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An enthralling book-length complete story of mystery and adventure in lhe

Wild West, sta#ring JIMM

Y SILVER & Co., the cheery chums of

Rookwood School.

CHAPTER
In Direst Pei
ALT!”
“Oh, my hat!”
Jimmy Silver.
my was riding at a trot

ejaculated

H

snuiaitra trail, l\emlnw for the
Windy River Ranch was thinking
o S

afternoon in the saddle.
not thinking of a “hold-up.’

ut it was a hold-up that was destined
0 happcn before supper.

shadewy figure loomed up from
belt of larches by the trail, and Jimmy
caught the glimmer of a revolver.

Io, reined in Blazer at once.

dark face, with scintillating black cyes,

peered at him in the gloom. And Jimmy's

Certainly he was

ANAAAA

beart sank o Nitle as ho recognised Red
Hnri, the h !
Sopiib s, 30“‘” said the half-breed,

with a_savage gri
Litilo mol” answerod Jimmy.
You know me?

“I know you, you horse-thief!” retorted
Jimmy Silver. “And I warn you that if
the cowpunchers get hold of you you're

ns lnlmly as,  mot to be lynched on the
e !

dm\n from that horse.”
y Silver set his Lc(th A week ago
he }nJ encmmlmml Red ri, the hall-
bxccd, in the foothills in pnasosﬂmn of a
stqlen ho; &Lvidently the horse-thic
had not forgotte:
Jimmy Silver déd not intend to lose
r if he could help it.
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Tle dismounted at the half-breed’s ouder,
His riding-whip was in his hand, and
watched for a chanco o use it a8 o weapon.

o halt.breed eame a littlo nearer. his
black eyes gleaming at the Rookwood
junior.

Tt was evidently only the fonr of conso-
quences that kept him from pulling trigger.
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“Put up your hands!” he snapped
savagely.
“You're not_stealing my horse, you

scoundrel I” said Jimmy Silver, between
his_teeth.

“Hands up, or—"

Jimmy Silver’s hand swept up, and the
riding-whip crashed against the revolver,
knocking it high. There was a sharp report
as the wc:xmn exploded, but the bullet

over the Rookwood jumior’s

The next _instant Jimmy Silver was
springing at the startled halfbreed, and
is fist crashed in the dusky face.

Red Henri smggered back.

Jimmy was upon him at once. He knew
tiab 3F the Fuffan had & chante to use tho
revolver he would use it now ruthlessly.
The riding-whip crashed on Red
arm, and the revolver went to the ground.

A fierce exclamation rang out from the
hnlbresd, aud e gramed st Jimmy

ilve

His muscular hand closed on the Rook-
ypod junior, and Jimmy struggled for his

“Help!" he shouted.
The trail was a lonely one, and night

was falling., " Dut there was always o
chanco that somo cowpuncher of
Windy River outfit might be itk

hcnrmi;

iy had po, e <to monk axaint T
the fierce )ilxasp of the horse-thief, he was
borne to oun¢

B Pt mtu the grass, reslstmg
fiercely, with the half-breed over him.

Two savage hands gripped his thron!,
and tho half-breed’s eyes blazed down from

" Ncw 1" panted Red Henri.

With his left hand he pinned the junior
down, and with his right be groped in his
belt for a knife.

Clatter, clatter!

It was the sound of hoof-beats on the

hard tral
from which

la

The halt-breed started and Jistened. For
a second his grasp on Jimmy Silver's thront
relaxed
“Help!” yelled Jimmy.

The grasp closed on his throat again.
Rod Henri diagsed at the kaife i bis

n the direction of Mosquito,
Jimmy had come.

me the shadowy frail a horseman
dashed up, with a rlalter of galloping
hoofs. He drew his horso in so suddenly,
that it came almost upon its haunches,
and leaped to the ground. The knife of

e half-breed was ﬂashmrv in the air, when
lt;hs newcomer seized the ruffian and dragged
im back

Tho blow desﬂcnded but the
struck only the earth.

Red Henri turncd like a tiger on 1
new assailant.

Jimmy Sl]ver sab up, panting.

The two men were stru ghn
and Jimmy i Tad b
to_the aid of his rescuer.

ere was a sharp cry

weapon

ﬁercol y,»
ect

from the new

s | comer; the half-breed had used his knife,

Jimmy sprang breathlessly to his aid, and
his ft crashed on the side of Red Henri’s
head.

Tho half-breed rolled over, the knife
fying from his hand. Jimmy Silver
caught it

“Now, you scoundrel—"

Red Henri serambled to his feet.

Jimmy made a rush at him, but the
half-breed loaped back and, turning, fed,
into the shadows of the larches. For a
moment or two his fecing footsteps could

heard, and then Red Henri had
vanished into the dusk of the wide prairie.
CHAPTER 2.

Nothing Doing.
IMMY SILVER turned quickly to h
Tescuer.
In the dusk he made out a young
man, apparently only a fow years
older than himself—a sturdy, han some_
fnl!o\v, dressed in riding-clothes.
“Yow're hurt!” pmed Jimmy.
“QOnly a scratch, I think!” answered the
rescuer cheerily. "m caught his wrist,
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and the knife gashed along my arm. He
meant, business, though, the brute!”

“Let's see it,” said Ji

There was blood running from under tho
stranger’s sleeve. He drew back the sleeve
coolly.

“Only a cut,” he said. “I can bind it
up with my Hendkerchief.”

“Let me bind it,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Tve heen a scout in the Old -Country,
and I know how to bandag

'And. Jimmy \procoeded to. bind up. the

cut. The young man looked at him
curiously.

“You're from the Old Country?” he
asked.

“Yes, rather!” answered Jimmy. “Pm
staying ab present with my cousin—Hudson
medley—at tho Windy River Ranch. My
gamels Jimmy Silver.”
Mings—Smith,
Monty, for shor
There was a momenmy hesltahcn in the
stranger’s mauner as e his name.
Timny Silver i not note it then, but he
remembered it afterwar
olly glad to meet you, Mr. Smith!”
ers Ty pith o smile! "I dare say
you know you've saved my life?
“Yes; 1 fancy that bruto meant
aurden,” said Smith, “Who and what was

“A horsethief—a_hali-breed.
him before,” said Jimmy.
got away. Jolly lucky for me that you
came along the trail just when you did!”

“Lucky for me, too, plihaps.”

“Fow's that

“Yowve meutmned that vou'se staying
at the Windy River Ran going
there, and Pm not at all sure of The ‘way,
Tm_a stranger_in this section.”

“You know Hudson Smedley?”

“Not at I'm going to the ranch to
Took for

“Oh1" exclsimed Jimmy, in surprise.

Monty Smith smiled.

“You don’t think 'there’s any chance for
met” he aske

“You don’t look much
puncher,” said Jimmy Silver,
worked ‘on a sanch before?”

Montague  Smith~

Tve met

like a cow-
“Have you

«Anghow, M. Smedley will put you up
at the ranch for tonight,” said Jimmy.

- up into the North-West to

“IHell be jolly glnd ta, see you, after
wmt yowve done for
But he's not 1onkmg for new hands

“Well, you see, the roundup's over,”
explained Jimmy. “There was plenty fo
do whon the busy season was o, but
now—-'

“I see! Not much chance for a new-
comer, especially one who doesu’t know the
mmh business ?

—T'm afraid not, But it won’t do
any h'um to ask, alyhow,” said Jimmy
ilver. “Let's gef on. You're protty la to
on the trail for a man looking for work.”

“Tve missed the. n il about six times
since leaving Mosqui

“Oh, my hat!” i Jimmy.

“I suppose I’d better not mention that
when I'm asking the boss of the ranch for
a job?” said the young nan, laughing,

“Botter not,” ‘said  Jimmy, laughing,
too. “Anyhow, you wow't miss the trail
again. 1 lnow it like a book. This way.

Jimmy Silver jumped on Blazer, and
Monty Smith remounted his horse. They
rode ‘on together by the trail over the
darkening prairie.

“Tresh from the Old Country?” Jimmy
Silver asked.

“Oh, mo! Tve been in Canada for
years.”
‘l\ot in tho Wst?”
town,” answered Monty Smith;

“not¥on the ranches. I've been working
fo‘ my daily bread; now I'm looking for
a ch.m
“I—T sce,” said Jimmy.

As a matter of fact, Jimmy Silver did
not sec. Tt was unusual, ab least, for a
townsman to “fire ” himself from his job,
and look for work on tho ranches at the
end of the summer. Even i the young
man had been “fired ” by his employers,
a4 Bl o thois ehont secking a new
job, it was odd enough for him to come
look for one.
But that was not Jimmy’s business, and
he certainly wished his new acquaintance
the best of luck, and had privately resolved
to put in a worrl for him, ﬂ he could, with
sIud.\on Sm . The man evi-

S e very 1100 Tabout the Tonehce)
but he certainly had saved Jimmy Silv8rs

"R light gloamed byer as' dusky pratrie
t last.
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“That’s the ranch!” said Jimmy.

The two horsemen rode up to ranch-
house at Windy River. Some of thu out-
fit were grouped by the bunkhouse, and
Peto Peters, tho foreman of the ranch,
took hls plpe out of his mouth and called
to

"Hnlla, Jimmy! Youw're late back.”

“Camo jolly near being later,” answered
Jimmy. “I was held up on e trail—
um Kur!c thief, Red Henr!

Who's the strangert™

AH the Windy River men were eyeing
Monty Smith in the light from the bunk-
house.

“Chap looking for a job on the ranch,”
said Junm

i wney knd By hin”
Pet:- Pe(en
ha, hat”

"I “kuoss, strangor, this hyer isn't_tho

time to look for jobs,” sa d Skitter Dick.
“I¢s arter tho round-up.”

“He’s a tenderfoot from the t
Red Alf. “Look at them bags.”

And_tho cowpunchers laughed again.

“All soreno—only their fun,” whispered
Jlmmy Silver, as' Monty Smith fushed

said

The young man nodded.

Baldly Bubbin came out_of the cook-
house, his fat face ruddy. He grinned at
the stranger.

“I guess I'vo secen you afore,” said

Baldy.

“1ihink not.”

“1 guess b;nc. persisted  Baldy.
“What's your name?

“Smith.

“Waal, that ain’t a gol-darned un-

common name,” said the cook. “I guess
Dve struck heaps of Smiths in my time.
Where was it I struck you, stranger?
Been in Mosquito afore?”
“T've neverqheen in this part of Alberta
" said the newcomer briefly.
aal, I'vo seen you somewhere,” said
Baldy, “and 1 don’t seem to remember
that you was named Smith, neither.”
And with that Baldy, the cook, went back
mlo the cookhouse, looking a little huffed.
parently he was assured that he had met
N{:)ney Smith bufore, and was annoyed at
ths young man’s disclaimer.
e on,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Com “pn
put up your horse.”

“Js that tenderfoor t‘ampmg here,
Jimmy 7" demanded Red Alf.
“Yes, to-night, anyhow.”

“There ain't any job going, and you
know it,” said Pcm Peters.

“He saved my 'ife,” eaid Jimmy. “Red
Henri had his’ knife only a foot away
when this chap butted in-

h, Jerusalem! I guess it’s time the
as rounded up by the Mounted
Polic Pete. “All tho same, there’s
no jobs m)in" on this hyer ranch till next
summer.”

“And then 1 guess they ain’t going for
wndcrfeet. in bags like that,” remarked
Red Alf.

“Bow-wow " was Jimmy Silver’s reply.

And he led his new friend on.
horses were turned into the corral, and
gnmmy Silver led the way into the ranch-
ouse,

&

CHAPTER 3.
What's in a Name?
UDSON SMEDLEY  gave the"
H strangor o hoarty grooting when
Thomy explsined Show " Snatter
ood, The taking on of new

hands \vns a task for Pete Peters to attend
to; but Hudson Smedley made the young
man very welcome. Ho was not likely to.
fail in hospnnmy towards one who had
saved his cousin’s life. Woo Sing was
ordered to get a room ready at once, and
{he' rancher chatted. with his uncxpected
guest while waiting for supper, and Lovell
and Raby and Newcome mads his acquaint-
ance. Their verdict was that tho young
man scemed quite decent, and his service
to their chum made them fecl quite kindly
towards him.

At e sipperieble, Monty Smith sat
down with the rancher and the Rookwood
juniors, and there was a cheery buzz of
conversation. But Jimmy Silver could not
help noticing that the newcomer talked
very little about himself. That he had
worked in a_town, and that he hnd left }ul
job_for a dmngk, was about _all that he
said on his own account; he did not men-
tion tho namo of llm town or the nature
of his former worl

That was all his own business, of cautief}
but such reticence was rather unusual.

ced, it was not likely to do if he ex«
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pected to get a new post. A new employer
would vmuruny want to know something
about

Jlmmy Snl\cr & Co. bade the young man
a cheery good-night after supper, and went
o their rooms. Monty Smith was given
the next room to Jimmy’s, looking o
the veranda. Jimmy, looking out into
the night before turning in, caught n]ghl
of a face at the mext window. Monty
Smith was looking out, too.

Jimmy Silver's glance,
“Topping fine night,” ho said.
+Yos, rathor agsented Jimmy Silvor.
“How do you like it
Not_much dmuco of catching
ch, I'm afraid,” said Monty
It seems that llna is a time on
more likely

“Well, that’s so,” agreed Jimmy. “Mr.
Smedley wouldn't turn off any of the
outfit, but taking on fresh men is another
matter, of course. Is it—" He hesi

ted. “If you don’t mind my aszlvivmg,

xed
uito down_to
T've got to find

it important for you to gcb
“Well, a

little.  I'm not
very nearly.

meld t there be ‘more chance in a

:‘I’m fed up with towns.”

“You should have. tackled the ranches
in the spnng or early jn the summer,” re-
marked

Yes, L e T hadn’t any choice.
T fancy T'll get on my way to-morrow, and
try at the Sunset Ranch—that’s the next
in this direction, I beliove?

“Yes,” assented Jimmy. “But I hope
something can be done here.”

He bade the young man good-night, and
went_to bed. But for a long time Monty
Smith stood at his window looking out_at
the stars and the prairvie,  He
sighed when he turned away at last and
turned in.

‘fhe next morning Monty Smith break
ted with the Fistical Four of l\nok\\ ood;
son Smedley was already h,s

Arthm

horso,  Alter _breakfast, M“. o
Lovell was riding to Mosquito f

o Baby  andkNewodme! skt atth i
Jimmy. Silver would probably have gons
with his chums, but he stayed on as Smith
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was there. As the rancher was still absent,
Jimmy walked round the place with the
tenderfoot, pointing out things of interest
to him. hings on a ranch were evi-
dently new to the young man, and Jimmy
noucludcd that if he had been in Canada
for years it must have been in an eastern
province,

By tho corral Jimmy and his companion
came cn Peto Peters. The foreman of the
rnn:-h nodded to Jimmy and stared at

Smith
till lookin® for that job?” he asked.
that's why T'm here.
“I guess there’s nothing to «it,” said
cte. “Sorry, as you scem to have played
up like a liitle man in helping Jimmy
here, Yowve got a cut on your

“Only a scratch.”

“1 gless L1l givo you a tip in looking for
a }obg at the gnext} shcbnrfg, said gew,
with a grin. “Don’t go around in them
bags, looking liko o town dandy. ~Get
yourself some cowbey clothes. See?”
“Let’s sce the tenderfoot on a hoss, said

"Know how to sit

Red Alf, lounging up.
on a horse, tenderfoot?”
“IIe came here on a horse,”
Silver.
“Not much of a hoss,” said Red Alf, with
# nod towards the tenderfoot’s steed in the
corral. “How much did you give for that
gee, stranger?”
“wo hundred dollars.”
“Gee-whiz! I guess vou was done out
of a hundred and fifty then.
“Tm not a judge of horses,”
Moty Sunith.
No need to mention that,” grinned Red
Alf. “You ain’t sure. Put him on Blazer
and see him fall off, Jumn
it "\131' retorted
can ndc, thaugh i s.nd Monty Smith.

said Jimmy

said

"1 used ride a gos it in the Old
Country. i e T3l ray b B e
o

“You won’t,” said Jimmy, laughing.
“He's a uck] mper, and tco much of a

‘mndm for n 'man that docsn’t know him
wel

“Here’s o nice_ quict critter,” said Spike

Thompson, cntering into the joke on the

and loading qut o raw-boned

“Like to try him,

R R s S R
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have to ride, o km)w, if you get a job
on this hyat ranch.

“Tim readyl”

“Look: hete—" began Jimm

“You ease off, ng un,” said Pete
Peters. “Let the tendexfoot show us what
he _can 7]

Spike Siaiiod i big raw-boned brown,
who stocd quiet under the experienced
cowboy's hands. But it was a different
matter when the tenderfoot mounted him.

he horse was & buck-jumper, and he
began to buck at once. His forefeet went
high_into the air, and the cowpunchers
stood round grinning, expecting to see the
tenderfoot slip off ovor the lashing tail.

But Monty Smith sat_tight,

Down came the fmefeeh with a orash
llke chunder, nnd up into the air went the

horse’s hin

86l the tendumfoot sat bight

e can ride!” said Peter
rather grudgingly.

The brown horse broke into a sudden
rush, and Monty Smith still sat tight.
His hat flow off, but his knees gripped the
horse hard, and his hand was Erm on
rein. The cowpunchers watched the flight
of the horse, and saw the tenderfoot wheel
it at last and nde m hack to the corral.
Monty Smith jumped dow

He was a_little breathless, but cool.

“T fancy I can ride that horse,” he re-
marked,

“You ain't such a greenhorn_as you look
in_them trousers!” admitted Red AIf.

He dravo the horso into the corral again.
Baldy Bubbin was looking on from the
doorway of the cookhouse, and he ad
stepped out to pick up the young man’s
hat. There was quite a curious expression
on Baldy’s fat face as he stood with the
hat in his hand. When Alf beuk tl*s horse
away Baldy came over to the

“Your hat, Mister %mlth"’ .he saxd, with
a peculiar acdent on the nam
1 Monty Smith took the }m, flushing a

ttle.

T‘nnksl" he said.
told_you ymeraay that ‘T knowed
you," said Baldy. *X sedrm to dlsremembm
your name, but it ain’t

“Cheese it, Baldy!” said Jxmmy Silver
sharply.

Lettways,” said Baldy deliberately,

“if your name’s Smith, I reckon you lifted |
that hat from the owner, tenderfoot.”

Peters

THE RAN

“What the mump are you driving at?”
demanded Jimm

Baldy grinned.

“There’s a name wrote in the hat,” he
said, “and T guess galoots don’t writo
other men’s names in their hags.”

“What rot!” snapped . “If
there’s a name_written in it Dot i this
chap’s name, of course.”

“T allow that’s so.”

« Smn_h of course,”

“’Tam’t Smnth 2

“Oh, ra

All eycs v\ers turned curiously on the
young man, Baldy's statement had made
an_impression,

“You've giv your name here as
Smith, smnger," "md Pete Peters abruptly.
“If yowve got another name written in
your hat T guess wo'd like to know what
it means.”

“I guess so,” said Baldy cmphatic Hy.

this hyer ranch, stranger, ?
dont sail under false colours.
Monty Smith’s face was crimsem. ¢

added  Jimmy
an,

the | had replaced the hat on his head, but

Spike Thompson, with 4 sudden movement,
jerked it off and held it up. Every eye
read the name that was inseribed imside,

“M. de Courcy!”

Do ‘Gourey I) ésclaimed Pete Peters,
“Great gophers! Where did you dig up &
name like that, stranger? Tt's a pesky
dukle‘m dlsgi;lse boys.”

Jimmy Silver looked anxiously at his
now friend. He was_quite sure, in his
own mind, that Monty Smith was “square,”
but the incident was certainly a very
curlous one.

guess you ought to have bought &
new hat, along with a new namo, tender
foot,” chuckle Skitter Dick.

“1 suppose I can explain easily cnough,
saidi ihs. young mansihri- tae’ad.
name is De Courcy, but T've been chlpped
ghout it <0 much since T came West, that

T've changed it to Smith.”
Waal, I guess a galoob with a
like' that would be “enipped!” chuckled
)0'0 eters.

Ha, ha, hal”

here ain’t many galoots named De
Courcy ‘on_ tho ranches, for o fach” ro-
od Spike Thompson, “Fust I've ever

etruck
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Smitt's an easter handle to set about
with in the West, I allow,” said ore-
man. “But was that Jout e reasn il
changing it, stranger
s the only reason I have to give,”
amd lIonty Smith quietly.
“And a good enough one,”
Bilver.

And he drew Monty Smith away from
the spot. The cowpunchers were left chuck-
ling—much entertained the discovery
that the tenderfoot bore the unmmmon

said Jimmy

and aristogratio name of Do Con

Baldy Bubbin' rubbed his fat mose
thoughtfully.
" “T guess Le's gob_me beat, all the same,”

he remarked. *I_reckon I_know that
galoot’s. faoe, and I reckon I know his
name, thou, % I disremember it—and it
ain’t_either Smith or De Courcy! I calcu-

“ Iate Tve gob my suspicions of that galoot;

He's got too many names to please me.”
And Baldy, the cook, went back to the
cookhoige, shaking his bald head oriously,

CHAPTER 4.
Dark Doubts!
ONTY SMITH stayed on at the
M Windy River Ranch.
udson Smedley was a little
perplexed to know what to do with
him. He was not required on the ranch;
the outfit was more than numerous enough
for the period follnwmg the round-up. But
ho had saved Jimmy Silver’s life, and he
was keen for wark, and the rancher was
hospitable. There was no likelihood of
the young man getting a job in North-
West Alberta, and the rancher’ had a
rewd idea that he \vas near the end of
his resources. Ant ome days his arm
was likely to be iinigas Trow the gash of
the halfbread’s knife. The wound had
bled agi:\n after the exertion of riding
the buck-jumper—a reckless proceeding in
the _circumstances—and it needed care.
So Monty Smith was given leave to bunk
down with the outfit, and to make himself
a8 useful a8 hzu could #ill some beue\
opening should turn up.

In a fow days Momy Smith—or Ds
Courcy—was quite well liked by the outfit.
~ He was & frank and good-natured fellow,
aljravs ready to do anybody a good turn,

and he was made welcome in the bunk-
house.

On the subject of his name the outfit
were satisfied. It was natural enough that
a man named Do Courcy should prefer to
look for work in the democratic West under
the less_remarkable name of .

Only Baldy, tho cool, was not_satisfied.

He persisted that he hnd seen the young
efore somewhere when he was nob
called either Smith or De Courcy; and
Monty persxsted in disclaiming all Inow-
chge of

ldy's opirion, therefore, was that the
new man had, a secret to keep, and he
hinted darkly  that Monty had had good
reasons for “lighting ” aut to the West
umier an asmmed name.

my Silver " had

Smlth’ explanation,
matter from his ming

‘All four of the Rookwood fellows liked
the neweomer, and they were friendly with

accepted Mom‘,y
and dismissed the

IR Smith, tenderfoot as ho as, showed
keonmess and intelligence, and ' quickly
picked up the ways of the ranch, = After
he had beer a week at Windy River he
spoke to Pete Peters.

“Am I worth my keep yet?” he asked.

Eeio eyod him.

guess gou are,” b replie
T clearing,”

BB seid
Moaty Smith, - B taking advantage
Mzp Smedley’s _kindness ~ because I

helped his cousin. ~ See

“T see,” assented Pete. “Waal, young
mas, yoirre worth your Leop, and ‘that’s
about

Oheats all T want,” said Monty.

So he stayed on.

¢ was o dey or two later that Jimmy
Silver had his first_shock. heard
some of Baldy's dark surmiscs, " withouk
paying any attention to them. But a little

incident brought the matter very sharply
mtﬁ) his_mind..

the half-breed, had been seen
cinity, and ho had succeeded

horse from the Sunset
Ranch, And there was nows on the ranch
that a couple of troopers of the Mountod
Police yere coming up from Kicking Mule
to_lool for_the horse-thief.

i Silver mentioned the matter to
Monty ‘Smith in_ tho afirnoon, as  they
rode Back from a visit to Coyote Creek.
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Monts mado no answer for o full minute.
glancing at’ him, saw & very

cxpression on_his

o hevstoai outlyin

region like this whs outsido the beat o

{ho Mounted Police,” Monty Smith said at

That's so,” said Jimmy. “But they
come when they're nceded, and theyn:
veeded now, to run in that horse-thief.”

"lenly to como to Windy River?”
“Buro’ to,” sai immy. “I know one
of m—Trooper Bright. Now that the
rush of work is over, I dare say some of
lhz outfit will help them in hunhng for
Reabicna. Tl get along if I can.
Monty Smith rodo on in ellence for
somo minutes.

“That's a rather lonely post down at
Cogote Creck, where we'vo just been,” he
remarked at

at’s so, assented Jimm,
not a regular member of the out-
1 ought to take my turn

“Im
fit, but I lhmk

said Monty.
mmy did e LLaL

"l think I'll ask Mr. Smedley to send
me | t.hm for a woek or s0,” the young man
we;

Shll Jlmmy was silont.

Ho liked Monty Smith, and Monty had
ed his life. But he could not help
secing what tho soung St words i
plied. He thought the matter over, and
ided to speak out plainly.

TLook hsm, Smith—!

“Well ?

“You know Baldy has got all soris of
ldcu 1.1 his fat head nbou. you.”

He's told me. Nothing under-
lnml nlmub Bnldy Bnbbm, said Monty.
anh. lmlgh

1, it's uH rot, of course. T know
you' ru Jqlmm, said Jimmy. “But better
not ask to be sent to Coyote Creek just at
tho time when the Mounted Police are
coming to the ranch. It will really look
as if you don’t want to see them, or to
let them sco you. —Iixcuse my putting it
plain, won't you

Mnnky colonred a little.

You think it would look like that?”
he asked slav\

“Well,

ye:
"’lhnu l \\un’l ask.”

Lheru

The subject dropped with that, but fhe
ride was finihed in a ratlhier ,uncomfort-
able silence.

Jimmy Silver had had a shock, and it
worried” him a little. ~He was rather
anxious to sce Monty Smith show up in the
presexce of the frcopers when they arrived,
which would prove that Baldy's wild sur-

imises were groundless, and that Monty
Swith had no”u'ng to conceal.
The next day Troopers Bright and

Dodson rode into Windy River Ranch.

Jimmy Silver found them eating a sub-
stantial lunch at the cockhouse when he
came in from a morning's ride. Baldy,
who was looking aftor Uieir waiis, gave

Jxmmy
“Whe Lhu tenderfoot, J:

ere!

my?” he
asked.

“Somewhere about the ranch, I suppose,”
answered Jimmy carclessly.

“ou figure it out he'll Jet the Mounted-

seo him 1"
“Of course!”
“Waal, I reckon not,” said Daldy.
Ol rot 11 grantad: Jimay \SHIORE
e went to the ranch-house for his dinner,
and found Hudson Smedley thero with the

!ﬁnnl{woodcw. Monty Smith was not at
tho

“‘Wherc's Smith?” asked Jimmy. *“Not
come in?’

“He’s not coming in,
Jimmy Silver started.
*‘How's that?” he nskml qmck!y
“To's gono to Mosquito.

answered Lovell

here’s somo stores commg up from
Kicking Mule,” said lluh son Nmﬂdlc)
“Smith offered to go over and sce

:,hem Ho will be nnuy n couple of dn)s.
im
“Oh i ojaculated Jimmy Silver.
It was another shock for him. He simply
could mot help asking another questi
Did Smith go before the troopers got
here?”
“0b, yes—somo hours before.”
“Aro they staying long 1" asked Jimmy.
“Only today.” They'ro going after Red
Henri’s scalp at sun-up in the morning,”
answered tho rancher.
mith won't see them, then?”
N He's not, llkcly to be back #ill
to-morrow afternoon.
immy Silver said no more. Thero was
a weight on his mind and on his beart.
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o liked Monty Smith, and Monty had
held back the murderous hand of the horse-
thicf. But there was no longer the slightest
doubt in Jimmy’s mind that Monty Smith
had reasons—good reasons—for not desiring
to meet members of the polico force of the
North-West, and that he had deliberately
avoided coming into contact with them.
What was it that he had to fear from
the Mounted Police? For that he
something to fear was the only possible
explanation.

CHAPTER 5.
A Startling Discovery!
ALDY, the cook, came out of the cook-
B housé a_fow days later, with a grin
on his fat faco and a newspaper in
his fat hand.

Baldy looked in high feather.

“T knowed it!” said Baldy to the world
in general.

Nobody _ gave any special attention to
Baldy Bubbin’s remark. he fat cook
logked round him.

tell you gnloots that I knowed it!”
he e‘{c.mmed raising his voice.
“Well, what did you lmow,
asked Arthur Fdward Lovell
bou(’. thsl.f man Smith !”

“0] o Smith a rest, old chap!” said
Lowell "We re r-nthct tired of you on the
subject of Smith

“Yes, rather1” remarked Raby.

i s T've got him placed!” said
Baldy improssively. “Hyer, you Peto
Peters, hsten o a galoot, will you?”

“Too busy,” answered the foreman of
Windy Riyer, withont turning his bead.
“Why ain’t you® washing up

“wm if you want a bank-robber on this

ranch—" said Baldy Bubbin.
\Vlmt?”

“What's that, Baldy?”

Baldy, the cook,”had succeeded in in-
teresting his hearers at last. There were a
dozen of the outfit about, and they all
turned their attention upon the fat cook.
Jimmy Silver came up, his face pale with

anger.
“You fat dummy—" he began.
Baldy waved a fat hand at him.
z , soung Jimmy! Don't I keep

on telling you that I've found him out?”
“You fat fool I”

fatty 1"

“Waal, what have you found out, any-
»" demanded Poto Peters sharply.
o always chewing the rag, Baldy,
and ginerally thore’s nothing in it ”
aldy snifled.
“There’s suthi it this time!” Do
said emphatically. B you ’uns
that I'd scen that galoot before, and dis-
remembered his name al, 1 know,

. per‘" exclaimed  Jimmy
Silver blankly. “Havo ou gono off your
rocker, Baldy, or have you been at the
fire-wator again?”

“This hyer newspaper,” said the_ cook,
holding it up. “It’s gob his picture in it!”
There was a buzz of interest now.

“It's an old paper,” said the cook—*I
guess, o coffple of months old. I'd used it
to lino the bread-box, and, cleaning out the
box this hyer afternoon, I camo across it.
There was the face I romembered—fairly
staring at me! That galoot's namo ain't

Smith any more than it’s De Courcy ! His
name’s Lagden!”
“Lagdon|” said Jimmy.
TLagden!” said Poto Peters. “I seem

e hoving heard that namo
talked of somewhere.”

“T guess you have!” said Baldy. “It
was in the papers. Lagden is the man thab
robbed the bank at Prince Albert, in
Saskatchewan, o couple of months ago, and
lighted out with ten thousand dollars in his
clothes, and_ left the watchman with
cracked head o

And o ann ks say that Monty Smith
jios ony ‘connection with that roguo?” ox-

Mmmed Jnnmy Silver any

“T moan to cay that hes the aloot, his.
self,” md Baldy Bubbin coolly,
here’s his picture to prove it.”

Baldy Told up the' poper, ‘ond all eyos
wero fixed on it.

Jimmy Silver became pale.

The picture in the paper was taken from
a photograph, it was_evident, and, though
scarcely well printed, it gave a good render-
ing of a hendsomo face the whole Windy
River outfit kne

"That's Smith " sid Pete Poters, with
a decp_breat

“Smith or his pesky twin!” said Skitter
Dick.
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1t was the face ‘of Monty Smith. Under
it was printed in large type:

“LARRY LAGDEN.
THE CROOK WHO (aﬂl‘ AWAY WITH

WANTED AT PR]\(L ALBERT 1

Baldy gave Jimmy Silver a lofty, re-
proving look.

“Don’t that prove it?"” he demanded.

I guess it does!” said Pete Peters, kmt-
ting_ his brows. “The durned h
coming up here when there ain’t m-ny
newspapers, and nobody to recogniso him!
No vl’ ondor he changed his name now and

“Wnal I guess he couldn’t travel as
Tae S Tagter 1=t chischisdt Tialds s “Ho
would have been r?cd in so quick it would
have made his head swim! What you got
to say now, young Jimmy?” grinned the
cook.

Jimmy Silver was silent.

He had nothing to say.

His heart was sick within him.
whole outfit had been deceives
ning criminal, skulking T th
Wast to hido from the police, with his stolen
booty still about him. It was a sickening
thought.

The

And yet—
“Hyer's the boss,”
Bettor tell Mr. Smedloy,
decide what's to be done.
oughtn’t to be allowed
ranch now we know him!!
Hudsor Smedley came up to the excited

group.

*What's the trouble?” ho asked.

Baldy, tho cook, almost bursting mh
importance, proce oded to explain.
showed the pl owgmpb in the paper as
proof of his explanation. Al eycs e
the rancher's darkening face.

“I guess that's purty clear, boss!” said
Poto Poters,

looks so!" said Hudmn Smedley.
“That's Smith's picture, T guess. The cyes
seem a bit closer tugother than Smith's,
t his picture it's nu-pn-m‘ly
T8 Ho's oo man, he's going to
bo handed ovor fo the policol”

“Let )um n|mnl first | exclaimed Jimmy
Bilver Tlmre—lhcrc may be a
mis Ll‘\(‘

said Skitter Dick.
and ho can
The critter
vamoose the
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“I guess there ain't room for any mis-
takat? waid
“Ho saved my life!” muttored Jimmy,
with an appealing look at the rancher.
Hudson Smedley nodde

“The man won't be condemned unheard,"
he eaid. “I guessed he was square, and
took him on trust. Fetch him here, somo

of you, and let lum aponk up for himself.”
“Where is ed Pete Peters, look-
round. * Ie v\ns nt work in the corral
half an hour ago.

“Seen Smith, 8pike?” called out Lovell,
as Spike Thompson came from tho direction
of tho corral.

op! He's just gone!”
Gone!” yelled the cowpunchers.
“Gone!” said Hudson Smedley.

“Yep!” Spike stared at the excited
crowd. He had hnnrd nothing as yet.
“Ho camo running tho corral "ten

minutes ngo, and eollareh his Hoss. Never
answered when I asked him what was up.
He's lit out; I rockoned the sent

him somewhero in a hurry.”

’Hu:rc \\ u a rolr

“T gum it sottles it,”

“After him ! thou(ed Pctn Peters.

“Which way did he

“8addle up and (allnw Lim!" exclaimed
the ranche:

A domn ‘men rushed for their horses.
Skitter Dick clambored to the roof of
bunk-house, and swept the sunlit prairie

wuh his keen glance. His rose to

“H' ino _west!” he
shouted. “L:ghnug nut ior the foothills,
I guoss. Adfter the galoot

Ho jumped down and ah for bis horse.
In a minute or less an excited erowd of

horsemen went tearing over the prairie on

the track of the flecing man. At their head

rode Hudson Bmedley, with knxmd broms.
Jimmy Snl\ar stood rooted to roun
#Well, who'd have thought ; said

ka\'oll “nn n wl “The chap's fairly
en

e thought jt!” said
#y fancied ho s as atraight

Newcome.
as a n!rlns

#Blessed if I can ¢ ule belm'n it now ",
confessed Raby. Yo \hwght
there was —only—
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suspected  bank-robber settled the matter
for all minds. Evidently Monty Smith had
heard Baldy’s excited announcement of his
discovery, and while the ouifit wero listen-
ing to Baldy, he had rushed for his horse
and {led, without losing an instant.

“JIc'll never get away,” said Lovell, “If
he's taken his own horse, he'll never win a
race on that animal.”

“He's taken his own horse,” said Jimmy,
speaking at last. “Whatever ho is, he's
not horse-thief.”

“Well, he's a thief, if he robbed the
bank at Princo Alburt " said Lovell “I
fancy he would take tho bcst horse he cauld
with his liberty at stake.”

“He took his own cnttcr!"

said Spike

Thompson.
(X was,sure of it suid Jimmy Silvor
auetly; “and— can’t quite’ believe

ink Hmrcs soms. mistake-somo
3 broke
You're an as, oid chap” said Lovell.
Jimmy did not reply. Ho waited for the

11

Tho discovery that Monty Smith was
; bank-robber, had natur-
st him every man at
e outfit were indignant at
being deccived; and they were keen to let
Larry Lagden learn what they thought of
him.” So long as onc of the crowd could
use whip and spur, the bank-robber was
not likely to escape.
Was he the bank-robber
Albert?
here was anxiety in the faco of the
hunted man, there was keen distress, yet
it could not bo said that there wns gmu
But his_hurried flight, as soon as he had
heard of Baldy’s discovery, was enough for
the Windy River men. Without thiat, the

of Princo

proof was_conclusive cnough; and what
could tho flight mean but guilt?
“I guess we'ro having him,” grinned

Skluor Dick, as he spurred on his horse.
Foot by foot, the pursuers gained on tho

hunted man. The rocks of the foothills

wero still distant when he was within

returning _h cowpunch

his brain in a wlmx ’lho pmaf was over.
whelming, yot somewhere in his heart
immy found a vestige of faith in the man
Wwho had saved his life, and he hoped,
almost unconsciously, that the cowboys
would return without a prisnner.

CHAPTER 6.
Roped In1
ONTY SMITII cast a hunted look
M over his shoulder.
He had @ good start; but ho did
not expect to cscape from the
Windy River Ranch unparsucd.
teison hats bobbed onthe prairio in the
westering sunlight, strung out behind the
hard-riding fugitive. ozen at least of
tho Windy River cowpunchers were in hot
pursuit.
Monty Smith set his tecth and rode on.
Fe was not so wellmounted as many
of his pursuers, and he knew it. But he
had a start, and the foothills were not far
away; and once in the rocky ravines and
trackless canyons of the foothills, ho could
liopo to elude the pursuers. With set teeth,
ho mdo as if for his life.
Dehind him, the cowpunchers came on,
w Aoopmg

casy Red Alf loosed off
his _ six-s slmoier Hn did not aim at the
fugitive, but sent a bullet over his head
as_a warnin

Monty Smith did not heed.

He rode right on, as if he had not even
heard the warning ‘shot.

Crack, crack, crack!

Threc or four of the cowpunchers loosed

off shots, round the fugitive; and Monty
Smith df not even turn his head.
1 guess he knows wo ain’t wanting to

hit him,” growled Pete Peters. “But we're
roping him in, all tho same, boyees.
Harder and harder rodo the cowpunchers,
nearer and nearer they drew to the desper-
ate, straining horseman ahead.
“Halt? roared Hudson Smedley.
Monty Smith did not seem to
Teavo thim o e Boss
Skitter Dick,
Ho hold s lasco in hand, waiting til ho
was near enough to uso the
Foot by foot he gained on the fugitive,
and saddenly his right arm shot up, and
the coiled rope whirled.

c]\uckled

The loop desconded

T over the stm-ung
horseman in front.

Right over his head it

dropped, over his shoulders, and  down
round him A
Skittor Dick drew inshis horse.
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The well-trained tmmn! halted,
his forefect firmly for the

shoc]
ko tautening rope twangod like a fiddle-
strin

Bndron gasping cry from Monty
Smith, as ho was pln:ked from the sadd he
as if by a giant's
rash
S lived koncd 1 had him!” remarked tho |
Bkitter complacently.

Monty Smith sprawled in the thick brown
grass, dazed by the fall from
He stared dizzily at the cowi s, as
they rode triumphantly u ] unded

him. His horso was duhm away, but was
promptly roped in by

Monty Smith lay in a5 grass and panted.
Hudson Smedley looked down on him
grimly.

“Put o his borse,” he said. “I
{nru we' ll keep him nl (hn rum:h hll the
roopers c:m come for oA

it up, you wnlout." nuu] Skitter Dick.

Rounh haRde ‘deacaid ie cnpiumd man
to his feet. He seeme: azed to speak
but ho reslised that the game was up, that
escape was impossible now.

He did not utter a word, as tho cow-
unchors liftod him on to his horse, and
Eo\md him_thero wnh - trail-rope.

Skitter Dick held the lasso to lead the
prisoner back in mmpb to the ranch.

With the NT hers whooping gleo-
lully round him, Monty Smith rode back to

indy River.
“Horo they come!” shouted Lovell sud-
Qenly, and Jimmy Silver, who had gone

into the ranch-house, camo hurriedly “out.
vo they got him?"” he pante
Yes”
mmy compressod his lips.
Tho Windy River outfit rodo up, with
Monty Smith in their midst, bound to his

Hc was unbound, and lifted from the
horse’s back. Baldy Bubbin gave him e

cheerful grin

T guess tho game's up for vou, Mr.
Smith o Courey " he chuckled. > » Dida't
I toll you that 1 knowed you.

The hapless man made no s

“Put him in the s}ora - said
Hudson Smedloy.  “And ye AL, ride to
erlung Mule and warn t.hn Mnumad Palico
that wo've got Lagden, the bank-robber,

hero.”
ou bet, boss 1" said Red Alf.

CHUMS OF THE RANCH!
xn:mm.l Ihen the prisoner spoke, as Alf rode

"ou'ro making o mistako, Mr. Smodley
Lam not Larry Tagden, the bank-robber of
Prince All
The rxncher shrugged his shoulders.
‘ou're like him enoogh to be arrested

| for him, then,” he l:ud “I'm bound to
send for the polico.”

“T'm not the man.”

“Why did you then, you gol-
darned critter?” demlnded Pete  Peters

mith's lip quivered.
modley has stated the ronlon," ho
said. “1 80 much hku bank-
roblmr as to be arrested for hi
And you ain’t the man?"”
fnrn{un ‘of Windy River.

“I guess that yarn won't do. Anyhow,
the M mmtod wl]l know whether you're the
man_or

“Put Ium in the stores cabin,” said
Hudson Smedley. b Monty Smith, o
Lagden, or whatever your name m‘
I'm bound to keep you a prisonor and nnd
you over to the Mounted Police. If you'ro
not tho man, as you . von vo nothing lo
fear; there's good law nada for every
man between lhc Alhnnc nd the Pacific.
But I'm taking no chances with a man who
came hero under o falso name, and ran

grinned the

for it when he was found out.”
“1 guoss not!” snid Pete Potors.
h bowed his head,

and did
1 led
. immy Silver fol-
lowed them, end caught \lmm Smnh ?
the slcove. His eyes scarched the han
some faco of tho captured man,
“You gn’u your word that )ml re not
Lagden, tho bank-robber?” mut-
tered Jimmy.
The young man nodded.
“I—T'm sorry for this, Jimmy,” he said.
I'd never have amp pod at Windy River
— Dut m ’s been rotten. Bm
ol frovi

“T believe you,” said Junmr h.n i
“Now then, out of it, y
Pete Petors, and the Roolrwood ;unlor. wnh
a palo and {roubled face, loft tho o
The door was closed and locked on
mith.

Monty

v, the cook, was in
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high feather. In the stores cabin, Monty

Smith was under lock and key; and Red

mr {ho cowboy, was riding hard for Kick-

g Mule to fetch the Mounted Police. And

in 11[ the Windy River crowd, there was

nly one who believed in the innocence of

o hapless prisoncr—Jimmy Silver. And

cven Jmmy Silver’s loyal belicf waj bect
with dark doubts.

CHAPTER 7.
Innogent or Guilty?

IMMY I”
Jimmy Silver’s face clouded.
Tho_voico that called his name
camo from the barred window of the
stores hut.
“ Jimmy 1
Tho Rookwood junior stood hesitating,
but at last he approached tho barred

window. It was cnrly morning, and the
glimmer of the rising sun was on the
ramc and the_rolling waters of the

Jimmy Silver was down
\'cry early that day. ~ Lovell and Raby
and Newcome had not yet turned out.

Slcwly Jimmy came up to the window
of the stores hut. Monty Smith watched
him eagerly.

“I'm a prisoner now, Jimmy,” he said.

“Yes. I—I'm sorr

“And yeb Im mnoccnt," said Monty
Snnth ’I—I o there’s no chance
for m Smedley has sent
“ord (o Klekmg Mllle, I suppose 1

5.
“The Mounted , Police ara. coming for

ne
“To-day,” said Jim:ﬂy. 5
Monty Smith shivered a little.
“And I'm shut up here like a wlld
animal in a trap!” ho said bitterly.
be_taken away in irons, like a thief1”
Jlmm moved uncomfortably,
“If you're not Lnrr Lagden 70“ cun
prove it, I suppose,” he said,
you're not, you're his double I
“I am his double!” answered Monty
Snnth “And tha( s easily explained, too.
He is my cousin
“Oh!” Then you know him?”
“I’vo known him all his life, though
we've never been very good friends. He
was in the bank at Prince Albert, in Sas-
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katchewan, while I was there working with

or looked steadily at the
the stores cabin through tho
arred window.

The story was plausible cnough.  Such
a resemblince was not surprising in near
relations.

“You left, Princo Albert and camo oub
to, Albcnn”” said Jimmy.

es.”
“:\fter the robbery at the bank?”

54 Dndn t it occur to you that you might
bo spotted by the police, and taken for
your cousin—that it would have been safer
to stay whero you were known and could
be_identified 77

Monty Smith_colou

«"I thought of all thac " he answered.
et you gave up your job and left the
placo whero you wero known and came
unkmg for work among the ranches ?”
es.”
“Well,

why?” asked Jimmy Silver
bluntly. “I want to believe you if I can,
You kuow that. But it’s steep.”
Monty hesitated.
ou’ve never been in such a position,
id.  “I was respected in the Sas-
katchewan town, but cverybudy knew that
gden was my cousin. robbed the
bank, injured a man eud e with
some thousands ol do]]nrs plundor After
that how could I stay—pointed at on all
sides as tho relative of a thief and almost
murderer | And my likeness to my cousin
made it worse. I was twice seized in mis-
take for him, and released again. The
firm where I worked wero vory” decent
to me, but they wanted mo to go.
\h\ns brm,fmg notoricty on tho plnce I
a

»

my Silver nodded. He could under~
stsnd that Monty Smith’s position in the
town where he was known l;md grown in-

tolerable—if his tale was true. But was
it truo?
“I came West,” continued Monty. “¥

hoped to get uway from anyone who had
ever scen or heard of farry Lagden. I
dropped th name of Do Courcy and took

Smith, 1 wanted to bury myself
e e ot tho o o Lagden was
dealt with by the police, or until the
affair Lad died away.” What clsc could I
o

Jimmy was silent,

e
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ty watched him anxiously. It
s very clenr l)mk he was keen to make
Tho Tookvooder beliove in him.

“And if the Mounted Dolice take you
and yow're sent \m to Prince Albert?”
md Jlmm; at lasf

all” be n‘lcx~0d when T got there.
’Inuu are dozens of pooplc to swear that
I am Moniy de Courc,

Jimmy broathed quickly,

“Then you've nothing to fear.”

“Nothing,” echoed, Monty Buith: “No,
thing—only a longz journey by road and
rail with handcufls” on my wrists, with
crowds staring at me and believing me a
captured criminall T'd rather be shot !”

Jimmy shuddored.

“That’s why I ran for it when that fat
fool Baldy found the photograph in the

aper,” said Monty. Fivhat would you

ave done?

“I=I don't know! X
should have run,” snid Jimmy.

don’t think I
“But—but

" “You don't believe xhat Trve told you?”
“I'm_ trying to,” Jimmy  desper-
B

ately. 1—but—
“Then you won't help me
“Help you?” repeated Ji

umy

“HLlp me to get out of ths, muttered
Monty Smith. *You could get me out

me a horse.

“I can't! impossible,” said Jimmy
Silver.  “If—if you could give me any
proof of what you say—-""

“How cany1? But—but I can't stand
tho disgrace, the shame, the huuulmuan
of it!” multcrml the tenderfoot. “I can't
T can’t face it!

“T'll speak to Hudson Smcdlov, and tell
him what you've told me,’ Aud Jlmm} at
last. “T’ll do my best, Mont,

"IIc “xll not, Eclm\o a wo!

“I—T'm afraid; but I'll try.
immy Silver moved on \\nh that; he
folt that if ho had listened to the appeals
of the man who had been his friend he
would yield—and he knew that he had no
right fo yiold. Monty Smith, through the
bars, watched him go with hopeless cyes.
reakfast Jimmy Silver paced by
the corral fence, in deep and troubled
thought.

He had trusted Monty Smnh—he felt
that somechow he still trusted h
tho story ho had told wa
too steep. as Jimmy
believed it, it was pretty certain that no

Ix'
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onc ulse on the Windy River Ranch would
do
o holp him cscapo—to_help a hunted
(‘nmm.ll 10 escape the police who were in
scarch of him—it was impossible, Would
an occ t man have asked it?
" Fimomy 1
Arthur  Edward Lou.lls voice bawled
from the direction of thu ranch-house.
Junmy[ Brekker
my Silver went el ot
\\Hh a troubled brow.

CHAPTER 8.
Painful for Baldy.
UDSON ~ SMEDLEY  glasced
H curiously at his young cousin from
the Old Counlry at the breakfast-
. He could sec that Jimmy

Silvor had something on his mind.
Jimmy 2"

“What's (he trouble, the
rancher asked a
Jimmy Haried and solousen.
I—I was thinking-
bout young Smith
“Yos,
“1s o _pesky, rotten affair,” said the

“But yow've no call to worry,

rancher.
Jlmm

“He helped me when Red Henri, the
half-breed. had drawn a knife on me,”
said Jimmy, in a low voice.

Hudson Smedley nodded.

“I know. It's o gol-darned pity; but
we can't shelter a thief who came to the
mnt‘h to hide himsclf from justice.”

spoken to him this morning,

smd Jimmy Silver, his colour deepening.
“He—he's told me-
1t would havo been wisor to keep clear
of lhu fellow ! the rancher, frown-
m§ a little. “But what has ho told you?”

S eilveT eorlahoa

His chums listened with deep attention;
the rancher listened, too, bu z“n shruggcd
his broad shoulders when Jimmy “had
finished.

“You'don't believe him?” asked Jimmy.

“Well, T should want a lot of proof be-
foro 1 believed a yarn liko that,” said
Hudson Smedley, with a smile. “It might
bo true, of course. If so,~he will be all
tight whon' they gob him back to Sas-

katchewan.”

“I's rather thick,

Jimmy,” said Lovell,
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with a_shake of the head.
soft, ol

“You're a bit
chap; you let people pull your

“Fathead 1” said Jimmy.
“It sounds steep, anyhow,” said Raby.
“Dash jt all, Jiminy, anybndf' would spin
it

o yarn like that when' he was lagged.

now;
_“Anyhow, there’s nothing doing,” wid
Newcome. “You can’t help him, Jimm

fo it doosn’t matter much whethef you B
licve him or not.”

Jimmy Silver did not answer that. Ho
had ot mentioned that Monty had asked
Bim_for help to_escape.

“Yowre hound to hand him over to the
Mounted Police ?” Jimmy asked, looking at
hg Fancher.

_“Youyou couldn’t give him a chanco

Jlmmy hesitated.

“What chance could I give him?” said
Hudson Smedley. ‘“His story might be
true, but the chances are a thousand to onc
against it. It’s a matter for the police to

deal with. If he’s innocent he seems to
have done cvcrvﬂ\mg he could do to make
himself look guilty.
% mihe wa Lme'ﬂ

“The troopers will be h r him this
mormng, ” added the rzmchm “Thc will
R T o o Tanden
the bank-robber. If they think that Manty
Smith is the man they must mke i

::You bchem he is the man

Sure

Jnnmy Silver said no more. He turned
away, and went into the corral for Blazer,
and’ saddled the horse for a ride on the

rairi ould do nothing; and that
ook on Monty Srmth’s white face haunted

him,

In the stores hut tho tenderfoot paced
to and fro, his hands clenched and his
face white and set, Innocent or guilty,
there was_despair in his heart; his faint
hope in Jimmy Silver had loft him now.

A_fat faco was framed in the little
window, and Baldy, the cook, grinned in
ab

‘Monty Smith gave him a fierce look.

“I hear yow've been spinning a_good-
sized yarn, young man1” grinned Baldy.

ou :u"l’t yourself, but somebody else—
what ¢

“You fat fool I”

“What?” roared Baldy indignantly.

15

Monty Smith camo to tho window. with
o eloum in bis cyes, Ther loss
1o ihe window, and the shutter was opens
Baldy’s fat faco was close to the bars.

Tho tenderfoot reached out suddenly be-
tween the bars, and caught Baldy's fab
nose between finger and thumb.

weal

Thero was a ell of anguish from the

% oo00aohioooo 1”

“Hi, ha, ha!” roared Pete Peters,
staring at_theescone fxam the bunk-house.
“Youro canglft, Duldy

 rogtii *1ed S0 by doso!” spluttered
Baldy, *You durncd galoot, led do by
dose I

“Ha, ha, hia !” yelled the cowpunchers.

“Gréoght Oh1’ Ow! By gun, Tl aril
you if you don’t led shricked  the

indy River cook

Baldy dragged at a gun and jerked it'
outof ' his pockot.  Ho shoved the barrel

of the revolver fairly in the moncr s face
between the bars of the win 5’
““Now, then, you durned galoot, nf— 3

Monty Smith’s cyes blazed. He let
Baldy’s fat nose and instantly gripped B2
bnrrel of the revolver.

Baldy had not the least intention of pull-
ing the trigger. Ho mmed the gun for
swank, certainly not for ut- 0 the

risoner jerked at the phtol Baldy’s fat
finger unconsciously pressed the trigger,
there was a sharp report. The bullet
scored nlong Monty Smith's arm, tearmg
his sleeve and grazing his skin, The next
moment he had torn the revolver away.
A moment more and tho butt of it was
in his hand, and the barrel was aimed
f.hro‘llwh the window at Baldy Bubbin,
a

mooso, you fat fool I rapped out
Monty Smith,
Baldy gave him one blink, and Jhen

dodged back and ran for it. TFat
was, Baldy disappeared round the i

the stores hut with the specd of a
prairie rabbit. There was a roar from
the co\vpunchers >

Ha, ha, ha

“Oh holy smoko!” gasped Baldy, hnlb-
ing when he was safo in co
Jerusalem ! Oh, nosel Ow 1?

cto Peters strolled over to the window:
and looked in. The barrel of,the captured
rovolver flashed before his éyes, he
foreman of Windy River not oven
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r-uh\ou 'd bencr hand over that

5 Smilh! gave i laWblackand
bitter look.
“T'm keeping it,” he said,

“I'm mot going to_bo taken away
alive " said Monty Smith between his
teeth. “I've told you I'm an innocent

“(an it1” said Pete tersely.

“Telieve me or mot, as you choose! I'll
never be taken out of this hut alive!” said
Monty Smith.

Pete Peters looked at lnm fixedly, and
his hand went to the gun in the holster at
lus l:uh Monty Smith lucnud the  re-

vol
"'Jmu-h that gun and you drop in your
lrnt
S D)

m! You've got mdv
forcman of the ranch calml
P % That fool Baldy for lotuing So
got hold of n ulul I But you'd better hand
cr, Smith
T've told \ou what I mean to do.”

“T'll calculate you'll sing Io a dm‘ucnt
tune when the troopers com u 1"
drawled Pete, and he s(rollml away, lm n-
ing his back carclessly on the levelled re-
volver.

A few minutes later loud vells were
heard from the cookhouse. The ranch fore-
man was letting Baldy, the cook, know
what he thought of his folly with the_help

of a heavy cowhide boot. Some of the
cowpunchers come along and stared in ut
the hut windo

“What do you reckon vou're going to do
with that gun, tenderfoct?” inquired Pike
Totter.

“Shoot any man who lnys o finger on
 answered Monty Smith,

“I guess you're going to have a
time, then, when the troopers come d
Skitter Dick. “Take it quiet, tenderfoot
—the penitentiary ain't e pleasant placos
but if you pull triggor an’ kill & man you'll
bo hanged, and thuL s 2 durn sight worso.”

“T mean what I s

“Lucky_the mund u

g "

s over, bovees!
We'll be able to
o tenderfoot wipe
out the (an’!dll n Mounted Police !”

“Ha, hn, hn |
Smith slammed the shutter in
the faces of the cowpunchors.

THE RANCH!

J

CHAPTER 9.
Wanted!

IMMY SILVER, as he trotted on tho
praivio trail on Blazer's  back,
caught sight of a couple of khaki
coats and Stetson hats.

a Corporal Cayley

Bright, whom he had scen at the post at

Kicking Mule.  Ho fam cd them on tho

mnl, to ride back to the ranch with them.
“You'vo got Lagden there, what?” the

corporal asked.
“Either him or double,” mld Jimmv

“He says that his name is De Cou

he's Lagden’s cousin and very lxku }um

guess I can provo that at Prince

Albert if it's tho case,” the corporal re-

marked. should have expected Larry

Lagden, the bonk rohhcr, to put up a

betfer yarn than Y

00 thin1” obser\od Tlun]mr Bright.

“Anyhow, he's our mutton

“We'vo_got his d(‘«crmhuu and his pic-
ture,” said Corporal Cayley. “If he fits
lh‘enlx b nan.

ht cnough,” said Jimmy

o i
Silver.

“I guess it's 0.K., then. Sorgeant Ior
was pesky glad o get tho nows at Ki
ing Mule,” said the corporal, with a grin.
“He's telegraphed to Saskatchewan that he
expects to rope in Lar agden here. I
guess it's o legup for the Kicking Mule
post. It ain't often that a chance like this
comes our wny ¥

he two troopers were evidently kconly
nnhcx]n.miz the capture; but Jimmy
Silver could not share their satisfaction.

His face was cloudcd heart was
heavy as he rode to the Windy River
Ranch with them.

Hudson Smedley mot them as they dis-
mounted at the ranch-house. His bronzed
face was very grave.

“You've got the man?” asked ﬂm cor-
poral. “You haven't let him vamoose ?

::‘]:"iu sllorked up in the stores hut yonder.”

“But he's got hold of a revolver,” said
the rancher  “He says there will be shoot-
ing before he's taken.”

The corporal smiled.

“I guess Larry Lagden u yuted, alive
or dead,” ho answered. £ he's keen on

shooting 1 guess we can RS
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“I guess so!” emiled Trooper Bright,

and Te unslung his carbine.
e scems to be desperate,” said the

ran

5 Wc ve handled desperate men beforc.”

Corpoml Cayley and the trooper strmle
v ab once {o the stores hut. rowd
of tho Windy River cowpunchers gathored
round, looking on with Rean tntais i ond
ready to hclp if required. But fow of
them ved  that there would be
“trouble.” Munlv Smith, in the short time
he had been at” Windy River, had im-
pressed them as a good-natured tender-
foot, and uothmg af nll in the style of a
“bad man.” 'heir belief was “that he
would ““wilt " at the sight of the uniforms.

But Jimmy Silver was doubtful.  He
looked on with a clouded face, wondering
miserably whether the sun was to l
do\\n upon u terrible tragedy that morn-

ing

The stores hut was locked on tho out-
side.  Corporal Cayley turned back the
key, but the door did not open.

A voico ("\l](‘d from \\n.hm

“Stand b

e gncss noL‘“ returned lhu corporal.
“Wo want you, Lnny Ldgdml

“I am not Larry Lagden

“Step_out and let’s get a look at you,
then, T guess we don’t want you if you
ain’t our mutton I

“T am Lagdew’s cousin, and like him.”

“Can it! You're our man!” said Cor-
poral Cayley. “Youw’ve got this hyer door
Jammed somchow ! Quit fooling, and let

in,

“Lxsten to me,” said Monty Smith
quietly. “I'll come out and surrender on
condition_that you allow me to go a freo
man to Prince Albert and prove that
yowve made a mistake in identity, but I
will not go as a handeuffed prisoner. Is
that agreed ?”

The corporal laughed.

“T jguess not | Youw're going to have the
darbies on as soon as I get hands on you,
Larry Lagden! Youre too slippery &
customer, and I guess T ain't taking any
chances with you! Open this door 1"

3 I am arme

“Take car
“Mr._Smedley, the man's blocked the
door. I guess you'll have to let us break

it in.
“You're welcome to do what you think
fit,” answered the rancher.

17
“Bring an axe here, boys!” called out
ete Poters.

Pike Potter came up with the axe from
the cookhouse, which ?lulflv used for chop-
ping logs. Corporal Cayley took it in his
sinewy ‘hands.

He lifted the ase, swung it back over
his' shoulder, and brought 1t down on the
door of the stores hut “with a terrific cons
cussion.

Crash |

The door was thick :md strong, of stout
pinewood, but it quivered® and groaned
under that hefty stm‘
i There was a sharp cxy from within tho
hut 2

“Kecp off, I tell you!”

“Monty’s gmmg his mad up!”
'=k11(er Dick.

]m, hat”

Cm

grinned

The heavy axe rang again on the door
with, 111 the strength 'of the Canadian cor-
poral’s brawny arms.

rooper Bright stood by,
hand, ready to shoot if shooting
wanted.

In a grinning half-circle the cowpunchers
stood, cvidently looking on the whole pro-
ceedings as more or less of a joke.

Only Jimmy Silver's face was
grave.

Ho knew Monty Smith better than the
outfit did, and be knew that thore was
courage and _determination beneath the
cateless, good-natured extcrior of the
Windy River tenderfoot.

His heart throbbed to the crashing of
the axe, and at every instant he expected
to hear tho ring of tho revolver from with-
in.

Crash, crash !

Strong as the door was, it was not built
to withstand attacks like this. A long
crm:k :ho“ed down the centre now.

carbine in
was

very

'hore she goes !” said Pete Peters.

The door split into halves. One half
hung on the hinges, the other slipped out
and fell to the graund Within stood a
heap of king-cases whd lumber that
Monty Sxmth had stacked into a barricade.

“Cloming out now?” shouted the corr
poral.

“No 1

“T quess we'll get you 1”

“I warn you to keep off I”



138

“Can it!” said the corporal.

Crash, crashl

The heavy axe dashed on the barricade
within thﬁ doorway and sent it flying.
Half the doorway was unblocked, and in
the opening the white, desperate face of
Monty Smith appeared, the eyes gleaming
hclnéld a raised revolver.

ack, o

Crack |

It was Trooper Bright’s carbino that
rang out, and a loud ery came from the
He e immy Silver sprang
forward, his heart throbbing. But there
i\'as a shout from the cowpunchers, and a
augh.
“Well done I

“I guess that was a bullseye—sure 1”

The bullet from the carbine had struck
the revolver from Monty Smith’s hand,
sending it spinning  across the hut,
smashed, Monty Smith, his arm jarred by
the shock, staggered back, hardly knowing
what had happened to him. Save for the
numbing jar to his erm, he was not_hurt;
Dut for the moment he was too bewildered
to_act.

“Come on1” the corporal panted.

o dropped the axe and plunged through

the tumbling barricade into the hut w! ith
"Frooper Bright at his heels.

CHAPTER 10, S
Dead or Alive!
ONTY SMITH backed across the
M desperate,
or guilty,  he
desporate now, and fighting for his
froedom. His arm tingled and hung help-
less, but he had recovered his wits. The
corporal and the trooper hurled the pack-
ing-cases _aside, an came  plungin|
through. The cornered man was unarme
zow, and they did not think of shooting.

t only remained to collar him and snap
tle handouffs on his wrists.

But they had mnot counted on the
desperation of the hunted man. For a
_moments, as they cleared away the
barricade, Monty Smith stood lcaning on
the farther wall, panting. But as they
came at him ho made a sudden movement.
Catehing up a heavy stool, he leaped for-
ward instead of waiting for the attack.
he stool crashed on the broad chest of

CHUMS OF THE RANCH!

the corporal, scnding him sprawling on
the floor. He went down with a yell.

Trooper Bright leaped on the tendexfool,
dodging the swing of the stool, which
dropped to the floor.

They closed and struggled.

The powerful trooper had mno doubt of
bringing down his man in a hand-to-hand
<hugglc, and already the corporal was

up. Dut somchow Monty
e d nlve noopez leg, and Bright

wem

He c\'tshed on (he corporal, scndmg him
lt“a the floor again and sprawling across

Munty Smith stood free and unassailed.

He made a spring for the open door-
way. But before the froopers could gain
then- feet the tenderfoot was outside in

e free air.

Tllme was a roar from the outfit.

“He’s loose I

“Seize him!” shouted Hudson Smedley.

There was a rush.

Monty  Smith’s desperate eyes blazed
round him for a moment, but cvery way
of escape was blocked.

The hands of the cowpunchers were al-
most upon him,

up he was not captured yet. Ho turned
and grapsed at the low roof of the stores
hut, and dnggcd himsclf up with the
activity of a . Skitter Dick grabbed
at him and cxwght his ankle; but %Ionty s
other foot kicked back, and the Skitter let
go his hold with a kmd roar as he caught
a boot-heel \mh his

The next second Monty Smith was on
the roof of the hut, and clambering thence
to the ridge of the cookhouse roof.

Corporal Cayley and the trooper came
rushing out of the hut breathlessly and
furiously. But the tenderfoot was already
far out of their reach.

“Surround the cookhousc 1” ordered Hud-
son Smedley.

“You bet, boss 1" su:d Pete Peters. “IHe
ain’t getting away |

The shouting cowboys spread out in a
wide circle cnclosing the cookhouse.

Trom the ridge of the roof Monty
Smith stared down at them. On all sides
his eseape was cut off. He could not de-
scond without falling into grasping hands.

Jimoy Si l\cr called up o him

onty ! old man!
no chance 1"

There’r
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said Pete

“That's good advice, I guess!”
You're

I’C(t&,rs “Cut it out, Smithl
d1”
o Nob while I'm alive!” answered Monty

(,erpm al Cagley sot his teoth.

“I guess yow’ro our mutton, Larry Lag-
den!” he said. ““Are you coming down off
that roof 77

No 1

“Troopor Bright, draw a bead on him,
ang pull rigges whon I givo tho word !

Bright fetched lus carbine from the hut,
where he had pped it.  He loaded it
carefully, and S at i figure sitting
astride of the tho roof-ridge.

There was a breathless hush.

Jimmy Silver’s hoart was sick within him.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome stood very
<ull theu faces pale.

Smith lankcd down, and his hand-

=bme, 1{ushed face showed 1o sign of fear

e looked almost into the barrel of the
carbine

“Are_you coming down?” shouted the
corperal,

“You're wanted, Larry Lagden, dead or
alive! I guess I'd rather tako you along
to Princo Albert Town alive, but take your
choico! Trooper Bright, fire when I say

The whole crowd stood icily silent now.
All eyes were Ilpon the desperate man
on the roof of cookhouse.  Even
Baldy had come out into the open to look
on_with breathless interest.

Trooper Bright took a steady aim. His
eye glanced along the barrel, i e
bine bore full upon the wanted man.

Monty Smith made no movement.

“Onc!” said the corporal.

Steady as a rock the hunted man sat
astride ‘of the cookhouse roof ridge, look-
in -

5‘T\m"‘

Thero was » buzz of deep-drawn_breath
among tho watching cowpunchers. Hudson
Smedloy bit Nis underlip. . But he uttered
no word. It was for the Mounted Police to
deal with the situation in their own way.

“Three!”

The last word was followed by the crack
of the carbine.

Crack !

Jimmy Silier gave an involuntary cry.

19

His_ startled eyes watched Monty Smith,
in the expectation of seeing the hapless man
roll from the roof and crash to the ground.
But Monty Smith did not fall. e was
seen to jump violently and clutch harder
at the ridge. The bullet had struck a lock
of hair from his head.

“Gee-whiz!” murmured Pete
tensely.

“T guess you were off your shot, Trooper

ight!”  rapped out Corpoml Cayley.
G btk b powder again.

Jimmy Silver, watching the corporal in-
tently, saw for a second a deflection of his
eyehd, answered by a similar sign from
Trooper Bright. And he realised that the
shot, which had gone so close, had not been
intended to strike the man on the roof.
Trooper Bright was trying to scare him into
surrender.

The troop>r took aim agai

“Coming down?”" roared the corporal,

Peters

Cragic rang the carbine.
There was a sharp ory from Monty Smith,

Ho clapped his hand fo his shoulder.
“Wingod, by thuader|” cjaculated Pete

Peter:

But Monty Smith did not fall. ~ The
coat on his shoulder had been cut, the
bullet had grazed his skin. ut that waa

all, and Monty Smith rcalised now that ha
was boing playod with, and he burst inta
a scornful laug

The corpmal muttered an emphatic word.

“I guess that jay can’t be scared,” he
said. zm Smedley, can your men lend me

a ladder

G

And in a_fow minutes o long ladder was
reared against the side of the cookhouse,
and the corporal mounted, followed by the
trooper. Monty Smith slid down the slope
of the roof, and the onlookers caught their
breath, fully expecting him to siip over

SEithtor, and: oomel th he  groand, Bit s
stopped at the ladder, and, lying on the
slope, kicked it outwar

“TLook out!” roared Skitter Dick. But
the warning was no use to the corporal and
his follower.  The ladder flew from tho
wall, crashing over to the and Co
poral Cayley and Trooper. Bright, dropped
from it. = Monty Smith clambered back to
the roof ridge, panting, and on the ground
the corporal and the trooper picked them-
selves up, breathless, bruised, and shaken.




Wiy tenc h.rfooL is somo lad!” said
~kijzer Dics admiringly.

Cm'llmrul Cayloy dragged the revolver
frors his 'elt.

You gol-durned fire-cater, will you come
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walked away to the bunkhouse a
back with a coiled lasso on his axm. Mont;
Bmith looked down at him, and Jimmy saw
tho hapless nan sot his teeth with & des-

dow 17" he roared. exclaimed Jimmy,
“Jol” catching his breath.  “You'ro not going
F.r a moment it was even chances| to rope him down—"

whe her the corporal pulled triggor or not. | Tho corporal looked at him,

Mor y Smith looked down at him coolly. | **Suro!” he answered.

But ch “Ho will break his ncck, or a leg a

guess we'll have you all the same,”

0 12id.
M,aty Smith shrugged his shoulders,

CHAPTER 11.
Startling News!

14MY SILVER went into tho ranch-
aouse o dinner. For a time there s

cessation of hostilities.  Corpo:
Jayley end the trooper were gnmg
the junte 3 a rest, and Monty Smith
wn ‘mll on lhc roof of the cookhouse watch-
chance to escape. But there was
httlu chnnco for him. ~ Half a dozen cow-
oyt had becn told off to watch him, and
they 2ad their lassos ready. Monty Smith
{- vot_descend without being roped in at
e Perhaps the cor ﬁ considercd
At 3 wonla et tired af ot hopelis resls

tanca and surrender of his own accord,
tho kuntod man gave no sign of it. Afm-
dinngr the corporal smoked his pipe and
watehed his quarry, mnng on a fence-rail,
and A'rooper Bright sat by, with his carbine

acrcgs his knees.

By4 there was no sign of surrender from
Monty St Boubiiom he oped. theh ot
l)m aepture could be staved off till dark he
ave a chance of sllpgmg away in
F i Silver
wonfored whether o would bo i tkat
4

Tt when the sun was sinking towards the
Rocky Motntains in the west, tho corporal
made a move.

o rose Trom the fencerail and yawned
aud called up to the fugitive,

guess you're tired of sitting up there
like ahen an o eqos, Larey Lagden ! Aro
you conting down
“Then I guess P'm after yo
o spcke a fow words to Bright,

who

least, crashing on the gmund"' cxc!:nmcd
Jimmy.

“Surul" n~sen(ul the corporal again.

. ()

o guau it’s his own_ funeral,” said Cor-
poral Cayley. “I've given him plenty of
~hances to come down."”

Jimmy ran towards the cookhouse.

“AMonty,” he shouted, “come down, for
goodness sake! What's the good of kccping

up?

M.,m, Smith did not reply.
u see what they're going to dot"”
exclaimed Jimmy.
1 seo.”
It means death, or bein
“T'm not coming down.

5 crippled—""

Jimmy suppressed a groan.  Trooper
Bright was already uwmgmg ‘the lasso.
“I guess this is the finish,” said Skitter

Dick, coming over from the bunkhouse.
“He's asked for it, Jimmy.”

Whiz!

The lasso flow.

Tho noose dropped neatly over Monty
Smith's Lead and shoulders. e made a
[rnnlm attempt to throw it off, but did not
succee oop was round his waist,

a of the rope tightencd it there.
Mom, Smith clung to tho ridgo.

“J “guess wo've got him,” said the cor-
poral coolly “Now then, Larry Lagden,
are you coming down quietly 1"

e I\ol" shouted Monty Smith.

Then it's your lunnra] “Drag on that
mp.-, 'I‘rocpcr Bright.”

Junmy SlI\u- was white as chalk. Monty
Smith was clinging to the roof ridge, but
the steady drag on the rope was certain
to tear him away from his hold.
would come the glide down the alore
the roof, tho fall over the cdge, tlle lok
ing erash on tho carth below:

Smedley rapped out an order, and ebm =
four cowpunchers rushed into the bunke
house, and came back with a big blanket.
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They ranged themselves under the taut rope,
holding tho corners of the blanket for the
lassoed man to fall into.

It was zll that they could do, and it was
something, but if Monty Smith missed the
blanket as he came crashing down—

The corporal lent the trooper his aid in
dragging on the taut rope. ~ Monty Smith
was torn from the roof ridge.

e shot down the slope and folled over
the edge. i

“Steady I”

Bump !

It was in the blanket that the kunted man
landed, with an impact that almost tore 1t
irom the strong hands of the cowboys.
. The blanket sa%ged down, almost touch-
ing the ground. ut the cowpunchers held
and Monty Smith was saved. He rolled
izzily out of the blanket, into the hands of
Corporal Ca.ivlny and Trooper Bright.

e struggled feebly, but there was no
chance now. There was a sharp click, as
the handeuffs fastened on his wrists. Then
he stood up between the corporal and the
trooper, and the lasso was slipped from him.

“I guess yow're our mutton now, with
the wool on,” smiled the corporal. “You've
given us a lot of trouble, Larry Lagden.”

“I am not Larry Lagden, you fool I

<O, can it!” snapped the corporal.

He glanced round.

“Youw're lending hoss, Fludson
Smedley, to got this man to Kicking Mule t”

“Of course.”

Pike Potter led up a_ saddled horse.
Monty Smith was lifted into the saddle,
and his fect were lashed to the stirrups.

The unhappy man’s face was white and

set,

Thud, thud |

There was a sound of rapid hoof-beats on
the prairio trail. In the westering sun-
light o horseman was scen spurring towards
the ranch. He wore the uniform of the
Canadian Mounted Police.

Corporal Cayley glanced at him.

“That's Trooper Grey, from Kicking
Mule,” he remarked.  “I guess Sergeant
Korr' is keen on news of Larry Lagden.
Hallo, Grey!”

The newcomer reined in his horse.
ho Message from tho sergoant, corporal,”
he said.
“Right! Wo've got the man.”
“You've got ?i ?” repeated Trooper
Grey, staring cufiously ab th® bound man
on the horse.

el

“Sure! Here he is.”

“Who is he?”

“What? He's Larry Lal;dnu. I guess,”
said the corporal testily. " Ain't you scén
his description and his pesky picture?”

Trooper Grey grinned faintly.

“Here's the telegram,” he said.

“What gol-darned telegram 7"

“You know the scrgeant wired to Sas-
katchewan this morning, corporal.  Here's

ie answer from Prince Albert. It camo
through, and the sergeant sent mo off at
once with it.”

Corporal Cayley took the telegram. He
stared at-it blankly,

“Gee-whiz!” he stuttered.

Hoe held it, staring at it, and a dozen
others read it as he held it. It was startling
news from the police headquarters at Prince

Ibert, in Saskatchewan.

“Larry Lagden here, under arrest,”

CHAPTER 12.

Cleared!
IMMY SILVER gave a gasp of rolief.
Amazed faces surrounded the bound -
prisoner  on orse.  Corporal
Cayley looked like a man in a dream.

The words of the telegram wero repeated
from lip to lip.

“‘Larry Lagden here, under arvest!””

“Larry Logden under arrest at Princs
Albert!” said Hudson Smedley blankly,
“Then—then—2"

Monty Smith gave a cry.

“What's that{”

“Then he's not Larry Lagden!” ejacu-
lated tho corporal,

“T guess not, if that telegram is tho
straight goods!” chuckled Skitter Dick.

Monty Smith panted.

His vindication had come suddenly,
dramatically. There was no doubting the
official telegram.  While the troopers had
been hunting down Monty Smith, the
the “wanted” man had been under arrest
all the time—already in the hands of the
Saskatchewan police.

Corporal Cayley drew from his pocket
official description of the wanted man.
read it through slowly, and stared at Monty
Smith. o description was ti
tenderfoot of Windy R
photograph might have been 2

3

c
nty Smith’s
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hotograph. But it was cvident that Monty
Smith was notithe man.

Monty Smith was smilin

Corporal Cayloy thrust u.o Ao et sk
s pocket, with a grim brow. He
R hu caphire; hut it was not of
much usc to A ought to have
been glad, nnhaps that 'he m:vru had mmu
in_time, before ho had carried off
prisonet’ by the long praitio trail to i
ing Mule. But he did not look glad.

“Well,” said Hudson Smedley, at last,
& \Iomy Smith isn’t the man you want, cor-
pora

I‘I guess not,” said Corporal Cayley
slow!

“Got that at lm!H" mqmred the tender-
foot sarcastically. think I mentioned
that I wasn't Lany Ln dcn, corporal.”

““J gucss you're as like him to be taken

idn
gram, 'd taks you along all the s
don’t'be saucy.” I guess
T choose, for_ resisting tho \Imm(ml *Pofice
in the execution of their duty.

“So sou could, old bean,” said Monty
Smith; “and T guess Id have you after-
wards for wrongful nrrost and | falso im-

t.  But out it out, corporal; it's

tako any man might have made, on
my Iooh and I don't bear any malice.
You've given me a high old time to-day,
and I'm not the man you want. ho’s
going to 16 ms loom"

Ho looked round, smiling

Trooper Bright, at a sign from the cor-
poral. bez-m to unfasten the rope that
v Smith to the horse. The
corporal hi cll removed the handenffs.

Pete Peters stepped forward to help the
lato prisoner down. dozen cowpunchers
nressed forward to shake his hand or smack
him on the bas

He was cleared now, in the cyes of the
Windy River outfit, and he was their com-
rade again.

“I guess we're dono here, Bright,” said
um corporal, and he mounted his xmm

Trooper Bright lollo“ul his oxAm'Y

e two horsemen rcde away,
Grey joining them, leaving Monty Soath
a free man.

Ao

Sinith. watclied them disppear
ov volling praivio, in tho sunsct, with
a curious expression on his

Then he lurmd to Hudson Smcd'
“T guess you're satisfied now
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not the bank-robber of Prince

Albert, boss,”

said tho rancher.

“Sure!” said Peto Peters. “But T ain't
blaming my for one, for thinking that
you was that g \'aol Monty Smith. You' vo
got only ¥ r((‘” to thank, and y 8"

Monfy Smith n

“That's so; I'm not blaming anybody,”

aid.
" Quite!”

not have resisted arrest,”
ncher sharply. “It was a mis-
it has turned out; but the Mounted
wero dnmq their duty, "and you were 1n
lhn wron

now! But I couldn’t faco it,”
said Monty Smith.
a_bullet through my head.”
Jimmy know now that I told
you the truth, .hnmy
es,” said Jimmy. “I—I tricd to he-
ove you all tho l|me, Monty. I—I think
d helieve you.”

“Well, you all know the facts now,” said
the tenderfoot. guess, boss, that
I know vou don’'t want me on the vanch

You don’t want Uw coutin of

T

any longer.
o banlerobber at Windy River, know
it 'm not wailing to be hrcd Good-
bye, alll

The tenderfoot walked away to t
corral. Jimmy Silver caught him by the
arm and swung him_back.

“Hold on_you ass!” he amd

“Let up, Jimmy!  T'm g

*‘You need not _go,’ said Hudmn Smedley
quietly. “1 guess 1'm not the man to be down
on you for what your relation has done.
You can K if you like, but if you don'v
Rko. you're welcome to stay at Windy

cr.”
Monty Smnth s }umnlscmu face brightened.

“T guess I'd hang on,” he sai
] «E boys hn\cnl got it up against me

T Cut that out 1" said Peto Peters.
we_know you'ro square, it's all right.”

“You're staying,” said Jimmy.
Monty Smith nodded.
“I'm glad t he “I guess I'll

try to make myeclf useful, boss, o you
won't be sorry for giving me a chance.”
And the nm! erfoot stayed.
. . . *
Tt wes a couple of weeks later that
roc r(dt\ unjte the Windy River
3 1 dre t the bunkhouse.
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aloot about 7"’ he asked.
ooked out of the cook-

“That tenderfoot
Baldy, the cook,

house.

“He's here,” he answered. “You ain't

aficr the man again, Bright?”

T guess not; but I've got news for him,
and 1oz- all the boys,” answered the trooper.
He tossed dovm a newspaper. - “Chew on
that, you ’uns.”

nd the trooper rode on to the ranch-
house to carry his news to Hudson Smedley.

Monty Smith picked up the paper. A
dozen of the outfit gathered round him to
read a marked pmgmph Jimmy Silver
& Co. among them. nty Smith’s face
lengea colour as he xead

“Larry Lagden, the bank-robber, broke
gaol 3eatarchy, and so far the police have
failed to find him. A man answering his
description wrs seen on a west-bound train,

and there is o rumour that ho hus stolen | §

The police in Alberta have been
warned to look out for him.”

“Gee-whiz!” oxclaimed Pete Potors.
“That ornery galoot ain's done with y
“If he came iest from the Blackfoot T,
I guess he's heading for A

onty Smith set his hps

“I caleulate that Monty had better stick
close to the Windy River Ranch,” chuckled
Skitter Dick. “On his looks, he will be
roped in, in any town in Alberta now.”

‘I guess the boss had better put the

Windy River brand on him,” suggested |

Pike Potter, and there was a laug]

' Monty Smith stood with a thnunhtfu!

clouded brow as the > group dispersed. Jimmy

Silyor stayed with him.
s “The man’s not likely to come up here to

Windy River, Monty,” said the Rookwood

Junor.

I reckon that's just what he’s likely to
do,” said Monty quictly, with a troubled
]0('JL “If he knows I'm here—""

“How could he know ?”

It must have been jn the Saskatchewan
paper, about a man like him being taken
m Alberta by mistake, e may have seen
d he “knows—" Monty’s face was

OPPIy troubled.
s bound to be taken before long,”
said Jimmy Silver.
o Monty Smith nodded and went back to
{he cookhouge, sorely 'tgoubled. As day
ollowed day, and there was no news of the

23

recapture of the bank-robber, Jimmy Silver
wondered what had become of the hunted
man, and whether he would ever be seen on
the banks of the Windy River.

© was soon to know!

CHAPTER 13.
Baldy Wants to Know!

« y ETTERS!” sang out Jimmy Silver.

L Jiuuy rods in Trom the Mos-

quito trail and drew rein outside
the bunkchouse at the Windy Rivor
Ranch.

There was a rush at once.

Letters came up fo the Windy River
section_twice a week on the post-wagon
from Kicking Mule, and tice a week a
horseman_rode_over to Mosquito from tho
ranch to fetch in the mail. That duty often
ell to Jimmy Silver or one of his chums,
Lovell or Raby or Newcome. It was alway
an event_on the ranch when the let
came.  Jimmy, Silver was surrounded at
once by the cSwpunchers, and Baldy put
& fat, inguiring face out of the doorway of
the cookhou

“Quite_a bag this time,” said Jimmy
Silvar. " One each for you chaps from tho
Old Country.” He sorted the letters from
the leather “grip » in which they were
packed, and tossed one each to Lovell and
Raby and Newcome.

“Any for me?” called out Baldy, ths

ook,
“Not_this_time, Baldy. One for you,

Skitter.” ~ Jimmy sorted out letter after
letter.  ““One for Pete Peters.  Where's
Pete ?”

““Out on the range,” said Monty Smith.

““One for Pike Potter; one for Thompson

—here you are! One for little¥me—but I've
read that already One for Alfred Dawscn,

Esquire. ody ever heard of - Alfred
Daxson, Esqlure7 It’s addressed to the
ranch.”

said Red Alf,

bucss that’s me,”

Seven for Mr. Smedley,

Fiore you are.
,“And here’s one for

said Jimmy Silver.
Montague do Courcy.
“Wha
Smith mte)eu that exclamation if
stirhat tones
Monty had gathered round with the reyt
of the outfit who happened io" be at hani®



il
but certain
tion of rec
are you

. he had not been in expecta-

ter.

rulhng my leg?” ho asked,

ot at all,” suid Jimmy, with a_smile,

“ero it is, * Montague do Courcy, Windy

Riser Rench. You're Niontague de Courey,
,\

‘There was a laugh from some of the cow-
{undltn The tenderfoot had come to
Vindy River undor the lomely name of
ﬂnml., but it was known that his real name

Do Courcy—a magaificent name that
as the cauce of many little jokes among

th

queer!” eaid Monty Smith.
el o i iab Alborta R eavon e
porhips—-"

1o broke off abruptly.

“Weil, whoover it 1s, he doesn’t know

. anpml tho jolly old name of
immy. “Here you are!”

He xnvcd |he letter to Monty, who caught
it, and then rode on to the ranch-hauso.

Monty Smith stood with the letter in his
Land, staring at it

Baldy, the cook, who never saw any rc:mn
for restinining his inquisitiveness, stared al

a

it over
“That o 't como far,” eaid Baldy.
“That’s Mr, Luungen puntmnrk on it, so
it was posted in Mosqui
Monty Smith flushed nd thrust the lebter
into his pocket and walked away. Baldy,
tho cook, bestowed a fat grin on the cow-

unchers.
“Wh.os wnlmg to Monty Smith from
uito 2 id.
“ Perhaps he Il tell vou if you ask him,”
gested Skitter k.

"“ell the gnlcm don’t lm ¥ nnybody in
the section,” sai tranger
here. And he gocs nmund t‘nl]mg lmmn]l
Smith, not Do Cﬂurc Ho said it was
queer himself. So it i

guees it's queer, loo that you should
ry about what doesn’t consars you,” ro-
ked Spike Thomy

“It may be m.m-:mg from the Mounted
Tolice,” snid Baldy. *Something nbout
that cousin of ~ his—tho bank- mesr.
Larry Lagden. That fire-cater is supposed
to have Lit out for Alberta, and the Mo unted
haven't run him down yet. ‘Why "'—Baldy's

o, rownd eyes danced with excitement—

H mmhz be a letter from Lagden him-

5ol

Oh, can it!” said Skitter Dick. “You
keep that fat noso of yourn in the cook-
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house, Baldy, and don't poke it into other
galoots’ affairs!”

Evident] coupunchers did nob share
Baldy’s curiosity with rogard to the letter
from Mosquito for Monty Smith.

Baldy grunted and walked awny. He did
not retuin to the cookhouse. He followed
Monty Smith, who had gone into the bunk-
houee with his letter.

Baldy was curious~and when Daldy was
curious ho wanted to kne And Baldy
never lositated to atk Questions when he
wanted to k

Monty Bmith was siting
his bank in the room, with
in_his hand.

Tho was reading it
Baldy noted with

on tho edge of
the open letter

a fixed gaze, and
keen interest that hie
handsome face was almost white. Baldy
did not necd tellin, nm the letter had come
as a shock to the tenderfoot of Windy
River.

Monty Smith was so decply immersed in
his leter that he did not notice Baldy
fat form framed in the doorway,

He read the letter through, and without
looking up he procecded to read it through
a second time. All the colour had faded
from his faco.

“Good heavens!” he muttered aloud.
““He hu come herol”
Then he looked up and saw Baldy, and

crushed lha letter in his hand.
Baldy rolled into the bunlshonw. almost
m\ tculerhou:.ﬂ of lnqumll\cnels by this

he ask
I ot

" Bad news, pard
“Eh? Yesl No

¢ sort of trouble—what 1"
“It's nothing
*“Somothing _ from
Baldy_sympathotically.
worrying you a

i
tho polico?” asked

“Are them guys
boul that cousin of yours

said Monty Smlth
s letler is not from the

"Am'L |H" »nld Baldy cheerfully. ‘‘Then
who's it fros

Monty \rm‘\ did not reply to that ques-
tion. He thrust tho letter into his pocket.

“You can tell n pu“l all about it,” said
Baldy cncouragin

Tnstond of talling tho o all about it,
Monty $mith pushed past o the door.

Baldy caught lvr:lhl it

“La
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“Let go, you fat fooll”

“What?” gasped Baldy.

«Mind your own business!”

“Waal, search me!” exclaimed Baldy,
geatly olfendedA “T gues that— Ohl
Ow! Whoo,

Bump!

Appmsnﬂy out of paticnce, Monty Smith
gave the fat cook a violent shove on his

chest, and Baldy sat down quite suddenly.
Monty Smith loft him sitting, and walked
out of the bunkhouse.

CHAPTER 14,

A Mysterious Meoting!

« yIMMY!”
“Hallo!”

It was after eupper, and the stars

were gleaming in the sky. Jimm;

Silver had come out on to the veranda of

the ranch-house, and he was leaning on the

pine rail, looking out over the starlit praivie,

n a low voice spoke to him from below.

Jimmy looked dc\\n over the rail.

“It’%s I—~Smith!”

“You, Monty! Come up!’ said Jimmy
Silver.

“You come down, will you?”

“Yes, if_you like,” said Jimmy Silver,
rather puzzled.

He descended the wooden steps of the
veranda, and joired the tenderfoot.
in the shadows he could sce that Monty
Smith’s face was strangely white,

¢ Anything the matter?” Jimmy asked.

“No—yes! ~ Well, yes! I—T've got an

appointment to keep,” ‘said Monty Smith in

Even| to he

2
“Angthing T can do?” asked the per
plexed Rookwood junior. It was clear that
Monty Smith wanted to ask him something,
and Jimmy Silver was growing mystified.
Yes—if you wi
“Give it a name,” said Jimmy.
“I can’t tell you who it is I'm going
to meet. There are reasons. It’s a man—
man I know,” Monty Smith stammerad a
Tetla “I wa nt to keep tho whole thing
dark, Jimmy.”
“Rightho! Keep it dark then.”
“Will you come with m

“Cel*mnly, if you lik Where’s the

G Da\m to the riv er—xt’s not far. You've
got_a revolver, Jimmy?

Jimmy started.

es, in my room. But what——""
*You can get it without being noticed 1

“Of course. But—

* “Get it, then, and come along.”

Jimmy Silver paused. He was on the
best of terms with the Windy River tender-
foot, and he liked Monty very much. Bus
he was puzzled now, and a little disquieted.

“I’d rather understand a little more,
Monty,” he said. “If you've got
armed’ to this giddy appointment, that
mezns that it’s an enémy you're going fo
ety

“I don’t know—friend or enemy—I can’t
tell, yet,” said Mant’y Smith. “But I want
on my gua

“I see,” said Jimmy, though he did not
quite see. “But wouldn’t it be better to
see the man, whoever he is, by daylight

“You don’z understand—""

s i “No, T don't quite!” agreed Jimmy.
ou?” saud Jimmy, sill more| «J can’t explain. But if you'd rather not
fuarled, He could not undarstand the ten- | come it's all Tight” Motity Beith thadoca

0nid o nos what appointment Monty Szmbh

could possibly have for that evenin

“Gomg e to Mosquito 7 i

A OB, not A man wants to see me,” said
«"niy i o 3 e brake

off and hesitated,
WEile in,” said Jimmy good- humoumny
_"That letter you brought me to

::g'» 1 see,” assented Jimmy.

I going to keep the a omlrrem‘-
said Monty Smith, ¥ Bubbato H
ated again,

&

to go, and Jimmy caught him
by the arm.
“Hold_on,” he said. “TIl come, of
You scem to be jolly mysterious
sudden, but you can rely on me.
Wait a mk while I bag the shooter.”
“TII v
Jxmmy lever wont back into the ranch.
house. “Arthur Edward Lovell’s voice hailed

O immy 1
Jimmy " Silver turned a deaf car. He
went quicily to_his room, and slipped the
revolver into his pocket. A minute later
a
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he had rejoined MoSty Smith in the shadows
u‘l.lcr the veranda.

oy Lead on, Macduf!” said Jimmy cheer-
H

"Cnmu on, then,” eaid Monty Smith.
d he led the puzzled and rather uneasy
Rookwi od juzior away into the gloom.

Avoi e ranch buildings, Monty
Semitifatiak into Vs well-wory talidats
to the banks of the Windy River.
short timo they were under the trees by

e wator's side. The Windy River, low in
the summer months, was now swollen by the
autumn rains, and it rolled on, deep and
murmuring, between brimming banks.

Overhead, branches dripped with ma rain,
But the mg]lt now was calm and cl

‘At tho landing.place Monty Smith halted,
and stood looking up and down the shadowy
bank o( the river.

Jimmy Silver waited,

Thcy \\ re out of sight and sound of the
ranch buildings, and thie pot was silent aniy
Jonely. Jimmy Silver held his hand on the
buit of the revolver in his pocket. He was
perplexed and growing very anxious. He
started violently as there was a footstep in
the darkness under the trees. A voice came
from the shadows.

“Mom I Is it you?”

“Yes," nuxwereg Monty Smith.

A dim shadow loomed up. Jimmy Silver
had a ghmpsa in the darkness of a black

two keen, gleaming eyes. The
a)ndow scemed to start back suddenly

“Kou o not alone!” rasped the voice.

“Tetold you—="
&1 not at your orders.”

iny ha:d'a mutiored exclamation.
“You fool! Who is it with you?
“A friend.”
“Hxs nmnu'l”
ucs that matter 2™

ot about that,” put in

the RcoL-\wd junior. “My namc’s Jimmy
Silves

“A “boy 2

said the unlmm\n, peering at

“Jur‘ t]mt'” im\l Jxmmy
onty. voa fool! Wh

did you bring

med, nnd is a dead shot,”
ea Smith coolly. ““As a stranger
n this scction, you may not know (hat he
]Iﬂ: handled a road-agent, and helped in his
ty “on may as well know it—it may
£ you from trying on any trickery.
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“1 foar nothing, " anewored Monty Smith.
“But if anythigg showld hoppen to. me
Jimmy Silvor will let all the ranch know it,
and you will take the consequences.”

Tho half-scen man muttered again under
his breath.

“Ive left
at the bunkhouse,
“rhat Totter  will
Srcdley by Jimmy §

your letter, too, in my locker
? went on Monty Smith,
be taken to Hudson
ilver if I do not return
to the ranch to-night. Kcep that in mind
if you are thinking of treachery. Now—"
“T am thinking of no(hmg of the kind,
Monty.””  The man’s voico was quieter,
calmer.  “Noither have I come hero t
trouble you. I told you in my letter that
there was ne ewd that T think has not

‘“We cannot talk here, What I say is for
your ears alone. This boy is not con-
cerned.”

I will think of that.
news tell me what it is.
for villainy, prove your

Lord Krdingford e

But if you have
If you ars not hero
00d faith.”
ead.”

cx

“Is |hm. true?”

“I have an English paper with the news
in_it, if you doubt my word.”

Monty” Smith breathed har

“Then I am wanted in England—at home,
Poor old fellow! When did he die?”

““Some wecks ago; and he was, I think,
too distant a relation for your grief to bo
very deep.” There was a sarcastic inflexion
in the man’s voice. ““It's true, Monty. And
you might never have heard the nc\\s for
months—if at all—hiding up here in tl)o
North-West under an assut d name. Yoy
have to thank me for it

1 ou come to tell me?"

“I have my . But let us talk in
BT have only an hour—my
oreo is saddled read

o1

“You aze going?

“At ]nd a talk with
you. Have I any
motiv e e
man_im

il nature. But I am not
afraid, you mean treachery, it will by
known at the ranch, where ave friends—
and your na be known. Take carel”
Monty to Jimmy Silver,
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“Jimmy, thank you for coming with me.
1f T do not turn up in the bunkhouse in
2n hour’s time, will you take the letter out
of my locker—it’s not locked—and take it
to Hudson Smedley, and tell him all this?”

“Certainly I will,”” said Jimmy. “‘But if
sou don’t trust this man, Monty, don’t &
with him. Come back to the ranch, and if
ho wants to see you, let him come there
openly.”

‘“‘He cannot come, Jimmy. I am safe
enough, when he knows that he will be
hunted down if anything happens to me.
txa h'ncl( now, Jm\my‘ 4

“You'd better—"

“No, no; go back!”

“Very well! Keep this!”
the revolver into Monty Smith’s hand.
shoc w.ll be heard at the ranch, you know.”

Jimmy passed

Jlmmy le\,er went back along the dark
trail under the trees. He was feeling very
anxious about the tenderfoot; and yet it
seemed difficult to see how Monty could be
in danger now. He was armed—and if he
did not return in an hour’s time to the
ranch, he would be searched for. And the
letter in Mon-ys locker apparently was to
give a clue to the unknown man’s identity,
and to enable the rancher to rope him in.
Who was the man?

Like a flash it came into Jimmy Silver's
mind, as he walked back to the ranch.

“Larry Lagden!” he muttered.

The bank robber of Prince Albert—the
cousin of Monty de Courcy—the man_who
had broken gaol in Saska an, and was
known to have fled \\esmard mto Alberta.

Jimmy felt certain of it.

'Umt \»L\s w]\ Monty Smith had met him

nin; K was, the claim of blood
S not be disregarded, That was why
Monty had met him, and distrusted him;
troubled and disturbed by the rascal’s visit,
yet unable perhaps to believe that Lagden
intended him harm, or indeed any
molive for intending him harm. At all
Monty was distrustful, and on his

T mustbe L:\g(.cn"’ said Jimmy to
Bl A
oo was p\\zzlc “and doubtful, He joined
e cowpunchers who were gathered, smok-
iug and yarning, round the stove in the

lb\ Ihouse, and waited for the stipulated
lour to clupse.
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CHAPTER 15.
Struck Downl

pocket, resting on the bult of the
In the darkness he could sce littlo
of the mysterious man, save his_thick black

revolver,

beard and gleaming eycs.  But he
watching him intently, on his guard.
nd now—" said the other.

“What do you want, Lagden 1’

“You had scnse enough not to speak that
name while the boy was here!” sncered
the bank-robber.

“I do not want to give you away, if
you do not mean mischief. You ought
to be in prison, but it is not my duty to
send you there,” said Monty Smith, *Why
have you hunted me out here? How did
you know 1 was at Windy River?”

The bank-robber laughed.

“I owe that to the police. It scems t]*:\u
your likeness to me caused you to
arrested in my place.”

“That’s true; I should have been sent
back to Saskatchewan, but the news of your
arrest camo thmugh by telegram to Kicking
Mule, in time to

Lasdon Tavgtisd' snltly

“The police were satisfied that you swere
me, on the punted description and photo-
graph,” hy

“‘Natural y.

was

We were often telen for one
another when 0 ved at Prince
Albert,” taid Monty, T];m s nothing
suprising in (hat, though it was proi
rotten for

“Why, did s you leave Princo Albert?”

Monty’s lip curled.

“Could I stay in a place where my cousin,

and double, had been gaoled for a bank
robbery 2 he sai
“You were always sensitive,” eaid the

bank-robber, in a_tone of mockery.
resemblance has given you a lot o) Botile,
\Vere you glad to hear that I had escaped!”

e 0 Tegien Tonshad!
“Well 1 did escape, Moy, and one of the
first things I read in a newspaper afte md,
was the story of your arrest in Albe
the very timo T was in gaol. That is \\h.:b

} made me head for W mdy River.”

ith,

“And why?” demanded Monty
that T

“T'm in nced of help. It’s Lnu\\




el i

am in_Alberta, and 1 may be roped in any
Gay. T want a safe refugo.”

“And you have come here for it?" ex-
claimed Monty, his voice trembling witd

anger.

“The call of the blood,” said Lagden.
“Are you not going to help your cousin?
You must know this country pretty well by
this time—you can help me——"

“1 could, but I shall not! You—a thief
—with your plunder still in your pockets!”
aid Monty Smith fercely.

“Only a few thousand dollars left,
Monty.”

“While you have a single dollar that was
stolen, you need not expect help from mo.”

“That is your last word?”

My last word!”

“I expected that,” said Lagden coolly.
«But don't you see that the situation has
changed, now that Lord Lrdingford is dead ?
You are the next heir.”

“I know that!”

“And, after you, I said Lagden. “I
could not inherit the title, but the Erding-
ford fortune would come to me, with you
out of the way, Monty.”

“Ts that your gamo?” asked Monty
Smith; and his grasp closed on the butt
of the revolver

“Think again!” said Lagden banteringly.
It might have been my game, if Lord
Erdingford had died before 1 robbed the
Dbank at Prince Albert. But he did not—
and I have known the news only a few
A bank robber. hunted by the Canadian
ice, cannot turn up in
srdingford fortune—instead of a for-
1 should get ten years in tho peni-
tentfary after being extradited.”

“Thit is true! Liven were I out of the
way, you would be helpless.”

S0 that is why 1 am here as your friend,
Mony, instead of as your cnemy—asking

You will havo no help from me!” said

Monty Smith steadily. *‘T've helped you

before, trying to keep you straight. Now

ne a thiel, almost a murderer,
th you! Is that all?”

I
“That is all

“Then you had better go. I will s
thing of your visit here—that much
ecncede, on the score of our relation-

lut that is all. Go, while you are
a reward on your head.”
good-bye, Aonty—""

ngland to claim |
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“Good-bye, for ever!”

Monty Smith moved away. He did not
turn_hia back on tho bank robber—and his
on the revolver in his
pocket. C He
stood quite still by the river bank, watchin,
his cousin as he moved up the shadowy pat
under the trees towards the ranch.

Twico Monty Smith looked back at him,
and saw him standing motionless there, a
black shadow against the pale gleam of the
river. Then he fairly turned his back on
the bank robber, and released his hold of
the revolver in his pocket. Lagden evi-
dently meant no hostiliy—and Monty Smith
felt that he had been over-suspicious.

He strode on, and a _gleam of light from
the distant ranch buildings caught his eyes.

There was a rustle under the trees.

Crash!

A stunning blow fell upon Monty Smith’s
head, and he dropped like a log in the wet

grass.
A dark figure bent over him, breathing
hard. For a second a light gleamed out on
the still unconscious faco of Monty Smith.
Ho was stunned and insensible. ~ In the
glimmer of light the faco hending over
him showed dark and savage—the fac
Red Henri, the hali-brecd. The light was
shut off at once.
The half-breed gave a low whistle.
From tho river, Lagden came running
softly up the path.
“You've got him?”
“Yes.”

Tagden bent over the senscless man. He
lifted him by the shoulders. ~ Red Henri
took up his feet. Between them the two
rascals carried the inzeusible tenderfoot away
into the darkness.

Down the bank of tho_river a_canoo w
moored to a treo.  Monty Smith w.
dropped into it, and Lagden and Red Henri
followed him in. half-breed dipped the
paddics, and o glided out on the
swollen sutface of the Windy River.

Actoss_the swollen waters, in the palo
gloam of tho s, winding among masses

od that floated down from the

halibreed guided the canon.
ler o steep bluff on the
ik of the river.

i



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

Monty Smith knew nothing of what was
passing.  An_hour had passed, when his
tyes opened with a wild stare.

Ie lay on damp earth in a glimmer of
licht, with earthen walls round him, an
for some minutes he lay half-dazed, wonder-
ing dizzily whether this was some fearful
dream,

IHis_brain cleared at last, and he rose on

elbow and looked about him.
Ile was lying in a cave under the bluff,
ud the water of the river washed into the
1outh of the cave with a dull murmur amid
a mass of tangled thickets.
burned dimly. On a heap of skins a man sat
smoking, a stranger to Monty Smith. But
as he looked at him Monty realieed that he
had seen the man once before. It was Red
Henri, the half-breed, from whose mur-
derous attack he had rescued Jimmy Silver
on the day he had come to Windy River.

Monty Smith pressed_his hands to his
aching head. Red Henri removed the pipe
from his mouth and looked round.

“What does this mean?” said Monty
Smith faintly. “ What am I doing here?”

The hali-breed grinned.

“IThis cave is your prison,” he said.

“Where is Lagden?”

Red Henri shrugged his shoulders.

“1 shall be missed already. You will pay
for this!”

The half-breed laughed.

“You will not be missed,” he d
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his pipe. Monty Smith sat dazedly staring
at him while tho meaning of the ruffian’s
words sank slowly into his mind and brought
despair to his heart.

CHAPTER 16.
In Another's Name!

IMMY SILVER stepped out of tho
bunkhouse, where the cowpunchers
were yarning round the iron stove, and
strolled up and down outside in tho

rn | light from the windows.

‘Ihe hour had almost elapsed, and Jimmy’s
uncasiness was growing.

He was anxious for Monty Smith to re-
turn. And if Monty did mot reappear in
the stipulated time Jimmy intended to carry
out his instructions without the loss of a
moment, e tell-tale letter was to be
taken_from Monty’s locker in the bunkhouse
and placed in Hudson Smedley’s hands, with
a description of the evening’s strange events
—and the rancher would take steps at once.
Jimmy Silver looked at his watch. ‘en
minutes yet remained. He waited anxiously
for them to pass.

Light was gleaming from the windows of
the cookhouse, and Jimmy strolled across to
give Baldy, the cook, a passing word, to
pass a few of the minutes. Baldy was seated
on a bench by his cooking-stove, his task

i lected. %lo was deep in

&

““You are a confederate of Lagden’s?”

““Sure.”

“I—T never thought—T never guessed ’'—
Monty Smith gritted his teeth as he realised
how fhe bank-robber had tricked him—*you
were lying in wait while I talked to him.”

Red Henri nodded and grinned.

“Where is he now?”
an’t you guess?” jeered the half-breed.
Ho pointed to a thick black beard that lay
o1  rude bench in the cave. Monty recog-

Tobber,  “That is
You guess? Mont;
Trom the Windy
alrcady there!”
“What? I am hero!”
3 ““The Mounted Polico took you for Larry
Lagden. The Windy River Ranch will take
Lurry Lagden for you!”
What!” pante
The half-breed

Smith will not be missed
iver Ranch, because he is

onty.
laughed again and resumed

o Z-up
a letter, reading it®with avidity.

Jimmy looked at him curiously.

There had been no letter for Baldy in the
mail that day, and it was odd that the fat
Gook should be s intensely engrossed in an
old letter.

“‘Hallo, Baldy I’

The cook, startled, jumped up suddenly.

“I—T ain’t got it!” he stuttered.

“ER1 You haven’t got what?”

“N-n-nothing!” stammered Baldy.

Guilt was written in every line of Baldy’s
fat, startled face, and the letter was
clutched in his fat hand nervously. An
envelope lay at his feet, and Jimmy’s eyes
fell on it.

Tt was the envelope of the le(ter
o had brought from Mosquito that day,
addressed to Monty de Courcy at the Windy
River Ranch.

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.
understood noy. y, the cook, unabl
to restrain his inquisitiveness, had purloined

o
e

ra
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the letter from Monty's locker in the bunk-

“You fat raschl?” exclaimed Jimmy indig-
nantly.
ok b

St
hat's Monty Smich's letter you've got

lh'dy put his hand behind him,

"hook hyer, young Silver—"" he stam-

red,

“Give it to me at oncel”

"llus hyer_letter ought to be seen, I
guess,” said Baldy, the cook, de!eusxny
‘”lhc police want that fire-cater Larry

aglin and T cuses MoAVIR with aiaiblie
ng n m hide him nround dn; hyer ranch!”

ve read his lette

“You can read it," lmd Baldy. “I'm
pmll" to take this letter to Boss Smedley.
want to rope in that fire-cater!
“1t's Smth's letier! 1'm going 1o put
it back in his I said Jimmy Silver
angrily.

“You ain't!” said Baldy. “That tendor-
foot has gone to meet the bank-robber, an
uues Hudson Smedley will want

Jimmy Silver breathed hard.  Baldy's
words_verified his suspicions.  The letier
from Mosquito had come from tho bank-
robbor. 1t was Larry Lagden whom Mouly
had met in the shadows by the rive:
was no further doubt upon that poin

“Give mo the letter!” snapped Jimmy.
“You've no nghz to read it, anyhow!

“I'm - going tako to Iludson
Smodley,” nm.wmd Baldy very ouatmnlvl).
“and you ain’t going to stop me

Jimmy_Silver paused. In a n“ moro
minutes it would be time for the letter to
be taken to the rancher—if Monty Smith
did not appear. 1o looked outof tho
doorway of tho cookhouse, and his glance
fell. upon_a wellknown. fguro ssuntering
up, from the dircction of the river.

my ran out of the cookhouse, for a
wmoment forgetting Baldy and the pur-
Joined letter in his relief at sccing Monty
Hmith again safe and sount

Tho newcomer siopped, broathing rather
quickly.

Any man at Windy River would have
said, without a shadow of doubt, that this
was Monty Smith, Not n doubt crossed
Jimmy Silver's mind at tho moment.

The same handsoma faca and dark cycs,

THE RANCH!

the same clothes, the same rather shalby
Stetson hat. Not for a moment did Jimmy
Silver supposo that this was tho black-
bearded man he had scen in the shadows
on the ri\vr
agc Eeart was beating fast.,

He was playing a sure game—success was
in his hands if he played his cards care-
fully, But he knew that ho was taking
mks in supplanting Moniy Smith at tho

On ‘his IooLs he was Monty Smith, with-
out question, but of the Windy River Ranch
hc knew little or nothing—he had to fecl his
as it were, and learn from moment to
nt what it was nccessary for him to

That was a task test the nerve

d adventurer and thief.
\u cevere as the test was, it was the safest
game for the rascal to play. It was krown
the Alberta pelice that a man exactly
n‘s«ml»hng the hunted bank-robber lived at,
the Windy River I Ranch, and so long as he
could satisfy the outfit he was safe there,
even if the |mop‘ came.

of Ji ver he had had only
a glimpso in lh(~ shadows, but he remem-
bered Ins \mcc and Monty had mentioned
tho junior's name. So far he was
safo ground.

He, gave the Rookwood junior a nod and
a smile

“I'm glad you're back safe, Monty,

0k S

claimed Jimmy Silver, “Tino was nearly
up, you kno

“'l hat's all ght, Jimmy,"” said Lagden
e v. His v as well as his look

re mblod nem) s, but there was a slight
difference of tone that made Jimmy glance
at him for a moment.

“Hore's your shooter,” he went on, and
handed Jimmy the revelver he had left in
Mnnl) - han

:‘Thcn

“ l'm ghul "

Jimmy Silver looked round at the sound
of scurrying footstcps. Baldy, the cook,
Bad gt lad odt) of {ho cacklinice iEnalaal
endlng for the ranch-house at a run.

Stop ! shouted Jimmy.
Bnldy scuttled on,
“Ho's got Jour

lipped it into his pocket.
t's all right 1" asked Jimmy.

letter, Monty1” ex

lgimed the jun
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“The letter you left in your locker. That
fut rotter has bagged it to rcad!”

L-\s:den sna Fped his teeth together,

My letter—the letter—"

Ynu mla me to take it to Hudson
Smedley if you didn’t turn up in an hour,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Baldy’s bagged it.
You know what an inquisitive animal he

Lagden did not listen to morc. He dashed
ay in pursuit of Baldy Bubbin.
But the fat cock had a good start. With
iho bank-robber racing behind him, he
pounded up the wooden steps of the
veranda, where Hudson Smedley  was
smoking his_evening cigar in the light of
the stars, Jimmy Silver followed fast.
“Boss ” gasped Baldy, panting on 10 the

verands
What?

2.
“Eh? What’s the row?” ex-
claimved ﬂm rancher, rising to his feet in
astonishme
! This hyer letter—"

Hudson Smedley mechanically took the
letter Baldy held out to him. A moment
later Lagden was on the veranda, clutch-

ing tho fat cook by the shoulder.

“You hound! Give me—"

“Keep him off, bess!” yelled Baldy.

Hudson Smedley, for a second, stared at
the supposed Mumy Smith in blank aston-
ishment. ho grasped him by tho
shoulder and wrenched him away from the
cook and pushed him angrily back.

Lagden recled against the veranda rail,
panting.

“ guess nm isn’t a place for your rows,

Smith,” Hudson. Smedlcy. Koo ep
your iomper, my man.”
T e
ymy ran up the steps.
s his Jettey, Cousin Smedley,” he ex-

“Baldy’s taken a letter from his

“Ilas he?” said Hudson Smedley. “Then
what tho thunder, Baldy, do_you mean by
staling a man’s letter and bringing it to
e

ne 7
“Ivs from Larry Lagden!” panted
Baldy,
“What?”
That fire-cater has come to Win

River, and Monty Smith knows it 1” Nonied
Baldy. " 4Tt's in the letter—it's there, bess.
Aud Monty Smith’s been to mect him by

river. " He's helping that fire-eater to
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gt away from
gasped for bre:
“That's my lc(tcr, sir!
Hudson Smedley’s ﬁnnm closed tightly
on the leiter.

the Mounted!”

CHAPTER 17.
A Desperate Game!

IMMY SILVER stood at the top of the
veranda steps, looking on in_silence.
Hudson Smedley did not heed him. His
eyes woro fixed on the men beforo him,

and his hand gripped the letter. Baldy
stood panting for_breath, kecping the
ranchior’s talvart form bofween bim and
th, tenderfoo
Tatis sy lotter, sir " ropeated Monty
Smitie double, sctting his lips har
¥ouvo heard what Baldy says?”

"You can take the fat galoot along and
rope him hard for stealing your letter, if
you like,” said Hudson Smedley. “I guess
a quutmg would do him gond, o far as
that g

i Oh, 1 say, boss!” exclaimed Baldy in-
dignantly.

“Hold your tongue, yeu prying jay !”

napped the rancher. “That muc'h for
Baldy' But T guess if what he says is true
this letter must bo handed o\cr to tho
a.uthonhes: Snn

“As tlmt rascal Lagden is your blocd
relation, I don’t know tl Sfmt I blame you for
h:mdmg him over if you had the
chance. But you can’t expec to be allowed
to screen him. The man’s @ thicf, and
very nearly @ murderer. There's a bank
waichman at Prince Albert in a pretty
serious_state from being knocked out by
him. If Larry Lagden, the bank-robber, is
in thls Jocality, he’s gamxg to be roped in.

t did not even eross the rancher’s mind
t}m tho man he was addressing was Larry
Lagden himsclf. as_well as Jimmy

ilver, was e
likeness between the cousins.

The adventurer breathed hard.

“Now, are you willing to have this letter
handed over to Sergeant Kerr at Kicking
\luve””, asked the rancher.

“No.

“¥ou admit it is from Larry Lagden ?”
The man lesitated a sccond.
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“Yes 7

Is the man near nlmut here1”

“He was, but he’s 8 gone.
“You've scen him?”
:"Cn ”

him " the

Silver can tell you whether T did, sir.”
“No, nol" ¢ chnmml Junmy cagor to
wpeak up for his fri prosent,
Cousin Smedlcy, mn n( dm time, though
I didn't knew then
Lagzden, tha bank- ml.l-(r
as an cnemy—he
and asked mo to tcl]
if he did not mme bne wafo in an lmu

Very good I the rancher.
the rascal must h.n- come here for hnlp
from his mu-m»—he couldn't bave coje for
wny other reasen.”

“I gave him nn lmlr i
quictly. *Ifo is twenty miles away by this
time, on a nunh horse. I beliove Lo is
miking fcr the passes of the Rocky Moun-
taics. to escape into. British Columbia. In
fact, I know he is.

“1 am Immld to report that to the
Mounted Dolico, now that you have told

me. Smith

“I have no objection—I am not the £ian’s
friend. If they capture him so much the

demanded

ou nbout tho ml\('er

" said the man

better.”
"And this letter—it ought to go to Ser-
geant suid tho vancher. "1t may

Ker
Kivo hun some clue to finding the bank-
robber.”

“It conlains nothing of the kind. Read
it yours.If and sce,” said the young jwan,
ou ask mie to do that!™

“Yes,” muttered the adventurcer,

“ Very i

Hudsen Smedley glanced at (he I-nn in
the light from the windows.

“Dear Monty,—I am hcre and must see
you. Ihave ncws that concerns you closely.
1 come as a rn.-ml mul you hu\n nuth(ux
to fear. I will w you by tho Windy
River et nine nnlocL this .unmz at the
ond cf the from the ranch.

*Your cousin,

“L. Lacpex

Tludson Smedley hunded the letter back to
L

“You ought
by the bes

*he said.
1 laid

‘s enough,
had the
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Bat I suppose that couldn’t be expected of
3nu, us you'ro his relation, and he truste

Iunk you. sir!"

=
believo that Lagden bas headed for
Rockics?”

“T am sure of it,”

“Tlhen they shouid hase » good charce of
catching him.  You can go. for_you,
Baldy, "I advico you fo et other galoows
leiferd alone in tho future, Get out t”

, tho cook, got out, with an appre-
cye on the tenderfoot. But Mcnty
Smith took no heed of him.
He left the veranda, and Jlmmy Silver
joincd him as he walked n
o harm dono, after nll Monlv. snid
Jimmy.
guess not.
“The socner 1l
by tho heels the bet
reserublance to you m]l Al
you trouble, so long as he is at ]ur;;c.
10 adventur

at |-mn- Lagden is laid
o Jimmy.  *His

s bo giving

w

“\\'rl“"

“I'm an like Ihldr mnl
Junm\ Sllrcr, » “But did
the man mean by talking nhmxt Lm.l
Enlill\ulcnl! Don't tell me if you'd rather

ut—"

t's no sceret, or will not Le in a few
day aid Monty Bmith the Sccond.
& Lonl Erdingferd was a rclation of mine,
and 1 am next hoir to the titlo and estates
oi Iunlmllord Iy cowpuncher days will
be over scon. I am poing back to Eagland
as Lord Erdingford.
“Great Scott!”

“Rather a surprisc—what 1"
“It will be no end of a surpriso for the
hore,

that thes’ Eahisa s ol lisenes
that Lagden should

vol g f

. Wo dnnt get
t0 in the North-West,
i Well, good-

cod-night !™
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‘ll thu llISLﬂI L the runaway horse was tearing past Tex: e lasso flew a
the nded over the horse’s tossing head. Then bace with the huggv
eEntaimng, bia Tather, the boy feom Foxas but o gradual muit on tho rom
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Jimmy Silver would rather have liked a
further talk with his friend, but Monty
Smith bade him good-night, to the Rook-
wood junior walked back to the ranch,

The impostor stopped at the docr of the
bunkhouse.

8ome of the cowpunchers hailed him or
nodded to him. Al cvidently accepted him
as Morty Swmith, the tenderfoot of Windy
River.

Ho far as that went, the impostor had
achieved @ complete success. Thero was
only one weakness in his scheme—the fact
that Baldy, the cook, had purlnmcd the
letter, and that it nn now known for
certain that Larry Lagden was in_ tho
vicinity. That was sure to lead to an inter-
view between the im !or and Sergeant
Kerr, of Kicking Mi want
to glcan whatever mlorm-um he mud
rognrdmg the movemcnts ba

And a keen, clear-headed eory ennt of the
Canadian Mounted Police would n 3
P ive as the muulplcwu- r
n-:ﬂ‘. Lagden knew that.

But the die was cast now. It was too
llh to ntrel(. even if he had ds:nd |n do
An not think of retre:

Onm ulnbh-hed beyond qnesuu as
Montague de Courcy, or Monty Smith, of
Wmdy nner. he was safe from pursuit for
his crimes, to claim the title of
FErdingford in Monty’s plm That double
triumph was within his grasp if ho played
his cards well. And the hardened adven-
turer had nerve enough for that desperate

game.

He strolled carelessly into the bunkhouse
and tcok a seat on the bench by the stove.

ho outfit were turning into the bunlua
but_ Lagden sat by the ulnvn nm] lightet
a cigarette, to remain till the last.

o not know yet rhn h was Monty
Smith’s bunk, nm] he could not aﬂnrd to
show his i

Bkmor
Lo sat

' How s tho bump?” ho asked. “Sore?"

Lagden almost caught his breath.

He had not the remotest knowledge of
the meaning of that sudden qucs(nm. W
of course, Skitter Dick supposed that he
was addressing to Momy 8mith,

“Oh, no—not very,” said Lagden, won-
dornm dcspcrntely what the cowpuncher
was driving at.

CHUMS OF T

B”k gave him a cheery nod as | ory.

t to lcok after it,” sal
“A kick from u hoss is n

joke.”

T guess it isn't,” agreed Lagden, realis-
ing that Monty pith must have had al
L sed by a kick from a horse.

d t h

bump ca

"1.4 g stiff !
N-arnearly al
“Waal, scarch mce |

Dick in

surpriso. “1 guess it (eETR b e
bump when you showed it to me this
mornin'. 1 reckoncd you wouldn't get rid

of thet undu a weel
“Oh, it’s rothing to make a fuss about 1” |
said Lagden camly, aathematising llm \
good nafured cowpunchor in his
sy, Um goting leopy. Turning in,y
< losing your memory,” said
Skitter uu “Didn’t you kuow 1 was ou
duty to-night £
“0h

1 I-T guess 1'd forgot
Dyt T30 Foatana nsckes ol sitptze
a;xd quitted the bunkhouse. Laugden roso
also.

0.

Tho rest of tho oufit had turned ir, and
several bunks remained empty. It was
seldom that the whole outfit were quar-
tered at once in the bunkhouse, Lagden
looked at the unoceupied bunks, nud won-
dered savagely which was Monty Smith’s,

Piko Petter called out to him.

“Put oﬂl_lhi( there lamp when you turn

in, Monf

“ngh )w

“Ain't you turning in yet?”

“T guess so.”

There was no help for it. The impostor
had to turn in, or else draw the general
attention of the upon himself.
But he knew that ho could not venture to
make n falso step, If Monty Smith made’
@ mistako about his bunk, it would cause
great surprise, at the least.

But tho adventurer's quick wit came to
his nd As he moved towards the bunks’
be staggered, and gave a sudden sharp’

“Hallo, what's tho trouble with you,
Monty " asked Pike Potter, sitting up.
“I guess it's my leg—that kick I got
from the hoss,” said den. turning to
account what hie had heard a few minutes
ago from Skiiter Dick. “l guess it hurts
aloots give'

some.  Bny, will ono of you
mo a hand? 1 guess my feg’s bad, and no
mistake. i

There wae a langh from the cowpunchers.!
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“I guess you're a soft tenderfoot,” said
pike Potter; but he turned out of his bunk
3 give Monty Smith a hand .

he adventurer leancd on hnn, and Pike
helped him to Monty Smith’s vacant bunk.
Lagden limped painfully. He was duly
to give Monty Smith a hand.

“Now you squat down and lot's have a
look at it,” said Pike Pot

Lagden’s heart almost ccascd to beat for
a moment.

There was, of course, no bruise on his
leg from a horse’s kick. He did not cven
know \»lnch of Monty’s limbs was bruised.

“It’s all right,” ho said. “Don’t you
worry.”

“0}7 yow're a_durned siily tenderfoot,

you are I said Pike Potter, staring at him.
“I tell you_you may get a ad leg and be
laid up. You min’t used to the ranches,
Monty, and you've get to be careful. Now
then, Toin ses that bump 1”

One glance at Lagden’s Dcrfcctly sound
limbs would have revealed the fact that he
was not—could not ba—\donhy Smith.

“Oh, don’t bother I” he

Tt was against his lelcy to quarrel with
any of the Wmdy River outfit, but there
was no help for it now. ike’s  good-
natured attentions bad to be choked off
somehow.

“Waal, you're an orery galoot,
are,” said the cowpuncher in disgust.
guess I've a good mind to punch your head,
linstead of lookmv arter your gol-darned log
for you, you jay |

Pike tramped back to his bunk,
greatly offended.
" Lagden did not answer him.
| He was only too glad to gct the light
out, :mzl turn in, and escape observation for
a tim

It vms long before he slept.

His thoughts were busy. In the cave
under the bluff by the Windy River Monty
Smith was hidden, a prisoner in the hands
of the half-breed Red Henri, safely hidden
from discovery. That Lagden had been in
the vicinity would be known, but the search
for him would be carried on in the direc-
tion of the mountains—a direction opposite
from that of the cave.

| wes safe, if he could play his part
successfully and keep up the deception, He
had cnly fo wait—wait at Windy River, in
the name of Monty Smith—iwait till he was
claimed from England as the heir of Lor

you
o1

Erdingford. His resemblance to Monty
Would carry him through, and Larry Lag-
den would disappear for cver. And the

real Monty—

If he lived he could nct always be kept
a prisoner. Exposure and punishment
would haunt the successfal impostor, to fall
upon him some Safety could only be

ought by 3 crime—a orime from winch
even the hardened —adventurer shrank.
When he lefc the_ Windy- River Ranch as
Lord Erdingford, Monty Smith could not be
Ieft in the hands of Red Henri, @ prisoner.
He must Do in a grimmer, safer keeping—
silent for ever beneath the waters of the
Windy River. It was o terrible and
troubling thought, cven to the unscrupulous
impostor, but he knew that it was the price
that must be paid for success.

But that thought he strove to drive from
his mind. All depended upon the success
of the imposture, and that remained still
to be put to the test. So far, he had suc-
ceeded, but the morrow was certain to
bring. fresh difficulties and dangers. If he
failed to carry through the daring game,

only rescurce was swift flight. 1f ho
succeeded, Monty Smith would mnever be
scen again by mortal eyes.

It was no wonder that sleep was late in
coming to the desperate adventurer who
lay in the midst of enemics under another
name.

CHAPTER 18.
Monty Smith is Wanted!

“ FIMMY !

Hudson Smedley leaned over the
rail of the ranch-] hnusa veranda, and
called to Jimmy.

Jimmy, who was chotting with Lovell
and Raby and Newcome by the corral fence,
came over towards the ranch-house at once.

“Yes?”

“Is Monty Smith about?”

“In_the corral,” answered Jimmy.

“Bring him here, will you? Tell him
that Sergeant Kerr has come over from
Kicking Mule to see_ him.”

“Right-ho!” said Jimmy.

The rancher went back into the house,
and Jimmy Silver hurried to- the corral. He
heard the voice of Pete Peters, the foreman
of the ranch, as he went in at the corral
gate.




&

“You gol-darne tenderfoot! You don't
lo a hoss! 1 gues it's

Jimmy Silvor frowned  little. Ho was
vary friendly with Monty Smith, the tender
foot indy River. At the present

moment it was evident that Monty was in
trouble with the foreman.

Pete Peters was looking angry when
Jimmy arrived on the scono. The man who
Was known at Windy River as Monty Smith
lmklvd sullen.

T

5- began Jimmy.

Pete Peters went on without heeding him.

“You was a gol-darned tenderfoot when
you lighted down hyer, Monty Smith, but
T reckoned you was Parning to o your-
self useful. “ Now snu seem to be a bigger
ily than ever, and lazy into the bargain.

don’t want any dead-heads on
this hyer ranch. You'll have to be epry
if you don’t want to be fired.”

“I say—"" repeated Jimmy.

“Don’t you butt in, Jimmy!" growled
the ranch foreman. “I'm talking to this
t. The best-thing yon can do, Monty
is to leg it down to Calgary, and
a salesman’s job in a store. “That’s
bout your mark, I guess.”

“Mr. Smedley wants Monty Smith!" in-
terjocted Jimmy Silver.

“‘Take him away
him_away,

smapped Pete Peters.
acd bury him if you
like. He ain't any carthly good hyer !

And Pete Poters turned an angry back
the tenderfoot and Jimmy Silver.
touched Mooty on the arm.
“You're

u
Jimmy

“Come on, old chap!” be said.
wanted, Monty!”

“What is it 1"

“Sorgoant Kerr's come over from Kicking
Mule to see you!”

The tenderfoot started.

“He wants to see me?”

“Yeos; nothing to worry about,” said
Jimmy. “He wants to ask you about that
cousin of yours—Larry Lagden, of course.
He's bound to question you, as it’s known
that you've seen the man since he got avay
into . Lagden's far away enougl
by this time, I fancy.”

Mulll‘( Smith nodded without replying.
Ho walked out of the corral with Jimmy,
who loft him at the ranch-house, and re-
turned to his chums.

CHUMS OF THE RANCH!

“The sergeant will jump when he eces
him,” remarked Arthur Edward Lovell, with
a grin, “Ho fits tho description of Lag-
den, tho bank-robber, to a hairl Blessed
if T should like to have a cousin like that
knocking about!"”

“Is rotten for Monty?” said Raby.
“The soor by tho heels,
the better it will bo for him

Jimny Silv

“It's rotten!”
tting on poor old Mooty
ardly scems the same man

“I fancy it's
rves.
nco the other

night when he saw Lc:fden. I hear that
there's boon trouble in the bunk-house.”
ood tem

“He's losing his jolly
e

ruiso
1 asked him how it was going

on his leg.
on, and ho snapped. 1 shan’t ask him again
in a hurry,

Jimmy Silver frowned thoughtfully. For

the last two or three days he hardly koew
his old friend Monty Smith, eo -
were his ways. Moty Smith, tenderfoot
as ho was, had beon ‘u favourite on tho
Windy River Ranch, owing to his good
temper and ‘nature—two qualities
which seemed to have quite deserted him of
late. e man who had always been ready
to “swap yarns ” with the cowpunchers had
hocome reserved, silont, almost morose.
Tiven Jimmy, with whom he had beon very
friendly, ho seemed to want to keep at
arm’s length.

Jimmy attril

ted it all to the worry that
Larry Lagden’s appearance in the Windy
River section had caused him. Tt was not
« light matter to be the cousin, and the
double, of n_bank-robber who was hunted
by the Canadian police.

The visit of the sergeant from Kicking
Mule meant more trouble for the tender-
foot, for undoubtedly Mr. Kerr would take
the view that Monty Bmith should have
handed over Lagden to arrest.

Pete Peters came out of the corral while
the chums of Rookw were chatting,
l‘:d paused. The ranch foreman was frown-

8.

“T guoss that pal of yourn will get fired
if he dow’t mend his ways, Jimmy,” said
me. “1 can tell you I'm fed-up with

by
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| «Oh, go casy!” said Jimmy. “He's a
bit worried "05, you know, owing to that
rotter Lagden.

| “That’s all vsry well,” said the foreman.
“But there's a limit. He scems to have
forgctt,en all he's Jearned on the ranch, and
he’s getting thundering lazy!”

““Oh, he’s not lazy!” said Lovell.

“I guess you know beiter than I do—
1t’s generally sol” snapped the foreman.
el you he’s a shirker, and I camo near
ng my quirt about him for the way
hes hundled a horse this moring. I ain
chicken-hearted myself; but no galoot xs
going to ill-use a beast on this ranch while
Pm Mr. Smedley’s foreman.”

Jimmy fushed.

“I know that Monty Smith has never
ill-used a horse!” he exclaimed indignantly.
“Last. week he was kicked by a horse, and
he never touched the brute for it.”
| “Last week nmb t!us weelk,” grunted
Pete Peters. “I g T found him in the
corral hiding a o way an Injun
halfbreed would be ashamed of, an
stopped him. Nexst time I catch him at it
out he goes with my boot behind him to
help_him, nnd ,you can tell Mr. Montague
de Courcy s

And Pete Petus tramped on with knitted
brows:

Tovell whistled,

“That's something new for Monty,” he
said.  “T'd never have thought he would
ill-treat an animal.”’

Jimmy Silver was_uncomfortably silent.
He knew that Pete Peters would not have
spoken ns ho had done without good cause;
and it was amazing and distressing to him
to learn that there was a streak of cruelty
in the nature of the man he had made a
friend of. Somehow Monty Smith seemed
to have changed utterly since the night he
had gono down to the Windy River to
meet Larry Lagden, the bank-robber. In
looks he was still the same, but in nature
md ways different—strangely different. He

did not secem the same man—and that the
ar:(mal truth was that he was not the same
man was an explanation that did not yet
oceur to Jimmy’s mind. He did not suspect,
so far, at loast, that on that dark night
Monty Smith had vanished, and his cousin
and double had taken his name and his
DPlace st the Windy River Ranch.
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CHAPTER 13,
His Lordship!
£ ERE’S the man!” said Hudson
Smed
Sergeant Kerr fixed his eyes
on “Monty Smith ” as the man
entered the room in the ranch-house,
bankrobber was breathing hard,

though in Jooks ho was cool and collected.

The trick he had played at Windy River
had been a success. No one suspected that
Monty Smith was a_ hidden prisoner, far
from the ranch, or dreamed of Suspectmg
shat. his place"bod been taken Ty Larey
Lagden, the bank-robber of Prince Albert.

But the rascal was well aware that he had
& ‘sharper grdeal fo ‘pass. threugh, under
ho oyes' of o sergeant of the Conadion
Mounted Police

Fat e rla o ant (s pams mlhie ool
head. He stood by the table, with his Stef
son hat in his hand.

““You sent Jimmy for me, Mr. Smedley,”
he sai

“Yes Serz;eant Kerr has something to
o

%he Jrgeant’s oyes mover loft the man's

““our name’s Monty Smith?” ho asked.

“Montigue do_Courcy,” eaid the man,
with a slight smile. “I'use the name of
Smith on_the ranches.

“Yes, I've been tol 1 50, assented Mr.

Kerr. “Youwre the cousin of Larry Lagden,
who ‘robhed the bauk at Prince Albert and
m]u§5d the watchman.”

“I suppose you kno\v that you're exactly

like him to look

“T guess so. Yanr man, Corporal Cayley,
arrested me for Lagden, as Mr. Smedley
can tell you; and I should have been taken
away to Prince Albert if the news had not
come through that Lagden was taken.
Since then he has got. oy again.”

“And ymue seen him
- “Well,

«r guess L e

“I got a letier from Mosquito saying
that he was here and wanted to see me.
T met him, told him I would not help him,
and left him. He lit out for the Rockies.”

The sergeant nodded.

“You know you ought to have given
information as scon as you knew he was
around "



aps sq But the man is my cousin,

and—' i
“T understand. Did you intend to let it
be known that you had seen him ncar the

. I didn’t sec any need.”
“Tt was !hruh the letter being purl

n
cook, that it came

r _now 1"
said the tenderfoot.
vo a grunt.
appened at your meeting

I dostroyed it,”
Borgeant Korr i
il me what

with L
We Fad a talk. Ho asked me for help,
and 1 refused it. He told me that my

great-uncle, Lord Erdingford, was dead.”
“Oh, ho told you thne, did he?” askod

tho sorgeant. “Well, o had an inquiry

through Mule  for

Saskatchewan.
Country as the heir of a lord
recently. And you'ro the manl”

“Pm the man 1"

“I_ guess you "Il have to prove your
identity.

are plenty of people at Prince
Albert who o meur to it; and I have my

papers, of co
Fhe mapery
My Army dis rs. 1 served in
ar. And pri e papers and letters
roo ot

There v\u a ehort silence.

“You know this man woll, Mr. Smed-
lsyl" the sergeant asked at Tast.

Vos. He has boen more than a month
on the ranch,” said Hudson Smedley.

¥ oo tan swear that he's Monty: Smith

and not Larry Lagden, the bank- robber1”

“Sure! e was here when Lagden was
taken in Saskatohowan. Evory man in the
outfit can swear to him, if neceseary.”

“I guoss that's square,” said tho sergeant.
“I reckon rather awkwa:d for you,
Monty Smith, having a man who's your
doublo and a bank-robber as well. 0
sooner you get eafo back to tho Old Country
the less likely 3uu‘ll be to get roped in by
mistake again.

“I.know. If what Lagden told me
confirmed 1 .nal] g0 home at ouce to claim
my inheritance,” said the adventurer.
“From \vhnt you tell me, it sccms to have

been truo.”
“It's true enough, and I reckon I told

CIIUMS OF THE RANCII!

the inquiry agent that I put you wise.s
id Sorgeant Kerr. “As Laglen i sl
at large his picture and description

bliste) Al over Albertn, T guoss it won't
o safo for you to travel without somebody.
who can sweer to your identity till you get
clear of Western Canada. If ‘you like you
B ride with me to Kicking Mule, when
o back; a2 3r. Smedley answers for "you

o that, sir?"”
lemuly." o . Tabimer,
glad, sergeant, and T thauk sou

lnr your Ster” said  ihe adven
immer of satisfaction in his eves
nk uhcn you are going back?”

Orrow.

“I'll hu rnndy, |l' Mr

me leavo 80 su 3
“That's all ngbt," said the rancher, with

Might

Smedley will let

a
“Thank you, sir!”

e adventurer left the ranch-house, and
Hudson Smedley looked rather curiously :\l
llw sergeant.
sauu %o stayiog on ll tomorrow?” he

“You'ro welcome to stay till the spring,
if you like. Do you figure it mu‘ then,
that you mnglu pick up L.u,den'. tracks near
the ranch?

“I guess it's possible."

“Monty Smith says m. lit out for the
Rockies. He's had to get right into
tho mountain passe:

“Very likely,” assonted the scrgeant.
“But Monty Smith mayn’t be quitc a
George Washington; and as his cousin came
to hxm for )h-lp once, maybe he migiit come
g s i..ng oo till tor
Torrow,” niid Sergeant Kor

udru. tell Woo Sing to gn: your room

ady.”

When Jimmy Silver & Co. came in to
ner, they found the sergeant from Kick-
ing Mule at the table, and learned that he
was_staying. After dinuer Sergeant Korr
amﬂlc.i about ~the ranch, talking a good
the cowpunchers he came across,
and nll the ranch learned the news that
Monty Smith, the tenderfoot, was now Lord
Erdingford, aud a rich man at home. It
was rather cxciting nows to tho ranch-
men, and somo of them congratulated Monty
on his good luck. Even pete Peters told
bim that he was glad to hear it. As the




foreman remy
North-West £
lord in the outfit.

Baldy, the ook, d have
self when he Hemnd o wem. T; was Baldy
who had purloined Um lm. bber’s letter
to Monty Smith; Baldy s chatter had
rovealod thag Monty e it o
robber one dark night r me _ranch; but
for Baldy Bubbin, 1o one at Wind mm
would have known that L.:\rn‘ Lag
ever been in the Windy River necnon at
all.  If Baldy had only known that Mont;
Smith was a real live lord, Baldy wouli
never have given him any offence—not
Bald; new  it!—mot if ho had _held n
hundred surreptitious meehngs Wl bank-
robbers who were want
At dinver Baldy provided “M’enty Smlth ”
with-a very, If)e\':lll feed, and expressed a
hope thlt hu nrdshxp liked it. There was
a roar of from the cowpunchern as
B-ldy broughh ons “his lordship.”
fat_ fool!” sai i Dick.
“smw it! Monty Smith is Monty Smith
50 long as ho hangs out on this hyer ranch,
and dont you forget it.”

You mind these

your lordsh
ain’{ got no manners.

“on fat Sott was hiy lordships un-
gr'\teful respunse

I say, my lord!” o]'\culnlcd Baldy.

“Shit it, Daldy 1 growled Pike Potter.

“H;\nd ouf the stew and don't chew the

: ch i
, 1t waen’t cvery hniml'm
that had a rcal live

him-

58

g8

Jbyer low cow-
said  Baldy.

mxdy lomly
whooop I
Pike Potfer introdiced a heavy cowhide
boot info the discussion, and Baldy ronred.
“Now, are you going to hand out the
stew to a_common, low cowpuncher7” de.
manded Pike.
(0t Surer

ter his lordship,” said
“0‘1 I say— Ow—wow—

gasped Bald.

“hou dmmn- was over, and “his lord-
ship” was smoking a cigareite Ly u
corral A'cnee,Baldy—reg"d' of the du

washing up—rolled w; m with
fidential grin. He lnnned on the fenc
the tenderfoot, and began to talk genially
Baldy was determined to get on a fui
Tooting with a real live lord in
space of time that remaiued at
posal

“Dou’t

your lordship take any notice
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that low chWd,” said Ba]dy “They’ro a
low lot, my lord, 'There ain’t a decent man
in the outfit, axceptmg me, your lordshin.
I say, don’t move off when a galoot’s talk-
in ln you.”
adventurer shifted along the fence.
Bnldy rolled after him.
say, my lord

“Leave me alone, you fat idiot!”

“Oh, my lord—"

The adventurer took Baldy by one fat
ear, which was amply large enough to give
him a hold, and sat” him down forcibly on
the ground. Baldy roared as he landed
]

re.
“Yaroooop.
T oy walked away. Baldy sat
and blinked after him, in breathless wrath.
Jimmy Silver came up laughing to give tho

fat cook a hnn up.
“Ow!” Pad Baldy. “I say, young
Silver—ow —I've a durn good mind to boot

that ornery galoot! Wow! I don’t go
nnch ‘on Tords, anghow.  What's a posky
lord? If that galoot thinks I'm_going K4
be civil to him because he’s a lord,
sure makmﬁ a mistake. OQw!”

y, tho cool, rolled back 1o the
cookhouse, ond d imself to washing
up, instead of culmn.mg the acquaintance
of ‘the rew Lord Erdingiord.

CHAPTER 20.

The Shadow of Death!
ED HENRI, the half-| brecd rose from
R the log upon which h been
scated, and stood in a hvtnmng atti-
tude. A lantern burned in the cave
under the bluff on the Windy Rl\er, casting
a dim light. At the mouth of the cave
tucL 1shes hid the opening, and through
the hes, here and there, the \r'\leh oX

the n\ or Japped and murmured.
dark and dismal lair, where the half- lncad
lurked in hiding with his prisoncr. On a
ragged blanket \[onty Smith, the tender-
foot of Windy River, Jay stretched, his
handsome face white and worn in the dim
light. There was a stout rope fastened
round his waist and secured to a stump.
The confinement in the gloomy cave had
told o '\Ianty Sn—uth as well as the hard
and_ s fary t Red Henri doled out
to almost like
the

e seemed

s of his Iulu.cr self.
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Red "r'n d.d not glance at hi He
wil )ud bent, his keen cars on
the alert.
Thero was o faing foolfull in the gloom
outside tho cave. The thickets rustlod, and
b nri's revolver almost leaped into
his hand.
Oh, it is yuu‘" he said, in a low voice,

as \nc newcomer stepped into the cave.
Larry Lagden, l|~o man_who had {aken
Mont; Blnulu placo at the Windy River

llunc‘y Boddod
uu' is your pri:oner?”

afe enough,” said the hall-breed.
nother week of lhu and he will bo safer
e he hapl

Lagden glance nnmn nl the hapless man

strothed o the ‘bia

sat up, and his eyes
U bock-robber.

“You scoundrel!” he exclaimed. “Havo
you come to set me at liborty 7”7
“Scarcoly 1" luughed.  *You

Lagdon
ke your mind

had o up
\ull never sce the outside of

ou hep here for cyor.”
Fortu aolurymnfluold il

den, with a gloomy look.

1 could not keep you hore for ever that

yun must ut in a safor place.

A s lips qmven'd as he canght
i,hc mea'-nng ol lha adventurer.

*“You dare not!” he muttercd.

Lagden shrugged his shoulders and
twrned awny from him. Ho sat down on
tho log and talked to the half-breed in a
luw Monty SmA.h lay on the blanket
nt, as the voice of his rasally
1 came in low w:m m his ears.

“1¢'s all clear now,” Lnxdm was nnylnz.
“"Lhere is no suspicion ot tho
aceepted there as Monty Smi
the game for three daye now, and not a
soul is wiser. Even the boy Silver
bas no suspicion, and he knew M Smith
h-mr |‘~ n any of the others. Sergeant

e to-da;
l\ud ]lum gavo o start,

ounted  Police? That

to question me sbout Lar
Lagden. J i
The half-breed grinned.
“llo was, oump]utely mlr-ﬂx-d.
Lagden.  “Ho that
azent has come lo Kicking Mule to

went on
an inquiry
find

TL

hmmo

RANCH!
Monty de
o &

Courcy. wanted in_England
of Lord Erdingford. 1 am to rid
yg Mulo with tho rorgeant to-
morrow as Mouty Smith. 1 have ail my
cousi’s papers. Everything l.o had at_the
ranely s in my hands. Al s plaia salling

"ll is a bold game,” said the hall-breed

musingly.  “But it is often the boldess
gamo thut is most 'vurres\!ul You will go
to Ergland as Lor ord 1"

e
And you will be rich?”
“Ten thousand a year.”
“And you will not forget an old_friend
who hns” helped_you to so much?” eaid
the hall-breed, with a cunning glitter in his

cyes.
anl Henri,

ou can depend m th:'
said the advernturer r‘
be in your pover to gi
not pay your price.
serygeant leaves Windy River to-morrow and
I ride with him. Until be s gore you wil
lLie low here in the cave. You have plenty
of food here, : |d ,you need pot veaturo
outside the bus:

Red Helm nmldml

4 ol am_not anxious to meet an’
of ihn (.nnnd.mn \lmnnnd Police,"” ke wtr

shall be careful

said Laglen.

“Wheh the coast is clear you can go. |
Bup your prisonce” ‘
goes thero is an end of your

tcheme.
“The
as IA

“Thero is only ono wa to safot,
said. “Lnrry Lagden’s body must b
After 1 am ul out of b.:]!;nhdaﬂbo:
mppoud to be mine, can be found floatin,

in the Windy River. For the last time m;
Goutin's rescmblance o me will Buy: my
eafety. Tho Alberta police will bo satisfied
that it is Larry Lagdon whom they have
found. Them will bo letters and papers of
sn u wLm —plenty of proofs of

back up the resemblance.
um, Do et b Toviad uoden e s
Enslnur{ i

Lagden, and I shall bo safo in
der tho name of Lord Erding-

t is casy enough.”
*“And you—" Lagden

ted.



TH]
d bie shoulders.

» he_answered.
ne. Toumoriow
only to give

Lagden snt silent on the log, lus face pale
lined. Villain as_he was, shrank
instinctively from ﬂns Jact and sl oos
of his carcer of wi e
The half-breed “n md him with a mock-
ing grin. A knife thrust, the death of a
defenceless man, counted for little with the
savage Ishmael cf the North-West, h‘. ont~
cast whoso hand was against every m

“Ti i3 the only way to !afely, said Lug—
den at last.

“The only way!” assented Red Henri.

“And you—and you

“Rely on me.”

Lagden rose to his feet, and shook him-
self as if to ehake away haunting and
troubling thoughts.

““It is settled,” he said.

“You will not

see me again in Alberta, Red Henri. But
afterwar

“ Afterwards you will sce me,” said
half-breed _significantly. *The rich Lorg

Erdingford will not lose sight of the old
pard v»ho helped him to Ius title and his
{ort

n gave a last glance at the bound
man scretched on the blanket, nnd shivered

a little. Then he moved to the mouth of
Lhe caye under the high bluffs.

“Take care,” said Red Henri. “The
\\'s'c) is high. Shall I ferry you in the

o7

“NcAno' Goo\imghu"

“‘Bon soir, mon ami

Lagden pushed Lhrou%‘h the bushes and
left tlxc cave. Outside, the stars gleamed in
the clear sky of Alberta, reflected on the
sx\ol surface of the Windy River.

was necessary to wade through tho
e e yards_to_reach_the
point where the bank could be gained.
L’\gden splashed along with the water to his
Imee:
He “reached_the bank and climbed it, and
etrode sy in the direction of the Windy
River Ran

His face was thoughtful and gloomy.

o was quite resolved; thero was 1o re-
pentance in his hm'd hem But, in spite
of his efforts to it from_ his mind,
his contemplated cuma haunted and tor-
mented him.
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He tur'led into the path at lost that led
to the ranch from the river, and tramped
along under the trces. The ranch buildings
wero in sight when a shadowy figure lcomed
up in his way.

den caughb his breath and halted.

I et selto of tho Cunadian sorgeant
rom Kicking
, you, selﬂeant'" exclaimed Lagden.

“Yes. Is that Monty Smith?” asked
Sergeant Kerr, peering at him in the
sh~duws

“Yes. Youwre out of your bunk late,
sergeant.”
“I guess T was going to say the same to

“I couldn’t siecp,”
easy a manner as he could assume.
isn’t every day that a man down on_his
luck comes into a mle and a fortune. I'm

a bit excited about it.”

“T guess that’s i enough,” assented
the sergennt. ““So you were taking a walk
to_think it over?”

“Well, yes.”

“You've met nobady 7"

L’lgden set his tee

No. The outfit hme tumed m before

said Lagden, in as
“It

this>”

Sergeant Kerr walked back to the ranch
with the adventurer. Lagden parted with
him at the dnm of the bunkhouse, and the
sorgeant went on to the ranch-house.

The adventurer looked after him with a
glitter in his eyes. Ho lme\v, as_well as

had been to!d th t e Canadian
sergeant had been twatchi that he
bad missed him and looked for: m -
den’s lips curled in a sneering The
sergeant suspected that he, as Monty Smith,
was still in communication with Lagden,
the fleeing bank-robber. For that reason
the sergeant was keeping o wary eye upon
the tenderfoot of Windy River.

“Fool!” muttered Lagden. “He does nob
believe a word I have told lum' He H’lll\kﬂ
that I know where Lagde 8107
chuckled involuntarily. “Bu-vLut lf he hnd
followed me to the cave——""

The adventurer shivered at the thought.

His good fortune and the darkness had
saved him from that danger. But his heart
was beating fast as he went into tho bunk-
house md turned i

But he slept mund,y enough. Tt was his
Jast night at Windy River. On the morrow
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Haontibhet far 'awaveeand Tmresoil s

way to claim the (urhmo of the man who

was left to die. unscrupulous im-

oo Nlnotave tse T socndisd e

l'm dreamod of whab was to happen on the
wmorrow,

CHAPTER 1.
Under Arrest!
!MMY SIL\'FB camo out of the ranch-
the keen autumn morning,
lrd lmhd round for Mooty Smith.
Monty was to leave that d.-\-, m com-
y with the Canadian sergea:
mmy was rather surprised to 1enlim that
lio was not very sorry to part with his
riond.

Somehorw, since that dark nicht when
Monty Smith lmd mcl Larry L-gden by
the Windy Ri my's feelings hod
djanged ot s, temaaeinot. - WAL

why it was, ho hardly know; but there’it
‘was! 4

Monfr Smith did not scem to be the
ln‘n': man that he bad been so chummy
wil
course, the samo man—io far

was, of
But h0 loemed utterly

a8 Jlmmy know |
dilferent

enough to hear of his
l!a wll a little uh
erenco towards him.
I(Iu immy Silver to be fickle, buc llo !u]t
that he had boeen fickle in this instance—for
cortainly ho was feeling rather relief than

elso to know that Morty Smith

was going.

He could not help it. Bul he determined
1o be as cordml nn na couhl to Monty 8 th
until the hour ‘;;muu came.
('nught sight of the tenderfoot at the cornl
rubbing down a howee. The horse ji
and Lagden s\e it a ungn cut md:
quirt, at which the animal squeal

Jimmy knitted his brows.

This was another examplo of the chango
in his friend. Monty Smith had l'z\er beon

rugl, but in the Jast few days he had re-
vea led a mnu«];( l:rutml() am Jimmy had

never suspect led Lorse reared
and away, nd Ilmln dra,
enyagely at tho halter, and brought down
the quirt again on the’ fanks.

.lmmy ran up,

#Mosty, what are you up to?

and | understood

THE RANCH!

“\lxnd your own business!"

“What? Lot that horse alone!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver, as Lagden raised tho
whip again.

Lagden him a savago look; but ho
lected himself and lenrertd the whip.

y Silver si0od for a moment or two,

and |hm walked mm without another

word, His intention of being very cordial

to Monty Smith that dey was abandoned

“Mornu\g young 'unl”
ant Kerr nodded cheerily to Jimmy
qll\er end joined him in his walk. Jnmmy
that_tho scrgeant had been
witnoss of the littlo econe with Monty, nnd
he folt very uncomfortabls
“Bx streke of luck for that young man,”
a4Fpd the sergeant, with a nod towards
den, who was mbE:mD down the horse

Lu
at a distance,

“Eht Oh, yes!” said Jimmg,. “All the
outfit are quite excited at finding a Jolly

old noHemnn at Windy River—especia!!

g

lhl a (nend of yours?”
The sl k dwolt on Ji
e sergeant’s keen oyos dwelt on Jim:
face il o mf ot Lo gt A
s Rookwood junior a Tittle
e s
l(ontv Bmllh wll no end of a friend of

“Weﬂ lw chipped in to help mo ths day
he camo to W‘n’m dy n.m, said Jimmy.
“Thet enri—

cro was a horso thief—
going for me with a knife, o
g | ith a knife, and Mo
-mp d him,
ou became friends?”

“Tlul‘
“You like hun—whn”"

“I—T suppose so."

nny change in him lately?”

Ji
ﬁ o ha nid, “Te—to doeus't

the s noe—-"

T e the micht ho thes Tany Taydent’s

iy atl” oxchimed Jimmy Siver.
Kerr?t

you o wizard, Mr.
“Not qmu"’ said the sergeant, lay, thing.
l"‘nim is it so? 1 nantrg(o know, l you

“Yes, it's 80,” said Jimmy. “I'm b!nued
if I Jnow how you can guoss, but there's
been a queer g« in hum eur sinco that
night. Of course, he's worried by um

‘

rotter coming to this seotion, end the matter
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gelting to
Baldy® by
s I uess that woul
saig nt Kerr. "
re:

e b s e 40
. That's §” eajq_Jimmy
food thany o tho

it, T guess,” rei
seé, Tv been loc
He ain't

e looks just
t eomehow,

o
some,”
the same,
is that i

t fooinh,

g steall alk of the ranch LhroUg
1 ity lottor and rcading it
;- ‘E!ﬂ or 0N worry him

wpunchers have
ked the scrgeant,
ing around, an
popular as he

A
ice
u

“I-T'm afraid o, assented Jimmy
relustantly,

“Ho dont havo o light hand with a
hoss,” said the sergeant, “You chipped
in jest now on that account, I uhoultf sa;
{hat o s rathor u brute‘in dealiag with

animals.
Jimngy coloured. -He would gladly have
spoken up in co of the tenderfoot of

0 p in dofen
Windy River ;. but ho could not deny what
the sérgeant himself had witnessed.

“Ho never_was cruel,” said Jimmy at
last. 1
mind from that fellow Lagden.

“T56 hoard the boys say he was very
tondor. with animals,” romarked Sergeant

it s01”

t it all down to the worry on his

Kerr.. “I

“It’s s0,” said Jimmy eagerly. “There
never was a fellow kinder to animals than
Monty Smith. It beats me, tho change
that’s come over him.”

“I . ‘guess it's quoor,” assented the
sergeant. *‘I hear that he was kicked by a

hoss last week, and he never touched the
animal afterwards, though most of the cow-
punchers would have laid it on.”

“That’s true,” said Jimmy, glad to have
something to say for Monty Smith, “I
saw it all, and e had a tremendous bruise
3,, his leg. He was limping the rest of the

ay."”

So. I've heard,” said tho scrgeant
genially. *“When I heard that I reckoned
§hat ‘Monty Smith was as kind-hearted a

uy as yowd find in Alberta or all the
estern provinces. And yet, sinco_ {hen,
Pete Peters has threatencd to fire him for
ill-treating & hoss, and you had to chip in
jest now for the same rcason. It’s a p
remarkable change in a galoot—what 7"

Jimmy Silver was silent.

“Well, his cowpunching days will soon
be over,” said Sergcant Kerr light]
“Ha's going off with me to-day, I sy
you know?”
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43

“Yes,” said Jimmy.

Tho big Canadian sergeant nodded to
him and  strolled away. Jimmy Silver
looked after him rather curiously.

Jimmy was no fool; and he was well
aware that Mr. Kerr had some motive for
asking so_many questions about Monty
Smith, He knew that tho sergeant had
talked with almost every man on the ranch
on the same subject. He suspected Monty
—of what?

Of being in communication with tho
escaped bank-robber ? It was likely enough,
though Jimmy's own belief was that Larry
Lagden was many a long milo from Windy
River by this time.

Whatsoever  the sergeant suspected
undoubtedly he was learning every possiblo
detail with regard to Monty Smith. Bub
the actual form the sergeant’s suspicions
had taken, came as a startling surprise to
Jimmy, when Mr. Kerr at last showed his
hand.

It came suddenly and dramatically.

Sergeant Kerr dined with Mr. Smedley
and the Rookwood juniors, and, after
dinner, he “guessed’ that he would be
getting ready to ride back to Kicking
Mule.  He guessed he would give Monty
Smith the tip to saddle his horse.

“You ready to start?” he called out to
Menty, who was lounging by the corral
fence.
“T'm ready when you are, sergeant.”
The adyenturer’s face brightened a little.
Ho was keenly ansious to get away from
Windy River, under the Canadian
sergeant’s escort, taking the first step
thereby to establish himself as Montague
do Courcy, heir of Lord Erdingford.

“T guess we'll get the hosses out, then,”
said Mr. Kerr.

He strode to the corral gate, and the
adventurer followed him. Hudson Smedley
and the Rookwood juniors eame out of tho
ranch-house to say good-bye. Somo of tho
outfit gathercd round. At the corral gato
Sergeant Kerr stopped.

What happened next passed like a flash.
Tho big Canadian’s powerful grasp was
laid upon tho tenderfoot so suddenly that *
tho impostor had no chance. He was
whirled round and jammed with a crash
against the gate, and before he knew what
opening there was a metallic click,

wrists were fast i
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Sergeant Kerr stepped back, and re-
garded him with a satisbed samile.

“I guoss ! you're my prisoner!”
remarked.

Tho trapped rascal staggored against the

ate, whitoe and panting. He made one

be

rible effort to drag his hands free, but
the cold stec! held good.
t—what—"" ho stammered,

“Sergeant " shouted Iudson Smodley.
“What thu thunder—"

“Mr. Kerr!" panted Jimmy Silver.
guess that’s the man I want, and 1
glvm. him a chance to draw a gun,”
said the Canadian sergeant coolly. ** Larry

en, you're my prisoner, on a charge
of bank robbing at I’rlnu Albert, in
Baskatchewan, the charge of
murder in 8.
“Of murder?” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“Yep!”

ain't

#You'ro droaming! What—who—"
"'l'ho  murder of whom 1" yelled Peto
amazement.

“Ol llunu- Smith I”
And thero was a roar of amazement [rom
the Windy River cowpunchers.

CMAPTER 22
IJ_‘I

ONTY SMITH !
M “Tho man Mmaeu is Monty
Smith "

“Aro you mad, sergeant1”
#Look hyer—?

The Windy River crowd gathered nuﬂ
corral gate in amazement and excited
expostulation. The sergoant stood liko &
rock, n revolver in his
ard as bronze. The wrotched impostor
leaned heavily on the gate, panting for | ©5

reat
Hudson Smedley strode forward.

“Sorgeant, what does this mean? I
guewar, for it that this man is Monty
mit

“I guess you'vo been taken is, Mr

lley.
The rancher looked impatient.
“Your men made this mistuko beforo,”
ho snid.  “Monty Smith was arrested by
Corporal Cayley, on his resemblance to

CHUMS OF THE RANCH!

nd now, his face | ¢ o

He's boen at the nnd{

Larry Lagden

ever since, while Lagden was in prison at
Princo Albert. Every man horo can answer
(M‘ lnm

T guoss so,” said Skitter D\rk “You'ro

n.m off'n the trail, sergeant.”
s a shame !"" exclaimed Jimmy Silver
xm‘h[nnnll) “Wo can all prove that ho is

Monty Smith!"

Tho sorgeant stood grimly botween tho
prisoner and tho surging crowd of cow-
punchers.

said
ﬁmng

wner!"
Snr,{mml Rorr [rlmly Y« giens T'm
to put you galoots wise. But keep
“You ain't taking him awsy a r,
il e g e T e he
man s much as T did; htwnmdmﬁ
by any Windy River man o sco fair play.
“Suro!" said Poto Peters omphntmll
1 guom T want lo o him fired off tho
rauch; but he's going to havo  fair sl
of cards. Hes &n ouce for that
Sreeater Lagden, a ough.
“Hold on,” said i son Smedloy quietly.

“Let tho sergeant spoak. Ho must have
somo roason for -uppn-u:g that Monty
Smith ar Lagden, spart from the
50,” aseented lha m—gunt

“Dndn't“l say I was going put
wiso? But the galoot knows nmv that t}m
amo ia wp, and ho'll own up. s that so,
agden?"

e srretahad s pan!

“I'm Monty Smith l" he exclaimed in a

chnkm voice. *“Mr. ey—all of you
I c: on you to -hnd by a man! You
all kn mo—you know I was taken l’or

l.ngdm e AL hoy T shikis wwwy
B out that I'm Lagden, if they
can’t nnd the right man. Stand by me!”
“We're standing by you, old pard,” said
don't hke the way you
but you're going to have

pike Thompson.
“We'll_all sce to that, Monty,"” said
Jimmy Bil\rr

*Keepin gden?” said the
sorgeant. anl Y guun

ST ‘put you "ung
e to tis gt T Teckon”T supcied

Ty Usaw What
413 Lagden como out to this seckitn foc, 10
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see Monty . for money—
Monty Smifh ¥, vy money; and
Lagden had fhg thousands held stolen from
the bank afPrince Albert, He didw’t want
any help tha Monty Smith could give him.
What he ¥ aokon, was to borrow
Monty Smith’s name, and hido at Windy

i Smiith’

River as the safest place.”
Thera was a murmur of incredulity.
“If that fab galoot Baldy hadn’t stolen

the letter nobody would have known that

Lagden had been near the place,” went on

the sergeant. “I guess he would have been

safe then, and could have played out the
game to the end. guess Baldy ought to
bo booted for stealing a man’s letter; but,
as it turns out, it’s put me on the track
of this fire-cater. As soon as I knew Larry

Lagden had been here to see Monty Smith,

I guess I turned over in my mind every

possible reason he .could have had—and

there was only_one that held water. I came
along to Windy River yesterday to put it
to the test. d I reckon I've learned from
nearly ‘every man on the ranch that Monty

Smith has seemed different_somehow since

the night ho met Larry Lagden by the

river.”

“Oh!1” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“T reckon I've kept my eyes open,” went
on the sergeant. “A man who was always
Lind to animals suddenly becomes a cruel
brute to a hoss. It ain’t in reason.
who . was always open and chatty suddenly
becomes reserved and sulky. No reason
why Monty Smith should; " but plenty of

n why should, if ho
borrowed  Monty Smith’s name. He would
be afraid of giving himself away with every
word he spoke.”

Jove !” murmured Lovell.
«But—" exclaimed Jimmy.

“Tet me finish, kid. I don’t say I knew
it for certasin; I was finding out.
reckoned it was likely enough that Larry
Lagden got Monty Smith to meet him in a
longly place, and knocked him on the head
in the dark, and borrowed his clothes.”

«Good  heavens!” excleimed Hudson
Smedley. : i

“Getting - wise—what?
sergeant. :

«That’s all very well I said the rancher,
«But, after all, it’s only supposition, I
there’s nothing stronger than that—-"

“] guess thero is. Last weck Monty

smiled  the
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Smith was kicked by a hoss, and a tre-
mendous bruise raised on his leg.”

“We know that.”
. “Ho never touched the brute for doing
it, but since that night he met Lagden he’s
had to be slanged for ill-treating the horses.
1 guess a man don’t chango like that in a
night. But I guess it's known in Larry
Lagden’s record thav before he started as
o bank-robber he was in trouble once at
Prince_ Albert for ill-using a horse. He's
a cruel brute, and_ his nature’s given him
away. But that ain’t all. Monty Smith’s
got @ big bruise on his leg. If this galoot
Has a big bruise in the same place I guess
I shall be surprised.”

“That's easily proved, one way or the
other,” said the rancher.

Lagden’s pale faco became as white as
halk. 7

“Show up, my man!” said the sergeant.
“T guess you're spry enough to have got a
bruise ready, but you never looked for this.

ou ’uns know ~which of his legs was
kicked. Show it up!”

Lagden made a sudden spring.

Manacled as he was he drove his way
through the circle of staring cowpunchers
and gttempted to flee.

But the attempt was hopeless. A dozen
hands were upon him at once, and he was
dragged back, struggling furiously, and
almost foaming at the mouth with rage.

“By gum, I guess the sergeant’s right I”.
said ~Pete Peters. “But that’s soon
proved.”

While the adventurer struggled in the
grasp of the cowpunchers Peto dragged
the boot from his right foot and rolled %nck
the trouser-leg.

There was no sign of a bruise on the
limb when it was revealed. :

“He ain’t Monty Smith!” said the
ranch foreman. “Monty’s got a big black

 bruise there, and I guess 1t won't go for

weeks to come !”

Tudson Smedley’s faco set grimly.

“Tho scoundrel I” he said. “Tt is Larry
TLagden, after all! You villain, what have
vou done with your cousin?”

Jimmy Silver breathed hard. The man
before him was Lagden, the bank-robber.
Whero was the genuine Monty Smith?
Had he fallen that dark night by the
Windy River, struck down by a murderous
hand? Jimmy shuddered at the thought.
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s you giving uf
no“,ArLPnrry li.z)our” asked the sergeant.
Ao, you'ra coming to Kicking Mulo
wit ith the handeufls on.  You're
goin, ko stand your trial for the murder
of Monty Smith, 13 well as for the robbery
at_Prince Alber

Lagden punml for breath.

“You fooll I never killed himI”

441 guess the ovidonce is aguinat you.”

" vel

“Ho is livi
foria broad

).
hiy

Arogied
shoulders.
“ Anyhow, you're arrested

on the murder charge,

Lagden strugelod as the sergeant gripped
Tis shoulder. His senscs almost swam with
terror now. Monty Smith still lived; but
that ver: zh' l(ml Henri was to carry out
the bank robler's instructicns, and put tho
ropo round his confederate’s neck.

“You fool1” yelled Lagden. “Tf you
take me away now Monty Smith is doomed.
.or in the hands of a man who
q'hl—aller you are gone

kill
TrooiiWindy: Rivee
“Is that tho truth!” gasped Hudson

“T guess we'll put it to the tes
Scrgeant Ierr. “If Monty Smith is alive,
and there’s time (o save him, I gucss this
galoot will be keen enough to keep the rop
B ihainca Whoro 1 Monty Bith T

“Hidden in a cave under the bluffs, down
the river!” groaned Lagden.

There was no hope, no thought of further

ncealment, tho rescuo_of Monty
Smith could save him now. For if the
body of his cousin was found, as ho had

planned, it would undoubtedly condemn

im to the gallows.

“If that's true, I guess you've got a pard
logking after him," said the sergoant.
“There's half-Lreed—Red
Heonri—"

Youll givo s tho offics how o find that
eave, and you'll come and guide us,”

a man, a

Peto Puters nd reckon that i
don’t find Monty Smith alive, you rescal,
wo'll han;

vou on u treo by the Windy

River, and save the hangman the troublo 1”
Fivo minutes lator Hudson Smedloy and

half a dozen cowpunchers were heading for

the cave, wit l]m sergeant and thesbank-
robl: to search for Men'y Smith.

THE RANCH!
CHAPTER 23,
At Last!
ED HENRI sat on a pile of skins

R the cave under the bluff and yawned

and rubbed his eyes. It was the

afternoon, and the half-breed had
slceping. A half-empty bottlo lay
B i T yas e AE s
suvage exclamation and roso unsteadily to
his feet. He did not give a glance towards -
Monty Smith, lying bound on his blanket,
silent and in despair.

Something had awakened the half-breed,
and he approaclied the mouth of the cavo
and stood listening, his head bent, his cyes
glnummg. like a wild beast roused in its

" Thera wad & wund of splashing in the
shallows, and of v . Men were wading
along by the bmllcs that covered the mouth
of tho cave.

Red Henri gripped his revolver and
listened. He had ?m!e fear of the_hidden
cave being discovered by chance. But the
sounds were coming closer, as |l unscen
comers were being guided to the
e voice came clearly at last e ETEn tho

sl

- h (lus the place?”

was Lagden’s
Ans\\crrd and Red Henri started and
ripped his revolver convulsively. Tt was
his employer and confederate who was
guiding the party to tho cave.

“Yes; tho cavo's hclnml Hmm bushes.
Lock out for tho half-breed

“T guess we'll take care ol the breed.
Get on!

There was a m-uc in the bushes as they
were dragged aside,

Red Henri backed away a few paces, his
black eyes glinting with rage.
had happened at the ranch he
nolhmg. but he knew that Larry Lagden
trayed him into the hands of his

voice that

i

Many hands dragged tho bushes_aside,
and in tho opening of tho cave, with tho
afternoon sun behind them, stood the figures
of Sergeant Kerr, of Kicking Mule, and
Larry Lagden, tho bank-robber.

Behind them came Hudson Smedley and
Jimmy Silver and ha ozen_of the
Windy River outfit, all with revolvers in
their hands.

“Hyer's the place!” said the scrzeant.
“And hyer-—  Hands up, you galoot 1"
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Graokt

Re Henrl goant_spoke.

But it w ﬂ'edt e sm.l an that he |
g E aim was at white s £l
Larsy who had sold

hero was a v
and he pitched ves o the damp
;Icnr of the cave, his face coverod ith
on Smedley had
and Red Henri
11 trigger again.

The next instant H
fired at tho hali-breed,
dropped beforo ho could

M onty Smith aggere
“Monty 17 shouted Jimmy Silver.

Ho ran forward and caught the prisoner
by the arm. A white, worn, emaciated face
s mrncd d-zed!y upon

lonty

said Monty ~Smith

o gld mant Youro eavod |®
tmmy Silver sofily.  +Ob, i
If we'd only guessed |

cut the prisoner
Smith leaned heavily on the
Rookwood junior’s shoulder, Tha sudden
veastion from the depths of back despair
bad dazed him.

Sergeant_Kerr was leaning beside the
groaning Legden. Red Henri’s hurricd
shot had scored neross the bank-robber’s
face, and tho blood was flowing freely.

“T guess that was n closo thing,” said
the sergeant coolly. “But a miss it s good
as & mile. "You won't go under this time,
S Taiant Yowll live to faco your
trial, and T guess you're lucky that it ain't
o mrdor trial youva got to face.”

Logden only grouned fn snswer. Red
Henri sat up dazedly, his hand to his
head. The rancher’s bullet hnd gone close
enough to stun him. He was in the hands

of the cowpunchers hefore his senses fully
returned, and his hands wero bound,

Hocdldss of the bank-robber and the half:
hreed, Jimmy Silver led the tenderfoot of
Windy River from the cave.

S e e

Lato that afternoon Sergeant Kerr left
1he Windy River Ranch with two prison

in a wagon—Red Henri, tho hors
:-ml Tarry Lagden, the bank-robher.
ither was scriously hurt, though they

groaned a8 the wag

jolied wway over the
agden’s of

47

bandages, from his cyes gleamed
full of savage rage and despair. The long
trail of tho bank-robber was over, and he
to Saskatchewan to stand
h long years in prisen before

“And I guess,” remarked Pete Peters,
“that that galoot will never bo taken for
Monty Smith again! I guess he will have
a scar across his fuco that you could put a
finger in. That gol-darned broed has
spm[ed his good !oa)u for him I

Monty Smith remained at Wmdy River,
too exhausted by his imprisonment in the
cavo to accompany the scrgeant to Kicking
Mule. ‘But in a few days Monty was him-
self again, and when he renppelred among
the Windy River outfit they gave him a
rousing welcome. B“‘K the eool( greelerl
him as “your lordship, Monty
chuckled. }

For a week longer Monty Smith re.
mained  Although gfs inheritance awaited
him in the Old Country he was reluctant to
lorve histtriends ofibs ranch, and especi-
ally Jimmy Silver. But ono day the
inquiry agent arrived from Kicking Mule,
and then " tho tenderfoot could no longer
delay. The whole outfit turned out to give
him~a cend-off, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
rodo with him as far es Mosquito on his

way.

“You'll look mo up when you come back
to the Old Country,” said Monty Smith as
he shook hands with Jimmy Silver, and
Jimmy promised that he would.

The railroad cars rolled eastward with
Monty s.mch—now Lord Frdingford. But
it was only Baldy, the cook, who cvor spoke
of him as Ius Tordahin.®” To the o of
the Windy River outfit he remained \Iomy
Smith, the tenderfoot.

CHAPTER 2.
Baidy’s Rescive.

GUESS I'm fed-up!”
l taldy, the cock, made that
announcenent,
dy's fat faco was wrathy, and
his little round eyes gles the

od. yen
Lald spot on the top of Mr. Bubbin’:
fromwhich o derived his &
ith wrath.

 he repeated.

“Fed ri
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to the rn.\v clm. young Silver, and don’t
you,_forg!

Jum.\v Sll\cr smiled.

“\What's the irouble now, Baldy?” he

le!™ ranch  cook.
theve  Pete

the

repeated
That

of trouble!

rouble

our jolly old foreman done?”

oted me !" roared Baldy.

Junm\ Silver chuckled ; (l\ey could
not help it. um, the ccok, had been
Heactal betortiot onees Dbut many times.
And m\dOuth\y Baldy, the
ally asked fe
bounden du v of ha
time, while he spr.l\\led in the cookhouse
reading a “dime ” novel or a mew cnaper
sorial. - And when ihe hungry sheep loolke
up and were not fed, so t0 sp —um is,
when the cowpunchers came in to dinner
and dinner was not ready—Baldy, the cook,
was_lighle to be slanged in the most
emphatic mancr, and to feel the weight of
a cowhide boot.

Noyertheless Baldy, the cook, did not
like it.

Often had Baldy ﬂlrm.tcnud to turn his
plump back on the Windy River Ranch
for ever, and to seck fresh ficlds and pas-
tures new.

ut he

Wages w ?a at Windy River, and
jobs were a Retfs uncertain, and, upon the
‘whole, Baldy, the cock realised  clearly
upon which side his bread was_butiered.

But the paticnce of Baldy Bubbin was
sometimes strained nearly to  breaking-
point, and on the present oceasion it
amlmxd that bmn\mrpomh was reached.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had dropped in to
seo Luld\ |I t afternoon.  Baldy ought

Ny to h: ccn busy upon washing up,
but ‘o, was't, Jimmy found him <cal
on his beneh with a stump of pencil in_his
hand and a grubby sheet of paper boforo
him. Baldy appeared to be drawing up a
doctment of somo sort with considerable
difficul

i Im“ many z's in desi
A=km| B

A\nne at all,” said Jimpay, with a emile.
the {rouble? Writing a lettor,

c\ or rlxd

, young Silver 1™

12 up an adverti
dignicy.

CHUMS OF THE RANCIT!

ment?”  repeated  tho
a little puzzled.

" said thoe cook.
ment

“An  adverti
Rookwood junior

“That's tho size of it,”
“Im going to put this byer adve

in_the *Times.
“The

“The
plained B.m.y
“Oh

5 Mulo Times” ex-

it, and tell me if
said Baldy.
interest, read the

“You jest_look ove
khe spellivg is all O.
m\m) with some
adve was to_appear in the
olymns of the © Kicking Mulo Times.” It
really wes a rather interesting decumcm
It ran:

“Fust-class cook dezzires engagement on
a ranch, Excellent testymonials. Good

celery rekwired. Rite or corl, James For-
tescuo Dubbin, \\'mdy River Ranch, near
Mosquito, Albert

“That 0.K.?” asked Baldy.
“Well, some he words want touching
little,” smd Jimmy Silver dxplomnuc-

up

You touch them wp for me, young
Silyer.”

“‘(‘urt'\mly' 1 supposo *colery ' means
salar,

“Celery,” assented Baldy.

knox.
““Right-ho”
Jimmy Silvor put in o fow orthographical
tonches. Baldy took document
and peered at it eriticall
“Youve put an ‘s’ in * celery,’ ” he ro-.
mgked doubitully,
(Tt the weul style,”

said Jimmy.

“Sur

"thc‘ But T say, Baldy, you're not
really going, are you

“I am,” said Baldy, the cook. “I'm

fedup wih Windy River! I guess I'm

goiug fo light out s soon as T get apotlier

job. “And ‘thersll o Plontyof jobaL 1

a cook like me. 7] 't as if T was a cow-

punchor hlmll’(‘(r\ Botors or Skitter Dick.”
oy

xplained  Baldy
Rt gl.(-ss Ill hmu a dozen h-neu
advertise ment shows up in

when iy
S Kleking Mile
Skitier Dick loaked in at the doorway.

1o yias booted and sprred for o rile.
b e
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you wanted me to take suthin’ there for
you. Iand it out!”

Hyer it'is,” said the cook. “You know
f the ‘Kicking Mule Times,'

ure I
“You drop in with this hyer advertise:
ment, and ask them to put it in the peper
this weok for It's o dollar, and T
guess the dollar's hyer ready.”

Skitter Dick took the advertisement and
stared at it. Then he stared at Baldy.

“Getting out of Windy River, what?”
he asked.

“Yop.”

“You
¥ a lazy
eo(ixl I hope

that you n

“Good man,” said Skitter Dick.
can cook, Baldy, but I guess you're
jay, and not woith your
you'll get another job quick, an
et booted if you don’t do your work.

“None of _ your lip!” " rou Baldy.
j'ylo,u tako that there advertisoment and
it1”

“Hand over the dollar!”

“Hyer vou are!”

Baldy, the cook, parted with a dollar, and
Skitter Dick walked away from the cook-
liouse, Baldy turnod to his_washing up,
and he paused to frown at Jimmy Silver
and point the washing-mop to the door-
wa

“You vamoo:e!” he suapped.

“Fathcad !” said pImy.

“And ho strolled ous, lc Baldy, the
cook, to his clinking pots and pans. Over
hiis washing-up the fat cooked hummed a
tune, apparently in cheery spi ps
he looked forward to getting o better
in reply to his advertisement in the “Kick:
ing Mule Times,” a job where the pay
would bo long and the work short. The
longer the ‘my and the shorter the work,
the better the job would suit Mr. Bubbin.
But such jobs were mnot to be picked up
every day.

CHAPTER 25.
skittor Dick's Little Joke!

“Hallo, that sounds as if some-

. merry and bright!”

Tdward Lovell

Jimmy Silver & Co. were trotting on the

prairio_in the golden autumn afternoon
¥ heard the sound of merry_chort

a clurap of trees by the Ki

ing

Mule_trail. The Rookwood juniors glanced
Tound and_ spotted Slaittor Dick and  Piko
Potler sitting on & grassy bank under the
troes, their horses grazing near them.

. Skitter Dick had a grubby, greasy paper
in his hand, e * tise-
ment for the “Ki
was that,
cowpunchors wero chuckling. Jimmy drew

rein,
“Hallo! What's tho giddy jost?” ho

2

d out.
The Skitter looked up, grinning.
“I¢’s onc on old Baldy,” ho answered.
“Light down and look at this hyer docky-
mont, if you can keop a socret.”

Somewhat ~ curious, the chums of
Rookwood dismounted and joincd the cow-
punchers under the firs.

The Skitter and Pike were on their way
to Kicking Mule, on cattle husiness for the
boss. It was natural enough for the Skit-
tor to take Baldy’s document to the news-
paper office. Little errands of this kind
were always performed by menbers of the
outfit for one another, for it was half a
day’s ride to Kicking Mule. A man on
the ranch who was out of tobacco or any-
thing clse only had to mention the fact to
any man who was riding to town. Skitter
Dick and Pike Potter had a dozen errands
to periorm at Kicking Mule for their com-
rades. ‘Taking Baldy's advertisoment to
the, “Times ” office was only one of them.
Buldy Bubbin, thercforo, had handed his
document to Skitter Dick as o matter of
course. It had not even occurred to his fat
mind that anything might happen to it in
transit. He had reckoned without the
Skitter's sense of humour.

Skittor Dick had spread the grubby paper
on his knee, and mado certain alterations in
it with a stump of pencil. It was over these
alterations that the cowpunchers were
chuckling. 4

“What's the game?” asked Newcome,

The Skitter smiled brondlg:

“You see, we'ro pulling

leg,” ho oxplained. y
best cook in Alberta, and the laziest mug-
wump between the Atlantic and the Pacific,
advertising for a new job alter Hudson
Smedley's kept him on for years when any
other boss would have booted him off the
ranch. Wanl, Baldy is a fust-chop cook,
and we don’t want to lose him. Tie doesn't
like work, but he'll work if he's kicked hard
enoug
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The juniors grinned.

And that aint ol went on the
“Baldy_won't, got as good a_job
ere clse. Hell fnd it ot and stick

But for a \venk or two we're going to
Vi bout chucking it up,

ineral

his; E nuisance.
nle cut i‘mt }n, s best off where

he | s, ]lc 11 gwu the boss some soft sawder
and stay ol
Ju:x'; about the size of it,” said Pike
Potter,
J-\ my Silver nodded.

“Just what I expoct” he answered,
“Buat you're going to put the advertiscment
in,for hin, 1 suppose.’

“Sarc! ' But Baldys going to have 2
'vo wrote it out fresh.

itter_handed_over the peper, and the
Tistical Four of Rookwood read it curiously.
Then they yoared.
Tho advertisement read very differently
now, Under Skitter Dick’s improving
hand, it ran as follows:

“Picked up in_ Mnin Strect, Kicking
Mulg, a fvolundordollae bl name of

Robinson written on the_back. _Owner
S personally to_Baldy Bubbin,
coolkhouse, Windy River Ranch, and pay
cost of this advertisement.”

“Oh, my hat!” roared Arthur Edward
Lovell. “Why, that will bring half t]
town riding ool o the ackr

guess so!” assented Skitter Dick.
“Every tramp and hobo and sneaking half-
Dreed in the county will hump it for Windy
River as soon e rs of this hyer.
Baldy figures it S0t it the tancher s
poing to compete for his services. 1 guess
).» Vil be surprised somo when they drop

" Ta, ha,
Skitter Dick rose from the grassy bank.
“Now that’s done I reckon we'll get on,”

o said, Wefvo got to raiso Kicking Mulo
afore

e < cowpunchers rode on

<aid_Jimmy Silver, laughing.
nn(y Baldy will got more than ho bar-
s ¢

jolly well right I” said Lovell
. and he wants a lcsson.

B &E

THE RANCIH!

It was at dusk that they returned t
the ranch, and the light . was gleamin
cheerily from the windows of the cookhouse
Baldy was there, preparing supper and talk
ing to two or v.hrcr‘ covboys who wer
]o.mguw in the doorway.

The juniors caught his voice as the
passed.
“T guess you "uns wou't often seg a stev

like this rter nest Saturda)
yowll kuow S t \ovx ve lost !

“I gu t the fatt lazi

¢ River scction!”

To which Baldy responded with a con
temptuous snort.

CHAPTER 2.
Mr. Rohinson Looks Inl

TR PETERS' boot was not requirg]
ho cookhouse during the next fow

Bu](h the cook—rather against his
principles—was on good behaviour, o far
as attending to his duties went. He was
tired of Pete’s hefty boot.

But_in other respects Baldy was on bad
behaviour. He t"cmcd to be expecting a
ood of replics to his adyertisement in the
“Kicking Mule Times.” Ranchers and
storckeepors were to fall over one another,
as it were, in_competing for Baldy’s valus
able services. It was not ]lkcl m happcn,
bub Baldy seemed to think it [il
“Jest you ’uns wait till you get 2 low-
down half-breed cooking for you,” Baldy
weuld say, some durned Chink, or a
pesky Pole! Youwll see the difference then.
guess youw'll come arter me, begging
mr) to come back. And I'll jest laugh at

It was evident that Baldy considered a
cook to be the most important member of a
ranch outfit. Nobody eclse agrced with
Baldy on that point.

]]nldys airs and graces might have
ecarned him some more bootings but for
the [act that the cn\\punchers were aware
that his adver t had never appeared
in the paper m an :md consequently that
Baldy was building air castlos on a founda- |
tion of sand. 'The udvmhsemm\t that had
appeared, owing r Dick, was cer-
t:xmly not likely to b .\g t‘\c result Baldy
anticipated.

\\"m) River outfit chuckled zmong
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themselves when Daldy was blowing off
steam,

Tho ¢ ook was not llely to discover
the trick “The ‘Ko ving Mule newspape
never found m way to Windy River unl
a man rode ou-r m the town and brought a
copy back with

Certainly o cox\y ot tha I\uLlh{( Mule
Times ” was brmmht to tho ranch, with
the advertisement in it ; but it was ca y

v
s knowledge. The
outfit roarcd over i nd the Rookwood
juniors chuckled over it; but Baldy, the
ook, remained in cheerful ignorance of it.
Tt was a caso when ignorance was bliss.

Tt was on Thursday afternoon, whon mogt
of the were out on the range, that a
visitor arrived at Windy River. Baldy, dm
lcugmk, as it happened, was the first to spot

m.

kept away from Baldy’

Ho was an cxcoedingly ‘dusty and durty
and shabby gentleman, dressed in
ents that seemed to have heen horrowud

m a variety of scareerows. face was
stubby, and red patched from the excessive
use ol the cup that cheers and also in-

obria 0 came down the trail with a
nl’hkm;s gmt blinking round him suspici-
ously, in the manner of a man who was

gocusiomed to being  kicked out whererer

he nﬁ;m..m
waved a fat hand at him and
shouted
fi H:er, you hobo, you git!”
The man looked round.
"Thu hyer Windy River Ranch?” he

“Sur., E

“Where's !he cookhouse 1"’

“Right hyer,” answered Baldy., ‘What
tho thump do you \mnt‘l This ain’t & free
l\mch counter for heboes.”

cbhe you're Baldy Bubbmf"

"Mrbbu I'm_ Mister Bubbin,”
the fat cook disdainfully.

& l\h mmn:‘ nson %
back: t Robinson and tell her
th.\t her husband \\nMs washing,” answered
Baldy sarcastically.

“If you're ¥ Bubbin, I'm the man
you want to see,” e“\kum-d Mr. Rnbm-om

“I guess T don’t want to see -ny
around hyer, whether hu name’s Robi
or Robinson (Aruioc‘” sm Baldy. “Git l"

“I'm Mu-r the dust.

“What

“Five hundr"d dollars.”

“Mad!" said Baldy.

answered

=15
&
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bank bill in Main

Kic said Mr. Robinson
eagorly, p I'd boen on a hender,
and Tjest dropped 1t ond loret it. You'ro
an honest m > in, to keep it for
me. I'm ; to pay.for, tha advertite:
mentne of the fivo hundred, of course.”

}

“Clot it nl»oub you, I s'pose?"*

“Got wl
“The Ine hundred dollar ).ull 2
I’u]d), the t him i
01 n Tha tmmp was_ev
necustmnul to the use of potent liqua
he did not appear intoxicated at the present
momrnt But if he was not wildly intoxi-
d there was ‘:&o -ccounnng for'the way

he mhu‘ y, at
“Waa # acked Mz, Robioson,
approsdiin at ook, who stood gl

R
o Vherd's whatt” Towlod tho_amazsd
“The bill 1”
Baldy gu~ped

hern

Robinson!” he said.
o

“Seo that gato over tha
Eh—yos said Mr, Robinson, looking
round. “What about it?”

it an the other ide of ft—sharp!”
“Bat nt—

“I don' k know what you said
Baldy, “but T know what you're gomg ta

git if you don't hop it lively ! Sce?

“hem dollars—"

“I ain't any dollars for a goldamed

hobo

“Five hundred —

On can s oared Baldy, exasperated.
RO S TR R
travel, look out for troublo!”

And Baldy went hack into tho cookhouso
to pick up @ frying-pan

The tramp peered in at the doorway
after hi

“T say—it’s mine, Mr. Bubbin!” he snid
oy prippod th o

aldy grippod tho frying-pun.

“Gotng 1 f dema

“Look hyer, that ﬁvu " hundred
bill's mine l“ exclaim Mr. Rob;
angrily. n't 1 koop on lclluw you

I droppcd it in Main _Street, I\lclun"

o? If yow've changed your mind sinco
\nu lor out about it, that’s your funeral!
T'm arter the stufl.  You jest band it over.
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Haud over what?” shricked Batdy.

ot My dollars I”
“You durned hobo, do you figure it out

that 1l've got any dollars of yourn?”
n]\\lml the cook.
'(.om'so you have, like you've ad-
ook hyer, 111 stand you a
1. md-cd uut of the bill.

4 What bill " solled Baldy,
y bask billy what youfound
il

ot any banl

“Look hyer, that won’t wash now. arter
yow've admitted it.  You ain’t going to
rob me1” mlmmca Mr. Robiuson indig-
nantly. * name’s wrote on the bill,
like you s.'mi’, and T'm arter it1”

“Rob you?” said Baldy. “Ob, holy
smoke! T'll give you rob. you, you un-

viashed hobo I”
And the wrathful Baldy charged at_the

tramp with the frying-pan brandished in

bis fat hand. Mr. Robinson dodged out

of the doorway with marvellous celerity.
4 byer—

ok
Bang
Thorc was a terrific yell from Mr. Robin-

son as the frying-pan caught him on the
side of the hea
ow I” gasped Baldy. “Ow! Wow”

he hobo at that point probably re-
linquished. any hopo of annexing tho five
hundred dollar bill. Bat ho had tramped
many a long mile that day in tho hope
of annexing it, and he was’ naturally dis-

appointed and angry. He turned on
y Bubbin, and hit out with o bony sct
of knuc Baldy caught those bony

knuckles with his fat little nose, and sat
down in a breathless heap.

The nmnp seized the frying-pan as he
drom‘cxl it.

ack | Whack! Clang! Clang!
“om Ow-wow! Yooop! Help!”
ed Baldy.

“Thav's for you!” gasped Mr, Robinson.
“Robbing a man whose bank bills yow've
picked up! ~Tako that, and thaf, and

Bang! Whack!

“Yooop! Help! Yaroooooh! Help
Murder |” roared y, as he sqmrmcd
frantically to dodgo the whacks from the
fryingepun, heftily wielded by the  indig-
nant Mr. Robinson.

Jlmmy Silver came running breathlessly
from the ranch-house,

Bang !

CHUMS OF THE RANCH!

CHAPTER 27.
Another Mr. Robinson!

“ ELP I
H Bang! Whack!
Jimmy Silver came up pant-

ing, nding-whip in_hand. He
did not stoy, o ask questions; he sturted on
the tramp with the riding- “mp Mr.
Robinson roared in his turn, and fl

Baldy sat up and yelled.

“0 Arter him!
suy! ! Ow, ow, ow!
Jimmy Silver followed Mr. Robinson up.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome
sreeding on the scene, and Pike Dotter
ran across from the cunnl and Pcte Peters
cabin. 5 bmsan realised
it was time to_go, and he went—
hurriedly.  Jimmy Silver, close behind,
laid the udmg whip round his legs as he
went, and M %mson cmitted a wild

howl at evcry bmm

He reached the gate on the trail, but he

ad no time to open it or climb over it.
He took it at o flying leap, and landed
on the other side on his hands and knees,
roarin

Smash the

g.
n he picked himself up and ran, and
mmshcd down the trail in a cloud of dust.
immy Silver walked back rather breath-
lessly to the cookhouse. Lovell Lud helped
Baldy up, and the fat cook stood leaning
against the wall, crimson and panting.
“Well, what was the trouble, Baldy?”
asked Jimmy Silver.
“That pesky guy was mad, T reckon !
ped Baldy. “Made out that I'd got a
e hundred dollar bill belonging to

him

“\thH” yeIIed Jimm;

e s jest what he smd and he didn’t
seem drunk »uhexl" gmpcd Baldy, “Mad
as n h..tter. l guess

hat
ain’t a larfing matter 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“After a five hundred dollar bill, Ly r'

rored Poto Peters. *Ha, ha
0, ht
Y Otaoand chop chips, the lot of you!”

snarled Baldy, and he ‘stamped back into
the cookhouse.

here was o roar of laughter outside.
The advertiscment in the “Kicking Mulo
Tlmcs was cvidently beginning to pro-
duce its effect.  Mr. Robinson was tho
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first claimant | That there would be more
claimants, and that they ‘would all givo
the namo of Robinson, was pretty certain—

as the advertisement stated that ’J Robin-
son " was written on the back of the
mythical fivo hundred dollar bill.  But

Baldy was not aware of that as yet, and
ho was hoth puzsiod and annoyed by the
roars of laughter outside the cookhouse,

As the afternoon waned ' the cowboys
came in from the dp!:nns. and among the
horsemen  who came a thin,
lantern-jawed mnn with a little goatee
board and a knife-blade nose, who was a
stranger at Windy River. Ho was mounted

on a bony horse, and did not look as if he
were in a prosperous way of business. He
drew rein before the ranch buildings, and

Jooked round with keen and shifty eyes,
“ ucss his byer s Windy River P ho
call

“You  guices right, stranger!” callod
back sm““ Dxc{m i o 3

cookhouse ?

"H-, ha, hn !" roared tbe Skitter.

The lanternjawed man stared at him.
i surprised by tho Skitter’s in-
voluntary outbreak of merriment.

Whai's the joke?” he demanded.

“You are, stranger, if your
Robinson,” answered Skitter Dick.
“Y guess that is my name—J. Robinson,

Noo Ya rk,” nmwcrod the bony gentle-
man. " l?ﬁ round hyer
answering to um nlm o(

Bubbin.”
“Sure! There's k}mupe. and
there’s Baldy Bubbm, ®said the Skitter,

and he pointed.

“Thanks !”

Mr. Robinson the Second rode on to
the cookhouse and dlamounted. g o rapped
the door with a bony set

“Nope! It ain't ready yet 2 e out
Baldy, without looking round. “Supper in

alf an our, and on't you worry a
galoot !

“T pucss T ain't arter any ol
said the second Mr. Robinson.
the five hundred dollars1”

Baldy epun round from the cooking-

w0 Whnt s that?”

“You Baldy Bubbin? You're the
man what fourd my_five hundred dollar
lull in Main Stre Kicking Mule?”

T guess I ain't
““My name's wroto on the back, I guess!

inson. Look hr‘r. are vnu Baldy
l.!uhhm or nm 't you Baldy Bubbin?”

““Oh, git!” said Baldy nnpnheu!.]y, and
he turned to his stove again. A pot was
boiling o

Mr. Ilohmsun kindly waited till Baldy
had attended to the pot. Then he re-
sugxfd

L s I'm ready to pay for tho ad-
vermpmene

. And Ialell you what, Mr.
ubbin; I'm twent
olxest oot SR eborel i N
that bill! Now cough it up 1"

'If this hyer's a joke,
said Baldy. ~ “You git

ouse
& Where’s the bank bill "
“There ain’t any bank billl" shricked
in great exasperation.
’ Robinson shook his head.

don’t see it,”
out of my cook-

“I6g & bit too late for you to ¢
ame,” he said. “I'm waiting for tlmb iull
to be handed over. Now, then—sharp 1”
“Git!” howled
“Are > Jou going to pony up five hundred
dollars?
“No, I ain’t!”

“T guess I'll mako you 1"

“Gol-darn my boots!” gasped Baldy.
«T o alleva eveshody fa . iho. Windy
River Valley's gone mad this arternoon !
you ‘uns! Come and boot this man

out !

e Petsta! put [l ot Tuooiniila
doorway.

“Tims for you to travel, Robincon I” o

s
“l m arter—"
“I know whnt you Te nrlcr.
hmsl Gn on
ucss 1 nmz going without my fivo
hundrtd dollar;
a, ha, hn X" came in a roar from the

cm\'punchu
“Shov chouted  Baldy.

Hord's your

out 1"
“The nmnl mad I”
o's Igt‘sl(y thicf, at least ! lmd Peto
ov; then,” Robins t's you

Come agin to-morrorw, but

“You are!
we ain’t lumng you delay old l’ﬂd’

jest

before supper !” cxplained the foreman of

Windy Rivr. “Now, then, travel I’
“Not without the dust1”

Peto Pters stepped in. r. Robinson
groped in a_hip-pocket and {)r" ced a
revolver. There was a how! rror
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from Baldy, and he dodged behind the
stove,

Pote Peters’ quirt twirled in the air,
amLmrr the revolver out of Mr. Robin-
“hand. Then tho burly foreman
ped the claimant by the back of his
neek and the seat of his trousers, and ran
m out of the cookhouse. Yelling wildly,
Rohinson was heaped on the ground
beside his bony horse.

“Now you can git, or you can stay
Hmcl" d Pete. “But all the time you
T'm going to boot you !”

\\ hﬁoocoop i roared Mr. Rebinson,

And he started.

In record time Mr. Robinson, of “Noo
Yark,” was on his horse and riding wildly
down’ the trail from Windy Rl\el icnmng
at mmm speed for parts unknov
that night the Wmdy River

¢ of uproarious merri-

outfit w

o
ment that amazed and puzzled Baldy, the
ook

\thrrv (hc joke came in was a mys-
And he was to be sfill

to
persons_in that part of A]bcrm bore the
name of J. Robinson.

CHAPTER 28.
Raining Rokinsons!
IMI\IY SILVER & Co. turned out
qui dy  tho fouomu« morning.
’lhcy \mc keen to see the further
outcome of Skitter DAL]\’s little joko
on Baldy, the cook, and they wondered
whether any more s angors would_drop
in to _answer to the Robinson,
and claim the five lmndud dcllxu Dbill that
Baldy had not found in Main Street at
Kicking Mule.
Jimmy Silver
on the trail.

olled down to the gate
1 two minutes three
horsemen rode up, giving onc another sus-
picious looks. All three inquired for Mr.
Bubluu, and Jimmy blandly directed them

3 A fow minutes later
1 s arrived on foot, and
they were followod by another horseman,
and then by & man in a buggy. Then
okt rior e\ hossomany rodo: upih Ly eeglone
was cheerfully directed to the cookhouse,
end Jimmy, looking from fhe gateway,
could see the trail towards Kicking Mule
dotted with approaching heads.

THE RANCH!

“Oh, my hat!” gaspea Jimmy. “This
is richer than I expected. We shall be
swamped with Robinsons at this rate I”

Ta, ha, ha!”

The cowpunchers_ were standing about
the cookhouze, roaring with laughter. The
cookhouso was. surrounded by the new-
comers, who banged on the door and
ratiled the_window and shouted to Baldy

ubbin.  Baldy, in amazement and rago
and torror, had_slammed the cookhouse
door_and bolted it, All the callers looked
rough follows, and there were alrcady a
dozen on the sccne—and more coming.

And overy one of them was_shouting to
Baldy that his namo was Robinson—J.
Robinson—and that he had called for the
five hundred dollar note.

“Go away !” yelled Baldy from the cook-
house. “Go away! Gi amoose the
anch ! Absquatulate ! T aint gop any
five hundred dollar note!  Go - away'f
Boys, turn ‘em off the Sl e

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Let me in, Baldy Bubbinl I'm J.
Rohinson—'

“You ain’t! I'm Robinson-—"

“Il’s wy five hundred dollar note, you

& guess Tll have this door down if you
don t let a galoot in
Ia, ha, ha! Go it!" roared Lovell.
“It's raining ltob\nmns to-day !”
a, ha, ha

Crash ! Cmshl Crash |
of the excited claimants
rocks at the cookhouse
was a yell of terror fmm

““Drive ’em of dcar'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hyer, that won't do1” exclaimed Peto
Peters, wiping his cyes. “They ain't go-
ing to’ damago the cookhousc | ML
q\urlts to "em, hoys, and clear the place !”

Three or four
were heaving
door. ~ There

Frelp 1"

ba, ha !*
Tho joke on Baldy had _rcached _its
climax, and was looking like develop-

ing into a riot. But the cowpunchers

waded in now, and with yells of protest

and loud threats the cluimants were driven

oﬂ' They dn}mncd nn\n]]lnu!v but there
as no arguing 3

wmldcd by sinewy ha Nearly every
rogue_in Kicking Mum ha] ned up by
this time to lay claim to 1‘1c mythical

fivo_hundred dollar bill—and more were
coming up the trail. The yelling erowd,
driven off by the cowpunchers, sured out
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of the gate nnd rgct the nowcomors on

their way. n
and locked i eters closed tho galo
"Enough‘. - o]
the foreman of "alzz:n pflnnr
e Exloat givo the

come
n(r:lm:: of Robinson, hnnd nut“u quirt in-
o
-'uu, hl. bat”

50 at hn the wicked ceased from

"wblmﬁ Baldy, the cook, was at
rost.
A R T P

Baldy uu !ong puzzled by the stran,
‘occurrences )ut day when it had
most r:unul obinsons” at Wind;
Later on he nw a

OWN LIBRARY

CHAPTER 29.
Tha Boy from Texas,
T'S been jolly!" remarked Arthur

E xlwlrd Lov
1" agreed Jimmy

1.
! No end jolly!
“nlppm ' said Raby.
“Top-hole!” declared Neweome, -
Tho Fistical Four of Rookwood did not
always agree upoa -ll points, but they were
quite ummmom now.
% the same,” on Lovell, “I
-}mll bo glad to oo o!d Roolmood again!
“Yos, rather!

out_over the wido prairic.

Mule Times,” and 1 ada was coming to an end
The wrath of Baldy was great, and he | 20W, o] tlwu:h they looked foiward to
threatened lou ipo_up the r seoing Rookwood Sehool again and all the
i B D Pilh Pottarca | fellows there, they woro sorry to bid farc.
throat which, however, Baldy did not carry | well to the that had grown familiar
out, hr reasons. to

week Baldy rode over to er by the corral Skitter Dick was rub-

llomnm
K nhng Mulo himself to place his adver-
tisement in the pa After that ho was

ment for a fivo hundred dollar bill. Not a
single person answered the xdrenm-mme
offoring tho scrvices.of the Windy River
‘cook.

In the days that followed Baldy's airs
and gracos gradually left him, and he
iwas a subdued dy.
¢ “Hallo! You still here, Baldy!” Jimmy
Bilver askod, looking into the cookhouse
ono mmn ng.

R Yel
368 :nmg on, aficr all?”
" Baldy coughed.

g Ligen I've though it over,” ho said.
T ainrt oing to deiort Fudzon Smedley.
wmrgra ho find a cook liko me?1”
#This nough for me,”
By ¥

a good-natured

aloot, 1 i
"But Mr. Bmcdlp)—
“He soems to hnvn fnrgnt that I gave

mm notico to quit,” said Baldy, “and—
d—and—you necdxn remind lmn young

Bnlrer.

huckled  and

Ji Bilve
)-rumlnd at l« Wmllﬂn‘. Y

blnl dovm 2 horse. Pete Peters, the fore-
man of the rnnuh. wu mdinw in the door-
way of his cabil ‘glpo Bald; y.
the cook, was 'uhln‘ up in
with a musical clink of pots a d
the autumn sun shining on hu bald hud
In tho distance eattlo ﬁmmd on the plains.
Far off, the Windy River wound liko a
streak of silver.

“Wo'll como over again some day

i
re-

Mr. Smedley st fedup with us,”
marked
o bt said Lovell.

#Only & wock more,” said Jimmy Silver,
“and then we got on the cars at Calgary
and say good-byo to Alberta. We'll havo
some yarms 10 tpin in the studies at Rook-
wood,

Huuhrm Smcdlar stepped Out on to the
voranda.  Tho 'big Canadian  rancher
nodded {o tho Rookwooders,

*“ You youngsters care to rldn to Kicking
Mule this morning?” he asked

ot \r;rw‘x ere you like,

“! think I told
visitor nt the lnuch.

“Mr. {from '] )

Mule now, and w:ll be coming over to- d.-u
1 should ride over to meet him, but I guess

've got rather important business at the

» said Jimmy, with

you 1 was expecting n
seid Hudson Sty
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anset Ranch. If you young fellows care lo

““Yes, rather!”

“Likely cnough youw'll meet him on the
trail if ho started carly. If not, yow'll in-
quire for him at the Post Hotel at Kicking
Mule. He's a stranger in this part cf
Canada, and a guide may be useful to
him. I guess you know your way about the
prairie by this time, and won’t lose your-
selves or Mr. Lick.”

“No fear!” said Lovell.

“He will drive over from Kicking Mule,
0 yowd better hail any buggy you pass
on tho trail.”

“Right-hol”

Jimmy Silver & Co. descended the stops
of the veranda and walked over to the
corral. y

It was a bright aubumn morning—
but fine—and the chums of Rookwood
propared to enjoy a gallop over the prairie
trails. They led out their horses and sed-
dled up. Then they mounted and rode out
on the prairie trail.

It was many a long mile from Windy
River to Kicking Mule, and Jimmy Silver
& Co. rode at a gallop. They were rather
us to see Mr. Lick, of Texas.

Lincoln Polk Lick was said to he
illionaire. Ho had started life as a
[ y on a Texas ranch, and now he was
the owner of tens of thousands of acres in
that State, with ranching _interests in
Wyoming, California, and Canada. His
visit to Windy River probably meant that
he was extending his interests to Alberta,
and his arrival had caused some excite-
iment among tho innumerable dealers in
“real cstate” in that growing province.
A millionaire with moncy to burn was a
great prize to the enterprising gentlemon
who lived by selling “town lots to tender-

M.,

“Hallo! There’s a giddy stranger on
the trail!” remarked Lovell, when the
chums of Rookwood had passed the ford
ot Coyote Creck, some ffteen miles from
the Windy River Ranch.

“I¢’s not Lincoln P. Lick!” said Jimmy
Silver, with a smile.

Evidently it was not.

A boy of ebout Jimmy’s own age wasq
sitting his horse 2t a short distance from
the ereck, looking about him with 2 very

THE RANCH!

keen pair of eyes under the shade of a
Stetson hat.

t this point several trails, marked by
the hoofs of horses and cattle, branched off
—one to Kicking Mule, another to Mos-
quito, another to Windy River.

Signposts_were quite unknown on the
Alberta trail, and the young stranger was
apparently at a loss.

The four juniors rode on towards him,
and he observed them keenly as they rode
up. They observed him, also.

e was a sturdy fellow, with a bronzed
faco and bony cheeks. His nose was sharp
and prominent, his eyes remarkably keen.
He would not have been called handsomo
even by @ fond parent, but he certainly
looked like a follow who could take care
of himself.

“Say, you guys!”

The young.stranger called out to ths
Rookwood juniors as they came up, with
a slight nasal twang in his specch, Jimmy
Silver decided at once that he did not
belong to Canada. '

“Hallo!” replied Jimmy.

“You 'uns belong hereabouts?”

“More or less,” amswered Jimmy.
“Tost your way?”

“T guess I ain’t lost it,” replied the
other cautiously. “Texas Lick ain’t the
galoot to lose his way on tho prairie.”

“Texas Lick !” repeated Jimmy.

“I guess that’s my name.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“What’s the matter with it?” demanded

Lick warmly.

“Oh, nothing!” said Jimmy Silver
blandly. “I thought Texas was the namo
of a State—"

“Yep. T guess T was raised in that State,
and named niter it,’ oung Lick.

T guess it lays over

anything on_this side
of the border. You 'un

s ever heard cf
said Lovell. “Wo've
come from there.”

“Oh, that's real good! Then you can tell
me which of these pesky trails leads to
Windy River. I guess I hired this gee at
Kicking Mule, and started out to get in
ahead of tho popper. IT've been a good
| hour here, waiting for some galoot to show
up, and I reckon the popper will soon boe

along. Tt will be one on me if I don’t met
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in rst, after leaving him hanging up at
hxckmu Mulol” i
Ts Mr. Lincoln P. Lick sour father?”
asked Jmuny.
“Su

Mr Smedley sent us to meet him on the
trail and guide Lim,” said Jimmy.

“I guess you won't have far to He
was sclu-d ded to start an hour nﬂcr I
lit out.” Master Texas Lick turned in his
saddle and stared back along the trail.
“Thunder! I reckon that's the poj
the buggy, and ho's commg along Kell»for—
leather, and no mistake!”

b Tho juniors followed Lick’s glnnco along

b that

i
coming towards them at a rattling q)::d.
man in a Stetion hat, with a bro:
beard, held ths reins, and it could be men
that ‘w was tugging at them. From tho
distance the thudding ol furious hoofs
reached the ears of the juniors.

“'ﬂlnt horse is nmmng away!” said
Arthur Edward Lovell. *“By gum, thero
will be trouble if lm isn't atoppcd before
e reaches the creek.”

Temc Lick’s face sct hard.

o buggy was bumping over the rough
pm ic trail, threatening to upset at every
strido of tho excited horse. And it was
clear that tho horso was quite out of con-
trol. Ono of the reins, as the juniors could
s now, was broken. It had snapped under
the strain. The horse tore on madly to-
wards the croek, the buggy rocking behind

him.
i Jimmy Siher jetked his lasso free from
his snc

“(‘lcar off the trail, you fellov
exclaimed.  “I'm g(: ng to rope him in.
It’s tho only cl"‘ru‘

Texas Lick pushed his towards
Jnnmv.

0 mo that that rope.”

“Keep back!” snapped Jimmy.

“Give me that rope, I tell you!” roared
Lick “I guess I can handlo a'rope better'n
you. I was raised in Texas.”

Jimmy Silver did not heed.

Ho rode to moct tho (mcommyi buggy,
tho lasso in his hand. Jimmy Silver had
acquired great skill in the use of the lasso
during bis stay at the Windy River Ranch.
He held the coiled rope ready for a cast,
his cyes on the oncoming horse. The run-

borso
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away was tearing on straight for the creck.
“You hear mo yaup?” shouted Lick.

ook ]\mv, young fellow—"" began
Lovell warmly.

Texas Lick did rot heed Lovell Ho
gave horzo a touch of the spur, aud
rode at Jimmy Silver.

Before Jimmy could guess his intention,
Texas Lick was glose besido 1 and had
grasped the coiled lasso.

_m x; panted Jimmy. &

sky guy, give me the rope!
a1 oy

With his froo hand the Texan

struck

Jimmy Silver on the chest, so suddenly and
forcil l!m tho Rook \nod junior recled
out saddle.

To let go the rope a3 ho foll, and Tesas
Lick rodo on with the lasso in his_hand,
leaving Jimmy Silver sprawling in tho
grass.

CHAPTER 30.

A Cioso Calt.

IMMY SILVER sat up dazedly.
Lick was riding away up tho traiy

with the speed of the de-
signing to meect the ruaa
face. Jimmy sa: and stared b

ay face to
after

im.
“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Lovell
All four of tho Rookwood juniors watehed

ck.

Only a couple of dozen,yards in front of
the tearing horsc and vchicle, Lick !
aside from tho trail, and drogeed in
horse, his right arm shooting up, the esiled
ropo in his hand.

An instant more, and the runaway horsn
“u te;rm» past him, and in that instant

o lasso flew.

'l'hu loop desconded tpon the rumaway

lmrlca tossing head, and slid over the

The Rookwooders, as thoy saw the success
of the cast, lonke to seo the runaway

dragged to a

Lick, lotting t.he rope rum, rede with the
runaway, keeping pace, and putting
gradual pull on the lasso.

The man in tho buggy hardly looked at
im; ho was holding on to the seat now
to keep himself from being tossed boc'
out of the rocking vehicle.
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Closer to the ereek, and to me staring
Rookwooders, the runaway s

Jimmy Silver sorambled to }us “fect.

In his anxicty for the fate of the man in
the buggy, he-forgot to be angry at his un-
ccrcmonimls_ hand]ing by Texas Lick.

He stood holding his horse and staring
on breathlessly.

Rookwooders wondered, for
minute, why Lick did not haul in the lnsso,
but they - quickly - divined his rcason. A
sudden stopping of the oareering lhorse
would have wrecked the buggy, going over
the rough trail at such a torrific spee

Lick. riding .after the runaway, wa
gradually putting o harder and harder pu]l

stretched rope, and the horse
ished its mad paco under the gather-
ing strain,

But the muddy slope down to the creck
was terribly close immy Silver &
Co., helpless to interfere, looked on with
beating hearts.

Lick’s face was set and hard, and quite
cool. Almeost on the very edge of tho creel
he gave the taut rope a sharp jerk, and
dragzed the runaway round.

The bugzy whirled round after it on the
trail, but the speed was so reduced by this
time that it turncd in safe

Then Lick, gathering in the rope, rode up
to the runaway’s head. and sccured him.

The buggy came to a halt.

Lick looked round.

“T guess you ’uns can hold this animal!”
he called out.

Arthur Edward Lovell took charge of
tho horse’s at once. The runaway
was subdued now, standing trembling, with
(he sweat pouring down its limbs.

Texas looked at tre bm\vn bearded man
in the bngg\x and grinned.
Clos for }ou

&

2 “popper,” he suid.

el Tt
o gol- Hoeidisons ke, 1 guess, after
this hyer gol-darned critter was skeered and
tac fo m hecls. 1 guess I was going to
lambaste you, Texas, for vemoosing with-
out e b Borae

¢Oh, can it, popper!” said L

“YWaal, T won't lambaste you now, any-

o I said Mr. Lick.
s vou wouldn'f, anyway,” said
young' Lick " sndopandently. ¥ Daa’t you

give me 2 ', popper.”
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Mr, Lick did not appear to be offended
}:v thx; reply from' his hopeful son. He
aughed.

¢+ That hoss safe now?” he asked.

“I guess so.

Then you get the roins fixed, Texas.”

“Tll sure fix them.

Texas Lick pmceedcd to examine the
broken reins and splice them. Mr. Lick
turned his attention to the Rookwood
juniors,

Mr. Lick was a rather bulky gentleman,
with @ bronzed, bearded face. a8
dreossed in *atore wlothes, cnly his Stefson
hat being zeminiscent of the one-time cow-
boy. He had very keen eyes, liko his hope-
ful son. Jimmy Silyer raised his hat as
he met the glances of the Texas raucher.

Mr. Smedley sent us to mect you, Mr.
Lxcn,” he said. “We ro going to guide
you to Windy Riv

iy e e found the way, but I'ma
rooll Slad to sna. you: Eaids hEe: Lick
cordially. “You belong to the ranch?”

“No; we're visitors from England;
were going home next week,” said Jimm

“Going back to school,” added Lovell.

“School I repeated Mr. Lick, seeming ta
regard the Rookwooders with o new
mce.est “You're schoolboys?”

T eckoned you was tenderfeet,” as-
sented Mr. Lick, with a no

“We're ot exactly !endcrfeet
Arthur Edward Lovell sf “We k
our way about in Conadas

“Nao offence,” said Lincoln P. Lic
could sce you was from the Oid Co\mhy,
that’s all. " How long’s that goin’ to take

you, Texas?”

“jest finished 1"

“Then le’s get a hustle on.”

Mr. Lick gathered up his mended reins.
Texas_Lick took the howse’s head, and
guided him_across the ford to the creck
with the Rookwooders riding alongside.
From the ford tho trail lay fairly well-
masked to Windy River

“Straight on, sir” said Jimmy Silver.
“If you trust the horse—

“I"guess T can handle him now!”

And the Texas millionajre drove on.

Ten minutes before, Mr. Lincoln P. Lick
been in immincnt danger of a broken
PR R e R e

said
now
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narrow escape.  But tho_incident had
already passed from his mind. He drove
on at a good rate towards the distant ranch,
the buzgy bumping on tho rough trail, and
the Rookwooders and Texas Lick rode
behind.

CHAPTER 31.
Bumptlous.
IMMY SILVER looked rather grimly
at_Texas Lick.

Thero was no_doubt_that the young
Toxan had handled Jimmy's lnsso ex-
tremaly well, and saved his father from
serious_injury, perlu:m from death. But
that did nof alter fact that he had
grabbed the ropo from Jimmy, ing
the Rookwooder out of his saddle for tho
purposo. Jimmy expocted the American to
offer some apology, or at least to express
a hope that he hadn’t hurt him. But
Texas Lick seemed to attach no importance
whatever to the occurrence. eed, he

seemod to have forgotten it.

Jimmy, who had several bruises from
the_fall, naturally did not forget it eo
easily. Ho did not want to quarrel with
Master Lick; but he did want to impress
on that breezy youth’s mind the fact that
Rookwood fellows could not be handled so
cavalierly. Ho rodo by the sido of Master
Lick and spoke to him,

“You pushed mo off my horse, Lick,” he
sa'}d

k nodded.
ure!” he assented.
“You might say you were sorry
suggested Jimmy.
“I might!” assented Lick.
wouldn't be true. I ain’t sorryl
R

LBut it

“1 gaess T told you to givo me the rope.
I had to have it.”

“T¢ didn’t occur (o you that T could have
handled it as well as you did?” asked
Jimmy sarcastically.

“Not much! You, a gol-darned tender-
foot from the Old Country,” said Texas
Lick derisively. *‘You make mo smile. I
guess I was born to the_lasso. «:;:

i n

An
ain't the first tenderfoot I'vo handled,
by a jugful!”

Ji

my Si

ilver looked at him.
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“It scems that you're goinz to be
guest at the ranch, and Mr. Smedlcy i3
my cousin,” he eaid. “I cau't very well
pick a row with you, Lick. But if it
wasn’t for that, I'd mop you off that horee,
and wipe up the ground with you.”

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Texas Lick.

“What aro you cackling at?” demanded
Jimmy Silver angrily.

“Ha, hal Why, you guy, you wouldn’t
last me two shakes of a coyote’s tail,” said
Texas “T've whopped galoots twico
your heft down in Texas. I guess thero
u:'z ;\ critter in Canada that I couldn’t
o)

“You choeky ass!” exclaimed Lovell.

=

Jimmy Silver breathed hard. But ho
reme: that Mr. Lick and his son
were of Hudson Smedley, and he
restrained his wr

“Come on, you fellows,” he said.

And the Tistical Four rodo on a littlo
faster to rolieve themselves of the com-
pany of Master Lick. Texas Lick rode
after them, chuckling.
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No more remarks were exchanged
between Lick _and the Rookwooders till
Windy River Ranch came in{sight. Texas
Lick glanced over the ranchhouse and the
corral. and tho buildings, with a keen,
appraising eye.

“This hym \dey River?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Newcome shortly.

“I guess you could put the whole she-
bang into the corral at Lick Rnnd\ in
Texas, and never notice it was there.”
“Rats!”

Hudson Smedley came out to meet Mr.
ck, as_the Texan descended from the
huggy Lick senior and junior went into

ranch-house  with ~ the Canadian
ancher

Jimmy Silver &
to, the corral.

Vhat do you think of that merchant,
Jxmmy"" asked Lovell.

L thmk ﬂl;\t a jolly ,good hiding would
do him a lot of good,” answered Jimmy
le\erl "and I think he’d get it if he
wasn’t a guest here.”

Gh never wanted to punch a chap’s head
so much,” said Lovell, with a frown. “I
suppose Mr. Smedley wouldnt hke a chap
to punch the cheeky cad’s

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Not likely! We'd better try to keep
clear of him.”

Buat_that did not prove to be so easy.

Co. walked their horses

The Rookwooders \\ent into the ranch-
house to dinner, and Mr. and NMaster Lick
were at the table. Lincoln P. was

discussing ranching with Hudzon Smedloy.
1t appeared that ho was_ visiting Alberta,
to get fi rm}nud information before invest-
ing his innumerablo dollars in that
pr ut afier a timo he switched off
ranching as a to the juniors
auestions about. their in_England.
Why that su intereste . Lick,
Jimmy Silver & Co. could not guess; but
evidently it did interost him.

He “amed to know all ab ookwood
numbers, its age, its history,
He was interested to learn
masm, Dr. Chisholm, was a
nity; he even ingpired into
s LT e
ie juniors by his thirst for
5e on a ‘subject that could scarcely
to interest a Texas rancher.

o
schonl
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But LincolncP. Lick cnlightened his

hearers at last.

“T guess that will suit Texxs’ hc said.
v Texas?” repeated Mr. Smed]

oMy boy Texas.”

“Oh!

“I guess I've planned for a Jong tima

to send him to a tip-top school in the Old
Country for a few years” explained Mr.

cl Now, I never had much school.
Readin’ and writin’, was about all I over
roped in. That ain’t stopped me from
becoming the biggest ranch-owner in Tesas,
and T guess it won’t stop me from becom-
ing the biggest ranch-owner in Canada if
1 set my mind on it. I reckon I genera Hy
get what I want, though I never knew
\\ord of Latin or Greek, and don’t c
know names of counties
England.” He grinned at Jimmy Silye
“All the same, my boy Texas is goin’ to
have the best. It's you for Rookwood
School, Texas.”

“Can it, popper!”

“Don’t you want to go?”-exclaimed Mr.
Lick, glaring across the table at his son,
Lick grmned derisively.

- fear! Old Country on my

plate. I was raised on a rnn nnd i
guess I ain’t gome on school very
well for these tenderfeet. Not good enough

for

I’outcness to Mr. Lick held the Rook-
wood juniors silent. But they longed to
tell Master Lick just what they lhmxght
of him, and of his fitness for Rookwood
School.

“I guess I mean it,” said Mr. Lxck
“I'm going to fix it up, Texas, and yow'rs
going o too the line

S a T

“And if you give me any more guff, T'll
borrow a_cowhide from Mr. Smedley and
larn you!” e‘C]lllm"d Mr,

“Can it!” answered his dunful son

“You boys would- like to show
Lick’s son round the ranch, 1 thmk b 1e-
marked Hudson Smedley, dinner bem"
over.

As_a_matter
Co. had no de
Lick’s son

of fact, Jimmy Silver &
re \vhntsver to show Mr.

the ranch. But they
, and le[r the ranch house
i Mr. Lick and
rancher deep in dx;nusmon, amid a

cloud of cigar-smoke.
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GHAPTER 32.

The Fight.
EXAS LICK walked round the ranch
with the air of a fellow to whom

I the whole place belonged. Ho ex-

pressed opinions freely on all he
saw, and most of his opinions were dis-
paraging.  Nothing ho scen in
Canada apparently was equal to what he
had seen in the United States, and he
held the opinion_that the Old Country was
undoubtedly an inferior edition of Canada.
His self-satisfaction was really remark-
able. was greatly amused by his
father’s “stunt,” as he called it, of send-
ing him to Rookwood, and he cheer!u]ly
informed - the ookwooders that he
wouldn't, be found dead at Rookwood.
No considerations_of mere politeness pre-
vented Master Lick from expressing his
opinions.  Arthur Edw:ud Lovell burst
out ‘at last.

“Look here, you young ass, if you thm“
that you could shove in at a school like
. Rookwood, it unly shows that you don’t
“know what you're mkmg nboul ou
wouldn’t be admltced

Lick looked ai

hy not ?” he asked quite cheerfully.

“You're not good enough.”

“And you’d jolly soon be put in your
place in a school like Rookwood,” ‘said
Raby. “You'd have the cheek taken out
of you pretty fast.”
guess the popper could buy up Rook-
lock, stouk and barrcl and never
miss_the money,” said Li

“Only Rookwood doesnh hnppen to be
for sale,” said Jimmy Silver. “There are
some things that even Sdiluia osit bey

“I reckon T'd to Rookwood if I
01 damed well chcsel" retorted Lick.

e ‘popper’s set on_it,” said Lick
thoughtfully. “I don’t take any nomsense
from the popper; but I don't mind letiing
him have his way sometimes. I guess
go_to Rookwood to please him.”

“Well, my hat!” said Lovell.

“If T don'’s like it, T shall jest olear,”
went on_Lick. “No harm in giving it a
trial. Can’t be much of a place if it
turns out green tenderfeet like you 'uns.”

“You cheeky assl” roared Lovell. “I
jolly well wish you weron' ' 3 guest ore.

punch your cheeky
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guess I shouldn’t let worry
said Lick cheerily. k here,
young Silver, you ain’t pleﬁzed with the
way I shoved you of’'n your hoss. Come
round the corral and be whopped. I won’t
hurt you much—just knock the stuffing out
of you!

Jimmy Silver breathed hard and deep.
It was a great temptation to knock somo
of the conceit out of this Western youth.

But he shook his head.

that
“Lo

“Better not,” he said. “Mr.
medley—"
“Oh, bother M. Smedley!

Is it a case
of cold feet?” asked Texas Lick. “I
guess that's about tho size of it.”

Lovell was red_with wrath.

“Look here, Jimmy, if you don’ lick

this chesky cad, T'm going fo!” ho bawled:
s been asking for it all the time.”
oy s Pm asking for all you can
give me,” grinned Texas Lick. *You'ro
mighty slow at coming on.”

“Tll come on fast_enough!” exclaimed
Lovell, and he made a stride towards
the bumptious you#h from Texas, Jimmy
Silver caught his arm and pulled him back.

“Hold on, Lovell—"

“Tm going to thrash him!” shouted
Lovell.

“Leave it to mo!” said Jim

SaIl, got ' “mbve o, thien 1% sxowlad
Lovell. “I’m not gomg to stand any more
of his cheek, I can tell you.”

T Sileer e oad
corral fonce, out of sight of the windows
of the ranch-house. He did not want Mr.
Smedley or his gucst to witnoes what was

Yo cut up to my room for tho boxing:
glavcs, Raby.” o said:
8

ha, ha!” roared Texas Lmk

You *afraid of getting hurt? Don’t
keop on telling you I wow't hurt yuu
mucl

Jimmy Silver crimsoned.

“Never mind the gloves, then,” he said
Ho threw off his jacket. “Ready? Will
ou have rounds?”

“Nopel T guess I want only one round
to, make shavings of you.
n come on.”

Texas Lick was not slow to come on.
With all his bumptiousness, he certainly
did not lack courage. e came on at
once, with bony fists thrashing out.
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Lovell & Co. stood looking on. Three
or four of the Windy River dowpunchers
strolled round the corral to look on, too.
They had heard the disparaging opinions
Toudly e(pres_.sd by Master Lick, and they
hoped to see him soundly “whopped ” by
Jiramy Silver,

It was p]ub\blﬂ that Master Lick had
seen a great deoal of scrapping at homs
in Texas, but it must have been in a
roughand-ready style, for cortainly he
displayed no great knowledge of the noble
arb of b He depended on_quickness,
sheer strength, and a grim endurance of
punishment.

In those qualities Jimmy Silver was at
Jeast his equal, and as a boxer the chief

Fistical Four of Rookwaod was
leagues ahead of the Tex
xas Lick’s attack was headlong and
hard to stop, and Jimmy Silver give a
good deal of ground at first. The Texan
erinned as he followed him up, pressing
Barder and harder.
there came a change

2 4

all of a

Jimmy Silver closed in—how, the Texan
did nof cven know—and his right came
home on Lick’s jaw, followed by his left
in Lick’s eye, and the youth from Texas
went to the grass with a/crash.

“Man down!” grinned Lovell.

“I guess that was mme sockdolager!”
ejaculated Skitter Dicl

Jimmy Silver stood “a little breathless,
and waited for his opponent to rise.

Lick sat up.

He put one hand to his jaw and_the
other to his eye. He sncmcd to be in a
state of great astomsh

aal, scarch me!” i emculated

Lovell gave the Texnn a hand up, help-
ing him to hx: feet. Lick stood unsteadily
on his *

“Had enowgh" smiled Lovell.

Arthur Edward was in quite a good
humour now.
“Nope!” gasped Lick. “I~T guess I'm
going on as long as I can stand. I'm sure
1ot going to be whopped by a son of John
Bull—not if this hyer critter knows it.

Come on, you galoot!”

Ho staggered towards Jimmy Silver
with his hands up. | Jimmystepped back.
hat’s enou; he sail ou’re nob
ot o go on, Lic
“I guess 1 am.”

THE RANCH!

“Better chuck it.
“T guess I'm going to wallop you some.”
ick came on breathlessly, and Jxmmy

Silyer had to put his hands up. Tvom that
point he played with his adversary, tapping
and rapping him here and there, while the
Rookwooders and the cowpunchers looke
on and grinned. Texas Lick went down
again at last, and sat in the grass gasping
for breath.

“That all right
a smile.
“Oh, gee-whiz!l” groaned Texas Lick.

Skister Dick picked him up and set him
on his feet. He leaned against the corral
fence, panting. Lovell helped Jimmy
Silver on with his jacket. It was evident
that the fight was over now, and equally
evident that its result was a matter of great
astonishment to Texas

Tor several minutes the Texan: leaned
on the corral fence, gasping. He detached
himself from the fence at last, with a
fechlo grin on his dumaged face.

“ fighting-man,  young
"I netm reckoned .you

asked Jimmy, with

Silyer,”
had it in you, re
BRI m Fimmy.

oo sportsman,” said  Jimmy
Silver, and he shook hands cheerfully
enough with the bumptious youth from

T o, sastaimly loskad aagiling fiat
bumptious now. :
“You've done me,” said Lick. “I guess
Tl give you another trial when we got to
Roglowood.”
When” murmured Lovell.

“Bm. I sure giro you bost now.” Lick
blinked round zaily. “T guess 1
D aat to bythe my face before!the Boppar

T reckon

sees me. Oh, gee-whizl T look
some guy!”
“This way,” said Jimmy.

And the heir of the ranch millionaire
was led away to repair damages.

CHAPTER 3.
Bound for Home.
LL Windy River turned out in great
A style to see the Rookwood juniors
off the follnwmg week.  Lincoln
P. Lick and his hopeful son had
departed after a couple of days’ stay, and
immy Silver did not expect ever to see
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cither of them again. In fact, during the
Jast few days at the ranch he forgot their
existence, only reminded occasionally of
it by a lump’ that Texas Lick’s bony fist
had left on his chin. The last deys at the
ranch were busy oncs. The chums of Rook-
wood rodo over all the old ground, said
innumerable good-byes to all sorts
people, and felt all the timo a queer
Iixture of regret and anticipation—regret
ab leaving the Canadian ranch, and the
heariy, friendly outfit, and anticipation of
seeing Rookwood School again and their
old friends there.

When the last day came the four_junior
mounted_their horses to ride to Kicking
Mule, Most of the baggage had already
been 'sent on by ‘the post-wagon. Hudson
Smedley was 'to accompany them in their
Sourney back across Eastern Ganada. Now
that ‘the round-up was over the rancher
was able to ges away for a week. But as
far as Coyate Creck, on the way to Kick-
ing Mulo, moarly tho wholo autfit rogg.

Baldy, ‘the cook, shook hands @hvith
Fimmy ilver—a rather greasy handshake,
‘Which Jimmy did not mind in tho least—
and Pete Peters gave him a grip that
nearly doubled him up. Then the crowd
of cowpunchers rode off with the departing
guests. At Coyote Creck the numerous
escort halted, and, amid the cracking of
stock-whips and xevolvers, and the shout-
ing of farewells, Jimmy Silver & Co. and
the rancher trotted on to Kicking Mule.

1t was at Red Deer that the horses were
loft, and the travellers boarded the cars,
which carried them down to Calgary.

In_that city a halt was made for a
couplo of days. Hudson Smedley had busi-
ness there, and Jimmy Silver & Co. were
glad to foam round the Canadian city
g sec o sighis
fhen they hoarded the East-bound cars
and the Canadian Pacific_ express roared
away with them by Saskatchewan and
HManitoba.

Tt was too late in the season for the
St. Lawrence route home, and Hudson
Sumedley conducted his protoges to New
York for the steamer. On the big liner
the Canadian rancher bade them farcwell,
promising to look them up when ho came
“home” the following year.

Once more tho Atlantic rolled under
Jimmy Silver & Co., and their faces were
Sef towards their native land.

€3

“Not long before we're at Rookwood
now,” Arthur Edward Lovell remarked, as
the chums walked on deck tho sccond day
out. “By the way, do you remember that
that cheeky kid, Lick, told us he was
coming to Rookwood? Like his cheek!”

Jimmy_Silver. laughed

“Not likely!” ho said. “We shall neyer
have the ploasure—or otherwise—of sceing
him again!”?

‘“Greab
“Look |

Walking the deck, only a dozen paces
away, was a sturdy, bony youth with a
sharp, bronzed face and keen eyes. Only
the Stetson hat remained of the garb they
had last seen Texas Lick wearing, but it
was Texas Lick. The chums of Rook-
wood_stared at hinm.

TLick came across to them, grinning.

“You 'uns hyer?” he said.

“And you?” said Jimmy Silver.

“Going hum to school "

“We'ro going home to school,” said
Lovell. “And what the thump are you
doing on a ship bound for England, Lick?”

“T'm going to school, tao!”
“Not Rookwood ?” yelled Newcome.

“Vep, littlo old Rookwood.”

“Gammon !”

“T guess it's all fixed,” said Texas Lick,
“The popper was set on it, and I reckened
T'd please him—all the more because you
guys said T couldn’t go if I liked.”

“Js your father on board?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

“The popper? Nope'! T guess the popper
is too busy to spare time for a voyage
acgoss the pond.”

‘Scott!” yelled Raby - suddenly.

ond. %
And yow'ro really to Rookiood
(Fchool 1" asked Raby. '
“Yep! T get a few days in London, and

dhen you'll see- me ab your old show.
Ha, ha, ha!” .

Texas, Lick walked away chuckling.

Tovell gave a grunt.

“So that wild and woolly hoodlum is
going to bo_landed on us at Rookwood,”
Bo "Sid,  “Well, if he comes into the
Tousth Form we'll jolly well teach him

manners !

“We will!” agreed his comrades.

And it remained to be scen how the
Texan boy would fare in a strange world,
amid people and customs wholly new to
im.

THE END.
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cos MAGAZINE CORNER,

isn’t tho big-gamo huntcr v.ho collnrs
all the excitement that's going in the

ET
world's most dangerous jungles; for

sheer hair-raising tlrills he has to take sccond
placo to the wild-animal photographer. For
ono thing, tho camereman, out after a really
worth-whilo snap of some ferocious beast,
hias to got a pood deal nearer his quart; than
tho hunter does before Lo can take his ‘“shot,”
and i no ualucky chance ko liappons
to hetray his presenco to his wary *sitter ”
then his hopes of gotting away with a wholo
skin, Iob nlone his precious photograph, aro
vory smal
Cornered by Elephants.
famous explover-photographer, Major
, who has stalled wild animals with his
ery corner of tho globe,
stood motionless as o statuto for age-long
minutes with a suspicious “killer ” of tho

mgle only a few 'yards away, and secured

e of the most amazing closo-ups ever taken.
His hairbreadth escapes from death or injury
read as_thrillingly as any fetion; the full

story of lis st
baok after L
Brobably the most norvoawracking of all
this intrepid ~_photograplier's _exporiences
cned while he wos taking shots of a herd
elephauts in Contral Africa. He had
beon busy with his,camora for hal an hour
bofore ono of tho fomales suddenly spotted
Lim and gavo tho signal to tho rost of tho

ing adventares would (il

2s, and slowly thoy began t
wjor Dugmoro in a steady,

a
Vard by yard, in a silenco that was uncanny,
tho gisnt broles advanied, mob twig
ckling under their feot. Comered, with
only o thousand o ono chance of Gscape,
the’ explerer was at his wits' end. Apart
from a fow trees and somo serubby bushes,
1o hord's grazing ground was absolutely
i» limbing _ono of the - troes was
peloss, for o full-grown tusker can uproot
o treo b o twinkling: 10 stort running would
nt @ switt but ghasily denth under

iint feet, ond his rifio was no

ts aren’t lacking in intelligones, oSt It didn’t.
o

W@
A Step Irom Death.

Thero was just ono faint hope, however,
and on this tho major staked everything,
Ho knew that, although possessing o sonse
of smoll that is keenness itself, elephants are
nearsightod ; and he managed to crawl under
a bush without being observed, _ The hord
camo on, trunks waving in the air to catch
his scent, until tho femalo who had first
given tho alarm was standing right beside
the bush that hid him,

Strotchod out on the sun-baked,
ground, not daring to move a mu

lorer’s lifo hung by tho proverbial thread.
Then the elephant took o step—backwards—
and \hjur Dugmoro breathed agein. No

was ever moro glad to seo the
is sitters than tho major after that

bt o man with a netve liko iron to
remain still in the face of terriblo danger, and
it is this extraordinary nlnhcy that time and
again has saved Major Dugmore's life.
Bafling the Bear.

Once, when photographing biz gamo i
tho Canadian, Rockics, he stoppod out of his
tonb to sce n grizzly boar and her two cubs
dovouring the butter that had been hidden,
with other supplics, in a frozen brook. Not
dreaming of danger, he dashed towerds the
marauders, wavin illow-caso and yellin
at the top of his voice, in tho hope that that
would drive them off.

With o growl tho grizzly Tose
her hind legs and shuffied monacingly
towards him, so swiftly that he had no
chance to turn and run, and cutting off his
retreat to the tent. The ono thing tho major
could do was to stand still, and somchow,
though his kneos folt as if they had turned
to water, ho managed it. This puzzled tho
bear and brought Ter to a halt—wondering
and uncertei She didn’t know what
maks of an animal {ln( neither attacked nor
retreated.  Tinally, after a lot of very un
ladyliko growling ) snarling, sho lnmbcxmi
back to her cubs and butter, That
sho broke o pen o tin of pears with her merm.

st so many foos.

ped her huge head back, and drank
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