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* “Say, Slicw”
Slick Dexter was saddling-up his broncho, Kicker, in the corral at the Circle-Ba, when Barney Cash looked in over the
fail, and called.
facewas Lazy. ith
the boss, i e reages H Rlonced
slmnn “he

said,
Fucss you want fo watch aut at the Lazy-O, Slick | * said Barney, " They're a rough crowd—rough and tough—and
Yocen T i foreman s tng roughest and mghmm o tach. - Vou being & kid, s loaking a tendertoot, T allow thae
crowg might gure on having some fun w

Stick laug!
Sure i ting sixtess, Bicasy, whih o't exstly & 14, o saswered,

And if T look tender, T quess I'd be Sough

toche
B Mnbbc said Baraey, with & shake of the head, * But Tsavvy that Lazy-O bunch, Slick. You walk careful and spealk
 you ses Yucce, We've had trouble with that bunch, fecding their cattle on our ranges, and they don't love us
g e e to s . Pndextertosond a growed man over, Sl nsteadof you:

:Dexters amiling face st grimiy

# ‘; 11 L ain't a growe L ucss T can eep my ond up with aay growed, man in Texas, Lvo secy

that guy Yuocaon Main Strast at Bullwhuker, and 1 allow b looks some ulldoger, Bt he sin't ot me scared, Barwey.
sanc

reman, y
o] i Aim T say that Mr. Pmndex(erslmnr ‘won't please him any, sesing it its . waraing to koep his
iexds ofi'n our ranges. 1 guess his dander wi "Why, T wouldit put it past £bat guy to take a quirt €o 8 Kid like you.

, Barnoy,  guess o wil i out sudden tht 1 pacies punch (st will burt i & fow.”
any, o P41 o, they wot eat me alive an the Ly
mey Cash noaded, and said uo more, Bt ho shook his ead, as Slick 1=n ont Jis brancho at the corral gate, and
he Lazy-O ranch, Barney, and
al n other Girele-Bar punchers, wached hir go, ks Socaen d\!ipp:au:d Beyond the waving
Bt Barney was worricd, Siick was not |

n

Sticx Dexran rode up to the Lazy-0, stared at by thres o four cow-men lounging by the door of the bunkelouse, He made

 aadsoms figur, in hisblus shict, goatsdi chaps, and neckscaet fxad wih a god pin,clean and et from head o ot

ot o e Tany 0 e wd  mtEaing Wi e S 0 e s o thems 4 s st tha e Bl

nover sees a rougher Bunch in all Toxss. - But fongh looks 1 no terrorslor the boy puncher. " Ho drew rein, aud swopt of
is Stetson in u

i boss around 7 he as}
You be, and how core your schostmaren 1ot 64 aut "-a:mq gneof the Lazy-O punchers, and there was
augh from theothers. - Slick's suaburat ce romained goodnamonred.



“ I'll say I'm Slick Dexter, from the Circle-Bar,” he answered, * And 1 got & uole from Mr. Poindexter to your hoss, is
e ground;nd i he it L aking o yout foteman
< s,

wm 1 guess youtl ome s il o a4 Rustn i you want o s the bosy bt Yascs st s scound.” sl the
"He put s head in at the bunkhouse doorway, and called, * Say. Yucea, yer's a baby puncher from th
Chrelo-Bie mu. il Boo o O1d Man Pouadorter. 1 Jooes A4 some ors from b abowt th ranges
wling voice answered from within.
e Hoand snough o i bt that, Clorado. T the gy o ik bk o O s P, o

o, that o o the hot place and sticke himse 1t 80 tide over to Mesqui ‘tgot no t
to burn, chewing {he rag with a Circle-B:
inned at Slicl.
thac 3 e s
jeal lic, Bt L got{o haad overthis hyor ote.and 1l wle tll your foreman comes ont.”
o ekt e whils you'rein ool ece 1 iy

% e e b st i the saddte, waiting forthe foreman of the Lazy:O to
appesr. “He did not e that he would e to wait Inl\g it theToreman was bouttostat for Mesguite ; and peithr had
he. There was a tramp of heavy bool ‘big, brawny cow-man came out at the doorway. _His beetling brows were
etrackad s i e starcd 3t Sy ms gl surprsed by s bayih 1ooks. Slck ghve bl cheery aad, and hetd

0 take an answer,” he said.
Yuda Bxll s awinging over i e, Ho ook, o the moment, more isposed (o give the tml:;«nchera lash

with it . eyes narrowed, and e was warily on his guard, However, the
Sietched out A hand ang ok 1

He tore it open, and glanced at the contents. The frown deepened on his rugged brow,

* Mebhe you kiow what

** The bosa syre ain-t told me.”" answered Siick
“ [l tell yoh, then | * growled Yucca Bill, * Your dog-goned boss is grousing agin about the feeding ranges.
waits an answer, hver it is : el him we don't give a continental red cent for him, and that if he sends a guy aver here agin,
we'll sure quirt that guy back to the Circle-
Stick breathed fagg. - But e contralled (he ot words that roseto hislips. He had come to the ranch 35 4 messonger,
nottohunt trouble.  He answered quietly :
el i {1 yor want that hinda anever to go to my boss, 1 gacss you got to take it yoursell; 1 ain't repeating your
. Poindexter.”
*That's all {rom you ! growleed the Lazy-O foreman, * Ride, you young gink, afore T lift you of'n that brone, and
span you ke you was baclewith your schoolmarm
u

in control, more e whesisd Kicker totido away.
Whiz|
st weas a roa o Lughter ffom the Lasy.0 roughnocks, a Yicen Dlfs am rose, and his lasso unoucld i th aic
{Thp next instant the aoose had dropped over Siick Dexier's shoulders from behind, and he was struggling at the ead of

b, shu
NG Gfion ned 15 Fopandis «runchu gaken by surprice. But o had notguessed that Yucea was oaly waiin for i,
to turn his back, before he handl e remer ariey's wasning that the ough covd ‘at the
E25570 gt Siuce o Hamng on Witk B (ouiesfoor s vers Rurce weanti o4 e gLianiog Hogse” bUA e m no
chance. A fough drag on the rope from Yucea Bill's T Boukea him oay out o the saadie, over ki broneho's sal
hocrsshed heavily on thesarth,

Ho sprawied there o his mcl, brsathessand sk, Kickor whised round, and stood ooking down at i, The
‘punchers at the bunlk-house yelled with aug]

his fect, pinned his arms, another
j - him off his fect, saied fresh the Luzy-Ocxgwd,
dig et ol do iod i over spawing and paning, - Vuca Bill was
g e ' e ks mm‘iii % the Lazy' G rough necks, aad they were
enjoytugit.
* Run him an the rope, Yucca | * chuckled Colorado.
L pgarun i N ke s don oot Gl in fhe Rio Pollo | grinned Yucea, * " pogss Tl male them jaspers ot
struggled Sk ajain, and again tho rope jerked him over, and he rolled headigng on et e, B ot
nghmned v ih s o % foreman, 50 long a5 he

mesc,
o carr o with he 5 e P e B et e o Ntk s el
Favs % 5 Ea ook b woulh bioe pll i pun. et b had o5 chance o §ocing & ooss. o coutd oy grs s
teetty and o mdumllsu clonasit lasted,

o Stick, St Yuccs Bil was scheduled oo yor o Mesqulte that moraing, Otheevis the sou

i et b Bt r Fat L asy D e i o had wo e 0 burn, Giinning he colled in m:
riata, dragging the i the ground. T the rope.  Holay
utml{vspunnohltlﬂnxu Yuces Bill grinned down at i,
‘your cayuse, and beat it | * he snapped, " Stir him with your quirts, boy

Somehin, Sk raEied up, ad e o s et st it cedbad rour b, e dished avey at

lop, Tolowed by » roar of Isughtar from the Lasy.O.  For a couple of mies. Iicke e gallopor on the i o Circle Bar.

y that time, Slick had recovered 2 little. _And instead of keeping on

and dashed away at a gallop in the direction of the cow-town of Mesa

with the oy punches. Bt he was not quts thiough with Sifck Dexter et
nr

Vs DU had 1 dou that he was theough

i or seven mile, Slik Dextor had riddon as fast 20 Kicker could gallp, Now he pled the broncho to.a halt, i
thicket of post-oaks and mesquite that bordered a trail marked by hoofs wid whes ail that led to the
Comw.toven of Mesquit, Severat mios further . FLdde in £he nicheh o th el of thi ta
hung looped at his saddie-bow, o was till aching sorly from e rough usase t the Lizy-0, bat the boy puncher trom
Panhandle was as tough as hickory, and he w; umd;, for action now. there was.a grim [0k on lis sunbuent face, a5 ho
sathie bronchio inthe post-onks, and watched ihe trail
He knew that the Lazy-0 foreman was riding to Mesquite that morning ; and e kg that b was ahead of him ; well
ahead, from the pace at whiich he had covered the ground. - Now he was in ambush (or Yucea fill, when he came riding up
th rall. Tho Lazy.O toreman had had s fom with a ope. - Ther wassome mor fun waiting for i, on th Mosauite
{continued on Page 19)




teail : and ho waa ﬁﬂmg folearn that  Panhandl puncier could handie it a3 ofecively a3 any Bombre an the Ly 0.
s in hand,Sick Dexor walted and v

Py m, In the distance, a Stetson hat bobbed agaiast the blue of the Texas
Stck, with 3 l‘"m b ev- 0-gallon bat as it drew nearer and .u.a a few minutes lat ot
o0t tha g fsterss of Vuen Bl andor o “The Lazy.0 foreman came riding on S s i o whas
Swaited llh!wll-ull with

n

Then, suddenly, be pustied out fcom the thicket, and bl ia Befor oven saw him, the nooso settled
o v the Stetson bat,ovar hy rosd shoulders, aad .r..q. |..k ightamed . plnnln' the cow: man's brawny arma to
b sides, s ke b T bee y-0. I came from Yucca he next moment, the drag of

nes
startl whirled round, and dashed away, with an empty saddle.  Slck gave it ng hoo. e leap
o rom bia rogchi 354 ran towards bhe sprawing cow-maa, Fapidly collng i the rope 3 he ran.  Yucea Bl poir

las,

You i guape Wiy you poned tandarloot if T don't make coyotey’ meat 1" He strugglod
togsta Tnd ton e 1t Vucea Bl doula e pued s shegun a Uit moment the Clmlu-Enr .\u. youtd nove ave
soen the boy punche ut Yocea gun, rope held b like iron

N uess you woart be wantiog your hardwar. jelr | - drawled Slik, and he tossed the revolver away among the
& o

Vacea Billwrithed in the grippiag rope.
+* You dog-goned young geck | bo said, hoarsely,  You figure you can rope me in like T was a steor ? 'l sue break
youy jogse.”
P enit g Rpiog ok e el ) S Vol v Bl gtk Yol i S b s i
e Bl was o o g de
was not in 3 posito et
n vain. _ Stooping over mmmmr\:ﬁhmmmxumw and knotted u.,.ﬁu Stter which even Yocea
L e you he breathed, * il sure got you, for this
e ik e at pmm, e got you, e, and 11 el man, you ot to dance to my tu
Bar with me, yourn to Me. Poindexter, if you want him to et it
“You pesky ‘bonehead, how’d I ride to the Circle-Bar, and my yu.. ‘a mile away by this time | " spluttered the

q&ummu ‘What's the matter with hoofing it ? * smiled Slick. * I'm sure giving you a run on

You're

1" yelled Yucca,

»uu" Vou Ve splied xnaagh, leler, and 1 aint buraiag time, \itening o you chewing the rag.” sid Sick ; and be walked
ur feet, feller,” he called out.  * You gotta walk.”

vm..J:.m el 1
"

them h urn 1 2
b Nuy "ynu-u Yucca Bill,
uit yoursell | * answered

Slick, and lo sot the bronclo in motion.  The rope tautened, and as Kicker moved of, the

Sictup ! yelled Yoces, - I'm telling you, et o
Eﬁuﬂm ol Vicey "B, 13 he bt sither towalk o be drageed, secambled o b e, and
el B ek to o pun, 25 Rickes rottad:. ek vade Oat of the thickeb, Tarain Na back on the
mmmdu ) and headed acron tho open priei In B dvecton of the CircloBor,  Tho anraged forontun of the Lasy-0,
‘panted on behi
He pantod, ho sweated, he stumbled, and he swore luridly. Mool jode s frlng o Rt It he cn e I und
ten mles of rugged praicie lay ahead of Yucea Bl He stumbled and stagge n his bigh-heled boots,

3
rope Bl:xthtLuy»O mAnwllwuhuo-nmm hunl-nlhngunmlorvu(u ..uy&gnn.unyma-dm

oS4, what'sthie qume 7 usped Barney Cash. L A— from all guarters, 3 Slick rode in with
of the myo toticring bebind his broncho, M
i e Bill
" Yo waa right, Barsey | tid Sk, - Ths sare fgure on BAving & piece fan witl me at the Lazy.0), and they gave
oA s oo B ‘.nu T'm toling o T ot et S whota It Tur d1d i T LT gess L Ted 1t morea Yocea
0 him back.”

liked the run 've givi
* Search me

Slick stooped, and released the foreman of the Lazy-O from the rope. Yucea sat up, dizsily, breathing in gulps.  Grin-
ning faces 5 sorroanded b, Even the st hnuf Raacher Poindextes melted into a smile.
‘ou “he th
ure, s anwwired Sk, He f’,' a0 answer £0 you letter, sir, thit was too 5 to carry ; 50 T've run
tim luu {5 and t himsell, e surs don't ok oy 4o 526 did 0t Lty " ndded Stckc * Here, yo
]nlmylhln!t ;ymmnm Folndaxter s
Bt Yucts B had Gothiag to  spill 06 far goue cven o utter a “ cusword . He eould oaly speavt
and pant for breath.
o rancher laugbed.
* Lend him  cayuse to get home on, Harney | * he said, * He sure looks all in"  And he went back to the ranch-
Housg o
ok W gt s s befors Yiucea B s aver able o el o e hore o cide homi._ And when 3t
gt ko e, b sagged i G addi ke & ack of slalfe. Barny Cash grianed afte b ; bt bis thaned fce bocame
e uined
il save et you, foe this, Slick, il you do't watch out.* he sad. * He will sure bs ocking or yon with

(ebbe | * said Slick, carclessly.
And e (ouk he weat vo v T house for s dinner, wstng 2o o tusught on the raughoneck ha had cun on
the roy



