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THIS STORY OF JIMMY SILVER & CO. OUT WEST IS SIMPLY GREAT!
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The 1st Chapter.
Taking the Traill

**Us, too! 1>
Four voices spcke all at once—the
voices of Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby,

and Newcome.  The Fistical Fm:l of
Rookwood were all of one opinion—
which did not alua, s happen.

Rancher Smedley b‘look his head.

* Impossible !’
S But ”  Four voices i chorus
again.

“Can’t be done.”

“But ” repeated Arthur Edward
Lovell.

“] can’t let vou risk your lives,’
saild HHudson Smedley. ‘*‘There will
be hard riding, and hard shooting, 1

cuess. You kids will stay at the
ranch.”
“ But——"

The boss of Windy River Ranch
did not stay to listen to any more
““buts.” Outside the ranch-house
there was a thudding of hoofs, a

clatter '« and jingle of bridles and
stirrups.  The Windy River outht
were n the saddle, waiting for

** Boss 7 Simedley.
Hudson Smedley strode out to his

horse, which Woo Sing, the chore-
boy, was holding for him.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked on
glumly

‘Rotien !” growled Lovell
““ Beastly !” grunted Raby. “Wae
should be. quite as useful as any ot
the cowpunchers, I fancy.”
“More !’ said Lovell,

AR \Vell we'd try,” remarked New-
come. ° Stlll I dare say Mr. Smedley
i1s right. Anyhow we've got to toe
the line.”

“We've got to toe the line, but he
said Lovell. “I can
handle a gun as well as any of those
chaps, 1f 1t comes to shooting. DBut
we’'ve got to stick here.”

“Rotten !” said Jimmy.

The Rookwood chums could not
help feeling that it was rotten. They
were left out.

Boss BSmedley and his outfit were
going to look for a bunch of steers
That ]w,,J been driven off to the foot-

hills by a new gang of rustlers who
had established themselves in  the

section. It was quite probable that
there would be shooting when' the
outfit eame upon &pdmsh Kit and his
Naturally, Boss Smedley did
not svant his schoolboy guests to be
on tha'scene when the shooting began.
Possibly, too, he doubted whether
they could hold out over a long and
arduous prairie trail. On those points
Jimmy Silver & Co. did not agree

with him in the least.

But Hudson Smedley’s word was
law at the Windy River Ranch; and
Rookwood chums could only
grumble and give 1n.

With a clatter and a jingle, 'the
outfit rode off in the setting sun to
the south-west, towards the distant
line of the Rocky Mountains. Junmy
Silver & Co. watched them from the
porch; Pete Peters, the foreman of
the d,‘l(ll from his cabin ; Baldy, the
cook, from the door of the cookhouse.
They and Woo Bing were all that
remained behind.

“ Rotten !”” said Jimmy Silver, for
about the tenth time, when the bunch
of horsemen had vanished upon the
prairie,
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\By Owen Conquest:

(Author of the Tales of Rookwood appearing

in the * Popular.”)
SRS, S

Left on their own at the Ranch, Jimmy
Silver & Co. suddenly find themselves up against a

desperate foe!

Pete Peters went to the corral for
his horse. He came towards the

ranch-house with the reins looped over
his brawny arm.

“1 guess I've got plenty to do atore
dark, WIth all the boys away,” he
remarked. ‘“You kids won’t be

skeered left here alone?”’

“We'll try not to be,”
with deep sarcasm.

The foreman grinned.

“1 guess I may not be back,” he
explained. *‘I’'ll tell Baldy to shift his
blankets 1nto the house, if you like.”

“You can tell Baldy to go and eat
coke, and follow his example!”
grunted Lovell. '

“Waal, you 'uns had better lock up
safe, and et to bed,” said Pete Peters
good- hmnouledl “Don’t you be
mad abcrut the boss not taking you;
you ain't big enough yet to eat up
a gang of rustlers. And I guess
Spanish Kit’s gang are a tough hand-
ful they wouldn’ 7 make more than
a mouthful of you ‘uns. So-long!”’
fiAHd the foreman mounted and rode
0

“cul] 8 1”7 commented Lovell.

bup')ee, leddy 1" sa1d the soft voice
of Woo»Sing behind the Rookwood
juniors,

“* Bother supper!” grunted Lovell.
Arthur Edward was exceedingly ex-
asperated at being left behind by
the outfit.

‘“ Allee leady. Velly nicee!” mur-
mured Woo Sing

“Come on!”’ said Jimmy Silver,
and the Rookwood chums went into
the ranch-house

In spite of their exasperation, they
contrived to make a very good
supper. After supper they walked
down to "the cockhouse to have a
chat with Baldy before going to bed.
The sun was sinking behind the
Rockies, in a blaze of purple and
gold. Jimmy BSilver shaded his eyes
with his hand and looked westward.

“They’re out of sight hours ago,”
said Lovell.

“There’s wmcbody

“ Peters, perhaps.”

“*He went towards Lone Pine. 1
can see a horseman, all the same.
He’s just sitting still on his horse and
looking this way,” said Jimmy

“Blessed if I can see him!” said
Lovell, qtanng in the same direction.
“There’s a bush e

“Just beside the bush—— There!
He's gone now.’

Lovell smiled—the slightly superior
smile that even his best chums some-
times found a little irritating.

“Only the bush,” he said. “There
wasn’'t any horsenmn Jimmy.’

“Kathead! 1 saw a Stetson hat.”

“Well, T didn’t,” said Lovell, mak-

ing that statement as if he Iegarded
it as settling the matter beyond
dispute.
- Jimmy Silver restrained a strong
inclination to tell his chum what he
thought of him and strolled on
towards the cookhouse. Baldy, with
the lamps gleamning on the smooth,
shiny top of his head, was washing
dishes and plates. He gave the Rook-
wood juniors a cheery nod.

“I guess I take this kindly,”
Baldy.

“Kh, what?” asked Jimmy.

“Coming in like this to help a
galoot wash up.”

(41 01.1 127
n“‘,}lele you are,”’ said Baldy.

Jimmy Silver laughed and piled
in. The juniors had come along
to chat to Baldy because there was
nobody else left ; but the fat cook had
chosen to misunderstand.
juniors were soon busy with washing
up, and as soon as they were fairly

said Lovell,

”” said Jimmy.

said

“ Pile

Four.

going Baldy sat down on a bench
and filled his pipe. Baldy, the cook,
sometimes got through quite a lot of

work, but he never got through any.

if he could help
*1 guess thlS 1S mal good of you,’
sald Ldldy, as he lighted his pipe.

Price
Twopence

at a threatening figure, revolver in
hand, in the lamphght before him,
pmmptly yut up his “paws ** as high
towards the cookhouse roof as they
would reach.

m‘ “

The 2nd Chapter.
The Attack on the Ranch.

“Bed !” yawned Lovell.

“Locked up ?”* asked Raby.

“Woo bmg s done thatﬁ—-except the
front door.”

Woo Sing, the chore-boy, was gone
to bed alr ead3 Lovell and Raby had
been playing chess, Newcome read-
ing the last available “Holiday
Annual,” and Jimmy Silver was sit-
ting on a bench in the porch, looking
out at the starlit sky and thinking of
home and Rookwood.

Lovell looked out at the door.

““Ready for bed, Jimmy ?”

éé Yes 3d

Jimmy Silver rose, and took a last
glance into the soft, starlit night
before he went in. As he did so, a
shadowy figure came running from
the dlrectlon of the cookhouse.

For a moment Jimmy fancied 1t
was Baldy; but almost at the same
moment he ‘noticed that the figure
was too burly for Baldy's. And
behind 1t came another, shadowy,
and running.

“What——"" stammered Jimmy.

He did mot stay to finish the
sentence, or the thought. He made a
backward bound into the house,

)
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SEEKING AN ENTRY TO THE RANCH !

Z

§ Urging his horse
into position close

up to the veranda of the ranch-house, Cactus Bill stood up on his
saddle, and, securing a firm hold on the roof, began to climb.

T e, e o il et ot ol P el . it

| ““The real white article, and no mis-

l

take !’
And he smoked in fat contentment.

Washing up finished, Jimmy Silver

& Co. moved to the dom having had
enough of Bdl(lyS company

“«1 guess if you 'uns want another
job, there's a broom handy!” said
Baldy.

“ Guess again.” said Jimmy Silver.
“Giood-night, fatty.”

And the juniors walked back to the
ranch under the dusky sky. Baldy
did not take the broom himself; he
sat and smoked. and looked out of the
open door of the cookhouse into the
soft starlight. It was very warm 1n
the cookhouse, and when he had
finished his pjpe Baldy leaned his bald
head back on the wall and dozed. Hée

23

did not move as there was the sound

of a soft footstep, but murmured
dl()‘.\. Hily

“Ain’t you ‘uns in bed yet?
you was.

Then all of a ,sudden u...ldv, the
cook, came back to wakefulness, as
a round metal rim was pressed to his
fat neck . He started so wviolently
that his bald head cracked on the
lumber wall behind him, and he gave
a howl of pain.

“Quiet ! said a low,
voice. “Put up your paws !

And Baldy, the cook, as he blinked

Time

- menacing
! 2

crashing into Lovell, and sending him
spinning. There was a yell of wrath
from Tovell as he reeled.

‘““What the thump-——""

Jimmy did not heed Lovell.

He rfmf-;ppd the big, thick pimewood
door, and dragged i1t to, with all his

strength.

Cms-h'!

The door slammed home, and
Jimmy set his foot against it as he

felt for the bolt.

“ Lovell—quick—help here!” he
panted.

Lovell was staggering against the
wall.

“What game’s that?”’ he asked
warmly.  “You silly ass, Jimmy,
W lldt ﬁir;lme are you plamng now ?”’ |

rasn !

This time the ‘crash came on the
outside of the door, and it would
have | been hurled open but for Jimmy
Silver’s foot planted against 1t.

Before the attack could be repeated,
Jimmy had partly shot the bolt.

Crash !

Two heavy bodies were hurled on
the door at fhe same time. It shook
and creaked; but the bolt held.

With a set face Jimmy Silver drove
the bolt right home, and then drove
home the other.  Then he looked for
the thick wooden bar, and placed 1
in position across the door.

%4

Lovell watched these proceedings
with growing amazement. It was one
of Lovell’s fixed beliefs that he had
practically all the brains in the Rt)nlx-
wood party. DBut it had to be ad-
mitted that lLovell’s brain worked
rather slowly at times.

“What on earth’s the
asked, in amazement.

“The windows

“What about the windows?”

“Fathead !” hissed Jimmy Silver.
“ Are they closed 77’

“Yes. Woo Sing {fastened the
shutters before he went to bye-bye.
What does 1t matter ?”’ |

Crash, crash, crash! came on the
door.

“What are you keeping old Baldy
out for, Jimmy " asked Lovell.

Jimmy Silver did not answer that
question. Raby and Newcome came
out into the hall in surprise.

garne ! e he
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“What’s the row ?”’ asked Raby.

“Rustlers!”  answered Jimmy
Silver briefly.

“Oh, my hat !

“Oh dont be funny, old man!™
urged Lovell “YVou can't pull our

lesz, you know. Draw it mild. o

Bang, bang ! came on the door. It
was a rifle-butt that was being used
now. '

“Rustlers here!” murmured New-
come. ‘“Ye gods! And Mr. Smediey
and all the outfit awa ay !”’

“Rot1” 'said Laveil. “*Did. you
think you saw rustlers, Jimmy?”

g | sa W two,” said Jimmy breath-
lessly. ““They were running across
fmm the cookhouse, and I ﬂ'ot the
door shut only _]ust in time, Thev
can’t be anything else—they weren't
any of our m.oud and they had
rifles.” | |

Lovell grinned.

“You saw double,” he suggested.
‘“It was Baldy, of course.’

“Fathead !”

Crash, crash ! came on the door.

“Does that sound like Baldy, vou
born idiot, Lovell 7”7 asked Newcome.

“T dare say he wants to come in.
You can’t stuff me up with your
rustlers Jimmy. 1’d better let Baldy

if he wants to come,”” said Lovell,
and he stepped towards the door.

Then he stopped as a loud, angry
voice was heard from without.

“Open this door !”

Certainty” that avas hot the voice of
Baldy, the cook. The juniors all
kitew the voice; it was that of Spanish
Kit, the rustler. They: had heard
that voice before.

“Oh erumbs!” gasped Lovell,

Bang, bang!

“Open this door, you ‘uns!?
shouted another voice. “We know
you're there! Let usin!”

“Go to Jdericho!” was Jimmny
Silver’s answer.
“Do you want us to shoot, you

?!‘?

young fool

““Shoot and be blowed !”

“Look round at the windoyws,
wovs !” came Spanish Kit's voice
again. ‘I know there's nobody at
home excepting the tenderfeet—I
watched 1he whole outlit ride off
hours age. The kids won't keep us
long.”’

*So that was
muttered Jimmy.

There was a sound of trampling fect
round the ranch-hotise. Blows were
struck on the windows, but the de-

$ 323

the man 1 saw!

fences were good. Every lower
window was protected by thick
shutters, which fastened and locked

inside ; and Woo Sing had fastened
themn all before going up to Dbed.
Rifle-butts crashed on the shutters,
but the stout pine held good.
Lovell

““ Rustlers here !, bdl(]
dazedly. “My only hat! Why, they
must have watched Mr. bmerlle and
his men clear off, you know! The;v
reckon the coast 1s clear now.”
- “Just thought of that?” asked
Raby. | i

23

“Look here———

Jimmy Silver ran to the b:mk of the
house, to make sure that the door
there was secure. fie reached it as a
heavy rifle-buit crashed on the out-
side. 'Woo Sing came down the stair-
case, with a scared look on his face,
his almond eyes wide oper: in alarm.

““ Lustlers, Mass’ Jimmiy !”’ he said.

“Looks like 1t, \Voo Sing. They
can’t get in, thourfh sald Jimmy,
with more confidence than he was
feeling.

“1 wonder what they’ve done with
Baldy ?”’ said Raby. |

Clash ¢rash, crthI Blows rained
on the door of the ranch-housge as the
disappointed raiders. gathiered there

again.
' “They won't ﬂef that down 1in a
hurry,’” muttered Jimmy «Silver.

“But the upper windows! They
could elamber on the veranda mc'fr
We've -got . to. keep them out, you

chaps.” |
(Continued overleaf.)

There will be another thrilling story of Jimmy Silver & Co. out West entitled ‘* Held by the Rustlers!” in next Monday’s BOYS’ FRIEND'!
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“We've

““You bet!” said Lovell. _
got to get hold of something and hit
out, if they tackle the windows.”

“Get upstairs,” said Jimmy.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome

hurried to the upper rooms.
had taken Woo Sing’s kitchen poker ;
Raby and Newcome had a stick each.
Jimmy ran into Mr. Smedley’s room.
He knew where the rancher kept a
revolver locked up. It was no time
to stand on ceremony, and Jimmy
smashed open the drawer and took
out the revolver and a box of cart-
ridges. _

He loaded the revolver hurriedly,
but carefully. Then he stepped to a
window. .

There were three windows at the
front of the upper part of the house,
far out of reach of the ground but for
the veranda below. By climbing on
the veranda roof it was easy to reach
them. In the starlight Jimmy could
see that the enemy had drawn back

from the porch, and were looking up.

Evidently the scheme of climbing to
the windows had already occurred to
them. A big, burly man, whom
Jimmy recognised as ‘‘Cactus Bill,”
once of the Coyote Creek Ranch,
‘pushed his horse close to the veranda,
and, standing up on the saddle,
secured a hold and began to climb.
Jimmy Silver partly ope:nied the
window, softly and quietly. Lovell
joined him, starting a little at the
sight of the weapon 1n Jimmy’s hand.

“You've got a revolver?’ he mut-
tered.

“Yes. And I shall use 1t if 1t’s
needed,” said Jimmy Silver grimly.

“Better give 1t to me, old chap.
I'm a better shot than you are, you
~ know.”

Jimmy Silver did not heed that
remark. From +the window he
watched Cactus Bill..  With the
room dark behind him, he was in-
visible to the raiders below.

The burly ruffian was dragging his
heavy bulk upon the veranda roof,
which sloped almost up to the sills of
the upper windows. Jimmy Silver
drew a deep breath, and called out:

‘“Stop !”

Cactus Bill stared round.

“I have a revolver here,” said
Jimmy Silver quietly. 1 give you
one minute to jump. After that I
shall shoot !”

“T-guess you don’t dare!”

“You'll ' see—if you come
another inch!”

“Get on, Bill!” shouted Spanish
Kit from”below. “If he pulls the
trigger we'll riddle him !’

Cactus Bill hesitated. He was a
plain shot from the window. The
clumsiest marksman could scarcely
have missed at the range.

“1 guess > he began.

“Get on with it!” shouted half a
dozen voices. “ We're walting for
you to let us in.”
 Thus urged on Cactus Bill made
“another movement up the sloping
roof of the veranda.

011

“Get back, Lovell,” muttered
Jimmy. “They’ll shoot as soon as 1
do. Better keep low down.”

“T'm safe enough. You look out,”
answered Lovell. “They’'re putting
up their rifles.”

Jimmy Silver was watching. Five
or six of the raiders had lifted their
rifles, aiming at the window where
Jimmy Silver stood. They could not
sece him, but a volley would have
riddled the window and torn across
the room like a torrent of death.

But Jimmy did not hesitate.

He was quite determined to defend
the ranch-house 1n his Canadian
cousin’s absence. He dropped on his

knees. and took careful aim at the

man on the veranda roof.

Crack!

The instant he had fired Jimmy

ducked below the level of the window.
It was only just in time.
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Lovell

(Continued from previous page.)

Half a dozen rifles rang out
together, and the bullets smashed
through the window and whistled
over him as he crouched.

There was a loud yell and a crash
outside. Cactus Bill was no longer

on the veranda roof.

Jimmy, in the midst of his own
danger, felt a sudden sickness of
heart. He had done his duty; but if
the man was killed

His mind was soon relieved on that
score. The voice of Cactus Bill was
heard, pouring out a stream of pie-
turesque expressions. 'There was no
doubt that he was hurt.

Crack, crack, crack!

Each of the windows was a target
for bullets now, and the glass was shat-
tered to fragments. But the Rook-
wood chums easily kept below the
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level of the shooting, and no harm
was done, excepting to the windows.

“Get on with 1it, Bill!”’ shouted
Spanish Kit.

1 guess

““You’'re not hurt, boob!"

“T guess 1t clipped my year
howled Cactus Bill. . ‘““And 1 guess
I've took some tumble!”

“Fool! I will do 1t!”

‘;IYou’re welcome ! growled Cactus
Bill.

Jimmy Silver heard the creak that
announced that a weight was on the
slanting roof outside again. He set
his teeth. Every moment now a
bullet tore in at the window from
one of the raiders below. But Jimmy
Silver had to take the risk, and he
rose quietly and looked out, favoured
by the darkness behind him, and
keeping back from the window. The
Mexican was climbing much more
actively than the burly Cactus, cling-
ing to the slanting roof like a cat. He
was making for the farthest window,
and his side was turned to Jimmy

3

'!l

' Silver.

A bullet sang in, missing Jimmy by
a foot. He felt the wind of 1t as it
passed. Then he fired. |

There avas a terrible cry from

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Spanish Kit, and he rolled down the
slanting roof, and crashed down 1n
the midst of the rustlers.

The 3rd Chapter.
A Close Shave for Baldy!

Jimmy Silver's heart throbbed
painfully.

He had had no choice in the
matter. and he could not regret what
he had done. But the cry of the
Mexican as he fell rang terribly In
Jimmy’'s ears.

““He’s down !” came Raby’s pantin
voice from the farther room. |

There was a shouting among the
rustlers below. The rifles poured a
scattering volley at the shattered
windows.

But as the firing slacked Jimmy
Silver peered out 1n the clear star-
licht. He saw Spanish Kit limping.
The rascal was not killed. But
evidently he was hurt.

His wound was shight, but the fall
from the veranda roof had hurt him.
He limped painfully, and his voice
was soon heard pouring out a stream
of savage words in Spanish.

Crack, crack! ,

Jimmy Silver loosed off a couple of
shots from the window, sending them
close enough to startle the raiders.
Pete Peters, in his place, would pro-
bably have laid a rustler dead in the
grass with each bullet. But the junior
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“They’ll clear at dawn if they
don’t get in before then,” said New-
come, hopefully. ‘They wouldn’t
dare to keep this up in the daylight !”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

But it was long, long hours to
dawn, and the gang of rustlers were
not likely to allow themselves to be
baffled by four schoolboys if they
could help 1t.

There was a long silence, and
Lovell oftfered the opinion at last that
the raiders were gone.

“They’'re not gone!” said Jimmy

quietly. “I dare say they'd like to
make us think so. But they're not
gone.”’

“T've heard a lot of horses

moving,’”’ said Lovell.

“They’ve cleared the horses out of
the corral, I think. That’s what
they're here for—to steal horses and
cattle !” grunted Jimmy Silver. “ But
they won’t lay hands on anything in
the house so long as we can keep
them out.?”

““No fear!”

‘““Hallo, here comes somebody!”
said Newcome suddenly. it

There was a sudden pattering of
footsteps, and a shadowy figure came
bolting towards the ranch-house. Twa
or three shots rang out.

“Shoot, Jimmy!” shouted Lovell.
“Here, give me the revolver! Shoot,
you ass!”
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of Rookwood was content to sece the
bunch. of shadowy figures fall
hurriedly back. '

The rustlers were fully exposed
where they stood to fire from the
windows. |

As the bullets flew close they
backed away with almost ludicrous
haste, Spanish Kit limping after
them into the shelter of the bunk-
house and the corral fence.

“Thank goodness they're gone
muttered Lovell. “They’re not gone
far, though, I fancy.”

“Keep in cover!” called
Jimmy.

“You bet!”

From the rustlers, lurking out of
sicht now, an occasional rifle-shot
rang, whizzing in at the shattered
windows, or spattering on the stout
timber of the walls.

But after a few minutes that 1n-
effective fire ceased.

“ What a night I’ murmured Raby.
The. Fistical Four gatheréd on the
landing. Here there was a little
window, from which 1t was safer to
keep watch than from the room.

“Well, we're keeping them off,”
said Lovell. “T haven’t had a chance
to use the poker yet.”

'?!

out

“It’s Baldy,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly.
“OhY”

Baldy, the cook, was hammering at

the door below. Round him bullets
spattered on the porch. His voice
came up to the juniors in a howl of
terror.

“Let me in! You hear me, young

Silver!. Let a galoot in! They’re
arter me!  Open the door, young
Silver! Help!”

Hammer, hammer hammer!
~ Baldy, the cock, was almost danc-
ing with terror as he hammered at
the barred door. Every bullet that
struck the timber near him brought
a fresh howl from the fat cook.

Jimmy’s face set hard.

“I—1 say, we—we've got to let
him 1n,” muttered Lovell uneasily.

“We can’t open the door.”

“But-—but—they’re shooting——

“If they were shooting at Baldy,
he would be riddled before now,”
said Jimmy. “They’re frightening
him.”’ |

“But, I say—he’s got away from
them and—and——""

“Don’t be an ass,” said Jimmy.
“It’s a trick to get the door open.
If we open it for Baldy there will

72
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window shutter.
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be a rus'_h. We could never. get it
shut again in time. A volley and
rush would settle us, with the door
open. It’s a trick.” i1y

“Let me in!” yelled Baldy.

He hammered madly at the door.

Crack! Crack! Crack! ..

A bullet, closer than the others,
grazed Baldy’s fat ear, and he let
out a fearful yell.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome
looked very uneasy. But Jimmy
Silver remained as firm as iron.

It was clear to him that the raiders
had let Baldy run, and were firing
round him, and not at him, as a
trick to get the door open—a trick
Eh_&it Jimmy was determined should
ail,

Peering from the little window, he
could catch glimpses of moving
shadows, as the raiders crept nearer,
to be ready for the rush if the door
opened,

Jimmy Silver did not falter.

It was his duty to hold the fort, if
he could, till Hudson Smedley re-
turned; and Baldy had to take his

| chance,

One of the
ficures came
Jimmy pushed his revolver from the
window and pulled the trigger.

There was a loud wyell, and the
raider scuttled back.

Then there came a wild howl from
Baldy, and the juniors heard a heavy
fall below in the porch.

“He’s got 1t!” muttered Lovell,
white as chalk,

Jimmy's heart throbbed.

There was no further sound from
Baldv: no movement. The fat cook
lay still in the black shadow of the
porch.

Spanish XKit’'s voice was heard
from the bunkhouse.

“You durn fools, you'’ve plugged
the cook now.”

“That shows what they meant,”
said Jimmy. “I'm sorry for poor
old Baldy. But we've got to hold
the ranch.”

Newcome shivered. The trick was
transparent enough: but with so
many bullets whizzing round the
cook to frichten him one had appar-
ently found a billet. But the juniors
knew that Jimmy was right. If the
door was opened the ranch was cap-
tured: and 1t was the dutv of the
garrison to hold the fort. Baldv was
the only member of the Windv River
outfit who would have velled to be
let in. 1n the circumstances, But
poor Raldv was not made of stern
stff like the cowpunchers.

The voices of the raiders, mutter-
ing, came faintly through the still
night. Then Spanish Kit's voice,
raised in angry tones, became clearly
audible to the juniors.

“We’'ve got to get the ranch! I
tell you, Boss Smedley’s got thou-
sands of dollars there—it’s close on
pay-day. I've got a scratch on the
shoulder, and I'm going to make that
kid pay for 1t! I tell you, we've got
to get the ranch.”

A growling voice answered :

“It’s the rope for somebody now,
now that durn cook is laid out.”

“If you've got cold feet, Cactus,
you can get on your hoss and ride
out of the show.”

*Waal, how are we getting the
ranch?”’  growled Caectus  Bill.
“Chewing the rag won’t do it.”

Low muttering followed. . —

Jimmy Silver had reloaded th
empty chambers of the revolver. He
was prepared for a desperate rush.

He started as he felt a light touch
on his elbow. He looked round and

saw Woo Sing, his almond eyes
glimmering in the gloom.

shadowy
near, and

creeping,
recldessliv
vV

“Baldy, comee windee!” mur
mured the Chinee,
£¢ Wh&t?!!

‘“Fattee Baldy, tappee at backee
windee. Lettee 1n?” asked Woo
Sing. il

Jimmy Silver stared at him blankly.
He had been under the impression
that Baldy, the cook, was lying still
in the dark porch, stretched there by
a chance bullet!

‘“Baldy?” he repeated.

“At windee. Tappee.” |

“Thank goodness. I suppose hs
was spoofing them,” said Jimmy,
with a deep breath of relief. “Keep
watch here, you chaps, while I go
down.” | |

Jimmy followed the little Chinee
down the stairs. On the shutter of
the kitchen window there was a faint

tapping. A voice, barvely heard in
its agitated whispering, reached
Jimmy.

‘““Give a galoot a chance! Let me

4 23

“Him cleepee lound the house,”
grinned Woo Sing. ‘“Nottee hittee
—only pletend.” A
Jimmy hurriedly unfastened the
The raiders were
all gathered at the ranch luildings

A splendid story of Greyfriars School entitled. < The Hand of Fate !” appears in the ¢ Magnet” Library. Qut To-day.
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in readiness as he

- *“You made
shot.”

I can spare 1it.
~ your boots on that.

_grunted Jimmy Silver.

~made me put my hands up!

‘the Windy River outfit.

breeds, and laid out five of them

- attack soon told upon it.

duside with thumping hearts.
danger was very close now.
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n front'and to the left of the ranch-

But Jimmy kept the revolver
opened the shutter.
“Quick, Baldy!” he breathed.

Baldy, the cook, did not need that

house.

mjunction. Fat as he was, he slith-
ered in at the window with the
activity of a boy of ten. Jimmy

jammed the shutter tight again and

fastened it.

The 4th Chapter.
- Facing the Enemy.
Baldy, the cook, stood panting, but

- Jimmy heard a fat chuckle 1n the

gloom. He hurried back to his place

" on the landing, and Baldy stumbled

up the stairs after hun.
- *“*You fat fraud,” growled Lovell.
us believe you were

*“I guess | made that gang believe
it, too,”’ grinned Baldy, “and 1
reckon I should have been drilled if
I hadn’t.”

“You weren’t hit?” asked Raby.

“Nary a hit,” answered the cook.
“*Only a bit of skin off my year, and
I reckoned I'd play
possum. But you can bet that I felt
awiul skeered while I was creeping
round the house to the back—ycu bet
If they’d spotted
Me———’

“They weren’t shooting at you,”
“It was only

a trick to get the door open. We
thought you had been hit by
 accident.”

“1 guess 1t came near enough, acci-
dent or not,” said Baldy. ““They got
me in the cookhouse, you know—

1a

have waded in and wiped out the hull

- crowd, only there were a dozen of
 them,
- handle more’n six.”’

and I reckoned I couldn’t
*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. roared. f{hey
merriment during that wild
night; but the fat and fatuous Baldy
was rather too much for them.

The idea of Baldy, the cook, hand.

ling six of the burly raiders made

them yell.

“Look hyer—” said Baldy

_gruffly.
“Couldn’t you have managed
.. seven?”’ asked Lovell, chuckiing.

“Or even eight? 1 suppose, as a
inatter of fact, you were too scared
to move a finger t1ll they kicked wvou
and made you run for the house.”

*Hay ha, hal”

iven Woo Sing was grinning ; and
Baldy, the cook, gave it up. He was
glad enough to be 1n the shelter of

the ranch-house without damage to

his fat skin. Jimmy Silver & Co.

~were glad enough to have him there,

though he did not bring much in-
crease of strength to the garrison.

The juniors had often heard Baldy,

the cook, describe deeds of *“ derring-
do *’ 1n which he had taken a leading

part, but those exploits had always

occurred at a considerable distance
from Windy River, and had never
been witnessed by any member of
Baldy had
a much more fertile imagination than
was necessary to a cook.

“Isn’t there a gun about for me?”
asked Baldy, after a pause. * You’d
better hand me that shooter, Jimmy,
in case they come on.”

“Get ‘hold of a club,” said Jimmy.

“Better give me the shooter. I'm
the ouly man hyer,” said Baldy.

got imtor.a row with a gang of half-

b5

“ Here they come !’ shouted Lovell.
There was a rush outside, and
Jimmy Silver promptly pulled trigger
from the window and missed. Five
or s1x burly figures reached the porch,
and were out of range from the upper

- owindows.

Cra.,sh. f:rash, crash ! |
“They’ve got axes!” szaid Raby.
“Coime on!”*said Jimmy., “Vou

. watch from here, Lovell, in case they
_try the veranda roof agnin.”

“l.eave that to me!” said Lovell.

Jimmy ran down the stairs followed
by Raby and Newcome and Woo
Sing. Baldy did not follow.

Whet became of Baldy just then

~the juniors had no time to inquire.
. They forgot his existence.

Crash; crash !
Two heavy axes were being wielded

.. together, and the blows fell with ter-
~rible force upon the ranch-house door.

Crash, erash, crash'!

Stout as the door was, that fierce
- Jimmy
stood in the darkness
The

wilver & Co.

A gleaming edge came through the
door, and as it was withdrawn there
was a glimmer of hight from without.

“That’s cut through!” breathed

- Newcome.

. had 1ot expected ,to have any c.use
tor
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Jimmy Silver waited.

Crash came the axe in the same
spot, and the streak of starlicht was
blotted out for a second. The axe
was withdrawn, leaving a gash in
the thick timber of the door.

Jimmy Silver stepped close to it
and placed the muzzle of the revolver
to the narrow slit and pulled the
trigger.

There was a fearful vell without.

The bullet flew into the thick of
the bunched figures in the porch, and
it could scarcely fail to hit. Jimmy
heard a fall,

B_‘I‘lﬁoger’s got it!” shouted Cactus

11l

Crash, crash ! came the axes again.
The door trembled and shook. In
two or three places the bright star-
light glimmered through.

Jimmy bplaced the revolver again
to the lowest erack and pulled trigger.
Another fearful how!l answered.

There was a sound of hurriedly re-

treating footsteps, and a heavy, drag-

ging sound, as a wounded
dragged himself away.

The attack on the door ceased.

A burst of rifle-fire followed, and
bullets spattered on the thick timber
door. One of them found a slit by
chance, and came whizzing througﬁ
and struck on the staircase.

“ You fellows stack the dining-table
against the door!” whispered Jimmy
Silver, and he hurried up the stairs
to the landing ahove.

“They’ve gone again!” said Lovell.

Raby and Newcome and Woo Sing

11 a1l

Hudson Smedley’'s revolver, in
Jimmy’s steady hand, had saved the
ranch-house so far.

The pine trunk remained where 1t
had fallen. The ranch-raiders kept
out of sight, only an occasional bullet
whizzing at the house—loosed off
rather from anger than from any hope
that it would damage the garrison.

Jimmy Silver looked at his watch.
The night was growing old.

“Three o’clock,” he said. “It’s not
long to daylight now, at this time of
the year, Lovell. They’ll chuck it at
dawn, I should think.”

133

“If we're still alive at dawn !” said
Lovell, * After this, Jimmy, they’ll
make a clean sweep if they get in!”

*“ Not much doubt about that.”

“Hallo! That’s a flag of truce!”

Spanish Kit, with a white cloth
held above his head, stepped out of
the shadow of the bunkhouse and
advanced towards the ranch.

“The 5th Chapter,
in the Shadow of Death.

“Stop!”  shouted Jimmy
from the window.

The Mexican halted.

“If you want to talk, talk from
that distance,” called out Jimmy
Silver. 1 don’t trust you, white
Hlag or not!”

“No fear!” murmured Lovell.

“I’ve got you covered, too!” con-
tinued Jimmy Silver. “1If one of
vour men advances, Spanish Kit, I'il
shoot you where vou stand !

Silver
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“we're setting fire to the house, and
you ‘uns will be roasted in it. We've
got a drum of kerosene in the cook-
house yonder.”

Jimmy Silver felt a chill.

That the desperado was desperate
enough to carry out his threat he was

assured. But it made no difference

to his determination. Neither did he
trust the rustler’s words that the lives
of the defenders should be spated if
they surrendered. The exasperated
rufhans, of whom several were
severely hurt, were not likely to pay
much attention to that promise—they
were far more likely to shoot right
and left as soon as they were within
the house. |

“Well, what’s your answer ?” called
out the Mexican, as Jimmy Silver did
not reply.

“We're holding the ranch!”

“ Keep this in mind,” said Spanish
Kit savagely. “If we have to burn
down the ranch, ‘and go empty-
handed, this will be the last night for
you in this world. You won't get out
alive !”

“We’'re chancing that!”

“1 give you five minutes to throw
the door wide open.,”

“1 give you five seconds to get out
of reach of my aim!” answered
Jimmy Silver, “ Better get a move
on, quick!”

Spanish Kit did nof neglect that
warning. With a bound he was in
the cover of the bunkhouse again.

Jimmy Silver stepped back from
the window as firing started again.
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below dragged out the heavy pine-
wood table and stacked it against the
door. Jimmy Silver watched from
the landing window.

In the distance he could faintly
make out shadowy figures that moved,
ancl there was a distant mutter of
voices. 'The attack had failed, but
the ranch-raiders were not finished
yet., -
Jimmy watched, his eyes gleaming
like steel, determined that another
rush should not be made without the
revolver taking its toll.

The shadowy figures came nearer
and clearer in the starlight. Half a
dozen of the raiders were carrying a
long slender pine trunk among them.
Evidently 1t was for use as a batter-
111g-ram.

“By Jove! That looks like busi-
ness,”” muttered Lovell. “Will the
door stand that, Jimmy ?”

Jimmy did not answer. His eyes
wero fixed on the raiders as they
atvanced with the pine.

As they came out clear in the star-
light he took aim and fired. One of
the men holding the trunk staggered
and let go.

Jimmy fired -again. He was not
wasting a shot now. Another man
velled and let go the pine.

The heavy trunk went to the earth
with a crash, and the raiders—two of
them hit—scuttled back into cover
like rabbits.

“That's stopped
Lovell gleefully.

them!” said

Jimmy Silver breathed hard. He

was deeply thankful now that since

coming to Windy River he had prac- §

tised his shooting assiduously, and
could depend upon his aim. Only

"THE RUSTLERS’ REVENGCE !

the door of the ranch-house.

A A A SRR e

Spanish Kit stood where he was,
his dark face darker with rage. He
knew that the revolver at the window
bore full upon him, as he stood clear
ih view 1in the starlight. But he
showed no sign of fear.

“1 guess I want to speak fto you
'uns,” he said.

“Go ahead—from that distance—
and don’t let your men fire, either.
It there’s a shot, look out !”

“We're getting the vanch,” said
Spanish Kit coolly. “ We’'re having
it before morning, senorito.”

“I don’t think!” remarked Lovell.

“I'm here to give vou a chance.
Open the door to us, and your lives
shall be spared—gou shall not be
harmed.”’

“Thank vou for nothing,’
Jimmy Silver.

“1f you refuse——

“We do refuse, so you can cut that
cut,” answered Jimmy Silver con-
temptuously. “ You've iried to get
hold of the ranch by force, and failed.
Do you think yvou can win by wagging
your cpin?’”

“l guess I haven’t finished yet,”
sald the rustler coolly. “We’re after
Hudson Smedley’s dust, and other
things in the ranch-house. We mean
to have them. But if we don't——"

“Well, you won't!”

“If we don’t,” said Spanish Kit,

J

answered
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A match was applied to the kerosene-soaked brushwood stacked against
There was an instant rush and roar of

flame and a rustler dashed forward with another drenchéed bundle of sticks and added it to the fire.

His face was pale now, but quite
steady.

“I—1I suppose the brute means
that, Jimmy ?’ muttered Lovell.

“1 think s6.”

e d FI'lhen____’ »

“We've got to fight to a finish, old
chap.”’

“1I'm game!”’ said Lovell.

Jiummy peered from the window.
Shadows moved in the distance. too
dim and far for a shot. The raiders
were preparing to carry out the
threat. .

“Peters may get back,”” muttered
Lovell. ““He said he might be back
before morning.”

. “"Better 1f he doesn’t,”” said
Jimmy.  “They would shoot him
down; he couldn’t do anything

singlehanded against that gang.”

“I-—I suppose not.”’

A crashing volley broke out from
the raiders, and bullets spattered at
the windows. Jimmy Silver could
guess that that heavy firing was to
cover an advance:; and he took the
risk of peering out from a corner of
the. landing window. A man was
runing forward with a huge bundle
of brushwood, and.the breeze bore a
scent of kerosene.  Evidently the

rushwood, soaked in inflammable
oil, was to be lighted at the door,
and the outcome of that was easy
to guess, .

Bullets spattered every moment at
the window; but the risk had to be
taken. Jimmmy Silver took aim at
the man with the brushwood.

Crash !

The revolver spun from his hand,
and clattered on the floor, Jimmy

gave a sharp cry of pain. -

“Jimmy !” panted Lovell.

It's all right!”  Jimmy clasped
his' right hand in his left, his face
white with pain. ‘The revolver was
hit~—— Oh!"”

- “You're not hit?”’ |

“No.  Only the shock!” Jimmy
clenched his teeth. “Pick up’ the
revolver, Lovell! I can’t use my
hand for a bit: it's numbed !’

Lovell groped on the flooy, and
found -the revolver. '

“It’s smashed,” he said. “The
eylinder’s smashed !’
“Can’'t be helped!” muttered

Jimmy, trying to speak cheerfully.
though there was despair in his heart
now. “I was lucky not to get that
bullet in my head.”

His weapon was gone; but in any
case 1t was too late now. The
rustler had reached the porch, and
stacked the kerosene-soaked brush-
wood against the door. He threw a
lighted match into it, and there was
an instant rush and roar of flame.

The raider darted back—escaping
unscathed now that Jimmy Silver
was disarmed.

Red flames rushed and roared
below, licking over the porch and
the veranda. The clear starlight was
blotted out by fierce illumination.
Another man rushed forward with
another drenched bundle, to throw
on the first. There came no shot
from the windows, and the rustler
esciped after adding the bundle of
fuel to the fire.

Almost as high as the roof the red
flames socared, and the veranda
caugnt fire, and 1t could not be long
before door and door-jambs were
burning also. The hght blazed and
flickered at the windows, lighting the
rooms within with a ghgstly, dancing

glare.
“The game's up!” muttered
Lovell. “Anyhow, they can’t say

we didp't stick 1t to the finish.” |

Raby and Newcomie came up the
stairs, with white faces. Woo Sing
followed them, shuddering. Baldy,
the cook, was not to be seen.

“*This is the finish!’ muttered
Newcome. ;

“What about boiting from a back
window?’ dsked Raby. “It might
‘be a ¢hance. We can’t hold the

.ranch against that!”

As if 1 answer to Raby’s words
there came a rattle of rifles from the
back of the house, and bullets spat-
tered on the shutters and the walls.
There was no need for Jimmy Silver
lo answer. P

The disappointed rustlers, robbed
of their plunder in the ranch by °
their oiwvn desperate action, had
nothing left but revenge. Spanish
Kit had strung out his mien round
the ranch-house, enciveling it, and all
escape was cut off for the defenders.

“We’'ve done what we were
bound to do,”’ said Jimmy Silver at

last. “We've got to stand the
result.”

“They’'ve stopped firing!”’ said
Lovell suddenly. ‘“Hark! What'’s
that?"’ '

Above the voar of the flames there
came a sound that was like thunder,
but which the juniors knew to be
the trample of galloping hoofs on the
hard prairie.

Gallop, gallop, gallop!

Then a sudden burst of
firing.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one
another, breathless. They could not
speak. Was it the outfit returning?
Had Hudson Smedley come' hack?
It was impossible; they. knew. that
could not be! And yete— -

GGallop, gallop! Fl :

Wild yells from the raiders made
the night hideous. Jimmy Silver
sprang to the window, reckless now
of flying bullets. Tn the glare of
the flames he saw the rustlers leap-
ing to their horses, mounting in
frantic haste. Sparnish Kit. with a
face like a demon, threw himself on
his horse and galloped - frantically
away into the night. Others of the
gang followed, but not all were able
to follow. Some of the raiders round
the ranch-house were engaged in
conflict; with whom, Jimmy Silver
could not guesg, for he knew that
Hudson Smedley could not have
come back. Loud yells and the
cracking of revolvers made a pande-
monium in the night. |

“Wade in, boyees!” roared a
powerful voice, and Jimmy recog-
nised the tones of Pete Peters, the
toreman of Windy River. |

“It’s Pete!” he shouted. ““He's
got help from somewhere, and ecome
back. Hurrah!” | '
- Pete Peters came in sight the next
moment, spurring his horse towards
the ranch-house. He was brandish-:
mg a revolver in his hand, and his
bronzed face blazed with .excite-
ment. |
‘But the ragiders were gone-—several

?O’ontinued on. page 32.)
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- Sidney Drew will shortly contribute a stunning advehture story te the BOYS’ FRIEND. Look out for something really special!
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riderless  horses  careered about
wildly; but there were no more foes.
Pete Peters reined in his horse.

“Pete!” shouted Jimmy from the
window.

“You 'uns all right?’ shouted back
Lae foreman.

““Right as rain!”’

**That's daisy!”’
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By Owen Conquest:

(Continued from page 23.)

' .
ness you came when you did! How
did you manage 1t7"

“] guess 1 was riding home when
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The juniors were laughing now as
they hunted through the house for
Baldy Bubbin. |

The lower rooms were searched in
vain, and Pete Peters mounted the
stairs. There was no one to be seen
in the bed-rooms:; but Jimmy Silver,
looking into Hudson Smedley’s room,
noticed that the bedclothes were
dragged out of place so that they
covered the bed to the floor all
round.

He grinned, and caught hold of the
blankets and dragged them up, to
reveal a fat figure crouched under
the bed.

There was a fearful
Baldy, the cook.
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irom his readers upon any subject.
The Fleetway House,

Farringdon :treet, ..ondon, E.C.4.

I heard the shooting,” explained “Let up! I ain’t here! 1 guess | «“ HELD BY THE RUSTLERS " “ MIONKEY TRICKS ! *

Pete Peters. ‘I reckoned something | I'll do anything you want! Don't i _ : | o ————— c
was up, and I scouted round to see | shoot! Let up, you galoots! Don’t Ihere 1s generally much that is This is a bit of good news. Peter
what 1t was. No g(‘)f_}d I'ldlng into shoot !”? gOOd to be said for new departurea. FOy turns up on Manday with the

the middle of that gang and getting
drilled, that I know of.”

““And then " said Jimmy.

The foreman grinned. |

“I guess I spotted Spanish Kit
and his gang., and Lnowed that you
'uns were holding the ranch,” he
sald. ‘“So I cleared off, and rode
to Sunset, and roused out the boys.
I guess we didn’t let any grass grow
under our feet on the way here,
nuther. 1 reckon we covered that
distance in record time, Jimmy.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared the juniors.

“Yank him out!” shouted the
foreman.

““Oh, Jehosophat!” gasped Baldy,
as he realised that he was surrounded
by friends and not by foes.

He erawled out from under the
bed. Hidden there, draped round
with blankets for concealment, he
had seen nothing even of the fire,
and remained in complete i1gnorance
of all that had passed since he had
taken cover. He blinked at Pete

For instance, when Jimmy Silver &
Co. went West in quest of big adven-
tures, there was a chorus of general
approval. It was a pioneer experi-
ment. School yarns usually have
their scenes laid at home, but in the
grand new series by Owen Conquest
we get all the interest attaching to
the popular characters from Rook-
wood, and a dashing sequence of in-
cidents 1n the wilds to boot. Next
week’s story, ‘“ Held by the Rustlers!”
simply sweeps the reader on through

very latest budget of humour from
Danesbury School. I shall not say
anything more about the new tale,
except to point out that the merrily
whimsical title fits the jolly theme
like a glove.

OUR SERIALS,
“T'he Golden Buddha!” and “ Don

Darrel on the Turf!” continue their
brilliant careers, and next Monday’s

lefate.r}s sprang  from his  horse. “Good for you!” said Jimmy. | Peters in great relief, but with a | a whirl ‘of exciting events, which | instalments are of record inten:ity.
h'(')m : g ‘]]‘)Zf"}l 1'1‘5[‘31_'5‘]13‘] joined | e should have been done in mingling of other feelings. Baldy, | follow on after the preceding adven- I must also urge you to give special
m now, and they were not the | pretty soon if you hadn’t turned up.” | the cook, realised that he had not | tures of the junior leader of Rook- | attention to the follow-on of the 'ife

Windy River outfit. But the juniors
recognised some of them as belong-
img to the Sunset Ranch across the
river,

The foreman shouted orders. The
cowpunchers  dismounted, letting
their horses run loose; and rushed
to carry out Pete’s mstructions. A
string of men with fire-buckets
passed and repassed from the well, at
which a powerful man laboured in-

“T reckoned you'd be gone coons,
kid!”” said the ranch foreman. It
was plucky of you to hold the house
agin that gang! You kids are the
real goods, I guess! Why, 1t’s lucky
that Boss Smedley left you behind,
arter all!”

“Lucky, as it turns out!” said
Arthur Edward Lovell, with a grin.
“Have you bagged many of the
rustlers, Pete?”’

cut. an heroic figure.

“T—I guess  he stammered.

““ You pesky coyote !”” growled Pete
Peters. ‘1 guess I’ve a mind to lay
my quirt round you!”

“I—1 wasn’t hiding——
Baldy.

“What !”

“T guess I ain’t the sort to keep
back when there’s a fight on!” said
Baldy. “I—I was jest tired, and

13

gasped

wood. Without., giving anything
away, I may say that Pequod dashes
into the arena again. We have heard
something of Pequod le Couteau, the
half-breed before. Keep an eye on
the coming treat.

“ UNDER FREAK RULES "
_'m

Philip Branscombe had first-class
reasons to look blank over the ‘‘Side-

«tory of J. W. Hearne. This just
shows what cricket will accomplish,
and you cannot help but feel real
pleasure at the whole  spirit of the
narrative of how a champion climbed
the lzdder of fame.

Of course, the Cricket Competition
will figure as usual. It is as smart &
brain test as could be wished, while
the money prizos are sure to come in
useful this holiday time. *

;?::?ntl])};d‘:ﬁh“i’l};ﬂ (,I:EI;E)d OB“CEOE “I guess we've got six—some of | went to sleep——" Step” Milligan affair.  Milligan
R ptie n %400 1 them wo,unrled. - And there’s two “Ha, ha, ha! vanished into thin air, as we all
Jimx.nv Bifiss d iyl UL it v.'l_lo won't ever steal a horse agin, Jesfii, went to sleep and—and | know. Ho ha_,d urgent private reasons | SOMETHINQ OF A MYSTERY.,
It was iIi—l])OﬂSil)]e 1.'(; it fhrmw'ii Sj”d ] the__*fareman coolly. But f0f§0t - 2 e for making himseldf scarce. The chase, . . _
; 0 Pass  { = Spanish Kit has got away. 1 guess Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors. | in which Branscombe is accompanied It has been in the awind for wecks.

the front door: but from the back

I'd rather have had him than all

Pete Peters took Baldy by the

b

by ‘“‘Peggy Danvers and Arthur

A certain company of old and tried

?ﬁ:@ﬁhey“_?;ibe‘l oz:fﬂ RI‘S Jmlneﬁlktim the rest of the gang. But there’s | collar and propelled him down the | Gilson. turns out a long one, punec- favourites are coming back. Watch
Wo g%inn{ I_Ig?n 51;1 he :lm(t e-si: a rope waiting for that greaser | stairs. His heavy boot helped Baldy | tated by some extremely curious | fhis page for the latest news about
Bald ; e J('ool? 1'}.11:;'21’“' - t%] before long. Boss Smedley_ will be | out of ‘the ranch-house, and Baldy episodes and tricky, and, as one may this matter. All T can say for the
nothg‘;ﬂ' o B R gl ,-Oasl ild mad when he hears of this. You | went with a loud howl. dub them, side-stepping details. | moment is that Dick Dorrington and
e sl JARe ) e 'uns are all safe, buat where's You wade in and get breakfast Milligan bad a long start, and he is the Al chums of the Bombay Castle
ght of him, Baldy 7" for the boyees!” said Pete Peters. | .ot one of those individiuals easily will be heard of again very shortly.

Pete Peters had arrived in good
time; the fire had not had time to
take a firm hold. A quarter of an
hour later the ranch would have
been in flames: but now. the g'ream
of hissinz water drove the fire down,
and roaring flames changed into
sullen smoke.

Half the veranda had been burnt

away. the 'C as . : e ‘“THE WIRELESS P 199 s WAL
smoﬁingﬂshngg;?hth;gz(arcbwzl:seirl)acﬁf said Raby. ‘“I—I haven’t seen him Jimmy Silver & Co. joined the _L_E_Ji:fi__ El!?;f"" Oth the g,tlill}tyﬂglatn. ¥ _YO{‘I ol
ened and secarred. Bt the  Botsa since the rustlers started attack- | Sunset cr_ogvd _at- b_reakfast I very | You _I‘GI}*{EIIleI‘ _the fine story BRI ub " ’qlt: elrec: D iha &
iy e e e W e e 7 > cheery spirits, in spite of tbe events All Ships 7’7 1t will be capped next jlne ; Ii}{? réa,(; ng t}lle article by
embler was stamped out. | “Then I guess he's there still and | of that wild night. And, quite unlike | week by the new yarn Jack Crichton <k cairns,  the  celebrated
) don’t know we’ve arrived!” grinned | poor Baldy, they found themselves | has written for me. The title opens ondon magistrate, entitled, *The

“Baldy ?”’ exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
remembering the existence of the fat

cook. ‘‘Blessed if I know!”’

“They wouldn’t have hurt that fat
clam, 1 guess! Gol-darn them if
they have! He’s the best cook 1n
Alberta, though he ain’t any other
use !”” said the foreman.

““He was in the house with us,”

Pete Peters. ‘‘ Let’s rouse him out!”

“PDon’t give us any chin-wag, Baldy!
By Jehosophat, if you wasn’t the
best cook 1n Alberta I'd take my
quirt to you and wallop you all
the way to Mosquito!”

Baldy, as he crawled away to:the
cookhouse, had real reason to be
thankful that he was the best cook

in Alberta !

treated with considerable respect by

caught. - There is snap in plenty here,
and something more as well. Brans-
combe finds himself in the tightést
corner 1maginable, as you will see on
Monday. The yarn will add some-

thing substantial to the reputation of
Walter Edwards.

up splendid vistas of thrilling adven-

PRISONER AT THE BAR.

How do you think a man {feels
standing 1n the dock on trial fer
murder when he knows all the tirie
that he 1s guilty? Perhaps you have
often wondered what are the sensa-

Drama of a Murder Trial.”

The Gth Chapter. The front door was open now, and | the Sunset cowpunchers, and they | ture, and there will be no dis- Mr. Cairns, writing from his long

Where is Baldy ? Pete strode into the ranch-house, | realised that they were no longer | appointment on that score. Jim | experience in dealing with criminals,

Pete Peters clapped Jimmy Silver | followed by the juniors. Now that | looked on as ‘tenderfeet.” They had | Bold, the wireless operator, makes his | g1ves an enthralling description of the

on the shoulder.  The burly fore- | the anxiety was over, they were | won their spurs, as it were, by their | entry again, while the brilliant author | sehsations of the murderer under-
man was streaming with perspiration, | curious to know what had become of | gallant defence of Windy River | —who is, by the way, a past-master | going his trial.

blackened with smoke—burnt in two | Baldy, the cook. , Ranch. of radio work-—shows very clearly, This i1ssue of the ‘ Detective Maga-

or three places, as 1ndeed were - ““Woo Sing, where’s Baldy 7"’ THE END. and with magnificent realism, just a | zine” also contains nineteen splendid

atmost all the crowd. Jimmy Silver

“No savvy,” answered the chore-

(Heaps of thrills in “Held by the

few of the possibilities of the 'wirw:-*le.:f:t?,"I

detective stories and articles on the

looked, and felt, like a sweep. | boy. ‘No see Baldy.” Rustlers!”—next Monday’s magnifi- | system when modern buccancers | romance of crime detection. Price
“You ’uns had a pesky time, 1 Pete chuckled. cent story of the further adventures | apply it to their own particular use. | 7d. at any newsagent or bookseller.
reckon,’”’ said the foreman. “Hiding somewhere and don’t | of Jimmy Siver & Co. out West. | This is one of the things to be | ' | |

“Just a bit exciting,”’ said Jimmy,
with a sooty grin. “Thank good-
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That’s Baldy !

know 1t’s all over!
Rouse him out!”
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Plano- Finished.
9-Fold Bellows, 10 Keys, Ete. Grand
Sent by Reéeturn Post, to
approved orders, for 1/- Deposit and
1/3 Postage, and promise to send 2/-
till 15/- in all is paid 2/
ree. Cash Price,12/8, Post Free
(Elsewhere Double).
Back. FREE-Illustrated Catalogue.
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Dept. A . HASTINGS. (Est 1889.)
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Don’t miss it! Order your copy of
the Boys’ FRIEND to-day!)

Fine New Model Acocor-
deon, 10 X 10} X 53
Meatal- Boun

Delight or Monay
Cash or
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watched.

is all you pay for our No. |
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the finest cycle ever offered
on such exceptionally easy
terms. Brilliantly plated :
richly enamelled, lined in
two colours. Sent packed
free, carriage paid on

15 DAYB' FREE TRIAL.
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delivery. - Money refunded
if dissatisfied. Old
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bargains in slightly fac.
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to shipping. |
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HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan System
increase your height. Send P.C. for partic.
ulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry
Dept., A.M.P.,17,8troud Green Rd.,London,N.4§

£2.000 Worth of Cheap Job Photographic Material,
) Cameras, &c. Send at once for CATALOGUER

AND SAMPLES, FREE --HACKETTS WORKS.
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Raincoat, Costume, Cycles, Cut
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