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O0K, Boys—staggering news, PRIZE NEWS—for YOU ! Fifteen spanking new
L T e housands and THOUSANDS of other topehole orizes
all going FREE. And here's how: .

Each week in Magnet | am going to print Armaments Stamps—BOMBERS, GUNS,
SEARCHLIGHTS, and so on—8 kinds altogether, and all you have to do is just CUT
'EM OUT AND COLLECT 'EM. You have 20 stamps ta start with this week—twelve

here, and another eight on page 28. If vou also take the other best boy's papers ke
“Gem " and “* Modern B R ou'll find more stamps in them to swell your total.
At the end of this month 1 shall ask you bow many of one or more kinds of stamps you ve
eollected. Tt may be Bombers, or ﬁaﬂlcahips. or perhaps Tanks and Destroyers to-
gether. Which—well, that's my secret } . o
So get busy, collect all the stamps you can, so as to be right in front for the first prize- D
giving. 1 shall &k you which prize you want, too—the biggest collections of the stamps | B S N D
ﬂﬂtﬁr will win. gut don't send any yet; I'll tell you how, and where, when the time Ny e -
comes. There you are—and Nothing to Pay! lsn't it great ? The Editor.

RULES : Five First Prizes of £4-74. 6d. " Hercules " Cycles and up:to 2,000 ather prizes will be
awarded in order of merit each month during the contest to thereaders declaring and sending the lurgest
collections of the stamps ealled for. Cash value of any of the first prizes may be divided in case of a tie
of ties for such prizes. Ties for any other prizes will be decided by the Editor.
elaims for prizes to he sent on the proper caupon(to be
given later) : no allowance made for any coupon or stamps
mutilated or lost or delayed in the post or otherwize. Neo
correspondence. Mo one connected with this paper may enler,
snd the Editor's decision will be hnal and legally binding
throughout. {MN.B. You c¢an slso collect or swap stamps
with pals whe read ™ Gem,"
- Maodern Boy," * Triumph,"
:PSIgnru Budget,” "Champion,”
Dretective Wee'&!ig " Boy's
Cinema,” and " Thriller,”)
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Overseas Readers, Too! You pals who are far ‘away—you're in this great scheme, also, and special

awards will be given for the 'hest collections from overseas recaders. here
will be a special closing date for you as well, of course! So be sure that you keep these stamps cach week!




DANGER IN THE AIR!

Texas, spells danger for Barney Stone, the foreman.
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N RICHARDS ~

Vernon-Smith’s presence at Kicking Cayuse, his father’s rameh in
And it’s a danger Barney must remove i

RUCTIONS o the RANCH |
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There was a roar of surprise and alarm from the punchers, as Vernon-Smith followed the hotsé-
wrangler up, slashing with the guirt, with all the strength of his arm !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Buater on a Brong !
T SURE he's quiet?” asked Billy
Bunter.

“Jest like a lamb, sir,*’ said
: Lariat, the horse-wrangler of
Eicking Cayusa Ranch.

He winked at Hank, the ranch cook,
as he spoke, with the eye that was
farthest from Billy Bunter.

Hank grioned all over his fat, shiny
face.

Five or six punchers, standing round
at & little distance, grinned at one
another

Billy Bunter did not obszerve it

Bunter's eyes and spectacles were
fived on the horse, which Lariat was
holding by the bridle.

It was bright morning on the Texas
prairies.

Harry Wharton & Co.,, who turned
ot two or thyeo hours earlicr than
Bunter of o morning, had gone oub
with Herbert Vernon-Smith, rnding
over to Packsaddle for leiters.

Billy Bunter, left on_ his own, was
going for a ride, too, if he could find
g suitable mount.

The chums of the Greviriars Remove
had very soon fallen into the cows

uncher’s way of practically living on
ﬁarm-back. But Billy unter was
rather dubious about the “ecayuses ™ at
the ranch. Broncos had rather too
much pep snd go to please Bunier,
who found difficulties in keeping on
the back of a donkey at Margate,

Stll, a fellow who was spending his
holidays at & Texas ranch, really had
ta ride. Distances everywhers were
too great to be covered on foot. And
Buater preferred to cover even the
eliortest distance sitting down—if only

he could be sure thot his steed would
submit to be sat upon.

S0, having made up his fat mind to
it, the Owl of the Remove requested
Lariat to pick out a guiet horse for
him. And. the horse-wrangler led that
broneo out of the corral, ready saddled
and bridled, and held it for the fat
junior to mount.

That broneo looked quiet enough.

If there were & wicked gleam in his
eves, the Owl of Greyfriars did not
notice it. If he laid hack his cars,
Bunter did not grasp the significance
of that trifling eireumstance. Neither
did it occenr to him that the rough-
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STIRRING ADVENTURES
of HARRY WHARTON &
CO. in the WILD WEST!

e

and-ready outfit would rvegard it as o
tremendouz joke to see a *tenderfoot ™
up on & bucking broneo.  The horse
looked guict—eo long as Larnat’s strong
hand was on the bridle. Billy Buntes
linked at him, dubiously; bul ho was
satisfied at last.

“0Oh, all right!” he said. “Hold
him till I'm on”

“Zarel” eaid Lariat.

The punchers, aolready grinning,

prinned mors widely sz Billy Bunter
mounted the brongo. Billy Bunter
had hiz own way of mounting a horse.
He looked vather as if he woro clamber-
ing up o wall
The bronce stirred ; Bunter squeaked.
“J] say! Hold him, you know "

“Yon bet " enid Larmab

And he mfﬂwm and kept the horse'a
head steady. Thoe broneo knew the
master's hend, and was gqniet. 15 was
likely to be o different story when the
horse-wrangler  Iot Eb ar  Billy
Bunter was, as yvet, happily uwnaware
of that.

He squatted in tho saddle at last,
and gatherod up the rein:, The broneo
stood like a statue. But his ears wero
laid faviher back, and his  eyes
gleamed. Ile was only waiting for
Larviat to let go.

“Oh, that's all right!” said Bauter.
Il was fecling quite enndident now.
“MNot o bad gee, Yon can let go, my

man.”

Larviat, when Le lot go, made a
backwnyd jump, to get clear of the
firevworks, All the onlookers bhacked.

Their idea was 1o give the brones
plenty of room.

Ounly Bunter, unfortunately, wax ur-
able to give him ronm—being on bis
back.

Bunter was going to wheel the horso
round, snd ride one at the ranch gate.
wav, and enater down the trail (o meet
the fellows coming back from Iack.
sacldle.

ITe rather fancied the idea of meet-
ing them on the trail mounted on o
broneco, and siowing them that  he
eould handle a Texas Cayuse as well
as any other fellow in the Creyfriars
party.

That was the Emgrnmme—dcﬂinrﬂ
never to be earried ont.

From the moment the horse-wrangler
reloased the broneo, and jumped back
ont of reach, the fireworks began.

That bronce’s head went up into tho
air, till it secmed to the stariled and
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alarmed Owl thal ke weas resching for
the clouds.

Up and wp and up weni ihat head
i front of Bunter's starthed eyves that
nfimost popped through his spectacles,
rdl i bronea was standing on his
Linnd Iu%g.

ITow Bunter shucle in the saddle waa
w omyvatery to bimself and the Kicking
tayuse punchers.  Fvery “pguy ™ on
v spot expected m to slide off over
the horse’s tail, and bnonp on the hard,
snn-baked ecarth,

Such 2 bump would have done somo
damage; but the rough crowd at the
Kicking Caynse pave no inought of
ilsat, his was a eowboy joke on a
renderfont, and if the ienderfoot got
Jamaged, 16 was hia ovn foneral

But the fat Owl of Groyfriavs did
mot sida over the whisking tail, and
crach to the ground. Ile lost his
tirraps, and e lost lus reins, and he
lnzt liis head: but with hands and
fret he elung on, digging his feet into
tha hroneo's ribs, and elutching frantic-
ally at his shegpy mane. At the same
s, he lek gut a vell that woke moesk
af 1he echoes of the raneh, aml the
valling prairie round it.

“Yarcoh 1"

“1Maw, haw, haw " roaved Loriat.

*Haw, haw, Law!” roaved the
panehers,
“h, ecarry me home ta Jape!®

ancped Hanle, the cook, doubled up
with warth.  *Hay, ibat’s some rider !

“ Attaboy 1" yelled Panhandle,

“Haw., haw, haw !’

Crash! came the broneo's forefect
an the pround, T oweat Lz hind
s in the air.

Muving stood on Iia Limd lepe, he
now, a3 b geemoed o the rerpiliod fat
(vl was trying fo staud on s Lead.

“ Yeao-hoop I roarcd Basitey, ™ Heip 1

“Rida him, cowboy ™

“aw, haw, liaw!"”

Very nearly Dunter =lhot over the
[swered neck; but not guite.  Iie was
eliiching on to that lherse Like a

lobsier. The hroneo righted again, asnl
jumped elear into the air,

Farth and ehky swam round Thlly
Bunter.

*Haw, haw, haw !" vaarcd che Nick-
mip Uayuse punchera,

“Yaroop ! sayv, yom fellows—
Oh crilkey | TIelp ! yelled Buanrer,

“ Attaboy 17

“Ride it !

“Maw, haw, haw ™

The roars of merviment reached the
ranch-lonse, and Barpey Soee, fore-
man of the ranch, seppod out of his
oflice, en to the verandsz, and stood
Isoking on ihe seene from a dizstance.
His lean hrown face welaxed into o
£rin.

The factk fhat the hapless fat jumor
was in danger of sovous domage, did
not seem to alfect M. Stone at alll
nt ik was not murh of a secret on
tho Kicking Caynsa that Barney Sitone

did not like the presence of the
owner's son, vernon-Smith, amd his
~chonl frieads st the ranch,  Darmey

was Nobt man to intervens to save one
of 1w Greyfeiavs party fram ammage,
Bunter was scvely in need of help.
ITn never knew how he clune to ihe
Lack of that bucking broneo.  1la Leld
nn for hiz fat dife.  Bat overy leap
arad Bownd of o animal ihreaiened 1o
lharl bin oll,.  Any of ihe powecliors
rould Dhave roped n the hraneo, and
put an end o s anties.  Bai they
il not think of doing co.  They stood

vound at a zals distanes from the
lmging  hoofs,  and  pvoared with
Tanghter,
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“Help ™ selled Bunter. “F v,
lielp! Beaslz, rotters| fleip !

Clash ! Clatter! Crash! Claiter !

The broneo’s hoofs beat & wild Latteo
on the hard earth. One moment his
head was high in the air, the next, his
hind lega. It was like a wild soo-zaw,
and Bi_ﬁ}‘ Bunter, yelling with fervor,
gave lamesell up for lost.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

—

Fired !
Y ULL tell 3 man " ejaculaled Bill
Buek.
Bill eame out of the bunk-

honze drawn by the howls of
merriment,  He stared at the stactling
seena by the corral, and frowned.

Bill was a good-natured “guy.” Bill
;a8 the biggest “galoot ™ in the Kick-
ing Cayuse bunch, standing six-feet-six
in his riding boots. Like many big
men, Bill had a kind heart and & gentle
nature. Moreover, Bill had **ridden
hevd,” as he called it, over the Grey-
friara juniors on their journcy out to
Texas, and he rvegarded them 2s being
to zome extent under his cave,

T'o the laughing crowd by the corral
it did not zeemn to matter what mighs
happen to that fat tenderfoot, tosszed
like a cork on the back of the bucking
broneo. To Bill it did maiter.

ITe frowned, grasped his laszo from

a hook in the bunkhouse wall, and
strede towards the seene wich preat
etrides,

E.'ll'

“"You big stiffsl” he roared as he

came.  “Yon want to break up that
greenhorn  inte  small  pieces? You
figure that Mr, Vernon-Smith wanta

ane of his visitors all broke up by that
cavuse T
iie grasped his lasso for a cast.
“Forget it Bill!" shouted Lariak
angrily. *“Don’t you horn in hers, you

iar

FranCaan §

“¥ou stand pat, Bill Buck I ehouied
Panhandlo.

“IHelp I velled Bunter.

“Keep that rope down, Bill, you bis
«iff 1 roared Laorint, And there was a
shout of protest from  the other
punchersa,

Bill did nov heed.

Ilis lariat whirvled and flew aml 1he
loop seitled over the neck of the buck-
g bronco as it leaped imeo fhe air
OlcE noTe,

Bill's grip on the rope was like ivon,
Ina ﬂ:ﬁi the leop tighwned round the
toszing neck, and Bill deew i the vope.

Farth and sky ceased o spin round
Billy Bunter. ITe wa=z sull on the
broneo's back and sull in one piecs,
thongh  certaindy it bock-jumping
performance could not have lazsted wuceh
fonger,  Gasping, paniing, spladerisg,
the far junior shill clumg on as Bill
pulled 1o the broisco and grasped the
bvichle. . _

Then the horse was  guket  agan,
HIV: geip on the bidle was nor o be
deanned.

O erikey P ogasped Butder, Blink-
ine  dirzily  at Bill over lis big
spectacles  “0h ermiole ! O jooedsy 7
Dounrer was not quite suroa whether be
was still alive.

Bl gainned at Lim.

TGk off n that cavaze, you fal ik !
he saidd O 0 guesa 1t vou want o vide
you betley et e pick out a cavose for
vou! You stee ain'tthe guv to back a
buck-jumper ! Gio off'n 1. I'in tetiing
yvou |

Bump !

Billy Banter got off in s own grace.
ful and inimnitable way, Ile sai ¢n

1T°S UP TO YOU, CRUMS, TO—

Texas ag he did so with a bamp that
aimost shook Texas,
“Wow !

“Ow ™ gasped  Buoter.
Dooiy 1™ .

Bill unhooked the lasse, and with a
swack from a large hand szent the
bronco senttling back inte the corral.
Lo was about to stoop and give Bunier
a hand up, wher Lariat strode up to
him with clenched fists and a furious
Face.

“You doggoned piecan!” yoared
Lariat? ““ What call you pot {o horn in?
You fipure you ecan put it acrn:z ilus
bunch, you Bill Buck, because vou been
crawling around the owner's soni"

Bill picked Bunter up before e
answered—with a single swing of o
powerful arm, weighty as the fat Owl
waa.

Bunter, breathless and spluttering,
lottered away to the rancho. DBunter
had gquite given up the idea of a vide
that morning ard meeting Harry Whar-
ton & Co. on the trail and dizgplaying
to them how he could handle a bronc.
What Dunter wanted just then waa to
sit down at the greatest possiblo die-
fanc& from anything that went on four
rs,

The fat Owl spluttered away, leaving
hia rescuer facing the enraged hovse-
wrangler.

“You pack- it up, Lariat,” said Bill
quietly. “You gobt no call to pley
tricks that-a-way on a fai geck who
don’'t know enough to go in when it
ranz. I'H tell a man ™

“You piecan * roared Panhaudle,
coming up beside the heorze-wrangler.
“ You pesky big stiff—"’

“Aw, can it!” spapped Bill, “What'd
Mr. Vernon-Smith say if he came back
and found that gink all broke up by a
brone ™ ;

“AMyr. Voernon - 8mith — nothing "
roared Lariat. “Barney Sione runs
ihia ranch—and I'm telling you I don't
give a Continental red cent for the
gwner's son, or the owner cither! TYou
ain't horning into my game, Bill Buck—
and I got a quirt here what says the
sama '

Hill, bir as he was, was quick and

alert. He grasped the arn as Lariat
struck at him with the quirt and
ewisted it till  the horse-wrangler

dvopped the quirt, with a vell of agony.
The next moment Lariat was coming at
him with both fists, and Panhandle with
hiim,

Doih were powerful men, but neither
was a mateh for the gigantic Bill. 1le
rrasped the pair of them and, powerful
aa they were, spun them over. Larviat
woelih Lo the earth with a crash, and
Panhandle went spinming across hiwm,
sprawling over his legs.

They sprawled and panted: and Bill
stared down on them grimly, hiz hand
very near the butt of a Colr.

The punchers, no longer lauwzhing,
looked on breathlessly

Every man on the Kicking Caxyusze
packed a gun—and every one of the
viticokers expected gunplay {o follow
1iis rough hoandling of the horse.
wrangler ond hia sidekicker as soon as

ihey got their breath.
Lariat, sitting  up dizzily, reached
roungd his belt Panhandle  stili

sprawled and gasped, DBut before the
horse-wrangler could “pull” Barney

Btone slvode on the sceme  from  the
givection of the rancho. _
“Cuat that out!” he snapped. " Ball

Duck, you big stilf, what you wean by
ihis? You hzgure vou can Lora o oon
e boys’ pame and throw them about
promiseus 1 guess I've had coongh
mall [vom you, Buck, since the owner's
son ik this ranch1 You're fired |
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* Fired I" exclaimed Bill.
“Yep—fired! You can take your
time, Bill Buck:’ snapped Barney
Stone. “I guess I got no use for a Euy
in this buneh running the ranch | Mebha
¥ou fpure that you can put it across
the foreman of this ranch because the
owner's son makes a favourite of you.
Forget it—and git 1*

Bill lookad at him, breathing hard.

“1 awn’t figured no such thing, Mr.
Stone,” he said quietly, “Mebba the
owner's son has cottoned to me a few,
And didn't T let deylight through that
greaser wha was gunning after him?
Am't Mexican Joe in the calaboose ot
Packsaddl- now, with an ounce of lead
in him that I threw? DMebbe young
Vernon-8mith thinks he's obliged to a
ﬁi{ Eﬂ'l‘" looking after him that-a-way.
1=

Barney Stone raised his hand.

“¥You've spilled enough | he snapped.
""There ain’t ropm for two bosses on this
here ranch, Bill Buckl You're fired,
and that's what's the matter. Chew on
that—and git!” '

Lariat and Panhandle picked them-
sclves up and stood looking on with sour
grina on their faces, but the rest of tho
crowd did not seem pleased. Ball Buck
—or “Buckskin Bill,” as he was called
in the bunch-—was liked by almost ‘all
the Kicking Cayuso outfit, and they did
not want to seo him ficed.

“Bay, Mr. BStone, sir—"
Yuba Dick.

“Qan it—roun, Yubal” snapped the
foreman. “What I've said goes! Youn
can step up to tho office for your pay,
Bill—and then hit the trail! I guess
I want to sce your back—and eeo it
epon I

BEill gave a snort.

71 guess I'm sorry to quit the bunch,”
e sard. “But I’'ll tell -2 man, I ain't
gorry to quit you, Barney Stonel I
reckon I'll ride jest as eoon as I can
pack a saddle on my cayvuse.”

A ouarter of un hour later the Kick-
ing Cayuse punchers watched Buckskin
Bill ride away, hiz few belongings
packed on the bronco behind him—fired
from the ranch.

began

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Redskins on the Trail !

HY NDIANS " exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton & Co. wero

riding back from Packsaddle

with the mail for the ranch
packed in Smithy's saddle-bags.

The Famous Five were looking very
morey and bright that sunny morning.
They wore enjoving their holiday in
Texas with the Boundor on the ranch
his father had bought in the valley of
the Rio Frio.

They rodo out of Lthe ¢ow town in a
cheery bunch end followed the irail to
Kicking Cavuse at a gallop. They did
not find Billy DBunter's difficulties in
managing the Texas cayuses, and they
were oftener in the saddle than out of
it. Their foces were burned by the
hot southern sun; they were fit as
fiddles, and they werc enjoying lifo—
etartling as the change was from what
they Iad been  accustowmed Lo ob
Croyfriars,

Monnted on shagpy broneos, with
stetson hats shading their boyish faces,
vifles in leather cases strapped to the
saddles, they would hardly have heen
recognised by fellows in the old Groy-
friars quad.

Abead of them, as Bob Cherry spoke,
loomed a “timber island "=a elump of
grent  cottonwood-trecs,  with  small
timber growing betwoen  the mighty

trinka, The trail ran tkrough the
timber, wnder the shade of wmighty
branches that locked overhead.

In the shade of the bwanches they
gaw a4 number of horsermen, and sup-
esed at flirst thas they wore punchera
rem some of the ranches, but ns they
drew nearer they made out dark,
coppery faces and tatteved blankets,

“Redsking I said Vernon-Sinith, and
ha looked at the rider: under the trecs
with intecest. “Dight find that chap
Running Water among that lot; I'd like
to see him agnin”

The juniors rode on  without
elackening rein. In old days, the sight
of Indians would have beon slarming;
but the days of Redskin raids in Texas
wers long over. They were anly
interceted to sco the specimens of a
dispossessed and disappearing race.

At the same time they were on their
guard, Indian raids were a thing of
the distant past; but Indian horse-
thievery was far from being 8 thing
of the past; and it was quite possible
that the ourcasts of the prairie might
be templed by an  opportunity of
robbery. They were not hikely to expect
much 1n the way of resistance from a
party of schoolboys.

In that, howover, they were destined
to find themselyea mistaken, if they
wers looking for trouble. The Grey-
friars fellows were quite nble to take
care of themselves. They " packed ™
rifles, and knew how to use them=—and
had, in fact, nsed them with effoct, in
pun-fighting with the rustlers of Squaw
Mountain.

Red Indiane, once the lords of the
vast prawvics, were few and far between
in the P'acksaddla country. So_far, the
juniors had scen only ooc—Running
Water, of the almost extinet tribe of
the Waolf-Apaches; and towards lum
they had very kindly feelings, for he
had saved Smithy from being encked to
death in the guicksnnd in the Squaw
TivEY.

As they draw nearer they discerned
that there wore six Indians in tha buanch,
and wontered what they were doing so
Far from their haunts. Redskins who
persisted in keeping out of the reserva-
tions, and remaining “wild,” did not
usually ride the cow country in partiea.
Generally they kept to their haunta in
some reinote recess of thé desert.

“Thev've walking thero for some-
body I said Johnny Bull; and that
fact was clear to all the juniors.

The Indians  sab  their shage
musiangs, in the trail, locking towards
the (Greyfrinrs pacty as they came. One
of them, who had a feathered head-
drezz, and was not quite so tattered as
the vest, probably a chief, had & raw-
hicde laszo in his coppery hand.

“MNot waibing for us, I suppose?”
=aid Frank Nugent, laughing.

Tl Bownsder knitted his brows.

“T'm nor so suve 17 he said guietly,

Havry Wharton gave the Bounder a
guick look.

A rather grim eXprosiion came over
Bmithy's fuce as he watched the Indians,
with keen eyes; amd he drew the butt
of {he vevolver in his belt nearer to
his hand {or a grasp, if it was wanted.

Amonz the six coppery faces turned
towards the juniors with their Llack,
hawkish eyes fixed in o grim stare, that
of BHunning Water, the Redskin he
knew, was not.to be scen.

Whellier these Indianz were of the
samte  tribe, he ecould not tell; Lot
whether or ne, the Indian he had made
friends with was not among them.

“ My dear chap,” said MHarey, “they
can’t  bo  waiting  there for us—they
couldn’t know we were on this trail
to-day.”

5

“Think not " asked the Doundor
sareastically,

:: Well, 1 don't sce—

Barney  HBions  asked  us,  this
morniug, i we'd like to ride into town
for tho mail ” suid the Bounder, in tho
§hnG sarcaslic tone,

“UH" exclailned Wharton,
CWe've been away from (ke ranch
sin¢e enrly thiz morning., Barney's bad
ample tinie to send word to any friends
of his that he mizlt like to fall in with
us on the way back,” sveeved Vernons
Bmith,

SO, myr hat1” said Bob,

Who put up that Klexican to fira
on me from the davk the other night 3"
went on Vernon-Smith. *“Think Barner
was pleased when Bill got him with his
six-guni I've scen him seowling at Bill
8 good many times sinee.’”

The juniors exchanged glanees, and,
without s word, tool: their rifles oug
of the leather cases.

They were drawing near the Indians
now, and though there was no hostile
move, so far, from the Red riders, ther
cid not mean to be eaught unprepared,
if a hostila move came.

Once under the_frecs, shut in by the
vegetation on either side of the trail,
thery wonld at oloso  quarters.
Vernon-Bmith, who “packed”™ a
revolver as well as a rifle, jerkod the
six-gun_from his holster at his belt.

The Greyfriars fellows felt o thrill as

th%-y rodoe on.

sxeept  for knives and lassos, the
Indians did not appear to Lo armed.
FProbably they did not possess firo-arms;
or did not venture to ecarry them
when riding in the white men’s countrr.
But there wera =ix of them, and they
wera all hefty-looking braves.

And the Famous Five conld not help
thinking that the Bounder's suspiclon
mg,"ht be- wall-founded.

ince they had beon at the Kicking
Cayuse Ranch they had discovered—to
their own satisfaction, at least—that
Barney Stone, the foreman, was running
the ranch more for Lis own profit than
that of the distant owner.

They_had known from the start that
something wns going on behind the
scencs ot kicking Caynse; and now
titey were convinced that ther had dis.
covered what it was,

Actual proof was anoller matter,
Most of the Kicking Cayuse sutfit were
honest puncliers, though rough-and-
ready enough in their warvs, But two
or three of them, tho juniors believed,
were in “calioot® ” with Barney, in the
underhand game he was playing.

And that game was, if they were right
in their belief, nothing more or less
than working in collusion with the
“rustlers,” or eatile-lifters who ran off
bunches of Wicking Cayuse cows into
the inaccessible recesses of Squaw
Mountain.

Smithy knew it, and suepceted that
DBarney guessed thak he know it He did
not believe it was by mistake that Barney
had sent Bim riding o trai] which landed
him in a quicksand, e move fhan
suspected that Barney was behind the
atlempt to pick him off with a riflo
on the vernnda of the ranche. The
double-denling  foreman of the ranch
cither susperied. or feared, that the
owner's son waz “wise " to his game;
and Smithy had had more than one
navrow eseape of never seelng Groy-
friars Behoal agoin,

If this was a2 now move in the same
divection. the Bounder was guite ready
to put *pad” fo 1c

The jumors drew neaver and nearer
the timber, the lali-doren  Indians
sitling like statues on their mustangs,
walehing 1hem as they eame.

"Toe Mac=er Lisgwvny.—No, 1,577
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They fpassrd, at length, out of the
glare of tho sunlight ihio the dusky
shade of the great branches,

A minute more and they would have
ridden past the Indians. But in those
moments, the bunch of Red:zkins
suddenly stirred. A coppery arm went
up, and tha lasso held by the Indian
with thes feathered headdress flew; and
had the Bounder been off his guard, the
laop wonld have drapped over hia head,
“roping " bim in. .

But Herbort Vernoe-Smith was on his
guard. Watchiul az a cat. Hae pulled
in hiz horzo as the lasza flow, and
dodged the leop he was watching for.
It dropped in the grass of the trail;
and an angry pguttural grunt escoped
the Indian, %‘hﬂ noext moment ha was
velling, as the Bounder threw up his
hand, with the vevolver in it, and fired.

————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Hidden Hand !

ANG, bang, hnn§t
Loud, startled yells rang under
the branches that jutted over the
trail. The Bounder fired three
times, in r3 Mmany seconds, culting away
fenthera and locks of greasy black hair
from the Redskin®s head.

The five others had pushed forward
their horses as the lasso flew; with the
nbvious intention of driving off the other
juniers, while ithe Bounder remained a
prisoner in the lasso.

It was the Bounder they wanted; and
it was as good as proof that they were
in ambush for the son of the owner of
vhe Kicking Cayuse; and the jumiors
hardly necded telling that the foreman
of the ronch was behind 1t

This was Barney Stone’s latest move,
to rid himself of the owner's son, whose
presence on Kicking Cayuse spelled
danger for him. _

Gﬁimua]y' the Indian must have had
Vernon-Smith, at some time, pointed out
{a him, or he could not have picked him
out from the others as he had done. Tha
feathered chief was going to ride off
with Smithy at the end of his lasso,
whila the rest prevented the Bounder's
comiades from ntervening. .

But  Smithy, instead of Theing
imprizoned in the lasso, was firing at the
chief, cuiting chunks of matted black
bnir from his startled head. The other
fellows, instead of scattering before the
rudden rush of the Redskins, pulled in
their horses, raized their rifles, and
blazed away in a volley, _

They did not aim to hit, with the first
volley. The Famous Five had already
icarued that the Greyiriars ways were
not of much use in the cow country;
but, at tho same time, they would not
aed blood if they could possibly aveid

it
They fired a volley to warn: but had
the Indians come on, they would have
tad no choice but to pull the trigger,
in earnest, and send the red-skinned
outcasts reeling off their mustangs.
Luckily, it was not needed.

The chief, as the Bounder’s bullets
clipped his hair in rapid succession,
velled and howled, dragged round his
fwrge, and rode away down the trail,
ivose lasso dragging behind him as he
want,

That the Bounder was firing only to
qoare him off certainly did not ocour
10 the skin. Threse bullets had
erazed his matted head, one of them
iaking a pateh of skin, as well a3 »
vhunk of greasy hair; and the Redskin
fully expected the next to crash through
Iz’ bram=-as, indeed, it would have
done had he earried on with the attack.

Ture Macxer Lipnany.—No. 1,577
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In defence ot his liberty, the Bounder
of (Greyfriars would have shot hira down,
as ruthlesely as any gunman in
Packsaddia.

As the feathcred chief fed, and the
rifle-volley rang ond echosd, smne of
the bullets grozing the shaggy mustangs,
the bunen of Indians swunge their horses
round and galloped after their leader,
in flisht so sudden as to be almost
lndicrous,

One moment thoy were riding at the

Creyfriars fellows; the noxt, in full and’

frantic flight, ducking their lLecads to
dodge following buallets,

Bang, bang, bangl roared fihe
Bounder's revolver, pumping bullets
efter them a3 they rode, the lead whisz-
zing dangerously close over tho ducking

heada.

Bang, bang! roared the rifles. Dut
the Famous Five were careful to fire
high and miss the ducking lweads by
yards,

Yells and howls floated back, and,
with a thunder of hoofs, the Indians
vanished down the trail, golloped
out of the timber, and urged their
mustangs 10 flight across the prairie.

Herbert Vornon-8mith burst inte a
chuekle. The Famous Five could not
help grinning at the sudden flight of
their assailants.

“Greyiriars wins {®
Chorry,

“The winfulpess ia terrific I’ grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
 Vernon-Smith jam mﬁﬁreﬁh carfridges
into his empty revolver, and dropped it
back into liis holster.

“Come oo |* he said. “Barney will be
pleased to see mo arrive zafe at the
ranch | ] want to see his face |

“¥You thipk * nskad Nugent.

1 don't think—] know | '%]mt- Credsy
brute knew me all right! Y've been
powted out to him. If we hadn't been
on our guard, he would have got me in
that rope1” The Bounder set his Jips.
“Those brutes pover expected us to
stand up to them; they fancied they had
quiteé an easy thing in dealing with a
party of schoolboys And so they would
have bad if we hadon't had the guns
and the nerve to use them.”

“ Mo doubt about thet | agreed Harry
Wharton, " But as it was they hadn't
an earthly.”

The Bounder's braw was knilted as he
rode on with his comrades.

The victory had been an easy one, but
it might have been far otherwise, Only
the fact that the juniors had been warily
on their guard. that they were armed,
and prompt to handle their weapons,
had prevented Smithy being led off &
lelpless prisoner in the Indian's lasso.

“I guess,” said Vernon-S8mith—Smithy
had fallen inte the wav of “guessing ™
since he had been in Texas—"'I guess
I'm fed-up with this, you fellows! Wa
got through that casily enough, but we
mighto’t have. And what iz the next
move going to bo?*

His brow darkened.

“We've got to come to a finish with
Barney Stonel” he szaid, between his
teeth. “1 haven't come out to Texas to
be kidnapped or shot up by a sconndrel
who's afraid of my spotting that he's
robbing my father—as he's robbed every
other owner of the Kieking Cavuze
Ranch! We've got to pet a show-down
with Barney !¥

“1 E’LI[}FDEE there's no doubt—" zand
Bob slawly,

“There's no doubt at all. Bul "—iha
Bounder gritted his testh—"he's as
cunning as a rattlosnake! Wa know he
sent & herd out to the Bguaw range 1o
be picked up by thie rustlers; we kaow

remaerked RBob

Lie zhares their profits; we know a ot of
things,  Bute—>*" ;

“But the butfulpeszs 1s terrific 1™ mur-
wored Ierrew Jamset Ram Smgh.

CBub we can’t prove it on him,” zaid
Vernon-Bmith. “I'm not sure what
would be my father’s opinion if I got
z caple throngh to him. 1le's sont me
cut here, nct go much for a holiduy as
to survey his property and report on it;
ha trasziz a lot to my judgment. Bat he
knows that Barney Stone has been
foreman of tlie ranch for donkey’s vears,
and & repott that Barney iz in league
with a gang of cattle-thicves would
make lum jump, . Bub—"

The Bounder fell inle silence asz they
rode ool ¢f the timber and galloped
across the plain towards the ranch, The
Indians wore out of sight on the rolling
prairio h; ithat timao.

Bmithy’'s position was not an casy one
in dealing with the treacherous foreman
of the ranch, and it was not coasy for
hia friends to pdvise him,

A calble to My, Vernon-Smith, i it
convinced him, would éause the million-
uire to cable back the “eack™ lor
Barney; and Smithy had thought mere
than once of making the fortyamile ride
to the railroad and sending off that
cable, .

But, unless he hed more definite proof
in his hands, he did not fecl assared
of 'the result. Morebver, he would have

referred to “ get the goods ¥ on Barney

tone, and Land him over to Sherili
Lick, at Packsaddle, as a #onfederate of
the rustlors of Squew Mountaion.

The Bounder was thinking it over,
with knitted brows, as the Creyfriars
tellows rodo back to the ranch. Uniil
he came to o * show-down ” with Barney
Stone, danper dogged hia_fﬂbtsmps liko
a shadaow; and behind every peril that
threatened him, he suspeeted the hidden
hand of the foreman of the ranch. But
how he was going to get the goods on
Barney was, so far, a guestion to which
he could find. ng answer

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Barney Means Business!

i’ ALL, hallo, hallo ¥
“Whal's up
“Ow!® groaned DBilly

Bunter, _

“Tao many brekkers all at once 7

“Beast] Uw ™

Billy Bunter was strefched in o rocker
on the veranda when the juniors came
inte the rancho. He was emitting &
=erics of painfnl squeals, squeaks and
moans. Evidenily sometlung was smiss
with William George Bunter,

The Famous Five bhad enjoyed their
morning, nofwithstanding tho bruzh with
the Indians. Plainly, Bunter hadn's.

They gathered round the moaning fat
Owl, with simling faces.

Billy Bunter blinked st them dolor-
cusly through his big spectacles.

“Y say, vou fellows—wow!—I say—
wow—I'm aching-all over! Wow ™

“Reen walking more than a dezen
yards ' asked Johnoy Iull sympatibetic-
ally.

“0Oh, really, Bull—ow!—tihat Dbeest
cnght——"

“Which ¥ asked Horry Wharicn,

laughing. : ,

Bveryhody who did not realise that
Billy Bunter's [at comfort was the moest
urgent and  important matter in the
universe was, in - Bunter's opinion, a
“heast ' r =n, really, he mizht have
alluded to alinnst anybody
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Bill Buck grasped the two punchers and, powerful as they were, spun them over,
** You got no call to play

Panhandle went spinning across him.

“Ow!  That rotter Jenking—"
moaned Bunter. ‘
“Lariat?! You haven't been rowing

with the horse-wrangler " asked Nugent,

“Ow | Nol I sav, Smithy, I wish
vou'd sack that besst| T say, you can
sack a beast, I suppose, as you're the
owner's son? If Stone doesn’t like 1t,
sack him, too! He's & beast as well ¥

The Bounder langhed.,

“You can cackle [” said Bunter indig-
nantly. “Look at mel Aches and pains
all over! I feel as if I've been under a
—wow I—lorry | My—wow I—legs are
neatly dropping offl I think I've
broken rome bones!™

“Yon think?” ejaculated Beb., " Oh,
my hat! If you'd broken any bones, old
fat man, you'd he sure ahout ik l"

“Well, I'm awiully injured | groaned
Bunter. " Chucked all over the place
by & mad beast of a horsel Ow[”

“Beon riding 7" asked Bob.

“Owl I asked that beast to pick out
a quiet horse—wow {—and the brute
jurnped all over the place with mel
Ow! I should have been killed, very
likely, if Bill hadn't Iassoed that beastly
brone! Wow ¥

“Oh |” said Harry.

The juniors woderstood now.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shonlders,
but the chums of the Hemove looked
rather serions,

Clearly Bunter had been the vietim of
an extremely rongh and reckless joke on
the part of the horse-wrangler, end Bill
Jiad come to the rescue.

“1 say, Smithy, will you sack that
beast 1 moaned Bunter.

“ Fathead ¥ answered the Bounder.

“Yaht Rotter!” moaned Bunier.
“Wowl If this is how you let your
guesta be treated, Smithy, I ean jolly
hv{-il,fn:.--_ﬂ Ow! Wowl Oh crikey!

Wl
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rains ! ** snapped BIilL

*Fla, ha, hat”

“ Keep clear of the horses if yon can't
ride 1* =aid the Bounder.

“T ean ride all right 1" hooted Bunter.
“T can’t ride these wild beasts that they
eall harses in Texas, I'm all right when
I'm backing & bunter at Hunter Court—
I mean, & huuter at Bunter Court—"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ (Mackle 1" said Bunter bitterly. “It's
what I expect after all I've done for
soul Wow! TI'm aching all over!
Wow ™

“Well, it was a rotten joke to play
on & fat duffer ! =aid Bob. *“But it
was jolly decent of Rill to weigh in and
stop it! Where's Bill now "

“ Qacked 1 answered Bunter. " Wow [

“What 7" exclaimed sll the juniora
together.

“What they call fired ! said Bunter.

“Stone sacked himl Wow! Never
mind Bill, Ow! I think you fellows
might think of mel Owl Leggo my

shoulder, 8mithy, you beast| Wharrer

vou shaking me for?"

The Bounder grasped him by o fat
shoulder and shook him. Elis eves wers
glinting.

“What do yon mean by saying that
Eill is sacked, von fat fool?™ he suapped.
“Are you talking ont of your silly bat,
or what?"

4] L'} IH‘

“Eiﬁnn‘h Lo sacked !V cenid Ilarcy
Wharton. “It's rot! Why, Bill's the
beat man in the bunch.”

“Well, ha's jolly well sacked " eaid
Bunter. Y Leggo, Smithy, you beastl
I'm telling you, nin't I? Lariat and
Panhandle had & row with Bill for stop-
ping their rotten game, and he pitched

them over, and then Stono sacked
him=—"'

The DBounder released Bunter's
shoulder. Ilo stood Lreaihing hard and

L
L =

Lariat went to the sarth with a crash, and
iricks on a fat geck who don’t know enough fo go In when it

deep, with such intense anger in his
face that the othar fellows looked at
him rather uneasily.

“Backed—Bill!” breathed ftha
Bounder. “Backed for stopping that
Mexican from getting me the other
night! That's the reason!  Stone's
heen watching for an excuse ever since.
Don't I know it? By gad! This does

it

“Hold on, Smithy ! said Harry
Wharton, *“Keep cool!”

“Keep cool! Do you think I'm going

ta let that willain send away the only
man I can trust on the whole ranch®™
said Vernon-8mith, between his teeth.
“T'H let him know. Do you know
where Stone is now, Dunter?’

“Ilo was here a few minuies ngo,
watching you fellows come in. [ think
hoe went to his office—""

Smithy did not wait for the fat Owl
to finish. He tramped sway along the
veranda towards the doorway ot the
foreman's office.

Harry Wharton & Co.
troubled glances.

It was a blow to all of them to heare
that Bill Buck had been *lived " off
the ranch. Like the Bounder, they had
little doubt of the foreman's reul
motive.

But the fact remained that Barney
Stone was foreman of the ranch, wiily
full powers to “fire ™ any man in the
bunch, if it seemed good to him to do
80,

Smithy was the owner's son; lut he
had no power to controvert Daine:'s
antharity. Only an order from his
father, three or four Lhonsand miles
away, could do that. And it was a ride
of forty miles to the nearvest tolograph.

Comiug to an open break with tho
foreman was not likely to bo naeful. 8o

Tre Macxer Lismany.—No. 1,571,
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far, Smithy had .agresd
Famous. Five in that view,

with the
Indeed,

Le had cautioned them to be careful on sir—

that very point., But his angry resent-
ment had carried him away now, and
it looked as if the break was coming.
The Famous Five followed Smithy
along the weranda, leaving DBunter

mpaning and mumbling in the rocker,
fully eecupied with the aches and pains

vof William George Bunter.

The door of the foreman's office was
open.  Barney Stone was seated at the
roll-top desk within when the Bounder
urrived,

He glanced round at Vernon-Smith.

Bunter had mentioned that the fore-
man had watched the party ride in—
with what feelings, they could guess.
But if it had got Barney’s goat to see
the owner’s son ride in with his friends,
rafe and sound, he showed no sign of

that 1 his lean, brown face. e gave
the, Bounder a nod, apparently not
noticitng  the angry excitement in

Vornon-Bmith's looks,

“Morpin', sir!"” said Barney, “ You
got the mail from Packsaddle?”

“XNever mind that!” The Bounder
calmed himself with  an effort.
“RBunrer's just told me that Bill Buck
has left the ranch.”

“"Yep ™ assenied Barney.

“You've fived him 1™

&l ELII‘E I.':r

“And whei™?

"1 puess I ain't been safisdicd with
that hombnre for some time, A
Vernon-Smith,  sir,”  said  Baroey,
shaking his head “Ile’s s good man
with the cows, and I ain't saying that
he ain't. But on o ranch like tlns, sir,
it don't do io take back-chat from ono
of the bunch. Bill's got too hig for his
oots,” and he Lad to go.™ -

Vornon-Smith breathed hard,

“Rill's ithe best puncher in the Kick-
ing Cayuze ourtdit,” ho said. “You
know that, as well as I do, Mr, Stone.™

Barney smiled faintly. Irobably ha
had ex;:m:t-nd thie owner's son to “kick™
when he learned that Bill was gone,
11e was prepared for that.

“1 aw't denying that he's a good
puncher, Mr, Vernon-Bmith, siv!'” he
admitted.  “But_he sure has too much
gall for 8 man riding under my orders.

CYCLING or HIKING THIS SUMMER ?—

T guess I thought it over, but he had to
be ﬂ,re;s;'l, Now, if you got the mail,

“Rill Buck is not going to bo sacked
off this vanch, Barney Stone ™ gaid the
Beounder deliberately, “He's eoming
back.”

“Bearch mo!™ said Barney.

Horry Wharton & Co. stecd in the
doorway of the office, in silenco. Their
feelings were all on the side of the
Bounder; but they could sea what the
angry Bounder seemned to have for-
gouten-—that the power was in the fore-

man's hands.
“Where 13 he now?” demanded
Bmithy.

“You can search me{”_ said Barney
mql‘!i. “(averting round l::u:rh:mﬁ for
a lob on another ranch, mebbe.

“"RBill doesn't want a job an another
ranchl  Bill Buck's coming back to
this ranch, Barney Stone.”

Barney shrugged his broad shoulders,

“I guess' 1 dom't get youw, sir,” he
=aid stolidly,
foreman of the Kieking Cayuse, and I

to handla the bunch. If & man

't suit me, he goea. I donlt want
no trouble with the ewner's son, sir—
but I give .orders on this ranch, so
long's I'm foreman.”

Vernon-Smith's eves hlazed.

“That waon't be " ha said
between his teeth. “Either Bill Buck
eonea back to this ranch, Barney
Stone, or I ride over to Prairie Bend
to-morrow to send a cable to my father.
You'll stay foreman just so long as it
tukes for wiy father to cable bhack."

Barney's deep-set eres narrowed.

Harry Wharton & Ce. watched him.
It waa open war mnow, and ihey
wondercd what line he would take, He
remained perfectly cool.

“¥You figure that your popper will
fire a foremion who's been on this raneh
5o long to please a schoolboy wha's lost
his temperi” asked Barney.

“1've got o fow things to put in the
wire that will make him make up
his mind about that!” said Vernon-
Sk, _

‘Barney eved him.  He did not ask
what the “few things?” were! Pop-
haps he did not need to ask.  Alihough
his lean, grim face never belrayed his
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thoughts, the juniors had thonght more
than onco that ha knew thot ho waa
doubted and suspected,

“Wauoal, I guesa I ean’t stop you,”
drawled Barney. “If the noo owner
ain't satisfied with mo I guess he's got
his remedy. But jest like 1 szaid, =o
long’s I'm foreman, Buckskin Bill's
fired. That's the lot, sirl’”
Vernon-8mith clenched his hand.

“If you got the mail from Pack-
gaddle—"" addnd Barney calmly, as if
the subject was now done with and
dismizsod.

Tho Bounder choked back his rage,
iurned, and left the office. without
another. word, His friends followed
him in silence. Jt was open war now
with the foreman of the ranch, and
Barnéey, at all avents, had won thae first
round,

———_—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Unexpeocied !
" OUR horse, sir!1” said Lariat
re ga::_tt‘u]iy.
Dawn was glimmering over
the Kickmg Cayuse Ranch. In
the bunkhouss many of the bunch were
still asleop. In the ranche Billy Bunter
was snoring, and wes booked for o
good many hours mora of tho same. But
Harry Wharton & Co, were early astiv
that morning.

Chick, " the choreman, was not yet
up; the juniora hed sortod out break-
fast  for themielves, and they came
down to the corral for their horses,
the fresh, 'golden dawn.

Vernon-Smith's mind was madé up.

Ile had not spoken a4 word to the fore.
man _sineg that sceng in the officc.
Barney Stone was grimly keeping to
hiz peint. Barney meant business,
Biil Buck, the man whom the owner's
zon could trust, the man who had
saved hin from peril, was gﬂnﬁ—nnt‘ ta
rcturn, =0 long as Barney Stone boszeed
the Kicking Cayuse. Smuiliy was nor
standing for that. Al depended now
on the result of that cable to his father,

Smithy was fairly confident of the
result.

His fathier irnzsted his judgment and
his sagpacity, amd, schoolboy as he was,
the millionaire. relicd upon him to give
him a full and accurate report on his
new propecty in Texas,

Vernon-Bmith would have preforred
to leave the matter till he had mora
definite proof,  But Barney had forend
his hand., Whether 1t wazs wiso or un-
wize to ecome to an open break with
the fareman of the ranch, Herber
Vernon-8mith was determined not 1o
viedd, His friends, on tha whale, con-
sidered that he was right, far they conld
ot  doubt that Bmithy’'s pevil was
greater now that Bill was gone,

Harry Wharton & Co. arvived ot ithe
corral for their horsez, prepared, as
nsuel, to handle them themsclves. They
were a little surprised to find the horse-
wrangler ihere, with Vernon-8mith's
Lironeo ready saddled and hridled, hold-
ing it for him at the gate of the corrval

Lariat was the cause—or, at least, the
rxcnsc—for the firing of Bill Buek, Hn
had had trouble more than oneco willy
the owner's son. He was, if Bmithy's
suspicions were well founded, Barney's
confederate in dealings wirth the gane
af rustlers who ran off Kicking Caynse
herds,  His wnwillingnes= to tako orders
fram the owner's son had heen very
siech 1 evidence ever sinee 1o juniors
fad been on the ranch,  So his respec!.
ful eivility on the present oceasion was
guite nnexpected.

1o had not got the other horens
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ready. All his obliging civility was
rescrved for the owner’s son.

“Thanks " said Smith :}?rrelassl{:._ as
be took the horse from Lariat Jenkins,

He smiled rather sarcastically, It
Iooked to him as if the horse-wrangler
eimed to make his own peace, In view
of the possibility of Barney getting
“fired.”  Cortainly this was the first
time that Laviat had shown himself
obliging.

The Famous Five saddled up, and led
out their horses. Smithy was mounted
firsi—with o tizht hand on the rein, for
his bronco scemed vory fresh and
spirited that morning. !

‘he horse-wrangler stood watching
thomn as they rode ont in a bunch under
the rising sunlight. There was a curious
expression on Lariat's hard, bronzed
face. But the juniors did not look back
&t him, and did not know, or care,
whether the horse-wranglor was inter.
ested in their movements,

They rode away ot an easy trot.
Forty miles riding lay ahead of them
to reach Prairie Bend, most of tho dis-
tance over wide and solitary prairies,
where they were likely to seo none but
on oceasional puncher “riding herd.”

Unless, indeed, they came on foes—
and for that they were fully propared,
SBmithy was quite assured that the fore-
man would prevent him from reaching
the railroad town, if he could,

But it was difieult to ses how Barney
could have planned an ambush on the
way, either with a bunch of rough-
necks, or the outcast Indians. There
were a dozen trails to ¢hoose from, and
tha foreman could not possibly know
which one the Greviriars fellows would
take once out of sight of the ranch.

Unleas they were followed from the
ranch, they wera gmn‘g to disappear
beyond Barney's ken. "And, during the
first two or thres miles, glances back
revealed no sign of & rider on the
plains. They were not followed,

Vernon-Smith, by that time, had
another matier to vecupy his mind., His
bronco was giving trouble,

The Bounder wasz & good rider; and
lad he been in Billy Bunter's place the
previous day. the horse-wrangler's
rouph éﬂkﬂ- would not lhave bothered
him, He would bave ridden that buck-
ing bronce witheut dilfieulty.

%ut Ito secmed to boe having troulile
now to keep his own horse 1o hand.

The Bounder's mount was a very
handzome pinto, or “peinted* horae,
which Smithy had selected for himsell
with preat care. He could have out-
distanced the other fellows on the pinto,
though they were all well mounted.
Now he wai finding it dificult to hold
the pinto in.

The aunimal had seemed very fresh
when he started, and in two or thres
miles, instead ﬂ-il‘ settling down to the
pace, the pinte became more and more
uneasy, and itz uneasiness grow into
excitement.

Every now and then it tried buek-
ium ing; and Bimthy needed a hard
wnd on the rein to control 1t

" Bothier the brute!” exclaimed the
Bounder at last. “What the dickens is
ihe matter with 1£?"

e t]ra(f:g'ﬁd on the reins as the pinto
attempted to bolt. Wilth eet teeth and
e Lknitted brow, Lo held the bronco in.

* Look out, Smithy ' exclaimed Harry
Wharton, in alarm.

The Bounder's horse made n sudden
leap into the air, and came down with
e crash, ‘Then its heels flew up, and its
head came down—then its hiead up, and
it towered on ite hind loga.

Smithy eat it like o rocl,

Harry Wharton & Co. drew rein.

T

* CYCLE and SEE THE COUNTRY!

They backed® their horses out of reach
of the pinte’s fving heels.

They were about six miles from
Kicking Cayuse Ly this fime, riding
towards the Irio river. Round them
was the rolling praivie, stretching un-
bounded on all sides.

In surprise and alarm, the Famous
Five watched the pinto. Smithy had
ridden that horse a score of times, and
it had never given trouble, Now it
secemed to be wrought up to a pitch of
exciternont little short of madness.

Only & Brst-class rider could have kept
his saddle as the horse lenped au
bounded, and towered on its hind l?s,
and crashed down on its forefeet. For
full five minutes that desperate strugelo
botween horse and rider lasted—and the
Boundor kept his seat, his face sef, and
his eyes glinting. What was the matter
with the pinto, was beyond his under-
standing; but it was plain that there
was something very much the matter
with it.

Crash, crash! Clatter, clatter! went
tho ringing hools and still- the Bounder
sat fast—ho was, in fact, riding for his
life now. A ecrash on the hard, sun-
baked earil;, with those mad hoofs
tramp]ing;, would have meant serious
mjury, 1f not death.

His friends could give no help. They
could not even draw near him. They
could only wait, and watch, for the
finish of that wild and unexpected
strugelo. . ]

SBuddenly the pinto seemed to give up
the fight, and, mstead of typing to un-
seat its rider, ‘daslicd away acrosa the
prairie at & mad gallop. This time the
Bounder failed to hold it in. The most
powerful puncher in the Kicking Cayusae
outfit could not have held the pinte in
at that pitch of maddened excitement.

“ After him 1" panted Beb,

Smithy had to give the horse Lis head
—tlicre was no choice about that. All
he could do was to sit tight, and kee
his saddle, and kepe that the brutc's
own frantic exertions would tire outk

Harry Wharton & Co. put spurs to
their horses, and galloped in pursuit.
Vernon-3mith was going like an arrow,
drawing farther and farther abead of
his friends, With spur and quirt they
wread their brencos on in chase, deeply
alarnied for the BDounder, striving their
hardest to keep him in sight,

But it was in vainl The maddened
pinto was going like the wind; and, fast
as they rode, it drew farther and
farther away,. till it disappeared with
its rider in the far distance.

In deep anxicty thoy spurred on. The
Bounder was gone, out of their -.u%ht,
and they dreaded what they might find
when ot last they saw him again,

A —

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.

Bill Herns In !

ERBERT VERNON SMITI
rode—with set teeth.
The wind rushed by him like
& torrent—the rass  raced
under the thundering hoofs. IHis feet
were firm in the stirrups—his grip hard
on the reins.

To control the maddened horse was
impossible—no hand could have con-
trolled it. The Bounder’s efforts wero
concentrated on one ubg-:ct—m keep
his scat, to save himsclf from crashin
to the earth with broken and shattere
limbs.

Mliles—swift miles—raced under the
flying hoofa. Io did not think of t1ying
te look round—but he knew that his
friends must be out of sight.

P glimpsed

9

e waz alone on the vast praivie—
alone in the wilderves: of grass and
brish, under the blue dome of the sky—
alone with the maddened horse. And
kis life hung on a thread.

In that fight for life, he had little
leisure to think—but he knew that it
was ne outburst of temper that affecied
the bronco te this extent. 'Lhe hoise
had been rampered with,

What had been done he did not know
but he knew now why Lariat had
saddled the bronco, and had it ready for
htm; he knew, as well as if he had

4 seen him, that the horse-wrangler had

done ihis, and sent him riding te his
death.

Barnevy Stone had not meant himn to
ricacit  the railroad town, wnd calle
home—and this was the methoed adopted
to prevent it. Now that 1t was too late,
now that he was caught in tho trap,
ithe Bounder knew it, aud kucw it
clearly.

Oualy by @ miracle, as it seemed, Lad
ho escaped so far with hia lile. Fow
riders wouald have sab thvough that mad
spasin of buck-jumping. Now, as the
bronco raced on, death was the rider's
cornpanion. He could not stop the
horac—he could not checl: its mad speed
—only by bittcr concentrated effort
could he keep his seat. And it could not
last much longer.

The bronco galloped at an almost
unbelievable speed. It was as if Le was
seeking to flea from what {formented
him=—and every now and then {here
camo 4 shrill sgucal from the animal
that told of pain.

Foam flecked the open muzzle like
snowflakes—the eyes bulged and blazed
—the nostrils steamed. Gallop, gallop,
gallop, with leap and bound, every leap
almost finging the rider from the
saddle.

But still the Bounder sat tight, and
rode.

Far away, ahead in the distance, he
ines of scruba and small
timber, and guessed that it marked the
conrse of the Ric Frio, below Pack-
saddle, It meant a new peril—ior the
runaway was heading direct for the
river, and if it did not swerve away
from its conrse, it meant & fall down the
stoop bank—a crash into the Frio far
below., Dub no drag on the reins ioflu-
enced the maddened animal—the
Bounder was as powerless as a mosquito
on ita back.

Thunder, thunder, thunder, ecrashed
the palloping hoofs, riniing incessantly,
The speed did not slacken—the bronco
spomed to race faster and faster—and
the Bounder's hoad was almost spinning
with the rushing speed, the rosr of the
wind past his face. How long was this
to last? What was the end to bot I
seemed only too clear what the end muast

i,

Ha fancicd he glimpzed o stetson hat
o the plain—but, if so, it was lost to
sight the next momnent. ]

'he thunder of the hoofs filled his
eﬂaa ﬁ'iih smﬁim i
rallop, gallop, gallop ]

A gully, at the bottorn of which a
irickle of water ran to join the Frie,
gtretehed across the way—sballow, but
wide, The bronco took it in a leap,
crashing down on the farther side, and
almost losing its feet. Vernon-Bmith
felt lumself going—he clamped his
knees to hold on, and lost his stirrups.
A savage wrench of the broneo’s headd,
at the same moment, fore the reins
from his hands.

The maddened brute thunderved om,
and siill Vernon-Bmith, with stirraps
Aving loose, and the reins gone, clung
Ol

Tue Macrer Lisrany,—Neo. 1,577,



10

But (his was (he end, and he koew
i1 Desperatelv be ¢lung. gt he knew
that the ecrash was coming—the crash
on the hard carth, breaking his bmbs,
evon 1f he was noet Lrﬂlll[ﬂl‘.‘ﬁ under Lhe
thundering hoofs.

Crack !

I the thunder of the hoof-heais, he
Bardly heard the shot that suddenly
rang sharply through the clear air.

The bronee pave one more leap—and
plunged over.

It was well for the Bounder that be
was quick.wilted, that he was swift on
the upiake—well for him, too, that lus
fect were ziready clear of the stirrnps.
As the bronco plunged down heavily in
the grase, he leaped clear irvom the
falling animal.

A shot had struck the bronce dowa
end given him that change. Lven then,
had the aznimal rolled and stroggled,
the hoofs wonld have crashed on the
Bounder., But the pmuote, after that bast
plunge  {ovward, :]id not stiv. Lhe
bullet was in lus brain, and he had been
killed instanely amd rocroifully.

‘Lhe Bounder stumbled away and fell
in the grass.

The broneo lay inect.  Dazed, dizey,
the Bounder stumbled over. His strengrh
was  spent=ho  tricd  to rise,  andd
gtumbled over again, from sheer weak-
L1PE5.

He rvaised himself on his elbow, and
looked round him with dizey eyes. He
conld sea nothing but the thick grass
amd the blue dome of the sky—and the
tdead body of the hronco, lyving a few
vards away.

But there was a ctonnd—a sonnd of
hoof-beats—a rider was approaching
E}m. A stetsonr hat loomed agamst the

ke,

- He beard the jingle of bridle and
stirrup as the rider pulled 1nv; the crash
of heavy riding-boots as he jumpod
down from his horse. ‘Lhen the shadow
of the ten-gallon hat was over him—a
bronzed, bearded face locked down on
him, a face he knew.,

“Bill1”  panted Vernon-Smith, in
wonder,

“T'I lell a man ! gasped Bill.

He put his arm under the exhaunsted
srhoolboy and raised him to liis feet.

Smithy stood leaning on him, weakly,

“Rill!" he repeated, like a fellow 1n
a dreeam. He alinost thought that 1€ was
a dreamm—ha could hardly believe that
i was, indeed, Bill that he saw—Rill
who had saved him from destruction.

“¥ep!™ said Bill, “I'll say that was
u closg call, Mr, Vernon-8mith, sir!
Pl tell a man from Texas.”

‘The Bounder leaned on him, panting
and panting. It was Bill; big, rugged,
lronest Bill; and Bill had saved him.

"1 guess,” said Bill, “that you waul
ihis here baby riding herd over you,
Are. Vernon-Smith, sic! I'H tell a man !
Sav, what's pot txhat hoss? T soen a
hoss mad afore, more’'n once, Lbut I
never scen a hoss as mad as that hoss "

Rmithy panted for breath.

“You've gaved my life, Bill!
vight on the finish!t
life, old-timer 1
B:{ISUEME thing yon Lnow!™ agecod

Yila

“ How did you ecome here? How—-""

"1 puesa that's easy, Mr. Vernon-
Smith. Mebbe yow've heered that
Barney Stone fired me off' n the Kicking
{iavuse yesterday, arter I had a row
with Lariat and Panhandle—"

* Yes—yes, but—-"

“I puess I was hatting the trail to-day
for Hard Tack,” explained Bill. "I got
to get 1nto another bunch. I was. jest
riding down the Frio when I seen yoo
going hell-for-leather ! I seen that hoss
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f I waz
You've saved jny

THE MAGNET

was mad, and 1'd never get near
ciough for-the vope. That's how!”
_Vernon-Smith understood.  Something
}Il-:-r_' a sile caine over his strained white
HLU LR

Burney Stoue had “fived ¥ Bill to got
rid of the puncher who had *ridden
herd ” over the owner’s son. But for
that, Bill would have been on the
ranch. It wes becausze he was fired
that Bill had been riding down the
river that day to look for a new job at
Hard Tack. Barney certainly had never
dreamed of such an outeome as that |

“If you'd wmissed, Bill— muttered
Swithy,

“Aw, forget it [ =aid Bill.

. The Bounder shivered., That single
shot from the puncher had struck the
mad  bronco down and  killed it
mstantly.  But had it only wounded
ithe hapless brute, the result te the
Bounder swould have been terrible,
mixed up on the earth with a rolling,
struggling, kicking broneo. 'Bill’s aim
had net failed him, however,

‘I gaess you been through it, sirt”
zaid Bill, as the Boundef ceased to lean
on him, and stood more steadily.
tell & man. 1 guess it's got me beat
what was the matter with that eavuse
of yourn. He sure was plumb loco.”

The Bounder st his teeth.

“ Lariat saddled him for me,” he =aid.
* Lariat played some trick on that horse
—I dow't know what! It wasn't the
broneo’s' fault—he was & good horse,
Find out what that viilain did to him,
Bill

Bill whistled.

Il tell &2 man!® he ejaculated.
“That cuss Larviat Jenkins 13 surc a
nard case—but I don't reckon—"

T tell vou, he did it 1™ exclaimed the
Dounder ficrcely, “and I'm going back
to the ranch to reckon with him.”

Bill whistled again, and stepped io
ihe inert form of the pinto, But his
ook changed as he bent over ihe
animal.

“Carry me home to die!” Le rex.
claimed, -

There was blood mingled with the
thick streaks of sweat on the pinto’s
flanks, 13ill'a rugged face set hard and
grim. He removed saddle and girth,
and then the look on his face startied
Vernon-Smith, gpazing at him.

“The dog-goned skunk !™ roared Bill.

“You've found onp—"

“The pizen polecat!” Bill'a face was
red with rage” as ha held up & bunch of
cacluz-thorns that gleamed erimson in
thé sunlight. “I've knowed that triek
io be played afore, but T never reck-
mlﬁ%‘ ""* d 2ol

Wi gaspod =y,

He knew now. y

Already le had suspeeted that the
horse-wrangler had plaved zome treach-
crots trick wher he saddled the pinto.
Now he knew., The cactus thorns had
beon packed under the saddle. At first
they had merely irritated the hroueod
but after o short dizstance the rider's
weight, and the horse’s movement, had
cavsad them to bite desp—tormentin
ihi hapless bronee to the piteh of mad-
wesz, bt was cleay enough now.

“The pizen skunk ' hizsed Bill,

Hevbert Vernon-Bmith gripped  his
(uire,

The vide to the railioad town, and
the telegraph office there,was dismissed
from his wiml now,  There was only
one thonght in the Bounder’s mind at
this momant—tio get back to the ranch
and deal with the dastard who had
plaved this deadly triek.

“Wo must hit Kicking Cavuse, Bill,”
he said. “And hit b gmek! IT'm
going  io deal with Lariat as  he
deserves |M

Poing.

“r'l |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Has Hizs Way!

1 "LYT 1Y roared Bill,
He waved his hat in zpgnal

ta ithe riders, whose steisons
topped the waving grass,

“Hallo, halle, hallo! It's DBl
shouted Dob Cherry.

“And Smithy ¥ exclaimed
Wharton, in great relief.

The Famous Five rode up. They
reined  in  their panting, sweating
broncos. They had followed at a hard
gallop, but with little hope of secing
mmithy--unless they found him lying on
the earth, thrown by the runaway. They
had had no chance whatever of over-
taking the pinto, szo long as he Lkept
But the E:!ntf.‘- lay inert in the
Fg*aﬁs now—and Bill's deep roar, and
;;s'; l;waﬂng stetzon, guided them to the
a2 5

“All right, Bmithy?” gasped Dob

Harry

herry, as he dismounted.
“O.K.,"” said the Bounder. Me was
recovéring now from the straim.  * One

of you fellows will have to lend me his

wree to get back to the raneh! A
couple of P&Gu‘mn ride double—I"ve got
to_ hit cking Caypsze, and hit it
guiclk.”

“But what?™ asked Iarry.

The Bounder picked up the bunch of
stained cactus thorns, and tho Famous
Five staved at it as he held it up. The
look oit Vernon-Bmith's face was
making them feel uneasy. -

" That's the latest ! said tho Bounder
grimly. * Lariat saddled my bronc—you
unoticed that? He packed these thorns
under the saddle——"

“"Oh!" gasped Bob.

“If Bill hadn’t turined up and thot
the pinto, I should neover Iﬂau.-c given

‘Barney Stono any wore trouble!” said

the Bounder, with glittering eyes.
“But I'm gomg to give him a whole
eap yet. But Lariat first—I'm going
back to the ranch to deal with him.”

“The awful villain |¥ breathed Nugent.

“I'll say that gu%Lariat. iz a plzen
shunk,” said Bill, *“But don’t you hgure
that you can handle that guy, EvE\lr.
Vernon-S8mith—PIl tell & man vyou
cotildn’t handle onc sido of him.”

“I'm going to!” said the Bounder,
between his teeth. *I'mn going straight
back to the ranch, and I'm going to
quirt Lariat off it.”

“I'll tell & man!” gasped Bill,

S Bmithy I murmured: Bob.

“My esteemed and absurd
Smithy——" exclaimed Hurree Jamset
Ram giugh.

The Bounder gave a harsh laugh.

“Barney Stone can hardly stand op
for him when T let the whale outhit know
what he’s done,” he said.  ~ Barney's
got appearanees to keep up. Not that
I'm bothering about Barney, 1'm going

‘back to deal with Lariat, and 1'm going

io quirt the hound off the ranch, and
I'm going to do it now ! Give me a
horse 1"

The Famous Five stood in the grase
holding their horsea by the bridles, The
Bounder's lock had made them uneasy,
Hizs wordz made them more =o.

o far they had known nothing of the
dastardly trick played by the horse-
wrangler. They had only suppozed that

the pinte had got out of hand and

bolted. Now that they knew the truth
their anger and indignation were deep,
But the idea of the Bounder “oquirting ™
Lariat off tha ranch was rather
startling.

Smithy was strong and sturdy, and
couragcous to the point of utter roek-
lesaeess: bud iha burly Larviae conld
have picked himn up in one hand and
raszd him over the corral wall.



“Keep cool, Bmithy,” said Harry
guietly. “There's not a lot of law in
the Packsaddle conotry, but there's
enough law to deal with a scoundrel
like that, The sheriff

Vernon-3mith suapped his fingers.

" That for the law and the sherilf |” ha
sald contemptuously. I'm going to deal
with that villain, and do it now—as fast
as I can get back to Kicking Cayvuse.
I'm going to quirt him till he howls,
and quirt him of the ranch, and if
Barney Stone chips in I'll handle him,
too, and glad ¥

“Bay, you voung giuk,” gasped Ball
Buck, staring blankly at the Bounder,
*you figure that guy Lariat will stand
for it? You leave that guyr Lariat to a
g&luug- Jﬂ.hi}ut my eize. You hear mo
yaup '

“ He had better stand for it,” said the
Bounder, between his teeth. "I pack &

n, Bill Buek, and do you think I'd
think twice about handling it on & man
who planned to get me killed by o
broneo 7"

“th, my hat!” said Bob.

“ Smithy, old chap—-"

“1'1 tefi & man " gasped Bill

“I want a horse!” snapped the
Bounder. “Lend me your horse, Bill "

Bill grinned,

“J puess I'd lend you my cayuse, and
hoof it ten miles to Packsaddls, to
rustle another critter,” he said, “but
not to help you hunt for gun-play with
8 guy of Lariat’s heft| Nopel”

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth. Ilis
glance swopt round at the Farous Five
Lholdivg their horses.

Hiz own pinte lay dead on the earth,
end it was a good fifteen miles Irom
that spot back to the ranch. In his rage
and resentment every mmoment was
precious. He grudged even the time for
8 gallop back t~ Kicking Cayuse.

But his friends had s very different
view. They understood the Bounder's
deep rage, and sympathised with it, and
they admitted that no punishment could
be too severs for a scoundrel who had
tormented & horse to cause it to en-
danger the rider’s life. But gun-play
did not come inte the picture if the
Fomous Five had any say in the matter,

“ Look here, Smiths » said Harry.

“Will you let me have that horse "

“Not for what you want,"” said Harry
Wharton, shaking his head. * Wait till
you're cool, and—"

Fle was interrupted.

The Bounder made a swift stride at
him, grasped the bridle with one bhand,
and with the other gave Wharton a
rouph shove that sent him stumbling
backwards to fall in the grasa.

In &n instant the Bounder swung him-
golf into Wharton's saddle and dashed
his spurs into the flanks of the brenco.

e Sl;?ithy I roared Bob.

bawled

“You cheeky ass,
Johnny Bull. .

The Bounder, if he heard, did not
heed. He was riding away like the
wind, with quirt and spur, at 8 med
gallop towards the distant ranch.

Harey Wharton staggerved to his feet.

Iis face was red with anger.

“Search me!” pazped Bill Buck,
staring after the Bounder. “T'll zay
that young geck has got gall—he surely
has! I puess I'm getting aefter that
voung gink! Ho sure sin't geing to be
shot up by that guv Laciat, arter his
popper handed hia over Lo me to ride
herd. I'll sar nope |

And Ball mounted his brouco and
tdazhed away after the Bounder—already
at A distance, and galloping on
Whorton's hiorse almost os fast os he had
galleped o tlie runaway pinto.

stop 1™

EVERY SATURDAY

The Famous Five wera left standing
and staringe.

Haorry Wharton breathed hard: but
anger gave place to alarm—alarm for
the reckless Bounder.

“Come on,” ho =zaid, “weo've
get back. T shall Lhave to ride
with vou, Frank.”

“Jump on I eaid Nugent.

The echums of the Remove mounted,
Nugent's broneo taking a double burden,
The juniors headed for the distant
ranch. But the Bounder was alreadr
out of sight; Bill Buck almost out of
sight behind "him. They made all the
speed thoy could; but they knew, only
toa well, that whatever was gomng fo
happen at Kicking Cayuse woula be
m’url befors they could arrive at the
I feel.

ot to
ouble

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Greyiriars Gun man !

ARIAT, the horee-wrangler,
stared, and siared harder.

E-Lanciin]g it the open gateway,

he was looking out over the

peairie trail, A faint, derisive grino

dawned pn his hard face at the sight of

g dizstant horseman spurring towards the

ranch. . : .

He could see little of the rider but the
stetzon hat, but be copld sec that it was
not one of the outfit. It was one of the
Greyiviars schoolboys.

One of them was returning, hard and
Fast. ‘That was why the grin came over
the horss-wrangler's hard face, The
others he reckoned were staying with a

young guy who had been smashed up by
n mad horse. One was riding back for
help. That was how it looked to

Lariat.

But as the galloping rider came
nearer a change eame over Lariat’s hard
face, and ho stared with surprise and
nlmost unbelief. He glimpsed the face
under .the stetson, and 1t was the last
face that he had expected to see—the
fnce of the boy he had sent to destruc-
tion—the face of Herbert Vernon-Smith,
the owner's son. It was the Bounder
who was riding back to the ranch at s
mad gallop.

“ Search me I” breathed Lariat,

He could hardly believe what he saw.
The boy had ridden away from the
ranch on the pinto, and the hard-
hearted ruffian had no doubt of what
had happened—what must have hap-

ned—iwithin a few miles of Kicking

ayute Yet here was Herbert Vernon-
S8mith riding  back—evidently unhurt,
unharmed, though clearly something had
happened to his horse, as o was on o
diff eront mount. ‘

Lariat's eyes gleamed at him as he

CAmE.

He had iﬂilﬂd_ilﬂh’,' he could not
imagine, for such a trick might have
proved deadly to the most experienced
puncher, and it scemed impossible that
a mers zchoolboy could have escaped
serious injury on the back of 5 bronco

driven out of its senses by pain.  Bul
he had failed. that was clear. He
ecowled Dblackly at the approaching

rider.

Yuba Dick jvioed him in the goteway,

“Bay, thot voung geck is barning the
wind 1" said Yuba, * What's brought
the owner's geon back in sueler a burry,
Lariat ¥

The horse-wranzler did not answer,
He turned away and tramped across to
the bunkhouse.

Five or six punchers were theve, and
all of them were locking out towards
the rider who was coming at such a wild
and reclkless speed.

1
“That young gink can ride!”
remarked Frio Pete. “T'll say that

yvoung gink can ride! But what's got
hlm?ﬂ‘

*Bearch me " drawled Lariat.

He sat on the bench outside the bunk-
house, and wotched the approaching
rider under the shadow of his stetson.
Heo was wondoring whether the Bounder
knew of tho trick that had been plaved
with the pinto. It was easvy to read the
bitter, concontrated passion in Vernon-
Smith’s face as he came nearer,

The Bounder came wp at s gallop,
pulling in his bronce so sharply that it
glmost fell on its haunches in the gate-
way. Heo sprang from the sagdle,
leaving the bronce to its own deviees,
and Yuba Dick caught it by the bridle.

“Where's Lariat?"” snapped Smithy,

“I guess he's over by the bunkhouse,
Say, what—"

The DBounder sirode across to the
bunkhouse,  Yuba stared after him,
hitched the horse, and followed.

Vornon-Smith, his guict gripped hard
in his hand, reasched the bunkhouse,
and the look on his foce made the
punchors stare at him, That ook, on a

Packsaddle man's face, would have
iceant gun-play |
“Say, Mr. Vernon-Smith—" began

Frio Pote.

“Lariat, you hound!" burst out the
Bounder furiously.

The horse-wrangler gave him a look.
He saw now that Vernon-Smith knew.

‘His hard face set harder.

“You talking to me?” he asked, in &
low, growling voice.

“I'm talking to you, you coward and
cur!” shouted Vernon-Bmith. " ¥You
others, listen to this! That villain
saddled my bronce this morning. He
packed cactus thorns under the saddle,
and the horse went mad on the prairie,
and would have killed me, as thaot
villain meant it to de, if Bill Buck
hadn't furned up and shot it."

“Aw, what vyou giving usi”
claimed Pela, gl TR

“Forget it, you young gink!” said
Yuba Dick. )

Lariat bresthed hard. It did not
occur to him te fear the sngry school-
boy; but he feared the Kicking Cayuse
sunchers, if they believed that he had
cen guilty of foul treachery. Ewven
Barncy Stone, had he been present,
could not have stood by him, thongh
Ie had been at the back of the dos-
tardly scheme

“1 guess vou're dreaming, buddy ™
said tha lhorse-wranglér  scoflingly.
“You sure shouldn’t back a Texas
cayuse, if you can't rilel You been
having troubls like tha fat gink yester-
dav, and want to put it down to met”

The Bounder's eyes flashed at him.

“¥ou lymng rascall” he roared

Lariat zeot his lipa. _ ‘

“Pack that up!” he saul. “I ain’t
honing to break up o schoolboy—but I
don't take that tallt from any guy.
man or bor. Can it, pronto!”

“You'll take it from me, and more [”
snarled the Bounder “You men, Bill
Buck shot down the pioto before it
killed me-—and ho took off the saddle
and found the thorna that had driven
the horse mad. That scoundrel laid
the trap for me, and he never expected
to sro tne alive again. That's for you,

ex-

Lariat!™
The Bounder's arm went up, and tho
quirt came full across the horse.

wrangler's faco with a fearful slash,
%o sudden wos the blow, that Larias
tookk 1t before he know that 1t was
coming, and he staggered back sgainst
T'ae Masxer Liseary.—iNo. 1,577,
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the bunkhouse, the blood tpnuring from
his face under the cut of the whip.

There was a roar of surprise and
glayvm from the punchers.

Yuba Dick caught the Bounder by
the - shoulder,

“You lococd voung geck—"

aspedd.

» V]:.-rnuu-SmEﬂl off hand
savagely.

As  the Thorse-wrangler staggered,
gasping, he followed him up, slashing
again with the quirt, with all the
strength of his arm, : ;

Twice the whip landed with terrible
force acrvoss the horze-wrangler's face—
go swiftly the lashes came, and so
utterly taken aback was the ruflian by
the attack.

Then, with a rear like & maddened
buffalo, Lariat Icaped at the reckless
schoolboy.

A moment more, aud the breathless

utichers: expected to  see  Herbort

arnon-Smith erumpling in his power-
ful grasp, besten almost to a jelly by
the heavy fists

But the Bounder, passionately [urious
gz e was, was a3 waichiul as s cat
He leaped hack as the horse-wrangler
leaped forward and whipped out the
Eﬂﬁ frovii his helt.

“ Hands up 1" _

He rapped out the words like any
gunman &t Packsaddle. No rough-
neck at the Red Flare had anything
on the Bounder of Greyfriars at that
monent. )

His vevolver was levelled, his finger
on the trirger, his eyes gleaming over
tho barrel. .

Laviat, mad with rage as ho was,
stopped as the Colt looked him fairly
in the face. The ?’Ieaming cves of the
Bounder over it told that e was ready
to shoot. ; :

The burly ruffian stood shaking wilh
Iul':ﬁ"-.

“Hands up, vou cur!” snapped the
Bounder. * You murdevous scoundrel,
I'm going to guirt you off the ranch!
Aud if you lift a finger I'll shoot you
like the cowardly cur you are!” ]

“ Aw, search me!™ gasped ¥nba Dick.

“an it, vou YOung %E‘lﬁ P howled
Frio Peie. *You want Lariat io pull
a2 gun on youi” ; ;

“Let the cur pull his gun ™ snapped
YVornou-Smith.  “Do vonr think I'm
afraid of his gun, you fool ¥

“You doggoned young lobowelf,”
breathed Lariat, his veice husky with
fury, “I guess—"

“That's enough! Put up
hands, yon cur, and keep them
while T quirt you off tho
snapped Yernon-Smith.,
T.ariat’s answer to that was to prab
at the butt of the six-gun in his belt,

The punchers jumped back hurricdly
from the line of Live,

Laviat's gun was hall-out when the
Bounder, without the slightest liesita-
tion, fired. Anothers moment, and the
horse-wrangler would bave heen pulling
{vigger., But Bmithy gave lum o
time for that. IIo fired mstantly. and
the bullet smashed through the rufhan’s
richt arm at the elbow.

Tha horse-wrangler, with a fearful
¢ll, staggered back, his arm =aggin
fmlplessfj,-. He recled against the wali
of - the bunkbouse. )

Tha Bounder, with the smeking
revelver a2t a level, watched bhim. The
Kicking Cavuse punchers stared om,
almost dazedly, They had seen gan-
play maore than once—plenty of ik, Dut
they had never scen o milxbuihpy sland
up to a burly rvuflian gun in hand
Before. They could hardly believe
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their eyes as the brawny 1mrs.e_-wran%ler,
beaten at gun-play by the schoolboy,
sagged against the bunkhouse wall, and
slid helplessly to the ground.

" Bearch me ! breathed Yuba Dick.

There was a clatter of hoofs on the
trail.  Bill Buck, red and breathless
with hard riding, dashed up and pulled
in his horse in front of the bunkhouse.

“Bay——" panted Bill.

The Bounder glaneced round at him.

“Too late, old-timer ! he said coolly.
“Tve handled that cur] Lariat won't

ptit up any more foul play on this

ranchk
Bill blinked at him and at the horse-

wrangler, sprawling wounded and help-
less against tire bunkhouss.

“T'Il tell & man !’ gasped Bill.

Vernon-Bmith  gave  the  horse-
wrangler another look and holstered his
gun., He glanced at the punchére,

“You can ask Bill what that wvillain
did if vou want to'! he szid. “He's
taken what was coming to him--buk
he's got to get off this ranch! Bome
of you fix him up to be taken away—
I guess the sooncr he sees the Pack-
.:L:luddlta doe, the better it will be for

un 1

With that the Bounder walked away
to the ranch-house, leaving the punchers
m a buzz of excitement round the
groatning hovse-wrangler. '

e T )

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Blow for Barney !
BA.RHEY STONE smiled sonrly.

He wa: riding  towards tha
ranch, when he spotted & party
of horsemen on the prairvie,

heading for the same destination, from-

a different dirvection.

He recognised Harry Wharton & Co.

The Famous Five were riding back
—Vernon-Bmith was not with them.
Like the herse-wrangler, he had never
expected to see Vernon-8miath ride back
to the ranch. DBut he expected to sea
the Famous Five ride in, after the
Bounder's disester on the mad bronco;
sg0 mow, he reckoned, he was sooing
what he expected to see!

Barney had been out on the plains,
ou one of the catile ranges that morn-
mng. He was returning,. when  he
sighted  the L‘arr:%'fnm‘-s- fellows—and
when he saw them he did not doubt that
they had left the Bounder somewhero
on the praivie, a victin to the treachery
lie had planned with the horse-wrangler.
Not for a moment did ho dream thag
Vernon-Smith was already back at the
ranche=still  less  ecould he possibly
dream what had bappened there.

Why two of the juniors were viding
double he did not know, but he con-
cluded that one of them had had a
epili and lost his horse.

With a souy grin on his lean, brown
face, Barney joined the party as they
rode up to the ranch.

“\lorpin’ I he said. “Szy, vou'ra
parly back! Wasn't 3ou riding over
te Praivie Bend with the owner's son

arry Wharton & Co. looked at him,
Feeling azsured, as they did, that hoe
was a party to the horse-wrangler's
black treachery, it was not easy to
answer him ecivilly, or to resiramm the
dizlike and disgust they felt.

“Epithy never went to Praivie Bend
after all !’ answered Harry curtly

* Nothin' happened to that voung guy
on the trail, I hope?” s=aid Barney
blandly.

*Yes [ said Harry. ; _

Barney's eyea  plistened under  bis
heavy brows. Ie could guess what had

GREAT ARMAMENTS RACE—

happened to the young guy on the trail
—-ﬂrpfl_ﬂ fancied he c'aulrf

“Hurt?™ he asked.

& Hﬂ lj!

Barney started. He could not help
it—at that utterly unexpected reply.
He stared blankly at Harry Wharton.

“Not?” he exclaimed:

“Did yvou expect to hear that he was
hurt, Mr. Stone 7" Wharton could not

hElI_F asking.
arney ‘recovered himseli, _

“If he ain’t hurt, then, where is ho?"
Ho asked. “What you left him- oul on
the praivie fori” ) ;

“We haven't' left him out ou (he
prairie,” answered Wharton coolly.
“He went back to the ranch on_ wy
horse, 'and he's got in befote us—"

Barney struck spurs te his horse amd
dashed on to the ranch
* The juniors réde h after him, keeﬁ?’
anxious ta krow what had happened,
and: dreading to hear of what wmight
have passed between the Bounder and
the horse-wrangler. g

There was a little crowd oalside ilre
bunkhouse, Bill towering over 1.

Barney leaped from his saddle and
strode on the spot, with black brows.

The horse-wrangler lay on  the
earth, half-conscious; Yubs Dick,
kneeling beside him, was binding up his
arm. _

Baritey Stone staved down at him.

“What's this?” he snarled He
glared at Bill. " ¥You, Bill Buck!
What you doing here, arter you've
been fired from . this ranch? You been
chooting up my horse-wrangler?”

Bill grinned.

“Not so’'s you'd notice it he

answered.
“Then who?™ snarled Barney,

“I guess I horned in to handle that
doggoned big stiff 1 said Bill. “And
I sure would have handled him a few,
only young Vernon-S3mith. got in fivst,
I'll say that young guy can handle a

un.’

E"'ﬁr‘hnt you giving me?
that that. young. gink has
Lariat " howled Barney, )
n:}‘}f‘:ureat thing you kuow,” grinned
1iL.

“You mean to say gasped
Barney Stone. “You asking mo 1o
believe that that kid from school beat
a guy like Larviat at gun-play

“You said it. Ife sure is some gun-
shinger.™

“ lg-reel, Barney,” said Yuba Dick,
Jooking up. *That soung guy horned
in, as mad as a hornet, and allowed
that Lariat had fixed up & divty trick
with hiz brone. And ho sure guirvted
Lariat a few, and Lariat pulled on
him, and the young guy let him have
It__l:l‘

“8Search me!” gasped Barney.

1o stood as if tarmed to stone, star-
ing down ou the half-senseless, groan-
ing horse-wrangler with almost unbe-
lieving eves,

Harry Whartonr & Co. rode vp, A
voice hailed them from the direction
of the ranche. They looked round,
and zaw Vernon-Smith leaning on the
frout rail, a grin on his face.

It was a relief to see him safe and
gound, though the sight of the scene
at the bunkhouse made their faces very

' v,

They hitched their horses, and went
over to the fanch-house, The Heunder
gave thom a cheery grin as they came
up the steps. - i

“Sorry, Wharton, old bean,” he said.
“T had to have a horse——"

o3 aver nind  that,”  sand Harmrw
guictly. “Thank goodness we've faund
vou safe, Smithy! DBut what—"

You allow
shot up

b3
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* Listen, Barney Stone |
¢cable to my father [ **

The Bounder' eyes glinted.

“I gave the ecoundrel the c!uirl'-.
end he pulled s gun,” he said. * You
can guess the rest frem what you can
sce yonder.'

“Oh, my hat!" murmured Bob.
“Don't you worry,” said
Bounder, with a sarcastic grin. “ It
jsn't last sickness for him, sa Bill would
call it. Ha won't use hia gun-arm

again in a hurry's that's all.”

“ My esteemed Bmithy 1Y murmured
Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh.

“ Baruey doesn’t seem guite able to
believa his cves. does he?"” grioned
the Bounder. “I am wonderving how
he's going to take this. If he comes
out into the open, I'm ready for him."”

Smithy touched the butt of the six-
gun in his bell

#8mithy 1 exclaimed Nugent,

“Tt's not likely,"” said the Bounder,
laughing. “Barney's runni this
vanch for himself, instead of for the
owner. And he's fearfully keen to see
me follow the way the last owner
went; but he's got to keep up some
sort of appestance, even in the Pack.
saddle country, It would be rather
too thick for even Barney fo shoot up
the owner's son. Barney prefers the
hidden-lhiand game, But I'm ready,
if he loses his temper and comes clean.”

The juniors made no reply to that,
but they watched the foreman of the
Kicking Cayuse with rather anxious
eyes.

Certainly 1t was not likely that
Barney would throw all disguise to
the winds, and “pull & gun" on the
gon of the owner of Kicking Cayuse
Ranch.

That was the least likely of all hap-
penings. But wing, or at least
suspecting, what they did, the juniors
hardly knew what to expect when,
at length, the foreman left the proup

3
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at the bunkhouse, and came over to
the rancho.

The Bounder watched him euriously
and coolly. Ile did not expect open
trouble; but he was fully prepared
of it if it came.

But PBarney

whalever his feelings
wera like—an

the juniors could guess

--—I1aﬁ himself well in hand.
His faca expressed only a grave
Eerigusnoss ge o came into  the

verandat.

“This sure has got my goat, Mr
Yernon-Smith, =ir,”  eal Barney.
“From what Bill savs, T guess that
guy Lariat sure did play a2 locoed
trick on wour bronc—he suro is some
bonehead ! I guess it was jest a fool
trick on a lenderfoot—jest that, sir—
no more'n that??

“Rubbish!” enapped Vernon-Smith.
“The scoundrel IIG_FE{] I'd never get
back to Kicking Cavuse nlive. And
neither would I have dene, but for Hill

Buck—the man. you fired from the
ranch "

"*Butr"_'”

Smithy's eyes glinted.

“Nouw're firing that man ofl {(he

vanch, DMr. Stonei™ Lo asked quetly.

Barney looked at him furtively.

“1 guess he's being fixed up to get
fo IPacksaddle in a buckboard,” he
answered., It will sure be & month of
Sundays afore that guy Lariat gets
mended, and I got to get a new lhorse.
wrangler. That guy Laeiat  won't
worry vou noue, sir, on your holiday
heﬁlf?

The Bounder smiled sarcastically as
he went, There had been ne sign of
hostility. DBarney Stone did not intend
to come oub inte ihe open. He had
failed: but Hmithy knew, and his
friends knew, that the Dounder would
never reach Praivie Bend to send that
ecable to his father if the foreman of
Kickine Cayuse could prevent it.

* gald Vernon-Smith, beiween his teeth, ** Either Bill Buck comes back fo this ranch, or I send &
* You fgure that your pﬂpparkﬁﬂ ﬁl? a foreman to please & schoolboy who’s lost his temper 7 **
as mey.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Invalid !
11 HERE'S Bunter?"
Chiclz, the chore wman,
grunted.
Immportant  person  as

Williamm Bunter was, the Greyliriars
fellows did not remember his  fat
existence, till they went into the living-
room for the midday meal

A mea), naturally, reminded them of
Bunter,

The events of that eventiul morning
had put the Famous Five into a
vather serious mood.  The trip to
Prairic Bend had to be postpened till
the morrow. It had been a fatiguing
morning, and it was not much use to
slart on 8 forty-mile rido late in the
dnv. The juniors could not help won-
dering  whether something  might
occur before that trip was through.

Smithy was not in the best of
tempers, The delay irritated Lim;
and he had seen Bill ride sway from
the ranch, which irritated him still
more.

Bill had saved his life; but he was
siill  “fired,” in 5%&1:! of that—more
likel¥y becauzo of that. It was casy
enough to guess the bitterness of
Barney Stone's feclings towards the
puncher who had horned in and
rescued  the owner's from that
deadly peril.

Vor a2 moment Snmithy was helpless
in e matter. Barpey was foreman,
and Barpevy had fired Bill, and Bill
had to quit. Buat he was intensely
irritated. And the Femous Five were
rather uneasy that his temper might
break out, in some reckless shindy
with the foreman. )

Barney, howoever, avoided scoing the

(Continved on page 16.)
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{Continued from page 13.)

juniors, after those few brief words in
the veranda. Lariat had left the
rench in a buckboard, and Barney had
vidden away scon afterwards, doubtless
on-some duty on the renges. Anyhow,
he was absent fram the ranch, and the
Greyfriars fellows, in the circum-
stances, were very glad to see nothing
of hina.

Neithier had they seen unﬂhin{;. £0
far, of Billy Bunter, The fat Owl had
not been up when they went, and he
did not seern to be up yet—which was
rathier. unusual, even for Bunter. Evon
in holiday time the fat Owl genernl'i_jr
turned out before tnidday, and now it
was an hour paszt midday,

Chicle, the choreman,
the “eats.” as bhe called them, on the
table. Chick was a plump and good-
tempered ‘'man, and the juniers got on
with him pretty well. Chick did all
the “chores " in the ranche, and the
Famous Five gava him as little trouble
as they could, being quite able to
rough i3, and o look aftor theniselves,
to & very great extent. Billy Bunter
did not follow their example in that
res ing loftily indifferent to the
amount of trouble he gave anybody.

“lIsn't that fat fool up yet !’ grunted

Smithy.
Chick " msked

wa: placing

“Where'a
Bob Cherry.

Suort from Chick,

“I puesa he ain't turned out,” ho
f,'mnt_ed. “He sallows bo's ill. Mebbe
@ did get & shake-up on that bronc
vesterday. DMe, I been up them stairs
three-four times, cocrying eats. I'l}
tell the world.”

“He's not too 1l to eat?" grinned
Bob.

*Forpet it §” snorted Chick. *Three-
four times I've hoofed it up them
gtoirs with eats, and I allow I'm tired
of them stairs”

Chick’s plump good temper scemed
to have failed him a little. Perhaps
that wos not surprising, after & mori-
ing with Billy Bunter.

“Belter give him a call,' said Harry.
“Tunter won't want to cut dinner."

More snorts from Chick.

"That guy allows he's staying in
bed, and I pot to take him his emts™
he growled. “I guess—"'

114 Lﬂt

“Rotl" enid the Bounder.
him come down.”

“T'll give him & call,' said Bob
Cherry, and he went out into the hail-
way, from which a ladderlike stair-

cast gave acce:s to the upper floor of
ibe rancho.

Bob tramped up to the landing, and
hurled open Bunter's door.

The fat Owl was sitting up in bed.

Ile turned an 1: dignant blink on
Hob Cherry as Bob'a cheery face

lanked in.

“Is that you, Chick? Oh! Youl I
#a¥, whera's my dinner 7"

“On the table downstairs, old fat
man '™ said Bob, "Turn out ™

“I'ra ill1” said Bunter, with dignity.
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“Yon mean tazy 1" asked Bob.

"HEﬂst pr+

"Sholl T help you out?” asked Bob.

“Iveep off, you beastl I'm illt*
howled DBunter. "“I've beern fearfully
shaken up by that beastly bronco! I'm
bruised all over! I've got about a
hundred bumps all over me—I'm stiff
a3 a poker! can't get up ™

It was very probable that Bunter felt
stiff, after his wild adventures on the
bronco the day befors. No doubt he
had a few bum?a. That waa quite a
sufficient reason tor the fat Owl to spend
a day slacking in bed. Thero was, after
all, no special reason for & follow tntgﬂl;
up, so long ez his meals—and a few
meals batwean meals—were brought to
him in bed.

Alternately - feeding and snoozing
ecemed, to Williem™ George DBunter,
quite a heppy way of spending a day—
a resl holiday, in fact!

“Look here, you fat ass!” said Bob.
“%ou'd better turn outl_ This isn't the
Ritz, old podgy bean! You can't ring
for waiters and things, in o Texas ranch-
honge—=—="

“There izn't any bell I said Bunter,
with deep indignation. "1 can't ring
far that lazy beast Chick, becauss there
isn't any beli! That's the way Bmithy
ireats visitors|! Not the way I do a
guest at Bunter. Court. I 'had to get out
of hed and yell down the steirs to Chick,
before I conld get any brekker | Nice,
ain’t it; for o fellow who con't move a
limb—*

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, cockle!™ howled Bunter.
don't expect any sympathy from youl”

“How did you get to the. stairs, if
¥ou can't move a limb?* inguired Bob.

“Well, I mean, I can hardly move a
limb—{earful aches and pains all over.
Dozens of aches and dozens of pains,
and they’re all over—~

“Well, if they're all over, forget
them o

“Yon funny idiot, I don't mean
they're all over—I mean they're all
over " hooted Bunter. *“Look here, go
and tell that brute Chick to bring up
my dinner! I've had hardly anyihin
since brekker! That man's lazy!| He's
theeky, too. Fle grumbles at bringing
my meals upt

“1 don't suEanE he’s ever brought o
meal up in his life before,” chuckled
Hob, “They don't in this quarter, old
fat man.”

III'I
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“What's he paid {for?" snorted
Bunter. I believe in maling servants
work., Lot 'em work, see? ‘That's my
idea.”

“Better not tell Chick that!™ grinned
Dob., “They're not s=orvants in s
country, old ass—they're helps: and

Chick is a free and independont citizen
of the United Stateg—=="

“Oh, vot! Tell hin to bring up my
dinner ot ones 1™

“Betler turn ong——"

* Beast

Bob Cherry gave it up, and tramped
down the stairs agatn.

The othwer fellows had already started
dinner : and Bob sat down to his.

asked

“Ien't Bunter coming?”
MNugent.

“The poor old fat bean seems to feel
stiff, after witching the world with his
noble lLorsemanshi {'esterda:f,” an-
gwered Bob, “Chick, old timer, do you
miond taking his grub up to him "

“OLK.," grunted Chick. "I puess
I'll take it up this once. But i that
guy vowls down the stairs again, I'm
telling you, he can yowl! I'll mention
that I'm paid to do the chores in this
here rancho, not to mosey up and down
tham stairs like 1 was o Iljul;iur on a

Chick was a buzv man for some time,

up in the same, waiting for his “onts

supplying the peed: of half-a-dueen
kEungry juniora. Really, the choreman
of Kicking Cayuse had enough to do,
without waiting on an invalid—especi-
afly an invalid whose maladics were of
tha 1maginary order.

However, Chick was guinf to take up
Bunter's dinnor—as scon as he had time.
In the meantime, Bunter had to wait.

He did not wait patiently. A few
minutes later, the duleet tones of the
fat Owl were heard, Bunter had,
apparén%v. succeeded in getting to the
head of the stairs again, in spite of the
fact that he could not move a limb,

“Chick I came & howl, “Chick!”

“ Aw, pack it up, youl” howled back
Chicls.

“Bmithy! Are vou there, Smithy?®

“Hore, you fat chump 1" called back
the Bounder.

“Tell that lazy beast to bring uwp my
dinner at onece !

“I'll tell him to ecome up and book
vou, if yvou don't shut up!¥

“Beast I"” roarad Bunter. “ Why don't
vou sack him, 1'd jolly well sack him (™

“Go up and kick him, Chick ! said
the Bounder.

Chick grinned.

“I guess I'll take him his eats, when
I '%l}i- time 1" he said.

erhaps Billy Bunter’'s remarka

caused some delay  in finding time.
Anyhow, it was & good quarter of an
hour later when Chick started up the
stairs with a wellladen wooden tray.

Billy Buater, having “yowled” in
vain, had returned to bed—and he sag
in & state of iﬁ_&imiatiun to which wor
could not possibly have done justice,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets The *“ Eals ' !
& EAST 1
That was ths remarlk with
which Billy Bunfer greeted the
choreman of Kicking Cayuse,
as he entered, at last, with the tray.

Chick looked at lim.

It was no part of a choreman’s dutios
to take meals up to bed-rooma. Chick
was o “hired ” man, and would havae
been very surprised, and very indig-
nant, if ho had heard Limself described
25 & “servant.”

That mattered pothing to  Billy
Bunler! That he was in a foreign
couatry, where the manners and customs
differed from thosa of his own land,

mattered to Bunter not a whit! Where-
ever Billy Bunter went he took his own
manners and customs with him. Bunter,
at least, was satisfied with them : though
often they gave little satisfaction to

18IS,

Heo blinked at Chick through hiz big
spectacles, with an absolutely devas-
tating blink!

If that cheeky choreman fancied that
Bunter was the fellow to put up with
his cheek, that chesky choreman was
making a mistake! Bunter wasn'tt

“You've kept me warting [ hooted
Bunter, ; !

“Bearch mel” said Chick.

“¥You jollv well knew I was waiting [
roared Bunter.

“You eaid ! arrecd Chick, *X
Fuess you can watk, Folior 1”

“Don’t answar ma back [ snapped
Buntor. “1I don't take back-ialk from
cheeky servants.”

Chick looked at him—hard! He was
considering whetiwer to sot down the
tray, vank Bunter out of bed by his bt
neck, end Etli;ank himm right and leftl
Such weira the cheeliy thoughitz in the
mind of the choreman|

Bunter glowered at him. Danler waa



no thought reader, and he did not
know what was in_the choreman’s
miingd. But he knew that the man was
standing there with the tray, keeping
him waiting for hiz dinner.

“Oet a move on,” sna%ped Bunter.
“What are you sticking there for, you
demmy!l Put the tray on my knees—
sea? Pon't upset ib over me, you idiot |
Don't be a clumsy azs!”

FCarry me home o die!” gasped
Chick.

He approached the bed with the tray.

Theye was quite & large consignment on
that tray. ick had learned very soon

that Bunter's requirements, in “eats”
wera extensive. -Among other things,
thers was a large dish of stew, which
had such an ap}‘:etizm scent, that it
might have mollified Bunter, had he
been less justly annoyed.

But Bunter was angry—and, like the
ancient prophet, he considered that he
did well to be angry! Several times,
during that morning, he had yowled for
Chick: and his yowls had been
unhecded. Mow the cheeky beast had
kept him waiting for his dinner! If
that was not enough to make any fellow
angry and indignent, Bunter would
have liked to know what was,

“"Put it there!” he snapped. "My
hat! What the dickens do you mean
by putting the pie on the same tray?
Too lazy lo come upstairs again, or
what I

A large fruit piec
juica oozed, stood beside the dish, of
atew on the tray., It was a nice-looking
pie, so far as that went—and there was
enquﬁh of it for six or seven fellows,
which was also to the good ! Chick had
saved time and trouble by bringing up
the whole cargo at omce. Bunter saw
no reason for saving Chick time and
trouble. )

“Take thot pie away, and keep 1t
warn: ! =nid Bunter,

“Hay 1"

“And bring it up when I call

““ Search mel”?

“ And don't keep me waiting agein!
I don’t expect servants fo know how

from which rich

to behave here,” added Bunter crush-
u:ﬁ!h,}f. “ But there's a lmit.”
ick was about to place the tray on

Bunter's fat knees. Now he changed his
mind. His patience—which was pro
ably not very extensive at the best of
times—seemed exhausted.

Instead of landing the tray on
Bunter's knees, he lifted it into the air
and turned it upside down on Bunter's
head !

Bunter had not expected that! Hae
had . not dreamed of it! Really, he
might have—but he hadn’t! ;

unter got his “eats® all at onee—in
& showoer )

The vell that came from Bunter as
he {Dt thein woke all the echoes of the
Kicking Cayuse ranch-house,

"Yﬂrﬂ-ﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂp !:u

“You got it coming, you fat gink!”
rogred Chick: “I guess you got it

coming [V

Yurrrgeh 1" splattered Bunter
wildly. “Ow! Beast! Gerrswayl
Oaoogh ¥

‘“Chew on that!® roared the angry
choveman; and he tramped out of the
roont, leaving Billy Bunter to “chew”
on 1t

“Trrgh! Cooogh! I zay Yoooch |
Beast! Groocogh I spluttered the hap-
fess fat Owl. *""Oh erikey! Ooooghl
Wooogh 1

The tray rolled off on the feor with
a crazh. Crockery rolled over the bed.
Eats in great variety spread over the
hed, but a larga quantity clung to
Bunter. The dish of stew fuirli{
crowned hiny, and the stew ran down all
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over him, mingling with {ruit and juice
from the pie.

Bunter sat and roared N ok

His wild roars reached the juniors in
the hving-room below; indeed, they
reached the punchers st the bunkhouse.
They echoed far and wide.

“Ow! Urrgh! Yargooh! Whoeoo-
hooop 1 roared Bunter.

He sat like a monument of stew and
pie, in a bed soaking with stew and pie,
and roared, and rozréd, and roared.

"“What the dickens—" exclaimed

arry Wharten; and he ]um?eﬂ up.

The Famous Five had nearly fimshed
lunch, and they did not stay for more.
They jumped up, and ran out into the
hallway, wondering what had hefpenerﬂ
to Bunter. The Bounder followed them,
grinning.

Chick had tramped down, and he

tramped away to his own guarters,
snorbing. From above came Bunter's
frantic roars.

“Owl Wow! I'm soaked] I'm

scalded | Yaroooh! Oh crikey! Wow |¥
B;*h What tha thump—" exclaimed

The juniora ran up the stairs. The
gathered at DBunter’s door and locke
im, They jumped at the sight of him.
There was so much stew and so much
pie on Billy Bunter that he was barely
recognizable,

1 F¥ | ¥1

reat pip !" gasped Johnny Bull,

*The pipfulness is terrific ¥ ejaculated
Hurree Jamset Rom Singh.

“What on earth—-"

“Owt Wew! "Urrgh! T =ay, you
fellows I "Billy Bunter dabbed stew and
pie from his vision apd blinked at the
Juntors., I sav, look at me! Owl
say, I'mn all soaked with stew ! (Groogh !
The bed’s soaked with it! Coogh!l Oh
crikey I _

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bounder,

“Beast 1 yelled Bunter. “1 say, you
fellows, that cheeky beast Chick pitched
my dinner all over me—"

*Ha, ha, ha 1"

“The ¢heeky beast, you know——"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ Banged the whole Iot right on my
head-—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled the juniors.

“Blessed if ¥ seo anything to cackle
at ! howled Bunter. * Look at me |V

The juniors locked at him, and
howled. One lock at Bunter in his
present stewy and fruity state was

enough to make a cat lavgh, They
howled and yelled.
“Bessts " roared Bulter. “Rotters!

11

—_—

Smmithy, yvou cad
“Ha, ha, ha 1
“Go down and sack that beast Chicl '™
howled Bunter, * Do you hear? If vou
Jdon't sack that ruffian, I refuse to stay
here any longer | Mind, I mean that !

The Bounder gasped with merriment,

“¥You won't stay if Chick sfays?™ Lo
gurgled.

“No, I jolly well won't !

“That does 1t! I wouldn't part wich
liim for his weight 1n greenbacks |

*“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Why, vou cheeky boast!” howled
Bunter. “Are you going to sack that
choreman, or are you not goimg Lo sack
that choreman 3

“ Not 1

“Rotter

*“Ha, ha, ha !*

“Yau'd better turn out now, old fat
man '® gasped Bob Cherry, “1I'd aug-
gest o wash, too! I Laew it's not
vour line, but just for once—--"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ Beast 1"

The juniors,
Bunpler Lo it.

zbimozt  weeping, lelt
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Chiek mier them i the hellway down-
stairs. Chick was looking aggressive.

“Bay, I guess that fat gink had it
coming ** he snerted, “D'm telling yoy,
he got my goat! 1 gucss I've stuck a)l
the sauce I want from that fat stiff, and
gome over | ¥ou got that? Awud if yoy
got a kick coming, Mr. Vernon-S8mith,
gir, 1 guess I'll mosey along to Barney
Btone and ask for my time! Ves, sir |

The. Bounder chortled. :

He assured the in goent choreman
that he had no “kick*  coming, and
went ouf of the ramcho. laughing. The
Famous Iive followed him out, also
]al.uﬁ]hmg. Chick went back to his
kitchen, still snorting.

Billy Bunter turned out. Fe washed,
e needed a wash; even Bunter realized
that., And he forgot that he was ill.
Never had an jllness been so suddenly
cured. Tt was, in fagt, imposaible to
continue being an invslid; for if Bunter
wanted eats—which he certainly did—heo
had to go down in scarch of SAMe,
Deeply indignant, but happily cured of
his illness, the fat junier rolled down
in, search of eats, almost resolved to
shake the dust of Kicking Cayuse Ranch
from his feet and depart in indignant
SCOTN. '

But not quite [

cwam adem em oo

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man In Possesslon !

W LL right [ said Bunter.
Ile madé that remark &E
supper.
“Eht* said Bab Chorry.

“ All right I repeated Bunter,

His tone wasz sardonio.

Hness being, happily, a thing of the
past, Bunter was able to sup in the
living-room with the othor fellows. Cex-
tainly hie would not have cared to ashk
the choreman to bring up any more
meals for him. e had had more than
enough of Chick's bedside manner

It was a good supper, and Bunter was
domg it justice, but for cnce Lis fat
thoughts wero not wholly concentrated
on the foodstuffs, )

Aftér supper cambo bed. And, awing
to the choreman’s attentions that dJdey,
Billy Bunter’s bed was in a8 most unip-
viting and unattractive slate,

The choreman made the beds in the

morning. Perhaps, naturally, he did not
like making beds in the afterncon.
a guy stayed in bed tiH the afternoom,
he could either make his bed himself or
go to bed with iz bed unmade—that
was Chick's view.

Had that been all, Bunter eould have
managed with a bed unmade, But thab
was not all

Bunter's bed was packed wilth all
sorts of eats. It was rich with gravy;
it recked with stew; it floated in fruits
and juices, Bunter was not fearfully
particular, perhaps; but even Bunter,
who eould sleep alinost anywhere, could
not think of turning in in the undst of
gravy and stew and fiwits and juices.
Ihat bed required chabging from top
to hotlom, fore and aft, port and etay-
board, so to speak. .

Chick had not teuched il, and, after
one blink at Chick, Bunter bad not ven-
tured to ask bim to touch it. ;

Ile had wmentioned it Lo Smithy,
Sinithy had advized him to ask Chick
where the necessary things were lo he
found, and to make up a new bed for
himself, ]

Bunter had rot laken that adviee.

He was anemploved, but he was net
leokine for work.

Had the othor felows thouzlt alant
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it, they might have wondered what
Bunter was going to do when bed-time
came. But, sad to relate, they did not
think about it; they gave it no thought
whatever, apparently unconscious of the
fact that Bunter's comfort was the most
urgent matter in the universe,

So when Bunter, at supper, ssid * All
right [ in that sarcastic, sardonic tone,
thev did not even know that lLie was
nlluding to his arrengements for the
night, and that deep and artful schemes
were working in his fat brain,

““What is that fat gass bucbling about ™
asked Vernon-3mith, glancing across the
ta;n:lf et t}l;a {M Owl, s g

can't sleep in my be -nig
Smithy I said DBunter. * Thero's still
time for you to erder that beast to make
up a new bed for me—if you can get
yomr servanls to obey ordera here "

atdded Bunter, with & withering sneer.
“Iaven't you <done it 1" asked S8mithy
carelessly,
“Nol¥

“ Bettcr do it after supper, then '

*I haven't comoe here to make beds,
Smithy | T reluse absolutely to do any-
thing of tho kind IV

“Fathcad ™

“Beast [V

And the subject dropped.

After supper the juniors went out into
{:ﬁ veranda for a chat before going to

Bunter <did not follow them ont. Hae
blinked afte= them as they went, ond
called to the Bounder. :

“J sav, Bmithy, are you going to order
that Least——"

“I'm going to boot you if vou den’t
shut up 1" answered the Bounder, over
his shoulder.

“AH right 1™

Apain Billy Bonter pronounced those
mysterions words in that myvsterious,
gardonic tone Then he rolled out into
thoe hallwar and disappeared.

Having disappeared from sight, he
dizappeated from mind.

Hnrrg Wharion & (Uo. sat for some
timo discussing the morrow’s irip to
the railroad town at Prairie Bend.
But as theay were going to turn out at
the first gleam of dewn for the long
ride acrnss the prairie, they intended
to turn in at an early hiour.

They took their candles in the halls

war, ami went up the stairs. From
somewlhere in the darkness came the
souid of a rumbling snore.  Billy
Bunter was already in the embrace of
AMorphens,
A number of doors opened round the
pinewood landing; there wos plenty of
accommodation in the ranche, thougl
it was of a rather ronghl-and-ready
descriplion.

Sinee the Greyfrisrs parvly  had
arrived, Barney Htone, who had for-
meely  oecapied  the  rancho,  lLad
transferred his guarievs to the bunk-
houze, Ha sgtill used his office, on tho
lower floor, but at night the juniors
hod the Dailding te themselves, with
the exception of Chicii. wlo glept down.
stnira.

Tha Famous Five went into their
roome: but VernoeSmith, instead of
going ir, stood shaking the door handle
irrifably,

“What (it dooce—"" he snapped.

" Anvibing up, Swidiy 7 onsked Dob,
glancing oui

“This daslied door wou't opon!®
gronted (e Beonde..

mnaove |

Bmithy gave & jumn.

That snoes eame Drom the ollier side
6f 1hae door |

“By padl” he ejoeuwlated.  “That
Fat  seaandrel—the  deo's locked—
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EVERYBODY'S DOING IT !—-DOING WHAT ?—

Bunter, you blithering idiot, come out
of my room |”

sSnore |

“Oh, my hat1” exclaimed Nugent,

The Famous Five came out of their
reoms again, Thoy lovked inte Bunter's.

t was vacant|

The bed was still in its stewy, fruity,
and juicy state. And it was empty!
Now it dawned on the juniors what t{a
fat Owl had meant when he stated,
in %’E:;{:;s’a sardonic tones, that it was “all
bt gl S

unter had gone up first—and
snnexed the Bounder's room. Ha was
in the Bounder's bed—from which his
Enore now procecded.

Vernon-3mith rattled the door-handle
savagely. He could not o the door.
He knew now that it was looked on the
inside,

“Bunter [ Iie roaved.

Snore |

Thump, thump, thump!

Snoro |

The Famons Five pgrinned. They
could mnot help it.  But Herbert

Vernon-Sinith did not grin.  Billy
Bunter's fatuous proceedings did not
atniise him in the very least. Only the
locked deoor saved fthe fat Owl from
Leing yanked out of bed by his neck
and quitting the room at the end of
o boot,

“Bunter " howled Smithy. *“You
fat fool, come out of my room |*

Snore |

“I'1l amash son |

_nore !

Thurup !

Bang! Thump! DBang!

“He, he, ho!" came from the
Bounder’s roomn. That chanpge from s
sitore to a fat enclide showed that Bunter
was awake,

“Will you eome ont of my room, you
fat idiot?" howled the Bounder.

“¥ou can have mine, old chapl™
chuckled Benter, “If vou think that
a fellow can sleep in o bed full of stew
nud pies and things, you can try it on!
e, be, hal”?

“I'll boot von all over the ranch!™
roared Vernoo-Smath,

“He, he, hel”

“You fat, Llithering Owi—"

“ Deast 1M

Bang! Thwnp! Bang! Thump!
The Bounder banged and thumped on
tho doar.  T'hers waz no getting at
Billy Bunter unless he opened the
door, That, evidently, the fat junior
did not imerd to do—till merning t

“The fat a=!" said Bob Cherry,
langhing. " We might have guessed he
waz up to sometling ! Bunter, you
howling azs, {ure out t™

“Yah!”

“Nlake the Lest of it, Smithe.™ said
IMarry Wharton. " You can turn in
with one of us™ :

o oDl smash b 17 hissed the Bounder,

I'va a jolly gomd mind to get a ladder
up to tie window, and burst in tlhe
simtiers—"

Bang ! Thiunp!

“Runler. von poxlgy pirate—"

“Bunter, vou Bleated burglay—"

“Buutes,  you  blithering  bLander-
shiabefy——""

sanygr, banm ! Thump, thump!

“Iosuv, voun fellows, vou might go to
bed, and let a fellow ro to sleop,” eama
Bunter's vaice. ' You've woke me np,
Sl T IF that's the wav veu treut
g pacsk Lieee——"

“I'N sinash you t”

N al

The Bounder beztowed a final kick en
fiie door. and {urned eway, breathing
fury.

Hunter wus in possessian—and he had
to remain in potsessionn. A fat chuckle
wias heard—falioved by 2 snore! Billy

r

Bunter was settling down to comfortable
glumber again—in Smithy's bed |

“I'll boot him all oyer the ranch
to-morrow | breathed the Bounder.

But that was only a future consolation.
For the prescnt, the angry Bounder had
to meke up his mind to it: and he
turned in with Bob Cherry for the night.

Billy, Bunter, left in indisputed
possession, snorved in peace.

L

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Done In The Dark !

ARNEY STONE stood, in the
glimmer of the stars, looking up
at the dark mess of the ranch-

. house,

His lean face was hard and grim.
It was past midnight

The Greyfriars fellows had long been

fast Eéle-a[:‘;; in the bunk-house, the
unchers slept soundly., Kicking Cayuse
anch was deep in slumber,

“O.K., I guess!” muttered the fore-
A,

His eyes wero fixed on a shuttered
window. All the windows of the rancho
wore shuttered, fastened within by a
bolt, screwed on one shutter, slipping
into an iron socket on the other.

There was & step beside the foreman,
and he looked round. Panhandle came
through the shadows, with a ladder

“If that
he's safely

" under his arm.

“Quiet I" grunted Barner,
voung guy wakes up afore

cinched, I guess there':l be gunuing, and

the whole bunch of them turning out.
That young piccan is mighty handy with
a gun.

“You said 1t !" agreed Panhandle.

The foreman lent him & hand with the
Indder, and it was reared up to the
window on which Barney's eves had been
fixed. Hardly a sound was made, ag it
rested apgainst the narrow wooden sill,

“0UK., if we get that slmlter open
quiet " mubttered Parhandle.

Barney prunted.

“I puoss I seen fo thatl DWind he
don't wake till we pot himm—that's allt
If he gave s howl that woke the others,
wo should have them on to us—and if
the bunk-liouse wakes, I puess the autht
wouldn't stand for t.l'.J..S\,* Get him quick,
and pet the bag over Lis head, and roll
Lhim in the blankefa”

“You saud it 1"

Barnev stepped on the ladder, and
ascended ; Panhandle following close
Lehind.

Ho reached the window, and grazped
af  the closed shufters of Herbert
Vernon-Smith's reony

The ocenpant of that room had dravm
them shub and shot the belt in place,
on going to bed. To all appeavances,
the ehutters were scoarely fasiened,
impossible {0 epen from outside.

As o matter of fack, they were not
fastoned at all. Larney had taken care
of that. .

The iun:tors, naturally, spent little
time indeors: and dueing the afterncon
there had beoen ample opportunity for
tampering with the window fastening.

The bolt was in the iron socket: bub
tho serews that Leld ike latter to the
wood had been taken out and replaced
Ly short serews, that gave little grip.

To all appearanees, the iron socket
wez a3 firm ws ever, and it held fast
when the Dol was shot info 1t. Bat
all that wos needed was e strong and
steady pull frowm outside, to pull the
shutter off the scrows, leaving the socket
on the bolt.

Even the DPounder, keeu, ana warir.
and watchful as he ‘W:L?._‘I-'..'ﬂllld hardly
have suspeeled fhal hia room waa
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accessible from outside that night. There
was nothing to awaken suspicion,

Billy Bunter, certainly, had never
dreamed of anything of the kind when
he annexed the Bounder’s quarters.

. .Bunter had locked the deor and bolted
the window, and that was that |

Barney Stone, standing on the ladder,
jut his ear to one of the orifices bored
mito the weoden shutter for ventilation,
and listened, : :

A prim, snecring grin come over his
[ran face as the sound of a snore reached
hig earz,
© Evidently, the occenpant of that room
was fazt azleep.

That was maFy to he expected, at two
b'clock in the morning, but Barney was
plad fo be assured of it.

After what had happened at the

bunkhouse that day he did ‘not want fo
pive  the Bounder of Greyfriars a
cvhance to wse a “gun.” The Bounder
frad  proved himself aliogether too
Bhandy in that line.
It was auite likely that Vernon-Smith
kept a° spe-pun handy at night, and
yquite certain that he would shoot with-
oib hesitation if he awakencd to find
hiinself attacked,

For a long moment Davney histened,
FPanhandle wailing on the ladder below
him. Them ho grasped the chutter,
inserting iz fingers in the circular
ventilating holes.

With a strong, steady grip he pulled
pn the left-hand shutter, to which the
socket was screwed.

Had that socket been held by the
formmer long, strong screws he would
have pulled in wvain. Aas 1t was, the
shutter yielded’to the pull, coming off
the zhart sgerows, of whieh tho threads
had been flattened before they were
pushed into place.

The shutler swung open.  The socket,
conrpleiely dn[ac'h-cg, was left sticking

Li

] ; iy il o . - > J
Instead of placing the iray on Bunter's fat knees, Chick lifted it into the air and twrned It upslde down on Bunter's head.
The fat junior got his ' eals '* all at once—In a shower !

yoooooch ! Beast ! Grooh!™

o the end of the bolt, on the other
shutter,

Buarney hstened again.

VWhat he had done had been done
almost without a sound. 'The snoe
continued, uninterrupted. Obviousky,
tha eleeper had net awakened.

e walted 3 moment or two, and
then pulled the other zhutier open.
The window was wide open now, giving
amplo space to enter

Windows ot Kicking Cayuse ranch
were innocent of glass]!  There was
nothing but the shutter to close them,
The way weas now wide open.

Barney's eyes pleamed into the davk
YOO, -

A faint glimmer of starhght fell past
him, but he could sce little. But he
did not need light. He knew every
inch of the interier of the rancho; bux
had he neceded guidance in Vernon-
Smith's voom, the snore from the Led
wonld have guided him.

e stepped 11, over the low sill, and
made no sound wiith his stealthy move-
meita, : .

Panhandle, as stealthily, stepped in
after himy, from the ladder.

Treading on tiptoe, they approached
the bed, one on either side.  Panhandle
had a large flour bag in his hand, all
ready to be whipped over the slecper’s
head. to silence a poszible outery.

Dimly, in the darkness, they made
oubt the bed, and the faintest outhines
of a sleeper undoer the blankeots,

Barney  Stone  grinned  with oy
satisfaction. 'Uhe schoolboy in the baed
was fast asleep, and shoring ! This was
easy !

Lariat had failed hin: the deadly
trick an Lhe pinto had only cansed tho
ride to the ratlread town to be post-
poncd till the next day.

But Barney was not going to failt

Herbert Veynon-Smith was notb going
to vide in at Prairie Bend, either ihe

** Yurrrrggh ! ' he spluttered wildly.
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“* Dooogh !

I say--

nezt day or any day. Thar cable was
not going to be scnt to the hew awner
of Kicking Caviso Ranch,  What
fiarhe-rt Vc:‘limn- mith kmew, or what

W suspected, was gomng to remaim
known only 1o Hoeirbers }'grnula-."inrilh—-—
if Birney got awoay with this!

And the schoolbey in the bed was
utterly at his wmercy! Vernon-Bmith
was in his hands!

Nevar for a moment did. it cross his
mind that the boy in the bed was ot
Yernon-Smith.

Of Bunier's antics afb bed-time ha
kunew, of course, nolliin'g.'

Vernon-Smith's window had  Leon
tampered with, te give him access io
the Bounder's room .in the dark, silent
hours of the night; he was in that room,
and be did net, and could not, su=pect
that ibhe schoolboy eleeping in  the
Bounder's bed was.uob Herbert Vernon-
Soith.

For a mowment or two the two rullians
stood on either side of the bed, peer-
ing at ‘it in the dimness; .then they
geted, swiftly and suddenly.

Barncy Stoné's voumgh, sinewy hand
groped for a face, and found it.” There
vas the begimiimg of & gasp as ihe
sleeper awalkened at that rough i{ouch,
but it was shut off as ‘the beavy band
gripped over the mouth, The eihey
hand, tha next inoment, was groippoang
the throat, pinning down the occupang
of the bed.

The faintest of gorgles came—ihat
was all.  Then the flouvbag, in Pane
handle’s hands, was drawn over the
head. Barney grasped itz edges and
drew it under tho chin, fosreniog it
Lthere.

“Pronto 1™ ho breathed.

Swiftly the figure oun ihe bhed was
rolled in the blankets and lifved. 14
wriggled feebly in ile grazp of twg
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pairs of powerful hands. There was
a gaspiag sonnd, cholked by the thick
canvas bag, pressed over the mouth.
Swiftly a looped cord was dropped over
the bundied figure and drawn tight.
Hardly & moment more, and it was
gwnng to the open window.

gasping  purgle died away as
Barney's hand pressed the bag harder
on the face, almost suffocaring the
fellow 1n=zide.

Panbandle stepped out on the ladder,

Barney Stone handed him the hgure
in blankets and bag, and the burly
cowman took it over his shoulder, like
a sock of alfalfa, and descended the
ladder with ik )

The foreman waiched him from the
window till he disappeared into the
shadows. Then he stood listening for
o fow moments. There had been littlo
eound—certainly not enough to reach
any af the other rooms. The L:idnnpged
junior’s friends slept on undisturbed
while he was carvied away into the
darkness of the nmight.

Assured on that point, Barney drow
the ghuitera shut and lighted a eandle.
By its light he drew a bunch of screws
from his pocket, and e tool, and quietly
screwoed tha socket in place again, as
strong and secure as it had ever been.
Then he roepleced the bar,

FHa blaw ent the candle, crossed to
the door, and unlocked it. e st-a]?md
out on Lho ianding, closing the door
softly behind him.

The etaira hardly creaked ss he de-
scended, and he crossed the hallway
and went intoe hie office. From the
office he stepped out on to the veranda,
descended the steps, and left the ranch,

From tho dark plains came the sound
of a horse. The foreman of the Kick-
ing  Casyvse peve a low, sardonic
chuckle oz he heard it.

Herbert Vernon-8mith—as he
believed, at least—had gone from
Kicking Cayuse, never to return.

Un the morrow his {riends could only
wonder what had become of him—they
could only Ludgn by appearances, that
he had left his room of his own accord,
The window-shutters wers Fastencd
gafe, the door had been locked on the
impide.  Who could have unlocked it
but Vernon-8mith? They would wonder
and surmiae-—wgnt they liked | The
double-dealing foreman of the Kiclk-
ing Cavusze waos through with Vernon-
Smith !

There was s grim, hard, sardonic
entisfaciion 1 Bavoey's lean face—
whicli would probably heve vanished on
the spot could he have known that
Herbert Vernon-8mith at that moment
was  sleeping  undisturbed in Bob
Cherry's room in the rancho, and that
Billy Bunter, in & state of terror and
dismay quita indescribable, was heing
earvied away Aacross the shadowed
praireie !

———e W

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awful For Bunter!

1LY BUNTER wanderod

whether it was an awfal dreann.

Ilis fat mind had been in o

gtate of utter and dire confusion

ever  sinece  that  rongli  geasp  hiod
awnlered him

Hiz first vagus impressivn had been
ihat Vernon-8millk had got into the
voorn somnchow, in epite of the locked
door, and was deapgiog him out of
tha borreweod bed.

Very quickly he realised that it was
not that. Bui what it was hic had no
idea. Ile was too confused pnd
terrifiesl o think, even if thinking
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would have done any good; too ecared
to struggle, if struggling had been of
HIly USC.

Yrightened out of Lis fat wite, choked
by the floury bag over his hoad, he
half-believed that he was in the griﬁ of
some  fearful nightmare, from which
he would nwaken.

In the bag, be gasped, and gasped,
and gasped for breath. Once clear of
the ranch he was at liberty to gasp as
much as he liked—to yell, 1f he wanted
to! Panhandle did not care if a muffled
vell came from tho interior of the Hour-

ag as he spurred his bronco over the
dark prairie. There were no ears to
hear now.

But Bunter did not yell. He gasped
for breath, he purgled—but that was
all. Terror paralysed him,

Had the prisoner been the Bounder,
Panhendle would not have found him
so easy to handle, even with the b
ticd over his head and the rolle
blankets roped round him. But Billy
Bunter, in such a situation, was not
the fellow to give trouble.

Slowly the fat brain cleared a little.
He tried to undorstand what was hap-
pening.

He was in motion—on o horse | Ia
was rolled wp—evidently in his bed-
clothes ! Iie was grasped in o strong
arm that held Lhim whers ho had been
pilched across a horse, in front of the
rider, like a sack of fodder., Ha had
been taken out of the rancho, and was
now being carried awsay on horseback.
Ho much, at long last, dawned on his
dizzy, fmt brain.

But how, and why, and by whom he
had no knowledge. Worst of all. he
could not guess what was to follow.
lenlf. he was in an enemy's hande.
But who was the enemy, and what was
he going to do? Bunter could find no
answer to these terrifying questions.

In his uncomforteble position the
motion of the horse shook and jolted
the hapless fat Owl horribly, ver
now and then a8 painful sques
alternated with breathless gasps,

Fortunately for him the ride was not
a long one. Billy Bunter was still try-
ing, confusedly, to make out what it all
meant, when the horseman drew rein,
z:n{-iii tho shakirg and jolting came to an
end.

Where ho was, exeopt that he was
somewhere on the prairie ot a distance
from the ranch, Dunter conld not begin
to guess. He could eee nothing.

But a sharp-ecalling voice came to his
fat cars through the thickness of tlho
Hour-bag :

“Rainy Face I™

What that call meant was o mystery
to Bunter, and he was in no mental
state Lo clucidate mysteries,

But other eounds, dim and vague,
reached his ears.  Ie reoulised that
others were on the spot, It dawned on
Liim that the horseman bad ridden away
from the ranch to o spot where the
olhors weare wuihing,

Something  tonched him.  Tle was
grasped in strong hands, and he feli
himself lifted from the horse’s back nud
placed on his fect. Rolled and tied in
the Dlankeis, he could not have stood
unaided, The land grasped him and
kepts lum uprigit.

A mutier and mumble of volees came
dimly throngh the flour-bag. Then e
felt the blankets drop away; the knotied
rope had been untied or cut. He stood
siuvering in his pyjamas in the keon
witil on the prairie. Then the floyr-
bar wag jerked off his head.

e blinked wildly in the open air,

All was dark.

Faintly round him waving grass

shimmered in starlight; but where he
stood heavy Lranches cast deep shadow.
Under the circle of the branches of a
great ceiba-trea it was almost as blaek
as a hat.

*QOoool I pasped Bunter.

He heard s hoarse chuckle.

“I guess that guy is surprised somne !
You ﬁut a grip on him, Rainy Vace?
I'll tell you he's wo slaoach, 1f he peiz: &
change.’

“Teh " camo a grunik. :

A coppery, sinewy hand was grasping
Bunter's anin with s grip that made him
squeak, In utter amazemcat the fac
junior realized that it was aa Indian
who was holding him.

Famtly in the dark shadow hie made
out the glinting black eyes, the head-
drezss of feathers,

It waz, though Bunier did not Lkuow
it, the chief of the gpang of cutcast Iled-
skinas who had waylaid the juniors in
the timber coming back  from
Packsaddle.

Bunter gave a faint squeal. It only
neaded the discovery that he was in the
grasp of o Bed Indian to give the finwsh-
utg touch to his terror.

is fat knees zagpped under him, and
he would have fallon but for the grasp
of the Indian, Rainy ¥Face.

A couple of yards away he made outb
the figure of a horseman—a dim shadow
1t a stetson hat,

Paphandle had not dismounted. He
had halted, ealled to the walting
Indian, and handed the hapless captive
down to him. Twe or threa other
coppery foaces were slaving fvom the

loom, thougl Bunter did not obzerve

I,

“You gob Lhe poods, Injun!" Pan-
handle was speaking. ™I guess yom
want to stick him on a mustang and beat
it, pronto,” _

“Ugh " grunted the Indian.

“And I'm tellinz you, you don't wank
to let him get his hands loose and get
hold of o gun,” said Pauhanale. * He
sura i3 bandy with & gun, thal young
Eﬂﬂk-”

FT Ugh !:Il

Billy Bunter blinked at the horseman.

e did not know who it was. He
had never speeially noticed Punhandle
at the ranch, and even if he had known
him fror the otlee peechiers he eodnfd
not have recogoised b row. In aig
not oven oceur to Bunter thad the horse-
nian belonged to Kicking Cayuse rancly
at all. He had not the remolest idea
wiho he was, or where e eame from.

Dut oue thing waz ¢lear lo him—the
man was about {o ride away and leavo
him in the hands of the Indinns. And
i witer desperation the fat junipr
found lis voiee and howled ;

“I say, don't leave me here! I saw,
d-d-don't  you leave me with  this
Inchan! 1 say Oh crikeyt Helpl
Mezey! I say, d-d-don’t you go away i
LT S ol

The stetson hat bent as tie hovicman
stooped his head to stave move closely
at Bunter in the deep gloon

TFrom under the stetson ¢came a loud
and ringing oath.

Up to that moment when Billy Bunter
found his voice and howled out that
frantic appeal, Panhondle had not
doubted that it was Herbert Vernon-
Smith whom e was handing aver to the
Apache. :

But the frightened voice, as well as
the words, told him of the mistake. He
gtared savagely ot Banter, trying to
mako out his face in the darkness, buk
failing. But hie knew now that it was
not Vernon-Smith,

“By the great horned toad (™ he
panted., “That ain't the goods| That




ain't the guvd Carry me home to die!
Bay, whe're you, you gechk "

“#0h deax) I'm B-b-L-bh-Bunter I
stuttered the fat Owl.,  Tor the fArsk
tima lLe widersiood thet he had been
seized  In mistako for =omcone elsc,
UI—I—=I'm  Bib-bub-Billy  Bib-bub-
Bunter! Oh oy’ 1

“Bunter !  breathed  Panhandle.
“That fat geck ! I guessed he was heap
heavy 1 That fat piecan! Doggone my
cats I

The - Indian’s hawkish black eyes
turned on hinn, and then on Bunter,
im:'.xhrd* Fven the Apache’s keen eyes
ipd not prcked out Bunter’s face in the
blackness nnder the treo, Now. he bent
clozer and scanned it

Iln gave an exproessive grunt.

“Ugh

“That mossheaded gink ™ breathed
Panlindle, in amaszement and rage. “I
puess this lets g out & few ! You pre-
can, how come you was in the owner's
eon’s bheed I

O Y gasped Bunier. ,

His fat hrain was not aquick on the
npitake, but he nnderstoad now that it
was in mistake for Vernon-SBmith thst
Le-had been seized.

- Doggone vou)? liszed Panhandle,
“llow come "

*Oh lor’! I=—I changed rooms with
Smithy, I=I wish I hadn't now!”
maancd Bunter. " 0Oh erikey! Don’t I
wizh I hadn't! Oh erumbs 1™

Panbandle =at s horse, staring at
Brirne 1n thie gloom, and fuming.

It was npot the prizoner ihat was
wanted. Vernon-Bmatly, in the hands of
the outeast. gang of Apaches, was to
vanish  tuino the  ulmost, unknown
reeesses of the desert. But Bunter was
not wanted., Bunter did net matter a
lioiled bean, one way or the other, to
the rlﬂtlers of Kicking Cayuse.

What was te be done with him now
that Lo had been “einched * by mistake
was rather 4 puzzle lo the cowman; bub
he soon decided that, He did not want
Buntor, and he was done with him.

Far several minontes he sat cursing.
Then ite mutterad a few words to the

Iuilian,  Tiko a dark speeive, the
Apache, releasing Bunter'a arm,
vgnished into tlie darkness, The faf

(hwl did not see him again, but he heard
sontids—sounds of riders departing. o
~tood blinking at the eowman on the
Lraneao.

A ]=T—T =ay " he stammered.

Panhandle rapped out an oath. He
nheeled his horse and rode away,
feaving the fat junior standing alone
under the cciba,

M erikey 0 gasped Bunter,

The Tudianz had gone in one divee-
tigri; Panhandle had gone in avothey,
Buntee was left alone on the praine,
fanding, in s prjamas, in a heap of
blanknis !

"Bunter was not wanted, and as he was
not wanided e was left where he was,
o wa< glad ciongh, so for as thing wenk,
that he waz not wanted., Bot that was
the anls comiort he had, Left alene on
the prairvie, in the davkness, under the
preat troe, Billy Donder blimked roundd
him dismaily, and ejacueiated again:

N erikey

Then, as 1ir cold wind on the prairie
matein Lo stosver, he gathered np the
EEonkoi2 mond wpapped them round ham,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Foreman’s Orders |
HB TRNING  daroght!™  reared
(Ml
Fle -bumrad af lacked doors

Prawvs owas in the zky, and
the ehineeman nad svederiaksy ta oall the
L:I'r'}rl'ii.. H |I1'E.t'.'r'--r ] lil.:-.'l'i.'_li,

EVERY SATURDAY

“Ri_%_]:_i-h'n. old hean!™ called harck
Dol Chervy's cheery wvoice,

Chick tramped down {he stairs,

Harry Wharton & Co. turned out.
They had passed an undisturbed night,
which possibly would not have heen the
case had not the deors been locked and
the shutters bolted.

Quite unaware of what had happened
in the mnight, the juniors werea soon
down. Bunter, 1hoy supposed, was still
fast azleep in Bmithy's room, and the
door, they naturally toolk for granted,
was still locked,

They did not think of ealling the fat
(Owl, - Nothing would have indueesd
Bunter to turn out at that unearthly
hour; neither would anything have in-
duecd him to join up for the forty-mile
ride to Praivie Bend. Ii the Bounder
was still thinking of booting lum for
having annexed ﬁia room, the booting
had to be left over. Dut Smithy, as a
matter of fact, was not giving Bunter
a thonght. ]

Breakfast did not fake the juniors
long, and they left the ranch in the
frosh, bright glow of sunrise.

In o cheery bunch, ihey walked down
io tha corral for their horses

Somae of the ontfit were up at that
carly ltour; others had not vet turned
out of the bunkhouse. Among those who
wera up was the burly cowman, *an-
handle, .

Panhandle was lounging at the eorral
gate, which was shut. He leaned on
the gate, and watched the juniors with
g grim grig as they approached, He
ﬂif_ not stic from thoe gate as they
arrived.

Vernon-Bunih gave him a sharp look.

Panhandle, he was aware, was the
“side-kicker ¥ of Lariat, the horse-
wrangler: lic had noticed ilie two

together & good deal, For that reason,
Smithy suspected thoat the burly cow-
man was, like Lariat, & secret con-
frderate of the foroman,

“"Get aside, please!™ =aid
emith. “We want our horsest™

“Bays you!” remarked FPanhandle,
without moving.
“What do
Vernon-Smith.

"L oguess o vou 't faking any hoeses
from thiz corral,” answerad the cowiman.
“I'm telling vou, it’s agin ordera!™

“Wha-a-t 77 ejaculated Bob Chervy,

Vernon-Bmitl's oves Hashed,

“Whose arders?” ha demanded.

“Ar. Btone's!” answered Panhamdle
coollv. “ PForeman of ile ranch, siv!
Ar, Stone's done given me Lariat’s job,
now he's all shot up and over to Pack-
saddle for the doe, 1 gof 10 sec that
the cayuses ain't faken out.”

Panhandles’s manner was more o less
grofily civil, but thers was o mocking
glimmer in hiz oyea,

Vernon-Snvth  beeathed  haed!  The
gther fellows exchanged staviled loaks

They had fully expected Barney Sione
to make zome meve, if he could, o

revent them frem getiing to Prairie

nd that <ay., What Laviat had dene,

Vernon-

vou  meani®  znapped

the day before, had shown clearly
enongh how wnwilling Barney waz for
that cable to be dispaiched 1o Al

Vernon-Bmiily, over the * pond.”

But they hod ecrvtainly nob cipected
thizs move !

Without horses, aof course, ey ecanlid
not get to the railvoad 1oun.  Even on
hewzebaek it was a faivly <0 jonrney
for schoollbovs. “Ulos m‘i:'rr-n'rﬂy'. Was
Baey's move—zaimnple, hut eflivacians,

“Taoalk here I sand Hab.

"We've pat ta have onr horses, Pan-
hamdle ! said Havry Wharion

The rowman shook lis head.

“rPain’t owo nze falking to ome, siel®
e answered, T grot ey ordar: [rom iy
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foreman, and I got to. jump to them.
You better sspeak to Mr. Stone.”
]_Vernnn—fimith made & etep towards
11071,

Harry Wharton promptly caught him
by the arm and pulled him back,

“It's no good rowing with this man,
Smithy,” he said. ““We'd better go
and speak to Barney Stone.”

“The betterfulness is terrific!” muy-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singl.

* What reason -did Mr. Stone give for
not letting uwa have our hovzes, Pau-
handle 7" asked Frank Nugent.

“Mr. Stone don't give reasons along
with his orders,” snswered Panhandle.
“He jest apills his orders, and the
bunch jumps to them, I'm telling you!

guess I ain’t going to be fired, like
Bill Buck, for giving 3r. Stone back-
chat] Nope!™

“We've got to deal with Stone!”
sald Harry Wharton, “ Where iz he,
Panhandle

“1 guess you'll locate him in the bunk-
house,” drawled Panhandle, “Ha ain’t
up yet! That goy wed late out on the
ranges last night, swd I guess he ain't
turning out airly.’™

“I'lf wake him up fast enongh I =aid
the Bounder, between his teeth, And l
strode away to the bunkheuse—leaving
Panhandle lounging at the corral gate,
and grinning.

“Blessed 1f T maks this out!™ mut-
fored Bob Cherry,

The Bounder gave an angry prunt.

“Plain encogh, isn't it? Barney
Stone knows, as well as if X°d told hios,
what I'm going to put in that cable to
my father.” He doesn’t fani:g I'm going

i

to ask my father to sack him, simply
beeanse he's fired & man from the
ranch! He knows I'vé spotted his

cattle-stealing, hand-in-glove with that
gang in Squaw  Mountain—and he
knows that's what's going in the cable.”

“Yes; but—"
~ “He dare not let that esble be sent,
if ha ean stop it1" said the Bounder,
gritting his teecth.  *This 1z his latest
move. But we're going over to Prairie
Bend, if I have to rustle the horsea at
the end of n gun!”

“1 don’t get it, all the same,™ said
Biob, “He ean prevent us from going
wo-tay by keeping the heorses from us,
bt that’'s only putting it off. We zhall
ot horses from somewhere™

“TIt's his last card to hold us up!®
enapped the Bounder. “If gives !?im
{ime ‘to plan some other dirly trick—
that's hiz game. "Me's plaving for timo
now.™

“Um! I suppose that's it
Bob, with a nod.

Some of the punchers were having
their breakfast on the benches oatside
iie bunkhonsze when the juniov:z aveived
there,

They gave the schoolboy: o cheoery
CUmorpmg.” With the exceplion of the
foreman and the horse-wrangler and
Panhandle, the Grevfriars fellows were
on quite friendly fermz with all the
Kicliing Caynze ountfif, ;

) “‘Bla.rney Stone here?” azhed Vernon-
smith.

“Yep—jest turning out ! said Yuha
Dick, He ealled in at the open door
way of the bunkhouze. “SBay, Darney,

[
=

agreed

Lere's the owner's son wanis lo sce
you I .
“1 gucss 1"l be along prome!™ ealled

hack the foreman.

The jumiors waited=Vernon-Simith
with angry impatience. DBut i a fow
minutes, Barney Slone stepped out of
the bunkhonsze,

He gave the Greviriars fellowe a nod,
andd glanced  inquiringly a: Vermon
Smith.
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“YFou want me. Blr. Veraon-Srmin,
wir? le aslked, His monber was civil
“I gucss voul can spill it

“We want our horses!” said Vernon-
Sunth starpde, “Panbandle stopped us
at the corral gale, and he says you've
riven i arders—"

“Bure!” psrented Barney., L oguess
I hate 1o spoil your ride, sar, but there's
rews of Indians on the prairie—somo
gong of thict-Apaches [rom the Staked
Pluin. I guess the crails ain't zule for
sehoolbovs to ride so long™s that gang
13 looxe on the prairie. 1 got to sce you
safo here,” Hﬂc{ﬂtl Barney, with an air
of frankness, “Yaur poppor, over
tho Pond, has trusled yon and your
friends to me, and I can’t Iet you run
into danger that-a-wav.  Blebbe in »
fow dayg—m>"

“That will do, Barnoy Stonel I want
my horse, and I want it at anee™

Barney shook his head.

The punchers, silonf, Iooked on.
Although they did not speak, 1t was
vasy to read, in their bronzed faces, that
tiwey fully agreed with the foreman.

With o gang of lawless Apaches,
horse-thieves, wnd outcasts, on  the
prairie, the punchers figured that o
bunch of schoolboys were safer kecping
to the ranch.

YVernon-Smith eleached his handes.

His snspicion amounted to a certainiy
that it was Barney Stone himself who
had brought that goang of oubcast
Apschez inlo the locality for his own
treacherous purposes. Now he was
using their presence as o protext for
keeping the juniors on the ranch--—and
away from Prairie Bend 1 The Bounder
r.nif Creviciars was not likely Lo stand for
that.

“Will vou aerder Panhandle to lot mo
have my horse?"” he aslked, between his
tepth.

“1 guess I've explained——"

"Yes ov no?" snapped the Bounder.

“ Nope ™ said Barney. :

The Bounder, with gleaming eyes,
turned fo go back to the corval, With
what intention he was going was easily
read in his face.

“Hold tn, Mr. VernonSmith, sict”
said Barney quietly. “I'm foreman of
this Tanch, and I'm giving orders here!
I've ordered Panhandle not to let you
into the corral—and that goes! DBut if
vou're giving that guy irouble for earry-
ing out my orders, I puess there's
{rnnuglh guys in this outht to heold you
in ! sura don't want trouble with the
owner's son—jest like. I've allowed
afreadv—but you ain't g{'tiinE 4 eayuse
from that corral! ¥ou den't want to
make me give these guys orders to kee
vou away from the ecorral with their
guirts, =ip,”

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Blows In!

ARRY WHARTON caught the
‘Bounder's arm.
Smithy shosk his hand off
savagely. Buat he pansed.

He had to pause.

Barnoy Stoue spolke quietly, but he
spoke very determinedly. He waz fore-
man of the ranch, and hiz anthority was
undisputed at I{iching Cayuze,.  Thae
Lbunch were ready to obey f:is orders—
they had, in fack, no choice in the
matfer—that was why they were there,
The pretext Barney had given was good
enough—any man on the ranch would
have said t{;ﬂt ho was vight in keeping
o party of schoolboys from undertakin
a long and lonely ride while a gang n%
lawless Hedskins were known to be in
the vicinity. Angry as he was, head-
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STAMPS, STAMPS, STAMPS |

strong and roecklesz az he was, evon the
Bounder realised fhat 16 was fulile to
nitempt to use foree when the force on
the foreman's side was ivresiziililo.

The Famouz Five siood silent, hardly
konowing what to Jdo, Uhe Beunder was
prale with angrer,

“I guess Barney's right, sic!” said
Yoba Dick good-naturedly,  “Them
Apaches 1= pizen! I'm telling yvou, if
your horned into them they'd have yvonur
horsea off ' n you—they snre are durned
hoss-thieves!  Where'd you be then ™

“And mebbe your sealps, too!™ said
Frio I'te. *1 wouldn't put it past thom
if there was nohody around,”

The Bounder did not heed,

“ILook here. Mr. Stone.” said Iarry
Wharton, speaking as quietly and civilly
as he could, *woe're gnite able to take
eare of ourselves. We ran into that
gang of Redskins the other day, coming
back with the mail from Packsaddle—
and they ecut off fast enongh when wo
startod shooting.™

Barney Stoue shrugged his shoulders.

“Mebbe” he sand. “I'll say you was
lucky., Noxt time they might get you
from abind a bush witheout giving vou
g chanen to do any of your faney
shooting.™

“Bure ! sanl Yuba Dick.

“1 guess Mr. Vernon-Smith over the
potcl never sent you out here to get
mixedd up in Injun fighting,” went on
Barney, I reckon he'd sav 1 ought
to keep you elear of that kinder game.

sure do reckon se.”

The Famows Five were silent.

Barney's  argunent  wasz  plansible
enough—aquite  plausible  enongh  fo
ratisfy  the ponchers, at  all events,
Indeed, had Barney Stone been a
gtraight-dealing nian with & sense of
responsibility for the schoolbovs 1t was
probable that he would have acted
exactly as he was doing now. Ho was
not likely o share their belief that
they could teke care of themselves in
dealing with a gang of savage Redskin
oufcasta,

Anvhow, ha had the upper hand,
Iiven the headstrong Bounder realised
how futile 1t was te think of entering
mto a struzgle with a bunch of hefty,
long-limbed punchers, The Kicking
Cavuse men were ready to carry out
Barney’s orcders—that was plain enough.
Smithy was the owner's son, bt Barney
was foreman of the ranch—and Barneyv's
orders were unquestioningly obeyed hy
the bunch.

Thn Bounder's
Barney Stone.

“I'm going to Prairie Dend, and you
shan't stop mel” Lo said, between his
teoth.

BRarvney gave another shrug.

“I guess not," he said. “ I gnesg—'

Without waiting for him fo finizh, the
Bounder turned and walked avwny.

Iis  friends followed him  rather
anxiously.

They wern uneazy  lest he should
make some atteimpd to foree a way infro
the corral, In spie of the cowman at
the gate,

Willingly they would have backed him
up in pitching I'aphandle out of the
way, but that was nseless,  Thres or
four of the panchers, at a sign from
Barney, walked across to join Pan-
handle,

YVernon-BSmith, as e passed the ebrral
gate, pavsed a moment—but only s
moment. Then he tramped on to the
rancho, and hkis friends followed.

Barnev, from the bunkhouse daor,
watched them. a sardonie grin on his
hard face. That cable 1o Me, Vernon-
Smith over ihe pond was not, he

eves  gleamed  at

»
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rockoned, going {o be zont that day—or
any dax.

But for (e mischance in {he night,
IMerbert Vernon-8mith would have boon
far from Ilicking Cavase that morning,
and Barney would have been done with
hamn, Ilis rage had been deep and
bitter when Panhandle rode in and told
him of the miztake that had been made,
That change of rooms—a chanee agsinss
which ne one coold possibly  lave
guarded—had caunsed his wheole cunning
echewma to go far nothing. Bur the
foreman of Kicking Cavuse was nob at
the cnd of lus vésonrees,

Chick, the choreman, stared at tho
jl{t‘uinrs az they came o the raocho
with clouded faces and kuitted brows,

“Bav, ain't you yvouug guys hitiioe
the trail?” he asked,

“Srone's ordered the Lunel to pro-
vent us  from gelting the horses,”
answered Bob Cherry.

_ "How come " asked Chick in astuns
ishment,

Bob told liun what the forcman had
said.

Chick gave a nod.

“I puesa Harney's right, sir,” lio
enig,- “I've heard abour that gong of
Injun hoss thieves—Rainy Face and his
gang. They sure are pizen! You waut
ta ride clear of {has bunch.”

“A hondeed dollars any use to yon,
Chiek 77 asked Ilerbort Yernou-Binith
auietly,

The choveman’z evos opened.

_Ii‘ﬂmrl:h nie ! he answered emphatie.
ally.

“1f sou can get horvses for us £

Chick shook hkis head.

“Not agin Bavney's orders, sic,” lio
answered, Y1 guess 10 st bealihy Lo
tuck agin Ravney.’

“You eoneld ride over to Pacl:addla
and get n bunch of horses, pmd we'd
walk out and meet you on the trail-—"'

“1 gness Barney's orders goes on this
ranch. sir,” answered Chlick, and he
woent back to lng Kilchen o cut shors
ithe discussion.

The Bounder griiiod hus {eeth,

The jumiors gadlered an the voranda
to disenss wava and means. Not ouoe of
them was thnnking of accepting defenr
at the hands of the foreman. But whatk
gtep they were 10 take wos a pmezle w
them.

The only vezourer zeemed fo be (o
“hoof ¥ it to the eow (own, whero horses
could be oblained, e Packsaddieo
was fiftcen miles zwavy across ragged
prajvie. That was a laz resource.

“IHallo, halle, hallo " ejaculated Bolb
Cherry suddenly.  *Whar the dickens
1gma="’

His oves fixed on a lorsemoan riding
in from the praie. 1 was one of the
Wicking Caynse bunech. whom they had
heard spoken to by the pname of Cactus,
On his horse, in front of him, Uactus
had an extraordinary-looking bundle.

It looked at the first glancn like a
bundle of blankets; but Bob, in aniaze-
ment, spotted a fat faco ond a largo
pair of spectacles emerzing from the
blanketa,

He stared at that fat face,

“Banter ! he said almost dazadly.

“Taumter ! repeated Harry Wharien
Blankiv,

“Tha esteemed and absurd Bunter
stuttered Furree Jamset Ram Singh.

Up 1o that moment the juniors had
supposcd—so far os they had thought of
Ei}ijy DBunter at all—that he was slill
asleep and snoving in Bmithy's bed,

They gased 2t lvm oin atter amaza-
renk.

Cactus, grinning, rode in and called
to some of the punchers, wio stared at
his burden acd griowed, wo; tien he

L]
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“ That's to ratile cur nerves, I suppose [ ** sald Vernon-Smith, as the Apaches rode in a circle round the greup, brandishing

1assoes and uttering harsh cries.

rode up to the ranche and grinned up
at the astounded juniors in the veranda,
“1 szay, you fellows!” came a fab
squeak,
“Is that Bunter or his ghost 1" gasped
Nugent.

“Jlow the thump—" stuttered
Johnny Bull. ) :
"' guese 1 picked up this here gick

an the prairie when 1 was riding
range,”’ grinned Cactus. “TP'll say he
went walking in the night and forgot
to put his regs on. I reckoned 1'd tote
[zint in. SBay, he sure i3 plumb loco,
that fat gink 1™

. Billy Bunter, gasping, tlid down
fraom the puncher's horse. Bundled in
blanketa he tottered up the steps of
the veranda. Cactus, rrioning, wheeled
hiz horse and rode awary.

** Bunter ! gasped Harry Wharton.

In blank amazement the juniors
watched Bunter as he tottersd in.
Bunter, evidently, was not in bed. The
vther fellows had been up early, but
Bunter apparently had been up earlier,
and there he was—ciad In pyjamas,
spectacles, and blankels,

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunier

I1e sank into the nearest chair and
gat blinking et the astounded juniors,
aud they stared at him dumbfounded.

Hitting the Trail I
L I SAY, you fellows—" moaned
been ?” gosped Ilarry Wharton.
“We thought you were still in bed.”

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter.
“"Where on earth have jyou
“Oh  dear! lor' I’ groaned
Panter. “I sav, vou fellows, Pre had

** 1"l lot:the unwashed skunks see how much my nerves are rattled !

to his shoulder, and took aim.

& fearful timel Oh erthey! I've been
kidnapped | Oh crumbs |

“ Kidrapped 7

“0wl esl Oh lor’l It'a all Lirak
beast S8mithy's [onlt !’ groaned Bunter.

The Bounder stared at him.

“What do you mean, you fat fool—
if vou mean anything 17 ha snapped.

HBeart! Jf vou'd made that lazy
beast Chick malke up a new bed for me
1 shouldn’t havoe beep in your room !
moaned Bunter. “Ii I hadn’t becn in
your room they wouldn't have pot e
in mistake for you! Oh lox’ ™

“Wha-a-at?"”

“What the thump—"

“Whaot on carth's happened 77 ox-
claimed Bob

“I'vo been kidnapped and murdered
by Indians—I mean, nearly murdered
by Indians!” groancd Bunter. *1 =ay,
you fellows, I'm fed-up with thist I'm
%l::i::iq home | Oh e¢nkeyl OCh dear!

w |

“ Must have been sleep-walking 1
Jolinny Bull.

“QOh, reclly, Bull—" ]

“Well, you scem to have gone out in
your pyjainas, wrapped up in blankets.”

“7 tell you I was kidnapped!”
howled Bunter. “I've had an awiul
time ! After they left ma I couldn’t get
back. How could I in the dark? I
can tell you I was jolly glad to seo
ihat man Cactus! e beast started
faughing when lie saw me—as if iheve
was anything to laugh at—"

“Well, you look a bit unusual in that
outfit,” eaid Bob Cherry. * What the
dickens did you go out like that for?”

“I didn't!” yelled Bunter. “Don't
I keep on telling you T was kidnappod
in the middle of the night? ‘Fhey
thought I was Smithy, as  was in his
raam.  Oh log® 1

gl

He threw his rifle

The Bounder set bis iips_

“Lell us whal happened, Buniey,” he
el muietly.

Billy Bunter was only loo willing i
tell what bhad happened,  The jumors
listencd in astonishment as he leld.
There waa dounbt in the facea of toe
Famous Iive. It sonnded to them w
good el hike nighimare and slecp-
walking, But there was no doubil 1
Yernon-Smith's Tace.

“By gad!” he -sanl, Leiween  his
teeil, when Bamler had gusped to ouw
end of iz startling iale. “'Thart was
ithe garme, was ¥

“ Buit-—"" gaid DBob <dubrounsle.

Tha Bounder made a gesture
angry impatience,

“{fan't you sea ‘it, you fotlwad? I
thiat fat 1diot hadu't bapged my room
Jast might they'd have mot mn”

“Dut how could anyone get in at
& holted shutler?” exclatmd Bols

“They did,” groannd Buvler, “ They
ot mc out of the window, aml stuek
e ook & horse. Ol doar! "Ther was
a bag over my head, Ow! [ wa-
tiedd up in tho blankets. YWow ! If
they hadre’t found oul ihat I wasut

ol

Smitthy, that beastly  Indian  would
have hiked me offt Oh erikey!”
1] ]]ut_'_”
“1 say, yvou [lellows, I'm hongry !
1] But—" ¥ l
“PFamished " said Bunter pathetic
ally.

Vernon-Smilh, with & seb [aee, went
inte the house, and the Fameous Five
followed Lim up the stairs.. They went
into the Hnmuﬂtr‘s room, occupacd the
provious night by Banter.

The chatiera were fastened at
window, ond ithe room was dim.
fastenings wera socure enongh,
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“Naobody's been in here,” said Jolimny
Dull.  “That fat ass must have 'Emd
niglitmares, and walked in his sleep.’

*Idiot i said the Pounder.

Johnny shrugged his shonlders.

Vernon-Smith  opened  the shuiters,
The eunlight streamed into thoe room
In the light he examined the fastenings,
and o sneer came over his face. _

“T.oaolk at that!” he snapped, point-
ire to the iron socket on the left-hand
chutter.

“Bafo as honses said Johnuy Dl

“ Now—yes, It wasn't safe in (he
night. If yon use your oyrs, 1p5:tn:.r] of
vour chin, yowll see that iU's bern

pmmperod  wath. Those serews have
Leen dreawn and replaced.’”
H0Oh1"Y

Tho juniors examined the serews, by
wehich the iron socket was fixed on the
lofi-hand shuiter, earciully. A closa
epxamination was all that was needed,

The stots showed the usmistakaldo
traces af the recont use of & screw:
gdriver.

Tho Dounder's oyes were gliltering,

“Phat bolt-socket was tampered ;L;.-uth
vesterday—all ready for the night, bie
said guietly., “If I'd been in this room
—ag that villain, of course, belioved—
vou fellows would pever have scon me
again, They didn't want Bunter; they
left him stranded, when they fourl
aut whe they'd got, If I had been
here, I should be fifty or sixty miles
away by this time—in the hands of that
gang of Redskins."

“By gum ! said Bob. :

There conld be no doubt of it near,
In the might, whila they had sleph
peacefully, that danger had come, awl
gone. The fatuons antics of the fat
Owl of the Remave had saved Ilerbert
Vernon-Smith from the grasp of his
enemy—the narrowest escape he hail
had gince he had come ta Kickiong
Cayuse, —

“That was the game,” said Vernon.
Snith, in a low voiee of infense and
bitter anger.  “They'd have got e
only that fat fool—

“The gotfulness would have beon
terrific 1" :

“Pha  villain 1™ breathed Harry
Wharton.

“Mhat does i1 sail Vernon-Smalh.
“T'm through bhere! TI'm poing to
Tackzaddle for a horse, and 'E;ii'linf s
trail for Prairie Bend as soon as 1 gob
ene. And any man who stands in my
wany will find out that I pack 2 gun.”

The Dounder tramped down the
stairs, with the other fellows at lia
Lieels, They found LBilly Bunter in the
livinzvoom, sitting down to eats, sup-
plied by the astomished Chick,

ble waz still clad in blankets, Lessor
mattevs bad fo be postponed till Bunter
bad filled the aching void in his exton-
eive intevior,  1lo was Alling 1l at n
GO raic.

"ol sgy, von fellows1"
Turter, with his mouth full.

The Rounder tramped on unheeding,
anid the other fellows followed hin
e dizcovery of what had happened
in the night had sciiled tha matice
for  Yerpon-Bmith,  DPacksaddle  was
fifteon miles distant, bnt 1t was the
pearest place where horses could be
elibnined, and it was in the direetion of
Peatrie Bend. The juniors had to walk
ifteen niles=—but they bad made un
their minds to it

VWhat worried them chiefly was tha
iden that Darney Stone mipght maka
gorac attempt to lkeep them at ihn
ranch by foree.

In such an event, it waa clear from
{he Dounder's lool what he mtended 10
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din.  Ilis hand wos close to the bntt of
itho six-gun in tis belt as he left the
rancho,

The otlier Iellaws had their riltes
under their arms, but they ecrtainly
woerp nob thinking of tnrning them on
Kickinz Caynzz punchers, who might

bar the way et the order of tho
foreman. .
But the desporate gleam in tha

Tounder’s eyes told what was in his
mind. T{ his woy was barred, ho was
poing to {ight his woay out. :
To the relief of the Famows Five,
bowever, no such move was made.

Panbhandle waas still at the corral
gate, and three or four other punchers
were to be scen, but the foreman was
not in sight.

No hand was raised to stop them
as they went ont on the trail. Parney,
it scemed, had contented himself with
giving orders that thoy were not to be
allowed horses. They were frec to go
whiere they liked on foot.

Tt was a relicf to get clear without
further trouble They tramped away
down the trail, and the ranch buildings
dropped out of sight behind them,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Red Foes !

£ ALLO, hsllp, hallot?
mured Bob Cherry.
He pointed.
A bunch of feathers, show-
g over a frings of mesquite near tho
trail, wes the first warning of danger.
The juniors had covered five miles—
long, hard miles over the rugged,
rolling prairie—hard and heavy going,
under the blazing sun of Texas

They tramped on slowly, but steadily,
I*ifteen milca of rugeged prairie on foot
was & large order, even for fellows who
were thoroughly tit. They were going
trr halt for a pood rest, when they
reached the shade of the timber islamd
on tha trail,

But they wore etill far short of the
timber on the open, sun-scorched plain,
when that bunch of feathers bobbed
over the mesquite

“The Indians !’ said Harry Wharton
quietly.

And they came to s halt.

The Bounder guve n scoffing laugh,

“1 rather expected that,’” he eaid
“Jarney Stone j=n’t likely to let us lae
I'vairie Bend if he can help it.”

Neove of the juniors, in fact, felt ang
surprise.  Barney Stone had not been
in sight when they left the ranch; but
they had no doubt that he was per
feetly well scquainted with their move-
menta,

Indeed, there was little doubt that
the foreman had expected cxactly the
move they  had made—starting  for
Packsaddle to get horses. It was their
only resource, and they had inevitably
eome fo 1t

Ft was nob surprising, thereforo, [or
encnies to show up as soon as thoy
wore nt o distance from the ranch, ont
of sight of the outht. It would have
heen surprisicg, if that had not been
LT o ET

ot {he Crevivinrs fellows wore not
alarmed,

Their previous encounter with Rainy
Faca and his tatlered sang had ended
in an casy vickory, and they had no
donbt whatever of being abvle to take
care of themaclves

The enly difference was that they
were now on foot, and could not fake
to flighs if they wanted to, But they

Iur-

H?dl l;m idea whatever of taking to
ight.

falting in the trail, they half-lifted
their rifles, and watehed the bunch of
feathers that bobbed over the thicket,
Unwilling as they wers to fire, even
on tha savage outcasts of the desert,
they were quite ready to do so if the
Indians aitacked. And th?' were quite
assured of being able to drive off the
copper-skinned gang, as they had
driven them off before.

The feathered chief rode into view,
and from the cover of the thickets six
or seven more lattered braves followed
him.

Tha brack, bawkishk eyes of the
.ﬂ.rachea were turned on the group of
schoolboys 1n the trail; but they did
not approach. They rode in a circle
round the group, st a distance, brand-
ishing lassoes, and wuttering horsh
criga

The Donnder
temptaouely,

“That's te rattle our perve, I sup-
pose,” he said. “I'1l let the unwashed
skunks sce how much my nerves are
rattled.” ) .

He threw his rifle to his shoulder,

langhed apgain <on-

and took aim at tho chief. ]
Favry Wharton called to him
sharply :

“Hold on, Bmithy! Don't start the
trouble [

“I'm going to warn_that rotter off,
fathead | We're not going to stick hero
while they play their circus tricks.”

The Bounder fired. He was a erack
shot, and the range was casy The
bullets tore feathers from the black-
matied head of Rainy Face.

There was a loud wyell from the
Indigns, ond they swerved away on
their shaggy mustangs. riding in e
wider circle.

But they slill eireled the group on the
trail, theugh out of effective shooting
range. ;

“Come on ! said Smathy.

He tramped on up the trail, and the
Famons Five tramped after him,
watchful and wary [t was [airly
clear that the Apaches had no * hunch ™
tn rido at the rifles; but a sudden
chargo might have come at any mament,
and the juniors were ready to greet it
with a volley if it come.

Unloss, indeed, the Bed riders hoped
to take thom by surprisc by a sudden
overwhelminge rash, it was difficult to
soe what their object was

Fer the present, at least, they scomed
satisficd with eircling at a distance,
waving their lassoes and yelling.

Incessant watchfulness, added to tho
fatigue of tramping over the rugged
trail and the blaze of the semi-tropical
sun, was trying enough to the nervcs
and to the temper. Every now and then
two or three of the Indiapns circled
closor, as if intending to charge, and
the juniors halted and raised their rifles.
it no eharge came, and they tramped
onward.

The Bounder’s brew grew darker and
darker.

ITarry Wharton & Co. were growing
rrim in temnper as fhis went on; bue
Vernon-Smith was getting into & dan-
rerour mend, and less and less inelined
to hold bLis fire.  Sudderly, os one of
the Indinns rode eloser, he lifted his rifle
and fircd,

There wos 0 lowd yell from the
Apaelic o2 tha bullet cut o gash along
his coppery shoulder. Instaotly  he
spurred his shagey steed out of range.

“Bmihy, old tnan—" muttered Bob.

“(M, rate!” snapped the Bounder.
“Wo'ro in Toxas now! Ilow do you
think 1411 wonld handle that crew i



Aud he fived again and apain, with
the effeet of sending the aiveling riders
senitling still farther off,

Tha Apaches were zo distant now thab
they were hali-hidden in the waving
grass, and instead of cirching round the
reyfriars party, they collected in a
bunch to follow them.

Glancing back every now and then, the
junicrs tramped on. Ahead of them n
the distance was the timber island—a
great mass of cottonwood-trees and
thicket:—whera they intended to halt
for rest and lunch. DBui the timber,
though in sizht zgainst the bloe shy, was
still fav off, and 15 waz o loug and weary
tramp to reach it in the hot sunshine.

The Creyvirviara fellows wera hot,
dusty, and tired, and looking forward
keonly to a rest in the shade of the
branches. DBut they were keenly on the
alert, ready to turp and stand up to
an altack if their pursuers came nearer.

The Indians, however, kept their dis-
tance, only following on the trail. The
Bounder, m his angry irritation, sent o
shot whizzing back at them, too wide to
do any demage.

“All sereme, Bmithyi" said Harry
Wharton, "It won't hurt us if they
follow us all the way to Packsaddle—
and vou can bet they will cleay off long
before that.,” ;

““Aare hkely to rush us when we hit
the timber” growled Vernon-Smith.
“There's cover for the brutes as soon as
et there.”

e ean keep them off easily enough,
a3 wo did before. I only hopo it won't
coma to shooting in carnest |

Ths Bounder gyunted. He-was get-
ting into a moad for sheoting in deadly
earnest IHe grunted, and tramped on.

Another weary mile lagged under the
tramping fect, and then the juniors were
close to the timber, through which the
trail ran. Then at last came a move
from Rainy Face and has gang. ‘

With a wild whoop and a trampling
of boofs, the bunch of Apaciwes came on
at a rapid rush

“ Look out i exclaimed Bob.

“ Shoot I** snarled the Bounder.

The juniors faced round, with ready
rifles

Bang, bang, bang! reared over the
plain as they fired on the advancing
Apaches, .

ut ot the first shot the Indians

separated and rode elear of the trail,
circling wide gpain. LEither the firing
daunted them or they had never ins
tended to come to close quarters at all,
At all events, they rode wide and clear,
and the nflo wvaolley whizzed away
through empty spece.

Bob Cherry grinned.

*1f that's jolly old Indian warfare, it
isn't like what we unsced to read about,”
he remarked., “DBit tame i theze

We
ir

days.™ .

'i‘]mj' tramped on into the shade of
the timber. The trail ran on under
high, over-arching branches, and the
juniors were glad cuovzh to get into
tha shade.

“ By gum, this is hetter I* said Johnny
Bull, fanping his heated face with his
etetzon.

“Look ocut!” snanped the Bouunder.
“They' re coming |V

He lifted his rifle, hiz eyes gleaming
over it.

From the suniit nlain, as the juniors
looked baslk from the timber, the bunch
of Apacies come on at a wi‘ld puerst of
gprned. ]

It zeemed this time as if tacy had
rezolved to push on to close quarters,
and the luniors fired together, a shower
of bullels waizzine out [rom the deep,
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dusty shada of the trees into the plaring
sunlight.

But sgain the Hedsking swerved- cwoy
on aither =ide of the trail, ecireling on
the plain, swinging over tha flanka of
their mustangs to dodge the fire. Not
a man m the bunch was hit, so swiff was
tie’ retreat.

Tho Bounder gave an angry laugh.

“It’a all gommon!” he snepped.
“Thoy don’t dare—- Ol 1

He broka off, with a startled ery that
wis choked In its nterance,

His rifle went with a crash to the
carth. Head over heels, Herberi Vernon-
Smith spun away in the eclutch of a
looped rope that had suddenly, swiftly,
silently dropped on him, flung by an
nnzecn itand from the thickets bordering
tha teatil.

™ Bmithy—"

L] Wha s

The Famoua Five, like tha Dounder,
had been watching the ridera on thn
F]ﬁi"' They spun round at hiz cry and
J..-a -

But they had no time ¢ help him;
no chance to stvelch out & hand., Even
as they turned, the Bounder, drageged on
the mEﬂ by irresistible force, crashed
through the thickets and disappeared
from their eyea.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Lost !
GENMITIHY!” gasped Harry

S Wharton.

“After him ! yelled Bob.
The Famous Five rushed des
peretely afier the Bounder. i

Ha had dizappeared as if by magic
in the twinkling of an eye. They had
not oven seenn the rope that dragged
him, so swiftly had it been done, but
they knew that he must have heen
lassoed.,

In that instant they knew how they
had been tricked. In open fight they
could have beaten off the Apaches, as
they had beaten them off hefore, But
they wers not egual fo the wiles of
Indian cunuing.

But they knew now lhat the purswit
across the praivie, the repeated pre-
tences of attack, had been designed to
keep their attention on Hainy I"ace and
bis  gang, while one of the Apaches,
posted far ahead of them, waiwed and
watched like a lurking panther in the
thnber.

That cunning trick had succecded, and
the Bounder, suddenly caupgit in the
whirling lasso of tha hidden Apache,
was dragpod away from his friends with
sueh sm:lfen gwiftness that he was gone
from their sight before they know what
was happenin

But they did not lose & moment. Thoey
could not fire inio tho thicket at the
canning Apache; tho Bounder would
have bren in as tuch deanger from the
fra az the Bedskin., Smiihy had dis-
appeared; the Indian they had not seen
ot all. Theyr rushed in fierce and
lwrried pursuit, and crashed mto the
tangled serubs hardly 2 few moments
alrer the Bounder had been drapgoed off
the trail. Lo breathless haste, ey tore
to tha rescue,

Tt seemed impessible that, in these few
moments, 1he Bounder could boe pone—
that e was out of the reach of resgue.
They did not doubt that they would
reach him, struggling in the Indian’s
crasp m the timoer.

But ke was gone.

They were ouly a fow momentes after
hin. But the swift Apache had net lost
a second, Uhe juniors, in wild aunxiely,
tramped in  angled  mesquite  and
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juriper, amid great, hanging maseces of
Spanizh mess. The Bounder was net to
ha s,

“Swmithy 1 peared Johnny Bull,

A ery came hack—a [aint, cholied civ,
In desperation, the juniora plunged
theongh the bush in the dircetion of the
CLT.

“ Look ! yelled Bob.

Iic had a glimpse for a second of n
hrvawny figure 1n a tattered blanker, with
VYernon-Smith flung like a sack over
his shoulder, vainly stroggling. The
figura vanished the next second.

Belh tora after it, his comrade: at
hia heels.

The Indian was winding swifily
through the brush—as swiftly as u
hunted coyote.

The burden on his shoulder was
nething to the browny Apache. In his
powerfal grip the Bmméjm"a struggles
were futile. Another fainbt ery came
|1$|:i~: to hia [riends, bub 16 was faviher
L H
‘They tore on desperately, tangling in
drooping lianas, stumbling over juwning
roots, crashing into pendants of heavy
1HEa,

It had secmed certain to them in the
first tnomenta that they would reach the
Bounder; mnow they knew that tle
Indian was drawing farther and farther
away fronmi them. The Apache was as
mwheh ot home in the tangled brosh as
a panther, but it was despevately diffi-
eult going to the unaceustomcd :zchool-
boae,

They could hear the rustling and
erazhing in the bush—again cama fhe
Bounder's choked cry. In sheer despern.
iion they tore their way in pursuwir,
Had they sighted the Indian again,
they would have risked a shot, zt the
visk of hitting the Bounder,

But they did not see him; the buzh
was {oo thick for that, Only the sounds
he made, as he fled, gurded them at all,

Panting, perspiring, desperate, they
plunged on; and suddenly, from ile
thick hbmsh, they staggered out into the
open trail. The Indian, after windivg
somin digtance through the brush, had
emerged into the trail=—why, they could
not for the moment guess.

But the pext moment they knew,

Thud, thud, thud!

It was the beat of a horse's hools,

Far down the trail, in the direction of
the open prairie where Rainy Face and
his gang had halted, they glimpsed o
horsmman, his back to them, riding like
the wind, g

Acrozs his saddle, in front of him, was
a crumpled fgure,

'Then they knew that, somewinere
along the trail, the Indian's nmeiang
had been waiting for him.  Ha had
rhrown off pursnit in the brush, reacurd
s mustang, and now the last & Was
gone.  Harry Wharton threw his rifle
i hia shoulder. It was the last chance,
and, at any risik, he had to fire now,

Tiut the Apache was viding at a mail
callop, and he disasppeared down e
winding trail before the captain of i
Groyfriaras could even pull trigger.

'l"ﬁc- rifte roaved; bul HHavey Whartoen
unew that he had missed.

“Uome on ! he panted.

It wana uzeloss, and they koew ity but
they razhed in frantic purswit, In a
few minutes they were ont of the tinber
on the open plain, in the blaze of the
gunshine, ;

Far away—a bunch of movinz dois—
wore ihe Apaches,

In despair, the juniora came to a
breathless halt.  Awmong those distzn
viders, galloping away uacvoss ihe
prairie, tﬁe could not even pick out tha

Tug AMagxer LIBRART.—No. L5071
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Indias who held Herbert Vernon-Smith
a prisotier on his horse. He had joined
the rest of the gang, end was riding
away with them; and, even as the
taniors  waltched, the wholo pang
Aininished to mere moving specks far
away across the sunlit grass,

“They've got him '’ breathed Harry
Yharton.

Y They—they've got Bmithy 1M mut-
tered Bol.

“And we—we oan do nothin
Johnuy Bull, between his teeth..
we had our horses—""

“That  hound—that villain—"*
Wharton cholked. “Barney Btone fixed
all that! He planned the whole thing,
and we—wo—"=="

“We fell into the trap | muttered
MNugent. *He kuew we should make for
E’ﬂ_ﬂ 'Iﬁadd‘Tje—nnd it was all cut and

ried—

Wharlon clenched his hands in help-
less rage,

They had foreseen danger on the trail,
and lud been prepared for it; and nover
doubted that they could dui'aﬂd them-
selves—as, indeed, they could, But
Indian cunning had been too much for
LI,

It was only Vernon-Smith that the
Apaches wanted=—tho rest of the party
were nothing to them, And Vernon-
Sinith was in their hands—disappear-
ing across the boundless prairie, as fast
as a swilt mustang eonld gallop, On foot
purrsuib was rmpossible,

Standing there, on the edge of the
timber, they watched helplessly, while
the swift horsemen in the distence van.
isiied from sight, till only the waving
grass, shimmering in the sunlight, met
their staning ayes

The Indians were gonel Gone, not
only from sight, but from the Pack-
saddie country, as the juniorz could

uess only too easily. Now that the
Bounder was in their hands, they weore
not likely to draw rein till they were
saie ont of the valley of the Frio—szafe
from pursuit by the Kicking Cayuse out-
fit. or the sheniff of Packsaddle.

In what remote recess of the desert
they might vanish, it was impossible to
gues—but it would be far bevond the
veach of search or pursuit.

It geemed like &n evil dream to the
junior: as they stood in  dismav.
Havdly half an hour ago their comrade
had been with them—nosw he was raced
awax from their eight, and had vamshed
izte the wunknown, where they could
prt help him; where none could help
11,

Johnny Bull broke a grim stlence.

“Thore's eone thing,” he said,
“Emithy’s life is not in danger! It's
Bween in danger, more than onee: bub
rven that plotting brute, Stone, will
stop short of that, if he can. That
Iwcitan could have knocked him on the
licad i in the brush—if

1" eaid

e

easily enough |
that was the game ! They've kidnapped
him—and that shows that his life's
gafe.”’

Harry Wharton nodded. ¥e had no
dovbt of that. Hard-fisted, unserupu-
lous, ruthless as he was, Barney Stone
woufd not order the copper-skinned out-
casts to take life, if kidnapping wounld
gorve his turn. Tha fact that the
Eounder had been carvied off, was proof
enough of that. It was & comfort, =0

far @z it went.
“We've pot to eave him!™  =aid
Haviv. “Barnev Stone's got by with

it at last; but we're going to beat him
—somehow!  Get baek to the ranchl
Tho whole outfit will ride after Smithy,

STOP, LOOK, LISTEN!

.nn%il;;’larnef dare not stop them—he dare
no

It was all that could be done. Imme-
diate pursuit was the only chance of
saving the Bounder—if there was yvet a
chance. Whatever Barney’s wishes, he
could not stand in the way of a ride to
the rescus. There was a chance yet——
there was hope yet—the juniors, at all
events, wora determined to believe thet
there waa,

But thero were long and weary miles
of rugged prairie between them and the
ranch. It was with heavy hearta that
they set out on that long and weary
tramp—while, with every moment that
passed, the Bounder of Greyfriars was
drawing farther and farther sway into
the unknown, ns fast as an lodian
mustang could gallop,

P r—

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Through at Last !

mesa gt the opening of & rock
canyon in Squaw Mountain, an
watched the plain below.
Eliz lean brown face was grim under
tue shadow of the stetson hat.

His horse was tethered i1n the canyon,
For & long, long time, the foreman of
Kicking Cayuse had stood on the high
flat rock, watching the prairie with
grim searching eves. :

And that for which he was watching
came in eight at last—a cloud of dust
that hali-hid & bunch of galloping riders
far off on the plain, but heading for
Bguaw Mountain,

At the ranch it was believed that
Barney had ridden away that day on
business at Hatchet. But Barney had
been nowhere near Hatchet., From the
lonely, rugged side of SBquaw Mountain
hoe watched, little doubting that this
time his schemes had come to success.

And when he sighted that hunch of
ﬁ;nllﬂpmg videvs, e know, There wero
wlf & dozen copper-skinned Apaches in
‘!.hl.'t bunchi—and one who rode swathed
in an Indian blanket, which was drawn
partly over his head, hiding him. Any.
one sighting the riders on the prairie
would have supposed that that rider
was one of the red-skin bucks, wrapped
up agamst wind and dust—but Borney
fancied that he konew better. He could
not see that that rider was bound to his
horse, but ho knew that lie was. And
hiz hard lean faco gloated at tho
Bounder of Greyiriars.

e descended from the mesa, ag the
Indiana rode near—and met them as
they clattered into the ecanyen and
drew reim.

“You pgot him, Bainy TFacel” he
eaid, with a sour grin.

“TUeh!" grunted the Indian.

- Ho made a gesture towards the figure
swathed in the blanket.

Bariey Stone stepped to it and
pulled aside the corner of the blanket
that covered the prisoner’s head.
Then the Bounder of Greyfriars looked
af lnm, with s deadly glint in his eyes.

Barney smiled.

Vornon-Smith  looked at
silener, with a savage face.

“Yep! They sure got you this time,
hombre " said the foreman of Kicking
Cayuse. “They sure got you by the
ghort haira !’

The Bounder gave a wreneh at his
bonds. Then he panted. His feoet
were roped under the borse, bhis hands
tied behind lis back He was power-

BERNET STONE stood on a high |

him, in

TOPPING PRIZES WAITING—~

lesz—a helplesa prisoner, a% last in the
hands of his emmgi

“You hound!” he said, in 8 low,
thick voica. “I'll make you pay for
this yet, Barncy Stone!”

“Bays you!l” grinned Barney, "1
guess I'll take the riskl ¥You had it
coming to you, you young geck{ I
reckon I did all I knew how to keep
you clear of the ranch—you was
warned, and vou horned in all the
game. I knowed that yvoun was wise fo
the rustling game—and I'll say that I
ain’t run the Kicking Cayuse for years
on end to have a schoolb put it
ncross me ab the finishl INaopel
You're a cute, sgpry young hombre,
Mr. Verpon-8mith—a heap too euts and
spry for your health, I reckon!™

The Bounder breathed hard with
Ia

“You fancy that you will get by with
this?"” he muttered.

“1 reckon so,” said Barney, “and I
guess when you want somothing to
chew on it that you'ro getting by cheap.
I guess any of these Keds wr.unf:i make
it last sickness for you for an extrn
dollar or two.. What you figure ¥

The Bounder was savagely silent.

“If you wa=mn't eafe where you're
going, Mr. Vernon-Bmith, I'll mention
that you wouldn’t be going!"” said
Barney Stene grimly. *1 ain’t honin
to spill your juice and you a school-
boy—but I guess I min't loosing my
g.ﬂp on the Kicking Caryuse. You
ank on it that you'll be safe—when
thay get you across the Btaked Plain.
Yepl’

“Wait till my chance comes!” mut.
tered the Bounder.

Barney laughed—s grim laugh.

“Don't you start anything among
these Reds!™ he said. “They got you
safe, and I reckon I'm making it
worth their while to keep you safe.
But they got their orders plain—yon
won't get away alive. You start any-
thing, and I'm telling you it's you for
the long jump! If you want a toma-
hawk cracking your cabeza, you only
ot to give them trouble.”

IHiz lean face set hard.

“I puess I'd be jest as Elmseﬂ if I
ot news of 161” ho said. * You better
walk zoft and talk turkey. Mr. Vornon-
Smifh—it's sure your best guess|”

“"You rotter — you villain — you
double-dealing scoundrel 1" breathed the
Bounder.

*1 guess that’s the lot I said Barney.

And he threw the corner of the
Indian blanket over tne DBounder's
head agpgain,

For a few minutes he remaimned in
talk with Xainy Facee  Then he
mounted his bronce and rode out of the
canyon by the plain.

The Indians set their horses in
motion, at the same time, in the oppo-
gite direction, riding through the can-
yon. Their distant destination. what-
evor it was, was on the farther side of
Baguaw Mountain

qBa,rney Btone rode for the ranch at
s gallop, grim eatisfaction in his f[ace.

He had won his game at last! The
owner's son, who had epotted his
double-dealing at Iicking Cayuse,
wottld never report what he had dis-
covered to the owner of the ranch—he
wotld ecarry whot he knew to the
hidden den of the Wolf-Apaches in the
desert. Barney was through with him
at last, and there was no epot of com-
punction 13 his hard heart

(Continved on page £8.)
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-TO BE WON! FULL PARTICULARS ON PAGE 2 |
LINE UP, CHUMS, FOR ANOTHER RAMBLE WITH—
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THE DAILY ROUND.

Q)

For dinner to-day, I'm enchanted to say,
There was beef end potatoes and
carrota,
And fellows came in with a satisfied
grin
And repeated the menu like-parrots.
14" beef, old fellow. I say, old bean,
Tt's Dbeef for dinner. Yes,. beef, I

mcan
(2}
Some chaps, of course, say it's leg of
horza

That is served for our midday dinner,
When a horze is old it is often sold

— T A R W A 4 e

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS

When Dunter pai'; & vizik
To Bessie at Chf Houso

Ho simply locks exquisite
And miﬁdy could zrouse

At Bunter's shoes, which nearly
Tclipse the sun itself.

{They're Harry Wharton’s, realls,
e lelt them on a shelf 1)

Liis apats are simply splendid
(Ifar Mauly keepa them so),
His socks are neatly blended
(It's Inky's taste, you know},
With Hazeldene's silk hanky
Tte looks superbly dressed;
His gloves ave really swanky
LTﬁ wvire Toddy's very best 1),

The suit sooms ont of %mnﬂ-:r,
But Bunter can't hwelp that,
For Nugent's rather slender,
And Bunter's rather fat |
It tits him faiely tightly,
It conld have been morve slack !
The waisteoat's not unsightly—
It's Beon slit up the back !

Wirth Cherry’s collar lining
iz neck, and Newland's tie,
And Snnthy's topper shining
TTpon his head on high,
The givls with cireumspection
Stund round him to admire
This travelling collection
Uf Lower Fourth attire |

12.30 p.m. Dinner.

To the Greyfriars cook; says Skinnér,
The cook dissects it with an axe
And bakes it—these, he says, are facta |

(3}

But that's the sort of absurd report
That is Skinner's special mission,
We know the food is extremely good
And it's quite beyond suspicion.
Ak Bunter how he likes the stuff,

He secma to eat it fast enoughl

(4)
Well, after the meat wo have the sweet,
Ii's apricot tart and custard,
And jokers try as the plates gﬂ by
To put in a spot of mustard.
But Quelchy frowns in a manner grim,
And nobody wants words with him |}
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THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

PERCIVAL SPENCER

- - PAGET, |
The highly connected fag of the Third.

P is for PAGET—my word !

The aristocrat of the Third !
Related to dozens of earls

And barons and other base churls,
And peers by the hundred he counts
Ag uncles and aunts—the smounts
They tip the young hiigs-liht-_::r would couse
A Rothsehild considerable peuse,
‘This inky young nobleman here
Must tremble and shiver with fear
Before 8 mere commonecr, who
Can’t boast of a title or two !

This Wiggina, by all the mad flulkes,
an cano a relation of dukes,
And—tina will make Parliament buzz—
iTe not only can, but he does |

e e

A natice put up in ihe schoal hath-
rooms warns batheors to be earaful not
0 come mto contact with the electyie
fight, In the fags’ bath-roome, of course,
1t @ quilo aRneceszgry to warn them
nover ta come into contact with (e
waler |

ANSWER to PUZZLE

Tapz, Pors, Post, Stop, Bpot.
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

It's Gosling’s birthday next week, bui
what is one among so many 7

Mr. Prout set up & target for a littla
vifle-practice- in the Cloisters. Feallows
who felt themselves in danger made a
bee-line for the target as tha safest apot,

Mr. Quelch says a boy should *stand

up for himeself.” ~ And bend over for his
master, of course,

SRR AR AR EER AR NN
AR NEIRRI RN A BRSNS EFRENEE

... PUZZLE CORNER

Billy Bunter said recently: “1
say, old —, thero’s —— of
money in the — for me, and
I'm going t¢ —— on this —
until it comesa” The missing
words &ra all apelt with the samoe
four letters, What are they i

Answer at foct of col. 2.
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Mra. Mimhbl: is making what she calls
“Harrow ecokes.” 1f Bunter gefs a
chance they'll be “ Eton " cakes,

Wibley is going to re-write his new
play’ as soon a3 he has fimished the
thousand lines he got for giving Quelch
the play instead of tho hundred lines ho
had first of all.

While at batiing practice with tho
Fifth yesterday Coker accidentally hit a
boundary. |

Mr., Prout asks angrily: ”'Wh;f will
boys shde down the banisteys?’ Chiefly
Liecause we've nok clever enough to alide
up !

Cokor offcred Potter s lift on tho
pilthon of s motorbike, but found
neither of them would go.

Tubb of the Third has fixed a hooby-
trap over Loder’s door. T wonder what
hia last words will bet

Skinner's father prontsed him a fiver
if ho won the bundred yards at the
sporta. Mo looks lLike doing if, too,

AEIFERRERRFNII I AR NN EREEEN
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* now that he's hired a man to velease a

savage hulkdog just behind his heels,
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Tho Bounder, as ho rode’ on, o E!-:I{;-
lesa  prizoner, in  the nadst of  the
Apache gang, into the lonely. rocky
wastes of Bguaw DMountain, did nol
velieve that Barmey was “through ™
with him.

Fseapo was the fixed thought in his
mind-—-even if ho was not followed and
rescued, he would escape! And then
thers would be a rveckoning with the
double-dealing  foreman of Kicking
Cavuse:

That thought was still in hiz mind,

THE MAGNET —EVERY SATURDAY

chistanen, tliles and mules, endless
miles, lay between him and his friends
—and in the hot morning. uncler the
blazing =zun, the miles lepgthened and
lengthened.

The grasslands wepa not round bim
now-—it was a cdeserk of sage.bush and
sand, with here and thore a  paunt
cactus, standing . sentry-like, that eh.
civeled him—wida-stretehing, Irackless,
far from the cow-country, far from ihe
haunts of men,  And when another
long day had drvawn to its close, there
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KEEP THESE STAMPS!

Have you seen the details of the Great Armaments Race
on page 2!

Below are eight more stamps to help sv:ell your total—
snip them out and keep them in a safe place!

ANTI-AIRCRAFT
GUN

B BATTLESHIP

MORE STAMPS in Next Saturday’s MAGNET—
BE SURE YOU ADD THEM TO YOUR COLLECTION!
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that hope strong in his hearet when the
Indians halted at nightfall—and he
waz taken, with tired and acling
litmbz, fiom ihe back of the mustang.
But after he had been given food he
was bound aghin, and the Apaches
slept round hiw in their blankets; aud
whon the dawn came they were riding
again; the junior pioee more bound on
thio horse. :
Apd hope wavered and almeost died.
iz oves wors hapggard as he looked
ahout him—no . Jonger swathed tn the
Llauket, for there was no danger of
observation now  Looking back, he
saw (hat the mighly mass of Squaw
Afountain had sank oui of sight in the

If any difficult:
write THOMAS GLIFFE no MR L

was solncthing very ke despair in the
heart of the Bounder of Crreylrinvs

THE END

(Hurney Stone's geheming hos wmaot
with sweecss af lesf—Vernon-Smith iz a
priganer fn the hands of the Tndiagns!
It farey Wharton { Co. are deler-
arircesd o Bl Hhe oraseally raneh fore-
mon—somehow! Wateh out for: A
PRIXONYER IXN THE DESERTS the
neat slory fn this Hheilling Wikl TWest

gerics, Yol find o8 dnonevd Seturduy's
Macxkr.,  Don't forgel, thiz izswe il
Frk e en Mare gl s for A

calfeetimn
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STAMPS

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND CIRLS!

Your EBditor iz always pleasod to
hoenr from his renders. -Write to
him: EBEditor of the MAGHNET,
The Flestway House, Farvingdon
Staect, Logden, E.CH4,

RAAMENTS, armarmpents, arina-
A monts ] The “hig dailics"” aro
full of this theme these davel

But why worry, chums? We've
got an armaments race of cur own
On page 2 of this izsue you've got full
sarticulurs of thoe greatest Armaments
lace evelr |
There ara
Fifteen First Prizes of * Hercnles " Bikos
and 8,000 Other Tip-top Prizes|
But our Armpaments Race, unlike the
national ene we hear so much of every
day, and which i costing millionz of
pounds, is going io cost you practically
nothing—only the price of the coms-
panion papers, which, incidentally, aro
alveady
FOLL VALUE FOR MONEY]

Go in and win—thet's my advice Lo
all of you! All you've {;{}t te do is to
collect the Armaments Bace stampzs—
there are eight different Kinds,
prising Bombers, Guns,
aind so on.

Te kick off with your ccllection vou
have, this week, twenty stamps. ur
companion  papers—the “Gem " and
“Modern Boy "=also contain twoenly
stumps, which, 1f you take the three
papers, will amount Lo sixty stamps.

nd here we come to
An Important Point,
cipecially to readers of the ATacxeT who
intennd joining in this GREAT ARMA-
MENTS RACE--noxi Saturday’s issue
of the Magxer, in addition to the
number of stanps given away with our
other companion papers, will contain
Four Additional Stamps,
which means that every reader of nexd
woeek's dssue of the Macxer will have o
four pointz lead over his  rivals!

‘Elm'f collecting . RIGHT AWAY,
chums; I wane readers of the Magxer
te head the list of prizewinners, - And
just think of the vseful prizes there arve

Walting To Be Won,
wrespective of the fifteen lvsl prizes of
“Hercules . bikes — cameras, roller
shates, foatballs, ele.

Noturally  enough, next Salurdayv’s
MagxeT will be well up to standard, In
1t you will find spother super story of
Harry Wharten & (o, of Groviviars,
dealing  with  the  further exciting
adventare of the Greyfriars chums waoy
out in the Wild West, and snother
topdeal  issne of  the  “Greviriars
Herald,™ ]

Herve's hoping that you will win a
prize moonr Great Avinaments Bace,

AN the Bost until next week,

YOUR EDRITOR.
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SHARING OUT THE TUCK!

Amusing and Amazing School Yarn of
Jack Jolly & Co., of St Sam's.

By DICKY NUGENT

“ Mugrleton Station !
Alight here for Bt.
Sam’s !’

The grate exprees clat-
teredd into the station,
almost dtgni.ng the
aged rier’s Iping
wnrﬁ,b%th a miﬂ
i rekes, it sto
dr-:rgad; and instantly the
platform becama alive.

Boys of ell sizes and
ages poured out of the
tyain, It was the first
day of the new term at
S5t. Sam’s, and the fel-
lowas weora all delited to
gee cach other again.

Most prominent of all
in the seething crowd
was the bearded figger
of Doctor Birchemall,
the revered headmaster
of 8t. Sam™. The Head,
who seemed to have put

on quite a lot of weight
during his stay at the
Honnerable Guy de Vere's
ancestral home, was

iing cheerfully, as he
gurzad ia way through
the erowd,

*Mind wyonr backs,
boye! " he cried humor-
ously. ' Makeway fora
gentleman ! *
grinnad Burleigh. * Where
whe 17 &

“Ha, ha, bat™

“ This way, Jolly1?*
| rapped out the Head,
frowning slitel
leigh's little Sally. “And
mind how wyvou handle
those tuck hampers eof
mine. I don't want to
find thecontentadamaged

l'ﬂ'hﬂi I eny them,'
Joack Jolly, who was

at Bur-} 3

1
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sach hond, grinoned re-
assuringly,

“* Rely on me, sir!"
he sauid, ** I never be-
leavo in letting tuck g.t-
damaged—even when the
owner happens to be &
stingy old fogey like
ou 1"

“ Wkhkat ! '

“* Pr—I mean, espoci-
ally when the owner
happens to be a generous-
barted gentleroan like

§

“'i'hat.*a better ! ™

A

WELL WON,

REDWING!

‘Popular Removite’s Brave Rescue

Popular Tom RadWL:::E
of the Remove will fi
himself move populer
than over when he re-
turns to. Greylriars for
the new term. In fact,
to a modest, retiring
chap like Redwing, his
opularity will probably
E—B gquite embarrassing.

The truth ia that Tom
Redwing deserves all
the nice things that are
going to be said about
him. For sheer hero-
ism, we think that his

ormance will take a

ot of beating.

Hero are the plain,
uovarnished faots :

Redwin hod been
ﬂﬁtiﬂil}g ang the eoast
with four older follows

in & small sailing yacht
with an anxilisry engine.
They had a smooth trip
from Hawkseliffe to the
Ide of Wight and back,
takin thﬁu time over
it and ealli ot ¢v
place nl::mgngtha cnﬁ
that took their faney.
They were ountward
bound for & woek and
returncd  in six  days,
nnd they were actusll
in sight of Hawkseliffe
azain when foul weather
Bot i,

They tried to make for
ehelter, but the engine
failed snd mountainguos
ecas and a gale of hurri-
cane force soon rendered
their boat helpless. To
add to their troubles,
the mainmast snapped
ond then they could only
hang on and wait for
what was eoming.

After being tossed
about for a couple of

hours they were dashed
on to the rocks just
below the Shoulder near
Pege Village. The boat
was wedged between two
rocks and stayed there,
leaking badly, with
heavy seas washing over
it. Finally, when they
tried to send vp distress
signals, the rockets were
waghed over.
board and the
wern  left wit
about one chance
in a thousand
of surviving
the night !

Three out of
Redwing's four
companions
were only mod-
erate swimmers
who could not
?t}saihl:,r have
aced the ses
that wasa run-
ning : the fourth
wae  uneble to
awim &t all,

That left Red.
wing.

Even dfor a
strong swimmer
like Redwing there
wasno great hope
of reaching the shore;
but it was the only thing
to do, and he did it—
succeasfully, too.

But wherse Redwing
surpassed himself was
in swimming back to the
wreck., When he reach-
od the beach it wus to
find that the Ilifehoat
waa already out, rezcuing
the crew of a tramp
gteamer which was in a
bad way off Hawks-
cliffe, Heodwing prompt-

Iy wvolunteered himself

te swim back to his
pals with a lifeline,

The fishermen on the
beach told him it was
madness and that he
would never come back
alive. But nothing they
and off he went once
more into the raging
sed, Necdless to  say,
none were happier than
the fishermen when their
forecasts proved wrong
and Redwing reached his
goal anfely.

The perilous job of
hauling in the fellows

from the wreck went off
without a hitch. Red-
wing was last man back
and the boat was bat-
tered to pieces shortly
aflter he had reached the
shore.

That's all! And it
cnly remains. for us
when we start schoaol
again 1o show the hero
that Grevfriars is proud
of him. If we're any-
thing like prephets, Tom
Fedwing iz in for a
heetic time on the first
day of the new term !

boys, or somebody will
bag the station hack be-
‘fore we can get it."

He led the wa
through tha barrier,
Jack Jolly & Co. and
the Honnerable Guy fol-
lowed bim. Ei' the Head
was going to eport a
cab, they were qurte wil-
ling to have & nde up to
the skool with him at his
expeonse

ick as ho was, the

Head found that somse-
body had been quicker.
Bonnder of the Bixth
Was atandmg bogide the
hack, watching the old
cab-driver piling up his
iugga.% on to the roof.
But Doctor Birchemall
soon dealt with Bounder.

“Io you mind un-
loading your luggage and
waiting till the nax;-ail;:ig,
Bounder " he ;
“Thanks, awfully!
That's what I call de-
cent of you 1™ :

“ But loolk here, mr,

I——'" began DBounder
warmly.
“It ia plezzant in

these days to mest a boy

who is polite to his
alders,” inned the
Head, as helped the

cabby down with one of
Bounder's boxea. ** Uszu.
ally, I have to birch a
boy black and blue he-
fore T ean get him to
treat me politely. You're
aure you don't mind,
Bounder ? **

** Nunnp, sir 1 *" gasped
Bounder. * Notatalll1™

“Good!  Help the
cabby to remove the
Bounder's  belongings,
boys ! ™

ack Jolly & Co.
obeyed that order with
grate cheerfulness, and
in & ¢oupls of jiffies they
had piled up their own
luggage in place of it and
wero rattling over the
cobblestones on  their
way to St. Sam's,

Boctor Birchemall was
the firat to get out at the
other end. As he scemed
to bo walking in without

ayimmg, Frank Fearless
rew his atiention to the
ovorsie.

“* Ahem ! Haven't you
forgoiten the fare, sir 77
he aneked.

The Head frowned for
a moment; then he
grinned o somoewhat
ahifty grin.

solo ! Bo

“ Bloss m
am alfraid

I have! 2
that I am rather in-

-

Can you change & five-
pound note, cabby 17

L1 'Em 1 13

DPoetor Birchemall
eoffed. _

“ Er——as o maiter o
fact, T really meant a
ten-pound nﬂt-ﬂ; Fﬂg
man a ten-poun
nota, cabby ¥

“ No, sir ; 1I'm afeared
I can't.”

“ Well, nover mind,”
grinned the Head. “*After
all, it's & moer t.riﬂl:r.J:fnu
hn;:a !dl; mattnﬂ e di’

While the chuma of the
Fourth had a whip-round
to th& meer trifle of
ten ehillings which the
cabby charged, the Head
galloped up the steps to

reet Mrs. Buxom, the

-ﬁxsa-dnme. ;

o was grinni all
over his ﬂ;ﬂf::l}. EE he
shook hands with the old
lady. But Mrs. Buxom's
first words soon changed
that grin.

“ Dearie me, sir, what-
ever shall we do " ghe
cricd. * 1've forgotten
to get in the supper 1

At this announceemont,
Doctor Birchemall reeled
as from a blow. He
stared at the House.
dame with eyes that
almost bulged out of
their sockite.

“¥You—you'voe for-
gotten to get in the
supper " he ed.
* Bless my sole ! hat
ever next ? Surely
there's eomething for
me ¥ *

* Not a sossidge, sir1®

A parstly allor
spread aver the lfaad’a
feetchers.

“ Something must be
done about it &t once }**
he cried. * Why, I'm
simply fanushed after
the jemey. Tellyfone
to the Muggleton bun-
shop for a consi et
of tuck to be delivored
at once !

But Mre. Buxom only
wrung her hands des.
pairingly.

“I'm dreadful sorry,
sir; but it can't be
dona ! ' she wimpered.
" You sce, sir, 1t's egrly-
cloging day. and the
shops aro all shut | **

“Ye gods ! breethed
the Hoad.

His rage was terribul
to behold. e tugped
at his beard and bit at
his nails.

Jack Jolly end his

their “attention to the
Head.  Thoy couldn't
help larfhg when they
saw ‘how upeet he was,

2 worry, Biri?”
asked fﬂlly. earfully.
** Moat of :ho chaps have
brought back = tuck.
hampers, 10 nobody will
go shors. .

“But what about
me 1" moared Doctor
Birchemall.

The. kaptin of the
Fﬂ:‘iugh larfed. 1

urely ou're al
right, sir! F.'E[ava you
forgotten the two tueck-
hampers I've been carry-
in% for you 7
octor Birchemall
frowned. . For some
reason he ‘seemed to got
no satiafastion out of
the menticn of his tuck.
hum({:mm Then  he
ondered. deeply; and
inally a crafty smile
appeared on his face,

“Have wyou boys
brought . hack anything
with you | " ho ssked.”

“Y¥es, rather, air!
We'vagot a tuck-hamper
apiece } "

“Good! Then the
Bituation is saved!™
grinned the Head., * In
thie dilemmer, boys, we
will stand in togothoer.
Let's pool our resources
and shsy and share
l_arliit&. Thet's fair, isn't
“] 1§ ]

#* Oh, quite, sir 1

**Thea .et us adjern
at once and share and
ghare alike 1™ said the
Head, ' fdter wo have
done the sharing-out
stunt, we can ¢at our
respective ' shorea later
at our lezzure. Bring all
your hempers along to
ey study, boyat

Forthwith, the hom.
pers wore. carried along
to the Head's study.

Jack  Jolly & Co.
opensd their hampers to
reve vipping assort.

ment of watables, which
they luid out on tho
Hoad’s table.

Then Ddator Birchem.
all opencd s,

Jack Tolly & Co.
blinked wl  thuse two
hampers ard gasped.

- It was.r ot tuck thab

1 was roveale 1 inside them

—but a :ollection of
shirta and collms ond
other miticles of wearing
appared

“ Myhat1" cried Jack
Jolly. - “Where's the
tuaek, gl

“ Mo for the primitive
life, this wvaci!® re-
marked Temple, just be-
foro Im]vir.kirugdugﬁ.l “1'm
turnin'  my ck on
civilisgtion an’ returnin'
to the simple life of &
nomad 177

* Wandering gipay
stunt, eh 7" suggested
our reporter, to whom
Temple was talking ; and

the posh leader of
tha Upper Fourth
nodded.

“Just that. A
care-fres tour through
the ecountry, far from
the maddin’ crowd.”

It was a surprise
to hear of Temple
going in fora holiday
of this kind. Butany
doubie our reporter
might have had were
gct at rest when he
actually ran into
Tomple with his
CATGVAIL In & country

na 1n Hampahbire.

True, the caravan was
not exactly primitive,
Om the contrary, it was a
super-caravan of enor-
mous sizo atteched to o
big car pioled by &
hveried chauflour. But
a carvavun it was right
enough.

Temple didn't exactly
look E]Isa.l‘tdiy happy
over his lapas into primi-
tive barbarisma, either.
There was o worried
frown on hia face and hea
kept on looking at his
wateh,

“In a horrv 7" the
“ Groyfriora  Herald ™
man asked,

i—- 1

“ Oh, rather! We've
got & date for a dance
thia evenin’ at Lantham.®

* Lantham f Why,
it’s about eeventy miles
away ! "

“* Yes, that's the worst
of " said Temple,
regretfully. I seem to
have mapped out too big
a programme. We went
to & show at Southsca
yesterday. Now it's

——
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Lantham to-night. Then
I fixed up to meet svme
chaps for an evenin' out
on the other side of
London the followin’
day. An’ thep—-="

“ But didn't sou men-
tion semething about the
primitive life, old bean

= Oh, rather! We're
right back {to Natuwe,
you know. We camp
oul every night in this
earavan just like real
gipsica."”

** The chanffour, too ?

“* Well, no,” admitted
Temple. ‘' He sleeps in
the hotel.”

“What hotel * *?

The Head coffed.

““ Ahon! I used the
hampers to puit some
of my clothes in, o9 &
matter of fact, Jolly.
Nevertheless, there 13
somp turk underneath.
Halt-n-jiffy 1

He dived inte the
hamipers one ab & time,
gnd, after o grate <desl
of trubble. found what
he wes secking, When
be brought his finds to
ight, they were grected
Ly the Iourth Farmers
with a yoll of rage.

H Two penny bars of
chocolate 1 7

e

“Orate pip! Ta that
all

I am afiaid it ie”
aaid DPoctor Birchomall
regretfully. * Borry.
boys, that my contribu-
tion iz relativoly emall :
but we muode no stipuls.
fions about what was
ingide the hnmpers, did
we ¥ Now let us share
and share alike ! ™

Thero was no getting
gut of it. They lund
agreed to share out, and
share out they did, And
ncedless  to say, the
Head got very much tho
best: of the bargan,
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Temple & Co. Revel in “Wild" Life!

“ The hotel we chonae
for campin’ in, dear man.
We always make a point
of ¢ in” out in the
grounds of an hotel, It
simplifies Lhings, you see.
The hotel servants can
bring s our meals with-

out havin' o long way to}

come."
“ Great pip! And do
vou lilke this—this return

S gy
g
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tothe primitive?*

“*“Oh, rathor??
drawled Vernple.

A moment later, the
liveried chaulfeur started
the big car and the wan-
deving gipsica turned
their backs on civilization
agnin and raced back to
the primitive at fifty
milea an hour,

YOUR EDITOR CALLING!

Wiith the holidays passing and Wharicn nnd his
pals still in Toxas,
each other are asking what sort of o evicket team
we can muster up if wo start the new term with
out them,

It goea without seying thot their phaenes will
make g differenee to the Remove team,
and Smithy are two of the best bats in the
Form—or in the school, some of us think!
Hurres Singh, his demon bowling knocked the
stulling out of manv u =strong tenm last scason.
Bob Cherry and  Bull, too, are good adl-rounders.
Nugent, though a fair bat, i3 hardly in the front. rank.

move c¢haps who run into

Wharton

As for

Bunter will not be missed except by these
who roll up to Compulsory Practice for [oo
cnlertainment !

What it amounis to, I think, is that if wo
do bhave to play o match or two belore the
wanderers return, we shall have to make up
for the loss of Wharlon, Smithy, luky, audl
Bob., Con it boe done 7

In the opinion of some, it can ba dono very
easily ; but fellows who hold that opinion
are invariably diszruntled plavera wlio think
their namca ﬂhqulﬁl figure in the oleven more
frequently |

My own opinion iz that oven without the
four top-liners 1 lhiave numed we can get
together a team that will put up o good Gght
eganst any of our regular opponenta,

Here, for instance, aro half-a-dozon follows
who have varely played for the Remove, but
who ean be velied on for good average cricket :
Bulstrode, Hazeldeno, Vivian, Morgan, Bol-
sover and Lord Mauloverer, )

I feel quite certein that these ehaps would
be worth o place in alwost any Foym team
of our avorage age. 'The reason they are net
regular players lor ihe Remove is that we
happen to have exceptionally good talent
ot our disposal.

I'm not saying that they are anything like
the absentces ; but they are all sound men,
and in most cases their keenness to pive a
good account of thernselves might make up
for their deficiencics.

In the case of Mauly, a pin, stuck in him
at regulur otervals, wounld bring him up
to scratch !

I don't think tlerve is any neced for despair
if we start tho scesonm without the absent
giants. DBut let’s hopo they will be baclk in
time, all the same !

Checerio fil next weel, chums!
Dicx Rounn.

Hazeldene wants to kuow why ho hes twice
aa paany visitors during wvac. as any otler
Greyiriars fellow. Wo advise him to ask his
sister Marjorie.

GREYFRIARS FROM FRESH ANGLES

Says BLOGG, the Postman

There's one  good |
thing about being a
postman and that is,
vou'rs popular., And
therc'a no placs on ney
rounid where I'm mero

opular than at Grey-
rinrs.

It's not because I'rm
over-polite  with  the
young gents, either.
P'm very much the
opposite  somoetimes,
when  they  swarm |
round me, asking what |
I'va got for them.
They know as well as k
do that T'm not sup-
pozed to hand over
letters to individuels.
Biut. that dom't atop
thein; not & bit of it 1

Home of the young

gents make mo laugh. ; "em look vay much
Thore's Muster Dunter
for ever expecting a
poztal order ;
I've pointed out to him
more than onece, folks
don't
orders piuned to post-
CArds,
from home are ubout
tho only deliverica I
ever have for
Fatiy t
Master Loder, with &
ghilty look in his eves,
always trying to snaich
hig lelters before they

like it Lo me !

In & position hke
ming I pet to Lnow
quite a lot about the
young genia and what
they do.  Of course, I
would never think of
reading a  poat-cand
deliberately ;3 but you
can't help seeing little
bitz here and there, if
vou follow what I
LT,

The wounz genls
themeselves wre ahways

ulling my leg about

Lut, es

scnd  postal

And post-carda

"QUNE
Then there's

get into the school, Of | knowing  all their
course, 1 wouldn't | family sceveta. But
dream  of suggesting | it's only their fum, I
they are accounts from | know.

Mr. Banks, the book-}{ They all lie me at
maker,  Dut somoe of | Greylriors |



