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9000 Other Crond Prizes €
| 51ill o be Won FREE |

ORE Prize News for you, pals ! We're all set for the second month’s lap in our Stupendous Siamp-Collecting Race. There
are 5till Ten More * Hercules " Bikes, and 4,000 other super Prizes to be won. They're FREE, too !

Every week In MAGNET we are continuing to print Free Armaments Stamps —-BATTLESHIPS, SEARCHLIGHTS,
GUNS, and so on. There are now six different kinds to be collected. Just cut them out and stick 1o as many others as you can

et hold of. And remember, pals, all the stamps you collected last month (except Bombérs and Submarines. which we
cailed in) can be used for thix month"s contest as well,

There are twenty stamps In all on this page, while if you also read other popular hoy's papers llke ¥ Modern Boy " and ** Gem n
you will ind more of these stamps in them to help give you a big total,

At the end of June we shall again ask you how many of oné or more kinds of stamps yvou've collected. Which stamps wa
shall ask for will be a close secret until then, :

S50 go alkl out to get as many of these stamps a3 you can. Get your pals to do it, ton—swap stamps with them il you! like and make
the ** race "* more exciting for everybody.

At the end of June, andother Five Bikes and up to 2,000 of the other prizes will be given away! The biggest collections of
stamps called for will win—and readers will be asked to say which prizes they want, too !

No stamps to be sent In yet —we will fefl you

SAvE THESE STAM.PS PAL$ i how and where, when the time comes {

OVERSEAS READERS, TOO! You, pals,
gt R U who are far away—you're in this greast schsme,
alzo, and special awards will be given for the best
collections from oversers readers. Thera will be
a special cloging Jdate for you as.well, of course !

RULTES—Five First Prizea of £4 T2 Gd. " Hep-
cules "' CUyelea and op fo 2,000 other prizes will he
awarded in order of merit ewch month during the
conteat to the readers deelaring and 2ending the larrest
colleetlons of the stamps called for.  Cash value of
any of the first prizes may be divided In case of a tie
or tiea fnr such prizes.  Ties for any other prizes will
b deeided by the Editor,

All ¢laims for prizes to be gent on the proper coupon
{given a4t the end of cach wmonth) @ ne allowanee
made for any coupon or stamps mutilated or lost
ot delayed in the post or ollierwise,. Xo correspon-
denes § No une connechbeal with this paper mway
enter, and the Editor's decision will be final ond
legally hinding throughont.

N.B—You ean alio mTIH:t or swap Armaments
Stamps with pals who rend ! hr-nr " ATedern Bow,”
“ Petectlve Weekly, "™ Y Triumpds,™ " Thrillep,™ " 'Er,-rjrl-lj,
Budget,™ * Champion,’” and ** Boy's Cinema.*
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ONE THOUSAND DOLLARS REWARD {for the capture, dead or alive, of the mysterious marauder
who, disguised in a flour-bag, shot a bank messenger from Prairie Bend and got away with twenty

thousand dollars !

Wharton- & Co, know otherwise.

All Packsaddle helieve that the Rio Kid is the hold-up man.
Thanks to Billy Bunier, they are wise fo—
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But Harry

“* Now, ain’t it pleasant for old friends to meet this-a-way ? *’ said the Rio Kid, smiling over his
six-gun. ** Don’tyou worry, sheriffi—I ain’t going to splll your juice, not if you’re a good bahy ! *’

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Bunter Knows How !

13 URNING daylight ! roared Bob
B Cherry. i
Billy Bunter woke up quite

suddenly,

Bunter was not easy to wake. When
it camo to slecping, Rip Van Winkle
himself had nothing on Billy Bunter.

But Bob Cherry of the Greyfriars
Iiemove bad & powerful wvoice.  His
friends had compared it to the duleet
tones of the Bull of Bashan, who was
famed for his voaring. When Bob bent
aver Bunter's fat head and bawled into
y fat ear, even Bunter had to wake up.

Twe little round cves opened and
If}lin}md pecvishly at Bob's ruddy, cheery
ate,

“Deast I was Bunter's first remarl.

“Roll cut, old fat man ! said Bob.

“"Tain't rising-bell I hooted Dunter.

Rob chuckled.

Emerging from the mists and shadow=
of sleep, the fat Owl of the Remove did
not remember for the moment that he
was some thousands of miles from Grey-
friars School. 5

“ Past rising-bell, old porpoise ! sald

ob.

“Well, I never heard it!™ vapped
Bunter.

“You hardly would, old bean!™
chortled Bob. *“ You've got a good size
in cars, but you won't hear the Grey-
friars rising-bell across the Atlaniic
QOcean and the Gulf of Mexico 1™

Billy Bunter groped for his spectacles,
jmamed them on a fat little nose, and
gave Bob Cherry s devastating blink.

“What's the time " hie demanded.

“ Nine o'clock '

“Think I'm getting up at nine o'clock
on holiday ?” roared Bunter. “ Wharrer
out miean, you beast? Gerrout, and
eave a fellow alone I7

“But we want you, old fat man
urzed Bob., *Any other day you can
sleep the clock reund if you like. But
we want vou to-day. Iancy anybody
wanting you, old bloated bean? Docsn't
that buck you®”

Billy Buntor did not loolk bucked; he
looked exasperated.

Hitherto, while the Greyfriars follows

r]l!

Soui vl [ 0 L || - O

1t’s thrills, thrills, and

STILL MORE THRILLS for

HARRY WHARTON & Co.,
*way out in Texas !

- - | — -

had stayed at Kieking Cayuse Ranel,
nobody had bothered whether Bunter
turned out before or after moon, or
whether he turned out at all.

In fact, tho later he stayed in bed, the
less the other fellows saw of him, which
really was so much to the good.

Bunter did not think much of Texas
or of IKicking Cayuse Ranch: but therc
was, at least, ono solid comifort—he could
stay in hed a3 late as he liked at the
rancho in the Irio valley.

Now—for the first time in history, so
to speak—he was wanted. Owing to &

sirange conjunciton of circumstances,
Billy Bunter was the “goods” on that
pariicnlar moroing.

But if Harry Wharton & Co. fancicd
that Bunter waa going to turn out early
just because they happencd to want him
for once, the famou® Ce. hod snother
guess coming. Bunter wasn't]

“We're all ready to ride over to Pack-
zaddle to see the sherifi,” Bob explained.
“NWo geod going without you, Bunty.
You'vre wanted, old fat man! Up you
get 1™

*Beast 17

‘&Emithfs getting his hair off already,
anl—-—="

“ Blow Smithy ¥

“Blow him as much as vou like”
agreed Bob, “but turn out!”

“1'm not going to turn out for another
hour yet 1¥ grunted Bunter. * And after
that I shall want brekker | Better leave
it till this afternoon, I think.”

“*Think arain 1" suggested Bob.

“Now shut up while I go to sleep ™

“Like me to belp you outt™ ashed
Baob.

“1f von touch those bedelothes, yon
rotter, 1'll— ¥Yoo-hooop! Leave those
blankets nlona | Beast 1™ roarcd Bunter,
as his bedelothes went.

Billy Bunter sat up in his pyjamas—
or, to be more exact, a suit of Frank
Nugent's pyjamas. e sat and glared,
but he did not voll out. IE anything
could have made Billy Dunter move
determined to stay in bed, it was the
fact that be was wanfed to turn out!
Bunter being, for onee, a fellow who
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was wrgenily wanted, Bunier was the
Jellow to take full advantage of hat
‘clitmrance, and to throw his weight
ut td an unlimited extent.

he gaf and glaved.

simege those bedelothes ! he hissed,
“*®Now, leck here, old porpeise—"
urged Bob,

‘Thero was a footstep on the landin
outside—or, rather, a stamp. It soundec
like tho tread of a fellow who was very
impatient, Herbert Vernon-Smith leoked
1 at the doorway.

“Jen't that fat fool wp yet®” he
mapped.  “ Bunter, yvou leazy fab ass
we're ready to ride over to Packsaddice,
and—"

“Ride, and be Dblowed!”

Bunter. .

“You've got to come with us, vou
podgy piffler I exclaimed the Bounder
of Greyfriars anﬁrily. “What's the good
of us going without you when 1w's you
that's got informatiou for the sheriff 1

“I'll go thiz afternoon——-"

“You'll go tlna morning ** heoted tha
Bounder. “Roll off that bed, you fat
slacker, or I'll come and roll you off 1

“That's the way vyou treat a guest
here, 13 117 snecred Bunler. “Not the
way I ialk to a guest at Bunter Court,
Smithy 1 .

“Are you getting out ¥

* No, you beast 1? "

Vernon-Amith strode into the room,
grabbed tho fat Owl of the Remove by
a fat neck, and rolled him bodily off
the bed, )

Iﬁunlﬂ landed with & bump ond a

s
? Bob Cherry grinned.

It was unuswal, no doubt, for a host
{0 handle a guest in that uwicercmonious
manner, an-:? Billy Buuter, as well as
the Famous Five, was a guest at Kick-
ing Cayuse. Moreover, he was—in his
own_ esteem, &t least—the most d}.ﬁ’sn}-
guished and important of Smithy's
guosta at the Texas ranch.

But the Bounder of Greyfriars, never
very patient, had no paticnee at all to
waste on that parvticular gucest. Billy
Bunter had hooked on to the garly for
Texss, and never till now had Bmiihy
wanted him. Now that ho did waont
him, Bunter was ngf going to be allowed
to say nay.

“Now, get dressed ! spnapped
Bounder.

*Bhan't [ shricked Bunfer.

“Go if, old fat Dbean ! urged Bob
Chervy, “You'ra tha goods to-tdar,
Bunter, old frog! You spotied that
hold-up man in the flour-bag, with the
flour-bag off his chivvy., You can to]l
the sheriff about it. YWou're a feariully
important ¢hap for once, old Forpﬂisﬂl
No other man of any uze at allt Think
of that 1"

“Beast |”

“Now,” said Vernon-Smith, “I'll give
vou five minutes, Bunter ! If you're not
down in five minutes, I'll come up again
and roll you down the stairs just as you
are! Alind, I mean that1” :

“I'll jolly

“ Rotter I gasped DBunter.
well lock vou out '™

*Will you? said Vernon-Smith., Ho
jerked the key out of the lock., “We'll
gce sbout that 1?

“Yah! Cad!” roarcd Bunter, as the
Bounder stamped out, with the key in
his hand,

Bob Cherry followed him. PBut in the
doorway he turned to urge the fat Owl
oed more. .

“ Buck up, Banter !

“Beast 1 Gerrout |

“Well, Smithy means it,” zald Bob.
¥ Better come down, or you'll be rolled

down like a barrel |
Toee Micxer LisraRY.—No. 1,581,
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And Bolb followed the angry Bounler
down the stairs. : :

Billy Bunter was left snoriing with
rage.

He did not turn back into bed. I#
was no use turning back into hed, io
be yonked out five minutes Jater by that
unspeakablo  beast, Herbert Verncn-
Smith. Neither conld lha loclt SEmitny
aut with tire key gone. Billy Bunter was
mare determinod than ever not te tarn
out, but he was quite at a loss for &
few minutes, .

Then ho grinned a fat grin.

Io cowld not lock his own door, bub
theroe were other doors he could lock.
He put hia head out of the doorway and
blinked towards the stairs. From below,
10 the hall-way of the ranch-house, came
a buzz of voices,

Bunter rolled out, and rolled rapidly
into the next room, which happened to
be Johnny Bull's. Bunter did not mind
whose roomn it was, so0 long as he could
lock himself in it

He slammed the deor, iurned (he ke,
and chuckled,

“Tte, he, he!” :

Then ha parked himsclf in Johnny
Bull's bod.

With a grunt of fubt contentment, Lo
drew  blankets over him, and setiled
down to rvepose.  And in less than a
minute, a rumbling snore announesd
that once more slumber’s chain had
bound him'!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Wrathy !
ARRY WHARTON & Co. smiled.
The Bounder scowled.
The six Removites of Grey-
friars were waiting in the hail-
way—for Bunter!

Vornon-8mith had s cye on ilo
cloek in the livieg-room, throungh 1he
open doorway. Fle was giving Bunler
five minuteg, as lie had saud.  1f Bunter
didd not arrive at tho expiration of tiha
fifth minute, tha Bounder’'s expression
indicated that something drastic aid
unpleasant was going to happen o
Bunter.

As the son of Mr. Samucl Vornon-
Smith, the owner of the ranch, Smithy
was host, and had to do the honours of
Kicking Cayuse, The way he did ihe
honours, so far as Billy Bunicr was
concerncd, made the Famous Five
smitle,

They wore as keen to get off to Pack-
saddle as the Bounder was, but the
were rather mors patient and good-
temipered. There was not a lot of time
to lose, az the cow town was fifteen
miles away. They wanied to see BhevfE
Lick, of Packsaddle, at tlic earliost
possihle moment.

On any other opeasion they would
have been glad enovgh to leave Bunier
in bed, while they enjoyed a pgallop
across the Texas prairies, A ride with
Bunter had to go to slow tima! A gallop
with Bunter, would have meant froquent
halts, to pick him up and stick him on
hia horse again. T did not expect
to enjoy a ride with Bunier! ut
Bunter, whoso unimportance was gener-
ally unlimited, woas now, as it hoppened,
incfiﬁpr:nsahlu.

Bunter—and only Bunter— had seen
tho face of the mysterions frail-fhick,
who disguised himself in a flour-bag,
and who had held up the hack from
Prairie Bend, shot the bank messenger,
and got away with twenty thousand
dollars I

Hidden in a thicket, the fat Owl had
seen, with his own eyes, and his own
spectacles, that mysterious marauder

remave the four-bag Irom his head, and
disclose his unknown features!

Hia deseription of the man was vague.
Bonter was not good at deseription !
Buot there was no doubt ihat he weuld
know the man again, if he saw him!
And he eould, at least, state definitely
fo the sherilt that the man was not, as
all Packsaddle believed, tho outlaw who
waz konown by lhe uame of the Kio
Eid! 5

That was an unimportant point, for
ilio sheriff and hia deputica were huni-
ing the Rio Kid: while the actunl

tratl-thicf skulked unsuspected  in
securtty—with twenty thoussnd doliars
in his pockets,

As those stelen dollars weve ihn

propervty of Sinithy's father, Ar. Samuel
Vernon-Smith, 1t wes no wonder that
the Bounder was keen, and impetient,
aid eager 1o loso no tune.

Clertainly o was not likely fo waib
paticntly while Billy Dunter spent an-
other hour in bed, and & further houre
over breakfast—and then left the rida
11}l the afterncon, 1 ordor not to misa
dinner |

“Tha fat frumpl? mutiered the
Bounder. *“Tho lazy fat bLlighter | IE
he doesn’t come down, he will do thac
stalrease in one 17
. *“Givo huua a call1”? sugpested ITlarry
VWharton. |

“I'm going up,
exactly another minute 1™
Bounder, _

Johnny Dull stepped fo the fool of iho
slaars,

“ Bunfer 17 he shouted.

There was no answer from ahave.

“Buck up, Bunter,” called out Frank
Nugent, " we'te waiting I 2

"?-:Ij’ esteemed and idiolic Dunter
called out LIurrce Jamsct Rant En]ﬁh.
“ (et a move onl ‘I'ho absurd Smwithy
iz getting tevrifically infuriated.”

Nao reply {vom Duuter,

#“Tha fat votter!” breathéd ihe
Bounder, “Isn't it like him, to put on
roll, just becaunse ho's wanied for onge?
That fool, Lick will bo rulmg:; QL f
lnting for the wrong man! ‘There's
half a dozen partics out huniing hLim,
while Bunter can tell the ailly fools that
he's not the man. And all the' time
ihat holdup man is laughing wp lng
sleove with my father’s roll of notes n
his pocket.”

“ Como. on, Bunter I shouted Iarry
Wharton. _

But Buuter did not come on, and he
did not rveply. Bunter passed the call-
ing voiccs IIJ:,-, liko the idle wind when
he regarded not. o

The Bounder seb his lips.

i Every. hour’s precious ! he said. *If
we duﬂ’t.Fget. t.hatprﬂii of daollars back, 1
hall have to cable to my father for an-
other lot. I've fixed it now to buy Jaod
Blake’s ranch, and I couldn’t back out,
even if T wanted to. It's a bargam ot
twenty thousand dollars—but Jf 1l
pater has to pay twice over, he will wizh
that I'd never heard of it. The Cirels
)'s not worth twice twenty thousamd
dollars, or anything like it} We've gos
io gob hold of thab thief, and get toe
Jdotlars back.” )

Harry Wharton & Co. could quile
wnderstand and sympatlise willy, the
Bounder's feelings on the subject. -

The Cirvelo O was for sale, and it
adjoined the Kicking Cayuse: and as
Jad Blake, the owner, was a reckless
gawbler in pressing need of money, ke
wasa letling hiz raneh go ab a bargam
price. .

Smithy had been quite bucked, at
seeuring that handsome bargain for his
father: and AMr. Vernon-Bmith whe hind
full relianece on his son’s judgment, ued
cabled out the cash without question.

to feteh i, In
snorted {he



Bot he was likely to take quite a
different view, if he learned thab that
caah, inztead of being paid over in the
lawyer's office at Packsaddle for the
Cirele O ranch, had disappeared into
tho pockets of & masked trail-thief.

He could not be expected to foel
pleased, if he had to ceble out a similar
snm over again! Ap twenty thousand
dollars, the Circle O was & bargain. At
forty thonsand dollars it most decidedly
was not.,

Smithy was fiercely anxious to pget
back the plunder, if he could, instead
of reporting that hoavy loss to the
millionaire at home. ,

His eyes were on the clock! Heé was
not giving the fat Ow! an additional
eecond.

“Time's up!” he snapped: and he
tramped sa.vaﬁe]y up tha stairs.

Bob grinned.

“ Better go up, too0,” he remarked.
“ Bunter’s an a:ts.s;iarat-ing ass—but we
can't let Smithy slaughter him."

And the Famous Five followed
vernon-Smith up the stairs.

They arrived on the landing as the
Bounder was stamping into Bunier's

oo,

“Now, you fat rotter— Oh, gad!
Where 13 that fat slug?” e::c]a,imeg ihe
Bounder, in tomes of intense exas

rafion.

“Isn't ho thera?* asked Bol Cherry,
glancing in. :

“{lan’t you sea he isn't? snappec
Nernon-Smith, * What the thump—he
hasn't come down— where—"

“Listen to the band!” grinoned Bob.

Snore |

That unmelodious sound floated out
over the landing. It came from the
room adioining Bunter's.

The fat Owl evidently waz asleep
agzain—but not in his own room ! He had
taken advantage of the respite to change
hiz quarters,

The Famous Five grinned—they could
not help it! But the Bounder did mot
grin! He scowled savagely, as he
tramped to the door of Johnny Bull's
room, and turned the handle.

The door did not open |

Vernon-3mith rattled the handle
furiously.

¥ Bunter 1™ he roared.

Snore !

“You fat scoundrel, come oub!”

velled the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Smithy. I with veu'd
keep quiet.!” came a peevizh voice from
within, “1 haven't gob your room. You
made an ill-bred fuss the time I took
wour room. I'm all right here! But do
keep quiet!” :

“We're waiting for youn, Dunteri™
exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Wait, and be blowed!"

" My esteemed idiotic Bunter——

¢ Shut up, Inky!”

“Will you ecome out?” roaved the
Bounder. :

“No, I won't!"

"You've pot to come over to Pacl-
saddle with us!” yveled Srithy.

“I'Il come this afternoon.”

"You'll come this morning I

“Shan't 1™

The Bounder stood breathing rage. He
kicked the door—uselessly. Strong pine-
wood ecasily resisted the hefticst kiclk.
He glared round at the Famous Five,
who tried to ﬂuﬂp_re:m their smiles. They
conld not help being entertained by the
antics of the fat Owl of the Remove:
Lut it was ¢lear that Herbert Vernon-
Smith was not itn the least entertatned.

“¥ou fat rotter 1* roared the Bounder,
“Ii you don’t come out, I'll have the
door broken in™

Snore ! :

“ Do you hear, you footling fathead®"

s

~up fo take the trail; an
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Biilr Bunter was snoring—whether he
was asleep again or not. The Bounder
choked with rage.

Y [=—I—TI'll smash him!"” he gasped.
“The fat, blithering bloater1” Ha
trampecd down the stasirs agam, the
Famous Five grinning as they followed,
and, in the hall-way, he shouted for the

choreman, “ Chick (" .
Chick, the plump choreman of Kick-
i is face out of the

ing Cayuse, put ;
kitchen doorway. He glanced inquir-
ingly at the enraged Bounder.

“ Shoot 1" said Chick. -

“That fat fool, Bunter, has locke
himself in Bull's room ! Get an axe and

breakk in the door!” enapped the
Bounder,

“Bmithy, old man—" murmurecd
Bob Cherry.

S My dear chap—" said Iarry
Wharton,

“ My esteemed Smithy—-="?

*Can it, you!"” snapped the Bounder.
“Do you hear me, Chick? Get that fat
fool out, and when you've got him,
gling him down the staira.” .

“I should smile!” said Chick, grin-
ning from ear to ear. And he went back
info his kitchen to zort out imiplements.

Herbery Vernon-Smith stamped out of
the rancho, And the Famous Five, with
rather cxpressive expressions on their
faces, [ollowed him out.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
A Surprise for the Sheriff !

HNERIFF LICK of Packsaddle,
glanced out of the open doorway
of his officc into the sunny plaza
of the cow town.

The bronzed, bearded face of tho
Texan sherif was grim that morning.

In the plaza—the square still called by
its old Spanish name—horsemen were
gothering; and every man among them
packecd a rifle as well a3 a Colt. They
wers the sherifi'a *“deputics "—called
most of them
Lkeen enough for that trail. The cow
town of Packsaddle was secthing with
excitement from end to end—and on
every tonzus was a namo that was
known throughout Texas—the name of
the Rio Kid. ]

‘Ihat morning the sheriff’s posse were
going to * cﬂm%r " Bquaw Mountain for
the elusive Kid; and if they found hin
there, it was likely that the wild ecareer
of the boy outlaw of the Rio Grande
would come to & sudden termunation by
means of a rope and & branch,

But whether even a dozen determined
hunters would find the Kid was dubious,
and the sheriff of Packsaddle would
have given much to get a “line " on his
hide-out, Anyhow,. he was going o
hunt the Kid, and hunt him hard.

I'rom the prairie trail, 8 horscman
rode into the cow town, and the sheriff's
wlance turned on him for a moment,
Punchers werea coming in from the
neighbouring vanches to join the posse,
Dut this was net & puncher—the new-
comer wore & tattered serape folded
vound him, and an immense sombrero
that hid his face down to the chin, the
brim being turned down. He looked
lilke a Mexican from hiz garb, and there
were no  “preasers ' in  the sherifi'd
posse, so Mr, Lick gave him only that
one ecareless glance, and then dis-
regarded him. ;

But the horseman rode direct to tho
sheriff's office, He drew rein there, and
eat his horse—an Indian mustang with
a whiie nose—leoking at the bunch
gathering in the plaza. Then he looked

5

at the sheriff in the doorway of his
office. '

“ Sevor Lick ?” he azked. &
Mr. Lick glanced round egain. Under
the big sombrero, he saw the horse-
man's chin—with a black beard on it.

“Yep ! he grunted.

“I have news for you, senor,”

Sheriff Lick gave keen uttention af
once. If “news " meant nows of the
man he was hunting, Mr, Lick was ex-
tremely keen to hear it. On that par-
ticular morping, Mr. Lick had no usoe
for any other news.

“¥ou go in scarch of the Rip Kid,
senpr ¥

“Bure ! exclaimed the sheriff, “ By
the great horned toad, if you got a line
ot him, greaser, spill it pronto. Mebbo
vou know there's & thousand dollars
;ﬂ?'?rﬂ. on that firebug! You step right
i

The Mexican—if ho were a Mexican—
dismounted, hitched his horse to the
post, and followed the eherifi into his
office, 3

Sheriff Lick eved him eagerly. Ho
hail no particular use for greasers, but
if this greaser coukl put him on tho
trail of tho Rio Kid, My, Lick was pre-
pared fo welcome lum like @ man and
& brother,

* You've seen that frebug 7" he asked.

“I have seen him.”

“On Squaw Mountain 7"

“In his hide-out on Bguaw Mountain,
scnor [™

Bhorifl Lick breathed hard and deep.
"By the great horned toad,” he mig,
“wyou allow vou can put your finger om
e Rio Iid's hide-ont 1"

“I know 1t as well as the Kid does,
senor 1™

“Shoot ! said Mr. Lick eagerly.

The man in the sombrers end the
black beard glanced out of the door-
way. Then, to the sherifi’s surprise, he
canglit the door and fung it to.

But the next momeont the sheriff of
Packsaddle was still more eurprised.
From under the voluminous scrape thak
was belted round the newcomer & hand
lifted, with a six-gun in it

That six-gun looked the eheriffi of
Packsaddle fairly in his astonished face.
And from under the slonched sombrero
came @ voieo in guite @ diffcrent tone—
clear and terse.

“Hands up, sheriff 1"

Like @ man in a dream, Sheriff Lick
lifted his hands over his head, starin
blankly at the etranger. The levelle
Colt was not six feet from him, and
thera was a finger crooked on tho
trigger. Outside tha office his men wera
wrading in the ‘plaza, some of them
gmrdl;r a dozen vards distant.  But the
door was shut, and no eye could fall on
what was passing 1n the sheriff's office.

With the gun steady as a rogk in his
right, the "3Alexican ™ pushed up the
alonched brim of the sombrero with his
ieft.

f The sherifi’s starting eyes fixed on his
aee.

The Dblack beard on the chin was
matched by a black moustache on the
upper lip. and heavy black cvebrows,
But now that he could see the face clear
of the shadow of the hat, tha features
seemed familiar to Mr. Lick. Anyono
sazsing that “gur ¥ on the street would
hm‘e taken him for & Mexican: but et
a close inzpeclion, with hiz hat pushed
bacls, it could ba seen that the features
were not in the least Spanish in cast,
and the eves were a deep, clear blue,

There was @ cheery grin on the face,

“INeenp ‘e up, sheriff I said the
voige—a pleasant, drawling voice quite
antike that in which the newcomer had
first spoken. "I guess I've horned in
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to chew the rag with vou a picce; hut I
sure don't want to spill your vinegar
mrea the Hoor of this here office if you're

‘m lII

Sheriff Lick masped.

“Not the Kidi” he breathed,

But he knew tliat it was the Kid—he
know those clear Llue eyez and hand-
soma features now, in spite of the black
eyebrows and mousetache and beard, It
was the Bio Kid—the man he was going
to hunt—here, in hia offica in L’ack-
raddle, with his men within call! Well
he koow the Kid's wild and reckless
reputation—but this {ook lis breath
away. He stared at the Kid—he
goggled at him—and the Kid grined
back at him over the pun.

“You =aid it 1 he agreed.

e laughed. ]
“Keep on reaching for the roof,
gheriff 1 And don't et out a yvaup—

unless you're honing to equeak your last
equeak | I sure have no huuch for meet-
ing your galoots vouder, this minute ™

The sheviff put his hands up.  Iis
cyes were on the door. Any minute his
chief deputy, Mike Ililligan, might
come in, to tell him that his men were
ready to ride—or any of the posse might
cater, Sheriff Lick lovged and yearned
to sea tha door open.

The Kid, smiling, backed a little, so
that he could keep an eve on the door,
as well az one on vho sheoriff.

“You doggoned firebug 1" zaid My,
Lick hoarsely, **What are you doing
here 77

“ Jest at the moment, I'm holding up a
bhig stiff, name of Lick!” said the Kid
cheerily, “But I am't como a-shooting,
sheriff1 I jest want to chew the rag
with you apiecs. I reckon you'ro aim-
ing to trail down this baby, but I don't
fguroe that you're going to have a heap
of Iuck. I've jest horned 1n to put you
wise, and warn vou off.”

The sheriff eved him almost wolfishly,

“They put a heap down to me,” went
on tha Jid. *“But I'm telling yom,
sheriff, that since I rode into Frio
valley, there ain’é any guy in this
section that's been the worse for it, I
jest landed hereabouis for a rest from
ihe Texas Rangers. Now they've pone
off on a false trail, and I got an casy
time—if vou let mwo alone, Lick! 3o,
Fm “dli?”“l“s 23 a baby, if I ain't

“Why, you dogroned fircbur and
hoodlum ! =ald the sheriff, % Omly
vesterday you held up the hack from
Proivie Bend, and shot the bank
messenger, and got away with twenty
thuuﬁand dollars.  What jou giving

ol

“The qnmia, ehoriff 1" said the Kid
quietly., * That galoot who held up the
lack and shot Bud Carter had his face
covered by a flour-bag, and I guess I
ain't wise to um any more than you ave,
But it was not thizs infant, shenff.”

The sheriff gave a contemiptuous snort.

“¥ puess it’s too late to spin that talo,
Kid " ha smapped. “Why, yon gavo
your name to Andy Jones, who drove
the hack when you halted him on the
trail, Old Wash was in the hack, and
he heard vou. I guess you can't go hack
on that”

“¥ou sure are a honehead, Alr. Lick,™
said the Kid, “I'll say I've never
covesed iy frontispicce with a flour-bag
in my ‘tfe—I sure ain't afraid to be
scen. That ﬁuy that stopped the hack
was some doggoned cscallawag who
figured «a kseping clear by sending yon
and your deputies hunting the wrong
man—jast what you're deing, sheriff 1"
| Aw, can it1” snapped the sheriff,

Yoo =" believing that?” asked
the Kid.

Toe Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,581,
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¥ Not so's you'd notice it!” answered
tha sheriff sarcastically.

M ain't the man, sheriff 17 said the
Kid earncstly. “Thero sure is a guy
cavm-tmfg around, holding up zaloots on
the trails and calling himself the Ria
Kid, jest to keep you fooled. I reckon
if you saw his face without the flour-
bag over it you'd mebbe sce a guy you
know in this here cow fown.”

“Pack it up 1" said the sheriff.

“I gome here Lo put you wise, sheriff.™”
said the Kid. * ass I could ride out
of this valley of tﬁ: Frig, aml you and
all your bunch couldn’t stop me—but I
ain't poing, and leaving that guy
gunnivg arcund in my wname! That
vanie's been played afore, sheriff, and

sura put paid to it—and I aim to do
the =ameo here at Packsaddle. T'm
gomg to pet that guy, sherili.*”

“You ain’t going to string me alon
with a tale like that ™ zaid the sheriff.
"¥You got me under your gun, Kid;
put I guess you won't gob out of town
casy. I'm telling you vou're going up
an & rope for shooting up that Prairie
Bend guy when you held up Andy’s
hack.™

S P say you're Texas® prize bool,
Lick ' said the Kid, *I'vo horned in
here 1o 1put vou witge and keep yon off
my traid, I ain’t come lo tie Frie
valey a-shooting, but there surc will be
powder burned if you crowd me”

“ Mebbe 1" said the sheriff. “Buat I'm
gamg to erowd you, good and havd, Kid
—and i delling you so, under jour
Ean,

"1 gocsa I've wasted time on a bone-
head like you!” grunted the Kid, *I
sare fixed myself up in Mexienn whiskers
and painted my ecayuse's nose white, jost
to ¢call in and put yom wise! And you
am't taking 1t 1in?"

“Not by a jugful 1 said {he sheriff.

hora was a step outside.

The sheriff, =still with hiz hands up,
cnuﬁht his breath, and his eyes gleamed,
a3 tha lateh lifted.

The Rio Kid's second gun whipved
out from under the Mexican serape, and
it whipped to a level as the door was
thrown open and & man sirode in. The
man  who ontered was Jad DBlake,
rancher of the Circlo Q.

“Bay, sheriff—" he began,

Then, as he broke off, staving in ent-
prise at the sheriff with his hands in 1he
air, a soft voice spoke.

“Hands up, fellor ! Pronto 1

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Kid’s Way !

AD BLAKE stared, blankly.

Fle was taken uiterly by suvprise,

_1lis right hand made an inastine-

tive movement towards the butt of

the Colt in the holster at his belt. But

he cheecked himself at once. He was

covered by the six-gun in the hand of

the man who locked like 2 JMexican.

Blowly, in angry amazement, tho rancher

r:rf tha Cirele O raised hiz hands abeve

hiz head. He stared at the Kid, and

he stared at the sherif. He zeenied
dumbfounded.

“What " he siutiered.

“It's the Kid 1 breathed ihe sheriff.

“The Rio Kid "

“Sure " smiled the Kid. “Nick that
door shut behind you, BMr. Blake—I
ain't honing to see any more visitors.™

Blake hesitated—but lie kicked {he
door shut. The sheriff’s brief hope lLad
vanished. The newcomer had entered
without the slightest suspicion of what
was ;ilmng on in the sheriff’s office; the
Kid had him covered, and Wwas as
powerless as the sheriff. For the moment,

at leaszt, the boy outlaw held all the
eards—Dboth of them at his merey.
“ By the great horned toad 1" breathed

Jad Blake. *“You won't get by with
this, Kid! There's a dozen guys
outside—"

"1 ain't staying long!” grinned the
Kid. “I1 jest horned in to explain to
the sheriff that I ain't the ng he wants
—bhut it sure sin’t no use talking hos:.
sense to that blgBhﬂﬂeheg&. Mebba you'll
ablige me, Mr. Blake, by walking scross
to the sheriff and standing Dhack and
back to that galoot.”

Apain Blake Thesitated, Imt the
levelled Colt and the blue eyes gleamina
over it enforced obedience.

Blake, breathing bard, stepped 1o Mr.
Licl, and backed against the shevifi’s
back. Standing back 1o back, with their
hands in the air, they were both undes
a ?un—and the Kid slipped one of the
Colts under his serape. Then with his
left hand be jerked a looped cord from
under the cloalt.

Two faces were red with roge as he
threw the loop over the four hands that
were in the air

But neither the sheriff nor the rancher
ventured to make a movement to resisk
They were glad encugh that ihe outlaw
took this method of securing them,
instead of burning powder.

The Kid 3&1-!{::5 the loop tight.

Four wrists weore bunched together in
tlia cord, over the heads of the rancher
and tho sheriff.

Then the Kid, grinning, holstered his
pun, and knotted the cord.

He stepped back and surveyed the
two, with cheery amusement, They
werea panting with rage. But they were
quite helpless,

“1 pueza I'll be hitting the lhorizon,”
drawled the Kid. *Mebbe your side-
kickera will be looking in socon, sheviffi—
and I'll say they'll get & big laugh when
tiey find vou fixed up that-a-way !

" Doggone you |” hissed the sherifl.

" Jest onco more, sheriff, I'm telling
vou that I ain’t the man youw want—
vyou sure got to reoot over Pack-
saddle for that Etg in the flour-hag!™
satd the Kid. hew on it, sheritf—
and don’t come gunning after this baby !
I reckon this here cow town may wan:
e ngo sheriff if you do.”

The Kid waited s moment for =
reply ; but only am enraged glare from
tho sheriff answered him. He shrupeed
his shoulders, and, taking the shermR’'s
neck-scarf, twisted it round the two
heads, over the two mouths, and knotied
it, effectually gagging both the thovily
and the rancher,

Over the gagging neck-searf the iwa
prisoneras glared with fury. The Kid
pave a low laugh.

“Yepl” he remarked. T puess them
puys vonder will get a big langh when
they rouse you out, shoriff [

Ho turned to the door, still laughing,
opened it, and stepped out, shulting the
door after him,

Sheriff Lick almost choked, in Iis
atterapt to utter & yell, in spite of the
gapging searf,

a was able only to utter o sulfocaled
mumble,

The Kid was going! Wilth his out-
ward aspeect of & Mexican, ho was free
to ride—under the very nozes of the
theriff'a , and not a hand would be
raised to stop him,

Bheriff Lick gurgled with rage.

There was a clatter of lhoofsa in ile
street outside ]| The Rio Kid was riding
away to the prairiel

The zound of his mustang died away.

Hea was gonao.

In the sheriff’s office the {wo wen
wriggled and wrenched, im sijeny fovy,
But thiere was no chance of getring loove
They eoulil not get their hands down—
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-Taking the sherift’s neck-scarf, the Kid twisted it round the iwo heads, over the mouths, and knotfed it, effectually 5:&11:);

both the sherifl and the rancher, ** I guess them guys at

Hieir wrists were bunched together over
their heads, tied in a bunch. There was
no escape for them, till someone came
wmto the office.

That was not likely to be long; but,
frantically eager as the sheriff was to
get lpose and get after the Kid, he fairly
prmFed at the prospect of being found
in that ridiculous posture.

But thero was no help for it. Five
minutes of wrenching and wrngglin
and suffocated gurgling had aas&cf,
when the door was opened and Mike
Hilligan came in.

“The boys sure are waiting, sheriff,”
gaid the deputy, as he entered. * We—
Thunder! What the great horned
toad—"

He brolio off, starving at the sheriff
and the rancher. For a moment or two
there was blank smazement in his face.
Then he roared.

““Haw, haw! Say, what's the game?
Who fixed you up that-a-way, sheriff "

Sheriff Lick could not speak. But his
laok was eloguent. The rage in Jad
Blake's face wes almost demoniac,

Mike, still chuckling, stepped to them,
and dragged away the gegging neck-
scarf. Two or three faces looked in at
the doorway—and then a dozen others
joined them.

There was & buzz of voices outside tha
sheriff’s office—and a ripple of laughter.

Who had done this, was as wyet
unknown; Dbut it was clear that thero
lkad been a hold-up, in_the sheriff’s
office: snd the wa r. Lick and Jad
Blake had been left fixed up struck the
Packsaddle men as funny.

The sheriff's face burned as he heard
the laughter,

"Git me loose, Mike, you doggoned
stiff 1" he hissed, as soon as he could
spealk, “You big bonehead, git me
loose 1™

“Bure 1" gasped Mike. He whipped
out & knife to cut the cord, still
grinning. * Say, sheriff, who—"

sald the boy outlaw.

“Tha Kid 1" hissed the sherif. “The
Rio Kid's been here, you goob, and
vou've let him ride off under your fool
noss [* ]

* Hearch me | gasped Mike.

“Git my cayuse!l” roared the sheriff.
“1 guess he ain’t & mile off yet. Mebbe
we'll get him before he gets to Sguaw
Mountain.  Hustle, you sniggering
gecks | Did I say hustle?”

Thoe sheriff's men, still grinmng,
hustled. Hardly a minute after Mr.
Lick and the rancher were freed they
were riding out of Packsaddls at the
head of the posse, burning with rage
and the thirst of vengeance, The hunt
for the Rio Ikid was up cnce more.

—— el

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pursuit On The Prairle !

“Y LL tell & man!"” ejaculated Bill
Buck, foreman of Kicking
Carusze,

Bill stood in the gateway at
Kicking Cayuse, staring across the
prairio to the northward. Yuba Dick
and Frio Pete, and Cactus, the horse-
wrangler, and two br three more of the
outfit, stood round hun, also ‘staring,

Harry Wharton & Co., coming out
of the ranch-house, glanced tvwards the
group and came over to see what was
gOing on. .

Faintly, from a far distance, came a
erack, crack, crack of firearms, borne
on the wind.

* Bhooting I
[ 13 .I'Thu T

“I puess some guys are burning
powder, DMister ?El‘pun-ﬁmlth, sir 1"
said Bill, “TI'll say it's some rookus!
I'll tell & man ™

The juniora looked acrozs the sea of
waving grass that extended from the
ranch seemingly to the rim of the blue

eaid Vernon-Smith.

Packsaddle will get & big laugh when they rouse you out, sherif [ ™

aky. Iar away, moving dots might have
been stetson hats on the heads of riders,
but they were too far off to be made out
clearly by the keenest eves,

But the soungd of firing, though
distant, was upmistakable. The sound
waz  moving westward, towards the
mighty mass of Sguaw Alountain, that
barred the western sky, ]

“I guesa that's the sheriff's bunch
Hﬂfj'.Ef e Rio Kid!" remarked Yuba

ick.

“ ¥You said it 1" agreed Bill

SR exclaimed Bob.

Yernon-Smith set his lips.

“Fools 1" he grunted.

He had no doubt that Yuba had
guessed right. Ewver since the holding-
up of the hack and the shogting of the
bank meﬁen%r from Prairie Bend the
hunt for the Rip Kid had been fast and
hot. All Packsaddle believed that the
Kid was the hold-up man, though the
Greyfriars fellows knew otherwise.

The Famous Five, as they watched
across the ses of grass, had rather
anxioua faces,

They could not wish the sheriff luck
in his pursuit. MNot only because they
knew that he was after the wrong man,
but for other reasons.

Whether the Rio Eid had held up the
hack or not, hs was sn outlaw, hunted
by sheriffs and rangers, and 1t was Mr.
Lick’s duty to rope him in, if he counld
But it was the ﬁid, hunted outlaw ma
he was, who had saved Vernon-Smith
from death in the wild waters when ha
was being swept over the fall in the
Bgquaw Hiver, on the rocky side of
SBguaw Mountain., Smithy was hardly
likely to forget that the outlaw’s lasso
had plucked him back from death--—
neither were Smithy's friends,

“They're sure after bhim ! said Bill,
with a nod. * Mebbe he's been shooting
up the town agin, like he did afore.

THe Macxer Lisnany.—XNo, 1,581,
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That XKid sure is & lively guy, and he
does hunt for troable.”

The distant moving dots were passing
wvestward, from the direction of Pack-
saddle, which lay to the east, towards
Squaw Mountaim. If it were, indeed, a
chase of the Rio Eid, it looked as if
he bad been at the cow town. But the
riders were too far off to be seen, and
the sound of fring faded away across
the western prairies, i

Bill went back to his oconpstions; but
the Greyfriars fellows remsained at_the

ateway, watching the disteni prarie.

rom the direction of the ranch-house
came an echoing sound of banging,
which sounded as if Chick, the chore-
mép, was carrying aut Vernon-Smith's
instractions,

But the juniors did not heed it. Th?
could not help thinking ef the hand-
BOmeE, sunburng young
met on Squaw Mountain, whom, outlaw
as he was, they liked and admired: The
Kid had told themr—and they fully
believed hipr—that he had been out-
lawed for no fault of his own, thongh
meny & wild and reckless act since
mede it Hupossible for him to get back,
Now he was hunted for a; man’s
crime. It was even possible that tho
very man who bad worn the Bour-bag
snd held up the hack was riding in the
sheriff's  posse, wn and un-
guspected. .

*Hallo, hallo, halle I ejaculated Bob
Cherry suddenly.

A stetson hat nedded into view,
coming through the grasa towards the
ranch. It was not on & horseman, and
the juniors, surpriced to sce & man on
foot on_ the plains, stared at it as it
anproached,

“Blake 1" oxclaimed the Bounder as
o saw the face under the stetson.

R I N L W R A A S A A VT U ATl i S P T
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“The chap whote ranch you're
buying, Smithy 1" said Nugent.

““That’'s the c¢hap—Poker Blake "

Blake, as he came nearcr, could be
scen io_be panting for breath, and the
expression on his face wes savige, and
positively evil, He panted, and panted
a3 ho came up to the ranch, and arrived
on the spot where the schoolboys stood.

“Lost your borse?” asked tho
Bounder, puzzled.

Mo man in the Packsaddle country

ever went &foot, and Blake had a saddle
under his armn.
"I pguess that doggoned outlaw shot
it under me!” answered Blake, his
voire coming in a hoarse gasp of raga*
“I've hit this ranch to get a cayues i

“Oh1" cjaculated Smithy., *You've
been riding with the sheriff’s posse 1™

“You sapd it

‘" Aftey thie Rio Kid 1"

“Bura! Where's Bill Buek? 1 guess
he will fix me up with a hoss.” The
voung rancher panted, with fatigue, and
dust, end rage. “I'm gotting after
them, and mebbe I'll be in at the death
if they corner him on Bquaw." ]

*“How did vou get sight of the Kid 1"
asked Vernon-Bmith. “Has he been
to Packsaddle again?™

Blake gritted his teeth.

“Ha sure has, doggons him, and he
held up the sherifi 1n his office, under
his gun, and got a gun on me when I
went in to speak to Lick " he gritted,
“But I guess I ain't got no time to
chew the rag! I want a critter.”

He tramped in, ealling to Bill

Bill was in the corral busy with
horses, with the horse-wrangler. Blako
heard his answering voico and went, into
the ¢orrel. Tle was muttering curses
as he went. A tramp of pesrly s mile
aergss rugged, dusty prairie, carcying

(indor Fatse Cobowrs/

Victor Caston came to Rookwoad
arr Hie siceh ard. tr

start hife afres

§ French master to
1o live d.nwn his shady past.

But he Hittle guessed that there was one in the schosl whe

nEw

hima for what

war—a noterions. French crackiman!

This ;nmd‘ story of Jimmy Silver & Co. will hold your interemt
from

rit to last,

a saddle and bridle, wes enough to " pet
tha goat™ of any man in the cow
country, and Blake was plainly in the
bitterest and blackest temper.

Harry Wharion & Co. had little u%?;h
pathy to wasto on him, however. :
sheriff and his men were doing their
daty, but they had 4 very clear idea
why Poker Blake bhad joined in
the hunt—he was thinking leas of the
cause of law and order tham of thé
thousand dollars reward offercd for the
tio Kid, The schoolboys certainly
hoped that Jad Blake would never lay
his hands oo that reward.

*T say, yvou fellows!” came a loud;
indignant squeak.

The Famous Five glanced round
towards tho ranch-house. ;

From an uﬁepﬂr window, of which the
shutters had been flung open, s fst face

and s big peir of spectecles looked out

from Johnny Bull’s room.

.FI;IAJ Bunter waved a fat hand and
vellad.

“Hallo, hsallo, hallo I roared back
Bob Cherry. “Woke up, Bunter 1"

“I say, you fellows, come and stop
that beast, Chick 1* yelled Bii’i;p Buntear.
“He's bursting in the door!”

“Ha, bha, Lhal”

* Bensts " roared Bunter. I tell you
he's hmj'.tgmg gt my doot, and Lie woke

me up’}

"I'fl‘i ha, ha1” yelled the juniora.

"_Wiil you come &nd stop him,
Smithy ™ howled Bunter.

“Hardly! 1 told him to do it.”

“Why, you beast! You awful
rotter 17 Eﬂﬂgad Bunier.

“Pang ! racli!| sounded from the
rancho, louder now that the window was
open.  The choreman was evidently

Vi 3“}: EESE

iven Billy Bunier could not sleep
with that banging at his door. And it
was not likely to be long before the
choreman got in!
. Bunter's very spectacles gleamed with
indignation as he glared at the laugh-
ing juniors.

‘Will you come and stop him1"” he
yelled,

“No fear!"

“HBeasts 1" roarcd Bunter,

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo! EHere's Blake [
purmured Bob,

Jad Blake ceme back from the corral,
leading o bronco, or which his eaddie
end bridle had been placed.

The Owl of the Hemove, from the
distant window, blinked at him, and
blinked again.

The sheort-sighted Owl was too far
away 1o make out Blake's featuras, hut
ho secmed to discern  somothing
familiar, angd he Dblinked at himw
curiously.

But Blake did not linger: he threw
himself into the saddle and rode away
nt a gallop, heading for Sqguaw Moun.
tain, in the hope of overtaking the
zheriff and lus men, and being in * as
the death.”

But if Billy DBunter was interested
in Jad Blake, he forpet his existence
the next moment, as the door behind
him flew open with a crash,

Chick had got through.

“Reast I'* camo Bunter's roar. “Ger-
rout 1"

The juniors, grinning, watched the
window. They sighted Chick there for
a moment—but only for a moment—
for he grasped the fat Ow}, and jerke.d
him_ away. A yell Hoated out of the
window as DBunter -ﬂiﬁﬂ]'ibpl}ﬂ-rﬁﬂp

The Bounder laughed. ;

“We'll get off now,”’ he said. “We
shall have to crawl with that fat fool
along. We'll hit Packsaddle by the
timo old Lick gets back after making
a fool of himself.”



And the juniorz went to the corral
to saddle up their own horses, and
Bunter's, for the ride to the cow fown.

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Hitling Back !

ILLY BUNTER breathed wrath.
Sitting in the saddle of the
quietest, tamest bronco that
could be found on EKicking
Caruse, Bunter rode at an easy amble,
the rest of the perty accommodating
their pace to his.

He breathed wrath ss he rode.

Every now and then he planced at
Herbert Vernon-8mith, with gleaming
eves behind his gleaming spectacles.
He pave the Bounder looks of ineffable
wrath and scorn.

The wrath of Achilles, to Greecy the
direful spring of woes unnumbered,
had nothing on the weath of William
George Bunter just then.

This waz how Smithy treated &
guest !

Hooked out of Johnny Bull’s room,
Bunter had had the choice of dressing,
or of being slung downstairs in his
priamas. He bad dressed.

But that was noft the worst. As
Shakespeare has remarked, thus bad
beging, but worse remains behind.
Bunter lhad been allowed ten minutes
—no more—for brekler.

Bunter was & quick worker at pack-
ing foodstuffs. But in ten mnutes,
even Bunter could not lpaclf: in more
than enough for two fellows. 8o he
was still hungry when WVernon-Bmith
ran him out to mount his horse.

It was useless to raise objections.
The fact that Bunter was hiz guest—
a distinguished guest—did not prevent
Smithy from landing his boot on
Bunter's trousers. It did not prevent
him from landing it hard.

anid

2o here was Bunter, riding,
frowning to such an extent, that he
gcemed to he  understudying  tho
“frightful, fearful, frantie frown " of
tha Lord High Executioner!

“Peast 1 said Bunter,
umpteenth time. :

“Shut up, idiol!” esid Vernon-
Sirth.

“Cad 1” said Bunter. * Swab!”

The PBounder looked disposed to
handle _his quirt. However, he
shrugged his shoulders, and rode on a
littlo ahead. Smithy was not in a
ood temper, and the pace st which
fglae party had to ride, did not improve
his temper.

Bill‘ltﬂl;,a certainly, had s belief that
he could ride any other fellow’s head
off; but the other fellows were awaro
that if they put on speed, the fat Owl
was more likely than not to sail back-
wards over his horse's tail, or to take
a nose-dive over its ears. Bo they set
n moderate pace, which made the ff-
teen miles to Packsaddle seem almost
endlesa, .

Sill, it was no wmse arriving there
without Bunter.  Amazing and un-
usnnl as it was, Bunter was the most
important &nd indispensable member
of the whole party. The fat Owl was
the " pgoods "—positively for one
occasion only, &8s 1f were.

Only Bunter had seen the hidden
face of the mysterious trail-thief.
Only Bunter could tell the sheriff, as
a positive fact, that the man was not
the Rio Kid, Only Bunter could
identify him, if he walked the strect
of Puacksaddle. Ile was safe from all
eves but Bunter's.

it was due to the happy chance thatk
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Tiunter had been hidden in that pateh
of chaparral on the prairio when the
man i the flous-bag had hanted cover
there, to remove his disgnise and hide
tf, after stopping the hack on the
gtage trail. DBunter, and Bunter alone,
spelled danger fo the unscrupulons
rascal whe had borrawed the name of
the Rio Kid, aud set all Tacksaddle
hunting the boy outlaw.

Bunicr was on his way to the cow
town, and his wrath and indignation
made no difference to Smithy. He did
not guess the deep, dark thonghts that
were working in the fat brain of the
Owl of the Hemove.

It wnos zaid of old that & horse could
bo taken to water, but could not be
made to drink. Smithy was hiking
Bunter off to the cow town, without
giving him even time to park his
breakfast. Buunter was not going to
arrive at the cow town. Mec was going
to give the party the slip.

“] sav, vou.fellows. what are vou
erawling lika this for®"” asked Bunter,

when about five miles bad  been
covered.
“To keep vou from falling off your
ce-gee, fathead I'"  answered I
herry.

Bunter's fat lip curled.

“I'm pceastomed to jealonsy,™ he re-
marked. “If vou fellows could ride
like I can, vou'd look rather less like
sacks of coke. I'll race yvou to Pack-
saddle, 1f you like.”

YOh, do!"™ grinned Bob, "I'vo
bronght my lasso this fime, in case
vour horse gets away as he did yester-
day. But Texas is rather hard to hit.
Fall on vour head, if you can—it will
be something soft to fall on.”

“Yah ! retorled Bonter. *Well, if
vou fellows ave geing te crawl, I'm
not! Tor goodness’ sake, don't be so
funky! Put on a spot of speed !

“You fat ass 1’ grunied Johnny Bull

“ Beast "

“Well, wo mipght accelerate a little,
if Bunter's willing te risk ih"  re-
marked Frank Nugent. “We shall be
lato in for dinner at Pop Stork's hotel,
anvhow. Come on!”

“Oh, all right!™

The Famons Five were glad cnough
to put on a little speed. They rode
faster, joining the Bounder, who was
ahoad.

Billy Bunter fcll  behind  them.
There was a sly twinkle in his little
round eyes behind his big, round
spectacles,

Bunter was being very deep.

Havivg got clear of his companions,
he was safe from & grab at his bridle,
or & whizzing lasso, when he eacried
out his vengeful sclieme, There was
nothing fo stop Dunter now from
wheeling his horse, and dashing hack
to the ranch at & gallop. That was
how Bunter was going to hit back.

They eould gallop after lum, 1f they
liked. Bunter was prepared fo show
tham what horsemanship was Iike, and
to lead them a dance.

Bunter fancied ke could show them
what riding was like. It was rather

unfortunate, for the snccess of his
plans, that it was only fancy.

Fie slowed down a3 the juniors
accelornted. and  was  about  ilarty
yvardd behind, when Bob looked amd
roared

“Puek up. Dunter! Is that what
vou ¢all racing?”’

“Come o, Lunter!”

“Ile, he, Lol chortled Bonter.

And, having gaived & start, Bunter
wheeled bLis i‘:i'm_ ghave it 8 vwhack
wiih tho quic, aod @ jab wille the
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spury, and dazhed back towards EKick-
ing Cayuse at o gallop. :

* RBunter ' roared Hoh.

“You fat fool ! welled the Donnder.
“What are vou up toe? By pum, I'll

quirt hun all over Toxasi  After
him 1**
“The howling asz!" gasped Dol

“1le's trying to give us the slip!™
“ After h_izi!” & ¥
The juniors wheeled {licir broncos,

andd dashed in pursut.

Had Billy Bunter been the rider he
fancied Le was, the start he had
gained would have done it.  He was
well ahead, amd ne doubt he would
have kept ahead all the way back to
the ranch.

DBut Bunier waz not the cider Do
fancied Le was.,  He made that dis-
covery less than o minute after he had
starled to gallop.

IHow and why he lost his stiveups
and his reins, Bunter cid not Luow,
any more than he konew why he landed
suddenly on the grassy prairie, amd
gat  there velling, while bhis  horse
careercidl onward.

He dil! not keow how, or wlhy it
happened. it he knew that 1t did
happen; for there he was, bumped and
bewildered, with hardly breath cnough
left in him to vell, though he managed
to vell, and quite loudlw.

“Oht Ow!l Yoohoop! Oh crikey!
Wow [" velled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry dashed on, whirling his
lasso, and dropping the loop over thoe
head of Bunier's horse. The other
fellows reined in rownd Bunter

“Ow! Yow! Wow ' roarved
DBunter. “I say, won fellows—ow!
' vt ! Wow! say—yaroool "’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Got up, you fat chmnp!” snarled
the Bownder.

“Owl I can't! Wow I

Vernon-Smith- leaned, and made o
enk at the fat Owl with his guire. The
roar that answered from Bunter wole
most of the echoes of the Frio Valley.
Banter found that he could get wup.
Mo got up guite sucddenly. He faivly
Bomded.

“Benet 1" he roared. “Ow!l Deastl
Botter ! Wow ] O !

Bol Cherry came riding back, lead-

mg Bunter's hovse on the rope. LThe
Bounder plared at the fat Owl

“Get on [™ he snapped.

“Bhan't I yelled Bunier. “I'll do as

I jolly well like, see? And if vou
think you're going to give me orders,
Herbert Vernon-8mith, I can jolly well

Bl T Yaropop ! Stoppit, yon
beast 1™

The quirt ent again.

“0wl  Stoppit!™ raved  Bunfer.

“Hold that beastly horse for me, and

I'll get on again! I—I'm waiting to
et on! Ow! Keep off, Swmithy, you
east 1" ]

The hovse wae held, and Billy Buuter
climbed en board agnin. Ho gavo tho
Bounder an inimical glave, :

“Are vou coming " snapped Smithy,

“I'l come when 1 please—I mean,
T'in coming. vou beast—keep that quirt
away 1" velled Bonter. “ Yal! Beast!”

Ardd Banter came,

"The ride to acksaddle was resumed
—Bunier  frowning  mova  frightfatly,
fearfully, frantically, than ever. Ko
had gathered zome aches aund  pains
from siiting on Texaz so  suddends.
Buk he was not 1hinki"£p any ]mlge.r_ of
giving the juniors the slip and dashing
off at a gallop !

Lessang never lasted Bunter long—
but thot bawep on the hard  unsympa-
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thelic proirie lasted Lim during ihat
morning's Fide—and a grizely hear
hehind him would hardly have made
Buanter break into o gallop again.

o was still frowning frightfully,
fearfully, and frantically, but he was
+iill with the Greyfriars party when
they reached Tacksaddle and rade into
the plaza of the cow town

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Mr. Liek !

IGIIT had fallen on the valley
N of the Rio Irio; the naphtha
lamps ot the Red Flare shone

out of the dusky plaza of Pack-
gadidle, when Shoriff Lick rode in from
the prairie, duesty and weary, on a dusty
amil weary horse, )

Theeo or four of his followers trailed
in with him, as dusty and weary as the
sherilf. Tho rest of the posse had dis-
persed on their various wavs—ranchers
and punchers riding home, to  ranch-
honse ar bunkbkonsze, after a long, hot,
weary day combing tho rocky wilder-
nees of Haquaw Menntain,

There was no nead for any Packzaddle
guy to azk the heril how ho had fared
on iho trail.  Ilis grim, disgruntied
faok anzwernd thio guestion before ik was
asked, Alany cves turned on AMre. Lick
ne he rode up the rugged street to his
offica an the plaza, :mtfﬂ overy ove read
fauilure in his grim, frowning face.

From tho piazza of the Iack Hotel,
JTarry Wharton & Co. watched him;
and {lwey, at least, could not feel sorry
that MMr. Lick had failed to “cinch ™
the outlaw e had hunted. .

Mr. Lick dismounted et his office, his
remaining  followers going their own
ways; and e went grimly and savagely
in, Mr. Lick's “office ™ being the front
room of his dwelling. The door banged
on him.  Tho juniors heard the ban
along the plaze as far as tho hotel—an
smiled.  I'he Facksaddle sheriff, only
too clearly, was not in a d teinper.

o had cansa to feel disgruntled.
The pursucrs had sighted the Rio Kid
on the praire, in the fresh c'ﬂ.r}:;r marn-
ing, and exchanged shoia with lom.
But the range had been too long for
mueh damape—Jad Blake's horse had
gonoe down, and tho sheriff bad had a
satch of Tus beard clipped off by o
l’mllet; but the Kid's mustang had
shown ¢lean heela to the posse, amd he
had disappeared well ahead of them
into Squaw Mountain. And so long as
daylight lasted they had hunied him—
m vain! Weary and worn, choked
with dust, oching with fatigue, Sherifi
Lick had got back to Packsaddle in the

worst bemiper ever.

“The old ass!” grunted the Dounder,
“ITe most hkely had the right man
uider lits silly eyes all tho while he was
kunting the wrong man. Shall we go
along and =ce him now, or wait for him
Lo coma here ™

The juniors had learned that Mr. Lick
was occustomed to come to the Track
for “eats.”

“Retter give him g rest ™ gaid Havrey
Whariom, with a smile. * We've waited
all ihe aflernoon=—it won't hurt us io
wait a hit longer.™

Smiihy nodded assent to that.  3r.
Fack lonked as if ho needed a rest, and
time to cool down, before he was mnter-
viewed. Ho they waited.

It had bheen rather a tiresome after-
noon  for the Famous Five and the
Bonnder. After dinner at the cow tewn
hiotel, they had waited for the shenff
to ride in—and it had been a long wait,
Billy Bunter pointed out, with sareasm,
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ihat they needn't have been in such a
frarful hurry, as they had had to wait,
after all, hours and hours. But the
shariff, of course, might have turned up
any time, and it was neceessary to he
on the spot to calch him when he did.

Bunter had not found the afterncon
tircsome at all.

I1e had spent it in a rocker, in the
hotel piazza, watching the plaza through
his big spectacles, and refreshing him-
znlf, at intervals, from s large box of
candy from Wash's store.

It was gquite a happy afternoon for
Bunter. The frightful, fearful, frantic
frown lad quite disappearcd from his
fat visage. Sitting in the shade, rest-
ing s fat limbs, and eating candy,
agreed with Bunter,

Tha other fellows had strolled about
il town, logking in at the stores, kill-
ing time as best they could. Bunter
found the time pass quite pleasantly.

For once, Bunter was in full agree-
ment  with the other fellowal He
wanted to sit in the shade of the piazza,
and they wanted him to sit thevel
Bunter was on the watch !

From the hotel piazza he had the
plaza uwnder his ¢yes, and his spectacles,
and saw all who came and went. Every
cittzen of Packsaddle was to be seen, at
ono time or another, in the plaza, as
weil a3 the men who rode in from Lhe
ranches

Bunter Dblinked at every face that

azscd—io spot, if he could. the face he
1ad seenn in the chaparral, when the
irail-ithicf had discarded the flour-bag.

All the junicrs were assurcd that the
mysterions trail-thief was a local man;
in which ease it was fairly certain that,
sooner or later, he would be seen in the
plaza of the cow town. Bunter, the
only fellow who knew what he looked
like when the flour.-bag was off, was the
fellow to spot hiin—if he turned up !

Bunter was quite prepared to keep up
his watch, =0 long as he could do it sit-
ting in the shade and cating candy !

But that day, at least, the man whoze
hidden face Lo knew did not appear on
the plaza. Bome hundreds of faces
passed under DBunter's spectacles, but
not the face of the man who had worn

tha flour-bag.
With the fall of night, DPacksaddle
LA Mok

woko up, a3 it were, and

lively. Crowds poured inte the Red
Flaro and the other saleons round the
plaza.

After supper there were a good many
citizens  smoking in the pilazza, or
lounging Ly the steps in front of it
Bunter’s vigil was interrapted by supper
—rather a long interruption—but Lo
returned to 18 when he had * packed
the eals "—Dbut in the thickening crowd
now fto be scen, he saw no one re-
sembling the man in the Hour-bag

Mr. Lick was not long in arriving at
thae Pack for "ecatz.” He had stayed
only to clean off the dast of ihe tratle
YVrobably he had brought back a good
apiwtiie from Boguaw Mountain,

The jupiors watched him, from a
respeet ful distance, at supper.  When
he lighted o cigar and strolled back io
his office they followed—DBunter unwill-
ingly heaving lus weight out of ihe
rocker.

They joined the sherifll at the door of
s olfice,

Alr. Lick pglanced round at them and
gave them a nod. Supper had had a
mollifving effect on him, and he leoked
rather less dispruntled

“Weo ain't got him yvet, AMr. Vernon-
Smith ! he satd. " But I'm telling you
there's a chance of getting hack them
dollars. T zav the Kuld can’t spend
them dellars on Squaw AMouniain, and
if woe et (e Kid, we get the dollars.™

“Wo've heen walting to see vou, Mr.
Lick,” said S8mithy. “We've %nt S01L0
information- to pass on te you.’

“Spill 161" said the sherff tersely

"The man yvou've been after was not
the man who held up Andy Jones
haok—"

Mr. Lick raised a hand

*You can can that!” he interrupted.
“I've heard that from you before, and
I'll mention that I don’t want to hear
1t agamn [

The Bounder breathed herd

The belief was fixed In Mr Lack’s
mind, as iir meost minds in Packsaddle,
ithat the bold-up man was the BRio Kid.
And, after what had happened n s
office that morning, and after a long
and wenry day on an unsuccessful trail,
Mr. Lick was not in & mood to hear
a word in the Kid's favour.

“We've pot proofl” said Vernon-
Smith.

“*Bez vou,” remarked Mr. Lick.

“There's a fellow here who zaw the
man's face, when he took off the flour-
bag, after robbing the hack 159

“¥ gucss 1f he did ha saw the Kid's
frontispiece ' said Mr. Lick.

_“He saw s face nothing like the
Kid's 1™

Mr. Lick pgrunted. He was not
much impressed—that was clear! Btill,
ga sherilf, he had to listen. .

“Who's the guy that zaw himi” le
asked, glaneing round at the school-
boya.

“Bunter! Hers, Bunter t*

Billy Bunter, pushed forward, with &
self-important and seﬁ-sntisﬁué smirk
on his fat face. Bunter was the " goods,"
and Bunter knew it, and was not likely
to conceal that hie knew it. :

“I'm the man, Mr. Lick!™ eaid
Bunter, “I can tell you all abont it
Nobody knows anything but me”

Mr. Lick gave another grunt—a mora
expressive one. Whether the Bounder’s
statement had impressed himm or not, he
was clearly not in the least impressed by
the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove.

“Y guess you know o heap!” he said
sareastically, “I'll say vyou look itl
Yep! I'H tell all Texas that you got
the whole bag of beana 1™

e gave another grunt, still move
CXPTessive. ]

“1 guess I'll hear you ! lLe said, and
he threw open the door of his office.

The Greviviars fellows followed him
in—EBEilly Bunter with his fat little nose
in the air, as became a fellow who knew
\-.-ha.t; an extremely important fellow he
was |

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
The Fellow Who Knew !

R. LICK lighted a keroscne
lamp, threw himsel into his
oflictal chair at hiz  official

desk, stretched out his long

loos, pushed back his stefson, and fixed
hiz eyes on Billy Bunter,

“Bhoot " hie said, o, rathier, grunted,

Bunter bLlinked at him.  Bwmportant
Fellow as hie was, mod importank as was
the information he had to give, he
could dizcern that the sheriff was not m
the least anxiouns to hear it.  Mr. Lick
was sunply poing to listen, because 1t
waa his duty so to do. T

Bunter conld not help fecling indig-
nant. Howoever, ha proceeded 1o shoot,
aa the sheriff bade him,

“ You see, I was on the =pat,” he said.
“Tt was throwgh Smithy playing a
votten trick on me and making me lose
my horse, and I stayed in the 1511:::‘:—“

“What place?” barked Mr. Lick,

“A spot of chaparral about_a mila
from the stage trail towards RKicking



Cavuze.” said Vernon-Bmith. *We leit
Bunter there while we got him another
horse."

“You needn't intereupt me, Smithy!
I'm telling Mr., Lick ebout this!™ =aid
Bunter warmlr. “1f you're going to
keep on intervunting me—"

" Fet anh, you fat aszs ("

* Look heve, Bmithy—>"

U1 aun't sithing here all might ! said
Mr. Lick, *If you got anything to
spill, vou Bunter, spill it pronto 1"

“I'm telling you as fast as [ can, only
Smithy will intervupt me! I was theve,
vou know, and when I heard that beast
coming 1 thought it was one of the
fellows coming back for me, and I
locked out, and then I saw that he had
a Hour-bag over his face, g0 I knew
that—-™"

“¥You saw that guy in the fonr-bag?
Mr. Lick took a littlo interest now.
“Wes, I g{rl!;r well did! I got out of
sight—not becanse I was funky, or any-
thing like that, of course—" )

“¥ou wouldn't be!” said Mr Lick
with grim sarcasm, “Not you! I'll
sy vou never let that guy spot yow,
tongh,”

“Well, vou see, I thought—"

“Never mingl what wou thought!™
interrupted Mr. Lick. * What did you
see

“1 saw him take off the Dour-bag awnd
the cloalk!” snorted Buuter., *Right
under my cves, only he didn't know I
was there. I zaw him counting over a
lot of moner, too."

Mpr. Lick sat up in his chair and fixed
? very penetrating lock on Bunter's fat
ace,

“¥on saw his face?”

“Yes, as plain as I see yours now.”

“You ever see the Rio Kid ¥

“Yes; saw him once at Kicking
Cavnse——="
= “E‘“?,,it the same face?”

My, Lick sat back in his chair. The
juniors eved him rather anxiously.

If he gave due heed-to Bunter's state-
meiit, it meant that the hont would
vense 1o dog the heels of the Rio Kid
and tmn in apother and more hopeful
direction., Buk it was rather unfortunate

that it was Bunter whe had thia
valuable information to give. Hia
fatwous fatheadedness was only too

evident: and if ever there was a fellow
who looked likely to make idiotic mis-
takes, PBunter was that fellow.

It was probable that it would require
wore credible evidence than Bunier's to
voob o fixed belief out of the sheriff’s
mind,

‘Lhie Greyiriars fellows had a stron
pree]mpﬂaitmn in faveur of the Kicl.
The sheriff had a deep and bitter pre-
judice agaimnst him. That was likely (o
make & lot of difference in  their
respective pointa of view,

Veranon-Smith, who had a bundle
under his arm, stepped forward awnd
placed it on the sheritf’s desk.

“The man left that behind ! he said,
wnwrapping the pareel,

Alr, Lick zab up and took notice as he
stared at o dark horseman’s cleak and
a flour-bog which was slit with eyeholes
and an opening for breathing.

“By the great horned teoad!™ he
f{iuméll?ted. “Iow'd you get hold of
thnt ¥’

“ e left it—"

“(M, really, Smithr! I was just
going to tell My Lick—"

“You fat chump——"

“Look here—""

“Who's telling me this?” asked Mr.
Licl: sarcastically,

“1 aml"™ said Bunter, while tha
Dounder glared at him as if he could
hiave bittenr bin. " You see, Mr. Lick.
alter taking those things off he shoved
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them out of sight in ihe bushes just
whero I was standding 1™ »
flour-bag and

Mr. Lick took the
exanuned it curiously,

Me could not doubt that it was the
disguise worn by the trail-thief., The
stage-dviver’s descriprion of the hold-up
man left no doult on that point. The
gheriff had to believo that Bunter really
had =een the man, and that he had seen
him take off his disguise in cover of the
chaparral, and that he had seen his
face.

He laid down the flour-bag at last and
fixed his eves on Buuler.

“We got this far,™ he zaid, “*Yon
seen the galoot’'s face! You say ic
wasn't the Rio Kid's face?”

" Nothing like it 1" said Bunter,

“Alebbe vou know the LKid's faca
well 7" asked Mr. Lick. "I guess I
dunne hew vou'd get clese acquainted
with that firebug., EHow often you seen
the Kid*™

“nee,” said Bunter.

“How come i

“He gave me a lift on his Lorse when
I was o long way from the ranch—"

“¥Yep, that's sure like tho Kid!™
assenkted Mr. Lick, “I'll say he always
was & good-nstured guy, though too
free with his guns, You only seen him
once—you noficed his looks special 7"

“Eh? No! Why should I asked
Bunter.

_Harry Wharton & Co. listened in
eilence, They could see what the sheriff
wog gdrving at, though Bunter eonld
not., If Bunter did not remember what
the Kid looked hike, his evidence was
not worth much.

“When you seen him?"” asked My
Lick.

“Two or three weeks ago.”

“You scen the Kid once, fwo or
three weeks ago and never noticed hLis
looks apecial ¥Y asked Mr. Tack.,  Sare!
Aebbe you dida’t know lnm agin when
you saw him take that Hour-bag off'n
his frontispiece,”™

“Oh, I'd have known him all right !”
said Bunter cheerfully, * The nwon I
saw wasn't the Kid.™

* Mebbe., and mebbe not!™ said MMy
Lick., “Well. T Lknow what the Kid
looks like, dngl‘go:m him, and if you give
me o line on the guy vou saw mebbe 1711
be able to say whether he was the Kid
or not, The Kid's eves are blue—jest
as bine ns the Texas sky, What eolour
was fhat guy's eves?”

1 don't know ™

“The Kid's got
straight as o string !
didd that guy ecarry "

“1 never noticed.” :

“The Kid's gobt & small size in bully-
beef traps, and o set of teeth like a
girl's! What sorta mouth and teeth you
scﬁ:-w}vlmn that guy got tho Hour-bap
o

s dandy nose—
Whit sorta noso

“1 didn't see hiz moath—at least, 1
never noteed 1t

“The Id's gor dark hair—what sovig
hair you sce on thar gux?"

“1 naver looked at his hai”

“The Icid's five feer eight,” said Me,
Lick patwutly., *How high was that

guy  vou  was  wablching in e
chaparral T

"I didn't think about that™

“Beavch me " said My, Lick., *The

EKid wears a odaoudy size in rding boos.
with silver spura What sovta boois
arnd spurs "

“T couldn't see his feet 0 the
ferns and thiogs," aoswered Bander,
“ Besides, I never looked.™

“The Kids get smadl ears—soria
pink t Did you sce his carst”

b b 1o

Mr. Lick drew a deep. deep broath,
The juniors did not interrapt Bunter—
even the angry Dounder Lept sileni,

1

But they ecould easily understand the
effect of evidence like this on the
sleeriff, Thev listened in dismnay.

Bunter had seen the man in the four-
bag, But he had not noliced or did not
reicmber 8 single chavacteristic by
which he might Le desoribed. No doubt
he would know the face again if ho
actually beheld it! But that was
Buiter'a limit,

“I'll sav,” vemarked Mr, Lick, “that
I met up with a heap of goobs in my
time, but ¥ anv't never met up with a
goob of vour heft, Mr. Bunter. I'll say
vou're the prize goob from Goobsville!
Ancd then some !’

*Oh, really, Mr, Lick—"

“You seen s man, and you ain't a
srall piece of an idea what he looks
like,"” said Mr., Lick. “It might have
Leen any gay between the Rio Grande
st the Steked Plain, for all vou can
spill about i ! Mow’d you kuow in
wasti't the Kid—a galoot yon'd seen
once and never noticed special?  You
doggoned stiff, of course it was the
Kid 1™

“It jJolly well wasn’t!®  declared
Bunter. * I shoulld have known at once.
if it was the chap who gave me thot
lift on his horse. It was quite o
different man, I should know ?he Lid
again if I saw lum, and I should know
that man agaimn if I saw hime I'm pretty
sharp, I can tell vou.”

M1 guess a Injon's secalping-lnife
am't got nothing on yon, n%ui:zﬁe:r
Bunter,” said the sheriff, with withering
sarcasm.  “Waal, you've saul your
piece, aml I guess you can pack it up
now,

He rose from the chair.

“You Mister Vernon-8mith,” e
grunted, “I guess you're sore alwour
them dollars being cinched, seeing that
you was going to buy Jad Blake's ranch
with them for wyour popper over the

nd. T'll say it's tough! But it won't
uwy vou atything to bring a [at goob
hero to falk guff! Tm telling you!
That gol-darned otiffi was too scared. I
reckon, to see what the puy was like
at all—he don't know mothing about his
looks, Bs vou've jest heard, same as I
have! Not a single thing he don't know
—nor I guess he wouldn't know the Kid
ngin if he saw him, neither. I'll tell
vou, you wasted enough of my time with
tlis bunk, Mister Vernon-Smith.”

With that, the sheriff threw the door

Bl

With deep feelings, Ui Creviriars
follows went out.

Bunter rolled after them, and the
shetiff banged the Jdoor.

Billy Bunter's evidence, on the suls-
et of the man in the flour-boag, bLad
produced precisely no effect whutever.
The juniors, having histened to it
could hardly wonder at that result, but
it was dismaving. The sheriff waz left
with hits belief aleotutely unchanged amd
unshaken, Indeed, but for their own
personal liking for the Kid. they could
uot help wondering whether theyv would
not have taken the same view az the
sherifl !

They walked in silence back ta the
Packk Holel—the Bounder, with vory
great diffienlty. refraining from kicling
Lilly Bunter all the way,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Boot For Bunter

NOCK !
“ unter !
Bnore !

“*You fat rotfer?”
S !
Herbert Vernon-Bmih breathed haed.
Tue Magser Lisgany.—No. 1,531,
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It was the following morning. The
Greyfriars fcllows had stayed the night
at the Pack Hotel, end six of them had
tarned ont early.

Bunter hadn’t! And Bunier had
taken the precaution of locking his door
over-night

In tho Pack IIotel, at Packsaddle,
Smithy could hardly think of using the
methods ho had used at the ranch for
rousing Bunter out. So the fat Owl
had to bo loft to snore in pedcs when
the parly went down to breakfast,

All tho juniors agreed that it was a
good idea for Bunter to remain st the
cow town hotel for a few days, in the
hopo ibat he might be able to spot the
man who lad worn the flour-bag.
Smitliy—who had, perhaps, an eye on
tha livelicr side of Packsaddle life—was
going to stay along with him, .

The Famous Five wera going to ride
hack to the ranch later in the day.
They found ne great sttraction in
Bunter's company; and they E@,Fth]]‘.hr]f
did not share the Bounder's desire for
a pgame draw-poker with
eportive citizen of Packsaddle.

Tho sheriff had utterly disregarded
Dunter's tale. Ho had snorted at 1t
with scorn. But if the fat Owl actually
recognised the man he had seen, 1t
would be o different matter, And surely,
if he belonged to the district at all, ha
would Be seen, sooner or later, in the
cow townl

Bunter was quite prepsred to carry
on. 9o long as his bill was paid, and
the =upply of candy did pot run out,
Bunter was ready to oblige. Indeed,
he was rather keem to shdw Mr. Lick
what a silly sss he wss by actually
puinthlﬁ- out and denouncing fhet men
in the flour-bag.

But not for that purpose, or for any
other purpose, was Bunter prepared to
turn out early in the morning. And he
snored on while the other fellows break-
fasted, and long after. _

After breakfast, the juniors went into
the piazza, and Vernon-Smith scowled,
as ho glanced at passing faces. Any one
of them might have been the face of the
wanted man, but Bunter, still snoring
in lis room, was not there to identify
the man if ho turned up.

“The fat freak!” muitered the
Nounder. “If he had been anything but
a born idiot, he could have described
the man, and the shoriff might have
known him! I'l1l bet you the sheriff
doez know him—if he only knew he
knew 1" ?

“Ten to one!” agreed Harry Wharton.
“The way the man picked up the news,
shows that he puts in time in Pack-
saddle, Might be one of those fellows
walking under our noses this minute.”

“ And thet fat brute snoring in bed!

owled the Bounder. I hear that old

Ack’s going on the warpath again this
morning, I shouldn’t wonder if one of
the men riding with him was that Sour-
bag sportsman., It would be his game
to keep on the right side of tha sheriff,
and to shout cut loudest of all that the
hold-up man was the Rio Kid.”

“Well, vou can’t bust in Bunter's
door here, old bean 1” said Bob Cherry,
with a chuckle.

Tho Bounder grunted angrily.

“Thoy'll be starting tz:a.rli.'+ and if that
Fat pig was here, he could give them
the onee-over ! Blow him1”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, here's the hack I**
said Bob.

Andy Jones drove the hack round
from the back of the hotel, and halted
it in front. The stage was on its rejurn
trip to Prairie i?»eu , after going to the
cow towns farther up the river, and had
stopped over-night at Packsaddle.
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Leaving it Etandin?., Andy went into
tha building, probably for refreshment
fore he started, and two or three pas-
se%era gathered by the piazza steps.
orsemen were riding into Pack-
sgddle—gathering to ride with the
eheriffi on the trail of the outlaw of the
Rio Grande. Among them, Jad Blake,
the rancher af the Circle O, rode up to
the timber hotel, and dismounted there.
But the young rancher, it seemed, was
oot ridi with the sherifi's posse, ns
hz had done the previous day.
_ His horse was taken round the build-
g, and he joined the gasseng‘ar: who
wera waiting for the hack to start. Ap-
parently he was going in-the hack.

. He glanced at the Greylriars fellows
in the plazza snd gave them the briefest
of nods.

Andy came out, wiping hiz mouth with
the back of his sleave, and the pas-
ser;ﬁers took their places in the hack.

‘Blake was stepping towards the
vehicle, when the sheriff appeared from
the door of his uffice,

“8ay, Blake!” he called.

The rancher glanced round.

“Mornin’, sheriff !” he said.

“You ain’t gbing with Andy?” nshed
Mr. Lick. He made s gesture towards
the horsemen gathering in the plaza.
“I guess I'd be glad to bave you along,
Blake, hunting that doggoned Kid.”

“1 got to hit the railroad to-dav,”
answered Blake. “I got business along
to Red Bluffs.”

The sheriff grunted.

“Aw, I puess can give the poker
sharps at Red Blufls & rest,” he said
grufly, : _

“It's business!™ answered DBlake
curtly.

“You ain't buying ecows, I reckon!”
said Me, Lick snrvca&tl-n.ﬁ-ﬂg',

All Packsaddle knew that the * busi-
nese ' to which Poker Blake chiefly
sttended was the game of draw.poker,
and that his ranch had gone to rack
and ruin owing to his unswerving de-
votion to that fascinating but uncertain
game. Mr. Lick apparently douhted
whether Blake was, for once, giving his
attention to business,

“No, I ain't” E.nalilpegl Blake. ®If
you hone to kuow, sheriff, I gobt io
raise the wind seeing that the sale of
the Circle O has been held up through
the Rio Kid cioching the money that
was coming over to buy it. I guess I
got to wait till that deal can be put
through now.”

“If we get tha Kid we get back the
dollars for young Mister Vernon-Smith,
and that will be O.K. for you, Blake!”
said the sheriff.

“Forget it,” retorted Blake, “If you
get tha Kid, vou won't get the dust—
I'll sey that young scallawag's parked
it safe. [ guess he won't carry 1t
around to be cinched along with him.”

“ Mebbe " admitted the sher:ff.

“1 guess I'll be back in two daye,”
said .Bﬁa]m. “If you sin't got the Kid
by then, count on me. But I got to put
this businesa through.”

Hea nodded to the sheriff, and stepped
into the hack. 3 -

Andy Jones cracked his whip, and
drove away on the long trip down the
Ric Frio to Prairie Bend, .

The sheriff grunted, end went for his
horse. ] .

Vernon-3mith's lip curled, Blake had
spoken in the hearing of the juniors
and others who were in the piazza; ha
did not seem to care if all Packsaddle
knoew that he was bard up, and going
to & town up the railroad to " raise the
wind*” to sea him through till tha
Cirele O was sold.

8till, there was not much of » secret
about Jad Blake's financial position.

Eversbody knew that he had gambled
away his inheritance, and that when the
Cirele O was sold he wauld have nothing
left but what he stood up in. It wds
no secret that he owed money right
and left in Packsaddle—indeed, a good
many “guys® had surmized that that
was one reason why he had been zo Leen
to cinch the Rio Kid and the reward
of & thousand dollars offered for the
Eagiur{h . . .

heriff Lick joined the riders whe
wera parading the plaza., He had a
stronger force this time; more than
twenty men had gathered to ride wiih
him. The Bounder gritted his teeth as
he watched them, .

It was quite probable that Smithy was
right, and that the man in the flowr-
bag was one of the horsemen who rode
with the sheriff. This wes a chance for
Bunter to spot the man—if he was there,

But Billy Bunter was stifl snoring,
and the sheriff and his posse rode oub
of Packsaddle and disappesred.

It was about an hour later that the
Famous Five went out to their horses
to ride back to Kicking Cayuse. They
had' nothing to do in Packsaddle, and
they preferred punching eows with Bill
to loafing about the cew town.

Asa they moynted their brongos ihey
heard a sudden anguished yelt from the
Pack, and looked round.

“ ¥aroooh 1

Bunter, it seeried, had come down ab
last, Vernon-Smith, it also seemed, had
reen waiting for him—not in a go
temper. Bunter came scudding out into
the piazza—in such a hurry that it was
evident that be was receiving assistance
from astern.

“Yoo-hoop | roared Bunler. " Leave
off kicking me, you beastI I say, rou
fellows, stop him | I say— Yarocop I*

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter dodged along the piazza,
Smithy in parsnib, still landing out with
his. boot. And the Famcus Five,
chuckling, rode down the street and lefs
them to 1t

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Sherift’s Ride I
i ORNMNIN’, sheriff 1*

M Shenff Lick gave & violent

start.

The voice that addressed
him was soft and pleasant, with the lazy
Texar drawl, quite agreeable to tho
ear. But it produced an effect on the
sheriff of Packsaddle such as the deep-
toned growl of & grizziy-bear might
have produced.

Mr. Lick at the moment was sifﬁnﬁ
in the shade of & big rock in a gule
on Squaw Mountain, fanning his heated
face with his stetson hat

Far and wide over the rugged, rocky
mountdin, amid inpumerable gulches
and draws and canyons and %ul 1es, his
men were scattered, hunting for sign of
the Rio Kid's hideous.

Alr. Lick, after hours of it in blazing
heat, had stopped for a rest. Nome of
his men was m sight at the moment,
though some of them were not far away.
Mr. Lick had thrown the reins of his
bronco over & point of rock and sab
down in the shade, fanning his burnin
face, and refreshing himself wit
draughts from a flask that centained
something considerably stronger ' than
water.

He dropped the flask end he dropped
tha hat as that soft, plessant, drawling
:]?ica {E‘.Illjl‘:'ll:e lt':““ ears. His right hand

ot {o

“Don't 1™ drawled the Rio Kid,



Lick sat up and took notice at the

** By the great horned toad,! ** he ejacuiated,

And the sheriff didn't. He could not
for the moment see the Kid, but he did
not need to zee him to know that the
Kid's gun was looking at him. Mnr
Lick bad no desire whatever to put the
cow town of Packeaddle to the trouble
of finding a new sheriff. He sat still.

But his bronzed face worked with rage
a3 a graceful fipure, in stetson and
<haps, stepped from behind a rock and
smiled ab hiin-over a six-gun.

He had been hunting the Rio Kid, and
now he had found him. But ke bhad not
found him exactly as be had wanted to
find him. The smile on the Kid'a hand-
some, sunburnt face found no reflection
on the sheriff's, Mr, Lick breathed rage.

“Vou ! he muttered. _

“You said it!¥ agreed the Kid.
“ Pleased to meet up with you, sheriff!
You don’t want to reach for your hard-
ware! You want to reach for the sky "

Sherif Lick, with deep fcelings,
reached for the sky.

“Now, ain't it pleasant and all hunky
for old friends to meet up this a-way”
gsaid the Eid * *t you worry, Lick:
1 ain’t going to spill your juice, not if
you're & good baby 1™

The sheriff of Packsaddle did not look
a “good baby™ at the moment. He
would have given all the cows in the
¥Frio valley just then to pull a gun on
the smiling Kid.

“You ain’t forgotten,” said the cheery
Kid, “what I spilled when I horned into
your office, sheritff. T'm jest going to

foll you agin that I ain't that dog-
goned trail-thief that bid his face under
a Hour-bag. Mebbe wvou'll believe me

now I confide it to you all over again.™
“Not by a jugfel 1" said Mr, Lick.
“They didn't make you sheriff on
your brains, Lick !” remarked the Kid,
with a shake of the head. “They sure
did not 1 “:h;r, you big stiff, what'd 1
want to siring you along for? Aiwn't

W A

** The trail-thief lelt these behind, sheriff 1 ** sald Ve
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there enough egin me for omne little
piece more not to matter if I was that

uy you want? T'm telling vou, Lick,
that I never stopped no hack, and I
never even scei the Fuy that was shot

up.

Mr. Lick shvugged his  brawny
shoulders,

“You ain't getting it down?” asked
the Kid. ;

“Not zo's vou'd notice it,” saud the
sheriff. * You got me, Kid, and I gucas
you can lhaud over miy ticket jm’ soup
if you want. Bat you ain't fooling me "

'i‘he Kid launghed.

“I guess I wonldn't waste o cartridge
on a bone head like yourn, Lick!™ he
said. “Bnt I ain’t letiing yon run on
gunnine after me! I'm szure locating
in this section till 1 get that scallawap
that’s handling miy name so free; but
I don't want you aronnd, sheriff! I'm
going to send vou home 1™

The Kid stooped and jerked away the
sheriff’s Colt. e dropped 1E info a
crevice in the rock. Then he made a
motion with his own gun.

“{rit np " he said.

The sheriff gat up.

“I pucssa I'm poing to borrow yoor
neck-searf, Lick, like 1 did in your oflice.
Yon ain’t got no objection ?”

Mr. Lick did not raise any ohjection.
His look spoke volumes, but Lo uttored
no word. Whe Kid jerked away his
neck-scarf and placed it round his head,
over his mouth, evidenlly for usc as a
EME. )

For one moment Mr. Lick was
tempiod to set his life on a cast and
shout. Tt was quile likely that some of
his men, though out of sight, werc
within hearing.

The Kid, reading his thoughts, smiled,
but the gliut in his eves belied the smile.
“Forget it, feller ! he mwurmuored.

And the sheriff forosol it.

EH

rnon-Smith, unwrapping the parcel and displaying its conienis. Mr.
sight of a herseman’s cloak and a flour-bag with eye-holes and an opening for breathing.

* How did you get hold of these ? **

A few monments laler it was too late;
the neck-searf, boumd over his mouth,
enforced silence. Then, with a length
of rope, the Kid knotted his brawny
wrists torether.

“Now I guess yow're going to take a
little pasear with wme, Lick " said the
Iid. " I'm jest keeping vou guiet, Lick,
to save your life, being o good-natuced
and friendly cuss! 1 suve should haie
to shoot np the gol-darmdest bonehead
in Texas! Stop out !

The shertff, in silent rage, stepped ont.
The Kid walked with him, leading Mr.
Lick’s horse. llis own horse was not
to be seen.

What hia parme was the sherilf conld
nob guess—uniess it was to lead him, »
prisoucr, to us hideout. But he soon
discovered that that was not the Kud's
oliject.

By devious ways, watehiul as a
cougar, the Kid walked him on, eves
and ears on ihe alert for a foe. But
in 4 short tune he was out of danger
from the sherifi"s posse, for the way Le
followed led himn down the rugged moun-
tain towards the plains that stretchedl
away to Vacksaddle and the Frio river.

e was leaving the mountain behind
him, and it was in the rugged recesses
of the monntain that the sheriffi’s mien
were seeking.

It was a long tramp, but alt length
they left the rocks of Squaw behind and
frod the esy prairic. Then the Kid
at Jenzil: halted.

“(Git on your cayuse, feller!” he said.
“No. not that a-way! 1 guess vou're
gui]“g home lookiug al yonr enitler s
tau 1"

"The sherifi's face erimsoned with rage.
il understood now, The Kid had said
ihat he was gowng to send him homs

(ontinued on page 16}
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}hat was bow he was going to send
im.

The Kid grinoed cheerily.

“] puess,” he remark “that that
tioggoned cow town will ut wise
jest how muoch I worrty about their dog-
goned sheriff when they see you am
ie. Lick! What.you figure ™

The sheriff choked. :

“Yau gem? on that uzeI® in-
guired the Kid. “I guess ha'll find his

home, O.K., and ézke you

wa Lick,
ufi to your, Tittle bunk?! Tl lend you
a hand, old-timer, eecing bhow you're
fixed! But you gotls hump yourself,
Lick—"less you want a few with a
guirt ¥ .

The Kid was smiling and smﬂ—
humoured, bot he was ‘ruthlessly deter-
mined. Mr. Lick did not want a few
with a quirt. ‘Breathléss with fury, with
the Kid's assistance, he clambered on
the horze, with his hands bound, and sal
in the saddle, with his faco to the tail.

It was oot & comfortable seat. It was
very uncomfortable. But there was no
help for the sheriff of Packsaddle.

With a length from a trail-rope,
Ei&tt'mE his feet tng:the; lumg::

the
the

horse. Then he smiled up at the red,
infuriated face that gl down at him
backwards on t

“You figure that they'll emile a few
when you horn in that-a-way, sheriff ¥
he asked.

Lick's eyes burned dowu at him.

“ Mebbe N qut trailing & guy
that don't ask anything but to be left
nuict and pesceable I grioned the Kid.
“You suro will get a big laugh when
i ome town, sherifl!

disiant Packsaddle and gave the animal

& lick with tho quirt. The bronco
siarted at a galiop.

That bronco, in the way of horses,
knew his homoward way: there was no

danger of tho hapless sheriff getting
bost on the rolling prairies,

That brouco, having started, headed
for home, aod as his rider had not the
slighiest chance of controlling him in
apy way, he had to be allowed to head
for home. Unless ihe sheriff was
sighted by some stvay puncher on the
plains, that was how he had fo arrive
n Packsaddle—tied beekwards an his
horse!| He would almost have preferved
ihe Kid to drive a bullet throagh him.

The Kid grinned and waved his han«d
in farewell.

Owing to his backward position on the
horze, the sheriff looked back as he rode
ouward—at the grioning Kid and at
Squew Mountsin, where his men were

combing - es and gil;lﬂes in
Tain guessing what was
ha ing to their leader.

riff Lick’s face was ex ive B3
e went. The Kid waved his hand, and
then his hat; and then, langhing, tarned
ta tramp awsy. He disappeared from
Alr. s eyes.
The sherif rode on. The broneo, at
Tue Magxyy Loeary.—No, 1.58L
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an easy gallop, headed for home, and
the sheriff, riding east, lodoked west, and
no words, in sny language, could have
expresséd his feelings as he rode on and
on, his facoe to the whieking tail of the
bronco.

L S —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Lueky for Lick!

¢ Y 'LL tell & man !* gasped Bill Buek.
“What the thomp——'"" ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry.
“Whe the dickons—"

“Great pipl” -

_ Famouws Five were cowpunching
with Bill. 1t was Bill who _aigrﬁh:d the
strange ﬁ%m} on the s-hnne, and he
pualled o his herse and fixed his eyes
or it in wonder. And the chums of
Greyiriars, following his amazcd stare,
sighted it, tdo, and also wondered.

They were taking o herd of cows
northward to & new rango on the wide
plains that lay between Packsaddle and
Squaw Mountain. I was in the direc.
tion of the mountain that the strange
amnd startling figure came in sight—a
rider, but such a rider as the foreinan
of Kicking Cayusze never seen
before, and the sclioolboys had mever
seen ontside a circus.

A ‘man riding with hiz back fo his
horse’s head and his fece to his horse’s
tail was enough to make any obsexrver
wonder. ) )

“Zearch mel” said Bill. %ue'aa
that guy is loco—plumb loca! T'll say
I never scen no guy ride that-s-way
afore 1"

“What the thump is he doing it for ™
asked Frank Nugent, his eyes fixed on
the distapt figure in amazement,

ot me goessing 1 said Bill. ® Ldco
—plemb logo 1™

At the distance it could not be seen
that the rider was bound to the horse,
And why a rider was nding backwards
on the prairio was a great mystery.
Reslly ii looked as if that rider must be
loce.

The horse wos coming on at a steady
trot, apparently heading for Pack-
Eadéia,-which was & good distance away.,
'lhe reins hung on its neck, leaving the
bronco to its own guidance. Who the
rider was, was impossible to say—he
could mot be identified by his back.

“Well, that beafs the band!™ zaid

Bob Cherry. “Why the thump—"
“The whyfulness iz terrific,”
“AMust bo fived like that!™ Johnny

Bull was the fivst to guess. ™ Bome-
body's been larking with that merchant
and fixed lum like that.”

“On!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“That's it1”

Bill chuckled.

“Mebbe ! he said. " Mebbe! Gt
on ™ he added, sddressing the cows, and
he eracked his quirt.

The juniors exchanged glances=. Bill
was attending to the business in hand—
driving cowz. But if some unfortunate
gny had been tied to his horse in that
ridiendons way and left adrift on the
plains the schoolboys were inclined to
go to his aid.

“Alight lend lom a haod, Bill,” said
Bob Cherry.

“Bure, i yon want!™ said Bill. “I
guess ' driving cows; but you young
gacks can go arter him if you fecl that
way, and puat in some practice with
your riatas. (it on !

Bill rode on_after the cows, cracking
his quirtt Harry Wharton & Co.
wheeled their horses westward to ride
towards the oncoming horseman. They
unhooked their lassos from their saddles
as they weat. Tho juniors were ‘pofting

could do

quite expert in the vse of the “rope ™
by this time, and they had no doubt of
being able to capturc the bronco and his
weird-looking rider.

They went ot a zallop, and as the
horse was coming towards them at m
trot they rapidly neaved it

Aa they neared, something familiar
in the burly figure on the broneo struck
their erycs, though they could not sece
veb who it was.

But the sound of galloping hoofs sp-
peared to reach the ears of the strange
rider, and he twisted round his head Lo
lock L&hind him over the bronco's ears.

The juniors stared in amazemenf at
a face (hat was hali-hidden by =a
knatted mecl-scarf.

The upper part of the face scemed
familiar, howeter,

“Is that Lick?"” gasped Bob.

TGreat pip! The sheriff 1™

“0Oh, my hat!”

They wliirled their lassos as they rode
nearer, Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh
was first to make a cast, but the loo
misged and struck the horse’s head,
instead of dropping over it.

The bronce shied and squealed and
swerved off at a gallop Two mpre
lassos fell short as it went.

“*After him I'"" exelaimed Harry.

The Famous Five dashed in pursuit,
three of them coiling up lassos as they
vode. The knock from Hirree Singh's
rope had startled the bronco and seh
him in fight, and the galloping hoofs
behind spurred him on, He broke info

a swift gallop, and the juniors hod te
ride hard to keep up.
Now, directly behind {he strange

rider, they had o full view of him; and,
in spate of the neck-searl over his face,
they were sure that it was the sheriff
of Packsaddle. i
They were going to help him out of
that peculiar Gx, but they could not help
grinning. Aware that the sheriff had
set out that morning on the hunt for
the Rio Kid, they could form & guess at
the cause of hiz extraordinary prediea-
ment. It looked to them as if he had
found the Kid—and found him In a
pl;—f'[“] mood |
arry Wharton dashed ahead of his
comrades and whirled his lasse. The
forty-foot rope uncoiled and few.
Wharton was coming at the feecing
bronco from the right, and the lasco was
airmed to drop over the tossing liead
behind the sheriff's back: but, as if the
wary broncoe knew that it was coming,
bhe leaped into faster speed. The lazso
whizzed behind the tossing head and
banged on the shenff’s ear and dropped.

A mumble came from under the neek-
gearf; it was all the hapless chertf
in the way of a yell as the rope
banged his ear.

Wharton reined in to gather up his
rope: and Bob Cherry dashed past
him, riding closer in before he made his
oasf,

‘This time the loop dro over the
bronco’™s head ; it gripped there and the
horse was roped.

Bob was careful not to halt and put a
pull on the rope, as he would have doue
in case of lassoing a cow or a riderless
horae, A [all of the bronco might have
meant bad damage for a rider who was
tied on and cuuldg not jump clear.

He rode on, slowly gathering in the
rope and gradoally drawing the run-
away lo a stop.

It was some minutes before lLie was
riding close enocugh 10 cateh at the
dnﬁgﬁng reins.

But he caught them at last and drew
fhe bronco to a halt. Iis friends rode
un and sureounded Lthe hapless rider,



Tuppresziug their smiles gy well as
they could, tho chums of Groayiriars
hastened 1w render first-aid,  Harry
Wharton grabbed at the neck-scarf and
got it off.

Sherift Lick gasped. Tlis rugped,
Lbearded faee was erimson with rage
and humiliation.

He was glad—deeply glad—to gef out
of this fix before he hit Packsaddle. It
was hetter for these s_:f.-limnlhnfa to find
him thus than 1o have the whole popula-
tien of the cow town “rabbering * at
him. Bat it was hwmiliating, all the
same: and e was well aware of the
amupsement that the juniors politely
iried hard to conceal. CGlad as he was,
ho did very grateful; he
glared.

Tt me leose!™ Lo hizsted as soon as
he found his yeice. ™ You young ginks,
#in't vou got o knife wbout you to cut

w guy loose ™ - ;

“Oh, certainly, Me, Lick! said
Harry Wharton, “We'll have you
loose in a jiffy.”

0ot do it snarlisd Al Lick.

Johniy Bull opencd a2 knife and sawed
at the vope that fadtened the sheriff's
feet under his broneo. Nugent sawed
at the rope round his wrists. Bob held
the bronee steady.

In a few minutes Mr. Lick was
released. He rolled off the saddle, in
great relicf, e had covered a good
iy miles i that extremely uneomtort-
able attitude, and 1t was an 1mmense
reliel to pet out of 1f.

“Wha Hxed By::u up bke {hat, Mr.
Lick M asked Bob '

Gront !

“Anything more we can do?” asked
Harry politely.

“Onoly mit out I granded 1he sheriff.

"Been anvthing of 1he Rio Kid on
Bouaw Mountsin?” azhed Bob mno-

Ceny.

Ml? Liclk did not answer that question.
His crimson faco becamwe, if possible,
redder, and he made a slep (owards

_ with the obvious intention of
landing a smack with a heavy, horny
hand. Beb jumped away just in time.

“You doggoned young gink !** snoried
My, Lick. = If I had mny quirt with me,

'd sure lam you a fow!"

b jumped on his bronco.

“Come on, you men,” he said, “we've
got to get after Bill, and we npeedn't
stay to listen to Mr. Lick’s thanks™

“Hsa, ha, nal”

The Famouwa Five remounted their
broncos and dashed avway after Bill and
tha herd," chuckling as they galloped.
Mr. Lick was left glaring after them
with a concentrated and infuriated
glare.

He was certainly glad to be released;
there was no doubt about that, But
g]aﬂnﬂss was not exprezsed in his looks,
lle iﬂﬂI]iE-LI as if he wm;llt;l 1:];:1.'0 'Iii{lﬂd to
gy & heavy quirt, with a heavy hand
m{md tha -Ehe‘:ilar'}' schoolboys. ¥ ’

Going at a ﬁgll&p, the Famous Five
soon overtogk Bill and the herd.

The Kicking Caynse foreman glanced
round at them as they came.

“Got that guy ™ he asked.

“SBure thing I” answered Bob,

“Who was 1£"

“The sheriff I” chuckled Bob.

Bill almost fell off his broneo.

*The sherifi-1" ha fus.ped. “T'H tell
e man! Fll surely tell &8 mant How'd
tha sheriff get fixed up that-a-way 1"

"1 faney he must have met the man
he was after!” zaid Harry Wharten,

aughing.

l‘l‘%careh me [ gasped Bill
T'll say he met the Kid! Haw, haw,
haw I Bill roared and roared again;
and for quite a long time, as they rode
with the cows, explosive chuckles came
from the Kicking Cayuse foreman.
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Sheriff Lick, left on the prairie, stood

side his horse, far from chuckling.

Zoldomy had a man been so deeply
and desperately enraged as the sheriff
of Packsaddle was just then. His first
Jr%pulsa was to mount the bronco and
ride back to Bguaw Mountain; to get
after the Kid and exact vengeance. But
Squaw Mountain was ten miles away—
Packsaddle was very much nearer—and
the sun was setting over the summit of
Squaw. By that time his men would be

wing up the huunt and bhitting the
meward trail. And, enra and
vengeful as he was, perhaps Mr. Tick

had had encugh of the Rio Kid to last
him for some time ! ]
Anyhow, when he mounted his bronco
again—this time with his back to the
teil—it was towards Packsaddlo that he

rode. And—though he was still disposed
to la%v a %:l:’rt round the :.'ﬂun]g_ ginks
who had been entertained by his pre-

dicament—thera was no doubt that he
was glad to ride into the cow town faco
fovemost! That weeting with the
Famous Tive on  the praivie  had
undoulbtedly been lucky for Mr. Lick,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

More Boot for Bunter !

NORE !
Billy Bunter was siiting, or
I']ﬂut]iE'I: s:pmul:inﬁ, iil :krmker, i
ihe prazra at the PPack Hotel in
I’wkmddlg

It was the following day, and dipner
at the Pack was over. The fare at the
cow town was not, perliaps, delicate or
elegant ; but it was gnple, and Billy
Bunter, as usual, had surrounded guite
a lot of it

After which, it was only ualural for
Bunter to desire a refreshing nap—in
which he was now indulging,

In that rocker on the flﬁtﬂ?piuza. the
fat Owl of the Remove was fast asloep;
his mouth was open, but his eyes wera
shutb fast behind his big spectacles.

Had Vernon-Smith been present, tha
fnt  Ohwl would have been awankened
witly great promptness, and probably
not gently, But the Bounder was tived
of loafing about the hotel, and he was
not there,

For a whole dar, and now for tha
best part of another day, Billy Bunter
had adormed that piazza with his fat
person, his eves and spectaclez on the
alext—mwore or less—for the man who
had worn the flonr-hag.

But the man had wnet appeared—at
least, whila Bunter was on the wateh !

The Dounder had stayed in_ FPack-
saddle with him, in the hope—indead,
almost with thoe certainty—that the man
would show up in the ecow town seonce
or later,

But it looked as if it was likely to be
|11.t~c’.-1',+ rather than soouer.

Smithy, who had been rather a * badl
hat " at Greviriars, had not changed
his manners and customa since connng
to Texas; and he had killed time with
draw-poker and a flutter on the fare-
tabla at the Red ¥lare. But on the
whole, the Bounder would rather lLave
been riding the ranges with the Famons
Tive and Bill—and he was getting more
and more fed-up.

In Packsaddle, Pop Stork’s Ilotel was
a feueral meeting-place for loungers,
ond there was generally a little crowd
in or about the piazza; But the Owl of
Grerviriars blinked at them in vain., At
the present monent, however, the man
who had worn the ﬂ’m:r-bag might have
walked past under Bunter's fat [little
nose and would have been in no
dapger. The fat Owl's eyes were glucd
shut behind his epectacles,

There was a bustle cutside the timher

7
hotel as the hack came in—Andy Jones
back again from Pratrie Bend., The
arrival of the stage, which came only

three times & week, was rather an event
at_the cow town on the Rio Frie.

But the husile and bustle did not
disturb Bily DBunter. He snored on
regardless,

Two or threa passengers alighted,
among them, Mr. Blake of tlie Cirele O.
The rancher thad been away nearly two
days—he was back agsinm from his trip
on the railroad.

He came into the hotel through the
piazza, and glanced round, at a sound
like the rumble of distant thunder,

It was only Bunter’s snore |

Blake stared at him for a moment,
smiled a  contemptuous emile, and
passed into the hotel. He was stopping
there for *“edts  before he called for
his horse to ride home to his ranch,

Bunter snored on.

The hack romained standing while

horses were changed and Andy Jones
{}?rkﬂd refreshinents, Then Andy took
13 place again, and the vehicle volled
o, en route for the towns up-river,
. Bunter still  snored, Elz'-arj other
inhabitant of Packsaddle was interested
i e goming and going of the stage:
but the fat Owl of Greyiriars remained
blissfully unaware that it hed come,
and that it had gone.

Deep in ha.fpp:f slumber, Bunter wan
dreaming of & spread in Lord
Mauleverer's Gﬂtlll’lf. in g;n]; ]Rx:mm'e
passage  at reyiriars ool, He
smileg in his slumber|
_From the Red Flare, across the plaza,
Vernon-Smith lonnged out into the sun-
light, The Bounder had been killing
time again with a game of draw-poker.

But he was fed-up with the Red Flare
and it stmosphers of tobacco and

hooch,” and he made up his mind
that if nothing turned up on the morrow
he would “chuck ™ it and ride back to
Kicking Cayuse,

He was bitterly angry and disap-
pointed. CUertain as he was that the
trail-thief was a Packsaddle man, he
had counted alimost with sureness on
Bunter spotting him. On the other
hand, the man mi%’n‘}n: hava appeared
before the lazy fat Owl was up in the
morning, snd the chance might thus
have been missed. The thought of that
possibility made the Bounder grit his
tecth. And it was likely muug%*

~ Hao ?nttm_l them sgain as he came
into the piazza and Billy Bunter's
unnugical =nore fell on his ears. He
stood Jooking at the sleeping beauty
with concentrated rage.

This was how Bunter was keeping on
the watel | _

It was a couple of hours since Smithy
had left him there! As likely as not
the fat Owl had been asleep nll the
1ine ! The trail-thief, whoese face only
Bunter knew, might bave passed and
repassed. .

“or & long toment Vernon-Smith
stood  locking  at  Bunter, with an
expression an bis fage that would have
terrified the fat Owl had his eyes Leen
open.  But Bunter's eyes were closed,
angd he snored on happily.

Then the Bounder strode at huml.

Bunter ceme out of that happy
slumber with startling suddenness—as
the rocker was up-etided, and he wens
5|lwm|.'hn headlong on the hard pine
tlanks of the piazza foor.

Bump !

“ Doooo-cooo-oop " spluttered Bunter.

e =at and roared, blimking wildly
over the spectacles that had shd down
his fat little -nose,

But he did not =it long! The
Bounder's boot reached him and stirred
him into swift activity,
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hut, thud, thud, thudl

Buuter boungded.

He bellowed es he bounded! He
roared, he howled, he whooped! ¥e
junped and he dodged ! But the infuri-
ated Bounder followed him up, kicking
aud kicking, with concentrated force
and fury. %f, indeed, the wanted man
had passed under Bunter’s eyes while
iliey wera shut, the fat Owl wasz suffer-
ing for his sinsl

A score of faces were turned on the
slartliug scene,

Vernon-Smith did not heed. A final
kick landed on Bunter, as ho leaped for
the piazza steps, and shot down them to
the street, to escape.

Crazh |

Bunter landed in a heap.

“3ay, what's that game, buddy?”
deawled Jad Blake, looking out from
the building into the piagza, a sarcastic
grin on his face,

Vernon-Smith did not answer, He
swung away with a black brow. Fer-
haps he realised that he had made
rather an exhibition of himself, undes
so many staring eyes. He tramped
dowi the stepe—and at the sight of him
Billy Bunter bounded to hia feet, and

flew,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.

The Face of the Flour-Bag Man !

b EAST I” breathed Billy Bunter.
“T'll ghow him "
Bunter was feeling sore—in
a double sense. X

Bunter had often been kicked—but
seldom, or never, had he had such a
hooting as the angry Bonader had
bestowed on him that afterncon. Half
an hour after the last kick had landed,
Bunter was still wriggling. ]

His indignation was deep and intense.
FHe could guess that it was because
Bmithy had found him asleep, that he
liad booted him! As if a fellow hadn’t
a right to forty winks after lunch1 As
if a fellow couldn't jolly well do as he
jolly well liked ! s

Bunter was going to show him!

He had dodged round the building to
sieer clear of the angry Bounder. Lo
his great relief, Smithy did not follow
him round. Now Bunter was blinking
inte the stable behind the Pack Ilotel

His horse was there. Bunter was
somg to take his horse, and ride home
to the ranch. If Smithy fancied that
he was going back to the hotel piazaa
1o keep watch—at tho risk of a booting
cvery time he closed his eyes behind his
spectacles—Bmithy was jolly well mis-
raken. When he looked for Bunter, he
would jolly well find him missing ! If
he wanted [ellows Lo do him favours, be
could jolly well be civill

But the unspeakable beast was eo
beastly  high-handed, that he was
capable of collaring Bunter, if he found
i %Etting away. The fat Owl realised
that he had to be cantious,

Ile asked the stableman to get his
horvze roaclry, and led it into the street,
with stealthy blinks to and fro, through
his big spectacles, Smithy was not to
be seen.

Smithy, as & matter of fact, wes now
inside the hotel, sitting in a quiet corner
with Mr. Jad Blake, and playing poker.
Plake was gﬂi_ﬂ back to his ranch that
afternoon ; but he was more than willing
1o linger for & gama of draw-poker
with the millionaire's son. _

Mr. Blake, appareatly, had *raized
thie wind ¥ on his visit to the fown up
the railroad, for he was provided now
with hundred-dollar bills, es well as
saraller notes, end he plaved with his
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wsual recklessness,  Smichy, schoolboy
as D was, plaved with hard-headed
coolness aud if Jad Blake expected easy
worl: with a schoolboy, he had a dis-
appointment.

Smithy was sifting where he could
lkeep an eye on the piazza, and he had
that eye open for Bunier, He cxpected
the fat Owl to return—and he expeeted,
too, that after that severe booting, he
would keep his eyea open.

Probably he would not have lingered
over the card-table with Mr. Blake had
i guessed how Bunter was actually
occupied,

Buanter, like Moses of old, looked this
way and that way; end saw no man—
at least, not the man he dreaded to ece,
Egmiuh;ﬁ wherever he was, was out of
s1Ehk.

reassiived, the fat Owl elambered on
his horse, and trotied awsay down the
plaza, amd the sireet bheyond, to the
prairie irail.

He would rather have liked to gallop,
being in dvead every moment of hearing
Smaithy's voiee behind him; but his ex-
perience of a couple of days age had
uot vet worn off, and he did not venture
to gallop.

But there was no sound of pursmt,
and the fat Owl rode out of Packsaddle
add hit the trail for Kicking Cayuse,

It was a long ride, and Bunter's pace
was leisurely; but there was plenty of
time to get in before dark, snd—atill
more imporiant—before supper. Ho the
far Owl trotted off quite checriully.

He chuckled as he trotted.

That beast Bmithy would look for him,
of courze. Probably he would not guess,
ot first, that Bunter was gone. Bunter
hoped that he would hunt for him for
hours—in fact, hours and hours and
hours |

Heo would gucss, sponce or later, that
the fat Owl had shaken the dust of
Packsaddle from his feet] The thought
of his rage was amusing to Bunter—
now that he was safe out of range of the
Bounder's hogt.

In his reom ab the Pack, Bunter had
Ieft. iz belongings—but ho was not
Lothering about them. Bunter'a belong-
ings only l:e!un%ed to him by the right
ﬂfE'lmrrmt‘ingl Ie really was not poin
io worry about what might become o
Nuogent's pyjamas, and Wharton'a
slippers, amd Bob Cherry's comb, and
Johany Bull's haiv-brush, and Hurrce
Singh's silk mufter. He wonld have to
borrow & few things when he got back to
the ranch—that was all, and that was
that !

It was quite a pleasant ride—on that
quiet horse that Bill had specially
selected for him, and that even Bunter
conld ride, so long as he did not attempt
to put on speed—all the pleasanter for
tho thonght of the Bonnder’s rare when
he discovered that he had gone!l

Miles glided under the leisurely trot-
fing feet; and Bunter passed the g
timber-island that lay half-wav to the
rancli, Bervond that spot, the well-
marked trail ran on towards Kicking
Cavuse—so plainly marked, that even
Billy Bunter could not miss it. But, a
couple of miles farther on, he checked
his  horse, and blinked round him
uneasily.

.E.% this point there was a fork in the
trail.

The lazy fat Owl had not explored the
country like the other fellows, and he
had seldom ridden out alone; and when
he wae ont on & ride it was not his way
to take heed of his smirroundings.

So far, he knew that he was nght—
the timber-island he had passed was
prominent enough for even Bunter to
have noticed and remembered it

But horseman’s {ace;

he had never noliced thiz fork in the
trail before.

Far away {o the west, Squaw Moun.
tain barred the red skv. Kicking Cayuse
lay towerds Squaw BMountain. But so
did several other places. Both the trails
in front of Bunter led westward—Ileft
and right, the left bearing to the south,
the right slightly fo the north; but both
leading towards the setting sun.

* Beaszts " breathed Bunter,

In point of faet, the left-hand trail
led to Kicking Cayuse; the right-hand
one led to a long spur of Squaw Moun-
tain, across whiel lay the way to the
Circle O and other ranchea farther to
the west

That was the fact: but as Bunter did

f pot know it, it waz of no use to him.

He pulled in the broneo and sat blink-
ing in 4 state of irritated uncertainty.

'Beasts!” he repeatdd, )

Reolly, had Bunter kept his cyes
opent on occasions when he had ridden
home from the cow town with the
Famons I'ive, he wounld have noticed
that fork in the trail, and would have
been in no doubt. Tt was not Bunter’s
way, however, to lay any blame to his
own account ! YWhenever anything amiss
happened to Billﬂﬂuntﬁr, 1t was alwaya
somebody else's Fault,

But for those Yeasts, and especinlly
that beast Vernon-Bmith, he wouldn't
have been riding home slonel Now he
was—and he didn't know which trail
to take! Mo eould ses both, planly
marked—Dbut which led to Ilicking
Cayuwse, and which dww't, was a
problem without an answer,

The fat Owl blinked back along tha
trail by which he had eome. That trail
was used by everyone who came and
went from the ranch; and it was pos
sible that some Kicking Cayuse guy
might be on hig homeward way.

To his immense satisfaction, Bunier
slghted a4 stetzon hat bobbing in tho
distance.

A horseman was coming [from Pack-
satddle at a steady trok.

Whether he was a Kicking Cayuse
man or not, he would know the way, and
he would tell Dunter. All the fat Owl
had to do was to waii at the fork till he
came up. and call out to him. Which-
ever trail he was poing to take, left or
right, he had to pass Bunter, at tho
parting of the ways,

Bunter hoad not long to wait, The
horsetnan rapidly overhauled the fat
junior. It was probable that he had left
Paclksaddle a couple of hours later thau
Bunter: but the fat Owl had taken his
time over the miles he had covered.

Thud, thud, {hnd! came the beat of
the horse's hioofs. Sitting his horse at
the fork, Billy Bunter watched the rider
as he came.

He was little more than & blur, at
first, to the short-sighted Owl; but as
ho drew nearer, something 1.'uguelly
familiar about hira struck the fat Owl
He fancied he had zeen the man before.

The horseman glanced at Bunter, but
took no othier notice of him. Fe rode
on, evidently intending to take the
right-hand trail ahead. Bunter waved
& fat hand.

“§ zay—=—"" le squeaked.

Ile was afraid that the horseman
might pass him, without telling him
what he wanted to kuow., The man did
not check his speed. . .

Bunter pushed towards him, to inter-
copt him before he reached the fork,
Thea the vider checketl speed a lirtle,
Bunter being in his way.

“] eay—" began Billy
again,

He broke off suddenls.

He was near enough now to see the
ihe man was looking

Bunter
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“* What’s gol that guy 7 ** asked Jzd Blake in wonder, as Wharion hooked the terrified Billy Bunier through the doorway.

** Does that fat geck figure I'm going to est him,

at hiim as he came, and his face showed
clearly under the stetson, in the red
sunsct from over Squaw Meountain,

Bunter's heart stood still.

He kEnew that facel

He had not zeen it zince the day he
had =cen the trail-ihicf, skulking in
the chaparral, take off the flour-bag
that hid it. Now he saw 1t—and knew
ik, It was tho face of the man in the
flour-hag 1

Bunter's fat snd ruddy face went
white as chalk, ]

for a spellbound instant he stared at
that terrifying face—tha face of the
man whe bad shot the bank messenger
on the hack, the desperado whe had
ridden off with twenty thousand dollars
—the man he had watched for, but had
never seen, in Packsaddle!  Tervor
struck him dumb. : ;

But he woke to action. With a frantic
drag on the reins, he dragged his bronco
round, and, scarcely knowing what he
did, ent at it with his quirt and toro
away at.a wild gallop.

The horseman stared at him blankly.
e could not have failed to see the
specchless terror in Bunter’s face; but
he could not have been able to make
the remotest guess at the cause of it.

Thud, thud, thud! went the racin
heofz of Bunter's bronco. Bunter di
not fall off, for a good reason. Fis fat
arms clung to the bronce's neck, and ba
clung to that neck hike 8 limpet to a
rock.

Where the horse swent, Banter did
not care. Al he cared for was to get
away from ihat termifving desperado,
b Houvr-bag man.

But the horse—pgifted with (e horse.
sense which Billy Bunter sadly lacked—
toolk: ihe homeward trail, ws & matler
of courze, and galloped on towards the
distant  ranch, with the fat junior
claiwed 1w the back of his neck,

body and boots ? *

The horseman at the fork in the trail
stared, and stared; lmt he did net draw
rein. He rode on by the right-hand
trail, towards Squaw Mountain, and in
a few minutes the rugged folda of the
intervening priarie shut off Bunter from
liis =s1ght.

Bunter’s bronco thundered on.  For
a gpood mile the fat Owl clung on

desperately, then he rolled off.
Thera was a Dbump, that shook
Bunter—and almost shook Toxas,  The

bronco, probably glad to be relieved
of the weight, galloped on to the ranch
—minus Bunter |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Chancge at Last!

b H ALLO, halle, hallol
Bunter's goe 17

“The fat nssi”
“Phe terrific fathead '™

Harry Wharten & Co. had been cow-
punching that afternoun.  They wero
riding back to Kicking Cayuse at a
leisurely paco n a cheery bunch, and
had almost reoched the gate when a
ridi_‘!IrIEﬁ-s hovse came trowting down {he
tral.

They knew Bunter's stecd—and as it
waa DBunter’s, they were not greatly
surprised to seo it viderless.  Still, they
were surprised te sce it on the home
trail, as Dunter was supposed to be
staying ab Packsaddle.

“The fat elump ™ z20id Jolinny Bull.
“"He muszt have =taried back, or the
horse wouldn't be here.  The gea's
dropped him somewhere on the trail.”

Dob Cherry whirled his lasso and rode
at the horse. lle roped it in prompily
and eofficiently.

“ Better go and pick up Dunter I ho
remarkoed.

* The betterfulness will be terrifie, for

That's

**Oh crikey ! ** gasped Bunter.
man who was disguised in the Aour-bag ! ™

“ He—he's the

the esteemed and wdiotic Bunier”
grinned Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.
“The blithering idiot!™ grunted
Jolinny Bull, *“He was to stay at Poack-
saddle as lang as Smithy Ji A
Harry Wharton laughed.

“Judging by the way we left them
yesterday morning, he may have gor
fed up with Smithy, and started howe,”
ha said. “Anyhow, he must bhave
started, and his brone’s dropped him
on the trail. Come on ¥

It was clear, at al]l events, {hat the
brone had dropped Bunter, amd ibat
the haplesa fat Owl had been left, on
foet, on the trail, somewheroc between
the ranch and the cow town.

B0 the IWamousz Five s=et off, at a
pallop, to find him, Bob Cherry leading
the riderless horse on the rope. The
Famons Five had done a good deal of
riding that day, but they had to do
some more; certainly, they could not
leave Bunter distributed on the prairie.
But they really hoped that they would
not have to ride a dozen miles to pick
him up.

But it was not so bad ps that, Only
a few miles from the ranch, Bob Cherry
waved his quirt and pointed at a fat
figure in the trajl. A big pair of sprcs
tacles flashed back the red glare of tha
.t:ci,l,m?r sin as that fat figure {oddied
wenrily towards then.,

“Jolly old Buuter ! =axd Bob,

The juniors_dashed on, and DBunter
as he sighted (lem, came to a halt,  Ha
Lhad done about three hundred yards on
foot, which was two hundred and ninety-
mie yards too many for Bunter’s com-
fort. He stopped, and stood panting
as the Famons Five rode up, and roined
in their horses.

*Ilalle, halle, halla1” sang out Dob
cheerily. ; ”
Tueg Micxer Libmanv.—No. 1,231,
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“§ say, you [ellows, is he after me?”

“Ho—who!? Bmithy1"” asked Bob.

“Ow! No. That beast—that villain
—ol erikey! 1 say, you fellows, gimme
my lmnr.pfzs’tF I eay, keep up with me.
sav, have you got your rifles? I say,
watch for him. Oh crikey ¥ ,

“What on earth’s the matter?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.

*(an you se¢ him?" gas?ed Bunter.
“T've been locking back all the time,

but I haven't eecn hun. Cpn you seo
him?" .
"There's nobody on  the trail”

answered Harry.

“Bore?” gasped

“Quite, fathead!
ANy R |
“That man!” groaned Bunter.

“VWhat men, you ass?"’

“Him!"” gasped Bunter.

“There's o lot of hims in Texas, okl
fat man,” said Bob. Then he started.
“You don't mean £

“Yes, L do. COh erikey!” _

WIob the flour-bag mant” exclaimed

WO dear! Yes.”

*Oh dear €8, ;
“At Packsaddlei” exclaimed
Wharton.

“No, you aszl 1 wouldn't hav'a
minded seeing him at Packsaddle,”

Bunter.
Have you secn

roaned - Bunter, “I'd have pointed
Ei!'ﬂ out fast enough. Oh crikeyl
Oh lor’ 1"

“Ther where did you see ham?”
asked Johnny Bull

All the Famous Five were Lkeenly
interested mow. The terror in Bunter’s
fat face told its own tale. Ho had seen
the desperado who had worn the flour-
bag, and he had been frightened out
of his fat wits. ‘

“There’s o lﬁﬂ.sﬂ;f place where there's
two beastly trails 1" gasped Bunter. “I
didn't know which to take, and then
1 saw him mming, and thﬂu%ht I'd ask
him. And then "—Bunter shuddered—

g% soon as I saw his faco, yon
¥

“He hadn't another flour-bag on?”

“Fh? No. [ saw him, and—och
orikey! I—I galloped off,” gasped
Bunter, “and—and then [ fell off the
horse, somehow "

“You would 1™ agreed Johnny Bull,

“ Boeast !

Harry Wharton's cyes gleamed.

“He must have taken the other trail,™
he gaid. “He was coming from Paclk-
saddle, Bunter®”

“Yes: coming elong p3 cool ga yon
please ! gasped Bunter. "I never
dresmed iE was that beast, of course,
secing him coming—till I saw his face.
Oh o' 1V : _

“He doesn't know that his face is
knowin, fathead. Hﬂbﬂd{ knows him,
bat you, end he doesn't know that you
know him,” eaid Bob. “HBe rides
around like any other man im FPack-
saddle. Must have surprised him if you
holted at the sight of him.”

“Dh!'” said Bunter. " I1-—1 supposc
that's why hoe hasn't come after me
But if he knew—""

know,

“Lucky for you he didn't!" eaid
Johuny Bull. “What the thump are
vou doing, coming back alone? Where's

mithy 77

“Blow Smithy! Tho beast kicked mo
I:rm]auseﬂi was having & nap after lunch
ani——

"“Stick that fat ass on his gee, and
come on!” said Bob Cherry. * How
long ig it gince you saw him, Bunteri®™

I don't know."

"You wouldn’t," snoried Johnny
Pull.
" Heast 1"

"1t can't have been very long.” said
Bob. *Only as long as 1t took Bunter's
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brone lo get to the ranch, and it was
gomng pretty fast. Here's your gee,
Buntv. Coming with us, or going on to
the ranch "

I zaw, vou fellows, you'd better come
with e ™ said Bunter, anxiously. * I—
I'm not nervous, you know, or—or any-
thing of that sort, but—but I'm afraid
;rcm"fl bo late for supper—"

“* Fathead 1™

Bunter was helped on his horse—
turned in tha direction of Kicking
Cayruse Ranch. The Famous Five ware
leeh and cager to get on the track of
the four-bag man—Bunter did not share
their keenness and eagerness in the very
least, Pointing out the man in &
erowded cow town was one thing—hbut
meeting him on lonely prairio trails was
quite another, Untold gold would not
have induced Billy Bunter to join in
that pursuit.

“ Bunter cught to come 1 said Johnny
Eull. “He's the only chap who knows
the man by sight—

“I'1 watch 1t1” enorted Bunter,

“Look liere, Bunter—"

“ Beast [

“If Bunter comes, we ghall have to
erawl, and there won't be a chance of
sceing the men at all!” said Harry.
“Roll off, Bunter 1™

Bunter settled the matter hy starting
for the ranch, Billy Bunter had eeen
all e wanted to see of the fRour-bag
man—and some over.

“We've got a chance, if we put it on,
vou fellows,” snid Harry Wharton.
“The man must have taken the Circle
O trail, ns Bunter saw him at the fork
angd he hasn’t come this way! No need
for us to ride to the fork—we cam cut
across the prairie to the other trail—it's
rough going, but we can do it all right.”

“But we shan't know the man if we
see him 1" said Johnny Baull. “Only
Bunter knows lim—=*

“I1f we zpot & man on that trail, ik
will be ds that it was the man
Bunter saw at the fork,” answercd
Harry., “We can't accuse him on that
of ecourse—but we can jolly well zee
what he looks like, and find out whoe
he is—and once we know that, we can
get Bunter to spot him another time.”

“What-ho ! said Bob, *“Come on”

The Famous Five lost no time. They
tnrned their broncos norithward, and left
the trail. It was rough going, across
the rugged prairie: but the chums of
the JRemove were used to rough riding
by this time, They put the broncos to
th_adgallnp. and rode almest like the
Wil

The miles flow under the racing hoofs.
At a breathlesa pace, they cut across
ihe rugged prairie that intervened
between the two trails: and in a very
short time, struck the Cirele O trail

Without drawing rein, they wheeled
into it and rode westward.

The man they wanted had, no doubt,
passed that point Iﬂngiiﬁirma: but unless
he was riding very hard, they had =
good clianee of overtaking him, going
all out. And as he could not have the
remotest  suspicion that anyone was
pursuing him, there seemed no reason
why he should be putting on unusual
speed. The Famous Five were putting
ol verw unuau:ul.sgeed—urgmg on the
swift Dbroncos with whip apd spur—
riting as if for their lives.

And suddenly, Bob Cherry gave a
breathless whoop, and pointed with his
qiirt,
~ Far ahead of the juniors, but visible
in the red sunset, a stetson hat bobbed
over the grass.

There was a horseman ahead on the
trail, riding towards Squaw Mountain,
Was it tha man who had passed Bunter
at the fork? It was almost & certainty
—and with ficree  determination, the

Famous Five urred on their broncos,
determined {o ride the horseman down,
and discover who Le was, if horseflesh
could do it.

b N

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man on the Traill

ALLOP L GaIEagi
The rapid hoofs rang on the

hard-beaten trail.

The Greyiriara juniors wera
oing all out: and the wind from
squavw  Mountain stung their face as
they dashed on, the red sunset in their
oyes. ) _

Harry Wharton was a little ahead—
Bob wrry  nest—Frank Nugent,
Hurree Singh, and Johnny Bull bunched
behind—each fellow getting all he could
out of his horse.

The stetson hat on the trail ahead
was plainer to the view: and thoy made
out the higure of a rider under it, and
the horse %mﬁ rode, They were gaining
at every stride of the broncos.

They were, in fact, putting on twice
the epeed of the man ah He was
riding at a rather rapid, but steady
m& : like & man who did not want to

time, but who had no occasion for
undue haste. .

Obviously he was not in flight, and
did not think that he had any reason
for flight. A puncher, or o rancher,
riding at his usual speed on his home-
ward way, was what he looked like—
and that, mo doubt, was what he was.
Was he also the man who had worn
the flour-bag and robbed the Prairio
Bend hack? That was what the juniora
wanted to know.

Fast as thoy rode, they kept their
eyes open, on the alert.

On the trail, and on the surrounding
plains, thev sighted no one else. The
chances, therefore, were that the man
ahead was the man who had passed
Billy Bunter at the fork of the trails

They could not, of course, be sure
It was possible that the man who had
passed lguntnr, had left the trail beiore
they reached it and ridden Ew-ﬂ.ﬁ on the

lains,. In which c<ase they had lost

im, and now were simply riding after
some other man who happened to bo
jogging along on his homeward way by
that trail. .

That was guite possible. Nevertheless,
the chances were that this was the man
—and they meant to have a good look
at him, rvegister his face in their
memory, and if possible learn hiz name
-—if he was a stranger to them.

HMaving learned where he was to be
found, at another €ime, it would be
qitte sasy to lay plans for Bunter to
see dam  later: which would settle,
bevond doubt, whether he was the man
in the flour-bag or not,

As thev drew closer, 1t occecurred to
all the Famous Five that thizs horseman
aliead was not a stranger to them—that
he was some Iack:addle man whom
ther had seen befora. :

There was something familiar in the
figure of the rider, though so far they
could only ses his back. £ W3 4 man
of athletic frame, well dressed, and rode
well. All the juniors had an impression
that they had looked after that same
figure, riding away fromy them, npot
very long ago.

The horseman did not seem aware, so
far, that they were bLehind him, Cer-
tainly, whether he was the four-bag
man or npot, he could not have guessed
that be was inteniionally pursned.

He did not look badk: but kept on
ot the same steady pace, heading for
the sput of Bauaw Mountain  that
stretehed away from the mighty mass



ko the south-east. He had to cross that
f}gu.r EIE he was going to Circle O er

yond.

“By gum!” breathed Bob Cherry,
euddenly, .

It flashed into Bob's mind where he
had scen that fgure riding away, and
gazed after him as he went—it had been
at the gate of the Llﬂhiﬂﬂ Cayuse,
B fow days ago—when Jad Blake had
ridden nway from the raoch on »a
borrowed horze,

Harry Wharton glanced round, The
same thought had come into his own
mind.

“Blake 1™ he exclaimed breathlessly.

“Looks like him! Going heme to the
Circle (3—fhia is his way bome from
Packszaddie.”

“Oh 1 breathed Harry.

He remembered having seen Blake
take the hack for Praivie DBend, and
having heard him mention to the sheriff
that he wopld be back in a couple of
days. If this was Blake, cvidently he
had come back in the heck that after.
noon, and was now widing e from
Tacksaddle.

It was Blake—a few moments later
there waz no doubt about that for the
horseman, as the juniors drew nearer,
heard the thump of hools behind him,
and turncd his head to glance back.

The Famous Five were neay enough
row to make out his face, as he torned
it—and they all knew Blake, at once.

“Blake 1” exclaimed Johnny Bull,
blankly. y

“#Tho esteemed Blake 1™ ejaculated
Hurreo Jamszet Ram Singh.

“0h, wmy only hat!”
Nigent,

Blake's backward glance was careloss,
Perhaps he was surprised to see the
echoolboys galloping towards the lonely
wilderness of Squaw Mountain, at the
fall of evening: but if zo. ha was neb
intercsted. He bhad simply glanced
back on heaving the hoot-beata: but
aftcr that moimentary glance, he rode
on a%au} a5 hefore, at the same pace.
Clearly it did not cross his mind this
the presence of the Greyfriars fellowa
had any connection with himself.

Bob Cherry grinned a little,

“We've lost our man ¥ he remarked.
*He must have Jeft the trail before we
hi¢ it—and we've followed Blake
instead,™

“Wo ean azk him if he's seen gnyone
on the frail ' said Harry.

“Yes, that's e0,” agreed Bob. “Hob
must hato come along about the time—
ten to ono, he may have scen the man
who passed Bunter.”

Harry Wharton breathed hard, .

His thoughts were rather in a whirl
ginca he had recopnised the man ahead.
At the sight of Blake, his friends con-
cluded that they had missed the man
Bunter had seen. Wharton did not feel

exclaimed

B0 SUTE,
“Not a word about the Emtrahaf marti,
you  fellowst™ said Harry suddenly.

“Wo can a:k bhim questions without
mentioning . who we're after. No need
to tell Blake anytling about 1it.”

“Not a word ! agreed Dob.

It had already been settled that
nothing was 10 he said, except to the
shoriff, on tha sibject of what Bunter
know. Talk on the :ubject might have
vreached the ears of the unknown
desperado, and warned him that there
was one perzon who knew what he
locked like without the flour-bag.

And, with the strange, startling
thoughts that were unow rising in his
mind, least of all did Harry Wharton
want Blake to hear a word about it.

Up to the moment when they had
recognised. Blake, the juntors
thowght it ten to one that the man

EVERY SATURDAY

ahoad was the Hour-bag man,
nising ;
bers of the Co. dismissed that 1des amto-
maticelly, Bs it were,

Hayrry Wharton did not dismiss it

He was certain—they were all cer-
tain—that ihe four-bag man was a
Packsaddle man, probably well known
in the locality, Why not Blake? Why
not, as much as any other Packsaddle
man?d

Az likely as any other; more hkelr,
indeed, as the man was a desperate
gamester, who had lost almost all he
had, and was well known to be hard
pressad for money,

With a clatter of hoofs, the Famous
Five rodoe up round Blake. The young
rancher had neither increased nor
diminished his pace, taking no heed
whatever of the schoolboys after that
one careless, backward glance.

But he looked at them now with a
careless inquiry &s they rode round hun
and checkod their horses to his sgeed.

“Good-evening, Mr. Blake!” Bob
Cherry greeted “him breathlesaly.

The rancher gave him & nod. He did
nat cheek his horse, and the juniors rode
on with him. It was quite plain that
Mr. Blake did not want their company.

“Have you seen anybody on thia
mig,q 3.11:. Blake 1" asked Bob,

113 o ¥I

“We're looking for a fellow——"

“T'vo passed nobody on this trail.”

Blake's answers were curt.

Harry Wharton drew a deep brealh.

“Nobody esince you lcft Packsaddle,
Mr. Blake 7" ho asked.

“Only a fat gink at the fork of the
trails,” answered Blake. "1If you're
looking for that feck, I gucss e went
by the other trail, if his cayuse hasn’t
thrown him off.”

The rancher rode on, but the Famous
Five no longer rode with him. They
dréw vein, halting: in the trail, fairly

Recog-

dumbfounded.
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Swipe |

way &t Kicking Cayuse, leaning
on the post, his eyes and his spec-

prairie,
cep and

_BILLY BUNTER stood in the gate-

tacles fixed on the dusk

Bunter's feelings were
bitter. ‘ o

He had arrived st Kicking Cayuse
in time—in good time—for supper.
Now it waz long past supper-lime.

But supper was still only a tantelising
vision.

That beast—that cheeky choreman—
that unspeakable swab, Chick, was
cheeky, as wsual It had happened
before. Now it had happencd again.
Chick was going to hand out supper
when the Famous Five came in. He

tha Chirele O rancher, four mem-

21

Owl who was not thers. On the other
hand, “eats* at the Pack Hotel were
prompt and ample, .

But Bunter was st Kicking Cayuse
now, and had to make the best of that.
When he told Chick, &t the kitchen
door, what he thought of him; Chick
pelted him with beans till he rolled
away in haste.

?;:r ha:’a wutﬂhtgntar. tiiuni in tho

ata- watohing e darkening
i‘:rair??with- longing eyes and spoctacles,

At last, st long last, came a thudding
of hw!ﬁ and a horseman. rode up to the
wate. But it was only one rider, and it
was not one of the Famous Five. It
was Herbert Vernon-Bmith, back from
Packsaddle.

Bunter gave him a morose blink..

Bmithy glanced at him, dismounted
swiftly, and iri?pe:l his quirt. The
look on 8mithy's face was most un.
pleasant.

His temper was evon more unpleasput
than his Jook.

After hiz game of poker with Jad
Blake, the rancher had ridden out of
FPachksaddle on the homeward trail, and
Vernon-Smith had looked {or Bunter,
angrily wondering what had becomo of
the fat azs, ]

It did not cocur to him at first that
Bunter had cleared off, and for a good
hour ke looked up and down and round
sbout for bim, in vain. Then, suspect-
g the truth, he inquired at the stable,
and learned that the fat Owl had taken
hia horse hours ago and gope.

Smithy's frelings were deep when he
learned that.

Two_nights and two days had been
spent in the cow town for the special

urpose of Bunter keeping lie oyes open
or the face of tha flour-bag man.
Nothing had come of it—as |ikely as not
owing to Bunter's own inimitable
metheds of keeping watch—and now the
{at frumnp had cleared off and thrown
up the wﬁula thing | .

It was useless to remain in Pack-
saddle without Bunter. S8mithy called
for his horse to ride home.

On the way back to the ranch he
swished his guirt in the air a good
many times with the thought of what
he was going to do with it when be
E,-m:heﬂ Kicking Cayuse and found

unter:

Now he bad reached Kicking Cayuse
and found Buntcr |

Ha lost no time,

Bwipel ,

Bunter did not seem fo have expected
that. DBunter seldom ocxpected any-
thing till it happened.

He gave a fearful roar and bpunded
clear of the ground.

Swipa l

* ¥aroop I
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(Tontinued on next page.)
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“Wiv, you beast!” welled Bunter.
“AWhaveer you up to? Leave off ! Oh
crikev! Btoppit] Yarooht!"

Swije!

Tlee fut Owl, yelling, turned and fled
for the ranch-house. After him rushed
it Bounder, still swiping with the
guavk. . .

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

Billy Bunter's wild howls rang far and
witle, D'mnechers stared, grinning, out of
the bunkhouse, Bill, who was smoking
a pipe by the corral wall, stared over
g pipe. Chick looked out of the
ranche, grinning.

Swipe, swipd, swipe !

“Yarooh! Help! Yoo-hoon I” rearcid
Bunter,

fle flew up the veranda steps, the
swiping quirt just behind hirm.

Chick, looking out of the doorway of
ihe living-room, chuckled. Chick, for
roane reason nnknown to the fat Owl, did
not like Dunter. He secmed to derive
immense entertainment from the sight
of the Lapless fab Owl fleeing from the
s AT ik, -

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Chick,
and be fairly doubled up with mirth in
e doorway., )

The next moment he roared ain—a
different kind of roar. Bunter, bolting
acrosa the veranda to escape, did not
even see Chick in the doorway., e did
wobt know that Chiclk was there till he
crasied. ;

Ho crashed like s  battering-ram.
Chick, vonring, but not with mirth, went
over backwards inte the living-room,
whors tho back of his head tapped hard
on & hard pinewood floor.

Bunter ¢crashed down on Chick. Ha
erashed hard, and he crashed heavy. Elc
cdrove overy ounce of breath out of the
wrebched Chick. The choreman, spread-
eagled on his back, gurgled horribly.

Flanting a fat knee on Chick’s face,
Bunter licaved himsell to his feet and
rushed ou, dodging out by the inner
door te the Lhiallway.

The next moment the Bounder flew
in from tho veranda. Chick's agonised
gurgle changed to a moan, as thc
Bounder trampled over him, stumbled,
and fell on him.

It was vather fortunate for Dunter,
It gave him time to do the stairs and
lwolt into lus room. It was not fortunaic
for Chick, The unhappy choreman
moaned  feebly wunder the falling
Bounder.

“Oopooogl 1™ came in a faint squeak
from Chicl:.

The Bounder panted. .

“You fooll What are you sticking
iherc for? WWhere's Bunter 1"

*Wooocogl 1" moanced Chick.

The Bounder jumped up and rushed
acrozs the room. e reached the hall-
way in thmo to hear & door slam above,
followed by the ¢lick of o key. Ho ran
wp the stairs and kicked at a locked
OO,

“"Beast I came from within, *Cad!
Swol! Low rotter! Yah!?

Vernon -Smith tucked the quirt under
his arin and tramped down the stairs
Billy Bunter was safe out of reach—for
the present, ab least. With knitted
brows the Bounder tramped back into
the living-roonm.

He had expected to find the Famous
Five at the ranch, but they were not
to be seen.  He stared at Chick, who
was sifling up, with both hands
pressed to the widest of part of his cir-
cuinfercnee, gurgling for breath, and
wttering  moans  that  might  have
touched a beart of slone.

“Where are my friends?”
Yernon-Smitl.

Tur Macser Lienasy.~No. 1,581,

askoed

THE MAGNET

“Dooooooh 't moaned Chick,
“Have they gone out?"
“ Oaogoogh 1
“You gurgling

“Lirryrgeh 1

“"Will vou answer, vou fathead®"

M Liug-gugag 't

The Bownder tramped out of the
rancho, leaving Chiek to moan and
gurgle.

“] gpuess they been punching cows,”
said Bill, when Smithy inquired of the
forcian. “'They ain™t. hit the ranch
vet. They sure are late.”

The Bounder, with s grunt
down to the gaic, :

It was half an bhour later that a
thudding of hoofe, and a jingle of
hridles, announced tho arrival of tho
Famous Five,

Veronon-Sinith gavoe them s far from
amiable leolk asz they rode in at the
gate, in a tired and dosty bunch.

“IMalle, bhallo, hallo! Smithy's
here U? exclaimed Bob. “You've come
back from Paclsaddle, old bean?

X angpped  the  Bounder.

idiot, where aro

wenk

Yost™
“That fool Bunter—-"*

ok chuckled.

"We've seen Dunter.  And we've
ot news for yvou, old man.™

The Bonnder, staring at the Famous
Five in the dusk, could recad the ex-
crtement 1a their faces,

“We've goi him, Smiihy 1" breathed
Dol a3z ho dismounted.

“Ciot him ¥ repeated the Bounder.

“1 mean, we can put our finger on
hitn when we Like”

“Who, you mss?”

iob lowered his voled:

“The man in the flourbag!”?

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wanted Man ]

i LALRE "
B “Dlake '
The Bounder whistled.

llarry Wharton & Co. had
said mo wmore until they wera in the
ranclio, It was not a matter for other
cars to heav, The Famous Five had
returiied to Kicking Cayuse, after that
meeiing on the Cirele O trail, deeply
exetted, and absolutely certoin. What
Wharton had guessed, his comrades
knew, when Jad Blake hod uttered his
last words, and ridden om and left
thew, There was not a spob of doubt
left 1 their minds,

In the rancho Chick had retived to
his kitehen. e could still be heard,
gasping.  Bunter was locked in hia
room, fearvfully hungry, but afraid to
venture forth. Supper was very late.
But none of the juniors gave a thonght
to Chick, or Dunter, or supper. or-
non-Smitls led the way to his room,
anidl lighted a lamp. The door was
closed ; and then they told him. The
Bounder liztencd, and whistled.

“Blake?" I ropeated. "Dy gadl
Why didi't T guess it 3"

Havry Wharten siniled. _

“None of us gucssed i, Smithy, or
ihonght or dreamed of it. Even when
wo found him on the trail, we thought
very likely wo'd missed our man, and
Dlalie might have scen him.” .

“MThat was what 1 thought,” said
Dob. “But when he told us that he'd
passed }:I'Iunt::r at the fork of the trails,
L —

“ He never knew what ho was telling
us,” grinned Johnoy Bull “By gum
it made me jump when he said it i
never dreamoed—""

M Zame here!” said Frank Nugenb,

“And yel we might have. We jolly
viell koew it wa: a Pack:addle man,
and one who was hard up”

“Wa ought to have guessed,™ said
the Eounder quietlv, I wonder 1
didn't, Why, now we kpow, every-
thing points to 1it.  But—there's no
doubt now—if Dunter saw the four-
bag man at the fork, and Blake said
he passed Bunter there, that fixes it
C“0f course, he hasn't tho remotesk
idea that Bpnter knows his face, or
that anybody does,” said Wharton.
“He never dreamed that when le told

ugd he passed Bunler at thoe fork, he

was telling us ithat he was the Houres
bag man."

The Bounder lauvgled.

“That fat fooll?” ha said. = “I've

quirted him, for leaving mo in the
lurch at Packsaddle. Awd he’s dono
tho triclk, after all. The fat idiot!
Blake must, have passed right under
hia nose this afternoun when he got
off the hack, bub the blithering idiot
had gone to sleep IV

Vernon-8mith  walked  about the
room, his hands thrust deep into his
pockets, his eyes shining with cxoite-
ment, All hs ill-humeour was gono
now., The mnews had bucked tho
Bounder tremendousiy.

“We ought to have guessed,” he re-
peated. “I tell you, mow we know,
everything peoints to Jad Blake.”

“Now we Lknow,” agreed Bob.

“But not before the knowfulness,™
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
with s dusky grin.

“I tell you, it was Eﬂain enongh, if
we'd only thought 15," said Vernon-
Smith. “You remember the frst timo
the Hour-bag man showed up—that was
before any of us had met Blake. I
was going over to meect him at tho
Pack, make his acquaintance, and talk
about buving hiz ranch.”

“And I went because vou'd crocked
your leg," said Dob. " And the flour-
bag man stopped me on the trail with
8 gun, thinkivez I was you.™

“Wo thouglht, at the timne, that ho
must  have heard the appointment
spoken of. I dare zay a lot of Pack-
saddle people knew,” said the Boundor.
“But it's plain enough now. The
flonr-bag man expected to sce me at
that time on that trail, becawse ho
was—Dlake 1"

“Plain enouzh now,” said INogent.

“And the next day we went over to
the Circle O to see Lim, and the flour-
bag man held me up on Squaw Aloun-
tain. and roblbed me of a ihousand
dellars.” The Bounder's eve: gleamed.
“How did he know? I thought at
the time that Dob must have given

‘Blake m» wnessage, in the hearing of

others; but we know now-—it was
Blake who lLicld me HE on the moun-
tain. You remember he joinetd us on
the trail before we got to bia ranch.”

“ Al ¢lear now,” said Jeohnny Bull

“Aud it was Blake=Jad Blake—
who stopped the hack, and robbed tho
bank-messenger, and chot him up, and
laid it to tho account of the Rio Kid,”
went on Smithy. *VWe never drecamed
that he was Blake when we spotted
Lim in the flour-bag, and chased him;

and he pot away by leaping the bar-
ranca. We might have—we ought to
have! Idw did the fHour-bag man

know tho dollara were on the hack?
Blake knew, becauss the moncy was
coming to pay for ht&:ing his ranch.
I've wondered s hundred times how
the trail-thief knew. I ought to have
guessed.”’

The Bdunder gave an angry grunt.
Fut the Famous T[ive shook their

heads,



“ Yon doggoned

you ean hold up a goy in my uﬂtmﬁ my orders | Pack

Now that they knew at last the real
identity of the man in the flour-bag,

many circumstances cropped up 1a the
minds of the juuntors—pointing to
Poker Blake.

But those circumstances cropped up,
only because they now knew the trat
Th could never have gucssed the
trail-thief's secrot,

“Just tha man, too,” wonbk on
Bmithy. “A spendthrift rotlter, who
has gambled away nearly everything
he has; sold evervthing off his ranch,
and now selling the ranch it=elf, to
get more money to chuck away at
poker and faro. Just the nan, if
wo'd thought of him.”

" Only we didn't,”™ murmured Boh.

“Weo guessed, too, that the flour-bag
man would ride with the sheriff, and
zshout out his londest that the trail-
thiecf waa the Rio Kid,” continued
Smithy, “Exactly what Blake did.
Yot we nover guessed.”

“Well, plenty of the other men rode
with the sheviff, snd shouted out the
came thing,” said Bob. “We couldn't
guaess.’”

“If Bunter had ever met DBlake, he
would have known at once when that
blighter took the flour-bag off,” said
the Bounder. *And if the fat fool
had had sense enough to give anything
like a deseription

“Well, he knows him again sll
right, at any rate,’ said Bob.

“ Apother tlung,* said the Bounder,
“vou heard what he said to the sheriff,
when he was taking the back to
FPrairie Bend yesterday morning, He
didn’t care if the whele town heard
himt say that he was hard up, and
poing to Red Blulls to raise the wind
till he could get the money for hia
ranch, Of course, that was what he
wanted, With my father’s twenty
thousand dollars in his pockets, he
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** roared the sheriff, siriding beiween Jad Blake and Vernon-Smith. * You figure !fmt
t gun, and beat it outer this office ! ** 'The Bounder’s eyes
« " Stand aside, you old fool ! ** he roared.

wanted to be supposed to be as hard
up az usual”

“Right on the wicket.,!” aproed Dob.
“"We can think of a lot of Lhings, now
we know." :

“And that’s not all,”™ eaid ihe
Bounder, with & glitter n has eves.
“Why tiid o mako that trip on the
railway? Not to raiso the wind, when
he had the twenty thousand dollara ho
shot up the banlk-messenger for, The
money was in largo billa  And ho
didn’t want to be seen changing large
hills in Packsaddle, where he was
known to be short of =mall bills.”

“By gum!’ said Bol., o whistled,
“That railroad trip was to get vid of
the loot, in a place where he wasn't
known.”

“And he's got rid of it1¥ said the
Bounder savagely. “Ie had tens and
fifties and hundreds tlis alternoen in
Packsaddle—aa 1 happened to notice.®
omithy did not mention that he had
noticed it ovar a8 gaine of poker at tho
Pack. "“Heo won't be =o keen on zell-
g the ranch now—new that he's gof
the twenty thousand dollars for
nothing.*

Herbert Vernon-Emith clenched hia
hands.

“The pater knows nothing of it as
yvet,” he said. 1 was hoping we should
%&“ the man and get the loot Dback,

ow he's pot rid of it—not at Red
Bluffa, either—he wouldn™t have men-
tioned where he was really poing—most
likely some town hundreds of miles up
the railroad, outside the cow eouniry.
But if a large sum 13 found ou him, it
comes to the same thing, Evervhody
knows that he ecouldn’t raise a thousand
dollars to save his life—except by sell-
ing what's left of his ranch.”

“That will fix him ¥ caid Bob, with
a nod.

Y Money doesn't last ihat kind of man
long, though 1" zaid Vernon-Smith, with

e .

2 contemptuous sneer. "It will go ot
wker and faro, if we give him time.

Xe've got to get him-—and get him
quick 1™
“Now we Lonow———" gaid Harry.

“Now we Lknow Bunter's gobt to
identify him in the presence of tha
sheriff (" gaid Vernon-8mith., “ Even
that bonehead Lick will have to sit up
and teke notice, when his man's actu-
ally pointed out to him. Wea'll get the

man, and we'll back what's
loft of mf father's dollare=—and il
dollars will prove it on him.”

And, the matter having been disenssed
and eettled, the juniora remembercd
supper, and went down to the same.

Chick, still in & rather fms ing state,
zorved tho supper; but Billy Bunier did
not Arrive.

“Where's that fat ass?” ashed Dol
locking round.

“Upstalrs,” answered Vernon-Smith,
“hehind a locked door.”

“Tell him it’s all serene,” enid Boh.

The Bounder laughed

“O.I. 1 he said. “I' feleh him.”

IIe went up the stairs again and
Langed at Bunter's door.

"Reast 1" cama from within.

* Supper 1" ecalled out the DBoumder.
TAll sorene, you fat Owl—you ecan
como out | Pax |

“Oh, all right!”

The Bounder having made 1§ " pax,™
Dunter ventured forth. e Llinked sus-
piciously at the Bounder ns lhe went
downstaira. But Smithy no longer car-
ried: the quirt. And when bhe got into
the living-room and sighted tho supper,
Billy Bunter forgot all about the quirt
and quirting. At last—at long, long
last—DBunter was able to fill the aching
void m the inner Bunter—and for iho
next hour foodstuffs oceupied his fat
mind, and, at 8 rapid rate, ocoupied his
fat cireumference.
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

In the Sherifl’s Office !

HERIFF LICK grunted.

Bitting in his olfice, in the
sunny morning, the sheriff of
Packsaddle was looking out on the

dusty plazo, with a grim and gloomy
ove,

Every now and then his glance turned
to the summit of Squaw Mountain, barr-
ing the blue sky in the west, visible
through the open doorway.

Somewhere in that rocky wilderness
the Rio Kid had his “hide-out "—but
the sheriff and his men had been unable
to discover it :

Mr. Lick was tired of combing sun-
baked rocks mnd etruggling through
steep pulches in search of that elusive
outlaw. Perhaps, too, he waa tired
of riding & bronco with his face to the
tail, and realised that if he hunted the
Kid in that rocky wilderness, he was
less likely to find him then to be found
by him! He had given up the huni—
hoping to resume it if ho received some
news of the Kid's next activities.

But his failure did not please Ar.
Lick—he was angry, and grim, and dis-
g:runtled‘ Bud Carter, of Prairie Bend,
ay in ‘the doc’s shack at the cow town,
gorely wounded--shot up, as the sheriff
believed, and all Packsaddle believed,
Ly the Rio Kid. Mr. Lick would have

iven much to get & “ling ¥ on the out-
aw of the Rio Grande.

He grunted—expressively—as a bunch
of riders came in from the prairie trail
and pulled in opposite his office on the
plaza. He was not in the least pleased
to see the Greyfriars party from Kick-
ing Cavuse.

But whether he was pleased or not,
he haqd to see them—for they had
evidently arrived to ecall on him.
Leaving their horses hitched, they came
into the office in 8 body—Vernen-Simith,
the Famous Five, and Billy Bunter,
tMr. Lick greeted them with a grim
stare.

If they had come there to s?iii any
more ' guff " about what that
fancied lho knew, the sheriff was pre-
pared to cub them very short. He had

at gink ba

THE MAGNET

heard all he wanted from that fat gink
—and o little over!

“'Morning, sheriff "
Bmith cheerily.

Grunt |

“News for youl” said the Bounder.

Grunt!

Tho juniors emiled faintly. Bheriff
Lick was, evidently, not in a mood to
welcome any more news from the Grey-
friars fellows. But he wes going to
have ik, all the same.

gald VYernon-

You remember what Bunter told you go

the other day, Mr. Lick—"
the Bounder quietly.

“1 guess I don't want to hear all that
bunk aginl” growled the sheriff.

“*He's seen the man ¥

“You're telling me!” grunted Mr.
Lick.

“And identified him—"

“Bez youl"

“And he's coming hero—"

"The Rio Kid 1" jeered the sherill.

“No ! said the under. *“Not the
Rio Kid, sheriff, hut the man in the
flaur-bag, who held up Andy Jones’
hacle and shot the bank messenger.
We've spotted that guy, sheriff, and
wo call on you, as shenff of Packsaddle,
to sea him identified, in your presence,
and to arrest him,”

The sheriff drew a deep breath.

He was, in spite of himself, imé;irﬂsﬂed
by that plain statement. He did not
doubt that Bunter had a::tuallg seon tha
man in the flour-bag—but his belief was
that the “ fat gink ¥ had been too fright-
ened to notice what he was like, and
that the man was, in poiot of fact, the
Rio Kid.

Still, if Bunter had seen a man whom
he declared to be the men who had
taken the flour-bag off his face, after
the robbery of the hack, Mr. Lick really
had no choice but to go into the matter.

Fie had his duty to do, though his
fixed belief was not in the least un-
changed—so far, at all events

“Put it plain!” he grunted. “That
geck makes out he's seen a8 man that's
the Tq}w he saw taking off the Hour-

went on

E
“I jolly well did 1" declared Bunter.
“Where vou see himi"”
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“On the Packsaddle trail yesterday,™
answered Bunter. “He came up to the

fork of the trail when I was going back
to the ranch. I was going to ask him
gi;a way—and then I recognised
]m_"""""",

*The Kid, I reckon, if you did I said
the sheriff. .

“It jolly well wwasn't!” hooted
Bunter, “Think I don’t know one face
from another, Mr. Lick 1

“IL'll ery you don't know enough to
it when 1t rains}” grunted the
eheriff. “If there's a boob in Boobsville
that’s got anything on you, I'd like to
see fho colour of his haic.”

#H Lﬂﬂk hl:['&'—-‘-'"

“Aw, can it1” snepped the sheriff
“If you gobt epything to spill, spill it
Where's the men, if you seen him ¥

“How should I know?” grunted
Bunter. “I haven't secen him since he
passed e at the fork of the trail yester-
day, and I don't know who he is,
cmucst that he's the man who took off
the Hour-bag.”

“That's &ll Bunter Lknowsl”
Harry Wharton.
identify the man,
he sees him here.’ . .

“Here?” repeated the sheriff, with a
stare. *You figurs that the Rio EKid
will ride into Packsaddig?"

“The man's not the Kid, or anything
like him 1” said Bob Cherry hotly.

“Well, if 'he ain"t, he's a trail-thief,
and wanted for ahuntiii‘%‘ up Bud Carter,”
said the sheriff. “He zin't likely to
come here, reckon.  What
mean ] ]

“Wo mean this,” said the Bounder
gquietly—"we know who the man is,
tho Bunter doesn’t. He's a man
vou know, sheriff, and who's known to
sll Packsaddle—with his flour-bag off.
He’s 8 man who's ridden with you hunt-
ing the Kid. And he's coming here for
Bunter to identify him in your presence
—not knowing that we know him.”

“I don't get youl™ grunted the
gsherif. “Who's the guy, anyhow "

“We can’t give his name till he's been
identified by the fsllow who knows hig
faco !™ answered the Bounder.

“Nopo!" agreed the sheriff. *I guess
yvou hetter not epill & guy’s name unless
you got proof. But how you getting
the man here for that fat gink to give
him_the once-over?” i

“I sent him & message last night from
the ranch,” answered Vernon-Bmith.
“It wae a8 message that will bring him
to your office before midday, sheriff.”

“Bearch me!” said Mr. Lick, staring.

“Weo want Bunter to be in your
office to watch any man that comes n,”
went on Smithy., “As soon as he sees
the faco he knows, he will point him out
to you. Isn't that good enough?”

r. Lick wasg silent and thoughtful,

He was unwilling to give up his fixed
belief that the hold-up man was the
Rio Kid—all the more, no doubt,
because of that backward ride on_his
bronco, He was unwilling to admit
that he might have been mistaken arid
that he had spent days of weary riding,
hunting the wrong man. Nevertheless,
if actually the trail-thief was another
man, not the Kid, Mr. Lick wanted to
rope in that man. He did not believe
that Bunter could identify any man as
the trail-thief unless it was the Kid.
But clearly he had to give Bunter the
chance to do so

He nodded at last.

“1 puess,” he said slowly, *that the
gink can roost here & few if he wants
and give cvery guy that comes in the
onee-over. I ain't saying nope to that.
set arcund if you want,'

“That's pood encugh
Smith

said
“But_he's ready to
'Mr. Lick, as soon as

you

** gaid Vernon-



“I—T say, you follows™ Tilly Bunter
looked & hitle dubious. “I—T'm ready
to point out that villain if he comes
here, of—of course. But I—I'd rather
not bave any irouble with bim, youw
know.™

The sherilf grinned.
 "You fat ass!™ said Bob Cherry.
“Tha shorifi’s here to look after him,
amd we're going to be herel All you've

Egt to do ia to squeak when you sco
i

“1 mean to say, if he's got o gun,
you kuow—"

“He won't have o chance to pull &

gun ™ said  Vernon-Smith  grimly.
“T'm going to et him covered, old {at
than, Dou’t vou worry,™

Billy Bunter =scemed a2 little worried,
gll the same. He was willing—indeed,
keen and cager—to distinguish himsch
by peinting out the flour-bag man and
i:cttmg him arrested. At the same time,
w was deeply scaved by that flour-bag
nian.

Ia tha presence of the sheniff and the
six Greviriars fellows it scemed a safo
proposition.  Still, DBomtcr  secmed
worried. Ho blinked at the mner door,
which was half-open,

“*I—I—1I say, suppose—suppose I step
into that room 1™ suggested Bunter, I
—1 could =ce him from round the door,
you know."

“You fat nse 1™

“I—T¥ say, you—vou dan’t nvind if T—
¥ step into that room, Mr, Lick " ashked
Bunter, blinking auxiously at tho
sheriff,

Mr. Lick snorted. - _

“X guess if vou git outer sight it will
improva the landscape around here!”
he answored. ]

It was not a gracious permission; but
Bunter did not mind that! He relled
into the inner rot, leaving the door an
u.%; open behind him,

r. Lick gave ancther snort and
sottled down m his chair with his feek
on his official desk. The juniors
remained in a group by the window,
watching the street.

During tho next hour several people
came in to sce the sheyilf—Packsaddle
men who had business with him. Bub
there came no denouncing squeak from
ihe inner room.

It -was close on midday when the
juniors, from the window, saw a horse-
man ride in from the prairvie trail, and
cxchanged  glanecs, The Bounder
shifted the butt of his revoelver nearer
to his hand.

Harry Wharton gavh a guick look at
the inner door, open about an inch, Buk
the fat Owl's spectacles were neo longes
plimmering at that narrow aperiuve,
Billy Bunter, no doubt, was getting
;1.-95 and he had sat down in tha inner
IOOI,

But he was there, and a call would ba
enough when the suspected man stood
in the sheriff’s office. The junior
breathed quickly, and their hearts beat
fast as tha horseman vode up io the
gherifi's offico and di=smounted.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
“Hands Up!”

AD BLAEKE hitched lis horse and
J sirode into the ollice of the sherifk
of Packsaddle.

Mr, Lick, without removing his
feet from the desk, eor the cigar from
hizs month, gave him a nod.

“Mornin,” Blake 1" ho said,

The rancher glanced at the group of
juniors, probably surprised to sce them
- waiting there. DBut ho gave them no

olher heed.

“"Mornin', Lick!™” ho answered. *1
got your message, What's wanted ¥
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The sheriff raised his eycbrows, ]
“You got my message!' he repoaled.
“Surc; at thoe Cirele O last mght.”
‘You got me 105511, lake,™
angwered the shenifi in astonishment,
“I sure sin't seut you no message.”

The rancher staréd st him, and his
brow darkened.

*What vou giving me, Lick?” ho ox-
claimed. “A Kicking Cayuse puncher
rodfe over to the Circle O last Efﬂhillﬁ
and gave me your word. He allowed
that 1t was a special message, that you
wanted to see me this morming on
business that couldn’t wait.” .

“Search me!” said the sheniit
lala.nkl;. “I'H say that puncher was
stringing vou along, Blakel T'm telling
vou I awn't sent no message.”

Blake set his lips. i

His glance turned from the sheriff to
the group of Greyfriara juviors and
fixed on Herbert Vernon-Sinith.

_“T guess I want this explained, A,
Vernon-Smith,” he said grindy, " Yuba
Dick, from your ranch, hit the Cirele ()
lagt  night with that message. lie
allowed that vou had handed it to hin
afier coming back from Packsaddle.”

“Correct 1™ said the Bounder coolly.
“X sent Yuba over to ithe Cirele O with
exactly that messege, Mr. Blake, Yuba
figured that it came from the shoriff—
Lut it cama from me."

Blake stared at him, apgry, but more
puzzled than angry.

“Waal, what you mean?' he
snapped. * ¥ou siriuging me along io
give me'a ride into town for nothing?
You playing echoolboy jokes on me ¥

“ Not in the least! There's no joke in
tho matter1” said the Bounder, *Alr,
Lick does want o sce you on special
business that can't wait, that's why I
sent the message.” _

“T don't get you!” smapped Blake,
“If Lick wants to sce me I guess Lick
knows,™

“Hearch mot™ said Mr, Lick.

“Mr. Lick doesn’t know yet—hut he's
going te1” explained the Bounder with
1cy coolness. * Yow're wanted in this
ollica, Mr. Blake, on busimess that can’t
wait—and that wnicssago waa sent lo
Lring you here.”

Blake's oyces
knitted brows.

“You better make it clecar, and you
beiter make it clear gquick!™  le
snapped, 1 guess I aie't & man to bo
fooled by a schoolboy 1™

At that moment the irner door
opened. A fat face and a large pair of
spectacles looked out. . .

“1 say, vou fellows, T'mm getting
bungry 1 said Bunter. “I say, what
about getting some dinner at the Pack
m]ad j-:uming back afterwards?
Oh 1

Bunter broke off as his eyes fell on

Blake. N : :

“0Oh crikey! Ow! Keep i off,
vou fellows!” yelled Bunler, and he
jumiped back into the juper room and

slammed Lthe door.

Blake stared in blank astonishment.
The sheriff starcd, bewildered. Dlake
had no clue te the fat junior’s terror.
But the sheriff had, end Mr, Iack
understood the next moment.

“By thoe great horned toad ™ he
gasped. " Not Blako 1Y

“Y¥es,” said Vernon-8mith, *DBlake I

“Vou locoed young geck ! masped
Alr. Lick. “You figuring that 16 was
Blake—a pguy all Paclsaddle knows!
Aw, can 1" ] .

“Tt was Blake, Mr Liclk,” saul
Harry Wharton, “and Bunter knows

plittered under his

e

him!  Hurely yon can sco thab for
yvourself.” _
Blake, in bewilderment and rage,

stared round from fuce ta face.

&5
“ That's this game?!™ he cxclaimed
sivapely, “You got & guy here to

miake a fool of him, or what? What
doe, this mean, Lick?”

The sherif grinned. Only too
plainly he did not believe & word of it;
believed nothing except that a lndicrous
mistake had been made by a fat gink
whe did not know enough to go in when
it rained! _

“Brivg him here!” he gasped
“Corral that fat guy and roll him out.
I guess this is going to make you
sunicker, Blake. ou don't want to grt
your mad up, old-timer ] That {fat geck
=ura s loce.™

Iarry Wharton threw open the inner
oor, ere was nothing to bo seen of
Billy Bunter for & moment.  Then
Wharton grabbed a pedgy ankle dud
hooked Bunter out from under a table.

“"You fat asa!” he roarcd. *“Come
inte the offica ™

“[—I—1 say—" stuttered Bunter.

“{ome on, fathead | )

Wharton shifted his gresp to Bunter's
collar and booked bun through the
doorway. i

Blako stared at him. The fat junior’s
terror of him was only too clear, but he
did not yet understand the causo,

“What's got that gay ™ he asked, in
wonder.  “Docs that geck figure 1'm
%Jm_g to cat him, body and boots?
That's the gink I pessed on the tyvail
vesterday, and he vamwoosed like he'd
seen a Wolf-Apache on the warpath,
What'a ]g'nl: vou, you locoed bonchead *"

“Spill 161" gasped the sheriff. “ Tell
Mr. DBlake who you thiuk Lo is, you
pesky precan !

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter.

“*Cough it up, old fat man I” s21d Bob
Cherry encouragingly.

" [—] say, you fellows, J—I-—"

“Y guess you can see that DBunter
recognizges the man and wdentifies Liim,
My, Lick 1™ snid Verncn-SEmith.

}ia hand was on the buit of his Colt.

“Let him spill it 1™ eaid Mr. Lick.
“¥You know Mr. Blake—you, Bunter?”

“E1 didn't know lus pama wes
Blake1” gasped Bunter. _

He parked himself carclully behind
the-FFamous Five as he answered.

“That cuts no ice, you ginkl You
Girwve that you know hnu B¥

“Yes ! gasped Bunter.

“Where you seen him

“lund—=] saw him in the chaparral
when he took the flour-bag off ¥ gasped
Bunter. " Oh erikey | Ide—he's the man
i the flour-bag 1"

Tho juniors all had their eyes fixed
on Rlake, ] )

For a sccond ha stood gquite still,
slaring. That accusation was utterly
wnexpeeted, and it eame like a blow
1o the rancher. He stood as if trans-
ixed, dumbfounded. Not till that
moment had he even dreamed that he
wag suspected, much less known, fer
what he was  Im that terrible moment
the eolour wavered in his bard, reckless
face, and a hunted look came inta his
eves, Then, hike lightning, his hand
shot to his revolver,

“Hands up ¥

The Bounder’s voice rang, sharp. Ihs
Colt was out, levelled at the Cirele O
ranegher, his finger on the trigger, his
ryes gleaming like steel over the barvel

“Hands up, Jad Blake! Tounch that
(olt, aud I'll shoot you dead whers you
stand 1 Hands up, you trail-thick, or
talo what's coming to you "

“%Will you drop that gpun and tell a
auy what this means?" roared Jad
Blake, his eyes gleaming.

*MMands up!” said the millionaire’s
son, " And guick ebout it 1™

THE Macxer Lammany.—INo. 1,56L
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,

Deleat !

[IE Dounder's rovelver looked the
Circle O rancher in the face,
Shoriff Lick, his fect still on
his deck, stared over tiwse foct
in Blank amazement. _

Harry Wharten & Ce. stood, their
guirts in their hands, ready Lo weigh ik
with the butts, if nceded. Buot thev
were not needed.  Vernen-Smitl had the
vancher covered: ho had been watching
him like a cat, rcady for the sudden
and- desperato grasp at & weapon; be
had him covered, and lis voice and his
lock showed that ho was roady to shoot
—as% he would have done on the instant
had Bako pulled the gun.

Blake's hard faco waes distorted with
rage. Bub there was more than rage
in tt. to the juniors' eves; there was
desperation.  That sudden cluteh at a
weapon waa tho action of a guilty man
whose first ficvee thought was desperate
resislance )

But Blako did not pull the gun.

e would have gone down with n
Lullet theough him had he pulled 1t and
that fact, in spite of his fury, was quite
clear to him. ]

Fis land touched the butt, but he dud
not close on it. Slowly, Lreathing rage,
e put s hands over his head, His
¢yes burned at the Bounder; but Le
had te obey or go down, and he lnew
it, and iz hands went up.

"o gherilf spluttered.

“You young gink!” he roarcd.
“Pack that gun! You hear me shoul ¥

Mr. Lick c?mgged his fcct off the desic
to get out of bLis chair.

The Bounder did not heed him,

“Take  that  scoundrel's
Wlharton ! he said.

Harry Wharton stepped forward and
removed the Uolt fromn the hol:ler at
the rancher's belr. Blake made an
alntost convulsive movemnent; but he did
not venture to resist, and be was dis-
armetd,

gun,

Then the Dounder lowercd This
revolver,
“You can put yvour hands down now,

Alr, Blake " lie said. “But I've got v
gun on vou—keep that in mind M

Hlake lowered his haods.

“Arc vou slanding for this, Lick?®”
he panled, hoarse with rage. " You gol
me here 1o be bulldozed by 8 bunch of
sthoolboys ¥

“*Not in your life-bime!™ gasped the
sheriff. “ But you don't want your hard-
ware, Blake. What you figuro on puli-
it a gun for, you mosshead

Blake looked at him. With a visilile
cfiort, he pulled himself together.

Elis first desporate action, in resch-
ing for a gun, had been the action of
a guilly wan, denounced, and believing,
in ihe moment of the suwdden shock, that
ilie game was up. The juniors knew
that if Mr Lick did not. DPut he wasz
recovering his coolncss now,

His first overwhelming thought had
Leen that hie was known for what lie was
—ihat he hed to fight his war oup of
the sheriff's oflice. But, as coolne:ss
came back, he realiscd that that was
far fromi Leing the case.

“1 puess my mad was up, Lick,” he
enidd, and his volee was calm now. * But
T sure ain't the guy to pull & pun on
a bunch of s::imuﬁ»o ‘%, Yon put a guy
wise what this means.”

The rancher could seo now that, what-
ever the schoolboys believed, the sherilt
was of a different opinion. If he ecould

THE MAGNET

keep the sheriff on his side, all was well.
And the desperate man was cool a3 e
g,

“SBure ! said Mr. Lick scothingly.
“You don’t want to get your mad up,
Blake. I pot to po into tﬁis. as sheriff,
aund I guess it won't hurt
}et tirat fat poob blow off hiz mouth &
‘:w-n

Blake shrugged his shoulders,

“Who is he? And what baes he got
to spill 7 he asked, )

“He allows that he was hid in that
spot of chaparral, a mile off the stage.
trail, the day the back was stopped and
Bud Carter shot up,” said the sheriff.

Blake, in spite of his sclf-control, gave
& atart.

“1i¢ allows,” went on the sheriff,
“that the four-bag guy hunted cover
it that chaparral to get his fxihgs
off, and ho saw his'face and saw him
counting the moncy he got fromm tho
Lank mossenger he shot up.”

Blake breathed hard and deep.

The juniors, watching him, could &ce
tha eirain he was putting on himself.
With all his coolness and his nerve, the
sheriff's words must bave sont s cold
chill to the man's heart.

“That's what that fot guy ellows.”
sald Mr, Lick.

Blake gave s contemptuous laugh,

“You let that gink string you along
with 8 yarn like that?” he sncered.

*That much is the goods, Blake,” cx-
plained the sheriff, “beeause they toted
along the flour-bag aud the cloak that
the guy had worn. I got them in this
here office now. He left them in the
chaparral under that goob’s eyes”

Blake's eyes glittered for a moment
&b the fat face of Billy Bunter, peering
from behind the Famous Five.

It was only a flashing look, but it
revealed what would have happened to
Bunter had the trail-thicf known that
the fat junior’s eyes wore on him whon
e removed the flour-bag fromn his face,

“Waal, they horned in and spilled it
te me here in this office,™ said {he
sheriff. “But I reckoned that that gink
never knowed what the man  logked
like, and that it was the Ric Kid Le
saw in the chaparral. I guess he was
scarcd too stiff to take a good look
at I, and lie sure 15 a é:-rim bool that
tion’'t know his right hand from his loft !
I sure wouldn't hang & Mexican preascr’s
dorg on what he's got to spill.”

Jad Blake bresthed mnore freely.

Ilo was getling it clear now. Iis st
desperate terror had been groundless.
Bunter was (o ouly witness againet
him, Bunter's evidence was regerded by
the sheriff with whole-hiearted contempt.

“You figure that that pesky geck saw
the man in the Oowr-bog, Lick ¥ hLe
asked.

His self-posscssion was complete noew,

“¥ep, I allow that wuel,” said Mr.
Tick., " He sure was there and saw him.,
Fut he didu't know his looks to deseribe,
ahdd T guess hoe saw the Rio Kid.”

" Nobody with him?" esked Blake.

fe was very anxious to be assured
thal noneo of the other juniors had been
on the spot. Their witneszing would
have been of & very diffcrent calibre
from Bunter's.

“Jest on his own” said the sherill.
“I reckon you ean tell me, Blake, where
you was at the timo the hack was held
up.

Iﬁ“"l was aver at Hard Tack,” answered
Blake., "I remember that I passed
ﬂ:es!e”j'mmg puys on the trail riding
aclk.
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“Quile ™ said the Bounder. * But ron
hadu't come from Hard Tack; you'd
come from the spot whero Buunter saw
vou take oftf the flonr-bag.”

Blako lavghed

Iin was gquite cagy now.

The first shock had been a terribla
ont, and he hid passed through moments
of gripping teecor.  But that was past.

“Bearcl me ™ he said. It boils down
to {his—that fat gink saw & man take
off the four-bag, and he fgures that
he recosnises me as the man, Is that
the whole heap ¥

“That's the whole heap ! said tho
sheriff,

Blake laughed again.

“That's why the pesky geck was
seared at thoe sipht of me ! he ssid.
“He sure does seare easy ! Y'll zay hoe
was so scared when he saw that guy
in lhe fourbag, he woulde't have
noticed if the guy Lad been a coon ox
an Injun i

" You said it 1 agreed the sheriff, “I
ain't gob the least doubt that it was
the Itio Kid he saw, but he don't know
a cow's tai] from a brone's nose, that
geck don’t! Ile sure seems to figuro
that it was you he saw; he might have
figured it was me, by gosh! Don't you
figure that I'm taking any stock in this,

ake. Them young gecks got you hero
for that locoed mosshead to say hia
piece ! And now I guess we're through,”
Harry Wharton & Co. stood in
silenoe.

The denouement in thoe sheriff's offico
had not worked out according to their
hopea and expectations.  Billy DBunter
Iad identified the man in the flour-bag

—in the sheriff’s presence.  And it lefs
Mr, Lick with #his belief cotirely
unchanged.

That Bunter believed what he stated,
hiz {error of Blake witnessed—that was
clear to Mr. Lick, But that he had
made an cgrogious mistake was also
clecar—or tho sheriff believed it was.
All depended on Bunter's evidence—and
the sheriff of Packsaddlo regarded Billy
Buntoer’s evidenee as utterly worthless,

The Bounder gritted his tecth.

He was not beaten yet.

“We're not through, Mr. Lick!” hn
said savagely. “Dunter has identified
this man as the man in the flour-bag!
"That's good enough for us, if nob for
you! But that's not all.”

“pill the rest 1 snapped BMr. Licl:.

“Sure—let’s hear the rest!™ snecred
Dlake.

“Tlwe trail-thief took twenty thousand
dollars from the hack |” said Vernon-
Smith, “He changed 1t, I puess, into
sinaller bills, on & trip up the railroad.
But he's got the money, or most of it.
Yon koow, as well as I do, that Jad
Blake has no thousands of dollars of his
owit. I demomd that a search be made
ot him, heve and wow—end the moncy
will be fouwnd.™

_The snecring emile died “off Blake's
lips. Bt the next moment he forced
a jeering lavgh. )

“I guess the sherilf of Tacksaddle
don't take orders from you, Mister
Vernon-Bmill,” he said.  “So-long,
Lick—I reckon it's time I got back to
iy ranch!™

* Stand where you arc!”

The Bounder's Colt whipped up.

“Stand there!™ he snapped. “If tho
sherilf woun't scarch you, Jad Dlake,
wae're poing through yvou ourselves, and
Lick will bhave fo believe tho fruth,
when the dollars are turned out.”

In that moment, the schoolboys could

{Continued on page 28.)
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TRAMP, TRAMP, TRAMP, the Boys are Marching with—
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The clock 1= on the glass.room wall.

We watch its hands; they slowly erawl
Towards the hour of four.

Awd miter centuries of time

We hear g sweet and mellaw chime
Which mesns that work ia o’er—

Fxeept for fellows in detention:

{Of which I'm one, I needn’t niention I).

1£)
Diclk Rake and Skinner share my grief,
IFor wus the hour brings no relicf—
We're there till half-past four.
‘The other fellows siream’ outside,
And bhappy shouts ving far and wide
Outside the class-room door: :
While we poor wretches fo on 'churning
A load of Iiterature and learmng.

(3}

‘We hear the clack of bat and ball,
And now we hear a prefect eall

Jome fag to get s tea.
We seem to smell his sausage volls;
And there's & yearning in the =ouls

Of Skinner, Rake, and me—
Until with song and shout and whistie
(One each) we welcome our dismissal !

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
The Wreck of the Desperate!

et e,

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

STEPHEN PRICE,
the Black Sheep of the Filth.

It was the sehooner. Desperale
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A prowd and sturdy harvgue.

And Coker looked on her with pride—
ble'd made her ont of wood.

Bhe secmed a teifle swivel-eyed,
But Coker thought her good,

But horerd donbits smote Patter’s breast,
And fearful doubts simmote Greene;
They thought her the unearthliest
Affair they'd ever secem,
They elung in anguish to the thwavis,
And wizhed themselves at school;
And both called Cokér zeveral sorts
Of fatuous footling fool.

5 3 [
= I [ '

P iz for PRICE—a bLlack shecp,
Ic's eallous and cunning and deep;
He's clever at acting the fool

And ougbt to be zacked from the schaol.
For Hilion, his pal and his dupe,

e often leads inio the soup.

And that, we admit, is a shame,

For Hilton can play the straight game.
And if he'd take Wingate's advice
He'd jolly scon finish with Priee.

The ead of the Fifilh has no pluck,

But uzually gets all the Juck—

His habits are seldem found out;

And if, when the pre's are about,

He's down playing cards ail the inn,
He seems Lo geb out with his skin,

“0Oh, Coker, I hear a dreadful sound!
Oly, say what may it be?”

The angry billows lashed around

"The ship and the szailors three.

T, Coker, pors your lelm ™ groaned

Ciroene.

A Potier panted: “IF

We leave this beat alive, old bean,
We'll kneck that fathead stiff b

And then the planks began fo stark
Az, with a frozen grin,

They saw the schooner come apart
And let ihe water in!

Then from the watchers on the bank
Avose o dreadful groan,

As Coker's home-made vessel sank
Extremely like a stone.

The foaminz breakers round them

surged.

Was c'er such waves as these?

The gallant crew were all submerged
In water to their knees.

They all escaped a dismal fate
By wading to the shore;

Dut Coler’s schooner Deszperate
Will sail the zeas no morve.

ANSWER to PUZZLE

Twa incltes. The first page of Vol 1
and the last page of Vol. 1II—bath
volwnes being upside-down on the bool-
sholf—are (except for the covers) each
nexlt to Veol. IL
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
GREYFRIARS GRINS
SUM FOR ARITHMETIC BODKS.

Bunter has 16. doughnuts, § of which
belong te Tadd, & to Desmond, and §

£
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to Field. How many will Bunter have
for himself ?

ANSWER (by those who know
arithmetic): 4 doughnuta.

ANSWER (by those whoe Lknow

Bunter): 16 doughnuts.

When Bolsover was feeling ill yester-
day we asked if anything had dizagrecd
with him. He said yes—Quelchy had |
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PUZZLE PAR

Three volumes—I, 1T, I1T—are
on the Head's bookshelf, The
cover of each is §-inch thick, and
the reading matter of each 1 inch
ihick. A bookworm ate his way
from the first page of Vol. I to
the last page of Vol III. How
far did he travel ¥

Anawer al foat of cal. 2.

»
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- We are locking forward to hearing
Harry Wharton construe Buetonius on
ims return from Texas.—" Waal, this guy
Nera was kinda horn med, and kept
shooting off his mouth: * Gee, what
mebbe this rogkus, stranger? ™ (Quelch
faints.)

Tom Brown, who loves swimiming, says
he's not afraid of the river. He knows
it will run ! )

“The Coker League ™ {president and
only member, . J. Coker} has been
formed to Kick Wingate out of the cop-
taincy and-insial the said . J. Coker
instead. At the first general mecting
the Coker League itself was, by some
error, kicked out instead of Wingate.

There is an article in the " Courtfield
Argus 7 this week: “How 1 Shot a
Moose,” by I'aul Prout. It is, of course,
& printer's error for *maotse™ '

When we asked Gosling why he was
smiling, he =sqid: “ Well, 1t's hike this—
I'm full o' spirvils to-day.” We wonder
what he did with the empty bottle |






BEATEN ON THE POST!

Last Laughable Spasm of the
“ST: SAM'S DONKEY DERBY ™
featuring fack Jolly & Co.

By DICKY NUGENT

“ Keep hout |

Fozsil, the pged Bt.
Sam’s porter, spoke these
words to the motley
crowd that swirmed
round the gates of the
gchool, clammering to
come in.

It was the day of the
5t Sam's Donkey Derby.
‘The newa of that grato
sporting event must have
spread far and wide,
for crowds of would-be
apecktators had turned
up to =zee it. But Fosail
was dotermined to keep
them out.

“Eeep hout!™ he
roared for the ump-
teenth time,

“Foaail! Foasil!
What o vulgar way to
talk 1" ecame a refined
voice from behind the
porter at that moment.
" Besides, I don’t want
the public turned away
on this grate day {1 "

The old porter turned
round in serprize and
tmmher.} i hin fn];almk
respactin ag Doctor
Bi:ﬁsma!i’ the reveread
headmaaster of St. Sam’s,
gtelked up on the scene.

“* Faney seying ' Keep
hout!' on a sporting
cecasion like this § " went
on the Head, who was
wearing the complete
outfit of a professionsl
jockey. **'Lhe proper
thing to say, Fossil, is
“Como hinl'"

** Which you're a-goin
to let people into the
scheol grounds, sir 7"
asked Fossil, in amaze-
rnent.

T

“Why not, Fossil?
We don't run & Ponkey
Derby every day at St.
Sam's!" prinned the
Head. “ Let 'em all
come, my good fellow—
providing, of course, that

thdy buy admission
tickets."
“Ho! Mo heya!™

ojackulated Fossil.

“X have hmught tho
ticketa with me," added
the Head, projoocing a
roll of printed tickets.

' You, Fossil, shall be at | &2

the recect of custom and

I shall rely on vou to see

that nobody gete In
without paying his three.
pence. Now throw open
the pateg ! ¥
¥oasil hurled the Head
& last look of reproach,
Then he went and threw
open the school gates.
InIﬂnnt.har minnit the
people wers poring mto
the grounds and coppers
were raining on IFossil
in & never-ending atreem.
Grinning all over his
face, the Head left the
porter and wended his
way towards the playing-
fields where the Donkey
Derby waa to be run,
“FHa, ha!™ he chuckled.
“ Barring & miracle, I
shall gallop down the
course to-day to certain
victory on my gallant
steed Firt:it IJieIE Hav-
ing clorryforme n
Jolly'a Eonny En:*-'_::‘:rj!.]I %
feel eonfident that there
is nothing left in the
field te beat my mount.
Without @& shadow of
doubt, Caolonel dea
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Crepit's gold cup is
already as good aa?‘ninﬂ
—not to mention the
twenty pounds I sghall
colleet from Bunlis, the
bookis ! Ha, ha, ha! "

And the Head larfed
again and rubbed his
hands with tremenjous

Then suddenly the larf
died on his Lips. Cantar-

ing acrosa the turf _Lunt.
he had]

ahead of him
cought site of a wiry little
donkey in whose saddle
sat Jack Jolly of the
Fourth,

“DBeonny Boy!l he

Jolly's face, ag he raised
his jockey's cap in greet-
Ing.

" Groed-morning, 8irl”
he eried. “ What & nice
cday for the race !V

The Head's face
worked convulsively.

“ Topping, isn’t it 7"
he choked. * I—T sup-
pose your donkey 15 in
good trim for the grate
event, Jolly @™

 Bonny Boy is right
at the top of his form,
sir 1’ answered the
kaptin of the Fourth,
cheerily. * He wouldn't
have been if I hadn’t

muttered horsely. ** And
he looks as fit as a fiddle !
What has gone wrong
with my plot 7"
EBreaking into a rn,
Doctor Birchemall over-
hauled the yung skipper

of the Fourth. There
wa3s a peculiar grin on

YOUR EDITOR CALLING

The open-air swim-
ming gala, rumoured for
auch a long time, is
taking definite shape at
last. Wingate has just
locked in to tell me I
ciin now announce it aa
a definite fixture.

The exact datoe of the
gala hos not yet been
decided on, but I under-
stand that it will be held
wietati:n t'ii_ﬁ next three
weoka. a P Amne
of events will xl;grpﬂsted
on the notice.board in
Hall next Monday morn.
ing. Wingate indicates
that it will include a
long-distance handicap
race, relay roces, fancy
diving contests, and
water polo. Bo pow it's
up to you fellows to put
in all the practice you
can and get yourzelves
ready for the fray—or
should 1 say sproay ¢

Swimming im’iﬂg
qeen alnays regarded at

Grevlriars g3 morely a
minor sport, we have
very little information
regarding the prowess of
our leading sthletes at
it. Dolsover major and
Tom Brown in the Re.
move have a somewhat
vague  reputation  aa
powerful swimmera, and
tho former has for some
timoe been honsting that
if the gala ever did talke
place he would beat all
COTOETS; JUnior or Senior.
Whether he is really as
good as that or not
remaeing to be seen.
Judging by the way his
one-tune boasts about
boxing turned out, 1
should aay he is probably
riot !

Tho eeniors will un-
doubtedly get o good
deal of the limelight on
the day of the gala;
they have the advantage

o yoar ar two over
the juniors, and a yveor

or two counts for a lot
in developing speed in
the water. %ti[ﬁ we in
the Remove will do our
humble best, Mors than

that ¥ do not feel
justified in saying at
the moment.

Forms helow the

Bemove are unlikely to
figure in the eventa to
any extent. 1lost of
the faga I Lknow have
a rooted objection to
water ! All the same,
there will probably be
odd members of the
Third gnd Second who
will risk losing their ink-
staing in the hope of
covering themselvas
with honour and
glory, In any case, I
am asked to deny the
rumour that the kids
are poing on strike aa
a protest against sport
heing linked in any way
with water !

More of the swimming
gala anon, chums.  Meet
vou agnin next week !

IMCK RAKY.

turned up at his stable
in the nick of time last
nite, sir. Bome awful
cadd had tried to ¢lorry-
forra him, air!™

Doctor  Birchemall's,
face took on the culler
of & ripe tomarto.

“ B-L-bless my sole,
Jolly ! You serprize me,"”

“0h, there’s nothing
aerprizing about it, sir,”
chuckled Jolly. ** There
arg some pretty chody
carrickiers on the turf,
beleave me ! "

And Jolly, with an-
other peculiar larf, can-
tered on agein, leaving
the Head grinding his
false teeth with rage.

* Dished | ' mutteved
Doctor Birchemall,
feercely. ** Dished, did-
dled and done! "

For & minmt or two
the Head stood still,
pondering deeply. Then
a crafty grin started to
play round hiz lips again,

“There's only one
thing left for me now ! "
he mermered. ** I must
stop Bonny DBoy from
winning while the race
iz actually in progress !
IthinkIcandoit, tool!™

The Head, who had
evidently had a brane.-

wave, hurried away,
loghing & little more
hoapful

Meanwhile, the erowds
were  gathering at the

sidea of the course, and
a buzz of cheery chuatter
filled the air.

At last the grate mo.
ment arrived. Burleigh
of the Sixth, armed with
a big hand-bell, cleared
the track and, to the
tune of a burst of cheer-
ing, the candidates for
the Donkey Derby ap-
peared at the starting-
post.

A etill louder cheer
greeted Boonny Boy, the
tavourite for the race.
Then the cheers turned
to larfter, as Dirty Dick
af_:pe-arad. with & bunch
o carrots  dangling
templtingly i front of
him, held in place by a
gtick tied to his head.

Bo anxioua was Dirty
Dick to rench the ear-
rots, that be started gal-
loping down the course
befors the race had
begun, and  Doctor
Birchemall had all his
work cot out to get him
back again. After that
he bad to keep him
runmng round in circles
titl the starting-tapes
weé-? rele-né?d. &

ang ! Clang ! Clang !

“They're cff I ©

The donkeys started
off on their stirring task,
But not mony of them
scemed anxious to etir
themselves much sbout
it! In fact, right from
the start, it was seen
that there were onl
two in it—Dirty Die
and Bonny Boy !

With the carrots beec-

koning it ever onwards,
Dirty Dick at fist
logked like making e

rare struggle of it. Then
Bonny Boy took the
lead, iIn ita of his
rival’s epeed, and Doctor
Birchemall saw that the
time had coms for des-
prit deeds. Aa Jolly's
mount faghed past him
his hand flashed out and
he grabbed Bonny Boy's
tail and ﬁva it a terri-
fick pull backwards.
Bonny DBoy gave o
loud bray of pain and
span round like a T-toe.
tum ; and Dirty Dick
forged ahead ocnee more.
But mnet for long!
Soon DBonnvy Doy was
pazsing his rival again-—
and this tiees Jolly took
care to keop o safe dis.
tance from the Head |
Dgetor  Birchemall's
eyes fairly flashed fire,
as ho paw that he was
Iosing. Then he did an
smezing thing, He and.

denly brousht to light
& laszo that had been
conceal wander h.s don-
koy'a metldle, and de-
Liberately sent it whirling
acrosa the ‘track at his
rival !

Loud wyels from the
erowd greetsd this move.

“Foul, tierel”

“ Tale hisname, ref !
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Buat the Head, heed-
less of protests, caught
Bonny Bow's neck in his
deadly noose and pulled
bard, yanking hiz rival
willy-nilly towards him
till the twpd I:Il}ml]{_a
were tacing side by aide.

In 11!!11.'1?1g i'uahic:i the
pair galloped nearer and
nearer the winning-post,
while pandemonium
rained  agongst the
specktators. The Head’s
object was  ob-
vious ; lis meant to
kesp Bonny Boy under
his wing till the last
moment, then push him

aside and win on the
ost by sheer broot
ores 1

But anc ther cry went
up as the winning-post
loormed up befors them.
~ “"Bonony Boy's mak-
mg a Bght of it %

*“Hooray!™

“Go it, Jolly!

They were almost
St drontioe ha lekes,

¥ is lasso,
lpanoed wlzf'fﬁ ush his
rival out of the way.
Ent there™ many a slip
twixt the cup and the
lip. Era he could carry
out hia {oul purpuss,
Bonny Bor, pausing in
hiz tracks for s second,
had lashed oub with his
hind legs. ,

Bang 1

The Head eaught
Bonny Boy's hoofs right
in the chest!

The next moment
Bonny Boy passed the
poat, winner of the grate
race by a length !

The  cheering was
simply % “gping.
“ Howay ! Bonny

Bnyﬁvinﬂ]! % ; :
“* Hip, hip, hooray !’
Amicl tl'lnpphwdits of
tho erewe. Jack Jolly
dismoug. M and went
forword € recvive the
gold cup liom the bands
of Colonel de Creppit.

And al:er that,
everybody s  serprize,
Doctor Birchemall
insisted Qa making a
speech.

* Gentlernon, chaps,
and fellows!® b cried.

to

MR. QUELCH’S GOLFING
DEBUT!

s
L

Purse Hard Hit—But

We knew that Quelchy
would sucecumb Lo golf in
the end. Wa knew he
could not go on vesisting
Prout's alluring picturcs
of the great game for
EVer.

Now it has happened.
Last week Dr. Pillbury,
ealled in to treat Mr.
GQueleh for an attack of
dyspepsia, and told him
that e was not getling
sufficient exercige, He
advised a round of golf
now and again.

After the doe. had de.
perted, Mr. Quelch went
toees Prout. He told him
what the doctor had
ordered.  Snoop, who
happened to be tying wp
hia shoelace in the pass.
age outside, inlorma us

crimung fesbly as he
rubbed his injured cheat.
“1 congratulate Jolly
on ‘winni n%! the Donkey
Derby, a I think we
Aro all to be congratu-
lated on the clean and
sportemanlike way in
which this grate roce
was run !

“Ye poda! ™

“ Personally, I have
lost & lot by his
vie I" grinmed the

Head. * But to a grate
ortsman like myself,
that is a meer detail.
Threa cheers for Bonn
Boy and Jaclk Jolly 1™

The cheers were given
with %r&te good will and
everybody thought that
they must have done
Doctor  Birchemall an
injustiza and that he
couldn't be such a bad
aport after all.

They were not aware
thet Fossil had  just
given the Head the
day’a takings and they
amounted to a sum far
in excess of the amount
that Doctor Birchemall
had hoaped {o gain out
of his projected vietory
in the Donkey Derby.
And as ithe Head was
eareful to preserve ihis
pecret, evervbody was
thoroughly ploazod over
the sheery ending to the

St Bam's Donkey Depisy,

—_—

Not Ball!

that IPront was quite
enthusiastic.

* LExeellent, my dear
Quelch 1™ he puffed.
“We'll have & game to-
morrow—you  and I
You'll enjoy it.”

“But I'm only a
novice,’”” ohjected Quelch,

* Pah | We all have to
begin some time or other,
my dear sir! It will
bae a pleasure, I assure
:..'EI'LI.“

** But T have no—ar—
olf sticks,” proteatod
uvelehy, feebly.

“Um!  Well, you'll
have to purchass a fow
clubz, certainly,” said
Prout. ™ You won't nead
an elaborate eet-for a
start. The whale outfit
will not cost you more
thanaten-pound
note." Snoop
says that ag
this point &
alight gasp
ezcapad Quelchy,
and we c¢can
guita- belisve it.

nyway, what-
ever he may
have felt about
the initial ex-
penditure he
allowed Prout
to take him
down to Chunk-
ley's and lay out
& cool tenner.

Then they
went along to
the Courtfield
Golf Club where
tlie real business ataried.

At the first hole, Prout
shawed his colleague how
to drive., Hia demon-
gtration was not strik-
mmgly sueceesaful, but it
wag good enough to
give Quelchy the idea.

Quelchy had a go.

He carved a large
chunk of turf out of the

round, but failed to

it the ball. At a second
try, he removed another
poriion of the earth’s
surface from ita P]uce.
end still the ball re-
mained in its ofxinal
position. At the third
attempt,the nearest thing
he came to hilting was
Prout’s nose.

Quelehy’s efforts, hav-
ing attracted the enrious

gaze of o number of
caddivs hanging  round
the «c¢lubliouse, Prout
decided that they would
rivo the fivat hole best,
and move on to the
seeornd.

They did so. Quelchy
tried again.  Still he
failed to get in o smack
at the ball. After ecveral
unsuceezsiul bashes, he
asked Prout it it would
not he advisable to
move on again.  Prout
thonght it would.

Quelehy's eyes were
glinting and his lips
tightly =et, as he made an
attempt on the third hole,
Nothing  rewarded his
efforts. He hit the earth,
FProut's arm and his own
foot ; but ihe ball was
atill unhit 1

The maddening record
wag repested at the
fourth, fifth, and sixth
holes. At the ninth,
Quelchy had atill failed
to make contact.

The *“Greyfriars

Herald 22 reporter, wlho

watched the show from
a aale distance, found
at this stage that he
could bear it no longer,
and withdrew. So wo
cannot say for certain
what happened between
the ninth hole and the
eighte¢nth.

Al we know id, that
when Quelchy ol Prout
arvived laek ut Grey-
fricis  1hey wers not
looking happy. Prout's
face was scarlet 3 lus
chinn was wobbling as
though he woas under-
coing severe emotional
strain.  Quelehiy’s eyes
wera hoawk-like and his
cheeks a sinisier w hito in
colour. As a cura lur
dyspepsia, ooli had cer-
tainly  mnot  proved a

GREYFRIARS FROM FRESH

ANGLES

How we see it from Cliff House,

By MARJORIE HAZELDENE

There are several windows at Cliff House Hrom
which one can get quite a good view of Greyifars,
I can assure you that it looke & very important

indeed in comparison with our ewn much
modest, gechool,

I think the boys are very lucky to reecive
their education in such splendid surroundings,
and I think most of them reslise it, tou,
In fact, the look of importance that Grey-
friars wears is reflected and cven magnitied
m some of ita pupils!  To gaze on the schadl
buildings from the guadrangle is guite an
aweanspining expenence.  leo gaze on the
gwaggering figure of a Second Form hey
emerging irom the massive portal of the Schod!
House is even more awe-inspiring if you like
to take it that way ! Para{:nallﬂ, bhaving 1l
pleasure of knowing many of the Greyfriors
bovs fairly well, I do not take it too seriously.

The school ‘buildings are certainly rather
overwhelmiong ;  but if there ia anything
overwhelming about the boys, it's just window
dreszing. When you get to know them, they
seem o very liphthesrted ond sociable erowd,

Conziderimg the nge of the place, the Loys'
studies are very well lighted and hyvgienie,
Az you all know, I have a brother in the
Bemove and I hiave seen quite a number of
the Remove *‘dens,” How proud their
tenants are of them | And what efforts they
make to get them spick-and-span when they
expect a visitor from Clff Houge |

Whether it's on Sports Day or Speech Day,
or whether it's just a dull day in November
for tea in Study No. 1, I always enjoy visiting
Greyfriars. In faet, I find it hard to imagine
enother boys' school more ntiractive,

But don’t go and get swellod heads about it,
will you ¥

3

success. In fack,
from Quelchy’s point
of view, gpolf ia prob.
ably a cure for nothing
im the world now—
except perhaps a|his customary recrea-
good temper 1 tions now— reading
All we hope is|Bophoclesand sucking
that Guelchy doesn't iné]igaubinn tablets !

see thia number of
the *“Herald.!’
Fortunately, it is
not at all likely,

He has gone back to

WHITSUN HOLIDAY
PRESENTS A PUZZLE
says DICK RUSSELL

Trouble about|nols ozsociated with
Whilsun is, you don’t | iropical heat.
guite know what| * This is Whit-
you're going tojsun, old chap—not
need, Auvguast ! I reminded
Tha chaps  I'vejhim.
watched packing, Funny {hing was,

they both iook vy
remarks to heart!
Bulstrode, alter o
few momenta' reflece
tion, dumped |hia
entire  outtit  and
took his  summov
stuff instead. Ogilvy,
after sitbing thoungli-
fully on the cdga of
hia bed for o periad,
put away his summcer
clobbor and packed for
an old-fashioned
Chxistmaa !

gcem fo have widely
differing ideas about
it
|: Tako Bulstrode
and Ooilvy., When 1
saw  Diulstrode, Lo
was carefully packing
slintes, snow-gopeles,
fur gloves, and all
sorts of arctio stuff,

“ Made a mistake,
old bhean 777 1 asked.
“ Tt's  Wiiisun—not
Chyistinas ! ™'

On the other hand,

Opilvy  was daking| Bus thoy both took
crickot-bat, swim- | theirmaecs, Sothey're
ming-guit,  panama | bound to be vight o

hat, and other whal: lone thing, anywey |



