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CHAPTER 1. _(l’l'he other juniors v.'c-]rle Iiland[ort'h and

. - : . ' Co.. Sir Montie Tregellis-West, Tommny
IN THE SBHADOW OF TIE ROCRIES. — Iyyitwon, Bob Uhristli{ne, Reginald Pitd,
R OARING Z Ranch wus at peace. |and ona or two more. And, so far, we

It was ovening, when the sun, |had enjoyed ourselves immensely.

low down 1n the Western sky, was We had only been at the ranch for a
~ casting long fhadows round the |fa days, and even in this short time we
white painted ranch houee, the stables, | had met with a cerlain amount of ex-
the barns, and all the well-kept buildings. | citement. For a clever ang of caltle
Overhend, the sky was perfectly clear— | (hjcves were al work. ang already large
a deep, intense blue. merging {o violet | i imbers of Mr. Farman's animals had
and orange near the horizon. apparenily been spirited away.  Thev
On the verandah in front of the fine | haq been stolen wilhout leaving a trace,
building lounged soveral figures in deck But. what was more (o the poinl, the
gmlrg. l\elsondLee was 1][01‘}‘,{;!](' Lord guv'nor and 1 had recently had an ex.
orrimore, anl ﬁm' ,Jﬂme?.- B-“mJ'PHT citing experience wilh the cattle ' rust-
moro frequently known as (I I 6es 7 themselves.  And Nelson Lee was
He was the owner of all this vast pro-{ondering what the next move would
porty—this great ranching enterprise in be.
Montana. He was the falher of Justin
B. FFarman, of the SiL. Frank's Remove,
and, incidently, he was a multi-million-
aire.

As for myself, my thoughtls were run-
ning in a very different strain on this
pqr}icu}l}nr e;ening. IFor. in company

This greal ranch, lyving practically in | With the other fellows. I was enjoying
the sha%.lou.' of the -sl.lﬁu-.lndous rocky th,B‘ amusing antics of the Happy Bunch.
mountaing, was merely a hobby of his,| Jhe Happy DBunch, I may as well ex-
but it was undoubtedly a very profilable | Plain, consisted of six cowboys—six of
hobby. Aund, just now, the millionaire | the ranch employees. Of course, there
was spending his snmmer holiday on the | were a good many other cowboys. bul
ranch, with a number of very weclcome | this particular lot were all fast friends.
ruoests. and thev had nick-named tbomselves the

These guests included Nelson Lee and | Happy Bunch. They occupied one bunk-
me, Dorric, Umlosi. and ecloven juniors | house. and they were always to be found
of St. Frank’s. With Farman himself, | together when at leisure. And they wero
wo n"mbored a ro‘_lnd dozon—t‘\'ﬂl"c. Cerlalnl}' a ITIOBL Onl(‘.l‘lulnitlg‘ Scxtf’tte.
representatives of tho St. Frank's Re- “My hat! They're jolly clever, you
move, ~ Vknow,"” said Tommy Watson admiringly.
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‘ The way these chaps swing that rope)

l"

about is simply marvellous

‘“ Dear old bpy, you are quite correct,’’
agreed Sir Montie, noddinﬁ. *“ These
cowhoys are most frightfully cute, be-
gad! I never thought that cowboys
could be so fearfully intelligent, yon
know. They're rough an’ roady, but
some of the best!"

‘“ Hear, hear!” suid Reginald Pitt.
“I'd always pictured cowboys as awf{ul
ruﬁuns—bﬁlckgunrds, you ﬁnow, who
were always knocking about saloons, and
gulping down rye whisky, and shooting
people every munute!"’

I grinned. .

““ They're tho cowboys of the sensa-

tional ‘penny dreadiuls’,” 1 said.

* These fellows hore are o ine crowd of {

chaps, and Square-Deal Reevo is jolly
clever, too. Just look at that!”

Square-Deal Reeve was giving an ex-
hibition wilth a lasso—or, as Square-Deal
called it, a rope. And he had been doing
somo .exceedingly smart things with that
rope, too. Ho was not the only one, for
Twirly Sam, Two-Gun Milligan, and
Slick Ed had also been performing.

When not at wark, these six cowboys
were as merry as a numnber of children,
always playing jokes, and always light-
hearted. And it was always a pleasure
to us to listen to their conversation.

‘“ Jolly good!" said Handforth criti-
cally. * course, thero’s- not such a
tremendous lot in this rope business.
after all. I dare say I could manage to
do some of these tricks after a bit of
practice.”’

““ Rats!” declared Church, ' You've
got to be born to it." |

'They stood looking at Square-Deal
Reovo as he twirled uﬁoop of rope round
and round in giddy circles, like some-

thing alive. And yot the cowboy was|
'whnt boys are,’’ smiled Dorrie.

doing it all with what seemed to be a
mere-trifling effort.

_ Lord Dorrimors strolled down, and
Joined the group.

" Isavin' o gay old timoe?"’ he inquired
genially. ‘' You youngsters will have to
como 1n before long—early to bed and
early to rise is the rule on this ranch.
You've had all the grub you necd to-day,
§0 L ]

‘““Grub !’ oxclaimed Fatty Little,

prickin§ up his ears. ' Great dough-
nuts! I was just thinking about some-
thing.to eat!”

~ ‘““Do you ever think about” anything
else?”’ asked Dorrie mildly.

—
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*Ha, ha, ba!" ,

‘““ Well, we finished the last meal over
an hour ago, sir,”’”. seid Fatty, In a plain-
tive voice. ‘‘ I'm not grumbling at the
food here—it's simply gorgeous, and
thero's always tons to eat. Dut this air
gives a chap a tlerrific appetite. I've
]l:oticed it particularly since I've l-een

ere."’

’ Pitt

grinned. .

‘“I've noticed it particularly where-
ever you've been, Fatty,”” he remarked.
‘““ It doesn’t matter what the condilions
are, what the almosphere’s like, what the
weather may happen to me—you've al-
ways got a double-barrelled appeotite.”’

Lord Dorrimore regarded [Jatily
thoughtfully.
‘““ Well, you see, he's got a double-

barrelled size,”” ho explained. ‘‘ ‘That's
the reason for it, my son. Just think
what he's got to fill up! What a ter-
rible worry it must be to him—he’s con-
stantly wrestling with the problem of how
he can rake up enough grub to £ll all
the cracks and cranmes!’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“T sure 'lows you're right ther’,
boss!® put in Square-Deal Reeve, strol-

ling up with a piecg of straw in the cor-
ner o? his mouth. * Say, that ycung
guy has )est about the ell firedest ap-
petite -a fellow could imagine. Gee! I
seen o side show once wher' a galoot was
oalin' fer a wager. Say, the aniount of
stuff that hobo put awuay was sure amaz-
in’. Guess 1t was like a chaff-cutter
takin' in hay. The more stull. that guy
swallowed, the more he wanted.”

.. ** That description fits Falty right lo
tho ground!” I chuckled. ‘' He'd simply

| love an opportunity to gorge himself for

a wager. But he needn’t worry. There's
always ﬁ)lcnty of food in this house.”
“Well, you see, Mr. Farman knows

“ Just
now, as I was comin’' oul, I noticed that
tho sideboard in the breakfast-parlour
was packed with sandwiches and meat
pies and cakes. Our hostess knows what
to expect when you youngsters como in!"”

Fatty Little’s eyes gleamed.

‘“ Sandwiches!"" he muttered. ' Meat

pies! Cakes! Oh, by cocoanuls! The
very thought makes my mouth water!”’

‘“ Say, it don’t do to overfeed!” said
Sc]ua.re-D'eal Reeve, shaking his head
solemnly.” ‘‘ A#’ to take aboard a cargo
o' grub late in the evening 1s sure fatal.
Yup, sir!" ' I-once knew a feller— Gee'l
Hes most certainly in a hurry—an’ I
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"lows il ain’t kinder perlito, to sheer off
ywhen a feller’s speakin’ some ! g
Fatty Little, as a matter of facl, had
been taking practically no notice of
Square-Deal’s remarks. He had heard
that a supply of good things had been
rovided on the parlour sideboard, and
is hunger suddenly became much more
manifest. He went off towards the ranch
house at a swilt run. F¥or, in spile of
his bulk, Fally was astonishingly active.
Square-Deoal Reeve defily swung the
rope round his head, in order to gel up
spced, s0 to speak.

“Guess he nceds kinder slowin’
down,” he observed calmly. ‘' Say, I'll

sure be most obliged eof you’ll come right
back !’ °

While speaking, the cowboy flung the
rope. It seemed impossible that he could
do anything wilh it at that distance.
The long length of line swung through
the air in an apparently crratic manner.
We watched it go. wondering what
Square-Deal was trying to do.

The loop at the end flashed down, and
soltled neatly over Fatty Little's
shoulders as ho ran.  I{ descended just to
his elbows, and then Square-Deal Reeve
gavoe Lthe rope a sharp tug. TIatty Little
came to an abrupt Ealt, and sat down
with considerable violence. His arms
were bound to his sides.

““ Great onions!”' he gasped. ‘‘ Leggo!
What—what—-"' P 88

“Oh. well done, Square-Deal!™

“ Jolly smart!” | |

. ‘“ Begad, - rather—{rightfully clever,
dear old boys.”

The leader of the Happy DBunch
chuckled.

: @
‘“Guess it don't stgnify nothin'.,”” he
said lightly. ‘‘‘I'his hyar game is baby’s
lay to a feller who's been in it all his
life. And as fer you, skeleton, I sure
reckon I need you right here!'" .

He pulled on the rope. and Ialty was
obliged Lo come. He resisted, bul it was
useless, Yard by yard he was bronght
. nearer, until at length he stood facing
Square-Deal and the other cowboys.

‘““You—you rotters!" -said Tally in-
dignantly. ‘‘ What's Lho idea of this?
Take vour fatheaded ropo off !*

4 I'd kinder hate myself of I wuz to
rile you any,” said Square-Deal. ‘* But
it's this aways, son. wuz just gettin’
busy handin' out a choice sclection of
good advice. It ain’t my habit to sling
around. that stuff—but when it comes to

J

$

foedin'—waal, I'm sure as good as any
blamed doctor. I know what’s good for
your innards, and what ain't. An’ you
¢an sure take it from me, sonny, ‘that
it won't do you no good to pack your
hide with vittals at this time of the
evening.”’ : :

“Oh, come off it!" growled Fatty.
‘“T can take a little joke, of course, and
I'm not olfended. But this rope 1s joldy
light, and it stings. How the merry pan-
cake you caught me is a wonder!”

Square-Deal released the fat junior,
and chuckled. For Fatty, without a
word. rushed ofl again. He glanced be-
hind him anxiously once or twice, ‘in
order 1o see if any further attempts wero
being made to rope him.

But he was allowed to go, and tho
cowboys had now finished their little dis-
Eluy.‘ They strolled towards their bunk-

ouse, and lounged in easy altitudes on
the forms which were provided just out-

side. DPipes were lighted, and cigarettes
rolled.
“ Guess we'll need to talk some,"’

grinned Twirly Sam, the youngest mem-
ber of the Happy Bunch—a fair-haired
voung Westerner -who wore a constant
smile. “ I reckon it’s up to us to pro-
\-ide”lhe entertainment, pards. These

" Say. we don’t need to do no word
slingin’,”’ intorrupted Ace-High Peter.
‘“ Mebbe you've noticed that Slick IEd is
Jest about dyin’ to hand out a hull heap

of lively talk. He’s sure goin’ to yarn
some !’

There was a roar at this, for Slick Ed
was the one member of the Bunch who
rarely said a word. He was the most
untalkative man I have ever come across.
His shoulders dropped, he had an air of
utler weariness, and it almost seemed too
much trouble for him to move his limbs.

But, of course, this was merely his way.

For Slick Ed was as capable as any of
the others.

He looked up now, and removed -his
pipe.

‘“(GGuess you've heard the news?’ he
asked.

“What news?”

‘““Texas Jose is around,” said Slick
LEd briefly.
Y Aw, gwan! T reckon you must o
Just woke up!” said T'wo-Gun Milligan
witheringly. ‘' Say, boys, did you get
that? Texas Jose is around! By cripds!
Ed’'ll be sure tellin’ us next that we've
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ot a'pile o’ swell visitors on the ranch.
Mebbe he thinks we're kinder blind an’
deaf?” .. .

Slick -IEd blew out a puff of smoke.

“1 was jusl—remindin' you,” he said
shortly.

‘“ Say, boys, ho's dead right,”’ ex-

claimed Square-Deal. *‘‘ I've most gen-
crally noticed that when Ed gots busy
with his tongue—waal, he don’t say

much, but it’'s got a hull heap of savvoe
attached to it. We'll sure be wiso if we
remember Texas Jose. Guess that guy
don’t love us any.”

‘“ They was scared good’n plenty down
al the Bend,” said Twirly Sam. *‘I was
over there to-day, boys, an’ you might
Ya' thought a hull crowd o’ desperadoes
was gettin’ busy. Say, this Texas Jose
Zuy don’t rattlo me none,’”” he added con-
temptuously.

Square-Deal shook his head.

' Guess you wuzn't around this ranch
when Jose got took off by the Sheriff?”*
he asked. |

‘“ Nope, that was afore my time,”’ re-
plied Twirly. ‘

“ Waal, pard, you don’t know noth-
o', said Square-Deal. ‘' ain't figger-
m' to be feared o' no man—an’ you can
lake it -from me that this light-bngered
Alexican don’t scare me a piece. But
you'd best get it good'n fixed in your
head that Texas Jose is bad—so bad that
he'd steal a two-cent piece from a kid
what wuz on it’s way to the candy store.”

Wae listened to the talk of the cowboys
with interest.

‘* Who is this chap, Texas Jose, any-
way?’" asked Handforth.

" Waal, I guess he's most Mexican, al-
though mebbe he’s a bit of a breed,”
saild Square-Deal. '*' Down South, in
Texas, he raised blazes—but we didn't

know a thini abiut that when he worked

on this ranch smooth-tongued, plea-
sant guy—that was Jose. But, undar-
neath, a rattlesnake—sly vicious and as
treacherous as a mud patch. Say, that
durned hobo posscssetr just about as
much honour as—as Guess I'm
kinder stuck. Texas Jose didn’t have no
honour of no kind.”

‘“ What did he do?" incwired Pitt.

‘“ Mebbe you'd like to hear the yarn,
young pards?’ .
. ** Rather!” chorused ihe juniors.

** Giood enough!'" said Square-Deal,
leaning back more comfortably. ‘1
guess I'll get right busy and put you

wise, Waal, :this galoot, Texas Jose was
a cowpuncher on this same ranch. That
was around five years ago. Say, did you
ever know. a feller who couldn’t speak
the truth eof he tried? This guy wuz
wues than that. He blew out lies when-
ever he opened his all fired mouth. An"
at the same time, mind you, he was
kinder free an’ easy and smilin’, an’ [
guess 1t was somo ﬁttle time before we
got wise to his play.” '

‘“ By cripes, ho was sure a sly cuss!"
said Two-Gun feelingly.

“ Sly!” repeated Square-Deal.
I'vo met a few snak
buti this durned breed was sure the limit!
Gee! He'd stand in front of, us, and
spring out so many lies that he forgot
what the truth was like. We didn’t get
wise to him at fust, but then——""

‘“* When

0 Say’
guys in my lime,

he started thievin’, you
mean?"”’ asked Peter.
“ Sure! Thievin'?"’ said Square-Deal.

'* Say, ef ther’s such a thing as a degree
for bein' expert in the thievin’ line, waal,
Texas Jose was )est about eligible for
ha’'f a dozen o' them degrees. Things
was missed around the ranch—I ’lows
they Wweren’t of much account, but they
kopt on disappearin’. We kinder lost
things in the bunkhouse, and the climax
came when Buck brought over the bank
roll from Rattlesnake nd. That wuz
on a Saturday.’”

‘“ Gee! T remember that well, pards,”
said Loco Jack. * I got a notion ‘that

“ Oh, say, we ain’t listenin’ to your
fool notions now, Loco,” interrupted
Square-Deal. ‘* Guess ther's a time for
eve®ything.  Waal, about this hyar Texas
Joso. Tha information had been handed
out to him that this bank roll was com-
ing along. What did that guy do?”’

‘‘ Blessed if I know !"”” said Handforth.

‘““ He hid hisself in Buck’s office—yep.
sure!” said Reeve. ‘' It was sure a fool
thing to do, I ‘lows—but a Mexican don't
have much savvee, anyways. Waal,
when Bucks steps in with that bank roll
lyin’ around loose, up jumps Texas Joso
with a gun in his paw, and he proceeds
to pump lead into Buck’s hide. Say, he
perforated poor Buck in the most tur-
rible manner.”’

“ But he didn't kill him?"” objected
Chureh.: | |

‘* Say, considerin’ Buck's right around
this ranch at the present moment, Y'll
agrce that he sure wasn't killed,” said
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Square-Deal. ‘‘ Nope, sonny.
was some mussed up. And that blamed
sraloot of a breod up an’ Look that same
bank roll. We kinder met him outside.”

‘““ My hat! That was exciting!”’ said
McClure. ** Did he fight?”

“ Sure, he did,"” replied Square-Deal.

‘“ Say, have you ever seen a wild cat
scrapin’? ‘This feller was jest about the
same—only wuss. IHe tried a bil of gun
glny, but thet warn't no sorler good.

ose kinder realised thal he’d resemble a
steve if he got us usin’ him as a target.”

‘““And you collared him without using
your guns?’ I agked.

“Yup, son!" said Square-Denl, nod-
ding. ‘' We kinder roped that galoot ur
so almighly thorough that he was all
rope an’ no ‘I'exas Jose. Gee! He
looked most like he was in a sack!”’

‘““ Well, that was Lhe best Lthing Lo do,”
zaid Handforth. ** And what a silly ass!
IFancy being mad enough to muke an at-
tempt to shoot DBuck Mason and steal
that bank!"

“] guess you mean bank roll, pard,”
said Ace-High.

‘““ Well, bauk roll,”’ agreed Handforth. |

‘““ How could he get il away. anyhow?
A bank roll is a pretly big thing, isn’t
it ?"’

“I reckon you're side-tracked,”
grinned Square-Deal. ‘* A bank roll is a
blamed val’able piece of furniture 1o have
lying around—but it don’t take up no
surplus space. Nope, sir. 1 guess this
same bank roll as we're referin’ to was
‘ located in Buck's hip pucket, an’ il was
Joso’s idee to transfer it inlo his own
pocket. DBut il didn’t cotne off. We wus
wise {o the skuunk's play. an’ afore heo
could breathe any-—-waal, he wus handed
over to the sheriff at the Bend.”

“I can't understand why the fellow
was fool enough to make any altempl
at robbery at such a tine.”” 1 remarked.
“ He must have known thal his revolver
shots would atltract attention, and bring
you all down aboul his ears.” °

““Suy, that's just wher’ you dou’t
savvee, young gen'tlI'man,” said Square-
Deal. ** Y'see, Lhis sneakin' coyoto,.
Texas Jose, sure got his idees kinder
mussed up. Say. he got guessin’ that he
had the ranch to hisself. I'vc madc a
few all-nired mistakes 1 my time, but T
allows I never made soch a one as that!
Jose kinder figgered that we wus ali out
in the corrals--an’, instead o' that same
bein’ the case, wo wus located right here
—in this bunk-house.” -

But he

““ Why, in the aflernoon?"’ asked Piit.
‘“ Sure.”’ grinned Sqguare-Doal, with a

wink. ** Didn't I hana out tho talk that
Buck wus gettin® around ' Rattlesnake
Bend?  Sayv. il was blamed hotl that day

—s0 hol that the cattle near gol ecou-
veried into roast becf as they sltood. Anc
we figgered that the bunkhouse wus more
comfortable than anywhere olse.”

‘““ In other words, you were taking a
tnooze tn the bunkhouse when you ought
to have been at work?" T asked.

““T guess yon've sure got a hea? of
savvee,’ agroed Square-Deal, ¢ Waal
when we heard them shots we got huay
wonderin' what wus doin’. An' we in-
vestigated., Guess I've told you the rest.”

“What aboul Buck?”

_*“ Say, that poor guy wus perf'rated
til y'couldn’t tell his dog-gone carkis

froin a parlour cinder-sifter!" replied
Reeve, shaking his head. *° Sufferin’
stinkes!  \We sure thought thal poor

Buck bhad hit the one way trail good'n
proper.”’

“IU's a lucky thing he escaped,” re-
marked Pitt.

‘‘ Waal, son, Buck ain't much of a
feller t'look at,” said Ace-High Peter.
“ You wouldn't gel figgerin' that he wus
o kinder mini'ture Hercules. Say, Buck
18 sure as strong as a grizzly, an’, pos-
sessin’ a cohstitootion o’ that varety, he
patched up =0 quick that Doc Reynolds,
o' Rattlesnake Bend. got calc’latin’ that
he’d heen sure swindled !” -

““ And I suppose Texas Jose was found
guilly and sentenced?”’ asked Tommy
Wateon.

“Yup, he sure wus,”’ said Square-Deal
Reave. *“ Cuess he paid quite a long

visil to Lhe pen, an’ it's a durn pity that

| he ever got loose.’’

“The pen?”’ repeated Handforih.

“Sure!”

“I’s all right—he means the peneten-

tiary.”” T explained. “* They don't call
it prison out here, Handy. And now
‘Texas Jose is at liberty? You don't
think he'll come to this district again,
do von?”’

Jt was Slick Ed who answered.

“That guy’s got a mem'ry,”” he said
shortly.

““ Which same, translaled into proper
langwidge, means that 1exas Jose awn't
the kinder fellor to ferlgit things in a
hurry.” said Square-Deal. “ I ’lows tho
brocd ‘illllli out a heap o' hot air afore
he wus took Lo the pou—an’ that hat air
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‘-

wus to the effect that when he came out.

he'd. kinder wipe this ranch off the face
of the airth.” .

4 Oh, so that's why you think he'll
come back?"’ asked Watson.

% Mebbe he'll come, and mebbe he
won't,”” siid Square-Deal. - “ If he’s
possessed o hoss sense he’ll sure put his
carkis as far away from this location as
possible. But he's a vicious guy, an’
mebbe he'll be hankerin’ after reven%a.
So wo sha'n’t be a heap surprised if he
shows up, with the intention o’ distri-
butin’ liberal doses o’ lead poison!”’

' Poison!"’ repeated Handforth.
“ Why, I thought he’'d use a revolver, or
a pun! He can’t do any harm with
poison, because you’ll be on the look-out
for anything of that kind. And lead
poison is easily detected—"

‘““Gee! Amn't you jest innercent?”’
grinned Twirly Sam. * Say, Squar’-
Deal wusn't talkin' litteral. Lead-p’ison
means shoolin’ up—H6llin’- a guy’s hide
wi’ buliets!” o '

““Oh!'” said Handforth, turning red.
“ How the dickens was I to know? I
thought you meant real poison! What
otV

‘““ Aw, we don't blame you none,”
chuckled Twirly. *‘ Guess you're sorter
green, sonny—as green as spring grass!
An' jest because Squar‘-Deal ez bin
handin’ out gas to the effec’ that Jose
might get- around this ranch, that ain’t
no reason fer you young guys to develop
an attack o' nerves. - - Guess you'll be
safe, anyways. This durned Mexican
don’t faze us none.”

At the same time, the yarn which the
Happy Bunch had told us caused several
junwrs to dream uneasy dreams of ban-
dits apd outlaws and plundering Mexi-
cans. But, wilh the glorious sunlight of
tho fsllowing morning, thesae dreams van.
ished, and were forgotten.

However, it wasn’t to be so very lon
hefore we should remember that brief,
ﬁil.h warning which had been delivered
y .the slow-moving tongue of Slick Ld.

CHAPTER 1I.
THE MYSTERY OF THE STOLEN CATTLE!
ELSON LEE waved to me as I was
N about to enter one of the big
barns: DBreakfast was over, and
most of the fellows were wonder-
ing what they could do with themsclves
during- the morning,

I observed that Buck Mason was busy
with two or three of the cowboys round
at the stables, getting the horses saddled
and ready for use. Nelson Leo and Lord
Dorrimore were strolling together, and
I went towards them as the gov'nor
beckoned. .

“ Got any particular
morning, Nipper?' asked
I came up.

‘“ No, sir,”” I replied. :

‘“ In that case, you might just as well
come with us, that is—if you are so m-
clined,” said the gov'mor. ‘“In any
case, I've orderod a horse for you.”

‘““ Right you are, guv’nor,”” 1 replied.
‘“ Thanks—I'd love to come. But where
are we going, anyway?”’

Lord Dorrimore chuckled.

““ He'd love to come, and he doesn’t
know what our plans are,”’ he exclaimed.
‘“ Nipper, my son, we are setting off on
a grim and dangerous expedition—an ex-
pedition from which we might never re-
turn,” he added impressively.

“Good!” I said. ‘ Couldn’t be bet-
ter.” ‘

“ By gad!” said Dorrie.
hankering after danger?” |

““T don’t mind -what comes along if
I'm with the gov'nor,” I replied simply.
“ If he's going into danger, I'in certainl
more comfortable with him. But I don't
quite sce—"’

‘“My dear Nipper, you mustn’t take
any notice of Dorrie,”. interrupled Nel-
son Lee. ‘“ So far as I am aware there .
is no particular danger into which we can
run this morning. And theroe -1s po
mysiery about the journey, either. We
are, as a matter of fact, inerely going on
an cxamination trip. I have a mind (o
look at the [ar boundaries of the ranch
property.’’

‘“ Oh, it’s about the catltle rustling?”’
I said, with great interest. *‘ Good busi-
ness! I was wondering when you would
get on the job, gov’nor. Once you'ra
fairly started, I'll guarantee that you'll
arrive at the truth before we end our
visit.”’

“I'm not so sure, Nipper,’’ said Nel-
son Lee. ‘' This mystery is a peculiar
one, and I've never before been called
upon to look into such an affair. But I
can really say nothing until I have seen
the whole ground—until I have examtued
the &'oblem from every standpoint.”

About ten minutes later wo were off—

Nelson. lLee, Lord Dorrimore, Buck

lans for this
'i}'clson Lee, as

‘““ Are you
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Mason. and myself. The other juniors
were somewhat jealous, and several of
them wanted to come along, too. But
this, of course, was impossible. For, 1n
the fhirst place, they were not expert
riders. Without any boasting, I think
I can claim Lo be prelty good on horse-

back.

Buck Mason was full of the mystery
which Nelson Lee was atlempting to
inquire into. The loss of such a great
number of cattle weighed upon his mind,
and il was quile easy to see that he had
little thought for any other subject.

‘““ Gee, it kinder gels my goat!” he
declared, frowning, as we proceeded al
an easy trot. ‘‘ Guess I'm as wild as
blazes, too. Over three thousand head,
Mr. I.ee—and that represents a hull pile
of dollars. I ain’t sayin' that the QOld
Man cares a piece aboul these dollars.
. But it’s an almighty puzzle, an’ my
brains are that mussed up with thinkin’
1 don't rightly know what I'm doin'.”

‘“ Yes, Buck, it is certainly a worrying
time for vou,'’ said Nelson Lee.
these caltle thieves cannot keep up the
-game indefinitely. One day they will
make a slip—they will become too ven-
turesome, and tgen tho result will be
known. In other words, their game will
be at an end.””

Lord Dorrimore shook his head.
_“ Thinking isn’t particularly in my
line,”’ he observed. * But I've been doin’
‘a bit of it these last few days. And what
-mnakes me puzzled is how the cattle can
be got right out of the district without

anybody knowin’ the truth.” ‘

‘“ Yes, Lhat's the biggest problem of
all. Dorrie,”” I said. " C
well be smuggled as though they were
diamonds, or ﬁaCkels of opium. It seems
{o me that thero must be a leakage at
the ranch here——"

* Say. air you figgerin' thal we got—-
traitors?’ interrupted Buck sharply.
M Well, it struck me that such a thing
1s possible.” I replied. “ It's about the
only way to account for the mystery. If
«ome of the cowboys are traitors, they
could casily allow the cattle (o be taken
nwuly undor their very noses.”

The ranch manager nodded.

““1 guess you're right,”” he agreed.
‘“If we had traitors tﬁnt kind o' game
‘would be dead easy. DByt you can take
il from me, bo’, that we don’t have them
-kind of animals arcund Roaring 7 Ranch.
‘Nope. I’ll stake my existence ther' ain’t

“PBut |-

altle can’t vory I
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a man in the hull outfit thal would sell
the Old Man. Guess he treats us right—
an’ the boys know it. Say, ther’ ain’t
a ranch owner in the hull Western States
like Big Jim ¥arman. He's the rtal
oods—every time. The boys jest—ove
ﬁim. They'd kinder rfo through livin’
blazes for his sake. Traitors? INot on
your life!”

Thore was a wealth of feeling in Buck's
tone, and we were convinced that he was
Tight. He was in a position to know,
since he had the handling of the whole
ranch, and knew every employee per-
sonally—he knew every man’s character
and record.

““T agree with you, Buck, in that
respect,”” sald Nelson Lee. ‘' This cattle
thieving is not done by means of inside
aid. It is engineered solely and absol-
utely from the outside. And, moreover,
it is engineered so cleverly that constant
and continual watching is of no effect.”

‘““ T understand that all the boundaries
are guarded?’’ asked Dorrie.

‘“ Sure, sir, every one,”’ replied Buck.
‘“I’ll allow wo dor’t hev a man located
on every yard o’ territory—guess we'd
need the United States Army for a job
o' that calibre. But the cattle is watched.
and 1t's darned uncanny how they’'re de-
creased in number.”

““ There 1is one boundary, I think.
which 18 not constantly under super-
viston?”’ asked Nelson Lee._

‘““I ain’t figgerin’ to get the hang o’
them high falutin’ words,” replied Buck.
“But I guess I've got you, sir. You're
roferin’ {o the Northern boundary? Thal
same 13 a natural one. an’ we don’'l
reckon to need a heap o' barbed wire,
like the other boundaries. This is the
biggest myslery that ever hit us, an’
I'm feelin' kinder tired.”’ -

- “I'm very interested in this Northern
boundary.”” replied Nelson Lee. * By
the way, Nipper. we’re on our way there
now. IL lies twelve to fifteen miles dis-
lant from the ranch, and I understand
that there is a natural barrier which
cannot be passed by either man or
beast.”

“Unless he happens to use an aero-
plane,”” I suggested.
iz possible, but

“That. of course,
out of the auestion.”” said Nelson Lee.
**In any case, the callle could not be
removed from the ranch by means of
the air—such' an idea is altogether too

wild for considervation. DBut it strikes
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inec Lthat the only possible field for in-
vestigation is this Northern boundary.”

Buck Mason nodded. :

‘*“ ‘That's the way I got thinkin’,”’ he
maid. *‘ But it didn’t do a heap o’ good,
I reckon we've already explained to
vou, Mr. Lee, that this boundary 1s an
almighty cliff. Say, you’'ll sure open
your cyes some when you see what

we're up against!

** This cliff does not extend for a great
distance?”

‘* Waal. I ain't sayin’ that,”’ replied
- Buck. ‘““The Northern boundary is
fenced in mostly, but ther’ air parts
wher'
guess  ther's about four miles o' cliff.
Get me? It kinder rises from th’ level
ground gn' lifts ilself to the next world
to somethin’ like three thousand feet.
An' it's sheer. too—without hand or
foot-hold for a blamed fly!”

- ' And there is no opening in
ch?”

“* Not a {race o' one.”

‘* What lies beyond1”

‘““The ' Rocky Mountains,” replied
Buck grimly. *“ I guess I've handed out
this information before. Jest over tho
Rockies ther’s a valley wilth the Bar S
sittin’ plumb in thd middle of it. Say.
that’s an almighty fine ranch, an’
probably the next best to this one in
the hult o’ Montana. Old Man Travers
13 the owner. but he don’t reckon to
keep his cow-punchers for more than a
reason—he’s kinder mean. Say, he's
that mean he don’t even feed hisself

enough! But we don’t need to go inter
them details.’”

‘“ No. of course not,” saidl Nelson
Lee. ‘' Do vou know Mr. Travers?”’

“Sure. Ho gels around sometimes,”
replied Buck. ' But it’'s a matter o'
sixtv miles from here to the Bar S
-Ranch. Old Man T'ravers and Big Jimn
Farman are kinder friendly, an’ at times
thev do business togcther.”

“ Sixty miles?’ repeated Nelson Lee
curiously.

** That’s what I said. sir, an' I reckon
I didn’t say a yard too much,” replied
Mason. Y’ see. in order t’ hit Bar
S you've got to go arcund to t' Little
Creck Vallev and then through the foot-
hills on the other side,”

‘““'There’'s no direct
asked Nelson Lee,

Buck looked astonished.

“Gee!” ho ejaculuted.
enough'’

this

way across?”’

“ Ain't that

barbed wire ain’t necessary., I}

He pointed straight ahead o the
rugged mountain range which aro:e in
the distance ahead like somo stupendous
barrier rearing its peaks to the outer-
most ends of space—as, indeed, it was.

Buck® Mason’s gesture was eloquent.
It indicated quite plainly how im-
possible it was for a mere human being
to cross that mighty expanse of snow
covered peaks and glaciers. And, as I
looked at the cloud-enshrouded summits,
I realised how puny and unimportant
I was compared to this masterpiece of
nature. '

‘** No. sir, ther's no way through them
mountiains.” said Buck. ‘‘ Mebbe you’re
figgerin’ that our lost cattle hes found
its way to the Bar S outfit? Guess
you're plumb wron% Mr. Lee. In
order to rench the  Bar 8 Ranch the
cattle would need t' vpass through two
villages, a township, an' the railroad.
I don’t ligger that could be done.”

‘““I agree, Buck, that it 1s quite im-
possible.”” said Nelson Lee, ‘“But can
vou tell me one thing. Ilow far is it
to the Bar S outfit as the crow flies—
in a direct lina from the Roaring Z
northern boundary?"

‘““Waal, I calculate it would Dbe
around twelve miles,” replied Buck
thoughtfully. “Y' see, t?le Rockies

ain’'t very wide at this pertic’lar spot.
But what thev lack in width {hey
make up fer in height.”

For some time after this we pro-
gressed without much being said.
There was no doubt that the problem
wns a difficult one. No matter which
way we turned it scemed out of the
question that there could be any
solution. '

And when we finally arrived at the
Northern boundary, we were quite ready
to admit the 1mpossibility of an exit
into the open country by that means.
For some time we had been passing
through delightful valleys, for we were
now among the foothills, and growing
nearer and nearor to the boundary
line of the ranch.

The scenery was enchanting.

The mystery of the hills filled me
with a senss of my own insignificance.
We found ourselves passing along wilh
a glorious cxpanse.of iwide valleys in
view. Most of them were bounded by

Ithe great incline of wood-clad hills.

And all this seemed  to go on endlessly
in a series of green valleys and streams.
Belts of woodland were on the
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immonse hill sides. filled with decp and
myslerious shadows. As I well knew,
the majority of these woods were virgin
forest and had never been trodden by the
human foot.

- And. above all. rose the alabaster
peaks, dazzling the eye and bewildering

the senses. Thev seemed so absolutely
stupendous.
In the valleys -the colours were

delightful—every shade of green one
could imagine, and quile unscorched by
the glaring sun of the prairie. There
were paslures in these valleys which
would have filled the heart of any

British farmer with sheer joy. Water
abounded in plenty—rippling creeks and
meandering stronms. And here and

there nrose the woodland bluffs.

It was one great panorama of ex-
quisite beawty, and everything
arlistic within me thrilled with the
whole scene. Even Buck Mason, hard-
hended and practical, was subdued into
silence by the glories of the valleys.

And J)resently. afler mounting a grass-
coverod hill. we turned round a belt of

woodland which had obscured 1 the
immediate view ahead. But now 1.
opencd out before us, and we were

astonished to find that, a mile further
on, the ranch was absolutely barred.

The cffect was most curious. We had
not anticipated anything of this kind,
and I stared blankly.

To the richt and the left lay a valley,
with dense masses of forest crowding all
exits. And directly 1n front there arose
a chiff. And it was a cliff which filled
me with a sense somethinﬁ like fear.
It seemicd impossible—beyond all reason.

Sheer. it rose—straight up in jagged
facets into the heavens for a distance
which could not have Dbeen less than
two thousand five hundred feet. It over-
shadowed evervthing, and the summit
of the cliff was just as rocky and jagged
as the Dbase.

“ My only hat!”" I muttered.

I continued to stare. And now J
understood the drift of Buck Mlason's
remarks. The very thought of the
missing cattle being gol away from the
ranch bv this melhod was ludicrous.
Thia eliff was a nortion of Lthe Northern
boundary. To the right and the left.
bevond those forests, the ordinary
barbed wire boundary stretched away—
and this. of course, was guarded by the
ranch watchers.

9

I-Eih”' was it necessary to guard this
cl? .

Nothing human could scale it, and
the idea ot cattle being spirited away
bevond this tremendous barrier was not
to be thought of. The clif rose froam
the level ground, and for three or four
hundred feet up it was slightly over-'
hanging, so that nothing living—of the
animal world. at least—could climb, it,

Of - hand-hold or foot-hold there was
not the slightest sign—no opening, no
crevice. It was an impassngle barrier,

“INe are certainly up against it.”"
remarked Lord Dorrimore calmly.
““ Lee. old man, there's no need for us
to go any further. Nothing living could
have crossed this terrific precipice."

“You kind of—understand?”’ asked
Buck.

““Yes. I think I do.” said Nelson Lee.
‘““And I appreciate all -that yon have
told me, Buck. I can quite realise how
impossible 1t is for three thousand head
of cattle to have been removed from
the ranch over this boundary."”

“1 figgered that it would be just as
well. for you. to get busy examinin’
this little chunk o’ rock,;' said DBuck
Mason. ' Say, DMr. Lee, ther' ain’t
another boundary like this hyar in the
hull State of Montana. Guards? I'll
allow it vwould be u fool game seoltin’
guards to walch this piece of country.”

We went- on and drew nearer and
nearer (o the great clifi—until, at last,
we were under 1its very base. Dis-

mounting, we left our horses grazing in
a rich pasture, and then walked
forward.

I had never seen anything so -
posing as this in all my life. It was
alinost more than the imagination could
take in at once. and it is impossible for
me to describe the tremendous grandeur
of the whole scene.

Standing there we were all lost
silent wonder.

Gazing upwards, I could see into the
far far distance of the sky. And still
the cliff . rose—sheer. rocky and all
powerful, It tnspired me with awe, and
somehow. I felt that when I spoke I
should do so in n whisper. .

Away to the west lay the valley, with
the great forests barring all further
view. It wans the same to the east.
We scemed to be hemmed in—enclosed
in this peaceful valley with al! further
progress barred. ‘

This was all a part of the ranch

in
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pasture land. and Lthe herds were allowed
to stray here as they wished—until, of
_course, the regular roundu|l>s took place.
In all probability no employees of theo
raitch  came- to this seclion of the
properly once in a monlh. There was
no reason for them to come, sinco it
was a cul-de-sac. Thero was no way
beyond, and all one could do was to
turn back and retrace one’s sieps.

As for the idea of setting a walch at
Lhis section of the boundary, it struck
mo as being ridiculous. Looking on the
ground, I could see the faint
and traces caused by cattle, indicating
that a herd or two had wandered into
this valley during the recent wecks.

Nelson Lee was looking at the ground,
too—intontly, and wilth more interest
than seemed to be absolutely necessary.
~Lord Dorrimore looked about him with
cazunl interest—not that he had no eve
for the beauty of the general scenery.

‘““Waal, Mr. Lee, I'm kinder figgerin’
that we'd . best tote along to another
seclion of the ranch.’” said Buck Mason.
‘“ It ain’t no sort o’ use hangin’ around
here. You've seen all there 1s to see, I

i/

fancy, and wg don't neced to waste no

time. I'm guessin’ that you'ro salis-
fied with this examination?” ,

“In a way, yes,”’ replied Nelson Lee
slowly. ‘It was important Lhat 1
should come. and T now have quite an
excellent idea of the situation. In a
Jew minutes we shall proceed West.
wards. and I shall take great interest
in looking at the other boundaries.
'rI‘l]w'iscencrv here, Buck, is quite wonder-
11l

I'he ranch foreman grunted. ,

‘““T ain't great on scenery, sir.”’ he
observed. *‘ Guess I'm a busy man, an’
if I was {o spend my time admirin’ all
the preity vallevs on this hyar ranch—
waal, ther’ wouldn’t bo a heap of work
done. Guess a man gets kind ' of
salurated with all these beauties. YWhen
vou're seein’ ’em for the first time they
come forward and hit you. T'lI allow
that. but I'vo seen most everythin' in
this region.”

He walked away towards his horse,
and Lord Dorrimore followed him.
Nelson Lee. however, went nearer to
the great cliff face, with mo in close
attendance. We were now about a
Yundred vards away from our com-
panions, and Nelson Lee was still very
‘nterested in the ground, for his gaze
was cast downwards, |

marks |
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“Can’ you sée anything inleresting
sir?’ 1 asked. | ’
‘“I am merely making a thorough

examination, Nipper—nolhing else,””
replied Lee.. ¢ Obviously, it is im-

possible for the cattle to have been re-
moved across this boundary. Somo-
times the obvious is not the truth.” -

“But it must be in this case,
guv'nor."”

““Yes. of course.”” said Nelson Lee
absently. ‘' Upon my word! What an

extraordinary cliff! It seerns to stretch
into tho very Heavens!"

We both stood Lhere gazing upwards.
We could see for hundreds of feet, for
we were just beyond the overhanging
portion. Jagged ledges and jutlings
cduld be seen above that portion of the
chff which was bare and smooth,
Again I felt that same sensation of
awe—a sensation which “could not be
shaken off. A The rugged wildness of
this scenery positively took hold of one.

Nelson Lee looked down at the ground
arain, and then went down on ono knee.
I strolled away, expecting that he was
coming after me. TFinding that he did
net do §0, I glanced back, What made
me do so. I don't know, but something
prompted me fo turn my gaze upwards
—to that overpowering ¢lift. It held me
—it fascinated me in an extraordinary’
manner.

And then mv heart leapt into my
mouth. :

Even as I watched I saw a piece of
the solid rock detach itself from the
chiff face five or six hundred feet above.
It leaned forward slowly, leisurely, and
then fell—down. down, accompanied by
a shower of fragments. | -

And Nelson Lee was slanding on the’
exact spot where the mass would fall,

I tried to shout. and I tried to move.
But I was held by some unseen power.
My tongue stuck, and I stood there
helpless. It seemed to me that an hour
must have passed. but actually, it was
baroly a single second. |

A thousand thoughts flashed through

myv_brain, | |
That piece of rock, apparently " so

small, weighed ten or {welve tons.
Even if it missed Nelson Lee, the
shattering fragmenils would nstgntly

kill him—supposing that ho stood ten
vards off the point of contact. o
But it wouldn't miss—it was qommg
straight down on to him, and ho would
be crushed to atoms. The gduv’nor knew
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nothing—no sound had come from thal
rock as one might have supposed. It
had simply detached ilself from the face
of thoe clifl in a ghoslly, noiseless way.
It was postlively uncanny.

And then., when my lungs felt hke
bursting, I found my voice and re-
covered the use of my limbs.
¢ Guv'vor!” I screamed, hurling my-
self forward.,

'Nelson Loe twirled round.

“ Good Heavens!' he ejaculated.
¢ What on earth is the matter?”’

“ Run—run!’ 1 shrieked wildly.
““ The rock—above vour head— Oin,
can’'t you see it, sir?"’

I wag still running forward—right into

the danger zone, but I didn't care. I
onlfr knew that the guv'nor was n
awful peril, and nol the faintest

thought of danger occurred to me.
This being so, there was nothing plucky
in my action.

 Nelson Lee glanced upwards and
started. The huge mass of rock was
practically upon him. All this, of
course. had occupied merely a foew
seconds of time. He ran forward, half-
stumbled on a piece of slone, recovered
his balance. and then I reached him.

. Grabbing him by the arm, I simply
dragged him forward., Lord Dorrimore
and Buck Mason weie running towards
us, but they had been too far distant
in tho first place to take any action 1n

this unexpecled drama. .
Cra-a-ash!
A  doofening,  car-splitting  roar

sounded behind us—a crash such as 1
seldom heard. And. as Nelson Lee and
I ran, our backs \ere
thousands of tiny fragmenis—fragments
which penetrated our clothing and which
bit deeply into our flesh. But we hardly
noticad them at the time. We went on
blindlv. and then, at last, turned back.

Thore was very liltle change in the
appourance of the spot where Nelson
Lec had just stood.

Merely a piled up heap of broken
fragments of rock. and a thousand
smaller [ragments strewn round in a
wider circle. Over all there hung a
glicht dusty haze. The great cliff face
was as before, no change being
apparent.

. It had been one of the narrowest
escapes imaginable. ,
‘““‘ By gad!"’ shouted Lord Dorrimore,

rushing up, panting. *‘ I thought it}

pelted by

F

| Nipper,

‘Lee.

-noar by.

was all up with you.
was coming down—""'

‘“ Yoz, I kunow.” inlerrupted Nelson
Lee. breathing hard. * Thanks. to
L am still alive. INipper, my
bov. it was vou who saved me from
this ghastly death, and I don't know
what to say—"

““ Oh, dry up, guv’'nor,”’ I said, feol-
ing my legs tenderly. ‘I ddidn’t do
anything—only velled. I saw that
piece of rock come away from the cliff.
It didn’t seem big up there, and 1t just
leaned forward, hesitated for n moment,
and then fell—without making a sound.”

“Yes. I know that,”” said Nelson
‘“ Had there been any sound I
should have been warned. It is provi-
dential that vou were watching me,
Nipper. Upon my soul! We didn'l
escape scathless, afler all.”

*‘ Rather not.” I snid. ‘““I've got two
or three nasly cuts on the back of my
legs. Do you happen to have your
madicine case on you, guv'nor? You've
got some ripping plaster in there, and
it would come in jolly handy.”

Nelson Lee was cearrying his medicige
case—a compnact little thing no bigger
than an ordinary pockel-book, but filled
up with a hundred and one useful
articles to be used in cases of first l}id.

Before long our culs were examnined
and washed, and for this purpose we
retired to the bank of a Pittlo brook
Lee had two very nasty culs,
and I suffered from several jags and
grazes. DBut after we had been patched
we felt far more comfortable. '

‘“ (fuess that's almighty strange.”
said DBuck Mason thoughtfully. “TI've
heen thinkin' some. Mr. Lee. I've been
thinkin’ a heap. Say, ¥ can’t under-
stand the thing nohow. Why did ‘that
viece of rock fall?”

““ Merely a nalural phenomenon,™
said. Lord Dorrimore. ‘‘ Just a peculiar
coincidence, 1 suppose, although it was
deucedly unfortunate that Lee as
underneath at the time. Nature does
some bally strange Lhings, by gad!”’

Nealson Lee looked up.

‘“ Was it Nature?’ he asked keenly.
“T'vo been wondering, Dorrie. Wa:
it Nature—or was it caused by human
agency? I am well aware of lhe facl
that my liferhas been threatened since
I arrived on this ranch. 1hd that piece
of rock fall by nccident or design®™

Buck Mason satared. :

“ Why, say,

Lee, that rock-.

““ Design?' he repeated.
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Mzr. Lee, I guess you're sure side-
tracked. Gee! Design? Are you
bggerin’ that some durned guys are up
on that cliff face. an’ that they helped
;.hﬁt piece of rock to get busy on its
u ""!
. ** Hardly that, Buck,’” replied Nelson
Lee. ‘ But there may be other ways
unknown to us at the moment. 1 am
fairlv certain that the thing was an
acctdent. but it. was a most peculiar
one—and I shall beuar it in mind.”

We soon left the spot, and as we
passed out of view, I glanced back, and
wondered if we had indeced had the
whole place to ourselves. I wondered
whelher any enemies had been lurking
abcut.

In any case, we were not likely to
forget that enormous cliff.

—— el

CHAPTER 1LI.

THREE UP A TREE!

' DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E idly kicked at a weed as he
walked. .

: ‘“* We're having a ripping time
out here.”” he remmarked pleasantly.
“ One of the best holhidays I can re-
member, 1 fact. And we’ve got two
- or three weeks vet., My hat! e shall
have. some fine tiines before we have to

go back.”

‘* Rather!”! agreed Church. “1
understand that we shall go through to
California after staying a%ortmght. here
—to Mr. Farman's real home. This

place is like a giddy palace, but Farman

spys it's only a rabbit hutch compared
to the big TJFarman mansion in
Califorma.”

“I'm satisfed with this, anyway,”
said McClure. ‘“ And what do you
thifk of the Happy Bunch?"” o

‘* A bright lot of lads, if you like!”
grinned Church. *‘‘ Why, they're more
full of japes than the chaps at St.
Frank's. It wouldn’t be a bad idea to
work one or two wheezes on them—
they'd take it in good part.”

Handforth nodded promptly. _

‘““ Topping!” he said. ‘° We can work
off some of the old games, too—they’ll
be new to this crowd. By George! e
can have no end of [un! Now, what
wa've got to do 1s to think out some-
thing particularly good so that we’ll
catch t‘:em on the jump the first time.”

‘*“ That's the wheeze!?’ said Church.
‘ They've spoofed us once or twice, you
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know, and itcwould only ‘be returnin
the compliment. I think this idea o
mine is pretty good, what do .you say?™®
Handforth stared. |
‘*“ Idea of yours?’ he repeated blunily,
il YEB.”
‘““Why, you silly ass, it was mine !
roared Handforth. * Just like you to
go and take the credit!” :

l Church nearly exploded.

'“Well, my only panama !’ he gasped.
“Your idea! Didn’t 1 say that the
Happy Bunch are full of jokes .and
Japes. And didn't I suggest that ‘it
would be rich to work one or two

wheezes on them——

‘““ Oh, you make me tired!"” inter-
rupted Handforth. ‘ You kuow aa well
as I do that it’s mmy idea. Why, 1
suggested that we should work some of
the old wheezes, didu't 1? Deny it if
vou can!”

““I don’t deny it, but—"'

‘““There you are—what did I say?”’
demanded Handfo triumphantly,
“ And then you have the nerve to clain
the giddy credit)” '

‘“ Dash it all Handy, it was Church
who first suggested ’i't.," put in McClure.

‘“It's only fai .

‘“ Oh, go on—I expected it !’ snapped
Handforth bitterly.. *‘ You chaps always
back one another up against me! Fme
kind of chums, ain’t you? All you can
do i3 to conspire together and rob me
of all the credit when something really
decent is thought of. I suggested that
we should jape the Happy Bunch——"

“You didn't!”’ snorted Church.
‘“ You said—— Yarooooh!”

‘“ He didn’t say thal!” grinned
McClure.

Church sat "down quite abruptly in
the long grass, Handforth's fist having
been brought round in one of those un-
expected lightning punches of his. ‘The
argcument ceased f{rom' (hat moment.
Church had no wish to continue, and
he allowed his aggressive leader to tuke
all the credit.

Not that Church was afraid of Hand-
forlh—far from it. But he and McClure
had long since learned that the only
possible way of retaining peace in the
camp was to give Handforth his own
way.

The three chumbs of Study D were out
for a stroll 'in the Roaring Z valley.
It was evening—quite early, in fact,
and the evening meal would not be
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recady tor anothoer hour or so. The
Happy Bunch had not yet returned for
the day. and so Handforth and Co.
swere out for a stroll,

They had proceeded some litlle way
up the valley, and were quite out of
sight of the dazzling whitg ranch house
and its attendant barns and stables and
outhouses. All living habitation was
i{\idcgen from them Dby a belt of wood-
and.

Just (o their left the river flowed
serehely upon ils course, and there
were rich pastures on either side. ‘T'he
whole picture., under the clear Dblue
evening sky, was singularly charming
and attractive.

Nothing, indeed, could have been
more alluring, but Handforth and Co.
were not particularly slruck. They had
no ove for. scenic beauty. Away in their
rear a few cows were contenledly
grazing in a meadow, but this was the
only sign of life within sight. ‘I'he
faint barking of a dog came across the
trees.  And all around there sounded
the incessant hummirng of inseccts, for
the evening was warm,

‘““ Now that vou chaps have recovered
vour giddy sense we'll go on talking,”
said IHandforth. ‘' Sorry about your
nose. Church—I didn’t mean 1o hurt
vou.. But vou're such an obslinale ass,
vou know.”

Church breathed hard

“ I’m not the only one!"’ he muttered.

“ What?"'

“ Oh.” let's talk about
wheeze ! said Church.

¢ !'f you're going 10 muinble insults

——— »
“I wasn't mumbling insults, you
. duffer!” said Church, in exasperation.
““ What the dickens i3 the matter with
you, IHandy? You're as touchy as a
gunpowder fuse! The best thing we can
do is to talk about that wheeze—of
vours!”’

“ Yos, perhaps it is,”’ agreed Hand-
forth. “ Now whal we've got to do is
to think of a really good jape, and we'll
work it this evening. DBy George! It'll
be first-class to spoof those giddy cow-

boys "’
retty
(ﬁ'orth.

the new

‘“ Ralther!” _
“JIt'll need {o be something
cute, though,” went on Han

““ Thev're wide awake, and it would bel

simply ghastly if the joke was turned
against us in the end.”

“I've got an idea—
Church.

began

”

!

"japes—really

13

‘“Keep it!' interrupled Handlorth
politely. * Who wants your idcas®
I'm running this affair. and if there's
anv idea to be used it’ll be mine!”

“Then it'll be a frost!” snappec
Church.

‘““ Are yvou looking for anolher slosh?"
asked Handforth darkly. ‘‘ My idcas
are terrific—everybody knows that, But
st becauso the other chaps in the
Remove nre jealous, my wheezes ain't
nlwavs used. Jealousy 13 a horrivle
thing. Now, don’t speak to me fce a
bit. I want Lo concentrate!”’

Church was inclined to ask * what
with?’, but he thought it wiser not to
do so—his nose was somewhat painful
stil. And the three juniors strolled
along with their gaze bent downwards..
all of them thinking hard. Handforlh
looked as though the whole worry of
the world was upon his shoulders. Ilis
brows were knitted. and there was an
absent expression in his eyes.

Church and MceClure did not con-
centrate to such an extent. Indeed,
they could have suggested all sorts of
good ones—but thoy
thoueht 1t better not to do so.

Thevy decided. on the other hand, to
wait and 1o hear what their great
leader had to say. If the aﬁprovod of
his scheme they would help hin to put
it into execution. If they thought it
dottv—as in all probability it would be
they would take good care to sneak off
gomewhere and leave Handforth to work
the wheeze on his own. They didn’t
want to be connected with a frost.

After walking about a hundred yards,
Church happened to glance up. le waa
in_the act of speaking, but the words
failed to come. and his face blanched.
Involuntarily he clutched at McClure's
slceve in one hand, and at Handforlh's
sleeve with the other.

‘“ Good—good Heavens!” he muttered
hoarsely.

““ What on earth's the matter?’’ asked
McClure, startled. -

He elanced at his chum, Church was
staring straight before him, his eyes
fixed. and his face pale and drawn.
And MecClure could see that he wae
shaking wvisibly.

McClure,

“ (Groat Scott !’’’
““ You're trembling—

‘““ Look!” whispered Church hoaraely.
‘“ Oh. look—can't you see?”’

McClure glanced round and jumped,

said
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His breath came in a . gasp, and his
face was robbed of its colour, too. For
he saw something which =scared bim
more than he had ever been scared

before. Both Church and McClure were
typical English boys with any amount
of grit and plenty of faults. DBut the

obiect which they saw before them now
made them shake and tremble, and their
courage oozed completely away..

Not fifty yards distant, standing
porfectly
animal—an animal which the juniors
had seen in pictures and at the Zoo.
It was ugly and clumsy—in point of
fact, a huge grizzly bear!

Church and McClure weren’t sure
whelher they had seen an actual grizzly
in the flesh. but they had heard of
such bears in the region of the Rocky
Mountains. There had been talk of
grizzly bears, indeed, in the drawing-
room only the previous gvening.

And both the juniors recognised this
rreat brule at once.

_ It was the fierce, savage, terrible
grizzly. And it was within a slone’s
throw of them., having probably
appeared from behind a clump of trees,
which were just -1n its rear.

Handforth and Co.. strolling along
deep 1n thought, had not noticed it
until now. Indeed. Handforth was still
ignorant of its presence. ke was lost

in thought, and he had not heard the

etaculalions from his chums.

‘““ Great Scotl!” panted Church. ‘‘ It’s
a grizaly '’ . : . .

“Yes. T can see it!’ said McClure,
with chattering teeth. *‘ They're awful
things! They can kill you in half-a-
tick! If it gzets hold of one of us—
Handy! Oh, Handy, you ass——'""

“Dry up—I'm thinking!"” said Hand.
forth curtly. .

** But—bul look—"" _

‘“ Confound ‘it, how can I:think when

vou’re making such a noise?’ roared
IHandforth. “H you speak agam I'l]
biff vou!”’ -

Church and McClure had their gaze
plued upon: the bear.
when they saw that the grizzl
now - slowly. advancing, - and (hat it
had reared itself upon its hind legs—a

certain sign that 1t was about to
atlack.

‘“Look!" screamed Church. “1Iit's
coming, Handy1” - z

'That yell awoke Handforlh fully.

‘* Great pip!"" he excloimed.

still, was a great shaggy-

They panled hard.
was
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‘“ What's the .mutler with you?
them How—— My goodness

The words trailed away, and Heand-
forth clutched at his chums. Then, the
next moment, - the power of action came
to them. They turned and fled—they
ran as though a thousand demons were
after them. ' '

And the grizzly, uttering a peculiar
?row], broke into a lumbertgpg trot, and
ollowed. |

It was speody, too, and Handforth;
glancing back, received a shock.

What

“It's gaining, I believe!’ he said
chokingly. “ Quick! I know what té
do. e'll climb up a tree!” "

 But it'll follow wns———"

““They can't climb!’ gasped Hand-
forth. *‘ We shall be sate there—safe
until somebody comes to the rescuel
This one'll do—over to the left.”

_ Helter-skelter, they pelted over the
ground. There was a big tree wilhin
easy reach—a irece which offered -oxcel-
lent facilities for climbing. Handforth
reached it first, and it must be said in
his favour that he did not leap into the -
branches. lle waited until his chums
came up. '

) 113’011 ﬁrﬁ " he said sharply.

u

“Climb!” hissed Handforth fiercely.

Both Church and McClure leapt at
the treo at once. The grizzly was now
within a few yards, and Handforth's
action was really plucky. He saw that
his chums were in the tree beforg he
attempted to climb on his own account,

With a leap he reached a branch,
swung himself up, and sat astride, well
out of reach. | |

And there, panting heavily, the three
juniors remained for a time. This was
the only branch they could use, for they
discovered that the others were weak,
many parts of the tree being rolten.

The position of Handforth and Ca.
was somewhat precarious, although they
did not like to acknowledge it just then.
The branch swayed, and gave one or
two ominous creaks. DBut, so far, 1t
wns holding the combined weight of
tho trio.

And below,

pawing at the trunk, was

the grizzly! | .
It came up, and the juniors looked
down into its -boady eyes. The great

beast looked strangely harmlees as it
slood there on ils hind ‘legs, gaznni up-
wards; but Heandforth and Co. knew
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whal 1t would mean if it.seized one of |

them. :

‘The beoar oponed its mouth, and a
tongue came out and rolled about for
a moment or two. Then it blinked at
the juniors—a wicked kind of Dblink.

. Thank goodness we got. into this
tree!” said Church huskilﬂr. “ Oh, my
hat! We ought to have been told that
there might be danger of meeting a
grizzly !
happoned if it had caught—"

“ li)an’l‘. " mutiered Handforth.
‘ And, after all, there's no reason why
wo should have been warned. I don’t
suppose these horrible things come
down from the mountains very often—
this may be the first for years. It’s
just a matter of chance that we are the
first to seo it!”

They continued to stare down,
fascinated; and the bear, after a
. mjnute or two, gavo a fresh growl, and
then got down on its four legs. It
lumbered round . d4nd round the tree.
The juniors hoped fervently that it
would go away, but it didn’t do any-
thing ot the kind. o
It sat down, and was apparently pre-
pared to wait.

“By (George!’ said Handforth.
“Wa're treod!" .
It gave him a certain amount of

pleasure to say this. He had read aboui
travellers being treed by a bear, but he
had never thought such an_ experience
would befall him. And he pictured
himself telling all the others about it
later. And what a yarn it would be
to take up to SL. Frank's!

- And by now the juniors were get-
ting over their scare. Thoey were safe;
they wero out of reach of the terrible
beast. But there was no denying that
the branch upon which they sat was
ralher unsafe. As Hand{orth shifted
his position there was anolher signili-
cani hitle crack.

“Don't move, vou ass'’ panted
Church. “ We shall all be down! If
this branch goes, there’ll bo a horrible
iragedy! I—I don’'t think we're safe,
even now!”’

Handforth looked about him.

R

“I"d better shift,”” he said. *‘ There's
another branch just over there—il's
strong enough 1o hold me, anyway.

We shall all be safe then.”
- ! Suppcesing *“ou fall down?"”
McCluro fearfully.

‘“Rats! I sha'n't fallli"

asked

Just think what would havej startle .
| alightling with a bump.

F

" Poor old Handy!

15..
Handforth * got up, and cauliously
edged his way Lo the trunk. Then he

stepped on to the opposile branch—
at leasl, he megnt to do so. But, pro-
bably because he was taking extra cavo,
his foot slipped.

The next moment he fell headlong, -
clutching vainly at the air. He just
managed to touch the branch, but did
not gain a hold; then, utlering a
startled gasp, he fell to the ground,
Church, in
He
to Lhe tree branch, gazing down"
in fascinated terror. DBoth he and
Church expeoted to see Handforlh
seized by the bear without any delay—
they expected to see him killed on the
spot.

But Handforth leapt to his feet with
amazing agilily. ' .

And, even as the griztly was raising
itself on its hind legs, Handforth fied.
Ho simply streaked away across the
stretch of grassland like a sprinter in
a hundred yards handicap race.

And the bear,” after a moment’'s aur-
prise, slarted off in pursuit. Chut®h
and McClure could see nothing after
the first moment ar two, because their
view was hidden by the thick trees.
They scrambled down from their loft
porch, and -gazed at one another wit
pale faces.

“ Oh, ain’'t it awful!”’ said Church.
_ It'll’be all up with
him, . Clurey! Once that bear gets him,
he’ll ‘be hugged, and then—'

‘““ Parhaps we can do something!'"
gasped McClure. ‘' Let’s rush away
and attract altention!”

They rushed across the grassland in
the direction that Handforth and the

* Handy !”
horror.

McClure was unable to speak.
clun

shouled

‘bear had taken, and as they ran they

shouted at tho top of their voices.
Turning round a clump of thick trees,
they saw something which brought them
to a sudden, abrupt halt.

Handforth was runnin still, and
making his way towards the barns and
stables of the ranch, which were now
within full view. And the grizzly bear
was just- on the point of overtaking ils
viclim,

And then, at the crucial
Haud{orth stumbled.

His foot probably caught in a root, or
on some obstruction. He fell face down-

moment,

wards, rolled over, and sat up. .
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And then, before he had time to draw
a breath, the grizzly was upon him. It
gtruck him with one paw, knocked him
flat, and then Handforlh was at the
mercy of tho terriblo creature!

CHAPTER 1V,
THE ARRIVAIL OF TEXAS JOSE !

ANDFORTH fully expecled that
H his last minute had come,
The bear stood over him ; but
strangely enough, had not cause
him any pain or injury, so far. It
seemed to be playing with its vicum
before beginning its terrible work.
Handforlh altempted to rise, his breath
coming and going in hca.\'g asps; but
the bear raised a paw, and torced hin
back, o
‘““Help !’ screamed Handforth wildly.
‘““Oh, help!’ . | . |
As though by one accord, six heads
suddenly appeared. They rose up from
hehind a grassy bank, about a hundred
yards away. Handforth did not =ee
them, since his back was towards that
direction—and . Handforlh, moreover,
wa¥ fully occupied wilh the bear.
But Church and McClure, who were
some little distance away, plainly saw

those six heads, and their relief was
tremendous.

“The Happy Bunch!” shouted
Church. * Oh, rippin! They must

have been stalking the bear, and—and
perhaps they'll be in time to save
Handy from death—although he’s bound
to be scriously injured!”’ y

The Happy Bunch rose, and chargail
lo the rescue. They all flourished huge
revolvers, and their expressions wero
grim and grave. They simply descended
upojy Handforth and the bear like an
avalanche.

“Gee whizz!” shouted Square-Deal
Recve. * Guess it's a doggone Db’ar!”

A durned grizzly!” roared Ace-
High Peter. ‘‘ Say, boys, this is wher'
we get real busy, I'm figgerin’! Suf-
ferin’ rattlesnakes! Guess this hyar
stunt sure ought to be took for the
all-fired pictures!” .

‘“Hands up!” yelled Twirly Sam.
** Say, you yaller dawg of a b’ar—up
with them doggasled paws o’ yourn!”

And then an amazing thing happened.

The bear, in strict obedience to
Twirly’s order, rose on its hind legs
and raiced its paws meckly in the air.

{
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Handforth sat up, dazed and beiwildered.
He 1was astounded to find himself un-
hurl—he did not even have a bruise or
s scratch. The grizzly, in spite of its
size, had treated him gently,

““Guess you're feelin’ prelly gay,
ain’t you?’ demanded Squeare-l)eal,
addressing ihe bear severely. *‘ Say,
what’s the blamed idea o' comin’ out
hyar an’ scarin’ them young gents?
Ain't you almighty ashamed of yourself,
you yaller coyote? I'm guessin’ that
you feel kinder mean!” C

The bear dropped his ears, and hung
his head. PP

““ Yup, that there stuff don't affect
me none!"” went on Square-Deal grimly.
“I'm jest handin’ out the talk to you
that you're a grizzly—a cuss of a b’ar,
an’ you ain’t got no rights to lote
around scarin’ visitors. Get me? Say,
I’'m advrsin’ you right now to vamoose

an’ the sooner you get a move on the
better.”

The dgriley bear raised his head again,
blinked once or twice, and then lum-
bered away at a quick jog-trot. The
Happy Bunch wztched him go, stowing

their “guns™” away in leisurely
fashion.

“Gee! The all-fired ass!’ remarked
Loco Jack. ‘‘Say, I've got a nolion

walkin’ around in my head tha

‘“ By cnipes!”’ interrupted Two-Gun
Milligan. *‘“ We don't want to hear
none o' your fool notions, Loco. Guess
we've got Lo atlend to this young guy
what's setltin' right hyar at our feet.
I'll allow he’s kinder mussed up some!”’

Handforth rose to his feet, swaying
shghtly.

““Oh; my goodness!” he said faintly.
“I—I thought I was going to be killed,
you know! 1 believe two of my ribs
are broken, and I''n probably [right-
fully mjured inside. A bear always
causes & lot of dammage when he hugs
a chap—"

“ Say, we're almighty sorry, bo’, that
ou wuz hurt any!” said gqum'c-Deal

eeve. ‘‘ But I don't reckon you need
be afeered any more. No, sir! 'I'hat

b’ar kinder knows what's good fer its
health.”

“ But—but it’s amazing!”  said
Handforth. “ I—I didn't know that
bears would obey you like that! [

thought you were going to shoot it.
It'll be dangerous if you let that awlul
thing roam about. the ranch!”
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Nelson Lee alanced upwards and started. The huge mass of rock w'as
3 practically upon him,
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¢ Jumpin' coyobes!”’ yelled Twirly
2am, ‘“ Guess wo forgot thal., pards!
Say, we oughter plug that b'ar good'n
proper; il wuz sure up to us to fill ils
durned hide wi' lead!”

“ Aw, gwan!” said Sqnare-Deal
wilhoringlﬁ; “ Guess you're sure quali-
(ted "for the Montana State bughouse

‘“ Bughouse?’ gasped Handforth.

‘“ Guess thal mecans Lhe lunalic

asylam?”’ grinned Twirly Sam.
* Yup, an’ that's whar' you ought to
be!” wenl on Square-Deal. ¢ Fill the
b'ar's hide wi' lead! Gee! Ain't you
a bright boy? A b’ar's hide is val'able,
I'mm figgerin', an’ it don’t do it no sorter
good to plug holes through it. No,
sir, not on your life!” ‘

Church and McClure had @®@me up by
this time, and they were overjoyed to
find that Handforth was still whole. and
apparently safe and sound. The Happy
DBunch scanned the juniors: severely.

“Huh! I calc'late you're feelin'
pretty good, ain't you?’ asked Ace-
High Peler. ‘' Mebbe you'll jest ex-
plain how you come to be onticin’ that
durned grizzly on to this ranch? Say,
b'ars ain't no sort o’ use——"

“We didn’t entice it here!’ said
Chureh. . | '

“It chased us!"' added McClure. “ Tt
gave us an awful scare. We—we had
to get up a tree, you know, and the
bear came and wailed for wus.
Handforth fell out, and
lifat" ,

The Happy DBunch made some very
peculigr sounds, alfmost as though they
were in danger of choking.

‘ Say, that was sure exeitin',"”’ re-
marked Square-Deal. *‘ Howsum, no
ha.rm ain"'t been done, so I ain't worry-
in’ none. . -

“ But—bult T can't understand il

ran for his

sald Handforth, feeling himself all
_ri\;(.e’r. “The bear did just ns you told
it !

i Surc !"

“ Bul—but
chat !”’

‘“ Waal, ain't he a real innercent?”
said Square-Deal, in surprise. * B'ars
are jesl’ the most fool \(hings over!
Guess you only golia be good an’ firm,
an’ they'll cat out o' your hand !’

“Well, I'm blessed!’’ said Handforth.

they don’t always do

Then.

-

|
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and that they’d kill you in iwo ticks if
you didn’t escape.’’

“1 figger that ther's b'ars an’ b’ars.”
observed Square-l)eal. *‘ Now, this
hyar bL’ar ain’l what you'd call a savage
brute. No, sirree! Say, he’s thal tame
an’ meek he'd sure suck milk out of
a babby’s botUle¢! I'm tellin’ you right
now that we had a hull heap of trouble
~traintn’ himt”

Handforth gave a violent slart. .

““ Training him?"’ he echoed

“Yup, bo'!” grinned Twirly. ‘' Gee!
It was some job, believe me!”

“ But—butt—""

‘‘ Say, we got guessin’ that you young
guys needed a sorier nerve test.”’ grinned

nare-Deal. ** We had a hull heap o’
talk, an’ we figgered that old Grumpy .
would fit in real dandy. Say, he’s sure
an elegant b’ar."

Church found his voice.

‘““Do—do you mean to esay that he’s

‘“Jest about as tame as’a #ay old kit-
ten !’ chuckled T'wo-Gun. ‘“ By cripes!
I'm -allowin’' vou wus kind o’ tested.

I'tame®’’ he gasped.

Get 'me? An’ I'm also allowin’ that for
tenderfeet you sure gave a slap-up
show 1"’

The Heppy Bunch fairly yelled with °
laughter, and Handforth and Co., look-
ing very red and indignant. stood by.
They had just realised "‘that the Happy
Bunch had anticipated their own designs,
Instead of Handforth and Co. japing
the cowboys, the cowboys had japed
them. , |

“You—you awful rolters!"” .roared
Handforth. ‘ Then—then I wasn't in
danger at all?”’

‘“ Dangeir?”’ repeated Square-Deal.
‘“ Say. that b’ar.wouldn’'t hurt a baby
in it’s cradle, an’ as fer huggin’—waal,

‘| he ain’t got no more strength than one

0’ you guys. Say, he's kind o’ got one
foot in the grave, bein' as old as a b'ar
can be. Teeth? His last tooth dropped
out when I wus bein’ nussed!”’

‘The other members of the Happy
Bunch roared afresh.

‘““Jumpin® coyotes!” gurgled Twirly.
““ Say, pards. we'd Dbest vathoose! I've

t kind o' hunch that there's a wild grizzly

b'ar knockin’ around!”’
‘““ Haw, haw, haw!”
The cowpunchers fairly doubled them-

selves up, and Handforth and Co. felt as

“If I'd have known that, I should have | though they would like the earth to open

acted quite differently!

But I always] up and swallow them. They had abso-

thought that bears were fierco things, | lutely nothing to sav. for the Happy .
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Bunch had the laugh on. them every
time.

Tho bear, of course, was old and harm-
less—otherwise Square-Deal would never
have allowed it to chase the three juniors.

As Handforth and . Co. afterwards
learned, Grumpy was one of the pets of
the ranch and it had never been known

lo harm a soul, having been in captivity
all its life. . The cowboys bad trained 1t
Lo do all sorts of simple tricks, and this
~as by no means the first joke they had
rla 9! with the aid of their ferocious
oqking pet.

There was only one consolation for
Handforth. With pexfect truth he would
be able to say that he had been face to
face with e grizzly bear, and that the
bear had actually knocked him down.
In recounting the story at St. Frank’s
HHandforth would probably omit to men-
tion that the bear had been tame.

At the moment, however, Handforth
was boiling hot with indignation..Ixactly
_ what he would have done nobody can

say, for at that crucial moment some-
thing occurred which made himn forget
all about the bear and the joke.

The Happy Bunch, laughing uproar-
iously, were also brought back to earth
with a jerk. For something approach-
ing a tragedy followed this comedy. No-
body had been expecting the startling
cccurrence which took place.

Twirly Sam,.wondering what Hand-
forth was about to do, was waiting with
grinning face for the junior to speak.
Then his attention became diverted, and
he stared out across the grassland towards
tho big open space in front of Lthe out-
buldings.

And the smile gradually disappeared
from Twirly’s face, a rather puzzled ex-
ﬁ;'ession superseded it. He could seo the

ig yard clearly, with the big corrals
stretching away beyond. |

A horseman was coming up at a gal-
lep, leaving behind him a trail of dust.
‘The fellow on the horse’s back was at-
tired 1n sheepskin chapps, a2 red shirt,
and a wide-brimmed- Mexican hat—a
rather picturesque individual. And he
was tearing up at a break-neck speed.

*‘ Gee! Who's this bunch o' lightnin’?”’
muttered Twirly. - |

He notliced, sub-consciously, that Buck
Mason was crossing the yard at that
moment, - The ranch-manager was on
foot, and he paused as he heard the
approa.cbing.horsomnn. And he realised
Lthat something out of the common was

ftaking place.

| Slick Ed gloomily.
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But ‘they were certainly
not prepared for what actually did occur,

''he horseman pulled up his animal
abruptly while he was .atill about twenty
yards gistant. from Buck. The beast
reared as the cruel bit was jerked in his
mouth, and then pranced about on the
dusty ground. . . T

DeliEerntely, and with a certain grim-
ness, the horseman drew a huge revolver
from his belt. He dropped the muzzle,
and fired. -

Crack! Crack! |

Two shols rang out in rapid succession,

Buck Mason took a step forward, stag-
gered, and then fell, clutching at his own
revolver. |

Crack! Crack! .

Before Buck could even draw his own
weapon two further shots rang out. The
manager fell to Lthe ground in a hmp

Iheap, and Jay perfectly still. The horse-

man whirled round instantly, stowing his
own revolver away as he did so.

And then Handforth and Co. were
startled by a perfect fusilade of shots,
With one accord the Happy Bunch had
drawn their guns, and they practically
emptied their chainbers—but in vain.

The range was oo great. .

And by now the stranger had dis-
appeared in a cloud of dust. The whole
thing was 30 deliberate that it took the
breath away from the juniors. Buck, of
course, had not suspected treachery as
he waited for the horseman to approach.
Those shots had taken him completely
by surprise. .

‘“ The dog-gone ,corote roared
Square-Deal Reeve fiercely. - ‘“ He's sure
got Buck, boys! Gee! We'll trail that
skunk down if we have to ride Lill wo
drop !"’ ' -

“* Sure!”’ shouted the others.

““Guess I wa'an't far wrong!"’ said

L

‘“ Say, you’re hggerin'——

‘ Sure—Texas Jose!" said Slick Iid.

The language which the Happy Bunch
made use of as they rushed down towards
the yard was not precisely of a drawing-
room character. They ran as though
possessed, and simply threw thomselves
uFon the prostrate form of Buck Mason.
Handforth. aud Co. came up behind,
panting, and somewhat scared.
_ Other juniors were appearing, too, hav-
mmg been attracted by. the shots. - Mr.
Farman and Nelson I.ce and Dorrie hur-

ried down from the ranch-house ver-
andal, '
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Sq‘l;aro-Denl's examinalion was brief.
" Waal?"’ demanded the olhers sharply,
as he looked up.

“You ain’t needin® to buy nol
wrealhs!” said Square-Deal. briefly.
“By cripes!” mullered Milligan.

‘“ Ho’s—he's alive, I rockon?”

““ Sure—gn’ as jumpy as a puppy.
toos” said Reeve. - “ Guess he only
neceds a duckin' in<the waler trough to
put him {o rights. Say, boys, them
breeds never wus no good with a gun,”
he added disgustedly. e filled a bucket
with waler, and then dashed the contents
inlo Buck Mason’s face.

The result was rapid.

The manager gasped. sat up, and
looked about him. His left ear was
bleceding rather badly, and a trail of
blood was trickling down his right cufT.
On his forehead, too, there was a Tlivid,
ugly graze.

Buck took in the situation at a glance.

“ Thanks, boys,”” he said shakily. 1
needed that real bad. Say, did vou 1ake
a’ look at the guy who handed out this
cargo of lead?”

‘“I’'vo gol a notion he was Texas
‘Jose.”” said Loco Jack. - _

‘“ The murderin’ cpyote!’’ rapped out
Buck. “ You'ro sure right, Loco. 1
wa’'t figgerin’ on Lhat play of his until
he hauled out his gun. Guess it was 100
late for me to draw then. The guy had
plugged me!”

“ Air you hurt bad?’ asked Twirly

Sam.

“ Aw, hurt nothin'!”" replied Buck,
struggling to his feet. ‘' I'll allow I've
got a hole drilled, through my car, an’
another through my arm—Dbut they ain’t
o' much account. That skunk hadn’t
got no sort of aim!” |

It was a great relief to find that Buck
Mason's injuries were merely superficial.
They were probably very painful, but
he made light of them, and scouted the
idea that he should be patched up.

But Mr. Farman, who was on the
scene by this time, insisied.

““We can't aflord to take any risks
with you, Buck,” said the millionaire.
“ I'm thinkin’' you're the most valuable
-rean on the ranch. and we need you
mighty badly. Guess you'd better lel
Mr. Lee doctor you!”

Buck Mason went off towards the
house, and” very shortly aflerwards he
was made comfortable by Nelson Lee.
who bound up his injured arm, patched
‘his ear; and placed plastor over the nastly

F
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Ifurrow on his forehead. Buck was feel-

ing much better afterwards,
was a grim light in his eye.
“Tll—I'll gel that blamed cuss
I've done!”’ he declared fiercely. Sngv,
what do you make of it? Comin’ right
along here an’ lettin' loose a shower o'
lead! If he shows up again—wal, I'm
reckonin’ that Texoas Jose will be needin’
jest one thing.” '
‘““ What's that?’ smiled Nelson Lee.
‘““A durned big hole in the ground!”
replied Buck Mason. “* We ain't got no
sort o' uso for reptiles of his sort!”
“It’s all very well to talk like that,
Buck. but I'm not hankering after a
shooting on this ranch,” said Mr. Far-
man, shaking his head. *“ If you are
compelled to plug him—well, that's a
different thing. And we've got to under-
stand Lhat this Texas Jose is a menace.”
‘“Gee! He don't scare me none,
chief '’ growled Buck.

but there

| hefore

‘“I've often wondered what would
scare you,”’ returned the rancher. * DBut
I don't figure that’s the point. -This

fellow, Jose, threatened to get around
the ranch and raise blazes. Well, ho's

hsure slarted on that stuff. And it seems

likely that he’ll keep up the game.”

“1 ain't guessin’' he’ll keep it up for
long !’ said the manager. - ‘‘The boys
are out on the trail now, an’ it wouldn't
sglrﬁriao me a piece if they came back
with the breed on the end of a line."” -

As events turned ouh however, this
much to be desired event did not
materialise. Square-Deal Reeve and his
companions returned when darkness had
practically enveloped the ranch. They
were gloomy and impatient: for their
long ride had been futile. Texas Jose
had eluded them. | .

But it was not to be long before the
half-breed again appeared!

CHAPTER V.
THE TERROR OF ROARING Z.

“ EGAD! I'm feelin’ frightfully

B depressed this mornin’, dear old

boys.”” observed Sir Montie T're-

gellis-West.  *“ That affair Jast

night has made everybody feol shockin'ly
off colour—it has, really.”

“ Particularly Square-Deal Reeve and
his pals,”” said Tommy Watson. ‘‘ They
can't very well be called the Happy
Bunch now. They're all miserable.”

“ But why?’ asked DBob Ch.ristine.



THE TERROR OF ROARING Z

" Buck Mason wasn’t-baﬁly hurt. I saw:

himn ten minutes ago, and he was looking
quite himself.” '

I nodded.

*“ Perhaps s0,”’ 1 agreed. ‘¢ But that’s
not the reason for the Happy Bunch’s
black looks. They’re upset use
they’ve failed to capture that murderous
Mexican chap. After all, we'ro havmq
quite a lot of excitement on this ranch.’

‘“ Rather!” agreed Tommy. * You’ve
had more than uws. What about that
whacking great stone falling, and nearlz
killing you and Mr, Lee? Dy the loo
of things we shall have some more ad-
venlures, too.” -

We were all sitling on the verandah,
awaiting breakfast. The morning was
so hot and sunny that we hed come down
early, and were now having a chat about
things in general. Nothing fresh, so far
as we could learn, bad occyrred during
the night. '

Umlosi was lying back in a big deck
chair, dreamily gazing out across the
corrals. Probably he was thinking about
his own country in far away Africa. So
far there had {\e,en very litlle need for
Umlosi’s peculiar atteinments, and heo
was leading a life of laziness and luxury
—which didn’t exactly suit him. He
would have much preferred to be hard at
work of some kind—on a difficult trail,
for example, with some dangerous adven-
ture at the end of 1it.

But on the whole,-he was content.

‘““ What do you think of cxerything,
Umlosi?””’ T inquired. -

‘“ It is difficult for me to express my
thoughts, O my son,” replied Umlosi
gravely. “ I am like a fish that 13 out of
water. These vast plains which thou art
pleased to call prairies, are strange and
wondrous. It is dificult for me to under-
stand all these strange doings. Even so,
I amn enjoying myself. Wau! Could it
be otherwise while 1 am surrounded by
N’Kose, my father, Umtagati, the great
wizard, and thyself? I am with friends,
O Manzie, and I am happy.”’

- “‘ Don’t you feel that you'd like to be
doing something?"’

The Kutana Chief smiled.

‘“ Thou hast touched me upon what
thou wouldst call a spot that is raw "’ he
replied. *‘ Ay, Manzie, I am even as the
scythe which has been laid aside—I am
growing rusty with disuse, my son, and
iny muscles are flabby.”’

‘“ Rats!” I c.'rinnej. ‘“ You can’t pull

.with a smile.
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that stufl on me, as-one. of these W.eslern
chaps would say.”

"' Thy words are strange and wonder-
ful, my son,” said Umlosi. *' It is new
to me that I am pualling anything:. I
would welcome tho: chance of setling
forth on a travel—no matter where tlo.
Wau! My blood is even the same as
thine—it 1 always surging through my
veins, and urging me onwards, I wonld
bd on Lhe trail, Manzie, but such cannot

be. Mayhap a chance may come ero
long. ne never knows, and my
thoughts are my own.” )
I looked at Umloti keenly.
‘* That means something, you old

bounder,”’ I said. ‘‘ And I'm not going
to accept that, either. .Your thoughts
are your own, ch? What's the idea of
that? Have you got an -idea that we
shall soon be on the move?”’ : -

Umlosi shook his head.

“My tongue is even as the runnin
brook,”’ he said grufily. ‘' I have allowe
words (o’ Eass that should not hore been
spoken. But since that is the case, O,
my son, I will go further. I ‘have
dreamed, and the mists have come before

mine eyes.'’ '

“The red mists?’ 1 ,asked, with a
chuckle..  ** When you.get.-a red mist,
Umlosi, 1t’s generally an indication that
gore is to flow prelty freely, and that
excitement 18 to abound in the land.
Out with it1” :

“ Thou art persisient,”” said Umlosi.

“T will tell thee this, Manzie. 1 have
seen strange things in 1 dreams,
Thou and I and Umtlagati and N’'Kose—

ay. and others also—are on a long trail.
We are walking forward in wondrous
valleye, and through dense woods. Woeo
{ravel down great rivers. ' And we are
on a mission of grim import. We travel
thousands of miles, Manzie. But this
is not yel—many days will. pass ere
these events come to pass. ‘Fhou art
impressed, O my son,” added Umnilosi,

“Wau! Thou must
My dreams are even as
Perchance t{hey mean

heed mo not.
the wind.
nothing.’’

“ And perchance they mean a whole
lot.”’ I said. *‘* Anyhow, Umlosi, I am
going to bear what you said in mind.
It’s my opinion that there’ll be some-
thing doing before long. I've had a
nolion that way for a day or two, and
this talk:-with you has only strengtﬁened
it.  Anyhow, we'll be on the lookout.,’*
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Uimnlost smiled. shook his head., and
lav back.

I returned to (he other fellows, who
wero just getting out of their seats,
And together we left the verandah and
strolled down towards the yards. We
wera all rather anxious to see Square-
Deal Reeve. or one of his friends.  We
wanted to know if any fresh news had
come to hand reparding Texas Jose.

While some liltla distance off we could
see Sauare-Deal Reeve and Twirly Sam

and Two-Gan Milligan chatting to-
zolher outside the door of the bunk-
"house. But before we could hail them

our atltention wasa distracted.

A man on a horse was coming down
the trail from the prairie, and there was
somothing pecultar about his atlitude—
. something which caused me to pause
and look closely. The three members of
the Happy Bunch were also paying full
attention.

‘““ What’s wrong with that chap?’ I
asked. frowning. ‘ It’s Loco Jack, I

believe. and he doesn’t ride like that as
a rule.”’

‘“ Foeling tired, perhaps,"
Watson.

DBut this was not the solution, as I
well knew. Loco Jack was bending
forward in his saddle, holding tightly on
t? the ‘“ horn” with one hand. ~His
other arm was hanging limply by his
side. And in his whole appearance thera
was somethirg which suggested physical
weakness and exhaustion,

As he approached the yard, Square-
Deal and the others ran forward. Loco
Jack’s horse came to a halt, and as it

suggeated

did so the rider slipped sideways out of ;

the saddle. and fell backwards to the
ground, where he -lay nearly still.

“ Jumpin’ coyotes!”’ shouted Square-
Denl Reeve. '* Say, what in blazeg—"'

““Guess he’s hurt some!” mutiered
Twirly Sam.

They ran to their friend and Dbent
over him. The cowboy had his eyes
open, and he looked up with a (wisted
kind of smile. And the others, with
startled glances, saw that Loco’s shirt
front .was ominously stained.

“Gee! Guess I'in kinder pufferated,
boys!"” whispered Loco Jack faintly. -

“ Holy Mackinaw !’ exclaimed Square-
Deal. between hiz toeth. * What's this
m?‘ail. pml'd?" 41 1

I'm plugged, uess !’
- * Yup, but—"" g.
““ Ho got me, boys—gol me proper!”
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whispered Loco. * The durned wall-
eyed son of a yaller dawg! Reckon I'm
fadin’ right out., Howsum, I've had a
tidy run. Say, I'm figgerin' that you'll
wrile {0 my ma, way baock in Nevada

“Aw, don't be a doggone mutt!”
snapped  Square-Deal. “You ain’t
hitlin’ the long trail yet, Loco. Gee!
We’d be sorter mussed up real bad with-
out you an’ yer nolions! I'm guessin’
that you met Texas Joso?” .

f A spasm passed across Loco’s pained
ace.

““You're wrong, pard,” he muttered.
‘““ Nope, T didn’t meet him—the cussed
skunk plugged me from behind. Hidin’
in a tree, he wuz. and I knowed nothin’
until I heard his gun, and I felt my
vitals stingin’ some. Say, I—I—"

His voice tratled away. While he
was speaking he had been lifted _ur,
and the cowboys carried him swiftly
but caorefully into- the bunkhouse. I
looked at the juniors, who were all pale-
filt_:ed and scared. We had heard every.
thing.

““ What—what does it mean?" asked
Pitt huskily.

““That rotter of a half-breed s
Loco Jack in the back,” I replied.
** Didn’t vou hear? I expect Texas Jose
was wailing 1n ambush and dropped on
Loco in that way. He's miles away by
this time."”’

““ Oh, my goodness!"’ exclaimed Fatly
Little. ‘' J—I believe the poor chap’s
dead. I—I sha’'n’t be able to -eat any
breakfast—'’

‘““ Dry up about your beastly grub!"
snortea Handforth. ‘“ Even whon a
chap’s been shot, you're still thinking
of your giddy inside. This is awful, you
chaps. There’s no telling what'll happen
after this.” :

We were all feeling very grave and
upset, DBut things were not quite so
bad as we had feared. l'or, a litlle later
on. after we had returned lo the house,
Buck Mason came up and reported that
Loco Jack was still unconscious, but in
no actual danger,

Hearving that he had been killed,
news came as a great relief.

The cowboy had been shot through
the shoulder. and the wound was a nasty
one. but would not lead to fatal results
unless unexpected complications set in.
There was every reason to believe, in
fact., that Loco Jack, with his strong

shot

.this
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constitution. would make' a2 rapid re-
covery. . |
Round the brecakfast-table
else was discussed except the murderous
visit of Texas Jose to the ranch, We
were all angry and indignant, and more
than one of us suggested that parties
should be sent out to round up the half-
breed. .
Mr. Farman was gravely concerned.
‘*“This has wogried me a heap, Mr.
Lee.”” he declared. ‘1 didn’t reckon
on any play of this kind, I intended
to drive into Rattlesnake DBend this
afternoon. and I'll make it my business
to call on the sheriff, It’s up to him to
get his posse together and scour the
country until this white-livered outlaw
1s captured.”’ |
‘“ Oh, dad, you must be careful,” ex-
claimed Connie anxiously. * Texaos
Jose would rather kill you than any-
body else, and he might be lying in
wait on the trail—"'

‘* Say, little gal, don’t you worry that

pretty little head of yours,”’ interrupted

Big Jim. ‘1 guess I can look after
myself—and, say, I don’t reckon to hide
mvself from this tarnalion Mexican."

“The best thing we can do is to get
a party up of our own,' suggested Lord
Dorrimore. *‘‘ By gad! t would be
rather exoitin’., and it would give us
somethin’ to do. too! I'm inflernally
keen on trying conclwsions wilh this out-
law fellow.- And Umlosi would give
. half his bally kingdom for a man hunt!”

_“‘Wau! :I‘h,v words are words of
wisdom,”’ said Umlosi gravely. -

However. nothing was done that
morning. The Happy Bunch were out
—five of them—scouring the entire
ranch. It would bo belter to wait for
them to return. and make their report,
before taking any further action.

There was a certain amount of indig-
nation among the juniors. Ifor they
had been strictly forbidden lo venture
out. They were to keep within sight
of the ranch house all the time, and
under no circumstances were they to
cmbark upon any expedition up the

valley.

“It's all rot!” said Handforth
warmly. ** What harm would come to
us? This Texas Jose fellow. wouldn't

shool one of us, I suppose.'’

“I don’t suppose he ‘would,” agreed
Pitt. ** But Mr. Farman ivants us to
be on the safe side.” ’

"I "shook my head. ' d

nothing | less. murderous ruffian.
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“I'm not so sure about Texas Jose,”
I said grimly. ‘‘ He's evidently a reck.
. He came right
up here and shot Buck Mason, and then
he ambushed Loc¢ Jack. _He's got a
spite against the ranch and everybody
on it. If he saw uws—if he suddenly
came up—he’d haul out his gun .and
shool at us promiscuously. And we're
helpless and defenceless. Mr. IFarman
was quite righl; Handy, and it would be
sunply ridiculous for us to take any
chances.”’ ' '

““ Dear old bov. I entirely agree with
you,’’ said Sir Montie, nodding. 1
have never met one of these bally out-
law fellows. but I've read about them,
begad! They’re frightfully bloodthirsty,
they are, really."” . |

“ Of course, things of this kind don't
happen often now-a-days,”’ I continued.
** For a man like Jose to come shooting
people on a 1mmodern ranch—well, it's
reminiscent of theé old days.””

Before another hour had elapsed we
heard further news which filled us with
horror. and which made all the fellows
fully realise how wise it had been for
]I:lr. Farman to keep them all near tho

ouse.

Texas Joso was terrorvisyng tho distriet,
it seemed—not only the ranch ‘itself, but
other places. Originally it had been his
intention to exact revenge on the Roar-
ing Z Ranch. But bhaving started on
his grim game, he probably Jost "all
iense of proportion and went the whole

of.

At all events, shortly beforo noon
several horsemen came galloping swiftl
along the Rattlesnnke Bend trail. W{
saw them coming from some liltle
distance. and were at the gate by the
Lime they pulled up. Nelson Lee and
Dorrie and Big Jim were there, too,
and our host uttered an exclamation of
satisfaction 2a ho saw who the lcader of
omr parly was,

“ Say sheriff, 1 guess you're the very
man 1 wanted to see!” he exclaimed

heartily. ‘L was planuing to call on
vou this afternoon "

““ Congsarmin’ this hyar Texas Joso
guy, I figger?' asked the: sheriff.

“Yes. I want to tell you—"'

““Say, Mr. Farman, mebbe you'll let
me hand out the talk,” interrupted tho
sheriff grimly. “ 1 guess we've brought
news—an'’ that same news ain’t ezackly
pretty. Say, I'm kinder vearnin' tao
' L ]
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~converl Joso's carkis into a cinder
sieve!”

“Well., my own feelings are very

similar,” declared Big Jimn. *° See hore,
sheriff. that oovole has made two
altompts 1o murder iny employeces. He
plugged Buck Mason last night,
although the wounds are only slight,
But this morning he shot Loco Jack—
one of the best bovs on the ranch. Jack
is bhurt real badly.”

The sheriff. a big man wilh a grizzly
moustache. nodded and looked grave.
Dave Haskell was his name, and he had
been sheriff at Rattlesnuke Bend for a
good many yvears. It was not often that
he had any serious affairs to look into.
He felt rather important now, and he
fingered his badge as he glanced at us

all. His companions were cilizens of
Rattlesnake DBend—probably deputy
sheriffs. .

‘““Guess I'm real sorry to hvar this
talk.”” said Dave Haskell slowly. 1T
got around now, seein’ as I've a hull
heap of informalion to sling loo:e. I'll
sure allow this Texas Jose guy is some
speed merchant! He ain’t wasted a dog.
gone minit since he located around 1ihis
hyvar oulfit. Nope. sir! He's sure
sttirred you up some on this ranch but
say, it ain’t wuth a consid’'ration com-

.pared to his play around Rattlesnake
Bend."”

. ““ Has 30m01hinz.hpppened this morn.
ing?’ askod the millionaire.

*‘ Waal, T figgerin® ther's prep’rations
bein’ made right now this minit fer

three funerals!’ replied the sheriff
pointledly.
“By e<ad:!’ said Dorrie. ¢ Texas

Jose has killed three men?”

“"T'ain’t ezacklv that aways.” went on
the sheriff. ** You'd be more krect if
you guessed two men an’ a gal. Yep,
sir! I'm telling you right hyar that
that wall-eved son of a skunk hes
plugged a gal "

““ (zood Heavens!”’
Farman.

““ How did it happen?’ asked Nelson
Lee gravely,

““ Guess Texas Jose sorter shol up
the township this mornin’!”’ answered
the sheriffl. *‘‘Sav. il wus quick work'
‘The folk was sotlin’ around in the shade.

ejaculated JMr.

the sun bein’ kinder warm. Get me?
They wus settin’ easy on the store
verandah. an’' in other places. Waal, a

hoasman come ridin® down Main Street
like he wus in an a’'mighty hurry. Gee!

a8 he sat on his doorstep.
-the bar-tender at the Bonanza, got busy

.that opinion.™
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He jest streaked through the durned
township pumpin’ his gun promiscuous-
like. en Sanders wus shot clean dead
Ted Wallis,

lookin’ through the winder. Say, he
air't got no further use fer winders
now! Then there wus lil' Sally Hoskin,
the gal what does the chores at the
passon’s place. Guess she got guessin’
she'd stop a bullet—an’ guessed right.
pore kid! Gee! Thht cuss of a breed!
The hull' township i3 cleanin’ its guns
now, an' ther'll sure be a lynchih' if
Texas Jose ain’t vamoosed across Lhe
border "’

From this speech it was clear that the

outlaw Mexican had been committing

serious  wark. Not content with
menacing the Roaring Z Ranch. he had
descended upon the peaceful township
near the railroad.

‘“ This is lerrible news, Haskell."” said
Mr. Farman. “ I’m thinking that breed
must be insane. Did he do all this just
for the sake of murdering——""

“ Guess vou don’t get me, sir,”’ inter-
runted the sherift *‘ Texas Jose ain't
lnckin® in brain power. He’s jest a bad
man. an' if these wusn't civilized times
he'd sure .create blazes in this county
from one border line to the other. But
he won’t last long—guess it'll be forty-
eight hours at the most before he's n
the hands of theelaw. I ain't handed
oul the information vet that Jose helped
himself to a consid’rable wad o' dollars
from the till in Bob Wilson's dry goods

’

store. - Then he lit out on- to th’
prairie.’”’
“And vou've been 1n chasze since

then?’ asked Lee.

. ““We're kind o' heipless, I gness,”
said the sheriff. **Y’ see, this all-fired
outlaw has hit the trail for the hills.
an’ I allows it ain’t much good goin’ in
chase. It's up to us to wnit unti] he
shows up apgain.”” . _

‘“I can’t say thal I quite agree with
said Neldbn Lee, shaking
his head. ‘“I think it would be far
betier io organise parties at once and
hound this murderer to earvth.”

‘‘ Rather!” I agreed prompily.

““I ain't saving thal it ain't a good
suggeslion,”” said the sheriff. ' DBut
I'm figgerin you don’t know the
difficulties, stranger. We might hev
twenty parties searchin’ around- fer
twenty months—an’ that murderin’
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skunk would probably elude us all the|

time.” .

‘““ The fellow is terrorizing the whole
district.”’ said Nelson Loe. - “It 19
absolutely neocessary to do somethmF—
and do it quickly. I have been wonder-
ing if Texas Jose 1s connected In any
wayv with the cattle-rustling—-""

‘“ Mebbe s0. stranger—ther’ ain’t any
sayin’,’”’ put in the sheriff. ' Guess
I've been kinder busy on the wires
this mornin'. an’ I'm aulhorised to state
that ther'll be a reward of two thousand
dollars fer the guy who brings in Texas
Jose—dead or alive. I ‘'lows, Dick
Small. the printer, is sure swealin’ crool
gettin’ a pile o’ bills ready (o be posted
un,

““Two thousand dollars, dead or
alive!” muttered Reginald Pitt. “ My
only hat! All this reminds me of the
Western cinema varns! It all seems too

1

melodramatic to be real life! _
But it was real life, unfortunately.

The half-breed outlaw had been

spreading lerror throughout the whole|

countryside. Even as we stood there,
just outside the drive of the ranch-
house. two cowboys came riding up in
a cloud of dust,

They were Twirly Sam and T'wo-Gun
Millizan.

‘“ Say, sheriff I"’ yelled Twirly, as he
flung off his horse. * You'll need to
be gettin’ right along to Bluff Creek
Valley! Texas Jose hit ithe creek not
more'n two hours ago!l”’

‘* Gosh-dayrn my hide
Dave Haskell.

“¥ou'd best ride like Dblazes!”
advised Milligan breeathlessly. ** Say,
that black-skinned hobo plugged old-
man MacAndrew good 'n prcper! By
cripes! We found the pore old feller
mussed up plenty!”

‘“* MacAndrew!” exclaimed Mr. Far.
man. ° Say, this 13 getting worse every
minute! NacAndrew has Dbeen in
charge of the Bluff Creck outpost for
twelve vears. and he’s one of the most
trustworthy men on the whole ranch!
Is he badly hurt, boys?’

Twirly’s young [ace was ablaze with
fury. *

““Hwrt?’ he repealed. ‘‘ Guess he's
hit the long trail by now, boss !

“ He was dying when you left him?”
asked Big Jim, with clenched teeth.

“I'm figgerin’ s0,” replied Twirly.

ejaculaled

‘“ By glory! This hall-breed has some-
thing to answer for!”’ shouted Mr. Far-
man hoarsely. ‘‘ Do you hear, sherifi?
At any cost, Jose must be captured!
gIan in’ is too almighty good for the

evtl !

The sheriff nodded. --

‘“You’re dead right, sir,”” he said
grimly. ‘ Hangin'? Say, that da\\;g
oughter be carved up like he wus smok
hog! I reckon ther’s one thing I ain’t
handed out. Jose hes stolen the fastest
hoss in the hull of this hyar county?!"’

‘“ That givés htm an advantage,’” sai(l
Mr. Farman, ‘‘In a close ohase he
would probably be able to out-ride his
pursuers. But the infernal hound seems
to evade all the search parties. But I'm

thinking this flare-up on his part is too
big to last. He'll fall for some of us
SOOMN.

But there was no denying that Texas
Jose was giving everybody a rare twist-
in% just now. How long would it be
before the rascal was captured?

CHAPTER VI.
. THE HOLD-UP!
DURING the rest of that day there

was an air of subdued excitement
on the ranch, and the juniors wefe
In constant expectation of drama-
lic news concerning the doings of the
Mexican outlaw.
But night came, and there was no
change in the situation. B
Texas Jose had already created terrible
havoc, and he had succeeded in raisin
a scare, not only in Rattlesnake Bend,
but in other prairie -villages in the dis-
trict. The inhabitants in every direction
were on the alert, and guns and revolvers
which had lain idle for years, were
brought out; cleaned and loacred. Scarcely
a household existed that was not prepared
}0 ;«'elcome Texas Jose with a shower of
ead.

But, during the following day, we
heard nothing.

Or, to be more exact, wwe heard all
sorts of stories concerning preparations,
but no word of Texas Jose himself. After

| that big outburst at Rattlesnake Bend,

when ho had robbed the dry-good store,
he had apparently made his way across
country to the Bluff Creak Valley, shoot-
ing old McAndrews, and passing on to
the foothills beyond. Since them, he had

not been seen, and no trace of him had
been found,
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The sheriflf and his posse had Dbeen
scouring the prairie in ovory direction.
Other_ pattics had been organised, too.
But 1it- was fairly obvious thal Texas
Jose was lying low,

Ho knew that he had stirred up a hor-
not’s nest. .

“1 expect he's-cleared right ot of the
district,” said Handforth, during the
ovening. * In all probability we sha'n’t
hear anything more of him. He knows

jolly wall that he'll be killed if he shows
up.’’

“ Thal's about the truth,” agreed
McClure. ‘“ Nol only out of the district,

Handy, but out of the border inlo an-

othor State—perhaps into CCanada. Thank.

goodness he’s cleared out, anyway.”
“ Rot!"' said Handforth.

‘“ Why, you don’t want him knocking
about, I suppose?”

“I'd like Lo see him captured!”’ said
"Handforth. *‘* There's no salisfaction in
knowing that he's escaped, is there?
What’s tho good of that? He might
swoop down in.a month’s time., when
everything i3 quiet, and repeat the whole
giddy performance! Bosides, while he's
slill at large we're treated like a lot of
kids—we can’t go out for rides down the
valley, or anything."

. Handforth was quite right. The dis-
appearance of Texas Jose was very un-
satisfactory. ([he scare he had created
was dying down somewhat, but there was
always an uncomfortable feeling that the
outlaw might return.

. "And 1t was so exasperating. too. To
know that this one man. single-handed,
had - torrorised the district, was by no
means pleasant. Al the inhabitants
would dearly have loved to:learn that
Jose had fallen into the hands of the
sheriff. It didn't much matter whether
he was dead or alive.

Tho next day was a Satlurday. and still
there was no further news. The ex-
cilement at the ranch was dying down,
.and things were Dbecoming normal.
Everybody was glad to learn that Loco
Jack was doing well, and that there was
no danger of serious complicalions.

During the morning the juniors spent
a lot of time wilh the injured man, cheer-
ing him up, and listening to his yarns—
for he was quile capable of speaking,
.without doing himself any harm. _

At luncheon Mr. Farman announced
his inlontion of riding over to Raltle-
snake DBend, and he ordered the buggy
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and lenm for. this purpose, preferrmg
this mode of travel to the molor-car.

Miss Connie was rather .worried.

‘““T sha’'n’t let you go to-day."”’ she de-
clared ~anxiously. '* Supposing . that
dreadful Jose appears? Say, you'd be in
awful danger " .

“I'm not reckoning to be afraid of
any confounded outlaw!" broke in her
futher. “ You'd better quit worrying.
little girl. In any case, Texas Jose 1sn't
around now. He's probably calculaling
that this neighbourhood isn’t exactly &
healthy one. I'm going to the Bend this
afternoon.”

‘* But you'll have somebody with you,
dad?”’

‘““Well, I suppose so,’”” smiled NMr.
Farman. ‘ Say, I'll have an escort, if
it'll please you. I’'ll take two of the
boys, and some of these youngsters
might care for the trip, too. I reckon
that satisfies you I'imn not fearing danger,
doesn't it?"’

‘“Maybe 1 can come?”’ asked the girl.

‘““ Sure!” said her father. ‘ Why not?
If we remain indoors because of Lhis Jcse,
we might as well admit that he's got us
scared stiff. And I'm reckoning that he
hasn't got anything of the sort.”

Accordingly, about an hour later, the
buggy started out on the way to Rattle-
snake Bend. It was a spidery-looking
vehicle—which is the nature of buggies—
but very comfortable to ride in. And it
contained Mr. Farman and his daughter,
and Sir Montie Fregellis-West and Pitt.

I waos on horseback with Twirly Sam
and -Ace-High Peter—thesc latter two
forming the escort which Mr. Farman
had promised. There was very little
danger of any harm coming to us, for wo
were- all weoll armed.

Of course, the other juniors had wanted
to come, oo, but this was impossible.
So after a deal of argument. the fellows
had collected together and drawn lots—
with tho result that Tregellis-\WWest and
Pitt and I had won.

We reached the township without any
suspicion of .an adventure, and found it
sweltering in the afternoon sunshine. and
looking. more than ever like a collection
of gigantic soap boxes.

In Rattlesnake DBend, we gained no
information. The sheoriff. had heard no-
thing whatever concerning Texas Jose.
The rascal had . completely effaced him-
self from the map, by all that we could

AL

Llearn. And the little prairie township
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was soltling down once -more to its or- |

dinary humdrum existence: "

"Our host made several calls—at the
post-office and at the bank, for instance.
From t(he latter establishment he obh-
tained a big roll of dollars, the majority
of these being required for paying th
ranch staff.

We started on the way back o Roaring
7 feeling quite satisfied that there was no
possibility of any danger. And, conse-
quently, something happened. If we
had been fully expecting trouble, pro-
bably nothing wouid have occurred.

It was just in a little dip where a
streamn ran between high banks of trees.
Wo had gone down into one of the
strange prairie valleys, which are iIn-
visible until you are practically upon
them.

Twirly Sam was riding on in advance,
whilst lgeler and 1 brought up the rear.
And, without the slightest warning, a
sharp series of cracking revolver 5’101‘.8
rent the air. A man on horseback ap-
peared from behind a thick clump of

willows. In his hands he held two enor-
mous rovolvers. .

Weo knew. instinclively, that this man
was Texas Jose. ‘

He was a swarthy looking scoundrel,
roughly attired iyp dark sheepskin chapps.
a filthy shirt, and an old wide-brimmed
hat. His face was disigured by an ugly
scar across his left cheek, and he had a

long streggling black moustache, and
coarse, matted hair.

The happenings of the
moments were icnse.

‘“ Hands up—every dog-gone
shouted the outlaw roughly. *‘‘ The fust
man to draw will drop as he stands!”

‘* Oh. dad!” murmured Connie, cling-
ing to her father.

‘““ Guess we're all nrnght,
muttered Mr. Farman.

Twirly Sam, 1n advahce, made a grab
for his revolver.

Crack! _

Twirly uttered a hoarse cry, for a bul-
let had seared across the skin of his
wrist. A (rail of smoke swept away

next few

little girl.””:

from the muzzle of one of the outlaw’s|

weapons., . ‘

* Hands up,- you cussed coyote!” he
snarled. * Say, take a holt o’ this! I
guess I've drawn o-bead on this hyar
pretty little girl. Get me? Ay trigger
inger’'s sure shakin’ seme.- The fust
pove, an' she—"’

¢

|to carr

son !}
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‘“ Steady, boys!’’ shouted Mr. Farman
hoarsely, leaping up in the buggy with
his hands held above his head. ‘' Wo
can’'t take any risks. Let this infernal
rogue heve his own way—I'm not endan-
gering my daughter’s life.”

- Texas Jose laughed harshly.

““ You've sure got savvee!” heo said.
‘“ Now, you’ll all throw your guns in a

heap. Get me? After that you’ll hand -
out your dollars!”’

I never felt quite so helpless before.
But, in spite of our numbers, we could
do nothing whatever to frusirate this
rogue’s designs. For both his revolvers
were poinied at the girl, and the thought
of cndangering her life was net to be
considereﬁ for a second.

The anxiety on Mr. Farman's face was
acite, and he told himself fiercely. that
he had been a fool to bring his daughter.
But he never believed for a moment:

| that there would be any danger.

Texas .Jose wasted no Lime.

. He made every one of us empty ourt
pockets, and then Sir Montie was ordered
all the valuableg to Jose, and
hend them over. Tregellis-West went
through the ordeal calmly, and with his
usual sang-froidd. But he recoived a
great scare when the outlaw fired four
rapid shols at his feet. The dust and

grit spurted up, but Montie was not
hurt. :

Toxas Jose bhurst into a laugh, and
swung his horse round.

‘“ Say, folks, I'm real obliged!” he
said taunlingly. “T'll bid you goaod
afternoon—an’ you can iake this hyar as

“ Keep calm!” |

a present!”
Crack! Crack!

The effect of those shots was slartling.
One bullet struck the near-side horse,
causing only a slight injury, but frighten-
ing the animal enormously. The second

bullet was probably intended for the
horses, too.

But the outlaw was swinging away,
and he was not particular about his eim,
Mr. Farman fell back with a slight groan,

toppled against the side of the buggy,
and fell out on to the road. | '

The horses, still scared, rushed away
down the trail, Pitt and Connie pulling
at the reins for all they were worth.

Texas Jose was riding off like the wind.

—but we paid no attenlion to him at this
| terrible moment,
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Twirtly Sam spurred his horse on. and
raced alongside the buggy. He succeeded
in pulling the maddened horses to a
slandstill within a hundred yards. The
buggy had hardly come to a stop before
Connio throw herself out, and ran back
with a despatring cry to her father, who
- was lying lll)uddled up on the trail.

. By this time Aco-High Peter and I had
dismounted, and were at Mr. IFarman’s
side. Wo were flled with terror to see
that blood was streaming down tho
millionaire’'s face. Ace-High Peler held
C'onnie back as she panted up.

‘' Say, missie, you'd best nol look—"'
he began. ‘

““ Oh, Lul'T will, I will"’' she exclaimed
hysterically. *‘ Oh, dad. dad'"

She threw herself on her knces. and
lifted her father’'s hoad from the road.
Then., a second later, she showed us a
pale face which expressed infinile relief.

“ Oh, quick, some waler!”’ she said.
““ He's still alive, and I don’t think i1t's
very serious! Please—please bring some
.water !’

Three of us dashed like mad to the
streami. And after Mr. Farman's head
had been bathed, we found, to our in-
tense joy, that the bullet had torn a deep
avound on his scalp, stunning him, but
not penetrating the skull. Mr. Farman
was still unconscious, butl breathing
cvenly,

His head was bound, he was placed in
the buggy, and then we drove recklesaly
to the ranch.

By tho lime we arrived, however, Big
Jim had found his senses once more,
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ulthough he was in groat pain. The
news that we brought created a fresh
sensation, and the Happy Bunch swore
lurid vows that they would * get ' Texas

Jose if they waited until they were a
hundred.

| . The outlaw had nearly killed the ‘' Old

Man.” and every cowpuncher on Roar-
ing Z Ranch swore that he would shoot
Texas Jose on sight. Fortunately, Mr.
[Farman was nearly himself before the
evening was out. Although in pain, he
made light of his injuries, and denounced
himself as a reckless idiot for having
taken (‘onnie on the journey {o Rattle-
snake Bend.

Texas Jose had made another coup.

He had held up the master of Roaring
Z Ranch, and had got away with thou-
sands of dollars, to say nothing of many
valuable articles of jewellery. Dut il
was impossible that the bandit coudd
keep up his whirlwind career.

Nelson Lee grimly wondered if Jose
was in the pay of the mysterious catlle
rusilers, and tKo guv’'nor quietly told me
that fromn this minute onwards e wonld
put forth every effort to gain the truth,
and bring the murderous scoundrel to
justice.

We had had so much excitement during
the last few days that we thought it
imposstble that any coming event could
equal them. If wo had only known the
truth we should have been somewhat as-
tonished.

For, to be quite frank, there were
to be very stirring adventures on Roar-
ing Z Ranch in the very near future.

THE END.

TO MY READERS.

In next week’s story, ‘“ THE RUST-
LERS’ SECRET !'” you will read of the
fate of the Mexican outlaw, Texas Jose,
and how it led up to the discovery of the

mysterious disappearance of Mr. Farman’s
cattle. If any of you, my chums, have a
theory of your own as to how the rustlers
managed to get away with thousands of
head of cattle without being detected, just
drop me a postcard before next week's
story appears, as I should like to know
how many budding Nelson Lees there are
among my readers.

In the forthcoming story, a further
development in the adventures of the
Holiday Party is foreshadowed by the
news of a big gold strike up north, The
news, whieh is secret and intended for
Mr. Farman, is Intercepted by the rustlers.
But the trall up north into the heart of
the Rockles wlil be a soparate story, and
as it will mean negotiating long, winding
rivers, lakes, and rapids, I am preparing
a map, indlcating the route with arrows,
and marking the places where the chief
adventures take place.

THE EDITOR,
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THE GREAT DETECTIVE OF
 GRAY'S INN ROAD,

INTRODUCTION.

Mr Herbert. Drake, B.A., otherwise Mr, Nelson
Lee, 1is travelling to Bdlarsh Manor School
‘ostensibly- to seek an’ engogement as games

. master. His real purpose is to investigate the
- alleged appearance of a ghost at the school.

' the train he makes the acquaintance of Mr.

_ Adolfe Malines, a resident in the lomhty of
Mﬂfrsh Mauor.

(Now read on.)

_._\-

CHAPTER L. (Continued.)
 The Strange Advertisement in
¢ - Times.” |

« 'Tha

A\ LWAYS on the aleri; to store his mar-
A vellous memory with any facts that

- might be ultimately useful, Nelson
| Lee pulled thoughtfully at his pipe
~for a moment or so, and proceeded to cross-
question his trav ellmg acquaintance,

‘““And how do you like Peterborough -and'

the surrounding country?’” he asked,

““ Ah, we do not live at Peterborough.
The hostel is in a little village of which" few
peoples have heard,” repl:ed the Belgian,

“It is called Marsh ‘\Ianor, on- bhe edge of
your Fens.” -

~* Really? That is rather odd!” said Lee,

| smlhng “1 am going to Marsh Manor my-

- self. Do you know Mr, chavma Chard?”
‘‘ How?’ And the man’'s thin, pale face,

which wore a scrubby black beard, grew

animated. *‘ He i3 our. nearest ne:ghbour,
just a little ways down the road, It is he
who keeps the pension for young gentlemens
at the old Manor House,
well, He also is one of our kind friends.

How i3 monsieur proposing to reach Marsh

- Manor? Possibly a car will meet him?”’

~*“*No; I have made no arrangements.”

. *“Ma - foi! Then what could be better?
There will be room -in. the little trap that
meets me at the station.'” -

- *] seem destined to be under obhgfttton

to you to-day. monsieur.,”” said Nelson Lee.

““I shall be very happy to .ac-cept a hft Is
it far?”

‘‘ About seven miles,’ waq.'the reply
Would monmeur conslder it an 1mpert-1-

In

- will
‘Photography
-Some day, pms:hl}, I will show you some of -

We know him very.

nence if I made a gue.z-s" It is pr:.:ntble. _
perhaps, monsieur is a schoolmaster?”

Lee nodded, and the Belgian laughed s0
heartily that it prouuted a fit of coughing.
*You wonder that I laugh?’’ he resumned.
“ 1 will tell you why. Always zee masters
leave that -school. Nodings wrong—oh no!
Mons:eur Chard very kind, nice boys, the
'ouse—we should call it the chiteau in
Belgium—magnificent. But they cannot stand
the ghosts! Ha, ha! The ghosts!” And a
look of "supreme cuntempt. wreathed the
speakers face as he shrugged his shoulders

again and spread out those dirty hands.
‘“ All the village believes in them, but we—
no! It is nonsense !”

““ JTust my opinion,” assented Nelson Lee. |
‘““ And now you have gues.qed “hat I am,
may I guess what you are? o

“\Vhy, yes, if you can.

““You are a chemist.” ‘ ' :

“ Alh, yes—right and wrong! You look at
my hands—voila! I and my Lompatnota ex-
periment with a phobo;_,rapluc process that
revolutionise- the art. Wonderful!
in- colour, -also by moonlight!

our results.”

- The train stopped at Hitchin, and when
it went on again the converqatlon was Te-
sumed. But before they '‘reached their
destination it had ceased to interest the
detective any ‘longer, and he eclassified his
companion as a loquacious, 'well-meamng
stranger in a foreign land, who felt
necessary to dilate with rapture on t.he
scenery through which they passed, obvmusly
out- of compliment to the Britisher.

-+ At Huntingdon they alighted, and,. CrO&S-

Jng the bridge, found a gmerneﬁs—cart awaijt-
ing Mr. Adolfe Malines, and, stoppmg in the
town only to replace his missing mixture by
the best substitute procurable, Nelson Lee
enjoyed the drive, with its peeps -of the
winding - River Ouse, until the road turned-
away and struck out for the rather dreary
upland, where endless fields of stubble. from
which the corn had been gathered, formed
the principal feature of the landscape
“ Voila!" cried Adolfe Malines, pointing to
a cluster of thatched roofs amid a clump of
trees ‘' that seemed to lean towards +them,

| showing "that the prevailing wind was t_he
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etrong, keen biast’ thag blew, in, Irom the
North Sea, across the LIﬂL‘OlﬂnhHe flats.
“ Yonder is. Marsh Manor—one Bhop, zee
church there, zee Red Lmn zee school-'ouse,
and zee hostel—that is all' There is nod-
. ings more—only peace, and the right to lnre
~in_peace. Monsieur understands?” .

Lée took in all the simple dctails of the
place as his obliging- acquaintance enumer-
ated them, and when they had put him

down at the gate of the old Manor House:

- he bade adieu to Mr. Mlalines, with a
promise that, should he hecome Tesident
“there, that. he would 'look him up and be
showl? some Ttesults of the new wlour-photu-
grap
e Wh shouldn’t T get him to phntograph
the ghost 2" said Nelson Lee to himself with
a smile. “‘If therc is one!”
_ And he turned into & short avenue of well-
grown willows that led him. to the Hall
- It was one -of those ancient Tudor
mansions that make one cry involuntarily at
first sight: *“ What a lovely place!” And

closcr acquaintance deepened his first "im- §

pression. But he 'did not linger to exaimnine
the outside, with its- muHioned windows and

stone transoms, but mounted the steps to |-
the fine old porch and pulled a hammered |

iron handle, which produucd a response from
- a. clanging bell

- -An elderly manservant appeared, took the
visiting-card, which had been specially
struck off the day before, in anticipation of
succes3, and vanished thrcugh a very solid
- doorway -at one .side of -1he entrance-hall,

from which there promptly came out a grey- |

headed gentleman in <lerical garb Wlth a
dinner. papkin in his hand.

“ Mr. Drake, I am delighted tn see’ you!
I am the Rev, Octavius Chard,” said the
gentlemarn, shaking handsz. * You are just
‘in time for lunch, if you do not mind having
it -with the boys. It is very good of ycu
to have Tespondctl s0 quickly.. Afterwards
- we-will talk matters over. . Would you like
a wash? Yes? Boyle, get this gentleman
sone hot water and a clean towel. You ‘wil]
excuse me if—-"’

* Certainly !”’ smlled “Mr. Herbert I)rake
B.A.,” conscious that his own appearance had
created a very  favourable impression on the

]Jerp%.tratar GI tha.t extraordinary ddvcrtlae-
nen

- There wWas sorm.tmng also that had
appealed to_himsglf in the frank, square face
of the Principal, and in-a few minutes Boyle

ushered him into a inagnificent room, lined
with

ceiling. -

Down the centre o! the room, at a long
cak refectory table, which, without doubt
had been the property of the monks of the
adjoining abbey, sat forty boys, their knives
.and forks very busy, but not tco much so to
prevent their all turning their..eyes on the
Jneweomer, for whom a glace. had  already
_been laid at  another table, set across the
end of the dining-hall, beside-Mr. Chard.

‘A black-bearded -man and a: middle-aged
Ecﬂtlemaﬂ sat at the same table, and these,

GHOSTS OI‘ MARSH

.

lmenfold panclling tb tho mouldcd“

MANOR 51"

liko the bO}S, }ooked at the wsitor mth
some curiosity. . '

‘* Monsieur Vilotte, our Fremh mstructor,
Mr. Jackson, who takes the mathematical
side,” said \Ir Chard, by way of' introduc-
tion: * This is® Mr. Herbert Drake, whom I -
hope we shall have among us fﬂr a per- |
maneney,”’. and. they alt bowed. ¢29

He did-not think it necesqarv to mclude '
the two other masteérs, who saf ‘Somne little -
distance off, one at either end of the long*
table, but Nelson Lee was conscious that 4he
scund of his own name had beén caught, and
was passing round from mouth to mouth. '

He wondered. which of the ‘three among'
tmbe forty-odd faces belonged to his mys-
terious correspondents. ' .

“ The focd is very #ood, and the house a
perfect gem,” was his mental comment;
‘“ Everything depends on my mterne.w with
the reverend gentleman." .

_cHAP‘r'EH W R
- "The New Games Master.

INNER over, Mr. Octavius Chard,
"M.A., late Fellow of Trinity, led tho
way "to his study, and <losed the
heavy door behind him.. :

“ Now, Mr. Drake, we will come to_ busie
ness,”” he -said. . ** Do }'ou smoke?”

‘*1 do, sir.”

“ So do 1. You wul ﬁnd theae CI"aI"b quite. 2
pasmble

- And he produced-a box from a’ sxde-tab]e
- When Nelson Lee declined thé proffered.
weed and drew out his pipe, he felt that
he had scored' another point in ‘\Ir. Chards |
eycs, as he lit his own briar. © = :

*““A grand old place thiz.”” - said that
gentleman, taking his stand in front of one
of the most magnificent carved mantelpieces
his visitor - had ever seen. “1 love .every
stone of it, which is why I put up with
certain -inconveniences which my advertise-
ment partially indicatcd. Do you Buﬁcr 11'\.:1]]
nerves at.all?”

- 1 can give you a very demded negatna
to-your question, sir.’>

“No creepy Pa-elmfIr up: and down your -
spine when you go along a dark passage
after nightfall?’’ .

+ ** T have never experienced such a thmg,
said his visitor quietly. .

-** And --now a° third qnmtlon, Mr Drake. !
Do you believe.in ghosts?” -«

‘; iNo, WL. Chard most emphat;cally I do
no 'y .
And Nelson Lees la'ugh waa sO infectious
that the Head joined in it, and rubbed ‘his
hands with evident satisfaction. - - :
“ Well, it seems t0 me you are the very
man I want,” said the Rev. Octavius Chard,
pursing up his lips. * I am sick {to eath of
this utter nonsense—apparently sane,' strong
men coming t0 me with a cock-and-bull story
of a monk in a white cowl, vanishing through
this -wall, crossing the énd of that COTRdOT,
being met -on- the stairs, disappearing as it
by magic! The thing is beginning to per-
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£ meate .the school—a sort of nervous dry rot, r-.

iK1 may so term it, will be setting in. if lb
. is allowed to contmue—and I-want someone
_ to stitfen the place, a man of -your physique
* and ‘bearing,” who will nip-this thmg m the
: bud. - Do you follow me?'’
-t Precisely.: And, if I- mwht venture to
: ad{i anything on my own behalf Mr. Chard;
.1t is that all my. life .I have been anxious 10
- meet one- of these so-called ghosts. face to
face,~and lay him by the heels.” - -
¢ ‘““Bravo! . Capital! * My dear sir, it only
- -rests with you to-say- whether, my_ terms are
«00d : enough. - Two hundred_.a . year .and- all
found. - I take lt- }ou are a smgle man, \Ir.
Drake"”
¢TI am smgle. and your terms will smt
- me admirably, Mr. Chard.” .~ .
- The Headmaster stretched. oub his arm.
- ¢ ¢ F am delighted to have found a man .at
fast!" he e;\cla:med shaking hands Warmly
. * When can- you- come in?”’ - :
- “1TI could come in now, sir,” s:ud the new
. master, . amiling; “ but.. it - mlght be more
satisfac,orv if you would take up my refer-
ences first of all:- I should prefer 1 2

“* Well,~yes, I suppose so, as a matter of
{form.. What- i3 this?"” And he took the
address Lee passed to-him. - **‘ Mr. Roderick
- Miles, Solicitor, Bedford Row." 1 will see io
it.- Buat, in -the meantime, consider yourself
me.talled and I mll take you round the
* house,"”" -

In spite of his int:mate actluamtance witl
the world and its show places, Nelson Lee
looked back on thit ramble through the old
Manor :House as one of the most interesting.
experiences of a lifetime.
fad a better guide than Mr.. Chard, who, in-
~addNion to bemg an enthusiastic antiquary,
had not had tune to leb the place pall upon
him. -

- As a matter of fact " he szud ”I only
took the house eighiteen months ago, took it
with the full Lno“ledge that four. previous
tenants had cleared out lock, stock, and
‘barrel "9n account . of - this quppo::ed ghoat
You know how these things come about—the:

despoiling .of the momtsterle:, to begin with;|

a favourite of Henry VIII has the land gnen
to him; and sets to. work to build R hOll;:B
. after hlﬁ own heart+and mine, too. -

He pointed- through a window as he spoke,
and beyona the walled-in kitchen-gardén the
new ‘master saw heaps and mounds, seaming
the surface of a large fleld, with .a broken
arch "here and there, and a few. detached
blocks of masonry, showing where the abbey
“nad once reared its:stately_ head.
the field the sunlight glistened on the Teedy
c\.vamp from Vvhtch the place had tahen its
name.:
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‘““You.can see with half an.eye how com-"
pletely the abbey was-dismantled,” cortinued
the Head;** and in the process of time ‘most,
of -the land passed out of the’ handa of Sir
Richard - Varnay's - descendants.” - "“The' only
portion remaining in the family is ‘the house
itself,~which- still-belongs to an old maiden
lady lmng at DBrighton, who derives a con:
siderable portion: of her mﬁome, I should
imagine, from the rent of it. - She’is the last"

t of -the- Varnay lme, and obatinately declmcs_

to sell.’
--* What is that bu:ldm# over yonder among -
the walnut-trees'?” :ud I\eluon Lee ,“ [t‘ .
looks old.” : -
-~ That is -a house constructed out of the -
ongmal gateway of the abbey, bought some
years ago by a very 'good fellow who lives

| at Peterborough, a Mr. Ingleby Charteris,

who has turned it into a hostel for distressed
You will prohably get to Lnow"
them—quite nice people.””

. “1 made the acquaintance of one of thmr.
number on my journey down,” said the great
detective. *‘ Mr. Adolfe Malmea e

‘“Oh, "yes, Malines—very clever man' I
will show you a marvellous production of hla
when we get to the drawing-room.”_ - -

And Mr. Chard led the.way . up: and down

and along - endless
corridors, finally passing, through-a green
balze door into his own private domain. :

- Nelson Lee realised that it would take-him
a day.or ‘two to get the lay of the house

] thoroughly into his head, -and, after being

introduced to Mrs. Chard a pleasant llttle '
lady, wearing glasses, he went to the v1llage
post-office, to telegraph for his bag.

“I will present ‘you, in due form, to the'
school, at preparation  this evenmg." said

| the Head as they parted at the hall door.

“You and I between us will surely find out
the perpetrator of this outrageous folly, who

shall be expelled with ignominy.  Meanwhile,

I always take. tea in the bosom of my own
family, and shall be delighted lf you - will
]om us, at five o’clock.”

At-the gate of 4he grounds Nelson Lee en- -
countered the French master,~ walking -

_.rap:dly, for a[ternoon _school was close at
‘hand. '

“ Well, are you stopping wn.th us‘?” Bald
Monsieur Vilotte, whose black, pointed beard

grew- high up on his cheek bones “Yes? 1
am glad.  Monsieur speaks - Frcnch csf
course?’’

- And he turned the con\'ersatlﬂn mto 1113 '

“Berord -i'own language.

Nelson Lee had French German, Itallan
and Spanish at his tongues end, but, as »
1e was giving nothing away. -
s Unfortunately, you have the advamta"e#

And he knew he had,

-of me, sir,”’ he said.

‘ Ah what a pity!”

lost caste in the Frenchman's eyes. - * Well,
now, let. me warn you. ' This affair of tha
ghosts i3 all monkey tricks. Keep a sharp

eye on QGurling, Seymour, and. Tulk They
are at the bottom of it all. I know. They

(Continued on page.iii of Cover.}:- =



'm'e always Ttogether: in:cerners. They are‘IéT;ters for. ¢

not nice boys. You understand?? -
Nelson Lee nodded. He had - already won-

dered - in his -own mind whether that letter

had not been a .conspiracy, and Monsieur

Vilotte's words went a-long way- to confirm

his suspiciens, and he laughed to himself as

he. went into the village. -

"~ The post-office was at. one end of ‘the
geperal shop, and a young person. with: beady

- eyes subjected him to_a searching examina- f

- tion as he tore off a telegraph- form, pluming
herseif the while that ‘she would know the

stranger’s business from A 1o Z in a few|

minutes.

She had the =urpn-e of her llfe, however,
~when he handed in the paper.:

1. don’t underatand tm‘” she snappcd
tartly.
- _**Possibly I do not m,tcnd Uhat you
should e emd the sender, his eyes tw inkling.
““Can you read the words?'"
% Yes; but they don't make sense. ‘ Three
acres huggerrmwmer pongo Comtantanuple
now now.”” What’'s tlmt?"

~ *“That is a code mes -nge WhI;Ch I %}nl‘ be’

~ obliged if ‘you’-will despatch at once.
_ And the young persom counted it qavaffc-ly,
- and pushed the stamps across to him to lick.
‘““Have you a public telephone herc? he
inquired.
‘““No, we haven't.” - e
““Then oblige me with a packet of post-
'card», and I would like to mentmn that. any

THE ci—xosufs' OF MARSH MANOR

Chard was popular among

fii.
Mr, Herbert Drake® are_ to be
delivered at the old Manor House. Also, [

should be glad to have them intact, without
any tampering. I am well acqumnted with
the insatiable curiosity of the country. post- .
oflice, and 1 warn you that 1 should know -
at once if my: Ietters had been ﬁpened i
Good-afternoon !’ '

And hé went out, leavm" the young peraon ‘
staring after him vnth her face the {,010111‘ of
a peony. |
- “You beast, Mr Hug"ermugger pongo, or .
whatever your pame _is!.  You know too .
much - for my liking!"’ ‘she muttered

He strolled round the old chnrch and on
to the mill, admired the inn, 'with its yellow
gables and tall chimney stacks, talked fishing -
with the miller’s man,- acquxred much u:.eful
information about the lives and habits of-the -
‘simple villagers, and found that Mr. Octavius -
his - neiﬂhi)ours, i
who were all sorry for him ,

“A very nice gentleman,” said the mllter
 but” he'll have to go like. the. rest.. T hrv
Manor Houze is haunted, that‘s a fact aud’ -
no one can't live in4t.”” - - i T

‘““He tells me he has done so for elghtee'}"
months,”. .ud*--\clsun Lee. '

“That may be, sir, and I te!l you he--r
won't be there another six.. . Now, if you'll -
excuse me, I must pall up my sinices.” o

And Nelson Lee, looking at his wateh, aw"*
that tea-time was dpproaehm : oy
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