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HMFE you heard the GREAT NEWS ? It's PRIZE NEWS 1 Filteen ?m:kln new
Bikes, and Thopsands and THOUSANDS of other prizes going FREE. R on—

Each week in MAGNET I am printing Armaments Stamps--BOMBERS, GUNS.
SEARCHLIGHTS, and s0 on—8 kinds gether—and all you do is just CUT 'EM
OUT AND COLLECT "EM. Some were given last week, but even if you missed them
gin can start collecting TO-DAY ~there are TWENTY-FOUR more stamps in this

: twelve are on this wi while there are twelve more on Page I8—inciuding
Four BONUS Bombern | on alse take other popular hoys® papers like ** Moadern
Boy " and * Gem," you'll find more atamps in them to ewell your total,

At the end of this month I shall ask you how many of one or more kinds of stamps
you've collected. It may be Bombers, or Battleships, or perbaps Tanks and Destroyers
together. Which ¥ Well, that's my secret |

Bo keep at t! Go on collecting all the stam ou Cam 80 a5 to be right in front for
tha ﬂmﬁ?m.gﬁmi of Five ﬂ-:lmau and ':l,lblf'['llaI gf the other Prizes. 1 shall ask youw
which prize you want, too—the h st collections of tha atamps I call for will win.
Bat don't send any yet!  I'Il tell you how, and where. the time comes
There you are—and Nothing to Pay ! Isn't it great P~THE EDITOR.

RULES : Five First Prizes of £4 75. 64, " Hercules ' Cycles and up to 2,000 othee prizes will
‘bo awsrded in order of it each month during the contest to the readers declaring and sending ‘
e t collections oi the stamps called for. Cash value of any of the ﬁrft zes may be B
e Eﬁ cade of & tie or ties for such prizes. Tics for any other prizes will be decided s
¥ the Editor. D
clzims for prizes to be sant on the proper coupon (to be given ht&r), : no allowance made A -""4,?;.,
E! any coupon or stamps mutilated or lost ar P LS Fre
in the post or otherwize. No corres- L \1;5 ||'g.1|1,.ii..
: !

Y '
. N cted with thi ~‘-‘~‘--n'-.'3:"‘u Lh
\tm wmay eoter, and the Editor’s tlm:i:iI::n 1.:-'5 i 'be final .g-.-";.‘:& ‘\‘ﬁlkiﬁ} '|‘b'|“\¥II'|E[ b
iy b UL v

ally binding threuwghout. ""“..:,a

W.B.—TFou eian zlzo collect or ewap
Armaments Siamps with pals whae
redd ' Qem,” “Modern Boy "
WhRriumph," “Sports Buadget,®
Y Champlon, ' Doteative Weekly ™
w oyt Cinema, ™ and ** Theillepe™
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A S
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(Overseas ltn&m, Too! You pals who are far away—you're in this great scheme, also,

and special awards will be given for the best collections from overseas
readers. 'There will be a special closing date for you as well, of course !



KIDNAPPED AND CARRIED OFF BY A GANG OF INDIANS!

A fow weeks ago Herbert

Vernon-Smith was at Greylriars School, in Kent, working diligently under the eagle eye of

his Form-master.
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Now he’s in far-away Texas——
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“ Running Water ! * panted Vernon-Smith, as he was dragged and hustled by dusky hands
““ Help me! I am a prisoner here—Ifor the love of merey, help me!** Only a stony, unrecognis-

THE FIRST CHAPTER
The Sosses That Squeaked !

1 HICK ! roarcd Billy Bunler
Neo. reply.
¥ Chick 1" bawled Buanter.
#‘Ehick !!!l
Echo answered “Chick ' But other
wnsvweaer thEI"E! WS Nomnct.

Really, it seemed as if Chick, the
choreman of Kicking Cayuse Ranch,
must be deaf. i

o was, at all events, turning a deaf
&L,

Billy Bunter, sitting at the table in
the living-room in the Texas rancho,
roared and bawled in valn.

Bunfer was sitting there on hiz own.
Harry Whearton & Co. had gone out
long ago with Smithy, leaving the fat
Owl of Greyiriars to his own doviees,
which, of course, was just like the
beasts.

Chick, the choreman, was the whole
hopsehold staff. The Greyfriars paciy,
on  their holiday 1n Texas, had to
rough it a little, and look after them-
selves a lot.

Neither agreed with Bunler. Fli:
did not want to rough it even a little,
or look after himself at all.

He would have rung for Chick, had
there been a bell to ring.  But bells
were an unknown luxury on the ranch
in the valley of the Rio Frie, &o he
shouted ; but he shouted in wvain.

Buntcr was at dinner. Chick had

landed & cargo on the table and left.

it there. Bunter had now shig:iped that
cargo. But he had eaten hardly more
than enough for three, Naturally he
wanked more,

ing stare answered him,

“Chick ' bellowed Bunter,

The chorcman, of course, could hear,
His kiichen was at the end of the
hall-way, and the door was open.  Buf,
like the celebrated Dying Gladiator,
he heard, but he heeded not.

Chiclk had long been fed-up with
Billy Bunter's many wants, o had
stated, more than once, that he was
A choreman, and not a daggaqﬁd
waiter, or a goldarned butler. Chick
was plump and good-natured, and to
the other fellows he was generally civil
and obliging., But the fut Owl had
worn out hiz ecivility. Not only did
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Chicl decline to come at Bunter’s call,
he did not even answer, Billy Bunter's

voars passed him by like the idle
wind which he rvegarded not.
“Beast 1" hissed Bunicr, “Cheeky

beast ™
He rosc from the table at last

Mahornined, of old, finding that the
mountain  would not come to  him,
sagely went to the mountain. Bunler
fﬂﬁgwcd ithe example of Mohainmed.

He wolled out of the living-room,
across the hall-way, and blinked in
at the open doorway of the kitchen

through his hig spectacles, with an
eugry and indigoant blink.

A delightful scent of cooking greeted

im.

Chick, in his shirtsleaves at the
stove, was frying sausages, He was
turning them over with a fork in the
frying-pan as Billy Bunter blinked in.

Bilfy Bunter's fmwilinlg brow re-
laxed. The sausages smelt delightful,
and looked lovely,

“Lopk here, Chick, I called youl”

vapped RBunter. “¥You jolly well
heard me "

Chick glanced over & plump
shoulder.

“Sure !’ he agreed. "I'll say the
guys could have heard you as far as
Packsaddle. And then some.”

“I'm hungry [ hooted Bunter.

“Ain't T toted in the eats®"” de-
manded Chick. *“You mosey along
and pack them eats, and give a guy a
rest.”

“I've fnished that lot.”

“Aw! Hearch mel? gIns ed Chick.
“YWhere'd you pack it} ’HP say there
ain't room in a vooman beaing for all
them eats.””

“Aren’t those sosses done?’ de-
manded Buanter. “You ought te have
got them ready before, Chick, 8till,
I'll wait if they're not finished.”

“f pguess you can wait,” agreed
Chick., “I ain’t no objection to Four
waiting, buddy. You can waikt there,
atd watch me eat them, if you like.
Them sosses ia my dinner, feller.”

“Oh!" gasped Bunter,

Tue dMacyer Lisrany.—No. 1,678,

(Copyright in the Tnitsd BStates o America. All rights resorved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)



4

T™we fat Owl had it for
granted that the sausages were a2
further supply for his important sclf.
Evidently they were noi. Chick
wanted his own dinner, which, of
course, was sheer cheek on Chick's
part.

“Look here——" hooted DBunter.

“How can I look at you, buddy,
when I El?t to watch them sausages?’
asked Chick. *Besides, you ain't
protty to look at. I'll tell all Texas
that frontispiece of yourn ain’t &
sight for sore eyes”

ills Bunter breathed wrath.,

This- was how & guest—Smithy's
most distingunished guest—was treated
on the ranch Smithy's father had
bought in Texas. Check from a chore-
man.

“If T were Smithy, I'd sack you!”
snapped Bunter. .

“Well, vou ain't Mr. Vernon-Smith,
oun ain't,” remarked Chick. “You're
jest a fat gink, of no account.”

““You cheaky beast ! roared Bunter.

Chick made no reply to that in
words. He had a seusage on the fork.
With & zkilful swing of the fork, he
whizzed the sauvsage at Bunter.

PIOFI :

It landed on & fat Jittle nose. Tt
spattered gravy over a fat face. And
it elicited a yell from William George
Bunter that woke all the echoes of
the rancho, and reached the punchers
at the bunkhouse, and the cook at the
chuckhouse, and Barney Stone, the
foreman of the ranch, who was riding
in from the prairic,

“Yaroooch 1"

Chick chuckled.

“Have another !’ he inguired.

“ Beast 1" .

Bunter backed into the hall-way. He
aid not want another—not in the
gamé way., He wanted the lot, but
not in the form of missiles.

He dabbed grease from a fat face,
and gasped with wrath.

There was, apparently, ne more
dinner for Bunter—and he had had
only three dinners, so far., That in-
expressible beast was going to  sib
down to a stack of delightful sausages,
leaving Bunter blinking on hungnly.
like & podgy Peri at the gate of
Paradise.

Chick, grinning, continued to furn
the sansages in the pan. ‘

He heard the fat junior gasping and
gpluttering in the hall-way, and it
seemed to amuse him, ‘'Then he heard
him give a little fat cough.

That fat cough conveyed nothing to
Chich, whao, -:.-fg course, did not know
that Billy Bunter was a ventriloguist,
and that that was his usnal prelunin-
ary to vontriloquial tricka.

Bunter blinked into
BRain,

He would have liked to walk in and
beot Chick, as he richly deserved, for
his ‘cheek. But booting Chick was not
practical politics, Chick could have

taken

the Lkitchen

picked up Bunter, weighty as he was,
mm one hand, and pitched him across
the Lkitehen, and undoubtedly would

have done so.

But thera wers other ways.
triloguism was one of them.

Chick had now turned tha saunsages
out on a large dish. They looked
mora enticing than ever, He was
stabbing them with the fork. Billy
Bunter's little round eyes gleamed he-
hind his big, round spectacles.

Squeak !

Chick jumped.

Having stabbed a =sausage with his
fork, the last thing Chick would have
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expected was & squeak
sausage, as if it was huel.
never heard a szausage
Now he did, or,

fancied that he did.

“Bearch me!” gasped Chick.

He stood, fork in lLand, starving at
the sguesking sausage s if i mes-
merised him.  Billy Bunter grinned.
Never had a choreman, on anv ranch
mm Texas, been so utterly astonished.

For o lone, long moment Chick stood
dumbiounded. Then, concludivg that
hiz ears must have deceived him, he
stabbed ancther sansage.

Squeak !

"Aw, cary
gasped Chick. )

He backed away from the Jdish of
sausages, i amazement and alarny

Squeaking sausages were guite out-
side all Chick's previous experiences.

Chick, probably, had never cven
heard of ventriloguism, Certainly he
had no suspicien that a venirviloguist
was grinning in at the doorway! Ilu
looked round at Bunter.

“Did you hear that?” he gasped.

“1 heard something,” sad DBauter
cheerfully. *‘What was 1£?"

“That doggoned sausage—I'm telling
you !—it squeaked, when I sluck the
fork in it!” gesped Chick. “I'H zay
this is tho opossum’s cyelids, and hen
soma [’

“Tell me another I grinned Dunter.

“T'm telling you, it surely didl”
gasped Chick. “Them savsages is
haunted !  Look lere, you fat gock,
see for youvsclf 1Y

He stabbed another sausage.

Squeak .

Chick jumped back, his ruddy [ace
quite pale. ;o

Ho wiped & clot of perspiration from
his brow.

“ Vou—you—you yeared thati??
stuttered. ] :

“1 say, that's jolly queer!” spd
Buuter. “ Think they're alive?” )

“How could they bo alive, you big
stiff, when I've jest fried ’ein in grease?
It's got me guessing! I zuwre wmust bo
dreaming this!” gasped Chick. “Them
sosses was all right—best s=oszes from

[rom  the
Chick had
squeal before.
ot oll events, hLe

me home to Janet”

L

Wash’s store in Packsaddle.  MHow
come? I guess {his beals me 0w a
[razzle.”

“ Let me try 1" 2a1d Bunter.

He took the fork from Chick’s nerve-
less hand and stabbed & sawsame,  From
that sausape came, apparvently at leasg,
a sgueal of agony.

Stéjuml 1

“Search moe 1" stottered Chick,
Bunter siabbed the sausage aguii.
“Oh, don't!” came from the sauzage,

Chick stagpered as far as {lhe wall
and stood leaming weakly on . Ilis
jaw dropped, snd he gazed at that dish
of succulent sausages in lwrror and
dismay.

“1 gay, I wouldn't cat ithose sosses!™
sald Bunter.

“ Ketch me ! gasped Chick., * Mebbe
vou wouldn't mind chueking them away
for me, Mr. Bunter, sirl I suro don't
want to fcteh Tem.”

“Oh, I don’t mind ' said Dunter,

Ho didu't—nmot at all! e lifted the
dizh of sausapes from the kitchen table
and carried it out of the kitchen, Chick
watched it go with startnig eves, Ha
was deeply relioved to sce the Jast of it
Chick was left wiping his perspiring
b]"ﬂ"ﬂi" s t-hﬂ Eﬁllﬁﬂ.ﬂ'ﬁﬁ Wil 'li."i'l-l'l'll:{] ﬂ."'ﬂ"ﬂf.

Billy Bunter did not carry them far—
only aa far as the living-reom | e set
the dish on the table and sat down o it}

And there were no more squeaks from:

the sausages as Bunter's fork dealt wiih
them |

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
One Man Missing |

ARNEY ZTONE, foreman ol the
Kicking Cayuse, stood ncar the
bunkhouse, giving orders Lo sonw
of the outfit.

Baruey lhad recently rididen in from
the prairie, and the dust was =1ill thick
on hia riding boois, Panhandle had led
his bronco away to the corral—inaking,
as he did so, o gesture with a horny
thumb in the divection of five distant
figures coming up the trail to the ranch,

And the foreman, as he talked to the
punchers at the bunkhouse, had the
corner of his oye on those five figuves
There was a ficker of a grim, surcastio
ginile on hia lean, brown face.

Barney Stone teok no open head of
them, however., Ie seemed to be think-
ing only of the business of the ranch as
e talked to Yuba Dick, Iric Dcle,
Cactus, awd the other punchers.

I'ive dusty snd tired schoolbeys drew
ucarcr and nearer—on foot. Nabaody in
the Packsaddle country went on foot if
ke could help it, but on the presens
pecasion Harry Wharton & Co. had not
been ablo to help it.  Miles of rogged
praivie had tired themn, and they showed
1L plainly enough as ihey tramped
towards the ranch in {ho hot Texaa
sunshize,

“Bay, there's them young ginks!?
remarked Yuba Dick, staving at the
approaching five.  “*They've sure lost
one of the bunch.™

Barncy Stone looked round as the cow-
man called his attention to ihe Grey-
frinrs juntors.

‘He fixed his eyes on them, aml recog-
nised Ilarry Wharton, Frank Nugens,
Boly Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurreo
Jamsct Ramn Singh—as he expected ! He
liad the best of reasons for not expecting
toe sco Herbertk Vernon-Bmith, the
Bounder of Greyfrisrs, returning witi
lus friends.

“They dome lost the owner's
*pears Mke ' remarked Caclus.

Barney shrugged his shoulders,

“1 guess I warned them young gecls
agin going out on the praivic while
Injuns was sround,” ke =zaid, “The
whole bunch heared me, I veckon. They
was safe at the ranch when 1 Lit out for
Hatchet, If they've been out hunting
for trouble I pgucss it's theivr own
business, ™

“You said 161”7 aprecd Yuba,

Hayry Wharton & Co. tramped in at
tho gate—hot, perspiring, dusty frowa

sai,

the rnggel prairio trail. 1o the
veratuda of the ranche Billy Bunter
bBlinked ot them through  Lis  lis

u fat hand. BuL

hfjl:l.."t-il:,‘fl_“ﬁ and \-FH."."J{I
they did not tam in the direction of the
ranch-houge. They came acros=: to he
Lunkhouse, sighting Barney Sioue and
ilie punchers there.

Barney Lad resumed piving instri-
{ions to the punchers, and did not seen
to want to be intervapted,

“Ar.  Stone——"  began
Wharton qguictly. .

“Bay, I guess I'm hll!‘i}? 1" said Darney
over lis shounlder., *I guess » ranch
foroman ain’t got & whole heap of tinw
for chewing the rag.”

The captain of the Greyfriars Remove
compressed Lis lips,

“You'd better listen!™ Le said
sharply, " We've come back without
Nernon-Smi i

“Left him limping home " ashed
Barney, with & spneer. *I guess you
sare was bonecheads to go Looling it on
the prairvie.” )

“We had no choice about that, as you
ordered the outfit not to let us have the
Lorses 1" said Bob Cherr

“1 gucss you shoulld

ITar;y

{:nm stayed on



the rancl!™ snapped Barney. “Didn'c
I warn you that Rainy Face and his
gatg of thief Apaches was loose on the
praiciet Didn'c I allow that schoolboys
wasn't safe out of sight of the ranch
while themm Reds was cavorting avound ?
Then I had to it for Hatchet, and you
go hoofing it while my back is turned ]
sure, I woulda't let vou have the hosses
to go riding into mischiei—and I guess
if I'd been around you wouldn't have

hoofed it. cither! I reckon I'd have
taken my quirt to you.”
“We needn't go  inko that,  Mr

Srone ! satd Harry.,  “ Vernon-S8mith
was lassocd and has Leen kidnapped by
the Apaches—-"

“Aw, carry me homce to diel!” ex-
claimed Barney in a tone of great
exasperation. * You telling me that the
owner's son has landed in tronble that-a-
way ¥

“Yeosl And he's

T

ot to be found and
got awax from the Indians,” sad
Horrv., * And there's no time to lose.”

Barnev Stoene gave an ﬂ-llil'j’ snort.
There was a buzz from the hali-dozen
punchers standing before the bunkhonse.

“Them: Injuns has roped in DMr.
Vernon-Smith !” exclaimed Yuba Dick,

“What'd thev want him for?" sald
Cactus,. I guess if he'd been on a
cayuse they’d suve have lifted if, them
Injuns being born hoss thieves. But
what'd they want the owner’s son fort™
" The Famous Five of Greyiriars made
no reply to that gnestion.

Their strong suspicion was that the

ang of thiel Apaches had roped in the

punder at the secret order of Barney
Stone, the foreman of the ranch, who
had powerful reasons of his own for get-
ting rid of the owner's son.

But it was wsoless to zay so0 to the
Kicking Cayuse bunch.

One or two of that bunch, they had no
doubt, were in league with the double-
deali foreman. Buot most of them
w-aran{mnﬂsl:j though rough-and-ready,
punchers, and would never have
dreamed of standing for the foreman's
treacherous gamoe,

Neither would they have believed such
a charge against their foreman, unless it
were strongly proved., And definite
proof was lacking.

Vernon-Smith was sure of it—his
friends werc a3 good as sure of H—but
the Licking Cayuse outfit would prob-
ably have langhed at the ides,

Barney, at the moment, certainly did
not look like a guilty man! He looked
angry and ancoyed, as any ranch fore-
man might have looked and felt on hear-
ing that one of the schoolboys stayving at
the ranch had fallen foul of a gang of
ounteast Indians—through disregarding a
WAarning.

“"Took here, you ain'c stringing me
along *" he demanded, scowling as the
Famous Five of Creyviviars. “¥You
giving me the goods ™

“We're telling you what’s happened !
growled Johnny Bull,

“ How come, then?” 5na1:1pe& Barney.

“We'd got about a third of tho way
fo Packsaddle when the Indians turned
up,” said Harvy Wharton, "The same
gang that attaci:e& us once before, when
we drove them off with our rifles—"

“Didn’t you wade in with your fancy
shootin' ﬁm?” gneered Barney., * You
sure did sllow that you could take cars
of yourselves when I told you to keep to
the ranch while Injuns was about,™

“We did—and we could have handled
that gangI of Iudians quite easily,"
answered Harry., “But in the timber
izland one of them was in cover, and he
lassoed Smthy from behind, end got
him away. We got aftor him, but, being
on foot, we had no chance, We got back
here as fast as we could for help.”
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“I'll tell the world!” exclaimed
Barney., * Mebbe you'll own up now
that I was right in warning vou to keep
ta the ranch while them Reds was
cavorting avound the Kicking Cayuse
ranges’

“Oh, chuck 1! exclaimed PBob
Clierry, his anger breaking cut. “You
knew that we couldn't, and shouldn’t,
keep to the vanch when Bmithy was deter-
mined to get over to the railroad town
and send a cable fo his father in
England. If we'd had our horses they’d
never have got Smithy—at least, we
should have got hiin hack if we'd been
able to et alter the brute who lassocd
hi, It's yvour fault from beginniug to
end, Barnoy Stone.”

The Kicking Cayuse foreman bent his
Lbrows grimly at Bob Cherry.

"I guess that's the lot ! he snapped.
“Don't spill any more, you young geck,
oF you may get a spot of my gquirt.”

“ Beiter not try it on!" said Bob, his
cves gleaming.

* Aw, vou pack it up, kid ! said Yuba
Dick. "I pucsa we got to get after them
Injuns, My, Stone, if they reely pot the
boss’ son.

1 guess they'll let him go when they
been  through his  pockets,” growled
Barney Stone., “What'd they want to
keep him for? Buat we sure got to get
after himn—Mre, Vernon-8mith, over the
pond, sent his son out here in my care,
and I sure don't want to have to cable
him that he's come to some harm, You
guys saddle ui, and you, Panhandle,
get me a fresh horse.™

He gave Harry Wharton a grim scowl.

“T got to let the work slide to go into
this!” he rapped. *“ Where'd you say
they got that young gink?"

“ At the big timber island, half-wayv to
Packsaddle,” answered Harry. “Ther
rode away to the north-west, towards
Sguaw Mountain, taking Smithy with
thom. ™

"I pguess they never hit Squaw
Mountuin,™ grunted Barney. " Horse-
men don't ride them rocks, if thoey can

help it. More likely hit for the upper
watoers of the Rio Frio™

“We saw  them——" said Frank
MNugent.,

“You didn't see them arter thev was
out of szight, I recken!” snapped the
foreman. * Mebbe we can pick up their
trail, You boys stick in the ranch while
I'm gone—I1 want no more trouble with
young g[n ks getting lost 1"

“We're ridin& after Bmithy!” ex-
claimed Bob hotly.

Barney Stone gave a snort of anger.

“¥ou ain't riding o lasso's lqngth off'n
this ranch!” he roared. *“Ain't I got
enough trouble on my hands, without
more of you getting lost? Panhandle,
vou see that them young stiffs don't git
no hosses while Ilm ?ane.”

“Sure!” said Panhandle.

“ Look here——" roaved Johnny Bull.

“ My esteemed, idiotic Btone—"" ex-
claimed Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh,

Barney Stone turned las back on the
Grevinars feliows and strode away to
the corral.

The Fameous Five stood in an ex-
azperated group, watching the punchers
saddle up for the ride.

They were tired and weary from long
framping in the dust and sun, but they
were ready and eager to join in the ride
fo the rezcuse of Herhert Vernon-Smitl,
carried off into the unknown spaces by
the gang of Apaches.

But Earney Btone's word was Jaw on
the Kicking Cayuse,

Most of the outfit were out on the
ranges; ouly half & dozen men were
available, and they all saddled up to
follow the foreman. Only Panhandle,
the new  horse-wrangler, remained

5

behind, and he was left with ovders io
see that the juniors did not get horses
from the corral,

Barney and his men mounted and rode
away from the corral. They passed the
group of jumors with a clatier of hoofs
and a jJingle of bridles, and galloped
down the trail in the direction of the
timber island, seven or ¢ight miles away.
where Herbert Vernon-Smith had fallen
into the hands of the Redskins., And
the Famouz: Five of Greyiriare, with
deep feelings, watched them disappear
in a cloud of dust across the praivie.

— i

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Rough Stufl !

& SAY, vou fellows!™
_ Billy Bunter joined the group of
Juniors as they stood staring aftor
the disappearing riders,

Barney Stone was losing no time—
though whether he was gowug fo lead
the punchers to the rescue of Herbert
Vornon-Smith was another matter,

Harry Wharton & Co. were fairly well
conviuced that the foreman was going
to lead the resoue party anvwhere but
in  the direction of the kidnapped
Bounder.

Barney had appearances {o keep up,
but certamly he was not likely to leb
the punchers get a sight of the owner's
som, if he was indfr&dgut the botiom of
the scheme, as the juniors believed.

In their worry and anxiety, the chums
of the Greviriars Remove did not heed
Billy Bunter. Thev stood staring after
the disappearing riders, who very soon
disappeared from view on the Pack-
saddle trail

Billy Bunter Llinked from one face to
another through his big spectacles in
surprise and annoyance.

“1 say, you fellows——" le squeaked.

“Oh, blow away, bluebottle * snapped
Johnny Bull,

*0h, really, Bull[—"

"Don't bother now,
Harey Wharton,
conld.

“ 0, really, Wherton! 1 szay, where's
Bmithy " asked Bunter,

“The Apaches have got him, fathead !
Now dry up !

“Pity I wasn't with you! said
Bunter. shakiong his head. “"Mean to
say yow've come back without Smithy
and let those putrid Indians hike him
off 7 INot the sort of thing I should
have done !

“You fat, frabjous owl!” roared Bob,
“Would you have followed galloping
mustangs on footi™

“You shouldn't have pone out on
i*.'{;-qt t* retorted Bunter. * MNobody docs
were.”

“Haw ecould we help it idiot, when
Baruey Stone ordered Panhandle to
keep the horses in the corral, dummy,
and half a dozen punchers were ready
to handle us if we tried to shove him out
of the way?” bawled Johuny Bulil.

“You needn’t yell at me, Bull! Smithy
ought to have been giving arders on
hiz father's ranch!™ said Bunter con-
temptuously, “ Coteh mo taking cheak
from a foreman like that! T'd have
cabled home to my {ather to sack the
cliceky beast, if I'd been 8mithy 1™

* Exacily what Smithy was going to
do. idiot, and that's why Stone wouldn't
fet us have the horses, fathead, so shut
up. dummy !

“Peast! Arve you fellows coming in
to tex?" asked Bunler

“Ten ' repented Harry,

“*Yes; it's nearly tea-time. They don't
seem to have tea here, as a rule, and
that lazy beast Chick doesn't do as hie's
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Bunter,” said
as patiently as he
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told—he's sitting at the kitchen window,
emoking, now, instead of getting my tea,
though I've told him twicel He may
do it for you fellows—"

“(Oh, shut up ™

“Don’t you want yvour tea?”™ asked
Bunter, puzzled. *“ You've had only a
fow sandwiches for luonch, haven't you?
should havo thought you'd have come
“%ml.ty sharp set.”

fon howling ase, we're thinxing
about Smithy—not about tea I”?

“0Oh, I shouldn't worry about Smithy |
I don't suppose those Indians will hurt
him—why should they? They'll pick
his pockets and turn him loose, 1 expect !
Anyhow, it won't help Smithy to miss
tea, will it?" asked Bunter, still puzzled.
“How will it help Smithy for vou
Fellows to miss vour tea?™

“0h, boot him 1" said Johnny Bull,

E
111

“ Benst 1%
“Bhut up, Bunter, for goodness’
gake I said Horry., “ We've got to think

this out. Roll away, old barrel 1¥
“Well, look here! You fellows come
into the house and get that lazy beast
to get tea, and then you can think about
Smithy as much aa you like 1™ suggesicd

Bunter. “Importent things first, you
know I

“Buzz off 1" roared Bob.

“But, I say— Yoroogh!” roarcd

Bunter, as Johnny Bull, losing patience,
planted a boot on the tightest trousers

m Texas, “Ow! Beast!”?
Billy Bunter rolled back to the rancho.
For reasons incomprehensible to

Bunter, the Famous Five did not seem
to want their tea ! Bunter, on the other
hand, did! 8o the fat Owl of the Re-
move rolled off to make another attempt
to induce the choreman to play up.
“Look here, vou fellows,” said Harry
Wharton, unheeding the indignant fat
Owl, “those men who have gone after
Smithy would help him if they could—
but Barney Stone will take jolly good
cara that they don't have a chance I
“No doubt about that ! said Nugent.

“We know guite well that the Indians
headed for Sguaw Mountains—and
Barney will lead them in any direclion
but that ! went on Harry. " He's left
us here to make sure that we don't get
& chance of puiting them on the right
trail. We've got to got help somewhere
‘alse—and that means the sheriff at Pack-
gaddle.”

“Bill Buck—if weo knew where he
was——" anid Bob. Lo

Wharton compressed his lips.

“ Yes—Bill would be useful now, and
that's why that villain fired him off the
vanch,” he said. “'We may find Bill in
Packzsaddle. Anyhow, we can claim help
from the sheriff, Mr. Lick.”

“But how are weo to get to Pack-
gaddle ¥ asked Frank Nugent hope-
lessly, “It's fifteen miles—and we've
walked our legs off already!™

“We're going to ridel” said Harry,
between his teeth, “ We couldn’t handle
tha whole crowd when Stona ordered
them to geo that we did not get horses—
but we can handle cne man, and wé'ro
going to 1"

“Oh!” said Bob. His eyea gleamed.
“Good egg! That fellow Panhandle is
Erett hetty, but the five of us can

andle him all right, now that the others
are off the scene. Let's!”

“The goodfulness of the egg is
terrific 1" declared Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “If the excellent and execrahle
Panhandle raises ridiculons objections,
we will tie him up with his ewn absurd
lariat 1"

*“That's settled |* said Johnny Bull.
“Come on

“Having made up their minds to it,
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the Famous Five walled ncross to the
carral.

Panhandle, big and long-limbed and
heifty, grinned at them as they came.
Ile knew what they wanted—but he did
ot guess that they were going to get
what they wanted.

The Famous Five were reluctant to
hand out the “rough stuff ” on Mw
Vernon-8mith's Texas ranch, where they
were Smithy’s guests, But all other con-
siderations had to take second place to
Smithy’s danger. Without horses, they
were helpless, and they were going to
have the horses. And the fact that only
oneg men was lefe to guard the corral
gave them the chance,

Smithy, as they knew, suspected that
the cow-man Panhandle was Barney’s
¢onfederate on the ranch in his dealings
with the cattle thieves of Squaw
Mountain, The Famous Five shared
that suspicion. Panhandle was, there-
fore, the member of the Kicking Cayuza
bunch whom they were lcast reluctant
to handle. Anyhow, they weore going to
handle him if he stood in their way.

The big cowman waved his quirt os
they came up to the ¢orral gate.

“7 ﬁuﬂﬁﬁ you want to beat it he
remarked.

"We're taking out our horses, Pan-
handle,” said Harry Wharton guietly.
“TPlease stand aside from that gate [V

“I guess you heard Barney Stone's
orders I grinned Panhandle.

"We're taking no notice of them!
Will you stand aside #*

“Not so's you'd notice it' drawled
Panhandle,

" We don't want to lay hands on you I
said Harry, breathing hard. “Bul if
you don't get out of the way, Panhandle,
we shall pitch you out of it [”

“I guess I'll give you a few with this
here quirt, big bov ! chuckled Pan-
handle. “And I sure reckon I'll have
you running like you was gophers, wiih
a dog arter you |

“Get aside I snapped Wharton.

“Aw, can 1t 1"

“Bhift him 1" said Harry.

_ Panhandlo ceased to grin, his jaw
jutted, and he slashed with the quirt as
the Famous Five rushed at him.

Harry Wharton received the :lash,
and staggered under it.

But Panhandle had no time for a
second slash

Even ns the blow fell, Bob Cherry's
clenched fist crashed into his rugged,
bearded face, and he staggered, and
Johnny Bull and Nugent grasped him.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the next
moment, grabbed the gquirt from his
hand,

The cowman gave a roar of rage.

Probably it had not even oceurred (o
him that the schoolboys would attempt
to handle him by foree. And five to ane,
as they were, it was no ecasy task. 1Pan-
handle was Eig and strong and leavy-
fisted, and by no mesns casy for s¢hool-
boys to deal with.

Heo struggled in the grasp of five pairs
of hands. Some of the juniors were
dragged off their fect, elinging to him.
But they clung on, and Harry Wharton
got his arm round the cowman's neck
from behind, and dragged him over on
his back

Panhandle ecrashed, and the juniors
crashed over him. They pinned him
down by sheer weight, and tho burly
cowman heaved and rocked under them,
howling with rage.

Every one of the five had some hard
knocks before the infuriated puncher
was reduced to helplessness. But Pan-
handle had some, too; the juniors did
not stand on ceremony with him, Hae
hit out savawely, and they hit as hard

in return, and, after a desperate and
breathless struggle, the cowman lay
Eprawhng;; pinned down, apd gurgling
for breath,

“Got the brute I gasped Bab Cherry.
U Now fix him 1*

“I'll sure get you for thiz!” gasped
Panhandle.

“We've got you at present, old hean,”
said Bob, “and we're keeping vou safo
now we've gob youl Get that belt round
his arms ¥

Panhandle still resisted, but hiz own
belt was bueckled round his grms, pin-
ring them to his sides. Then the breati-
less juniors were ablo to take breath,
Frank Nugent cut off to the bunkhounse
and came back with s lasso. Paunhandle,
wriggling and howling threats, was tied
up in the lassp, arms and legs, and then
tied to the corral gate.

He streamed out remarks that almost
turned the atmosphere blue as the
uniors proceeded to lead out their
orses and saddle and bridle them, But
they werc done with Panhandlo now,
and they took no further heed of him.
He was still raging and glaring when
they mounted to ride away from the
ranch.

“1 zay, Fou fellows,™ camo a yell from
the varanda—"1 say, you ain’t going
out without your tea, are youi”

Harry Wharton & Co. did not answer
that question, urgent and important as
the matter was. They dashed nway in
2 bunch and galloped off by the Pack-
saddle trail, leaving Billy Bunter blink-
Ing after them through his big spectacles
i a state of great astonishment,

rrr————————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Help!

B HOOT I gaid Mr. Lick.

The Bheriff of Packsaddle was

a8 man of few words,

It was dusky evening in the
cow town. Neaphtha lamps outside the
Red Flare glowed across the plaza and
dimmed the starlight. Mr. Lieck, the
long-limbed and raw-boned sheriff, was
sitting in a rochker in his oflice doorway
after supper when five riders camas into
town and drew rein.

Five dusty schoolboya hitched their
lhorses at the post and came over to My,
Lick, who, sceing that they had somne-
iling to say te him, mado a hoespiiable
motion to a bench.

Harry Wharton & Co were glad to sit
dawn.

They had had & hard dav, and wers
tired to the bone. That, however, would
not have prevented them from riding to
ihe Dounder's rescus if they had a
chance,

“Weo want your help, Mr. Lick,” said
Harry.

“Shoot ¥

“You've heard, of course, that the
Kicking Cayuze Ranch was sold, some
tima ago, to BMr. Vernon-8mith, in
Ingland,” said Harry. * His son came
out here to see the ranch, and we came
with him for our school holidays. Ever
singe Bmithy arrived in Texas he has
been in danger, Mr. Lick, and now he
has been hidnapped snd carried off by
a gang of Indians.”

Rather to the surprise of the juniors,
a faint grin flickered over the tanned
face of the Packsaddle sheriff. DBut he
was serious again at once, and he gave
the captain of the Greyfriars Hemova
a nod as a sign to continue to " shoot.”

But all tha Famous Five could guess
was that My, Lick was nob surprised to
hear that something had happened to the
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Billy Bunter’s litile round eyes gleamed behind his big round spectacl
Having stabbed the sausage with a fork, the
from the sausage. *° Aw, carry me home to Jane [ ™

The choreman jumped.

son of the Kicking Cayuse's new owner.

“Wa know quite well that Vernon-
Smith has an epemy here, and that he
has put up the Indians to eollar our
pal,” went on Harry., “They tried it
on before and failed: now they've got
sway with it. We want help to get him
back, Mr. Lick.”

“ Ain't you put Barney Stone wise
asked Mr. Lick, and again that ghost
of a grin flickered over his face.

“That's no good,” said Harry. “Mr.
Stone has gone with some of the outfit,
but we feel sure that he won't hit the
right trail.” 3

Mr. Lick, who was staring at the
moving crowd in the cow town plaza and
at the glaring lights of the Red Flare
saloon across the way, turned sharply
;lqwarda Harry and fxed keen eyes ou

im.

“How comea? he rapped.

Wharton exchanged a glance with his
friends. They nodded. During the ride
to Packsaddle the chums of Greyfriars
had made up their minds to tell the
sheriff What they knew or suspected of
the foreman of the ranch, otherwise 1t
was only too likely that a busy cow town
sheriff would leave the quest for the
missing} junior to the Kicking Cayuse
outfit, led by their foreman—which, in
the belief of the Famous Five, amounted
to exactly the same thing as not loocking
for Binithy at all.

“I'm going to speak out, Mr. Lick,”
said Harry slowly. “I'm speaking fo
vou now as an officer of the law, We
suspect Barneyr Stone of being at the
bottom of it."”

“Bearch me!” said Mr. Lick. Bul
they noticed that he did not seem sur-
prized. “How come " he repeated.
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“We've spotied some thinga siCe
we've been at the ranch,” said Harry.
“When we came out here a lot of
attempts were made to keep the owner’s
son away, and he was in danger more
than once; but we thought it was all
right ss scon as we got to Kicking
Cayuse under Mr. Stone’s protection.
Instead of that, we found that Bmithy
was in more danger than cver, and the
reason was—"

Harry Wharton paused,

“8pill 151" said the sheriff.

“There's been cattle-stealing on the
ranch, and, from what we hear, 1t's been
going on for years—in fact, all the time
that Barney Stone has been foreman.
We stopped a gang of rustlers from
driving off & herd of cows into Bguaw
Mountain—s herd that had been left
unguarded by Mr, Stone’s orders. One
of the gang was & man whe had called
on Stone at the ranch. Smithy was
certain, and we agreed with him, that
Barney Stone was peting in league with
the rustlers, and had been doing so for
vears on end—robbing the owner of the
ranch.”

Mr. Lick grunted.

“That's a pretiv seripus accusation!”
Ite said, “What about proving it*”

“We can't.” said Harry., *“It's clear
enough to all of ws. from what's hap-
pened, but we can't accuze the man.
I'm telling wou this, Mr. Lick, so that
vou will know why we can’t trnst
Barney Stone to follow the Indians and
geb Smithy back. Dut it was so clear—
to uz at least—that Smithy decided to
put it up te his father in England by
cable.”

For the third time Mr, Lick Lad that
ghost of a grin on his face. It was plain

L1

65 a5 Chick stabbed = sausage with a fork. Squeak !
last thing cl?:-uk.wagm have expected was a squeak
gasped.

enough that Mr. Lick had his own
ideas about the foreman of the Kieking
Cayuse Ranch, and was not surprised
that something had happened to prevent
Herbert Vernon-Bmith from sending off
that cable.

“You know Bill Buek,” went on
Harry. "“Hc was the best man in tho
Kicking Cayuse bunch, and Barney
sacked him, and we're guite sure that
it was because Bill helped to keep
Smithy out of danger. at was why
Smithy finally mede up his mind to send
that cable. We all knew that Btono
would stop him if he could. Well, now
he's stopped hum."

Crrunt ! from Mr. Lick.

“He refused to let us have horses to
leave the ranch,” said Bob, *because
there was a gang of Redskins about.
We all knew he had brought them here
to get after Smithy. But he made-them
the excuse; and it was because we were
on foot that the Redsking got away with
Soithy.”

Grrant ©

“1 don't think that all this i3 news
to vou, Mr. Lick,” said Harry Wharton
quietly. “ We've been keeping our eyes
and ears open since we've been on the
rancl, and we know that s lot of people
hereabouts know that something is going
on st the ranch aogainst the owner's
interests.”

[_"E;Ihere‘a ruours 'Y murmured Me.
JICEL

He grinned agaim

“Owners of that ranch have been
onlucky,” he said. “Last owner came
to this guarter, locking into things, and
was lost in quicksand in the Bquaw
river. I'll say Kicking Cayuse never
bronght him luek. I guess the nee
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gwner iz safer in the old country than
ho would be in Texas:; if he was

thinking of ]mrninii: inte Barney Stone’s
En.mr:. He sure should have kept kis
oy safe at home.”

Wharton compreszed hia lips.

“That means that you knew already
what I've told you, Mr. Lick!” he
said.

Another grunt from My, Lick

“A guy might suspicion things1" he
satd,  “All Packsaddle knows that
DParney Stone runs that ranch, and
hasn't a heap of use for owners hornin
in, Guys chew the rag about that rane
a whole lot. Mebbe Barney raises moye
cows than he ever accounts for to his
owner. It ain't for me to say ! 1 guess
pustlers havo run off o heap of cows
from that ranely I'll say I ain’t never
een ablo to put salt on their teils—
Barney Stone never was able to hand
nver much lielp in getting after them.
Bure thing! But I guess a cow fown
sherifi ain't got any call to torn inlo
what don't concern ham,”

“ Porhapa not!” spid Harry., “DBut
now it's coma to this—tha owner's son
as been kidnapped by Indians, and
11'g perfectly plam, Mr Lick, that you
lknow ag w-.*ﬁ as I do that Barnoy Stone
will never get himy back, What are you
goihg to do?™

Mr. Lick was silent for several long
minutes.

“I guess,” he zaid at last, “that I'm
going to look for that young guy, if he's
missing |  That's up to me, as sheriff |
But if them Injuns has gone ontside
Packsaddle County, they're out of my
jurisdiction,”

“They're mast likely sixty miles away
hw ilils time, on the other side of Squaw
Monntain i zaid Harry., ;
“That 1et’s mo out!” said the sheriff.

-

he §T FRANK S

by Edwy Searles Brooks

Swept away from England in a stricken
airship—plunged into the Adriatic Sea—

and cast ashore in a small kingdom where |

brigands hold sway! Such are a few of
the thrilling adventures which belall the
chums of St Frank's
in this powerful rt{:im
It's much too exciting
to he missed !
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“TDo vou mean to say that you ean
do nothing " exclaimed Bob.

Alr. Lick gove him a glare.

“What'll & guy do?” he demanded,
“How does it stand? A pang of Reds
moscy along here from the Staked
Plain, or some other doggoned spot off
the map. DBarney warns you to xeep on
the ranch while they're arcund—youn
sitap your fingers at him, and get out
and run into the Injuns—they rope in
one of you. That sees Barney az clear
as & guy could be, don’t it? i;ﬂu figure
that I can call up my deputies and ride
into the desert hunting for a hunch of
Reds, like o dorg hunting for fleast®

The juniors wers stlent.

“If yon're right about Barney, you've
played into his hand:, and vou had it
cnming?’ gald Mr. Lick. " Prove i,
and I'll einch that paloot so quick it
will make his head swim! But I guess
a sherif can’t act on chin-wag—same
kind of chin-wag that has been going
on, up and down Packsaddle, for years
on end, What have vou got on Barney ?
What have I pot on him ¥ WNix ("

“But Smith " gxclaimed Nugent.

“That young gink should have stayed
where ho was safe 1" grunted Mr: Lick.
g .%‘HE'HE this here location was=n’t exactly
healthy for a }'ﬂun? guy horning into
Barney's business, T'll say T'll do what
I can—and I'll mention that it don’t
amounts to shucks. Yoo take my advico
you'll hit the horizen before any more
of you disappear.”

“No fear |” zaid Bob.

“If wa can’t get help, we shall follow
on our own and do what we rcan,”
eaid Harry Wharton, “Bill Buek will
help, if we can find him. Can you tell
uz where to get in touch with hum, Mr.
Lick 1"

The sheriff nodded, .

“Surve thing ! Bill Buck's locking for

o - - b

a job in another bmuch, since Barne
fired him off the Kicking Cayuse. He's
down to Hard Tack now—but he sure
Iet on to me that he would in
Packsaddle to-morrow. You ham;
around the burg, and youw'll see Bill’
. And the sheriff, as s hint that the
interview was at an end, went into his
office, and shut the door after him.

'he juniors looked at one another.
There was, ¢vidently, little or no help
ta eome from the sheriff of Packsaddle.
Their only hope was in Bill |

ks —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Woll Apache !
BRIGHT morning dawned on the

cow town of Packsaddie.
Harry Wharton & Co. were up
soon after dawn.

They had not returned to the Kicking
Cavuse. They put up for the night at
the Pack Hotel, in tho cow town.

All their hopes were cenired now in
Buckskin Bill.

Big, honest Bi]l had “ridden herd ™
over the Greyfriars party till Barney
“fired * him and he had to lsave the
ranch, That he would join them at
ouce, in an effort to reseue the Bounder,
they had no doubt whatever. And on
such a trail, they could have had mno
more useful help than Bill’s.

If Bill' feiled them, they had to do
the best they could, unhelped. But the
mozt hopeful members of the famoue
Co. could hardly fancy that success was
likely on their own. Rainy Face and
his gang had disappearcd, beyond
Hquaw Mountain, far from the Pack-
saddle country. Tralling them in tho
desert was a task likely to tax the wood-
craft and prairie-crait of an old hand
like Bill—it was as good a3 hopeless
for the schoolboys.

That was a last, desperate resource.
So long as there was o chance of enlist-
ing Bill's help, 1t was evidently worth
waiting for. The time they lost in
wairing for Bill would be maore than
recovared with Bill's help on the trail
—with a chance of sunccess thrown in.

It was weary waiting: while every
hour the kidnapped Bounder was hein
taken farther ond farther from his
{riends. deeper imto the uninhahited
desert where the gang of outeast Woll-
Apachies had their den.

But the juniars had to bite on it
The eheriff had sard that Bill Buck
wonld be back in Packsaddle that day;
ann thev eould only wait.

Puring the long mormn they
strolled about Packsaddle, with their
oyes open for Bill, Nothing was seen
of lum, however, and they returned to
the Pack for the midday dinner thore,

In the afternocn, among the horse-
men wheo came into the cow town, they
recognised Yuba Dick, of the Kicking
Cavuse outfit.

The puncher caught sicht of them and
grinned, and pulled in his bronco.

“Bay, vou here, vou young ginks!”
he exclaimed. " I'll sey you made a

good puess. not going back to the
ranch.’ .
“How come?" azked Bab, in the

language of the country. _
“T'm telling you, Barnoy was hopping

mad when he rode in and found Pan-
handle voped to the corral gate!™
chuckled Yuba, “I'm sure telling yon

'uns ! I guess if you'd been around you'd
have found out just how heavy Barncy's
geiry was. '

“ Forget it !'" zaid Bob.

“Barney never found Bmithy yestor-
day ?" asked Harry, his lip curling.

“Sure nope!” answered Yuba. "
guess them Injuns have hit the horizon.



Don’t you worry—they'll let him loose—
I guess hie's hoofin it on the prairie this
very munute ! What'd they want te
keep him for®™

“Better ask Barney  that!”

arry.

Yuga stared.

“What'd Barnes Enow ™ he aszhked.

“More than hes likely to tell you!"
answered Harry. :

Yuba gave hum a rather curious look,
and, without saying mwore, rode on fto
Wash's store,

The Famous Five walked on to the
end of the rugged strect, and looked
cut on fhe prairie trail for Bill. But
there was no sign.of Bill vet, and they
walked back into the ecow town.

" * Halle, hallo, hallo 1" ejaculated Bob
Cherry, ss they were passing through
the plaza. “Look!™

A figure in a tattered blanket came
along the Flaza and stopped at the Red
Flare. The coppery complexion, the
raven-black hair, the aguiline features,
told that it was an Indian. And the
}unlﬂrs, at first glance, recognised the

ndign—they had seen him before.

“Running Water!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

*Come on!" said Nugent; and they
started gquickly towards the Indian.
But before they could reach him he
disappeared into the saloon.

The juniors stopped. They did not
care to enter such a placo as the Hed
Flare—tho lowest and miost uproarious
resort in the cow-town. The Indian,
evidently, had gone in for drink; he
could have gone in for nothing else.
The tattered outcast was a slave to the
vile liquer which had been the chief
cause of the alinost total extermination
of his race.

ut, wreiched, drunken, tattered,
unwashed outeast as he was, the juniars
were glad to see him. Whether he was
of the same tribe as Rainy Face and
his gang, they did not know; but it
waz very probable. He had not heen
with them—he had been alone when tha
juninrs had seen him, PBut the sight
of him raised new hopes in their hearts,

“"That's the Indian who hooked
smithy out of the guioksand in the
Squaw river, with his lasso!™ said
Harry Wharton. * You fellows remem-
ber—Smithy told us he had stopped the
?lli‘l.('hﬂﬂ:- ragging him, and he did that
or Smithy when he found him in
danger, If he could help us now—-"

“Wait here for him ! said Nugent.

The juniors waited, with an ere eon
the doorway of the saloon.

They hardly knew whether to feel
hopeful.

unning Water, fthe outeast Wolf-
Apache, was no betber than the gang
who had roped in the Bounder, for
Barney Stone’s pay. He was as like them
as one pea was like another in the
same pod: and he had the same sus-
picion and haired for the white race.

But there was a difference. Smithy
had saved him from rough handling by
the Kicking Cavuse oulfit: and that lus
wild, savage heart was capable of
gratitude, was proved by the fact that
he had reseued the Bounder from the

said

quicksand,
f he still remembered that debt of
ratitude: 1f he egtill remembered

mithy, there was a chatice of help for
Litn—especielly if he was 1n touch with
Rainy Face's gang, os he was more
likely than not.

The juniors waited doubtfully, but
cagery.

They had not long to waoit.

There was & sudden uproar in the
Red Flare. A shrill, sngry vell was
heard—they pguessed it was from the
Anache.

hen e appeared in the doorway
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agnin—in the grip of s gigantic man
with & red shaggy beard., The juniors
kpew Red Kelly, the ]E‘-rcvlpriemr of the

ad Flare, by sight. Eelly heaved the
strugeling, enraged Indian out of the
doorway, from within. !

“Cit 1" roared Kelly. “No Injuns
wanted here! I'm telling you! Git,
yvou copper-faced piccan !

A heavy boot was planted on the
Indien's tattercd decrskin trouscrs, and
he flew out of the doorway.

He crashed on the carth, almost at
the feet of the schoolboys, yelling and

resping, Eelly, with & grin,
turned back into the saloon. Runnmg
Water, the Walf-Apache, sprawled an

panted.

L

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bill Loses His Cayuse !

ARRY WHARTOX stooped over
the Indian, fo give him a
hand up. .
At his touch, the Indian
snaried like B panther, and leaped to
hig feet., The rage in his coppery face
was for from pleasant to see.

But his look changed, as he saw tha
schoolboys. He recognised them as the
friends of the fellow who had done him
an act of kindness—probably the only
act of kindness the wretched outeast had
ever received from a white man.

He gave them a stare: and gathered
his tattered blanket around him, to
stalk away to some “joint " where thae
proprietor was less particular.

arry Wharton put o detgining hand
on his arm. He was not pleasant to
toueh ;  but enxiety for the missing
Bounder banished all other considers-

tions. ) , "
“Htop a minute, Running Water!”
gaid Harry. “You remember uns—wo

are the friends of Vernon-Smith—"

“Injun sabbey!” grunted Running
Water.
“You saved Bmithy's life onece,” said

Harry. .
The hard, hawkish, coppery face
goftened. The wention of the Bounder

seemed enough to banish tho Indian's
avil temper.

“He 15 in danger now!"™ went on
Harry.

The juniors scanned the coppery face,
anxiously. Thov could see that they
had Running Water's attention, =at
least. He -remained where he was in-
stead of poing along the plaza in search
of what had been denicd him 2t the

Red Flare. His black eyes glinted
inGquiry.
“Do vou Lknow an Indian named

Rainy Face?” asked Havre.

"Eabbe;v Rainy TFace,” answered the
Indian., “Him chief!”

“He has taken Vernon-Smith away!
He and his gang! They've taken him
away into the desert!” ;

Running Water staved at the captain

of the Greyfriavs Remove, his,
cvidently, was news to him, and surpris-
HHE mews.

“Why take?” lLe asked. “Injun no
want white boy! Why Ramny Face
take ¥

“A bad white man has paid him to
keep Smithy o prisoncr, away from his
friends and his home " said Harry,
¥ They have token him away past Bquaw
AMeountain, '

The Indian slood silent.

"Bmithy was a friend to vou,” said
Harry. * Now that he is in danger, vou
can help him, Ronning Water.”

Still the Indian did not speak; and hia
coppery face was hard to read.

That he had not forgotten Vernon-
Smith, that he remembered him with
kindness, they were sure. But all his

¥
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feclings and armﬁathiea were naturally
on the side of his own people. The
outcast Apaches were quite unlike the
“tame " Indians of the reservations,
Vengeance and hatred were their feel-
ings towards the race that had taken
away their hunting-grounds.

There was no doubt that Running
Water wonld have joined, willingly, in
such & raid as Rainy Foace's: against
any vietim except the schoolboy who had
treated him kindly, and that schoolboy'g
friends. He would have had no scrupls
whatever in such a matter.

But he would not have lilted his
coppery hand apgainst Vernon-Smith.
The doubt was, whether he would lift
it against his own people, for Vernon-
dmith’s sake. That was putting his
gratitude to the Bounder fo o vers
scarching test.

“We're going affer Smithy !1® said
Harry, after waiting in wvain for the
Indian to speak.

g A faint smile glided over the coppery
noe,

“No find!” said Running Water,

“"We shall try hard ! said Harry.
“We shall hunt down Rainy Face and
bus gang, if we can.”

The Indian gave him a keen and
curious look.

“Ne can!” he said. “No find Injun

in desert! S'pose vou find Rainy Facg
in desert, he killl Here heap white:
men—in desart no white man—Injun
kill, in desert !
“Wao shall lose our Lives, if we must "
said Harry quieﬂ{{ “But we cannot
desert our friend, Running Warer, DBut
if vou would help us ”

A bitter sardonic look came over the
Indian's face,

“Help white man hunt red man!™
he said, “No can!”

With that, the Apache gathered hiy

blanket round him again, and stalked
away, leaving the juniors staring.
arton drew a dcelp breath,
He had hoped, or half hoped, for help
from the outcast Apache. But it was
clear that the Indian had no idea of
turning om his own Empl&. Only an
armed force could have dealt with
Rainy Face and his gang, in the desert,
and rescued the Bounder. To lead an
armed force on the trail of hia fellow-
auteasts, was  aski a great deal—
more, evidently, than the Indian
thought of granting.

“Nothing doing ' said Bol dizmally.

“Well, I supposo it was a lot to asic 1
said Harry, slowly, “I'm sure he woull
not have harmed Smithy himself, but—
after all, he's an Indian, and BRainy
Face's gang are Indians—his friends,
perhaps his relations. I—I suppose we
couldn't expeet him to fake & hand
apainst them."

t was a disappointment to the
juniors, though their hopes had not been
1igh. They stood waiching the Apache,
gs he stalked along the plaza.

He stopped at the door of the Silver
Spoon—evidently to go in for the “fire.
water " that had been denied him at
the Red Flare. But he stopped there,
without entering—and, afier o long
pause, stalked away down the rugged
street, and disappeared, on the prairic
trail out of Packsaddle.

The juniors saw no more of him.

They had had a brief hope: and if
had died. They dismissed Runnin
Water from their minds: and resumes
walching for Bill. A long hour passed.

Once more they walked down the
street of Packsaddle, to stare out on the
dusty trail that ran down the river.
Far down the trail, & stetson hat
appeared in sight.
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But as it was on the head of 2 man
on foot, they did not suppose that it was
Bill coming. Like all cowpunchers,
Bill never went afoot: besides, the
distanco from Hard Tack was much too
long for walking. .

Thoro was,  howerver, something
familiar in the tall, bulky. figure that
came tramping up the trail: gnd es it
came pearer, the juniors realised that it
E"lﬁ-"’ 1]l Buck—otherwise “Buckskin

il ™

Why he was on foot, was a mystery—
he could not have laft Hard Tack afoof,
neither was he the man to lose his
cayuse. But there he was—on foot:
tramping in the sun and dust: and his
rugged face, as he came into closer
view, was scen to be red with rage.
Bomething, scemingly, had bappened
to Bill

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. ) :

The Groyfriars fellows waved their
hats, and ran down the trail to meet the
big puncher. ‘They had always been
glad to sea Bill: but never so glad as
oW,

Bill stared at them, and came to a
halt, fauning his heated face with his
gtetson.

“*Bay, vou young gecks, you send any-
thing of an Tujun ¥ he askod, before the
juniors had time to say a.n}'tlaing.

“An Indian I” repeated Harry., *Yes,
about an hour ago, in the town—he left
Packsaddle by this trail—"

“¥ou ain't seed him simce, oun o
hoss ¥

“Wo: he was on [oot when he camn
inte the town, and he left on foot,”
answered Harry., “ But what——"

“By the great horned toad!” said
Bill. “I guess I got it packed ready
for that Injun, next time I raise his
copper-colourcd frontispiece! I'll tell a
man.” :

The juniors looked rather dizmayoed.
Indians were few and far between ot
Packsaddle: and they had no doubt
that the Indian of whom Bill was speak-
ing, was Running Water, tho Apache.
Certainly the red outcast had left the
cow towlr, an hour ago, by the trail up
which Bill was coming. Apparently
there had been some trouble on that
irail, betweoon Bill and the Indian.

*“Tho doggoned hose-thief ' said Bill,
“The goldarned red scallawagl 'The
pesky precan | I'll surely tell & man!”

“But what——="" asked Harry.

“Where's your horse?” asked Bob
Clherry.

Bill Buck gave an angry snort.

“¥ou hetter ask that Injun, if f‘ﬁu
aver got oves on him agin 1™ he growled,
“I'll gay that Injun has corralled my
cayusze 1"

“0h, my hat!"

“The doggoned picean!™ breathed
Bil. “I sure will trail that Injun all
over Texas, and let daylight through his
ved carcass! T'll tell 2 man!  Yon
want to helieve me! Fm telling you!
I'm shouting out that he got me with a
rock from ahinc 2 tree, that red-skinned
cuss did, and afore I was on mﬂ fect,
afore I could pull & gun on him, he was
on that hoss, sir, aud hittin’ the high
gpois! I'm telling you! That dog-
goned hoss-stealin® Redskin—and  I°]
tell & man, he's half-way to Squaw
Mrlum.ain by this time, and me hoofing
it

Bill, snoriing with rage, tram{?ed on,
tha juniors going back into the cow
tovwn with him.

Bill had probably been ratner hurg
when the Indian folled him by “heaving
a rovk ¥ from cover; but he was not so
mugh lnirt as enraged by the losa of his
gayuse. There was no doubt thas, had
Running Water been within ranga of
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e six-gun just rthen, Hill would have
Yshot m o up? without & moment's
hesitation.  Any pguy m Packsaddle
would have pulled a gun on a horse-
thief.

It was dismaying to the juniors. The
thelt of @ white man's horze, so close to
the cow town, made it evidently nocessary
for Bunning Water to clear out of the
vicinity; and they had no doubt thatb
he had cleared asz fast as Bill's horse
could ecavey him. And it was exceed-
ingly improbable that he would ever be
seen 1n that part of Texas again.

Any hope the jumiors might still have
had of help from the outcasi Apache,
had to be abandoned now. Running
Water was gone—on Bill Buck’s horse—
and that was the last they expected ever
to hear of him.

Biil, ag they walked along to the Fack
Hotel, wes eloquent on the subject of
Injuns and hosz-thieves, It was not till
l.i"n:';{1 reached the timber hotel, that the
juniors had 2 chanee of telling him what

ad happened to Herbert Wernon-Smith,
and what they wanted him to do, |

Bill's answer, as soon as he gob 1t
clear, was prompt and to the point:

“ Five minutes for cats. five minutes to
rusile me @ hoss—thet's ton minutes for
you young gecks to get saddled up and
ready 1™

And the tenth minute had not elapsed
when Bill was riding out of Packsaddle
on & borrowed horse, with the Famous
Five, heading at a gallop for Squaw
Mountain, to pick up the trail of Rainy
Face and his gang,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Escape !

ERBERT VERNON - S8MITH
stood in the deorway of the
iacal, and looked out at sun-

shing and dust at the rim of a

distant hovizon, and could almost have
wondered 'whether ihis was not an evil

tdream.
Far away—Tlar bheyond the horizon—
lay the mighty mass of S8quaw Moun-

tamn ; and beyond it, the Kicking Cayuse
Ranch and the cow town of Packsaddle,
and the Rio Frio flowing away to roll
into the Pecoa

Where he was, the Bounder of Grey-
friavs had not the remotest idea—exeept
that he was in what he had heard the
punchers call “thoe desert.”

Far from the grass-lands—far from the
cow country—mile on mile of sage and
cactus  an dust, had the ndian
mustangs covered singe they had parted
with Barney Stone on the rugged side
of Squaw Mountain.

The Bounder, ticd to hiz mustang,
had  wondered  whetlier  that  weary,
droary %mmm:,r would ever cpod,

It had ended at last—here! IHere, in
an cncampment 10 the most remote and
inhospitable recess of the Staked Plain;
endless miles from the nearest habito-
tion of & white man.

‘This was the den of the Wolf-Apaches,
where they lived like wolves n the
dezert, rather than keep to the Indian
resevvations ke tamer Indians,  They
led wild, savage lives—only the [ear of
pursuit and merciless punishmens pre-
vented them from  raiding, burming,
sealping. as their forefathers had done
in_the old days, i

But though Indian rvaids, burnings,
and scalpings were almost forgotten
things of & distant past, Hainy Face
and his tribe wore as prodatory as they
dared to bhe—lonely riders who missec
rrails did not always return; horses and
cows wera solen from ranches, and in
the way of robbery and thievery, all was

1 that

grist that came to the mill of the outs
cast gFang.

Looking from the jacal—a miserable
hut of stakes and branches—the Grey-
friars junior scanned the encampment.

There were twenty to thirty similar
huts scattercd about, There worae at
least two srore of Indiang in tho camp,
as well as o number of sgquaws, and a
few papooses, Unkempt, dirty,
tattered, the gang of Woll-Apaches pre-
served their freedom, but little else, in
their hidden den in the desert.

There was a spring of water bub.
bling by a clump of trecs—doubtless
the reagon why the Indians had pitched
their encampment 1 that spot—for
water was rare and priceless in the
desert, Three or four tall cottonwoods
shaded the spring, which fowed a short

distance, and then was lost in the desert
dust.
Beyond the limits of

the camf,
stretched the dusty plain, broken only
by dry sage-brush and gaunt cactus,

Like a dream—an evil dream—it
secmed to the boy who, only a few
weeks agn, been in  the weor
Fourth Form at Greyfriars School,

It was hard to believe that this den of
cutcast Redskins existed on the same
planet as Greyfriars

Escape had been in Smithy's thoughts
ever since he had fallen into this deadly
trap. But though it was still in his
thoughta, there was despair in his heart,

For cscape was imposaible, or next
to impossible,

He was allowed to wander about tha
camp ae he liked! Dut if he moved
beyond it, he had a blow to expect—
and if he ran, a whizzing tomahawk to
stretch him on the earth, "That had
been made plain cneugh to himn; but it
would not have prevented him from
making the attempt, had there been a
glimpse of hope.

But there was none! Clear of the
Indian ecamp, he could only have
tramped in the desert till he fell ex-
hausted from hunger and thirst. Even
with a horse, he could never have found
hia way out of the desert, unless by &
miracle—though he would gladly have
taken the chancel )

Yet it seemed impossible, unthinkable,
that he was to remain here—a prisoner
in the hands of thdse savages.

That was Barney Stone's pame,

Unserupulous and double - dealing
resezl as he was, Barney shrank from
taking the life of the owner's son, if ho
could aveoid 1t. Bo long as Vernon-
Smith was safe out of his way, fafe
from “spilling”™ what he had discovered
of Barnev's game at the ranch, the
foreman of Kicking Cayuso was satis-
fied.

And he was safo here! To the cuteast
Indians, 1in want of the barest neces-
saries of life, little was nceded in the
way of bribery. It did not cost Barncy
much to enlist their services—less, prob-
ably, than the Ermﬁt he made on & singla
bunch of Kicking Cayuse cows run off
by his confederates the rusiers,

Veornon-8mith gritted las teeth when
he thought of - Barney.

He ‘had waited for ﬁruui befora he
could denounce the double-dealing fore-
man, the ally of rustlers, the confeder-
ate of cow-thieves and horse-thieves,
MNow he had the proof and could net
use it

Face to {face, Barney had told him what
he had to expect—and ridden back to
Kicking Cayuse, while the Apaches
carried off the schoolboy into the desere.
Barpey had thrown aside all dieguise
ay, because it could mo longer
sorve his turi.

Dut what he knew, what he could now
prove, was useless to  Bmithy—a



vizoner doomed prever to sen a white
are again, 0 long as hiz enemy pad
the outeastz of the desert to keep him
gafe—and Barney was vot likely to fail
in that |

Escape? He looked ronnd the dreary
desert of sage and dust, and groaned at
the thought of it.

Rainy Face, the chief of the ontcast
tribe, stalked past the jacal whern the
Bounder stood, and Smithy gave lum a
black and bitter look—but the Indian
did not deign to glance 4t him.

Wrapped in his blanket, wirh feathers
nodding in his black, matted hair, the
Indian chief stalked by, o dighified
fignre, dirty, and tattered as he was.

Indians came and wont in the camp.
Sometimes there would be not more than
five or six of thenm there, with the
squaws and children. Sometimes there
were as mauy as sixty, When they
were absent, sometimes, no doubt, they
were hunting—such game as was to be
found in the desert; more often, the
Bounder could guess, they were on
thieving expeditions among the ranches,

Every time he saw a new face, the
Bounder scanned it eagerly.

He had one hope.

The tribe were the Wolf-Apache—the
last remnant of that once numerous
tribe that in old days had ridden over
hundreds of miles of prairie, and waged
war with Comanche and Navajo and
Yaqui, Mexican and American. Run-
ning Water, the Indian outcast with
whom he had made friends, wae 2 Wolf-
Apache. He belonged to the same
tribe—it was possible, even probable,
that he consorted with the others at
times, if not constantly; it was possible
that Smithy might ses hun some day
in the encampment in the desert. And
it he came, surely he would stand
between the hapless schoolboy and the
terrible fate to which the foreman of
Kicking Cayuse had doomed him !

-Escape was atill in Smithy's thoughts,
but that was his one real hope. Bub it
was o frail reed on which to lean,

Running Water might come—but,
even if he came, it might not be for
weeks, or months, that he would have
occasion to refurn to the camp in the
desert. He was not likely to hear of
the Bounder's fate, for it was certain
that he would never go near Kicking
Cayuse again—where he had been
“fanned * with bullets, the first time
that Vernon-Smith had seen him,

Hscape—escape! That word ham-
mered in the Bounder’s mind, Some-
how, anyhow, even if it cost him his
life, he would escape from this dircty,
dingy crew of savage outcasts, BSome-
how, he would find his way out of the
desert, and then—then a bitter
reckoning for Barney Btone—the cala-
hoose at Packsaddie for the trecacher-
ous foreman. )

His eyes followed Rainy Face. One
of the Indiana had brought the chief
his mustang; he was about to mount
and ride from the encampment.

The Bounder, at the doorway of tho
jacal, was not a dozen yards from the
horse, and iz eyves fixed on it with
longing.

Hunger &nd thirst in the desert:
death among the sage end the cacius;
he would risk everything., if he could
but feel a horse between his knees, and
see the faintest chance of getting away.

He gm-e a start, and his eves
gleamed.

Rainy Face, instead of mounting the
mustang, had gone into one of the
jacals, leaving the Indian holding ile
horse by the rawhide vein.

The Bounder's heart Leat.

With an air of assumed carelessness,
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though hiz leart was thumping, he
stepped out of the jacal, and moved
along towards the man holding  the
horyse.
I'Tlm Indian did not even look at
.

Vernon-Bmith passed him—so c¢lose
that he could hate touched him. Still
the Indian gave him no heed.

Was it a chance? Whether it was
or not, the Bounder of Greyiriars was
taking it Suddenly, swiftly, he
turned on the Indian, and struck him
on the chest, sending him toppling
backwards.

With s startled, angry well the
Apache staggered, and fell, letting go
the rawhide rein.

The startled mustang reared; but ot
the samo moment the Bounder leaped
on its back. He grabbed the reins,
kicked the horse’s flanks with his
heels, and hurst into a sudden gallop.

Roiny Faoce came out of the jacal
with a bound. There was a yell from
& dozen Indians, all running to the
epot. Five or six of them rushed for
their horses

The Bounder, with set tecth, urged
on the mustang. ]

The open desert was before  lim,
and he rode like a madman. In the
thunder of hoofs, he did not hear the
whiz of & rope in the air,

Suddenly it seemed as if & glant's
hand plucked him from the saddle and
Aung him, bruised and breathless, on
the hard, sun-baked earth.

He sprawled there, half-stunned,
while the horse clattered on.

A few moments more, and angry,
coppery faces were round him, and the
Indian who had lassoed him hooked off
the gripping rope. Hp staggered to
his feet, with coppery hands grasping
him on all sides.

Some of the Apaches rode after the
mustang, galloping riderlesa.  Others
grasping the Bounder, dragged him
back inte the camp. With his brain
reeling from the c¢rash on the earth,
he staggered in their grasping hands,

That desperate attempt had failed—
as it hed been slmost certain to fail.
In the grasp of the Apaches, he stood
before Rainy Face—and the hand of
the Apache chief was on the knife in
hizs buckskin belt, It seemed as if the
end had come: and in his bitter dis-
;u.p]:imimmﬁnt and despair, he cared
1btle.

But Rainy Face did not draw the
knife. He spapped out words in his
own guttural tongue. And the Indians
knotied a lasse round the schoolboy,
binding him hand and foot, and tossed
him back like a log in the jacal. And
the Bounder of Greyfriars, as he lay
dizzy and aching on the earthen floor,
gave up all hope.

—e—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Desert Trail !
6 IGN " asked Harry Wharton
hopefully.

It was morning, on  the

] rngged -slopes of Bguaw Moun-
tailn.

Bill Puck and the Greyfriars juniors
had camped for the night on Squaw
Mountain, and they had been up at
the ecarliest gleam of dawn.,  Bince
thenn long hours had passed, and the
sun was high in the blue heavens.

Bill was searching for sign.

Cf what had become of Rainy Face
and his Enng the juniors knew nothing,
except that., after seizing the Bounder,
they hiad ridden away in the direction

i

of Byuaw Mountain, ‘That they had
not stopped on the hither side of the
mountain was certain, for the rangoes
of the Kicking Cayuse Ranch eoxtended
as far, slong the head-waters of the

uaw river,

ut whether the gang had takon res
fuge in the lonely, untrodden canyous
and gulches—the haunt of rustlers and
cow-thieves—or whether they had gone
farther, the juniors did not know,
though they had little doubt that the
Apaches had ridden on into the desert
without drawing rein.

Bill had ne doubt of it. Sguaw
Mountain, wild and solitary mnd ex-
tensive as 1t was, could be combed for
the Redsking; and they would not have
ventured to remain so near the cow

country, with & prisoner in their
hands.
But picking up the trail was o

problem.

Hard, sun-baked rocks
The Famous Five wero
termined, and they were quite resolved
not to turn back withour having found
Veruon-8mith; but, at the samp tiwme,
they realised their helplessness. With.
cut Bill they had ne chance at all,
and they knew it. It was a question
whether they had any chance, with
Bill's help. But it was their only
hope.

With his broneo's reins looped over
his arm, the big cowpuncher stood
now, staring over the alkali desert
that stretched north-westward from the
mountain, His bronzed face was grave
and grim.

He turned to the juniors at last.

ave no clue.
ceen and de-

He shook his head in answer fto
Wharton’s guestion,

“I guess these here rocks don't
stack no sign, feller,’” said Bill. * And
I'll say it will want some picking up
in_the plamm, yonder. But——"

He paused.

“Them Reds have gobt voung Ver

non-3mith,'’ he said. “I don't vightly
know whether you got it square what
you've been telling me of Barney,
though I'll say it does look a whole
heap suspicjous about that guy., But
that ain't the p'int. Whether Barneyv's
at the bottom of it or not thev got
him, and they got some reason for
cinching him. And they don't dare to
hang. on where a six-gun could tolk
to them. They've hit the desert, and
I'll say they're freezing on to the
desert, so Jong's they've gob that duck,
surest thing, you know.”

“We'va got to follow them,” saild

Bob,
“Mebbe,”  erid Bill. * Liszen,
vou 'unal Texas is a big State, but it

ain’t like what it was in the old Injun
days. Too many ranches, and too many
nesters, even in the Frio country, to
give them g chance of hiding this side
of the Staked Plain. Even the Staked
Plain ain’t what 1t was in the old
dava, but there's spota and corners
where a guy can hide close. There
ain't no two ways about ik Them
Injuns locate in some corner of the
Staked Plain, and I guess they hit for
their hideout, when they gob young
Yernon-Smith."”

“Then that's as good as sign,” said
Harrv., “If we know the direction to
take—"'

Bill's rugged face wrinkled inlo a
faint grin.

“Mebbe,” Le repeated. “T'm goaing
arter that voung duck., [is popper,
over the pond, handed him over to me
to ride herd; and I guess this here
would never have happened to him if
Barney hadn’t fired me off the ranch.”

THE Magxer Liamary.—No. 1,578,



12

“That's why,” grunted Johnny Bull

* Mebbe,” admitied Bill, “I'll say I
do %h'e sngpicion of that guy Barney a
whele heap now. But like I was say-
ing, I got to get arter that youn
duck. But you school kids—" Bil
shook his lead. *“This ain't a trail
for you 'unz. Ii's tough going 1 the
desert, and I guess there's more’'n a
healthy chance of never ecoming out
of it alive.” _ _

“Wa know that, Bill" S-E.Id!Fl‘il.llL'
Nugent., “That won't stop us.’

“And them Reds,” went on Bill, un-
heedin “They ain't the Injuns of
the old days—tomshawks and scalping-
knives, and the old bag of tricks—but
if they get a holt on a white man out
af. -sight in the desert, T'll say that
only the turkey-buzzards will over
know what became of that wiile man.
You get me?

“Is that

"%uita!” said Harry.

“Well, T puess. I've spilled a hat
ful,” said Bill. “I guess you 'uns had
better hit for the ranch and =ik 1t out,
while I mosey aftey thom Reds™

“Forget it,” said Bob.

“The forgetfulness 1z the proper
caper, my osteemied Bill,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

"iWe're wuseful in a scrap,”  said
Johnny Bull, “We can handle our
rifles, Bill, and we shall handle' them
fast ennugi'l if we get up to thal gang
who've got Smithy. We're not going
back, &t any price, so the socner we
get on with it, the better.”

Bill paused, giving them a long and
dubiguz leok.

He know—much better than the
schoolboys could know—the difficultics
and  dangers ashead—the grim havd-
ships of the desert trail. ]

“I better put it plain,® he said.
“QOn this hera trail, there ain’t any
turning back for lame ducks. Once
we're in the-desert, yon're for it1 I
got to keep on the trail; and you
couldn’t get hack on your own. More'n
that, if I get rubbed out, that leaves
you fummoxed. You want to chew
on thet"

“Get on, Bill!" said Harry.

“We're wasting time,” eaid Jolinuay
Bull, ‘ )

Bill paused again, but he =aid no
more. He mouhted his bronco, aml
the juniors followed hizs example. He
had given themn warning that if they
entered the desert, they went with
their lives in their hands. Leaving it
at that the puncher led the way, ad
the Famous Five rode after him,

Squaw Mountsin dropped from sight
behind them as they rode through the
hot hours. Ahead of them loomed a
dark line over the plain, the edge of
the high tableland called the Staked
Plain—the * Llano Estacado™ of ihe
old Spanish days.

Like a wall it fronted the lower
country, and the juniors, as they
approached it, wondered how they

wera going to make the asecent to the
top of the tableland, high above their
heads, ]

But as they drow mneaver they dis-
cerned that the wall was split and
riven by deep gullies, and in the sunset
they found thomselves leading their
horses up & stony gully, winding a way
up to the upland.

. When thoy stood at last on the summit
of -the Staked DPlain the toughest
mémber of the Famous Five was tired
to the bone. But Bill swung himself
into the saddle again, and the juniors
rode with him. Bill head doubted
whether thoy were able to follow such a
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trail, and they were going to prove to
him that they could.

To their eves the dreary plain showed
no “sign® of any kind, but Bill rode
Ithe one who knew or puessed the way;
til at last he drew rein, in the s:i_nking
sunset, and gave a nod that indicate
satisfaction,

T guess they eamped here ! he said.

The juniors locked round them in the
glave of the red sunset,

There was a tiny patch of vegetation
round a welling spring, It was a water-
hole of the desert.

In the dusty carth were innumerable
tracks of wild animals that had come to
drink, and among them a keen eye could
pick up traces of horses' hoofs. Bill dis.
moanied and searched round the water-
holi, the juniors watching him,

Water was scarce on the desert trails,
and the Famouz Five could guess—as
Bill had guessed—that that was a likely
spot for the Indian camp. And Bill's
careful scrutiny soon revealed sign of &
recent camnp—traces of Indian moccasing
in tlia ped near the water, a draggled
feather from an Indian headdress in &
dusty crevice, and—maost exciting of all
~—tho track of a i;:-mi'r of riding boots,
Other Indians mght have camped ot the
water-hole, but they would not have
been likely to have a white man with
them, and the hoot-track was that of a
boy—from the gize ! With deep feelings
the Famous Five gazed at that silent but
telltale sign of their missing comrade,

“Bmithy was lLere " said Harry
Wharton, with a deep breath,

“Burest thing you know 1" aa3d Ball,

S ight o far, then ™ saad Bob.

“¥epl Mebbe we'll pick up sign in
the morning 1”7 said Bill.

They camped for the night, as the sun
dipped, beside the waterhole. Bub at
the fivst glinnmer of hight they turned
out of blankeis and stickers. Hopofully,
after a hurricd breakfast, the lfamons
Five watched Dil]l hunting for sign.

But the dust of the desert had hiddom
E1E.

t was high morning before Bill gave
tf up. Bill bad ridden the Staled Plain
before and kuew meny of s seerets,
Sign there was none, but he knew of a
waterhole at a8 distance of many miles,
and there was a chance at least that the
Indians had stopped there to water their
mustangs,

Harry Whavton & Co., as they vode on
with Ball, realised, much more clearly
than before, the almost hopeless difii-
endty of the tazk before them, °~ Thay
new now for a certainty that Rainy
Face and hizs pang had taken Vernon-
Smiuth into the desert solitude of tho
Staked Plain; but that was all they

knew, The rest was chaneo and hope |
In the blazing noon they reached the
new  waterhole,  There was sl in

glent:ir of animals that came to dnink: a
unch of startled coyotes fled at their
approach. But there was no sign of
horses, no sign of camping.

A careful search only revealed the cer-
tainty that the Apaches had not passed
that way.

; Bill scanned Lhe desert with a grim

aco,

Harry Wharton & Co., resolute as
cver, had heavy hearts, There was no
sign, and they had all the desert to
choose from.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Eeastly For Bunter |

g 2AY, Mr. Stone I” sguesked Billy
I Bunter,
Barney Stone, coming out of his
office at Kicking Cayuse, glanced
at the fat junior in the rocker on the
veratda.

for the foreman of Kickin

Barney's grim,. saturnine 1ace had the
most cheerful expression on it that Billy
Bunter had ever seen there.

Martters were, in fact, going quite weil
Cayuse—
better, indoed, than he had planned.

‘The owner's son, who had digcovered
his double-dealing, had disappeared—
and was going to stay disappeared.
Whether he had confided his suspicions
to his friends Barney did not know ; but
he knew that it was likely. Bo the news
that Harry Wharton & Co. had ridden
away on ihe desert trasil, In search of
their missing comrade, was good news
to Barney.

He. did not fear what they might sus-
peet, and if they disappeared into the

desert, and remained there, it was all

the safer for Him. And after a few
days there was no doult about it

As they did not return to the ranch,
Barney wsked & few questions in the
cow town, and leprned. that they had
ridden away with Bill Buck for Squaw
Mountain, since when none of the party
had been seen or heard of.

Barney, unscrupulous and hard-fisted
rascal as he was, had had no thought of
doing them harm, unless they appeared
dangerons—and he_had nof considered
them dangerous,  But if they chese to
rush on their fate, he eertzinly had no
kick coming,

That they hod pone into tho deosert
was certnin by this time, and that they
would ever emerge from it alive
appeared very improbable to Darney.
Even Bill, tough and hardy plaiosman
as he was, was qguite Lhikely to leave his
bones on the desert trail; and as for tha
echoalbdys, they had no chanee at all, in
Barnev's bLielict.  The turkey-buzzards
alone would know their fate. Tt was
their own funeral, Barney reckoned, and
l}w:',r could take whit was coming lo
tleemn.

Of the Greyirars party, only Billy
Bunter remained at Kicking Cayuse,
and Darney was guite indifferent te
Billy Buntar—and, indeed, almaost forgot
that the far Owl was there at all.

The owner's son had spelled danger
for him, and Barvey had ruthlessly put
“paid ™ to the owner's gon, His friends,
dangerous or not, were a2 good as done
with. All thet Barney had to do now
was Lo let Mr, Vernon-SBmath, in far.off
Eungland, know what had happencd.

o was in no hurry to do that.

Certainly he dicd not fear tvouble with
the ovwner.  His case was good enough.
Vernon-3mith had persisted in leaving
the ranch during the foremean’s absence,
disregarding warmrigs, and even orders,
A gang of wandering Indians were sup-
posedl to have taken him—only sup-
posed, for Barney could produce no
evidence of it1 His friends—withous
oven informing Barney—had gone in
search of him, and lost themselves in the
desert | Mr. Vernon-Smith could hardly
consider that Mr, Stone was to blame
for-these happenings !

Still, he was in no hurry to inform the
distant millionaire. He had the éwrﬂtn:t
that he was exhausting every effort to
find the lost schoolboys before sending
on such bad news.

And the more time that elapsed, the
less %ﬂssiblu it would be for Mr. Vernon-

Smith to take any uvseful steps in the
matter. Barney intended to keep the
i}nfnrmatmn back till the latest possible
ato,

Having forgotten Billy Bunter's fat
existence, he was reminded of it by the
fat junior's squeak as be came out of his
office into the veranda.

He stopped, staring down at Bunter.

“Shoot " he said tersely.

“J say; what about my friendal"
asked Bunter, blinking at the foreman



through hia big apectacles. “Do you
know where they are, Mr. Slonsa "

“1 guess I'd be plumb glad to konow,”
said Barney. He did not forget that,
when Billy Bunter returned home, Mr.
wernon-smith would doubtless guestion
him as to the happenings on the Texas
ranch, “I got men hunting for them

oung gecks, but there sin’t any noos so

lf;"

TWell, it's pretty thick ™ said Bunter,
frowning.

“Hht

“1 mean 1o say, I eame out here for &
holiday with Vernon-Smith and the
other gﬂliﬂw:-! " gaid Bunter. *'1I didn't
expect to be stuck on this ranch sll by
mvself, with nobody to speak to but a
digrespectful choreman.”

“[}}}1]!" asped Barney,

He had supposed that Bunfer was
thinking anxiously sbout his absent
friends. Evidently that had been an
errgr on his part, Billy Buntor, os
usual, was thinking wholly and solely
of William George Bunter,

“T call it thick 1" said Bunter warmly.
"OF course, I'm sorry about Smithy.
atill, it's his own fault. I heard you
warn him about the Indians, and he
went out all the same, taking no notice.
He jolly well psked for it."

Barney smiled faintly.

“Suro thing " he agrecd.

“He was alwavas an obstinate ass!™
went on DBunter. “Every chap in the
Remove abt Greyiriars knew what an
obstinate aza he was, Still, of course,
I'm zorry. But I'd like te know what
the other fellows mean by clearing off
like this and leaving a fellow entirely on
his own ! They haven't been kidnapped
by wild Indians, they’ve gone off of
tﬁgir own accord. It's not the sort of
thing a fellow expecte from his friends.”

Barney locked at him curiously,

“Galbvanting about and leaving a
fellow on his own " said Bunter indig-
nantlv. “I suppose they think Smithy

EVERY SATURDAY

ﬂ‘.a
Vernon-Smith dodged quickly as the tomahawk Bew through the alr. B
have struck him.

matters move than I do! It would beo
just hiko them—T must say thai! That's
about it.”

“ Bearch me ! said Barney.

“"Well, if they don't turn up pretty
soon they jolly well won't find mo here
when they do come back !” said Bunter
derkly. *It will be entively their own
fanlt.”™

“1 guess if you're homing for homon
I'll sure fix up the trip to the railroad,”
sald Barney Stone,

Barney did nob care much whether
Bunter stayed or went; but, like most
E’EP le who came into contact with

illiam George Bunter, he anticipated
a cerfain amount of satisfaction 1n see-
ing the last of him!

“Oh!" said Bunter. “Well, T can’t
very well let them deown, even if they
let me down. Ill stick it out a bit
longer. I'm a bit more particular than
some chaps, Play the game has alwavs
been my motto. But look here, Mr.
Stone, I'd hike you to speak 1o the chore-
man! Fle's getting worse and worse
singe  the other fellows have been
gone! He was absolutely insolent this
morning. "

“You don't say!" remarked Barney,

“I jolly well do!"™ said Dunfter
warmly, * He made a fuss because I
went into the kitchen and ate a pie!
He asid the pie was for you—making
out that that maiterod, you know."

“Oh 1" gasped Barney.

“.Atnd that wasn't all!" said the
aﬁgrmved Owl., *“He actually had the
cheek to say he wondered how I eould
keep on  stuffing, with my friends
missing, Me stutling, you knew! It's
nob much I eat, as every fellow whe
knows e knows jolly well! Besides,
I supposo 1t wouldn't do those silly
asses any good if I missed my meals!
It was sheer cheek—and I want vou to
speal to hitn, Tell him vou'll sack him
if e doesn’t behave himezelf, see? You

ut for his quickness, the keen edge of the axe wut]d
As it was, it whizzed by within a foo! of him and stuck in the wall of the jacal !

;mgll:t. give him a lick with your quirt,
00,
“BSearch me 1™

“The fact is, Mr. Stone, ihat if that
choreman didn’t mend ‘his manners, 1
shan't stay on hers " declared Bunter.
“It's not the sort of thing I'm accus-
tomed to, Cheek from the servants is
a thing I never could stand. I say, Mr.
Stone, don’t walk away while & fellow’s
talking to you!™ roared Bunter.

But Mr. Stone did walk away.

Ha seemed to have had enough of
Billy Bunter's agreeable conversation.

“I say—" howled Buntor.

Barney clattered down the sieps and
strode away to the bunkhouse.

Bunter blinked after him
wrathful blink.

" Beast !" he hissed.

_He rolled into the doorwsy of the
lving-room. It waa tea-time—or, at
least, would have been tea-time, only for
the circumstance that “tea ™ seemed to
be an unknown meal on Kicking
Caynse, Breakfast, dinner. and Eupper
were the only meals provided by Chick
and as Chick was the entire household

with &

staff, he was not keen on providing
mere,  Which was a grest grievance
with Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. had easily
accommodated  themselves to  it—and
Smithy, though the owner’s son, had
not cared a siraw. Morcover, Chick
had always had a big cake in the
kitchen to be sliced as required, if the
inniors happened to be indoors—Chick
was a good-natured guy. and guite
obliging to fellows who did not expect
toa much.

The trouble was that Bunter did
expect  too wmuch—much  fo0  much !
Neither did he hesitate about making
his wants known.

Foar which reason, that afternoon cake
had stopped, like a clock that was run

(Coniinued on page 16.)
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down, since the other fellows had been
absent from the ranch.

Chick did not take the trouble to bake
& cake for Bunter—ignorant of the fact
that Bunter was one of the fellows that
mattered, :

Blinking in from the veranda, Bille
Bunter spotted Chick at his chores. Ile
was mopping tlie plank floor of the
living-room with bucket and a mop.

He glanced ot the fat figure in the
doorway, grunted, and went on
raopping.

o nﬁ here, what about tea, Chick?”
demanded Bunter: which was his daily
guestion in the afternoon,

Grunt!

“1f you're too lazy fo get tea, I can

do with a eake!" ‘said Bunter, with
dignity. *“*What about a cake?”
Grunt !
“Togk here, vou cheeky beast!”

hooted Bunter. *“I'm talking to youl
Hear that? I've just spoken to Stone
about you, and he's geing to sack you
if you don't behave yoursclf, sce? He

said so." _

Chick took notice at last! He did
not speak; he withdrew the mﬂg from
the bucket, and stepped towards Bunter,
with & gleam in his eye. .

“You're the guy to ask for if, ain't
vout” said Chick. * Waal, I ain’t the
hombro to say nope if you ask for it,
miater.”’ 1

Chick made a lunge with the mopl

It landed on a fat little nose !
“Gurrgeh i gurgled Bunter.

¢ went backwards over into the
TEE:EE#‘]E‘ ao

rreggh ! 1
“Mosey im  and lave another!"

snorted Chick.

* Doooogh ! ; o

Bunter sat up, clawine af a dripping
fat face. :

“Urrgh! Beast! Ooogh! Grooogh IV
he gurgled. *Oh erikey! OCoooch!
Yoii cheeky beast—wooooogh!
Oooooogh 1" :

There was a splash_as Chicle shoved
the mop into the bucket again. Then
he stepped through the doorway with
1t.

His inteaotion was easily to e road
in his face. Billy Bunter did nof stay
for Twim fo earry out that intention.
He bounced up. like an india-rubber
ball, and scuttled.

i Bogat ! he howlad, as he went,

And Chick grinned, and went back
to his chores,

e

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
A Blow lor the Bounder!

HUD, thud, thudl
l Vernon-Smith heard the sound
of hoof-beats spproaching the

Apache encampment, but he did
ngt heed.

Ha was lying under the chade of the
tall cottonwoods, beside the spring.

It wos & blazing-iot dav—the desert
shimmering with heat, Bix or seven
Indians were to be seen lonfing about
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the place=—and oceasionally a sguaw
ciwme down to the spring for waler, and
glancod  ar the hapless schoolboy h'mg
there; sowelimes with compassion.

The Bounder's face
gloomy.

Sinee hiz first—and last—atiempt at
escape, he had given his captors no
tronble.  Afier that reckless and futile
attempt he had lain bound in the jacal
for a day and nighi—and was released,
with stiff and oching limbs, the
following maorning. It was an ex-
jerienco that he did not want to repeat,
if he could help it

Not that another such chanee had
come his way—if it made a motion
towards any of the Indian horszes, a
blow drove him away. :

There was no mere chance by night
than by day. TIn that remate and inae-
cessible eorner of the desert, the Indinns
did not keep wateh at night—but there
were a score of half-starved, savage
dogs about the camp, who set up a
howling at a sound or a movement,

~Twmc} at night, the Bounder had put
hiz head omt of the jacal, in the fnint
hope of stealing away in the dark and
gotting hold of a horse. But the
howling dogs gathered round him at
onee.

Ha had not tried again. Indeed, ha
knew that it was useless, or he would
not have been left the chance o try it
Ofl.

The Indians seemed guile indifferent
to him; but had there been the least
chance of his escape, he would have been
bound.

As one endless day followed another,
hope sank apd sank and died--ar
almost died. He had almost ceased to
think of Running Water—he doubted
now whether the puteast belonged to this
ﬁ:ng of Indians, or whether, even if he

longed to it, he would ever come to
that remote encampment. For days he
had waiched every new face in the
camp, in the hope of seeinﬁ the face
he lLnew—but that hope had died, at
last, like the rest,

As for his friends Ainding Lim, he did
not count on that m the least. Ha knew
that they would do all they could—they
wore not the fellows to desert him. But
they could do nothing—mothing ! Even
his father, when he Lknew, could do
nothing,

When the millionaire knew, he would
leave no stone unturned., But even if
Mr. Vernon-Smith threw everything
astde and came out to Texas and
instituted & search, what would, and
counld, come of it?

He was hidden from all human know-
ledge in the remote desert; and he knew
—knew from Barney Stone's own lips—
that the Indians had orders to keep him,
dead or alive; orders that Rainy Faco
would mot hestiate for a moment o
CRTCY ok,

Lying beside the sprin
of the great cottonweood branches, the
Bounder was IFHHEE& in gloom almost
in despatr. e did not lift his head
a5 he heard the sound of the galloping

orse.

Sotne Indian was coming back to the
camp—ithey ecame and  went often
enough. He had ceased to hope far the
sight of the Indian he knew.

e heard the horsemau clatier up fo
the encampment, and a sound of guttural
vorces as others gathered round and
greeted him as he dismounted. Of the
tongue they spoke Vernon-Smith did
not understend a single word.

But ke heard the voices, they were
gquite near to him; and saddenly it
sepmed to him that one of the voices
had a familiar note, Then, with a
sndden beating of the heart, he lifted
his head and looked.

The peweomer had dismounted, and

was dark and

it the shadows

he could not piclk him owi among tha
crowid of seven or eight tattered hraves.
But he saw the horsp=—not o shaggy
Indian mustang, but a handsome bronco,
with good trappings and a good saddle;
a brown horse with white splashea on
the forelegs. He had seen that horse
before, or one very like ii—it was twin
to Bill Buck’s bronco.

Likely encugh it was Bill's brone:
stolon by an Indian horse-thief. Some
of the Indians were admiring i, and
handling its trappings, as 1t stood,
flecked with the dust of the desert.

Then, as they moved, he had &8 view
of the man who held the bridle—ihe mian
who had ridden in on the broneco. And
his heart leaped again: and he dared
hardly believe hiz eyes as he zaw
Running Watoer,

It was the outeast—the man he had
saved from the rough handling of the
punchers, and who had come fo his
rascua when ha waz caught in the guick-
sand of the Squaw river. It was Buuming
Water; the Indian he had longed to see,
whom he had despaired of seeing.

He almost tottered to his feet.

The Indian holding the broneo glanced
at him; but thete was no recognition
in his glance.

Surely the man Lkaew him . again!
Surcly he had not {orgotten him!
Vernon-8mith's heart beat painfully.
Ho was chilled by that hard, cold, uuo-
recognising stare. )

But if the Indian knew him he gave
no sign of 1t

He spoke in his own fongue io the

others, his tone and his look indicating
that he was asking who the paleface
waa, and what a paleface was doing in

the hidden ecamp of tha Wolf-Apaches.

Smithy could hear him, and, though
he could not follow the Indian's words,
he could follow his meaning.

Ona of the other Indians answered.

Then Running Wator, aa if utterly
indifferent on the subject, turned (o
lead the bronco away. ;

Vernon-Smith leoked at him—gazed
at him with fixed eyoes—but Bunning
Water did not give him another glance,
He had forgotten him—forgotten him
utterly—and the RBounder, in wutter
misery, realised that he might have ex-
pected as much. What was he, after all,
to this savage Indian outcast?

But this destruction of all his Tiopes
was mora than he could bear. He ran
forward as the Indian was turning away
with the bronco.

“Running Waler ™ he panted,

The Indian did not even turn his
head.

Two or three of the others, staring at
Vernon-Smith, pushed him back. But
the Bounder was desperate.

He thrust his way savagely through
them, and, gras mE Running Water by
hig tattered hE‘m et, he dragged at
hin,

“ Stop 1 he gasped. “ Running Water,
a word—one word! Don't you hkunow
me? Don't yvou remember me? ILlor
merey's sake, & word 1"’

There was an angry gabble from the
group of Redskins, puzzled and irri-
tated by the Bounder’'s actions, evidently

uite ignovant of his acquaintance with
the rman who had just arvived at the

CHLTT 2
Bunning Water glanced round and
jerked hiz blanket away from the

Bounder's hand: there was enly 8 cold
?urprise and annoyance in his coppery
e,

Two or threa dusky hands were laid
on Yernon-Smith to push him awar.
He struggled wildly, He could not part
with this last hope: he would moke the
Indian somchow undersiand,

*Bunning  Water,” be  panied



hoarzely, “help me! 1 am a prisonuer
here ! For the love of mevey, help me |
I thought that you might come; Ive
waited and watched for you! Den't
you know me? Don’t you rememberi

Ounly a stony, unrecognising stare
pnswersd him.

Running Water did not speak a word
to the Hounder, but he muttered in ns
own gutiural tongue to the other
Indianz, and they grasped the Bounder
and drapped him away.

BI’&Q‘EI_I!."EE aud hustied, and struck by
peversl anpgry hands, the schoolboy was
driven away; and Honning Water,
taking no further heed of him, led away
the brouco and disappeared from his
sight.

Terbert
haggard face, flun

Spring agai.
hia heart.

This wa= the man upon whom he had
founded his hope=all the hope that was
left to him. " And the man had for-

tten “him, Either he did not know

im at all, or he would not admit that
he knew him ameng the other Indians.
The Bounder hacd hardly dared to hope
that Running Water wonld ¢ome to the
camp; le had come, aid this was the
result,

Vornon-B8mith, with =a
himself down by
ttey deapair was in

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Fighting the Apaches!

Y 'LL tell & man!” granted Ball

I “Cover! Jump for it "

The stetson spun on his head,
and Ffollowing the bullet came
the ving of the rifle,

Bill was big: and he was bulky, but
Iie was off his horse in the twinkling of
an ovo as the vifle shot echoed over the
desert—and the Greyfriars juniors were
as swift as Baill

They were ridiug, under the hot sun-
light, through a dusty valley between
two wide ridges of sunbaked carth
dotted with tall cactus, On either side
the dusty ridges shut off the view, and
ahead of them was the bare, hot plain,
Save for a vulture wheeling high

ainst the blue, there was no sign of
life; they might have fancied them:
solves 1n a world alone.

But that sudden shot told that there
were athors ot hand—and that the
others were enemies. From thu. COVEr
of some ridge or cactuz clump it had
come, and it had gone close,

Swiftly the Famous Five were on the

round, and their horses were lying

own, the juniors bohind them, rifles
resting over saddles.  Another and
another shot came out of the dusty dis-
tance, whizzing over them as they lay.

The schoolboys felt their hearts beat
quicker. It was an attack—and they
knew that it must be by Indisns,
though a3 yet.they could sce no one,

It was a week since they had ridden
into the Staked Plain. Camping by
night, hunting for sign by day, that
week had passed, and, though their de-
termination was as strong as ever, their
hope had grown fainter and faintor.

omewhera 1n the trackless desert was
the don of tho outcast Apaches, and
there was their comrade. But there
was no sign, no clue; the desert dust
told them nothing.  They would not
give in, vet they knew that littls short
of & miracle was needed to guide them
to the fellow they songht.

Only by chance—only if fortune
favoured them—could they hope to see
Herbert Vernon-8mith sgain, ]

Barney Stone had bsen too cunning
for them. If he knew—as doubtloss he
did=—that they were hunting for thoir
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lost comrade ho did not fear the outs
come—he had no need to fear ik

Hardships they had faced without &
thought of complaint—weary riding,
weary tramping, blazing heat, and tor-
menting dust, and burning tharst mmen
times till they found waterholes to fill
their cans again; but so far there had
been no danger—and danger now had
come suddenly.

But it was more a relief than any-
thing else to the juifors to know that
they were in touch with their enemies.

T We've found them at last, Bill 1Y
breathed  Harry Wharton, as  he
crouched beltind his bronco and watched
over his rifle,

C"Nope!” grunied Bill.
jugful - we ein't found them;
sure found usl”

“(Oh1” said Harry. i

“ Watch out, you "ans ¥ muttered Bill.

I guess when they come they’ll come
aquick. You wuant to shoot straight, I'm
telling you.”

The juniors
coough.

But they conld seo nothing =0 far of
the encmry. After a spatter of rifle shots
there was no move five. :

Theo shotz had come from a hellow in
the ridge ahoad of them to their right,
where there was & stragelo of dry
bushes: but they could sco nothing of
the Indians.

Bill had warned them that the out-
cast Redsking, who did not venture fo
handle rifle or knife in the cow country,
would be wery different if they were
found in the remote desert, where there
was no ave to see what passed. The
Famous Five realised that they were
up against a fight for their lives,

Whether the unseen Indians belonged
io the same gang that had kidoapped
Vernon-Smith they did not know, There
were other gangs of other tribes in the
desert, and any of them would have
attacked a lonely party for the sake of
their horzes and their riflos.

Thiz encounter did not mean, as they
had hoped for a moment, that they had
run down the pang they sought; it only
meant that some wandering gang of
savage braves had sighted them and
looked upon them as a possible prey.

There was o sudden E’Eil’riI'IF in the
fringe of dry, dusty bushes hardly a
hungred {'arda away: shaggy mustangs
and feathered dork heads shot into
Tiew.

“Watch out 1" rapped Bill,

He was fring as he rapped out the
words,

“Bhoot '’ breathed Harry Wharton,
and he pulled trigger as he spoke.

Crack, crack, crack, erack |

There were about fiftecn Indians in
the bunch of horsemen that suddenly,
swiftly, with lightning swiftness, swept
down on the Gr&yfnam arty. SHome of
them carried - rifles, others spears or
Riding at their head was
a copper-faced chief whom the juniors
had seen before.

“Rainy Face,” breathed Bob, and he
fired point blank at the chief; and the
shot was answered by o wild yell ns the
Indian  lurched on  his  galloping
mustang.

Crack, crack, crack!

Bill had doubted whether the schosl-
boya were the *“hombres ¥ to take such
a trail and to face the deadly perils of
the desert, but he had po doubt now.
As coolly as if they were firing on the
rifla range at Greyfriars the Famous
Five faced up to the charge of the Red.
skins and ?umpe.d out bullets.  The
reports of the rifles mads a continuous
roar as they fired and fired again.

It was well for them that they faced

“Not by a
they've

were watching  keenly
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the wild charge coolly end steadily; for
had nerve friled, the savage riders
would have been on them and riding
over them in less than a minute,

But the tearing volleys from the rifles
met the charging Indisug with a hail
of whizzing lead. Riders and horses
rolled right and left “under it; shagpy
mustangs went plunging down, Hinging
their velling riders: man after man
rolled, struck from the saddle. Rainy
Face, the chief, was haddled over his
horse’s neck, struck by Bob Cherry's
bullet and by enother from Bill,

Fast and fatal as the steady fire wpﬁ
it eeemed to the juniora that the wil
charge must reach them and overwhelm
them, that spears and tomahawks
would be hecking at them in a few
seconds, DBut their nerve did not falter,
and they fircd as fast as they could Bu}l
trigger; and under that deadly bail
the charge broke and scattered.

Bix copper-skinned riders lay prone;
a3 many, hard hit, elung to thoir horzea;
and all who were still mounted swerved
from the deadly vifle five and galloped
away.

The moment thaﬁ turned from the
attack the juniors held their fire; but
Bill Buck was on his fect, a six-gun n
his hand, and he blazed away at the
Redskins as they rode, and moroe than
one of thom recled in his saddle before
they were out of range. :

He gave a grunt of satisfaction as he
lowered the ocmpiy revolver.

“1 guess they got theirs, and Ea_t-
it where they live,” grunted By, @ 'H
say there’s six of that bunch that will
never lift & cowman’s.hoss again 1™

The juniors watched the feein
Indiana, diﬁﬂ.gpﬁarmg into the dust ¢
the desert. The last nodding feather
vanished from sight. .

“That was Rainy Face'a gang, Bill,"
said Harry, with a deep breath, "I
knew him at once. It’s the same gang
that’s got Smithy—"

Bill nodded.

“Sure thing!” he agreed. “And
mebbe we ain't fur from their camp—
aud mebbe agin, thay was out on &
thievin' raid, and & day's rida from
home. I gucss there sin't no telling.”

" But—" szaid Bob.

“@rill itl" said Bill, as he paused.

“Well, nearly all that lot were hit,
and I know 1 got Rainy Face himself,”
said Bob. “If they're out on a_raid,
they're in no state to carry on with it,
Bill. They'll make for home."

Bill nodded again.

“¥ou said it1” he agreed. "It's &
Texas dollar to a Mexican cent that
they make for their teppes after thas
handling, young ﬂhﬂt_'rif”' . _

“And if we can pick op their trail
we—7" gaid Bob hopefully.

“You don't figger that if we foller
that treil we may horn into a bunch
big enough to cat us, body and bootal”
satd Bill, with a grnn. :

“We'ra ready to chanco that: Bill.?

“Prezactly 1" said Bill. '"That’s
what we've got to chance, feller—that's
what we've moseyed along here to
chanca! You said it I reckon that trail
will peter out in the dust afore we've
raised it fur, but if they head for home
it will sure give us & line on their hide-
out afore wo lose it We got to ride
arter them rods.”

“ But—those—"

Frank Nugent made & gosture
towards the fallen Redskina

Bill snorted. )

L guess the -buzzards iz hungry, as
usue! I he answered. “I'm ielling you
wa got to rida,™

d Bill mounted and rode, and ihe
Tag Maicxrr Lisrsny.—No., 1,578
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juniors, saving no more on the subject,
rode after him. And as they rode away
from the scene of the brief, but fatal
encounter, wulture after vuolturs came
swooping out of the blue.

e ——

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
Beans For Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER gave s little, fat
cough.
ILE was supper-time at Kicking
Cayuse, and Barney Stone came
tramping into the living-room at the
rancho. )

Sineo the Crevirinrs fellows had been
no longer there, Barney had resumed
his old guarters in the rancho. During
their stay he had bunked in the bunk-
house with the outfit, leaving the rancho
to Vernon-Smith and his guests. Now
he was bsck in his old quarters, and
settling down, as before the Greyfriars
party came—f{rom which Billy Bunter,
1f he had thought about the motter at
all, might have pguessed that Barey
did not expeet to see any of the party
at Kicking Cayuse agatn. .

Bunter, however, did not think about
it, and so did not draw any conclusions,
Tt did not even occur to his fat brain
that the Famous Five were gone for
good, though Barney Stone and the
outft had little or no doubt of it.

More than a weck had elapsed since
they had started on the desort trail,
amf Barney Stone had voery [ittle d:::pht
that their bones wera already bleaching
in the burning sun of the desert. They
had come—and gone—and he was
through with them—at least, so he
believed.

Bunter was atill there; but the fat
and fatuous Owl was no danger to
Barney. He did not even know, or
care, that another herd was _:msamﬁ
from Kicking Cayuse ranges, driven o
by the rustlers of Sgquaw Mountain,
Certainly, had he Lknown, he would
never have thought of guessing that
Barney Stone shared the profits with
the eattle-thievesa

Bunter thought it rather a cheek f:n-
Barney to bung himself back in tue
rancho. But he did not venture to give
Barney a hint to that effect.

He would, indeed, have wealcomed
him if he would have kept that cheeky
choreman, Chick, in order. But Barrgg{
did not seem o care whether Chick
cheeked Bunter or not. Once or twice,
when Bunter raised the subject, he told
him bricfly to “can ” it. Billy Bunter
indignantly “canned ¥ i,

But his wrath was growing., DBarney,
as often happened, was late for supper.
He had been out on the ranges, possibly
in connection with the recent loss of
cattle from the ranch. Anyhow, he waa
late, and Chick declined to serve supper
till he came. As if & measly foreman
mattered, and Bunter did not!

Az Billy Bunter was always hungry
a leng tune before & meal, “’“iti“%].‘m"
the meal was very disagreeable to him
But when he blinked into the ki_tﬂhﬂﬂ.
ta tell Chick to hurry up, Chick simply
“heaved ” a potate at  him—and
Bunter departed with & loud hewl!

Now, at last, Barney came clattering
in, and sat down to supper, still in his
stetson, and without wasting a word
on  Bunter. And Chick—in that
erroieous belief that Barney mattered
and Bunter didn't—brought in supper
promptly ‘encugh as soon as Barney was
present.

Even then, he served Barney first,
while Bunter eyed him hungrily and
malevolently. That checky choreman
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really secemed to find & sort of fiendish
satisfaction in inflicting the tortures of
Tantalus on_the fat Owl of Greyfriars,
Wherefore did the Greyviriars ventrile-
guist give his fat Little cough.

“Gurrrrerrrh 17 :

Barney Stone gave a sudden jump at
that. savage growl of a dog from under
the table. e drew his legs back so
suddenly that he almost overturned his
chair, and & chunk of beef, on the end
of his fork, dropped in at tEu:e_ open neck
of his shirt, instead of going to its
intended destination.

“Aw, search me!” esnapped Barney
angrily. '""You Chick, you doggoned
big stiff, what you got a dog under the
table for, you bonehead "

Chick, who was going out of the door-
way, turned round. : s

“I'll say there ain't no dorg in this
rancho, Barney !” he answered, staring,

“Yon esky bonehead!” roared
Darney. * He was jest at my legs | Tarn
that dog out, you mosshead I™

“I'm telling jou there ain’t no
dorg ! )

“I heard him growl!” said Bunter,

“Aw, pack it up, you fat stiffl”

on blow off that

snapped Chick, *
whele heap too

mouth of yourn a
much."”

“(Gurrrrech

“Hear that!” roared Barnerv.

“Waal, carry me home to Hanner "
exclaimed the astonished Chick. *1
sure heered it, and I ain’t wise to it
how a dorg got in here. I ain't seen no
darg; cavorting around, I'll tell the
world."

gy

“ Drive it out, you bonehead t"

“Von said it!"” agreed Chick. '

He came back into the room, picked
np Barney's quirt, which the foreman
had thrown on a chair, and stooped, to
drive the dog from under the table.
His ¢ves fairly popped as he scanned
& space tenanted only by Billy Bunter's
fat legs! There was no sign of o dog.

“HBoarch me!"” gasped Chick.

“Get on with i, you boob!” snapped
Barnev. " You figure that I want that
dog chewing my laigs while I'm chew-
ing my beef "

“There ain't no dorg!” Eﬂfi%ﬁ‘d
Chick. *“I sure heered him, buz I'Il
tell a one-eved man from Alissour: I
can't sea no dorg!”

“Gurrrreeh |7 came a sudden hideons
growl behind Chick.

He spun round so suddenly that he
nearly lost his footing, and staggered
against the table.

" 8ay, where's that dorg 7" gasped the
amazed choremar.

“Find it and drive 1t out, yvou bone-
head ! snapped Barney, and he sat
down to his supper again.

" Find 16 yourself, i? you want "' came
fhe answer, in a voice so cxactly hike
Click's that Barney Stone had no doubt
on the subjeet.

Ha IenFt to his fect.

“Wheat's that " he roared.

Barney did not ¢are a boiled bean if
Chick checked Billy Bunter. But,
evidently, he cared many boiled beans
if Chiclt checked himszelf ! The foreman
of Kicking Cayuwse was not the man to
take lip from a choreman.

Chick just goggled at him. He had
heard the words; but who had spoken
was &-mystery to Chick. Certainly, he
did not dream that it was a fat junior.
who was sitting abt the toble helping
himself to boiled beef.

“Say, this bere ranche i1s haunted !
stuttered Chick. ;

“¥You goldarned dish-washer, wou
giving me back-chat!” roared Barney.
“¥You want me to break you up, you
pesky piccan, and throw what's left
out of the winder?”

“Aw, vou can can it!"” retoried
Chick. *I guess there ain't a guy i
Texas that conld throw me out of &
winder. What you Sgetl;ing vour mad
np about, Darney Stone? Wiat's a
guy done, I'm asking you?"

“You been down to Red Tlare, and
comte back boiled " snorted Barney.
“You know what vou said, I reckonl
Pack it up, and bring in the eats!"”

T s -

Aw, you go and fetch your eats, if
you want eats, you long-nosed scalla-
wag!” answered the {win to OChick's
voioe,

_ Barney, who was sitting down again,
jumped up suddeniy. He swang round
at the choreman with a face of fury.

“What'd I pay you for?" he roared.
“By the great horned toad, you got it
coming |

“Bay—" gasped Chick, as Barney
grasped him,

“ He, he, he!" from Billy Bunter.

There was a roar of angry voices, a
wild trampling of feet, as the mngry
foreman grappled with the equally
angry choreman.

rney swung Chick towards the open
doorway on the veranda, Chick resisted
manful il Billy Bunter, leaving them
to it, alt{:e:d himself to the supper
Chick had brooght in for Barner.
Bunter did not believe in wasting tine
in these importent matters.

With his large mouth full of boiled
beef and beans, the Greviriars ventrilo-
quist had ne maore leisure for ventrilo-
{Ju1sm,

But he had done enouglh—more than
enough |

Barney Stone, in the fixed belief that
Chick had handed him the most un-
heard-of insolence, was grappling with
Chick, to throw him out of tﬁa ranchao,
Chick, as & free and independent citizen
af the United Btates, was not going to
be handled by any guy, foreman or not,
if he could help ir. 8o there was a
ferrific tussle,

Chick went staggering to the door.
way in Barney's powerful grip—but,
plump as he was, Chick was a hefty
man, and he rallied, and came back at
Barney. They reeled across the room,
knocking over a couple of chairs, Then
Chick went to the door again, whirling
—and this time he went out into the
veranda flying.

He crashed there with a heavy thud,

Barney stood panting,

But Chick was up hike a jack-in-the-
box, and hurtling in. Fe hurtled at
Barney Stone, grabbed him, and bore
him back. Barney, with a roar of rage,
closed with him again, and they
struggled wildly.

Crash |

Losing their footing in Ethat terrifie
struggle, the -::msheg inte the table,
It was & fairly strong table, but it was
not built to resist the ecrash of two big
and heavy bodies. It rocked, and went
over—on Bunter |

“Yaroop " howled Bunter.

He went backwards over his chair,
The dish of boiled beef and beans shot
off tha table, and landed an his fat
face, The table rocked over on his fat
legs. Bunter roared wildly.

The struggle went on—unhecded by
Bunter I Like the man in the poem, the
subsequent proceedings interested him
ng more !

The boiled beef was hot! The boiled

beans were okl And they were all
heaped on Billy Bunter’s fat face!
Billy Bunter Epﬁ.lttﬂ'l‘-ﬂ'l‘j, and gurgled,

and howled, end roared—he squirmed
end he wriggled. Bunter liked boiled
beef—he liked boiled beans—and now
hie had the whole lot, But he was not

(Continued on page 20.)
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satizsfied. The wild howls and squeals
that eraanated from William George
Bunier indicated anything but satis
faction.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.

A Friend Among Foes !

HE sun was sinking in & blaze of
crimson  and ,El:li , behind the
mountaiog of New Mexico.

Herbert Vernon-8mith leaned
on the post at the doorway of the jacal,
whichh was his guarters m the Indian
encampment, looking out dully and
Eiﬂumtly—hu brow clouded, his heart

pavy. _ s

There was soms excitoment in the
Indian camp; but he did not heed it

Since the previous day ha had seen
Running Water, the Bounder's heartt
had been like lead in his breast.

He had not seen the outcast since.
He did not know whether the Indian
waz still in the camp. He did not care,
The hope he had founded on the man
was gone—he had nothing to hope or
expect  from  him.  Another weary,
dreary day had almost passed. .

A squaw had brought the prisoner his
supper of Indian corneake and water,
It ll::.:r wnheeded in the jaecal,

The Bounder was plunged in gloomy
thought. A crowd of braves and squaws
and papooses had gathered, w&tchgldg
some party ride in—but he did not heed,
Dot the growing excitcment, the loud
exclamations, drew his attemtion at
]Eas‘i‘; and he stepped out of the jacal to
ook.

A bunch of horsemen rode in from
the descrt—and as he looked at thein,
he saw at once that they had found
trouble. .

He had scen them ride out a couple of
days ago without heeding—on some trail
of theft or pilfering, he supposed. Now
they were returning—in hard case,

More than & dozen had ridden out—
only ¢ight rode in, and some of them
were wounded, Rainy Face, the chief,
was as pale as his coppery complexion
allowed him io be, and was hardly able
to sit his mustang.

A grim look of eatisfaction came over
the Bounter's face ns he looked. In his
bitterness and despair, any disaster to
his enemies was welcome to his eyes,
And it was plain that the Indian band
had had a bad disaster

The whole Sﬁplﬂﬂ-tmﬂ of the encamp-
ment gathered round, and meany hands
helped the wounded’ chief from his
mustang.

Az he dizmounted, Rainy TFace's oyes
fell on the Bounder mt a liitle distance,
and they flashed with fury.

His hand went to the tomahawk 1o his

girdle. )

The Bounder looked ot him, not
underderstandizg for #  moment.
Hitherto Raoiny Face had been his

gaoler—a harsh and unfeeling gaocler,
but, except on the occasion when he had
tried to cscape, the chiefl had taken no
gpecial notice of him, and had not ill-
uzed him in eny way. Now thers was
murderous rage in the coppery, ghastly
face of the wounded Incian,

He swung the tomahawk into the atr,
his black cves glittering @t the Bounder,

Then it ﬂa&%ed ke Vernon-Smith's
mind what was in the mind of the
savage Redskin, He had encountered
white men in the desort, he had fled
defeated and wounded, and the sight of
a “paleface” roused the revenge and
forocity of hia savage noture.

Vernon-Smith dodged quickly as the
toemahawk flow through the atr

But for his quickness, and for the fact
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that his wonnds had unsteadied the arm
of the Indian chief, the keen edge of
the axe would have craszhed into his
brain.

As it was, it whizzed Ly within a foot
of him, and struck the vall of & jacal,
erashing through, ;

Tha under's heart beat hard. His
life was in danger now—in deadly
danger from the rage of the defeated

Apaches,

A tall and museular Apache ran
towards him, & spear in hizs hand. It
was Running Water—the first time
Bmithy had seen him that day.

Rainy Face, who was evidently
severely wounded, leaned on another

Indian, exhauvsted by his effort in hurl-

ing the tomahawk, He was helped away 4

to his lodge.

Vernon-Smith leaped back from the
thrust of the spear in the hand of
Running Waler.

The Indian followed him up, thrasting
again.

This was the man upon whom his
hopes had been pinned! With ferocity
in his coppery face, he was thrustin
with the spear at the white boy who ha
hoped that he would save him!

Vernon-Smith leaped back into the
doorway of the jacal,

A few minules ago it had =eemed to
him that life was worthless; a hopeless
prisoner in the hands of savages in the
heart of the desert. But the terrible
nearness of death made wsll the differ-
ence. Apain the Indian thrust, and the
keen point of the spear grazed his arm
as 1t passed,

He backed into the jacal. looking
round him desperately for anything that
he conld vse as a weapoi.

But thcre was nothing—and he ex-
pected death, ¢

Running Water was glaring in at the
doorway of the jacal., But he did not
enter—and he did not thrust again,

He turned from the doorway, spear in
hand: though he remained guite near.
The Bounder leancd on the farther wall,
panimg.

Three or four Indians gathered oulside
the doorway, and he heard their
guttural voices, and the answering grunt
of Ruaning Water, They did not enter,

But he knew that it was the finish,

Hitherto e had been & prisoner, The
Indians had been harsh and unfechng,
but tiexy had not treated lum  with
cruelty, except when he had attempted
1o escape. But be realised now that his
life hung on a thread; once the wild,
unthinking ferocity of the savages was
avgused, they were likely to forget
evervthing except thai he was one of
the hated white race, and ai their
MEercy.

He had bharely escaped the whirling
tomahawk from the hand of Rainy Face,
He could not understund how he had
cseaped the thenzts of Running Water's
spear. Thriee the Indian had thrusy at
hiim, and missed by havdly an ineh.

Byt slowly the trulth dawned on his
mind, and with the realisation of i,
came a gleam of renewed hope,

Running Waler had not intended to
impale him on the spear. Ilad he
intended 1t the Bmlnc{&r conld never
have escaped the deadly thrusts ab close
gquarices,

The Indian had been driving him baelk
info the jacal, out of sight of the excited
and envaged Apaches,

He was safer ont of sight—indeed, had
lie foreseen what was going to happen,
he would have remained out of =might
when Rainy Face and his defealed crew
rode 1. Bunnmg Water had driven him
out of sight of the Indians, and that
wuas what he had intended to dol

Smithy understood that ab last

The savage ferocity in the face of
Running Water was assumed for thoe
deception of the other Apaches. Ik
dawned on Smithy's mind that, if the
Indian retained any concern for hiue, he
would not venture to let the others guess
that it was the case. He dave not, for
his life.

Hope, long dead in the Bounder's
heart, revived as he thought over it

Running Water, driving him back
with his spear into the jacal, had saved
his life—Rainy Face’s tomahawk was not
the only one that would have been lifted
against him. The Indian ouicast was,
a%ter all, his {riend.

Now he was standing outside the open
oorway of the jacal—and whatever it
was that he was grunting in speech to
the other Indians, it had the effect of
keeping them from entering. Running
Water had saved him, and was standing
between him and death,
He knew that now.

And with that knowledge, came undeg-
standing—and hopel He understood
now why Running Water had given hum
that blank unrecognising sbare the
previous day, and had affected to know
nothing of him, and had not come near
him zince. I he had friendly intentions,
he dared not let the other Indians sus-

ect them, They would have turned on

im like wolves.

He was not o chief. Rainy Face was
the chiief of the tattered -trewn—-Rutmirlg
Water was only one of the tribe, wit
no power in lis hands to intervene on

f of the prisoner. If he thought
of helping him, it could only be by
cunning end stealth, when an qp}lmrv
tunity came. In the meantime, he had
to throw dust in the eves of the resk
of the tribe.

Was that how the matter stood ?

He believed that it was—otherwise,
why had not that thrusting speav trans-
fixed him—why was Running Water
keeping the others away? The Apaches
had no suspicion of it—but the Bounder
was certain—almost ccriain!  If he
could only be surp——

Darkness fell on the Indian encamp-
ment and the surrounding desert. Tha
cackle of excited voices had died away.

The Bounder did not venture to lock
out of the jacal. He realised that it
was onlv prudent to aveid catching tho
eyes of the Indians. Qut of sight was
ot of mind.

Dimly, he could see the figure 1n tha
tattered blanket outside. Suddendy it
stirred, approaching closer to the open-
ing of the jacal. A whispering voice
reached the Bounder's intent ecarvs.

“Liitle paleface hear ™

“ Yoz ! whispered the Bounder, hia
heart thumping.

“Injun no forget!” came the scarcely
audible whisper. “Ruonning  Water
remember ! No can talk [”

The dim figure dizappeared, The
Bounder of Greviviars wos left alone in
the jacal, in the darkness.

Fut he was lefc with beating lLwcart
and shining ecyes—hope etrong and
certain now! He had a friend among
foes—one friend among so many foes:
and he knew that the tattered Indian
onicast would save him il he could.

e —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Riders In The Dark!

i O8T ¥”
I : “I'll tell 2 man !
The Famous Five of Grey-
friare stood holding eir
horsez. For some time they haod been



waltching Bill in the red glare of the
sunsct.

Bill, with his reins leoped over his
BT, ]zaf_l been moving, slowly: but he
had come te a halt at last. The juniors
kniew the result, before he spoke. The
trail was lost,

They had feaved it—expeeted itl
But it was a heavy blow, all the same,
T'or miles, long and weary miles, Bill
had picked uF the trail of Rainy Face,
after ihe flight of the survivors of tho
desperato fight in the descert. DBut it
lrad grovwn dimmer and more diffieult:
ond now, at length, the last doubtful
sign had petered out.

single heoofiprink, a trampled
stragple of juniper, a broken cactus or
ueca, was enough for Billl DBut the
ast dim and doubtful sign was gone,
and he was at s total loss.

Round them, as they held their horses,
gtrotched the desert, red i the glare
of the sinking sun.  Few zigns had been
left by tho galloping mustangs: stony
ridges and sandy hollows had hidden the
fecing Indians from sight: the “sign,”
sich as it was, would never have heen

Ei-i}md up by tha schoolboys: but it
led Bill on for many mles—till the
cnid eame. The dust of the desert hiad

cbliterated all fraces, )

The Greylriars party mighi have been
within & mile of the wunknown den of
the Woll-Apaches, They ‘might have
been sixty miles from it. There was no
clue. And night was falling.

They had no denbt that Rainy Face,
wounded and defeated, was heading
back to his den. Had the trail held,
they might have followed him there.
But they had hardly daved to hope that
it would heold—and now it had failed
them. 5

‘To the desperate danger that awaited
them, if they sueceeded in reaching the
Indian encampment in the desert, the
juniors gave hittle or no theught, They
were poing bo save Hwmithy, if they
could-—and  danger would not dJdeter
them.

That was nel ihe immediate problem
=—the immediale problom was 1o track
down the outenssts of the desert to their
hidden den, B the trail was lost, and
that woas that, :

Bill staves! roumd grimly over tho
parched doesort,

*§ rucss ve ot a line on them ! heo
eaied, ni lengih, Il say we've nearcr
thian we was! Buot &

Y Pat—" saicd Pob, glamly.

Rill grinned faintly. ]

“We got fo choew on it!” he said.
“T ain't going back without that young
hombre, secing as his popper, over tho
pond, handed him to me to ride herd
over. This here is a long trail, fellers.”

“ Long or short, we're sticking it out t”
said Havey Wharton, “ Wa're not going
back without Smathy

“Tha stickfulness i3 going to be
terrific I declared Harree Jomset Ram
Singh, cmphatically.

Buckskin Bill nodded.

“T°1l say that's a cinelt!” he agroed.
“Weo've got to camp here! Mobbe we'll
have some luck in the morning, Quien
sabe, as the Greasers szay. Stale out
thomn hosses, and camp.”

In the falling night, the juniors staked
ont the bronces, and camped. They ate
their frugal supper, washed down with
brackish water from their cans. Hard-
ship had beeome a daily experience, and
they gave it no thought,

As the davknoess closed in, they rolled
themselves in their blankets, wrapped
the watorproof slickers vound, and lay
down to sleep—on duosty, stany sand,
their heads pillowed on their arms,
bestde theair wm:]gy horses,

They had alinost forgotten  what
comfort was. like, after a week cn the
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desert, trail. But they slept soundly—
as soundly as they had ever slopt in the
old dormitory at Greyiviars School.
Their eves closed the moment they laid
down their hcads,

Bill was keeping watch. The juniors
were to take their turn., Every might m
the desert it was necessary for watch
and ward to be kept. Every shadow 1n
the darknesz might have hidden a crecp-
inﬁ foe. .

ut soundly as they slept, 8 whispor
wag enough to wake them. On the
desert tranl, they seemed to develop o
sixth sense—the sense of danger.

A whisper came from the gloom: and
tha Famous Five were awake, sitting up
in their blankets, and grasping their
rifles.

“Park it!"™ came Bill's whispor.

They were careful to make no sound.

It was a late hour of the night. Eill
had been going to call one of the juniors
to take his turn at watching, at mid-
night. It was close on midnight now,

Staring round them, the juniors could
sco only the dark of the night, which
snemed to be made more baflling and
impenetrabla by the glimmer of the
stars overhead.

But though they could see nothing,
they could hear. Faintly, from the open
spaces, came o sound. They could
guezs that it was tha sound that had
alermed Bill, and eaused him to wake
them., .

They strained thelr cars to listen.
The sound was faint, hut they wero
sure that it was made by the hoofs of a
horse.

“ A horseman, Dili 1™ hreathed Harry.

L 'E'E ]:"I‘

* An Indian—"

“ Burest thing yon know,”

The sound came clearer. It was the
unmistakable sound of hoofs, now: and
it seemed to the schoolboys that i
proceeded from more than one horse.

They had camped under the lee of
a stony ridge. The sound came fram
the other side of the ridge, which julted
to a height of perliaps a dozen fect
from tho level of ihe plain.

“Two of the rod skunks, T guess!”
muttered Bill, Ha was on his fect now,
staring towards the dJdark ridge, and
listening intently. He could pick out
the sounds of two horses.

“They’ll pass without seeing anything
of usi” whispered Bob. “They're
ﬁqﬁsiﬁg the other side of the ridge,

1

“Bure !” grunted Dill. "If they was
on this side of the ridge, ¥ guess they'd
spot ns—I'll say thern Reds can see in
the dark like pesky ecats. They ain't
spotted us—but we sure are going to
spot them.”

The juniors peervd ab him, in the dim
stavlight, inquirvingiy. They had sup-
posed that, oz the riders of tho night
were missing theiy ecamp, Bill's game
would bo to keep aquiet till they were

one,  Bui that, it sectned, was not
Bill's gamao.

" Eugd]'g up=—prento ! mmttered DBill.

“But what—"" whizpoered Nugent.

“¥ou young geck, I gness tas here i
ek ™ sald Bl "Am't we lost tho
trail of them Reds? AMebbo them two
bucks is littin' the trail for the cow
country o steal hosses, and if that's so,
they ain't o doggoncd u=e to us, But
mrhba they're hittin® for camp.”

“dh " breathed Bab,

“T puess we ain't losing chances !
sairl Bill. “How'd wo know they ain’t
a coupla of Rainy Face's bucks hittan’
for camp?  And if they was, ain't they

ging to give us pointers on the trail?
%gums wa don't know—Dbut we sure are
fnmﬁ to know—amd if they're heading
or Rainy l'ace’s hide-out, we're afier

2t

them, Like a lIobo-wolf after an aniclope;
Pronte, you ;rum:.ﬁ ginks 1*

The juniors said no more; but swifily
saddled and bridled their broncos,
_Who tho two riders on the farther
sicla of the stony ridge were, and for
what destination they were heading, was
unkonown: but there was, at lcast, o
ﬁoqd chance thak t.h(xly were & eonple of

ainy Face's gang heading for hone,
In that case, the lost trail was found
agnin.

The sound of tho hool-licats was
nearer and clearer now. The two hovses
were golng at a gallap, and in a few
minutes they would be passing the end
of the ridge that hid them from {he
Greyfriars party.

Bill and the i{amnlls Five mounted in
haste, and rode along their side of the
ridge in the samo direetion as the riders
on the other side. As soon az they
paszed the end of it they would zeo tho
indians in the starlight.

Swift as they wero, the unscen gallop-
ing horses wero alinost tEﬂ:ﬂ; tha end of
the stony ridge when they got going.
But once in the saddle they urged the
bronces to a fuvious gallop. Tho
thunder of hools rang far in tho silent
desert, and must have reached af onco
the ears of the unseen riders.

The sound of a cracking quirt came
back. The unscen riders had heard, and
were urging on their horses to greater
speed. And with quirt and spur, the
Greyfriars party drove an their broncoa
and swept rownd the cnd of the stony
ridge in hot pursuit.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Escape !
H ERBERT VERNON-SMITH

stirred.
He was not éleeping,
He was not likely to sleep
thiat night.

Ha lay on his bud of tattered <kins on
the earthen floor of the jacal, sleepless,
walehing, listening.

The Indien encampment was buried in
slomber.,  Ooly from the horse corral
came  ooecasionzl  sounds of stirving
horses, and somctines o seuttling of the
hungry, half-wild Tndian dogs, rooting
among the huls for garbage.

The doorway of the jaeal was still
open,  The prisoner of tho descrt was
not  guarded at night. There was
nothing to prevent him from leaving tha
jacal if he wished, The howling ﬂ?ilm
prowling dogs would bave started an
alarm at once lLnd he done zo. Twieo
when the Bounder had stirred out at
night the clamour of the dogs had
awekened Indians sleeping in the huts,
and he had hurried in again, Joywig on
the bed of tattered and dicty skins, the
Bounder listencd and stirred.

There was a growl of o savage dog, a
guttural mutter, and the dog was «ilent,
It was at Indian’s voice that ladl
soothed Inm.

The Bounder sat up.

He bhad hoped and prayed ihine Rune
ning Waley might come. Was he

coming ¥

IIe ﬁad allowed {he previows uight fo
pass, but that, perhaps,  wa: for
caution’s sake. DBut surcly the tine fer
i tho

such caulion was pask, when,

present  mood  of  the savages,  the
prizoner’s life hung on the mervest
thread |

Indeed, the Dounder alimo-1 wonderad
that he was =till Living, Rainy Face,
perhaps, wae overcome by his wounds
e knew that tho “¢hief was sorel
wounded. 1le had giveh free rein to s

Tue Maicxer Lispany.— o, 1,578,
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ferocily at the sight of a white face, but
Smithy had seen nothitg mere of him,
And since Running Woter had turned
the ether Indians away from the jacal,
none had come. Possibly their fit of
Fury and ferocity had passed; or pos-
sibly their savage vengcance was only
postponed. Ele know, at all events, that
while he remained in the Indian camp
he remained in the very shadow of
deati.
Would Running Water come ¢

He heard no sound afier that mutbter
that soothed the prowling dog; but he
suddenly beeame aware that he was no
1 r alono in the hut. Therc was a
toft and subdued breathing in the
darknesa. ;

Vernon-8mith rose to his feet, his
heart beating ‘almost to suffocation,

Ho made hardly a sound; but, slight
as his movemaont was, it caught the keen
car listening in the dark.

“Little paleface no elecp!” came a
whisper., :

“Nol' breathed Vernon-Smith, It
was the volee of Running Water, though
in the darkness ho could see uothing of
the Indian. :

“TLet my little brother's longue be
still 1" eame the whisper. “Injun hear,
Injun kill—kill little paleface, kill Run-
ning Water.”

Only too well the Bounder knew that
the Indian was risking his life. Had he
been diseovered helping the prisoner to
escape, death by torture would have
been his inevitable fate.

The Bounder stood silent.
hand touched his drm.

“Injun no forget!” came the almost
inaudible whisper, **Injun wait, help
little white brothier T No can wait now
—new day, Imjun kill,”

The Bounder shuddered.

He understood that Running Water
had planned to delay to chooso the most
favourable moment, perhaps when most
of the tribe were absent frown the camp,
But what had happencd that day had
forced liis hand. He had to save the
Bounder that night, or see him fall a
victim to Indian vengeance on the
INOryow.

“You come with Rubning Water!”
whispered the unseen Indian,

In silence the Bounder went.

Al was densely dark and silent in the
gtragple of huts and skin tepees that
made up the Indian cucampmeont—silent
Eut for the prowling savage dogs.

A paiv of greenish cyes glared {rom
the gloom, with & glittt‘r of teeth, and
there was a rrowl; but & muitcred word
from the Indian, end a gesture, drove
the slinking brute away. Had the
Bounder been alone the brute would
have sprung on Lim with snapping
teeth, but he slunk away from the
Indian.

Buiuing Water made no sound as he
moved: the Bounder made hardly a
sound.  Another &and anothor dog
snuffed round them, to slick away at a
wenaeing gesture from the Indian.

Then they were out of the straggle of
flimsy buildings. The glimmer of the
star: did not help the Bounder. e
was bewildered by the darkness round
him. Bul the Indian, grasping his arm,
woved on without a pausc.

Tho encampment by the s]nrmg under
the coltonwood-brees was left behind,
The horse corral was left behind with
the encampnient, and Smithy wondered,
Surely the Indian was not dreaming of
penetrating the dosert on foot? There
would be pursult as soon as the prisoner
was missed, and on foot it was hopeless
to think of escapo from the desert.
Then, at a distauco from the encamp-
THe Magyer Lisnany.—INo. 1,576,

A groping

THE MAGNET

ment, he heaed a faint sound of stivring
horses,

He underztood. The Indian had taken
the horses out of the camp_ before
coming to the jacal for him. He had
left them -tethered in readiness at o
distancoe, )

Bunning Water stopped. Two dim
forms loomed in the dark—a pair of
horzcs tethered to a peg driven in the
earth.

Oue of them was the hrown broneo
with while' splashes on its legz—the
horse that Running Water had ridden
into eamp, and which locked to
Bmithy's oyes like Rill's broneo. The
other was o wild-looking, shepgy
Indian mustang,

Both were saddled and bridled.

The Indian mado & gesture, and
Vernon-Smith inounted the brenco. His
heart Iﬁarcn'. and thumped as he sat in
the saddle and look the reins in his
hands. ¥Free—free again, after so
many weary days; free, and mounted
on a swift horse, with the open desert
before him! His breath came thick
and fast, and his eyes danced.

The Indian stood by the mustong, his
head bent te listen, his dark eyes
gleaming back at the encampment,
Indden in the night. The Rounder
knew that he was listening for a sound
of alarin, of pursuit; but there was no
soungd, He heard the Woli-Apache draw
a deep breath.

Running Watcr turned to mount the
mustang. The Bounder had a glimpse
of his face in the stars—hard, hawkish,

rim, but with an ¢xpression gn it that
ﬁe Iiad not scen before, It came into
his mind how different the Indian's
feclings must be from his own, What
was hope and freedom for him was exile
for the Apache—exile from the lodges
of his tribe if he escaped; death by erucl
torments if he did not. Vernon-Smith
ect his lips.

“IHold onl™ he muttered.
to me, Running Water I”

“You ride ! said the Indian briefly.

“Hold on, I tell youl ¥You've done
all I could have asked—more,” said the
Bounder carnestly. *Tell me—what
will they do if-—if they find ot "

“Kill!” said the Indian quietly.
“Running Water must ride far from the
lodges of his people.”

¢ Bounder shook his head.

“Tt's not pood onough,” he said.
“Look here, o back to the camp, and
they will never know, Leave me to
take my chance. If they see you, let
them think that you saw me escaping
and followed. Leave me to take my
ehance.”

The Indian logked at him quietly.
His cxpression told that he was con-
siddering 1t; Lut he made a sign in the
negative,

“Aly litle wlite brother does nok
know the deseet,” he said, Y He will
never find his way back to the lodges
of tho pelefaces. Runuing Water must
be his guide.” :

“T tell you I'll chanec it !

The Tndian did not speak again, He
mounied the mustang and sigued to the
Bounder to ride after him.

Vernon-B8mith  set the broneo  in
motion. The Tndian had decided, and
he could only follow.

He konew that the Apache was right,
Uuguided, he could never have found
his way out of the trackless dezert, and.
when the hunt was np recapture would
have Leen very neavly a certainty, He
would have taken the chance rather
than have made the Indian an outeast
from his own people. Buat the matier
was deeided now, and he counld only

¥ Listen

ride afier the Indian
shadows of, the desert,

They rode in silence, under the
glimmer of the stars. How the Indian
found his way the Bounder could not
begin to guess, and he could not hel
teeling that, left to himself, he u—aulg
have been as likely as not to ride back
in E:Eht of the encampment. But the
Redskin never paused. At a steady

allop, they rode on, mile after mile
slipping beneath the galloping hoofs.

Save for the beatl of the hoofs and the
echoes that came back from the stlenca
of the desert, there was no sound in the
night.

But suddenly if seemed to Vernon-
Smith that the echoing of the galloping
hoofs came louder and sharper, and
multiplied in sound.

Running Waler's dark eyves shot a
suspicions, alarmed glance towards a
long, low, stony ridge, the length of
which they were following

Then Smithy knew what the Indian
had known at once—that it was nob o
louder and sharper echo that came
sounding over the ridge, but the beat of
other hoofs—the sound of other riders.

Separated from them only by that
stony ridge on their left, there were
other riders in the night.

Was it pursuit? Whe but pursuers
could be riding in the darkness of mid-
night in the desert?

Running Waler made & rapid sign to
him and swerved away from the ridge.
The Bounder followed fast. At the same
time, & bunch of riders came galloping
round the end of the stony ridge in hot
chase.

Vernon-Smith cazt a quick look over
his shoulder.

In the dimness of the stars, lie picked
out shifting shadows-—one, two—four—
s51x; ho picked out six, bot they were
merely dim spots of shadow, impossible
to distinguish, But they were riding in
fierce pursuit, there was no doubt about
that, and the Bounder urged on the
broncoe to maddest speed beside the
galloping mstang of the Tudian.

inte the dark

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fallen Among Friends !

ALLOP, pallop. gallop!
Shﬂr? and clear rang the boat
of hoot: on the stonv =0i], Tha

Bounder looked back again, and
saw nothing in the dimness.

But he knew that the pursuers wetra
following fast—he could hear tho
thunder of the hoofz; and from that he
knew that the pursuera could also hear,
and were paided by the hoofbents of the
fugitives.

That, in the dimness of the desert,
amid the hollows and ridges, was their
only guide, unless they had an occa-
sional glimpse by chance.

8o when the Indian suddenly drew in
his raustang, Vernon-Smith did not nead
telling the reazon why., He pulled in at
QIICE .

Running Water dropped to  the
gmund, and the Bounder, without wait-
ing for a word or a sign, dismonnted.

The Indian, staring back. listened
with the intentness of a prairie wolf,

Sharp, clear came the ring of gallop-
ing hoofs from the dark.

The Indian, taking Lis mustang by
the bridle, led the animal swiftly into
a deep hollow between two stony hillocks
which Smithy bad neot observed. The
Bounder followed him instantly.

Deep in the darkness, Running Water
made his mustang lie down; the
Bounder followed his example. Iie



Crack ! rang Vernon-Smith’s six-gun. The range was not long,
Stone gave a hoarse yell as the bullet clipped by his elbow.
and the foreman’s horse gave a sudden squeal and pitched headlong over !

placed his hand on the animal's muzzle,
and Vernon-Smith did the same with
his broneco. A whinny from either horse
would have guided pursuit.

But thers was now no sound to guide
the riders in the dark. Already their
cars told them the rapid gallop had
slackened.

Hidder: in the darkness, the Bounder
erouched by his Imrsle,_ listening, with
bated breath, by the side of the silent
Indign. .

He did not need telling Running
Water's thoughts. Only the sound of
their horses had guided the enemy, and
that sound was stilled. The pursuers
were left gueminf_

A trail would have been hard to pick
up on the stony ground even in the
daylight. In the darkness it was impos-
sible. Only by chance ecould the pur-
guers come on them in the darkness.

That the pursuers were “wise ™ to tha
Indian's game was soon clear—they wers
no longer galloping. They knéw that
the fugitives had stopped, but they
knew no more than that.

SBmithy could still hear the horses, but
they were no longer going at speed.
The pursuers were riding in the dark-
ness, in the hope of picking up sight or
sound of the haited fugitives.

The sound receded. They wore riding
on in vain search, coming nowhers near
the dark hollow where the fugitives
crouched.

‘The hoofbeats faded. Then again
they grew clearer, The Bounder’'s mind,
strung to tense keenness, could follow
the thoughts of the pursuing horsemen.
'I'i'nz;+ guessed that they had passed the
fugitives, and wera trying back.

nly by the blindest chance could they
fall upon the two dismounted fugitives
erouching in the hollow. The Bounder
had little foar of it.

It was long hours yet to daylight.

EVERY SATURDAY

Long before the dawn came to betray
them to searching eyes they would be
gone,

Bmithy conld guess the Indian’s inten-
flon—to weit in hiding till it was safe
to stir, then to creep away on foot, lead-
ing the horszes in silence, not to mount
again until they were safe out of hear-
ing. The hunters might pass on from
the spot; but even if they lingered in
the vieinity, it needed only stealthy
caution and cunning to escape them.

The Bounder breathed more freely.

Ho could still hear the sound of
horses—ifarther off again. Then there
was & clatter of hoofs, so near at hand
that it made him start.

But he made ne sound.

Crouching by his horse, his hand on
the bronco’s muzzle to sssure its silence,
he peercd through the dark, and had a
dim glimpse of a8 passing horseman—not
ten fect away.

But the horseman might as well have
been ten miles away for any chance that
ho had of seeing or hearing the two
crouching in the hollow.

He passed on. At a little distance
they heard him pull in his horse. There
was & trampling of hoofs, a jingling of
stirrupa. -

Then a voice called.

And Herbert Vernon-8mith wondered
whether he was dreaming. He felt tho
Indian at his side give a convulsive
stars.

“Hold in your hosses, you 'uns I’ came
the call in a deep woice that was
familiar to the ears of Herbert Vernon-
Bmith, “I'll say we've lost them dog-
goned Reds, durn their hides [

The Bounder did not stir.

He was dumbfounded.

Unless be was dreaming, or unlesz his
senses had forsaken him, it was the
voice of Bill Buck—Buckskin Bill, of
Kicking Cayuse

but the motion of the horses made shooting difficult. Barney
But he rode furlously on.

Crack | The Bounder fired again,

It could not be How could it? Up
tg that moment no doubt had entered
his mind that the ridera of the night
were a gang of Wolf-Apaches, huntin
for the prisoner who had escaped.
Dumbfounded, doubting his esra and hLis
eenses, the Bounder of CGreyfriars
remained still, as if petrifed.

There was a clattering of hoofs as
other riders gathered at the eall
Ancother voice came, but the Bounder
counld not believe that it was the veice
of Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Greyfriars BRemove., Wharton waa at
the ranch, and he was at least a hundred
miles from the ranch.

“They're gone, Bill 1

“Aw, how'd a ﬁﬂg know 1 came an
angry growl. “Mebbe them Injuns is
leading their doggoned ocayuses slong
without spilling a sound, or mebbe
they're in cover, and near cnocugh to
hear me yaup! How'd a guy guessi*

“If they'ra in cover, we'll spot them
at dawn, Bill.”

1f the Bounder was not dreaming, the
speafe-r wfaa Bob Cherry.

“Aw, forget it, you young gink!
You fgger that they’ll wait til]l dawn?
Wa lost them Injuns.®

“Rotten luek 1" came the voice of
Johnny Bull. “But there’ll be a trail,
Bill. 'We'll fiud sign of them at day-
Light.”

C“You're talking ! I guess I'Hl pick up
sign ab sun-up! I'N tell a man] And
I guess it will peter out, like tha trail
of Rainy Face yesterday | Surest thing
you know.”

“Every littlo helps!” came Frank
MNugent's voice. “We know at least that
wa'va ga_h nearer to Smithy, Bill, since
we fell in with Rainy Face, and thia
may bring us a little nearer.”

“Every absurd little is a terrifie help,
my esteemed Bill 1”
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Grunt @

“If we'd got 'em, or got onc of Tem !
1i o guy had had a chance with a rone!

I guess if I had cinched one of thrm
Reds, he would have put uz wise, or elsg
I'd have kyarved him a few ! DBut '

“Well, we've lost them, Bill 1™

“You're shouting I ;

Vernon-Smith could not believe it;
he could not believe that he heard the
voice of Bill, the voices of the Famouz
Five of Groyfriars, coming from the
darkness of the desert. But he knew
that it was true, amazing, unexpected,
seemingly miraculous es it was. He
made & movement, and a coppery hand
touched his arm. The dark eves of the
Indian glinted. S

“ Little white brother find his friends!”
breathed the Indian. “INo want Bun-
ning Water! Babet”

“They're my friends{” muttered the
Bounder. “They must have come after
me, and I thought—" ]

“No want Running Water! Inun go
back to the lodges of his people I” said
the Apache quietly. A faint grin glided
over his pcrm:l-er:f face, “S'pose Injun
cleep in jacal, Rainy Iacc no sabbey ;
other Injun no sabbey. Littdle white
brother understand 77

The Bounder understood.

There was ample time for the Apache
to return to the Indian encampment
before dawn, to affect fo be as]uep m
his hut when morning came, and, if he
were nobt aissing, the Wolf-Apaches
could not suspect him of having had a
hand in the cscape of the white prisoncr.

It would have needed a long absence
to guide the Bounder to safety, but now
that he had, so unaxgected!y, found his
friends it was not needed.

“Habbey 1" whispered the Indian.

“Yes yes " said the Bounder. ™ Wait
till I have spoken to them. Bill Buck
might pull & gun ab the sight of an
Indian—until I've warned him | Wait "

He rose to his feet, leaving the Indian
with the two horses, and stepped out of
the hollow.

The slightest sound of a footstep was
enough for Bill. He whirled hiz bronco
vound, and his revolver glinted in the
stars,

WHEELED
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“pill Y shouted the Bounder,
Ila van forward.
“Bill, old man!

0., vou fellows!
It's Smithy 1"

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hitting the Home Trall !

1 MITHY (™ yelled Bob Cherry.
ik En'li-ﬂ!l:f i1

“1'H tell a man 1”

The bunch of riders could zee
only a shadow, but they knew the
familiar volce, They scrambled down
headlong from tlieir horses.

" Smithy 1"
“Are wo dreaming this?™
“he droamfulness =cems terrific !

“T'1 tell & man!t” gasped Bill Buck,
gazing at the Bounder with distended
eyes as the Famous Five surrounded
him, shaking his bands, thumping him
on tho back, fairly crowing over him in
their amazement and delight,

*“Smithy, 13 1t you?”

“0Oh, Smithy, old chap 1™

“T'I tell & man—I'N tell a man from
Texas 1" gasped Dill.  “I'll tell the
world! And then some! Mean to say
that's you, young Vernon-Smith P

“Sort of I grinned the Bounder,

“0Oh, what a surprise!™ chortled Bob
Cherry.,  “Oh, Bmithy, old pippin!
How the merry thunder did you, get
hore 2"

“We've just been after a couple of
Indians !™  gasped Harry Wharton.
“They rode near our camp, and we got
after them, DBill reckoned that they
might help us sort out Rainy Face's den,
but they got away—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Bounder.

“TH tell & man!” said Bill dazedly.
“Yep, I'll surely tell a man "

The Bounder laughed loud and long.

" Glad you didn’t get near enough for
Bill to draw a bead on those Indianst”
he chuckled. “You see, I was one of
them.™

“What i

“Youl”

[ 11 H{I"ﬁ"—'—-“

* And Running Water was the other !™
chortled the Dounder. “*You remember
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Ruvung Water—the Indian T made
friends with—"
“Oh, my hat! Yes rother! We saw

him at Packsaddle, and told him ke

“We thought he might help——"

"B'l-l! L 15

“He pinched Bill's horae, and we saw
nothing of him atterwards—"

* But what—"

“He got me away thiz very night,"
sald Vernon-Smith., “When vou got
after us we thought it was pursuit from
Rainy Face's gang ! We were in hiding,
when I heard your voices—""

“Oh crikey !

“T'll tell a man!” gasped Bill, * That
-:I-:-ggﬂne;:l Injun that lifted my browe

n __'“-l

“1 thought T know
chuckled SBmithy. “O0.K., Bill! Ruu-
ning Water had te have a horse to get
after me, and if he'd lost his own I'in
jolly glad he pinched yours. I've been
riding it to-nmight, Bill [’

“RBearch me ' gurgled Bill.

“Well, this beats it!" said DBob
Cherry, * Blessed if I can guite believo
vet that it’s really you, Smithy ! That
Indian must have meant to go after
you when we fold him what had
happened——"

“Jolly glad you did=—he might never
have heard I said Vernon-Smith, * 8o
vou told him, and he hited Bill's horse
and hit the desert after me !

““And he got you away "

[ ¥ Hﬂ did I!ll

“Good man ™

“I guess,” gaid Bill, *that I suve
won't shoot that Injun up for lifting my
cayuse. I surely won't, if he got vou
away from them doggoned Reds, Mr,
Vernon-Smith, sir.”

“PBut where iz he?" asked Iarry
Wharton, * Where—""

“In sound of our voices,”™ answered
Vernon-Smith., I thought I'd spenk
first in case Bill weighed in with a gun
a3 soon as he saw an Indian. I'll call
him!" He turned and called: “Ruu-
ming Wafer ™

There was no answer from the dark,

thnt brone !

“AIl safe now,” called out the
Bounder.  **Come here and sce my
friencs, Running Water! Al friends
here,”

But theve was only silence, and the
Bounder ran back into the dark hollow,
his friends following him.

“Rumiuing Water!” he exclaimed.
“By gum! He's gone!™

The broneo was there, bt the Indian
mustang was gone, and the Indian was

one with it. Evidently., while the

ounder was in talk with his friends,
the Indian had led his horse away in
the opposite direction and disappeared.
Already he was on his way back lo the
Indian encampmont.

“Lrane ' said Harry blankls.

“The gonefulness is terrifie.”

The Bounder's brow clouded. Ile had
had ne time to give the Indian even his
thanks for what he had done, and he
would have been glad to reward him, to
give lim any reward thal his untutored
mind might fancy, But Running Water
had vanished silently in the night and
was gone,

Possibly he was dubious about o meet-
g with Bill, whom he had knocked
over with a rock when he stole hiz horse.
Morve likely he did not want thanks, and
wis ouly anxious to get back to his hut
in the Indian camp before he could he
missed and his part in the escape of the
prisoner suspected.

That unexpected meeting in the heart
of the desert was fortunato not only for
the Bounder, but for the outcast
Apache., It had saved him from dis-
covery by the rest of the tribe and from
becoming an exile from his people



“Hlevanted ™ said Dill.  *Waal, hwe
was a doggoned hoes thick, but I guess
T'd have given bhim the glad hand.”

“The gladfulness of the hand would
have been toerrvific ! romarked Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh.

“If tho other %u-_tlin:na find out what
ho did for you, Smithy—"

o 'l‘lmiy won't, if ho gota back before
dawn I said Vemnon-Simith, " He was
yeady to risk it—but he knew that I
should be safo with Bill! Iere’s your
brone, Bill; you'll have to lend him to
we till we hit Packsaddle.” : ;

“Get on that cayuse!” said Bill
“Wo ain't camping no move to-night,
vou 'uns| I guess them Reds will be
viding after voung Vernon-Bmith come
sut-up—and I reckonr it's us for the
howe trail! Now we're through I'll tell
you that we had a big mouthiul to chew,
i we ever struck their hide-owt, and
mnebbe wo'd never have gob it down! I
ruess wo ain’t looking for o rookus with
n bunch of Wolt-Apaches, now we got
the roods ] Nopet! We got to ride.”

“You said it, Bill!"” agreed ihe
DBounder.

“What-ho I'"* zaid Bob.

No ona was thinking of camping. A
desperate alfray with the Indians, to
rescue the prisoner, had been the pro-
spect before the Famous Five, and they
had not shrunk from it. But now that
the Bounder was with them they were
uonly anxious to ride ¢lear of the outcasts
uf the descrt,

“Lead oun, IDHHIY
Whaorton, ) )

“1 guess we've going Lo ride, and ride
hard ! said 11l ‘ﬁfuu young ginls
can chew the rag when we come to camp
;F’hich won't be afore noonl Get to
1

Bill led the way, and the Famous Five
ond the Bounder followed him in a
Lappy bunch, _

ow Running Water had found his
way by night in the trackless desert had
heen o inystery to the Bounder, and i
was ¢cqually 8 mystery how Bill found it
But the puncher never drow rein for a
moment, and at a steady gallop they
kept on through the remainder of the
night, and when the stars paled in the
dawn they had no doubt that they were
out of reach of pursuit by Rainy Iace
and s braves,

But they did not draw rein.

Through the long, hot morning they
rode on and on, mile after nule, and it
was nob till the sun was blazing at noon
that Bill ealled a halt and the weary
hovses and weary riders were able 1o
rosg.

They halted at a walerhole in tho
shade of & clump of trees, almost foo
weary to cat, and after s snatched lunch
they lay down to rest. Dut & fow
hours sleep restoved them, and Bill
browed coffea when they sab up in the
shadlo of tlie trees; apd then, for the
first time since they had met, the
Bowndor and the Famous Five were
bl to compare notes

Bill had doubted what the chums of
{hie Pemove had told him—of Barney
Stone's suspected trenchclg‘ But ho
vould not doubt what the Bounder told
luin, for Smithy spoke of his own cer-
tain hnowledpe, Ele had, at last, the
“goods” on Barney Btone, and now
that he was hitting the home trail a
reckoning was colmng.

“Tha dng?ﬁncd ecallawag 1™ said
Bill. *“1'll tell @ man! The pesky, pie-
faced piccan! Carry me home to diel
1'll tell & man, that bowbre sure does
get my goat |

The Bounder pave him a cheery grin.

“That willain fired wyou, Bill!* hs
paid. “FHe's going to be fired himself,
pow=—rfired into the calaboose at Dack-

said  Ilavry
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saddle! You'ro coming back fo the
ranch, Bill "
“I'll tell & man!” agreed Bill.

It was yot a long and weary trail fe
Pﬂ-ﬂksﬂddil; but the Greyfriars fellows
rode it with cheery faces and light
hearts; faces growing cheerier and
Learts lighter when they left the desert
behind them, and rode once more girth-
decp in the waving grass of the cow-
country.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Sheriff Rides !

HERIFF LICK broke off in iho
middle of a sentence and stared.

The sheriff of Packsaddle was

sitting on his official desk in his

office in the cow town:; with his g

boots resting on his office stool. He

wag talking to lis deputy, ike

Hilligan; and the topio was & reccnt

loszs of cows from the Kicking Cayuse

Ranch, run off by rustlers into the

recesses of Bguaw Mountsins,

But Mr. Lick forgot the lost cows as
a bunch of visitors tramped in through
tho open doorway from the sun-
seorched strect.

There were seven of them, and of the
seven, ho was not surprised to sec six,
But one surprised him very much: and
that one was Herbert Vernon-Smith,
the son of the latest owner of Kicking
Cayuse Ranch,

Tha sheriff stared at him. Mike
Ililligan stared at him. 1 o
Harry Wharton & Co. smiled. They

were guite aware that Sheriff Lick had
not had the slightest expectation of
seeing them return from the desert
with the kidnapped Bounder in their
company. Probably he had not expected
ihem to return at oll, even without the
Bounder,

Rill Buck grinned from ear to ear.

“Aornin’, sheriff 1”7 he roared.

“Peareh we l? said MI‘.,LH:]{. Say,
15 ihat the you uy—" )

“T'N tell g. mls.ﬁ E, ihunkled Bill

“You got him back!” pgasped the
sherilf.

“7 should smile |"” assented Bill.

“Then them Injuns never run him off
it the Staked Plain, like them young
ainks allowed 1" said Mr. Lick. :

“Thay sure did, sheriff,” said Bill,
“and I'm telling you that 'i.lmm ‘oung
ginks have been through Injun fighting,
m the desert, and it was the Injuns that
come out at the little end of the horn.”

“You're telling wel” gasped AMr,
Lick. : ' .

WSurest thing vou know 17 zaid Bill

The juniors eculd not belp grinnin
at 1l astonishient of Mr. Lick an
Lia deputy.

In point of fact they had been
favourcd by fortune. IE was to Running
Water that Smithy owed most. It was
the gratitude of an_outenst Indian for
an oct of kindness that had saved him.
Siill, there he was, safa and sound, with
his friends—the schoolboys had come
back, and they had come back successiul,
the rescued prisoncer of the Wolf-Apaches
with them.

“I'll say I'm glad to sece you sale,
Mr. Vernon-Smith 1" said the sheriff.
“] guess you are n lucky hombre.”

“gure,’ -grinmed the Bounder, “and
now I'm bacl, Mer. Lick, I want vou to
Jdeal with the man whe handed me over
to Rainy Face." _

'The sgheriff's face became prave. His

vory curiously at the

deputy looked
Both of thein know to whon

Bounder.
" asked Mr Lick.

Bmithy alluded.
“Meaning
“Barney Stone!” said the Bounder
quietly.

“*You got the goods ™

i3

“Quita! Any more cows missing from
my father’s. ranch while I've been
away 1" added the Bounder sarcastically.

“You said it] Yuba rode in yester-

day with a message from Bammey that
a herd had been run off 1" said Mr.
Lick. “1 wos jost chewing tho rag

about it with Mikoe here. But if you'ra
g}?mg to tell me, like them young gecks,
that Barney is behind the rustlers st

their game, you got to prove it."
“If T can't prove the cattle-rustling on
Barney, Mr. Lick, I can prove the kid-

napping 1 answered Vernon-Smith, “ It
wag Barney Stone who handed me over
fo Rainy Face and Iiis gang, a fortnight
sgo, on Squaw Mountain.”

“You reoady to swear that in an ally
davy ¥ acked the sheriif.

“Sura thing ' sald tho Bounder.

Tho sherif and his c<hief depuly
cxchanged glances. Bolh of them
robably had a strong suspicion of
ey Stone's game at Kicking Cayuse,
It was common gossip in thoe cow town
ithat Barnoy ran Kicking Cayuse for
himself, and had no use for owners,

The Bounder’s atatement was conough
for the sheriff to act upon. It waa the
“woods ¥ on Barney at last,

AMr. Lick heaved his bulky person off
the desk,

“I guege,” ho remarked, " ihat T can
cinch Barnoy on thatl I'll mention that
I always have suspicioned that guy o
whole heap. I recloned there was a
uigger in the woodpile at Kicking
(‘avuse; and that his name was Barney !
Say, Barney know you're back 1

“Not by a jugful! He's going to
know when I ridauqlrn with you, ﬁ? 'Eir:k,
and charge him with kidnappivng.”

“(Git the cayuses, Mike ™

“Hure " said Hillipan, and he left the

olfice,

“Now ‘ljﬂu spill tho rest!"™ said Ar.
Lick, amd he leaned upon his desk ahd
chewed a cig]ar whila the Bounder told
him the whale story.

“It's the goods on Barncy 1" he said
ab last. Mr. Lick pulled a six-gun out
af its holster and examined it very care-
fully before he shoved it back again.
Frvidently he reckoned that it might be
wanted when ho hit Kicking Cayuse to
fake the foreman into official custody.

il Buek gave a nod.

“Barney'll kick 1" he said.

“He sure will kick like le was a
buck-jumping brope!” said Mre. Lick.
“ Anud Borney ain't no slouch with a E?‘un,
1 guess you young gecks had better keop
clear while T'm  talking turkey to
Barnoy.” )

“Forget it1” said Vernon-Smith.

Hgrry Wharton & Co, shook their
lheads. They had no intention of keeping
clear when the double-deeling forcman
of Kicking Cayuse was rounded ujp.

Hevbert Vernon-Bmith was  quile
determined to be “on™ in the final
seene  at Kicking Cayuse; aund his
friends were going to bo with Lim,

Hilligan came back with his own horse
aud the eherifi's, My Lick tramped
heavily out of his office. :

The Greyfriars party had left theiv
broneos hitched outside. They followed
the sheriff out, and mounted,

A good many glances wero turned on
Herbert Vernon-Smith as he rode down
the streeb.

All Packsaddle knew that the son of
the new owner of Kicking Cayuse had
wysteriously disappeared—and there was
& good deal of surmisé on tho subject
in which the namo of Barney Stone ad
been mentioned, 8o the sight of the
owner's son riding in the strect of the
cow town attrected s good desl of
attention,

The bunch of riders swept out of Pack-

Tue Macyer Lipany.—INo. 1,578
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sagtdle, amd took the trail for Kicking

UH%U.EE. =

hey rode at s gallop. Mr. Lick was
anxious to reach the ranch before the
news of Vernon-Bmith’s escape could
reaul;:i Barney Stone, and put him on his
guard.

- The miles flow under the galloping
hoofs. o

When at last the ranch buildings came
in sight, in the distane erbert
Yernoon-Smith shifted his belt & little,
to bring the butt of his six-gun nearer
to his ﬁand—quite in fthe manner of &
Packsaddle gunman. The sheriff’s office
had not boen Smithy's first call in the
cow town. He had dropped into Wash's
store, first of all, for a gun to pack.

“Chuck it, Smithy 1™ said Harry
VWharton, as he noticed tha action.
“You're leaving this to Mr. Lick."

“ Barney i=n't getting away 1" said the
Bdunder briefly.

They rode on towards the ranch.

But at a little distance Mr. Lick
reined in his horsea.

“You guys pull in here,” he said, “1
guess I'm secing Barney fust. You ride
on with me and my deputy, Bill Buck.”

*Bure ! said Bill. ) y

“Look heore—" began Vernon-Smith.

The sheriff gave him = stare.

“T'in Es’pillin the orders herel” he
said. " You stick here, like I said, and
wait till you're wanted."

The Bounder knitted his brows. But
tha Famous Five gathered round him,
end Harry Wharton took hold of his
reins. The sheriff was in authority, and
orders were orders.

Leaving the Gregfriars fellows in a

roup on the trail at a distance from

the ranch, the sheriff of Packsaddle rode
on, with his deputy and Bul Buck, And
the Bounder, frowning, watched them
o—determined, sheriff or no sheriff,
that he was going to be *“in at the
death.”

[

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

The Goods on Barney !

ILLY BUNTER, sitting on the
gate at Kicking Cayuse, blinked]
up the trail, through his big
gpectacles, at the approaching

Liorsemen.

He blinked nm:iuusli.
Even with thé aid of his big spectacles,
he could not make fut who the riders
were, but he hoped that it was the
junigrs. coming back st last

The fat Owl was quite tired of stop-
ping at the ranch on his lonely own.

The shindy he had caused between the
choreman end the foreman had becn
satisfactory in one way, but not’ in

THE MAGNET

turned away from Panhandle, and came
down with guick strides to the gate.

Standing in the open gateway he
stared down tha tnail. an ho grunted.

“1 can't make them out from hore ™
cxplainod Bunter, “Is it Wharton 1"

Nope I grunted Barney.

“Or Bmithy 1" asked Bunter.

“You young gink!"” growled Barney.

Smithy, so far as the foreman knew,
was @ hundred milea away, a prisoner
in @ hidden den in the desert. If Bunter
fancied that Smithy might be niding up
to' the ranch,” Barney certainly did not,

But the foreman remained where he
was, watching the horsemen s they
came, He was uof alarmed by the sight
of Sheriff Lick and his deputy—Ilikely
cnough, they were coming to the ranch
apout the news he had sent in the day
before of the latest paid on Kiﬂkinﬁ
(Cayuse cows. Buk ho wondered why Bi
Buck was with them—the puncher he
had *fired ¥ from the bunch.

They came up with a clatter of hoofs
in a cloud of dust: and Bunter gave an
irritated snort. Now that they were
close at hand, cven the Owl of the
Remove could see that they were not
the Greviviars jumiors,

The three riders dismounted, throw-
ing their reins over s post.  Barney
Stone gave them a nod in greeting, eye-
ing them curiously. He sensed at once
something unusual, though he did not
guess what it was,

“ Mornin', sheriff 1" he grunted. * You
moseyed in about them cows 1’

“Mopel” said Mr. Lick slowly. “I1
guess it ain't cows that I've hit this here
trail to ses you aboui, Barney.”

A sort of quiver ran through the fore-
man of Kicking Cayuse, and his eves
becamo very alert. There was trouble
in the air, and he knew it., The sheriff
stood facing him-—the deputy and Bill
moved &0 as to be on either side of him,
Barney's bhand shifted, as if casually,
closer to the butt of a gun,

“Y guess,” went on Mr. Lick, *'that
it's another matter I got to chew the rag
with yvou ebout, Barney. I gota charge
agin you*? -

Barney's eyes narrowed. His fingers
were touching the butt of the gun now.
He was ready to pull, and to pull with
lightning swiftness, if it came to thak.
But he did not want trouble with the
sheriff if he could help it. His pame at
Kicking Cayuse was a paying one, and
had been & paying one for vears; and he
wanted to I-;ea;.i; on the right side of the
law—if he counld ! ) o

“You sure do surprise me, sheniff !”
he said. “What you got g?uj me, I'd
like to know? You can spill 61"

_"Eicﬁl‘llw,pping, Barney 17 said  Mr.

nnuthﬁn %hiuk WA "lili?dﬁf‘ and th.a; Lick. “I guess I got to ask vou to gib
very day, he was to pack his grip an ; T YA P ;
quit. But if dawned on Billy Juut&r R::! Sl b ol St Duksad dle wdL
that, wunsatis ry 88 Chick was, :

matters would be still more unsatisfac-
tory without & choreman at sll—at
least, till there was a new choreman!
This waes rather 8 scrious matter, and
Billy Bunter was pondering over it very

seriously when he apotted the miders
coming up the trail.

“I say, Mr. Stone—" squeaked
Bunter.

Barney Stone was standing by the
corral speaking to Panhandle, Ho did
not look round as Bunter squeaked:
and the fat Owl gave him an irritated
blink, and squeaked again.

“T gay, is that those fellows coming
back, Mr. Stone?"

“YWhat "’

Barney Stone took notice at that. le
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Barney laughed,

“Quess agin, sheriff 1" he drawled.
“Make it plainer. Who 5

“Young Varnou-Smith, the owner’s
son !’ said Mr. Lick, hiz eyes on
Barney's face. "IHe sure allows that
vou handed him over to the Reds what
cinched himn, and ;iacl-md hun away 1n
the 8taked I’lain. EHe's got that on you,
Barney.'

Barney &taggcred.

The sheriff’s words meant, and could
only mean, that he had seen Vernon-
Smith-—and heard his statement; which
meant that the owner's son had escaped |
The sudden and unexpected szhock of
gsuch nows fairly slaggered the forveman
of Kicking Cayuse, .

He stared: at the eheriff with bulging

eyes, For a long moment he could nok
spoak.
Then hiz voice came hoarsoly.
" ¥ou seen him 1" ;
“1 sure seen him !" said the sheriff,
“When you seen him ¥
“This mornin’ 1"’

*This mornin’ {7 muttercd Barney

hoarsely. )

“Ig my office at Packsaddle 1" said
the sheriff quietly. A swiit look passed
between him and his depuly. “He's
waitin® on the trail now till wanted,
Barney! I got to take youw."

Barney scarccly breathed.

He knew now why the sherifi was at
the manch. It was to “cinch ¥ him for
the kidnapping of the owner's son !

8 game was up |

He had played 1t long, and he had
i-h.tly?& it cunningly. But it was up at

as

Foreman of the ranch for yeara on
ond, secret confederate of the cattle-
stealers of Squaw Mountain, he had
run the ranch as if it were his own; and
now he had to ride from it—te the cala-
boose at Packsaddle: fo take his trial
for what was known, and could bo
proved, with & heap more to come ouf,
onee o was in the grip of the law !

The end had como suddenly—and it
had come with & crash !

But Barncy was tough! Tor somo
moments he was overwholmed—dumb-
founded, hagpard. But he pulled him-
self together.

Hilligan, the deputy, had stepped a
little nearer to him, his gun out, The
sherifi’s hand was on a gun.  Bill Buck
had drawn a Colt.

He had no chance ! i

Gun-play, in the most desperate cir-

cumstances, rather than the calaboose,

and what would follow ! But he wanted
2 chance! And he had gonel

Had he been warned—as he would
have been, if the Bounder had ridden
up to the ranch with the sheriffi—he
would not have been caught like this!
Had he known—had he suspected——

But he had been caught- napping!
Mever for an instant had he dreamed
that Vernon-Smith could escape from
the den of the Wolf-Apaches; or that,
if he did, he would get out of the
desert alive. It had come with the
suddenness of a thunderclap.

“I guess,” murmured Mr. Lick, “that
I gpot to trouble you for yvour hardware,
olﬁ-_l:imer.i Put 'em up, Barney."

Barncy breathed hard and deep.

Bill’a gun was out--the deputy’s gun
waz almost touching him—the shenmffa
was ready to pull. Yel he was tempied
to draw and make a desperate fight for
1k.

He pave & glance round.

Pauﬁandlﬂ was staring on—his hand
near a gun. He was in the game with
Barnev, and ready to back his play at
a sign.

Three or four punchers wore staring
from the bunkhouse. But he had no
help to expect from the buuch. They
were move likely to back the  shenk
when they knew what he had doue, than
te help him out.

Tor a brief moment, Barney paused,
But it was not good coough—it was
sudden  deathr 1o pull his gun, e
nodded, aud his hands went up over his
stetson.

b | guess xou oi the goods on me,
sheriff 17 hie draw?ed, “It's your game.'

“*That's hoss-sense, Barney ! said Mr,
Lick, with a breath of relief. ie was
more than glad to avoid gun-play,
“Cinch his hardwear, Mike."
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~ The deputy hooked Barney’s gun from
ite holster and slipped it intoa his own
pocket. My, Lick was glad to see it
disappear. He knew how landy Barney
dtone could be with thar gun ! :

Hiz gun taken, Barney dropped his
handz, Ie was quite cool now., He
called acroza to the staring Panhandle.

“Git my critter! The sheriff wants
me to ride into town with him,”

“Bure !” gasped Panhandle.

Ile went into the corral

Six or seven punchers pathered,
at-u.ring. Chick came out into the
veranda at tha rancho, to stare. Billy
Bunter, zitting on the gate, eat with his
eyes almost popping through his spee-
taclea,

Barney Btone stood between theo
sheriff and his &m:n.ugl disarmed, wait-
ing for his horse. Bill Buck, leavin
the prnsoner to olficial hands, walke

acrass to the bunkhouse, where a buzz p

of startled voiees greeted him.

I’anhandle led the bronco, saddled and
bridléd, to the gate. ]

Barney Btone waited for the sheriff
and his deputy té mount, and then
swung himself into thé saddle. Mike
Hilligan tock nis reins.

He rode out between the two—led by
the deputy. They went down the trail
gt & trot—watched ht‘!;' a wcore of eyes
from tho ranch—and then, saddenly,
with lightning swiftness, came Barney's
actiom. ;

His right arm shot out, his fist, like
& lump of iron. caught the deputy on
ona side of the jaw, sending him crash-
ing off his horsa. Barney's reins wers
released as the man went down; he
grabbed them, and whivled the bronco
round at the sheriff, .

Lick’s gun was out in a twinkling,
But he had no time to use it—the despey-
ate man was too quick for him, Barney’s
broneo crashed agsainst the sheriff's horse
-and the sherif was almost umseated—
and even as he pulled his gun, the fore-
man struck hmp, and he went rolling
from the saddle.

Before he had orashed on the earth
Barncy Stone was riding—riding like
the wind.

Shoriff  Tick erashed and roared.
Mike Hilligan, staggering to his feet,
threw lead after Barney Stone, pump-
ing bullets. Bending low in the saddle,
spurring the broneo to frantie speed,
the forcman of Kieking Cayuse dashed
away across the prairvie, T

Barmey's game was up ab Kicking
Cayuse, but the law had not yet got
Barney |

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Cinched !

i IICCK it, Smithy !
: “1 tell you—~
“It's the sheviff’'s job, old
man "

Vornon-Smith gave an angry grunt,

The CGreyfriars party, halted in the
shade of a clump of trecs by the irail,
wore looking towards the ranch. They
were nob far away, but the rugged folda
of the praivie hid what was passing
fromy their eyes. The Baunder was
augry and impetient, and with every
passing ninuis his impatienca grew
liercer.

Harry Wharton & Co. were as keen as
Smithy to lend a hand in “cinching
tha foreman of Kicking Cayuze, But it
was, a3 Whartoo said, the sherifi’s job,
and Sheri¥ Lick had ordercd them to
walt 2n the trail.

“If he ts away-——" muttered
Vernon-Bmit ammgﬂlﬁ

*Mat lkely 1M z01d Bah.

“The hkeliness is mot terrific, my
esteemed Smithy.”

EVERY SATURDAY

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth,

“"I'm going onl” h snanped,
Y 8herifl or ne sheriff, 'm going to ses
that that villain doesn’t get clear. You
cat please yourselves™

And the Bounder struck spurs =nd-
-:Teu_]ty to hiz bronco and dashed up the
Eraal.

Y Bmithy 1 roared Bobh, °

The Bounder galloped on, and as the
Famous Five stared after him, un-
decided what to do, there came a sudden
roar, of a six-gun from the direction of
the ranch, and the echoing crash of gal-
loping hoofs, _

That settled 1t for the Famous Five.
They dashed after the Bounder.

Vernon-8mith, alvcady some distance
ahead, turned in his zaddle and wavec
to them, apd then pointed across the
prairie. A horseman was riding liks the
wind, and the Bounder swung his
ronco 1m pursuit.

“Barney Stone!” gasped Bob.

Careless whether his comrades were
following him or not, the Bounder
dashed in pursuit of tjm fleeing fore-
man. But they followed him ot once.
Exactly what had happened they did not
know, but they knew that Barney
Stone was galloping away scross the
prairie, and they were after him at top
peed,

The Bounder was well ahead of the
Fameous Five, but they spurred on after
him at breakneck speed.

Smithy was getting every ounce of
speed out of his horse. With hiz reins
bunched in his left hand, he had his
revolver in his right. Fast bhehind him
camo the Famous ¥ive, and & glance
hack showed them the sheriff and his
deputy in the saddle again, and riding,
but a long way back.

They were in chase, but they had no
chance of overhauling Barney. Ha
had got too good a start for that, But
For the fact that the Greylfriars fellowa
wera on the trail, and that the Boundesr
had spotted him as ha fled, the foreman
wonld have got easily away. Now it
was & race between them.

The fashing hoofs hardly zeemed to
touch the fmun& &8 they rode. Barney
was in full sight of the juniors, and he
did not draw farther uﬂ;: fiercely as he
rode; but they did not gain, mile,
and another mile, flashed under the
whirling hoofs, and the distance was tho
saime,

High in the west, Squaw Mountain
roso ageinst the blue s It was for
Sqguaw Mountain that Barney was
riding—the haunt of the rustlers whe
liad been his confederates while he was
foreman of Kicking Cayuse, and with
whom now he had no cheice but to cast
in his lot, if he escaped. DBut he waa
not going to escape, if the Bounder of
Greyfriars could prevent ii.

Kicking Cayuse Ranch dmg:pcd ot of
zight behind. The stetsons of the sheriff
and his deputy were merely dots on the
prawvie, far back. But there was a
detcrmined pursuer at Barney's heels,
and five more riding fast behind him.

Crack, erack !

The Bounder was firing.

A bullet flicked the fukitive's bronco,
lint Barney rode on,

Crack?

The Bounder fired n%ain* and Barney
felt tho wind of tho bullet as it whipped
by his ear. He zpat out a curse.

ITa had escaped the sheriff and his
deputy. They wore following, but they
were far behind, in hopeless pursuit, 1t
wag anly the =zchoolboys—one of the
schoolboys, that he had to fear—the boy
ho had doomed to a living desth in an
Indian camp in the desert, as ruthless,
in these moments, a3 Barney himself,

21

Crack ] rang the Bgunder’s six-gun
again. The range was not long, but the
motion of the horsea made shooting
difficult. But, diffioult as it was, the
Bounder was sending his load close.

Barney Stone gum 8 hoarse yell as
the bullet elipped by his elbow; but he
vode furiously on,

Crack |

‘His horss gave a sudden bound and
pitched headlong over. Flung from the
saddle, the foreman of Kicking Caynse
rolled in the preirie grass, half-stunned
by the sudden erash.

Dazed and dizzy, he was on hig febt
agein, turning to his harge; but-tho
bronco lay still in the grass,

Berney Stone panted.

That bullet had killed his horse, IHe
was on foot, dismounted an the prairie,
many miles yet from the refuge he
sought, and his pursners wera coming on
ot a gallop.

He stood panting, almost foaming
with rage, his eyes burning at the
Greyfriars juniors as they rode up. The
Bounder's revolver was lifted as he
pulled in his horse a dosen feet from the
enraged foreman of Kicking Cayuse.
h_nHTa.rnag made a movement towards
11T,

“Handa up!” rapped ths Bounder.
There was o deadly gloam in his eyes,
and his finger was on the trigger. “I've
at dynu, you villsint Put up your
tandui”ur I'll shoot 3ou whera you
stan

Blowly Barney's handa went up over
his head; his eyes bwrned at the
Bounder of Groyfriars, but he obeyed,

He stood with his banda up, panting
with rage. The Bounder sat his horse,
keoping him covered, He was ready to
fire on the instant; the desdly glint in

his ayes made that only too clear to

Barpey Stone. Those glinting eyes did
not leave the foreman’s envaged face
for a second.

""Keep them up!” said tha Bounder
grimly, “You know whafs coming if
gﬂu give trouble. ¥d rather put a
ullet through you than not, Bparmj
E!ﬂmv:. Get down, one of you, and get

!m..”

Bob Cherry aii‘?ped from his horse.
Ho looped a trail rope over Barney's
uplifted arma and keotted it; then
Barney was allowed to put his hands
down, and they were hound to his aides.

There was a thunder of hoofs from

the prairie. Sheriff Lick and his deputy
came rushing up st & breathless gar;lny,
to find him standing a prisoner with his
hands bound,

“¥ou sure got him!" gasped the
ahe:-Id;I;. i

Wl £ e o man!™ grinned ih
Bounder. & °

“By the great horned toad,” camne
gritting through Barney’s teeth, “I'll
get you for this, you young geck—I’ll
sure get you I

“"Aw, pack it up, Barney V'’ rapped
the sheriff. “Wae sure got you by the
short hairs, and it's you for the cala-
booea, Stick that gus in front of youn
on your cayuse, Mike; and 1 guess you
botter ropa him to the he sure is
mwighty spry in making a gotaway 1"

“Wou sad it, sheyiff 1

Barney Stone gave the Bounder one
lgok as ho went—sitting in fromt of the
sherifi'e deputy, bound to the horse,
followed by the shoriff. It was a ook
of bitter hate and vengeange, but it did
not worry the Bounder of Greyiriars:
he shrugzed hiz shoulders,

“1 guess,” remarked Bmithy, “that
we've put paid to Boarney.™

“TN tell a man I agreed Boln
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THE ST. SAM’S DONKEY

DERBY!

Spasm No. | of a Side-Splitting New
School Serial, starring Jack Jolly & Co.

By DICKY NUGENT

* Impoesibul t **

“ But it's true!?®

“ Impossibul | " re.
peeted Jack Jolly, the

nial kaptin of the St.

am’s Fourth. * I refuss
to credit it! If you
expect me to beleeve
that Doctor Birchemall
E‘nulqilméliemmn Eﬁnﬂalf

ng a donke

t.-iz'rct.t;ghl.:a the streets, _vaE
muat otty 1 M

“ But I've seen it for
myself 1" ecried Frank
Fearleas, ** I tell vou the
Head is leading & donkey
along the lane towards
the school, Come and
see for yourself,”

“Oh, well, anything
for a quict lifo ! ** eighed
Jack Jolly. * I suppose
you're pulling our legs ;
but if you are, we shall
be fourarmed. Coms on,
you fellowa,’

“ This way ! ™ grinned
Fearlesa, * You'll larf
fit to bust when you see
him.**

He led the way out of
Jack Jolly's study, and

Jolly and Merry and
Bright followed, still
feeling somewhaot
Buspicions,

But all their suspicions
vanished when  they
reached the old gateway
of 3t. Sam's.

“turned & rod enud

Coming up tho lune to-
wards them was Doctor
Birchemall, the revered
and majestick  head-
master of Bt. Sam’s;
and, just aa Fearless had
gaid, he was leading a
donkey.

It would have been
mora eorrect Lo say that
the donkey was leading
him, for, as fasi as the
Head pulled one way,
the donkey pulled the
other ; ﬂng only by the
most terrifick efforte was
Doctor Birchemall able
to make any progross
at all.

In a state of grate
serprize, Jack Jolly &
Co. atrolled down the
lane to investigate, Thoy
raised their caps res.
pectfully, as thoy rcached
the Head.

“ Good-morning, sir!”
grinned  Jack  Jolly.
“ Want any belp 1V

Dactor Birchemall
pansed in his eflorts and
I'hl'"l_'+
spiring faco towards the
juniors.

“ Thank you, Jolly t
ho panted, ** As a watter
of fact, I could do with
some assistance. 1t looks
rather undignificd for a
gentleman of wy stand-
ing to ho struggling with

m—r

YOUR EDITOR CALLING

.Here we are again,
back ot the old spot and
feeling like giouts re-
freshed after the hols!
At least, that’s how 1
ferel myeelf.,. There are
exeeptions, I know.
Skinner arvived ab Grey-
friara vawmng. Loder
came in scowling. Coker,
having tried to put some
Remove chape in their

lace, limped up groan-
g, Mauleverer stag.
gered in, dozing. But
imnost of us got nid of the
holiday feeling on the
way back, and oare sct-
tiing down already to a
tcrm that  promiscs
plenty of sport and fun.
OF course, there's work
te do, too, but chaps
who kecp fit in their
loisura time ought to bo
able to take school work
in their atride,

Wo are starting tho
term with some notable
absentees. Wharton &
Co. and Vernon-Smith
are ptill in Texas at the
timo of Igﬂing to prees.
Thig, as I mentioned last
weel, makes a serious
E&p i our cricket toam ;
ut I have put forward

the view that weo sl
have sufficient talent left
to beat most junior
teams, and I still hold
that opinion. Next Wed-
nesday, it will be put {o
ihe tost, for wo are
entertaining  Highelifie
on Little Side. Tho team
has not yvet been chosen,
but the enthusiosm to
beat the visitors, in spito
of tho absonce of the best
players, is tremendous.
Hero's hoping !

The weather has besn
20 warm and sunny since
wa arrived back that al-
ready most of us have
had & dip in the bathing-
pool on the Sarlke. There
15 some tallz of holding a
swimmming-pala ot in
delightful spot. At the
moment, it ia only a
rumour ; but I hope it
becomea o reality. Swim.
ming, 88 o sport, is
somewhat neglected at
Greyfriars, ond a proper
official affair with tro.
phies for both eolo and
team efforts would give
it just the fllip it needs !

%‘-heeri::n for the present,
chuma }
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E&tes,

& donkey on ihe public
highway., I suppose 1
st look o bhit of an
asa ? LL ]

“ ¥es, rather, sir!"
chuckled Fearless. ** It's
8 puzzle to know which
i3 you and which is the
moke | The only thing
is, the moke looks more
intelligent."

“Ha, ha, hat

“ Bilence ! "' snorted
the Head., ** How dare
you say that I am not as
intellipent-looking a8 a
donkey, Fearless ¥ Why,
anybody with hall an
eve can sce that I look as
intellipent as a horzo—
let alowe a donkey!
Take this rope and lead

I will

tha hepst.
hima ﬁualil‘mm behind.”

give

““ All acrecn, sie ™

Fearless took the rope
and tugzed from tﬁﬁ
front, while Jolly and
Merry and Bright urged
on the obstinate animal
fromn the sides, Doctor
Birchemall tried to push
from tho hack.

Tha next moment, the
Head had the shock of
hia life. The donkey
kicked out and his hind
lega landed fairly and
sgquarely in the Idead’s

chest,
Baff ¢
“ Yaroooooon 1!
Doctor Birchemall

went down like a2 nine-
pin, yelling feendishly ;
and Jack Jally & Co.
alled, too—on quite a
ifferent notet
‘“ Ha, bha, ha ! **

Merry and  Bright
lifted Doctor Birchem-
all to his feet apain.
‘Theroe was a savage look
on his face ag he rubbed
his mjured breadbasket.

“0OfF all the stubborn
heesta I over met, this

Lig the stubbornest 1" he

hist., ** How can T ex.
t to win the Donkey
rhy with a donkey

that won't budge an
inch 1 **

* The — the
air t*

The Head coffed.

“Ahem ! I am rather
letting the cat out of
the bag, boys. You will
hear all asbout it later
on. Suffice it to say for
the moment that I want
a donkey that will gallﬂ-ﬁ
and this creature wi
not even i

The Head broke off.
Without a word of warn.
ing, the donkey had sud-
denly broken loose and
gone galloping off to-
wards the school gates
at o dickens of a gpeed |

* Grate pip ! Did you

what,

say ho couldn’t gallop,
sir 1" asked 'Jolly.
* Why, he’s good enough
to win the Derby itself-—

let alone & Donkey
Derby 1%
Doctor Birchemsll's

frown vanished. A beam-
ing emile took its placs.

“Blesa my sole? I
can hardly beleeve my
eyes | ™ he eried, ** Why,
he goes like the wind !
Whatever is the ex-
planation  **

“If you ask me, sir,
it's the greengrocer's
boy 1*"  grinned Jolly.
oy an'tyﬂumhimwa]g.
ing across the quad with
& basket of carrots on his
arn ! That'a the at-
traction, I fancy t ™

The Fourth Form kap-
tin’'s fourcast proved
correct. The Head’s
donkey kept up a furious
gallop titl he reached the
carrots ; then he slowed
down to a meer snail’s
pace and calmly followed
the greengrocer’s boy,
munchmg away at the

carrofa as he trotted | D

behind 1
The Head wissled
softly, as he watched.
“Few! 8So that’s the

way to make him gallop,
iﬂJ.FtT Ifﬂnly_——g"a" 0

Then the Head broke
off and started marching
briskly after his moke.

“Come, boye!" he
cried. ** We will get the
donkey into the stables
with the aid of the green.
grocer's boy. After that,

ou will aggembul in

ig Hall and I will make
a momentous Announde-
ment."

Five minnite later, the
donkoy was safely tucked
away in a stable, and the
bell was ringing for a
?fnﬁm] assernbly in Big

all,

When all the boys were
gandwiched in, the roll
waa called. Then Doector
Birchernsall loafed up on
the raised dais.

“Boye! " hecried. "1
have much plezzure in
announcing & sporting
event without precedent
in the annals of 5t. Bam’s.
One of our esteemed

VVernors—t o wit,
Jolonel de Creppit—Las
decided to present a
valuable gold cup to the
winner of a donkey race
to be callad the Donkey
De:rh;,r i

1] {zl‘ﬂ.tﬂ PiP ! LE]

“The race ia open to
all, and the prize goes to
the jockey, regardless of
who owns tho donkey.
It. is distinctly under
stood that no animala
other thaon donkeye are
allowed to compete.
Horzes, camels,elephants,
ocatriches, end zebras will
be diequalified. All that
remains is for those who
faney their chance to
beg, borrow or beg a
donkey.” The Head
smirked. * I might men-
tion, boys, that I have
already purcheased a
promising mount for my-
self."

i Thﬂ-
have |

“But don't It that
discourage youl"”
grinned Doctor Birch-
emall. * Becure wour
donkeys and enter them
in the race with ple.
zure. That is ell, my
boya 1 ™

Burleigh of the Sixth

led a cheer, and the
school dismissed, fairly
buzzling with excite-
ment over the Donkey
erby.
And Doctor Birch.
emall returned to hia
quarters, chuckling io
himseelf and rubbing his
hands with glee,

“ Ha.ha ! " he gloated

dickens you

t here or a

“ Alresdy e  hundred
yung upssrts are fondly
imagini .« the gold oup
in their greedy pews!
Little do t2ey know that
with & few carrots dang-
ling in frout of him, my
marvellous moke will win
this race vith casa ™
ADon’t miss next week's
rib-tickling instalment of

this thrilling drama of the | P

turf /)

“FM ALL OUT
FOR FUN ON
HOLIDAY !”

Bitlows
BOLSOVER MAJOR

I'm-all Jut for fun on
holiday ! When I arrive
at my searikle hotel, the
acon know I'm about, {
can tell you 1

The first thing I do is
to go round the bedrooms
seattering  tintackas on
the floor, Then I put
ﬁiu-a_ on some of the

ining.-rotin .chaiza and
hairbrushes in #ome of
the bedsi

Huw_*afl TOAr _Whﬂ]lui
hear .yells ringing o
all over the place at
bedtime | - What a laugh
I got wiken guests get
gtuck to their eeats at
meal-times !

I'm thy life and soul
of the haal in no time.
1 loungs ahout the place,
radiating paiety and
jollity wherever I go-—
giving a alap on the back

lia';fﬁ:] dig in
the ribs there.

Down on the beach
I'm just -the same. [
barge “~to the other
players av cricket, roll
em obbut in the sand
and occssicnally jump
on them’

But i'm not appre-
ciated « T ought to be.
They're such a wnizer-
able crem at most sea.
gide hotels that my
bhealthy joy of living
oiten earis me nothing
better than bhlack looks
and miticred threats,

Fortunately it ell

makes ro Jiflerence to
1m0,

GREYFRIARS FROM FRESH ANGLES

12,

It's Just As It Was Years Ago!

Says COLONEL WHARTON

More vyears than 1
care to remember have
asged enoe I waz a
schoolboy at Greylriars.
Thoss vears have seen

tremendous  alterations

News From Far |

and Near!

Feoars are expreased of
a possible food shortage
in the Wid Waest,
Bunter is thers,

When Bolaover major
went to a fancey-dresa
ball as “Night and Day,"
he had ons side of his
face pginted  blaclk.
Guests were hoard to
express the opinion that
he had an awful sheelk.

Wibley's father, stage
star, has written to a
motori aper urging
the abolition of head.
lights, He himself, of
course, has always felt
more attracted to the

take place in every part
of the world. Yet GI:::;-
friars remains in easen-
tiale unchanged. What
unpresses mo-—yes, and
delichta mo !l—iz the
fact that it’s just as it
WaS Years ago !

Like most Englishmon,
I have an instinctive
distrust of wviolent and
sudden changes. Sound
institutions take a long,
long time to evolve.
Once established, they
should bhe content to
make progress on the
most gradual and orderly
lines. This is, to my
mind, true of all thinge,
Especially is it true of
such an institution as a
school.

Greyiriars was & good
school when 1 belonged
to it. Its methods and
traditions have stood the
test of centuries.

Not everything is the
same, of course. School
hours are lighter, and
Greek is no longer com-

maths is regarded with
greater respect than when
I was in the Hesmowve.
But the importance of
Latin in the formation
of a e¢lear and balanced
mind iz still recognised,
and the old school cus-
tome ere still faithfully
observed, The Greyfriars
code of honour is still
as strict na of yore,

As an Old Boy, I get
tremendous pleasure out
of revisiting the scheool
and sceing the old,
familiar spots I knew
just as they wers years
ago. The Form-rooms,
the Studiees, Hall, Mas-
ters’ Fazsage, the Tuck-
shop, and the Tower—
all bave memories for
me ! But more pleasur-
able still is it to me to
know that the old spirit
is atill behind them all
and that the Groyfriars
boys of to-day will be
the manly, public.minded
citizens of to.-morrow—
just as Greyiriars bas

BLUNDELL’S TIP—

‘““Control Your Feelings!"”

Fifth Favour Frozen Faces

When Blundell, of the Fifth, came across a crowd
of Removitea havi

& noisy argument near the
he frowmed ﬁurdly i‘zsn}rwm ‘What waa more,

8 condescended to pause in his sta stroll for th
purpese of administoring a lofty rehufil.l?r ’
“Can't you kids ga
decorum ¥

have with & little more
he asked. * Gnl*_r:r barbarians give
 way to emotions like You're

f'cru re doing,
lizad human beings.

supposed to be eiv
your feelings like we

Kmdly learn to control
dﬂEm o Fi%h !l ; Blundell

aving said this, Blun aged om with
his nose §n the air. &

He left the Remove crowd in a etate of
stunned and humiliated silenco. One of them,
Tom Brown, was so impressad that he followed
Blundell to seo if he could pick up a few tipa
oo how to control his feelinge.

_ Browny tells us that from what he sow’
i's not so terribly difficult as you might
t-h].ﬂk;

Firat, Blundall went to Eﬂalhg's lodge to
borrow an evening paper for the ericket scores.
On seeing that his country team had been
beaten, he displayed no emotion whatever
beyond wuttoring an anguished howl and
tearing the paper to pieces.

Returning to the Howuse, he sli
banana-skin which was lying on the steps.
But so well did he control his feelings thm
merely gave a series of frenzied shricks and
raced up and down the steps for a minute or
so, shaking his fists in the air, That was all.

oing indoors, he stopped to look at the
First Eleven list sclected to play against
St. Jim's. On discovering that his name had
been omitted be showed no sign of disappoint-
ment except that he dropped to the floor in a
slight faint.

‘inally, when he entered his study ond
walked nfht into a beoby-trap, his self-control
was eimply amazing, A Remove chap would
have whooped with annoyanee., Al that
Blundell did was to fling himself on to the
floor with a snarl and bite tho leg of the table.

So don't be downhearted, ochaps, It's not
easy to control your feelinga in the Fifth
Form woay, we know, but with & certain
amount of pracltice wo feel sure you can learn

Oon o

footlighta, pulsory, for instance;!always made them ! to do it in time,
celles, maths’ master atnext dany. Breakfast
LANGUID LORD’S HECTIC HOLIDAY ![55 a5t Shumlmone me 2"

Larry Lascelles Wakes Up Mauly

.H{]mrn for Mauly ! If
you have tears, e
to shed ihem DI:JI:FP?M
tho languid lord who
went out in szearch of
restluluesa and penco
and ran right inlo the
raost heetic time he had
had for years!

When Lord Maule.
verer arrived at Maoule-
verer Towers for the
Easter wvae., ho found
that his ardian had
thoughtful ¥ invitod
several bright young
relatives for company,
Thoy wers brimming
over with wvim  and
vigour, and one day in
their company was
mlmal::f'ié for Mauly. He
pleaded an en ent
and fled {o E&BE:umrnﬁ-

mouth 1o an hotel

of woodod §
grounds wheroe
nene of the
turmoil of the
outer world over
penetrated.

With o sigh of
contentment,
Mauly settled
himself down in
a luxurious arm-
chair in the
lounge and rap-
turously  closed
his eyes. About
ten seconds later
he jumped up
with a well, as
somebody gove
hirn o helty dig
in the rika.

“Why, AMauleverer,

spoko up one of thosa

standing in acres e

hearty voices
Mauly {ears so

cheery,
that
fancy seeing you here ' | much, “ On your owni”

It was Larry Las.

opened hia oyes and

gasped.

“ Oh, gau:l | How do
you do, sir ¥ Yaos, I'm
quite on my own.'

Larry. ** I'm down here
» |for a rest cure, but it
z (won't hurt me to join
you in & little tennia or
walking or swimming.
We might even put in a
little horse-riding too,
ch 1
spot of running,
what ¥

‘-. | Mauly.

could seo that. Nor was
thera any dodging it,
Lavry was obviously
delighted to find soma-
body he knew,
Mauvly was far
polite Lo let him down.

played croquet. In the
evening they
wall, Tennis
baefore Dbreakfast

horseback. After lunch
they had a dip in the
hotel  swimming-pool,
followed by a run round
the grounds. Before
dinner they saqueezed
in o round of eroquet
and an hour's tennis,

We hear that a similar
programme has Deen
earried out every day
smea,  Mauly himself
expects to bo ecarred
out at any momernt-—on
a stretcher |

Alternatively we be-
lieve he is planning to
run away and get a job
ag a navvy or & docker
somewhere where he is
unlikoly to meet frignds,
He says that o com-
paratively elack job
of this kind is betinor
guited to his sensitive
constitution than being
a companion to an
athlote taking a rest
cure at 8 quiet hotgh

The life of a languid
lord is not all honey |

“Good!" beamed

And perhaps a
ch,

“Qh, gad ' " pazped

He was in for it, o

and
too

That afternoon they

had =a
started
the




