


2 THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

TIHE GREAT 'MMAMENTS“

Our Wnnderful FREE Glft Scheme !

KE you collecting the Armaments Stamps | am giving away every week?  You must, because they will put you'in the
A rul:mmg for a super prize. There are Fifteen spanking new Bikes, and THOUSAN P& gf other prizes ;ﬂp:inmg FREE.
rmuments Stamps consist of BOMBERS, GUNS EEARCHLIGHTS and so on—eight kinds altogether—
and all FOu Jﬂ u u:;t cut-them cut and. L'u:p them uf:ly Some weTe given 1nt our last’ two :muu lml mr-:n if i ou missed them
ot can start col m TO-DAY—there are TWENTY more stampé to collect on this: page. :,ruu also take other popular
ys' papers like * rn Boy " and ** Gem,” you'll find mare stamps m them to a.well ;Our. tﬂnl d here's a good: i, pa
there are Fﬂﬂr BGNUS E.JETTLESHIP Stamps in this wuka ﬂap " (dated M 58}, making iw:ngu-fwr stamps ¢ ifn' ﬁierf
&ml It may be

mbers; or eships,

Hm week | shall ask you how minv_r of one or more kinds of stamps you've co
or g ps Tnn-!:s and Destrovers tagtl: Which? Well, that's my secret !
iﬂp:t it Make a specral effort

te collect all the stamps you cam, 30 as to be nght in frﬂnt for the-first prize-giving of Five

icycles and 2,000 of the other prizes. I aball
aai‘c you which prize you want, too—the highest
collections of the stamps I call for will win. But
dom't send any wyet! " I'll tell you how, and

where, next week.—THE EDITOR.

" (The rules of the offer have already appeared
and will be repeated next week.)

OVERSEAS READERS, 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 |
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N.B.—You can also collect or swap “ Arma-
ments " Stamps with pals who read ' Gem,"”
“ Modern Bog,””'" Triumph,” ** Sports Budget,'”
“ Champion,” ' Detective Weekly,” ™ Boy's
Cinema,” and ** Thriller.”

GET READY TO SEND IN NE‘XT WEEK'!




ON VENGEANCE BENT ! Having escaped from the ealahoose at Packsaddle, Barney Stone’s one
thought is revenge against Vernon-Smith and his schoolfellows from Greyfriars who have brought
about his downfall and ruin—richly dezerved as it was !
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Billy Bunter blinked through his big spectacles at the gang of rustlers as they rode off with the

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
On and Of !

1 ACE you fellows!™ said Billy
Bunter,
That was Bunter all over
. Billy Bunter was in the
paddle, riding the prassy ranges of the
Kicking Cayuse Ranch, in the Frio
valley of Texas.
_ He was riding a Texas broneo, sitting
in the saddle with the ense and grace
of a sack of coke. .
Bunter was full of beans, that bright
. and sunny _morning on the prairie.
Harry Wharton & Co, 1o a cheery
bunch, were riding at an easy trot
slong the bank of the Squaw River, a
good many miles from the ranch.

The chums of the Greyfriars Remove
wera enjoyving every minuie of their
holiday in the cow country of Texas.
They agreed unanimously that riding
the ranges was ever so much more
siiractive than Latin in the Torm-
gom with Mr. Quelch. Like the Ilick-
ng Cavuse punchers, ther almost lived
in the saddle, and were in the open air
from early morn till dewy eve.

Unly one member of the party had
not taken kindly to borseback, which
was the only means of locometion in
the cow country.

That one was Billy Bunter.

Bunter's experiences with Texas
“payuses " had not been happy or for-
tunate. But since Bill Buck had been
foreman of the ranch, he had picked
out, with dgreat care, & quiet and tract-
able steed for Bunter. So hera was
Bunter, riding with the Famous Five,
gtichiing on hizs horse mile after mile,
with growing confidence, and feeling

stolen horses !

that if there ever was a fellow horn
to witch the world with noble horseman-
ship, that fellow's name was William
George Bunter.

It was like Billy Bunter to
almost at a bound, from anxious
to over-weening self-confidence !

Having sat that brone at a trot for
s5ix miles, Bunter had no doubt that he
could sit him at a gallop for sizteen, or
s1xty !

But Harry Wharton & Co. doubted it
very much.

They would, in fact, have preferred
to stretch their broncos to a gallop, but
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Breathless Adventures of
HARRY WHARTON & CO.,

of GREYFRIARS, *"Way Out
in the Wild West.

B e o e A it

they kept to a moderate pace, to =ave
the trouble of picking Bunter up when
he fell off.

“Don't be slackers!” added Bunter.
“What's the good of crawling like
this? I'll race you fellows—what?”

“TFathead !" answered Bob Cherry.

“Potter not ask for it,” advised
Frank Nugent.

“Texas 1s hard, if you hit it sud-
denly ¥ remarked Johnny  Bull
“Beiter keep where you are, old fat
man."

Snort, from Bunter.

“If vou fellows are afraid te ride
you'd better get down and walk!” he

ALs,
oubt

suggested sarcastically. “T'm going to
gallop on.
“More likely off |" said Bob.

“The off-fulness will probably be
terrific | remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, with a dusky grin.

“Now, look here, you f{glpwa," paid
Bunter, “we've come out this morning
to round up & bunch of cows that have
wandered up river. At least, I have—

and you fellows are going to help: not
that you'll 'be much good. They may
be a dozen miles awav, or more. Put
on a spot of speed.”

“You howling ass!™ gaid Hearry
Wharton. “We're going slow because

you can't ride. Now dry up 17

“Why, you cheeky fathead!™ ex-
claimed Bunter wrathfully., “ Who can't
videt I could ride your heads off]
If vou'd seen me backing the bunters
at Hunter Court—l mean, the hunters
ot Bunter Court—you’d have seen some
vidingt I'll jolly well show you!”

“Hold in that horsa, you fathead|”

“Yah!”

Eilly Bunter proceeded to *“show ™
them. He gave his bronco a serape with
the spurs, and & terrific whop with the
quirt. He burst into sudden speed.

The speed was so sudden, and so
epeedy, that Billy Bunter hardly knew
what happened next.

That carefully pelected brone had
been, hitherto, as quiet ss a lamb. Bu
& sudden jab with the spurs, and a sud-
den fearful swipe with the whip
banithed its quietness on the spot,

It flew!

Greased lightning had nothing on
that startled and angry brooe, at the
momerndt.
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Bunier had been going to gullep
onward, waviog a hond to the other
fellows in sarcastic cncouragement to
them at the same reckless speed. :

Instead of which, Bunter lost his
stirrups, lost his reins, and rolled back-
wards over a whisking tail.

It was rather fortunate for that bold
horserman that the grass was thick on
ihe bank of the Sgquaw. 'Thick grass
IJEEFEd to break the fall

Novertheless, Bunter seemed hurt.

The bronco, riderless, tossed up 1ts
heola and galloped away into the
praivie.  Billy Bunter sat up on the
Btate of Texas and roared, with a roar
that might alimost have heen heard in
Mexico on the south, and Oklahowma on
1o norih.

“Yooo-hoooo-hooooop !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yow-ow-ow | OCooop!” , 1

Marry Wharton & Co. reined in their
horses. They civeled round Bunter as
e sat in the grass and roared.

Far away, going strong, galloped the
lnoneo. Ii did not look as :‘f} Billy
Bunter was likely to mount that stecd
again in s burry. Probably the brone
was glad to have done with his rider.
"The fat Owls weight was no light
imatter, even to a hefty and wiry Texas
Lironeo.,

it G‘Ti
“1I sar, you fellows—wow |
killed—I mean, fearfully
Both my legs are—wowl
hroken! Ow (™

" You silly ass 1™ roaved Johnny Bull.

“"Beast! Owl Wowi"

The Fameous Five dismounted. Loop-
ing their reina over their arms, they
gathered round the fat Owl of the
Hemove. -

They lieaved him to hie feet, DBunter
was able to stand on his legs, in EE!'EG
of the fact that they were broken. Per-
haps they were not quite =o femrfully
injured as the fat Owl fancied. Any-
ligw, he stood on them—still reaving !

Yow | Wow " roared Bunter.
I say, I'm
myured 1
Yow 1—

“Owl Owl Wow! Where's that
beastly horse? Ow!l Wow! Wow!”
- “You blithering idiot—" gasped
Hazry Wharion.

“Owl DBeast! Wow!™ -

“Lucky ysou're not hurt—" said
Bob Cheyry.

“Why, vou beast, I'm hurt all gver I
roared Bunter. “I've pot a million
aches and pains, at least!. 1'm bumped,
and bruised, and—" .

“You haven't damaged your jaw, at
apnvy rate”

“Beast! Owl” -

WWell, this iz 2 go!” said Harry
Wharton, staring aofter the galloping
horse, alrcady far distant in the wav-
ing grazs.  *We shall have to catch
that brone somehow. Bunter can't walk
bhack to the ranch.”

“Catch me  walking!”  gasped
Bunter. ““Go and geot that horse, you
silly asses! Haven't you sense enough
to caich a horsa? T'il sit down here
and wait for you. Don't be long [

*You burbling gss|”

“*“You pernicious owl!”

“You footling fathaad 1™

“Oh, come on!" said Havry. “We've
got to get the horse.  Dow't wander
away while we're gone, Bunter.”

The Famouns Five remounted their
broncos. All of them carried lassoes atb
their saddles, and they had sequired
some skill in the use of the “rope”
during their stay on the ranch. It was
not likely to be an casy task ta catch
the runaway bronco, however.

Btill, it was the only thing to be done.
Buntor could not walk six miles over
ragped prairiay six yards would have
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Leent enough for Bunter. The chums of
Groyfriars dashed away_at a gallop
after the broneo, Billy Bunter sitiing
under the shade of a tree by the viver
and watching them through his big
spectacles as they went.

But he was not able to watch them
for long. Bunier's bronc was going ak
full gallop towards Squaw Moun-
tain, in the west, and the Famous Tive
weut at full gellop after it, and m a
few nmunutes they disappeared from
Bunter's sight.

. S i

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bill Handles the Quirt !

Y 'LL tell a man ! snorted Bill Buck,
The foreman of the Kicking
Cayusa Rauch stood in the gate-
way, staring out aver the prairie
trail with knitted brows.

At the end of that trail, fifteen
rugged niles away, was the cow town
of Packszaddle, on the banks of the Rio
Frio,

From the divection of the distant cow
town a horseman came riding n the
moriing suhshine—a puncher in sict=on
and chapa. )

It was upon that puncher that Bill's
eves were fixed with & wrathful glave.

Bill Buck, or * Buckskin Bill,” was a
good-tempered ﬁug All the Kicking
Cayuse bunch liked the change now that
Bill was foreman in place of the late
foreman, Barncy Stone. Bill was, in
fact, so good-natured that some of the

bunch figured that they could take

things vuconumonly easy under the new
reign—which they had never ventured
to do with the hard-fisted Barney,

But they found that {that was an
cerror. Bill's good-nature stopped short
of allowing a.lq;l':i ﬁmr in the bunch to
slack aronmd. Bill had a keen regard
for his duty to his cmployer—the awner
of the ranch—in which he differved very
widely from the late foveman.  Bill
could be wrathy at times—and he was
wrathy now. _

Two or three punchers glanced at him
and grinned. They did neot envy the
man who was coming up the trail, when
he arvived. :

“ 11l sure tell & man1” prowled Bill

Herhert Vernon-Smith, coming out of
the foreman's office in the rancho,
glanced at him from the veranda.

Then he came down the steps and
cawe across to Bill.

Smithy had been puiting in a couple
of houra that morning in the foreman’s
office dealing with business papers. Tha
millionaire’s son was rather a chip of
the old bleck, and he had a head for
such thingz,  Mr. Vernon-Bmith had
sent his sou out to Texas, to the ranch
he had puerchased in the Packsaddle
country, ilm' a holiday, but business was
combined with pleaswre,  Schoolboy as
he was, the Bounder of Greyfriars was
ceotting a grip on the business side of
ranching.

“What's the trouble, old hos!" he
asked as he joined the foreman of
Kicking Cayuse in the gateway. .

Rill made a gesture with his quirt
towards the horseman who was viding
up the trail, 2

“That pesky piecan Panhandle I he
snorted.

Emith;i glanced out at the burly,
tanned, long-limbed puncher, now close
at hand—Panhandle, as he was called
on the ranch, from the district he
ariginally came from. The Bounder of
Greyfriars had had a -wvather keen eye
on that particular member of the bunch,

He more than suspected Panhandle of
having been the confederate of the late

foreman, Barney Stone, in his dealings
wiify the eatie-liflers.

Barvney Stone had left the ranch for
the calaboose &t Packsaddle, and was
under lock and key, to stand his trial.
Bmithy had thought nove than ouce of
“firing " his suspected confedervate from
the ranch; but there was no actual
proof against the man, and e had said
nothing to Bill on the subject so far,

_ But Bill, it seewed, was now deeply
incensed against Panhandle on hiz own
account.

. “That hig stiff 1" said Bill. “Iiere he
is, coming back frowm town at neavly
noon! And wasn't he told to hit IWick-
ing Cayuse at sundown last night? He
surely was! I give him leave to vide
into town if he was back at sundown;
and I guess he’s been making whoopeo
at the Red Flare and forgat that he
belongs to this here bunch! I'll sure
talk to that guy a few !

The cowman came up with a clatter
of hoofs and pulled in his bronco i the
gateway.

Eill turned to him,

Vernon-Smith  stepped  back.,.  Tha
Bounder of Greyfriars, headstrong amd
selfwilled s he was, was always earcful
to avoid any appearance of mterfering
with the foreman’s anthority. He weuld
have becn glad fo see the last of
Barney Stone's “side-kicker " on the
ranch, but the matter was one [or Bill
to deal with.

Bill, however, was quile able to deal
with 1t efficiently.

“Bay, vou pesky big stif!” he
snorted, as Panhandls dropped from his
dusty bronco. “Bay, you pie-faced
piecan 1M .

Panhandle gave him a sullen look.

In Barncy Stene's time he had dove
a good deal as he liked on the raunch,
which was one reason why he had come
under the Bounder’s suspicion; he had
nob talen at all kindly to the change of
foreman,

“ Aw, what's hitting you, Bill Buck I*
he prunted,

“Where you been'’ roared Bill
“Didn't 1 tell you that I couldn’t gpave
& man this morning?  Ain't them school
kids lending a J’im;ml herding cows
because the whole bunch has got work
en hand? ¥You was to be back at sun-
down, and you come humping in at
near midday ! What voun mean by
stopping over the night at Packsadidle,
vou scallawag ™

“Alebbe I was keeping it up a picea
at the Hed Flave,” graonted Panhandle,
“1I guess Barney Stone never used (o po
off on s ear if & guy stopped the wight
i town”

* Barney Stone ain’t running this heve
ranch now I vapped Il *And I goess
when Barney was around he would have
jumped on any guy  that | wasn't o
favouirite of lns'n. DPon’t sling Barpey
Stone at me, you big stiff I I ain't pon
no use for backchat from youw, Pan-
handle.”

“¥ou sura have growed fo De a hig
noize, Bill Buek, since the owner’s son
got his popper to mnke you foreman ™
siieered Panhandle. " But if yrou fignre
yvou can bulldoze me, you got anolher
guess comning.’!

Bill's jaw squared,

“That'a the whole heap!” he saul
“You're fired, Panhandle. I guoza 1
never was satisficd with you, but I
wouldn't fire one of the bunch if T could
help it. But you can't forget that you
was Barney’s favourite on this here
ranch: and you've handed over jest as
much lip as I've got any use for. You
got to pack your grip and beat it.””

l-iI EI.H}SS_"

“Pack it up!” said Bill. "You can



take vour pave—which I reckon vou've
never earned—and pack your grip and
git off'n this ranch ?mnta. I give you
ten minutes to ges clear.™

Panhandle gave the new foreman of
tha Kicking Cayusze an evil look.

“1 guess I'll enit mysclf about that!”
he retorted. “ You ein’t Lord High
Emperor of Texas that I know of, Bill
Duck! You're jest & moss-headed cow-
puncher that fancies himself o big chief
becanse & school kid has got him made
Loreman—"

“I said pack it wp!” ronred Bill
“You spill eny wore, you geck, and you
get my quirk 1*

“Not g'long’s I pack a gunl” jeercd
Panhandle.

“Carry me homs to Hanner?" ex-
cflaimed Bill, “I'll jest put you wise
how much I give for your gun i

And, gripping his quirt, the new fore-
man of Kicking Cayuse strode at the
LoOTInan.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, standing by
the gate, watched Panhandle keenly and
euriously.

Panhandle was a punman—Tlittle liked
in the bunch from too preat & readiness
to pull & gun in a dispute. It seemed
to Smithy that the man was * honing ”’
for gunplay now, and that he was glad
of a pretext for it

A few civil words would have placated
Bill, angry 83 he was: instead of
which, the cowman seemed to be de-
liberately provoking trouble.

More than ever the Bounder was con-
vinced that Panhandle was & con-
federate of the double-dealing foreman
who had lefr Kicking Cavuse for the
town gaol, and that he was still playing
Barney's game.

The puocher's hond was very near the
butt of his Colt as he talked to Bill;
and as the foreman of the ranch strode
at him that gun ecamo out, whipped
from the holster willh the swifiness of
lightning.

* Look out, Bill!” gasped Smithy.

But Bill was looking out.

Bill, big and burly and brawny as he
was, was quick on the draw, but he did
not touch B gun. :1'111‘3 guirt 1n his hand
whip{yud up as swift as the Colt in Pan-
handle’s grip, and it twicled the re-
volver out of Lhe cowman's hand before
hie Enew what was happening.

Crash! went the six-gun on the hard,
siin-baked eavih, Crash | the next
moment wenk Bill's guirt on Panhandle.

“Oh, good mau, Billl” gasped the
Bounder.

Panhandle staggered back welling.
Hlis gun was on the pround, and he had
ne chanee of reaching it

Bill's quirt fairiy flashed as he laid
it on, and every swipe of the lash
braught a vell from Panhandle,

“You doggoned big stiff ¥ roared
Bill. “You figure you'll pull a gun on
the forcman who fires you off'n o ranch,
vou goldarned goeek? Bl tell & man!
You pob another puess <coming, vou
pesky pieean !V

“Aw, let up!" wyelled Panhandle,
vainly siviving to dodge the swipes of
the auirt.  “You doggoned pilecan, let
up ™

pﬁwipc, awipe, swipe !

There was a roar of langhter from
itie punchers looking en as Panhandle
dodged and jumped and bounded under
the swipez of 1he goirt.

“Yon sure pot i coarning, Pavhandle ™
velled Yuba k.

"SBav, that hombre can dance a few ™
roared Chick, the choveman, from the
door of the rancho. “1I'H sar he sure
can davce a few !V

EVERY SATURDAY

Panhandle dadged round his broneo.
The quirt fellowed him round.

In shecr dezperation he flung himself
on the horse’s back, and, without wait-
mg to get his feet In the stircups
dashed out of the gateway.

A last lick of the quirt elicited &
last howl from him, and then he went
galleping wildly across the prairie,
sprawling on his horse, followed by o
yell of laughter from the punchers of
Kicking Cayuse.

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets A Lift !
remarked  Billy

1 EAsSTS 1 #
Bunter.
The fat Owl of Greyiviars

heaved himself to his feet and
blinked through hia spectacles across
tha shimmering grass in the direction
taken by the Famous Five,

A whola haur hed elapsed since they
had left Blllg Bunter sitting under the
{ree by the bank of the Squaw. They
had not returned with the runasway
brone. And now that he blinked over
the prairie in search of them there was
not & zign of them to be secn.

Evidently the chasa of the runaway
hed led the juniors far afield. That
was not surprising, as the runaway had
a long start, and was probably very un-
willing to come to the rope.

Sooner or later, no doubt, they would
sueceed in roping in that bronca and
come back for Bunter; but it looked
like being later rather than sooner.

“Beasts !” repeated Bunter.

It was hot on the banks of the Sqguaw.
There wers innumerable flies in the
thickets along the swampy banks of the
river, which flowed in a decp channel
ten or twelve feet bolow the level of the
praivie.  Many of those flies, if not
rmost of them, scemed to take a sirong
faney to Bunter's fat, perspiring fage.
He simacked and smacked at them, and,
like BSamson of old, he slew his
thonsands, if not his tens of thouszands,
but still they came.

“Beasts ! said Bunter, for the third

time.
Buntoer was not comfortable. When
Bunter was not comfortable mattors

were serious, It was, indeed, time for
the universe to sit up and take notice.

But it was not merely discomiort that
worried Bunter. It was getting towards
noen, and at noon the schoolboy cow-
punchers had intended to halt in the
shade and eat. Chick, the choreman,
had packed “eatz ™ for them, and Billy
Bunter had kept a keen eye on the
packing, and aszecertained that the
“eats ¥ were ample. Dut-—alasi—the
“eats ¥ were ]pueked in the saddlebags,
and the saddlebags, of course, were as
far fromm Bunter as the horses that
carried them.

Chaszing that elusive hronco across the
rairie, it was quite likely that the
amous Five hﬂ.g not given a single
thought to the possibility that Bunter
might get hungry while they were gone.

It would be, as Bunter bitterly
reflected, like them!

Anvhow, there were no “eals,” and
no prospect, at present, of the Famous
TFive coming back with the horse and
the " eats™

The fat Owl almost made vp his mind
tn mhttempt to walk back to the roanch.
But he knew that it was at least six
miles distant, and six miles of rugged,
rolling prairie was & large order for a

ood walker—muich too large an order
or Billy Bunter,

5

He blinked round almost desperately
in the hope of sighting some puncher
belonging to Kicking Cayuse riding
ratige. There was a chance, at least,
that a range-rider might have given him
& lift on hiz horse to the yanch.

Dut there was no stelson hat to be
eeen nodding over the grass, Billy
Bunter sremed to have the grasslands
of Texas all to himself,

““Beasts I" roared Bunter.

. Ile turned his eyes and his spectacles
in the oppesite direction—towards the
L1VCr,

_The Squaw was the boundary of the
Iucl-:m_g Cayuse ranges in the south.
Any rvider seen on the farther side of
the river was not likely to belong to
Kicking Cayuse. But there was no
rider to be seen.

Southward, as well as northward and
eastward, the rolling praivie extended,
apparently to the edge of the blue aky.
Westward, far away, Squaw Mountain
shut off the view.

Then all of a sudden EBilly Bunter
spotted a stetson hat.

It had been within range of his spec-
tacles for some time if e had happened
to look in its direction. But ga had
never thought of looking down into the
deep river channel for a rider, and it
was in the shallow waters of the Squaw
that the horseman was riding.

Bunter stared at him in astonishment.

e could make out the rider—a eow-
puncher by his garb—in stetson hat,
neck-scarf, and goat-skin chaps and
high-heeled riding-boots, The etetson
was decorated with a band of silver
nuggets—an adornment that Bunter had
never secn on 8 stetson before.  Tha
face under the brim of the hat was sun-
burnt, handsome, and boyish. Thera
wern two guns in low-gslung holsters,
The punchey, if he was & puncher, was
a2 “two-gun ” man.

Why any man should be riding in the
watar instead of on the upper plain was
a mystery to Billy Bunter,

But that was what the young puncher
was doeing—riding down the river, in
the middle of the shallow stream, the
water up to his spurs.

He did notb glance towards Bunler,

His eyes, dark-blue and keen as an
engle’s, shot sharp glances towards the
southern bank every moment or two, as
if he expected to see riders appear in
sight over the high bank, which was
sbove the level of his head as he rode
in the water. ] )

Unless he was deliberalely keu}:mg
ont of sight of riders on the plain,
Bunter eould not imagine what ke was
up to.

But whatever he was up to, Bunter
was glad to see him, 'There was a

chanee, at least, that he might give the
fat Owl a lift on his horse to Kicking
Cavuse. )
unter waved his fat hand and
shouted.
[ 1] IIi Ij‘j

The result surprised him. The rider
in the river pove a sudden start. His
oyes, which were fixed on the southern
bank, shot ronnd te the northern side,
where Bunter stood. To Bunter's alarm
and horror, one of the guns fairly
leaped inte his hand at_the same
moment, and was aimed at Bunter's fat
face.

*Oh erikev 1" gasped Bunter.

His fat kuecs lnocked together, his

eves almost popping  through his
speat acles, _ _
The voung punchier pulled in  lia

lorse—a grev Indian musfang with a

black muzzle—and sat in the saddle,

facing Dunter, the revolver at a level,
Tue Macxer Laprany.—No. 1,578,



6

a pair of keen Blue eyes gleaming over
it

But it was only for & moment toak the
shimmering barrel of the zix-gun was
aimed at Bukier, Then, as the young
punecher seanned hing, he slipped i back
into the holster. One glance al Dunter
was sufficient io zhow that lie was not
dangerous.

Tha rider dreew his horse closer undey
the high, steep bank, on the swwmit of
which Buvter stood. His haudsome,
sunburnt face broke into a grin.

“Bay, big box, you sure startled meo
some !’ he drawled, in a pleesant volce,
“But don’t you ba afeaved, feller; I
ain’t hurling you none.”

Bunter was glad fo hear ! Ho
inked very uneasily at the stranger,
who was seanning him corviouwsly.

“ I—I say—" stammered Bunter.

“ Shoot

“I=I'vo lost my horse! T can't walk
hack to the ranch—six miles or more.”

“That sure is tough!” said the rider
of the grey musztang. “ I'll say it’s eure
rough ro lose your cayuse on the lanp.”

wlf—if you're going near Kicking
{Cayuze Ranch, will you—you give me a
bift on vour hoss?" asked Bunter hope-
inliy, .

ARl there any other guy in gight
that vou conld ask for a lift, howbre ¥

“Nobody,” said Buater. )

“Not on the south side of this here
river % asked the rider.

Bunter bliiked across the Bguaw al
the farther bank and the rolling plams
stretehing away fo the sky.

“ Nohody at all,” he answered.

The borish rider of the grey mustang
smiled. It did not oceny to Bunter that
the rider in the river might have reasons
of his own for desiring to know whether
horsemen were in sight on the plains.

Ha seemed fo consider for a few
moments, then he gave a nod.

“1 guess I'll oblige you, feller,” he
eaid, “X sure would be pleased to horn
in at & chuckhouse and stop for eafs,
1t’s a einch, big boy.” ; :

He set his mvstang in motion again,
and the animal trampled and clambered
upn the steep bank.

Onee on the swunmit, the rider shot a
rapid glance across the river, and flen
hizs keen eyves cireled round, searvchimg
the whole plain, Even the Owl] of the
Remove could sco how scarching that
intent look was.

“Looking for your friends?i®
Bunter,

The rider of the pgrey mustang
grinned.

“Sure!” he assented. “Some friends
—very old friends of ming—are looking
for me this very mmnute; but I gucss
they've missed me. You ain’'t seen a
huneh of ridera eavorting around-—six
runz, and onc of them s little enss with
bow legs and a face like leather ™

“T haven't seen anybody,” answered
Bunter.

“Nope, I puess ther sure missed me,”
murmured the boyish-looking puncher.
“3ebbe they're combing Sqguew Moun-
tain—mebbe.  Git on t*

Bunter bhinked at the rider and
blinked at the horse, Cetting on waz a
yother dilfewlt propesition to Buanter.
Bunter generally mounted a stecd as if
he were climbing the wall of a house;
but that was not practicable with the
eaddle alveady aceupied.

The jyoung puncher grinned and
etooped to him. He took a grip on the
fat Junior's collar, and, with a strength
that was surprising considering Bunter's
weight, hooled him up.

-4 I I paeped Buntor.

He was landed on the horse in f{ront

Lue Macyer LiBrary.—No, 1,579,
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aof the puncher. 1le sat there splatier-
mg—not falhvge off agam, becauze a
strong hand was still holding him. The
stvang-lhnbed mustang, heedless of the
double weight, started at a trot awny
from the river.

Bunter was not cemfariable. He was
far from comfortable, But he was on
hiz way to dinner, and io that, at least,
there was comfory |

T

THE F\\‘.}URTI! CHAPTER.
Rangers at the Ranch !

Ll ANGIRS " said Bill Buck.
Bill waz busy this morning.
There was plenty of work to
ba done on the ranch; and he
had been guite pleased when Harry
Wharton & Co. offercd to ride out and
round up the buvch of cows that had
wanderad away up the river. But
buzy as hoe was, he found time {o give
his attention to three riders who came
up the trail abeout half an hour after
the. sudden departure of Panhandle.
“Hangers?” repeated Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder was Leenly interested:
e had heard, and read, of the Texas
Hangers, but bad never seen any of
that famouns body of men.

VYop ! said Bill. “That's Hall”

“Hall? Who's Halli"®

Bill grinned.

“I guess vou're noo to Texas ™ he
said.  * Ewery f!uy in the State has
heard of Jim Hall, captain of the
T'exas Rangers. 1 guess they're after
some scallawag—mehbe that rusiling
gang in Sguaw Mountain.”

“Which one iz Ilall?”  asked
Smithy.

“The little cuss riding ahead, with a
face like saddle-leather snd eyes like
sparks 1" grinned Bill.

He strode down to the gateway, the
Bounder following him, The threo
ridars, covered with dust from the
prairie, looked weary, and it was plain
that they had ridden long and hard.

The man whom Eill bad named as
Jim Ilall was small in stature, bow-
legged from incessant riding, and
looked as havd asz iron, his eyes as keen
and penetrating as an eagle’s,

“Mormmg 1 said Bill

M orning 1" gronted Iall.
man at homa?

“Bure!” said Bill
you new.’?

*¥You Barney Stone?”

“MNot by a jugiunl.”

“I guess I heard at Hard Tack that
Barncy Btone was foreman of Kicking
Cavuze,” saud Fall.

“Ha sure wasz,™ apgrecd Rill, “Bub
that pesky son-of-a-pun is sticking in-
side the calaboose at Packsaddle now,
tf you want am.,"

Hall stared at him.

“How come " he asked briefly,

“That guy sure waz in cahoots with
the rustlevs, srnd he had ihe owner's
sont Kidnapped, becavse that young
guy spotted  his game!™ eaid  Bill,
* Bheriff Lick, along to Packsaddle, has
got him by the short heirs. Me, I'm
the noo foreman of this ranch, and
this here 13 the owner's son, Mr.
Yernon-Smith.”

Hall gave the Bounder a glance and
a brief nod.

The Bounder was regarding him
with interest and curiosity., He had
naver seen Jim Hall before, but he had
heard him spohen of—a famous man in
the West. e had heard that he was
nicknamed “Mule-Kick,” snd had the
veputation of never failing to get his
man. IFe looked, to Smithy’s eves,

£i Irﬂl'ﬂ-

“Talking to

like a man who lived op to Lis reputs-
Lrof.

*You avler the rusilers®™ asked BilL

“I'll say they've becn busy on the
Eicking Cayuse ranges ™
“Nix on the rustlers!™ answered

Hall. “T guess ['d rope them im, if
they came my way, in the way of
duty; but V'm after & guy I've becn
after a long time. I'm asking vou for
news of him, Ulis is new countey fov
that hombre, and I wouldu't put it past
bim to horn mto & ranch and ask for
eats at the chuckhouse, jest like he was
& puncher. Any strangers around

“Ain't seen any 1Y answered I1hlL
“Btrapgers ain't thick in these puris.
What's the guy called?”

“1 guess he's been ealled by as many
names as he's pob fingers and {ocs,™
grunted ITall. “But he's Lnown all
ovér Texas, from the Mo Gramie 1o
thé Stalred Plain, as the Rio Kid.”

Bill whistled.

“That fivebug around
cjaculated,

“He was sure secen in ITard Tack a
few davs ago,” said ITall, "“avd 1
reckon he was heading for a Lide-osut
in Squaw Mountain. got three men
picking up sign, other side of Lhe
Squan, How. t that kit sure does
kinow how to hide in a hele and pull
it in after him. No noos here?”

“Nunk ! snswered Bill, I guess
1 won't forget to pack my gun, if thot
firchn from the o0 Grande 2
aronnd, You lighting down for eats,
Captain Hall##

S Eum 1”

The Ranger captain dizmounted, and
hizs two men followed his example.

Cactus, the new horse-wrangler of
Kicking Cavuse, came to take 1ihe
horses for water and fodder., IHis
manner to Hail was one of great
respect—and two or three punchere,
who wera in sight, locked across at
him with somethicg like awe. The
Bounder could see that AMule-Kick
Hall, captain of the Texas Rangers, was
a “big noise " in the cow country.

Cactus led the borses away, and the
two Rangers went with Bill to the
chuckhouse to share ihe midday wmcal
of the outfit,

Hall was left with the Bounder, who,
83 the owner's son, had to do the
bonours of tha ranch.

“Pleass comc in, Captein Hall '
satd Vernon-Smith politely; and Idall,
who was &2 man of foew words, pave
him & nod end fellowed him to the
rancho.

Chick, the choreman, leoking out of
the deorway of the living-room ealute
the ranger captain with grcat respect.
Then he hurried sway to the kitehen
to get busy with the *“cats ?—the best
and amplest “eata that Chick could
provide for so distinguished a visilor,

Hall dropped inte n rocker in the
veranda. His keen eyes swept over the
fenced garden in  front  and the
pralvie bevond, and fixed for a mament
on a distant speck—a stetzon hat far
away on the plain, in the direction of
aguaw River. Then he looked at the
Bounder. Laconic a3 he was, he
seemed to feel impelled to speak a few
worda of civility:

“Owner's son I

“Yes,”  answered Smithy, Xy
father bought this ranch and sent miw
out here to give it the oncc-over.
We've got leave to pmlﬂnf the schoel
holiday o bit—I wish my friends were
hera to meet you, Captain IHalk
They've gono out after cows.”

Hzall nodded, and his eyes turned on
the distant stetson again, which was
coming Nearer.

heve ' ha
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The quirt in Bill Buck®s hand whipped up as swilt as the Colt in Panhandle's grip, and it twirled the revolver out of ths

cowman’s hand before he knew what was happening.

He rosze from the ehair, leaned on the
rail, and stared hard acrosz the sunny
plain. He seamed puzzled.

The Bounder, following hiz glance,
was puzzled, too

All sorts of riders came and went at
Licking Cavuse; but this was some-
thigg a little out of the usual run,

Twe hats were te be seen, and under
one of them something that fashed
back the rays of the sun.

The Bounder stared and burst into a
laugh as he discerned what it was—a
fat rider mounted in front of another
rider, who was almost lndden by his
ample form, but whose hat showed
over his hat. It was a pair of big
spectacles that flashed in the sunlight.

“Bunter ! ejnenlabed the Bounder.

He chuckled.

*That's oue of the parcty here,” le
explained. “FHe went out with the
other fellows after the cows this morn-
mg—L wonderved how long he would
#tick on the horse.”

Hall's hard leathery face broke into
somothing like o grin.

“Looks like he's lost his eavuoze,” ho
remarked.

“That's it—and one of the punchers
has picked him up and is giving him a
lift back to the ranch,” said Vernon-
Sunile

Jun HFall sat down again. Of the
rider behind Bunter litile could bo seen
but the stetson, and e had no doubt
that 1t was, as the Pounder Ellgpﬂsi':d,
one of the Kicking Cayuse outfit who
had picked wup the fat schoolboy
stranded on the prairie.

But he locked at the approaching
rider—and looked again, The Bounder
gaw lhis hard face harden, and an alert
glint comz into lus eves. Those eyes
were fixed on the double-laden horse.

“That'z a greyv Injun mustang !’ said
Hall suddenlv. He wrinkled his brow

in & concentrated stare. “I guess he'a

t black on his muzzle”

He breathed hard.

*“ I reckon you'll know the ranch
CAYIEES b;r sight, Mr. Verpon-3mith,”
he said. "“Yoeu lknow that critberi™

“No, I can’'t say I do,” answered
Vernon-Smith. “But thers may be
dozens of horses here that I haven't
seen.,  What does it matter 3

The ranger captain did not answer
that question; but hiz fixed gaze be-
came more intent and intense. Hoe
breathed harder.

“Tt =ure does look like the cayuse
Smithy heard him mutter. ' But he
sureg would neot be riding inte the rope
hke that! Sure not! ﬁut 1 puess Ea
don't know that there's rangers this
side of the Squaw, nohow!™ His eves
gleamed round  at Vernon-8imith.
“Bay, you sure that guy iz one of the
buneh here

“1 ean’t see his face,” answered the
wondering Bounder.  “But I suppose
it's one of the punchers, as he's bring-
ing that chap in.”

“Aebbe,” muttered Hall, “ Mebbe!
But I guess the Kid's the guy to lelp
a lame dog over a stile—I’ll say that
for the cuss! And that sure is a grey
Injun mustang with black on  his
muzzle.”

The Bounder stared.

“The Kid!"™ he repeaiod.

[R1]

“0Oh, my

hat! Do yon mean the man vou're
after 77

“The Kid!" breathed Hall. *The
Rio Kid! I guess #

The rider, who had been coming

directly towards the ranch, swerved a
little, heading for the gate This gave
tho two watchers in the veranda a
glimpse of him, no longer hidden by

the fnt figure of Billy Bunter. The
Bounder of Greviriars g]limpseﬂ Y
handsome, sunburnt, boyizh  face,

hardly a few years older than his own

** Oh, good man, Bifl I " gasped Vernon-Smith.

—a face that hs would never have
dreamed was that of a *fire-hug "—
an outlaw hunted by the Texas

Rangers. But one ghmpse of it was

engugh for the ranger captain.

“The Rio Kidl” came gritting
through his teeth,

And Mule-Kick Hall tore the revolver
from his belt as he leaped down the steps
of the veranda, shouting to his men.

e i

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Cornered in Squaw Mountain !

OB CHERRY gave & whoop of
trinmph.
“Got him
The lasso flew, The loop sctiled
over the tossing head of the runaway
brone. It was caught at last.

The chase of Bunter’'s brone had led
the juniors far afield. Miles had slipped
under the galloping hoofs.

But it could not be helped—Bunter
had to have his horse, and the Famous
Five had to capture it for him.

They were more than three miles from
the spot where they had left Bunter
when they got the brome at last.

Lvell then, probably, they might not
have gob him, for they were far as ves
frorm having scquired the skill of the
Texas punchers with the * rope.” Throw
after throw had missed, and the run-
away had led them a long dance. Bub
at last, inadvertently, the brone played
into the hands of his pursuers.

With the juniors cireling round him
on the prairie, he had dashed into an
cpening of Bquaw BMountain—a deep
and narrow canyon that split the side
of the great mountain.

There they had him cornered, as they
followed ; for, abt a distance from the
plain, the way became too steep and
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rocky for further progress, and the run-
wway had te turm,

‘That brought him within an easy cast
of the rope; and Cherry, to his
great satisfaction, landed the loep ever
his head, ;

“Got him at last!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton breathlessly. “ Thank goodness
for that!"

“"The
csteemed Bob !V
Ram Singh.

“Batter tio Bunter on when wa pget
back i grunted Johnny Buell,  * Looks
like rounding up those cows at this rate
—I don't think I :

“Come onl” said Bob cheenily.
“Wa've wasted an hour—but what's the
ocdds, o long as you're "appy ™

With the captured brone on the end
of the rope, Bob wheeled, snd the Co.
followed his example, to ride back down
the narrow, winding canyon to the' plain
ai the foot of the mountsin, .

As they did so, something whizzed
past Harry Wharton's ear, like & swift
izect, and made him start.

The ringing report of a frearm
fallowed. :

“ Hallo, Lallo, hallo ! cxelaimed Bob.
“ Wheat—* .

“What the {thomp—" cxclaimoed
Haryy, in amagement, staring round
iim,

“Look out!” rearcd Johuny Bull
" Cover—quick 1" ‘

Crack ! rang on the clear air, like the
~rack of a whip, and 2 bullet smashed
on the rorks a yard away from him.

“Cover ! pasped Wharten.

Harry Wharton & Co. had learned to
take eover, and lo take 16 quick, trailing
with Bill. Thevy were quick on the
nptake; and, sudden and unexpected as
the attack waz, they were swiftly on
thety guard.

tfulness  is  terrific, my
gaid Hurree Jamset

THE MAGNET

The fiving came from some point on
the rocky eanyon wall, between them
and the plain. They could not, for the
moment, see who fired; but they knew
that the marksman was posted on the
rocks in fromt of them, firing from &
height.

ey leaped fram their horses and
dragged the animals by the bridles into
the nearest cover—a maszs of rocky
houlders in the middle of the canyen,
round which they had ridden in chase
of the broneo. i

Quick as they were, & third shot ¢nme,
apinning the hat oun Bob Cherry’s head
as ha jumped for cover. o

Panting for breath, the five juniors
backed behind the bouldevs; safe, {or
the time at least, from the fire, gheltered
by the high rocks; and they lost no time
in taking the rifles from the lesther
pases strapped an the horses,

“Who the thump—" breathed Frank
MNugent.

“bmld what the thump—-—>" gasped

“One of the rusthing gang!” said
Harry.

The juniors were well aware that the
lonely canyons and gulchies of Squaw
Mountain were the haunt of rustlers;
and it was not long since they had ha
a brush with the cattle-thieves, driving
off a Kicking Cayuse herd.

They had had the bhest of that
encounter  with  the confederates of
Barney Stone, the double-dealing fore-
man of the ranch. But, though the
rustlers certainly bore them no good-
will, they would never hove cxpected &
murderous attack like this. The unseen
man on the rocky canyon wall had been
Emg en them, to shoot them down.

“Home pal of Barney Stonme's!™ said
Boh. i
“I suppose sol!” said Harry slowly.

e e e o e e e i el i s s

Gripping Book-Length School Yarn—for 4d !

The Captain of the Greyiriars Remove is on the warpath, for he's
up against his Formemaster and an old ewemy, Gerald Loder.
The bully of the Sixth has made things hot fer Wharton with the

master of the Remove and the junior is out for revenge!l

g

simply -must read this great yvarn of & bitker feud at Greylnars,

Ask for it todaw.

«But blessed if T guite make it outl
There's net & lot of law in the Pack-
saddle counlry ; but Sheriff Lick would
get after the brute fast emough if he
got by with this ™

“Careful I” murmured Bob, as Harry
moved to look out from beyond the edgo
of the great rocky boulder that screened
the juniore.

Wharton nodded, and placed his stet-
son hat on the end of his rifie, pushing
it out into view.

Crack!

A bullet spun the hat on the muzile
of the rifla1 Evidently the man in the
canyon was watching like o bawk,

Even as the shot reng, Wharton took
a hasty look round the roclk. He had &
z:,'iimpaa of & man in a stetson hat, on a
edge, sboub thirty feet up the rugged
canyon wall, and about fifty yards in
advance of the juniors’ position.

Under the brim of the stetsen was a
hard, lean, brown face—a face that
Harry Wharton knew only too well; and
one that astounded him to see in Lhat
canyon on the rugged side of Squaw
Mountsin.

“ Barney Btone! he pgasped, as he
poipad back hiz head.
a8

nother bullet clipped by the rock
ha did so.
“Wha-a-t1" exelaimed Bob,
“Barney Stone I repeated Harry

blankly., “It's Barney Stone!”

“But he's in the calaboose al Pack-
saddie 1" exclaimed Nugont.

“He was—but ha isn't mow ™ eaid
Harry, with a deep breath, e must
have got away—I tell you, it's Barney
Stona 17

“Oh, my hat |” #aid Bob.

“ But—" gasped Johany Bull.

“Hark ! interrupted Wharton.

A shouting voice came up the canyon.
Ouly teo well the juniors knew that
harsh volce.

“Bay, you voung gecks! I puoess I
got you- by the shovt hairs! y _the
great horned toad, I sure got you! You
can come out of 1t, you young skumbks !
You got it coming 1”

There was & gloating nole m the hoed,
harsh volee. :

Evidently Barney was in great feasher
at  having cornered the Greyfriars
fellows in that vemote, rocky recess of
the mountain, where there was no cecapo
for them except by passing under lis
UL ]

“That’s Barney's toot!” said Baly, in
a low volee.

“The ¢steemed and cexceralle
Barney ™ murmuored Hurree Jam:et
Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.

He understood now that savage,
riuthless, nucderons attack. Barncey
Stone’s feud with Herbert Vernon-Smiih
and his friends was implacable,

Barney had been foreman of tho
Kicking Cayuse Rateh for years on-endd
—and during thoze years he had robbed
and cheated owper afior owner—piling
up dollars that did net helong 1o hin
most of the “guys ™ in the Packsaddle
country knew, or guessed, that Barney
was making & good thing for himeclf
out of the ranch; and Bheriff Lick had
oven suspected that he knew more abous
the rustling of cows on the ranch than
he ever admitted. But it was not tiil
the Greyfriars party came that the
“ goods * had been got on Barney.

MNow he bad lost everything. N

From being boss of the ranch, lining
his pockets with another man's dollars,
hic had gone to Lthe calaboose at Pack-
gaddle, to be sent away to take lis trial,

Evidently he had escaped—for here he
was, though it was a puzele how he had
done so—certainly wnot without help
from outside, But if he had his free



dom, he had nothing else—except to
seek hiz ontlawed associates snd throw
in his lot with them, an outlaw and
eattle-rustlor himself ] :
. It was no wonder, perhaps, that his
savage thoughts concentrated on the
fellows who had brought asbout his
downfall and ruin; ne wonder that he
had fired on sight when he spotied them
in the lonely mountain.

“By gum [* egaid Bob, after s long
stlence. ™ That rotter’s got us Ly the
short hairs, vou fellows! We're stuck
l.'l;ﬂ'!"ll,!—-—-"

“The stickfulness is terrific,”

“There's no way out up the canyon—-
that's how we collared that fat owl's
brone,™ exid Bob, “and if we leave this
covepr——*

Harry Wharton nodded.

To leave cover and ride down the
canvon to the plain was to pass under
the high ledge, where Barney Stone
watched with & six-gun in his hand.
That was asking to be shot down from
sbove like so many rabbits; and they
knew well enough that there was no
more merey i the heart of the outlawed
foreman than in that of a prairie woll,

“We've got to stick it here,” said
Harry.

“Till dark,” said Bob.

“Phew ¥ murmured Nugent.

*MNothing else for it,”” said Harry.
“We can’t get st the brute, perched
up there on the canyont wall. And we
can't show ourselves without being
riddled with bunllets. If he loses
pationce, and comes for uws, we'll put
5&%:] to the scoundrel fast enough.

nly—

He broke off. PBut he did not need
to finish—the other fellows pguessed
what was in his mind.

Barney Stone had ezcaped from the
caloboose at Packsaddle, and struck
westward, for a hideout in Bquaw
Mountain; but, more likely that not,
some of his lawless associates were duo
to join up with him there. And if a
gang of ruffianly rustlers were within
sound of the firing, and were drawn to
the spob, the outlock was serions for
tha Famous Five of Groyfriars

But there was ne choice
mhther.

They wera cornered, and could not
show a finger without getting s bullet,
Fvery advantage was on the side of
the ruffian posted high on the ledge,
watching the rugged canvon below,
ready to loose off lead on the instant.

The juniors had to wait, and watch.
And they waited and watched, with
grim  faces, while the sun climbed
higher i the blue sky of Texas, and
poured down burning lbeat, turning the
rocky canyon ifito an oven.

om—arey

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Kid !

ILLY BUNTER gnve o startled
squeak :

[ {1 011; .IJ:.

The vider of the grey mus-
tang with the black muzzle, pulled in
go suddenly and sharply, that the fat
junior nearly tumbled off.

"Over Bunter's fat head the keen,
blus oyes of that rider secarched the
ranch in front of him.

“Thunder ¥** he breathed.

“1 gar !" gasped Bunter.

“Light down, buoddy! Pronto 1
ruﬂ:m tha rider of the grey mustang.

13 sves were fixed in a keen stave—

at a leather-faced man, who was leap-
ing down the steps of the rancho
veratida, gun in hand, shouting as he
leaped.

m  thao
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From the direction of the chuckhouse,
two rangers came running, also gun
in hand, at the call of their captain.

After them came Bill Buck, staving
as he ran, and two or thres punchers,
and Cactus from the horse corral.

“J—I—I say " stuttered Bunter.- *1
Fay, ain’t vou comung inte the ranch?
Sraithy will be glad to stand you lunch
if vou come in with me.”

The rider of the grey mustang
Ianghed.
“I guess mot,” he answered.

* Fronto 1

He unhooked Bynter from the mus-
tang, and dropped him on his feet on
the caril, Bunter promptly stumbling
over, and sitting down.

“Ow i gasped Dunter. .

The rider wheeled his horse, his reins
bunched in his left hand, a six-gun
it his right. The roar of Mule-Kick
Hall could be heard from the ranch.

¥ Horzez—horses | Where's my
cayuse ? Dﬂigune- you! ~Where's my
E%EE? That's the EKid—the Rio

L I'|ll

Bang, bang ! came a couple of shots,
whizzing close as the rider of the grey
mustang dashed aw&]y.

Billy Bunter wasa left sitting on the
earth, blinking dizzily through his big
epectacles, and wondering
happening.

“The Kid ! came a roar.

“By the great horned toad, that dog-
goned firebug !” roared Bill. “ Cactus,
you geck, mt out them hosses !

“0h erikey ! gurgled Billy Bunier.

His . unknown friend was already
dashing away.

Forth from the gsatewsy of the
ranch came a horseman, s}i:rurting
ficrcely. It was Mule-Kick Hall, first
in the saddle, riding like the wind,
loosing off lead as he rode.

Crack, erack, crack! rang the re-
volver, in the hand of the ranger cap-

tain, He thundered past within a
dozen feet of Bunter, sitling in the
grass in"a state of hopeless bewilder-

ment and confusion.

After him, galloping, came hiz two
men. After them, Bill Buck, and two
or three punchers. The name of the
Rio Kid, the celchrated outlaw of the
Rio Grande, had been enough. Wild
excitement reigned on the ranch, and
every man who was on hand rushed for
his horse.

Billy Bunter fottered {o his feet as
the riders thundered by.
He ‘blinked after
tlirough hiz epectocles.
Why the rider of the grey mustang
was fleeing, why the others were dash-
ing in pursuit of him, and firing as
they pursued, Bunter could not guess
His own impression of that youn
punchier, with the silver nupgets mung
his hat, was that he was a very detent
gort of chap. He had given the fat
Owl a lift that he badly needed, and
landed him at the raneh in time for
dinner. It had been his intention to
“horn in" at the ranch. for “eats,"
&8s any wandering puncher was welcome
fo. do on & Texas ranch. INow he was
riding at full gallop acress the praircie,
with panting horsemen in fierce pur-
suit. Bunter could only blink in dizzy

astonishment,

Bang, bang, bang! roarced the six
guns.

The Rio Kid had seen his danger in
tine, and lost not a sccond, and he
had & good start. But Mule-Kick
Hall, well ahead of the others, was
riding fast at the fiving heels of the
swift .grey musztang.

Bunter saw the Kid half-turn in the

them  dizzily

what was E
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saddle; he saw the right arm thrown
up, the revolver in the hand, and the
roar of the six-pun came back to his
BOTE.

Jun Hall's horse pitched forward,
and the ranger captain was fung head-
long into the grass,

A toss af the horse’s head had saved
him from the bwnllet; but the horse
had gone down under it, and Hall was
dismountad.

“Oh crumba!?’ gasped the horrified
Owel.

Hall was en his feet again in a
couple of seconds. The crash on the
praivie mnaustk have hurt him, but he
was hard as hickery. He yelled madly
for a horse, and Yuba Dick jumped
down, and handed over his bronco.

. The rvanger captain threw himself
it the saddle, and resumed the chase,
spurring like a madman.

But he was sk ihe tail of the r-
suit now, mistead of in the lead. Eund
the Rio Kkid was far shead, and rid-
ing at a specd that scemed like light-
THIIEE.

He vanished from Bunter's eyez and
spectacles, and after him vanizhed the
galloping pursuers.

“Oh oerunbs Y gasped: Buntor,
He toliered on to the ranch, In ile
ateway be found Vernon-Smith, star-
ing‘ after the wild pursuit of the out-
o,

“1 say, Emithy!"” gasped Bunter,

*They won't get him,” said the
Bounder., *“ By qn&. that horsa can
move! They won't get him."

“I sav, Smithy, who—what—— Who
iz he?" pasped DBunter. *“What are
they after him for? He zeemed 1o mo
a very nice chap.”

The BRounder chuckled.

* Frightfully nice chap "’ ha
answered. “He's an outlaw=—wanted
by half the cherifls in Texas, from what
I've heard.”

“Oh erikey ' gasped the fat Owl
" An—an—an outlaw! Hot! He gave
mo & lift Laek, when I told him I'd
lost my horse. He was coming in to
dinner, only he changed lus mind.”

"Ret he never knew tha TATZCrs wora
here,” grinned Swiithy.,  “Where are
the other fellows, Bunter?’

“They went after my horse, when
I fell off=I mean, when I dismounted.”
answered Banter. “1 never fell off,
Smithy. They lkept me waiting lhours
end hours and hours, and thon that
chap turned up, and I asked him for
s Lift back. I say, in dinner ready?”

Bunter rolled into the ranchoe to sce
whether dinner was veady. Chick was
standing in the veranda, staring after
the distant chase with all his eyes, in
breathless excifement.

“ Dinner ready ! asked Bunter.

“The Rio Kid ! snid Chick breath-
lessly, *That sure was the Rio Kid!
I seen his picture up at Priarie Bend,

with o thousand dollara reward! The
Rio Kid !
“0Oh, ves—but iz dinner ready?"

asked Bunter. He grabbed hold of
the choreman’s arm. “I =ay, getting
deaf? I'm hungry.”

“Aw, can it, vou fat gink 1" roared
Chick, and he gave the fat Owl a
shove, which caused him to it down
in the veranda.

Dinner scemed to Chick a malier of
emall moment, in cmgﬂrimn with the
chase of the Rio EKid. Hardly s

limpse of the distant sictsons conld
Eﬂn seent now. The chose waes vanish-
ing meross the prairvio towards Bguaw
Monntain.

“0Ow " gasped Bunter, * Beast!”

He picked himself up, and rolled
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into the living-room. Dinner was net
ready  Chick had been interropted by
the alanp, and at the name of the
Riv EKid he had belted out of Ilus
kitehen, forgetiing all about eais.

Billy Bunter eould not forget so im-
portant a matier so eagily; but he bad
to wait. J& was not till Vernon-Smith
came in that Chick gave uf watching
the prairie, and remembered cats.

It was an hour or more later that
Bill aud the punchers came back.
Billy Buntey by that time had packed
hiz pats, and was taking his case 10 a
rocker in the veranda, Vernon-SBnith
shouted to Bill as he rode i, dusty
and perspiring at the gate.

“Any fuck, Bill¥"

“Not so's vou'd nolice it!” granted
Bill.

“He's gpob away !”

“gurest  thing  you  knew! UThat

mustang of his'n is sure some cayuse !”
saig Bill. “Weo done lost him en the
prairvie. Hall and his ghys ave still on
the trail, but I'H tell a man they won't
put salt on his tail in & hurry ! Nope!
I'he Bounder stared away to the

wost, where Saquaw Mountain barred
tho blue horizen. Somewhere in that
divection the Rio Kid was riding,

hunted by AMule-Kick Hall and lis men.
But for the chance presence of the
vangers at the ranch, the Kid would
have been there, enjoying the free and
casy hospitality of the eow country,
unsuspected for what he wasl The
Bounder whistled as he thought of it.
This was geing to be interesting news
for the Famous Five when they came
in with the cows ab sundown.

He little guessed where the Famous
Five were at that moment, and what
was happening lo them!

T

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Frlend In Need !

( :RAGK, crack | ‘
The bullets knocked splinters
from the rock in the canyon mn

Sci'u aw Mountain,

Hours had passed since the Famous
Five of Greyiriars had heen cornered
there, and the Lot afterncon was wear-
ing on. : :

Bob Cherry had put his hat on his
rile beyond the edge of the rock, fo
make sure whether the gunman was still
on the watch. The instant crack of the
siz-gun told that Barney Stone was still
there, and still wntuh_mi. .

Bob pulled the hat back, with a hela
theough the crown, and grinned.

“Lucky my napper wasu't in it!"” he
remarked. :

“The luckfulness was terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.
“The estecmed villain 13 as watchful
as an absurd cat.”

“Blow hina " grunted Johnuy Bull.

“Well, he's got us, unless we slick
it out till dark ! amé Harry.

The juniors had to make up their
minds to that. What made them un-
easy, chiefly, was the probability that
others of the xustling gang might
arrive on the spot, and they might have
a gang of desperadoes to desl with. So
far, however, Barney Stone had not
been joined by any of his confederates,

They had caten a meal, unpacked
from their saddle-bags, washed down by
fepid water from their cans. A meal
naturally reominded them of Billy
Bunter, and they wondered how the
fat Owl was getting on.

Whether he was still siltting by the
Squaw  River, waiting for themy hour
afler hour, or whether he had tried

Tue Maexer LiBRaRY.~—No. L5TH,

THE MAGNET

walking to the ranch, they did not
know, but certainly it never crosse
their minds that the fat Owl had got a
lift to Kicking Cayuse frem o hunted
ontlaw. .

Anshow, there was no getting back to
Bunter, and he had to take lus chance,
It was all the fault of the fatuous fat
Ow] that they were in this deadly trap
and it would have been rather a relief
to have been within kicking distance of
Bunter. i R

Crack ! rang again, Barney pilching
anoather bullet down from the lugh wall
of the canyon. Then there was a long
sitence. .

“If Bmiihy or Bill only knewl”
murinured Nugent.

back till

o They don’'t exnect wus
sunset !” said Harry. “No chancs of
anvone cowing thia way, unless——"

“Unlesa it'd be somc of Barney's
gang of rustlers!” said Bob. *Halloe,
hallo, hallo! Mark!”

From the distance, down tle canyon,
came a sound of hoofbests ringing on
hard rock. ‘The juniors cxchanged
guick glances,

A horseman was riding up from the
canyon from tho El-]ai_us_, the way they
had come, hours since, in chase of the
runaway bronc. L

“Might be a puncher from Kicking
Cavuse 1" murmured Bob.

“Naot  likely [?

“Well, look outl” said Bob, grasp-
ing his rifle. " If the blighters try to
ruch us here we'll give them something
for their trouble.”

Loud and sharp, ringing on the hard
rock, . came the clatter of hoofs. Then
it cessed suddenly. The horseman had
halted. ]

There was hardly & chance that it
was 8 men of the ranch outfit, wander-
ing into the lonely mountain. But if
it was not that, it seemed certain to
ihe juniors that it was one of the
vustlers, with whom the foreman of
Kicking Cayuse had been in league,
and in that case, they had more than
one encmy to deal with.

They waited, and listened anxiously.

Crack, erack, crack!

Three rapid shots rang out. They
came from the high ledge up the canyon
wall; the juniors could tell that by
the sound. But the bullets did not
crash round the boulders that screened
them. The fire was in another direc-
tinn.

Bang! came from down the canyon,
and a ﬁplnttat'mﬁ sound of a bullet
smashing on rock.

“By gum!" breathed Bob.

“Not a rustler I muttered Johnny
Bull. “They're firing at one another
—Barney Stone and that chap who's
halted——" .

“A Kicking Cayuse man, then " said

Nugent. .
“ Looks like 3t." )
Crack, crack! Bang! came rapid

shots, evidently exchanged between the
man who bad ridden inlo the canyon
and the man on the high ledge.

The juniors dreaded to hear a cry,
that would have told that the new-
comer had fallen fo the fire. But they
heard nothing but the heavy echo of
the firing, among the hollowas of the
mountain. The newcomer, whoever he
waa, had evidently got into prompt
COVEr.

Harry Wharton pushed his hat out
of cover again. But thia time it drew
no fire, arney Stone, clearly, was
watching in the other direction.

Assured of that, the captain of the
Greyiviars Remove ventured to peer
round the rock, elong the rugged
CANYOlL

High up on the canyon wall he

limpsed a stetsom, which ehowed that

arney Btone wae still in his place.

Zﬁxlt he Iimpsed something else, also,
which made him start.

Higher still, up the rugged, broken
wall of rock, where ledge rose ebove
ledge to the top, was another figure,

It locked to Wharten like that of
o cow-puncher, little more than a boy,
in stetson and chaps. It wag not oue
of the Kicking Cayuse outfit. Ie had
never seen him beforo.

Evidently, Barney Stone did notl zee
him now.

Barney was watching the cawnyen
below—and  the young puncher was
coming from above,

“Oh ! breathed Wharton.

He could see what had happened,
though Barney Btone eounld not. The
horseman, fired on by the man on tho
lodge, had taken prompt cover, aud
ficed back. Then he hed left his horse
in cover and crept away among ibhe
rocks, with the stealthy ekill of 2 Red
Indian. By 2 devious route he had
gained a greater height up the canvon
wall than the ledge where Barney
crouched and watched, apd Barner, had
be looked, would have seen him.

But Barney, évidently, had no sus.
picion of it. Heo did not look up; he
was watching the canyon below.

Wharton could see only ihe crown
of his stetsom, but he could see that
the back of it was turned to him. With
a new enemy on hand, Barney was uot
troubling about the schoolboys,

Dut his new enemny, if ho had only
known 1t, was no longer below: he was
above, and from above he could, had Le
chosen, have shot Barney like & rabbit.

Wharton stared at him, spellbound,
His friends joined him, peering round
the boulder. They all stared at the
voung puncher, high up the conyen
side, stepping with the agility of a
mountain goat, and without making

the slightest sound to warn Barpey
as he approached him.
“Oh!” breathed Bob. “Look 1™

With & sudden lea
Foung

from above, the
uncher landed on the rocky
le:iga where Barney Stone lav.
e landed just behind Barney, a six-
gun in his hand.

The juniors held their breath
Barney, startled by the clatler of
riding-boots on the ledge behind him,
scrambled round—and looked into the
muzzle of a revolver.

The woice of the young puncher
reached the ears of the schoolboys,

“"Forget it, feller! Don't lift that
gun! It sure will be the last thing
you'll do this side of Jordan.”

Barney Stone, In amazement and
rage, scrambled to his feet. But he did
not lift the gun in his hand,

“ Doggona you ! he gasped.

“Drop that gun!”

For a moment Barney
Then his “gun ™ went clattering down
the rocky side of the canyon.

“Huomp it after your gun, hombre 1™

Iis lean face convulsed with fury,
Barney 8tone tramped down the rugped
slope from the ledge to the canyon
below, followed. by the boyish-looking

unicher, gun in hand. And Harey

‘harton & Co., in great relief, crowded
out of their cover and came an the
sCene.

hesiiated.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Friend or Foe P

e

|1 ANDS up !’
The Rio Kid rapped out
the waords.

. Btill keeping Barmey Sione
covered with the revolver in lue right



hrnd, he whipped & second gun from
his belt with the left; and that gun
was aimed at the Famous Five, as they
came out from the cover of the rocks.

With a gun in either hand, the Kid
had both parties covered; much to the
BUrprise the Greyiriars fellows.

They had never seen that handzdme
young puncher before; but, as he had
tackled Barney Stone, and saved them
from peril, ?ger naturally looked on
him as an ally.

S0 his swift and sudden action was
starthing. '

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” gazsped DBob
Cherry.  “ What—""

“Hold on!"” exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“We'rs friends—" gasped Nugent.

“Hands up[” came the sharp rap;
and the Famous Five put up their
hands. They realised that the young
puncher now saw them for the first
time, and could not know whether they
wera friends or foes,

B0 they put up their hands. This

uncher, whoever he was, had proved a
riend in need: and they certamly did
not want any trouble with him.

“Keep 'em up, & few ! drawled ths
boyish-looking puncher., “I puess I
want to know who you are, and what
aur game i3 around here in Sgquaw

ountain."”

Barney Stone made & movement,
His revolver lay a few vards awarw.
For a moment the late foreman of
Kicking Cayuse hoped that this
diversion would give him a chance of
reaching it,

Bui s keen eye gleamed at him.

. “You asking for it, hombre?™
inquired the Rio Kid. *“I'll say your
best guess it to stick where ydu are,
and reach for the sky. I'll mention
that this gun might go off sudden, if
you don't.”

And Barney, gritting his teeth, stood
Thﬂi? he was and “reached for the
EILF.

But he was as puzzled as the juniors
Like them, he concluded that the hand-
some young puncher belonged fto some
ranch outht in the Frio wvaller; in
which case, it must have been clear to
him that he had nothing to fear from
the schoolboys. But ho was kocping
them covered, ms carefully as he was
keeping Barney covered.

“1t's all right, old bean 1™ said Bob
Cherry, with a chesry grin. “We're
not rustlers, like that rotter! You
won't want that gun.”

the Kid,

“Who are youi™
gcanning them.

“Zehoolboys from England, stayin
et Kicking Cayuse Ranch!” answere
Harry Wharton, “'We came here after
& horse that chucked its vider and ran
away."

The Kid pave o start.

“Aw! Carry me home fto die!” he
ejaculated. “Yc_nl tha ride-kickers of
h at fat goob I picked up by the Squaw

Iver, ™

“Bunter 1" exclaimed ITarry Whar-
ton, in astonishment. “"Ilave yon seen
rf'i.-i fat boob in blinkers!™ said the
S B LE,

“That’s jolly old Bunter " said Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle. *¥Yes, we're
his friends—his horse chucked him, and
we lhiad to get after it and rope it in—
and then that villain, Barney Stone,
cornered us here”

The Rid seemed satisfied. Ilis second
pun went Lack to its holster; though
he was still kceping Barney covered
with the gun in his right.

“O.K.." he said. " %uess vou'll find
that goob at the ranch—~I sure gave him
a lift there on my cayuse. Now rvon
jest put me wise what's the trouble
bere,  This jay-faced guy burned pow-

asked
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der. on me when I rode in from the
plaing, and I reckon if I hadn't been
spry I'd have stopped some of his lead.
That guy after your scalps?”

“That's it 1* said Harry. “He was
foreman of the ranch, up till a few
days ago; in league with the rustlers
who ran off ecattle from the ranges.
He hns escaped from the calaboose at
Packsaddle—he must have escaped last
night—goodness  knows how. = We're

oing to take him back, now we've got

1Ti1.

“A few minutes ago he'd got ust”
rinmed Bob. “Now we've got him!
ne good turn deserves anothee.”

Barnoy Stono clenched his hands; his
decp-set eyes glittering with rage.

The arrival of the Kid on the gcene
Lhad completely turned the tables on
Barney. He had had his liberty only
for o matter of hours; now he had
thrown it away, owing to that savage
utfempt at vengeance on the Grey-
friars juniors. He was disarmed,
covered by a revolver, and the Famous

Ive were very casily able to deal with
him now.

“We'll stick him on Bunter’s hor:ze
and ride him back to Packsaddle!”
said Johnny Rull.

The Kid looked mt them, apd at
Barnoy Stone,

Had hwe been, as the juniors still
enpposed, a puncher from one of the

rio ranches, be would have fallen in
with that plan st once. But the hunted
outlaw, whe only an hour ago had
narrowly escaped the pursuit of the
Texas Rangers, had other ideas.

“Go slow1" gsaid the Kid, with a

grin. “I guess this here guy belongs
il:lq me, as ‘'m the baby that cinched
1T,

*Oh, ves, of course!” gaid Harry at
once.  “ But surely you'll let us take
him back to the calaboose. The gheriff
of Packsaddle must be hunting for him
T

“Mebbe he ain’t the onl v the
sheriff of Packsaddle hones tFo g!:it sntt
on the tail of IY grinned the Kid. “I

uess I ain't come to the valley of the
‘rio to help no gol-darned sheriff to do
fis stuff.”

The juniers stared at him.

“But that man's wanted by the
Law !" exclaimed Nugent.

“You don't say!” ejmculated the
Kid.

“1 jolly well do! SBurelr vou're not
going to stand in the way of an escaped
ountlaw being rounded up 17

*Ha, ha, hal” roared the Kid,

_ “"Well, whera does the joke come
in?” demanded Johnny ]3:.1“I grufily.

All the juniors stared in astonishment

at the young puncher. They could see
no reasen whatever for that outburst
of merriment,
. Barney Stone was as surprised as the
Juniors.  But he was hopeful now. He
was utterly at the puncher's merev:
but he realised that the puncher, for
some inexplicable reazon, was going to
be merciful

“Imok here, we're going to take that
scoundrel  back where he belongs,™
esﬁifimeri Johnny h'BuII hﬁ-tl}'.

ot & gun here what savs you
1au'n’1‘,!*Er rnt-nrtgd the Kid. =3

“Hold on, Johany 1™ said Harry
ﬁaciﬂr:n.lly. “It’s for that chap to say—

s got the rascal, and helped us out
of o fix in gpetting him. But look here,”
ho went on, addressing the young
puncher, * we've {old vou who and what
that man is—why don’t you want us to
ronnd him up, now we've got the
chance ¥’

The Kid shrugged his shonlders.

“Dog don't eat dog!” he zaid.

A Lkeen, watchful Jook came
Barney Stonc’s eyes.

into
He understaod,

n

though the juniors as yet did not.
That this handszome, pleasant-looking
young puncher was on the wrong side
of the low, was not essy for them to
gucss. .

‘I don’t catch on!” sad Harry.
" Whjl'—-"

“Aw, I gueszs I'll put you wise,
feller 1" drawled the Kid. “I guess
you'll hear enough about me when you
hit the ranch again. You ever heard
of the Rio Kid?
woethe Rio Kidl” repested Harry.

Yes, I've seen the name up on a bill,
offering a reward for some outlaw
YTl say you got a healthy chance of
cinching that reward if you figure that
themn rifles would help you a lot, agin
my fﬁ;guni” grinned the Kid,

n-a-t 7"
“Oh erumbs 1™
“*Yon t*
“0h, my hat(”
it ﬁed the great horned toadi”
breath Barney Stone. “I reckoned

I'd seen your face somewhere, you
Young geu’k; it sure was in the pictura
stuck up at Prairie Bend. And me
Euring you was a EHMhH coming to
help them young ginks! Bay, Kid, you
can pack that pun.*
“Bavs voul” remarked the Kid.

“Aw, talk hoss-zense |” m;gpad
Barney., *“I'm telling you I was fore-
man of Kicking Cayuse, like them
voung scallawags allowed:; now I'm an
outlaw, jest like you are, Kidl I got
e bunch to carry out my orders, and I
Iﬁ:t&&s 1 got rcom for & good man in
the bunch—I'll sure take you in, Kid,
and glad. I ain’t foremsn of Kicki

Cayuse now, but that ranch ain’t hen&‘g
the last of me—I'll say I'm going to
comb the ranges for the cows, and—"

“Pack it up, you pesky cow-thief1"
said the Kid gmcfainfully. “You figure
that I'd rustle a cow?™

Barney stared at him.

“I guess,” went on the Kid, *that
me being a hunted men, I ain’t going
to stand for handing over another guy
what's hunted | Not'by a jugful I ain’t.
You can beat it, and you Jbett&r beat it
pronto "

YT EUOGg—

“Can it, and git!" snapped the Kid.

Barney Stone gave him a dark look.
But he was glad to go. His eyes
gleamed round st the Famous Five for
a moment, and then he tramped away
and disappeared into s gully in the side
of the canyon.

The Kid holstered his revolver,

“¥ou ain't got any kick coming,
you young guys!” he said amiably,
‘I gwess yon'd never have roped in that
labo wolf: from the way you was fixed
I'll say it would have been the other
way round. o longl When wou hit
Iicking Cavuse, tell Mule-Kick Hall
that the Rio Kid's waiting for him in
Squaw Mountain, and will be powerful
pleased to gee him come.”

_Leaving the schoolboys staring, the
Liid tramped away down the canyon

to the rocks where he bad left his
mnﬁtagﬁ. n cover.
“Well, my only hat!” gasped Bob

Cherry.

A few momoents laler the Kid passed
the astonished group of schoolboys,
mounted on a grey mustan%, and riding
up the canyon. He waved his stetson
te them as he passed, with a cheery
grin, and disappeared up the winding
CANTOT,

From what the juniors had seen,
there was no way out at the upper end
of the eanvon, shut in by inaccessible
rocks, But the Kid, doubtless, found
ways that were hidden from the eyes
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of the sehovlbors:
returin, : :

“\Well, this beats 317 sand Harry
Wharton, “Wao owe that chap a good
deal, whether he's an ontlaw or not—
Baruey Stone bad us covnered, and if
he'd kept us cornered till Lis gang
turned up, we should have been in a
fearful scrape. The sooucy we got out
of this, tha better.”

*Come on I’ sau! Boh, .

The Famoes Five mounted their
broneos, and, leading Buntcr’s steed on
the rope, rode down the canyo, and

sut on the plain. )

As they ﬁad Tearned from ihe Kad
that Bunter waa back at the ranch,
thers was no need to relurn for the fat
{wl and they pushed on up the river

in zearch of the missing bunch of cows.

They wero thinking, as they went,
of that handsomie, boyish puncher,
whom they could hardly believe was the
celebrated outlaw, the Rio Kid: and
wondering whether they would cver seo
anything more of him. Outlaw or not,
the Kid had helped them out of a bad
serape, and they had very kindly
feelings towards the “fire-bug® who
was hunted by the Texas Rangers.

ler he dJdid net

THE NINTH CHAFIER.
The Trail of the Kid !

ILL gave a nod of approval
“‘They got "em ! he said, .
“They sure have, old-timerl

said Vernon-Sinith.

The sun was setting behind Squaw
Mountain, and shadowa lengthening on
the prairie, when a dusty bunch of cows
cama trampling up to the ranch: driven
by five dusty and tired schoolboys, oue
of whom led a bronce on a vope.

Thera were twenly cows in  the
bunch : and es only twenty-two hail been
missing from their range, this was qimm
good work on the part of the schoolboy
cow-punchers.

A shim, tanned man, of small stature
slanding by the ranch gate, glanced at
ilie juntors as they cama with the cows.

Bill went out to take them off the
hands of the Jumiors and Hary
Wharton & Co. were glad enough to
yide in. They had had a hard day on
the prairie trails, with their perilous
adventure in Squaw Mountain thrown
ib. ;
¢ Your school friends?” asked Jim
I1all, glaneing at Vernon-Smith,

“¥Yeou ™ answercd the  Bounder.
“Phey've heen lending a  hand  at
punching the eows™

Hall watched the juniors as they
came in and dismounted. Ho had not
bheen long back at the ranch himself.
He had como in weary from a long
trail, and with koitted brows -ﬂ.i'ld* set
lips, having failed once wore to ™ put
salt onm the tail” of that elusive
*hombre,” . the Rio Kid.

He was not staying long at the
ranch. After rest and refreshment, the
rangera were to ride agnin that night,
Whether Hall “got” the Rio Kid or
not, he was, at all events sticking
grimly to his trail. ]

Harry Wharton & Co. dismounted,
nodded to the Bounder, and handed
their horses over to Cactus, They
noticed at once the lean, grim-faced
ranger, and wondered whether he wag
the *Mule-Kick Hall” for whém the
Rio Kid had given thewn that mocking
s LR

“'ﬁﬁa is Captain Hall, of the Teoxaas
Rangers, vou fellows! =aid  the
Bounder, and Hall gave them a curt
nod in acknowledgment,
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“You been up the Squaw Koverd™
asked Hall.

“Ves, vight up the rviver,” answered
Iarry.

“¥on ain't seen any sign of a voung
gay on a grey mustang with a black
muzzle ¥

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Yes, wo've met himn 17 he answered.

Hall's face was swiftly alert. He had
little expected such an answer when he
asked .the guestion.

“You've met the Rio Kid?” ex-
claimed the Boundér in astonishment.

“That very identical guy I grinned
Bob Cherry. “And jolly glad to mect
hun, too. Have you heard that Barney

Stone has cscaped from ibe calaboose,
Smithy "

“What ??

“Well, he has, and he had nus cornered
in Squaw Mountain, and that chap they
call the Rio Kid got us out of it."

“Bpill it 1" snapped Hall.

Ile listened intently while the juniors
told. The Bounder whistled in astonish-
ment: Hall’'s face grew harder and
griminer.

While he had been hunting on the
prairie, his gnarry had disappeared into
the Inaccessible receszea of Sguaw
Mountain, But he was glad, at least,
to pet a “line” on the latest move-
menta of the cluzsive Kl

“¥ep,” he said slowly, “thal’s il
Kid aﬁ over ! It eure was the Kid-
deggone him ¥ :

“He did us & good furn ! said Frank
Nugent, mildlr.

all gave a grunt.

“He gave us a message for von, oo iV
said Bob Cherry. *That is, if yow're
called Mule-Kick Hall-—that's the name
he nsed.”

“That's me! Shoot ! snapped Hall.

“He said he would bo waiting for
you in Bguaw Mountain, and would be
powerful pleased to ece you come ! said
Bob, with a fainc grim

Jim Hall's square jaw shut like a
vice, .

“I guess I won't keep hima warling
lomg ¥ he said granly. “Give me the
bearings of that canron—I guess I'm
Litting it before the sun's gope.”

Harry Wharton & Co. paused. Affer
the good turn the outlaw Kil had done
themi they certainly did not feel keen
to help the hunters on his track, Out-
law he was, fire-bug he might be: but
they owed him a debt of gralilude.

Hall stared at them. o

“Shoot I he repeated. "I ain't got
time to burn, if I'm piamg to hit Bguaw
Alountain before dark.”

The juniors cxchanged doubiful
glances. But Wharton made up his
mind. It was littla hikely that the Kid

had Jingered where they had left him,
Jong hours since : morgover, lis message
of defiance to the ranger captain meant
that he did not eare a boiled bean for
Hall's pursmt. —

o Wharton gave & description of the
canyon, as well os he could—Hall
listening keenly, Then with a grl;l._mﬁ
by way of acknowledgment, Mule-Kick

‘Hall strode away to call hiz men,

“That chap,” remarked Dob Cherry,
“ Joesn't seem to  believe in wasting
words., Blessad if I wish him luck after
that Kid chap.”

“oame here!” agreed Wharkon.

“Phe samefulness s tereific  re-
marked Hurree Jamset Hem Ell]%h.
“ The esicemed Kid may be an execrable
outlaw, but ho was o stitch 10 time
when hoe butted in and put paid to the
ridiculous Barney.” . _

“He brought Bunter in on his
mustang !’ ssid Vernon-Smith, ss the
juniors walked across to the rancho.
“Aust be a good-natured sort of sporis.

man. You fellows had a lucky escape
—we're poing 0 have trouble, now
Bavney Stone .is leoge sgsin, I waunt
to know how he got away,” added the
Bowder, knitting his brows.  “This
means @ heap of trouble till he's
ronnded up agam.’ ;

“I cay, vou fellows '™ squeaked Billy
Bunter, as the Fomous Five came up
on to thoe veranda. “I say, have you
been looking for me all this time [ Iie,
he, heo ™

Bunter:wes grinning all over his fat
face. He seenred to find something
amuzilgy wn the idea that the Famous
Five, not finding himt whera they had
left himy, had been hunting for him.

“No " answered Bob Cherry, cheerily,
“We've been looking for cows, old fat
man—uo time fo go pig hunting.”

‘“Ha, ha, hal™”

“Yah!” yetorted DBunter., “Why
didn't you bring bhack my horse? I
waited hours for you, till that fellow
turned up, and gave mo a lift heme.
But for that, ghiould have missed
dinner! TFabt Yot you would have
cared ' added Bunter, witheringly.

“Not a botled bean ¥ agreed Bob.

nE‘I}i’LSﬁ- FP

Chick put out his head and annomneed
supper, for which the Famous Five,
after long hours of cowpunching, were
zlmost as yeady as Billy ‘Bunter,

As they sat down, they heard the
clatter of horses’ hoofs on the preivic.
Hall and hiz men were yiding away
from the raneh, to take up onco moro
ithe trail of the outlaw of the Rio
Grande.

H1 say, you fellows, they're after
that chajr again i said Bunter. "I sav,
he's an outlaw, you know, and thore's
a rewawd of a thousand dollars for him,
That's & lot of money! If I'd knowm,
you know, I eould have bagged him——"

“HMa, ha, ha " yellad the juniors

“ Blezzed if I see anything to cackle
at! I had him right in reach, you
know, sitting on that horse with him !*
sai;}’ Bunter., *“What are you cackling
ak!

“Ha, ha, hal”

The 1dea of Billy Bunter “bapgging "
the outlaw who defied the Texas
Rangers, made the juniora howl. They
really could not think that the fat Owl
would have had much luck, if he had
started bagping the Hio Kid. :

“5till, on the whele, I den’t think
I'd have collared him 1 said Buanter,
econsiderately. " Ha gave me a lift, you
know—he waa jolly good natured. I
think T"d have let him off, anyhow.”

“Y think you would!™ agrecd Baob,
chuekling.

“Ha, ha, hal?

The next morning, the chums of the
Remove were rather keen to hear news
of the boy outlaw. The rangers did not
return to the ranclhr: but later in tho
day, a puncher rods in with news of
them—2Mule-Kick Hall and his men
were camped on Sguaw Mountain—and
had not vet “ginched* the *fire-bug ™
of the Rio QGrande. And Hawy
Wharton & Co. could not help feeling
& litlle reliaved to hear it

—

THE TENRTH CHAPTER.

Perplexing !

HERIFF LICK gave a grunt.
“We'll sure get him ¥ he said
“You young gecks had betfer

i watch -:Lu{. _f.ﬂi;ﬁ'it': ropa him in—but
wo'll sure geb hin. .

Harry "ﬂ%haﬂﬁn & Co. did not foel
quite =0 assured of that as the Sherif
of Packsaddle appeared to be.

It was late in the aftexpoon. The



Greyiriara fellows had ridden over to
the cow town to see the sheriff and learn
how Barney Stone had made his gets
avway.

Mr. Lick did not scom to be in a good
temper. No doubt he was snnoyed by
tho escapo of his prisoner.

“But how did he got away " asked
Yernon-Smith. o i

i | gunsa ona of his side-kickers waa
sround [” grunted the sherilf, *“*Nose
Pete has the room at the calaboose, an
I guess he ain’t never let a prisoner get
by him afore. SBome guy called * Fire ¥
at the door at midmght—and when Pete

ut his head out he got a sockdolager on
it with the bntt of a gun, and I guess
he never woke up till morning 1™

The sherilf znorted.

“I'll say I've tolked to Pete o few,”
he went on.  “But that won't fetch that

secan back! Nopo! Ib was one of

arney’s side-kickers, and be had a hoss
for hin, 1 reckore—anyhow, he was gona
before sun-up, and I puess wo gob to
rape him in aginl Buot we'll got him 1™

The juniors rode away down the cow
town street, leaving the sheriff snortiog,

Vernon-Bmith's face was thoughtiul as
they trotted out of Packsaddle and took
the trail for the ranch.

“¥ guess,” he remarked—the Bounder
was always “guessing ' since he had
been in Texas—"1 guess I can spill the
name of that side-kicker of Barney who
helped him out of the calaboose.”

Ho knitted his brows,

“Ii's a Texas dollar to a Moxican
cent,” he went on. " It was that rascal
Pavhandle. Ile got leave from Bill to
vide into fown, and stayed the night
without leave—and I can guess what he
steyed for.™

*1 shouldn't wonder,”™ agreed Harry
Wharton, “We had an idea all along
that he was hand in glove with Barney
Btone,”

“And he came back to the ranch to
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Harry Wharton placed his stetson hat on the end of his rifle and pushed it out info view.,

play at gun-play with Bill!” went or
Smithy. “I'va no doubt that the best
news he could carry to Barney would be
that the new foreman was shot up.”

“He didn't have much luck, from
what you've told us ™ said Harry.

The Bounder langhed,

“No; Bill guirted him off the ranch.
I gucss he was sorry he tried gun-play
with Bill Buck. But—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ejaculated Dob
herry., plancing back, at a sound of
alla}pin hoofbeats behind on thoe trail
‘Talk of angels 1"

“Panhandle!" exelaimed IHarry
Wharton.

All the juniors locked back. They
werg aboul a mile out of the town, when
the horseman came after them at &
gallop. It was Panhandle, the suspected
confederate of Barncy Stone, whom
they had just been dizcussing,

Vernon-Smith's face set grimly., He
hitched lis belt, quite in the mauner of
a gumman, to bring a butt peaver his
hand.

“Hold on 1" he said. “If that sports-
man's looking for more trouble we'll
give him ﬂlig ha wants, and a little
over.”

Tho juniors sat their horses st & halt
by the lrail, waiting for the cowman to
COMe .

Panhandle had evidently seen them in
tha ¢ow town, and followed them, and
they wondered whether his intentionas
were hostile. If he was, as thﬁ;.r biz-
liaved, the side-kicker of Barney Stone,
he could scarcely have friendly in-
tenions, cspecially after having been
quirted off the ranch by Duckskin Bill's
keavy lhand.

S0 they were on their gnard as Pan-
handle came clatlering up, and pulled
in his horse when he had overtalen
them.

But Panhandle, if his thoughts were
hostile, did not betray any hostility in

Crack !
spinning. The man on the rocky canyon wall was waiching like a hawk !

A builet sent the hat

his Jooks. He jerked at his stetson in a
civil solute.

“1 guess I scen you in town, Mr,
Vernon-Bmith,” he said. “I reckoned
I'd ride after you to speak to you, sir.”

The Bounder looked at him, keenly
perplexed He was gnite prepared for
the handling of a quirt, and he would
not have been surprised at gun-play;
but he did not understand the puncher's
civility.

“8pill it 1" he said.

“Bill Buck fired me off'n the ranch
yesterday, sir!” said Panhandle, 1
ain't denyin® that Icf_',‘i‘l.'a him somo lip—
mcbbe I wasn't used vet to a noo fore-
man. It sure does pet my goat, sir, to
quit Kicking Cayuse, where I've rode
with the bunch ever since I cames from
the Panhandle country. I reckoned, sir,
that you might put in a word for me
witht vour foreman, sir, and let me come
baclk.™

“Oh1" said Smithy.

“You being the owner's son, sir!"
saicd Panhandle.

“Bill runs the ranch 1™ sald Vernon-
Smith. “DBill wouldn't stand for the
owner's son horning in—even if I
wanted to."

“Aebbe not, sir,” admitted Pan-
handle. “I'll say that Bill Buck
mightn't have no use for orders from
the owner's son, or the owner himself,
but mebbe you'd put in a word and ask
him to chew it over agin, sir.”

The Bounder sat silent on his Lronco,
his face very thoughtiul and a curious
look in his eyes 03 he scanned the
puncher's face,

Harvy Wharton & Co. did not speak.

They waited to hear Vernon-Smith
rap out a curk vefusal, He believed, as
they did, that Panhandle had been
Barney's confederato in lis dealings
with the rustlers, and suspeeted, or more

(Cantinued nn page 16.)
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(Continved from page 13.)

than suspected, that he waz the man
who Lad stunned the geoler ot the cala-
boose with a gun-butt and let Barney
loose, Bo it was not likely that Bmithy
would make any move to get the
“hred ¥ cowman back on the ronch,

But the Bounder seemed to be think-
ing it out,

He nodded st last, .

“If you come back, Panhandle, vou've
got to get 1t down that Bill Buck's fore-
man of the ranch and that the bunch
have to jump to his orders 1™ =nid the
Liounder,

“Hure, sir!"” said Panhandle cagerly.

“1 can’t say wes or no,” went on
Vernon-Smith, “but I'll speak to Bill
angd ask him as a favour to take you
back in the bunch, Panhandle. That's
all I can say; but Bill's a good-naturcd
guy, and I've no doubt 1t will be O K.Y

The Famous Five simply biinked ot
Herbert Vernon-Smith,

That a word from him would induce
the good-natured Bill to take the fired
cowman back into the bunch they had
no doubt. But they were amazed that
Smithy was prepared to epeals that
word after what he had been saying on
the subject of Panhandle.
- "I guess that's O.K., sir["” said Pan-

handle, and his face showed that he was
satisficd. “You can tell Bill, sir, that
he ain't got no more backchal coming
from me. I'll tell all Texas I'm ready
to jump when Bill says jump.”

* Leave it at that, then," said Vernon-
Bmith. "Ride into Kicking Cayuse in
the morming and ask Bill. I'll put in a
word when I get back,”

“T'll say I'm obliged, sir!™ said Pan-
handle, and, saluting the son of the
owner of Kicking Cayuse very civilly,
he wheeled his bronco and rode back to
the cow town,

The juniors resumed their way—
Vernon-Bmith with a faintly sardonic
%’rm_ur‘: Lhis face, and the other fellows
ooking as they felt, puzzled.

“You mean what vou said to that
chap, of course, Smithy " asked Harry
Wharton at last.

“Bure 1" said Smithy.

“That means that Panhandle will be
coming back to the ranch."

“You sad it "

“Well, I'm blessed if T can make von
out 1" sard the captain of the Greviviavs
Remove, “Don’t you believe any
longer that that man was a confcderale
of Barney Stone?"

Smithy laughed.

“I'm more sure of 1t than cver!™ he
answered. Y Kicking Cayuse isn't fhe
onlv ranch in Texas: Panhandle could
look for a job in another bunch, but he's
fearfully kecn on coming back te Kick-
ing Cavuse. It isn't Decause he pulls
well with the bunch, either: he's oo
much of a bully and a pun-slinger to Le
wpular in the bankhouse. But he's got
15 reasons.’”

*“His reasons are plan enough, I
think " said Harry, “We may be
wrong about the man, of course; but,
if wa'ra right, he's simply coming back
az o spy of Barney Stono,"
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“Plain as Bunter's face!” said Bob

Chevry.

“Think 0?7 grinned the Bounder.

“Oh, don't be an ass!™ grunted
Jolmny Bull. “It’s plain enough to all
of us, and vou know it as well as we do,
Smithy.”

“The knowfulness is tevrific.”

“Burest thing you know, Eill
savs,” admitted the Bounder. “Bul
that scoundrel doesn't know that we
know it.  If we let himm back on the
ranch it will be as good as proof to him
that be’s not suspected,  Let bhim epy
for Barnevy Stone if he likes—he may
turn out more useful to us than to
Barney 17

" Blessed if 1 seo—"

“M dear innocents,"” drawled the
Em]ndm', "I can sec Barney's gamo as
plain as if he laid out the cards under
iy noze. He hoped to get the news that
Ihll had boen shot up i gun-play with
DPanbandle. Instead of that, he's got
the nmews that Panhandle was quirted
off the ranch, and will think twice. or
three tines, before he pulls & gun on
Bill again! 8o what's his next move?
Getting the skonk back on the ranch as
a :pv! Barney's an outlaw now. work-
g with the rustlers of Sguaw Mountain
—with a special eye on %icking Caruse
Lerds! A man in the bunch playing his

ane for him would be very useful to

arney,”

“Well, if you can ece all that—"
said Bob.

“1I'm not blind 1" said Vernon-Bmith,
shrugging his shoulders.

“¥et yvou're leibing the man come
baek 1" exclaimed Bob.

“Sure, if T can fix if with Bill ™

“Well, it's” your bizoney,” said Bob.
“But I think vou're an ass, Smithy "

0a

“*Porhaps 1" said  the  Bounder,
langhiner,
And the subject dropped as the

juniers rode back to ]Ei::l:iam%3 Cayuse,
It was, as Bob said, the Bounder's
business, and, perplexed as they were,
they gave no more heed to the matter.

But as scon as they arrived at the
ranch, Vernon-Smith sought out Bill at
once, to put in the promised word for
F'm:!mnﬂ]%, As the juniors expected,
the good-natured foreman agreed at
once to pive Panhandle another chance.

“1 guess I ain't got no kick coming,”
said Bill. “7 sure did hate te fire one
out of the bunch; and if Panhandle's
ot a spot of hosssense into that moss
head of his'n, T’ll sure sign Lim on
ag'in; and if he ain’t, I'H quirt him off
Licking Cayuse like I did afore |”

When Panhandle turned up in the
morning, he seemed to have acquired
the necessary spot of " hosssense,” for
itz manner to Bill was extremely civil
and respectful; and he was duly signed
on agxain, turned hes horse nto the
caorral, and pitched his slicker roll into
hts old bunk in the bunkhouse.

Bill, who was o simple and unsus-
picicus guy, had no suspicionsz; but to
Harry Wharton & Co., it meant that
ihio Tustlers of Sguaw Mountain had a
spy on the ranch. That 8mithy believed
as they did, they knew, and they conld
ouly wonder; but his thoughts on the
subject the Dounder kept to lumself,

— —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Raid on the Ranch !

¢ 'LL tell a man ™ roared Bill,
I Bill's voiee was both loud and
decp.

Bill was
nornet.
Harry Wharten & Co., coming out

“mad "—mad as a

into the veranda of the rancho after
breakfast, heard Bill's roar. and won-
dered what was up.

Bill was standing bv the corral, his
hmnt{:d._ bearded foce red with wrath.
Yuba Dick stood before him, his reins
looped under his arm. bis dusty bronco
at his side, and a bandage showing
under his stetson. Yuba looked as if ha
had been through trouble.

“ Something's up ! remarked Bob
Cherry.

“Doggone my ecats ™ roarcd Bill,

“Bounds like it ' grinned Nugent,

“The soundfulness i1s terrific '™ mur-
mured Hurree Jamset BEam Singh

. - Carry me home to die !” roared Bill.
‘I guess this gets my goat! I'll sure
tell thot g stiff Lack what I think
about him* will!  Search
e 1"

“Come on 1 said the Bounder, with &
BT,

And the juniors went across to see
what was “up.”

A number of the punchers were
gathering round, and. all faces were
scrious, Evidently there had been some
utitoward happening, and the juniors
wondered what it was There was s
dull ecrimson showing through the
bandage on Yuba's head; the puncher
had been wounded.

“What's the trouble,
Vernon-Smith.

Bill snorted.

“That big stiff Lick let Barney Stone
nake hus getaway from the calaboose,”
he roared, "and Parney sure has lot us
know that he ain't forgot the Kicking
Cayuse! You sure you seem hiny,
Yuba i

“Bure!” prunted Yuba, “It was
Barney ﬁrm;; on me, and 1 guess 1f 1t
had gone an inch closer, 1 woulidn't hiave
ait the ranch ag'in 1o tell you I

“But what——" aszked Harry.

“Them pesky rostlers !™ snorted Bill.
“Barney's Jined up with his  side-
kickers; now he's got loose—like 1
knowed ho would! That pesky piecan
Lick ecan't rope in that scallawag—
nope! They been rustling cows [ast
night; they've driven Yube's bunch
off'n the Frio range, and I guess they
came mighty near making it last sick-
nesz for that guy !”

The juniors understood now.

Three or four days bhad elapsed since
the escape of Barney Stone from the
calaboose at Packsaddle. He had not
been seen or heard of sinece the Famouns
IFive had encountered him on Squaw
Mountain tili now. DBut they had all
expected to hear of him again, and now
they heard.

In former davs, as foreman of tha
ranch, Barney had leagued with the
rustlers to run off Kicking Cayuse cows.
MNow that he was an ontlaw, hunted by
the sherif and his deputies, he was
playving the same game without dis-
puise. What he had been secretly, he
had now beeome openly. It was no sur-
prise to the juniors or te DBill. But
evidently 1t got Ball's “goat * to hear
that a herd had been run off a Kicking
Cayuse r:mie.

Yuba Dick had been riding berd over
that bunch of cows six or scven miles
from the ranch. The herd was gone,
gnd here was Yuba., with s bandaged
head, grazed by a bullet from the
leader of the ranch raiders.

“They got the cows in the night?*
psked Vernon-Smith.

“Bure! A hundred ecows ™ answered
Yuba. *There was six or seven of the
doggoned bushwhackers. 1 puess I
burned powder, sir, when they started
driving the cows, and that gol-darned

I surely

Bill " asked



peallawazr Barney put it aercss me. 1
reckon he fgured li't} ol it for keeps
when I went down. Il say I nevex
wakn up till alter dawn, They was gone
with the cows, and I got back to put
Bill wize™ :

“We're F-Dtﬁﬂg‘ after them, Bill”
asked Bmithy.

“You said it! growled Bill. " But
I guess that they got that bunch safe
hidden in Sguaw ii ountain afore sun-up.
But wo sures getting safter them, DMr.
Vernon-Smith, sir! We pot to take the
outfit off'n the ranch, and get after them
doggoned rustlers ™ :

“"We're helping 1% zaid
Wharton.

“You bet !” said Bob. _

Bill nodded, and proceeded to roar
orders to the punchera. Every available
man on the ranch was wanted now.

Thoe work of the ranch had to be let
slide while the stolen herd was followed.
There was at least a chance of getting
in touch with the ranch raiders and get-
ting back tho rustled cows. Bill was
ready to jump 4t the remotest chance,
and every men at Kicking Cayuse was
called on to ride.

Ninae or ten punchers %althnred dand
saddled up, and the Greyfriars fellows
lost mo time in preparing to join thew.
Bill, perhaps, did not expeet the school-
boys to be a lot of use on_ such a
trail; still, every rifle counted if it came
to a show-down with & gang of rustlers,
and Simithy and his comrades wera not
going to be left out.

_E'hl&j hurried into the rancho for their
riflcs.

Billy Bunter, in a rocker
varanda, blinked at them.

"“Y say, you fellows—" he sgueaked.

But they had no time for Bunter.
They ran into the rancho, and came out
ngein, rifle under arm, and clattered

Harry

on the

down the steps.
“Y gay, you fellows,” rvelled Bunter
wrathfu l:vp»-"I £8Y, Wherg are You

going. Look here, wait for me—see?"

“Oh, alF right!” called back Eob
Cherry. *“Buck up, Bunter, if you want
to take & hand! Vou'll come in jolly
useful to stop tho bullets 1™

“The what?” gasped Bunter. "I zay,
you fellows, where are you going 1

“ After the rustlers!”

“Oh erikey 1 ]

*“Come on, Bunter!” grinned Bob.

“QOh! The fact is, you feliows, I don’t

fcel much like riding this morming
gn.:a;i}ed Bunter. “ You needn't avait for
me 1"
“And the jumiors didn't, They would
have had to wait an extremely long
time for Billy Bunter to join up on a
hunt for an armed end desperate gang
of rustlers !

Bill and his men were already in the

saddle. The Famous TFive and the
]?nunder mounted and rode out after
then.

Hardly a word was spoken as the
bunch swept away at a g&llup for the
range whers the cows had been driven.
It was very soon reached, and the trail
of the driven cows was plain enocugh
far even Billy Bunter to have picked
it up. The irampling hoofs of a
hundred eows Tiad In]fjt pﬁmty of “sign,”
and the pursuers were able to follow 1t
without drawing rein.

The trail led westward, and there was
no doubt thet the rustlers, under cover
of night, had driven the herd to Sguaw
Mountain, perhaps beyond.

Az they ]l:::ad =0 many hours’ start of
the purswit, preospects were not very
hopeful, for there were a hundred in-
peeesgible hiding-plaees. in the extensive
and untrodden wilderness of Bauaw
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Mountain., But the pursuer: pushed on
fazt, to make the best of what chance
there was.

Clear to the most careless eye, the
trail of the herd led across the prairie,
nearer and nearer to the great moun-
tain, and led at last into a rocky gulch,
a mile or eo from tho canyon where the
Famous Five had epncountered Barney
Stone,

“That lets us out, I fancy,” Vernon-
Amthr  remarked fto  his  comrades.
“Thers won't be much sign on the
rocks.”

“Not likely 1" agreed Bob.

Bill probably had little hope, but he
roda into the gulech at a slower pace,
scanning the rocky soil as he went,

The gulch led to a high. open, rocky
hillside, whera the stony, acrid earth
could hardly be expected to retain
sign., It was easy enough in such a
locality for - the rtustlers to “blind
their trail, and the stolen herd might
have been driven in any of a dozen
dilti:hrent directions, once through the
gu L]

Bill Buck pulled in his horse on the
hill and glared round him wunder the
brimm of his stetson.

Wide and bare, arid and hot in the
glare of the Texas sun, the rocky hill-
side stretched before him. He ured
to the punchers to scatter and look for

51 '

;rll‘:herﬂ was a sudden shout from Pan-
handle, and he leaped from his horse,
Ho picked up e quirt—evidently
dropped by one of the rustlers. He held
it' in the air, and Bill dashed towards
11111,

“I guess they rode this way 1" said
Panhandle,

“SBurest thing wyou know!" agreed
Bill, his eyes gleeming. “Ride on,
you 'uns—that sure puts us wise the way
they went."

'The party rode on, Uncxpectedly,
sign ocropped up agamn, n the shape
of a trampled juniper bysh. And then
again, in & softer patch of earth, heof-
mnr}]ﬂ! of cows and broncos were plainly
TR,

Bill's eyes glittered under his knitted
hrows.

“TH tell a man!"™ he exclaimed.
“We sure are trailing them rustlerst I
guess Barney Stone won't get them cows
away 5o oasy as he figurea! I'll tell a
man from Texas, we got the goods on
him." ] ;

And, led by sign after sign of the
passage of the rustlers and the stolen
cows, the Kicking Cayuse bunch rode
hopefully on into the heart of the rocky
wilderness of Bquaw Mountain,

——y

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Awlul for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER sat in the rocker
on the veranda, and blinked at
& bunch of horsemen approach-
ing the ranch at a gallop.
He blinked peevishly.

It was long past midday; and at mid-
day it was time. for dinner at the nanch.
Bunter was very far from satisfied with
Chick, the choreman, and the services
he rendered es the entire household
staff. Wow he was less satished then
ever—for Chick had joined up with ihe
bunch that rode on the trail of the
rustlers, every available man being
needed. Even Hank, the ranch cool,
was gone; and the only man left at
Kicking Cayuse was William George
Bunter|

For which reason, Bunter had had to
serounge a dinner for himself,

i7
Fortunately, he had found plenly of
“eala ™ o Chick’s  kitchen,  And,

E‘?Hﬂ][]i' fortunate, eocking was the kind
of work tliat Bunter dishiked least.

Stilk, he was not pledsed.

This; Buntér comeidéred, wes not the
sort-of- thing that & fellow had a right
to expeet when he came out on a holi-
day! He Fad no doubt that Herbort
Vernon-8mith, and the other fellows,
had mot given - Bil';glﬂ thought to his
dinner, or to himself1 It was just like
them |

Spotting  that bunch of horsemen
approaching the ranch, the fat Owl sup-
posged that it wgs the ranch outfit re-
turning. He blinked at them movoscly
as they came; but-failed to pick out any
of the Greyfriars fellows among then:.
There were six men in the bunch; and
one of them, who rode a little shead of
tho others, seemed familiar to Bunter's
ayes—and he gave s startled jump when
he recognised the lean brown face of
Barney SHtone.

He rosa from the rocker, fixing his
eyes, and his spectacles, on  the
apﬁrﬁachmg‘ horsemen—coming at o fast

a '

‘The leader was Barney Stone, ouce
foreman of Kicking Ceayuse; now a
hunted outlaw and cattle-thief in the
hilla. The others Bunter did not know;
but they leoked the roughest and tough-
est gang he had ever seen since he had
arrived in Texas,

“Oh erikey 1 ejaculated Bunter,

Why Barney Stone was riding to the
ranch was a mystery to him, ﬁad Bill
and. the bunch been at home, the out-
lawed foreman would have been roped
in 4t once, ynder the muzzle of a gun.

Then it dawned on his fat brain that
Barney knew ibat; Bill and the bunch
were gone, and hmi taken advantage of
that, ebsence to visit the ranch,

Bill and the bunch, &s a matler of
fact, were & good fifteen miles AWAY,
at that moment, following sign in
Squaw Mountain, which they did not
vet suspect had been intentionally left
for them to follow.

Bunter was not awsre of that circum-
stance; but he knew that Bill and the .
bunch were away; and he could guess
that Barney Btona and his gang did not
expect them to return. yet awhile, or
they would not have ventured to ehow
themselves near the ranch. _

Bill had gathered every availsble
man for the pursuit, even to the chove-
man and the cook, Ewven Yuba Dick,
with his banda head, had gone.
Billy Bunter was left on his own—alone,
unaided, like Coriclanus of old—and the
voughest and toughest pang of hush-
whackers in Texaa were coming at full
gallop t

“{h lor' 1" gasped Bunter.

Ilis eyes almost popped through his
spectacles at the rapid riders. They
were quite close at hand when he recog-
meed rney Stone; and there was no
iime for Bunter to get hold of a horse
and ride—even if he could have kept
ot the horse, which was doubtiul.

Hea blinked at the oncoming riders
with & terrified blink; and then rolled
through the doorway nto the living-
PO :

Flight was impossible; and what was
going to happen to him when those wild
and reckless roughnecks arrived, Bunter
did not know—and did not want to
learn by experience] Bunter hunted
COVET.

He heard the trampling hoofs as he
dodged into the ranch-house, his fat
heart palpitating. The rustlers were
riding . Evidently they knew that the
ranch was unguarded; for Barney Stone
vocde in at the gate as unhesitatingly as
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if ho had etill been foreman of Kicking
Caxnse.

Billy Bunter ducked and dodged
under the table in the living-room.

It was a large table, and he was quie
out of sight there, unless some of the
Eang stooped, and looked under. Bunler

oped that they wonldn't !

nder the table the fat Owl palpi-
fated. )

Through the open doorwar, he heard
the voice of Barncy SBtove. Every tone
of that harsh voice was familiar lo lus
fat ears,

“ Shoot on sight, you "uns!”

“You bet, Barney [

“T guess them gecks are fur enough
away, follawing the sign we Ieft for
them, the doggoned stifis! But shoot

on _sight if you see a guy on the ranch.”

Billy Bunter trembled in «ll lhis far
limbs.

Barney knew that Bill and the bunch
were away; but he did not know ihat
not & man had been left on the ranch.
I'he fat junior could hear trampling and
shouting as the pang ecattercd over the
ranch, gun in hand, prepared to *shoot
on sight "—if they found anv of the
Kicking Cayuse bunch at  lLome,
Barncy's feelings, evidently, wera bitter
againest tho outfit he had once com.
mandecd,

“DOh seissoral” breathed Dunfer.

There was & heavy tramp in ihe
veranda. A pair of cowman’s lLoots
appeared 1n the range of Bunter's torei-
fied vision from wnder the table. They
were followed by another pair

“Hoems like the whole banel iz Fone.
Fuclire ! It was Barner Stone's harsh
voire,

“You said it. Barney I Bunter hieayd
a chuckle. *I gues: Bill Buck was
mighiv keen to get to a show.down—
he's done taken the whole bunch with
him. "This i3 sure pie for us!"

“"Scarch me!™ =aid Barney., “1'd
have been glad to find them young gecks
B re——=znd ape-cialg the owners son,
dopgone  him. ut they done all
followed Bill, T reckon. I puess T'll
give the rancho the once-over—I sure
would like to find that goldarned voung
geck Vernon-Smith to home.”

ITe tramped through the living-room
to the hall-way, and Bunter heard his
heavy tread on the stairs. The man
LEuchre followed him, bubk went into
Chick's kitchen, and Bunter heard a
clatier of pots and pane. Fuaelire was
evidently thinking of “eats.”

Barney came  ¢elattering
stnivs agamn, - ;

“I puess they're all it out!” Buuter
heard his voree, “But we ain't gob rime
te burn, Enchre—there’s men oul .on
the ranges, and they sure might ride in,
I pness that if word of this got 1o Pack-
gacldle, Sheriff Lick would homp hime-
self to get on our trail. I'Hl =ay we got
to be spry.”

“You eatd it. Barnev ! Euchre':
voice came muffled through a mouthful,
“But I guess we got time for cats.”

“"Aw, can 1f, you gink, and follow
me ™ snapped Barpey, “We pot to
pet the hosses out of the corrall 1 guess
tlicy won't give us tirme to run off cows
—eows 18 {00 slow; but we got a bunclh
of hoszes that's worth two thousand
dollarvs, if we geot them clear—and 1
gucess that's what we're suve going lo
dﬂ.”

Bunter heard them tramp out of the
house by the door on the hall-way,

He pgoave o gasp of reliel.

He hoped that they were gone for
goodd,

It was certain that the ranch ratders
had, as Barney said, no time to * b’
Dﬁortn{l and viguarded as the ranch
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was ab the moment, Barness raid was a
recliez: atd desperate one. DBill had
talkkenr every available man in pursuit
of the rustlers; but there were & score
of the outfit ont on the ranges, and any
of them might have ridden in. Sheri
Licle and his men might have appeared,
Ihuting for Barney himself. Bill and
the buneh might return at any time.
Jim Hall and the Texas Rangers were
somewhere in the vicinity.

Brrney, at the moment, had the ranch
at his merey ;. but every moment was
racked with peril for the raiders. In

" fact, the raid wae so desperate, that it

was probable that his motive was re-
venge, az much as the hope of plunder.
Bunter knew that he had been disap-
ginted not te find Vernon-8mith at
rome,

Oriving cows was too slow work for
the raseals whe were raiding the ranch
in broad davlight, and who might have
to flee at full gallop PBut the horses
it the corral were a valuable prize, and
could he led off “on the rope,"” as fast
as the horse-thieves could ride.

Through the open doorway Bunter
could hear the trampling and squealing,
as thr horses were gaﬂ‘lﬂr{'d ?rnm tho
cortal and put in “strings ” to be led
away by the raiders.

Frery moment he hoped {o hear the
trampling dic away on the praivie. But
there was no sound as yet of the raiders’
departure.

Inztead of that there eame a heavy
traaping in the verands, and from
wiider the table Bunter had s horrified
view of 2 wholg nssoriment of dusty and
muddy eowmen’s bootz. The whola
crew seomed to be coming in, The fat
Chwl eoulid have groaned alond, though
hie waz: very ecarcful not to do so. Ap-
parently they were stopping for “oats
before they rode away with the stolen
horzcs,

Barney Stone, in faet, had pone
along to ihe foreman’s office to search
it for possible plunder, Bunter heard
a dislant crash which sounded like
breaking furniture, He had no doulbt
that the roll-top desk in the office was
going to picees in a search for loot.
That did not worry Bunter. He was
not deeply eoncerned about the cash
Lept in that desk, but he was fearfully
concerned about his own fat self,

Two or three of the ruffians tramped
througn to the Kitcher. Others Qung
{hemselves inta the chairs at the table,
Bunter dodged in a hurry 85 o pair of
lonz legsz were shoved uwnder the table,
ated o pair of large and duste boots
almeost banged on his fat little nose.

Az he dodged back., another pair of
boais on the other side of the talle
peked info iz plunp back.

He wriggled away, suppressine a
snueak of terror. There was o surprized
exclamaticn from above.

“Search me ! Is that a doggoned dog
urder the pesky table 1

Bunter havdly breathed,

A stetson hat, and a rough-bearded
face under it, oppeared in hiz view.
The man who had Eickcd him was look.
ing under the talle to see what he had
Licked,

Bunter blinked at that terrifving face,
The vnztler siared blankly at Bunler,
He goggled at him in his surprise,

“Carry me home to Hauner!™ Le
gazpodd.

“ U erikey I gurgled Bunter,

“What von got there, Pecos Tete
azked Tuchre.  What—"

“Heavelh met” gasped Pecos Pete.

Avid he reached under the . table,
grabbed Bunter by the collar, and
jerked it ent into view, wriggling like
o fat ecl. and yelling with terror at
the top of his voioe.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Choreboy !

HYA ROOCH |” roarcd Billy
Bunter.
He wriggled wildly.

y ‘1 say—yarooch! T eay,
did-dod-don’t  shoot me )™ hmrlgd
Bunter. *I say, it wasn't mel Oh
crikey ! T say—ow! Wow!l”

“Haw, haw, haw [" came a roar from
the rustlers,

Pecos Pete held the fat Owl, wrig-
gling, at armslength. Tho whole gang
stared at him and roared with laughter.

Bunter, wriggling, squirming, his fat
face frantic with terror, his epectacles
slipping down his fat little nose, his eyes
Ijnppmgnm‘er them, seemed to strike the

uaw Mountain gang as comie.

fc was not feeling comie. Hs was
feeling awful, fearful, frightened out of
his fat wits.

“Bay, what you pot, Pote?” howled
Euchre. *“You d{ﬁm roped in & pig
under the table? Haw, haw, haw (™

“I guess that fat gink was hiding 1
chuckled Pecos, "Hgi-}l sura took m%er
when he saw u# around. Bay, you fat
gopher, didn't you want fo meet np with
this heve crowd 1

e |

“0h, yes! gasped Bunter.

wasn't hiding, you know. I—I wanted
to meet vou very much. JI—I thiak
you're so—so nice |

" Haw, haw, haw !” roared the rongh-
necks.

Perhape it was just as well for Bunter
that he struck them as fupny, and not at
all dangerous. Tt was, at least, a relief
to him, though not perhaps flattering,
to be taken az a joke. He had been n
awful dread of hearing a six-gun roar.

He knew that Berney Stone had fired
on the I'amous Five in Squaw Mountain,
and 1t did not oecur -to hiz fat brain
that Barney, who would have “shot up
Bmithy and his friends without merey,
regerded his fot and fatuous self with
coulemptuous disregard, and certainly
Fr_nu]d not have wasted a cartridge on
1im,

Certainly none of the gang, lawless
and reugh as they were, had any idea of
loosing off their six-guns at Bunter,
They rvoared with laughter as the fat
junior wriggled and howled.

“You the only puy to home?" de-
manded Pecos.  “Nobody else hiding
under a table or sich?"

“Ow! No!" gazped Bunter. *The
heastz left me here afl alone ] Oh dear !
I wish I'd gone with themt now! Oh
ﬂrikﬂ}' p2*

“Haw, haw, haw "

“Sov that fut gink can hand in the
catal” exclaimed Fuchre. * Yon make
vourself wseful, huddy, and mebbe we
won't Lill vou fnll of lead [

“(fy, ves, rather!” masped DBunter.
“I—I—-I'd like to. no end !

“Jumyp to it ! zaid Pecos,

He released the fat Owl'z callar, and
Bilty Bunter prompily ® jumped # to it.

Work of any kind never agreed with
Dunter. He dizhiked it with a deep,
abidine, unchanging  dislike; but ha
jumped to work pow as if he loved it
Clhick, the choreman, in his most active
moements, had pever jumped to it aos
William George Bunter did now.

Only too glad was the fat junior to
make himself useful te the ganp of
voughneeks and cscape their brutality.

He scuttled mto the kitchen, collared
Chick™s tray, loaded 1t with eats, and
hore it back fo the living-room.

Ile opened cans, he opened bottles;
lie fetehed and he carried, he earried
and fetehed: and in his ferror utterly
forgot that he was lazy.

Five prinning puffians sat or sprawled
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Vernon-Smith swung his guict In the air, and then brought it down on
suddenly, and the fat face of Billy Bunter appeared to view. 1

at the table, packing eats, waited on
hand and feot by the tervified Owl of
Greyiriars.

There was pleniy of provender in
Chick’™a larder, snd the rbughnecks
scemed to have brought good appetites
with them from Squaw Mountain, They
kept Bunter busy—very busy., Bunter
packed more work into a half-hour than
liz was sccustomed lo put into a week or
2 month,

Barney Stone appeared in the door-
way from the veranda.

lIe stared at the sight of Billy Bunter
carrying in & laden fray,

“Say, what—"" lie axclaimed.

“1 guess I rooted thot fat gink out
fromi  under the table, PBarney!”
ehuckled Poecos Pete, “ He allowa he's
the only guy around the rangh.™

Bunter plumped the tray on the table
and blinked at Barney Sione with a
scared blink. He was more airaid of
ithe lean, saturnine Barney than oven of
the hbrawny voftians who were his
followers,

“I—=I sax, I—I'm so glad to see you
Lack, Mr. Stone 1" gasped Buuter.

Barncy stared at hin.

“I—I was so—s0 EOYTY When Fou
went ! gasped Bunter.,  ®I-I don's
like the new foreman half so wmuch,
Alv. Btone, Ie's a~-a—a beast! Kik-
kili-kik-can I get you some dinner, Mr.
Sione? H-h-here's a chick-chick-chair 1

Barnay Stone scemed ab first in doubt
whether to kick '‘Bunter aeross the
living-rooms.  But he grinned faintly,
and sat down in the chair Bunter
cagerly placed for him instead,

Bunter hurried to supply his wants,

The former foreman of Kicking
Cayuse ate hastily, with one eye on the
open doovrwav,  where, across  the
veranda, he had a view of the prairie
Ho was s haste lo be gone while the
going was good,

““ Ow !
hiding ! 1 say, d~d-don*f shoot ] ™

Bunter was glad when the meal
finished. He hoped that the dreadful
visitors would go.

But, having finished, the roughnecks
seamed to be in 8 mood to have a little
fun with Bunter. They found enter-
tainment in pelting him with plates and
platters, roaring with laughtcr as he
yelled and dodged and bounded to elude
the missiles. Crockevy smashed right
and left zound the unhappy Owl.

Luckily for Buntcr, Barncy Btone
gave the word to " heat ™ it, The fat
Cwl eould hardly believe that his awiul
ordeal was ever when the roughnecks
tramped out at last, and he was left
alone in the hving-room,

He mopped his poreparing bvow,

“0Oh critkey ! groaned Bunter.

A heavy trampling on the trail showed
that the Squaw Mountain gang at last
were departing.

Bunter cautiously approached the
window, and blinked out afler them
through his big spectacles.

They were mounted in the trail, every
one of the gang leading a string of
horses,

Bunier watched them with deep thank-
fulnesa az they got into metion,

The loss of that swarm of horses was
a heavy one to Kicking Cayuse Ranch;
but Bunter was not thinking about that.
Neither was he thinking about the rolls
of greenbacks that Barey had probably
found in the olhee. Billy Bunter did
not worry about what the gang took
with them, so long as they went, For-
Ltunately they were igmug'.

With a clatter of hoofs the rustlers
started, and the whele gang, with the
drove of horses, %allﬂpnﬂ AWAY ACTOSS
the prairvie in a8 ¢lond of dast.

Gladly Bunter watchoed that eloud of
dost dinnish in the distance,

It vanished at last.

Unce more Billy Banler was lell nlone

of bedclothes. The lma‘g
say, keep off ! ** roared the fat junior,

=r

stirred quife
(1] l H“ﬂrt

on Kicking Cayuze. e rolled oul inie
the wveranda, dropped limply inlg a
rocker, and wiped his fat brow., 1

And when, about an lhour later, a
butich of stelson hats appeaved on ihe
distant prairic, Billy Bunter gave them
& terrified Wink, and did not wait for
them to get near enough to see who the
riders were. '

Billy Bunter was not geing 1o he

canght h{ rustlers again !
He bolted inte the ranch-house in
search of the deepest, darkest corner

he could find to Lhide in—and he was
hidden deep when a erowd of horee
men rode clattering up to the ranch.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Bunter ?

i OGGONE 1wy cats!”
Bill Buck.

Bill glared.
He had not retwrned in s
good temper. Neither had the bunch,

They had had o long and weary
trail, over the sun-baked rocks of Bquaw
Mountain.  Again  and  again  sign
had been found whiclh led ihe bunch
hopefully ou; snd, rether to the sure

risa of the Greyfriars fellows, Pau-
wndle had been the mwost useful in
picking up sign.

Several times, when the drail
seemod to be lost, Panhandle had
picked np traces, and Bill. with w
grunt of approval, had Lidden the
Lunel: ride on.

But all sign had petered oot st last,
Tate n the hot afternoon, BHill, after
long and vain seeking, had been deiven
to givo it np. Thero was not a spol of
agn to guide the purvawit foriler, apl
thero was notling more to ha Jdone,

Angry and dissppointed, Tived  and
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dusty and disgruntled, the bunch rode
back to Kicking Cayuse.

But if Bill was exasperated by the
weary trail that bad led to nothing, he
was more exasperated by what he found
at the ranch on his return

The corral gate stood wido open,
Tracks of innumerable horses showed
in the dust. Not 8 cayuse was left m
the corral. _ ‘

Bill could hardly believe his. eyes at
what he saw! Not for an instant had
it occurred to him that the Squaw
Mountain gang would venture to raid
Kicking Cayuse.

Rustling of cows had been fre-
guent enough on Kicking Cayuse, and
on other ranches in the valley of the
Rig Frio; but raids on the ranches
themselves were a thing of the distant
past in the Dacksaddle country. Bill
eould ha.rﬂly believe that a gang of
rustlers had had the temerity to ride
into the ranch in broad da;r,rh% t, in the
absence of thae bunch. But he had to
belicve what he saw. ;

“T'I tell & man!” gasped Bill. “I'll
surely tell B man from Texas! Ther've
done raided the ranch and rustled the
hosses—I'll surely tell a man!”

Bill fairly raged. _

“By gad 1" said the Bounder, setting

hia lips. “ 8o that was the ﬁame!”
“The gamel' repeate Harry
Whearton.

Smithy gave an angry grunt.

“1 wendered why they left sp much
sign—they could have blinded their
trail casily enough on  the mountan.
They left it for us to follow—to keep
us away from the ranch.”

“0h, my hsat!”

“J] wondered, too, why Panhandle
made himself fo jﬂfl:.r useful, picking
up sign!” said the Bounder, between
his tecth, “I know now! He was
leading us a dance over Squaw Moun.
tain, while his friends got busy here.”

Bob: Cherry whistled.

“By gum!” he said. "It was a
trap, and we walked right into 1it!
Barney BStone's been here while we
wore on the mountain——" ;

“And rtun off the horses!” said
Vernon-Smith.  “And evervthing else
he could lay his hands on! We've been
fooled——" i

“Runter was left here,” said Bob,
rather apxiously. “I—I suppose they

wouldn't do  that fat ass any
liﬂmugﬂ"-—'"

“Blow  Bunter!” snapped  the
Bounder.

But the Famous Five did not fecl
disposed to “blow ¥ Bunter, whe had
been alome at the ranch when the
raiders came.  Bunter, certainly, was
not likely to make himself troublesome
or dongerous, and the roughnecks had
no motive for harming him; still, they
could not help feeling anxions, They
hurried at once to the ranch-house to
look for Bunfer.

“T'] say they've sure been here!”
remarked Chick, as he followed the
juniors in. “They been packing eats

ere, and I'll tell 8 man from Missour:
they left their company manners to
home."

The juniorz stared round the living-
ropm, which was in a state of utter
disorder. Overturned chairs lay ahout,
remnanis of food were on the table,
and broken crockery scattered all over
the floor. '

It had not occurred to Billy Bunter
to do auvihing In the way tidying
up after the unwelcome visitors were
gone. The place was just a3 the
rustlers had left it, and they had left it
looking rather as if a herd of catile
had wandered in
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“Bnt where's Bunfer?”
Bob.

Bunter wa9e not to be seen.

Chick, regardless of Bunter, tramped
to his kitchen, fuming.

The raiders had left plenty of work
for Chick, and the choreman pro-
ceeded to get busy with it

But the Famous Five were anxious
about Bunter. If the raiders had not
harmed hif, there was no reason, so
far as they could see, why the fat Owl
should not have been on view. But he
was not to be seen or heard.

“Bunter ! shouted Bob.

exclaimed

“Bunter, old {fat bean!"” roared
Johnny Bull

“Where are you, Bunter?”

But answer thers came none. More

and more anxious, the juniors hunted
through the rooms on the lower floor.
There was no sign of Bunter in any
of them. But in the foreman's office
they found Vernon-Bmith, standing
before the roll-top desk, which was
smashed almost into splinters.

The Bounder’s face was darck and
BRVAFE.

“Stono’s been here!™ he said, be-

tween his teeth. *Look! The villain's
made & haul this time—that lot of
liorses was worth thousands of dollars,
and I don't fancy we shall see hide or
hoof of them again—and thers was o
roll of five thousand dollars here—
gonel By gz (2

“Rotten!™. said Bob Cherry. “But,
1 say, we can't find Bunter—""

“Hang Bunter!"

The Famous Five, making no repls
to that, left the office and crossed the
hall-way to the stairs., Bunter was nob
on the lower floor; and if he was in
the room above, they could not umder-
stand why he did not answer their
calls, But they hurried up the stairs
to search for ham.

Swiftly they looked into room after
TOOm.

There was no sign of Bunter.

The juniors gathered on the landing
in a worried group. It was possible, of
course, that Bunter had left the ranch;:
but it was not probable. He was not

likelr to have left on foot—and still
less likely, perhaps, to have lefi on a
horse,

Where was Bunfer?

Vernon-S3mith  came 'r.'n]in3 the stairs
and joined them. ‘The Bounder was
intensely irritated—not so much by the
loss cauzed by the raid, heavy as it was,
az by the fact that he, like the rest,
had been tricked.

For long and weary hours he had
trailed over Bguaw Mountain in the hot
sunshine—only to give DBarney Stone
time to carry out his raid on the ranch
and escape with his plonder! Sl
Smithy was not indifferent to the fate
of the fat Owl of the Remove—Bmithy’s
bark was always worse than his bite.

“Can’t you find the fat ass?” he
asked.

“No, he doesn't seem to be in the
house ' answered Wharton,  “They—
thev can't have—"

He broke off.

“Rot! Why should they hurt the
fat  idiot?” grunted Vernon-S8mith.
“PBarnev's pot his knife into us be-
canga wo spoiled his game here, and
got him on the run—but he's gob
nothing ageinst Bunter. Besides, if
they'd shot him up, he wouldn't be out

of sight.”

“T%a}r can't have bagged him, T sup-
pose "7 said Bob.

“Why should they? He's no use,
and ne ornament ”  The Bounder gave
g snort. © More likely hidden in some
corner, and afraid to show up™

“Well, that would be lLike Bunter!™

admitied Bob. “Let’s have anocther
look rgund. Might have dodged out of
sight when they came, and mayn't
know ther're gone."

The I]:.n_mim':a. went into Bunter's room
to make a closer inspection of the
same. There was no sign of Buntex to
be seen: buat, now that the Bounder had
suggested that he might be in hiding,
thers were other signs, which had
escaped their attention at fivst.

The bedclothes were off Bunter's bed
and lay in & heap in a corner of the
room. Chick, who made the beds, had
had no time to perform his usual duties
that morning, having ridden out with
Bill and the bunch. So the juniors
expected to see the beds ummade.
There was, however, no reason why bed-
clothes should be piled up in & corner
of the room—no reason except one!

Vernon-Smith, with a sour grin,
sbﬂpﬁed towards that heap of bed-
clothes. He had his quirt under his
arm. He slipped it down into his
hand, swung it i the air, and brought
it down on tho heap of bedclothes.

Up to that moment the heap had not
stirred. Bunder, if he was under it,
was completely hidden from sight; and
no doubt the blankets bad prevented

him from heaving the voices of the
juniors calling. The Famous Tive
wongdered whether he was there. But

as the BPounder's quirt came down with

a terrific whop, they wondered no
longer.,

“VYoohoop!” came & fearful yell
fromn the interior of the heap. 1t

—quite suddenly! o
“Ha, ha, hai" velled the juniors.
Evidently Bunter was foundl.

A foot shot into view, from under one
side of the heap. A fat hand emerged
on the other. Then the blankets volled
off, and a fat figure was disclozed, und
a poir of little round eyes blinked over
a pair of big round spectacles, which
l'mg slid down a fat litile nose.

“Owl 1 sav, keep off I roared
Bunter. “I wasn't heding! I saxy,
d-d-don't shoot! I—I—I'm =0 glad lo
gee vou again, Ar. Stene! I--1 always
liked you. Ob crikex!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" selled the Iamous
Five, .

Bunter gave them another blink;
then he set his spectacles straight on
hiz fat little nosze, and blinked again.

“0Oh1” he gasped. ““You fellowsl
I—I sax, is—is it really vou®"”

“Little us" chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Are vou a: glad to see us as if it
was Mr. Stone, that you like so much?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I see anrihing to cackle

stirred

at!” gasped Bunter. I say, you
fellows, I've had an awiul time!
They made me wait on them, you

know, as if I was a choreman—me,

you know !
“0Oh, my hat!”
And when they'd fnished, they

chiicked the plates at me!"

“Ha, ha, ha'"

“YVou can cackle!” howled Bunier.
“7 say, are vou sure they're gone? I
gaw & lot of beasts coming to the
vanch, and I thought 1t was that gang
coming back.”

“We were the beasts vou saw, old
fat man,” said Harvv Wharton, laugh-
ing. “And we've been hunting you ail
over the ranch."”

“0h 1" gasped Bunter.
coming back?”

“Not hikely !

B at that I'm afraid of the Dbrules,
of course,” szaid Bunter. His fat cour-
ange revived, in the absence of danger.
“I didn't hide wnder those bedelothes

"“They ain't



becanvze I was afraid of that erew, you
fellows,™
"You hid there hecause you were

bursting with pluck?® asked the
Bounder,

*“Ha, ha, ha l"*

“Vahl I'd like to see you face

them as I did, anyhow,” said Bunter.
“I mever hid under the table when
they eame in, and they never found me
through a beast poking his boot in my
back [*?

“Ha, ha, hal"

“] was a3 cool as & cowenmber—I
nﬁaau,l n.l euﬂm_nbg?th I'd haivﬂ tackled
the whole gan em, only—"

“Only 7 chortled Bob, YWhy
didn’t you, old fat man?'’

“Wall, you eee, thers wers six of

thein,” explained Bunter. “ And—and
I don’t think I could have handled

more than four.' )
“Ha, bha, hal” shricked

juniors,
they went down

the

And the stairs.

velling,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Trapped by the Kid !

ULE-KICK HALL, captain of
the Texes Rangers, gripped
his yevolver hard, his eyes
gleaming under his bent

bhrows.
Those gleaming eyes fixed on & foof-

print in a mass of Bpanish mosa.

Oun the northern side of Squaw Moun-
tain, B great belt of timber stretched
for miles juto the prairie. And under
the great branches of immense cotton-
wood-trecs, through which the sun-
raye filtered and glinted, the ranger
was seavching for sign—sign of the
Rio Kid.

Now he had found it.

For dayvs and days, since the meeting
at Kicking Cayuse Ranch, the rangers
had been hunting the Kid, and doubt-
ful sign bad led them northward. DBut
whether tho outlaw of the Rio Grande
waz still in the vicinity of Squaw
Mountain, or whether hie had ridden on
inte 1he solitudes of the Staked Plain,
or whether he had doubled back and
pone seuthward, Hall could not know,
Bus he kuew that he was sticking to
the Kid's trail, while o fragment of
hope was left to getting a cinch on
the outlaw he had so long hunted.

And mow in the thick timber he had
founed sign—unmistakable sign. ' His
men—inore than a dozen of them—were
wattered, far and wide, on the hunt.
The ranger captain was alone in the
vimber, and hed been slone for hours,
run in hand, watchiul as & wolf, or as
the Kid hims:elf. He did not fear to
merct the Kid slone—he would have
hecenr glad (o meet him under any con-
ditions, Al he feared was that the
outlaw would escape hiin again, as he
had escaped him eo many times before.

He bent and szcanned the sign with
intent eyes, :

A mass of Spanish moss, fallen from
a brancl, lay on the carth among the
thickets of ecans awud  trailing
junipera. And the footprint was clearl
matrked in it—the print of a small an
handsome riding-boot.

Hall knew the Kid's track: he had
followed it oftem enough. There wers
fow men in the cow country who wore

cowian's boots that left so small and
neat 8 track.  The ranger’s eyes
gliftered,

Ile was on the track—unnustakably
ph the Kid's track. The RBio Kid was
in the timber, lle had passed thab
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way, and he had passed rcecntly—the
footprint was freslh,

Jimx Hall breathed deep.  He shot
a swift, watchful glanes round him, and
then, soft and silent as a panther,
crept onward throngh the brush, in the
direction indicated by the footprint

_His finger was on the trigger of his
six-gun, ready to pull at a algn of the
cutlaw, at a sound of him, But there
was no sound in the desp wood, save
the =zough of the wind in the high
branches,

Another track, and anothor Ha
followed on, watehful, wary. Branches
and Lwigs joited in his way; he parted
them with hardly a sound, ‘Through
gl:a thick foliage overhead the glimmer-
ing sunshine fell in mﬁulden shafts, and
glimmered on another and suwother
footprint ahead of him

Jim Hall was wary as any man in
Texas; but with that trail leadimg on
in front of hum, he did not expect
to discover that the man he hunted
was behind him. IIe made that dis-
covery suddenly. .

A grip was laid on his shoulder from
behind, and, at the same mmnent, the
muzzle of e six-gun was pressed into
the back of his neck, grinding hard into
the skin.

“Drop that gan, Jim Hall ! came
e eoft voica over his shoulder—the
pleasant tones of the Rio Kid.

Hall stiffened.

For an instant his grip closed hader
on the gun-butt. His rage was so 1n-
tense that at that moment he almost
threw away his life, Bot he vestrained
it; he was accustomed to grim self-
restraint, It was sudden death to Lift
a finger. The Kid's gun was grinding
into his neck, and he had to obey, ox
die, He dropped hia revolver,

[ P.-ut: I'EI]“ .ul‘ !JJ )

Gritting his teeth, Hall pui his hands
over his stetson, his back still to the
Kid, whom he had not yet scen. Dut
ho knew the voice—only too well he
knew that voice, soft and pleaszant and
mocking. .

A looped rope was tossed over his
pplifted arms. It drew taut, and tha
Kid knotrted it. Then he was allowed
to drop his hands, and the Kid took
a turn of the rvope round him, knotting
it agai.

There was a soft chuckle,

“1 guess you can turn round, Hall,
if you hone to give this baby the once-
over,” said thn%‘{id.

Mule-Kick Hall turned, his eves
burning. The Kid, handsome and
smiling, stood before him, shoving his
six-gur: back into its holsier.

To gave IHall a friendly nad.

“We've met up agaiv, Jim," he re-
marked pleasanily. !

Hall choked, His life was at the
mevey of the outlaw he had lamted
mergilessly,  The Kid conld have shot
him down like a praivie rvabhit., Ile
had chasen to cinch him insiead,

Tt was like the Kid. Humed as he
was, his life in his havd, the boy out-
law was not the man to :hoot if he
could help-it.

Ha seemed amused. The ranger cap-
tain’s eves were burnmg with rage at
the Kid—rage at himself. He did not
need telling how he had Deoen tricked.
He could guess that now—now that it
was too late.

“You sure are a lobo-wolf on a guy’'s
track, Jim,” went on the Kid, grin-
ning. I been watching you, and I'll
say o ooy ean learn a lot from you,
Jim Hall., Fve had my cyes on yon
ever sinee you tied vp your hoss—back
there on the edge of the timber. I
reckoned yow'd fall for 3, 1 left a

unless I was erowded, Jinn
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track for vou, And I Kinda guessed
that you wouldn't figure that & galaot
made that track walking backwards,
Jim, jest to string you along.”

"Dosg'anﬂ vou!" breathed Hall

“And you walked into it like a good
hittla man,” said the Kid, lawvgling.
“And here we are, Jim, you tied up
all good and safe, enjoying a leelle
friendly talk.”

*Bhoot, durn youl” muttered 1Iall
“1 guess you got niel Shaot, durn
you, shoot ™ -

Hall gave one savage wrench at thoe
ropa  knotted round him; then he
leaned on a treetrunk, silent, save for
his panting breathing. :

“You're s hard-boiled cuss, Jim!”
went en the Kid, “You sure savvy o
whole heap that I wouldn't sipitl FOuL
jnice, and you with your fins bied,
Why, you Lig etiff, I've had my gun
en you all the time you been hunting
me in this here timber! But I guess
vou. know that I wouldn't burn powder
3 And -was
vou erowding me? Not by a jugiul I

Hall said nothing,

Almost I would have preforved the
Iid to have fired on him and shot him
down as he hunted for sign, rather than
have ecinched him lIike this—hendling
him as easily as an infant.

“Mope,’* said the Kid, “T ain’t spill-
ing wour juice, Jim. I'm jest going
to talk turkey to wyou. I')l mention,
Jim Hall, thet 1'm seure tired, and
peeved by you sticking on my trail
this-a-way. You're going to ride back
to the Rio Grande, g?m, and take your
bunch with you. I guess if you want
to get busy on & trail, there's Five-
Hundred-Dollar Bmith in the Pecos
country that will give you something
to do. You're going to give wme &
rest, Jim."

The Kid's smiling face hardened.

“You're a hard-boiled cuse, Jim, but
vour ward’s your bond,” he said, “Jest
ming out that you'll ride for the Kio
Grande, and I'1 take that rope off 0 you
and lot you run. Yepi”

“ Neovor t*

“¥Yeou figure vou'd rather Jeave your
bones in this Lhere timberi'™ asked the
Iiid.

Hall did not snswer.

The Kid eyed him. Fia hand strayed
for 2 moment to & walnut buit in »
holster, but he did not touch ut.

“1 pguess,” eaid the Kid, “that L'l
give you time to chew it over, Jim. I
got you by the short haivs, amd I sure
ain't letting you loose again to lell your
bunch that the Kid is jest rvound the
corner ! Not so's you'd notice ir, Jim!
Alobbe this fime to-morrow you'll have
vhanged your mind.”

He stepped to the ranger aund look
hold of the trail rope that was Luotted
round him. He ran the rope again and
agaitn round the tree behind all and
knotted 1t fast. The rvanger's zlvong
limbs were fastemed as securcly as f
held in an iron vice.

Then the Kid jerked off Dhis nedk-
scarf and carefully and scicaifically
ragged him with 1tk

“I guess 111 be seeing vou agm,
Jim,” he remaorked. “PIl zav that
vou'll wait till I eall, like the good litlle

ortbre vou aret”

The Kid stepped lightly away. As e
wont he ﬂﬁrregc up the trail thot had
led Mule-Kiek IHall into the trap. Non
a sign waos left that might have guided
a hunter through- the brush o ihe spos
where the gagged ranger was Lownd 10
e tree,

The Rio Kid
brush.

Toe Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,579,

duzappeared i the



22

Elall couid not stir, he could not utier
a sound, but he could hear. Faintly
from the distance he heavd the sound
of a hovse, ‘Cho Kid had gone to where
he had left his tethered beoneg and cast
it lopse on the prairie. After that theve
was silenee.  The captan of the rangers
was left alone in the heart of the deep,
silent timber with his thoughts—which
were black aad bitter enough |

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Pressed !

BACIK, crack! ;
Herbert  Vernon-Smith  hali-
rose in his stirrups and stared

round over the sunlit prairie.

The Bounder was far from [{_i{'liing
Cayuso Ranch that hot efternoon an
riding northward, Squaw Mountain
looming against the sky on his left.

Harry Wharton & Co. were putting
in & busy day helping to “punch”
cows; and Smithy had left them to it,
with Bill, and mounted end ridden away
on his own,

The latest news of the rangera tas
that they had camped on the northern
side of Squaw Mountain, where they
were still hunting the Rio Iid,

Vernon-Smith was not giving the out-
law of the Rio Grande any thought;
he was heading for the ranger camp
for reasons of s own. ]

Exactly where the camp lay he did
not know, except that it was north of
ihe great mountain, but he had no
doubt of finding it somewhere between
the northern slopes of Squaw and the
belt of timber that stretched scross the
neatrie.

The timber was in sight shead of
him, like & dark line ocross the plain,
when sudden shots startled him, and
he stared round.

From behind a fold of the prairie
which hod hitherto hidden them from
sight two viders emerged.

They were behind the Bounder, and
he must have passed quite near to them,
thougl the rugged irvegularities of ihe
pratiie lad hiﬁdr:n them from him, and
him from them,

Now, however, they were an sight
and as they saw him they grabbed six-
gung from their belts and opened five.

A bullet whistled on either side of
ilte Bounder as he stared round at the
suclden attack,

Two tanncd, bearded, grim faces
under steison hats met his eves—Faces
he did not know. But he hardly needed
telling that the two rowghnecks be-
longed to Barney Stone’s gang of
riistlers; that was the only reason why
they should have fired at him on sight.

He had never seen them before, so
far as he knew; but evidenily they
knew him.  Billy Bunter would have
vecognised them had he seen them; for
they were Enchre and Pecos Pete, and
the fat Owl had had the pleasure of
waiting on them and handing them
“eats 7 on the day of the raid ot Wick-
mg Clavnse.

mithy gave them only one glance,
and then he set spurs Lo his hovse,

Sharp shois rang behind him az he
galloped, bending low over the saddle.

There was a erash of gailoping hoofs.

he two rustlers wore riding afrer him,

cing as thev rode.

The Bounder rode his hardest, They
were betwveen him and the ranch, if he
had thoueght of torning back—which he
did net. He was well mounted, and he
was armed with rifle end revelver if it
came to a fight; but he was not looking
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for 8 desperale alfray with two pun-
men, if Le could help it. With quirt
angd spur he urged on his bronco, trost-
ing to the speed of the horse.

Somewhere on the plain between the
mountain and the fovest he expected o
find {ho rangers’ camp, The two rough-
p.ti:::ks were not likely to follow him near
Mg

The rangers’ business in the Frio
valley was to hunt down the Rio Kid,
but they would gladly have roped in
any of the rustling.gang had the oppor-
tunity come their way. .

The Bounder, riding hard, cast &
glance ovel his shoulder, and he grinned
a% he saw that he was distancing the
roughnecks,

They were still firing, but the distance
and the rapid motion of the horses made
the shooting wild. Not a shot so far
had gone within a dozen feet of the
Grevirinrs junior.

The timber ahead of him loomed
darlier and nearer. He swept the plain
with his cyes, hoping to see something
of the rangers, But there was nothing
to meet his view, but the sea of waving
grass and the dack line of the timber
bevond, '

Vernon-8mith intended to keep the
fimber on his right, the mountmin on
his left, . as he knew that somowhere
between the rangers' camp lay. He was
swerving a little o the gn:-ft with that
object, when there was & sudden squeal
fraom his broneo, _

The animal stumbled and almost fell.

Vernon-Smith shut his teeth as he
gripped the reins. The bronce had heen
struck by a whizzing bullet. One of
the rattling shots from behind had told
ak last—not on the rider, but on the
horse.

Thoe Bounder rode on. The bronco
galloped, but its speed was lessening.
Another shot from the rear went cloze
enough for the Bounder to feel the wind
of it as it passed.

The rustlers weve gaining now.

Vernon-Smith looked back with ghint-
ing cyes, They were coming on fast,
gun in hand, gaining at every stride of
the horscs,

He swerved to the right again and
headed direct for the timber, now near
at hand, His horse was fatling him,
and his one idea was to get info cover,
which wonld give him o chenee of
standing off the aitack: on the open
praivic he had little enough chance
against the two.

Again  the bronee stumbled—and
again. But it kept on, though at =&
failing speed. The Bounder wondered
whether he wonld reach the  timber
alive. Closer and closer loomed the tall
trecs: o minuie more=—

Crael, crack, crack! came ringin
behind: and the broneco gave a wilﬁ
leap and crashed ovey,

The Bounder was on lus guard: he
leaped clear as the amimal fell, In s
twinlling he snatched his rifle from the
saddle and dashed on towards the trees,

A bullet knocked up a spurt of dust
within a foot of lim; then he reached
cover and backed behind a tronk, his
rifle to his shouldoer.

Bang ! roarved the riflo—and bang !
again. And the two raiders, still at a
distapnee on the open plain, dvew rein.

They separated-—Euchre riding to the
vight, Pecos Pete to the left—with the
evident infention of petting at  the
timber out of range of his rifle, and
coming at him through the trees.

The DBounder panted.

e slipped the vifle under the hollow
of his arm and plunged deepexr into the
timber Farther in the forest it was
thicker and eloser, with trailing vines

aud heave brush growing belween the
trunks of the tall trees. The Bounder
tHiveaded his way on, leaving as little
siﬂ as he could.

_He stopped at last, looked back, and
listened,

Ile was deep in the timber, trunks
and hanging vines and moss shutting off
the view on all sides at a distance of o
few feet, Ile bent his ear to listen.

From ' a distance came & sound of
ﬂl&t]ing. A mutter of rough voices
reached him. -

They had left their horses on the edge
of the timber, and were hunting him 1
the brush. The rustling came eloser:
and  Vernon-Smith gripped his vifle
hard.  Crouching low in the tangled
brush, hardly breathing, he waited and
listened,

The rustling reeceded; then it «rew
nearer. Through the brush, within three
vards, a brawny leg came in view, ihe
rést of the ruffian  hidden from the
Bounder's eyves. He fired instantly atv
what he spw,

I 'I;ht're was a fearful yell following the
shot.

The leg crumpled like a broken stick,
and ‘he heard the sound of 8 heavy body
that fell and crushed in the brush.

Another loud yell pealed from ihe
wounded man.

“Doggone him, he's got me in tho
la.iﬁt Here, Euchre 1”

eavy trampling answered the call.
Pecos Pete sprawled with a broken leg;
Euchre was tramping towards him
through the brush. The Bounder did
not linger. He heard the groans of the
wounded man and the calling voiee of
the other, but ther died away behind
him a3 he planged on, deeper and
deeper into the heart of the timber.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

ULE-KICK HALL wrenehed
M and wrenched at the rope, and
groaned silently behind the
gag. The sweat stood out in

great drops on lns tasned forehend.

Hour: had passed since the Rio Lad
had left lam there—bound, gagzed,
helpless.

Hope he had none. His men were far
away, riding m search of the outlaw.
If they found his horse wandering.
which was little Likely, they could nnﬁ'
suppose that he had lost it on the
praicie; they could never guess that he
was a nnle deep n the tunber. Even
if they had sought for Lum there, a
searcher might have passed within ien
feet of hum, unseeing.

There was no ¢chance of belp from lis
men; he knew ir, as the Rio IKiwd lad
known it. No one else waz likely ta
penetrate into the timber—far from the
ranches, far from the plains where the
cowmtent Fode herd. Hall was a prizoner
there till the Kid come back for lus
answer—io remain a prisoner, nnless he
gave his word to quit the trail of the
Kid.

The hours that passed were houss of
black bicterness 1o the ranger capiain.
And then suddenly came the sound of
firing—a sound of lhippe 1o his enrs,
Whar could 1t rniean except that lis
troop were in touch with the Iid?

He listened cagorly.

The firing was in the divection of the
prairie, DBut suddenly there came a
rifle-shot, which hiz keen ear told Libn
was not more than a hundrved vards
distant. He beard the yvell that followed
the shot. Had the Kid gone down®
Then there came to his ears o rapid



The flap of the chuck-wagon was ﬁt}ng;;u&ay asiﬂe and in

was levelled at Barney Stone,

rustling and brushing, as of someone in
flight, T¢ was not the Kid who had
gone downp.

He wrenched and wrenched madly.
He bit at the gag. DBut the Kid had
done bis work well. He could not get
loose, lLe could utter no sound; the
wild efforis only made the sweat starvt
gut on his hrow,

Budderly a stetson had shot into his
sight through the brush, and he saw a
facea under it—not the face of the Rio
Kid, not the face of one of his hard-
bitten rangere, but the face of a school-
hoy he had seon at the Kicking Cayuse
Ranch—the owner's somn,

His eyes Bulged at that face.

L'ﬁt the same mament the Bounder zaw

i,

Stupefied with amazoment, Herbert
Vernon-Smith came to & sudden halt,
staring a4 the bound ranger.

1f Mall was surpriscd, the Bounder
was astounded. He could harvedly believe
hiz eyes as they fixed on the tanned,
harved face of Mule-Kick 1Tall.

For a long moment they stared at one
anather.

1all could not speak, but his look was
expressive. And the Bounder, pulling
himself together, stepped to the ranger.

“Captain Hall {* he gasped.

He looked back for a moment and
listened. There were faint sounds from
afar; no sound near at hand. The next
moement his knife was out and sawing
at the rape that knotted ihe ranger to
the tree.

He eut swiftly with the Eeen blade.
In o matter of sceondas dnn Hall, freed
from ihe rope, was drapgging ithe gag
from his mouth,

Hea panted and panted.

‘Tho Bounder sheathed his knife. The
sounids in the timber were dying away;
he had little dounldt thatb the pursuit was
cver, One of the rovplmecks, at all

* Hands up ! '* rapped {he Ranger captain,
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the opening Mule-Kick

the masked men stopped dead.

events, was in ne state to carry on with
it. Lakely enough, the other waz help-
mg him back to his horse; the distant
sound dicd into silence,

*How come ™ exelaijed Hall, spepk-
ing at last,

“1 was gowg to ashk vou thal,” said
the DBounder. ' Somcbody secms to
have fixed you up safe, sie”

Hell gritted hia teeth, awnd his eves
gleamed at Vernon-South. {lad as he
was to be free again, he hated to havo
been found in such a position. But it
was a robief, at least, that it was not
one of his troop who had found him,
but only this sehoolboy.

*I was coming {o Jook for your camp,
fo see you,” went on Vernon-Smith, A
couple of the rusilers mor aflter mo and
shot my hovse. I dodged them in the
ttmber; that's how 'm here”

*Bearch me " grunted Hall.
ain't scen any of wmy troop 1

“No, Thote roughnecks would have
beat it fast enough if any of your men
had been on hend. ‘They cawn't be
about.™

“Or the Kid 8 mwultered Halll

I HL'I [u

Tlhe Bounder nnderstood now who had
fixed up the rauper captain, DBut he
cavelully suppressed a8 gyin. It was
easy enougin to sec that Idall was sore
and savage, and ho did not want to
“ret the goat ™ of the ranger.

Hall knitted Jus brows, The fring,
after all, had not meant what he had
supposed ; the Kid was nowhere near,
and hizs men wers nowhere near. DBut
he was free now—irea ta get back to
hiz eamp, miles awey towards Sqguaw
Mountain, and get a fresh horee to ride
on the trail again,

“1 guesa I'm obliged, boy '™ he gaid
grufly. "I sure was fixed up like a
hog-ticd steer ! Wou lost your cayuse?”
He granted egain, *“We gobt spare

“You

“"-; \

U

Hall appeared, gun in hand—and the gun

** Search me !’ gasped Barney Stone, as he and

hozzes at 1hie eamp. I you hool it there
with me, I'll ix you up with a crittor”

“You said 1t!" agread the Bounder.
“1 don't think 1 need dodpe those
rustlers any longer, Coptain 1iall, in
your company.”

“1 guesz: not!” grunted Hall, “Td
sure be glad to meet up with them. Yon
ot to put ik on if yon're coming Lo the
camp, I got no time to buen,”

He tramped away through the brush,
and the Bounder followed him. Jn such
company Smithy would not have been
displeasedd to eomme upon the rustlers
but nothing more was seen or heard of
them in the timboer.

But when they emerged from the trees
on to the open prairie, two distant
figures conld be picked up, specks in
the distance—two {:ﬂi"iﬂ'll]ﬂu riding away
towards Squaw Mounlain, one holding
the other 1n his saddle.

Tho Bounder grivned, and made a
pesture towards the distant fipures,

“That's the pairi” he said. “I got
opg of them in the leg with & bullet.®

Hall gave the distant viders o glance.

“Too fur off to get their erittors 1™
ho grunted. “We got to lhoof it.”

Fuchre and T'eros Pele disappeared
i the distanee as Vernon-Smuh and
the rangor captain tramped across the
rugged prairie. I1all had spolien hardly
a word so far, bot now, as they framped
over the plaig, he glanced al the Grey-
friara junior.

“Yau allovwed vou was coming to my
camp to zce me M

“That was the idea,” saind Smilhy.

i ?ﬂth IE"III

“1 want yvour help,” said the Bounder.

Hall's tarned fuce wrinkled in a
faint smile.

» L guess you've a right to it, afler
reiting me out of that trap | he said.
“Trouble at the ranchi?
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“A whole heap ! said the Bounder.

And bho gave Elall a succinet account
of the dciving of ¥Yuba Dick’s herd of
cows, and the raid on the ranch that
had followed.

“I'll say that guy Barney Stone sure
has a grouch ag'in Kicking Cayuse!”
remarked Hall. *T1 guess if T wasn't
hard on the Kid's trail, I'd sure give
that cow-thief the once-over ™

“That's what 1 want you to do,” said
Smithy., *“That's what 1 was coming
to your camp to speak to you about.”

Hall shook his head.

“I guess I min't the time to comb
Squaw Mountain for them rustlers,
boy,” he answered. “ Why, it might be
weeks and longer! I egc-t to get after
the Rio Kid afore he loses himself in
the Staked Plain. You got to put it
up to the sheriff at Packsaddle.

“Not by & hatfulll” said Vernon-
Smith. " Bheriff Lick can't handle this,
and the Texas Rangers can. But Jet
me get it clear. I'm not asking you to
throw in days and weeks; I've got a
plan for catching Barney Stone like a
rabbit in a trap, and all I want you to
do iz to shut the trap on him."

“You're talking ™ said Hall, with a
curions look at the Bounder.

“Barney got away from Sheriff Lick,”
went on SBmithy., “He would noi get
away from the Texas Rangers., Ouce
vou get him, he's safe.”

“Bank on that!” said Hall

;t"'"'—"”

“T've got it all eut and dried.” said
Vernon-Bmith quietly, “It will cost
vou a day, Captain Hall; and & cap-
tain of the Texas Rangers won't grudge
a dav to rope in a gang of rustlers.”

“How come "

“Barney Stone’s gol o spr on the
ranch. I've got him located. He
carries the news to Barnev. I'm fAxing
up some news for him to carry that wiil
land Barney Stone exactly where weo
want him, and that’s where the Texas
Rangers will get a grip on him,” said
Vernon-Bmith.

“Boarch me!” said Hall,
Smithy o penetrating look.

“Buat

He gave
“gpull the
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whole bag of beans, boy, and I'll zee
what I can do.”

Vernon-Bimith “spilled the whole bag
of beans ™ as they tramped on to the
distant camp.

Hall listened in silence, but when. the
Bounder had finished he gave a curt
nod,
“0.K. 1" he said.

And when the Bounder rode back to

Kicking Cavuse, on a horse horrowed
from the rangers' camp, he rode in
great spirits.

Barney Stone had escaped from the
sheriff of Packsaddle; but he would not
escape from the grip of the Texas
Rangers, once that grip closed on him,
And wunless the Bounder missed his
%“3351 that grip was going to close on
}arney, before many more suns had
risen and set on the grassy ranges of
Kicking Caryuse.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Is Mysterious !

i URE " gaid Bill.
He nodded approval. :
It was the following morning.
Herbert Vernon-Smith  had
come down to the bunkhouse, to epeak
to_the foreman, after breakiast.

Bill was giving orders to the bunch
when Smiithy came along, and most of
ihe Kicking Cayuse outht were present
—among them, Panhandle.

Vernon-3mith did not seem to care if
the whole bunch heard what he had to
say to Bill. But no one, ecertainly,
goessed that he had picked s time when
what he said was sure to be heard by
the cars he wanted to hear.

He did not glance at Pavhandle, or
seem to notice that the man was there,
But he knew that he was there, and
that he heard.

(Outside the rTanch gate stood the
chock-wagon,  Chick, the choreman,
was driving it over to Packsaddle, to
return in the afterncon, with supplies
from Wash's store.

Chick drove the rumbling wagon
away, while Smithy was speaking to
Bill. Ii rumbled and jolted awavy on
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the vugeed trall, and the erack of
Chicks  whip died away over the
prairie, i
Eill

é,rianr:ml after it as it went, and
grinned.

*“It sure is some stunt, Mr, Vernon-
Smith, sir!” le said, “I guess I was
thinking of riding inte town with a
dozen gu}'a to see them dollars safe
from the bank to the ranch. But I
reckon I'll be glad to save the time."

“0.K., Bill! said the Bounder.
“I'll ride over to Packsaddle this
afternoon and get the dollars from the
bank. I'll eee Chick at Wash's store.
Barney Stone may be on the look-out;
but ‘I guess that the cutest rustler in
Texas will nover guess that there’s a
roll of ten thousand dollars packed in
o hag"nf boiled beans in a chuck-
Wagon.

ill chuckled.

“You said it, sir!1” he sgreed.

"“That's settled, then!"” eaid Vernon-
Smith, and he strolied away, leaving
Bill issuing orders to the bunch.

Ha joined the Famous Five, who were
waiting for him in the veranda of the
rancho.

From the open doorway of the living-
room came & sound of champing.

Billy Bunter was busy with his third
breakiast.

The Famous Fiva looked at Smithy
very curiously.

Of his interview with the ranger
captain Smithy had said nothing—uot
aven to hia friends. Walls had ears—
when Barney Btone had a spy on the
ranch: and the Bounder was wary by
nature, He was not going to utter a
svilable, on the szubject of hiz move
against Barney Stone, :

*What sort of an sss do vou eall
yourself, Smithy?” inquired PBob
Cherre, as the Bounder came into the
verancga.

“Meaning ¥ drawled Smithy.

“Blezssed if I can make vou out."
said Bob. *“You've told vs that there's
ten thousand dollars to come from the
bank at Packsaddle fo-day; and you've
got & stunt of packing it in Chick's
wagon, to keep it safe. It's a good
stunt—1f it's kept dark i

“But the darkfulness is the sine qua
non, my estecmed Smithy 1" remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You haven't forgotien what you said
about that man Parhandle?"™ asked
Harry Wharton.

“No, Whyt

“ Did he hear what vou said to Bill %™

“I faney so.”

TWell, that beats it!™ szaid Dohb,
“You believe that he's Barnevy Stone’s
spr on the ranch, and vou let him hear
vou talking to Bill abont the dollara
coming over in  the  chuek-wagon.
Think he won't get the news to Barney
before the moviung’s oal§"

Think soi"

“Well, don't yout” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, *There's heaps of time for
him to get word to Barney before Chicls
pulls out of Packsaddle with the wagon
this afterncon. That wagon will he
stopped somewhere between Packzaddle
and the ranch.™

“Bafa as houwses!” said Bob.

“Fanhandle’s booked to ride the Frio
range, with Yuba Dick, this morning."
gaid Smithy., “That's in the opposite
direction from Sguaw Mountain, where
Barney Stone has his hideount.™

_The Famous TFive all stared at
Yernon-Smith.

“Well, vou [fathead,” said Dab,
“ think he won't drop Yuba zomewhegs
on the praivie and hit for Sguaw Moun-
tain, as fast a= hia brone can go

“I wandec! szid the  Bounder
blandly.




“Well, you ean bank on it!" said
Frank Nugent, “Youw'd  better wash
that stunt out, Smithy, f you've let
Panhandle get wisa to it.” :

The Bounder laughed. . 2

“Let's get {he horses and ride a bit
of the way with Yuba,” he said. * Then
we can seo whelher Panhandle doces
anything of the kind.™

“Bet on it!"” said Bob.

“Well, let's see™

The Famous Five followed Vernon-
Smith to the eorral, and saddled their
bronens, They were quite puzeled and
perplexed. .

They had been perplexed by Smithy
nllowing Panhandle to retwrn to the
ravich at all, after Bill had * fired ** him,
amd Kicking Clayuzo was vid of Barnev
Stone's confederate.  They were still
more perplexed now.

Tt was quite covtain that, if the
rostlers of Sgouaw Mountain got wind
of the dollars coming from the bank,
packed “in the chuck-wagon, that
wagaon would e held up, on its way
back to the ranch. Aund the Bounder
had let the rustler’s spy hear him dis-
cussing the stunt with Bill. None of
tua Famaous Five had the slightest doubt
that Panhandle weuld zeize the earlicst
chanee of petting news to Bainery.

Ponchers rode out at the gate; and
soon after the juniors had gaqﬁllﬂﬂ their
horses. Panhandle and Yuba Dick rade
aut.  They had been aszigned to ride
1the Frio vange, which lay castward, by
the banks of thoe Rio Frio. But that
Panhandle, after what hoe had heard,
wounld ever reach that range, the
Famous Tive did not belicve for a
Inoment. ] )

“Come on!™ said Smithy cheerfully.

And the juniors rode ont, jeining
Panhandle and Yuba on the praivie.
Yuba gave them a choery grin—Pan-
handle glanced at them furtively from
under the hrim of his stetson.

"Ain't yon hithng Packsaddle, Mr.
Vernon-Smith, sir?” asked Yuba.

“Plenty of time for that,” said the
Bounder. *Chick won't be back till
ihis afternoon, We'll ride round by way
of vour range, ¥Yuba.”

“Hure!” eald Yuba.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not look
at Panhandle; but they kuew his bhrow
darkened at 1he Bounder's words, They
wers qnite certain that he was already
thinking ont some exeuse for losin
Yuba on the prairia: and now he ha
tha half-dozen juniots to loge as well

Tha huveh of horsemen rode on, east-
ward. A couple of miles from the ranch
Panhandle pulled in his brone.

He jumped down and Fl'ncnede& to
examing & hind hoof. Yuba reined in,
and the jnniora followed hia example.

*Dopgone it!* zaid Panhandle. *1
gurss the eritter’s gone lame! T got to
hit the ranch for a_fresh hoss, Yuba™

“Seaveh me ) said Wuba,

He rode on with the juniors, and Pan-
handle turned back in the dircetion of
the ranch, going at a walk,

Harry Wharten & Co.
Bounder expressive looks

Yuba Diek had no suspicion; but it
was clear enough to the Famons Five
that the “lameness ™ of Panhandle’s
horse was merely an excuse for getting
away.

They had po doubt whatever that the
Tameness would di::m!gpear as 800N &S
they were out of sight, and that Pan-
hamdle would be riding westward at
full gallap. with news for Barney Stone.

A few minutes Jater, hovever, Vernon-
Smith slowed down, whera a fall,
solitary  cottonwood-treo  rearved  ils
immenze hranches apainst the sky.

“1 gurss it's hot,” :aid the Bounder.
“Tet's vest in the thade here a bit, you
fellows, ™

gave the
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Yuha Dick chuckled. )
“¥You sure want to buy a lady’s fan,
siv,” he said, "I guess I 2in’t no time
for resting in no shade! & lnnﬁ. ”’

The puncher rode om, al agﬂr ‘:’{Pt to
reach his distant range. The Greyiriars
fellows veined in, under the thade of
the great cottonwood,

Vernon-Smith dismeunted, and threw
his reins to Bob Cherey.

The Famous Five watched him, in
puzzled silence,

The Bounder, without o word, clam-
bhered swiftly up the massive trunk of
the tall cottonwood, i

He dizappeared into the foliage.

But a few minutes later his friends
saw him again, astride of a Iagh
branch, seveuty feet from the grownd.

They watched him as he opened a
pair of ficld-glasses and focused them
on the prairie to the west.

“Looking for Fanhandle ! zatd Bob.

Panhandle wasz out of =ight of the
juniors, Buat from the leight of the
tall cottonwood, with the feld-glasses,
they knew that Vernon-Smirh would be
able to pick him up easily cnough—even
if he wae, as they suspected, already
going al a gallop.

For a loug minute the Bonnder was
motionless, s exyes to the glasses at
the tree-top, the juniors watching him
from below,

Then he shut the glasses and came

clamberving down. He dropped to
the ground rather breathlessly, and
chuckled,

“ Did vou see Panhandle ?” asked Bob.
“Bore I grinned the Bouuder.
"Walking o Jame hovse to the ranch "
azkod Johmny Bull sarcastically.
“Hardly! Riding foll gallop and
%:l:iu the ranch a mizs ¥ answeved the
uiaer,

“Well, that settles 1. zaid Harry.
“That razcal iz a spy of Baroey Stone’s,
and he's heading for Squaw Mountain
to tell the news, Chick’s wagon will -be
stopped on the trail this alterncon,
Bmuithy.”

“ Not much doubt about that now!”
sgreed the Bounder, His eres danced.
“Uomie on, you men—it's time we hib
the Packsaddle trail.”

“Not to fix up for the dollars to he

packed in Chick's wagon, surely!” ex-
claimed Wharton.

“Na: somaoething  else!™  chuckled
Smithiy.

“Eh? What elset™

“You'll see™ s

More and more purzzled, the juniors
rode away with VernouwSmith and
reached the well-marked trail that ran
from Kicking Cayuze to Packzaddle.

They struek it helf-way to the cow-
town amd turped n the direction of
Packsoddle. At a spot where the trail
ran through a  timber-islamd  the
Bounder pulled in his bronco,

“Hold on!™ he said.

“What the dickens—"

Vernon-Smith dismounted and looped
his reins over his arm. He led Ins
bronco off the trail into the timber.

Uiterly puzzled, the Famouws Five
followed hip .

In the timber, ocut of sight from the
trail, the Bounder halted: and, to the
further amazement of his friends, gave
three sharp, succeszive whistles,

Evidently, it was a signal.

There was a sound of rustling in the
brush, A fgure stepped into view—and
in blank astonishment the Famous Five
recognised Mule-Kick Hall, the captain
of the Texas Ramgevs,

Hall gave them a curt nod and fized
his eyes inquiringly on the Bounder.

oK., srl”®  said  Vernon-Smith,
“You're not wasting yoar time.”

“ Shoot 1 zaid Hall tersely,
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"Barney Hall's spy has gone' full
%glnp for Bquaw Mopntain with news
that ton thousand dollars from the bank
will be coming to the ranch this after-
noon, hidden in the chuck-wagon 1* said
Vernon-Smith, : :

Hall's face wrinkled in a grim grin.

“Oh|” gasped Bob Cherry.

The juniors understood at last.

The Bounder remained a fow mimutes
in talk with the ranger captain; then
Hall disappeared into the timbet.

The Greyifriars fellows led their horses
back to the trail and remounted.

The Bounder chuckled as they rode
on to Packsaddle.

“8So that's the game?” sald Hairy
Wharton.

“That,” grinncd Smithy, *is the
ﬁamei I fized it up with Hall vester-

ay--and gave Panhandle the bait this
morning! And I guess, my beloved
hearers, that Barney Btone will be after
those deollars like Bunter after a jam-
tart—and I giters, too, that he won't
%‘Eﬁ away from Mule-Kick Hall as he did

rom Sheriff Lick. ™

And the Bounder Iaughed,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Trappliig the Rustlers !

ié ALT WM™
H Chliick starcd.
In the sunny_sfternoon the

choreman of EKicking Mule
was driving the chuck-wagon home from
Packsaddle. e was about hali-a-mile
out of the cow town when that un-
expected command foll on his ears.

The chuck-wagon was a large vehicle.
It was penerally wsed for earting
supplies to the punchers' campa at the
tine of the round-up. large canvas
tilt covered it from the sun, and Chick
sat in front, half-sprawling, and driving
his two horses at & leisur{:f:ir pace. The
interior of the wagon was packed with
stores, boxes, and bags and barrels, for
the ranch, .

Chick had been “held up™ in his
time, but never when driving a ranch
chuck-wagon. So he jumped.

But the next moment he prinned.

“ Mule-Kicl ! he ejaculated. :

The wagon had run down into a dip
of the {?r&lrie trail, where the route lay
through. & belt of ecruba. From the
cover of the scrubs a ‘man had stepped
suddenly, holding wap his hand and
rapping out the word to halt. It was
Jim Hall, na;j:rtam_af the Toxas Rangers.

Chick pulled in at once. Tor a
moment he had supposed that it was a
hold-up, when the sharp commend
repped on his cars, He grinned cliecrily
at the rangcr captain,

* You sure made me jump a few | ha
remarked. “I reckoned it was Barney
Btone ca-rm-tin‘ni arotmd. I surely did.™

“ Mebhe you'll see that guy cavorting
areund afore yvon've much older,” said
Hall. *“I guess we got to borrow this
wapon, hombre. ‘Them siores can be
packed in the chaperral lbere and
picked up later.™ iz

“8ay, what you pgiving me?” ex-
claimed the astonished Chick. “T’ll say
T got to get them stores to Nicking
Cayuse, Mister Iall” ;

“an it 1” answered Hall briefly.
“This iz fixed up with your boss—all
you got to do is to quit chewing the
rag.’

%‘mm the chaparral, thick and dense
beside the trail, where they had been in
cover, six rangers cmerged. They pro-
ceeded rapidly to turn Chick's slores out
of the chuck-wagon, packing them out
of sight in the brush, .

The choreman looked on, astonizhed.
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but in silence, He did not understand;
but he had no hunch to ergus with
Texas Rangers. _

The wagon empty, the six rangers and
their captain stepped into it. Hall care-
fully fixed the canvas tilt so that they
L‘l_:r}lid not possibly be szpotted from out-
Elilt.

“Pirive on!™ he said tersely.

“T ghould smile ! gasped Chick.

He drove on—emazed, What the
rangersy game was., he could not guess;
but he knew that Mule-Kick Hall must
have some good reason for what he was
doing. The rangers had waited for
the chuck-wagon on the trail, and at
the first spot where there was cover they
had cleared it of its stores and packed
themsalves in. Why, hiad Chick guessing.

But he was soon going to guess

The chuck-wagon rolled on, jolting on
the rough trail, nule after mile. It was
four miles from the spot where the
rangers had got sboard that the trail
dipfed again tn a wide hollow that was
thickly grown with post-oaks and pecans.
The trail ran throngh it—and out of
view of the open prawie.

“Halt 1™

For the second time that command fell
on Chick's startled eavs: and for the
second time he jumped.

“Beareh me ¥ gasped Chick.

TFive horsemen pulled out of the zerub
into the trail as the ehoveman pulled 1n
his wagon. ]

Four of them wore masked, but their
leader wore no mask; and Chick staved
at the well-known face of Barney Stone,
once lus foreman ot Wicking Cayuse,

Barnev, Lkpown as outlaw, ranch-
raicler, cow-thief and rustler, hod ne
need to mask his lean, hard face. Bub
the others of the gang were not known
as rustlers, and they were keeping their
identity seeret. Chick, as likely as nof,
had seen their faces in Packsaddle; but
he could not see them now. :

Barncy Stone made a gesture with a
revalver.

“Light down, Chick, and hold them
hosses ! he rapped.

“Bure I gasped Chick.

He got down and held the horses’
Leads—more and more astonished.

Why Barney Stone and his gang wers
holding up & chack-wagon had him
beat; and how BMule-Kick Hall and his
men had known it in advance was a still
deeper m:,‘st-eri,'.

But lic could see that Hall had known
—that was why the Texas Rangerz had
packed thernsefves in the wagon in the
place of the stores.

Chick =appressed & grin as he stood
holding the horses. Barney Stone, he
reckoned, was booked for a surprise
when he locked into the halted wagon.
Quite plainly, the rustlers of Squaw
Mountain had not the remotest suspicion
of what that chuck-wagon contained.

Chick stood readyv to dodge a3 soon as
the lead Legan to H;.r. Fe had no doubt
that it wmz.ﬁ:i be flving soon,

HGet te i, wvou Tuns!"  prunted
Barney Stone. "I guess vou'll have to
root through the stores for what we're
after. Get going.”

Four of the reiders dismounted, and
hitched their horses. They appreached
the halted wagon, to clamber in.

Baornevy sat his  horse, revolver in
hand—but the weapon was lowered: he
tlid not expect any trouble from Cluck.
Certainly the choreman was not the
man to give a buuch of trail robbers
trouble. But there was trouble coming,
from an unexpected quarter.

The canvas Eup in front of the chuck-
wagon was Aung suddenly aside, In the
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opening Mule-Kick Hall appeared, gun
in hand—and the gun was levelled ac
Barney Stone,

“Hands up!” rapped Hall

-l

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Roped In |

4 ANDS up !
Hall's voice rang sharply,
Barney Stone stared at him

blankly., 'The ghest of the
ranger captain could not %mvﬁ startled
him more. He sat his broneo as if
petribed, 5tnrin%;

Hall's eyes gleamed at him over tha
levelled Clolt. .

Behind the ranger capfain his men
appeared in  view—slx  hard-bitten
rangers, revolver 1n hand,

*Hearch me!” gasped Barney Stone.

The four maske men, about to
clamber on the wapgon, stopped dead.
They were under the guns of the
raugers 10 the wagon, and not one of
then ventured to touch & weapon.
Indeed, for the moment they were too
astonnded to think of doing so. "They
staredd at the rangers—they goggled at
theimn.

Not for a moment had any of the
rustling gang dreamed that there was
anvthing in the chuck-wagon but ranch
stores—and a hiddenn beg of dollars!
Not for a moment had they dreamed
that Texas Rangers were within twenty
miles of the Packsacddle trail.

“I said hands up1” rapped Hall, his
eves glinting,

Fouy pairs of hands went up.
ruztlers obeyed the order, stil
in blank amazement.

But Barnevy Sfone's grip closed con-
vulsively on the butt of his revolver.

“Trapped |” he breathed.

“You said it1"” assented DMule-Kick
Hall. “Trapped like & lobo-woll,
hombre! Drop that gun and put up
vour hands if you don’t want to get yomr
ticket for soup, feller ™

Barney panted.

“Brand for it, vou "uns ! he shounted,
and he whipped up his revolver and
fired at the ranger captain,

Bangl .

Hall's six-gun roared on the instant
as Barnev Stone’s arm awun{,' up. The
buliet crashed mto the shoulder of the
rustler even as he pulled trigger.

Barney Stone’s bullet flew wide as he
pitched off his broneo and erashed into
the trail. .

Mule-Kick Hall shrogged his
shoulders, The rustler’s action had been
utterly desperate with the ranger’s gun
trained on him, and Hall's keen eyes
glitteved over ir, He had had no
cliance. 3 :

“1 guess he wanted 1t!" said Hall
“¥ou "uns asking for the same "

But the other rustlers had their hands
up, angd they kept them up.

Hall dropped lightly from the chuck-
waron, His men followed him.

arney, Iving in the trail, made an
effort to lift his revolver again. 'The
ranger captain kicked it from his hand.

“You got me!” muttered Barney.

“I sure got voul!” said Hall. “I
guess I'd be glad to get the Rio Kid as
casv | But I sure got you."

The rangers were disarming fthe
rustlers nmig binding their arms, Then
they jerked the maska from their faces,

There woas & yell from Chick.

“Say, vou Ponhandle, that yon!" he
exclaimed, staring at one of the rustlers
aa his face was revealed.

Panhandle scowled savagely.

Four
staring

hoarsely,

“Bay, Mr. Hall, that's a Kicking
Caruse guy 1" exclaimed Chick.

Hall grinned faintly,

“I reckon,"” he assenied. Hea glanced
at the scowling cowman, * You'll be the
guy, I reckon, that took the news to
Barpev Stoce and got Liim heve after the
dollars in the chuck-wagon,™

“How'd you kunow?” gasped DPan-
handle.

IHall shrugged his shoulders.

“1 puess a Iittle bird told me!" he
answered,

“Trapped !” mutiered Barney Stone

“Trapped—and cinched !"

““Bure ! paid Iga.ll.

He bent over the former foreman of
Kicking Cayuse.

Barney eyed him evilly as he
examined his wound and bound it up.

“¥Youw'll pull through,” said Hall. *1
guess yvou'tl live and put in vour time
i the pen, hombre.”

Barner Btone muttered an oath.

Hall turned to his men,

“ Btick them in that hearse, you 'uns!
I guess we got to get back for our
hosses, and that guy's got to get back
for his stores!™

Chick turned the wagon in the trail.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Good News at Kieking Cayuse !

¥ ARRY WHARTON & CO. rode
up the trail to Kicking Cayuse
in the sunset in & dusty but
cheery erowd,

Ther had waited in Packsaddle till
otic of Hall's men rode in with the
news of the rangers’ success,

Ir was good news to the Greyfriara
fellows, 8o long as the former foreman
of Kicking Cayuse was loose and on the
trail of vengeance danger dogged their
steps; but the danger was over mow.
Barney Etone and his gang were in the
hands of the rangers, and the Grey-
friara party were through with them.
They rode back to the ranch with light
hearts,

“Chick’s in!” remarked the Bounder,
pointing with his quirt to the chuck-
wagon, which stood at the gateway of
the ranch.

“Then Bill's got the news 1" said Dol

“I sav, you fellows!”

“ Hasllo, halle, hallo!”

Billy Bunter was sitting on the ranch
gate, watching the juniors, as thex
came, through his biﬁ spectacles, He
waved & fat hand to themn and squeaked
a5 theyr trotted up and dismounted in
tiie gotewar, .

Bunter's fat face was excited.

He was full of news!

The chuck-wagon siood by the gate,
still full of stores—Chick had not had
time to unpacl it vet. Chick was stand-
ing by the bunkhomse, suwrrounded by
Bill and s crowd of punchers, telling
the tale for the fifth or sixth time. The
ranch was buzzing with the news of the
capture of Barney Stone and his gang
by the Texas Rangers.

Billy Bunter wa: eager to 1mpart
that startling news to the Bonnder and
the Famous Five when they came in.
He had no doubt that it wounld moke
them jump! .

As they were slready aware pf it, it
was not likely to make them jump to
any great extent. But the fat Owl
of the Remove was as yeb unaware of
that little circumstance,

gay, you fellows, you haven't
heard 1" gasped Bunter. *I say, you'd

(Cronitrued on page 25.)
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2.30 p.m. THIRD SCHOOL.

THE DAILY ROUND.
(1)

The afternoon school iz not so bhad
As the morning's beastly labours,

No Latin of maths to send ws mad
Until we bite our neighbours.

We have geography twice a weck,
And history, teo, and drawing;
[t's mainly hstening while the beak.

Stands up before us, jawing.

i e S

POTTY POETRY.

My Brain after a Literature Class.

A chieftain to the Highlands bound
Doth walk in fear and dread,

The stars that in the heavens abound
Shone round him o'er the dead;

And brightly shone the moon that night

Like angels® visits, short and bright,
On his devoted head.

The way was long, the wind was cold
To bear him company,

And all day long the battle rolled
Across the Sands of Dee,

Week in, week out, from morn-to night,

Never & moment ceased the fight
Of the one and the fifty-three!

Beside him sported on the green
A little child at play,

And Eugene Aram walked between
To summon his grroy.

A voice rang through the startled air,

“There's waler, water overywhere
A mile or so away 1"

“Aly steength 1s as the strength of ten,”
The good old man replied,

And twenly thousand Cornizh men
Phinged headlong in the tide,

Man wants but little here below,

For men may come and men may go
To win a blooming bride !

AND IF YOU WANT A JOB—you
ecan trace the poems from which these
linea were taken. There are only
twenty-five of 'em |

(&)
In literature class we have to read,
Not tales of high adventure
Like Buffalo William and his steed—
They'd all come in for censure;
We'd very mueh like to study them,
So I suggest quite meckly

That Quelch allows us to read “The
GEH’I,”

And its companion papers weekly,

(5}

It's poetry, poetry all the time,
While Quelchy is grimly frowning,
That highbrow drivel that doesn™t
rhyma,
By Tennyson, Gray, and Browning.
Now, I like poety, as you know,
But when I've done filiy pages
My brain is a muddle—well, lock below,
I'fl show you the way that it reges—

e T T A Y P T T T Y T P

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET
DICK PENFOLD,

the *Poet Laureate® of the Remove,
allas The GREYFRIARS RHYMESTER.

P iz for PENFOLD—here I am |
Still writing verses like a lamb,

And like a hon, going forth

To draw my pay, for what it’s worth !
To write about oneself, you know,

Is much more difficult, and so

You'll pardon me, I'm sure, if I

Am rather diffident and shy.

It would be hard, as no ove doubts,
To find my equal herenbouts,

At games I'm splendid, simply greai !
At class I'm cqually first-rate !

I'm gay and handsome, sure encugh.
My poetry is brilliant stall,

In modesty alone 1 err-—

It mars my perfect character |

ANSWER TO PUZZLE
One halfpenny.
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A WEEKLY BUDCET %
OF FACT AND FUN
By !

THE GREYFRIARS E
RHYMESTER j
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GREYFRIARS GOSSIP.

The new spring lashions have ereated
guite & stir. HKspecially choice are the
elastic-sided trousers, which give great
case in bending over. Bince weo spond
such a lot of our tima in this position, it
is imd te know the tailors are trying to
mgke us as comfortable as possible,

Cricket boots with spring asolcs are in
great demand with Mr. Skanner and the
sinart set. They enable the wearer to
skip smartly out of the way of balls
Ehun fielding on compulsory practice

ays,

‘T'he new portable sofa i1a very handy

for born-tired aristocrats fielding at
long-on.

=..“l""""lllIIIIII'II‘iIIH“l"l!‘l'li‘li‘i."“l.ﬁ
H PUZZLE PAR ;
= A bottle and » cork cost 1s. 1d. 3§
: The bottlo costs & shilling more §
= than the cork, What 18 tho price i
s of the cork? =
= Anawer at [oot of colamn 2, E
I=1'||-||lll|ll- - umw R pp———. |

Telescopic toppers to fit awelled heads
are popular-in the Upper Fourth. As
the head swells the hat ¢can be extended
by means of a zip fastener. Afier »
crushing defeat by the Hemove 1t is
vasily taken in again,

Waistcoats are also being mede with
¢ip fasteners, to allow Bunter to slig
them up the back without injuring
them.

There wes & brilhant assembly at the
firet function of the scason, a smoking
party. Mr. Snoop, in & nobby green tie
which exactly maiched his complexion,
was leaning out of the window, regret-
ting & cigar. The other guests seitled
down to banker, at which Mr., Peter
Hnzeldene lost & large number of
10 s.  Later in the eveming Mr
Quelch, wearing a modish black gown
and a black frown, loocked in for a
moment, and invited the gucats Lo
accompany him to his study to finish the
party. They were. rather unwilling to
do =0, but Mr. Quelch would take no
denimle, so  the" fashionable party
atljourned to-the master's study, where
after a most exciting time they broke up.






RIVALS

OF THE

RACECOURSE!

Another Rollicking Instalment of ““THE
ST. SAM'S DONKEY DERBY !"

starring Dr. Birchemall and the Boys

of St.

“ Bless my gole ! ™
Doctor Birchemall

fairly gasped out these
worg:e.

It was a fine sunny
morning and the head-
master of St. Sam’s had
come out before break-
fast for & trot across
Muggleton Common on
his donkey. Daoctor
Birchemall had made up
his mind to win Colonel
de pit'a Donkey
Derby by hook or by
erook, and he did not
intend to suffer for want
of training. )
Lo e
i wat  nobody
olse would be there to
see him at this early hour
of the day. Baut, to his

Sam's.

utter omazement, he
found Muggleton Cor-
mon looking rather like
Hampstead Heath on a
Bank Holiday. There
wera donkeys every-
where, with St. Sam’s
fellows of all sizes and
ages bizzily engaged in
ctting them to gallop !
he Head fairly rubbed
hia eyes, 88 ho gazed at

the rizing scene.
“ Bless my sole ! he
repected. Then he

apotted a big; Bixth
ormer saddling one of
tha donkeys, and he
bawled out: “ BUR-
LEIGH ! **
Burleigh straightened
up and doffed his cap.
“"Good-morning,
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hia pals

sir 1" le said cheerily.
“71 see you beleeve, like
the rest of us, in early
maorning training 1"
The Head nodded
::.urt'%v.
il certainly came
here for the purpuss of
exerciging roy mount,
Bur!figh. But X Er:‘uiuft
say I never expected to
ﬁn};i the Common in-
vaded by a crowd of this
gize. I should like to
know the why and the
wherefore of this amaz-
ini'; hizziness t '
‘Oh, that’s easy,
gir ! ' grinned Butleigh.
“ I happened to bear of

a farmer on the other zide
of Mugeleten who was
looking alter & crowd of
donkeys, so I thought I
would hire the lot of
them for the Donkey
Derby and dish them out
among the chaps by
baillot. Good idea, sir,
don't you think t "’
]}ﬂetgr Bir]che:ﬁa?‘a
greenish eyes glinted for
a moment, He had
bheen hoaping for a short-
age of donkeys so that he
would have little opposi-
tion to faee in the race.
But it would hardly have
done to let Burleigh
lonow that, so he twisted

CRICKET OPENS—REMOVE WINS!

Reserve Men Shine Against

Junior ecricket began
in earnest on Wednes.
day, when the Remove
played Higheliffe. To
the delight of the home
crowd, anxious ahout tho
regult with the best

layers still in U.S5.A,,
%reyl‘riurﬂ achieved =&

lendid victory. That
giﬁ win waa in no amall
measure due to the ster-
ling play of men who
have rarely figured in the
team beforo ia testimony
to the ghrewd judgment
of Toem Redwing, on
whom the burden of the
naptn.a’m:{ has fallen
during Wharton’s ab-
semes,  well done, Red-
wing !

Choosing & team
proved no light iask for
Wharton's deputy. Frae-
tically every iellow i the
Form took 1t for granted
that he would he se-
lected, and it needed the
tact of a diplomat to get
some of the keencr appli-
cants to realise their
hopes were in vain, Here
iz the tcam that Redwing
finally chose :

T. Redwing (eaptain),
5. Q. 1. Field, M, }Ejiniey,
T. Brown, R. Bussell,
Lord Mauleversr, P.
Todd, P. Bolsover, 1.
Morgan, P. Hazeldene,
1. Bulstrodo.

There was o weoping
and wailing and gnash-
ing of teeth when that
listt was posted up, be-
lisve us! The only fel-
lows who saw any good

ointa in it at all were

vge who had been se.

lected, and even they
felt. pangs of doubt about
sopine  of their fellow-
players. It was pointed
out  everywhere thet

Redwing had omitted

[EE‘-’-EII"HJ fellows who had

played quite frequently
i last wyear's team—
Newland, Penfold, and
Delarey, for inetence, To
include moderate players
like Bolsover &ng Mor-
gan and yet leave out
euch as these three
seemed completely
potty tomast eritics, and
they were not slow fo
Eut their viewpoint to

Ef]wing.

Redwing moet
the storm of
criticiem with
his customery
calm. He ad-
mitted that
mdividually the

! had with

teain he had
chosen might
not he the
eleven best
players  avail-
able ;. but he
pointed out that
seleeting a well-
balanecd team
was quite a
different propo-
gition from
ﬂ&lect-iug “tha
eleven best imon.

Ho had made his
choice, and he Wwas
going Lo stand by it. So
that was that !

Tha match itself
turned out to be one of
the brightest and most
interesting we have sver

igheliffe. The

Highcliffe

vigitors, very ready to

make the most of Whar- |

ton & Co.’s absence, were
in the mood to give
Greyfriars o record
trouncing. On the other
hand, the newecomers to
the Greyfriara Eleven
wero all cager to ghow to
advantage now that they
had the limelight.

Higheliffe batted first
and knocked wup kil
runa before they were
out. The batting wus
brisk, and the bowling,
mostly handled by Red-
wing, Russell, Todd, and

Bulstrode, was of a high

standard.
Greyiriara

and, amid great excite-

followed,

ment, finished up dead
level with exactly 121
runs, Redwing topping
the score-sheet with 53
to his credis,

TR

Hrghelifie's second
innings started
sengationally, Feter
Todd pertorming the
hat-trick in the first over.
But three wickets down
for no rung was too good
to last, and the visitors
soon  settled down to
steady sconny, and
eventually wound up
with LOL runs, leaving us
I02 to sovre to win,

The Lome team, too,
miule o disastrous start
in their second session,
Squiff and Linley both
being dismissed when the
score  stood  only  at
8§ runs.  Greyluiars sup-
porters begau to look a
fittle anxious when other
wickets fell with the
seore still low. Then
Reodwing and Lard
Mauleverer made o
stond, aned Mmees eleared
when they cmvied the
seore op to 8560 Tor
5 wickets, Hedwing was
run oug at this point,
i but 2orzan, who fol-

foweel Ly, started hit-

ting beundoriea with
greatb zest, and the re.
guired total was yreached
without the Joss  of
anothey wicket.

It was o great day for
irevivars, and & preat
day, too, for the second
string  players, who
showed owe oppanents
that even withoot our

1K1 | leading ericketers we are

a force to be. reckoned
with.

The dark hoises ac.
quitted themselves with
honour all through, and
Wharton will be faced
with some pretty tough
selectron problema when
he yesumce his job es
skipper of the
Remove 1

hig lipa into an apology
for a grin.

“ Oh, exactly, Bur-
leigh! A bransy netion
of yours, I must say!
Er—are  there  any

:Eeady ,, omes  among
em ?

“ Well, there’s one
called Bonny Boy that
scema pretty good, sir.
Jolly of the Fourth had
the good fortune to draw
him in the ballot. You
can eee him over
thera.™

The Head glanced in
the dircction indieated
and saw Jolly bowling
along at & spanling pace
on & trim-leoking aninal,
A loock of jellus ra
flitted across his face for
8 moment, a3 he nobed
the gpecd with which the
dﬂnkeg wag covering the
ground.

“Pah! If that's the
hest that Bonny Boy can
do, he duzzent stand an
earthly against Dirty
Dick ! ** he cried angrily.
 Dirty ek will nock
the stufing out of any-
thing I eee here this
meoroing, I cen assure
youl®

“ Which one i Dirty
Dick, then, sir 7" aske:d
Burleigh.

** The donkey ou which
I am riding now, of
courge, Burleigh !

*“*Ha, ha, ha 1 "

Dok, * Birchemall |
cullered.

“ Really, Burleigh, I
am afraid J entirely fail

to 8co the joalk 17

‘“ Ha, he, ha ! " velled
Burleigh. " If I had a
mirrorwith me, I'd show
you, gir ! Perhaps you'll
sea thon tie day of the
race 1'h

“QOh, rade ! " snorted
the Head. And he gave
hig mount’a flick on the
flank and moved away
from the grinning Sixth
Former.

The Head's firsk inten-
tiotn was to watch Bonny
Boyv at closer quarters.
But, soroething happened
to malke him change his
mind. he trotted

ast o clunp of bushes,
e happened to eatch
aight of Bounder, of the
Sixth, having & guiet
confab wita a jontleman
11 a loud checlt suwit. A
rim frown sattled on the
pad's fate, as he saw
them. Feo rockernised
the man 4n the check
gnit abt onds as ono of the
shadiest carrickiers
local sporting circles.

“ Bunks, the boolte t 7
he muttersed. * In con-
versation with a 5t
Saem's boy, too! What
i@ the meaning of this
hera 2

He rai:ht:d in hia dons

key and prepored to hail
themn.

“Not me, Mr Bounder,™
he heard Bunks saying.
“You won't ecatch me
layin’ more than evens
againgt Bonny Boy
winnin' this 'ere race. I
tell you that moke is
goin' to wallo it 1 '

“ All right, then!™
mapped Bounder. * I'll
bet & fiver on Bonny
Boy to win.”

“BOUXDER 1™

J')r

- o
|

=

-
g 4,

2]

“ Oh, grate gad !

The cad of the Sixth
locked round—his face
garstly, as he saw the

Head’s stern gaze fixed
aceusingly on him.

* Bounder ! How dare
vout 7 "' roared the Head.
** How dars you associate
with a low, common
hookmalker for the pur-

TUCKSHOP

TOPICS
By TOM BROWN

The Creyliiars tuck-
ahop gives much food
for thought, especially
to thaso who give much
thought to food.

Mra. Mimhla is a dear
old soul, but I really
think she should pay
mora afttention io eom-
piainf,a when wa mnke
themn,

At present, if you men-
tion that the doughnuts
are stale, she thinks
vou'ra geiting fresh,

Should a customer
criticise her jam-pufis,
her reply is very tait.

In the event of a chap
paszeing & remark about
her ico-cream, ablie i
sheolutely certain  to
give him a frigid look.

I once heard Rake

1 tell her he couldn't

ok
liia teeth itnto ono of her
rock cokes. Y ou should
have seen how  she
chewed hun up 1

As for lrr cooking, a
mere hint that it is not
ahsolutely perfect s
taken as & deadly insult,
If you suggest that her
sausapge rolls are under.
done sha fakes vou to be
o half-baked idiot. And
if you dare to submib
that br= home-made join
has buen 1i Jhe pob too
long sho simply boila !
It would be far better
if she accepted helpful
suggestimg with a beam.
ing s " and a grateful
eurtseys I could suggest
BEVET improvements
myaelf if I t}mught they
would be teated in this
way. Her> are one or
two, for a dart:

Stools tv be cleaned

after customers drop jam
an them.

Currant buns to be
teken down and dosted

before making thair
annual appearance.

Customers finding
hoairping in their ice.
cream  to  have their
money hack.,

Remove chaps to he
served first. Others to
qui‘.'IJE ut:'l

Targeta to bo painted
on the ceiling for ginger-
pop corks, A free feed
to be given to every man
scoring & bullseve when
opening hiz hottle,

Compensation {o be
paid {in jam tarts) to all
customers slippiug up on
banana skina,

I have several other
bright ideas for im-
proving the tuckshep ;
but Dick Hake tells me
he can allow no more
gpace this week, so 1
shall have to leave them
aver for a time,

(For & long time, 1if

they ara anything like

the first lot =D, R,
Acting Editor.)

b *

puse of betting 7 Anawer
me!’?
“I-1
* Bilence, you imper-
tinent raskal 1"
EBounder came to the
conclusion that the best

thing to do was to aay
nothing. But that only
seemed to inmfunate the

Head all the more.
“8o wyou think yon

.can treat me with dumb

impudence, do

o ?
he roared. “{Inder-

stand, DBounder, that
thers ere limits to my
patience. Return to the
achool at once and write
out five hundred times,
‘I must never speak to
bookies.! **

_ Bounder went—Ilook-
ing quite dizzy 1

Asg soon as he had gone
e strange change took
place in Doctor Rirch-
ermall's demeanour,

* Pardon my some.
what heated remorks,
my dear Mr. Bunka, but
one does have to keep
one’s boys in ther

laces, duzzent one "
ne said. ' Er—mite I
imquira what odda you

LR

are laying against Dirt
Dick ?}” g a8 ¥

* Never “eard of 'im,
mister ! "' replicd  MMr.
Bunks,

The Head poinled to
his own mount,

“I mean this one, Mgz,
Bunke. I shall be riding

him myself in tha
Donliey Derby !

“My heye!"™ ex-
claimed Mr. Bunks.

“Then I'l lay twenty
to one agin! "’

“Twenty to onet®
Doctor Birchemall fairly
gasped. * D-did you say
twenty to one 77

“ Yes,"” gaid Mr. Bunlka,

“ Done ! " grinned the
Head, quite delited.
“I'l take twenty to one
against in pounds ! **

Doctor Birchemall
whipped up Dirty Dick |
and trotted on his way.

“ Twenty pounda if I
gi? 11:;!:1—:51 addition *iﬁ
olone]l da Creppil's go
1% he 'E:i':l]:.l?:kt-llﬁdg to
himegelf. “ And tho enly
rival I have to fear is
Bonny Boy ! If I don't
remove at wretched
quadruped from my
path before the day of
the race, my namo's not

Alired Birchemall ! "’
The Head loped
back to Bt. Bam's. And
aa he urged hia donkey
onwards, there was a
gleeful light in his eyes
and ever and anon & deep
and ainigter larf emerged

rom his beard.

(Once again the cunning
old Head 48 up 1o mis-
chief. MNead all about it
in the scrcomingly funny
tnafalment of thea gerial

fie nept week's ' Herald."')

YOUR EDITOR CALLING

T suppose it's bad form for an Editor to say “I
told you so ! But I can't resist a quiet chortle over
ihe result of the Higheliffe mateh.
put forward the opinion that, despite the absciiee of
out Lest men, we could find o toam good enough to
heat our regular opponents.
What's more, Redwing included in hia teamn all the
fellows whoss names 1 mentioned in wy artiels aa
worthy of special consideration. Which only mocs Lo
show what immense power the Press wields these daya !

"As soon as the matech was over, I cabled the result
to Wharton.

Two weeks ago I

And now wo've done it !

So you ecan bet your life that he and
colobratod it in flowing ginger-pop—or whats

ever they use lor celebrations in lieu of ginger-

pop in Texas!

A reader has written to ask if we find it
quiet in the Remove with helf.a-dozen of the
leading lighta away., Well, stronge as it
maey sound, I haven't moticed it myself,
The Form-room looks decidedly thinner, of
course, but there in no perceptible differenco
m the volume of eound in the Rag during the
evening.

The fact is, that, apart from Bob Cheny,
who malkes more noise than the rest of the
tourists put together, none of ocur absent
chums are particularly rowdy, The noisiest
in the Form are still with ua; and it would
takea lot of Whartonsand Nugents to reduce
the general din to any extent. When
Bolzover tramps into the Rag it's like a
thunderstorm  breaking over the acheol;
and the arrival of Fisher T. Fish reminds me
of a hurricane !

On the other hand, if my correspondent
means to ask if we have more e of mind,
the answer is decidedly in the affirmative.
The difference that Bunter’s abaence makes in
this respect is mmazing ! To go through the
firat two weeks of a term without a single
request to cash a postal order in advance and
without the need to turf out a fat eaveadropper
from under cns’s study table at frequent
intervals is a strange and quite uncanny
experience for Remove chaps. We can even
leave tuck m our cupboards without locking it
up !
PMI the same, Bunter will b a8 welcome as
the rest from my point of view when he
returns. Goodness knows what thers i
about the old Porpeise that makes mo want
to see his fat and shiny face again; but I
must say that somochow I do!

All the lest, chums, till next week !

DICK RAKE,
Acting Edilor,

HE MUST BE CRACKED'!

Bolasover major was observed in hisstudy tha
other day, hitting himgelf on the back of the
hoad with o coke-hammer. He explained that
s phrenologist had told him that his bump of
knowledge waa too emall, 8o he was juse
cotrecting the delicieney |

GREYFRIARS FROM FRESH

ANGLES

13.

“Tll Say It’s a Wow!"

Says HIRAM K. FISH

When 1 first zent Fisher to

Groyiriars Hchool, I

“ Listen, son, yon're going to a
swell dump to mix with ritzy
Britishers, 8o when youn come
baclk to New York follis ean

ges vou're real class ! M

That was what I ained at,
I'll tell
I'll oy A school
where a kid can sit at the next
desk to a real, live English lord

and am I satistied ¥
the world !

18 A WOW.
gaid :

this dump is tho

Hollywoo

es,

Of couree, they ain't all lords
in the school ; but Fisher tclls
me titles are Ccommon,
the young guys without titles
are a classy lot. Anyway, I
krnow clasz when I ses it naud
that's the way I feel about 'em |

But what I like beat about

has got nothing on
Greyfrinra when it comes to

putting on atmosphere, 1°1
tell ¢ man. Whon a guy gives
the gnteway and the quadrangln
and the School House the once
aver, he has got to admit that
they are all genuine antiques.
Une hombre I met in o train
told me the place ia mwore than
o huandrod years old, but thet
was hokum, wyou bet! No
place could bo as old aa that !

Jevver eca the little druy
store they got in the corney
under the treesl They oall it
the ' tuckshop,'” and if it ain's
the cutest drug store cver it's
the next best to that ! I'll say
that drog store would be a rviot
on Broadway. So would the
gatoway and the quadrangle
snd the crypt—and the sema
goea for the masters, too |

Greyfriors a wow ¥ J"ll gay !

sgirco!

Even

atmosphere,




