pavis I3 u Franee!
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THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

DICKY NUGENT,
The Scamp of the Second

N iz o NUGEXNT-<Dicky,
Execeedingly idle and tvicky,
Woeak-willed, ofien asulky, he never
Lots ‘otlhers rmagine he's clever;

An udle young =camp. and his ‘major
MNow knows home much better, 1 wager !

] M T

Drecidedly inck las becn gallung,

For Dicky has plenty of talent,

Irn w |'iliug hiz 1aaes of dizaster,

BF, Sam’s and s fraljons headmasior.
o shows of o talent for writing.
And faneies the yvarns are exeinng !
Na fellow z0 =porled and so petied
Ciots far: and it must be regretied

Fach time his queer * shockers ” we'ee
reaclimg.
Tese sulks and more manhocod le's

neciding !
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Vernon-Smith, in trouble with. the
Gireyfriars Scout Troup, has threatened
to form a Scout Maovement of his own.
No doubt he will award himself the
Banker-and-Billiards Badge.

The sehool is gomg to puk up notices
WITAT TO DO IN CASE OF FIRE! 1
untderstand this will be: (1) Bave the
sthool sports . trophics; (2] save tho
selool ecord books; (3) save the school
Hags; and (4), if there 15 any time lefy,
save yourselves!

The reason why Coker docan’t know
he is too dumib to see whatb i3 plain w
ciher people s because he is too dumb
to see what 15 plain to other prople

The road excavationa in Friarvdale
Lavne arve belicved 1o be cawsed v
Fishey TN Thish, who recently dropped a
penny down she drearo.
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; PUZZLE PAR :
: Somewhere on ihis page the 3
T nuunes of three Greyfnars fellows 2
= are hidden.  -All three are to- 3
= pether. Can yvou find them? =
: Answer at foot of Column =
‘..“l".ﬂ.“ll‘.."l".'l""I"‘.""I‘-i-‘-..‘-‘..:‘

North, of ithe Sixth. is so soft-hearted
e can't bear to see anvone sulfermng.
e alwayvs shurs his eves when whop.

jryEx Ill. g 8
4 ‘L"i.t"ingf'm'-, fvching good-tempered and
hnnorons, gave Dob Cherry one line Jor
loitering o the Sixth Torm green,  IF
the jwpot i=n't bhanded in by tca-time,
however, it may be doubled,

The ouly thing to equal Nap Duoponts’
«kill in making omeleties iz Bunter's
kill In getting thein away from him.

Bolsover  minor, p.‘l.‘_'.‘i.n? a  public
teilmte 1o bis major swid thot if he
grew inio o decent man it would be due
entively o lus brother's  splepdid
example of what not to be like.

ANSWER ta PUZIL_E
The initial letrers of each line of the
# Alphaber ™ poem, read  dewnwards,
will zive the names.



STRANGERS NOT WANTED ! For somednysterious reason, Two-gun Sanders, who has ** shot up *
as many ‘‘guys '’ as he has fingers and toes, iz determined to stop Vernon-Smith and his chums
reaching Kicking Cayuse Ranch, But the Greyfriars party are not the ones to fight shy of danger—
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not even in Texas !
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The Greyfriars juniors were hound securely, and then a lariat was run from one bronco to another,
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seeuring the -party in a siring to the foreman of the ranch !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Packs a Gun!

i IIAT on earth’s that®"
“My pgun!” said Dilly
PBuntor.

“Your
Bol Cherrr.

“My six-pun ! gaid Bunter calmlr,

Six fellovws, on the piazza of the
tunber hotel nt Prairie Bend, 1n Texas,
stared at Billy Bunter.

"They wore surprized—and
alarmed.

Billy Bunter did not ofien have an
nlarming effees on Groviviars fellows.
Often be caused hilarvite, but zeldom
alarm.

But the boldost fellow might have
faken alarm at tho sight of tho fat
Owl of the Remove with & firearm in
his hand. It spelled danger to any-
body who happened to be within range
of that firearm, if 1t were loaded.

Dunter was holding it in rather =
gingorly manner. He did not, as &
matter of foet, like firoarms at close
quartera. Still, so long as he held it
Ly the butt, with the muzzle pointed
away from him, Bunter folt safe.
Fellows in front of him naturally did
not feol so safol

The Greyfrinrs party had landed at
Froivie Bend, from the west-bound
train, on their way to the Kicking
Cayuse Ranch, in the valley of the Rib
Yo,

At that spot they had to quit the
railroad and take the hack that ran on
1he stage-trail to Packsaddle—Kicking

whatter 2" yelled

rathor

Cayuse being o great distanen from the
vallroad,

As that hack ran only three times s
week ther had to wait for it

now fhe Famouns Five, of tha Grey-
friars Remove, were sitting in & cheery
raw on  the Lotel piazza.  Herbert
Vernon-3mith was standing, leaning
bacl against the rail

S0, a3 Billr Buaonter came
steps from the rupgged street, he waa
bhehind the fat junior—and he grinned.
But the row of fellows sitting in front
of Bunter did not grin.

“Put that down, vou fat ass!" sald
Harer Wharton.

“Ehy 'l wateh 61" gaid Dunter.

up the
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Thrilling story of Wild West
Adventure, featuring HARRY

WHARTON & Co, of
GREYFRIARS.

“I ear, vou fcllows, now we're in
Texas, you'll have to get used to guns,
vou know! Dverybody here seems fo
pack a gunl A follow nin't really safe
without, o gun—-=""

"You're wnot safe with one, von
lowhing ass 1™ growled Johnny Bull

“Is it loaded?” demanded Irank
Nugont.
U Loaded ! Of course! Fat lot of usa

it wonld be if it wasn't loaded [ said
Billy Bunter. "I made the man at the

noon,” went on

gtora load it for me, reads! Don't
you fellows be nervonzl There's =
safety-catch on itl I forgot how 1t
works—but I think it’s all right.”

“You—you think it's all right!”
gasped Bob Cherry. *“Point it some
other way, you blithering idiot!™

“(h, rua!i'y, Cherry——"

“My esteemed idiotiec Bunter—"
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Don’t be nervpus, Inky! It won't
go off unless I pull the trigger” said
Bunter reassuringly.

The Famous Five glared at Dunter.
Only one consideration prevented them
from hurling themselves at the fnt
junior, and jerking tho rovolver away
irom him=—it would ;;:nhahlj have gone
off in the process, Nobody wanted to
stop a bullet from Billy Bunter’s gun.

Harey Wharton & Co. were not
easily alarmed. There was o spot of
danger in their holiday trip to Lexas;
which they did not mind at sll. But
they did mind Bunter with a gun in his
fat hand! Ther minded very much.

Bunter had left them on the piazza
and rolled down the street to the
Frairioc Bend store—apparently to buy
himself a si-gun, now that he was in
thoe land of siz-guns. The other
fellows had neot known of his intention
—neither would they have supposed
that he was able to carry it out, if
they had knewn, as he was, as usual,
unprovided with cash Siz-guns were
common enough in the cow country of
Texas, but they cost money

“%We're tn.kin% tha hack this siter-

1

inter cheerily, * Bup-
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poso wa get held up By bandits, or
eomething!  You fellows will expact
me to protoct you. You'll be jolly glad
Veo zot a gun then”

Wl gun poink
hiszed Bob Cherry. ]

“Don’t be funky, old chap! Dash it
nll, you've handled a rifle on the rango
H;?Grcyhiars'f What are you afraid
ﬂ rI:I

“Did they pive von that pan at the
storo 7" asked Harry Wharton.

“Not  likely ) Cateh  Americans
gh’ing anything away! This revelver
vost hfty dollars ™

“Then you haven't paid for it?"

“Not yot,” admitted Bunter. “The
storekeeper’s trusted me with 1t—he
knows we're travelling with Bill Buck,
and he knows Bill Buek., OF conrse, it
will have to be paid for before we go.”

“Are you expecting a postal order
here I asked Johuny Bull, with docp
and intense ssrcasm. :

"1 expect one of my friends to len
me the money!™ answered Bunicr, with
digmty. . .

“Then you'd befter tale it strsaght
Lack ta the store!™

“(h, really, Wharton—""

“"Make it away from here, anyhow
spnried Johnny Bull

“1 dou’t suppose the man would take
it back, after I've Dbought it!"” szaid
Banter.  “Besides, I want it.  Wa've
been in danger more than ovee sinee
wa came to Lhis country.  Look how
rnoso  gangsters collared Swmithy 1n
New York—and lock how that ruflian
Sanders stopped the tram!  Well, il
I'd had a gun ithen——-"

“Who's going to lend Bunter fifty
dollars, for the pleasure of stopping his
first shot?” asked Bob Cherry.

“I think it's up to Smithy ™ said
Bunter, blinking vound at the grin-
ning Bounder. " We've come out here
to protect Smithy—at least, I lhave!
You fellows know that that man
Sanders is sfter him, {rying to keep
lim away from the rawch {for some
reagon.  Buppose we meet Sanders
sgain—"

“Waea shan't Yive long enough to meet
Lim agaio if vou handle that gun!™
faid Frank Nugent. “Will you take it
away, you born idiot ™

“No foar!” Dilly Bunter blinked at
iho Famous Five tgmugli his big spee-
tacles. “1 eay, i'ml fellows, if
Smithy’s too mean to lond me fifty dol-
lars, it's up to you. This gun has got
to ba paid for.” !

“You bhithering owl—=" hiszed DBob
Chervy.

“You terrifiz ass1” exclaimed Hurren
Jamset Ram Singh.

“You dangerous heoted
Johnny Bull,

“¥You can call a fellow names?!” said
Lilly Bunter disdainfully. “But you'l]
be jolly glad to have me around to
protect you, if that villain Sanders turna
wp againl Now, which of you fellows
is lending me 6Hfty dollarat That
storekeeper will kick up & row if he
sn't paid! Yoo kpnow what Americans
are like about moncy! You can whack
it out, tf yon like=ten dollavs eachl
Beai” .

Billy Buonter blinked inquiringly at
tha Famous Five,

The Bounder, leaning
rail, was just behind the fat Owl. To
the relief of five extremely uneasy fel-
lows they saw Bmithy detachk himself
from tha rail and step cn tiptoe to-
wards Bunter’s fat bagk. _

He¢ reached round Bunter's extensive
circumferenco and grabbed’ a fab wrisy,
forcing it suddenly down, in case the
revolver exploded, It did!

Tre Musxer Lisrany.—No. 1,575,

it downwards®”
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Bang !
Thers was a fat finger on {he teiger,
It pulled—umintentionally,  The rcar
af the six-gun made Duster atier &
startled yell. That the gan was loaded
was clear, for a bullet crashed through
the wooden floor of tha ]piazza, leaving
a round hole in the plank.

“Oooooh 1 yelled Bunter. “I sav,
you fellows, what—— ooooooh 1

The next second the revolver was
twirled from hiz hand, and was in the
Bounder's, It was safe enough there
—Herbert  Vernon-S8mith  had  often
handled firearms, and wos 8 proctized
shot.

¥ JI—1 gay, you fellows, it—it went
off t"* gasped Bunter,

“And now you're going off 1" roarved
Bob Cheryy.

The gun being ont of Bunter’s [at
hand at last, and half a dozen lives out
of danger, Bob jwmped up and grabbed
the fat Oul. Billy Bunter spun round
in lus grasp, with a howl of apprchen-
sioi.

"y ! Leggo! I vou kick me, you
brast, T'1 o Ynmnuxuup b 4
Thuud !

A boot landed on the tightest trousers
in Texas. Billy Bunter went off the
prazza, yelling. He went off as sud-
denly as the siz-gun. He rolled down
the steps, and landed at the foot roar-
ing. MHoerbert Vernon-Bmith adjusted
tha safety-cateh of the revelver, and
Ehgfed it into his pocket,

' trat along lo the store and pay
for this!” he remarked. * 1t will have
ta be paid for!” . .

“¥ou're not keeping it?”

Harry Wharton

“Why not? Quite & happy thought
of Bunter's! But it will be safer in
my hands than his!™

And the Bounder went down the sleps
and welked away to the Prairie Bend
store, the rvevolver in his pocket.

Bunter, at the foot of the Et&gﬂ, eak
and roared. For zome timo Dunter
forgot all about the necessity of pa.cking
a gun on the Texas trails and seeme
to be bent ouly on understudying the
celebrated Bull of Bashan, who was
famed for his roaring.

ashed
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Sharp Shooling !
BILL BUCK came out infe the

piazza with & heavy tread that
mado the planks shake.
Harry Wharton & Co. glanced
round at him and smiled.

The bix cowpuncher from the Kicking
{Cayusze Ranch had chonged “some ™ in
his locks szince the party had strock
Prairvie Bend,

On the steamer from Fugland and on
the railroad from New York to Texas
Bill had sported “store ™ elothes. He
hadu't looked, ov felt, quite at home in
store clothes. At Praivie Bend he had
been glad to get back nto his puncher's
ouifit. Now he was dressed in big,
hoavy, high-hecled riding boots, clink-
ing spura aitached to the same, buck-
skin brecches tucked into them; fannel
shirt, open ot the neck; neck scarf of
severa] brilliant colours; and a gigantie
hat of the sictson variely. He wore a
helt, with' a holster atlached, and in
that halster was packed a big six-gun—
which Irad hitherto been packed ount of
sight in o hip pocket. But at Prairio
Bend, and beyond that point on tha
journey, there was po reascn why a gu
should be shy about dieplaying his hard-
ware—and l;ill liked to have bis gun
handy to hia hand,

He shot » swift glance up and down

rhe ilmber piazzo, noled {he Famous
Five sitting 1 & vow, looking ont over
the cow town, and Billy Bunier et the
foot of the steps, leaning thercon and
gazping for breath; and he rapped out
at anee, as he nnssed Vornen-Smath
from the party:

Y Bay, where's that yoong gink?”

“*Bmithy? Ouly walked down {o the
store,” said Harry Wharton, He gavae
& nod towards the Praivie Bend store,
which was only a short distance down
l!ljt irregular street, on the opposito
side.

Bill gave a gront. Anyone poing in
and out of the store was in full view
From tho hatel prazea: but Tl while
he was “riding herd,” liked to have his
charges vight wider hia eye—ospecially
Smithy, the mewhor of thae Greyviviars
party who was in danger from an un-
Enown enemy.

“Gove mte the store, has Le?'
grunted Bill. “You sce him go in with

¥our own two lookuy eyes, young
Wharton 7" )
“¥Yes,” answered Harry, snnling.

“He's all right, Bill.”

“ Mebbe,” grunted Bill, “and mecbbo
not. Ain't vou wise to it that his
popper, over the pond, trusted him to
me to git him to Wicking Cayuse safe
aud sound, this side up with care? Don't
you know that some galoot 1a honing to
keep him away from the ranch, end has
put up that scallawag Two-gun Sanders
fo ropo him int I gucsa I don't want
that young gink breaking hervd.”

“Banders wouldn't haiiil-:-:rly to thow
up here, Bill,” remarked Bob Cherry.

“Mebbe, and mchbe not,” said Dl
“He's got a lot of side-kickers, that
guy Banders, and 1 guess you don't
know their frontispicces if you saw
them. ™

Bill cast a susprciouns glance up and
dawn the rog strect. He had a2 lob
of responsibility on lis hands, and he
a3 very anxious to get Vernon-SBwmith
safely landed at the ranch, where he
would be under the care of Barn
Stone, the foreman, and Bill's responsai-
bility at an end.

Bill Buck had been sent over to
England with documents and particn-
lars of the ranch, which had been pur-
chased by Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith.
Quite unexpectedly, Alr. Vernon-Smith
had decided to send his son out 1o seo
the ranch, and had, therefore, placed
him in Bill's charge.

Frobably he would not have done o
had he been aware of the danger that
awalled Smithy in Ameneca. ‘That a
man named Sanders had a;,:peamd at
Greyiviara before the school broke up
for the Faster holidays snd warned
Simithy not to vise Texas, ke knew, but
ithat was all. Certainly ho had never
farescen that Sanders would hire a
bunch of gangsters in New York to
watch for Smilhy, or that bhe would
hold up & train on the Texasz railroad
and scarch it for him. But these things
were known to Bill DBeclr, and they
made him anpxions,

In the bright sunlight of Texas the
dust whirled in the street of Praivie
Bend., A horseman was riding there—
a puncher, on his looks, mounted on a
wiry, shaggy cow pony. He was riding
at a slow walk and swinging o coiled
lasgo in Jus hand idly. Bill gave him a
searching look, which made the chums
of the Greyfriars Remove grin. If Bill
wis going to suspect every mwpunqhﬂr
he saw on 8 horse of h&ving ible
desipns on Smnithy he woul ave a
larre number of suspects to keep tabs
on before they arrived at the ranch.

“ Know that chap, Bill?’ asked Bob
Cherry.



“T gness T seen him afore™ grunfea
Bill. "I scen him hanging abont
Diego's pulque joint at Packsaddle, tho
dogroned greascr. That's Mexican Joo
=—and ['ll tell & man I ain’t got & lot
of use for greasera!™”

Tiwe juniors, looking more attentively
at the harseman, noted his swarthy
gkin end sharp, black eyes and black
roustuche, and noted, too, that he wore
a sombrero.  He was a Mexican—a
Bpanish-American from the southern
gide of the Rio Grande, They noticed,
too, that from under the brim of the
unmense sombreve he shot a flashing
glance towards the piazza whero they
sat ns he passed the timber hotel.

“Hullo,  halle, hallal  Here's
Bmithy " execlaimod Bob Cherry,

Heérbert Vernon-S8mith stepped out of
the store on the opposite side of the
etrect. Bill gave o grunt of satisfaction
ab the sight of him,

-Bmithy was about to eross the strest
to walk beck to thoe hotel, when the
Mexican suddenly gave his horse =&
touch of the spur.  Hitherto he had
beon idling about aimlessly; now, all
of & sudden, he shot inte speed. The
Bounder stepped back quickly to give
the horseman room to pass.

What happened next passed like a

flash,

The rider’s arm swung, the lasse flew,
uncoiling as it shot through the air,
and the Famons Five hnurﬁed to their
feet in amazement as they saw. Vernon-
Smith plucked from the ground as if
by & piant's hand. x

Stumbling and - whirling
the Bounder went hurtlin
horvseman-at the end of the lasso.

He had been roped in—so suddenly,
Ko uncxpectedly that he did not know
what was happening to him,

There was a reoar of rage from Bill

and rolling,

IHe leaped forward and leaned: over
the piazza rail, his gun- fairly fAying
fr%m its hnI;te:iJ into his hand,

ang, bang, bang |

Harry Wharton & Co. stood almost
epellibound. They eould not have helped
Bmithy—they could never have ed
hima ns he whirled through a clond of
dust behind the galloping horse.

But for Bill he wounld have wanished
from their sight in & few seconds; the
horseman was already spurring round
& bend of the long, irregular street, and
& shack cut him off from view.

Anothier fow scconds and the Bounder
would have vanished aftor him. -

But in breathless amazement  ths
juniors saw Bmithy sprawling in -the
dust in the middlo of the street, no
longer dragged by the lasso; they saw
o ioose end of rope fying ns he
gprawled,

“Oh crumbs ¥ gasped Bob Cherry.

Bill, his smoking revolver in his hand,
plunged down the steps and ran down
the street towards the sprawli
Bounder, who rvolled in the dust, lw.lfqE
stnnned and utterly dazed end dizey.

It was a moment or two before the
juniora realised how he had been saved :
then it dawned on them that Bill had
shot through the rope. Tha Mexican
kad been so ewift that he was out of
gunshot, beyond a shack, before Bill
could fire—and the Kicking Cayuse
puncher had fired at the rope and shot
1t 10 pleces. .

Moexican Jcoe was riding on, with a
rope dangling behind him, but no las-
aged prisoner at the end of it. Vernon-
Smith was sprawling, with the loop of

a lasso still vound him and an end
Jdving loose,

“Oh- gum[” pgasped Johany Bull
“Bill can shoot—'

after the d
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*The shootfulness 18 tevrifie I gazped
Hnrree Jamset Ham Singh,

“Come on " exclaimed Harry.

B_'ﬁha juniors ran down the steps after

A1l.

“1 say, vou fellows!” squeaked Billy
Bunter ns thoy passed. 1 say,
what—" Dut they did not stop to
listen to Buntor.

Bill had passed the Bounder, and was
running on to the corner, gun in_hand,
evidentiy with the intention of firing on
the Mexican if he sighted him again.
But the Famons Five stopped as they
reached Vornon-Smith,

The Bounder waa still sprawling,
dazed and breathless, the rupe round
Liira. Tho juniors grasped him and
lifted him to his fect and released him
from the remnant of the lasso.

Bang, bang ! came from the cornor.

Bill, standing by the shack there, was
loosing off lend. But the Mexican, with
‘trailing lasso, was riding for the open
prairvie, spurring on his bronect, and
was already out of effective range. Bill
enorted and came tramping back,

Vernon-Smitly, panting for breath,
leaned on Bab Cherry.

“ What—what happened i Ip gasped.
“What the thum ¥ He wes %misad
and shaken and dizzy,

“¥You wers lassoed, old chap,’ said
Haﬂ"f‘; " That Mexican——"

“Bust have been watching for a
chanca at you, Smithy,” said Harry
Wharton. “1It's one of Banders' gang,
of course !

“Oh gad ! gasped the Bounder. He
recovered his breath and . rubbed his
smaged linbs, with a pamnmful grimace,
“The brute! The willain1 - He would
have dragged mie off st the end of a
ropel Why, I might have broken my
limbs, bumping along behind a horsel
Theo hound 1” .

“I guess he'd have gickﬂd you u
once you was round that corner,” sai
Eill. "But he sure was not worrying
if you was damaged a few—he surely
was not

“But—but how did I get lodse, if he
lassoed mie i exclaimed the -Bounder,
“Did the rope break, or what?"

“It sure broke, with thres lumpe of
Ioad to help it I grunted Bill. “I guess
if I hadn’t been spry, with a ﬁ:.m handy,
you'd be going for~a ride with Mexican
:I-'D-B. this pesky minute, young Vernon-
omith, ay, ain’t you got -SENSE
enough not to break herd, with a bunch
of hoodlums watching for & chance at
you? What'd I say to Barney Stone at
the ranch if that Greaser had got by
with 16?7 Ain't I got to hand you over
to Barnoy, vyou young ginkt"”

“¥on shot through that
gasged Smlthiu

“1 sure did, you pesky young geckl
Wow you hit that hotel, and you hit it
gquick 1" growled Bill.

The Bounder loaned on Bob's strong

arm as he tottered back to the timber
hotel, His rongh experience had shaken
him badly, But for Bill's prompt aid
he would have been a good deal more
damaged, for ewdent.if the Mexican,
for his own safety, would have dragged
him some distance before stggpmg to
pick him up, It was_a proof,. if the
Greyfriars féllows needed one, that the
Bounder's secret enemy was not likely
to stick at trifles in keeping him away
from the ranch on the Rio Frio.
* Bmithy dvopped into a chair on the
piazza, aching, panting, and covered
with austi ar away on the prairie,
glimpsed beyond the shacks and zine
roofs of Praivie Bend, a sombrero
vanished in the distance. Mexican Joe
was burning the wind for safety-—with-
out hiz prisoner |

lasso 1™

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Prairie Trail!

NDY JONES, who «rove tha
thrice-weckly hack from Prairvio
Bend to Packsaddle, stood be-

) side Lis horses, his wkip under
his arm, chewing tobacco..

Andy had eeven passengors thot da
an unusual number, for it was seldom
lh]:;uliﬂ than throe or four packed into the

L[4

The Greyfriars party had it to them-
selves, as it happened—which was rather
fortunate, for there wos none too much
reom in the, hack for seven fellows,
especially when one of the seven was
William George Buntar,

Baggago was piled on ths roof—not a
lot of it, for the Greyfriars fellows had
travelled before, and knew how to
travel light. Though in that line Bill
Bunter outdid the most expe:rienﬂeg
traveller in the party, for he travelled
lightest of all, with little more than he
stood up in, YWhen Billy Bunter wanted
a change, some other fellow's suppl
had to provide that change; on w!l)ml:
eystem it was really casy for a fellow to
travel remarkably light,

Wien they saw the hack, the Famous
Five rather wondered how Bill was
goiong to pack his gigantie limbs into it
nlong with themeelves. Iint the ansyer
to that one was easy. Bill wasn't! It
transpired that Bill, on his outward
journey,. had left his “cayuse " at
Prairio Bend, and now he colleeted the
same, to follow the stage on horscback.

Vernon-Bmith sat  up  besido the
driver's seat, Harry Wharton & Co. got
inside, and Billy Bunter stood by the
doar, eyeing the small nvailable spaca
through his big spectacles with s serics
of disparaging blinks.,. Bunter liked to
travel in comfort, He did not sece much
prospect of comfort, packed inlo & nar-
row Epace on & hard, wooden séat.
Bunter was dissatisfied at the prospect.
When Bunter was dissatisfied he never
hesitated fo meke the fact known.

“I say, yvou fellows, where am I goin
to 5it 7" he demanded. N

“On thie seat!” said Bob cheerily.
“We'll try to make coough room for
two, old fat man.”

“There's no room on that scat for
me, Bob Cherry.” _

“Gather up your feet, you fellowst”
said Bob. " Bunter wants to sit on the
floor! Rell in, Bunty [ Yon can have
gll the flogr, if you let us rest our feet

on you."
“Ha, ha, ha I”
“Beast " roared Bunter. "“Look

here, why can't we have-a ecar? If 1
were takm% a party about on a hnlida?
I should order n car, I sny, Smithy—"

“Don't vou like the hacki™ asked
Vernon-Smith, glanving down from his

perch, .

“No, I jolly well don’t 1"

“Well, if there's & car to be had at
Prairia Bend you can order 1t.”

“Will you pay for it if I do?”

“0Oh, nol Leave that to yom,
partpner.” '

“Look here, 8mithy——"

“Bay, you getting aboard 17 inquired
Andy Jones, giving Bunter a poke in
his_fat ribs with the Lutt ¢nd of his
whip, as & hint that he was ready to
start. “I guess we got to hit Pack-
saddle on time.”

“Ow ¥ gasped Bunter. “I say, I
can't travel in that—that thing!
Aren't there cars to bo had hera?”

“Surel"” said Andy, staring at him,
“Thero's a heap of cars at the railroad

dﬂ?DL"
“I say, you fellows, you hear that?”
Txk Magyce, LR say.~No. 1,575,
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hooted -Bunter. “We ¢an get o car at
the railway station, the driver says.”

*“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if 1 zeo onything to cackle
at1"” hooted Bumter. "I vou've too
jolly mean to pay for a car, I'll pay for
it One of you fellows can lend me
the money.” .

“Wo shouldn't get very near Kicking
Cayuse in one of those cars, fathead!”
chuckled Bob. “They <all railway
carriages cars hero. Those cavs will
take you back to Arkansps, or on io
New Mexico; Lut they won't take you
out to tho ranches”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“0Oh rot!” wvapped Bunter. “The
man eays ears, g0 I suppoze he means
cars. I say, what sort of cars do you
mean 71 :

“Reilroad ocars, sure!” said Andy.
“1 ain’t wise to any other sort of ear,
mister,”

“T wmean & motor-car®  hooted
Bunter.
“Obh, you mean an anto ¥ asked tho

stage-driver.  * Carry me hiome to Eliza
Jane! Jf you mean an automobile,
niister, why don’t you say automohile?
Nope! I guess there ain't & lot of
autos around here.”

“ Pack in, youl" called out Bill Buck.
Bill was already in the saddle, and hold-
ing in a prancing bromco. *'Bay, you
figure wo got a heap o 'time to burn?
Andy, push that fat gink in!”

“¥ou eaid it 1" agreed Andy.

“¥ sny, you fellows, I really can’t—
Yarceooh 1” Bunter gave a howl as the
driver pushed him in, and he landed on
all fours among innumerable legs and
feot. “Ow! DBeast! Wow!l I say——"

Andy slammed the door on him,
leaving Bunter to sort himself out, and
stepped up to his own seat. He gathered
up his rems, cracked his whip, end the
hack trundled out of the rugged street
of Prairie Bend on to the still more
rugged prairie trail,

Billy Bunter sorted himeelf out and
wedged himself into s sest. He gave
five grinning fellows a petrifying glare

through his big spectacles—without,
- !lf“‘ﬁ?ﬂ!", having the eflect of pelrifying
them.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in cheery
spirits that sunny, golden afternoon.
ﬁu hack, jolting over a rough "trail,
could not be called comfortable, and it
was rather closely packed. But it was
pather an adventure to be travelling b
stage-coach on a Wild Western trail,
and rather exciting to be leaving the
railroad—the link  with civilisation—
behind them, and plunging into the un-
known, boundless spaces of the prairie
Jands, They had expected to rough it
g little in the cow country of Texas, anud
if they had o rough it a lot they were
not going to grouse. Grousing on their

art, indeed, was unnecessary, as Bill

uoter was prepared to do enoug
grousing for the whole party.

Behind ths hack, at & little distanes,
Bill Buck rode his broneo, with his eyes
wary under the brim of hiz stetson, and
thar%utl; of lus gun very ncar his hand,
Buckskin Bill would not have been sur-
prized to hit trouble before bhitting
Packsaddle, and if trouble accrued he
was ready for it. Ewery now and then
gome of the juniors glsnced back, and

saw the big puncher trotting bLehind in
a cloud 0? dust, still "nging herd
over the party.

The trail ran across rugged, rollin
airie, marked only by wheels an
Eym!‘-prmta. Thero was no sign of what

the juniors would hava called a road.
The juniors know that thei would ba
passing & good many ranches before they

Tae Magxer Lispany.—No. 1,375.
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reached Packsaddle, and every now and
then they sichted a cowman on a broneo
in tho ipevitable stetson. Here and
there clumpa of timber barred the blue
shy, and patches of serubby thickels or
chaparral; but, for the most part, tha
pratrie was open and grossy, sivetehing
scemingly to the hovizon on sll sides,

A mile out of Prairie Bend, Andy
turned his eycs on Vernon-Smith et his
side. Smithy had already noticed that
the stage-driver secmed interested in
Lim ; possibly because he had heard that
hic was tho son of the millionaire in the
old country who had bought a ranch in
Texas, Kicking Caynsza had cost Mr
Varnon-Smith a {;md many thouzands
of dollars, though it was probably a
bargain, as most of Mr. Vernon-Bmith's
deals were,

“Yeu're young Vernon-8mith, T
licar " remarked Andy. :

“You said it " answered Bmithy, in
tho language of the enuntry.

“I guess I've heerd that your popper’s
hﬂnﬁm the Kicking Cayuse ™

“Right o one ! agreed Bmithy.

“Beareh mel” said Andy, snd hae
turned to his horses again,

The Bounder looked at him. All
through that trip out to Texas e had
wonderad abgut the strange mystery of
the Kicking Cayuse. Bill Buek had
been able to tell him nothing. He could
not guess, any more than the Greyfriars
juniors could, why some secret encmy
was bent on keeping the millionaire's
son away from tha rapch. But Bill was
a simple puncher. e knew sll about
horses and cows and lassoes, and six-
guns; about fencing corrals and culting
alfalfa, rounding-up and branding; but
that was the limit of Bill's knowledge.
He was not the kind. of guy to get wise
to any gume-game going on behind the
scenes, and that something was pomg
on at the ranch, which the new owner's
son wae not wanted to discover, Siunithy
could hardly doubt, Hae was very keen
to learn anything he could about that
vost expansa of Texas prairie that now
helonged to his father.

" e Y;]:n{u&knnw Kicking Cayuse ranch?”
e asked.

“1 should smile,” assented Andy. He
paused, aud then, apparently making
up his mind, went on: “I hear that a
Packsaddle guy roped you in, back in
Prairie Bend, this morning.” .

“Yea; and that's not thoe first time
EOTIIE ‘s tried to i-meﬂa me away from
the ranch,” said the Bounder quietly.
“A blighter called Two-gun Banders
has been tryving it on ever since I
started.”

“He sure is bad medicine,” said
Andy. “ Bay, mister, T guess you got
to hit Packeaddle, cow you started in
this hero hearse. But——" TIle paunsed
again s moment. “I'll mention that I
drive back to-morrow. You can sure
book a seat, if you want.”

“Meaning  that you'd advise a
stranger to keep clear of the Kicking
Cavuza ™ asked Vernon-Bmith,

“Sort of I admitted Andy. He
%rinrmd. “Hav, I guess vou got sand,
eller, goin’ on arter that Greaser got
you like he did. But I'm telling you
that your best guesa is to go no far
than Packsaddle.”

“Why 1" asked Smithy.

Andy grinned again, -

“There's spota in Texas that ain't
healthy for strangers, es
over the pond,” he paid. i
spilling anything, 1 guess I ain't
honing for trouble with any guy of the
heft of Two-gun Sanders,  No, sirl
Not so's you'd notice it 1| But your bes
guess is to hit the home troil, and hit it
sudden.”

er

ially f;:um_
“I mn'f

The Bounder’s face was ziim. He
eould see plainly encugh that Andy
Jones had at Jeast a suspicion why he
was not wanied on Kicking Cayuse. But
it was equally plain that E‘!ndy was not
going to “apill it He had no idea of
“horning ¥ into another guy's trouble,

“Your popper bfmﬁht that there
ranch without seeing it,” went on Andy,
a3 Vernon-Zmith did not spealk.

“"¥og: ha has pever been to Texas!”
answered Simnithy, “ But he's not a man
to be done; that ranch ia worth what he
paid for i, ond very likely more.™

“TI should =mile!™ grinoed &n‘dg.
# He ain't the first puy to buy the Kick-
ing Cayuse, buddy.  Fhat ranch has
changed owners a fow since 1 been drive
ing this hearse! Sure! It ain't never
changed its foreman, DBarney Stone lins
run that ranch for years, Darney has,
Dut it sore has changed owners—and
some of them owners have been mighty
aonlucky.”

“Thera's something poing on there
that wouldn’t pleaso tho owner, and
that the owner's son isn't wanted o look
into ! That’s 1t 7”

ol | gues&,” zaid Andy, “that I sure
chewed the rag all m %{omg to chew.”

“Bill DBuck doesn’t know enything
about it,” swid Smithy.

Am‘l})r chuckled.
“Bill ia sure a mozshead,” he
anawered.

“1le is a g;md man, Bill is—
but I’ll tell a man, he's some wmosshead !
Mebbe you'll be put wise when you hit
tha ranch—and mebbe not. ut you
sure would bhave a betler guesa if you
booked a seat back in this hearse to-
morrow and hit the cars again for the
East.™

The Bounder's eves plinted.

“I'd not turn back from Kicking
Cayuse if every roughneck in Texas
staod in the way!™ ho said quietly.
“The ranch belongs to my father, pnd
I'm going to -know what's goihg on
thera.*

Andy shrugged hiz hroad shoulders,

“You said it!” he remarked in-
differently, and after that he gave Ina
wheole attention to his horses, and did
not speak again.

The Bounder sat with a thoughtful
brow.

Miles ran under the rolling wheels.
At a distance from Prairie Bend the
country grew more solitary ; it was some
time now since a rider had becn sighted
on the far-stretching plains.

He noticed that the driver gave a
sudden start end stared very mtently
shead where the trail ran botwoen two
straggling patches of thicket and post-
oaks. Sitctzon hats bobbed inte view
alicad. Hitherto, Andy had driven at
a steady speed; now he slacked down.

“What are you slowing for " ashed
Smithy.

Andy jerlked his head towards the
figures of horsomen, half-scen on the
trail ahead, where it ran through the
gernb. .

“I guesa we got to pull in there " he
drawled. “I'm paid 1o drive this
hearse, buddy, not to mix up in gun-
play with o gunnh of road-agents. It's
a hold-up, buddy, and I'm tolling you
to put up your paws pronio when you
hear the word, or mebbo you'll never
hear anything else this side of Jordan.”

The Bounder caught his breath.

“A hold-up?” he repoated.

“Bure! Mehbe come guys in this
section have beerd that a millionaire's
gon is sround {” grinned Andy., “'Hay
what's got you?" he added, in a sort o
startled yelp, staring at the Bounder
of Greyiriars.

Smithy, with shut teeth and a set
face, hag thrust hia hand into the pocket
where he had packed the revolver Billy
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Vernon-Smith’s gun was lifted, and his eyes were blazing over if. Bang, bang, bang ! wounded man rolled off

e
his

bronco, erashing into the trail. Spattering shois from the other two flew wide, as the hack thundored down the trall |

Bunter had bought in Prairie Bend
that niorning. IHe whipped it out, and
his finger was in the trigger. Andy

gave & gasp of alarm.
“You young gink, ?,aek that gun ™
t

he stuttered.. “Say, they'll riddle you
—ihﬂf(‘ll rildle the hearse. Mebbe
thov'il get me! Pack that gun!"™

“You'll take your choice of that, same
as I ¢o!” said Herbert Vernon-Smith,
between his tecth.,  * Drive on i

B S

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Gets Through !

£t RIVE on!” repeated the
Bounder, & snap in his volee.
He gave a swift glance back.
At s distance, behind the
cloud of dust left by the rolling wheels
of the back, Bill Buck was riding his
bronco. He lhad not yet seen the horse-
men in the timber ahead.
Harry Wharlon put out his head and
glanced up at the Bounder.
* Anvthing up, S8mithy 7" he oalled.

*“Yes: & holdup abead on the trail.”

“(Oh, my lLat1”

“Get ready to duck!” added the
Bounder coolly, “Wo're not stopping.
We're going to take that hold-up at
& rushl”

Lo it 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

There was a terrified sgueak from the
hacl.

“1 sav, vou fellows—="'

Bt up, Bunter 1™

“But I sav—"" yelled Bunter.

“Shut up!” roared Johnny Ball

“h ervikey 1Y '

The sound of a bump was heard. Billy
Bunter was hurriedly spreading his fat
erson over. the Hoor of the jolting

ack. Sitting up when the bullets began
so fly, had no appeal for Bunter,

Neither bad i, in point of fact, for
the other fellows in the hack. But they
were keeping coel.

They were cooler than Andy! Andy
Jones was spluttering with rage and
alarm. Andy was, as ho said, paud to
drive that hack, not to get mixed up in
gun-play. Andy’s rule, if bandits
crnpped up on the trail, as sometimes
they did, in a lawless region like the
Packsaddle country, was to pull in his
horses and sit with his hands up, as
moelc as & lamb. Passengers, az a rule,
were even meeker than Andy.

Bui he had a8 passenger beside him
now whe was snything but meek, Thero
was & tough spot in the Bounder of
Greviviars, as Remove fellows were well
aware. Iu a country where men packed
guns, and relied wpon them for safety
Smithy was quick to pick up the loca
manners and customs. 8o far from
being scared, he had a sense of exhilara-
tion, ‘822 well as a grim and determined
resolve. ;

Had he suppoesed that the gang in the
timber ghead were ordinary trail-
thieves, with no object but rob-
bery, Bmithy might have followed
the dictates of prudence. DBut he had
little doubt, if any, that they were Two-

fi Sanders and his gpanpg; that their
intention was not to “Eo through " the
passengers in the hack, but to “rope
in " the son of Mr. Vernon-Smith !

Sanders, who had failed in New York
and missed his victim when he held
up the west-bound train, had tried
again at Prairie Bend, by the hands of
Moxican Joe, and failed again; and
now he was watching for the Packsaddle
hack—the last throw of the dice, as it
were, BSmithy was sure of it, snd it
was not to defend his ample cash, but
his liberty, and perhaps his life, that
he was bandling the " six-gun.”

Andy made a olutch at his arm,

“You packing that gun " he snarled.
“No."
They'll shoot,

“You young gink!

and % .
“Bo shall L™ said Hevbert Vernon-

Bmith grimly. “I said drive on, Andy

Jones] Are you getting deaf? Don't
glow down [
“1 pguesa I'm drving this here

hearse 1" snapped Andy. " I'll mention
that I'm stopping at ihe word stop.
And I'm telling you, if they sce that

gun, they won't enll Halt!? they'll
burn powder, and youw’ll get yours
pronto.”

“They won't see the gun!” said the
Bounder, cool as ice. He leaned a little
towards Andy and jammed tho muzzie
of the six-gun in the startled driver's
ribs. *Now, listen to me—-="

“Vou pesky voung pink, take that
gun away!” pasped Andy. “You
aiming to let lend through me, dog-
gﬂnﬂ' I‘}tl?il-

“T'Il let lead through wyou, and pitch
vou off the hack, and take the reins
myself if you don't ober orders, Mr,
Jones ! said Herbert Vernon-Smith.
“If you're afraid of gun-play, I'd
advise you not to drive a hack on this
trail—at least, when vou've got me _fur
8 passenger. Don’t let po those reins,
Give & single kick, Andy Jones, and
vou go down into the trail, with & bullet
through you.” ]

Andy looked at him.

The Bounder's face was hard asg
iron, his eyes glinting like cold steel.

He looked ten years older at that
moment, . .
His words came snapping, with

deadly determination in every erllable.
It was as if a schoolboy had suddenly
changed into & hardbitten gunman.
He meant every word he snid; and the
Tue Magwer Lispany.—No. 1,675
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muzele of the revolver was grindimg
into the driver's ribs, Smithy's finger
on the trigger.

“RBearch me!” pasped Andy Jones.

“Don’t play the fooll” snapped
Vernon-S8mith. Those blightors
vouder are not after robbery; ihey're
after me. They’re not getting mel
Now listen—"

"1 guess—" siuttered Andy.

“Listen, you fool! Xeep at this
pace, es if you were going to stop
when they pive the word; but ss soon
as you reach them, whip up your

horses, snd take that timber at full
gallop! ot that?”

“I—I reckon—"

“1f wou fail me, you get the Bist
hallet 1" eaid Vernon-Smnh savagely.
“Ill shoot you like a dog, Andy
Jones 17

“You pesky voung geck—"’

“T'm going ithrough,” said the
Bounder. “You're going to do ex-
actly as I've told you, or you're going
off that seat with a bullet through
youl Don't say any move; you've said
enoughl Get to 1"

Andy Jones gave him o long, long
laok., Then he choked down his rage
and alarm. There was danger from
the desperadocs on the tratl—but that
Janger was not so close as the danger
from the passenger at his side. He
had to jump to orders, or roll down
from the i

driver's eeat with a bullet
through his body, His life hung on
the merest thread, spd he understood
it, and he jumped to orders,

The hack rolled or towards
thmber.

Five horsemien could be scen there
now, halted under the thick brauches
that spread almost across the trail

the
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They eet in their saddles facing the
oncoming hack, obviously with the ine
tention of calling it to a halt

Evory face in the five was masked,
under the stetson hat.  But one of
them, the Bounder had no doubt, was
the face of the gumnan Sanders.

His revolver, jammed in the driver’s
riba, hidden by And¥'s coat, was in-
visibla to the men on thﬂ+l1'ﬂ.i], It waa
%ning to remain invisible till the

ounder had to wuse it.

Within the hack, Ilarry Wharton &
Co, exchanged startled looks. They
heard every word that Smithy rapped
out to the driver. They knew that
hard, steely streak in the Boundey’s
character, and, hike Andy, they hknew
that he meant every word. He was
going to take his chance of going
through, and they were prepared to
take the same chance. Only from
Bumter, crumpled on the Hoor, came
8 series of seared squeaks.

“Good  old  Bmithy !  breathed
Johroy Ball, ] )
Looking out, the juniors could see

the masked horsemen ahecad mnow.
They knew, as well as SBouthy, that
it was Handers and some of his gang.
Bmithy's  methods  were  desperate
enpough, bat Greyfriars ways were of
no use mr the Packsaddle country. It
was desperate methods, or tame sur-
render,

Had the gang ahead been aware of
what was intended no doubt they
would have stopped the hack with a
hail of bullets, shooting the horscs
down, But assuredly they had no sus.
picion of what waa in the mind of the
schoolboy who sat up by the deiver

The hack rolled on at a moderate

pace, looking as 1f Andy intended—as
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g few minutes ago he had intewmded—
to halt when he reached the hold-up.
But Andy's grip now was hard on 1he
“ribbons,” his whip, in his other hand,
was rveady for sudden lashing. He had
to take his chance of a bullet from
the irail, to avoid the certeinty of a
bullet from the revelver januved into
his side.

It was the first time that the driver
of the Packsaddle hack had been
“bulldozed " by & passenger; but it
was the frst time thet he had had the
Bounder of Greyfriara for a passenger
on hia “hearse.” Andy bed to go
through with it, and he had made up
his mand to that.

The hack rolled under the
branches.

Bill DRuck, behind, was still out on
the open plain, heéping clear of the
dust from the rolling wheels., Thevo
was no doubt that e would come on,
at a gallop, at the first shot, and no
doubt, either, that the masked riders
would be ready to greet him with
whizzing bullets when he came. Bill's
life, in all probability, depended on
the Bounder now.

“Halt "

. Une of the riders, facing the oncoms
ing hack in the middle of the trail,
raised his Colt, and shouted. Fwo of
the others also lifted revolvers towards
Andy.

The other twe remained beside the
trail, watching the plain—cvidenily
awaré ihat s horseman was following
the hack, and ready for hinm.

Threa lifted six-guns, in other ¢ip-
cumstances, would have been more
than enough for Andy Jones, and he
would have pulled in lus horscs at &
word, The trail-robbers had no dambe
ihat lie was going to do so.  They
knew Andy, and they knew that the
passengers were all schoolboys. Ounly
from Bill, when he arrived, did they
suticipate  trouble, and they wero
ready to greet Bill with whizzing lead
when ho yode under the branchea

For a sccond Andy hesitaiod.
the muzzle 1 his ribs jammed haed,
arml he felt, rather ihan saw, the
deadly lock that came over llerbeg
YVornon-Sinith's face, 1o sheer despeis-
tiiy, Andy ecarvied out {he orders tha
Bounder had given him.

Crack, erack! rang hias sudden whip
on ihe backs of the horzes, amd 1wy
leaped to o gatlop. The horseman in
the amadle of the el was shoulderod
aside by the rushing horsce, and his
brones fell against the bushes, piteh-
ing him from the zaddle. That sudden
leap forward of the hack, when he
haul expecied it to stop, had taken hiin

shady

Buk

gquite by surprise. Ile rolled off his
horse, in tangled mesquite, yelling
breathlessly.

The hack reared on.

Four startled harsemen swuang rownd
on 15, DBut the Bounder’s revolver waxs
no longer jamming in Andy’s rvibs, 1t
was Jifted, and lus eyes were blazing
over ib

Bang, bang! it voared, ond in two
secomnds  two wowmnded men rolled off
their bronees, crazhing, yelling, into
the trail. Spattenng shots from the
ather two flew wide and wild as the
hack thundered on down the trasl
through the timber, The DBounder,
standing up, hred back over the bag-
gage on the  roof, while Andy, wilh
his horses almost out of control, drove
on at & mad epeed, and dashed out of
the timber on to tha open praivie be-
vond, The Bouonder had got through,



THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pack it Up.
i1 gasped

# CLCONE my
D 1ill Buck
The shots nimging from the

fimber ahoad warped Bill of
the lwld-np.  He could see little or
nothing in {he clond of prairie dust
rolling from the wheels of tho hack
But through tha whirling dust came
the bang of the Dounder’s revolver,
nnd the spallering fire of the trail
Eang. 2
Bill whipped out the gun from his
holster, struck spurs to his bronco, and
daslied on ot a breathless gallop

In less than & minnte he was on the
Bpot.

But for tho Bounder he would have
found the hack at s halt, the pas
gengers “held up,” and revolvers at
g level to greet him with whizzin
bullets. Buat that was noot what Bi
found now.

The hack was thunderiog on, almost
out of sight; two riderless horzes wora
ecarecring:  ftwoe  wounded men lay
groaning on tho earth; another man
was scrambling out of the bushez; two
of the gang were fGring wildly after
fho vonishing hack, forgotful of Bill

1Is came on them like a thunderbolt

Dang, bang, bang! roared Bill's six-
gun. And tho two roughnecks, with
Faming howls of alarm, turned their
wrses into tho brush, and rode away,
spurring, witheut even. tum'm%] on Bill.

Thoe dismounted man, scrambling ount
of ithe mesqguite, scrambled back in a
burry, and disappeared imo the brush

“T'll tcll & manl” gasped Bill,

Without a. moment's halt he
thundered on &t a gallop after the
haclk,

IHow Andy had got through the hold-
np waz a mystory to Bill; but he saw
that Andy had, and he galloped after
the dhm;k, urging his bronco o top
gpoed.

In a few minutes. he was past the
clump of timber, pursuing the-hack on
the trail oecross the prairie beyond.
But fast as he rode, 1t was not easy
to overfinke Andy. Andy's team
lashed imto desperate speed, frightened
by the fliving, woere tearing on inadly,

the hack rocking ond jolting wildly
behind  them,  threateming  every
moment to overturn on the rugged

trail.

Andr was making frantic efforis to
pull in his horses. DBut he was two
miles or moro from she reene of the
hold-up befora he got them uwnder con-
trol again, and the thundering, rock-

in'g hack slowed down.

Then Bill rede up beside it. Ile
waved his  revelver at Andy, and
grinned at him glecfully.

“RBully for you, oldtimerl” he
roared. “3ay, you sure got sand to
go through a hold-up that-a-way,
Andy 1"

“Hully nothing!"” howled Andy,

splutiering with exertion and rage.
“You figure that I was auning to stop
lead, you piecan? It- was this dog-
goned yvoung gink that had &8 gun on
me, goldarn him! And sure I'll break
him up for 1t as soon as we hit Pack-
saddle] You hear me shout !

Bill gasped.

“That young giok!” he exclaimed.
" What you giving me, Andy

[ guess I'm going to strew him all
over 1*ackeaddle I roared Andy. * You
hear me toot? T'Il sure hand him & few,
gl then zome! Yepl®

The Bounder laughed.

“leep cool, old bean!"” he s=said,
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“You've got through O.K. Bank it
down " N
“You wait till we hit Packsaddlel
hissed Andr. “I'll larn you whether
{ﬂu oan bulldoze Andy Jones on his own

nck! Yep!l® 3

“T'l tell & man!” gasped Bill. “Say,
there's Ewo guys spread out back on the
trail. Dhdr't you spread them out,
Andy £+

“Aw, forget it 1" snarled Andy.

“It was Smiihy, Billl” said Bob
Cherry, from the window. “Smithy did
the whola bag of tricks! Good old
Smuthy .

“Carry me home to die P gasped Bill.
Fle stared up bleokly st the Bounder.
“I'll tell 8 man—I'll surely tell & man
from Texas1 Youl"

“Little me!™ grinned tho Bounder.
“Ono of that pang was Sandexs; 1 think
it was Sanders who went gver under the
horses. YWe gobt through all right, Bill.
I iﬁu:i to persuade Mr. Jones to drive
Ot

“T'm going to mush vou up for it
when we hit Packsaddle!” growled
Andr. “I suro am going to break you
into & lot of pieces!”

“I don't think[” said the Bounder
coolly.

“You jest watch ot 1" growled Andy.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
He had “put it through,” and he did
not care a boiled bean for the anger of
the stege-driver.

“1 sav, vou fellows,” came a sgueak
from the interior of the hack—"I szay,
vou might give & fellow a hand up!

'm bummped ell over, and I'm all out
of breath, and Leggo my car, Bob
Cherry, vou boeast !

“Only helping vou up, old fat man |

“Benst] Legge|” 1

Bill dropped behind the hack again as
it rolled on to Packsaddle. Every now
and then Le glanced back over o
brawny shoulder, but there was no sign
of fursui{' by the hold-up gang.

little later the cow town of Pack-
egddls came in eicht—a sprawling col-
lection of shacks, cabinsg, and a few
frame-houses 113 a loop of the Frio
River. Kicking Cayunze Ranch was some
fiftecn miles away fo the west under the
red glow of the sun that was setting
behind Hquaw NMountain.  On  the
morrow the Greviriars party were to
ride there; horseflesh was the only
means of transport to Kicking Cayuze.

Andy drove up the single street of
Packsaddle, and drew his hack to & halt
in front of the Pack Hotel—a timber
building with a piazza. :

Outside the Pack a ecrowd was
gatlicred to wateh the hack come in;
the arrival of the “slage " was an event
at the cow town. )
Most of them were punchers, in big
gtetson hats, and most of them pachked
guns.. The guns, probably, were packed
rather for pprposes of adornment and
for old times sake than for actual use,
thongh occazionally thers were shooling
affrayz at the Bed Flare and other such
resoria; and Two-gon Sanders was satd
gt leact to bave “shot up ™ as many guys
o8 he had fingers and toes [

Andy deseended from his seat, his faco
gtill prim aud hostile.  Evidently he
intanﬁaﬂ to carry out his threat of
“brealing up * the schoolboy from the
0ld Country who had had the nerve to
“ hulidoze *# him on his own hack.

Smithy, sturdy fellow as he was, had
not the remotest chance in a shindy with
the big, raw-boned stage-driver. But he
was quita cool a3 he got down from the
hack, Ilis hand was in his pocket on
the gun he had vsed on the stage trail;
there was still one cartridge in the aix-
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shooter, and the iron-nerved Bounder
was quite prepared to handle & gun
against brawn and *muosele if Andy
attempted to carry out his threat.

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped out,
and Billy Bunter rolled after them.
Bill was exchanging greetings with
punchers in the erowd, most of them, it
appesred, hi: old friends and acquaint-
ances. Andy Jones fixed a hostile glare
I-DJ{'I Vernou-Smith, and stepped towards

im.

“Now, you young geck—" he said
grimly.

“ What's biting vou, old bean?" asked
Smithy coolly.

Harry Wharton & Co. pathered round
rather onxiously, If the burly stage-
driver laid & finger on Bmithy, the wholo
Co. were ready to jump to his aid on
the instant.

“Look here, Alr. Jones—" began
Harry pacifically.

“You pack it up, bo!” said Andy, I
guess I got suthin’ for that young gecl |
You figure that I'm letting that pesky

little piecan bulldoze me? Not =
Leap I* :

“Oh, don't be an ase(” said the
Bmmd’er.

“You got 1t coming ! vapped Andyr;
and he reached out at the Bounder, who
did not retreat an inch. .

His hand whipped out of his pocket,
with the six-gun in 1f. muzzle
looked Andy Jones fairly in  Lis
astonished face.

“ Stand back I rapped the Bounder.

“0Oh, 8mithy—" gasped Bob.

“By the great horned toad ¥ gasped
Andy, “Put up that gun, you young
peck | You figure——"

“8tand back, yon fool!” enepped
Vernon-Bmith, “If you put a finger on
me, I'll shoot you like a rabbig !

Andy stood glaring at him. There
was & buzz in the crowd, and all cyes
turncd on the startling scene.

Bill PBuck came striding
towards Andr.

“Say, what's thizs gamei” he de-
manded. “You, Vernon-3mith, stick
that gun in your pants] You figure
you'vo come hers to play at being a
gunman, you young gink! Andy, I'm
telling you to paclk it upl Say, you
honing for trouble, I guess I'll give you
all vou want, and somoe over | Slioot ¥

Andy was a burly man, but the Kick-

swiftly

ing Cavuse puncher towered nearly a

foot over his head., Andy did not want
trouble with Bill. He breathed wrath,
but he deeided to pack it up.

“&pill 151" snapped Bill,

“ Aw, forget it, you big stiff ¥ grunted
Andy; and, be turned away to attend
to his horses. .

The Bounder, grinning, “packed”
his gun, and woalked checrfully with the
CGrevfriars party into the Pack Iolcl.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Foreman of Kicking Cayuse !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. turned
H out in the fresh morping in
cheery spirits.
Bilﬁ;r Bunter was left snoring.
Bob Cherry kindly gave him a call and
o shake, but the fat Owl enly woke up
long cnough to mumble * Beast (™ and
promptly went to sleep again. Bo he
was left to snorc in peace whilo the
Famous Five went down the stairs—or,
rather, the ladder, for it was merely a
geries of wooden sleps, without even a
hand-rail—with the Bounder,
Quarters at & timber hotel in the cow
country wero rongh=—in fact, very rough
Tue Magwer Lmrant.—Np. 1,575,
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—but the liima of the Remove had
ne “kick ™ commg. They had  slept
soundly on wooden plank beds innocent
of mattresses, rolled in blankets, sheets
being apparcntly an unknown luxury at
the only hotel in Packsaddle. ;
It was a bright, sunny merning, with
8 wind from Squaw Mountain, in tho
west, which seattered o good deal of
hast over the cow town. Afier break-
fast at a trestle-table, where they sat
on long wooden benches. they walked
cut into the square, which they learned
was called the “plaza*—mony old
Spanish names lingering in tho country
which bad once been a part of Mexico.

Horsemen rode in the plaza and up
and down the irregular etreet; only
every now and then they saw a man oun
foot. Pachsaddle was a “cow ™ town,
gnd the business of the place was chiely
in connection with cows and supplies
for rench ocutfits. No true cowman ever
went a lasso’s length on foot if he could
get-on & * cayuse "—indeed, many of the
cowmen they saw had a bow-legged look
from constant riding.

Every now and then a rider would
come, in frow the praivie treils at &
gailop in a cloud of dust, with a lingle
of stirrup and bridle, and a far-cchoing
“Hi-yi ™ Nearly every head was under
s stetson hat, though here apd there a
“Derby ” was to be eeen.

Through the geps among the irrcgular
buildings the juniors had wide glimpses
of the rolling praivies beyond; of the
Rio I'rio, shining in the sun; and of the
mighty mass of Sguaw Mountain that
barred tho blue gky in the west, It was
towards Squavwy Aountain that their
path lay when they set out for the
ranch. Kicking Cayusc lay on the south
of it, its pesturelands stretching for end-

miles. _

The juniors were keen to get going
and arrive on the ranch. But Bill had
told themn that Barney Stone was riding
into town that morning to meet them
there, snd that they would Le riding
back ta the ranch with the foreman.

Qo they waited for Barney to “haorn ™
in, rather surious to see the foreman of
the Kicking Cavuse.

Barney, they had learned, had heen
foreman of the ranch for years and
voars, ahd had continued to manage it
fthreugh several changes of ownership.
They wondered whethor he would be
able to " put them wise * as to why Two-

un Sanders and his unknown employer
ﬁm:l taken suech desperate measures to
keep the new owner’s son away. Danger
was over now—at least, so they con-
cluded—when they were under the wing
of the ranch foreman.

While the juniors strolled round the

laze anpd Hilly Bunter snored, Bill

uck was sorting out horses for them
to ride. Bill—if it were, a8 Andy Jones
had declared, a “mosshead ™ in some
msatters—knew ell about horsea., Seven
cow-ponies, saddled and bridied, were
ready at the hitching-rail of the Pack
Hotel; and, as Bamney Stono hed not
vet arrived, the juniors mounted and
cantered round the plaza to kill time
while they waited. They had all ridden
at home, and they managed the cow-
poniez well epough, though they had
considerable deoubts about what would
happen when Billy Bunter procecded to
do likewise. They had scen Bunter's
powers as an equestrian chiefly dis-
g};}ﬂdmin falling off a donkey at

rieate.

“Hi-yi I" came a roar from Bill Buck,
88 ho waved lhis stetzon to the juniors;
snd they rode back to the hotel.

A man who had ridden in from the
plain was hitching his horse to the rail,
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?mt Luey guessed that it was Barney ab
TR

“Hyer :c}ligy are !’ said I3iil, with a
wave of his hand towarda the Greyiriars
fellows, as they dismounted. *'Tlis hero
15 Barney Stone, you'uns?*

The juniora looked rather enriously at
the {oremnan of the Kicking Cavuse, Heo
was of lean frame, dressed, not like a
puancher, but in rather natty and well-
cut riding clothes, though he wore tho
wevitable stetson.  1f he “packed™ a
gui, 1t was not (o he seen,

His face, clean-shaven except for &
slight mornetache, was darkly tanned,
hard ag iron in outline, and his eyes
deep-sct, Leen, and quick in ther
glanee,

Those keen, sharp eves turned on the
group of juniors, taking them all in
with o siongle, searching glance, and
then, resting on Hevbert Vernon-Smith,

“This hera 13 young Vernon-Smith,
the noo owner's boy I ssid Bill Buck,
indicating the Bounder; and Barney
with a faint emile on hiz hard, tann
face, slepped towards Bmithy, and held
out @ hard hand. .

“Glad to welcome you to 'Kickmg
Cayuse, sir!'" he said, in & voice as har
as his features, but very civilly.

“Glad to make your scquaintance,
Mr, Stone!” answered Smithy, shaking

handa with the foreman, *These fellowa B

are friends of mine, coming io stay &t
the ranch—but I suppose |
told you all about 12 in his letters.”

“SBurel” eaid the ranch foveman.
“¥eou and your friends will find every-
thing ready at the ranch—I guess I've
done all I can to make things easy for
Etl"a}lﬁ;ﬂl‘ﬂ fresh from the Old Country.'*

*“Oh, we can rough it, if it comes to
that,” said Smithy cheerily. *We don't
expect lace cortaine and down pillows in
the Packsaddle countrs.”

He introduced hig friends ono by one
to Barney, and the ranch foreman ghook
lands with them, one after anothar, His
manner was civil; but he did not give
the Greyiriare fellows the impression
that Lie was glad to see them.

That, however, did not surprise them:
they had no doubt that Mr. Stone had
been surprisecd, and probably not fear-
fully pleased when he heard from the
new owner of tha ranch that a party of
echoolboys were coming out to stay at
the Kicking Cayuse,

It was quite probable 1liat he regarded
@ bunch of ‘' tenderfeet ™ as & worry and
a responsibility., But the juuniors were
prepared o show Barney, on beiter
acqualntance, that they were not quile
50 tender as ha dnuﬂtleaa considered
then.

“That the whole buuen " asked the
ranch forcman,

“1 guess there's a gink that ain't
through his eats yet,” gaid Bill. "I'll
oall him, "

“Weo ain't got thme to burn,” said
Bamey curily. "I gobt to get boack to
the manch! You got Lo see Mr, Wash
about the stores.®

Bill nodded, and went into the hotel.
Billy Bunter was down Dby that time,
and was busily engaged in packing away
several breakfasts, one after another.

Barney Stone turned to the Bounder,

*What's this Bill has been letting on
about Two-gun Sanders?” he ashked.
“You been waking up trouble with that
gun-slinger ™ !

“"He woke up trouble with me,™
answered Smithy, *“I've been wonder-
ing if you could tell me the rosson,”

"“"You oan search me!" said Barney,
staving, ‘*What'd Sandera know about
you, except that ha's mehba heard that
your papﬁe:r‘a bought the ranch 1

“He's heard that, for a cort,” said

suppose m:{ father haa .
e

Vernon-Smith, “and lie tool 1ha trouble
o cross over to Iugland and warn mn
from coming heve. Ila’s tried o pet
hold of me three times—onee in New
York, once in the train in Texas, and
yesterday by holding up tho hack from
Prairie Bond."

“You'ro telling me!™  ejaculated
Barnevy. .
“Thero's somcbody  behind that

scoundrel, who'e put hiin up to Lecp me
away from Kicking Cayuse ! sai] the
Bounder, “There must be a reason for
1t, and I thought you might know what
it was, Mr. Stone.”

“Bearch me 1" said Barney, “It's got
me beatl I was sure beat to o frazzle
when Bill told me—I reckoned mchhe
he was stringing me along. What the
great. horned toad would that gun-
shng;ur Banders want to rope you in
_fﬂ}"_“'

“That's what I want to know,” said
Vernon-8mith quietly, “and I'm going
to know, before I quit the ranch, too}"
“Waal, it beats ma1” sald the fore-
man, * But you’ll be as safe as a bug
in 8 rug when wa hit Kicking Cayuse—
I guess the bunch would fill Two-gun
with: lead if he came cavorting around
after the boss’ gon. Sure !™

“I say, you fellows——"

“Hallo,  hallo, hallo! Come on,
Bunter | roared Bob Cherry, * Wait-
g for you, old fat bean I'

Billy Bunter rolied out into the sun-
shine. He was not Jooking in the best
of tempers. Bill Buck had interrupted
Lim et his third breakfsst, and Bunter
waa atill hungry.

Barncy Stone stared at Banter.
Judging by his look, he was not very
favourably impressed by that plump
member of the Greyfriars party. lgunte::
did not heed him. He blinked round
arritably.

"1 say, vou fellows, I haven't finished
brekker 1" he grumted. " Look here,
what's the hurry?"

“Mr, Btone's come to take us out to
the ranch,” said Harry Wharton,
““Here's your hovse, old fat: man—shall
I bhelp you up®**

“IH you think I can't mount a horse
without help, Wharton——-»=:

“Well, get on, then, fathead !"

Billy Bunter gave a snort, end rolled
over to the horse, which Bill was hold-
ing by the bridle, He blinked &t the
cow-pony rather uneasily. Billy Bunter
fancied that he could ride, in fact, he
fanctod that he could do meany things,
until he actually came to do them. Bill
had considevately picked out es guiet
a cayuse as he could find, for Bunter's
use; but no cayuse in the cow country
was remarkable for gquietness, and
Bunter did not guite hike the look of
that cow-pony.

He locked st the cow-pony. The cow-
pony twisted a liead round and looked
at him, Neither seemed to admire the
other, '

The Famous Five and Smithy were
already in the saddle. Barney Stone
remounted his broneo. Bunter paused.

“"I—I say, you fellows——" ho hegan.

“"Are you coming gr noti' rapped
Vernon-Smith.

“ Beast [

“"“Well, we're atarting !"

“Wait for me, you rotters—I don't
know the way, do 11" howled Buntes.
And he made up his mind to it, and
scrambled into the saddle, as gracefully
a3 if he wera clambering up o tree.

To his great relief, the cow-pony stood
ptill. Bunter's confidence returned. His
feet were in the stirrups; the reins
bunched in his left, and he gripped the
whip with his ngi:t. Bunter, for the
moment, was full of beans,



“Come on, you fellows " ha squeaked.
“What are you hanging about for? Are
you geing to stick therp all dayi™

Bunter gave the cow-pony o smart ent
with the whip, aod started, The next
moment he would have wished that he
hadn't, had he rewained sufficient posses-
sion of his fat wits to wish anyihing.

That cow-pony, at the cut of the
whip, seem
catherine-wheel., Bunter flew,

“(Oh, my hat " gasped Bob Cherry.

B';Et-ick on, Bunter!” yelled Johnny
ull.

“Search mel” ejaculated DBarney
Stone.

Bump |

*Yarooooh |

Billy DBunter sat on Texas
bump that almost shook the L
State, and roared.

with &
oue Star

L

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Haltl

L A, ha, ha!”

H Bunter roared—and the
spectators roarced. The specta-
tors roared wiih lavghter—

Dunier did not.

“Ow! Ohl Ocoop! Yarcop! HHelp!
Whoo-hoop ™ roared DBunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ .

“Haw, haw, haw!? bellowed Bill
Buck. *That fat gink allowed that he
could ride! Haw, haw, haw "

“1 zay, you fellows—yaroooh [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter sat on tho dusty earth, groped
for his s cles, and jammed them on
his fat little pose. Ho blinked round
him in bewilderment. He seemed sur-
prised to discover thot he was silting
on the earth. He had a vague impres-
sion that Texas had got up suddenly and

Lit him.

“Oh erikey!” Lo gasped, “Oh
crmmbal I say—="

“He, ha, ha!" came & yell up and
down the street of Packsaddle, “he

uniora were laughing; Bill Buck waa
iaughing; and two or three dozen
citizens of Packsaddle were yelling with
merriment. Even Barney Stone's hard-
featured face relaxed into a grim.

" Bob Cherry jumped down and ran fo
the fat Owl. He grasped him, and
heaved him to his feet, Bunter sagging

helplessly in hia grasp.
kY G?:.ﬁgh 1" § ﬁrﬁggsd Bunter. "I
8-8-EA7, what — what's  happened ?

W.o-w-was that an earthguake "

“Oh erikey I gasped Bob.

“Was it an airthquaks " howled Bill
Buck. “I'l tell & manl Haw, haw,
haw 1? g

“I—I =ay, you fellows, I—I didn't
know they had earthguakes in Texas 1"
gasped Bunter.

“You silly owl, you fell off that
liorse1” roared Johnny Bull “For
goodness’ eake get on sgain and hold
n“I!_p r';]."m him on with a bit of siring,

“Ha, ha, ha1t”

“ Beast ! roared Bunter.

Farth and sky ceased to rock round
Bunter: and he realised that it was
not, afler all, an earthquake! That
cow-pony lhad bucked suddenly. and
pitched him off—rhat was alll But it
was cnongh! Untold gold would not
have tempted Billy Bunter to climb on
that cow-pony again

S loma on!"” chuckled Bob. *TI'll
give you a bunk up, old fat man.”

“Leggo " roared Bunter. ]

“Are you going to keop us walting
atl dar, yon fat assi” exclaimed the
Bounder. He was annoyed by Bunter'a
antics, and irritated by BPorncer Stone's

suddenly to turn into & H
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sarcastiec grin. This was not the sort
of impression that he wanted the Grey-
friara party {0 make on the Kicking
Cavnse foreman.

“Geot on, Bunter!” said Frank
Nupgent.

“Shan't!” roared Bunter.

getiing on that brute again!”
“Ay esteemed Bunter——"' oxclaimed
urree Jamset Bam Singh,  *the ride-
falness is the only possible way to get
to RKicking Cayusa.”

“Look here, I'm going 1" snapped the
Bounder.

“Go, and be blowed!"™ snorted
Bunter. *1'm not getting on that savage
brute apain!l I'm aceustomed fo &
decont lLorse to ride, at home—not a
buck-jumping beast like that "™

* Stay where you are then, yvou funky
fathead !”  snapped  Vernon-Smith.
“We're ready, Mr. Stone! You fellows
coming T

“1 say, yvou fellows, don't you leave
nie here [ volled Bunter.

“Are vou coming or not®" howled
Johnny Bull,

“"I'm not gotling on that brute! 1
can ride a decent horse—hbetter than ren
fellows can! I ain’t going to ride that
benast 1"

“Bavy, BRill, you fix up a buckboard
for him!” seid Barney SBtone. *“He
sure can't ride. Ile can come on with
the baggage.” .

“You satd it, mir " apreed Bill Buclk.

“1 s=ay, wou fellows——" yelled
Bunter, as Barney Stone rode down the
girect, and the juniors rode after him.

it answer there came nona{ Buniter,
evidenily, had to go on wheels, if he
went at all; and that was that,

Btone was cvidently disinclined to
walt longer, and he seitled the matiev
by riding. away. Harry Wharion & Co.
rode after him, in & cheery bunch,

Bunter was Eeit spluttering.

The trail from Packsaddle ran over
cpen, rolling prairie, bearing awa% from
]

“I'm not

tha Rio Frio, Barney Stone rode by the
sidla of Horbert  Vernon-Simith,
oceasionally  speaking to him, amdi

pointing things ont, objects of interest,
with his quirt. He gave most, if not all
of Liz attention te the son of the new
owner of the raneli. The Famoua Five
rode on behind them

Packsaddle dropped out of sight.
Tha d;nninrs wara ridin% across o
boundless plain of grass, barred in the
west by the massive mountain: and
dotted, lhere and there, by “iimber-
islands "—clumps of high timber that
rose like ia]angg in tho sea of grass,
wheneca iheir name.

Fivoe or sit miles from FPacksaddie,
the trail wound through cne of the
fimber-islands.

On (e open prairie, the sun was
bright and hot; and the Greyfriars
follows were glad to ride under tae
epreading branches of tall timber,

_Some of the frees were of immenso
size, rising to a height of seventy or
eighty feet, with huge, massiva branches
that interlocked overhead, forming a
roof of foliage.

Boetween the mighty trunks emall
limber grew; post-oaks, and mesguite,
and tancled willows, Tt was lilke an
aigle of preenery; and the shade was
deep and dusky, and grateful after the
glare-of the sunshine,

“Thonder ! exclaimed Earney Sione
suddenly,

He deagged in his bronco. The next
moment,- the Bounder followed [us
exaimple; and the Iamous Five pulled
in their hovzes, in a8 pmm:m% nrch
beliimd. . Across the trarl in front of
ihiem wns a taut-stretehed rope—a lasza
knotted from iree io tree to bar the
WAaY.

i1

“What the dickens——" oxelaimed
Vernon-Bmitit.

But fhe next moment they under-
gtodl,

From tiwe thickets bordering the trail
glimmmerving barrela wero thrust, bearing
on ”ml hafeed riders; and o sharp voice
rapped :

“Hali! Hands np !

Aud the Grevfriars fellows felt their
Bearts jwenp, at the sound of the voics
of Two-guu Banders.

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cinched at Last!

(14 ANDERS | breathed the
Boundar.

His eves blazed.

It was an ambush: and the
Creevirinra fellows had ridden fairly
into it. On cither side of the trail
threa  barrels glimmered from the
thitckets, thrust oni 1o cover the riders.
That fingers woere on triggers, ready,
they did not need telling.

From behind a tree, o fipura stopped
ihia the teat! a lifted revelver in -hia
Lhand. The ‘ace was masked; but the
junmiors  knew  that it was Two-gun
sanders whose face was masked under
the wide brim of a stetson,

Ty held in their horses, their hearts
thumping.  Since arriving at  Pach-
saddla they had given hardly o ﬂ.nught,
to tite guminan, They were now ridmg
o the lands of the Kicking Cayusa
ranch, 11 company with the ranch fore-
man: and the thought of danger had
uot been in their minds at all

Eill Boeck was no longer “riding
herd.” Tle had been left at Packeaddle
witit Bunter, Whether Bill would have
it up his hands, at the word of
corateand, they did not know: but {here
was no donbt about what Barnoy Stone
was going to do.  His hands weut over
hiz sietson immediately.

Staithy slid his hiand inte his pocket.
Bnut a3 e whipped out tho gun Barney
dropped ane hand, grasped his arm,
anud gave 14 & fwist. and the rovolver
dronped into the frail.

“Locot™ snavied the foreman, “ Yau
airy 1o pull, with rifles looking you in

the face? Let up, vou Fink L
“Fon cheeky  fool ! reared the
Bounder, ) ]
“Lhuel 1, Smithey 1" exclabmed

Harry Wharton Lreathlessly,

“I gness 1hat's vour bost guesst”
eatre the gurmman's icy tones, *If you'd
lifted that gun, (e, Vernon Smuth,
you'dl never have done anyiling else
on thia side of Jordan, vou young geck !
You sure did handle that gun on the
Paclesadddle  trail  yesterday—but I’
ielling vou—=m"

“8ay. what's this pame?" broke in
Barney Stone roughly, “If you hood-
lutis nre aiming {o go throngh us, I
gueszs I'll ze0 vou strung up at Tack.
saddle. Yoo berter guess agin™

“Keep  raur hands  up, Darner
Stane ! rapped fhe gunman, *T ain't
honing to =pill your juice, lut vou got
11 eaming, if vou don't veach for the
BV L

"1 puess I aiw't arguing with a gun
on e U groavled Barner,  “1'm pslang
vea, what'zs this here game, with o
bunch of schoolboys?”

“Ieep vour paws up, and don't chiew
{ha pap!™ prowled Banders. ©T ain't
hoere fur chin-wag, Fm  telling vou.
Foecp vour hands up, the whele bhunch
of svon, or you'll get hoi lead, and got
1t el 17

YVernon-Smith gritted his fecth with
raine,

1ii= exes gleawed at the foroman of
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Kickiper Cayuee. Still, he could hardly
blame 8 man for pulting vp ins bands,
whon ho was covered by balf a dozen
rilloa,

If the hidden gang puiled tripeor,
ana wolley would have emplied overy
gadille thera, The Famons Five put up
their hands, because there was no lelp
for it; and ihe Bounder, savagely
envaged as he was, did the same. His
fir=t theught had been desperate resist-
ance:; but it was faivly certain that a
bullet wonld have siruck him down,
had not Barney deprived hime of his
weapon in time.

“Vou bound t” The Bounder’s voice
camie hoarso with rage. " ¥You've got
ma at last, Sanders, yon =coundrel
How did you know we wera riding this
iroil—and when we should be riding
it? Who put you up to it, you villain?"

“1 guess been keeping toba on
youl" grinned the gunman, “and I
sure got you by tho short hairs this
time. Don’t yon start anything, Al
Vernon-Smith.” His voico cama with a
savago snap, “I gpuess you lzid-out two
of my side-kickers when vou burned
powder yesterday—and I've sure got
more’n half a2 mind to let you have
yours, right now. ¥You waﬁ la as much
as o finger, you young geck, and youlll
naver know what hit you. I gness 1 got
you cinched, alive or dead.” _

The gunman’s voice wasz a threatening
hizs. It was ¢lear that, roflian as he
was, ha did not care to shoot down a
schoolhoy; but it was equally clear
that he meant every savage word he
uttered. e would have fired, at an
attempt at resiztance,

“Step out, you'unsl”
gunman.

From the thicketa heside the tratl, {wo
masked men stepped out. The olber
fonr remained in their eover, their rifes
still Jevelled at the bunech of riders,

The two who had stepped out ap-
proached the bunch of riders, each with
o coiled lasso 1 his hand. Ona of them
grasped Barney  Stone:  the  oiher
procecded to bind him fo his horze.

The foreman of the hicking Cavose
muttered eurzes. But he Jdid not mako
any move to rosist,

In & few minutes, his fect were tied
urtkder his horse, and his hawds fied to
his reins, ‘That leit him etill abloe 10
guide the horsa, but guite wnable 1o
Jismount, or to releaze o limb,

Herbart Vernon-Smith came next,

The Bounder almost choked with rage,
as he was grasped : and had tho revolver
been still in his hand, he might have
made some desperate attempt. Dot he
vwas powerless: and he ioo was tied to
his horee, and his hands drawn behingd
him and seeured to the back of his belt.

The Famous Five sat their lhorsea in
gilenee, walting their turn. Uuder
levelled firearms, and unarmed as they
were, they could not think of vesistance,
and they conld only take what was com-
ing to them, a3 Barney Stone and tho
Bounder had done.

One of the ruffans, whom they had
guessed from the black beard under his
mask, to be Mexican Jor, the “ Greaser
who had lassoed Vernon-Smith at
Praivie Bend, eut lengths from a rope
with his bowie-knife, With those lengihs
of rope, ho bound the five schoolbays,
ona after another, in the =:ame way that
Yernon-Smith had been bound.

Then & lariat was run from one broneo
to ancther, securing the Famous Five,
in & string, to Barmey Stone. Tho
Buwnder was not tied in the “shbring,”
howeser, Thoe juniors realised (hat lie
was to be separatod from the rest of the
party.

Two-gnn Sanders had no o~ n with
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them, They and Barney were only
taken in the ambush, because they wore
with the Bounder. Smithy was the qun-
man's game. He had got the fellow he
wanted, now, and had no intention of
burdentng  hinself with the others,
whom he did not want,

The black-bearded Mexican {ook the
bridle of Vernon-Smith's hovze, {o Jead
it away in the timber.

Emitﬁy looked back at hiz friends, lLis
face white with rage. Apgain snd again
he had escaped his enemy: only Lo fall
irto his grip at last. Now he was= &
prisoner, cvidently to be led away into
the trackless spaces. He called to the
Famoue Five, as the Mexican Jed his
horse from the trail, )

“Wou fellows—get waord to the cheriff
at Packsaddle—"

“Can it, youl"™
Sanders.

“ Rely on us, Smithy, if we get away
called back Harcy Wharton.

“Get going, youl” snapped Sanders
to the Mexican, " Dieat it with that gink,
and don't draw rein this side of the
border.”

‘81, senor!” grinned Mesican Joe.

He disappeared into the timber wiil
Vernon-3mith.

“You doggoned sbiff!”  prowlad
Barney Stone. * You figure getting that
young guy away into Mexico?”

“You eaid it ! answered the punman.
“1 guess he'll be safe over Lthe borvder,
feller: and I reckon that the Kicking
(Cayuse bunch won't ride into dMexican
territory to look for him."

“Forget it [V snapped Barney, ™I guess
83 soon as I hit the ranch, I'm calhing
out the whola outhit to ride after Inm.*”

“You won't hit the ranch in a hvrry,
Barney Stone! 1 reckon you'll do it 24
a walk, fxed up that-e-way.”

Sanders stepped aside from the trail.

He helstered his revolver, ond gave
Barney's horse a flick, One of ihe gan
had taken away the lasso siretche
neress the trail. The foreman's lworse
moved on, and thoe Famous Five
follawed, led by the loszo thal connected
tho whole party.

Smithy was already out of sight,
hidden by the timber,

His friends had no doubt that he was
already riding southward, to cross the
border inte Mexico, in charge of the
black-bearded ruffian. Their hearts were
heavy as they rode on, strung ont behind
the foreman. This was not how they
had expected to arrive on the Kicking
Cayuse ranch.

Barney, with his hands tied on his
rewns, was able to guide his horse. The
string of riders passed on, out of the
timber, into the open prairie, and
headed for the distant ranch. The hold-
up gang disappeared from their sight
in the timber.

On the sunny plain, Barney glanced
hack at the clouded faces of the Grey-
Irtara fellows,

“1 guess this has got me beat!” he
suid. ™ Ain't you young guys wize to 11
why that firebug Sanders has got such a
grouch apain the owner's son?”

“"Wa haven't the shghtest idea™
answered Harry,  “Except that it's
preily plain  that somebody clse s
putting him up to it, and that thero's
something going on here, that Smithy
isn't wanted to see™

“"You reckon?” asked Barney.

“There's no doubt about that ™ said
Bob Cherry. :

“Wall, it’s got me beat!™ grunted the
foreman. * But I reckon Two-gun won'
get by with it, nohow. It's o long and
& hard ride to the Mexican border, from
ithie here ranch, and as scon as we hit
Kicking Cayuse, I guess we'll be burn-

gnarled Two-gun

I.‘I’

ing [he {rail after nim. I'll {ell ail
Lexas, ihey won't get thet young geck
glt-::;uss the border, 1f I voan put paid lo

Which was some comfort to the juniors.

It ro time was lost, there was siill o
chanee—a good chance—of reseuing the
Bouuder, as they knew the direction in
uilifh:h s captors intended to carry him
all.

¥ndeed, that chance was so good, that
they wondered that Sanders had revealed
his intention of taking his prisoney
sonthward to Mexico. They were cager
to arrive at the ranch, amd get poing,
on the bradl of veseue.

But ilie pace was slow. Bound as they
were, tie juniovs would willingly havae
visked o swilter speed. But 1t was
Bamey who led the string, as ho was
tho only one ablo to guide his horse—
ardd he rode slowly.

There was danger of a fall, on the
rugged praivie, holed here and there by
gopiers: and a fall would have been a
serous matter, when none of ihe party
could move hand or foeot. They could
not blame Barney for being careful:
but their impatience grew almost to
fever heat, aa they trailed on over the
prairio gt little more than & walk: and
it seemed an age ts the Famous Five
before tite ranch buildings rose into view
m the Jizfance.

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
No Hope !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH st
ilent on bhis bronco as the black-
bearded Mexican led him away
into the timber, and lns friends

ditappeared from hia sight

There was noe fear in the Bounder's
heart—unly & deep end concentrated
rage.

He was “ecinched,” as SBanders called
it, at last. He had escaped the gangsters
in Mew York, the hold-up on the train,
the laszoer at Prairie Bend, the attack
on tho hack on the Packsaddle trail—
only to fall into his onemy’s hands almost
within sight of his destination.

He could not blame himself for havin
fallen into this trap—but he laid a E,;Eog
deal of blame on Barney Stone. ha
Greyiriars fellows had taken it for
granted that, once under the wing of
ibe Kicking Cayuse foreman, they were
enfe from aitack. That he would be am-
bushed, on the lands that belonged to his
father, and in char%'e of his father's fore-
man, the Bounder had not supposed for
a moment, But Barney SBtone should
have taken precautions, after he had
been 1old of Smithy's danger—and it
would have been easy enough for & bunch
of the Kicking Cayuse punchers to ride
with the party to the ranch, and see
them safe through, had Barney thought
of 1t.

It was too late to think about that
pow, htowever. IHe was a prisoner—
booked, according to what Sanders had
enid, for a gallop across the plaina to the
Mexican border, to ba held a prisoner in
o foretgn conntry, i1 B0MO TeINOte Fecess
of the Mcexican sierras.

DBut hope was by no means dead in
his breast,

ilis friends would reach the ranch
eroner or later—they would get word to
the sheriff at Paclisaddle—Barney would
call up the outfit—there would bs im-
mediate pucsuit. It was a long, long
ride to Mexico—and most of the way lay
by open plaina,.  As likely as not,
punchers would be sighted, riding with
ithe herds—the gang would hardly hope
to get away ungseen, unless they travelled



The ranges of the Kickin
far and wide, in ell
directions, constantly ridden by the cow-

by night.
Cavuse stretched

men. There was hope—surely therc was
ample hope—of resoue, before he dis-
sppeared into the wilds of Mexico.

The Mexican drew his horse to a halt
in the heart of the thick timber.

Vernon-Smith gave him & stare of
GUrprise.

He had expected the “Greaser” to
lead hLim out of the timber, on the
southern side, and “ burn the wind * for
Mexico. Sandera had told him not to
draw rein till he reached the border.

But the Mexican halted, still in the
timber, and still on fook. WNo doubt he
hagd s horse concealed among the trees,
but it did not appear to be his intention
to mount if.

Ile jerked the mask from his swarthy
face, and prinned at the Bounder. 1t
was, ns Smithy had gueszod, the face of
Moxican Joe, who had laszoed Lim at
Prairio Bend.

The Meaxican's
amazed the Bounder.

He cut the rope that fastened Bmithy
to the bronco, leaving his hands still
bound UbLehind him, and lifted the
gchoolboy down.

Evidently, it was not Lis intention to
“burn the wind * for Mexico. He swung
Vernon-Smith towards a tres, set Ius
back to it, and ran a rope round him,
binding him to the tree,

The Bounder gritted his teeth,

“What's thiz game? he 1mutfered.
“What are you sticking me here for?”

“Here you wait  for the Senor
Banders, amigo 1 grinned the hMexican.

He hitched Smithy's hkorse 1o a
branch, and then disappeared in the
ﬁn{l;tr, taking the direction back to the
trazl.

Vérnor-Sinith, hopelessly

next  proccedings

puzzled,
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was left bound to the tree, Lis Lorse
tethered 8 few yards from him.

I'rom the distance he heard the sound
of hoofbeats.

The ambushed gang had their horses
hidden in the timber; and pow they
were riding away.  Smithy had no
donbt that they were a buneh of Pack-
sagdlo roughneels, hired by the gun-
man for the help he peeded; and now
that their work was done, they wera
clearing off, no longer masked, and pro-
bably heading back to the cow-fown.

The hoofbeats died away.

But soon -afterwards there was @

sound of rustling and trampling, and

Sanders—no  longer  masked—came
throngh the tumber, leading his horse.

The Bounder greeted him with a
glare of deadly enmity.

Sandeys hitched his horse near
Smithy's.  What his intentions were
waa a mystery to the Bounder.

Ile soon saw that the gunman had
no intention of hitting tho trail

He stood leaning on a mossy trunk,

rolling a cigarette. Tle lighted it
and smoked, a faint grin on his hard

faco, as he watched the mystified
Bounder. Smithy broke the silence at
last.

g %:"m{’r? not keeping mie here?”

"Yepl’

Enmﬁ:',rs laughed as he saw the relicf
that Ilcaped into Vernon-Bmiti's face.

“Torget it, bo' 17 he drawled. ¥ Your
side-kickers sure ain't going to hnd yon
here. ‘fhey won’t hit Kicking Cayuse
in o hurey, ard when they do, I guess
they'll be riding =outh 1o look for
Vol
T EOh!” exclaimed the Dounder

Ile understood now. It had Em:x‘lml
him that the gunmean had revealed his
plans in {he Liearing of the Gregfriars
pariv.  Now he knew why, It hadl

glving the cow pony a smart out with
Th;:Fnﬁ;t m%mint the pony seemed to
catherine-whee

Cherry, ** Stiek nn,nﬁluﬁ!nﬂ“ yelled Johnmy

““ Oh, my hat 1”’ gasped Bob

been B {irick o send pursuit in the
wreng direction. .

Sanders laughed ngain.

“You figure I'd have put them wise
if I'd beon hitiing for Mexico?” he
asked, “Not in your hfetime! i |
guesa lhe Kicking Cayuse bunch ean
ride hell-for-leather for the Rie
trrande, and welcome. I reckon weo
hit north, buddy, when we pull out of
this timber—and we ain't pulling yet t”
"0k, you wvillainl!” groaned the
Bounder. .

His hopes died away oz he heard.

Barney Stone wonld call out the bhounch
~to ride for Mexico! Every leap of
their horsea wonld carry them farther
ntid fariher oway from Vernon-Smith.
Ile was a prizoner, within a guarter
of o milo of (he spot where he hLrd
been seized=—lizdden in the depths of
fhe thick timber, and he was to remain
there till it was safo for the gunman to
remove him while pursuit went on n
false sceut.

“I guess” grinned SBanders, “ihat
I'd never pall thrvough, if T was te hit
for the Mexican border, Dbudadr! I'd
sure run into too many kombres on that
trip! I reckon you ain't putting eo
mieh 0z & nose outside Lhis timher till
dark, Nope! 1 ain't honing to run
inle gun-slinging punchers, wilh  vou
alang tied to your cayuse! You stick
viere vou arve Ll dark, Mr. Vernon-
Smith, and thon I reckon you're going
on a leetle pasear with me”

The Bounder gritted his teeth wiil
rae,

“Afleblie vou've beard of the Stalied
Plain '™ sald Sandera.  “It ain't what
It waa in ihe old davs, but I pguoees
there's a good many kide-outs, in the
Llane Xstacade where a guy  about

(Cantinued on page 16.)
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(Continued prom page l3)

vour heft will be safe. Mebbe yom
inow it lies north of the Kicking
Cavuse—north of uaw Mountain.
T'hat's the trail you're faking, M
Vernon-Bmith—at sundown.”

‘I'he Bounder waa silent. -

There was something like despair 1n
Iz hicart now. _

‘Ilic hout would soon be up—in the
wrong direction. Not a rider would
come within milés of the spot where tho
gumnan watched his prisoner.

Cliance passors mmght ride on the
trail thirough the timber—a quarter of
# mile away, béyond the sound of a
call, if be had been able to call, under
the gunman's waiching eye. Bjll Buck
might be fullnwma‘ at very irail—mn
the buckboard with Billy Bunter., A
dozen horsemen might side it. But it
meant nothing to the Bounder—a
hidden prisoner in the heart of the
timber. :

ile was lost1 A wonry wait for
nightfall—then a ride, bound fto his
horze, over the shadowed plains—and
some liding-place in the desert of the
Staked Plain; that was what he had to
look for, and there was no hopol

Sanders finished his cigarette, and
smoked snother and another, Save fov
the twittering of wild birds, and a
hreath of wind in the high branehes,
{here was no sound in the timber-island.

Obvionsly, the gunman had no fear
of danger there. He smoked and
vawned, taking no farther heed of tho
YHISOTIEN. ) j
. At length, in the semi-tropical hoeat
of the afternoon. he stretched himself
on & heap of Bpanish moss and closed
his eves under his stedson.

Ten feet from the Bounder he slept,
half-hidden by ferns and leaves amndd
mosa,  vernon-3mith, leaning wearily
on the trunk to which Le was bound,
woited for the endless minules to pass,
with rage and despair and bitterness in
hiz heari-—-and oo hope.

p—————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Bunter!

1 OLD ont” ejaculated Billy
H Bunter. ;
He grabbed at Lis hat as {t

blew oif. :

Thoere wes 8 wind on

vairie, coming strong from. S{ﬁ[aw
Alountain, It blew dust into Billy
Rurnler's fat face and irritated him cor-
siderably. Beveral times s hat had
Lad a narrow escapé.

Now it had not escaped! It few,

Bill Buck gave a8 grunt and pulled in
ihe buckboard. :

Bill had fixed up a “Lift " for Bunier
io the ranch. The baggage Lelonging
to the juniors who had gone on horse-
Lhack had bean stacked into a *buek-
Lhoard,” ~along with a pile of stores
which Barney Stone had directed Bill
to collect at Wash's store in Dack-
gadldle.
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Billv Bunter wa. wedged in with the
rest of the cargo, snd Bill drove out of
Packsaddle, rattling and bumping on
the rough trail, which Harry Wharton
& Co. hed ridden a couple of hours
before. 1

Bunter was not enjoying that drive.
His seat was wooden and hard; the
buckboard jolted and jolted on the
ragged prairie trail; it was ennny, 1t
was hot, it was windy, and it was dusty.
The fat Owl slmost wished that he had
risked it, after all, in the saddle,

Now his hat had blown off—and was
spinnirg behind the rattling buckboard.

“ Aw, oarry me home to die!” grunted
Bill,

Bill Buck was & good-tempered
“muy ?; but there waa no doubt that
he %uuu{i Billy Bunter more trouble

ulled in Lis
came to B

than he was worth. He
horse, and the buckboar
stop in a cloud of dust.
“Hop out and rope in thas doggoned
hat " grunted Bill, .
Bunter blinked back alnn‘f the trail.
“Where is it?" he aske
The hat was epinning beforo the play-
ful wind at a little distance. It was
rather out of the range of Bunter's
limited vision.© A whirl of the wind
lifted it off ‘the hoof-marked trail and
spun it into a patch of bunch-grass,
Bill gave another grunt.

* Aw, hold the hoss while I get it!”
he said, and he handed the reins to

Bunter and ]lumped doiwn.

Yiia long legs covered the ground
awiftly in pursuit of Bunter's lhat.
That {mt had spun s good twenty vards

behind the buckboard. Bill had almost
venched it, when s twirl of the playiul
wind lifted it again and spun it awax
meross. the grass. Bill snorted and
rushed after it =

Billy Bunior, sitting in the buck-
board, turned his head to watch him.

He was anxious about his hat; the
sun was rather too hot for a fellow to
go barcheaded He could soo nothing
of the hat; indeed, Bill Buck was littls
more than & blur, at the distance, to
the shortsighted Owl. He waited and
watched impatiently.

It was like Burter to forget all about
the lorse he waa holding, while he
watched. There was a jerk as the
buckboard moved on, the horse slart-
mg at & walk.

“Oh_erikey " ejaculated Bunter, as
the reins were jerked out of his fat
hands by the movement of the horze,

o made a grab at them as ther
slid, just managed to grna%th{*m. and
dragged on them with all his strength.

‘That sudden and unexpected drag on
the reins pulled the horse’s head back
nnd caused him to, rear on his hind
Ieps, forefeet in the air. .

The nest moment & toss of the horse's
startled head dragged the reins from
Bunter's  grasp  and  very  nearl;
dragged him over the horse’s back. |

“Uw ! gasped Dunter. * Oh lox' I

Ilo hung on to the buckboard as the
stertled horse clattered down the trail.

Tho reins dangled loosely over the
enimal's back, and the horae was quite

well aware that he was uncontrolled,
¥Flo went down the trail with s clatter,
tho buckboard clattering behind him.

““Oh crikey | Stop. you heas! §* iiEHEd
Bunter, in alarm "1 say e%t
an?, back, Buck, you heastl h
ar' 1

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

If Buntor's frantic vell had any offect
on tho horse, it was only to startle it
inte  greater sp o  buckboard
rocked wildly, snd Bunter held on fon
his fat life, emitiing yell after yell.
Thére was a roar from the distance
Lehind the vehicle.

Bill Back had mmgl:ure& Bunter's hat
ot last. MNow that he started bacl, it
was only to behold the buckboard in
rapid motion, the horse running eway
with Bunter, . .

“Hi-yi1” roared Bill, breaking into
o rapid run in pursuit. “Stop 1 Hold
in that hess! Hiyil You goldarned,
pesky gink, will you hold in that hosst”

Billy’ Bunter would gladly have held
itn the horze had it been possible for
him to do eo. But that cayuse was
fresh and full of beans, and even had
Bunter had bold of the reins he would
hardly have been able to pull the
animal in once it had got going. And
the reins were dangling far out of his
reach, Certainly he could not pull the
horse in by its tail, which was the only
hold available, :

e did not even hear Bill'a angry
roar. The thudding of hoofs and the
clottering of wheela _on the rough
ground were all that Bunter heard—in
addition to his own frightened howla,

Cllatter, elaiter! went the buckboard,
gathering speed. It rocked wildly, and
only by.holding on with both fat hands
did Bunter save himself from being shot
out like a pip from an orange.

Bill Buck put on speed behind. DBut
the cowpuncher, accustomed to the
saddle, was no sprinter; neither were
Ligh-heeled riding boots useful for run-
nitig. Bill did his best, but he had not
the remotost chance of gverteking the
FUTIAWEY.

For full five minutes he kept up tho
chase, panting and puffing and blowing :
then he came to a breathless halt and
stood gasping as he watched the buek-
board vanishing in the distance across
the praivie. .

I tell & man!” gasped Bill, fan.
ning lis perspiring face with his stetson,
“T1f that faf gink ain't the world's prize
boob, and then some! Search mea I

Billy Bunter, clutching hold for his
fat life, did not look back—but had he
ﬂqﬂﬁl g0 e would have seen no more of

i

Bill had dropped ont of sight behind.
Ag ihe horse knew the trail, Bill could
only hope that he wonld keep to it and
not wander off into the prairie. All that
Bill could do was to tramp two miles
back to D’acksaddle for s mount
I'ollowing the buckboard on foot was a

prospect mo cowman could have con-

templated with cquanimity.

BRill, snorting, tramped back to the
cow-town to get a cayuse and then to
follow in_pursuit—to the ranch, if the
buckboard kept to the trail, or to pick
up the tracks of the wheels in the grass
if it wandered off into the open prairie.

His feelings were deep as he went.
Two miles on foot worried the puncher
more than twenly times the distance in
the saddle.

Bunter, if he had thought of Bill at
all, wonld have supposed that he was
following. . i

But Bunter was not thinking of Bill!
ITe was not thinking of anything, but
of .aving himself from being tossed out
of ithe jolling, rocking buckboard.

The horse kopt to the trail. Fresh as
he was,.and more disposed to take a
run on his own than to be driven, that
cavuse knew his way to the ranch and
did not wander off inte the rogped
plains. :

But he was Ft)]ng at o gallop, much
faster than Bill had driven him when
Bill had the reins. DBunter, hatless, with
the perspiration streaming down his fat
face, held on like grim death and
equealked with terror. At every 'th and
every bump he expected the vehicle to

iteh over and send him crashing  But
1t kept on its wheels, though it leaped
and bounded. )

The shade of thick branches dimmed



the giare of tne noonday svn. The buck-
board rocked on by the trail throngh the
timber, where, two hours earlier, the
Greyfriars gart}* had been ambushed by
Sanders and his gﬁng. i

f that Billy Bunter Lknew nothing.
Probably he would have heen glad of an
ambush, or anything else that would
hava stopped the runaway in his carcer,
But the trail was doserted now; the gun-
man and Ins gang had long gone.

Bunter saw nothing but gigantic treos
bordering the trail, laced with lianas
and moss, interspersed with thickets,
and a new dread was now added to his
aother terrors. On the promme trail
thers had been plenty of room, at least,
for the buckboard to rock behind the
runaway, but on ihe trail through the
Limber it was in danger overy moment
ef colliding with a jutting tree.

The fat junier elung to his secatl,
pa.lpitatmg.

Clrash 1

It came suddeniy.

A wheel caught on & sapling and the
buckboard pitched sideways, and Billy
Bunter, losing his hold, shot out.

He bumped into a bush and sprawled,
spluttering.

The buckboard rocked on a single
wheel, and for a moment looked like
pitching bhodily over, But it righted
again, and the horse, scared by the
torrific crasl, raced on at a mad gallop.

The thudding of hoofs, the clattering
of wheels, the jingle of harness, died
away down the trail.

Billy Bunter crawled out of the bush,
wondering whether he was still alive,
e was bumped and shaken and breath-
less, but not otherwise damaged—and he
was deeply, deeply thankful that he was
off that buckboard., Where he was and
how he was guinngan get to the Kicking
Cayuse Ranch, Billy Bunter did not
know—but for the moment he was
happy and relieved to find his feet on
the solid earth once more.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The High Hand !
H&RR? WHARTON & CO, stoad

by their horses in front of the
ranch-house at Kicking Cavuse
and waiched the riders gather.
ing at the gate.
Enme tone was shouting orders,
which ail the men within hearing were
ﬂmm_pt to obey, The foreman of the
icking Cayuce wos losing no time in
gathering a force for pursnit. In that
pursuit the Famous Five intended to
join, and they were going to ride when
the punchers rode.
i1t had been & weary way from the
timber island to the ranch, Two long
hours had passed when they were
Eifhtﬂc’l by a Kicking Cayuse puncher,
who rode up and released themy; after
which they had ridden at a gallop o
the ranch, where Barney Stene called
the “bunch ™ together. Many of the
bunch were out on the plains with the
cattle, but a dozen men gathered at the
foreman’s orders—more than sufficient
to deal with Sanders and hia gang if
they got in touch with ibem. Every
man " pacled ” a gun—some of them
two guns—and all wers keen encugh to
take the trail. Dut the juniors, durin
the ride from the timher 1sland, had hag
time to reflect, and they wers féoling
doubtful whether Barney and his men
were going to hit the right trail
Barney Stone seemed to have no doubts,
but the juniors did not feel so sure,
“Come onl” said Harry, as he saw
Barney Stone mount his horse; and the
juniors remounted and joined the crowd
an the gateway.

EVERY SATURDAY

Maost of the punchers stared af them,
and soma of tﬁgm grinned.  Probably
they did not think that the schoolboya
would be of much use in a hard ride
over the prairie, with a possible gun-
fight at the end of it arney Stone
gavo them a sharp starve, i )

“ You i:-::-ung guys aim to ride with
this bunch 1" he asked abruptly.

“Wo want to get afller
Stone,” answered Harry,

Barney shrugped his i’enn showlders.

"“Mebbe you'll be useful if thera's a

gun-fight with & gang of roughnecks,™
he saad earcastically, “ Ride if you like

mithy, M.

—but I guess I'm telling you that wo're
going all out for Mexico, and mehbo
we'll boe o day and a night in the

saddle."

" You hetter puess apin, buddy 1™ said
ona of the punchera. ""This suin’t no
trail for tenderfeet.”

“We're coming " said Bob Cherry.

“Come, 1f you want!” said Barney
Stome. "1 guess you'll be eble to find
your way back when yon drop behind;
we sin't waiting for any guy.”

“Let me speak a word before you
start, Mr. Stone,” said Harry Wharton,
*That villain Banders said that ho was
taking Smithy away into Mexico——"

“Bure! And I ain't got no time for
chewing the rag!" said the foreman.

"Hold on a minute!” exclaimed
Wherton, *1 tell you I can't help
thinking that Sanders ma
that on purpose—why chould he let sou
know which way he was going when he
knew that you would be after him as
goon as you could 7

Barney stared at the captain of tho
Greyfriars Remove, knitting his brows.
Evidently he was not pleased by the
suggestion that he had fellen blindly to
& cunning trick.

“You come here to give mo lessons 1’
he snapped.

Wharton coloured,

“Nothing of the kind,” he =aid; “but
Sanders must have expected pursuit,
and if he eaid he was heading for
Mexico, for us to hear him, doesn’t it
look as if he really mesnt to head in
31:-? Eﬂ other direetion?*

juniors all Tooked inguiringly at
the foreman of Kicking Ca}rf:ﬁe. Bl

To their minds it seemed mot only
probable, but almost certain, that the
gunman’'s object had been to send
pursuit on a false trail.

A ride as far as the Mexican border
was risky cnough with & prisoner, with-
out adding to the risk by revealing the
direction he was_gﬂin? to take. It
seemed to the juniors that in whatevey
du_*gctmn . the unmzinh Imnmyed lLiis

risoner, 1t was least likely of 2]l
Pn the dfrem.iuu of Mnxim.ﬁr to be

“Bay, Barney, that's hoss-sense !”
said one of the punchers, as the foreman
Eeow Jed

ECOY at the juniors, evidently doopl
irvitated by Wharton’s words, : o
Barney turned on the speaker with a
snarl.
" You figure that a schonlboy tender-
foot has come here to give arders in-
stead of your foreman, Yuba?" he
snapped.

“Sure, nope, Barney; but—"

“Can it, youl” snarled the foreman.
He turned to the juniors again, with a
seowling  brow.  "Bay, you woung
ginks! Mebhe you learned everything,
and a little over, in ihat school of vourn
in the old :rnuntriy. Mebbe, and mebbe
not. But I'm telling you, 1 ain’t asking
gehoolboys for leasons, ™

Barney, doubticss, had hia own
opinion, and perhaps ha was worried
and disturbed by what had happened to
the owner’s son while in his charge,
But his manner could not bave been
more unpleasant

have said’
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“Lock hers, Mre, Blone—" ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. iy

“Aw, can it 1" sqaﬁped Barpey.
you want to ride with this bunch youn're

welcome 1il} you drop off them cayuses,

but don't chew the rag no more.”
Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

"' We shall not ride with the bunch if
you're riding tha way Handers as good
as told you to nide,” ge said curtly. "1
don’t belisve for 8 moment that Banders
licaded for the border, after saving
what Lo Jdid.”

“Meither do, LY sald Frank Wugent,

“Bul,” said Bob, hesitating, "“we
dan’t want to etick at the ranch, old
chap, while Smithy's in that scoundrel’s
hands. ™

“We're not gﬂin%‘ ta stick at tho
raveh,” answered Harmy., “You fel-
lnwas can please yourselves, of course;
but my idea is to ride back to that
timber where we lost Smithy—"

Barney Sione, about to ride out at the
gate, checked his horee. He swung
round towards Wharton, staring at T
grimly,

“What's that 7" he rapped.

“That's my idea, Mr. Stone,” said the
captain of the GCreyfriars Remove
quietly. *If you think that Sandcrs has
taken Smithy towards the border you're
rvight in gefting after him; but I don's
think so.”

“Yon know a heap more than & ranch
forenan who's ridden Texas trails afore
you was born|” snapped Barncy. |

“Not at all; but I'm going to ride
back to where wa lost Smithy,”
answered Harry. “I'm as good as cer-
tain that Sanders has headed in some
other diveetion with him—{rom his own

waords, " )
“It's jolly likely, anyhow!" said
Johuny Bull

“The likeliness is terrific I" murmured
Hurree Jamsat Ram Bingh.

All the juniors were of the same
Qpinion. 1ey could see, too, that somae
of the Kicking Cayuse puuchers in the
buneh inclined to same opinion. The
man called Yuba bad said so,

“By the great horned toad!”
snapped Barney Stone. *You figure
vou're going hunting a bunch of gun-

men i
“We're gﬂing tunting our pal,” said
Harry. “We're not going to sit idle

while & friend of ours 18 kidnapped by
a raseally sceundrel, and we'ra not
going to ride on what we believe to be
a falso trail.™

“8o that's the big idea, is it?" said
the foreman of the Kiwcking Cayuse.
“Waal, you can forget it. Ride with
this bunch if you like; but if not, you
don't vide at alll Got thati™

“Wea can please ourselves, 1 sgup-
pose ¥ gaid Harry, staring at him,

“That's where you miss your guess,”
said Barncy grimly. " You jest can't|
I've gobt to bnd young Vernon-Smiils,
what's been voped in by hoodlums—
vou figure that when I como back I
want to go hunting for youw, too? I
guess I'm  vesponsible for you whila
vyou're at thiz here ranch, and you ain't
going hunting trouble with no gunmen.”

Harry Wharton sot hia lips.

“Weo're Smiathy's guests here, Mr.
Stone, and not under your orders,™ he
sxid, * Come on, you %::Ilnwsl”

Barney's face reddened with rape,

“1ure, you, Lariat "' he roarced,

A long-limbed man who was leaning
on the corral wall came forward. He
was, as the juniers learned afterwards,
the horee-wrangler of Kicking Cayuse—
the man in charge of the horses,

“Bhoot 1™ he drawled.

Tee Maicxer Lprant.~No. 1,575.
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_ Barney pointed with his quirt at the
juniors,

“Take them crittors and turn them
into the corral 1" he rapped. *8See that
ihera young ginks don't get & rount till
1 Lit the ranch ag'in”

“Bure " said Lariat,

“{it off'n them cayuses!” rapped
Farney, with a threatening glare at the
sehoolboys, “1 guess I got trouble
cuotigh on my hands without yvou pesky
voung pilecans putting on a heap moro.
{ shionld amile ] Get off'n them cayuzes,
I'm telling you! Proato

Ilarry arton & Co. locked at one
auother, This was an unexpected
development,  Barney Stone was in
authority at Kicking Cavuse, but this
cxercise of his authority was quite un-
exnectéd. .

“Look here—="" execlaimed Johnny
Bull angrily.

“That's the lot!" snapped Darney.
“fiit off'n thom cayuses afore rou're
helped offl T got no timae to burn, I
got ta get after the bosy’ son.  Light
down, I'm telling you "

flarry Wharton set his tectl.

1 shall do nothing of the sort ™ he
sotorted,  “Come on, you fellows!
We're guin]g back to look for Smithy.”

He wheeled his horse and rods awarw,
and his friends rode after him. Thero
was a snort of rage from Barney Stonc.
Jlo grasped the lasso Bt his saddle-
horn, and the ¢oiled rope whirled in the
nir,

e next instant Harry Wharton was
plucked from the saddle and sprawling
in the grass in the loop of the lasso. Ile
had been moped in by the angry
foreman. .

Ile rolled in the grass, penting and
dizzy. His chums reined in their horses
nt once. Frank Nugent was the first to
jump down and run to his help.

Bome of the punchors wero grmmng
as Wharten staggered to his feet, and
Nugent drop off the loop of the
Jariat, DRI-BE;J by the shook, Wharton
leaned on Nugent, gasping for breath.

“(it off'n them coyuses!” roared
Barney Stone:  “You hear mo? By
the great horned toad, i you den't git
olf'n thera cayuses I'll have you quiried
oft 17

f.aviat, grinning, caught Whearton's
horso and led it to the corral. Harry
Wharton panted for breath., He made
n stride after the horse-wrangler, but
ihw hopelessness of a tussle with the
long-limbad Texan was obvious, Barney
stone rode towards the thres juniors
wiho were still in the saddle, brandizh-
g his quirk

“Liglit dewn 1" he roared. “Ilore,
vorruns, git them young ginks off'n
theimn cavuses ! Pranto ™

Some of the punchers gathered roundd.
Bob Cherry, Johany Bull, and Hurres
TJamset Ram Singh dismounted., Thero
wai nho help for it. Lariat led the
har:es to the corral and turned them in.
I'he I'amous Five stood in an angry and
dismayett group, DBarney scowling at
them.

“1 guess you've wasted enough time 1
he smapped.  *You stick sefo at tho
vaneh till T horn in aglin, T guess -1
ai'L going hunting you all over the
valley of the Frio when I ride in!
MNope | You, Lariat, you see that {hem
voung ginks don't get a hoss.”

“Yon said it, Barney I answered the
lorse-wrangler,

h? P'“IUF! tulmed mptgg inen.

“Ride 1" he snapped.

11v dashed swey at & gallo
southward  Aftor him went
ing Cuyuse bunch. galloping.

Havey Wharton & Co., with deep {rel-
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ings, stood by tho ranch gate and
waklched the guﬂﬂiﬁng horsemen disep-

pear in the dust of the distant prairie.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected!
moancd  Billy

L1 H erikey 1™
Bunter,
He eame 1o a dismayed halt.

The thick, spreadin
hranches overhead shnt off the glare o
the Texas sun, but it was hot in the

timber—very hot—and the fat Owl of
Grevfriars dabbed streams of perspira-
tion from & burning fat face.

But thot was not the worst.

The hapless Ow] was lost—hopelessly
lost. Towering trees and  tangled
thickelzs and underbrush encircled him.
Ho ecould not sen three yards from his
fat little noso.

Bunter’s fivst feoling on getting clear
of the runaway buckboard was relief:
ut thet feeling Liad soon passed. Ha
was left on foot, how meny miles from
hia deskinaiion he did not know; but,
hmrmj::-r many wniles 1t was, he had to
walk it. Ho started to walk.

It was like Bunter to miss the trail.

Had he kept on for about & gquarter
of & mile he would have emerged from
tha trees, and in the bright sunlight
even the fat Ow! could searcely have
miszed the trail, marked by hoofprints
and the mits of wheels,

But under the heavy branches it was
dusky and shadowy. and that trail was
quite casy to miss, Bunter, of course,
soon missed it. Ho was not, in point of
fact, looking for “sign™ at all. He
tramped away in tho direetion in which
the runaway had vanished with the
buckbhoard. He tram on, thinking
chiefly of the heat, the flies, and the
growing fatigue in his fat little legs.

Here and there wide spaces opened
among the trees that bordered the trail.
It was necessary for a stranger in the
land to Lkeep his eyes on the sign of the
trail to keep from wandering. Billy
Bunter cdid not even think of 6. He
plugged-on and on and on wearily, till
at last ho came to a halt from sheer
fatigus, and realised that he was lost.

Ho had, in fact, wandered off the
grail, before he had covered a hundred
vards. Sineo then. for an hour or more,
he had been wandering at random,

Dowildering trees shur off his view on
all sides.

Even a fellow with his wits about him
would have found it difficult to find his
wayv back to the trail, ence he was lost
in the tunber. It was a quite hopeless
taslk for Billy Buntor.

Ilad he kept on in g etraight line in
piry dircction for as much as half o
mile, he wounld have got out of the
trees: for the timber island was scarcely
half & mile in extent from one limit to
the other. Dut he was wandering at
random, and all that he succeeded in
doing was in penoctrating deeper and
decper inte the timber and losing lLim-
golf more thoroughly.

He leaned on a tree, pgasped for
breath, and groaned.

Then he sank down at the foot of tho
tree, and eat resting. An hour of
wandering had tired him out.

Tt was long past noon, and the heat
in ithe close timber was almost baking.
Bunter was hungry, as well as tived.
And o was in the lowest of spiriis,

It downed on his fat mind that ho was
lost in tho timber, and that only by the
merest chance would he ever find his
u-.af,- oub again. Even if Bill Inelk
followed on, as DBunter supposed that

he would, sooner or later, that would
be no use to the hapless fat Owl; Bill
would be on the trail, and ho would pass
on, never dreaming that he was passing
@ lost fat Owll ] .

Bunter mopped his perspiring face
and groaned.,

He was lost—and he had to stay lost
till hp was found! Sooner or later, if
he did not arrive at the ranch, he would
be searched for. That, now, waa his
only hope.

But that, it was fairly corvtain, would
not be till late in the day: and even
when the eearch started, the searchers
would not know where to look for him.
I‘dqbndﬂ conld possibly guess at what
};jmnt e had been pitched out of the

uckhoard.

The thought of passing a night in
those hawilﬁariug trees, gn‘h:mc: %n tho
darkness, made the hapless fat Owl
ehudder,

But it was many hours to night yet!
And, meanwhile, it was hot, and the
flics "were an incessant trouble; and
Bunter ~was hungry, and growing
hungrier.

Ho heaved himself to his feet at lask,
to make a desperate effort to find his
way back to the trail.

As he started with his back to it, his
chanees wera not hopeful.

Mo wandered dis_mnﬂ'y on, mopping
hie fat brow, gesping for breath, and
wighing from the bottom of his fat
heart that he had never come out to
Texas, _

Trees and buches cut off his view in
every direction; but he listened with
mtent fat ears, hoping to hear the sound
of some Eaasgng orseman, or vehicle,
that would guide him to tho trail,

And alt at once he stopped; bent a fat
ear to listen more intently, and gave
a gurgle of relief.

A sound came to
through the timber.
of a horse stirring.

Faintly, but distinctly, came the
sound of & restless ammal stirring,
rustling against some bush or thicket.

Bunter headed for the sound.

Yle had no doubt that it came from
eome rider who had halted on the trail.
No rider could be in the thickness of the
timber—a horse eould only have moved
et & walk among the trees. It did not
occir 1o Bunter that anyene might be
camped in the timber at a distance from
ithe trail; he counld not have imagined
any motive for it

He threaded hig way among trees and
thickets, listening,

The sound died away—the horse was
still. But it wa: renewed a minute or
two later. Doubtless that horse, like
Bunter, was nnntzﬁmd by the insects in
the hot air. Suddenly the fat junior
paught eight of the horse—of two horses,
tethered close together to a tree,

There was no gign of the trail. There
was no sign of & rider, Tho spot was,
in fact, a good quarter of a mile off tho
trail. Billy Bunter was blinking into a
little shady plade, where the two hovses

those fat eara
It was the soundl

were tethered. ‘Then suddenly o
spotted @ hat!l
Under that hat, was o face. The rest

of the wearer was hidden from his sight
by the intervening bushes,

But he kpew that foce. His eyes
almost popped through his spectocles at
the sight of Herbert Vernon-Smith,

1le sicod dumb, staring.

Flo had not given Smithy a thought;
L, had he thought of him at sll, he
would have supposed that the Bounder
was at the ranch, long ago, with Harry
Wharton & Co., and Barney Stone.

And here was Smithy—not ten fert
from him—leaning against & tree, his



face an eloquent picture of faiigue,
misary, and rage,

Why he was there, how he was there,
waa an utter mystery to Billy Bunter.

He could only stare in dumb amaze-

ment. Smithy seemed to be leaning on
the tree—his face turned a little from
Bunter, his eyes fixed on something on
the ground, which Bunter could not see.
Bunter's fat face, peering from the
thickets, was ten feet frem him—but ho
was not looking in Bunter's direction,
and did not sce him.

For long, long momenis, the fal Owl
stared at him, dumb wilh astonishment,
Then, et last, he gasped out:

“Bmithy 1

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Mouse and the Lion !
HERRER’F VERNON - SMITIT
gave a violent shart,
Iours had passed since the
Mexican had left him bound to
the tree, in the heart of the timber.

Two-gun Sanders, hall-hidden in the
heap of leave: and Spanish moss, slept
in the heat of the alternoon, his stelson
over liis [ace,

No sound broke the silence of the
timber, save the buszzing of insects, a
twittering of bivds in the high branches,
and eccasionally a restless stirning of the
tethered hLorses.

Yiope was dead In the Bounder's
Leart.

That ha waa already hunted for, he
had no donbt; but neither had he any
doubt that the hunt was in the wrong
direction ; that Bavney Stone was riding
gouth to the Mexican border,

The fact that the gunman slept
throngh the heat of the afternoon, his
stetson over his face, told that there was

no hepe of discovery, ]
The trail through the tiuber was little

LVERY SATURDAY

The sound of gasping breath told Vernon-Smith that Bunier was behind the tree to which he was tied.
another sound—ihat of a blunt Enife-blade sawing on thick, sirong rope.

frequented; but. anyone who used the
trail, kept to it; no one was likely to
penetrate into the thick depths of the
timber. Obviously Banders was gure of
that; and the Bounder, in his {urn, had
ta be sure of it alse.

He had to wait there while weary,
endless hours passed, till sundown, when
it would be safe for s captor to ride
him away under cover of night, across
the praivie, to the desert of the Staked
Plain., There was not g gleam of hope
left to him, _

And then, from the silence came that
breathless gasp; and the Hounder
started, and wondered whether he was
dreaming, as bhe heard it

His eyes had heen resting on the
slumbering gwunan; now  they  shot
round in the divectiton from which he
had heard his name,

They fastened on a fat face and a big
pair of epectacles, veering at him from
the bushes,

Dunmihfoundad, the Beunder stared at
Billy Bunter.

If Bunter was azbonizshed to  see
Smithy there, be was not 2o astonished
as Bmithy was to sce Bunter!

He really wondered if his senszes were
wandering, as ha stared st the fatb face
and the ghmmering spectacles,

“Bunter 1"  breathed the DBounder
dazedly.

“1 say, Santhy—"

“Quiet i

Smithy collected his  gtartled wits

instantly, Already he dveaded that the
sound of & voice had reached the gun-
man, and awalened Lin. .

But Two-gun Sanders iad nob stiveed.

He was ten feet from Smithy, to the
right; Munter was ten feet distant
towards tho left, Bupter's startled gasp
would have covered the distance, and
reached Handers’ cars, lad he heen
awake, But he was sleeping eoundly,

“Quiet 1 breathed  the  Bounder,

Ty
Then he heard

L

“ Good man, Bunter I* he whispered.

“"Danger! Keop quiect! Don't move—
don't speak | Quiet ™

Ilie had ta whisper loudly enougls for
Bunter to hear. Ile dreaded that
Sanders might hear also. Me had fo
take that risk. ]

Bunter stared at him,

e was not quick on the uplake, Ha
could ses nothing of Bandere—he could
not even see that Smithy was bound to
the tree; he fancied that he was leaning
on if, and wondered why he did not
HMove,

“1 say——"" he began.

“Be silont1” hissed the Tounder.
“Wait till I toll you! Silenco—danger!

Danger 1" Ile hissed the word.,
*Oh, all right! But—"
“ Quiet 1" ghrenthad the  Bounder,

almost in agony. " SBanders will heay
youl Quiet ™

“Oh 1? pasped Bunter.

After that gesp he was silent enougl.
The name n::ig Sanders was enough for
him., It dawned on his fat bruin that
the gunmean was soinewhere ab hond,

His little .round eyes blizkes to and
fro through Lis big round epectlacles in
terror. Vernon-Smith mede 3 move-
ment with his head, and ithe f+4 jumor
ot length epotted the estewson ihat
covered SBoanders’ face ms he lay., He
barely suppressed an alarmed sgueak as
he saw it, . :

“Fle’s sleeping I whispercd Vernon-
Sonth.

Bunter nodded. He dared mot speak
now, even in & whisper.

“I'm tied to thia tree!” hreathed
Sinithy. Anyone but Dunter weuld havae
discerned that already ; but evee Bunter
discerned i, now that bk wes told.
“PDoun’t make o sound |V

Bunter was not likely to make a sound
now.

“Have vou a pocket-knifer”

The fat Owl gave another nal,
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« Greep round behind this tree] Cub
the rope!” ;

Billy Bunter bhnked at him, and
then at the stetson hat on the hcap of
moss Fear scemed to peralyse him.

But he gave another nod at last, and
his fat face dizappeared from view.

Vernon-2mith, his heart beating like

hammer, gazed at the gunman.
ganders had not stirred.

"Piere was a chance—if the gunman
did not wake. He had been sleeping
for an liour ot more, and hed nol
stirretl. The whispering had not dis
turbed him, and if Bunter was guiet and
cautions there was a chance, Tho
Beunder gritted his teeth at the gound
of n clumsy rustle in the thickets. But
it was no more than’ the rustling made
by the restless horses, which d not
disturbed the sleoping gunman. ‘

The Bonnder waited, in an anxiety
that was like torture. If only Dunter
got him loosc——

Minute followed ounute—long, long
minutes of anguish. Again and again
thero came & -rustling sound as the
clumsy Owl moved But ench rustle was
nearer. Then at last the sound of gasp-
ing breath told the Bounder that Bunter
waﬁ behind the tree to which he was
tied.

And then he heard another gound—
that of a blunt knife-blade sawing on
thick, strong ropo. _

A long, long minute, which seemed an
age to Herbert Vernon-Smith, and then
a cut rope slithered down to his feot,

¥iis hands were still tied to the back
of his belt. But he could move from
tho treo-trunk now

Ile gave Sanders one last look of
bitter anxiety, but the gunman did not
gtir. ‘Then maoved from the tree,
moving round the trunk without a
sound, and his eves fell on the shaking
fat Owl behind it. Bunter, the open

ocket-knife in his hand, blinked at

111k,

“Cut my honds loosa 1 the Bounder
breathed into a fal ear.

tle turned his back to Bunter, and
{he pocket-knife sawed w:;!gn,in. o
gritted his teeth, but utte no sound,
nz & slip of the blade geshed his wrist.
1z hands came free

Dilly Bunter grabbed hiz arm. Ilc
dared not utter a whisper, but L
grabbed the Bounder with one hand erd
pointed with the other. Instant figuc
was Bunter's thought.

But it was not Bmithy’s. -

1la was deeply and infensely excited,
but there was no fear in his excitement.
MNot to the remotest dogree did he sharo
Bunter's terrore.

Excited s he was, bis head was cool.
e was free for the mowment, but he was
well aware that thet was only the begin
ning, not the end. Banders might awake
any minute and miss him; one glance
would tell him that the prisoner was
loose. There would be instant pursuit,
and the desperado would not hesitate to
shoot rather than allow his prisoner to
escape, And to flee on foot from a
mounted  mar  was  nopeless.  The
slightest noise 1n getting away through
the tangled thickets might awaken the

unman. Bunter dared not remain, if
w could help it; but tho cool-headed
Pounder dared not fBee until he had
dealt with his enemy

And he had the uppet hand now.

He leaned over. and whispered in
Eunter's [at ear;:

“ Btick here, and keep quiet 1™

Then he jerked his arm away from the
clutching fat hand,

Rilly Bunter watched him with pop-
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pisg ere: as he moved round the teeco
arain, Then the fat junior leaned on
the trunk, hiz fat knces almost refuming
to support ki  In what was to follow
Bmithr had no help to look for from
Punter, But the Bounder of Groyfriars
did not want help pow;: he -knew what
he was gning to do, and he was tho
follow to do ik )

Leaving Bunter behind the tree, he
wiopped. softly az a crecping  puma,
towards the spot where Two-gun Sanders
las, his teeth zét, his eyes ghinting. The
cunman, deop in slumber, did not stir.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables !

WO-GUN SANDERS lay on Lis

left side, his arm under his head,

Lis stotson shading hia face,

hiding it from sight. On his

right side the butt of his stx-gun jutted

from the low-slung helster, o his
tight hand touched it as he slept.

e was sleeping soundly, but at a
sounid of elarm he would have lea tu:i
up, the gun instantly in hiz hand. His
othier gun—for Sanders packed two—was
ot of sight in his bed of Spanish moss,
Herbert Vernon-8mith, without a
sutind, reached him, and bent over ham.
_His eyes wero on that revelver which
the eleeping man’s fingers rested on.
That was the Bounder's cbject.

I could mot seize the six-gun without
awakening the gunman. Ho eared
nothing for that so long a3 the weapon
was in liz grip. He was more than
ready to use it if the ruffian reached for
Lia other gun. '

Slowly, steadily, soundlessly, Vernon
Smith bent till his fingers touched the

un-bult, an inch from Sandeérs’ fingers,
Then, with a sudden grab, he grmﬁnd
the hoti of the rovelver and wrenched it
from the holslor,

At the instant Sanders awakened.

11e started up, the stetson falling from
Iiis faee, amd stared st the muzzle of
his own revolver, held in o hand that
was a3 steady as 8 rock, with the
Bounder’s eves burping over it

“ands up ™

‘he Dounder snarled the words.

Hitting 1o the moss, Sanders stared at
BLiim in Blapk amazement and rage, and
reached for his gecond gun.

But he stopped reaching in a eplit

second. e stopped only in time to
gave his life, for the Bounder was
elready pressing the trigger.  Had

sanders touched that butt, he would
have rolled over on the mosa, shob
through the head. It was fortunate for
Lim that his wild and lawless life had
made him quick on the uptake.

Instantly he cliecked the instinctive
mavement towards the weapon and shot
iz hands into the air.

Ho was barely if time.

There was o grimm ruthlessnesa in the
Bounder's face equal to the punman's
own., To let the ruffian grasp s weapon
was to throw his life away. Ho would
have shot lnm down like & mad dog
had he attempted to “draw.®

Luckily, the gunman realised that
quickly enough. He sat with his hands
over his head, speechless with fury.

“Just in time, vou scoundrel " =aud
fhe Bounder, between his teeth. “ Keep
your paws up, you hound, or I'll blow
vour rascally Lrains out as vou sit!”

“Search mel” breathed Banders
“Fou=—voun dog-goned young geck,
how'd you get loosa? Who—-""

*1Hold - vour fonguel! IRKecp ryour
hands over your head! I'm not giving

vott a chianee in shool, yon razcall T'd
as soon sem o bullet through your head
az not ! snapped the Bounder savagely,

Saunders sat still, his hands up.

“ Bunter 1" ealled out the Dounder.

TI—1 eay, Bmithy——*

“Coma here, you fat asal I've got
him safo uwnder & gun!® snapped
Vernon-Smith,. * Safe as houses ! Coma
here |*

“0Oh erikey ¥ ]

Billy Bunter's spectacles glimmered
round the tree. o blinked at the scene
and gasped. Tho roge in the gunmen’s
face scares the fat Uwl to tho marrow
of his bones. ;

Vernon-8mith did not take hia eyes
off that furicus face for s sccond. He
cid not need telling that the Packsaddle
gunman was “guick on the draw.” He
watched Banders like & cat, Fnger on
trigger, the muzzle of the revolver not
two feet from the enraged face. 5

“All eafe, Dunter, you asn!” he
rapped, without turning bhis head
“(ome here, and take hia other guo
pway while I keep him eovered ¥

“(Oh erumbs I gasped Buntier.

“ Quick, you fool!” ]

Dunter did not come quickly. Though
tho gunmarn sot with his hands over hia
ltE:-a(% covered by the revolver, he had a
terrifying cifect on the fat Owl of Grey-
friars.

Bat the Onl of the Remove mada the
effort at laszt, and eame, Sanders gritted
his teeth, aud tho glitter in his eyes
told that he was thmking of taking &
desperate chance. )

he Bounder did nobt speak, but his
face hardened grimly. And Sanders did
not take the chance. 1t was instanb
denth, and he kuew ik, and he sat ﬁ'ﬂb
ting his teeth with rege while Billy
Buunter pulled the second gun out of its
holster,

The powman was disarmed  now.
Smithy muade a gesture, and Bunter
handed him the revelver, which he ook
in his left haml Toth the “two-gun ”
man's Uolts were now levelled at hum.

“F ihink we've pot vou all ::.'lgh‘r,f Mr.
Sandera !’ sawd the Bounder, “Givo
mo & spol of irouble, and I'l riddle you
with your own lead, you scoundrel !*

“I guess I'Il get you for thist”
breathed Sonders.

“Just now I've gob you!" sad
Vernon-Smith,  “And I'm  keeping
vou. lieep vour hands over your headd

unter, get that rope and tie Lis wrists
tarether,”’

“Oh crikey !°

“Buclk up, vou fat ass! Do you want
to stick here all day " gnapped the
Bounder irvitably.

“ Beast 1"

The evident helplessness of the Dacle
eaddle gumnan  reassured Bunter a2
little, and he recovercd some of his
courage, sich as it was. lIe brought
thoe vope he had cut away from the
Bounder amd proceeded ta loop it ronnd
the gurnman's uplifted wrists, and tie
it there, o

A Pull his paws down behind him, and
tio them to tle back of his belt [ said
Vernon-Smith. .

Billy Buuter cheved, The gunman
was trembling with rage, but ho made
no attemph ai resistance, wunder the
muzzles of his own puns,

“Make the knois safe,” said Bmithy.
“Now, get on vour feet, Sanders.”

The punman, hkis hands behind him,
serambled clumsily to hia feet,

“rharn rowond 17 snapped Smithy.

“Oh erilker ! Lreathed Dunter, as
the rmuffien obeved the order like a lamb.
Vernon-Binjith slipped one of the guns
into & pocket. With the other in his
hoand, ready instant ho

for use,



examined the vope on ihe gumman’s
wiisla, The ruflian’s wrists wera ssfely
tied behind his belb

“AN eerenc i said Vernon-Smith.
He pocketed the other revolver and
laughed. “J fancy we've got vou safe,
My, Bandersl Don't give any trouble,
I won't shoot you, now you're tied, bub
if you give me a spot of bother ' give
you & crock over the head that will
keep you quict!®

EVERY SATURDAY

_ The gunman =arled witkoul speak-
ing.
Y O erminba 1" seid Bunter. "1 eay,
Smithy, old chap, we've got him!
We've got him, all right, haven't we "

“1 have, at any ratel” auswered the
Bounder,

Y Oh, really, Bmiiliy—""

Vernon-Bmith stepped to the horses,
From {he saddle of Sandevs’ horse he
took a coiled trail-rope., The end he
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knolied round the gunmaen, securing his
erms down to his gides. The other he
kept in his hand. Banders eved him
with deadly ‘animosity.

“"What you aim ta do, Fou young
geck 7 he hissed. :

“I've got you, and I'm going to keep
Tou safe,” answered crnun-Smitli
coolly. ' IFivat of all, yow're going lo
guide me ta the trajfl—>"

(Continued on next page.)
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ET us mmagine {hat vou bhave
ehozen, from among the fellows
on yonr side, the one who is
et likely to make o good cap-

tain from the point of view of being
trusted and respected by all the other
players. That, without a doubt, i3 the
nwwt ympovtant tiang.

Theve sre cnre ar twoe other pointa to
take into consideration, however, It is
very important, for exmuple, that the
pereon choeten to be captain should be
worth his place o the side as a player.

If & player is not worlh his place, his
calleagues will not look up to him, as
they must leok up to their skipper.

I1i 13 also worth while tahimg into
conzideration the position on the fHeld
which it ig bheast for the captain to
ceeupy. JE vou follow fivst-elass foot-
ball vou may bave noticed that the eap-
tain of & fHreét-class team 13 nearly
always a plaver who performs in one of
three positinna an the field.

1t is not alwayas easy to know which
1s tha ecaptain of & first-claza team
unleses vou are there io see the tossnp
for choice of ends st the start of the
match,  The lists of teams which are
annonnded before the games do nob
wspally tell us which are the captaing of
the sides. Bui I wonld be willing to
guarantee that if it were possible to
make & list of the {fellows who cap-

tained the various foothall teama on
any partieular day, the great majority
of ihose captains would be players
oceupying the full-back, centre-half, or
ong of the inside-wing forward posi-
twong in theywr teams.
THE THICK OF THE FRAY
CAN'T make 8 complete list of
I captains of all the first-class teams,
I haven't space. Let us take
however, the last eight feams which
were left in the Cup thia year a3 being
irpical of all the others. Of these
eight elabz, two of them have had an
meide-wing forward as skipper, two of
them were caplained by a  full-back,
while the other four teams entrusted
the captain's job to their centre-half., 1
think you can take it that these figures
give a true picture of nearly all fivst-
v]R=a leams,

1 don’t sax, of course, that there aro
not captaine in Leagwe football who
wecupy positiona other than the three I
haie mentioned. Thers arve, and have
been, centre-forward captaine—" Dixis

o

NATIONAL
In what position should the
skipper of a football team
play? Read what our special
sporting contributor has to
say concerning this import-
ant guestion,

Dean, of Everton, for example. 1 can’t

remember a case off-hand, but I have

before now seen the unusual spectaclo of

g goalkeoper leaving his goal during

the kicking-in apa-ri::nﬂ. before a match to
L

caryy out the duty of a captain in toss
g the eoin. Iint, as I hopa my figures
show, most of the captains of Leagnoe
teams acve full-backs, cenire-halves, ov
inaide-forwards,

From the instancea I gave you of ihe
Tast eight Cup teams, vou sec that fouw
of them were captaivned by the contre-
half.  That is the position which I
think, taking everything into account,
is the besi for the skipper of the stde.
Don't get e wrong. ¥ am not sog-

esting that you choose your eapiam
gﬁcm&sa ne poseesscs all the qualiiles
of a leader, and ihen stick him 1o the
centrehall position. Nothing like thasn
I thiask, az the League feams obviously
think, that the capinin who 13 also a
centre-hatl js the best

Especiaily  dees this apply
player iz an attacking centre-balf 1o
then operates almost exactly in e
midile of the field. Theye iz no player
on the side whose play he camnot seo
clearly, or whom Be cannot veach, for
the purposcs of passig on mstrociios,
either by sigus or wond of mounth, Ia
8 in e fivick of fho fray  all the
time—affeciing  the  play  of  Doth
pilackers and defenders.

EXPERIENCE COUNTS.

WH'&LT of 1he T twao
“favourite ¥ posithons feor cap-
faina,  An mside-wing forward

ia o the thick of it abmost as
much &8s oa centre-hglf, 1e,  too,
aperates both in defenca and atlack,
ancd connd fula eonfact with maost of the
players, Tho one ditference is that the
wsnds an, whether he 1 an mnside-
right av an ieside-Jeit, works mostly on
ona =ida of the teld. Thus e doesn’t
have moeh persoral contach with the

if tha

00TB
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p]‘a]ycra on the other wing, You may
call that & minor point; perhaps it i
But it doea not allow the inside-forward

to be looked upon as the centre of the
wheel. That i3 how the centre-half s
regarded.

I am not sure that I know why full-
backs aroe considéred to be well-suited
for the job of skipper of & foolball
side. One resson may be that in most
teams one of the full-backs is a player
with experience. It is unusual to find
two youngsters accupying the full-back
positions 1n & League side. As experi-
enced  players are obvicusly move
likely to make good captains than
youngsters, it may be just natural thai
many first-class eaptaing oceupy one of
the full-back positions,

There may be a deeper veason than
ihat, however. This 1s one I thought of,
and when T asked one or two of my
wanager friends they agreed there was
nrobably something in my idea. Full-
backs don't wsuwally have to po at it
hammer aund tongs all the time doring
a game. There are periods, when their
side i3 attacking, when they have an
apportunity to take o look rownd at the
play in genceral, rather than  worry
solely about thelr own game,

1 don't mean that full-hacks can zo
fo sleep every now and again,  Fven
when the play 13 at the other end thew
miust concentrate on every Lick and
movement, DBut they have fiwe o
make & survey of how things are gomg.
From that swrvey, provided they have
the right sort of footbal]l brains, they ¢an
seo where amstakes ard made awl how
the plans, made before the maich, am
workmg ont, For brief periods they
can look af the pame as the mauagey
in the stand is looking et it—more as
& =peciator than oe a playver.  has
they are able to earry out Lhe Jdictating
side of the captain'a job betier than
anyone else on the side,

I have devoted a great deal of spare
to 1hé question of chaosing the capiain
of & football team, and l%mw tone s
purpasely. 1§ foothallevs in generval
conld got back into tho way of thinking
inat the slkpper’s job s an bhoaportast
one, the game would be considerubly
improved.  Any fool ean toss up a eoin
and choose whicly way his eide will kick,
Dut tossing-up i3 merely the techiical
Lheginning of captainey, end any foul
can’'t be a real ekipper. }
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¥ Guess agin 1™ snarled Banders,

Vernon-Smith  picked up the gun-
man'a guitt.

“I adrise you to guess again,” he
entd idily, “I'll thrash you like a dog
if you don't jump to arders, you hound 1
I'd ‘rethor guirt you than not. Better
not ask for it."

Sanders snaried. ‘

“You got me dead to rights[” he
muttered, “ I guess 1 got to jump when

vau say jump! Buoe I'll sure got you

op—->" _
“8hut that up!” snapped Vernon.
Smith: and Banders was zilent, breath-
ing fury. I
Yoz, shut up Banders!” said Billy
Bunter, full of 1 now that the gun-
man was helplesss ¥ You tallk toe much.
Don't be checky | Shut up—seci”
Vernon-Simith laughed.

*Come on, fathead! Stick his hat on
for him I .

“I say, Bmithy, 1 think I'll have this
hat 1" saiud Buntor Fickin up the gun-
man's etetson.  “ Mine blew off. I'm
going to have this hat.”

And DBiliy Bunter planted the stetson
on his fat head

Yernon-Smith cast the two horses
loose.  He bunched the reins in oneo
hand, to lead them away, holding in
the other tho trail-rope knotted to the
gunman,

“Lead the way, Sanderst” ho rapped.

Two-gun Sanders gave him one long
lock; then, in silence, he tramped away
through the trees. Vernon-Smith fol-
lowed hips, leacing thoe horses.

Aftor them rolled Billy Bunter, with
o cheery grin now adorming his fat face.
Bunter's arrival on the scene had been
8 stroke of luck for the Bounder; bug
it had been guite as iu{:kﬂ? for the fat

Owl himself. He was no longer lost in
the timber.
Through those bewildering trees,

where there was no sign to guide Billy
Buanter, Sanders tramped without &
pause, and & quarter of an hour later
they emer into the trail through
the timber.

e —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Sarprise for the Co.!

ARIAT, leaning on the gate of
tha corral at Kicking Cayuse,
grinned. Hank, the cook, polisl.
Ing & saucepan outside the cook-

house, grinned also. Both of them
looked at the group of schoolboys, as
they grinned, In the verands of the
ranch-house, Chick, the choreman,
leaned on the rail, chewed a stfaw, and
he, too, grinned.

Thezo thres were all that the Famous
Fivo could see about the ranch, at
present.  Many of the bunch wers on
ile ra and all the men aveilable
had been called on to ridoe for the border
with Barney Stone. i

The -chums of Groyfriars wers not
looking merry o bright.

They were deeply troubled about
Smithy, and still more troubled by
having to remain inactive, without
making an effort to help him.

It was true that they could hope to
do little. In the opinion of
men on the ranch Barney had been quite
right to stop them from making any
such attempt. It was extremely un-
lilely that they would see anything of
Smithy or his captor, and if they did,
ihioy would be going into deadly danger.

They were willing to admit as much,
but, at the same time,.it was. bitterly
irkeomoe to remain inactive while Smithy
was in the hands of his enemy.
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the cirenmstarices, they felt that any-
thing was bettor than inaction, -
Lariat, atv the corral gave, was taking
care that they did not ger at the horses,
To deai with him by force was hardly
practicable.  To stare for the timber
1izland on foot was a rcather hopeless
propostiion. It was tep miles from the
ranch—ten  miles of rugged prairie,
Their thouglts were contred now on
Bill Buck. . -
Unaware of Billy Bunter's wild ad-

ventures  in  the buckboard, they
expectedd Bill te  appear  at  any
minute, with tha fat Owl and the
baggoge.

‘hey gathered at the gateway, to
watch the {rail for Bill Buck., Bill waa
the man they wanted in this extremity,
and they could not nnderstand what was
delaving Lim.

% Why the thump doesn't Bill blow
in?" excleimed Bob Cherry impatiently
ns ho stared down the sunny, dusty trail
towards diztant Packsaddle.

“The whyfulness is tervifie{™ mur-
mured Hurreo Jamset Ram '’ Singh.

“Bill wonld pet a move on, if he were
here 1" gaid Nugent. “1 suppose a
buekbhoard, or whatever they call it,
travels more slowly than a horseman,
but .lm ought to have been here long
ago.

“IIe had to stop at the stare, to got
some things Stone told him about,™
said Jobnny Bull. " But he's had lots
of time—tons of time—to get in,™

Harry Wharton sev his ﬁp&.

“That villain would never have gob
Smithy if Bill had been’ with us,” he
said. I feel suve of that, If only he
would come——="

“Ho couldn't act against Barney
Stone’s orders, if he were here,” said
Nugent  doubtfully. “That fellow
Lariat will tell him what Stone said.”

“Ile would go after Bmithy—and he
wouldn't bo fooled into going in the
wrong direction,” said Harry. ® Look
Lhere, it's no pood sticking here doing
nothing. We can't do much on foof,
I know, ond that fathead yvonder won't
let us have the horses, but we might
meet Bill on the way—"

“Let's!™ zaid Bob. * Anything's
better than hanging about doing
nothing, Goodnesa knows whore that
villain has got Smithx, by this time.”

“1—1 suppose Stone's rigiht. to a cer-
tain extent,” said Harry slowly. “We
can’'t pick up trails like the men here
and we can't handle armed gunmen, if
wo come on them.  Bop—"

“Hut we ean't stick here,” said Bob.
“Let's get going, If weo meet Bill on
the trail he will get after Banders, fast
enough.”™

“Hi-yi!" roared Lariat, from the
corral gate, as the janiors started,
“Bay, you young ginks, vouw hold in
vour hoszes! You hiear me!”

“(o and eat coke !” called back Baob
Cherry, over lus shoulder.

“How fur vou fizure you'll get on the
hoof ¥ reoarcd Lariat

VWithout answering that guestion the
juniors walked on.

Lariat starved after them, and grinned
nt tho coolk. Irobably his impression
was that after o mile or two of rough
poing the juniors would tire out, and
turp back, )

LChe Famouz Five tramped down the
teail. Lhere was little dan%cr of losing
themselves on the prairie, boundless as
it wag, =0 long as they Lept to the trail;
ancd it was plainly marked, trampled
wnd trodden by onr horzemen who came
and went to and from the cow-town

Half o mile from the ranch, a fold
of the praivie hid it from their view,
when they looked back

Boundless, the vast prairie stretohed

on all sides.  Onece or fwieo they
spotted & stelson hat in ile far dis-
tance—doubtle:s ot the head of some
puncher riding herd over the Kicking
Cavuse cows.

Thoy tramped o, in the hope every
moment of sceing the buckboard, with
Bill Buck and Billy Bunter in it

“Hallo, Thallo, hallo!” oxelnimed
Bob Cherry suddenly. “Looll”

The jumiors were a couple of miles
from ihe ranch, when Llob suddenly
spotted a wvehicle on the {rail.  Thoy
broke inte a run at onee.

To their astonishment, there was no
oire on the buckboard, though they
could see n stack of baggoge. The
liorso that drew it was coming on at
s wall, stopping every now and then
to grare at the hevbage by the treail.

The runaway had Em{‘npn{l his wild
fiight, of Lis own secord, s fow miles
beyond the timber jsland, Since then,
he had been at a walk., Ils had not
wandered from ihe trail, but Lc was
still two miles from the ranch when
the Greyfriars fellows discovercd him,

The atimal was gquict cnough now,
And Bob, the first Lo reach him, took
hold of the dangling reins

“MNow what the thump docs this
mean, vou  fellows?”  oasked DBob.
"’II‘lmt‘s our bagpage inside. Look at
it' Ly

“Io doubt about that,” nssented
Harry. The switenses, with  the

juniors’ names on them, were recog-
nised ot o glance, “This must bo the
buckboard that Hill was going to drive
Bunter in to the ranch. There's our

baggage. But where tho dickens is
E'Eiiils?'ﬂ Aud where the dickens ia
1§

“It's » giddy myvstery.’”

It was & complete puzzle 1o the
juniors. The buckboard, with their

freaga in it, had covered most of
the distance from the cow town
Bunter was to have cono on with the
baggage, and Bill was to have driven
him, yet there was no sign of either
of thém. YWhy they had got out and
left the horse to wander was & riddle
that (he juniors could not begin to
guess; but 1t was evident thav they
wust have done so.

“Anrhow, we've mot {he jolly old
go-cart,” saidl Dob, “"and it will save
our legs. We can all pack indo ihia"

" Yes, rather!”

Bob turned the lorse romu!, and the
jumers gladly packed into the vehicle,
Two miles of rongh poing on foot on
ftho pramvie lrad o made theaon exceed-
ingly glad of o lifi.

Boly Cherry handled the reins, and
he dirove on back the way the horse
had eome, heading for ihe iimber
izland. .

Bob's way wiith a horse wa3s rather
cifferent from EBEilly Bunter's, That
“eaviuze 't gave no tronble with Bob
Cliesra's hands on the reing. Bob kept
him ot & rvomd Grot, covening the
ground very much fngker than the
juniors had bBecen covering it on foof.
far in the distance, agamst the blue
sky, the (all swmmiis of the cottons
wood-trees in Uie timber island loomed
mto view, . : .

Bob Cherry poinled to it wilk the

Cwhip.

“That's the place,”” he said.

“That's it,"” agrecd Harry Wharton,

Bob cracked thie whip, and the buck-
board rattled on. ‘The tall tuuber
loomed nearer and nearer.

Tie buckloard at- laxt rolled under
the arciing brauchies that blotted out
the gplave of the sun.

Bob slowed down, All eves were on
the trail to pick ow the spob where



Vernon-Smith bunched the reins in one hand, helding in the oiher the irail-rope knotted to the
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gunman. *“ Lead the way,

Sanders ! ** he rapped. Two-gun Sanders tramped away through the trees, the Bounder of Greyfriars following him, leading

the horses.

thae ambush had been lawd, and where
Herbert Vernon-Smith had fallen into
ithe hands of the gumman.

The juniors recognised the spot when
ihey reached it,  Bob Cherry drew in
the horze, and they descended to the
grouind, and Bob tethered the reins to
a tree.

They wera on the spot now, in spite
of Barney Stone and bis epposition,
But now that they svere ihere, they
realised very clearly the difiewlly of
the task they bad set themselves. 1
was, in point of fact, a hopeless task,
though they would not acknowledge it.
Hopelesa or not, they were golng on
with 1t, hoping agamst lLope, as it
weve, that they might be able to help
the junior who had fallen into hostile
bhands. To leave Smithy to Ins fate
was not to be thought of.

“After all, wo'ro SBconls,” said Bob
hopefutly, “We can pick up signs.
don’t sea why we shouldn’t pick up the
way Smithy was iaken. And if we
can't handle guns like Sanders, we can
cub ourselves & slick apiece—and, any-
how, we're jolly well sticking to
Suuthy ¥

“Good man!” eaid an unexpecied
volce.

Bob Cherry jumped c¢lear
ground.

“YWha-a-t—" he stutiered.
the—""

The Famous Five spun round as if

of the
“Wlo

nlectrified. It was the Bounder’s
voice that had so  unexpectedly
answered. They wondered for

'Y

moment whether they were dreamin?.

“1 say, you fellows—"" come o fat
squenk,

“ Smithy 1? yelled Bob.

Herbert Vernon-3mith, with & grin
on his face, emorged from the timber
bordering of the trail

Havry Whartonr & Co. slared at him
almost in stupefaction.

In one hand he leld a rope, Jeading
Two-gun Sanders, with his  bhawmls
bound behind his back—in the other,
the bridles of two lLorses. And Billy
Bunter, in a stetson hat much too big
for him, roiled on behimd.

—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Arrives!

i EARCH me " murmured Lavial,
S the horse-wrangler, at Kicking
Claguse.

Leaning on the gate, Laviat
wana leoking up ihe dusty treil, red in
Lthe suiraet,

He bhad been wondering, for a con-
siderable time, what had logome of
the schoolboxs. "They had not, ans the
horge-wrangler had  fullvy  expeciod,
comae limping  back, ired from ihn
tramp on the rugged praivie. As
likely as not, or more likely than uot,
that bunch of tenderfeet  Lad  lostk
fhemselves. Awd Barney Stone waold
get s “mad ¥ up vhen he came back
from his ride to the border, and found
that they had to be searched for.

So what he eaw on the trail, coming
along to the ranch, surprized the horse-
wrangler,

He sighted the buckboard first. 1le
discerned that it was cramnned. The
five juniors who had left the ranch
wera pecked in it, and there was an
additional pastenger—a fat fcllow in
spectacles.

Bat that was not all.

As the party deew nearer, he s
cerned that two horremen were riding
behind the buckboard. .

One of them was ticd on his horse,

After them rolled Billy Bunfer, a cheery grin on his face.

roped to  the vehicle—ovidonily a

prisoner. Tho ofher was a schoolboy—

# siranger to the horze-wrangler, and

was, in fact, Herbert Vernon-Snuth.
* Bearch me!” repeated Laviat,

The bound man, on closer inspection,
ha recopuised as Two-gun  Sanders,
And the sight of the desperate gun-
man a prisoner with a party of school-
hoys, made the: horsc-wrangler open
hiz eves wide.

“1ere, you Hank 1" ha ecalled out.

The conk came ont of the cookhiouse,

“Bay ! ho mmquired,

“Look ! said the horse-wrangley,
“live that bunch the once-gver,
Haunk! Can you beat jL%"

“Doggone my cats!™” =aid ITank,
staring,

*Phey pot Two-gun, Sanders—ihem
schoolbays ! said laviat., " Barney's
gone after him o Mexico; aud here
he is, and they got him. I'H tell .uil
Toxpa they got lum.”

Thae buckboard eame on.  Iarey
Wharton was driving at an casy pace—
the horao had a good load to pmil
Bolh Cherry, grinmug, waved his Lot
ab the iwo faces staring over the gate.
A cheery  prin wreathed the Jdusky
fealures of Hurpeo Jammel Ham Singh,

The Doumder gave his horse a {ouch
of the quirl, and cawe on at a gallop,
pazsing the hoackboard, He arvecived afl
the gate with a clatter of hoofs, amd
pulled 1n.

Lariat opened ihe gate, eveing lum
curtcusly. He wondered whether this
was the new owner's son, for whom
Barmey aud his men had gone in
scarch.

“Jz Barney Stone heret?” rapped Lhe
Bounder.

“He ain't,” answered Lavias,

“Where ia hat”

Tue Maioxer Lisrary.-No. 1.575.
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Larint waved hizs hand fowards tha
gonthern horizon.

*Hittin®  for the border,” o
answered. 1 guess Earney won't Lo
back to-day, nor yet to-night."

Vernon-Bmith pgave a grunt. The
Greyfriars fellows had compared notes,
after that unespected meeting on the
trail in the timber. And Bmitliy know
what had happened at the ranch, And
ho was far from pleased.

“Who might you happen to bet”
added Lariat.

Smithy gave him a look. _

“] happen to be Herbert Vernon-
Smith, the so of the owner of this
ranch,’” hLe answered curtly.

“I guess I'm sure pleassd to see you
sofo %mmu, gir1” said the horse-
wrangler. “But Barney allowed that
that %mbug Sanders had got you, and
was hittin® for Bexico—"'

“Hs might have had more sense!l”
grunted the Bounder. “ My frionds had,
anyhow. Never mind that. Who aro

ou ;
?“Peta Jenkins—but 1 Emass I pin't
never called anything but Lariat”
answered the horse-wrangler.

Smithy pointed to the oncoming buck-

d.

“I've got that scoundrel Sanders. I
want him put in » safe place till he
can be sent to tho wsherifi at Pack-
gaddle.” ;

“You said it, &ir,” said the horse-
wrangler, stil! eyeing the Bounder very

curiously. “) gues- we can pack hiw
away safe till Barney comes back.”

“3 ghall seno him to Packsaddla in
the morning.” gnawered Vernon-Smith
curtly,. “He will have to go under
guard, Show me where he can be put
afely.

; Hey dismounted from his horse end
thirow tho roins to Hank, the ecok.

The long-limbad horse-wranglor and
iho cook both eved him. Vernon-8mith
was the owner's son, but it was Barney
Stona who “ran’ the Kicking Cayuse
and the *bunch?” 'ngare_ {.}Iﬂ&ﬂﬁﬂﬁfﬂme{i
to obeyi any orders but Barney's.
Takin Fl::.:?t orders from this ﬂqulgoy
from England did not please either
Lariat or Hank, ) ]

However, they said nothing. Hank

THE MAGNET

Ted ihe Liorse away, and Lariat turned
from the gatewny in eilence,. breathing
rather hard, and Vernon-Smith fol-
lowed him,

“I puesa the Lkerosenc-shed will Lill
fne Bl =aid the horsc-wrangler.

He opened tlie door of & hut near
tho bunkhicuse

Amithy looked into it

Kerosene-cans wore stacked there—
gome fuall and some cmpty.
o sumiall window, too small for the pos-
snge of a man, The door was strong,
and had a strong lock on it

“That will do,” said Vernon-Smith.

He walked back to the gateway.

Lhe buckboard was coming in now.
Its numerous passengers alighted.

Billy Bunter blinked round him
through hLis big spectacles.  He had
arrived at last ot Kicking Cayuso nfter
s wild adventuras

“I say, you fellows—" squeaked
Emllior. “I eay, T'm fearfully hungry,
anc

“T'va heard that one,” sald Bob.

“Ob, veally, Cherry—"

“Lend me a hand with this rascal
vou fellows” said the DBounder: an
the scowling gunman was unbound and
taken from the Lorse.

Two-gun Sanders’ tace was set and
hard, almost pale with bitter rage. Ho
was & prisoner in the hands of school-
bovs, and the humiliation of it “got his
goat * sorcly Ho had had to trail
after the buckboard, tied on his own
horse—thero was no help for it. DBut
the fury in his face did not worry the
Greyfriars fellows, least of all the
Bounder.

“This way | said Smithy,

In the midst of the juniors, the gun-
man was led to the Lerosene-shed.
Now that he was uobound, his hands
wero clenched, and his fierce look told
what was it Lis mind, Swmithy jerked

a revolver from his pocket. ‘
“Don't trouble 1o hold him, you
fellows,® he said coelly, *“Walk on,

Bondera. I'd as zoon send & bullek
through you as not! Lift a finger, and
vou met it 1" : :

Sanders wallied on «ithout lifting a
finger,
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Thera was

Chick, the chorcman, wos

e endered Wie Lkevosone-shed gritting
Iis teeth. Tarink was staring at him in
gilence; tho covk and the chorcman,
Chiek, watching him ceuriously, Ha
gave thom no head; fixing Lis eves on
the Bounder in the deoorway with a
deadly logk

“You figore that yvow're corralling mo
liere 1 ha muttered.

S I'm locking vou in here i1l vou can

handed over to the shoriff at Pack-
enddlie,” answered Vernon-Smith.
“Make the best of it.™

He shut the door, locked it, and putb
the koy in his poeket.

Lariat, the cook, and the choreman
exnhnngnd-%lannea

“Has Bill Buck {urned up yeti"
nsked the Bounder, addressing tha
horse-wrangler.

“Ain't  eeod E“F#”
Lariat shortly.

“Tell him to come up to the lLonse
when he comes in, This way, you
fellows,” enid Vernon-Smith,

The Famous Five emiled a little as
fhey followed the Bounder to the ranch-
house, The reluctance of the Kicking
Ca¥use men to take orders from him
was fairly clear, but the Bounder had
dropped immediately ioto his rightful
positicn at the ranch. There was no
shyness and no want of assurance about
the Bounder of Greyiriars

The ranch-house was deserted, but
Chick followed the Gréyfriara party in,
a plump,
good-natured-looking “guy,” and there
was & grin lurking on his face. Chick
was thinking that when Barney Stone
*“horned ” in theve would be s spot of
trouble for the masterful youth from
over the pond. e was rather amused
h‘g’ the prospeet. Barney Sione ran the
Kicking Cayuse with a high hand, and
he was not likely to “jump* to the
orders of & schoolboy—even his owner's
E‘}nl

“¥ou in charge here?” asked the
Bounder.

“I puess T do the chores, sir”
answered Chick civilly, *Thero ain't
nobody as a rule iﬂ'!ﬁﬁ shebang, "cept
Barney -Btone. The bunch park them-
selves in the bunkhonse.™ ,

“Stona told me in Packsaddle that
the place had lLeen got ready for us,'
satd Vernon-Smith. “ Show wus the
rooms, and then get a meal”

“You saad 1t, sir.™

A quarter of an howr later tha Grax-
friara pariy were sitling at a table in
the veranda, with Chick supplving their
wantz; and Billy Bunter, at long last,
was able to devote his whale, sole, and
undivided attention to the foodstuffs—

the answered

which Le packed away at o rote that
cansed Chick to gaze at lum in wonder
THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFTER.
Jump to Orders !

1
B He waved his hand to the
dusty puncher; who dismounted
at the gate of Kicking Cayuse,

Then he came across to the ranch-
house.  Hle_ looked dusty, he looked
tired, and he did not look good
been an hour at the ranch when Bill
“hit " the Kicking Cayuse,

“I'Il tell & man ! snorted Bill as he
crealked under hiz Leavy tramp. “I'l
surely tell a man t”

‘Hea glared ot Bunter.

ing adnnralion,
ILL ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.
Bill Buck stared round.
tempered. The Grevfriars fellows had
came up the sieps of the veranda, which
Billy Bunter did not heed his glare



Bunier was w0 caling.  With that im-
poriank oceupation on hand, Bunter
was pob rtkely (o beed glares from a
eowpulicher, Banlor, heedlezs, went on
masticating,

“Whera have you been all this time,
Bl asked Vernon-Smith, * Bunter's
told us that yon started a couple of
hours after we did, and the buckboard
ran away with him when yvou got out
for his hat. Duot—-"

“T'H 1ell & man ! hooted Dill. "1
had to hoof it two-ihree miles back to
Packsaddie to rustle a cayuse, and since
then I've been rubbering after that dog-
goned buckhoard. I guess I had to
watel ont all the way in case that gol-
darined buckhoard wandered off the
trail. T'll tell 2 man ! :

Biily Bunter blinked round.

*Lid you pick up my hat?” he asked,

“ Doggone yvour hat” roared Bill.

“Well, I want i,” said Bunter, *1
aan't keep that hat of Sanders; 1's Loo
hiﬁ for me.”

ill heeled & crumpled hat on the
table: he had, after all, felded Buntey's

lost hat. Bunter blinked at it
“You've crumpled it? he said
crossly.

“Search me ! gasped Bill. “Did you
figure that I was going to rastle a band-
box in Packsaddle for that habi" ;

*“Well, you needn’'t bave crumpled it
Lla thay 1

Bill gave him a concenirated glare.

“1 guess,” he said, *that 1f you
wasn't a locoed stiff and the world's
prize baob 1'd sure give you a taste of
my quirt along witﬁ that pesky hat!
Yep! I surcly would {”

nd Bill snorted. _

T+ was not surpvising that Bill had
arrived with his “mad " wp.
point on the long trail from Packsaddle
the runawey buckboard might have
wandered off into the prairie, Dill had
had to follow the ‘rail at a walk,
watching for the fracks of the wheels
to track down the vehicle if it wandered.

'Wat till he arrived at the rauch did
he learn that the buckboard had
arrived there an hour shead of him,
g Tk
ally got Bill's goat.

“Eﬁuat down, old bean, and take a

rest,” sald the Bounder soothingly; and.

Bill squatted down, and Chick brought
fresh supplics out of the house into the
veranda. .

But Dill forgot that his “goat ™ had
been “gob™ az he heard frem the
junioras whet had happened while they
had been parted from him,

“3'1 tell & man I he ejaenlated about
a dozen tinmes, as he heard the tale,
“11 tell all Texas! IH tell the world |
You telling me that that fat gink gob
you away from Two-gun Sanders—and
vou got Two-gun by the short hairs!
Pl surely tell & mant”

“Wa've got Two-gun Banders locked
wp in a ched!”? said the Bounder,
lavghing. *“And I've got his guns—
and I'm sticking to them—spoils of war |
Vou fellows fecl like a vide round the
ranch before darki”

“Yes, rather!” }

“The ratherfulness is teryific.”

Billy Bunter was not disposed for a
ride rtound the wyanch. [His brief
cxpericnco of riding & cow-pony, that
moreing, at Packsaddle, was enough for
Bunter. Moreover erop wera still
foodstulfs on the taﬁ]e. and Buntar was
not the man to leave them there. Bunter
went on munching contentedly, while
tha other fellows went out with Bill

Lariat, lounging by the ecorral gate,
eyed them as they came, : :

“Get out the horscs, Jenkips!™ said
Vernou-Smith,

At any.

and weary trail had natur-
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Fariat Jdid not move,

“I’l} gay that Mr. Blone allawed thak
them kida wasn’t {o go round riding
promisons, while he’s away from ihe
ranch 1™ he drawled.

“Aw, ean it, you gink! said DBill
Buck. *This here young guy is the
ownér's zop.”

“TI puess I take my erders from
Darney SHtone ™ dra,wf'ed the horse-
wrangler.

Vernon-Smitl’s eves gleamed.

“That's enough from you, Laviat!"
he rapped. “You'll take orders from
me, as well as fromn Barney Stone, or
you'll get off this ranch.”

ez you ! drawled Lariat,

“It's all vight, Lariat!” said Havry
Wharton pacifically. *Mr. Stone only
meant to stop us from going zfter that
gang in the timber. All we want now
18 horses {o ride rvound ithe ranch.”

“1 guess ibat ocuts no dee ! said
Lariat coolly. **Alr. Stane allowed that
vou wasn't to take oul the hozwea il
e horned i oaging and ihat goos 1Y
B_‘]‘!I’m teliing you, Lariat!™ roared

3]l

“Aw, can it, Bill Buek 17 )

“Teave thiza to me, B2l zaid
Vernon-8mith, “Jerking are you :}‘cirrg
to get Lhose horses out, or not?’

“Not so's you'd notice it]7 drawled
Lariat, Evidenily in the hour that had
clapsed since he had taken Vernon-
Swith’s first order, the horse-wranglor
Iad made up his mind that he was
taking no morn.

The Famous Fiva stood silent, Ib was
not far ithem to intervene: neither did
they guite ses how the Bounder was
poing to enfores his authority, in the
absence of the foreman to back him up.

Bill gave a snort of weath.

“You say the word, Mg, Vernon-
Hmth, acd I'll sure heave that big
stif  over the corralfence!” e
exc!iumed. I i

“1 guess I'va pot a gun Lthat says you
won't, Bill Buck 1" retorted Lariat.

“Leave it to me, Billi" said the
Bounder. He was cool as ice, and there
was a glint in his eyes that his com-
radea did nob guita like.

He fixed those glinting eyes on the
horse-wrangler—whe towered seven or
eight inches over him. Lariat locked
down on him with s derizive grin.

“Yoa petting those horses out®"
asked Bnuthy quictly.
“Nopa 1

“{Iet ont vour own, then, and ride off
thia ranch i*

“ Saz you I¥ grinned Lariat,

“Youre sacked,” zaid the Bounder,
“or fived, as' you call it here] (et off
this ranch, and stay off I

“Haw, hasw, bhaw1” roared Lariat.
Ho seemed amused ab the idea of being
“fired” by a Bﬂhﬂﬂlh? he conhl have
proked up in one hand.

“Ave you going?" snapped Vernons
Bmath.

“I guess not!® vrToared Lariat
“Nopel I'll whisper that I ain't! Not
by a jugiul, and then soma

The Bounder's hand was in his pockot.
ITe had left ona of Sanders’ guns in
hiz rpom at the ranch-house; tho other
was under hia hand, e whipped it out,
and aimed it at the grvinping lorze-
wrangler,

“ et out 1 he mapped.

“Smathy 1 Breathed Bob,

“ Bmithy, old map—"
MNarant. .

The Bounder did not heed. His eves

hnted at ihé horse-weangler, over the
evelled revolver, .

Lariat had ceased to grin now, Hoa
stared at tha Bounder, in idenk astonizh-
ment and wrath,

“Say! Yoo pulting & gun on mal”
he gasped. by, ¥ you was growed

nurmmred
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up, vou pesky lillle gink, T guess I'd
pudl, and fill yon zo fall of ].ﬁﬂ-ra that
vooky conld nse you for a colander P?

“HDon’t tey it oon!” said Verman-
Bmith, in a voice as conl as ee. 171
=1oat yon where you stand, il you reach
for your gun, Lariatl?

. Y Carry me home to diel” gasped the
1I-L‘JE'E-|;'-\'.'I‘.'.EI;.HEI'.':I‘. .

"Yow've fired 1" said Vernon-Bmith.
“Get off this ranch! You can -ger
Barney Stone later abont yonr pay!l
Just now, you're eclearing off | ot
gmngi e
“Oh, my hat!” mmrmered Bob.

1 guess,” eaid the hovse-wrangler,
his voiee busky with rage, * that a guv
catr't pull on o schoalbey 1 Or elsg—"

“Pack all that up P interrupted ilo

Bounder, “I don't want any back-
chat I
“By the great lhormod  toad=——"

gasped Lariat.

“¥You fool!” emapped the Dounder
contemptuously,  “LUw you think I'va
come heve to take orders from men
drawing my father's pay? 1've not come
heve to take orders—Tve come here fo
give them! Tl give you one niore
chance, Jenkini—get onut thosa horsea
andd saddle them up, or 'l drive you
off the ranch at the muzzle of thia zun,
and shoot you in your tracks if you hft
a finger ™

“T'H te]ll a man!™ breathed Bill,
“ Lariat, old timer, I'll say you've woke
up & gonman insiead of the tenderfoos
vou. was looking for! Jwop to it, big
Doy 1M
Laiiat gave the Bounder a lang, long
look. In the set, grim face he read
inflexivle determination, Swmithy, as he
had said, had not come te the Kicking
Cayuse to take orders from the bunel,

The horse-wrangler breathed hard.
This was how Barney Stone would havo
handled a man on the ranch who kicked
aganst  erders,  Larviat had never
dreatied of getting it from » school-
boy fresh from the old country. He was
getting what he had not dreamed of!

“Get to it one way or the other
smapped Vernon-Simith,

“T guess,” said Larviat, “that ']l git
aut them hosses | :

Aund he got them out.

When the juniors rode ont with Bill

Buck, to give the ranch the “once ovor,”
in the glowing sunset, Lariat stood
staving after them, & rather exira-
ordinary expression on his face. 1le
looked vound ot the cook, who was
watehing by with a grin.
“T guess that voung gink is all woal,
and a2 vard wide, Hank!™ said the
horse-wrangler slowly. “1 gucss Barn
gin't going o find him caey to handle,
now he's got here t”

“¥ou're telling me 1" agreed Ilank.

“He sure does handle a gun, like he
was born fo 161" said Laviat. * Nope—
T'll say ihat Barney ain't going to find
him casy to hamdle.™

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
News for Barney Stone !

ARNEY STONE rode through the
ﬁh grazs, in the fresh morming
uaty and woary.
de
Emc'hers,
arney.
It waa high in the merning when the
buneh sighted the ranch huildings in the
distanes—ani ﬂm{. were returning up-
successful. They had ridden lang, and
they had ridden hard; but they had
found no trace of I'wo-gun Sanders, ov
Mexican Joe, or tha kidﬂ&gpe-:i gon of
Toe MaGxEr Lisnan¥.—No, 1,575,
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the new ownor of Kicking Cavuse; and
at dawn Barney bad given it up and
turned back.

But tired and dusty as Lie looked after
that heard ride, Barnex's faco did not
indicate that he was dissatisfied or
disappointed,  Onco or twice, indeed, a
faint grin fickercd over his lean,
bronzed, hard face.

“Hi-vi 1Y came 6 shout acrosa the
waving grass, and n horseman spurred
from il direction of the rarch.

“Phat's Bill Buck " remarked Yuba.

Darncy  glaneed carclessly ot the
approacling rider.

Bill waved his stetson as Lie galloped
up. There was o cheery grin on Ball's
rag ed faco .

‘i{ﬂl‘ﬂllf, fellors '™ ropred  EBill
“Say, Mr. Stone, I sure Lecn watching
out for yon. I got nogs”

"Epﬂl) 1" eaid Barney, az the

uncher wheeled his horse, aud rode by

ie gide. . )

“You eure ain't roped in them
hoodiums whaet cinched the young bess,
gir I grinned Bill.

“We ain’t1” gronted Barney. *Wa
deme onr best, hombral There nin't o
guy in tho valley of Irio- what can say
{hat wo ain’t dono our best to get that
voung gock safo back., But they sure
got him across into Mexien, T reckon.”

“You reckon I grinned Bill.

“Sure!” pgrunted Barney  grulfiy.
“They had a long stert, and they beas
us to igl"

Bill ehuclkled. .

“I guess Two.gun never lif cut for
Maxico with wvoung Veruon-Saniili,
Darney,” ho eaid.

“Ile sura did—if it was Sanders!”
snapped  Barnoy.,  “And thert ain'd
ue proof that it was Two-gun Sanders—
wo was held up by 8 guy with a8 masl

on his face, and I reckon wo can't seo
through s mask. "Them }'nl.mgl geelks
allow that it was Senders—but I guess

the Packsaddle will want proof.”

“he shortff will sure get all the proof
he wants. Barney 1" grinned Bill, * They
got Sanders at the ranch now.™

“Aw, what you giving me ' snnrled
Barnov, staring at him.

“The goods!”" grinned Bill. “I'm
telling vou. sir, that while sou sas
leading the bunch away for the
border, you was turning your backs en
Sanders.  Burest thing you know,
Young Vernon-8mith was parked in
that timber all the while”

“How'd you know that, von Dbig
gtiff 1” enapped Barney. His  eyes
ghitered  at  the Eicking Cayuse
puncher,

“Sure thing,” grinned Dill. " De.
canse the young boss got away,
Barney, and he's suro at the ranch
now. And he's t that gunman
locked uwp in the Lerosone shed, all

ready to hand over to tho sheriff—es""

“You doggoned bonehead, what you
giving mo?" yelled Barney Stone,
turning & faco so  furious on the
puncher that BLill blinked at him in
aetonishment.

Bill had expected Lis foreman to de
delighted with this good news.  Tor
the moinent, at least, Barney Stone
looked anvthing but delighted.

“Say. Barney "' gasped Bill

“You golderned messhend, you come
here to string me along that-a-way 1™
roaredl  the foreman. *“What you
mean T

“Jest what I'm Epiﬂin’g,
gasped Bill Buck, “It's sure
goods! The young boss is at
ranch now—"

e ain't 1" yalled DBarnes.

Barner 1Y
Lhe
the
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# Surest thing vou lnow, Barner;
and he's got Sanders—""

Bil! Lroke off as the foreman, with
o black brow, struck spors Lo has
horse, and dashed nway across the
pratrie towards tho ranch, With quirk
and spur Barney Stone wrged on his

weary bronca, driving the animal to

n furious gallop.

Hill Buck siarved ofier Lim, bemnuosed
with astomshment. Then he starcd
round at the bunch of riders.

“Bay, what's pot  PBamey?”  ha
nzked. 1 rechoned he'd sure be glod
to hear that the noo boss' son was safe
at the ranch.”

“Mcebbe” said Yuba, with a grin,
Hoand mebbe not. I guess Barney oan'e
honing for o schoolboy to come byer
and rile herd over him, Billl™

“Ain't bLe bLeen riding all  night,
looking for him 17 exclaimed Bill,

fAlelile,” eatd Yuba., “But he was
suro looking for him where ho wasn't
likely to find him. Them reung ginks
said that Sanders was fnoling, allow-
ing  that bLe was heading for the
Lorder, and I guesa they wasn't no
wiser than Baroey,”

“ Aw, can it 1" gpruated EBill.

ITa rode on with the wenry bunch,
puzzled by that savage outbreak of
teaaper  from  bis  foreman, Yuba
glirugged his shoulders, _

There swgs more than one, man in
the bunch whe would not have puot
it past Barney to lead tho rescuners
in o direction wheoro the kidnapped
gon of the owner was not to be found.
Dut no such suspicton was in Bill's
pind, and Le was puzeled.

Darney had disappeared from sight,
galloping at a mad speci towaids the
ranch. 1‘{".'ilh a eck face and set teeih
the foreman of the Kicking Cayunse
drove on his bronco, amd his men
were left far behind when he arrived
at the ranch, with a clalter of hoofs,
i o cloud of dosk. .

I1e threw himself from his eaddle,
aid ghouted to the horse-wrangler, the
first man he saw.

“You, Lariat!”

“You pot baclk, Darner® eaild
Lariat. “I guess Bill's wailching ont
for you with the noos—"

“Ts that wvoomg gink here
manded Barney hoarsely.

Lariat pointed to the ronch-house,

A pgroup of fellows could bo seen
in the veranda. Barner's eyes secmed
almost to stavt from his head ns e
discerned ¥erlors Veornon - Smith
amang tho rest,

“Tlhen—he's here ! Lo breathed.

“He sure 15" eald the horse-
wrangler, “And they pot Two-gun
Sandera parked in the keroseno shed,
if you want him, Darney."” And M,
Jeukins grinned,

Earpey spat out an oaih.

“They got him—they got Sanders ™™
e Lreathed. .

“8are!  And young Vernon-Smith
Las got the key in his pocket, I guesa
they'ro chewing the rag about riding
Lhim over to Packsaddle.”’

Barney- Stone stood silent for o few
mements. Ile scemed te be pulling
Limself together, after the shock of
ihis vnexpected news. Larint watched
Lim with a covert gria on his faco.

“The doggoned stiff ¥ muttered
Barney at last. “ Two-gun--n puy of
that Left, lotting o schioolboy put it
across him| And  thoy're siming to
tote him over to tlie sheriff at Pack-
saddio "

Faa
g

tla-

e turncd Lis bLack on the hLorsa.
wrangler, and trampod away (o the
steps of the ranch-housg veranda. His
Ihard, lean face was quite composed
by the time ho arrived there.

“Hallo, Lalle, halla! Ilerc'a Mz
Slone ' exzelaimed Bob Cherry,

“Mornin', goenfa!” eaid Darncr,

Thers was no traco of anger or
annovance in his lean, Lirpwn face now

“I'm sure powerful glad (o sce you
eafe ot vour vanch, Mr. Vernon-Smith,
gir.)’ wont on Barner, “AMe, 1've boen
riding ell night bunting for vonl I'll

=ay 1 was sorprised when Bill Dack
let on that you was lheie, 1low
caine T

The Bounder téld him, in a fow

words, Barney listening allondlivels.

His eyes turned very curionslrs on
Billy Bunier, when he heard of fhe
part the fat Owl bhad plaved 1n
Bmithy's reoscue.

Havry Wharton & Co. regarded the
foreman a liftle dvbicusly. DLut ke
stemed to have forgotten tho alierea-
tion of the previous day.

If Barpey had forgolien it, the
juniors were moro than wiliing to for-
gct it alse. They did not cxactly like
Myr. Stone. but cerlainly {licy had-nok
come to Kicking Cayuse to look for
trenlle  with My Vermon-Smith's
foreman. )

Barney's manner was civil encurh
A .

“I'll say yom had some luck, =ir,” Lo
cormmented. ' Yoo sure dil have some
Inck in getiing away from e fire
g, L guess I doubted  whether
i'-'-ﬂm‘lars”was the man ; Lul 1f vou gob
ER N

“Weo've pot him all right,” said
Yernou-Smith, “and when he'a handed
over to tha sherift, the rest of ihe gang
cont be looked for, T con udlentify ono
of them, at least, the Mexican”

“Sure '™ eaid Barnew. “I muess T'l]
ride that scallawag over to Packsaddla
versonital, aid hand bhim over (o Sheriff

icle, That hold-up mecan:z tlwee—four
vears in the poen for him. And I
reckon he won't worry vyou no more,
sir, while yow're on your holiday lLiere,
T't} tell a man, it beata mo to » fraezle
why he's got such a grouch agin you."

Barnevy shook his  hoad  with s
puzzled leok, end clallered down the
steps. e went over to the cookliouse
for breakiast.

An howur later the juniors watched
him ride away from the ranch on the
Facksaddle trail. And Two-gun
Sanders, bound to & horse, went be-
hind him ot the end of o trail-rope.

et e

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

A Meeting on the Praitle |

173 OLLY " exclaimed Dol Cherry.
J “errifically jolly I declared

Ilurrce Jamset Ram Singlh.
“flear, hkear!” said Johnny

Bull. :
Six faces were merry and bright.
Sriithy and hiz guests looked as if they
were epjoying life that sunny morning.
And they were, The six were in tho
saddle, riding knee-deep in rich grass,
ever boundiesa plains, wide-brimmed
stetsons shading their checry [aces

from the glare of the Texas sun,

Billy Bunter also was enjoying life—
in his own way. While the other
fellows were riding the plains, Billy
Bunter was disposing of n third break-
fast in the ranch-housa veranda,
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Buntor preforred that te “ecavorting ™
aropund on & broneco.

. But the other fellows Tﬁﬁfn”ﬂd
quvﬂrtmgl on their brontoes. ey Werg
many miles from the ranch now, riding
towards the Rio Frio. The wvast
pastures of Kicking Cayuse extended
as far as the banks of the Frio, and
the juntors were going to iwu that
river the “once-over.””  Chick had
packed lunch for them, which they
carried in their saddle-bags. They
were making a day of it, and it was
roing. to be a jolly day.

“ But it was not only lunch that they
had packed for the ride. ©On each
horse was strapped & leather case con-
taining & rifle. And the Bounder had
& holster on his belt, with one of Two-
gun Sanders’ guns in  it.  Thus
equipped, the chumns of Greyfviars: had
no doubt of being able to take care
of themselves, if need arcse. Banders,
they had no“doubt, had been safely
landed in the calaboose at_Packsaddle
by the ranch foreman.  But Smithy
did not think that he was done with
the man behind the scenes—the
mysteriopus epemy who lad Emplﬂgﬁd
the gunman to play his game for him.

Who that enmcemy was, and why he
wanted to keep the owner's son away
from the ranch, was still & mystery—
but it was a mystery that the Bounder
was determined to elucidate. In the
meantime, he was on his guard. Bug
a spot of danger in the air did not
worry the cheery jumiors. They were
thoroughly enjoying the gallop across
the prairic. : ] .

Vernon-8imith pointed with his quirt.

“There's the viver,”” hoe said,

Glimmering hetween wide banks, the
Rie Fric rolled in the sun in the dis-
tance abead, The town of Packsaddle
was out of sight, farther up the river,
Down the river, 8 good deal farther
away, was [Hard Tack, another cow
town. DBut no sign of either place was
o be seen, and the schoolboys uught
almost have fancied that they had
Texas to themselves as they looked
vound over the immense expanse of
wWaving grass

“ Hallo, halle, hallo, there's some-
body ! remarked Bob Cherry, as a
stetzon hat bobbed in sight from the
grass, between the juniors and the
river.

Since leaving the vicinity of the
ranch, they had sighted nobody, till
that stetson bobbed into view,

It was on the head of a horseman who
was riding southward, from the
dircetion of the Packsaddle trail-—some
guy heading for Hard Tack. or the
places beyond. As the juniors were
riding due east, towards the Frio, the
lorseman was erossing directly in front
of them, at a distance. .

They glanced at him, without giving
him any speciel attention; only noting
that he was riding hard. _

But the Bounder's glance, caveless at
first, became fixed. Iliz brows knitied,
and his eyes glinted.

“By gum 1™ he breathed.

“Soen that chap before, Smithy "
asked Bob.

“I think so! Pat it on!”

The Bounder gave lus horse a touch
of the spur, amf dashed on, at a wild
gallop. The Famous Five put on speed,
and dashed on, wondering what was In
Biithy's mind. Lonely as the prairie
was, 1f was not SUTPrising to zec a:nian
in a stetson rviding the plains, and so
far as the juniors had nouesd, {he man
rin front of them was like dozens of
others they had seen. :

But as they rode on at full speed,
the man became nearer and clearer,
and something familiar in the spare

EVERY SATURDAY

—

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor I3 always pleased tao

hear from his readers. Write to

fim: Editor of ths MAGCHNET, The

Flestway House, Farringdon Street,
Londan, E.G.4.

MUST say that I pet some very
I ticklish questions to answer at

times, ne fired at me - this
week, hy John Cobb, of Hove, beats
‘em all.

John's guestion is rather a per-
gonal one, to say the lenst, but T'm
pleased to answer it, neyertheless. “1Is
the lot of an Editor o hard ope?” I
‘am  asked. Well, John, naturally
enough, I can cnly epeak for myself.
As far as the Magxer is concerned,
there is nlways plenty fo do. New
plots for stories have to be thouzht
out, artists have to be kept up to
geratch, fortheoming  programmes
have to be arranged, and a hundred-
and-one other jobs. But for my part,

it iz all pleasant work, especially

when I think of the vast number of
friends I have made since I have been
“in office.” Week in and weck out,
appreciative letters reach me from
every corner of the earth, My task
is made much lighter, however, bty

the co-operation of all loyal “Mag-.

netites,” and my thanks go out io
every one of you. My aim has always
been to pleasc evervbedy to the best
of my .ability. Every week new
-readers arce swelling our vast circle,
which is clear proof that the Old
Paper is marching triumphantly on.

THE OFEN ROAD'!

Why not eyele to school, fellows
—it’s grand fun—saves . faves and
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pushing on and off busea and trams—
though I hope yon don't push, any-
way! If you -are ‘comsidering it, go
to your local eycle dealer, and he will
give you full particulars of Hercules
Cycles, .which, you will scon agree,
have a superior finish, and run casily.
And they are very reasonmably priced.
You ean get models from d T, Gd.,
or about 23, a woeck.

Anxious to know something about
next week’s splendid programme? I'11
bet you are! 'Thoe piece-de-resist-
ance is

“THE SCHOOLBOY RANGE-
RIDERS !

By Frank Rlchards.

which tells of the further exciting
holiday adventures of Harry Whar-
ton & Co. out in the Wild West. That
something is going on detrimental to
his millionaire father's. interest is
only too obvious to Vernon-Bmith,
and as yet neither he nor his school.
fellows—Huarry Wharton & Co.—have
been able to put their fingers on the
spot.  But -they are treading on

anrerous ground. On no account
miss mext gﬂtlll'{iﬂj”ﬂ thrilling yarn,
chums, In addition to this speeial
treat, theve will be another sparkling
issue of the “Greyfriars Herald,” and
an intercsting sporting article by our
Internationnl coach.

“Before closing down, I must thank
the following readers who have written
me, and whose letters need no reply :
Frod Oates (I‘i{mauth}; Jack Casa
(British - Columbin); W. Bentley
(Leeds), .and Allan  Beer (Hove.)

All the best till next Saturday,
YOUR EDITOR.

AT - ] -k 1 i - | L . + S 1 L A I ¢ O | S S N L A ] N T A+ | S - S ) < | 1 .

Of his face,

form struck their- eyes.

they could seo hittle, undor the stetzon;
but that little was also familiar,
“Great pip!”" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“It can't he=—"
*Sanders ! breathed IlIarry
Wharton.

“DBut bo's at Packsaddle before this!?
exclaimed Nugent. “lIe was tied on
his horse—he can’t have got away from
Barnev Stone.”

“Looks as if he has!” szaid Johnny
Bull. “I'll, het you that's Banders!
Smithy spotted him at onee !

“The BSBanderfulness is  tecrifie!™
declared Hurree Jamset Fam Singh,

The Bounder, evidently, had ne doubt
—amnd so far from secking to aveid a
meeting with the gumman, ﬁc was rrding
like the wind to indercept him, The
Famoeus Five spurred hotly after the
Bounder.

How the gunman could have cseaped
from Barney was an utier mystery-—but
clearly he had done so. WNow that he
was wanted cn a hold-up charge, he
dared not show up at his old haunts
in Packsaddle; and he was riding to the
south, away from the cow-town trail

“It's Sanders, Smithy !” pamied Dob,
as he dashed up beside the galloping
Bounder. ’ “He's got awaey from My,

tone ;

“¥es!" said the Bounder, between his
teeth,  “Bat he's pot getting away from
mee ! CGer hold of your rifle—you’ll
want it ™

" exeloimed Nugont.

“He seems——

“Come .on "

The horseman ahead. had scen the
bunch bearing down on him.. He had
swoerved off, as if to scek aveiding a
|ql.“1:tin§—-!hml, clegrly, hoe had recog-
nised the Greyfriars party, ard charged
his inlention,

Now he wheeled hiz horse Lo face
them, and they saw the glint of a
revolver in his hand. '

Vornon-Smith hed o rifle in his hands.
And the Famous Tive lost no time in
whipping the rifles out of the leather
soabhards,

The gumnan’s dark face was plain
enough now, under the stetsen.  His
ghnting cyes wera fixed on them as he
rode ” towards them.

They could read a puzzled look on
that dark face. He did not undersiand
why the schoolbovs were ridin{g him
down. ‘He woitld have expected them
to wheel their harses and ride for their
lives at the sight of him. Had they
heen unarned, they would have done
so, for with cmpty hands they could
have had no chance apatnst an armed
desperado.  But they were armed now
and every advantage was on their sicde.
o far from Recing, 1the Bounder was
determined to recapiure the desperado;
and the Famouns IMive were not.likely
to fail in backing him up.

The gunman could see the rifles now,
and wunderstood that ¥ was an attack—

Tue Maoxer Lisrart.—No. 1,575,






BIRCHEMALL THE YES-
MAN!

Another Laughable
“THE SWELL

Instalment  of

WHO HAD

To Swori”
By DICKY NUGENT

“ Bust Doctor DBir-
chematll t '

Jack Jolly made this
remark. And Merry and
Hright and Fearless res-
Pnndm] with a harly

* Hear, hear 1™

The Honnerable Guy
de Vere, their hollerday
host at Fitzboodlo Castle,
added o langwid ** Heah,
hegh ! ' in his own parti-
chular nxxent !

“ If only the old buffer
would buzz off and leave
us to ourselves, we could
have o topping hollorday
ere,”” went on the kap-
tin of the St
Fourth. ** But he won't
budge—in s=pite of all
the broad Thinta I've
given him '™

“He'as  rueining the
vack for uws,”  sighed
Fearloss. ** It wouldn't

he so bad if thore weore
guests of his own age
tor him to pal np with.
Dut while therc aren's,
he sticks tous like glue.
And I can't stick it much
longer | '’

.Head hangs

Sam's

“"What about ms,
then 1" groaned Jack
Jolly. " I have to spend
moet of my time dressed
up as e Vero's pater,
Lord Fitzboodle ;  and
while I'm present the
about my
hecls like o Ffaithful
lapdog : Ho acems farely
hipnotised whilo he fan-
eies he's talking to a real,
live lomd. He agrecs with
everything I say. In
lakt, he's a proper yes-
man !

“ There's only one
thing to do,” Halu;.‘rFrunk
Fearlegsa, ** 1I he won't
take broad hints, we
must jape the old buffer
till he finds Fitzboodle
Castio too hot to hold
liim,"?

*Cave!” wispered
Bright, a3 a bearded
figrer appeared on the
terrace where the juniors
were having their little
confab. And Fearless
hurriedly stopped.

NDoetor Birchemall
trotted across to the
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jutuarys, grnmng all over
hig face. The headmaster
of 5t Sam's was finding
ife at Fitzboodle Castls
very much to his liking.

“Aht I'vo been look-
uig everywhere for you,
Dy Vera!"™ he eried.
" Aro you ready for yoar
dudly lesson 'V

* BaiJove | Exr—can’t
vou leave it till latah,
gir 3 "

The Head waggled =
warning forefinger at the
gwell of 8t. Sam’s,

*Lome, comeo, De
Vere! You know how
keen your noble futher
18 on your putting in a
little exiro swot durmg
tho vack. I sujjest Lhat
wn adjern at onca.
There's no time like the
present, you know !

With  thess words,
Doctor Birchemall
seexed the Homnerable
iny de Vere by the eur

and cheerfully piloted

front deor of the castle.

Jack Jolly & Co.
erinned rewfully, as they
watched the pair vannish
through the grate portal.

“Twir the difference
when e thinks Lord
Fitzboodle isn’t about ¥
grinned Fearlesa. “*While

on're drossed uvp as his
ordship, Jolly, he boughs
and serapes to the Hon-
nerable Guy for all he's
worth ; but it's & differ-
ent story when you're
just yoursell.”

Jack Jolly larfed.

* I suppose I'd better
put on my glad rags
gud reskew Do Vere,
you chapa. While I'in
gone, gco if you can't fix
up a lew jopes for tho
Head’s bennyHis."

* Right-ho, old chap !
Wo'll do our best ! ¥

The Ekaptin of tho

MASS-OBSERVATION A

JOLLY HOLIDAY GAME
Says MONTY NEWLAND

Dicl: Penfold has in- ! book and a pencil with

troduced mo to an aw-
fully jolly holiday game
—mnsa-chservation,

Sounda a bit of a
mouthiul, that, but it's
really very simple. All
vou have to do 13 to
ks  notes  on how
people behave when they
think nebody is looking
at them. You send u
the notes st intervals
to the mass.observation
centra in London.  There
they ore classified with
erowds of other chaps’
notez. The brainy john-
nies whoe ron the thing
then pore over the re-
sults and are akla ta
study the human race
in & scientific way just
like they study monkeys
or rabbits,

There i no cherge and
gnyane can joia in the
fun. Penfold thought he
would have o go him-
self.

“We'll trot along to
the fairground and ob-
servo the erowd there,”
he anid. * The results
cught to be jolily good.”

o off we went. - Pen-
fold took a large note.

himi. When we reached
the lairground his eyes

( geanned the crowd with
En. hawk-liko look

till they came io
rest on o beefy-
looking chap in a
eloth eap and a
red mulller.

“There's onr
man! " he enapned.
Andl Danfold’s first
spob ol mass-obacr-
vig  startad.
What he saw can
hest bo  deseribad |
from TPenfold's
notebook.

“Man tested
atrenpgth with -
aledge-hammer for
a penny. Iang
hell and won bag
of mats, Laughed.
Faid another

enny. Pushaod

nck eap. Snoat
on hands. Had another
hit.  Ahssed and it

other foot, moking queer
noises, Hobbled away.”

*“*Man went to
refreshment  toent  aned
had 8 ginger-pop.

Teank frst half slowly, !

Gulped rest quickly.
Wiped month on
back of hand. ‘eut
on roundabout. Grinned
during ride. Walked to
coconut - shy. Had 3
shiee. Missed twice.
Scowled. Scored third
timo. Laughed, Opened
COCONUL. ank  milk.
Wiped mouth on back of
hand. Rubbed turmmy.
Ate pices of ecoconut.
Threw rest away.

Tlatmvonately, the

obsorvation ceased then.
. The chup camwe across Lo
own foot. Did a dance on | Penfold, tweakied hisa noze

amd snid 1 Wot do you
think you are, ech? A
blomin® split, or wot 77
Al Penfold decided to
transtor hin observations

Incidentally, I took a
few notes of my own on
Penfold while TPenfold
was doing his  stuff
Hers they are :

* P, watched man with
sledga-hnnmer.  Whia-
tled when bell rang.
Grinned, Frowned
fiercely when man had
seeoinl o, Laughed
loudly when man hit
Foot.

“ Watched mnan drink-
ing ginger-pop 3 mouth
waterad. Screwed U
[ace when man wipe
mouth. Raised oye-
brows when man went
on  roundabouat.  Did
‘*that’s- him-that - was '
movementa with neck
ag man went round and
round, Walshed wman
at  coconut-shy.

Chuckled iwice at
misaea, Saii* Al ! when
mwat doil. Licked  lips
when man drank mallk.
Haid ' Legzo by doset’
when men tweaked nose.
Walked away, grunting.”*

I hove offered to send
almg sy contribution
along with his. DBut for
soma  regsen  Penfold
docsn't want the scienti-
fio study of human be-
haviour appited to him.
salf.

Anyway, it's a jolly
little holiday pame and
quite execiting when the
chap you're observiog
observea that he's being
observed.

Take my tip and have

o atpcond algs t

a go at it yourselveal

himm off fowards the

Fourth hurried indoors
and ren upstairs o put
on his disguise.

Five minnits lator,
when Jack Jolly re-
turned to the grate hall
of Fitzboodle Castle,
Herlock Sholmes himselfl
would never have reek-
ernised him as the same
persen. With his gleem-
ing monccle and shining
goronet and hovvy mis-
tosh and dezzling Court
dress, ho looked every
inch & lord.

Jack  Jolly  went
straight to the ante-
room where Doctor Bir-
chemall was giving De
Vero his lesson.

Sure enuff, when Jack
Jolly opened the door.
it was to find the Head
holding De Vere by the
sorufl of the wpeck and
wacking away nt him as
though he wos beating
a carpet !

“1'l1 nock somo sense
into you, my boy, if I
have to birch you black
and bhlus to do it ! he
eriee]l  ** And vou needn’t
think your honnered fa-
ther will atop me, either.
If you complain, I shall
simply deny—'"

“BIRCHEMALL "

“Ow!" gasped the
Head. " Oh ecruma!™

Hia grip on the Hon-
nerable Guy relaxed.
The birch dropped from

hie ney zless hand. That
refined, aristocrattick
voice from the doorwoy

chan Daoctor Birchs
emal iJi o siugle instant

from & boolving tirant
to & grevelling meenial !

“Birchemaeli) Sie!™
roared :ho bogus Lord
Fitzboadle., * How dura
you birch my son, what,

what * Are you hurt,
my dear Guy "

“Dwl Yaas! Yow.
pw! + Obh, gadd !
Yoooop t ™

“In that case, my
dear boy, have a bit of
vour own bock! Pick
up that birch an’® give
fum a tusie of hiz owu
medicing ! What's saweo
for the goosu i3 sawee
for the gnnder. That'sso
Hirelwafall, iEn’'t it
what, s*hat "

“{¥, yes, your hon-
nered exul nobls  lord-
ship!” wined Doctor
1irchom oll. “ What's
fair for your lordship’s
honuered mRon 1w fwir
for  your  lordship®s
huwmble: servant ! Yes,
rather '

* B Jove ! ' grinned
the Howerabls Guy de
Yoree **In that ease,
hegh goea ™

And the swell of St
Ham's eeczed the Head's
birch and atarted wack-
ing him as though for a
WHgen !

Like all boolies, the
Hood was n proper cow-
herd at hart, and it was

not long befors he was
hopping eond diving
about all over the room
to  escape Do Vere's
lashing birch.

" Yarooooo!  Help !
Stoppit ! Woooooop 17

he shreelked.

I3ut his pleas full on

deff ears. Not till the
swell of St. Sam's had
epushausted his strength
did ho desist, By that
time Doctor DBirchemall
hiad Jerned to regret very
much that he had ever
been so misgutded ra to
bring his birch 1o Fite.
hooedla Castle.

“Haw! I hoap that

this will teach you not

9.

I'll say this school’s a
sleepy show even in mid-
torm. But when it
comea to holiday time,
bov, what o flop !

surcly am an unlucky
%u:,-. Raized in 1i'l old
ew York—a live wire
to tho fingor-lips—pul-
gating with pai.r punch
and personnlity—and
Eet I have to spend my
olidays in thia moulder-
ing meusoleurn. I guess
my popper felt he awed
me & grudge, the day he
gent me here !

Not a sound to break
the ailence anywhere.
Not & hot dog in the
place, nor an iee.cream
pundae, nor even a ba
of peanute.  No loud-

speakers, no neon signs,

no smart guya (o pull
wisecracks,  Just plain
nothing, no time, no
how ! I'l say this place
will &= o guy tho
heebie-jeclies !

As ] mosey rounud the
moth-caten old shack, T
can't help thinking what
£ ewoll.dump 1 could
mals of ¢ iF thew'd let o
amart .asiness guy like
myzelf Lom m with &
few sug, cstions,

I got.v hunch I'd make
thiz plars a paying pro-
position.  I'd givo the
building a coat of bright
red parit to brighten
them upr during the Jday.
I'd hava neon highting
and Hoodlighting at
night. I'd have o snepny
swing time band in the

GREYFRIARS FROM FRESH ANGLES

In t]lfl-' Vac. It's a Flop!
Says FISHER T. FISH

quad and amusements
and snack harz all over
the show. I'll say this
school would make an
icen] satting for o second
Coney Island if ouly
they'd lot me get going.

But what's the use of
vawpinz }  Nobaody in
this sleepy olil place is
lilkely to let me.  So 1
just got to keep on
mosgcyving round, watch.
mg Gosling squatting
nutaide hia lodge, amok-
ing, and Mimbls mowing
the grass and rrturnhling,
gncl Alra. Kebblo sitting
at her window, sewing.
LCan you waonder, folks,
that I defy contradiction
when 1 aay that Grey-
friars in the vac is one
Liz flop 1

to start birchin' my son
again, Birchemall ! "
said the bogus lord,
seveerly, as the Head
stood before him, ton-
derly rubbing his injured
anattermy. “1 mite
mention, my good man,
thot it iz not my usual
practice to treat wmy
gneats in this fashion.

But you must admit that
vou asked for it, what,
what 77°°

* Oh, yea, vour lord-
ship-—boegged and prevedd
for it, in fakt ! " gasped
the Hend. *I—I hoop,
vour lordship, that this
little insident will make
no  difference to  the
gracious hoapitality your
lordship has so far egpa.
tendod tome ¢

The disguized Jolly
smothered a groan. Hoe
had been hoaping after
thia that Doctor Birch-
emall would be anxious
to hop off ; but instoad
of that he seemed more

enxions than ever to
stop on !
“Haw! You'ra wol-

gormne, my good Birehem-
all 1" e said groffy,
“ But mind your Pa
and €'s in Mture. that's
all 1 *

T certainly will——niul
thanks awfully  yowr
lordship ! "' emirked the
Head,

And that cnded the
first unplezzant shock
Doctor Birchemall hod
had nt Fitzboodle Castlo,
But it was by no moans
the last. Fearless and
Mervy and Bright took
wood eara of that.

Japes galore wera pie-
pared for the Heed that
day and he fell for them
all like a lamb.

But Doctor irchemnll
came up smiling cvery
thne.  He had made ap
his mind to show Loed
Fiteboodle whot a gaod-
tempered ol ealo Lo

L.

really was, and nothing
that happoned was going
to disturb himn for the
reat of tho wae'..

At the end of the day
our herocs had to kon-
tess that Birchemall the
yes-man was one up on
them. Hoe seemeod does.
tined to stay on at the
Castle and epoil the rest
of their hollerday for
them—unless something
very wneggspected hap-
pened.

Forchunitly, that un-
vpgspected happouing
wis on the way !

(Don’t miss the con-
cluding  dnstalment  of
Dicky Nugnent's serial in
next week's number [)

starring,

af L following
Ireland,

farm in IEesex.

Jimmy Vivien ond

GREYFRIARS GOSSIP

“They've stoppedl
grinding corn at the Sark
watermuil and  some.
body's buying it for o

wan !

CALLING!

Throo cheers for the holidays! That's what we'ra
all saving now. Greyfriara ia a tip-top echoel aml I
wouldn’ swop it for any other 6n earth : but luseah
for the holidaya oll the some !

Next term we shall roturn with plenty of zest fop
cricket, tennis and the school sports, Thero aro alsa
the annual exama, but wo won't dwell too much on
. In the meantime, we're free to enjoy ourselves
according to individual tastes.

Individual teatea wory widely, of course: low

widely they do vary can be scen from the different
things thut different Hemove men are doing this

Take Bedwing and Wibley, for instance,
Redwing is sailing round the const with o small
party in & motor-launeh, whils Wib ia going
on tour with a theatrical company and talin.
a small part in the play in which his pater is
Wib and Redwing are certainly aa
the poles asunder in their holiday idons !

Fuszell and Ogilvy are fishing in Scolland,
whily Desmond is hoping to spend quite o lot
! the houndz in his native
d, Linley, after a brisf stay in Black.
pool, 13 eerving tho rest of his holiday as a
clerk in a cotton.mill.

Bolsover major ia helping

kY

on hie unele’s

x. Skinner and Stott aro
amongat the bright lighta in London, and Siv

larey are hoping to

learn something about flying ot a provineisl
aerodrome near which they are staying,

You ean hardly imagine & mora wvaried
mixture of helidays than this little lot, eon
you ? Yet they will probably all bo equally
enjoyable to the fellows concerned.

It goes without saying, of course, that
wherever we aro and whatever wo do, my pols
and L will get our measure of fun out of tha

Meet you all again next weel, chnms !

DICK RAKE,

weok-ond cottago. Don't
youthinkit*a s eeandal ¥’

When we hear such " GOSsIPER

ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT

(Blemove).

“ Hittemy afl

news it goea  **right the fifth has bought a monocle, so you'll suon
against the groin® with | find ho has a pano in the sye.”
ual

He's a* pane® in the neek to us, anyway.

HIKING OR BIKING?

T T T i e s Wil

Varied Views on a Vexed Question.

To hike or to bike 7
That {writes our Open-
pir Correspondent) is
the guestion in many

Sa 1 hurricdly assuroed
him that I woas on hia
sile eplively and
henyed (6!

chups’ minds at this Napoleom Dopont,
time of tho year. Bolsy's  studyanate,

Moat  fellows  to | held quite tho opposita
whoin [ put the prole § view.

lem just hefore Haster
seemed to hava guite
decided views on the
mattern, And  the

“E0 Dilee, ha 18, o8
you say, zo gaada for
seeing g0 vorhl,” ho
anid, with a wawve of hia

Bikers wore just as keen | handa,  *f Befl T travel,
on hiking as {he bikers |as yon put it, on
were on biking ! Bhanks' donley, 1 go

Bolzover major, for | enly za leatls  wvay,
megienee, =uid thuat po- | n'est-ce pea? But on

thing on earth would
change him f[rom a
lukor to a biker.

“ Cive me the by-
wiays  wued  Tootpaths
every time,” hoosaid.
* T like {resh air with-
gut potrel fumes aecd
dust.  IHiking poets my
vate, I can tell yon,
ampd i guite withing
ko argus it out with
anyonn who disagroes,
Do you disagrea 1™

Boleover started

cling off’ hia cont, as
EE- asked this question,

zo bilie, I i *unpne el
zouaend, moollion
milo ! 1oy me, 20 il
afy, oui !

Bouili' plompead  for
hiking, thongh for o
dilloront poenzon from
that of lalzover.

" Balcty  firet ' is
wry matto, old bean,”
he said, " The lile ol &
oyaelist isn't worth tap-
penea i thess days.
Crelisls a0 juat
chickan-fead far motar-
tata—that’s ull I'm
going to keep on biking

and live to a ripe ol
ﬂgﬂ ! L] |

On the ether hond,
Piet Delavey hacd nonew
angle to give me on
thin  aspeat  of  the
problem,

“I liko eyeling lns
cougp it's suel A lak
annoying the molur-
e, hin amd, ehwecr.
folly. "It maks o
chap feel ne el -
portant o have pooplo
continually  sounding
their horis at hin and
yelling  oamd  shaking
their Hstas at him !

I collentod  many
other weird and won-
dorful viewa fromn botle
giddes, but thesa four
aro all 1 can crowd into
the apnens the Editor
has given ne.

In coneinsion, 1
ghould say that I did
find one thing in eon-
mon betwesn tha op-
Eming picles. Both

ikers and bikera secm
ta got unlimited foo
out af their hobhy !



