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= thrills and glamour of the Wild West are packed into this gripping
ngti: story, in which JIMMY SILVER & Co., on holiday in C

anada,

‘plays a prominent part in rounding up a gang of rustlers.
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CHAPTER 1.
Just Lov

15 grinned.

guess I'vo sced him!” he
dmitted.
T want to sec him. too.” said

ier puzzled
an of the
going forar

the wide

fore v .
“\We were Where

“I guess you won't see him any more,”
said Pete Peters, shaking his head.

And from two or three of the Windy
River cowpunchers there camo a loud
chue

“Fow's that?” asked Jimmy.

“He's riding Duster.”

“Oht”

“The silly

ass!” said Raby. “Lovell
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nows jol

and Lo will do it
“Do_you mean that Buster’s run away

with him?” asked Newcome.
The ranch foreman nodded, and chuckled
“Lit out as though he was sent for,” he

“T guess you won't gco him any

ly well that he can't ride Buster,

said.

Ta, ha, ha!” cage from the covw

ilver did not langh, howerer.
¢ Jidward Lovell believed that he
because Jimmy Silver

from  safe. v River
ovidently regarded the matter as a_joke,
But Jimmy remembered that Lovell had
bad a fall from Buster already, and he
was_worried.

“Which way did he go?" ke asked..
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Pete Peters waved’a large hand south-
ward.

“T guess Buster was going to Red Decr,”
he said. “He might go on to Calgary.
Gee-whiz! Ho might go right on to the

States, for all young Lovell will have to say
about it. Lovell was sittin’ on him when
ho started. I dare say hie's hanging on by
his tail, by this time.”

“ Ui ha!”

“Bofter go after him,” said Raby.
“Oh, yowll mever catch Buster, with
the start hc s got,” said Pete Peters. “Let
him rip! He may stop at Grimes' ranch
—that's a good ten miles. He'll pass ib,
anyhow, and ono of the punchors may rope
him in Very likely ho won't break his
silly neck this time.”
cly!” in such n case was not
sood {nonghior Jimmy Silverrc Ho hur:
ried away fo the corral for his horse.

Tn a very fow minutes the three Rookwood
chums were mounted. and riding away on
the southern trail.

Jimmy Silver and his chums, Lovell,
Raby and Neweome, wero the guests of
Jimmy’s cousin Hudson Smedley on the

Windy River Ranch in Alberta, Canada.

The four Rookwoodggs'were having a
glorious time; the o awback, as New-
zome_humorously p being that Lovoll

3iin Alberta!
Blazer, quickly drow
ind’ Newcome, and soon

in
us about Lovell It was
no use arguing with Arthur Edward, who
was gencrally confirmed in his opinion by
opposition. It was just like Lovell to ride
Buster to show that he could, when in actual
fact he couldn’t. y would not
bave been surprised, at any moment, to
come upon his chum _stretched on the
prairic, possibly with a damaged limb.

Blazer was tho fastest horse at Windy
River, and Jimmy Silver got his best specd
out of him. Thero was no sign of Lovell to
be scen ahead, and the trail was not plain
cnough for Jimmy to follow riding; o ho
headed straight for Grimes’ ranch, as Peto
Poters had declared that Buster would pass
there,

Only on his chum’s account, however,
vould Jimmy havo ridden to the Grimes
tanch, heard 2 good deal of talk
i"Windy River about Grimes, who was

as still Lovell, e
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known locally as Grudger Grimes, and said

to be a misor. There was something like a
feud belween the Grimes' outfit and tho
men of Windy River, and when they met in
the to“mlup of Mosquito, it was not in-
frequent that trouble resulted. Mr. Hudson
Smedley Tiad counsellcd his guests to keep
cloar of the Grimos® Ranch, and his counscl
had been, followed—but if Lovell was being
borne thither on a runaway horse, there
was no choice about tho maiter for Jimmy
Silver.

rode Blazer Murd, and was soon out
of sight of Raby and Newcome, who gal-
loped on far behind him.

Jimmy Silver swept the prairie shead of
him with anious cyes. Tho wide green
gnee]nnds shxmmcrcd in the summer sun
of Alberta. A wire fenee ahead of him, at
last, S nm bmndnry between Windy
River and Grudger Grimes’ land. Beyond
the fence lay Coyots Grek FLanils

Ji not pause there.

1f Buster had gono that way, Buster would
not have stopped at the wire fence, and
Jimmy did not stop. He put Blazer to
ehc leap, and Cloared tho fcucc,‘ and roda

On the further side of the fence, he notcd
Stetson hat lying in the grass. He had

Mo doubt that 3t belonged 4o Lovell, and
had dropped thero from his head after
Buster had jumped. Jimy was relieved
that Lovell himself was not lying there.

He bent down in_the ®addle as he passed
the hat, and picked it up without stopping
—a feat ho had learned from the cow-
punchers of Windy River. Ho hookad it
on toghis saddle, and galloped on, looking
out for Lovell.

Ahcad of him now the Grimes’ ranch-house
and buildings were in view.

They had a very different aspect from
that of Mr. Hudson Smedless ranch at
Windy Rive

Bunkhond® and _ecockhouse, barns ana
sheds and fences, had a worn and broken
look, as if badly in need of repair. Thero
seemed to havo been 1o new paint about
the place for years. Grudger Grimes was,
apparently, worthy of his local nickname

The wholo place looked poor and stinted
and dilapidated,

group of men stood by the bunkhouse,

talking and_ laughing, and they turned to’

look at Jimmy Sifver as kc rodo up.

|
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They were a rough-looking crowd, with ono
exception—a rather tall, lithe, darlk-skinned
fellow, who was dressed with almost dandi-
fied care and neatness, and wore gold car-
in- his swarthy ears. He was
not a Canadian, and Jimmy
suessed ‘that o wos & Mexican—Spanish
Kif, tho foreman, of whom he bad heard
the Windy River men speak.
“Here is another!” said the Mexican,

as Jimmy pulled in Blazer, and there was
a laugh.
The foreman stepped towards Jimmy.

i What axo you doing horot” he asked.

for my friend, who came this
“Hls horse ran away

“You must have ]\lmpcd the wire fonce,
 you came.

o not want visitors from Windy
River here, Senorito

“Sorry,” said Jimmy.

isitorT'm looking for Lovell

“How should T know?”

“Ho is hore, isw't he?” Sslatiasd Jimiay,

“IE " hore, you can sco him, I
suppose.”

“Do you mean to say he's e on?”
iimed Jimmy. “You might have roped
tho horse, when you could sco that it vas
running away with him.

“Ii is nob our business to look after
tenderfeet,” said Spanish Kit, with a grin.

“Howdo’ you kuow e came this way at
ally”

“T picked up bis hat on this side of tho
wire fonce.”

“Then you had better ride on and look
for him!”

Jimmy' Silver glanced round the grin-
ning group. He was puzzled and irritated;
but it was no uso to bandy words with tho
Grimes' outfit. Ho rode on, looking round
for Lovell

Wi

Ty Silver knew that whiz. And he
knew that, as his back was turned, onc of
the cowboys had thrown o lasso. But the
knowledge came too late. Before ho could
mako an effort to escapo the ropo, the loop
softled over his shoulders, and there was
a jerk—and Jimmy Silver was plucked from
the saddle, coming o the ground with a

“I'm not exactly
Where
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CHAPTER 2.
In Rough Hands!

PR
O Jimmy Silver gave a yell as ho
landed.

e was hurt, and all the hrm\lh
was knocked out of his body by the
concussion.

There was a roar of laughter from the
Grimes’ outfit.

One of the cowboys ran forward to catch
Blazer by the rein, and tho horse was
secured. The rest gathered round Jimmy
Silver as he lay sprawling and dazed on
the_ground.

“You rotters!” gasped Jimmy.
Sp'\msh Kit grinned down at him.
vou we did not want visitors
fro‘n \\ indy River,” ho said. *You asked
for it.”

Jimmy struggled to his fect and attempted
to throw off the gripping noose of tho lasso.
The rope was jorked roughly, and ko wenb

imning to the ground again.

“Put him in tho barn.” said Spanish Kit.
Two or_ threo pairs of hands grasped
Jimmy Silver, and he was hustled away.
The lasso was taken off him, and he was
pitched headlong into a bern.

Tho door was closed on him, and he heard
a bar rattle into place.

Mo stumbled among straw, and fell,
dazed by the sudden chango from the bright
ine without. to tho semi-darkness of
the mlcrmruo[ the

e

Lovel

Jimmy Silver picked himscli up. He
was fooling very braised and shaken. Tn
the dimness ho made out Arthur Edward
Tovell The only light in tho barn came
from a little dirty window high up in tho
wall, festooned by cobwebs.
Jimmy gasped for breath.
“So they sheved you in hero!” he ex-
clajmed.

5. How did you como here?”
“I came after you” said Jimmy.
“Buster ran away with you, I suppose!”

“Not exactly,” said Lovell
him his head;-vou know. I believe in giving
a horse his lcad when he's & bit fresh.”

Jimmy Silver grunted.

“Well, he brought you lere, an
said. “If it wasn't running away
have stopped at the fence.

how,” ho
ay you might
“There's ahways




] ’
troubloif - Windy River man gets on to
I tho\wl\(; of stopping at

the
fence.” caid cautiously, * but—but
Buster scemed keen on the jump.”
“ T

“Look here, Jimmy, if you think I can’s
ride Buster

“Oh, cheese it!” said Jimmy grufly. In
present circwnstances Jimmy was a_little
fedup with the_ subject of his chum'’s
lorsemanship.  * You'vo landed us both in
& precious row, anyhow. T supposo ono of
thoso rotters roped in your hor

“Yes. 1 nearly ran into an 51 Tohnny
—T suppose it was Mr. Grimes,” said Lovell.
¢4 shinny old begzar with & face like a
knife. Heo ravel at me Hu

“No wonder, if you bied into hizm on a
rupaway_horse.”

“The horse wasn't exactly runn

away

TAss! What have thoso brutes shoved
us in here for?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
savagely. suppose this is_ their idea of
T e They e look any
too good to stml our hors t I suppose
they won't do that.”

“They're a mugh ord
take,” said Lovell.
chap is a regular biffte, That's the man
who was_in trouble #r using a knife in a
row_at Mosquito_once, I'vo heard. The
whole crew are a lot of rotters who'd never
get a job on any other ranch in Canada,
I've heard Peters say. I punchcd one of
them when I was ch\lckcd in here.”

Jimmy turned to the d

o thumped on it and shouted but there
came no reply from outsi
Jeard a lagh from passiog man, but
that was a

“Let us ant of this, you rotters
Jimmy Silver.

Ixm. it was in vain,

"\Vcll this is a go!” remarked Lovell
“1 w nd r how long they mean to keep us

and no mis-
t Spanish-looking

1” bawled

and he desisied at

oodness knows.”
Tho juniors could only conclude that they
wore the vietims of a rough joke on the part
the Grimes' outft, but Jimmy Silver
sould not help feeling uncasy about the
Both BI: d Buster were valu:
i B D e

azer a
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moro liko a gang of horse-thioves than any-
thing clse. Still, he Tollected that 1t was
scarcely possiblo that even thab rough crew
would ‘venture upon so open a theft, even
if they were tempted.

“Where’s Raby and Newcome?” a
Lovell ai last.

“They were following mo,” said Jimmy,
“I fancy they’d siop at tho fenee, though.”

“All the betler {dt them; those brutes
would ropo them in and pitch them in hero
along with u;

“T suppos

Jimmy Silvor moved restlessly about, the
Darn, looking for a way of escape, but thero
was no way. The minutes gassed on leaden
wings, and lengthened into hours.

The dim, cobwebby window grew dimmer
ns tho sun sank lower and lower in the

ed

$%¥hat, the thump can bo their game?™
exclaimed Jimmy angrily, at last. ~“They
can't mean to keep us shut up hére all
night, I suppose?””

"Nl Smodley would send to lbok for
us,” said Lovell

“I'Suppose so. Thank goodness 1h0 other
chaps kept clear of this!” said Jim

It was clear by that time that Ral by and
Neweome had not jumped the Grimes’ fenco
and followed on. That was a consolation,
but it did not help the prisoncrs of the

arn.

There was a_sound of footsteps outsido
at last, and of fumbling with the bar at the
door. aLovell jumped up from the straw.

“They're coming at last! Thank good-

ness

“ w !Il make them sit up for this somo-
hoyw, later on!” growled Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, rather!”

The door was thrown open, and the red’
nset gliotncred into tho dusky barn,
Was nob Spanish Kit or ono of the cow.
punchers who appeared in the doorway.'

however.

“Its the old fellow I nearly knocked
over,” whispered Lovell.

Evidently it was Grudger Grimes.

o was not a pleasant man to look at.
His ago_was probably sixty, but he looked
older. His faco was thin and hard and
leathery, and_his littlo sharp eyes looked
likoa ravs. Ho was drossed in o!d khnblyy
clothes, ag of a hat. e blinked

wi
,-\\nmN
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“You can_come oub of that,” he said,
in a bigh-pitched, cracked voice. ¢ You
young rascals, come out of it !”

Tho two juniors emerged from the barn.

At a short distance, two or three me
were standing, and they looked towards
the schoolboys and laughed.

irudger Grimes raised a skinny hand.

“Get out of it!” he said. “The boys
told me they'd shut you up here as a
warning to keep off my land. Quite right,
too! 1If you come this way again, yowll
g0t atrailzopo round your hides. Now
Seft

£

“Ts that your brand of hospitality?”
asked Lovell, with sarcasm.

The miser blinked at him.

“Get out!” ho repeated. “Get off my

and |

“Wo'll go fast cnough whon W't got
our horses!” said Jimmy Silver tartly.
“Where are they?”

“I don’t know ! Get out!”

“Ye'ro not going without our horses!”
bawled Lovell.

The old man looked round towards the
grinning cowpunchers.

“YWhere are their horses, boys?”

“I guess they ran away down the trail,
boss,” answered one of the cowboys. ¢ Half-
sway to Red Deer by this time, I guess.”

“You've let our horses run away!l”
shouted Lovell.

“Tain’t our business to look after Windy
River horses, I guess.”

“Quite _right, Texas—it ain's!” said
Grudger Grimes. “You kids can go an
Took for your horses, only get off my land,
and be spry about it.”

Jimmy Silver breathed hard.

“Better get!” he said. “Come on,
Lovell I”

The two juniors tramped away, A mock
i augh followed them from the Grimes’
oulfit.

CHAPTER 3,
Saddle-up!

HE sun was sotting, and thero were
ten miles of rough prairie-land be-
tween the juniors and the Windy

diver Ranch. But there was 10
‘help for it; and Jimmy Silyer and Lovell
¥ramped away togethoer, with the mocking

laugh of the Grimes’ outfit ringing in their
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cars. Jimmy's face was sct and savago.
So far, although he had heard a good deal
£ the trouble between Windy River and
CGrimes', he had seen nothing of the lattor
crowd till to-day.

His first encounter with them had not
been an agrecable one. Ho remembered
talk ab Windy River of missing horses and
stecrs, which the cowpunchors suspected,
at least, could have been accounted for by
Grudger Grimes' rowdy crew.

did not believe in the least thab the juniors’
horses had been allowed to run froe, an
wer on the prairie. He was quito

ed, in his own mind, that they were
insido the corrals at Coyote Creek.

“What a go!” mumbled Lovell, after tho
first mile. “We shall be out all day to-
morrow, looking for those gee-gees, Jimmy.
They may have wandered as far as the
Toothills.”

“We_shan’t have to look any farther
than Grimes ranch, I think,” grunted
Jimmy Silver.

You dor® think they've bagged them "

el 3

Tovell whistled.

#It's too thick, Jimmy. Old Crimes is
a miser and a beast, but he's a rancher,
of sorts; not @ thicf, anyhow.”

“Not old Grimes” asserted Jimmy.
“But Coyoto Creek is run by that Mexican
foroman and his gang, and they're not too
good to hold a man up on the trail and go
through his pockets. I've heard Peto Peters
say that Grimes’ ranch is a sort of plaguc-
spot. They've stolen our horses right
enough.”

“And wo're going to leave them there?”
ejaculated Lovell.

“What can we do, fathead?”

¢ Nothing, I suppose,” admitted Lovell
“But_it’s pretty rdtten. If they've really
got the gees, Igdon’t sce how they're to
bo_got back—thoy can keep them out of

sigh® Mr. Smedley couldn’t have their
corrals searched without a sheriff's order,
or something.”

suppose nof.”
iike |good-bye to Blazer and
Buster, then,”| said Lovell dismally.
“They'll run them far cnough away before
a sherifi’s order can be got, if they're really
sticking to_thom.”
Jimmy Silver tramped on in silence. He
was deeply worried about Blazer, his own
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hor o was fond of Blazer. Dut there
was no help for i, and tho juniors frampod
on in the g'\(hcrmg dusk with their backs
to L te Cre

ness Ic]l “hcn ﬂmy were still miles
from Windy s fortunate that
Jimmy Silver had' cull tad the Habit of
taking note of his surroundings, Otherwiso
the two_chums certainly would have been
lost on the dusky plains that night.

“Bear to the right here, I think,” said
Lovell, as they came on a clump of trees
uhout three miles from Windy River.

Loft1” Jimmy said laconically.

“Now look here, Jimmy——"

“Fathcad I”

Arthur Edward Lovell, as usual, wa:
quite certain that he was right. He re-
Iuctantly yiclded the point, and every few
minutes pointed out to Jimmy that they
must bo gotting farther and farther away
from Windy River—till the lights of the
ranch-house came in sight, and “{hen Lovell
suddenly dropped the subjec

Thoroughly tired, the two jung@#s tramped
up to the ranch-house. Th nd Raby
and Newcome in the porel i

back [ said

“Thank _goodness
¥ v

We gotfiag. jolly anxious,

asked Newcome.

“Lets get in to supper,” said Lovell
#T'm simply famished !
‘And they tramped
Supper was over at the ranch, but Woo
Sing, tho chore-boy, brought in fresh sup-

plies. Jimmy Silver and Loyell did them
more ihm\ ]ushcc Mr. Hudson Smedley
was al at the Sunsct R,anch across the
river; bu he camo in by the time the

juniors had finished their lato supper.

Tho big Canadian rancher cyed the two
juniors curiously as ho came in.

“I hear from Skitter Dick that you camo
back Tithout your horses,” ho said. y-
thing happened

“Lots!” said Jimmy.

Anrl ho procecded to relate the after-
noon’s happenings, Lovell interrupting him
once or twice to cxplain that Buster hadn’t
exactly run away, but had only been
Sudicionsly given his head. Mr. Smedley
did not heed Lovell's intcrruptions, h
ever. He listened very keenly to Ji

g
%

my’s
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story, his sunburnt face growing grim and
storn,

“Let’s have this clear,” he said at length.
“I don’t want trouble with noxghbuurs, if it
can be helped—though_Coyote Creck is a
pesky bad neighbour. You think thie horses
are still there, Jimmy

“I'm almcsL ecnmn of %it,” said Jimmy
Silver, “They shut us up in the barn all
the afternoon, and spun us a yarn of the
horses wandering away. I'm sure it “ns

all bunkum. 1hcy look likg a crowd cf
thieves.”
““Somo of them are, that’s certain,” &
Mr. Smedley. “Thero aro storics going
about of the half-breed dealers. getting
horses and cattle from Coyote Creck that
never were bred there. It’s not Mr. Grimes’
fault; that Mexican galoot runs the wholo
show. 'There are men there who have been
fired from other ranches for stcaling—I
know that; rowdy galoots from over the
border. I guess therc isn’t one Canadian
in the whole bunch—Mlexicans and bad
men from Montana, mostly. But I reckon
we'ro not going to lose two good horses so
cagily as all that.”

+I-I was thinking

“Well?

“Blazer’s trail ought to tell us some-
thing. You've got™en here who can pick
up trails like the Rcdskms If we got over

theae, we could ﬁgurn it out whether Blazer
left or not, perhaps.”

“T guess it’s possible.”

Hudson Smedley walked to the window
and looked out. ~The summer night was
clear and fine;_ a crescent of moon showed
over tho prairie. For some minutes the
rancher was deop in thought.

The juniors watched him silently.

They were keen to m}.c an attempt to
get Do i Roraed, or, b leas, o maks
Bie. whothdr they woro still at Coyoto

me But it was for tho rancher to

said Jimmy.

el bo bright mooplight tonight”
said Mr. Smedley at las eckon a ride
Sader tie, moon won't purt the boys. You
kids had better go off to bed.”

The rancher strode out, and’ a minute or
two later was in talk with Pete Peters at
the door of the foreman’s cabin. Jimmy
Silver & Co. watched them from tho win-

dow, not ta the hint to get off to bed,
Tetcrs went towards the bunkhouse, wher
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most of the Wmlly R“ er outfit were prepar-
ing to turn in for the night.

There was a buzz of voices at the bunk-
housc, and some shouting. What Peto
Peters had said to the “boys” scemed to
have aroused enthusiasm, The whole outfit
came crowding out, in a state of consider-

lo excitement. Mr. Smedley came back
into the lauch, and, oub nommg the
juni ked a d.ime" took out a re-
volver, mnd scoured it in o holster to his
belt. ‘The s)ﬁht of it gave tho Rookwood
chums a thrill. Evidently there was going
to be serious business that night under the
moon.

“Cousin
Silver,

“You not in bed

::g{ou ro going over m Coyotc Creek?”

Smedley—" began  Jimmy

“Let us come!”

“Youwre better out of it,” said the
rancher. “I’s quite on the cards that mem
may be more scrapping. There’s a lot of
feeling between this outfit and Grimes’.”

“Do you. think we can’t scrap?” de-
enanded TLovell indignantly.

v, Smedley laughed.
“’.l'he more the merrier, anyhow !” urged
i “Besides, Blazer knows my

. oy'vo got him there, ho'll make
himself heard if I call to him.”

“Something in that,” said Mr. Smedley.

I don’t want, to keep you kids in a band:
box, I gt You can get out your horses.”
ob »

800«

The juniors rushed out of tho ranch-
house, They wero oply {00 glad to bo in.
cluded in the party for Coyote Creck, and
the prospect of © possibla. “sorap”
Spanish Kit's gang did not worry them.

Outside the ranch the Windy, River outfit
were gathering, cvidently in a joyous mood.
So far from objecting to troublo with Coyote
Creek, the Windy River crowd welcomed
it joyously. A dozen cowpunchers were
saddling up, and the juniors joined them
wigh their horses.

*uns coming along?”
Skitter Dick.

“You bet!” said Lov

1 guess Coyoto Crack e aseia ook
in this trip!” remarked Spiko Thompson.
And there was a laug]

“Mind that hoss don't run away with you,

grinned

young Lovell 1" called out Red Alf.

OWN LIBRARY 1

Lovell cuxmuncd but he made no re-

joinder. was mounted now upon a
Huiot steed, much moro amenable to reason
than the festive Buster

L. Hudson_ Smedicy came out of the
ranch-louse and mounted. Dvcr “tho ranch
the moon sailed in a velvety

Ready, boss!” calle out Poto Peters.

“Ready to wipe Coyote Creek off'n tho
faco of the airth, bossl” chimed in Slim
Johnson.

“Hold on!” said Hudson Smedley.
“We're not gcmv over to Coyote looking
for trouble, boys!

“Oh, ain’t we?” murmured Spike.

“T guess it's not sure that tho hosses are
there! Bub we want to know

“Missing hosses have been found at
Coyote before now, boss,” remarked Red

“I know.

That's why we're going. Bub

Mr. Grimes is a neighbeur, and we want
to bo civil. Pear that in mind, boys 1"

your say-so, boss!® said Pete
Peter

And the_cavaleado started.

With a jingle of bridle and stirrup, {he
bunch of horsemen dashed away across fh
prairic in the moonlight. IL an exciting
tido for the Rookwood juniors. Jimmy
Silver and Lol wore Hircl aftor thoir lon

tramp, but in the saddle they forgot
fatigue.
Thud, thud, thud, thud! Jingle, jingle!

Under “the moon, the Windy River outfit
rode at full gallop, and mile after mile
fled under the galloping hoofs.

CHAPTER 4.
The Horsz-Thisves!
« ALT! )
H Grimes' ranch lay before the
ridess in the moonlight. They

& had reached Coyote Crock by w
of the, Mosquito trail, and bofore them was
tho™ big timber gate, seb in heavy posts
between th The outft would

have jum,
but Hudse Smedley gave the word to
halt.

’lhe cowpunchers clattered to a stand.

s open the gate, Jimmy.”
“Right-ho!!
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ver dismounted, and went to tho
it he could sco the ranch-

a Dblack mass in the moonlight— and
o buildings. From tho bunkhouse
came a gleam of hght Spanish Kit's crowd
were not gone ed, evidently.

Tho hmxkhcuso door was thrown open,
:md a strcam of ruddy light came out from

s Tithe fignre of the Mexican forcman
chowed in the doorway. He had a cigarette
in his mouth and a “deck” of cards in his
band, "Tho trampling hoofs at the Eato
had intorrupted a poker gamne.

Spanish Kit camo striding down to the

s s game?” e called out
“Windy River, b came a rough |
voicn, as-the srowd followed the Mexican
out of the bunkhouse.

“Is that Hudson Smedley?” asked the
q'lm

1
Spanish Kit laughed.
“1 guess you'd better cor
morrow, then!” he answerg
hm gone to bed long ago.j
“My business won't wa

Smediey coolly.
“T guess it will 1\1\0 to!

~ “The " boss
. said Hudson
Let umt gate

alone, kid!” snapped the Mexica

“Ifs fastened, Mr. Smedley,”  said
Jimmy.

“I guess it's smymg fastencd, too!”
grinned Spanish Kit. ou ‘uns are not
wantes

Hud«on Simcdley rode ap loso to- tho

U Hrand out the o hoezes belonging to
hesg bave, and worll getl” ho

-3
ER:

d
it will have to do!” said Spanish
“\o Windy River galoot is coming

in her
“lel you open the gate?”

et, bos

'jhc \\\mlv River outfit backed away for
distance, and then rodoe at the gate at a
gallop.  Tho Mexican muttered savagely
S the harsemen came leaping over, one

after another.
Hudson Smedl

v rode direct to the donr

taking no furtl
The Coyote Cr

cxchi

THE RANGES!

gathered round their leader, eyeing tho
invaders savagely.
Spanish Kit was evidently at a loss.

The invaders business, and were
only {0 be stopped by force. But musnbess
were cqual, and Windy River wer

The Cm ota

dangerous “crowd le.
but they

[t
ok gang were a desperate set,
hesitated.

Bang, bang!

The butt of Mr.
crashed on the ch-)

‘A light gleamed from a Window above in

a fow minutes,

Bang, bang

The \\xmluw w
head
woollen nighicap,

“What's “this row? in his
high, cracked voice. “Caw’t you let your

b et winkk of sleep, you ornery cow-

Q

Smedley’s riding: whip

as thrown oped, and the
es, surmounied by a

t us, boss,” called out Spani
“It’s the Windy River crowd.” i

Kit.

Mr. Grimes snorte

“What do you want here, Hudson
medley ?”

“Only a word or two with you, Mr.
Grimes,” said the rancher " politely.
“Won't you come down?”

“No, T won’t!”

“1 guess—'""%

“Are you taking up ranchuaiding ab
night, Hudson Smedley?” yolled  the
mfer from the

"I guess I can talk to you from here,”

d Hudson Smedley, without an ng
my boys rode over

hat question. “Two “of
horo o, and were shut wp in @
— 1
“351\0 them right! Tl orde

to gl\'e thcm a_dose of the qu
tre n my land again!”

"Bt fswt tho question, Mr. Grimes.

Their Iirses were taken asay from then.

Wo, want those

i omsen i off. Dide?t you tell_mo

e “horses ran off, Cactus?” yelled Mr.

Grimes.

v did, answered the man
“You hear nm Tdion Smedley ?

“I hear it, buf I dowt take any stocl
in it, Mr. Grimes. Your outfit are a bil
too_ well known. Have we your permission
to look round the corral

Yon can_look m\\nd
night if you like, and

tln cnua.s

all
to you!”
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yelled back Grudger
slammed the \nndow shu:
good ennuv]\' said Hudson
Simedley, and he wheeled his horse round.
Between the Windy River riders and

Grimes, and he

the corrals, however, the Grimes outfit
had gathered. QK tood in a crowd, with
beay quirts in their hands and savage

E defiant lool
N
Spa Kit 1"

*what your boss ~ud
said Hudson Smedle

’lhc \ln\mnn shrugged his slim shoulders.
run this show for Mz. Grimes,”
he “and your crowd aren’t
butting mto ‘our corrals,”
“Run them offn the ran h, boys!”
shouted Cactus.
udson Smedley ran his eyes over the

crowd.

"We re going through tiose corrals,” he
sa your gﬂcuts try to stop us,
Spanish Kit, therell bo trouble.”

guess we'll give you all the trouble
you want,” answered the Coyote Creek
em'm vmnlcntl

“Arc you Standing out of the way?"

“Then we shall nd
“Wade in,

cu down'!
> yelled Skitter Dick.
The Windy River liorsemen spurred on
their. horscs, brandishing  ther . quirts.
Spauich K1t ‘and his mon broko wnder tho
rush, loaping and_ serambling.a

Tho Mbxican, with a forco biase in his
cyes, whipped out a revolver. The moon-
light gleamed on the barrel as it came up

to a
“Or— Oh!”

vel
“Back!” he shouted.

A whip-lash curled round the revolver,
and jerked it from his hand. _Skitter
Dw\. caught it deftly, and grinned at the

tlm trm" he clmc]\led
I!udsn n

jerked bis Fovoives trom the hotaiee 1t s
% puess Tm soing to drop fho next
man that shows a he

“Boys, go through the corra
The Windy River outfit dismounted. The
Rookwood jumiors held the horses, while

the cowpunchers unbarred the corral gate.

Tn the bright moonlight, the interior of the

corral was almost as light as by day.
There were not n twenty ho

to be scen, and Pe
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them out, and they were scanned in tho
moonlight. There was, nonc that looked
like cither Blazer or Bus
From a short distance (he Coyo(e Creck
crowd looked on with surly, savage faces.
But it was clear that they did not car
cnter upon a determined conflict v
Windy River outfit.
“Not there, boss!” said Skitter Dick.
“1 guess they may bo shut up in a barn,
lhmwh
Vou can search the rulhmldmﬁs if yon
like, while yowre so busy, led ‘out
Spanish Kit scoffingly
mmy  Silver luol\cd at the Mexican.
The Coyote Creck foreman scemed to
have decided that there was nothing to be
lonc, and to have made up his mind to let
rdy River outfit have their w
But it stck Jimmy ll\'\b be had_besn
keen to prevent a search of the horse-
g 1, and that it was only after tho
h of the corral had failed to discover
khe stolen horses that he decided to tak:
things plulo=ophlcall
ondered  whether, after all,
Bh:er And Buster wero hidden in the
somewhere. It did not seem
ossnble—me 4 wmex of the spaco
Enclosed by the ce was open to
mwpecbmn in lhe bnght moonlight—every
howse that was there could be seen by the
cowpunchers.  But Jimmy preferred ta
trusb his own eyes, and ho stepped into tha
corral to look for himself.
“Not there, kid,” said Skitter T)
“1 guess T've looked at every hoss there.”
“No harm in looking,” said Jimmy, and
he went in
“The tenderfoot’s goin’
out!” grinned Spike 'lhompson
the rabbit holes, Jimm
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Jimmy Sm or dxd not heed.
the fors 1Y
the_co:
their
with

to root ’em
“Look in

Hc scanned

ua,
al,
hvnhcr

h; .c}lx

he

ioh
Flazer had leatned (o answer his
tle, and Jimmy was suro that
thin hearing ho would core.

isle rang out shr 1
Borse with black  Totlocks—
\\Ltc\Iy “Wallke. Blazer to look at—lifted

his head mlh a whinny, and came trotti
toward my Silvel
For the mcnc it Jimmy ¢id not nndar-
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s muzzle snuggling

10
s(m,ll, till ke felt Bla;

under his arm.

“Blaze
'l

.
grinned  Skitter
Donl you know your

CHAPTER §.
Fired!

HERE were exclamations as
the Windy River cowpunchers
gathered _round _the isguised
Blazer. Tt Blazer, though,

even at a_foot's distance, it was hard to

recognise him. He had been through the
hands of a skilled horse-thief, and was
disguised from nose to tail. Bub it was

Blazer.

Hudson Smedley knitted his brows
ho looked at tho animal, Ho had?d
pected that _thero were horse-th
Coyoto Creek; but he had n
for this. It is an old trick with
thief of the prairic, lo disguis
horse, in order to get it away in snfcty,
and Blazer had been through” th proccss.
But for Jimmy's whistle the horse would
Higaomainad GintLis corral under the
cyes of the Windy River cow

“T guess they're some ot h bos
caid Peis Petire. T reckoned there »
hoss-thieves on this hyer ranch, but thi
Tooks like a ro wlar business. This is the

0id Man Grimes makes his money, I

H X un Smedley shook his head.
“0ld Man Grimes has nothing to do with
ho said. “It’s the foreman and his

mvnvlhr-) rc running this game under
their boss’s nose. %d Man Grimes never
knew the horses were here.”

“1 reckon he'll have to answer for what
his men da on) his ran

“That’s so!”

Tho Cn)otn Creck crowd were exchang-

ing loo panish Kit lighted a frosh
cigarette, (h a look of indifference.
Hudson ¢ turned to the Mexican

foreman.

“That’s onc of the horses,” he said.

T

HE RAN

s ey ot up— by some old hand at

the game
s ¢ oss that

scen hoss

the_cowpunchers wenb
cxamining cach of the
V. iere was a shout
overed. He had been
a brown horse when Lovell had ridden
him_away from Windy River. Lo was a
black horse now, with a white nose and

fot
vt Tustes _wrinned Skitter Dick,
leading him out. “G oss, 1 \mnder
Low many more stolen critters thero are
in Old Man Grimes’ corrals ?
“That's for_tho sheriff to lools
son Smedley_ grimly. guc
ood deal here for the sherif
ring them alonz to

nlo the
horses_very ©
when Buster v

the house.”
The two stolen horses were led away to

the ranch-house, and tho butt of ITudson
riding-whip crashed on the door

hj:c

Smedley's
Spanish Kit an
1ool on with lowe us
stealing had been bronght -
begond a_doubt; amMihorse-stea
serious offenco on tho Western p

mrades

ang, bang, bang!
Thomwsindow opened at Tast.
“Can't yonu let a man rest?” roared
from_abose.
We've fouud  the s  here, Mr.
Grimes!”
“Waal, tale *em and g
“Thoy'ra got up it horsr-thieves
said Hudson Smedley. "I want

‘;ou tocome down and look at them?"
For o full five minutes Old Man Grimes
stood at the window and blew off steam in
piturssqo language. “Then' ho enmmo dov,

the big door was wnbolted, and th
mlser, in nightcap and an old e rcoat
appeared in the doorway.

Hudson Smedley’s cool, clear voice
interrupted his angry objurgations, and
Mr., Crimes was forced to listen, When

he realised the stato of affairs, his wrath
turned from the Windy River outfit to his
own men.
“You, Spanish Kit!" he yelled. “You,
Kit Pelayo, you skunk, come here!”
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The  handsome, swarthy foreman
swaggered up. Mo was quite cool. Ol
Grimes pointced a skinny, treibling
efinger at

“What vou gof to say about this?” he

velled.

What you got to s
“T guess I

“Hossestealing on my ranch!
Bt R anything about it
boss,” said Spanish Kit coolly. “One of
forem.n here?” howled the
avew't T left it all in your
Now Tihall hive tho therift down
me. " Homsicaling on my ran
ro sacked

ked Hcd the miser, his skinny
forcfinger trembling with rage, as it was
pointed at the Mexican. “Sacked! Fired!
Do you hear’"

“T yeckon I ain’t deaf, boss,” answered
Rib coolly. “But T guess it's a
y’s work for you when you fire mo!”
“Youw're fired!” roared old man.
“T'll get a ncw outfit! Tl fire the whole
~|m\d of yo

The door closed.

reckon Old Man Grimes
" chuckled Skitter Dick.

o explaining to the sher
here,” said Hudson

is m:\(]v
“He

finished
Smcdloy “Mount !”
Jimmy Silver mounted Blazer, glad to
be on his own horse again. Lovell would
have mounted Buster, but was gently but
frmly restrained by ctors.
“I guess we've had cnou»'h tmdble with
you riding Buster, young d th
Windy River foroman, wit e
“Look here,” began Lovell wmthfully,

i o think I <l 't ride Buster—

haw, haw!
1] Jolly el
“There’s. your
and ho Tod Buster away,

aid Pete Peters,
thua ending the

argument.
A sullen crowd watched the Windy River
outfit as own to the gate.

The gate was npcned and the l‘m:emcn
poured out, with two led horses.
Spanish Kit and }us followers
mucmmg together. They had no doubb
that Old Man Grimes meant every word
that he had said; the whole outfit was to
be “fired.” The game the gang had played
for a long time of stealing horses and

were

OWN LIBRARY 1n
cattle and_using Old Man Grimes' ranch
as their headquarters was finished ~for

?
wood. Black and lowering were tho looks
they cast after the Win River riders.

eedless of their black looks, Hudson
Smedley rode away with his men in the
moonlight.

Trom the direction of the ranch build-
ings thero came a sudden r that rang
and cchoed over the praivie, Hudson
Smedley gave a start as his Stetson hat
spun from his head.

cjaculated Skitter Dick.
Tho rancher caught, bis laty and coolly
rop]'wed it on his head.

“Thats one more ifem for Kit Pelayo
to_ansyer fox \\l|en the time comes!” he
said, “Ride

Y Ain't wo going back to
degpanded Skitter Dick hotl.

G hgr

* Gee-

e ’em out?”

And the Windy River outfit rode on
in the moonlight, home to the ranch.

CHAPTER 6.
The Rustlers!

IMMY SILVER & CO. slept soundly
during the remainder of that SHEnE.
ful night. They wero late down in
the morning, and the smiling Woo Sing

brought thom “alate breakfast. ~Alter

Jimmy went out to look at
The horse was looking his old
Seli again now. Arthur Edward Lovell
followed his chum to the corral

P going to tako Buster out,” o re-

marked.

S“‘You silly ass!” ejacuiated Jimmy
“If you, think T et side Duster
“Looking for Buster?” asked Peto

Poters, with a grin, as Lovell came up to

tho corr “He's heen sent away to
Mosquito_this morning.”
ent away?" exclaimed Lovell.
“Just  tha grinned/” the foreman.

o boss s scléstod & nice, quict hoss
for_you, if you wanb {o ride
T dowt want a_quist horse!” growled
Tovell v a3, Jimm; 7, would you like
let mo have Blazer 2"
“Aro you insured?" asked Jimmy.
“Insured? No.”

8
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I can’t let you have Blazer.”y Old Man imes clenched his hands. ‘
ily chump!” roared Lovoll. “They rcus('d me out at dawn,” he
Lovel u had to be satisfied with the quiet | gaspe T told ’em the whole crowd was
horse for his morning’s ride. As a matter hov turned on me! Fixed me up
of f«ct he found his new mount much | llku this and sct me going on the pesky
more _comfortable than the old; Buszerlprmru-we. their bo;

had been a tough handful for Arthur | L-ml pip!” :
Bidvard, though Do declined to acknow- And they're off?” howled® Grudger
ledge the fact. Grimes %8S fho foothils, tho whols

The ]unmu trotted away from the ranch | gang of them.  Ilor
for a ride over the prairie. Jimmy Silver | them! T never knew,
was thinking of Coyote Creek and of Old | the villain 5 5
Man Grimes. He had no_doubt that Mr. They’ve cleared off?” asked Jimmy
(mmcs meant every word he said when he Silver.
had “fred " Spameh Kit and tho whole|, “Yop- And I guess they'vo tuken Svery
outhit. hoss and steer ahoub_the placo that_they

The horse-{hieves had probably involved could lay their hands on in the timclh
him in legal troubles, though groaned Old Man Grimes. “I'm ruined!
lieved that Mr. G rimes had been qn\w D)) i bad as that, I hope,” said Jimmy
ignoranco of t game that had | ver, with a smile,  “You ought to

hieves, the |
Thers 3t all to Kit,

Lo played under his, Hose on his ranch. | pisked youe:menfarbit sord carefu
But Spanish Kll nn(l his friends were a | Urimes.
rouzh crowd nd if they chose | l'hcv came cheap,” muttered the miser.
om Man Grimes. was | Lhggo never was any trouble about wages.
Jimmy was thinking | M § know why, the skunks! I know it
i ues

ow. I m ther all the cattle and

scs that have en in th
BE Jeaes, nasind through thoir hands.
they'vo cleared out, and cleared out the
ranch "

“Like us to sco you home ?” asked Nmmy
politely. He felt” some =\mp'nhv for the
wretched old man, whe miserliness lmd

con <o sox ly punisheds

qui
of that when a
prairie.
“Grimes, by Jove!” cxclaimed Lo'
It was Grudger Grimes.
movnted upon a skinny, bony old 1¥fee |
that was proceeding at an’ casy wa
apparently undirected by the  rider.
Something strange in Mr, Grimes' aspect
“aused tho juniors to ride towards him, | DS 5 SV 8
nod they son discorned what the matter ATH mes did not answer.
Old Man Grimes was sitting in a | 1O thn(: he had control of his horse l\g ‘

Ol Ahih be ‘was tied, and his fost | Storted at a ot for Coyote Creek. The
B e e windor tha old horee, | Rookwood jufifors rode with bim.
% ‘thouted to the juniors as they came | ~Th s an air of desolation and
cidivg rifon about Coyote Creck Ranch when |

Hero! This way! Helpt

only hat?” ejaculated Raby.

Tho juniors dashed up, and drew in their
b ind the old miser of Coyote Creek.

der came in sight on the

e 1m

L' a(; a distance tho;
the onlﬁt was gone. £pa
ang_had not carcd to w:

~could sce hat
and his
t till the sheriff
cd. The cunning gamo ther had long

~n on carth did you get into this fix, | <

Ar. e Soied Jimmy Silver, | plaved in security was up at last, and the
“Lot ,m, loose ! rascals had lost mo time in getting clear.
“0Oh nly

X Only the Chincso cook remained, and
+Silver opened his knife, and_ cut £ th
Arough tho cords that bound Mr, Grimes
to his horse. The old man was shaking

with rage.
“hey

-house as the

xed mo up Jike this,” he gasped | hoss.

—«8panish Kit and Cactus and tho rest! Grudger Crimes jumped down, and ran

Thunder! T've heen on this hoss since [into e eandlty house, Tho juniors heard

dawn. Oh, thunder!” his higheracked voico raised in lamenta-
ho junjors tried not to smile, tion as he moved from room to

Wit is it—a joke " asked Newcome. ! Apparently the flecing gang had taken feniv]




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

ning that seemed valuablo cnough for
fhem to lay their hands on.

Gradger Grimes came out of the house
again, wringing his hands, Ho roamed info
tho empty corral. There was nob a horse

to be seen.

“Eyery critter gone!” he gasped. “T'll
ot the sheriff on them. Tl set the
Aounted Police after them.”

“Best, thing you can do,” agreed Jimmy
Silver, I supposo tiey’se in the foothill
by this time, though.”

“Anything we can do for ¥
Grimes?” asked Lovell. “Like us
to lunch and keep you company?”

“No,” snapped Old Man Grimes.

“Then Wwoll got o

The old man yelled to the juniors as they
:ode out_at the gate.

“Tell Hudson %medley! Tell him to
rend a mossenger to the sheriff.”

“Right-ho!” called back Jimmy Silver.
Leaving JOld Man Grimes lamenting
misfortune, the Rookwood chums rode back
‘o Windy River. They reached the ranch
in time for dinner, and found Hudson
Smedley there.

Jimmy Silver told his nows, and delivered
Old Man Grimes' message.

“Might have reckoned on that,” said the
rancher thoughtfully. = “I wonder what

h i 7" It's Grimes’ own fault.
was made up of the peskiest
rogues between Mackenzie and the Line.
I guess he’s paid for it now! I fancy those
galoots will sell the horses they’ve stolen to
tho half-breeds in the foothills, and light
out for the States. But there may be a
chance of laying them by the heels. I guess
11'11 send a message to Sheriff Dawes, any-
how.”

And the rancher hurried out.

Thero was a good deal of cxcitement at
Windy River when the news was known of
the flight of Spanish Kit and his crowd.
But thero was little sympathy for Grudger
Grimes. The cowpunchers chuckled when
they heard that the fleeing outfit had
cleared off all his stock that they had had
time to lay hands on.

“I guess he asked for it,” said Skitter
Dick, - “0ld Man Grimes has got what he
asked for. And the Mounted Police will
soon lay those galoots by the heels.”.

But Skitter Dick was wrong in his sur-

ou, Mr.
to stay

mise.
Spanish Kit and his gang had vanished
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into the trackless foothills of the Rocky
Mountains, and the Mounted Police hunted
for_them in_vain
Tor a weck there was no zews of them
at Windy River.
hen news came in an unexpected form.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were 2t supper with
Hudson Smedley ab sunset one day, when
there was a trampling of hoofs outside, and
Spiko Thompson rushed in breathlessly.
“Skuso me, boss!” he gasped. ¢Them
galoots—""
udson Smedley rose quictly.

“What's happened ?”

“Them hoss-thicves!” gasped the cow-
uncher. “Spanish Kit and his gang.

They came on me at Lone Pine, and when
I it out they was driving off a hundred
head of steers.”
“Pheyw ! murmured Jimmy Silver.

The Rookwood chums exchanged glances.
t was cxciting news, such news as ha
scidom been heard in the prairie rarches
of Alberta. Hudson Smedley compressed
his lips.
“So that's the game,” he said.
Kit is starting in business as a rustler. He
fancies he's back in Mexico or Texas. I
guess he will soon learn that he can’t piay

that game in_Canada.

The Windy River Ranch buzzed with ex-
citement when Spike Thompson’s startling
tows spread. There were “old hands ” on
the ranch who remembered the days of
ranch-raiders—days that were long gone.

o ess it’s like old times!” said Pete
Peters, to_the crowd at the bunk-house.
“Bub it ain't lasting. That gang_are up
against a snag! The Mounted Police wil
rope them in inside a week.”

ut the week passed, and Spanish Kit
and his gang were still loose in the foothills,
and_there were wild days coming for_that
section of Alberta where the Windy Ri
flowed down from the Rocky Mo

“Spanish

CHAPTER 7.
Taking the Tr

“ 8, tool”

the voices of Jimmy Silver, Tovell,

Raby, and Newcotfie. The Fistical
Tour of Rookwood were all of one opinion
“hich did not always happen.
ancher Smedley shook his head.
“Impossible!”

all at once—
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“Bu Foulr voices in chorus azain.
“Can’t be done.

“But—" repeated Arthur Edward
Lovell.

ST can't let you risk your lives,” said
fudson Smediey. “There will be hard

and hard shooting, T guess.
Will stay at the ranch.”
e

““Bul

The boss of Windy River Ri
stay to listen to any more “
side the ranch-house there was a thudding
of hoofs, a clatter and jingle of bridles and
stirrups. The Windy River outfit were in
the saddle, waiting for “Boss ” Smedley.

Hudson Smedley strode out to his horse,
which Woo Sing, the chore-boy, was hold-
ing for him

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked on glumly.

“Rotten!” growled Lovell.

“Bezstly!” grunted Raby. “We should
be quite as useful as any of the cow-
punchers, T faney.”

“More!” said Lovell.

“Well, we'd try,” remarked Newcome.
St dare eay Mr. Smedley is right.
¢, we've got to toc the line.”

‘'ve got to toe the line, but he isg

s:xin’I Lovell. “I can handle a
any of thoso chaps, if it co
ob to stick here.”

You

anch did not
buts.”  Out-

kY

The Rookwood chums could not help fecl-
ing that it was rotten. They were left out.
Boss Smedley and his outhit were going
to look for the missing bunch of steers.
B0 8 s reobablo that thore would be
Shooting when the outfit came upon Spanish
Kit and his gang. Naturally, Boss Smedley

is schoolboy gruests to be on
the sceno when the shooting began. Pos-
sibly, too, he doubted whother they could
hold out over a long and arduous prairio
trail. On those points Jimmy Silver & Co.
did not agree with him in the least.

But Hudson Smedley’s word was law at
the Windy River Ranch; and the Rook-
wood chums could only grumble and give
i

n.

Wit a clatter and a jingle, the outfit
rode off in the eetting sun to the south-west,
towards the distant line of the 3
Mountains. Jimmy Silver & Co. watched
them from the porch; Pete Peters, the fore-
man of the ranch, from his cabin; Baldy,
the cook, from the door of the cookhouse.
Th

and Woo Sing were 2! that remained

THE RAN

“Rotten!” said Jimmy Silver, for about
the tenth ne, when the bunch of horse-
men had vanished upon the prairie,
Peio Peters went to the corral for his
horse.  He me towards the ranch-houso
with the reins looped over his brawny arm.
“ guess I've got plenty #o do afore
with all the bogs away,” he remark

kids wow't be skeered lefe her

“You
alone 7"
“We'll try not to be,” said Lovell, with

. “You can tell Baldy o go snd eat coke,
‘and follow his example!” grunted Lovell.
“Waal, you "uns had better lock up safe,
and get fo bed,” said Deto Peters good:
humouredly. “Don’t you be mad about
the boss not taking you; you ain’t big
h yet to cat up a gang of rustlers.
mess Spanish Kit’s gang are a tough
o wouldn't make more thau a
thful of you 'uns. So-long!”
“And the foreman mounted and rode off.
. “Siily ass!” commented Lovell.
“Suppee leady!” said the soft v
Woo Sing behind the Rookwood juniors.
“Bother supper!” vell. Arthur

gieiee

i

of

Edward was cxceeding perated at
being left behind by the outl p
Kiige leady. Velly miceel” mumured

Woo_Sing.

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver, and tho
Rookw#6d chums went into the ranch-
house.

Tn spite of their exasperation, they con-
trived to make a very gocd supper. ~After
suppor they walked down to the cookhouso
to have a chat with Baldy before going
to bed. The sun was sinking behind tho
Rockies, in a blaze of purple and gold.
Jimniy Silver shaded his eyes with his fand
and looked westward.

“They're out of sight hows ago,” said
Lovell.

“Therc’s somebod;

“Peters, perlaps.’

“He went towards Lone Pine.
soe a horseman, all the same. He's just
sitting still on his horse and looking this
way,” said Jimmy.

“Blessed if T can see him!” said Lovoll,
staring in the same direction. ““There’s a
ush—""

v1" said Jimmy.

T can
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| «Just besido the bush— There! He's
gone now.”

Tovell smiled—the slightly euperior smile
{hat even his best chums sometimes found
a little i 2.
“Qnly the bush,” he
ny hotseman, Jimmy.
“Fathead! I saw a Stetson hat.”

“Well, I didn’t,” said Lovell, making
fhat statement as if he regarded it as set-
ing the matter beyond dispute.

Jimmy Silver restrained a strong inclina-
tion to tell his chum what he thought of him
and_stolled on towards the cookhouse.
Baldy, with the lamps gleaming on the
smooth, shiny top of his head, was washing
dishes and plates. He gave the Rookwood
juniors a cheery nod.

“T guess I tako this kindly,” said Baldy.

“Eh, what?” asked Jimmy.

“Coming in like this to help a galoot
wash up.””

BN

ﬁ;‘\id. “There wasn't

“Fleve you are,” said Baldy. “Pile in!”
Jimmy Silver laughed and piled in. The
juniors had come along to chat to Baldy
because thero was nobody else left; but the
fat cook had chosen to misunderstand. Four
juniors were soon busy with washing up,
and as soon as they were fairly going Baldy
sab down on a berch and filled his pipe.
Baldy, the cook, sometimes got through
anite a lot of work, but he mever got

ch any if he could help it.
guess this is real good of you” said
Paldy, as he lighted his pipe. ““The real
white article, and no mistake

And he smoked in fat contcntment.

Washing up finished, Jimmy Silver & Co.
moved to the door, having had enough of
Baldy’s company.

“T guess if you uns want another job,
there’s a broom handy!” said Baldy.

“Guees again,” said Jimmy i
“Goodnight, fatly.”

Aud the juniors walked back to the ranch
ander the dusky sky. Baldy did not take
tho broom himedlt; he sat, and smoked, and
looked out of the open door of the cook-

ight, It was very
ouse, and when ho had
ed his pipe Baldy leaned his bald head
back on the wall and dozed. He did nob
move as there was the sound of a soft foot-
sep, but murmured drowsily:
oAt you funs in bed yei? Time you
s,
Then all of a sudden Baldy, the cook,

throu.
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came back to wakefulness, as a round metal
rim was pressed to his fat neck. He started
so violently that his bald head eracked on
the lumber wall behind him, and he gavo
a howl of pain.

“Quiet!” said a low, menacing voice.
“Put up your paws!”

And Baldy, the cook, as he blinked at a
threatening figure, revolver in hand, in the
Jamplight before him, promptly put up his
“paws * as high towards the cookhouse r00t
as they would reach,

CHAPTER 8.
The Attack on the Ranchl
o ED!” yawned Lovell.
B “Locked up?” asked Raby.
“Woo Sing’s done that—except
the front door.”

Woo Sing, the chore-boy, was gone to bed
already. Lovell and Raby had been playng
chess, Newcome reading the last available
“Holiday Annual,” and Jimmy Silver was
sitting on a bench in the porch, looking out

the starlit sky and thinking of homo and
Rookwood.

Lovell Jooked out at the door.

‘ for bed, Jimmy ?”
Yes.”

Jimmy Silver rose, and took a last glance
into the soft, starlit night before he went
in. And as he did so, a shadowy figure
came running from the direction of the
cookhouse.

or o moment Jimmy fancied it was
Baldy; but almost at the same moment he
noticed that the figure was too burly for
Baldy’s. And i it came another,
shadowy, and running.

“What—" stammered Jimmy.

He did not stay to finish the sentence, or
the thought. He made a backward bound
into_the house, crashing into Lovell,
sending him spinning. There wasg yell
of wrath from Lovell as he reeled.

“What the thump—"

Jimmy did not heed Lovell.

He grasped the big, thick pinewood doo:
and dragged it to, with all his strength.

Cras

The door slammed home, and Jimmy set
his foot against it as he felt for the bolt.

“Lovell—quick—help 17 he panted.
1w ng against the

Lovell was staggering
“What game’s that?” he asked war




i

ng now ?
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“You silly ass, Jimmy, what game are you | cle—{liey worey't any of our crowd, and
) ,

play

sh !

This time the crash came on the outside
of the door. and it would have been huitled
open but for Jimmy Silver's foot planted

against it.

Before the attack could be
J.mmv had p'uf.l) shot the bolt.
|

repeated

Tuwo heavy bodies were hurled on the
door at the same time. It shook and
ereaked; but the Dolt held

h a set face Jimmy drove the
bt Wbt Bome, and than drovo liomo tho
other. Then he Jooked for wooden
ar, ‘and placed it in p across the

Lo\ch hed thcce 1
wing amazement. It was o:
n 2d belicfs that he ind practie

w

n, l the
ut it had
R th
rather <lox
“What on cart
m amazement.
“The windows—"
What about the windows?y
“Fathead " 4 Jimmy Silver
qr

stenod the st
What d

l es. Woo Sing fa
before he went to byc-b:
matter ?"

crash, crash! came on the door.
L\l, are you keeping old Baldy out
1 ;i

Lllc hall in surprise.
“What's the row?” asked Ral
“Rustlers!” answered
br.eﬂ\
hat!

L
Lovell. “You cawt il out
Draw it mild.”

Tang, bang! came on the deo

o1t s s
legs, you know.

It was a

they had
ovell

o,” he suggested. It
o
Crash, cras

WDons that sonnd like Baldy, you born

idiot, Lovell?” nsked Newcomne.
¢ dure say he wants to come in. You
can’t stuff me up with your rustlers, Jimmy.
'd better lot Buldy ‘in, if be wants to
come,” said Lovell, and lie stepped toards

the door.
Thon he stopped as a loud, angry voice
was heard from without.
“O'an thi s doos

not the voice of Baldy,
ew the voice;
he rustler.

Wi
T hey Ind hmul thal e,
“0h, nbs 1" gasp! cJ Lovell.

'
B or

Vo Ko

shouted an-
you're there! Let

Silver's

to Jericho!” was Jimmy
angwer.

“Do you want us to shoot, you
177

young

d be ‘v'm\(-]

at

came Spanish Kit's voice g “1 kno
there’s nobody at home excepting
tenderfeet— cd the whole outlit ride

off houf® ago. The kids won't keep ut
ong.”
"“No that was the man T saw?” muttereé
Jimmy.

There was a sowud of trampling feet vonnd
the ranch-house. Blows were struck on the
windows, but the defences 1w
ivery lover window v 1

i

. Rifle-b
:ahu(lcw but the stout pine held good.

rifie-butt that was being used now “Rustlers |mmv g Lovell dazedly.
“Rustlers here!” murmured veome. | “My only hal , they must have
“Ye gods! And Mr. Smedley and all the | watched Mr. ¥ v and his men clear
outfit eway off, you kn ¢ reckon coast i
“Rot!” said T.o\cll “Did you think you | clear now.”
saw T nms, Jimn s*Just thought of that?” asked Raby.
“I saw two,” l Jxmm breathles “Toook here—
were ac li Jimmy Si the_back
and I go‘ thc door st house, to, e that the doo:
time. They can’t be a seoure. He roached it as a hoav
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wed on the outside. Woo Sing came
uo\. 1 the staircase, with a scared Took on
his Tace, his almond eyes wide open in

stlers, Mass® Jimmy!” he said.
Looks like it, Woo Sing. They
cl in, though,” said Jimmy, with

tou‘idemc than he was feeling.

can’t
more

wonder_what they've done with
nqm 7 said Raby.
Crach, crash! Blows rained on

ﬂ\e (0 of the ranch-house as the
pointed raiders gathered there again.

“They won't get that down in a hurry,”
muttered Jimmy Silver. “But the upper
windows! They ccud clamber on the
veranda roof! We've got to keep them out,
you_chaps.”’

“You bet!” said Lovell. “We’ve got to
get hold of somethmg and hit out, it they
fackls the “mdu“a .
| %Get upstairs,” said Jimmy.

Lme{l and Raby and Newcome hurried
to the fipper rooms. Lovell had taken Woo
Sing’s kitchen pom, Raby and Newcome
had a stick each. Jimmy ran into Mr.

Smedley’s room. where the
nn(‘hm kept a revolver locked up. It was
no time to stand on ceremony, und Jimmy
smashed open the drawer and took out the
yevolver and a box of cartridges.

He. loaded the revolver hurriedly but
carefully. Then he stepped to a window.

There were three windows at the front of
the upper part of the house, far out of
reach of the ground but for the veranda
below. By climbing on the veranda roof
it was casy to reach them. In the star-
light Jimmy could see that the enemy had
drawn back from the porch, and were look:
ing up. Evidently the scheme of climbing
to the yindows had already occurred to
them big, burly man, whom Jimmy
recnrnmad as_Cactus Bill, once of the
Coyote Creek Ranch, pushed his horse close
to the xenndm, and, standing up on_the
saddle, secured a hold and began to climb.

isap-

iminy ¢ partly opened the window,
softly and quietly. Lovell joined him, start-
ing 2 little at the sight of the weapon in

Jimmy’s hand.
“You'vo got_a revolver?” he muttered
Yes. And T shall use it if its neoded.”
eaid Jm\my Silyer grins

otter giv = oid chap. Tm a
better shot than you are yau know.”

Jimmy Silver did not ficed that rema
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Trom tho window lio walched Caclus
With the room dark behind him, he w
visible to the raiders below.

The burly ruffan vas dragging his heavy
bulk upon the veranda roof, which sloped
almost up to the sills of the upper windows.
Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath, and
aled out;

in

cmus Bt stared round.

ave o regoiver hire,” sid iy
Silver quietly. “I give you one minuie to
After that I shﬂl shoot

guess you don’t dare!”

“Youwll see—if you come on another
inch!”

“Get on, Bill” shouted §
below. “If he pulls the
him

Cactus Bill hesitated.

nish Kit from
ger we'll viddle

He was a pla

shot from the window. The clu st ma
man could scarcely have missed at the
range.

4T :\\ess—" he

beg:
th it?” shonted half a dox
“We're waiting for you to let

Thus urged on, Cactus Bill made another
p

‘movement the sloping roof of th¢
veranda.
“Get back, Lovell,” muttered Jimmy.

“They’ll shoot as soon as I do. Better

low down.

“Pm safe enough. You look out”
answered Lovell. *They're putting up theit
sifles.”

Jimmy Silver was \\atchmg Tive or six
of the raiders had lifted their rifles, aiming
at the window “hcle Jimmy Silver stood.
They could not see him, but a volley would
have nddlcd the window and torn across the
room a torrent of deatl

But Jxmm) did not hesitate.

He was quite determincd to defend tho
ranch-house” in Canadian  cousin’s
absence. He dropped on his knees, and tool
careful aim at the man on the veranda roof.

‘rack !

The instant he had fired Jimmy duc]md
below the level of the window. Tt was only
just in time.

"Half o dozen rifles rang out together, and
the bullets smashed through the window an

whistled over him as he crouched.

There was a_loud yell and a crash out-

sida ctus Bill was no lenger om the
\cundn wui
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immy, in the midst of his own danger,

Ji
fel a_ sudden sickness of heart. He had
done his duty; but if the man was killed

His mind was soon rclieved on that score.
nj

The voice of Cactus Bill was heard, p
out a stream of picturesque exp
There was no doubt that he was hw

Crack, crack, erack

Fach ‘of the windows was a target for
hullets now, and the_glass was shattered to
fragments. ' But the Rookwood chums easily
Lept below the level of the shooting, and
1o harm was done, excepting to the win-

dows.
X ““Get on with it, Bill1” shouted Spanish

ions.

it.

T guess—"

“You're not hurt, boob!”

1 ‘guoss it clipped my year!” howled
Cactus Bill. “And I guess D've took some
tamble ?

“Fool!l I will do it!”

“Yowre welcome!” growled Cactus Bill.

Jimmy Silver heard the creak that an-
nounced that a weight was on the slanting
roof outside again. Ho set his teeth. Every
Imoment now a bullet tore in at the window
from one of the raiders below. But Jimmy
Silver had to take the risk, and he rose
quictly and looked out, favoured by the
darkness behind him, and keeping  back
from the window. The Mexican was climb-
ing much more actively than the burly
Cactus, clinging to the slauting roof like
a cat. Ho was making for the farthest
Sindow, and his side was turned to Jimmy
Silyor. ;

‘A bullet sang in, missing Jimmy by a
foot. He felt the wind of it as it passed.
Then he fired.

There was a terrible ery from Spanish
Kit, and he rolled down the slanting roof,
and crashed down in the midst of the
custlers.

CHAPTER 9.
A Close Shave for Bald)
}I){IMY SILVER’S heart throbbed pain-
y.

ully.

Ho had had no choice in the matter,
and he could not regret what he had
done. But the cry of the Mexican as ho
fell yang terribly in Jimmy’s ears.
“He’s down!” came Raby’s panting voice
from the farther room.

PALS OF THE RANGES!

Thero was a_shouting among the rustlers
below. The rifles poured a scattering vol-
ley at the shattered windows.

But as the firing slacked Jimmy _Silver
peered out in_the clear starlight. He saw
Spanich Kit limp! f,r e rascal was not
Lilled. But evidently he was hurt.

His wound was slight, but the fall from
the veranda roof had hurt him. He limped
painfully, and his voice was soon hear
pouring out a stream of savago words in
Spanish.

Crack, crack!

Jimmy Silver loosed off a couple of shots
from the window, sending them close
encugh to startle the raiders. Pete Peters,
in his place, would probably have laid a
rustler dead in the grass with each bullet.
But the junior of Rookwood was content
to see_the bunch of shadowy figures fall
Thurriedly b .

ere fully exposed where
) firo from the window.

y ullets flew close they backed away
with 'almést ludicrous haste, Spanish Kig
limping after them into the shelter of the
bunk-house and the corral fence.

“Thank goodness they’re gone " muttered
Lovell. “They're not gone far, though,

T fancy.”

R in cover!” called out Jimmy?”

“You bet!”

From the rustlors, lurking out of sight
now, an occasiogal Tifle-shot rang, whizzin,
in ot the shattéred windows, or spattering
on the stout timber of the walls.

Bub after a fow minutes that ineffective
fio ceased.

“What & night!” murmured Raby. Tho
Tistical Four gathered on the lading. Here

there was a little window, from which it

was safer te keep watch than from the

, we'ro keoping them off,” said
“1 hyven't had o chance to wo

at dawn if they dow’t get
said Newcome hopefully.
“They wouldn't dare to keep this up in
the_ dalight”

immy Silver nodded.

But it was long, long hours to dawn, and
the gang of Tustlers were not likely to allow
themselves to be baffied by four schoolboys
if they could help it.

There was a long silence.

and Lovell
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offered the opinion at last that the raiders
were_gone.

“They're not gone!” said Jimmy quietly.
1 daro say they'd like m make us think
0. But they’re not gone.”

“I’xc heard a lot of "horses moving,”

id
EL\“'L‘lm\ ‘e clmred the horses out of tl
That's what thoy're here
tteql lmtses and cattle!” grunted
. . “But they won’t lay hands
on any! lhmg in ’t’he house so long as we can

, here comes somebody!” said
Newcome suddenly.

There was a sudden pattering of foot-
steps, and a shadowy figure came bolting
towards the ranch-house. Two or three
shots rang out.

“Shoot, Jnmmv' > shouted Lovell. “Here,
give me the revolver! Shoot, you ass!”

“gls Baldy,” said Jimmy Silver quictly.

PriNG

Baldly, the cook, was hammering at the
door below. Round him bullets spattered
on the porch. His voice came up to the
juniors in a how] of terror.

“Let me in! You hear me, young Silver!
Let'a galoot in! They're arter me! Open
the door, young Silver! Hel ]p

Hammer, hammer, hammer !

Baldy, the cook, vas almost dancing with
terror as ho at the barred door.
Lvery bullet ﬂm shuch the timber near
hm brought a fresh howl from the fat

Jun av's fuce sot hurd.

“I-T say, we—we've got to let him in,”
muttmed Lovell uneasily.

Vo can’t open the door.”

“But—but they’re shooting—"

““If they were chooting at Baldy, he would
be “riddled  beforo 7 said - Jimmy.
“Thoy’re_Irightenin

“But, T say—he’s got away from them

nng‘md
“Don’t be an ass,” said Jimmy. “It's a
the door open. If we open it

trick to get
for Baldy there will be a rush. We couId
never get it shut again in time. A volley
and rush \\onld muo us, with the door
open. I’s a tri
“Tet me inl” yv]led Baldy.

Ho hammered madly at the door.

Crack!” Crack! Crack!

A bullet, closer than the others, grazed

et me
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Bnldys fat ear, and he let out a fearful

Lmell and Raby and Newcome locked
very uneasy. But Jimmy Silver remained
as_fim as iton.

It was clear to him that the raiders had
let Baldy run, and were firing round him,
and ot at him, as a_trick to get the door
open—a_trick that Jimmy was determinod
should fail.

Peering from the little window, he could
catch glimpses of moving shadows, s th
Taiders crept nearor, to ba ready” for tha
rush if the door opened.

immy Silver did not falter.

It was his duty to hold the fort, if he
could, till Hudson Smedley returned; and
Bnldy had to take his chance.

One of the creeping, shadowy figures
came recklessly mnear, and Jimmy pushed
his revolver from the window and pulled the
trigger.

There was a loud yell,
scuttled back.

Then there came a wild howl from Baldy,
and the juniors heard a heavy fall bels
m the pornh

e’s got it!” muttered Lovell,
as clnlk

immy’s heart throbbed.

There was no further sound from B:
no movement., The f;
black shadow of the

Spanish Kit’s voice \wns “heard from the

unkhcuse

You dumn fools,

and the raider

white

aldy ;
at cools lay stil in the

you've plugged the
cook now.”

“That shows \\hah they meant,” said
Jimmy. “I'm sorry_for poor old’ Baldy.
But we've got o Bad e e

Newcome shivered. The trick was trans-
parent enough; but with so many bullets
whizzing round the cook to fnghten him
one had apparently found a billet. But the
juniors knew that Jimmy was right. If the
door was opened the ranch was captured;

and it was ihe duty of the garrison to hold
the fort. Baldy was the only member of
the Windy Rner outfit who would have
yelled to be let in, in the ecircumstances.
But poor Baldy was not made of stern stuff
like the cowpunchers.

The voices of the raiders, muttering, came
faintly through the still night. Then
Spanish Kit's voice, raised in angry tones,
became clearly audible to the juniors.

“We've got to get the ranch! I tell you,




T

Ross Smedley’s got thousands of dollars
there—it’s close on_ pay-day. T've got a
scratch on the shoulder, and P'm going to
make that kid pay for it! I tell you, we've
got to get the rauch.”
growling voice answered:

“It’s the rope for somebudy now, now
that durn cook is laid out.

“If you've got cold fcct Cactus, you
o get on your hoss and Tide out of the

“WWal, how are wa getting the ranch?’
‘uwle.l Cacfus Dill. ~Chewing the rag
\\0n 't g

Low xllnltumg followed.

Jiminy Silver had reloaded the ecmpty
chambers of the revolver. He was prepared
for a desperate rush.

Ho started as he felt a light touch on ki
clbow. o looked round and saw Woo
Sing, his almond eyes glimmering in the
gloom.

“Baldy, comee windeo!” murmured the
Chinee.

“What?”

“Taiteo Baldy, tappe ot backeo windee.
Lettee in?” asked Woo Sing.

Jimmy Silver stargd at him blaskly
had been under tho impression t
the cook, was iying stil in the d
stretched there by a chance bullet!

aldy 77 he repeated,

He

s
% porch,

“At windce. Tappee.”
“Thank goodness. 1 suppose he was
said Jimmy, with a deep

spoofing them,
x e “Keep wateh here, you
lown.

Jimmy {ulluwe\d the little Chinee down
the staits. On tho shutter of the kitchen
window there was a faint tapping. ice,
barely heard in its agitated whispering,
reached Jmmy.

“Give 5 galoot a chance! Let me i

“Him cleepee lound the house,” grinned
Woo Sing. “Nottee hittee—only pILtvnd 2

Jinmmy ]mrnedly unfastened the window
shutter. ers were all gathered at
the nnch bml pga in front and to the left
of the ranchhor But Jimmy kept the
revolver in readiness as he opencd the
shutter.

Baldy,

the cook, did not need that in-
junction. ~ Fat as he was, he_slithered in

e window with the activity of a boy
Jimmy jammed the shutter fight

again u  fastened it

doseribe. dec “dmmgno
he had tak cading pait, ¥
u-.\-,m ocewrred 4t
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CHAPTER 10.
Facing the Enomy!

ALDY, the cook, stood panting, but
B Jimmy heard a fat chuckle m tho
gloom.  He burried back to his
placo on the landing, and Baldy
SLA\HI]?ILd up the stairs after him.
u fat fraud,” growled andl “You
rnudo u= belicve you were shot.
“1 gucss T made that gang believe it, too,”
grinned Baldy, “and I nvt)\on I should
haye been drilled if I hadn’t.”
You weren't hit?” asked Raby.
“Nary a bit,” answered tho cook. “Only
o bit of kin off my year, and I can sparo
But you

t.
can bet that I felt awful s
was creeping round the house to the back
—you bet your, boots on hat.  If they
spotted me—"
“They_woren't shooting at you,” grunted
Jimmy~ Si t was only a trick to

get the door h “c thought you had
been hic by jiient.”
T cam
B

, accident

or n ald: got wo in
the o ~made me pub
my b upl T d in and

d
Y e ot the hull erawd, only_thero wero
a dozen of them, and I reckoned I couldu’s

“Ha, ha,

Jiminy Silver & Co. roarcd.  They had
not expected to have any cause for #erri-
ment, during that wild night; but the fat
and fatuous Baldy was rather too much for
them.

The idea of Baldy, the cook, handling
six of the burly raiders made them yell.

“Look hyer—" said Baldy gruflly.

“Couldn’t you have managed seven?”
asked Lovell, chuckling. *“Or cven cight?
T suppose, 5 a mater of fact, you wero
too acared to move a finger il they kicked
you and made you run for the house.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Even Woo Sing was grinning;
Baldy, the cook, gave it up. e
glad enough to bo in the shelter of fho
fanchliows without dmage to b

¢ Co were glad enough to have I o
{here, though ho did mob bring much in-
crease of strength to the garriton. — Tho
juniors had often heard Daldy, tho o;:,n]».

and

was'
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sidorable distance from Windy River, and
fisd nover been witnessed by any member
ofthe Windy River outfit. ~Baldy haa
2 much more fertile imagination than was
necessary to a cook.

“Ten't there a gun about for me?” asked
Baldy, after a pause. “ Yowd better hand
‘mo tliat shooter, Jimmy, in case they come

on.

“(Get hold of a club,” said Jimmy.

«Botter give mo the shooter, I'm the
only man hyer,” said Baldy. “Last year,
at Leaping Springs, I got into a row with
4 gang of hall-breeds, and laid out five of
them—-"

“Here they come!” shouted Lovell.

There was a rush outside, and Jimmy
Silver promptly pulled trigger from the

and missed. Five or six burly

window
figures reached the porch, and were out
or range from the upper windows.

Crash, crash, cras

“MThey've got axes!” said Raby.
«Come on!” said Jimmy. “You watch
from hore, Lovell, in case they try the
veranda roof again.”

“Teave that to me!” said Lovell.

Jimmy ran down the stairs followed by
Raby and Newcome and Woo Sing. Baldy
did not follow.

What became of Baldy just then the
juniors had no time to inquire. They for-
got his existence.

Crash, oras

Tio heavy axes were being wielded to-
gother, and the blows fell with terrible
force upon the ranch-house door.

Crash, crash, crasl

Stout as the door was, that ficrce attack
soon_told upon it. Ji

Jimmy Silver & Co.
stood in the darkness inside with thump-
ing hearts. The danger was very close
nos.

A gleaming odgo came through the door,
and as it was withdrawn there was a glim-

mer of light from without.
That's cut through!” breathed New-
ronse.
Jimmy Silver waited.
Crash’ came the axe in the same spot,

and the streak of starlight was blotted out
for o coond. Tho s withdrawn,
caving o gash in the thick timber of the
door.

Jimmy Silver stepped close to it and
placed the muzzle of the revolvor to the
narrow slit and pulled the trigger.

There was a fearful yoll without.

21

The bullet flew into the thick of tho
bunched figures in the porch, and it could
scarcely fail to hit. Jimmy heard a fall.
CRoger's got, 161" shouted Onctus
Crash, crash! came the axes again.
door trembled and shook.
places tho  bright
through.

Jimmy placed the revolver ag
lowest crack and pulled trigger.
fearful howl answered.

There was a sound of hurriedly retreating
footsteps, and a heavy, dragging sound, as
a wounded man dragged himself away.

The attack on the door ccased.

A burst of riflefire followed, and bullets
spattered on the thick timber door.  One
of them found a slit by chance, and came
Whizzing through and struck on the stair-
e

Tho
“In two or threo
starlight  glimmered

in to the
Another

ase.

“You fellows stack tho dining-table
against the door!” whispered Jimmy
Silver, and he hurried up the stairs to tha
landing above.

“They've gone again!” said Lovell

Raby and Newcomo and Woo Sing below
draggod out the heavy pinewood table and

cked it against the door. Jimmy Silver
watched from the landing window.

In the distance he could faintly make out
shadowy figures that moved, and there was
a distani mutter of voices. The attack
had failed, but the ranch-raiders sere not
finishedyet.

Jimmy watched, his eyes gleaming like
stocl, determined that another rush should
not be made without the revolver taking
its toll.

Tho shadowy figures camo nearer and
clearer in the starlight. Half a dozen of
the raiders were carrying o long slender
pine trunk among them.  Evidently it was
for use as a batteringram. ¢

“By Jove! That looks lik. business,”
mubtered Lovell. “Will the door stand
that, Jimmy?”

Jimmy did not answer.
fixed on the raiders as they
the pine. 5 s

‘As they came out clear in the starlight he
togk aim and fired.  One of the men
holding the trunk staggered and lct g

Jimeny fired again.  He was not wasting
& ‘shot mow. Another man yelled and let
go_the pine.

The hoavy trunk went to the earth with
a crash, and the raiders—two of them hit—
seuttled back into cover like rabbits.

iiis-eyes were
rdvanced h
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“havs stopped them 1 said  Lovell
glecfully.
Silver breathed hard.  Ho was

1y thankful now that sinco coming to
River ho had practiscd his shool

, ‘and could depend upon his
Only e Sediosls Tovelomita
dy hand, had saved the ranch-

aim.
Jimmy'’s
liouse so far.

“The pine trunk remained where it had

fallen. The rancheraiders kept out of sight,

only an occisonal bullet whizzing at the

house—loosed off rather from anger than

from any hope that it would damage the

son.

“Jimmy Silver looked at his wal

aight was growing old.
"lurcc o'clock,” he said.

“It's not long
sht now, at this time of the year,
“They’ 11’ chuck it at dawn, I shoul d

to day
Lo\'cll,

think.”
“TE we'ro still alivo ab dawn!” said
Tovell. ¥ Atter <bis, Jimmy, {hey'll make

a clean sweep if they get
“Not much doubt_about That.”

“Hallo! That's a flag of truce!”
Spanish  Kit, “uh a white cloth held
above head, stepped out of tho shadow

of (I o Lunl\lmurc :md advanced towards the
ranch

CHAPTER 11.

In the Shadow of Death!
TOP1” =ho~|ted Jimmy Silver from
the

E

\lcncnn halted.

“If you want to talk, talk from
tImL distance,” called oub Jnmmy Silver.
1 don’t trush you, white flag or mot1”

“No fear!” murmured Lovell
“Tve rnt ou, (‘o\ercd too!” continued
of your men ad-

oot Sou where you

panish It stood whorg ho was, his dark
face darker with rag w that the
revolver at the \undo\v bore fall upon him,
as he stood clear in view in tho starlight.
But be showed no sign of fear.

“1 guess 1 want to speak to you *uns,”

o said.

“Co " ahead—from that,__distanco—and

dowt let your men fic, ither. If therc's
out!

re getting the ranch,” said Spanish

THE
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“We're having it before mein-

5

cool
ing, senorito.”
%1 dow't think!” remarked Lovell
“T'm here to give you a chance.  Open
the  door to us, and your lives shall be
sparcd—you shall not be harmed.”

Thank you for nothing,” answered
Jimmy Silver.
“IF you refuso—"

W do refuse, 0 you ean cut that out,”
answ immy  Silver contemptuously.
“Youwve tried fo get hold of the ranch
by force, and failed. Do sou think you can
win by wagging your chin?

“T guoss I hayen's finished yet,” said tho
rustler coolly. “We're after iTudson Smed-
ley's dust, and other things in tho ranch-

ou e mean to have them. Dut if
we_don't—"

SWell, sou wou't 1
“1f wo don’t,” said Spanish Kit, “we're
selting o s adlbonsa and you Tuns, will
bo roasted i We'vo got a drum of
kerosene i cookhouse_yonder.”
Jimni ver folt a chill

Tha lesperado was desperate enough
to carry out_his threat he was assurcd. But
it mado no differenco to his determination.
Neither did he trust the rustler’s words that
the lives of the defenders should be spared

if they surrendered. The cxasperated
ruffians, of whom several were severely
urt, were not likely mucheticn-
tion to that promisc—they were far moro

likely %o shoat. right and loft as soon as
they wero within the house.

“Well, what's your answer?” called out
the, Mekican, as Jiunmy Silver did not

Do holding the ranch!”
“Keep this in mind,” said Spanish Kit
savagely. “If wo have to burn down tho
lwanch, and go cmpty-handed, this will h\
the last night for you in this world. Yo
won'tget out alive!
“We're chancing that!”

ive you ﬁ\n minutes to throw the
door wide open.’

“I give you five seconds to get out of
reach of my aim ¥ answered Jimmy Silver.

“Better get a move on, quick1”

Spanish Kit did not nogloct that warn-
ing.  With a bound he was in the cover
if the bunkhouso again.

Jimmy Silver stepped back from tho

window as firing sturted again. His faco
was pale now, but quite sicady.

!
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«I—I suppose the brute means that,
Jimmy ©” muttered Lovell,
47 think s0.”

Then—" iy
«e've gob to fight to a finish, old chap.”
“Tm game!” said Lovell %
Jimmy  peered from the  window.
Shadows moved in the distance, too dim
and far for a shot. The raiders were pre-
paring to carry out the threat.

 Potors may got back,” muttered Lovell.
«Jio said he might be back before morn-

ing.”

Eiettor if he doesn’t,” said Jimmy. «They
sould shoot him down; he conldn’t do any-
thing single-handed against that gang.”

«-T suppose not.”

A crashing volley broke out from the
raiders, and bullets spattered at the win-
dows. _ Jimmy Silver could guess that that
lieavy firing was to cover an advance; and
he took the risk of peering out from a
corner of the landing window. m
Svas running forward with a huge bundle
of brushwood, and the brecze bore a scent
of kerosene. IEvidently the brushwood,
soaked in inflammable oil, was to be lighted
at the door, and the outcome of that was
casy to guess.

Bullets spattered every moment at_the
window; but the risk had to be taken.
Jimmy Silver took aim at the man with
the brushwood.

Crash !

The revolver spun from his hand, and
clattered on the floor. Jimmy gave a sharp
cry of pain,

*Jimmy 1" panted Lovell.

«It's all right!” Jimmy clasped his right
hand in his left, his face white with pain.
“The revolver it— Oh!”

“You're not hit?”

“No.

5
5

_Only the shock!” Jimmy
clenched his teth. “Pick up the revolver,
I can’t use my hand for a bit; it's
numbed 1"

Lovell groped on the floor, and found
1119( revolver.
‘It’s smashed,” he said. “The cylin-
de)’rs smashed 1” ‘
“Can’t be helped!” muttered Jimmy,
Jirving to speak cheerfully, though there
“I_wa

cached the porch, and sacked the kero-
cie-soaked brushwood against the door.
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He threw a lighted match into it, and there
was an instant rush and roar of flame.
The raider darted back—escaping
scathed now thet Jimmy Silver was di
armed.
. Red flames rushed and roared below, lick-
ing over the porch and the veranda. The
clear starlight was blotted out by fierco
illumination, other man rushed for-
war another drenched bundle, to
throw on the first. There came no shot
from the windows, and the rustler escaped
after adding tho bundle of fuel to the fire.
Almost as high as the roof the red flames
soared, and the veranda caught fire, and it
could not be long before door and door-
jambs were burning also. The light blazed
and flickered at the windows, lighting the
rooms within with a ghastly, dancing glare.
“The game's up!” muttered Lovoll.
“ Anyhow, thoy can’t say wo didn’t stick
it to the finish.”
Raby and Newcome came up the stairs,
with white faces. Woo Sing followed them,
shuddering.  Baldy, the cook, was not t&

be scen.
“This is the finish!” multered New-

ome.
“What about bolting from a back

e

window?”_asked Raby.  “It might o u
cll::mce. We can’t hold the ranch against
that!”

As if in amswer to Raby’s words there
camo a rattle of rifles from the back of the
house, and bullets spattered on the shutters
and the walls. There was no need for

immy Silver to answer.

Tho disappointed rustlers, robbed of their
plundor in the ranch by their own des-
perate action, had nothing left but revenge.

pauish Kit had strung oub his men round

ranch-house, cncircling jt, and ail

“We've dono what we were bound to
do,” said Jimmy at last. “We've got to
stand the result.” k

“They've stopped firing!” said Lovell
suddenly. “Hark! What's that?”

Above the roar of the flames there came
a sound that was like thunder, but wuwen
the. juniors knew to be the trample of
galloping hoofs on tho hard prairie.

Gallop, gallop, gallop!

Then & sudden burst of wild firing.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at onc an-
other, breathless. They could not_speak.
‘Was it the outfit returning? Had Hudson
Smedley come back? It was impossible;
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thoy xpaw that could not/be!  And yet—

Gallop, gallop !

Wild yells from the raiders made the
night hidoous.  Jimmy Silver sprang to
the window, recldess now of flying bullets.
In the glare of the flames he saw the
rustlers leaping to_their horses, mounting
in Trantic haste. ~ Spanish Kit, with a faco
Jike a demon, throw himsclf on his horse
and galloped frantically away into  the
night. Others of the gang followed, but
not all were able to follow. Some of tho
Taidors round tho ranch-houso were en-

god i conflict; with ‘whom, Jimmy
Silver could not guess, for he knew that
Tudson Smedley could not have come back.
and the cracking of revolvers
do a pandemonium in the night.
“Wado in, boyces!” roared a powerful
oico, and Jimmy recognised_tho tones of
Pete Peters, the foreman of Windy River.

“It's Pete!” he shonted. “He's got help

from_somewhere, and come back. ur-
rah!” ;
Peto Poters camein sight the nest

moment, spurring his horse towards the
vanch-house.  Ho was brandishing a revol-
Ver in his hand, and his bronzed face blazed |
with excitement.

Bup tho reiders were gone—several
riderloss horses carcered about wildlys bub
there were no more foes. Pete Peters
reined in his horse.

“Pete!” shouted Jimmy from the win-

ow,
“¥ou nns all right?” shouted back the

foreman.
“Right as rain!”
“That's daisy!”
Poters sprang _from

horse, ~ More

than a dozen Tiders had joived him mog,
and they were mot the Windy River outfit
Put the juniors recognised some of thom

j ogni
2s belonging to tho Sunset Ranch acros
the river.

The foreman shouted orders. ~The cow-
punchers dismounted, letting their horses
run loose, and rushed to carry oub Pete’s
instructions. A string of men with fire-
buckets passed and repassed from the well,
24 which a powerful man laboured inces
santly with the pump. Bucket after bucket
was emptied on the flames. 7

immy Silvor & Co. were not idle.
was impossible to pass through the front
door, but from the back one they rushec
out, and j ed t! ong working with
the buckets. ng joined them:
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the cook, there was still no-

but of Baldy, <
thi scen—if anyone had thought

hing to bo
of him.
Peto Peters had arrived in good time;
the fire had not had time to take a firm
hold, A quarter of an hour later tho
ranch would have been in flames; but now
stream of hissing water drove the firo
down, and the roaring flames changed into
sudden smoke.

Talf the veranda had been burnt away,
the porch wi heap of smoking stumps;
the door was blackened and scarred. Bub
the house was safe, and at length the last
red ember was stamped out.

CHAPTER 12

Where is Baldy?

TE PETERS clapped Jimmy Silver
The burl;

on the shoulder. re-

tion, blackened with, —burnt
n two or three places, eed wero
almost all the crowd. ~ Jigghtty Silvorlooked,

and felt, like a sweep.
“You 'uns had a polky
said the foreman
“Just o bit exciting,” said Jimmy, with
a sooty grin.  “Thank goodness you camo
When you did!  How did you manage it?"
“T guess I was riding home when 1 heard
the shooting,” explained Pete Peters. 1
reckoned something was up, and T scouted]
yound to sce what it was. No good riding
into the middle of that gang and geiting’
drilled, that I know o
“ And then—> said Jimmy.
Tho foreman grinned.
“I guess I spotted Spanish Kit and his
gang, and knowed that you 'uns were
holding the ranch,” he said. #So I cleared
vode to Sunset, and roused out
T guess we didn't let any grass
grow under our fect on the wa
neither. T reckon wo covered that
in_record time, Jimmy.”
“Good for you” said Jimmy. “Wa
should have been done in preity soon if
you hadn’t turned up.”
“I v d be

ime, I reckon,”s

y. here,
distance

4 3 gone coons, kid!”
said the ranch foreman. It was plucky of |
vou to hold the house agin that gangl
vou kids arc the real goods, I guess!
Why, it’s lucky that Boss Smedley left yoa
behind, arter alll”

“Lucky, & i

turns out!” said Arthur
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Edward Lovell, with a grin. _“Have you
bagged many of the rustlers, Pete?”

uess we've got six—some of them
wounded.  And ﬂlcles vo who won't
over steal a hors  said the foreman
“Bu{: Spani; : ’Kit has got_away.

I'd r tlxcr have lmd hml than all
mc J(,:.(. of the gang. But therc’s a rope
waiting for that greaser before long. Doss
Smedley \\ﬂl be mad when he hears of
his. You ’'uns are all safe, but where's
Baldy 7

“Baldy?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver, re-
membering the em~tcnc> of ‘the-fat cook.
“Blessed il I know I

“They wouldn’t have hurt that fat clam,
T guesst Col-darn_them if they havel
He's the best cook in Albmm, though he
ain’t any other usel” said the foreman.
“Ho was_in tho house with us” said
al haven’t seen him since the
custlers started attacking——"

“Then I guess he’s there still and don’t
know we've arrived ! gunncd Pete Peters.
“Let’s rouse him out!”

The front door \w,: open now, and Pcte
strodo into the_ranch-house, followed by
the juniors. Now that the anxiety was
over, they were curious to know what had
lJecomc of "Baldy, the cook

“Woo Sing, where’s Baldy?”

“No savvy,” answered the chorcboy.
“No sce Baldy!”

Peto chuckled.

Hiding somewhere and don’t know
i stll over! That's Baldy! Rouse him
ou

juniors were laughing now as they
unted " through the houso for Daldy Bub-

g lower rooms were searched in vain,
and Pete Peters rnounted the stai: here
Was no one to be scen in the bed-rooms;
but Jimmy Silver, logking into Hudsor
Smedley’s * room, mnoticed that the bed:
clothes ‘wero dragged out of place so that
ihey covered the bed to the floor all round.
| e grinned and caught hold of the blan-
ofs and dragged them up, to reveal o fat
izure crouched under the

here was a fearful yell from Baldy, the

ook
“Let up! I ain’t here!
nything you want!
vr;rfou galoots!  Don’t shoot !”,
M2, ha, hat® roared the juniors.
«Yank him out!” shouted the foreman.
Ob, Jehoshaphat ! gasped Baldy, as be

T guess I'll do
Don’t shoot!  Let

OWN LIBRARY

realised that he was surrounded by friends
and not by foes.

He crawled out from under the bed.
Hidden there, draped round with blankets
for concealment, he had scen nothing even
of the fire, and remained in complete ignor-
ance of all that had_ passed sinco ho had
taken cover. o blinked at Petc_Peters
in great rolicf, but with a mingling of
other feclings. 1dy, the cook, realised
that he had not cut an hcrma figure.

s Y mered.

“You _pesky coyotel” growled Peto
Petors. “I guess I've a mind to lay my
quirt round you!

“I—T wasn’t hiding—" gasped Baldy,

“Wlmm

“1 % in’t the sort to keep hac!\
when there! s a fight on!” said Baldy.

I s ]CE}C mr}eld and went to sleep—-—
ha, hal”

“Jeat went to sleep and—and forgot!”

ote Peters took Baldy by the collar
a.nd propelled him down lhc stairs. is
heavy boots helped Baldy out of the xumclv
house, and Baldy went with a loud howl.

“You wado in and geb breakfast for
the boyees " said Peto’ Peters, _“Don't
give us any chin-wag, Baldy! By Johosha-
f}m if you wasn’t the best cook in Alberta

’q take my quirt to you and wallop you
all the way to Mosquito!”

Baldy, as he crawled away to the cook-
house, had real reason to be tlmul\lul that
he was the best cook in Albes

Jimmy Silver & Co. 1omed the Sunset
crowd at breakfast in very cheery spi
in spito of the oveits of that wild night,
And, quite unlike poor Baldy, they found
themselves tireated with considerablo re-
spect by the Sunset cowpunchers, and they
realised that they were mo longer looked

as “tondc cct.” They had won their
e, by, thexr gallant defence
o Wmdy an Ranch.

CHAPTER 13.
Missing!
ERE they come!
2 ST oot back
Jimmy Silver ran eagerly out
of the ~ranch-houso at Windy
River. Lovell and Raby and Neweome
Tollowed at his heels.
Tt was nearly sundown, and against the
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red sky to the west a bunch of horsemen
had appeared in sight.

Tor three days Hudson Smedley and his
ouifit had beon absent from the rauch, on
the trail of the cattle-th
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and sileutly handed them to Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy smmd through the bmccu nrs at the
approaching by

counted them—tho \\hnlu ovm(, with ond
tion, and the cxception was Hudso

What had happencd to them in those
three days Jimmy Silver did not know, and
ho was growing very uneasy about his
Canadian _ cousin.  Somewhere in the
western foothills the Windy River men
wero hunting for tho outlaws; that was all
that was known at the ranch, And Jimmy
was glad and relieved when the horsemen
appeared in sight, hoading. for the ranc]
by the Windy Rive

Pete Peters, T fossen sarmo ot of
the coral as the Rookwood chums ran from
the ranch-house.

He shaded his cyes with his hand, and
stared into the sunset.

“I guess they've slipped up on it” he
remarked.

“How's that?” asked Jimmy.
“They ain’t got the steers, 1 x
“Never, mmd, so long a3 th

back,” said Lovell. e heen
what had mppenm ”

guess Doss Smcdlcy knows how to
take care of humcu grunted the foreman
of le ranch, Im gld to see the
toys back, steers m no steers.”

Jimmy Silver \vn(’chcd the ndms as they
came on at a c trot. rocognised
among them Ski b ke Thomp
son a-Ll RLd AE and others of the cow-
punchers. But Hudson Smedley was not
to be pdkcd out in the bunch of rider:

Jlmmv folt his uncasiness deepen
ncher did not seem to bo roturning
with mcn Where was he?

“I don't see, Mr. Smedley,” said Raby in
a Iow voice. “He may be behind, though

Nowcome ran into the ranch-house for

tho ficld-glasses. Jimmy Silver noticed a
grim look on Pete Peters’ bmnm] vis:

“Tho boss ain't there,” horsaid. ¥

the thunder—’

o broke off and shouted to Baldy in
the cookhouse:

“Get a move on, Baldy! Hem come, the
Loye end they’ll be hungry, I x

“Y guess supper'll be ready,” cn]led back

na

ab

Smaaley, the “boss ” of the Windy Rive

not there,” said Jimmy in a low

“Th stlers can’t have got him!” mut:
terod mell
“(oodness knows!”

Jimmy's heart was heavy. He knew only
to0 woll the desperate nature of the gang of
rustlers who had cstablished themselves ing
tho. foothills of tho Rocky Mountains, and
during tho past fow wecks had levied
tribute on half the

)

raiches in the scction
Nothing had been zocn of
his gang since tho raid on ¢
Hudson Smedley fallen in with
Eoane ooty phss in the footbills, and Bled
in the fray?
The horsemen rode in at last, tire,
and evidently

dusty and worn,
pondent _spirits. Poters’
voice hailed them as soon ag,

within hearing.
“Where’s the boss?”
“He ain’t with us!” sa

@

tor
se. Tho long and weary trail bad tired
oven his iron frame.

Jimmy ran towards him.

“What's bappencd to my cor
exclaimed.

The Skitter shook s head, g

“Nobody knows,” ho answered. Fon
three days wo was arter that gy, aud
never suw hide nor hair of them. They're
Tovied away pretty decp, I rockon, in. the
foothills. Boss Smedley loft tho cainp to
scout last night, and never came back.”

“He is not—not—" Jimmy faltcred.

“Wo never heard any shooting. I guess
ho_was roped in,

7" he

sin

“Sur

“And you've come back without him!™
ex lmmcd Lolvcll hotly.
icl

Paldy. Dots and pans wero clinking in
the ranch cookhouse.
Newcome came back

th tho glasscs,

tt looked at hj
“I e

whole dag
“There was

we've
\\nlmuL
no

a stop, he sai
trail on the rocks, and
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othing dml-g It’s a job for the Mounted

olico now” : %
4 Skitter Dick tramped away to the

A"h uee. Tho rest of the tired and
ited cowpunchers followved him.

« <h'ce’so it, old chap!” muttored Jimmy
% “Thoy did all they could. Don’t
w

Tovell grunted, and was silent. Jimmy
ilver turned to Pete. The ranch foreman
‘as looking blankly dismayed.

« Wlwt s going to be done, Pete?” asked
fmm

“Tl;cy vo got him,”
1 guess they won’t dare to do him any
arm; but they’ve got him. The Muunlcd
olice are at Mosquito now, and I guess
' shndmg them a messenger. It’s too b]g
job for a handful of cowpunchers.
yess it may be weeks b\.lore they get
e rustlers cornered. nish Kit is a
ecp card, and I shouldn't, wonder it he
osses right over the Rockies into British
‘olumbia_when the trail grows

said Pete Peters.

“And—and my cousin—" muttered
imm:
“I guess they won's hurt him—more

ely to make him pay ton thousand dollars
hc let_loose.”
“And if he wouldn’t?”
“No good_thinkin’ about that, T guess.
And the big fo)cman strode away to sen d
the news to the Mounted
tite township.
| Phmy Silver went back into the runclb
use with his chums. is brow W
inkled in thought, Hudson Smedley, s
madian cousin, the bluff and kind-hearted
ncher, was_ in the hands of the rustlers.
at knowledge was enough to_drive every
er thought from Jimmy's mind. Supper
3 on the table. Lovell and Raby and
weome discussed the news over supper
low Jimmy Silver hardly spoke
He was thinking hard.
fm supper ho weat round to the bunk-
himself, to speak to Skitter Dick,
<> cowpuncher ‘told him of the long trail
2 its incidents, Jimmy listening atten-
ut whero were you camped when my
psin disappeared 2" asked Jimmy.
Gﬂﬁhnr Creck canyon, I guess you
1t that way once, when Blazer ren away
h you,” said Sitter Dick,
I remember,” said Jimmy.
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Jimmy Silver left the bunkhouse, but
ho did not return to the ranch. His steps
led him towards the corral.

Loyell & Co. did not see him again that
g, and wondered where he was u
bedtimo Jimmy _Silver was still
Woo Sing, the Chinese chore-boy, b\ousht
a note to Lovell then.

“Flom Misty Jimmy,” he said.

“What the thump!” said Lo\mll

in

astonishment. “What the dickens is Jxmmy
gonding mo  leter lor? Where is b, Woo
in
“No savv,

“When dxd ]m give you this note?”

“Soonce aftee suppee.”

“You young heatl en | Why dxdnh you
giye it to me then?” cxclaimed Lovell.

“Misty Jimmy sayce givee ot bedd -fime.”

“Let’s see what's in it, for gooduc s’ =ake,
Lovell,” exclaimed Raby. Jlmmy‘s up
to_something, and he's left us out.”

Lovell opened the note.

“Oh, my hat!” he ejaculated.

Newcome jorked it away from him, i
read:

“I'm off to IooL fur Cousin Smedley !
Don’t worry.—J 1M

Tho three Rookwood juniors stared at
enis

one another in silence for snmu mom

“The awful ass!” said

“Ho was anxious about }um,
“But—but we ou;ihc to have gone tog
if he went at

“He oughtn’t to
jolly well stopped him,
warmly.

“Perhaps that's why he sent the nol
said Newcome, smiling faintly. ©iWe
better show this to Mr. Peters.”

The juniors hurried out of the r
They found Pete Peters in his cabin, wui
the “ranch foreman stared when &

immy’s note.

have gone!

Ta
> exclaimed Lovell

“The pesky young guy! How los
been gone? o

“Thiveo hours at least, f-om what Woo
Sing says.

Pete Peters strode away to the cor

of the plains.
swallowed up
Hothing to be donc. Lovel

silence, returned to the ranch.
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CHAPTER 1. - Like a black mass agai heaven
Foos of the Foothilts! x} ast structuro of ;lm l{oc![ucilshut oul
1Y Silver the stars to ﬂm west. But the foothills wer
ALY Silver rode at a gallop under the | noyrer already.  As the night grow ol
S Taer Linos i ag]covering et 29 ground 55 under Blazer's lioofs, an
round in great style, and many a ‘h

long mile had ghded under his hoofs since
.hmmy had turned his back on the Windy
Ranch.
o

o D e
West fo learn s wy about on tho plafusg

e Was grave a ry deler- he had ridden more thai
Brave fud R 5 e ad e Gopher Creeld

knew well enough how rashly he was |
acting. The whole outfit had sought for | .
Hudson Smedley after his disappearance in | in & s stream

Gopher Creck canyon, and Tailed to find ‘do\\'n Imm s Billg /i kb plains Yl
him.  What chance ‘had _the Rookwood | Jimmy Silver hnd fo siacken speed now:
schoolboy of succeeding where they kad o bank of the creck, he rodol

g immering in the

. rocky canyon of the foo
mmon sense told him, none. And , the hoois ringing sharp on the rock
snmcho\\, thero was a_hope in his br
Tortuno might fayour him, and at least i
would bc doing all he could.

v had said no word to the outfit |outfit had been cam
before hc leit. He was aware that Pete | ul , the creck
Peters would )n\c stopped him from the
foolhardy entes ven i the foreman lintole valliat
had had to Ior‘( !um in his room at the | It was not yet dawn when Jimmy Sil
ranch.  Quictly, in the dusk, Jmmw had | dismounted and led Blazer by the
saddled and bridled Blazer and led out. | into the abandoned camp.

he | There were pleny of signs to show
th

Trom what Skitter Dick had told him,
hio knew where fo find to spot whero th
Higher up in th
torrent, leaping frof
ades.  Blazer droppe

obtained prov Dol dy
horrowed @ revolver and cartridg tod th

the weapons_ tho outfit had laid aside at | o n
supper, leaving tho circumstanc

ha

o be | nmnod, and threo or four empty beef tin

mentioned afterwards. And then, q\an\ glimmered in the starlight.

ko had Im} ehind  the Ji my, Silver looked abou
3

hill he siler
‘ ow fon Iy bx n howl from a d
é\ Hud- | the murmur of the tumt
son Smedley was in danger of at the | torrent.
nds of the rustlers, e ﬂmo\\' Hudwon Somewhoro in the hil crhaps
dloy’s t i character  well | two or three miles, pmlm ps 1.m mil
1 over consont |~ was the. retreat of th

lm'c'nn

2 o
gang might use. | ov
rascals were not ,]l]u to ‘m
moyements long with a use-

d that prisoner oy pan
t active in hunting t

Hc “ou'd § it.
elt ho g zesolved ¥
least l»n would noL bo id!
The mx‘lt yas 'rnc

out Blazer on a patch

the water, and unrolled

Wanket, 1o conld hopo 0 do nothing

d in 4"\\!\ A..a then, o rolled himsolf in

1 the | blanket ¢ down o get what rest
& By

I not expect

:hrs glimmer

fberta

Lat, a
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of fact, beforo o had been in the
five ‘minutes, he was sloeping

opened on a sunny mon)
my Silver sat up and tossed a:

'ho sun was high on the pla
It was long past dawn.

The Rookwood junfor rase his feet.
flis first proceeding was to examine the
Jevolver and mako sure that it was in
‘.30.1 working order. Then he ate a hasty
kfast from his wallet, washed down by
, cold water from the stream.

And now——"" murmured Jimmy, star-
around ]um

1o missed his chums sorely; but ho was
ad that he had told them nothing. He
d no right to drag them into the perils
«ich a desperate enterprise. And’ they
11d scarcely have b .
ack on the gang o rustlors, if
mmd would not. able.
my had formed no definite e
d. s only plan so far was to
dson Smedley, somehow, and help him
if he could.

The great canyon, Erowing warmer now
as the sun roso higher, stretched rock
desolate, deserted and silent as if frosh from
m creation.  But for the remnants of th

ng.
de the
to

gl

g Silver saddled t
“Thoro was no trail to f

i b
azer might scent out the neighbourhood
er liorses, if the rustlers’ camp was
But as he rode up the canyon, his
hopo was slight. He rcalised that no!hmg
but « could help him. Bul it is tho

rodo roun cat bulging rock ke

e opposite direet
Cictus Bill 1>

o uumﬁm#ml tho man at once—ono of
ho ganee (hat had raided the Windy River
Ranch during the abscnce of the outfit

Kit's right-hand man,

ted  promptly
was staring at him blankly, when
my Whipgod up his rovolver and levelled |
“Put up you
oy "I‘!\ )Ilr; h

Cactus Bill 1"
ulated Cactus.
adily over

the

O hou e ot lavo
that no human foot had ever |
n those rocky fastnesses.

pected  that Imppcns, and as J.mmy,

+ Todo into  herseman coming from | o

The astonished |
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revolve The rustler stared at him nm]
he mml and then his hands went u;

s G TR,
e, Jimmy Silver had taken his lifo into
bis hande, and ho would not have hesitated
fo pull the trigger If the raffan had reached
for a weapon:

‘actus Dill's hands went up over Lis

Son hat,

“T guess you've got mo fixed!” ho ro-
. Whero Fhe thunder did you
irom, tenderfoot ?
cre's Hudso
ookin’ for himm
£l
“1 guess you wow't find him.”

11 alivo?” exclaimed Jimmy.
| “Suret s T wouldi't answer fo
Uhis lifo to-motrow, but he's sure alive!”

Cactus Bill was watching tho junior
Keony, 22 ho sat in tho saddls on bis hulted
torser” Tho'grin on s faco pusalod Jimny

ring

mndlny
grinued Cncuu,

i
“(.-et off that horse!” snap
“Mind, I mean business! Touc
Til put 2 bullet through you!
uess yowre spry for a tenderloot,”
soid Cactus, I, ain’t taking chances, I'vo
seed you shoo
He dxlmoun!cd without attempting to
touch the revolver in his belt, and raised his
hands over bis head again. The gnn was
:(l’l on his rugged, stubbly face.
going to tie {our hands, Cactus
Ihlll" mld Jimmy. know what to
you give trouble.

ged Jimmy,
a guu and

Bill's glanco passed Jimmy Si
to be staring at somethin,
behind the junior. Jimmy almost turned his

liead but bo realised that if Lo took his
cyes off his enemy the game was uj
o bop, it this wes probably & trick
ert his attention, Ii there was an

bebind him he had to tako his

i 1o scemed

enemy
| chance.

Tfo slipped from Dlazer's haok, still koep-
ine tho muarlo”of i rovolves” turmed o

lasso dropped_on Blazer's
| back a moment after Jimmy had left tho
saddlo. Had he been sitting Blazer ho
would havo been roped in without n
of escape. Cactus Bill's grin was ¢
now.  There was another of i gang
! abroad in the canyon.

The loop of a 1







“on ¢ gout” said dho rustlor. “What aro

g off for, Pequod ?_ I guess thero

; M\y lp\md)oxa 5o deep in the hills as
or

mn breed pointed to the body of a

at lay uwnder the irees. Cactus

d

odded 1
Jimmy Silver was staring hard at the
reed.

The name of Pequod had struck on his
car. He had scen the man before. Te
;cvnumbcred Pequod le Couteau, and his
ky face, his cruel lips, and glittering
Dlack cyes.

The breed glanced at him carelessly, and
then guve a start as he recognhcd the
nnio
3 ‘\nu here!” ho_exclai

“You seen the kid .\!ote, chuod ?” asked
Cactus.

The ha,ibreed smxled strangely.

“havo secn bim. $o who soped
;o in, and may e prisoner at the
p ndy River Ranch before T joined your
crowd.”

Jimmy looked ﬁxedly at Pequod. Well
ho remembered the day when the breed,
roped as Jimmy was now roped, was led
away a prisoner ab the tail of Trooper
Bright’s horse. been a savage
enemy to tho junior who had captured him,
yet Jimmy had risked lus he to save
Pequod when the breed fell from a cliff
in an attempt to cscape. Pequod’s cyes
glittered_strangely at him,

“You remember me, petit?” he said.
“Yes,” said Jimmy.

“Kim on 1 rapped out Cactus Bill,

Jxmmv stumbled on after the Lorses.

quod, leaning on his rifle, stood looking

mtcr him, still thh that strange expression
on his coppery face.

Somo faint hope had awakened for a
moment in Jimmy’s heart. He had saved
the breed’s life on his way to Red Deer

and prison. liven a ruffian and desperado
like Pequod le Couteau m)gm have remem-
bered it.  But the hope died as soon as
it rose. Jimmy wondered idly how l’equod
1ad escaped from behind prison walls.
remembered having heard the breed tel]
Trooper Bright that there were no walls of
itone or timber that could hald him, and
the trooper_had shrugged his shoulders and
ughed. But it scemed that the breed
w~as right, after all, for here he was, free
1 the “trackless mountains.

3
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“I guess we're closo on home, tender-

OWN LIBRARY

foot,” grinned Cactus Bill half an
later,

Irom a rocky trail lhey ‘turned joto a
cep valley, where a silve
Sered i tha JEuns STHABY
barren foothills the valley was a shect of
verdure, clothed in rich grass, with thick
timber on the slopes about it. In the grass
along the stream some scores of cattle and
horses were lying or grazing—cattle that
bore the brands of a dozen different ranches.
A group of rough shacks stood near tho
stream, and five ‘or six men were loafing or
smoking about them. It was the camp of
the rustlers, and Cactus Bill drew rein and

dismounted as he reached the shacks,

3t

hour

CHAPTER 16.

The Sentencel
NISH KIT came out of one of tho
S shacks, with a Mexican cheroot be-
tween his_teeth.

He nodded to Cactus, and fixed Lis
exgs upon Jimmy Silvo

“Vioto did you piok up the kid 7

“T guoss ho was arter us,” said Cactus
Dill with a grin.  “Looking for Dos
Smed

exican laughed.

Them was a loud laugh from the rest
of tho gang as they gathered round to stare
at Jimmy Silver. The schoolboy’s face
crimsoned.

“So you came to look for Boss Smedley ¥
nsked [ha Mexican.

“Yes,” said

“Well, you've found him, He’s here.”

The rustlers laughed again.

“I guess he got me covered with a six-
shooter,” said Cactus Bill, with a loud
chortle. “I really reckon he'd have fixed
me sure, but for Black Henri chippin’ in.
But I reckon I've got his =heoter‘ and
his hoss, and him—if he’s any good.

“Tt's 2 good hoss, anyhow,” grinned ono
of the rust.]erg.

“Sure!” assented Cactus.

Jimmy_ Silver folt a pang. Blazer was
Jost to him for good now, in the hands of
this thievish gang. The Mexican signed
to some of the men, and Jimmy Silver was
placed against a tree near the shacks, and
the lasso run round the trunks and secure
here.

Thero was a cruel grin on the Mexican’s
swarthy face. Several times he passed his
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Lealed scar on his

scarcely

nber this, nino®” he said,
ou gave it 1o me the night

the “ranch.’
o through your head,”

"But his laugh had
ul a chill to Jimmy's

g0 you who stopped the,attack on

iho ancln, nd el it 4l 4 Te

camo up with the Sunset crm\d'
T A

he

fring cut ‘the rancher
Two of the rustlers entered a liltle shack,

reappeated,  drogging out  Hudson
fley,

“You here, " he mutte T d.

“The nino came {0 hunt for you,” grinned

tho Mexicun,  “He has found you.

“Jimmy! You should have stay
Vhat in the name of th

Tho rancher bmrk«- off. Jir

13 dearly enough for

“Youro a plucky, lad, Jimins,
Hudion Smodioy, "ty 1 guess you're
¢ soup now 1"
mu like

an

']. 1 wa r
't help it 1 thougi 1 mi

’l 1o mocking luubh of the Mexican broke

Nothing could have happened better,”
e said And he walked away, blowiug out
clouds of smoke from his cheroot.
two oners were left togethe
v viero too sceorcly Imuml to be able
to le‘n one another, At o distance
Hpanish Kit and Cactus and sever
saiders talked together in Jow to
guess it was my fault, Jimmy,” said
let ‘them rope mic
on 1 didu't figure it out they

THE RANGES!
cnough, I've
|1u hm

c

day, swered Jimmy.
off a nmn to the Mounted Police
quito.”

at Al already. then 17
The rancher's ted a iitile. | *
they || ot s gang to rights
betore lon.”
“But you—- said Jimmy.
dn't i sour_ luck,
d che rancher kindly. * What

t ink vou could do?

dare muttered

his lu-mr beating.
T've

ticket,” answered
“I'm not grume
rope me in |

00 want 1en thousand
ransom, and they yon't zet it,”
to swve your lifet” " breafhed

r shook his head.

“The:
Jimmy,
S g ot my

letting them
e,

ave a thousand lives, if Th
¢ answered stoldly. =1 guess 1'm
not lxnnllnh i under o o gung of cattle
o
o after he's
at’s his word
id Jimmy
kon he  would
tad faith, o

or nodded. but Lis heart was
s of the rancher's opinio
would e rounded up
the Mounted Polico
Canada was ot Tesits oc
Thhat oulbesak of

unl exierming
sooner or later
Mexico.

<ion with his com-
¢ to the prisoners,
. tree, his cherook

uting round our camp in tho
Tiivts, Foped ‘u*andgbaggeline

as he met the
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“Put up your hands, Cactus Bill!” enapped Jimmy. He looked steadily
i along the revolver, and the outlaw after a moment's hesitation raised his
arms. But behind Jimmv crept a silent figure. with a lasso



k2

“1 guess I'vo got a] fixed for you to
write the draft on Red Deer for ten
thousand ~ dollars, Hudson Smedley,” ho
remarked,
'vo given yob my answer.”

“I guess I'm waiting for another.”

“I gave you my answer with a rifle held
to my head,” said the rancher quictly.
B gt changing it.”

“But mattors ere alto
senorito has \mml

od.now, sinee tho
the Mesican.
urm in balf an

(x‘

The rancher gave @ shrug, but no other
answer,

“Qthorwise,”  continued
“lioro is the revolvar that wi
through your Lrain—in the hand of the
sonm'llo

rted convulsively.
ou villain!” ho gasped. “You dare

to_think—you fancy that I would—'

'I'ho Mexican ]n\u]ml‘

a red branding touchin
Sl o ,uu'er«l. PHows that, Hudeon
"The Janchee. did n

Sy mnator el tho,_ Moxiun;

and he ntml]e(l away again, still blowing
out littlo clouds of blue

Jimmy Silver and the rancher were Ma
alone a ey did not speak,
was nothing to say. But the face of Hi

son Smedley was grimmer and harder i
Leforo, and Jimm
! Ono of t

'ilhcr’a {ncn o with

e bres

round-u;
Then lho ranehvr broke silence at last.

“You'll do it, Jimmy.

Never!” said Jimmy Silver huskily.

“You'll do it. It won't be your act, but
his. What does it matter whoso finger
touches tho trigger 1"

“T never will "

“You will!” said the rancher quictly.
“You cannot faco the branding-iron,
Jimmy, boy, and_that demon means every
word_he says. Jimmy, for your sake I'd
ay the mnmm, if the brute meant, to
aith, But he docs not. Tl
samo {o faco again
situation, und that
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tiie ranch the other night—he's told

o was nllmulv planning another
iy revenge.

n«- trigger when you're

from the branding-iron.
Loy."”

ing
mo_ o,
mid to gel you
T, so'l oo
told, and keep

my last cor
Jimmy Silver did not & er.
His licart was sick within lum
'lhem wan no lhopo of rescue—nona
g, long miles of barren rock and to
Toka.Tall |k eaca it prisoners and et
ds, w ith watch and ward kept by sharp
here was no hopo of rescue, and
Hudan Smedley was dnuuwdl But Jimmy
Silver vowed passionately, silently, that ho
would not carry out tho Mexican's savage

[mrposc though his flesh thrilled  with
horror as his eyes turnod upon the brand-
n, beginning to glow red in the

of the fire.

CHAPTER 17.
Shot Down!

PANISII KIT sauntered back towards
the spot, a smilo on his dusky face.

His swarthy fingor ran along tho scar

on his cheek, The eavage outlaw

was enjo)ln‘ lha utlunnn but the same

could not bo said follow
Bills mbu Ay [Ioomy and angry
er white men in the grog

nllowod by their looks how strongly they
disapproved,

They wero bratal and ruffianly ol
but_they lacked the Southern ferocity
their leader. The blood €f bulf

of Spanich Kii—

ran in_the veins
\|uxx lndhn negro—a
was drawn {rom the worst of each.
as a tiger, dsome in a bold, t!

way, the outlaw was little more than & “Jm
‘within,

Even the the camp, with
the hlood of Bi m and Sioux in’ them,
looked goornv, Splnhh Kit was tho only
one thn enjoye uation. But ho
was t um c! tho wild gang, and Lis
wrdm W in camp in the heart of
the foothills. Even Cactus Bill, reckless
ruffian as he was, did not venture to disputo
the will of the Mexican.

“You _have decided, amigo?” nsked
%pnmsh Kn -]n he Jtt:lmgcd up and took a
his tea

I've given von my answer ad-
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con Smedley. The rancher’s ;u.;Lumt faco
was grin, but steady nnd compos
it is still a ‘No’ 1"

“Sure?

The Mexican’s black cyes blazed for a
moment,

“Let it be so, then,” he drawled. “Count
the remainder your life in minutes,
uudsen Smedley.”

guess I'm ready !

The Mexican freed Jlmm) Silver's rigl)t
avm, fastening the lasso so that the junior’s
Joft arm and the rest of his person remained
tightly secured to the tree.

“And you are rcady also,
asked.

“Never I

“Wo shall sce!
Dbranding-iron. i

Cactus did not

“You hear me7” shouted Spanish Kit.

“I hear \ou, answered the ruffian sul-

lenly. “Do . work yourself! I'll
have no hand dn it

im Spanish Kit's eycs blazed, but he
laughed. ~Crossing over to the fire ho took
hold of the handle of the branding-iron
and drew it from the embers.

The iron glowed a dull red in the sun-
shine.

From a short distance the outlaws looked
on, gloomy and sullen, Cactns Bill made
a movement, as if he would have inter-
vened, but h checked himsclf. It was ea

I llm wholo gang went in fea

nino” he

Cactus Bill, bring the
hot!”

lm dpplt}ﬂdl@d ke tree with the
liot iron ;:lo\uu]g in his hand. Cactus
cullod out_hoarsely

Kit! Let up on it!”

The Mexican did not seem to hear. He
drow nearer to Jimmy Silver, and the
heat of Lhe iron scorched the boy’s face.

Jimmy's was as white as a chalk,

Hudson Smedley stood like a rock, bound
and powerless, but uncongue His faco
was set, but there was no sign of fear in
it.

& Jimmy, you'll do us T've said?”
“I can't!”

«You can't _help me, boy! 1f you do
not pull the trigger, another will, o e
Tancher, *Save yourself! I order you,

Wxth his lc(t hand the Mexican took the
revolver fmm his belt, and held it by the
Dbarrel towards Jimmy.

Jimmy Silver felt his brain swim. Tho
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horvor of the gloving fron 50 close to his
faco almost overcame kim.

His grip closed on tho revolver, and tho
Mexican grinned.

“There is still time, Hudson, Smodler”
he said in his soft, silky voice.
waits to be signed.”

The rancher did not speals.

dor tho lust time?”

alt

<“Shoot, {hen” shouted the Mexican, his
wholo_dusky face blasing with pasi
“Shoot! Do you hear, or—"
Jimmy Silver gripped the revolver con-
vulive] o turned a haggard glance

1o

“Shoot"’ shouted the Mexican, and he
made o threatening movement with the
randing-iron.

o

Jimmy Silver pulled the trigger.

But it was not at Hudson Smedley that
he fired.

At the last moment he swung the re-
volver round full in the savage, dusky face
of the Mexsican. That desperate thought
had riscn in his mind as soon as his fingers
grasped the butt. It might not be in Hime
to save him from the hot iron; but the
Mexican, in his rage, had given the boy the
chance, and he used it.

Crack!

Right in the savage face of the outl:uv
the revolver cracked, and Spanish Kit gav
a feariul ery and staggered back.

Tvery nervo in Jimmy’s body quivered
from tho touch of the hot iron, but it did
not touch him. Within_an inch’ of his faco
it droppcd from the ‘Mexican’s nerveless

ha
Tlmxc was a shout from the r
they ran forward in a bunch
prL. h Kit sprawled in the grass with
d gash along his cheek where the bullet
had ploughed decply.

The blood streamed down his duslky ski
and his eyes were like the eyes of a wild

cast.

But the revolver was still in Jimmy
Silver's hand, and the raiders could not
reach him for a few scconds. Those
soconds were his to use to save himself from
death by torture. Crack, crack! rang the
rovolver twice again before Cactus Bill
reached him and struck the weapon from
his hand. And both bullets st the
savage Mexican as he rolled in the grass.

“By or 1”

crs, and




%
The revelver tas struck from Jimmy's
nand. Cactus Bill picked it from the

'rms s, and for a moment scemed about to
farn it on tho prizoner. But ko hold his
d, and sprang towards the  Mexican

panish Kit la

thunder, he's o
v Silver heard
~ccling brain. Ho shut

with a
o that

the words
his cycs
1o should not sec the Mexican lying before

2im.
Bat he opened t
an was stirring feebl

The Mexi-
not dead.

Once his black, gleaming eycs opencd
wil and  ho muttered mething  in
Spanish, too faint to bo heard. Then he

sank back insen ble.
&t

and hard.

“Well ‘dono, Jimmy!” he said between
his_teeth.

Cactus _Bill, bending over the Mexican,
bared his wounds examined them.
One of the raiders fetched water from the

stream.

Spanish Kit lay liko a log,

“g uess this will be a Llosu calll” said
Cactus. “He ain’t out. He's got the lives

of a cat, I reckon. Ono in f.hc shoulder,
ono in tho chest, and a gash along his face,
By thunder, Spanish Kit has got it at

i
“He——-)m is not dead 7” panted Jimmy.
Cactus glanced round at him.
“No “thanks to yon if he

fped. con will pay

'cl\nl

ain’t!” he
for this

said Jimmy

uns,”
said was

Cactus
lifted and

three of the rustlers hustled
ck into the shack from
e disappeared

Two or
Hudson Smedley t
which he had heen
from Jimmy :~mnr< ht.
shack most of the

d geathered, muitering in low
actus Bill was with the sorely-
man. In the prass at Jimmy

Silver's foct the branding-iron lay cooling.
Cactus Bill emerged at, last.

ST guess it will be a close call” ho aid.

i T come
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be laid up for somo weeks if Le pulls

through.”

“And the Mounted TPolice at Mos-
quito” growled one of the rustlers.
“What are you going to do with tho
tenderfoot *”

“Leave that to Kit!”

Cactus_ Bill crossed over fo the tree.
Jimmy Silver's right arm was still free,
and fhe rustler secured it cavefully. 1o

did not speak, and Jimmy did not open lis
ips. As the bours of the day wore
on, Jimmy Silvcr remained bound to the
tree, unheeded by the gang, and from the
Mesican's shack thero came to his cars at
intervals the wild mutterings of o man
Fever-tossed.

CHAPTER 18.
A Friend Among Focs!

IGHT fell on the foothills of the
N Rocky Mountains.
ke long, long day, was ended at

had got through that
terriblo day Jimmy Silver hardly kner.
Ho remained bound to the tree, aching
and (lizz', the rustlers taking no heed of
him. through the Ehnyiury thero
camo nz intervals_sounds of dclirious_bab-
bling from the Mexica®s shack. Jimmy
Silver to heed it at la
f the Mexican came to his senscs, JimnTy
could guess what his first order would be.
But until Spanish Kit was ablo to deal with
tha prisoncrs_thoy were loft alone. But
om his delirious mutterings it did nod
:cem likely that t}xc Mexican would come
to his senses soor i o
is wiry frame. Hc rmght lay f
the sumo_state, oven if ho pulled throngh,
Jimmy Silver hoped that he would pull
through. It was terrible to think of
the life even of that ruthless d.
his hands. But he could not
he had won a respite from toriure
death, even at the cost of the rustler”
less life, if it came to that.
And yoon he ceased to L]nnk of it a
leaned wearily on the tree in |Im |mt B
chino of the valley. The approsch
‘was an unspeakable relief to
<hade and coolness it brought.
Somo of the rustlers camc and wont,
Onco ho noted a couple oi the L'unk dri

&tcmn into the valle ently stole:
vi 3 the
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gulehes and spoke to Cnctus Bill, and then

departed again fo keep his wal atch, It was

in !]m sunset that the lithe figure of Pequod
i+ camo lounging in.

glance turned on him dull;

'lhc lalt-breod stopped ahd stared o the
Lound figure at the tree. Again that strange
look came over his coppery face.

er o long stare at the boy, Pequod
crossed over to where Cactus Bill was sit-
ting smoking on a log outside the Mexi-
can’s shacl

Jimmy saw them talking together, and
wmscd that Cactus was telling the half-
breed what had happened at the outlaw
cam

Several times Pequod glanced round at
Jimmy while Cactus was speaking. But
the schoolboy hardly heeded him. He was
wom out_ with that aching day.

e half-breed spoke in a luw tone, and
(,:Lclus Bill gave a carclessnod.  His reply,
spoken more loudly, reached Jimmy Silver’s
cars,

ettias you like! T guess it makes no
difference. Epumsh Klb will fix him dead
when he cames to.

Pequod lounged over to the tre

He did not speak, but he procccdcﬂ to
fasten tho lasso that bound Jimmy
Silver, and the schoolboy staggered away
from the trunk. ~ His limbs were so stiff
that he <hnurnd and fell, and one or two
of the raiders Janghed.

“CGet up, you young foolI”  growled

\ohly. ~ “Do you think I am
petit?”’

i thing from the
tlnt savago growl would have
. This was the man for
Hiod)dossndad o s Fope into
¢, whose life he

did not care to remember the rest.
“Cet upt? he growled again.
But poor Jimmy could not move for somo

minutes; hie was too tiff and numbed.
Pequod le Couteau stooped, seized him by

the collar, and dragged him ruuguls to
foct. Jimmy uttered a fainl

"Gc., into that shack!” gro“hd the Dalf-

bre

o pointed to one of tho rough shacks,
built of rudely-hewed hmbvr and branches,
that_stood ompt\
wards it
bow utterly LL was worn out.
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The half-breed picked up 2 quirt, and
made the thong ring and crack in the air.
+:Get moving, or—

50 casy, Pequod!” called out Cactus
Bill from the log; “the kid's for it to-
morrow! Leave him alone with that whip.”

“Morbleu! I have not forgotten that he
roped me in in theso very lulls, and handed
me over to the troopers!” snarled Pequod.

And as Jimmy almost tottercd towards
the shack the half-breed cracked the whip
round his legs.

Jimmy turned on him with blazing eyes.
Poquod  le Couteau laughed roughly,
grasped him by Lhn shoulder, and dragged
him into the shack.

ere he flung him on the earthern floor
and proceeded to bind him again hand and *

cmus Bill lounged across and stood look-
ing in at the opening that formed @ door-
way to tho shack.

“Mako the young idiot safe, Pequod,”
he said. “There’ll be (hundcr to pay if
Sponish’ Kit doear’t find him here. when
lio comes to. T guess there would be some_
shooting it ihat young guy got away.”

Pequod laughed.

cave that to me, 'ami,” he answered.
“py vou think I have forgotten that he
handed me over to the troopersT To-mor-
w, when the chiel givos the order, it is
Iwho will handle the branding.iron®
tef You re the sort of sneaking coyote that
“auld'" said Cactus Bill, and ho lounged

aw
I'ho half-breed

glanced aiter him, his
ips curling in a sncer. He finished
binding Jimmy Silver sccurcly enough; but
Jimmy could not help noticing that the
ropes mo_longer gallod his aching limbs.
And his hands, though well secured, wero
Ioft frec cnough for Lim {o move them.
Peauod left the shack, and Jimmy was J oft
Iving on the floor, wondering. Brutally
theZan ‘had handled him. ho had been
merciful; and it was to Pequod, too, that
he_owed his releaso from the ‘treo. Tho,
retiet'of Iying down and resting gvas dood
licious.

Jimmy's heart beat az he rofl
h

cted.

some nvn of grati.

rod lingered in tho
Tt not, why hiad h
at

ible about the prizoncr

d shown
of the
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Pequod was cvidently a new member of the
g, and perhiap; not fully truste

Tn o few mumuges the half-breed returnod.
HolagtEiod i lume o ol dake und & ¢
pannikin_ of water.

Jimmy's cves glistened,  Food or drink
had not pasted his lips since he had fallen
into the hands of the rustlers.

Ho took the mnmkm m his _shackled
hands and drank  the half.
breed watched  him. Ve tho junior
started on the corn-cak It was stale an
hard, but it secmed delicious to the hungry

Than! ” e said at last.

“For mothing,” said fho hulfbreod. “It
is to keep you nh\o till Spanish Kit can
deal with you had remained bound
to the tree ou mwln have been dead in
the morni

“I guess that's =0,” said Cactus Bill, look-

in at tlm openinig. ~ **You've mado him
snc Pequod ?”
“Look l” snapped the half-breed.

“I guess I ain’t taking any risks with
him. T don’t want Spanisn Kit arguing
“nh me in the morning,” grinned Cactus.

s too durned sudden on the shoot.”
Tlm ruffian stooped over Jimmy Silver
examined overy knot in the rope carc-
Iul!\'. He nodded, satisfied.
T calculate he won't get out of that!”
he said, and he lounged back to the log by
the Mexican’s shack and refilled his pipe.

Pequod bent ovor the junior and scemed

make a final examination of the ropes.
'Jhron-vh the opening of the shack he was
visible to the rustler:

ut as he (umbhu with the rope, he
spolc in a loy whisper that could only
reach Jimmy Silver's car.

“Fcoutez! Not a \\old—hsten

Jimmy lay breathless, s

“I have not forgotten, poln went_on
the, brvod in the samo  barely audible

3 \ou su\ml my life when T would
]m\v, killed y not, tell you that
Pequod le Couteau would ot forget

Jimmy Silver gazed at him in silence,
his heart thumping. Was it possible, after
all, that he had a fricnd to help him in
the midst of this gang of s avage outcasts,

and that friend the most savage of the
\v)lfﬂn crew ?

muttered the breed. “If
i they half-suspect—I am a
I T illuse you, mon petit,

esd man!

it is 50 (hat they shall not suspect.  You
understan
“Yes!” breathed Jimmy Silver.
“I can do nothing now. But m the
night—when the camp is slecping, I shall

I will save you, mon
petit, as you saved me, or else this is the
last mght on earth for Pequod. Now they
believe that I am your bitter cnemy—and it
m safol  Not a word. Slecp if you can;
I shall wake you when the time comes.”
Ho left the shack hurriedly, without wait-
ing for Jimmy Silver to whisper a reply.
Jimmy Silver felt his brain in a whirl,
That duv, long ago, on the trail to Red
Deer, he had risked his life to save tho
desperate outcast, never dreaming that a
day might come vwhen Pequod would stand
between him and a terrible death in his
turn—never dreaming that what he did
would make any impression on the breed’s
savago heart, But & good deed is never
wasted; he had cast his bread upon the

be on lhc watch.

waters, and it had returned after many
days!
There was hope now in Jimmy's' heart.

Darkness fell on the outlaw camp, an

ho dol;
were still;
into repose at last.  One by one the outlaws
rolled themselves in their blaakets round
the camp-fire, or wegp to slecp in the
shacks.

But_no sleep came to Jimmy A_nlvn
the darkness he ‘watched and
waited with beating heart and :1( pl('~s
eyes as the outlaw camp sank ilence.

% into s

CHAPTER 19.
With the Mounted Pol ce!

E'RE going 1” said Arthur Edward
Lovell emphatically.
"\ o ,ony well are!” said

And Noraalsda

et ‘was . hustle i butlo b the
Windy River Ranch that sunny morning,
Soon after sunup a troop of the Mounicd
Dolico had ridden in from Mosquito—a
dozen brawny troopers.  Their splendid
Torses were tethered by the corral, and tha
troopers, on the benches oufside {he cook-
house, were breakfasting. keeping Baldy,
the cook, very busy,
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Sergeant Kerr, who was in command of

LIBRARY

efore  we've

finis]
lis gang.

detachment,” was_tal with_ Pete 48] and
Peters, the foreman of the ranch. Io 11 Smedls any
and Raby and Newcome were lookin ¢ young Silver
1 thinking of their absent chum. Jm\my ays on the
Sil\cr Half a dozen of the Windy River e gol to scout (hc fnot‘ul’s
outfit to ride with the till we find them. You'd be

vero. preparing

i trail of the rustlers, and
oders had taken out' their
accompanying
Pete Peters had shuken his
it Lovell mentioied the matter.
h»nuur[w\: would only be in the
ko said.

troopers

way,” he sa
Lovell nearly said “Rats!” in reply, but,

for (umtol\, restrained hin
“W [;m"I” he ropmcd to his
(-!..3, “Jimmy's o, like an ass, and

oing after

e b Gl i
mined on that.

Sergeant Kerr rose from the beneh, his
breakfast finished. Then Arthur Edward
Lovell came up to him.

“We want to come, scrgeant,” he sa

The =crgnnnt shook his head, just as Mr
Peters had done. Apparently he, too, was
under the impression that the tenderfeet
would be in the way.

Lovell looked dogges

k \ou see, our

3 v cnt after the

!
I Pef me. I guess it's
to, lu. hopul eh t hc]nc\u found them,”
d

got ],.s cousin,
said  Lovell.
Of course,

v

Thi
he was rather an

ro " assonted the sergeant

“Ile oughL to have told and we'd

have gone with him,” said Raby.
hewcm.t Kerr nned.

’1 would mean fo; ng instead
he said, '\ou unlluﬁu are
‘nfm on the ranch.”

“Only wo don't specially want to be
safe,”  said  Newcome warmly.  “If
Jimmy’s got into danger, we're going {o
Lelp to get him out.”

“Can’t you ve it to us?” asked the
sergeant, with « touch of sarcasm

“Well, we want to be in it,” said Lovell
“You're taking some of the cowpunchers.
o us. too.

8 q'l"mmt shook his head again.
Look here, my he said, “this
to Le rouzh work. Thereil

hospital cases long before we got through.
So_drop it.”
A J with th:\f 1‘v\ burly sergeant turned
o hi

L) L vell,
Fortunately, me sergeant did not hear
the remark.
At tho word of command the troopers
mounted. Skitter Dick and Spike Thomp-
son and four more of the Win(} River out-
fit_mounted to ride with them.

Vith a jingling of bridles and a clatter-
ing of hoofs the party rode out on the
western trail towards the bluo line of the
foothills, beyond which rose in the far dis-
l.mcc the mighty range of the Rocky Moun:

g Lmnr\ on "’ said Lovell.

“What-ho !
(o Jhe. threo bsimood juniors mounted,
"sm that, you young gu; shouted

Pote Betors wrathiuly,
the_sergennt tell you fo hang on?

“Rats 1"
Lovell said “Rata!" at lasl It was
all he had (o to the c).cAtcd “and indig-

nant ctors.
{it

o three Rookwooders rode away at
zallop, leaving the ranch foreman staving
after (hwm If Mr. Peters had had @

nd at that moment Lovell would
ve been jerked out of his saddle
ot out of reach of the rope.

laxiat in |
probubly 1
before he

s it was, the three juniors rodo away

erfully, leaving Mr. Teters {o stare and
to_shru; <houlders.

They galloped on the track of tho

Canadian troopers, and came up with tho
pasiy o quarter of 1 mile from the ranch.

“1 gues: “uns_will bo seat back
said Shitter Dick, with @ grin, a3 tho Rock
Sooders joined the cowpui

“Guess aj ‘nn P said Lo\n]]. “We're
coming, anyhow !

P veit & Co. rode with the cowpunchers,
orgeant Korr, xiding with the troopors,
‘e them ono glanco and smiled slightly,

g
and then bestow® upon them no further

sorthy

Co.

ention. It was probable that
wt considered that Loy

§
it you hears

R
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wo .xl drep out of their own accord when
th ues of the n:nl bq;m to tell upon

them,

But the
resolute.

Mile after mile vanished un
ng hoofs as the s
aigher in a cloudless sl

Before noon the troopers rode into the
foothills, and the rocks und pines of
Gopher Creck Canyon afforded . welcome
le !ro n the blaze of tlxc sun.,

chums of | Rookwood were
der the clat-
gher and

" <kmcr

told the jumiors.

“And this is where Jimmy came to look
for ]\nn.” sui
“I guess we
ing abont if the ru

said Skitter Dick.

The troopers mped in the canyon.

They shared the midday meal of the cor
punchers, while the moroe s lm of the
party were hunting for “sign.”
was found along the banks of
the stream of the canyon, and the party
took the trail ngn m he afternoon, the
juniors, at least eful.  Dut it
did mot take umn long. m discover that
Scrgeant Kerr was at a

Somewhers in the (nollnlls the rustlers

¢ come on him wander-
tlers haven't got him,”

had their camp, to which stolen cnme were
riven after raids on the ran

ard rocks and gravel gave liulc sign
that ecven the most experienced ‘railer

conld pick up.

Deeper and deeper into the A'ooth:ll-
the tmopen rode, but it was almost al
snail's pace, and moro than onc Lovell
& Co. fancied that they were returning
on their own tracks.

The high hope with which the juniors
had ctarted had faded away by the time
tho sun was sinking beyond tho peaks of

the R
They were tired by the day in the
saddle, but they wero determined to tako

no heed of fafiguo until they had found
their chum. But it was borno in upon
their minds that the scrgeant’s warning
was well founded; the trail was likely
t Lo aloug onc, extending perbaps |
over weary wecks among the rocky foot-
Li s.

“But we'rs not giving in 1" said Lovell
}»hrn tho paity camped at last at ht-

PALS OF TIHE RANGES!

“Xo jolly f

“Not till we find Jimmy, anyhow !”

said Newcome. “Wo cun stick it out as
e chaps

17 sard Ka

t |
the
glad to roll themselves in their

Rookwoead chun er 4
blankets,

The night was ¢

after a cold supper.

in the hills, but there was no camp

Tho light of a firo would lave ;.,n\m\

warning to any lurking outliw on tho
teh for an encmy.

u\\oko in lvm Iught and s!mm.»d
w thei th

rag
he when the anp uuned
tho Brst. glimmer of duwi,

“You kids fed-up?” asked Sergear
Keir, as Lovell & Co. rubbed their ¢;
and stretched their tired limbs.

“No fear!” answered Lovell prompily.
de home.

"qu d better
Lmull g\untcd
“I c ut you on the right trail for
the ranch,” said the sergeant, **Anothier
day of it will knock you up.”
“We'ro not made of puddy at erl
wood !” said Lovell sarcastically.
you turn us out, sergeant, wo shall keep

on, on our own, and look for Jimmy
silver.” Y
Tho sergeant shrugged his bread

5l|ouldcrs
Stick to_it,
And Lovell & Co Ah—lck lo u n.nnfu\‘y

CHAPTER 20.
A Friend in Need!

IMMY SILVER stirred uncasily
Tho night was dark in the v

in tho heart of tho foothill
darkness broken only by the g!

of the stars overhea

All was silent in the camp of the out-

loy
the
t

ln the group of rough shacks the
rustlers wero sleeping, savo for tho mem-
ber of the gang who wi (epmg watch,
Jimuwy Silver lay in B!

little
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on the hard carth, with
limbs—a prisoncr.

In another shack ncar at hand he know
Tiudson Smedley lay, bound hand and

ropes on his

foot.

Jimmy had rolled to the opening that
corved as a doorway of the shack, and
loy looking out at the camp.

The camp-firc had burned low, almost
extinet. Around it he cou'd dimly make
out the figures of threo or four of the
rustlers rolled in  dirty blankets, their
fect to the dying fire. Tho rest of the
zang were in the shacks.

From tho surrounding darkness came
faint sounds that told of the neighbour-
hood of horses and cattle. In that hidden
valley in the untrodden reccsses of the
Alberta  foothills the plunder of the
ranches had. been gathered, ~concealed
from all eyes until the cattle-thieves could
dispose of it.  Jimmy thought of his
own horse, Blazer, somewhere among tho
stolon animals.

A figure moved in the dim starlight.
It was that of the outlaw on  guard.
Jimmy saw him dimly—a rough figure
in a Stetson hat, with a rifle sloped under
his _arm.

Where was Pequod ?

All Jimmy Silver’s hopes were centred
on the half-breed, Pequod lo Couteau, the
desperado whose life he had saved, and
who had not forgotten. In that gang of
Jaw-breakers he had one friend—one of
tho most desperate, as he knew—a man
whose life had been a series of erimes.
Dut somewhere in_ Pequod’s hard heart
was a spark of good, and he had not for-
gotten how Jimmy Silver had dragged him
from the torrent long ago. —But it was
long past midnight now, and Pequod had
not_come.

There was a sound in the stillness of
the eamp—the sound of a low groan.
came from the shack cceupicd by Spanish

it

Through half the night Jimmy had
heard  him  babbling deliriously. . The
sroan was repeated, and a figuro stirred
By the fire. Jimmy made oub the burly
form of Cactus Bill.

Cactus crossed over to the DMMexican’s
shack and stooped his bead and ecntered

it
“Agua! ”

Tn the silence the faint voice of the
Mexican came across the intervening
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space to Jimmy Silver's ears. The de-
lirium had passed. Spanish Kit was him-
self again, but the voice sounded low
and weak. I spoke, unconsciously, in
his own language.

“I guess yowll have to say it agin,
boss!” said “the rough voice of Cactus
Bill.

“Water I

“Sure1” said Cactus.

He cime out and filled a tin pannikin
at the stream, and returned to the Mexi-
can’s shack,

Jimmy’s heart was sinking.
As yet Pequod had not been able to
aid him—or had tho breed forgotten his
proniise, scared by tho terrible danger
from his associates if they discovered
him? And now Spanish Kit had come t
his_scnscs.

Jimmy listened.

The voice of the Mexican, faint and
low as it was, reached his ears again
in the stillness.
he prisoners—they are safe?”

Sure, boss.”
“’,l:hc boy—the boy who fired on me

nd

4

“I guess he's safo—roped
and_foot,” said Cactus,

“Look, and make sure!”

“Y guess he’s all 0.K.”

“Look, I tell you!” snapped the Mesi-
can, “Tf he escapes before I can deal
With him, lives will answer for it.”

“T guess I'll take o peep, boss.”

Jimmy _Silver rolled back hastily from
the opening, and closed his eyes as the
heavy tread of the outlaw approached the
shack. Cactus Bill entered and struck a
match.

Tho glimmer of light showed Jimmy
Silver lying bound on the floor, ap-
parently” asleep.

Tho rustler bent over him and felt the
knots of the ropo with his fingers.
Jimmny Silver opened his eyes. i

“What's that?” he muttered drowsily.

Cactus Bill did not take the troublo
to reply. Ho left the shack and re-
turned to the Mexican.

“Tc's all right, boss.
Muy bien! I shall
Good I””

up b

"
« sleep now.”

Cactus Bill returned to his blankets

by tho dying fire, and his deep suore
<oon showed {hat ho was slecping.
Trom the Mexican’s shack there camo
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a groan,
lowed Ly Silince!

m'o the

pE
Filed bt it was
for him, as he knew only too well.
the dawn would come the vengeinco of
the Mesican upon the schoolboy”who bad
shot  him
The dim figure of the outlaw on  guard
moved into view
Jimmy's shack.
“You are
St was

Iu;uml le_Co
Tho  sentincl

Lot

Pequod.

no
cut out_two and <1(Id!ml Hu"n
hidden in the pines yonder.”

“And y

your
The half-breed ]wmch sof

They will know that i
guard who relegeed you.
way by da

“I can c”v;a
il S e Spaich
degth, Yoy Juow thatl*

oIy cnu z
The bree
tion, his cyes glon

gloom

and fuinty and it was fol

o rolled back to the npcmnﬂ, and
looked o\.t w khI
n

“Silence—on
to, botli of us if they find
“I know!
A koen knifo glided
The fragments
and Jimmy Silver was free.
e rose to
limbs, His heart was bnnm\g Lard,
the darkness of the interior of the shack
Lie could searcely sce the half-breed,
he canght tho glitter of Pequod’s e
lave the liorses zendy 12
t

muttered : n\ngs exclama-

TIE RANGES!

“T tell you T will risk nothi
Smedley. "1t was he that R
to_the police ab the ranch, Let Lim die

Jimmy <1mol his am free

“You've hel 3
yourself nox, Pegquod| You'se
than I should ever have Lioped. Save your-
self now, and leave me fo take my chance.
I cannob go withont Mr. Smedl

“Oh, you are a_fool—a fool!” lnr-ﬂlhod
the halfbreed. “If Spanish Kit awakens
again he may send to see th
safe. AL any moment—all may

“Leave mo to it!”

o mubtared exclamation was the only

o

v be lo:

ety me to savclny cousin, th
\\lmpeud Jimmy. “Mr. Smedley is vich.

 will reward you.

“Bah! I am not selling my comrades
for money I” growled the half-breed sulkily.

Jimmy Silver was silent, lLiven tha
csperato outcast had his point of honour.
G you will not stir without him?
muttered Pequod. 3

“I cannot.”

“If it were not for giving the alarm,
I would force you to it,” said the half-
breed in a savage u]mpcr “But I wi
save you, as you saved me, and if you will
not go without him, I w do my best.
Wait here for me, in silen

The half-breed "lllILd umly from the
shack.

CHAPTER 21.
Hunted!

IM:\lY SILVER waited.
] 1d disi

Ho could not ust tho breed,
who was risking his life to scive him!
But his ally was so savage, so desper-

ate an_outcast, that the Rookwood junior
was full of unensmess
But he could do notl:
Pequod had bidden him.
Tho minutes passed on leaden iwings.
Once or twice Jimmy thought that, in
tho stillness, he caught a faint sound of
whispering from the next shack. But he
could not be sure. In the gloom he could
not even be certain that Pequod le
Couteau had entered the shack whero tho
rancher lay a bound prisoner.
Tis heart beat painfully as he waited,

iw bub wait as

lOns of the sleepers by the fire stirred and

rolled over, dragging his blanket aboub




THE SCIIOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

him, and Jimmy felt his heart jump. But
the man settled down to slecp again.
“Jimmy "

Tt was o whisper at last, and in {he
voice of Hudson Smedley. The breed's
dusky_hand gripped Jimmy's arm, and

drew him out of the s
:Agouslx_:l Smedley 1 breathed Jimmy.
Tha raneher's burly figure loomed up in
the shadow Dbetween the two shacks.
Pequod whispered :
“Follow me, and no
His dark form g]ulr.(l a and_the
rancher and Jimmy Silver foflowed him.

a so; nd .

Pequod led them down the bank of the |

stream.

He plunged knee-deep in the shallow

ank \ulhm‘c hesitation, an

urse of the stream.
Without hesitation Junmy and the rancher
followed him into the water.

It struck icy-cold to Jimmy’s limbs, but
he hardly noted it. He understood why
Pequod had taken to the stream. The
Sloping bank hid them from the camp as
they crept away, and ihey stooped  low
over the water as they crept.

The thumping of Jimmy Silver’s heart
wis painful as he crept along the sandy
e tream, the icy waters swishing
round }ns knees—here and there <p11~].uw
round his waist as he stepped into a
hollow. Thero was no sound of alarm from
the camp. But for the fact that Pequod
had been the man on guard, the escape
Would have been impossible. Even now,
if one of the rustlers should awaken and
look about him the sentry would be
missed. the. swishing, ~murmuring
\\'ﬂ,cr, treading on soft sand, it was impos-

le to hurry, b\\t cery second scemed an
]mur to Jimmy

Tarther and fmlher they went, down
the strcam with the murmuring cuneut
and still there was no sound of an alarm
behind,

The half-breed stopped at last, and held
up his hand.

“Prenez garde!

Careful here!”

e clambered through bushes up the
bank, and Jimmy Silver and Hudson
Smedley followed,” and found themselyes
in a clump of pines. Pequod, with a ges-
ture, indicated a spot of glowing red in

the distance—it was the last glow of the
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dying camp-fire, and looked very distant
in the surrounding gloom.

There was a rustling movement in the
pines, and Jimmy made out the forms of
two horses tethered there. There was a
faint whinny, and a soft muzzle sauggled
fer his arm.

Blazer!” whispered Jimmy, rubbing his
favourite’s neck.

“It is your horse,” said the breed. “I
got him for gyou, and another for myself;
but now there are three of us. We cannot
delay to get another. I shall go afoot.
\lmuxt'

Bub-rsd
“Silence, and follow!”

The half-breed was lundcr, and the
others mounted. Jimmy Silver mounted
Blazer, and the rancher the other animal.
Pequod took the bridles to lead them.

Leaving the clump of pines between
them and the camp of the outlaws, they
moved away along the stream for a short
distance. Then the breed turned away
rom the water, The darkness hid all but
dim shapes of mountains from Jimmy
Silver’s eyes; but Pequod did not pause
for a moment.

Ho broke into a rapid trot, and tho
}mrsu were put to a trot to Leep pace with
him

There was rich grass under the animal’s
hoofs now. The ‘hoof-strokes made little
sound. From the night came an echo of
hoofs, and Jimmy started and listened.
“Only the cattle!” = said the breed.
There are many here.”

Two or_threo dim shapes loomed past
the fugitives in the oom—stcers  they
had disturbed from grassy couches in their
pu

age.
The red point of the distant camp-firo
was long out of sight. Only the brooding
night, the silent hills, surrounded them.

Tludson Smedley spoke at last.

“This isn’t the way down to lhe plains,
Pequod.”

Jimmy started, and looked s'h'uply a|
the half-breed in_the gloom. qUO
shrugged his shoulders.

“Tlle trail to the plains 15 watched,” he
“Black Henri and three olhels are
pmmd to watch for the troope

hen where are we going t”

“Into the hills.”

“I guess you're boss of

this outfit,



4
Pequod,” said the mncher “Wo follow
your lad!”

“Silence!”  hised tho  haltbreed
suddenly.

He threw his rifle forward. A shadowy
form loomed up ahead.
“Halt!”

The shar
Jimmy

voice rang in_the gloom.
ilvor obeyed Pequod’s swift
gesture, and drew in liis horse, It was one
S the rustiers ahoad. Wateh vas Kept in
more than one point in the hidden valley.
“Who's that?" demanded the voice.
“Speak up, or 1 guess—

Crack |

Poquod’s gleaniing cye was looking along
his rifle, and the challenging voico was
his guide for the shot. The voice broke
off in a yell of alarm and pain, and there
was the sound of a crashing fall in the
grass.

*Quick, now!” breathed Pequod. “That
will 'bo heard at the camp.
plunzed away in the darkness, and
seized the riderless horse. A man was
groaning in the grass, but the breed did
not give him a glance,

From tho distance came a sound of
calling voices. Tho shot in tho valley had
alarmed the camp of outlaws.

“Tollow me!” called Pequod.

He leaped upon the horse of the fallen
outlaw, and rodo on in the darkness.
Jimmy and the rancher followed him fast.
The stars wero paling now, and in_the
cast there was a glimmer of grey. Dawn
was at hand.

Toud used shonting sounded be-
hind, in tho distanco, and Jimmy could
ruess that the cscape of the prisoncrs had

i Tho threo

been discovered. ridors ' rode
on at a desperato gallop.

Jimng felt the round sisiog under his
horee’s fect, w that thoy were cloze

o o hills: oat ot 5 the lonely
valleg. . The bar of grey in tho castorn sky
was whitening; dim phantoms,
objeots became cerily  visible.
Pequod had tumned from his co
angles, and the fugitives
followed without question.  As the. dawn
strengthened Jimmy could see the face of
the breed, and he saw that it was drawn
and tense,

G

, ending in a_pracipitous
, was on their right hand as
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they rode. All escape from the valley wa:
shut off in that quarter.

And now that thero was light Jimmy
Silver could sce that the prcsnnb course
they were following would take them back
towards the stream that flowed across thv
\alley~’m1rer to the outlaw camp.
saw grim look come over the b)cnuu
face oi Hudson Smedley.

“A rat-trap, and no way out!”
the rancher.

He swept his glance back towards the
stream.

In the dim dawn the group of shacks
could be rnnde out in the far distance. In
any direction the hidden valley was only
a fow miles in extent. And on all sides,
as it scemed, ruzged walls of rock shut
them in. There was one way out—the open-
ing of the canyon where Black Henri and
his comrades kept watch and ward, and
that way was impassable. Pequod lo
Couteau dragged his horse to a halt at
ast.

muttered

Blazer again, but thero was 4o lelp for
it. He understood that the halFbreed had
hoped to find a path that horses conld

follow; but time was not granted.,,
Already, they kmew, horsemen must, have
started from the ontlay to follow

fho trail of the fugitives,

immy looked up at the steep ¢liff, and
he wondered how it was to be negotiated,
coven without the horses. But Pequod was
not_at a.loss.

e dismounted, and gave his h
art blow, and sent it gallopinz
signed to his companions to do

“The trail will lead them away from
this spot,” the half-breed muttered. ~““They
will follow it till they find the hurscs.
That will give us a chance.”

Tho bree =ougm along the rug
grasped a cleft, and drew himscl
precipice. A dozen feet above a
jutted from the rock, and with the n«,my
oi a mountain-goat tho half-breed reached

Jx my Silver essayed to follow I and
a root came out in his hand, and hc Aollec

Ta

“What now?” asked Jimmy Silfer
quictly.

“Thera is no path for horses here. We
must abandon them, and take to the
rocks.” 4

“Right!”

1t gave Jimmy a panz to part with
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back. Tudson Smedley caught him es be

“IVait!” called back the brecd.

Kneeling on tho nerrow rocky ledge, he
nncoiled a lasso, and the rope came slither-
ing down.

Pequod fastened the end to a spur of
rock, and signed to them to climb. From
tho distanice came the sound of hoof-beats.
The outlaws had picked up the trail, and
the trail of the horses in thick grass was

i h to follow at a gallop.
coming!” breathed = Jimmy

above.
Hudson

panted_ the hal

eed,
fst,  Jimmy,”

said

Smedley.

Tle helped Jimmy up the rock, and the
junior, clinging rope,  climbed
actively, and joined Pequod on tho ledge.
Hudson Smedley came clambering up after

im,

The ledge was not more than two feet
ide, jutting upward from tho face of the
cliff. Pequod signed to them to lie down
as close to the rock as they could get,
and followed their example. Lying on the
ledge, they were invisible from below.

Gallop, gallop!

A bunch of horsemen swept by, but did
not halt. The trail of the’ thrce horses
turned loose, led them onward, and they
rode past the cliff without a suspicion.

Jimmy Silver caught the voice of Cactus
as tho riders swept by.

“They can’t get out of valley!
There’s nary a road for a horse ’cepting
the canyon: »

His voice was lost as he rode on.
galloping hoofs grew fainter in
distance.

he
the

CHAPTER 22,
Coritered!

EQUOD 1 COUTEAU stirred at
P Jast. He rose on his knees, and
looked from the ledge over the
valley, and his comrades rose alzo.
The sun was now high in the sky, and
the lonely valley in the heart of the foot-
hills glowed with morning light. Trom
that perch on the faco of the cliff tho
wholo valley was spread before their eyes,
with the stream and the group of shacks
the distance, and the bunches of cattle

ng abou in the rich grass.
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Fa vay was a black gap in the wall
of hills, whero the canyon opened the
down fo the plains. In that direction

tiny figures of horsemen could be
corned.
They guessed that tho only outlet from
the hidden valley was doubly guarded now.

Cactus Bill and his men, on the trail
of the loose horses, had ridden on out of
sight. But Jimmy realised that now it
was bright day it would not take the
rustlers long to discern the trick; and the
sight of the horses svithout their ri
would warn Cactus Bill that the fugitives
had taken to the rocks.

“The sooner we get on the better,”
Jimmy Silver remarked.

“I guess sol” nted the
“Yow're the guide, Pequod.”

The breed shrugged his shoulders

“It is only three days since 1 joined
Spanish Kit's outfit,” he said. “I have
noi before been in this part of the valley.”

“You can’t do more than your best,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Anyhow, we're
better off here than in the shacks yonder.”

“That's so, sure!” said Hudson Smedley.
“We can put up a fight if they get alter
us, I guess!”

Both Jimmy and the rancher were un-
armed. Hudson Smedley glanced at the
breed’s rifle and then at the revolver in
his  belt. grim smile came over
Pequod’s face.

40 lives are not worth much if
Spanish Kit is_able to get on the trail,”
he sa “But if we come through, Hudson
Smedley, 1 am still an outlaw, and there
is a_pricc on my head.”

“But after what you've done
" said Jimmy Silver eagerly.

s, Pequod, that if you choose to
it after this I can sco you
said Hudson Smedley.

e suis ce_que je sui muttered the
half-breed. “What I have done was be-
cause the petit saved my Jife—you I would

way

for

ot have saved. It was because ho would
not go alone. If we get through, Hudson
Smedley, we part, and you raise no Land
to stop me. That is agreed?”

“Sure! T guess I shouldn't bo likcly to

raise a hand to stop you after this!” said
the _rancher.
“Tt

a promisc?”

|
|
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rifle to the rancher.
along the

“A steady head hc;o, Jimmy,” whis-
pwed Hudson Smedley.

ou bet!” said Jimmy.

llc needed all his nerve. The rocky
ledge wound along the face of the cliif,
with a bulging wall of rock on_the right.
Tt wound upward, and on the left was a
sheer drop, growing steeper ab every step
that was taken.

Against the bare rock of the precipice
tho threo fizures showed up in_the sun-
light, in full view flom below if anyone
had been at hand to s

Pequed suddr.nly haltad

PALS OF
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and pointed

over the valley
Tivo o six horsomen, with Cactus Bill
at their head, were riding back towards

the hillside. =~ Evidently khcy had found
the riderless horses, and were riding back

for the spot \\he:e the fugitives had
.Ab'mzloncd
rac)

Jxm'ny Silver gave a sudden start a
the rifle-shot rang, and there was a
on the rock a foot from his head. A bullec
had flattened tllcre, and it dropped to the
ledge at his fect.

They had been sces

“Down!"” shouted d\u half-breed.

They threw themsclves on the ledge on
their faces, and only just in time. Five
or six bullets str uck the rock above them,
and rebounded or fell flattened.

There was a thundm of hoofs, and the
horsemen below rode up to the cliff and

halted. Tho ledge, at this point, was
thirty feet above the heads of Kbe Siden,
and “the figures lying on it out of their
sight. A shouting voice came up to them.

“We've gat you. You ’uns had better
come down, or you'll be riddled!”

Cactus Bxll xccm\ed no answer. A volley
rang from below, but the bullets struck
{hs rock well above the figures on the
e

'Yuu ride back and ftell Spanish Kit
we've_got 'em cornered!” Cactus Bill was
speaking. “I guess he'll be loosing off his
chooter at somebody if he don’t get news of
them.”

Jimmy Silver heard the hoof-beats of a
departing horseman riding back to the
outlw camp.

low me!" whispered the half-breed.
le Couteau was crawling along
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the ledge with a serpentine motion. His
companions followed him. Jimmy Silver
raised himself as far as his hands and
knees, and a moment later his back was
gnazm.l by a bullet from below, and
promptly” dropped at full lengih again.
Below, the voices of the outlaws could
be heard in savage consultation. Moro and
more of the gang rode up, gathering at the
spot, till Jimmy guessed that fiftcen men
at least’ were gathered there. Occasionally
a shot rang out, and a bullet clattered
on the cliff.
“We got to get arter them!” camo
Cdcbus Bill’s voice at last, in savage tones.
“There’ll be shootin’ if we get “back to
camp without them. ~Spanish Kit’s as
mad as o hornet already. Where they
c’||r{ 5o we can go. Leave the es and
fo

And., o, scundt 4 heavy boots scraping

on the cliff was heard as the outlaws
sought for ways to clamber up to the
ledge. :

Pequod le Couteau stopped suddenly
Jimmy Silver looked past him, and saw
the roason. The ledge kad come to -ar
end, shut off by the bulge of-the clif
aboye.

Jimmy Silver felt a chill.

“Cornered!” muttered the rancher.

Pequod le Couteau turned on his elbow
and surveyed the cliff above him. Ii
sloped back from the ledge to a height of
a hundred fect to_the top of the T
was possible to climb it, bk to from
the ledge was to expose themselves tamthe
fiving from below.

“Morblen! \’Ve are trapped!” said the
breed coolly. we_live through the
day we can climb_the cliff when the stars
come out. But if—" THe finished by
shrugging his shoulders.

“They can only_follow us by the way
we came,” said Hudson Smedley. “It
will not be easy for them.”

Tho rancher_turned back with a quick

movement, and lay on his chest, looking
along the ledge, with his rifle strotched ouf
before him. His eyo was steady along the
bw.rcl his finger was on the trizger

ood I”_muttered the breed.

J.mmy Silver waited tensely.

Neither party could sec the other now.
But as soon as an outlaw clambered on
the ledge he would be in sight, the
advantage now was with the rancher.
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At a distauce along the rugged cliff,
> lowest point of the jutting ledge,
Stetson hat rose into view. The rancher
shifted his aim a trifle, and waited.

The Stetson rose higher. Under it a
searded faco appeared, the flerce eyes

Cactus Bill had one
rifleman lying on the
and then the rancher pulled the

at

®

ere was a terrible yell from Cactus
and the Stetson and the bearded face
disappeared in an instant. The fugitives
heard the sound of a heavy body rolling
down the cliff to crash on the earth below.

Th
Bill,

A yell of rage rang out from the
rustlers, and a volley of bullets spattered
on the tock above the ledge. Two or

threo climbors were heard to scramble back
into safety.

“I guess that's stopped them!” said
Hudson Smedley grimly.

And the rancher was right. No head
rose again above the level of the rocky
ledge. But from below came almost with-
outintermission the ringing of the rifles,
and  incessant bullets _spattered  and
clattered on the rocky cliff.

CHAPTER 23.
Lovell in Luck?

RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL
A stopped.
He felt dismayed.

The sun was blazing down with
all tho heat of a Canadian summer’s
Lovell’s faco streamed with perspiration
under_ his Stetson.

And he was alone.

There was no_doubt of it. He had
called again and again, and there had
como no answering shout.

Lovell stood still, and stared round him.

Sergeant Kerr and his party had left
their camp on foot. The horscs had been
left in charge of one trooper.
rocky gulches and gullies before them I
twas little foothold for the horses. But
the tramping on foot told hard upon
Lovell & Co. They stuck it bravely; they
were determined to stick it to the finish.
But even Arthur Edward Lovell was be

ginning to realise that he was not quite

OWN LIBRARY 47

cqual to sharing tho arduous work of a
Canadian Mounte
“sign ” the sergeant was led
did not know; but they had
Kerr’s bronzed faco that he was

The way had lain through a
rock; iled with great boulders,
pat and pines, and the
members of the party were seldom in one
another’s sight. Rocks and pines hid them
from cach other. Lovell, for an hour or
more, had not been able to see more than
one or two troopers at a time. And when,
after a hard clamber up a rocky acclivity,
he had sat down on a boulder to rest for
a fow minutes, they had all passed from
his_sight.

That did not make him uneasy. He
had only to hurry, on and rejoin them.

ut, as it happened, when he hurried
on, he did not rejoin them. The rocks and
firs, all of a bewildering sameness, per-
plexed him, and after a time he realised
that he had missed the party.

Then he had shouted, at the risk of
{Jeing heard by the rustlers if they were at
hand.

But no answer came, not even from Raby
and Newcome. His chums were still with
the troopers and the co -punchers. They
had not stopped for a brief rest as Arthur
Edward Lovell had.

eeling rather alarmed now, Lovell
plunged to and fro among the rocks and
stunted trees, scarching for a sign of the
party, without finding one. He stopped at
last, with the knowledge that he was lost.

Round him stretched the barren foot-
hills, ridgo rising over ridge, shaggy hill-
side over shaggy hillside, cliff over cliff.
No trace that Lovell’s eye could read was
left on the barren rocks.

Whether the troopers had passed where
he stood he could not guess. They might
bo miles away now, or they might be
hidden only by the mext ridge. At all
events, they were out of range of his voice,
that was certain.

“Better keep on, I suppose!” grunted
Lovell. “Silly asses to miss me like this.
T'd better look for them.”

And he tramped on, tired and irritated,
keeping his eyes well about him, both for
friends and for foes.

Suddenly ho stopped again, bent his
head, and listened. Through the clear
2 a distant sound—dis:

n.
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{ant, bt wnmistakable, Jt was the cr
ling of ri
vt Toce brightened.
“Good egg! hat’s a signal to me.”
And he hurried on.

Keeping on towards the sound ho heard
it ‘moro clearly, sometimes a single sharp
shot, sometimes five or six reports blended
togother. Doubts assailed him as he
tramped on. His first thonght was that
Sergeant Kerr was_signalling to him, to
enable him to rejoin the party. But he

wondered now whether the sergeant would
hetray his presence in the hills to the out-
laws by such continuous firing. It was
more that fighting was going on,

that tlu troopers had met the enemy.
nd me out of it!” snorted Lo\u!l

He fairly ran now, foxmuu
and bounding from rock
the firing continued, at khu\'t
lm.rlm and clearer 1o his ca;

h, rotten!” gasped Lovell at last.

Ile had to halt, for he had almost
reached the verge of a cliff.
high, rocky upland he cmwh. Sight of a
glimpse of green far below. There was a
valley beyond the_eliff, lm( the drop was
almost sheer.  And it was from the valley
that the fiving came.

Lovell dropped on hands and knees
and crawled forward. he dizzy height of
the cliff made his head swim a little, but
he set his teeth and pulled himself
together.

He crept closer and closer to the verge
of the precipice.

Where the downward drop began he
stopped. A steep =10pc was below him, a
slope that might have been climbed from

below by an active climber with a foot as
sure as that of a mountain goat, but almost

¢ to descend. For a hundred feet
o slope an down, and then there
e 2 locge, and below that the drop was
sheer.

And below, as he looked over

Lovell couldsee a group of men
garb and Stetson hats, most
in their hands. Every now
or another of them fired at thc
the face of the cf

Ttnvcll wondered why. He did not need
that that savage-looking crowd was
g of rustlers—undoubtedly the gang
Sc\zmn( Kerr was in zearch of. But why

int

the cliff,
in rongh
ith rifles
en one
Jedge on
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they were firing at the Dlank face of the
cliff a_mys o him.

167 et s 00 jutting ledge for most
part, but in places it was hidden from
his eyes by a bulge in the cliff. But he
guessed at last that on some part of the
ledze, which he could not see, somecone
had faken refuge, and that it was at the
unknown refugee” that tho rustlers wers

shooting. Lovell moved along the top
of the” ol <1m\]§ and cautiously, and
looked dow n, getting a view of tho

ledge lmhcnn hxdd«'n from bis es
Then he £as
Threo figires woto siretched fce down
on the ledge, squeezed close against the
rom the fire from
le stretched out before

One had a r

" DLreathed = Lovell,
down blankly at the middle ﬁmue

+ was Jjmmy Silver, Aud - tho
with the rifle was Tudson Smedley.
third man Lovell did not recognise, only
ed l}ni he Yas a half-brees
e found them!
Lovell’s impulse was te shoit to his °
friends below, but fortunately he checked
it and drew back, Not onc of the raider
|lmu"ht of glancing up to the summit of
e cliff, but a shout would have drawn
their atiention ot once, end bullets would
have followed.

Tovell thought it out.
He—Arthur Edward Love
the rustler gang, and found Jimmy Sikser
and Hudson Smedley. They were out of
xmcn and he could not help them; but he

lvmnv

-
“Jimmy staring

man |
The

1—had found

had found them. While the troopers were
Vainly exploring distant hillsides and
chadowy canyons, Lovell had dome the

trick, as it were, For the moment he did
not remember that he had happencd on
the spot by sheer chance  througl ing
himself in the hills. e was not anxious
to dwell on that circumstance.

“Well, I've found them!” said Lovell,
with a satisied grin. _“They look safo
cnough there, too, for a bit. Now all T've
ot to do is to bring up the troopers.”
And then Lovell remembered that he was
lost, H stared round him rather Lope-

lessly.

Where wore the (mopcrs" To find them
and bring them to the rescue of Jimmy
lmd Iiis comrades was the next step. But
how
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Lovell tramped back from the cliff with
something like despair in his breas
find his chum without being able to help
him was too bitter. Where were the
troopers? He renhsed thnt they must be

out of hearing of the rifles, and that meant
8 great distance in the clear mountain air,
If they had heard the shooting it would
have drawn them to the sccze, as it had
drawn Lov

He desperately resolved that he would
find them somchoy. tramped _away
from the great cliff, and found himself
descending a dark canyon that rived the
hillside. Ho tramped on wearily, ventus
ing now to call out occasionally, as the
sound of the rxﬂe ﬁre grew fainter in the
distance behind_ hi

“You young ja o

Tt was Skitter Dick’s voice. The cow-
puncher waved to him from a distant slope,
and Lovell, his heart beating with joy,
Inirried towards him. He was glad to see
Skitter Dick; but for once the good-
tempered cowpuncher was angry.

Vou young jay! been hunting for
you!” he growled. “We're two miles from
(LcIc“mp Come on v

“Come on, T tell you'!”

Skitter Dick tramped away without
word. Lovell followed him,
fo the sergeant he ha
o He grinned at the
thought of Skitter’s surprise when he
card it.

He was almost limping when the Skitter
led him at last into the new camp of the
troopes hey had stopped to rest at
noon in a shadowy canyon, but they were
preparing to move agzain when Skitter
Dick arrived with Lovell. Raby and New-
come gave their chum a weloguing’ haxl,
but Se)geant Kerr fixed a frowning glare

listening to a w

on

“Youre going back to the ranch,” the
cergeant said, without waiting for Lovell
to speak.  “T'm sending a cowboy, and
youwre going back, too.”

anelf laughed.

Don't you want to hear my report?”

he_asked.

Snort from the sergeant.

“You see, I've found tho rustlers,”
plyined Lovell airily.

Silver and Mr.

ex-

“Junm_\'

Smedley and
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another man_have got away from them
somehow, and are stuck on a ledze on a
cliff, Tve secen them. I can take you
straight to the place.”
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Raby.
Sergeant Kerr stared at Lovell \mbchev~
ingly, But he signed to him t

and Lom]l mve a full description of “h,\l
he had s

“By Lhundcr'” said the sergeant at last.
“Yow're a young ass, but you've come in
uﬁcful
¢

You can remember the way back to

cliff 7

“I¢ Sldtter Dick guides us fq whero he
e I can show the way from there,”

Lo»ewl confidently.

Goos

The tmopers were all in motion at once.
Skitter D.uk slapped Lovell on the ba

“Good for_you, tenderfoot!” he d
Wi, e sas jost fools’ luck, bt
.nighty handy n

Whereat Lo\ell howncd and Raby and
Newcome  grinne: ut Arthur Edward
looked cheerful ngum as the Rookwooders
tramped on after the active troopers.
Tool's luck or not, Arthur Edward had
done_it, there was no_doubt about that,
and it was a score for Rookwood. Lovell &
Co. were tired to the bone, but their faces
were very bright as the party camo out at

last on the high cliff overlooking the hidden
valley, and the troopers, lyirz on their
chests along the verge of the <liffs, turned
their rifles upon the garg <f rustlers

below.
CHAPTER 24.
The Last of the Mustlers!

IMMY SILVER, as he lay on the rocky
ledge in the hot sun, wondered
whether flesh and blood 'would hold

out till nightfall. It was almost im-

possiblo to moye without cxposing himself
to a shot, and when the sun passed the
zenith the rock was hot to the touch and
there was scarcely any shade for the hap-
loss trio. Below the ledge the whole gang
of the rustlers had gathered now, and
cvery now and then a rifle still rang out
and " a_bullet chipped the_rock

Jimmy’s Stetson bad been iyt by bullets
as e moved t s D

Ball hadsathatloe of ais
Pequod le Couteas, in spite of all




50

caution, had a red streals along his dusky
forehead, where a bullet had grazed.
the sun was still high in the heavens. Long,
long hours intervened hefore the fugitives
could hope to make an effort to escape
by climbing the dizzy cliff above them.
More than once Jimmy Silver felt himself
growing dizzy, and had to pull himself
bard.  One moment’s loss of
ecn enough to cost
bi cre were twenty ruffizns
velow now--the whole gang—and _every
man had a rifle in his hands, watching for
a chance. It scemed incvitable that in the
long hours of sunshine that had still to
clapse, the end must come. Among the
ruffians below Jimmy had caught an in-
stant’s glimpse of Spanish Kit—wounded,
white as chalk, savage as a wild beast.
The Mexican had been carricd to the spot,
nkets in the shadow of a
e ledge above with sleep-
When the firing slacked
was heard, and the

and lay on_blax
rock, watching th

rifles recommenced.

And then suddenly—it scemed like the
strange change in @ dizzy dream to Jimmy
Silver—there came a blaze of rifle-fire from
the top of the soaring cliff.

TLike thunder the volley rang and pealed
:v_xlth a thousand cchoes in the hollows of the
hills.

For the moment Jimmy fancied that
another party of rustlers had gome by
long, steep paths over the hills to aftack
the ledge from above.

Bus he was quickly undeceived by the
chorus of yells and groans that rosc among
the rustles

vs.
t was the enemy that was being fired
+ upon from the summit of the cliff,
“Morbleu!” muttered Pequod
“Tt is the troopers !
The  troopers !

1 Coutcau,

repeated  Hudson

ah 1 gasped Jimmy.

The rustlers were no longer firing. Five
or six of them were on the ground, out of
action, and the rest were flecing back
across the valley towards the shacks. They
were fully exposed to the rifles on the cliff-
top, and their only thought was for cover.

But the riflefire continued, and more
thon one of tho ruffians recled as he ran,
and dropped into the grass.

The voice of Spanish Kit was heard

gorcaming, but his followers did not heed
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him now. They were thinking only of their
own safety.

immy Silver sprang to his feet. There
was little danger now. He looked down
from the ledge. Seven or cight wounded
men lay in the grass, and the rest were dis-
appearing in flight, some of them flinging -
themselves upon horses hastily caught.
Spanish Kit had staggered to his fect, bub
he sank down again from sheer weakness,
groaning.

Jimmy looked up the steep, rocky slope
above him. well-known face ~looked
down. Lovell waved

“Buck up, Jimmy |

“Hurrah!”

Half a dozen lariats came slithering down
the cliff, Clinging to the ropes with the
activity of panthers, the troopers clambered
and slid down, and one by one reached tho
ledge, and clambered down to the ground.
They did not stop for a word. Headed by
Sergeant Kerr—who stayed only to clap
the handeulfs on Spanish Kit—they rushed
in pursuit of the rustlers agross the valley.

Last down the ropes came Lovell and
Raby and Newcome, and they stopped on
o e

“Hero we are again!” yelled Lovell,
hugging Jimmy Silver. *What price
Rookwood now 1

“Hurrah1”

It was hard for Jimmy &ilver to realise
that the danger was past, that the gnemy
were gone, and that his old chums™vere
round him once more, Hudson Smedley
was gone; he had rushed on with the
troopers to attack the rcimnant of the
rustler gang in their camp.

Pequod le Couteau stood on the ledge, im-
passive. Lovell, as he turned to seo who
Jimmy's companion was, recognised him.
“That blessed breed!” exclaimed Lovell
amazement. ** What—"

“He saved us,”” said Jimmy.

“(Great pip !

Poquod looked across the valley, and
then up at the cliff. en ho grasped
the rope that hung from the summit.

“Youwre not going?” exclaimed Jimmy.

The half-breed grinned.

“There is a price on my head. When
the troopers have finished with the rustlers,
if they seo me I am o prisonecr, if not a
dead man.”,

“B

his hand.

in

ut—-" exclaimed Jimmy,

“You could not help me.””
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The half-breed grasped the ropo to climb.
Then he paused a moment, and fmld out his
dusky hand to Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy grasped it warmly. _Whatev
tho man was—and would be again—Jimmy
could not forget what he had done.

“I—I suppose youw'd better go. Good-
bye and good luck ! said Jimmy. “But
1 shan't forget. And if you want a friend,
Pequod, you'll find one at the Windy River
Ranch as long as I stay there.”

And the hali-breed clambered up the
rope. Jimmy Silver & Co. watched him

ss the summit of the cliff. There he
od a dusky hand and disappeared.

It was a triumphant party that set out
from tho hidden valley in the late after-
Spanish Kit’s gang of rustlers had
been “wiped out,” as the troopers expressed
it. Spanish Kit himself was a prisoner,
with all, or nearly all, that survived of his
gang. ttle and horses, raided from a
dozen ranches, were driven away by the
Windy River cowpunchers, and Jimmy
Silver, mounted on Blazer, helped in_ the
driving. And there was a real “jam-
boree  at the Windy River Ranch when
the victors arrived there.

“T guessed that rustler game wouldn't
last long in Canada,” Pete Peters re-
marked sagely, “and it hasn’t.”’

“It might have lasted longer if therc
hadn't been any Rookwood
said Arthur Edward Lovell.

At which the foreman of
shuckled.

chaps here !”

Windy River

CHAPTER 25.
Hard Lines!

ALDY, the cook, stood in the doorway
of the cookhouse at Windy River and
looked out on the ranch.

aldy’s fat face was dewed with
perspiration and corrugated by a frown.

Evidently Baldy was dissatisfied.

The scene he looked upon was cheery
: the timber ranch-house, with its
green-painted veranda and shutters, the
grove of pines behind it, the long corrals,
and on all sides the wide stretch of the
grasslands, stretching away to_the foothills
of the Rocky Mountains. Jimmy Silver,
coming out for his horse, stopped to look
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about him at the scene, and thought that
it was very cheery indeed.

But Baldy, the cook, was frowning.

“Morning, Baldy!” called out Jimmy
Silver.

The fat cook grunted.
“Anything  wrong? asked  Jimmy,
coming over to the cookhouse.

He rather liked Baldy. Baldy Bubbin
was, perhaps, every known kind of a duffer;
but he was a wonderful cook, and he was
generally as good-tempered as he was fat.
And Baldy’s little weaknesses added to the
gaicty of existence on the Windy River
Ranch, Baldy, es Jimmy Silver & Co. had
learned with surprise, was of a poetic tem-
perament, with a romantic mind, that soared
far beyond the unromantic surroundings ol
a ranch cookhouse.

“Oh, nothin’|” said Baldy.

He had a frying-pan in one fat hand end

reasy rag in Fg i )
polishing the pan, with a grunt.

“Fed up!” hb added by way of explana-

ion.

“Why, what's the matter?"" asked Jimmy.
“Have the cowpunchers been chipping you
again, old man?”

aldy frowned more darkly.

“IP’s too bad,” said Jimmy sympathetic
ally, though he could not help smiling.

The Windy River outfit had not forgot-
ten that Baldy had_hidden under a_bed
when the tustlers raided the ranch. - Poor
Baldy was cast in an heroic mould, so far
as his imagination went. But his fat body
refused to play up to his imagination. The
spirit was willing, but the fesh was very
weak, Often and often had the cowpunchers
heard Baldy relate tales of *derring-do.”—
decds of reckless daring that had always,
somehow, taken place somevhere beyond
the ken of Windy River. And then the
tost had come; and while the sghoolboys
were holding the ranchhouse aglinst the
rustlers, Baldy had palpitated in hiding
under a bed.  And it really seemed thal
Windy River would never forget that cir-
cumsiance.

Any other man in the outft who bad
shown a want of so common_ a quality as
courage would have been ridiculed, “and
hooted off the ranch. But Baldy was always
taken as more or less of a joke. The cow
punchers chipped him good-humouredly;
but they seldom allowed the topic to
"They did not realise how poor Baldy feld
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it. Indeed, they would notyghave expected
a poltroon to have any feelings at all. A
man who was afraid was sca rcely reckoned
a man in their estimatio aldy was
sensitive. Fis great desire \’ms to shine.
He wanted all Wmdy River to understand
that he was wasted in the cockhous he
wanted fellows to Msten with respect vl shen
he spoke. And, in actual fact, nobody ever
noticed whether Baldy. Bubbin was speak-
ing or not, and anybody who had anything
to Would interrupt him ruthlessly.
Sometimes, by way of diversion, the
*punchers would lead him on to tell one of
his thrilling tales of great deeds dono at
some other_time, in some other place, and
Baldy would quite enjoy himself till he
was interrupted by a roar of laughter, when
his listeners could keep sevious no longer.
“Jest figger it,” Baldy would say.
“There was me with me back again the
wall and six greasers i s S
a_dm at me. And what do you reckon 1
i
D"Gaz under a bed!” suggested Skitter

Aud then a roar would drown the rest of
Baldy’s narrative.

And all the time Baldy was a paladin for
courage, if only his fat nerves would not
fail him'in_the moment of danger. He could
picturo hingell facingfeasitl odds and
charging recklessly ab innumerable foes. But
in these mental pictures he was always the
congteror, and he mever got damaged. In
veal encounters it was quite a_different
matter—and when rifles were going off in
veality Baldy preferred cover. His spirit
Wandered froe, 83 it were; bat undoubtedly
his fab carcase bolted for cover.

Bwlny, the cook, looked morosely at
ilver. Jimmy’s sympathy was not
much use when Baldy conld dotect the lurk-
ing smile on the schoolboy’s face. Baldy
was, indeed, temnted to take the schoolboy
by the scruff of the neck and shake him as
a reward for that luking smile, in spito
of the sympathy.

“T guess I'm fed upl” he g
“There'll bo trouble hyer, young

I shall break out.”

“Don’t do that, Baldy.” said Jimmy a
gravely as he could, ”They’]l get m-othm
m‘;e later on, and then mey ’1l forget 3ou

“This *ere morning Mr. Peters o il
“He didn’t see me fur a souv"l

s out, ‘ Where are you, Baldy !

said Bald;
50 ke ci
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Ts that galoot hiding under a bed again?’ 2
my tried not_to smile.

“And I never did hide undm that bed,
young Silver,” said_Baldy. was—was
Jest taking cover. You }mow tna, don’t
you, 1 you was onthe spot?”

“Do you know it, or don’t you?” suctted
Baldy.

“Well, I know you were found under
the bed, old man,” said Jimmy

You know that I didn’t show the
fonthor e B ly, almosi implo:
Baldy would have given six months’ wa
o fiud somebody “who would believe in
him.

Jimmy Silver coughed. e hated to hurt
poor Baldy’s feelings; but the fact was
absolutely indisputable that Baldy had not
only shown the white feather but shown
it jn_tho most flagrant mauner.

“You _ready, 27 " came Arthur
Edward Lovell’s voxce, “ond it was a welcome
interruption. It saved Jimmy from reply-
ing to a very aykward question.

“Here I am,” called back Jinmy Silver.
“Solong, Baldy!” 5
Baldy grunted.

Jimmy Silver walked away to join Lovell
and Raby and Newcome, and the four
Rookwooders led their horses out.

e at the ranch, and Jimmy Silvor

going out on the range to help

nd hitter

and the

pmy mcunced Thompson c.dled out ™
Baldy as they started:

“Hi, Bal
“Hallo!” gl‘\mtcd the cook.

“Look out for rustlers while we're gone,”
shouted Spike; “and, I say, Baldy, ask Bu<§
Smedley to have a bed pup in the

o ou cont hide under that buok of
yours.”

’And the cowboys rode off laughing, leav-
ing Baldy, the cook, glaring after them
ferociously.

CHAPTER 26.
Baldy’s Ghance!

LUM HOOKEY npplmmed (he Windy
S River cookhouse- cautiousl.

au
S iy wan & twmp, or, in Western
parlance, a hobo. For more years than
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could remember Slum Hookey had tramped
the plains and the hills and the streets of
cities, like a lion seeking what he might
devour—though he looked more like a jackal
than a lion. He toiled not, neither did he
spin, but he contrived somehaw to extract
sustenance from a
Like a gentleman of leis m Hookey
spent his winters in the south p)ckma up
the crumbs that fell from rich men’s tables
at holiday resorts in Florida, or annexing
precarious meals at free-lunch counters in
Texas. But in the summer he il

north, stealing rides in cattle-trucks—and
stealing anything clso that he could lay his
is

hands on. summer he was giving
Canada a turn—though, as a general rule,
Mr. Hookey did not ke Canada. In that
hard-working land there was little use for
bobos, and 2 _odlaulating machine. ol
have been required to figure out the m
ber of times a heavy boot had been ‘applied

to Mr. Hookey’s ragged trousers since ho
T ottt fong

A delicious scent floated from the cook-
House, and M. Tiookey's nostrils dilated a3
he drew it

Baldy was cooking, ready for the boys
when they came in ffom the range, forget-
ting his troubles for the moment in his art,
as it were.

Cautiously Slum Hookey drew neater to

the open doorw
Canadian  West

way.

Hospitality in the is
great; bui so flagrant a specimen of the
hobo ‘as Mr. Hookey was not likely to bs
welcome anywhere, The chances wer
in ten that Mr. Hookey would be k:cl;ed
out dinnerless; but it was the tenth chance
that Mr. Hookey banked on.

There were no cowpunchers to he seen,
which was a comfort to Slum Hookey.
Cautiously he reached the doorway of the
cookhouse and peered i

aldy stood at the slme, red, and per-
«)mng, and_bus;
m Hookey wabched him
Tllele was no apparent chmce of stealing
anything, so Mr. Hookey gave up that idea.
He had no hope of re; re:enhng himself as
a man looking for work; his whole appear-
ance gave him away as a hard case. Bub
ho hoped  that the sook m!gb'. prove good-
natured.
Hs calwhed at last, to draw Baldy’s at-

The fat cook looked round,
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Slum Hookey staggered into the cook-
house and_sank on the floor. Foam ap-

> e groaned hoasely.
B Db Tk bt and ctasa
over to iho comor and picked up a basrel-

*Baidy had deals with hobocs before, and
he was not to be taken in with fainting-
fits and convulsions and a little soap-lather
on the lips.

“Where will you have 67" asked Baldy.

Slum Hookey jumped up. His first dodga
tiad failgd, bub Mz. Hooley was unabashed.
hit a galoot,” he said. “I'm
stanmg

“Time you did, T guess,” enid Baldy un-
sympathotically, ' Yowve never dozo any
wozk, 1 &pos

EF AL e bhen. aain me haid Slum

“Cut 607 said Baldy. “T give you one
second to clea

“What, about 2 meal ?”

Baldy paused. He was a good-natured
man, and it was very_probable that Slum
Hookey was hungry. . It was no more than
he deserved for his idleness, perhaps; but
there it was.

“Squat on that bench, and Tll find you
f)oma?ih_mg,” said Baldy, throwing down the

arrel-stave.
ookey squatted. Baldy handed him
o e e et
and Mr. Hookey started in.

Slum_Hookey 'put away an enormous
meal. He also put away various fragments
in Tecesses of his rags, for future use. Then
he gave Baldy, the cook, a winning smile.

¢ Youso a gentlemaz, sir, you we!” ho
said

“Cut it,” said Baid

“An)ﬂunn‘ to  drin

“Plent

i,
layers

Houke]s face brightened under its
of

“Now §0ule talking,” ho sgid chee
“Where is it?” w
“River just handy.”
Slum _Hookey’s face fell.
water than he wanted to
“Nothing else?”_he gxoaned
T guess not. Alberta's dry.”
M. Hookey winked.
“I've tramped ihrough, exery dry State
in the Umcn » he said. “They was always
web_in %
o h e tramp back to the Union,

It was not
drin]
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then,” said D.ll(h, “and I guess you’d bet-
ter g Mr.“Smedley don't
lilg, Hoboes "tound_ his ranch.”

. Hookey sig

uess it will l':x\c to be water,”
E dc,ecml
And Baldy good-naturedly gave him a
pannikin of “that flnid, which was ever 6o
much botter for Mr. Hookey’s inside than
liquor would have been, but which he drank
without enjoyment, all’ the same.

“I dessay you've got some bacey,” he

he

arked.
“Cut it!” said Baldy again. He had no
tobacco to waste on a”tramp.

Then his fat good nature overcame him
again, and he cut a chunk from his plug
and handed it to the hobo Tt disappeared
whole .. Hookey’s mouth, and he
chewed with enjoyment.

Baldy turned {o his
chewing.

r. Hookey leaned back against the wall
ind the bench and chewed tobacco, and
rested his weary bs.
Zoodnatnred that Sk
1e could “touch ” ]nm (m a dollar or so.

But tho good-natured expression left
Baldy’s fat face, and he turned away from
the stove, and went to the doorway for a

~vork, leaving him

again!
unchers wonld come riding
in, and Baldy I\n(,\v that dinner would not
pass off without, <ome of {he clipping that
made him wince so_bit

It only some feroci ous sustler would have

iden up to <t then, revolver
i hand. PBatay el it b seontd s hod
his chance. He would have scized the
frying-pan and rushed wpon tho rustler,
emitten him down, and kept him a prisoner
oys to sce when they came in.
His fat face brightcned s he thought of it.

But, of course, no mustler would come
just when he was wanted. And perhaps,
deep down in Baldy’s fat mind, there was a
consciousness that at the si h[ of a “had
1aan » he would havo bolted Like & rabbit
for cover.

He tured a discontented stare on Shim
H(]:;Jl:cy.

Baldy was not afraid of a hobo,
e could have taken the barrcl~.~r?\'o
hat
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have grown into a much greater exploit, tc
bo related to the outfit.

At _that moment, Mr. Hookey, all un-
5, was in danger of secing a new

Baeldy reflected in time.
use “telling the tale” to the m.m
wouldn’t believe him.

But Baldy’s mind was working, and 1
glance at Mr. Hookey became more fi
and vory thonghtful.

v it was of no use telling the
outhi ot Somet ng that had happened in
cir absence. Nobody was likely to believe
in Baldy’s feats of courage unless they were
witnessed. But Baldy was feeling more and
more that he had to do something to re-
trieve his charaster; he couldn’t stand much
more of the present, stato of affaire. Tho
alternative was to “vamoose the ranch,”
and Baldy didw't L that; he had too
comfortable a job at Windy River. P

In his desperation, poor Baldy had even
contemplated knocking down some ’puncher
who chipped him. That would have sct the
matter right. But Baldy dared rot contem-

plate \»lm avould happen after tite uston-
ished ’puncher got up afain! 2

No!  Baldy had to recognise the fact
that there was nothing doing in me ey of

But his gina«
There \was km,\ a

nal deeds of prowess.
tion was at wor v
thing as strategy
Slum THooloy foso ®t las
Nakiag it a dollar

ldagport 7" he

a
“I ‘guess T haven’t a_cent to c}mck away

on ‘a hobo,” “answered Baldy. “Goin
Hold on a fick!

Mr. Hookey sat down again. o still
nourished hopes of the dollar.  Baldy
Joaned on_the door, and stared at S
contemplatively.

“Can sou swim?” he asked abruptly.

“Eh?

”S\nm””

uess I've never tried,” said Mr.
IIooLcy, with a ok Hidtagte,

It was evident that he did not like the
application of water, \\Mhm or without.
“Well, T can swim,” said Baldy, “like a
fish.”
He paws
“TI tcll 3ou what happened once! Canoa
turned over in the rapids—beautiful girl
ewept away—drowned to a certainty, but
Lappesed to be there. I jumped in.
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i‘Into the rapids?” asked Slum.

”You look that sort!” said Mr. ITookey
admiringly.

After that Slum felt that he had earned
the dollar, whether he reccived it or nof

Baldy nodded complacently. Te hsd an
inward fecling that the hobo did not believe
j@ word of it; but it was pleasant not o be
Iderided, at all events. entleman in
Slum Hookey’s position co-\lf not venturs
on the plain speech of the cowpunchers.

“Fought for my Lfo in the raging

waters!” said Baldy impressively. “Jus
managed to geb ashore with the beautiful
girl in my arms! You should have heard
the cheers?””

“Tine!” said Mr. Hookey.

“I don’t get justice hcxe‘ said Baldy.

“Not a splendid man like you?” asked
Mr. Hookey incredulously.

“T get chipped,” said Baldy morosely—

“misunderstood! 1 guess I've been think-
mg of a way to set it right! You can help
mo

i

“Youd like fve dollars?”

“Sure!” said Mr. Hookey eagerly.

“Youll have fo cam it

“Oht’ Mr, Hookey looked less enger.
“I-T guess I'd befter be moving! _You
said your boss wouldn’t like me around!”

“Tain’t work!” snapped Baldy. “Fall
ing in a river!

“You—you—yow'll give me fivo dollars
for falling in a river?” cjaculated Slum
Hggkey blarlly

“Correct

“Waal, T dowt like it; bus Tl do it at
tho price, T guess. Bub what's the game?”

“Five dollars, and a bed for the night in
a barn and a good breakfuit aforo you clear
in the morning,” said Baldy. - “How’s
that ?”’

“Thgt hits me, just vhere T live!” exid
Slum Hookey. “But w

“You aia't hangin’ on in his section, I
suppose ?” asked

“No fear! I've been 1 booted fiteen times
yesterday and to- aid Mz, Hookey
dismally. “T'm st £,
guess 1 might do better in Sask it
Couldw’t do worse, anyhow!””

“That's good! Well, this hyer lttle stunt
will give you a start,” said Baldy. “Arter
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its over, the soner you git the batter
Now, ;est you listen to

And Baldy, the_cook, p\oce eded to ecx-
plain, and Slum Hookey listened, with his
‘growing wider and wider with amaze-

CHAPTER 27,
Rescuzd from the River!

“ ELPI”
H That- shout came from the
direction of the river.

un was setting, ard in
tho fine, warm summer's ovening 2 crowd
of the Windy River me 1 on
the benches outside the bunkhouso, smoking
and yarning.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were there, though
they, of course, were not smoking, and only
listening to the yarns. The chums of Rook-
wood had had a busy day on the range, and
Pete Peters, the foreman of the ranch, had
been pleased to say that they had made
themselyes useful. - The schoclbo;
almost like real cowpunchers them:
ey sat and talked with the outft after o
day in the saddl

Baldy, the conh, was ot in_the cool
house. Supper over, Baldy ought to hav
been washing up—a lengthy task ai which
Baldy often groused. But just now Baldy
wa ng logs for the sto\e, washing up
being left over for the {i

Baldy was not xlmtnl}m\)<l}e(l for industry,
ond ke woe 2ot bound to saw the logs,

t Ut el e
that_job. But no one wanted to say him
nay. Indeed, Pete Peters told him it might
bnng down ks fat, of whioh he could sparo
tons without them.
“hich Baldy snoried, Mr. Bubbin having o
fixed beliof that he was the happy posscssor
of tho only really gracelul figure at Windy
River.

g

The trees by the river hndmgr]ace had
been thinmed out, an lay o cui-
ting. There was plenty o and chop-
ping to be done. So e
Smoked and yarned Baldy was working the
sy in the “sumset by tho bank of tho
Windy River, all on his loncsom;
e S s

the

yell for help broke the quict of the calm
evening.
Some of the ’punchers rose and looked



56
towards the ri
jumped p at o
“That_ass B.|ldy l"xlldn into tho river?”
yawned e,
“lt wasw't Buldy’s toot!” said Skitter

er. Jimmy Sikver & Co.

Dic
»up o1
I, it's somebody wp against it!” s
Silver. “I'm going!

Ielp! T'm drowning!” came the sell.
Jimmy Silver broke into a run on
path thiough the t

Titee or far of the rewnanchers san aficr

him. Lovell and Raby and Newcome

joined up.
Skitter Dick passed Jimmy Silver on the

. though Jimmy was going at a goo

ate; The voice was calling frantically now.

tclp, belp, help!”

t on a spurt, and came out of

on the_grassy bank ab the same

Skitter Di

ry me home to die!” ¢
in amazement at

o

Taimed
at he

\Iy Lat!” panied Jimmy.
came Lovell’s voice behind.

surprising enough.
Baldy Bubhm, streaming with water, was
Jragging a drenched, ragged form through
dhe shallows to tho bunk. e dumped Sit
own, and stood gasping and streaming in
P e Ay
“Oh!” gasped Baldy. “That was o near
thing!”
Jimmy ran up to him.
“Who is it, Baldy
“Ask me nnol‘lcr'
guess!” said Ba
T guess it's a hobo,” said Skitter Dick,
“'ve scen him hanging about to-day along
the river.”
There was a groan from Slum Hookey,
who lay in the grass,

Some stranger, 1

“He looks purty far gone!” said Baldy,
looking down on the prost loaler.
“Touch and go, it was, pards! Never

thought T'd get him out, I didn’t, but I
II()!\Q 3

“You

Skitter Dic
mul;cﬂ at Skitter.

“Loul's ko it, don't 3¢17 ho said curtly.

the galoot get into tho water 7"

reckon,” said Baldy. “I

yell for helo wher I was sawing

\\ent in for him?” ecjaculated

ow
"Fe in,

he;
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Xou galoots

the Jogs. Tucky T was there!
wouldw’t have come up in time!”
“I guess it wasn’'t very lucky!” said
Pete Peters. “Nobody would have missed
him if he’d stayed in, I r Lon' \\c don t
want hoboes around th an
“Give me some sp
Hookey.
“You won’t get any fire-water hyer!”
"\ld (Ilc (mcman “I guess you've got
board, too, falling into a river
lik l):-bv”’
e Hogkey sat up.

mo.;nod AMr.

rits !

It there was ro
drink fo be had, it was useless to bo
como by s puinful exporienco. Jimmy
Silver gave him o helping aad s o
strugeled to his fect.

“Faimt been drinking1” said Mr. Hookey.
“I jest fell in! Caught me foot in a peshy
roof, and afore 1 knowed what was hap-
pening, there 1 was, drowning!  Somebody
pulled mo out, T reckon! Who was it pulled

me out?
“There he said Skitter Dick. 4
Mr. noom hed at Baldy and gripped
i H ook it and shook it again,

B
\\ml'mg it & good deal like a pump-handle.
“You” ve savy ed mo life!” he sait

“Well, T reckon you was a gotie coon
if T hadi't hcard you yauping!” said Baldy.

“You_ jumped in for me!” said klum,
still wringing Baldy’s fai hand.
might have “been drowned nlong of mcI
You've saved my life! Youw're a brave man,
you me—the bravest man I've ever struck
agin! I may be omly a pesky hobo, liko
that galoot says, but I've gotegratitood in
me' i shnn t ever forget this! You saved

‘“lInL's all right!”” said Baldy modestly.

No galoot would have stood by while a
er was drowning!”

“I guess I'd have thought you would,

8

Baldy!” said Pete Peters, in amazement.
“Where did you get the pluck frem all of a
sudden?”
irLook here——" bogan Baldy warnily.
“Jerusalem I said Skitter “Baldy
jumping in to save a il
s this caps the stack!”
Good old Daldy 12 id Jimmy Silver.
cte Peters blankly,

) s x5
Vi e waters thundering decp o conpla

of yards out! I'd never have belicved Baldy
had the it to Samp. in.”
““Look here—" roared Baldy.
“Oh, deaw it mild, Mr. Peters!” ex-
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claimed Lovell, rather hotly. *DBaldy might
jolly well Dave been drowned himself.”

“I guess I nearly was with that hobo
havging on to me, and him not able to swim
a stroke,” said Baldy.

Pete Pc(e.s nodded.

“Well, it beats me to a frazzle,” he eaid.
“But you've doue it, Buldy, and it shows
that you're a bit of a white man somewhere
down under your fat. I gues never
chuck up th1(: bed avm ;ou any more.
\cu ain’t much on rustlers, for a fact, but
you've done a placky Nunu- this time.”

ear, hear!” said T

“Better cut in and clr\nr'e your nlnchr,

Baldy; you'll catch cold,” said N

what erbout me? p exclmmﬂl Slum
indignantly. “Ain’t you got a
galoot what's

for a been near
drowned 7

““Oh, you git!’ snapped Pete Peters.
“We dod’ 't want hoboes. Like your darned
check to come and get drowned in our
river.”

Hn, ha, ha!”

“Look here, I've saved that man’s life,”
said Baldy. “I don’t keer if he’s a pesky
hoboj T’ve saved his life. T'm gcxng to give

im a square super, and a shake-down for
the mght after that.”

e boss,” said Spike Thompson, “he’s
r]eﬂd on hoboes.”
gu 1’11 chance it with the boss,”
»md Baldy. “You come alonger me, my
man, and I guess Pl sec you fixed.”

And Baldy Bubbin led the rescued man
away, the two of them followed by the
amazed cowpunchers.

CHAPTER 28.
Baldy the Brave!

DY, the cook, changed into his other
B suit of clothes, and came out into the
red sunset, looking quite a new man.
His treatment ab the hands of the

sutfit showed a marked difference now.
Two or three of the ’punchers called out
sheeril

“Here you are, Baldy!”

“Come and s \m down old man.”

nll Fbout it, Baldy
ied out Jimny Silve
o Tat tnan tame along to the clhcery
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sroup of ’punchers, feeling—and, indeed,
looking—as if he were wa! :m» on’ ai

He was quite a new Ba

f there was one thing th.xt the Windy
River outfit admired in a man, it was pluck.
Without that necessary quality no man
could have held up his head at Windy

with more or mour.
Bat he had mtue\cd himself now.
cte Peters had put it, he wasn't

“much ” on rustlers, fora fact, but he had

shown sterling quality in another way.

nly, there was not a man at Windy
ho would stood idly by while
Bt most of tho
’punchers \\ould rather have faced a “bad
man” in combat than have jumped into a
deep river into the [rantic clutches of a
drowning man.

Baldy, in his ovn way, had shown as
much courage as could be expected of any
man, and it was agreed on all sides that not
a word more was to be said about l‘.a
co“udnce

He had 1edaemcl hm1se]i now, and he
was ‘“‘one of them.” ¢ Thompson, who
had been keencst in udlcn]mg poor Baldy
after his display of funk, made room for
the fat cook to sit beside him on_the bench.
Red Alf offered his tobacco-pouch.

Skitter Dick elapped him on um back.

u

eto Peters gave bim an agre d and
a grin, Baldy was fecling quite happy, and
only too ready to give a full account of his

perilous experiences in reseuing the hobo.
Jimmy Silver gavo bim a match for bis
pipe. Baldy blew out a cloud of smoko
and_looked round cheerily.
“It was touch and go,” he said. “Nip
gnd tuck, yau know. T heard hin yelling

for
“\V\. all hca.rd him here,” saill Lovell.
“I guess he must have kept on yelling
arter you got hold of him, Baldy,” said

“He did,” said Baldy. “Secared stilf,
‘ou know. . Couldn’t swim o stroke, and

Janging on to mo like a clam. Three times
T went under, and guessed I'd nover come
up ag’i

%X You never let go!” said Raby.



2 let go!” said Balds. “I went
for o critior, and © meait (0 bave
out. t the, man to let go, I
And the way he sirugglod, 160!
round the neck and dr mo
tell you, boys, I came near
ud” knocking Lim off, but T

wouldn't.”
“1 guoss Id
f

have given lim a socl
been dragging me under,”
1n.! pulled him ou ter.”
t my Lcad lno
came up,” said Daldy. \\L W
right out into_the middle of t
that tine. But I held on ]Alm llmmlcx,
:m for my life, with him in my

ou swim with tho
ed Lovell, a little

arms ——
““How

the thump did

o d Pete Pelers.
“Ig swim the Windy Ri
with ono hand tied,” said Baldy. "1 gue
there’s no other galoot in Alberta rould
beat me at swimming. I've fold you. boys,
how I reseued that beautiful girl long
o in the Saskatchewan River—"

“It was the Thompson River, in Dritish
¢ time ;ou (old us,” grinnea

“Aml one time it wns the Fraser River,”
Alf. “Bnt it was a beauti-

overy time.”
ha,

* roared Baldy

“Look hy

“0h, m Baldy go it1" said Dete Peters,
laughin

And Hnl\h “went it,” and for once the
fat cook was fairly given his head as a
reward for his courageous rescue of Mr.

Even his story of tho seven greasers who
had_attacked bim with knives, and whom
Baldy hud knocked out, with a leg snatcle
table in the niek of time, was re-
ras not followed by
, though it was|
en to it with gravit

Baldy hed rogained tho good opinion of
the out:

\

That would have
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but. they did ngt expeet Him 0| hisper.

the cook, and e v ry when the out-
it turaod fm. snd ho wonded s way back
to the cookliouse.
For once Buldy h
tho picture, so o
The respect of his (ommck»
own sclf-respect, and Bal
Was worth Iiving for a really plucky felios
likohimscl.
With the help
tion,
Lasis upon which
Ile was reminded

d ﬁ‘lcd l!m centre of
the full.

of bin poweful imagin:

ke came

into the cookhouse. J.Snlnl) had a room
built on to the cookhouso for bis occupu-
tion.  In that roam was his bunk.  On his
bunk, when Baldy arrived there, was
stret tho ungainly form of Slum

oke
Iiyer, you git outer this!” eaid Daldy
wanmly. “I've asked the boss to lct you
sleep 1n a barn, and he's said yes. Yoy
Liook it out of my bunk.’
ookey eyed him curiously.

Iguess Ui comiy byen” he’ answercd.
1 it out of
ing hiere.” ’

said Mr.

have the barn,”

y glared at him, ,ml went M(L into
the cookhouse for the barre H
:uxl no intention of tukmg
1o

T

10" from o

? said Baldy, as he came back
\\irh (lm stave.
heard what yon was saying
umn Rohtters . ferarEod abie) Hookey.
“You know how to tall the tale, )ou do.”
“Aro you absquatulating.
this hyor stave?” inqu
2% uess not, old n
“You cecp (h:xt
it 't be ¥
A o LT me b o b ally
hl])pancd T guess.”
Baldy Bubbin stmted back.
“What?” he said fmmly

ant

vtl \’[r Bul\lun

“Getting  hold of it?
Ho kc agreeably. “I tl
lin time. Better kcpp civi

our five dollars and
Jaldy in LN hoarse
was t)vo barg:
nodded

it.” he a

‘Tvo paid you
given you s\lppm,"

|m Hool\
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sclf in the cookhouse sinco then. =~ You
didn't mmgl_ my taking the cold chickens, | g

\nd I found your bottle of liquor,”
went on Slum Hookey. “I reckoned you
wasn't so dry in Alberta 5 3e let on.”

“Why, I-T—" gasped y.

“\Iaw I'm going to slccp,” said Mr.
Hool‘ey, stretching  himself in tho bunk
Iuxuriou: Weeks and  wecks smce I
slept in a bed.  Thank you, old m:

“Ynu‘m not having my bunk!” gasped

Mx IIoo}my \\uvcd n duLy hand at him.

“Go away 1"

“Wha-a-t Y"

“You'ro disturbing my repose,” said
Mr. Hookey with dignity. “I ain't going
to bo disturbed by a low-down, common

* cook.  You ‘clear!”

Baldy Bubbin gazed specchlessly at the
rascal. It _had not even occurred to the
unlmppy Baldy that Mr. Hookey might

o back” on tho bargain he had made.
ﬂuy s hbeml meals, a barn for the night,
and five dollars in cash formed a hand-
some reward for what Mr. Hookey had
done. It was a handsomo reward iadeed
for sprawling for a few minutes in shallow

.mm and bawling for help |

Baldy, whose simple mind wzs not
equul to penetrating the unscrupulous ras-
cality of Slum Hookey until it was t00
late, realised that the loafer had the upper

and now.

Baldy had tasted the delight of shining;
of being recognised by the outfit as a man
worthy of their association. And a few
words from the hobo would dash his house
of cards to the ground again.

He trembled at the thought.

The previous state of affairs had been
bad enough. But what would Baldy’s life
be like if the pnnchcrs learncd the facts?
The ridicule that had hitherto been heaped
on_him would be as moonlnghc unto sun-
light, as w:ncr unto wine compared with
tho_utter ridicule and contempt that would
be his portion then.

Slum _Hookey, sprawling luxuriously m
the bunk, watched the changing expressions
on Baldy’s fat countenance with grim
amusement.  Evidently the unscrupulous
Mr. Hookey derived entertainment irom
poor Bnldy s dismay.

“Got me?” he usl\ed

“You awful villain!” gronncd Baldy.
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“Gut it 7 suggested Mr. Hookey.

it 1
8 Git1” gasped Baldy. He was ordered
out of his-own room by this lasy, ditty,
rageally loafer whom ho had befrichded,

“Yop! Git!” said Mr. Hookey tersely.
“Find mo another blankot first, and thon
tako your faco away! I don’t like it.”

Baldy’s gu{: STTA. comalively onc i
barrelstove; but he did not daro to use it.
He was at the hobo’s mercy,

Silently ho found another blanket for the
busurious Mz, Hookey, and, then he went

of the Toom. Mr. Hookey grinned

clomo.ntedly and sotfled himself down to
sleep

Baldy passed tho might in a blarket on
the floor of the cookhouse.  His dreams
were plentiful, but not happy.
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CHAPTER 23.
Desperate Measures!

IMNMY SILVER & CO. joined the
cowpunchers at an early breakfast in
the sunrise the following morning.
They had another day on the plains

beforo them, and turned out as early as

NEXT MONTH'S TIP-T¢P
TALES!
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tho outfit.  Steaming cans of coffec wero
handed out by Baldy Dubbin, whose fat
face woro a worried logk. Baldy, s0 happy
tho evening beforo, did not seem’ happy in
the morning.

“Tliat liobo cone, Baldyi” Peto Deters
. remembering the existance of Slum

¢ started, and coloured.
Not yet,” ho answered.
“I guess Tl rouse him out, then, before
T got going,” snid the foreman. * Whic
of the barus did i
“on
0

]')nn t
3T

't safe about
“You can give him
ame breakfast if you liko; but ho's going.”

“ he's a bit scedy,” stammered
Lot him rost.”

him vamoose!” grunted
-1 <'|\:‘d his life, you know,” said
¢ fech]
mlf adopting im for that,
sked Peto sorcastically. “Wlhere

oy burk st night,”
room.”

yon are a
id Skitier Dick,

as T saved his Ilfn
v him a bit.”

AN R e
T feel hound
id the wreiched
ind him hang-
T Ho—

grimted.
n‘ we I.uu aronnd when T
hoboes for me, Tf
ke my quirt {o him.
o the river.  Yon
there for all

to_his hor

Jimmy Silver.

v don’t want to
d, d

TIE

RA

ES!

them with a heavy heart. His littlo
scheme, which had scemed so masterly o
Baldy's tat mind at ho tine, hud recoiled
on himself with a vengeance. A little too
late, Baldy realised that honesty is the best
olicy.

But now that the cowpunchers were gono
he hoped to get rid of his incubus.

What would happen if tho foreman camo
back and found the loafer still there Baldy
shuddered to think. lum Hookey was
1 ouly too likely to blurt out the facts of tho
case if Baldy failed to protect him.

There was a shout flom the loafer’s room,
and Baldy started. . Hookey was call-
ing hin

]h](l_\ went slowly in,

Slum Hookey sat up in bed and blinked
at him.

“Where'

o5

my breakfast?” ho as

ked.
“You can come out and fecd,” glo“led %

Daldy. “Lin giving you somo breakfaa

T guess T ain’t going yet.  Bring my
breakfast in here.” -
“What 7

“Getting deaf?” asked Mr. Hookey.
 You gol-darned checky loafor ! xoured
aldy.

Too!

“Cut it!” said Mr. “Bring mo
nc grub sharp.”
aldy went back fato the cooklipuse with
feelings too decp for words.  Lvidently
Mr. Hookey was ono of those gontlemon
o, little pogrer in their hande,
I)kr‘ to use it fo the uttérmost.

Tho unhiappy conk suppressed his feelings
and preparad broakf r Mr. Hookey.
e loafer sat up in ot

Ho kept B: for some time. After
that he condescended to roll oug of the bunk
and slouch _into the cookhous® Morning
ablutions did mot trouble Mr. Iloo!
was vears sinco he had washed him

morning.

Got any bacey?” ho asked

Baldy handed over (nbn(ro, and M
Tlookoy crammed ib into his pipe and
lighted up. He sat on the hench by the
door and smoked in lazy comfort. There
:as a_clinking of pots and pans as Balds
washed up in the cooklouse,
Baldy looked out at last. o was got-
ting desporate, | Supposo’ Hudson Smed-
ley_should walk down the ranch-hovse
and_sco tho loafe Wm.m' there?  Ho
ould want to know why,
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“Look here, n's time you was legging
it!” said Bal
Mr. Hookey grinned at him over the

g ‘I guess I'm well fixed hyer!” he said.
“I ein’t going !

“Yow'vc got to go!” howled Baldy.

“Cut it out!”

“Fposo_the boss sees you?” snarled
Baldy.  “You bet ho'll hoof you off tho
vanch fast cnough!”

Hool.uy considered that thoughifully.
I ain’t going " he all right
byort T guess T'm going to S
byer, and get a good long, rest and plenty
of grub and bucey and fxings! | You bet
your hat on that, pard! Yowll have to
spin your boss  yum! Lell him youlve
* took me on as handyman
“'lh t's all n%ht if Vou turn to ana
swork!” seid Baldy. “The boss would
. give you a job, if you come to that. There's
logs to be sawn and—-"

3r. Hookey shuddered.

“You can swecp,ad wash up, and e0 on,
for a day or two,” caid Baldy, It you
mako yourself useful I can get round Mr.

«r

Peters.”
“Oh, cut it!” said Slum Hookey.

did o doy’s orl onco—nigh on_iventy

Fyears ago, it never wanted no

more of it Call me a handyman, if you

ike—>?
“Tt won’t wash if you don’f wade in and
s \va\ !" howled_the cook.
Then say Tm_ your cousin from tho
States, and yow've jusi rekermsed mo I
said Mr. Hookey. “Say I'm ill from the
duckin’ in_the river. Say anything you
durn well like, but I ain's going 1
“IThe by ys’ll skin' you if they find you
mﬁng here 1”
i “Will they?” said Mr. Hookey unpleas-
nntlv “If you don’t find out some way
to stop ’em, Mr. Bubbin, yowre up agin
troublel Tl give the whole show away.
y, the cook, drifted back into the
cookhouse in the lowest of spirits.
+. Hookey grinned and smoked. Some-
how or other Baldy had to see him through.
He “banked” on that., f Bald fm‘cd
Mr. Hookey would be lucked off the ranch
—no new experience for him. But before
he went he wn\\ld give Baldy away to 1he
outfit ho had imposed upon.
Hookey had not e slightest seruplo i

that point.  Baldy had to stand as his
friend or suffer for it.
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The hapless Bal(ly realised it; Dbut ho
realised, oo, thet. there was “nothing do-
m f the man would have worked,

Baldy i have got him a job from Mr.
Smedley. But the mero mention of work
made Slum Hookey shudder. As noon ns
the cowboys came’ in and found the
rascal loafing about he would be I\mkcd
out. Baldy knew that. And then, in
revenge, he would give Baldy away.

P'\]dy almost wept at the thought of i

Somehow or other the loafer had to m
got rid of before tho cowboys camo i
That thought hammered in Baldy’s mind.
e had to go. And if he would not go ho
had to be driven off, at_the risk of what
nﬁ\ght follow, Baldy ‘made up his mind to

Having made up his mind by about ncon,
Baldy proceeded from thought to action.

He took the barrel-stave, and came ot
to speak t Hookey again, Slum had
shc(ched hlmse]f in, the grass, in the shade
31 the corral fence, to enjoy a vap beforo
H

e s spddenly awakened by a barrcl-
staye proddmg info his ribs. He jumped.

2. 0ut of it1” said Baldy.

“What 1"

Crack! The stave caine down across Mr.
Hookey with a loud concussion. There
\\a» a wild yell from the loafer.

o leaped to his feet and jumped back,
g]anng at Baldy furiously,
What's_this roared.

Baldy did_not _trouble !a answer, He
clm od at Slum Hookey, brandishing the

ba

&

Whak, whack, whack |

Slum Hookey yolled and dodgod. To
was taken quite surprise, having sup-
sed that ho had the fat coolk quite under
his_ hum

“Stop 61 ho_rored. _“Let up! Let

, T tcll you! I guess I'll give away the
W ole caboodle——" Yarooooop!”

Fire" 'barrelstava  broko acrogs
Hoohar's bolioh head. Tho sell o loates
gave rang to a great distanice, awakening
the _echoe

Svith the remaining half of the stave i
his hand, Baldy set to work on Mr. Hookey,
thrashing him unmercifully.

AR {05 Daso ingratitude he had snffored
from the rascal was paid for just_then,
Baldy was enjoving himself. Slum Hookey
had 0 go, and this was the way to maks
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t there was policy as well as
in Balive procecdings,  ho
y Mr. txoom was thrashed

vengeance
moro

the more l l\ hu was to keep clear of the
Windy River ‘Rmh after: And that
was what Daldy wanted. Ho had to risk
the raseal coming back and giving him
away, but the more e thrashed the loafer
1o w5 tho risk. So Baldy fairly let
hin

e crashed and erashed on tho
A (x'nl zing loafer. Slum Hookey took

and after went Bal
still mm iing with the remuant of tl:
stave,
Slum_let out a wild yell at_every ste
and Sll“ ﬂm blows descended as  Bal
v

¥ Iln 1lo

It

Baldy ©7

cher stared as hn came on the

durned hobo

At won't
* gasped « i

m making

amoose,
n git,

ed Stum
Yoooop!

ho
you—

listen to me,

tell

\odlm burs

, Baldy!” he saic

Non a Lobo, you kno
i

walked  aw:
Th

“You
I

Holp
”Ly much

cxprossed if, for the plains. S

traek wront. Daldy, thrashing away as hard

his tived right arm could go.

Baldy was, fat and scant of breath.

he excrted limself in a way that was re
nz.  The hapless hobo spraw

foot i a root, and

but
1y

od
You 1i givo £ away, will you?” gacped
“Arter T'v u five dollars
Tl give

ou like n millionaire!
euthin’ to remember me

you
show your face on this ranch agi
ivo you some more of tho same!

“Yow-ow-ow!” was the mizcrablo Mr.
Tooker's repls. Lt up! Let up, olo
man! cnough! Let a galoot go!”

You ain't had enough!” said Daldy,

THE

RANGES!
and, invigorated by a brief rest, he started
in again with the stave,

Whack, whack, whack!

Slum Hookey squirmed away, velling,
leaped up, and ran. After him Tushed the
thiess cook till breath at last failed him
and_he had to stop. Hookey
vanished ~over tho  prairic,
and Baldy slowly toolt iis way back to the
cookhouse.

He threw down the fragment of the stave
and grinned
eI guess

and

that was the way
marked, “Ho won't _come
that! I got to chance it, but
will keep clear! I At oart tny oA
Baldy felt relieved. He hed done all
that he could, and he kept another
gjave handy for immediate wse if Mr
THookey should show up on the ranch again.
Ho hoped  that, vas_sale now. Dub s
lingering uncasiness remained, and Baldy,
tho cook, was not a happy man that day.

" he re-
mrk arter

CHAPTER 30.
Nice for Baldy!

IMALY SILVER rode up o the ranch i
] ¢ and stopped af the cook-

iv!” he called out.

The cook came into the doorway,
gavo a humied glanco round, and a
rolieved to sco that the horizon was not
i {he figure of Slum Hookey

coming.

::Yes_n
a curious

Baldy, the cook
“What's up?”

he faltered.
seen anything of the man, have you?”
vou,

“You ain’t

“I've ridden ahead to tell
bean,” said Jimmy. * You were
ass, Baldy, to play such a silly tric
man was hanging about waiting (or us to
como. in to tell us. You scem to have
Soured him from coming back fo the ranch,

old

Baldy gasp
“Ho's spun us whole varn,” said
Jimmy. “Oh. you ass, Daldyl I—I
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thought 10 vide on and,ive you tho tp

before tho boys eamo in".

"And _Jimmy Silver, }mm ‘s gonds
natufedly’ prepared. poor Baldy for what
was to come, rode on to thc corral.

Taldy, the cook, leaned against the door,
Juite limp,

“Oh, holy smoke!” ho groaned,

Thoto was a thudding ‘of hoofs, and a
sunchof sidrs cam wn: Sovell und Raby
ewcome were with them, and Skitter
Dick and thtco or four more cowpunchers,
nd Peto Peters.  The whole band were

fanghing uproarously,  Worst of al, there
was Slim Hookey, 2 lko a sack of
hoat anross Potols lorse,

" Tho riders halted at the cookhouse, and
. sty ol fo tho ground Vith o
oy

¥o'eo branght your paxd back, Baldy

_roired the foreman. “Met him on the
trail.”
Groan r Baldy.

“He’s spun us a yarn!” yelled Skitter
Dick. “He says you gave him five dollars
to be 1escued 1

Groal

“To ncvcr went into deep water at all
shricked Lovell. “Just sprawled in the
shallows to get wet, and bawled for ]xc]p
for us to hear! Ha, ha, ha! Ob, Baldy

Groan !

“Just squatted in the shadows till we
« came in sight,” howled Skitter Dmk “just
to let us see 3,0u rescue him, Baldy

“Ha, ha, B

Baldy, the ccok gazed at the yelling
pxmchcxs with a Tack] lustro eye. He was

utter ayed even to tako tho

barrel-stave to the ermng Mr. Hookey.

“I reckoned we’'d bring him back and
mako him say, 50 afore you, Baldy,” said
Mr. Peters.  “Of course, we know you
were lying, old man, like you always are.
But thore he is. Now then, you loafer,
cough it up again ¥’

y_grinned.

Ho was still aching

. ;
from his thzashing, but that thrashing was
o

be paid for now

“Ho gave me fivo dollars to do it,” he
“‘Tive dollars’ ke says, ‘to let

reskoo you from drowning.” l~e says. P

misundorstood hyer,” he says, ¢ and they sy

'm funky,’ ho says, ‘and I'm going to

(]\ow om hcuer, ho says, ¢ with your help,

he ys. ‘Five dollars’ he says.

mn“Lh, too, for getting wet al

aint’ been wet all over for thirtv years.”
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“Ha; ha, ha!”

“What do ou say now, Baldy?” roared
CRMI LR y now, Baldy?

There was nothing for Baldy to say. He
could only blink at the yelling cowboys
and wish, from the bottom of his heart,
that that’ wonderful scheme for establish:
ing his reputation for courago had nover
occurred to him,

“Go it, Baldy!” howled Lovell. "Gue
us another yarn! Tell us how many times
he dragged you under water in the middle
of thc river.”

a, ha, ha!”

“WVaal, this beats me,” said Skitter D
“Hyer's Bmdv the biggest liar in Alhmh
without a lie Toft to tall. - Ho's uted up ali
his stock.”

“Ha, ha, ha

“Oh’dear!” gmane([ the unhappy Baldy.

backed into the cookhouse and
slammed the door. A terrilic roar of
laughter followed his disappearance.

Tete Peters wiped his eyes.

“T guess this puts tho lid on,” he aid.
“Wa was ms to helievo a word of it—gol-
darned jays!" And as for this critter, who's
given Baldy away after touching lhim for
five dollars, T guess we'll mako him loarn
that the Windy River ccmon hasn’t any use
or him. Quirts, boys!

Slum Hockey gave a yell as the horse-
men circled round him with tho long whips
cracking. For the second time that day
Mr. Slum Hookey fled for his l\fe and_this
timo he shook the dust of the Windy River
Ranch from his feet for ever.
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“Jost a joke on you, boys! ¥ Baldy said
fecbly when he handed out supper. “Jest

a joke! Jest pulling vour legs, you know !
0 Sourse, T was going to tell you.”

“Cut it said Poto Peters. “Cut it,

Baldy!_Youwre jest a liar, Baldy, and a
funk, Baldy, and a mean, deceiving ass,
Baldy; and if you wasi't the best %cook in
Alberta. T'd boob you off the ranch with
theso }ner boots !

ey e i Balay

«Cut it ronred Mr. Peters.

And tho lapless Baldy did, ' The gamo
was up, and Baldy, the cook, found his last
ato Morse than his rst, which doubtloss

was just what he deserved,

THE END,
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WHERE IT'S

REALLY WARM!

SP\FTOST of us have mado somo pretty strong
4 remarks a$ one time or anotlier about

our weather's  little pmmnum
ospecially when our annyal holiday lis boo
complnicly " messed up” by o fow of those
deep dof < Trom Tecland, Cortainly, 1t

can ba very nnnoun

ik your luck:
happen to b liv
hot places.
stifing Meat,
New Yoils, for instance, is in practically
the semo lafitude as London, but_n re:
100 por cent, heat-avo such as New Yorkers
havo learned & ¢ overy summor makes
ty soom quite chilly in com-
ng, smotheri

¢ you don’t
ag in one of the \"oml 's really

38

parizon.
The heat d-cends on tho eity of shyserapers,
i nlmost unbearablo for Jhose

s who Laven’t been ablo ot

Hvay to tho const, in spito of electric oo by

the dozes

pallons of ico-water, and tho ubso-
imum of lothes.
What mnles a heatawave “over thoro
even more {o lrc dreaded is (lw fact timt it
sual - 3 , or even months,
S 1h o ho deatlnroll 15 mounting
higher and higher. Some idea of what a
ing New York gots during ono of its
mers is provided by o cidents
hero last yea
Y rlvrl i c\n[v got, haif-w
e principal streets before she found horself
stack Tash i melting asphalt, . Unablo, b
move an inch, she stood thero helploss, while
motorists hooted and traffic jammed for half
w mile cn cach side. Finally, two stout-
Biasted inen from tho pathering crowd camo to
untied her shocs, and carried ber
meat.
;ame heat-wave someono made a
bet that i was hot cnough to_fry cgs on the
vement,  To sottlo tho matter, a local
reocer Liroke one of his on;~ mtr tho pavement
it down. To wtes later it was
off and found (o be perfectly friod,

¥ across one of

0| and Australia. In that

4
Death Valley.

Thonsnn.\s of nnlcc to the west of New York,
tho ato region of southern
California, s “Penih Valloy, that fearful
v nvurd of mon and animals ‘hat is probably
ttost placo on tha faco of tho cmh.
SuL ing g o thoe. Not tho hnrdiest orb
cactus cnn‘u livo in thc bH(‘r
Death Valley, whero in some p
falls and the heat of the burning
back from brilliantly colouzed clif
ihat soom almost solid.

By six oc‘ocL tho sun is search
by cight nof ng thing is'to be
not a buzzerd, nul P e
dry and erac k a traveller's
“blind his band:
covor jmmah up tho heat will
turn his flesha fiory ro

How ma (ﬂ\:l\(lcs: pioncers h'n'rs- Ms
their bones in Death Valloy I
known. Lured on by pirag _e
tortured by \lnbL‘hm.nbla uursn, their bleached
skelotons are the desert,
untouched by Lunnan l\und Sinco the day that
they sank down to die.

ts rain never

&

120 Degrees on Deck.

A saifpe’s lifo tales him info many places
whoro sometimos he would give a king’s
rangom for a bregth of cooling air and a drinle
of ice-cold water!

Few places are more dreaded for their heat
than tlie Red Sea. through which scores of
ships pass on tho Suez Canal route to India
region, Wh’*m tho
thormometer often registers degrees on
dock, and 155 degrees in the »,lol\(-lwld only
the very lightest worls on board ship can bo
attempted. Even that males the sweat simply
pour oit.

Undet 2ming sun the pitch
bubbles in tho (lurk sequs, ixon mm Ko
ing hot, 1ho sca is glas

erything 15 ety
a painfed ccean,




. A

THIS RIPPING COMPANION VOLUME WILL
INTEREST YOU, TOO, CHUMS!

Pay Your Newsagent a Visit and Get it To-day!

1GOLBOYS on

LIBRARY N2149 @)

A sparkling book-length story of lively adventure at Greyfriars School,
starring Harry Wharton & Co., the famous chums of the Remove, and
Algernon de Vere, a snobbish newoomer. By FRANK RICHARDS.

On Sale Now! ; Price 4d.




¥o.

THE
BOYS’

289. wAn IN THE DESERT.

200. THE OUTLAW RANCHER.

. 201. THE BLACK RAIDERS.

FRIEND
LIBRARY

-

4 sripping story ot the Great War in
ales

By JOHN ANDREWS.

A whirlwind yarn of the Rio Kid.
By RALPH REDWAY.

Grim peril and Smasing heroism in the

By GEO, E. ROCHESTER.

'HE R

SEXTON BLAKE
LIBRARY'

THE ABANDONED CAR CRIME.

A poweffil story of engrossing mystery.
By GWYN EVANS.

No.

-
EXHUMED !

A_sensational drama of an amazing
crime.

By ALLAN BLAIR.

No.

201.¢ THE DEATH OF FOUR.

An_enthralling narative of tbrills in
London. ¢
By ANTHONY SKENE, ' . -+

No. THE CROOK FROM CHICAGO.

A, starting -novel of ripping detective,
2
By srus}:u HOOD.

Pricedt pefvolime(10c. in Canada)

o NOW ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS

Frinted and published on the first Th
. The use, Farringdon .
mn

London,

cranmmission by C Magacine bost:
& Gotob, Limited, and for South Africa :

Genieal Tiwwa Agehos, Lhiteg:

a In cach monti by the Proprictors, The Apalgamatcl Press,
¥
L

Adveggisement Offices - The Fleetway
ach.” Registered for
n,

caland : Messrs. Gord




