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Hoss-sense saves
‘the Rio Kid from
a high dive into
eternity-—and
the hoss-~sense
comes from his
maustang.

In the Night!

HE Rio Kid woke

! suddenly.
He had been
dreaming of wild
old days on the outlaw
trail as he lay in his bunk
in the foreman’s cabin on
the Bar-T ranch. Outlaw
days were over for the
Kid now, though they
haunted his dreams. In
the busy days on the
ranch the new foreman
of the Bar-T had almost
forgotten that he had ever
been the outlaw of the

Rio Grande.

But * Santa Fe Smith,” foreman of the
Bar-T, had not forgotten the wary eaution

<z

and vigilance that had been second nature |-

with the Rio Kid. His eyes opened in
the darkness, and his ears were Intent
the instant he had awakened. The next
moment, as & faint crealt came from the
window shutter, he knew what had
awakened him.

The Kid sat up and reached for one of
the walnut-butted guns that lay by his
bedside, Iis eyes glinted in the gloom.
They were fixed on the wooden shutter
that covered the unglazed window, through
a chink or two of which came a glimmer of
the soft starlight of Texas. The shutter
creaked again and again, under a pressure
from without ; slight sounds that would
have disturbed few sleepers. A grim
smile flitted over the Kid's face in the
gléom, and he slipped quietly from his
bunk,

The shutter creaked again and slid
open, A shaft of starlight glimmered into
the cabin. The Kid, standing back against
the wall in deep shadow, gripped the butt
of his Colt and waited. It was easy for a
man to step in at the window, now that it
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was open, and the Kid waited for him to

step. :
The shutter slid wide open.

square of starlight a dark figure blocked the

In the
stars. But the midnight prowler did not
enter. An arm was thrust into the open-
ing and a revolver glimmered. It was
aimed directly at the bunk across the
room.

The Kid waited, tensely.

For a long minute the revolver remained
ab a level, but the trigger was not pulled.
The man was watching, listening. But
the dead silence reassured him. Sunddenly,
with an effect of thunder in the silence,
came the roar of the gix-gun.

Bang !

The bullet smashed into the bunk where
a few minutes before the Kid had been
sleeping. Bang, - hung, came fast and
furious ; bang again, and again. The man
at the window was emptying his six-gun
into the bunk—riddling the man who lay
there with bullets, as he figured. And the
Kid, grimly silent, waited till the six shots
had crashed out, splintering the bunk and
tearing through the blankets. The cabin
reeked with smoke and the smell of gun-
powder. A husky, savage voice followed
the rapid shooting.

THUNDER OF HOOFS—CRACKLE OF GUNS—THE RIO KID GETS HIS MAN!

ITILAW

jio/

1\

BREATHLESS ?—SURE! THRILLING?
—YOU BET!
BREATH AS YOU READ THIS
QUICK-FIRE , WESTERN YARN!

YOU’'LL CATCH YOUR

“1 guess youve got yours, Santa Fe
Smith, doggone you!”

From the distence came a shout. The
roar of the Colt had awakened the punchers
in the bunkhouse. The black figure at the
eabin window backed and the starlight
streamed in. And the Rio Kid, with a
light leap,.sprang through the window.

The man who had fired was running for
the gate, But he spun round with a
gasping curse as he heard the Kid behind
him. The black-bearded face of Alex
Black, late foreman of the Bar-T, who
had been sacked for rustling, glimmered
in the starlight. His eyes almost started
from his head as he saw the Kid—the Kid
whom he believed to be lying in the
foreman’s bunk riddled with bullets.

The Kid’s eyes gleamed at him over a
lifted gun.

“Put 'em up ! rapped the Kid.

The empty Colt was gripped in Black
Alee’s hand. His arm came up and the
empty Colt whizzed at the Kid. The Kid
caught it on the barrel of his own weapon,
and struck it aside. As he did so, Black
Alec ran for the gate again, with the
desperate speed of a hunted wolf.

Bang !

The Kid fired and the bullet grazed the
running man. The Kid ecould not bring
himself to drive lead through the back of a
fleeing enemy. With a fierce leap Black
Alec was over the gate, and dragging
loose & pinto horse that was hitched
there. The Kid ran on. From the
shadows of the trail a horseman loomed
up. It-was Yuma Bill, & puncher of the
Bar-T.

“ Cinch him !” yelled the Kid,

Men® were pouring out of the bunk-
house now, half-dressed, guns in hands.
The shooting had roused the whole
ranch. It had brought Yuma Bill riding
in from the prairie. At the Kid's yell,
Yuma ‘Bill jumped at the Dlack-hearded
man who was clambering on the pinto.

There was a flash of steel in the star-
light. A hoarse ery rang from the trail-
rider, and he pitched to the ground.
Black Alec dropped the bowie knife that
was crimson to the hilt, flung himself
across the pinto and galloped away.
The Rio Kid reached the gate. Yuma
Bill lay groaning in the trail ; Black Alec,
urging on the pinto with quirt and spur,
was riding for his life.

Bang, bang !

The Kid, with blazing eyes, was shooting
to kill now. But the fleeing rider, bending
low in the saddle, vanished in the shadows
of the prairie. Again and again the Kid
fired as the rider vanished. But Black
Alec was gone. '

Ambushed on the Trail!
6 OGGONE him ! snarled the Kid.

D He holstered his smoking gun,

dragged open the gate, and bent
over the fallen trail-rider. A
crowd of punchers surged round him.

“What's the rookus?” exclaimed
Ginger, the horse-wrangler of the Bar-T.

“Yuma’s got his ! said Texas.

“ Tt was that doggoned skunk Black
Alec ! hissed the Kid. ‘' Bear a hand to
got Yuma to his bunk, you'uns.”

Yuma Bill was lifted from the trampled
grass and carried into the bunkhouse.
He was laid in his bunk, senseless; and
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the Kid, with a set, grim iace, washed and
bandaged the wound in his brawny chest.
The Bar-T punchers stood round in
silence.

“1 guess Yume ain’'t going over the
range,’”’ said the Kid at last. “ But it was
sure a close call for the guy; and he won't
be riding the trail agin for a month o’
Sundays.”

“ Hyer’s the boss ! ” said Pacos.

Judge Pindex, boss of the Bar.T,
appeared in. the doorway of the bunk-

house, half-dressed, a revolver in his
hand.

‘“ Say, what’s all this jamboree 2 he
~inquired.

The Kid pointed to the wounded man in
the bunk.

“ Tt was sure Black Alec aiming to make
you want a new foreman, sir,”” he answered.
* He didn’t get this baby, but he got Yuma
with his bowie at the gate. And I guess
I’'m going to get Black Alec, if I have to
trail him all over Texas, doggone him.”

“1 reckoned that doggoned cow-thief
had lit out of the section,” sald the
rancher.

‘“ Lit out nothing!” gruanted the Kid.
“ He sure moseyed along this-a-way for
my scalp, and I had him under my gun
and let him live! And here’s ag good a
man as any in the bunch knocked over
with a hole in his chest you could put a
six-gun in. Carry me home to die! If
I don’t get that all-fired rustler you can
call me a Digger Injun !

“ I guess I'll send word to the marshal
at Red Dog, and they’ll sure rope in Alex
Black !’ gaid the rancher.

The Kid snapped his teeth.

“It’s your say-so, boss! But I reckon
I'm going to ask you for a day off to pick
up the trail of Alex Black.”

“ As many days as you want, Santa Fe,”
answered the rancher, and the Kid nodded
and left the bunkhouse.

“ Doggone it { ** growled the Kid.

His mmd was made np now. In the
dim night even the Rio Kid, keen as an
Apache or a Comanche, could not raise the
trail of a galloping horse on the boundless
prairie. But with the first gleam of dawn
he aimed to take the trail ; and he figured
on following it till he had put paid to Black
Alee.

Long’ before *dawn the foreman of the
Bar-T was ready. Side-Kicker was led

from the corral, saddled and Lridled. The
Kid strapped on hisrifls, packed his slicker-
pack, and examined the walnut-butted
zuns meticulously. Dawn gleamed from
the east, silvering the waving grass of the
prairie. The Kid called to Texas. He did
not forget his duties as foreman of the
Bar-T, and he gave the puncher directions
to carry on in his place.

“But you ain't going after that bull.
dozer on your lonesome, Santa Fe!™
objected Texas. ** You sure want to take
some of the boys along.”

The Xid shook his head.

1 guess the boys are wanted on the
ranch, Texas,”’ he answered, ‘“and I sure
allow that I'm as good 2 man as Alex
Black.”

““ You said it !’ agreed Texas. ¢ But
[ guess that doggoned lobo-wolf will aim
to get you from behind a rock. He ain’t
the guy to give a galoot an even break.”

“He sure ain’t !’ said the Kid. * Bust
he won’t get me from behind a rock in a
gol-darned hurry, Texas. I'm going to
rope him in and hand him over to the
marshal at Red Dog, or else leave him for
the turkey-buzzards—but if he gets me,
Texas, I guess youw'll make a good foreman
for this ranch.”

“ Aw, forget it ! grunted Texas.

In the glimmering dawn the Kid wallked
with Side-Kicker’s reins over his arm to
the spot where Black Aleehad disappeared.
The trail of the pinto was light, but it
was more than enough for the Kid. He
followed it on foot for a little distance, and
then mounted the grey mustang and rode.

The trail ran direct north, towards the
Mesquite hills. The Kid had figured that
that was the direction it would take, for
it was only in the hills that the fugitive
could find safety—if he could find it there.
Hunting for a man who had vanished into
the trackless sierra was a task thit would
have daunted the keenest sheritf in Texas.
But the Rio Kid, who had beaten many a
gheriff on the trail, figured that he was
going to make the grade.

More than once the trail of the pinto
was crossed by others, and the Kid had
to dismount and pick up sign with search-
ing eyes. Twice the trail was blotted out

by the hoof-marks of a lumbering herd
of cows, but each time the Kid picked it
up again farther on towards the hills.

A rour of ruage
burst jrom the
coropunchers «s
they saw their
double ~ crossing
foreman make a
desperate break
for freedom.
They closed
round him with
guns flaming !

‘horse went whirling

Ahead Oof him now was an opening in the
rocky line of the sierra ; and the Kid, sure
now of his direction, put the grey mustang
to a gallop. It was yet morning when he
struck the hills and rode into a rocky
canyon. The canyon yawned wide be-
tween preeipitous walls of rock, narrowing
farther on to a gorge, where it was fllect
from side to side by a torrent that came
foaming down from the uplands.

The Kid halted and scanned the
canyon. On either bank of the torrent
there was riding room till the gorge was
r?ached, after which no horseman counld
ride up, On the left, 2 narrow ledge ran
up the canyon wall, scarce three feet
}mde, and overhanging the torrent. An
iron nerve was required to ride by such a
path, but the Kid reckoned that that was
the path Alex Black had taken—unless he
had ridden into the canyon to ¢camp there.
He dismounted and scanned the ledge,
and a trampled branch of juniper was sign
enough for him. He remounted and rode
up the ledgs.

Higher and higher it rose, climbing the
rugged wall of the canyon, widening here
and there, then narrowing to barely a
couple of feet. Black Alec had looked for
pursuit, and he had left pursuers a hard
trail to follow.

Side-Kiclker, with the sure tread of a
mountain cat, followed jthe dizzy ledge
winding up the canyonwall. On the Kid's
right, now, was a sheer fall of thirty feet,
with the torrent raging and foaming at the
bottom. KEven the iron-nerved Kid did
not care to- look down as his right leg
swung over dizzy space. And his eyes
were watching the ledge slanting and
winding up betors him. It led to the high
uplands—a trackless wilderness of rocl
and serub. The Kid reckoned that he
would be pleased, more than a few, when
that stage of the trail was done, for ii the
tugitive had stopped to face pursuit there,
nothing could save a pursuer. And
suddenly from a bunch of pines that clung
to the canyon wall over the ledge came a
movement, and the Kid knew that Black
Alec was there !

The roar oi a rifle came the same
second. The Kid, wary as a panther
fAung himself down beside his horse’’
flank, with one leg over the saddle, and th
bullet flew over him. But it was

desperate eHance-—for only on the sidoe ol
the yawning gulf was there room—on the
other side the grey mustang was brushing
the rocky wall.” The Kid hung over
space, and there was & shrill squeal from
the grey mustang and a wild clattering of
hoofs on the ledge. For a fleeting instant
the horse struggled to keep his footing,
and then rolled screaming over the edge ;
and there was a yell of triumph from the
bunch of pines as the Rio Kid and his
down the eliff into

the foaming torrent below.
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Goats are said to be the easiest of all animals to train.

Through the Shadows of Death!

WILD rush through the air—a

s % crashing and splashing. Many a

tight corner had the Rio Kid been

in ; many & time had grim death

looiked in the face of vhe boy outlaw of the

Rio Grande. But in the flashing second

as he shot downward, the I{id figured that

the game was over and that he had struek
vhe end of his wild life-trail,

Only a second, pecked with long
minutes of horror, before he struck the
torrent, and the whirling waters closed
over him and his horse. ¥rom the ledge
above a black-bearded face with flerce
eyes glared down. Black Alec was in
time to see the IKid strike the torrent that
tore him away as he struck it, rolling man
and horse helplessly over as if in a giant’s
grip. With a six-gun in his hand, the
cow-thief blazed away at the wild waters
that had closed over the Iid, splashing
lead right and left into the torrent. But
there was little chance of the lead reaching
the Kid; the rush of the descending
waters tore him away at lightning speed.
Whether he had been hit, Black Alec could
not know ; but he knew that his pursuer
was swept away to merciless death, and
his savage langh rang out and echoed back
from the rocky wall of the canyon.

The Kid hardly knew what was happen-
ing to him. The roar of the waters was
in his ears ; again and again he struck on
a roclk ag he wag swept down the gorge.
Blinded, breasthless, choked, dashed and
beaten, the Kid’s senses left him, and he
knew that'it was the end—and then he
knew no more. It was a senseless body
that the torrent tore and whirled on its
raging way down the steep gorge.

It was the end--or was it the end?
The Rio Kid had passed through the black
bitterness of death, yet his eyes opened
to the sunlight ; he was conscious of dull
aching in every bone, of water that
swished and bubbled round him. Some-
thing was holding him—was dragging him
—his face was free of the water—he was
breathing. His dizzy Lrain could not take
it in; only he knew that he was no
longer whirling down the foaming gorge.
He lay in bubbling, creaming water, the
roar of the torrent still in his ears; and
that grip on him was dragging—dragging
—holding him back from death. Whether
seconds passed, or minutes, the Kid never
knew, but his dazed brain cleared at last
and he could see and understand.

He wss out of the gorge, in the lower
canyon beyond:the forrent. Over him
loomed the grey mustang, drenched and
dripping, knee-deep in water by the bank.
It was Side-Kicker’s teeth that fastened
in his shirt, dragging him from the stream.
In dazed wonder the Rio Kid realised
what had saved him. !

In the shallowing wabter by the bank
below the falling torrent, the mustang
struggled to keep his footing, while his
teeth held his master. And the Kid,
himself again at last, sbaggered up and
clang to the horse, and the mustang
struggled ashore with his master clinging
to him with the last remaining ounce of
his strength.

Out of the water, with solid rock under
his feet, the Kid sank down.

Long he lay there, exhausted, with the
burning sunlight streaming down on him,
drying him. Beside him stood the
mustang, his intelligent eyes on his
master. The Kid was in no hurry %o
move. He lay waiting for his strength
to revive. He had been through the
valley of the shadow of death, and it had
told even on the iron-limbed Kid.

But he rose to his feet at last.

Side-Kicker's soft muzzle nuzzled under
hig arm, and the Kid threw his arm round
the glossy neck.

¢« I guess this ain’t the first time yow've
pulled me' through, old hoss,” he mur-
mured softly. ‘It ain’t the first time,
not by a whole jugful, I'll tell 2 man!
But I guess we never had a closer call than
that, you and me, old hoss! We swely
never did!”

Carefully the Kid cleaned and re-loaded
his guns. He looped the reins over his
arm and led Side-Kicker to the ledge.
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“It’s us for the trail, old hoss,” said
the Kid, “and this time 1 reckon it's
Alex Black that’s going to get it where he
lives. 1 guess that guy will sure be some
surprised when he sees us. old hoss: he
surely will.”

Up the rocky ledge the Kid rode the
grey mustang. Hows had passed since
he had pitched into the torrent; it was
long past noon. Burning heat blazed
down mto the canyon. The Kid chewed
a stale fapjack as he rode; that was all
the food he needed on & trail. Black Alec,
he figured, had long gone, confident that
he had stopped pursuit, that he had left
his pursuer dead in the torrent. The Kid
reached the bunch of pines high up the
ledge, where the black-hearded cow-thief

‘had lain in wait for him.

He found sign there of Alex Black and
his pinto ; but the gign was cold. As the
Kid had judged, the cow-thief was long
gone. The Kid followed on up the
ledge, winding higher and higher into the
uptands of the Dbleak sierra, till the
perilous path ended at last on a high
barren hillside. The afternoon sun was
sloping down towsards the sierras of New
Mexico ; the west was'a blaze of crimson
and gold. The shadows of the pines
fengthened on the rocks.

Patient as an Apache or s hunting
cougar, the Kid searched for sign of the
man who had vanished into a wilderness
of rock and scrub. There ‘was little to be
picked up, but that little was enough for
the Rio Kid. Under the falling shadows
the Kid pressed on, slowly but steadily,
while the sun sank lower and lower and
dipped at last behind the hills,

Darkness fell like a velvety cloak, but
as the last light disappeared, the Kid
knew that he was close to the end of the
long and weary trail. Through the
darkness that wrapped rocks and pines a
red flicker of firelight gleamed biood-red
against the blackness. )

The Death Ride!

LACK ALEQ, sitting on a log by the

B camp-fire in the high sierra, threw
an armful of pine cones on the fire.

The day had been hot, but the

night was cold, bitterly cold on the high
uplands, hundreds of feet above the plains
of Texas. The fire burned crimson under
the heap of cones and-branches, sending
up thick smoke. Had a pursuer still been
on hig trail Alex Black would not have
ventured to start a fire, bitterly cold as it
was. But his pursuer was drowned and
dead in the mountain torrent-—if seeing
was believing. And every time he thought
of the Kid’s fearful plunge over the eliff
the late foreman of the Bar-T grinned
savagely. .

At dawn he aimed to ride again across
the sierra into New Mexico; into new
country where he was not known. But in
the dark he did not care to ride on by
that wild and rugged way, where the
uplands were split into steep arroyos and
yawning, black barrancas—where a false
step was death. But with his only pur-
suer dead in the mountain torrent, he had
time on his hands; he could afford to
wait till morning, Andif the Bar-T bunch
found what wag left oi their new foreman,
and hunted him for vengeance, he would
be long and far out of their reach. .

His pinto, weary with the hard trail,
lay near him. The horse lifted its head,
its eyes gleaming in the firelight for a
moment. Something had startlad the
horse.

The cow-thief stared.into the might that
surrounded him like a black wall. He
listened, with a vague uneasiness in his
breast. But there was no sound.

He rose from the log at last and unrolled
hig blankets. He kicked the fire, and a
ruddy flame shot up from the pine-cones.
QOverhead, hardly a star gleamed in the
sky ; the night was cloudy and dark.
With his blankets in his hands the cow-
thief gave a sudden start and stood stock
still, the blood racing to his heart. From
the darkness, where he could see nothing,
came & voice—a quiet voice that he knew,
but that he had never dreamed to hear
again.

“Hands up!”

He stood rooted. §

“ Hands up, you doggoned cow-thief !
I've got you covered, and by the great
horned toad, you're dead mieat 1f you touch
a gan! I've trailed you down, Mister
Black, and yow’re my mutton, with the
wool on.”

A husky gasp came from Black Alec.

He swung slowly round, staring in the
direction of the voice—the voice of the
Rio Kid, the man he knew as Santa Fe
Smith, the man he had sent to eath in
the rushing torrent., There was terror in
his eyes; iey terror gripping his heart.
His starting eyes stared into the darkness.

“1 guess T ain’t waiting!” came the
Kid's voice. “ Put up your hands, you
doggoned cow-thief.”

c The face of the cow-thief famed with
ary.

He could not see the Kid, but he knew
that the Colt was levelled as he stood
against the light of the fire. The desperate
thought was in his mind of gpringing to
his horse; but the hand that never
missed was raised, and in the light of the
fire he was clear to the sight of the man he
could pot see. The fire had betrayed him
tG his eremy : the fire was showing him
up to his enemy’s aim. He stood by the
tire, the unrolled blankets in his arms,
staring—and the fgure of the Rio Kid
emerged into the radius of light, the grey
musgtang at his heels. His gun was
levelled, his oyes glinting over ib.

Black Alec’s eyes burned at him across
the flickering fre. Thg Kid’s eyes
ngrrowed.

“Hands up, Alex Black!. Or———"
There was death in the grim Colt; death
in the eyes that glinted over it.

The blankets dropped from Black Alec’s
hands—and they dropped over the fire,
smothering it. Thick smoke rolled and
eddied, but for the moment every gleam
of light was blotted out. It was a
desperate chance, and the cow-thief was
taking it., As blackness rushed down, he
threw himself on the ground, just as the
Kid’s gun roared.

A bullet grazed his head as he fell—
and another spattered on the rocky soil
an inch from him. The Kid expected o
hear the answering roar of a six-gun, but
Alex Black was not pulling & gun.  He was
rolling over to his horse ; he was clutching
at the pinto; he was throwing himself
across the bare back.

Bang, bang, roared the Ric Kid’s
Colt, and the lead whined close by the
panting cow-thiet.

But in the darkness even the Kid was
beaten to it ; and in those wild moments
Black Alec made the most of his chance.
He was- on the pinto, and 2 sudden
clatter of hoofs echoed in the night as he
dashed madly away. Bang, bang, roared
the Colt behind, and a bullet drew blood
from the cow-thief’s cheek. But with
merciless spurs he drove on the pinto, and
mad galloping answered the Kid’s shooting.

The Kid's teeth shut hard. With a
spring he was on the grey mustang’s
back and dashinrg in pursuit of the caw-
thief. :

Gallop, gallop, came thundering back
from the hill. It was madness to ride a
race on the wild and rugged mountain,
but there was death behind the cow-thief
and he was taking chances. The Kid
was not the man to be beaten to it. With
cracking quirt he urged on the grey
mustang, and Side-Kicker raced in pursuit.

Bang, bang ! Spurts of fire came from
the blackness ahead., The cow-thisf was
firing back. He fired wildly, almost at
random, and the lead whined far from the
Kid. But at the flashing of the Colt the
Kid pulled trigger, and a yell floated back.
The cow-thief wag hit. But the galloping
hoofs still rang on the rocks; if he was
hit he was still keeping the horse’s back,
riding madly on through rugged rocks
and eaveloping darkness.

Clatter, clatter, rang the hoofs of Side-
Kicker in pursuit. The echoes rolled
back like thunder from the hill. The Kid,
his teeth set, rode savagely, listening
keonly as he rode. HEven the Kid’s keen
ear could scarcely tell whether the hoof-
beats that crashed back came from the
fugitive, or were the schoes of his own

[¢ Continued on page 419.)
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'BULL'S-EYES!

Magistrate : ¢ Where
do you live ?”

Tramp:
where | 7

Magistrate (to
second tramp) : * And
where do you live 7"

Second Tramp:
“Tve got the room
above him.”

(ACombination
Knife has been
awarded to D. Wilson,
67, South-east Road.
Portabello, Dublin.)

* * *

Murphy : ‘* Why
is it you aren’t on
«a diet as the doctor
ordeved, Pat 2 7’

Pat : *“ Foith, 'm
not going to starve
to death just for
the sake of living a
little longer !>

(4 Combination
HKnife has been
awarded to E.
MecEKeefry, 5, North
Bull, Dollymount
Dublin. Ireland.)

*® * *

Teacher (to smali
boy who has a
brother): “Where
is your brother this morning ?°

Boy: “ Please, teacher, we were seeing
who could lean out of the window farthiest
—and he won!”

(A grand Book has been awarded to
H. Butterworth, 206, Shaw Road, Royton,
Oldham, Lanes.)

* * *

The pompous little wmajor was
boring the club smoking-room with
his yarns. At last, however, he raised
smiiles,

“ Yes,” he said, ‘' the Grassoppa
Pass can only be erossed by asses and
mules. 1 know —f speak from ex-
perience.’”’

(A Fretwork Outfit has been
awarded to Keith Jessop, 7, Lindhurst
Avenue. Bredbury. near Stockport.)

““No.

Tompkins : ‘I want to buy aneciztie.”

Shopman : * Yes, sir. Here is one that
is very much worn.”

Tompkins : “ What do you take me
for 2 I want a new one. I've got plenty

of worn onss at home!”

(A Warneford Tractor Plane has been
awarded to V. Goodman, 40, Napier Road,
Luton, Beds.)

*® * *

The heavy-weight voxer was des-
cribing his latest fight. "

‘“ Yes,” he said, *‘ my opponen
had to be taken to hospital with a
broken nose, two black eyes, a twisted
shoulder-blade end a fractured jow.”’

‘“ Oh,” exclaimed a friend, ‘ did
he have a row with the referee ? 7’

(A Wallet has been awarded to
W. Freckleton, 2, Wark Avenue,
Bertram Place, Shiremoor, Northum-
bertand,)

American in Scotiand :
where I am. I’m lost !”

Scot ; ** Is there a reward for ye !~

American : “* No.”

Scot : * Then ye're still lost.’

(A Giant Torch hes been awarded to
G. Bishop, 36, Windsor Street, York Road,
Leeds.)

= Bay, tell me

£ # *

The auctioneer was holding up «
pair of silver candlesticks.

“ Give me a start! > he eried.

¢ Fourpence !’’’

‘“ fWhat! "’

“ AR ! said the bidder, - I thought
that would give you a start!’’

(A fine Speed Boal has been arwarded
to W. Irving, *° The Summit,”” Dum-
fries, Scotland.)

* * *

Magistrate : “ The evidence shows that
you threw a brick at the constable.”

Bill Bruiser: *“ It shows more’n that—
it shows I ’it ’im!”

(A.Table Tennis Set has been awarded
to T. Griffiths, 73, Rutland Street, Mill-
fleld, Sunderland, Co. Durham.)}

* *

A famous footballer was relating an
experience to his clubmates.

“F was rushing through the
Rangers’ defence with the ball at my
feet,”” e said, *“ when suddenly I saw
the goal in front. Raising my foot,
I shet with all my foree.”

Listener : ** And did you score ?
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of the riding school, “pick me out .
nice, gentle horse, will you 27
“ Right,” said that worthy.
you ever ridden before 77
“‘ L\Tever," confessed the reerwit.
Good. Then I've got the very horsc
fgr vou. Here's one that's never been
ridden Defore. You can both start out
together.”
,(An Ensign Camera has been savarded 10
\'\‘.. Fisher, Barkston. near (lrantham.
Lines.)

¥ Havw-

#* x* *

Y What a debt we owe to medical

seience,” vemarked father as he laid
down the paper.

“ Good gracious ! ”’
mother. Y Haven’t gou
doctor’s bill yet ?

(A Warneford Troctor Plane has
been awarded to I. Cooper, Church
Street, Long Backby, near Rugby.;

f ® *

exclaimed
paid that

sz.t and Mike were on the river baui
Iool(_;mg fqr a job. A diver came o the
surface of the water and Pat said:

Hi! Your boss want any men down

there ?
. 1 don’t know,” replied the

Come and see for yourself,”

Pat turned to Mike : “ If I’m not up in
ten minutes, you'll know I've started !
And he dived in !

(A Fretwork Qutfit has been awarded
to G. Woods, 5a7c, Park Road. neanr
Alfred Place, Dingle, Liverpcol.)

diver.

Farmer (owiside his disturbed

Jaeat
roost at night): *° IVho’s there 7 7
Muffled Voice from Wihin +  Oaiy
wus chickens, guv'nor !’
(A Freteworis Owifit lues beon wrvaigod

)

to P. Lang. * Pendenwis.” Hishops
Way, Andover, Hants.)

Bobbie: * Why i+ iather samging.
mother 777

Mother: * He's singing baby to sleep.

Bobhie: ““ Well, if I were haby Pd
pretend to sleep!” ]

(A Combinasion Knife has buen awardou
to J. Finn, 35, Spenser Street, Bootle,
Liverpool.)

i

Willie : ** That mouth-organ  yon
gave me for my birthday is ensily the
best present 've had, uncie.””

Unele : “ I'sn glad to hear that.”

iFitlic : - Yes, woblier gz'e;(’.:s Bt
sixpence a weel: not to play it "
(4 Table Tennis Set has been

wmwarded to 8. Fay. &5, Legland . dvenye,
Gatley, Cheshirve.)
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PRIZES FOR JOKES.

Do you know 2 funny joks? Good .
Then send it io Rangsr Dan. He’s pre-

senting marvellous prizes to readers whose

efforts cause him mirth.  Address your
jokes to °“ Ranger Dan’s Buiiz-Eyes,
No. 15 THE RANGER, 5, <Carmelits

Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.), and enclese

Tootballer : *“ Scove! Why, man, it | the coupon, filed in, shown balow.

tock me half-an-hour to get my Ranger Dan’s deeision is final
foot out of the bedposts.
1 s dream.ng.”’ s N S
1;;;‘ grc:’mlBoo% has been Fuasenanen * Ranger Dan’s 8ull’s-Eyes. omannanng,
awarded to E. Rouw- : §
bottom, 10, Lewis Street, E NAME ..... e e e e st e s e s :
Shaw. near Oldham. H H
) g i ADDRESS ....covnimine e cieaia. 3
£l #* * - f
Young Ashby joined E P e [ ’{‘
the Army and had to take H H
up a riding course. L e R et e ;‘
“ Bergeant,” he said to i Ranger, No. 15. =
the old veteran in charge [l rmvemnutodaBEeNSan 4 aN R TASeSAAT SRR INART TSk Lie ]



Unlike some varieties of snakes, anacondas can never be trained

419

whirling upwards.
everything.

Bruce got his seat, fell prone along the
tanlk, his gauntleted hands pressed to the
bars. He bored in through a dust eloud,
and shot out through the billowed smoke.

The race was on !

To his right a sky-blue speedster hugged
him. -To left, Rodman carved through a
flung-out bunch of riders. Straggled
slong- the straight, the field spun out.
Then - the  turn—a dark-brown wave of
spurting dirt—a dizzy swing astern—and
round to face ahead again.

Another mad dash down the straight.
A throng of riders falling out of view
behind. One after another they slipped
away. A few remained. The blue
machine, another, and Rodman, hanging
on the sky-blue’s tail.

R-r-r-p! Then the corner.

Scotty’s back wheel slewed out and
raked the looge brown ground. The sky-
blue speedster .shivered in towards him,
all but kissed his knee, and shook away,
an_inch to spare,

Inside he sawthe red and aluminium bike
bore. Rodman slashed through; his back
tyre wobbled in a trailing are. ~ It touched
the sky-blue rider’s foot—shook him—
then shot away to a puff of oil.smoke.
As Scotty took the straight beyond, he
glimpsed the American’s tail.

Head down the pair streaked for the
aext turn, Scotty’s front wheel hugging
Buster’s back. Together they dived
baldheaded inte the bend, broadsiding
neck to neck,

Nearer and nearer Rodman swung, till
it seemed a cannon was a cert,

Bruce -forced the bars around, his
muacles swelling to the frightful sirain.

A dense fog wrapping

The American’y wheel shot in, and missed.-

Bruce wobbled, took the wire net fence,
bounced off and went into a violent jawz.

Another swerve—a flerce lock. of his
tortured wrista. The good bike flattened
out upon a level keel. The straight—a
whirring maze of phantom posts and
fencing—a sickly blur of pale, white faces,
nightmare

What was that at the far cormer—the

south-east ? That stir among the crowd—
men thrusting through the forefront of the
press about the rails ?

Castro—unijformed police ! They were
mounting—dropping over the fence on to
the traclk !

The Scot’s pulses jazzed. At last he
guesged the truth! That south-east
corner cub into Castro’s territory. On the
last lap, the police chief aimed to make a
swoop !

Bruee glid a finger down the bar
touched the throttl% lever, The bi ]?e 1211;23
forward like a thing possessed—Aamod
down the straight, caught Rodman’s bike
and passed it. A hurricane of upﬂuné
dust, of smoke and spurting fire, the yellow
speedster smashed into the turn. '

. A knot of braided figures jumped out
in a waving line as the Scotsman’s back
wheel hinged around.

A hand grabbed out and Scotty’s
dropped bars wobbled. He sloshed his
armoured gauntlet in the snarling face
and barged on through a phalanx of police,

The sky-blue motor streaked up round
the turn, seattered the. shauting cops and
spun into & frightful jazz. The epicentre
of a whirling cloud, its rider ankied
desperately to save himself. Then Rod-
man dashed in with a breakneck plunge,
and the pair crashed wildly in a drunken
mix-up.

Vaguely Bruce saw the American rear
up from the threshing heap—start his
machine and thrugt off for the sirajght.
Bruce gave his bike a shove, jumped for
the saddle and roared off down the straight.
In his deafened ears, a blaring roar of
cheers came after him. -

The finishing line ahead-—the chequered
flag upraised. A jerk—a sickening erunch
afront himn. He glimpsed his front wheel
buckle.

His front wheel had gone! Done !

No! With a frenzied heave he flung
backwards, strained outwards in the
saddle. The front forks Lifted till the bike

heaved up on its back tyre like a bucking
broncho.

He swayed, held it, and rattled down the
last few yards, the wreckage of a wheel
dangling before him.

The finish line—the flag—a swift down
swoop—then a red and silver streak that
smashed past him. Rodman !

He glimpsed a far-off movement by the
rails—a pouring-in, like drifting sand into
a hole. It was the infuriated crowd,
handling Castro’s policemen.

A thunderous roar went up that shook
the blazing gskies. Dirty Dick’s cap went
scudding in the air.

Scotty fell a-gprawl upon his bucking
mount as it flopped down in the dirt.

But through the murk of dust and
Castrol smoke, he saw the sparkle of the
precious silver belt.

His—by a foot !

{* Broadside Bruce’ and ‘*‘ Dirty
Dick >’ lved in breathless adven-~
tures in the heart of The South
American continent. You'll enjoy
every word of next week’s all-thrilting
story of dirt-track racing abroad.)

THE 0U'l“LAW KID!

{ (i'untinuml frony page 111,

horse’s feet.  He eracked his quirt as i
fel‘t his horse sluckening in its stride.

. Get on, old hoss, doguone vou!
hissed the Kid. * Gt on, doggons o
pesky hide !  You want to let that rustler
best us to it !>

And for once the Kid gave the wres
mustang &  touch of the spur. Bl
neither quirt nor spur availed, and the
mustang  halted ;5 for the first  time
disabedient to his inaster.

“ Doggone you!” roared
*“ What’s got you, hoss ?

But the mustang, his feet planted
firmly, did not stir. And in the silence of
the ochoes that followed his halt the iXid
realised that he could no longer hear the
galloping ahead, )

Where was Black Alec ? Iad  he
halted—was he turning at bay, despevate,
gunin hand ? Leaning over the mustang’s
neck the Kid strained his eyes ahead in
the blackness. And an icy thrill ran
throngh his veins as he searched out a
rough edge of rock not a yard abead of
his halted mustang—the rugged edge of a
yawning barranca. The Rio ILid, who
had never known fear, felt for a moment
a chill at his heart.

He slipped from the saddle. e trod
forward—softly, cautiously, He kuow
now why the grey mustang had stopped,
why neither whip nor spur would drive
him another step onward. One more
stride of his horse would have plunged
the Kid over the verge of the rocky chusin
that stretched before him—black, yawning.
wide, of wnplumbed depth. With =«
beating heart the Rio Kid stared over the
brink of the fearful gulf.

“ Clarry me home to die ! 7 breathed th
Kid.

He kmew now why no yalloping echo
came back from the night. The gulf that
yawned before the Kid had yawned befove

the  Fid.

Alex Black; but the pumte had not
stopped in time.

He listened.

No sound came up from the black

depths. A hundred feet below. at least,
lay the rugged rocks on which horge and
rider had crashed in the darkness. The
Kid turned back.

It was the end of the trail !

{Blore trouble visits the Rio Lid st
the Bar-T Ranch in nexi iveel’s
Smashing Tale of the Wild West. But
the Kid faces it wiii Doth guns owd—
lilke the fighter he is!)

TRY MEFORVA

I GUARANTEE TO

on any type of Bicycle you
Thousands of new machines in stock.

BY POUNDS.

Carriage paid, on approval.
Accessories,
saving (*ataloguc—it’s Free,

i EABE N QIR

THE WORLD' LARGEST CVGLE DEALER, nep! 17 SOV
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:

SAVE YOU POUNDS

regquire.
ALL MARXKED DOWN

FREE GIFT
Write for my monster money-

N 2

3
2,

e, 15/6 4

GEO..

SPURPROOF TENTS. wodel o.

Send for besutiful illustrated Camping List, post free.
GROSE & CO. 8,

Made from lightweight proofed material. Jom-
plete with three-piece joihted poles, pegs, guy

lines, and brown valise. Weight 5 lbs,_ Size

6 ft. 6 ins. X 4 6. 6 ins. X 3 ft.6 ins.. ~ .

With 6 in. wall and 3 in. eave, 15/6
i

Accommodateg three boys,
8pecial extra lightweight. Made from Egypilan
Cotton. Same &ize.  Weight 33 lbs. 18/6.

NEW BRIDGE STREET, E.C.4.

BLUSHING

Shyness, " Nerves,’’ Self-consciousness cured
or money back! Complete Treatment, 5/-
Detalls, striking testimonials. Free.—L. A.
9 STEERING, 28. Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.

HEIGHT INCREASE GUARANTEED

Amazing Illustrated Complete Course only
Partics., testimonials, stamp.—MELVIN P.

2/6 P.O. (worth £2-2 -0).
STRONG, Redpal, Birmingnan.

S

TAMMERING.

FRANEK B. HUGHES,

Curc yourself as I did,
Particulars free.—
LONDOWN, W.C.1.

STOP NOW!

26, Hart Sireet,

BLUSHING,

You ca
HAND

“ Bg
Pain tg

CUFES, “ Boy Dsetective ”” malte.
Per pair, only 2/-.

Detective ** DI

front teeth; ete., ete., etc.
ing valuable book,
SEQRET DESPATCH
be opened—unless you know how ! !
Bectet inks and one for papers op
invisible and luminous ink

pp ALL POST FREE ! ’

Tite now |/

BOYéz DETECTIVE

money.
1/6. Or

SUPP

EQUIPMENT FOR BOY 'TECS

nnot afford to miss these ASTOUNDING BARGAINS!
e. Ixtra strong and heavy.

s 5 GUISE OUTEITS. S
ot (Sallow or Chinese, Sunburn or Red Indlan); Moustaches, Hair

sorted colours); Removable Scars and Warts, Liquid for blacking out
TWELVE DIFFERENT THINGS, includ-
“SECRETS OF DISGUISE.” .
BOXES. Have no lock or key, yet they cannat
With two divisions to hold phials of
Complete ‘with phial each of
without phials,

We send off all orders .by return of post.
LY STORES,
. CATHCART STREET, GREENOCK.

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.—For ERER particulars
simple home oure, send stamp. — My, HUGHES,

26, Hart Street (Room 18), LONDON, W.C.1.

BE TALL

Your Height increased in 14 days, ar monay back,
Amazing Course, 5/-. Send STAMP NOW for Free

Containing ; Grease

Price only 1/8

vour friends!

BE STRONG

development {with 2 ins. o
Will, Perfect Self-control,
Tegtimony FREL, or
INSTITUTE (A), 28, Dean

Book — STEBBING SYSTEM. 28, Dean
Road, LONDON, N.W.2.
I promise you Robust Heaith, Doubled

and Dashing Energy in
%0 days or money back! My amazing 4-in-1
Conrse adds 10 ins. o your muscuiar
n Chest and 1 in. on Arms); also brings an Iron
virile Manhood, Personal Magneiisni, Surprise
Complete Course 5/~ —STEBBING
Road, LONDON, N.W.2.

Strength, Stamiza,

POST FREE!!
NO WAITING!!
Desk R.A.,

300 STAMPS FOR 6*

Wales, Gold COoast, eto.—W. A WHITE, Engine Laac LYE., 3towrnridge

{Abroad 1/-), including Alrpost, Bar-
bados, Old India, Nigeria, New South
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