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CHAPTER 1.
The Mysterious Wagon!

« QAY, bub!”

S A strident voice with a strong

nasal  twang hailed Jimmy
Silver. The sun was sinking behind
the rugged peakis of the Rocky Moun
tains, and Jimmy, who was & good
many miles from’ home, was riding
hard for the distant Windy River
Ranch.

Jimmy and his chums, Lovell, Raby
and_Newcome, of the Fourth Form at
Rookwood, were far from the old_school
now. For some weeks they had been
staying at the ranch of Jimmy Silver’s
cousin, Hudson Smedley, in Canada.
They were guests, of course, but they
made themselves useful in_many ways.
Many were the hours that Jimmy Silver
spent in the saddle of his favourite

On holiday out in the Wild West, Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood,
have faced many perilous adventures, but none so thrilling as in this
gripping yarn- of their encounter with Redskins on the war trail.
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horse, Blazer, ranging the prairie in
scarch of strayed cattle.

Jimmy Silver gave quite a start as
the nasal voice hailed him on the lonely
prairie, and drew rein.

“Say

Jimmy Silver glanced round. A man
had, cmerged from a_ hollow of the
prairic at a little distance, and was
waving his hand as he shouted. Jimmy
wheelcd Blazer round towards hi

“Hallo " he called back.

“Hold on, bub! I guess I want to
speak to you I

Jimmy ~ Silver did
stranger's desire for speccls, e fiad
spent rather a long day looking for
stray steers, and he had not found
them, and he wanted his supper. But
he good-naturedly rode back to where

not share tho
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the man was standing knce-deep in

gras on the edge of the hollow. = -
did mot need telling that the

T belonged 1.0 the other side of

erican borde:

:‘S\rmg«r here?" he asked,

Lost ur way on the prairie?”
asked Jimmy Silver, wondering what
the man wanted with him.

“Not exactly. But I guess we want
Lelp,” said the man, eyeing Jimmy
Silver curiously mth o pair of very keen
eyes under ahaggy rows. “You belong
to_theso parts

“T belong. to the Windy River Ranch,”

stra

said Jimmy. “I'm saying thero with my
cousin, Hudson Smedle;
That’s a good host 're ndm s,
Firstchop” said Jim
smile. “But I suppose you o did’t call
me to tell me Blater is a good horse.

What's the trouble?”

“I guess that hoss could pull I” went
on the stranger, eyeing Blazer critically.
“He would some use hitched on to
a wagon, I reckon.”

"Very likely. He's not going to be

- ‘hitched on to a wagon, ﬂloltlfh Fol

"We re s ?ek up,” said the stranger.

) l;’ere?" asked Jimmy, looking
round him. He conld ¢ 10 signs of a
wagon on the grassy plai
e man from over the border jerked

s bony thumb towards the hollow
behind "him.

“Down yonder.
hoss to pull out? I
all right when we git
The old shebang is stuck in
at_the bottom.”

Jimmy Silver hesitated.

“Then you’va lost your way?” he
said. . “There’s no trail for a ';Fm
about Ler. Are you heading for Mos-
uito P

“Nopé 1”
“Or Kicking Mule?”
abe Ky

Wil you lend us that
ess we shall be

out of f.hs hollow.

the mud

e !
. “Then where the thumg are you head-
ing for?” asked Jimmy Silver, puzzled,

“I guess we're going morth from
here.” i L

“Then you're heading for mowhere—
thete s nothing in that direction but the

Blood Indian reserve,” said Jimmy,
“and that's o good way off.”

““You don’t say I”

“But I do!” said Jimmy, puzzled
“The best thing you can do is to get
your wagon out and trot along to the
ranch. Hudson Smedley will put. you
up for the night.”

‘The man eyed him oddly. i
“I guess we ain’t troubling Mr.
Smedley,” he said. “We ]cst want to

et on our war. And I guess it wi
fhtmg you on, the pemrer. We
want tl "

Jimmy looked at him.

He did not feel inclined to refuse;

help to a_ stranger in distress on tho
wido prairio, far trom belp. But bo cer-
tainly did not like ‘man’s lool

an\i there was something like a thrent‘

in his manner, teo, that did not pleaae
Jxmmy Silver.

“This way I”
made a moye to descend into
from w had emerg

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver coolly.'
“I haven't said that I'm helping you
ef

said the man, and he
the hollow.

The man’s eyes gleamed.

“I guess we've gt o long way to go
afore dark)” he said, “and it's close
on sundown now. I've no time to waste.|
Yow'll come along with me. yougg un

you’ll come at oncel”

“ Snre of that?” said Jimmy. i

And the mnn caught the bridle of

Blazer hand and led the"
horse towardi the hnllow.

“Let go that bridle! said Jimay
lever ahgn

man

at !mn
Jimmy Silver slid his hand into hm
pocket.  Having had an encounter on
one occasion with a road-agent, he now
carried l small revolver, It came in
useful

“Dmp hat bridlel” be rapped out,

id not heed, or even lqok
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and the revolver was levelled at the man
from over the border.

“Gee-whiz !”

The man dropped the bridle as if it
had suddenlg become red-hot. He glared
at Ji ilver, who looked at him
coolly over the revolver.,

“I guess I never knmowed yon was
heeled,” he said. “You ain’t such a
gol-darne tenderfoot as you look.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“But look hyer, youngster,” said the
man, his manner changing, “ we're stuck,
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Tho lhalf-breed eyed Jimmy Silver
grimly and suspiciosly.

But he nodded, an
wheel.

Jimmy Silver looked at the wagon,
which scemed well filled, though as it
was covered with thick canvas he could
not guess the nature of the contents.
The two men puzzled him considerably.
They did not look in the least like
cmigrants secking a new abode in the
backwoods of Alberta, ncither could he
supposc that they were traders, as they

rose from the

and ‘we want help. I guess I ask it as| were following a lonely route away from

a favour. Put up your shooting-iron;| the i looks of

obody wants to hur the half-breed were not lost on him,
it]

t you.”
¥ “I'm willing to help you,” said Jimmy
Sfver. “I can’t imagine what you're
a wagon across this prairie for,
but I suppose that's your business. I'll
help you out if I can. Show me the
way.”

“Good ecnough !”
Without touching Blazer’s bridle
nagain, the man led the way into the
hollow, and Jimmy, putting away his
revolver, rode after him at a walk.

The hollow, almost a ravine, estended
for a great distance across the plain
from enst to west. In the winter it was
flooded almost to the level of the plain,
but in the summer heats only a trickle
of water oozed along the swampy bottom.
The sloping banks were encrusted in
thick mud.

The American tramped along the
muddy hollow, Jimmy Silver riding after
him, and in a short time they sighted
the 'wagon. Coming from the south, it
had descended into the hollow which lay
in its path, but had not succeeded in
climbing ot on the opposite side. The
wheels wero deep in the mud, and_two
horses strained at the traces in vain.

alf-breed teamster sat on & whecl,
smoking, cvidently waiting there for the
American to return. Ho stared at his
comrade as the latter came up, followed
by Jimmy Silver, crunching thtough the
mud.

“You've got him, Bunker?”

“I’ve got him,” said Bunker. “Git a
move on, Lebel; we've no time to cut
to waste now.”

cither.

Jimmy Silver could not help feeling
tliat he had fallen into extremely doubt:
ful company, and he was on his guard.
He dismounted from Blazer, and helped
the half-breed to trace his horse to the
‘wagon.

Blazer showed some strong objections
to o ‘menial task, but Jimmy
soothed him.

The half-breed, whose measures with
horses were evidently of a rougher kind,
seized a heavy teamstor's whip and

litted it Jimmy cought his arm in
time and shoved him back.
“Let my horse alone!” he snapped.

Lebel’s eyes glittered at him.

“Let the kid manage his hoss, Lebel,”
snid Bunker. “Keep your whip for
your own beasts ¥

“Youd better!” growled Jimmy
“If you touch Blazer with that

;l feel his tecth in you the

Silver.
whip, you'
next secon

The half-breed grunted, and gave up
the point. Jimmy soothed the indignant
Blazer, and the powerful animal was
traced to the wagon.

“You lead the hosses up, kid, while
we shove along !” said Bunker.

“Right-ho I”

Jimmy went to Blazer’s head, and led
him on, Blazer pulled, and the two
weary horses_behind him pulled, and
Bunker and Lebel grasped cach an em-
bedded wheel, and turned with all their
strongth.

The wagon moved.



L THE WAR TRAIL!

“T guess it’s shifting ! panted Bunker.
“Keep her going !”

“Come on, o
Silver,

With a dead-lift effort of horses and
men, the wagon was dragged out of
the mire.

p the morthern slope of the hollow
it rolled, rumbling and creaking, slowly
but aurel{.

“Good luck !” gasped Bunker.

The wagon came out on the grase
prairie at last, and the c]ingin m

+*bebind,

d hoss!” said Jimmy

of tho swampy kollow was Lo
Then the panting horses and men camo
to & halt.

CHAPTER 2.
In Danger}
“ ¥ GUESS we're through !’

I Bunker spoke in breathless tones
of satisfaction, Somewhat to
Jimmy  Silver's surprise, he

mounted upon the wagon and scanned
the prairie to the southward, beyond
the Swampy Hollow that had now been
safely negotiated.

For the first time it came into
Jimmy’s mind that the men he had
helped were possibly in fear of pursuit.

It that was the case, it could omly
pean that they were law-breakers. That
was a troubling thought to Jimmy
Silver.

He cast loose the traces from Blazer,
poxious to have dome with his new,
acquaintances. Lebel, the half-breed,
glanced up at Bunker as the latter
scanned the darkening plain,

“You see anything, Jude Bunker?” he
called out.

“Nope I"

“J guess we're clear, anyhow.”

“T guess so, pard,” said Bunker, jump-
ing down from the wagon. 2

But if we'd stayed stuck up in
that swamp, I guess our mame would
have been 5ennis."

The half-breed drew him aside, and
spoke in a low voice. His dark, gleam-

~ing eyes glanced several times at Jimmy

Bilver as he whispered.

“It's alll.

Jude Bunker shook his head.

“Not arter he’s helped us through,
Lebel I” he said, in a tone that reached
Jimmy’s ears,

The half-breed muttered again.

“I guess I'll speak to the kid!” said
Jude Bunker at last, and he left the .
half-breed and came over to Jimmy
Silver.

Jimmy had loosened Blazer by that
time, and he stood ready to mount. He
was keeping his hand near his revolver,
too, quite aware that the whispering of
the savage half-breed implied a threat
to him. He eyed Jude Bunker coolly.

“You've helj us through, bub,
said Bunker. “I guess I’m obliged.
We was fair stuck up, and no mistake.”

“That’s so0!” assented Jimmy. “It’s
all clear mow, and you can get om.

Good-night 1"
“Hold on a spell |” said Bunker. “I
reckon you told me you was hanging

up at a ranch hereabouts.”
“The Windy River Ranch,”
Jimmy.
“Fur from hyer?” B
“About seven or ei]g]zt miles,” an-
swered Jimmy. “This land belongs to
ranch.”

“It do, do it?” said Jude Bunker.
“Wall, now let me tell you how it
stands, bub! We don’t want you to
talk about us at the ranch.”

“No?” said Jimmy.

“The fact is, we’ve got some enemies
in this section,” said ker. “We'd
rather you forgot about meeting us, and
never let on a word.”

“I’m not likely to remember the meet-

said

ing for long,” answered Jimmg Silver.
“You see, I've got my own alffairs to
think dbout.”

“Correct! I take it that you ain’t

oing to say & word at the ranch about
ropping on us here P

b t’s as may be,” answered Jigamy
Silver coolly. “If you mean you Fvant
me to Emiu that, I shall do nothing
of the kind.?

) wguess that's what I mean.”

“Well, there’s nothing doing.” ¥

“Would you trust him, you fool?”
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aid the half -breed, coming closer,
tell you the only safe way—"
“I guess the kid's straight,” said
Jude Bunker, “and if you git out that
sticker of yourn, Lebel, I'll punch your
usl face!” Savvy that !”

The half-breed’s dusky hamd was
fumblmg at his

Jimmy Silver, with a quick jump,
vaulted into the saddle and bncked
Blazer away, at the same time jerking

out his revolver.

“Is that your thamks for being
helped ?” he asked. “You can go and
eat coke, the pair of you!”

“I guess I'm standing by you, ain’t

P said Jude Bumker. “I ‘won't lot
him use his sticker, I tell you.
lung and the sMort of it is that

t go back to the ranch to hnb.
Youu coming along: with us for. the
present.”

“Coming with you?”
snm, staring.

That's aboat the size of it.
ain’t going to be hurt,” said Bunker
reassuringly. “Just a few days in our
company won’t hurt you. But that's
how it is—we ain’t letting you go!”

Jimmy Silver smiled gnmly

“How are you going to stop me?” he
asked. . “I warn you f.hﬂt I shall shoot
if you come a step nea

said Jimmy

“I guess if it comes m shooting, you
won't get the best of it,” sai "Jude
Bunker. “You've got.to mou along
with this outfit for a spell, ; that’s

it is. e it smi
“That means,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly, ﬂhat you two are law-breakers

of some kind, and tbat I've helped you
without knovnng it.. If I'd known 1(',
owd still be stuck in the mud yo

can tell you.”
Bunker his bony shoulders.

shru
h“’I‘hn ain’ tgmhar hyer nor thar,”
e

ﬂz ”h tﬂ“you come quiet along
is ou g

m was & growl from the half-

teamster, and his knife glim-
mered in the dim Ught Jimmy Silver’s
voice rang out sharply,
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“Drop that kmife, or I'll put a bullet
through you I

There was no doubting that the Rook-
wood junior meant what he said, and
his revolver bore full upon the teamster.
With o muttered cxclamation, Lebel
dropped his weapon into the grass, and

gritting his teeth with rage.

“Yon gol-darned jay!” said Bunker,
“Don’t I keep telling you to leave that
sticker alone?”

“If he goes, we are done!” muttered
the half-breed in choking tones. “A
word to the Mounted Rolice at Mosquito
w:ll be emough, and—

“Tako a cinch on your 5aw, and leave
Lﬁ to mel’ sald Bunker “Look
yer.

“Thnt will do!” said Jimmy Silver,
and he backed Blazer farther away.
“I 'm going !”

“I guess—"
“Put up your ]mnds Mr.,
T'm not_trusting you

Jude Bunker put up bis hands without
demur, His eyes met the half-breed’s
for a moment, and Lc'bel sloud.led back
to the wagon.

Blazed backed and backed.
Silver was in_a difficult
some reason that he could not fathom,
the teamsters were determined that
their presence there should not become
known. They were breakers of the law,
and dared not let Jimmy return to the
ranch to tell what he had seen. If he
turned his back on the two rascals,
Jimmy felt that he had a bullet- to

€x] o
o he backed Blazer further and
further away, kecping his rovolver at &

Then suddenly, when he had gained

good start, he wheeled Blazer round
and spurred his horse into full flight.

He trusted to his start and to tho
thickening dimness of the_ twilight for
safety. And as he dashed away at a
gallop fie bent low ovor his horse's
neck, offer as slight a target as
pom’ble.

Bunker !

Jimmy
osition. For

The moment Jimmy’s revolver no
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longer threatened, they half-breed was
on {he wagon with a single bound, and
grasping a rifle from nader the canvas
caver.

He fired the instant the weapon was
in_his hands.

Hurried as the shot was, and fas
Jimmy Silver moved in the dim,
ing light, the bullet went near. Jimmy
Silver Tl the wind of it as it whistled

3.

Crack !

The half-breed fired again, but by
that time the galloping rider was
almost swallowed up in the darkness,
and the -shot went wide.

“Go it, Blazer | panted Jimmy.

He rode hard in the gloom, and once
again he heard the rifle ring out behind
him. But the third shot was at
random.

Jimmy Silver rode on, out of danger
now. He had to make a wide detour to
get back to the ranch, but the glimmer-
fng lights of the house at Windy River
came in sight at last.

CHAPTER 3.
The Smugglers!
UPPER was nearly over at the
S ranch-house when Jimmy Silver
came in after turning Blazer into
the corral. Lovell and Raby and New-
come were at the supper-table with
Hudson Smedley and a stranger, whom
Jimmy had never seen before. ~He was a
powertully-built man, with keen grey
eyes and a square chin, and his uniform
fhowed bim o be an inspector in the
Canadian Mounted Police. Jimmy Silver
wondered what an officer of that well-
known force was doing there. Windy
River was in an outlying quarter, “off
the beat *’ of the Canadian Police as a
rule. It came almost instantly into
Jimmy’s mind that the inspector’s
presence might have some connection
with the two “bulldozers ” he had met
at Swampy Hollow. That the two men
were “crooks ” of some kind was beyond
a doubt.

“You're late, Jimmy,” said Hudson
Smedley. “I_guess you weat a long
way after the steers.”

“Yes, and never found them,” said
Jimmy Silver tuefully. “I'm not a
full-sized cowpuncher “yet.”

he rancher laughed. :

“You're getting on,” he said, “Yow'll
be a first-rate cowpuncher in_ the long
run if you stay in Canada.” He turnc
to the “inspector. “This is my cousin,
Jimmy Silver, from the old  country,
Tnspector Steel.” |

The Canadian inspector shook hands
with Jimmy, with a smile.

“I ‘guess yowll be able to ask him
questions, if you like,” added thp °
rancher. “He’s been far afield to-day,
looking for some stray cattle, and it's
ossible he’s seen something of the boot-
leggers yowre looking for.”

@ Boot-leggers "  repeated
Silver.

Tt was a new word to him, thougli
he was well up by this time in Western

Jimmy
i

parlance,
“Well, T guess I've asked every man
in your outfit, Mr. Smedley, ang

they’ve been able to tell me nothing,”
said Steel. “I guess T'll ask the kid,
too. You haven’t“lit on a wagon o1
any sort of a shebang on wheels on the
prairie to-day, young ‘unf”

“My hat!” ‘exclaimed
well have ! .
ou have?” exclaimed ‘the inspector.
“I mean, of course, a stranger’s outfit
—not a store wagon for Mosquito.” i

Jimmy. 1
joll %

“0f course,” said Jimmy. ©Well,!
T've seen ome, with two  thumping
Tascals in charge of it.” f

i
“How do you know they wero'
rascals?” asked Hudson Smedley with a
smile, |
“Because they fired on me after I'd
helped them out of a f,” answered
Jimmy Silver. i
“What?” ]
“What's happened, old scout?” asked,
Arthur Edward Lovell eagerly. “I
kmew yowd jolly well land in jrouble
if T wasn’t with you.” i
“Tell the inspector just what you
know, Jimmy,” said the rancher.
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o
Woo va was br ing in Jimmy's
supper, but Jimm not heed supper
r the moment, nngry as he was.
He procecded to explain succinctly
what had happened at Swampy Hollow,
seven or cight miles west of the ranch.
Inspector Steel listened quietly, but

\vlt'h the keenest interest.

“My hat!” murmured Raby when
Jimmy had finished. * Ynu were lucky
to ot out of that, Jimmy.”

And they were the  boot-leggers?”
smd Newcome.

“What the thump is a boot-legger?”
nquired Jimmy Silver. “Some sort of
a eobblcr, or what?”
liquor-smuggler,”  said  the
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come up from Kicking Mule to look
for them.”

“I guess so,” said the inspector.
“You' e Iucky man to have got away,

my

Ty white man wanted to rope me
in as & prisoner,” said Jimmy. “He's

a bulldozer, but not so bad as the half-
breed. Lobel would have stabbed me
as soon as T'd done lelping ~them—n
savage beast, and no mistake.”

“They've got a good cargo at stake,”
said Steel. I gucss there’s more than
a thousand dollars in fire-water in that
wagon. And to think it was stuck in
the mud only cight miles away ! If you
hadn’t lent them your horso it would

randher. be m.ck there now. ¥
. “Oh!” imed Jimmy, I i
mg the carel'u"y covered cnrgo in the 14 couldn 't know—"

gon. “Liqu

“Thc 2ol Ti Ilquor to the Indians,
which 3¢ against. the Canodian law, of
course,” said Blldson Smedley. “It
looks to me as if you've landed on the
very gang Mr. Steel is looking for.”

“My hat! And helped thcm to %et
t]xtnugh 1 said Jimmy ruefully
of course, I couldn’t guess—

“You're not to blame,” said Inspector
Steel. “That’s all right. But let’s
have it clear. Two men, you say, in
the outfit?”

i “Yes, an American and a half-
breed.”
. “Did you catch their names?”

“Jude Bunker and Lebel.”

“Good| Bunker is pretty well known
‘as a boot-legger, at all events. And
they were going northp”

“Yes. I told them that way would
only lead to_ the Blood Indian reserva-
tion,” said Jimmy. “I couldn’t make
cut ' what they were heading in that
‘direction for.” They didn’t look like
Indian_traders.”

i “And they fired on you?”

i\ “The half-breed did, throe times,
‘with a rifle,” said Jimmy. “They were
‘awfully keen ﬂmt I shouldn t tell that
I'd seen them.”

" “No wonder,” said the rancher. “I
J Iguess they know that Mr. Steel has

“Of course you couldn't,” said Steel.
“I don’t blame you. You were bound
to elp strangers in’ distress, and you
couldn’t guess that they were law-
breakers—tlmuoh T reckon you guessed
so when the shooting begar.”

“Yes,” said Jimmy. “I was going to
tell Mr. Smedley nbout it, and ask him
what he thought of it. I wondered
whether they had stolen the wagon, per-
haps, or what was in it.”

Worse than that,” said the inspector.
“There’ll be worse than robbery hap-
pening amonlg the Blood Indians if that
cargo gets through. But it won’t if I
can help it. Youll excuse me, Mr.
Smedley; I guess I'm not losing a
mizute. * Can you lead me a guide to
the hollow Silver speaks o

et me guide you,” exclaimed
Jimmy. “I can take you straight to
the spot.”

“Well, if yowre not too tired, my
boy,” said Mudson Smedley. “Anybody
on the ranch could guide you to tho
hollow, Steel, but the exact spot where
the wagon crossed is a different matter.
They were not following ome of the
trails, Jimmy?”

“Right away from any trail,” snid
Jlmmy. “I’'m" ready. Lovell will
saddle a horse for me while I bolt a
mouthful or two, won’t you, kid?”
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“You bet!” said ‘Lovell, and he
hurried out.

Not_ Blazer !” callcd out Jimmy.
HeRs had encnuh to-day.

“Ri

- You nre more careful oi your horse
than of yourself, my boy,”” said the
Canadian ~ inspector, t{ smile.
“Well, if you thmk the boy c:m come,
Mr. Smedléy—

“Certainly. And I shall come, too,
with a couple of the hands,” said the
rancher. “You may need help, and
your men are not here.”

“Thanks !”

The inspector and Hudson Smedley
hurried out together to sec their horses
saddled. Jimmy Silver was attacking
his supper now, and it was disappeart
ing at a great rate.

We'ro jolly well going with you,

mmy,” said Newcome. = “Come - on,
Raby. and get the horses out

And Jimmy was left to finish his
supper alone. Arthur Edward Lovell
came in in a few minutes.

“All ready, Jimmy!” he announced.

“The inspector ready to start?” asked
Jimmy.

“Ready and waiting, and Skitter
Dick and Rete Peters as well. They’ve
got their_guns, too,” said Lovell, in a
vowe thnllmg ‘with excitement. “Therc

be a scrap, I've asked Mr. Smedley

o lend e a revolver, and he said I'd
better go to bed.”

Jimmy Silver laughed, and rose from
his, unfinished supper.

say, Jimmy, you've still_got that
vevolver Mr. Lesage gave you?”

It \vlll be

s
o it over, old chap.
urged

better in my hands than yours,”
Lovell. “You see that?”

“ » grinned Jimmy Silver.
“You've got your faults, Lovell, old
chap, but I should hate to see you
commit_suicide. Come on!”

“Look_here I roared Lovell.

But Jimmy Silver was gonme, and
Arthur Edward snorted and followed
him. Outside, the ready horses were
pawing the ground, and the rancher
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and Mr. Steel, Skitter Dick and rm
Peters, Raby and Newcome were alrcady
in the saddle, - Jimmy Silver and Lovelll
mounted hastily. Tnspector Steel gave
a rather dry glance at Lovell & Co.,
but he raised no objection to me
presence, as the rancher said nothing.i
The cight riders dashed away from the'
ranch in a bunch, in the glimmer of
stars from the soft velvety sky.

Jimmy Silver_pushed a_little ahead
as guide. Hardly a word was spoken
in the outfit as they rode at a gallop
over the starlit prairie. Some of the
faces were grim. Pete Peters and
Skitter Dick had rifles with them, and
the inspector and Mr. Smedley were‘
armed with revolvers. If the boot-!
leggers were run down, it was only too
probable that there would be shooting.'
The men engaged in the nefarious busi-
ness of smuggling fire-water to the
Indians were of a_desperate character,
and their smuggled cargo was too
valuable to be yielded up without a
struggle, if they could lelp it.

Inspector Steel’s medl were out on the
wide prairie in different directions,
hunting for traces of the boot-leggers;
too far off to be recalled in time for
this pursuit. But the Canadian m-‘
{Jector would not have hesitated to ride

alone in pursuit of the desperadocs; it
was_his ‘duty to provent, the liquon]
reaching the  Indian reserve, and ris
did not count. But he was glad enonvlh
to have the help of the rancher nnd.

the two stalwart. cowpunchers. E
allop, gallop !

Tho Trudding. & the hoofs rang and
echoed over the silent prairie.

Mile after mile of dim grass vanished,
under the hoofs. Jimmy Silver led
the way almost as the crow flies, o3
wards the spot where the boot-] lewgersv
wagon had crossed the hollow.

le outfit rode dowii into the mu('ldy
swamp ot last, and in the starlight tho
ruts left deep by the wagon-wheels were]
clearly visible. £

They rode up on the northern s)de,‘
but did not stop there. Rig]
through the grass lay the trail of ma

. e
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lumbering wagon. Jude Bunker and
Lebel had evidently pushed directly on
‘after Jimmy Silver had escaped from

em.

“We're a good three hours® behind
them, T guess, if not four,” the inspector
‘remarked to Hudson Smedley, as they
dashed on side by side, in the lead

. “Sure!” said the rancher.
| 41 guess, it T'd beon cortain they
were heading straight for the Indian
‘yeserve, we'd have taken a line farther
north from the ramch, and cut them
off ahead,” said the inspector. “Bul
ithere’s no telling. I guess they’re not
\running that wagon into the reserve—
too many eyes % sec, and tongucs to
wag afterwards.” -
“You think—" .
“I reckon they’ve got some hiding-
place for the smuggled liquor handy to
the reserve,” said Stecl. “They’l
stack it therc in safety, and it will be
fetched away by some of the red bucks
later. So the only thing is to follow
the trail of the wagon itsclf, and take
mo chances. At present the trail is
heading straight for the rescrve, but I
guess it will break later.”
i The inspector was right.
¥or mine or ten miles the outfit rode
an  almost straight line heading
‘morth across the rolling pra Then
i the wagon, plain to see
from the saddle, turned off towards the
foothills, and_the outfit followed it.
3 Overhead, the full, round moon sailed
out in a sky of dark blue, and the
\waving_prairie became almost as light
‘as by day. Several times the inspector
rose in his stirrups and stared eagerly
al ong as was the start of the
boot-leggers, ‘the slow pace of the wagon
made it certain that the pursuers were
gaining ground at great strides. At
every moment mow Steel expected to
sight his quarry.
He uttered a sudden ejaculation.
“I guess that’s the shebang.”
Jimmy Silver stared ahead. The out-
fit were riding across “bad lands * now,
and the grassland was behind. Under
the rattling hoofs of the horscs was

i

9
soil, patched with
bunches of scrub and prickly bush.
Here and there, however, the heavy,
wheels of the wagon had left unmis-
takable traces; there was no doubt of
the trail. The inspector pointed with
his riding-whip for a moment, and rode
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on harder. And far_ahead, in the
moonlight, Jimmy Silver spotted a
moving, dark dot.

“That’s it 1” he murmured.

“We’ve got ’em !” said Lovell breath-

lessly. “I say, Jimmy—

“Well

“Gimme your shooter, old man. We
may be scrapping soon.”

“Then there’ll be enough danger

from the giddy enemy without you add-
ing to it,” said Jimm y.

“Fathead ”  roared Lovell.  And
Raby and Newcome chuckled.

“Were gaining hand over fish, 1
guess,” said Skitfer- Dick. “We'll be
on_them under the half-hour, Pete.”

“I guess so” said Bete Peters.
“They’re up agin it.”

The bunch of horsemen rode on hard.
In the bright moonlight the wagon was
plainly to be seen now. It was mount-
ing an acclivity in the “bad lands *—
broken country at the base of the foot-
hills, The upward path added to the
fatigue of the already wearied horses
traced to the wagon, and the pace of
the fugitives was slow. That they knew
now that they were being pursued was
prétty cortain. The wearied horses wero
cing driven on ruthlessly.

“We've got 'em, I guess,” said Steel:

And that was the opinion of all the
oulfit_as they swept on in galloping
pursuit,

CHAPTER 4.
Hard Pressed!
“ T\URN you, you gol-darned breed,
B
Jude Bunker, standing up in
the wagon and looking back, enmarled
out the words to his associate.
Lebel, the half-bred, did mot need
the injunction.
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He was driving on the two horses with
savage, ruthless, cruel energy. His
long” whip rose and_cracked every
minute, the lash _ringing on tho
perspiring hides of his team.

But the horses were weary with a
long pull over rough ground, and the
way was steep. The tormented animals
did their best, but the pace was slow,
mnddenm%ly slow to the two rascals
whose dollars, invested in illicit liquor,
were at stake, and whose liberty was
also at stake.

‘““Another mile!” panted Jude. “Onc
mile more and we're all hunky. Ob,
make ’em move—make ‘em move !”

The half-breed did not trouble to
answer. is dark face was set and

savage.

“I guess that’s Steel arter us,” went
on Jude Bunker, staring back. “It's
a galoot in uniform, anyways; and he's

t half a dozen with him.” And we've
ept clear all the way from the rail-
road, and now—-"

“It was your doing!” snarled tho
half-breed, without looking round from
his lttnining team. “The boy has
betrayed us.”

«I ‘guess it was that kid,” said Jude
Bunker. “But you're a fool, 3
ou'd never have got at him with your
Knife, if I'd let you. He was watchicg
like a cat all the time, and he was
mighty ready to shoot. And I ain't sure
that it was that kid put Steel on the
track, either. ~Anyways, we're alli
hunky if we do another mile.
’%¢m move! Oh, make ’em move!”

The half-breed muttered o savage
exclamation, and lashed and lashed at

the weary horses.
“They'll have us! They'll have us!”

roaned Jude Bunker, watching the
unch of horsemen bobbing in the dis-
tance in the moonlight.’ “Oh, what luck

—almost at the finish.”

“They won't have us!” snarled the
Lali-breed. “At the worst, we'll cut
the horses loose and get away, and leave
he_wagon.”

Jude Bunker gave a yell.

“Leave the sl bung? Leave fifteen
Jundred cool dollars in liquor to be

Make | a
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spilt! Arter we've brought it so far!
I tell you f they come up before we'ro
unloaded we've got to fight.”

“Try a shot at them now !” growled
the half-breed. “It wonm’t stop them,
but it may delay.”

i

Jude Bunker picked up a rifie from
the wagon and sighted it over the
canvas cover. The horsemen were still
at a good distance, and in rapid motion,
and the wagon was rocking as it rolled.
A ehot was not likely to take much
effect under such_conditions. But the
boot-legger took aim and pulled trigger.

Crack, crack, crack ! i

Thrice the Winchester rang out, but
the bullets flew wide. The horsemen,|
swept on, unheeding.

Bunker dropped the rifle and cast an
anxious glance round. The wagon had
almost reached the crest of the acclivity,
and his hard face flushed with hope.

“We're doing it, Lebel | We're doing
it! Make ’em movg! Cut their hides
off, but make 'em move !”

Over the crest of the rise the wagon
rolled at last, the horses perspiring and,
panting under the savage lashes of the
teamster’s whip.

On the other side was a descent, rocky
and- rough, but Lebel did not heed the
danger of tho way. There was worss
danger  behind, The horses, relieved

& downward instead of an upward
path, ran harder, the wagon rolling and
rocking fairly on their heels. For half

mile the wagon and team careered
down the rough declivity, in danger
every moment of whirling over into
utter ruin, But the half-breed’s hand
was like iron on the reins, and the
horses kept their feet as if by a scries
of miracles,

«Halt 1

In tones of intense relicf Jude Bunker
rapped out the word. Lebel drew in
his_panting, exhausted team. |

e wagon stopped. |
. The boot-leggers evidently knew the
spot that they had now roached. Judo

unker jumped down and cast & hurried
glance back. The pursuers were still
on the other sido of the rocky ridge,

=
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to the view, as clear as if
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which hid them from sight so far. They
were now riding up the rou ascent
the wagon had already covered, gaining
at every stride of the horses, but still
out of sight.

“We've got time, I guess!” panted
Bunker.

The wagon had stopped by a clum
of pinc-troes that grew against a high
rock. Without a second more the two
boot-leggers set to work in feverish
haste unloading- the wagon.

Lebel handed out case after case to
Jude Bunker, who hurried through the
pine-trees with them. Each trip
occupied him lgss than a minute, and
each time he c#me back empty-handed.
Evidently they had'a sceret hiding-
place behind the trees.

The two men worked—or, rather,
slaved—vwith frantic haste. In an in.
credibly short spacc of time the last of
the crates containing the illicit liquor
had been dropped in the hidden den,

Breathless, exhausted, streaming with

iration, the two boot-leggers clam-
bered into the wagon again, and Lebel
took up the reins. His whip cracked,
and_the weary, unwilling horses were
set_in_motion.

The wagon rumbled
clump of pines.

Jude Bunker stood up in the vehicle
and stared back. In the bright moon-
light the rocky ridge behind was clear

sun
were shining.  Beyond rocks and
boulders Bunker caught sight of a
moving dot, and knew that it was a
Stetson_hat.

The horsemen had almost reached the
crest of the ridge; a minute more and
they would be in_full view.

Bunker chuckled. .

“.Tz}stlintiimi,flxbc! 1 lie said. “Don’t
you feel thankful, you durned, pesk,
halt-breears o cqoeky

Lebel did not answer.

He was whipping the horses on
savagely, The wagon was lighter now
without its Toad, and the path was still
to some extent downward. The horses,
tired as they were, gathered speed.

“Hyer they come!” grinned Bunker.

on past the

Over the crest of the ridge, mow a
good mile behind, rose a bunch of horse--
men against the moonlit sky.

Bunker grinned at them.

“Come on as soon and airly as you
like, you gol-darned galoots!” he
chuckled. “Come on, and you're wel-
come to all you find! Keep it up, you
breed | Make ’‘em move~make ‘em
move! We’re innocent traders, and we
figure it out that we’re chased by a
gang of rustlers! That’s what we
are, and what we. think! And the
farther off we are from the liquor when
they overhaul us the better! ake ‘em
move !

And the boot-legger chuckled glee-
fully as the wagon jolted and rattled
on.

CHAPTER |
Beaten!
" HERE they arc!”
l The Candian inspector pointed
with his riding-whip.
“Good !”
“We've got ’em !” chuckled Lovell.
In the clear moonlight the wagon was
plainly seen as the horsemen swept
over the ridge. Down the descent they
went galloping. The overhauling of
the wagon was only a matter of minutes

tow.

That the boot-leggers had halted
under cover of the ridge and got rid
of their tell-tale mrﬁo did mot oecur
to the pursuers yet. ‘Ihey had no means
of knowing that Jude Bunker had been
so mear to the smugglers’ hiding-place.
During the time that the intervening
ridge §ad hidden tho wagon from sight
the pursuers did not yet guess that it
had halted at all. If it was mnow
nearer at hand than they had expected
to see it, the evident weariness of the-
horses accounted for that fact. Indeed,
it was plainly only the savage cruelty
of the teamster that was keeping the
team going at all.

The horsemen swept_on.

Jimmy Silver could recognise the
wagon mow, and could recognise the
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bony, muscular man ¢standing up and
looking back. He had no doubt that
Jude Bunker and Lebel were the boot-
Ieg fgcm that Steel was looking for. At

events, their conduct at Swampy
Hollow in firing upon him showed that
they were breakers of " the law, and
thelr hurried fight was another proof
of their guilt.

But they were being overhauled hand
over hand now. Closer and closer swept
the horsemen. Steel and the rancher
had revolvers in hand, and Pete Peters
and Skitter Dick grasped their rifles
as they rode. They more than hal
expected a sudden blaze of rifle-fire from
the wagon now that capture was certain,
and doubtless their expectation would | t!
have been fulfilled_had the illicit :'u‘go
been still on board.

ut no shot came from the wagom,
and the horsemen rode closer, and
divided to pass on either side of ’it.

I tor Steel hailed the dusky
teamster.

“Halt I”

Jude Bunker stared at the officer from
the vngon and n ttered an exclamation

"GvT:h me xl it isn’t one of the
M.P.’s! Pull in them critters, pard,
there ain’t nothing to r\m from.”

Lebel in the horses.

':gtm ume to a halt, and the

His keen grey
ﬂ'" uurcbed tlu grmm-g face of Jude
unker.

“I gneu I want you,” he said.

Bunker nodded coolly.
ess I'm n ht lun. if you wf::t

me,” said. lad see you,
I guess you ‘uns lmn given us the
seare of our lives, you have. We

reckoned a gang of rustlers was arter
us.”
“Did you?” said Steel grunly
“Jest that! Ain’t I you afore
somewhere?” asked Bunker affably.
“Y 1 reckon you’re Imspector Steel,
I've met down at eer. Yon
hm‘l a fancy that I'd something to
with running fire-water to the In)uns.
but you found out it was a mistake.”
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“I did not find proofs of it, you
mean.”
“Havo it as you liko, old pard,” said

Jude Bunker  cheerfully.
arguing the point. “Anything T ene
for you now

“You can get off that wagon, and put
up yom' hands,” said the inspector
sharpl;

“A.nyﬂ.n to oblige,” said Bunker.

He Pe% from the wagon, and stood
with his hands over his Lead. He was
perfectly cool and self-possessed, like a
man who had nothing to fear. Jimmy
Silver wondered whether he was blufi-
ing; yet he wondered that even this |
impudent rascal should attempt & bluff |
that would so soon .” For a
scarch of the Wi dg(m wonlﬂ prove 1
whether it contained a consignment of’
illicit liquor or not.

Jude Bunker glnnce(] at Jimmy, and
smiled at him_and owed a wink on
the surprised Tamiwaod ] junior.

“Ain't you the Jourig  galoot that
helped us out, way back at the swamp?”
he asked.

“Yes,” answered Jimmy.

“And you’ve come arter us, to see if
‘we want any more help?” as]

ed Bunker.

“Now, that’s kind—that’s real kind!”
Skittor Dick burst into a_chuckle, and
Pete Peters grinned. Hudson Smredley
sat his horse, with his revolver in

an:lker'n du:ct:on. fThtil n;:xerl was
ready to shoot, i e t-legger
attempted any trickery. Bngﬁr

was nuhmxumve and good-] hnmo\uveﬂ
teel had cntered the wagom

Lebel nt mohon! ess in his’ seat,
did not offer to hinder him, sab
silent and sullen, chewing tobacco. '
Steel was busy in the wagon for some
ten evidentzp making

£

arch. d down ab
last, and though his bronxed face was
still quiet and impassive, Junmy Silver
could read the signs of a bitt

here.

“Sntlsﬁed old Eard?” asked Tude
Bunker. know what you
o| want, but xf ﬂmu'l nnyﬂunf in that
shebang what takes your fancy, I'n
open to trade.”
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“Where's the liquor?” snapped tho

inspector.

“The what?”

“Liquor.”

“Liquor " repeated Jude Bunker.
“Yowre joking, imspector. It’s agin

the law to Tun a cargo of fire-water, and
nobody should know that better than
you, Seeing as yowre an officer of the
Canadian police. I'm surprised at you,
Mr. Steel—I really am !’

Steel compressed his lips.

“You deny haying had a cargo of
liquor on board this wagon, Jude
Bunker?” he demanded.

“Waal, carry me home to die!” said
Jude Bunker.” “I mever was so sur-
prised! I'd be glad if you could find
any liquor on that there shebang, Mr.
Steel; I’m dying for agdrink.”

Rancher Smedley looked curiously at
the inspector. If there had been an
illicit consignment on the wagon it was
clear that the liquor was mno longer
there. That wild chase over long miles
of prairie in the moonlight had been
in vain.

Steel was silent for some “moments.
His defeat was bitter enough to him,
though he strove hard to betray no sign
of what be was feeling inwardly.

“Why didn’t you stop when you saw
us after you?” lie asked suddenly.

“We reckoned you was a gang of
rustlers, as I've told you, Never

- dreamed you-was the Canadian M.P.'s,”

said Jude Bunker calmly. “How was a
galoot to guess? I ask you that, Mr.
Steel. This hyer moonlight is mighty
onsartain. Never reckernised you for a
minute.”

“Don’t you think that story’s.a bit
too thin sna])ped the inspector. “You
knew very well that I was atter you,
and you never took us for rustlers.”

“@oc-whiz! Then why do you think
we put it on as we did?” asked Jude
Bunker innocently. “Why, we lit out
like steam, Mr. Bteel, and why, if we
didn’t think you was a gang of
rustlers ?” <.

“Because you had a cargo of illicit
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liquor on board,” said the Canadian
inspector sternly.

Jude Bunker sighed.

“There you go agin!” he said. “If
you can prove that, Mr. Steel, yow're
safe for the good books of your sooperiers
at Cnlgary. Can you prove it, do you
think P

The inspector did not answer that
question, There was no possibility of
proof, now that the illicit liquor was
gone.

“What, are you doing
Windy River, anyhow ?”
denly.

“ Lookin

up here in
he asked sud-

for a chance to trade,”
answered Bunker readily. ““I've gob
some notions on that ~shebang—and
there’s honest money, to be made in
trade, I reckon.”

“Yo?,’re a way off from the settle

ments.’

“Yep—through running away from
ou, taking = you for rustlers,” said
unker. ‘“You’ve made me lose a lov
of time, inspector.?

“And why did you fire on this boy,
Silver, after he'd helped you get the
wagon out of the mire?”

“1 swow I mever did,” said Jude
Bunker. “I allow Lebel yonder let
loose his rifle, but he was shooting at
a  turkey-buzzard.  Mebbe the kid
fancied hie was being shot at.”

“Tt came Eretty close, for a fancy,
said Jimmy Silver.

“I’ve allers warned that breed to be
more keerful with firearms,” said Jude
solemnly. “He missed tho turkey-
‘buzzard, too.”

“TLuckily, he missed me,” said Jimmy.

Bunker ‘shook his head.

“He’s ready to swear, and I'm ready
to swear, that he was shooting a
turkey-buzzard,” he said.. “I don’t

allow, inspector, that you can worry
me any on thaf. But I'm ready and
willing to go along with you, if that’s
your game. Always respected the law,
{ have, on both sides ‘of the border,
and I guess I've got a great respect
for your uniform, Mr. Stecl.”
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There was a faint grin on the stolid, | s

dusky face of the half-breed. Evidently
the inspector was at a loss, and tho

winning card, as it were, was in the
hands of the doot-leggers.
That they *were boot-leg smugglers,

and that they had brought a cargo of
forbidden liquor northward for sale to
the Indians the inspector was assured
—as_certain as he could be without
proof. But the law required proof, and
the only satisfactory proof was the
scizure of the liquor in possession of
the smugglers, Somewhere cn route
the cargo had been dropped and hidden,
the inspector was sure of that, but in
what point from the Swampy HoHow,
in the many miles covered, he could
not gucss.

At all events, it was clear that it
was hidden now, and that there was no
clue to its hiding-place. And, without
the actual prescnce of the forbidden
liquor, the inspector was helpless. He
knew it, and the boot-leggers knew it.

Henco the slow, mocking grin_ of
Lebel, the half-breed, and the impudent

good-humour of Jude Bunker. th of
“them were cnjoying their triumph over

the officer of the Canadian Police.
“Well, Steel?” said the rancher at

ast.

The inspector drew a deep breath.
.UM ing back,” he
said. “I guess I'm sorry I've brought

you so far on a wild-goose chase

“I guess I'm sorry it hasn’t ended
better,” said ‘the rancher. “We know
they had the stuff.”

“No doubt about that.”

Inspector Steel stepped to his horse.

He bore his disappointment admirably.

“What rotten luck !” breathed Arthur

Edward Lovell. “I made sure we'd got

the rotters, Jimmy.”

Jimmy Silver nodded glumly.

He had felt sure of it, too. He was
as certain of the boot-legger’s guilt as
the inspector himself, but he realised
that it was a question of proof. Proof
was lacking, and it was impossible to
arrest the two rascals on the bare sus-
picion of having had a cargo of illicit
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irits on board their wagon. Jude -
unker’s cxplanations were platisible
enouglh, too, though nobody believed |
them.

“Going ?” asked Jude Bunker cheerily.
“Waal, I guess I'm sorry I can’t offer |
ou’ roticshment arter your lang ride, |
ut the fact is, )
myself.”

Skitter Dick chuckled. . i
“And the breed here can’t stand the
sight of it, can you, breed?” went on

Bunker.

TLebel grinned.

“Oh, can it!” grunted Pete Poters. -
“Somebody will rope you in_sooner or
later, you' pesky mugwump. Kecp your
chin-wag till yowre before a judge;
yowll need it then.” -

Inspector Steel mounted his horse, and
the outfit moved off. Jude er and
the half-breed, grinning, watched them !

m a teetotaller |

go.

The Canadian. inspector was _very -
silent as the party rode away, back the "
way they had come, over the ridge.

ith a clatter of hoofs on the rocks,
they mounted the slope, leaving the
two boot-leggers standing by the wagon,
watching them and grinning.

“I supposo nothing could have been
done, Steel?” said the rancher, after
a long silence, i

Steel shook his head.~

“Not after the dropged the liquor.”

“You're surc they had it?” i

“Quite 1”

“They hadn’t a chance to drop it
unseen, after we got sight of them, I
guess.”

“Not till they got over this ridge,”
said the inspootor. -“They were out of
sight for a bit then. I reckon they
dropped the cargo somewhere between
the top of this ridge and the place
where the wagon stopped. That’s about
a mile of rough country to nose into.
They were frantic to get away before
they passed the ridge; after that they
stopped at the order and surrendered.”
His gaze swept round over the rough
rocks  and boulders and pine-trecs.
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'Somewhere within a mile, T guess—if a]

man knew where to look.”

“It’s a big order.”

“*Sure.”

“I feel as if lts my fanlt » muttered
Jimmy Silver. “If 't helped
them " get the wagon oot Swampy
Hollow-—

“Thxts all right. If you hadn’t
found them, we shouldn’t be on_their
track at all,” said Steel. “They'd
dodged my men. T owe you some thauks,
my boy; I’m not done with them yet.”

T party rode over the ridge, an
descended the southern side. Then the
inspector drew rein.

“Yowre coming on to the ranch?”
asked Hudson Smedley.

“I guess not, Jude Bunk:er can think
s0,” said the inspector cool f “We're
out of their sight now, and 1 guess I'm
stoppmv Yowll see’ my men aronud
the ranch to-morrow, Mr. Smedley,
and youll send them on 4o join me here,

I guess I'm going to watch those two
critters like their owngshadows.”
“So-long, then!” 'said  Hudson
Smedley.
The horsemen rode on, and the in-
spector dismounted. Jimm; Silver

glanced back, a_hundred yards further
on. Inspector Steel and his horse had
already vanished from sight among the
Tocks.

The moonlight was fading into_dawn
when the tired tiders_rcached the
Windy River Ranch. Jimmy  Silver
turned,_into bed, but, tired as he was,
he could not help thinking, long ere ho
slept, of the intrepid Canadian in-
spector, alone in the wilderness of the
“bad lands” on the track of the
desperate boot-leggers.

CHAPTER 6.
Seeking for Strays!

o EAVE it to me!” said Arthur
Edward Lovell.

immy Silver sighed,
Raby and Newcome grinned.
It was Arthur Edward’s way, when

and
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there was a difficulty, to consider that

o was the fellow to tackle it. Lovell
was blessed wih complete confidence in
himself. Unnumbered failures had not
discouraged him

There was a dificulty now.

The chums of Rookwood had ridden
out from the Windy River Ranch early
in- the sunny morning. It was the
busy season at the Alherta ranch, and
Hudson Smedley and the “outfit” had
plenty to do, for which reason Jimmy,
Silver & Co. naturally desired to make
themselves useful.

A bunch of “strays” had disappeared
—half a_dozen valuable steers—and they,
had to be found. It was passlbla ﬂ.mt
the steers had been “run by som
cattle thief, or by soiia wandermg
“bucks * from the IMtian reserve. Bubt
the probability was. that they had wan-
dered from the grasslands round Lone
Pine, and were ?:sh somewhere in the
“bad lands * mnorth of the ranch. And
Jimmy Silver & Co. had taken on the
task of searching for them.

They had been some hours in the
saddle that morning, but so far mno
trace had been discovered of the stra; s.
Jimmy Silvor, who had picked up
this time a considerable knowledge of
trails and_prairie-craft, had not suc-
ceeded in finding any “sign.” Jimmy’
idea was to ride direct to the bad lands,
and resume the search there among the
ravines and ridges: But Lovell shook
his head with an air of superior ‘wisdom.

“Leave it to me,” he said. “The fact
is, Jimmy, old man, yon’re too keen
on having your own way.

«Oh, my hat !” TRaLd Jisi mmy.

“You're a bit obstinate, ‘old fellow,
if you don’c mind my mentioning it,%
said Lovel

“Not M: a'ﬂ *» said Jimmy sarcastically.

“You see, a chap ought to
back seat when another chap knows
better,” explained  Lovell. ou see
tha

i uito 1 assented Jimmy. “I'm only

waiting for you to take the back seat.”
Raby and Newcome chuckled. Lovell
frowned.
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“Don’t be an ass, Jimmy. Now, I
don’t suppose for a moment that the
cattle have wander into  the bad
lands. They’re on the prairic some-
where.”

“They’d " have been seen before this,”
said Raby.

“Oh, there’s lots of hollows and
gullies and so on where they might be
out of sight,” said Lovell. “We ve
simply got to pick up their trail and
—and follow it, and—and run them
down, and there you are. It's perfectly
simple.”

“Simple as Euclid,” said Newcome.

“I'll" tell you what,” said Raby.
“Let’s take a rest while Lovell picl
up the trail.
zhm;s that it would be a pity to stop

N Good egg 1" said Neweome. I could
do_with some lunch.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“That’s a_cinch,” he said. “Go it,

Lovell, We'll givé you an hour to roof
around, and then we'll ride on to the
bad lands and search for them there.”

“I don't suppose I shall want an
on

hour, if you fellows won't kee
said

interrupting and  bothering,”
Lo

vell.

“Go it, then !”

Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome
procceded to camp in the shade of a
Tree “The Tot swmmer sun was blazing
down on the plain, and they were glad
of the rost and shade.

They wupacked food from their saddle-
bags and lunched, while Arthur Edward
Lovell lunted for the trail of the lost
catfle. Lovell disappeared - from their
sight, busy on the quest. The threc
juniors smiled as they watched him go.

They did not sharo Lovell's confidenco
in his powers as o trailer, But they
were willing to give s e, o
o speak, while they lunched and rested.

Having finished  their meal, they
stretched themselves in the grass, while
their horses cropped the herbage round
them contentedll( Orerhend tho sy

He's so good at these|"
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the Rocky Mountains. Innumerable
insects buzzed round them in tho grass,
and every now and then there was o
sharp smack as one of the juniors
squashed a_mosquito.

Jimmy Silver sat up at last.

“The  hour’s up! he emarked,
“Lovell docsw’t scem to have found
that trail.”

“I suppose it would take him about
ten years,” remarked Raby thoughtfully.
“We can’t wait so long as that.

“Hardly|” grinned  Jimmy _ Silver.’

“We'd better be getting on, I think.
It’s practically certain that the strays
are in the lands, and we want to
find_them before sundown if we can.”
“Hallo, here he comes !

“Looks as if he's found something,
too,” said Newcome.

Arthur Edward Lovell was coming
back to the camp at a gallop. Jimmy
Silver & Co, rose from the grass to meet
him. _They observed _that_ Arthur

Edward was looking jubilant. Evidently,
e, had returned to feport a success.
“Got

it?” asked Raby,
own from his horse.

t pip !
und the trail,”

carclessly. “I think I told you fellows

that T should,”

“You did ! said Jimmy, with a nod.

“Well, you sec, then—"

“We don’t sce the trail yet.” .

“You will when I've had a snack,”
said Lovell. “Hand_out some of the
grub. I'm huni T've picked up the
§rail of ome of the strays, but, of course,
one will lead us to the others. The;
generally keep together, I believe.”

“And " whero's e trailp” i

alf a mile from here,” said Lovell.

"I’ll show you. I can cat while we're
riding. Come on !”

The juniors remounted their horses
and followed Arthur Edward Lovell
across the plain. Jimmy Silver was
wondering whether Lovell really had
found_ the desired trail. There was, as

was blue and
sun glinted on the nnow-caypcd peaks of

he to Raby, such a
thing as fool’s luck.

as Lovell

said Lovell
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¢ “Tere you are!” exclaimed Tovell
triumplaitly, slipping from his saddle

last. “Here 1t is, plain as a_turn-
kae' "What do you think now, Jimmy

Silver?’
J Blazer and cxamined the trail.
There was no doubt that it was a
trail, and a clearly-marked one, and it
looked fresh. It ran from south-east to
north-west—the direction, as  Jimmy
noted, from the Windy River Ranch to
the bad lands.
fresh trail, casy to follow, and perhaps
Lovell had cause to fecl triumphant.
[There was only ono detail that had
- 'escaped Arthur Edward’s cagle eye, but
did not escape Jimmy’s. The trail was
thyp of a orse—not of a steer,
ovell had not observed that trifling
detail.  As the juniors were looking for
steors, not for liorscs, the fgail was not
s estimation.

CHAPTER 7.
©On the Trail!
IMMY SILVER dismounted from

of much use in Jimmy" He
smiled.
Looyioll, fsu't it a trail?” demanded

1
“No doubt about that!” assented
Jimmy Silver.
. “And I found it,”

“You did, old cliap.”

d pushied on to the bad lands,
as you wanted us_to, we .should have
mised. this,” said Lovell.

“We should !” agreed Jim

“Tt leads towards the bad lands”
said Tovell. “But the steer can’t be as
fag as that yot; the trails & fresh.”

“The steer?” said J:

“The stray that made Chis trail,
mean.”

Jimmy smiled again. Raby and New-
come had not dismounted. ~They were
Joaving tho leadorahip to Jimmy ilver.
They saw the trail, but from the saddle
they did mof motice its special charac-
teristics.

“Well, let’s get on,” said Lovell, re-
mounting, “We can follow this steer
up, and he’s pretty-certain to lead us

saui Lovell.

I

Undoubtedly it was a |side.
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to the whole bunch,
grinning at, Jimmy 9

“Was 1 griuning ?”

“Yes, you ass! What's the joke?”
“You are, old fellow.

“Look here!” bawled Lovell “Are
we following this trail or not, now L've
found it?”

“Certainl, A

Jimmy Silver jumped on Blazer again,
and the four youthful cowboys rode off,
Tovell in the lead, keeping ahead with
Liis eyes on the trail. Jimmy Silver and
Raby and Newcome rode behind him
abréast. Raby and Newcome eyed
Stmmy Silvet inquiringly Erom either
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What are you

“Is the trail all right?” asked Raby.
“That depends,” answered Jimmy
cheerfully. “If we're looking for a
Thorseman who rode away from the ranch
this morning to join Inspector Steel in
the bad lands were all right.”
—a horseman " cjaculated New-
come. “Is that a gee-gee’s trail P

“Just that ”

“That ass Lovell—"

“What the thump are we following it
for, then, if it isn’t the trail we want?”
demanded Raby.

“I’s all right,” said Jimmy. “My
idea was to make for the bad lands, and
this trail leads us right there, so we may
as well follow it as nct, Bub we shan’t
come up with a stray steer. We shall
come up with Trooper Bright, of the
Canadian Mounted Police, if anybody.”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“It will be guite a plessant surprise
for Tovell,” said Jimmy. “Only I hope
he wow't rope-in Mr. Bright with his
lasso before Lie discovers that he's nob o
stray steer.””

“Ha, ha, ha !’

Raby and Newcome roared, and Lovell
looked round suspiciously. He had not
heard the talk, Dbut he heard the roar of
Jaugh

“Enats
snapped.

“Only mosquitoes,”
blandly. “Keep going, Lovell.
following our leader, you know.”

biting you fellows?” he

said Jimmy Silver
We're
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Tovell snorted,

d rode on ahead again.
His three comrades {followed him cheer-
fully. ~They were going tho way they
wanted to go, and it did not matter whethor
there was a false trail under their horses’
hoofs or not.

The trail was so plain in the thick grass
that there was no mistaking it, and Lovell
put his hor: he gallop. The Co.
galloped after him contentedly.

Jimmy = Silver kcpt lm eyes on the
prairie ahead, expecting to see, sooner or
ater, the stalwart uniformed figure of
Trooper Bright, of the Canadian Mounted
Police. vell was watching the plain for
a steer, which he was not 5o ikely to
behold.

t no moving figure broke the expanse
of rolling plain. The juniors drew nearer
at a gallop to the bad lands, the stretch
of broken, stony country that lay between
the plains and the foothills of the Rocky
Mountains.  The grew  sparsor
under the horses’ hoofs, and sand and
rocks cropped out of the soil. The ground
was broken up into roc ges and
gullies, and um galloping hoofs  clinked
on loose stone:

Lovell remzd in his horse. The trail,
which he had followed for miles, by this
time was lost on the hard soil.

“Stopping?” asked J.mmy Silver, rein-
ing in Blazer, as Lovell wheeled back.

“You cnn see tho trail’s lost!" snapped
IAJVB" “I shall have to look for sign.'

my Silver did not answer. His
g]am;e was turned to the sky. Overhead,
short distance in advance, a buzard
was wheeling on its pinions in the blue,
It shot duwn suddenly, and disappeared
into a rocky gully.

From the weuwnrd came sailing another
of the obscene birds of prey, and from the
east another. Both of them wheeled round
over the gully, and shot down into it with
the speed of arrow:

Jimmy Silver’s faco was grave now.

He knew what the scttling of a buzzard
meant—that some dead_carcase lay below,
hidden by the rocks. Frem near and far
}he hideous birds were gathering to the
cast,

“Of comrse, we'ro nob stopping here!”
said Lovell. “I shall pick up plenty of
sizn. I fancy that steer isn’t far away.
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What the merry thump are you staring at
the sky for, Jimmy " Star-gazing in broad
daylight

Jimmy did not heed.

Another bird on sweeping pinions came
specding from the foothills, and darted
down into_the rocky gully, which was about,
half a milo ahead of tho juniors.

“Como on!” said Jimmy hurriedly.

“I haven't found the trail yet.”

“Never mind the traill Come on!”

= here—" roared Lovell.

“Don’t you sce the buzzards, you ass?"
exclaimed Jimmy Silver impatiently.
¢ Ihorc's somothing, or somebody, dead in
the bad lands ahead of us. Come on, I tell
you!”

e rode on at a gallop,

H iving Arthur
Edward Lovell no further

ccd. 'There
128 a fonx in his heart that somo misdance
had happened to Trooper Bright, who had

ridden away from the ranch so checn]y
that moring.

Lovell stared after him.

“Look here, you fellows—" he said.

“Oh, come on, old chop, and give your,
chin a rest!” said

“It’s possible that «lm steer has pegged
out,” said Lovell. “The buzzards would
nose it out at once, of course. But I'd
rather look for sign—' !

“Look for it and be
Newcome.

Raby and Newcome galloped on after
Jlmmy Silver, and Lo‘eﬁ after expressing
his feelings in an expressive snort, rodo
Mk-r them. Jimmy Silver had put Blazer,
to o gallop, and "the horse’s hoofs wore.
rn!(lmg and clmermg at a great rate'
over stony soil. after buzzard
was now droppmﬁl into the gully ahead,'
and Jimmy could hear the disco:

blowed!” said

rdant cries
of the ohscrmu birds. He rode breathlessly,
into the birds of proy, gathering in

clamorous quarrel over the carcase of a
horse.

Jimmy Silver sprang down, and lashed
round “with his riding-whip, and l)m
buzzards, with savage and raucous ories,’
scattered under his attack, re!nctnntly
leaving their prey. They settled on rocl
near at hand, fearful to venture nc:\rer.
but watching with greedy evee
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CHAPTER 8.
The Redskins!

OVELL and his companions came up
clattering, and jumped from their
horses. “Jimmy “was bending over
the dead animal lying on the rocky

ground. There was a bullet hole in the
head of the dead horse, and already the
carcase had been torn by the beaks of the
birds of prey. Jimmy recognised the
horse—a black with white patches, which
Trooper Bright had ridden that morning
from the ranch. ut, to his great relief,
there was no sign of the trooper himself
ab hand. It was only the body of a horse,
not of a man, that the buzzards had been
clamouring over.

“What—what’s this?” exclaimed Lovell,
staring at the dead horse. It was a steer
that ho had expected to find thero,

i Bright’s horse,” said Jimmy shortly.

“Oh1” said L
tumble, then ?”

“It’s been shot through the head.”

“Phew ! But where’s the steer 7

“The what ?”

. “The steer whose trail we've been follow-
ing all this time.”

" We've been followin,
you =2ss!”  exclaime
impatiently.
¢ Lovell jumped.

“This—this horse ?”

“Yes, fathead | Now give us a rest.”

Arthur Edward Lovell blinked at the slain
horse and blinked at Jimmy Silver. The
cexpression on his face would have made his
chums chortle at any other time. But the
discovery of Trooper Bright's horse, shot
dead, made them too serious to think about
Lovell and his_egrogious mistakes. An
enemy’s hand had shot the horse down; and
what had happened to the trooper ?

Then—then it was a horse’s trail all

the time?” stuttered Lovell at last, Bub
nobody heeded Lovell,
1 He blushed unseen, as it wero.

Jlmmy Silver looked about him with keen
eyes. The stray cattle of which the juniors
were in scarch were forgotten now. iThe
fato of the trooper was a more important

atter.

Close at hand J

ovell. “Bright's taken a

this horse’s trail,
Jimmy  Silver

Closs_at_h immy found Trooper

Bright's carbinc. It had besn emasheq r

Bl aw n ook ol

crevico. The lock was in fragoseats,
Sty pickod it .
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.. “That was done to make it useless, and
it was thrown away,” he said. “Bright

never did it, of course. He's becn collared
and disarmed. He was ambushed as
was riding through this gully, it's pretty
clear, and his horse shot down from cover.
Then they collared him before he could
handle his carbine.”

“They? Who?” said Newcome.

Jimmy’s answer was direct.

“The bootleggers 1

‘*Oh, my hat I said Lovell.

“It’s lucky that Lovell hit on that trail,
after all,” said Jimmy quietly. “It’s no
use us looking for tho stray steers; but
never mind the steers now. We've got to
help Trooper Bright out of a scrape—that’s
our duty. Hudson Smedley won’t mind our
letting the steers slide for that.”

“bYouvyou think he’s still alive?” asked

aby.
“T'm surc of if. They could have shot
him down as casily as shooting his horse;
but they wouldn’t have troubled to take the
body away.”

“Oh 1” gasped Lovell.

“He’s a prisoner,” went on Jimmy
Silver. “I dare say he was knocked out by
falling on_the rocks when his horse went
down, and was collared without a fight.
It's the bootleggers, of course—Jude Bunker
and Lebel, tho half-breed—and perhaps
more of the gang. This is only a short
distanco from the spot where their wagon
was run down, and you know that Inspector
Steel stayed in the bad lands to wate
them; he belicved that they had hidden
their ‘cargo of Jliquor before the wagon was
overtaken. He was after the smuggled
liquor, Trooper Bright came on hero to
join him.*

“And instead of joining him he fell
with the bootleggers?” said Newcome.
“That's it. And they’ve got him.”

“Then they've very likely got the
inspector, t0o.” %

T shouldn’t wonder. Ho was watching
them, to find out where they had hidden
tho liquor; and very likely they guessed
and were watching him, too.”

Raby looked round at the wild, solitary
rocks, with clumps of pine and fir and
straggling bush, Save for the croaking of
the buzzards, tho bad lands wore silent in
the blazo of the sun. But juniors
realised that every boulder, cvery patch of

in
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bush, might gl\e cover to a hidden, watch-
ing cnomy.

“Blossed if T 'know how we're going to

help them !” mld Raby. “If we ride back
to the ranch for help, we shan’t get there
before dark.”

“No time for that,” said Jimmy Silver
decidedly. “It's what wo can do oursclves
that counts.”

“They’ve got hold of Trooper Bright and
Inspccwr Steel,” said mefm “Well, all
we've got to do is to follow up their trail.”

"Il’s not easy to pick up sign on theso
rocks.

“Loave it to me.”

“What?”

*“Leave it to me,” said Lovell, while his
comrades stared at him almost dazedly.
“You know how good I am at a trail. 1'll
manage it all right.”

“Well, my word !” murmured Newcome,

VIR AT s AR ardli was Sotidis:
couraged by failure. Having picked up a
horso’s trail in mulnke for that of a stray
stecr, he was prepared to distinguish him-
u-lf ngmn—daubt oss with results equally

“Lovull, old man,” said Jimmy ofter o
pause, 1o good aud chuck it. This is
serious mal

That's why you'd better leave it to me,”
explained Lo
E Por goodness® sake, old fellow, dry up 1"
said Jlmmy, almost losing paticno at lust

Lok hote, Jimmy Silver—

meng mel] in a somewhat wrathy and
mmd frame of mind, Jimmy Silver pro-
ceded to make his own investigations. At
Rook\vood Jimmy had been ono of the best
of the Boy Scouts, and he had picked up a
great deal of practical knowledgo from the
cowboys since he had been en the Windy
River Ranch. He needed it all now if he
was to help the victims of the liquor smug-
glers.  Somewhere in the bad _lands,
probubly ncar at hund, were Jude Bunker
and the breed, with tho cargo of liquor they
were smuggling to the skins in tho
lood Indian reserve farther north. And
probably in the hands of the bootleggers
were Trooper Bright and Ins eclm‘ smc)
of the Canadian Mounted I’orx Jim;
Silver hunted for sign which wou]d mdlcntu
in what direction Trooper Bright had been
taken by his captors. I'rom the fact that
the birds of prey had not yet devourcd the
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slain horse, he could calculate that it was
not long since the attack on the trooper had
been made; IO the trail, if any, should have
been fresh.

But sign mu difficult to find on hard
rocks, and a long time Jimmy Silver
hunted in \'nm Ac length, at a little dis-
tance up the gully, ho camc on a fragment

of cloth caught on n bush, with traces where
two men, at least, porhaps three, had
trampled ' through. He called back to his

“Thl way !

Beyond the bushes were rocks again, with
no trace nf o trail. But Jimmy Silver was
hopeful n

& Thoy it i thix difection, st 18aet™ ha
sai
“I don’t feel so ,ouy suro ol that,” said
Loyell, mth a shake hea

“Well, we'll_try tlus du-eouou, anyhow,”
snid Jimmy Silver mildly.

And tho fouj juniors rode on up the
gully, keeping their eyes well open on all
sides. They had covered about half a mile,
when Jimmy suddenly pulled in his horse.

“More sign?” asked Lovoll sarcastically.

“Stop !” said Jimmy. *Listen!”

From somewhere ahead came a rumbling
sound, echoing through the rocky ravines

nd gulhcl of the bad lands.

*“Sounds_like distant thunder,” grunted
Lovell, “I suppose wo're not going to stop
for a storm, are we

“It sounds like it,” said Jimmy quietly,
“but_it isn't.

“Whatyis ,(hcni"

“Hoofs,” said Jimmy,
twenty houc, I should say.”

“Oh, draw it -mild!” said Lovell.
“There’s only two of the bootleggers, and
even if they've got a gang about here, thero
wouldn’t be twenty of tho rotters.”

“They’re smuggling the liquor to tho
Blood Indians,” said Jimmy. “I romember
tho inspector said that they wouldn’t bo
likely to drive the wagon openly to the
reservation. It's more likely that a party
of the Redskins would come to meet them
here i in the bad lands and take the liquor

aw 5
“Oh, you think they'rg Redskin 2
lpretly sure of
W e it us,” said Lovell
“The Indians in Alberta are all peaceful.”
“Not if we came betwcen them and

“und at least
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smugglcd fire-water,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly

o Oh I” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver bent his head and listened
intently. The rocks were so full of echoes
that it was difficult to “place” the sound
of the trampling hoofs, growing louder
‘every moment now. Beyond the gully that
the juniors were following a rocky ridgo
rose against the blue sky, runming north
and south. As the trampling grew clearer
Jimmy decided that the unseen horsemen
were riding from the north, the rocky ridge
hiding them from the slght of tho juniors.
i He signed to his chums to remain where
they were—a sign rather unwillingly heeded
by Lovell—and crept forward on foot. In
a cleft of the rocks a tall pin-tree grew,
and Jimmy Silver clambered actively up
‘the tree to a height that enabled him to
look over the ridge. He meeded only one
‘glance. That glance showed him a troop
lof Red Indians riding at a_trot—twenty
‘or twenty-five in number, They were not
in war-paint, and so evidently not upon
the warpath, and at any other time Jimmy
Silver would not hn.ve hesitated to let
thé bucks see him, but he knew now that
they were a party of the Bloods on their
iway to meet the beptleggers. And to come
between a Redskin and his fire-water was
‘about as safe as to come between a panther
and his prey.

,tJuumil slid back down the treegand re-
oined his chums. The tramplink of the
odsking'’ horses grew fainter beyond the

‘ridge to the southward,

CHAPTER 9.
In Ruthless Hands!

GUESS we're all hunky now ¥
udo Bunker, the bony, aatonn.
jamed bootloggor, spoke in tones of
i tisfaction. ~His companion, the
:E on, sa\'nge half-breed, modded without

%Jude Bunker stood und

er a clump of trees
{3 the bad lands, looking to tho north. Tho
chawmgntsngmed on a rock near at hand
% Behind the tre
larly piled rocks, 5
Beyond the fissure,
cealed by bush, was

‘1

s was a miass of irregu-
in which a fissuro opened.

which was nearly con-
a cave, and in the cave
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was stacked the contraband cargo of tho
ootleggers.

Oh th rownd) bound hand and fook lay
two men, whom Jimmy Silver & Co. would
have recognised as Inspector Steel and
Trooper Brigh, of the Canadian Mounted

olice.

*“All hunky and O.K.” continued Jude
Bunker, blowing out_a. cloud of smoke from
his pipe. ‘Loaping Elk will b horo before
sundown with his bucks, Lebel.”

The half-breed nodded again.

en, I guess, we're going to clear,”
said Bunker. “The sooner we vamoose the
ranch, old pard, the better for our health.
I guoss thero might be somo moro of the
M5 nosing along tnto the bad lands
when Mr. Steel don’t turn up at Mosquito

. %ebcl showed his teeth, brown with
of

“And leave them to tell what has hap-
pened ?” he asked, jerking a dusky thumb
towards the two_prisoners. “Do you think
we should be safe in Canada afterwards 1

uess not,” said Bunker thoughtfully,
smmg at the two prisoncrs.

“I tell you,” said the half-breed, “they
shall not live to hunt us down. fooled
them before, but they have seen the fire-
water now, and their word is good enough
to send us to prison. Are you thinking of
getting over the border into the States and
throwing up the game, then?”

Bynlker shook his hea d.

guess not,” he answered. “Boot-
1eggmg among tho Rods 1s paying game,
breed, and I guess I ain’t quitting.”

Tobel rose from tho boulder and drow a
knife from his belt. There was no mercy
in his dark, savage face as he stepped to-
wards the prisoners.

“Then it is settled,” he said. “If you
aro afraid to look on it, Jude Bunker, furn
ur back.”

‘A revolver glittered in the hand of the
booclegg

“Put up that knife, breed I”

Heo rapped out the order sharply.

Lebel swung round towards him; hls black
eyos glinting, the knife clutched in- his
han d

tell you—" he hissed.
“I‘ut it up or, by gum, I'll drop you in
your, tucks T Shouted Bunker angrily.
Sullenly the_ breed drove the knife back
into the case in his belt.
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“But ﬂm\ shall not live to betray us, all
the same,” ho said sullenl:

“I guess, breed, that lb‘! a sorious matber
to spill tl io_juice of the Canadian Mounted
Pohcc said Jude Bunker coolly. “Ain't
that so, inspector 1

“1 guess you'll find it so if you go that
far,” hm\\'crcd Inspector Stecl qmctly.
| “Jest s0,” nssented Bunker. “Why, it's
onnuph to bring all the Mounted Police in
the North-West :curr)mg hyer to the bad

happened, and to
) 4 f

lands to find out what’s
get hold of Judo Paier
“Sur said Stecl.

“That breed is jost an Injun suvago, Mr.
Steel,” said Bunker, taking a scat ol
near the prisoners and regardmg thesn whtle
he smoked and talked. *“He's all too
mighty spry with that :m-l:er nl his. Why,
what would our necks be w Mr. Steel,
if you was found cut up, & .t you wasn't
found at all, for that mattor?”
' *“Very little, I guess.”

N Pronctl: X umn(ed Bunker. “All the

3 hat at this blessed minute

\ml ro_thinking of lpmng your men from

osquito and rounding us up.”

"Corrcct 1” suid the Canadian inspector
alm
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g Yon wouldn't think of letting us rip, not
if wo offered you a stake in the game " said
Dunh.-r.

f you offored mo all tho profits of
your nucnhty ton times over,” said Steel.

“Jest so!” assented Bunker. “Don’t I
know you. You can’t bribe the Canadian
Mounated, and if you stick one, as that breed
wants to do, you have the whole b'iling on
your trail, and thoy won't lob up this sido

of Tophet, I guess. I reckon we can hand
water to Leaping Elk and his
) tor, and finger the dust they're
handing out for it, and light out for the
States before you can get your galoots arter
us. DBut that mcans kceping cloar of
Cunada and bootlogging arter, and that
ain't our game, Mr. Steel.”

The pector did not answer. Troope
Bright R s bast e pariatiuns ol
faco in silence. Neither of the Canadians
had any kope of escaping alivo from tho
Tunds of the bootloggers, and they wondered
why Bunkor had restrained the hand of the
savage half-breed.

You

shouldn’t have butted in, Mr.
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Steel,” said Bunker. “If you'd gono back
artor finding the wagon ompty, you 'd have
been safe. E[ou had to h ang on and watch
us and nose out where we'd hid the liquor.
You've asked for it, Mr. Steel, and if you
get. u \ou ve got y mursoll to thank. If w
hadn’ d you in you'd have run us o
ou \\mnld and the sumo with your man
hyor, what dmppcd into our hands as oblig-
ing
Tmoper Bnght knitted his brows.

“You're goin’ bnck to Mosquito,” went
on Judo Bunker. “That's where you're
goin'—back to Mosquito.”

The breed uttered a fierce exclamation.

“Can it, man, can it!” said Bunker im-
patiently. "1 el you your sticker ain’t
wanted.  The; going back to Mosquito

by way of the \dey River.”
Lebel starcd at him,
“T guess accidents will hl\ppcn in the bad
lands, even. to an inspector of the Canadian

Police,” said Bunker, with a savage grin.
“Wo ain't fur hyer from the head waters of
the Windy, imspector, | When you float

down as f ou out,’

ar as Mos mw they’ll ﬁnh

and I zookon thoy I figuro i out hat you

tumhled into the water. Causo why, thero
a mark on you to tell different.”

Sleel drew a deep, hard breath, and
Trooper Bright snnod The breed burst
into a harsh chuckle.
avvy now?” askod Bunker, grinnivg
at his comanion in crime.

The breed nodded.

“Plenty_savvy! Good!”

“I guess a good many galoots, rldmg
carcless in the bad lands, have
tumble,” remarked Jn(lo Bunker ruﬂcc-
tively. “I guess it thmg new for a
carelzas galoot ta e TTloiare e inythe
bad lands and get rowndcd And who's (o
guess that you was held under water with
your hands tied till you was a gone coon,
and then untiod nnd sot floating? I ask
you that, Mr. Ste B

Steel did not spcak.

Ho comprehended now the dastardly
scheme of the bootlegger for covering up his
tracks. If cither tho inspector or the
trooper axuu]md alivo Judo Bunker's ocou-
pation was gone as a bootlegger, and the

rofits of the xllm‘ liquor trade with the

ndians were too great to be relinquished.
And probably it was not the first time that
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his rascally trade had driven the bootlegger
to desperate deeds.

Two dead men would be found ﬂoatin%in
the Windy River, with nothing to show that
they had met with violenco. Even before
tho bodies were found Jude Bunker and his
associate would be gone. And even if foul
play was suspected, there would be little
1o fix suspicion on Bunker; bu
likely that his dastardly schome would be
even suspected.  The bodies would not be
the first that had been “found drowned ” in |
the waters of the Windy River.

The sound of hoofbeats came echoing
among the rocks, and Jude Bunker rose to
bis feet.

“Tho Injuns, I guess!”

‘A fow minutes later Leaping Elk and his
band of braves came in sight. The crowd of
Blood Indigns came sweeping up to the
Tendezvous and halted.  Leaping Elk
alighted from his shaggy horse and saluted
Judo Bunker gravely and courtoously. It
was_ evident that old ac-
quaintances.

“The Leaping Elk is %'lacl to see his
white brother,” said the Blood in English,
allll_d‘in the statcly fashjon of an Indian
chief.

they were

“And T guess I'm glad to scc you, chief,”
said Jude Bunker, stepping out from the
trees. “More'n glad, I guess. I ain’t jeen
on hanging on in this part of the counfly.”

“My white brother has brought the firc-
water7” said Leaping Elk, with an eager-
ness that could not be wholly hidden under
the habitual gravity of a Redskin.

g I guess we're ready to trade,”
said Bunker, © ; &

; “The Leaping Elk is glad.”

Somo of the Redskins glanced curiously at
lf;he two bound men lying under the trees,
but they made no comment. For a consider-
able time Jude Bunker and Leaping Elk
apparently scttlin
“trade.” ur an
with littlo bucksk ﬁ%m th?
. ittle buckskin bags of
‘gold-dust, painfully sought in the bods of
i y the Indians,
\oxchanged for the Yomnc fire-water i?higlg
jthey loved, and which the wise laws of
Canada forbade th

la forbade them to taste. Kor the
Redskin, howsoever peaccable and  law-
abiding in these latter days, is restored at
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once to all the irresponsible ferocity of his
savage ancestors onco the fiery spirit mounts
to his brain. _Jude Bunker’s consignment of
fire-water, if onco landed safely in the
Indian reserve, meant serious trouble with
the Redskins in the Windy River section—a
circumstance which did not trouble the
hardened trafficker in poison in the lcast.

The bootleggers’ wagon was at hand, and
the larger articles were stacked in it—the
gold-dust being stacked by Jude Bunker in
his own pockets. Then the cascs of liquor
were carried out of the cave and loaded on
the Indian ponies.

That transaction completed, Leaping Elk
ade a grave adieu to his white brother, and
the Bloods rodo away to the northward in
a state of great delight. That night, and
on the morrow, there were to be
in the Blood reservation—with, in all
probability, a wild outbreak and bloodshed
to follow.

Jude Bunker grinned a satisfied grin.

“I guess we're all hunky, breed,” he said.
“I caleulato that we only want two more
trips like this to set up as pesky millionaires
in the States, with a mansion on Fifth
Avenoo, and founding free libraries for
common folk.” He chuckled. “We're start-
ing in the wagon at sundown, and aforo
then we've got to say good-bye to our

friends hyer.
“The sooner the better,” growled the

breed.
“You galoots ready to moscy on?” asked
Jude Bunker, with ferocious good humour.
The two bound men wero lifted from tho
ground and thrown like sacks over a couplo
of horses. Jude Bunker led one and the
half-breed the other, and they moved away,
following the course of a raviné which lod
towards the upper waters of the Windy
River, at o distance of o quartor of a mile.
4

m
From tho bad lands the Windy River, w
many a rush of rapids in its course, flowe
down long miles to the plains, past the grass
lands of the Windy River Ranch, and on to
the town of Mosquito, and on beyond Mos-
quito to the great Red Deer River. Some-
Whero in its turbid course—doubtless at
Mosquito, whero there was aford—tho
bodies would be found sooner or later—at
all ovents, they would be found. There was
ho hope in tho hearts of tho two hapless
Canadians as the bootleggers led the horses
away towards tho river
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CHAPTER 10.
Turning the Tables!

HERE they aror®
h“.,lm' B‘n‘l” cover :«’L the
rocks, (Jimm; te
y Silver poin

kins1” said Lovell.

“And the bootloggors I added Raby.

ed
& Co. had A
skin riders. They had no doubt that tho
indians wero on their way to moet tho
liquor smugglors, and so thoy had (uno-ml,
:kmpm‘ at a safo distance behind t -

Now they were looking down on the
m, distant, but plain to the view in the
R e e

tloggors, whom thoy rocognised at once,
in talk with the lndunl, mfnnw the cases
nl uor loaded on
i “The awful mton. -Axd Raby. “No
doubt now that they're smuggling ‘fire-water

to the
oy Jou't seo anything of Bright,” said

“It's ty cortain tl bﬂh’gx‘

hv- .-t hin," said J Silver. ut

in A Redskins

'ax.ldlt than a mouthful of
us. Koep in cover.

+ The Mwoudjunhu n&clmd The Red-

skins were ovidently making preparations
for dquhln.

They started ot last, and camo riding up
the ravine, directly towards the spot w]
the ]unlon stood. Lovell uttered & nl-rtlod

"“They'ro coming this way, Jimmy 1"
! “Naturally ! They're going_back to the
ve,” said Jimmy Silver. *They've got
tho B water now and they'ro going home
with it they” vc mu we may get &
chance at th bootleggol
“n lha Rﬂ.‘dlklm donl drop on us and
unlk us,” suggosted Lovell.

cover,
The piniors becked their horses a the

rocks, and crouched in cover as the in

party camo riding up tho ravine. Leaping

Elk and his braves rode by with s lhlmda
of hoofs, never dreaming ¢ yh.: four anxious
schoalboys were crouching in rocks on
the rugged side of the n-mo. waiting with
beating hearts for them to pass.

The Blood Indians clattered by, and
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lurned -lonl the bank of the Windy River

'l‘he clnuenns “hoofbeats dicd away in the
istance, mmy Silver drew » deep
b ol mhu!.
hank goodness lhclyhn gone 1” he said. -
“Yos, rather 1” nld by. “But what's

—" lA ell.
“Never mind what you think, old chap,”
nhxdklhby affably, “Let's hear what Jimmy

thinks,
“Look here,” snorted Lovell, “my ulel
on the wrong tra
but I don t hnhera
here, and—'

sppeared from the troce; with ‘the o
1soners in their "rllp laced
oy el ol ry Rl o !ho

on
cloar light, tho eharns of Rookwood could
uw two bound men.
por Bright and T
r. “Do you

'u.i..x they'ro

Jove "
Jimmy Silvor looked x
“They break "wmp " he sid.
*You cai l wagon—

there. it i up noar the
They'rg taking N pebioners away some-

w
~b1;. the Indian reserve, perhaps,” said
Jimmy shook his hea i
ey ware aading tham over to tho

Indians, they'd have done it beforo the

Redskina lef|

ft, I should think,” ho answered.
ly they're

re going in the same

on, any more than lavnll Jude
Bunlmr and Lebel were leading t rses
ravine, with the prisoners flung on
the snimals’ backs. What n.m intention

was Jimmy Silver & Co. mu
“ Anyhow, they'ro col w-y. and
the Relobir are gones ey 9 Jmmw Silver.

*“T fancy this is whero we chip in.
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“Youwve got your revolver?” asked
Lovell.

“Yes, rather "

«Hand it to me, then,” said Lovell

it t
“I'm unarmed, you

quickly. know. You
gan got hold of a rock.”

“ Fathead I”
i “Look here, Jimmy Silver—"

“Dry up, old chap!” Jimmy Silver

Jooked out from the cover of the rocks,
taking his revolver from his hip-pocket as
he_did so.

Up the middle of the ravine Bunker and
the brecd were leading the laden horses.
Their way led towards the river; but unless
they were following the Bloods to the
Indian reservation, the juniors could not
guess what their destination was, But the
band of Redskins were out of sight and out
of hearing now, and it was clear that if an
attempt was fo bo made to rescuo the
prisoners, now or never was the time.
immy Silver examined his revolver care-
fully with a grave face, He knew that he
would nced it soon.

_ His comrades were only armed with
Tiding-whips. Both the bootleggers were
armed, and a struggle was likely to be &

desperate one. x

- The surprise would be on the side of the
« Rookwood juniors, however, for it was plain

that_Jude Bunker had not the remotest

suspicion_that enemies were at hand in the
lonely wilderness of the bad lands.

Jimmy Silver & Co. ingeed, would not

havo been at hand, had hot their search

for the stray. cattle brought them so far
from the Windy River Ranch that day.
“We'vo got to tackle them,” said Ji'my

Silver in a low voice. “ 't know

their game is now, but this is our onlf

chance. If we let them pass we may aswell

chucl up. W N g she 5o

i« “We'ro | ready!” muttered Raby, his

zraip closing on a heavy, jagged chunk of

Toc > :

e

ck. g
% “You give the word, Jimmy,” said New-
come quietly, and he also grasped a frag-
ment of rock to use as o weapon, 7
f_ Lovell had his riding-whip in hand.
Jimmy Silver peered out from the screen-
ing rocks and bushes. The bootleggers,
leading the horses, were almost abreast of
the spot where the juniors crouched in
cover. In tho distance_the murmur could
be heard of the Windy River, rushing down

in a torrent to the lower plains,

' Jimmy set his lips, .~ -3
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“I could pot both the brutes from cover
before they knew what had hit them,” he

. «Only—only I can’t do it. Tli
give them a chance I*

Ho waited a fow moments more. Then
suddenly he rose into full view, revolver in
hand, the barrel lovelled at the bootloggers.

“Hands up ” rapped out Jimmy Silver.

There was a yell of surprise from the
bootleggers. They stared in blank astonish-

ment at the Rookwood juniors.
“Them kids agin1” gasped Jude Bunker.
“Hands up I” shouted Jimmy Silver. -

“T guess not I” snarled the bootlegger.
_ Ho was already grasping at a revolver
in his belt, Jimmy Silver did not hesitate
longer. Lifo was at stake now. |
rack | 4 !
The ring of the revolver was followed by
a fearful yell from Jude Bunker, He rolled
over, his own weapon clattering on the
rocky ground.
immy r dropped back’ into cover
only just in time. There was a six-shooter
in the half-breed’s hand now, and the rascal
fired point-blank. The bullet whizzed over
Jimmy Silver’s head as he drop) ck.
ough an_opening in the bush that
screened him Jimmy Silver fired again.
he hali-breed fired at the same moment
into the bush, and the bullet tore away the
leaves and almost grazed Jimmy's cheek,
s0 close did it come. But Jimmy Silver’s
bullet had not missed. .,
With o groan the breed dropped.
Ho raised himself on one knee, his dusky.
co was drawn and white, and, with a
terrible effort, took aim and fred again.
But the bullet flew wide, spattering on the
rocks a dozen yards away; and the wounded
breed, his strength exhausted, sank back on
the ground, the revolver falling from his

and.
“Come on 1" muttered Jimmy. '
Ho ran forward, his revolver ready for
another shot if it was needed.« But it was
not_needed. +
The half-broed was unconscious, and Jude
Bunker was groaning and writhing in the
agony of a broken arm.
“Wo scem to be dead in this act”
growled Lovell. - .
The conflict Was over. i
The two startled horses were rearing and
innying. Jimmy Silver and Raby caught
Tridles, and the two bound men
d off and lowered to the ground.
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Lovell opened his kmh d out thro h
ho bond.' that uumd bai un i
ll screno, Mr.

ntht pumlully to his | ins)

smile. *Then Lovell came on Mr. Bright's
tull and we_followed on, and so—'
“1 guoss lm glad you dld said the

napecior ross o “But why did you follow
oot Lo punds had bosh upo his myusculur | Brabt i sl i
limbs a long and bo was stiff and | Tavell
oumbed. Bat faco. was full of Hi ocmndea " grinnod. They could st
satisfaction. help
“1 guos you kids tak the cake.” sid Prhst was Lovell's ides,” exp
e “Bright. “1 reokon we'd bo glad | Raby, with a chuckle. “Lovell e
of you "uns in the Canadian Mounted, for & | was the trail of a stray
= e o | Em Bright wast viding  eom, 1
guess s0,” inspector, with a | suj " ime i or in
smile. " Hliar tie tho hands” of, those astoni
wallywagn, Silver, bafors thay cas do say | " No. Bt Lorell docsrt mind
oro harm.” o littlo thing liko that s picking up
TR e (VR SR
0 lowe 0 ins] rats I” grow! vell, w
B P b o fimson, * Any s jolly Tucky we

The hall heeod's dark od, and ho
lluod 'at hia captors Like ' savage animal

"l guess n'- l clun po—in." md tho

~Ho stepped towards Bunker

i his wound, tho bootleggor

at him as “You've

i up on. it this time, soe, Bunker.

won't be any in

:E_ River l| Mosquito ford, after
Bunker only groaned. His as u|

with » and he was in dupuirp'

Wh ' it 1" asked .I'inny Silver.
smiled

"l guom you'vo saved our lives” ho

“You h‘l n'll—

“That w ’-m put us under
witer aad ssd W Mhn‘ do'n ﬂm Wmdy

Rlnr. said Mr. Stecl.

game vould ve been phnd mt lo - ﬁnuh

if you 'uns Rada't hloon -t oad

ow.”
“Tho anful villaing t» exclaimed Jlmm(.
“We couldn't guess wha!

gumo wu, but—"

“Well, that n- the :]-m but clwy'n

slipped up on you,

Inspector pﬂlcel. "h' unhwky that th
firo-water has been to the
Bloods; but I guess wo're pwny pln-d to

sayo our lives.'

guess so, for surc!” said Trooper

looking, for strays from tho
ranth weplatned Jicmemy Bilver, with &

& | scoundrels to Mosquito,

dnd louo- the hnl, as it mnu out, even if

1 d: take it for a cattle-

there's no doubt about that,”
uid nspector Butl.pounn oil on the
roul as it were. tever
brought you ’uns here, ybu came in mig.t.yl
usef! uess we two would have
gono coons by this time else. Now, I reckon
we'll borrow that wagon get two

where we can got a

|0

two wounded men were put upon the
Horses “and o0 back to. ihe mqm

camp. Bave for the dixmal
Bunker they were silent.
e iotiing. Phoy woro.in the o
u»ue-. to meet a
fing, ‘aa woll as to- Snawer for
u:d

ana Polien,
ggers’ game was ':K o tho Windy
River section of Alberta a vengoance.

Under the setting sun the wagon rumbled
lwny om the m:fy soil of the bad lands,
Bright driving, and tl

insido,  watchil two

8ilver & Co. gave llmm n now,
and they knew that Hudson Smedley would
mnn them a thought when he

The sun ppear
up, nnd th wagon bl.d on, over
grassy plains now, hca m: for the Windy
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River Ranch,
It was a luza

on the way to Mosquito town.
hour in the night—or, rather,
carly hour in the mommg—when the ranch
yas  reached, Windy River cow-
Sinchors turhed out of tho bunk-house, and
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“You see—-" said Jimm:
1 don't see!” interruptes

“You .understan " said
“I don’t1” contradicted Lovell.
"‘WEII that’s about nghb," remarked
Lovell never docs

Silver.
Lovell.
taby.

Baldy, the cook, out of tho
Hudson 8 edley came down, half dressed
to learn what was “on.” And when they
learned hhere was a buzz of excitement and
jubilation.

“Got the seallywags " said Pete Peters,
staring _into the wag: ot v - b
You kids havn annbmg to do wit!

gum |
677

“Oh, we ust ]ooked on!” said Jimmy
Sllver, wmh

i hasent lo\md the strays?”

“Nunno! We've been so busy rounding
up boctlcg ors,” said Jimmy, laughing.
“We'll  lo for the strays again to-
murrow %

And as the wagon rumbled on its way to
Mosquito, the Fistical Four. of Ronkwooﬂ
went into the ranch and went to_ bed.
dawn the bootleggers were safe in b
timber calabopze at Mosquito, with Doc
Jones to look after their wounds. And
Jimmy Silver was glad to hear, later,
ihat, tho doo pronounsed that they-wwere i
no danger, but would be fit to stand their
trial at Calgary in a couple of weeks.
Jimmy Silver & Co. did mot go out te
hunt for the “strays * the next day. Hud-
son Smedloy bade them not to ride out of
sight of the ranch-house. The news that
the cargo of fire-water had reached the
!udx.:.n Toserve made the rancher very

: guexs that, means trouble with tho
bue’ks e told tho juniors.
they’ll break out of the Teserve huutmg Ior
tronble. ou keep to the ranch,
Jimmy = Silyer Co. " wondered
wmnm to_their other experiences of tho
‘anadian West was to be added the rarer
experience of seeing Red R T

warpath, They were soon to know.

CHAPTER 11,
Jdust Like Lovell!

“ oT1”
That was Lovell’s opinion.
Arthur Edward Lovell never

orhsitated to” cxpress his opinion
opposition only mado him express it with
additional emphasis.

JIndians” said Jimmy Silver.

undcrsbn.nd anything.”
Snort from Lovell !
o %l ecommenced Jimmy

I know what the facts

“Somebody has been
smuggling fire-water to the Indians on the
reservuhmn fifty miles from here, and a lot

lo think there is oing to be troubie
mm‘:a Redskins, Well, T
You know all avoat 1608 “ourse "

ohalal

murmured Rab;
“I suppose tin’u meant for sare,” said
Lovsll “But the fact is, I do. Ii's all
“L ke here—-"
“Mr, Smedley wants to kcep us hangin,
about_in of said Lovell
warmly. -

y, it's just ko e ; kept
in House bounds' at Rookwood. We didn’t
mada io b kept in bounds;

e basnd ‘o oot Mo, Smeiley’s
wishes, a5 hia guests, T should think,” said

Newcome.

“Yes, that's all right. T respect him no
end, of course,” said Lovell. o's a
spendid chap. huz he thinks we mw take

care of ourselves, and that’s where he’s
offside, The cowpunchers go ot on tho
plﬂ.ma ]ust the same as usual.”

y take their guns now, since’ there’s
been turdnm of trouble with the Blood

“Well, we'd take guns, too, if Mr.
Smedley wu\x.ld haud them  out,” snld

Lovell.” “He

“You'd be ]Dlly da.ngerou! with & gun,”.
temarked Raby. to the Indians,
though 1”2

“Look here—" roared Lovell.

“The fact js, Lovell, we've got to
foo tho lino. Td Liké & gallop es much as
ou_would T'm no more afraid of
iupmg mk and his jolly old warriors than
ym\Ral'el duty’s duty.
't

Silver.

“We're not
ranch, just as
sai mmﬂ Silver " docidedl:
Doynd to

ing out of sight of the
sy Smedley told us,”
“We're

Aevhon Sdward Lovell was growing more

“Peace, my infants—poace |” said Jimmy



23 THE WAR TRAIL!

and more em He irked
restraint, and d not hka n~ and he
nowr made any secrot of his likes and dis-
il vas, indeed, ntller given to
shouting thom from the b use-tops.

‘Tho Fistical !mﬁ of Bnohvood had
ridden out on the l.lut sunny morn-
ing, north of the ar
in"the distance over c{. rolling plain, tho
tip of a chimney-stack could bo scon. ' The
juniors wero not out of sight of the ranch—
not quito out ol sight. But uuy ‘were
sailing very nea; wind,

0 Jxmy Snlver hd nmad B r

“Rooting round the blessed old
like lchoolbov' kopt within boundll"
lnoﬁod Lovelll

“Well, wo_are schoolboys, you know,”

“After him?” asked Nowcome.

Jienmy Bilver hesitated & moment or two.'
To follow Lovell was to ride completely
out of sight of the rnnc au immy was
anxious not to medley’s
commands. Whether r.ho lndnn outbroak
would cver materialise Jimmy could not

now; but ho knew that the ranchor's
ordors should be respectod, irksomo or mot.

ut if thero was danger for dmdunmrl
on the open prairie, evidently Lovel

not be left to ride into it alone. Jimmy
Silyer | loosened tho lasso that hung from his_

“After him,” he said. “I'll jolly well
ropo )um m, and lead him back at the end
by

of tho la

ssid Ty Siver mildly. K L ——
. “What T lke about Lovell” said Raby, | of Lorell who vas hending ai . bres
o sigle Ia argument. Beats dolfmﬂ;w to-hava the ride he had st e
. il mind Wpor, 43d 15 givo his
a hlfn:-:"ﬂ:'- n:ﬁ: a long chase before they came up with him.
from ihe ranch. That ¥ dook 2l
rai

“Mr, Bmedley doosn't
want us to run tho seme risks as tho cow-

ya.
- Why MH-'Q we?l”

“Ni that we're
l'."fﬁ'u'"“" ol oo oo Bome oy

{ o
wLet’s1” said Newcome.
i e Ll | 2
rou she o yank me t
i e oo ek o

old p—b;
necosaty,” said Jiman ’mbly.
they're i ennu[h to give a good hold.”

ou silly ass

ks Bhall wo atazt?”

Il give you o chance,” taid Lol
ow’s that 1"
Like this "

nonh-

by the rt »d rocks of the * hd
. fomed ks o e o o
Silver. *

4 gnd rode on. Jimmy
Bilvor starcd after him in groat oxaspora-

"and then looked at his ohum.. ‘Arthur
Fdwnd Lo\ell was ovidontly in a wilful

0od.
"‘llm silly cwl!” exclaimed Raby.

h
Arthur Edward Lovell luddmly'gut spurs N
0

OHAPTER 12.
Wolt i Luck!
AUGB!VO WOLF pricked up his ears
Jistened.

H- was alono in a rooky nnnn ln
bad lands. Roun

rocks and snnd Tid vm,h hero snd
thoro a elump of .:mel and fire; overhead,
the bluo .ummer f Alberta. His horse
dnnhw pool in the rocks; an

| Laoghing seated on a boulder, was
sharpening & L...co-.lmdy keen—on &

o Luchly, stone,

Thern wore daubs of red ochre on Laughe
ing, Woll's rz-hc‘. The woll’s bead
dspimd :n oy chest was
o e Blood ibe wan 05 the m»'-

s long since tho Bloods hnd uhn
tha vur-crnl. The days wero lon,

when of painted warriors h.f n-pc
down on the settlements—over,

fo!
the young braves, i t of th.,
g I g

‘white of
Impatluni rum?uonnu,' th. sage ol rfn:hleh
knew how keep them in check. In
l\orth Western Alberta ll(!'lll isid

last thing the
lumbermn would have dioﬂlhl of.
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a large scale

Indian rising on
But

And an
nevar likel; lo come.
oy of Eik,

the autho;
chief of vhe f,mle Brob Becsorve, e

Set at B smuggled cargo oot e
hier had's Teched "o Focine: rsereation,
and the young me of the tribo were out
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The” Blood’s eyes blazed, as the rider
um in sight. Iu wu nns a cowpuncher, as
0, it was the
}olmgue one Lu\lg}.un Wolt had ever scen;
¢ was, in point of fach, Arthur Hdward
Lovell.

Lovell rode on gaily, utterly unsuspicious

of danger in o never drosmed
o Gnder {ho influonco of the potent fire | that a pair of koon black. e op, with &
ater, the war.dance had been danced, and | savage glittor in them, watche s ho
the buried haichet dug up. Loaping ik and | camo; that a sinowy arm was iy 1o
the other old chiefs remained in the lodges, | hurl the  lassg.  Laughing Welf had. no
knowing full well that the outbrosk vmlé frearms, or Lovell wou) robably have
e followed by stern messuzes which the | been shot g g o
men could” not possibly resist. But a | rodo on carelessly mto o sango"of the
o e v of con- | ro
sequences, had ridden out of the reserve,

and alroady oattle hiad beon run off from
cuﬂymg ranches, o crack of rifles

a"bosn. heard. along the valley of the
Wmdy River.

Luughing Wolf was on the trail of his
first soalp. For days, from the rocks of the
bad la e had watched the plains for a
mmdermg cowpuncher, but 8o fax he had

hed in vain. His soalpin enife, keen
as - razor, 1l unstain
Trophy was suspended from his’ belt, to be
shown off before the equaws in the tepees
of tho Bl

And now, a8 he rested in the ravine, the
sound of galloy sharp
ears; ang
pression on his face
animal from which he derived his name.

rider, ndm[ lue had entered the bad

lnndl from the ie, lmd wll Lllaﬁing

\'5;“ rocky ruvme in ing
ife,

sat charpening his mlpln
The young lndun z0se to his feet.
His black eyes, keen as an eagle’s, swept
“zound him soarchingly. Bt the rider wes

0% Yot in of
Wuu stopped {0 bis hotse and

ughing
jerked loose the raw hide lariat. Then he

rew the

“s’}'“:‘l l:om out of sight aoiid & atask
ilent as a panther, keen as a wolf, the

Blood watchod from the ;

colbeats were drawing closer,
e horseman was coming up the
'“xzed xAvma, as_yet hidden by the
rregular d uMln‘ pines. But
unless he ltopped mdnn a
sso-cast of g Indisn’s hiding-p
ﬂughmg Wolf watched, his eyes .Inmn-

fallop, gallop1

la:

He
-8 orash,

Lovell hardly
of the was so sudden
lucked ot o e sdgie belor
s wn luppnmn.

with

nnu round
dazed by t\ll hll ud his startled

iz
What happened next,
now.
Tho olutch
that ho was
he could 7o

hone went oareering u| 4he ravine at full

B3R 1 gusped Lovell
For a moment or two he did not move.
5. kw.u dmm stunned by the sudden

Then, as he sat up dazedly, he sighed
the Indian,

Laughing Wolf wu
rocks, the rope
aad something et

right,
"Lovell stared at him blankly.
The war-paint on the Redski's face, the

coming d
a°tn his loft hmd
one and glittered in

savage glare in his eyes, the drawn knife,
oid their own tale. "Lmu I ad Josced ok

o Tadisn, dan
itn s tertible .ﬁf& hat T Sand -
that it was fﬂ

Auare m Plasso sont bim whivling
again, 35d o orsahod dow
fleef @ deer, ran towud- dn lpn'hng

ool
Glumr, ohna clatter ! £
fw only a few yards
from hiveh, "when tho Sladior of ‘arother
‘hoofs a5 the #poky soil caught his
second horseman was following

‘was xeal, an

m"ﬁm

For am ‘moment the Indian beitated.
TIuing horseman coming on

h it dh. might hurst mto new at any

!n behoved Laughing Wolf to get on i
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suard againg & second cnomy.  But the
temptal v.ho scalp we

ta

i For n-m days

jiaiclied for bis chance, and now b

had L- h'- The Paleface lay a
ughing

rushed on

ringing among the rocks as h

Lovell strove to rise, but the .rup ol the
Indian was upon him, and ho was forced
down again. s

“Oh, crumbs!” p.md !.onll s e
dilating. as the
stooped over him,
glinted in the s

Wit

n.‘rd

o
!mnz—bnt

a
Tieonger than Lovell
Mo knew

dosperation lent Lovol el
that if the Indmnl arm were

Kot wontd o e Bowrt 'toe " uemt
moment.

He held on desperately, wildls, shouting | coul
ha_.rsel;.*. hardly  conscious was

Bat the Rodskin tore
his arm loosc at last, and the bright blade
fashod T v i Mo i, cnd Lol
with & groan, closed his

CHAPTER 1.
Hunted on the Prairie!
T avine whn pallom ety 12, "cr.:ﬂ’
savine at o 'Whew that bt
J . ﬁn'lmu Blazer

in great style, And
¥ weomo  were left \.
Lovell bad ridden as far as tho bad

<
itaby -ml Net

but Jimmy was sure of runnin )mn Tande,
bafors ho had penctrated var, -r {ato the
roken country. Jimm;

D b e, Sotesand 1 ops n

his headstrong chum, and lead nmpl';uk
to the ranch, as a lesson to lnl:. And
then suddenly, as he eame round a bend
ihe winding ravine, Jimey Silvor caught
sight of his chum, on his back on tho rocks,
struggling iu the grasp of the Blood Indian.
It hnhmale for Lovell that Jimmy
Silver did not o his prosence of misd
at that start!i; n[
e cam~ oa at a !x:mne gallop, and his
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Eno flew, uncoiling as it sailed through

n wu at_that moment that hu{hm;
Wolf éreed his hand, und drew back the
l(mle lm- ihe death-thrus!

Tho_cast was too hurrn-d to
ful; Jimmy's only 'h""ﬂm had bm lo
stop that thrust, and in that he succeed
The whirling rope atruck tho Indian, -nd
he started under tho shock. Tho drive of
the knife came down, but it missed Lovell |
by two or ihrm inches, and the blade
snapped on tho rocke besido him. 4
L.u.hm. Wolt leaped to his fect

cast aside the snapped kmu.-, and

mked the Iomlhuvk from his belt. Buf

Jimmy_Silver, o was right
o him mow, and Blosor erashed” ke
the Indian.

Luughmx Wol! was lmrled uuy spraw-
ling on the He would have been
up again in a mombn' hn Jnnmy Bnlrer
did not give h-n time. h . not
moment for the Rodllun
could gain his. foet, Blasers hools were
trampling him down. Blazor had been a
savage buckjumpor in his timo, and hnxh
was nnt the first man he

trempled. o heary hoofs crashed on tho
Tndian as Jimmy. Bilver 7odo him down:
and the Blood Lellod wildly and erumpled
op under the at

imsclf to his feet, dazed
du-y, -nd lnrdly knovunl ‘whether he was
alive or dea

Like a fellow in a drﬂm. he looked on
at tho terrible scen ho sprawling
struggling under

The strugglo was briel.
 Laughing Wolf lay on (he rocks with
sentalcss; and Jimmy 8ilver,
ok Mo, "ver” faes, *patit

“ 3
* heavens!” breathed Lovell,
as chalk, *Gopd heavens % He turnod his
thuddering gaio awey from the trampled
Jimmy S8ilver cast a quick, anxious
sianee around 3

His only thought had been to save Lovell.
@o did not know yet whether Laughing
Wolt was the only” foe he had to face.
Dut the ravine was still lnd nlmt—no
fierce war-whoops awoke ¢ , no
painted faco thowed xlarmg .monz tho

you dummny 1" Jimmy panted.
PR PR A
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«1—1 don’t know!” stgmmered Lovell
Jimmy hurriedly dismounted and coiled
his He avoided lool
Bl oned Rodan, stistohed semseiosk on
vocky groun
“Tho—the horse zan on, T il said

the
the

Lovell, staring up the ravine.

“Thank goodness you came!” Lovell
—} was nearly—nealy—"

“You've scen no more of them

He was }udmg in the
1T never saw

him till he was on me.”

here was a sound of galloping hoofs,
Raby and Newcome were riding into the
bad lands,

“We've gob to et out -of this” said
Jimmy Silver.  “Goodness knows _how
many of tho brutcs we_may run into if we
go after your horse. You'd better mount
behind m

“But Lhe horse——"

“Never mind the horse.
horse than lose your scalp,”
Silver tersely,

Lovell glanced at the senseless Redskin.

“I—1 suppose_we—we've got to leave
him like thut7" Hc shuddered. ‘' He tried
to kill me,

“The rocks mny bc swarming with them,”
snapped Jimmy.  “Cet up behind me on

lazer.”

“All ngmr' said Lovell, with unaccus-

- tomed meeknes:

He mounted "behind Jimmy Silver.
went against tho grain with Jimmy to
leave Laughing Wolf as T lay, but thero
was no time for delay. very moment
Jimmy Silver exrected tn hear the war-
whoop of the Bloods ringing out over the

Better lose the
said Jimmy

ands.
Ho wheeled his horse to ride back to the
plains, when Raby and Newcome came
galloping up.
They reined in, with exclamations of
horror, at the sight of the Indian.

“What's happened?” panted Raby.
“That hasl” said Jxmmy sﬂver, with a
nod towards the BI t’s get bacﬁ
to the ranch belorn o gt o, “hornets’ nost

round us.”
./ That ass, Lovell—"
+ Come
The juniors lost no time.

As lhe% rode
away there was a clinking of hoofs bel

hind

ol

them, and Jimmy Silver jerked the revolver
from his holster, round
anxioudy., But it was only Laughing
Wolf’s horse cmerging from its hiding-placo
and trotting back to the pool. Jimmy rodo

Even Lovell had no_objection to offer to
%?Mmg back to the Windy River Ranch in
shortest possiblo spaco of time, = But
the return to the rancl not so_eas;
Jimmy Siver had hoped, - Laughing ot
was not the only “buck” of the Blood
tribo abroad that day.

The juniors rode out of the bad lands,
and the grassy prairio was under the gallop-
:ing hoos. And then suddenly Jimmy

réw rein,
“Ahoad of the § ]unmu, on the open prairie,
feathered head-dre: and bright spear-
points fushed in the nun

nted Ji

He sa.t in the saddle and scanned tho

e were six of the Indians, and

enemy. Ther
they were between the juniors and
ranch. The half-dozen Bloods were riding

across the pnth the juniors were follo\vmg.
ut the discovery was mutual, and the
skins turned their horses at once oracda
Jimmy Silver
“We're cu& off from the ranch,” mut<

tored Noweo
“Make a duh for it,” said Lovell. “Wo
may v§et through.
should mot get through alive.”
snapped Jimmy Silver. “The; ead-

ing for us now, and they mean busmcss, the
same as that brute.in the bad lan
“What are we going to do, honr mut-
tered Raby. *We_ can't turn back—we
paay ride tnto a whelo hordo of them, now
they’re out of the reservation.
Jimmy Silver thought har
ake e Pino,” ho said, after a
m 0. I we _get there first wo
van ol hem off il elp comes. Skitter
Dick will be there,
“But—" said
Silver did mot heed. He wheeled
his horse to the left and put Blazer to tho
gallop.  Raby and Newcome followed fast.
Thore was a yell from the Bloods, which
reached the ears of the juniors, distant as
the Indians were as yok On their wild,
ghagey nies the s _were riding
P88 Fo roach Tono Pino Jimmy Silver
. Bas o purn elmest at.ight angles
to their previous course, which gave tho

Jimmy

pursuers an advantage, Tho nodding
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feathers and glenming spears drew closor

as the Ruollm»ml juniors rode.
Ci , cracl

One or n-.o of the Bloods, at least, had
fircarme. A bullet knocked up lhc soil
within a yard of Blazer's forefeet

Jimmy Silver set his teeth nnd spurred
on. Blazer, double-loaded as he was, casil

with Raby's and Newcome'
. [he arass scemed to fly under the |
galloping hoofs.

Lono Pine camo in sight at last—a tall
colitary pinc, with the wooden stockman’s
hut at fhe foot. The hut was strongly
built. It had been put up in the old days
when Tndian raids were not i

e on the latch, Jimmy Silver knew. Onco
mmlr llu- hut there was a chanco of hold-
the Indians till help could come—
a ]nn-t it would be a respite.  And if the
Skitter was there, ho would have his rifle.
But Skitter Dick was out on the plains |
—Jimmv Silver soon knew that.  Had the
cowpuncher been in the hut he would have
been diawa ont by the sight of the flecing
schoolboys with the Redskins galloping in
pursuit

Fadter ard faster Jimmy spurred on. |
and Blazer plmed up gallantly. The Blcods

were still at a distanco when tho Fistical
Four of Rookwood dashed up to the but.

elumn u
Besst by the Reds!
IMMY SILVER sprang to the ground.
he <Inor of the stockman's lm| was
ed, but it opened to his hand.  The
od inside.
P

]

vell.

Bring them in

zer had followcd his master in. Raby
eweome drew their steeds into. the
¢ .m-r him,

the window!" panted Jimmy.
HT, “sammed the door shut and Telt for
ar.

the rere was a claiter of hoofs out-
side. and a wild yell from the Dloods
They were on the scene now.

Crash!

A rifleluit crashed on the stout pine-
wood door, as Jimmy Silver, with futious
baste, jammed the bar into place. The
pest inoment there vax a steady pressure on

shoul-
But the solid wooden bar, in iron
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sock il And Jimmy stooped  and!
Daced tho lower bar in position.
aby had jammed the shutter over thel
window, and Newcome barred it as ho
held it shut,
For the moment the juniors were safe,
but it Jid beca touch and go. ° T hrough a
in the wooden sh a wild, glar-

rac *
g exe looked into the dusky. bt
Jimmy Silver put his revolver o tho slit,

and the Nu \MH withdrawn ins

Thero was a zn“nplm( outsid
cent thunder of 'he India
urd and round ﬂw hut, ul]mg
The wild vells and howls of 2
through the hut, ,1,,.0.. Shiflliog the biood
of the schoolbo;
It they el “at s brcathed Raby.
¥'fo trying to rattle

i Jimmy Silver quictlv.  I'So long
llw\ do nothing but yell we're all nght
“They won't frighten us with velling.”

The galloping and yelling siopped at Tast,
and the {!I!Ilnl'u heard the R in gathier
outside the door. was a murmer
of voices, and they heard muttered words
in the Blood dialect—strange and incom-

ble to their ears.

Then there came a ki A
voice called to the

% n_l the door.

Vater,
outed Jimmy Silver.
“What do m\ little white

went on the

\\hm‘ hroﬂu-r- open the door of th
nml ’m')kc the pipe of peace with

M2 o think,” said Jimmy Silver,
STr TaaIng ot e iAot fhe pe
g

tha

ning Water d tand.”
g ol opanine
“Running Water and | on are
e friends of the Tulefaces, mi.l the
B “Let us seak peace

o Y("!. with the dsor .!ml nrd Jimmy

“Thf little whit~
red hmlher‘
ot an inch.” ancwered Jimmy Silver.
\r- jolly fear!™ xaid Ruby. c man
must be a silly ass (o think he ean take us

in liko that.

man does not trust his
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Round and round the Redskins galloped, their blood-curdling yells
echoirg across the prairie. Jimmy Silver & Co. lay crouched beside the
horse with Skitter Dick, trying vainly to hit the swittly moving horsemen 1



-]

“Clear off, you scoundrel!” shouted
Lovell.

“The: in_the

was o muttoring_ngain
Indian dialect. { Prob

had not expected
At all cvents, he knew now

bly Running Water
rickery to succeed.
hat the door

=7

they'ro  going!”  ecxclaimed

There waa a trampling of hoofs.

From the cracks in the timber the juniors
wero able to see the Blood warriors re-
mount their horses and ride away.

swept off at a gallop to tho west,
en, turning by tho corral fenco, van:
ied from sight.

“'Thank ﬁomlncu I” said Lovell.
Jimmy Silver did not speak. _He did not
bclll.'\'a for a moment that the Bloods were

Wl give cm timo to clear,” maid
Lovell. "& good start, we can get
back to- the nmch, even if the brutes get
alter us agai

“I fancy wo ‘houldn'l get much of &
» said Jumm,
1be u gone 1"

"The{'u halt
almdy 1 should say..

say about fifty yards™
tnnremd

“You e-.n : knr thur hanq now.”
“ se thoy h: noon as thoy
were under cover of ﬂle corral fence,” said
Jimmy. “They've not gone.”
*'Ob, rot!” said lavd].
to a crack

Arthur Edward nt eye
stared out on the plain bclore the hut.
The corral fence, of pmo stakes and wire,
stretched away to o good distauce.
“You think umy 've turned the corner of
the corral and stopped there, Jimmy 1~

‘o should sce them over the fence.”
“\ol if they dismounted.
“It's a trick, of coursc,” said Rab;

w:th

a nod. “They want us to think that
coast is clear, and to tempt us to mnu
out.

“Th it,” agrecd Newcome.

“Well, T don’t think s0,” said Lovell, | &
with a shake of the head. _“M My idea is
that tho've gone, Jimmy. How lon[ do

vou think wo re going to stick in this hut
with tho horses? We can't stay here for
ever.
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“We'ro going to stick hero nll it
to go out,” said Jimmy Silver quiet]

“You can fancy what you like,
stickiug under cover, Love
nesy’ sake, don't staft Playing the “goat

ovell grunted,
Thero was absolute silence from the plaina
outside; by eyo or ear no onc could have
fold that there were human Mlnﬁ: with..
in miles ol the stookman’s hut. t hall
a dozen watchful Redskins, with crouching
huru: were bunched behind the turn of the
corral fence Lovell could not believe.  He
belioved that Running Water and his men
given the juniors up now that the
plhr:y Fhad taken ahelter, and we off on some

hang on if like, Jimmy,”
caid Lovell ot Jast,  *“Tain’t wy nice in
Bero, with thrco dasied horscs, I'can tell

"mu" than being scalped,” remarked
Toh, ro

“here grub in the place,” raid Raby.
“The cowpuncher who's sialioned here
always hnl 'ruh cnough for a weck. Let’s
get som:

“G°°" Skitter Dick back
s itter Dick comen
while J.m ’E edskine aro around1” ex-
glaimed Neweome middonly.  “Ho may

drop in any mi

o"i!- ’s bound m spoj them,” caid Jimmy.

ro on their guard

-nd We can't seo the Red-

ﬁ:m from here. But Skmer Dick would
lpot them Irom the prairio.

ho ‘comes hnl after d-rlx ud

¢ here,” New.
h-"’l't’. © loag time 1o dark,” sard J .v.mm,

“Aad _they're not around. anyhow,
7 aaid Anhur Tiwerd Tavell:
-"f'hwy ro xana yau know,

’l‘ln menl Four of Rookwood lunched
on the mwpund’\er s provisions in the hut.!
s, fortunately, o can of wator in
tho hul -lm but that was all the .upply.
s the man on duty at Lone Pine was ac-|
customed o getting water as he wanted it
from the spring outside
But Jimmy Silver was fairly certain that
the party would not Lo besinged long enou W
to suffer from the want of water. If tho
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Redskin failed to trick them into leaving
the lut, there would be an attack, ai
Jimmy, umugh his = courago did not falter in
the loast, could not lelp realising that the
aice Wora in favous ot ARG anaay

Tho only weapon in the Rookwood party
was Jimmy’s revolver; and thero were gix
of the Indians, nll Srmod. ut if the
attack were beal ff, as Jimmy.hoped,
it was probable hn ol would thai Tater,
for the news of the Indian raid would not

De long in Sprcﬂtling all through Windy
River county. the next day, at all
cvents, the l.mchers \\ould know t fight-

ing was going on_at Lono ; and
any moment, too, Skitter Dmk xmgm. turn
up and sight_the cnemy the pressing
danger, in Jimmy’s mind, Was thay of the
Blood attack which he felt would come
before long.

After lunch was over Lovel! yawned, and
mioved off restlessly about tho stockman's
but. Ho peered agair_and again from
rifts in the timber of the hut, and saw only
stillness and lifelessness on the prairie. It
seomed incredible to Lovell that six savage
men, with mvrderous intent, were crouch-
ing near at hand, so silent, so motionless
for long hours, T was two Tiours or moro
since the Redskins had ridden away from
the corral fence, and in that timo there
kad been no sound, no sign

‘+Look here, let's chanco it1” said Lovell

“l'athcadl' was Jimmy_ Silver’s reply
“Pm fed up with this, I can tell you."
“You shouldn’t have played the fool th
morning,” answered Jimmy Silver tersely.
“1¢s all’ your fault, Lovell.”
O, rot!” sai ovell.
“We should bo safe at the ranch now if

you hadn't played tho goat,” sai by.
I“&Iup to zou to shut up, Lovell.
}
Lovell d restlessly about. Raby and

Neiwcome oceapied themeelves with rubbing
down their horses.  Jimmy Silver sat on
the pinewood table, his revolver in his
hand. ready for what might happen. Arthur
Edward Lovell halted at last at the door.
hero, Tm fod up.” he said. “You
fellovo can stick in acte a: long as you
like, but
Wrom o ailosies otskde; s a sudden

uproar—a trampling of hoofs, a ringing of

savage vells, and then the crashing of

hatehots ‘on the door of the stockman’s hut.
Tt was the attack!

LIBRARY
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@CHAPTER 15.
Hard Pressed!
IMMY SILVER sprang from the table,
revolver in hand.
rash! Crash! Crashl
The attack had come so suddenly that
it almost took away the breath of the
Rookwooders.  Lovell staggered back from
the door aghast.  Evidently the Redskins
had given up the hopo of enticing the
juniors out of the stockman’s hut; and
when ~ they changed their plans thoy
ch-’mge’l them with startling suddeaness.
Six shaggy horses ran looze round the hut,
six savage. braves assailed the door
With” Sheir hatchets, crashing blow after
blow on the stout pie
Lmshl Crash!
hat!” gusped Newcome,

“Thoy

gleammg cdge came through the door.

Jimuy Silver sieppod closcr to tho door,

and as the axe was dragged away he put

the muzzle of the rc‘ol\'u- to the narrow
it,

Cra

A 30“ answer-1 from outlide.

Cra

Ariother wild howl.

Thon tho crashing of the hatchets went
on again.  But Lovell, peering from a
crack in the window shutter, saw ono of
tho Redskins crawling painfully away, whil
another was binding a strip from his
‘l:lxmkct round his arm. Two had been

t that was a _game two could play, as
Jintny quicddy dissoveted, A sillswimde
was jammed fo the door outside, and the

trigger pulled. The bullet came. whizzing
across the hut, missing Jimmy
inches.

l'l‘]m juniors stepped aside quickly from
in ‘and again the €ifle rang out, and

e i e thaHlite T Yo

doos

on the hatehets crashed again

% Jimmy Silver looked from the slit in the
window-shuticr. There was, of course, no
glass in the window, only the shutter
covered the small opening.  Less than six
v from Jimms four Redskins wro

siler
a S R
only ‘way of stopping the attuck on tho
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door, which was becoming dangerous now, ,
as huge splinters flew under the sherp axcs.
Softly, snlcmlyé.llmmy Silver drew the
shutter a few inches open on its hinges.
The attention of the Indians was fix
on the door, a few fect to the left of the |
window, in the front wall of the but. They

were not Ioohnn towards the shuttered
wi 1m1 a few soconds in
which to act, and he d promptly.

Ho thrust the rovolver out, and lired at
ﬂln [roup outsido the door. It wu hardly

g to take aim at sucl range,
lnd wit! lhn enemy bunched lt-(clhcr
Crack
He Bmd

m., and slammed tho shutter,
Raby was rcady with the bar, and it was
jammod instantly into place.” The next
tchet quivered in the wood.
groan was heard from without.
The crashing blows on the door ccat
‘rom t in the timber wall Jimmy
looked ioasly out.  Both his bulletl
had taken effict; and ono of the Redskin:
was soriously hurt, for his comrades wm.\
carrying him away. |
The attack on the stockman’s hut ccased
ag suddenly as it had begun. To tho ter-
rible upionr a deep silenco succooded.
mmy Eilver reloaded the empty cham-
bers ol is rovolver. His face was a little
pale, but sct grim.
“Four of them hit I muttered Newcome.

%Ope fairly knocked out, I think. Al
n(ht lor us, so far.”

* Perhay 'n 11-0 hrulu bave hed cnough,”
nld Lovell

mmy, Bitere Shosic his
"'n.e{ ro after scalps,”
up on us

he said. "Tky
ems_they have to.
g our o o
ited. Tho Bloods did not
approach tho but again, and o long intor
of silence followed. h u trying
enough to the nerves of the
ut & sound Lroke the nlux‘
B Th behind the hut!” mulmd

ant sonnds reached the cars of tho
Jjuniors. The Indians wero creeping round
the hut, for what purposo the cwooders
could not yet guess. The back of the
hut, against the tall pine lm, lud nenba-
door nor window.
wall was between them -nd zhm onomm,
nnd it could I\nw\ deﬁcd for a long _time the
tehets of the Bloods. W was
struck;; only llw'o faint crecping and brush-
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! will come suddealy,” said Jimmy Silver.

ing sounds continued to reach the strainy
cars within,
“What aro uwi up to?" muttered Lovell
“Blessed 1t I know. ~Whatever it is

Something moved outside the wmd
shutter in the front. The tiny P
daylight that had como 1hronnh tho it |
tho wood was suddenly blotte

Something had been placcd nz,amlt
shutter,

A more and Jimmy Silve
km-- w) He drew a decp, har

breal
1|. w'ro stacking stuff up round th
h‘;xl” he said. ] %ll‘n o beap of brusl

“What on certh for?” asked Lovell.
hmm\- did not e nswtr.

roment
at it waa

" Raby cau h
n by tho arm. "Jlmmy, they'so goin

io ﬁrn the hut I

understood now the now
scheme of the savage Bloods. JIhe faint
movements o the part of tho cnemy had
a meaning no\

Dry grass Trom the prairie, brushwood
from the thickets, wooden stakes from th
corral fences, were being stacked up rou

st 's hut.  After the hot cm--
in summer, Lho fuel would burn almost
de ere had been no rain for

was the funeral pyre of the
ol llool-vood that was being stacked
p )by, the Bedskina.
Oouuhvl ernhed e door sud-
“ the voico of l\unmng Waters
was heard calling, m mocking tones:
“Will my littlo whlte brothers come out
ol thoir lodge, o ]I they wait for the
firo to drive 4
was nonnnwr rom the j umen.
To go from the hut was to gn’
diate death; and in spitc of um uniblo
minence of their peril, they had nob

hope |
B ey, waited in tenee silence,

Lovell's face twitched.

“I-1 nvl this is all my fault,” he :xgnd

n uj

buskily. rorry, haps.
el il aht said Jimmy. “Can't

bo_helped.”
Lovell gave a groan. Death, in its most
orm, hovered over ' the

terrible
wooders. At that moment Lovell wuuld

you ¢
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willingly have given his own life to ransom
his comrades. It was his wilful reckless-
ne-s that had brought about the disaster,
) o roaimiod 1o S Bt t repentance camo
too late.

tho hut.

a1

Blinded by the smoke, the juniors stag-
gered out into the air, hardly conscious of
anything but of the rolict of the fresh air
to their tormeuted lungs.

Jimmy Silver stumblod over a spravling
R o had been knocked

n acrid smell
“They’ve lighted it1” muttered New-
come.

‘Through a score of intersticos in' the
timber walls the smoke came cddying into
the interior of the stockman’s hut. Ii
floated to the roof in a thickening cloud.

“The juniors looked at one another in the
thickening vapour, The three horses
stirred uncasily, »\hmm ing with fear. The
heat increased fas the stockman’s hut
was like an ov«,n.

Through cracks in the walls red glim-
mering of fl.me could be seen. The horscs,
terriﬂcd began to trample wildly in the

’lnrou"h the crackle of the fire camo a
yell from the Indians. It was a yell that
told of triumpl

CHAPTER 1
Skitter Diok Chips Inl
L\!\IY SILVER ren to the door at last.
threw down tho bars, and dragged
tlm door wide op

Outside a smck “of brushwood and

piled fenco-rails “burned fiercoly.  The

smoke came rolling in.

“We've got to chance it now, you clu\ps,
said Jimmy Silver huskily. = “We can't
stay here—

“Al togatherl" multcred Lovell.
“Look out, Jimm;

One of the harms, maddened by the
smoks fallife Staries, Tor the walls aok rack
were catching fire now, rushed wildly for
tho open doorw way, Jimmy jumped aside,
and tho horse, with a shrill squeal of pain
and terror, plun%d blindly through™ the
pile of burn rushwood, scattering_ it
ﬂght and left as ho went. The open pnlna

d the blue sky were seen again.
other two horses rushed after the ﬁnh,
squealing wildly, and the juniors heard a
yoll from a rave, knocked down by
one of the horses b thed Ji
mo onl” broa immy,
Ha lod the w I
With a desperdte rush he came through
the scattored burning embers outside tho
oorway, and his chums followed him fast.

down by the horse. " Blood clutched
at him, and they rolled to the ground to-
gether, struggling.

Two savago figures, with uplifted toma-
hawks, closed in on Lovell and Raby and
Newcome.

The juniors, unarmed and blinded &
smoke, were utterly at their mere;
tomahawk of Running Water ﬂnﬂed over
Lovell’s head.

Tho sharp report of a rifle came suddenly
from the prairie.

Like one in a dream, Lovell saw the
ﬂnshmg tomahawk sink down to the

Iudian’s side, as Running Water staggered,
a terrible change coming over hig coppery
painted fa sce.

He reeled back and collnp&ed on
ergund at Lovells feek

the

The nﬂc shots were so close together that

they scomed blended into one.
chow—how, they were tog dazed to
understane o Rookwood juniors found
lmmeh es free of their foes.
mmy_Silver was on the ground, strug-

5lmg with his enemy. A horseman came
ashing up at a furious speed, and leaped
to tho-ground, leaving the hrso rearing.
A rifle-butt crashed on the Redskin's head,
and Jimmy Silver found himself suddenly
released from the grasp of the Bloo

Ho lay panting.

o Skitter Dick!”_exclaimed Ruby

“Dick I” panted Jimmy Silve

The cawﬁuncher, with his ﬁn er on tho
trigger of his rifle, stared yeund him, amid
the eddying whirls of smoke from the burn-
ing hut, But the remaini g Redskins, all
of e Wontded tes, Wete cresing away
in the grass, end the fight was over.

Sitter Dick caught his plunging horse.

"1 gucss, mu hyer circus is over,” ho re.
marked. y of you ’uns hit?”
“I—=1 hmk noU” gasped Lovell, hardly
llmowm§ whether be was safe or pot. I—

o,

Jimmy Silvor staggered u
“You camo at the right tune, Dick,” ho
«aid breathlessly. :
"The cowpunchor nodded. !
T guoss T saw the firc a good way off,”
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he said. “I've been out on the range all
day, and T shouldn't finvc got back hycr il
sundown t I saw the fire, and mekmmd
u was 1",um 1 was surprised to sco
hyer, though, and I reckon I die
in any too soon. What are you e |
r hyer?  Waen 't the boss keeping you
he ranc!

“It was my fault,” raid Lovcll, crimson-
ing. *“I—T clearcd off, and they came
after lno'

¢ a pesky young jay then,”
“You was gone coons,

if 1 hadn’t scen the firo
como buck to seo

yo

ihe crouu.l nl you,
from the
what was doing.

“I know,” s:nJ Lovell.

Thank_goodness, you did come,

by. *There isn't much of “the hut |eu
now, Skitter Dick.

"l reckon I haven't use for Lone Pine now
that T know for sartin tho Injuns are out,”
chuckled Skitter Dick. *‘They’d have the
gcalp off me if T hung on h\rr, before you

) say * No sugar for mine? I'm going |
huL to the ranch, I guess. That gang of |
Bloods isn't the on\» crowd that'y broke
out of tho veserve, i.uuss—lhoy 11 ho as

rs on tho prairie, till tho
Mounted Police take them in hand an:
them back to the re<erves. ou "uns had
better mosey along with me.

“You bet,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Our horses are gone,” said Raby.

“I guess they're nearly at the ranch by
1his time,” kitter Dick. *It's legging
it for you

“We can leg

““Come on.”

Skitter Dick remounted his horse, ‘and
the party started, the cowpuncher walking
his steed to_keep pace with the schoolboys. |
He held his rifle across his saddle bdore‘
him, and his keen eyes scanned the prairie | |
o all sides, watchiul for focs.  Jimmy

ver, looking at him, could guess {hat
‘skl(tur Dick did not expect to reach tho
ranch without trou

“Put it on, you [ello“s said Jimmy.

The Rookwooders tramped as (aq as they
could over the rough prairie. In tho dis-
tance, against the bluo sky n\ddvncd by the
lulmt the chimneys of Windy River ranch-
housc roso into view at last; and never had
the juniors been so glad to sce them.

said Lc\'cll.

THE WAR
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CHAPTER 17.
For Life or Death!
'ER DICK reined in his horse.
S “1 reckoned 30. ho said coo
From a belt of scrub at a httle dis-
tance, @ bunch of horsemen_ suddenly
shot into sight. Waving feathe rs and
shuggy manes tossed in the wind, as the
horscmen rode to cut off the party !rom the
ranch. Evidently Running Water's war
party were not the onl) gang of Bloods out
on the prairio that d
Skitter Dick could lm\o ridden to safety,
but the juniors were on foot, and they
no chance of getting through. The cow-
puncher jumped from his | 1.om
cover!” he ra|
Skitter Dick lhrcw hmuvll mla the grass,
his horso lying apd iy sighted his
riflo across” tho l|or= The Rookwooders
wero down in_the thick grass the

32

next

moment. Skitter Dick pushed back his
Stetson hat, and watched the horsemen with
| keen eves.  The crack of his rifle rang far

oves i prairie. | Crack, orack, crack!
"The Indions, riding at full speed, circled
round iho halted parts, at a rate that made
ooting almost imposible. Good

s Dick Leo was, his bullets fiew wide,
I'guces they' 1 hear that at the ranch,”

kicter Dick. “If theso hycr Injuns
't wipo us out in ive minutes; I reckon
o boyati be on them.

Ilo fired again, and (lm time the ball
went closer, cutting a waving feather from
the head of a Blood warrior.

'here were nine or ten Indians in the
bunch, and they urclud rmmd and muml
the circle drnvunf ually in. ]
juniors watched them lhmugl the gmn
with anxious ey the Redskins
knew that they . good ‘marksman to
deal with, and a direct rush would cost
them the jives of at least three or four of
their band. But the circling rush, closing
in gradually on tho surrounded  whites,
mado it difieult to hit tho whirling target.

ooncr or later would come the rush, sud-

denly and without warning. And when it
came the surrounded party would be ridden
down and “wiped out " for a cortainty. But
Indian caution held back the braves from
making the rush till they were close enough
m mako it with tho least danger to them-
selv

Round and round they swept, ing
down from their steeds, half hidden by thelr
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norses, and yelling incessantly.  Skitter
Dick, 'loosed "off his riflo every minute,

cowing that every shot would now be heard
o the rancl last a bullet told,
and an Indian horse went plunging to tho
throwing its rider into tho thick

Still the wild horsemen swept ruund and
round, the circle narrowing, and tl s
going at so terrific a speed that n was
a movt impessible to plant a bullet with

¢

“ H)a they come!” breathed Skitter

Mick.” “I reckon this is the last round.”

Tho circling horsemen suddenly swerved,
and rode directly at the littls party
crouched in the grass, yelling and brandish-
uuz their weapons,

In less than a minute all would have been
over.  Skitter Dick fired point-blank, and
2 velling savage rolled from his horso, his
yells snﬁrd for ever. Jimmy Silver blazed
away with his revolver, and another of the
Redskins tumbled into the grass. And
thon—

Then the carth scemed to be shaking
under the thunder of hoofs, it was
not only thc hoofs of the Indian ponies that
rang on ¢! iric—from the direction of
the \\mdv l'(u er Ranch came a crowd of
horsemen—Pete Poters, and Spike Thomp-
son, and Red Alf, and @ dozen more cow-
punche headed by Hudson Smedley.
They cime on at a mad gallop, and crashed
into the Indian band in wild collision.

Skitter Dick gave a vell.

“Hurrah! 1It's the outfit!”

“Iurrah ! shouted Lovell.

The juniors sprang to their feet.  The
Bloods had broken and seattered under tho
U\'n;:c of the rancher and his men. Three

our of them were clIm" in the grass,
e thc thundering hoofs; the Test wero
alrendy in wild fight, lashing their shaggy
horses to terrific speed.

Iidson Smedley roined in his borso and
jumywd dowi

|m\—
all lmrc,

said, Jimay  Silver

brM«h]« 1y. seren
S All safor nskcd the mnchex

“Right as rain,’

Your horse, Blazer, got back to the
m <aid Hudson Smedley. T recloned
hore had been trouble, Jimmy. T was
E;Amvv" out to hunt for you \\hcu we heard
the shooting.  Thank goodness we came in
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time.  What's happened at Lone Pine,
Skitter Dick 2 o
urnt  out!” the
1uq:menllv
TAnd {he cattle—"
I left 'em on the range, but I guess
some of the red jre runnin, them off into
the bad lands by this time,
Hudson Smedley compressed his Lips,
Tho Mounted Bolice will bo up from
Redlecor”tcbmurmw "d T]}.
trouble will be stampe out prctty quic
Get back to the nncﬂ
The outfit rode home to Wmdy River.
More than one “gang ” of the Bloods was
sighted on the prairie beforo the ranch was
reached, but the Redskins did not venture
too near so numerous a party. In the sun-
set Jimmy Silver & Co. reached the ranch,
and glad_cnough wore the Rookwood
juniors to find themselves in the safe shelter
its walls again.
“Well,” remarked Arthur Edward Lovell
at supper, “I wanted to_seo a
rising—and now Xvo seen it.
tu ;ee another. ble: ue’ﬂ if I quite leol
lp ‘safo on tho' top of my
It's lucky m }'ou Tollons Tiwas
vnth g,ou to-day—what?’

= What "

said cowpuncher

o

Ao

you chaps,” said Lovell. “I
lmdh- think )oud have got through if I
hadn’t been there. Until the trouble with
the Indians is over, Im Jnlly well going to
cop you under my eyl
WWell, my hatts said Jlmmy Silver.
That was all he could say!

CHAPTER 15.
Left Bohingly,

HIAT about us?” asked Lovell.
& Hudson Smedley’s answer was

Wiy
“Nothing about you.”

«But——"
“No time to waste, I gucss.
on, Jimmy !”
Hudson Smedley strode out of the Windy
River ranch-house, slinging on his riflo as

Get a move

he went.
Jimmy Slher gave Lovell & sympathetio
glance. Newcomo  smiled.

an
A ethur Edward Lovoll broathod hata with
indignation.
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*“Nothing about me!” he <aid. “Well,
my hat! As if I shouldn’t be as mucl\ use
as you, Ji mm 1
Ir. Smedle; ey doesn’t seen to think so,”
nmmmrcd Ral

o ase)

"()h 1” said \cwmm

“‘Just an n« said Lovell with « mphasis. |
“I'm sorry ut your cousin,
Jimmy, bat lm strikes me as being just a
silly ass1”

“"You sece——" murmured Jimmy.

“If he left \u bchmd it would be fat-
headed,” said “ to take you
and leave mo—vull its asinine.”

“It's barely po;mhlc that Mr. Smedley
lmom what he's about!” suggested Now-

"Wy pretty plain that ho  doesn't,”
answered Lovell,

Peto Peters, the foreman of the ranch,
leok

l‘d in.
“You going with the outlt, Jimmyt”
.

» answered Jimmy Silver.
)

“Right-h
Jimmy Ser
you're not comin,
Jimmy Silver hastencd ouz of tho ranch-
house.  Lovell and Newcome
stood in the doorway w Y wateh the outhit

e, vou chaps!” said

0005
hurried! ‘I'm  sorry

Six _sturdy cowpunchers had mounted
with Hudson Smedley, and Jimmy Silver
,..mped on Blazer and joined them. Jimmy
wa hand to his chums as he rode
nvmy with the m\\p\mch(-rs, and Raby and
Newcome waved b: but Arthur Edw
Lovell was too md t to do anything
but frown. He frowned portentously.

With a thudding of hoofs, the party dis-
appeared over tho prairie. Peters
watched them out of sight, and then turned
to_the three junjors.

“T guess you 'uns are well out of b
won’t_be a soft trail in lhc (omlnll! '|Itcr
Lone Wolf and his gang.

Lovyell snortey

No_reason why we ihunldut go."
#aid. “I suppose we sk e uscful in
a u;{lpd\vllh m‘n Indians.

. ike to join caid Raby,

guyt 1 dare)'n\' \lr' ‘Smc(r knows bcst,
oes 1" sa

Wmdy River.  “The L:gnl m_lm?mun ci

There'll bo some hard trailing and to

scrapping before Lone Wolf is roped

he
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He's got a dozen of the Blood braves wi
him, and they mean business.”

Poto Peters strode away, leaving Arthu
Edward Lovell still frowning. TLovell fel
it very keenly that he was left behind

Ihave been very useful in the party; much
more useful than Jimmy Silver, as a matte
of fact.

But on that point the ranchers’ word was!
law, and was no gainsaying it.
Lovell took it out in grousing, as it were
The trouble in the Wi i i

vation was not quite ove
some days of cxcxfcnu-m at Windy River,"
and a contingent of the Canadian Mounted
Police had ridden up from Red Deer to
deal with the matter—promptly and cffec-;
mel The warlike “bucks " were rounded
iven back to tho reserve, and the

ended as suddenly as it had
There had been danger for a time,
of the movement spreading to_the Great.
lood reserve farther south. But it had
been dealt with too promptly; and Leap-
ing KElk, tho chief of the Li Blood

Reserve, had received a visit from
Mounlnd Police, and bowed his grey old

d to their commands, and delivered up
what remained of tho smuggled fire-water
{in the Indian village.

But a dozen of the Bloods, more des-
perato and more guilty than the rest, per-
sisted in _defiance, and they had fled to
the foothills. Peace was restored on the
prairie, but in the rocky recesses of the
foothills, under the shadow of the mighty,
Rockies, the gang of outcasts lurked—a,
constant danger to the cowpunchers and
thoir herds on the grassy plains below.

For which reason contingents were
gathering from tho various ranches in the
section to hunt down the outcast gang.
Hudson Smedley had ridden away to
rendezvous with” half a dozen of his men,
and ho had taken Jimmy Silver as a recruit.!

It was a busy season on_the ranch, and
Pete Pelen was left short-handed to carry
on. immy came in useful as a recruit
n the place of a cow-puncher. But Hudson
Smedley did not deom :b advisuble to take
Lovell “and Raby Newcome  into
danger, Yimmy Bilver was & splendid

and a crack shot, and quite useful
in um oulﬁ( but the rancher did not look
ou his comrades as cqually useful. Which

uonblc
begun.
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was extromely exasperating to Lovell,
Mough Raby and Newcomo ndmitted that
tho Canadian rancher probably knew what
e was about.

As a matter of absolute fact, Arthur
Rdward Lovell would probably have been
n the way; but ho was far from admitting

was a litlle weakness of Arthur

Edward’s to believe that he could do an;
‘lnn" that another fellow could do—and
it, indeed, a_ little better than the olher
fdllow. He liked Jimmy Silver immensely,
but ho could not somehow see that Jimmy
could ride harder and shoot straighter.

Raby and Newcome looked at Lovell’s
frowning face and smiled a_little. They
would have liked to ride with the oalﬁl,
but they knew well enough that they were
not. 5o tongh as Jimmy, and much more
likely to “crack up ” on a hard trail in the
foothills.

*Anyhow, we can_make ourselves useful
here,” remarked Raby, after a long
silence. “The cowpunchers have plenty to
do, and they’re ‘hor!hamled now. We can

Arthur Edward was
not Lecn on helping with the cattle.
d better join up and do something,
it ivs nnly helping Baldy, the cook, when
everybody else is hard at it,” urged New-
come,
“You fcllows can go and wash dishes
for Baldy, the cook, |E ,you like,” said
ovell sarcastically.
washing dishes, pcrsann!]y
me stop you from enjoying yourselves.”
“Well, I'm going to ask Mr Pcbers \vhab
T can do, anyhow,” said R: dy T'm not
going to slack while c\erybo ly's at work.
\uu coming, Newco:
" Yes, mklmr' Come on, Lovell 1"
h, rats!” said Lovell crossly.

Raby and Newcome walked over to the
foreman’s  hut, leav rthur Edward
Lovell alone with his indignation. There

was plenty of work to be done, and they
foon forgot about Arthur Edward Lovell.
But when they came into the ranch-house
to dinner Lovell did not appear, and Woo
Sing, the chore-boy, did not know where
he was, save that he was not in the house.
said Woo Sing.

“Well, he

Tinkeo gonee lidec,”
“Me sec takee hoss.”
“Goue riding,” said Raby.

must be an ass to miss his dinner.”
And in the aftcrnoon Raby and New-
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come rejoined the cowpunchers and made
themselves useful again, and did not think
any more about ansll till they came in to
supper. nd at supper Arthur Edward
Lovel.l wa “m conspicuous By his Absunce
Newcome. “He can’

ht"e een ass enm.-vh to go after the out-
it——"

Raby shook his head.

Even Lovell wouldn’t be ass enough
for ume 2 llelamd uneasily.

"An how, he would be bound to miss
ohcm, nnd then he would come back,” said

a0y,
wale might miss tho way back, too”
e

“Oh, my hat!

The' niht foll, and® Apthur_dward
Lovell had not returned. And Raby and
Newcome, anxious enough now, scanned the
starlit prairie from the ranch-house, and
wondered whero lie was. :

CHAPTER 19.
Lovell's Luck!
Tm: silly dummies 1" said Lovell.

o was roferring to the outfit.
Tho stades of night, wers fall

on tho plains and the foot-
hills, and Acthur Tdward Lovell was quite

“The silly chumps!”
"Thu duffers!”

t did not occur lo Lovell that he was
the duffer in the case. He had missed the
outfit, and he did not attribute that mis-
fortunc to himsel

Lovell was aware that the Windy River
party was to meet contingents from other
runclvncs at a_point farther up the river,
where the whole body, kmburmg more
than fifty men, were to t the trail into
tho foothills in scarch of Lone Wolfethe
outeast Blood.

Lmell had borrowed a rifle from Pete
Poters’ cabin, and mounted his horso and
ridderr n\\oy. intending to follow the out-
fit. Once he had joined them, many miles
from the randr, Lovell considered astutely,
thnc Mr. Smedley would not send him
b:\ The rancher would be hccd as it

ve, with a “fait accompli”; and the
nocomplished fack would bo o0, imich for
him. He might be angry, but just as his

3

he said aloud.

concern was chiefly for the junior’s safety.
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obviously it would be safer for Lovell to
continue with the outfit than to return to
the ranch alone.

Lovell was quite ysatisfied with his pro-
cess of reasoning. was in no hurry to
join up with the riders, as he sagely con-
sidered that the farther from the ranch
the juncture took place, the less chance
there was of Hudson Smedley sending hin
back by himsclf,

8o, after getting clear of the ranch, he
rodo at o leisurely pace, and did not reach
the place of rendezvous on the upper waters
of lr\e Windy River till late in the after-

noon.

That did not matter, he considered; the
outfit, of course, would be gone on, but
Lovell would follow their trail into the
foothills. TFifty horsemen would leave a
trail on the prairie that could almost be
followed by a blind man.

Lovell reached the rendesvons, and
found plenty of traces of the horsemen
who had gathered there from various
ranches. As he had anticipated, a broad
and trampled trail led away westward
from the winding Windy River.

Lovell trotted chesrfully on the trail.

His idea was to come up with the out-
it just before sundown, which would make
it absolutely impossible for him to be sent
back, as assuredly he could not have found
his way back to the ranch after dark, from
the distance.

His cheery and satisfied face grew a
little more serious, however, when the
broad-marked trail turned from the plain
into the bad lands.

In the bad lands that stretched along the
foothills, the soil was sandy and rocky,
and gave littlo trace of the passage of
horsemen, and it occurred to Lovell that
he might miss the trail here.

That misgiving was_soon realised.

He came to a halt in the bad lands, in
a rocky ravine, with the happy knowledge
that he had not the faintest idea in which
direction Hudson Smedley and his men had
ridden—and an equal ignorance of his
own way back to Windy River Ranch.

Lovell had plenty of dogged pluck, and
he was not scared by finding himself alone
in the bad lands with night falling. But
ho_was very considerably dismaye

He was exasper: H
foreseen this;
forezeen it.

ad not
have
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“The silly chumps!” he said a dozel
times. “The stupid owls! I shan’t fing
them now, that’s a cert. The dummies!

“Slanging ” the missing outfit reliev
Lovell’s feelings a little. But it did nof
help him on his way.

He set his horse in motion again at last,

In which direction to ride, he simpl,
could mot guess; and he left it to the
horse, hoping that the animal’s instin
would lead him fo take the direction where|
there were other horses.

This was as likely to lead the horse
back to the ranch, as after the outfit; bub
ovell would have been quite pleased to!
find himsclf back at the ranch by that
time.

He did not realise that he had acted
with utterly reckless thoughtlessness; but he

id realisc that he was in a scrape.

Tho night fell, and shadows, decpencd
over the bad lands, as Lovell’s horse trotted
on_with him by ridge and ravine.

The horso stopped at last by the bank
of a rippling stream. doubtless one of the
head-waters of the Windy River. Lovell
let him drink, while ho pondered on the
situation anew.

By following the stream downyard he
thought that ic might reach the Windy
River, and by following the river, the
ranch. But he discovered on observation
that at a little distance the stream plunged
i e over a rocky precipice, where
horseman could not follow.
ng doing!" said Lovell aloud.

He drew his horse away from the stream
at last and rode on, following a deep and ]
shadowy ravine, over which the pine-trees
tossed strange shadows in tho starlight.

The hoofs of his horse struck cerie echoes
from the rocks as he rode. The ravine
widened into a great canyon, and it dawned
upon Lovell that he was leaving the bad
lands behind and entering tho foothills,

It was into the foothills that the outfit
must_have ridden, in search of Lone Wolf
and his gang, and Lovell hoped that his
horse’s instinct was, after all, leadinf him
on the track of the outfit. It was a slender
hope, but it was all Lovell had to cling to.’

He listened to the echo of his horse
hoofs, coming eerily back from the
and pines, and it occurred to him after a'
timo that the echo was stronger before
him than behind him. From that it s!ovrlyl
came into his mind that there was an echo
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of other hoofs within his rango of hearing
—that some other horseman was riding
ough the dusky canyon in advance of

b

im.

He drew in his horse to listen.

As he sat motionless in the saddle, with
1is head bent to listen, he heard the sound
distinctly.

1t was distant, but it was clear, and
Lovell’s face brightened as he heard it.

Somewhere in advance of him, in the
<hadowy canyon, was a horseman, and he
had no doubt that it was a member of the
outfit; probably a rearguard riding behind
the main body. Lovell started again, and
urged on his tired steed to a gallop, heed-
less of the rough rocks in his path.

Now that his attention was drawn to it, | };

and_ho was listening carefully, he could
Hstinguish tho " strangors hoof beats from
his own. Suddenly the hoof-beats ahead

pped.

He's heard me,” murmured Lovell.
“He's stopped! Tl jolly soon be up with
him now!"”

He rodo on cheerfully, and shouted as

he_rode.

“Hallo! Hallo!”

His voice rang with thunderous echoes
among the rocks.
“Hallo 1"
The echo_came back from a dozen direc-
tions, echoing_and re-echoing; but there
was no answering voice. Neither was there
any further sound of the stranger’s hoof-

cats.

“Hallo!" shouted Lovell again.

Then the answer came unexpectedly. A
shadowy figure leaped from the rocks, and
hefore Lovell knew what was happening,
a sinewy hand grasped him, and he was
dragged from the saddle.

“What—"_gasped Lovell.

In the starlight he caught a glimpse of
a coppery face, with red ochre daubed on
it, and a pair of flashing black eyes.

His heart almost died in his breast.

It was not a member of the rancher’s
ocutfit that he had been following. It was
1o friend in need to whom he had shouted.
It was one of the Blood Indians—one of
the desperate gang of outcasts who had fled
iy(n_ the foothills to escape the Mounted

olice.

Lovell sprawled on the rocks, staring at
the Redskin who had dragged him down.
1is riflo was still in his hands.
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By \chance rather than by design, the
startled junior pulled the lriygger, E:d the
report of the rifile rang in thunderous
cchoes among the rocky foothills.
The bullet flew yards from the Rodskin,
e next moment the Blood had planted
his knee on the fallen junior, and his knife
gleamed in the starlight.
Lovell gave himself up for
But the blow did not fall.
He stared up at the India

=

lost.

brave with

dilated  eyes, e drawn knife still
threatened him, as the Indian, with his
left hand, took away the rifie. Lovell

inado no sesistance. Ho was at the mercy
of tho Blood, and ho roalised, too, that it
was not the red man’s intention to despatch
im.

Keeping his sinewy knee planted on the
hapless Tovell, and holding the knife in
readiness,  tho Indian_ seomed to listen.
Tho heavy echoing of the rifleshot died
away, and was folowed by decp silonce.
For'a full minute no sound broko the tense
stillncss of the starlit hills.

Then the Indian spoke at last, in
English.
“Little white man alone?”
“Yes!" gasped Lovell.
“Where you come?”
“1 came from Windy River R
“You loso wayl" said  the
mprohending.
Dl

anch.”
Redskin,

o

01

8.
“You tink me white man when you
call 7

“Little white man great fool1”

The Redskin spoke_with contemptuous
soom,  Certainly no Indian south would
have rushed recklessly into terrible danger
as Arthur Edward Lovell had done.

Lovell winced. By that time he did not
noed telling that he had acted fooligaly.
He realised it clearly enough. Perl
ho realised, too, that Hudson Smedley fad
had good reason for leaving him out of the
Indian hunting outfit.

The Redskin still listened intently. Ho
seemed hardly able to believe that Lovell’s
teckless  proceedings had been caused

entirely by folly, and he suspected a trap

of some kind. °
But the dead silence secmed to reassuro
him_at last. ' .
“You go to join white man’s outfit?
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he asked, after o long pause, his black
eyes.glittering down at Lovell!

“You know where find?"!
No.”

“Me

Lmell mmpxehcndcd now how the Red-
skin came to bo alone in the foothills.
He guessed, too, that the outfit must be
i , or the cautious Indian
have allowed his horse’s hoofs

Doubtless the Redskin was returning to
his haunt in_the foothills, after spying on

the ranchers' outfit.

“You know where they are?” said
Lovell.

The Indian nodded.

“Let me go, and—and—"

The Redskin removed his knee.

“Fool, get up!” he sald

‘The “fool " got uj ﬁ e Redskin re-
tarned his knife to his belt, and, taking

a x]t.np of hide, bound Lovell’s hands to-
gethe:
“You come with Lorie Wolf!” he said.
Lovell gave a start.
“Lone \Volf'" he exclaimed.

Wolf—great chief of the

“You are

said the Redskin. “Take little

man to lodges in the hills—to-
morrow. “burn him at stake. I have
spoken

He remmmted his horse, which came at
his call, and leading Lovell’s horse, with
the bound junior mounted upon it, pursued
his way into the depths of the foothills.

CHAPTER 20.
The Trail!

RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL sat
his horse in stony silence. His
heart was like lead m his breast.

ndian had attached his

trail-rope to Lovsll's horse, und the latter
followed a c?u%e of yards behind Lone
Wolf. *Lovell’s hands were bound together
at tho wrists, and xt was hopeless to think
l‘)f escape. Ho could have thrown himself
rom the a:xddle u an the rocky ground, at
m:l:::“ka l. p;ln ;n ﬂconeuuxon, iut it was
bl Indlg of flight on foot from a

THE WAR TRAIL!

The threat of Lone Wolf had chilled

the blood in Lovell’s veins. His lifo had
been spared, in order that he might perish
at the stake, and he knew that Lone Wolf
was in earnest. The gang of Redskin out-
casts had thrown off the white man’s rule,
when they abandoned the reservation and
fled to the hills; and in doing so they
had reassumed the old habits and customs
\\ ich had had to be abandoned in the re-
With the war-hatchet and the scalp-
mg -knife came the torturc-stake, and the
hapless Lovell was to be the first victim.

Somewhere in the foothills thers was
help; but it was far away. The outfit
were_hunting for the Indian outcasts, but
Lovell knew that it might be days, perhaps
weeks, before they hunted the gang down
in the trackless wilderness. Sooner or
later Lone Wolf and his gang would be
brought to book; but not in time to save
the life of the reckless junior who had
fallen into their hands.

Even if the ranchers’ outfit came by
this very canyon, there was no trail on the
hard rocks to tell that the Indian had
passed that way.

But in the depth of despair a_glimmer-
ing came into Lovell’s mind—a glimmering
of hope. The Redskin did not even Mook
back at him as he rode on; his attention
was given to the rough and rocky way he
was_following, deeper and deeper into the
shadows of the mighty Rocky Mountains.

Lovell could not free his hands; but he
could use his fingers. en the idea
glimmered into his mind at last, he acted
on_it af

Slowly, mmhously, silently, he moved hi:
bound wrists, and got his fingers into his
pocket. With his fingers he drew out his
handkerchief, and let it fall. .

The handkerchief futtered to the ground,
and was at once left behind by the horse.

Lovell’s heart beat almost to suffocation.

If Lone Wolf should glance round, the
white speck on tho ground in_the Atnrhght
would be certain to catch his hawkish ey

—either a savage thrust from o
Iudmnn kmfe, or more secdfe bonds. But
the Redskin did not glance at him, and
the riders moved on, and the handkerchief,
lying on the rocks, dunppeaud lrom vxew
behind.

After_that, I.ovel!'l fingers dnd not re-
main idle lo ng.

:
:

|
]
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There was a loose button on )nu jacket,
and he worked it off, and let it drop.

Faint as the sound was that tho button
made in falling, it caught the keen ears of
the Indian, and he glanced back.

But the button was invisible on the
ground, and doubtless Lone Wolf attributed
the sound to some loose stone clinking
under the hoofs. Ho gave Lovell one ook,
and turned his gazo forward again.

Lovell's heart beat faster.

He was leaving n (ml—lmle enough,

but _ sufficient—for keen trailer in
Hudson Smedley's oubﬁt, if they came
that way. At least, it was somothing.

Several times Lovell succeeded in

dropping articles to the ground—a button
from his shirt-cuff, an old letter from his
pncket, a stump of pencil, a little leather

]la was working with his fingers to
loosen another button, when Lone Wolf
halted and dismount

The Blood warrior took the reins of both
horses, and led them through a thicket
of stunted pines. Lovell henrd the murmur
of rippling water in the gloo

A voice called from the lhndo\u, and
Tone Wolf answered in the dialect of the
Blood tribe.

From among the rocks a second Indian
appeared.

He glanced at Lovell, and spoke to T.onc
Wolf in the language of the Indians.
two braves talked together for a minute
or mo, Lovell hearing their words without

prehending a syllable of them. But he
cou]d uess that Lono Wolf was telling hu
wmnée what he had learned of the movi
ments of the ranchers’

The two Indians moved on together,
leading the horses. A moment more, and

vell was in sight of the encampment of
the outcast Bloods.

A dozen lodges were
mountain stream, with the dark hills look-
ing down on all sides. From the lodges
nine or ten Indians emerged as Lone Wolf
came up.

They “surrounded Lovell, and there was
a low jabbering among them in the Blood
dialect. One of the warriors drew his
tomahawk and made a threatening motion
towards the prisoner.

Lone Wolf mlcmu.ed

&rouped beside the

| doomed prisoner

%

1 The withdrawn, and
Lovell breathed again. Lone Wolf talked
for several minutes, addressing the Indias ans,
and finally there was a general “Ughl”
of satisfaction. Lovell wondered whether
the chief was explulmng that the prisoner
was to be reserved for the torture-stake
on the morrow.
The junior was lifted from the horse and
Ied into one of the lodges. If he had hoped
that he would bo freed from his bonds
now, he was disappointed.
Several of the Redskins examis
hide bound round his wrists, ...d“:.‘,'.,ﬁ‘;i
hide thong was knotted securely round his
ankles.
Then (]:3 was left Jying on the ground

in_the lodge.
ne Wolf entered the lodge a_little
later, and rolled himself in a dlrty blanket
to sleep. Lovell heard his deep ai ly
breathing only a {nrd away in I.ho dark-
ness and silence of night.
But there was no sleep lor Lovell.
Through cracks in the branches of which
e lodge was built came gleams of star-
light, which gradually faded into the grey
of dawn. 3
]Lovﬂﬂ closed his oyes, but he could not
Faintly the murmur of the stream came
to his cnn, and faint sounds from the
Indians’ horses dnnng the long and weary
“nuhes of the night
As he lay, with lxmbx numbed
thongs of hxde, with despair in his lrﬁ,
he thought of the ranch, where his chums
would be wondenn what had become ‘of
him; he thought o? Junmy Silver, lml‘
]ull.e.:“eout:&mi' clﬂ:"‘..
ittle dreaming that his comrade
o in the hands of_ ﬂ'm Red-
He thought, too, of Rool o)
school he was never to po

tomahawk was

skin_outcasts.
wood, the old

again.
The dawn came at last.
As the sun rose higher, a

and

o e emment a the Tndian snon
oot Lone Woll rose and threw aside o
blankef

e glanced down at Lovell, mdnmk
out of the lodge.
And then at Ille ﬂluulhd by 1 ,
weary watchin e hapless junior sl ]
How long he lept he did not know, bu¢ i
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he was awakened at last by the sound of
voices and the grasp of rough, dusky hands.
He started from slumber,/ dazed and con-
fused, and his cyes fell on savage, dusky
faces  and glittering oves, and he knew
that the hour had com

CHAPTER 21,
wsignt »

" QADDLE w!”
fooihils of tho Rucky Mountains,
Darkness lay vot in_the decp
canyons and arroyos, but the high ridges
and the fcathery Dines and frs wero
silvered in the dawn. Jimmy Silver throw
Ssido his blankef, and roso and strctched
Dimself.
Tifty horsemen were encamped on the
rough” hillside—men from all the ranches

in the Windy River section, and _from
Mosuito, tovn  and _ Kicking Mule,
medley was in_command, and

um had” full”confidence in’ ther
an had his horse, his
and revolver, an
weels provisions. . T was hard and rough
work upon which the outfit was engaged, as
Silver had already discovered. Bub
was glad ho was thero; his only
¢t being that his chums were not with

him.

He ate his breakfast of dried meat and
drier bread, washed down by cold water
rom a mountain stream, with a keen
appetite. Hard riding and trailing in the
foothills gave an edge to his hunger that
he had never dreamed of in the old days
at_Rookwood School.

There was no camp fire; the smoke would
have betrayed the outfit to the Redsking
they were hunting. In the dawn .c was
chilly in the rocky foothills, but the Al
cow-punchers  did  not heed the m.d
Breakfast was frugal and brief, and then
the order to saddle wp was

Skitter Dick and six or soven other cow-
punchers had already left the camp to
scout. 8o far, the ouifit had not succeeded
i{' gglbmg on the trail of the gang of

oods.

Before entering the foothills they had
found many traces of the desperate gang of
outcasts—tracks of stolen steers driven ofl
into the hills, tracks of -mocensined feet by
praitic po the foothills, on hard,
rocky soil, all trails had been lost.

Lone Wolf aud his gang were hiddon]

somewhere in tha barren hills, but the
rocks told no tal

But Tudson Smcdlv) was quictly deter-
mined.
tant he was certain, for the raids on out-
lying herds of cattle were almost incessan
since the quelling of the Inrlmn ising.
Lone Wolf was keeping in touch with
the ranches; indeed, it was upon stolen
cattle th\t he and his followers were sub-
sistil Sooner or later Hudson Smedley
was sure that his scouts would pick up

“sign and, once the Bloods were run
down to their hidden lair, tho rest would
be simple. Lone Wolf was known to have
no more than a dozen braves with him,
desperate bucks, who had refused to sub.
mit to the law when tho tribe was_rounded
up into the reservation the Mounted

olice.  And_ there were fifty men in
Hudson Smedley’s outfit, all har(l riders
and dead shots.

During tho night a rifleshot had been
heard in the cam) hmt and distant, from
the ahodowy. hills.  Yimmy . Bilves Ba
heard it, Imlu dreamirig ~ that it
Lovell’s rifle that he heard. So far as he
knew, Lovell was still at the ranch with
Raby and Newcome.

Hudson Smedley had noted the dircctign

of the shot, and when the outfit saddled up
at dawn that was the direction taken.
Jimmy Silver rode beside his Canadian
cousin as the horsemen trotted throu h
the rugged paths of tho hil
brightening sunlight Skitter Dick appenred
ahead of the outfit, and waved his hand.

“Dick’s found something,” remarked
Hudson Smcdley.

* Somebody \\us shooting hereabouts last
night,” said Buck Williams,
set Ranch. “I guess it wouldn’t bo a
white man wandering around on_his lone-
sume, with the Injuns up. A red shooting

a loose steer for the meat, I guess.”

“Very likely,” said Hudson Smed]ey

The outfit halted, and Hudson Smedley
called to Skitter Dick.

“What is it, Dick?"”

“I guess there was a red around hyer

last. mght boss,” said Skitter Dick.
“There's been a tussle, I reckon
The rancher dismounted, nnd Jimmy

er followed his example. Skitter Dmk
as standing by the spot where Lovell had
encountered Lone Wolf under the stars.

That the gang were not very dis-
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Tho Skitter held up a feather that had
.‘\ndamly belonged to an Indian’s head-
dress.  In his other hand ho held
tattened bullet between finger and thumb.

“I guess Mr. Somebody loosed i
vifle,” “said Skitter Dick.’ I"Ha h‘zﬁdﬂz
hig rock yonder; you can see the mark,
and that's whero I picked up the bullet.
The red got him hyer "—he tapped the
rocky ground with his boot. “Thers was &
‘l]m. of -lhni-l ,a0d that there feather came

jun.’

Jimmy Silver scanned the
Keenly.” Diek with  smie: poioted s
{ragment or two of what Jooked like a

grey thread, evidently rubbed from o
rough tweed jacket on tharp edges of rock
that_cropped from

“There’s sign yonder where a hoss was
left standing,” went on the cowpuncher.
"I figger it out that the Injun left his
Lorse_there, and laid for the other galoot
just here, among the rocks, and jerked
him coff his horse. The galoot fired and
missed. The Injun didn’t kill him; no
sign of him hycrabouts, Maybe he got
away, maybe ho didn’t.”

“A white man?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“1 guess he would be a white man, ns he
was scrapping with a red,” said Skitter
Dick. *““Some gol-darned tenderfoot, I
reckon, or he wouldn’t have been caught
napping like that. man in the Windy
River outfit wouldn't have
with his rifle.”

“I guess not!” said Spike Thompson,
with a nod.

It's odd that a_tenderfoot should be
riding here at night, when the Indians
are up,” said Hudson Smedley.
rush in whero angels fear to
tread,” said Jimmy Silver, little dreaming
of the identity of the tenderfoot.

“That's so. ~ And what after that, Dick.”

Skitter Dick shook his head.

“1 guess you’ve got me beat, boss. There
ain’t nary a sign to bo picked up arter
that—the “rocks don’t bear the ghost of o
trail.”

udson Smedley locked along the great

canyon, which walikc a corridor into the
heart of the foothills. i

“Y the

u don’t figure out which v
Tndian was going—up into tho hills
down to the plains?” he asked.
“Not even that, boss. There ain’{ nary
u sign.”

or

missod the Injun |7
i

“I guess some wi
LIlm'lx;on Smedley, and
A dozen scouts M
nbfve and w the

guess

Wolf’s said |
tribe are kept
reserve, now. we
'fr‘h'""a"'x' far from the rest of

Jimmy 8ilver went u canyon 3
Skitier Dick sud. Byiky Tasreniyo? with
ing the and scanning the surround-
ing rocks for ibl But the rocks
told no tale of the passing Indian and his
prison

er.

But suddenly Skitter Dick uttered an
exclamation, and made a dive for a speck
of white that showed among the boulders.

o camo back holding a handkerchicf
in_his hand.

“1 guess Mr. Somebody came this way,
and dropped his nosebag,” he remarked
with o grin.

Spike Thompson looked at tho handker-
ief.

“Tenderfoot, right enough,” he said.
“That ain’t a cowboy’s goods!”

Jimmy Silver took it in turn. The colour
changed in_his face, and he uttered a
ewrtﬁ-d exclamation.

“That's Lovell'st”

“What!”

Look!” Jimmy Silver
itials: “A.E.L." worked

“Young Lovell's!” said Skitter Dick in
amazement.  “But young Lovell was left
at_the ranch.”
Jimmy drew reath.
*1t's Lovell’ id. Of—of course,
ho might have lost it another time—the
wind may have blown it about—" B
“That hanky ain’t been in the open air g
long,” eaid Spike Thompson. “I guess it
would be auother colour if it had_ beens#®
Llowing_about in the hills for days.”
“But Lovell couldn’t—" Tvid
Jimmy Silver paused, his heart sinking.
Only too woll ho knew his obstinate and
reckless chum, and ho knew how Lovell
had felt being left bchind by the outfit
It was ouly too probablo that Arthur
Edward Lovell had taken the bit between
his teeth, as it were, and followed the out-

fit without leave. That he had fallen in
with the Redskins, instead of the outfit,
was a natural enough consequence.
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“Lovell! And the Indians have got
him!” muttered Jimmy, hig face white.

“Looks like it!” said Slitter Dick.

The Skitter mounted his horse, and
‘dashed back along the canyon at a gallop
to rejoin the outfit with the news. In a
very short time whole force was
gathered on the spot. Hudson Smedley
examined the handkerchief, and his
bronzed face was grim.

“The young fool!” he said. “Heaven
knows what has happened to him. But this
proves that the Indian made him a prisoner
and brought him this way, I should guess.
That young ass couldn’t have got away,
the Blood had him i

when once in  his
hands.”

“And I guess it proves that the Injun
was heading for the hills, boss, and we
know the way to foller,” said Skitter Dick.

“That’ ide on!”

Fairly certain of their direction now,
tho outfit rode at a trot up the great
canyon, deeper and deeper into the wilder-
ness of rocks and pines. Skitter Dick and
the other scouts were watching with hawk-
eyes for sign, and “sign “ was to be found
now. There was a shout from Red Alf, as
he pounced upon a button among the rocks.
A dozen of the outfit examined the button
cagerly. Torn shreds still attached to it
showed that it had been jerked from a gar-
ment. Hudson Smedley’s eyes gleamed.
“This cannot be chance,” he said. “First
the " handkerchief, and then this button.
Tovell is not such a young fool after all.
He must have dropped them on purpose to

leaye a trail

dn’t brains enough, that young jay,”
Spike_ Thompson.

Well, it looks like jt. Keep on, and
watch for something of the kind again,”
said_the rancher.

“You bet, boss!”

Jimmy Silver's face was pale and troubled
as he rode on with Hudson Smedley. Ho
had no doubt now that his_ reckless chum
had followed the outfit, and missed them,
and fallen_into the hands of the outcast
Bloods. What had happened to him sinco
then?

That was a torturing thought to Jimmy.
That tho Redskin had hot killed {he tender
foot was clear—there was no sign of the
body to be discovered. But long hours had
passed “since Lovell had been led away a
prisouer into the rocky wilderness, and the

said
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dosperate outcasts were not likely to spare
any whito man’s life,

“Keep a stiff upper lip, Jimmy,” said
Hudson Smedley. " We're on tho track, at
least, and wo can hope—"

“You think Lovell's still alive?” asked
Jimmy, his lip trembling.

“ hopo so. Anyhow, he was not killed
at once, and that is something,” said the
rancher.

“Why should they have taken him pris-
oner instead ?”
'he ranchor did not answer.

“You—you think—"  Jimmy remem-
bered what ho had heard of the customs of
the “wild ” Indians, “Is it possible that—
that—that he would be tortured—=

“I'm afraid so,” said the rancher reluc-
tantly. “They would not spare a white
man’s life in the present state of things.
for any other reason that I know of. But
there's still hope, Jimmy, and at all events,
Lovell has left a trail that may guide us to
the hiding-place of the Bloods.”

“But—if wo come too late—"

“Weo must hope for the best.”

immy was silent, with an aching heart.
He longed to break into a_gallop, to ride
ab top speed to the rescuc of his chum, but
that was impossible. It was nccessary to
pick up the trail step by step; and then it
was only by the greatest skill and keenness
that the task could be performed.

More than one of the smaller articles that
Lovell had dropped had been lost i
of tho rocks, and escaped even
eyes of the cowboys. - But Buck Williams
camo up with a letter in his hand, after a
time—and Jimmy, looking at it, saw that
it began: “Dear Arthur,”—it was a letter
of Lovell's, cvidently dropped by him to
mark the trail and guide a possible rescuer.

“That young tenderfoot ain’t the fool he
looks,” said Skitter Dick. “He’s leaving
a good trail—and he’s done it without the
Injun_spotting him, either. I guess that
ith luck we shall run right into the den
of Lono >

Half a mile further_on a littlo leather
purse was picked up—Jimmy recognised it
as Lovell's, The outfit rode on, with rifles
at tho rcady, keen oyes watching for a foe.
Suddenly, from in advance, camo two rifle-
shots, so close together as to bo almost
blended into one. Skitter Dick clapped his
band to his head, whence a bullct had torn
away his Stetson bat. From a thicket of

»
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|une! a dusky figuro i m a tattered blanket
coled, and crashod dow ho sunlight.
an Indian in wnr
guess I got him
er maid Shatter Dick.

ho was pulling
Ho rubbed his
We're

y head. *But it went close. on
hat thero Injun was a sentry.”
vors: hoart thamped.  The

luy stretched by the rocks,

Indian,
with Skitter Dick's bullet in_his heart, had
cen keeping watch in the .Bmm—. sentinel
set by the outcast gang of Bloods. The lair
of Lono Wolf was closo at hang
With grim faces, the outfit d|~mmum|

from their horscs, and, rifles in hand,
plunged through the pincs.
CHAPTER 22.

At the Stake!

THUR EDWARD LOVELL blmkcd
in the sunshino as he was

out of the lodge in the midst o? the

Ho knew that his hour had come and
that thero was no His wild glance
swept round tho Tndian’ encampment, shut
in on all sides by high rocks and ridges
and thickels of pines and firs. . Round lum
surged tho throng of braves, a dozon of
them, hideous in their war-paint.

n tho midst of tho circle of lodges a
stake had been sot up in the cml and
round n bruslmoo(l \\nu piled.
dered as ho saw o knew \\hnt |t moant.

‘Tho Redskins baru him to tho -.pngm
stake, and the hapless junior was bound t
with thongs of hide.

Then tho brushwood was stacked more
closely round him.

It scemed like somo terriblo dream to
He could hardly believo that the
wild, desolato rocks,
the nodding pines, tho savage, dusky faces
of the Indmns, the staring, merciless, glit-
tering oyos. It was liko some fearful night-
maro from which ho felt that ho must
roon awaken in his room at the ranch or in
the old dormuorv at wood.

Bound to take, with the fuel
ruund him, he surcd dazedly at tho savage

2

Lono Wolf was talking, and tho Indians,
their attention turned from tho prisoncr for
the moment, st round their chiof, liston-
ing to his address. Lovell understood no
word of the Blood dialect, but he could sec
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that the braves wero deeply moved by thoir
chicf's cloquence, In the dramatie fashion
natural to tho Redskin, Lonc Wolf was
making orutorical capital out of the wild

sceno.  In his guttural but not unmusical
lonsuo hg spoke of old duys when tho great

f ‘nndn from.the mighty mountains
as horseman could ride towards the

rmng sun, was tho hunting-ground of the
red man.  From that historical ret t
Lono Wolf jum{ml to the recent_ rising,
when tho smuggled firo-water had inspired
the younger and moro reckless bucks to

make their desperato attempt to Illrov: off
ke of

oke. n he
the Canadian l
Pohcr, nn(l thn collu 80 of 1l|
the tamo yielding of the
Teturned 13 thete. rescrvation st the order
of tho khaki-clad t s. Then he dwelt
on the heroism o( his few followers and
msclf, who had fled to the hills rather
than bury the hatchet so recently dug up.

And 80 ho camo to his own exploit in cap-
turing one of tho hated Palefaces, npon
whom the outcast Bloods could wreak
rchonnm duo to their many and ov r-

cnemies.  And at that point a
ferocious yell burst from the Iutemn‘
braves, and Lhoy turned from the orator
towards Lovell.

A dozen hands were raised and a dozon
tomahawks wero flung, and Lovell closed
his cves in cxpectation of instant death.
But tho tomahawks flew by him, grazing
him in several places, even cumn, his
clothes, but doing him no He
opened his eyes ngain, his Jioart” throb.
bing. Ho realised that this was only the
beginning of the torture, and that ho was
not intended to die by so casy a death.

Two of the glcnmmg axcs stuck in the
high stake whe roso above Lovell's
head, and hung qul\crmg thero.

For ten minutes or more the tomahawk
lay went on, and the hapless junior almos
T.,,,mx that one of the glmormg, '\Inrlln
eapons would strike him and put

his torment. But tho play cea
us\ and ono of tho braves kindled a brush
torch to light tho pile round the

(tc whuo mann ol

Wwo
prisoner.

It was the ond at last—the terriblo end.
But as tho e was rising from tho

kindled torch there camo a wd on cracking
of riflo-shots, echoing

hills, and o yell—the deathysl of a falion
Redskin.
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Lone Wolf spun round towards the belt
of pinewood that_screened,the Indian en-
campment from the open canyon.

It was there, at the only spot where the
cncampment could be approached by an
enemy, that tho sentry had been set—and
that wild, ringing yell told that the sentry
had fallen before a bullet.

There was o wild outburst of exclama-
tions among tho Bloods, and the braves
rushed for their rifles.

r the moment the prisoner bound to
the stako was forgotten.

Lovell, unable to move hand or foot,
watched the strange, wild scene dizzily. Ho
saw the red braves clutch up their weapons
and rush across the rocky ground towards
the belt of thickets. The enemy was at
hand, and the Redskins knew it. ey hac
no time for the torture of their prisoner

no.

Was it the outfit? Tho trail he had left
when Lone Wolf led him, a prisoner, into
the mountains—had the outfit found it and
followed it? Was it rescue at hand?

Lovell's heart beat almost to suffocation,

The brushwood was still stacked round
him, the sun blazed down on his face. At
a little distance tho torch lay on the ground,
smoking, where it had heen dropped in the
moment of alarm.

as it rescue?

From the belt of pines there came a rush
of whits men—brawny cowpunchers with
grim, set faces under their Stetson hats and
rifles in their hands,

It was the outfit!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

With a sound like thunder, the heavy
firing rolled echoing among the rocky hills.

CHAPTER 23.
At the Eleventh Hour!

IMMY SILVER was one of the first
through the _thickets, with Hudson
Smedley and Skitter Dick. He saw the
encampment of Indian lodges close by

the rippling mountain stream. He saw the
crow desperate Bloods rushing to
defend their lair, and he loosed off his rifle
without™ an _instant’s pause. For some
minutes the firing was hot and heavy, and
shrieks and groans filled tho air. Jimmy
Silver saw Lone Wolf spring at Hudson
Smedley with brandished knife, and saw
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the rancher parry the stroke with the barrel
of his rifle. The next instant Lone Wolf
and the rancher were grappling in a des-
perate struggle.

Hudson Smedley’s foot slipped on the
rocks and he went down, the Indian upon
him, clinging like a panther, A yelling
buck dropped almost at Jimmy Silver's
feet—whether by Jimmy’s own bullet, or.
another, the Rookwood junior never know.
Jimmy  rushed towards the struggling
rancher, clubbing his rifle.

Lone Wolf’s knife gleamed in the air,
over the head of Hudson Smedley. |

But before the blow could fall Jimmy’s
rifle-butt  reached the Indian, and Lone
Wolf, with a fearful ery, rolled from his
victim' and lay senseless on the rocks.

“Good for you, tenderfoot!” panted
Skitter Dick.

Hudson Smedley strugglad

“(Ciood man, Jimmy!” ho

Jimmy Silver ran on towards the lodges.

The handful of Bloods had scarcely
stemmed the owward rush of the cow-
punchers, Half of them were down, and
the rest broke into flight as Lone Wolf
fell, scattering wildly among the rocks,
pursued by the victorious cowpunchers.

Jimmy Silver found himself on tho track
of a fleeing Indian as he ran among the
Jodges. The Blood turned on him, snarl
ing, knife in hand—and Skitter Dick’s rifle
rang behind Jimmy, and the Redskin
pitched over and lay still.

Scarcely heeding him, Jimmy Silver ran
on, thinking only of his chum. Was Lovell
there? Was ho living ?

up. dizaily.
satd,

y

A husky voice panted out his name.

Jimmy Silyer stared round. TFor the
moment he did not sce Lovell. Then he
saw the white, strained faco that looked at
him over the top of the pile of brushwood
stacked round the torture-stake.

“Lovell I”

*“Oh; Jimmy "

Jimmy Silver toro away the brushwood,
ina moment his knife was busy on

anc
| Lovell’s bonds,

Tho prisoner staggered away from the
gake, And Jimmy coght him as ho fell.
Lovell leaned on him heavily.

“Lovell, old man, youw're hurt!”

“Noj stiff, that's all!” gasped Lovell.
Tl bo all right soon, I'm numbed! Fve
been tied up a long time,”
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.nmm‘ Silver helped
.

him to a boulder,
For long minutes
with a strained Im
ain of the ‘rt- d ¢

Loull sat m nlcllm,
tormented by the
culation in his numl limbs.
and watched him, heedless of
shots and yells ‘along the rocky hillside.
Tho last two or threo of tho outcast Bloods
wero being run down, to surrender or dio
desperately fighting. By tho time tho last
shot dicd aw a thousand echoes among
ol gang had been

wiped out—dead or prisoners.

; Jimmy1” Lovell spoke at

ol
kncw 1 was hero?”

—you found the trail I left?”

“The covrpunchcn found it, old chap,
sid Jimmy Silver. “Thank Huven u..y
didl - Wo didn't g6t horo any too

fact, and no mlutnku(" Ll

Love i bt grin, *Hallo, horo
Mr. Smedics, and he docsn't look vory
good-tempered.

Hudson _Smedley
prisoner with a

:u rvoyod the rescued

“80_you'ro rafe?” ho said
“Quite,  thanks,” said Lovell. “Only a
bit stiff.

“I guess you've had a close call.”

“As closo as ever I want to have, Hr
Bmedley,” said Lovell, with a_shiver.
thoughl n was all up whon I heard lhc

e el uess I'm glad you've come
“Woll. 1 guess I'm gl
through.” said the rancher. < But if ever
a silly young fool deserved fo havo his scalp

.ei you deserved it, Lovell. Why did
vou I lunu the ranch

just wid it wid Lovell
un I was a nlly young fool.

"bh !” said Hudson Smedley. *Well, if
you sco it in that light I'll ‘say no more
about it, I guess, though I've been promis-
ing you o lml-ro% woll laid on, = As it
turns out, you'vo helped us round up the

“

s and saved us o long trail in_the
mountains. ut if you ever play such a
gamo aguin, Mastel Lovell, you go on
board the. first train running out to
Alberta 1"

And tho rancher turned away.
“So that's that!" said Lovell
rather an ass, Jimmy!

“You were!” agreed Jimmy Silver.
“8till, it wouldn't have happened if I'd
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gono with the outfit,” argued Lovell, “and
5
“And_so you'ro a
rupted Jimm,
Inllld to punch your
o, Which Lol mphtd

fly chumpr” inter.
Vo a good

mlo {

. " . . . i
Windy River Ranch was glad enough 1o
rect the roturn of Hudeon Smedley end

Fi e with the news. that Lono Well's

geng bad boen rounded up and fnished

with, And Raby and Newcome wero

e b A
Jimmy' Silver and tho cowpunchers.
“So x joined tho outfit, .after ali?”
asked Ral
Lovell ‘rmm:d.

ho answercd.

an’ nxl said New-
%l 1 hada't gone, the outlit would still
b hunting for Lone Wolfs gang in tho
oothills,” said Lovell, who was quite his
et

this ‘time,
T was, nT: T e e
e,

“Tho fact is,” snid Ral
ought to be jolly well bum or makin;
anxious about you; an
! -: you're jolly well going

it

Raby, “that you
pod f i

“You silly assor— Oh, tay hat!”
And_Arthur Jdward Lovell ‘was duly
the

bumped  on bard,  unsympathetio
prairie!
CHAPTER M. L ]
Pate Poters Is Not Pleased! wn
- E'RE _going!”
WEE gt
“I fancy all the outfits aro
» said Jimmy Silver, w ith

o laugh, FAThat can get away, ot
It isn't often that a_theatrical mm
5 gots %0 far into_ the North-West.
P About the ik time, 1" should .
remarked Lovel
Thero was uu. a little outburst of cx.
cliomen Windy River Ranch, and
Simmy Sitver & Co. fally shared
Skittr Dick had browght the nows from
Mosqui
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In that litile timber town of Nérth-West
Alberta entertainments were few and far
between, so the - visit of the Hiram .
Hunker Theatro Company interested all the
citizens,

Pos' ively for three nights only,
o Hunker Company were to perform
* Hnmlet » “QOthello,” and “As You Like
It!” in turn, thus acquainting the Wmdy
River scction with tho works of the
mortal William_ Shakespeare,

ollar admission, in Bunch’s Hall )
Skitter Dick had announced at tho ranch.
“There's a dozen posters stuck up on the
dead walls i in Mosquito about it. Genuine
Shakespeare.”

“T guess I've heard of that galoot afore,”
said Baldy, the cool

“If's the Hiram H.
continued Skittor Dick.  They've played
to crowded houses in every city from
Quebee to Calgary in their Canadian tour.”

ow do now that ?” mqulred
Spike Thompson.

“Tt says so on the posters.”

“ guess if they'd go'. crowded houses in
Calgary they wouldn’t want to mosey a,long
to ho Windy River,” remarked Red A

“Well, everybody at Mosquito will roﬂ
up,” said Skitter Dick.

“ About a couple of dozen galoots.”

“And all the mwpum;hers round about
who can gt leave.”

In tho busy season!” said Red Alf. “I
guess there \vont be a clowd get off from
this hyer ranch.”

Red Alf proved to be a prophet. The
Windy River cowpunchers were not specially

“gono ” on Shakespeore. As a mattor of
taste, they would probably have preferred
lurid lm, drama, with plenty of galloping
and shooting in it. But any entertainment
was too rare to be despised, and if they
could not get film-thrills they were willing
to put up with William Shakespeare. But
there were difficulties in the way.

Firamy Silver, Raby, Lovell and Newcome
resolved to go at once, and there was no
difficulty about that. The chums of Rook-
wood wero guests at the Windy River
Ranch, and, es the guests of Mr. Hudson
Smedley, thuy were free to do as they liked.
It was different with members of the outfit,
as they soon discovered when they inter-
viewed Peto Pctels, the foreman of tho
ranch, on the subject

Pete Peters d-dnc care ‘““shucks ” for
Shakespeaze, and said so with unnccessary

the

Hunker Company,”
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emphasis. As for ]emn men off in the, busy
timo to go t« gol-darmed play-ncting,
that ap)

a.remls was. the lust thing that Mr.
Peters dreames

As Jimmy Silvor & Co. were helping the
outfit in the work of the ranch, they felt that
it was up to them to asl ve.” So they
sought out Mr. Peters and asked for leave
to ride into Mosquito that afternoon. Pete
Peters looked them up and down grimly.

“You ain’t under my orders,” he said
grofly. “1 you was I'd give you piece

of juy mind! Pley-agting| Pooh "

“ u isn’t often—" began

nce is too often,” smd Mr Peterg
apat you kids can go, and be blowed to
oul Get

“If we's re wn nted—" began Arthur
Edward Lovell rather warmly.

“How could you bo wantea?” demanded
Mr. Peters. *“‘Tenderfeet ain’t much use on
& ranch.  You ain’t no use, and your best
friend wouldn’t go so far as to say that

you're nny orifament. hike

And Pete Peters turned on hm hnel and
strode away.

Jnnmy Silver grinned.

“Peter isn’t in the best of tempers,” }m
rems,rked “I suppose he knows that t]
whole outfit will want to go, It doesn't look
a lively prospect for them

Skitter Dick wus the ﬁrst of the outfit to
try his luck. - He approached Mr. Peterg
with an ingratiating smaile,

you've got no use for me this after-
noon, Mr. Peters—"
" Nover have had any use for you, Dick
Leel” m\vered Mr. Peters. ““Why the b

e boss
pays you to loaf around this ranch is &
durn mystery to me, and always wes.”

Skitter D)ck coughed. 5

“Then you give me lenve—-""

“Not in your lifetime ! said Mr. Peters,
“You ain’t no use, but it’s my duty to see
that you carn a tenth part or so of what
Boss Smedley pays you for loafing avound.
Cat it out

Apparently Skitter Dick was of some use
on the rancl though the foreman declined
to admit it. The Skitter retired discomfited,

i ot Spike Thompson put in &
word for himself,
Thems a theatncal show at Mosquito,
- Poters e began,
55 T vo heard of it

1
“Of course you would1” agreed Mr,




'THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN

Poters disagrecably. “There ain't a loafer
in tho country that wouldn't liko to chuck
his work on that excuse, or an; num »
“It's jost nm once,” urged
“It is’t 1" sai Peters.
“l\olhmg dom " asked
than not! mzl" Mr,

him.
Bnldv, tho cook, was the third. But Baldy
had no better luck than the others.

‘ou want to amble into \Imqmto to-
day 7" asked Mr. Peters aldy
prc(n'rrccl his request. * Your leave is duc,
i it

“Nope ! o
"nut ,you want doublu leave in tho busy
season ?
“l\ot exactly. But—"
“What you really mean is that you're
lllnn# for lho loan of my boot 1" suggested
Mr. “Waal, I'm your man! Turn

Bnldv. the cook, retired hastily lnlo the
cookhouse. It was only too clear that
Peters was deaf to ary

nd so it came to
riders started from tho md{ anch
the Mosquito trail, nnd t ose fnur wore

g, e. @
eters assured |

t on
ass tha

Jimmy ver 0.,
they promued to tell the ou«m nll lbcut it
when they roturned—which w: ight com-

fort to tha mrpunchen who n-m.med under
tho grim eye of Peto Peters.

CHAPTER 5.
‘The Iniquity of H. M. Hunker!
# g JERE wo aro!” announced Arthur
. H Edward Tovell.
Jimmy “SiVer & Co. hed
Bunch's Hall, in Mosquita. On ordinary
occasions it was the of the
P otel, "Atter being s Sintug room, 1
was generally a smoking-room. But as the
room ol any extent in the little town-
ki, v war used for allthe local meeings
on_this occasion it had beo:
HH e Company for Bhake.
an representations.
'....,"‘“1.";“ .ad°“ o mes balf s Aol
which predominad ‘was half a dollar
phest” Wil ith erowding, Bunch's Hall could

n n nudmu
lmmlmd. But Jimmy Silver & Co., after
lunching at tho Grand Pmlc. did not seo

about a | time, .nd our name
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any signs of a hundred turning up. Mosquitc
was a busy and energetic littlo township, but
its citizons were fow in number—and goner-
ally hurd-at work Mr. Bunch, whe sold
tickets of admission ot his desk, did not
scem hopeful

“Foéur!” he said. “Four at a dollar
| each? That makes nino!!

As it was getting near time for the per-
formanc his statement did not indicate
gnghl prospects for. tho Hiram H. Hunkoe

"om|

“Plrhg: they'll pay at the doors,” ro-

markc
P " assented Mr. Bunch, “and
ess it don’t matter so long

aps,

pr nru

as Hunkor takes enough to pay me for the

hall. T guess ho'll just about c{a
man_cam

A sl in

Bunch was ':i and the ji ]unlon .l.w.-d

at hi at he was a ber of
the theatrical touring com o was
-hm, guod lookmgl -:51 a little emmmnt. in

ooked worried.

Mr. Hunknr!" he asked, address.
. -

since broakfast,” he answered.
“Noither have. Lv id tho slim young
man.

“T've my_ suspicions for soi
How_many uckeu did wo sell llll
. Mr. Bunch?”

ifteen.”

+How many, s0 far, today?”

& Ilnlv smoko! What I want to know is,
v\h\- (]hd Hiram }!’ Eunklnr bring us here
groancd the slim young man.
st a place to land us Y ‘zo
ﬂmpd i

“Flitted 1" said Mr. Bunch.

“I guess that’s about tho llle of it,”
nul llu.\lhm young man dolorously. “Thore
the company that's had
nv p. for three hn cash
there i: un.kerl h-n&. I guoss the
ghost won't vnlk um

Mr. Bunch nod:

“T wondered why he was asking questions
-bouz tlw post-wagon for Kicking Mule,”

When did it leave?” asked tho slim
urriedly.

at Kmkmg Mule by this
Denni roancd tho
*How much (o owo you

room mg grub, Mr. Bunch?"

Tor v ‘roon
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ivo dellars.”

*Then you have my sympathy I

1 ueis Td rather haye vour dollarg
. Bunch ly. “You can cut that

out, 3Ir. Ortaas Titaroy.”

“It’s not a matter of choice,” explaincd
Mr. Fitaroy. “Hunker's got the cashbox,
and, if he's flitted, the cash is nearly ot

mcmng Mule by this t
o for you

ho expression that camo over Mr.

Buy plump face made Jimmy Silver

& Co. smile.

“Why, you—you—you—" gasped Mr,
Bunch. *¥ou been eating up mv grub, and
you tell me, as cool as you please, that
You can’t pay for it !”

Mr. Fitzroy shrugged his slim shouldern
“"ho whole compuny’s in the same box,”
he said. “There'll bo weeping and wailing | a
G54 Lharliing TaE tooth when they find out
that IHunker’s flitte d “You're only one of

the suffercrs, Mr. Bunc

“I—]—]—-» <pl|tncrcd Mr. Bunch.

“If you young gentlemen have just paid
for “admission, Jou had_better take your
roney aid Mr. Fitzroy, addrossing
tho ncoL“oanurs “There won't be any

time.  Anything clso

fut 1” said Lovell.
ool Myon M. Totsroy o roared Mr.
Punch.

“Patience, patience, my friend!” said

ando Fitaroy. *Wiiat have you lost? A
miserable five dollars! T've lost a job and
thice menths’ salary, and now you're going
1o kick me out, and T haven't tea cents for
a meal in my clothes.”

“T guess you're right there 1" roared Mr.
Duncl " “L'm going {0 kick you out—

‘-ns not fhe firet time: sighed Mr.
Fitzroy. “I've been there before. This i
ho- elevenih timo Tvo. been stranded. in
Canada or tho States. Get it over I”
sHold ot exclaimed Jimmy  Silyor
harriedly, as’ Mr. Bunch, in_great _escite-
ment. v hipped round from belind his desk.
old on! Perhaps we can help.
T'm going to have it outer his Lide!”
led Mr. Buneh.
“Hold on, I tell you!
doflazs.”

Here's the five

13r. Bunch.

Alvedafiar i placated the hotel-keoper,
%0 far as Jr. Orlando Fitzroy was con
teened.  The slim young man thanked

Jimmy Silver in tones of heartfelt gratitude,
with a dramatio thrill in his rather musical
voice, evidently so accustomed to what Pete
Peters caled “play-acting ” that ho never
quite freed himself of the manncrs of the
stage. Then he walked away to ucquaint
the rest of the company with the dismal
news that Hiram H. Hunker had dis-
appeared, and that the “ghost * would not
walk, Jimmy Silver & Co. went to lead
out their horses. Shakespeare ecvidently
was “off,” and, as there was to be no
performance, owing to the sudden dcpnrture
of the iniquitous Mr. Hunker, the Rook-
woed chum had nothmg to do but to ride
back to tho

4What a o!” said Raby. “Wo've paid
a dollar eacE and Bunch doesn’t look like
pnrkmg again, performance or no perform-

ce.”

“It’s a sell,” said Lovell. “I’olcn will

cacklo at us when wo get back, too.”

“Hard cheeso on thoso people,” said
Newcome. “What an awful rascal a man-
ager must be to strand them in an out-of-
the-way place like this "

“Awful rotter!” said Jimmy. “I dare
say they'll got some help from the “csqlnw
folks. They're good sorts here. Even old
Bunch barks more than ho bites, and I
think he'll go easy with thcm But it's
rotten hard lines for them.

And Jimmy Silver & Co., disappointed,
but fecling o good deal more for the hapless
touring company than_for themselves,
mounted their horses to ride back to Windy

iver.

CHAPTER 2.
Looking for a Job!

e OLD on a minute 1"
H Tho Fistical Four were riding out
o the only siropt of Mosquito 1o the
dusty trail on the prairie, when they
were hailed by Mr. Orlando Fifzroy. The
slim young man held up his hand to them
as a signal to halt, and the chums of Rook
wood drew rein, wondering what he wanted,
Lovell—who thought that he could guess—
<lid his hand into his pocket.

Mr. Fitzroy had a littlo hng in his hand,
apparently containing all - his worldly
propert;

« Gc‘nng out of .m asked Jimmy.

“Yes, my young . The attractions
of l'o<qu|ko, though Houbiisie great, do not

)
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appeal to me,” said Mr. Fitzroy. * As ye

80 _kindly setiled my Imle lnll at the hmel
—I belicve that sh lled an hotel—I
venturing to ln(ruda still further upon

igd Jimmy good-naturcdly.
.. “There is talk of a committec of pnewu-
hearted citizens nubu:nbmf

any as far as the railroad,” nid Mr.
“But after that the pi s are
not dazzling. In short, I have made up
‘{ummd to abandon, for tho present, the
] must when thero is

That's s0,” said Jimmy.
0 doubt you young gentlemen bolong to
somo ranch in this scction?”

“We're staying at the Windy River
Ranch.”

“Perhaps you can tell me -helhcr there
is a chance of getting a job
Oh, my hat 1" said Jimmy sum.

Ho didn’t think so—not in tho least |
Fitzroy, with his soft hands and -lool
ing face and pencilled cycbrows, did not
look a likely recruit for the Windy River
Indced, ho looked as if he would
crumplo up hclplmly under a day’s work
on the ranch.

Orlando Fitzroy read the junior's look.

* qu think there's no for me?”

asl

Jimmy hesitated.  “Can

Mr.
k-

be refused,”

u:g.w worl

. 3 man,_can anl
roy, “I'm_ wil
2 Windy | River

“Then it's mo lor Windy River,” said Mr.
Fitwroy decidedly. “I suj poso ehq can't
do more than hom me off

Jnmny ther laughed.

i t do that,” he said.
Ih(nk youd (lo better to get back to
town; and .: ten dolhrl would help you,
wo can find i

"B-i l
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“Yes, rather I said Lovell.
Orlando Fitzroy shook his hold

but no,” he said.

and I'm not a

but good many miles,” said
51 o imd many g0 thers

T do.”
“Then I'll give you a |.n on my horse.
He's carried £ublt befors

““You overwhelm mo wllh kindness,”
Mr. Fitzroy in his theatrical way.

But tho poor young man was cvidently
lad of tho offer, and ho mounted behind
j mmy Silver on Blazer's powerful back,
in great relief.

Jimmy Silver & Co. trotted a
,olden sunsat for tho Windy Rive

ando Fit sroy e n]l\onod Ihu route by talk-

m‘—chxeﬂy al It appeared
from Mr. Fitzroy's cnn\'erutlon that thero
was only one really ggeat actor at present
in existence, that great man's n-me being

said

in the

Orlando Fitzroy. "It wu l! cruel
Kﬂls«'unon of Fato that Mr. Fitzroy found
is lot cast among touring theatrical com-

He -llndod o his
rn-stormers

o
and adrmitred that the
to be expected

° pooi, playoe

ics in the Wost,

Fifomplarers. oo

“strolling players,”
failuro of ﬁu tour was onl;
sinco it was impossiblo for onn
to pull through such a crowd

It was obvious that Mr. Fitzroy had an
excellent opinion of himself and his
abilities; but the chums of Rookwood
stened ‘with great politeness, and allowed
him to run on.

1f he could find mml..n'bn for his mis-
fortunes in *“sw: ere was no rcason
why that solace should be denied i,

Ho told the juniors tales of his touring
ndvuntum-—o! the parts he had played.

Owing to his good as ho said—ho

was often eul, lnr fominino parts when
ladies were not ad played
Rosalind and Opbe a, n amlet
and Othello and Julius Cesar, always
with lum-—m rked and rcm-rklbla
succoss. juniors did not ask him
whether lhn included financial success.

Only too obviously it didn't!

There was many a long mile to bo covered
on the trail to ‘dey River, though the
juniors now knew all the short-cuts; but
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sroy’s cheery chat beguyiled the way,

M oy b osers were duite glad of s
company. Tho sun had long set when they
reached the ranch, and most ‘of the outfit had
tumed in at the bunlchouse.

light was burning Peto Poters
cabin, shuwmg that the fmenm'n had_not
Yot gone to bed. Bus
Jeemed it unwise to disturb Mr. Peters just
then. Dete Peters made the outfit work;
but ho worked harder himself than any,
and there was no doubt that he was tived
now, aund not likely to be in the best of
tempers.

«Speak to the foreman in the morning,
Mr. Fitzroy,” Jimmy suggested.
arrange_with Baldy to give you a supper
and a s]mkedo\vn for tho night, Anyhow,
yowll want that.”

And Orl.mdo acccptcd gladly.

Baldy, the cook, was hospitable, and he
stood the stranded Thespian a supper in the
cookhouse, and provided him with a rug
and a blanket on the floor for the night.

Jimmy Silver & Co. went into the ranch-
house to supper, and Hudson Smedley
greeted them with a ready smile.

“Back alrcady? Weren’t you going to
put up at the Grand Pacific after the per-
formance?” he asked.

“No giddy performance,” said Lovell.

Jimmy  Silver cxplained how,  the

“ ghost 7 having failed to walk, the Hiram
H. Hunker company had broken up, in-
stead of continuing their representations.
He ventured, also, to mentmn Mr. ¥itzroy,
and put in & word for h

The rancher looked mther grave.

“The man’s not hke]y to be of any use
on a ranch,” he said. “Anyhow, it’s left
to Poters to take on new hands. our
protégé had better apply-to him in the
mormng

s, he’s going to do that,”
hope Mr.

o said Jimmy.
1] Peters will give him a
c}m

& gnc«s it's not likely. Mon here have
to work,” said the rancher dryly. ‘A
theatre isw’t exactly the place to train for
rough worl on a Wastorn ranch. But, if
he’s any good, Pote will know.”

And it was left at that; but Jimmy
Silver could nol el thmkmg that Orlando
Fitzry chances of getting a
Windy River were slim—vory slim i hdect

Jimmy Silver |

WAR TRAIL!

CHAPTER 27.
Nothing Doing!

oo BRI
N Toto Poters was speaking, or,
rather, bawling, ut

Lovell remarked, puiting on his
highest gear,
“Nope! Gitl”

The powerful voice of the_ranch foreman
was heard far and wide, as Jimmy Silyer &
. came out carly in the morning. They
wre rather anwiovs to kngw whay was 1y
happen to Mr. Fitaroy, and_they came out
before breaklast to learn. Now they wero
learning !

Poto Peters, with o quirt tucked under
one arm, stood with his big boots firmly
planted, and his hands in his pockets,”
staring with o grim frown at Ollﬂndo
Fitzroy.

The' haploss young man was asking for
a job, and getting some cxceedingly plain,
talk from Mr. Peters.

Pote Peters was irritated by the whole
business, There had been some “grousing ™
among the cowpunchers, on account of tho
refusal of all leave to go to the “show ”
the night before. Pete, who really was a
good-muturcd man, thovgh his mannrs wore
rough and ready, had been made to feel
that the outhb regarded him as a tyrant—"
as they did for a fow hours, though they
soon Torgot all about it. This was annoy.
ing to Pete Peters; and, at the same time, "
he was hard-worked and anxious. Even his
iron frame was not insensible to fatigue,
and ho had spent sixtecn hours in the’
saddle the day bofore; and now he was up
at dawn for another sixtcen. And a bunoly
of steers had gone astray—possibly stolen
by ‘somo. rasoally geng of holf brccds and .
run off into the foothills. On top of all
this, liere was ono of ‘tho ucegm—a slim,

askmg ior a job on (he much, ]\15(; as xf ¢
ho was p_re1l man, as the foreman sai

in utter disgust. So Pete lct himself go;'”
and when l’etc let himsclf go he could
be_eloguer

His elcqucnce almost scorched the h:m]uss
Orlando.

“Nope!”” he roared. “There ain't no
job going on tais hyer ranch for a baby-
faccd play-acior, with hands like a gal!
No, mrec' You take that from me—there
aiw’t! You hike back to the railroad,
and steal a ride to town, and ask for @
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nursemaid’s job there. That's your holt!”
can work,”” mumbled poor Orlando.
But. Pete Pclcrs did not listen,

i Work ! ou don’t look heft
eno®h to play!” ho suorted. *Why,
could pick you up and break you "tween my
finger_and thumb 1"

—— began Lovell.
Tha Tareman gavo him a glare.
“Ilas Mr. Smedley asked you to ?m

this byor ranch for him, young Lovelz”
W3S No.
“Fhen don’t you butt in.”
ook here, Pete—" said Jimmy
silver.
““Has the boes mado you foreman in my
place, young Silve
you ass! Dt
el you shut up ill be does,  Now,
you nincompoop, you apology for a moon:
faced milkmaid,” centmned the foreman,
“you git! Hear m u vamooso the

ranch instanter, lzdoro I

o you with m
litlg fngor and you fall

3’ own dead. Catel

Tlxern was a chortle from half a dozen
cowpunchers looking on The Windy River
outfit were rough, good-natured Tellows,
but_they had little !\mthy with softness.
And undoubtedly Or]nndo Fitzroy did look
most exceedingly *

ut, soft as he lookod there was n. s!reak

of obstinacy in Orlando. Instcad of “get-
e lan 1t woulil_have: besn wise'to: do,
he stood his ground, and tried to argue the
point.

“T can ride—"" he recommenced.

“A rocking-horse, I guess,”” snorted Mr.

Peters. “Get out my sight, do, before you
make me ill.”

“But I say—"

“Not going?” roared the foreman.
“Then, by gum, Tll give you a start ! Hop
it, lively I’

‘The quirt slid down into Pete’s hand,
and he cracked the nmng with a_report
fiko a pistolshot. Tho long lash sang
round Orlando’s legs, and Mr. Fitzroy had
1o *hop it” very ‘lively” ‘indecd.” He
made o bnakwmi jump, and the foreman
followed him mu cracking the whip
about his slim

“Look here, chuck that, Mr. Peters!”
exclaimed Jimmy Sllver lndlgnn.'l:t]y,

“You stut up, young er I

Hoedless of Jimmy's P monstrances,

Cm:k !

Pete
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Peters followed Orlando up, driving him
along with the cracking whip.

The lashes of the Wi
Orlando as he “hopped ” each time and
escaped any hurt; m certainly, had ko
ccnﬁcd honpmg, he cnu have been hurt.

gup did not touch

yelled. “Ill gol I'm
snorted Pete.  “You're

going, and I'm helping you! Hop it

lively.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the cowpunchers.

The whole crowd followed
with laughter. Jimmy Silver 9
lowed, sympathising ~with the hapless
victim, and yet hardly sblo to help smiling
at the scenc. It certainly had its comic
side—for all but Orlando.

Topping frantically to escape tho cuts
of the quirt, Orlando retreated, but as fast
as he retreated, Pete Peters followed him
up, cracking the whip round his legs,

ndo was breathless, and his face
streamed with perspuntmn, he was very
nearly at tho end of his tether.

” " he glsped fmmly,

The foreman_*let t last,

“Are sou gomg"’ bo hooted.

“Ow! dear |”

“Leg 1t l n 1’

Pote. Peterg dropped the whip under his
arm, and the hrcnthlc«:, erspiring Orlando
B it as fast f breathless ltuts
would allow, amid m:n-l of laughter from
the outfit.

Pete, grinping, walked back to the ranch
with his whip tucked under his arm, satis-
fied with ]mvmg given a checky tenderfoot
a salutary lessor

Orlando Fitsroy sprinted on_to_quite
a distance, and stopped at last, sinking into
the grass from sheer fatigue. Jimmy
Sitvor & Co. joined him, and he blinked
at them pathetically.

“Rough luck, old man,” said Lovell
“It's top bady’

on, roaring
fol.

“T was afraid there was nothing doing,”
said Jlmmy Silver. “Yor'll have to hoof
it back to Mouqmto now.

“I've left my bag in the cookhouse,”
groaned Orlan

"Ihll get it

there again.
pJ immy Sgllvcr went back for the bag,
while his chums condoled with Mr. Titz-
Toy, When Jimmy rejoined them, Orlando
had recovered his breath, and was on his

Ior sou Better not show
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feet again. The chums of Rookwbod made
a collection among themselves, and handed
Orlando fifteen dollars, which after some
ncsmltmn he mocepted.

orry you haven’t had a better time
at the ranch, old top,” said Jimmy. *But
that will see yon_as far as a town on the
railway, anyhow

e I mok (roublmg the railroad
yet,” said Mr. Fitzroy darkl; “I ain’t
finished with that foreman of ymu's 2

Jimmy looked rather anxiovs. It was
natural that Orlando should be annoyed.
But any attempt at rotaliation was likely
to be disastrous for him. The hefty fore-
man of Windy River cortainly could have
picked ap the slim young man with one
hand, and thrown him about like a rabbit.
“T% was only his fun, you know,” said

Jimmy. ~ “Pete’s & good sort—only a bit
wazy at times.”

8o am I—at times" said Mr. Fitzroy.
“I'm not thinking of handling hxm—l
guess that's too big for me. I'm
going fo make him sorry for himself befcu-e
I’\'e d,o e with him, His namc’s Peters,

wha
"Pem Peters,” said Raby.
“Is ho'a married man?”
No’

“Eh? said  Jimmy  Silver,
astonished by the auestion.

“Bure of tl

“Yes, qmis," s.nd Jimmy. “What does
that matter

Mr. lxtz..»v grinned.

“Tt might,” he said. “Anyhow, I'm not
done with kim. There’s more ways of kill-
ing a cat than choking it with cream, I
guess. Mr, Pete Peters can handle a galoot
about my size, but when it comes to btmm
ri undnrmke to walk all round any co
pmmher in Alberta. You tell him from mc

at I'm going to make him sqmrm "
atch  me,” y, laughing.
“HL might come after you v wmh the quirt
again, if I gave him 4 seage.”’
“Then T gucss T'll go bnck rmd tell him.”
“Hold on!” exclaimed Jimmy, in alarm.
“T'll tell him if you like. I don’t want to
sco you squashed like @ pancake, Mr.
Fiteroy.”

“Good cnough * said Orlando. “Thank
you for what you've done, young gentlemen
youll sec me again, And don’t forget to
tell Peters that I'm’going to make him
squirm.

“nghbho "

FHE WAR THAILY

Orlando Fitzroy shouldered his bag, and
marched off up the trail towards Mosquito.
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at ono another,
and smiled.

“Gas!” remarked Lovell.

“Yes—and T'll jolly well wait till he’s
some mllcs off, before I deliver his
message,” said Jimmy,

And it was not fill dinner-time that
Jimmy Silver mcquainted Mr. Peters with
the fact that Orlando Fitzroy had under-
taken to make him “squirm.” Pete re-
ceived the information with a stare—hc lmd
almost forgotten the existence of Orl:

time. Then he burst mm a roar of
laughter, which was echocd by the cow-
punchers who heard of Orlando’s threat.

It really did not scem probable that the
slim young man who played Rosaling
and Ophelia would be ublc to make tnt
burly foreman of Windy River *squirm.’
But, as the event was to prove, there wat
more in that slim young man than met the
eye.

CHAPTER 23.
Mrs, Petars Looks In!

HE sun, sinking westward to the
I Rocky Mountains, glowed golden o
the wlda prairies. Outside the bunk.
house @t Windy River, the outfit,
tired with the day's work, sat on benches
and smoked before turning in. Pete Peters,
astride of a barrel with his back agamst
the bunkhouse, blew out thick clouds of
smoke, with a face of placid contentment.
A hard day's work had been done, and the
cowpunchers were enjoying a little well-
carned rost after supper; and Pete—satis-
fied with the day’s work—was in the best
of tempers. From the cookhouse came a
musical_clink of dishes and pots and pans,
where Baldy, the cook, was washing up.
Jimmy Silver & Co. were lying in tho grass,
listening to the yarns of the cowpunchers,
as the sun sank towards the Rockies. It
was a pleasant ovening in the late Canadian
summer, and peace and contentment seemed

to_reign on all hands.

From the rough prairie trail ca

sound of wheels, and heads were turned to
look. A buggy came into view, driven by
a man from Mosquito—Silas Smith, who
as Mr. Lesage’s assistant at the Mosqum)
ot Thitreiae passenger in the buggy ;
and the cowpunchers noted, with interest,
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that it was of the feminine varictyg—a grace-
ful, cloaked figure, with the face covered

There was a hasty movement among the
Windy River cowpunchers at_this unex.
pected sight.  Pipes were taken out of
mouths, as all the crowd jumped to their
feet. Every hand was ready to lift a
Stetson hat at a glance from the lady in
the buggy. Jimmy Silver & Co. jumped
out of the grass at once, The buggy stopped
at a little distance, and Silas Smith jumped
down and hitched his horse toa post. Then
he came over_ to the group outsido the
bunkhouse, with & serious, not to say
solemn, expression on his red-brick
countenance.

“ Peters here?” he asked.

“ Hysrl’ smd the foreman.

“She’s c 2

”What?” .

“She’s come !”” smd Silas, in a low voice
mu of mystery. *Sorry, old man, but it

She comes into Mr. Lesage’s
stm'l: = Mosquito, and asks if we knowed
where you was. Could wo refuso to answer,

Pete Peters stared at him blankly. ¥e
seemed too astonished to speak. Thore was
urmur of surprise and interest among
the outfit, and all glances were turned on
the veiled lady sitting in the buggy, at
a short distance, just out of hearing.

“‘Know him?’ says Mr. Lesage,” Silas
went on. ¢ Certainly, miss; he’s foreman
at Wmdy River!’ And then she asks how
she’s to get over hyer, and the bod¥ lends
her the bug%v, and tells me to drive. Could

man do

“Whaf. the thunder 1”
“Are you trying to fool
What do you mean?”’

“I mean that she’s come.”

“I can see she’s come. Who is she?”

“You don’t know ?” exclaimed Silas.

“How the thunder should I know ?””

“Ain’t you never expecmd her to got
arter you, then?” demanded Mr. Lesage’s
assistant, in surprise.

Thero was & murmur among the outfit.
This smacked of mystery; and all eyes,
instead of being fixed on the veiled lady,
turned on Pete Peters. That burly gentle-
man_grew crimson.

“Get arter me?’ ho repeated. ‘‘Why
should she, or any other shemale, get arter
me, Silas Smith 7

pasped Poto Poters,
me, Silas Smith?
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“Well, I reckoned ynu 'd bc expecting it
more or less,” said . hen a man
leaves his wife bchlnd hlm in Ontario, and
promises to send for her to comu nut to
Alberta, and doesn’s send, why, ain't it
natural’ that sooner or loter s " should
got arter him?”
is whuw gasped Peto,

“His wife !

‘yelled the foreman of

Pcte Peters’ bronzed face grew redder
than the sunset with wrath. He clenched
a huge fist, and made a stride towards Silas
Smith,

at young man_ dodged back hurricdly,
und took refuge behmd Sr so Thompson.

ot up, Pete!” he called out. ““I ain't
come hyer to puuch ynu. T've come to bring
your leserted wife.”

“Let me get at him!” ro.u-czl Pete. “T'll
teach him to makes jokes about deserted
wives to mel! All you galoots know that
I never wa: mame

“We_know yowve said so,”
Spike Thompmn.

“Don’t you take a man’s word, then?”
howled the foreman, turning his wrath
upon Spike.

answered
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“Surc! But if that sho it says she’s
Mrs. Peters, I s'poso she knows what she’s
talking about. I know I ain’t ono to give
@ lady the lic, Peto Peters”
r, hearI” murmured Red Alf.

“Then, s lots of galoots, name of Peters,
T s'posc,” growled the foreman. “It's &
mistake, and well Silas knows it. The
lady won’t say I'm her missing husband
when she sees me.’

“That’s soon settled,” said Skitter Dlnk

The Skitter walked over to the bugg:
Skittor Dick was.a. bandsome young som.
puncher, with polished manners that were
rather rarc on an rta ranch. e
elped tho veiled ludy to alight with o
rgcoful couttesy that was all his own

2 > Tovell murmured to Jimmy
Silvor, by n  guoer bizney. What do
you_think, Jimmy?

“Blessed if I know,” answered Jimmy
Silver.

“Hero she comes!” murmured Raby.

Leaning on Skitter’s arm, the veiled
lads approached the group.” Evo

it OB ot hes aputoschy serepting Balrs
The burly forsemes momad too, datad oran
to raise his hat.
There was a sudden cry from the veiled

lady.
“Pete 1” .
“She’s_calling him Pete,” whispered
Spike, " Looks as if he's the'real Potore—
hat 2"
“T guess so!” said Red Alf,

“Pete ! ear husband I

Leaving Skitter Dick’s helping arm, the
veiled lady ran towards Pete Peters, with
outstretchcd hands. The foreman of Windy
Pwer stared at her blankly,

“My dear husband, I have found you at
last I cried the vmled lady, and she threw
hczseh into the foreman’s arms.

“Oh, smoke!” gasped Pete.

He started back, almost feverishly push-
ing oﬁ the veiled lady’s encircling embrace.

’'re making a mistake, mu.m I he
gnsn*d “Tain’t your husband

*Petet”

“I ain’t anybody’s husband!”

“Peto! Have you forgotten your own
Charlotte ?”

“I—I—I never had any pesky Charlotte !”
exclaimed the bewildered foreman of Windy
River. “It's a mistake, mum~—I give you
my word it's all a mistake! I never was
married.

{THE WAR TRAIL!

The veiled lady sobbed.
never, novar belioved that you had
deserted mo, Pete ! she “Talways
hoad to hear Trem you. T aiaays bellerad
that you would send for me as you promised
when you left me m Ontario years ago.
Peto! Pete! n you be so cruel7”
Shaine " shouted. Spike Thompson in-
dignantly.
Tho herassed foreman glared at him.
T tell you
“His wxf:al said Skitter Dick,
“I'm surprised at this, Pote—moro sur-
prised than I can say. Don’t be a brute !
“A Injun_ half:breed wouldn't troat his
gun wife liko that!” commentod  Silas

“Pete"’ wailed Charlotte.
“I tell you I ain’t married, and therefore
I never had no wife, no Charlotte, 110 no-
bcdyl” yelled Pete Peters nmohexsml)
“This hyex is @ mistake, or olse it's &
trick

cp ot 1 yelled Pete Potors. “I
won't be hugged by & shemale—and I won's
be kissed| You orter be ashamed of your-
self, ma’am, a-hugging a man you dow't
kuo\vI”
“Shame” roared Skitter Dick.

The veiled lady tottered back as the fore-
man rudely repulsed her, She sank down
on a bench, and her face dropped into her

nds. Her slim form was shaken by
sol

‘There was a long silence, broken only
by the hysterical sobbing of Charlotte,

Tivery oye was fixed accusingly on Peto

eters.

The Windy River foreman stood rooted
to the ground. Baldy, the cook, came out
of the cookhotso, with a frying-pan in his
hand, and indignation in his £

“Don’t you take on, ma’am,” i Baldy
comfortingly.  “We're all 'your friends

yer, ma'am, even if your husband is a
brute 1

“I ain't her husband I roared the fore-

an.

“Oh, can it 1" said Baldy. “Think we're
going to believe that this hyer shomslo
camo all the way from Ontario, looking
for, vou, n.nd you'a stranger to her! Can

“Shumc l” i

“I swear that I never was married
Ontario, nor anywhere else,” said Pota
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Peters huskily. “I don’t want te be rude
to any young shema.le, but I ain’t her hus-
band, and never was.”
“Petol Dear Petel”

“Don’t you_ go calling me dear Pete,
ma’am, when I ain’t no yelation of yours.”

“My dear husband

s S n.mt your husband 1 shrieked Pete
Peters. “If you was a man, I'd quirt you
toé saying sol”

The hapless Charlotte continued to_sob
bitterly, and the whole outfit gazed at Pete
Peters with scorn and reproach in their

gazo. And then Hudson Smodley was
Fighted, coming from the Fanch-house.

“Hyer's the boss!” said Skitter Dick,
“The' boss will see right done, or I don’t
know him! Ho won't have a man on_this
hyer vanch who deserts hisawn wedded
wife.”

Y el

«“What's the trouble hero?” asked Hudson
Smedley quietly; and & dozen voices were
raised fo explain all at once.

CHAPTER 29.
Not Pleasant for Pete]

HARLOTTE continued to sob, while
< : Hudson Smedley listened, in great

amazement, o ths explanation of the

trango scene. Heo gave Pete Peters
a yery “dublgs Took,

‘ou believe me, boss?” said the fore-
man_huskily. “I give you my word, Mr.
Smedley, that I've never seen’ that young
shomals before this ovoning.

“Pm bound to takg your word, Poters,”
said the rancher. *“There must be some
mistglo. Madam, calm yourself—"

“Ca]m yourself, I beg,” said Hudson
Smedley.  “You c]mm this man, Pete
Peters, as your husban

“Yor, whisperod the eited lady.

“Where were you married?”

“In-Ontario, seven years ago.”

“Beven years is & long time,”’ said the

ancher. ““You have mistaken Pete Peters
fo{ our husband, I i lm ine.”
is nomo was Peters, and he
came to Alberta,” smd the veiled lady.
£He wrote to me once that he had a job
ot a ranch on the Windy River, and hoped
to send for me hzten He did not tell me
the name of the rai
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“Havo you that letter about you vow,
madam

e in my trunk at the hotel in
Mosquito.”

“A man could ride over there,” said the
rancher, with a very keen look at the veiled

lad;

‘y Let a man go,” ed Poto Peters.
“If I ever wrote any sich letter I'll cat it 12
“You are the owner of this ranch, sir?”

asked Charlotte.
That is so, madam.”

“Then if you will be so kind, will you
send a_man for my trunk? I shall stay
here. I must.”

“Stay here?” gasped Pete Peter:

“It is my duty to stay thh my husbnn&
even'if he. repudmce. me,” said Charlotte
firmly, in spite of her weepnig. *When my
trunk is brought here everyone shall sco
the letter you wrote me, and know that I
am your wifo. These gentlemen will nof
sce 8 poor, deserted woman cruclly treated.”

at we won’t, ma’am!” excl
Spike Thompson. '“You say the word,
ma’am, and we'll lynch him.”

“1 tell you—-" roared Pete Peters.

“You've said enough, you have, Pete!”
snapped Spike. PR the Jady offered
to perd\u‘e your own letter, in your own
fist? t more proof does any galoot .
want than that?”

“Sure I'* said @ dozen voices, i
Hudson Smedley looked utterly per-
plexed. Pete Peters looked like a man in

Lhe grip of @ nightmare.

“It ain’t true,’ he said faintly. “It's
a mistake, or it's a pesky game of some
cycs I nevler was married.”

“Look hyer, ma’am—"'
«Oh, be e exied  Charlott
hysterically, and she threw her arms round
the foreman’s neck before he_could elude
her. “Unsay those oruel words! Tell me
thai you have not forgolien me—that_you
do mot wish_to. desert your poor littic

Charlotre! Pete! Dear Petol
Owi Leggol” roared the foreman.
o gasped Hugson Smedley.
WP o, r Pet

¢ Mako her leggol" gasped the foreman
Windy River in muffled accents. “She’s
chokmg Tme! Mako her sheer off I”
own wife ! said Spike Thompson
“1 ‘nover knowed Bete was that sort of a
hopdium| | Shame
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“O\m your own wife, Pete,” 'smd Skitter

"’1hx, hyer shemale ain’t nothing of the
sort I’ shricked Pete Peters.

“Shamo "

no 1™
The foraman fairly dragged himself awa.
—s0 foreibly that the veiled lady tottered.
Arﬂml Ld\»md Lovell sprang {o catch her,

and_glarel at Mr. Peters.
“Yonu b\um"’ Isc shouted.
“Look hyo——

“Let me help you, ma'am,” said_the
chivalrous Arthur Kdward, and he assisted
Charlotc to the beneh.

The veil had partly fallen aside, dis-
closing a pz.l(z face with red cheeks and

dark lashes, Charlotte hastily readjusted
it, as if to hide her blushes from the
srowd ot cowpunchers.

“This is a strange busmess, said Hud-
son Smedley at last. ou are very wel-
come, madam, to remain this night at tho
ranch. I will order @ room to be, prepared

for you. When your trunk arrives from
Mosquito to-morrow the matter will be
cleared up.”

“Thank you, sir 1" said Charlotte, weep-
ing. “I should have brought proofs with
mo it T had even dreamed that my dear
usban § would dony my claim, ~Ob Peto,
bo\v can 3'0

«Gan™ 55 intorrupted Skitter_Dick,
“Don’t you tell this lady she’s lying, or
soull land into trouble, Pete Peters

“The matter must be left over till to-
morrow,” siid Hudson Smedley. “Then
TR b proved one way or the other.”

“ Proved enough already, boss,” said Silas
Smith  “I ask every gent present, would
that lady come here and claim a porfeck

strangor for her husband when b wasn't
sue

“Sure!” said Skitter Dick, “It's plain
enough.”

Certainly it scomed plain enough to all
the Windy River crowd. was to
arrive in the morning, nnd the vcxlcd lady
was ready to abide by it. What could be
clearcr? “Indeed, the unhappy Pote Peters
was almost wondering by this time whether
lie really was a married man or not.

“It's a rotten shame!” said Lovell hotly
“Don't take any notice of the man, ma'an,
He jsn’t worth it

“You cheeky young cub!” roared Pete

Peters,

“You brute!” retorted Lovell.

“Silence | exclaimed Hudson Smedloy.
“Silence, all of you! This matter cannot
be settled until tu -morrow. Madam, will

you take my arm to the ranch-house?””

Charlotte rosc to her feet.

“Thank you, sir!” she said in a shaking
voice. *You are very kind. All the gentlo-
men here are kind, excepting the one from
whom I have a_right to expect kindness—
my, husbnnd He only is cruel.”

“Poru gnl"‘ murmured Baldy, wiping
away a sympathetic tear with a greasy
sleeve. “It’s a shame!”
“Come, madam,” said me
anxious to put an end to the scont
The veiled lady hesitated. 'I.hcn, with
o ay, she flung herself at Pete Petors

rancher,

ag:
£ Pctsl Dear Pete!”
Dear Peto jumped backwards.
“Keep off! I guess— Oh, thunder "
Tho burly foreman fairly broke into a
run as Charlotte ran at him with out-
stretehied hands.

He headed for his cabin, and the
hysterical Charlotte pursued him to the
very door.

Slam !

The door slammed almost on Charlotic’s
nose, cnd thore was a sound of bolts boing
shot.

Tote Petors, gasping for breath, sank
down on his bunk, overcome with dismay
and wrath and bewilderment. The next
moment a faco was looking in  at the
window
"Dm Pete!”

Tha \\'indow shutter was slammed and

bolted. _ Charlotte tottered back with an
sonised cry,

“Pete! ctcl Dear Pete!”

“Go mway!” roared the foreman of

Windy River hoarscly. “Go away!”
“Dearest Pete!”

“Go away !”
“Madam—" gasped Hudson Smedley.
“Say the word, ma’am, and we'll burst

in that door and have him out!” shouted
Spike Thompson.

Charlotto sobbed bitterly.

“Come, madam!” urged the rancher.

The veiled lady shook her

“Nol” she “My hu
pudiates me. Ile docs mot des

=

and re-
ire me to
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stay here ¥ shall go. I will not remain
whero I ara not wanted.”

““You cannot return to Mosquito to-night,
madam I exclaimed the rancher anxiously.
“1 beg you—r

“I must go!” wept Chgrlotte. “My hus-
band does not waut me. He deserted mo in
Ontario, though 1 would never believo it.
1 will go. I will not see him again. He
shall not hear my reprotches. Petel Dear
Pete] One last word before I go!”

“Go away!” came a frenzied
the interior of the cabin,

“I forgive you, Pete!™

“Go away 1"

“You sha!l never see me again !’

“Go away I”

‘The veiled lady sobbed dand tottered
away towards tho buggy. Thero was &
rush of the chivalrous cowpunchers to help
her. Silas Smith took up the reins.

“T'Il lok arter you, ma’am,” said Silas.
« As for that brute, you're well xid of him,
‘ma’am, you take my word.”

The veiled lady took pencil and paper
from a little bag on her arm, and the cow-
punchers stood round respectfully while
she wrote a little note and placed 1t in an
envelope. , Then she signed to Jimmy
Silver.

“Will you give this to my husband?”
che said. ““Not now; he is very angry now.
In the morning. It is my last farewell to
the dear Pete, whom once »

“Cortainly, madam |” said Jimmy.

He slipped it into his pocket,

The buggy drove away over the darkening
prairie, Mrs. Peters disappeared from the
Windy River Ranch—for ever|

Until a very late hour that night in-
dignant cowpunchers prowled round Pete
Peters cabin, telling him through the
wooden walls' what they thought of him.
They thought mavy things of him, sppar-
ently, and they told him all with emphasis.

‘And the door did not open. For
the hefty foreman of the Windy River
Ranch took “back-chat” without a word;
and, indeed, if he had ventured out of his
cabin that evening, even Hudson Smedley’s
authority would hardly have saved him
from @ severe handling on _the part of the
shocked and indignant outit.

. « " . . .

Jimmy Silver presented the farewell
letter the following morning. Pete Peters
had to emerge from seclusion to face the

1
yell from

once | p,
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new day and. its work, and he came out.
looking ‘quite worn and weary. Dark looks
were cast at him on all sides, and there
Were murmurs_among cowpunchers.
Pete glared at Jimmy when he handed over
the letter.

“What's that?” he snorted:

“Mrs. Peters left it for you last night,”
answered Jimm,

“There ain’t
the foreman,
J"‘Weil, there's the letter, anyhow,” said

3.
any Mrs. Peters!” roarcd

immy.

Poto Peters tore it open savagely. He
looked at it, and the expression on his face
was extraordinary. He frowned, and then
he gave a gasp of relief.

“The cheeky hound I’! he roared.
“What?" -

“T guess LIl skin him I’

“Him| Who?” ejaculated Jimmy.

“That pesky, ornery gol-darned play-
actor 1 roared Pete Peters, . Look at
this hyer note, you gang of pesky jays, and
then tell me whether that there play-actor
was a deserted wife from Ontario1”

He flung the letter at the staring cow-
punchers. In s minute more all Windy
River had read it, marvelling. It was an
amazing letter, and it ranz,

“Pete Peters,—You made me hop, and
o made you squirm, as I said 1 would.
—Signed.
*CHARLOTTE, ALIAS QRLANDO Fmznor.”*

The Windy River outfit fairly gasped as *
they slowly comprehendsd. Then there was
a roar of laughter that rang far over the
Windy River,

“Ha, ha, ha!
“What are you cackling at, you pesky
jays?? Toared Pete Peters. y
“ , hol” yelled Jimmy Silver.
“Orlando el the time. Ha, ha, ha! He
gaid he would make you squirm. Oh, my
at

“Ha, ha, ha)” yelled the outfit.

Peto Peters did not laugh. ~ He dashed
into his oabin for his gun, and then rushed
to saddle his horse, Hoedless of the morn-

eto

Tortunate for both patties that Orlando
a3 already far beyond the borders of tho
Windy River section |

THE END.
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THE HIKING HOLIDAY.

'+ vou are stumped this year about your
huh'lm,clthor bocause ‘you don’t know
whore to uso” tho scarcity of

cash sooms. lly to eramp your. chioice,
consider a hiking lioliday—one of the bost and
chonpost ways of & sponding o holiday that any
Tealthy chap could wish for.

First, it is undorstood that it is going
to bo a holiday, and you will thorofore cut out
all idcas of creating mileago records. Decido
‘your district, but if you aro wise you will loave
tho detailed Toute to shape itself as you go.

Forming the Party.

Being a socinblo sort of chap you will want
Opinions on the ideal number for a
2 party vary, but cortainly four is a good

It's smail onough: to bo intimate, and
ntly big to provide varioty of interests
and companionship. Four is a usoful mumbor
if, boine beginnors, you decido to put up each
night at an inn or cottage, whorever fancy
T'vo double rooms

the road land you.
will work out cheaper.

You have got your party fixed up. You
know whoro your starting-point is, and you
havo o vaguo idon whore you aro going to
Gnish, So far so good. ~Now comes tho
question of nocessary

o first item, of course, is the_ rucksack
You tin get quito n korviceable ono in a wat
proof material for 3(5, or.if you can afford i
o got something to last for all
o got_ono of the stoel-framoed
hn\crmchu. sciontifically constructod to fit
the nd carry the greatest weight with
tho mn\xmum of comfort. Theso run from
22/6 upwards. Whichevor you buy, have a
trial tramp with it before you start on the big
hiko m that you get the straps adjusted to
perfect common mistako is to havo tho
B nion og,
Foot Comfort.

Tho next big itom —in importance, that is—
ia your foct. Look after thom, for on thom is
going to, depond ilio. enjoyment of your
Toliday. Be advised rnd get tvo pairs of shoes.
it of tho extra pair in the bag it
cancolicd out by the comfort of a chango of
footwear, a heavy pair, to be your mainstay
and @ lighter pair, as rosorve. Somse cxpe

3

oncod hiliors have their shoos a triflo large, 50
that thoy can wear two pairs of socks. That's
o matter of tasto. In any caso, you want to
pack a liboral supply. of s, Changing thora

e d mothiod of keeping your

Dowt got a new pair of dhoss fur your
hike, An old pair, reinforcod with a stout sole,
and studdod, u aro going in rough
country, will bo the bost.

For o simplo walking loliday, whero you
will roly on inns and hotels for food and
accommodation, you necd no more now than
1 tho barest nccossities. When you pack for the
rm time you will probably find that you have

n good many items over. CGo .through tho
list’ again and rigorously oxclude ovorything
that can be dispensed with. You will bless {h
Spartan decision whea you aro climbing # Lill
with a hot sun warming you uj

Have, in addition to tho necessary shitts,
underwear, and toilet items, a good map, @
light mac, a . bachelor's"§ sot of nocdle,
thrcad and buttons, a small first-aid outfit,
an

i st for night-walking. If you como to
o delightful upot by tho sca or river and are

tompta o, do 50, and hit tho rood nt
night. Thora-inn fress chateh ool dolightful
experienco in loro for you if you huvo never
done night-walking beforo.

Do No Damage:

{ you want to do n hiking zml camping
holiday combinod, then  your owponses
naturally will bo moro. Tont, grnlll|nl~zhw.,

stove, cooliing utensils, of cost about
£3 minimum. Remembor, also, that thoy have
to be carried !

Being on foot, you will be able to
out of tho way of the dusty high roads with
their motor trafiic. But bo rar([ul not to
damage sown ground or crops of auy deserip-

o far

tion.

It's a good rule

paths in privato
at all gatos behind Seing on somobody
olse'’s ke o leave you will
have 10 choicd but to comply, but tho dxys of
spring-guus and mon o catch nruly
ramblors havo passed.

wl o safo one, to kecp
iclds, and remember to

8.8,
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YOU MUST READ THIS TOPPING TALE, TOO!
Full of l;'\ln and Adventure at Greyfriars School.

™SCHOOLBOYS OWN

LIBRARY N 158 /£

A magnificent book-length story of Harry Wharton & Co., of

Greytriars Remove, and the thrilling adventures and lively fun

befall them on the trail of treasure. Told in the engaging style
popular FRANK RICHARDS.

On Sale Now! Price 4d.
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