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OUR MAQAZINE CORNER

TREASURE ISLANDS

RINIDAD, an uninhabited,
volcanic island in the South
Atlantic, was a favourite spot

for pirates and other sea-robbers, many
of whom concealed their ill-gotten
gains there. At least two treasures are
known to have been hidden on the
island by some adventurer of bygone
times.

A hoard of £10,000,000 in moidores
and pieces of eight is concealed in one
cache, while in another, waiting for
the finder, is £8,000,000 in gold and
silver bars, put there by the famous
buccaneer, Jose Santos, about 1825.

Many expeditions have been made
to this island, but no traces of trea-
sure have ever been found,

The Hermit's Hidden Hoard.

A strange story is told of the island
Tristan da Cunha—on the opposite
side of the South Atlantic—of fabulous
treasure being buried there..

In 1815 a band of English soldiers
were established as a garrison there,
and while on the island they dis-
covered an old hermit named Corrie.
He told them how he and two ship-
mates were marooned on Tristan da
Cunha, and how his comrades, with
the aid of a home-made boat, had set
out in an attempt to reach the main-
land, never returning. The soldiers,
however, were suspicious, and openly
accused Corrie of foul play, saying he
was an ex-pirate who had murdered
his friends for their share of the loof.

One night Corrie got up and started
to walk to one end of the Island.
Some of the soldiers dogged him, and
in the morning reported that they had
seen Corrie with vessels and jars filled
with glittering rubies and diamonds.
When questioned, he sullenly admitted
that he had a treasure cache, but no
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whipping could wring from him the
hiding-place of his hoard. Months
later he died, without telling anybody
his secret.

The Wall of Wealth,

Balambangbang Island, just off the
north coast of Borneo, was, until 1851,
the haunt of bloodthirsty Malay and
Chinese pirates.

There is said to have been hidden
treasure there ever since 1844, when
the old East India Company was forced
off its shores. A year before, this com-
pany received a warning from the
government of Manilla to clear off
Balambangbang or take the conse-
quences, and when they took no notice
of the command, a hoard of pirates,
in league with Manilla, raided the
island. For some hours a fierce battle
raged, and in the end the pirates wo
But before they were overcome, th
men of the company hid their vast
gains in a well. Apparently, in their
hurry to escape, they foolishly forgot
to mark the position of the well, and
the treasure was never found.

Pirate Treasure,

In the Mediterranean is the island
Alboran, said to hold £2,000,000 worth
of gold and jewels, looted from other
vessels in the Caribbean by the pirate
ship the Young Constitution, about the
year 1835.

Later, the same ship met with a |
British cruiser, and she was captured,
and every pirate swung at the yardarm
for his crimes, with the exception of a
cabin-boy named Robinson.

Years later Robinson disclosed where
the treasure lay, and a certain Colonel
Gage led a band of hunters to Alboran.
The -only thing the spades turned up
was a bronze key. There was no sign
of the treasure anywhere.

It is suggested that the sailors of
the cruiser gave Robinson such a
thrashing that he revealed the secret
position of the wealth, and that some

time or other it was quietly lifted, ne-
one being the wiser.
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When Dick Carr, fresh from England, first hit the Texas cow town
school, the Packsaddle Bunch figured he was the world’s prize boob.
But there was a surprise in store for the Wild West schoolboys.

0
CHAPTER 1.
The Packsaddle Bunch!

ANG!*
B Bill Sampson, schoolmaster of
Paeksaddle,-stood in the doorway

of the frame schoolhouse, on the bank
of the Rio Frio, and loosed off a long-
barrelled Colt. .

That was the signal for school.

There was no school-bell at Pack-
saddle thai - morning. Some enter-
prising guy bad cut the bell-rope and
carried off the bell. That bell had
been migsing for two or three days, and
Bill's gun had to serve its turn.

Bill, long-limbed and loose-jointed, in
leather crackers and a red shirt, did

not look much like a schoolmaster. He

looked more like a cowpuncher. And
he had been a puncher on the Kicking
Mule Ranch till about a year ago, when
the citizens of Packsaddle had decided
that there ought to be a school in that
growing section, and had roped in Bill
to run the same. Which he did to the
satisfaction of the parents, if not
wholly to that of their sons.

Under Bill's left arm was a quirt.
He never used a cane. He had found
a quirt O.K. with refraclory steers
when he rode with the Kicking Mule
bunch. He found it O.K., with the boys
of Packsaddle.

Bang!

Bill's big Colt roared' again, waking
every echo from the Rio Frio to Squaw

(All rights reserved, and reprodustion without permission strictly forbidden.)
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Mountain. Nearly every man in Pack-
saddle packed a gun, and Bill Sampson
packed the heaviest Colt in Texas,

There was a scamper of running feet.

Boys who were in the fenced play-
ground came. scampering up at the
signal shot. Other's arriving on
bronchos, spurred on in haste, and hur-
riedly turned their horses into the
corral and ran for the schoolhouse.

‘There were about thirty of them, and
their ages varied from twelve to fifteen
or sixteen, Most of them looked hefty
and husky, Packsaddle boys were a
rather tough bunch, ahd they needed a
tough schoolmaster to handle them.
They had one in Bill!

‘“Mosey in, you *unsl!” barked Bill

Bill herded them into the big timber
school-room as if they had been a
bunch of steers.

They took their places at the bare,
unpainted pinewood desks. Bill shoved
his revolver back into its holster, and
slipped the quirt from under his left
arm into hig right hand,

He stood surveying his class grimly.

He looked like trouble. The Pack-
saddle bunch could guess what was on
his mind. Bill was worrled about that
missing bell. He had something to say
before morning class started.

“You, Poindexter!” he rapped.

“Yep!” answered Slick Poindexter.

“Where’s that bell?”

“Search me!” answered Poindexter.

Bill grunted. :

“You, Kavanagh?” he
“Where's that pesky bell?”

Mick Kavanagh grinned.

“You can search me,
replied.

“T guess,” said Bill, “that it was one
of you two that cinched that pesky
bell. Ain’t you the gol-darnedest, all-
firedest pair of scallywags in this here
school? I'll tell a man! You ain’t let-
ting on?”

“Not so's you'd notice it!” answered
Slick,

Bill glared over the class.

“ Any other guy got anything to un-

snapped.

Bill!” he

-

cork about that pesky bell?” he de-
manded.

No reply.

Bill Sampson swished the quirt.

“Stand up!” he barked.

The boys stood up.

“Lean over them desks.”

Thirty boys leaned over their desks.
They knew what was coming now.
They did not like the prospect. But
they were not going to argue with Bill.

Bill Sampson walked behind his
class, quirt in hand. His face was
grim.

Whack!

“Ow!” roared Slick Poindexter. who
got the first lick.

Whack!

“Howly saints!” yelled Mlck, who
got the second.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Breeches in the Packsaddle section
were mostly of strong and tough
material. But they were a poor pro-
tection agalnst Bill’s quirt. Bill gave
the bunch only one lick each. But he
handed it out as once he had handed
it out to steers on Kicking Mule Ranch,
Every lick brought out a fearful yell.

Only one fellow raised objections.
That was Steve Carson, the biggest
fellow in Packsaddle School, the son of
Two-gun Carson, the “bad man” of
the section. He was sixteen, and
rumoured to pack a gun himself, which
no schoolboy at Packsaddle was
allowed to do.

Steve came last, and as Bill reached
him, he jumped away from his desk
and backed to the wall.

“Cut it out, Bill!” he snapped. “It's
not good enough for me.”

“Eh! What's that you're spilling?™
ejaculated Mr, Sampson.

“I guess I said cut it out!” retorted
Steve. “Keep it for the gecks who wm
stand for it.”

“Forget it, Steve!” said Slick Poin-
dexter. “Take your medicine the same
as the rest, and don't chew the ragl”,

“Qan it, you Slick!” snapped Carson.

“I'll tell the world!” gasped Mr.
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Sampson. He made a stride at the tall,
slim, cool-eyed fellow backing against
the wall.

Steve’s hand whipped to his hip.

The néxt moment Bill Sampson
jumped as he saw himself looking at
a revolver held in a steady hand,

“Drop it!” said Steve.

“Jumping Moses!” ejaculated Slick
Poindexter. The whole bunch stared
at Steve. Many a time had the gun-
man's son declared that he would pull
on Bill if Bill handled the quirt on
Rim. Now he was doing it.

Bill's rugged face was crimson. He
had had heaps of trouble with the
Packsaddle bunch in one way or
another, but this was the first time
that a gun had been pulled on him in
his own school-room.

“Put down that gat!” he roared.

“I'l say mnopel” retorted Steve.
“Put down that quirt, Bill Sampson,
or I'll sure lay you over with a bullet
in your laig, and—"

The qulrt sang in the air, and the
tip of the lash caught the revolver and
jerked it away from Steve's hand. It
clattered on the floor a dozen yards
_away. .
. Bteve gave a startled howl, The next
moment Bill's left hand was gripping
him, and he was forced over a desk.
Then the quirt rose and fell—not once
but many times,

“I guess,” said Bill, as he laid it on,
“that you won't havesa hunch to pull
a gun in this here school-room again,
young Steve. I'll tell a man!”

By the time Bill had finished there
was no more defiance left in the school-
boy gunman, Steve leaned on the desk
and groared and mumbled when the
quirt ceased to lick.

Bill tramped back fo his high desk,
facing his class.

“Now,” said Bill, “I got suthin’ more
to spill! There's a noo kid coming to
Packsaddle this afternoon. He's com-
ing along in the hack from Hard Tack.
He’s a Britisher! Now, I'm telling you
uns this! You ain’t going to let down

this here school afore a son ¢f John
Bull! You get me? This here kid has
.been to school in the Old Country, and
I guess he's going to see that the Old
Country’s got nothing on Packsaddle—
not a thing!
his popper that in Texas schools the
guys is called into class by the school-
master's gun! Nopel”

Bill paused.

Silence.

“That bell,” said Bill, “has got to be
perduced! If it ain't perduced by the
time young Dick Carr hits Packsaddle,
every guy in this bunch is going to
have the quirt, a dozen licks each, laid
on hard and heavy! Chew on that!”

Slick Poindexter and Mick Kavanagh
exchanged a glance. Bill spotted it,
and grinned. He calculated that the
school bell, whatever had become of i,
was going to be produced by the time
Dick Carr got to school.

CHAPTER 2.
Roped In!

ICK CARR was the only passen-
ger in the little ohe-horse hack
that made the trip by the trail

from Hard Tack to Packsaddle. He sat
beside the driver, looking about him
with keen, interested eyes at the green
grasslands, dotted with clumps of mes-
guite and post oaks, stretching from
the banks of the Rio Frio to the rugged
slopes of Squaw Mountain,

It was not six weeks since Dick had

.landed from the steamer at the port of

Galveston on the Gulf of Mexico. But
he had seen something of the towns in
the eastern part of the great State of
Texas. Now he was seeing the cow
country in the west. Far in the dis-
tance, a blur to the north-west, was the
vast tableland of the Staked Plain,
where in old days the Spanish con-
querors had marched, and the Redskin
raiders had ridden. It gave Dick quite
a thrill when the stage-driver pointed
it out with the butt of his whip, at the

He ain't going to write to’

#
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same tine ejecting a stream of tobacco
juice which Dick just dodged.

Much nearer at hand, clear in the
brilliant sunlight of Texas, a straggle
of shacks, shanties, frame-houses, and
corrugated-iron roofs told where the
cow town of Facksaddle lay. Outside
the town, on the bluffs by the river,
was a long, low woeden building.

“That's the school,” sald the driver.

“You. hittin’ Packsaddle School,
feller?”
“Im going to board there”

answered Dick. “My father's store
manager of Hard Tack, and there’s no
school there. And I—— Great pip!”

“Stick ’em up!”’ came a sudden
shout from the trail

Andy Buit, the driver of the hack,
pulled on his ribbons. Beside the trail,
at that point, was a stretch of un-
cleared chaparral. From the thickets
two riders on bronchos suddenly
emerged and halted directly in the
path of the hack,

Who they were, and what they were
like, would have got any man guess-
ing. Each of them wore a flour sack
over his head, inverted, the open end
tied round his waist. Eye-holes were
cut in the sacks, and slits for breath-
ing. Both riders held levelled revolvers.
And Andy, surprised as he was by a
hold-up so close to the town, was not
the man to argue with guns. He pulled
in his horse so sharply that the animal
nearly landed on its haunches. Up
went Andy’s hands over his Stetson
hat—one still holding the reins, the
other his whip.

Dick Carr stared blankly—too
startled and amazed to obey the order
to “stick 'em upl”

He had heard of rustlers and road-
agents in the cow country; but seeing
them was another matter,

“Say, you geck!” called out one of
the riders. *“You light dowyx, pronto!
That means you, you young jay!”

Dick just sat and stared.

“Say, you want to light down, big
boy,” said Andy Butt,

Dick nodded, and descended from his
seat into the trail. |

“Say, you in the flour-sacks!” called
out Andy. “Ill say you're missing
your guess. This guy is only a kid for
Bill Sampson's school at Packsaddle,
and I'll tell a man he’s got no dollars
in his rags.”

“Aw, can it, Andy! We don't want
his dollars! We sure want the duck
himself!” answered the one who had
spoken to Dick. “Stand back from that
hearse, you young guy! Andy, you
can beat it!"

“I swow!” ejaculated Andy. “Y¥You
ain’t kidnapping my passenger!”

“You've said it, Andy!”

The stage-driver stared hard at the
speaker, and, to Dick’s surprise, a sud-
den grin overspread his face. Dick
figured that Andy Butt had recognised
thn rustler's voice; but why that should
make him grin was beyond the English
boy’s understanding.

“Say, what's this here game—"
began Andy.

“Drive on, you geck, and don’t chew
the rag!” snapped the flour-sacked
rustler; and he flourished his revolver
at the stage driver.

And Andy, grinning, drove the hack
on towards Packsaddle, leaving Dick
Carr standing by the trail.

The two horsemen rode up to him.
One of them kept him covered with a
revolver. The other looped a lasso
over him, and drew it taut, fastening
his arms down to his sides.

“Step. lively!” he rapped.

“Look here——" began Dick.

“Step it, pronto!”

As the rustler set his horse into
motion, and the lariat pulled, Dick

Carr had no choice about stepping it. .

He tramped after the riders, and was
led into the depths of the chaparral,
out of sight of any man who might
have been riding the Packsaddle trail
that afternoon.

His heart was beating fast.

He was not afrald. Dick Carr had
plenty of pluck, and plenty of nerve,

e
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But he was deeply excited, and he was
uneasy., He had heard of the kidnap-
ping gangs of the Wild West. Appar-
ently he had fallen into the hands of
lawless kidnappers.

“Look here!” panted Dick, as they
halted in the shades of the chaparral.
“Youwre making some silly mistake!
I'm a schoolboy! I'm no use to you!”

“I guess you're no use to anybody,
bo!"” said the fellow with the revolver,
with a snigger under his flour-sack.

“You've said it, begob!” remarked
the other.

The speaker, Dick guessed, was Irish-
American. It struck him that both the
voices were boyish. He had heard that
Packsaddle was a tough country. No
doubt it was if fellows no older than
himself took to rustling and kidnap-
ping. They sald no more. They dis-
mounted in the chaparral, and one of
them drew a big red Mexican scarf
from under his flour-sack. He bound it
over Dick’s face, completely blindfold-
ing him. Only his mouth was left un-
covered.

He could not resist, with the lariat
gripping his arms to his sides, Neither
did he think of resisting under the
muzzle of a six-shooter. Dick had not
been long in Texas; but he had been
there long enough to learn that it was
unwise to argue with the man who
held the gun.

Leaving their horses they led the
prisoner through the cb‘aparral, taking
him by either arm.

Where he was led he had not the
faintest idea. He could see nothing—
hear nothing but the brushing of the
thickets.

When that sound ceased he guessed
that he was out on the open plain. But
where he was going was & blank to
him,

Once he was dragged headlong into
a bush, and the three of them crouched
there in silence, &8 gun pressing to
Dick’s neck as a warning to keep quiet,
He guessed that they were taking cover
to escape observation,

Then at last they moved ol again,

Suddenly there was another halt
He heard a clambering sound, and was
left alone for a minute or two.

Then there came a drag on the lariat,
and he felt himself rising. They had
climbed a high fence, and were drag-
ging him up after them against the
timber,

He could see nothing, but he knew
that they sat astride of the fence as
they lowered him on the inner side.
He heard them jump down after him.

One of them hurried away, leaving
him with the other. Then a voice
called in cautious tones:

“OR.!I"

He was led on again. He was now
in a building of some kind. Was it the
bandits’ lalr? Or where was he?

“Pronto!” whispered a voice.
“We're sure on time, but I guess there
ain’t ten minutes to go.”

“That'll see us through.”

Seeing nothing, Dick’s ears were keen
and alert. He knew that a rope was
tossed up to a beam overhead. One
end of it came slithering down. The
loop of the lasso was adjusted care-
fully under his arms. Then he felt a
drag on the rope, and he was pulled
clear of the floor.

He swung in the air.

Something was tiled to his feet, He
could not begin to guess what it was.
Then there was a subdued chuckle, and
a sound of retreating footsteps. The
kidnappers were gone.

Dick Carr’s brain was fairly in a
whirl, They had brought him into
some unknown building, and left him
swinging on the lasso from a heam
with something tied on his feet. For
some minutes he swung there, and then
he began to strugele, in the faint hope
of getting loose.

Clang, clang! came from below him.

He gasped with amazement. He
knew now what was tled on his feet.
It was a bell. It rang and clanged as
he struggled and swung.
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CHAPTER 3.
BHI Gets the Bell Bach!

LICK!
C Bill Sampson snorted.
He was wrathy.

It was the hour of afternoon classes
at Packsaddle School. The school bell
was still missing. Bill stood in the
porch, his Colt in his hand, to give his
signal-shot to the Packsaddle bunch.
But when he pulled the trigger there
was only a click instead of the usual
roar of the Colt.

“By.the great horned toad!” hooted
Bill. “Say, what guy’s been monkey-
ing with my gun?”

He glared at the gun. The cariridges
had been withdrawn. During dinner it
was Bill's custom to hang up his gun-
belt on a nail. Nobody had ever ven-
tured to monkey with it before,

Somebody had done so now, It did
not occur to Bill that a fellow had
wanted that revolver for a time, and
wanted it unloaded, and so had
borrowed it and extracted the cart-
ridges. Bill concluded that it was a
joke on him, and he breathed with
wrath. He had not thought of the gun
till he had wanted it to shoot the signal
for afternoon school.

“Jumping painters!” howled BIlL
“I'll sure hand out the quirt to the
guy that's been fooling with my gun!
I tell a man!”

There was a snigger from some of
the fellows in the playground. They
seemed amused by Bill.

‘“Here, you Slick—you Mick!” roarcd
Bill. “Where you been since chuck? I
ain’t seen you cavorting around.” He
glared suspiciously at Poindexter and
Kavanagh. “I guess you been monkey-
ing with my Colt! Say, if that bell
ain't to home this afternoon, I'll say
~—— Great gophers!”

Clang, clang, clang!

Bill Sampson stared round him
blankly. It was the clang of the old
iron school bell—that cracked and un-
musical clang that had often awakened
the echeces of Rio Frio, but had not

awakened any for the past three days.
Now it was waking them again.

Clang, clang, clang!

That bell generally hung over the
school roof. The cut bell-ropc was still
dangling down, but the bell was not
in position!

Bill for the moment did not know
whence the ringing of the bell came.
He stared and glared in amazement.

“Say, Bill, your bell's come agin!”
grinned Steve Carson.

“Where's that bell?” roared Bill,

“Sounds like it was in the school-
room!” said Slick Poindexter. “Didn't
you allow that it had got to be brought
back, Bill, along with the Britisher
when he hit Packsaddle? Looks like it
was.”

Clang, clang! Rattle! Clang!

“ Jumping Injuns!” gasped Bill.

He rushed across the porch to the
doorway of the school-room. Most of
the Packsaddle bunch rushed after
him, curious to know what it meant.

After Bill's threat that morning to
quirt the whole school if the bell did
not turn up that day most of the
bunch had expected it to turn up.
They guessed that the guys who had
cinched that bell would not want any
more quirt, Now it seemed to have
turned up!

Bill Sampson rushed into the school-
room. He stopped dead, with a gasp of
astonishment, at the strange sight that
met his gaze,

“Howling coyotes!” he stuttered.

He stared, and the bunch behind him
stared. It was an amaszing sight.

From one of the beams across the
timber school-room, a boyish figure
swung at the end of a lasso. The face
was hidden by a red Mexican scarf tied
across it. To the feet was tied the bell
—ringing and clanging as the swinging
figure wriggled and struggled.

Clang, clang, clang!

The school bell was ringing on {ime!
1t was Dick Carr who was ringing it,
though quite unintentionally!

Wherever Dick Carr fancied that he
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might be, he certainly never dreamed
that he was in the school-room of the
cow town school.

But that was where he was! And
the schoolmaster of Packsaddle stared
at him with bulging eyes.

“Say, what's this game?” roared Bill.
“Who's that geck?”

“¥Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the bunch.

“How'd that gink get here?” roared
Bill. “Who's strung him up in this
goldarned scheol-room, I want to
know?"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bill Sampson rushed at the swinging
figure. He could not tell who it was,
with the face covered by the Mexican
searf. He figured that it was one of
he bunch, larking. And as he reached
it_he handed out a lick of the quirt.

“Oh!” roared the swinging one, as
he got the lash, and he struggled and
kicked frantically,

Bill was not expecting that! A boot
crashed on Bill's bearded chin, send-
ing h.i.u;hstaggerlng backwards with a
fearful "howl.

“Whoooh!
gasped Bill

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Pack-
saddle bunch. The cow town school-
hoys were enjoying this.

“111 say this is the bee’s knee!”
exclaimed Bill, and he grasped at the
swinging figure, getting hold of its legs.
“Now then, you jay—you pie-faced,
pesky gink, what's this game?”

“TLet me loose, you silly rotters!”
yelled the blindfolded fellow.

“you let that rope go, you Carson!”
yapped Bill,

Steve unhooked the end of the lasso,
which was fastened te a desk, He let
it go suddenly, and the swinging figure
came dowh with a rush.

Bump!

There was a yell as the fellow in the
lasso hit the floor. Bill leaned over
him, loosened the loop, pulled off the
lasso, and jerked the Mexican scarf
from the face. With a swing of his
powerful arm he landed the fellow on
his feet. He stared at him.

Jumping  painters!”

He saw a rather handsome, sturdy,
fair-haired fellow, a complete stranger
to him. It was not one of the bunch,
after all

“Say, who's you?” yapped Bill

The new boy at Packsaddle panted.
He stared round him with starting
eyes. He was more surprised than Bill.

“I'm Dick Carr?” he gasped.

“You're Dick Carr? You're the noo
kid?” stuttered Bill. “You was coming
by the hack from Hard Tack! How'd
you get here like this?”

Dick gasped. His brain was in a
whirl of amazement. He could see that
he was in a school-room! He had been
left, as he fancied, in a bandits’ lair.
It was a big surprise.

Bill grasped him by the shoulder and
shook him.

“Spill it1” he hooted. “How'd you
get fixed up here in the school-room?
Say! Uncork it, pronto!”

“I—J—I was kidnapped off the
hack!” gasped Dick. *“I—I—I thought
that—oh crumbs!—I was kidnapped by
rustlers—two rustlers In flour-sacks!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came & roar from the
Packsaddle bunch.

Bill fairly blinked at the new boy.

“Kidnapped by rustlers!” he gurgled,
“Kidnapped nothing! Rustlers nunk!
Some of this here bunch has played
this game on you! You know anything
about it, young Poindexter?”

“What'd I know, Bill?” answered
Slick,

Dick Carr gave a jump as he recog-
pised the voice of one of the rustlers!

“What about you, KEavanagh?”
hooted BillL
“Nothing about me, begob!”

answered Mick.

And Dick jumped again as he real-
ised that the other rustler was speak-
ing!

He stared blankly at the two cow
town schoolboys. He understood now.

Bill gave him a vigorous shake.

“Say, blg boy! You savvy ‘who
cinched you and strung you up here?”
he demanded. “I guess it was some of
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this bunch, and I'll say I'm going to
take thelr skins off with my quirt!
You wise to them guys, say?”

Dick Carr was already “ wise " to the
guys! But he did not mean to say so.

“1 never saw their faces,” he began.
“I took them for rustlers—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the bunch,

“ Aw, can it, you young Jay!” growled
Bill. “TIll tell & man you're the tender-
foot from Tendertown! Youre the

prize boob! Youre the goob from
Goobsville! And then some!”
“Ha, ha, hal”

roared Bill.
Get in

“Can the cackle!”
“youre late for class already!
your places, or—"

Bill cracked the guirt. There was a
rus]lzsof the Packsaddle bunch to their
desks.

CHAPTER 4.
Tenderfoot’s Jump!

IN TUNG, the Chinese cook and
man-of-all-work at the cow town
school, took Dick Carr to the

chuckhouse, where he ate his dinner,
which was late, and which he wanted
after his long trip. Then he was
taken to the bunkhouse, where he was
shown his bunk and a locker, and
where he found his suitcase, which had
been landed by Andy Butt.

There were a dozen bunks for the
boarders; the rest of the bunch were
day boys, who came up on foot from
the cow town, or rode In on bronchos
from the neighbouring ranches.

The cow town school, with its chuck-
house and bunkhouse, struck Dick as
peing fixed up more like a ranch than
a school, and he would never have
taken Bill Sampson for a schoolmaster,
but for a cowpuncher, and a {fairly
tough one at that.

But when, later in the afternoon, he
presented himself in the school-room,
he found that there was another
teacher—a little man, in a tail-coat and
horn-rimmed spectacles, who was calied

Small Brown—Brown being his name—
and who, Dick afterwards learned, was
a graduate of a college in an eastern
State.

Small Brown supplied the knowledge,
while Bill supplied the authority. Small
Brown's tail-coat was the only one in
the valley of the Rio Frio. He had
sported a plug hat on his first coming,
but it had been riddled with bullets by
playful punchers and discarded.

Grinning faces and chuckles greeted
Dick as he came in, and Bill pointed
him to his place with the butt of the
quirt.

His face was red as he sat down.

He could see that all Packsaddle
School had heard the story by this
time of the ‘“kidnapping” of the new
guy from the Hard Tack hack, and
chuckled and chortled over it.  Even
Bill was grinning, and there was &
glimmer of amusement behind Small
Brown's horn-rimmed spectacles.

Dick’s chief desire was to punch the
heads of Slick Poindexter and Mick
Kavanagh, whom he knew to be the

“rustlers” who had kidnapped him
from the hack. He was wise to them
now.

But they evidently did 1ot guess that
he was wise to them, for when school
was dismissed they joined him as the
bunch tramped out with friendly grins,
and Slick gave him a smack on the
shoulder.

“Say, that sure was tough, young
Carr!” declared Slick. “TI'll say that
game was real tough on a new guy.”

“You're shouting, begob!” agreed
Mick.

“There's some of this bunch,” went
on Poindexter solemnly, “who'll give
a new guy the glad hand, and help see
him through.- Me, Slick Poindexter,
I'm one—and this red-headed galoot,
Mick Kavanagh, is one more!
that so, you Mick?”

“1 should smile!” said Mick.

Dick Carr nodded cheerfully. Enow-
ing what he kncw, he guessed that an-
otiter game was coming. This time,

.

Ain't -

et
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being on guard, he did not think that
the playful pair would get by with if.

“Mosey round and give the shebang
the once-over!” said Slick, and they led
him across the playground towards the
river.

Most of the bunch stared at the new
fellow and grinned, Steve Carson
came up, with his accustomed swagger,
and looked him over, with a jeering
grin that brought a gleam to Dick’s
eyes.

“Some tenderfoot!” said Steve.
“Say, you ever been fanned, bo?”

“Panned!” repeated Dick Carr. He
had not been long enough in Texas to
have learned what fanning was.

“Ain't he the prize boob?” sald
Carson. “Say, you guys, you stand
clear while I fan him!”

“Aw, can it, Steve!” snapped Slick.
“You keep your gun packed, if you
ain't honing for some more-of Bill's
quirt. Besides, we're going to show
the new guy the tenderfoot’s jump.”

Steve burst into a chuckle,

“Carry on!” he said.

And he stepped aside, and Dick
Carr walked on with the two fellows
who were showing him round. A gate
in the school fence gave access to the
grassy bluffs that overhung the Rio
Frio,

In the rains, #he Frio ran high,
almost to the summit of the bluffs; but
when the river was low, as it now was,
a wide stretch of mud lay below the
blliﬁs. and the water was a dozen feet
out.

On the edge of a bluff, where il
dropped: sheer to the yellow, sticky

mudbank, the three stopped. Slick
and Mick exchanged a wink.
“Say, ho!” drawled Slick. “You

look across the Frio—I guess you can
see the Kicking Mule Ranch from this
here spot.” .

Dick Carr did not look across tne
Frio. Being “wise” to the playful
pair now, he guessed why they had
brought him there, and why the spot
was called the tenderfoot’s jump. And
Dick's idea was that he was not going

to play the tenderfoot and be tipped off
the bluff into the mudbank ten feeb
down. :

He made a sudden unexpected grasp
at Slick Poindexter, and before that
cheery youth knew what was happen-
ing he was tipped off the bluil,

Squash!

Slick landed in thick mud ten feet
down.

“Howly Moses!” stuttered Mick.
“What intirely—— Obh, begob!” He
tipped over after hig comrade under a
vigorous shove, and landed beside Slick
in the yellow mud.

Dropping on his hands and knees on
the edge of the bluff, Dick Carr locked
down at them and grinned.

Gasps and gurgles came from below
as Slick and Mick struggled up out of
the mud. ‘They were sticky and
smothered from head to fooi, and they
stood waist-deep in mire, glaring up at
him with muddy feces in wild wrath.

“Say, what game do you call this?”
bawled Slick. * You pesky, ornery, pie-
faced tenderfoot, Il sure sock you &
few for this.”

“Urrrrrggh!” gurgled Mick, spitting
out & mouthful of mud. “It's choked
I am intirely, begob!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Dick Carr.
“¥ou look muddy! Don’t you reckon
that’s funny—as funny as sticking up
a fellow on the trail and kidnepping
him?”

*“Aw, begob, he knows it was us,
Slick!” gasped Kavanagh.

«J guess I'll sock him, all the same,
when I get out of this!” gasped Poin-
dexter. “F'll sure sock him a fow, and
then some! Urrrggh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Muddy fists were shaken at the new
fellow grinning down frem the biuff.
But they could not get at him. They
had to trample and wallow through
the mudbank under the blufis for a dis-
tanee before they found a way up. Dick
Carr cheerfully lefk them to it, and
walked back to the playground of
Packsaddle School.
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CHAPTER 5.
Farmed !

RACK!
C Dick Carr jumped clear of the
ground.

The rovolver shoé rang out as he
entered the playground and the bullet
smazhsd on the ground an inch from
his foob.

Crack!

He jumped again. This time the
buliet grazed his boot. An inch nearer
and it would have gone through flesh
and bone.

He stéred blankly as he jumped. He
was startled. He expected things to be
rough and tough at Packsaddle School,
but he did not expect a fellow to be
blazing away with revolvers in the
playground.

But that was what was happening.

Steve Carson stood a dozen feet from
him, two six-shooters in his hands, his
own and one of Bill's he had *bor-
rowed.” He loosed off rapid shots. A
crowd of Packsaddle feliows, keeping
back from the line of fire, looked on
and roared with laughter.

Crack, crack!

“Jump, you gink, jump!®” shouted
Carson.

Dick jumped.

He guessed now what “fanning” was.
The bully of Packsaddle was fanning
him with shots. And he had to jump.
Fanning was a dangerous game. Car-
son had sent the first two shots close.
Now he was shooting at his boots.
That was the cowpuncher's game of
fanning. A fellow who was fanned had
to keep jumping or get hot lead in his
ioes,

“Stop that!"” yelled Dick.

“Jump, you gink, jump!” yelled the
Packsaddle bunch.

Crack, crack!

Dick Carr Jjumped swiftly and
wctively. His eyes gleamed, and his face
was red with wrath, but he knew what
he had to do, and he did if. Roars
of laughter from the bunch greeted the
performance.

THE PACKSADDLE BUNCH!

A dozen shots rang ouf, and the re-
volvers were empty. Steve, roaring
with laughter, prepared to reload the
guns, He was going to keep up this
game and frighten the tenderfoot out
of his five senses. That was the big
idea, at all events

But Steve did not get away with it.
For the moment the six-shooters were
emptied, Dick Carr rushed forward.
Steve, groping for cartridges, never
got them out. A clenched fist, that
seemed like a lump of iron, crashed on
his jaw, and the biggest fellow at Pack-
saddle went over backwards and
landed with a crash on his back. The
revolvers flew from his handgs.

“So that's fanning, is it?” panted
Dick, “¥ou won't fan me again in a
hurry, you booby!” ; :

*“By thunder!” Steve Carson strug-
gled to his feet, His jaw had a fearful
ache in it. :

He hurled himself at the new guy.

Then the Packsaddle bunch regis-
tered surprise! They expected to see
the English schoolboy go down,
knocked out and smashed. They
guessed that Bill Sampson would have
to carry in what was left of the tender-
foot and put it to bed.

But that was not what happened.

Right and left, a pair of clenched
fists met Steve Carson. He was older
and bigger and taller. But that did
not seem to help him. Crashing
knuckles in his eye sent him spinning.
He landed on Texas again, bumping.

The Packsaddle bunch yelled with
surprise and delight. Nobody in the
bunch had ever been able to. handle
Big Steve. He was handled now. .

He staggered up, gasping, panting,
purple with fury. He flung himself
headiong on the tenderfoot.

For three or four long minutes there

| was scrapping such as had never been

seen in the Packsaddle playground
before—though the Packsaddle bunch
scrapped often and hard.

Two muddy figures that came
squelching from the river stopped and
stared, and then ran on"to join the
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excited crowd. Slick and Mick were

looking for the new guy to sock him.

But they did not want to sock him now.

They grinned with gleeful appreciation

as he knocked the bully of Packsaddle
. right and left.

Dick was getting some tough punish-
ment. But he did not seem to mind.
He was handing over more than he got.

Crash went Big Steve again! This
tithe he did not get on his feet! He
lay spluttering and gasping, whipped
to the wide.

“Whipped!” yelled Slick Poindexter.
“Howling hornets! I'll say that ten-
derfoot, is some lad!”

“You're shouting, begob!” chuckled
Mick.

Dick Carr stood panting for breath,
a little uncertain on his pins as he
dashed a stream of red from a damaged
nose. He was game to go on. But
Steve was finished.

“Say, bo, you want to bathe that
nose!” chuckled Slick, and he slipped
his arm through Dick’s, and led him
away towards the bunkhouse. Mick,
on the other side, slipped an arm
through the other.

Dick Carr blinked at them rather un-
certainly,. But they grinned at him
with friendly grins. The hatchet was
buried. Dick, Slick, and Mick were
geoing to be friends.

CHAPTER 6.
Chuck!
. HUCK!"” roared Bill Sampson,
C headmaster of Packsaddle
School.

Jick Carr, the new boy in the cow
.own school, stared round at him.

Bill, with his quirt under his arm,
and his ten-gallon hat on the back of
his rough head, was staring in at the
open window of the school bunkhouse.

Dick was inside, unpacking a suitcase
that lay on his bunk.

He had in his hand a Latin gram-
mar, an old school book that he had

1

brought with him to Texas from his
former home in far-off England.
“You hear me yaup?”’ demanded

Bilt.
“Eh? Yes," said Dick. “But—"
“Chuck!” roared Bill
Dick could only stare. He was new

to Texas, new to America, and he was
far from having mastered the language,
“Chuck,” to him, had one meaning,
which might have been defined in a
dictionary as to hurl, or to throw. He
could only suppose that Bill was refer-
ring to the volume in his hand. But
why Bill Sampson wanted him to
chuck that volume he could not guess.
“But—what—" stammered Dick,
“Carry me home to die!” exclaimed
the schoolmaster of Packsaddle. “I'll

say you're come tenderfoot, young
Carr! Yep! Say, don't you savvy
what chuck means?”

“Yes; but—"

“Waal, then,

jump to it, pronto.
This way! Chuck!”

“Oh, all right!”
boy at Packsaddle.

Dick Carr might be a tenderfoot in
Texas, but he understood plain English.
The trouble was that he did not yet
understand plain American. He did
not yet know that * chuck” was supper;
he was unaware that the Packsaddle
bunch had already gone into the
chuckhouse, and that he was late; that
Bill was telling him to step out by the
window to save time, Unaware of that,
the new boy obeyed his headmaster,
an%h chucked the volume in his hand.

jz!

gasped the new

Thud! "

It hit Bill on the nose.

Why Bill wanted him to chuck the
beok at him, the tenderfoot did not
know. But when his headmaster said
“chuck * and “this way,” it was
scarcely possible to mistake his mean-
ing; and Dick was there to do as he
was told! So he did it.

Bill, who meant something quite
different, was not prepared for the
sudden arrival of the Latin grammar
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through the window. It hit him on
the nose quite unexpectedly.

He staggered back in amazement.
The toughest bullwhacker in the valley
of the Frio could not have knocked
Bill Sampson down. But the surprise
dig it. Bill sat down in the play-
ground with a heavy bump, and a roar
that rang almost from the Frio to
Squaw Mountain.

“Whooo-haop!” roared Bill, as he
sat. “Say, you gone loco? Jumping
painters!”  You watch out till I get
you!”

Bill serambled up. He grabbed his
quirt, which he used instead of a cane
in the cow town school. With a face
as red as the sunset over the Staked
Plain, Bill hurtled in at the bunkhouse
window.

“But—but you
Dick.

He did not stay to say more! Why
Bill was wrathy with him the tender-
foot did not know. But there was no
doubt about the fact. The quirt was
cracking round his legs, as he bolted
along the bunkhouse. He tore past
the bunks, heading for the door at
the other end of the wooden building.

After him roared Bill.

Dick Carr went out of the doorway
like a bullet from a rifie.

Shouts of encouragement came from
the bunch at the chuckhouse. Steve
Carson, the oldest and biggest fellow at
Packsaddle, rushed out to intercept the
fugitive. Big Steve's face was in a
highly-decorative state, from an en-

said—" pgasped

counter he had already had with the | pg

tenderfoot, who had proved that he
could use bis fists with great effect.

“Let up, Steve!"” shouted Slick Poin-
dexter.

“Tave him alone!” roared Mick.

Unheeding, Steve rushed into the
tenderfoot’s way. The next moment
he wished that he hadn't! Dick had
no time to stop and handle him, with
Bill and the lashing quirt so close
behind. ¥He lowered his head and
butted, catching Big Steve exactly
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where he had just been packing away
his supper.

There was a horrible gurgle from
Steve Carson, as he crumpled up and
gat down. Dick Carr bounded on.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from the
punch, drowning the suffocated gur-
gling of the bully of Packsaddle.

Right round the chuckhouse went the
new boy, burning the wind in great
style. But faster still the long legs
of Bill Sampson covered the ground
behind him, and a lick of the quirt told
him that he was close at hand. Dick
made a jump at the chuckhouse eaves,
caught on, and clambered wildly up.
I a few seconds, he was seated astride
of the ridge, panting for breath.

Bill Sampson brandished his quirt,
and roared with wrath. The Pack-
saddle bunch roared, too, with merri-
ment. The whole crowd had poured
out of the chuckhouse now to watch.
Only Steve Carson did not join in the
merriment. He was still gurgling for
wind. FEven Tin Tung, the Chinese
cook, stared on with a grin on his
yellow face.

“Say, you gink!” roared Bill. “You
coming down?”

“I'm jolly well not coming down to
be whopped for nothing!” retorted
Dick.

“Nothing!” hooted the cow town
schoolmaster. “Carry me home to die!
You call it nothing to heave books at
your schoolmaster's nose, you pesky
geck! You figure that you'll get by
with it? Not in your lifetime, big
“you told me to!"™ howled Dick,

“Told you nix!” roared Bill.

“Yyou did!"” yelled Dick,

«By the great horned toad, I'll say
that that young geck is plumb locol”
exclaimed Bill Sampson.

«But what's he done, Bill?” asked
Slick Poindexter.

“«Done!” roared Bill. “I'm telling
you I looked in the window of the
bunkhouse to say chuck—him being
iate, like the goldarned stoopid tender-

-
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foot he are—and he heaves a book at
me, like he was heaving a rock at &
coyote!”

“Oh, great gophers!” ejaculated
Slick. “Say, you, Carr, do you heave

rooks at your schoolmasters in the
© Qld Country?”

“No!” gasped Dick. “But I was
told to. I thought he wanted the book
when he said chuck, this way! ‘What
did he mean by chuck?”

“wWhat did I mean by chuck?” roared
Bill. “Jumping he-goats! Ain't you
learned to speak yet? Don't you know
that chuck means supper?”

“QOh, crikey! Does it?”

«wWhat the all-fired Moses did you
think it meant?” shrieked Bill

“It means throw in England,”
answered Dick.

Bill Sampson gazed up at him. He
had been brought up on chuek, in the
sense of provender, He had mnever
neard of chuck in its meaning of to
throw. He had to assimilate this.

“pig—did you mean to be telling me
that supper was ready?” gasped Dick
Carr. He was getting it now. “I
thought you meant that 1 was to throw
the book I had in my hand. Of course,
1 thought you'd catch it, as you told
me to chuck it—at least, I thought
you did—"

« Great horned toads!” gasped Bill
His wrath faded away, and he burst
into & laugh., *Say, If you ain’t the
world’s prize boob,” I'm a greaser! I
guess youll learn to speak at Pack-
saddle, and yowll sure learn that
chuck’s chuck! Come down, you youn$
geck; I sure ain’t going to hide you!
Haw, haw, haw!™

house, still
understanding on the part of the ten-
derfoot seemed to strike Bill as funny.
He was still smﬁfoermg as he disappeared
into the schoolhouse, apparently having
quite forgotten the bang on his nose.
Dick Carr slid down the slanting roof
and landed with a jump among the

it}

Packsaddlie bunch, They were all yell-
ing with laughter.

“Tt's the boob from Boobsville, and s0
it is!” chuckled Mick Kavanagh, put-
ting his arm through Dick’s, “ Mosey
in to chuck, boob.” He led Dick Carr
into the chuckhouse, and the bunch

followed, laughing.

—

CHAPTER 7.
The Man Behind the Gunl

4 TICK 'em up, Bill Sampson!”

S The headmaster’ of Pack-

saddle gave a convulsive start.

Dick Carr jumped clear of the floor.

It was near bed-time at Packsaddle.
Bill had sent for the new boy to his
office, as he called it, in the school-
house, to chew the rag a plece, as he
would have expressed it, with the ten-
derfoot. The door was shut, but the
window was open, and outside the win-
dow the glorious starlight of Texas
streamed down from a velvety sky.

The cool, clear, but menacing voice
came from the window. Bill Sampson's
impulse was to reach for the big Colt
in his belt as he turned. But he did
not. He reached for the air, instead.
and his hands were over his head as he
stared at the head and shoulders
framed in the open window. A man
of small stature, strong and wiry, with
& red moustache and stubbly red beard,
looked in at him over the levelled
barrel of a six-gun. The finger was on
the trigger, and had Bill reached for
his gun, instead of for the upper air,
Packsaddle would have wanted a new

schoolmaster. But Bill knew the moves
in the game.

“Red Tkel” said Bill, between his
teeth.

“you've said it!” agreed the man at
the window. “Keep ’‘em up! You

young geck, stand against the wall, and
don't spill anything!”
Dick gazed at him dumbfounded.
This was & Texas hold-up. He knew
that, and it sent a thrill through him
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from head to foot. It was strange,
startling, almost incredible to the boy
fresh from England. But he knew that
there was death in the levelled revolver,
death in the cold, hard eyes that
glinted over it. Bill's action showed
him that if he had doubted it. He had
seen enough of the Packsaddle school-
master to know that he was no lamb.
But he was tame and quiet as a lamb
at the order to stick them up, though
his eyes were burning.

Red Ike stepped in over the low sill.
Keeping the schoolmaster covered with
the revolver, and the tail of his eye on
the boy, he crossed to the door, and
with his left hand lifted a bar and
dropped it into the sockets. He was
safe from interruption 1.ow.

Dick made a movement. The gun-
man’s eyes glittered. Bill, hands over
head, snapped s word to the boy.

“¥ou young geck, back on that wall,
and freeze to it! Don't you Kknow
petter'n to argue with a gun?”

“Yes!” gasped Dick,

“I'll say you want to snap to it, kid,
if you aln’t tired of life!” said Red
Ike grimly.

Breathless, Dick backed on the wall,
standing silent. It was not for him to
act when Bill Sampson was taking it
like a lamb.

Red Ike stepped to Bill and hooked
the Colt from his belt. He dropped it
carelessly under Bill's desk. Then he
jerked down Bill's lasso that hung on a
nail on the wall,

“Hog-tle him,
snapped to Dick.

It was a new word to Dick, but he
understood. His eyes turned question-
ingly on Bill. He had never seen Red
Ike before, or heard of him, though
evidently Bill Sampson had. But he
knew that the red-bearded man was a
desperado, ready to shoot if he was
crossed, All the same, the boy looked
to his schoolmaster for orders.

“¥You hear me sing?” hissed Red Ike,
his eyes gleaming, He was master of
the situation in Bill’s office, but he was

young ‘un!” he
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risking his life every minute that he
stayed there.

“Am I to do it, sir?” asked Dick
calmly, though his heart was thump-
ing.

Bill stared at him,

“I say yep!” he exclaimed. “You
loco? I guess if you wasn't a goldarned
tenderfoot, yowd jump to it, without
chewing the rag. Get to it, you gink!”

Thus adjured, Dick got to it. He
took the lasso, and under the watchful
eye and revolver of Red Ike, he bound
%hekschouknaster’s hands behind his

ack.

Then Red Ike holstered his gun, and
taking the lariat, bound Bill's legs
also. With the end of the same rope
he tied Dick hand and foot.

“I guess that lets you out!” said the
gunman.

Bill choked. .

“You got me by the short hairs, you
Red Ike! But I guess I'll sce you strung
up for this, you border thief. You
figure you'll get away?”

“Sort of ! said Red Ike,

“You never came on a cayuse—I'd
have heard you!” muttered Bill, his
eyes gleaming. A man on foot had
little chance of escape, once pursuii
was up, in the cow-country where every
man was a horseman,

Red Ike grinned.

“you said it!” he agreed. “I guess
I came a-crawling, like an Apache
Injun, Bill! But I'll say I'm going to
bhorrow & hoss from your corral to getl
away on. Your black broncho will suit
me fine. You sain't saying nope, I
guess.”

Bill writhed with rage. Even at the
risk of instant death he was tempted
to shout and give the alarm. But it
was not good enough. Red Ike, the
border bandit with a hundred robberies
and shootings to his credit, hunted up
and down Texas by the Rangers, was
getting away with this daring rald, as
he had got away with many a one
before.
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“Where d’you park the dust?” asked
Red Ike quietly.

For & moment Bill was silent. Then,
as the gunman’s eyes gleamed like cold
steel, he gave a nod towards the desk.

A few moments more and the school-
master and the boy were gagged. Red
[ke opened the desk and rooted in it.
A roll of greenbacks rewarded him.
His eyes glittered as he hastily counted
the bills,

“Five hundred dollars!” he grinned.
“T guess I called on you about the right
time, Bill.”

Bill’'s eyes burned at him, but he
could not speak. The bandit thrust the
roll of bills into a little leather sack
that was fastened to his belt with strap
and buckle. The leather sack was
already fat, looking as if this was not
. Red Ike’s first successful raid.

The gunman turned out the swinging
lamp and stepped from the window. A
moment and he was gone, as silently as
he had come,

Bill Sampson struggled desperately
with the lariat and the gag. Dick Carr
followed his example. But they strove
in vain. Red Ike had done his work
well and securely.

A few minutes later there came a
distant sound from the plains; the
staceato beat of a horse’s hoofs dying
away in the distance.

Bill groaned behind the gag with
fury., Red Ike was gone on the back of
Bill’s black broncho, the finest cayuse
in the Frio valley, worth almost as
much as the dollar-bills the ruffian
had taken, worth much more to Bill,
who loved that cayuse almost like his
own flesh and blood.

But there was no help for it. It was
an hour later that Small Brown, look-
ing for Dick to herd him, off to bed in
the bunkhouse, knocked at the door.
Receiving no answer but mumbling and
scufiling, Small Brown in amazement
came round to the window. Then the
schoolmaster and the new boy were re-
leased—and in about a minute Bill
Sampson was on a horse riding, with a
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gun in his hand, and in five minutes a
dozen citizens of Packsaddle were
riding after him. But the dark prairie

had swallowed =p Red Ike, and they
rode in vain. )

CHAPTER &.
Lost on the Prairie

ICK CARR started violently.
D He would have cried out in his
startled alarm, but a hand was
clappad over his mouth, silencing him.

The Packsaddle bunch had long been
in bed. Dick heard the sound of deep
breathing and a snore or two as he
opened the door and peered in. Bill
Sampson was gone. Small Brown, in
a state of twittering excitement, was
barring windows in the schoclhouse,
rather like locking a stable-door after
the horse was stolen. Dick had gone to
the bunkhouse by himself, long after
the bed-time of the bunch, In the
doorway he had been going to strike a
match. And then suddenly, from the
#rlmess, hands reached and seized

im.

His arms were gripped, a hand was
over his mouth. Three unseen fellows
had hold of him, and Dick jumped to it
at once who they were—Steve Carson,
Poker Parker, and Slim Dixon, They
had waited up for him and some rough
joke was coming.

Hardly able to stir a limb, let alone
struggle, in the grasp of three pairs of
muscular hands, Dick was lifted off his
feet and catried away from the bunk-
house.

He was dumped down by a high
fence, which he knew to be the corral
wall. There was a sound of horses
within. Gl

“ginch him!” He knew the whisper-
ing voice of Steve Carson. “I guess
Bill’s helped us in this stunt, by keep-
ing him so late. Il say it’ll be later,
a few, before he gets to his bunk.”

There was & chuckle.

Dick’s hands were tied together.
neckeloth was bound over his mouth

Al
to
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silence him. One of the slim figures
vanished in the starlight. He heard
the sound of a horse, the clink of bridle
and stirrup.

He knew that he was going to get
hard measure from the bully of Pack-
saddle, but he could not begin to guess
what was intended.

He was lifted to his feet and forced
away along the corral wall by the two
that remained with him. He was led
through a gate in the school fence.
Outside Parker was holding a horse.

1t was pitchy dark in the bunkhouse.

Steve Carson leaped into the saddle
and gathered up the reins.

“Stick him on!”

Dick was lifted to the horse's back
behind him.

“Hold on, you guy—Ill say you'll
get hurt a few if you tumble 1” grinned
Steve. “Let her go, Poker!”

The horse dashed away. With his
wrists tied it was difficult enough for
Dick to hold on to Steve with his hands.
But he held on, gripping the horse’s
flanks with his knees. He heard a
chuckle from the two fellows who were
left behind, but in a moment or two
they were out of sound and sight.
Steve Carson headed for the open
prairie at a gallop.

He did not speak a word as he rode.
Dick Carr was still in the dark as to his
intentions. All he could be sure of was
that this was some rough and savage

. practical joke.

How many miles the galloping
broncho covered Dick did not know.
But Big Steve pulled in at last. He
halted so suddenly that Dick, losing his
hold, roiled from the horse’s back and
tumbled heavily into the long grass.

There was a chuckle from Steve.

“Say, you guy! How long you figure
1"l take you to pick your trail back to
Packsaddle?” he jeered.

Dick panted. The neckcloth had
slipped from his mouth and he could
speak.

“You cur!

You're not leavin e
here?” N g
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“You get me!" answered Steve coolly.

He dismounted, picked off the neck-
cloth and loosened the cord round
Dick’s wrists. Then he leaped on the
horse’s back again,

“So-long, tenderfoot!” he shouted
mockingly.

“y¥ou rotter!” roared Dick, i

The beat of the horse’s hoofs an-
swered him, dying away swiftly over
the starlit prairie.

Dick stood panting.

In a few minutes he shook the
%oosened cord from his hands, and was

Tee.

The hoofbeats of Steve's horse had
giied away. Deep silence was round

m.

He stared over the dark prairie.
Faintly, looming against the stars in
the west, he could make out the mas-
sive shape of Squaw Mountain. But he
could see nothing else but waving grass
glimmering in starlight.

“ Good heavens!"” breathed Dick.

He could hardly believe that the
toughest bunch at Packsaddle meant to
leave him there, stranded at night on
the trackless prairie.

But it was only too certaln.

It was the roughest of rough jests,
such as a thoughtless bunch of cow-
punchers might have played on a new-
comer, It was entertaining to Steve and
his friends to think of the tenderfoot
wandering at wild random over the
dark prairie, unable to find his way till
daylight—perhaps not even then! They
knew how helpless a stranger to the
prairie would be in such circumstances.

For several long minutes Dick Carr
stood overwhelmed with dismay. But
it was useless to remain where he was,
and he started to try to find his way
back to Packsaddle.

He knew that he had miles to cover.
That would not have mattered so much
if he had known the direction to take
and had been able to keep to it. But
he had no clue to the way.

He tramped and tramped because it
was futile to keep still, but with little
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hope of seeing Packsaddle again thaf
uight.

The prairie was rugged and rough,
full of unexpected inequalities and
hidden gopher-holes. The grass Wwas
thick and wiry. Again and again the
hapless tcnderfoot  stumbled, and
several Limes he fell.

But he scrambled up and tramped on,
hour following hour, weary and worn,
but determined to keep on as long as
he could.

Utter weariness overcame him at last.

A dark mass of shadow loomed
pefore him. It was timber—one of the
“ prairie islands ” that dotted the undu-
fating plain. To tramp his way round
it, or to thread a.path through jutting
trunks and trailing creepers was almost
impossible in his fatigued state—and he
was not at all sure that he was
heading in the right direction.

He made up his mind to it at last.
There was no getting back to Pack-
saddle School that night. He had to
wait for dawn—still hours distant.
Wearily he crept under the shelter of
the trees, sank into a mass of fallen
Spanish moss, and closed his eyes—and
slept the moment they were closed.

CHAPTER 9.
Tenderfoot's Luck!
o OGGONE the critter! Quiet,
D you!"

Dick Carr was dreaming as
he lay in the heap of Spanish moss in
the black darkness under the cotton-
wood trees. Red Ike, the rustler,
mingled in his dreams, and as he
started and awoke, it seemed that he
was still dreaming, for the hard voice
of the border bandit was in his ears.

He lay staring into the darkness.
Surely he was dreaming! Or Was it
the voice he had heard menacing Bill
Sampson at Packsaddle School that he
could now hear?

“ Goldarn the cayuse! Say, you got
@ noo master now! And, by thunder.
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if you don't keep quiet you get the
quirt!”

It was no dream! Dick sat up silently
in the moss, his heart beating like a
hammer.

There was the sound of a horse near
him—a tethered horse, that jerked at
the trail-rope. All was darkness; the
boy could see nothing. But he could
hear. There was the sound of a swish,
of a hard and heavy blow falling on a
horse’s flank, the startled whinny and
squeal of an animal in pain. The growl-
ing voice of the rustler followed:

“Forget it, durn your hide! Quiet,
you!"” -

The horse whinnied faintly, but there
was no further sound of straining rope
or rustling thicket. That savage blow
had quietened the captured animal.
Dick heard the sound of a man rolling
h If in a blanket again and sinking
on the ground.

Red Ike had returned to his slumber,
broken by the effort of the stolen
broncho 15 escape. The horse was qulet
now, and Dick listened in vain for a
sound. He might have been utterly
alone in the timber island, as he had
supposed when he crept into the trees
for shelter,

He breathed hard, his heart flutter-
ing. From the sounds he knew that
Red Ike and the horse were hardly a
dozen feet from him.

A thrill of excitement, not unmingled
with terror, ran through him. How
far this timber island might be from
the cow town he did not know. But
even if he had tramped in the wrong
direction after Steve had stranded him
he could not be more than ten miles
from Packsaddle. Red Ike, it was
clear, had covered the distance on the
stolen horse before camping for the
remainder of the night in cover of the
tamber. By the sheerest chance the
schoolboy lost on the prairie had
struck his camp. Had he gone deeper
into the timber he might have stumbled
on the sleeping rustler.

1t Red Ike found him there——

He remained very still, silent. Long
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minutes passed, and there came a stir-
ring sound of the horse. Bill Sampson's
broncho was not sleeping. Possibly,
with the keen instinct of an animal,
he knew that someone was at hand. It
was clear that the broncho hated the
change of masters, and but for the
trailing rope would have fled from the
rustler, His effort to escape had
awakened Red Ike once, and might
awaken him again.

Dick, as he sat silent, with beating
heart, was thinking first of waiting till
he was sure that Red Ike was asleep,
and then, creeping on tiptoe out of the
timber. But other thoughts followed.

If he could get the horse!

The thought made his heart jump.
He knew only too well that if the
border ruffian woke he would shoot.
But the thought grew and fixed in his
mind. On & horse he had a chance of
getting away—ten to one the animal
would head direct back to Packsaddle
if released from the tether. But that
was not all. Left on foot, the rustler
would almost certainly be run down
and recovered. The Packsaddle bunch
would open their eyes wide at such an
exploit of the “tenderfoot.” Dick
grinned at that idea.

He could hear, from moment to
moment, a faint uneasy stirring of the
stolen horse. Bubt the animal was
quiet, subdued by the savage lash from
the rustler's quirt. Red Ike was
sleeping.

Dick rose to his feet at last.

He tried to still the hurried beating
of his heart. Softly, groping his way
inch by inch, he crept farther into the
timber. Through an opening of the
heavy branches overhead there came a
glimmer of the bright stars of Texas.
Faint as it was it was light enough
now that his eyes were accustomed to
the darkness,

Dimly he made out a figure rolled in
a blanket bedded in ferns. Close by
it the horse was standing; ¢ had not
in down. Dick could see that the
broncho was still saddled and bridled—
in readiness for the rustler’s instant
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flight if pursuit awakened him. e
saw the horse’s head turned towards
him; the enimal had scented if not
heard him,

But there was no movement from the
figure rolled in the blanket., Dick
prayed that the horse would make no
sound. There was a revolver in a hand
that showed under the edge of the
blanket. Red Ike slept in readiness for
enemies.

Dick made soothing gestures as he
approached the horse. He caught the
glimmer of the broncho’s eyes. He
understood that it was a Iriendly hand
that was stretched out to him. The
It;;ack broncho stoed quite still watching

im,

He reached the horse and with the
gentlest touch smoothed the glossy ncek.
The black muzzle brushed on him.
Dick’s hand glided to the trail-rope.
One end was pegged -close to the
sleeper. Silently he took out’ his
pocket-knife and opened he largest
blade, Almost without a sound he
sawed through the strong rope.

Taking the reins from the horse's
neck Dick drew the animal away,
There was a rustle of a branch, a shak-
ing of pendant Spanish moss, Red
Ike stirred, grunted, and sat up in his
blanket,

“You doggoned cayuse! I guess——"’

The ruffian broke off. His eyes wide
open were fixed on the spot where the
horse had been. His hand groped at
the trail-rope. He leapt to his feet,
with a roar of rage.

Dick Carr panted. i

Further caution was useless. He ran
the horse out of the timber, running by
its side. He heard the ruffian plunging
through the trees behind him. Clear of
the timber, Dick swung himself to the
broncho's back. A second more, and he
was riding madly.

Gallop! Gallop!

Red Ike at first had doubtless fancied
that the broncho had somehow loosened
itself from the trail-rope, But, as he
plunged furiously after it from the
timber, he saw the figure of the rider
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in the starlight. A roar of fury came
from the ruffian.

Crack! Crack! Crack!
He fired as fast as he could pull the
trigger.

But the hot lead flew wide and wild.

Yelling with fury, Red Ike blazed
away his last shots as the horseman
dashed on over the dim prairie.

Dick shouted aloud in sheer glee as
he galloped. When he locked round
the timber island had sunk into the
dimness of the prairie,

But he slackened speed at last. The
faintest, palest glimmer in the east told
him that dewn was coming. But it was
still dark on the prairie, and he was
still as hopelessly lost as ever—but for
the horse. He trusted to the animals
jnstinct. And he was right! As soon
as he no longer feit a guiding hand, fhe
proncho changed his direction d4nd
trotted away on a course of his own,
and Dick did not need telling that he
was heading for home.

Mile after mile over the rugged
prairie; mile after mile through the
tough grass that gradually whitened as
dawn came, The rising sun was gleam-
ing on the high summit of Squaw
Mountain in the west; eastward, Dick
had a glimpse of the glimmer of the
Rio Frio. Packsaddle was not in sight.
But the broncho loped on; he knew his
way.

The glimmering of corrugated-iron
roofs in the loop of the Frio caught
Dick’s eyes at last. Shacks and
shanties and the high roof of Larsen's
store came in view. Nearer the river
was the frame schoolhouse, with its
high fence, corral and punkhouse and
chuckhouse clear in the dawn. The
gate stood wide open.

Dick gave the reins a shake. He
could make out a staring crowd in the
school playground. He grinned, and
waved his hat. With a jingle of bridle
and a thunder of hoofs, the tenderfoot
dashed up to Packsaddle School. Bill
Sampson stared through the gateway
with his eyes almost bulging from his
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bronzed bearded face as the rider came
thundering up-

‘l'lCarry me home to diel” gasped
Bill.

“Dick Carr!” yelled Slick.

“The tenderfoot!"” gasped Steve Car-
son. “What's he doing on Bil's
bmnch;)? Say, where did he cinch that
ca

Bill stood rooted to the ground. The
Packsaddle bunch gathered round him,
staring. The quirt was idle mow. It
was Dick Carr the tenderfoot new kid,
who was riding in, and he was riding
Bill's stolen horse. The Packsaddle
bunch would never have figured that
the tenderfoot could ride a Texas
cayuse at all. But he was riding the
big black broncho, and riding him at a
gallop-.

“Great gophers!” gasped Mick
Kavanagh, dropping from the porch.
“p]l tell all Texas! It's the tender-
foot, and so it is, and he’s sure got
Bill's cayuse.”

Dick Carr dashed in, drew rein, and
halted almost under Bill's astonished
nose. He threw the reins to Bill
Sampson.

“¥our horse, sir!” he said coolly.

Bill could only gasp.

i

CHAPTER 10, -
i « giarin

ICK CARR joined the bunch at
D breakfast in the chuckhouse. He
was the centre of all eyes. He
ate his breakfast with a good appetite,
a smile lurking on his face, He was,
in the estimation of the Packsaddle
punch, a tenderfoot from Tendertown,
a boob from Boobsville. But he had
astonished the cow town school. Lost
bn the prairie, he had dropped on
Red Ike's camp; he had got Bill's
horse away, ahd ridden home on it.
The rustler had been left on foot, and
already Ezra Lick, the town marshal,
and his men were riding out of Pack-
saddle to rope him in, If they got him




20

it would be due to the tenderfoot. Dick
grinned over his crackers and beans.

When the bunch went out of the
chuckhouse Steve Carson lounged up to
the new boy. Steve was feeling uneasy.
Dick had said nothing about Carson’s
bunch having taken him out on the
prairie during the night, and stranding
him there to find his way back as best
he could. Steve was not anxious for
Bill Sampson to hear that.

“Say, you young guy, you ain't
chewed the rag to Billl” said Steve.

“I'm not going to.”

“Stick to that!” said Carson. “Me
and my bunch will sure make you sorry
youw're alive if you spill it to Bill.”

Dick’s lip curled.

“You and your bunch can go and
chop chips!” he answered. “I'm not
giving you away, but I'll make you sit
up some time for playing that dirty
trick on me.”

Big Steve laughed and lounged away
to join his friends. So long as Bill
was not put wise he did not care what
the tenderfoot’s motives were,

The day boys were coming In now—
some on foot from the cow town, some
on bronchos from the ranches. One of
them, Pie Sanders, from Squaw Moun-
tain, called out to the bunch as he
jumped from his mustang and turned
it into the school corral.

“Say, you 'uns, where's Bill? I guess
I got noos for Bill.”

“What's up?” asked Poindexter.

“Bar!” answered the boy from
Squaw Mountain, and he hurried across
to the schoolhouse, where he spotted
Bill in the porch.

Dick Carr stared after him and
joined the crowd of fellows who were
following him. The news he had
brought seemed to have caused some
excitement in the bunch, but what it
meant was rather a mystery to the
English schoolboy. He caught Slick
Pomdexter by the sleeve,

“What did he mean?” he asked.

Slick stared at him.

“Jest what he said, I guess,” he
answered. “B'ar.”
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“Bar?” repeated Dick, mystified
“What sort of bar? Do you mean a
bar in a river, or a bar in a saloon,
gr a? bar at the gate—or what sort of &

aro”

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Slick.
“Say, you ‘uns, listen to the boob!
He’s never heard of a bar!”

“I guess there’s no b'ars in the Old
Country!” grinned Mick. “But there‘s
b'ars in Squaw Mountain, honey.”

“I guess no b'ar will come down from
Squaw Mountain as far as Packsaddle,”
said Steve Carson. “You don't want
to be skeered, tenderfoot.”

“Who's scared?’ snapped Dick.
don’t see—"

“Haw, haw, haw,! Ain't you ever
heard tell of a b’ar before?” yelled
Poker Parker.

*Of course I have!” said Dick. “But
I don’t see anything to be scayed of in
a bar! What sort of a bar do you
mean?”’

“ Grizzly!" yelled Slick, *

“Oh!” D1ck Carr gasped.
mean bear.”

“Haw, haw, haw!"

Pie Sanders was gasping out his
story to Bill. Now that he understood
that a “bar” was a bear—and a
grizzly at that—Dick understood the
excitement. He had never seen a
grizzly bear, but he had heard of that
terrible ahd ferocious animal. In the
rocky recesses of Squaw Mountain a
few of those savage animals still
lurked, and it gave Dick a thrill to
hear what Pie had to say. Bill
Sampson gave a snort as he lstened.

“Bar!” he repeated. “You telling
me that a b’ar will come moseying down
as far as Packsaddle! Forget it!™

“Popper told me to warn you, Bill,”
answered Ple.. ‘They been after him
for days, and he’s wounded and taken
to the prairie. They've lost his tracks,
and his last trail was seen heading for
the river. I guess if he’s making for
the Frio, he won't pass far from the
burg.”

“Aw, guff!” growled BilL
it, I'n telling you!”

«y

“You

““Forget
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Evidently Bill did not think it likely
that the wounded grizzly, driven out of
his den on Squaw Mountain by the
hunters, would venture anywhere near
the cow town or the cow town school,
but he rapped out an order to close the
school gate before the bunch went 1n to
lessons.

During class with Small Brown that
morning, Dick Carr found his thoughts
wandering a good many times to the
grizzly. He could picture the savage
animal—wounded, fierce, desperate—
driven from the mountain, creeping
through the long grass of the prairie,
seeking a hiding-place—perhaps hungry
and seeking food.

It did not seem to Dick impossible
that the brute might be seen at Pack-
saddle, though Bill made light of the
idea. He observed that Slick Poindex-
ter and Mick Kavanagh were whisper-
ing together a good deal, and wondered
if they were discussing danger—from
the lost grizzly.

After class Bill Sampson mounted his
black broncho to ride down to the cow
town and learn if there was any news
of Red Ike. Bill was thinking of the
five hundred dollars that the {unman
had clinched from him. Two or three
of the bunch shouted after him as he

_ rode away.

“Watch out for b’ar, Billt"”

“Aw, can it!"” snorted Bill, end he
dashed away down the trail to the cow
town.

As soon as he was gone, Slick and
Mick slipped quietly inte the school
house. Small Brown was in his own
cabin; Tin Tung was in the cookhouse,
and there was no eye on them.

“Bay, Mick, it’s a dalsy of a stunt!”
chuckled Slick. “I'll say the tender-
foot will be scared to a frazzle.”

“You said it!” grinned Mick.

They gathered up Bill's bearskin rug
from the floor. Mick packed himself
inside it, and Slick Poindexter drew the
folds round him and fastened them.
Mlcks red head disappeared inside the

huge head of the grizzly, grim and

a1

flerce-looking with its glinting glass
eyes.

“Haw, haw, ha.w!" roared Poindex-
ter, surveying him. “That gink knows
there’s a grizzly loose on the prairie,
and I guess he won't stop to think when
he sees you in that outfit, Mick!”

A chuckle came through the grinning
muzzle of the grizzly.

“Say, it's warm inside!” sald Mick,
his voice coming strangely from the
head of the bear.

“I guess that cuts no ice. You stick
there till I pass the word round the
bunch, or some guy might get hold of
a gun and let daylight through Bill's
prize bearskin!” chuckled Slick.

Leaving Mick in the porch, Slick
walked, grinning, out into the play-
ground. Dick Carr was speaking to
Mr. Brown at the door of his cabin
next to the bunkhouse, quite unaware
that a joke was going on. Quickly
Slick passed the ward round among the
rest of the bunch, amid a chorus of
sniggering and snickering, It was
necessary for the bunch to be warned;
for Bill kept a loaded rifle in the
schoolhouse, and at an alarm of
“Bar!” some fellow might have rushed
for it.

Dick Carr left Mr. Brown and came
across the playground, glancing round’
him in surprise, He saw no cause for
the grin that adorned every face in the
bunch. But suddenly from Steve Car-
son there came a yell.

“Rgrl

“Watch out!”

“Run for your lives!"” yelled Blick.

Dick Carr jumped, and his heart
almost missed a beat. Waddling from
the direction of the schoolhouse was a
ferocious-looking grizzly bear, with
fierce eyes that gleamed and glinted in
the sunlight. The tenderfoot of Pack-
saddle stood rooted, his heart thump-
ing wildly.

Not for an instant did he dream that
the dreaded apparition was a Pack-
saddle fellow enveloped in Bill Samp-
son’s bearskin, It looked fearfully
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lifelike as it crawled. Indeed, had not
Slick passed round the word that the
joke was on, plenty of other fellows
would have been deceived as well as
the tenderfoot. As it was they all
affected terror for the tenderfoot’s
benefit.

“Run!” yelled Poker Parker.

“Beat it!” shrieked Slim Dixon.

“Burn the wind, you guys!” roared
Slick Poindexter, He grabbed Dick
Carr by the arm. “Beat it, you gink!
You want to be chawed up? Hit that
flagstaffi—and hit it quick!”

“Grr-r-r-r!” came a deep, savage
growl from the bear’s muzzle, as it
lurched towards the tenderfoot,

Dick made a rush for the flagstaff.
After him lumbered the bear, growling
horribly. A great paw lashed at him.
He bounded at the tall pole, clutched
it, and clambered out of reach. In
breathless haste he climbed to the top
of the pole and clung there, staring
down with startled eyes as the bear
reared on its hind legs and glared up
after him and gave a hideous growl.

CHAPTER 1.
The Laugh's on Dick!

ICK CARR clung desperately to
the summit of the flagstaff. He
stared down at the bear below.

From that height, in the clear sunlight
of Texas, there was a wide view over
rolling prairie and rippling river, and
over the tin roofs of the cow fown to
the distant wooded slopes of Squaw
Mountain. But Dick’s eyes were fixed
on the fearful monster at the foot
of the tall pole. The Packsaddle bunch
were widely scattered on fence-tops and
roofs, staring towards him.

Small Brown, alarmed by the disturb-
ance, came out of his cabin, spotted
the bear—or, rather, the bearskin—and
darted back with a single frantic
bound, banging the door after him.
The, teacher was not in the secrct, and
he did not like grizzly bears at close
quarters.
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Tin Tung locked out of the cook-
house, where he was cooking dinner,
his slanting eyes distended, and he
promptly slammed his door and rolled
a barrel against it. From the bear
came a deep, horrible growl that floated
up to Dick’s startled ears as he clung
to the top of the pole,

Grr-rr!

*Oh, crumbs!” gasped Dick Carr,

The “bear " was rearing on his hind
legs, the paws feeling at the flagpole,
apparently trying to climb after him,
From various points in the distance the
Packsaddlie fellows watched it. Some
of them were grinning, though Dick, in
the thrilling excitement of the moment,
did not notice it.  All his attention
was fixed on the bear.

He knew that bears could climb—
better than a man could. If that bear
wanted him, that bear could get him.
And it looked as if the bear wanted
him, He had started to climb. Dick’s
eyes were fixed on it in horror; his
heart almost died within him. He had
plenty of pluck, but he was unarmed;
he had no chance. And the fearful
beast was beginning to climb.

“Help!” shouted Dick. He gave a
desperate glance round at the fellows in
the distance. He noticed now that some
of them were grinning—Steve Carson
was laughing aloud. They were out of
danger, so long as the bear concen-
trated on Dick; but he wondered at
their indifference to his peril. The
Packsaddlers were a tough bunch, but
he had never figured they could be so
tough as this.

“Hang on, tenderfoot!” yelled Slick
from the top of the fence. ‘“Say, you
geck, don’t let him get you! He'll sure
chew you up!”

“I'l say that tenderfool’s scared
stiff ! chortled Steve.

“Help!” yelled Dick. *Poindexter,
cut into the School House and get a8
gun! There's a rifle over Mr, Samg-
son’s desk there.”

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Slick. He
was tickled to death at the idea of
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getting Bill's rifle and letting daylight
through Mick in the bearskin., Dick
Carr had not observed that Kavanagh
was absent from the crowd in the play-
ground, and certainly never dreamed
that he was in the bearskin,

The tall pole was thick and strong.
But it swayed under Dick’s weight at
the top, and swayed still more as the
“bear " clambered. Dick had plenty to
do to keep his hold at the summit, with
the wind from the prairle whistling
past his ears. He shouted:

“Will you help me? Geta gun—get
the rifie! Poindexter—

“Haw, haw, haw!”

There was no help from the bunch.
With a heartless indifference that was
simply amazing to the tenderfoot, they
laughed at his appeals. Dick stared
desperately down at the slowly clamber-
ing bear. If he could have leaped past
it, as it climbed, he had a chance. But
he realised that there was no chance of
Jjumping past the bear. He could only
cling to the top of the pole and hope
that the savage brute would not be able
to climb so high and reach him with its
fearful claws.

There was a sound of hoofbeats. He
stared round in the direction of the
cow town, and his heart leaped at the
sight of Bill, in his red shirt and ten-
gallon hat, riding back to the school on
the black broncho, Bill, as he came,
stared at the clinging figure at the top
of the flagpole, visible to him over the
fences and the buildings. s

Dick Carr freed one hand and waved

to the approaching rider. He gesticu-
lated frantically,
“Help!"” he yelled. *“Mr, Sampson !

Help!”

His voice carried to Bill on the wind
and made him stare harder. The
fences hid the “bear ” from Bill's sight,
and he could only wonder why the new
schoolboy was hanging to the top of
the fagstaff and yelling for help.

“Help!"” shrieked Dick.

“Jumping painters!” ejaculated the
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cow town schoolmaster. “Is that pesky
young guy loco?”

He cracked his quirt, and the black
broncho galloped on. Something was
amiss at the school, Bill knew that, and
a sudden misgiving came into his mind
of the wounded grizzly driven down
from Squaw Mountain by the hunters.
His bronzed face set hard, and he
drove the broncho on with quirt and
spur.

There was a yell of alarm from Poker
Parker,

““Say, you guys! Here comes Bill!”

“Oh, great gophers!” gasped Slick
Poindexter. “I'll say Bill will be mad
when he sees his bearskin i )

The gate was closed. But Bill did not
stop to open it. The black broncho rose
to the leap, and Bill eame sailing over
the gate to land in the playground with
a crash of hoofs. He was down from
the saddle in a second,

To Dick Carr his sudden arrival
brought joy and relief. It had rather
a different effect on the bunch, who
suspected that Bill would be mad when
he discovered the use to which his bear-
skin had been put.

“Help! Help!” yelled Dick. *“Shoot!
Oh, shoot!”

“Haw, haw, haw!”

““Say, don't you burn powder, Bill!”
howled Poindexter. ““You don't want
to burn holes in your bearskin, old-
timer.”

But Bill was not likely to shoot. From
the ground he could see what Dick
Carr could not see from above—human
legs that showed under the clambering
bearskin. 1]?1112 Sampson was not thi:l;lix;
ing of pulling a gun. He grasped
quirt and rushed across towards“”the
flagstaff,

“Beat it, Mick!” yelled Poindexter.

“Howly saints!” gasped Mick
Kavanagh. He had ceased to climb, and
was staring round in dismay at the
alarm that Bill was coming. It was not
easy to move quickly in the thick folds
of the big bearskin., Mick slid down
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the pole and landed on the ground as
Bill reached him.

“Jumping buffaloes!” roared Bill
“I guess I'll wallop you a few!”

Dick stared down blankly. He had
expected Bill to pull his gun, or else
rush for his rifie. He could not imagine
why the cow town schoolmaster was
tackling & grizzly bear armed only with
p ’puncher’s whip. But the next
moment, as Bill grasped the “bear,” he
understood.

*The bear rolled over in Bill's grasp,
and the skin burst open and a red head
and a crimson face emerged into view.
Dick stared at it with starting eyes,
almost losing his hold in his amaze-
ment. From the Packsaddle bunch
came a howl of merriment. From Mick
came a howl of anguish as Bill’s
sinewy grasp dragged him out of the
bearskin and the quirt was laid on.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Aw! Can it!” shrieked Mick.
“Howly Moses! Sure it was only a joke
on the tinderfoot intirely! Howly
saints! Let up, Bill, you piecan!”

Whack, whack, whack!

Instead of letting up, the headmaster
of Packsaddle laid it on hard. The
quirt rang on Mick like pistol shots.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Dick Carr.

He understood now. With a burning
face he slid down the flagstaff. He
knew now why the bunch had been in-
different to his peril. There had been
no peril. It was only another rough
jest on the tenderfoot. But for the fact
that Bill Sampson was handling Mick,
Dick would have hurled himself on the
practical joker. But Mick was getting
enough from Bill!

“Thar!” gasped Bill. “I guess that
will I'arn you a few, Mick! I guess
you won't play any more tricks with my
bearskin and skeer a doggoned green-
horn stiff and cold! Nope! Tl say
you won't!”

‘“Whoo-hooop!” roared Mick, as he
staggered away. “Ow! Oh, wake
snakes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from the
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bunch. Bill was grinnmg, too, as he
picked up the bearskin and threw it
over his arm,.

“day, you doggoned tenderfoot, you
figure that it was a real bar!” he ex-
claimed, *I’ll say you're some boob!™

“I—I—I thought ” gasped Dick,
his cheeks burning. “I—I knew there
was & grizzly about, and I—I
thought—"

‘“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Bill

He walked away with the grizzly’s
skin. Dick Carr looked round at zrin-
ning faces, his own red as the blossom
of the malva that grew along the Rio
Frio.

“¥ou silly asses!” he exclaimed in-
dignantly. “What was a fellow to
think—"

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“Ain’t he the world's prize boob!™
gasped Slick. Even Mick was howling
with laughter, in spite of the quirting
he had received. Dick, crimson with
anger and vexation, stamped away to
the chuckhouse, followed by shrieks of
laughter from the Packsaddle bunch,

CHAPTER 12.
Pluck!

MALL BROWN was smiling when
S he took his class in the school-
room that afterncon. His eyes
glimmered with amusement through
his horn-rimmed glasses. Every face
in the class wore a grin—except Dick
Carr’'s. Dick was dark and frowning
—hut his dark looks only added to the
merriment of the bunch. Probably
Bill Sampson would have been grin-
ning, too, had he been there, But the
headmaster of Packsaddle had ridden
out on the prairie with Marzhal Lick
and his men on the trail of Red Ike,
leaving the bunch to My, Bro%n.
Every now and then there was a
chuckle in the class, and two or three
times a voice called out “PBar!™ ip
tones of pretended alarm, raising &
nowl of laughter. Dick sat with
knitted brows.
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He had been made a fool of, and the
whele bunch was laughing at him.
Most of them laughed good-naturedly,
but Steve Carson and his friends
sneered and jeered. Dick's cheeks
burned when he thought of the ridicu-
Jous figure he must have cut, clinging
to the top of the flagstaff with a prac-
;.jipal joker in a bearskin growling after

im.

Any fellow at Packsaddle who had
taken Mick in the bearskin for a
genuine grizzly, would have holted for
cover, he knew that. Unluckily, only
he had been taken in. Hunting cover,
in such a case, was no sign of funk.
But, as it had turned out, it was ridi-
culous, and he realised it only too
keenly.

When Mr, Brown'’s back was turned
at the blackboard, Steve Carson leaned
over to Dick and gave a sudden bellow
in his ear that made him jump.

“Bar! Beat it for the flagstaff,
tenderfoot!"

“Haw, haw, haw!”

It was the last straw! Dick Carr
was a good-tempered fellow, but he
had a temper, As Steve drew back his
grinning face, Dick's arm swung up,
and the back of his hand smacked
hard on Big Steve’s features. It was a
hard smack, and Steve lurched under
it and fell off his bench. He spluttered
as he went down among riding-boots.

Small Brown spun round from the
blackboard.

“What—" he squeaked. ‘“Keep
order! You Carr—Carson—I tell
you—" Small Brown could not
handle the bunch like Bill Sampson.

Big Steve did not heed him. He
scrambled up, grabbed a bock from his
desk, and hurled it at Dick Carr's
head.

Dick dodged just in time and the
school-book flew past him and caught
Slick Poindexter on the side of his
jaw. There was a howl from Slick.

The next moment Dick had caught
the inkpot from his desk and shot the
contents at Big Steve in reply to his
missile. Steve’s missile had missed—
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but the ink did not. It splashed full
in Carson’s face, spreading there, and
transforming him suddenly into a coon.
There was a gurgling, gasping howl
from the bully of Packsaddle, and a
chortle from the class, Small Brown
shouted at Dick.

“Carr! How dare you!
rascal! Keep order!”

“Let that rotter keep order, then!”
snapped Dick, “I'm fed-up with his
cheek.”

“B'ar|” shouted Poker Parker.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, shut up, you dummy!” shouted
Dick, with flashing eyes.

“Silence, you Carr!” squeaked Small
Brown. *“You must expect to be made
fun of, Carr, if you run away from a
boy dressed in a bearskin,”

“You bolted into your cabin fast
enough, anyhow, Mr. Brown!” retorted
Dick. He had not forgotten how Small
Brown had dashed indoors, and
banged the door of his cabin after him.

Small Brown crimsoned. He had not
forgotten it, either, but he had hoped
that that little incident had passed un-
noticed,

“You—you—young rascall” he stut-
tered. “I shall report you to Mr,
Sampson for punishment.” He raised
his hand and pointed to the door.
“Go to Mr. Sampson’s office and wait
there till he returns, and tell him that
you have been sent to him for a
beating.”

Dick Carr hesitated, breathing hard.
He was angry and indignant. He had
noticed already that Small Brown had
very little authority with the bunch;
indeed, his life would hardly have been
worth living at Packsaddle School had
he not been backed up by Bill and his
quirt. When Bill was absent, little Mr.
Brown walked warily in dealing with
the tough bunch; but he seemed to
figure that he could be authoritative
with the tenderfoot. It was unfair, and
it made Dick angrier than ever, but
he choked down his angry resentment,
and stamped away to the door.

You youhg
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“The greenhorn’s sure got his mad
up!” chuckled Mick as he went.

“Bar!” shouted Slim.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dick tramped out with gleaming eyes
and flaming cheeks. From the school-
room he had to cross the hallway to
Bill Sampson’s office, which was on the
other side. He glanced out of the
porch which opened from the hallway
into the bright sunshine of Texas, and
was tempted to go out into the play-
ground instead of where he was bidden
to go. But he restrained that impulse,
and crossed into Bill's office. He
stumbled over the big bearskin rug as
he went in; it was back in its old place,
between the doorway and Bill's table.
He gave the grinning muzzle a kick in
passing, and threw himself into Bill's
chair with knitted brow.

The lesson went on in the school-
room. He heard the murmur of Small
Brown's voice—and the murmur of
other voices. The bunch were not
giving Mr. Brown a lot of attention—
as was their way when Bill was not on
hand. From where he sat Dick saw
Steve Carson come out of the school-
room and go out at the porch, no doubt
to wash the ink off his face at the
pump. He glanced in at the open door-
way of the office as he passed, and gave
Dick an inky glare. Then he went out
to the pump.

A few minutes later, there was a
crash of hurried footsteps coming back
to the schoolhouse.

Dick, who was looking at Bill’s rifle,
slung on the wall over the school-
master's desk, stared round. Big Steve
came bolting in from the playground,
his half-washed face, still inky, stream-
ing wet. The look on it fixed Dick's
attention, and he stared hard. Big
Steve's face was chalky with terror,
where the ink was washed off. His eyes
were staring from his head. He bolted
into the hallway from the porch, and
ran for the school-room.

“What—" exclaimed Dick Carr.

Something in the playground had
torrified Big Steve almost out of his

‘fellows were on their feet,
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wits. Dick stepped to the office door-'
way and looked down the hallway to
the porch. What he saw made his face’
as pale as Big Steve’'s, Framed against
the sunlight in the open porch was a
gigantic and terrible form, Dick's
heart thumped against his ribs,

“The grizzly!”

It was strangely like the pretended
grizzly that had fooled him that morn-
ing. But it was no trick this time.

It was the grizzly bear that had been
driven from Squaw Mountain—with
daubs of dried blood on its fur, foam
on its fearful jaws, hunger and ferocity
burning in its litfle red eyes. No
wonder Steve Carson had come bolting
in, at that fearful vision in the play-
ground. Dick Carr- stood transfixed,
staring at the animal; then, as the
bear came shambling in, he slanmmed
the office door.

“B'ar! Bar!” BSteve was panting
as he burst into the school-room.

“Aw! Can it!” grinned Slick Poin-
dexter. ‘“The tenderfoot ain’t here,
Steve—"

Steve, unheeding, grabbed at the
school-room door to slam it. But his
hands were shaking with terror, From
the hallway came a fearful growl that
startled every ear. Steve had the
school-room door half-shut, and all the
when a
heavy paw struck the door and sent it
spinning open again, almost knocking
Steve over.

There was a yell of wild alarm.

“Bar!l”

“The grizaly!”

“Oh! Help! Help!” shrieked Small
Brown, blinking in terror at the fearful
figure as it shambled into the school-
room. From the bear came a deep-
throated roar. Its little red eyes
burned at th+ scatt.ering crowd of
scared schoolboys. It was wounded—
hungry—fierce and savage—a more
dangerous and deadly beast than the
tiger in the jungle. Its foam-flecked
jaws were open as it shambled towards
the terrified bunch.

It was no false alarm this time. The
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hunted, hungry beast from Squaw
Mountain had found ils way to Pack-
saddle School. And Bill, the only man
who could have tackled it, was away.

The Packsaddlers had laughed loud
and long at Dick Carr's scare that
morning. They did not feel like laugh-
ing now. They scattered from the
desks with yells of alarm and terror.
Some of them leaped for the windows;
others ran and dodged among the
desks. Small Brown skipped like a
frightened gopher. The fearful beast
was famished, and he had come for
food! Wildly the bunch scattered and
cdodged and fled up and down the big
school-room, the grizely shambling and
growling in flerce pursuit. Only the
fact that his attention turned from
one to another saved at least one of
the bunch from being dragged down in
his terrible claws. But it could not
have lasted many minutes.

In Bill's office Dick Carr heard the
frantic yelling and shrieking, with beat-
ing heart.

He had slammed the door, from
instinct, to shut out that fearful visitor,
But now he opened it again and looked
across the hallway into the open door
of the big school-room.

He saw Slick Poindexter, his face
like chalk, leap over a desk, barely
evading a clutching claw. He saw Mick
Kavanagh pitch over the blackboard
as the bear leaped at him, and dodge,
just escaping a slash from talons as
sharp as razors.

Dick’s face was white—but he was
cool! He remembered Bill’s rifle on
the wall. He had heard that it was
kept ready loaded, and he hoped that
it was.

He leaped across the room and
grasped the rifie from the wall. With
the weapon in his 1. nds, he rushed

back across the hallw: "'4o the school-
room.
Bill's Winchester was a heavy

weapon, but Dick did not notice its
weight. Inside the scheol-rcem he
dropped on one knee, clamping the butt
of the rifle to his shoulder. He was
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cool—cool as ice—and he needed all
his coolness.

Bang!

In the wild excitement the school-
boys had not even seen him, or known
that he was there, till the rifle roared.
Steve Carson had clambered into a
window, and was dragging himself up
when the grizzly reached him. A
terrible claw was lifted to drag him
back, and in a moment more the bully
of Packsaddle would have been in the
clutches of the grizzly. It was well for
Big Steve at that fearful moment that
a steady eye was looking along the
barrel of Bill's rifle, that a finger steady
as steel was on the trigger.

The bullet struck the grizzly on the
jaw and glanced. But the sudden
crash of hot lead made the huge
animal swing round with a savage
grow], and Steve Carson dragged him-
self up into the window out of reach.
The roar of the Winchester was fol-
lowed by a yell: d

“The tenderfoot!” howled Mick.

“Shoot!” shouted Slick. “Oh,
shoot!”
Bang, bang! Dick fired twice, with a

steady hand, and each bullet crashed
into the huge, furry form.

With a growl of rage and pain, the
grizzly turned on Dick Carr, shambling
across the pine-plank floor at him with
a speed that seemed incredible in so
huge and heavy an animal.

Shouting voices died away—the
Packsaddle bunch gazed spellbound.
Small Brown, from the farthest corner
of the long room, blinked dizzily over
his horn-rimmed glasses, which had
slid down his nose. Not a fellow in
the bunch could believe that the
tenderfoot dared remain where he was,
facing the rush of the enraged grizzly.
But Dick Carr did not stir,

He was still, still as a figure in
bronze, aiming. He knew that he had
time for only one more shot before the
fearful brute reached him. And he
aimed with cool care and fired with
the huge brute hardly a dozen feet
from him, And cne of the blazing red
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eyes went out like an extinguished
lamp, as the bullet crashed into it, and
. the great furry form rocked and rolled
over,

Dick Carr panted. The sweat was
running down his face. The grizzly,
growling and roaring horribly, clawed
and clutched, tearing great splinters
from the floor in mad fury.. Bang,
bang! roared the Winchester, as Dick
emptied the remaining shots into the
struggling, writhing form. And with
the last shot a shudder ran through
the gigantic figure, and it lay still at
1

ast.

“Dead!” stuttered Slick Poindexter.
He was the first to approach the
grizzly, terrifying even in death,
;'t??ad! And the tenderfoot's killed
“Faith, and he's some lad entirely!”
gasped Mick.

Dick Carr dropped the rifle. He
stood unsteadily, mopping the sweat
from his face. The grizzly lay dead
before him, but he could hardly believe
that 1t was dead—that he had killed
it! He had saved lives that day—at
least one life, probably many, Even
Big Sleve, as he dropped in from the
window, looked at him with a new
respect.

“Faith, it's a broth av a boy ye are,
and it's me that’s telling ye so!” yelled
Mick Kavanagh, and he rushed up to
Dick and fairly hugged him. And the
roar of a cheer, that woke all the
echoes of Packsaddle School, greeted
the ears of Bill Sampson as he rede in
from the prairie.

. . . - .

“8ay, you ginks, what’s this game?”
roared Bill, as he strode into the
school-rcom. “You playing tricks
agin, as soon as my doggoned eyes are
off'n you?”

He glared at the grizzly for a second,
taking it for his own bearskin and
another practical joke. But that wus
only for a second. His jaw dropped
as he stared at the dead bear, lying in
a %ool of blood, and he realised the
truti.
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“Howling coyotes!” gasped the
headmaster of Packsaddle. “Who shot
that grizzly?” i

Dick Carr grinned.

“The tenderfoot!” gasped Slick.

‘]‘J Aw! What you giving me?” hooted
Bill

“The goods!” gasped Mick. “It sure
was the tenderfoot, Bill!”

Bill Sampson gazed at the bear,
gazed at the bunch, and gazed at Dick
Carr. Then he held cut an enormous
hand to the new boy at Packsaddle.

“Carry me home to die!” said BilL
“You've got me beat, and you the boob
from Boobsville! Put it thar!”

Dick Carr grinned and “put it
there.” Bill gripped his hand. The
next moment the new boy at Pack-
saddle hopped and yelled. Bill had a
grip not unlike that of the grizaly!

CHAPTER 13.
Trouhla in Class!

CLATTER of hoofs rang on the
A sun-baked prairie trail, and

every fellow in the big timber
school-room lifted his head and
listened. It was a hot afterncon, and
there were few, if any, of the Pack-
saddle bunch who wanted to spend it
indoors with Small Brown and school
books. But for the presence of Bill
Sampson, who sat at his high desk
with_his quirt before him. Mr. Brown
would probably have had trouble with
the rather unruly class. Mr. Brown
did not have an easy time, anyhow,
at the cow town school. But Bill was
ready to handle the bunch, as he had
been wont to handle a bunch of steers
on the Kicking Mule Ranch.

So, though the fellows lifted their
heads at the sound of hoof-beats, they
did not rise from their places and rush
to the windows, as certainly they would
have done had not Bill been present.

There was 8 tramp of heavy boots in
the porch, and Ezra Lick, town marshal
of Packsaddle, looked into the school-.
room.
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“Say, Bill!” he shouted.

Mr, Sampson stared round at him.

" Aw, you, Ezra!” he hooted. “Don't
you know bettern to horn in while
school’s going on, and you town
marshal of this hyer burg! Beat it!”

“Beat nothing!” retorted the mar-
shal. “I'm telling you, Bill, that Red
Ike’s been seen down the Frio, and
we're riding after him. You git on
your broncho and mosey along with
us.”

Mr. Sampson jumped from his desk,
That news was enough to make Bill
forget that he was a schoolmaster, Red
Ike, the rustler, had five hundred
dollars that belonged to Bill.

“¥You got it sure?” he demanded.

“Sure thing!” answered the marshal.
“Red Ike’s on foot, and he’s hunting
for a cayuse to get away on, A Kick-
ing Mule ‘puncher has seen him.”

“Why ain't he cinched him, if he
seen him?” demanded Bill.

Ezra Lick chuckled.

“I guess he burned the wind when
he spotted Tke's red head,” he
answered. “Ike wanted his horse, and
‘was ready to give him some lead for it
—and I'll say that 'puncher didn’t want
any.” -~
Bill snorted.

He followed the marshal from the
school-room. A few minutes later he was
mounted on his black broncho, and rid-
ing away with the marshal's outfit.
The school-room was left in a buzz
of excitement.

Small Brown was giving his class
geography, but nobody in the bunch
cared a red cent for geography, or Mr.
Brown, just then. Every Packsaddle
fellow was thinking of the outlaw, the
marshal’s men riding in quest of him,
and Bill Sampson riding with the
marshael’s men. Some of them went
fo the windows and started out. Small
Brown squeaked at them in vain.

Big Steve even proposed to throw
down school, mount, and ride. Likely
enough the bunch would have done so,
too, but for the fact that they would
meet un with Bill on the prairic. And
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if Bill caught them riding the plains
in school hours, they knew what Bill
would do with the quirt.

“Sit down! Take your places!
Will you keep order?” yapped Small
Brown. “We are here to work!”

“Porget it1” drawled Big Steve.

In the buzz of excited volces, Mr.
Brown's shrill yap passed almost un-
heeded. Half the fellows were at the
windows. looking out through the gate-
way, across the playground, the way
the riders had gone.

Unsupported by Bill, little My, Brown
was nowhere. He was really afraid of
fellows like Steve Carson, who could
have pitched him across the school-
room. He had an irritable temper,
which he seldom or never ventured to
let rip.

He waved a pointer, squeaked and
yapped. Then he came across to a
wntldow where Dick Carr was staring
out.

Certainly Dick ought to have been
in his place. But no other fellow was
in his place, and the new boy followed
the crowd.

‘Whack!

Dick gave a yell as he caught the
pointer across his pants. He spun
round at Mr. Brown with blazing eyes,

“Go and sit down!” yapped Small
Brown,

“You cheeky ass!” shouted Dick
Carr. He knew that Small Brown was
picking on him because he was new
and “tender,” and because he dared
not pick on tougher fellows like Carson
or Parker, or Dixon, or Pie Sanders,

‘Whack, whackl! Perhaps Small
Brown hoped that punishing one mem-
ber would have a disciplinary effect on
the rest. If that was the idea, it wag
rather rough luck on a fellow who was,
after all, the most orderly fellow in
the whole bunch. The sight of Small
Brown whacking with the pointer was
new, and it interested and entertained
the bunch. They pgathered round,
cheering him on. -
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“Wade in, chirruped
Poker Parker.

“Give him a few on the pants!”
yelled Pie Sanders.

“Touch up the tenderfoot!”
chuckled Big Steve. “Say, you 'uns,
Small Brown surely has got his mad
up!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Whack! rang the pointer again, and
Dick Carr, with flashing eyes, jumped
at Small Brown and jerked it from
his hand.

“Give Brown a few, big boy!” yelled
Slick Poindexter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Say, shall I hold him for you, Mr.
Brown?” drawled Carson.

“Yes, yes!"” gasped Small Brown.

“Leave him be, you Carson!” shouted
Mick.

But Big Steve was not losing this
chance of getting back on the tender-
foot who had knocked him out in a
scrap, his first day at Packsaddle.
Generally Big Steve was a leader of
trouble in the school-room, and he had
had many a walloping from Bill’s quirt
for that reason. Now it suited him to
stand for law and order.

He jumped at Dick Carr and grasped
him

ol' manl!”

Thcy struggled ,and Small Brown,
hopping round them like a rabhit,
snatched the pointer back.

Whack! Whack!

It came ringing on Dick's back as
he struggled with the hefty Steve. He
gave a howl of wrath and anguish.
With a sudden effort, hooking Big
Steve’'s leg, he whirled him over, and
Carson crashed down on the nearest
desk.

He rolled to the floor with a hefty
bump as Dick turned on Small Brown.
That gentleman jumped back in
alarm, his eyes almost bulging through
his horn-rimmed glasses as Dick made
a jump at him.

Dick grabbed the pointer from his
hand. He turned on Steve, who was
struggling up.
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Grasping him by the back of the
collar, he forced Big Steve down again,
grinding his nose into the pine planks
of the floor.

‘Then the pointer rose and fell.

‘Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack!

The dust rose from Steve's breeches
dand fearful yells from Steve. He
struggled and wriggled, and roared and
howled. Dick Carr, with gleaming
eye, laid on the pointer with all the
force of his arm.

Poker Parker and Slim Dixon rushed
forward to the help of their pal. A
slash of the pointer, catching Dixon
on the side of the head and Slim on
the nose, drove them yelling baclk.
Then the pointer lashed again and
again on Big Steve’s breeches, to an
accompaniment of fearful howls.

The whole bunch were roaring with
laughter. This was better fun than
geography! Small Brown hopped, and
almost danced, with angry excitement.
Bill Sampson would have restored
order in a moment. Small Brown could
do nothing but squeal and yap.

Leaving Carson yelling on the foor,
Dick Carr pitched the pointer out of
the window and walked to the door.

“Take your place!” squealed Small
Brown.

“Go and chop chips!” retorted the
new boy at Packsaddle, and he walked
out of the school-room and banged the
door after him with a bang that rang
along the Rio Frio.

CHAPTER 14.
The Rustler's Revenge!
i BARCH me!” breathed Bill
S Sampson,
Bill’s eyes gleamed under his

rugged brows.

He pulled in the black broncho and
jumped from the saddle. Far away on
the prairie Stetson hats bobbed in the
brilliant sunshine of Texas. The
marshal's outfit, once clear of the cow
town, had separated, to hunt for sign
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of the elusive Red Ike. Sign was not
easy to find, but Bill Sampson figured
that he had picked up some.

Stooping in the tough grass, the cow
town schoolmaster examined the hard,
sun-baked earth. Bill had forgotten he
was a schoolmaster now. He was once
more a 'puncher of the Kicking Mule,
riding after a rustler!

“I guess I got him!” grinned Bill

Bill was as good a man on the trail
as any Apache or Comanche that
wandered in the wastes of the Staked
Plain. Red Ike had left litfle sign
where he moved, but what little he had
left, Bill's keen eyes picked up.

Standing waist deep in the tough
grass, Bill stared round him. Two or
thre¢ Stetsons bobbed over the high
grass in the far distance. But
were far out of hearing of a call. On
his left, were the bluffs that hung over
the deep channel of the Rio Frio. Wide
and deep was that channel, cut by the
river in flood. But the Frio ran low
now, twenty feet below the level of the
prairie.

With his reins hooked over his arm,
Bill tramped towards the river. Unless
Bill was mistaken—and he did not
figure that he was—some guy had
tramped down to the Frio on foot, and
if that was so he did not need telling
who the guy was. A man on foot on
the plains was a very rare bird—no
man in the cow country went afoot if
he had a horse. And Red Ike, the
rustler, had lost his horse. Bill’s hand
was very near the butt of his gun in
his belt 88 he tramped out on the
bluffs over the Frio.

The descent from the plain to the
bed of the river was steep. Below was
a wilderness of glimmering mud. Far
across it the Frio flowed, shallow, and
glimmering In the sun, with yards of
quaking mud between it and the grassy
bluff where Bill stood.

Scanning the mudbank, Bill failed
to pick up the man he sought. He
shook his head at the thought
that the outlaw might have got across
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the Frio at that spot. Only utter
desperation could have driven any man
to trust himself to that quaking swamp
of mud, where wandering steers from
the ranches had sometimes sunk down
to choking death.

Bill figured that the red-bearded out~
law was in cover in some hollow of
the high bank. Red Ike knew only too
well that he was closely hunted, and
he was the kind of firebug to watch
for a chance of turning on a pursuer
and getting possession of a cayuse.
Once in the saddle, Red Ike would
know how to burn the wind. On foot,
he could only skulk and hide like a
scared prairie rabbit.

Bill Sampson pegged his broncho,
loosened his Colt in the holster, and

they | clambered down the rugged face of the

bluff to the mudbank that stretched
towards the river below.

It was not easy going. Several times
he slipped, and saved himself by catch-
ing at the roots in the slope. But he
noticed that in three or four places
there was sign that the descent had
already been made, and not long since.
He was not far from Red Ike,

Any instant he might have heard
the crack of the gunman’s Colt. He
was watchful and wary as a panther.
But he figured that Red Ike would not
be in haste to burn powder. A shot
would carry wide on the wind, and
pring other enemies upon him.

Suddenly, as a loose root pulled out
under Bill's weight, he went plunging
and rolling down the steep bank,

“ Jumping painters!” gasped Bill, as
he rolled. .

He grabbed and clutched, but he
could get no hold. He pitched help-
lessly till he brought up in a hollow
of the bank that was screened by half-
rotten branches, left there by the river
when it was higher. Bill crashed
through the rotten branches and rolled
in the hollow, and at the same moment
he felt something there that was not
earth or mud—something that stirred,
something that panted. .




A hand grasped him. Half-buried in
rotten branches and leaves, cn his back,
his gun snatched away, Bill glared up
at a savage, flerce, red-bearded face,
that glared down on him.

He panted,

He knew now where Red Ike had
lain in cover—in that unseen hollow of
the river bank, covered with driftwood.
And he had rolled fairly down on top
of the hidden outlaw. But it was Red
Ike who was on top now.

Bill's gun was jammed to his face,
Red Ike's finger wgs on the trigger,
and the gunman’s eyes blazing over it.

“By thunder!” sald the rustler
between his teeth, “You got me, Bill
—and I got you, by thunder!"”

“Doggone my cats!” panted Bili.
“I'll say this is the bee's knee! Shoot,
you skunk, and be durhed. I guess
Ezra will hear the gun, and you sure
won't make a getaway arter. Shoot,
you coyote!™

The outlaw did not pull trigger, He
grinned at Bill savagely over the gun.
Bill, crumpled on his back, a knee on
his chest, was powerless, His eyes
gleamed with rage at the ruffian.

“I guess Ezra ain't on hand—not a
whole lot,” said Red Ike. “I been
watching you, Bill, and I sure hunted
cover here when I saw you had picked
up sign. Your side-kickers ain't on
hand, Bill.”

“I guess they'll hear that gun, all
the same,” snorted Bill. “I.guess it's
you for a limb and a rope, you dog-
goned thief and rustler! Shoot, if you
want!”

“I guess I'll shoot quick and sud-
den if you give me trouble,” grinned
Red Ike. “But I ain’t honing to shoot,
Bill. Stick your paws together.,”

With the gun jamming in his
bearded face and the gunman’s desper-
ate eyes gleaming over it, Bill Sampson
made no demur. His strong wrists
were dragged together and tied with a
cord from Red Ike's pocket. The
rustler knotted the cord with cruel
care.
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“That’s let you out, Bill!” he said,
with a savage grin. “I guess I'm going
to borrow that hoss of yourn that
you've slaked out on the bluff. I
guess I borrowed him once and lost
him agin, but I sure ain't losing him
this time. I figure on burning the wind
out of the Frio country and hitting
Mexico a piece. You goin' to stop
me?”

“Doggone you!” gasped Bill,

“Get on your hind legs!” snapped
the rustler,

Bill staggered {o his feet.

He gritted his teeth with rage. He
was powerless in the rustler’s hands,
and his horse, on the bluff, was at the
gunman’s mercy. Red Ike had found,
at last, the chance he wanted of cinch-
ing a cayuse, and it was Bill's cayuse
that he was going to cinch.

“Walk!” snapped the rustler.

He dragged on Bill’'s arm. The cow
town schoolmaster had to walk. The
rustler was forcing him in the direc-
tion of the water.

Something like pallor came on Bill's
rugged, bronzed face. Red Ike was not
going to burn powder. But he was
not going to spare his enemy, who had
fallen inte his hands. Hunted,
desperate, worn with hunger, and
hardship, and fatigue, Red Ike was a
wild beast—a savage wild animal that
had turned on his hunters. What was
he going to do?

Bill soon knew.

As they drew nearer the Frio, their
feet sank in the mud deeper, and
softer, and more insecure, close to the
water. Red Ike was picking a spot—
& spot he knew! He gave the school-
master a sudden shove, and sent him
sprawling.

Bill crashed on quaking mud.

Struggling wildly, frantically, he
righted himself, head up. But he was
down to his gun-belt in soft mud by
the time he was upright. As he
tramped to keep- his footing, he sank
deeper.

Bill

“I guess that fixes you.
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Sampson!"” said Red Ike, between his
teeth. “I'll say you won't ride on my
trail no more, you doggoned geck!
Say, that's where the steers from
Kicking Mule was lost, last fail. I
guess you'll hit their bones when you
go down deep enough. Howl, you dog,
howl, and see if your side-kickers will
hear you!”

B“lYou goldarned cow-thief!” panted

ill.

Red Ike Ilaughed savagely and
tramped away. Bill, struggling wildly
in the mud swamp, watched him go.
He saw the active rustler disappear
over the edge of the bluff.

Bill groaned.

The way of escape was free for the
rustler, and that troubled Bill more
than his own peril, at the moment.
Ezra ond his outfit were far afield, and
even if they spotted a horseman, at
the distance, they would not figure
that it was Red Ike. Now that he had
a horse, every chance was in favour of
the desperado riding clear and getting
across the Rio Grande into Mexico.

There was a beat of hoofs on the
prairie above,

Red Tke was riding!

Thud, thud, thud! rang the galloping
hoofs. Red Ike, in Bill's saddle, was
riding the black broncho—for the
Mexican border! In a few minutes
the sound of galloping hoofs died
away to the south.

“Jumping painters!” panted Bill.

He was down to his armpits in
yielding, clinging, sticky mud. His
struggles only drove him deeper. Even
with his hands free, he could not have
dragged himself out now. Indeed,
even a strong man could not have
dragged his bulky body from the deep
bed of mud without firm ground to
stand on—and there was only yielding
mud round him. He knew that this
was the end of the trail.

He shouted—and shouted again!
But he gave it up—there were no ears
to hear. The mud was up to his
shoulders, sucking at his neck. Thick
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and cold and clammy, it squeczed himt
and squelched round him as he moved.
The rustler was gone—long gone—
leaving Bill Sampson to a fearful fate,
as terrible a revenge as even that
savage heart could have desired. It
was the end of the trail, and Bill
Sampson, with the sweat thick on his
forehead, looked up—looking his last
on the blue sky of Texas.

CHAPTER 15,
A Tenderfoot and a Ropa!

HIZ"
\K{ It was the whiz of a lariat.
“Rotten!” grunted Dick

Carr. He had missed.

At Packsaddle School the bunch were
still in the school-room, with Small
Brown. But Dick Carr was far from
the cow town school. He had banged
the school-room door behind him and
cleared off, and that was that! But
he did not want to hang about the
playground by himself, and with an
angry sense of injustice streng upon
him, he did not intend to returin to the
class. He caught a pony in the corral,
saddled him, took his lasso, and rode
out of the gate.

Every day since his firsi instruction
in the use of the “rope,” Dick had put
in some practice with it. He was
naturally quick and intelligenb,gand
he was making progress, bul it ¥as a
thing that had to be learned, and he
was more than tired of the bunch’s
grinning and gibing at the clumsiness
of the tenderfoot. He could always
borrow one of Bill’'s horses; and now,
every day, he would ride out on the
prairie, after class, to practise with the
rope. On this occasion he was doing
it during class.

Riding down the river, out of sight
of school and town, he made cast after
cast with the rope, at branches or
lonely saplings—anything that gave
him a chance. Sometimes the whirl-
ing loop settled on the object at which
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he aimed—more often it missed. He
was getting on, but he was getting on
slowly.

Having failed once more, missing a
stump in the prairie, he coiled up the
riata as he rode on and prepared it
for another cast. Looking round for
another object at which to aim, he
spotted a bunch of tall sunflowers that
grew on the grassy bluffs over the low-
flowing Frio.

He rode within a dozen feet of the
high edge of the bluff, ahd made his
cast, Once more he failed to cinch,
the coiled rope striking the sunflowers
and crushing them down, instead of
noosing them. The riata uncoiled to
full length, the loop dropping over the
edge of the bluff,

“Bother!” growled Dick.

He sat his pony, coiling in the rope,
facing the river. From the saddle,
high up on the grassy bluff, he could
see far out across the river-bed, to
where the Frio flowed between wide
banks of mud. He stared, and stared,
at the sight of a Stetson hat on the
mud.

He stared hard, unable to under-
stand. It was not a hat that had
blown away from some rider on the
plains, for it was moving and stirring,
and it was raised more than a foot
above the level of the mudbank. Yet
if it was on a man’s head, where was
the man? Even if he was sitting down,
even if he was lying down, the hat
would have keen higher. Besides, Dick
could see nothing of him, only the
hat!

Then suddenly he grasped it. He had
heard talk among the bunch c¢f the
danger of the swamp along the Frio.
Bill, in fact, had warned him of that
danger; a necessary warhing to a
tenderfoot. And now he knew that
some unwary guy had gone down to
the water and sunk up to his neck in
the mud! That was the meaning of a
ten-gallon hat waggling a foot above
the level,

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Dick.
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He jumped from the pony and
hastily pegged it. Then he ran to the
edge of the bluff, threw himself on his
chest, and peered down. Twenty feet
down that Stetson waggled and
wobbled as the sunken man under it
wriggled in the mud that enveloped

-him, twenty feet out from the bluff.

Hallo! Hi!” shouted Dick

“Hi!
Carr.

He saw a sudden movement of the
Stetson. It slanted, and a bronzed
face stared from under the immense
brim. Dick's eyes almost started from
his head. It was the face of Bill Samp-
son that he saw!

“Bill!” panted Dick.

He stared at the schoolmaster of
Packsaddle blankly. He waved his
hand, and Bill stared back, with hope
lighting his rugged face. A hoarse,
husky yell came from the cow fown
schoolmaster,

Dick jumped to his feet. His face
was white. How Bill had got there,
what it all meant, he did not know,
and there was no time to think. But
he knew that it was a matter of
minutes to save the life of the school-
master of Packsaddle. That was
enough for him to know.

He gave one glance at the end of
the riata, to make sure that it was
safely fastened to the pony’s saddle.
Then he threw the rope, uncoiling, over
the bluff, He did not waste time
climbing down—he slithered down the-
rope, The cow pony, used to the strain
of a lariat, braced his hoofs to take -
it. In a few seconds Dick was down
on the mudbank.

He raced across to Bill,

Bill shouted hoarsely:

‘“Watch out, you gink! ¥You want to
sink in?”
Dick did not heed. Soft mud

squelched over his boots as he ran. But
he was taking the lariat with him,
over his arm.

With sticky mud to his knees, Dick
stopped and pitched the noose at Bill.
iItt. tapped on the Stetson and fell beside
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“Catch!” shouted Dick,

“You doggoned geck, I'm hog-tied!”
panted Bill,

He made a wild effort, and forced
his arms out of the mire. The effort
sahk him to his chin; but the hands
came up, and Dick saw that they were
bound together at the wrists.

He tore out his pocket-knife,

“Watch out!” panted Bill, as the
tenderfoot came squelching recklessly
out to him. “Go back—go back!
Youwll sure be sucked in!”

Dick was in to his waist as he
reached Bill. He did not heed it. He
sawed the keen edge of the knife across
the cord that fastened Bill's wrists. It
parted, and the schoolmaster of Pack-
saddle was free.

“Go back!” groaned Bill. “You
doggoned geck, go back—afore you go
under! You hear me shout!”

“Hang on, Bill!” said the tenderfoot
of Packsaddle, unheeding. He shoved
the loop of the lasso into Bill's strong
fingers. They gripped.

Holding on to the rope, Dick dragged
himself back along it. But for the rope
stretching down from the saddle of the
cow-pony on the bluff he would never
have got out of the swamp alive.

But his grip on it was strong, and
he dragged himself along, and reached
firm ground under the bluff.

Up the bluff he clambered at frantic
speed. Bill, holding on with both
brawny hands to the lasso, was keeping
his head out of the swamp. But it was
sucking him down, and the soft mud
welled over his bearded chin, and
squeezed in the corners of his shut
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Away Irom the river went the cow-
pony, dragging on the taut lasso. The
pull on Bill's arms was terrible. But
he had got them through the loop, and
the loop under his elbows, and he held
on with fingers of steel. The mud held
his bulky figure like a giant's grasp,
and it seemed as if his brawny arms
would be torn away by the pull of the
cow-pony on the rope. Bill gritted his
teeth and bore it,

Slowly he was drawn from the
swamp,

Head and shoulders were clear, and
his bulky body followed. Then the
resistance was weaker, and the draw
on the rope brought the rest of him
whisking out, his long legs flying, caked
with mud.

At the end of the lariat he went
roiling along the mudbank towards the
bluff. A minute more, and he was
swinging against the bluff.

The cow-pony pulled on, and Bill
came clambering and scrambling over
the grassy edge.

As he rolled there, streaming yellow
mud in the grass, Dick reined in, and
dismounted. He ran back to Bill.

Bill lay exhausted, too exhausted
even to free his arms from the lariat.
Bill was as strong as a buffalo, but
every ounce of his great strength gms
spent now. He lay and panted. ick
unhooked the rope, coiled it, and
slung it on his saddle.

Bill sat up at last.

“What you doing out of school?
Brown give you a holiday?”

“I gave myself one.”

mouth. “Howling coyotes! Il sure quirt
1"
Dick scrambled to his feet. He|Y°R:
waved a hand to Bill. Dick grinned.
“Hold on!” he yelled. “Hold on for . . »
your life, Bill!”
Bill did not answer. He could not School was over at Packsaddle, and

speak now, with mud welling at his
mouth. But he held on with a grip of
iron to tim rope, as Dick Carr leaped
into the saddle, and put the cow-pony
in moticn.

the bunch streaming out, when they
had the sight of their lives—Bill,
smothered with sticky mud, thick and
evil-smelling, riding in on a cow-pony,
with Dick Carr trotting by the pony’s
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side. The bunch stared blankly, And
as Bill rolled wearily from the cow-
pony at the porch of the school-house,
Small Brown hopped up to him and
squeaked :

"Sir! Mr. Sampson, I have to com-
plain of that boy Carr—a very serious
complaint——"

“Forget it!” roared Bill.

And he tramped in.

That serious complaint was never
made! And Bill quite forget to quirt
the truant of Packsaddle!

CHAPTER 16.
The Buck-Jumper!

“ UM!” exclaimed Slick Poin-

G dexter. “That’s o hoss!”

“And so it is, entoirely!”
said Mick Kavanagh.

Dick Carr looked round.

Dick was Interested in horses. He
was a good rider, and could “back * any
“eritter ” in the school corral. Bui,
60 far, he did not possess one of his
own—the only fellow at the cow town
school who didn’t,

The Packsaddle bunch were in
the playground, after chuck, when
Steve Carson came riding in at the
gate from the prairie trail. He came
in with a gallop and a flourish, a
clatter of hoofs and jingling of bridle.
Steve liked showing off his horseman-
ship. And he was riding a new horse!
He had gone out on his cow-pony, but
he had come back mounted on the
handsomest pinto in Texas.

As he drew rein in the playground
there was a rush of the Packsaddle
fellows to gather round him and ad-
mire his horse. Packsaddle guys knew
all about horseflesh. Dick Carr,
tenderfoot as he was, knew quite as
much as the rest, and he looked at
Steve's handsome pony with a keenly
appreciative eye. It was exactly the
rayuse he wanted.

“Say, where'd you cinch him,
Bteve?” exclaimed Poindexter.
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“Been hoss stealing?” asked Mick;
and there was a laugh,

“Where's your own critter?” asked
Poker Parker.

“Made a trade?” inquired Siim
Dixon.

Questions rained on Steve, He
grinned down at the Packsaddle fellows
as he sat at ease in the saddle. The
pinto pony stood quite still, with al-
most a sleepy look, as quiet a cayuse
as had ever been seen in the Frio
valley. But Dick Carr, watching the
pony’s eyes, detected a gleam in them
which gave him the impression that
the pinto was not so quiet as he looked.
Had he been in the saddle he would
not have. sat him so carelessly as
Carson was doing now. But Big Steve
was quite at his ease.

“I guess I've made a trade, you 'uns,”
said Steve. “I met up with Snort
Jinkins on the prairie, and he had this
cayuse to sell. I traded my cow-pony
and ten dollars for him, and I guess I
got the goods.”

“You sure did!” exclaimed Poin-
dexter. “Say, does he buck?”

“I guess he won't buck me,” said
Steve. “I'll say Il ride any cayuse
between the Staked Plain and the
Rio Grande.”

“You'd better keep a tight hand on
the rein,” said Dick Carr. “I don't
like the look in his eyes.”

Steve Carson stared at the tenderfoot
of Packsaddle and burst into a roar of
laughter. It was echoed by the rest
of the bunch. They did not want tell-
ing about horses by a tenderfoot who
had been only a few weeks in Texas.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Steve, “That
tenderfoot figures that he knows some-
thing about a cayuse. Say, did you
ever sit a critter before you hit Texas?”

Dick Carr coloured.

“I've ridden ever since I was old
enough to sit a horse,” he snapped
“And I tell you that that pony is full
of mischief.”

“He sure knows a whole lot!”
chuckled Poindexter,
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bill Sampson, the headmaster of
Packsaddle, came striding down from
the schoolhouse. The bunch opened,
to make way for the cow town school-
gla.st:r, in his red shirt and tengallon

at. :

“Bay, that’s a cayuse!” said Bill ad-
miringly. “But don't you sit him like
you was sitting on a sofa, you Carson!
He's sure full of pep!”

“I got him all right, Bill,” said Steve,

“while the bunch stared a little,

Bill knew more about horses than
any other man in Texas, and his words
rather unexpectedly bore out what the
tenderfoot had just said.

“I'll say that critter set you back a
hundred dellars,” sald Bill, scanning
the pinto, i

“Guess again!” grinned Carson. “I
traded him off Snort Jinkins for my old
pony and ten bucks, Bill.”

“Snort,” said Bill, “is the sharpest,
durndest horse-dealer in Texas. I
guess this is the first time he ever
came out of the little end of the horn
in selling a horse. I'll say—"

Bill was suddenly interrupted.

From somewhere out on the prairie
came a shrill whistle, followed sharply
by another,

Evidently, it was a signal of some
sort and for a second the Packsaddle
bunch wondered what it meant. But
the next second they had something
else to think about.

The quiet pinto pony woke suddenly
to life. The second blast of the dis-
tant whistle had hardly sounded when
the pinto leaped clear into the air, all
four feet off the ground, and arched his
back.

“Look out, Sgeve!”

“Jump for it, you *uns!

“Great gophers!”

Crash! came the hoofs on the ground.
; | Crashl Clatter! Clatter!
| The Packsaddle bunch jumped away
in hot haste, Bill Sampson tripped
and fell backwards, and narrowly
‘escaped 8 kick from g lashing hoof, He

Look out!”

scrambled up hastily and leaped to
safely.

Steve Carson gripped the reins and
dug his knees into the pinto’s flanks.
Steve was a good horseman, and, taken
by surprise as he was by the sudden
outbreak of that quiet pony, he clung
to his seat. His face was savage, his
teeth gritting, and his eyes glittering.
Crowding back, the bunch watched
from a safe distance, such an exhibi-
tion of buck-jumping as had never been
seen at Packsaddie before, though there
were plenty of buck-jumpers there.

Clatter! Crash! Clatter! Up
went the forefeet of the pinto high in
the air and Steve seemed like sliding
over the tail. Down came the forefeet
like thunder, and Steve nearly shot
over the pony's head, Stiil be held on
flercely, determined not to be beaten
by his new acquisition,

Crash! Crash! Clatter!

“Jumping painters!” gasped BIilL
“I'll say that cayuse is some buck-
jumper! Stick to him, Steye!”

The pinto suddenly broke into a
gallop across the playground. With a
yell the bunch scattered out of his
way.

Steve’s hat was gone,  His hair blew
ouf in the wind from the prairie. His
face was White now. He knew now
that he could not handle that horse,
and he would have given a whole herd
of ponies to be safe on solid earth. He
dragged fiercely at the reins, in vain.
The pinto shot acress the playground
like a bullet.

“Look out,
Carr, ; .

Small Brown gave one horrified blink
through his horn-rimmed spectacles,
and bounded round the bunkhouse like
a startled prairie rabbit. Never had
Small Brown displayed such activity.

Clatter! Clatter! The pinto was
making for the school fence. It seemed
that he would crash. Steve could not
stop him—he had no more chance of
stopping an express train,

But 'the pinto swerved a yard from
the fence and rushed round the play-

Brown!” yelled Dick
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ground towards the gateway, at terrific
speed.

“Stick on, Steve!” yelled Slick Poin-
dexter.

Cloze by the gateway the pinto leaped
into the air and came down on his
hind legs, his forefeet high, Steve
Carson sghot over the lashing tail and
landed like a sack of alfalfa. The
pinto shot out of the gateway like a
bullet from a rifle and vanished down
the prairie trail.

Steve Carson lay gasping on his back
with an ache in every bone of his bedy.
Round him the bunch gathered, laugh-
ing now that the alarm was over.
Steve did not laugh; he gasped and
groaned. But the rest of the bunch
roared. Pill Sampson roared.

“Haw, haw, haw! You want to
watch out, you Carson, when you buy
& horse from Snort. Il say he
fooled you a few! Say, you figure that
youw’ll ever ses that pinto agin? Haw,
haw, haw!”

Poker Parker and Slim Dixon helped
Steve to his feet. They helped him
away to the bunkhouse, grinning as
they did so. He was too sore and
aching to walk without assistance.
"Swank” did not make the bully of
Packsaddle popular in Lthe cow town
school.

Dick Carr looked out of the gateway.
The pinto had vanished. Steve had
lost saddle and outfit, as well as his
new cayuse. He had fancied that he
had got the best of a bargain with the
sharpest and most unscrupulous horse-
dealer in Texas. Evidently, he hadn't!

“Won't Carson get that horse back,
Poindexter?” asked Dick Carr.

Slick chortled.

“I guess not. Didn't you hear that
whistle? I guess that was Snort’s signal
to the cayuse. That started him
buck-jumping.” Slick roared, “I'll say
that cayuse won't never be seen near
Packsaddle agin!”

“You mean that he’s robbed Carson
of the horse he sold him?” asked Dick.

“I mean jest that!” grinned Slick.
“Why, I guess Snort’s sold that cayuse
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to a dozen jays, one atter anotner, and
he’ll sell him to a dozen more! Ha,
ha, ha! Steve was sure a boob to be
fooled that-a-way! Say, you guy, when
you go to buy a hoss, don't you trade
with Snort Jinkins!”

Dick laughed.

“Hardly!” he said—mnot guessing
what the near future had in store.

CHAPTER 17.
Tarned !

1 OTHER!” grunted Dick Carr.
B For nearly half an hour Dick
had been walking to and fro
in the main street of Hard Tack wait-
ing for the hack. Dick's father was
manager of the store at Havd Tack, and
as the day was a holiday at Packsaddie
School, Dick had tun across to see

him.

It was a trip of over twenty miles
down the valley of the Rio Prio. As
Dick had no horse and the distance
was not to be walked, he had been glad
of a lift in Ezra Lick’s buckboard com-
ing over that morning. But the mar-
shal of Packsaddle was not going back
that day, so Dick had to rely on Andy
Butt's hack. And the little one-horse
hack that made the trip up the Frio
was far from rellable. .

Dick waited, and groused. He had
left his father at the store because the
hack was booked to start at five, Now
it was half-past five, and the hack was
not yet visible on the street. Dick felt
sorely the lack of a cayuse. But Mr,
Carr was far from wealthy and had in-
deed been lucky to get his present post
at Hard Tack Store; and horses cost
money. Ever since he had been at
the cow town school, Dick had been
looking for a chance to buy a horse—
but he had only twenty dollars to
devote to that purpose, and he did not
want to buy a crock. He had to wait
till he could pick up a bargain—and he
was still waiting! So he had to take
the one horse hack back to the schoo?
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—anii Andy Butt was later than even
usual.

Loafing about with his hands in his
pockets Dick watched cowpunchers rid-
ing into town and riding out, Presently
his attention was drawn to a man lead-
ing a handsome pony with the reins
over his arm. The man was & bony,
sharp-featured fellow with cunning-
looking eyes set close together; but the
horse he was leading was a beauty.

It was a pinto—a “painted” horse,
as the cowmen called it, Grey, with
patches and spots of a deep rich brown,
it had a-painted look, hence the name,
But it was not only the good looks of
the horse that drew Dick’s attention.
He had seen that cayuse before—twenty
miles away, at Packsaddle School! It
was the pinto that Steve Carson had
ridden in the playground a few days
ago—and never seen since.

“By Jove!” murmured Dick, with a
gleam in his eyes,

It was Steve Carson’s horse; there
was no doubt about that. Dick could
guess that the sly-eyed man with it was
Snort Jinkins, the astute horse-dealer.

Snort was taking an interest in the
boy who was loafing up and down aim-
lessly. He came over the street to
him, leading the pony.

“Bay, big boy! You lost your crit-
ter?” asked the horse-dealer. Nobody in
the Frio country went on foot.

“I haven't one!” answered Dick.

He was breathing rather hard. He
was on the worst of terms with Steve
Carson, the bully of Packsaddle, and
had earned his undying enmity by
knocking him out in a scrap, All the
same, he wanted, if he could, to get
Steve's horse back for him from the
rascal who had cheated him. He won-
dered whether he would have a chance,
Snort was twice Dick’s weight, so he
was not easy to handle.

“You ain't got a cayuse?” exclaimed
the dealer. “I'll tell & man! Say, you
looking fcmeéaorse g buy—cheap?”

ck grinned.
Quite unaware that he belonged to

39

Packsaddle, unaware that he knew
anything about Steve’s disastrous pur-
chase, the rogue was going to try to sell
him the same horse!

Dick knew the programme, When the
money was paid over and the buyer
rode the horse away the signal whistle
would follow—the buck-jumping act,
and the vanishing of the pinto—for
Snort to sell again to some other un-
wary boob. .

Dick was a tenderfoot in Texas, but
he was not tender enough to fall for
that!

But it was not his game to give away
what he knew! He saw here a chance
of getting Steve's horse back for him!

“How much?” he asked.

“I'd take fifty dollars,” answered
Snort.

“I've only got twenty!” answered
Dick innocently.

“Kid,” said Snort, laying a hand
almost affectionately on his arm, “the
cayuse is yourn! Snort Jinkins ain't
the guy to say nope to a trade. No,
sir!  Twenty bucks, and the critter’s
yourn.”

“Let me try him!” said Dick.

“Try him all you like!” said Snort.
The pinto was saddled and bridled,
Dick knew to whom that saddle and
bridle belonged! But he was not
telling Mr. Jinkins all he knew!

He put his foot in the stirrup and
mounted easily and quickly. Snort let
go the reins.

“Ride him up the street and back
again,” he said. “I'll say that pinto’s
as quiet as a lamh! Yes, sir! Quiet
as a li'l woolly lamb, sir!”

“Looks it!” agreed Dick, as he
gathered up the reins, He was aware
that the pinto was a quiet animal until
Mr, Jinkins gave the signal whistle he
had been trained to obey. Then he
was all fireworks! But Dick was ready
for the fireworks!

With a shake of the reins he started.
But he did not ride up the street
He whirled round the pinto and rode
out on the pralrie outside Hard Tack,
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Bnort trotted after him, with the bow-
legged trot of a man used to riding.

“Hyer, you guy, don't you burn the
wind at that rate!” yelled Snort. *“Tou
ain’t paid for that critter!”

Snort had no fear of losing the pinto.
He had his signal-whistle in reserve.
Bl.;t. it was not time to play that card
yet.

Dick drew in on the prairie trail and
Mr, Jinkins came panting up. Dick
Carr looked at him with a smile.

“ Like that critter, hey?” asked Snort.

“Yes, rather! I'd buy him off you,
and glad, if he was yours to sell, Mr.
Jinkins,” answered Dick cheerfully. "As
you've already Sold him to Steve
Carson at Packsaddle, I'm taking him
back to his owner, Good-bye! "

**What?” gasped Snort.

Dick shook the reins, and dashed
away on the Packsaddle trail. He did
not need to wait for the hack now that
he was mounted on the finest pony he
had seen in Texas.

Snort  Jinkins  stcod for some
moments transfixed. But his way of
life made him quick on the uptake. He
swiftly realised how matters stood. He
was not going to sell that pinto to Lhe
tender-looking guy! That tender guy
figured that he was walking off the
cayuse to Packsaddle! Snort put his
fingers in his mouth and whistled two
loud, sharp blasts.

“I guess that’ll fix him, some!”
growled the horse-dealer.

The pinto pricked up his ears at the
well-known signal. Up to that moment
he had been all that a rider could wish
—as in Steve's case! Now he sud-
denly turned himself into a bundle of
fireworiks.

Clatier! Crash! Clatter!

Snort stared on from a distance, with
a derisive grin.  The pinto was leap-
ing, cavorting, buck-jumping, rearing,
and tumbling like a mad thing, ‘The
horse-dealer had no doubt whatever
that in a few moments the rider would
be violently thrown, and the pony
would come trotting back, as he had
been taught to do,
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But Dick Carr could ride,

In his own country Dick had an
uncle who was a farmer in Wales, and
Dick had been accustomed to spend
holidays with him, riding fierce little
Welsh ponies that wanted some riding!
The tenderfoot of Packsaddle had no-
thing to learn about backing a horse!

To Snort’s amazcment. and probably
to that of the pin{o, Dick did not pitch
off, as Steve had done in the Pack-
saddle playground. He stuck to the
horse like a limpet to a rock.

Up went the forefeet of the pinto,
and he stood on his hind legs, threaten-
ing to fall backwards on his rider. Dick
leaned to the glossy neck and held on
fast. Down came the forefeet with a
thunderous crash, and up wenf the
hind legs till it seemed as if the rider
must be hurled over the lowered neck.
But he seemed glued to his saddle.

See-saw  went the back-jumper for
five or six long minutes. Dick was stil}
in the saddle—breathing hard through
shut teeth.

Then, suddenly, the pinto rolled over
in the tough grass, his heels lashing

in the air,
Snort Jinking grinned savagely. He
figured that the boy would be brushed

off like a fly, probably with a cracked
bone.

But like lightning Dick leaped clear,
still grasping the reins, And as the
pinto gathered his legs under him and
scrambled up, Dick was in the sacdle
once more with a swift leap, He was
sitting the pony when it was on its
hoofs again, much to its astonishment
—and Snort’s,

“Blue blazes!” gasped Mr. Jinkins,
“That kid can ride!”

And he whistled again the signal to
the pinto. He was getting anxious,

He had reason to be! For Dick
Carr was riding the pony now, up the
prairie trail, with a hand of steel on
the reins, and the pinto was obeying
his hangd! :

The fireworks were over; the buck-
Jumper knew that he had felt a
master’s hand, and he was allowing
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hims:lf to be ridden. Many times
came Snort's whistles, unheeded now,
Dick rede the pinto at a gallop, and
ﬁt_het]asl'ung heels sent back a cloud of
ust.

Snort rushed in frantic pursuit, But
he might as well have pursued a streak
of lightning!

He halled, panting for breath, shek-
ing bony fists, and almost turning the
atmospheie blue with @ stream of pro-
fanity. Up the trail went the pony
and its rider at a terrific gallop. Snort
was left standing in the grass, velling
with rage. I'rom a far distance Dick
Carr turhed his head and waved his
hat. Then he vanished in nodding
grass towards Packsaddle.

Snort snorted with fury. That
handsomes pinto was worth two hun-
dred dollars of any guy's money, and
Snort had sold him a dozen times at
various prices, in various districts, It
looked-as if he had sold him now for
the last time—unless he could sneak
him from the school corral later,
Which, as it seemed to e his only re-
source, Snort resclved to do that very
night!

CHAPTER 18.
Dicx Makss a Bargain!

TEVE CARBON looked round as
Dick Carr came inte the chuck-
house. He winked at his friends,

Poker Farker and Slim Dixon, who
grinned.

Dick did not heed the bully of Pack-
saddle and his pals. He was tired and
‘hungry, and he dropped con the bench
at the supper-table in the place Slick
Poindexter and Mick Kavanagh made
for him between them.

He had got in rather late from Hard
Tack. The sun was sinking behind the
Staked Plain, and shadows lengthen-
ing along the Rio Frio, when Dick
reached the school.  All the bunoff had
gone into the chuckhouse for supper,
ar_xd there was nobody about when
Dick arrived and turned the pinto into
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the corral. He intended to tell Steve
that he had recovered his new horse
for him; but that could come after
supper.

“Say, tenderfoot!” celled Steve
across the table, after another wink to
his pals. “I guess I got to chew the
rag with you a piece!”

Dick looked at him, with his mocuth
full of bacon and beans,

“Aw, can it, Steve!” said Slick Poin-
dexter. “You sure don't want {0 put
it over on the tenderfoot.”

“And himself the world’s prize
boob!* said Mick.

“I guess nobody asked you guys to
horn in!» snapped Steve, with a scowl
af Slick and Mick. “Don’t you un-
cork any more! Look here, young
Carr, I guess you want a horse.”

Dick nodded. His mouth was toco
well laden for speech. He had come
in from the prairie hungry, and Tin
Tung’s cooking was appetising,

There was a chuckle along the
trestle-tabie, All the Packsaddle
bunch knew that Dick wanted to buy a
horse, and that he had the moderate
sum of twenty dollars to spend on it.
In g few weeks at the cow town school
the tenderfoot had been offered
plenty; but he had not proved tender
enough to buy any of them. He won-
dered whether Steve was going to try
that game again.

But Eig Steve had quite other ideas
in his mind,

“I'll say you know a cayuse when
you sce one, young Carr!” he said.
“You sure liked the leok of that
spotted pinto I bought the other day.”

Dick nodded again, wondering what
on earth was coming.

“Waal, how'd you like that cayuse?”
asked Steve.

“Fine!” answered Dick.

“He's yours for twenty dollars,” said
Carson, “All you got to do is to get
him back. I guess a hoss-thief like
that pesky Snort Jinkins won't be able
to get away with a swindle like thatl,
Nope! HeR sure be run in by the
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marshal's men afore he's many days
older! I'm telling you!”

Dick masticated beans and bacon,
and looked steadily across the table at
the bully of Packsaddle.

Ever since the episode of the buck-
Jumper, Steve had been like a bear
with a sore head.

He had traded his own horse and
fen dollars for the pinto, and had lost
the pinto—cheated like the greenest
tenderfoot, and laughed at by all Pack-
saddle into the bargain. He had been
unpleasant all round, and most of all to
Dick Carr, Now, all of a sudden, he
was as sweet as molasses!

Dick did not need the grins up and
down the long table to enlighten him
ag to the reason. The bully of Pack-
saddle, as unscrupulous as the rogue
who had swindled him, was aiming fo
swindle the tenderfoot in his turn. He
had not the remotest hope of getting
that pinto back again, or of ever seeing
Snort Jinkins anywhere near Pack-
saddle. He was offering to sell the
tenderfoot the horse because he be-
lieved that the horse was gone beyond
possible recovery!

Dick was a tenderfoot in Texas, but
Steve made the mistake of guessing
that he was a boob as well!

“I'll say that's a good offer, Carr!”
said Poker Parker, backing up his
leader. “I'll tell a man I heard Ezra
Lick saying that he figured on roping
in that hoss-thief Jinkins by the end
of the week.”

“They’ll get him O.K. and the hoss,
too!” sald Slim Dixon, with a nod.
“You're giving that cayuse away at the
price, Steve.”

“I guess I mean what I sa.y ¥ said
Steve. "Twenty dollars, and that
cayuse is yours, Carr, as soon as he's
got back from that hoss-thief.”

Dick Carr looked thoughtful. What
had happened at Hard Tack that after-
noon put a complexion on this matter
of which Steve was quite unaware!

Slick Poindexter opened his mouth—
and closed it again! After all, it was
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the tenderfoot’s business; a greenhorn
had to learn by experience,

“Let's have this clear, Carson!” said
Dick at last. “If that pinto’s got back
from Snort Jinkinsg he's mine for
twenty dollars. Is that it?”

“You said it!” assented Carson.

“You fellows are all withesses,” said
Dick, looking round.

“They sure are!” said Steve, “And
I'll say I ain’t the galoot to go back on
a trade! Is it a cinch?”

“Yes," said Dick. j
“Faith, and it’s the world's boob ye
are, and so ye are entoirely!” yelled
Mick. ‘''You piecan! That hoss'll
ne‘&er be got back, and Steve knows it,

and——"

“Can it, you!” roared Steve, and he
hurled a cracker loaf across the table,
catching the Irish Texah on the chin.

“Wurrrggh!” spluttered Mick, as he
went backwards over the bench.

There was a crash as he landed on
the earthern floor.

“Look here, Steve,” exclaimed Poln-
dexter, “give the tenderfoot a fair
deal! You're wise to it that Snort’s
got that cayuse for keeps!”

“Ain't I telling you to can it?”
snarled Steve. “Carr's sald yes, and I
sure hold him to it!"

“I'm standing by it!” said Dick

Carr cheerfully. “Twenty dollars for
the pinto, if I get him. There's your
dollars!”
* From an inner pocket Dick sorted
out two ten-dollar bills, ang pitched
them across the trestle-table to Carson,
Big Steve grabbed them up, and shoved -
them away in a twinkling.

“Waal, if you aln't the boob from
Boobsville!” growled Poindexter, in
disgust. “I'll say you're the softest
guy that ever struck Packsaddle! Say,
you big stiff, you figure youll ever
cinch that pinto?”

“I think so!” answered Dick Carr
“He's mine now!” 1

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Yourn i you can catch him]

roared Carson.
I wish
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ﬁuulluck in getting after Snort, big
oy1?

“T guess Bill wouldn't stand for this
if he knew!” growled Mick., “Ii ain't
a square deal on the tenderfoot.”

“I'm satisfied!” said Dick Carr,

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar zall
through the chuckhouse. The Pack-
saddle bunch were almost doubled up
with merriment at the simplicity of
the tenderfoot,

Dick laughed, too. As the pinto was,
all that while, safe in the school
corral, he con51dered that the laugh
was on his side.

His supper finished, he rose. The
moon had risen over the Rio Frio, and
the playground was almost as light as
day. Dick went to the door.

“Going after the cayuse?” roared
Steve.

“Just that!” answered Dick, glanc-
ing round.

And he walked out of the chuck-
house, leaving the bunch staring
blankly.

“Say, is he loco?” asked Mick.
“Does he figure that he’s got a dog's
chance of cinching that cayuse from
Snort 2"

“Looks like he dges!” -chuckled
Steve Carson. “He's sure welcome to
try. I'll say it'll be a long time afore
Snort is ever seen near Packsaddle
Bgm!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dick Carr walked over to the corral.
He took saddle and bridle from the
harness hut, and went after the pinto.
He had left him with a running rope,
s0 he was easy enough to catch.
Snort’s buck-jumper was quiet as a
lamb again now, and Dick saddled and
wridled him, and rode him out into
thtda playground, cracking a quirt as he
rode.

At the clatter of hoofs there was a
rush of the bunch from the chuck-
house, and Bill Sampson looked out of
the porch of the school-house at the
rider in the moonlight,

“Say, what's that critter you got,
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young Carr?” shouted the Facksaddle
schoolmaster,

Dick reined in, with a thunder of
hoofs, in front of the porch,

“My new horse, sir!” he answered.
“Carson’s sold him to me for twenty
dollars!™

“I'll {ell a man!” gasped Bill, staring
at the horse, “Say, that's the buck-
jumper Snort sold to young Carson—
and cinched again——"

“I got him back at Hard Tack this
alfternoon and rode him home!” said
Dick cheerfully. “Now I've bought
himi”

“Carry me home to die!” gasped
Bill.

There was a roar from the bunch.
They surrounded the tenderfoot, star-
ing blankly at the horse. Steve Car-
son’s face was a Dicture,

“I—I--I'll say it’s the cayuse!” he
gasped. My pinto!”

“Mine!” said Dick Carr, looking at
him. “¥You've sold him to me for
twenty dollars!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Slick Poin-
dexter. “There’s a boob here, Steve,
but I guess the boob ain't that tender-
foot.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Steve Carsen strode forward with a
knitted brow and gleaming eyes. He
grabbed at the pinto's bridle.

“That’s my hoss!” he said, between
his teeth. “The bargain’s off, doggone
you! Tl give you back your dollars!”

“You won't!” said Dick Carr coolly.
“¥ou sold him to me believing that I'd
never get him! TI've got him! Take
your paw off my horse!”

“I'm saying—" yelled Steve. He
clutched the bridle,

He broke off with a yell as Dick's
quirt came down sharply on his arm,
He dropped the bridle and howled.

“Say, what’s this game?” demanded
Bill Sampson,

A dozen voices told him. The cow
town schoolmaster glared at the en-
raged Steve,

“Say, you pesky plecan!” roared
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Bill. “Say, you figured you could pub
it across the tenderfoot, and you want
to go back on it, because you ain't got
by with it? Say, you figure that sort
of game is good enough for Pack-
saddle? Torget it! You sold that
cayuse, and you gotter stand for it!
And I'm the guy that’s telling you so,
and I guess I got a quirt to back it up.”

Bill's quirt was under his arm, its
usual place. He slipped it down into
his hand and grabbed Steve by the
back of his neck.

Swish! Swish! Swish!

With a roar, Steve jerked himself
away and bolted across the playground.
Bill shook the quirt after him.

“Say you want some more, you jest
come and whisper that that cayuse is
yourn!” he roared,

But Bigz Steve did.not come back.
He did not want any more of Bill's
quirt. Dick Carr rode to the corral
and turned his horse into it—indisput-
ably his horse, and the best cayuse in
Packsaddle!

e

CHAPTER 18.
Alarm in ths Night!

ICK CARR lifted his head in his
bunk in the school bunkhouse
and listened. Outside, the soft,

bright moonlight of Texas glimmered.
But within the bunkhouse all was dark.
The score or 50 boarders at Packsaddle
School were—or should have been—all
in their bunks and fast asleep at mid-
night. But Dick Carr was wide awake
—with a strong suspiclon that others
were, also. He had hardiy closed his
eyes since he turned in with the
bunch,

He did not trust Steve Carson—not
an inch! The outcome of that bar-
galn in horseflesh had enraged the
bully of Packsaddle to a deadly pitch.
He would have gone back on his bar-
gain without scruple; but Bill Samp-
son’s word was law on that subject,
and the whole bunch were against him,
The pianto was Dick Carr's, bought and
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paid for. - But Dick did not believe that
Steve would let it go at that. It was
easy for any malicious fellow to get at
the horses in the corral if he wanted
to. Thie pinto was not yet used to his
new home, and if he was let out he
would run. Dick had resolved to sleep
that night with one eye open. He was
glad of it, as he heard a sound of move-
ment in the darkness.

A chill draught of air blew, for a
moment, through the sleeping bunk-
house. The door had been opened and
shut again.

Dick Carr whipped out of his bunk
and hurried on his clothes and boots in
the dark. He picked up & quirt and
stepped silently to the door. Someone
had left the bunkhouse, and he hardly
needed telling who it was, Outside, in
the brizi:t moonlight, he had a glimpse
of a figure running, with head bent
low, towards the corral. Steve Carson
was the biggest fellow at Packsaddle
School, and Dick knew him by his
size.

He cut across the playground in pur-
suit. Steve reached the corral bar,
lifted it, and disappeared inside. There
was a sound of stirring among the
horses, Dick Carr, pripping his quirt,
walted by the corral gate with a grim
expression on his face. He blofted
himself against the fence, waiting for
Steve to emerge,

The pinto had been left with a
running trail-rope, and it was casy for
Steve to catch him. In little more
than five minutes he appeared at the
corral gate, leading the horse. In the.
moonlight his face showed black and
bitter. He jerked savagely at the rope,
and the pinto whinnied as it followed.

“Git up, doggone you!” snarled
Steve. *““I guess you're golng back to
Snort, you goldarned brute, or you can
beat it for Mexico, for all I carel I
guess you're beating it, pronto, as soon
as I get you out on the prairie. I guess

Slagh!
The quirt in Dick Carr's hand rosg

)
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and fell fairly across the back of the
bully of Packsaddle,

Steve staggered with a yell of sur-
prise and pain, and dropped the trail-
rope. The pinto, startled, whirled back
into the corral. Steve's hand flew to
his back.

For a second he did not know what
had struck him. Then his eyes blazed
at Dick Carr, standing before him in
the moonlight. He glared at the ten-
derfoot in amazement and rage.

“You!” he panted. He leaped at
Dick with clenched fists.

The quirt lashed and lashed again.

- Dick put all his beef into it. The bully
of Packsaddle staggered back, howling,
Dick followed him up, still lashing with
the quirt, and Steve fairly took to his
‘heels, running for the shelter of the
bunkhouse.

After him ran Dick Carr, laying on
the whip as he pursued. Had he not
remained on the watch that night he
would have lost his horse—with his
twenty dollars gone! His idea was
that Steve Carson wanted a lesson, and
that he was going to have one!

Steve was getting one—and getting it
hard! ack, whack, whack, came the
quirt over his shoulders, as he dodged
and ran and twisted. His frantic yells
rang far and wide,

A window slammed open in the
timber schoolhouse. A head was put
out, and a deep voice roared:

“Say, what's that rockus?”

Bill Sampson had been awakened!
Steve, more scared of Bill's wrath than
of the lashing quirt behind him, bolted
into the bunkhouse,

A door was heard to open in the dis-
tance; Bill was coming out to investi-
gate the cause of the disturbance,

Dick Carr breathlessly followed the
bully of Packsaddle in. A dozen voices
were heard along the row of bunks in-
quiring what was the matter,

“Shut that door!” hissed Steve,
"Bﬂl’s up!u

Dick shut the door,

.. “But what's the row intoirely?” ex-
‘claimed Mick Kavanagh,
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“I caught that rotter trying to turn
my horse loocse on the prairie!”
answered Dick Carr. “He won't try
agsin in a hurry, I think.”

“I guess that's playing it low down,
Stegs.',” said Slick Poindexter, in dis-

gust.

“Can it!” hissed Steve. “Bill's
coming!”

There was silence in the bunkhouse,
as the heavy tread of Bill Sampson was
heard outside. 'The door opened, and
a stream of bright moonlight shot in,
barred by the brawny figure of the
cow town schoolmaster, But Steve and
Dick were already back in thelr bunks,
and all was quiet.

“Say, you guys all snoozing?”
growled BilL

Silence!

Puzzled, Bill closed the door. He
strode away from the bunkhouse.
Somebody—and something—had been
up; he did not know who or what!
But he meant to know before he went
back to bed.

He tramped round with watchful
eyes. The corral gateway was open;
neither Steve nor Dick had lingered to
replace the bar. Bill gave a grunt es
he jammed it back into place.

“Some guy after the critters!”
breathed Bill,

Somebody had been at the corral,
that was clear, Horse-thieves were
many in the valley of the Frio, Bill's
jaws set grimly.

If horse-thieves were about, Bill was
the man to deal with them. He
stepped into the corral and looked and
listened.

All was quiet there, Somebody had
been there, though whether that some-
body was connected with the row he
had heard, Bill did not know. He
moved through the corral, looking at
the horses. It was easy to count them
in the bright moonlight. None was
missing.

Quite perplexed, Bill returned to the
corral gateway and leaned on the wall
there, blotted in the shadow, puzzling
it out. And as he stood he became
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aware of a dark head that rose over
the corral fence where it bordered the
open prairie.

The fence was ten feet high, of solid
pine—not easy to climb. Bill, as he
spotted that rising head in the clear
light of the moon, guessed that its
owner was standing on the back of a
horse outside, to clamber up.

Quietly, grimly, he loosened the re-
volver in the holster at his belt,

“Snort!” breathed Bill

He was in dark shadow himself, but
the head over the corral fence, twenty
feet away, was clear in the moonlight.
He recognised the foxy face and cun-
ning eyes of Snorty Jinkins. His jaw
jutted as he pulled his gun.

Snort stared over the wall from the
prairie, and his sharp eyes picked out
the pinto among the other animals.
He rose astride of the pine wall, and
put a leg over. He was going fo jump
into the corral and lead the pony out
by the gate. Undoubtedly Snort would
have got by with it, had not Bill been
there. But Bill was there!

There was a glint of moonlight on a
barrel as Bill threw up his gun.

Bang!

Snort gave a fearful yell as half his
right ear was torn away by the bullet.
He clapped his hand to his head and
yelled wildly as he tumbled back over
the fence to the prairie outside.

Bang! Bill's Colt roared again, but
Snort was gone! A crash and another
fearful yell told that he had landed
on the hard prairie. There was a
squeal from a startled broncho.

Bill rushed across to the corral wall.
He bounded up, caught the top, and
leaned over. With his brawny chest
leaning on the top of the fence, he
swung his pun-arm over and glared
round for Snort. There was a crash
of hoof-beats! Snort was already
burning the wind.

Bill threw lead after him till he
vanished inte the prairle. The cow
town schoolmaster dropped back from
the fence, grinning.

THE PACKSADDLE BUNCH!

“I guess that's enough for Snort!”
chuckled Bill. “I'll surely say that
that hoss-thief won't nosy round Lhis
corral any more!"”

And Bill went back contentedly to
bed. Bill was right, Snort Jinkins
was never seen near Packsaddle again.

CHAPTER 20.
Intiars !
“ # NJUNS!” yelled Slick Poindexter.

[ “Beat it.! "’ Toared Mick Kavan-

agh.

Dick Carr jumped.

'The tenderfoot of Packsaddle School
had never even seen a Red Indian. He
did not, indeed, suppose that there were
any left in the valley of the Rio Frio.
So that sudden alarm naturally made
him jump.

Dick, Slick, and Mick were strolling
on the trail between the school and the
cow town of Packsaddle, ready to cut in
as soon as they heard the bell for class,
All of a sudden Slick and Mick yelled
the alarm.

Dick stared round. After the first
jump of surprise he rather suspected
that his companions were pulling his
leg. Plenty of rough jokes had been
played on the tenderfoot at the cow
town school.

But he started at the sight of a cop-
pery face looking out from a clump of
pecans beside the trail.

It was a Red Indian!

The dark face, with its aquiline nose,
was like copper, the thick black hair
was adorned with several draggled
feathers, the brawny form draped in a
tattered blanket. It was the striped
blanket of a Navajo, though Dick, of
course, knew nothing of that; he could
not have told the difference between
Navajo and Comanche and Apache. It
was his first Red Indian—and the sight
of the coppery face and gleaming black
eyes startled him,

Slick grabbed at one of his arms,
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Mick at the other. Theilr faces regis-
tered intense alarm and excitement.

“Beat it!” gasped Poindexter, “ Warn
11:.’:fi11 if you get in first! Run for your
ifel”

Slick and Mick started running for
the school. Dick ran with them. Dick
was active and fleet of foot and he
forged ahead, but he slackened pace as
he saw that his companions were fall-
Ing behind.

‘“Hump it, you!” panted Poindexter.
“Get in and warn Bill—tell him to get
his gun!”

Dick tore on and shot ahead, He
fairly raced to the school. Slick and
Mick dropped still farther behind,
patch of mesquite hid them from Dick’s
eyes; had he looked back he could not
hdve seen them. But had he seen them
he would have been astonished at their
proceedings. Once the tenderfoot was
off the scene Slick and Mick stopped
running; they threw themselves in the
grass, kicked up their feet In a
paroxysm of merriment, and yelled
with glee. Evidently the peril was not

so great as they had led the tenderfoot | gun

to believe.

Unaware of that, Dick Carr tore on.
The open gateway of the school fence
was before him., Three Packsaddle fel-
lows~—Steve Carson, Poker Parker, and
Slim Dixon—were lounging in the gate-
way, and they stared blankly at Dick
as he came racing up.

“Say, what's biting you, boob?”
drawled Carson,

“Get in! Look out—Indians!”
panted Dick.

“Injuns!” gasped Poker.

“Yes—yes, down the traill Get in—
guick!” : ;

Dick panted these words in passing;
there was no time for delay. He had
to warn Bill Sampson, the cow town
schoolmaster. He tore into the play-
ground, leaving Steve and his friends
blinking.

He raced across to the schoolhouse,
A crowd of fellows in the playground

A | his thin little nose,
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stared at him, wondering what was the
cause of his wild haste,

“Indians!” shouted Dick, as he
passed.

“Aw, can it!” gasped Ple Sanders,
“What guff you giving us?”

Dick rushed on without further
words. In the porch of the school-
house, he spotted the gigantic figure of
Bill Sampson in talk with Small Brown.
He burst into the porch like a cyclone,
colliding with Small Brown and send-
ing him staggering.

' What—— Who—-" stuttered Small
Brown, as he pitched against the wall,
his horn-rimmed glasses slipping down

“What——

Dick s back from the col-
lision, and the strong, sinewy hand of
Bill Bampson gripped the back of his
Eelglk and steadied him, Bill glared at

Sa.y what’s this game?” roared Bill,
“What you mean horning in like you
was & runaway steer from a herd?
Spill it!”

“IEEdians!” gasped Dick. *Get your

“Injuns!” yelled Bill,

' Yes—yes, Indians—quick!”

Dick naturally expected Bill Samp-
son to jump to the alarm. If a Red
Indian raid was od hand it was time
for the cow town schoolmaster to act—
and to act promptly. Dick expected
him to roar an order for the gate to be
shut and to rush for his rifle, .

Bill did neither; he gripped the ten-
derfoot harder by the back of his neck
and shook him,

“You doggoned, ornery gink,” roared
Bill, “what you mean? Say, you figure
you can put that across me? I should
smilel”

Shake, shake, shake!

Bill had a strong hand. The tender-
foot swung to and fro in his grip as he
shook; he spluttered and gasped for
breath.

“I'll say this 1s the bee's knee!”
hooted Bill. “Injuns! ¥ou figure you
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can fool a galoot my size with Injuns?
I'll sure give you Injuns!”

Bill's quirt happened to be in the
school-room—Iluckily for Dick. But
Bill's hands were hard and heavy. Ile
made a knee for the tenderfoot, hooked
him across it, and spanked.

Whack, whack, whack!

Bill's heavy hand came down on the

seat of Dick's riding-breeches—whack
on whack, almost like a flail, Dick
roared and struggled.
© “I tell you— Oh, my hat! I tell
you—Indians!” he shrieked. Evidently
Bill did not believe in the Indians, and
figured that the tenderfoot was trying
to pull his leg. He spanked and
spanked.
- A crowd of Packsaddle fellows
gathered before the porch roaring with
laughter. Steve, Poker, and Slim came
in from the gate and joined them, yell-
ing; and two fellows weeping with
laughter followed in from the trail—
Slick and Mick. But there was no sign
of Indians.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Carson. “That
tenderfoot figures that the Injuns are
on the warpath! Injuns! Ha, ha, ha!”

Spank, spank, spank!

“That’s for you!” gasped Bill, setting
Dick Carr on his feet at last and glar-
ing at him. “Now you got yours, you
young gink, and I guess you won't try
fooling me no more!”

Dick staggered against the porch,
gasping.

“You fathead—""he gurgled.

“What?"” roared Bill.

“The Indians are coming! I've seen
one of them! Poindexter and Kavanagh
saw bhim, too, and told me to warn
you—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a shriek from
the playground.

“Howly saints! Sure, that tinder-
foot will be the death of me, and so he
will!”, sobbed Mick,

“Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Slick.

Bill's glare changed slowly to a grin
as he stared at Dick Carr. He realised
-~rather late—that the tenderfoot had
not heen attempting to pull his leg. It
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was the tenderfoot’s leg that had been
pulled.

“Aw! If you ain't the big boob from
Boobsville!” pgasped Bill. “Injuns!
Haw, haw, haw! You, Poindexter—you
been fooling this kid?”

Dick stared round in amazement at
seeing Slick and Mick howling with
laughter like the rest; his face crim-
soned as he realised that it had been a
false alarm.

“I guess the guy saw an Injun, Bill,”
answered Poindexter. “That Navajo
hobo, Seven Horses, was on the trail; I
suess he'd been sleeping off the hooch
in the pecans, and he woke up and
looked at us. Il say the tenderfoot
sort of got the wind up.

“Haw, haw, haw!"” roared Bill.

“You—you silly ass!” pgasped Dick

Carr. “You said—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Packsaddle bunch yelied and
roared. Seven Horses, tne Navajo

derelict, was a well-known character in
the Frio valley. When he came in from
the desert it was to touch good-natured
‘punchers for tanglefoot; certainly not
to carry on the ancient warfare of Red
man against white, That was one of
the many things that the Packsaddle
tenderfoot had yet to learn.

Dick's face was burning as he stared
at the yelling bunch. He made a sud-
den rush at Slick and Mick and grabbed
them by their collars.

Bang!

Their heads came together suddenly,
unexpectedly, and with a terrific shock,
They left off laughing on the spot. A
simultaneous yell came from the two
practical jokers.

‘“Yoooooooop!”

“Whooop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Clang, clang, clang! Tin Tung was
ringing the school bell. The bunch
went into school, still laughing, Slick
and Mick rubbing their heads, but
grinning as they did so, and Dick Carr,
breathing hard, his face like in hue to
a freshly boiled beetroot!
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There was a faint sound behind the sapling, and Dick Carr caught a glimpse
of a dark, coppery face with tulted feathers in the hair. Next moment he
falt & sudden loosening of his bonds as they ware severed by a kesn blade!
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CHAPTER 21.
A Horse For a Lifel

RACK.! Crack! Crack!
C Dick Carr drew rein at the
sound of the ringing pistol-
shots.

It was after class, and Dick was get-
ting a ride on his new pony, the hand-
some pinto that had been his orily for
a week.

Slick had suggested a name for him,
which was “Pep”—the pony being
crammed with that quality. Pep, when
he got excited, was the wildest buck-
jumper in Santanta County, if not in
all Texas. But he was meek as a lamb
with his new master, and already he
would come at Dick’s call, and hardly
needed a trail-rope.

It was sheer joy to Dick to vault into
the saddle after class, and scamper over
the rolling prairie, with Pep’s heels fly-
ing like lightning under him. And the
bunch, when they saw him on the buck-
Jumper, had to admit that the tender-
foot could ride!

QOutside the cow town of Packsaddle,
at a little distance from the school, a
crowd of ‘punchers had gathered.
Dick knew some of them by sight; he
had seen them riding in from the
Kicking Mule Ranch. They were the
Kicking Mule outfit—a rough-and-
ready crowd liable to ““shoot up the
town” when they came in from the
ranges, -

As he spoited them Dick remem-
bered he had heard talk in the play-
ground of the “Judson gang” having
been seen in the Frio valley, The
Judson gang were a bunch of despera-
does—cow-thieves, hold-up men, road-
agents—badly wanted by half the
sheriffs in Texas.

.The news that they had been seen
on the Rio Frio had started Town-
Marshal Lick into activity, and men
had ridden in from the ranches to help
the marshal look for them.

As he heard the banging of Colts,
Diek's first impression was that the
JEicking Mule 'punchers had got hold
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of some of the Judsons, and that a
battle was going on.

But as he pulled in his broncho ana
locked and listened, he heard roars of
laughter, punctuated by the shooting.
It was not a pistol-fight that was going
?n't but some sort of a rough cowboy
est.

Popping six-guns are no respecters
of persons, and Dick, though he was
curious to see what was on, did not
ride up to the crowd of '‘punchers. He
pulled his pony to a ridge of high
ground near the trail, whence he could
look down on the scene over the ten-
gallon hats of the crowd.

“Oh crumbs!” he gasped, as he
stared.

In the midst of the rough circle cf
‘punchers was a figure in o tattered,
striped blanket and ragged moccasins,
hopping wildly, Barney Bailey, fore-
man of the Kicking Mule, was shoot-
ing at his feet, with a gun in either
hand. The rest of the ’punchers were
looking on, roaring with laughter,

Dick recognised the copper face of
Chief Seven Horses, the Navajo, at
once, It was the Indian outcast whom
he had seen a day or two ago on the
school trail. The Redskin’s face was
wildly excited now, his black eyes
almost popping from his head, his lips
drawn back from his teeth in a snarl
of rage and fear, as he hopped wildly
to Barney's shooting.

This was the game of * fanning,” and
Dick had once been through it him-
self. To the rough and tough 'punchers
it was a lark; but it was no lark to
the guy who was fanned by bullets.
For a false step, & moment’s hesita-
tion, would have caused hot lead to
crash through the Indian’s ragged
mocassins, and perhaps lame him for
life. Barney was shooting at his feet,
not round them, and the Redskin had
to hop swiftly to dodge the rapid, rain-

ing shots.

Crack, erack, crack, crack!

“Dance, Injun, dance!” rcared
Barney.

Mr, Barney had heen refreshing him-
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seif at the Red Dog, in Packsaddle, and
was a little excited, but his shooting
was true as a die. He was having his
rough joke with the Redskin, and the
Kicking Mule oytfit were enjoying the
joke; but the coppery face of Seven
Horses expressed the flercest rage,
mingled with terror.

Dick’s face set darkly. There was a
very strong element of brutal bullying
in this kind of jest. But it was im-
possible for him to intervene. Apart
from the guns they packed, which they
certainly would not have pulled on' a
boy, the 'punchers were hefty men, and
any one of them could have picked up
1:;1::1: Carr and pitched him through the
alr,

Crack, crack, crack!

“Jump, Injun, jump!” yelled Barney
in great glee.

Chief Seven Horses jumped and
Jjumped. He had to jump, to save his
flesh and bone from crashing lead.
Barney was burning powder with each
six-gun alternately, and evidently he
was going on till all his cartridges were
expended.

The six-guns were emptied at last,
and there was only a click as the Kick-
ing Mule foreman pulled trigger again.
Barney dropped his hands, the empty
guns in them, to his sides, gasping with
merriment. The Redskin ceased to
Jump and hop, and stood breathless,
panting, sharling, an inferno of rage
and hate in his glittering black eyes.

Then, suddenly, as he realised that
the white man’s guns were expended,
he whipped a knife out of his ragged
leggings. With sudden swiftness he
leaped at Barney and slashed.

Dick gave a cry of horror. The
'‘punchers roared with wrath. For a
second Dick dreaded to see the Kick-
ing Mule foreman go down, slashed to
death by the sharp, razor-like blade.
But Barney, taken by surprise as he
was—for he no more expected resis-
tance from a Redskin than from a
brairie rabbit—was quick to see his
danger. He brought up one of his
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empty guns with a jerk, catchlng\
the Redskin's arm with the barrel as
he struck. ‘

The blow was deflected barely in'
time. As it was, the tip of the blade
gashed along the cowman's cheek, lay-
ing it open and bringing a spurt of
blood,

Barney leaped back, clapping a hand
to the gash.

Chief Seven Horses did not delay for
another slash, Already guns ‘were
whipping out of holsters, It would not
have been “fanning” now: the
‘punchers would have riddled with
bullets a Redskin who handled a knife
on a white man.,

The Navajo bounded back, plunged
from the crowd, and ran with the fleet-
ness of a deer, his striped, tattered
blanket trailing in the wind, He was
heading directly for the spot where
Dick Carr sat on his pony, where there
was a belt of pecans and post-oaks.

Bang, bang, bang! came the roar of
Colts behind him, fortunately too hur-
rled for good alm. Then the *punchers-
rushed for their horses, which were
hitched to a rail at a little distance.
Dick heard the angry roar of Barney
Balley, |

“Get him! We'll sure string him up
for pulling a knife!” ;

Dick’s heart beat fast. The Indian
was racing up the rough ground, his
moccasined feet seeming scarcely to
touch the earth as he raced. On foot
no white man had a chance of running
him down. But as soon as they got on:
their bronchos it was a matter of only
minutes. And already the outfit were
dragging the horses loose from the rail.

In his haste the Redskin had not seen
Dick, but he saw him suddenly, and
stopped. The schoolboy was directly
between him and his intended way of
escape. He was swerving off to the,
right, when Dick shouted:

“Here! Take my horse!” .

Chief Seven Horses stopped dead,
staring at him blankly, From anyons’
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with a white face he had not cxpected

kindness or help.
But it was too much for the English
schoolboy, The ’punchers, in their

present excited mood, would have
Iynched the Redskin on the nearest tree
without a scruple. Life was cheap in
the Valley of the Frio—especially a
Redskin outcast’s life. Barnhey, as he
scrambled on his horse, shook loose his
lariat—for what purpose was only too
obvious.

Dick did not stop to think, It was a
life that was at stake—only the life of
& drunken Indian outcast, desert rat,
and cattle-thief, perhaps, but a man’s
life. To part with his pony was a
wrench, But he did it.

As he shouted to the Indian he
jumped from the saddle and held out
the reins, shouting again. There was
not a second to lose.

“Quick! Take my horse!
quick!”

The Indian, amazed as he was, un-
derstood. He bounded on again and
reached the schoolboy.

“Take him! Send him back to me
at Packsaddle School—my name's Dick
Carr! Send him back—I can’t lose
him! But take him now—ride!”

“Wah!” said Chief Seven Horses.

With that ejaculation, he flung him-
self on the pinto, and dashed away at
a flerce gallop.

Dick stood staring after him as he
galloped across the prairie, with a
heavy heart!

Surely the Redskin would send back
his horse when he had lent Pep to save
the man’s life! But he knew how
doubtful it was; he knew that most
likely he was locking his last on the
handsome pony’s flying heels. And he
almost forgot the probable wrath of
the outfit he had prevented from
Iynching the Redskin.

He was reminded, as they came
whooping up the rise on their bronchos,
They reined in round Dick, glaring at
him in flerce anger. But only for a
moment. Barhey Bailey reached over,

Here—
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and gave the schoolboy a fierce cut with
his quirt that sent Dick staggering to
the ground. Then the whole outfit
went off across the prairie, at a furious
Sg];a.illl;ap, in pursuit of the fleeing Red-

Dick picked himself up, panting. He
stared after the thundering outfit.
Chief Seven Horses was a speck in the
distance. Dick rubbed the place where
Barney’s savage cut had landed,

He did not fear for the Redskin now.
Pep was the fastest pony in Texas, and
the best-mounted man on Kicking Mule
would never ride him down. But his
face was clouded, and his heart heavy,
as he walked back to the school. He
hoped—but he knew how little chance
there was that he would ever set eyes
on his pinto again,

—_——

CHAPTER 2.
Biil Puts Pald to Barnoy!
Ll OST your cayuse?”
L Slick Poindexter asked the
question as Dick Carr came
into the playground.

“Sure, 1t’s hard luck, and so it is!”
said Mick. “But I'll lind you me own
pony, begob, to go after him.”

Dick smiled faintly.

“I haven't lost him—TI've lent him!”
he said. He told Slick and Mick what
had happened on the school trail. “ You
think that Indian is likely to let me
have him back when he gets a
chance?” he concluded,

“Not on your life!” grinned Slick,
“You boob! What'd it matter to you
if the boys lynched a pesky Redskin?”

“He’ll sell that cayuse to get fire-
water!” said Mick. “You sure are the
softest jay from Jaysville.,”

That opinion was shared by the rest
of the Packsaddle bunch when they
learned what had happened. There
was a ripple of laughter all through the
cow town school. Steve Carson declared
that this was a better joke than the
tenderfoot’s alarm of Redskins, . And
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he warned Dick to watch out for
Barney Bailey.

“If they don't get that Red, after he
laid open Barney's face, you can bet
that Barney will mosey in and talk
turkey to you!” grinned Steve, evi-
dently in happy anticipation.

“And he’ll sure bring his quirt!”
chuckled Poker Parker.

“8Say, you hunt cover, quick, when
Barney hits Packsaddle!” said Slim
Dixon. “I guess youwll be sorry you
horned in on the Kicking Mule outfit.”
. Which was not a happy prospect.
But the loss of the pinto worried Dick
a good deal more than any fear of the
Kicking Mule foreman.

It was a couple of hoursdater, and in
the sunset the bunch were heading for
the chuckhouse for supper, when a
clatter of hoofs was heard at the gate,
and Steve yelled:

- “Watch out, tenderfoot! Hyer comes
Barney!”

.- It was the Kicking Mule foreman,
with a stained bandage tied over his
stubbly cheek, & quirt in his hand, and
a deep frown on his brow. Dick’s heart
beat faster as he saw him: He was
glad to see the herculean figure of Bill
Sampson coming out of the school-
house,

Barney stared round the playground,
spotted Dick, and started towards him.
Dick Carr promptly jumped behind the
schoolmaster. And Bill lifted a large
and commanding hand.

“What you happen to want,
Barney?™ he demanded., “You figure
you can handle that quirt on any of my
bunch? Forget it.”

“I'll say I'm going to take the hide
off'n that young boobl” roared the
Kicking Mule foreman, *“I've rid hell-
for-leather arter that Injun, and he
got clear, and that pesky jay helped
him make his getaway! I'm sure going
to quirt him a few, and then some.”

Bill shook his head. He had already
heard of what the tenderfoot had done,
and had laughed, like the bunch, over
it. But Bill Sampson was the only
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man who was going to handle a quirt
at Packsaddle School, y

“Aw, you forget it, Barney,” he ad-
vised. “From what I hear, you was
fanning the Red when he pulled a
knife. You only got a scratch, and it
sure can't make you no uglier than you
was. That tenderfoot kid is a boob,
but he’s sure got a whole heap of grit,
and you ain't touching him,”

“They were going to hang him—-"
panted Dick.

“Aw, can It, you!” said BIilL
“What'll it matter if they string up
every Redskin in Texas? You ain't no
call to horn in on their fun. I got a
good mind to quirt you myself, bus I
allow you're an all-fired tenderfoot, and
don’t know a thing.”

“I guess I'm going to quirt him!”
roared Barney. “I'll ask you to step
on one side, Bill Sampson.”

“Guess again!” said Bill,

“You letting me quirt that pesky
young piscan?” bawled Barney.

" Not so's you'd notice it, old-timer!”
answered Bill,

That was enough for Barney Bailey.
He reached for his gun.

Af the same moment Dick Carr had
his first sight of a quick draw. Bill
Sampson was s0 big, and so hefty, that
few would have expected him to be
lightning-like in his movements, But
Bill was as quick on the draw as any
man in the Frio valley. So swiftly that
the eye could not follow the move-
ment, the big Colt was out of the
holster at his belt and looking the Kick-
Ing Mule foreman full in the face. :

Dick stared in wonder and amaze-
ment. There was a gasp of thrilling
inferest from the Packsaddle bunch.

They forgot chuck. Every eye was
tensely on the two brawny men facing
one another in the playground—Bill's
gun at a level, his cool eyes gleaming
over it, Barney still reaching.

“Don't!” said Bill quietly, and there
was a world of significance in that quiet
word. 2

Barney's fingers jerked away from his
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butt, as if it had become suddenly red-
hot. He panted with rage,

“Doggone you, you was always quick
on the draw!” he snapped. “Drop that
gun, and I'll sure clean up this here
school with your carcass, and chew
up what's left of you.”

Bill grinned. He had been a 'puncher
in the Kicking Mule outfit himself, and
he was still more of a 'puncher than a
schoolmaster. As headmaster of Pack-
saddle School, Bill had to be an orderly
guy, and set an example to the bunch.
But he found it irksome sometimes, and
he was not going to lose this chance,

“Old-timer, you've sald it!" he
answered. “Throw away your gun,
Berney, and use your hands.”

Barney Bailey unhooked his gun-belt,
and threw it on a bench. Bill holstered
his Colt at once, and did the same.
They faced one another with their fists
up.

“Wade in, Bill!” roared the bunch,
gathering round in huge delight.

Dick Carr looked on breathlessly. He
had seen some scrapping, and he had
done some scrapping himself, but never
had he seen anything like this battle of
giants.

Barney, already in a rage, enraged
still further by being beaten to the
draw, fairly hurled himself at Bill
Sampson. He was a big and powerful
man, twelve stone of bone and sinew.

But Bill met him like a rock. Bill’s
big fists came out like mallets. There
was not a whole heap of boxing skill in
that fight. But there was a heap of
strength, determination, and flerce
tenacity.

' To and fro tramped the two big cow-
men, hitting and hammering, without a
pause for rounds, going it hammer and
tongs all the time.

. But strong as Barhey was, Bill was
sironger, And Bill was cool, while
‘Barney was in a flurry of fury.

Hard knocks landed on Bill un-
noticed. He took flerce punishment
jwithout seeming to feel it.

! Crash! went Barney suddenly, under
2 terrific drive that landed on bis
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stubbly jaw and swept him off his feet.
Barney hit Texas with a concussion
that seemed to shake the earth.

“Say! T call that a sockdolager!”
gasped Slick.

“Barney’s sure got his!” grinned
Mick,

Barney Bailey tried to struggle up.
Bill dashed a stream of blood from his
nose, and blinked out of a blackened
eye. He was ready to go on. But the
Kicking Mule foreman strove in vain to
rise. With spinning head he collapsed
on the ground again.

“Whipped fo the wide!” grinned
Poindexter. '

Dick Carr breathed with relief.

“Say, old-timer, I guess we're calling
it a day!” said Bill cheerfully, and he
leaned over the Kicking Mule foreman
and gave him a hand up. “I'l tell a
man it was a goed scrap. Say, you
mosey along and put your head under
the pump, and I guess Il fix you with
a square drink.”

Barney Bailey grinned faintly as he
staggered away, leaning on Bill's arm. *
He had been knocked oui' fair and
square, and it seemed to have done him
good.

Leaving him bathing his damaged
face under the pump, the Packsaddle
bunch went into the chuckhouse to
supper, gleefully discussing the
“rookus.” Barney had more bandages
on his face when he rode away from
the school—and he did not look for
Dick Carr before he went!

Bill had put paid to Barney, but
Dick sagely resolved to give the Kicking
Mule foreman a wide berth after that,
He would have been sorry to meet up
with Barney when Bill was not around.

CHAPTER 22,
The Redekims’ Gratitude!
HIZ!
\g/ Dick Carr dodged too late. .
He knew the whiz of a lasso
as it flew, but the lcop settled over his
shoulders in the twinkling of an eve.
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It was the following day after class.
Dick had ridden a few miles on the
homeward way with Pie Sanders, who
lived at Sguaw Mountain, on a bor-
rowed broncho from the school corral.
Three miles from the school he left Pie
and turned to ride back, and his way
lay by the trail through a belt of
timber. As he came under the cotton-
wood-trees he noted a bunch of riders
in Stetson hats. The sun was setting
on the prairie, and under the thick
branches it was deeply dusky. Taking
the riders for 'punchers belonging to one
of the ranches, Dick rode on without
giving them any special heed—and the
whiz of the lariat took him completely
by surprise.

The rope grabbed him from the
saddle like a giant’s hand. The broncho,
with a startled squeal, dashed on at a
furious gallop. Dick Carr plumped in
the grass.behind with a jar that shook
every bone in his body, and rolled over
in the grip of the rope.

He sat up dizzily as the horsemen
reined round him. There were five of
them, and now that he saw them more
closely he could see that they were a
wild and tough-looking crew., Every
one of them packed two guns at his
belt and had a rifle in a case at his
saddle, Dick blinked up at them,
gasping for breath, ahd staggered to
his feet.

“Cinch him, Hank!"” rapped one of
the riders, a brawny, black-bearded
fellow with a scarred face, and the man
with the lasso dismounted and grasped
Dick by the shoulder.

The broncho, at a wild gallop, van-
ished from the timber and disappeared
pcross the plains. Dick, shaken and
startled, but more angry than anything
else, stared at the bunch of riders with
gleaming eyes.

“You silly fools!” he gasped
“What's this game ? Now I shall have
to walk back to Packsaddle!”

The black-bearded, scarred man gave
& hoarse chuckle.

“I guess you won't be hitting Pack-
saddle in a hwiry, bo!” he sald. “I’ll
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say your luck's good if you ever hit that
burg agin!”

“You said it, Jud!” grinned another
of the riders.

Dick started violently at the name of
“Jud.” He knew now who the biack-
bearded, scarred man was—Judson, the
leader of the notorious Judson gang.

For days past it had been rumoured
that that gang of hold-up men and
cow thieves were in the Frio Valley.
The tenderfoot of Packsaddle had run
fairly into them by chance and ill-luck,

“You doggoned little gink!” said
Judson staring down at him. “I guess
your cayuse won't tell no tales and you
won't neither now we got you cinched!
You sure ain't shouting out at Pack-
saddle that the Judson gang are
around!”

“I'll say nope!” agreed Hank, taking
a turn of the lariat round Dick’s arms
and knotting the rope.

Dick struggled. The ruffian stared at
him and half drew a bowie-knife from
his belt., The boy ceased to resist at
once.

“Aw, don't spill his juice, Hank!"™"
grunted Judson. “I guess we ain’t no

baby-killers! Fix him with the rope!l”
He scowled at Dick. “What you doing
here, bo?”

“I was riding back to school” panted
Dick. *“I never knew you were here—I
took you for a bunch of 'punchers when
1 saw you or—"

“Or I guess you'd have burned the
wind!” grinned Judson. “Yep! Any-
body else around along of you?”

“No!”

Judson gave him a suspicious stare
and rode to the edge of the timber. He
scanned the rolling prairie on all sides.
But there was no one in sight, and he
rejoined his friends.

“It’'s OK.!” he sald. “I guess that
little gink never knowed who we was,
but they’d have knowed at Packsaddle
fast enough if he chewed the rag there.
Fix h&m to a tree, you Hank! It
O.K.!" :

The gang dismounted and led their
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horses from the trall into the trees.
Dick Carr was backed up ageainst a
sapling annd the rope run round it and
knotted. He stood leaning on the tree,
unable to stir hand or foot, while the
rustlers camped.

They hardly heeded him further.
They camped in the timber, sorting
food and drink out of their saddlebags,
having pegged their horses. No fire
was lighted; it was evident that they
were keeping their presence so near to
Packsaddle a secret. The sun sank
lower on the prairie, and darkness
deepened in the timber. The Judson
gang, stretched in the grass, were
resting—and waiting!

Snatches of their muttered talk came
to Dick’s ears. Several times the cow
town benk was mentioned, and he
gathered that a raid on the bank at
Packsaddle was Judson's game. Dut it
was not to take place till late at night,
when Packsaddle was sleeping. Until
the time came to act the gang were
remaining in cover in the timber three
miles from the town, unseen and un-
suspected.

Dick wrenched at the lasso that held
him to the tree. But he had to give it
up. If he could only have escaped and
given warning at the cow town! A
hundred six-guns would have been
ready for the Judson gang if the
Packsaddle men had known,

The long minutes passed. Dick knew
from their talk that they were to ride
at midnight, and it was two hours to
midnight vet. Sleep was impossikle to
him if he had thought of it, with the
knotted rope cutting into his skin.

Darkness vwas dense under the cotton-
woods. Only a glimmer of the stars
came through here and there.

But suddenly it seemed to Dick that
he caught a movement in the deep
shadows. His heart thumped at the
thought of a wild animal—a panther,
perhaps, crecping on the sleepers. Or
was it & human form that was crecping
in tke dark?

There was no sound, only the heavy
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breathing cf the sleeping ruffians and a
faint stirring of the tethered horses.

Suddenly through the glcom came
the bright glitter of eyes. For a long
moment they gleamed and glitiercd,
and Dick caught his breath.

Then they vanished. It seemed to
him that even in the darkness he had
had a glimpse of a face—a dark,
coppery face with tufted feathers in
the hair. Was it some savage Indian
who had crent on the cemp of the
rustlers?

He listened.

There was a faint sound, the faintest
of sounds, behind the sapling to which
he was tied. His heart beal almost to
suffocation.

Dick felt a sudden loosening of the
ropes that bound him. In sheer amaze-
ment he stood against the tree while
the cut ropes stithered to thie ground,

Was he dreaming?

He stood free! Fragments of the
tough rope, severed by a keen blade,
lay arcund him. An unseen hand
reached from the darkness and grasped
his arm.

He yielded to the pull on his arm.
Treading on tiptoe, fearful of awaken-
ing the ruffians sleeping only a few
verds from him, he groped his way
after the hand that was drawing him
on. Vaguely, indistinctly, he made out
e figure at his side, and glimpsed a
striped bianket. In silence he was led
on through the trees, his heart thump-
ing, till he emerged with his guide into
the trail through the timber.

There the starlight fell more clearly.
Dick's staring eyes turned cn the man
who led him, still grasping his arm, and
his heart gave a bound as he recog-
nised Chief Seven Horses, the outcast
Navajo.

The Navajo put a finger to his lips
and Dick understood. A sound would
be followed by the roar of the rustlers’
six-gun. The Navajo led the boy along
the trail till they reached the edge of
the timber towards the distant cow
town.

There was faint whinny, and a
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glossy muzzle nuzzled under Dick’s arm.
A pony was tethered in the grass out-
side the timber. With a beating hearf,
Dick siroked the smooth neck of his
pinto. He began to understand now.

“QOh!” panted Dick in a whisper. “I
was sure I could trust you—I was sure
of it! You were bringing my horse
back to the scheol—"

“Wah!” grunted Chief Seven Horses.
“Little white chief save Chief Seven
Horses! Injun steal plenty cayuse, no
steal little white chief’s cayusel™

“ And—and you saw them—"

Chief Seven Horses grinned.

“Injun see! Bad white man no see
Injun!”

Dick Carr breathed deep.

He had hoped that the Indian out-
cast would bring back the pinto which
he had lent him to save his life. He
understood why the Indian had come
under cover of night—it was not safe
for him to be seen near Packsaddle
after pulling his knife on the Kicking
Mule foreman. And on his wey to the
school he had spotted the Judson gang.

“Injun watch bad white man!”
murmured Chief Seven Horses. He
made a gesture towards the cow town.
“Little chief ride.”

Dick grasped the Indian’s brown
hand and pressed it hard. Then he
leaped into the saddie.

He dashed away through the thick
grass in the starlight. When he looked
back a few moments later Chief Seven
Horses had vanishced into the dark
timber again.

Bill Sampson was waiting up for Dick
at the cow town school with a quirt
ready across his knees. But he forgot
the quirt when he heard what the
tenderfoot had to tell him.

In twoe minutes Bill was galloping
down the trail to the cow town; in a
few minutes more he was riding with a
bunch of armed men for the timber on
the prairie.

They did not find the Judson gang,
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but they found the trail of five men
who had gone on foot—a silent-footed
Redskin having “cinched ” their horses
while they slept!

Far away on the rolling prairie Chief
Seven Horses was riding with a bunch
of bronchos to sell to Mexicans on the
Rio Grande. The Judson ganhg, wearily
tramping, with horsemen spurring on
their trail, repented from the boitom of
their hearts that they had ever struck
the Rio Frio.

CHAPTER 24,
A Stampeds From School!
“ ~ILENCE!"” squeaked Smzll Brown.
Brown.
He squeaked in vain.

Not a fellow in the school-room at
Packsaddle was silent.

Excitement reigned in the cow town
scheol, If the Packsaddle bunch lis-
tened it was not the voice of Small
Brown, their teacher. They listened
for the sound of hoof-beats on the
prairie and ringing rifle-shots!

All the bunch knew that Ezra Lick,
town marshal of Packsaddle, was hard
on the traces of the Judson gang—
hold-up men- and rustlers! Bill
Sampson, schoolmaster, was riding
with the marshal's outfit. It was
rumoured that the Judsons had been
cornered somewhere on the rugged
slopes of Squaw Mountain.

Small Brown cut little ice with the
unruly bunch when Bill was away.
Now he cut none at all.

Slick Poindexter climbed into a win-
dow to stare out over the school fence.
Steve Carson lounged to the door.
There was a buzz of incessant voices.

Class—such as 1t was—had been
going on for an hour that morning.
But one fellow had not yet arrived.
That was Ple Sanders, who lived at
Squaw Mountain. The bunch won-
dered whether he would come. 'They
envied Pie, right on the spot if the
outlaws really were rounded up at
Squaw.
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“Gilence! Go to your places!”
squeaked Small Brown in despair.

“Aw, can it!" said Steve Carson.
“Quit chewing the rag, Mr, Brown!”

The beat of horse's hoofs came from
the school trail, and Slick, in the win-
dow, yelled:

“Here comes Ple!”

There was a rush to the door. Small
Brown squeaked and waved his hands.
But the whole bunch passed him with
a rush. They wanted to hear the news
from Pie.

Dick Carr, the new boy ait Pack-
saddle, was in his place. The tender-
foot of Packsaddle was the only fellow
who remained at his desk. But he did
not remain there many moments. He
was as keen as the rest, and he did not
see being the only guy in the bunch to
keep order. He jumped up and scudded
after the others,

Pie Sanders came in at the school
gate with a thud of hoofs, and pulled
in a foaming broncho in front of the
school porch. Twenty voices yelled at
him as he halted.

“What'’s the noos, Pie?”

“¥ou seen the Judsons?”

“Spill it!”

Pie did not dismount. He sat his
panting broncho, His face was red
from hard riding. '

“Say, you guys!” he  exclaimed.
“They got 'em! The Judson gang-—
five of 'em—rounded up on a mesa at
Squaw Mountain! I tell you they're
a-shooting!” .

“Is Bill there?” gasped Slick.

“Where you figure Bill would be?"”
grinned Pie. “He’s sure there, along
with the marshal’s outfit and a bunch
of the Kicking-Mule 'punchers and a
heap more guys. They got the Judsons
at last.”

“Go back to your places, boys!”
came Small Brown's squeak, Nobody
heeded the order.

*They got ’em dead to rights!” went
on Pie. “I heard Bill say that some
Inkin had cinched their critters and
iaft them on foot, They aimed to hunt
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cover in Sguaw Mountain, but they was
run down, and theyre making a stand
on the mcsn Burning powder, I'll tel;
a man!”

“Gum!” exclaimed Slick Poindexter.
"“Say, who's game to ride to Squaw
Mountain and take a hand?”

“You've said it!” chuckled Mick
Kavanagh.

There was a shout from the whoie
bunch. Small Brown rushed out of the
schoolhouse,

“Stop!” he shouted.
into the school-room at once!
get off that horse.”

“Not in your lifetime, oI’ man!” zaid
Pie. “I guess I moseyed along to give
the bunch the office; I ain’t come to
school! Nope!”

And Pie, wheeling his broncho,
dashed away to the gate again and gal-
loped out on the prairie trail.

That was more than enough for the
bunch, There was a scamper across the
playground to the school corral.

“Stop!” yelled Small Brown.

“Can it, you!” grinned Slim Dixon,
over his shoulder,

“You coming, tenderfoot?” grinned
Slick, as he found Dick Carr running
by his side for the corral,

“What-ho!" answered Dick.

“Aw, you forget it!” sneered Steve
Carson. “I guess this ain’t a game for
o fenderfoot! You'll sure be scared
stiff when you hear the guns.”

“Rats to you!” answered Dick.

Mick Jjerked away the corral har
and the bunch ran in for their horses.

“Pep!” shouted Dick, and his pinto
came trotting up to him. The tender-
fool saddled and bridled his pony as
swiftly as any of the bunch. He was
the first to ride out.

Small Brown jumped in his way.
Any other of the rough and tough
Packsaddle bunch would have ridden
on unheeding, and Mr. Brown would
have jumped out of the way faster
than he jumped into it. But the Eng-
lish schoolboy reined in.

“QGet off that horse!” shouted Small

““Boys, g0 back
Sanders,
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Brown, grabbing Dick by one leg and
jerking at him,

“No fear!”

“Follow on!” roared Slick Poin-
dexter, dashing by at a gallop, After
him went Mick, Steve, Poker Parker,
Slirn Dixon, Domingo Duque, the Mexi-
can boy, and the rest of the bunch.

“Let go, Mr. Brown!"” snapped Dick.

“Stop! Come back! I order you!”
sguealed Small Brown., “Carr, dis-
moeunt at once!”

It was the Packsaddle teacher's duty
to kcep the bunch in school—if he
could! But he couldn't! The whole
hunch, with the exception of Dick Carr,
was riding out of the gate. Dick was
not likely to remain behind. And he
was well aware that Small Brown had
picked on him because he was the
“tenderfoot ” of the school and maore
amenable to discipline than the rest.
But discipline was thrown to the winds
now.

“Will you let go?” roared Dick Carr.

“Certainly not! Dismount, or I will
pull you from your horse! I order you
to——" howled Small Brown.

Dick gave the pony a touch of the
quirt. Pep needed only the slightest
touch to start him buck-jumping. In
an instant he was rearing, plunging,
and cavorting, and Small Brown, with
a squeal of alarm, leaped backwards
from the whirling hoofs,

One of the playground benches was
behind him. His backward leap landed
him on it, the back of his knees catch-
ing the edge.

“Qoooogh!” spluttered Small Brown
as he went over backwards, his feet and
coat-tails flying in the air.

He landed on his shoulders and the
back of his head on the other side of
the bench. He yelled wildly as he
smote Texas. Dick chuckled and
dashed on to the gate, Small Brown
scrambled up, stuttering with rage,
rubbing the back of his head with one
hand and shaking the other, clenched,
after the tenderfoot. Unheeding the
wrath of Mr, Brown, Dick galloped oat
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of the school gate and dashed down the
trail after the bunch,

Short as the delay had been, they
were well ahead of him, riding hard for
Squaw Mountain—the great mass that
barred the blue sky to the west, fifteen
miles from the bank of the Rio Frio.
But Pep, the pinto, was the fastest
pony at Packsaddle, and in a couple of
minutes Dick had overtaken the bunch
and was riding with the foremost.
With a clatter of hoofs and a jingle of
bridles they swept away across the
prairie. The miles raced under the gal-
loping hoofs, and as they drew nearer
to Squaw Mountain the ringing of -ifles
came to the ears of the bunch on the
prairie wind,

]

CHAPTER 25,

The Comered Rustlers!
ILL. SAMPSON, schoolmaster,
pushed his ten-gallon hat back on
his untidy hair and wiped a
stream of perspiration from his bronzed
head and & streak of blood from his
cheek. A bullet had gone very close,
taking a strip of skin and a tuft of
beard. The Judsons were putting up
a fight—a fight that was likely to be
long remembered in the valley of the
Rio Frio. Cornered on Squaw Moun-
tain, the desperate gang were standing
at bay, and they were gunmen and
killers, every one of them. Every man
who rode on their trail knew that
powder would be burned and blood
Iv.;ould be spilled before they were roped

Looked at from the distance Squaw
Mountain seemed like a solid mass
against the sky. Closer at hand it was
split by great canyons, gulches, and
arroyos.

Medicine Canyon rived the mountain
in a great gap, shut in on either side
by towering ¢liffs and clinging pines.

In Medicine Canyon stood the
“mesa ”—one of the great volcanic
masses of rock common in Texas,
Arizona, and  Mexico—flat-topped,
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whence came the Spanish name of
mesa, or table.

On the summit of the mesa clustersd
the Judson gang, burning powder.

There were five of them—desperate
border ruffians. Chief Seven Horses,
the outcast Navajo, had stolen their
cayuses in the night and left them on
foot, with the pursuit already up. They
had hoped to scatter and escape in the
gulches of Squaw Mountain, but the
hunt had been too hot on their trail.
Horsemen had ridden them down in
Medicine Canyon, and they had turned
to bay.

On top of the mesa, lying in cover
of loose rocks, and firing whenhever they
saw a Stetson hat, they were sur-
rounded, but not yet taken.

The mesa was twenty feet high, The
sides were steep and rugged. It was
not an ecasy position to rush, and the
five men on the summit were all good
shots, armed to the teeth and
desperate.

But more and more enemies were
gathering round the cornered Judson
gang.

Ezra Lick, the marshal of Packsaddle,
was there, with a dozen Packsaddle
citizens. Barney Bailey, the foreman of
Kicking Mule Ranch, had ridden up
with ‘'punchers from the outfit.
'Punchers had come from other
ranches. Bill Sampson, of course, was
there. Bill was not likely to miss this.

Bill, with a rifle in his grip, and a
streak of blood running down his cheek.
did not look much like & schoolmaster.
Bill had forgotten that he was head-
master of Packsaddle School.

“Doggone my cats!” growled Bill, as
he dabbed his cheek. I guess that one
went close. That'll be Jud that pulled
trigger. He sure is some shot! But we
got em, marshal,”

Marshal Lick, in cover of a big rock
with Bill, nodded.

“We got 'em!” he agreed. “We got
‘em dead to rights! I guess the Jud-
sons won't ride no more trails after
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this rookus. And there'll ke some other
guys that won't when we get to grips.”

“Sure!” assented Bill.

“I'll say there’s enough of us to eat
‘em, body and boots!” growled Barney
Bailey. “Waiting for you to give the
word, marshal.”

Marshal Lick peered round the big
boulder,

Rifle-shots were ringing from the
summit of the mesa. Return fire came
from a dozen points in the wide canyon,
the hot lead sweeping over the mesa
and keeping the Judsons close in cover.

Mr. Lick chewed his under-lip
thoughtfully.

He had waited for plenty of force to
gather before coming to grips with the
outlaws, Now there were more than
thirty men in the canyon, surrounding
the rugged mesa, loosing off their rifles,
Enough, as the Kicking Mule foreman
said, to eat them body and boots if they
got at them, But it was a tough pro-
position to rush the rugged slopes of
the mesa in face of five rifles.

Bang!

A bullet spun the Stetson on the
head of the marshal of Packsaddle as
he peered. Mr. Lick gave a howl and
jumped back to cover.

Bang! roared Bill's rifle, almost at
the same instant. Bill was watching
through a crevice of the rock, and he
had seen a Judsen lift himself on the
mesa, to fire.

A fearful yell came from the top of
the mesa. The man who had fired at
the marshal sank back there, the rifie
falling from his hands,

A roar of rage from the other rustlers
echoed the yell of the fallen man. Fast
and furious came a blaze of fire from
four rifles.

Bill grinned.

"I guess,” he remarked coolly, “that
there’s one guy in that bunch that
won't pull trigger when we come to
grips, marshal.”

“You said it!” grinned Mr, Lick. He
set his Stetson straight on his head
again. “You ain't forgotten how to



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

ghoot, Bill, guirting them young guys
at the school.”
_l‘l‘ant 50's you'd notice it!” grinned

From somewhere a2long the canyon
came a sharp shriek. Bill's grinning
face became grave,

“That’s one of our outfit got his!” he
said.

Barney Bailey snapped an oath,

“I guess that's a Kicking Mule guy,
and he's got it where he lives!” he
growled. ‘‘How long you going to wait,
marshal? Say, if you don’t get a move
on, I guess the Kicking Mule outfit will
handle this rookus and leave you out in
the cold!”

“Aw, can it, Barney!” grunted the
marshal.

He peered round the rock again, giv-
ing the position the once-over. Then
he rapped out his orders, which were
passed along from man to man,

From thirty rifles came a peal of
neavy fire, and bullets rained on the
mesa, driving the Judsons to close cover
on the summit. Following that burst of
fire came a rush from all sides, and
Packsdddie men and ’punchers rushed
and clambered up the steep sides of the
mesa to the attack,

CHAPTER 25,
The Fight at the Mesal
* ¥ 'LL say they're going it!” panted
l Slick Poindexter,
* then some!”
Mick Kavanagh,

The leaders of the Packsaddle bunch
were riding into Medicine Canyon.
Slick and Mick led, Dick Carr keeping
up with them. He could have shot
ahead on the fleet-footed pinto, but it
was new country to the tenderfoot of
Packsaddle, and he knew none of the
trails. Close behind the three came Big
Steve Carson, using whip and spur on
his grey broncho. The rest of the bunch
were strung out behind, in ones and
twos and threes. All were riding hard

grinned
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for Squaw Mountain, but all were not
equally well-mounted.

An incessant roar of riflefire greeted
the ears of the schoolboys as they
dashed into the canyon, The leading
riders came suddenly in sight of the
rugged mesa, and reined in,

“They're getting to grips!” panted
Carson,

“They got the Judsons!” said Slick,

Dick Carr stared at the thrilling
scene before him, his face ablaze with
excitement. It was a scene to make the
tenderfoot’s heart thump.

Puffs of smoke, the barking of rifles,
came from the summit of the mesa.
The Judson gang were defending them-
selves desperately. But thirty men or
more were swarming to the attack,
clambering up the rugged rock, some
of them loosing off revolvers as they
clambered.

At the foot of the mesa three men lay
wounded, and as Dick Carr looked he
saw another man come rolling down
the rugged rock, to crash helplessly on
the earth,

“There's Bill!” hreathed Slick. He
pointed. Bill Sampson’s brawny form
could be seen clambering up with an
activity amazing In so bulky and
brawny a guy. “Good old Billl”

Bang, bang, bang! roared the rifles
of the rustlers.

A bullet whizzed towards the bunch
of schoolboys. They were hardly a
hundred yards from the scene of the
desperate fight,

Dick Carr involuntarily ducked as he
felt the wind of it. It missed him by
a foot or more, however, and whistled
away towards the distant canyon wall.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Steve Carson.
“I guess that skeered you a few, you
Carr. Say, you want to hunt cover.”

Dick’s face crimsoned.

“I'm not scared!”
“But— ]

“Ill say you looked it!” grinned
Carson. “What you doing here, any-
how, tenderfoot? I guess this ain't no
place for a soft boob.”

he snapped.
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Slick and Mick grinned. Pie
Sanders reined in beside them and
chuckled. Dick Carr set his lips. He
would have given anything to recall
that involuntary duck of the head; but
gunfire at close quarters was rather a
?evg thing to the Packsaddle tender-

oot

“Beat it, you!” grinned Carson. “I
guess you'll find a prairie rabbit’s hole
to stick your cabeza in!"”

Dick's eyes gleamed, but he made no
reply. He turned his gaze on the mesa
again. Bill Sampson was at the sum-
mit, and as he scrambled forward a
burly ruffian with a black beard and
a scarred face leaped at him with
clubbed rifle.

“That’s Jud!” panted Blick.

The schoolboys gazed, spellbound. It
seemed to them, for one terrible in-
stant, that the Packsaddle school-
master would be swept away by the
whirling rifle-butt, and hurled from the
sununit of the mesa to the canyon be-
low—to crashing death.

But Bill Sampson dodged the crash

of the rifle-butt, ¢losed in on Jud, and
grasped him,
. For a moment or two they struggled
on the edge of the mesa; then, losing
their footing together, they rolled
down the rough slope, still grasping
one another and struggling fiercely.

“Oh!” panted Dick Carr, his face
white. “He will be killed!”

“Aw, can it!” sneered Big Steve, “If
you ain't got the nerve of a gophet,
why don’t you beat it?”

Dick hardly heard him. His eyes
were flxed tensely on the Packsaddle
schoolmaster. Gripping each other
fiercely, like fighting panthers, Bill
Sampsonx and Jud Judson rolled down
the jagged rock, bumping, jolting,
crashing, but still clutching and fight-
ing.

There was a yelling and trampling
on top of the mesa now. Eazra Lick and
Barney Pailey and six or seven, others
had reached the summit, and the Jud-
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sons wete hard driven. One had already
fallen to Bill Sampson's rifle—another
had rolled over under Barney's Colt,
and the leader was rolling down the
rock in Bill's grip. Two remaining ruf-
flans, dodging among the rugged
boulders on the mesa, loosed off re-
volvers and kept up a desperate resis-
ance, while more and more foes clam-
bered up to assail them.

Bump! came Bill Sampson and Jud,
rolling from the rugged slope to the
rocky floor of the canyon. The crash
on the rocks tore them apart, and both
of them lay panting for the moment.
Bill, striving to rise, sank back.

“Bill's hurt!” panted Dick Carr.

He set his pony in motion, riding
towards the mesa. Bullets were still
flying wildly, crack after crack ringing
out. But the Packsaddle tenderfoot did
not heed them, He dashed on to Bill's
help, and Slick and Mick followed him.
and then Pie Sanders, Steve Carson
sat his grey broncho where he was. In
spite of his sneers at the tenderfoot,
the bully of Packsaddle did not seem
keen on getting near Jud Judson.

Bill Sampson needed help. His leg
had twisted under him as he fell, and
he was unable to get on his feet, Jud
had been more lucky, and he was
scrambling up, revolver in hand.

But for the schoolboys, Bill was at
his mercy. The fight was still going
on, and the marshal’'s men, who were
not yet at close quarters with the out-
laws, were clambering up to the attack.
Not a man there had an eye for lame
ducks. Bill Sampson, struggling in vain
to rise, lay under the muzzle of the
rustler’s revolver. Jud, panting, sway-
ing, brought the weapon to bear on the
Packsaddle schoolmaster, his fierce eyes
blazing over the barrel.

Dick Carr dashed up, and slashed
with his quirt, the only weapon he had.
In the wild excitement of the fight
neither the marshal’'s men nor the
rustlers had seen the schoolboys arrive.
Jud did not even know that Dick was
there, till he came up with a clatter
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of hoofs, and the slashing quirt caught
the levelled revolver and tore it from
the black-bearded wuffian’s hand.

The Colt clattered on the rocks, and
Jud was disarmed. He leaped back,
spitting out an imprecation. His hand
flew to the knife in his belt, and the
long, broad blade flashed out inte the
sunlight.

“Watch out, you Carr!” shrieked
Slick.

Dick was watching out—not for him-
self, but for Bill. The schoolmaster
was struggling flercely to rise, but his
injured leg held him down. Dick rode
between him and the rustler, his eyes
on Judson, his quirt ready for another
slash. It was a poor weapon in a
boy's hand against a long knife in the
grip of a brawny desperado.

But Jud, about to hurl himself at
the schoolboy, paused and stared round.
Up to that moment the ruffian had only
thought of fighting to the bitter end.
like a cornered wild beast, killing till
he was killed. But now he saw & chance
of escape.

Bill lay powerless; his revolver was
empty, and he could not rise, All the
rest of the marshal’s men were on the
mesa, attacking the remnant of the out-
law gang. For the moment, Jud had
a chance. He glared round with
burning eyes under his black brows,
leaped back from the spot and rushed
towards Steve Carson. Dick, 8lick, and
Mick were round Bill, ready to defend
him the best they could; and they were
glad enough to see the brawny ruffian,
with the flashing bowie in his hand,

bound away from them. But the next|

moment they saw his intention, and
shouted to Steve Carson.

“Look out, Stevel”

Ple Sanders slashed at the ruffian,
Jut Jud passed him unheeding. He

reached Steve with swift bounds., The

bully of Packsaddle whirled away his
pony, too late. The ruffian’s hand was
on the bridle, his knife flashing in the

air.
Steve rolled off the saddle, just in
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time to escape the slash, and pitched
heavily over on the rocks. Judson
dragged the horse round, ran by its
side for a second, and then leaped on
its back. Steve was left lying dazed on
the earth.

The rest of the Packsaddle bunch
were riding up. They were right in the
path of the fleeing ruffian, who had
seized s0 promptly upon that unlooked-
for chance of -escape. They reined
their ponies out of his way, as he camé
charging towards them, knife in hand,
desperate Iury in his bearded, blood-
spattered face.

“Stop him!” yelled Slick,

But Jud was past the schoolboys and
riding away like a madman on Steve’s
horse. Bill Sampson gave a roar of
rage.

“Jumping painters] ‘That guy’s
beating it—and he's the king-pin of
the crowd. Aw, carry me home to die!
This is sure the bee's knee!” Bill
roared to the men on the mesa. “Say,
you guys, Jud’s beating it—get after
that guy!™

But the last of the Judsons, cn the
mesa, were fighting like tigers, and the
marshal and his men gave no ear.

Dick Carr waved his hand to Slick
and Mick.

““After him!” he shouted.

“I guess—"" gasped Slick.

“ After him !™

Dick gave his pinto a touch of the
quirt, and Pep leaped into a gallop.
Bill lifted himself on an eclbow and
yelled after the tenderfoot.

“Come back! You Carr, you come
back! You figure you can handle that
firebug! Come back, I'm telling you!”

Dick was already out of hearing,
galloping on the track of the fleeing
outlaw. Slick and Mick exchanged a
glance. Then they put spurs to their
horses and dashed after the tenderfoot.
Piec Sanders rode after them. Bill
staggered up on one leg, holding to a
jutting spur of the mesa. He yelled to
Steve Carson,
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“Say, you geck, what for you want
to give that fire-bug a mount!” he
roared. “What you doing here, any-
how, instead of at school? By the great
horned toad, I'll sure quirt you & few!”

Steve made no answer, He stood
staring blankly after the chase, vanish-
ing down Medicine Canyon. On the
surmmit of the mesa the fight sputtered
out. The Judson gang were wiped out.
The marshal and his men, missing Jud,
came scrambling down. They rushed
for their horses—but the cayuses were
tethered at a distance. Jud Judson
was gone; and unless the schoolboys
galloping on his track could cinch him,
he was gone for good.

—_—

CHAPTER 21.
Roping in the Rustler!
“ QU gink!” panted Slick Poin-

Y dexter as he came up beside

: Dick Carr.

“you geck!” howled Mick, racing
up on the other side.

Pie Sanders was already dropping
behind. Five or six more of the bunch
who had wheeled their horses to join
in the chase were strung out behind
Pie. In a few minutes they were lost
to sight, if the three in the lead had
%)uolied back. But they did not look

ack.

Unheeding, Dick rode on, his eyes on
the fleeing outlaw ahead. Jud Judson
was riding hard on Steve Carson's
horse, getting every ounce of speed out
of a good animal. But Dick easily kept
pace on Pep, The handsome pinto was
more than egual to the race.

“What you figure you're doing, you
pesky boob?” yelled Slick. “You back-
ing your quirk agin a Colt?”

Dick gave a breathless laugh.

“He's lost his gun, Slick! If he had
a gun, he'd have fired back at us before
this! Keep going, and we’ll get him.”

“Fe’s sure got a 'leven-inch bowie!”
gasped Mick.

“We're three to one! Keep going!”

“I'Il say youre some tenderfoot, you

THE PACKSADDLE BUNCH!

Carr!” grinned Slick. “I'll say you're
as loco as a hornet; hbut if you're trail-
ing Jud, I guess we're trailing him,
too!”

The three schoolboys galloped on,
miles of ground racing under the thud-
ding hoofs. Jud had swerved into a
narrow gulch that led into another
wide open canyon. Evidently the out-
law knew his way about Sgquaw
Mountain.

Medicine Canyon and (2} mesa
where the gang had been wiped out,
were miles behind now, If the
marshal’s men were riding, they were
far out of the race. Dick did not know
the country; but Slick and Mick knew
it, and they knew that the hunted out-
law was heading for the loneliest
stretch of Squaw Mountain in the hope
of getting away to the prairie beyond
and the recesses of the Staked Plain
in the distance where he could hunt
safe cover. Unless the three school-
boys could deal with him, Jud was safe
for the Staked Plain.

Several times as he rode, the black-
bearded outlaw cast a savage glare
over his shoulder.

The schoolboys could read at first
puzzlement, and then relief, in his
flerce face.

Jud had feared to see armed men, in
ten-gallon hats, with Colts in their
grip, riding on his trail. All he saw
was a bunch of three schoolboys, un-
armed. His look tcld what was in his
mind. At first he could hardly believe
in his own good luck. Now he was
riding hard, not because he feared the
schoolboys, but because he feared
others who might be coming on behind.

Had the ruffian still possessed a fire-
arm, he would have shot down the
three as they rede, with no more com-
punction than if they: had been
prairie rabbits. But he would not
delay to deal with them with the
weapon that remained (o him—the
razor-edged knife with a blade eleven
inches long. But Jud reckoned that if
they came up with him the bowie-knife
would put paid to them fast enough.

j
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Meanwhile, he rode hard, with the
Packsaddle trio on his track.

They were out on the open hillside
now, and ahead appeared rolling plains
of waving grass stretching away to the
towering blufis of the Staked Plain.
Like a great wall in the distance, that
hizh tableland batred the horizon.

But it was still far away, and the
pursuers were gaining. Dick Carr’s
pinto could have run the outlaw down
long since, but he kept with his
comrades. The pursuit was reckless
enough, but he was not so reckless as
to think of tackling the desperate out-
law single-handed.

Pep kept a little in the lead, Slick
and Mick going all out on their ponies
to keep the pace. And Steve’s horse,
under the heavy weight of the bulky
oullaw, was getting winded,

“We've got him!" said Dick, between
his teeth.

“T'll say he’s got us!” grinned Slick.
“What'li he do with that ’leven-inch
sticker, you gink, when we cinch him?"”

“You've got your lassol”

“Sure!™ asscnted Slick, his eyes
gleaining.

“ And by the same token, so have I1”
said Mick.

“11] say it’s a chance!” said Slick.
And his riata was in his hand as he
rode now.

Dick Carr had his lasso at his saddle,
but he was not yet skilled in the use
of the noosed rope. He left it there,
keeping his quirt in hand. But Slick
and Mick held their lariats ready for
a chance.

Closer and closer they drew to the
galloping outlaw.

Again and again Jud glared back at
them. He had spotted the lassoes, and
knew what was intended. Once within
reach of the forty-foot rope, even a
schoolboy's hand could have plucked
him from the saddie, as he well knew.
It was very near time for Jud to turn
at bay. Neither was he unwilling. His
heavy weight had tired Steve's pony, in
a desperate gallop of five miles over
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hard country, and he had a horse-
thief's eye on Dick's pinto.

That he could get the worst of a
struggle with the schoolboys hardly
occurred to the ruffian. All he wanted
was to be clear of other pursuers while
he handled them. And he was clear
of cther pursucrs now.

Whiz! .

Mick’s rope flew, uncoiling as it spun
through the ajr. It dropped hardly a
yard behind the outlaw, flicking his
horse’s tail as it fell. Hurriedly Mick
coiled it in,

Judson whirled round his horse. The
longz knife flashed in his hand as he
rode back at the schoolboys.

“Seatter!” yelled Slick.

The threc separated at once, dashing
out of the outlaw’s way.

Judson pulled in his horse, uncertain
which to attack. As he paused, Slick’s
rope flew, and only by a swift and des-
perate twist did the outlaw escape the
dropping noose. It struck the Stetson
from his head as it grazed him.

« Aw, shucks!” growied Slick, as he
dashed on, coiling in the trailing rope.

Jud whirled his horse again, and
dashed at Dick Carr. He had to deal
with the three separately, and to pick
his man, and he picked the rider of the
pinto.

He came swooping at Dick, the knife
flashing in his hand. A touch of the
quirt, and the pinto leaped into a wild
gallop, and Dick rode away, with the
outlaw panting behind. It was well
for the Packsaddle tenderfoot, then,
that he had a good horse, and knew
how to ride it. Pep outdistanced the
outlaw riding flercely after the tender-
foot.

And after Jud came Slick and Mick
riding in pursuit, ready to dodge him
if he turned on them. Judson felt,
rather than knew, that a whirling rope
was coming, and swerved to avoid i,
and again a loop dropped a yard from
him. He snarled an oath through his
clenched teeth, as he dragged round
Steve's horse to ride back ab Slick sn'm:ll
Mick.
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“Beat it, Mick, you guy!” panted
Slick.

“You said it!” grinned Mick.

They dashed away in different direc-
tions as the outlaw came thundering
back at them.

With burning eyes Judson picked cn
Slick, and rode madly after him. Now
it was Slick’s turn to flee, and he rode
for his very life, with the outlaw ply-
ing his spurs behind. After Jud came
Dick Carr and Mick, in hot chase.

So desperately did the outlaw drive
on Steve’s pony that it seemed for some
moments that he would ride Poin-
dexter down. One slash of the bowie
would have finished all things for Slick
had Judson reached him. But Slick
plied whip and spur, and kept ahead,
and Steve’s weary pony, overloaded by
the brawny outlaw, stumbled, and Jud
was nearly thrown. Poindexter glanced
back over his shoulder, grinned, and
reined in. He was safe from the out-
law’s reach.

“Say, Jud, I guess we got you dead
to rights!” yelled Slick. “It's you for
the calaboose at Packsaddle, Jud!”

A yell of rage answered him.

Judson turned on the two schoolboys
behind. They reined in at once as he
turned. Mick’s lasso flew, and the out-
law, with a desperate bound, barely
avoided it. He made & spring to grasp
the rope as it fluttered on the earth,
but Mick was not likely to give him a
chance of that. Swiftly he jerked the
trailing rope away.

It was dawning on the ruffian’s mind
now that it was not so easy to deal
with the schoolboys as he had
reckoned,

He sat the almost spent pony, his
eyes glittering with rage, his grasp
convulsive on the handle of the bowie-
knife. There was murder in his eyes,
and in his heart, if he could have
reached them, but he could not. And
while the minutes passed, pursuit was
drawing nearer and nearer,

For long, long minutes he watched
them, like a cornered panther. and
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they watched him. Then, with a
sudden crash of spurs on the flanks of
Steve's pony, he galioped at Dick Carr.
Instantly Dick dashed away, and
instantly Slick was riding after the
outlaw, lariat in hand, whirling the
coiled rope for a cast.

Whiz!

A fearful yell came from Jud This
time he did not escape the whirling
rope, .

Forty feet of cowhide stretched in
the air, and the loop dropped over the
outlaw’s head and shoulders.

He dragged In his horse andggl“mhed
at the rope—too late! Slick “whirled
his pony and dashed away, putting a
sudden strain on the rope, that tight-
ened the loop like an iron band round
the outlaw, and plucked him from the
saddle like the clutch of a giant’s hand.

Crash went Judson on the rocky
earth, with a concussion that almost
stunned him. The bowle-knife flew
from his hand, falling yards away. He
was dragged along the rocks a score of
feet before Slick pulled in his pony.

“111 say we got him!"” &hrieked
Mick.

Mick and Dick dashed up, and
leaped from the saddle. One of Jud’s
arms was pinned by the lariat, the
other they grasped as he strove to
struggle. Slick joined them in a few
geconds. The three of them had their
hands on the outlaw, and the lasso
was wound round and knotted, pinning
both his arms, s

Jud Judson, leader of the Judson
gang, for years the terror of Texas, lay
a helpless prisoner in the hands of the
Packsaddle schoolboys.

Slick Poindexter fanned his face
with his Stetson.

“I'll say this is a cinch!” he
chuckled. “I guess Bill will be mad
with us for lighting out of school and
leaving Small Brown on his lonesome.
But Bill will sure be a glad guy when
he sees this baby with the rope on.”

“ And then some!” chuckled Mick,
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s “Gtick him on his horse!” said Dick
ary.

Jud Judson was lifted to the saddle
« Steve's pony. There his feet were
tied together under the animal. Slick
Poindexter held the end of the lasso,
and the schoolboys rode back the way
they had come, leading their prisoner.

They had to cover several miles
before they sighted a bunch of bobbing
Stetson hats. They waved their own
hats, and yelled and shouted. Marshal
Lick and his men came up at a gallop,
with amazed faces. Bill Sampson
pulled in his horse, gazing at the three
schoolboys and the bound outlaw with
an expression on his face that made
the boys chuckle.

“You—you got him!” gasped Bill.
“You got that all-fired rustler! You
sure got that goldarned firebug!
Jumping painters! Say, boys, pinch
me and wake me up!”

The marshal of Packsaddle took the
rope from Slick, Still amazed, he
stared at the savage, scowling face of
the outlaw.

“It's sure Jud, and we got him!” he
sald. “Mister Sampson, I'll tell a man
you're some schoolmaster, to raise a
bunch that can handle a firebug of
Jud's heft! Yes, sir, I'll tell all
Texas.”

“Carry me home to die!” said Bill
“I was going to quirt the whole bunch
for breaking herd that-a-way. I sure
was going to make them sit up on their
hind legs and yowl! But—"

“Forget it, Bill!” said the marshal
of Packsaddle.

And Bill forgot ft!

Dick, Slick, and Mick rode back to
Packsaddle with the marshal’s men,
and saw Jud Judson safely lodged in
the calaboose of the cow town. There
was no more school at Packsaddle that
day. Small Brown had expected to see
Bill's quirt handled, hard and heavy,
on the unruly bunch. Instead of which,
much to Small Brown’s disgust, Bill
announced that the rest of the day
was o holiday.
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CHAPTER 28,
Judge Lynch!

o* YNCH him!”
L The roar in the streets of the
cow town of Packsaddle was

clearly heard in the school on the bank
of the Rio Frio. Bill Sampson, COwW-
puncher and schoolmaster, grunted
angrily as he heard it. Small Brown
started nervously, and blinked uneasily
through his horn-rimmed spectacles.
Some of the bunch grinned, and whis-
pered to one another, Dick Carr, the
tenderfoot in Texas, caught his breath,

“Lynch him!"”

It was a roar from two or three
hundred throats. Men were parading
the streets of the cow town, mostly
'punchers from the surrounding
ranches. They roared and shouted,
and loosed off their revolvers into the
air,

All through the day wild excitement *
had reigned in the cow town. It grew
and intensified towards sundown. In
the timber calaboose, Jud Judson,
leader of the notoricus and dreaded
Judson gang, lay a prisoner. In his
ears rang the yelling of the lynch mob,
But for the fact that the town marshal,
Lick, was on guard at the gaol, gun
in hand, the outlaw would have been
dragged out already and strung up to
the branch of a tree. But the deepen-
ing, threatening roar of the lynch mob
told that Marshal Lick would not find
it easy to guard his prisoner during
the wild hours of the night that was
coming.

“Jumping painters!”
Sampson.

He strode across to the window of
the school-room and stared out across
the playground at the gateway open-
ing on the trail down to the cow town.

He knitted his brows at the sight of
a bunch of horsemen riding up the
school trail. They were ’punchers from
the Kicking Mule, with Barney Balley,
the foreman, riding at their head.

With. a clatter of hoofs and a jingle
of bridles and spurs, the Kicking Mule

growled Bill
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‘punchers rode in at the gate. Bill
tramped to the wide-open doorway.
Qutside, the sunset glared red on the
playground and the waters of the Frio.

“By gum,” whispered Slick Poin-
dexter, “I guess there’s going to be
trouble in town to-night, you *uns!”

“¥You sald it1” agreed Mick
Kavanagh,

Dick Carr breathed hard, Lynchings
were nothing new to most of the Pack-
saddle bunch. It was a different
matter to the English schoolboy who
had been only a few weeks in Texas.

“8lick,” he breathed, “you don't
mean that they’ll take him out of the
gaol and hang him without trial?”

“Sure!” answered Poindexter.

“Aw! You're some tenderfoot, you,
Carr!” sneered Steve Carson. “ What’s
the use of trying Jud Judson when

- every guy In Packsaddle knows his
recard? Old Lick's sent a messenger
to the county town for the Rangers to
fetch him there for trial. I reckon he
won’t be here when the Rangers come
for him. They1l sure find him on the
end of a ropel”

“Sure thing!” said Poker Parker.

Dick shivered. He had been glad
that he had helped in rounding up the
desperado; but he was not so sure that
he was glad now.

“Silence in the class!”
Small Brown, .

The bunch heeded Small Brown’s
squeal about &s much as they would
have heeded the chirp of a cicada.
Half the fellows were on their feet, and
most of them were talking excitedly.
The 'punchers had ridden up to the
school-house, and were visible through
the open porch, where Bill Sampson
was standing to greet them,

“I guess they want Bill to join up!t”
sald Slick. “But I'll say that Barney
misses his guess. Bill ain’t the guy to
take a hand in lynching a galoot, even
an all-fired fire-bug like Jud Judson.”

“Bill's soft!” scoffed Steve Carson.

“You want to let him hear you say

cquealed
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“You sure
and so you

s0!” grinned Mick,
wouldn’t say it twice,
wouldn’t, bedad 1”

“Can it, you Irish Mike!” snarled
Steve. “I'll tell a man, when school’s
out, I'm going down to take a hand in
the game.”

Barney Balley reined in his horse
outside the school porch. The Kicking
Mule foreman’s rugged, bearded face
was excited and savage.

“Say, Bill Sampsonl!” he roared, his
powerful voice ringing through the
cow town school. *“I guess we want
you down to Packsaddle! That dog-
goned Lick is holding us off at the
calaboose with his gun,. and he allows
that he’s keeping the fire-bug Judson
for the Rangers! We sure want you
to come along and tell him where to™,
get off!”

“You doggoned son of a prairie
gopher!” roared back the schoolmaster
of Packsaddle. “You figure that me,
a schoolmaster, is aiming to back up a
lynch mob? Forget it, and forget it
soon!”

Barney Bailey glared down at him
from the prancing broncho. '

“Doggone youl” he roared. “I guess
we're getting that fire-bug, marshal or
no marshall I'm telling you, the
Judson gang shot up three good men
afore we wiped them out at Squaw
Mountain yesterday! I'm teclling you
that one of them was a man in this
bunch, a Kicking Mule man, and every
guy on Kicking Mule has moseyed
along to lend a hand in stringing him
up! And up he goes!”

There was a howl of approval from
the five or six 'punchers riding with
the Kicking Mule foreman, Dark
looks were cast on the cow town school-
master as he stood in thé porch facing
them, with his thumbs hooked in his
gun-belt. But dark and threatening
locks had no effect on the burly,
brawny schoolmaster of Packsaddle.

“Jumping painters!” hooted Bill
“Forget it, I'm telling you! Ain't
there any law and order in this here
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pounty of Santanta, you piefaced
gecks? There’s & Ranger guy coming
over for him, and I guess the marshal
is going to hand him over safe and
sound to that Ranger guy! Chew on
that, you ginks, and go back and punch
cows!”

“I guess we ain't punching cows
none till we seen that fire-bug up on a
riata!” snarled Barney. “Ain't there
a dozen shootings and hold-ups to his
tally? And what’s the good of sending
him to trial? I guess we're making
sure of him while we've got him!”

“Guess agin!” snorted Bill.

“Marshal Lick's a good man, and we
ain't honing to hurt him any,” said
Barney. “You come along and talk
turkey to him, Bill. He'll sure listen
to you. Get him to slide out and leave
us to carry on. We're getting Judson
if we have to fill up Mister Lick full
of lead! You get me?”

“1 get youl” snorted Bill “And
now you get me! I'm sure coming
down to Packsaddle, and I'm coming
with my guns! And if you want to lay
a finger on Jud, you got to walk over
them guns to do it! Chew on that!”

“you backing up that gink, Lick?”
roared Barney.

“«All the way, and then somel™ re-
torted Bill.

Barney's hand dropped on his gun.
Instantly Bill's hand shot up from his
hip, with his big Colt in it.

Bang!

The roar of the Colt rang like
thunder through Packsaddle School
A wild, fierce yell came from Barney
Bailey. For & second the breathless
punch reckoned that Bill had shot up
the Kicking Mule foreman as he pulled
his gun—as by all the laws and
customs of the cow country he was
fully entitled to do. But the next
second it was seen that Barney was
still in his saddle, sucking the fingers
of his right hand frantically, with
howls and gurgles of pain.
revolver lay on the ground. Bill had
shot it out of his hand as he pulled it.

His | more menacing.

€9

There was no man in Texas quicker ocn
the dvaw and quicker on the trigger
than Bill Sampson.

Bill’'s smoking gun covered the group
of horsemen, his eyes glaring flercely
over it. Barney sucked his numbed
fingers and howled. From one of the
fingers a strip of skin had been torn by
the bullet that had struck the Colt
from his grasp.

“Say, you guys come here a-shoot-
ing?” roared Bill. “Get on wilh i,
doggone your hides! Il say that
they'll be short on the tally at the
Kicking Mule Bunkhouse when you're
through!”

“Poggone you, Bill!” growled one of
the ’punchers, “We ain't hunting
trouble with you, you pesky school-
master]! But I'm telling you that, if
you back up Master Lick, they’ll want
a noo schoolmaster at Packsaddle, and
don't you forget it!”

“Ride, you 'uns!” snarled Barney
Bailey, and with his uninjured hand
he swung round his broncho and
dashed away, followed by his men.
They galloped through the gateway
and roared away down the trail to the
cow town, to rejoin the lynch mob
yelling and parading there.

Bill Sampson gave a snort. Without
a glance into the excited school-room,
he strode away, bound for Packsaddle,
to back up Marshal Lick in saving his
prisoner—if he could—irom Judge
Lynch. Small Brown was lefi to carry
on in the cow town school, but he soon
gave up the attempt, his squeal
drowned by the buzz of excited voices.

When school was oul Steve Carson
mounted and rode away with
friends, Poker Parker and Slim Dixon,
to mingle with the mob, and several
other fellows followed him. As the sun
sank lower behind the bluffs of the
Staked Plain and lights gleamed out in
the dusk, the roar of the lynch mob
from the cow town grew deeper, wilder,
That starry night
there was to be wild work on the hanks
of the Fric.
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CHAPTER 29,
Dick’s Daring Echeme!

ICK CARR hardly ate his supper
D at the trestle table in the chuck-
house. Again and again before
the sun went he had clinibed the
schiool fence and stared towards the
cow town. The school was only a
short distance from the town, and
through the openings of the buildings
he could see the excited mob parading,
loosing off revolvers, goading one
another to wilder frenzy. The cala-
boose, a strong timber building with
corrugated iron roof, faced the piaza,
and from the school only the rear of
it could be scen, mostly shut off by a
high fence.

There, Dick knew, lay Jud Judson,
the man he had helped to capture.
But for him Jud would have succeeded
in fleeing to the Staked Plain and
keeping his liberty. Dick could not
wish that that had happened, for the
man was a reckless desperado with
many a wild shooting and hold-up to
his credit. But it sickened him to
think of even such a wretch being
dragged out by a maddened mob and
hurled into eternity, riddled with
bullets amid roars of execration.
When darkness shut off the view he
went into the chuckhouse to supper
with the rest of the bunch, but his
thoughts were with the man in the
calaboose.

Slick Poindexter nudged Mick and
grinned as he glanced at the clouded,
thoughtful face of the tenderfoot.
Half the bunch were away, gone down
to Packsaddle to mingle in the riot.
When Bill was: absent Small Brown
had little chance of keeping the bunch
in check.

“I guess the tenderfoot's feeling
siclk,” grinned Poindexter.

“Sure, he's new to Texas, and so he
is!” answered Mick,

Dick rose from the table,

“You fellows come out!” he said.
“I've got something to say.”

Slick and Mick followed him into the
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playground, glimmering under the
softly gleaming stars of Texas.

“What's the game?” asked Slick.
He peered curiously at Dick's face in
the glimmer of the stars.

“It's through us that that man’s
going to be lynched!” said Dick Carr
abruptly. “They’d never have got
him if we hadn’t chipped in.”

“Through you, most of all!” grinned
Poindexter, “Don’t you worry, old-
timer! I tell you, Jud’s the hardest
case in Texas.”

“They're not going to get him if I
can help it1"” said Dick Carr, in a low
determined tone.

Slick and Mick stared at him
blankly.

“Can 1it, you gink!” said Slick.
“When that mob gets going Marshal
Lick and Bill won’t be able to stop
them. What you figure you can do?
You going to face that crowd with a
ruler in your grip?”

Mick chuckled,

“I've been thinking it out,”
answered Dick quietly. “It's up to us,
and I want you to help. We put him
where he is, and il’s up to us to save
him, if we can, till the Rangers come
for him. Bill's standing up for the
law, and what Bill thinks is good
enough for us.”

“You said it!” agreed Mick. *“But
what—-" '

““Nothing doing, you gink!” grunted
Poindexter. “I'll say I'd back up Biil
all along the line, and thcn some. Bui
I'm telling you, if we go down to the
calaboose and tell him we've come to;
help, he'll sure give us a lick with hlS
quirt for our trouble.”

“Sure thing!” grinned Mick.

“That’s not the idea,” said chkl
Carr. “I've been watching the 1)1:51.»::3I
ever since we got out of school!
There's a mob in the plaza, in front of!
jt—hundreds of them. But there’s
nothing to stop us from climbing the
fence at the back—"

“Oh gum!” said Slick, “I guess we
could get in at the back of the cala-
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boose if we wanted, but what’s the
good? I tell you the Texas Rangers,
if they was there, couldn’t stop that
mob when it starts.”

“If we get Judson away—"

“Get him away!” howled Slick.
“Let loose the worst fire-bug in Texas!
Forget it, you geck!”

“Who's talking about leiting him
loose?” snapped Dick impatiently.
“We get him away and get him here
h_ig'? ”keep till the Rangers come for

“Great gophers!” ejaculated Slick.
He gave a snort of derision. “Why,
you pesky tenderfoot, if the marshal
spots a guy breaking into his cala-
boose he'll burn powder at sight, with-
out waliting to ask whether it's a durn
fool schoolboy! And if them lynchers
get wise to it, theyll string you up
fﬁong with Jud as like as not. Forget
1"

Dick set his lips,

“I'm going!” he said. “If you won't
back me up, you won't!™

He turned and tramped away, leav-
ing Mick and Slick staring. It might
be a wild and hare-brained scheme,
but whether it was or not, Dick Carr’s
mind was made up, and he was going
to carry on. He had a few prepara-
tions to make, and he went into the
‘bunkhouse, where his locker was.

When he came out most of the
bunch were grouped in the light from
the door of the chuckhouse, listening
to the wild roar from the cow town,
and talking together excitedly. Dick
slipped quietly away to the gate. As
he passed through the gateway two
dim figures loomed up in the shadows
and joined him.

“You pesky gihk!” came Slick Poin-
dexter’s growl. *“You figure that we're
letting you carry on this stunt on your
lonesome? I'm telling you that you're
the world's prize boob, all the same!”

©  Dick grinned.

“Come on!” he said.

And the three schoolboys tramped
down the trail together, As they drew

n

near the cow town the roar of the
lynch mob came deeper and louder.
The cracking of revolvers, fired into
the air, was incessant. More and more
'punchers had ridden into Packsaddle
after sundown, and the plaza was
swarming with horsemen and men on
foot,

Like many Texan towns dating from
the old Spanish days, Packsaddle was
built round a plaza, on which the prin-
cipal buildings fronted. The plaza
was & blaze of light naphtha lamps
flaring on all sides; but the backs of
the buildings were deep in shadow.
The mob was gathering and thicken-
ing in front of the calaboose, but be-
hind the gaol lay waste land, dark and
deserted.

The three picked their way in the
gloom over a rugged stretch, cumbered
with empty tins, disused boots, and
other rubbish, They reached the high
fence at the back of the calaboose
enclosure. The wall was of solid pine-
wood, ten feet high, shutting in the
yard at the back of the gaol. Mick
Kavanagh looked up at it and
grinned,

“Sure, ye’ll niver get over that, un-
less your grandfather was a monkey,”
he remarked,

“Stand close to Slick!” muttered
Dick Carr. “You're the heftiest of us
three. You get on his shoulders, Mick,
and I'll get on yours.”

“Faith! And ye didn't lave your
brains behind in the ould country
gﬁhe;{: you came to Texas!” commented

ck.

“And howll we get up after you,
you gink?” demanded Slick.

“I've brought my lasso.”

“Ain't he a broth of 2 boy, and
doesn’'t he think of everything?”
grinned Mick.

Slick Poindexter stood close to the
wall, bracing himself to take a weight.
Miek climbed on his shoulders with the
activity of a monkey, and was just able
to hold on to the top of the wall with
his finger-tips. Over the two of them
Dick Carr climbed. He was the
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lightest weight of the three, but there
were deep grunts from Slick Poin-
dexter as he stood the strain.

But Dick was swiftly up and astride
the top of the pinewood fence. He
loosed his rope and dropped on the
jnner side of the wall. There he put
his weight on the rope, till Slick and
Mick had climbed over.

The three schoolboys trod softly to-
wards the building. From a small
barred window in the dark came a
deep growling voice to their ears,

“They’ll get me, sure! By the great
horned toad, if I had a gat in my
grip!”

It was the savage voice of Jud
Judson. There was no glass in the
window—glass was an almost unknown
luxury at Packsaddle. Standing at
the window, only the wooden bars
separated them froin the desperate
leader of the Judson gang.

CHAPTER 30.
Bili Stands Firm!

L AVE him out!”
H “Lynch, him!”
“String him up!”

Bill Sampson gave his gunbelt a
hitch. Marshal Lick’s face was grim
and seriops.

Except for the prisoner, the two men
were alone in the calaboose. The
marshal’s deputies, even the gaoler,
had disappeared. Probably their feel-
ings and sympathies were on the side
of Judge Lynch. Anyhow, they had no
hunch for a battle with a lynch mob.
In all Packsaddle only Bill Sampson
was standing by the marshal. But Bill
Sampson was a host in himself, It was
Bill's presence that had staved off an
attack so far,

Every guy in Packsaddle knew what
Bill's shooting was like. And he was
there to shoot if the mob attacked the
calaboose. His bearded face was grim
and unbending as he looked out of the
door on to the crowded, lighted plaza.
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“I guess they're coming, Bill!” mut-
tered Mr. Lick, as a deeper, louder
roar came from the mob.

Bill nodded. He knew 1ihat the
attack was coming. Barney Bailey, at
a little distance, could be seen in the
saddle, yelling to the mch, who
answered with deep roars. The fury
of the lynch crowd was working to a
climax.

Sooner or later—more likely sooner
than later—the rush would come,
scores of infuriated men, witih weapons
in their hands hurling themselves at
the calaboose. And when that deadly
rush came, two men, however deter-
mined, were not likely to drive it back.
But one of the two, at all events, was
steady as a rock, though the other was
wavering.

Marshal Lick had stood by his duty
throughout that day, rather hoping
against hope than expecting to he able
to hold his prisoner till the Rangcrs
came for him.

One by one his men had slipped
away—and, but for Bill Sampscn’s
presence, it was possible that the mar-
shal himself might have found busi-
ness elsewhere. He was a brave man,
and kcen on doing his duty, but he felt
that the game was up.

“Bill, old-timer, they’re coming!” he
said.

They were coming! With Barney
Bailey and Two-Gun Carson in the
lead, the whole mob surged towards
the calaboose.

Bill S8ampson looked at them coolly
and steadily through the doorway for
a moment. Then he shut the door and
slammed the bars into position. A
minute more, and blows were raining
on the stout pinewood.

“Have him out!”

“Lynch him!”

“You, Lick!” came Barney Bailey's
deep well. “You open up, you ple-
faced clam! I guess nobody’s going to
hurt you any if you stand clear! You
horn in, and you get yours, and you,
too, Bill Sampson! Open upl”
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“Not in your Ilife-time, Barney!”
shouted back the Marshal of Pack-
saddle,

“Bring an axe here, you guys!”
shouted Barney Bailey.

Crash, crash, crash!

The door, stout as it was, shook and
groancd under the crashing blows of
the axe, wielded by & brawny 'puncher,

Bill Sampson quietly pulled the
revolvers {from his belt. The marshal
had his hands on his guns. But he
did not draw themn,

“Say, you guys!” roared Bill, “You
get through that door, and you'll sure
hear my guns talk! I'm warning
youl!”

Barney's savage yell came back:

“¥ou burn powder on this crowd,
Bill Sampson, and we'll string you up
alongside Jud!”

“I guess I'm burning powder soon’s
I see a doggoned guy through that
door!” answered Bill grimly.

Crash, crash!

The axe rained blows on the door.
Bill, standing .a dozen feet back from
it, lifted one of his Colts to a level.
His face was like iron over it. The
Marshal of Packsaddle touched him on
the arm.

“The game's up, old-timer!” he
breathed. *“They’ll gel Jud—and
they'll get us if we burn powder! TIor-
get it, Bill!”

The Packsaddle schoolmaster gave
him a glare of scorn.

“And you town marshal of this hyer
burg, and letting a lynch mob get your
prisoner away!” he snorted. “You
forget it! Pull your guns, you geck,
and stand up to the racket!”

“They’re all our friends, and Jud's a
doggoned fire-bug, anyhow!” growled
the marshal sulkily. “We done all we
can, and the Rangers can’t get in till
sun-up. I'm telling you that Juds a
goner, and—-"

“Aw, can it!” snapped Bill. “I
keep on telling you to pull your guns!”

Crash! The edge of the axe came
through the pinewood, and as it was
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jerked back a gleam of the naphtha
lamps from the plaza came through,

Bang!

Bill fired at the slit in the wood. He
fired high, and the bullet, whizzing
through the split door, whistled over
the heads outside. A roar of rage from
the lynchers followed the shot, and a
crash of revolver-fire. Hitherto, Colts
had been loosed off into the air, add-
ing to the wild din. Now they were
aimed at the calaboose door, and hot
lead spattered on the wood and splin-
tered it right and left.

Marshal Lick  breathed  hard.
Barney's voice was heard yeiling to the
lynchers to hold their fire, and the rain
of lead ceased to give the 'puncher with
the axe a chance again. Once more
the heavy axe crashed.

“You got to let up, Billl” hissed the
marshal. “That door will be down in
a minute more, and they’ll be coming
a-shooting—"

“Can it!" snorted Bill. “If you got
cold feet, there’s a back door, ain’t
there, and a fence you can hop over.
Vamose the ranch, and leave me to
haqdle that crowd. I guess I can do
it!

“The Texas Rangers couldn't handle
them now their blood's up!* yelled the
marshal,

“The Texas Rangers ain’t got
nothing on me!” retorted Bill. “I'm
mentioning that I can handle that
crowd! Ain't you swore me in as a
deputy, you gink, and ain't it my
dooty! Burn the wind whilé you've got
a chance if you ain't standing to it}
Quit, you quitter!”

Crash, crash, crash! came the heavy
blows of the axe. Bill did not fire at
the gaps In the door again. He had
fired once in warning. Now he was
ready for the door to fall—with
levelled guns. Bill figured that he
could stand up to the-rush and drive
it back, Mr. Lick figured nothing of
the sort; but he did not take Eill's tip
and vamose the ranch. It was easy
enough, for the whole crowd swarmed
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1n front of the calaboose, and escape
was open through the yard behind. But
he was hot the man to run when an-
other man was standing to it.

With a final crash the door went!
The fragments hung to the leather
hinges, and the doorway was oOpen
to the wild mob.

Barney Bailey and Two-Gun Carson
surged in, Colt in grip; behind them
the pressing crowd, a leading ‘puncher
with a riata ready in his hand. With
a roar, they pressed in at the doorway,
only to hait, suddenly, savagely, in
front of Bill's levelled guns.

Steady as a rock stood the Pack-
saddle schoolmaster, fingers on triggers.
But the crowd behind were pressing
on, and the halt was likely to be brief.

“sStick 'em up, Blll!” hissed Barney
hoarsely. *We're giving you a chance
to let up, you pesky gink!”

“Stick up nothing!” growled Bill.
“I'm shootin’ if you wade in! You
ain’t lynching no Jud Judson while
I'm around!l”

«yowll get yours, Bill!” snapped
Two-Gun Carson.

“Mebbe!” grunted Bill, ‘“And I
guess your young Steve, up at the
school, will be a pesky orphan about
the same time.”

There was a fierce growl, and a surg-
ing from the mob, pressing at the door-
way.

Marshal Lick gave a shoub:

“Hold on, boys! Il say we're let-
ting you through! Bill, you ornery
geck, put up your guns! I order you,
as marshal of this here burg!”

“Order your Sunday shirts!” re-
torted Bill. “I ain't letting up, not
so's youwd notice it!”

A fierce roar pealed from the lynch
mob., There was a forward surge, and
. the leaders were pushed on, Guns were
raised on all sides. Bill's eyes flashed,
and in another second the roar of
Colts would have split the air. Marshal
Lick made a sudden grasp at Bill's
arms and dragged them down.

“Jumping paeinters!” roared Bill
“You pesky geck—"'

THE PACKSADDLE BUNCH!

He had no time for more. The
instant they were no longer threatened
by Bill's guns, the lynchers rushed on,

and the brawny schoolmaster of Pack-

saddle went down under the rush.

He roared and struggled flercely, but
five or six hefty "punchers had hold of
him, and they kept hold.

Swaying to and fro in the grasp of
half a dozen pairs of hands, Bill
Sampson raged in vain. They grinned
at him as they held him.

“yorget it, Bill!” sald one of the
Kicking Mule ’punchers. “We got you
by the short hairs, old-timer, and we
ain’t hurting you any. But you don’t
horn in on this deall”

With Bill struggling in vain in many
hands, and the marshal standing with
folded arms resigned, the lynchers had
it all their own way. With yells and
shouts they spread through the cala-
boose, and from the mob crowded in
front came the deep roar:

“Have him out! Lynch him!”

CHAPTER 1.
Saved From the Mob!
w Y gum! Listen to them!”
breathed Slick Poindexter.
“They're sure mad!” mut-
tered Mick.

Dick Carr did not speak. The fearful
din from the front of the calaboose told
that the crisis was at hand. There was
no moment to be lost. Across the win-
dow of the outlaw’s cell were two thick,
strong wooden bars, and until they were
gone, there was no help for the
desperate man within, Dick had
brought a small saw with him from the
school, knowing what would be wanted,
and he was sawing hard at the wooden
bars, putting sll his strength into it.

Within a flerce, savage, bearded face
glared at the schoolboys in the star-
glimmer. Jud Judson, when he heard
them at the window, figured for &
moment that some of the lynchers had
come round behind the calaboose, {0 get
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him from that quarter. But in the star-
light he recognised the schoolboys who
had captured him the day before. in
sheer amazement he glared at them,
and it slowly dawned on his mind that
they were there to save him from the
lynchers. As he realised that, hope
lighted again in the rufiian’s desperate
face, and he watched Dick Carr's saw
at work, panting with eagerness.

His brawny grasp fastened on & half-
sawn bar, He wrenched it out, with an
exertion of his huge strengih. His head
came out at the aperture, but his
brawny shoulders could not follow. He
jerked back into the cell.

“Quick!” he breathed.

Dick did not heed him. He sawed
hard at the other bar. Twice the cut-
law wrenched at it while he sawed, but
failed to break it, and had to wait with

rling impatience, But the saw
wwitked swiftly, and at last a third
terrific wrench tore out the bar.

The way was open for Jud Judson.

His head and his brawny shoulders
came through. Then Dick Carr spoke,
quietly and coolly,

“Stop! Hands first, Jud!
hands with that rope, Mick.”

“You bet!"”

The ruffian clenched his fists fiercely,
his deep-set eyes burning at the Pack-
saddle schoolboys,

“ Get clear ! he snarled.

He strove to force his way from the
window.

“Qollar him!” said Dick, and the
three grasped the ruffian’s arms and
held. “We're not letting you loose, Jud
Judson; we're keeping you for the
Rangers. Keep quiet. One call from us
will bring that mob round the gaol, and
if they get you—"

Judson panted with rage. But he
ceased to struggle. The schoolboys were
there to save his life, not to s¢t him
free; and his life hung on a thread.
One call would have brought the mad
mob surging round the building to cut
off his escape. Savagely, glering like
o wild beast, the chief of the Judson

Tie his
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gang submitted while Mick bound his
brawny wrists together with the end of
Dick’s lasso.

Then he was allowed to wedge
through the window. They helped him
to the ground outside, As he landed
there, the fearful crashing in front of
the building told that the door had
fallen in.

«“Beat it!” breathed Poindexter.

They hurried away acCross the yard,
the outlaw following on the rope. Dick
Carr's heart was beating hard. Only
the fact that the marshal’s men had
deserted him, in fear of the lynch mob,
had made the rescue possible. But the
three had got away with it They
reached the high fence. A muttered
word, and Jud Judson braced his
gigantic form against the pinewood, and
the schoolboys scrambled over him like
cats to the top of the fence. Dick had
taken a turn of the rope under the out-
law's arms to drag him up in his tum.
Sitting astride of the fence, the three
hauled on the rope; but they had to
exert every ounce of their strength to
drag the heavy ruffian up.

But they got him up and over, and
lowered him on the other side. They
jumped down =after him, From the
calaboose came a wild roar, and the
sound of banging doors and trampling
feot. The mob were in the gaol.

«py gum! Il say we were only on
time!” breathed Slick.

“Doggone you, let me loose!” hissed
the outlaw.

“Cut that out!” snapped Dick. “ Get
on, you fellows—quick!"

They crossed the open space at &
rapid run, the outlaw stumbling after
them, dragged on the rope. The roar
that pealed from the calaboose Was
terrifying in its wild rage.

“He's gonel”

“pLynch him!”

The schoolboys hurried on. They had
barely dragged the ruffian out of the
erasp of Judge Lynch, It was certain
that there would be immediate and
furious pursuit and search; the lynchers
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were mad with rage at the escape of
their victim. Panting, breathless, the
schoolboys tore on to the school, with
the outlaw panting behind.

Small Brown was in the gatcway,
staring out with uneasy eyes through
his horn-rimmed spectacles. His
startled eyes nearly popped through
those horn rims at the sight of Jud
Judson.

“What—what—" squealed Small
Brown.

Unheeding him, the schoolboys led
Jud on into the school yard. There was
a shout from the bunch as they came
crowding up.

“Stick him In the alfalfa shed!” said
Slick Poindexter; and into that build-
ing Jud was led. He cursed loudly and
fluently as his rescuers bound him fast
to a beam. They left him there, and
closed and locked the door on him. Jud
was safe now till the Rangers came
for him—if the lynch mob did not dis-
cover where he was hidden. And they
were not likely to guess that he was
hidden at Packsaddle School

. CHAPTER 32,
A Surprige for Bill Sampson!
Lo ARRY me home to die!” ejacu-
C lated Bill Sampson.,
He stared into the empty cell.
The mershal of Packsaddle stared over
his shoulder.

The gaol yard was crowded with
lynchers; the gate was unlocked and
open; the whole building was sur-
rounded now. With yells and oaths, the
mob searched and hunted for the man
who had vanished. Some of them were
gtill rooting through the calaboose;
others were raging through the streets
of the cow town, gun in hand; and
many had mounted their bronchos, to
scour the prairie trails and cut off
Jud’s escape before he got out of reach.

“I should smile!” said Bill.

No more than the lynchers had Bill
guessed that the outlaw had made his
getawav. He turned from the door of
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the cell, with a shrug of his broad
shoulders, and tramped away from the
calaboose. The prisoner had gone; the
lynch mob had broken up into search
parties; the “rookus” was over. The
Packsaddle schoolmaster headed for the
school. He stopped at the sight of
Steve Carson, Poker Parker, and Slim
Dixon in the cow town street. .

«“ywhat you young guys figure you'rej
doing out of school?” he roared.

The three stared round at him.

“Great gophers! It's Billl"”
claimed Steve. “Beat it!”

And they ran from the school trail.

After them roared Bill. Now that the
rookus was over, Bill remembered that.
he was a schoolmaster. Up the trail
to the school scuttled Steve, Poker, and
slim; after them came Biil, his long
legs covering the ground like lightning,
and he overtook them half-way up the
trail, Bill hadn't his quirt with him,
but he had on the biggest and heaviest
boots in Santanta County. One of
those boots landed on Steve Carson
from behind like a battering-ram, and
the gunman'’s son yelled, and flew head-
long, Poker and Slim bounded on; but
Bill was after them like a shot, and
his powerful foot shot out twice, and
Poker rolled to one side of the trail,
Slim to the other. .

Bill halted and glared down at the
gasping trio. )

«you figure Packsaddle boys are let
join up with a lynch mob!” he roared.
“Say, I guess I'm booting you all the
way homel Jump for it1”

Steve, Poker and Slim jumped for it.
They fairly raced up the trail to the
school, bolted in at the gateway, and
did not stop till they had scutiled into
the bunkhouse, Bill Sampson tramped
in at the gate, with a frowning brow.
It was bed-time at Packsaddle, buf not
8 guy was in bed. But ab the sight of
Bill's tall figure swinging in at the gate
there was a general scuttle for the bunk-
house.

But three fellows stopped to greet Bill °
with grinning’ faces—Dick Carr, Slick -

ex-
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Poindexter and Mick Kavanagh. Bill
glared at them.

“Why ain’t you in your bunks?” he
roared. “You figure you're staying up
all night because there's a rookus in the
burg? Mister Brown, you jest get me
my quirt from the schoolhouse, and get
it quick!”

“Forget it, Bill!” said Slick, with a
chuckle. *“We've sure got something to
surprise you, old-timer! Say, where's
Jud Judson?”

“That fire-bug has sure made his get-
away!” snorted Bill. “That's what we
got to tell the Ranger guys when they
hit Packsaddle and want to know!
‘Where's that quirt, Mister Brown?”

“But we got a surprise-packet for
you, Bill!" grinned Mick, *“Look in
the alfalfa shed!”

5 ‘I'IWha.t guff you giving me?” growled

111,

Dick Carr unlocked the shed and
threw open the door. Slick held up a
lantern. Bill stared in, and almost fell
down at the sight of Jud Judson roped
to a beam,

“Jud!” he gasped.

“All ready for the Rangers,
said Dick Carr, with a chuckle,

Bill fairly gaped.

“Yflese boys, sir!” squealed Small
Brown. “They brought that—that
dreadful ruffian here, Mr. Sampson!
‘They appear to have got him away from
the gaol! They left the school without
permission! Here is your quirt, sirt”

“They got him!” said Bill dazedly,
“They beat Judge Lynch, and got him
here—safe and sound—all ready for the
Ranger guys to pick up! Carry me
home to die!” He took the quirt from
Small Brown and stared at him. “You
figure I'm quirting these young gecks
for what they've done, Mister Brown?”

‘' Certainly, sir! I consider—"

“Waal, I ain't quirting them none!”
said Bill. “But Il say that I'll quirt
you, Mister Brown, if you ain't out of
:nis_'l rreach in two shakes of a beaver’s

aill” '

8mall Brown was out of Bill's reach
in less than one shake of a beaver’s

sirt”

tail, Dick Carr and his friends chuckled

as they beat it for the bunkhouse.

. . . . H

In the sunrise a bunch of Texas
Rangers rode into Packsaddle for Jud
Judson. Marshal Lick could only tell
them that the fire-bug of Santanta
County had made his getaway. But
Bill Sampson had another tale to tell;
and when the Rangers rode away agaln
they rode with Jud Judson, bound 1o a
horse in their midst. Jud was safe in
the grip of justice, and the schoolboys
of Packsaddle had defeated Judge
Lynch.

—

CHAPTER 23
Troukle in Schooil

L ACK it up!” grunted Steve
P Carson.

And the Packsaddle bunch
repressed their chuckles.

Small Brown was about to enter the
school-room, Mr. Brown was rather a
suspicious guy. His experience of the
rough and tough bunch at the cow
town school had made him so. And if
he had seen them all grinning and
chuckling, Steve figured that he would
have been put on his guard—which was
not what Big Steve wanted.

The door from the porch was half-
open. Small Brown, in the porch, was
rubbing his horn-rimmed spectacles
before jamming them on and coming
in to take his class again. On top of
the door Steve had perched a heavy
woocden stool,

They were a tough bunch at Pack-
saddle. When that heavy stool came
down on the head of a man entering,
somebody was going to be hurt. Dick
Carr, the new boy and tenderfoot,
knitted his brows. A booby-trap was
all very well with a can of water or
a sack of soot. But the crack on the
head that Small Brown was going to
get was too thick in the tenderfoot’s
opinion, though the rest of the bunch
did not seem to think so.

“Look here, Carson——" began Dick,
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“Can it, you!” snapped Big Steve.

“¥Yep! Pack it up, big boy!” said
Slick Poindexter. *“Don’t you spill the
beans and put Brown wise, you geck!”

Dick rose from the rough pinewood
desk at which he sat. ‘There was a
gleam in his eyes as he stepped towards
the door. He did not like Small Brown,
and Small Brown did not like him.
But he was not going to see a guy’s
nut cracked.

“Let up, you gink!” hissed Steve,
leaping from his place.

Needless to say, Bill Sampson, the
headmaster of Packsaddle, was no-
where at hand. When Bill was around,
the Packsaddle bunch, tough as they
were, walked warily, But Bill had
saddled up early that morning to ride
out to the Kicking Mule Ranch., Brand
blotters had been at work on the
Kicking Mule ranges, and Bill was
riding with Barney Bailey and the
‘punchers in quest of them. He had
been away all the morning, and while
Bill was away, Small Brown did not
enjoy life.

“Can it, you Carr!” exclaimed Mick
Kavanagh in a shrill whisper, as Dick
ran towards the door.

The tenderfoot did not heed either
his friends or his enemy. He simply
was not going to see Small Brown's
head cracked by that stool falling on
iIt. There was an angry murmur from
the whole bunch. Steve whipped after
the tenderfoot, and grabbed him by
the shoulder before he reached the
door.

With blazing eyes, Steve dragged
him back. Dick Carr’s eyes blazed, too,
as he turned on Big Steve

The bully of Packsaddle was older
than Dick and half a head taller.
They had scrapped once, and the
tenderfoot had knocked him out, all
the same. He was ready to knock him
out again, if it came to that.

“I'm shouting to you to let up, you
big stiff!” hissed Steve.

And he wrenched at Dick, dragging
him back towards the desks.

Dick wrenched in his turn, and
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dragged Steve on after him towards
the door. They had nearly reached it
when Big Steve rallied and bore him
back. All the bunch were on their feet,
watching. Panting and struggling, the
two reeied and staggered. Small
Brown, in the porch, became aware
that a rookus was going on in the
school-room. He put on his horn-
rimmed glasses and blinked through
the half-open doorway.

“Be quiet, there!” sguealed Small
Brown. *“Go to your places! Carr, 1
shall report you to Mr. Sampson for
this!”

That was Small Brown all over. He
was afraid of Big Steve, and he was
not afraid of the tenderfoot.

Mick Kavanagh chuckled.

“Leave him be, Dick, you geck!”
he called out. “Ain’t the little baste
howling for it, and so he is!”

Diciz did not heed. He plunged to-
wards the door again, and as Big Steve
would not let go, dragged the bully
of Packsaddle with him. Close by the
door, visible to Small Brown through
the half-open space, they struggled
fiercely. But Big Steve was grinning
now as he struggled with the tender-
foof. For the tussle in the school-room
was bringing Small Brown to the spot;
he was coming across the porch, and
in a few moments more he would be
pushing the door open. And then—-

Dick knew that as well as Steve, He
made a tremendous effort to tear him-
self loose and get to the door in time.
Steve clung to him like a cat, and
whirled him back. Another effort Dick
made, swinging the gunman’s son right
at the door. This time they reached it.

Steve crashed on the door from the
inside just as Small Brown was putting
a hand to it from the outside, Steve’s
crash shut the door on Mr, Brown.

As the door shut, the stool perched
above came crashing down. It landed
on Steve's head.

Crash! He gave a fearful yell as the
heavy stool crashed. That yell echoed
from the bank of the Rio Frio to the
cow town of Packsaddle. Big Steve



THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY

relaxed his grasp on the tenderfoot,
spun over, and crashed on the floor.
He sprawled there, half-stunned.

From the bunch came a roar of
mirth, Dick Carr stood panting.

The door was pushed open from out-
side, and Small Brown horned in,
blinking angrily through his glasses.

“Carr, how dare you!” sguealed
Small Brown. “Carson, get up at
once! Why, what—"

Small Brown’s watery eyes almost
popped through the horn rims of his
spectacles at the dazed and dizzy Steve
and the pinewood stool,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the bunch.

Steve staggered to his feet. He put
his hand dizzily to his head. A big
bruise was forming there under the
thick, untidy hair. He glared savagely
at the tenderfoot, panting with rage.
Small Brown, grasping how the matter
stood, waved excited hands.

“Go to your places! Go to your
places at oncel I shall report—-"

Unheeding him, Big Steve grasped
the pinewood stool, swung it into the
air in both hands, and leaped at Dick
Carr.

There was & gasp of alarm from the
bunch, the laughter suddenly dying
away. Every guy expected to see Dick
stretched on the floor, stunned and
senseless. Bigt@teve, in his rage, was
utterly reckless, and did not care a
boiled bean if he cracked the tender-
foot’s head.

But the tenderfoot was on his guard.
A swift leap back, and he escaped the
crashing blow, the stool missing him
by a bare inch as it swept down. Steve
had no time to lift his weapon a second
time. Dick Carr was springing forward
again, and his clenched fist drove full
in the face of the bully of Packsaddle
School.

Crash! went the falling stool to the
floor. Crash! went Steve backwards,
landing hard on the pine planks.

*“Gee-whiz!” exclaimed Slick.
say that was a sockdolager!”

“You said it!"” grinned Mick,

Small Brown waved frantic hands.

“ I
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“Go to your place! Sit down! I
order you to sit down!”

Dick Carr, rubbing his knuckles,
badly barked on Big Steve’s features,
went to his place and sat down. Steve
staggered to his feet. He dabbed
dizzily at a streaming nose. The
bunch watched him breathlessly,
Small Brown’s presence would not
have stopped Big Steve from carrying
on. But that sockdolager on the nose
did. He gave Dick Carr a glare of
savage fury and went to his place and
sat dabbing his nose.

Small Brown had an unruly bunch
to handle that morning, as usual when
Bill was not around. But he had no
more trouble from Steve Carson. With
a bruised head and a swollen ncse, Big
Steve had enough trouble on hand
without hunting for any more.

CHAPTER 3,
Tricked!

o OGGONE it!” growled Big
Steve, bending beside his
broncho in the gateway of the

corral.

Dick Carr had keen feeding his pinto
pony, Pep. He glanced round at Steve.
It was the day following the row in the
school-room, and class was over at
Packsaddle. Steve had been leading
his broncho out of the school corral,
when he stopped and grunted angrily.

Dick would have asked any other
guy what the trouble was. But he did
not care to speak to Carsopn. Rather
to his surprise, Carson looked round
and called to him.

“Say you, Carr]! Bill’s given me a
message to take over to Kicking Mule,
and my cayuse has sure gone lame.
You go?”

Dick hesitated one brief moment.
He was willing enough to oblige Steve,
enemy as he was, and still more willing
to oblige Bill Sampson. But he was
not keen on hitting Kicking Mule
Ranch. .

Barney Bailey, foreman of the Kick-
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ing Mule, had a deep grouch against
him. Barney had promised him a
quirting if he ever met up with him on
the prairic. And Barney was the man
to keep a promise of that sort.

“gayv, 1 guess Bill wants Barney to
know,” said Steve, “and your pinto
is sure the fastest critter in the place.
You don't want to be feared of Barney,
bringing him a message from Bill.”

“I'll go!” sald Dick. “What's the
message?”

“Tell Barney not to wait for Bill; he
can’t ride with the outfit to-day,”
answered Carson.

“Right!"”

Dick saddled and bridled Pep, led
him out of the corral, and rode away
on the prairie trail. Carson stood
watching him go, with a savage grin
on his face. When the tenderfoot was
lost to sight, Steve led his broncho
back into the corral—with no sign of
lameness about the animal now.

Never dreaming that the bully of
Packsaddle had been “stringing”
him, and that Bill Sampson had sent
no messzage at all, Dick put his pinto
to a gallop, and covered the miles
rapidly in the direction of Kicking
Mule.

A well-worn trail led to the ranch,
and Dick was not likely to miss it. But
he was still miles from the ranch when
he sighted a horseman sitting his
broncho on the trail As he drew
nearer he recoghised Barney Bailey.
The foreman of the Kicking Mule sat
in the saddle, looking towards Dick as
he came, as if in expectation of some-
one arriving from the school. The ex-
pression on his rugged, bearded face
was dark and grim. He set his horse
ih motion, and came up the trail to
meet the schoolboy

His gquirt was in his hand, and Dick
neted that he took a hard grip on it,
a grim grin spreading over his rugged
face. Dick waved a hand to him.

“ Message from Bill!” he called out.

“ Message, nothin’!” grunted Barney.
“Light down, you young geck!”

“Bill says ?
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“Aw!  Can it!” snarled Barney.
“Ain't you wise to it that you been
sent here to take what's coming to
you? Light down!” He rode straight
at the schoolboy, his quirt cracking in
the air.

“Oh!"” gasped Dick.

He understood now. There was no
message from Bill. It was a trick to
biring him within reach of Barney's
quirt.

The Kicking Mule foreman grinned
at him savagely.

“I guess you're getting yours now,
you young gink!” he snapped. “I’ll
say I'm taking some skin off, and then
some more! Yep! Light down!”

Dick dragged his pinto away from
the trail. A word, and a shake of the
reins, and Pep burst into a gallop
again. The whistling quirt of the
Kicking Mule foreman swept the air,
but Dick swung over the side of his
horse and missed the slash.

Dick grinned breathlessly, and rode
hard. He had fallen to the trick, but
he was not caught in the trap. He
galloped hard, heading back to the
school, and, well-mounted as Barney
was, he dropped behind the pinto’s
racing heels, From behind him Dick
heard the sudden roar of a gun.

Bang!

His heart thumped for a moment,
But he knew that Barney was not
firing to hit him. Rough and fierce as
the Kicking Mule foreman was, he was
not the man for that. The bullet
flipped the schoolboy's Stetson as it
whizzed by.

Bang, bang!

Twice the ranchman fired again, and
the bullets whizzed close, Dick feeling
the wind of them, But he rode on,
harder and harder, and Barney
realised that he could not scare him
into stopping. Barney swore savagely,
thrust the gun back into his holster,
and spurred.

Suddenly, from a belt of mesquite
and dwarf pines by the {trail, a
'‘puncher pushed out into view. He was
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directly ahead of Dick, and Barney
yelled and waved to him frantically.

“Rope that guy in, Mesquite!”

It was a Kicking Mule 'puncher, and
as he saw the chase and heard his
foreman's shout, he dashed at Dick,
swinging his lasso.

Dick set his teeth.

He was between the two of them,
and cut off from Packsaddle. He spun
Pep round, and galloped off into the
open prairie, in the direction of distant
Sguaw Mountain,

The circling rope whizzed and
dropped, but the loop hit the prairie a
couple of yards behind Pep’s whisking
tail. Bending low in the saddle, Dick
rode his hardest, heading into the sun-
set. How and when he was going to
get back to the school he did not know,
or, at that moment, care; his thoughts
were concentrated on getting clear of
the Kicking Mule men,

Behird came the crash of pursuing
hwoofs. Dick glanced breathlessly over
‘his shoulder. Mesquite, the ’puncher,
had dropped behind, and was almost
lost in the waving grass. But Barney
Bailey, fierce and determined, was
riding at the utmost speed of his
broncho, quirt in hand.

Dick half-turned, and waved a mock-
ing hand at him. Barring accidents,
he knew that the speed of his pony
would see him safe,

Barniey shook a furious, clenched fist.
Dick laughed, and waved again, and
the Kicking Mulg foreman, with an
oath, draggetl the from his holster,

Bang!

The bullet cut a rag from Dick's
shirt as it fiew., In his rage, the Kick-
ing Mule foreman was taking risks of
laying him out,

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped the tender-
foot of Packsaddle.

And he rode harder and harder.

Thud, thud, thud! came the hoofs
behind, and again and again the
revolver roared. But the lead, though
it went perilously close, did not hit,
and Dick was drawing farther and
farther away from his pursuers,
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When he looked back again, Barney
had almost dropped from sight in the
high grass, though still spurring his
sweating broncho.

Dick dashed on, and the Kicking
Mule foreman’s Stetson dropped out of
view, Dick Carr laughed breathlessly.
The sun was deep in the west, sinking
behind Sguaw Mountain to the Staked
Plain; he had a long, long ride back
to school. But he had escaped the trap
laid for him by Big Steve in cahoots
with the Kicking Mule foreman—and
he laughed as he eased down his ponhy
and trotted on.

CHAPTER 36.
Tha Brand Blottero!

HE curl of blue smoke, rising

I from the depths of the prairie

hollow, was invisible from the
open prairiee.  The hollow was deep,
like a great saucer sunk in the plain,
and the smoke dispersed before it
flcated up to the level of the llano,
Dick Carr spotted it, and wondered
what it meant, as he led Pep down the
slope.

He had outdistanced his pursued, and
he doubted whether Barney Bailey was
still hunting him, once lost to sight.
But he was cut off from Packsaddle,
To ride back to the school, while the
daylight lasted, was to risk being
caught. It was not long to dark, and
Dick resolved to wait till the sun was
gone before riding home.

But he did not want to remain a con-
spicuous sbject on the landscape, when
fierce eyes might be scanning the plain
for him. He dismounted, and led his
pony down the grassy slope into the
prairie hollow. Pep needed a rest after
that wild chase, and in the hollow both
of them were out of sight of searching
eyes.

The curl of smoke rose from the
middle of the hollow. Thick and
tangled btjhes interposed, and Dick
could not j2e the fire from which it
rose. But fire spelled the presence of
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men. If it was a camp of Kicking
Mule ’punchers, the Packsaddle school-
boy did not want to hit it.

He stopped as soon as he was below
the prairie level, tethered Pep, and left
him.

On foot, and treading with caution
among the thickets, he descended
deeper into the hollow. If men of
Barney Bailey's outfit were there, he
did not intend to linger near the spot.
It was easy enough to ascertain, keep-
ing in cover of scrub oaks and
mesquite.

A ruddy glimmer caught his eyes
through the thickets. A smell of burn-
ing came te him and the squeal of an

animal.

He started. He could hear the
sound of & struggling cow, and a mut-
tered curse in a hoarse, husky voice.

His heart beat fast.

He had heard of the brand blotters.
Only the day before Bill Sampson had
peen riding with the Kicking Mule
outfit ih search of them.

Like g flash Dick knew that he had
come on the cow-thieves at their work.
With beating heart, but - with more
caution than ever, he crept on to the
edge of the open space in the middle
of the hollow.

Lying there, hidden in the thickets,
he had a clear view of the scene before

him.

A small fire burned, from which the
curl of smoke rose. A rough-bearded
man, in a red shirt, was stooping
beside it, thrusting into the embers the
pranding-iron he had just used on a
hog-tied cow, to heat it again for blot-
ting another brand. -

A second man, a swarthy Mexican,
was leading away the cow that had
been branded, At a little distance was
a bunch of cows, hobbled to prevent
them from stampeding.

The Mexican turned loose the
pranded cow and roped another, and
led it towards the fire, There it was
thrown down and hog-tied, to receive
the brand. The man in the red shirt
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turned from the fire, with the glowing
fron in his hand.

Dick watched breathlessly, He knew
the man with the iron by sight; he had
seen him in the streets of Packsaddle.
The Mexican was a stranger to him.
He knew now that he was watching
the brand blotters—and he knew that
Barney Bailey would have given much
to be in his place, seeing them at their
work.

The Kicking Mule brand was a big
«K» The cow-thieves were branding
atbiig «Q " peside the “K ” on the left
Ls)

By that simple trick, the brand was
changed from K to OX. Once the
brand was on the cow, even a Kicking
Mule ’puncher could not have said
that it was a Kicking Mule cow. Its
brand proclaimed it as belonging to
the O.K. Ranch, wherever that was.
Dick had never heard of it, but he had
no doubt that it was within driving
distance of Kicking Mule ranges, and
that after nightfall the stolen cows
would be driven there to mingle with
O.K. heards.

Again a smell of singed hair and
burning skin, Again a terrified squeal
from the cow.

“That's four, Diego!” said the man
with the iromn.

“gj, si!” answered the Mezxican,
«men more, amigo Euchre, and the
light will soon be gone.”

“T guess we got time.
cow.”

Euchre thrust the iron into the fire
again. Diego led the cow back to the
bunch and roped another. A twig
snapped under Dick’s knee, and the
sound, slight as it was, startled him
and made. his heart thump.

Evidently it reached the keen ears of
the Mexican. He turned his head, his
dark face and glittering black eyes
searching in the direction of the
thicket that hid the schoolboy, and his
dusky hand dropped on & knife in his
belt, half-drawing it.

“Say, hump it, Diegol” called ouf
Euchre. “The iron’s hot}”

Git another
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“PDid you hear >

“Only a gopher in the chaparrall”
. The Mexican stood listening with
bent ear for a long minute before he
turned to the cows again and led
another one to the fire,

Dick Carr had seen enough.

Slowly, cautiously, with intense care,
he crawled away through the thickets.
Another sound, and the brand blotters
might come searching through the
chaparral, and that meant the end of
all things for the Packsaddle schoolboy,
under the knife of the Mexican or the
revolver of his confederate.

The perspiration was thick on Dick's
brow as he crawled. It was only
minutes, but it seemed hours, before he
reached the spot where he had left the
pinto tethered.

He soothed the pinto, fearful that
some sound from the horse might
reach the ears of the brand blotters
pelow in the hollow. Then he led Pep
cautiously up the rugged slope to the
plain. Barney Bailey did not matter
much now—if he chanced on the
Kicking Mule foremam. There was
death behind him—and once on the
upper plain the Packsaddle schoolboy
mounted and rode for his life.

CHAPTER 36.
Putting Barney Wise!
#* AAL,"” ejaculated Barney

\g{ B:ﬁgﬁ “I swow!”

ney gripped his quirt,
his eyes glinting under his heavy,
knitted brows.

What the Packsaddle tenderfoot’s
game was Barney did nhot know. But
he knew that he was going to quirt
him good and hard.

Barney had given up the hunt for
the elusive schoolboy, but the ranch-
man reckoned it likely enough that he
might show up on the skyline, heading
for Packsaddle, before dark. Barney
did not expect too much hoss-sense
from ¢ doggoned tenderfoot!

And he looked as if he was right;
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for a rapidly riding figure came Into
his sight in the waving sea of grass,
and with fierce satisfaction he recog-
nised the tenderfoot.

It was Dick Carr, riding not for
Packsadd!le, but for the spot, as near as
he could calculate, where he had lost
Barney.

Little as Barney guessed it, the
schoolboy he wanted to quirt was now
anxious to meet up with him.

The Kicking Mule foreman figured
at first that Carr did not see him, or
did not recognise him if he saw him.
But when Dick waved a hand from a
distance Barney knew that the school-
boy knew him. Yet, knowing what
Barney had in cold storage for him, he
came right on, at full gallop.

“ Great gophers! Is that young gink
loco?” muttered Barney. Sitting his
horse, he watched Dick galloping up.
“I'l1 say he’s sure howling for it, and
I'1l tell all Texas that he’s going to
get what he's howling for, and then
some!”

Grimly Barney watched the breath-
less tenderfoot ride up. Dick was a
score of yards away when Barney,
fearful that he might change his mind,
spurred his broncho and dashed right
at him. Barney’s lasso was in his
hand now—and a leap of his broncho
brought him within roping distance.

Dick reined in his pinto, shouting :

“Stop that, Barney Bailey! I've

The riata flew. Dick threw himself
out of the saddle barely in time. The
loop struck on the saddle a split second
after he dropped in the grass.

“PDoggorn my cats!" snarled Barney.

He had not expected the tenderfoot
to be so spry as all that.

He dashed on, gathering in the
slack. Dick, his eyes flashing, shouted
to him breathlessly,

“you fool! Chuck it, I tell you!
I've come here to tell you—"

Barney leaped from his plunging
broncho. He dropped the riata, no
longer needed, as the schoolboy was
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making no attempt to escape. He
rushed down on Carr and grasped him.

“By the great horned toad, 1 got
you!” panted the Kicking Mule fore-
man. “Doggone my boots, I guess
you're getiing yours now, you pesky
young gink. You ain’t got Bill Samp-
son around now, you geck, to lambaste
a guy what's going to quirt you!”

There were still the marks of Bill's
knuckles on Barney’s rugged face to
remind him of the day he had visited
the cow town school to quirt Dick Carr.
Grasping the schoolboy with his left
hand, Barney, whirled the thick, heavy
quirt in his right.

“you fool!” yelled Dick, He had
not reckoned that Barney would give
him no time lo explain, before he
waded in with the quirt. “I tell
you—-" f

But there was ho time to talk!
Barney was getting going, grinning
with ferce satisfaction now that he
had the tenderfoot in his grip.

Dick made no attempt to wrench
himself away from that brawny grip.
It would have been useless; he was like
an infant in the hands of the Kicking
Mule foreman. But, with desperate
speed, he lowered his head, and sud-
geﬁly hutted Barney just over his gun-

elt.

Barney was nhot looking for that!
That sudden buit in the stomach
aimost crumpled him up.

His swipe with the quirt missed as
he sagged and crumpled, gurgling for
wind. Dick jerked loose from his
relaxed grasp.

“GurrrTrgggh!” gurgled Barney.

Dick sprang away, panting.

“Wurrrrrgh! Doggone my c-c-cats!”
stuttered Barney, pressing a hand to
his suffering stomach. “Urrgh! Great
gophers, I'll sure take all the hide »ff'n
vou! Gurrggh!”

He staggered after Dick Carr. Dick
jumped out of reach again. The
winded foreman stumbled over a roct
and swayed. It was too good a chance
to be lost. Dick leaped at him, drove
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both fists at his brawny chest, and sent
him toppling over. 4

Barney crashed down in the grass. |

A split second, and Dick's knee was
planted on him, and he had torn the
big Colt from Barney’'s holster and
jammed it into the bearded face. That
was an action that Barney could
understand! i

He gurgled and blinked up at the
tenderfoot as the muzzle of his own
gun ground into his bearded cheek,

“Urrgh! Doggone my cats—" '

Dick grinned down at him. He had
not the remotest intention, in any cir-
cumstances, of pulling trigger. But
Barney’s experlence of guns was long
and too exciting for him to dream of
handing out trouble with & gun
jammed in his face. Barney lay as
quiet as & lamb, '

“Now listen to me, fatheadl” said|
Dick breathlessly. i

“You got the goods on me!” gasped
Barney. “I11l tell a man!”

“po you want to rope in the brand
blotters?” roared Dick Carr. “T've
spotted them, and that's why 1 came
pback. Got that?”

Barney blinked at him.

“Say! What guff you giving me?”
he panted.

“I'm telllng you the truth!”
snapped Dick, “I've seen them at it,
in a hollow about three miles from
here—a man I've seen in Packsaddle
named Euchre, and a Mexican he calls
Diego blotting the brands on Kicking
Mule cows! Now do you understand?”

Barney gazed at him.

“«Car1y me home to die!” he ejacu-
lated. ‘‘Say, if that's the how of it,
you let up on a galoot.”

Dick chuckled and rose to his feet.
Barner heaved bimself out of the
grass, still gasping, and Dick handed

 his gun back to him, With a rather

look, the Kicking Mule
He

shamefaced
foreman thrust it into his belt.
eyed the tenderfoot very curiously.
“You spotted them brand blotters,’
and vou beat it this-a-way to put me
wise?” Le asked slowly. ‘“And me
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arter you with a quirt! Kid, I'll say
you're a genooine white article! Il
say that Bill Sampson has sure got a
prize packet in his bunch at Pack-
saddle, meaning you!”

“Here's your quirt, Mr. Balley!”
said Dick, picking it up and handing
it to the Kicking Mule foreman.

Barney grinned sheepishly as he took
it, He no longer had the intention, or
the wish, to lay it round the tenderfoot
of Packsaddle.

The Kicking Mule foreman ques-
tioned Dick closely and quickly. In a
very few minutes he knew all that the
tenderfoot could tell him, He clam-
‘bered on his broncho.

«Aren’t you golng to the ranch for
help?” exclaimed Dick Carr.

“Help nothin’!” rapped Barney. “I
guess I got to cinch them brand
blotters afore they burn the wind with
Kicking Mule cows. Ain’t I got a gun,
and you figure I'm skeered of a coupla
cow-thieves? Forget it!”

He put spurs to his broncho and
dashed away. Dick Carr leaped into
the saddle and dashed after him on his

" pinto.

Barney looked back at the clatter of
hoofs.

“Say, bo, you ride clear!” he
shouted. “I guess there's going to be
shooting when I meet up with them
cow-thieves.”

“I'm going to help!"”

Barney laughed and dashed on at a
gallop. Dick Carr rode on with him,
and the Kicking Mule foreman said no

#,ﬂgxore.

CHAPTER 37,
Gun Talk!

ED in the west, the sun sank
R down, Squaw Mountain a black
mass against the glowing
western sky. In the hollow where the
brand blotters worked it was dark, but
on the open prairie the light yet
lingered. But the work of the cow-
thieves was done; every cow in the

bunch of fourteen had been falsely
branded, ready for driving away. The
fire had been stamped out, the brand-
ing-iron packed, and Euchre and Diego
stood by their bronchos ready to ride
and drive. They waited only till the
lact of the light should be gone. The
new brands on the stolen cows were
too fresh to bear inspection, and the
cow-thieves did not want to risk being
seen during the drive.

Thud, thud, thud!

The beat of horse's hoofs came ring-
ing from the upper plain,

The two cow-thieves started and
listened. Euchre loosened the gun in
his holster,

“Caramba!” breathed the Mexlcan.
“A rider—"

“1 guessed no doggoned "puncher will
spot us here!” muttered Euchre, “ They
sure ain’t wise to us, Diego! Quiet!”

Down into the dusky hollow came the
thundering hoofbeats. There was crash
on crash as a horseman rode through
the thickets.

Euchre’s gun was in his hand now.
Whoever was coming was “wise” to
the brand blotters, that was clear, for
he was heading direct for the open
space in the middle of the hollow,
where they stood beside their bronchos
with the bunch of branded cows.

Through the gloom a dim figure on
horseback burst into view—a cowman
in ten-gallon hat, revolver in hand.

Bang! roared Euchre's revolver. He
fired at sight. The dimness, the swift
leaping of the horse, saved Barney
Bailey. But his answering shot was
guided by the flash of Euchre’s gun,
and it did not miss,

Bang!

A fierce yell rang through the wooded
hollow, and Euchre crumpled and sank
to the ground, the Colt falling from his
hand.

Bang! Bang! roared the foreman’s
revolver again and again as he came
galloping on. But the Mexican was
dodging away in the chaparral, and he
escaped the whizzing lead.

Rt -



86 "THE PACKSADDLE BUNCHI!

Barney Bailey reined in his broncho,
and leaped to the ground. He peered
at the figure in the red shirt, crumpled
by the dead embers of the fire.

“I guess you got yours, Euchre!”
muttered Barney grimly.

He glared round for the Mexican.

Bang! Bang! Bang! He emptied
his revolver into the thickets, in the
hope of getting the greaser as he ran.

“Doggone him! He's vamosed!"”
snarled Barney, lowering the smoking
revolver, *But I guess he won't get far
without a cayuse, and—"

He broke off as a shadowy figure
leaped from the chaparral. The
Mexican, as well as Barney, knew that
he was not likely to escape on foot. He
had counted six shots from the six-gun,
and now, like a tiger, he leaped, strik-
ing with his knife.

Barney barely warded the glash of
the long, razor-edged cuchillo with the
barrel of his revolver, and it knocked
the Colt from his hand. He leaped
back desperately from a savage lunge,
stumbled over the body c¢f Euchre, and
fell, and before he was fairly on the
ground the Mexican was on him, pin-
ning him down, struggling fiercely to
drag his knife-hand free.

“Say, you gink Carr!”
Barney.

Dick Carr was following him down
the rugged, tangled side of the hollow,
leading his horse by the bridle.

Barney had told him to keep clear,
figuring that a tenderfoot schoolboy
was no use in a gun-fight. Now, how-
ever, as he struggled wildly under the
Mexican desperado, barely keeping the
murderous knife from his throat.
Barney hoped that the tenderfoot
schoolboy was at hand. For, unless
help came, and came pronto, Kicking
Mule Ranch was going to want a new
foreman. If that doggoned tenderfoot
was not on hand—-

But the tenderfoot was. As he heard
Barney’s desperate roar, Dick Carr
dropped the bridle of the pinto and
dashed on at a run. In the deep gloom

roared

at the hottom of the hollow he could
hardly see a thing, but he heard the
panting, the scuffling, of the men who
struggled on the earth near the bunch
of startled, plunging cows. He caught
the gleam of the long, keen cuchillo in
a dusky hand. He came leaping up just
as Diego tore his wrist free from
Barney's clutch, and threw up the
knife to strike.

Two hands grasped the Mexican by
his neck-scarf and dragged him over as
he struck. The knife, missing Barney,
grazed Dick’s shoulder. The next
moment Diego was on his back, spitting
like & cat, and Barney was free, He
bounded up and hurled himself at the
brand blotter. One crash of a brawny,
clenched fist, full in the dusky face, and

Diego stretched senseless on the earth.

Barney panted.

“1l say this is our game!” he
drawled. “We got ’em—we sure got
'em! And I was aiming to quirt you,
kid!” Barney blinked at the tenderfoot
of Packsaddle. “Say, you want to
forget that, kid! I guess I'm asking
you to forget it! You ever get a hench
to ride out to the Kicking Mule Ranch,
and this here ornery galoot, Barney
Bailey, will sure be powerful glad to see
you, and I guess that goes for all the
outfit—sure!”

The Packsaddle tenderfoot had made
an unexpected friend!

The Packsaddle bunch were twning
in in the school bunkhouse when Dick
Carr rode home. They heard Bill
Sampson’s voice, and were surprised
not to hear it raised in wrath, They
expected to hear the sound of Bill's
quirt on the late-comer. But they
heard nothing of the kind; and when
Dick came into the bunkhouse his face
was cheery and smiling.

“Say, ain't Bill hided you for staying
out that a-way?” exclaimed Slick Poin-
dexter.

Dick laughed.
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“Nol”

“Ain't he mad with you?”
Mick.

“No; he's pleased,” grinned Dick.

“Plazed!” roared Mick.

“Well, he was rather glad to hear
that I helped Barney Bailey to put paid
to the brand blotters on Kicking Mule,”
answered Dick carelessly.

The bunch stared at him.

Steve Carson stuttered.

“Didn’t that geck Barney quirt you?”

“Sorry, no!” chuckled Dick Carr.
“Barney and I are great friends, and
youwll have to find another man to do
the quirting—unless youw'd like to try it
on yourself1” added Dick.

Which Big Steve did not seem dis-
posed to do.

“Now, then, bed!” squealed Small

_Brown, his horn-rimmed glasses glim-
mering in at the door.

Dick turned into his bunk, glad to get
there after his hard riding. But he was
not allowed to sleep till he had told the
tale of what had happened on the
Kicking Mule range. And when he had
finished, Slick Poindexter remarked:

#1 guess when you hit Packsaddle I
figured you was the world’s prize boob!
Now I'll tell all Texas you're a whole
team, -and a cross dog under the
wagon!"”

“You said it!” grinned Mick.

And Dick chuckled and went to sleep.

asked

—

CHAPTER 34,
Whila the Cat's Away—
“* OWLIN" coyotes!” ejaculated
£ Bill Sampson.
He stared from the porch
into the school-room. i

Red wrath was In Bill's rugged,
bearded face,

What he saw going on in the school-
room was enough to make any school-
master wrathy.

Mr. Brown was not enjoylng life!
The bunch were!

All the bunch knew that Bill had
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ridden down to Packsaddle burg that
morning to see Lick, the town marshal.
But they did not know that Bill had
chanced to meet Lick near the school,
and got through his business unex-
pectedly soon, and blown in again,
Had they been wise to that, the Pack-
saddle bunch would have bolted for
their desks like prairie rabbits for
their holes.

“Go to your places!” Small Brown
was squealing wildly. “I shall report
this to Mr. Sampson! Carson, release
my ear—release my ear immediately!
Dixon—Parker—let go my arms! Poin-
dexter, stop pulling my hair! EKav-
anagh, if you dare to pull my nose, I
will—gurrrrgggh!” ’

“Where's that riata?” roared Steve
Carson.

“Here you are, Steve!” yelled Poker
Parker.

“Lynch him!” shouted Poindexter.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Dick Catr,
He was sitting on his desk watching
the startling scene.

Small Brown wriggled
hands.

Even Mr. Brown, nervous as he was,
did not believe that his pupils really
were going to lynch him! Even the
rough-and-tough  Packsaddle bunch
stopped short of that!

It was a game—but a rather rough
game! Recently there had been an
outbreak of a lynch mob in the cow
town. That had put the idea into the
head of Steve Carson. With Bill safely
off the scene, as he figured, Steve went
ahead with his game.

Pie Sanders threw the noose over one
of the roof beams. The noose dangled
over Small Brown's head.

A crowd of laughing fellows dragged
him under it. He wriggled and
struggled. But they had hold of him
anywhere and everywhere and there
was ho escape for the hapless Mr.
Brown, ;

The loop of the lasso was passed over
his head. For one awful moment Small

in many
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Brown almost thought that the excited
bunch were going to put it round his
neck! But Slick Poindexter slipped it
down under his arms,

l\éiick Kavanagh dragged on the other
end.

A dozen fellows scrambled to grasp
the rope with Mick, and dragged on it,
and Small Brown swung off the floor.

“Up with him!” roared Carson.

“Lynch him!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! QOoocogh! Release me—
urrrrggh!” spluttered Small Brown, as
he went up on the rope, arms and legs
flying wildly in the air.

Except for the hard grip of the rope
round hi§ narrow chest, Small Brown
was not getting hurt. But he was
seared out of his wits. His horn-rim-
med spectacles slid down his nose, and
he blinked wildly over them, like a
frightened owl He howled and
squealed.

Roars of laughter answered him. The
Iynch game entertained the Packsaddle
pbunch enormeusly. It was the wildest
rag ever perpetrated, even at Pack-
saddle, and the bunch fairly let them-
selves go.

“Urrrrggh! Oh Qh!"”
squealed Small Brown,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Spin him!* shouted Carson.

“Woooooo!” spluttered Small Brown
as a dozen hands shoved at him, spin-
aing him round like a top as he swung
on the rope.

“ For goodness’ sake, you fellows—-"
sasped Dick Carr. He was the only
fcllow in the school-room not taking
part in the uproar. “I say, suppose
Bill came in—"

Big Steve looked round at him with a
sneer.

“Aw, can it!” he jeered. “You're
the only guy here that’s got cold feet!
You don't dare horn in, you pesky
skunk!”

Dick flushed crimson.

It was het the fear of the conse-
gucnces that kept him out of the rag.
But the bully of Packsaddle saw o

dear!
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chance to score and he did not miss it.

“Stick where you are!” jeered Steve.
“yWhen Bill gets mad about this, you
can tell him what a good little angel
you are!”

«“Come and give him a spin, you
Carr!” shouted Poindexier.

“He’s afraid!” sneered Steve.

That was enough for Dick Carr. He
jumped off the desk and joined the
shouting crowd. Small Brown was
getting enough, if not too much, with-
out his help, but he was not going to
have the bunch figuring that he was
afraid to do as the others did.

He geve Mr. Brown a spin in his
turn. Round and round went MM,
Brown on the rope, amid yells of
merriment,

“ Swing him up to the roof !” shouted
Steve Carson, “Tie that end of the
rope, you Sanders! Now swing him up.”

Steve was warming to the work!
From Small Brown came a squeal of
sheer terror. Several voices were raised
in protest. Steve was carrying the
thing too far even for the rough Pack-
saddle bunch.

But the bully of Packsaddle was not
to be denied. He grasped the swinging
teacher by the ankles, to give him a
swing up to the roof of the school-
room.

Bill Sampson, in the porch, unseen in
the excitement, seemed to be petrified
by what he saw. He knew that Mr
Brown had trouble when he was absent,
and despised him for not being able {o
handle the bunch. But this wild scene
surprised even Bill.

As Carson was starting to swing Mr.,
Brown, Bill woke to life, as it were,
and strode into the school-room.

“Let up!” he roared.

There was a howl of alarm as the
hunch stared round.

“Bill!” yelled Poindexter.

“Sure, it's Bill!” gasped Mick
Kavanagh.

There -was 2 rush back to the desks,
Steve Carson, wildly excited, and
anxious to display his ncrve before the
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pbunch, gave Small Brown a powerful
swing before he rushed to his desk
after the others, and the hapless man
on the rope nearly hit the roof as he
swung up.

“Carry me home to die!” gasped Bill.
“I'll sure » He hroke off with a
yell

Small Brown, swinging back from the
height, crashed on him as he came,
knocking him over headlong.

The stout pine planks of the floor
shook as Bill's weight landed on them.

“yaroogh!” roared Bill.

«Oh, great gophers!” gasped Slick.

And the Packsaddle bunch stared on
blankly as Bill Sampson sprawled on
the floor, and Small Brown gyrated
over him at the end of the rope.

CHAPTER 39.
Bill Hardies the Buch!
ILI, Sampson picked himseli up.
B The bunch watched him
breathlessly.

. ‘There was deep silence in the
Packsaddle school-room, broken only by
a breathless squeal from Small Brown.

They were all tough at Packsaddle—
Steve Carson the toughest of the
punch! But they all felt cold chills
under the eye of Bill Sampson. Big
Steve had displayed his nerve by giving
Small Brown that last swing right
under the eyes of his headmaster. But
Steve wished now that he hadn’t! It
had fixed Bill's eye specially on him.
And Bill's eye had a glint in it that
was alarming.

Bill had had a hard thump on the
ear, but he did not worry about that;
he was as hard as hickory. Stending
awith his thumbs hooked in his gun-belt,

ill surveyed the bunch grimly.

wRelease me!” came Small Brown’s
squeal.

Bill gave a scornful snort.

~1 guess there aln't no hurry, Mister
Brown, seeing as you let yourself be
fixed up that-a-way!” he answered.
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“Say, ain't you got as much sand as
a gopher? Ain't you got as much back-
bo}}i ag aImuskeeter? Search mel”

“aAw! Pack it up!” Bill turned to
the class again, “I guess this here
rookus is the limit, and then some and
a few over!” he hooted. *“You figure
you're at this here schocl to hang up
my teacher like he was a horse thief?
You figure youwre here to paint Pack-
saddle red, like you was a bunch of cow-
punchers let loose after the round-up?
Forget it! Il tell a man I'm the guy
to ride herd and keep you from stam-
peding! Yep! T tell all Texas!”

Bill turned to the teacher again.

Grasping Small Brown with one hand,
he held him as easily as an infant, to
take his weight off the lasso. Then he
loosened the noose with his other hand
and jerked Small Brown out of it.

The teacher, gasping and spluttering,
was set on his feet.

“Now!” roared Bill. “I guess the
whole bunch was in this here rookus?
That s0, Mister Brown?”

w I‘ Yes, yes!” gu.rgls;l Small Browi.

“And Tl say that Carson was the big
chief! You step out here, you Carson.
I sure want you, a few.”

Big Steve set his teeth. He had been
the originator and ringleader of the
wild outbreak. After the feast came
the reckoning.

He assumed a swagger, which rather
belied his feelings, as he came out of
the class. The bunch were not going
to see him snow the white fcather if he
could help it. .

«“I guess I'm here, Bill,” he said
coolly. .

Biil gave him a glare.

“yep! TNl say youre some bulls
| dfozer!” he roared. “Yowre a bully
boy with a glass eye, you are, and then
some! Il mention that I'm the galoot
to give you something to cure it! You
hear me whisper.”

Bill's “whisper” could be heard
across the playground and along the
banks of the Rio Frie! ’
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“Now, you put your cabeza into that
riata!” roared Bill, holding the loop of
the lasso from which he had released
Small Brown.

“I guess not!” answered Big Steve.
“What the great horned toad——"

He got no further,

Bill'’s mighty grasp was on him, Head
and shoulders were shoved through the
loop, and it tightened under Big Steve’s
arms. Steve was heavier than Small
Brown, but Bill lifted him in one hand
with ease.

He stepped back, leaving Carson
swinging, his feet a yard or more from
the floor.

“That's yours!"” roared Bill. “You
was the king-pin, and you cinch the
king-pin’s canful. Mister Brown, you
hand me my quirt.”

small Brown almost bounded to the
schoolmaster’s desk. He bounded back
with the cowman’s whip.

Bill grasped it. It rang round Steve
Carson in a series of cracks like pistol
shots, as he swung on the rope.

The bunch watched. They knew that
their turn was coming! Bill, it was
clear, had his mad up!

Crack! Crack! Crack! reng the
quirt on Big Steve Carson, and he
swung and spun on the rope, yelling.

“Let up, Bill, you gink!"” yelled Big

Steve. “I'm sure telling you to let up,
you pie-canl!”
Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Quit!” screamed Big Steve. “Ill
sure get you for this, Bill Sampson, you
ornery old geck!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Will you let up?” shrieked Steve.

“Not so's yowd notice it!”- roared
Bill. “Not by a jugful! Nope! I
guess I'm the man to ride herd over this

bunch! You got a few more coming.”
Crack! Crackl Crack! Crack!
Crack!

“T'Il get you!” yelled Big Steve, as
the quirt cracked and rang. “I'll see
you get yours, Bill Sampson, you pesky
skunk! I guess my popper will come
a—],iss-}lgoting when I put him wise to

“What you giving me?” roared Bill)
red with rage.

Steve was the son of Two-Gun Carson,
the gambler and gunman of Packsaddle.
There werc plenty of men in Santanta
County who feared the hard-faced, ice-
eyed gunman, who packed two guns,
and was like lightning in handling
them. But Bill Sampson was not on
the tally of those who feared him.
Steve's threat had only one effect on
Bill—he had been about to quit with
the quirt—and now he went on with
it instead. :

Crack! Crack! Crack! rang the
quirt and Steve writhed and howled
and yelled with anguish. i

“Any more from you?” roared Bill.
“You want to tell me any more about
your doggoned popper coming a-shoot-
ing? Say!”

Steve had no more to tell Bill on that
subject! Swinging on the rope, help-
less as Small Brown had been, Steve
groaned and gasped, and said nothing.

Bill Sampson snorted and strode to-
wards the class, the bunch eyeing him
and the quirt in his hand with great
uneasiness.

“Git on your hind laigs, you ‘uns!”
roared Bill,

The class stood up.

“Now, I guess you're getting yourn!”
said Bill. “I'm sure going to l'arn
you 'uns that my doggoned teacher,
Mister Brown, is here to teach this
outfit, and sure not to be strung up on
8 rope in this goldarned school-room!
I guess I'm going to have you feeding
out of his hand afore I'm through! I'm
sure going to quirt you like you was &
herd of ornery steers!”

And Bill did!

Passing aleng the rows of standing
schoolboys, Bill laid on the quirt, hard
and heavy.

Every fellow in the bunch got it, and
roared.

Bill paused when he came to Dick
Carr.

“yYou was in this here rookus, too,
you tenderfoot?” he asked. “I sure
reckon I spotted you out of your place.”

-
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“Yes, rather, I was in it!" answered
Dick promptly. He was not keen on
getting the quirt by any mweans, bui
neither was he keen on faring better
than the rest of the hunch. And he
had been in it, though unwillingly.

And Bill gave him his full share.

By the time Bill Sampson was
through, it was a wriggling, gasping,
worried bunch that stood at the desks
—repentant of that wild rag on Small
Brown.

Even Bill, hefty as he was, was a
little breathless when he had finished
handling the quirt.

“Now, get to it!” he said. * Mister
Brown, I kinder reckon this here class
won't give you no more trouble.”

Bill was right there! All desire to
give trouble had, for the time, at least,
been taken out of the Packsaddle
bunch.

They wriggled on the benches as
Small Brown resumed instruction.
From Steve, swinging helplessly on the
rope, came & savage howl: .

“¥ou, Bill Sampson, you let up on a
guy! You sure ain’t leaving me strung
up this-a-way, you galoot?”

“Guess again!” answered Bill coolly
“youre fixed up like you fixed up
Mister Brown, and I guess you stay

fixed! Yep!”
“I'm telling you——"" yelled Carson.
«“Aw! Pack it up! You spill any

more, and you sure gel some more
quirt!” snorted Bill. *“You stay there,
Steve Carson, and I guess you better
do some thinking! You ain’t running
this here school, not by a whole lot, you
ain't! You want to chew om,that,
doggone your hide!”
4 I get you for thisl I'll—"

Crack! rang the quirt round Steve's
legs. He yelled frantically.

“Spilling any more?” roared Bill,
~ Steve did not spill any more.

Class went on at Packsaddle—Small
Brown grinning, the bunch wriggling,
snd Steve rotating on the end of the

o1
rope slung to the roof-beam. And never
had a class at Packsaddle been so
orderly. Bill walked out, leaving Small
Brown to carry on—but there was not a
whisper when he was gone! Bill was
the man to handle the bunch, if no
other man could!

Not till Tin Tung clanged the bell for
the end of class was Steve released from
the rope.

He staggered out of the school-room,
his face black with fury. In the play-
grouind he gave Bill a bitter and furious
look. Bill did not heed it; but many
of the bunch noticed it, and they were
not surprised when Steve led his horse
out of the corral, mounted, and rode
down the school trail to Packsaddle
town, and they wondered whether he
would be able to make his words good,
and whether Two-Gun Carson, the gun-
man of Santanta County, would come
a-shooting.

r
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CHAPTER 40,
Big Steve on the Warpath!
ICK CARR glanced at Big Steve
D several times in class that after-
noon.

It was a quiet class—amazingly quiet
for Packsaddle. The bunch had not
forgotten the lesson of the morning.

Small Brown very nearly had them
feeding from his hand, as Bill had
promised.

Dick and other fellows noted that
Steve secmed to be in a state of
expectation.

Many times he lifted his head to

isten when there was a sound of hoof-
beats from a distance.

But as the afternoon wore on Steve's
brow grew blacker, and it was clear
that he was disappointed.

All the fellows knew what he was
expecting—the arrival of Two-Gun
Carson to talk to Bill. But Two-Gun
Carson did not seem to be in a hurry to
hit Packsaddie School,

Slick Poindexter winked at Mick
Kavanagh,

“I guess Old Man Carson knows the
place that's good for his health,” Slick
whispered—* and he knows that it ain’t
named Packsaddle School.”

At which some of the bunch chuckled.

Steve caught the words in the unac-
customed siletice of the school-room and
glared round savagely at Slick.

“¥You wateh out!” he snarled. “I
guess I've put my popper wise, and he
allows he’s coming up to talk to Bill.”

“He sure ain’t burning the wind,
nohow!” said Slick,

“He’s sitting in & poker game this
afterncon with some rancher guys from
White Pine!"” snarled Steve. “I guess
he ain’t got away yet. But yowll sure
sce him along,”

“No more whispering in closs!”
Small Brown yapped. “Carson, you
were talking in class.”

“ Aw, goand chop chips, you Brown!”
sharled Steve.

Rap!

Greatly daring, Small Brown rapped
Steve's kuuckles with & pointer,
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“Wake snakes!” murmured Poker
Parker,

Big Steve leaped up In his place.
Frein Bill he had to take his medicine;
taking it from Small Brown was
another matter,

The class were using geography books.
Steve’s bcok was in his hand. He
htg}led it direct at Small Brown's head.

ol

“Wow!” yelled Small Brown, as he
went over backwards.

There was a snigger from the bunch.
Small Brown had banked on the lesson
Bill had handed out that morning. But
it was clear that the bully of Pack-
saddle was not quite tamed yet. Small
Brown realised that as he sat down on
the pine planks with a heavy bump.

Bill Sampson glared in from the
porch.

“Say!” he roared. “Y¥You shouting
for more, you Carson?”

“You figure I'm letting that little
ple-faced gopher crack my knuckles?”
yelled Steve.

Bill did not answer that question;
he strode in, gripped Steve, and swung
him off the bench.

Crack, crack, crack, crack!

The quirt got busy round Steve’s
riding breeches. Small Brown picked
himself up, set his horn-rimmed spec-
tacles straight, and blinked.

“Now you sit down, you Carson!”
roared Bill,

Steve dropped into his place. panting.

“You, Mr, Brown!”

“Bir! b gasped Small Brown.

“Take that pointer and rap that
young guy’s knuckles good and hard!”
roared Bill.

Steve clenched his hands convulsively.
Small Brown picked up the pointer ané
stepped to him.

“1 tell you I ain't standing for it,

Bill Sampscm!" panted Steve. “I'm
telling you—"
“Don’t spill any more! Put your

paws on that desk!”
Steve put his hands behind him.
Bill's eyes glittered, and he gripped
the quirt hard. Steve's hands came
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from behind him and were laid on the
desk.

Rap, rap, rap, rap!

Small Brown rapped good and hard,
as the cowpuncher schoolmaster bade
him. Steve sat it out, silent, breathing
rage, the bunch looking on breathlessly.
Bill's quirt was ready, but it was not
needed. The gunman’s son took the
knuckle-rapping like a lamb.

“Chew on that!” snorted Bill, and he
tramped out of the school-room again,
his quirt under his arm.

There was no hint of trouble in the
school-room after that. Bill ‘was at
hand, and nobody in the bunch wanted
to bring Bill horning in again. Small
Brown wielded unaccustomed authority
that afterncon.

Steve sucked his knuckles, breathed
fury, and listened hopefully for the
sound of & horseman riding up to the
school gate.

But no rider came.

Two-Gun Carson who ran the game
of poker as a business, was perhaps
kept away on that account. If he was
getting the dust off a crowd of ranchers
from White Pine he was not likely to
interrupt that profitable transaction to
come up to the school. Anyhow, if he
was coming he was leaving it late.

But most of the bunch figured that
Steve had been talking hot air, and
that his popper would think twice or
three times before he came up to Pack-
saddle School gunning after Bill

When class was dismissed by Small
Brown, perhaps Steve had come round
to the same opinion, for his scowl was
blacker than ever. Several times he
went down to the gate and stared along
the trail to the cow town.

But there was no sign of a horseman
riding up. B

Either the poker game was keeping
Two-Gun or else he had thought better
of it and was not coming a-gunning.

When Tin Tung served out supper in
the chuckhouse, and the sun sank
westward behind Squaw Mountain, no-
body expected to see Two-Gun Carson
arrive at Packsaddle—and there were a
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good many grinning faces round the
long trestle table, contrasting with
Steve'’s, which was black with bitterness.

After chuck he went out into the
playground with his friends Poker
Parker and Slim Dixon. They eyed
gim}.‘ rather uneasily in the thickening

usk.

“Say, what’s the game, Steve?”
asked Poker. ‘““Your popper won't be
coming now, I reckon.”

“I reckon not!” snarled Steve. “But
T'm sure getting Bill myself!”

“pw, forget it!” muttered Slim.
“Ain't you cinched enough of Bill's
quirt for one day, you geck?”

“1 guess Bill's going to cinch the
next!” said Steve, between his teeth.
““He's in his room now; you can see the
light from his window. I'm getting on
the roof over the window with my
lasso.” He lowered his voice. “One
of you guys will heave a rock at the
winder, and when Bill puts his head
out to see what’s the matter I get him
with my rope.”

“wou doggoned, locoed gink!” gasped
slim. ‘“Bill'd take the skin off'n us!
I guess we ain’t sitting in no such
game!”

“Count me out,
promptly.

“I'm telling you——" hissed Steve.

«Aw, can it1” said Poker and Slim
together, and they cut the matter short
by walking back into the lighted chuck-
house,

The bully of Packsaddle ground his
teeth, With rage and vengeance run-
ning riot in his breast, he had fuily
made up his mind.

Bill had strung him up in the school-
room and quirted him, He had thought
cut his plan of vengeance. Bill was
going to be strung up and quirted in
his turn! It was a wild and reckless
;_.sche_r?e, put Big Steve was in the mood
or 1t

1t was easy enough if all went well;
it was only the consequences that mat-
tered. Steve was reckless of the conse-
quences. After he had lambasted Bill
he was going to mount his horse and

Steve!” said Poker
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ride down to Packsaddle town. Two-
Gun Carson would see him through. He
banked on that.

Taking his coiled lasso over his arm,
Big Steve crept away through the
shadows to the side of the schoolhouse,
where he clambered up.

The roof slanted, but over the win-
dows was a parapet that ran the length
of the building.

sitting on that parapet, Steve had
Bill's window directly below him. He
prepared his rope for a cast.

If Bill put his head out of that win-
dow Steve had him! And he was
going to be made to put his head out.

The window-shutters were wide open.
There were no sashes or glass to the
window, or to any at Packsaddle.

By leaning over, Steve could have
tossed a stone in, and that, he figured,
was quite enough to make Bill put his
head out to see what was going on.

But as he looked down over the
wooden parapet, taking his bearings,
the lamplight at the window was dark-
ened by a shadow. A Stetson hat came
oui info view—and Steve’s eyes glit-
tered.

For what reason Bill was looking out
he did not know, and did not care. He
only knew that that was just what he
wanted and he whizzed his riata down
and roped in the head and shoulders
in the twinkling of an eye.

Throwing himself back on the roof,
he dragged at the rope, putting his
whole weight and strength on the pull.

CHAPTER A1,
The Wrong Man!
a2 VENIN’, Mr. Carson!” said Bill
E Sampson politely.
“'Eyenin’l” seid Two-Gun,
with a sarcastic sneer.

Bill was sitting in his big office, as he
called it. ‘The lamp stood on the
table, and near it lay a big Colt.

1t looked as if Bill figured that a Colt
might come in useful, and had one
handy that evening.

THE PACKSADDLE BUNCH!

The Packsaddle bunch were at chuck
wiien Two-Gun Carson walked in. He
had left his horse at the gate and
walked into the schoolhouse porch
and into the house as if it belonged to
him. Bill's door on the hallway stood
wide open, and Two-Gun stepped in—
to be greeted with politeness by the
cow town schoolmaster.

Two-Gun Carson was a slim, agile
man, handsome in & dark and rather
sinister way. He packed two guns,
whence his name in Packsaddle. His
eyes, narrow and keen, looked like
slits of ice. His profession was that
of a “sport,” or gambler—he lived on
the game of poker, and lived well.

That peculiar profession was not
thought of highly in the cow country
—but Two-Gun was treated with a
good deal of respect. A man who
packed two guns, and was remarkably
swift and skilful in the use of them,
had to be respected.

He stepped towards Bill's table with
the soft, cat-like tread of the gunman.
He did not remove his hat—they did
not stand on ceremony at Packsaddle,
Bill's own big Stetson was on his head
as he sat at his table. )

Blll nodded cheerfully and good-
humouredly. The revolver lying ready
on the table looked as if he expected
trouble, but his face expressed nothing
of the sort. His hands were in the
pockets of his leather crackers, and he
did not withdraw them.

“I guess I've moseyed in to talk to
you about Son Steve, Bill Sampson!”.
said the gunman, in his quiet voice.

“gpill it, old-timer!” said Bill
affably.

« Steve allows that you strung him on
a riata in the school-room—"

“Like he did my teacher!” said Bill.

“That cuts no ice with me!” said
Two-Gun, “I'm here to tell you, Bill
Sampson, that I don't stand for it!
You get me?”

«“I sure get you!”
“And now you get me! I guess I'm
running this here school! I don’
take no back-chat from any guy in the

assented Bill,
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bunch! I handle that bunch, without
asking advice from any galoot in
Texas! You aim to talk turkey, and
you can squabt down and talk till you
get a crick in the neck! You shoot
any lip this-a-way, and I'll sure heave
you out of the winder so quick it will
make your head swim! You got that?”

Two-Gun’s right hand made a
steilthy movement, Bill stirred in his
seat.

“Don't!” said Two-Gun Carson
coldly. “Keep your paws. In your
pockets where they are, Billl* I guess
if you reach for that gun I'll fill you
full of lead afore you handle 161"

“You reckon?” yawned BilL

“¥You figure yourself a big noise in
Packsaddle, Bill Sampson!” went on
Two-Gun. “I guess I don’t give a
continental red cent for that! You
ain't quirting Son Steve any more!
Got that? I allow I don't stand for
it! i
. “Pack it up!” said Bill, “I guess
1o poker sharp is cavorting around this

school, bulldozing Bill Sampson!
Nunk! You've spilled enough, Mr.
Carson! Youre going out of that

winder on your neck!”
Bill's right hand flashed from his
pocket Carson’s hand whipped to his

Bu!: he did not pull it.

Bill did not reach for the Colt that
lay on the table. There was a gun in
the hand that came out of his pocket.
He had been grasping it there all the
time!

The gun looked the ““bad man” of
Santanta County full in the face. Bill
grinned over it,

“Stick "em up!” sald Bill casually.

Two-Gun Carson panted with rage.

HeyYid not dare to touch his gun.]
And, casually as Bill spoke, the gleam
In his eyes over his levelled revolver
was warning enough. Two-Gun’s hands
went up over his head.

“I guess that's hoss-sense!” sald Bill,
with a nod of approval. “You figure
T'd give you the pull on mel™
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The gunman’s face worked with fury.
“Keep ’em up!” said Bill, heaving his
great bulk out of his seat. “I guess if
you try any gun-game on me, Two-Gun
you get yours so sudden you won't
know what landed you on the other,
side of Jordan! I allowed you was
going out of that winder on your neck,
and I'll say that’s what coming to you.”

Keeping the gambler covered, Bill
stepped round the table, and with his
left hand Jerked away the two guns.

He threw them carelessly under the
table.

“I'll sure get you for this, Bill Samp-
son!” muttered the gunman, his voice
thick with rage. “I'll sure—" Ay

“Ill say I've had that from Son
Steve, and It didn’t cuf a lot of ice!”
drawled Bill. “Pack it up! Youll
want your breath to yaup when you go
out of that winder!”

Bill holstered his gun now that the
gunman was disarmed. His powerful
grasp descended on Two-Gun Carson.

The gunman was no weakling. He
was strong and activee “Bubt he
crumpled up in Bill’s hefty grasp.

Struggling, he was swung round the
table, With a grasp on the back of
his collar, and the back of his belt, Bill
Sampson heaved him into the window.

Two-Gun sprawled out across the
wooeden sill,

Bill grasped his ankles, to tilt him
headlong out. With a heave, he sent
him hurtling.

The next moment Bill gave a roar of
surprise.

Two-Gun, hurtling out of the win-
dow, should naturally have crashed to
the ground below. Instead of which
he jerked into the air, as if plucked
by an invisible hand above!

“Great gophers!” roared Bill

He stared blankly, his eyes almost
popping from his bearded face. A
choked howl came from Two-Gun
Carson. No more than Bill did he
realise, for the moment, what had hap-

pened.
“What the thunder——" yelled Bill.
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Hc put his head out of the window,
staring amazedly, Then he saw, From
the roof above a rope ran. The loop
of the lasso was over Two-Gun’s head
and arms, It had tightened round
him, dragging him up as the rope was
dragged from above.

“Carry me home to die!” gasped Bill.

Horrible gasps and gurgles came
from Two-Gun Carson. He writhed in
the rope.

Bill stared up. Over the wooden
parapet above, a face appeared staring
down. Steve Carson'’s eyes were blazing
with excitement and revenge.

“I guess I've got you, Bill!” he
yelled, “I've cinched you sure, you
omftry old bulldozer, and you get the
qui

Steve had knotted the end of the
lasso {o the chimmey-stack. His
prisouer was secure.

He scrambled over the parapet and

dropped. There was & quirt in his
hand.
“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Bill

Sampwfa % Carry me home to die! I
guess this beats the whole deck, and
then some! Haw, haw, haw!”

Steve spun round and stared at him,
framed in the lighted window.

Till that moment he had not begun
to doubt that it was Bill whom he had
ropad in.

His jaw dropped.

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Bill. *'Say,
Two-Gun, you flgure that Son Steve
don't want some quirting! Haw, haw,
haw!"”

“What!"” gasped Big Steve. “Who

“You was laying for me, you young
gink!” roared Bill. “I guess you roped
in your popper! Say, Two-Gun, if you
allow that young Steve don’t want any
quirting, I'll say that I'll leave it to
youw.”

He reached out with his knife, and
(it through the rope. Two-Gun
LCarson came to the earth with a bump.
B\br Steve stared at him, transfixed, as
= - ¥arenched himself out of the noose.

THE PACKSADDLE BUNCH!

Bill Sampson, roaring with laughter, &
slammed the window shutters.

“Steve—""'

“What "

“ Thunder—what—-"

Loud and startled exclamations came
from the Fackcaddle bunch. They
were heading for the bunkhouse after
chuck, when Steve Carson came speed-
ing across the playground.

After him came Two-Gun Carson,
with cracking quirt.

Wild and frantic yells came from
Big Steve as he stumbled and fell, and
Two Gun stood over him, lashing with
the quirt. The bunch stared on,
amazed. Bill Sampson canie striding
from the house, and he grasped the
gunman, and jerked him back. Two-
Gun panted.

“Can it, you geck!” he yelled. “I'm _
telling you, you don't quirt him enough
—I guess—"

“Quit guessing, old-timer, and beat
it,” said Bill, and he jerked the gun-
man away, and walked him to the gate,
where his horse was hitched, *“Say,
it's youafor the trail, and prouto!” -

He pitched Two-Gun on his horse,
and gave the animal a smack. The
gunman went clattering down the trail,
and Bill, with a grin, slammed the
gate. Dick Carr, Slick, and Mick
picked up Big Steve, and helped him to
his bunk in the bunkhouss.

He was gasping and groaning there
when Bill looked in.

“Say, you Carson, I reckon I ought
to quirt you a few!” said Bill. “Bug,
T'll say that your popper has sure g:ven
you enough, and then some! He sur
did not like being roped in and strun:
up, not a whole lot! Nunk! You
figuring on asking him to call agin, and‘
talk to your schoolmaster?”

Steve's only answer was a groal
Evidently he was not figuring on tha
Nobody wanted to sce Two-Gun Carson
at the school again—and Steve leﬁsﬁ
of all!

THE END. ol
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