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Pecos in a Paddy !

MOKE was rising from the tin ehim-
S ney of the lonely stockman’s hut
Tt was tie blur
roy smoke against a blue sky
that frst located the hut to the Rio Kid’s

at Cactus Creek.
of

eves as le came trotting up the bank
of the creek. [t was a welcome sight to
the Kid. He had ridden twenty milea
that morning, from the Ber-T ranch to
that out-lying range at the foot of the
Mesquite sierra, and he figured that he
was regdy for his beans.

Two men of the Bar-T vutft, Yuma
Bill and Pecos, were in charge of the
Cactus Creel range, with three hundred
cows to look after. The Kid was on his
wav to relieve them. This was his first
duty since he had joined the Bar-T
outht ; and he knew that ib was because
Alex Blaels, the foreman. had a grouch
against him that he was sent on that
solitary duty alone. All the outfit knew
that two men were wanted on that
renge, and two men had always
been posted there. The Kid
was ordered to ride that vange
on his lonesoms ;
not grousing. Lonely trails wove
not new to the boy outlaw of
the Rio Grande. And he figured
that he could handle a herd of
three hundred cows.

Side-Kicker, after twenty miles ol
rugged prairie, was as fresh as paint.
The Kid rode up the bank of the creei
at a trot, his eyes sweeping the range
he was to ride for the next week. The
ereek flowed down from an opening i
the sierra, and there wag rich green pasture
on either side of it. Plenty of feed, and
good watering . for the herd, the XKid
reckoned ; it wasg a good range, so far as
that went. But they had told him in the
Bar-T bunkhouse that there were rustlers
in the Mesquite hills, and the Kid reckoned
that a rustler who knew his business
would find it as easy a8 pie to drive stray
cows off tltat range into the hills, with
only one man in charge. A galoot had
to shut his eyes sometimes ! That was a
rather troublesome thought to the Ifid.
The boss of the Bar-T had made the
forernan sign him on in the bunch, and the
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Kid did not want to begin by losing cows
for his boss. He wondered rather grimly
whether Alex Black wanfed him to lose
cows as an excuse for firing hiny.

He rode up to the hut with a clatter
of hoofs. A puncher appeared in the
doorway, with & con of heans in his hand.
He stared at the Kid.

The Kid jumped off Side-Kicker, and
burned the grey mustang into the corral
adjoining the hut. - The puncher watched
him inquiringly. The Kid walked up
to the doorway with jingling spurs.

“Qay, feller, what you happen to
want ?° drawled the man in the doorway.

“1 guess I've come to take over the
ronge,” explained the Kid. “ I'm a new
guy in the buneh : you can call me SBanta
Fe Smith. You Pecos or Yama ? ™

“Yyma Bill,” answered the puncher.
“ Pacos is on the range. Wade in and

feadt. T guess Peecos’ll be along.”
“ Tm swee ready for feed,” said the

Kil cheerfully, and he enteved the hut.

] Rustlers change their minds about the
bus be was- . poe. T cows when the Outlaw Kid is sent

to guard them.

There was a cheery smell of cooking.
There were beans and bacon and Hap-
jacks on the rusty iron stove.

“ Say, Mister Black ain’t sent one man,
and him a kid, to take over this range 7"
asked Yuma Bill as the Kid sat down on a
pinewood bench to feed.

“He sure hasl’ answered the Kid
“T guess Mister Black thinks such a
heap of me that he figures that 1 can do
two men’s work. T sure take that very
kind of Mister Black.”

Yuma grinned.

“ Yowll want to watch out,”” he said.
“ Alex Black will raise Cain, if you lose
cows, and L guess there's cow-thieves in
the hills. We done lost six cows last wesl.”

The Kid nodded. If two men on the
range had lost half a dozen cows, the
Kid figured that more ought tc be lost
with only one man riding range. He
guessed that Alex Black was wise to that,
too. It tooked to the Kid as if Mister

THE KID BUSTS UP THE RUSTLERS ROUND UP!

bhosg, in order to get back on the new
puncher that he disliked in the outfit.
The Kid was going to have a hard row
to hoe on the Cactus Creels range.
There was a clatter of hoofs outside,
a jingle of spurs, and the other range-

rider “tramped in. He stared at the
Kid.
“ That's Pecos.,” said Yuma Bill.

“ Say, Pecos, Alex Blaek bas sent this
guy to take over the range on his lone-
some.”’

Pecos grunted.

<1 gness Alex Black is Joco,” he said.
“They'll have hali the herd before the
weeld’s out, turned into heef to sell at the
railroad camps along to Sharpsville.”

T guess they’ll hear my guns talking,
feller, afore they get half the herd off
thiz range,’ said the Idid. “ T reckon,
if they cinch stray cows, it will be Mister
Black's fault, and not mine ; but they
won't get half the herd, nor yet a quarter.
And if T get a bead on any of them dmmed
rustlers, they’ll be powerful sorry for
horning in on this range.”

“ You sure got a big voice for a little
man !’ said Pecos with a snort, eyeing
the Kid. “How long is it since you said
good-bye to your schoolmarm ?

The Kid grinned.

The cowman had come in, in a bad
temper; that was clear. The Kid
figured that he had had trouble on the
tange, But the NWid was not going to
quarrel with a Bar-T man if he could
help it.

 Bay, what's
asked Yuma Bill.

Another snort from Pecos.

 There’s more cows gone ! ”* he snapped.
“1 jest been picking up the trail of a
smaill buneh, leading up into the hills.
I'll say it's time the marshal of Bed Dog
got a holt on them rustlevs.”

“ Ain’t you followed up the trail ?7
aslked the Kid.

Pecos gave him a glave.

“Did Alex Black send yow up here tc
teach meé to punch tows 77 he demanded
belligerently.

s Sure not |7 said the Kid pacifically.
< And T ain’t honing to teach you nothing,
feller. T guess I got plenty to learn my-

biting  you, Peeos 7

Blacl was willing to lose cows for his

self.”  Which was not duite correct, for
the Kid knew as mueh about cows
as any man in Texvas could have
told him.

“TH say you have
Pecos, “ancd 'l say that you
better learn not to shoot off
vour moutit permiscus ! 1 guess
Alex Black must be plumb loca
to send you up hyer. Jest plumb loco !
You'll lose the whole lLerd for the boas :
and I guess, if a rustler shows up. you’ll
holt the door and hide vowr edbeza under
the blankets in your hunk.”

“Say, you supre are spiiling n whole
jugful, feller,” drawled the Kid. * You
want to us? that big month of yourn for
packing away heans ! 7’

Yuma Bill grinnsd. Pecos made &
step towards the Kid, taking a grip on
the quirt he had brought into the shack
with him. '

* You asking for this hyer quirt ? > he
snapped. ‘I guess you won'b have to
ask more’'n once.” .

“ Aw, can it,” said the Kid. “ 1 ain’t
come up hyer to hunt trouble. I come
£0 take over the vange ; and Mister Black’s
orders is for you two guyd to ride back
to the raneh snd leave me to it. Pub
your quirt away, feller, and sit down to
wour fodder.”

Y Say. was Alex

satd

Blaclk full of tanglefoot
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when he gent you up liyer 2?7 demanded
Pecos. “I guess he must have been.
Ul say you'd be too plumb scared to
stick here on your lonesome.”

") ain’t easy scared,” smiled the Kid.
“ 1 ain’t a whole lot scared of an ornery
cowman blowing off his mouth permiscus,
and cavorting around with a quirt in his
paw. Not a whole lot.”

‘I sure said you wouldn't have to ask
more’n once !’ roared the angry cowman,
and he made a stride at the Kid, with
the quirt in the air.

Bang !

The Kid’s hand went to a gun more
swiftly than the eye could follow. There
was a puff of smoke from his hip and
Pecos started back with a well. e
stared blankly at the handle of the whip
that was grasped in his hand. The rest
of the quirt lay on the earthen floor.
The Kid’s bullet had cut it in two,

“ Carry me homse to die!” gasped the
Bar-T puncher. He stared at the guirt

like a man in a dream.
“Say, that guy can use a gun!”
extlaimed Yuma Bill. * Say., Pecos,

you don’t wanb to get to gun-play with
that little cuss, you surely do not.”

Pecos dropped the quirt, and his hand
strayed to a gun. The Kid smiled at
him over a lifted Colt.

“Don’t ! he said softly. -

And Pecos did not! e stared at the
Kid hard, withdrew his hand. from his
liolster, and sat on a bench at the table.
The Kid lolstered his gun and smiled
amiably.

A grin dawned slowly on the rugged
face of the Bar-T puncher.

“You can sure handle a gun,” he said.
* 1 pass it up to you! I guess I take
back what I said about you being scared.
You sure are a little man |7

And the three punchers ate together.
Betore the meal ended, the IKid was on
as friendly terms with the two range-
riders as with the rest of the bunch at
the Bav-1.

Running Down the Rustier !
g HE Rio Kid stood in the doorway

of the shack, ancd looked out
over the ‘sunny prairie. The
creek  winding down from the

hills, gleared and shone in. the sunlight ;
the high grass ~waved and glistened.
Southward, as {ar as the eye could reach,
stretched thie sea of rolling grass ; north-
ward, the Mesquite sierra Dbarred the

horvizon. It wus towards the sierts that
the INid's glance turned. If therc was
one thing that got the Kid’s goat more
than another, it was cow-stealing. All
over Texas, even in places where he had
never heei: seen, the hoy outlaw of the
Rio Grande had a wild reputation. There
were plenty of guys who woald not
have put it past the Rio Kid to drive cows.
But they did not know the Kid. Outlaw
he had been made, by no fault of his
own ; bub he was atill at heart, what be
had always bheen—a cowpuncher with all
a cowman’'s principles and prejudices.
Cow-stealing got the Kid’s goat, and got
it bad.

Now he had quitted the outlaw trail,
and hoped that he had quit for keeps.
It was sheer joy to the Kid to be riding
with a ranch outfit again; and the Bar-T
was as good a bunch as he ever wanted
to ride with, The boss was a good hoss,
and it made the Kid sore to think of
thieving rustlers running off Bar.T
cows. He was thinking as he stood
looking out over the sunlit prairie. Pecos
and Yuma Bill were packing their traps,
to hit the trail for the ranch. They
figured that Alex Black was a mosshead
to put one man in charge of the range ;
but orders were orders. The I{id, after
communing with himself for some time,
turned back into the shack.

“ Say, vouuns,” he said, “ you in a
hurry to hit the Bar-T ?”
¢ Net any,” answored Yuma Bill. 1

guess our time ain’t up here yet, only
if Alex Black says hit the trail, it's us
for the trail, I guess.”

¢ Sure,”’ assented the Kid. ** But Ive
been thinking about them cows. Pecos
allows he picked up the trail into the
hills. P'ra sure honing bto go gunning
after that bunch of cows, only the range
can't be left. Youwuus stop along the
range another day, and U'll sure gob after
them cows.”

“Worget it.”” said Pevos. 1 allow
you can handle » gun, Santa Fe! DBut
vou'll sure get shot up if yvu trail them
rustlers into the hills.”

“T guess I'll take a chance of that,”
said the Kid quietly.- *“ The boss is o
good boss to me, and I want to save him
his cows.”

Pecos gave a grunt.

“You ‘won't pick up nary u trail, after
you get inbo the hills,” he said. “ 1 done
Jost that trail and I guess you won t read
sign where I don’t read none.”

1 was sure reckoned bo be a good
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The Hid's gun crashed oui, and the bullying puncher juriped beck
with o yell ns his stock-whip was shot cleon in two !
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man st reading sign, once,” said the Kid
with a faint smile. ““T've sure got a
hunch I might trail home themn cows.
You mosey along, and point out where
they wasg lost. Alex Black sure won't
care a continental red cent whether you
kit the ranch to-night or to-morrow !™

“ That’s a cineh,” agreed Yuma Bill.

Pecos grunted again, but he nodded.

“ U mosey along, if Yuma will look
after the herd,” he said. “1 guess you
won't follow that trail no farther than 1
didd. But if you can pick up sign, I’ll
be powerful glad to follow them cows, and
zet to shooting with the scallywags what
lifted them.”

“1t’s a cinch,” said the [{id cheerily.

e called the grey mustang from the
corral and mounted. Pecos mounted his
pinto, and they rode away from the
gtockman’s hut together. They splashed
through the creek, and the horses stretehed
at a gallop across the plain. It was three
miles from the stockman’s hut that Pecos
pulled in his pinto, at the edge of rocky,
stony soil. .

“ L guess [ rode as far as this afore I
cams in to feed,” he said. “* This is where

T was let out, Santa Fe.” .
“ Mebbs I'll he let out, too,”’ said the
Kid., “ But I kinder guess I’ll take a

look-see.”
He dismotmted from the groy mustang,
and searched for gign. Pecos sat his horse,

watching him with a sarcastic grin. The
Bar-I' puncher figured that this kid

cowman had nothing to teach him about
picking up sign. He grinned as the Kid
moved, halt-stooping, searching the ground,
keen as a hawk, patient as an Apache.

At last he straightened up and waved
his hand to Pecos. .

“ What you got 17 shouted the puncher.
The Wid was o hundred yards irom the
spot where e waited.

“T guess [ got sign !
IKad.

“Aw, can it LY

Bub the Bar-T puncher rode on to join
the Kid, Side-Iicker trotting on of his
own aceord.  In a hollow of $he rocks was
a patch of alkali dust, and in the dust
was the print of a single hoof. Tt was s
single track of a single animal ; but it weas
enough to show that the cows had passes
that way.

“ Say, I guess yow've said it, Sante
Fe !l admitted Pecos.

“3ure ! assented the IKid.

tfe remounted Side-Kicker, and they
rode onn.  The way ran by a narrow, rocky

" 'yelled buck the

"
gulch, shut in by precipitous walls of
rocic, and sign was not wanted as a guide,
For a mile or movs the two punchers

now. :
rode. with hoofs clattering ou stoney
soil.  They rode out of the gulch upon a

high, barren upland, and there sign was
wanted again, for the stolen bu_noh
might have taken almost any direction.
Buvt s trampled juniper bush was enough
to tell the punchers which way the cows

had been driven.
1 guess this will take wus to the
Sharpsville trat sald Pevos, as they

rode on. ¢ They're building the railroad
along to Sharpsville, and 1 guess they
don’t look at the brand on a cow in the
railroad camps, Santa Te. They jest
buy beef cheap.” .

&1 packon ! sssenbed the Kid. He

{Cantinued on puye 358.
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A good greyhound can sprint at 35 miles an hour.

THE OUTLAW KID!

{Continued from page 339.)

had had experience before of what hap-
pened when a railroad was driven into
cow country. Every construction camp
was a centre of cow-stealing. Plenty of
eontractors looked only at the price.of a
steer, not at the brand on its hide.

The Kid glaneced up at the sky. The
sun weas sloping down in the west, but there
were hours left of daylight.

“ 1 guess,” said the Kid, * that we’'re
going to cinch that cow-thief, Pecos.
He’s heading them cows for the Sharps-
ville trail ; but he won’t drive them on
the open trail before dark. I guess-he
will keep in the hills till the sumn goes,
hombre.”

“You said it agreed Pecos. ‘I
guess there’s plenty cowmen ride that
trail, and if a guy saw a bunch of cows
with the Bar-T brand heading away
from the ranch, he would want to know.
That cow-thief will sure keep doggo till
dark.”

“ And I guess we'll sure be at his heels
before sundown,” said the Kid.

Peacos nodded, and they rode on.

There was little doubt that the rustler
was hitting for the Sharpsville trail, but
he might have struck it at any point, and
sign was wanted all the way to hit that
point. How the Kid picked up the sign,
Pecos, experienced plainsman as he was,
did not know. But “ Santa Fe Smith”
never failed, and slowly but surely they
rode on their way, while the sun sank
lower towards the mountains of New
Mexico. The XKid at last. drew .in his
mustang, and pointed with his quirt
towards a belt of tall chaparral that
bordered the Sharpsville trail.

“I guess we ain’t much farther to
look for that bunch,” he remarked.
“ They've sure hidden in that chaparral,
waiting for dark. T'll tell & man!”

“ You said it ! agreed Pecos.

The Kid's keen eyeg watched the dusky
chaparral. Pecos jingled his spurs im-
patiently.

“ et on !’ he snapped.

“Go slow, old-timer,”” said, the Kid.
“1 guess that rustler ain’t got his eyes
shut! 1 allow there’s somthin’ movin’
in them pecans .

“ Jest & cow, I reckon—aw, what you
at 27 roared the cowman, as the Kid
suddenly grasped him by the necit-scarf,
and dragged him from the saddle, falling
to the earth with him.

As they crashed on the hard soil, a
puft of smoke floated from the dusk of the
chaparral, followed by a whip-like crack.

The next instant the whizzing lead
whined over the punchers, as they
sprawled.

Gun Talk !

“ ~OVER ! 7 hissed the Kid.
(Jd He rolled behind a rock.
Pecos, dizzy from the sudden
fall, was -slower. A second
bullet from the chaparral spattered on the
stones within a foot of him, splashing
him with chips of rock. Then the cowman
hunted cover quick encugh.
“ Aw ! Carry me home to die !’ gasped
Pocos.
“ 71 guess that guy was watching us,

a few!” grinned the Kid. He called
softly to Side-Kicker, and the grey
mustang dropped by his side. The Kid

snatched his rifle from the leather secabbard
buekled to his saddle. He lay with the
rifie extended before him, watching the
distant bush, his eyes gleaming over the
barrel.

From the dusk of the thick secrubs,
white smoke streamed out ds another
shot came from the unseen marksman.
The crack of the rifle was followed by
the crash of a bullet on the rock behind
which the Rio Kid lay. Chips flew in the
air, and Pecos cursed as ome of them
struck him in the neeck.

Crack !

The Kid fired instantly. That jet
of white smoke from the chaparral was
enough for the Kid.
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A loud yell rang from the distance.

F¥rom the tangled thickets, a figure in
Stetson and chaps staggered out, drun-
kenly, trailing a rifle. For a second it
stood, swaying, and then crashed to the
earth.

“1 guess that guy has got his !” said
the Rio Kid. He leaped to his feet, and
in a flash was in the saddle and galloping
on. Pecos leaped on his pinto, and
followed.

The rustler did not stir as they passed
him. He lay where he had fallen, his
rifle by his side. The Kid gave him a
glanee, and rode on into the chaparral.
In the thickets was the trampled trail
of the stolen bunch, and a few minutes
later the punchers came on them—ten
cows with the Bar-T brand on their
hides, hidden in the scrubs,

“TH tell & man!” exclaimed Pecos,
“ We done got them cows,

in great glee.
Santa Fe !’
““ Bure ! . said the Kid.

Crecking quirts roused out the cows
from the scrub, and under the falling
gshadows, the two punchers drove them
back, by the long and weary way they
had come. -

By rugged, rocky canyon and arroyo,
the punchers drove on the bunch. The
stars of midnight were gleaming down
on the waters of the creek when they
got out of the hills, at last.

The cows were driven back to the
herd, on the pasture by the shallow
waters of the creek. Yuma Bill, a shadowy
figure on his broncho, came riding up,
cracking his quirt. He ran his eye over
the lumbering cows in the bright star-
light.

“By the great horned toad!’ he
ejaculated. ‘“ You dome run down that
rustler and got them cows back, Pecos.”

‘“ Forget it !’ answered Pecos, with a
chuckle. ““I pass it up to this kid,
Santa Fe. Tl tell all Texas he can sure
follow the blindest trail a rustler ever
left, and I guess them cows would have
been railroad beef to-morrow, if he hadn’t
humped in on this range. Yessir! TI'll
say Mister Black knew what he was about
when he sent that kid puncher to this
range.”’

The Kid smiled. .

* Say, you'uns, I guess you can leave
the herd to me, now, if you want,” he
said. “ Mister Black’s orders was that
you was to hit the ranch pronto!”

“Yowve said it!” agreed Yuma.

The two cowmen rode away to the
stoekman’'s hut to change horses in the
corral for their ride to the ranch. They
waved their Stetsons to the Kid as they
went, and he waved back cheerily.

The Kid rode on slowly round the
slumbering herd. Huge, dim forms
loomed in the grass; heavy breathing
came through the silence. The Rio Kid
had been in the saddle all day, but he
did not seem fatigued. Not while dark-
ness lagted did the Iid intend to close his
eyes on that lonely and far-flung range.

It was not till the stars were paling,
and there was a fresh breath of dawn on
the prairvie, that the Kid turned his
mustang at last towards the stockman’s
hut. He figured that he would get &
couple of hours in his blankets, and then
hot flapjacks and eoffee would set him
up for another day in the saddle. That
range surely, was not a one-man job;
but the Kid had taken it on, and he was
going to do his durndest. It was a matter
of pride with the Kid that not a single
cow should be lost from the herd that was
under his care.

He was thirty yards from the stock-
man’s hut, when a red flash gleamed in
the darkness, followed by another and
another.

At the first flash, the Kid was down
in the grass, Side-Kicker sprawling by
his side.

The Kid's teeth came together hard.

It was from the doorway of the stockman’s

hut that the three bullets had whizzed.
For a long minute, he lay in the thick
grass, watehing and listening. He honed
for his enemies to make a rush; the
walnut-butted guns were ready. Bub
they made no move.
He whispered a word to the grey mus-

tang, and Side-Kicker remained motion-
less. On his hands and knees, the Kid
crawled away through the high grass.

Double-crossed !

RACK ! Cracki )
Two more shots rang from the

dark doorway of the stockman’s

« -hut. The bullets tores through

the high grass. A muttering of husky
voices came on the wind.

The whizzing lead went nowhere near
the Kid, who was a score of yards frem
the spot where he had fallen with his
horse. Crawling wunseen ‘in the high
grass, he had reached the timber wall of
the eorral, which cast the blackest of
black shadows.

In the shadow of the wall, unseen, the
Kid rose to his feet, a six-gun in either
hand. Standing with his back to the
corral, hidden in blackness, he stared
towards the doorway of the hut, not ten
yards away. Three dim [aces peered
out of the hut, watching the starlit grass.
But the savage eyes under stubbly brows,
were not looking towards the Kid under
the corral wall. They were looking away
towards the spot where he had fallen
with his horse. The husky muttering came
to his ears.

“1 guess he’s got his, Rube! He
went down like a sack of alfalfa, and
his cayuse after him !’

“Youve said it, Hank ! muttered
another voice. * But we got to be plumb
careful with that guy, like Alex Blaek
allowed.”” |
I guess he’s got Black Alec

“Aw!
scared | [’ll fell a man, he's plugged for

keeps, this time.”
The speaker stepped out of the hut, a

burly figure in the dimness, and the
other two bush-whackers. reassured,

followed him.

The Kid smiled grimly.

He swung the walnut-butted guns to a
level, and stepped from the shadow of the
corral wall.

“Put em up !’

His voice rang suddenly, sharply.

There was a startled yell from the
three, and they spun round towards the
Rio Kid in amazement and alarm. The
puncher whom they had believed to be
lying riddled with lead in the grass,
thirty yards away, was standing within
six or seven feet of them, his guns covering
thém, his eyes gleaming over the levelled
guns. They glared at him, their jaws
dropping as they glared.

“Dog-gone you !’ roared Hank, and
his six-gun swung up, his finger on the
trigger.

Bang !

The Kid's gun roared on the instant.
Smoke and fire streamed in the dimness,
and the bushwhacker pitched over,
headlong into the grass. A fearful yell
awole the echoes of the prairie, and died
away into silence.

In the same Instant, there was a rush
of running feet, as the fallen man’s com-
panions tore away into the high grass.

Bang, bang!

The Rio Kid fivred after them as they
ran, grinning as he pulled trigger. Wild
yells from the fleeing bushwhackers
answered the ringing shots. The yelling
and the wild trampling of foet died away
in the distance,

The Rio Kid laughed. But there was
a grim ring to his laugh. Well he
knew that the cards were stacked against
him, and that while- he rode the Cactus
Creek range, he would ride with his life
in his hand. But the Bar.T foreman
had not got away with 1 yet, and the
Rio Kid was a bad man to crowd.

He whistled to Side-Kicker, and the
grey mustang came trotting up to the
hut.

“ Old hoss,” said the Kid, “ I guess you
and me are sure scheduled for a plumh
hot time on this hyer ronge. But I figure
that we’re pulling through.”

rustlers on  the
tonely range! Whai chance has the
Rio Iid of fighiing through ? See
next week’s gripping tale of this
amazing Boy Outlaw! It's Great!)

(Surrounded by
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RANGER DAN’S

Millionaire : ‘T started in
life without a pair of boots
to my feet, and mnow T've
millions.”

Boy : “ Love a duck, guv’nor,
who elesns them all 777

(A Grand Book has been
awarded to A. Hendry, 29, New
Street, Thornaby - on - Tees.
Yorks.)

*

* *

Urchin  {(after watching
golfers wvainly locking joy
lost ball): ** S'cusc me, sir.
but would it spoil your game
if 1 told you where the ball
is P’

(A Train Set has been
awarded to €. Baylis, 42,
Lickhill Road, Stourport.
fVorces.)

B *

*

“Hi!

in my

Farmer (to Tommy) :
What are you doing
pond ? ™

Tommy : “ I’ve been playing
cricket with your bull, and he
won the toss and put me in

' first.” )
(A Pair of Skates have been

RIZES FOR JOKES! IS YOUR NAME BELOW? 359

BULL'S-EYES!

7

silver tea-pot is «af the
bottom of the sea! ™’

{4  Warneford Tractor
Plane has been awarded to
E. Snook, 6%, Gladsione
Street, Swindon, Wilts.)

* *® *

Two steeplejacks were having
an argument as to who had
elimbed the highest.

Mr. Tall: “Twve been so
high that T had to hend down
to let the moon pass over me.”

Mr, Taller: “Did you see

the man in the moon 77

“Of course I did!”

“ Well, that was me!”

(A Tool Chest has been
awarded to A. Stewart, &,
Thornbury  Street,  Milifleld,
Sunderland.)

* 2 x
The sailory twas proudly

showing the old lady over
the Navy's latest destroyer.
* Yes, this ship omakes
over thirty iknots an hour,"”
le boasted. :
Y Good gracious,”’ gasped
the old lady. * And whe’s

awarded to E. Walker, 30, job is it to untie them «ll 2 7’
Keston Rodd, Tottenham, (A Grand Book has been
N. 17.) p awarded fo FE. Heloy, 2,
o * 3 § 8T § 5 8 5z 63 s § 3 ¢ 5 Nt S 4 3wned | GPEQAE Giap. Lvinghoe. Leighton
Club Bore (relating one of his ex- PRIZES FOR JOKES. Buzzard, # " ’ N
periences abroad): - Out there, of . . i " L 7,
tourse, every man carries e shooter. Ranger Dan’s asking for rip-snorting, Farm Hand : Crighton’s _cow  has

1 was out one night and came face to rib-bursting jokes.

He’s simply pining for

broken into our yard again. What shall

face with « tiger. Up came mg|’dm. So if you bave got a goed ome up)T do?” ’ ]
shooter—and what do yowu think ? *° | Your sleeve, send it along to him, together Sandy : ** Well, don’t stand there doing
Listener (wearily) @ * I know, you'd | With the coupon below filled in.  Post your nothing. Milk her and put her out!”

efforts to ** Ranger

forgotten your peas!’’
(A4 Combination HKnife has been
wwarded to L. E. Osborne. 20, Canning

No. 13, The RANGER, 5, Carmelite Street,
London, E.0.4 (Gomp.).

Dan’s Buil’s~eyes,’” | (A Table Tennis Set hasbeen awardgd to
A, Jordan, Chartridge Lodge C(Cottage,
Chesham, Bucks.) .

his

Road. High Pari. Southport.) % For jﬂges P“ﬁliisz‘e'—h in cotmehr’ * x =
anger an-—whose £CIslon  mus [ b e A R — .
. * * accepted as final—will preseni wonderfui l)'lT?tf".Zi’li’ i What effect las avinter
Mistress (to page boy): ** Jumes, you've %;;ﬁ; :g;;c%olﬁfsl‘ud&ccan}&i:i’oyt%m“c‘l%tb’ Willie : '+ Please, sir, the ice-cream

broken as much china this month as your
wages amount to. Now, how can

hrevent this surring again 77
we prevent this occurring again £ reennana
s

Page Boy: *‘ Tdon’t know, unless
you raise me wages.”

(A Wallet has been awarded to NAME ..............
F. Levell, 6, Granville Road.
Felixstowe, Suffolk.) ADDRESS

“ Is a thing losi
>

Cabin Boy:
when you know where if is
Skipper : ** No, you clornp ! 7’
Cabin Boy: * Well, your

Hawctascusassussuumosesncss

:‘ Ranger Dan’s Bull’s-eyes.”’

AN CmE e IDISUADUNNIOP A RIANNETEUCIDAGINAUNINACASRUT

man sells roast chestruts !’

(4 Gient Torch has been
awarded to F. Fisher, 13, Hood

S Street, Wallasey, Cheshire.)

* * #

“ I've a brother in Australia who
is a good player,” said a golfer as
he lifted a large chunk of turf.

“Well, dig away,” said his
partner in disgust, ** and you will
soon be beside him.”

(A Wallet has been awarded to
J. Williams, 34, Yore Hill, Ely,
Cambs.)

Hesssuosencusnonsnnsipannne
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I GUARAN Uivle 10
SAVE YCU POUNDS
on any type of Bicyele you requir
) Thousands of new machines in stock,

ALL MARKED DOWN
~ BY POUNDS.
Carrisge paid, on approval. FREL GIF1
Accessories,  Write for my mousier money-
saving Catalogue—it’s Free.

o Lfd.
19 THE WORLD'S LARGEST CVCLE DEALER, oep! E CGVENTR;!.
ik = !

s

Your Height increased in 14 days. or money back.
Amazing Course, ? Send STAMP NOW for Froe
Book. —STEBBING SYSTEM, 28, Dean
Road, LONDON, N.W.2.

BLUSHING

When Answering Advertisements Please Mention This Paper.

Shyness, ‘" Nerves,”’ Self-conscioasness cured
or money back! Complete Treatment, 5/-
Detalis, striking testimonials. Free.—L. A,
9 STEBBING, 23, Dean Road, LONDOH, N.W.2,

SPURPROOF TENTS. #odel o.

Made frow lightweight proofed materiai. Com-
plece with three-plece jointed poles, pegs, gny
tines, and brown valise, Weight 5 lbs,_ Size

6 ft. 6 ins, x 4 {1, 6 ins, x 3 {t. 6§ ins, %y

Witk 6 in, wall and 3 in. eave. 15/6

Acconunodates three boys, LR
Y % Special extra lightweight. Made from Egyptian
d L 18 Cotton. Same size. Weight 3% lbs. 18/6.
Send for besutiful illustrated Camping List, post free.

GEG. GROSE & CO. 8, NEW EBRIDGE STREIT, E.CA.
VYO SHORT PEOPLE.—TwordmarkableINustrated
Books which peoint the way to Increased .I{elght_
Improved Physique,and Better®Health. Sent privately.
. OARNE INSTITUTE, Lincoln Street, CARDIFF, S.W.
I promise you Robust Health, Doubled
B Strength, Stawmina, and Dashing Tnergy in
30 v_ldys or money back! My amazing d-in-1
Course adds 10 ins. to your muscillar
4t C1! th 2 ins, on Chest and 1 in, on Arms); also brings an Iron
?\Plvﬁ Orf)’!;]rcfé:c(gr—lrlf]-ccmz%l, YVirile Manhood, Personal Maguetism. Rurprise
your fricinds! Testiwuony FREE, or Somplete Course 5/-.—STEBBING

INSTITUTE (A), 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2.
d. (Abroad 1/-}, including Airpost, Bar.
80@ STAMPS FOR 6 bados, Old India, Nigeria, New South
Wales, (iold Coasi, etc.—W. A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Senurbridge
R R U R TR R R BN HTHRER R
All applications for Advertisement Space in this publication shouid
be addrsssed to the Advertisement Manager, The RANGER,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

A A IR T RO BTN




