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We've Anished with lessons, booray b
We're off Jor the rest of the day,
With rowing or bilung or ericket or
hiking

We're all gomng out to play !

Away with our grammars and maps,
And ourt with our Rannels aid capa,

Cur labours mre eoded, our lessons

suspended,
And oow wo'll forget 'con—perhaps |

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
“What a Fag!”

“ Fagging ought to be abolished 1Y
Thus said Tubby of tha Third.

*Why should Loder's shoes be polished
By a junior? I1t's absurdl

Morning, noon. and night I'm slaving
Like a nigper " And 1 think

That ke was right, for ho waa raving
Like a nigper—due to ink i

“WMaking toast and frying kippers,
Snorted Tubb, in towering wrath,
*Warming Loder's boastly slippers
While I lay the tableclath,
Running ervands at tho double,
Waorking till I'm nearly deed,
Alt I get for all my trouble
Isa clip acvoss the head |

“Every timo ho's feeling rotten,
Loder takes it out of me,

Makes out something I’vo forgotten,
Whacks mo till I wrigele {reot

Evory other fag refuses
To go near the beastly tyhe,

'm & mass of cuts and bruisee,
And it's time I werit on strike

In the futura I"'m not fagging

For tho rotter,”™ Tubby sad.

If ho triea to start a rageing

I'Il go straight and tell the Head 1"
Here we both heard Loder ealling :

‘“ Tukb, you sweep, I'll slaughter you |
Do you hear nei” ho was bawling.

Tubby gasped—and simply ftew |

(2
There’s some fellows fond of ozone,
Apd some prefer ways of their own,
Thore's Fishy expecting to go round
collecting
Thae interest due on a, loan.
Ii Bunter wore scen, I'll be bound
Heo's sjlently making a round
Of cupboards and lockers for pastrics
and " chockers,™
Of which there’s a lot to be found.

{3)
And some to the riveraide run
To laud an the island for fun.
They'H soon comme a cropper if seen by
old Popper,
Who'd Iifw to break loose with a gunl
But give me a bat and a ball,
I think them the fincst of all.
I'm glad T'mo not sitting in elass when
I'm hitting
A “aixer” right over the wall |
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THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

ROBERT DONALD OGILVY,
the Secots Junior of the Remove.

0 is for OGILVY—Scots Wha Hae !
Deonald’s a Highlandman all the way,
HBure he was reared in tho heather and

eat,
ﬁ’ivm!!liy_ braw laddic who's hard to heat,
Bagpipes werg playing when Don was
orm,
Mountring re-cchoed the Ogiley horn.

Now, like n Beot, he i3 sturdy and trnes,

Splendid at games and dependable, 100,

Eyveryono likes him, hbe's always the
same, :

Cheerful, good-tempeved, and playing
tha game, : :

When he kicks Bunter for stealing his
gruh ;

Ho still keeps hus tomper with that
blaated tub. . i

In elass ho'a not beilliant, but tries ail
the while,

Ho warks ds he plays, with a will and a
amila, ]

I can’t think of anyihing elsc T can say,

#o cheerin, Oggy | Let’s call it o day |
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Cloker of the Fifth is in detention until
ha has learned to spell. I understand
hisz relations will be allowed to visit him
at intervals.

Poter Todd had & cake and missed it
ITe then had o cricket stomp—aid
didn't miss Bunter,

With the aid of o dictionary Dr
Locke 13 noty  trying to construe
Gosling's complaint that “some young
rip has nabhed the ticker™ off hias
mantelpicee in the hope that he'll bo
late with the risimg-bell.

Lord Mauloverer has fallen for the
damsaal in the Friardale Stores, a mile
from the schaal. Ile doesn't often 'sco
lrer because she lives so far away.
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PUZZLE PAR

When a new boy entersd the
Becond Form and Twigg asked
him how old he was, ho replied:
“Two days ago | was only eight,
Neoxt year I shall be eleven."
What wns the data of his
birthday ?

Anawer at foot of column.
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What's the difference between a.
chegque for £L000 and Bunter? l]'rm:a 11
fat figurc on a ﬂhﬂ%ﬂi}- and the other's o
fat figura in a check. )

There was a rumour that Fishy had
lost a pound note, DBut it's quito false,
hecause hie’s still alive,

Creyfriars 13 having air raid deill
An olarm bell rings at night, and wo
all have to turn out.  An extenzsion bhell
is algo bheing fitted ot the Threa Fizhors
for the benefit of Loder & Co.

Margan’s enllection of foreign stamps
iz =0 extremely valuable that aven Fishy
hiaa offered him two bob for it,

At an carly practice motch yesterday
Wibley disguised himself as a cricketor,
Iny, Ttn eouldn't act the part.

ANSWER TO PUZZILE

1kis birthday was on December 3lst,
and he was speaking to ng;f -on
Jannary 1st. Work it out and vou’l) 2o
it's vight, '
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ROUNDING UP CATTLE is dangerous work, for a fall among the countless {ramping hoofs of
stampeding eattle might mean death to a luckless rider., But Vernon-Smith and his schoolboy
chums from Greyiriars absolutely revel in it. They say it’s beiter than sticking at lessons in a

!
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Painful for Smithy !

L ASY I said Billy Bunter.

Thar was Bunter’s opinion—
for what it was worth. Pro-
bably it was not worth much.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not think
1t casy.

They were watching Bill Bocl, cow-
puncher, of the Kicking Ceyuse Ranch,
i1 the Frio valley of Toxas.

Bill was giving s demonstration in
the handling of the lasso--or as he called
it, the “ rope.”

" The Groyiriars fellows had heard it
called variously s lasse, a lariat, and a
riata. But it was usually referred to
as the rope. And they were quite keen
to pick up the trick of handling the
rope while they were on holiday at the
ranch in the “ Wild and Woolly West,”

They had scen Bill rope in a charging
steor, twivling a forty-foot rope ns
lightly as a feather Now, however,
Bill was rvoping & post that stood ncar
the corral gate, showing the juniors
hiow it was doud.

The Famous FFive of the Greyfriava
Remove stood in o group watching
himm. Hervbert Vernon-Smith sat on the
corral foneo.  Billy Bunter ecame rolling
down from the rancho to see what was
on, and, secing, pronounsed that it was
“pasy.”

It looked ecasy the way DBill did it
Dut the juniors could see that it was
rot so casy as it locked. Bunter
couldn't.

Tho lasso whirled from Bill's swing-
ing hand, uncoiling as it flow, and the

stuffy Form-room !

e

loop dropped over .he post forty feot
from the cowpuncher.

“Bee, vou "uns” said Bill.

Ie released the rope and coiled it
ngain.

“ Now you jest try,'” he said, glancing
round at the Famou: Five,
X ‘I‘iRight-lm ¥ ganid Billy Bunter cheer-
wHy.

He rolled over to the big puncher.

“Fathead I remarked Baob Cherry.

T¥al ' retorted Bunter, over o fat
shoulder.

Bill grinned and handed Bunter the
rope. 1o did not pucss, reckon, or cal-
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A full-of-punch story, telling
of the execiting holiday adven-
tures of HARRY WHARTON
& CO0., the Cheery Chums of
GREYFRIARS.
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culate that the fat junior wonld have
much lnck witk it Six fellows had
been watching Biit for some time to sco
how it was done before they tried their
luck in immtation. It was like Billy
Bunter to butt in and take first shot.
It looked caosy enough to Bunter, and
he was poinz to show the other fellows
how casy 1t was.

Grasping the coiled lasso in a fat
paw, the Owl of Greyfriars swnng 1t
round his head as Bill Buck had done,

Bill backed out of range just in tune,
He had a narrow escape of a swipe
from his own ropo

i
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With cracking whips, the schoolboy punchers strove hard to keep the herd together !
THE FIRST CHAPTER.

“Bearch me " ejacnlated Bill

“I say, you fellows, yvou watch 1"
called out Billy Bunter, blinking round
through lis big spectacles.

“We're watchiog 1" said Hoacry Whar-
ton. lavghing,

“The  watchfuloess 13 terrifie,'
erinned ITurree Jamset Ram Eingh.

“ Show vz how it's done, Bunter,” said
Johuny Bull with decp and withering
LA st

“Oh, dot™ clinekled Franlk Nugent.

“T'm just going to!” said Bunter.
“ All vou've pot to do is to swing the
rope--lile  that—-and take aim, you
lnow—liko that—and then let it go-—-
like that—and—— Ob jiminy ¥
I_““I'[::J. ha, hal” yelled the Iamous
R Ch

“IHaw, haw, haw ¥ roered Bill Duck.

“0Oh erikey 1™ gasped Bunter.

Bunter did not quite koow what had
happened 1o that lasso or to himself.
He End, 5o fer a3 he could see, handled
the rope just like Bill

But the result was not the same,

Instead of uncurling in the air and
roping in the post, the lasso dropped
round Billy Bunter, encircling him 1n
its coils  Wh it dropped over his own
head Bunter never knsw—but it did.

“ f1a, ha, ha ™ howled Vernon-Smith,
feom the corral fenee, as the fat Owl
tolterod, surrounded by rope.

“Tin, ha, ha!” shricked the Famous
Tive

“1 gay, you fellows—"

“Search mel” howled DRill Buck.
“T'l] say that guy ain’t no slonch with
{ha rope! I'H tell « man he sarely
ain'i! I ain't never scem e guy rope
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himself in afore! He sure is reped in
dead to vights t”

“1 gay, you fellaws,” yelled Bunter,
oot this beastly dope off o chap—"

“He, ha, ha " .

“Blessed if 1 sco anything to eackle
atl I say, I'm all tangled up in this
rolten ro o :

Billy Bunter struggled in tho en-
circling lasso, Ho caught his foot in it
stumbled, and sat down in the midst of
yneoiling coils.

Bill roared, and the juniors hewled,
Lariat, the horse-wrangler, stepped out
of the covral ; Hank, the cook, came out
of the cookhouse; several punchers
gathered round; Barney BStone, the
forcman of the ranch, came along from
the bunkhouse and stopped to stare at
Bunter, his lean,. brown face wrinkling
into & grin., DBunter wos getling quite
an audience. .

Bunter would have liked an gudience
had that shot como off. In the aircum-
stances—and tho tangled rope!—he
was not enjoying it o wriggled in
endless coils and howled.

“Poasts| Will you lend a fellow 2
hand? I say, I con't gct out of this
putrid rope—"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Js that how it's done,
roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha " ;

Bill, gurgling  with meorviment,
stooped his six-feet-six gver the sprawl-
ing fat junior and dragged the rope oft
hin.

Billy Bunter tottered to his fent,
gasping for breath. His fat face was
red with exertion and wrath,

Bill coiled the lasso, chuckling.

“Now, Mr. Vernon-8mith, siv—" ln
said.

“I say, give mo that rope i vapped
Bunter, os 3mithy was about to shp
down from the corral wall. * I can do
it as casy as anything.™

Bunter was not beaten yet. |

“Roll away, fathead!” snapped the
Bounder of Greyfriars,.  “ You've got
the whole ranch chortling already.”

“Yah! You gimmec that ropa!®
sported DBunter, and hoe grabbed the
lariat from Bill Buck *Tho hcngﬂ?y
thing slippedl T'll show you how tt's
done., 1 sav, you fellows, just watch
me 1" )

Bunter swung the rvope again.

Bmithy, with an impatient enovt, zab
back on the top of the corral fence. It
was rather n procarvious perch, for the
fenee was high, From that perch ihe
Rounder of Greyfriars walched Bunter,
cxpecting to seo him coil himself up n
the rope again,

But this time tho lasso flow. )

By sheer luck DBunter got it going,
and it Jew through the nir, uncoiling.
Dunter had taken aim at the post, hut
the nneoiling rope did not whiz in the
direction of that post. Bunter had got
it going with amazing luck, but he had
not got it going in the right direclion.
A fellow, after all, could not do every-
thing &ll at once.

velled Bob

“Lock out. Bmithy!™
Cherry in alarm. _

Iut Smithy had no timo to look out.

Az he was at right anglea from tho
line of Bunter's lastoing it had not
occurred to him 1hat ho weos in danger.
But he was!

Something struck him on the head;
it was the ropo, and the nnoze dropped
round his shoulders, Bunter pulled.

Dunter knew that o fellow had o
drag on the rope to tighten the loop
wher it caught the object lassoed. llo
knew that be had eaught somoathing, Imt
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#d niot E:-i:-: the moment realise what
¢ tugped.

*Oh erumbs 1™

“* L.ook out-—""

“Lreat pipl”

Crash' came the Bonnder off the
corral fence He hit Texas—aml ho hit
Texas hard. lle roared francically as
he hit jt. From the horse-wrangler and
the foreman end the cook and the

unchers came a howl of langhter,
This performance struck them 23
{funnier than ever. ]

It did not strike Vernon-Smith as
funny ns he rolled on ihe hard, sun-
baked carth, bruised and bumped and
breathless. He spluttered with rage,

“I say, wou fellows, I've doue it!”
velled Bunter in great oxeitement. *1
told you it was casy 3

“Ha, ha, ha "’ :

“Aw, earry me home to die?” yelled
Bill. *“Let up on that rope, you pesky
piecan; you've roped in the boss’ soml
Let up, I'm telling you!” He grasped
ihe lasso and jerked it sway from
Bunter's fat hands

“Eh?"” gasped Bunter. " What?”

He blinked st the sprawling Mounder
through his big spectacles, He blinked
at lim in surprige and horror ay he
realised what he had done. The ex-
ﬂl_'ﬂ&-ﬁiﬂﬁ'l on Emith_v;a fjllfﬂ was ta}}:r:fyx:n]g.

i unter was Smithy’s puest ot the
Hicﬁing Cavuse Ranch—b

ut it wos clear
that that was not goiog to savo Dim
from dire punmizhment as eoon as the
Bounder could get at. hum.

“Oh erikey I’ gasped Bunter. “I—I1
zay, you fellows, wha-s-t's Smiihv doing
in the rope? Did 1 got Smithy? Oh
erikey 1M

“Ha, ha, hal” ‘:;nlled the juniors.

“1--I say, vou fellowg——m

Bob Cherry caught the iat Ovwl by the
shoulder anciytwir ad him round,

The Bounder was struggling out of tha
rope, breathless, enraged, aml obvionsly
intending to get at the redoubtablo
lazsaor.

“ ot ! gasped Bob.

“J—I-—1 say—" gazped Bunter

“Oat, you fat azs! Bwmithy's roing In
glanghter von 17

“Oh erikey 1™

Billy Bunter gave o blink at ile
Rounder, coming towards him with o
face of fury. © 1l bolited. Harcy
Wharton & Co. jumped into Smithy's
way, and delayed him for a few
moinents,  Those few momenta wero
enough for Bally Bunter! Hoe darted
into the ranch-house with the ~wiltness
of a prairie rabbit belting into & rabinl-
Iwolo and disappeared,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wanted !

i 'LL emazh him 1"’
I “AMy dear chap—-""
“I‘ﬁ quirt him all over
ranch "

“ Butp—"" :

“0Oh, shut up ™ snarled the Toundoer

Harry Wharton colouréd—aml =hut
up | He had followed Herbert Vernon-
Smith into the ranch. There was o door
from the leng wooden veranda, on which
geveral rooms opened, inta the hyving-
roony of the ranch-liouse, and ic was into
that deoorway that Billy Bunter had
bolued.

Vernon-Smith had staved only to grab
a quirt, and then he had followed, His
face was red with ragoe and he was limp-
ing. It was pot surprising that ho was
enraged. ke bad had a painful fajl and
he bad =ix or seven brutses; be had hurt
hia knee and scraiched his hands; he
was packed with aches and pains from
top to ton.

It had heen an accident, of course.
Billy Bunter had not intendad to vapa in
the Bounder. Ho had never drecaned of
it. But it was the sort of accident thak
ought not to have happened. Swithy
was going to impress that fact on
Buntor's obtuse fot mind, with the aid
of the quirt! And it was useless (o
arguo with him,

Harry Wharton breathed rather hard,
His fricends in the veranda doorway ox-
changed looks, and Johnny DBull gave
an sudible grunt.

The chums of the Groviriars Bemove
had willingly accepted gmith}.‘*s 1nvits-
tion to join him for the Easter holidays
at tho ranch his father had bought in
Texas and which Mr. YVernon-Smith
desired his son to visit and snevey. But
they bhad wondered on move than onn
occasion whether they had dous wiscly
to join up with the Bounder of Lirey-
friars.

They liked Smithy well ':"W“li-'h 50 fov
a3 that went, and generally he conll
maka himself quite agrecable, and eeps
fainly he never dresmed of sparing ony
trouhle or expense m entertaaning his
friends, Am:r s holiday on a Texes
ratch was cxtremely attractive,

But when the Bounder was savage or
sulky he was savage or sulky—and thas
wis that | At such times ho forgot his
wmanners, and Jdemonstrated, in fact,
ihat the nicknane that had been given
him at school was not undescrved.

Hao was going 1o quirt Bunter, as nn
doubt that fat Owl deserved, and he had
only savags and angry words for follows
who tricd to remonstrate. The fact that
they wera his goesta secmed 1o make no
ditference ot all to the headstrong
Bonnder.,

He glared vound the Living-reom, ex-
pecting to see Bunter there, and gt‘igpﬂd
1he quirt. But Bunter, if he wore thers,
had packed himscl out of sight.

The fat Owl was, as a matter of faet,
parked in o corner behind a I:riq rocker,
und as he heard the Bounder's angry
voiee he was very carcful to keep
parked |

“Where s the fat fool?” snailed
Vernon-Smith. “ By gad, I'll hunt him
all aver the place and take the shin olf
him 1" R

“ Bunter's your guest here, SBovuhy,”
saicl Frank Nugent from the veranda,

“You mean that he planted himeclf
on mao for this trip to Texas, and I was
faal enough to let hunl™ swpapped the
Dounder.

“ Very likely; but all the same

“All the same, I'm going to wallen
the fat fool ™ yoared the Bounder
“T've got bruizes from head Lo foot, audd
iy knea's erockod—"

Lol

“It was an  accident,™
harey.

“"Why conldin't the fool lot the rore
alone?  You'd sing a diffopsut tinno i
vou'd heen dragged o a0 fen-foos
fenea 7 snarled the Bounder.

1 shouldn’t piteh into a fellow who
was etaying under my father's roof,
anyhaw ' retorted Bob tactly.

Tha Bounder gave bim
glare, )
““That’s epough  from  you!” e
snapped.  “I'vo told Wharton to shat
wp—now I'm telling you the szame!
Shut a1

Bob gave him a look, and a glint came
into his blue eves. e did not answer,
but he turned his back and wallied
aeross the veranda to the steps, Lreath-
ing hard and decp.

Johnny Bull, Frank Nugenr, and
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh followed
him, It was ueseless to argue wih the
Dounder in his present truculent mood,
and they did not want 3 vow with tha
fellow whose guests they were, Tha

¥
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Famous Iive had ralher more regaid
for the fitnees of things than llerbert
YNernon-Smith had=—when his temper
was ronsced, ot least.

“Loolk here, Smithy=—" said Harry
Wharton, making a last effort, as the
Bounder began to scarch round the room
for Bunter.

“AMind your own business!”

Harry Wharton stood eilent for s
moment, lookimg at him ; then he walked
out of the room and joined his friends
at the verands steps, His face was
almost pale with anger. ]

Heedless of the feelings of his guests—
for the present, at least—Hearhert
YVernon-Smith rooted through the room
for the fat Owl, having little doubt that
he was there. The altercation with tho
Famous Five only added to his bitter
eXaspoeration, and ho was obstinately
determined to root ont Bunter and make
ihe eow-whip fairly ring on ks fat
perzon, .

Ho gave a start ns he peered helind
the rocker and epotted the fat Owl in
the corner behind it

“Oh, there you are!” snapped
Fernon-Smith, * You fat {ool, I'll—""

I#Dherihﬂjr tf:l‘

Bunter had no chance to dedge. Ro
was in the corner—{fairly corneredl
Smithy put his hand on the big rocking-
chair to pull it azide. A moment more
and the guirt would Liave been in full

oy.

l.fut Billy Bunter was desperate.  He
did not wait for Smithy Lo pull the chair
gside. Ho grasped it by the back and
Lhurled it over at Smithy.

Vernon-Smith had not expected that!
Beunlly, he might have, in the cireum-
stances—but he hadn'e! ]

The rocker crashed right at him, send-
ing him stagegering over backwards., Ele
landed on the floor on his back, the
heavy chair crashing over on his legs.
His well of rage rvang through the
rancho.

Bunter shot for the doorway.

He was out on the wveranda in the
twinkling of an eye and running ulong
it at top speed.

He darted into the first door that hLe
found open and vanrished,

What room ko had entered he did not
notice—and he cared nothing; it was
nnoccupied, and he hunted  cover,
squealiing with alanm, I the Bounder
had been enraged before, he was likely
to bo more enraged after that crash
tinder thoe rocker, and Billy Bunter
fuirly palpitated at the idea of coming
in contact with him before he had ha
timo to cool down.

There was a big roll-top desk across a
corner of tho room into which he liad
darted, and in a flash Buntor was
behind it, deep in eover, striving to sup-
press lis terrifiod gaspa.

Meanwhile, the Bounder was picking
bhimself up in the living-room. He
{Jnnte:l with rage. Several more bumps
wnd been added to the collection he
a]re::ldy had—and he was fairls Loiling
Flediy

He had dropped the quirt in his fall:
he gloved round for it, picked it u
and rushed out inte the veranda. ;

He waos less thar o minnle afier
Dunter, but the fat Owl of the Remove
had vanished from sight.

Hoe shouted across to the group of
juniorz at the stops,

“Where's Bunter I

There was no reply.

“Wihich

way did he go?” yelled
Vernon-Smith savagely, “You must
have seen him.”

All the five had seen Bunfer's frantie
flight. Thoy could have told S3mithy, if
they bad choszen, that he had darted in
ut the door of the ranch foroman's
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businesz-room-—the room uwscl a3 an
office by Barney Stonc. Bot they cor-
tainly were not going to tell him.

“Will you auswer me?” roared
Yernon-Smith,

“MWol' said IHarry Wharton aunietly
and contemptuously.  Auod ho went down
the steps of the veranda, his friends
following him.

Yernon-Smith opened Lis lips=—but heo
checked the torrent of angry words that
roze to them. e tramped boel: jinto the
room, left by the deor on the ballway,
sl  preceeded to root  throngh  tho
ranch-honse, room by rootn, in scavel of
the vanished Owl,

His wrath, like wine, seemwed to im-
prove with keoping, and there was no
donbt that Billy Bunter was booked for
a_high old time if (ke Bouuder rooted
nira out.

Buntor, aquatting  belind  Barney
Stone's rell-top desk in the office, could
only hope that the Bounder wouldn't.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Schoolboy Punchers !

ARNEY STONE, foreman of the
Kicking Cayuse, planced at o
group of schoolboys standing by
the ¢orral, with a rather peculiar

glimnier im his keen, prey cyes, deep
set i iz lean, tanncd face.

A less keen observer than the foreman
of Kicking Clayuse would have discerned
that there wes & spot of tronble about.

The Greyiriars fellows had been o
weck at the ranch, and during that timo
their loolks lbad generally been merry
and bright,

Now they were looking neither bright
HOr mMerry,

Bavney, watching them from a little
distance, smiled—a hard, soreastic
smitle. Dossilily, for reazons of his own,
the forcman was not displeased by o
spot of trouble between Yorbert Vernon-
amith and Lis friends,

The Fomous Five vwere, in point of
fact, econsidering whether to cut short
theiv stav at the Texas ranch. Lower
Fourth fellows of Greyfriars did not ex.
poct the lished manmers of Lord
Chezterfigld from one another; but thero
was a linnlk

“We were rather fools to come,” said
Ilarry Wharton, with & frowning brow,

“0h, I don't know,” said Bob Cherry.
“Bmithy has his jolly old tantrums, but
fhey blaw over. {Vﬂ knew what he was
like at Cireviviars™

“"The knowfulnesa was terrific!™
agrecd TTurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Smithy can't expect fellows to put up
with hi=s tantrums* sail Ilarey tarély.
“We can't be talked to like Bunter.”

“Well. Bunter's enough to exasperato
an archargel,” said Beob., “It's no Eﬁke
top be jerked off the top of a high
force.”

“1 know; but—" Wharton pansze:.
“Look here,” he went on, “ Smithy was
in danger when we came out here with

that thero was somebody beliind Sanders
in getling  after Smulv," lie said,
“That gunman couldu't have acted as
he did on his own aceount, Ile couldn't
have had anything azainse Smithy on
hiz own."

“Nothing's Im{:]mnm! sinee we've heen
Lere, and Smithy nmst be safe, with
Boarney SBtone and tlwee or four dozen
men i the outfit to leok after him, ™

“Yes; but—

Barney Slone enme over lo the group
of juniors, and they ceaszd to speak as
Imdfrunm. The forcanan gave them a
Do,

“You young fellows like to make
yourselves useful a picce ¥ ho nsked.

“Certainly 17 said Ilarry, ot ouce.
“Anything we can do 7

“If you'd like to ride with Bl
Buck—"

“ Yz, rathor 1M

All the Co. had a liking far Bill Buck,
the Lig puncher who had * ridden Lherd ¥
over them on the trip ont to Texas.  Bill
was Lhe man they Hked best of all the
Lunch on Kicking Cayuse,

“Bill's got to take a berd to o new
pasture,” cxplaived Barney. *“I'vo got
a heap of men ont an the ranges, and it
would be a help if you'd vide with Bill,
instead of my sending n conple of tha
bunch  with him. Pve noticod that
you're handy enough with horses.™

CGood ege 1 oxclunined Bob Cherry.
“ Nothing we'd like bettor, Ar. Stone [

All the Co. were kern at onee. They
liked the idea of taking part in the
work of the ranch, and viling with Bill
to herd a buneh of cows over the plains
appealed to all of them.

Tho rather disagrecable matter they
had been dizenssing was dismissed from
their minds at onee.

A ride with Bill, and o spot of ranch
work were both weleome: and at the
pame time the ride would keep thom at
a distance from the Bounder without the
appearance of avoiding him. In his
present temper 16 was obviouzly better
to leave him to himself for & time.

et your  cavuses, then,™
Barnex.

The Famous Five went into the corral
at orece for their horsezs They saddled
angdd bridled the broneos themselves, and
led them out on the trail.

Barney, standing by the gate, pointed
with his quirt aeross the plain.

“You'll find Bill by those pecans, sort-
ing out the cows,” he satd. “Tell him
I've sent you to ride with him.”

“Right-ho 1™

The IFamous Five dashed away at onee,
the foreman watching tlem ss they
went wilh the sarcasiic grin lingerin
on his faco. As they diaa‘:peareﬁ hehins
the fringe of peeans in the distanece, he
turned and walked back to the ranch.

“Ili-vi 1" shouted Dob Cherry, as he
spotted Bill's stelson.

Ball locked round. Iie was sorfing
ount cows wilh eracks of his quirt,
gathering the buuch for the drive,

said

{Cantinued on neet papge.)

himi;  but  thatb's
over 1w, That
brute ‘ITIQ"&E“" Boys may now enter
i between the ages of
with a bnallet 1n
hime,  ITe's  been 15 and |?‘1‘ years.
semt o A prizon
itny e o Full particulars are

geventy nsiles from

NAVY

contained in the illus-

here.  We're done trated booklet “ The
with bim for good | Royal Navy as a Career and How to Join It,”
anything more of { which may be obtained on application to the
hli?‘l:ih ook 1is | Recruiting Staff  Officer, RIN. and R.M, (N),
onde 85, Whitehall, London, S.W.1, or at any Post Office.

“We all (longht




6

He waved the quirt to the funiors, and
they joined him.

“We're riding with you, Bill,” sand
Harry Wharton cheerily., " Mr. Stone’s
sent us to help you drive the cows.”

“You'vte welcome,” said Bill. "I
guoss you're handy lods, though I amn’t
saying that a guy needz & heap of help
with o bunch of two hundred cows, You

ot a ten-mile ride ahead of you, and

o same baek.” ;

“(h, we take that in our stride 1™
szid Bob.

Bill grinned,

“Kim on, then ™ e said.

Two hundred cows hunbered away
through the thick grass, heading lo the
west, where the great mass of Sguaw
Mountain barved the hlue sky.

The juniors had already observed a
good deal of the ways of the cowmen
& week on the vanch, and they hknow
how to make themselves vseful.  They
carried out Bill's instrnctions with groat

care.

Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent rada
on one side of the herd, Bob Chorry and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh on the other,
to keep In ztragglers [%&1‘:.‘3‘ Wharton
rode with Bill in the rear.

Cracking quirts kept the eows in
motion, and the bunch lumbercd awa
over the prairie, herded by ihe school-
boy punchora. ‘ -

Harry Wharton noticed that Dill's
rugged, benrded face had an unusually
thoughtful  cxpression.  Somotbing
scemed to be worrying Bill and per-

lexing him, and every now and then,

ctween the ringing eracks of his qurt,
he ejaculated: " Search mo!”

« Anything up, Billi" asked Havey,
at last,

Bill looked round at him, :

“1 guess I don’t get it!” he said,

“Which and what ?” asked Harvy.

Bill mted with his quirt towards
the mighty mass of Squaw Mountain.

“VYou ain't rode that-a-way yet,"” bLe
aaid, “and you better not, -Thert’s sure
rustlers in the gulches w that mountain,
buddy. It was jest afore I fetched
vou ‘uns out here that a Kicking Cayuso
lerd was run off, and Pmw telling you
that nobody on thiz ranch ever secd
hide or lLair of them cows again.”

“0Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Harry.
“To you mean that there’s a chance of
& serap with cattle thieves#”

“Aw, forget 1t!” grunted Bill
“Think I'd let you wade into a roolus
with rustlers, or that Mr. Btone would
send you into it? Nope! We got to
drive thesa here cows to the Bguaw
pasture and leave themn thers.”

“What's wreong with the pastore
here?” ashed idarry.

“ Nothing,” answered Bill.  “It's
good pasture, buddy—none better on the
Kicking Cayuse ranges. But it's only
a step from the gulches of Squaw Moun-
tain, and if I was foranan of this outfit
I'll sy I wouldn’t leave a hord to graze
there without fourdive men in chargoe
with their guns packed.”

“We're packing guns sinee we've beon

at the ranch,” said Harry, with a smile,
;;Fr;*i:m quite ready to watch the herd,

138,

“That am’t the ovders,” said Bill.
“ Wister Stone lguarves that them rustlers
lit out after they roped in the last bunch
of cows, and he don't reckon this herd
will be in any danger., I s'pose Barney
Stone knows, eeaing that he's forcman
of the ranch, and he ain’t got any nse
for arguf:;m%. that's a cinch. Bui I'in
telling you, buddy, that when we leave
these here cows on the Bguaw range
wo're going te say good-bye to these
here cows, ™ %
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And Bull grunted and cracked his
whip at & straggling cow,

Harry Wharion emiled a litile na ho
tode on after ‘the herd. Bill was ovi-
cdently troubled by the recollection of
what had happened to the last herd left
on the Squaw pasture: but it secied to
Wharton that the foreman of the raneh
wst know what he was about,

The value of a herd of two hundred
cows was very considerable, and it Jdid
not seem bikely to him that the Joreman
would run the risk of having the hond
run off by catile thieves uto the in-
avcessible recesses of S8guaw Alountain.

Bill, however., was evideutly worried,
and he was unusnally silent and thonght-
ful as the cattle-drive went on.

It was slow work, for the horsemen
had to ride at the pace of the lumbeoring
cows, B they resched, ot last, thoe
range that lay ar the foot of the great
mountain,

It was as lonely & range as any that
the juniors had seen on the wide-
stretehing lands of the Kiching Cayuse,

It lay 10 o loop of the upper Equaw
River, between the river and the moun-
tain. On the bank of the Squaw stood
# wooden hut, with a corrugated-iron
roof—for the use of a cowman when a
man was lefr in charge of the herd on
the ranze. Buf on this cecasion no man
was to be left in charge. Bills orders
were to drive the herd to the rango and
leave it there.

_The cows lumbered to & balt in the
rich grass by the stream. The scheol-
hr:r:.rk punchers joined Bill for the ride

But Bill did not seery in & hurey to
start.

He sat in the saddle, secanning the
rugged slopes of the mountain, split by
mnumerable guleches and canyons aud
rifts. Clearly Bill was puzzled and adis-
satisfied ; more and more puzzled, and
more and more dissatisfied, as the time
came for leaving the herd in its new
pasture,

“1 don't got it!™ ho grunted. “ Dy
the great horned toad, T guess T got a
hunch to locate in the stockman’s hut,
amd keep tabs on ‘that berd, Barney or
no Barney ! I'll tel]l o man 17

The juniors exchanged glances,

Barney Stane was not o man to have
luia orders disregarded. Thov had little
doubt that Bill would be “fired ¥ from
Kicking Cayuse f he followed his own
judgment instead of his foreman’s,

So it was a relief to them when Bill
swung round his horse to hit the trail
back to the ranch. They rode after him
chearfully but Bill was not so cheerful.
He was plainly worried and disprontled,
and continually. as he rode, Lie cjacu-
lated “ Bearh me !” and that he would
“Tell a man t”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Takes a Hand !

B ANG, bang |
"Ha ha, ha ™
Herbert  Vernon-Smth  came
out of the rancho, the quirt nuder
his arm and a frown on his brow.

Ee had not, apparently, succeaded in
rooting out Billy Bunter. And he was
gtill in a state of great exasperation—
all the more, perhaps, because ko
already felt a spot of compunction oy
his bad manners to his guests.

He was about to look rouwnd for {ho
Famous Mive when that uproar from the
direction of the gatewny drew his atten-
tion, and he cut aeross to see what was
happening.

Every man in the Kicking Cayuw
outfit " packed ™ & sun, and it was oot

CYCLES and 6,000

OTHER PRIZES—

infrequent for somo “guy * to bang ofl
a revolver., But a rerular fusillade
sccmed to be poing on now.,

Outside th: open goateway five or six
Eunehers were rathered, and Lariat, the

orse-wrangler, had a gun in his hand,
shooting. The others were roaring with
longhter. _

Vernon-Smith starcd at the zcene.

He was aware that the BKicking
Cayuzo bunch were a rough-and-ready
ouitfit, far from lily-fimgered 1o any
respect. He did not tlunk the worzoe
of them on that account. There was,
i foct, & hard, tough streak in the
Bounder of Greyfriars himself. From
hig first day et the ranch he had packed
a gun, and 1. s dealings with Two-
%m] Sanders e had shown that he could

andle it, and had wo hesitation what-
ever in handhing it.  Smithy was not,
thercfore, likely te " jib" at any rough
joko ¢n the part of the cowpunchers,
But what ho saw going on ot the ranch
zato made him knit his brows.

A man had riddon op the trail and
stopped at the gate. The coppery colour
of his skin, his black eyes and black
hair, in which several draggled feathers
woro sticking, and the tattered blanket
that bungz on him told that ho was an
Indian. .

He was the first Indian that Smithy
Lhad scen since he had arrived in the
Packsaddle country. He did not look
much like the fierce Red braves of whom
he had read. He looked dusty, dirty,
tattered ; his blanket was little more
{than a rag, and the horse he rode looked
moro lilke a bag of bones than anything
else=an Indian pony, rough and shaggy
and beny. ]

A coiled lasso hung to his saddle, and
there was a knife in bis m%g_nd girdlo,
Hia coppery hand was elutching at the
knife now—but with difieulty, for the
loop of a lasso was round him, pipning
his arms to his sides One of the
punchers, a brawny man called Pan-
handle, held the rope. Lariak, the
horse-wrangler, woa shooling *E.hn
feathers from his matted mop of thick
black hair.

Lariat was a crack shot. Ile =zhok
away foather after feather, here ond
thare a strand of thick hair going with
the bullet. But the Indian was in no
danger from the shooting. close as the
whizzing lead went to his head,

But the rage in the coppery face waa
terrible to witness. The black eyea
rolled ; the lips were drawn back from
snarling teeth; the nostrils were dilated;
the coppery features twisted with fury.

The rage of a derclict Redskin did
not worry the thoughtless punchers,
They wer» having a little “fun ™ with
the Indian, as regardless of his feclinga
as if he had not been a buman being

at all.

“Ha, ha. ha!” came o voor, as ihe
Tndian yelled something in his own
langoage. ;

Bang | voaved the six-gun again, and
anather feathor went.

“Hool him off'n that cayuse, Pan-
handle I said Lariat, lowerinz his
rovolver, now emptied. "1 puess I'l]
fan him and make him runl I'l] tell
£l Texaas be sure rustled that cayuse I¥

“ Bet your hife I” agreed Panhandle.

Vernon-8mith strode on the scone. A
rengh joke on the part of the ontfit was
orn thing, but there was a limit,

“Told on i he rapped.

Lariat stared round at him. All the
punchera stared. Panhandle, regard-
loga, dragged on the lasso, to jerk the
Rodskin off his horso.

“ Hiop that I snapped Smilhy.

“ Aw, ean it ¥ grunted Pauliandle.

*Siop at, I tell you 1™
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The rage In the Indian’s coppery face was terrible fo witness as Lariat shot feather after feather from his matied mop of

thick black hair.

Yernon-Smith grasped the lassa, and
wrenched it from the cowman's hands.

Penhandle breaithed hard. Bat the
anger in his face had no terrors for the
Bounder of Grevfriars

“Look hyer, you young pecli—="
began Lariat, knitting his brows.

“What's thia row " demanded Vernon-
Smith. “What Las this man done, ['d
like to know "

“I guesa he'a rostled
enapped Lariat,

“Ilow do you know ™

"Aw, vow're o stronper liere ! Tivery
guy in the Irio valley knows that dog-
goned Waoll-Apache, and knows that
he's the dorndest hoss-thief 1in Texns ™
erowlod the horse-wrangler. ¥ Don’e
vou horn in hers, 3Ir, Vernon-Sith !
This buneh don't staud for heing hessed
around 1"

“I'll say nope ! snorted Panhandle.

The Bounder's eves gleamed, [le was
the son ol the owner of the Kicking
Cayuse Rench, and he intended that
fact to sink into the minda of the bunch.

Smithy, with all his headsivorg and
ohstinate wavs, was no fellow to “throw
his weight " obout. But be was the
fcliow to stand np for his rights, every
inch af them and not to recede a frac-
tion of an inch in upholding them.

“¥You can pnack that uwpl!” he said
coolly, " Any man here who dessn’t
ke mv wars ean step up to DBarney
Arane's oflice and nsk for his time ! My
father hasn't boughe this ranch to have
it run by the oatfit [*

“That's hoezsense, Lariat 1Y remarckodd
Yuba Dick. " Buot Ui well a man, Alr.
Vornen-SBniith, sir, it"s & Texas dollar
to a Mexicas cent that that gel-darned
Redskin rostled that critter I

“Ilis horse i3 not going to be ralen
from him '™ enicd the Bennder, “We'ra
not  horse-thicves hera, whether thie
Indian is one or not I

tliat ligss '™

There was an angry ]grnwi from all
the pnnchers at that. livery face was
angry except the Indian’s, which had
ralimed. The Wolf-Apache, as lariat
had ecalled him, locked very curiously
at  the schoolboy whoe was standing
between him and the rongh punchers.

“What does the man want herel™
went on Vernan-Smith.

“Looking for a chanee to rustis
hosees, 1 reckon !V enarled Lariat.

The Bounder, glancing at the dosiy,
tattered Inclian, could not help thinking
ihat it was gunite probable. Al the
same, e was going to see that the ong-
cast of the prairvie had fair plax.

“What did yon come here for " askod
the Bounder, addressing the "ndian.

“Wah ¥ granted the Wolf-Apacho.
“Trnjun want water for hozs 1™

The Bounder Lnifted his brows,

"Ha loaked in here for water for hiz

norze, and this is how you handle him .
he exclaimed

“Aw, can it 1Y snapped Larviat. " IHc's
the Liggest hoss-thief in the valley of
the I'mo, and I'm ielling you, 3lr
Vernon-Bmith, that we're having him
aft'n that eagnse. and ' fannine him
with  halleta till he vamoozes ihe
raneh

“And I tell you,” enbld Vornoan-Boanith,
“Lhat ron're doing noihicg of the sorl,
Larigt !”

o stopped up to the Inddian and
leczened the gripping laszo,

The Well-Apache threw tho rape ofl.

There was o roar of rage from the
horze-wrangler  Jle made a stride at
the Bounder and grasped kim by the
shoulder

Wit a elenched s, Vernon-Smith
strick hiz band sway,

“Hards off, you focl I ke snapped.

“Dr the greal horred toad 1% ronved

L i'lﬂl'Fl.‘.‘~'1.'1.'t'ﬂﬁ{.:!I:“1'. =1 TUGEE S )

** Hold on ! ™ cried Vernon-Smith, suddenly appearing on the scene, ** What has this man done ?

“Put  that
Yernon-SBmith.

The horsewranglor was raising his
rovolver towards the Indian, but he
rememberad that it was empty. With
n forions face, he erammed cartridges in.

“1 allaw I'm fanning thet Injun off'n
the ranch 1 he roared. “And if yon
horn in, Mr. Vernon-Bmith, I'll sure
fan vou, too! Get that!”

“Will you!" eaid Vernon-Smith
grimly: and he grasped the horse-
wrangler's arm, a.ng dragged it down.

The Indian, at the same moment,
wheeled his horse, and dashed suddenly
away. In a moment ha was going at a
gallop, riding southward towards the
Squaw iver, miles away over the
prairie, Slhnggy and bony ae his
wonnt Jooked, 1t was swift—the Indian
was gone in o flash.

Lariat, red with rape, wrenched his
arm away from Vernon-Smith, and
throw up his revolver, to fire after the
Indian.  Thoe Bounder, cgually en.
raged, leaped at him, and grasped
him apain, dragging st him with sueh
force that the brawny borse-wrangler
sinmbled, and went over.

IHe sprawled in the grass, spluitering
with rage, and;, as he eprawled, the
ftm:;dcr kicked the revolver from his
1.

“By the great horned toad 1™ gasped
Laviat.

Ile seramblcd to his feet. Ko gave
ono glare afior the Indian, vanishing
to the southward as fast as the shaggy
pony canld gallop. Then he turned on
¥ crnen-Smith.

The DBounder faced him with per-
feet conlness. DBat at the same moment
o sharp voice broke in as Darnoy
Brone sirode an the scene,

“Dack that up, Lariatl
!'I:ﬂtlriﬂl'l.g with ihe
1%
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giun down!” enapped

You rough-
boss” #on.  Vorget
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“1 gupeg=—" roarcd the horse-
wrangler.

“1 said pack it up,”” snid Darncy
Stonre  guietly.  “AMr. Vernon-Smith,
mehbe you'll come with me. I got 'to
chew the rag with you a picen’
The Bounder pave a glance after
ihe Apache. Ile was already dis-
uppesring in the far distance, and eafe
from the rough-fisted punchers, Smith
gave the foreman o nod, and followe
him to the ranche, leaving o G“E' of
very angry cowmen glaring after him.

E——— PE—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

In the Sinking Sand !

1 PILL it I** said Smithy.
The Bounder of Greylriars
was olready picking up tha
language of the couniry.
Barney Stone’s manner to the owner's
son wana quito respectful, in o rather
gruff sort of way, SBmithy waz no
fool, and be had a very clear idea that
the foreman of the Kicking Cayuse had
not been pleased, by beving s bunch
aof schenlboras landed on him at the

ranci. But if that was the case,
I.*i_:»r‘mw was eivilly making tho best
ul 1t

Barney had been foreman of the
Kicking Cayuse for years on , and
during that period the ranch had
changed hands more than once.

The latest purchaser was Mr, S8amuel
Yernon-Smith who, ae _Sm:thﬂ knew,
had pot a bargain in tho ranch in the
valley of the Frio.

It was only one of the millionaire’s
many speculations, My, Vernon-Smith
had icz plantations in India, rubber
plantations in Malaya, coffee planta-
tions in Kenya, timber lands in Canada,
sheep-runs in Australia.  The Texas
rauch was no great matter to him.

Sa busy & pentleman as Mr. Vernon-
Smith, with ep many trens in the fue,
had, of course, no time for a vizit to
& spot so far off the map as Texas
But ns the purchase of Kicking Cayuse
~oingctded with the Easter holidays at
arevfriara School, he had sent his son
subk to the ranch, combining a holiday
with business,

Smithy, schoolboy as he was, was a
ship of the old block, and be had all
his.wits about him. He was going to
know. all about the rench, from one
end to the other, for o report to his
father.

.Ho already suspected that that wag
why some perzon unknown had hired
the gumnan, Sanders, to Lkeoep him
away from the ranch,

Soameithing was going on at Kicking
Cayuze, detrimental to the interests
of tho owner. Smithy was sure of
that, and the Famous Five shared his
belief, thought none of them, so far,
had been able to put his finger on tho
gpot, o to speak. - -

‘The attempt to keep Bmithy away
had failed. Here he was, with his
oves wide open.  He had rather ex-
peeted the foreman to be able 1o give
him some help in spotting his secret
pnemy, and that encmy’s motive; byt
Bornoy seemed as mwuach in the dark as
hae was himself. They had disenssed
the matier several times. but all that
Dartiey could say was that ic had " got
him guecssing.'’

Bmithy rather wondercd now whether
Barney was going to give him o lec-
ture on the sobjeet of intervening
with ‘the bunch. He was quite ready
to tell Barney whers ho got off, if
he did.

Tur Macxer Lensgy.—No. 1.576.

THE MAGNET

But tha foreman made no alluzion 10
the scene st the gate It was quite
another matter he had in mind.

“1 got a deal on in eows," the fore-
man proceeded to explain. " You
heing the boss’ son, sir, I reckoned,
mebbe, you'd like to be present, and

ick up suthin' of the way of the

usiness,”

“Oh, quite!™ faid the DBounder at
anee.

He had had an impression that Barney,
accustomed to managing the business
of tho ranch entirely on hiz own, de-
sired to keep bhim elear of the ranch
office. This did not look like it,

“I'm selling cows,'" explained the
foreman. "I got a buyver coming hare
to-day from down in Hatchet.  The
guy 13 o stranger here, and I reckoned,
mebbe, youn and your friends might
like to ride out pnd meet him on the
trail, and sce him to the ranch.”

Barney seemed to have forgotten that
Smithy’s friends had alveady left the
ranch, riding away with Bill Buck to
herd cows to a distant range.

“Where i3 he—at Packsgddle?”
asked the Bounder

“ Nopé: he's coming up from Hatchet
—that's gouth from here."” said Barnoy.
“He's pot to cross the Sqguaw at the
ford. Mebbe you know the spot?”

“Can't say I dn,” answered Bmithy.
“But we'll find it all right if you
give wa & fow poapters,”™

Barney waved a brown band to the
south, Far away in that direction tho
Squaw BRiver, Bowing down from Lhe
great  mountain,  rolled  acress  the
praivie, to flow into the distant Rio
below Packsaddle.

“1 guess you'll find it ensy,” he
gaid. “ You hit due south to the river,
and the ford’s marked by a big cotton-
wood, sixty fect high. You keep to
the left of the cottonwood, and you
ride the Squaw as cosy as if it was
dry. I guess there ain't {en inches
of water at the ford."

[Te paused.

“Mebbe you'll meet wp with the guy
thiz side of the river,” Lo went on
“Bat, being a stranger in the country,
mebbe he don't know the ford. He
sure is due here, but, mebbe, that dog-
gonced gny is cavorting on the other
side of the Bguaw, locking for the
ford. 1 guess it ain’t an hom's ride
fram—""

“I'l1 go at once,” answered the
Dounder. “If the man’s anywhere
about, I'll spot him, and Lring him
here nll rizght.”

“You smid 1it,” agreed Barney., “1
guess 1 got to get the papers ready
for the business: and when you ride in,
Mr. Vernon-Bmith, sir, mebbe i','ml’i]
be willing to go ithrough it wiih me
in the office. guess your popper
would be pleased at you picking up
ihe way the ranch is ron”?

“That's what I want fo do,”” said
Vernon-8mith: amd, with o nod to the
foreman, he ran down the steps of the
voranda, dismizssing Billy Bunter, and
the quirting due o him, [rom bis
mind.

Smithy, as o matter of fact, was a
little repentant by that timo of his
display of temper.  As Bob Cherry
had remarked, he had his lantrones,
but they blew over

He went in zearch of ibe TFamous
Five, with the intention of being as
agreeable as possible, and eausing them
to forget that spot of unpleasantness,

But he did nat find them.

“Qeen my [riends about? he asked,
calling to Mank, the cook, ab the door-
way of the cookhouse,

#Thery done gone nul on  theire
caynses,'” answered Haonk.
“Oh, have they been gone longt™

F
ik b

Bout an hour, I reckon.”

The Bounder compressed his lips,

The Famous Five had gone off with-
out spesking a word to lum. As he

ad been in an angry and nnpleasant
temper, that was not surprising, but it
irritated him, He had been thinking
of o ride across the sunny prairie in
cheery company to mect tha cattle-
buyer on, the trail from Hatchet.

However, there was no help for it
end he led his horse from tho corral;
saddled up, and reda away from thoe
ranch. ¢ had told Barney that ho
would go, and the fact that compauy
was not gvailable made no difforence
to that.,

He did not look round as hie went,
and did not observe, or imagine, that
from the veranda of the rancho,
Barney BStone was watching him ps
he rede away, with a sirange, sardonio
grim smile on his lean faco.

Neither was he likely to guess that,
after he had gone, a cattlebuyer
arrived at the ranch by way of the
Packsaddle trail from the cast, and
went into the ranch office with Barney.

The Bounder rode away at an cesy
gallop, heading for the Bguaw River.
The river itself was not in sight, as it
was deep down between higg, clayey
banks; but fringes of timber and
thickets marked its coursze frony worf
to_east across tho distant plain,

Higher up, near Sguaw Mowuntain,
the river was deep and swift; but on

thea plains it spread Wwider and
shallower, and there were soveral
fords. known to the cow-men of tho
locality.

Smithy, as he galloped to the somih-
ward., hed hid eyes open for the tall
iﬁquﬂnwnnd Barney had mentioned to
$1in.

Most of the timber along thoe river-
course was small timber—pecean and
post-oaks. And it was casy to pick
out the gigantic cottonwood frem a
great distance.

He saw nothing of mny traveller as
he neared the river. It was quito
likely that a stranger in the land,
arriving from a distant town to tho
southward, might be doubtful ahout
the ford. Smithy expected to sce him
when he paésed the Squaw.

It was not ouly for o traveller, how-
ever, that he was watchful. Although
iz encmy, Two-gun Sandera, was now
out of the game. snd there was
nothing further te be feared from him,
Hmithy was well aware that he might
have other focs to look for, and he was
on his guard. He had a revolver in
his helt, a rifle in & leather caso
strapped to his saddle, ond ho was
mounted on & swift brooeo that could
have zhown its heela to maost of tho
cow-ponies on Kicking Coyuze, g0 ho
did not suppose that he had muoeh to
fear from a possible encmy. DBut {ear,
a= a tmatter of fact. had been left out
of the composxition of the Dounder of
Greyviriars, and he had not the slightort
doubt shout his ability to take care
of himsclf. Tle had handled a “gun ™
with Two-gun Ssnders and Lo was
quite preparved to handle o gun agoin,
if it wasz needed.

He arrived at last on the bank of the
Squaw, under the branches of the tall
eottoywood that stood like & column
against the blue sky, ;

The wiry, clayey bank of tho river
sloped down before him to tho shallow
waker.

After rain, the Squaw was often full
to tho banks, end Hfooding over the



adjacent plain. Neow, however, the
water was low ; and here and there sand-
banks and mud-banks showed through
ik, There was hardly 4 foot of water
in the deepest spot whore Smithy looked
down on the wide river-courso

Bitting in his eaddls, he scanned the
opposite bank of tho river, a good dis-
tance away. ) _

Fringes of scrubby thickets met his
eye, but no sign of a rider, ]

DBut a man might have been hidden at
any spot by the thickets; and as Barney
had said that the cattle-buyer waes
already due at the ranch, Smrthy had
little doubt of epotting him when he had
once %Msﬁd the S8quaw.

80 he pgave his reins & shake, and
went trampling down the muddy banl,
and rode across the shallow water.
Barncy hed told him to keep to the left
of the cottonwood, end he carefully
followed his imstructions.

The brenco's hoofs sank in the soft
rmud ‘and sand in the swirling shallowe,
Onee in the river tho Bounder's head
was well below the level of the plains,
and he was completely out of sight of
any rider on the prairie, unless the rider
came very close to the bank. .

“By gum |" muttcred Smithy, & little
startled, as his horse squealed, the fore-
legs sinking in the mu i

ﬁu pulled hard on the reins, and the
squealing bronco scrambled and plunged
onward, i 5

Smithy was almost in the middle of
the widn river-coursa now. Again the
borse's legs sank deep, and the water

lashed over the Bounder's stirrups

b was useless to urge the animal on;
ite legs were buried deep, and it
floundered helplessly, unsble to draw
itself out. :

The Bounder set his lips, .

This was the ford—ie bad carricd out
Barnoy's instructiona to the very letter;
entering the river on the [eft of the tall
cottonwood, & landmark not to be mis
taken. It had looked casy enough from
the bank. Put tho horse had sunk in
soft sand, and was einking deeper.

To ride on was impossible. The
Bounder felt a throb at his heart. It
flashed into his mind that tho sand,
which looked, to the eye, firm enough,
was partly quicksand—and it was in a
gquicksand that the broneo was sinking,

Ha wrenched at the reins to wheel the
horze and ride out the way he had come,
But it was futile. Every plunge of the
struggling, a?_iuenling broneo sank it
deeper, and the wet sand was creeping
over the Bounder's spurs.

Ha gritted his teeth, Unless Barney
Stone gl'uu:l mede a mistake, or he had
made & mistake, this was the ford ! But
it was borno in on his mind that tho
broneo would never atrusglu out of the
sinking sand alive; and with all his
courago, all his nerve, the Bounder felt
& chill run through him. .

He was in the grip of the quicksand.
He knew that now and he knew that hig
 life hung on a thread, ‘

To save the horee was impossible. He
glipped over the tail, alrendy on a level
with the sand, to soramble back to the
bank on foot.

Ho saw, with & beating heart, that the
traces of his passage from the bank had
already Glled up—there was not aeign
left that 4 horso had passed. )

Heo slipped from the horse, up to his
knees in soft, sinking sand—and, at the
first plunging step, up to his thighs.
He could go no farther. As fast as,
with immense cfiort, he dragged anc
foot up, the other zanlk, Ile was pinned
in the quicksand. _

The sweat started ont on his forehead.

From belind him, as ho_struggled,
came o choked equeal. Ie glanced
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round—the horse was sinking eut of
sight, and as he stared in horror, it dis-
appeared from his eyes. Qozing mud
and sand covered the spot where 1t had
sunk—smoegth, treacherous; uding every
vestige of the bronco. -
The Bounder of Greyfriars shut his
teath. Tho horse bad sunk—and he was
sinking, There was no escape from the
fatal grip of-the quicksand of the Squaw
River; there was noe help—he shouted
hoarsely; but even as lLie shouted. he
knew tfmt. there were no ears to hear,
He was sinking—sinking to his death—
and his face was white as chalk, ns the
eoft sand ocozed and ocozed round him,
gucking him deeper and deeper,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Deal in Cows !

ILLY BUNTER lifted his fat head
B in the corner behind the roll-top
dJesk, blinked through his bi
spectacles, listened—and poppe
that fat head back apain, like that of
a tortoise into its shell.

There was @ heavy tread on the planks
of the veranda.

Bunter squatted in cover,

Again and apain he heard tho un]i:ry
Bounder in scarch of him, and trembled
for his fat skin,

This, Bunter bitterly reflected, was tho
way Smithy treatod & guostl

He was very much inclined to turn
Smithy down, and shake tho dust of
Kicling Cayuse from his feet. But
thera were two good reasens for not
doing so. In tho first place, he did not
want to po—in the second, he dared not
show up #ill Smathy had got over his
“tantrums.”’ . )

Whether tha beast was still hunting
for him, afier the lapse of an hour,
Bunter did not know. He was quite
unaware that Smithy had ridden away
from the vanch and forgolten his fac
existence |

That tread on the veranda alarmed
the foat Owl; and he squatted in cover,
The tread came in at the doorway.

It ¢rossed to the interior deor, which
opencd on the hallway of the ranch-
house. Bunter heard a key turn in that
door,

He suppressed & squeak pf alarm.

This looked, to Bunter, as if Smithy
Lnow that he was there, and was cutting
off his escape before he rooted Lim out |
Bunter had an awful vision of a whack-
ing quirt in an angry hand. Dut he sat
tight, and hoped for the best.

He heard a chair ereak, as somo heavy
figure sat down. Then thero was &
voice

“#guat, Corcoran!”

Another chair creaked.

The veice was that of Barnoy Stone,
the foreman, .

Bunter knew that he was in the [ore-
man's offico—and he realized, now, that
it was the foroman who had come in and
locked the inmer door; and that there
was another man with him.

It was o rcolief to find that it was not
the exasperated Bounder. Bunter did
not mind if the foreman sat there and
discussed cattle-buying and selling, or
any other business of tho ranch, Cer-
tainly, Bunter was not in the least inter-
ested in such talk; but so long as the
foreman sat there, that beast Bmithy
was not likely to eomo in hunting for
hint, o that was so much to the good.

“¥ guesa I heard that the new owner's
sent & bunch out here, Barney," said
anotlier voice,

Grunt from the foremanl

Bunter grinned behind the roll-top.
Like tho other fellows, Bunter guessed

?

that the foremen was nol pleased by
the arvival of the Greyfriars pacty.
That grunt was expreasivel

“1 gucss it was no cingh for youm
Barney, when the ranch was eold out I:t;
Texas |” went on the unsecn Corcorsn,
with a chuckla. *'There sure ain't going
to ba no accident happon to the noo
owner on the other side of the pond.™

Grunt again.

* Mebbe he's better thera, though ™
romarked Corcoran. *“The last owner
came horning in and I guess I heard
that suthin' happened to him in the
valley of Frio™

“That guy sure did have bad luck,™
said Barney's gruff voica. “He rode
the Squaw River at the wrong spot, and
was pever seen again. It was reckéned
that he gor lost in the quicksand. I
&in't wise to what happened to the
galoot, only he suro has nover becn seen
Hﬂﬂ'ﬂ.“

Bunter heard a chuchkla again,

., “"The noe owner won't ride the Squaw
in the wrong epot, Barney. I reckon
vou're O.K #'long’s he's satisfied with
what you report to him, and it's & gpood
distance. I guess he don’t know a whole
heap abput Texas ranching, He bought
blind from the lawyers in Austin, who
had the selling of the ranch. But if he
sends & man herg—-"

“Mebba he will, and mebbo he
won't ¥ grunted Barney. “ Packsaddla
ﬁmmtrf ia unhealthy for strangers, any-
ow,”

"Yep! I guess you know how 1" said
Corcoran. " A schoolboy won't worry
you &« whola lot, 1 guess. The young
f:i.nk ain't likely to get wise to anything,

reckon.”

Another grunt from the foreman.

“That's where you miss your guess,
Pele Corcoran.,  That young gink is sure
spry, and keen as the edge of a bowie-
knifa, Two-gun Sanders, of Packsaddle,
came out at the little end of the horu
in handling him."

“3ho 1" gaid Corcoran.

“I guess he wants to know why some
giaimt was aiming to keep him clear of
this here ranch!” grunted Barney.
“And I'm telling you, Pete, that he's
the brand of guy to get wise to the
whole game.”

“A echoolboy !" eaid Corceran

“Yep—some  schoolboy!” snorted
Barney. “Ho put 1t scross Twu-gun
Sanders! Ho had a gun on Lariat
the day he got here, and made that
guy jump to ordora. Only jest befors.
you blowed in, he stood of & bunch
of the punchers whoe was having fun
with a Bedskin, and never turned n
hair! I guess he'd have pulled on
Lariat, 1f he'd handled hwm, as shick
a3 any gunman in Texas! I'm telling
vou, Pete Corcoran!”

“You ain't saying that that kid from
gchop! has got your goat, Barneyi™

said Coreornn, “Sav, whera i3 ho
now T g
“Aw, 1 puess he's gpone riding on the

praivie !” drawed Darney “He's gof
a temper, of his own, and his fricnds
was glad to get off without him—so he

went off alene—down by  the
Squaw—"

“Down oy the Sguaw? repeated
Corcoran.,

lFYEPE!J

“ Search me ™ spid Corcoran.

“] guess,' said Barney, “that I

ain't run this bere rarch for years on
ond, old-timer, to be bulldezed by a

schoolboy!  Nob  so's you'd notige
it 1"

There was a short silence.

Billy Bunter, beohind the roll-top,

wes puzeled. That Barney Stone dis-
liked the presence of the owner's son
Tue Maicwer Lisnany.—No. 1,576
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Kicking Coyuse waz clear; but
gnessed that long ago. lle
could not see Corcoran; but he knew,
from ihe man's tene, that he was
startled when Barney told hun that the
owner's zon had gono niding " down by
the Sguaw.”

Why. Bunter conld not guess.

The cellence was  brief.
Stoene’s voice calo :.'-]m:rplé‘:

“Got down to 1t, Corcoran! I
rockon you've zot the dusc!”

“Burel Four hurdrel dollars for
the bunch!®” said  the eattle-buyer,
with & laugh “1 guess you can count
the greenbacks, Barncy ™

Barney grunted again.

“You sure do drive & bargain, Peto!l
There's two hundred head in  that
bunch, and Kicking Caynso cows aro
well fumwn, ! reckon.” o

“Wo got the trouble of driving
them, Barbey!™ satd Corcoran, and he
laughed agam: and, to Bunter's sur
prise, the saturpine foreman of Kick-
ing Cayuszo lavghed, too.

Euntﬂr could see nothing Lo laugh
about in tho idea of the cattle-buyer
driving ‘the cows he bought from the
ranch foreman

Bunter was more and move puzaled.

He knew Iittle, or nothing, sbout
ranching; peither was he keen to learn
gnything about i, like the other
fellows, Put ecven Bunler wondered
at hearing that a lherd of two hundred
cows was sold for four hundred dol-
lars. He would hove supposed thew
to be worth twice or thrice that sum,
at _least. .

He heard a rusthog sound of the
foreman counting noles. Then a
drawer  of the rolltop opened and
enapped shut again.

“You gob the cows ready, Barney”

“ Snuro Bill Buck's dariving them
this very minute to the Bquaw range.”

“Riding herd there 1

“WNopa!l I guesa you'll pick up the
Lunch casy, Pete,  About sundown to-
morraw I reckon will be the time.”

“You =aia ikl T guess there won't
be no Kicking Cayuse punchers cavort-
ing around on that range to-morrow !”
chackled Corcoran. " Nor the ownor's
gon won't Lo asking a heap of ques
tions. about them ecows—if he's gone
riding by tho Squaw  River )|
guesg——="

“Aw. can it!"” prunted Barney, [
giess you wank to hit the rtrail, Pete,
afore that bunch of voung ginks come
back with Buck!®

Bunter lcard tho, inner door un-
locked; ound ihe fwo men lefb the
office, and crossed the hallway into the
living-roops. Mo heard a clink of
bottle and glosses.

‘The coast wasz clear now, for Bunter.
What Barney would have done, if he
had spotted him bidden there, Bunter
did not know—Dbut he thought that- it
would probably lhave been something
painful. Bunier greatly preferred il
grim-faced foreman not {o spot  lin
there!

As he had heard Barney inention
that the Bounder had gone riding by
the Sguaw—a good many miles from
the ranch—he was safe from Swmithy
and the avenging quirt

He tiptoed [rom belimd the roll-
top and eut ont of the office, by the
door on the veranda,

Ten minutes or 50 later. lounging by
the raneh gate, he saw Mr. Covcoran
coma down from the ranch-house and
mount s harso.

e blinkad at hun curiously.

Home of the punchers, too, glanced
at Mre. Corcoran, as if with interest,
wnd  Lariat, ihe  horse-wrangler,
Thie AMusxer Lisnany.—No. 1.576.
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winked at Panhendle, and Parhandle
laughed.

Barney Stone, who had come down
v the gate with the cattle-buyer,
glanced round, and Panhandle’s face
anmediately became scrious

Barney took ne notice of the fat
schoolboy blinking at Pete Corcoran
throngh his big ‘speeracles. He was
not interested in Billy Bunter; chough
it was possible thar ke would have
been interested hiad e been aware that
the fat Owl of Greyifriars had over
beard cvery werd of that “deal ™ an
T 3.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Friend or Foe?

i ELE "
Herberts Vernon - Smill
shouted hoarsely.

. He bad shouted, &again
and again, till his voice was diy in his
throat. Ile had little or no hope of

being heard,

The sni:-;la:in%1 sand was welling round
mim, up to his showlders now.  His
vaimn struggles had only drivern him
decper.

It was impeossible 1o struggle further.
He was embedded in the quicksand,
held as i in o prant’s grip; only his
head and arms cmerged, and his arns
rested on the treacherous surface.

They were outstretched, to offer  as
much resistanco as possible;  but  the
sand was sucking at them. There waos
na hope—and (he bitterness of desth
was in the heait of the Bounder of
Greyirars.

On either side, a3 his wild  eyes
looked round, rosc the steep, muoddy,
clayey banks, high above the trickle
of water, shutting off the view of the
plains north and south of the river.

A cowman might bave ridden by,
hardly mwore than a lazzo’s length
away, without geeing him in the doath-
bed of sinking sand.

Eitiver bank was edged with tluckets,
here and thera a tree.  That was all
:Ihat he could sco Doyond the muddy
slopes.

ne faint hopo had linpered in lLis
heart.  According (o what Barney
Stone hod told him, the cattle-buyer
froom Hatehet was comming that way, to
ford the S8quaw. The man might be
within hearing, hidden by the fringes
of scrub on the southern bank. ﬁut
that hope died away after he had
shouted, and shouted, and shouted
again, answered ouly by the echo of
his own desperate voice.

No one was coming ! The eusttle-
buyer had, perhaps, talen a difforent
route.  Anyhow, he was not on the
banks of the Squaw.

Unless some  horscwnan, by sheer
chance, rode down to  the river,
Vernon-Sonth had ne hepe of seeing a
hutnan face again,

Despair waos in his heart,

Where woera hia friends?
that outbreak of temper which  lad
driven them  away from lhime. they
might have beenr with him on that ride.
But it was useless to think of that.

He was slono—and he was deoomed.
Somechow be had missed the ford and
driven into the gquicksand, and only
by the vericst chance could help come
hefore he was engulfed.

“Help " Le shouted again, desper-
utely,

From the bank. wear the tall cotlon-
wood he had passed, & rustling sound
cume to his ears. It was a stirring in
the thickets, and his wild, despairing
eyes furned on the spot with a flash of

But for
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bops. li was probably enly o prairie
rebbit that stirred n the brush,

But his heart gave g great leap as
he saw o head and shmﬁdm‘s omerge
from the thickets ang a face turned Lo-
wards hin

Hia cres hud been heard Someone
was in hearing—some man who had,
apparently, camped 1o the brush beside
the river [t wos a dark, coppery
face that stared at the Bounder from
tha high bank-—the face of an Indian!

It was wrinkled 1 & cruel grinl

Peering From ihe brush, down {ha
stecy slope of the banl, the Indign
warched the -schoslboy, buried to tho
neck i the sinking sand, but made
o movement to come to his oid

The Bounder starcd at himn. e
contrived. to ft one arm: to wave Lis
hand.

"I-lﬂlis, help 1" he shouted,

The indisn, grinning evilly, did not
stir.

Watching the coppery face, on which
the sunshine gleamed, the Boundev
recopniscd it ss that of the Wali-
Apache who bhad been so raughly
handled by the Hicking Cayuso
punchers that aofterncon. )

e remembered that the Indian out-
cost had fled away to the south. He
had camped by the river, and he had
heard  the Bounder's cries and
approached the spot—mot to  render
aid. There was no mistaking the evil,
ploating enjoynent in the coppery faee.
The Wolf-Apache was there to wotch
one of the white race tliat he hated
sinking to death, with no thought of
stretehing out. ¢ hand to save him.

The Bounder's brief hope died.

‘Tho ruthless. savags would not hEIE
him. He saw the glitter in the black
eyee  of savage sotisfaction.  This
dreadful scéne was an entertainment to
the Redskin outcest.

Vernou-Smith groaned.  Tho last
hope was gone. The welling quick-
=and waz2 over Jus shoulders now—lus
left arm was under it—his right was
liftecd above the oozing surface, but it
was following: Blowly, slowly, bus
surely, he was sinking down to terrible
death, and it was a matter now of only
& few more minutes.

His haggard eyes were fixed, from
under the shady ‘brim of his steison, on
the cruel, grinning face. His erics had
brought  that wrewch there, only to
afford him a malicious enjovinent, 1n
;nmmlrziing't!m fearful fate of a “pale-
ace. -

And that Indian he lbad saved from
the rough handhng of the punchers—
saved him from having his pony, his
only posscssion, taken from him. This
was the gratitude of thoe red omtcast!
Surely, even o cruel, tawercd, -
bitrered outcast of & Jm[lmaaessad raco
might have helped the fellow who had
done that for him! But the Indian,
grinning ¢ruclly, did not stir.

Then suddenly it Hashed into Bmithy's
mind thet although he could sco that
coppery face clearly in the sunlight
aver the bunk, the Indian could not seq
his—not, ot least, 1o recogmise it, The
wide brirn of the stetson shut off his
features from view—to cthe Indien’s
eyes, from above, his faco could only
have been o dark shadow, so far as he
eould see it at all. To the eyes of the
Woll-Apache he was sunply & white
mar—one of the hated race, in whosn
destruction his savage heart reiorced.
But if ke knew-—

It waa a last, a faint chance, of life!
With his free hand Vernon-Smith
i;ra:*.ﬁed the stetzon sud dragged it from
s head.

Tho sunlight streamed on hias face.
{Continued on page 12.}
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The Indian would know him now-—
could not fail to recoguise him as the
Fellow who had intervencd ac the rauch
gaie. Would it make sny differencel

He watched, with haggard, despair-

ing ¢res. : .

fia saw the Wolf-Apache give a sud-
den start. The figure in the tattered
blanket emerged wholly from the brush,
and tho Indian stood revealed, staring
down the steep slope of the bank al
tho sinking schoolboy. i
"Hopo flushed in the Bounder's face
again. He waved his hand, in a last
wild appeal to the Indian

He saw the Wolf-Apache make 2 swilt
step forward. Ilis hieart beat almost to
snffocation. : ,

Then the Indion stopped again, and
lea back into the brush from which
ha had emerged. . .

The Redskin had vanished from his
gight. Ilo kmew who he was, he had
had a momentary impulse to help him;
but Lo bed turned his back on him
snd gone. It was the end!

Ho was sinking—sinking! Both his
arms were under the guicksand now;
only his right arm, from the clbow, was
above it, and the choking send was up
io his ehin. Death was engulfing tho
doomed schoolboy.

A tattered figure leaped from the
brush again. The Bounder looked
dully at it. Had the wretch returned
to mock him? :

Ho saw the Indian’s arm swing ap—
and then he understood. There was a
lasso in his coppery hand

That was why the Woll-Apache had
rushed back into the brush—to get the
lasso fromn the saddle on his pony. He
copld not freed the fatal path the
Boundér had  fidden without brang
engulfed, like the schoolboy who was
sinking to his death. Only the ropo
could savo the victim of the quicksand
—and it was for the lasso that the
Indian had gone. .

The Bounder understood. But it was
taa late—too late! He was wnder 1o
his chin. It was too late! .
Tho uncoiling rope flew. The Indian
tas not trying to lesso him—thot was
imposaible, when ho was sunk so deecp.
But the aim of the red man was as
acctirate as a rifleshot, The loop of
the laseo drepped over the Bounder's
ri%:t. hand.

e grasped the rope. "

Holding on to it with his right hand,
he struggled, and with a desperato
effort, dragged his left loose from tho
aqnicksand aud grasped the lasso with
his left also. ]

The Indian, from the high bank,
thirty  feet  away, watched him
angiously. There was no grinning,
cruel malice i the coppery face now,
There was o keen and tense anxicty.

A puttural voice cried:

“¥You hold! Running Waler save

1

The Bounder did not understand, for

o moment; then he realised thas
Fumnin Watcr was the Indian's
L. gﬂﬂ Lheld on to the lazso with

both lands, in a grip for lifa or death,
and slt s teoth as the Redskin threw
s weight on the rope and dragged.

The tattered outcast was strong and

muscular. The pull en the rope was
}ike that of &_ cow-pony holding a
lastoed steer. It seemed to Vernon-

Smith that his arms wore being dragged
put of his body, between the pull on
{ho rope snd the deadly grip of tho
aquicksand that held bhim back.

The strain was almost more than he
eould bear. DBut bhe bore it with shuc
teoth. It was his lazt chance of life;
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if he let go of the rope ho bad to sink
back to terribloa death.

Slowly, slowly, as the St“&dg. pull
dragged and dragged, he felt himsolf
loosening from the grip of the quick-
e,

His shoulders came up, clear of the
sand, he was freo to his anmpits. DBus
cven as he felt that the srain was
bevond bearing, the rope slacked.

The Indian waved a coppery hand,
White teeth flashed from his dark face
as he gave the boy a grin of encourage-
ment, ]

Tho rest was an immense reliof to the
Bounder, He was sioking egain, as
soon 88 the drag ceased; but he had
timo to rest, and time to zlip the loop
of 1he lasse over his head amd d At
under his arms. Tho Indian nodded
and grinted as ho watched him from
the top of the bank,

Then be resumed dragging on the
rope,

t was round Smithy now; he did
not need to hold. The strain was over,
But the eiréling rope sccmed to bite
into flesh and bone, g0 hard was the
pull, so deadly and persistent the grip
of tha quicksand. But he bore it with-
out a sound, knowing now that he was
saved, thar it was only & matter of .tame
before he wos dragged from the grasp
of death. . ,

He was clear, at lengtly, to his waist,
Slanting over the bed of sund, ho was
dragged nearer and nearer to the bank,
till at length he wos freed down to his
boots end dragging along the sand,
leaving a deelp urrow as he went—a
furrow that filled up behind him with
cozing sand amd mud. He rolled on
the sloping bank and serambled to his
feet, and 1n & minute or more he wae
safe' on the high bank, the Indian’s
hand grosping him to hold himn steady.

_

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Where is Smithy ?

" ALLO, halle, hallo!™
Bob Cherry. ‘
Billy Bunter, leaning on
the post at the open gate-
way, blinked ot the Famous Tive as
they rede in.
e blinked at them sourly.

Bill Buck, still looking worried amd
thoughtful, turncd his_horze in at tho
corral, 'The Famous Five, tired afier
their fivst experience of cow-punching,
but bright and cheery, reined in their
broncoa and souled cheerily at  the
frowning fat Owl.

“ Had your whonping ' asked Dob.

“Olt, really, Cheryy—"

Tid Smithy get you, after all®”
asked Harry Wharton, 'i&ughingé

“The cad's gone out,” said Bunter.
“Yeu needp't think I was: keeping
doggo till tho cad went out.  ['d kneck
Lim down as soom as look at him1?

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, cackle!” eaid Bunter morosely.
“This iz how Smithy treats a guest,
ﬂfmr pressng him te come out here with

111

“%as  the pressfulnesa tercifici”
in»q'uirud Hurree Jamset Rom Singh.

“Yah! I don't think I can stand
much more of Smithy,” grunted Bunter.
“] say, you fellows, where have you
been—clearing off, and never taking the
trouble to think about a chap whe's
done so mueh for you.”

“We've been catile-driving, old fat
man,” =nid Fraopk Nugent. * Pubching
cowg, old podgy beant I don’t think
ow'd have cared for the job. We've
elped. Bill drive two hundred jolly old

roarcd

cows to the Squaw range, miles znd
tiniles away ;

“The Squaw range!”  pepesied
Bunter. Hoe remembered what he had
heard in Barney Stone's office, 0L, 1
know, ['ve scen the moon who bowght
them,™

“"¥You've whatted the which " ejacu-
lared Bob Cherry, staring at the far
junior.

All the [Famous Five
Bunter, They knew nﬂtiﬂn% about tho
herd on thie- Squaw range having beeu
sold, and certainly Eill had Lupown
nothing about it. Bo far as they knew,
that * bunch " of cows had. simply becn
driven to & distant pasture and left
thepe,

“The man camé here while yon were
gone,”” explained  DBunter. o | e
bought that lot of cows fromi the [ore-
mzi. "

“Aund hew do yvou linow 7 asked Bub.

“"Ohi  I—von sce—I sean—"

“Barney told wou all about it—
what ¥ asked Johmny DBull sarcastic-
ally. “Did he. ask your advice about
seliing cows ™ .

“{h, really; Bull—"

%Pt where's Sniithy 7' ashed Harry
Wharton.

The Famous Five had raiher hoped
o lind Smirhy recovered from kis * tan-
trams * when they got back to the
vanch In which case, they were pre-
pared to ‘wash out the recollection of
offencos,

“He's gone out—I told you I¥ grunted
Bunter. “And when I looked for you
fellows yon wore goue out, toe. If you
think that's the 1.1.-:1¥ to treat o pal—
after all I've done for you—"

“Smithy bcen gone long i

“0Oh, hours and hourst? ¥f he's nor
back. for supper I jolly well shan’t wain
for him, for one. I say, E.rnu follows, if

1

Smithy cuts up rusty when he comues
. N

glarm] at

jir—

“Oh, Smithy will he all right, now
he's had time f{o cool down 1™ said Bob.
a?ﬁ[r‘l:} hasu't quirted-yvou already you're

“1 should hardly allew a fellow fo
quirt me!” egaid Donter, with dignity.
“2till, its a bit awkward knocking a
fellow down when you're staying with
him.™

* Wot done in the best civcles,” agreed
Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Know where Smuthy's goue ™ ashed
Nugent.

“¥es; he went riding ’Ev;,'_ﬂm Sauaw.
I expect he cleercd off 1n & rotien
temper; you know lhim! I'm glad to
gct a rest from him, anyhow. 1 eay,
vou fellows, now that that ill-tempered
cad Smithy ain't about, like me to show
vou how 1o manage a laszo ¥

“{h erikey 17

“We  might get illtempered like
Smithy 1" chuekled Johnny Bull "1
know I shouid if you roped me in as
you did him™

“Yah I :

Leaving Billy Bunter adorning ile

atepost with Ins fut person, the Famnus
%’i\'c led their horses into the corral.
They found Bill Buck there, rubbing
down Lis broneo, still with a puzzled
and  thoughtful wrinkla 1 his rugmed
bronzed brow. -

The juniors followed his example.
They had soon fallen into the way of
caring for their horses themselves,

“T'I teli @ wan!” sad Bill, and the
juniors grinned. Bill, 1t was clear, was
:till worried by Barnoy's order to leave
that bunch of cows on the lonely range
at the foor of Squaw Mouritain. *I'll
gay 1t gels my goatl It ain't no use
wlking to Barney. IHe ain't gat any
nse for chewing the rag, Barney ain't
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““ You hold ! ' sald the Indian in a guttural voice. *° Running Water save you ! Vernon-Smith held on te the lasso

with both hands, then ke shut his teeth as the Redskin threw his weight on the mlz and dragged. Slowly, slowly, the Bounder

felt himsell loosening from the grip of the quic

But T'll tell a man, them rustlers will
bift them cows 4 '

“But Barner Btone wouldn't lecave a
herd whore it was in danger of being
lifted by cattle thisves, Bill,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Nope! Wot if he knowed it,” ad-
mitted Bill, “Meblbe he's forgot what
came Lo the last bunch on that range.

Mebbol But I don't get it.”

“Perliaps they've been driven there o
be iaken npway by a man who's bought
the bunch " sugpesied Bol.

Bill stared at him.

“That ain"t senze!” he answered.

“Buanter's got Liold of the idea from
somewlero that that buneh of cows was
so0ld to 8 man who came here tlns alter-
noon,  said Bob.

BEuff 1" grunted DBill.
gink! How'd he know?
Bin b &oise |

“That fat
Pesides, 1t
Cattle buycrs como from
Packsaddle  aud Hard Tack and
Hatchet, They'd want to drive cows
that-a-way if ther bonght them. Thero
ain't no cattle trail over Sguaw Moun-
tain, you young gink, If them cows was
#old to a eattlo boyer they would have
to be drove back to the ranch to be
tuck away. Is that sense®"

“Well, no,” admitted Bob.. “ Bunter
must have got 1t wrong. Halle, halle,
Ballo! Here's Bacney !

'Thie foreman locked in ab the gate of
the corral.  He called to Bill.

“Yen pot them cows to the Squaw
range, Bill Y

“Sare | answerad  Ball.
Barney, 1 puess——""

Perhaps the foreman geessed what was
coming, for he waved an impaticnt
hand at ithe puncher,

“1aclk it up, Buck! I gncss I want

on 1o ride ta IHalchet aller eupper

oIl fate Yoba Dick, and hit Tlatehet

" Bay,

by sun-up, to bring back o stving of
hovzes, ™ )

“ Yep " grunted Bill,

The juniors left tho corval, leaving
Bill receiving instructions from Barncy.
Thoy went back to the gate and looked
out over the prairie, in tho westering
sunlight, wondering when tho Bounder
was coming in,

They were rather anxious to see him,
and to ascertoin exactly how matters
glood. If the disogreement of that day
was going on thﬂj«" wore going to cut
short their stay at Kicking Cayuse. In
these matiers they wore rather more
patticnlar than Billy Bunter.

On tho other haud they were ready to
wash out offences if Smithy extended
the olive-branch, They did not want 1o
part on ill terms with o fellow with
whom they had travelled three or four
thousand miles from home,

Chick, the clioreman, appeared in the
veranda of the ronclio, and called out
" Supper ! : ;

Hiﬁy Bunter detached humsclf ime-
mediately from the gatepost,  "Lhere
worn times when Bunter could move
aquickly.

“Y say, yvou fellows, come onf” he
exclaimed.

“Waiting for Banthy,”

“DBut supper’s ready—-'

“Waiting for Bmithy, all 1l same I
clhmckled Bob, .

“Well, you maust be silly nzses ! enid
Bunter, aud he rolled off, leawving the
Tamous Five wateldng the plain.
Bunter, ab all events, was not going fo
wait for Smithy when sopper was wait-
ing for Bunter.

Barney Btone camo away from the
corral and stopped to glanee cnrivusly
at tho juniors. He could guess why
they were waiting there. A faint grin
flickered over Lis liard, lean face,

sald Tlarry.

pa2

dl

“Ain't the young boss como in yet ¥
he asked,

“No,” answered Harry.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" exclaimed Bob.
“What the dickeng——*"*

From & fold of the prairie, in tha
distance, & horseman came. inlo view,
Tho horao was a rough, bonr, cho
Indian pony. The rider was caked wit
mud from head to heel; and tho juniors
didd not for the moment rocognise him.
Beside tho pony walked o copper-
skinnod Indian, leading it by 8 rawhide
Lridle. The juniors stered in surprise,
and from behind them camo o sharp,
startled pasp from Barney Stone,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Suspiclon !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITII
spegped in the saddle of the
Indian pony.

Thoe Bounder was tough, and
he was havd; but hia terrible expevi-
ence in the gquicksand in the Squaw
river Ll told heavily on lum.

Runping Waier, the Woli-Apache,
had saved his life; but he wonld have
been helpless without the further care
of the Indian,

The Redskin had placed him on his
pony, and led him, by long, weary miles
of rugged prairie, back to the ronch.
It was weary work for Running Water:
but, witlt the dogged palicnee of his
race, he framped on be-ide the horse,
never speaking a word, and auswering
only with o guitural grunt if the
Bounder  spoko him. But the
Bounder said little.  He was utterls
weary and spent, and only anxious o

(Coutinued on pape 161
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et in at the ranch and rest his aching
limbs. .

Ho was plad when be siglied the
ranch buildinga in the distance. The
Indign's foce darkened at the sighl of
them, He lLiad not forgotten the rough
orseplay  of  tho iclsng  Cay =4
punchers. But he shambled on, loading
tho horse, and they entered the trail
that ran lo the gate, And then Bmithy
spotted the juniors in the gateway aud
waved his hand. )

They ran out o meet hun.

Burney Stono did not foliow. Ho
stood as if rooted to the varth, stavivg.

Had they looked at him they could
searcely have failed to rewd in his face
at that momaont that ke Lind not expoected
to sec the Bounder at Kicking Cayust
again. i

But they woro not looking at Barney,
or thinking of him, As it dawned on
their minds that thet muddy, weary
rider was Vernco-2mith, ther dazhed
out to meet him as ho came,

“Bmithy !" shouted Bob,

“"What on earth’s happenced T

“Where's your horso?”

“Smucley, old man )

The Indian halted with thoe pousy, and
the Famous Five surrounded the
Dounder. Evidently some mischanes
had happened ¢o him, and thoey quite
fargot that there had been any olfences
given and tsken that day.

“My estcomed, idiotic Smithy——"
exclaimned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Tho Bannder slipped from the pony’s
back and stood in the trail. o griuned
faintly ab his friends.

“Gilad 1o sce you fellows!” ho said,
hiz voice pob quite steady, * Not long
ago 1 never thought I should sec you
aeain,”

“Smithy t¥

“T'vg been through it sald the
Bounder quietly.

“I ean see thot, old clap!™
Tiarev. “You've lost your horse.”

“My lorszo is at the boltowm of a
quicksand in the Sguaw rivee”

“Oht™

“1 should be there with Liime, Lt Tor
thita Indizn,” said Smilby.

“Hmithy, old man——-"

“1'1 tell vou later. T'in o Bal krowked
aut now.” Smithy turaed  to ihe
Indian, who was standing like a brongn
statue.  “Running Waler, you ravedd
my life, Come i with e, and slek
4t the ranch az long as you like”

The Indian shook his head.

HTmun gol” Lo answercd briefly.

“I's all vight," urged the Bowwder.
“That 13 my father’s ranch, You'll be
0K, there, I tell you—="

“Injun gol”  repeated the Wolf
Apache stohdly, and he drow the pony
roniid to mount.  Evidently the outeast
of the prairie did pok ecarn to trust hime
self aguin withia ceach of the Kicking
Clavuse bunch,

“Look here, you've saved oy life,”
raid the Bounder, “You've hoofed it
mitles and miles Lo lend me your pony,
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You've zob fo leb ne reward you, at
least.™

e slid o movddy hand into a muaddy
pocket, and drew out a2 hapdinl of
IR,

The Indian's black eyes glistened,

“Wali 1" he saicdd  “¥ 15 good !

The Rounder smiled, ond drappod a
Fatful of silver dollars into a coppory
[ I,

Money waz little to the Bounder of
Groyfriavs, who had wmore than jm
needed, but it was probably rare with
the tattered, dusty outcast of tne
prairie.

The hard, hawkish face of the Yolf-
Apache brightcned aver that handiul of
Inoney, ’ .

“It i1z pood'™ he repeated in his
guttural voice.

And he threw himseif into the ragged
saddle and rode sway to the south, the
juniors staring after Lim euriously oas
e went.

“Iow on earth did you pick up that
chap, Saithy?” asked Bob, as they
turned Lack towards the ranch.

*Tho punchers were ragging bim, and
I stopped them,” answered Vernon-
Smith. “Lucky I did. He got me out
of the Squaw river with his lasso when
1 was right at the finish.” Ia shivered.
* By gad, I'd rather not go through thai
agan ™

e walked in stlonee to the gate, the
Famous Five with him.

In the gateway they came face lo face
with Barney Stone.

If tie foreman of the Wicking Cayuse
hiad had n shock at the sight of the
owner's son, he bad recovered from it
ngw., 'There was only & carelesz-ecnurio-
sity 1n his face as he scanued the
Rounder.

“"You sure look aa if you'd taken a
tumhble, eiri” he sawd. “Leost your
cayuse IV

Vernon-Smith came to a stop, and
looked at him Rxedly

“1 lost my horae in the quicksand in
the river.” he anid In & low and very
distinet veice. "1 saw nothing of the
man you sent me to meet, and 1 followed
your directions exactly and rode into o
guicksand.”

Harrey Wharton & Co. looked at hhp.
struck by sometbing in his tene and in
s faco.

“Bearch me ! said Barnev., “That
guy from Elatchet come hy the other
ivail, as it turned out—ihat's why le
pat in late; he went roumnd by Pack-
eaddle, not knowing the ford. But how
come youn pob inte the gnicksand, sir?
I goess I don't pet that | There suro
is o guicksamd in the Sguaw, but it's u
tlozen laszoes’ length from the ford.™

“1've said that I followed vour direc-
tions exactly ¥ said Vernon-Bmith; and
the gignifieconce in hiz tone made the
Famous Five exchange glanees

Bavney shook hig head.

TN say von couldn’t have, sie,” o
gnswereed. " You saw ot bir cobbon-
wood that T desevibed to vor?™”

“1 did, and I kept o the left of it,
as vou told e

"I guess I lold yen to leave it to
the left, Mr. Vernon-Soull,” eaid the
foreman, enaking his head. " Every
guy on the ranch knowa that youn leave
that tres to the left to rule the ford.”

“Yon fold e to keep to the lefi.”

“1 reckon yon disromembered whaot T
epid, sie,” soud Barnev., “1 sure said
leave ik to the left., Blelbe I snid keep
it ta the lefr. and you figured that 1
said kecp to the lefe”

“Oh? said the Bounder.,  “ Well,
cither you made a mistake or clse I

didd, and b erane near Leing ibe foash
for mo [M

“I'm sure powerful sorry for that,
sir ¥ said Barney, with an oir of great
frankness. “1I'll tell ali Texas!l You
gure did mistake me. sip ¥

The Bounder nodded, and walked on
10 the rapch with ihe Pamaows Free.
They were logking and feebing ox-
tremely uncomdorialide,

Wram tho woay Bmiathy had spolien, he
had gsecmed to Lmply that the forevnn
had deliberaiely gent hoo nto e
danger of g terrible death.

Tha: was a suspicion that might Lave
come 1nto the Bounder's mind in the
cluteh of the quicksand; but it seemed
wild enough to the other fellows, And
tha mistake, ton, was easy to make, if
Barney had said " Keep it to the lefi”
and the Bounder had supposed that ho
hacd said “Keep to thoe lefi.”  ‘They
were glad and relieved by the cliange
in Bmithy's manner when the foreman
had made his explanation.

“Brmiths,” murmured Bob, “ rou—ron
couldn't have thought—m-—>=" >

“Ob, it wos a mistake—plain enough
row 1" said the Bounder in a volce loud
cnough to reach Barney Btone's ears,

They entered the rancho, and Bmithy
went at once to his reom to clean and
change. .

Harry Wharton & Co. waited for him
in tho hall, in a rather perturbed and
uneasy frame of mind,

They eould not help having an impres-
sion that that black suspicion lingered
in the Bounder's mind, in spite of what
ha had said. )

But he made no allusion to it when
he joined them, and they weunt into the
living-room, where Billy Bunter had
leng been busy at supper.

The fat Owl paused, witih a well-
laden fork balf-way to his mouth, as he
saw Yernon-Smith.,

“I—=J—I eay, Bmithv, il—if vow're
roing to be a beast——" hie beran,

“ Fathead 1"

“0Oh, really, 8mithy—"

“ oot

“If that’s how you talk to a guest,
Herbert Vernon-8mitlh——"

" Dummy 17

“Yah " said Bunter

Evidenily the Bounder had gut over
his *tantrums,” and wa3 nobt going to
be a *“beast.” Relieved on that -
portant peint, Billy Bunter devoted his
whale attention to the foodstuffs once
more,  And thongh the Bounder looked
a little pale and tired, it was a very
cheery party round tho supper-table.

i)

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Wants fo Know!
“ F UNNY, ain't it:" szald Billy
Bunter.
“Whint 2™

After sapper the Grepfriara

fellows had gone out nto the veranda,
where they were seated, looking our
over the plaing in the glimmering light
of the moon. From the bunkhouse, at
a little distance, they conld hear cheery
vorces—a puncher’'a chorus, sung, with
more vigour than tunefulness, by the
“bunch.” ¥From the divection of the
kitchen eomme an oecasional elink, of
Chick washing dishes and pots and pans,
Bmithy had related what had bap-
pencd after the Famous Five had lelt
the ranch on the cattle-drive with Bill
Hillﬁoﬂunter lent g fet ear, and afies
the Bounder had finished he comtributod
his remark—which caused all the junicys
to stare rownd at tho fat face and Lig



spectacles that climmered in the gleam
af the Texas moom. .

" Funuy 17 repeated Javry Wharton.
“You benighted ass—"

“0Oh, rmﬁly, Whartop—~>"

“ What is there funny in being sucked
into a guicksand, you blithering owl?”
demanded Johnny 1iail

“0Oh, really, Bull—-"

"RKick him "

“Teast! I dnle't mean that was
funny,® explained Buater. “I meant it
wasg funny SBmathy being the owner’s
goin, you know——"

AN Lk does the fat ass tuean, il ho
neans-anything ¥ asked IFrank.

“0Oh, really;, Nugent, I wmean it would
he funny if the new owner’s son had
wob lost in the quicksand like the last
ovwner 1" explained Bonter.

“Like the Ilast owner?” reprated
Vernon-Sinith, with a sharp look at the
fat Owl. *What do you know about the
lazt owner 7 'alking out of the back of
your silly neck, as usual i

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“Tho fat ass can't know anything
about the lost owner,” said Bob. “Shut
ury, Bunlep)®

*“ 0O, really, Cherry——
" You fat nss- Brmthy's father mosk
have bought the ranch from the last
cwner [ said Harry

“He jolly well didn’t, if the chap was
at the bottom of that quicksand;” =aid
Dunter.

“Hold on a minute!” satd ihe
Bounder guictly., “My father bought
. 1the ranch from a firm of lawyers and
eztate arents, who had it to sell for the
hicivs of a man wha had gone west”

S And that's how he went | explained
Bunter “That’s why I said it would
bo funny it Bmithy had gone the samo
wey, being the new owper’s son, you

now,” :

“Bunter's gob his own ideas of what
15 funny,” remarked the Bounder, " Bus
if yowve heoard anything of the kind,
Bunter, how did you hear it?”

“Oh, I—I happened to hear Btone
inention it 1” said DBunter. “I wamn't
listening to wihat he sakl to that man

orcoran, of course”

“"Who on earth's Coreorsan?” asked
Boly Cherry blankly.

“Goodness knows, unless 1t’s that
cattle-buyer whe seems to have blown m
thiz afterngon ! said Vernon-Bmith.
fThat’'s  the man,” said  Dunter.
*Chap with a beaky nose. I saw him
when ha went afterwards.™

“And vou heard Stone tell him that
the last owner of the ranch had gone
down in that quicksand 7 asked the
Bounder, his eyes steadily on Bunter’'s

fat face, 3
“Ho , diduw't eexactly tell him,”
“He just mentioned

answerdd Bunter.

it. I fanecy the other man knew. Any-
how, he said that something bhad hap-
pened to the last owner when he came
horning in, and then Stono said he was
;up;im?ml to have got lost in that guick-
aand.’

*You fat villain 1” said Johnny DBull.
“Are you playing your keyhols stunts
“Here, the same as at Greyfriars 1™

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Carry on, old fot rabbit,” said tho
Dounder.

There was guile & peculiar exprossion
an Smithy’s foce. It was elear to him
thiat Bunter had heara something talked
between the foreiman and the catle.
buyer. In view of lLis own narrow
escape that afterndon and thé spot of
suipicion in his mind, it cortainly wos
a very singular coincidence if the last
owner of the Kicking Cayuso had gone
to his déath iy ibat quicksand ip the
BOuaw rver.
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“Well, that's what they eaid,” went
on Buntar,

“And how do yon know what they
gaid 7' grunted Johnny Bull,

“How eould 1 belp hearing what they
Sa,m]lr when they weren't ten feet from
me?" demanded Bunter. “Think I'd
lizsten ¥ _

“Oh, my hat 1

“OF course 1 couldn't help hearing,™
sald Bunter warmly., *Why, Stons was
lcaning against tho desk while he was
talking, and he put the money in the
dosk. "Of eourso, 1 heard every word—
without wanting to, neturally. 1 hope
I'm not inquisitive—like somo fellows I
eould nome,” sdded Bunter, with n»
touch of scorn. “I'd have told them T
waa there, only BStone would have
inrned me out, end then thet beast
Bmithy—" .

“Oh, my  hatl” cxclaimed the
Bounder, "“Mean to say that vyou
parked yoursclf .in Bione’s offico when
I was rooting after vou 't

“Well, what was a fellow to do®
nrgued Bunter. “1 didn't want 10
knaock yvou down———="

“ Fh 7

" Betng your guest, you know—-""

“Hs, ha, ha ﬁ'

“Blegsed if I sce anything to cackle
atb! cing Bmithy’s guest, T didn's
want o have to handle nm, so I
thought the most dignified course was
to kecp out of his way till he had got
over his silly toinper,”  explained
Bunter.  *“'That's why 1 wai behind
that rollstop. Not ihat Bmithy had
anything to be waxy about--getting in
a fellow’s way when ho was handling
tha laszo, like a clumsy asg—-"

“Never mind  that,’ seid Vernon-
Bmith, “Let’s have it all, It scems
that that cattle-buyer whoin Barncy
sont to meet me, with a mistake in the
directions, came ancther wav—came and
went while ali of us werd away from
the ranch, Ouly DBuntor's scen him——"

“1 saw him when e went,” said
Bunter, “Chap with a beaky nose, I
didn't seco him while ho was in the
office, Brono might have cut up rusty
if he'd found me there—m-="

“Not much doubt about ihat??
grinned Bob,

irouble

“Well, I didr't want any
with him,” said Bunter “1 haven's
come herve to thrash the foreman—"

“Ha, ha, hat™

“0Oh, cackle! I just sat it out, and
cleared- when they went away {o get a
drink,” said Bunter. “J knew- Smithy
was out, a3 Derney snid so—I mean, T
didn’t eare a straw whether he was out
or not——"

“Ho that's how you picked up that
fatheaded iden about the bunch of cows
being sold 7' asked Bob. .

“Eh? 2o they are sold,”” said Buanter.
“I heard Barney ecounung the moncy,
and then he pas it in the desk.”

“Fathead! I asked Bill, and he zaid
that the cowa wounld have to be driven
back to the ranch from the Squaw
range if they were sold,” said Bol.
“Lhink Mr. BStone would have them
driven ten rmiles jJust to have thom
driven back again "

“Cloreoran said ha was going to drive
ithem  himself,’”” retorted  Dunter.
“Barney Stone told him the time to
pick them up would be sundown to-
morrow on tho Squaw range. Ilo seld
ithern for four hundred dollars.”

“Ile zold o herd of two hundred cows
for four hupdred dollars!™ repeated

b.

“Yes, [ thoughkt it was jolly <hecap,”
gatd Bunter.

Bob Cherry clhiuckled,

i7

“Cheap isn’t the word,” be said, “1
don't know what a cow fetches in
'Fexas, but that works out at about ten
bob each. 1 should recommend
Smithy's pater to get & new forenen
if Barney eclls off his cows at ton bob
g time.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“1 say, vou fellows, thera's nothing
to cackle at!'’ yapped Bunter. “I1 tell
you X heard them——m-"

" Fathcad! You heard it all wrong,
as you usuglly do!’ eaid Bob. “Rill
thinks that herd 1s i danger from
rustlers, left on thet range without a
man in charge—but they might as well
be rustled as sold if they ferch only ten
bob each. And ithoy're not sold, any-
how—Bill: said they couldn't be.”

“1. tell you——=" rog Buntor.

“Hata 1"

“The ratfulness js terrific,™

“¥ah!’ snorted Bunter,

Billy Bunter, knew what he had heard
while ho was.parked behind the rell-top
in the ranclt offico, But the Famous
Five had littlo ‘doubt that the fat and
fatuous Uwl -had made ono of his usuval
fatuous mistgkes

Smithy ,did not express an opinion;
lie seomed deep in thought.

b Charry rose from his rocker.

“What sbout a stpoll round before
bed 1 he ;_aakﬂd,

“No jolly
promptly.

" Not you, pld fat-man; I don't sup-
pose  vou  could carry | that supper
about ! ghuckled Bob. *Come on, you
slnekoyrs '

The Famous Five went to (hg steps

Harry Wharton glanced round at
Smithy.

Il stick bere,™ eaid the Dounder.
“I'm & bit {ired. Mesides, I want to
enjoy Dunter’s copversation,”

1] Ehj”‘

I .never yealised. before what an en-
tertaining chap ho was,” cxplained the

aunder,

“Well, I can talk, you kpow,” re-
merked Bunter complacontly, “I was
always a pretly good conversutionalist—
witty and eptertainior and all that,
you hnow.™

“Oh erikey ™ _

Iiarry Wharton, laughed and followed
his friends down the steps,

Billy Buunter beamed en the Bounder.
‘This, roally, was the first time that
Smithy had ever dope Lim justice. Ho
was fully prepared to bestow. the de-
lighta of hie fascinating convyrsation on
il Bounder,

Smithy, however, kept him (o cne
topic—what he had’ overhéard in the
rauch offico, Why Bmithy was =o keenly
interested in thet Bunter did not kaow,
but the Boynder ‘certainly was, He
listened to Bunter's cenverzation till he
had extracted from hum every word
ihat ho had heardd

When ho was eatisfied that that was
the cuse” Smitby realised that he was
not too Lired to join the .Famous Five
in & steoll round——and he did zo, leaving
Bunter snorting.

[ 1 —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !
HB 1ILL'S gone to Hatchel "

feer ™  seid  Bunter

“ Buare 1*

“Tar from hero?”

“Thirty miles,”" said Barpcy
=lonm,

“What do vou follows think I psked
ilia Bounder, glancipr round at his
friends, “Feel yp to & sixty-mile vide "

The Famous Ilf'}im simled,
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It was early the next morning. The
e1x Juniors: had turoed out bright and
early and breakfasted while Billy
Bunter was stil opslecp and snoving.
Tho fat Owl was not likely to turn out
for a good three hours yet.

Vernon-Bmith had a very cheerful ex.
pression on his foco that morning. HHis
werrible adventure of the previous day
seemed {o have left no trace on him
whatover, as Lhe chums of the Remove
were glad to sce

They were glad also to see that his
manner to the ranch foreman was as
cordial as it hed cver beon, That
looked as 1f Bmithy vealised that thero
was nothing in the suspicion whicly, they
folt sure, had cotne wnto hiz mind on
the sulpect of his adventuro in the
quicksand n'the Bquaw river.

Barney was geaffly civil, as unsual,
that moriiing, 1f he wondeved what the
ouner's son was thinking, he did not
veveal any of his thoughts in his lean,
brown face.

The idea of a sixtv-anile ride—thiriy
miles cut and thicty wiles bacli—was
rasther startling to the Fanous Five.
Thoy were aware that a Texas cowbay
would frequently put in o sixty-mile
ride in & dey—the tough cow.ponics
heing cqual to it, like their riders.
Fut the schioalboys, though in pood con.
ditipn and as Bt as fiddles, thought it
rather a “eall ™ arvder,

5 uesd vouw'd Larndly make (e
grade,” remarked Bacney Stone, with
4 faint grin.

“That does it!" said the Dounder.
“Wo're going

“Oh all right ! said Farry Whar-
fon. “We ean toke grub in our saddle-
bags, amd camp for lunch., May mest
Fill on the way, too, if he's coming
back to-day with a slving of horses.”

“We'll tey it on, ab any rate,” said
Bob, _

“Give us some points about the irail,
Mr. Stone,” satd Vernon-8mith, *and
pﬂrtitulnrl::f about the ford. I don't
want to miss it again ns I did vester-
glay.”?

" Bure |” said Barner.

The juniors listened very attentively
a3 Barney gave them “points ™ about
tne ford over the Sguaw rviver amd the
trail ihat ran bevond (o thoe distant cow
town of Harchet. Then Barney went
nbout the busiucess of the vanch—the
foreman of Kicking Cavuse was a busy
man—and the Greviviare fellowa were
left to make their preparations for the
1riph

“What about Bunter?” asbed Bob,

T Bounder lrnughed.

“Oh, let Buntor come, by oll meanz!
I'm sure be'll jump ar the dden: Go
and fell him we'rs ciding sizty roiles,
aud see him jump ot it

“Iia, ha, ha!*

e [jnmpfulﬂt*sa will prebalde not
ha tervific!™ chuckled Ilurves Jamnset
ftam Singlh.

“Well, we'll give Limr » chavee!”
satd Dlob, and ho went iuto the rancio
to call Bunter,

It was far from probalde that (e fat
Owl of the Remove would jump ot that
ride—sixty vards being more o Biliy
funter's line than sixty miles!  Siill
it was only faie to give him 1l chanee
tnjaln up, if so disposed. )

snora greeted Boly ns bie pui his
eireery foce inte Banter's rooen.

“Hally, haltle, hallo ™ reared Bob.

enore |

“Wake up, old fot man!™

Snoro !

_ Bob tramped in and gave tlhe fab
junior o shake,

Billy Buonter's eyes opened, and he
Liinked at him.
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“Whaerrer marrer? lhe rmumbled,
drowsily, “’Tain't rising-bell.”

Boly chinokled.

“"Tair't 1" he agreed. “ Wa're going
for o sixty-mile ride, old fat bean!
Like to comc®”

Bunter gazed at im. Tor o moment
or two he seemed speechless.

“Yon—you idiot [ he gesped at last.
“1 was drﬁaming about a feed in
Maulr's study at Grreyiriars, and you've
wolkie mo up to tell me that 1"

“Won't von come "

“ Beast ™
: ‘LDWE that mean yes or no? inquired

“Beast! Rotter! Swab! Gerrout!™
howled Bunter. “Waking s fellow up
ot of a lovely dream to talk rot like
that! Gerrout, or I'll buzz my Pi!l&w
at vou! Fathead] Ass! Beast!

Huovi thus rendered thanks for
being called, Billy Bunter dropped his
fat head on the pillow again, with an
indiguant snort.  Ieo clozed his eves
ta woo slumber and o return of that
lovely vision of a feed in " Lord
Mauloverer's study at Greviriars.

Balb, grinning, left him {o it!

Bunter was snoring ngain by the time

e shut the door,
. Leaving the fat Owl to snore, the six
juniors  eaddled tlweir  broncos, and
packed their rifles in (e leather eases
ta be strapped on. The Bounder packed
a SUN-gub also.

Chick, the chove-man, packed what
the Famons Five thought they were
more likely to need: a plentiful supply
of what Chick called *eats,” (o
carcied 1o their saddle-bags.

Barney Stone glanced after them, as
they led their horses down to the gate,
and they were aware of a sarcastic grin
on his face. Lariat. the horse wrangler,
wos grinning widely.

Neither of them, probally, fancied
that the Greyiriar: {[rllmu-'- wers good
for o sixtv-mile ride.

That did not worry the cheery Jumora.

Thov rede away soutlhvard from the
ranch, heading for tio SBquaw river:
the wav the Bounder had ridden the
provions dav: ad the ranch dropped
ot of sight belund.

It was sull bripght and early in the
moriing  when they siphted the tall
cottornvwowl on the bank of the Squaw
il rode on to the river—a good many
irtles from Kicking Cayuse,

They Lalwed oo the high bank, and the
Dovaneder, with las guort, pointed out
the spot where he had been sucked into
the sinking sand, and where Bunping
Water, the Wolf-Apacie, hod dragged
Lhim back from death.

Eliz {nee was grim az he id 2o0: and
the juaniors shivered o little, a3 thes
looked dovn on the treachercus surfaco
of the sinking sand.

“Wo'll take jolly good care noil to
nuss the ford, voun feliows ! remavked
Boly Cherey, " We can pick it out all
right, from what Mr., Stone hins twold
us—lbuit we can't be too careful.™ .

“Tlardlv—i{ we rode the ford at all!”
vinarked  the DBounder.  * But, as it
Lhappens. my beloved ecarers, we're now
going (o vide 1017

b Dol ostared ar i "We'vo
cob Lo eress the river, to get o Hatohet,
Smihy—it"s =oui: of the Squaw.™

O, gquite! But veu see,” drawled
the  Donnder, “we'ro not  going  to
Hatchiet—so we don't need to cross tho
river I

“We'ra Belb,
revst i fecd,

“We're
been !

TThat  will  tshe wr to Squaw
Movntaio I safd Harey, as mystited ns
ol

*Youn said it!Y sueced Smithy.

ner ¥ exelaimed

“ But—

riding  un ihe miver, old

“But aren't we going to Hafclet?™
asked Frank Nugent, gomite puzzled.
“What was tho use of asking Barney
Btone for all those directions, if we'ra
not poing fo Hatchet to mect BillTY

“Oh, o lot of pood™ said the
Hﬂundor. coollv., “Iv left Bavnev be-
lieving that we're gono fo a cow-town
thirty miles sway, south of the SByuaw
river—so he naturally won't gness that
wo're riding west to the Sguaw ra nge,
where Bill left that herd yesterdas.'

“Yon were pulling Barner Stone's
log 3* u:-u:lmm{-{.{’ Bob.

“Hort of 1™

“But why?” asked Jolmur Bull,
blanklw.

Tho Bounder lauglhed,

g of reasons! Come on—we can

et to the Squaw range, whers wou
ellows went with Bill vesterdar, by
riding up the river. It's a few miles
longer this way than the way you went
with Bill and the hord, but that vwon't
hurt us. The chicf thing is, that we're
miles out of sight of the ranch lere,
and Barney BStona thinks we're gone
across the river. Come ont”

Quite mystified, but realizing that the
Bounder must have some reasen for
this st-runﬁgc and unexpected pame, the
Famous Five wheeled their horses and
followed him.

Loaving the tall cottonwood behind
them, they rode up the rugF:'d bank of
the Bguaw, heading for Snuaw
Mountain in tho distant west.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
At the Stockman's Hut !

ARILY WIHARTON & Co, rode
at an easy goallop, in o chcery
buncl,

It was a bright oand sunny
morning, the sir was elear and fresh,
and o light breeze came down from the
slopes of Squaw Mouniain, '

The way, by the river bank, was
rugged : and it was a good deal longer
than the way ther had ridden with Bill
and the herd. ut the river was an
unfniling guide: and they had only to
keep on to reach the cattlo-range at
the foot of Bguaw Mountain, where the
stockman's hut stood and the herd had
been left.

The chums of the Remove were per-
plexed : but they wero \i[:.litc willing
to Iollow the Bonnder's lead, and to
wait till he cnlightened themn.

There was a thoughtful shade on the
Bounder's face as he rode; amnd at
times, o mocking glimmer in s eves.
But he urtered ne word of explanation
as thoey rode up the river

Miles of rugeed ground slipped under
the clatterning hoofs of the broncos.

The juniors reachedy at lasi, the loop
of the river, which shut in the “range ™
against the slopes of the mountain.
They rode round the loop end eoon
sighted the herd that had been left on
the range the previous aftornoon,

By the way Bill had driven the cattle
tlie provious day, it was ten miles from
Kicking Cayuse to the Bguaw range,
Ly way of the winding river, it was
more than fifteen: and as they hLad
ridden five or six mtles from the ranch
tn reach the Squow, before turning west-
ward, they had doipe well enver bwenty
miles by the time they reached the
stockman’s hut.

All the party. thercfore, were ready
far o rest and for a mcal, when ot length
they rode up to the bhut and drew rein.

Seattered over the rango between the
loop of the river and the rugeed slopes
of Squaw Mouniain, weore two hundred
cows.  Unless thore was danger from
“rustlers,” as DBill had believed, the
herd did not need wakching~there wns
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** We're range-riding here, Mr. Corcoran,” said Yernon-Smith coolly. _
hills and get off Kicking Cayuse ranges ! ** *° You—a tenderfoot—giving me that ! ” tapped the rustlen

lenty of pasture and plenty of water
or tho cows on the Sguaw range, ond
thry were not tompted to wander.

“Wo  stop  heore?”  asked Iarry
Wharton, quite puzeled as to what the
Doundér's plans mght be,

“Bure!”  prinned Bmithy, jumping
from lis horse., “There’s o hut like
this on every range on thoe ranch, and
gencrally & man, or & couple of men,
posted i it, to watch the hewds. We'rve
poing to do duty heve—see 1

*Weoe've come to walch thoe Lepd 7
ashked Nugent,

“Don't you like cowpunching?™

“Oh, yos: all vight! .ﬁ.u;,r old thing,”
gaid Irank, “But I don't make wyou
out, Smithy!  Your foreman wonld
hove left Ball hera if he .suPp-:nsed that
the herd needed watching.’

‘" Perhaps I said Emithy. “On the
othier liand, bhe might hove sent Bill
over to Hatelot, simply to keep him
clear of the Kicking Cayuse, while this
hord is on the SBquaw range™

* Eh—why ¥

“1 fancy soma of the onllit are In
Bm'nr:_v*ﬂr conlidence—but  Bill sn'e,”
:aluimlﬂﬁmlday. “Bill’s as honest o8 the

By.
“And isu't Barney 7 asked Johuony
Buoll, locking very hard at the Boonder.

1 dow’t kuow! DBut I'm going Lo
kipw—and wo're heve to tind out.”

Boly Cherry langhoed.

“As Alice vemarked in Wouderland,
(2 1s mettiug ourlonzer and curiousoy,’”’
he said. “But I suppese You Mean
somethnry,  Sitly—youn've nob jusk
ralking oul of your stetson ¥

“Yuoiwe | ' tell you while we leed.”

There was 4 feneed corral attached to
ihe stochman’s hut,  The juniors took
off =addles and bridies, amnd torned the
horses into  the cormal.  Then thoy
entored the hut.

'The door was on tho lateh, It had no
fastening from outside; but within, waa
e thick woeden bar, with iron sockets,

NEXT SATURDAY'S “MAGNET"!

Gﬂtgﬂiﬂgl”

which could be used to sceure the deor
i case of need.

The hut had clearly not heen used for
a long time. Droam what Bl had 1eld
them, the Squaw range had not been
need  for pasture sinee the last hewrd
there had Deen run off by eatile-thieves
into the passes of Squaw Mountaing
and that was 8 pood mwany weeks ago.

But there were plenty of signs of the
last occupation. The rusty 1ron stove
was half full of dead embers, and u
greasy frying-pan lay en it.  Muddy
béot-marks were visibhle on the carthen
floor. Cigarette-ends lay abont, and
burnt matches.

There wera two wooden bunks, bove of
any kind of hedding. When a cowinan
was posted there, ho Brooght his own
Llankeis with Inm,

Saddles and bridles wepe bronght into
the hut and Pi’n:hl:!d o the bunks oot
ci the way. The Bounder collected tire-
wood [from o ztack behind the buat, ool
sob the lire going in the =tove.

It. was vot needed for woarmih, for it
Was 1ow !}ﬂﬂt- o0, aitd e sun was
blazing dows on ihe rviver aml the
prairie, and baking the rocks of Squaw
Mountain.  But i waz - waded  for
cooking.

An jron kettlo was fled at the river,
and set on the stove, (o make eollee after
the mweal, Bob Cherry cleaved out the
Frying-pan, and ol was sorled out ol
the liberal 2opply Chick had packed for
the party; and =zoon o very welcome
ﬁmc:lil of Eﬂﬂtiiltq pervaded the lonely
hut—gratelul and comforting to a bhuneh
of schoolboys, who, by this tine, wero
very liungry.

There were two wooden beneclies amd
a trestlo table o the hut. Tin erockexy
was on a shell, and it reguired some
cleaning before use. But many hands
made hght work: and the Greyfriars
fellows were soon sitting down to @
meal,

““ We've no use for gatile-lifters., Hif the trail for {he

"Mw:

There was no window to the hut; bus
the wide-open doorway gave them an
extensive view of the grassy plaine, tho
slumbering, or feoding cattle, and the
miglity elopes  of uaw Mountain
barving the sky to the wost,

Apart from the elow-moving catile,
the solitude was unbroken; the jumior:
might have fancied themsclves a hupe
dred miles from anywhere, instead of
only ten miles from & buey ranch, On
all stdes, oxeept to tha west, the grassy
plaine seemed to moet Lho sky.

Bob Cherry brewed coffeo after a sub-
stantig) lupeh, and the juniors took the
un ¢ups outside, to st op tho beneh by
the door in. the open asir. It was hot:
2 haze of heat hung over Bquaw Moun-
tain, The cows wero at rest 1n the grass
=-here and.thore a hpiny back showinp—
occasionally a long-horned head rising
and slaking, to shake off flica

Vernon-83mith sipped his coffee, and
rlagced round at hid friemds, with a
foint grin on his face,

“Fvo got you puessingl!” Ho re-
marked. _
“The pgucssfulness is terrifie, wy

catcemoed  Swmithy 17 admitted Huorrea

Jamset Ram Singh,

**Ob, all serene!™ said Bob, laughing,
“T'm blessed if I know what you'ro up
10, Smithy, but we're all right hera!
Thosze cows don't septn to want a lot of
punching: but we'll give e all they
want P*?

“Thoss cows,” zaid Smithy, *belong
it my father’s hords. I'm here o s
that they're not vun off inte the hulle
I tlunk you fellows will back mie up—ivat
1f vou choose to rvide back to the ranch
aird keep clear of pun-play I shan's
blame you. ou came out hero for a
holiday—not to scrap with gunmon; and
I don’t want to drag you into danges,
Vi seeing it through=but I'm guite

TrE gir.u:«:m Lianany.—No, 1,576,
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preparad to do it alone, if you fellows
don’t care for 16"

“You'ro telking rot
Johnny Dull

“Tha rotfulness is preposterous.™

“Wo're hoere to keap an eye open for
rustlors 1" msked Frank NNupgent.

*That's it1"

“1 don't seem to see any about, at the
moment '’ murmured Bob,

“You won't eee tham till sundown,™
answered the Bounder coolly.  “ But
when the sun dips behind S8quaw Moun-
tain, I fancy the trouble’s going to start.
T'm not surs that I nuight to have landed
you fellows in it—"'

*Rubbish " said Harry Wharton,

t!J

remarked

“If there's any trouble, Smithy, we're [

poing to back you up, and see you
through., DBut [ tf:m"t B a—t

“It's rot, old chap!" eaid Bob. “ You
don't fancy that Mr. Stone would have
sent the herd hera to be picked up by a
gang of cattle-thieves?"

“That's what I want to know!"”
answered Vernon-8mith grimly.  “If
nothing happens, all right; but if any
attempt is made to run off this herd, I
chall know what T only suspect at the
present moment—that Barney Stone sent
this herd here to be picked up by cattle-
thieves." :

“ Bmithy 1" exclaimed Wharton.

“MNow you've got it said
Bounder.

*“0h, my hat!"” ejaculated Baob.

The Farmous Five stared at Smathy,
They knew now what was o the
Lounder's mind, and 1t startled them.

the

iyt

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
What Smithy Suspected !
HERBERT VERNON - BMITH

grinned at ‘*he surprise and

ineredulity in the faces of tha

Famous Five, But he became
gorions again at once,

“Yon think—" exclaimed Harry,
with a deep breath.

“Exactly I"” assented the Bounder,
1 think—but I'm not sure! I want to
ba Fﬂm' E‘hﬂtrﬁ'Whj we're here,”

ut why——"

“"And how——"

“I've been thinking this out pretiy
hard since what happened vesterday,™
gaid the Bounder quietly * You fellows
haven't forgotten that somebody-—at
present unknown—was very keen to keep
the owner'a son away from the Kicking
Cayuse. He put up that gunman,
Banders, to play his game for him. We
haven't spotted him, or his motive—till
now | ow I fancy I've got both
spotted.””

“Barney Stong—"

“Just DBarmey  Stene!”  zaid  the
Bounder. " We've known all along that
something is going on at the ranch, that
the owner’s son i3 not wanted to spot,
I'vo tallced it over with Barney himself
more than once.” He laughed. *Muet
have amused bim. I've no doubt. My
didea was that if anything was going on
underhand, the foremun of the ranch
ought to bo able to spot it. But Barney
never knew a t.'hinﬁl" He lavghed
again, “ Naturally, he wouldn't—if he's
the nigger io the woodpile |

“I snppose you've got some reason®”
said Harry slowly.

“0Oh, lots1 Barney’s run this ranch
for donkev's vears, while it's chanwred
owners moré than once. He's had a
pretty free hand—an immense distance
from nowhere. and no eye on him. [f
matters are as [ suspect, he's made a
good thing out of it—for every dollar
ihat the distant owner ever made, I
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faney that Barney made half a dozen—
over and above hiz salary as foroman,”

M Oh 1" said Harry,

“1 faney there's a pood many in the

Packsaddle country who know, or guess,
what's been going on,” went on Vernon-
Bratth, “I had a talk with the stage-
drnver on the Packsaddle hack comin
here, and [ iancsy he knew—Ilike & goo
many others. Some of the outfit aro
hand-in-glove with Barney—1 fancy that
Lariat Jenking i3 one—and othevs, |
think, SHSEMt @ good deal, but mind
their own business so long as they draw
their pay. Bome of them—like Bill—
don't know anything about it 1"
“Bills all right, anyhow,” said Bob
VLY.
*“Right as rain! So are a good many
of the others, I've no doubt. PBarney
wouldn't spread his secret farther than
he could help. The more honest men he
has in the outfit, the less likely he iz to
bre called to order.’’

“ But—" gznid Harry.

“So long as Barney has an owner who
lives at a distance, and doesn't ask too
many _questions, DBarney 1s satisfied,”
said Vernon-Smith quietly, * But when
an owner visits the ranch,”inguires into
figures, goes through aecounts, totz up
the inventories, numbers tho herds, and
to on, that owner misses the ford at the
E-l.'!unw River, and is never seen again.”

“Good heavens [V pasped Wharton,
“Bmithy, you can’t supposp=——*'

“That's what happened to the last
owner,” sald Vernon-Smith, *and that's
what very nearly happened to tho son
of the present owner.’

“0Oh crumbs ! breathed Bob.

“Barney’s a pretty hard case,” went
on Smithy. " But this country isn't what
it was fifty years ago, or even twenty
years ago—he wants 1o keep clear of the
open, if he can. I've no doubt that the
gquicksand in the Squaw rivdr was his
last resourca in dealing with the last
man., Az for me, he would have pre-
ferred to fnghten me away—and as 1
wasn't to be scared away, he would have
been satisfied with kidnapping, if it had
come off. After we got to the ranch, 1
think he would have made the best of
it, let ws run on through our holiday
here, and go at the.end of it—if I'd let
him rip.™

Ha Exughﬂﬂ. .

“But I've made it clear that I'm going
to do what my father sent me here for—
give the pater an exact report of the
place he's buuF:hi, with every detail
from A to & That means showing up
Barney’s game—if it really i3 his game
to run the ranch for himself instead of
hig owner. I'm doing, in fact, exactly
what Barney was afraid the owner’s son
mj%cht do, when he put up that gunman
to keep me away ™

“If you're vight—" said Ilarry
slowly.

“That's what we're going to know.
It's all bunk about mv mistaking

Barney's dircetions yesterday at  the
ford.  Mind, I admis the possibility
of & mistake—I"m not sore. ['ve let
Bur 1

Barney believe 1'm satisfied.
was not satisfied. my beloved ‘earers
—and after what Bunter told us, I

wis less aatisfied than ever. It's rather
toe much of a coincidence, the last
owner having made the same mistaks
ot the ford—with nobody on hand to
help him out with a laseo. ™

The juniors were sile:t

“If I hadn’t stopped the punchers
ragging that Indien, and if he hadn's
recognized me as the fellow who did
him a good turn, where should I be
now " asked Vernon-8mith. * Barney
couldn’t foresoo n chance like that, of
course. We've been bhere 8 week—

CHANCE OF A LIFETIME TO—

and né's decided that I'm dangerous—
end that was his way out.”

“If that's the caze, Smithy, the
man's uo better than & murderer!”
muttered Bob Cherry.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Life 1s pretty chean out here,” he
said. " Barney's not the man to stick
at trifles. But, to do him justice, he
Jdid his best to keep me awoy—he'd
rather not go to that length, with a
schoolboy, f he could help it. Only
when he was sure that I was going to
know all that went on, before I ?th
he made up his mind to 16"

“It sounds pretty steep, Smithy I®
said Harry. “f can't anyri like Btone
much—or that I'd trust him very far
—hnt——"*

“I've satd I'm nob sure!” said the
Bounder. “It all works out pretty
clear—bunt I'm giving him the benefit
of the doubt until I know for certain
If this herd is run off to-day, I shall be
certain,”

L1 _Dh l]i

“The game, as 1 see it, iz this"™
went on Smithy, “and it's the only
way of accounting for what Bunter
heard when he was parked in Barnoy's
office r&stﬁrdaj\'. Ho works in ecahoots,
aa they would call it hero, with that
mean reoran—in partnership with a
gang of cattle-thieves

He waved a hond towards the lonely
range in front of the hut.

“What did Bill think of Barney
sending that hord here, and leaving it
unguarded ¥ he acked. “What hap-
pened to the last herd in the same
spot!  That's the game, as I've
worked it out. If Barney sold that
herd, the books in the office are opeu
to inspection. There's a limit to what
he can do in the way of falsa entries
in books when they're open to inspec
tion by an accountant at any time.
But when & herd is run off by rustlers,
whe's going to blame Barney? The
blame’s moe likely to be put on
Shoviff  Lick, at Tacksaddle. That
herd is put hera to Le run off into the
canyons of Squaw Mountpin—and
Barney's whack in the spoil is four
hundred dollars, which Coreoran paid
him in Ins office vesterday.”

“{Oh crumbs 1"

“There's been a lot of rustling on
the ranges of the Ewkini Cayuse,"

4!

gaigt  Vernon-8mith.  “I ow why
and how, now! With the foreman
hand in glove with the rustlers, it's

an casy and paying game. Barney
takes his whack, and leaves a bunch of
cows to bo picked up by his friends.”
“Blessed if it doesn’t look—" said
Baob.
“The loolkfelness is {errific!” mur-

m _:1::‘ red Hurreo Jamset Ham  singh.
ak l‘.'l.t.- 1k
“I zercwed out of Bunter, last

night, all he heard behind Barney's
desk,” said the Bounder. “If I've got
the scheme right, this herd is to be
driven at sundown. Darney Stone waas
aid four hundred dollars to send it
ere, leaving the rest to Corcoran &

Co. That's the game he's been [}Infing
on this ranch for years on end—an
that he doesn't want spotied.”

" Tut—" zaid Bob.

“You're not convineed ! grinned the
Bounder. “I've told you I'm not bank.
ing on it yet, as o cert. But if a
bunch of voughnecks come out of the
gulches yonder at sundown to  drive
the herd, what then?”

“Well, that would like like a cert!™
said Ilarry., * At least, it would look
jolly suspicionsg.” -

- #*Well, they won't drive the herd so
long as I Ipml: o pun [ said Vernon-
Smith. "I§ that's the game, 1t will

i
.
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go on—Barncy thinks we'ro safe away
at, Hatclict, and ho cortainly doecsn’t
tlream that welve bere woatehing for his
friends on tho Squaw range. 'm sce-

ing this threngh—I'm_ here to look
after my {father’s Interests, on m
father’s  property, But you fcl-
lows—"

“Fathead! We're seeing it through,
tool” said Harry. “It sounds prott

vonvincing, the way you've worked it
ontt, Smithy, but—1 don't think T chall
o _quitn convineed till I sce  ihe
nistlors, ™

“Bante hore " said Bob.

““The samefulnezs is terrific I mur-
mmred the Nabob of Bhanipur,

The Bounder laughed.

“Leave it at that | he said. "'We'll
lot tho firo out, so ihat the smoke
won't warn them when they turn n
-—and we'll wait. Bat I'l) bet you fel-
lows ten fo one in donghnuts that we
shall gen themy before the san  dips
behind thot mounntain.” ;

And the FFamows TFive could only
wonder whethier the Bounder was

right; and whether, befora the sun sot
that golden afterngon, they would be
mixed up in 2 wild affray with the
rustlers of Squaw Mounlain.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
The Rustlers of Squaw Mountaln !

RACK, crack!
It wra the ecracking of a
cattle-whip that rang like a

pistol-shot across the prairie

Horbert Vernon-Smith leaped to his
feet.

Smithy was sitting on the bhench out-
sicle the stockman’s hut, with lis riflo
across his “knees, as tho sun sank
deeper, in & glow af erimzon-and-gold,
in tho west, and the shadow of Squaw
Mountain' grew longer on the plam.

Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh was by
hiz side, leaning beck against the wall
of the lwmt. basking in the sunshine
that streamed on lus dusky face.

The other four fellows were strolling
about the rviver-bank. Every now and
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then they glancad towards the diztant
monntain, wondering whother they
would sco riders emerge [rom il
shadowy pgulches that spht the nighty
13RS,

E-mit,hi:. teaping to hia feet at fho
crack of the whip, gripped his rnfle.
flurree Singh was on his fect the next
second. The Co. came up at & run,

Foven the Bounder's keen and watch-
ful eye had not seon horsemen ap-
proaching from the mountain. Bat the
cistance was considersble, tho prairie
was rugged, and there were fringes of
thicket and small timber.  That, at
least, one horseman had arrived on the
spot was certain from the erack of the
whip—and he had not coma from tho
enat, the dircction of the rancl, or Lhe
juntors must have ‘observed him. |

“Look1”" said the Boinder, with a
gleam in hiz cycs

Far away on the range a sfcison hat
showed above tho grass. "The lorse-
man had ridden from boyond a fringe
of post-oaks.

{Continued on next page.)

SCHOOLBOYS

WHO HAVE WON

INTERNATIONAL FAME!

An Eve of Cup-Final Article.

HOBE of my readers who have
been learning to Lg!*ﬁ.:f.r football
avith me through these columna
arse now nearing the end of

their first football seasonr. If I havo
managed to get you really interested in
this great game there is not much doubt
that meost of you will by now be having
ambitions to become really good foot-
ballers, and eoventunally to play for &
first-class club. .
~You will have noticed during my
“lessons ¥ in past weeka that I have
ropeaiedly talked about the Arstclass
me, and the way it is played, when
hove been explaining a point to you.
For those who might. like later on to
become first-class foothallers, let me tell
you ahout some players who are at
preseot  famous in Football League
teams, who ran trace their suceess back
to the timo when they were schoolboys,
just as you are now.
Tho stories of these playera will show
ou that, 1f you want to do well 1n
oothall, the timo to start is now. It
is no use waiting till you are getting
on in yrars, and then start taking the
geme seriously.  8tart right now by
plways playing at your best, Pra{-.tismg
hard and playing hard. Don’t be cons
tont  just to rtand  still: the moro
progress that i3 mado now, the less
there will be to he made later on. When
vor've gained a place in your school
gide, try to got into the distriet toam,
Then have a shot at playing for your
county. When you have resched that
far it is not many more stages before
yvou are chozen to nlay in a schoolboys’
'Intcrlmtinmlll mateh. You think that
-all sovnda impossible, don’t you? But
if you ava keen cnough, nothing s

impossillo.
CATCHING THE SCOUT'S EYE
ISTEN to tho story of Albert

I (ieldard, the Everton outside-
< right wira has played for Eng.
fard this scoson. When he was

oiuly nine Geldard pained a regular
placa in his sehool team. For threo
years he didu't miss 2 mateh played by

the team which represented his native
county of Yorkshira. At twelve years
old, he was sclected to play for England,
He did so well in ﬁm International
matches that when he was still twelvo
vears old he was invited to go and
train: with the professionals of the
Bradford club. Two yecars later, he
layed for Bradford Reserves, and the
ollowing year he got a place in their
League team, the youngest player over
to appear in o Foot Leaguo match,
You ece the point? Geldard wasn't
content to stand still. IHe was always
anxious to go one botter, until he
reached the w:rg top. I once asked him
how he managed it. He said he thought
his euccess was duo parily to the way
he practised when he was a schoolboy
sad partly to the coaching ha received
from his schoolmaster. Thosa things
were important for (eldard; they are
important for you if you want to get
nn‘ﬁvherc in football.

 When a schoolboy starts playing far
hia county, and for his country, ho
immediately comes under the eyo of
people connected with the big football
glubz. They send their “scouts® out
to theso 5c11nalhn3 matches, nnd the
scouts come back to roport onm any
?Iaye_rs who have shown promise. This
act iz amply proved by the number of
schoolboy Internationals who have found
their way, hefore long, to the g
Leagua clubs. Geldafﬁ"ﬂ partner in
several of his International matches
was a lad named Cartor—Horatio
Carter, who grew up to be Sunderland’s
captain when they won the League and
the Cup in successive seasonz, and who
has played several times for Bopland,

THE WILL TO GET THERE

LL followers of football have
heavd of and probably seen
Chif Bastin, of Avsenal, Len

GConlden, of Weost Ham, and
Les Ilowe and Arthur Rowe of the

Spurs. Do you know that these four
played in tho same schonlboys Fotor-
national side when they wers lads?

Doemn't that prove that a young player

By OUR INTERNATIONAL COACH.

can do o lot while he is still at schoal
to make sure that hia shility is recog-
nised when he grows up? Erie
Houghton, who played a big part in
Aston Villa’s fght to the Cup Semis
Final this season, is another Inter-
national player who camc to the notico
of the ing clubs while he was still at
school, nd I could go on, and on,
and on.

Don’t ghin}; that 'lblm}i rrﬁing to
suggest thar it is possible for all youn
Eiﬂyem to become well known as ﬂih%ﬁ

oy footballers if they try hard cnongh.
It isn't. And it isn't only tho fcllows
who are tip-top footballors st school
who reach the Brst-class standard when
they grow up. Luck plays a big part,
1 think particularly cose of
“ Pat ¥ Beasloy, the Huddersfisld Town
outside-left.

When he was at school at Drierley
Hill, Pat couldn't even get & regular
place in his: school side.  That wasn’s
50 much because he wasan't good enough,
but. becapse the inside-left of that team
—inzide-lefr was Beasley's position in
those days—was a bit better than
B&ﬁl% was. And that inside-left was
Ray Westwood, the Bolton Wanderars
forward, who some people consider to
be the best inside. forward in tho gamo
to-cdlay.  So  with  Westwood  there,
Beasley didn’t get much of a showing,
All eredit to hitn thar he didn’t worry.
He kept hard at it, taking every chanca
to improve. Now he 18 .rowarded h&
being & member of the Huddershel
Town team to play in the Uup Final
at Wembley. ;

Bo you sce that there are nimerous
plavera in the first-class game who,
when they swere young and only start-
ing oz foothallers, had the sameo idena
as you have. They wanted to ba pro-
fessional [ootballers. Right from the
start they ser out with a will to get
there.  There 18 no reason why many
of you should not do what they have
done. Proctise hard and play hard, and
yvou stand s good chance of reaching
tho top
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Now lw was in [ull view, cracking
his whip, the sharp crack vinging for
a great distance in the clear air, and
as  the juniors, grouped before the
stockniarn’s  hat, stared at  hun, Do
wore horsemen - pushed into wiew

Ther, too, bega. cracking
avhips, with what obpect the
casily saw. The lazy ecattlo
thick grass stirred and grunted, ond
ot into molion. Hairy backs heaved
up from the *grass. :

The Boander's eves glittered

“What do vou fellows think now?"
e grinned.

“HBy guam [ said Balw .

The threo horsemen were beginning
to drive thoe eattle—shepherding tho
seattered cows together, with eracks of
their whips, to buneh them in a herd
for driving,

At the distance it was not easy to
make out the faces upder the *ten-
gallon ™ hata, but one of them, the
juniors  could esee, wns dark  and
swarthy—thie face of & Mexican. The
other two logked like punchers native
1o the country.

Nono of the three even glanced to-
wards the stockman's hut. If they
wore, as it socmod, cattle-thieves, they
knew that there was no cowman at the
hut, ond believed that the isolated herd
wns unzusrided. :

Cbviously, they were quite unawaro
of tie group of schoolboys in front of
tha hut.

“That eeitles it, I think!" remorked
the Bounder. et out the horses,
von fellows.”

“I—1 suppose they ean’t be Kicking
Caynse  men, Smithy,” said Frank
Nugent  dulbiously.  “Barney might
have =ent men to drive the beed

_ t.}_mi[‘
juniars

“Ope of them's & Mexiean,” said
Jehonr Bull,  “I haven't secn any
Blexicans in the ranch outfit, Iranke.”

“PBut I'vo seen that Mexican before,”
gatdd Vernon-Smith quietly.  **That's
WMexican Joe, whoe was with Two-gun
Randers whon he got moe, the day we
came here,”

“0h, vr3, I know him now!" snid
Harry Wharlon, looking intently =t
fhe diztant, swarthv face “Weo saw
kim at Drairic Bend, vou fellows—"

“That's the man!” agreed Bob.
“One of the gang that was after
Bmithv ! They're pinching those cows,
vou aen, whether Barney Stone’s at
the back of it or not 1"

“And we're going to ctop  them!”
said Vernon-Smith. “Get mounted '™

He woent into the corral, followed by
thae Famous Five

In n few minutes the broncos
saddled and bridled and led out.

The juniors mounted  lvery one of
them  had taken hia rifle fram (e
leather case and seen that it was fully
loaded.

Smifhr started, riding towards the

wer:

horsemen  in the distanee, and  the
othera followed him. .
Their hearta were beating  rather

quickly: but they were quite cool and
reacdly for what might  coine The
Bounder, hard as nails. and absolntely
unacauainted with fear, was deter-
mined to sltop the catdde-raid, even if
he had been left alonc: and the
Famous Five were not likly to leave
him ta it

But they felt o deep thrill at
thought of seciual fighting—and  they
knew row fhat it might verv likely
come o puneplay.  Cattle-thieves were
not likely to vield wp their booty at the
erder of a schoolboy.

The risk waz one that wns taken, ns n
part of the day’s work, by punchers on
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fhe ranches in the Packsaddlas couniry,
Dut it wazs a new amgd thrilling ex-
perienee to follows who only a fow weeks
ago had been at school,

“Ialla, halle, halla!
us 1" breathed Bab,

Tho Moxiean wasz {he first fo spot the
schoolboy riders, coming at a gallop
from the storkman's hut. He starved at
them under the brimm of his preat hal
andd waved bis quirt, shouting to his
crmpanions, .

“Vaya, vayva! Il renoritol”

The juniors heard his shout as well as
fhe other two calile-liftera,  Botih tho

They've goen

latter swuang round in their saddles,

staring.

Fvidently all three of the raiders wora
surprised by the sight of the approach-
ing bunch of ridera;

The Mexican pulled in his horso and
zat staring. One of the others dropped
a hand toe a bntt in his belk

But the thivd man made & gesture to
him, and he released it again.  The
juniors heard him call ont:

“Forget that, Fochre,”

Then the man who had ealled, and
secmedd fo be the leader, wheosled his
harse and rode towards the juntors.

“Notice hiz boko?” grinned the
Bounder. “Bunter {old us that that
cattle-buyer  yesterday had o beaky
TiA,

The beake nose on a hard, thin,
foxy. face wilh navrepw oves was o

feature. The juniors had

Frmninont :
ittle denbt that this was the man Bunter
had seon at the ranch and whom he had
heard in talk with Barney Stone,

He was, in that ecase, {he man who
had paid over four lundred cdollaras to
the vanch foreman, and it was scarcely

pegillo to dontbt now that the money
wid been paid az part of an arrange-
ment for Barney Stone to permit tho
runnine-off of ilwo hundred head of
eattle,

“Pull in!" said Smithy, “Lct's hear
what he's got to spall.”

‘The Qrexfriars fellows reined in their
broneos and walted for the man with
tire beaky nose to come up.

e rode up to them, Eia sharp evoes
seanning thom as he came, and pulled in
its hovse, e had never seen the juniors
beforn, bat he st have goessed at onee
wito they were, and the Mexican's words
had warned him that Vernon-8mith wos
ohe of tle parte,

*Eav, vou bhoxa ont for a ride?” he
nsked, sitving his horse 1in the high grass
el seanning them—and the rifles which
woere ohvionsly veady for nze.

YWo're rance-riding ! osaid Vernon-
Smith conlly.

* Range-riding ™ ropentod the man
with the beely vosze, staring. “You !

“Just that!  said  Bob  Cherry
cheerily, “ We're viding thia range and
lenking afrer the herd.™

“Bay, has DBarner Bione asked =
selweolmarm to sond him new guys for
Liis buneli ™ asked 1he beaky man
snecastienlly. Y Your hest guess 1= to
ride back to Kicking Cayuse afore you
et last on the provie™

“Thanks for sour advice, Mr. Cor-
coran " said Vernon-Smith. "We're
not taking it, but tharks all the same.”

The man Fave a =tart.

41 den't reckon I've ever met up with
vou afore,” ho zaid. * How'd sou know
I'II:li,’ DLl I, _'||'|.':Il:|:|-:|.‘.5"I Ef‘]]f‘r?”

“0Oh, a little bird teld me ™ said the
Bounder airidy. My opame, if it
inreresta vou, 18 Vernon-Smith 1"

“Yep—I pguessed that from  sour

all 1" said Corcoran.  “Well, Mr.
Ternon-Smith, 'm advisiog vou to ride
back to the ranch.”

“Thanks again "

“Yon hitting the trail?” asked Cor-

coran. with a threatening nole in his
voiee, his chin julting,

“Hardly." .

Corcoran sat his hovse, looking al him,
Tho Mexican and tho man be had catled
Fuchre were riding nearcr,

Mo told you,” went on ihe Boundes
coolly, *that we're range-riding here,
Mr, Coreoran. We've no vze for cattle-
liftera. You've given me vour adviee—
now I'll give vou minel flit the frail
for the bills and get off Kicking (Mayn=o
ranges, And do it quiek !”

Coreoran breathed hard and deep,

“You'ro giving mo fhat—and von a
tonderfoot, fresh from a schiool g the
old countyy [™ he said

“Erxactly ! Get going '

“1 guess,” said Pete Corcoran grialy,
“that you're pew to the ways of this
country, Mr.  Vernon-Smith. I'm
advising vou to boal it whila you'ro safe.
I ain't waiting long (o soe vonr back,
either.”

The Famous Five sat their broneos,
gilent—but walehful and warv. “LTha
Bounder had hia rifle acvess his soddle,
Lis finger on the trigger. He was watele
ing the beaky man lilke a hawl,

‘Y¥onu hear mo yaupl™”
Corcoran.

“I think I've mentioned that we'rve
range-riding here, and we've no usé for
cattle thieves | said tha Bounder eoolly.
“You're here to drive Kicking (‘avizo
cows—I'm here to stap you ! Got that "

Carcoran sct his lLips,

“I'm hera to drive them cows,” he
gaid, “and I guess 8 bunch of Kicking
Cayuze punchers wouldo't stop me, let
alone & bunch of schoolbaya. 1 ain't
honing to spill your juice, Mr. Yernon-
Smith, bnt you got ta beat it. and yen
oot to beat 1t gquick., Yon going "

“Not so's vou'd notice i1 drawled
the Bounder.

*1 ruess

“That's enongh from voul Get off
this range before I deive you off with
my quirt ! snapped tho Bounder.

The rusiler’s eves gleamed, and he
whipped out the revolver fram his belt,

It waz well for the Bounder of Grog-
frinrs that he was watchinl, Iz rifle
roared oven ns the cattle raider was= lift-
ing the revolver; the Colt went with a
crash into the grazs, and Corcoran's
right arm avoppod to his side, streaming
with bleod, brolen by the bnilei.

-

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gun-Fighting!

IIERT wa= a vell of agony from
the ruztier aoaz he swaved 1n Los
sadidle.  The startled Dbroneo

prancedd. and Corcoran lLandiy
Iield Lim in with his lefr hanwd.

Hiz right avm hung vaeless. From tho
other two rustlesz, still st a distanee,
came & shout, aml bodh of them whipped
out revolvers,

“ Shoot I yelled e Bounder

Hiz Winchezior cracked a second (ime
as he shouted, The stetson spun on
Fochre's head, )

Harry Wharten & Ca. folt their hearia
leap.  Almest Loefore they Lnew whag
waz happening thep wera in a gun-fight,

There was po choice in the matter; the
time for choice was past, Range.riding
in the Packsaddle countre  included
readiness to handle & gen, They had ta

ull trigger, and there was no time for
weitation.  'The Mezican was aleeady
firing as he rode towards them, and rhe
riflea roared oot together,

“Carambo!”  ¢came A
Mexican Joe,

He had fired twiee, hasiy shols that, at
a distanee, come harvdiy rear tha juniops
—but he did not fire again, and he came

rapped

Liswnd  from
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Bump! Yell! Bang! The bump
a5 Vernon-Smith fell and the yell he
gave were only to be expected. But the
bang of a rifte was quite unexpected.
“ What——'"" gasped Bob Cherry.
“ Who——"" In utier amazement the
Greylriars juniors stared round. Over
the fence & sombrero showed, with a

dark, swarthy [ace under it !

no nearcr. Three of the riflo-bullets
grazed him, ono of them entting a lock
of greasy Llack hoir from his head and
gending a trickle of crimson down his
swarthy face.

He whirled round his broneo and roda
away at a gallop through the stariled
herd, tramphing wildly ameng the cows.

Smithy, at tho same moment, wos
liring at Euehre. He felt the wind of a
Bullet by his head without hecding ik
The Winchester pumped bullets at the
vustler, nnd Fuelive roaved as kot lead
seored along his upraised arnm, gashing
it from wrist to shoulder.

His hand dropped, the six-gun 1n it
The Boundor—as vrathless at  that
moment, with life at siake, as any gun-
man i the Packseddle eountry—fired
ngain, but missed, as the ruflian swung
his hovse round and rode eway as {he
Mexican had done.

Thera was a  booming  from  the
startled herd o5 the two horsemen rode
madly among the cows.  Iambering
forms were m wild motion, the cows
plunging on all sides, ) ) )

Corcoran had succeeded in getling his
bronco in hand, His hard [aco was
white as chalk with pein gnd loss of
blood. But he did not follow the
oxample of his men. Ile had a second
‘;g—un, and he got it out in his left hand,
ctting tho reins fall on bis horee’s neck,

“Hold on, Smithy1? panted Ilarvry
Wharton, as the Bounder’s rifle boro on
the rustler.,  “Coreoran, drop thai
Colt 1

“Drop it, you fooll™ shouted DBaob
Cherry. *Give him a chance, Smithy 1

Pete Corcoran hesitated o moment.
Mexican Joo and Euchre were already
far, spurring towards Squaw Mountain,
Half & dozen riflea were veady to shoot
him down—and Vernon-Smnh'’s eye waa
gleaming along a levelled Lareel. Thn
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womded rastler spat out an oath and
let Lhe revolver fall inio the grass,

da . * 13 >

Just i time, you scoundrel 1" Faicd
Vernon-Smith savagely. * Now get out !
Ride after vour men, you rasecal, or tuke
what's coming to you '

“1 guess 'l get yon for this?”
hreathed the vustler hoarsely, "1 guess
I'N sure—"

“Got out ! snapped the Dounder,
“Dy gum, I'll fan you with bullets {51l
you'rg out of range !

Lirack, erack |

o fired twico and hoth hullets ong
through the top of the ™ tem-galion * hat
on the rustler's head. A yell from
Caoreoran told that one of them Lad
rrazed the hend inside the hat.

“Smithy 1" gasped Bob.

“The pext knocks him off that bronen,
if ho isn't beatung  1it!7? snapped
Vernon-Smith. “Your last chance, you
sconndral 1™ ‘

Corcoran, panting with rage, grasped
his reins with his lelt hand and
dragged his horsn away. He dashed
apmrs to the broneco and galloped afler
his mem, riding recklessly through the
plunging cows.

Smithy's eyes gleamed after Lim.
ITe zeamod more than half-inclined to
eapd lead whizring after the rusiler as
ho rode.

“Chuck 1t Smithy 1Y exclaimed Dob
anxioualy,

The Bounder langhed.

“You're too soft for this conmry, yon
feilowa ! he said.  “Any Kicking
Cayuse puncher wounkd have let duﬁ-l:ght:
1]1Tﬁ+j$h those  ragenlz, instea ok
seratching them and driving them off.

Greylriars ways won't go in the Pack-
saddla eountry.”
“We'll stick to Groyfrinra wavs all

we can, all thoe same 1” said Bab. “Wa
haven't come here to learn to bo zun-
mwen, Bmithy.”
o f}h, rata 1™
“Well, wo've pulled through all
rizht, at any rate 1’ said Frank Nugent
hreaghlessly. " We'vo had gomo luck.™
“Tho luckfulness was tervific.”

“Rot " said the Bounder. “Wa had
cvorpthing on our side—odds of twn io
e, rifles against six-gunsg. They hadn't
an earthly f wo stood up to them;
hut that's what they dido't expect.”™ Ho
inist into a laugh, “I'l] bet they'ro the
most surprised gang of rustlers in the
valley of the Frio. And Barney Stone
i:a.f going to be surprised when ho hears
of 1t.

Fay in the distance Moxican Joo was
already disappearing into a ghadowy
gulch 1in S8quaw Mountain. Euchre was
riot far bonind him, and he disappeared,
tao, a8 the juniors watched. Corcoran
was riding inore slowly, and was etill in
sirht, winding bis ncck-scarf round his
wounded arm as he rodo.

The Bounder was right; the ad-
vantagae had been on the side of tho
«whaolboy range-ridere—if they hed the
courage and nerve to stand up to gun-
play, And that, ovidently, they had.

But the Famous Five, at the same
time, wero fceling that they had been
Jucky to pull thiough without demage,
snd s lucky to have driven off the
rusilers without “letting daylight ™
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tirough them, a3 Smithy expressed it

Coreoran was nard hit, the other two
geratched.  That was the extent of the
damage; and though Bill Buck wonld
have thonght little or nothing of leav-
ing all three of the rastlers in the grasa
for the rurkey-buszards, the Greyiriars
fellows werp glad enough to see them
ride away Probably the Bounder was
as glod as the other fellows

“Well, we're through1¥ eaid Vernon-
Smith. “Now pack your guns, yon
follows and get hold of your quirts, The
herd's going to give trouble.™ ;

Till that moment the Famcus Fivo
had hardly noticed the herd; but the
Hounder's eve was on them. But they
could s, now, that the cows were going
1o give trouble.

Tho rostlers had already got the
animals in motion when the gun-fight
began. The firing, and the galloping
of the retreating rustlers had added to
tho excitement of the startled herd. The
whole two hundred head of cartle were
in motion now, trompling throogh the
grass, carecring away in varvions divee-
tions.

The  juniors had heard  of

~ramnpedes,' though they had never
seon one.  ‘They knew that nothing is
easicr to start than a stampede oi
cattle—and nothung harder to stop.

“(ict them togother 1" rapped Vermon.
Emitin - ,

He packed his rifla and_grasped his
guirt, and the Famous Five quickly
followed Lis example.

Corcaran was not yet ont of sight, bt
ilhe rustlers were dismissed from mind
now. The schoolboy range-riders had
a heavy task on hand—to control tho
excited herd and keep it from scatter-
ing in all directions over the wide

rairice—a task that would not have

con easy for experienced cow-punchers.
And they sel to 1t at once,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Stampede !
! I VITE (hander of hoofs, the Lt o

ing of excited, maddened caitle,

filled the sir with echoing din.

Wild heads tossed, and wild

hoofs trampled. The six juniors

soatiored, with eracking whips, striving

hard to keep the herd together.

Strapglers, in ones and twos, broke

awavy on ell sides; but bunches of a

doren or sonore were headed off ond

drivon baek to the main herd, with the
cracking quirts.

It wns hard and heavy work, in the
glare of the sunset. It was dangerons
work, too, for a fall amongst the count-
Tess trampling hoofs meant death to a
luckless rider.

“Stampede " hald set in, and the
whole Kicking Cayuse bunch, had they
heen thers, could not have stopped it
Not till the wild fit passed, and the
caltle tired and slowed down of theic
own accord, would the mad rush cease,

1t was impossible to bring the rush-
ing herd to a standstill.  But it was pos-
sible, with lurk and pluck, to give diree.
tion to tho rnsh. arthward from the
hanle of the Squaw the wild herd went
thundering, the juniors riding with it,
Ieeping it topether as well as thoy
eewild.,  But the Kieking Cayuvse ranch
Iax to the east, and the DBounder
ehouted to his comrades to ride on the
left of the stampede and head it of.

Northward lay tho ranges of other
ranches, and onee the herd wero
reaticred over them 1t was the work of
days aud davs of hard riding to shep-
hewd them in again. That was ecrtainly
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ot what the schoolboy punchers wanted
to bo tha euteome of their range-niding.

Vernon-Sumnith spurred his bronco on
ihe left fank of the herd, eracking his
yuirt, lashing at the thundering cattle,
striving to odge thens off o the rnight.
And the Famous [ive, strung out
Efmeﬁind him, backed up bis efforts mean-
ully.

They were a good twa miles from tho
Squaw belore they eaw any sipns of
suceesz, Bat at length, it was clear that
ihe mob of mad cartle were swinging
round. Galloping riders and evacking
guirts on the left orged them more and
more to the right, and, so long a3 they
thutidered on and on, the unthinking
beasta cared nothing for the direction,

But it was an hour of hard, sweating
Iabour before the selwolboy punchers
had tha etampede headed east.

Bug it headed castward at {nst; the
cows thundering on the juntors riding
with them, keeping them together,

Stragglers had ecattered—thirty or
forty of tho ammals were already
miszing, and would have to be rounded
up later, Ent so long as the main herd
was liept together, that was all thar cha
juniors could expect—and it was all that
vuparigneed punchers could have done,

Mile after imile raced under the
thundering hoofs, and the juniors rode
in clonds of dust, kicked up by the vush-
ing cattle.  Deluna them, the sun was
winking beyond Sguaw Mouutain,

The herd was returming now, tho way
Fill had driven it the day before, but
msicsd of » leisurely cartle dreive, it
was a wild stempede, the eattle hellow-

g anzt  thundering, coverving  the
groamed at & great rate,
Bound the lerd the schonlbow

punehers rode. Bunches breaking herd,
siragglers charging off, wore continually
driven back, On and on they swept,
niile aftor mile.

Bt fatigne told ita tale at last, and
iha cows sfucl-:mmd speeldl when Kicking
Caruse ranch was still at twoe or three
milea distance,

Glad enongh were the wesry j!nninrn
to sea a sigh of the maddened herd
coming back to its senses, The pace
slackencd, the mad rosh was aver. The
schoolboy punchers wera able to take
It easy now,

“By gum, that wasz hot while it
lasted ! snid the Bounder, grinning at
Iarry Wharton, his face eanked with
dust and sweat. “But we've got them
m hand now, ald bean 1™

“And getting them back to  the
ranch!" said Harey. “Barney Stone
will be surprised to see the herd home
Again, Smithy."”

:llhr Bounder chuckled breatliessly,

“1T'H tell a man, as Bill says!” le
said, “Barney will be surprised a wholn
heap, e [ancies that the herd, by this
fime, i3 being driven off through tho
gulehes of Squaw Mountain.™

“I—=1 snppose theve's no denbt aloui
that, now ! =anid Harry.

“Havdly " grinned the Bounder,

“But there's no actual proof, if von
comi: to that, Smithy 1™ said Wharten
slowle, and a littls uweasily,  “I've
no doubt von've pot it right, but—"

“ Bt there's going to be proof 1" said
Vernon-Bumith,  “I'm saving nothing o
Barney at present. Whar we know wo're
keeping to ocurselves. I've got it clear
enongl in my own mind—r-unﬁ ['m keep-
ing it packed there till 1 Fm. the gonds
on Barney. My father will know how ta
deal with him when I let him lknow
lew the matter sinnda, T've gol to leave
it ull T ger it clear.™

“Halle, hallo, hallo (™
Cherry,  “ Here'a Bill 1™

The raorh wasz in sight now, in the
distanee, in tha sinking snnsew. ¥rom

roared Daoh
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the direcuon of Kicking E‘ﬁqm a horse-
man eame at a gallop. Evidently the
returning herd had been sighted.

T'he juniors waved their guirts in
grecting to Bill. By this time the herd
wera at a walk, and the schoolboy
r:lunci-mrs; had no moro trouble with
thrm.

“Bav, yvon 'uns!" roared Bill Buck,
as he came elattering up and reined in
his horze.  © What you call this game?
What vou doing with thay bunch of
rowst

“Herding 1t home, old bean!®
answered the Bounder, * That bunoh
wasn't safe on the Squaw range, Bill"

“I'll tell a man!” cxclaimed Bill
“Bay, Barnoy Btone aliowed that vou
yonng gocks had atorted our for Hatched
this morning. He sure told mo so when
[ hit the raneh with that string of
hosses from Hatchet, ™
*YWe changed our mindz aned started
far tle Bquaw range instead,” explained
the Boonder, “Weo've beoo range-
nding, Bill."

“T'Il rell & man! DBarney will sura
gt his wad up when he sees that buneh
come in’" said Bill. * Barney's fore-
man of this here ranch, and what he snys
goes, young Yerpnon-Siith, "

“0h, Darney will bo pleased ! said
the Dounder. “Bure to be, when he
hears that the lerd was nearly run off
by rustlers, and we put paid to them.”

“The pleasefulness will ba terrifio 1™
murmured Hurees Jamszet Ram Singh,
with a cdusky wink at Bob, who gave a
chuckle.

il stared nt them,

“Foo're telling e ! he ejaculated.

“I sure am, and then some 1" Euunﬂd
ithe Bounder.  “We've been gun-nghting
with” restlers, Bill, and I'll tell 2 man
from Texas they came ont at the litile
cened of the korn, and a few over.®

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“And weo've driven the herd in to a
snfer range,” sald Smithy. * They're
all right now,~Bill. You can take them
over, aod we'll get on to the ranch. 1
sire do want, a whole heap, to pleasa
Barney by telling him how we saved
that bunch of cowa from the rustlers.®

“Bearch me !” gasped Bill,

“Come on, you fellows " snid 8mithy,

And, leaving tho lumbering cows to
the astonished Bill, the Greviriars
feilows rode on to the ranch—thick with
dust, fired to the bone, bnt happy and
satisfied with their. day’s work, and
wondering considerably what the fore.
man of the Kicking Cavuse wonld think
of 1tk

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Getting Barney's Goat !

ARNEY BTONE stood locking at
the bunch of riders as thevy came,
his hard, lean faco sct, his eyes
plittering under knitred brows,

A dozen or moro punchwers  stood
staring also, and as they saw Darney's
face they exchangoed glances, There waa
no mistaking the bhitter, concentratod
fury in the face of the foreman of Kick-
g Cayuse.

Cut on the plein, n dosty mass in the
recd sunset, lumbered the hewod from
tha Sgquaw range.

They hoad been sighted far n the
distance, and Bill Buck had galloped
aut to meet them.  DBarney stood wateh-
ing them as if he could hardly belicve
the evidence of his eyes.

e had supposed that the sclioalboys
had ridden on the Hatchet trail that
ddav. As Rill had returned without
hoaving met them, he coneluded that they
ad lost themselve: on the prairie, and
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was primly anmuscd by the idea. Then
Lariat brought him word that a herd
was coining up from ihe direction of
the Squaw range, driven by the bunch
of schoolboys, and Barney had rushed
out of the ranche wo look; and he had
been standing ever zs;inee, as if rooted lo
the ground, staring, with a bitter rage
i his lean, brown face that startled the
punchers,

Any foroman might have been irvi-
tated and imtensely angered by matters
being taken out of his hands by 2 bunch
of schoolboys, even if one of them was
his cmployer's  son Barney  had
stationed that herd on the range, and
given ovders for 3t to remain there;
now it was iJi:-ing driven in, It was
more than cnough to “ get the goat ¥ of
a rancl forcman,

But it was clear that that was not all;
that did not wholly account for the
deadly rage in Barney's looks. Thero
were some of the bunch whoe understood
what he was thinking—Lariat and Pan-
hendle among them, ‘That herd now
driven in by the sehoolboys should have
been in the hands of Corcoran and his
pang, whose bribe the foreman had
pocketed. It should Lhave been winding
away by the gulches of Squaw Moun-
tain instead of trampling back 1o the
Kicking Cavuse.

Barney’s hand =d, as if aneon-
sciously, towards the butt of a Uelt as
the schaoolbovs dashed up, after Ieaving
the herd to Bill, In his rage he almaost

forgot the necessity of caution, and of

keeping up appuarancos.

But he remenvhered tn time, and did
not touch the six-gun. He breathed
hard, and he breathed deep, as the
riders clattered to a halt. Then he
strode towards them, and the punchers
looked on, in the full expectation of
trouble to follow.
uncler his arm, and they would not have
Leen surprised to seo hin handie it on
the schoolbovs.

“\What's thia?"” Barney's voice came,
husky with anger. " You've driven in
the cows Iromn tho Sruaw range—that's
the herd 1 sent oub yesterday with
Buck, You've driven them in. What
you meani"

C " Yes, we've driven them in," assentod
the Bounder. * You sec——*

“You fgure yvou've come here fo run
this ranch, My, Yernon-Sonthi” the
foreman almost choked. * You figure

ou've come here to put it across the
orcinan of the ranch? You reckon you
ean cut across my orders to the bunch
breeause you're the boss® son? You
botter forget it!™

He did not wait for an answer. It
was plain that he could barely resirain
himsell from lashing et (he boss' son
with the guirt!

He twrned to the staving erowd of
punchers.

* You, Punhandle 1" he rapped.

ain '!l:'rep?-'l-

“ Git on your cayuse, and go with Bill
Buck, and drive that herd back to their
rauge I snapped Baraey.

“You zaid it 1" satd Panhandle.

“ Hold on " rapped Vernon-SBmith.

Barney Stone gave him a glare,

“IPack 1k up, you!" ho snapped. “You
pin't here (o ran this ranch, Chew on
that ! If your pepper over the ]I:::nnd
wants & noew [oreman for the Kicking
Cayuse, I guess he euan eable.  You
gin't giving orders here, you veung
pieecat !

The Bounder eved lhim eoolly; Ilarry
Wharton & Co. curiously. Barney mado
a gesture to Panhandle, who started to-
wards the carral {or lus horse.

“"Hold en!” repeated the Bounder,
“We've gobt that herd away [ramn iho

Barney had a guirt

“MAGNET " !

rustlers of Squaw Mountain, Mr, Stone,
If we hadn’t happened to ride out 1o the
Squaw range, instead of going to
Hatchet, * that herd would have been
driven off ]

“Aw! Can it!” snarled Barner,

“1 tell you—"'

:::E'du"'m spilled more'n enoungh! Can
it !

“That 1s the case, Mr. Stone,” snid
Harry Wharton., “We drove off the
rustlers, or they would have driven the
herd.™

Barncy gave & stark,

“What you telling
exclaimed.

“¥ou'd betier listen to what's hap-
pencd, Mr.,  Stonc!”  drawled  fhe
Bounder. " A gang of rustlers fried io
run offi that herd-—one of them was
Mexican Joe, who's wanted by ile
sheriff of Packsaddle for o hold-up-—
and we had to fre on them——"

“Yon been burming powder? ex-
claimed Barney Stone, staring at him.

“Just a few!" said Vernon-Smith
coally. “There were three of the gang,
and they've wll stopped lead—"

“Bearch me!™ gasped Parney. .

“One of thom was pretty hard hit:
the other two got off with scratehes,”
went on the Bounder., * But they wero
all three glad te hit the horizon, Mr
Stone. You'll be glad to hear that we
beat them to it."”

“A buneh of schoolboys like you 'uns
beat a gang of rustlers in a gun-fight I
sald Barney Stone, almost dazediv,
“What you giving me?"

"The goods 1" sard Vernon-Smith,

“Youn arc sure tryiog to string e
along ¥ muttered Barney, His deep-
set eyes glittered at the Bounder. *Tell
me what's happened on the Bguaw
runge—if anything has.™

The erowd of punchers, as well as the
foremnan, listened with breathful atten-
tion, as the Bounder told.

Harry Wharton & Co. eyed the fore-
man keenly, while Vernon-Smith was

e ¥ hao

speaking. They were as good nz sure
that Smithy had put his Gnger on the
truth—that Barney Stone was the

“aigger in the woodpile,” the  man
behind the seenes, who had put up the
gunman Sanders to keep the owner’s
son away from Kicking Cayuse, and that
his motive was his partnership with o
rustlers of Bquaw Mountain.

If that was the truth—and they
believed it was—ihis was the most un-
weleome news that the foreman of the
Kicking Cayuse could have lLieard.

At the same fimo he had to keep his
secret and play his part. Apart from
the two or three who were in the game
with him, he dared not let his own out-
fit learn that he was in *ecahoots ¥ with
a pang of cattle thieves.

The expression on Darncy’'s lean,
brown face, as he listencd, was extra-
ordingry. But he was pluinly makinge
cfforts to contrel his rage, and to kecp
in mind that he had to play the part of
a ranch foreman who was glad to hear
that o valuable herd had been saved
from the rustlers.

“By the great horned toad,”™ said
Barney, at last, and he was caol agnin
by this tnme, " you =ure do surprise me
a whole lot, Mr. Vernon-Bmith! I
oupss  your popper over the pond
wouldn't he best pleased to hear that
you was mixed up in gun-fighting with
a bunch of rustlors, He sure would ox-
peet me to keep yvou riding elear of that
kind of rookus.™

“We secmn to have been ablo to tako
care  of ourselves,”  answered  tho
Bounder carelessly " Now you know
how the matter stands, Mr. Brone, you
wonr't want to send that herd back to
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the Squaw range. But, of course, it's
in your hands. You're foreman of the
ranch, and s for you to give orders.”

Barney gpave lum a lock—a long,
searching look. Then he mnodded
slawly,

“ I gues: 'm keeping that herd on the
home ranges till them rustlers have
been cinched,” he said, "1 guess it got
my goat a few, Mr. Vernon-Smith,
seeing that hevd driven in agin my
ordors. But now vou've put me wise, I'll
say it'a O.K., sir "

“Right-ho 1 said the Bounder
caeerily; and he rode away to the
corral with kis friends, leaving the
crowd of punchers in a buzz.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ride Him, Cowboy !

i 1 crikey ! gasped Billy Buater,
Hiz cyes almost  popped
through his spectacles with

alarm

It was the following day.

Harty Wharton & Co., outside the
bunkhouse, were getting some more
instruction from Bill in the use of the
lazso, Billy Bunter, leaning on the
corral fence, was watching them, rather
moresely, from o little distance, Tho
outcomo of Bunter's last essay In
handling the “rope® had rather dis-
couraged him, and ‘bhe did not on this
oceasion offer to show the other fellows
haw it was done.

A heavy trampling almost at his fat
elb&:ulrl cauecd, dﬂunt:gr tuwé}éink&rciuml.
and he jumped and gas A long-
horned head Ema-.s E.l.l'ﬂ-l:l;‘t upon him.

A bunch of cows were being driven
past the corral, and Billy Bunter was
right in the way of that buneh of cows.

On a Texas canch a guy was expected
to kecep his cyes open. @ man who
was drivipg the cows was behind the
hierd, eracking his quirt, and he did not
cver see Bunter. Had he scen him,
probably thse puncher would have
cucssed that it was up to the fat tender-
foot to I}';.;mp clear. As it was, Bunter,
havin en looking in the other direc-
iion, did not see the cows fill they wera
alinast upon him, and he spluttered with
alarm.

The huge, clumsy animals lumbered
along close to the corral wall, some of
them brushing it as they lwobered.
Thero was no time for Bunter to eub
acrosa their EMH and get clear, and he
huddled back against the corral fence
to give them all the room he could,

He sgqueaked as & heavy shoulder
huited him and almost pitched him over.
He squeaked apain as a long bhorn
tilted the stetson on has fat head.

“Owl 1 =2ay, you fellows!” welled
Dunter. “0h erikeyt! Ol jiminy!
Kecp away, you beasts! Oh Jor’ 17

Cow after cow lumbered by in a mass
of heavy bodics, trampling hoofs, and
tossing horns  Billy Bunter was really
in dangor of being knocked down and
srampled gver,

tTow he did it the fat junior never
knaew, but, with o desperate hound, he
sraboed the top of the corral fenco and

ragged himae;i up.

He hung there by his fat lands,
spucaking.

The cows lumberaed under him, haivy
backs knocking against hia feot. )

li‘ﬂwl Help 1 velied DBunicr franiie-
ally,

":'r]'-_l.iw, haw, haw 1™ eamc a roar of
laughter from the man who was driving
the hers
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Ha zaw Bunter now,
ainused by the sight.

P’erhaps there was something comic in
ihe pspeet «f the fat junior elinging
wild'y to the top of the fence over tho
plunging cows. DBuot if it was comic to
the cowman, 1t was not comic to Bunter.

He made frantic efforts to draw him.
eelf to the top of the fence and get o
leg ever. Dut he made those efforts 1
vain.

Any other fellow, po donbt, could
liave dono it. . But few other fellews had
so much weight to Lift.

pulled

and seemed

Bunter heaved and and
drageed, and exerted all his strength—
in vain. He hung to the fence by his
fat hands, suspended, like Mahomet's
mﬂii:. between the beavens and the
earkh.

The cowman roared; Lariat looked
out of the corral gate and roared; and
Bill, aver by the bunkhouse, ceased to
whirl the rope, stared, and roared, too.
Ther all scemed entertained by Bunter's
antice. Harry Wharton & Co. locked
vound at lim and grinned.

“ Hold on, Bunter 1" shouted Baob.

It was impossible for the juniors to
veach the fat Owl through the stream of
passing cows—cows after cows In o
seomingly endless stream

_“Stick to it, old fat man!” roared
Johony Ball

“I gay, you fellows—="

“Hang on, Bunter |

“Oh erikey 1

Buntc, was hanging on as hard as he
could, But his fat fingers were slipping
from their hold under the strain on his
rodgy arms. He could not clamber on
top of the fence, and he could not hold
on for long, He could only hope that
the cows would be gone before he
-:IL?mmi But the cows scemed innumer-
able.

“Ow '™ squeaked Bunter, as ene hand
went and he held on by the other.

“ By gum, if that fat ass drops among
the cows—" exclaimed the DBounder.
“The blithering idiot 1

“Jlold on, Bunter!” yelled Johnny
BEull,

“Ow! Wowl"

Bunter’s other hand slipped.
nlungoed down.

Bunp |

Tt was upon & heaving, hairy back
that he bumped. He sprawled on the
back of & startled cow, and eclutched
wildls.

The cow heaved and plaunged. Bunter,
sprawling across its back, clutched des-
perately ot the hairy hide, and was
carricd onward He hardly konew what
was happening to him,

He =zerambled up, his fat little legs
sliding down over the cow's flanks,
holding on to the hairy neck, blinking

e

wildly  about him through his big
spectacles,
“Owl Help!” yelled Bunter, as he

rode the cow

“Haw, haw haw 1™ camec & roar from
a dezen directions, The Kicking Cayuse
entfit had scen all sorts of riding, but
riling & cow wis & new one on them,
and tliey yelled with merriment, * Atla-
Lor ! Attaboy! IRide him 1"

“On, my hat ! gasped Bob Cherry.
“Stick on, Bunter! You're all right so
leng as vou etick on 1

THE MAGNET

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared
punchers. * Bide bim, cowboy !
haw, hogw !

“I say, you fcllows—— Yaroooch t*

Bunter clung on desperately. Heads
and horns tesced round him. The cow
on which he was mounted plunged, no
doubt grestly surprised by the sudden
landing of & rider on its back.

That cow cavorted and heaved and
Plunf;::d. but it had no chance of unseat-
ing Buater; the fat Owl clung to its
back like o limpet to & rock.

“Yarooch! Help!"” roared DBunter.
“1 say— Oh erikey IV

Harry Wharton caught Bill by the
atm. The big puncher was doubled up
witlh merriment

“Rope in that cow, Bill, for goodness’
sake ! exclaimed Harry.

“Ilaw, haw, haw ! roeared Bill. “I'll
say that geck is some rider! Ile surc
15 o sight for sore eyes, and then somc !
I'fl tell a man”

“Repe him in before the fabt ass
tambles off 1" urged Harry,

“O.K. 1" gasped Eill; and he strode
towards the stream of cows, grasping lus
laviat for a cast, but |aug§ing almost
too much to handle the rope.

Thie Famous Five watched him rather
anxiously. Bunter, as & cow-rider,
might be funny; but a tumble off the
back of the plunging, prancing cow was
no joke,

That ecow was execited, which was
natural, with a yelling rider on its baek,
clutching madly at ita neck.

It plunged and pranced and broke out
of the atream of animals, trying to shake
off the strange enciumbrance on its back.

Finding thai impossible, the animal
brolio into a wild gallop, heading for
the open praivie.

Bill's rope flew as it went. DBut the
wild rush of tho cow carrvied it bevond
the reach of the forty-foob rope. The
loop of the lasso dropped n vard shori,
and the cow -EILI'EI’."[‘Ede tldly on.

“¥Yarooh!” roared Bunter. *“Help!
Ok jiminy! I eay, yoeu fellows—
Yoo:hoop I”

“ After him 1" gasped Bab.

The Lerd had lumbered on at last out
of the war. and the juniors were able
to met after Dunter

But Bunter’s cow had started for the
praivie. and started as If for o raco 1n
a rodeo

Bill rushed in pursuit, ahead of the
juniors, and wnirled his lasso again;
but it dropped. vords short of & whisk-
ing tail.

“Yewaow-ow !  Help! Yarooooh!™
floated back, as Billy Dunter tore onm
peross the prarie on the back of the
galloping cow.

“0Oh, scarch e '™ gaspe:! Bill, coming
to & breathless halt. “Aw, carry ma
home to Hanner! Haw, haw, haw!
That gink sure does make me smile
somel I puesz you'uns want to geb
vour cavusc te get afeer that cow ! Sha
enure won t stop this side of Paclizaddle,
with that geck clawing at her pesky
necli 1 Haw, haw, haw 1

The juntors halied. There was obvis
ouzly no chanee of overtaking that run-
away cow or foot. Tlhey ran back to
the corral for their haorzes.

FFar off on the rolling prairie, the
wildly excited ecow carcercd oun, with
trampling hoofs and tossitg horns, and
Ltilly Bauanter's terrified squeals died
away in the diztance.

the
Eaw,

“Owl Help!" yelled Bunter.
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Roped In [
H?‘]—‘i ALLY-HO!™ ehuckled Dob

Chorry

“¥a, ha, hat"

Harry Wharton & Co.
dashed away from the ronch pt &
gallop,  They had not been long in
saddling-up, but Billy Dunter on the
carcering ¢ow was only a speck in the
distance when they started in pursuit.
That cow was going strong.

Fhey left Bil nng the other punchers
roaring with laughter bebnd them: but
the juniors, though they could not help
chuekling at Dunter s antics, were con-
cerned for ke fat Owl, They got after
the runaway cow &t top :peed and
gained fast, tha galloping broncos
stretehing themselves to full speed.

They d their lassor in hand a3
they rode, ready to “rope in®' the cow
a3 zoon as they got within distance for
a throw.

Fast as the cow was going, tley
gained at every stride of the horses
and drew neares and nearer to the
fugitive, Once more Billy Bunter's
tervificd squcals floated back (o their
LTS,

“Ow! Yow! Wow! Ielpl Silo
you beast! Oh erikey! Ow I"p e

“"IHold en, Buanter! roared Bob
Cherry  “We're coming "

“Yarock 1™
B“Hﬂida him, cowboy!® yelled Johnny

il

“Yow-ow-ow 1

Bob Cherry spurred on shead and
drew near the wildly trampling cow;
he whirled his lasso and lot ic fly.

_ The juniors had benefited by Bill's
instructions in the use of the rope, but
they were far from expert as yet. Bob'm
loop missed the tossing head by a yard
and dropped in the grass, end ho
slackened speed to draw in the lariat.

The other fellows passed him: and
Frank Nugent threw hix lasso, missing
by & wider margin than Bob.

Harry Wharton tried next, and his
noose dropped over a long horn; but
2 toss of the head tossed 1t off again,
and the frantic cow carecred onward.

“Owl Help! yelled Bunter, cling-
ing on convulsively “Oh erikey ! Helpt
I sav, you fellows—— Yarooop ™

Jolinny Bull's lasso hit o whisking
tail—and slid down., Iureee Jomech
Bam Singh’s gave the cow o clump in
the ribs.  Both had the effect of vrging
i1t on to greater speed.

“Ohy, my hat! gasped Bob., “Go it,
Smithy 1"

Vernon-8mith galloped ahead.

All the Famous Five were engapred 1n
coiling in their lassos, and it was left
tE the Bounder to roake the successful
ghot.

Sniithy dashed on, watching for a
chance, and he was witnin twenty foet
of the cow, riding nearly abreast, when
Liiz viata flew

The loop settled over o lonp-horned
head, and the Bounder instantly drew
his bronco to a halt.

The end of the rope was fastened to
the saddle, or the sadden drag on it
would have wrenched it away, and the
cow would have thundered on, with a
tratling rope belund it

The bronco, used to work with the
rope, planted bis forefeet irmly to tako
the strain, the lasso tautened, and the
cow was drageed to e stuggering halt.

Lot hum I pasped the Bounder.

“Bravo. Smithy 1"
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“I may, you fellows—" yelled
Bunter. The cow stroggled and pranced
in tho rope, and Bunter clung for hia
fat lifa. I say, helpl- Yoo-houp I
5 "bﬁl] right now, old fat man ¥ gasped

ol

“Ow! DBeastl [Lelpt™

Vernon-Smith wheeled his horse; he
roda back towards the ranch, and the

ull on the lasso, fast to the long-

orned head, forced the capiered cow
to follow, He rode at o trot, and the
cow had to trot in the rear.

“Hold on, 3mithy !’ gasped Harry
Wharton. .

The Bounder lavghed,

“That cow'a pot to be taken.in,” he

answered: “sa has DBunter. He's all
right so long as he sticks on, Btick on,
Dunter 1"

“ Beast ! roared DBunter,  © Eto]i:i
Hold this beastly cowt You catch hold
of its tail, Bob. T say, sou fellows,
catch hold of its hornsl 1 say—
Yaroah 1"

“1la, ha, ha "

“Brick on, Buntor!”

" Boasts I roared Bunter.

He stuck on. The cow was I & moro
subdued stato now, held by the vope;
it lumbered on behind the Bounder's
bronco, Billy Buntey suicking on iis
back. Tho Yamouws ¥Five rodo round it
langhing. ;

A pvoar of merriment grested their
arrival at the ranch.

A dozen punchers gathered round to
watch Billy Bunter como in on cow-
back. Bill yBu-:i-: doubled wp with mirth,

“Haw, haw, haw " roared Bill.

Ho strade up to the cow as the
Doundei's. rope led i .in and grasped
the fat junioy. With a heave of his
powerful .arnmn ilﬂ,_}j; rked Billy Dunter
from the cow's back and landed him on
hia {gcr:t. 3 4

“"Oooogh ! gasped DBunter.

“Ia, ha, hal”

i Hi_ﬁrmd if I sce anything to cackle
. "!'Iﬂ-, !1-3-, Ilﬂ-!"

Bill unhooked the lasso, and the cow
lumberad away—probably as glad to bo
rid of Bunteyr as DBunter was to be rid
of tho cow. . :

Vernon-8mith dismounted™and eoiled
up his rope, grinDINg,

Billy Bunter, gasping for breath,
spluttering with rage, rolled l::];h to tho

punder as he stood coiling the lasso
and shook a fat st at his grinning face.

“I've a jolly good mind to puneh your
head, you beast!” yelled Bunter, his
little round eyes gleaming wrath bahind
his big round epectacles.  “Why
couldn’t you stop that beastly cow and
let mo get off its beastly baek, instead
of drapgging mo back to this beastly
ranch on tho beastly beast, you beast 1™

“Just my fun, old fat man.”

Billy Bunter gurgled with wrath.
Buntoey was not lkeen on walking.
eapecially over a mile of rugged prairie,
but he would havo preferred to walk
back to the ranch, instead of returning
aon cowhack. Buntor had no desive
whatever to add to the merriment of
the Kicking Cayuso outiit. Bunter
liked the spotlight, but not the sort he

was getting now.
“You—you beast!” he gasped. “T'll
jolly well—"

“Look out, Bunter!” yelled Bab
Cherry. “That cow's behind you i

“Oh urikﬂif i

Buntar bolted.

“Ha, hs, ha!” :

“1 eay, you follows, keep it off 1"
howled Bunter, as ho holted for tho
ranch-house.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ih erikey I

EVERY SATURDAY

Billy Bunter bounded up the yeranda
steps. -He did thé-veranda almost in a
bound, dashed into tha nearest doorway,
and slammed the dect behind him. He
left. the Kicking Cayuse punchers roar-
ing and thé Greyiriars fellows almost
weeping.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Wallop 1

E, he, hel™
Harry Wharton & Co
glanced rownd in the dusk

moonligh: st the sound o
ihat familiar, unmunzical cackle.

After supper that evening the Famous
Fiva had gone down. into the garden
in front of the ranch-house veranda,
and were talking to Bill Buck, who
leaned on a fence. smoked his pipe, and
told them a lot of thin%‘a worth: knoaw-
ing about ranching. Billy Bunter had
been left at supper—having caten only
enough for three when the other fellows

L]

finished. Vernon-Smith had gone along ¥

the wverands to DBaruey Btone’s olfice,
where he was with the foreman.

Whether Usarney Stone knew or not
ihat the Bounder suspected him the
juniors conld not tell; he gavo no sign
of such knowledge, atr oll events, Now
he had asked Somthy to step into the
office for a business talk over the affairs
of the ranch. and the Bounder had
winked at his friends as ho went with
Barney. He had no doubt that the
foreman of the Kicking Cayuse aimed
to pull the wool over his eyes—and the
sardonio Bounder was guite willing to
let” Barney get on wita it

‘Bmithy was' still in tho foreman’s
office, and. Bunter still at supper, when
the chums of Greyiriars joined Bill in
the garden. But Bunter rolled ouf at
last. He stood for & minute or two
in tho light from the open doorway 5&
tho living-room, which was just opposite
the steps of the veranda. There, the
fat junior blinked about him, with a
grin on his fat face, Then he rolled
across to the broad wooden steps, and
descended, )

Iad the juniors noticed him specially,
they might have noticed that Bunter
lingered on those steps for somo
minutes, But they did not notice him
—aud did uot, in fact, remember his
fat oxistence, till that cackle at their
elhows reminded them of the same,

Then they looked round at him,

“He, he, he I repeated Bunter,

His fat face was wreathed in grius,
Something, evidently, amused DBuntor—
he wasz simply packed with merviment.

“Well, wl;imt':a tho jolly old joke?®
psked Bob Cherry.

“_'[Ime:I he, hel"

“Thinking of your performance on
%nvﬁhabk this morning ! asked Johuny

1L,

“*tla, ha, ha ¥

“Vah ¥ petorted DBunter. “1 fancy
somebody’a going to he sorry for play-
ing rotten tricks on a fellow, and chanco
it! You wait " :

Bill, leaning on the fonce, grinned at
the fat junior, over his pipe. ‘The
Famous Five regarded him  vather
curiously.

“What have you baen up fo?” ashked
Haryvy Wharton.

“He, be, he ™ -

“Better not  play_ _any dricks o
Smithy 1" eaid Franlk Nugent. “ Bnuthy
Ioces hia temper, old fat bean—better
give Smithy o mss [V

“He, ho he! Smithy thovghl it was
fearfully funny to yank mo along a mile
at the end of a rope, on that beastly
cow 1" chortled Bunier. "1 might have

o7

come down_wallpp | Perhaps he'll think
it funny when ho comes down wallop!
He, he, hel” _ :

“ 13 tha esteemed Smithy coming down
wallop #* 'inquired Huivee Jamsct Ram

Bingh.

“? fancy =0! Ha, he, he! ¥ou
fellows wait 1 said Bunter mysteridusly,
“You'll 'see him all right from here—
the steps are right in the light from tho
doorway, sea?

The Famous Five could only stare.

Trom the fence where they stood,

they ‘certainly could - see the veranda
steps quite clearly in the light thai
streamed out of rthe open door and
windows of the .living-room of tho
ranche.,  Vernon-Smith, ,when he came
down tho stops, would be n full view
across the garden., DBut. w Buntelt;
expected him to como down * wallop
was quito & myaiery. :
"“You fat chump!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “Have you fixed up some-
thing for Smithy to fall over? .
“(h 1 cjaculated Bob, *“Is that it,
on dangerous maniae?”
" “0h, no! MNothing of the kind I ex-
claimed Bunrer hastily.  “Don’t you
follows get interfering. I haven't ticd
o rope across tho steps—"*-

T3 hﬂ'ﬂ't IE-.I}

“ Begides, you know what the beast
did—leading mo & dance on that beastly
cow, fo make ak-thoso beastly punchers
enigger | said Bunter warmly. “You
fellows ~ were sniggering too; you
needn’'t deny it—am gering like s lot
of Lheshiro cheeses—I .mean Cheshire
cats | Well, you can. jolly wall snigger
when 8mithy comes down a wallop on
hig boko—he, hp, hel” o

You blithering owl I gasped Harry
Whartgn, “¥You've tied a rope aoros
the steps for Smithy to oatch hiz feet

tn FE

“ Search mo 1" cjaculated Bill, stari
6t the fat Owl. “I'il say that fat gin
is suro the world’s prize boob P

“1 say, you fellows, don't you gob
butting in[* e:pi!nilmu&d Billy Bunter,
anxiously, “ You know what that beast
did—playing votten -jokes on a fellow,
One good turn deserves another you
know 1 Besides, I haven't done any-
thing—it's all rightl . If there’s a repo
tied seross the WEE the :mﬁ. I don’t
lknow anythi ut it era isn’t
so far a3 I know—I pever had any
rope, and 1 pever went into the kitchen
and asked Chick for one, and—"

“You sdangerous maniac i howled
Bob, and he mado o movement in the
divection. of tho veranda,

pratested

“1 gay you fellowsg——="
Dunter, “Don’t you——"

“h, my hat! There's Smithy " ex-
claimed Iarry Whhrton.

A footstep was heard on the veranda,
and the Bounder appearcd at the top
of the stops, full in the light of the reom
hehind  hem,

Only for a second was he visible there.

The next, ha was ::hiumu;u:eqTI headlon
forward, with. a startled howl, an
coming first down tha stepsl

hoad

"There was no time to warn him—even

as the juniors sighted him, across the
garden, ho nose dived,

Bump |

Yell

Jang | i

The bump of the falling Bounder, the
vell ho- gave as he bumped, wero only
to be cxpected. Dut the bang of a riflo
Was gmtu unexpected. It rang and
voared, not a dozen yards from the
juniors, and startled them so that they
jumped slmost clear of the ground.

“Nhat—"" gasped Dob

"wlhﬂl——“

“I gay, yvou tellows—"
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BOWLED OUT!

Fas! and Furious Fun in this Last
Instalment of :

“THE SWELL WHO HAD TO SWOT1!"

By DICKY NUGENT

‘Corkingham, th e
stately butler at Fitz-
boodle Castle, stalked
into Doctor Birchemall's
bed-room and coffed re-
speotively.

“ Ahem | Beggin® your

ardon, sir, will you be
Faﬂn‘ brealzfast in bed
this mornin’ 1 ™ he asked
in his rich, fruity wvoice.

Doctor Birchemall sat
up in bed and rubboed
hia eyes. Then ho woke
up to his swroundipngs
and a broad grin spread
over his shollarly face.

It was o plezzant
change from B5t. Sam’s
to be sitaying at the
ancostral home of the
Honnerable Guy de Vero.
True, the Hoad had had
the dickens of a time
the previous day, what
with the trubble ho had
had with Lord Iitz-
boodle and the japes
that Fearless and his
pals had played on him
aftorwards, But the
dawn of a new day saw
the down of o new hoap

for tho Head—a hoap
that the Fourth Formers
would grow tired of their

joaks and allow him to

onjoy the delites of Fitz-
boodls Castle™ in peace.
** Thanks for the offer,

Corkingham, but
have breakfast down-
staira this morniog,” he

said in axxents os lordly
a8 he could make them.

Corkingham boughed
and stalked out of the
bed-room again.

All unawaro thot other
eyes wore watching him,

getor Birchemall
climbed out of bad and
started to dress. While
he did so, five grinning
yungsiera peered througsh
the slitely open doorway
leading to the adjoiming
Sparo room.

Tho horoes of Bt.
Sam’s had been up with
the lark—and out for a
lark as well | While the
Head had been sleoping
the sleep of the unjust,
they had beon bizzily
engaged in preparing o
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First they had eaught
& cupple of mice and
gewn ecach of them up
insido a tobacco-pouch ;
and after that they had
sewn up the tobaeco-

uches igside Doctor

irchemall’s trowais just
over the necze, It would
take tho mice some time
to escape from the Head's
trowsais ; and the Fourth
were hoaping that by
the time they did s=so,
the Head would be wear-
ing them | 2

DoctorBirchemall
drew the trowsis on his
and the

lanky logs
juniors watehed breth-
amly. It was o prate

releef to them to see
that he notissed nothing

WIong.

IS MY COUSIN A
© COWARD?

Asks PETER TODD

If any of you ** Grey.
friaxs Heruld ' readers
happen to be psycho-
logiata, here’s a problem
to ‘interest you. Per-
gopally, I'm floored |

I'm staying with Cou.
sin Alonzo, and what I
want to know ja this:
is my cousin a coward
or nof ?

1'vo never looked on
him as a funk in the past,
but I had enough evi-
denco in my fust fow
days with him to have
convinced wmost chaps
that he was. In fact, 1
veally began to fear the
worst obput him—and

then  something hap-
to prove him a
giddy hero! And now

I dunvo where I are !
The first thing that
wade me blink was when
Alonzo and I wont out
on our bikes and ho
calmly suggested taking
8 detour of five miles
to avoid & main road.
When I asked him why,
e told mo it was be.
eauss the {raffic on the
main road gave him
];.‘ru%pitatmn of the heart.
he next shock I had
was whon I asked him
what the idea wos in
keeping & ropo lodder
under his bed.

i if ho would like Lo

“ That, my dear Peter,
in my provision againat a
possible fortuitous noc-
turnal  conflagration,”
burblod Alonzo (Yea,
he aiill talks like that )

¥ Great pip ! " was all
I could eay to that.

Tho day after
that I ashed "Lonzy

come along to n
boxing-show inthe
ovemng.

" Exeusome, my
dear Peter, but 1
feel someowhat
ill! *' he murmered.
“The more thovght
of human heings
ceusing violenco to
each other is su
abhorrent to meo
as to induce lem-
porary faintness!"

“Yo godat!™ I
said., And yet

A couple of days
lator wo waore
eyeling down
o country lane whon wo
spotted o carter wallop-
ing hia horse with a
whip. Ho was a tough.
locking specimen such
as I myself should have
felt like approachi
with & good deal f;%
coution.

Guess what Lonzy did?

Before I had time to

dismount, he was off his
bike and leaping on to
the cart like o jack.in.
tho-box, Ho wrenched
the whip away and
planted his knuckles on
the chap’s scrubby chin
wilh o smack that nearly
knocked off hia head.

“ How doare wyou ill-
treat that horse ¥ "' he
velled, -

_Then he proceeded to
give that corter o lecture
that would have made
any ordinury being  dis-
golve in  {oovs. The

carter, being excessively
tough, didn't do that,
but ho rubbed his chin
& good deal and eyved

Alonzo with & very
respectiul eye. And he
made no attempt what.
cver to retalinto |

S0 oafter nll that, is
‘Lonzy a funk or is ho o
hero 2

really bran iapoe for
i him.r ey Jjape 1o

“Comes on, vou fel.
lowa | ™ whispered Jack
Jolly. * We'll go down
to tho Dbrogkfasi.room
now 1 ¥

* Yoz, rathert™

Farely buating with
suppressed larfter, the
{ung plotters went out

¥ the door leading to
the landing and hurried
downstairs.

_When the HMead ar-
rived in the brealifast-
room five minnita later,
nobody would ever have
dreemed that they had
been uﬁ to any larks ; in
fakt, they all looked as
solloms as boiled owls.
Jack Jolly, of corse, waa
atill disguised os Lord
Fitzboodle for the Head's
bennyfit.

“ Haw! Good-mornin’,
Birchemall, what, wwhatt"
criod the bogus lord, in
his most refined voice.

* Good-morning, your
lordskip | " grinned the
Head, dropping & eurt.
ﬂﬂ?"'

Then, with serprizing
suddonness, the grin
faded from his faco, A
moment later, he lenped
into the pir with o wild
vell of alarm,

“ Yarooooo ! Ow.ow !
Help! Yoooopt™

Jack Jolly eved Doe-
tor Birchemall in fained
serprize  through  his
monoole,

“ Grato gad ! What's
the matter, my good
man, what, what * "

“ My neezo!” shreeked
the Head.  * They're
wobbling ! Bomething's
gons wrong with my
neoze | Help! Yarooo ™

Then Doctor Birches.
mall started leaping and
dancing round the break.
fast-room like & cat on
hot bricks, Frank Fear-

lcss and hia pals were
sumply dubbled up with
larfter, as they notissed

the wobbling and twist.
mg going on inside ths
neeze of hia trowsis ; and
it was all that Jack Jolly
could do to keep &

. | Btraight, face.

All at once the neezo
of . the Head's trowsis
came open, and at the
same moment two mice
flow out and raced across
the room at top speed.
That woerd asite was too
much for the chums of
the Fourtl. They larfed
till the tears ran down
their cheoks,

“Ha, ha, ha 1 ¥

Doctor  Birchemall’s

frenzicd jum?'mg cane
to an end, and he turned
on the hysterieal juniors.

“ You yung raslals 1"
he roarad. * It waa ail
your fault! ¥You put
those mice in oy
trowsis 1 "

* {to hon, sir ! ¥

“ Ha, bo, ha 1 "

* 1'm not staying here
another minnit now 1 ¥
declared the  Head,
feercely. “I've hnd
enuff. I'm going "

As he turned fo go,

something happencd
that causod the larfter
to freezo on our heroes’
lips,
The Honnerable Guy
de Vere's pater—the renl
Lord Fitzboodle—
walked into the room !

* Haw | By gadt!
How do, everybody,
what, what ! "' ho cricd.
¢ Doctor Birchemall, I
presoom 1 ¥

rhaps

“That . mo!" re-
licd 1ke  fead, with
15 tsanl fouitless

orammar. Y Whe aro
you, mitd I nale §

“Ma? Why, I'm

Lord Ftzboodle, of
corso, whet, what 17

“Wha-a-at?"” shrecked

tho Head,

“0h, crama ! 7 gasped

Jack Jolke.

He was bowled oub
now and no mistake !
Tho gamo was up with
a vengenz ! Blowly
and sadly he romoved
his coronet and
monoele amd  falso
mistosh, And tho
Head, staring af him,
covo & Violent spas-
moddivk start.

“ Jollx* he gasped.
“Ita al n ﬁmuks !
I've beon diszhed!
Dishad, ciddled, oned

dono ™

S

: -j How ! Will goma.
ody Lkindly cegsplain
what all lm;; m%rtgxf:u;; ; S

aclzed the real Lord
Iiteboodle.

M XYes, I'H egasplain
with  plezzure, ™ your

lordship ! ™ ericd Doctor
Birchemall  fewriously.

“I'voe been 1he viktim

of giganiic jook ! That

“BOB CHERRY ILL WHEN BEATE
BY WHARTON!”

Linley’s Sensational Revelation

Fellowa who Thave
maintained that Bob
Cherry was not on the
top of hia form whon
beatcn by Wharton for
the Hemove boxing
championship have juat
received startling con-
firmation of their views.
Here is o letter that
reached wua yoaterday
from Mark Lin{cyz

“ Dear Sporta Editor,
—Evor sinco Boly Cherry
logt the boxing chawm-
pionship to Wharton, a
small but noisy section
of the Form has thought
fit to subject him to
insults and abuse and
ibellous anonymous lot-
ers. It i3 a fesling of
ndignation over this
unjust campaign that
impels me to write and
reveal something that
brings it to o & d_?
end., That “ something
is this ;

BOB CHERRY WAS
ILL ON THE NIGHT
HE FOUGHT WHAR.
TON |

“As his sludy-mate
and friend, I know o good
deal about Bob and I can
affirm without hesitation
that his illness hofore
the fight was o fact, He

had hod a splitting head.
ache all day. and ut tes-
time cams. over very

opgy pand  nearly
ainted. Only by o great
offort was ho able 1o pull
himself togeiher suili-
ciontly to go to thoe gym
for tho #ght.

“Two dovys later ho
reported sick and aller
that ho 1rasin bod with
'‘flu. Nobody thought to
conncet this with the
regult of tho. scrap ; but
it . expluine tho - result
all ihe same.” In m
opinion, and with all duo
regpect 40 ¥Wharton's
ability in.the ring, Bob
fost wimply ond solely

beonuse Loe was too il
to fight  spd if ihe two
over m acain, 1'm

downright  certain ithat
Bob will win !
Youes eineevely,
iR Lixcey.”

Immet ately on receipt
of this letter, wo sont
and sshed Bob Cherry
what lia I ad to say albout
it. Bab. blushed scarlet
and said @ ™ Mark's a
chump ; Iwhy did he do
that t"

‘Whertan, en. being in-

¥|to say that

Iation, was much mors
voncerned,

“To {lnink that I Leat
him ot o time like that 1 "
be oxclaimed. “ But
that’'a Bob ell over;
ho'dl die rather than
mako & fuss,™

“ But do you accopt
Linlay™s verdict that on
lovel terma Bob would
beat yvou 17 asked the
Sporta Bditor,

Wharton smilod
faintly.

“Well, I'm not goin
il I'm
actually boaten,™ ho said.
“ But quite fronkly 1
shouldn't be surprised.”

o thero you aro, dear
repcders ! It looks as if
wo're right back to wliore
we  wera  befoare  the
chowmpionship—wilh Bob
Cherry a3 the probable
Lozt of tho Form's boxors
still and Wharton only
tho runner-up 1

Later in tho yoor
perhaps we can arrange
another serap between
these two and settle it
finally. Meanwhile, in
view of Linley's reve-
lation, it would be un-
wise to look on Whaorton
ag the undisputed cham-

yang raskal Jolly has
been pretending  to be
you &l tho time—and
[ swallowed it 1"

Lord PYitzboodle
farely  blinked; then
slowly o grin sproad over
his classgical feetchera,

“ Oh, gad 1 ho ojacu-
Inted, * What a joal !
An’ 1 suppose the yung

rapecallion told you to
¢ casy with my son’a
ESEGEE, wh?t, what §

* Epgeractly, our
In:«ds.h%p L :

" Hah, haly, hah 1"

The jolly old arisio-
erat wiped the toars of
merth trom his oves with
a crested silk handler.
EJ'!IEH:f, while Doctor
Birchemall skowled at
the Bt. Som's japers.

“Hah ! Nover mind.
ood  fellak 1
ord Fitzboodla, * Boya

will he boys: an® all's
woll that ends well, An’
now that I onm baek
#gain, promisa  you
that thero will be no
more trubble. Why not
forgive an’ forgot, what,
what, an’ I'll mako it my
bizziness to sce that you
havo a rippin' timo for
the rest of the holler-
daya 1

Slowly Doctor Birch-

cmall’s skowl wvanished.

“Well, of corso, if

your lordship wishes i,
wlho is yvour ]humhlﬂ ser-
vant to say him neigh
ho grinmed. “°I freoly
forgive and forgoet! ™

“ Oh, thanks awlully,

gir ! eoroszed  Jack
Jolly & Co

“Bai Jovel It*s
frightfully teppin® of
Tou, gir!"™ erad the
Homnerablo Guy. ** Yaas
wathah [ ™

“Haw ! Then ithat's
that 1 " becmed Lood
Fitzboodk. * Now let's

eriad |

drive dull e sway

formed of Linley's reve-

pion of the Remove |

bright, what, what!"
Aud  they were all
only too pleased to do go.

With Lord Fitzboodle

to  leok alter himn,
Doctor Birehemall no
longer trubbled Jack

Jolly & Co. alter that.
He had such a vipping

| time in the compuny of

his lordship that the
Honncrable Guy found
Lhis deily hour of swot
with the Hooad quite a
plezzove,

So, toking it all round,
Joclk Jolly & Co. came Lo
the conelusion that it wns
just as woll they had
bﬁl};‘.l. bowled ont, after
i1

ANSWER TO
CORRESPONDENT

“EPICURLE " (Upper
Fourth), * Greengrocers
are sclling o marvellous
new fruit. Do you know
anyono who has tried ent-
ing ughtt™

No, but every timo we
seo Bunter ho seems to be
cating uglier!

the answer to that gquestion
hera it i3 right away ¢

Berauso

Although * Doy Scout and Proud of
know it, there is a strong Boy Bcout troop
Greyivinrs, and somo of its keonest membera ora
Removo chaps.
that there ia no imore staunch supportor of the
wovament than myself.

Having said that, I must odmit that I don's

YOUR EDITOR CALLING

A reader who eigna himsolf B 3
Pt e B S L LT

qou Greyiviara
] Vall, chums.
1B very egsy, ond

Beouts alrcady !
it" doea nob

join  tho Boy Bcoutap™

we'ro in the Boy

0%

I can assure my correspoudont

jdovole 80 snuch time to  scouting  aa
many Seouts I know. But tho resnson for
that is ihat othor school aetivities wolo
heavy elaims on my spure time.

Footer and crickot, in their respective
scasons, are natwally tho most important
of theso activities, Most of my ** halfors
arc epent on the playing-fields, and an
occasional hour in the eveniong, too. Then
thera are the paper-cheses and boxing in
the epring, traming for the sports in the
snmmer and, in the winter, wnatour thoeatyi.
cals, debating, chess and many other indoor
pastimes net direetly linked up with seout.
craft. You ean judge for yourselves from
thia littlo list that purely scouting pursails
havo to take o back seat moet of tho time.

But when we do don our Beouts tozs aund
get out into the woods and Gelds, I fancy
that we at Qreyfriara put up ss good n show
a3 many who devote muﬂg more of thew
time to the wmovement,. Wo have as meny
bndges to our credit as most troops, and J
feel sure that we approciate to tho full ile
high ideals of the Boy Scout movement.

o how'a that, ** Boy Beout snd Proud of
it" ? Satisfied? Good!

All the best, clhiums, till next weel !

DICK RAKLE,

——

Wingate's eapture of Bnoop and Stott in the
act of emoking cigarottes in the woodshed
this week is sta to have boon due to tha
coughing and spluttering they made over it.

Skinner has now stuckjup a notice in {he

shed, rcading ** No Bmoking ALOUD 1 1!

GREYFRIARS FROM FRESH ANGLES

10. Ah!

These English Garcons!

Sighs MONSIEUR CHARPENTIER

Ah!?

master. I shall tell you it ia the
great puzzle to mo just as it is
when I fivst arrvive !

I amn here sinee long Limo now,
but the more I see tho more I

puzzlo, i3 it not ¥

~ When [ noyzelf am
i Franee, 1 po o a
how difforent !

amwd concontration.

Lers, 18 1b not ¥

But bere at Groyfitars, if tho
young garcons wish not to swot,
on say,
wur when  in
French schoola all the boys work
body here i
still in bed, When they wake,
it i3 not for work, but for to eat

nobaiy curo, na.
hoola ! At the

hard in elass, evory

porridze sud bacon !
LAl the

Ah You ask me how I think
of this so foamous school of which
I bhave the honour to be French

Ul FAreon
rench school
for to learn, and, mon dien, but
1 begio my lessons
g0 carly in the morping and 1
finizh so late in the evening, I
siudy with the m:tguiﬂu:{_][; ardour
males, teo, they aro n]I.,Fhuw do
you say it, such stupendous swot-

) ; \ mumense  enihusinam
au’ all be wmerry an” Swihich they should zive to the

beautiful ¥French language, where
is it I find it is rmafvggibr the
sport | Evorybody talk about the
crickct and the football and nobo-dy
talk about Froneh. But it is
ternible !

When T take o elnss, I cxpeck
the garcons to follow mo with tle

reat scriousness ond aitention.

ut what happen * Thoy make
the laugh instead oud, as they say,
]auI] the leg. Some bad gareons
ike B8kinmer and Bolsover aven
throw some ink pellots through the
nir. Somoetimes one hit mo oo
thoe nose. I tear the hair, T hoot
tho breast, I stuwp the feet !X
cry “ Attend | Attention with you,
or I Ioee the temper 1™ Then they
‘lmugh more !

I st be just, is ib not § X
have many pupils who study the
beautiful French laozuage sl
mitke good progresa. In tho Re.
move, I remembor Whurton, Lin-
It.:-}'l,.l Pevfold, and others who work
Wil

Buil, helus, even these secm
atnuze with thomselves when they
ene gne | I6 B8 groat puzzle, Do
von vaderstand we, don’t you T

¢lans -

throo




