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ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES ANOTHER !

There™s a price of 1,000 dollars on the head of the

Rio Kid, the Boy Outlaw of the Rlo Grande, and a deadly six-shooter stands betweenr him and

captivity.

£

[ ]

But he’s found firm friends in Harry Wharton & Co.
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““ Pay up—pronio—or——"’ The words came in & hiss from the man in the flour bag as he held

up his pun menacingly.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Whop !

L1 IIAT on carll,' asked Bob
Clherry, “1s thab gnmﬂni”
The Famows Five of the

Greyiriars Remove gazed at
Billy Bunter with sanrisn and intevest.

Ther were sitting in a row on the
rail of the verands at Kicking Cayuse
Ranch; there they were waiting for
Bill Buck, tlhie foreman of the ranch,
with whom they were to ride after
cows that afternoon.

Bill was busy at the covreal, so thevw
waited; and while they wailted Billy
Bunter happened.

The fat jumor rolled out of the
living-vaom into  the veranda and
blinked zound him through bhis big
spectacles.

Then ho shut the door after him.

Az that door was alwarys left wide
open in the daxtime, that alone was an
unusual proceeding; but that was not
all. Hawving shut the door, Billy
Bunter stationced himself ¢lose to it and
raised his fat right hand. In that fab
Lhand was a guirt,

The Famous Iive starcd at him
across the veranda.

Bunter apparently expecied somebods
to follow him out. He had the cow-
whip all ready for that somebody.

His eves and his spectacles were fixed
on the door; there was a fierce gleam
in the litile round eyves behind the big
round spectacles. His back being partly
turned towards the juniors at the rail,
ther could obscrve & large patch of
cdust on the seat of his trousers. It

his hands.

laoked as if a boot had recently landed
there, No doubt it was the owner of
the boot for whom the fat Owl was now
waiting with dplifted quire.
“What the Cri{.:!iﬂlls are you up to,
you fat ass?” exclaimed Iarry Whar-
ton. “Are you waiting for Smithy #”
“Th? No! Blow SBmithy ' answered
Bunter, over o fat shoulder. “That
beast Chick 15 after me !™
“Ha, ha, hat”
“YTou can cackle

Br3
a

sald  Duwpter
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*Way out in Texas, HARRY
WHARTON & CO., of GREY-
FRIARS, meet with thrills at
every bend in the road!
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warmly., “But if that beast thinks he
can kick o fellow B

“Ha, ha, hal”

The chums of the Remove chortled.
Ever since the Grevfriars party had
been ab the Texas ranch Billy DBunter
had beon in a state of deadly fend with
Chick., the choreman.

Chick was the entive household staff
at Kicking Cavuse—which was a sad
change from the hordes of menials who,
according to Bunier, waited on him
hand and foot at Bunter CourE.

So far from waiting on Bunter hand
and foot, Chick did not wait on him at
all. Inmstead of addressing lum respeet-
fuliv as “8ir,” he would address hin

With set teeth, Vernon-Smith dropped the *‘ roll ** of dollars and put up

disrespeetfully as a fat goob, or a big
stiff, or & plecan, Ho objected to
Bunter's presence in the kitchen—which,
to Bunter, was naturally the moet at-
tractive spot on the ranch. He had
been knowd to chaze Bunter out of the
kitchen with a brandished frying pan.
Now it seemed that he had chased him
out nt the end of a boot.

“Oh, cackle "' zaid Bunter scornfully.
“7 came out here for s holiday with
Bmithy, not to be cheeked by & rotten
choreman., AMaking out that a fellow
was after a pie! 1 never even saw the
pie!  Besides, he eame i behind me
hefore I could touch it and kicked me."”

“Ha, he, ha!"

“I called up to Smithy!” hooted
Bunter. “He's in his voom, and I
called up to him; and he called down
to Chick to kick me agamm! What do
yvou fellows think of that?™

“¥ia, ha, hal' velled the Famous
Five.

“That's ihe way Bmithy treats a
guest " said Bunter bitterly. “ After
pressing e to come out here with him,
you Lknow."

“Was the pressfulness terrifie?”’
asked. Hurree Jamset Bam Singh., “Or
was it a boot on the other leg, my¥
ezteemed Bunter 3V

“%ah! He acinally ealled out to
that cheeky choreman to kick me
again!” said Billy Bunter, breathing
wratlh. “Well, I'm ready for him.
I'll give him such a whop when he
opens that door—="

“Fathead !  eatd Johnny  Ball
“ Chick won't come,after you—="
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“I say, you fellows, shut up!
hear him coming 1™
Chuck it, you =ass!? said TFrank

ngntu
illy Bunter did not heed.

He could hear footsteps within cross-
g the living-room from ihe hallway
te_the door on the veranda. ;

He gripped the quirt with a busipess-

like grip, his eyes gleaming through his
spectacles,
. One kick on the pants was agh
far Bunter. Herbert V&rﬂﬁn-ﬂnﬂﬁh
instead of sacking tho cheeky choreman
on the spot, had only told him to give
his fat guest another.  Bunter was
veady for Chick when he came to do it.
And he could hear him coming. .

Bob Cherry sl from the rail.
Buuter on the trail of vengesnce might
ha funny, but Bob's idea was that that
quirt haed better be grabbed away
hefore the fat Owl had time to deliver
4 “whop ¥ with it

But he was too late.

Even as he jum down from the
vail the footsteps from within
the dear, and the door was pulled open.

A head smerged.

Whop | -

Down came the quirt in Bunter’s fat
hand with a terrific awipe.

“ Look out |” yelled Johnny Bull

* Buntor—

“(h, my hat!”

The Famous Fiva could see what
Bunter was in too great a lurry to
notico—that it was not wck, the
choroman, who was stepping out.

Bunter swiped before he looked.

Ha was expecting Chick, he had no
doubt that it was Chick who was goi
to appear Wwhen the door opened, an
he swiped with all the force of his fat
arm the instant the newcomer

appearod,

'i‘he yells of waminﬁ_t’mm the Fainous
Five came too late. That swipe landed
on startled shoulders with & crack like
u piatol shot,

There was a yell of surprize and rage
from HErbe:-it; "J’ﬁmﬁnv mithte 34 mﬁ
staggered under that unexpected, -
ri’[:ig swipe. It was the Bounder of
(resfriars who was ﬂmngtgg out.

I ecan

“Got the beast!" gas Bunter,

“Oh erikey 1™ Bob Cherry.
“You mad ass ”

Bunter jumped back "

Hia idea was to dodge behind the
Tamous Five if Chick cut up rusty after
poetting that whop—which was, indeed,
probable, ]

But as he saw Vernon-Smith he
stop and stared. It dawned on his
fat brain that he had got the wrong
wman.

“Oh!1” gasped Bunter.
that Smithy? Oh crumbs!
Smithy, old chap, I—I—1—'

“Ohl Cwl Oh gad!” gasped Vernon-
Bmiith.  “ What—who—what Ow !
Wow ! Why, you potty idiot, I'll smash
you up into little pieces! I'll—I'{l—*"

Why Bunter had done it the Bounder
Adid not know; neither did he give the
dismayed fat Owl time to explain, Ie
jumped at him, red with fury.

Bunter did not stop to explain,

He fow!
After him flew the enraged Bounder.
gasped Idarry Whar-

gaspe

“ Js—is—13
’I—I S4Y,

1r

* Bmithy——
ton,
“"Hold on, BSmithy! That fat chump
nover meant—=" stuttered Bob.

Vernon-8mith did not heed; he
vushed at Bunter like a tiger at its
prey.

Bunter rushed for the veranda steps

[ Eﬂﬂﬂig.
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But he had no more chance of escap-
ing the infuriated Bounder than a
tortoise of beating a hare 1n a race.
He reached the top of the steps and
felt a clutching hand behind.

In sheer terror the fat Owl threw
himself down on the pinewood planks,
Perhaps he thought that his pursuer
:ng:e pnllﬂh ﬂvc:; Eﬁg and gi‘ﬂ} hﬁu
anotner chance ¢; perhaps ne
did not think at all. Anyhow, ho went
down right undey the under's foet,
and Vernon-S8mith pitched headlong
over him.

“ Look out 1" shricked Bob.

But it was futile to tell & fcllow to
look out when he was pitching head
firat down the weranda steps. No
smount of looking out would have ssved
Smithy.

He shot over Bunter and went down
the steps in & nose-dive. There was a
yell of rage and angaish as he landed
in & crashing heap at the bottom.

Billy Bunter zat up spluttering.

“Ooch! 1 sav, you fellows—
{}rmng*ht I say, keep him off!] Owl
Wooh I

The Famous Five rushed along to the

stepa,

goh Cherry grabbed the fat Owl by
ile shoulder and jerked him up.

“Cut, you fat chuinp I” he gasped.

“0Oh crikey |”

That advice was too good not to he
taken, Billy Bunter bolted into the
raficho and wamished. And Harry
Wharton & Co, went down the steps, to
ick up the hapless Bounder and render
irst-aid |

B——

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Crocked !

“Y 'LL tell a man!” gasped Bill Buck,
Bill was comnng over lo_ the
rancho to call the Famous Five,
when Smithy did hia sudden and
startling nose-dive down the veranda
steps. He landed almost at Bill's feet,
sprawling and ma.riuﬁ.
The foreman of Kicking Cayuse stared
at him, Then he veached at Sinithy,
grasped him in a wighty hand, and sct
him on his feet.

“You sure did take a tumble, Mr.
Vernon-Smith, sir,™ said Bill

Vernon-Smith lcaped heavily on the
foreman, pantivg for brenth, He wos in
natty riding clothes, ready to ride over
fo Packsaddle, where he had business
that afterncon. That natty clobber was
now smothered with dust from head to
foot. Ho rested his weight on one leg
‘as he leancd on Bill. ‘Lhe other kuee
had had & terrvific bang on the pincwood
stairs,. And Smumthy’'s elbow had hit
Texas very havd,

It was no wonder, perhaps, that the
Bounder was cnraged. That plunge
imadimzf; down the steps had damaged
him rather severely,

“I—I-Tll smash him!” gasped ihe
Bounder. “0Oh gad! My leg's crocked !
Ow ! T'll smash that fat fool— Ow "

“Iort, old chap?" asked Jolhnny
Bull, as the Famous Five caine hurrying
down from the veranda.

Smithy gave him a glare.

“Hurt!  Think I could bang down
like that without getting huvt, fathead ?
1diot 1"

"No need to lose your temper——7
gaid Johnny.

“ Dummy P’

“Well, look here——-*""

“Slut up, Johnny, old mani”? said
Bob Cherry, “Let's help you in,
Smithy, old hean.” ,

“I'll smash_that fat fool 1" hissed the
Bounder, *'What the thunder did ke
cut at mo with that quirt foxi™

“He was laying for Chick, and he
tlxmaght—-—" ]
“The fat ichiot T I'll smash him | I—
I'll Ow ! The Bounder gave a
velp as his knee twinged, “Owl] I've
T ik Bt g R
UOES YO er n oand rest a
fow, :afr 1" anid Bill. .

“I've got to get over to Packsaddle !

.e-n&]ilped the Bounder, * Has Cactus got
orse ready ¥
But—" ;
; t," growled Vernon-
Bmith. “One of vou fellows might give
me a brush-dewn. When you see Bunter
tell him Fm going to break him up intu
small pieces when I get back frow
Packsaddle, ™

Bob brushed the Bounder down, bruszh-
ing off clopds of dust. Bmithy uttered
no more yvelps, but his lipa were set hard,
The Bounder was not the fellow to make
a fuss over a liftle pain—or a lot, for
that matter, Ha shut his teeth on it.
But all the fcllows could see that ho was
m pain, and they doubted very much
whether he was 1n a state to rvide &
bronco fifteen miles and back. In fact,
it waz quite plaiu that he was not,

He moved away, Iimpinﬁ painfully.
Bill eyed him dubiously. The Famous
Five f)n_:r]'lm'-'cd him, as he limped away Lo
the ecoral, where Cactus, the horse
wrangler, had lis bronco ready saddled
and bridled. _

“Look heve, Smithy, you'd better cut
out Packsaddle,” said Harry Wharton
uneasily, * You can't ride with a game
leg and a game s ;

The Bounder snorted sngrily.

“I've got to get over to Packsadidie,”
he snapped. “There's a man going to
wait for me at the Pack Hotel on
business. Think I can keep him hang-
g about all day, to go home without
scelng ma?h

“Well, no; but—""

“1 can manage all right! I'm not
mede of putty 1” sparled the Bounder.
But as he spoke hia damaged knee bhem
under him, and he caught at Harry
Wharton for support. “0Oh gad! Ow "

The chuins of the Remove exchanged

lances, QOaly too well they knew the
ﬁmmder"a obstinacy and how uscless 1c
But Wharton

was fo argue with him,
mads apother attempt.

“Can’t you let some other chap go
Smithy? Ono of us would ride over, if
wa could do the businesa for you. Could
we "

“No, vou couldn't ! enapped Vernon-
Smith. . )

But he paused. It was painful for him
fo walle as far as his horse, and cven the
headstrong Dounder had 1o realise that
lie could not undertake a long vide.

“By gad! I'll smash hin!"™ he
breathed, evidently referring to Bunter.
“The blithering idiot— to crock me like
this 1 He glaneced round at the chums
cﬁl‘ Itih{n. Remove., " You're going out with

il]

“That’s all vight,” said Bob at once.
“T'd ride over {o the fown for you,
Smithy, if a message would do.”

“It will lhave to deo,” said the
Bounder, wincing with pain.  “Tll
smash Bunter while you're gone. I've

cot to see Bleke; youw've hicard me talk-
lng it over with " )

“Chap whe's got a ranch to sell,” zaid
Nugent, . ;

“That's it! He's selling the Cirele-O.
that joins on to Kicking Cayuse near

uaw Mountain, Bill knows the place,
and thinks that it's o bargain at the
price Blake i3 asking. He's in a hurry
to sell, from what 1 hear,” added the
Bounder, with a sneer, “From what
they say, Blake’s lost the money shead
at the Red Flare at poker. Anyhow,
he's selling and I want to bag the
plagg— OQw.["

! ———



“Tnee bad ™ asked Jolinny.

“Oh, no, fne!” sald the DBounder
sarcaztically, and Johnny gave & .‘gmnt.
“ Look here, Bob, if you'll go—"

“Like a bird " saicl Bob. Bob Cherry
was keen on riding with his friends and
Bill on the range that aflerncon, but he
was always good-natured.

“Aczk for Jad Blake at the Pack
Hotel,” zaid Smithy, *Or youn can ask
for Poker Blake if vou like,"” he added,
with another sneer. " 1've heard that
that’s what they call him in Packsaddle,
from the game he loses his money at.”

NI ask for Mr. Blake,” said Bob,
with a cheery grin.  ** What's the chap
like, Smithy, 1f I see him "

"How should I know when ['ve never
set eves on him?" growled Vernon-
Smith, o .

Bob gave his {riends a wink, and they
smiled, Smithy's demages had evidently
not improved either lhis temper or his
OANTELs,

“I've heard about the place through
Bill,” went on Vernon-Smith, “and as
Blake will be in Packsaddle to-day I
wag going to ride over and make his
acqunintance and talk tho thing over
with him. He sent word that he would
wait at the Pack. He's got to be told
that ¥ car't comeo——r QO IV

“I'll find him all right,” said Bob.
“ Leava it to me,”

“Ow 1™ BSmithy tried to suppress a

elp in vain as his knee gave another
earful twinge. *When you see him
gav— Ow !l Wow "

“What "

“I mean, say that I'm sorry I can't
come and I'll ride over to the Cirele-O
to see him to-morrow. Wow !”

“Right-ho "' said Bob.

Bob Cherry weat for his horse, to ride
eway on the FPacksaddle trail, The
other fellows turned back to the rancho
with Vernon-Bmith. The Bounder had
to lean heavily on Wharton to reach it,
and two of the juniors helped him up
the steps.

Ho drupﬂed into a rocker in the
voranda. Nugent fetched out & bottle
of embrocation for the damaged knee.

thiek, the chereman, looked out of the
living-room doorway,

“Anything the matter, sir ¥’ he asked,

“COnly your face!” yapped Vernon-
Smith.  “Take it away !"pp

" Bearch me !" said Chick, and he took
it away, with a snort.

“¥You "uns coming 7" roared Bill, who
had gone back to the corral

“Like one of us to stay with vou,
Smithy " asked Harry Wharton.

L1 HD !'l.l

“Don't you think you'd feel better*”
asked Johnny Bull.

“MNo; worse. "’

There really was nothing to be said in
reply to that., The fonr juniors, with-
ot making any further sympathetio
remarks, went down the steps and
walkied across to the corral to join Bill.

Herberk Vernon-Bmith grunted,
scowled, ond baved his knee to rub on
the socothing embrocation. Then, epot-
ting the quirt Dunter had dropped, he
limped to it and picked it up and limped
back to his chair. That gquirt was ready
for Bunter when he turned up! With
hiz game lep twinging with incessant

angs, Bmithy could not go in search of

im. He Lkoped that Bunter would
corme !

It was the first time sinee the Crowv-
frinrs fellows had been on holiday in
America that he had desired the fat
Owl's presence! But now he desived it
very nmch—very much indeed.

There was a clatter of hoofs on the
sun-baked praivie. Bob Cherry had
already ridden off towards the distant
cow town: now the other fellows were
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i;:nl:'liilng away, in another divection, wiil
il

The Bounder, over the veranda rail,
watched the stetson hats disappear 1n
the distanee, ncross the prairie. Then
he resumed rubbing his knee, till there
was a footstep in the doorway from the
living-room.

Then his eyes gleamed round at a fat
face that looked cauiiously out, with
watchful eyes, behind a big pair of
spectacles. _

Smithy’s grasp closod on the quirt
in the chair beside him. He wanted
Billy Bunter within reach of that quirt |
But he had no chance in & chase now.
His game knee would have collapsed
at the first stride.

“Oh! That you, Smithy " Bunter
blinked at the Bounder—without ap-

roaching,. He did not see the gurt,

ut he was wary. “1 sav, ain't you
poing to Packsaddle this afternocon? 1

thought you were going to sce o man.™
19F

“I'va crocked my leg, yon fat ass!

“He, he, he [

Vernon-8mith looked at the fat Owl
of the Hemove as if he could have bitten
him. DBunter, ap]ihareut]y, SLW  EOIAG-
thing amuzing in the cireumstance that
Smithy had crocked his leg, and could
not ride over to Packsaddle.

“¥ou purgling fat octopus—"" ho
hizzed.

“He, he, he!”

“If I could get out of ilus chair 1°d
burst vou all over the ranch!” hissed
the Bounder.

“0Oh, can't you get out of that chaip?”
asked Bunter cheerfullv. “ All vight 1

He rolled ocut into e voranda, ro-
assured.

But he did not draw near the
Bounder, He selected a chair ot a
gu{? distance, and grinned at him cheer-
Hit¥.

“Pid vou drop that ten-dellar Lill,
Bunter?" asked Vernon-Smith, with o
gesture towards the floor beside his
chair.

He made that gesture wilh |lis
left hand. The quirt was gripped in
hig right.

“Eh? Yes,” said Bunter promptly.
“That—that's what I ecame gar_-l.: for,
really ! Where i3 it, Smithy ¥

“gan*ls vou see it, fathead?™

Billy Bunter rolled up, and bent over
to r at the pinewood planks beside
Smithy's chair.

Ho weas beautifully placed for Vernon-
Smith's purpose,

The Bounder's right hand went up,
with the guirt in it.

“I say, 1 can't see 16! sald Bunter,

blinking at the floor. * Where— On!
Ow !l Yarooocop!”

Swipa |
" Yurrrrooop ! roaved Bunter, bound-
Ing.

Billy Bunter had a lot of weight to

lift. But that bound carried lum at
least six fect. Bmithy just missed with
a second swipe.
“Owl Beast! Wow !” velled Bunfer.
“Oh crikey Wow! Whr, vou rotter

—ow !l Wow! You beast, pulling my
lex qow ! Oh erikey !
tly Bunter disappeared into the

house again, yelling.

Hevbort Vernon-8mith sottled down in
his rocker, feeling belter! Bunter, to
judge by the fiendish yells that foated

ack, was feeling worse ]

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Trail-thief !

6 ALT I”
M Hallo, hallo, halle!™
gjaculated Bob Cherry,
“Hands up, My, Yernon-
Smith 1"

Boly Cherry blinked.

He was hali-way {o Pocksaddle, and
riding through a timber-island, through
which the trail ran, when that sudden
command fell on his ears,

He pulled in his horse, and halted
at once. The Grevirviars fellows had
not been very long in the " wild and
woolly ¥ West, but they had been there
lang enongh to have learned not to
argua with a levelled six-gun.

From the thick timber beside the trail
a man had suddenly stepped out, and
the revolver in bis hand was lifted, and
aimed at the schoolloy rider. Over
the man’s head was drawn a four bag,
upside down, completely concealing hia
face, from the steison hat to  the
chin,

olits weie cut in the bag for breath-
ing, and for sight. Through the aye-
holes & pair of very sharp and keen eyes
gleamed, over the barrel of the lovelled
revolver. [IHis figuro was hidden in tho
folds of a horseman's cloak,

Bob stared at him.

He was quite surprised. Bince Barney
Stone and his rustlers of Squaw Moun-
fain had beon rounded up by the Texas
Hanpers there had been no dangor in
riding Packsaddle trails. But there was
no doubting what thiz man woas—a
trail-thicf, who covered his face with a
flour bap to hide his identity. TFrom
which Bob guessed that he was probably
o mon whose face would have been
known in the wvicinity.

Tt was & surprising encounter, but Bob
was most surprised of all, at being
addressed by the Bounder's name. Why
the trail-thief should suppose that Lo
was Varnon-8mith, the son of the owner
of I'-Zicl:ingB Ceyuse Ranch, was &
mystery to Bob., He was, hke Smnthy,
a schoolboy, and ebout the pame age,
but in their looks there was not the
slightest resemblance.

Fowever, he put up his hands, sittin
his bronco in the trail. The lovelle
six-gun enforced obedience.

The man in the flour bag cast a swift
glance up and down the trail, and then
siepped nearer to the rider.

I was not a well-frequented trail,
seldom wsed, eumj}t by Kicking Cayuse
men going to and from the cow town.
3till, there was always 8 chance of
someone coming along, and the trail-
thief was in haste to get through.

Heo was on foot, but Bob could hear
the sound of a horse tethered in the
thicliets.

“Keep 'em up ! snppped the voice
from the Aour bag.

“Oh, certeinly ! said Bob cheerily.

“But may mention that you're
making & little mistake? Ay name's
not Vernon-Bmith."

“Can it!” said the man in the flour
bag briefly.

“ Honest Injun " said Bob. “T'm not
i the least hika him, either! If vou'd
over seen Smithy, you'd know 1 Fright-
fully sorry that I'm not & millionaire’s
son—Dbut thersa it 18["

“Gek off'n that eayuse 1

“ Anything to oblige!”
politely. ¢

A glance had shown the trail-thicf
that Bol was not armed. 8o he was
allowed to put his hands down. Re
dropped from the bronce, and stood
facing the masked man with a cheery
grin on his face. :

I1e was not greatly alarmed.  His
worldly wealth, just then, amounted to
a doller and & quarter, which was not o
large sum to lese. Certainly, he was
not thinking of arguing with a six-gun
to save that smel sum,

The 1trnik er’s mistake rather
amused hire Gvidently, 1he man had
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qsever seen Herbert Vernon-S8mith, or
20 - could: not have taken Bob for
‘he millionaire’s son. But a moment's
thought told Bob how the mistake had
arisen, Smithy had becn going to ride
nto Packsaddle that afternoon lo see
Jod Blake at the Pack Hotel, and this
map, whoever he was, had heard abous
it, and laid wait for him on the traill

Smithy, who was packed with cash,
would have been a rich prize for the
trail-thief] Bob had probably saved
the Bounder s thousand dollars or so
oy riding to the cow tawn in his place
1hat afternoon 1

He might, indeed, have saved his life,
for Smithy, ever since he had been at
fricking Cayuse, had “packed ¥ a gun,
and he was not the fellow to be robbed
if he a chance to resist. Tt was
quite probable that there would have
Irecn _n-Eln.:f " on the Packsaddls
trail had it been Herbert Vernon-Bmith
who was held up by the man in the
flour bag. .

“You ain't heeled |” said the masked
man., “T guess I heard that vou always
went heeled, Misler Vernon-3mith.”

“Hoelod ™ repeated Bob, “O0h, youn

mean armedl ¥Yes, 8Bmithy always
ank? a gun. But I'm not Yernon-
amith.”

“¥You can pack that up, and turn out
vour duet!” snapped the masked man,
avidently not behieving that statement.

Bob Cherry turned out the dollar and
the quarier. .

“All I've got!1” he explained.

Tha ayes, through tho slifs in the four
beg, glittered at %im. Tha Colt, which
had been lowered, was raised again,

1 guess you don’t want to try that
game with the Rio Kid I” said the voica
from the our bag. “ Pony up the dust
pronto |

Bob Cherry fairly jumped.

“The Rio Kid 1" he gasped.

Ho stared blankly at the trail-thicf.

Bob had heard of that celebrated
Texan outlaw, and he had not only
heard of him, but bad seen him. Oui-
law as he was, hunted h‘jl' the Texas
Rangers, the Kid had “horned in”™
and helped the Famoua Five out of o
bad serape when they had been cornered
on Squaw Mountain, under the gun of
a_rustler,

TFor which reason Harry Wharton
% Co. remembered lum with kindness.
#nd in gpite of Lhe uncomiortable fact
that he was on the wrong side of the
law, they had Leen relieved to hear that
he had escaped the pursuit of Alule-
Kielt Hall and his Rangers.

The last they had heard of him waa
a rumour that he had escaped into the
wilds of the Btake Plain and thak
Hell and his men had gone in pursutt.
It was, at all events, more than a week
sinca the Texas Bangers had left the
Frio valley, and nothing had been
heard from them eince.

Bob's face clouded over.

He knew that the boy outlaw, who
was known all over Texas as the Rio
Kid, had a wild reputation. Yet, from
that one meeting, Bob and his friends
had had & favourablas impression of himn.

That ha was cipable of such a miser-
ible erime as holding up a traveller on
the trail and robbing him was a surprise
o Bab, and a blow to him.

Tha Iid—f thiz waz the Kid—
seemed to have forgotten that meeting
onn the Sauaw Mountain: but, as the
juniors had not told him their names,
ho ecould not have known whelher
Vernon-B8mith was the name of one of
the party or not.

Anyhow, "it was plain that he fully
helieved that the schoolbay he was
Tee Macxer Lisriry.—No 1.580,
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threatening with  his
Vernon-Smitl. :
There was & deadly gleam in the eyes
from the flour-bag, as he aimed ihe
revolver full at Bol's face. L
“I guesa I ain't waiting ! he said, in
a low tone of menace. “You got the
dust on vou, Alister Vernon-Smith—I'm
wise to that, Pony up, or by the great
homed toad I'll let daylight throwgh
you, and teke it out of your vags (™
Bob breathed havd.

“T've fold you that T'm not Vernon-
Bmith,” he answered quietly. “Ii you
knew that Smithy was riding into Pack-
saddle this afterncon, as I suppose you
did, I can understand why you've taken
me for him; but I'm one of his friends,
viding into town with a message for
him, because he's crocked and can't
ride.” )

“T guess that don’t go down, Alister
Vernon-8mith 1" came » snarl from the
fonr-bag.

“Tt*s the {ruih,” said Bob., “ My
nae's Cherry—Bob Cherry. I've gob
letters in my pocket to prove it, if yon
want to see them. Smithy crocked his
leg, falling down the veranda steps at
Kicking Cayuse, and I'm taking & mes-
sage for him to Mr, Blake at the Pack
Hotel o ftown™

A muttered ecurse came through the
gazh in the Hour-bag.

Suspicions as the troil-thief was, he
could see in Baoly's face that he was tell-
mg the trailr. By chance—quile &
naturel chance, but one that could net
possibly have been foreseen—he d
mwissed his intended vietim.

*T'urn out your pockets ! he snarled,

Bob quietly turned ont his pockets io
the lining. Among the articles ha
turned out was au envelope addressed
to him. There was another muttered
curse from the trail-thief,

He knew now, beyond doubt, that Bob
was not the man he wanted, He did not
touch the dellar and a quarter, which
was all that Bob had to hand ever.
Thicf sz he wase, he disdained such
tmall game,

“You doggoned geck!” he snarled.
*1 guess you're not my bird. Gig!"

Bob leaped on hizs broneo and rode
down the trail.  He was glad enough
to. get away, for the trail-thief was
evidently  bitterly disappeinted and
chagrined, and in a dongercus mood.

The Greviriars junior did not look
back : but he hicard, as he went, a rustle
in the brush, and guessed that the
maskerd man was going back to his
horze. It was nseless for him to watch
the trail lonper, now that he knew
that Herbhort Vernop-Smith wounld not
be riding to Packsaddle that day.

Bob gave his bronco o touch of the
guivt, anxions fo get out of the
dangerons locality.

But his cheery face was clouded as he
galloped on to Packsaddle. Somehow,
cutlaw as the Kid was, desperadeo as he
was gaid to be, Bob kad never thought
of him as capable of trail-thiavery.
But the man he had left behind bim in
tha timber island was plainly a des
perate rascal, and Bob had to revisa the
rood impression the Texan cutlaw had
nmade on him that day wecks ago on
Squaw Mountain.

Pl

six-gun  was

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
The Man on the Mustang !
1 R. BLAKE
M “ Yes.”
“He ain't bere.”
“Oh!"” gaid Bob.
Having reached the cow town, Bab
had tied up his broneo outside the Pack

Hatel at the hitehing-rail, and entered
to deliver lits meszage. Bul Pop Stork,
the plump landlord of the Pack, thook
s head,

“You know him " azsked Bob.

Mr, Stark grinned.

“I guess;? he answered, "that every

uy to Packsaddle knows Poker Blake,

ure thing! If be was around P'd sure
Lkpow: but he ain't been here”

“Fa was to meet Vernon-3mith, from
the Kicking Cavuse,” cxplained Bob.
i AL t a message for him, as
Vernon-Bmith ean’t ride over to-day,
I'd better wait, I suppose.” :

“Sure 17 assenied Pﬂ]{? Rtork, “ Wait
as leng as yon hlke, If that guy's got
wto & poker game I goess vou got to
wait till he's lost his last continental red
cont 1™

“Oh!” said Bob. ) .

Mr. Stork went about his busioess,
and Bob waited in the piazza of the
timber hotel, looking out over the dusty
plaza of Packsaddle.

Ha was rather wendering what Jad
Blake—alies “ Poker ” Blake—was like,

According 1o Smithy, the Foung
ranchor was sclling the Cirele-O on
aecount of gambling debts, and Pop
Stork’s remarks seemed to bear oub
what Smiithy had gaid of him.

A desperate gamester, who was throw:
ing away his substance on the gammg-
tables at the Red Flare, was not exactly
the kind of character that Bob was
anxious to mect. Still, he had to
deliver the message from Swmithy, aod
he waited rather nnpadently ior My,
Blake to turn up.

If he was, as Pop Siork seemed 1o
think, detained by s poker game, Bob
hoped that he wonuld not be long in
losing: his last “continental red cent.”

From the piszza Bob had a view of &
long-limbed, rogged-featured “guy ™ in
& ten-gallon hat, coming along the
plaza, and he vecognised Mr, Lick, the
sheriff of Packsaddle.

The =heriff came to & halk 1o stare ab
o Lill that was posted on a board nailed
to & post in front of the cow town hotel.

Bobk had noticed that bill as he
entered, It announced tersely that a
reward of one thousand doliars was

offered {or the Rio Kid, outlaw.

It had been posted there ever since
the eutlaw of the Rio Grande had been
known to have ridden inta the Frio
valley, weeks ago. :

Ha%. as ha saw the sheriff, debated in
his mind whether he ought to report to
him what had happened on the timber
island on the trail,

Mr. Lick, as sheriff, was entitled to
heer the latest news of the outlaw; but
Bob, on the other hand, could not for-
et that the hunted men had done him
and his friends a good turn that day on
S(!Euﬂ.w Mountain,

Yo was thinling it over when a horse-
man rode up the rugged sireet of Pack-
saddle into the plaza. _

Boly glanced at  him, wondering
whetler it might be My, Blake arriving.
Tlen he gave the rider a second glance.

The horseman looked like a young
puncher, in stelszon hat g.nd goatakin
chaps, with two guns in low-slung
holsters, ;

He rode a prey Indian mustang.

Bob's eves fixed on him, startled.

Tnder the wide brim of the stetson,
which was pulled rather low, he could
not seo the face of the rider beyand a
well-shaped and smooth, boyish chin.

But in the outlines of the slim, yet
muscular figure, in the graceful postura
on the horse, something familiar struck
his ayes.

He had seen the Rio Kid only once,



quirt in it.

unless the rgan in the flour-bag and the
clonk was the Rio Kid.

Was this the man? _ ]

Bob stepped nearer the piazza rail,
leancd over it, and fixed hiz eyes in-
tently on the rider, who pulled in in
front of the hotel, a few yards behind
the sheriff, and stared at the reward
notice.

The junior's heavt was beating fast.

He could still-not see the rider’s face.
It secmed as if the horseman was in-
tentionally keeping it screened from
view with the brim of the hat.

But he was almost sure that the man
who sat the grey mustang in the plaza
of Packsaddle was the boy outlaw who
had come to the aid of the Famous Five
that day on Squaw Mountain,

Bob's brain was almost in a whirl at
the thought,

It was in Lkeeping with what he had
heard of the wild and reckless character
of the Rio Kid, to ride boldly into a
cow town, where a reward bill was
posted for his apprehension, and where
2 hundred gpuns wonld have leaped from
theie holsters had he been hknown.

But if this was the Rio Kid, he was
not the man who had stopped Bob in
the timber island on the trail.

Bob bhad ridden on to Packsaddle at a

allop, and he knew that the trail-thief
Ead nob followed. That trail-thief, if he
came to Packsaddle, could not possibly
hoave reached the town vet.

Why the rescal should have announced
himself as the Rio Kid, when hie was not
the Ivid, was n mysicry to Bob. But
it was certain that he had lied, if this
was the Iid.

And that this was the Kid, Bob very
goon had startling proof.

The horseman pushed his mustang e
little nearer to the sheriff. The two
guns in the low.-slung holsters leaped
into his hands.  Under Bol's staring
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Billy Bunter hent over to peer at th; pinewood planks for the ten-dollar bill. Vernon-Smith’s right hand went 1p, with {he
*1 say, I can’t see it ! ** said Bunter, blinking round.

as the quirt swiped.

eves one of them touched the sheriff's
brawny neeck.

Sheriff Lick gave a startled gasp and
spun round.

Then he jumped almost clear of the
ground. i

His eves almost pnﬁpnd from his face
a3 be stared up at the horseman’s face
under the stetson,

Dob heard his gasping ejaculation,

“The Kid!l" ‘

It was the Rio Kid! The trail-thici
in the timber island, for some unknown
reason, had borrowed his name, This
was the Kid! And the Kid was not the
man with the hidden face!

i ———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“ Shooting Up ** the Town !

HE Rio Kid grinned. _
Sitting his grey mustang, with
his gun on the sheriff, he
rinned cheerfully.
Eherig Lick stared at him with bulg-
Ing eyes,

His hand made o move towards his
belt—but stepped ! The Kid was gun-
ning, good-humouredly; but the sheriff
of Eﬂ.ﬂ saddle knew that, if he grasped
the butt of @ gun, he would not live
long enoungh to draw it from the holster.

“Tho %lid I*  Dbreathed DMr. Lick.
“The Rio Kid 1"

“You said it feller!” drawled ihe
Kid. ;

“Carry me home to die!” gasped the
sheriff.

The Iid's eveas flashed for o second
round the dusty plaza. There were a
dozen men in sigﬁt, though none close
at hand, i

Across the plaze, Red Ikelly was
standing in the doorway of the Red
Flare saloon, talking to a couple of
punchers standing by their horses,

“Where—oh ! Ow ! Yarcoocooop!* he yelled,

Three or four riders were passing alb &
littla dlistance, The sheniff's deputy,
Mike Hilligan, was emoking a cigar on
the step of the sherifi's office, within

sound of & shout.

_ But Mr, Lick did not think of shout-
ing. He did not want to utter his last
shout in the world,

The Kid's glance, flashing round the
plaza, dropped on Bob Cherry, staring
from the hotel piszza.

Ha gave the schoolboy a nod, evi-
dently recognising him again ns one of
the party ho had =secn on Sguaw
Mountitain, ;

Bob econld enly gaze at hun. ]
The outlaw's utter recklessness in
riding inte Packsaddle, took his breath
away., I'or the moment the Kid was in
no danger. But the moment attention
waa drawn to him, he would be in the
midst of the deadliest penls. It
seemed to Bob impossible that he could
get out of the cow town alive.

“Jest fancy meeting up with
hyver, Lick!” drawled the ICid.

“Search me 1" breathed Sheriff Lick,

“Horta surprise?’’ asked the Kid
amiably, * hﬁhbu- ou figured I was on
the other side of &e Staked Plain by
thia time, hombre, I surs did leave a
trail for the Rnngera to follow that-a-
way, sheriff—and T guess they're
weleome to cinch the Rio Kid, if they
root him out in the Staked Plain.”

He lgughed.

“¥ou goldarned fircbug!™ lreathed
the shnril% “Your best guess 15 to git
down off'n that caynse, and walk to the
calabopse with me. You won't get out
of Packeaddle, Kid." .

“T guess you won't he stopping me,
feller " drawled the Kid. “You sure
are honing to pull that gun, sheriifl
Pull it, and drop it! Deon't lift it, big
boy, or eomething sudden will happen
to you."
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Bltertll Lick breathed hard.

But {here was no help for i, 1Te
drew (e gun Trom his helt, by tee buatt,
ane let it Tall to the ground.

“You sure zve a good linkle man,
saerdl, and know Low to o as vou're
vold P 2and the Bid, 1 guess I heard
that this here bill wos posied up for
mey, feller, and T sorta figured I'd horn
e oaned pub youn puys wize how much it
werries e, Gigl”

The sheriff was glad to “ gt

Ue mmade an active bound to et
away; and the moment he waz: no
longer under the Iid’s gun, he roared:

*The Rio Wid!"™

Bang, bang!

The Kid was firing.

But his target was only the reward
InJl.  llis six-gun: roared, spatiering
the bill, and the boavd it was pasted on,
with lead.

Bang, bang !

Then the Kid was riding,

The grey mustang leaped into epced,
ile Eiﬁ: risling with his knees, a gun in
cither hand waved in reckless defiance
as lie galloped down the plaza, and
-im:-']n the yugzed streci to the praivie
Lranl,

Bang, bang, bang, bang! roared the
~ix-guns @s  he rode—smashing imo
wifidows on cither side of the strect,

Bob Cherry gasped, gawuing like a
fellow 1 a <dream.

The Kid was “slooting up ™ the
town !

Bang, bang, bang ! mingled with (he
wild clatier of thundering hools,

There wore shouts and yells all over
the plaza,  Men rushed to their horses
-—others pulled siz-guns, and fired after
vie galloping outlaw,

Shenrff Lick was raving.

1le waved his hands, gesticulaied, and
roared at the top of his voice. Men on
foot, men on harseback, tore in pur-
atitt of the ouilaw. But “pguvs ™ in the
strect down which the Kid was gallap-
ing  hunted cover as he eame, dodgzing
into doorways and routnd corners, The
thumdering horse, the roaring six-guns,
the name of the Rio IKid, cleared the
wav,
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Hursied shots rang amid ihe roar of
atarmed voices,

But the Kid was going full gallop,
spattering bullete on either sule as he
wont; it was ouly a maller of seconds
hefore e was at the end of the street,
amyd Jashing out on the prairvie,

Boh, {rom e hotel piazza, could still
see him, 1le zaw bim half-turn for a
wiotnent, on the traill eutside the town,
audd wave his stelson hat in mocking
defiance,

Tlien he was going again at a wild
%allup across the pratvie; and thirty or
orty enraged pursuers were pouring
out of the cow town in fierce chase.

More and more pursaers joined up,
{ill half Packsaddle was mounted and

riding. The thunder of hoofs, ihe roar-
ing of guns, died away acrosz the
pProivie,

“0Oh erumbs " gasped Bob.

Thera was a roar of excited voices in
the plaza. The name of the Rio Kid
Wwas o evely tﬂ'l]-gllﬂ.

“I"1l say he's got gall!” Bob hesrd
Pop Stork’s voice beside him in the
piazza, ““That Kid zuve has got gall1”

“He's got a nerve "’ gosped Bob,

“And then somel™  grinned Mr,
Stork.

Boly Cherry watched eagerly. Pack-
saddle had its “mad » up at tie darin
and reckless defiance of the outlaw
ihe Rie Grande. But Bob could not
help hoping that the boy outlaw would
ride clear,

He knew now ihat the Kid was not
ihe maskod man of the timber island—
he was nob that dastardly trail-thief.
And it came into his mind, too, that
that trail-thief was probably not the
ouly vascal who found safety in Janding
iz misdeedas on another man. Tt was
very likely that e Kid's wild reputa-
ilon was founded largely on deeds that
he had never done,

In his keen imterest in the Kid, Bob
Cheryy almost forgot why be was m
Packsaddle. Hut ﬁ:t rememboered My,
Bloka as a hovsenran, abent an houwr
later, rode up to the Pack hotel, and

dismounted there,
“Too late for the fun, Alr. Blake I’
grimed Pop Stork, as the neweomer
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tirew lis reins over a post and <ane
up the steps on the pinzza.

Hob realised thab this was the man
he was waiting for,

ITo looked ot him wilth some inilerest.

Jad Blake was a young man, hardly
over thirty, with 8 rather bhandsome
face, and very keen eves,

But even a sc_-}mulhu;.r could sec iu thak
handsome face the signs of bard and
wild living and late hours.

“Poker * Blake was known up and
down the Packeaddle country as a
desperate gambler, and a most unlucky
one. Nobody was surprised to hear than
lie was, at last, driven to sclling tho
Circle O,

Ha had long since sold every cow,
and almost cvery horze, off his rauch,
and “fired * the last of his ouifit. Al
that. remained to him was the land;
and now that was going after the yest

Bob could not help fecling a epot of
compassion, mungled with contemp,
for & man who went straight to %J'EE
ruiinr for no reason but a lack of self-
restraint.

Blake glanced at Bob as he came up
the steps, and it seemed to the junior
that there was recognition in his glance.
But, #o far as he koew, ha had never
come acrosa Jad Blake since he had
been in Texas.

The young rvancher gave him only
that one glance, however, and gave his
attention to the landlord of the Faclk.

“How come? he asked.

“The Kid's been here 1 grinned op
Stork. "“HMHe sure has been sehooting
up the town, the goldarned fivebug 1™

“The Rio Kid !

“Bure! Tho sheriff's gone after him,
with & bunch=-but ¥ guess they’ll comae
ack withont fhat cnss!™ eaid Mr,
Stork. “"He swre was going like
greased lightning, on that wmustang of
his'n. "

Jad Blake pave a shrug of the
shoulders,

“1 puess, il I'd been avound, I'd hava
pu_:.-I in for that thouzand dollars " he
sald.

“The guy that gels that reward for
cinching the Rio Kid will sure earn i,
and then " said Mr. Stork.

SOOI &
“ Aw, that firebug has got the whole
raonntry scaved etiff I gaid Blake. * lIe
don’t scare me a lot. How long's he
heen gone i

“An hour ago

“f guess Le's at Squaw Mountain by
thia time, then.” Blake pave anorher
sheng, “I suro wish 1'd been arcwnd.
I could usze a {thousang dollars.™

“I'lt zay vou could,” =aid Pop Stork,
with a grin. " 8ay, Mr. DBlake, this
here young guy 15 waiting with a mes-
cage for you,™

Beb Cherry siepped forward as the
soung rancher's glance furned on him
again. That plance was nepthor
pleasant noy friendly.

“You can spill 1! gaid Blake,

“It's & message [rom Verpon-Smith
at the Kicking Cayuse, My DBlake,”
explained Bob. “Ile's had a bit of
an accident, and can't ride over to-
day.”

Blake gave a grunt.

“That the whole heap '? he ashked.

“He will rido over to the Circle-O,
o eca you to-morrow, if that sails,”
taid Bob,

S0 17 said Blake.

And he went inte the hotel, leaving
Bob staring. Ilis manner was abrupw,
nat to say dizacrecable.  Bob had naos
Hked “Poker” Blake, from what he
had heard of him, amd le liked him siill
loga on acquaintanuce,

However, he had delivered his mes-
geape, and was domo with lim gow,

LT




Bul he did not go Lack to his horse
at onece. e was anxious to bear news
of tho Rio Kid beforo he rodo ount of
I'ocksaddle,

It was abont an hour later that the
sheriff came trailing in, with o weary
and dusty crowd, Bob did not need
fo hear their sulphuwrous remarks to
Icarn that the Kid had cscaped—their
looks told as much.

Shorif Lick was wild wiith rage, and
ail Packsaddie was fuming. But Bob,
as he mounted his broneo to ride back
to Kicking Uayuse, could not help feel-
ing relieved.

——p—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Booting the Bounder !

1 vl b
O Ierbert Vernon-Bmith made

that remark-—not for tho first
time—tihe following morning.

Smithy's game knee was still very
painfnl.

ITis temper was far from good.

Lilly Dunter was keeping at a zafle
distance from him.

This, as DBunter ndignantly ex-
plained o the Famous Five, was not
the sort of thing a fellow expected
when ho was staving with a fellow for
& holiday. A guest was really not
generally szupposed to have to Lkeep a
wary eye on his host, aud dodge cstab-
Bishing contact with him,

Contact had been established several
times—rather painfully for DBunter.
Twice Vernon-Smith bad got near
i‘rlmugh to kick him—with his sound
ot
Billy Bunler had to be wery wary.

Indeed, he was strongly templed to
shiake the dust of Kicking Cayuse from
his feet. and depart tn inclignant seorn.
He had, as he told the grinning five,
a dozen of the stately homes of Fng-
land to choose from for his echgol
holidays,

Lut the school holidaya were now up.
The headmaster of CGreviviars had
granled tho Texas party an extension
of time, But a fellow who went home,
hod to join up at school, Kicking
Clayuse Ranch, even with his host’s boot
thrown in, was better than grinding
Latin 1n the Form-room with 3lr,
Quelch.

#o Bunter did not think of depart-
ing, but he grow mora and morse in-
dignant. Iven at  breakfast e
had to keep an eye on the Bounder,
instead of devoling his whole snd solo
attention to the foodstulls as naturally
he wanted to do. And at dinner, with
all his watchfulness, the Bounder sue-
ceeded in delivering a hack under the
table—with his aninjured leg.

Bmithy was sbsolutely savage, which
was, perhaps, not surprising, in the
state of his painful knee, Bunter was
indignant and wrathfel. The Famous
Five were chiefly amused,

Indeed, lhey seemed fo find eome-
thing quite entertaining in the sight
of Bunter incessantly watching and
dodging the Dounder. It was not
eniertaining at all to Bunter.

After dinner the Bounder intended
to ride over to the Circle for his
postponed interview with Jad Bloke.
He was, or abt least e declored he
was guite fit for the ride, afier rest-
ing his damaged leg for twenty-four
hoars.

But he was limping as he went down
fo the corral with {he IFamous Iive,
who wers going to ride over with him.

Swithy's company, in his present
lemper, was neither grateful nor com-
forting; but the chums of the Remove
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ciad not thinlk that he was 0F Ta wnder-
take o long ride on his own, A lon
that they were looking after him,
would have roused his temper to 18
most unpleasant pitch. HBo they tact-
fullyr expressed a desire to see the
ranch he was negotinding 1o purchase,
and arranged to ride to the Cirele-O
e pive it the once-over,

Billv Bunter, from ihe veranda,
Llinked after them with an indignant
bBlink through his big  epectacles,
Bunter apparently was going to be lefe
on lis own, whila the fellows were
away all the afternoon.

Ho rolled after them to the coveal.
a litrle comforted by the painful
“Ow ™ from Yernon-Bmith,

"I say, you fellows, where are vou
going ¥  demanded Bunter, wilh a
wary oye on the scowhng Bounder
“Leaving a fellow on his own!"

“You con’t ride twenty miles, fat-
head ! said Havey. )
“I econld ride vour head off I"?

The Famous Five looked al Smithy,
Smithy, the zon of the owner of Kick-
mg Cayuse, was host. It was for him
fo sav.

Bunter coriainly was not egual to
the ride. And though Bill had pro-
vided him with a gmet and tractable
Liorze, he was more likely to fall off
it than to keep on it, Saill, the chums
of the Remove did no% want io leave
Bunter behind, if he wanted to ride
with them. He was sure, of conrse, w0
be a worry, but there was such a
thing as good manners,

Good manners, however, seemed (o
iave lost their appeal to the Dounder.
The ache in his game knee had com-
pletely  obliteraicd  Smithy's
rahers—towards Woilliam
Bunter, at all evenls,

“Like me to come, Smithy ¥ acked
Bunter.

“I'¢l like vou fo come within veach
of my guirt,” answered Vernon-Boxith,

“ 0, really, Smichy 2

“Uorme o, spappod the
Bounder.

Cactus, at the corral gate, was hold-
ing hiz horse and his quirt for him.
cmithy wanted to get hold of that
guirt now DBunter was in the offing.

“1  say, Smithy—"  squeaked
Dunter.

“#Bhut up, von fat ool 1™

“Ehan’t P oretoried Bonter,
arc vou, I'd like to know?”

YVernon Smith tarned round on him,
glaring.

The Famous Tive suppressed o desive
to chuckle.

Bunter backed awav a pace or iwao,
watehing the Boundey warvily through
his big spectactes,

In his normal slate. Smithy wonld
have jumped at the fat Owl and eol-
lared himy and Bunter would not hiave
had the remoicst chance of cscape.
But Smithy wns not in his norinal
state. Ile was limping painfully, and
Bunter could have dodged him with
L

Evidently Billy Bunter was going {o
take full advantage of that cireum-
stance., Safe out of reach. he blinked
fdefiance at the exasperated Bounder.

“Low cad!” went on Duanter.

“Bhut up, you fat ass1” pasped Bob
Cherry.

“Low robter!” said Buanter, unheed-
ing. “You ask s fellow out hero for
s holiday, and this iz how you treat
fii . I turned down an invilalion
froin Lord Mauleverer to come out
here with wou, Bmitley. That chap
D'Arev of &t "Jim's was very press-
ing, too. And what thanks do I get?”

goodl
Coeorge

(L]

You men

“Who

9

}h"-'r.*rnﬁn-ﬁilnilh Timped a slep loward:
EH RN

Lenter bocked  another  pace {rom
Vernon-Smitls,
The Vatwwnz: Five leclked on, con-

siddevably crtoriained,

“I've been ireated rollenly,” went
att  Banter. “"You bring we lo o
rotfen ranch, where there's only one
servant, and he'z a eheeky choreman,
who chneks potatoes at o fellow who
calls him & servant!™ Bunter snorted
with mclignation. “Neot like what I'm
nsedd to at Donter Court, I can tell
vou! Dt it's my ewn fanlt—letting
myself be diddled inio this. I alwavs
was good-natured. Pushing ecads eiick
on to me.  All very well for you,
Bmithy, making out to the people here
that yom Lnow fellows like me at
schinal, DBut where do I come in?*

“Will ene of vou fellows kick him®
asked the Bonnder,

“I've a jollv good mind to kick
vou 'l said  Bunter contemptuonsly.
“Roft nss, making oll (lab fuse about
a bit of a bump on the knee ! You're
soft, SEmithy—that's what's the matier
with you. I've a jolly good mind (o
hoot you all round the ranch! Ior
two pins, I'd do it !™

“Chuek over (hat oquirl,
velled the Lounder.

The horse-wrangler
chincked over the quirt,

Dilly Bunter made an aciive ook
ward jump ns the Bounder eanght 1.

“Comp on, Smithy I urged Bob,

“The come onfuluess is terrifie,” mure-
mured Hurrce Jamest Eam Singh,

“ O, take him awar ! jecred Bunler.
“T've had enough of the low cad, if
vou fellows havent! I've a jolly good
mind to pull yonve car belore you go,
Smithy !

The Bounder, gacping with  rage,
made a jump at Dunler, forgeicing his
Lnee.

S !

“Yaroooh ! roaved Dunier, dodging
too late.  He had nol expecled thas
petive jump from a fellow with a
“handy "' leg.

But Bmithy got iu only one lick. FHe
was  vemrinded wvery  rapidly of his
“handy ¥ leg, It evumpled under him,
and Lhe went over, with g howl of
anguish.

“ Beast ' roarcd Bunier.

Harry Whavton & Uo. gave Smithy
helping hands up. He was pale with
paimn,

" Ceme on old chiap 1™ sand ITarey.

The Bounder shook off the lelping
hands as soon as he was on lus feer.
But he did not give Bunter any maore
attention. ‘That fearful pang in his
injured knec was cnough for him. 1lle
limped en towards the carral.

Behind him Billy Bunter's little rowul
eyves glittered with rago through his big
round spectacles. Ho had had only one
swine—but it was a hefty swipe,

He made a sudden rush after Vernon-
Snrith.

Caclus U

grinned,  anl

Tl
Bunter’s foob shot out and landed on
Vernon-3mith's riding-breeches.  The

Bounder gave a vell, and stumbled over,
“ FHe, he, he I gasped Bunter.

Ie was in full flight the next second.

Ife had booted the Bounder—a thing
o hiad often longed to do, but never
ventured to attempt. Now he had . doue
it. Circumstances had been favoursble,
and the egregious fat Owl had got away
with 1f. Now be pot away with himseli
as fast as his fet little legs could whisk.

“He, he, ke ! fleated bacel,

And Bunter was gone,
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Herbert Vernon-Smith serambled up,
and glared round with a face of fury.
But all e caw of Bunter was a last
plimpsz as the fat Owl of the Remove
holted into the rancho.

“ I—I—J——" pasped Smithy.

Te made one step in pursuit, and
stopped. ) ] )

The Famous Five, with great dilli-
culty, but with great care, suppresscd
thieir snriles.

For & moment or two Vernon-Smith
stood panting with rage. Then, with a
black brow, he limped en to the corral.
Bunter had to wait |

The Fanwous Five were glad cnough
to get into the saddle and ride. Smithy
rode with them, with a brow of thunder,

From the veranda, a grinning fat face
looked after them, and Bunter chuckled.
}le had booted the Bounder! Probably
there would be trouble to follow; but,
really, Bmithy could not make himself
mueh more unpleasant than he had done
already. Anyhow, he had booted the
beast, and that happy recollection
caueed the fat Owl to ennt chiuckle after
chuckle

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
On the Mountain Trail !

LATTER, clatter!
“Some trail " remarked Bob
Cherry.
The hoofs of the bronecos rang
on hard rock.

Vernon-Smilly, in the lead, rade fast,
rocky and dangerous as the way was,
The Famocus Five were strung out
behind him.

The Circle-Q lay on the souilt side
of S8quaw Mountain, & good many long
wmiles from Kicking Cayuze, though its
ranges joined those of the latter. It
was possible to reach it by prairie trails
round the base of the mountzin, but
thet was twice as long a route as by
cutting across the southern slopes of
Squaw. The Bounder had chosen the
shovter way, rough and rocky as it was.

Harry Wharton & Co. had ridden fav
and wide during their stay at Kicking
Cayuse, and they knew their way about
the country by this time. They had been
on the Circle-O ranges more than once,
though they had never so far visited the
I‘DJICE*]J.DHEG itzelf or scen it. Bince
* Paker * Blake had ceased to run herds
on the Circle-0, the ranges had been
let to the Kicking Cayuse, and Bill
pasiured bunches of cows there. ‘

The Greyfriars parly were now riding
along the Sgquaw River, where it was
a mountain torrent, splashing down the
rocky slopes. Down on the prairie the
Bquaw was wide and swampy; here it
was narrow and swift, with many
cascades.

On the left of the riders ran the
Squaw, deep in its rocky bed; on their
right rose a steep slope of rugged rock,
alimest like a wall.

Between the river-bank and the rocky
wall was & space not wmore than six or
seven feet wide, narrowing at places Lo
hardly more than half that width,

it was a vide that needed nerve—with
which, fortunately, oll the Greyfriars
follows were well provided, though it
was probable that, had Bunter been in
the party, the fat Owl would have been
sorry that he had come,

With every wind of the stream the
trail turpmed, so that sometimes they
could nol sce more than a dozen yards
zhead, g

The juniors behind Smithy noticed
that every now and then, when he

turned a bulging corner of rock, his
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hand went to the buit of the six-gun in
his belt.

What bad happened 1o Bob Chervy
the day before had put Bmmithy on his
guard, If there was some “ hoodlun
who had Lieard that a nullicuaire’s son
was around, and who was leoking for a
chance to relieve him of some of his
I\w.:cu.lth. Smithy was on the watch for
1.

The lonely trail over Squaw Mountain
wag a very favourable spot for a hold-up
if the trail-thief happened to learn that
the son of the owner of Kicking Cayuse
was riding that way.

The Famous Five had also brought
their vifles, in leather cases on ihe
broncos. But it did not seem to them
likely that the man in the flour-bag was
i the offing.

Whoever he was—aud they did not
Lelieve that he was the Rio Kid—hae
might have heard in the cow town of
smithy’s appointinent with 3dr. Blake
the previous day; buot they did pot see
how he could possibly have learned that
Smithy was going over 1o the Cirele-O
this afternoon. 8o they had no expecta-
lim}l of anything hke a hold-up on the
Lrail.

“Bome trail I’ repeated Bob, checking
tho speed of his bronco. “Smithy, old
man, no need to stamp on the ges.”

The Bounder did not heed. a8 was
always rveckless, and he liked perhaps to
sltow his mnerve. Instead of checking
speed, he gave his bronco a touch of the
qguirt and dashed on.

“Hilly assz!* rewarked Johnny Bull,
“(Jh, coma on ! =aid Bob, * Smithy's
sotting the pace! If he rolls down into
the Squaw, we shall bave to fish him
out. Rather a pity we didn’t bring cur
lessos 1in that caze 1

Harvy Wharlon frowned.

“IHold in,” he said. “If SBmithy plays
the fool, no reason why we should, 1
don't want to be fished out”

Aud he checked his horse.

“That's sense!™ romarked Jobhuny
Bull.

“The sensclulness is terrific ™
Hurree Jamset am Singzh.

On a narrow ledge with a slope to it,
between g mounlain wall and a deep
river canyon, it was folly to put on
speed at the Incessant risk of a slip
or a stumble, especially when there was
na occasion for hurry.

It was like the Bounder to display his
nerve, and the other fellows, naturally
did not want to appear to be lacking
i1} the same by falling belind. But the
captain of ithe Greyiriars Eemove sen-
sibly set the example of slowing down
the pace, and his iriends followed it.

Vernon-Swmith, some distance ahead,
looked back.

There waz a visible sneer on his face,
which bad a considerably irritating
efect on the chums of the Remove. But
it was not uncommon for the Bounder
of Greyiviars to produce that effect.

“ Are you coming 7 called out Smithy.
“(ietting nevvy, or what i

“Thae nerviness iz net terrifie, my
esteemed and idiotic Smithy 1 ecalled
back Hureee Jamszet IRam Singh. “ DBut
more hastefulness is less specdfnlness, as
the ]Enf;lish proverh remarks; likewise,
the lookfuluess before e leapfulness is
fhe cracked pitcher that goes lonpest to
the bird in the bush 17

“Hear, hear I” chuckled Bob Cherry.
" Bowme Epglish Eru:n'erb 1

“Ha, ha, hal

“Oh, come on' exelaimed 1{he
Bounder impatiently. Do you want fo
get down apnd walk? I'm going on,

anyhow ¥
swanky

agreed

“Don't be & silly, Bss,

Smithy I called out Johnny Bull.

“What 1

* Zilly, swanky ass )"

The Bounder gave him a lock, gave
his bronco a lash, and dashed on &t a
gallop.

Johnny shrugged his shouldera.

Herbert Vernon-8mith disappeare:d
ahoad round the next wind of the trail,
and the Famouna Five lost sight of bim.

They would not have been surprized
to hear the crash of & falling hovse,
The Bounder was a first-class horseman,
but ha was iaking reckless chances—
partly from sheer hieadstrong arregance,
hul': partly, no doubt, ewing to the irri-
tation caused by hiz “game ¥ leg.

The bunch of rideras continuved at rha
sabie pace. When they rode round the
furn the Bounder was still ont of aight
alwad, e had passed the next bend,
anud lit'nhahl:g' the next, for the ringing
of lus horse's hools ¢camo very faintly
back to their cars.

ITarry Wharton set hia lips. The
Bounder was making all the Famoua
Five feel disposed to boot him. But the
captain of the Remove could be obsti-
nate as well ps Vernon-B8mith, and he
did not put on tho slichtest acceleration
of pace. If Smithy chose to make a {ool
[:IE himzelf, he could do so—and that was
that!

“Smithy will be at Circle-O a good
bit before us at this rate,” remarked
Frank Nugent.

“Let him I” said Wharton curtly.

“ More likely to land in the river tifan
at ihie ranch ! gaid Bob. *1 dare say
we shall hear him yelling to be pulled
out zoon.” ]

“*A ducking may do him good ™
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Hark ™ exclaimed Bob suddenly.

“Oh, my hat!”

Crack ]

It was the sharp roport of a firearm,
rinetng from the distanee abead. They
eould no longer hear the hool-beats of
tha Bounder’s horse. But they heard
that sharp erack, as it rane through
the clear mountain air,

"By guml”  exclaimed Nugent
“ Binithy——="

“Mhat blighter in the fowr-bag,
perhaps—" breathed Bob.

“Come on!” said Harry.

Tha Famons Five grabbed their
rifilca from the leather cases. Then
they dashed on. That shot ahead, on
ilta trail, told ihat Herbert Vernon-
smith had landed in trouble—and the
Famouzs Five, no longer cautlous, rode
as recklessly as the Bounder—dashing
at a gallop to the rescue.

il

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Hold-Up !

6 ANDS up !
H Vernon-Smith wasz riding
fast—recklessly fast. But he

pulled in his bronce as the
sharp command fell on his eara.

He had no choice in the matier, rock-
less as he was, Mrom a fissure in the
rocky wall on the right of (he trail,
a man stepped owt, and his revolver
wag aiued at the Bounder of Greys

iriara,

Smithy had to halt or be halted by
a whizzing bullet; and he dragged on
the reins so sharply that the brones
stumbled and almost fell. There was
a wild clatter of hoofs.

The Bounder controlled the horse,
He sct his teeth, his eyes gleaming at
ilie man on the mountain trail.

Who the man was it would have beon
hard to guess. The flour-bag drawn



over his face hid it complefely; and the
hovseman's cloak folded round him
showed no more than his ridiog-boolis
below, :

. But Smathy did not need telling that
it was the trail-thief sho had stnfpnd
Bob Cherry on the Packsaddle trail the
day before. It was the man in the
Aour-bag who had falsely called hnimself
the Rio Kid, o

Evidently he Lnew thalt the million-
aire’s son would be ridin%‘ to the Circle-
O that day, as he had known that he
would bo ridinlp;__:[ to Packsaddle the
previons day. ow, it was hard to

ess. But clearly he knew, for here

e was, waiting and watching for him
cn the mountain trail. s

The keen eyes glittered at Smithy
thrangh the slits in the fonr-bag,

“Put ‘em up!’ came the snarling
voice, *'Pronto!™

The Bounder panted with rage.

Tha inan_in the flour-bag had him
cornered.  His gun was ready—but Le
had ne chence to pull it. But he did
not put up his hands. On that narrow
path his fmrsa needed control.

“¥ou asking for it?” came a snarl
from the flour-bag. "1 guess you'll see
how the Rio Kid shoois 1f you don't
reaclt for the sy, Mr. Vernon-Smith.”

“Can’t you see that I've got to hold
my horse, vou fool?"” snarled the
Bounder. “{'m.l can pick my pockets
if you like! ¥ou've got & gun on e,
you sneaking, thieving scoundrel!”

Tho defiance was utterly reckless,
nnder the lovelled six-gun. But tho
Bounder of Greyiriars wat in his most
reckless mood; and he was deeply,
niutlens-.-ly enraged by being canght like
tis.

But for his own folly, his friends
wonld have been with him. aad the
masked man would hardly have ven-
tured to “hold up ™ & pavty of six, all
armed.

From sheer swank and irvitable
temper, ha had left them belind; and
fallen in with tha trail-thief alone; the
rascal had the “drop” on hin, and
lie was helploss.

And there was & very handzome stim
in bills in the Bounder's pockeiz. which
e was extromely wnwilling to lose,

it off'n that hoss and put up vour
hands, you poung geck!” came the
COmImand,

The man in the flonr-bag appeared
to concede that Vernon-Bmith conld not
sit & restive horse in such a place with
his hands over hiz head.

Gritting his teeth, the Bounder dis-
mounnted,  How far were his friends
Lehind him, he wondered, He counld
nat hear their horaes,

The masked man evidenily did not
Luow that he was not alone. IHe was
watching for a schoolboy riding the
trail; and as Vernon-Smath hLad ap-
peared alone, he was natueally unoware
that Smithy had companionz on the
vide, He ecould not sce more than a
distance of thirty feet along ihe
wingling trail; but, if Smithy had his
friends with him, he would naturally
have eoxpected to see them or hear
then. .

IIo was not on his guard against
anvene coming along the mownkain
trail. DBut he was watching Smithy like
& oot

Plainly, hes had heard abeut ihe
Bounder, wha had picked up many of
the ways of the enw-conntry since le
had been ot Kicking Caynse.  Smitha's
cxploits at “gun-plav ¥ had been the
tolle of Packsaddle. The trail-thief was
not giving him & chance to handle the

un which he had shown that he conld

andle promptly and effectively.

Tha oyes through the slits in the
flour-bag were as keen as a hawk’s, and
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{they never
secoiml,

_“I oneas grol L rij:;!li- bird this
fime ' he speercd. " You sure ore
heeloed, Mre. Veenon-8mith ! Drop ihat
gun " Ilis voice caine hard and deep.
“Drop il—and if you fry to handle 13,
by fhe great horned toad, you get
voirs,

Trembling with rage, ihe Bounder
drew the six-mun from the helster in
his Lelt, Mad as the atfempt would
have been, Le was temipted Lo grip it
and 1iit it. Bat it was instant death
ke do so; and ho did nob.

Keoping ihe gun down, he flung it
fo the eround—Dbut he contrived, as he
flung i, to twiteh the trigger. The
revolver rang out sharply as it strock
the ground, the bullet whizzing away
aerosa Lhe Bquaw.

That lowl. sharp erack of the revolver
must, he knew, reaclh (e carz of the
niars, however far ther had fallen
bohind him. Tt was encugh to warn
them of a hold-up en the trail.

“Biick ‘e up ! rapped the masked
B .

Ile did not heed the explosion of the
revolver as ik fell. Tt was likely enough
to oecnr, when a loaded fivearm was
flung to the ground, and lLe eertainly
died not guess that the Bounder had
given a signal.

Vornon-Smith raised hiz hands above
his head, his eves burning at the man
in the flour-bag.

“O.K.," said the trail-thief, “I guess
I got you where'I want vou now, Alv.
Vernon-Bmith ! I ain’t honing fo spill
vonr juiec, and vou a schoolbopr—bhut
rout =ure want fto talk fteurkev when
vou're talking to the Rio Kid.”

The Bounder's lips curved 1 a bitter
S0,

Iic had not, like the Fameus Five.
met tho celebrated Texan ontlaw. He
had a glimpse of the INid from a dis
tance, {hat was all.

But lhe knew that the man in the
flour-bag was Iying; from what Bob
Aty had told ham of his adventure
on the acksaddla traii.

e would have given much io pene.
irate the identity that was Lidden Ly
tho flour-bne ! He wes: oulte cerbain
that the hidden face was 1ob the Wid's,

No doubt the raseal in the H-:::1.n['-1:r:°¢g1
when he had robbed the millionaire's
con, would be glad enongh to leave
pursuil o follow another man's trail

From the fock that he Lad Lis identity
50 cavefully, Smithy bad not the
elightest doubt fhar e was well known
in the vieinily. But the Kiud, whose
free was known all over Texas, had no
use for inasks,

Ztill keeping the revolver up, the
masked man  advaveed fowards the
Bounder, standing with Lis hands over
Bz head. Possibly he doubted whether
the schoolboy might not have another
weapml about Tvim, beside tle one Le
had thrown down en the rocks

“Ieep "em up, Mr. Yernon-Smith 1
ho said grimly, “I gucszs I've heard
that vou're some gunmen;: Lt I reckon

left YVernon-Smaly for a

I've pot vou dead to rights! Where
do vou pack your roll1” 1
The Bounder {frembled with rage,

Ile had a thousand doilars 1n a “roll @
in hiz lLweast poeket. Tt was at the
merev of the traildhiof, unless—

Claiter, clatier, clatier!

Distant, but rapidly approaching,
sounded thoe erash of lheciz on hard
rock. The masked man Lalf-turned,
staving down the mountain teaill with
stariled eves, through the eve-holes in
the floar-lasw.

H8earch me '™ he Lreathicd, “That's
a bunch—what the thunder iz a bunch
riding this frai] fort"

YVernon-Smith breathed hard,

i

Elis: friends were eotuning—at a gallep.
Ay moment iiey mighl come gweepiig
rowtul the last bend of the winding
iracl—rifle in hand. "he signal shot
had warned 1lwan,

Callap, gablop!

They were coming on havd and fast,
For a few moments the stariled trail-
thicf stood undecided. He did not, and
could nob Lnow {that it was the party
of schoolboys coming—more likely, he
pretured a buneh of punchers, riding
acrosz from ihe Kicking Cayuse o
Cirele-{). He had no iime to lose.

But he would not pive up his prey.

He stepped swifily fo the Bounder,
januning the revolver almost inte his
face,

“Pony up=—pronlo=—gre—-

The words came in a hiss. The
trigger half-rosoc—the man was savapge
and dezperaie, and Vernon-Smith's life
hung on a thread. With set teeth, the
Bounder lowerad a hand and drew the
“roll ¥ from his pocket. It dropped {o
the ground. With Ins free hand the
man in the flour-bag grabbed it.

He did not stay for more. if there
was more. The erash of galloping hoofs
was too close.

FHe leaped hack, thrust ihe revelver
into lis beli, and ran for the fissure in
the vocky wall from which he had
emerged.

At the same moment, Harry Wharton
came into sight, sweeping round the
hend of the trail. Another second and
his comrades swept into sight after him.

“Shoot " shrieked the inder.

VWharton had his reins bunched in his
left, & rifle in his right. As he saw the
man in the flour-bag, he dropped his
reins, gotding the horse with his knees
—angd S;iﬂ'ﬂl‘l the rifle to s shoulder.

Bang!

The man in the flour-bag was leaping
into the fissure as the rifla ronred. As
the report crashed out, waking {ho
echioes of Bguaw Mountain, he disap-
prared—but a loud, sharp yell that
floated back told that he bhad been
touched., But he was pone—and the

i3

Downder heard & sound of  wild
serambling.

He rushed to his revelver, lving where
he haed thrown it. He clutched it up.

and tore along to the fissure, forgetful
for the moment of his :'lﬂmuf,ed log.
regardless of the pang of pain that went
through hiz knee. 1le had s second's
glimpze of a cloak disappearing over a
high rocky ridge at the back of the
fissire in the elilf, and fired instantly.

The bullet spattered on hard rock.
The man in the flour-hag was gone—
vanishing among the wild and rugged
rocks of the steep hillside, Tyen then
tire Bounder would have pursued—but
Lis leg sagged under him, and he leaned
on the rock, panting, while the Famous
Five rode up and elatiered to a halt.

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In the Jaws of Death I

ERBERT VERNOXN - SMITEH
H griited his teeth.
The men was gone=—gone with

a roll of & thousand dollavs.
A minate earlier, and the Famons Five
wonld have saved him from that loss,
‘Ther had saved him a good deal, Tor
the Tounder had valuables about him,
worth gnite as mueh as the roll of bills
i had had to hand to the hold-up man.
But fie was thinking only of his rage
end disappointment. In his bilter rage
lie would have piven thrice as much to
goe the man in the flour-bag roll over
under his Colt.
“That was the chap!” pasped Bol
Tur AMagyeEr Lisminy.—No, 1,580,
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Cherry.  All tha joniors mad glimpsed
the man in the ﬂ!}llhhag an he dis-
appeared.  “That’'s tha blighter who
stopped me on the trail yesterday.”
“He's gone 1™ gaid Harry., He reined
in lis horse opposite tha fissure in the
cliff, and stared into it. There was no
sign of the masked man—only, from
higher up the hill, came the clink of a
faﬁiug stone, doubtless distodged in his

ﬂight.
Did he get anything from you,

Simithy ¢ asked Bab.

The Bounder gave a snarl

“Only a thousand dollars!” he yapped.

Bob whistled,

“If vou hadn't cleared off ghead of
us, Smithy—" began Jolmny Bull.

“Qh, shué up ™ .

Johnny Bull looked grim,

“Your own fault!” he said coolly.
“The brute wouldn™t have tackled the
lot of us—he eleared off fast enough
when we came vp! If you hadw’'t—"

“Will you shut uwp ™"

“Not unless 1 choose!™ answered
Johnny Bull stolidly. “Do you think
any fellow here cares for your silly
temper ¥

“ Hem 1" murmured Nugent,

“My esteemed Jolhmny—"

“I've said it was his own fault, and
Bo it waa ™ said Johnny calmiy. “That
scoundrel caught him alone and bagged
his dollars—but if he Ladn’t cleared off
ahead—"

“Nuff's as good as & feast, old man!”
said Bob Cherry. “'Ihe man’s gone—
let's get on.”

The Bounder gave Johnny Bull a
black and bitter lock. IEvery word that
Jolnny uttered was perfectly true: but
Smithy had no use, just then, for plain
triths, .

He made a2 movement to scramble into
the tugged fissure of the cliff. Even
vet he seemed to he thinking of getting
after the man in the flour-bag, and
getting back that roll of bills.

* Nothing doing, Smithy 1* said Harry
Wharton, quietly, “We could never
fired himn, sevambling over ihe mountamn
—ibere’s cover encugh for a hundred
ment. Ten to one he's got his horse not
far away, tao”

“T'd get altor him, if it wasn't for
my leg!” said Vernon-Bmith, between
his teeth. *“By pad—to let that thief
walk off with a thouzand dollars! Why
couldn’t vou come along? I Langed off
my Colt to warn you—you should have
come——-" ; ;

“We came full tili[* said Bob.

“ Looks hike it V" stapped the Bounder.
“¥ou've let him get away with my roll
of bills! Afraid of falling off your
horses, like Bunter¥®

‘our membera of the Co. made no
reply to that. Thev could feel for
Smithy, exasperated by a heavy loss,

and tormentcd by the pain in his
“bandy * leg. But Johnny Bull, less
blossed with tact than lus  friends,

answered in his calm and stolid way.
Johnny saw no reason for giving the
Bounder his head, when he had one of
his tantrmmwse. Johnuy despized tantroms.
Johnny's idea was that a fellow ought to

be able to keep his temper: snd no j

doubt he was right. _

“Wa came at top speed, Emlt_léyl" [T
raid. “And you knew we did, too!
You're just blowing off your silly
tamper | And it wouldn’t have happened
if you hadn't been s-.wankmﬁ, like 2 silly
ass! DBest thing vou can do now 1s to
keep with us, in case there are any
more hold-up men knocking about.”

Herbert Vernon-8mith opened his lips
—and closed them again, Perhaps he
remembered that Johnny was his guest
at Kicking Cayuse. Perhaps words wera
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inad&qlw;aatﬂ to expross his feelings: 4na
even the Bounder didn't want to get as
far as the punching of heads,

Ho limped ta his horse, and dragped
himself into the saddle again. Without
a word, he rode on down the rugged
winding trail.

The %am{ms Tive exchanged a glanee.
Wharton frowned—Johnny shrugged hia
shoulders—and Bob Cherry grinned
faintly.

“*Come on " said Nugent.

And they remounted and followed the
Bounder.

“The silly ass!” said Johnny Bull

If Vernon-8mith had ridden recklessly
before, he was riding doubly recklessly
now. In his bitter anger and resentment
he seemed to enjoy snnoying and alarm-
m%hm friends behind. .

e dashed awav at a gallop, quirting
the bronco. Even &n experienced
puncher would never have galloped on
such a path. It was eimply asking for
trouble.

Harry Wharton & Co. rode after him,
faster than they desired to ride, only
anxious to keep the reckless fellow in
stght.

Ahead, the pathbetween the river and
the mountain wall nareowed., It was
leszs than five feet wide, and it sloped
to the edge of the deep rocky channel
at the bottom of which foamed the
Souaw.

_The Bounder took that bottle-neck at
tie same speed.

“The fool1” breathed VWharlon.

But the next moment, all anger
and annoyance vanished in alarm. The
Bounder's broneo stumbled, a hoof slip-
ping on a loose stone,

The horse pitched forward. zo sud-
denly, that Vernon-8mith had not the
shﬁhtﬂst chance of gaving himself,

e shot from the saddle, almost like
a stone from a catapuolt. :

“Oh!*” panted Wharton: and Lis face
went white.

The horse scrambled and sprawled and
squealed, struggling to get away from
the perilous verge, where the rocky bank

dropped sheer to the watcr ten feet
below.

But the Bounder had fallen on the
very edge.

In & wider space he would have gol off
with 8 bump on the ground. But there
Was 110 space. ) )

The Famous Five, in horror, saw him
roll over the edpe of rock, malke one
wild elutch with desperate hands, and
dissppear.

Thera was a splash in the water below,

“Bmithy !” gasped Bob.

They dragged in their horses, Leavin
the broneos bhunched on the narrow trail,
they ran forward to tha spot where
Vernon-Smith had fallen, and where his

horse stood trembling against the
rocky wall.
" Symil;hy 1" shouted Harry.

They threw themselves down on the

edge of the rocky gmth, The rock
dropped like a well to the water,
Smithy was =8 good swimmer—tley
would not and could not belicve that in
his &ngr:.r arrogance he had goue to hig
eath.
But the current of the ufpﬂr Squaw
was gwift and etromg. They sighted
Vernon-Smith—already swept fifty yards
AWAY- Z :

He was swimming strongly, in spite
of his damaged leg: fighting for his life
in the foaming Squaw.

But the current tore him away: and
tha juniors scrambled along the top of
the rocky bank, to keep é)ﬂﬂ& with him,
to help him if they could.

Harry Wharton gave & sudden ery of
sheer horror. The roar of a waterfall—
one of the many falls of the Squaw—

eame along the river-course. The
Bounder, fighting hard, swept down to
}hﬁ line of white foam that marked the
a a

Rugged rocks jutted up from the river-
bed, and among them, the Sguaw roared
and foamed, m clouds of spray. The
horrified juniors on the bank dreaded for
& sccand to see the Bounder crash on the
rocks—though if he missed them, jt was
to shoot over the fsll, to death in the
deep helow.

They saw him clutch, and hold. On
the very edge of the fall, his desperats
grasp closed on a rock that jutted from
the water, and he held,

Deafened by the roar, blinded with
fowrn, he clung on, the torrent roaring
and raging round him, eager to drag
him away to death,

" Hold_on, Smithy ! roared Bob.

His voice did not reach the Bounder in
the roar of falling water, But Smithy
was holding on for his life. The rock
Juitcd hardly s foot fiom the water; he
drageed his chest on it and clung with
both desperste hands, the torvent drag-
ging at him. Through the foam and
spray the juniors could see his face,
white and set.

“We've gobt fo save him1” panted
Harry desperately.

The Bounder wes ten feet below,
twenty feet out, To reach him was
impossible. To enter the water was to
be swept helplessly over the fall, as the
clinging Bounder might be swept at any
moment,

He was within reach of a laseo—cast
by a skilful hand, But the juniors had
nobt taken their lnssos on a visit to o
neighbeuring ranch. They had no means
of veaching the hapless schoolboy who
clhing wildly to the rock in the midst of
the foaming toirent, .

Harry Wharton cast a wild, desperate
look round Lim. Some means of reach-
ing the Bounder—any means; there wos
not even a tree to be seen, from which a
branch might have been snapped. He
thought of joining up the reins of the
horses mio a rope, but he knew—only
too well ho know—ihat thore was no
iine,

And then, at the sight of a stetson hat
on the rocky trail, he gave a shout of
joy and velief. A puncher in stotson and
chaps, with a coiled lasso on his saddle-
horn, was riding towards them on a prey
mustang, and Harry Wharton waved
and shouted to him.

“Help! FHelp heret Tor merey's
sake heﬂ:- 1" 5

et

THE TENTH CHAFTER,
Saved By An Quilaw !

HE Rio Kill pulled in the grey
myustang, .
Porhaps the zound of firing, a
short while ago, on the mountain
had veached the ears of the Kid and
warned him that others were on the
trail, He was, at all events, watchful
and wary as e came, and his hand was
very mear the walnut butt of a Colt, He
grasped it at the sight of the figures
bunched by the bank of the Squaw.
But he relinquished it again at once as
he recognised the schoolboys and Leard
Harry Wharton's frantic appeal.

From where he rode he could not see
down into the deep river-channel, but
the Kid was quick on the uptske. He
jumped from the grey mustang. Five
fellows, their faces white with herror,
bunched on the high bank over the river
told the Kid all he needed to know. He

rabbed the coiled lasso from his saddle-

orn and ran to the spot with the swift-
ness of an antelope. .
“Save him (¥ Wharton'a voice cama
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“It’s the Rio Kid !** roared Sheril Lick. Bang, bang ! The boy cutlaw’s guns roared, spaitering the bill and the board

in & husky gasp. ""The lasso—ihat's the
only wayl Oh, save him 1"
* I should smile |” said the Kid.

He stood on the edge of the high bank,
his clear blne eyes fixed on the figure
that clung to the rock in the river, toss.
ing in_the foaming water, The coiled
lasso circled in his"hand and flew,

Whether any of the juniors could have
made that cast with success' was doubt-
ful. But the rope, in the hand of the
boy outlaw of the Rio Grande, waz as
une #rmﬁ as his six-gun,

Breathlessly the juniora watched,

They saw the loop drop with amazin
sccuracy cxactly over the head an
shoulders of the Bounder as his chest
rested on the rugged jut of rock.

They saw the sudden start that the
clinging junior gave sz ke felt the
impact of the rope.

They waiched, with their hearts in
their mouths. The nooss was over
Smithv's head, over his shoulders, but
above his arms, outstretched and g{'iﬁ-
ping the rough, wet surface of the rock,
They saw him releaso first one arm and
slip 1t through the loop, and grip again:
then they saw him release the other and
EII__E) it through, 1

‘he loop was under his arms now,

The Kid gave a nod of approval.

“I'll say that voung puy has got his
wits about hir,” he remarked. “I'll
tell the world he's got sand, and he sure
15 some coal enss ! I gob haim now, ™

The Kid drew the ropa taut.

The slip-noose of the lasso tightened
round IHerbert Vernon-Smith, gripping
him under the arms, At the pull of the
rope he let go the rock.

It needed all his nerve to release his
liold with the ficrce torrent rushing him
1o the fall. Baut it had to be done, and
:]Iae Bounder did it—trusting himself to
the ro

Tho ??id drew it in, Harry Wharton &

it was pasted on, with lead.

Co. grasped the slack of the rope to lend
aid ; but it was not needed,

With & strong end steady hand the
Kid drew, and the Bounder, at the end
of the riata, was drawn to the bank
helow the spot where the juniors stpod.
Under the pull on the rope he swung
clear of the swirling water, and was
drawn up,

The Kid swung him up the bank with
ease. Buot as he drew level, the juniors
all reached out and grasped him.

Vernon-Birith was pulled on the bank
in many hands angd carried across to the
safe side of the mountain path.

The Kid unhooked the lasso and
coiled it.

Vernon-Bmith sat leaning back against
the wall of rock beside the path, drip-
ping, in a pool of water, panting and
panking angd panfing.

He had been at the very point of
exhanstion when the Kid's lasso drew
him away from death. His friends sue-
reunded him, with anxious faces, The
Bounder for the moment could net
speak. He could only pant for breath,

The Kid hooked the lasso on  his
saddle-horn again. Then he went slong
the bank to a point below the fall, The
Bounder's hat had beon swept away in
the water and had caught on a spur of
roclk some distance down, and the good-
natured IKid went after ir,

He dizappeared down the steep bank,
leaving the grey mustang standing by
the other horses.

old 1

marn——"  murnured

Smithy smiled fainily.

At that moment the clwns of the
Remove were nob likely to remember
that Smithy owed his. deadly peril to
his own arrogant recklessness,  That
was quite forgotten 1n their joy and
relief at his rescue,

"My own fault!” Smiuthy found his
voice at Jast. "By gad! 'That was a

close shave, you follows!
was gone,’’

“So did we!” said Harry, with a
ﬂlhiwﬂ. "“If that chap hadn't turned up

HThank goodness he did1?
Nugent,

*The thankfnluess is terrifie.”

“Who is he?" asked Vernon-Smith
“Bome puncher., I think I've secn him
befove,™

“It's the Rie Kid!” said Harey.
"Tlhe outlaw that the Texas Rangers
were after & week or two ago, he
fellow who got ws out of that.scrapo
when Barney Stone had us cornered
unier liis gon——-="

“Oh gad! I thought I'd ecen hLim,
I zaw him that day at the ranch, but
only from o distance. I don't eare what
lie fs—he's saved my life ! said Vernen-
Smith.

“He can't be o bad chap, outlaw or
nog !’ said Bob. “I saw him shooting
up Packsaddle yesterday, He seems to
be a lively sort of card; but I don't
Lbelieve there's any harm in him."

Vernon-Smith nodded, His strength
was  returning now  and  the eolour
coming hack into his cheeks. EHo made
a movement to rise, and Bob gave him
a hand up. ko leaned on the rocky
wall, Ineathing hard.

“That rvotten rascal in the flour-bag
used his name I he said. *"But this js
Em{si that it was a he, if we hadn’t
anown it already, Where 15 the chap
gone—he's left his horse—""

“Gone after yvour stetson, T think,”
said Bel. It went over the fell.”

“And I should have gone after it—hy
way of the fall—but for him1"” said
Smithy. " Well, I asked for it, and 1
jolly nearly got it."  Hvidently the
Bounder was in 8 chastened moad, My
own faalt.”

(Continued on page 16.)
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“Clap shouldn't lose his tewper!™
remarked Johuny Bull.

“Bhut up, old man [ murcurcd Bob.

The Bounder laughed. .

“(h, let Jolinny run on!” he said.
*He can’t call me a hiﬁgnr fool than 1
call maself, Hallel Who the dickens is
that "

“There was a thud of hoofbeats on the
mountain trail, tho way the juniors had
come. A horseman rode into sight, and
stowed down as he saw the bunch of
fiorses blocking the way. .

Hlo was a stranger to the juniors—
with one exception. Bob Cherry knew
the handsomne, dissipated fnce of ihe
rider. _

# That's Mr. Blake,” he said.

“ Jad Blake?” asked the Bounider.

“Yes: the man I took the message to
yosterday at Packsaddle.”

All the jumors looked with intevest at
Toker Blake, As they were riding over
to the Circle-Q to eee him they were
rather surprised to se¢e him coming on
behind them. ‘

The young rancher dismounted. and
Jed his horse by the bridle past the

roup of broneos on the narrow path.
%I-a stared at the schoolboys as he
reached the spot where they stood.

“VYon from Kicking Cayuse?” he
asked. o ]

“Yeg: riding over to Circle-O lo see
you, Mr. Blake,” answered Bob. liis
15 Veornon-Smith. "

Blake gave the Bounder a nod and
held ont giﬂ hand. .

“(lad to meat yom, Mr. Vernoo-
Smith,” he said eivilly enough, though
his manner was not cordial. “I'll ride
on to the ranch with yvou, What's I.:'{'t.*n
happening here—been in the water !

“¥es, and nearly st.aE'Esﬂ. theve ! an-
pwered Vernon-Smith, ™ But——"

There was & tramp of riding-hoois on
the steep bank. The Rie Kid was
coming  back—with  the Bounder's
drenched stetson in his hand.

The bank of the Squaw sloped steeply,
by the fall, and the Kid was on a lower
level than the Greyfriars fellows. They
saw the tap of his hat as he cane back,
befare his face was visible. 1

The juniors exchanged a qguick loolk.
The Kid naturally did not know that
another person had joined the party
during his brief absence. ke was
coming bacl, quite unaware that there
was now another on the sceue,

Harry Wharton & Co. were feeling
extremely friendly towards the outlaw
who had saved Vernon-8mith from a
terrible death., But it was not to bhe
expocted that Jad Blake would feel the
gama if he knew the Kid. Any man in
the Frio valley who sighted the Eio Kid
was likely to reach for his gun at sight.

But before the juniors had time to
gpeak, the Kid's sunburnt face rose into
view under his hat as he came up the
bank. )

Poker Blake glanced at him as he
ecame—and then his glance became
fixed. The look on his face showed (hat
ke kuew the Kid .
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Tnstanily he whipped eut his Colt.
1lis eyes gleamed over the baveel
levelled at the outlaw. Iis voice rang

sharply, )
“he Rio Kid, by thunder! Hand:

"p !‘.:I

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Turning the Tables!
HE Lid gave a starb—ever =0
sliglit.
IFor anee, the wary ouflaw had
been canght napping.

It was only five minutes since he had
left the juniors to go down the steep
bank and recover the hat below the
fall. He had come back unsuspecting
—Lo find himself locking nto the muzgle
of n lovelled six-gun.

Eie dropped the wet stetson, and put
up his hands.

The ranchexr's revolver, not ten feet
away, was aimed full at his handsome,
sunburnt face, the finger on the trigger,
and the Kid had not the remotest
chanes of pulling a pun hefora the shot
sped, It was surrender or sudden death
—and the Kid knew what he had to do
when he was at the wrong end of the
gun.

“Hure ! he said amiably, “I'1l say
vou hold the cards, feller!” But what's
ghe game? What you pullivg a gun
or?*’

Blake smiled grimly.

“heep them up!™ he said, “I know
vou, Kid! I've seen your picture posted
up at Prairie Bend often enough. By
thunder, I've got you, Kid! Keep ‘om
up=—I'll ghoot you dead if yom try to
get ak a gun 1

“TFoller,” said the Kid ecalmly, “I
never was the guy to argue with a six-
gun when the other galoot was holding
i1t! ¥You got me dead to rights, and I
ain't got no kick coming.”

Harry Wharton & Co. stood in utter
dismay. The Bounder's eyes gleamed.
Blake gave them a quick glance.

“Ciet hia guns off him while I keep
him covered ! he rapped.

I'ne schoolboys did not stir.

Exactly how 1o deal with this, they
hardly knew; but it was guite ceriain
that they were not going to lend any ard
in the arrest of the man who had saved
Yernon-Bmith fram the river.

“Hold on, Mr. Blake!" said the
Bounder. “That's the man who got me
out of the river and saved my life not
ten minutes ago 1™

“I guess that euts no 1ea ! answered
the rancher, "That's the Rio TLid,
with 4 reward of @ thousand dollars on
hint. Keep them up, Kid ! He was
watching the outlaw like & cak.

The Bounder’s lip curled, It was the
roward for the taking of the outlaw that
the rancher was thinking of. No doubt
a thousand dollars would have been
very useful to &« man who had gambled
awayv almosl all he had.

“Look hers, Mr. Blake—"" began
Tiob Cherry.

“Talk’s no nse!"” said Blake. “I've
got the Rio Kid under my gun—I'm
taking him! (et his gons off him I

“Nobody lhere will 1t & finger
against the man who has saved our pal’s
life !" said Harry Wharton,

“No jolly fear!” said Johnny Bull
emphatically,

“And vou're not going to take him,
My, Blake 7 said the Bounder, between
his tecth. “IDo vou fancy that we're
standing Ly while you run in the man
F.]]l;}? saved me from going over the
a Ir

“You won't buck against the law,

I zuess!™ said the rancher. “'Siand

clear! Kid, I'm coming for rour guns
—and if you stir a finger, you get youvs,
I pucss they’ll pay for yom dead or
alive! You pot 1t coming if you lift a
furger, ™

“You're talking, feller (™
the Kid cheerfully.

Iilake made a step towards him,
watching him Lkeenly over the levelled
revolver,

But if the Famous Five were non.
plussed, the Bounder was prompt to act,

He made a swift step forward, and,
before the rancher could realise his
intention, grasped Dlake's arm and
dmﬁed it down.

Blake, with a gasp of rapge, dragged
at his arm to free it.

But for the moment hia gun waa no
longer covering the Kidl A momont
was more than enovgh for the ontlaw of
the Rio Grande,

The Kid'sa hands had been up over
his stetson, but in the space of o flash
of lightning they were down; o walnut-
butted gun was in his right, and aimed
at the rancher of the Circle-O,

“Go elow, fellor!” came the Kid's
voleo, sharp and clear. “Xeep that
gun down, or you're a dead hombre,”

*“Oh crumbs I'* broathed Bob,

Blake, his face contorted with rage,
wrenched hiz arm away from the
Bounder's grip.

But he did not raize the gun,

His chance was gone |

It was the Kid now whe held the
“drop "—his eyes gleaming over the
Colt at the rancher, his finger on the
trigger. An upward motion of the
rancher’s gun epelled instant death. The
tables had been turned completely,

Blake, panting with rage, kept his
hand down, with the gun in it

* Drop that gun !

The Kid rapped out the worda

For & fraction of a second the enraged
rancher hesitated. Then the Colt
clattered down on the rock.

Vernon-Bmith kicked it off the bank
into the river, and it splashed and dis-
appeared.

‘he Kid langhed.

“T'll say I'm obliged to
he remarked. at lo
had me dead to rights|”

“One pood turn deserves anoiher [’

saidd the Bounder,

“SBure IV appreed the Kid, *“You
honing for some more trouble, Mr.
Blake? I guess the poker sharps at the
Red Flare will miss you at their game
if you don’t put your hands up.”

Blake's hands went over his head.
Hiz face was almost white with rage,
but he obeved promptly. »

“1 guess,” remarked the Kid, “that
voul won't cinch that thousand dollars,
Afr. Blake—not by a whola jngfull
Jezt walk back along the trail, keeping
on reaching for the sky, till you turn
the next corner, hombre! And don't
forget that my gun will be looking at
you.™ 4 o -

In silence, grinding his teecily the
rancher turned and walked back along
the trail the way he had come.

He passed the bunch of horses and
tramped on, hiz hands still over his
head, till he disappeared round the
next hend of the trail _

Then the Kid, grinning, holsteved his

11Th.

’ He stepped to the grey mustang and
vaulted lightly into the saddie,

“T guess I'll be hitting the horizon !
he remorked, ' I'll say, jest once more,
that I'm obliged to you, fellor. 'That
guy sure had me by the short haivs, if
vou hadn't horned in that-a-way.”

“Hold on ! said the Bounder.

“Shoot '™ snid the Kid.

“ Look here, you know what you did

answercd

on, feller I*?
gc-wnlf sure



for me,” said Vernon-Smith gquietly
aud earnestly. * You saved my lifo—"’

“I guess you put that level, feller.”

“Can’t I do -an;rt]un,g mora ' asked
Vernon-Bmith, *“You're an ountlaw,
and they tell a lot of tales sabout you-——
most of them lies, as I koow jolly
well 2

“How'd vou know (hat?" asked the
Kid, with a grin,

I"'fl"hera’a a trail-thief in this very dis-
trict who calls himszelf by your name,”
:aid Vernon-Smith., “I was held up
not an hour age by & man in a flour-
h&g who called himself the Rio Kid"

Search mal" The KXKid's eves
gleamed. “I guess that's no new game,
feller—that’s been played before! They
sure do crowd & heap of shootings and
hjgt’r.’lﬁups on to me that I never heard
of.

“Can't it be set right?”’ asked the
Bounder, “Can’t you get square with
the law? DMoney talks in thia comniry
—my father’s s millionaire, and he
would do anything that I asked him.
Couldn't you—="

The Kid's face clouded, and he shook

his head.

“Too late, feller!” he answered.
“Heapa too late! But I'l tell you
thia, seeing that I'd like to leave you
thinking of me as well as you can!
was made an outlaw on a false charge
—and when it came Quf; it was too late
to set it right—I guess I'd had to handle
my gun to keep clear|l But don't you
believe what they tell you about the Rio
Kid—ihat hommbre never rustled a cow,
nor blotted & brand, nor held up a
pilgrim on the trail, not in his life! I
guess that hombre s jest as white as
the sheriffs and rangers will let him
bal You keep that in mind when they
tell yvou that the Rie Xid is the goldam-
cst firebug between the Rio Grande and
the Staked Plain.”

Then he smiled.

“S'long, feller!™

And he dashed away down the rocky
frail, whecled past & bend of the moun-
tain path, and was gone,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
At the Cirele-0 !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. wore
left standing in silence, look-
ing tha way the Kid had gone.

_ The silence was broken by 2

tramping footstep on the vock, and
they locked round at Jad Blake.

Doubtless he had heard the Kid ride
away. He came tramping back, with a
Ilack scowl on his face, to his horse.
Evidently Mr. Blako was fechiug very
sore at having lost his capture and the
thousand dollars reward.

On that point the Greviriars fellows
had no concern to waste oir him. The
had no respect for & man who wanted
1o handle lﬁ}ﬂnd-mﬂﬂﬂ_‘j&

But it was a fact that the rancher
had been on the right side of the law
and the Kid on the wrong side of it,
=0 the position was far from a comfort-
able one. They conld guecza what view
the sherilf of TPacksaddle would have
iaken of an action that had prevented
the “ roping-in ” of the Rio Kid.

Vernon-B8mith shrugged his shoulders,

Certainly he was not likely to regret
what he had done, and he did not care
what the consequences might be—if any.

“Are woe going oni” asked Harry in
a low wvoice, with a glance at the
vancher's scowling face ss he tock his
horse,

“Why nott’’ asked the Bounder, with
a sarcastie Er:‘m. “Y don't suppose that
gpot of trouble will meke any difercnce
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[0 Blake; he wanfs to do businese.
I've no doubt that he fancies he will
make a better bargain with a schoolboy
tenderfoot than with a hard-boiled
Packsaddle guy.”

Heyrry Wharton laughed.

It was guitﬁ possible that that was
Jad Blake's idea, but, if so, it waz a
mistake. Herbert Vernon-Smith was a
chip of the old black, and quite a3
capable of driving & good bargain as
Mvr. Bamuel Vernon-8mith, the million-
aire, himself,

Mr. Vernon-Smith was going to cable
the cash to pay for the Circle-O if his
son decided on adding it to the Kick-
ing Cayuse, with the happy knowledge
that every dollar would produce a
dollar’s worth—or, perhaps, a little
niore. '

“Better speak tfo him,” said Bob.
“Ife doesn't look guite like a chap pre-

red to entertain visitors—even nice
cllows like ua

The-Bounder nodded snd went across
to the rancher.

Blake's eyes gleamed at him.

“Horry, Mr. Blake,” eaid Vernon-
Smith politely, “but I guess I counldn’t
stand for roping-in the man who
hooked nie out of the river—outlaw, or
not 1

“And what sbout the law?™ snapped
Blake. .

I'he Bounder snapped his fingers,

“That for it I"* he answered coolly.

Blake stared at him, and then a faint
grin came over his face. Perhaps there
was gsomething in the Bounder's words
that found an echo in his own heart,

“Aw, forget it!"” he said. “If the
cuy saved your life, mebbe yon'd feel
like that, But I reckon Sheriff Iiek
would talk to you a few if he heard.
But the pesky firecbug's gone now; let's
get on™

And he mounted his hovse.

“You said 1t 1" agreed the Bounder.

It was a relief to the Famous Five
for the angry dispute to have ended
thus amicably. If Mr. Blake was still
feeling sore—as no doubt he was—he
was not going, at all events, to allow
that soveness to interfera with business,

Tha rancher rode on, and the Grey-
fr_iars fellows mounted and rode after
1111,

The Rie Kid had disappeared, and
they had pneo doubt that he had left the
trail and taken to the mountain: at all
events, they saw no sign of lum as they
raode on, and left Bgquaw Alountain
behind them at last, and loosed the
broncos to a gallop on the prairie
ranges of the Ci rt]e-g.

Herds wero feediu% on those rangos,
but thoy bore the brand of Kickin
Cavuse. Yuba Dick and Frio Pete, o
Bill's outfit, were riding range there,
The juniocrs knew that Air. Blake, who
had inherited a prosperoua ranch, no
longer had a cow or a calf to call his
owy, And the yent lhe received for
pasture righls on the ranges no doubt
went the szame way—on the poker
tablez at the Red Flare, in Packsaddle.

A well-worn trail led to the rench-
houze. There was little sign of life
about the place when the juniors
reached it

A dismantled gate hung by s single
hinge. The corral fence was broken in
several places—the corral empty., The
bunkhouse was deserted. Nobody ap-
peared in sight among the outbuildings,

Negleet and decay were visible on all
sicdles at a casual glance, Since the
rancher had "“fired ™ his ountht, havin
po farther use for them, ihe Cirele-
Ranch was rapidly poing to ruin.

The ranch-bhouse itzelf, a timber

¥)

building, looked as neglected as the rost
of the place.

A half-breed Mexican choreman, who
scemed to be the enly man on the place,
opened the door to the new arviivals
when they dismounted at the baitered
porch.,

“Btop 1m,” said Poker Blake, with &
sarcdonic smile on hig face, "1 guesa I
ain't gol much to offer wisitors—hot
yvou're welcome, at any rate, You,
Diegal™

" 51, senor 1 said the Mexican, whoeo
swarthy, unsheven face looked as if scap
was an unkvown luxary to him,

“(Get a fire going in my room: the
senor has fallen in the Bquaw and got
wet, ™

“ 51, scnor”

The Mexican shofled swafp. The
Famous Five wera taken into the living-
roon: of the ranch-house, where My,
Blake lefi them.

Vernon-Smith was glad enough to be
taken up to the room where there was
& fire and he could dry hie clothes.

Mpe. Blake left him there, but he did
not return to the other viaitora in the
living-roons,

From the window the juniors saw him
leading bis horse away to a shed. 'Lheir
own broncos remained hitched at the
poreh,

I_Jc-h Cherry gave his Friends a checry
il

“If you azk me,” he remarked, * thar
sporlsman  1sn't  fearfully  bucked at
getiing o bunch of visitors, I suppose
he expected Smithy to ride over on his
oWt

“Ho doesn't scem to ba enjoring onv
company,” admitted Frank Nuogent.
“1 can't say I like hiz a fearful lot,”

“The enjoviulpness i3 nobt fervific on
either side,” remarked Hurree Jamscl
Ram Bingh. )

“Well, we're-not exactly paying an
afternoon call,” said Harry. * We can
trot round the placa while Bmithy's
talking business to Mr, Blake.”

“MNo need to stick in here at all, {hak

I can see,” said Johnny Bulll “ What
about gekting out?”
“Oh, hang on a bit]” said Bob,

“We're getting a rest,”

The juntors remamed where Uhey
were, but Jad Blake did not come in,
They noticed him leavo the shed where
Iie had left his horse; but, having Jdone
s0, lie lighted & cigarette and stvolled
down an unkept path, and they lost
sight of him. 1t was clear that he was
not keem on enjoying the delights oi
conversation with iia visitors,

Btill, the jumors were glad to sit and
vest after their ride befors going round
the Civele-0 {o give it the once-over.
They wailed #ll Vernon-8mith came
oW,

Tha Bounder looked at them
glanced round the room.

“Where's Blake 1 he asked.

“Qutside somewhere,” answercd Bob.
“I'm afraid he didn't expect you to
bring your pals with you, Bmithy, and
he's ot no use for them *

The Bounder grunted.

Blake, however; came in in a few
winutes with a cigarette in his moui,

“1f you've ready, Mr. Vernon-8mith,
I guesz we can talk buainese,™ he said.
““ Aebbe your friends would like 1o ride
around, I guess we don't want morc'n
half an hour™

“Will yeu fellows como hack in hali
an heur ¢v =0 asked Smithy.

“* Right-ho 1

The Famous Five wers not sorry 1o
get out. The Bounder sat down, and
when the juniora went out he had ac-
cepted one of Blake's cigareites, anl
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was smoking algo. Leaving them In
tnlk, the Famous Five left the rancho
and went back to their hiovses.

I'or il next hali-hour they troited
ronned the Circle-O, looking over the
place. ‘The signs -of carcless neglect on
evory sido met their eves. Evidently
Jad Dlake gave no attention whatever
to his property, his thoughts being con-
centrated on games of chance at the
Hed Vare, in Packsaddle,

Yet. neglectad and dismantled as the
place looked, it was doubtless all le had
left: and ic was difficult for the juniors
to nuderstand how any man, presumably
itt his vight senses, could think of pnre-
g with all he had to tempt fickle for-
iune again on the card table. :

Having allowed o good kalf-hour to
rlapse, the juniors came back to the
rancho, more than willing to vide away
from the Cirele-O if Smithy had got
throngh his businesz with the rancher.

Iarry Wharton went through the hall.
way and looked into the living-room,

fle gave a start at what he saw there,

Vernon-8mith and Jad Blake had
evidently finished talking business. Bul
they were still busy, They wera seated
on either side of o emall talble, and both
had eards in their hands and cigarcttes
in their mouths. They were plaving
poker.

Flarry Wharton compressed his lips.

VWhat ihe Bounder of Greyiviars chose
to do was no buziness of his, but it was
not for this that he had come over lo
Llivelo-0,

“"We're reade, Smithy,” Le salid, vory
quicdly, “if you are.”

The Bounder loolked round. He had
ithe graco to look uneomfortable for a
moment. Blake stared at Wharton, with
a enrl to his lip.

“Ol!” said Smithr.
don't vou fellews wait for me.
back later.”

Havry Wharton shut the door withond
another word, and went out of the
TR0,

“Look here,
1I'll come

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Feud at Kicking Cayuse !

HI SAY, wou fellows!” yelled Dilly

Bunter.

Bunset had deepened to dark.
In the veranda at Kicking
Caxvusze, William George Bunter sat ad
watched, like a fat Sister Anne, to sco
if anvone was coming.

The sound of clattering lhoofs coming
up the trail at last was o gladzomo
ground to the fat ears of the Owl of the
Remove.

He heard the deep voice of Bill Buck
from the direction of the gate.

“1'H tell & man! Yeou're late bacel;,
vou young gecka! I reckoned I'd have
to coine out and pick you up.”

0k, Bill 1Y answersd Bob Cherrv,
“We had to wait while Smithy got
through some awiully 1mporiant busi-
ness with Mre, Blake.'

“You needn’t have waited ! snavped
ihe Bounder's voice.

“Waal, here vou are t” eaid Bill, “1
guess vou'll be wanting supper

“Hungry as a hunter, or a Bunter [
gl Bols.

“ 1 zay, vou fellows '™ roared Bunter.

“Halla, halle, hallo! Is that Bunter's
duleet voiee or a hinge that wanls
oiling 7 asked Bob.,

“IHa, la, ha!®

“Beast! Will vou come in, now
vou're back?” howled Bunter. “That
begst Chick won't serve supper Lill von
come! I've asked him a million fimes!
He won't 1™
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“1la, ha, ha'®

The Geeyfriars fellows caome up the
steps of the veranda, Billy Bunter met
themt with an indignant blink. The
Bouwmder, slill lunmping, followed the
Famous Five up, and Bunter kent a
WArY eve on im.

Sruthy had left Kicking Cayuse that
aftcrnoon in & bad temper, and he
seemed 10 bave returned in another !

The Bounder was, perhaps, feeling a
litile ashamed of himself—which feel-
ing nlzo made him feel pnnoyed and
resentful.

The Famous Five had waited more
than an hour, kisking their heels about
the Circle-O, while Smithy plaved poker
in the ranch with Poker Blake. Harcy
Wharton had been strongly tempted to
take him st his word and ride home
without Lim. But the juniors had gone
with Vernon-8nuth chiefly because he
had a game leg, and they did not like
the idea of leaving him to ride back
alene, cspecially s he was gquiie reck-
less enouph to leave it till affer dark.

S0 they waited, not in the hbest of
tempers. Ilardly a word had been
spoken during the return ride. The
Juniors had bLeen glad enough to pet
off Squaw Mountain trails before the
last light was gone, but the rest of the
vide was after dark., They were all
tired, all hungry, and one, at least, in
a very bad temper.

“II this 15 what von call decent, keep-
ing a fellow waiting houra for ks
S“FPM__” sald DBilly Bunter wrath-
fully.

“You had cnough dinner to last you
& woek, old fat man 1™ said Boh.

“Beast ! Look here, Bmithy, thay pig
Chick ought to be sacked! lde refuscd
to serve supper till you came back ! e
shied & saucepan at mo when 1 looked
e the kitelien 1’ hooted Bunter.

“*1 hope it hit youl”

“ Reast " roared Bunter. * Stuffing at
Blake's place, and leaving a fellow
wahing for supper——"'

“The stulf-fulness was net terrifie !”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

* Llospitality strictly limited ! said
Bob. ® Lucky vou never came, Bunter !
There was nothing to eat!”

“Well, T can Jolly well say—ro
Yaroooooooop ! howled Bunier, as the
Bounder got near cueugh to use his
sound leg. “Wow! Beast!] Wow

Bunter bolted into the living-room,
the juniors following him in. He sat
at the end of the table farihest from
Vornon-Smith.

Chick, grinning, brought in the
supper. It was quite a nice supper, atud
an ambple one, and all hot and ready.
Chick really was quite an obliging
choreman, though he never scomed keen
on  obliging Billy Bunter, Perhaps
Bunter's wmanners and  enstoms  had
something to do with that,

“Fouwre late back, fellers!” said
Chick. “But I guess I kept it hot—
and T'l sav that's some pic 1

“The somefulness 15 tereilic ' agreed
Flurrce Jamset Ram Singh—at which
Chick chortled.

“1 say, vou fellows, for goodness’
sake pass a fellow some grub1” wailed
Bunter. ™I say, I'm famished! I've
had nothing since dinner 1

“SBame here!™ said Dob.

"0l don't jaw! Shove the grub
along 1™

Grub owas shoved olong, and Billy
Bunier was comforted. TFor a long, long
tima there was an Incessant sound of
gobbling, Ilarry Wharton & Co. made
quite a good supper, but when they wero
finished Billy Bunter was still going
sirong.

When Ilerbert Vernon-8mith rose
fromt his chair, he made a movemoent,
apparcntly with the intention of limp-
m% along the table to Bunter's end.

The Famous Five gathered round Lim,
and walked him out inlo (e veranda,

Bunter, too busy with the foodstiife
to hecd, was unaware of his narrow
cscape,

. Gobble, gobble, gobble! followed tha
Juntors as they went out,

But a fow minutes later Chick's voica
was heard:

“Carry me home fo Jane! Ain'l you
done yet, you fat gink¥”

Cobbla, pobble !

" Well, IBEm clearing this here lalle !
said Chick,

Bunter found his voice:

“Beast! Don’'t you take the grub
away! T haven't finished yet! I shan’t
be finished for some time! Get out !”

“I got to clear up 1" said Chick. “ Nor
I ain't going to elean up if you burst
atl over this here room 17

The juniors in the veranda grinned.
If Billy Bunter was, as he stated, aceus-
tomed to a stately butler and a horde
of meniala at Bunter Court, this mush
have been a =ad change for him.

Not only was Chick the only servant
at the ranch, but he was quite uncon-
scionus of being g servant at all; he was
a “hired” man, and as good—in his
own estimation, at least—as any other
citizen of the great United States
Chick was civil to a guy if & guy was
civil fo Chick—but not otherwise.

As Bunter had never had any civility
to waste on Chiek, Chick had none to
waste on Bunter, So far from realising
that he was a mere menial, and Bunter
an extremely superior person, Chick
regarded the fat Owl with disdain as o
fat, greedy, objectionable gink! There
was a <leadly feud between Dunter and
Chick !

The gother fellows were taetful with
Chick. He was quite nice and obliging
if treated with the consideration dug to
a free amnd independent citizen. But
Bunter bad his own system with ser-
vants. Hiz idea was (o give as many
orders as possible, and make "em work,

Bunter had never found this syeicm
very suecessful, Bub it had never been
5o conspicuonsly unsueeessful as it was
with Cliici,

From the veranda Chick was heard
clearing the table. NReallv, he was
entitled to geb through, asz lus work was
supposed to be dome when he lad
washed up after supper; and suppee
that evening wes & couple of hoirs late.

“Leave that puddiog alone ! came
Bunter’s hoot. *I shall be ready far
tl}aE:_]}lldding when ['ve linished this

ie !

“Wheve you going to pui i ¥ ashed
Chick.

“Don't be checky ! Tut that pudding
here, and get ont !

“Bez you ! snorted Chiclk.

“Beast] Gimme that pudding !

“You pget on with that pie ! sad
Chick. " If yvou ain't finished that pie
by the time I've tuck away this pud-
ding, I'm going to take away what's left
of 161"

" Benst 1"

Chick snoried, and iramped away
with the pudding.
Gobble gobble, pobble! came fasier

than before. Dunter evidenily was in
haste to travel through the remains of
the pie beforo it followed the pudding.

Chiek’s heavy tramp was heavd again,
A vell from Bunter indicated that he
hacd annexed the pie-dish.

“Beast ] CGimme that pie!” velled
Dunter.

(Conitnued on page 20.)
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THE ADVENTURES o+ HARRY
and his HERCULES cvcie

FILM FAME

£500 A YEAR!
8Y HERCULES !
THATE A LOT OF
MONEY !/

The story 1o far:

Harry, out for a ridc on his
new Hercules, comes across a
film company ‘on location.” By
{ accident he gets into one of the
“shots® and the director, seeing :
the ‘rushes’ of the film, realises AR N %
that Harry has the makings of |17 2% | B
a boy actor. Nobody knows || 4 T b I
where Harry lives, but by
+ publishing hizphotoin the local

paper, the Publicity Manager
tracks himdownand .. . .« &

THIS 1§ A REAL
THRILLER
| SHALL NEED {{

o

GOSH ! | HOPE 1 CAN
PO ALL THAT BUT IT
LOOKS AS THOUGH ITY
: E “HER

TO CHASE AFTER THE RuNAway | DN
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IO Tl SACDLE. SEVER MiND |5
THE QIKE, WE'LL BUY YOU 3
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il youve goT O
| LOOK YOUR BEST
TODAY- YOURE A
FILM STAR TOO |

HAT looks like the end of Harry’s
Hercules, But is it? Look out for the
next thrilling instalment and you’ll see.
Meantime, imagine all the thrills you'd get
from a Hercules of your very own! 5,000,000
cyclists all agree there’s no bike like a Hercules.
It’s the easiest-running cycle in the world, |
yet it costs less than others. Gent’s models from
£4-7-6 or only 2/- a week. Ask your local |
dﬂalﬂr fﬂf fUH pﬂrﬁcu.larﬁ- {Prices do not apply in Eire.)

/TS THE BIKE 10 BUY/ _|

SWE S T e P i e i S— i T

THE HERCULES CYCLE & MOTOR CO., LTD, — the largest Cycle Manufacturers sn the World.
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“fn, lim, ha " .

“% sav, you fellows, {hai
taking away mmy pie-—"

“Ha, na, hal"

The juniors looked
veranda, ehnekling. .

Billy Bunter jumped up frem his
chatr, and grabbed at the pie as Chick
lifted it away from the table. i i

It was a large—a very large—pic-dizh,
and thero was still o lot of pie n 5.
Dunter got hold of it with both fat
hands and tugged,

“Kay, vou fat gecl, you leggo that
disli ¥ roared Chick.

“Beast 1 hooted Bunier.
that pie 1™

“Ha, Ia, hal”

“Ciat 11" ehortled EBob  Cherrp.
“Pull devil, pull Laker!™

“Pug-of-warl’'  chuckled  Johnny
Tull. (o it, Bunter! o it, Chick!”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Lepro, you beast ! roaved Bunter

Chick let go—suddenly !

The tug-of-war camo o a sudden
end—too sudden for Bunter's comfort.
As Chick released the pic-dish, Duuter
staggered back, and sat down on the
flasr, with a bump! 'The pic was de-
pozited on his fat waisteoat,

“Ooooeh I gasped Dunter.

“Jla, ha, ha!” shricked the juniors.

0w ! Oh erikey | Oocoghi 1"

“aw, haw!” roared Chick. “Waal,
vou wanted it, and you sure got it!
Il 1ell a one-evod man frown MMiszours,
you sure got !’ 1

Bunter had got it—there was no
doubt about that. ‘ _

He sat and purgled, with the pie
steearning  down  his  waistesal, and
spreading over his trousers! Dunter
had wanted that pie; but vow that he
had pgot 1t, he scemed far  frow
satisficd. ;

The fat Owl tottered up, streaming
with pie. : -

Chick, clhuckling, went on cleaving
ilie table, without any more bother
from Bunter, Dunter was busy, for
a lonr time, cleaning off pie.

benst 13
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too !

1 UZ4 off I
B “Bhan'i 1" ]
Harey Wharion & Co. smiled.

For a host anid a guesl {liere
was no doubt that Smithy and Duanier
were on rvaiher remarkable ferios.

Biithy's “game " leg bad not Leen
smproved by the long ride over to
Cirele-O and back., For two or thee
days afierwards it rematned painful
atl uneomfortable, and duving those
days the Bounder's temper twas neid,
amcl his manners and custonz,  especi-
allvy towards Dunter, anvthing but like
those of Lovd Chesterfield.

Bunter had to put in guite a lot of
dodging. which certainly was not the
sort of 1hing that a distingwshed guoest
had to do in thoe best cireles.

Smithy's knee was mending now,
and his temper secined to mend at
about the same rate. But he stitl had
a few twinges in the knee, and, appar-
ently, still a fow-in hiz temper.

For two or three days he had Kicked
Bunier whenever he could get within
reach. But that, to Bunter's relief,
had ceased at last. He could now
approach hizs hospitablo host without
getting kicked.

But 8mithv still scemed to have ne
uze for his fascinating company. Not
Lill his damaged kneo was quite right
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araln, waz Smithy likely to be agree-
able=noi that he had ever been veey
uagrecable to his fattest and most fns-
cinating guesi at Kicking Cayuse.

Mow, in a bright and sunny morn-
inr. the Creyiviars fellows were
sadddling up for a ride over ta Pack-
safddle,  They were going to meet the
Liack that came up the stage-lrail from
Hard Tack and Praivie Bend.

On that hack was a consignment of
cash—the sum  of twenly thousand
dollars, the purchase price of Cirvele-(),

Smithy had completed his bargain
with Myp. Jad DBlake., The telegraph
had talked between the millionaire’s
son and his {nat{ar across the * pond.
Mr,  Samwel  Vernon - Smith  had
approved and endorzed the bargamn,
and ho had ecabled over the needed
cash—as for as Prairie Bend, the rail-
voad town, which was as far as the
wire extended. o

From the bank at Prairvie Bend a
packet of cash was coming on, by the
hack, to the bank at Packsaddle,

That afternoon Mr. Blake and the
Dounder were to meet in the lawyer's
office at Packsaddle, and put i
ihrough. Cirele-O would then becomae
a part of Kicking Cayuse, and Polier
Blake weonld have twenty thousand
dollars to lose at the Red Flare.

The Famous Five were riding over
to the cow town with Smithr—partly
for o ride, partly on account of the
mysterious man in the flour-bag, whe
might be hannting the trails again,
with an eye open for the millionaire's
S0,

Smiihy woanted theie ecompany, bub
hoe did not want the company of
William George Buonter. & made
that clear with a distinctness that was
really  deplorable, from the point of
view of manncrs.

Bunter rolled down to the corral
afier the other fellows. He was
drossed for the ride, almost bursting
out of riding-breeches that belonged to
Frank Nugent, a waistcoat that be-
longed te Harry Wharton, amnd a
jacket that belonged to Bob Cherry.

Bunter patronised ths Famous Iive
impartially, in the way of borrowing
clobber. Some painful experience had
induced him to leave the Bounder's
wardrobe unraided,

Clactus brought out the horses, and,
seeing Bunter in the pariy, he brought
out that specially guict cayuse that the
good-natured Bill had carcfully picked
out for Bunfer's use.

At which Vernon-8mith snapped to
the fab Owl Lo “Bazz off ' whicli was
o remark seldom made by a host 1o
guest,  And Billy Bunter retoried with
“Shant " which was egually uncom-
mor, a3 & veply from a2 goest to o
host,

The Famons Five smiled, and said
nothing., It was nol for themn fo inter-
vene boiween Snithy and Ins happy
visitor,

They meounted their
moved out on the trail.

Vernon-Smith mounted and followed
theny, with a final glare at Bunter.

Bunter clamhbered on his horse which
the grinning Cacins held for him,
The Owl of the Remove was nok
going fo be left behind. Leaving &
fellow on his ewn in this wavr was,
Dunter considered, altogether too thiek.
Moreover, Packsaddle had its attrac-
tions for him, ‘There was candy 1o be
had at the store, and other things of
n =ticky nature. .
Harry Wharton & Co. were going lo
do some shopping at Wash's store,
while Smithy was busy in the lawver's
oflice, Bunter was going to do some

horses, and

ehiopping, teo, 17 Lie conld condrive In
land the cost thereof on the Famouws
Five: aud he hoped thal he ecould.

Anrlow, Le was pemng, and he went,
With a grim ond determined frown on
his fat Lrow, Bunicr rode oul of the
gatewny after the bunch of juniors.

Bunter had had eome practice by
this time at hoveemanship—most of ic
cemsisting of falling off a horse. Now,
however, owing to Dill's eare, he had
a steed that he could eiiek on.

Sticking on, the fat Owl cantered
after the Creviriars parly,

So long ns they went at an easy
pace, Bunter waz all right.  Ti they
went at o gallep, the result was rather
more doubtinl. i

They started at an easy frobl, so it
was all right., Bunler cantered on and
joined wp.

The Famous Five smiled ns he came.
Vernon-Smith scowled. ]

Harry Wharton & Co. had no objec-
tion—in fact, they were accustomed {o
making ellowances for Bunter, *uml-.
they were ouite willing to make it a
leisurely ride, to give the fat Owl a
chance.

But the Bounder’s temper, never very
reliable at the best, was far from being
ab its best now., Bo long as he had
sharp twinges in kis knee, Smithy was
likely to Lo fhoroughly unpleasant to
the canse ol the same.

“You fatk idiot,
snapped.

“Beast!” relorted Bunter.

“Tf vou wank my guirt across vour
fat back, vou podgy pifer——m"

*Yah!”

Vernon-Smith swerved a little neaver
to Buuter, Ias guirt gripped i bia
hand. . i

EBob Cherry hurvied]i pushed in his
horse betweon,

“Hold on, Smiths"
“LChuck i, old bean!™

The Bounder gave lum a glave.

“I'm_fed-up with ihat fat }Jlg i he
snapped. “You don't want hun eny
more than T do”

“YWho wants you, I'd like to know "
demanded Bunter, “Think any of the
fellows want your company, Bmithy--
scowling like a demon i a panto-
mime? I can tell you they'd rather
have my comwpany than yours”

“Shut up, old fabt man!” said Bob.

TRhant '

“Mr  eueemed udiotic Bunter——'
mmrmnred Harree Jameet Ram Ei.ngh.

“*I'wm coming,” said Bunter. “1'vo
pot soie shopping to do at Pack-
saddle, Leok bere, Smithy, you ride
on abead. Nobody wants yvour scowl-
ing face abiont, Take it out of a
fellow’s sight '

Herbert Vernon-Snuath breathed hard
and Heep, But he rede on without
s;making agnin.

The Famous Iive rather oxprecied
hin to bLreak into a gallop; for if he
had set a fast pace, Bunter wonll
cortainly have come to grief, unless
he had made up his fat mind to drop
behind and lose the party.

The DBounder. however, railier to
their relief. rode or the same pace as
before, and the far Uwl rode on with
the rest, ]

Billy Bauter grinued triunphantly.

He had paiuned his point. and Le was

get out!”  he

he el

sptisfied. Miles glided under the thud-
ding hoofs.
Half-war to Paclsaddle, Vernon-

Smith, who was in the lead, turned off
from the wellmarked beaten track.
Tha other feollows followed him,
rather puzzled.
It was about fificen miles to the cow
tewn, if they kept to the divecet trail,



sl ihat was guite a good distance
for a vide—especially for Billy Bunter.

There was no reason, so far as the
Famous Five could see, for quitting
tha trail, unless the Bounder’s idea
waz to lengthen the vide, with & view
to Bunter's discomford

“1 say, you fellows, you're missing
the way|” squeaked Bunter.

“What's the big idea, Smithy "
asked Bob Cherry. “Arven't we guinﬂ'
to Packsaddle to meet the hack?”

“Tons of time for that,” answered
amithy, “The hack deesn’t get in till
tha afternoon.”

“That's all very well,” exclaimed
Billy Bunter warmly, "buat we're
having dinner at the Pack Hatel, ain't
we?  We dow't want to be late for
dinner, Bmithy . That's important.”

“Why mnot keep to the trail,
Smithy 7" asked Nugent,

Smithy shvougeed lis shoulders.

“You van keep to the trail if you
like,” Do answered. *“1'm not stop-
ping you. Do as you please™

The Tamous Five nade no reply to
that. They rode after the Bounder,
and Bunter, with a discontented grunt,
did the same. Tha DPacksaddle trail
disappearved behind them aa they rode
over the rugged praivie, making a
wide sweep south-eastward towards the
Frio River.

—-——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Too Bad of Smithy !

ILLY BUNTEE gronted.
Mo pgrunied again.
He continued to grunt.

. 'The hot sun_ of noon was
Wlazing down on the Texas prairies.
Vikewise it was Dblazing down on
William George Bunter,

Bunter was tired. He was peeved,
He was getting hungry. And Pack-
saddle was powhere in the offing

The juniors had done a good ten

miles on the trail—since then they
had done a good five across rugged
prairie,
_ By that time they might have been
in the cow town, had that unspeakable
beast, Herbert Vernon-Smith, kept to
the repular trail.

Instead of which, the cow-town lay
far away to the north; and Bmithy was
still riding south-east, as if he was
heading for Hard Taeck, which lay
many miles below Packsaddle on the
Rio Frio.

Dinver at the Pack Holel was & more
and morve distant vision.

The Famous Five did not mind an
extra ride—in faet, they rather liked
it,  But Billy Bunter minded wver
much. He minded wery much indeed.

He grunted, and grunted, and
grunted.

But his angry grunts had no effect
oo the Bounder, who rode on cheer-
fully, evidently enjoying the ride

“1 sar, vou fellows,” licoted Bunter
ab last-—"1I eay if that silly idiot wainta
to rvide all over Texzas, let's leava him
to it, and get ip, see? I don't want to
Lm‘ llum for dmner.“d i

‘Iv's o ripping ride, old fat bean ™
eaid Bob. pping

“T'm tived ! roared Bunter,

Vernon-Smith glanced round, & sar-
danie grin on hia face.

“Tiredt” he ashed.

“Yes, you beast |

¥ l:ity you came, then! Why did
von 7
“Heast 1" howled Bunter., “Youw're

wlly well going a long way round, just
to pull my leg, you rotter!

“Bunter's guessed 61" ejaculeted
ihe Bounder. “What a brain!™

EVERY SATURDAY

“ila, ha, lia ("

“Look here, T'm fed up wiih this,
you [fellows ! yelled the indignant fat
'L'!'w,!f. “Im  going to I’acksaddle,
geq "

“ Nobody’s stopping you ' remarked
the Bounder. *Ilike off 1

Billy Bunter gave him a glare that
almost cracked his spectacles. On his
own, 1 the midst of the trackless
pratvie, the fat Owl was as likely to
arrive in Mexico or California, as in
Packsaddle. tnee off the beaten trail,
Bunter had not the remotest idea how
to find his way.

The Bounder wgs at no loss: neither
were the Famous Five. But Billy
Bunter was at a hopeless loss,

“You jolly well know 1 den't know
the way, vou beast!” roared Bunter.

Harry Wharton lauvghed.

“Look here, Smithy, 'nuff’s as good
as o feast!” he said. “What about
itting for Packsaddle now "

“I'm going on!™

“Beast ¥ roared Bunler.

“Another mile, and we shall hit tha
stagoe-trail, half-way frem Hard Tack
io Packsaddle,” drawled the Bounder.
“Then it's about ten to the town—"

“Oh ecrikey '™ wailed Bunter,

. The hapless fat Owl was almost fall-
mg off his horse with weariness
alveady. The prospect of a further
dozen miles or so was simply harrow-
irg.

“ b, you beast ! moaned Bunter,

Fram the bollom of his fat heart the
Owl of the Remove wished that he had
never joined up for ihat ride. Ile had
not expected this!  JReally. konowing
the Bounder, he might have expected

something of the kind. But he
hadn't ]
“QGive it a miss,

Smithy,” urged
Bob Cherry, laughing. "It's not t?ml:
distance if we make divect for Pack-
saddle—"

“Bunter will fall down dead before
we've gone a dozen more miles,” said
Nugent.

“No such luck !

“Beast 1" howled Bunter. “T savw,
you fellows, T'm tired! Ii's beastly
hot! I'm getting hungey! Oh dear!™

Billy Bunter's grunts and groans
might have touched a heart of etone.
The Bounder glanced at him.

“Like a rest in the shade for a hit??
he asked, rather to the surprise of the
Famous Five, -

The jumors were skirling a paich
of chaparral—abont an_acre of scrubby
thickets, post-oaks, and pecans, a spot
of shade on the prairie, amid the sea
of waving grass,

Bunter's eyes and spectacles turned
on it lonpingly.

On the open praivie the sun was
blazing  down  with  senn-tropical
fervour. Bunter would have been very
glad to stop and zest in that cool and
grateful shade. Indeed, only the
thought of dinner at Packsaddle urged

I on.

“¥es, jou bea:t ! eaid the fat Qwl
“And when we've had a rest, we're
fomg straight on to l“aelcsaddfr, see ?

say, you fellows, one of yon can come
with me and chow me the way—jon
don’t want to stick to that cad, T sup-
pose,™

“0Oh, you'll be all right when you've
had s rest 1™ zaid Bob.

“YWhat about  dipneri®™
Bunter. m

“Think how wvou'll enjoy if, if you
pet it a few hours late !V

“ Beast 1

Vernon-Smiih wheeled his hovze tos
wards tho belt of thrubs. The trecs
were too low o Be riddem under, and

velled
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the juniors dismcunted to lead their
liorses into il shade.

All the parly, as a matter of fact,
were glad, as well as Bunter, to get
out of the fierce glave of the sun for a
while. 1'he Famous Five and Smithy
looped their reins over their arms, ond
fammed their faces with their sietsons,
Bunter plumped down in the shade,
and rested his weary fat back against
the trunk of a tree, leaving his horse
Lo its awn devices,

There were flics in the hmsh, About
a myriad of (hem sortled on  Billy
Bunter at once. Me smacked at themn
wearily,

Vernon-Smith twirled his quirt in_the
atr to drive off ithe brush Oiea, DPor-
hapa it was by accident that he landed
a sharp cut on Bunter's horse. Ter-
hapa it was not.

Anyhow, that was exacily what lwe
did, and the startled brouce, with o
squeal, threw up itz hecls, tossed iis
head, and galloped away.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Look out!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

He made a rush at the lorse, but he
had no chance of reaching it. With
stirrups dangling, and reins hanging
over itz neck, the Lronco dashed away
over the praivie,

“Well, you ass, Smithy ! esclaimed
Harry Wharton., *Wa shall have to
got that horse back somehow——"

“I way, youw fellows, go afier it!”
sardd  Bunter. " I'll wait lLere while
yvou're gone. 1 don’t mind waiting s
hit—I'm tiredd.™

Hariy Wharton made & move to re-
mount hig horse—and stopped. e
gave the Bounder an cxpressive look.

The juniors, naturally, wers not
taking lassos with them on a ride into
town—and without a laszo there was
little chance of catching a runaway
bronco. Wharton quite nndersiood the
sarcastic grin on the Bounder's face.

Bmithy was well aware that the
bronco could not be recaptured. Tha
was why he had eet it galloping off.
And that, agsin, was why he had pro-
posed a halt in the shade of the
chaparral—to get Bunter out of fhe
saddle while hie deprived bhim of his
monnt |

The chums of the Jemove could

uess now that that little scheme had
wen  in Smithy's  mind  ever since
Bunter had joimed up for the ride.
But they guessed it rather too late.

“That's rather thick, Smithy [ zaid
Harry Wharton quietly.

“Think so?” drawled the Bounder.
“Accidents will happen, won't they?
Look at that accident Bunter had the
other day—gofting me with a quirt in
mistake for Chick! Bunter can't ex-
pect to put up sll the sceidents, and
not get one or Lwo coming home to
roost.”

“1 eay, wou frllows, why don’t you
go and cateh my horse ¥ asked Bunter.
“T1 =it here while you're gone.™

“The catchfulness is mot the absurd
possibility, my esteemed Bunter,” said
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“We can't get the brone without a
rope, fathead ! raid Johnny Bull * We
wight heve to c¢liase it for miles, even
with one.™

“Tut I'va got to have o horse,
haven't It¥ yapped Bunter. “How am
I poing f0 get to Packsaddle witheut
a horse?” )

“The answer to that one,”™ said
Johinny Buil, 13 that you're not going
to get 1o Pocksaddle, old fat hean.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” sald Bunter.
“We're having dinner therel 1f ic
waen't for that, I'd walit here until you
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follows cama back. But I can’t miss
dinncr, I anppose 1Y

The Bounder laughed. It looked to
hirg ns if Bunter not oily conld miss
dinner, but that he was going tol

The Famons Five exchanged glances.
There was, obviously, nothiug for it, but
to leave Bunter where he was and
borrow & horse for him in Packsaddle,
and pick him up on their returh.

That was what the Bounder had
intended—and that was what had Lo be
done, The five were frowning—Vernon-
Smith was prinning—but whether they
frowned, or whether they grinned, that
was thatt

“You'll have to wait Lere, Bunter.”
gaid Harrv. *We'll get back as soon
&2 we cnn with a horse for you—"

“Shan't "' robred Dunter.

“Like to walk?" asked Smithy,

“RBeast 1

“ Lool hers, w1 can put on & gallop,
without that fat duffer,” said Johnny
Bull “We ean do it in half the time,
if we don’t have to crawl as we've been
doing. We'll Lring you back some
eandwiches, Bunter.”

“0Oh, you beast, Bmithy!” groaned
Bumter. = “Vou jolly well did that on
purgm-, you rofter {”

* Bunter's ttin
remarked the nnder.

""Rotter I" remarked Bunter, " Cad!
Swab! 1'd jolly well get up and Loot
you, if I wasn't so jolly tired.”

“How lucky for you you're so jollx
tired 1"

“Y¥ah! Cad! T szav, voun fellows, if
I've got to wait for vou, don't be all

gbout it{ Start now. And look
here, don't crawl. Ride as if you koew
how to ride: geot™

“Why, vou checky fat slug ! roared
Johnny Buil., “We've been grawling
because you can't ride at more than a

TF

crawl—

“"And don't forget the sandwiches,”
#£aid Bunter. "Don’t vou get waiting
in Packsaddle for Smithy! Come
straight back for me. And mind you
don’t forget the sandwiches. Bring o
cake, foo! You ocan get 2 cake at
Wasl's sfore."

. “Come onl!" gaid Harry, and the
juniors remounted their broncos.

There was a yell from Bunter as they
started,

“I say, you fellows—"

Wharton drew rein and looked back,

“What——"

“ Bring some candr, too!™

“You fat assg—"

“You can get boxes of candy at the
store! Brng two—no, threa! Vou
ymight bring half & dozen, And don't
forget the cake."

arry Wharlon rode on after the
others. They disappeared from the
view of Billy Bunter's cyes and spee-
tacles, letting out the broneos to a
gallop—glad t6 put on a epot of speed.

Billy Bunter grunted, rolled over in
search of & comiortable and very shady
gpot, and settled down to rest. & Vas
g&d, at least, to rest. He would rather
Jhave had his dinner—still, he could do
with & lot of rest. And there was
consolation in thinking of the sand-
wiches, the eake, and the ecandy |

quitea bright!”

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Holding Up the Haok!

DY JONES, who drove the two-
horse hack from Prairie DBend,
Ly way of Hard Tack, to Pack-
saddle, ﬂuwe:i down. .
Andy had been 1%c-msg: at a steady jog-
trot. He was still many miles or so
short of Packsaddle, apd lie was anxious
Trt Magxer Lnany,—INo, 1,580.
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to get in and wash the dust of the
trail sway with seme of the flnids that
were sold ot the Fack Hotel. But as a
horseman pushed out of a bhelt of
mesquite by the trail, Andy slowed
down, without waiting for the command
to halt which he gue was coming.
The horseman had a ﬂmir-lmgl[h'awn
over his face, and the rest of him was
hidden under an ample cloak belted
round him, What he was like, under
the flour-bag and the cloal, the Lkeenest
eve could mnot have told. Harry
Wharton & Co., had they seen lhim,
would have known that he was tho
trail-thief whe had held up Bob Cherry
in the timber-island, and Herbert
Vernon-8mith on  Squaw  Mountam.
But that was all they would have known
of himv—except fhat he was not the Rio
Kid, as he falsely called himself.

There was a Colt in the rider’s right
hoand, A gesturve from it was enoug
for Andy Joncs,

(1} Hnlt- 1?1‘

“You saitl ii ! agreed Andy.

I1e halted, and the masked man rode
to the side of the hack., A fat and
startled face looked out—belonging to
DMr. Wash, the storekeceper of Pack-
gaddle. Theve were two passengers in
fhe haelk. One was Mr, Waszh, commg
back from a trip to Hard Tack, The

ofher was the bank messenger from
Prairia Bend, with twen hovsand
dollara from the Packsaddle bank.

“Light down ! rapped the horseman,
his eyes gleaming from the slits in the
Aour-bag over the raised rovolver.

“Bure ! gasped Mr. Wash.

The fat storelecper jumped down
from tha hack with the activity of a
prairic rabbit. Mr. Wash was not the
Fegur * to argue with a masked road-
rider and a levelled six-gun, .

The other passengeér followed him
motre slowly., Ha was & younger and
much more active man than Mr. Wash,
but he did not jump nearly so actively.

Andy, sitting up in his driving-soat,
watchéd with cool interest,

Andy knew that the younger passen-
gfl.-r, Bud Carter, was a messenger from
the bank at Prairvie Bend. He knew
that Carter packed s gun, though it
was not visible. Bo Andy was won-
dering whether he was, perhaps, going
te witness a spot of gun-play, on the

stage trail by the winding Frio. If
so, Andy was going io be wholly and
solely a witnesa of tho zame! Andy

had no hunch for mixing it with road-
agents,

"l guess I ain’t got much about
me—-" bugan Job Wash anxiously—
an untruthful statement, for the fat

storekeeper had several hundred dollars
on his plump person, He was, how-
ever, extremely reluctant to see them
pass into the keeping of the man in the
flonr-bag.

Y Stand aside !

Alr, Wash llinked at him—and gladiy
stood aside. If Mr. Wash was g]ggng
to be left out of thia pieture, nobady
was poing to be better pleased than DMe.
Wazh! ]

“Hands up 1™ snapped the trail-thief.

Bugd Carter, of Fr&iriﬂ Bend., hesi-
tated o fraction of a second. But so
far as he knew, this thief of the trails

could know nothing of the packet of
dollars packed under & rug in the
hack. 15 hands went up.

“Yon'ra the doctor!” he said.

“heep 'em up ! said the horseman
grimly.  “I guess I'd rather not spill
vour juice—that never was the way of
the Riao EKid—but I sure want the
dough.”

The three men pave a start as that
well-known name was mentioned.

Carter stared hard at the masked
face. JMr. Wash felt hizs plump knees

kknock fogether. Andy Jones, breathiog
hard, hent over a little to sce what Le
could of the road-agent who gave him-
self the name that was famouns all over
Texas, -
Andy had been held up in his time,
more than once; but never by so celd:
bratad & characler as the boy outlaw of
the Rio Grande. Andy's face was full
of excitement as he thought of the tale
ha would have to tell at the bar of the
Pack in Paclksaddle t
“The Rio Kid!" Lreathed Andy.
#The Rio Iid ! repeated Carter.
4The Rio Wid !" mumbled dIr. Wash,

1 guess youw've heard of me !
R_I:I{.‘Eredg the }umn in  the flonre-bag,
“Mebbe vou've heard how the Rio Iid
con handle a gun—and you wanl to push
him to it! Where's the dellars, you?"

“1 guess I got a ten-dollar-ball in my
pocket, feller!” said ihe man from
Puairie Bond, “It ain't hardly worth
your while, Kid.”

“I' gay it ain't!® sncered the
masked horseman, I ain't _guuning
after your eandy mwoney, bo! T'm afiey
the dollavs from the bank.”

Carter's eyes narrowed. 1

“You've got me gnessing!” he said.

“T guess T'll put you wise, then!
You're taking (wenty thousand dollars
from the bank at Prairie Bend to the
Lank at Packsaddle. That's my game !

I gs T ain’t waiting! Where's tho
dollars ¥ i

Carter's face hardened, and his cyves
glinted.

For his own ten-tlollar Lill he wounld
not have set his life on & casi. But as
the bank’s messenger he had his duty
to do. .

Somehow—he eonld not begin to guess
how—thie Rip Kid had learned that the
dollars were being sent to Packsaddle
Ly the hack, and had waylaid him for
them. He had no idea whatever of
handing ever twenty thousand dollars
to this thief of the trails. _

“Forget it!"” said the masked rider
grimly, as if he read the thoughts of
tbe bank messenger. Y1 got you
covered, hombro! Where's the dust?’

Clarter breathed hard, "

“It's }mtked in the hack!” he mut.
tered. I guess I can’t stop you, Kid!

“You sure cannot ! sneercd the man
in the Aour-bag. “Stand back and keep
reaching for the skv! You. Mlister
Waasls, % guess vou'll sori that packet
ont of the hearse for me.”

“Qure, if you want, Kid!" gasped
Ar, Wash. _ o

HPronto !" snapped the trail-thiek.

Mr. Wash stepped towards the hack.
The eyes that gleamed from the slits in
the Aour-bag were on him, and, for a
gocond, off the bank manager.

In that second Carter's rvighi hand
whipped down to his hip.

Boang ! : )

He was quick—but not quick enough,
The masked man fired, e¢ven a3z he
whipped out lis gun. 1

There was a sharp and terrible ery,
and the bank mc-ssr.-nf:t'.r crashed down in
the trail, his Colt falling from his hand.
He atretched on the ruﬁgm] ecarth with
o bullet through his body.

¢ Ay, wake suakes ! breathed Andy
Jones.

“Sanrch mel” stuitered Job Wash,
and the fat storve.ieeper leaned on the
haek in sheer terror.

The masked man stared down, at the
fallen man in the trail, his eyes glitter-
ing over his smoking gun. But he
had no more danger to fear from the
hapless bauk messenger. Carier was
already unconsclous, ]

“T guess he howled for it1” snarled
the man in the floursack, “I'll say
I warned him that the Rio Kid could
ghoot! You, Wash "—he mado =&



gestura  with  the revolver abk  the
shuddering Htﬂ-l‘ﬁ:-k(:ﬂ]ft:l‘*-“ pronte ™

“Sure " gasped Mr. Wash. _

He eerambled into the hack. With a
Emmblinﬁ hand he handed out the
packet that belonged to the bank mes-
senger. The masked man grasped it
with his left hand. 3

He seamed about to tear 1t open, lo
examing tha contents, DBut at that
moment thers came & crash of gallop-
mg hoofa on the trail, and he turned
his head, with a startled and enraged
glare throngh the eye-holes of the Hour-
bag.

ig'rl hot hasta he thrust the packet
mitder his eloals, g}rns‘pm] his reins, and
put spurs to his horse, In a fash he
was gone, &bt s frantic gallep—riding
for his plunder, and riding for his hife.

‘THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Pressed !

EREERT VERNON-SMITH
pulled in his broneo, girth-dee
in grass, beside the, stage-trail,
and glanced to and fro on the

trail. Ther lie pointed with his quirt.

“There's the hack 1" he remarked.

At a distance up the stage-trail
towards distant Packsaddle, there was a

limpse of the hack from Prairie Bend,
showing over the thicket of mesquite
that grow round the spot where it was
Imltes. )

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced in the
direction the Bounder pomnted. T _g
could see tha top of the haok, wi
baggage piled on it, in the distance.

Evidently Andy Jones had already
passod the spot where they struck the
ntage-trail; but why he had halted
farther on they did not know. But they.
could see that the hack was at & halt,

“Wa ghall get in first, after all i
said Smithy. “We can easily beat the
hack to Packsaddle. And we've had a
jolly ride round.” il

“Buanter hasn't 1" said Nugent, rather
Jdryly.

“Bunter ean take what comes to
him ! said ihe Bounder. *We shall
pick him up again before dark.™

“Wo shell pick him up a good deal
asavlier than that, Smithy,” said Harry.
“We can’t leave him roosting there all
the afternoomn.”

“*Rot !I"

“We'll go back with a horse, and roll
him in, while you're chin-wagging in
the lawyer's office, 3mithy,” zaid Bob.

'“ More fool you 1"

“Hem ! Let's ga on, shall we 2" mur-
mured Bob,

The juniors pushed on from the grass
plain _mta the hard-beaten stage-irail,

Their way to Packsaddle, by that
trail, lay past the halted hack, and
ﬂ]? wheeled in that dircction,

vom that spot, hidden by mesguite
thickets ahead, where the top of the
bhack showed over the bushes, cama a
sudden ringing shot, and a loud and
terrible ary.

The six juniors fairly jumped in their
saddles.

“What the thump—" exclaimed
Bah,
“By gum!” The Bounder’s eyes

Rashed, and he grasped his revolver, *1
wondered why the hack had stopped
there. It's & hold-up!” He gava his
horse the spur. “Follow on 1™

Vernon-8mith dashed up the trail at
s furious gellop. The Famous Five
were not slaw to follow him.

All of them knew that twenty thou-
eand dollars, destined to pay for the
purchase of the Circle-0, were carried
on the hack that day. In any case, the
would have nitervened, if they could,
lo prevent a vobbery; but they were
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Vernon-Smith’s bronco stumbied, & hool siippl’.ng on & loose stone, and the
Bounder shot from the saddle, The Famous Five, in horror, saw him roll over
the edge of the rock. The Bounder made one wiid cluich with desperate hands,

and then disappeared.

very keen to save Smithy's father from
g0 heavy a losa

With o clatter and thunder of hoofs,
the bunch of riders swept up tho trail,
SBmithy with the six-gun in s hand,
the Famous Five grabbing at their
vifles, :

They came on the sceno with a vush.
It was only a matter of moments befare
they reached the spot and reined in
round the halted hack,

“Good heavens!" Eaapml Harry
Wharton, at the sight of the hank mes-
senger lyimg in the trail, wounded and
senacless.

ndy Jones stared at them ; Mre. Wash
blinked at them from the hack. The
Boundor's eyea flashed after a horse-
mnan, disappearing up the irail at a
fierce gallop.

“That's the man!" he panted
“Aftor him !” ;
“8Bay, you hold in_your hosses!”

velled Andy. “I'm telling you that's

“* Smithy ! ** gasped Bob Cherry.

the Rio Kid, and he's shot up Bud
Certor—"

“Did he get the dollars " papled the
Bounder.

“He sure did 1™

“TFollow on!” yelled Smithy.

Heo tore on in puraunit of the man in
the flaur-bag.

Herry Wharton & Co, golloped fast
after him, leaving Andy aud Mi: Wash
S{aring.

Andy shrugged his shouldaors.

“I guess,” le remarked, " that them
young guys will be sorry they hornod
in if they get in front of the Rio Kid's
gun. I'm telling you, Mr. Wash."

And Andy Jonea descended from lis
scat, to get the wounded man jnto the
hack, with My, Wash's sssistance, and
drive on to the cow-town.

The Greyiviars fellows were out of
sight long before he gobt the hack into
motion.
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Bane, hang ! roaved the six-gun in the
Dounce s hand v he urged bizs rotco
at 8 mad speed after the man an the
Howr-sacl, )

fBo suddenly had the Greyfriars pacly
come on the scene, and so swift was
their porsuit, that the trail-thief was
hardly = hundred yards shead. But
that  distance was long  for pistol
practice, especinlly with the horses in
rapid motion, Still, the Bounder threw
his lead cloze.

Theo trail-thief spurred on fiercely.

For somne minutes he held to the stage-
tvail, where the going was easior than
on the open prairie. But very soon
he swung off the trail to the left—the
westward. On the right fowed the Rio
Trio, and there was no escape that way,
and abead, though at a great distance,
lav ithe town of Packanddle.

With quirt and spur the hold-up man
urged his horso over the grassy ranges
of Kicking Caruse. )

The Bounder shot off the stage-trail
after him, the Famous Five after the

Bounder.  They were riding like the
wind, and keeping pace with the
desporare fugitive.

w hold-up man stared back, his
eyes blazing through the eye-holes in
ti}:e flour-bag. :

He was hard and desperately pressed.
His pursuers were schoolboys, but they
were armed and determined, and he had
no chance whatever in & conflict, It was
an unlucky chance for the man in the
flour-bag that the party had been o
near the scems of the hold-up; but it
was o chance that he had had te take.
A bunech of punchers might have come
up the trail. Probably he was glad to
seo that the pursuers were schoolboys,
and not & bunch of hard-bitten, gun-
shinging cowmen, But the odds were
too heavy for him, if it came to a show-
down, boys as they were, and after that
fierce glara back he urged on his horze
n%in to desperatc speed. i
“Bang, bang! roared the Bounder's
1B

“We'll get him!"” enicd Vernon-Bmith
between his teeth, "By gad, we'll get
the villainl Fut it on!”

“You bet!” panted Bob. *That's
the same villain—the man catled himself
the Ric Kid. ¥You Lleard what the
stage-driver said—"

“We'll prove that he's nof, when we
ok him 17 said Vernon-Smath. *The
dastardly hound! Once he gets clear
and peots thot bap off Lis face he's ns
safe as houses, and all Packsaddle
believing that it was the Rio Kid who
did the trick! We've got to get him !

He fired again. . .

Tho stage-trail and the winding Frio
wore left far behind. The man in the
flour-bag was eswerving away fo the
gsouth. Westward lav the Xicking
Cayuse, and no foubt he was pware of
it, and wanted to keep eloar of the homwe
ranges of the ranch, whare stetson hats
would have bobbed into sight, But Ly
changing his direction he lost ground,
the pursuers cutting across and gainmg
an him.

The Bounder's bLullet grazed the
stetaon on his head, januned down over
the four-bag.

“Bhoot, vou fools, shoot!” hissed the
Bomnder: and the juniors blazed away
with their rifles as they rode.

Then suddenly, the hold-up man's
horse roso to & leap

For o moment or two the pursuers
did not ses the reason. Then ther saw
the dark line across the prairie ahead
—a_wide, deep barranca, that split the
plain for the length of & mile on either

2,

Then they knew why the desperate
fugitive had turned fo the south. He
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keew the ground, and had been heading
for the barranca.

Wiide and i.'|l."l‘_'¥ it split thﬁ]pl:ﬁu, i a
vawning gulf of unknown depth—such
a len{: mz the most daving rider might
have balled it.

Bub it was the holdup man's only
chonce : for even if the pursuers had not
gained on him, there was no doubt that
the whizzing hullets from belhind would
have pitched him ouk of tho saddie,
sooner or later, Desperatt as that leap
wag, the man in the flour-bag made it:
and the juniorvs, reining in at the sight
of the vawning chasm, saw him crazh on
tie farther bank.

For a second his lorse scrambled
there, and seemed to be sltipping back
inte the barranca. PBut it scrambled to
a safe landing: and with guirt and
spur, the troil-thief urged it onward in
itz flight,

“Hold on, Smithy!” gasped Harry
W harton.

The Bounder, furicuns, fired his last
shot after the vanishing horseman. Then
he wheeled to ride back, evidently tﬁ}%‘et
& distanco for following 1 the leap. Bus
the Famous I'ive Eathere-] FOUnC
and Harry caught his rein.

“We're going aflter him " yelled the
Bounder.

Wharton shool: his head. The desper-
ate fugitive, with capture or death
behind him, had made that mad leap,
and sueceeded. DBut he had gone within
4 hairsbreadth of destruetion,

“Not good enough, Smathy ! saud
Wharton, decidedly, *“It's ten to one
against getbing across—don’t be 4 mad
ass !

And the Bounder, excited and enraged
a5 he was, realised that the captain of
the Remove was right. The juniors
rode along the edge of the barranes,
looking for s nsrrower place, where it
was possible to make the leap, Buf the
gulf widened farther on—and they had
to make up their minds to it—the frail
thief was gone, and with him was gone
the packet of twenty thonzand dollars,

hiwn,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Saw !

ILLY BUNTER :=at up, and
listened, at the sound of hoof-

beats on the prairie.

Bitting in the shade of
dusky pateh of chaparral, the fat Ow
of Grevirigrs rested his weary fat limbs,
and thought of the dinner he had missed
at the Pack Hotel, of the iniguitous
trickery of that wunspeakable beast,
Herbert Vernon-Smith, and of the time
that must elapse before the juniors got
back with the grub he so sorely needed.

It would be just like the beasis, Bunter
thought bitterly, to keep him waiting
for hours. Bub it was less than an
hour afier they had left hon that the
welcome sound of hoofbeats reached
his ears, and told him that a rider was
approaching the chaparral.

Bunter zat vp and took nolice at
Onee.

Fromm the sound, he could tell that
galy one horse was coming: and he
conld tell that it was coming ot a rapid
gallop, Which looked, to Bunter, as if
one of the fellows had cut back at top
spead,

He heaved himself to lus feet, and
Llinked out of the brush, to spot the
approaching rider. But as he =zaw ham,
he jumped nearly clear of the ground.

T(h crikey!™ gasped Bunter.

His cyes almost popped threugh his
spectacles, at the sight of the rider
who was coming et & gallop, spurring
hiz sweating hovse.

the

That rider’s face was hidden by a
Aour-bag, his figvre cnveloped Ly o
belted cloak.

Buanter Llinked at Lhim in terror.

He had heard about thie man in the
flour-har—the man who ealled himself
{he Bioc Kid. Whether he was the Rio
LKid or mot, Bunter did not know, or
care: but he knew that he was a desper-
ate rascal—abont the last man in Texas
that Bunter wanted to meot in that
selitary spot.

O jiminye '™ gurgled Bunter.

He backed swiftly into the brush.

For some reason—he could not begin
fo imagine the reason—the man in the
flour-bag was heading divect for that
clump of small timber and brush. In
ahont a8 minute more he would reach it

Billy Bunter’s fat heart almost ceascd
to beail .

One thouglht was in his mind—to keep
out of sight. TFortnnately, that was not
aiflicult, m the thick chaparral.

Bunter backed hurriedly into the
heart of the chaparral and halted,
panting, i the midst of a mass of
tuick brush, tangled with lawoas and
hanging Spanish moss.

There he was completely hidden from
sight, unless the man 1n the flour-ba
hunted him out: which even the terrifiec
(wl realised was not hikely, as the man
could not possibly know that he was
there. -

Hidden in the dusky vegetation, his
fat face brushed by hanging clumps of
Spaniard's-beard, the fat junior pal-
Eitnted and panted. But he suppressed

iz panting breath, es a brushing,
rustling sound warned him that the man
in the flour-bag had dismounted, and
was leading hiz horse into the thickeis.

The heavy brushing sound approached
Bunter, The man, for whatever reason,
was pushing deep into the chaparral,
out of sight from the plain,

It dawned on Bunter that the trail-
thief, like himself, was huntmj COVER,
though doubtless from o different
I'Cos0It.

The fat Ow! hardly suppressed a
equeak of ferror, as the Bpanish moss
that screened him, stivred, brushed by
the passing shoulder of a horse.

The horse paszsed on, however: and
at o distance of a fpw yards, Bunter
Leard the unseen man tethering him.

He could hear the deep breathiog of
the hard-drviven horse: and the panting

1 breath of the man in the flour-bag. The

man was not six foet from him.

Bunter remained very still. He
darad not even tremble. He had only
one comfort: it was clear that that
desperate villain did not know that any-
one but himself was in the cover of the
chaparral.

The petrificd fat Owl could hear—and
siddeniy he found that he could sce. A
narrow slit in the hanging moss was
before his face—and it gave him a
glimpse of what was beyond his cover,

Rix feet from him—no more that that
— e saw a shoulder, and the =ide of u
head. From the head, o hand was laking
a sletson hat.

Bunter was too terrified to bLe s
prised, or 1o wonder what the wan's
game was. He stood petrified, starin
through his epectacles, paralyveed an
dumb with terror.

Having removed the hat, the man
lifted tha Aour-bap from his head.

Then Bunter understood.

o doubt the raseal had been on some
lawlesz trail, disgnized in the Aour-bag
and cloak! Now he had penctrated
mto the nearest cover, to get rid of that
tell-tale. disguise.

Then he would be free to ride t
praivia it his own proper pois



unsuspacied as the man who had worn
the Hour-bug.

As that dawned on Bunicr's fab brain,
his terver, if possible, intensified, 'The
man’s face was revealed to his eves.

Whatever the trail-thief mmght have
done, had he found Bunter there, while
he was disguised, there was no doubt
ahout what he would do if hie found him
ufter his face was reveoaled.

Dumb, transfived, hardly breathing,
Bunter gazed.

The face he saw was that of a young
man, about thirty—hendsome in its out-
lines, but recklesa and dissi&mﬁd in its
expression, It was red with heat and
haste, and tho iman wiped clots of
pevspiration away, after removing the
Hour-bag.

It was a face that Billy Bunter had
never seen before, But he had seen the
Rio Kid, and he koew that this was nob
the Kid.

It was & man more than ten yvears
older than the Kid, and nothing like him
in feature or expressian,

For a long, cudlesa minute, as it
seemed to Bunter, the man stood there,
wiping the perspiration from hia face,
and panting for breath—happily un-
aware of the eyes that were fixed on him
from the depths of the mass of Spanish
Inosa, :

Then, to Punter's intense relief, he
stirred, end passed oub of view,

But he was not gone. Bunier heard
hrushing sounds—and understood that
tho man was divesting himsclf of the
long hovseman’s cloak that hid him from
teck to feot,

Then there came 2 movement of the
thick sereen of lianas and moss that
voncealed DBunter, For a dreadful
moinent, the unhappy Owl thought that
e was dizcovered. But it was not that.

Something was throst into the moss,
and left within & few inches of Buntey's
feet. It was a folded clonk !

Thao trail-thief had hidden his disguige
there: having, cvideuntly, selected that
spot for the same reason as Bunter,
breause it was thickly hidden by the
undergrowths and hanging creepers.

Bunter breathed again, as the move-
ment  ceased, and the ‘umseen man
yeceded.

Sweat was streaming down the fat
junior’s face, dimming his apectacles,
and tickling his fat liftle nose. But he
Jid not stir.

The man was still moving. Bunter
did not think of peering at him—he was
too horribly frightened for curiosity,
Bt the trail-thief's movements brought
him again opposite that slit in the
Hpaniard’s-beard, and Bunter saw him
again=—part of him! What he saw now
wonld have startled him, had he been
capable of taking heed of anything but
deep fear. .

The trail-thief had a packet in his
Lands, which he waos tearing open,

From the intericr he drew a bundle
of papers, which Bunter realised was a
wad of bankunotes. He turned the
edges, counting them.  Bunter could
seo that they were United Statea bank-
nates, but he could not see the
duenominations. A moment or two
more, and the wad of bills disappeared
from his sight, and he could hear the
man thrusting them into o pocket.

He knew now that the man in the
Aour-bag was fresh {rom a successful
roblsery. Little enough the hapless Owl
cated about that, or anything clse, so
long as the man would go and leave
Limi undizeovered, 1f only he would
po—

Ho was going |

Bunter heard him leading the horse
Yack lo the edge of the chaparral. The
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soutid ceased, and he loonged to hesr
hootbeats,

But the trail-thief was scanning the
prairie before he emerged from the
cover where he had removed his dis-
guise and hidden it. Long, long
minutea passed, and then, to Bunter’s
unspeakable relief, he heard the jingle
of a stirrup, followed by the sound of
hoois.

He was going |

He was gone |

The hoofheats
prairie.

Bunter did net stir. Xven yet he
dared not stir. e remiained moetiion-
less, peorspiring, pavalysed, for long
minutes after silence was resiored. At
last he moved, his fat face white as
chialk, his fat knees sagging under him.
Ho tottered out of hia hiding-place,
blinking round him with terrified eyes,
listening with strained cars,

But he was alone in the chaparral,
The trail-thief was pope—a mile away,
probably, by that time, Half-fainting,
the fat junior sank down, and sat lean-
ing fechbly against a free.

“Oh enikey I moaned Bunter,

It was long before he could even pull
himself together sufficiently to blink cut
on the pratrio to see whether the Grey-
friars fellows were coming. But _{:th'
weére not coming; they were not likely
{o come vet. In deep anxiety thé fat
junior continwed to watch, forgetting
even that he was hungry—only longing
fﬂ:ﬁ::_r the sight of the faccs of the Famous

ive.

died away on the

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hunt for the Kid !
HARRY WHARTON & CO. rode

out inte the stage-trail and
turned their towards
Packsaddle,

The Bounder's face was dark with
angry disappointment.

Twenty thonsand dollars had gone
with the trail-thief—a serious loss, aven
for a millionaire like Mr. Vernon-
Smith, Smmthy's deal with Mr. Jad
Blake in the lawyer's office at Pack-
saddle had to be postponed. The price
of the Circle-0), which was to have becn
paid over in Lowyer Shank’z office thet
afternoon was now plunder for the dis-
guised trail-thief,

But the Bounder was thinking less of
that than of the disappointment of the
rascal’s escape. By sheor luck, owing to
his trick on Bunter, the juniors had
arrived on the scene of the hold-up in
time to give chase to the man In the
flour-bag. They had nearly had him,
but that desperate leap over the
barranca had saved him.

By the time the juniors reached the
end of the barranca even the Bounder
realised that too much time had been
lost for further pursuit to be possible.
Long before that the man in the four-
bag had reached some cover wherve he
eould get rid of his disguise unseen, and
had they sighted him afterwards they
wounld not have known him from any
other man in the Frio valley. He
might have been a citizen of Packsaddle
—a lawless puncher from ona of the
many ranches in the valley—anybody, in
fact. Onee he got out of sight, and got
rid of his disguise, e was safe.

All the juniors shared the Bounder’s
disappointment, though they werse not
perhaps feeling so savage about it. It
could not be helped, and that was that |
Still, it was a bitler disappointment,
for they had been very keen to rope in
ihe disguised raseal, and prove that he
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Irai.r; not the Rie Kid, as he pretended
o be.

They rode on to the cow town, where
Smithy had to call st the lawyer's
offica and tell him that the deal was off
for the time being. They were draw-
ing near acksaddie, when there was a
thudding of hoofs on tha trail behind

them, and they glanced round and
r:;migmse& the young rancher of
Cirele-0.

“Here's Blake!”  grunted e
Bounder. “May as well tell him that

the deal's off.”

Jad Blake gave the juniors a curt nod
as he joined them on the trail. His
keen glance lingered curiously on the
Bonnder's clouded face.

“Jest riding in to meet vou at the
lawyer’s office, Mr. Vernon-8mith,” he
remarked.

The Bounder grunted.

“No usa now,” ho said.

“How come! ¥ou ain’t aiming o
call off the desl 7

“No; but,the price can't be paid over
to-day, because——"

“ Popper over the pond changed his
mind at the last minute 7 asked Bleke,
with a sneer, “Or you been stringing
me alun!;':’"

“No!” snapped the Bounder. "“The
hack's been held up, and a dirty thief
has got away with the packet of money
from the bank.™

"You sin't te]]_inf me !” exclaimed
Blake, with a whistle., **You sce the
hold-up

“Wa got on the spot just after it, and
pobt after the hold-up man, too, but he
got clerr,” grunted Bounder,

“*The Rio Kid, I reckon,” said Blake.
“I guees you had this coming, hombre,
afler “ﬁ;p‘"g me from roping in that
doggoned young fire-bug on Sguew
Mountain last week, You sure did ask
for this, I'm telling you,”™

“*That man was not the Rio Kid,. Mr.
Blake,” said Harry Wharton quietly.
“We are all quite certein of that.”

Blake shrugged his shonlders.

“I ain't heard of any other doggoned
hold-up man in this seetion,” he said,
“not since the rangers cleaned up the
rystlers of Sgquaw Mountsin, I'l] say it
was the Kid.”

“Well, it was net!"” enapped the
Bounder. “It’s seme hard-up zecundvel
who's taken to the trails {o raise the
wind, and he’s cur enough to use the
Kid’s name to keep himself safe. 1'll
bet that his face would be well known in
Pack=addle if % was seen with that
flour-bag off it.” g

“You reckon?” asked Blake, giving
the Bounder a very curicus look.

“I Enow 1t 1" grunted the Bounder.

“So doe we all,” ssid Bob Cherry.
“ And we've going to tell the sheriff of
Packsaddle so, too."”

“VYou know a whole heap, you sure
do " said Blake sarcastically. “You
sure learned tha whole caboodle at that
cchool of yourn in the old eounfry, and
mebbe the sherifi'll be glad for you to
teach him his businoss,* ;

With that, the young rancher gave his
broneca a touch of the spur and rode on,
leaving the Greyfriars party. _

“That chap's rather & gneerning
beast,” remarked Johnny Bull, with a
grim look after tha rancher of Circle-O,

Bmithy gave a contemptuous grunt,

“] guess he's ﬂma{ppﬂ!l}tﬂd at not
touching the moncy for his ranch te-
day. Ha will have to wait a few days
now befora he chucks it away on the
poker-table at the Red Flare,” he said,
with a sneer, -

The juniors arrived in Packsaddle
spon after Blake. Thoy found the cow
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town in & buzz of excilement from end
to end.

Wash's store  was  crowded with
pitizens, Dlearing  the  storekeeper’s

account af the holdup on the stage-
trail, and snother crowd euwrrovnded
Andy Jones at the Pack Hotel. A
swartn of men buzzed and thouted in
the plaza, and the juniors heard the
name of the Rio Kid on all sides

Evidently the report had been made
that the Rio Kid had held up the hack
and shot the bank messenger—a réport
thet the man in the flour-bag was verv
glad to spread to Lkeep suspicion from
other guarters—and, az the juniors
knew, it was verr likelr that the raseal
himself was there, listening to the ex-
cited talk and the fierce threats nttered
againidt the onflaw whose name lie had
used,

A nomber of horzemen were parading
outside. the sheriff's office. Mr, Lick
appeared to have called up his deputies
to take up tha pursait GF the hold-up
man—quite & hopeless businets after the
lapse of time, a3 the juniors could have
told hine,

Poker Blake had halted at the sheriff’s
office, and thie juniors saw him in talk
iith My, Lick, whe was about to monnt
his horse. They rode up at once, They
had information for the sheriff.

Blake gave them one of Lis un-
pleasaut, sarveastic glances as they came
lt.liﬁl, but the sheriff besiowed a nod on
@ parly.

1 guess vou lose o hatful, AMr,
Vernon-Smith,” he said.  “But we're
suire goltmg arter that fve-bug from the
Bio Grande, and mebbe we'll get back
that packet of dollars.” Then he gave
the juiriors & curions look., “ Andy
Jones allows that you got after that Hre-
bug when he beat it with the dollars.
guess you had luck not to cateh him.”

He grinned,

“We nearly had him!” snapped
Vernon-Smith. “He risked Lis neck to
get clear. How's the man he shott”

“ Purty bad,” =aid the sheriff, *The
doc's got him. He figures that he will
pull through, but e sure is havd hit,
That dogponed IKid iz geing up on a
rope for shooting him up if we get a
holt on him. I'll sary we won't worry
much about & trinl, A and a
branch will be good enough for the dog-

ned seallawag that shot up Bul

arter.”

It was not Toid,
yoernon-Surth.

The shevitf staved.

“What voun giving me?® he ejacu-
lated. **Why, the gol-darned five-bug
handed over his name to Andy Jones,
and Job Wash heard himi; he wasn't
making any secret of i1 that he was the
Kid t»

“But it wasn't. My, Liek!” eaid
Harry Wharton. “It's soine rogne who

the Rio ga1d

is using his pame to keep himseli
clear——-"
Jod Blake gave a laugh, and shrugged

his shonlder:. Evidently the rancher of
Circle-0 had ne use for that theory.
Neither Lad the sherif of Packzaddle.
He snorted, and did not trouble to malie
E.I'IF ﬂﬂ]-ﬁ‘l‘ ELIEW L,

“I guess we'pe starting now,” he said.
“You vriding with v booch, Me.
Blake >

Eure ™ said Blake.

“1'd give a
hatful of dollars to get 2

un on than

fre-buz! I puess he's hittine for
Bquaw Mountam, He's got Lis hideout
there,™

“You said it ! arreed the sheriff.

THE MAGNET

e mounted his horse and rode away
;x::th hiz men, Jad Blake riding with
LE A

The Bounder looked after them, with
8 Sheer,

“They've bitten on it that it's the
Rio Kid I Ie said  * Exactly what that
hound, whoever he is, wants | They may
fimil the Kid on Sgquaw Mountain, but
they won't find the blighter who's got
the dellars. T guess hé's in this very
town this very minuto—likely as not
riding in the sheriff’s own partyl If
weo passed him on the street we shouldn't
Enow.™

“Betier got bock to Bunler,” said

Bob. “Wa can borrow & horse at tho
Pacl,™

“Blow Bunter ™ grunted Vernon-
Hmith,

But there was nothing to keep the
party in Packsaddle now., Smithy's
business at the lawyer's office was of,
and they certainly bhad no desire to join
in the hunt for the Rio Kid. 8o they
went into the cow town hLotel for a
hasty mesl, packed a parcel of “eata ™
for Bunter, and rode out of town
again, leading a horse for Bunter, and
leaving Packsaddle in & roar behind
;_hem, the name of the Kio Kid on every
i

—

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise!

HI SAY, yvou fellows ! groaned Billy

Burnter.

“Halle, hallo, hallo !®
“Here we are again, old fat
man

“drill
dinner

Billy Bunter blinked at the Greyfriara
fellows, as they dismounted at the
chaparral on the prairie, with a lack-
lustre blink.

Az he had mizsed his dinner, and had
to wait for eats, they did not expect
te find Billy Bunter looking very
cheerful. But they were a little sur-
prised by his dismal, dolorous, almost
ghastly look. Even missing & meal was
not guite calculated to produce such an
cffect on the fat Owl.

"We've got the grub, old porpoise !
said Bob comfortingly. “Tons of sand-
wiches, and a cake—"

“0h dear ! said Banler,

“And a box of candy ! said Ilarry,
laughing.

“0Oh loy' 1"

“What's the mattor with the {fat
fonl ¥ asked Vernon-Bimmith, staring at
the Owl of the Remove.

“Here's the grub,” said Bob, talang
n parcel from his saddle and unwrap-
ping the same. *Jolly good sandwiclhes,
Bunter.”

To the amazement of the juniors,
Bunter cast hardly a bhink at the sand-
wiches, That he was hungry was
certain; ha would have been ﬁtmgry
again by that time, cven if he had not
mizeed his dinner. And he had missed it.

*Notling happened here while we've
been gone 7 asked Bob.

“Oh lor'! Oh eriker!” groaned
Bunter. “0h erumbs! That awful
villainl Oh, jiminy [V

“What awful villain, fathcad? Has
anxbody been along hepe 2%

“That man 1in the
sroaned Bunter,

BIX JUniors ;11mpe+:1 togciber.

“The man i the flour-bag ™ reared
Boby Cherry.

alive after missing Four

flour-bag t*

" Heore ' exclaimed Nugent.

“You've seen him?” exelaimed t(he
Bounder.

“0Oh dear! Yes! He never gaw me 1?
moaned Bupter. *“I can tell yon
feliows, I hid pretty close when I saw
the beast—"

“¥ou neadn't tell us that!” sneered
the Bounder, " We can gucss that one I

L B'Er_aﬂt !H

“Well, it was the best thing Bunter
could do if the man really came this
way,” said Harry., “He hasn't a gun,
and couldn’i use one if he had, Thank

oodness the man never spotied him, if

e came here—>"

“But did he*” asked Johnny Bull

*Gammon '™ grunted the Bounder.
“The fat chump's been to sleep and
dreamed it!"

“0Oh, really, Bmithy—>"

Billy Bunter helped Linnsclf

y lo a
gandwicoy.

He remembered that he was

hupgry. Another followed fast—and
ﬂh?? another ! Bunter began to feel
etter,

Harry Whartion & Co. regarded him
rather dubiounsly, the Bounder with a
sneer. It was possible, of course, that
the man in the flour-bag had been there
—it was, in fact, & likely spot for him
to" penetrate fo get rid of his disguise,
ond it was more or less in the line of
his flight. But Billy Bunter had heard
a good deal of talk among the juniors
about that man in the flour-bag, and it
was quite likely that he had gene to
sleep and had a spot of nightmare in the
da,?'-t;me.

“Well, tell us all abeout it, old fat
top 1™ said Bob,

Gobble, gobble, gobble |

Having started on the sandwiches,
Bunter was disinclined to loave off,
even to relate his harrowing experiences
in the chaparral.

“8Bure you saw him?” asked Nugent.

Ciobble, pobble, gobble !

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“We shan't get it 1ill Bunler's
finished the grub1” he remarked.

“And it will be all lies when we do
get 1t grunted the Bounder,

Gobble, gobble, gobble |

The. zandwiches—numerons as they
were—vanished swiftly. Bunter was a
quick worker. '

“0Of ecourse, I wasn't =cored,” said
Bunter, when the last sandwich was
gone. Evidently he was recovering.
*“ Where's that cale 77

“ Here you oye ™

Giobble, gobble, gobble !

“0 listen to the band ™ murinured
Bob.
“Hn, ba, ha ¥

Cobble, pgobble, gobble! The cake
followed the sandwiches on the down-
ward path. Bunter grabbed the box of
candy,

But the candy went down more
slowly, and the fat Owl was at libeety
to wse his fat chin for speech,

“1 say, you fellows, 1t was pretty
awful I'* he said. “Of course, I wasn't
seared. I dare say you fellows woulid
have been, but I wasn't.”

“Lie No. 11" zrid Vernen-Bmitl.

“Beost ! Beeing the brute come, with
that Lag over his faee, I konew lic was
the beast vou fellows had been talking
about, so I hurried—I mean, I looked
for cover, taking my {ime about it—"

“Lie No. 217 said Smithy.

“Yah! IF I'd had a gun, of course, 1
should have run him 1™ zaud Bunler.

(Continued en page 28.)
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EVERY SATURDAY

WHO SAYS ANOTHER HIKE WITH—

GREYFRIARS GUIDE
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THE DAILY ROUND.
1)

It is now my regrettable duty to say:
This subject makes everyone cheerful,
Although our linguistic accomplishments
may
Bae possibly reckoned as fearful
For adjectives, nouns, and irregular
verhs
We have no particular yearning,
And no such uneasy smbition disturbs
Our hearts as @ passion of learning.
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AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Air Raid Precautions

When air
Schood

We shan't make vain contortions,

Wo'll all be ready, calm and edol,
We've taken full precautions.

While bombs are dropping on the dorm,
We get out our umbrellas

To keep the shrapuoel off, and form
A band of fearléess fellars!

ratda

threaten Greyfriars

Tor even Bunier's not afraid,
Though he runs helter-skelter

Towards the pantry, where he's made
His private gas-proof shelter,

The rest are marching fully dressed
Towards the nether regions,

The basement—which iz now possessed

By all the Greyiriara legions,

With gas-mask on, and mortar-board,
The Head strides mnto cover,

And facing all the gas-masked hoard,
He takes & calm Call-Over,

Wo're down below the ground all night,
Imbibing exira knowledge,

While several tons of dynamita
Removes the present college,

Next day we build it up again,
And then go into classes,
Until another aeroplane
Diropz bombs before it passes)

L .o i *

Let's hope no war will really start
(It won't if we are steady),

But if it DOES—well, jokes apari—
One =chool, at least, 15 ready ]

(2)

But, oh, what affection we have for
Mossoo ! . .
What colour weé give his existence !
He makes such & terrible hullabaloo
Whenever we offer assistancel
A desk full of frogs is a generous gift
Which makes him as mad as a weasel,
Ie’s very ungrateful whenever we lift
The blackboard back on to its easel,

(5

Witk penny balloons we endeavour to

ring
A laugh in his life full of worry,
eashooter, too, is an oxcellent thing
o ‘make him jump up in a hurry!
But humour and exercise fail to appeal,
Ha seems to regard them as hateful,
But still we go on, though we certainly
feel :
He might be a little more grateful] !

A

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

GEORGE POTTER,
Coker’s Chum [n the Fifth Form

216

P is for POTTER—Coker’s chum,
Who might as well be deaf and dumb
Tor all the chance he gets to jaw,
While Coker's laying down the law.
His part is just to nod and cheer,
Ocossionally to say: '“Hear, hear!”,
And be impressed with Coker’s bramn,
And try to copy him—in vain!

This part George Potter does not play,
He aleo wanta to have a sa{_, _

And when old Coker’s in distress,

Just through his own fatheadedness,
George Potter's common scnse is good
To see him safely through the wood.
Athletic, steadv, safe, and sound,
George Potter’s pretty good all round,

I —————— A —

A Philological Commission of Lan-
guage Stedy is to be set up to discover,
if possible, the moewning of the words
“Ow-wow-wow | Yaroocoh ! which are
so oftenn heard in- the Hemove Form
Room. Tt is helieved ihey are derived
from ilie Greck.
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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- GREYFRIARS GRACES!

The first practice match, First Eleven

versus. The Rest, was played this week,
The Remove could have whopped the
lot of 'em.
_ Loder started by getting & duck. It
is believed that, when he saw the red
ball coming towards him, he tried to
pot 1f. :

Never mind—he made more than we
ex pected,

Wingate, after making 26, was given
out Lb.w. by Prout, scting as umpire.
That made him wish the grizzly bears
had heen a bit more enterprising.

Blundell was top -scorer with 82 not
out. Twelve of these were made with.
out any luck at all.

He was missed six times by Coker
{p]avm%_f-:-r the Reat). If Coker is put
in tha Fifth Form team, we shall have
the darkest suspicions,

The First Eleven made 216, The Rest
woere 74 for eight and s half wickets
when stumps were drawn. The half-
wicket, of course, being Coker.

Coker started by bresking & bat. - On

the wicket, needless to say. The Rest
also broke & bat, On Coker.

Coker alee bowled an over—with
amazing success. He hit Prout four
tirnes |

Templa of the Fourth made some
graceful and stylish strokes before he
aceidentally hit the ball and was caught.

Mr. Horace James Coker, the famous
dool, has postponed all his engagements
this season until he is quite certain that
the home-made brake on his motor-bike
is any good. He is, however, giving a
farewe]l party before he goes out on the
biko next Wednesday, and if he should
hﬂpipﬁ!rl to come bhack in one pilece a
celebration will be held in the evening,

Alr. Richard Penfold i3 confined to
his study with a thousand lines, but is
carrying on as well as can be expected.

The prefecis have decided that some-
thing must bo done to stop reckless
voung rascals breaking bounds and
climbing - the 1vy ot night. Why not
fix an iron ladder to the wall}






BY FAIR MEANS OR FOUL!

Arnother Bright and Breezy Instalment
of “THE ST. SAM'S DONKEY
DERBY'I"

By DICKY NUGENT

Tt wes a bright sum-
mer's alternoon—and it
waa algo the eve of the
fit. Bam's Donkey Derby!
In the chemistry lahora-
tory, where Jack Jolly &
Co, of the TFourth were
supposed 1o bo Hssening
to o lecture by Mr,
Lickham, all thoughts
wera on the morrow’'s
race. The fellowas were
too bizzy arguing about
the prospects of Donny
Boy, the favourite for the

race, to pay much heed
to Mr. Lickham. In fact,
they were so engroased
in the all-absorbing top-
pick of the Donkey Der-
by that they didn’t even
notiza that Doctor Birche-
emall had polked his head
round the door of the
lab, !

The headmaster of St.
Sam's had a crafty, cun-
ving grin on his face,
Thero was a rougish
twinkle tn his cye, os he
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paused in the doorway
to lissen to Mr. Lickham.

‘* Attention, boys!’"
the master of the I"eurth
was saying, I am now
going to demonetrate the
propertica of the chomi-
cal compound known as
clorryform. I have in my
hand a pad of cotion-

wool scaked in clorry-
form. To show you how
guinkly eloryyform in-

uceg sleep, 1 am poing
to hold the pad under the
nose of the ginny-pig in
thie cage. You will notisa
that I have nothing con-
cealed up my sleeve.”

* o it, girt "

FISH FINDS BEFORE
YOU LOSE!

Lost Property

Office’s Swift

Work

" What's wanicd
biyer,” said Fisher T.
Figh, *is a big-hcarted
E;u;r,r like myeelf to be o
riend to the absent-
minded puys who are
a'wayna losin® things, Yoes,
sir ; that's what."

This little quip of
Fish's came at tho tail-
end of a discnssion on
lost property. Nobody
took much notice of it
just then,

But o keen ohserver
might have guessed that
un idea was developing
in Fish's eglick trons-
ntlantiz beainbox. The
husinees genius from Noo
York ecould be seen in
odd corners, working out
figures on grubby scraps

ol paper,
'ghree. days later, his

reflectiona and ealenla-
tions bore froit, A notice
suddenty appeared over
the doorway of Study

No. 14, reading as

follows :

“LOST PROPERTY
OFFICE,

Fisher T. Fish, Propr.
You Loge! We Find!
Both Gain !
speed. serviee,
Satisfaction.
Terms mod."

Most of the chapa had
to admit that this was
not ot all o bad idea of
Fishy's.

The habit of borrowing
things  without  the
owner's permission ia one
that hag tended to grow
at Greyiriars in the last
term or two., It's all
quite above-board, of
course, and the horrowed
articles alwayvs find their
way back to their owners
in time. But it cansea a
lot of inconvenience in

Letween  times. You
can’t keep the feld wait-
ing in a ecricket-match
while you trot round the

techool looking for your
P missing  bat

and  it's
awkward when vou hold
up & tennis tournament
while you orzanise a
hunt  Tor  your
vanished racguet.

If Fish was
prepared to set
up a4 gort of
clearing-house for

teanpoerarily  un.
attached pro-
perty, o good

many fellows felt
they would ho
quite prepared to
pay to get their
own things hacl
—particularly as
the terms were
atated Lo be
* mod,”

Alter morning
classes on Wed-
neaday, there
was ounito a rush on
Study No, 14, But
Fishy soon found that he
was up against a4 snag.
He had beon relying on
getting in hand a stock
af lost property  from

ople who had bor-
rowed thinga and for.
gotten {rem whom they
had horrowed them, But
nobady in  that class
arrived.  All the appli-
cantz were fellows with
property missing,  No-
body liad anything to
restore !

‘The Removeo business
gening saw that some-
thin% had to be done.

1 gness you'll all be
served if you can wait till
after dinner,” hs told the
swelling crowd., * We
don’t rlaim to perform

mirpcles, but we're out
to give awift service.
Coll back later, an’ I
gucss vou'll be surprised.
Yea, sirea !

And . T. F. nnz up a
notice readingz ** Closed
for Dinner ™ and went
pount in search of his
customers’ lost be-
longings.

He spent 8 preily
hectie holf-hour bLelore
dinner, rounding up bats,
racquets, swimming
costumes, biles, fishimg-
rods, butterllyv-nets,
pocket-knivea and other
odds-ond-ends.  But he
did the job well, When

his Lost Proverty Oftice

opened again aller
dinner, nearly all the
first Latch of applicants
forned their stufl waiting
for them.

Thore was a ceilnin
amount of arvgument
about {he exact meaning
of the phrase * Lerms
moi.” Fish thought it
meant that the customer
should pay him about a
quarter of the value of

the recovered article,
Most of the customors,
on  the other lwand,

thought that one per
cent was enough. But
these little troubles were
smocthed out and every.
body finished up more ar
lesa gatisfied, Fish in.
cluded.

If the Lost Iroperty

Office had carried on as
it storted, Fish might
have dope well out of it
and his Greyfriars publio
would have praized him
for starting an efficient
and uselul busincss,

It is our sad task to
relate that it did not
carry on os it started.

After the first day,
Fish began to find busi-
nessd slow. Chaps were
not borrowing and losing
things quickly enough to
keep tho business going.
To make up the de-
ficieney, Iish decided on
o unigue piag,

Iustead of Leing con-
tent with 100 per cent
cliteiency in findine lost
property, he thought it
would be a great idea to
beeome cflicient to the
oxtent of 290 per ceut,
In other words, he bepan
Lo find things before they
wersa lost. Heaps of lost
propexty began to turn
np in Fizh's oflice that
had never been losi till
¥ish found itt

It took the Remove
alrput 24 hours to lwipg
the Lost Property Chiel's
new trading scheme,

Having twizped, it
fook the Remove about
24 seconds Lo descend on
the Lost Property Office
ei masge and point out to
Fish that the new schemeo
did not meet with thar
approval, They pointed
it out by bumping him,
pulling his ears and nose,
rolling hitm on the floor
and wiping their feet on
him. In fact, they had
their own hack from him
and then had their own
back ON him !

The Lost Properiy
Office is still coreying on
in & email way, But it's
only o shadow of ita
former self, Experta
give i pot more thon
another couple of days
hefore it puts up the
shutters for good,

As Fishy indignantly
puts it, super-efficiency
cuta no ice in this sleepy
old hole !

The Fourth stopped
their arguments for a
moment to watch Mr.
Lickham’s experiment.
Mr. Lickham deposited
the eape on his desle,

But before he could
carry oub his intention,
a very commical thing
happened. Fancying
thety he was about to
sneeze, the Fourth Form
master absentmindedly
mistook the eclorryform
pad for his handkerchief,
and held it up to his
nose. 1The next moment
the pad drﬂ)pad to the
floox, and DMy, Lickham
ataggered backwards, as
though somebody had
given him o powerful
punch on the jow!

“Yaw.yaw.aw 1" he
awned., * Exeuse me,
ove, but I ssem to have
coms over all tired | M

“Ha, ha, hal™

The Fourth saw the
funny side of it and
yelled, Then their lacfter
stopped, as the Head
stﬁPE:d into the lah.

“Heally, Lickham,
I'm serprized at wyou
being  caught nﬂ:[;}:ing
ovér o dangerous thing
like cloxryform 1 ** he re-
marked, as he picked up
the pad and threw it out
of the opon window.
“ It's all very well being
careless with harmless
stuff like dynamite or
prussic acid, but clorry-
form has to be treated

with & grate deal of
respect. Have a eniff at
thig !

~ He whipped oul smel-
ling salts and waved

them under Mr. Lick.
ham's nose; and the
Fourth Form-master

came to life again with a
rueful grin,

" Borry, and all that,
gir ! ' he said, **1 feel
better now. What did
you want, sir 1%

Doctor Birchemall sank
hiz voice to o wisper,

*' Matter of fact, Lick-
ham, it'a clorryform that
I want. Ouly & emall
gquantity, <f c¢ourse—a
quart bottle will do, You
don’t mind "

* Take it with plez.
zure, sir!' eaid  Mr.
Lickham, with e slite
shudder. “Here's =8
bottle that has hardly
beon touched yet. What
do you want it for, air "

‘The Head shrugged
carolessly,

* Oh, nothing much,

dear fellow. 'The

achool cat Lhas been suf.

fering fon] sleepleszness,
and I promised Mra.
Buxom, the housekeeper,
that I would get some-
thing for it. By the way,

o1 dox't ha to

ve a toy Dballoon on
F.gu -r b3 ]

Mr. Lickham blinked.

“T.t-toy b-balloon ?
Nunno, tir ] I'll ask the
boys, thyugh. Has any
hoy a oy balloon to
give tha Head 7" he
aelked, wurning to the
Fourth.

Franlk Fearless hap-
pened to have one in his
pocket. He brought it
out to the front of the
class, staring in puzzle-
ment at the Head as he
did =o.

“I'm afraid it isn't
blown up, sir,"’ he said,
a3 he hended it over to
Doctor I3irchemall,

“ Don't worry, Fear-
lesa. "That will suit my

urpuis excollently,™

eamed the Head.
* Thanks:, awlully 1"

He irausforred  the
balloon to his trowsis
Euckﬁt find tucked the

ottle of clorrviorm un.-
der his arm ; then, with
a nod, guitted the lab,,
leaving the Fourth top-
ping their heads sig-
nificantly. It really ded
geern that the old huffer
bad gone off his roeker
ot last, and Mr. Lick-
ham's ‘eecture was re-
sumed smid a continu-
ous buz: of exciternent.

When Jack Jolly and
his pals came away from
tho lab that afternoon,
there wis a thoughtful
frown oa Fearless' faco.

“* I doa't like to be sus-
piticus, pou fellows,” he
gauid, "“but there was
something wvery fis
about the Head this
aftornoon. Why did he
want a bottle of clorry-
form and & toy balloon$”’

YAgk uz enother!”
grinnea . erry.

Jack Joly locked at
Fearless snd wissled.

“ My hat ! he cried.
“ I swwondar if there's foul
worls ufuqi in connection

with ~ . Donlioy
Derby 7 -
Fearliss gmiled grimly.

“That's just what
I'm woadering myself,
old char.-1 We kuow for
a fact that the Head will
go to ary longths to win
on his mount, Dirty
Dick ; rand we know

that the only rival he
ifmm iz your own moke,
Bonnv Bov. If hes enn

o=

put a toy balloon filled
with  eclorryform  into
Bonny Boy's nesebag
to-nite——-""

“Grate pip ! ™

“It's ten to one in
doonutts that Bonny
EBoy will bust tho balloon
and breathe in enuil
clorryform to make him
gleepy to-morrow!
Sea 1™

“ Tew 1 7

Jack Jolly & Co.
wissled. It was a start-
ling idea that Fearless
had put forward., Yet,
knowing the Head, the
Co. could not help feeling
that it was very near the
truth !

“You've hit the nail
on the head, Franlkz : I'm
sure of that!® hist
Jack Jolly. * Therc's
not 8 moment to waste.
I vote wo look into it
at once | '

“What-ho! ™

“Let's trot over to
the Head's housa aul
see what we can find
out,” engrested Feavless.

Thoe chouna of the
Fourth hurried acroszs
to the Head's house and
cautionsly pceped
throngh the open window
of Doctor DBirchemall's
study.

What they saw fairly
made them gasp !

Bending over & gns-

ring in the fireplace was
the Head. Ile was hold-
ing the bottle of clorry.
form over the gaa and
the toy balloon was
stuclkk owver the neck
of the bottle, slowly
inflating, as the deadly
fumes arose from it
The Fourth Formers
heard him muttering
gleefully to himsclf as
the balloon grew Ligger
and bigger.
“Hao, ho!*™ he was
saying. * Bonny DBoy
may be favourite for the
Donkey Derby, but once
ho geta his teeth into
this balloon, he'll never
stand an earthly of
beating Dirty Dick. Ha,
ha, ha!"

His foul work finished,
the Head turnced off the
gag and tied the end of
the balloon tightly with
string. Thon, humming
paily  to  himself, he
quitted the study.

Five minnits later,
he was walking briskly
down the lane towarda
Muggleton with the
deadly ballecon irailing
behind him.

Following at a respect.

ful distanco were four
grmmug juniors. Jack
olly & Co. did not
intend to let Doctor
Birchemall out of their
sight after what they
had seon,

When  the Head
reached the farm where
the donkeys were kept,
he ent across the field
leading to tha stablog,

The Co, followed him
and saw him stop outside
the loose-box  marked
“ Bonmy Boy." They
watch him fumbling
about with a bunch of
alieletonn keys till he
found one to fit the loek.
Then he ot himself, in.

Jack Jolly & Co.
hopped in swiltly with-
out giving him o chanes
to spot l:fmm and stood
back inthedarkesteorner,

With gleeming oyes,
they watched the Head
place the balloon
amengst {he carrots on
which Bonny Doy was
feeding, ith  bated
breaths, they saw him
perform a little dance of
trivmnph before leaving.
Then, as the door closed
behind him again and
the lock twned, Jack
Jolly rushed forward and
whipped the balloon
away from Bonny DBoy.

“Baved 1" he cried.
*“Tho Head’s foul deed
has come to nought!”

* Hooray {

“ Now let’s pet out of
thia stabls!* inned
the kaptin of the Fourth.
“1 fancy we ¢an soon
attract attention.”

They easily managed
to deo that by banging
on the door and shouting
till a farm-hand came
along and released them.
A silver ecoin pressod
into his willing palm
stopped all awkward in-
uirica ; and then the

ums of the Fourth
returned to Bt. Sam’s,

fairly chortling over the

way they had diddled
the Heod.

The old raskal’s foul
skeem had been frus-
tratad. Thers was no
doubt about that., And
nothing now, it seemned,
stood in the way of
Eonny Boy winning the
8t. Bam’'s Donkey Derby.

{Don’t miss the side
splitting firal instalment
of Dicky Nugent's serial
u nekt week's ** Herald.”)

NEWS IN BRIEF.

Mra. Mimble had the
miafortune to drop one
of her home-made cakes
when taking them out of
of the oven. Fortunately,
the damage was not

extensive—ithres crushed
tocal

YOUR EDITOR CALLING

Recent visitors to the editorial sanetum have
asked me a quostion that seoma to
deal of interest: for emove men.
How  will
and his fellow adventurers §

Thisa
nnagination.
mvu:%':&al pi:tumrﬁf their ar:iivut bock at Greyfria,

. ¢ gated will open and they will all came -
mg in, mounted on £ F £alop
h::ﬂad-r:mmenl stetsong and blood-red shivty,
will be Jast, clinging to
with a bhig

. hold o rood
: ] e question is:
Texaa bave affected Herry Whaiion
fjuestion gives scope to the jowinalist with
I have econjured up out of it a

mustangs and wearing

Bunier
the neck of his steed a}uf:i

cowhoy hat elamped firmly round his
T80,

_Lieming in their foam-flecked mounts out.
side the School House, the chaps will draw
out six-shooters end fire round after round
in the air, shouting * Yip-oo I ** as they do it,

They will then fling Lgamﬂalvm out of theiy
saddles and come waddling up the steps,

" Howdy, pard!"™ Wharton will drawl,
Erippmg ma with a sinewy hand, hardened
Eﬂt:.t of IuI]_] rE“‘f’F”Ei*‘i““.t?Y catl;l&hmmli:}g aned

n-pulling, * Say it's mighty good €
haelk in the old Bhgek againgr n' B @ bo

U lleay 1" Bunter will add, in o drawling,
il glighily squeaky voice. “ Me for outs riglit
1HOW, Re::t_t-l for the sky, you covolee, an’
part up with somepun good for the innavds
unless you want daylight drilled into you,
Yip.ea | **

Au arrival like this would add consideralily
to the gaioty of Greyfriars. I can imagine
plenty of fun to follow it, too. Tho Boundes
in the Form-room defending himself againss
Mr. Quelelr with an sutomatie, for insLance,
would he a very diverting sight. And I can
just sco Bunter getting his own bock on hia
enemics by lassoing them from out of lijy
study window,

But I'm afraid we're not likely to be treated
to such pleasant interludes. When the chaps
do come baelk, ¥ don't doubt that we shell find
them very muuchi the same &8 when they left us,

Cheerio, cluams !
DICK RAXE.
Acting Editor.

CULINARY CURIOSITY!

A pail of water, left Lehind by a window.
cleaner, was accidentally sorved up for dinner
laat Tuesday.

The unanimous opinion was, that it waa
the best Brown Windsor soup we have had
for a long time |

GREYFRIARS FROM FRESH ANGLES

14. Through the Eyes of

What T say i this
here: Greyinars is all
very well by itselfl

The enly drowhback
about it is tha boya.

When it's hohday-
time and I have it more
or less to mysell,
there’s no place 1 likes
better. I can it in

eace and watch the
ew stray pnassers-by
through the gates ; and
from the back window
I can bave a squint now
and again ot tho school
buildings just to e
they ain't on fire or the
like, I would like 1o
say a8 theoro are few
sights pretticr oy move
peaceiul than the view
of thess same achool
buildings on & sum-
mer's evening in the
middle of the vac.

YWhat I sav's is this
here: if Greylriers

waa nlways like that, it
would suit mme down
to the ground.
fortunately
Onee the young rips
get back, it’s good-bye | gates just a minute op
to peace and quietness
for yours truly |

it all their own way
with William Gosling,
Oh, dear, no! What I
aaya is this here : when
a man has put in the
vears of serviee that I
have at Greyiriars, his
word
weight.,
to
finger and gay : * You'
botter
you're a-doing of, Mag-
ter So-and-So, or I°1l
report
they soon stop teking
hibevtica,

here ; the boys of to-

the Porter

day necd pulling in
their place. I Jearn
them punctuality— by
nﬁmg the rising-bell
a locking up the

Un-

it ain't.

two afore iime. X
learn them their man-
ners—by reporting
them when they're not
polite. I learn them
to bo generous—Dby
saying what I think of
stingy tipa.

But when all's =aid
and done, I can’t do
very much., DBecauso
why !  Because they
don't get whacked so
hard and often as they
did years ago.

No ! Greylriars ain't
the I:r.i:; Et; was in l]l;u
good o 8, not
a long ehaﬂt. ‘

But it’a still as good
a8 ever in the loliduys !

But they don't have

Carrics some
. I only have
pondt 4 warnin

mind what

and

you ! '

Whot I saya is this




