Great “ARMAMENTS™ RACE . . . Second Lap! Thousands of PRIZES to be Won!
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ALLO, PALS ! Areyou in the Great Stamp-Collecting Race ! It's a wonderful gpportunity for you—thers are still Ten More
* Hercules ** Bikes and 4,000 other super Prizes oo offer!  And this is bow
FEvery week in MAGNET we are ?rinr.ing “Armaments’” -Btnmgn —BATTLESHIPS, SEARCHLIGHTS, GUNE, and a0 oa.

There are aow six different kinds to be collected. Just cut them out and stick td as many othérs as you ¢an get hold of. All the
stamps you collected last month (except Bombers and Submarines, which we called {n) cun be used for this month's contest as well,

There are twenty-four more stamps on this page, inclndiag FOUR BONLUS TANKS. H yoo alas resd other popular boys' papers
like ** Modern Boy " and ** Gem ™ you will find more of these stamps in them o help give you a hig total. . ; :

At the end of this month we shall again asi yoa kow many of one or more kinds of stamps you've collected. Which stamps wé
shall ask for will be a close secrét omtdl then. B g v

So go all out to get as many of these satamps as you can, Get your pals tode it, too—awap stamps with them if you Hke, and make
the ** race " more exciting for c-.-ergmmr.

Af the end of June, another Five Bikes and up to 2,000 of the other tip-top prizes will be given away! Thke remaining prizes will
be reserved for the J'I.:I}" prize-giving. The biggest collections of stamps ed for will win—and readers will be asked to say which

rizes t want, too I

’ No st:ﬁrps to be sent in yet—we will tell you how and where when the time comes ! (The full rules were glven lust week and will
be ted later.) ; ]

OVERSEAS READERS, TOO !—You pals who are far away, you're in thig great scheme, absa, and special awards will be given for
the best collectlons from overseas runc:frs. -E'!I'hm:g ﬁlg bea ap&cﬂtﬁ clﬁingw t; f;r you a¥ well, of course !

This offer als'e appears Io ‘' Modern Boy, em,"” ective Weskly,"" : i £ 9 . i i

“ Sports Budget,' ** Triumph,"” *.Champloa,” ** Thritler,”” and ** Boy's Clonema,"") e e

SAVE ALL THESE STAMPS 4 BONUS TANKS!
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OUTLAWED THROUGH NO FAULT OF HIS OWN!
a four-bag, has borrowed the Rio Kid's name and stained it with erime.

Some mysterious marauder, disguised in

Who is the guy?

That’s what the Rio Kid wants to know—and Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars, help him to
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** You're 0.K. here, Kid ! *’ said Vernon-Smith, staring round the cavern. ‘‘I guess the sheriff
wouldn’t find this hideout in a month of Sundays ! **

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
[ 1] Bi‘&r I Fr

AR ™ snid Bill Buck, icraciy.
“Barr"”  repeated Bob
Chierry,
“Suresi thing you know !
st Bl

Fiolx  looked  puezled.  8Bo did  the
cther mcmbers of the Famous Five of
tize Livesfriancs Bemove,  They did not
catch ou for the moment to Bill's pro-
punetaiion of the word * bear”

It was = sunny moruing ut Kicking
Cavuse Hanch, i the e Valley of
Tesas, Harry YWharton & CUoo Liad
cone oul of the ranch-house to go down
to the coreal, when they noticed Bill;
atel wondered whai the {erciman of the
ek lhe .il Wil "fl 1_':},

Hill's Brawny six-feet-six  was  heot
almost double, his etetsom hat pushed
o the baek of his head, his eyea fixed
cartiest)r and inkently on the carth near
the corral fence. -

Whar 1t was that inleresied and
nhsorbed Bill, the jupiors had no idea,
Thev fancied for a2 smoment or two that
the forcutnn might have dropped somo.
thing, and was locking for it. But it
was not that—Bill's eyves were fixed oo
ono special and partieular spot where
there wa: nothing, so far as the school-
bovz could sce, but sun-baked grass,
So they came along to inguire,

Cortainly, they were not thinking of
broars. nce upon & time, no doubt,
Lears and other savage animals had
roamed at large over the wide ranges
where Innumerable cows now pastured,
and cowpunchers rode kerd, But bears,
and wolves, and panthers, had given
place long ago to cows and cow-

B

putchers; though a few survivors were
said to linger 1 the remote rocky
receszes of Squaw Mountain, Indeed,
i the forceman’s office at Kicking
Cavuse, there was a buge skin of a
grizeley, shot by DBarpev Stone, the
formee forcinan of the ranch—but that,
8o far, was all that the Greyfriars
fellows had seen of the ursine rage
during their holiday in "lexas,

“Yep!™ went on Bill, “Bar! I'll
teil a man "

Bill's brows were koitted, and his [ace

Concluding the Wild West
Adventures of HARRY
WHARTON & Co., the
World-Famous Chums of
GREYFRIARS.

was primly  serious, IFollowing his
inlent raze, the juniors could see that
thete was a mark of some sort on the
carth, close by the corval wall, Bat
what it was, and why it inferested Bill
s0 deeply, they did not know.

“The cayuses was restless in Lho
night,” went on Bill. “They knowed!
There's bheen a b'ar around, you 'uns!
See the sign ™

“But how could a bar geot here'®"
arked Bob, puzzled. “There's one at
the corral pate—" )

B:ﬁhal, remark had a startling effcct on

ill.

Iic jumped and grabbed tho six-gun

from the holster in his belt, swinging
round in the direction of the gate
farther along the fence.

“You scen i6¥” he exclaimed breath-

leasly.

“"IEh?! ¥es: I saw it sz I camo
ahuu{,” answered Bob, in astonishment.

“I'll tell @ man!” gasped Bill,

He rushed along the fence, revelver
in hand. The chums of the Greyiriars
Bemove stared after him blankls.

“\hat on carth’s got Bill?”
claimed Johnpy Bull,

“Ask me another!” said TYrank
Nugent. * He must know there's a bar
at the corrval gate, as the gate’s fastencd
with 1t at night. What the dickens——"

Bill was shouling as he ran to Caelus,
the horsc-wrangler, who was in tho

cxX-

corral.
“You, Cactus! Watch out! Bar'"
A stelson hat appeaved from  the
corral gate. Cactus starved at Bill,
“"Rart?” he repeated.

“Bure! T guess I picked up the sign,
and one of the boyvs \‘haﬁ seen 181
“Aw, forget it!" said the horse.
wrangler. *There ain't no b'ar around
this here eorral, Bill! You figure the
brones would be guict, 3 there was
b'ar around}"
“You ain't sced him?"”
Bill. .
Mot by a jugful
Bill Buck siared round him zuspici-

demandeod

(5}

ouely; and then stared back at tho

Greviriars fellows, who were following
him along the eorral wall
“¥You, Cherry 1™ he barked. *“You
allowed %'_lmt"d seen & b'ar at the corral
gate. What dv you mean? ¥You siring-

ing me along 1™
Tae Macxer Lismar.—No. 1,582

(Copyright in thes TUnited Btates of Amsrica, All rights zsserved; and reproduction without psrmission Iit:'i_#t-ls.r forbidden.)



4
“Tth? Wo''" anewercd DBob.

1t 181" ]
roarcd Bill,

“"Thore

“What ™

Bob pointed 1o the pinewood bar thas
waa used to eecnre the corral gote,
Bill stared at it, and Cacius stared at
it, Then Bill stared acv the juniors
again, jamming his six-gun back into
its holster.

"“Vou doggoned young geck!? he
reared. ' You figure that was tho sorta
bar 1 was chewing the rag about?”

*Tan't 1t 7" asked Bob.

“LCarry me home to die!” cjacnlated
Bill, while Caectus chuckled, *3ay,
ain’t you the prize boob from Boobs-
ville?  I'm asking you! Ain't you the
biggest bonehead in Texns, and then

some T

“Well, what other sort of bar do
vou mean, theni” demanded Bob
warmly. “I suppose you don't mean a

Lar like the one in the Red Flare at
Vackeaddle, do you?”

“Haw, haw, haw ! roared Cactus

“Qearch me ! gasped Bill, “1 mean
a bar! [ guess 1 don’t mean a corral
Lar, you voung gink, nor vet a whicsky
bar, or a soda bar! Bar! Ain't you
never heard tell of & b'ar at that school
of vourn in the old country ™

Tl iramped back along the fence,
snoriing.  Cactus turned back into the
corral, chuckling. ‘Uhe puniors followed
Bill, whe resumed his former occupa-
tion of scanning 1hat mark on e earth
by the fence. _

ITerbert Vernon-3mith came  down
from the ranch-house, and jomed the
Famouz Five.

“What's up " he asked,

“Blessed if T know!” =aid Harry
Wharton, “Ill'a getting {ecarfully ex-
sitod aliont a bar, but we can't make
auk what sort of a bar, He cant mean
a har of muse '

“YWhat's  up, DY called  our
Vernon-Smith, .
“Bar!® answered Bill, over o

brawny shonlder.

HMe was moving along, lwnt dovule,
away from  the coreal  wall i
bronzed, bearvded face was mwore sevicus
than ever, aid hiz wuy was e hie batd
agant. : ;

“The barfuluess seems to be terrifie,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.
“Bur the meaning of the estovmed Dl
iz a hoot on thn other log.”

“What sort of a bar?? roared Bob
Cherry.

Bl glaved round at him,

“How'd 1 kunw from the =igni™ he
snorterd,  “Jest h'ar! I guess he come
down from Squaw AMountain in the
night, and he surn has been noung
aronnd the ranch. Mebbe a grizely !

The juniars all jumped togetiwer. If
“hlar ' was & mystery to them, dhey
knew what & grizzly was!

“ 3 bear?? exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton.
“ThHdnt I =ay blar?”" sznorted Bill
“Gitting deaf T :

'The juniors grinmed. They under-
stood now. It was the =ign of a prowl.
ing bear that Bill had picked up by the
corral wall, though he called it * b'ar.”

“ Ry gum ! execlaimed Vernon-8mith.
“There are still bears on Squaw Modn-
tain—1've heard that the sheriff’s men
came on one the other day when they
woere hunting for the Rio Kid! Is that
veally sign of o bear, Bill?"

e S};H'ESL thing you know!” grunted
Bill, “And I guess I ain’t sure he's
gone, neither—you "uns want to watch
ok,

Bill tramped on, picking up sign_that
WAS inriaibf: ta the eyes of the school-
boys, into the garden in front of the
rancih-honses veranda.
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The juniors followed him, hkeecnly
scanning the “sign.™ which, however,
would have told them nothing, had not
Bill told them that it had been left by

a blar. Apparently the bear, aflter
prowling round the corral, had erept
mte the thickly planted garden—and

Bill did not seem sure that it had gone,
He was going to make sure, at all
Cvents.

Billy Bunter, from 1the veranda,
blinked at them through his big spee-
tacles. lle wondered what was going
11,

“1 say, vou fellows, what's up?®
squeaked Bunter.

“Bear ! called back Bob cheerily.

“Eh? Who's bare?” asked Bunier
“Wharrer you mean?"”

“Ha, ha, hal® .

The juniors followed Bill. They ex-
pected him to find the spot where the
prowling animal had leit. The track
led through a thicket of bushes under
the high fence that barred off the
garden from the prairie beyond. It
was unlikely that a prowling bear had
lingered after daybreak; still, 1t was
possible, if the brute had come down
hungry from Squaw Mountain, and
had not found a meal,

“Watch out!” roared Bill suddenly.

Bang, bang !

Hae fired twice, and leapt back almost
on the juniors. From amid the bushes
a gigantic grey hairy figure rcaved up,
and the schoolboys had a glimpse of
fiery red eyes and gaping, terrible jaws,

“Reat it, you 1* roared Bill.

Harry Wharton & Ceo. had only that
ona glimpse of the grizzly bear, lurking
in the bushes under the fence. ‘They
were unarmed—and the grizzly’s grip
was sudden death! ‘They *beat it”
with promptness and despateh ]

Bill was running—a revelver waa not
of much usze agwinst a grizely bear—
Bill was running for a rifle.  If Bill ran,
it waa evidently time for schoolboya o
ran—and they did vom, hard! In a
breathless  bunch, their feet  hardly
rouching the ground, they tore acryss {he
gavden, and bolted up the steps tnto (ha
veranda of the rvanch where Billy
Bunter stood blinking i astonishmoend.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Not Alarmed !

ILLY BUNTER, seated on the rail
B of the veranda, stared fhrongi
his big spectacles, and blinked—

and blinlked again.

Why the siy juniors were scuttling ot
top specd for the rancho, Bunter did nod
kuow—any more thun he kieew why Bill
was rushing off towards the bunkhouse
like & runaway bronco.

From where he sat, Bunter could =eo
across the raneh gparden—to the bushea
nnder the fence, where the alarm had
taken place. s

Gomething big and grey was shirring
in those bushes; but Billy Banrer's
vision was limited, snd he could not
make out what it was. Indeed, the l!w]
of Greyfriars had 8 vague nupresson
that it was & man in & big grey over-
coat, so far as he gave it any attenteon
at all | So the fact that it came lumber-
ing out of the bushes after the juniors
did not alarm Bunter or explain their
sudden flight to the astonished Owl.

*1 say, you fellows 1" he exclaimed, as
hurried footsteps elattered up the steps
from the path below. *1 say, what's
up? What are you racing about like
that for®" :

“Out into the house, guick I panted
Baob 'Uhetr{.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

"Get o move on, vou fat [ool ™
shonted the Bounder,

“Oh, really, Sumithy—"

“It's a bear!” roared Jelmny Dall,
" Ruir, you fat pss 1 *

He grabbed Bunter by one fat 2rm
and Frank Nugent grabbed him by ithe
other, and they rushed him to the door-
way of the living-reom, at the back of
the veranda.

Bunter splutiered and resisted.

“Leg you beasts]! Leggo ™

* Buck up, fathead I exelanued Harry
WlmQrtﬂ:i. : : 1

@k, you thumping ass!” roare
Bob Cherry.

Chick, the choreman, ap]peamd in the
doorway. He gavé & howl of alarm as,
looking past the veranda, he saw the
terrible figure among the bushes and
trece in the garden, The hugo animal
reared on its hind legs, was glaring
round,

There wore splashes of crimson on the
groy for—Bill's bullets had gashed the
vizaly and rovsed itz fury, without

oing it much harm. Chick grasped the
door to glam it—ther as he saw the
horrying jumiors, e held it wide open,
and shauted to then.

“Prento! Pronte, you 'unsl™

“SBtoppit I yelled Bunter, struggling
wildly. “Leggo, you beastal Nugent,
you rodter—Bull, you beast—="

“Tt's & bear 1" roared Johnny Bull.

“¥ah! Leggol”

The fat Owl of the Remove wrenched
himself loosa and rolled back to the
voranda rail. He snoried with angry
indignation as he did so.

Bunter could sce no bear. e did not
halisve that thero was any bear. Beaars
might lurk in the rocky reccsscs of
Bquaw Mountain, long miles away to
the west—but that a grizely had crept
down to the ranch in the might, and
lingered after sunrise, Bunter did not
believe—his only idca was that it waa
& “ragP—and those rapging beasls
weren't going to pull his  leg—not
Buter's !

While the Famous Five pelted in at
the doorway, DBunter rolled in the
oppostte direction.  Chick was abonk {o
Al the door with one hand, grabbing
a har with the olher, when Iarry
Wharton stopped hinw.

“ Hold on——Bunter—"

“* Bunter 1" roared Bob.

“Will you eut in, you fat fool?”
chrieked the DBounder. Do vou want
that grizzly to chew you up, vou bither-
tiyr idiott™

“He, e, et cackled Bunter.

1Ie leaned his fat back on  the
veranda  vail, blinked acrpsa  the
verande ot the alarmed group in tha
doovrwey, and grinued, from one fat car
io fhe otier.

They stared at him, dumbiounded.

Dunter was the man fo ran, with or
without eanze, at iho first alarm of
danger. Yet there was Bunter, lolling
an the fremt rail, rvegavdless of tho
dreadfv]  forme  that was  shambling
tawards the bmilding, and grinning.

“Ys he maad 17 g:m-.:f:{:-:l Frank Nugent.

“Loco b stulbered Chick,  “DPlumh
locat T'1l say that b'ar will be chewing
him up, in about a minute !

“ Bunter ¥ velled the Bounder.

“ e, ho, he ! cackled Bunter.
con't pull my legl He, he, ho !

“Ib's & bear——"

“He, he, e 1™

“A prizzly bear—" .

“He, he, he! That's all right—1'm
not afraid of bears!” chuckled DBunter.
“You fellows may bel lie, he, hel®

“"Look, you fat fool 1" :cllied Vernon-
S8mith.

“Yeu



Bunter glanced round earelessly from
the TL'IELI";EII rail into the garden below.
The bir man in the grey overcoal, as
Bunter supposed that figure to be, had
gone down on wsll fours. But it had
ceased to shamble towards the honse.

Bill had got hold of » rifle by that
time.

Bang!

Bunter jumped.

1 say, you fellows, that's somebody
shooting 1 he execlaimed. * What are
they firing fore”

There was a sharp, angry snarl from
the grizely, and it swung round in the
direction of the shot. A fresh streak of
eritmison showed on the grey fur, and the
little red eves blazed with rage.

It wana rather fortunate for Bunter
that Bill weighed in with the rifle just
then and cauzed the grizzly io change
its direction. In a few meoments more,
it would hatve been near encugh for the
short-sighted Owl of the Remaove to see
what it was—and too near, probably, for
Buanter to dodge into the house 1n time
—for a grizzly bear can be wonderfully
swift 1n its movements, in spite of 1ts
bulk. But the savage brute from Squaw
Mountain turned on Bill, and came no
nearer to the rancho. ]

Harry Wharton, deeply anxious for
the fatuous fat Owl, ran back across the
veranda to grab him and drag him
in.

His comrades followed him at once.

Bunler's folly might have placed the
whole party in the deadliest peril, but
for the fact that Bill had drawn off the
atteriion of the grizzly.

Bang | roared Bill's rifle again: and
bang, bang: came from two other
directions. Cactus, the horse-wrangler,
and Yuba Dick, one of the cowmen, had
got hold of rifles and jeined in. There
was a low be. terribly ferocious growl
from the savage animal, scored by the
bullets, and it mede a rush at the fore-
man of the rarch—Bill leaping back,
and eatching the top of the corral wall,
gwinging himself up in time. Yuba Dick
and Cactus claged in, both fring—and
three or four punchers joined in with
BIX-gUIIS.

S0 it happened that, as Harrey
Wharton & Co reached Bunter, ready
to collar and drag him headlong into
the house by main force, they saw that
the danger was over, =0 far as thewm-
selves were concerned.

They had a back view of the grialy,
rearing on his hind legs to grab ot Bill
on the corral wall. They remained where
they were, watching breathlessly.

Bill varished over that wall, with all
his six foot six of brawn and muscle, a2
actively a3 a8 DBlexican monkey. Bill
knew bhetter than to let the grizzly get
to close quarlers, One sweeping elutch
of that fearful talon-like elaw would
bave torn hin down to death.

For a moment it seemed that the bear
would essav to elamber the corral wall
in pursuit: but the bullets that were
now almost raining on if, cuused it to
turn on other enciles,

The gigantie figure swung round, and
came Dack at Cactus, Yuba Dick and
the rest with o rush so swift, that 1t was
amazing to watch the huge bedy in such
rapid mwotion,

They scakiered promptly: and as they
scaitered, Bill reappenved st the corral
gate and opened hre again with the
Winchester.

Again the grizzly turned: enorling
with pain and fury., But this time it
did not charge., Blood was streakiog all
over the grey fur: and the grizely.
though far from disabled, was deinaged
—IU:!E scemed to have had enough. It
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but rapid run down
seuitled out on the

"t that

went at a lumberin
to e gateway, an
Open Praric.

“Kim on!”
prizzle 1"

He rushed off in pursuit, loosing off
shots as he rushec{: and after him
rushed the rest

Savage howls came back from the
bear, as it fled, mingled with the bang-
g of rifles and six-guns.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“I—I—1 sav, you fellows ™ stuttered
Billv Bunter., “W-—w—was tuat a
bib-bub-bob-bear 1 o

It had dawned on the fat junior, at
last, that it was not a false alarm: that
the juniors had not been pulling his fat
leg, and trying to scare him, His little
round eyes slmost bulged through his
hig round spectacles, as he realised that
that big grev figure really had been a
bear—a grizziy bear: an animal more
dangerous at close quarters than lion or

roared Bill.

tiger. ) ) ]
“You blithering owl!” eaid Bob
Cherry, “What did you think it was?”

“Oh crikeyv!” gasped Bunter.

“No danger now, fathead!” gronted
the Bdunder. “It's gone!”

“Oh erikey ! repeated Bunter faintly.

He leaned on the rail, gasping.

The danger was over—the grizzly in
flight, among the rugged folds and
thick bunch-grass on_ the prairie—ring.-
ing shots from the distence telling that
it was still hunted.

“I—I say, wyou fellows, suppose—
suppose it comes back ! gusped Bunter.

* It won't, fathead!” said Bob.

Billy Bunter did not seem so sure of
tiat. He rolled inte the rancho and
dizappeared. Unbtil he was quite, quite
sire that the grizzly had hit the horizon,
the fat Owl of the Remove prefecred
the safe side of a locked door,

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
“ Hoof It ! ™

i ULL 1n, feller!™
P Jad Blake, rancher of the

Circle 0, gave a sudden start,
a3 that cool, drawling ~oice
fell on his cars.

The Circele O lay west of Kicking
Cavuse, which it adjoined, on the
sonthern side of Squaw Mountain, Jad
Blake was riding by a rugged trail. on
the rocky bank of the Sguaw River,
crossing a great spur of the mighty
mountain, on his way to Packsaddle.

Tt was one of the loneliest trails in the
Trio country, and the rancher, as he
rode, was an the alerk, for it was well
lkoown that the Rio Kid, the outlaw,
had & hideout somewhere on Squaw
Alountaarn. .

For days and davs, the sheriff of
Packzsaddle and his men had hanted the
citlaw there, though they had given up
the hopeless quest at last. Biake, like
other ranchers in the valley, had ridden
with the sheriff's men, hunting the out-
law-—attracted chiefly by the reward o
a thousand dollars that was offered for
the Kid., Xle was thinking of the Kid
as le rgde by that lonely mountain
trail, and was on the alert—but his
alertness did not save him from being
taken by surprise.

he voice came =uddenly to Lz ears,
and he pulled in hiz bronco, He did
uot reach for & gun. IHe had heard that
cvool, drawling voice before, and knew
that 1t was the Wids; and, knowing
that, he knew that & gun would be on
liing, before he heard the voice,

Sitking his broneo, on the high rocky
Launk over the brawhng waters of the

i chuckled.

3

Squaw, the voung rancher shot a swift
glance round Lim,

O his right, deep in the rivec-canyon,
was o fall of the Squaw—ihe water
tumbiing and splashing and crashin
down to a lower level. On his leit was
a high wall of rock, rising ta the sky.
The mouniain path between the river
and tho hillside was hardly ten feet
wide., For & moment, he Jdid not see
ilte man who had challenged him, "Tlhen
he epotted o figure in stetson hat and
goatzkin chapz, in a fizzure in the hill-
side—looking at him with smiling blue
eyes aver a levelled six-gun.

Blake set his lips, as he looked at the
Rio Kid. Under that levelled gun and
steady glance he dared mot reach for
his Colt, but there was a desperate light
i his eyes.

“Yon " he breathed.

“Jest me!” smiled the Kid checrily.
“Here I am, hombre, if*vou want me—
you sure have heen huliting me hard,
with the other piecans—waal, I'm tell-
ing vou now that yvou've found me,
Mister Blake."

“Is this a hold-up?¥*” muotiered Blake
beiween his teeih.

The Kid laughecl.

“I guess if I was halding uwp a gur
for his dust, vou wenldn't be the guy
I should pick on!” he answered. “1'il
say that all Packsaddle 13 wise to it
that you're on the rocks, Mister Blake.
You ain't got & cow left on vour ranch,
nor I guess a bean in vour jeans, you
being so0 keen on the poker-tables at the
Red Ilare in Packsaddle. Nope—I
ain't aftor vour dust, Mister Blalie—if
yvou gof any.”

Blake breathed hard.

All Packsaddle knew, as the Kid re-
marked, that the rancher of the
Circle O was “on the rocks.” Even his
ranch, all he bhad left. was for sale—and
but for an mnexpected happening., would
have been sold already to Herbere
Vernon-Smith, to be added to the wide
ranges of the Kicking Cayuse.

No bushwhacker 11 the Frio valler
wonld have taken the trouble to “hold
up ¥ Jad Blake, unless for his horse;
for all the Packsaddle ecountry knew
that he had not, as the Kid expressed
it, & “bean in his jeans.™

But there was relief in his eyes, as he
heard the Kid's words. His manner
became more casy at onoe,

“1 reckon all the valley knows how
I'm fixed !” he said.

“It sure ain’t no seerct,” agreed the
Kid, "and mebbe that's the reazon why
vou been 2o spry getting  after  this
baby ! You sure would like to handle
the thousand dollars they're offering for
mel] TI'll say that the guy who handles
thai thousand bucks will sure earn 16017

“What vou want, if vou ain't aiming
to go through a puy i grunted Blake.
“You ain’t o hoodium to shoot & man
on sight, from what I've heard of vou.”

“ Mot in vour lifetime ' snid the Kid.
“Didn't I have the sheriff of Packsaddle
usder my gun, ond did I hurt that old
guy? I jest tied him backwards on his
brone and sent him home.” The Kid
*1 guess he was madder'n if
I'd let daylight through him! But I
wouldn’t sheoot up & guy, unless 1 was
crowded—and I ain't been crowded yet.”

“You'll be crowded, good and hard.
i wou lang on in this  country !”
snapped Blake.  * You ain't wanted in
this vallev., Kid."”

“Nope!" pssenled the Kid., ™1 sure
ain't—>Dbut I ain't pulling out yet, feller.
I hit this locolity to get o rest from the
Rangers, but I sure would have pulled
ount nforce this, only I ein't riding till
T've found a galoot I want! There's a
hoodlum i the Frio valler that moseys
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around with a flour-bag over his face,
snd calls himself by my name—and I
reckon I'm going to find that guy and
put }:Ia.id to him afore I saddle up and
ride.

Jad Blake’s hand made a movement
towards the butt of his Colt.

“Don’t[* said the Kid softly.

The movement stopped at once.

“1 puess,” said the Kid, “I'll borrow
your hardware, feller, 'case you figure
on starting something, and making a
guy spill your juice.” ;

The I{icr stepped out of tha fssure, his
gun stitl up. With his left hand he
jerked the Colt from the holster at

lake's belt, and tossed it down into
the foaming waters of the Squaw.

Blake's eyes blazed, but he made no
movement. .

“] guess you'ra safer without that,
hombre 1 drawled tha Kid, “I ain't
shot up no guy in the Packsaddle
country sinca 1 horned in, and I sure

do pot want to beginl Git ofi'n that
cayusge.”
“You rustling my horse?” acked

Blake between his tecth.

The Kid coloured.

“1 ain't pever rustled & hoss or =
cow,” ha said, “no more than 1 stopped
the hack from Prairie Bend and shot u
the bank messenger, that all Packsaddle
hones to lynch me for, Light down.”

The rancher dismounted.

A gesture from the outlaw’s revolver
hacked him up ageinst the wall of rock
at the side of the mountain path. ]

The Kid turned the horse on the trail,
and gave it & smart slap. The broneo
went clattering back down the rocky
trail, with & jingle of loose stirrups,
ond disappeared from sight round a
bend farther on.

Blake gritted his teeth. But he was
helpless, and he could only submit, in
silent rage. i

“I guess that cayuse knows hia way
home, fallert” smiled the Kid., " You
din’t losing your critter, but you got a
long pasear afore you. I'Ml mention that
I'm tired of guys rooting after me on
this here mountain. I guess I'm going
to meke them guys tired, You get ma i

“Doggone you,” mutiered Blake, “1I
got business in Packsaddle—"

“J guess the poker sharps at the Red
“lare can wait!” grinmed the Kid.
“I'll say I'm wise to your business in
Packsaddle, Mister Blake. You got to
chew on it that this baby 1s tired of
bein® hunted on Squaw Mountain, I’ll
sgy the sheriif has had all he wants,
ainea I sent him home tied with his
frontispiece to his brong’s tail—and
mebbe you'll have had all you want by
tha time wou hit your rench agin,
hoofin’ it with vour fins tied ] What you
tigure ¥

Hoe jerked off the rancher's neck-
scarf.

“Turn round, and Euﬁ your paws
behind you I** ha rapped.

Blake hesitated a moment. Then,
with & face of fury, he cbeved. The
Kid knotted the neck-scarf round his
wrists, behind his back.

“Now I guess you can beat it1” he re-
marked. "I ain't epilling your juice,
feller; I'm jest gmqf TOU & WArhing to
ride clear of my trail. Your best guess
ia to %l"t Squaw Mountain off’n your
map while I'm around. Gat!*

Jad Blake gave him one ﬂnm ol gon-
rentrated fury, and then he tramped
away dawn the mountain path, the m:jy
the bronco had gone. But he stopped,
amd looked back at the smiling Kid,
Fﬂth black and bitter malevolence in his

ace,

“You doggoned outlaw and firebug 1*
he hissed, his voice husky with rage.
h'I [ﬂ.l'l.":' LE ]
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Bang1

The six-gun roared, and the bullet
splintered the rock at the ranchor's
feet. He jumped clear of the ground.

“Beat it, you!" called out the Kid.
“I guess I'm fanning wou, hombre, till
vou get round the next bend] Jump
for it1”

Bang, bang!
The bullets elipped the rancher’s
riding boots.
Blake, choking with rage, turned

again and ran for it.

Bang, bang, bang | 4

The six-gun roared behind him, the
bullets smashing on the rock close to
hia runming feet. .

The young rancher was an azchive
man;: but, with his arms tied at hia
back, he ran awkwardly, but ha ran
fast as the lead spattered round him
on the rocky path. The Kid was only
‘“fanning "’ iim, but the hullets crashed
terribly close, and Blake was anxious
to get out of range. Ido ran hard till
he rounded the next bend in the moun-
tain trail and was sheltered from the
hire.

Than—ﬁ&nting, stumbling, gritting his
teeth with rage—he set off at a walk to
cover the long, weary miles that lay
between him and his ranch, leaving the
outlaw Kid grinning on the mountain
path,

g M |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sticking to Smithy I

i HITHER bound 1" asked Dob
Cherry.
“Boguaw Mountain,”

answered Herbert Vernon-
Smith briefly.

* Anything special 1™

[ ] 'Erea..u

“Bay, you voung guys!¥ called ount
Bill, as the Bounder and the Famous
Five mounted their broneos at the gate-
way: the foreman of EKicking Cayuse
came hurrying towards them,

The Bounder glanced round at hin.

“Bhoot I he said. Bmithy had picked
up the language of the country since he
had been at Kicking Cayuse.

“Hay, you watech out for that dog-
goned grizzly if you're riding the
prairie,” said Bill anxiously. *That
all-fired critter got away this morning—
and I'll say he had & few ounces of
lead in him. Apd I'm telling you a
wounded grizzly 18 the grasshoppex’s
whiskers, and_ then some "

“0.K., Bill!" answered the Bounder
caralessly.

And he rode out on the prairie trail,
the Famous Five following him in a
bunch. Harry Wharton & Co. were a
little puzzled. All that morning the
Bounder had been in a deeply thought-
ful mood, but he had not confided to
them the subject of his thoughts; and
for what apecial reason he was gowng to
ride to Bgquaw Mountsin was rather a
mystery to then.

Herbert Vernon-8mith rode on for
some time in silemee towards the great
mountain that barred tho blue sky in
the west. )

“Penny for ‘em, Smithy 1" said Bob
Cherry at last

The Bounder glanced round et his
companions,

“You fellows had better go and

unch cowa with Bill this afternoon,™

e said abruptly. *“I'd belter leave you
out of this”

“Out of what?” asked Harry Whar-

ton. “If you're thinking of hunting
for that grizzly, ¥you're not going
alone.”

“Bother the grizzly!  The brute's

back in its den on the mountain lorg
ago., I'm not thinking of that, youw
aza i

“Then what——-"

“The Rio Kid,” said Smithy.

All the Famous Five stared at him.
They knew, as all Packsaddle knew,
tliat the outlaw of the Rio Grande was
somewhere on Sguaw Mountain. But
his hideout on the mountain was tod
deep for the sheriff and his men to get
frack of it, and it did not seem pro-
bable that they would have any beiter
luck; neither, assuredly, had they any
wish or intention to take a hand in
the game against the boy outlaw who
had saved Smithy’s life in the mountain
torrent.

“You're going after the Rio EKidt"
exclaimed ﬁb gl:;l{m'ia.:]:.-'. “"The sports-
man who got you out of the Bguaw on
}Ii?liassn when you were going over the
A ¥

“Not as an enemy, you fathead! We
know that he's not the man who held
up the hack and bagged the twenty
thousand dollars from the bank if that
old fool Lick doesn't!’® snapped the
Bounder. *We know who it was, and
I think the Kid can help us.”

L& Eut_._ll

“It's his game, as well as ours,” zaid
Smithy. “That villain in the four-bag
called himself by the Kid's name to
k&ag himself unsuspected, and all Pack-
saddle iz wild to '!j'knch tha Kid for
zhooting-up the bank messenger, X
faney the %id will be glad to hear that
wa know the man.”

“0Oh,” said Bob, “I see! But how
the dickens sre you going to find him,
ASmithy? Old Lick’s been after him
like Bunter after a doughnut, but he
hasn't spotted his hideout.”

“I'va been thinking that out,” said
the PBounder aquietly. “You fellows
haven't forgotten when I fell into the
Squaw and the Kid turned up and got
me out with his rope—m

“We're not likely to forget,” said
ITarry Wharton. “¥You owe that chap
your life, Smithy; and, ontlaw or not,
I hope ithey’ll never get him.”

“Well, how did he happen to turn up
on that spot?'? asked the Bounder.

“Blessed if I know! He happened
to ha there, I suppose—>"

“Jolly lucky for me he did " said
Vernon-Smith. “Bauaw  Alountain
covers a dozen square miles, but the
¢hap happened to be just on that zpot,
I've been thinking that eout, and 1t
looks to moe as if that hideout of his
may be somewhero near that place—
the fall on the Squaw River.”

“Oh 1 said Harry,

“By gum!” said Bob Cherry. “It'a
possible. Better not mention that out-
zide the family; we don't want to give
old Lick a clue to- get the wrong man
for that Im]d-up.”

“Well, that's where I'm going to
lack for him,"” said Vernon-Bmith.
“It's & jolly good chaoce, I think,
Anyvhow, I'm trying it on.”

“ A hunted cutlaw mayn't be keen on
seging visitors, Smithy,"” grinned Bob.
“He seems a very good-tempered sort
of chap, from what we've seen of ham,
but—"

“Rot I’ said the Bounder.

“Look here, 8mithy,” said Johnny
Bull, *you’d bettar keep clear of that
chap | Ho saved your life, and he
geems pretty decent; and he told us
that he was made an outlaw by no fault
of his own, and I believe him. But he
ia an cutlaw, all the same, with &
reward on hira, and you can’t disregard
the law.” .

“™an't T said the Bounder, with e
careless shrug of his shoulders.
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hand, the Rio Kid sorted out the wads of bills with his left.
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His face grew grimmer as he counted.

** Eighteen thousand dollars, Mister Blake,*” he said at last, ** and there was twenty thousand cinched from the hack. I guess

“No! prunts ] Johnny gruffiv.

“The law doesn’t cut much ice here,”
said Vernon-Smith. “0Old Lick's the
law at I'acksaddle; and he's hunting
the wrong men for that held-up,
though we've peinted out the rigﬁt
wan to him. DBlow the law ™

Johuny DBull gronted and made no
further vemark; but all the Famous
Five were looking serious as they rode
on witlh Bmtthy,

They had seen the cheery, breczy Kid
several times, and they liked hon, He
had saved Bmithy from going to hias
death in the fall of the Squaw; but, as
Jonnny Bull pointed out, the Kid was
an outkaw, hunted by all the law thero
was in the lrio valler. Beeking out
the hunied man to hold communication
with hitn was & serions matter—a very
serious one. Certainly they hoped that
the Kid wonld keep eclear of his
pursuers, and they would gladly have
done him any good turn; but they
could rot help thinking that it was only
senstble not fo get in touch wiih him,

The Bounder smiled sarveastically.

There was a lawless steain in Bmithy's
nature, and it had been a good deal in
evidence sinee he had come out to
Texas. The fact that his present pro-
ceeding was a reckless one only added
to its appeal to Bmithy.

The junlors rode on in silence for a
time.

Then the Bounder spoke abruptly.

S ¥ou fellows turn baek here; I'm
hitting Squaw Mountain alone.”

“Oh rob!" said Harry Wharton un-
eaxilyv. “If vou're going to hunt for
the Kid, we'll eome,”

“We'll stick to you, 8mithy,” sanid
Baob.

“The siickfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed and idiotic Smithy,”" declaved
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.,

Herbert Vernoo-Smith pulled in his
bor:e,

you been playing poker ! ™

“Cut all that out!” he said. “I'm
breaking ihe law, sueh as il is here, by
getring in touch with the man  the
shertff 13 after. You fellows are not
going {o do anyithing of the kind."

The Famous Five, at a halt, looked
at one another rather uncertainly,
They did not like the idea of the reck-
less Bounder riding into the mountain
to get in touch with an outlaw whom
the whole section was hunting, but it
waz useless to think of arguing with
Smithy on that point; the Bounder's
mind wa: made up, and argument
wottld Lhave been a wasite of breath,

Afrer all, Smithy will never find
him, ™ said Bob Cherry. “Might as well
look for a needle in o haystack.”

Harey Wharten laughed.

*That’s s0,” he agreed, “ Even if his
hideout 1s anywheve near that waterfall,
it will want some finding. It's sll rot,
Smithy

“Boash ! said Johnny Bull * Tust
one of vour fatheaded stunts, Smithy;
nothing in e "

“Thanks !” =aid the DBounder
castically, ““Now ent !

Harry Wharton shook

“We're not golng to
he said,

“The eatfulness wil not be terrific,
my esteemed and pig-headed Sioithy 1"
grinned Hurrce Jamset Bam Singh.

“Look  here——" exclaimed the
Bounder impatiently. “There may be
trouble over thig=——-"

“Quite  likely, 1 should
grunted Jolnny Bull

* Keep out of if, then!”

*Rats 1"

“T tell you—"

*“Come on!” said Bob.

He shook out hiz reins and staprted
towards the mountain, and his friends
followed him.

The Bounder frowned and rode after
them. INothing would have induced

EdT-

his Iwad:
cut, Smithy "

thinl: [

him to give up his idea, and the Famous
Five were determined that he should
not go alone. So that settled it

No doubt the Bounder, though he
was ready and willing to ride a lone
trail, was glad of the cheery company
of the Famous Five, all the same.

Anyhow, his brow cleared ans {hey
rade onward, and it was a cheery bunch
that struck the lower rocky glopes af

Squaw  Mountain _and vode up the
rugged rocky trail by the windiug
river.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Surprising Secret !

& OT I” murmured Bob.
“ DBeastly  hot!™  agrecd
Johnny Bull.

“Why dide’t vou Lring a
fan?" grunted ﬂlE Bounder.

Bob Cherry winked cheerily at his
friends, and they grinned. Ilerbernt
Vernon-Smith's temiper. never very
reliable, seemed to be suffering,

That, perhaps, was not surprising.

It waz hot on Squaw Mountain—ihe
rocks hot to the touch, from the blazo
of the semi-tropical sun of 1exas. Arnd
for howrs—long, tiring hours—tho
junigrs had been hunting, searching,
guesting, in vain.

hey had ridden up the mouniain
trail, by the bank of the torrent, -as
fur as the fall. There ther dismounted,
tethered their horses 1n a gully in the
rocky wall by the path, and commenced
the search.

Whether the sheriff and his men had
combed that particnlar spot in the hunr
tor the outlaw, thev did not know. Buu
ther knew that Mr. Lick had combed
Bquaw Mountain day sfter dav with-
out success, The Famous Five had no
expectafion of succeeding where the
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theriff had failed. Neither were they
quite sure that they wanted Smithy to
secesd in getting into touch with tha
Rio Eid. Much as they liked that youth
;[-xersm:all}r, he was an outlaw. Liko
shmael of old, his hand was against
overy man, and every man's hand
against hin.

But as they had joined uf with
Smithy they dil their Jhcﬁt, backing up
the Bevnder in 1ho seavch, and for long
hours they scvambled over rugged rocks,
peercd into gullies, and erevices, and
fizrures, dragged asiude tfangled crecpers
and patches of buzh that grew here and
there, t:ll even the Bounder began to
losa hape. \

It was a wild and lonely spet—quite
the =pot that a hunted man might have
vhosen for the location of his hide-
out. The Fguaw, which spread into
a river lower down on the plains, was
hiere & hru.w]ing torrent, foaming down
o deep rocky bed, and falling, at one
spot, with a thundering crash of watérs,
All round, Eimu:.in% in the horizon, wera
tho rugged rocky hillsides, pilo on pila
—desorted, lifeloss,

By tho fall of the Squaw the irail
descended steeply to the lower bank.
Standing  there, tha juniors wera
splashed with spray from the foaming,
thunderin fall-—a sheet of water
against ithe raock of the river-bed.
Splashes of spyav were rather welcome
an  their heared faces., They wore
petiing tired, and had stepped for a
rest, gathering by the side of 1he water-
fall. For a preat distance, all round
that wild spat, they had searched—and
fonnd nothing.

Here and theve, it was true, thew
picked up sipn of a horse, but the vocky
trail by the Bquaw was need by all who
rode  Lotween  Packeaddle and  rthe
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Circle O, and ilie ranches fartlher wesk,
ta such stpn told them nothing.

But the trail was seldom rigdﬁn, and
dluring all the time the search had lasted
they had not scen a soul.

Thoe Boutnder would not admit that
ha was tired, and he would not give up
hope. Ha scowlod, It began ta look
as if the Kid's hidoout was not at that
spot, probable as it had seemed at first,
Anvhow, if it were theve, they could
thsrover no trace of it.

The sun was sloping wesbward now,
a rich red glow falling on the mountain
and on the feaming waters of the
Squaw, The spray from the falling
water zeetned to be turned to flashing
jewels in the air.

“Nothing doing,
Johnny Bull.

“ 0, rats!” snapped the Bounder.

" Making a night of it here?” inquived
Johnny =arcastically.

“1'm not giving in!* growlad Vernon-
Smith. “You fellows can get back
to the ranch as soon as you like.
never asked you to come.™

“0Oh, we're sticking to yon, old man!”
=aik Boh., *You're zo niee '™

And the Co. grinned again.

“Oh, don’t be a fuol ™ snapped the
Bounder.

“Leave that to you, pariner!” zaid
Bob, shll affable.

The Bounder was abont to make an
angry veplry: but the words were
checked on hisz Hps as a =ound rveached
iz ears, and he ztaried, and stared
rovnd exgevly.

It was a brushing sound, {rom o deep
caviiy in 1l rocky wall by the pam,
The Bouncer's eyos flashed.

*Hear that ! he breathed.

“Waelve searched that place,” said
Boly, staring acrass (he path ot the apen-

pil

Smithy ! said
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A BOOK-LENGTH TALE YOU'LL LIKE!

A great ccean hner is sunk
with a huge quantity of bullion
aboard. ]mmedinteh*a fwarm
of tea crooks gather to get away
with the treasure, But for-
tunately Capt. justice and his
little band of adventurers are
on the spat—and when they
take a hand voucan be sure the
sparks begin tofly! A wianer
all the way!

ing in the rack. “I've beon over it—"

“ ¥You can hear something coming |
If it’s the Kid—"

Tha juniors waited and watched.
They had alrcady searched that gully in
the rocky wall, and found nething thers
but rocks and stones and a fow stunted
hushes. An active climber might have
desconded  intoa it from the higher
Aillside at the back, and the sound they
now heard seemed to indicate that some
climber bad done 0. Then, as a huge,
shambling, grey-furred figure lumbeved
out of the opening on to the mountain
path, they knew,

“The grizely I gasped Bob Cherry.

“ Oh, crumbs !

Standing on the hank at the foot of
tha fall, the Greyiriars fellows were
hardly ten feet from the awiul figure
that emerged frdm the rock wall on ths
other side of the path.

For a second they siared, spellbonnd.

They had quite forgotten the grizzly
ihat had escaped at the ranch that
morning. They had no doubt that the
animal had crept back to its den on the
mountainn, snd they had dismiszed it
from their minds.

The c?riz;!y soemed as surprised by
tha sudden and wnexpected encounter
as the echoolbaoys. It stared st them
with its red eyes, then, with a low but
decp and hornbly ferccious growl, it
camo at them.

“The rifles1” panied Harry Wharton.

The juniors dashed down the bank.
Tho rifles had been left in their leather
cases, on the horses, teithered a little
distance below tho fall. Ouly the
Bounder was armed. Ever since he had
heon at Kicking Cayuse 3mithy had
* packed ™ a gun, He grabbed the
revolver fram his belt as he rushed
after the Famous Yive, and, turning,
fired twice st the huge bear shamblin
i purznit, A deep-toned g'rnwxi
answered the shots.

The grizely came on with flaming
eyes and open jaws Dot though the
wownds 1t had received that meorning
axasperated 1t3 zavage temper, i was
forwanate for the jumrors that it was
wollnled, COne of 125 hind legs +.]r:|g$-3d
heavily and smpeded its speed, o they
wonld hardly have escaped from the
clutehics of the fearful claws,

In a pantung bunch the janiors
reached  the  tethered  horses,  and
grazspod  their wifles. . The  peazaly,

hungry amd feracions, was almost at
their 11-*#!.-:, avd the Bounder emptiod
his revalver at poimi-blank range into
the savage face. But that spatter of
lead would pnot have stopped the huge
hrute. )

But the Famots Five were quuk with
the rifles.  Harey Wharvion beed Frst,
seribing a bullet erazhing into the haivy

echest: amd noomene later 1the Co
prallod trigeer.
1
At short range, every buallet tore

through and through the massive body,
and the velley stopped the grizely. ft.
come (o a halt, growling horribly, and
the juniors scrambled hurriedly farther
down the mountain path, fring again
from a safor disrance,

Bullet afier bullet smashed into the
groy fur, patched with crimson in a
tlozen places. Dut a grizzly bear i3 hard
to kill.

The brute was hard hit, growling with
pain and fury. But it was not dizebled,
though, to the relief of 1he juniers, it
diedd not seel: 1o come to closer quariers,
Bwinging round, e hugo animal
scrambled away up the path and halred
again by the cdge of the fall, splazhed
by the water that tumbled from above.

There it turned on thom, snarling
with blood-curdling ferociiv, as they
followed it up the hank.

Keeping ready and watchiul to dodge



a ruzh, the juniors fired, and fired
again, and every bullet struck. Thao
savage brute glarved round, as if seeking
a way of escape, and then suddenly
plunged over Ltha bank and disappeared
under the screen of falling water.
“0Oh crumbs " gasped Bob Cherry.
The juniors, gpathered on the bank by
the fall, stared ﬁlunl:lr. The grizzly Iad
disappeared. For some scconds they
wera epellbound with astonishment.
There was no sign of the huge animal to
ba szeen inn the waters of the Bquaw.
‘They knew that a bear, hard-driven, will
take to the water and swim. But the
gzizaly was not swinning—it was not to
seen at all. It had venished uiterly
after plunging under the screen of water
that fell g-:m'n a height of thirty feet,
over apparently solid rock. It seemed to
them for the moment like magio, and
they cculd hardly believe their eyes
when they failed te spot a sign of the
grizzly in the water.

Then, to their further amazement,
caﬁme th;a sharp, ringing reporct of a rifle.

ang

“Are we dreaming thia?" gasped Bob

erry.

Rea{iy, it seemed like it for the
moment, for, unless their sara deceived
them, that rifle-shot came from under
the folling water—from the solid rock at
the back of the falll

Bang!

It was a second shot—unmstakably
from behind the screen of falling water.
Then they realised what it meant—what
1t could only mean! The high rock over
which the Squaw fell was not solid, thera
was, and must be, & cavern in it, hidden
by the falling water—and it was into
1hat ecavern that the grizely had
escaped ! And the sharp shots told that
it had found an enemy there—that
water-sereenasd cavern was not  un-
ocoupied |

The Bounder was the first to guess,

:' By gad!” he gasped. * We've found
it _PT

(1} “’ i]nt_'_._'_ LF

*The id!”

“0Oh1" pasped Harry Wharton.

It dawned on them all at onee. That
was the Rio IKid's mysterions hideout,
and it was no wonder that the Sheriff of
Pucksaddie had never spotted it. No one
could have dreamed that it was there.
But the firing from the other side of the
screen of falling water told 1ts own tale |

Harry Wharton & Co.—or, rather, the
fleeing grizzly—had discovercd the Rio
Kid's hideout, and found him at home.

—

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.

The Cavern Under The Fall !

ERBERT VERNON-BMITH
shouted,
“wid
There was no answer,

As there was no further firing it
geeined that those two rapid shots had
finiched the grizzly. The Kid, if he were
there, must have heard the Bounder's
voice, he must have heard the rifle-shots
—indeed, he must have heard the juniors
scrambling over the rocks about the fall
for s long time past. But he had given
no sign, and he gave no sign now.

“Kid!" the Bounder shouted again.
“We're friends—it's Vernon-Bmith call-
ing, the fellow whose life you saved [V

Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry, '"All] friends herg, Mr, Kid 1"

Then s surprised voice was heard:

“(Carry me home to die |”

They could see nothing of the Kid: he
could see nothing of them. The fallin
woter in front of the cave in the rock
made an impenetrable screen. But they
knew thae Kt:d*s voice, and knew, now,
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that he understood who thev were—
guessinge that, wntil that moment, he had
izken them for searching enetnics,

A figure appeared suddet:ly at the spot
where the grizzly had plunged under the
fall. A Dblanket was over its heall io
keep off the splashing waier; goatskmn
chaps and ridipg boots with silver spurs
showed under it. Theblanket was thrown
aside, revealing the handsome, sunburnt,
gurprised face of the boy outlaw. 1Ile
shot & swile glance up end down the
mouniain path, and then grinned at the
schoolbovs,

“Vou "uns!™ he ejaculated.

“Ts "uns ! said Dob cheerily.

"We've leen hunting  you,™
Yernon-Sunitit.

The Kid laughed.

“You ain't after that thonsand bucks,
like Alr. Blake, of the Circle 0O, 1
reckon ! he remarked.

“MNot in your lifetime,” eaid the
Bounder.  *Your seeret’s safe with us,
Are vou asking us int"

“1sure don't want to stand here chiew-
itig the rag, feller,” said the Kid. * But
vor'll pet splashed if vou horn into my
shebang. I guess one blanket won't go
round.™

“That's all right—show the way !

“Yon eaid it %:’ said the Kid cheerily,
“Ieep close to the rock; I guess tho
ledge min't more’n & foot wide, If vou
step off I reckon you'll go a lomg way
down the Squaw afore vou pull out.”™

The Kid replaced the blanket over his
head and stepped back the way he liad
come. He vanished behind the falling
water, as the grizzly had vanished.

The Bounder followed him without
hesitation.

Tor a moment he was blinded by
spray. Then he was inside a cavern that
hollowed the rock under the fall.

It was reached by a ledge hardly mora
than a foot wide and three or four foet
long. On the left, was hard rocl ; on the
right, the water below the fall—above
and around, the falling torrent.

Heedless of heavy splashes, the
Bounder reached the cavern, disappear-
ing from the eyes of the Famous Five on
the bank. )

They followed hiun one at a time.

Through the falling water the sunlight
gleamed. Overhead the high rock over
which the Sguaw fell overlung the
ledge, which thus eseaped the fall,
though it was incessantly drenched with
SPIAY.

But it took ouly a moment or two {o
pass along the varrow ledge and turn
into the cavern.

In a few minutes the Famons Five had
followed the Bounder in, the Kid watch-
ing them, with an amused grin, as they
joined up one by one. _ o

Just within the cavern a gigantic form
lay still. It was the grizzly, shot dead
by the Kid as it Em'amg!cd 1.

By pum ! said Bob Cherry, staring
round him. *“Whe'd have thouglt it 17

The cavern extended deep into tho
rock. The opening was guite light, from
the sunlight through the falling water,
Favther ﬁm:ii it was deeply dark, and
the juniors could not see the full extenr.

The Kid's camp was just out of reach
of the spray from the fall, They =aw
the embers of a fire and cooking utensils,
8 slicker roll and a bed of grass and
ferns. Farther, they could sce o grey
mustang with a black muzzle—the well-
known steed of the boy outlaw. A
saddle and bridle hung on a projection
of the rugged rocky wall. : ]

I guess you're O, here, ISid " said
the Bounder, laughing. * Sheriff Lick
won't drop on thiz for o month of
Sundays. " N .

“I guess not!” agreed the Kid, with
s cheery grin, “But I sure did figure
that some guys was getting wise to it
when I heard souw uns scrambling

said

9
around on the bank., I'll say T been
Leeping a gan readsy.”

“We should never have spotted it bus
for the grizzly!” said Lreank Nugent.
“How the dickens did you ever find it
outt"

“1 guess 1 %:Dt the sccret from an
Injun  that nows  this  country,"
answored the Wid, Y1 knowed iz afore
1 hit Squaw Mountain, and only had to
logk for it. Bay, vou lend me & hand
with Brer Bear—I guess he's heavy to
move, and 1 sure -do not want his
company.’’

The dead bear lay alinest on the edge
of the cavern floor under the fall. The
]]]uumrs lent their assistance, and the

uge carcass was tipped over into the
watet, to be swept away by the Bquaw,

“Y¥ou allow wyou been locking for
me I asked the Kid, scanning the Grey-
friars juniors euriously. “I'll mention
that I ain’t company for you 'uns—me
being an ontlaw with a thousand dollars
to my cabeza. What's rour game?"”

He

“My idea," said the Bounder,
sat down on one of the boulders with
whichh the cavern floor was strewn.
“We'd nearly chucked it when the
grizzly showed us your front door. Fm
jolly glad te have found you.™

“I'll say the same, sir 1" said the Kid
politely. But he was evidently puzzled.

“I've got news for you," said the
Bounder quictly. “I believe you've
seen Jad Hlake—Poker Blake, they call
him at Packsaddle—the owncr of the
Circle O Ranch,”

“Bure ! assented the Kid, “I guess
I met up with that guy this morning.
and sent him walking home after Ins
horse, with his fins tied behind his
back—jest as o warning to ride clear.”

“1 don't think he would have walked
afl so easily i you'd known what T'm
going to tell vou!" sald Vernon-Smith.

“Shoot I said the Kid tersely.

“"You know there's a trail-thief in
this -:%tarter who covers his face with s
flour-bag and calls himself by your
name 1" said Vernon-Smith. “EHe held
up the hack from Frairie Bend, shot
iho bank messenger, and nobbled twenty
thousand doliars that my father had
sent to pay for buying the Circle 0.7

“I'm sure wise to that 1" said the Kid.
“1 reckon that's why I'm staying
around, now the rangers have gune, T
sure do want to meet up with the guy
that's mmaking =0 free with my name,™

“It's Blake 1"

The Kid's eyes narvowed.

“How'd vou know ¥ he ashed.

“ Becanse his face was seen when he
took off the flour-bag. the day he held
up  the hack,” enid  Vernon-S8mith.
“He got away with iwenty thousand
dollara belonging to my father, and
1 am geing to make him shell out
every cent, someliow, Wie can’t ger
any help from the sheriff—and 1L
thought of vou."

“3e 1" said the ITid.

“You," said Veruon-2mith.
want you to help”

“y

_—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Kid Takes A Hand !

HE Rio Kid stood silent, lcan-
ing on the rocky wall of the
cavern, & thoughtful shade on
his face, his eyes curiously on

ithe Bounder of Grevfriars.

Harry Whaiton & Co. sat down on
the boulders, glad to rest their tired
limbs, and ﬁ'?rc silent. It twasthu.
strange enough oxperience to e
Famous I'ive of the Greyiriors Re-
move to find themselves in & hidden
ceve, in company with a hunted out-
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law, on whose head a price haa been
placed.

Yet, looking at the Kid's handsome,
boyish face, they found it hard to be-
lieve that he was what he was ealled.
Only too wilbingly they believed what
he had told themi—that it was on a
folse charpe that he had been driven
into outlawry. And they believed
nothing of tha wild tales they had
heard ahout him—of holdups, and
ranch-raiding, and shootings, Many a
wildd deed had heen placed to the Kid's
account, of which he knew nothing—
as the jumrowrs had proof. For they
knew that the man in the four-bag,
whe had cunmingly ealled hinself by
the Eid's name, was not the Kid,

All Packsaddle was wild to lynch the
Rio Kid for that dosperate holdup
on the trail from Prairie Bend. And
of that, as the juniors knew, the Kid
tad never heard, till afier it had
happenad.

At the zame time, they were rather
stardded by Smithy's idea of tting
help from a hanted outlaw. ut it
was Smithy's business, and they conld
only let him get on with it

“1 puess’? said the Kid, breaking
iz silence at last, “ithat I've given
that guy Blake the once-over, and 1
wouldn't put it past him. But—"

“Wa've gob proof,” =zald Vernon-
Smith. *1I tell you his face was seen.”

“Who zcen wi*

“Bunter.  ¥You remember, that fat
RE5 1 tha spees that vou found lost
on the pravie, and gave a lift to the
vanchi™

The Kid smiled.

“1 sure do remember, that gux,”
he assented. ““lHow come that galoot
geen the buzhwhacker in the four-
bhag? I'll say he ain't the infant io
horn into that sorea trouble™

“Ie was hidden in a =pot of chapar-
ral, a mile off the stage trail, when
the hold-up man Innded cover there,
1o take off his disgunise and hide it,"
rxplained Vernon-Bmith. “He kept
out of sight, you can bet, and the man
nevey knew he was there. But he saw
his face, and when he met Blake, ho
wentiied him as the man.”’

TAINE roa put the sheriff wise®"
asked the Kid. “T guess that galoot
Lick is some bonehead, but he sure
would jump te pec a cinch on that
hold-up man.’?

“Lick’s a  fool!™ pgrunted the
Boundor,

The Kid lanched.

“Aebbe,” he <and, Y But——"

“"Wa'va wk himy wizo, We  mob

RBlake to hiz affice in Packsaddle, and
Bunter pointed him out to the sheriff
az the floo-bagr man,” s=aid Vernon-
Smath, " Boet "—hwe pave an angry
grunt—"old Lick Jdidn't stand for it.
Buuder’s & fool—ithe bigpe:t fool ever—
and Lick fancies that he made a
mistake.t’

“I'H cay be's the guy to do it from
what I've seen of him,™ vemarked the
Kid.

“¥es, ez, I know: but he wan't
mistaken, 1t was Blaka that he =saw,”
said the Bounder impatiently. 1%
fized it up that «Jday to meet Blake in
the lawver's oflice at Packsaddle, and
hand over the mouey for his ramch.
Ha wasz selling the Civcle O io iy
father, and he knew tha money was
cotiing by Andy Joney' hack., He laid
for tha haek, with the flour-bag over
his face, chot wp Carter, the man who
was bringmg the dallars from Praivie
Bend, and got away with them. ‘Tha
sheriff won't belicve & word of it: hot
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we're all suve that Bunter made no
miistake,

The IKid glanced round at the Co.

*That 33 =0, said Harry Wharton.
“We've got no douht at all about it

man was Jad Blake.

“If the sheriff would have had him
searched in his office the dollars would
have proved it,” went on Vernon-
=mith. * Everybody knows that Blake
15 on the rocks. He's selling what's
lefi of his ranch for that reason.
They'd have found a stack of dollars
o him, and I gucss he couldn't have
aceounted  for  them. My father’s
idollars,” added the Bounder savagely,

“That sure 18 tough,” said the Kid
slowly, “I'll say it's tough. But you
got nothing on Poker Blake, ‘cept
what that fat gink saw, or fancied that
he saw i’

Tha Bonnder knitted his brows, bmt
the Famous Fivo smiled a little. They
could sea that the Rio Kid, like the
zhevifi of Packsaddle, was not dizpozed
to attach a great deal of weight to
evidenee supplied by Billy Bunter.

Sheriff Lick had pooh-poched the
whole story. He had snorted with
conterapt at Bunter’s evidence. The
Iiid did not go zo far as that, but it
wai clear that he had doubts.

I tell you 1t's certain,” said Vernon-
=mmith.

*Waal,” said the Kid, I reckon
that guy Blake iz jest thoe guy that
might have played that gama, 11l say
he's a tough guy, and he sure is hard
fixed for money. And if that fat geek
figures that it was Blake's face ho
zaw, when the flounr-bag zuy took the
bag off, it looks hike it But T guess
oli Lick ia a bonehead:; but I ain't
aming him a lot for not banking on
what that fai geck snil]ed—nﬂpe 1 ¥

Vernon-Smith bit his lip.

ITe was assured—and the Famous
Five were assnred—that Bunter, duffer
az he was, and scared az he had been
at the time, had mada no mistake.
The trail-thief in the flounr-bag was Jad
Blake of the Uircle 0. But the EKid,
though be thought it likely, did net
lock on 1t as a certainty,

“Y¥on don’t  believe it, then?”
grinted Vernon-Smith. y
“Not Inr enough to bank on it

foller,” zaid the Kid. “But, s'posing
I i, how you reckon I'd help vou?*

“I'm going to get the dollavs off Jad
Biake, I koow he’s got my father’s
dollars, and he's uot keeping them !”
~ald Yernon-Bmith, setting his feeth.
“I'ver tried the law—all there iz in this
henighted  country. That's let me
aown, I'm going to make Jad Blake
=hell ouk, if I have to hold him up at
the end of 2 gun 1™

“Carry me home to Jane!™ gasped
e RKid,

“Emithy ! murmured Bob Cherry.

“Aly esteemed Smithy—""

*0Oh, ecut it out, vou fellows!”
snapped Yernon-Smith. " We're in a
country where gon law is the law, and
tf that's the only law to =zea me
through, I'm going for my gun. Jad
Blake's not going to throw my fathers
ilellars on the poker-tables at (he Red
Flarve, T know that!”

The Famous Fiva were silent Thera
was justice in what Smithy said, but
“gun law '’ was net quite in accord-
anca with Greyiriars jdeas.  Smithy
scemed 1o have forgotien, by this time,
that he ever had heen a Greviviars
fellow,

The Rio il eved the Bounder very

curlouzly.  He was silent for a long
momeni, and then he spoke, very
crierly.,

“You want to forget that, foller

AMebbe it ain't for an ontlaw fo talk
!:L‘-!\:, to you, but I'm saying, forget
1L

HBmithy gave an angry grunt ,

“If you won't help, you won’t!" he
said. “I've waste;F my time Ile
vose from the boulder.

“You don't want to go off on your
ear, feller,” said the Kid. *“I ain't
said that I won't belp. And, if that's
your game, I'Hl zay that it’s better in
my hands than vourn. VYou figure
that Jod Blake has got a stack of
dollara on him that he cinched from
Andy Jones' hack i

“Not the same bills. e had a trip
up the railroad, and I guess it was to

change ihe billa where ha wasn't
known., PBut he's got the money.”
“If that puy, who's known to be

broke to the wide, has got thousands
of dollars on him, that’s a cinch,” said
the Kid. * They ain't his'n, and that's
sure. 'm advising you, Mr, Vernon-
Smith, to leave that gun of yourn ;"E'Ei
where it 1s, and leave this to me.’
“If vou'll take a hand—'* :aid the
Bounder eagerlv.
smiled tha Kid.

“You said t,"™
"¥You 'uns mesey back to your ranch,
and leave it to this baby., I sure will
see 1t through !™

“ But how—--"

“Feller,” eaid the EKid, “the less
you got mixed mfj with s guy of my
heft, the betier for you. f’m telling
you that you can leave it in my handa,
Ain't that good enough for youi™

“Yee,* said Smithy, “ but—"

“I guess Fll be sceing you again,”
said the Kid. “¥You don't want to
hern into this shebang no moro—yon
ride clear of this spot, feller. TI'I}
mention that I don't want no guys to
get & squint gt this hideont, and
mebbe an eye might drop on you. You
want to see me, you ride down to the
big timber jsland on the Packiaddle
trail at sundown to:morrow. 1 guess
I'll have noos for vou."

“Done!™ spid the Bounder,

Little more was said,

The Kid slipped out of the cavern
under the fall, to scout and ascertzin
thet the mountain path was clear be-
fore the juniors left. Then, one by
one, they rrod along the ledge to the
banlk, and quitted the outlaw’s cave,

The Kid disappeared again before
they were in the saddle,

The Greviriars fellows rode homo to
Kicking Caynse Ranch in a thoughtful
mood, The Famous Five, much as they
liked ihe Kid aml wished him well,
could not help having doubts as to the
wisdom of i::r’iI]ii:llg in the aid of a hunted
outlaw, But the Bounder, at least, was
quite satisfied, and looking ferward
keenly to a “show-down ™ with the
ratnchor of the Cirele O,

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Rubbing It In !

ié SAY, yon fellows ™
Bitly Bunter,
“Here we are, here we are,
here we ara again!” =ang Bcb
Cherry cheerily, as he tramped into the
veranda at the rancho.
"ot over it 1" azked Bunter.
“Over whati™
" Fright.”
The Famous I'iva looked at Bunter.
Bunter evidently had got over his
fright of the morning. He was sprawi-
g in his rocker in the veranda when
the i'uninrs cama in, his fat thoughls
cqually end happily divided between
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hi: last meal, dinner, and his next meal,
AL LT, which was alinost due,

e grinned a fat grin at the surpriced
RIS,

“What do vou mean, vou fat ass, if
vou mean anything ¥ inguired Jolhnny
Bull.

Bunler chuckled.

“You needn’t have cleaved off like
that,” he said. ™ That bear was gone.
It never came back. If that's why
vou've siayed ont all this while, yvou
peedn’t have been afraid.™

“You howling ass "

“I say, you fellows, wou logked a
funky lot, scooting away from that bear
this morning,” went on Bunter cheer-
fully, “If I'd known it was & bear, and
had had a rifle handy, I'd have shot it
I'd rather like to take a bear-skin home
to stick in the study at Greviriars
nwean, I did know it wos a bear—"

“¥What *"

“1 spotted it at once; but I wasn't
funky, like vou fellows!” explained
Bunter. “I didn’t think it was a man
in a grey overcoat when I fivst saw it

*Fla, ha, ha 1™

“You can cackle ! said Bunter scorn-
fully, " But you jolly well bolted from
that bear, and 1 jolly well didn’t! Fall-
ing over one another to ¢ram in at that
door. He, he, he ! _

“You blithering, bletheving bloated
bloater ! zaid Bob. *“What could we
do, when we were unarmed——'

“Well, I didu't,” said Bunter, “did
| &5

The Greyfriars fellows locked at
William George Bunter rather as if they
could have bitten him, ]

. They had almost forgotten the episode
of the morning in the garden, Billy
Bunter evidently hadn’t.

It was certainly true that Bunter had
remained out on the open veranda while
the othey fellows scrambled in at the
doorway., ‘That was because he had not
known that the prizzly was there.

But Bunter, having thought 1t over,
apparcntly preferred to take the view
that it was because of his superior pluck
and presence of mind.

This was a chance for Bunter to be,
so to speak, Bunterish; and Bunter was
not the fellow to let such chances like
the sunbecams pass him by. Bunter,
having been in happy ignoranee of that
grizzly's existence, had not joined in the
vun for cover: he had, indeed, resisted
the cffort of the juniors to drag him to
safety. They had bundled in headlong,
leaving Bunter out, with the grizzly in
close and terrible proximity. Bunter
hadn't turned & hair!

If that didn’t prove that Billy Bunter,
the fat orpament of the Greyfriars
Remove, was the pluckiest moember of
the party at Nicking Cayuse, Billy
Bunter would have lilked to know what
did, or would, or could. -

Bunter was going to rub this in.

“You fat, frowsy, foczling frump!”
hiszed Johnny Bull, “If yow'd known
the grizzly was there you'd have been
howhneg with funk—"

“And seuttling like a rabbit1” said
Frank Nugent.

“The scuttlefulness would have heen
terrific !”

“Well, did I demanded Bunter.
“You follows did—bolting like rabbits!
Dicd 177

“ Oh,
Smikh.

“You fellows have called me funky
motre than once,' satd Bunter, in a tone
of lofty secorn. “ You necdn't deny ib—
vou have. You made out that I was
Erightel}ed. of that man in the flour-

ag—"

“B¢ vou were!” roared Johnoy Bull

boot him !" grunted Vernon-

the juniors were inside.
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“Frightered out of your silly wits, you
fat funl !

“Well, I jollx well spotted him and
told Sheriff Lick, who he was, and
chanee it ! sneered Bunter. .

“Aud nearly fainted at the sight of
hiimt when he turned up in the sheriff's
office at Packsaddle ! hooted Nugent.

“Well, 1 wasn't frightened of that
grizely bear, anvhow ! retorted Bunier,
“1 just staved here as cow as a cool-
cumber—I mean, 8z cool az o coweumber
—that i5. a cuenmber—while yvou fcllows
were falling over ene another to scoot.
I must sar 1 felt ashamed of yvou”

“Why, roa—you—you—" gasped
Bob Cherrvy.

“Not Greviviars stvle!™ said Bunler
firmly. * Bit of a disgrace to the old
school, syou know. I feel bound to
mention it. What would the fellows
have thought if they'd seen you? What
would Toddv sav, or Muuly, or Ogilvy—
or any of them? I mean to say, you
had my example io follow—"

*Your example ! stuttered Bob.

“Yos, my example. Here was I, cool
as vou please, never turning a hair,
setting you an examplo of pluck and
preseice of mind. And vou bolted like
a lot of rabbits ! Some of vou grabbed
me and fried to ioake me run, too.
Bunters don’t run from denger,” said
the Owl of the Remove, with ineffable
scorn.  “*All very well for you fellows—
not my style !”

Herbert Vernon-Smith made a siep
towards the ineffable Owl.

Bunter was Smithy's puest st the
ranch that belonged to Smithy’s father;
but that cirgumstance had not saved him
from several bootings from the Bounder,
and it looked as if the Bounder’s hoot
was going to see active service again,

But Bob Cherry caught the angry
Bounder by the arm. ,

“Hold on, Smithy I he said,

“Let go, you faihead!” roared
Smithv., “"I'm gﬂii;i!g to boot him all
over the ranch! hink I'm going to
have that fat funky frog calling me a
funk "

“Bo you are a funk ! hooted Bunter.
“The only fellow here who ain't a funk
ig me! DHd I run when vou all rant
Yah!”

“Bhat up, you
Haorry Wharton.

“Shar't!” retorled Bunter.
disgusted with the lot of you'!
temptyous! Yah!”

“Come on, Smithy ! said Bob choeer-

enapped

“T'm
Con-

ass 1

{at

fully., “I want to speak to you in the
office, old bean.”

“Wait tilll I've kicked Bunter,
fathead ™™

“Never mind Bunter ! Come on, you
fellows ! called out Bob, and he pro-
pelled Vernon-S8mith along the veranda
to the doorway of the foreman's office.

The other fellows followed, leaving
Billy Bunter sitting in the rocker, with
a fat and seornful grin ou his face,

“What's the game?” asked Iarry
Wharton.

“Come and listen to xour Unele
Bobers,” answered Bel. “IU's a jape,
old beans—a jape!”

He pushed the angry Bounder in at
the door of the office, wihich opened from
the veranda., The rest of the Co., iu
surprise, followed hnn in.

A sgueak from Billy Bunter followed
fliein.

“ zav, vou fellow: no need to hide!
Therve ain't any bears about! 1le, he,
Lig t*

Billy Bunter was snjoving s

Bob Cherry clozed the office door when
i There was a
clhieery grin on Bob's face, and a happy
glimmeyr in his blue exes, The rest of

the Co. regarded him inquiringly—the
Bounder with a scowl.

“What are yop up to, you fathead?”
he demanded,

“Look 1" answered Bob.,

He pointed to the big bearskin on the
floor of the office,

The juniors looked at af.

YYWhat about that?" snapped the
Bounder., "What the dickens do you
rrreean

“Buppose that grizely came brek and
tackled Bunter?” suggested  Bols
“Think he would still be bursting with
pluck "

“The grizelv! What the dickens do
you mean ' snapped Smithy.

“Think Bunter would look at it very
closely to see whether it was the same
grizely " grinned Boln, *““That shkin
leoks much the same™

“0Oh!"” Smithy grinned, as he caught
on to the ides. “One of us—"

“Ha, ha, ha !” velled the Co.

The Bounder, grinning, picked up the
big bearskin from the office door. It
hed once clothed a grizzly bear that
might have been twin to the one that
had prowled at the ranch that morning,
and that the Rio Kid had shot on 3quaw
Mountain, y

That the grizzly bear had been shot,
Bunter was not aware —all he knew was,
that it had been driven away from the
ranch, and was gone.

Certainly, the same grizzlv was, in the
circumstances, very unlikely indeed to
return to Kicking Cayuse. But it was
quite a3 unlikely that Billy Bunter
would stay for a close view of a grizaly
if he saw omne. )

It was probable that the pluck which
now filled William George Bunter
almost to bursting-peint, would dis-
appear with stertling suddenness at the
first glimpse of a grizzlyl And it was
certain that Bunter himself would dis-
appear with the same suddenness,

The juniors chuckled. :

“Lend me & hand with it ! said Beb
Cherry, and the grinning juniors draped
him in the huge bearskin, and adjusted
the head, which was stuffed, over his
head. “How's that?”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Right as rain !

“Topping I

Bob, on a close inspection, looked like
what he was—a schoolbov draped in the
skin of & prizzly bear! But there was
no cloze inspection to be expected, in the
ciremmnstances.

“Now you fellows go out, and get
Bunter looking the other way!” said
Bob. “I'll crawl along behind him—>

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ And when he hears me grow], he will
have a chance to show exaetly how fear-
fully plucky Le is!” .

“Ha, ha, ha 1" volled the juniora,

They returned to the l‘E'l‘IlT]EI'Ea, leav-
ing the door of the foreman's oflice
open for the “grizzly 7 to crawl out.

Bunter was elill grinning—but he no
longer had the grinz to himsoli—the
other fellows were grinning, tos,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter and the Bear !

1 I, he he !” cackled Bunter.
H The fat Owl of the Remove
was feeling guite merry and
bright. .
Bunter was going to rob this inl He
wag by no means tircd of that process,
vet! He was going to make the very
most of it |
“I say, vou fellows, why did yon
seuttle in just now ™ ke ashed. *“Think
Tae AMscser Liseany.—No. 1,582
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there was another bear coming? He,
he, he !?

“Fathead \”

“Where's Cherry I
“ [#iding "

“You blithering ass—"

“Uh, go it!” said Bunter scorniunlly.
“Call o fellow names ! I vou knew what
a funky lot you looked this meorning—
I, hie, he 1

The juniors stead in a group at the
head of the veranda steps. This placed
Bunter between them and the foreman’s
office along the veranda.

Bunter kept his eves and his spectacles
ol them, The back of his fat head was,
in consequence, turped towards the door
of the foreman’s office.

IHaving no cyes in the back of that
fat head, Bunter did not see a fearsome
form that erept out of the office.

The juniors, looking past Bunter,

asked DBunter.

could zee it: the fat Owl remained
happily wnaware of it

Bunter rattled on brightly.

“T wish I'd had a camerat I'd have

liked to take you this morning—falling
over one another to get away from that

bear! He, he, he 17

“You wouldn't have cut? asked
Johnay Bull,

“Well, did I asked Bunter. *“My

dear chap, I'm not frightencd of bears |
I've got nerve, you know !

“Suppose it came back ¥ suggested
Nugent.

“He, he, he! You can't pull my leg,
Nugent ! If it comes back, you fellaws
got behind me—1'll protect you.”

“Well, that looks to nie jolly like a
grizzly bear behind you mow, Bunter,”
«aid Harcy Wharton.

Bunter chortled ! His fat leg was not
to be pulled o easily as all that! He
Jdid not trouble to turn his head,

IHHad he dowe 20, ha could certainly
have seen something “jolly like™ a
grizzly bear| g

Bob, in the bearzkin, was drawing
near, crawling behind Bunter's rocker
on all fours. i

“T'd bo jolly glad if that grizzly
turned up again P went on the fag Owlh
“1'd jolly well shéw you fellows how——
Wha-a-at's that ¥"

It was a deep growl

Billy Bunter broke off guite suddenly.

Cirowl |

‘The fat junior’s head almest spun
round a% that dreadful sound behind
" ' ]

g Fave O gasping gurgle.

Within si::r.g or f&\ﬂ?n feet of him,
crawling along the veranda was a
fearful-locking grizﬂf bear.

Bunter's eyes nearly popped through
his spectactesz,

"Oocoh I he gasned.

Billy Dunter had a lot of weight to
Lift., But he lifted 1t at that moment as
if it had been a featherweight! He
bounded | _

The swiftness with which Bunter
hounded out of that rocker, and leaped
for the doorway of the living-room was
rerlly amazing.

Bat the fat junior was not to escape
eo easile. Johnny Bull grabbed a fat
arnt, and stopped him in transit,

“ITold on, Bunter—save us?! he
howled.

“Zave ug, Bunter | velled Nugent.

“Rescue, Bunter!™ pgasped Harry
Wharton. ‘

“Varooh ! Leggo! Leggo ! shrieked
Bunter. “It's the bib-bub-bear ! Leggo,
vou beastt Run! Run for your lives!
Leggo! Yarcooh :

Grow] !

*8avoe uz, Bunter "

“Let's get behind you, Bunter

Tie Alacxer Lismpy.—No, 1,582,
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“ Back up, Bunter

“Yaroch! Leggo! Help! Oh erikey!
Yoo-hooop!™ In  sheer desperation
Billy Bunter bit out with a fat fist,
catching Johnny Bull on the nose.

YOl 1 gasped Johnny, and he let go,
staggering back, clapping a hand to his
nose. “Why, yon potty porpotse—"

Bunter did not stay to hsten.

He shot through the open daarwar,
into the living-room, and shot across
that room, to the hallway beyond.

Hurried footsteps were heavd, seutt-
ling up the stairs] Bunter was holting
for cover, and he was losing no time
about 1it.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

There was a vell of merriment on the
veranda! The grizzly beayr was joining
in i, laughing as loudly as the rest.

“Hay, you young guys!” Chick, the
choreman, looked out of the doorway.
“What-— ¢h, search me ™

Chick’s eyvea almost popped out of
their sockets at the sight of Bob in the
brarzkin,

As Bob's langhing face showed under
the bear’s jaws, Chick was not alarmed,

“Hay, you stringing that fat guy
alomg ¥ pasped Chick., “I'll say lLe's
just levanied, like he was sent for.”

“Ha, ha, ha t*

“I'm going after him !" grinned Bpb.
“I’:nmter isn't through with this grizzly
-‘:L .FJ
’ “Ha, ha, ha1”

Bob walked into the living-reom, the
juniors following him, hm\']ing’}with
lavghter. He did net ook much like a
grizzly bear, as he walked, with the skin
.“iuzu‘lgfin,gl;l round him. But, reaching the
stairs, he crawled again—and looked
very life-like to a fat, terrified Owl who
was casting a backward blink over the
banisters.

* Oooocoh 1 gasped Bunter.

Bunter gave only that one backward
blink ! ne blink was enough for
Bunter—more than enough !

He bolted across the landing info his
Toom, 31‘ahhed the door to slam it, and

grabbed at the key.
Growl!?
YOl erikey ! Cooch ™
Slam !
Chiek !

Bifly Bunter reeled across his room,
ainl p"Iumpml down on the edge of the
bed, gasping for breath. Perspiration
ran in sireams down his fat face, Ha
eazped, and gasped, and gasped.

Thera was2 a locked door now between
him and that awful grizzly. Buat he did
not feel safe! He heard a sound of
ceratching and growling outside the
locked door!

If that bear got in-—- ‘

" Help 1® }'eﬁed Bunter, frantically.
“Help! I =ay, you fellows, get your
guns—call DBill—call everybody—shoot
thiat bear—help ™

There was a deep, deep growl outside
the door—tha deespest that Bob Cherry
could produce. Then, to kis Immense
relief, Bunter heard thes fearful brute
shambling away from the door.

But he did net hear it descend the
stairs. Appavently, it was staying on the
landing.

Bunter listened with palpitating heart.
He expected to hear excaited vorces,
shouts of alarm, and the roar of rifles,
But he heard nothing of the kind. The
only sound that reached his ears from
the distance, through the locked door,
was & ripple of laughter. It sounded,
at least, like langhter—though what any-
body saw to laugh at, in theze dreadful
and terrifying cireumstances, Bunter
did not know.

“1 =ay, you fellowsl” he jyelled.

“Help! [ sax Oh criliey! Why
don’t you croot iat beart 1 eeyl
Help '

But answer thera camie nonel The
bear, while Bunter yellod and howled,
was engaged in tho cxtraordimary task
of skinning iteelf !

Having taken off the heavy, furry

skin, Bob Cherry pulled a stopl from
rhe wall, zet it in the middle of the
landing, and dropped the bearskin over
1, with the head towards Bunter's
door.
It was getting very dusky on the land-
ing, and the bearskin draped on the
stool looked, in the dusk, remavkably
like a bear—and the stuffed head, with
its glass eves, was really terrifying to
look at,

Leaving it there, Bob Cherry tiptoed
doewn tha stairs

He joined his chums in the hallway,
and they went chuckling into the living-
room, wiera Chick was bringing In
supper. From above came & series of
wild and frantic howla,

Help! I say,

“I say, you fellowsl
ithat bear’s just outside mT door! I
help me, you

say, will vou come and
beasts 7

~Thera was no answer for Bunter. He
listened in vain for voices or riflc-shots;
He wondered whether the invading
grizely had frightened evervbody out
of the hiouse, Really, it seemed hike 1t

v had it goue? It was some time
since Bunter had heard it growling!
Ho dared not open ihe door to ascer-
tain—but he stooped, and applicd his
eve to tho keyhole, :

It was ducky outside—hut a slanting
ray of the red sunset came in at the
window over the stairsg and fell across
the landing—and shone on two bright
watching eves! It gleamed all the more
brightly on thoso eyes, because they
were made of glasa, bt Buntey, unfor-
tunately, was unaware of that circum-
stance !

“0Oh crikey ! he gasped,

He could see the bear's glegming eyes!
He made out itz terrible jaws! Diml
he dizcerned the huge furry body ! He
jumped back from the kevhole—really
as if he feared that the grizzly mighi
get through it !

The bear was there—watching!l Tt
was past supper-tine—but a dozen
suppers would not have tempted Billy
Bunter to unlock his door, He was
hungry—but ho had no doubt that the
bear was, also; and he did not want—
very much indeed he did not want—to
furnish & supper for that bear!

Bunter was a prisoner till the bear
went away of its own accord—and con-
sidering the exact nature of that bear,
it was not likely to go away of its own
accord !

Downstairs, 11 the living-room, tho
Greyiviars fellowe had supper. DBunter
was miesing it—a thing he geldom did!
Still, Bunter had stated that he was
not, like tho other fellows, afraid of
bears! If he wa:n’t afraid of bears, all
he had io do was to come down to
supper, if he wanted any !

Hut he did not come down !

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
Not Dangerous !

L SAY, sou fellows!™
I *“Hails, halio, hallo ™
A shigiter had Hown open, A
the window appeared a fat face
and & big pair of spectocles, reflecting
the last gleam of the sctting sun! After
supper, the Famous Five were taking
a <troll out of the vancho; mt they cama
to @ cheery and :m:ling halt as Bunter
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** Hands up, Kid? " said Sherifl Lick, levelling his gun at the stetson that showed over the thick low bush.
covered, Kid ! Hands up,
was the Kid ! The sh&rlg

hailed them from the window.
looked up with smiling faces.

Bunter blinked at them, amazed., Ha
had got the shutters open in the hope of
getting  help from outside, as there
seemed none available inside the rancho,
It astonished him to see the juniors
strolling cheerfully in the pleasant and
balmy evening, as if nothing whatever
was the matier.

“Aunything up, Bunier?" called out
Bob,

“That bear—" roared Bunter.

“What bear?"

“You silly idiota!” yelled Bunter
“It chased me up to my room, and it's
sticking on the r&nding now, watching

They

my door 1"
“Well, you're not afraid of bears!”
eaid Bob cheerily, ¥ Go out and tackle

i "

"“"Beast " roared Bunter. "“I've had
@ fearfully narrow escape already| It
snapped at”mc-, and might have had my

off—
“Oh crikey!" gasped Bob., “Did
“Its fearful

ikt

. “¥es!” gasped Bunter.

jaws snapped just behind me when [

shut my door on it! I hardly escaped !

F’HHE’ ha, hal" yelled the IMamous
ive,

“What are you cackling at?”
ghricked Bunter, "I tell you, its jaws
barely missed my leg! Don't you

Lelieve me, you beasts?”

The Famous Five were not likely to
believe that Bob Cherry's jaws had
bﬂﬁ&hﬁ' missed Bunter's fat leg! They
yelled. ;

“It's there still !"” howled Bunter. “I
tell you it's on the landing—watching
my door! I tell yvou it's there still I”

“Well, o long as it keeps still, you're
all right I”” said Bob.

“Ha. ha, ha "

“ia, wou beasts! Will you get your

EVERY SATURDAY

put him wise !

rifles and shoot it? If you're afraid of
it, call Bill! He ain’t afraid of hears ™

“If you'd had & rifle this morning,
old fat man, you'd have shot that bear
to take the skin back to Greyfriars. You
said so. Well, look here, let down a
string and pull up a rifle, and go out
and tackle that bear.”

‘* Beast IV

That offer did not seem of any use
to Bunter. He seemed to have quite
forgotten lus desire to bar a bearskin
for the study at Greyfriars.

“Will vyoun come in and shoot that
bear 1" he roared.

“No fear! We're afraid of bears,
vou know, and you've not!™ prinned
Johnny Bull, “You can handle that
bear, old fat beant”

“Help " yelled Bunter., %I say!
Helpt Bill! Bill Buck! I say, help!
Bears ! HE!EI Help 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors.

Bunter’s frantic vells echoed far and
wide: and thers was no doubt that he
would soon be getting attention. The
iden of getting help to deal with a bear-
skin draped over a stool, made the
chums of the Eemove shrielk.

“Help " roared Bunter, *I say, vou
fellows, T can hear it growling—it's
growling horribly——"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Help, help, help ! roared Bunter,

Bill Buck, who was smoking a pipe
ot a4 bench outside the bunkhouse, de-
tached himself from the bench and eame
townrds the ranchao,

“What's this herve rookus? he asked,
“That fat geck gone loco?”

“I say, help !” welled Bunter, greatly
relieved by Bill's arrival, "1 say,
thera's a bear on the landing—"

Bill jumped.

“B'ar!” he ejaculated.

“Yes, that grizzly " howled Bunter,

A

‘I gol you

or by thunder you get yours ! ** Next moment a gure appeared from behind a near-by tres. It

did not stir for a moment, so utterly astonished was he. But the faet that the Kid’s head was bare

“It's been walching my deor for hours
and hours and hours—-"

Bill stared up at the terrified face at
the window., Then he looked round at
the langhing faces of the Famous Five,

“What's got the fat geck ?” he asked.
“There ain't no b'ar around ! I guess
Chick wouldn't be washing dishes in hiz
kitchen if there was a b'ar in the
vancho | I'll tell a man, that gink is
plumb loco I

"Brm% our rifle " yelled Bunter.
“I sav, he

pl It—it's growling, end—
and scratching at the door—""
**Ha, ha, ha "
It was highly improbable that the

bearskin was either growling or serateh-
ing at Bunter's door. But the Owl's
terrified imagination was at work.
Every sound he heard came from that
bear |

“There ain't no vou locoed
ginlk "' hooted Bill.

“There 121" yelled back Bunter. *I
tell you it's on the landing—it nearly
bit me ! It's watching my door! I saw
it through the keylhiole—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Will you come up?” howled Bunter,

“1 puess I'll come!” grunted Dall.
“But L'll sure eat all the g‘ara I gee in
that rancho.”

Bill tramped away to the door and
went into the ranche, leaving the
Famons Five chorthng,

Bunter gave them a glare, and dis-
appeared from the window.

With his eyes and spectacles fixed on
the door outside which the hear was
watching, Bunter listened for the sound:
of fearful conflict—the roar of Bill's six-
gun, and the fierce growling of the
bear! Bub he heard no such sounds, He
heard the heavy tramp & Bill's boots

(Continued on mage 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

on the stairs, and then on the landing,
and then, to nis surprise, he heard a
roar of langhter.

“Haw, haw, haw ™

Bill did not ecem alarmed by the
bear. He scemed amused. .

Bunter could bardly believe hiz fat
cnrs | )

HHaw, haw, haw 1 roared Bill.

“I—I-1 =saw, is—isn't it therei”
squeaked Bunter. .

“I11 tell 2 manl” pgasped Bill
“ Haw, haw, haw! TYou can open
that door, you locaed gi]ﬂ{[ This here
bear won't hurt you.  Haw, haw,
haw [?

Even Bunter realised that with a
dangerous grizzly on hand the foreman
of Kicking Cavuse would not be roar-
ing with Joughier. Ha unlocked the
door, opened it a few inches, and
blinked out. i

“Is it gone?" he gasped. “Is it—
Oh crikey! There it is! Help!™

There was the bLear, just as Bunter
had seen it through the keyhole. By
tts gide stood Bill, with tears of merri-
ment ronning down his bronzed cheels.
Why that grizzly did not turn on Bill
and rend him Bunter did not know.
But Bunter was not iaking chances
himself. Ile prabbed ihe door, to slam
it egain.

But he stopped nas Bill, gurgling,
picked up the bearskin from the stool
and slung it over his ara.

Bunter did not slam the door. e
siond transfixed.

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Bill

L gasped Bunier.

Now it was over Bill's brawny arm,
Bunter could sce thai it was a bear-
shkin—not occupted by its foriner tenant.
He could szea the stool over which it
lhad been draped. 1le realised that it
was & bearskin, and ot & bear—and the
truth, at last, dawned on his fat mind,

" Beasts 1" he gosped,

“Haw, haw, haw!" roared Bill, and
he tramped down the stairs with the
bearskin to take it back to the foreman's
office, where it belouzed.

Billy Bunter, red with wrath, rolled
across to the window again. He shook
a fat fist at five grioung faces below.

“You rotters!” he gasped. “Playing
& trick like that on a fellow '™

“You said you weren't afraid of
Lipars ¥

“HBeasts " roared Banter.,

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Has Bill killed thal bear ! inguired
Bob Cherry.

“*Ha, 'ha, ha'"

“Yali! Rotters! DBeasts!” roared
Bunier. “Pulling 4 fellow'sleg] Yah!
Eﬂﬁhl Swabs | ?‘ve missed my supper
and——-"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Billy Bunter gave the yelling juniors
a %lzne that almost eracked iia spec-
tacles, and rolled away in search of
a late supper, after which, nothing more
was hoard from Bunter about bears, Hea
secmed to have grown tired of the
subyject.

Tae Maaxer Lmnant.—No, 1,582

THE MAGNET
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
i [EGO !
D Jad Blake shouted the name
third time thet he had called,
and ihe Mexican choreman at Cirele O
call. - i

Blake was in the living-room at his

Darkness lay on the Texan prairies.
The last plimmer of the sun was gone.
was clouded. Blake had been in_a
savage temper all that day. EHis
Mountain had “got_his goat™ sorely.
Considering that the Kid was an outlaw,
and & hold-up man, Blake had escape
cheaply, for “broke to the wide ™ as
large sum in bills hidden in his belt. He
was glad, at least, that he had escaped

He might have been glad, too, that
the Rid had dealt with him playfully,
had hunted the Kid, and hunted him
hard, in the hope of handling the
of the Rio Girande. But he had had a
far from pleasant time getting back to
back, sturabling weary miles in a hot
gun and =zinking wilh fatigue by the fime
trails,

The Eid bad given him that playful
without effect, though Jad would have
prven much to pull 2 gun on the outlaw

The trip he had planned to Pack-
snddle had been washed out, owing to
he had intended to spend at the poker
table at the Red Flave had been spent
“hoofed " 1t home from Squaw
Mountain,
evening and tempt forinne once more
with the supply of cash the man in the
less as the voung rancher was,
descending to trail robbery to repair
ventured to dispose locally of any of
the bills he had lifted from Andy Jones’
had spent a couple of days away from
the section, getting rid of his plunder
he had now could never be traced to
the bank at Prairie Bend.
all Jad’s money went—but he still had
the sum of eighteen ithousand dollars,
not taught him that he never would
retrieve his bad fortune at the poker

But for the Kid's intervention that
wday, probably some thousands more
was not only a desperate gambler, bus
an extremely unlucky one.
right in the evening. & was going to
ride over to the cow town, now that
perience earlier in the day, and he
called to Diego to bring his horse.
left on Circlea 0. Cows had been sold
off long ago, the outfit *fired.” Not
had been sold. and the home ranges—
what was left of the ranch—let to

The Kid At The Circle 0!
in angry tones. It was tho
ltad meither auswered nor come to his
ranci.

The rancher's rather handzome face
encounter with the Rio Kid on Squaw
and reputed, at least, to be & :I'i:ﬂ]::rug
he was supposed to be, e carried a very
with that large sum intact.
instead of *‘shooting him up,” for he
reward that was offered for the outlaw
his ranch, with his hands tied behind his
he finished “hoofing™ it over rugged
lesson to warn lum offi—perhaps not
who had defeated and humiliated him.
that meeting with the Kid, The hours
in  aching fatigue, after he had

But he was going fo ride over in the
flour-bag had ohtained. Wild and reck-
hia shattered fortunes, he had not
hack on the day of the hold-up. Ile
a2t a town far up the railroad. What

Some of it had already gone—the way
and long and bitter experience had
table or the fare lavout.
of the dollars would have gone, for Jad

That, however, was going to be set
he had recovered from his painful ex-

The Mexican peon was the only man
a8 cowman remained, Ouatlying ranges
Kitkiag Cayuse for grazing. And that

remnant wa:s up for sale. and would
have been bougit by Vernon-Bauth. on
his father's account, to add 1o Kickiug
Cavuze, had not the man o the Bour-
bag intercepted the money on its way
to the lawyer's office at Packsaddie.
Since Vernon-Smith, on DBunter's
ovidence. had accused Blake of being
the trail-thief, that *deal " was off.
Blake was not sure now that he
wanted to sell his ranch'! With so
much cash in hand, he fancied that ha
might win back the sums he had lost
at the Red I'lare, stock his ranch once

more, and be again a prosperous
rancher. That delusive hope was nog
likely to be realised. A spot of

COMMON $ense m:cf;ht have told him that
his plunder would follow his own money
oh the %in.mm:g'-t-alh]e::. But he did not,
or would not, think of that!

He threw away & half-smoked cigar
and rose to his feet. Three times ha
had called Diego, and the peon had not
come. He concluded that the choreman
st have left the house.

He stopped towards the door—and it
opened before he reached it

“Diego, you big stuff !" he snapped.
“Get my eritter—"

He broke off.

It was not the swarthy, frowsw
Mexican choreman who appeared from
the doorway. It wasa hnngﬁnnm figure
1in stetson, and poatskin chaps, and
silver spurs. And as he stepped in the
Rie Kid whipped up a six-gun and
smiled over it

“Put ‘e up, hombre ! murmured

the Kid,

Blake stood as if transfized.

“Youl"” he stuttered.

“Sure thing ! smiled the Kid. * You
necdn't worry to sgueal for Diego. I
guess I seen to that greaser! He sure
is tted up with his own neckscarf, and
I'll suy that he never raised no sort of
objection when he saw my gun! You
putlin® 'em up "

With a deep breath of roge, Blake
ratsed his hands above his head. He
had to obey, desperstely infuristed as
he was, with the Ixid's gun ar a level
and the Kid's clear blue eves gleaming
over the barrel.

With his left hand the Kid threw the
door shut. Then he stepped to Blake,
and, keeping him covered, jerked away
hiz Colt, dropped it to the floor, and
set his heel on ir

“1 guess vou can squat, feller!™ said
the Kid amiably.

“What do you want here?” Blake's
volce. came hoarze with rage. “ Whar
yvoir horning into my ranch for, you
doggoned firebugi™

“Jest to chew the rag with you a
piece,” answered the Kid. “I sure am
going to talk turkey with you, Mister
Blake, Bquat!™

Elake, breathing fury, sat down,

The Kid sat on the edge of the table,
facing him, lowering his gun and rest-
g it on his chaperejos. But it was
ready to life for instant use, if>wanted.
Jad Blake did not need telling that,

Enraged as he was, he waa puzzled.
All the Frio wvallay Enew that there
was nothing worth a hold-up man’s
while at the Circle (. Even the frowsy
Mexican peon did not get his wages
regularly.

obody knew, so far as Blake was
aware, of the stack of ]papur money in
his belt. So the outlaw's object in
paying this unexpected and surprising
visit was hard to guesa.

That bunch of schoolbovs from the
old country had accused him, certainly,
but the sherif of Packsaddle had
laughed ak the accusation, and Blake
did not Mlﬁﬂ to hear anything more
of that. He was more puzzled than
angry at being “ held up™ by the outlaw



of the Rio Grande under his own roof.

The Kid eved him curiously.

He was not sure that thoze young guys
sad it vight, that Blake was ths man
who had worn the flour-bag and com-
mitted a desperate crimie ‘hat was Jacl
ro his account. e was nov sure—hnt
he was %ﬂemf to be sure.

** Meb 'va surprised you a frw,
Mitor Blake 1" he sa:d annably. " Buat
I'm surp going to put you wise.”

“Bpill it " wnarvled Blake.

“1 gaot to get after that guy in the
fladr-hag what held up the hack and
shot a man snd put it down to me P* ex-
plainted the Kid. "I sure ain't allow-
mg no galoot to make so free with my
name.” .

Blake caught his breath for a second.

It had been a cunning trick, to bovrow
the name of a well-known outlaw, known
and hunted by half the sheriffs of 'exas,
to divert all possible spapicion from
himself. That trick had zerved him
well, for all Packsaddia believed that
the guilly man waz the Hio Kid, the
sheriff as firmly &s any other man, and
naothing that the schoolboys had saad had
been able to shake that fixed belief.

But if the Kid got wise to tho identity

of the trail-thief who had uvsed hia
name—~— ‘That thonght gave Blake a
cold chill, as he zat in front of the

Kid's pun!

“I guess,” went on the Kid, “that 1
got cnough on me, without having
another guy's hold-ups piled on the tap,
Mistor Blake! LIV mention that this
gamo has been plaved more’n once, and
1t snve has ot mie & reputation in Texas
tkat vou could eut with 1ha back of a
bowie-kunife! Yep! Bot T amn't stand-

ing for it, nolwow ™™

Blake did not lose hiz nerve. He
kiew that he needed it all now—now
that the Kid plainly suspected lum.
How, and why, Blake could not begin
1o dgue:?a—-lm Ihad never heen near rhe
Kid while he had the frail-thief's flour-
bag on. But it was plain that the out-
latv suzpected him—that was why ha was
here.

“*You allow you wasn't the guy in ihe
flour-bag*” he asked, with assumed
carelozsneezs,

FRireg ! eaid the Kid.

Blaka :hrugged his shouldere,

*1 guess the whole zection’s mnade up
if3 mind about that '™ lwo =aid. “But 1
ain't avguing with vou, while you got
the gun! What vou horned in ta tell
me for—vou Agure that U'm interested ¥

“I reckon 1" =aid the Kid. “I want to
know if vou was that gny 1 the Hour-
bag, Mister Blake, and if you was, you
gob it coming to you”

And the Wid's revelver lifted, and his
eves ghinted over at, with a ghint of cold
steel.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Loot !

AD BLAKE breathed havd, :
11% was suspected! Why, he dild
nat know, for L2 conld think of no
clue by which the Kid conld eon-
piees him up with the man in the four-
bag. But if the Kid suspected, he
couldn’t be sure, and the rancher liad
only to bluff. His heart was beating
ubplensantly, but ke 1111511:4?1'?& .r;aiml:,r,
“Me !l I guess you're fooling '™
1 ain't fooling novie ! zaad the Kid.
"1've come here to be put wise, and 'l
g1y you're going to put me wize, Mister
Blake, I'm asking vou. if you was the
ruy that stopped the hack from Prairie
emd, and cinched twenty thonsand
dollars from ihe bank galoot.™
“Hardly ! Blake foreed a Taugh.
“If it woen't you, Kid, I guess you got
to look further for that guy”
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“1'I look fur emough till I ecinch
him " said the Kid. “But jest at
present, I'm asking youw.  There's
iwenty  thousand dollars missing, that
Erlongs to that ynum{ guy at the Kick-
1 tayuse—and all ackzaddle, 1
reckon, figures that Pve got fthem
tollars packed in my slicker! 'Them
dollars will tell thoe tale, when they
show up—ithey sure will fix 1t on the
guy that cinched them! You got them
doltare, Mister Blake

In spite of his nerve, Blake paled.

Except the evidence of Billy Bunter,
which the sheriff of Packsaddle had con-
temptugusly  disregarded,  thore  was
nothing to connect him with the man in
rhe flovr-bag. But in the secret pockets
inside his belt were packed “'udst;itf

o

paper money—ihe proceeds of ]
robbery. That stack of dollars, if
found, would conpect him with the
robhery—with a vengeance |

The Kid's face grew grimmer.

“1 guess I want to know, MAister

Blake " he said m!iﬂl]{. “You sure
nin't walking off with that young guy's
dollars and pwting it down to this
infant! Nope! Where you got thom?™

Blake did not speak. A hunted look
waz growing in hs eves. Had the gun
ztill been in his helt, he would have
taken all risks, to pull it. But his gun
lay on the fAeor, erunched by the heel
of a riding-boot. .

“I'm going throngh you, Mister
Dlake I went on the Kid. I amn’t no
hold-up man, like that scallawag in the
fHonr-bag, and I guess I ain't the guy to
towch what don't belong to me! But I
wyre am going to touch them dollars,
and put them back where they belong.
Where'd you park them?”

Blake sat panting.

“1 guess,” said the Kid softly, “that
vou got to spill it, feller! I ain't quit-
ting without them dollars, and thai's o
cineh! IF you want me to give you the
kit of this gun and ge throngh your
rags, I min't got no objection.  But
tebbe you'd vather hand over peace-
ahle™

Blake foumd his voice,

The money had to come {e light; hLe
kynew thar, The il was not going to
guit Circle O until be had searched for
it, and found it 1f 1w was there—and it
was there, packed m a hidden money-
belt, rasy enongh 1o find if he was
searched. Blake had onty one hope now
—the hills were not ihe same bills that
he had srolen from 1he Praiviec Bond
haeck. In that, there was o chanee—or
the ghost of a chance,

“1 got money of my own, Kid,” he
sanl hoarsely, “and from what I've
1193-.rd of youn, vou ain't the guy to life
1t

“Not in your lifetine !” said the Kid,
“I'm after money that ain't your own,
Mizter Blake, and vou can take my
word, or not, that it's going to be
handed over to the shenff, to go back to
the owner. Hand over”

Thera was no help for it. Slowly,
savagely, the rancher drew out the
hidden money-belt which he wore con-
cealed under his clothez, The Kid's eyes
rlinted as he took it with his left hand,

On the inner zide of the belb were o
number of buttonad compartinents, They
bulged with bille. The Kid jerked them
open in turn—Blake watching him hke
a walf.

He was calenlating the chances of a
sudden spring. But the Kid gave him
no chance.

The gun was in his right hand, as he
corted out the wads of bitls with his left,
aon the table, and made a stack of them,

Hiz face grew grinmer and grimmer,
aa he counted.

“ Eighteen thousand dollars, Mister
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Blake,” he said at last, "and there was
twenty  thousand cinched from  the
hack! f guess you've been playing
poker.”

“Ay own money ¥ muitered Blake
hoarsely.

The Kid gave a grim lavngh.

“Where'd you ratse it?" he ashked.
“You give me one word that'll make otit
i’z your own, Mister Blake, and I'll
sure leave it here on your table. You
been salling cows, at a good figure?”

Blake hesitated & moment. He
wonderad whether the Kid knew that he
had, long since,’ sold every cow off the
Civela ), and almoast every horse. 1t
was likel enough that the Kid knew
what harir long heen the talk of the
section.

“ Nope 1™ he breathed.

“¥on ain't sold this here ranch vebi™

RBlake paused again, but he had hittle
doubt that the Kid kmew that the
Circle O was yet unscld, since the denl
with Vernon-8mith had fallen through.

“.F"IUI]G!”

“How'd wou pick up eighteen
thousand dollars?” asked the  Xid.
“You fonnd it lying around on the
prairie, promiscuous-like ¥

“I—1 have had some luck at pokeri™
mutterod Blake, “ I got in with a poker
party at Red Bluffs, and cleaned them
out,”

It waz o falschood, and a fairly palp-
able one, but it was one that tho Kid
conld not disprove from his own know-
ledge,

The Kid shrugged hiz shoulders cone
temptuously.

“1 guess I've heard some thin siories,
Mister Dlake,” he vemarked, “but DIl
say that thai’s the thinnest, Ain’t you
lost all you had, playing poker at the
Red Flare, and ain’t 16 the talk of the
section?  Now you want me to figure
that you won cighteen thousand doflars
at a poker gome, jest about the zame
time the money was taken from the
Prairie Bend hack? You beticr guess
agin, Mister Blake”

“It’s the truth ! bhreathed Blake. It
was not only the dellars he was thinking
of now, but the Kid's vengeance, if he
was satizhed that he had discovered the
man who had borrowed his name aml
stained 1t with crime. The fear of death
was heavy on him.

The IKid shook hiz head,

“It ain’t the truth, hombre,” he
answered., “Not by a jugfel! This here
stack  of dollars belongs to  Mister
Vernon-8Smith, and you waa the guy that
lifted it from the hack, and shot & man
to gel it.”

Blake was pale to the lips.

“But if there's & hole you can crawl
out of, hombre, I'm sure letling you
crawl out of it!"™ said the Kid. 1 guess
I got it coming for the guy that used
my name, but it ain't conung to vou, if
H‘:cnlz’s a dog's chance that you ain’t ihe
g'.l:" FF¥

The rancher breathed again.

“This dust is going to the cheriff of
Packsaddle,” wont on tho Kid, “If il's
vourn, Mizster Blake, you can eclaim it
from him and put him wize jest how
you got it—mebboe you can give him the
names of those poler sharps at Red
Bluffs that you won it from. Sheril
FLick kneows that you amm't got fve
hundred dellars te eall yonr own, and
lt: =ure will want to know.”

Blake did not answer.

If the money was handed over 1o the
sherifi he dared lay no claim to it
Sheriff Lick had disregarded Dunter’s
story, but the discovery of a larga sum
of money in the rancher’s possession
would have seitled the matier. 1his
flim=y falsehood of o muceessful poler
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game at Red DBluff: would not hold
water for a8 moment.

3o far from claiing the money from
the shenff, Blake would not dare to let
ihe sheriff know, if Lie could help it, that
it had e¢ver been w his hands,

If the sheriff knew that, he would
kuow that the “Eat gink 7 had, indeed,
secn Blake's face when the trail-thief
took off the Aoue-bag.

Tle Kid quietly packed the bills back
into the belt and ghipped the money bele

into the pocket of his chaps.

Blake's eyes followed it as it dis-
npl|marw{.

“or those dollavs e hnd plaved the
trail-tliuef and shot & man who lay
sorely wounded ar Packsadidle, Now

the dollars were going !

The Kid looked at hua long and hard.

Y1 guess,” he  eoid slowly, " that
voure the gay T want, Mister Blake,
but L' poing to prove it up. You
mosey along to Packsuddle and <lann
this here money from the sheriff, and
tlat tets you out, [ don't rm:iu:rn voul
dare. But if yoa do ner. Mister Blake,
I guess I'il know the reason why, And
as soon as [ kwmow for sure, Mister
Blake, vou look ocut for the guy whose
name you borrowed to come a-zhoot-
ing.™

%’Eih that the Kid strode out, taking
ng forther hieed of the enraged rancher.

When the door was shut o him Blake
bounded to his fect

In lesa than a minute a rifle was in
Its hands. But much less than a
minuie was enougl for the Rio Rid.
The thud of galloping boofs cnme back
from the darkness; the Kid was gone.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants To Know!
1 BAY, you fellows, what's on?”
Billy Bunter wanted to know.
That soraciling was “on,’’
Bunter felt sure. e had felt
sure of that sll dar, Severnl times he
had ¢ome on the juniors talking to-
gether, and they had shut up Lke
oyvsters when Bunter appeared m the
ofling,

Now, lale m the afternoon, they
were prepaving ifo go riding.  Where
and why, Bunter dic% not know.

Certeindy they wore not likely to con-
fide to Billv Bunter the arrangement
Herbert Vernon-3milh had made with
the Bio Kid.

They were to see the Kid in the
timber island on the Packsaddle trail
that day and learn from him what move
he had made and what had come of it
But as the Kid's hiberty—and perhaps
lis life—might be in the balance, it
wis o secret that eould not be too care-
fullr kept. Billy Bunter was about the
last person in Texas (o whom they
would lave thought of saying a word
on the subject.
Bunter, naturally, was cuvious. Bun-

ter always wanted to know, especially
l:::bn-ut matiers that did not concern
un

He rolled after the juniors when they
went dewn to the corral far their horses.
e bLlinked at them ingusitively,
wrathfuliy, and reproachfully.

“1 ]'D].l"- well kaow vou've gob some-
thing on!” he said. “You jolly well
can’t miake & fool of me!”

O course we cau't!” agreed Bob
Cherry.  “Nature did that & long thme
ogo, old fat bean’

*Oh, realls, Cherry—"

“Buzz off, Buuter!” snapped
Bounder.
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“Bhan't ! retorted Bunier inde-
pendently, “If vou've poing on tho
razzle at Packsaddle 1 dou't mind
coming.”

Ty, my hat 1

“I haven't been in the Red Flare
vet,”’ spid Bunter, “They have a game
there called something-or-other, ov
what-do-you-call-ir, and I shouldn'y
mind trying my luck. You fellows can
lend me some moner, and I'll whack
out the winnings, What about that¥"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

* Blessed 1f I see anvthing to cackle

at! If you're going on the ran-dan
with Smithy—"
“You hmﬂmg pss”’  said  Harry

Wharton, laughing, ** Smithy isn't going
on the ran-dan ™

“Well, I know he has sometimes,”
zaid Bunl-?n “1 jolly well zaw him
coming out of the Bed Flare the other
day. Jolly lucky for lum that old
Wuelch ain’t in Texas ! Buai, if it ain't
that, what s it?"

“The whatfulness is terrific, my es-
teemed, inguisitive Bunter.”

“I know you've got something on!”
satd Bunter. “1 say. Bob, old chap,

tell a fellow what you've got on, wll
you T
“Certainly.” answered Bob, “if you

really want to knaw.”

"Yes, rather ' suid Bunter eagerly.

“You silly ass, Elmt up ! exclaimed
the Bounder angrily. “Ilo vou want it
talked all over the ranch and all over
Texast”

“You shut uap, Smithy !V snappe-:l
DBunter. “Go on, Bobh, You ain't a
cad like SBmithy, keeping secrets from a
fellow., You'll tell me what you've got
o, old chap, “m: fovoni™

“Like a bird ! answeved Bob,

“You gu’uhling ass " gald Vernon-
Smaith.

“Bame to vou, Smithy, with
on !’ answered HBob affably
Bunter wants to know what I've got on
I'm jolly well going to tell him ! Stick
vour, ¢ar this way, Bunter, and I'[l
whisper it.”

Billy Bunter extended a fat ear with
preat eagerness.  Bob Cherry whisperved
—a stape whisper that was heard by all
other cars:

“Bure vou want to know what T've

t on, Bunter®'’

“¥es, old chap?! Go 1t

“My stefson |” whispered Bob,

£ EI'I ?u

* And mr riding boots,”
whispering.

‘Wha-a-at 2"

“And mv neckiie—

“You silly ass!” velled Bunter,

“IIa, ha, ha ™

“And—" Bol was geoing on with
the list,

" Shut up, vou sille enckoo ! Looted
Bunter. ™I say, anh old chap, you
tell & chap what vou've got on, will
you

*Certainly ! chuckled Nugent, My
stetson——"

“Ila., ha, ha!"

“And my bootz=——"

“Bhut up ! velled Bunter. “1 wasn't
nsking for a lot of vouen jokes! Will
vou tell a chap what svou're going our
for t¥

“1 will if yon like '™

kriobs
LT3 I.E

went on Bob,

¥3

grinned Johnny

Bull.

“Well, what are vou going our for,
then 7

“For a couple of hours," answered
Jolinny.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“'!tﬂu—\i}l[—:,-ﬁ-u silly chump ' hissed
Bunter. “KReep your rotten sccrets!
Think I want to know! Yal! I say,
Clacius, gunme my horse !

Harey Witarton & Co. mounted their
broncos, and Billy Bunier followed
their example.  Bunter was going to
know ! If the other fellows were POolNg.,
Bu[imr was going; and, wuatever mys-
tericus thiug it was tlm:. wore up ie
Bunter was [;mug to spot it wilh his
own eyes and iz own spectacles,

Inguisitiveness was Billy Bunter's
stebbing sin:
LY St EoLE,

Ee had made a dozen atterpis daring
the day 1o ceich some stray word frowm
the juniors which would have put hiw
wise ; he had caught the word * timber-
island,” but that did not enlighten hin,

He koew the timber-island on the
Packsaadle trail: 1t was & landmark
aver the whole valley of the I'rio; buc
that ‘the juniors intended te ride there
and back with no special object did woe
seetn probable.

But the more Eunter did nol know,
ihe more he waz going to know if he
could; and lLe mounted the specially
tame and quiet horse 1hat Bill hod con-
siderately selected for him and rode out
after the party,

Yernon-Smuh gave hun a scowl and
gripped his quirt.

Bmithy's manners as a host wers
really deplorable towards that particu-
lay guest. Ihilly Buuter had not ex-
pected to establish contact with a guice
when he had hooked on ta the party for
Texas, but he had done so more thau
once—and now history looked like re-
peating itself.

*1 say, vou fellows, keep that bepst
off 17 roared Bunter, az the Bounder
wheeled his bronco to rvide towards the
fat Owl

“"Hold on, Snuihy ™
Wharton hastily.

be-

and really this was quile

exclaimed Harry

“Don't be an ass!? suapped the
Bounder. “That prying far fsel can
stick at the ranch ™

“That's how Smithy talkz to =

guest " said Bunfer, " Not the way [
talk to guests at Buu'ra'l Court !
‘He's going back ! snapped Vernoen-

Bt

“8han't!” roared Buanter.

“ My dear chiap, keep vour temper !
said Bob Cherry. “If Bunter wanes to
come for a gallop, why not **

0™ The angry Bounder's frown-
% hmw cleared, and he grinned.
Clome on, BUIITL‘I iy

“I.m jollv. well coming. and won
ain't stopping me. vou beast!" snorted
Bunter. And he came.

Really the quirt was not necessary.
A gallop was: quite as efficacious as
a guirk.  Billy Bunrer was able to
stick on a horse, so long az that horse
went to slow fume. If the horse put
on speed, Bunter's only rcrource was
o cling round iis neck, and hope thae
it would stop.

The Famous Five swept down on the
tratl at a gallop.

“I sav, wvou fellows, dou't race!™
roared DBuuter.

Bunter, if ashed, would have de-
clared unhesitatingly that he could

ride the orher fo lluus heads off. But
a series of dizeomforting expericnces
had imbued his far miod with a Linger-
ingz doubt.

“Come on!” grinned the Dounder.
and he gave DBuanter’a bronco a smact
cut with lus quirt.

“Btopplt I roared Bunter “Oh
crvikew [

Buanter's bronco gﬂllg mlh the
Bounder's afrer  the amo:s  Five,

That did it! i
Btirrnps and reins deparied from
Bunter's Leeping. His fat avisr wewa

(Continved on pege 2.,
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Episode

THE ADVENTURES o+ HARRY
and his HERCULES cvcie

The Story so far.

Harry, out for a ride on his
Hercu?igs, comes across a film
company ‘ on locadon.’ He
gets into the film by accident
and the director realises that
he has the makings of a boy

actor, But Harry has dis- l :5.‘-:

appeared and nob knows
where he lives. The Publicity
Manager tracks him down and
he is offered a part. He hasto
jurnp from his Hercuales cycleontoa
mipaway horse, Thishe does success-

fully but his Hercules crashes into
a tree . . .

MANDLE BARS ARE
A BT OUT OF LINE,

OTHEAWISE IT'S AS
RIGHT AS

WHOA Back !
| 0O HOPE MY
HERC’ ISN'T

SMASHED, I'D
MUCH RATHER

THAN A NEW

] .+ ITCRASHED
{ INTO A TREF

WEEKS LATER..

-HIAE WE ARE q"l
AT THE LAST SNOT | [ THANKSE mMa

HARRY. HEATHCOT

5T BEEN FPLENDID. ['] WHAT |
i | DONT KNOW [5] WRRD fies
] WHAT WED WAVE ] HAVE o

mmmmm

pﬂh-._ l:; l:l'.'iHI: A

‘ ; LE: %
s o
X . M ok

THANK YOU ALL VERY MUCH I
LIUST WANT YOUTO Know  IBT
THAT BUT FOR MY HERCULES
IWOULDNT HAVE MADE- E
THIS FILM AT ALL ... AND
HOWEVER MUCH MONEY
| EARN IN FILMS | $HALL
NEVEA SE ASLE TO BUY
A BETTER BIKE

ov HErcuLes S 1sHaNT/

T, AR, e O

Hereules

oY

St .. 1 THINK YouYl [ 1 DONT koW P

ARRY has found fame and fortune!
But what a lot he owes to his trusty
Hercules. And if you had a Hercules too,
what thrills and adventures you would have!

Everyone agrees that Hercules is the world’s
eastest-running cycle, vet it costs less than
others. Gents’ models from £4-7-6 or only
2/- a week. Ask your local dealer for full
particulars,

(Prices do nor applv in Eire)}

/75 THE BIKE 70 BUY /.

THE HERCULES CYCLE & MOTOR CO. LTD.. ASTOM. BIRMINGHAM —the Largest Cycle Mannfacturers in the World
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flung round n tossing, hairy neck. Ha
hung on and yelled :

“Owl Stoppim! Yarooht”

The Bounder, grinning, reached
over and eavught DBunter’s reins. He
wheeled his  bronco and wheeled
Bunter's steed round, utting its nose
back towards the ranch. Then, re.
leasing the reins, he gave it another
cut,

Of went the bronco, galloping for
the ranch, with Bunter clinging to 1ts
neck,

At the pateway half a dozen
punchers gathered, to watch Bunter
coming back, leaded on tho broneo's
neck, and they greeted him with roars
of laughter,

Vernon-Smith galloped after the
Famous Five, The bunch of juniors,
going csirong, disappeared down the
trail, heading for the distant timber
island.  But DBilly Bunter was not

iving themm any attention now, All

unter's attention was concentrated on
Eeeping hold of his horze's neck.

Luckily ho kept hold till the bronce,
dropping inte a trot, ambled in at the
gate, and Bill, grioning from ear to
ear, lifted the fat junior off.

“I'll say you're some rider, Mr.
Bunter,”* remarked the foreman of
Kicking Cayuse. “I'll tell a man.”

“Haw, haw, bhaw!" rcared the
punchers,

“QOooooh I" gasped Bunter.

He rolled away to the ranche, leaw.
ing Bill and the punchers i.:hért!mg.
Bunter still wanted to know: but he
did not want to mount that bronco
again, and gellop efter the Greyiriars
fe%]ﬂws. Much as he wanted to know,
it looked as if the fat Owl, after all,
was not going to koow.

e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
& Surprise for the Sherlf !

HERIFF LICK. standing at the
door of his ollice an the plaze ot
Packsaddle, frowned at a bunch
of riders who came In from the

prairie_under the red sunset.

Mr. Lick did not look pleased to sce
Harry Wharten & Co.

The last time he had seen them they
had acenzed Jad Blake, in his oflice,
of being the man in the fHour-bag—an
accuzation that Mr. Lick laughed to
scorn—or rather, snorted to scorn.

Mr, Lick had ro use for evidence
from & fat gink like Billy Bunter, who
struck him as the world's prize boob,
angd some over. The outcome of that
interview in the sheriff’s office had been
un_order to quit, )

Frowmng, the sheriff of Packsaddle
stared at the bunch of riders, dusty
fromn the prairie. He frowned still
more grimly as they reined in opposite
biz afflice, and dismounted. Thiz looked
as if thoy were paying him aenother
vizit, and AMre. Lick was ;i:repamd to
state, in the plainest iblo lanpuage,
that he had no use for visits from a
bunch of voung scallawags, who aceused
a rancher of the Frio valley of being s
hold-up man, on no better evidence
than that of the world's prize boob.

The juniors hitched their horses, and
paluted the sheriff very politely, receiv-
IIIE B Erim Btﬂ-'l.:! i.l'!. BEREChADFS,

Message for you, Mr. Lick,” gaid

Wernon-Smith. ;

“Can it!1" answered Mr. Lick briefly,

“From the Ric Eid."

Mr. Lick forgot his intention fo tell
the young scallawage in the plainest
Ianguada'e, what he thought of them. He
jumped.
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“The Kid 1" he repeated.
that firebug t*
“We've scen the Kid,” said Ilarry

Wharton.

“SBearch me!™  Alr. Lick was alers
at once. “Where vou zesn him? Put
me wise!  Spill it—aquick! Around
Packsaddle ?7

The juniora emiled. Trritated as he
was with them, the shenff would have
heen very g'la.d' to heer what they had
to say, i they could have given him a
“line ™ on the outlaw of Texas.

“Ye've not gor information for Fou,
BMr. Lick,” said the Bounder “We've
pot & message. We've seen the Kid—
never mind where—and he hit for
Squaw  Mountain, when we hit for
Packsaddle,. Do 3ou want his mes-
mg?[?n il ted

+ uess you can spill it,” grun
Mr. L1$r:1~:.

“We've told you,” said the Bounder,
“that the man who held up the hack
and took the dollars was not the Kid.”

Mr. Lick snorted,

“You spill that over agin, and I'll
sure take my guirt to vou!” he snapped.
“I'Nl say I've heard all I want that
bunk, and some more.”

“He's ready to prove it.”

"I guess I'd be plumb glad to see
him ride into town, and start I growled
Mr. Lick.

The Bounder laughed.

“ Packsaddle’s rather too hot for the
Kid, since the last time he rodo in,"
he answered. “You won't see the Kid
here, Mr. Lick, But you can ses him
to-morrow, oubt of town, if you lLike.™
_ “Meaniog 1" asked the cheriff, star-
ing

Yernon-8mith put hiz hand into his
guﬂket. and drew out a folded note. Ilo

anded it fo the sheriff of Packsaddle.

Mr. Lick stared at it blankly.

“Not from the Kid#" he ejaculated.

“Bura " answered Bouthy.

“Carry me home to die!” said Ar.
Lick.

He unfolded the paper, and stared at
what was written thereon. The message
was written in pencil, on a sheet torn
from a pocket-book. In a sinall, neat
hand the Kid's calligraphy was quite
good.

It ran:

“ Mister Lick.—I got the dellars back
from the guy that cinched them, and
I am jest honing to hand them over
to the law, meaning you.

“You mesey aleng to the timber on
the Packsaddle trail to-morrow at sun-
down and you touch the dollars, and I'll
sure spill the name of the guy that

roped them in.
If I see more'n one

“You seen

‘Come alone.
galoot, I guess you won't see me.~THE
Rio Xip.”

Sheriff Lick read that missive, and
read it again, and then stared at the
waiting juntors,

He was too astonished to speak, for
OIS IAQInnts.

Perhaps a suspicion erossed his mind
that this might be a practical joke on
the part of the schoolboys, If zo, he dis-
missed it at once.

He knew that they had been in touch
with the Kid on more than one
occasion, and it was not surprising that
they had been in touch with him egain.
That message came from the Kid.

Another suspicion, perhaps, crossed
his mind—that 1t might be a trick of
the outlaw to “get him.” If so, that
suspicion had to be dismissed, also. He
had been under the Kid's gun during
the hunting on Squaw bountain, and the
Kid had not burned powder. Twice his
life bad been at the cutlaw’s mercy,

the Kid'a to take if ha had chosen Tk
wai net horge-sense to figure that the
Liid intended to do by treachery what
he could easily have done on two separ-
ate occasions, had he chosen to pull
trigger.

BIr. Lick wa: at a lozz what o make
of that message, unlez:, indeed, the Kid
was n earncst, in which case, he had
been hunting the wrong man for the
hold-up on the stage trail.

The sheriff was not going to believe
that, unless he had to.

He stared at the juniors, and he
stared at the letter.

“Bearch me,” he muttered, quite
puzzled. “You young guyrs wise to
what's wrote in this here billy.-deo?"

“We saw the Kid write it, Mr. Lick"
answered Bob Cherry. “You'll go?"

“Mebbe," said Mr. Lick slowly.

A gleam came info his eyes.

If he kei:t that appointment made by
ithe Kid, he had to go nione, and the
Kid would be wary. But there might
be & chance of getting the Kid, all the
same, or of trailing him to his myster:-
ous hideout in the mountain. The Kid
was making this appointment of his
own accord; the sherif was making no

romises. It was for the outlaw to take

is chanee,

“¥ou figure the Kid will be arsund
if 1 ride out to the timber to-morrow "
he asked slowly.

“Bure, if you play fair” anmwersd
the Bounder. “If wyou lay a trap for
him, you won't see him, Mr Lick.”

Mr. Lick prunted. He did not need
Vernon-Smith to tell him that. But he
guessed that ke would be packing & gun
when he met up with the Kid, and he
Ggured that there was a2 chanee of
pulling first.

“1 guess I'll ehew on it he said st
last, and he went 1utg his office and shut
the door.

Harry Wharten & Co. remounted and
rode out of Packsaddle. It was rather
late when they got back to Kicking
Cayuse—to be greeted with indignant
and dizdainful blinks from Billy Bunter,
which, however, did not seem to dis.
furb their equanimity in the very least.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Trall-Thief’s Chanece !

AD BLAKE rode into Packsaddle

J the following morning, and

hitched his bronco at the sheriff's
aflice.

The door was open. and there was a
sound of voice: within—thoze of Mr.
Lick and his chief deputy, Mike
Hilligan. They seemed to be having an

arﬁumem

lake paused for 2 moment or two on
the threshold, and as he paused he
hitehed his belt to draw the buit of a
Colt nearer to his hand.

He did not figure that he was likely
to want & gun when he saw Me, Lick,
but he did not feel sure.

A day had passed since hiz siran
interview with the Rio Kid at Cirels %?
and now another day had come. They
had been anxious hours for Poker Blake
—uncertaln of what was coming to him,

He did not wholly believe that the
cutlaw intended to hand over the wad
of dollars to the sheriff, and he could
not guess what the result might be if
the Kid did. Would the sheriff believe
an ouilaw's story, backed up by the
handing over of a great sum of money !
Was he already an object of suspicion?
He had wondered whether he would
hear from the sheriff, but he had heard
nothing. Now he had come to ascertain



Yor himself how matters stood: but that
was not all

His thoughts were on the stack of
dollars that the Kid had cinched. If
they were ndeed in the sheriff’s keep-
ing, and if thers was the remotest
chance of getting at them, Mr, Lick was
due to mest up with the man in the
ﬂﬂur-hai} If the sheriff was as friendly
as usual, the rascally rancher hoped te
“get wize ' on that subject.

Ha was desperate for money, and he
would have faken a good many risks to
recapture (he stack of dollars that the
Kid had lLifted at Circle O—if, indeed,
the Kid had passed them on, and there
was a chanee.

It was in a very uncertain framo of
mind thai Jod Blake stepped inte the
sheriff's oflice from the sunny plaza,
Ilis hand, as if casaally, was quite near
the butt of his gun.

But he was reassnred the next
moment. ]
Mr., Lick and lhis deputy glanced

round and nodded. There was no trace
of doubht ar suspicion in oither face,

“Alornin’, sheviff | said the rancher,
breathing mora ifreely.

A lornin?, old-timer 1" said Mr. Lick.
“Mike, I guess you spilled enough; you
can beat if, feller.”

“T guess,” =ard Mike, “ihat vou are
the arnerviest honeliead in Packsaddle,
sheridl, and I got a2 hunch to ride after
vou aml #eo you =afe this afternoomn,
whether vou stand for it or not.”

¥ Aw, forget it ! said the sheriff. *1
guess if your frontispicce was within a
mile I zhouldn't see hide nor hair of the
Kid, And I sure do want to see him, a
whole lot.”

Mike geonted and tramped ont of the
office. Blake glanced after him, and
then glanced at the sherift.

“Yon after the Kid agin ™ he asked.
“You want a guy toe back you up,
shovill, yon only got to say so. I guess
I'd ride o hundved miles, and then some,
to get a chance at that fircbug from the
Rio Grande.”

The words came viciouzly
Blaka's teeth,

“I guess I wouldu't want a better
man, oldimer,” answercd the sheridl;
“hut T goi to go this on my lonesome,™

“How come?™ asked Blakeo.

Sheriff Lick picked np a paper that
lay on his desk and threw it across to
the rancher,

“Give that lully-des the ones-over,®
he answered.

Blaks, in astonichment, glanced at the
Rio Kid's message. [liz gaze became
tixed on the noat, clear handwriting.
Ile drew a deep, deep breath.

“You got that from the Kid1” he
asked.

He had no doubt of it, and he had
no doubt now that the outlaw intended
to keep hiz word in the disposal of the
cighteen thousand dollars. Tha Kid
liad needed time to fix it up. He could
not ride intg the cow fown with the
dollars. And this was how he had Gxed

17 u_% . :

“¥Yeop!” 2aid Mr, Lick. "That's {rom
the Kid, and it sure has gobt me beat.
If the Kid ain’t the guy that cinched
the dollars, T sure have made ono big
mistake, and I guess I don't make a
heap of mistakes.  Dut if he ecinchod
them dollars, and shot up the banlk

aloot to do if, it ain't hoss-sense to

and them over to me.”

The sheriff shook his head.

“You figure he means business?™
seked Blake.

*1 guess g0,

mect

;?euum o
answered Alr. Lick.

through

He zsure ain't asking me
with him iiJ:Lat- for ibe
seeing my  frontispiece,”
“"That bonehead

EVERY SATURDAY

Mike figures that he might be looking
for a chance to shoct me up; but thal's
all bunk! Ha could have shot moe up,
if ke wanted, here in thiz office, and
again on Sguaw Mountain, That sin't
his game,”

Mr. Lick shook his head again,

“That ain’t ir,” he said. * If he don’t
mean & straight game, he's got somo
other game on that I ain’t wise to. But
I sure am gaing to zee him, I'll tell all
Texas I ain’t losing & chance aof getting
a line on the Kid, And if ho means
straight about the dollars, I guess it's
my ttuty to fake them ovepr.”

“Bure ! assonted Blake,

“That lbig stiff Mike figures it's a
chanee to surround him,” went on Mr.

Lick. " But thers ain't & dog's chance
of that! ‘T'hat Kid is as wary as a
painter. He sure wouldn't be found in

that timber if I went with a bunch to
look for him Not by a jugful.”

Blake nodded.

“That'a a cineh, T guerss,™ he agreed.
“But T don't get 1hiz any more’n yon
i, sheriff. He allows he's going to
spill the name of the guy he got tho
dollars from. Mehbe he's got a gronch
agin some hombre that's heen hunting
liim, and that’s the name he's going to
zpiil

“I wouldn't put it past hin "
grunted rle ﬁiltl‘ifR “"Yeou can bet that
I ain’t taking in no news from that fire-
bug—no more than I was from that fat
gink who spilled a hatful of bunk in this
here office ithe other day.”

Blake': oyves ghimmered for 2 moment,

He knew, though the sheriff did nof,
the namn that the outlaw was gomng to
“epill *"—rhe same name that the *fat
gink " had spilled! Hia cunning sug-
gestion that the ouilaw might be aiming
to hlacken the name of one of lus
hanters was intended to ward off zus-
preion 1 advance,

If ihe sheriff took no more nolice of
the Kid's statement than he had taken
of the *'fat gink's,” Blake was satisfied.

Clertainly had he laid claim to tho
dollars after the Kid handed them over
to tho sheriff, his elaim would have
gmwd ithe Kid’s words, and Bunter's,

ut he had no idea of laying any such
claim. His cue was to deny the siory
and dizelaim any knowledge whatever
of the dollars,

At 1he zame time he had a sltrong
lhope that those dollais might yeb fall
into his hands. s thoughts were busy
while he was taltking to the sheriff.

“Vouw're going, then?” ha azked.

“Ber your hife!™ answered Mr, Lick.
U1 surn am going, and alone, jest as
the Itid wania, 1 zheuldo't oo himg if
I wasn't alope. Bk i I geb a dog's
chance fo pull a gun, I gness I zhan’t
be coming hack alone. T'11 zay that the
Kid will come hack with me.”

Blake laughed.

1 got you I he =aid. " Bot you want
to wartch out, sheriff ; that Kid sure is
had medicine™

“You said it '’ agreed the cheriff, = I

nees I shall be watching out 2 whola
at, Blake, I snra would be glad 1o
have yon aleng, old-imer; but 1 zot to
go it alone, ke I zaid. But if you're
hanging on in I"acksaddls, mehbe yon'll
ae e rkfe in will the Kid o oat
sndown,

The rancher shook hiz head.

“ I ot fo it Havd Tack to-dav,™ e
an=aered. “That deal over my ranch
Ias dreopped through the fleor. T ain't
cealing wirh that nesky young picesn at
Kickine Caynze agin. I got 1o sce a
euy at IMaml Tack who figures that he
might by e Cirele 0O, L jest dropped
in to zee if there was ary nows of the
hid.”

2]

“Alcbbe there'll be news iIf von dio
1 again to-morrow,” said My, Lick,
sure do hope to get a chance of cinching
ihat fircbug.”

“I'll be around to-night and aszk you
for the news,” said Blake: and, with a
nowt to thoe sheriff, he left the office.

The sheriff was left thinking over his

cﬂminf interview with the outlaw, and
what he hoped would come of it He
little guessed the thoughta that wera in

the mind of the man who had just leflt.

Blake had learned more than he had
dreamed of learning in that ofhice, The
rheriff was riding out &t sundown to
tako the wad of dollars from the Kid—
alene. o would bs riding back alone
Ly a lonely trail at [alling dusk, with
cighteen  thousand dollara on  hun.
Blake did not reckon that he wonld
bring back the I{id, & prisouer. My,
Lick’s own hope of that was probably
shght, But he knew that the sheydl
would be bringing back the dollars—
alene, ut dusk, on a solitary trail 1

The man in the flour-bag was destinoed
fo rido the trails again that dayl

—— e

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not A Success !

ILLY BUNTER grinned—one of
those sardonmic grins,
After dioner, the Greyfriars

i party were geliing ready [or a
ride.

Bunier did not on this oceasion {ollow
theiv cxample. Ilis }gn'llup the provious
day had been enough for him. Buanter
was atanding by the gateway—hia fat
hand was behind bim; in that f2¢ hand
waa gripped a coiled hasso.

Bunter was on tho warpath.

Ile was as nguisitive as ever, and
more annoyed than ever, Those beasts
had gono out on some mysterious ex-
pedition the previous afternoon, keep-
ing Bunter in the dark, Now they were
going out again—still keeping Bunter
nt the darl: ! ¥t was infensely irvitating
to 4 fat and mquisitive Owl who wanted
o hnowl

Whore they were going, why they
were going, Dunter could not begin to
racss, It did not, as 4 matter of fact,
malier to Bunter. lle was too lazy to
undartake a long rde; and had his
company been wanted, he would havo
dechingd without thanks, But he wanted
to know. It was useless to rida after
ihe beasts, because they wonld gatlop,
and Bunter wonld fall off if he followed
suit. e did not want to relurn to tho
ranch apain elinging to the tossing neek
af @ bronco.  Beill Eir:sa did he want to
bump down on Texas,

Bunter was left out of this—vhatever
it wag: and he had {o stay left ont, But
he waz, of least, going io make that un-
speakable beast, Horbert Vernon-Sinith,
sib up—or, to be wore accurate, he was
csoing to ke him bump down |

That was the idea that was working
in Billy Bunter’s powerful brain—that
waa why he lurked at the gate with the
laszo in Lis fat hawd behind him,

Smithy had zent him home yesterdar,
clinging to a broneo’s neck ! Bmithy
was soing to get it! He would not even
have a chance of clinging to lns broneo's
neck ! 1le was going (o lad on the
proivie, willh @ terrific bump—when
Bunter’a laviat jerked him off s horse.

Tho fat Owl bhad calewlated very
aztutely. .

Ile was going to geb back at Bmithy
in that I]I-Hﬁ-t‘-l.':I"c]ljl' manner,  Smithy, of
course, would be fearfully envaged; but
that bump on the prairvie would give
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Dunlee plenty of fime to hunt cover
before the Bounder ecould get ab himn
with bis quirk.

Crinning & sardonic grin, Dunter
watched and waited., Thero was a eur-
prize in store for the Bounder when he
siaried.

Unaware of the fat Owl's deadly in-
tentiona, indecd, forgetful of hie podgy
existener, the Tamons Five and Smithy
saddled and bridled their lhorses and
Ied thewn down to the gate,

Bill ek was standing near the gate
giving  dircetions te a couple of
punchers. Tho juniors led their horses
past the spot where the foreman of

Hicking {avuse was standing, and
ariived in the pgaleway, where they
Lecame aware once more of Billy
Bunter's existence.

“Coming for a gallop, Dunler?™
azked YVernon-Sunih, with a grio.

“Beast ! was Buuter's reply. * You
just wait & bit 1"

“Eh? Wait for what?"

“That's telling 1" said Bunter., * Pes-

haps vou're going to get a surpriee, youl
Leeast 1 Ele, he, ha ™
The Bounder stared at him,

“What do you 1wean, you b Tinge
a3, if you mwecan anything 1 he
thigguired.

“0h, nothing 1" said Bunter hazlily.
“Get going, cau't you? I don'y wean
to stand here for cver!”

“Wailing to sce us off ¥ asked DBob
Cherry, puszled.

“He, be, he! I'mm wailing to =co
Smithy off 1" chuckled Bunter, "o,
be, be! You'll sce b off soon, I ox-
peet, e, ho, he!”

“What's  that  you've belonad
vou ! azked Bob, staving. _

“0h, nothing | It e0't @ lasso 1" sald
Bunier hastily,

“It jan't & lasso?” cjaculated Bob,

", no! 1'in noet waiting here to
lazso  anybody, or anything of that
sort,” sald Bunter. “Nothing of the
kind, you konow.™

00, my hat 1™ gasped Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“*71 sax, you fellows, don't stand there
cackling | Why don't you get on your
gees and elear ¥

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared the juniors,

They got on their “gees” Duuter’s
deadly antentions were clear enough
uow, but they were not alarmed.

Bunter was not a pastmaster in ihe
nee of the “rope.” 'rue, he had lassoed
ihe Bounder once, but that was by mis-
take, having intended o rope in quilo
a diffcrent object.

Whichever member of the party was
fo be Bunter's target now, he was in
Intle danger. Indeed, any of the pariy
would have been quite willing (o stand
+1ill, within ersy reach of the rope, and
take his chanee of being roped in by
Bunter—{quite certain that wherever the
rope went, it would go nowhers ncar
tle (arpet.

S0 fur from being alarmed, the
juniors moutited their broncos, and rode
out at the gate—mnot cven hurrying, but
giving the fat Owl a chauee, 1f ho
wanted to got busy with the rope.

The meieut their backs were turned,
Bunter got busy.

Cut cae the lasso from behind his
fat back, and Le whirled 1t i the air,
and let Ay,

Ili= eves and los spectacles were lixed
nn Yernon-smith, Smithy  was  stll
within casy reach.

As soon as the loop settled over the

got

Doander, Bunter was going to rush
bieck with the rope, and drag hin off
hiz bhronco—that drag, added to the

meiion of the horse, would do the trick
iwiallibly, .
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~ The rope whirled in the air, uncoil-
ing.  The loop settled. Usnfortunately
for Bunter's masterly schieme, it did not
seltle anvwhere near any of the riders
oulside the gate.

It settled down in exactly the opposite
dircction, dropping inside the gateway
instead of outside!

But every bullet has #z billetl The
rarmo applied to Bunler's lassol The
loop dropped, by a hapg;‘ chance, clean
over the surprised head of DBill Buck,
farcman of itne Kicking Cayuse,

Bill was a wary guyr., Secldom wa= he
taken by surprize. But he was taken
quite by surprise now.

A ranch foreman, glrinf
his punehers, was naturall
look-out for & lassacr,

The loop of the lasso dvopped over
Eill's stetson, and circled round his
broad shoulders.

Bunter dragged. Ile deaggped belore
he noticed that the lasso had landed on
the wrong man.

That sudden drag  tautened the loop
round Bill's brawny neck, and 1t closcd
under his chin, nearly throttliog hia,

“Urrrggh | came a wild and startled
=plntter %mm Bill,

Taken by surprise, half-suffocaled by
the tighiening woose, Bill Buck went
over backwards under the sudden drag
of the rope. 3

He smote Texas with 8 heavy smite.

Clrash !

His brawny shoulders landed hard,
and tha back of his head landed harder;
his steison hat rolled off, and Bill,
purgling  {rantically, clutched at the
las=o with both hands,

“Uurrrgeh " came a horrible gurgle
from Bill.

The punchers stared, amazed. Why
Bunter had roped in the foreman of the
ranch, theyv did not koow, any more
than Bill did. They did not puess that
Bunter hadn't—and that the rope had
done it of 1tz own aceord.

“Hallo, hallp, hallo!” yelled Bob
Cherry., " Look ™

“Oh erikey !

[§] Bi]t_-ll

“Hau, ha, ha '’

Bill gripped the choking noose and
dragped it loose. He sat up, splutter-
g,

“Lregh! Currgh!
urrrggh ! purgled Bill

directions to
r ot on the

What—who—~—

“Oh " gasped  Bunter, 01
erumbs ! e blinked at Bill, his eyes
bulging through hiz spectacles, " I—I
BV Oh scissors ™

*“¥la, ha, ha!”

That expert lassoer hade’t  got
Smithy., Ile had got Bill! And the

next moment Bill had got Bunter |

Bill was a good-tempered guy. But
he had been half-throttled and bumped
hard on the ecarth, and, so far as Bill

could see, this was an utterly idiotic
and unwarranted practical joke on the
part of Billy Bunter,

Bill made a jump st Bunter,
gripped him in 4 mighty hand.

“You doggoned younpg piecan
roarcd Bill. * You fgure you can Jyuch
a puy that-a-way?”

"Ow! Leggol I—— Ow ™

Bill did not let go. With one mighiy
hand, he jerked Bunter across the gate.
With tho other he smote!

Bpanl:, spank, spanle!

“Yarooop I . o

“ a, ha, ha!" shricked the juniors,

Spank, spank, spank, spank i

“Owl Oh crikev! Lepgol Leave
off I Help I velled Bunter,

“Ila, ha, ha 1"

Spank, spank, spank!

T'he spanks rang like pistol shots.

Louder still rang the yells of the fat

Al

e

Owl, Me wrigeled and reared under the
spanking baund.

“"There I gasped Bill, " Mebhhe von
won't play them dog-goned tricks with a
rigta agin in a burry, vou pesky mioss-

head 1"
“Ow! Wow! Beast! Wow ! roured
Bunter. *1I didn't mucan to lazes vou,

vou zilly idiot—ow! 1 meant to lasso
amithy—wow! Oh! Ow! Wow!"

“Hearch me ! gasped Bill.

“I never meant—ow | I never—wow [

“"Haw, haw, haw " roared Bill,

“Chw! Beast! Wow! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha”

Harey Wharton & Co. rode away on
the Packsaddle trail, howling with
merriment a3 they went. Bunter was
left howling at the gate—not with
tnerriment.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

“J OLLY old Lick!” remmarked Bob

Cheorey.

“All serene 1 said Nugent,

. “YWo're going to make sure ™
gaid Herbert Vernon-8mith.

“Uhe surefulness will bo ferrific.”
apreed Murree Jamset Ham  Singh.
“But the esteemed sheriff scems to
on his absurd own !?

Harry Wharton & Co. were a mood
many miles from Kicking Cayuse. Theyw
had ridden on the Packsaddle trail
towards the cow town, and passed
through the big timber island whers the
Kid was to meet the sheriff at sundown,

Half way between the timber island
aud the cow town they carmie te a halt,
at a spot selected wiih care.

At this spot there was & big shed, uzed
at a shelter for cattle in bad weather.
At some distance from it, away from the
trail, there was a clump of thicket.

They led their horzez off the trail, and
tethered them out of sight in the thicket,
a distance of & couple of hundred yards,
Then they walked back to the shed,
which was a lasso’s length off the trail,

It was a large timber building, with
otly three sides—one side being open
towards the prairie. The back wall was
towards the trail.

Brtter cover for wabkching the trail,
they could not have desired. All they
had to do was to park thermzelves in the
shed and wateh, through apertures in
the timber wall, of which there were
plenty.  Their horses, tethered at =
distance, were out of sight and sound,

If, by any chance, a puy came off the
trail, round thoe ehed to look in at the
open side, there was cover: a clunp of
post-oakz and pecan:, tangled with
cresping vines that grew close at hand.
It was too zmall & elump to caver the
horsca, but there was ample cover for
the schoolbayrs, if they needed it

Vernoen-3mith had noted the spor, and
seleeted it: _and the other fellows en-
dorsed the Bounder's judgment.

They were there to waich the trail
between Packzaddle and the timber
1sland.

That Sheriff Lick would ride out to-
wards sundewn to keep the appoinuoent
with the Rio Kid, they had little doubt.
What they doubied was, whether ha
would ride alone as directed by the Kid.

The sheriff was free to do as he chosa
—he had made no promises: it waa the
Rid's own “funcral® what transpired
from his cwn arrangement. It was very
probable that the sheriff might lock on
this as a chance for %“¢inching * tho out-
Jaw he had hunted se hard, and failed
to capture. That was why Vernon-
Smith was on the watch, and his frienda
with him,
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and pony up ! ** drawled the voice under the flour-bag. The sheriff, red with rage, unbuckled the money-belt and
As the hold-up man received It, ihere was a sudden rush of feet in the grass beside the trail, and a voice
Harry Wharton & Co. came rushing on the zcene.
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rang out., *‘ Hands up, Jad Blake ! ™
If the sheriff went alone he wonld pass  “Look I breathed the Dounder sud-
within full view of their cover, and they denly.
would sese him—and ascortain that ho Ten minutes after the sheriff had

waes eglona. In which ease, all was well.

But if he rode with a forea at his
back, it was & different matter. The
Bounder was not going to leave the Kid
te take his chance, i that case. As
soon as he saw danger for the Kid, a
volley of rifla shots, fired in the air,
would give warning.

The juniors had been on the watch for
ov¢r an hour, when a horseman came
cantering along the trail from the
direction of Packsaddle. s

As ha drew mnearer, they recognized
Cheriff Lick.

. My, Lick was on his way to the
timber: and he was riding alone. Ie
rode past the cattle shed—little dream-
ing that six pairs of cyes were fixed on
him from apertures in the old wooden
wall as he passed, r ‘ .

The juniers followed him with their
eyes. He rode on towards the distant
timber, and they had a view of his
burly back. i}

“ All serene " said Harry Whatton,

“Looka like it ™ said Vernon-Smith.
“But—we can’t bs too caveful. ¥ou
fellows know as well as I do, that old
Lick would give one of his ears to lay
hands on the Kid.” _ '

“But he's gone slone, Smithy I” eaid
Johnny Bull .

“(Oh, sure; and we're going to make
sure thot o bunch of his mien don’s
fallow on while he's holding the Iid 1n
tulk.”

“Wa'll soon gee 1” gaid Bob.

They waited and watched.

The sheriff dizappeared westward,

tewards the timber island.
' The juniors gazed eastward towards
Packsaddle. It waa from that direction
that the sheriff's men wanld come, if
they were following.

disappearad, a stetzon hat came in sight
from the direction of the cow town.

“Only one phan !” said Beb. “Might
be anybody on this trail, Smithy.”

“We shall sce I

They watched, and made out the
horseman as he drew nearer. Something
familiar about him struck them beforc
ha was in full view: and as o came
nearer, there was no doubt.

“Blake " muttered SBmithy.

“Jad Blake |” ;

It waa the rancher of the Circle O.

Vernon-Smith's hrow darkened.

“Blake's in this|” he eaid, “That
fool Lick doesn’t know, but we know,
that Blake’s the trail.thief, and that the
Kid got the dollars off him at his ranch,
Old Lick’s alfter the Kid, because 1t's
hiz duty—Blake's after him, for nothing
of the sort. But he's affer him.”

“71 suppose it's not by chance that he
left town just after the shenifi i” said
Harry Wharton, slowly. ‘

“Not by a hatful | Heo's after ihe Kid
—to back up Lick in bandling him as
the timber island.”

Tha Famous Five nodded. Tt looked
ps if the Bounder was right—yet, if it
was 5o, they could not understand why
Blake came alone. They wonld have
expected bim to have force with him.

“Ifo’s going to the timber island !”
said Vernon-Smith. “This trail leads
nowhera else, till you pass the timber.
He may be shead of a party—more to
follow him, perhaps. He's looking back.™

The rancher was quite near now, and
they =aw him turn his head and stare
hard the way he had come, evidently to
sen whether any other rider was on his
way [rom Packsaddle. .

The juniors could sce ne sign of any-
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ane. SBave for Jad Blake, the irail was
clear.

He came on again, at a slower pace,
Hiz vyes wera tixed, as bhe came on, o
the cattle shed off the {trail, whien
sheltered the Grevfriars party. Why e
leoked at it instead of looking the way
v was nding, the juniors did not konow,

*Ha can't guess we're here, on the
wareh P mutterceil Bob.

* I wonder [ said the Bounder. * He's
harp as a razor, and he koows well

enongh thet we're-standing for the Kid.

L]

B,

Ha shook his head.

Blako knew nothing, and could know
nothing, of the fact that the Greyfriars
fellowa wera in cover in the caitle-shed.
Yet it was elear that he was interested
in that building for some roazon of his
Lo gy i B

His horre swerved off the trail.

“He'a coming here!” breathed Bob.,

“YWhat on ecarth’s los  game?”
maitered the puzeled Bounder. *Ie
can’t know anybody's here—but—"

It was quite a puzzle. TFrom the fact
that Blake had swerved off the direct
well-marked trail towards the shed, it
was clear that he was coming there—
but why, was a mystery,

The only explanation zecmed to he,
that he zuspectad that friends of thn
id might be on the watch, to give
1tha outlaw warning if & party rode the
trail—and that he was going to scout,
to ses whether that ehed concealed
watchers, ]

Whether that was the explanation ov
not, his intention was plain, But iho
juntora had already laid their plans in
such an eventuality.

They backed guietly out of the opren
shed inte tho litile clunp of trees
pehind, and were quickly hidden in
cover there,
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Hidden from sight, they waiied aud
watehed : wondering what Jad Blake
vas up to, but safe from discovery while
they watched

They could hear his horse's hoofbeats
now. In a few minuics, thoy sighted his
stetson apaln, passing betveen the cattle
shed, and the cluinp of =mall trees that
hid thcmn. 3

Having placed the shed between himn
and the trail, the rancher dismounied.
The whole of the long front of the cattle
shed being open, they were able to wateh
every movenent he made, and they saw
Lim lead his horse into the shed and
tether it there.

That did not look like scouting. It
was obvious, from his manner, that he
was not looking for anyoene there; he
had expected to find that shed empty,
and he found it empty.

Leaving hiz horse, he stepped out, and
scanned the praivie that extended for
eindless miles. Ile was not tweniy feet
fromn the juniors hidden in the clump,
and they read every expression that
passed over Lis hard, reckless face.

There was keen watchfulness and a
trace of anxicty to be read there. He
was, clearly, scanning the plains to
azeertain  whether, by <clance, some
range-riding puncher might be in sight.
He did not cven glance towards the
little clump of pecans and post-oaks,
tangled with lianas. He did not sus-
peet, for a moment, that anyvone was
hidden there—tlhiere was no reason why
e shiould. .

Satisfied with his seruting of the open
plains, ho turned back into the shed.
Iu bréathless surprise, they watehed himn
place an eve to one of the apertures in
the back wooden well, to look cub on
the trail—as they themselves had been
Jdoing ten minutes ago.

Tlhen, after a long minute, ha stepped
te lis horse, and drew a bundle from
Lhie saddle-bags. .

The Bounder suppressed an exclama-
[ Lesn.

His exves blazed, as he suddenly knew !

With fascinated eves, from their
cover, the juniors watched; and Blake,
opening the bundle, shook out a long,
dark horzeman's cloak, and a flour-haz,

THE MAGNET

porlorated with eve-holez and & slit for
tite mnouth.

They krnew, now !

“By gad!” whispered the Bounder.
“You get tt? Lick must have told him
—do vou get it? He knows where Lick
15 gone, and why—he's not following
him to help him pet the Kid-he's lay-
ing for him on the trail, to get the
cdollars s he comes back 1

“0Oh ! breathed Harry Wharton.

Startling as it was, there could be no
tloubt of it.

Fairly under their watching eyes, the
rancher of the Circle O draped himself
in the horseman’s cloak, belted it round
him, removed his stetson, and drew the
floue-bag over his head, fastening it
under %{Es chin. He replaced the
stetson and, under its brim, only his
eves could be seen, gleaming from the
evelioles of the Hour-bag,

Jad Blake, of the CGircle O, had
vanished. In his place stood the trail-
thicf in the four-bag—whom any Pack-
saddle man, had he seen him then,
vwould have belioved was the Rio Kid !

The man in the flour-bag, the trail-
thief who had robbed the hack froin
I'rairie Bend and shot the bank mes-
senger, was on the trail spain—and the
breathless juniors could not doubt why.,

He did not leave the cattle-shed. His
bacl was turned to them, as he watched
the trail again through a slit in the
wall., He was watching, and waiting,
for whom, and for what?

For whom, but the sheriff, when he
came riding back, with the dollars
Landed over by the Rie Kid?

He knew the sheriff's errand—he had
followed him from the cow town, and
he had selected thiz spot to male the
change in his*appearance, and to lie in
wait, for precisely the same reason that
the Bounder had selected it—becanse it
was the hest spot of cover between Pack-
sacddle and the timber island.

It wasz clear enough to the watehing
juniors. There was hardly room for a
doubt.

Bob Cherry made 8 movement, but
Vernon-Smith caught his shoulder.

“Quaiet 1™ he breathed.

“We've got him,” breathed Eob.

AND THE
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"Not vet! We're going to catch him
in the act=let him get on with it*
The Bounder's eyves danced. " By pum,
let him get on with if, and we'll see
whether even old Lickh will fancey that
the man in the HBour-bag iz the Rio
Kid! Don't stirl”

And the juniors, breathless, egilent,
watehed the man in the flour-bag—
while the man in the flour-bag watched
the trail!

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Net A Cateh!

HERIFF LICK rode into the
timber island, passing from the
red glara of the sun, into the
dusky shade of immense branches.

Cireat cottonwood-trees grew on either
side of the trail, their branches arching
and mecling overhead. Red shafts of
the setting sun came through the intey-
stices in the foliage, g

The sheriff dropped into a walk, as
lie followed the trail in the timber.

He was six miles from Packsaddle—
three from the cattle-shed where the
Greyiriars juniors had waiched him go,
annd where the man in the ﬂnur-hlﬂﬁ
watched for his return. But Mr. Lic
was not thinking of the juniors—he had
forgotten their existence. Neither was
he thinking of the man whe had worp
the flour-bag—he was thinking of the
man he believed had worn it—the Rio
Kid. His eyes were watchful, as he
walked his horse under the dusky
braiches.

The Inid had fixed the timber island
for the meeting place—but it was ap
extensive spot; the trail ran for more
than half & mile through it. FExactly
where he would see the Kid, the sheri
did not know, but he knew that when
he saw him he was going, if he could,
to get him covered with a gun and ride
him back to the cow town & prisoner.

It was a lonely trail, especially at the
fall of dusk, and so, when the sheriff
sighted o stetson hat, he had little doubt
that it was on the head of the outlaw he
had c¢ome there to gee, He had no
doubt at all. at the sccond glance, fou
Ite saw the band of silver nuggets on
ithe hat—distinctive of the Rio Kad.
Hiz heart beat a little faster as he saw

it.

He pulled in his horse, hiz eyes fixed
o that stetson.

It showed over a low bush, between
two mighiv collonwood trunks beside
the trail. Quly the stetson was to be
weeni—the bush hid the rest. It looked
as if the Kid had sat down there, in
tiie deep shade on the moss, to rest,
while he waited for the sheriff to arrive
from Pack:addle, Mr. Lick’s bhorse
made little sound on the grassy earth,
but he wondered that, slight as the
sound was, it had not reached the Kid
and caused him to turn his head. The
boy outlaw did not scem in his usual
wiary mood.

Pos:ibly Le did net guess that the
sheriff meant war. If s0, he was going
to learn it very quickly. What the Kid's
ralne waeg, the sheriff was uncertain, but
hir knew that he was %ning to *“get * the
Toid if he could, whatever lus pame
Wik,

Witlhh greab ecaution for ee bulkr n
mat, Sheriff Lick dismounted from his
brongo. Leaving i1t standing in the
teail, he whipped s six-gun from =8
Lotstter, and stepped towards the bush

over whick the silver-banded lhab
showed.

Silentle, with  gleaming eyes, le
sepped nearer and nearer, till he
reached the low bush, and hia gun,

aimed over it, touched the stetson.



Then he spoke:

“Hands up, Kidt! I got yvou covered |
Hands wp, or by thunder, you get
yours !

The stetzon did not stir. No hands
came up! But from behind one of the
big cottonw . a figure in goatskin
chaps and silver spurs stepped—hatless,
and smiled at the sheriff over a levelled
Colt.

* Drop that gun, Lick !

The Kid's vaice ¢came in a drawl,

Bheriff Lick gave a convulsive start.

The muzzle of his gun was pressed to
the stetson that showed over the thick,
low bush; he had had ne doubt that he
had only to press the trigger, to zend
& bullet erashing through the hat, and
the Kid's head inside 1t !

And there was the Kid—mot six  feet
from him, to the left—smiling over a
lovelled gun!

The sheriff did not stir for a moment,
so utterly astonished was he. But the
fact that the Kid's head was bare put
him wise., He realised that there was
no head in the hat to which he jamned
bis gun. )

Hiz rugged faco reddened with rage,
and, for a second, he =zecmed about to
swing the gun round towards the Kid!

But he did net. It was death to move
that gun a fraction of an inch in tho
Rid's direction, sud the sherilf knew
when he was heaten.

Only for & moment did he hesitate!
Then thoe Colt dropped from his hand
into the bush. ]

The Kid nodded approval, wilh =
chacry grin.

“1 guess I should hate to have you
spoil my hat, oldtimer!® he said
amiably, I sure fxod 1t up on the
cird of a stick to catch your eye, but
,'qukgl}t no eall to take pol-shois at 1it,

i .." '

Sheriff Lick almost trewmbled with
rage and chagrin.

Thae Kid had known quite well that he
would come *a-shooting,” if he lad a
chance, and had fived up that playful
little trap for him to walk into—and Lo
had walked into it. Lhis was the out-
come of his hope of catching the wary
Kid! Ilo stood dizarmed in front of
itha outlaw, 2

The Kid, smiling, stcpped nearer.
With his left bhand, he reached over the
low bush, picked the hat off the stick,
and put it on his head, The stick that
had supported the stetson was left in
the zheril’s view |

“MNow, old-timer, mebbo you'd step
off the trail, while I chew the rag with
you & few!” suggested the Kid, "1
sure don’t want to meet up with any
other guys who might be riding this
way."

Mr. Lick, breathing hord and deep,
stepped into the trees.  The Kid fol-
lowed him, lwolstering his gun. The
timber was thick, and at a dozen paces
they were out of sight from the trail.

“You suro are an ornery guy, Lick,”
drawled tho cheery Kid. “1I ask you
i amblo along, friendly and sociablo
like, to take over a stack of dollars what
I cinched from a trail-thief, and you
vome a-gunning after mal I sure don's
take that kindly, Lick.” :

“Aw, can it!* spapped the sheriff.
“1 guesa I'd got you, Kid, if 1 had &
doggoucd chance, and you knowed it
when you fixed this up.’

“1 sure did,” assented the Kid, “and
I ain't f-::ing to spill your juice, Lick,
{hough I'll tell all Texas you're the guy
to ask for it. Me, I'in a peaceablo
galoot, when 1 ain’t crowded=—and you
sin't the ﬁuy to crowd me, I reckon.”

Ha laughed,.

“Can it1" repeated the sheriff
savagely. “What's your game, Kidl
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What you got me hera for, doggone
you 1" . .

“Didn't I put you wize in that bit of
writing I sent vout” demanded the
Kid. “I got back tho doilars thet was
cinched from Andy Jones' hack, and
I'm Enmg to hand them over to tho
sheriff, according to law, =nd givo
him the namo of the guy that cinched
them. " .

Lick shrugged his broad shoulders.

“You ain't belioving all that?”
asked the Kid patiently,

“Not so’'s you'd notice it,"” Fruntm’l
the sheriff. "1 guess you was that guy
in the four-bag, Kid, and I'll sure
believe that you'ro geing to hand over
themn dollars when I see them.”

“¥Vou said itl™ prinned the Kid.

e dropped a hand into the pocket
of his chaps, drew out a folded money-
belt, and tossed it to the sheriff.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Flour-Bag Man !

IIE Rid Kid grinned cheerfully
ot the expression on the sherill's
face.

Sheriffi Lick stood with theo
money-belt in his hand, staring at it
blankly. Then he opened the pockets
in it and stared horder at tho wads of
bills,

Then ho stared at tho Kid.

Exactly what the Kid's game was, the
sheriff had not known—but he had to
know now, whether he wanted to or not,
The Kid's game was exactly as he had
stated in his message—to hand over the
stolen dollars. And there they wcre,
in the hands of the Sheriff of Pack-
saddle. ]

S Count up the dust, sheriff 1 QTam'iud
the Kid, *“1 guess you'll find eightecn
thousand dollars there. I'll say that
guy spilt the rest at poker; and sure
that heap would have followed if this
Laby hm}Jn*t horned in. That’s the lot
I vinched at the Cirele 0.

“At the Circle 017 breathed the
sheriff.

“Bure ! Jad Blake handed them over,
like a good little man, when 1 ashed
Iimn, with a gat i my gop !t

“Jad Blake 17

“That identical scallawag!”

The sheriff gave him a long look,
Then silently he counted the rolls of
hilla. Tho total was cighteen thowsand
dollars—nine-tentles of the sum that had
been lifted from Andy Jones' hack.

“T guess you can buckle on that bele
under wour coat-tails. Licl I'' drawled
the Kid, “It sare i3 a safe way of
carrying 8 heap of moncy—like g
guy Blake knowed, I reckon.”

In stlenco the sheriff buckled on the
money-belt, under his coat.  Then lw
stared at the Kid. Lick was an
obstinato man, and slow to give up o

fixod belief, and he was sore from bis

defeats 8t the hands of tho outlaw of
the Rio Grande. He stood in doubt.
“1 don't get this,” said tho sherif
slowly, *“What you playmng this hero
gamo for, Kid—and you a fivebug, and
a hold-up man?” )
“1 never was 3 hold-up man, sheniif,
nor yet o firebug 1 said the Kid. * And
I guess I ain't standing for another guy
putting it on me. That's my game,
sheriff.” . i
“You got mo beat ! said Mr. Lick.
“T'1L 53:.?gl got to guess, Kid. You sure
have got me beat to a frazzle,”
Shertf Lick shook his head. Perh:tufva
his belief that the hold-up man was the
Rio Kid was staggering a little. It did
not seem horse-sense for the outlaw to
hand over to the law the dollars for

which he had shet up tho bank mes-
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sengor; but the sheriff could not get
it down! He was not taking the out-
law's word against the rancher of the
Cirele 0.

The Kid looked at lim, hali-angry,
and half-amused. ‘

“Ain’t I put you wize where I cinched
them dollars, and tho nawe of the i:l-E:sl-;y
scallawng I got them fromi™ he
demanded.

“ Soz you " answered Mr. Lick.

The Kid coloured a little. Outlaw he
wag, gunman he might be; but his word
wag as good as gold, and he did not like
heving it doubted.

“¥ou pesky boochead!” he said.
“Tl eay they picked out the biggest
boob in the Frio valleay when they made
vou sheriff, Lick., What'd I hand you
the daellare for if I'd held up the hack
te cinch them?" )

“¥You got me guessing!” answored
Mr. Lick., *¥Yeu gol some game ou,
I reckon, but I allow I don't get it.”

“¥ou ain't belicving I got thomn
dollars at the Cirelo 037

“Not & lot," said Mr. Lick.

“*Nor that Jad Blake had the money-
belt on him when 1 got it from him i

“Torget it !™ said the sherif.

The Kid laughed. ]
“Well, it sin’t no good th&wmg the
rag with a prize gooh!" he said, “ Yon

got the dollars, sheriff, and [ gucss
they'll go back where they belong.™

“¥You said it," agmmf the sheriff,
::hu! 15

“Thet's all I want,” said the Kid,
“oxcept just this—that guy Blake
allowed that the dollars was his'n, amdl
I put him wise that 1 was handing
them over to you, sheri¥.  1f they're
lia'n, you’ll hear from Lim.”

The sheriff shirugeged  his
shonliders,

“If ha don’t claim them I puess I'H
ot wise to it,” said the Kid., * Then
I reckon I'lE know for sure that he was
itho guy i1n the four-bag thet used my
pame, And I will sure Jot Jum Enow
that 1t ain't a safe game fo borrow my
name to go on the trails under. That's
whero [ comie in, shertff !’

"1 gucss you got o grouch agin that
gy Blake—mehbe because he hunted
yirn =0 hard,” said the <sheviff.  “ Forget
it, Kid. I ain't taking it inl”
~ “¥ou sure ars asking io have your
juice spaitered over these hore trees™
entd the Kid, lrughing, * but I wouldn't
wasto 2 cartridge on a bonelhead like
yourn, Lick | Get back to the wail, you
roob, and beat it "

Sheriff Lick turned,
away through the trees. )

The Kid watched him go with a shrug
af 1l shoulders. Then he threaded
Biiz way through the timber, 1n another
direction, to tho spot whero he had leic
kis_mustang. ] i

Ho had not convinced the sheyiff;

But he cared

hae had only puzzled him, :
The dollars were going back

brosd

and tramped

little.
whera they belonged, and he was going
io have proof that Jad DBlake was the
ittt who had used his name and stained
i with reckless crime. That, as the
Wid zaid, was where bhe came in, and
ha was content. Under the setting sun
e mounted the grey mustang aid
valloped away cheerfully for Squaw
Mountaim.

Mr. Lick remounted hiz horse in the
trail and rode slowly and thoughtfully
cut of tho timber on his way back to
Packsaddle. ‘

Part e was the most puzzled sherilf
in "Pexas as ha rode.

Tt was fixed in Ins mind that the Ria
Kid was the flour-bag man. He had
a grouch. against Jad Blake, But why
had he handed back the dollars? That
add the sheriff guessing. Mr. Lick was
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uzzled, perplexed, guile af a [osay but
{:t;- had not changed his belief that the
Kid was the Lold-up man, and he was
not going to change 1t.

But ho puzzled, and puzzled as he
rode for the cow town. _

Half-way to Packsaddle, in the i'a..llmﬁ
dusk, the long cattle-shed loome
beside the trail. Tho sherif did not
glance at it. He did not know—yet—
that s pdir of keen eyes watched him
from the shed as e came.

He was almost abreast of the spot
when a horseman suddenly pulled out
and pushed inte the trail.

Sheriff Lick gave a jump in the
saddle.

The horseman wasd covered by a long,
belted cloak, and & fourbag was
inverted over his head. Through the
evcholes cut in 1t & pair of keen eyves
gleamed, over a lm-'c'l;ﬂd revolver.

*Hands up ¥’

Sheriff Liek pulled in his horse.

He gazed at the flour-bag man dumb-
founded.

His hands went up mechanically, He
sat in s saddle, his hands above his
etetson, gazing with astonished and
almost unbelieving cycs at thie man in
the flour-bag.

He had left the Rio Kid behind him
in the timber. True, he had rndden
back slowly. The outlaw, on his swift
mustang, could casily have made a
detour on the prairie, and got ahead
of him. But why? Tf this was the Rio
Kid, what was his mysteriops game?
And if it was not, whe was the man
the flour-bag?

The masked robber rode clozcr.

“Tho EKid!" breathed the sherilf

“You said 1t!"” came a snap from
under the flour-bag.

“You dﬂ%&[ﬂﬁﬂ{!, pesky picean, what
vou mean?”  rauttered  the  sheriff.
"What d}'ﬂu holding me up for, vou
boancheaded Grebug @

dollars,

“I gucsa 1
sherit ™

“By the great horned toad ! roared
the sheriff. “ You ain't the Kid! No
v a jugfal, vou ain't! You dogponcd
viecan ! You're using his name, jest
ike that guy allowed, but vou surd am’s
the Kid 1™

That palpable truth had dawned at
last on the sherifis obstinate mind.
Whoever the nan in the flonr-bag was,
he was not the Rie Kid, and could
not lw,

“Aw, can it. sherif ' drawled the
voier under the Aouebapg, “I froess
I've changed my ind about letting vou
cineh them dollara.  Pony up. pronta !

“You am't the Kid—-=" hizzed il
slieriff.

“Can it and pony up ™

The eves from the flonr-Lag plinied
through the shits over the Uolt. And tle
sheviff, red with rage, unbuckled the
rmonucy-belr under his coat and handed
it over, And as the nan in the flour-
bag received it there was 2 swdden rush
of feet i the grass beside the {rail, and
a voiee raleg outb:

“Hands up, Jad Blake '™

want  them

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Face in the Flour-bag !

: ARRY WIIARTON & CO. rushed
gnto the trail. o
Livery enc of the juniors had
a gpun in s hand; cvery gun
was aimed at the lorseman in tho
Houe-bag. :
The Bounder’s eves flashed over his
siv-gun as he shooted ;

THE MAGNET

“Hands up, Jad Blakel
gun ™ ]

“Carry me home to die!” gasped
Shoriff Lick, siaring in blank amaze-
ment at the bunch of schoolboys who had
g0 suddenly appeared from nowhere.

The man 1n the flour-bag gave a
startled bound in his saddie. No more
than the sgherif had he drecamed that
anyone ¢lse was at hand,

Hiz back was to the juniors as t'h»z[’y
came, his faee twirled round towards
them, his eyes, wildly startled, flashing
through the eycholes in the flour-bag,
hiz hand lifting with the revelver in it.

ITe did not obey the command to put
his hands up, though six revolvers were
all simed at him.

His intention was clear—to fight des.
perately: and in a split second more the
Bounder would have fired before he
could bring his pun to bear.

But in that second Bhoriff Lick acted
promptiy. The sheriff’s gun was lying
somewhere in the bushes in the timber
jslarid, but his quirt was in his hand,
and he slashed with it.

That swift and prompt slash crashed
on tho trail-thief's gun arm, smashing 1t
down, The revolver whirled away in the
air and dropped into the trail

Almost in the same instant the des.
perate man was dashing spurs to s
horse,

But he had noe chanee.

Harry Wharton was at the horse's
head, grabbing tho roins; Jﬂlhlll‘l}' Bull
and Bob Cherry laid hold of the man
himself; the DBounder Jamined a
revolver at him, his eyes blazing over it,
Aud the sheriff’s heavy and sinewy hand
grasped at him and fastened on himn,

The horse pranced wildly as the mnan
in ihe flour-bag was dragged from ihe
saddle, crashing on the curtl.

ITis  resistance was  hopeless, for,
though the jumors hesitated to shoot, if
they could avoid it, they certainly wonld
have pulled trigger had he broken loose
and got clear.  But he did not break
lonse—le  could not!  1e struggled
wildlv, desperalely, madlyv—but 1n vain !
Bheriff Lick alone was more ihan a
match for him in a struggle, and the
six juniors all had bold of him, and T
had not (he phost of & chanee,  Tut he
resisted wildly 1o the last gasp.

Ilis horse atd the sheriff’s hovse were
left unregarded in the trail. Yor several
minutes theve was a struggling heap on
the carth, .

Then the struggle ended, as it had {n
e, The man 1 the flouc-bag, spem
ar:] exhausted, prasped by every lamdy,
lay helpless in the hands of Lis caplors,

Vernon-Simith whipped off the hel
that fastened the cloak, the hold-up
iman’s arins were wrenched behind him,
andl the Bounder buckled the belt rownd
them, making him a helpless prisoner,

e lay paniing.

“By the great horned fond ! gasped
Sheriff Lick, lis eyes dancing.  “ 1
sar we got that hoodlwn! 1 tell all
Texas we got hin 1"

“Do you still thinlk he’s the Rin
id ¥ gasped Bob Cherry, with
Lreathless grin,

“I guess 1 want to sce iz frontis-
picee 1 zaicd the shevtft,

11e stooped over the panting man and
dreagged off the flour-bag over his head,
A hard, reckless face, erimsen with rage
andd exeriion, was revealed, The sherift
gazed atb it,

* Jad Blake ! e breathed.

Blake spat out curses!

“You got me ™ lLe said in toncs of
geavare rancour, ‘' You got me, dog-

Drop that

He panted with breathless

“Blake ™  repeated the  shenff.
“Ioker Blake!™ Ile starcd at the
bound man, panting in the grass. *Jad
Blake, like that fat gink allowed—and
I ncver listened to him! Jad Bleke,
like the Rio Kid allowed back there in
the timber, and I firured that he waa
stringing me along ! Blake, you pesky
pRoea ) ——"t

There was & curse from the panting
rancher.

“Carry mo home to diel” said Mr.
Lick. *I reckoned it wasn't the Kid,
and couldn’t be after what ho did back
there in the timber—but I sure did not
figure that it was vou, Jad Blake! A
%:’II{ I've kdnmved ‘:fnd ﬁ'ndc with—

». you doggonced scallawap, you've
Tﬂdér 13i1;|'| mg,gﬂhuuting tlmaﬁ{id and
shouting out that he was the flour-bag
man ! And I never suspicioned you."

“I guess you never would, but for
them young gecks!” said Blake, with a
glare of bitter hatred at the schoolbovs,

“MNope!” said the sherif slowly.
“Mebbe not ! But I'll say, Jad Blake,
vou sure arc some scallawag ! You shot
up Bud Carter for them dellars—and
you put it on the Ric Kid, using hia
name!  I'll say you get my goat,
Blake ! ]

Only a savage oath answered him,
and the sheriff turned away in dizgust.

“&5tick that goy on his cayuse, you
'ung,” he said., I reckoned I wanted
to take the Kid back to-Packsaddle with
me—but I sure am taking the gur in
the flour-bag that used his name! You
gat it coming to you, Blake, you dog-
gponed piecan ™

Tarry Wharton & Co. lifted the
raticher to his feet and packed him on
hiz horze, ‘The Bounder tied his fect to
the stivrups with a length of trail rape,

The sherilf mounted and took his
roins,

The Bounder grinned.
“Lur win!” he remarked.
horsezs and  we'll see  them

Packzaddle™

The juniors van for their horses and
led them out of the thicket.  They
mounted and dashed alier the sherf
alicl hiis prizoner.

Blake, bound 1o lLis horse. rode in
grim silenee, his chin sunk on his breast
i savage and  bitter despair. His
critnes had cotme hots 0 hin at last:
s trickery and duplicity were a8k an
end: the gane was up for the rancher
of (e Circle O, He had plaved & veck-
lews nned desperate game; bub it was up
ai last amd retribution was at hand, In
1lacle and bitter silenee he rode into tho
cow o, the =l l{ra,ﬂillg hiz horse,

There was a buzs of surprized voives
i the street of "acksaddle as they rode
in, followed by 1the schoolbovs., A buzz-
ing crowd gathered and followed. to the
calaboose, _

Havey Wharton & Co. stayed to zco
ihe door of the calaboose close on Jad
Bluke, and then they rode on the home-
ward rrail. They rode back to Kicking
(ayuze in a vory cheery bunch,

gone you 1
rags.

“el tho
tafo to

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
"1 can’t ™
Bright and early that morning the Grey-

Homeward Bound !
1 I
“Why can't you, you fat ass?"
(Confinued on page

e S 5

Prinied in Eangland apd published ever
Londnm, E.0 4. Advertisement ofices : The
Past, Sybscription rates:

Saturday by the
Fleclway House.
Tnignd and Ahroad, L1s,
Gordon & Gotch, Lid., and for South Afgica ; Centeal

roprietors, Tho Amal
arrlpgdon Btreet, Loodon, E.C.4.
anBEnm; Sa, fd, for slx mooths,

matad Prces,

2 Regiyiered for tranemission b
Bole Agcats for Australia apd hew ¥caland;
¢ws Agegey, Lid,—Saiurday, June 11th, 1038, 1L

BAY. vou fcllows ! !
 Buck up, Bunieg!™
“I'm ill,” said Bunter sadly.
It was the last day at Kicking Cayuse.
ingdon  Btecet,
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Gather Round, Chums, for Another Interesting Touwr with—
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5.30 p.m. TIME for TEA.

THE DAILY ROUND.

(1)

Where shall Bunter go for teat?
That is most important!

Ha 18 pretty.sure to he
Somewhera where he oughtn't,
Though the tuckshop, opened wide,

Flows with milk and honey,
He can never go inside,
Since ho has no money.

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS

The Laws of Cricket as played in
the Second Form

1 THE GAME shall be between two
: sides
Of six—or less—or more.
You don't count no-balls, byes, or
witdes, .
And each man keeps his score.

2. THE UMPIRE—next man in, of
: COUTER— ;
Alust be prepared to shout,
And always takes the bat by forea
If batzroen won't go out.

3. THE OVER is as short or long
As 1t may be required,

The bowler often going strong

Tntil his arm is tired.

4. THE BATSMAN
succeoda
In collaring the batk:

To get him out one only needs

A voice to shout « How zat1”

5 THE BOWLEE may refuse to howl
If “cads * don't play the game !
And if he keeps his self-control
He soldom gets the blame.

5. THE TIELDSMEN gather in a
crawd
To have a private fight,
In which some Licking is allowed,
But fieldsmen shouldn't bitel

7. THE INNINGSE ends when all the
10E1
Have joined the fight and said :
“Yah!- Cads! Cheats! Follen
brutes |"—and then
Play something else instead !

starts when he

(2)

Wharton's lot have gone to pay
Hifhcliffa School a wvisit;

Muauly's also gona away—

‘That's not pally, 15147

From the feed in Study 4
Bunter soon daparted;

Smithy hoofed him through the door
Just hefore it started.,

{3)
Squiff has gone o Chnnkley's lounge,
S0, alas, has Toddy !

Bunter doubts if he can serounge
Tea from anybody !

Fellows kick him one and all,
Never was such slaughter,

Till he goes to tea in Hall—
Doorsteps and dishwater |

—_— —_— R

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

Mr. PAUL PONTIFEX
PROUT,
Master of the Fifik.

P is for PROUT—FPaul Pontifex,

‘Lo whom we pay our best respects ]
His stately stroll is full of swank
Just like a galleon—or a tank !

They ecall him “ Pompoits ™ on the sly,
But not when Le iz passing by,

He's often fussy, and no doubt

He likes té throw his weight about.

But still we think, upon the whole,

He's really not 2 bad old soul.

High in the Rockies, years ago,

He slaughtered bears, or tells us so,

And his heloved riffe still

He keeps and treasures with a will;

T I;c:ugh tima has fouched las form and
aca

CAlas, to somewhat viper grace |

FETE LT
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ANSWER to PUZZLE

Sight travels cuicker than sownud,
Rake would e first, then Kipps, then
Kedwing.

-
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

We are hoping to hold a Six-Da
Bgc{c:i'a Raeco at Greyfriars, My, Quelci
will bike behind the class during lessons
on the track. Fortunately the scholars
will be all bending over conveniently.

LENFENERER IRV RSN FENFARNEREEEF] FENNEFAETNENEEYRFEEFFNAERAN
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]

A runaway horse knocked Carna into
& duck-pond last Friday. And yet they
say enimals have no intelligence,

When. Fisher T. Fish is & prefect (if
ever), he will sentence fags to a fine of
two shillings or six on the bags,

Dicky Nugent is taking up kite-flying.
We hope the kite won's faEe up Diclﬁ:
Nugent.

L)

PUZZLE PAR
Redwing took Rake and Vivian
for a sail in his hoat. They
watched Redelyff Fort fiving bi
guns at a distant target. At eac
. shot Redwing heard the report,
Rake saw the flach, and I
=aw the shell hit the water, ¥ E:;
first knew the gun had fived
Answer at foot of column 2.
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Mr. -Tl-Iimlﬂrt wants to know how fao
get rid of snails in his garden. Has he
ever tried Wun Lung?

Don Ogilvy, training for the school
sports, put up a splendid {ria! perform-
ance. He did the 100 yards in 7
geconds, and cleared a high jum;}: of
22 feat. Unfortunatelv, he won't have
Farmer Cobb’s bull to help him .at the
spoTts.

In Chunkleys’ Stores the eggs are pul
into various boxes labelled with the day
on which they were laid., At Alrs
Mimble's the labels show the year, of
COUrSe,

Z‘LIauiiv was twalie in class this morn-
ing. He zald he was too tired o go to
sleen.
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friars fellews had turned oul—with the
exceplion of Billy Bunter.

Bill and the pullihﬂt‘b Lind gathered fo
give them a'send off, All was ready—
excepting Bunter | -

Harry Wharton & Co. had enjoved
their long holiday in Texas. They were
goriry o léavo the ranch; sorry lo sav
good-byo to Bill and the punchers; sarry
to say @ last farcwell to the Hio 111{1
il hom they had visited once more in luﬁ
hideont on<Sguaw Mountain to give him
the news of the ciapture of the
man.  But, on the whole,
rather glad of the }i:'rrﬁpm of gelting,
back to the old Frelioo reating . the
fcllows in the old quad, anc aélg;i‘;mg in
the Remove passage. It had been a
great time.  Still, they were looking for-
ward to England, home,- and beanwty !
But Bunter, 1t secmed, wasn't,

The Rio Eid was gone, froin hiz hide-
out on the mountain, Perhaps it was
sty well for Jad Blake tliat he had
%n. en into 1he hﬂmlt. of the law, as
otheriyize ho ::i-mun;. wonld have had
lo reckon ayith-the Kad., Before the day
came for theGreyfviars party 1o hil tho
home trail the Kid was gone, and they
did 1ok, cxpect over 1o sed hairna ug"lm
i']t:p.rgh they -were not . likely  io forgei

]

Now the day of departure had
du.'n ned, and they wete ready to stari—
the bur:lc-hﬂnrd was ready, the horses
Wero mudm ‘the Famous Five were
ready;, the hﬂuhﬂw was ready—every-
thimeg and ¢verybody was ready, except-

they w T

g William George Bunter.  Bunier,
when they looked for him, was dis-
covercd in bed, Capparenily  with no

intention of turning out.

“Mind, I'tm vealy ill,” said Bunler,
“ Fair' not - Eamnonng,
rather not go back 1o school, you know.
I faney T've canghta chill. I’ ve got a
teneh_of pnenmonia in my leg.”

“0h erikey t"”

“I'm-nat-the fellows to slack in bed
if there’s nothing the malter wills me,
az yon fellows kpow.™

“Ha alp 1"

“0h, veally, Cherry ! Well, vou see
how it stands™ spid Bunter. 1 can't
1-}11.{31—51 really can’t! I ean’t even
got up.”

“ Pooy old Bunter T said Bob Cherrey,
“If yvonlre really 400 weak (o et oul
of bed, Bunter—

“Yoe old chap?”

“We'll tip over the Led.”

“Wha'a-tTV

“ATF hands on c'h:c'h 1" sald Bols

“Ha, ha, hat"

“1 suv, you fellows, leggo that bed !

I"Iu_mp“

< Ow !
rolled on the floor.
Oh” erikey! I'say—yaroaop! T say,
van’t get dressed, mnd—-—“ harrer von
going to do wilh that pillow, Srnithy,
you beast?"

“Wallop you 411, vou're dressed !

41 tell vom T 1[1-—~1. arool ! VPear-
fully ‘illt I ean "t—yarooh! 1 roean,
I'm going to gol’ dressed ! Beadis!
¥ah! Rottorl Sleppit ! 1'm dressing,
am’t 11" velled Buniter.

Billy Bunter formnd that he was able
to dress, after all. Yo' fact, hie dressed
qm’r{: r|rm:]:.|1. Iil ak he was, he seemed

Wowd" roarced Bunter, as he
1 say,-you beasis!

s = —

BLUSHING, T

‘momey hack |

. el

lonr-bag |-

_utut ecause 1'd.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

I Your Editor iz always pleased to

hear f=om "his readers,  Write to

him. E-itor. of the MAGMET, The

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4,

‘paper?

COME INTO THE OFFICE, ||
BOYS AND GIRLS! ||

: NE of the many letters I have
received thiis” week ‘comies from
Albery Riehings -(Stoncham).

Albert tells me that he is seven years

old, and “mldem if lic ix the youngest

reader of the Magxer, I ﬂun‘t think
there are many readers younger than
you, chum, anyway. Nevertheless,
vou write an excellent letler l"uJ. your
age, and if I'm any judee, yoi've rot

‘a great future aheéad of you. I hope

you will be a reader of the Maswer

for many years o come!

The next letter comes from W, J.
Kidd (Lancs), who tells me how
eagerly he looks forward to reading
the MAGNET ovor ¥ Saturday morning.
This particular chum has a ® grouse,”
however. * Why not put the illustra-
tions in the AGXET opposzite the
reading matter they depict ?” lie asks.
I'm afraid this conld not Le done,
chum, for obvious reasons. When
Mr. Frank Richards writes a Grey-
friars yvarn, he doesn’t interest him-
self particularly in the illnstrative
side of it, or ot what intervals pas-

sages for #Hllustvatious should be
“ml..vd' i Were he to do this, he
wonld, naturally enough, rather Tose

interest in the ]hlﬂf “Yon must ve-
member that the “making-up ™ of
paper is an art in itself. Whatever
would thé old paper look like, for
istonee, if there were fwo llustra-
tions facing each other and then a
egap of anbout tm”Ppages, or all the

illnstrations in the frst Lalf of the
As o matter of faet, your
complaint brings to my mind an inei-
dent that happencd only a weck or
two back. A lad boarded a bus on
which I was a passengrer, As soon os
he had settled himself comfortably in
his seat, out came a copy of the
Maswer. What the lad did first, was
to glance through ihe paper, look at
all the illustrations, read the descri ip-
tive matter underncath each picture,
and then commence reading the school
gtory. When _1 pick up a 1mp+:-r L do
likewise, and I think most people do
the same. Nao, cliunt, I do net think
your complaint quite holds water.
Still, as you say yourself, there’s no
paper to equal the Macxer for quality
—=s0 why worry?

About next m:{:L'a sltory? I Enow
FOU are all anxions h’} l-.mm =0 I am
m‘unnrr to that now [

“BUNTER THE HYPNOTIST '™

Founds goad, doesn’t it 2 Tt is good,
too, you ean take it from me! Power
is n thing that has never yet come
Bunter’s '1-‘-"1-:, Wiih power in lhis
hands he wvisualizes himself in {he

position of dictalor—able to make his

schoolfellows jump to his bidding.
And whoat wonderful prospeets this
promiscs for a fellow like Bunter—a
free feed hove and a loan there ! Andd
the sceret of 16 all ‘can be obtained

for- tho price of a few coppers!
Tangh?  You'll be tickled 1o death
when you read this ammsing and
amazine  yarn in next Satuvday’s
Magwer. You cammot afford-to miss

it—it's {The seream of the week! As
for the shorter featuresz in this.issue
—well, fhat goes without saying- -

they're oood !
YOUR EDITOR.

”:itn-u," Belf- l:!nnut.-[n'umea:, 'err
Toreasonable
Complete Couras Bie.  Details—
L. A BTEBBING, 26, Dean Boad, Lendon, H.W.L

to vecover aulliciently o pack awaxy a
remarkably good breakfast. Ile seemed
nnwilling to start from the vancho, -but
the zight of Tlerbert Vernon-Bmith life-
mng hiz righi boot zecmed lo bhanizh his
u'n‘.u[hngmm- and hao stacked,

“"Beasia ! he yapped, as he leok -his
seat 1 the buckboard,

Bt there was a box of candy in he
hlequti and DLunler toolk comfort.

The - L-u-.*Lhu'Lln:l volled awax; ithe
juniors rade with it. and Bill rode with
{1y t]mum* 1o roe thom as far as Pack-
siddle—" riding herd * over the Grey-
frinrs pariy for the lazi thme.

(.mc"lldnt' guivls, and the roar of six-
g ﬂu.,d in tho air zave ithem o send
off from.the I{mlung Cavuse outlit,

At Packsaddle they said- good-bye fo
Bill, wheo ﬁlung their Jhands in inrn
with a wring that bade fair to wring
them off. . And Andy Jones” hael: eolled
away with ﬂl:!f‘lu Eua Praivie Bend.

The next mmnmg 1hr‘~t woeroe on the

Fears, wofe, cured o

il
1rice: 6
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cars, and as the train pulled out, ey
locked back on the ecow country thes
were leaving.,  And then DBeby Cherey
gave a sndden shont:

“Halle, halle, halla !

“Th Kid1” exelaimed
Wharion, .

They waved and shonied af the Liorse-
man, who rode in the grass by the rail-
roacl . nﬂch—llaudﬂmnt, sunbnent, in
goatskin chaps, and a sietson hal en-
circled by silver nuggets. And the Kid,
pulling 1 the hlack nazaled n'm-'m-
waved his stetson, and shonted 3

“ Adios,; homlires

“ Good- Fn i, Iud' :

The I~.Lrj grimming  cheerly, waved,
and {he btmftl:-u.:- feHows waved b dek.
The frain ushed on, and the 15 was
lost fo sighi.  The cars boomed . an,
L.ﬁinm'*'”m i'llulfh of 1ho Hﬂt‘[lu
swiftly on {H¢ lonk jenrnes to haoie,
aned Croifrinis,

TIHE FENXI).

Warry

AN,
lu1|'|:;|-- Mbnnls

Forf. Gange, 1938 Catalogus, ‘h[h S Laivin uu:l & J~.=~E]I ":m't Sdmil Hly I.N '.
Ay 1-:-.||:|r-HIL|||r WY 11:-—]:.1:f|1.mr11 fe TﬂWJ;IhL'I:Lﬂ {IFT 8.0, mval

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE"

Semd a stamp and vou will learn how to rid .'lutll*-{‘]i ol shich
e |n1rlf. affliciion. free of charge.

J. TEMPLE. Specialist, ** Pnl.':l.:':a ].{-a-tlrm P
s, 37 NCirs. )

GHNET,
London, F C .

TALL

‘l!'m.u Haight im;-rf'r,ﬂ-r::l in 12 akaws ol II-I.‘-'I‘H""h
woallarunory Cndds @-5 jus. L gadned 4 1_;|.‘<
{gnr"mrrr-tt gafe, 5 Full Colltse 5 G =
J. B, m'l:I-RI.I:"H" 1'.‘."3#1191].:&1-:15 I..-u::i.l.'ldn:nE ﬂ' 5!'

When

anwtr!n: hdva‘rhmment: Please Mentign This

Pn.p-:n
11/6!58



For Molly Birchemall’s

Sake!

An Amusing and Amazing School’ Story
of Jack Jolly & Co., of St. Sam's,

By DICKY NUGENT

“We shall have to
put on our beat mannera
for Miss Molly t "

Frank Fearless, of
the Fourth Form at 5t.
mam’z, mede that re-
mark ; and Jolly and
Merry and Bright ex-
pressed their agreement
with & harty * Yes,
rather !

It was Wedncaday—a
hall-hollerday at 5t
Sam’s—and the heroes
of thae Fourth had as-
sembulled at the school
boathouse. It waa a hot
«lay, and in the bathing-
pool mearby many St
am's fellows were dia-
porting themselves in
ithe water, But Jack
Jolly & Co. had ether
plana,  They propeosed
1 pole & punt to a
pleasant  place where
they could partake of &
peaceful picknick.

They had invited
Noctor Birchemall's

charming  Jdawter o

join them in their outing,
and Miss Molly had con-
sented to join.

Fearless glanced at
his watch rather
anxiously.

* Time's getting short,”
he samd. “*I hope she
won't be long,™

** Here she comes,”
anid Jack Joly, at that
moment. Then his joy
gave place to a wissle
of dismay. " Few |
I.-t:n‘r&.]whﬁ'g Ehh her ! :;

[ e i 1. LE) zis
Merry and Briglt. e

Frank Fearless' jow
dropped.

s | wonder why
she's bringing the oid
josEer here 7 ' he
mermered,

Fearleas did not have
to speckulate long on
that point. octor
Birchemall explained

hia presence as soon as

he reached ihe landing-

stage.
“Good-afternoon,

R
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roign over him !

o,

.

to a picknick up the
river, s0 I have come
along to look alter her,”

“0h croms!t™

“Personally, I am
not partickularly partial
to picknicks,” went on
the Heaad, with a leer,
“I prefer to do my
eating indoors if I am
ziveri the choice. But
1 am willing on this
cccasion to eat in the
open for Misa Molly's
sake !

* Oh crikey 1™

The echums of the
Fowrth locked at each
other in sheer dismay.

“Iv's awiully kind of
vou amd all that, sie,”’

sawd Jack Jolly. °° But

Jolly,” grinned Doctor
EBivchemall, who was
dressed for the oceasion
in a spotless pair of white
flannel  trowsis. et §
have qguite reconciled
myself to it now.”

AMiss  Molly, whose
shapely hrow was
slitely puckered, fossed
her pretty head.

“ You shouldn’t have
trubbled to come,
pop,” s=ha trilled. *1
am sure your time Is
much too valuable to be
wasted n picknicks on
the river,”

“It's  quite  true
what yon say. my
dear,” replied Doctor
Birchemall. * But valu-

OLD-STYLE
REVIVES

SCRAP
MEMORIES

Wingate Recalls

The rare and refresh-
ing prospect of a sloggeing
match brought a huge
crowd to the old fiphting-
ground behind the chapel
after school last Tnesday.
Bulstrode and Ruseell,
the principals, had agreed
to settlea a difference in
the timehonowred way
without troubling abonut
aloves, sml everyhody
was very excited about
it. ‘What tha difference
wag nohody linew, but
Hulstrode oowl Hossell
=zemed full of loathing
for each other and there
was avery ohanea of a
ory battie belore henour
wag satixfiod.

The arvangenent was
snppascd to bo a seeret,
shared only by Bulstrode
aml Russell, their re-
spective  seconds, Dol
~over major and Ogpilvy,
and Lond  Manleverer,
who had been asked to
=#a oy play and gener-
ally act a3 AL and heacd
roGlk and bottle-washer,
But the esecret leaked
vut, as secrets do. When
Bulstrades amwl Huz=ell
arrived at the hattleficld,
. waa to find half the
~i:lmocl eheady in aitend-
anve with  mewoomers
eradl troekline in 2tepdily,

all. Somebody
might  be  dam-
taged. Bulstrode
and Russell
asguredd Maouly
that they fnlly

Stirring Times

Preliminaries took up
qit'llli‘{! & long time. Mauly
shied o
He protested that he had

a barefist al¥air,
and that he didn’t
agres with it at

intended to dan:-
age each other as
muaeh ad they
could, which made
Mauly sl less
enthusiastic,
Eventually, on
obtaining «
guarantce {rom
the seconds that
they wonld sep.
arate  the  pan
whenever Manly
gave the wopd, he con-
sented to give it a trial
Next & oring was formed
surd et last the two
serappers faced up to
each other,

We shonld like to be
abla to follow 1lus up
with & vivid aecount of
the fight, But it ean’t
ba done for an cxcellent

TENR0N.

e

o zoonar had Bul.
strade punched Russell
on the nose and Russell
punched Bulstrode on
the chin than there ywas
a commotion m fhe
erowd end Winﬁam ap-
EE“]HL And the next

lows the principals re-
ecetverd wore at the roar—
from Wingate's ashplant.

-

little at first. :
tend at that moment ;

not been told that it was | amld

Needlezs to say, the
affnicr emme to a sudden

Bulstroda and

dis-

Russzell
gusted that they didn't
even arrange for a fur.
ther meeting in the pym
undor propor yulea.
Laier, in his study,
Wingate admitted to a

wora B

“Greyiviars  Herald ®
reporter that in a way
he would have liked 10
let the sevap po on for
;o ditile while just (o soe
fwhat happenead.

S —

“It wouldn't have
done really, of course,”
he gaid, " Bare
knuckles are {rowned on
nowadays, and quite
rightly, too. All the
same, fellows used to
fight without glovea in
the old days, and it
didn't seem to do them
mueh harm.

“When I was o kid in
the Second, there was a
regular cpidemicof blood-
thirsty  bare-fist  fights
behind the chapel. I saw
ong mysell that lasted
& good quarter of an
hour witheut a single
hreak. Twoe  Filth
Formers they wero -—
Thompson major and
Pettigrew. They must
lave been pretty tough
specimens, for although
they slopmed each other
all that time, they both
looked as fresh as paint
the following day !

“(On another oression
an Upper Fourth man
gave o Shell chap such o
battering that he had to
bo carricd awnay on a
streteher.  Evon so, the
Shell shap turned up in
hia place in the IForm.
a0 next I'!'-'E:Il:'ﬁil'lg-'—
looking rather the worso
bor wear, bub quute cheery
about it !

hreat days P Sl on
the whole, I 1hinlk s
just as well they changed,
Chiner ean be manly with.
ot being brutal abou
it, after all!™

Onite a philozopher ar
vimes, e bl Wingado !

“Yo-cm gir 1™

The Head’'s hawk-
like ayea fixed on the
hamper that stood on
the lending-stage.

“I sincerely Thoap
you have brought enuff
grub to go round,” he
gaicd, with a frown.

““ All gereno, sirl"
sighed Fearless. ' We've
brought enuff for =
duzzen. &o if wo eat
anuff for six beiween us,
there ought to be just
sufishant left to satiafy
you !

“Ha, ha, he 1 "

“Well, then, let us
make a start,” said the
Head, discreetly ignoring
Frank's pointed remark.
“ Beeing that I am the
oldest, I will step in
first. 1 musat take eare
not to soil my trowsis.™

With theso words, the
Head carefully stepped
down into the punt and
sought out the most com.-
fortable seat

While he was doing so,
Jack Jolly, who had been
cazimge  across ot (he

& sudden byanewave.

With eres gleeming,
tho kaptin of the Fourth
flitted away from the
boathguse and hurried
acrosa to Tubby DBarrell,
of tha-Fourth, whe waa
standing on the edge of
the bathirg-peol in his
swimming costume, re.
flecktively! gazing finto
thos water as though un.
decided  whether to
plunge in or not.

To wisper something
in Tabby's ear was the
work of & moment. Then
Jolly returned to the
landing-stage, loocking o
little move optimisticl.

Doctor Rirchernall had
settled limzelf down
amongst ihe cushiona to
hig =atisfaction at last.

* This will do for me,
my boys,” he grinned.
“ Molly, iy dear !t It's
your turn to stop in!”

* Right you are, pop I

Dut bedpre Molly Bir.
chemall had time to set
her daiunty foot in the

bathiug.pool and a grate
mountain of water raced
towards the hoathousa !
Thers was no timo to
do anything in this
amazing crigis.  Long
hotfore anvone could go
to the reskew, the tidal

wave Came crashing
agamsi the side of the
river and poured a grate
torrent of water over the
punt in which the Head
wag sifting !

punt, 8 very serprizing
thing happened.

Crash ! Bang ! Wallop

—

HAVE YOU GOT AN
INFERIORITY COMPLEX?

Asks TOM

1's very important to
find out whether or not
o have an Inferiorily
‘ornplex.

An Inferiority Comn.
plex, in case you don't
know it, ia3 a lack of
seli.contidence  brought
about by the feeling that
voure not half so good
as other fellows., If yon
huve one, the hest Lhing
13 to get rid of it. To
da this, yvon have to sce
a Pzyoho-analyst. It's
no cood asking me what
a D'sycho.analvst i3 be.
canze I haven't found
out mysell yet, Frobably
e zets rid of your
Infovigrity Complex with
a Ay-swatter ; but don't
takn thia as authentie !

The first thing to do.
anyway, is to tind oub if
vour pee sufiering from
the wretched  thing,
Afier studying lots of

E magazing articles on the

snpnet, T have deviged

BROWN

a test to cnable Remove
chaps to ceteet it easily.
Here it iz, All that
you have fo do s,
anawer all of the follow-
ing questions with a
sienightiornard  * yeg ™
or ** no™

1. When Quelech calls
on you to eonstrue, do
you hold on fe your
desk Jor support 1.

2. Wehen vou are in
the lod_Jcld and the
spectatatd vell “Cateh)®
do yon nsuelly let the
ball slip© through  your
fingers §

J. Dy vou blugh to the
roote of e hamwr and
stannmer b inavticulate
aomiels on meeting girls
irom Cliff House School §

4, If o prefect ta
you wih 7 }.gl? -
mmute, zid!” do you

turn dewdly white and

swov im your trachks 1
5, On hearing eatealls

from  willage ﬁn_\'s, LTy

you cvinge and hopa for
an carthquaka to give
them something else but
yourself to think about ?
6. o you often shoot
peas at prefects from a
zecrgb hiding-place
7. When the Hend
tella the school " I want
tomake a personal appeal
to every boy——-" do
your knees knock and
beads of perspiration
stand out on your brow 7
8. Do you gnash your
tecth with shame when
you have io introduce
ﬂtlm:i jellows 1o your
onla ?
Fﬂ]f’ the answer to the
abovo questions is ** yea"
four thnes or meore, you
een bank on it that vou
are auflering from a bad
dosa of Inferiority Com.

lex, Rush off and pet
th swalied at onew !

H vou answer *“yea ™
only two times, thers's
Bope for you yot.

[ you answer “no’
eight times, you're not
laying fuir ?

That will be all shout
vour Infeviorily Com.
plex this week,

(And nexd weed, foo,
armd a goad maiiy ek
aftcr that '— Tl

bovs!™ he  grinmed. | wo wouldn't dreem of | able or not, I am quite | bathing.nool, gave a low Swldenly, with a roar “ Ow.ow-ow ! My
“ My dawter, Miss |spoiling your afterncon | willing to waste it for (wissle . espritly eeeking | like thunder, a tremen- | trowsis ! ¥

Melly, tells me that ! for vou” your gake, Yseverythiog §some * . for getiing ri:i dous tidal wave appeared | It was a wild shreck

vou have inviied her “Oh, that'a all right, | ready, boys 1" of the xiead, he had had | fvom the divection of the { from Doctor Birchemell

—a shreek of despair.

Asa the tidal wave
rushed on, the Head was
reveeled afill seated in
the punt, but looking
more ke a drowned rat
then a headmaster of
Ht. Sam’a!

he
cried, In  hart-broken
axxents. ' My brand
new white flannel frow-
sig I Look at "em ! Thoy
will never be the same
apain !

“Wera they 2 wvery
expensive pair, eirt'’
asked Jolly.

* Expensive T Ishould
think they were!"

“ My " trotvsis ! ™

groaped the Head, “They
cost me seven-and-six-
anice at n jumble sale,
nd now they are dam-
midged almost beyond
repeir !

“ It'a hard cheoese, sir,

and no mistake,” said
Fearleza with a wink at
hispala. I sepposze yon
won't e able ta come
to the picknick now, sir?*?

" Imipossibald, Ienr-
lese—rquite impossibul, 1
foar,” oanswered  the
Hesd decidedly. T am
aorry Lo disoppoint yon.”

“Dh, don't mention
it, sir 17

* I am sure pop won't
mind me going on my
own,' tinkled Miss Molly,
with a szly smile at her
father. “Will  you,

n -?. LR
o Oh, all right, then 1™
growled the Head., And
he climbed back on to the
landing-stage and gal-
loped away at top speed
in the direction of 5t
Sam's,

While Fearless and

Merry and Bright wers
efiting oul’ another punt
%rnm the boathouse, Jolly
hopped ncross to tha
bathing-paol. Therse he
found Tubby aplashing
about in the water.

* Thanks awfully for
helping us, Tubby,"” ha
E‘inn . "Your high
ive did just what I

fromps ™ ;

him  go.

axxept a small cash
gift in reckernition of

YOUR EDITOR CALLING

“Why don't you get'a new lot of mopsaterat  aske
an anonymous reader, ineletter I have justmc'eiw_'rl.
* In my opinion,” he adde, “the Greyiriars masters
nre & [frowsty, old-foshioned set of frumps whe
viaght to have been
iy tip and get rid of
Rather a tall order for & Bemove chep, what |

naioned off yearsago. Toke

eml **

Fditor of the * Ureylviars

ds a lot of power; but his power does
not extend to deciding the fate of the beaks that

In any case, T am not altogether sure that 1
* would be willing to take my corres

dent’s Lip and

get rid of them even if it did lie in my power!

Taken as & whole, the masters at Grey fiiars
do admittedly lag a little behind the times. |
decling to go all the way with my reader in
ealling them a ** frowsty, old-fashioned set ol
but when 1 consider Pront.
Capper, Queleh, and Twigg, for instanee, )
can hardly deny that thay are of a somewhat
anfiquo vintage.

But is_that any reason for getting rid of
them * I wery much doubt it !

Old-fashioned as they may be, they posresa
solid virtnes that wounld probably be lacking
in the 1838 breed.
new ideas in education and they have a deep
distruat of introeducing fancy subjects jnio
the curriculum — and they don't believe in
making lessons a light-hearted rag.
they insist om sticking to tho old subjeets,
they do nat least teach them {horoughly.
And many quite brainy people still %
that thia is better than merely dipping
wider range of modein subjects !

From the point of view of personal comfort.
I should much prefor a breezy, up-to-dato
master to Quolehy. It would be an agrecable
chango to be taught by a chap who called us
by our Christian names and Jivened up the
lesson with frequent jokes and wisecrocks, and
perhaps an oeccasional cinema film. But in
fairness to Quelehy, I must admit that he
does got results which he could herdly hope
to attain by the new methods.

Apart from which, strange aa it may scem, J
like Quelchy !
eay tho same.
A good many fellows in other
Forms feel the same about their own beaks.

They frown a little on

But il

believe

inta a

Moat of the Remove wounld
Wa should be sorry to see

my correspondent for

his suggeation, I can have no hand in getting
a new lot of masters at Greylriara to replace

thought 1t wounld do. RBa, whils thankin
It made a proper tidal

wave and it fnirly soaked

the Head's (Irowsis!|the existing staff.
Would wvou care to

Meet you all again next weelr, chums !

DICK RAKE,

vour signal service t "

“No, thanks, old
chap!”™ was Tubhy's
reply. 1t was a plea.

sure to do it—for Molly
Birchemall'g =sake 1 ™7

Since joining an organisation known a8 the
Blueshirta Hiking Club, Peter Todd has had
threo of his shirta changed to the club colonr.
His loyalty is such that he is willing to
*“(dye* for the causel

S

of aches and ailments,

repair !
from  morn
seemingly endless

passes in  and

their Forme.moastoras to

be treated for some
accident of ndisposition.

4 entevigininz  joh.

GREYFRIARS FROM

16. From the Housekeeper’s Sanctum
By MRS.

The Greylriara that I see
mosh of the time 13 & Greylinars

nlnthing and gocks in need of

till mpight a
Procession

of my little room. Iiven while
classes are on, I get o mamber
who have heen szent to me by

thicir temperatwre taken or to
Lnor

I supposa thero are many folk
nho would nat lack on nane as
Fiat )

—

KEBBLE

et quito a Job of quict amuse.
ment ont of it myself, Being
reaponsible for the emergeney
elothing repairs brings mo into
touch with tho biggest senpe-
graces of the school, and many's
the lawgh I've had over their
mishaps and misadventares,
My most frequent visitors nre
Third and Second Form bovs,
It's a rave thing indeed for a
day to pasa without Tubb and
Bolter and Nugent minor ansd
Bunter minor locking in for
somaething or other. Removo
hova call less often.  They havo
peachied the poo when it i loakad
bom g8 rather childish to haunt

torn

ried

have

FRESH ANGLES |

the housckeeper's room. Upper
Fourth and Shell boys 1 see
more rarely still. As for ihe
big fellow of” the Fifth and
Sixth—well, I deelaro it's auite
an event to have oune of them
come fo seo me |

It's all & matter of custom.
liko 8o many other thinga st
Greyfriare. [ think they all
lilke me juat the same, and some.
times 1 fancy that the older
bovs would be glad to call
for a gossip with me and to
tense my cat like they used 1o
do when they wers in the lower
Forms—if they could de i
without loss of prestipe !

T still look on them &all with
tho gama affecrion, anyhow-——-
young or old. And it gives n
a lot of satizizetion 1o Enoew
ithat my long houra of wark Jdo
someihing 1o the health and
happineea  of the Loya ol
Greyviriars,



