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DRIVEN FROM PILLAR TO POST—HUNTED BY THE LAW AND BY THE MEN THEY USED TO CALL FRIENDS

€ ECKON we're  outlaws now, you
fellers!” muttersd . Kid rne, his
handsome face dark and-sombre.

“But we ain't cattle”thieves, nor
ever will be,” said big Dan Oak quietly.

“T'll stand for raiding Hardfist Hall,” put in
Tom Redway, giving his stetson a tilty ““but
that’s all. The pesky marshal drove us out-
side the law, an’ I guess he deservgs all he
gets coming to him.” N R

The . OQutlawed Three stood outside a rough
shack built high up in the Mesa Mountains of
Arizona, A blazing sun poured down heat into
the rocky gulch where the Jadson gang®had
their lair.

The previous night, Kid, Red, and Dan had
helped the Jadsons to rustle a herd of cattle
from -the ranch owned by Hardfist Hall,
marshal of Bullwhacker. Hardfist was their
enemy—the man who had made them outlaws
—and- the three pards had been glad to get in
a blow against the rascally marshal. But to
ride with the Jadson gang in all their lawless
raids, to join a bunch of cutthroats who killed
and plundered—that went against the grain
with Red and Dan.

“I got to ride with the Jadsons!” said
the Kid stubbornly. “When Hardfist
you’uns in the calaboose at Bullwhacker, and a
Iynch mob howling for your blood, Jad stood
by me, and helped me get you out—and I said
then that I'd be his man, and ride with him as
far as a sheriff’s rope! And I got to keep my
word.” . .

“ But—" muttered Red.

“ Aw, can it!” snapped the Kid. “T guess I'm
going to speak to Jad!”

He strode across to where the leader of the
Jadson gang sat on a boulder. Jad looked
up at him, a grim smile on his scarred face.
He laid down the rifle he was cleaning, and, as
if by accident, shifted his gun-belt a little,
bringing the butt of his Colt a little nearer to
his grasp. The Kid noted the action, and he
smiled sourly.

“You won’t want your gun, Jad!” he said.
“I'm your man, and standing to your orders
so long as you hold me to the word I gave
you. Seeing as I saved your life last night,
when Doc Baker shot your cayuse, and Hard-
fist’s riders nearly cinched you, I reckoned you
might-—"

“Forget it!” snapped Jadson.

“It’s your say-so!” said the Kid gquietly. “I
ain’t never broke my word yet, and 1 ain’t

oing o begin by breaking it to the man that
ﬁelped me get my side-kickers out of gaol!l
I'm your man, Jad, so long as you want me.
But Dan and Red—they ain’t standing for it,
and I don’t waut them to, neither. Tt sure
will hit me hard to part with them—but that’s
what I got to do if I ride with your bunch,

. Jad. I’m staying—but they’re going.”

“Forget it!” repeated Jad.

The Kid's eyes smouldered. But he kept
cool. He loathed this man—the most ruthless
and savage outcast in all Arizona—a man

wanted by the law for a dozen killings. The
mere sight of Jad’s evil, scarred face got the
Kid’s goat. But Jad had stood by him to

save Dan and Red from the lynch mob, and
the Kid had to remember that.

“I don’t rightly get you, Jad!” said the Kid.
“You got no call to keep Dan Oak and Tom
Redway here agin their will. They ain’t
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promised you nothing and they're free to
ride wherr they want.”

Jad shrugged his brawny shoulders.

The other Jadsons, who had been idly sprawl-
ing, were on their feet now. They exchanged
glances, as if_scenting trouble in the air. Bull
Jadson and Hank Jadson moved off towards
the shack where Dan and Red were standing.
Pike and Wolf Jadson, the other two, drew a
little nearer to their leader, sitting on the rocky

- boulder. “Jad’s evil eyes were fixed on the

Kid. - . R .
“I guess I said forget it, Kid Byrne!” said
Jad slowly. “No guy ain’t riding out ofjmy
buneh without my leave. I guess I want you.”

Kid Byrie breathed hard. .

“Tt won’t do, Jad!” he said. “I'm telling
youy Dan and Red have got to quit. I'm your
man, Jad, so long as you treat e white; hut
T'm saying right out that if you aim to keep
Dan and Red here, Pm agin you, tooth and
toenail!”’ o e mae m

Jad laughed harshly. : .

“You want me to_let them ride? And I
guess. they’d~be” scooping’ the ‘gold out of the
big strike you'vé made some“%xere up in the
mesa! Forget it.” s 1

Kid Byrne started. For the first time it
flashed into his mind that Jad had other
motives, of which he had known nothing, for
getting the Rojo boys into his bunch. The
Kid’s jaw set squarely, and a glitter came into
his eyes. .

“That strike in the mesa ain’t nothm% to
do_with you, Jad!” he said evenly. “That
strike was made on old Sam Oak’s land—the
mine that was lost for forty years after his
father found it. It belongs to old Sam, who’s
lying wounded now at Doc Baker's at Parks-
ville—and when he gets on his feet agin, he’s
going to have it—us bein'% outlaws won’'t make
no difference to that! The lost mine of the
mesa is our secret, Jad, not yours.”

“You locoed young gink!” said Jad, with
savage scorn. — Did you figure that I roped
you into my bunch jest to ride and shoot?
Once youw'd rode with the Jadson gang you'd
never get on the right side of the law agin—
and I'll tell you that’s what I aimed for. That
gold mine belongs to us—and I guess you’ll
stand in with the rest of the bunch.=

The Kid almost choked. _ ’

“So that was the game?”’ he muttered
thickly. “While I was keeping my word to

you, Jad, you was playing it low-down on me—
stringing me along thataway! Why, you
ﬁzen polecat, I'll see you strung up by Hardfist

all afore T'll let you put a paw on old Sam’s
mine. And now you’ve shown your teeth, you
pesky piecan, I take back my word—you can’t
keep me in your gang against my will 1”2

The Kid's hand dropped on the gun in his
belt as he rapped out the angry words. He
was ready for Jad to draw.

But he was not ready for what came. Even
as he dropped his hand to his gun, Pike and
Wolf Jad§011 whipped out their Colts and
covered him. - On either side of the Kid, the
muzzles of their six-guns almost touched him.

“Stick ’em up, you!” barked Pike.

The Kid’s fingers closed almost convulsively
on the butt of his gun. .

But he did not pull. He would have been
riddled with lead before it left his holster, and
he knew it. Jad, not troubling to touch a
weapon, grinneds

“You pizen skunk!” choked the Kid. “ You
had this fixed ready after what I said to you
last night about quitting—"

“You said it!” agreed Jad coolly. “Hands
up, Kid Byrne, or you get yours sudden!”

Slowly the Kid's hands went up over his
stetson.

He looked round towards the shack. Bull
and Hank had acted as promptly as the others.
Their Colts covered Dan and Red. -

With their hands up; the two boys stepped
out of the shack. Jad Jadson rose to his feet
with a grim laugh. He stepped to one after
another of the three Rojo boys and disarmed
them. The Kid's face was white with rage.
He had kept faith with the scarred outlaw—
for this! The treacherous rascal had been
deceiving him all along! 2

“I guess you're going to point out the gold
strike, Kid!” said Jad. “Hardfist Hall ain’t
getting his claws on it—but I’ll say that Jad
Jadson is!” .

- “Never!” breathed the Kid. “ You doggoned
thief, you double-crossing pizen polécat, fill me
with lead, if you like, but you ain’t gettin

a-word from me, no more than Hardfist Hall.”

“You got another guess coming!” grinned
Jad. “Fix them up, fellers, and stick them in
the shack. "I guess they’ll talk when I want.”

With strong rawhide rope, Kid and Dan and
Red were bound, hand and foot, and pitched
into the shack by the grinning Jadsons. While
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the outlaws were preparing for the cattle drive
into Mexico, the Rojo boys lay there, bound
and helpless, as the sun went down on the
mesa. ;

ITH the dark the Jadsons were gone.

‘;‘/ Dan and Kid and Red lay in the

shack,  staring out at the glimmer

of the camp-fire flickering against
the dark rocks, gleaming on the tumbling
stream; listening to the trampling and grunt-
ing of the stolen herd, driven away by
mountain paths.

Only one of the gang remained in charge
of the camp and the prisoners—Bull Jadson,
sitting’ on a log by the camp-fire, smoking
and yawning.

The sounds of the cattle-drive died away
into silence. Jad and his men were gone.
It was likely to be a couple of days before
they camec. back, after getting rid of the
rustled cows. And then—

Kid Byrne gritted his teeth in helpless
rage as he thought of it. He knew the ways
of the Jadsons. They would not stand on
ceremony in wringing a secret of gold from
their prisoners.

And there was no help—no escape!

Bull Jadson rose at last, knocked out his
pipe, and stepped towards the shack. He
was going to turn into his blankets, but he
was going to give the prisoners the once-
over first, though he knew that they were
safe. He leaned into the shack, groping
over the knotted rawhide.

“I guess you'uns will keep,” grinned the
ruffian.

“You ain’t letting us loose for eats?’’ mut-
tered the Kid. .

On the earthen floor stood a large can of
water, and beside it lay a hunk of Mexican
maize bread. That was the rough fare of
the prisoners—and by that time they would
have been glad of it. But Bull grinned
and shook his head.

- “1 guess I ain’t risking it none,” he
answered. “Jad would sure be plumb mad
if he came back and found you had skipped.”

And, bhaving satisfied himself that the
knotted rawhide was safe, Bull left the shack.

With “grim faces the Rojo boys watched
him roll in his blanket, his feet to the fire.
The day had been blazing; but night was
cold in the Arizona uplands. In a few
minutes Bull was sleeping; though he slept
Iike a cougar, ready to wake at a sound.

Kid and Dan strained at the rawhide.
Red sat motionless with wrinkled brow. Dan
gave it up at last, sweating and panting.
He rolled over, dipped in the open top of
the can, and drank.

The Kid lay watching the sleeping outlaw
by the fire with burning eyes. None of them
thought of sleep. Red stirred at last.

“I reckon that bulldozer is fast asleep,”
whispered the youngest of the Rojo boys, in
the faintest of whispers.

“Sure !”

Kid glanced curiously at his friend. Some-
thing was working in Red’s mind. Red
moved, and drank from the water in the
open can as Dan had done. Kid did not
trouble about it. In his rage and bitterness
he seemed indifferent to hunger and thirst.
“ But he stared as Red, squatting by the can,
plunged his bound wrists into the water.

“I guess it hurts a few, Red,” muttered
the Kid.

He figured that Red was seeking to relicve
the pain in his wrists, caused by the cruel
grip of the knotted rawhide.
© “Quiet, Kid !” breathed Red. “I guess that

. hombre ain’t hard to wake.”

Even Bull Jadson, the Xid reckoned,
would not have cared if he had seen Red
relieve the pain in his bound wrists by hold-
ing them in the water. But he said no more.
He lay quiet, with his own black and bitter
thoughts. Red sat silent and motionless, his
hands under water.

Dan Oak fell into an uneasy doze at last.
The Kid’s thoughts began to grow dimmer
as the night grew old. But Red’s eyes were
open and unwinking, and every mow and
then he strained silently at the rawhide.

“By the great horn spoon!” he breathed.
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The Kid raised his head.

“Quiet I”” breathed Red. “It’s a cinch,
Kid! It's a cinch! But quiet!”

“Y don’t get vou,” muttered the Kid, in
amazement. “What——"

Red grinned.

“Ain’t you never knowed a rawhide rope
stretch when it was wet, Kid?” he whispered.

Kid Byrne's heart gave a great bound.
With stcady paticnce Red had sat there
for hours, with his hands steeped in the chill
.of the water. It was a chance—a slim
chance. Red had not banked on it, but he
had hoped. And  his hope was coming
round. 5
- Dan had caught the whispering, and sat
~up. Both the elder boys fixed their eyes on
Red, dim in the shadows. They scarcely
breathed. Once free of their bonds—— The
Kid’s cyes danced at that thought.

Red drew his hands from the water.

The perspiration started out on his brow
as he strained at-his wrists; and the wet
rawhide gave.

A long, long effort that cost Red the exer-
tion of every ounce of his strength—and his
hands slipped free. The knotted rawhide
dropped, and Red fubbed his chafed wrists.

It was some time before Red could use
his numbed fingers. Then he rolled over to
Dan and started to work on the rawhide

“SINK ME——!”

e
e

==
r— T gl e s o
' There you are, you silly mutt. I told you
that we were past the mouth of the Thames !’

knots at his wrists. In ten minutes Dan
Oak’s hands were free, and he rolled over to
the Kid, and began to unknot his bonds.

No sound or movement came from Bull
Jadson, fast asleep in his blanket by the
dying fire. But far off in the east there
was an almost imperceptible paling of the
dark. Dawn was coming. With sunrise
the ruffian would stir.

‘With feverish energy the Rojo boys worked
at the knotted ropes on their legs. - They
were free at last. Had the Kid had’ a
weapon, he would have stepped out and
called Bull Jadson to account on the spot.
But he had no weapon; and there was a six-
gun in the outlaw’s belt, close to his hand
as he slept.

“We got to beat it without that bulldozer
getting wise,”” breathed the Kid. “He will
sure throw lead aé the first sound.”

He stepped silently from the shack, Dan
and Red following after him. Up from the
east came a glimmer over the summits of the
hills. Their way lay down the guleh, and
they had to pass within a dozen feet of the
outlaw slumbering by the smouldering embers
of the fire. With. beating hearts they trod
softly.

" Chink !

"Red’s foot struck a loose fragment of rock.
and it rolled and clinked. The sound was
slight, but it was enough to wake the outlaw.
Bull Jadson’s blanket rolled back, and
his head was lifted. The three boys stopped.
their hearts almost ceasing to beat. They
were not six yards from him, and if he
looked in their ‘direcfion—

_ . Silently the Kid stooped and gripped the

jagged fragment on which Red’s foot had
struck. ‘They saw the outlaw glance round.
He gave a convulsive start as he spotted
three half-crouching figures against the.pale
glimmer of dawn, and then he was on his
feet in a split second, his hand on his gun.

Up went the Kid’s arm. The fragment of
rock whizzed through the air like a bullet,
and crashed . into the bearded face of the
outlaw. : :

With a yell, his gun half-drawn, the burly
ruffian staggered back, blood streaming from
his face, and fell on his blanket.

“Burn the wind!” panted the Kid.
_Like startled antelopes the Rojo boys fled
down the rocky gulch. Behind them they
heard the enraged roar of the rustler. Bull

Jadson scrambled to his feet, tugging at his:@ -

gun.

Hot lead spattered on the rocks round the
Rojo boys as they ran. But they had a start,
and they vanished among the rocky boulders
down the gulch, while Bull Jadson, spitting
oaths, loosed off shot after shot,

ARDFIST HALL scowled in the bright
sunrise.
In the great canyon of the mesa,
through which "the Rio Roi'o rolled
down to the plain, the marshal of Bullwhacker
and his men were camped. Under his stetson
the marshal’s head was bandaged—it still
throbbed from the blow the Kid had dealt
him in the night raid on the Hall Ranch.

For a whole day he had ridden the wild trails
in the mesa, with a dozen punchers from his
ranch, armed to the teeth, in secarch of the
Jadson gang and the stolen steers—and still
more keenly in search of the Rojo boys.

At night the outfit had camped in the
canyon, after a day of weary and futile trail-
ing, and now a new day had dawned, and
Hardfist was figuring whether it was worth
while to ride longer in quest of the elusive
rustlers or whether to send his- men back to
the ranch and ride for Bullwhacker. He hated
to give up the trail, and he had a hunch
that, as the first gleam of the sun came up
over the mesa, he had heard an echo of dis-
tant firing, somewhere in the hills—which
might, or might not, be a clue to the gang he
was hunting.

His men were still in_their blankets, the

" tethered horses sleeping in the grass by the

water, when Bill Hall strode out of the camp,
his keen eyes scarching the high, rugged sides
of the great canyon.

“By the great horn spoon !’ breathed Hall
suddenly.

On a ridge of rock, up the rugged slopes of -
the canyonside, a figure appeared in the sun-
rise—a slim figure that the marshal knew.

Kid Byrne looked small in the distance—but
the marshal knew him, and his eyes gleamed.
Standing on the ridge, the Kid was looking
up the rugged slope—not down towards the
marshal. He looked like a man who feared
pursuit—watching for a pursuer.

Bill Hall half-drew the gun—but paused and
watched. As if satisfied, the Kid waved his
arm in sign to others, and two more figures
clambered over the rocky ridge. The marshal
knew them—Dan Oak and Red.

He side-stepped into the cover of a pine and
watched. He could see that none of the three
was armed, and he gave a savage grin of
satisfaction as he noted it. With a gun in his
hand, the three cowboys were at his mercy.

They clambered over the ridge and dropped
on the other side, disappearing from his eyes.
Instantly the marshal was hurrying on.

He sighted them again., Kid Byrne was
moving ahead—Dan following him, and help-
ing Red, who was clearly the weariest of the
weary threec. They were winding among the
rocks, hcading down towards the river,
apparently with the intention of crossing it
to put it between themselves and pursuit.,
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hBill Hall quickened pace, closing in on the
ree.

His hard, black-bearded face was merciless,
Under his gun, if they gave in, he would drive
them back to his camp—to be gaoled again in
the calaboose at Bullwhacker, there to choose
between the rope of Judge Lynch or revealing
the secret of the Jost goldmine of the mesa.
But if they gave trouble—the slightest spot
of trouble—his gun would talk. One of them
would be enougi to tell the secret !

Burly and heavy as he was, the marshal of
Bullwhacker was used to trails, and he trod
lightly. As yet, the Rojo eowboys had not
heard him or seen him. Bui the Kid’s keen
glance, sweeping back for a sign of Bull
Jadson, suddenly picked up the stetson on the
bandaged head, the hard, black-bearded face
under it. He gave a sharp cry of surprise.
Dan and Red looked back. He was seen now
and Bill Hall leaped forward at a rapid run,

his gun half-raised,
" Crack! S

From higher up the rugged canyon came
the roar of a gun, and the stetson spun on
the marshal’s bandaged head.

He gave a yell of surprise and spun round,
glaring for his enemy.

The shot did not come from the Rojo cow-
boys—they were unarmed, and ahead of the
marshal, near the river. It came from high
up the canyon behind, and it flashed into Bill
Hall’s mind that it came from the unseen
pursuer of the three. The gun roared again,
and a bullet gashed along the marshal’s tanned,
bearded cheek.

His lips snarled over his gritted teeth; his
finger was on the trigger of his Coli. But he
saw nothing but rock and pine and trickling
water. He knew he must be clear to the view
of the man high up in the rocks, but of the
marksman himself he had no glimpse.

Twice the gun roared again, and Hardfist
Hall bounded back. One bullet grazed his
shoulder—the other clipped his ear as he
leaped. He panted with rage.

He had no chance. He had to break away
or be riddled with lead by the gunman he could
not see. He .leaped away among the rocks,
running for his life, and as he ran, Bull Jadson
stood up among .the boulders, high up the
hillside, and pumped bullets after him. Lead
crashed on the rocks and spattered round the
running marshal of Bullwhacker. Winding
and dodging like a coyote he ran, and vanished
down the canyon like a hunted deer.

Not till he was in sight of his camp did the
marshal of Bullwhacker pause to take breath
and stare back with burning eyes. He had
escaped—but three gashes from the bullets bled
red on his face and shoulder. He was not
pursued—he reckoned that the Jadson had gone
on after the Rojo boys. He panted and panted
for breath, mad with rage, as he tramped
on to his camp-~to call his men to the trail
of Bull Jadson.

6 UICK !” panted the Kid.

He grabbed Red by one arm—Dan
had him by the other. They plunged
into the waters of the Rojo. For

the moment, as they sighted the black-bearded
face of the marshal of Bullwhacker in the
distance, the Rojo boys had reckoned that all
was lost.” They had escaped one enemy to
fall to another. Then came the burst of firing
from the high rocks, and Bill Hall van. And
they panted on’ breathlessly to the river—
saved from that sudden danger by the des-
perado who was pursuing them.

It was a respite, though a brief one. Once
across the river, the Kid knew of the safest
hide-out in all Arizona~—the cave of the secret
goldmine, hidden from all eyes by the screcen
of falling water in the arroyo. Minutes, even
seconds, were precious now, The marshal of
Bullwhacker was gone—and Bull Jadson had
been delayed in his pursuit.

They plunged recklessly into the rushing
waters of the Rojo at a place where it was
possible to ford the mountain stream neck-
deep. Red’s feet did not touch bottom, but
his comrades supported him on either side.

There was a_sudden splash in the water, a
foot from the Kid’s head. He flashed round
& glance, as the report of a Colt rolled on

“ You dirty, pizen pelecat !’ grated Kid, his hand dropping to his gun-butt.

me in your gang against my wiil ! **

¢ You can’t keep

But before he could draw, two of the Jadson gang were a$

sither side of him, their levelled Colts almost touching him!

the air. Bull Jadsen, still high up in the
rocks, had sighted them in the water, and he
was shooting. The Kid spotted the brawny
outlaw, black against the suniise, the six-gun
in his hand spitting smoke and flame

Splash, splash! came again. There was a
sharp cry from Dan Oak, and a crimson
tinge floated down the rushing water.

“Dan !” panted Red.

“Jest a scratch—get on!”’ snapped Dan.

“You'uns get on and let me ‘go!” gasped
Red. “I guess—"

“Can it, you!” barked the Kid.

Splash, splash! The outlaw was throwing
lead fast. It seemed a miracle t0 .the Kid
that he found himself alive at the farther
bank, and dragged Red out of the water.

Dan“followed, the blood running down
his arm from a gash where a bullet had cut
the skin. The -six-gun roared again, and a
bullet chipped rock at their feet as they
clambered up the bank.

But they hunted cover now; the great
boulders, wildly strewn, hid them as they
struggled on up the rugged, western side of
the Rojo canyon.

The Kid panted with relief as he led the
way into the narrow, steep arroyo, down
which the torrent came tumbling in a series
of cascades.

High up that steep ravine was the hidden
cave of the gold-mine; and if they could
reach it unseen they were saved.

*Burn the wind1” hissed the Kid.

But the way was steep—their limbs were
weary., Haste, haste, was what was needed,
with every second precious; but the ascent of
the arroyo, by the rugged, rocky bank of
the tumbling torrent, was slow. It seemed an
age to the Kid before they reached the spot,
half-way up the ravine, where the waterfall
roared down in sheets of water and spray and
foam.

Looking at it, the Kid would never have
guessed, any more than his comrades, that a
deep cave was hidden in the rock behind
the sheet of falling water. But he knew—
and he did not hesitate a moment.

Lower down the arroyo, behind them,
trampling boots rang on the rocks. Bull
Jadson was closs on their tracks, and at any
second he might come into sight, and the
six-gun would roar again, at close range.
Only the winding course of the mountain
torrent had saved them, so far. Kid Byrne
gripped Red by the arm.

“FKollow on, Dan!” he panted.

“You bet!?

It secemed like death to Dan and Red, to
plunge into the roar of the falling torrent,

sweeping madly down the steep ravime to join
the Rojo in the canyon below. But. they
knew what the Kid kunew, and. they trusted
to_his guidance. . )

Deafened by the roaring water, blinded by
the spray, Kid Byrne ducked under the edge
of the torrent and plunged on, dragging Red
—and Dan Oak followed, with shut teeth.

For a long moment they were blind and
deaf in a cauldron of foaming waters; the
next, they were through, standing on the
rocky shelf by the pool in the cavern, in a
deep twilight.

Drenched to the skin, panting for breath,
they peered about them in the gloom, the
thundering torrent, falling past the mouth of
the cave, only a few feet from them.

Dan Oak drew a deep, quivering breath.

“And this iz the place, Kid?”’ he muitered.

“Sure! This is where I picked up the
nugget, and found the workings left by old
Sam’s father forty years ago!” said the Kid.
“I guess it will come home to old Sam, even
if Hardfist Hall gets us three and strings us
up, as he aims to do.”

“He won’t get us easy!” said Red. “T’'ll
say Hardfist won’t spot this hide-out if he
hunts till the cows come home. ”

“You said it} agreed the Kid.

Crack! came the roar of a six-gun close ag
hand. Bull Jadson was tramping on the
rocky bank, where two or three minutes ago
the Rojo boys had been standing. They had
only been in time, and they wondered, with
throbbing hearts, whether they had been in
fime:

If the pursuing rustler had been near
enough to see them plunge under the falling
water, he might guess—he would guess.
They had had to take the chance of that.

Had the bullet come through the sereen of
falling water, it would have told that he
knew. But it was not fired into the cave.
The rustler was loosing off a random shot up
the arroyo. So near was he, that they could
hear his heavy boots grinding on the rocks;

but the trampling footsteps passed on,
clambering higher up the ravine. He did not
know {

The Outlawed Three waited and listened.
With their ears accustomed to the roar of the
torrent, other sounds came g¢lear. Minutes—
long minutes of anxiety—passed, and then
came the sound of heavy, trampling boots
again, Bull Jadson was coming back down
the steep arroyo.

They heard him halt on the rocky bank
beside the foot of the watcrfall. Somewhere

(Continued on back page.)
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With beaung neart the young tramp suddenly
started to creep closer, gripping his stick
tightly.

But scame!v had. he.moved when .the other
men 10tumed Over the wall they carm
with the ' same silent speed as _they had
depmtedl-‘ Ouly. this" time they brought3some-

thing with them-<something \\1a)ped
unhdll\ in 4 blankit that lay in one’ of” the
men’s aily a.p.d . as - the felloiv dropped 1o
the gfox Pefer caught- the sound of &
faintg “w Hnm)exmg cry. It “was instantly
stifled, yet it® tOlLl him all b wanted to know.

Thosc men Wwete kidnappers;” and the cap-
tive in the blanket was a child!

with a bang! He realised now that

he should have .raised the alarm

earlier. Howevér, this was no time for
vain ‘regreti It was up to him to make
aménfs.,

Out ot the davhness he sprang, just as the
men‘th)ml riheir ‘small'victim into the car.
Thi @ on hiin, “tog_late.

dek' ! v Twolsizzling blox\‘ of
¢ wall:‘clhibers senseless.
did Peter lash ont
stout ash-

PETFR GREVILLE went into action then

Andso “efith
that*#he W3eHnd
plant. He snortec v; casg=the mscless
stimp’ TRwar, ¥ ~Then - ho’elnmmed into  the
thdd mafr'-—*the (der of “the¥-gang.
Utterly "suy 1 by the smashingattack,
the “fellow Lifd shrank Dack' helplessly as his
ctmft‘(le)ate\ \\en"hmt-l own. But now, as

Pe hmlcd‘ forward, * the + man
re ’ “snarl. Llued steel
gli There’ camé *a ~sadden

d

jet of ﬂwmo foﬂo“ ed by ‘a deafening  report.

% (Ro-osh 1

‘Peter reeled-in- his stride.
happened to his ribs=ihey - were on fire ! A
wave of ‘agony tove: through- him.

“But instead of dropping him in his tracks,
ound - aont»lum berserk.

You scum !” he gritted, and;
tigerishly,. grahbing the‘ man’s gun
a s(;‘mnd 1c>;)01t-snattored the shl!n S

(Next ., moment the “pair. were hvl\tmg like
fiendas :

’lhc cmoL
i f

pounced
stoa

o, and as
,aud boot
\pmg, ung " Peter
-of «sayage.’ punish
menf he “rcnchcd the kidnapper’s gun away,
ithe ni&n _sthggerigg , with gvhleiv. to
v.r EThénTiwithyall | bedf,y he un-
hosked: a last rlghtrum)mcut and - that was
that !
Cra-ck!

W ax’ stpong,

‘ne man went down flat on his

Something had-

TIME WILL TELL!

““@arn! Your hands are dirtier tnan mine ! 7

|°“”V\Iel! e two years older than you, ain‘t

back, falling with arms outsiretched. and face
upturned.

Peter -bent over him, nunmagcd his pocket
until he fouid:a box of matches. ~ He striick
one, and pevwd at the féllow’s lean feafurps.

“Y kpnew it! I thought I recognis ed"'yd'u,.
Ferguson, you rat!” Peter burst out.”

And ihcu as the mateh “died away, there,
i the rain-swept darkncss, with three s
less crooks sprawled out. amdnd him, he' flung
back his head and laughed and laughedtill
the tcars ran downs his face.

Blgod was: str eaming from his bullet wound,
too, but he never ‘even noticed it.

\Vu\ in “his- hands, ‘was “I17 Oh, gosh!
But I've given him - the lust ‘twisting he
gurgled weakly.

And Peter was stifl fauguuug when iwo o
Lord Cleaver's gamekeepers, “attracted by the
shots, came 1u<hmg down the lane.

By the” {imé] young “Ureville® had told, his
story,” he was in"a"%thte of collapse fh!;ough
1o ‘.,Df blodd : and. exhanstion. "Nor did” he'
fully rLgo\ \is fuculties until two days latex
when he ‘tevived safliciently ‘to discover, th'n
he was an ln\a,hd and an nouuuxed guut in
Lord Cleaver’s countz_y mansion.

Naturally the attempled kidnapping of his

lordship’s son and heir had been splashed in
all the newspapers, and Peter, babbling. in.
delirium, had given away his own zderr*xtv
Almost- the first person lic recognised was his
fathér, old Cedric, whe had een sent for
immediately by Lord Cleatver.

Quite -a~ happy ° reconciliation = followed.
Nevertheless;, old Cedric -could not shake off
his erustiness—or maybe he - clung to it just
to disguise his real feelings.

“Well, Peter, my lad, you've done some-
thipg at la:.t to make me ploud of you ! he
growled., 'lhough don’t run away thh the
idea that you!ve acted the shrewd man 's part
in tiis affair, If voi'd been really. shrewd,
my -son, youw'd have gone for help at once,
instead of waiting fo tackle those three
fellows by yourself, and getting two vibs
broken by a bullet. But 7—at last the old
man’s expression g‘enuindx softened—* but,
shrewd -or not, son, youw've at last pm\ed
jourself a man, You’ ll come home again
3 h me as soon as you're fit to travel, and—
fid*maybe wé can seitlo do;wn to the old
e3’ togcthcx atest,”
but wait !” smiled Lord Cleayer, <vho
“Tiv business ‘sofiids very dfy
Greville—too dry for - such a
son. ., J-cdn do with a

~Mr.
youlg-man as siur
Youllg man. my’ Solf of erit ‘and characfer. In

to_m

f'\ct, I've ale d\ made, np’ my mind to” oftér
Péter the p of .my perennal secretary.”
‘Pete, white-faced and; thin, chuckled.
““Thanks, both of yoir; but after -what Dve
been through’ for the ‘past months, T<den't
think the ‘prospect of any sort of Sffice “joh
would intepest me, if you "don’t mind’ my
::a\‘mg'q As a mattex of fact, I'se’ haen
‘thinking tf:nnga over while' I've been lying

here, and I know the sort of job I'd‘like to
got, 1 W are’ willing to help me, -~ T;% ~mt
o go to the Army.-. V\ﬂl you help- ‘mé get

an “officer’s comnusq n

“It took -a'“]ot.".of *persuasion  before Lord.
leaver 3 IZLt\r.s father saw thn}gs > in
Petel: ight, *but, “true’ to *their word ‘in the

g
2-4

nd, they. helped him, and got ~him his
COmn\lb:lOn
After that Peter never looked: pack. ko

vose to Be 4 major, and when he rélifed the
authorities - decided he ' was still too fine @
man to leave in idleness, *And a good “job
m_@) “did, ‘say I, for he’s now the best boss a |
man ever had.

‘How do I know?
governor. of  Blackmoor
governor there still.

Angther grund yarn from Warder Strong
next week—the story of an amazing friendship
that put @ crook oy the straight path and an
honest man behind nrison bars !

Because they made him
Prizon, and ‘he’s
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THE OQUTLAWED THREE!

(Continued from page 151}

there, he knew, they were hiding—he knew
that they could not be far. He was nob ten
feet away; but the screen of falling water
was between, and of the seeret cave he knew
and *u=1)60ted nothing. But would he guess
when, he had scarched among the rocks and
found no trace of them?

His rough, savage voice came to their ears
growling oaths.  He was beaten and pc1~
plexed, but not dreaming, for a moment, of
giving up the hunt.

He darved not face Jad Jadson, when the
gang-leader came back from the Mexican
border, and tell him tirat the prisoners had
escaped, and with them the secret of the lost
mine.

Then suddenly came another sound—
another voice rvinging up the ravine—a voiwce
wh<isg hard, metallic tones the Rojo boys knew
wel

“The marshal [ breathed Kid.

“Hands up, Jadson!”’ came the shout of
the marshal of Bullwhacker. “We got you
covered, you lobo-wolf! Hands up, or you
get yoms!

The boys heard a roar of rage. from. Bull
Jadson, mmediately followed by the crack of
& gun. He had not known, any more than

ithe Rojo boys, that the marshal’s ouifit was
camped down the Rojo canyon; ho
reckoned, as they had reckoned, that the last
had been secn of Elardfst, when he ran fron:
tho whizzing bullets. But Bull Jadson knew
better now, as the ravine below him swarmed
with avmed wen~-grim-faced punchers, with
lifted revolvers in thewr grip.

They bhad him cowergd, but surrender was
not in the ruffian’s {houghts—surrender to a
rope !

He threw up his reyolver and fired, even
as the marshal of Bullwhacker shouted—and
there was a roar from a dozen six-guns.
Silent, white-faced, the Rojo boys heard a
heavy fall on the rocks—a trampling of feet
as the Hall outfit rushed up; a groan and
a curse from the wounded rustler as the
grasp of mapy hands closed on him. They
heard the voice of Hardfist Hall again.

“That’s Bull Jadson, and 1 guess we
cinched him!  You doggoned cow thief, ¥
gob the musks of yowr lead on me; but I'll
tell all Arzona you won't throw lead agini
Tote him along. you ‘uns! I guess there’s a
coctonv\ood down in the canyon that will suit
kim fnel”

Another groan—a gasping curse—a tramp-
ling of feet—as the captured rustler was
dragged away down the ravine.

The sounds died away, and onls

the boem

of the falling waters sounded in the ears of
the boys hidden in the river-cave.

They peered at one anpther in the gloom—
silent. ~ The same thought was in all their
minds—Bull Jadson, if he suspected their
hide-out; would never find it now, and would
never tell what he suspected !

Bull Jadson, shot-up by the Hall punchers,
dragged away to the mncarest tree, had gone
to the sudden end of his savage life-trail,

Outlawed and hunted, the Rolo boys were
safe in their hid&out—-\\vhex'c they trod with
a golden fortune under their feet.

Under cover of another night, the Jadson
gang rode back from the Mexican border to
their lair in the mesa; but Jad looked
in vain for his prisoners, ‘and in vain for the
man he had left to guard them.

It was not for two or three days that he
learned what had become of Bull Jadson—
and he learned it when, in the Rojo canyon,
he camne to a figure that swung in the wind
from a rope on the branch of a cottonwood!

Kid, Dan and Red have escaped their pur-
suers—hut next ueel» they carry the war irto
their enemies’® mmp ! " Read hoiww Kid Byrae,
disguised as a Mexican, goes after the veward
that Bardfist Holl has placed on the heads of
the Outlawed Three !
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