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CHAPTER 1.
The Hold-up!
“ H, look ! shouted Dick Carr.
O He reined in his pinto, and
pointed with his riding-whip.
«\what the great horned toad—"
exclaimed Slick Poindexter.

“What the howly Mike—" ex-
claimed Mick Kavanagh.

“Look!"

Classes were over at Packsaddle.

. Dick, Slick, and Mick werc riding on
the bluffs over the Rio Frio, a mile
from the cow-town school, At the point
where Dick pulled in, the trail from
Hard Tack ran along the bank of the
river, overlooked by the high, grassy
bluffs that dropped almost like a wall
to the lower levege

BILL SAMPSON, the Texas schooimaster,
He has a tou,
at Packsaddle School!

CHOBBLMASTER Z
X

By FRANK RICHARDS

is more used to handling a
h bunch under his charge

sSESS

“gure, it's only the hack!” grunted
Slick, reining in his bronco alinost on
the edge of the bluff, and staring
down. “Ain’t you never seen Andy
Butt driving his hearse from Hard
Tack before, you gink?”

“He's pulled in,” said Mick, “I
guess—"

“Took!"” repeated Dick Carr.

The next moment his companions
saw what he had seen—the reason wh;
the hack driver had halted on the trai
by the river,

From a clump of trees under the bluf
o horseman had pulled out. The
schoolboys above could see little of him
but his head—which was not covered by
a Stetson hat like almost every other
cabeza in Samanta County, but by a

(All rights reserved, and reproduction without pormission strictly forbidden.)




2 THE SIX-GUN SCHOOLMASTER!

flour-hag, inverted and pulled down
over the face. And the horseman’s
right hand was lifted, the sunshine
glinting on the barrel of a levelled
revolver in his hand.

That was why Andy Butt had halted.
That was why he sat with his hands
sticking above his head, reaching for
the sky. It was a hold-up!

High above the strange scene the
schoolboys of Packsaddle watched
breathlessly.

“By gum!” said Poindexter breath-
lessly. “If a guy only had a gun!”

“Sure, we could get him from here!”
said Mick, with a nod.” “I'll say it would
surprise him a fewl”

“But what's he after?” muttered
Slick. ‘“There’s no passengers in the
hack this time—there ain’t a galoot for
him to go through! I guess he can't
be after the baggagel What's his
game?”’

“He won't get fen cents off Andy!"”
said Mick.

Bang!

“Oh!” gasped Dick Carr.

The report of the revolver roared
up from below. For an instant the
tenderfoot of Packsaddle expected to
see the hack driver reel over and topple
from his seat, But the next moment he
saw that the bullet had only spun the
hat from Andy’s head. It had gone
close, however, for the driver’s startled
vell reached the ears of the schoolboys
on the bluff

Slick chuckled.

“I guess Andy’s rattled!” he re-
mmarked. “That guy sure has given him
a hint to talk turkey!™

“But why——" gasped Dick.

“I guess there's suthin’ on that she-
hang he knows about, and wants, and
Andy don't hone to put him wise!”
grinned Slick. “Andy brings up a
packet of greenbacks from the bank at
Hard Tack sometimes for the ranchers’
pay-day. That1ll be it.”

It looked as if Slick was right. For
Andy Butt, lowering his hands, stooped,

extracted something from under his
seat, and handed it over to the rider.

Even at that distance, in the clear air
of Texas, the schoolboys could cee what
it was. It was a buckskin bag; and
they did not nced lelling thet it con-
tained money—dollar greenbacks!

The schoolboys saw the man in the
flour-sack make a gesture with his
revolver, and Andy promptly drove on.

The rumble of wheels floated through
the air. The hack disappeared from
view up the bank of the Frio, the bluffs
hiding it from sight in less then a
minute.

The horseman was left alone on the
trail, unconscious that three pairs. of
eyes watched from above, Sitting in
his saddle, the road-agent had opened
the buckskin bag and was counting its
contents. So far as the schoolboys could
see, there was quite a large roll of bills.
They had a better view of the man
now; but there was little to be seen
but the flour-sack in which the eyeholes
were cut for vision.

Having examined his plunder, the
rider dismounted, fastened up the buck-
skin bag again, and thrust it into his
saddlebag.

Then he remounted his bronco—a
large and powerful animal, grey with
black splashes, and rode down the
river.

Slick shook a fist after him. With a
gun in his hand, Slick would have tried
a pot-shot at he rider, as he was far
beyond the reach of a lasso.

gum! We got to see him ride
c]ea.r with it1” grow]ed Slick.

Dick's eyes gleamed.

“Follow me!” he exclaimed, and he
wheeled his horse and rode away from
the edge of the bluff.

Slick and Mick rode after him,

“Say, what's biting you, tenderfoot?”
snapped Slick,

“Don’t you see?” Dick was excited
and breathless. “The trail follows the
river over a mile, Where it leaves the
prairie it goes through a dip in the
bluffs, He will have to ride out that
way, and we—"
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“Jumping Jerusalem!” yelled Slick.
“Come on! Hell-for-leather, you "unsi”

Slick did not need to hear any more,
He gave his pony the spurs, and dashed
on at & gallop. Dick and Mick spurred
on,

‘The threc rode at & gallop down from
the blufis to the praivie. A mile to the
south they recached the spot where the
stage-trail turned from the open plain,
and followed a rugged break in the
biuffs to the river-bank., By that way
only could the man in the flour-sack
gain the oven country, which was un-
guestionably his object. When he came
up the dip the Packsaddle schoolboys
were in his way.

Breathless from the mad gallop, they

- drew in their panting horses in cover
of a thicket of mesquite and post-oaks.
Slick gripped his coiled lasso, ready for
& cast. If the man in the flour-sack
came within the sweep of Slick's rope,
there was no escape for him, and his
gun would not help him.

Waiting in cover, they listened for
a rider coming up from the river. And
they were none ico soon on the spot,
for in less than three or four minutes
there was o thudding of horsc's hoofs,
coming up the trail from the bank of
the Rio Frio.

CHAPTER 2.
Rgping in the Road-agent!

AINTER PETE rode up from the
Frio, with a cheery grin on his
rugged, bearded face. There

was no flour-sack over his head now,
and there were no black splashes cn
his grey bronco. The flour-sack had
been thrust into a crevice in the bluffs,
the black paint washed off the bronco
in the waters of the Frio, Once clear
of the scene of the hold-up, Painter
Pete ceased to be a road-agent, and
become a cowpuncher again.

Butt, when he got to Pack-
saddle, could only describe the trail-
thief as a man in a flour-sack, with a
grey horse splashed with black, Painter

-

reckoned thet the Packsaddle crowd
would be a long time guessing whose
face had been covered by that flour-
sack, and what horse liad carried those
black splashes. It was no wonder he
grinned as he rode up from the river.

Painter Pete saw before him a .
glorious prospect of a jamboree, spend-
ing money right and left, down at Hard
Tack, painting the town red.

It was a rosy dream—suddenly cut
short and shattered by the whiz of a
riata from a clump of thicket as he
rode by it.

Painter Pete dodged too late. He
was teken quite by surprise. The loop
dropped neatly over his head and
shoulders, tautened round his walst,
and plucked him from the saddle like
a giant's hand.

Crash went the trail-thief on the hard
prairie, and the startled bronco, with a
squeal, dashed on at a wild gallop.

Rolling on the ground in the grip of
the rope, Painter had the use of his
hands. He grabbed the Colt in his
belt, and tore it from the holster, Burly
man as he was, he was active and
swiit, hence his nickname of Painter—
which was what a panther was called
in Santanta County. But he was not
given much chance with the gun, swift
as he was.

lick Poindexter spurred, the rope
tautened again, and Painter was
dragged head-over-heels over the rough
ground. Slick was only too well aware
what would happen if the ruffian got a
chance with his gun,

Crash on crash went Painfer, rolling
and bumping. Bang, bang! came twice
from his gun, but one bullet tore into
the earth, and the other soared away
skyward, utterly at random.

“Get that bronc!” yelled Poindexter
to his companions. He had not for-
gotten that the trail-thief had packed
his plunder in the saddlebag, and the
grey bronco was galloping away.

Dick and Mick dashed after the flee-
ing animal. Keeping the road-agent
rolling at the end of the rope, Slick had
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him safe, and they were eager to get
hold of the buckskin bag.

But neither had a rope with him, and
the chase was in vain. Both were well-
mounted, but the fleeing grey had no
weight of a rider on his back, and he
was a strong and swift animal. A half-
tamed buck-jumper at the best of times,
the grey was startled and scared now,
and he was going all out for the open
spaces. Swiftly as the schoolboys
ﬁurred after him, they did not gain an

ch.

“Get back!” panted Dick breathlessly.
“He will keep, anyhow! Slick—"

“You said it!” gasped Mick.

Leaving the grey bronco to career
aver the prairie, the two schoolboys
wheeled and dashed back. Slick had a
master's hand with a rope, but they
were anhxious about him, left alone with
the trail-thief. Another ringing shot
came to their ears as they rode hur-

ciedly back.

“Let up, you gink!” They heard
Slick’s voice shouting, “You hear me
whisper, you ornery guy! You drop

that gun, or I guess you won't have a
whole bone left in your carcass, in two
shakes of a possum’s tail! You get me,
you doggoned geck!”

Bang! came another shot in reply.

But it was wasted in the alr, as the
breathless, bruised, desperate man
rolled in the grip of the lasso. Slick's
life was at stake, as he kmew, if the
man got a chance to alm, and he gave
him no chance. His horse, in rapid
motion, dragged Painter Pete headlong
over rough prairie, crashing and bump-
ing him every moment.

“Slick’s got him all right!” panted
Dick Carr.

“Ill say he has, a few!” grinned
Mick.

Mick dashed in, jumped down, and
grasped the revolver. There was still a
cartridge left in the six-gun. Mick
Kavanagh gripped the butt.

“Say, let up, Slick!” he roared. “I
sure got him if he kicks!”

Slick reined in. ”

The trail-thief sprawled on the
ground in the gripping rope. Mick ran
to him, and as Painter struggled to a
sitting position, covered him with his
own gun.

‘The three schoolboys surrounded the
captured road-agent. He staggered to
hs feet, breathless, panting, bruised,
crimson with rage. It was their first
chance of getting a good look at him.
He was unknown to Dick Carr, but from
both Slick and Mick came an exclama-
tion:

“Painter Pete!”

“¥You know him?” said Dick Carr, in
surprise.

“I guess we seen that guy!” grinned
Poindexter. “I’ll say he’s in the Eick-
ing Mule outfit, and I sure reckon that's
how he knew that Andy Butt had
greenbacks on the hack.”

Painter stood panting, too breathless
and winded to speak. Dick Carr stared
at him. He understood that the road-
agent would naturally get rid of the
flour-sack before hitting the open
country. But the discovery that this

man belonged to the Kicking Mule out-

fit was rather startling to Dick. -

Painter found his voice at last.

“You doggoned gecks! ¥ou all-fired
young piecans! What you mean by
this game? Say! Il sure put Bill
Sampson wise to this, and I'll say that
he will quirt you a fewl”

Slick chuckled.

“You ain’t getting free, Painter!” he
answered. “I'll mention that we saw
you hold up Andy Butt’s hack from the
top of the bluffs, and we sure laid for
you here, getting away with the goods.
What you got to say now, you gol-
darned thief?”

Painter did not reply for the
moment. He glanced swiftly in the
direction that the grey bronco had
taken. The runaway horse was far out
of sight now. All three of the boys
noted the cunning gleam that came
into Painter’s eyes, and wondered what
it meant. i

“I guess we want to hit Packsaddle

. a8

p
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pronto!” remarked Slick. “And we'll
sure tote this guy in at the end of the
rope.”

“Guess agein!” snarled Painter. “I’ll
sure lambaste you a few for this, and
then some! Youve lost me my
cayuse, with your fool tricks.”

“I guess well rope in that cayuse
some time, and a bag of greenbacks
along with him!” grinned Slick.

“Greenbacks nothing!” snarled the
cowman. “I'll sure eat all the green-
backs you raise along to my cayuse,
you geck. If Andy Butt's shebang has
been held up, what'll I know about it?”

“A whole heap, I reckon, as you did
it]” said Mick. ‘“Mean to say you
wasn't the galoot in the flour-sack?”

“I sure do!” said Painter coolly.
“Ain’t touched a floursack since I
helped cookie with the chuck in the
chuckhouse at Kicking Mule, and
that's a week ago. If you see a guy
in a flour-sack, I sure ain't wise to
that guy.”

“Where is he, then?” grinned Slick.
“We was waiting here for that guy to
come up from the river, and there
ain't nobody come but you.” =

“How’d I know?” snapped Painter.
“Now I think of it, I reckon I did see
g guy fording the Frio, way back, me
being down by the river looking for lost
cows.”

Dick Carr caught his breath.

‘Was it barely possible that the Pack-
saddle trio had made an awful mis-
take and roped in the wrong man?

Unless the plunder was found on
him, there was nothing to identify this
’puncher as the man who had held up
the hack. And that could not be put
to the test, as the grey bronco was
gone. It dawned on Dick what that
sudden, cunning gleam in the cowman's
eyes had meant. He had realised that
the proof against him had gone away
into unknown spaces at a gallop.

But Slick only laughed.

“You want us to figure we got the
wrong guy, Painter? Forget it! What
youl) blaze away with that gun for,
say?”

“I'll say that any galoot would loose
off his gat if he was roped in that-a-
way!” growled Painter. “You figure
you can rope in a Xicking Mule
'puncher like he was a steer? Give me
that gat, Mick Kavanagh, you young
geck, and you, Polndexter, you git this
rope off'n me. I sure got to get arter
my critter and ride after them cows.”

A chill of doubt was troubling Dick
Carr. But it was plain that Slick and
Mick had no doubts.

“Hit it for Packsaddle!” said Slick
curtly.

“You letting up on a guy?” roared
Painter.

“Not so’s you'd notice it,” answered
Slick. And he set his pony in motion,
and the cowman, turning the air of the
prairie almost blue with his remarks,
stumbled along after him at the end of
the rope. Dick and Mick followed, the
latter still with the gun in his hand.
And Painter Pete was still safe at the
end of the rope when Dick, Slick, and
Mick hit Packsaddle School.

CHAPTER 3.
A Surprise for the School!

ILL SAMPSON, headmaster of
Packsaddle School, stood with
his thumbs hooked in his gun-

belt and stared. Bill looked as if his
eyes were going to pop out of his
bearded face, so astonished was he.
And Small Brown, the teacher, seeing
Bill gazing with such amazement out
on the school trail, hopped along to
blink through his horn-rimmed spec-
tacles, and see what was surprising
Bill. It surprised Mr. Brown in his
turn, and led him to utter quite a
startled sgueal. And then all the
bunch who were in the playground hit
the same spot to ‘‘rubber,” even Tin
Tung the Chinese cook, and Hank, the
hired man. Crowded in the gateway,
nearly every guy in the cow-town
school rubbered. It was quite a re-
ception for the three schoolboys who
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rode up the trail, leading a Kicking
Mule ’puncher on the end of a rope.

“Carry me home to die!” ejaculated
Bill Sampson, finding his voice, “This
here is the tarantula’s side-whiskers,
and then some! I'll say them young
guys is hoping for the quirt.”

“Qutrageous!” squealed Small
Brown. “Most shocking! A very, very
rough practical joke on a—a man cm-
ployed by Mr. Dunwoody at Kicking
Mule.”

Small Brown did not belong to Texas.
He came from Boston, where they were
cultured ond refined. He made this
clear by wearing store clothes and =
Derby hat. But the Packsaddle bunch
did not give ten cents for culture from
Boston, and they led Mr. Brown a
rough life. The more Bill quirted the
bunch, the more Mr. Brown approved,
and he entertained a hope of seeing
Dick, Slick, and Mick quirted on the
spot for what locked to him lke a
rough joke on a ’puncher. Mr. Brown
did not see ecverything through his
horn-rimmed spectacles.

Up the school trail, with a clatter
and a jingle, rode the three, under a
sea of staring eyes. ‘They rode at a
moderate pace, to give the stumbling
cowman on the rope a chance. Many
times had Painter Pete striven to
wrench himself loose, but the drag on
the riata prevented him from locsening
the loop, and two or three rough falls
an the prairie had rewarded him. His
face was burning with fury as he was
led up to the school gate. Had his gun
been in his hand there would have
heen sudden death in sight of the
Packsaddle bunch. But his gun was in
Mick’s hand, and Mick was ready to
drop him with a bullet in the leg if
he handed over trouble.

“Say, Bill, we got a prize-packet for
you to hand over to Marshal Lick at
the burg!” shouted Blick, as the three
halted. They could not ride in, with
the rubbering crowd bunched in the
zateway.

Bill strode out at them, glaring.

“ Jumping painters!” roared Bill.
“You pesky piecans! What you figure
you're doing, roping in a Kicking Mule
‘puncher that-a-way? Say, you gone
loco? Shoot!”

There was an answering roar from
Painter before the boys could speak.

“Say, you Bill Sampson, you git me
onten this durned rope! Say, you
figure your durned sehool bunch are
ecing to cinch a cowman and ride him
off his range? Say——"

“Hold on, Bill!” shouted Slick, as
the cow town schoolmaster put a hand
to the rope. “You ain't letting that
road-agent loose!”

“That what?” gasped Bill

“Tm telling you!” hooted Slck.
“That guy Painter held up Andy Butt's
hack on the river trail, and cinched &
bag of dollars. That's why we've roped
him in.”

“Great jumping painters!” ejacu-
lated Bill, and his hand dropped back
from the rope. “You giving me the
goods?”

“We all three piped him from the
bluffs, Billl” declared Mick Kavanagh.
“and Slick got him in the rope as he
came up from the river.”

“I'm saying that's a lie!” roared
Painter. “I guess I was along the Frio
trailing lost cows from my herd, when
these young ginks tock. me for some
other galoot.”

He grasped the rope and wrenched i
to loosen the loop. Poindexter gave it
g sharp jerk, and he rolled over with a
heavy bump. ‘

«porget that, Painter!” advised
Slick. “You ain’t hitting the horizon
yet, not by a large piece, you ain’t1”

Bill Sampson, more astonished than
ever, stood and stared. Painter
scrambled up, breathless and furious,
and yelled at him.

«“You, Bill Sampson, you Know me.
vou was riding in the Kicking Mule
outfit afore they cinched you to run
this here schoal.” .

“you sald it!” growled Bill. “And
Tl say I never did figure you was O.K.,
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Painter. I guess I've seen you lose
dollars at faro and poker down to
Hard Tack that you never earned
punching cows on the ranges! Yep!
T guess this here is a matter for Mister
Lick to horn into.”

“Here comes the hack!” shouted one
of the bunch, as Andy Butt's vehicle
appeared in sight on the prairie trail
at a distance, heading for the cow
town.

‘The hack was passing too far away
for shouting. Bill Sampson strode out
to meet it on the trail, waving his big
Stetson to the driver as a signal to halt.
Andy Butt waved back and pulled in.

After the cow-town schoclmaster
went the whole bunch, only Small
Brown being left in the gateway, blink-
ing owl-like. Painter, still safc in the
rope, stumbled after Slick's horse,
sputtering oaths.

“Say you, Andy!” roared Bill, as he
tramped to the stage trail. “Them
young gecks allow you were held up
coming up the Frio? Shoot!”

“I'll buy it!” answered Andy.

There was a buzz from the bunch,
and Steve Carson scowled. It was cer-
tain now that there had been a hold-
up. .

“A guy in a flour-sack,” went on
Andy, “and he sure took a piece of skin
off my cabeza, doggone him, afore I
handed over the bag from the bank
for Mr. Dunwoody. I'll say he beat it
with a thousand dollars.”

“¥You figure it was Painter?” Bill
whaved a hand al the cowman stagger-
ing in the rope.

*  Andy shrugged his shoulders.

“I wouldn’'t put it past him,” he
answered. *“But I sure never saw
nothin'" but a flour-bag on his front

porch.
“You allow he got the dollars?”
:'Yep!"
e | Euess that’s a cinch, then!" said
Bill. ~ “If that geck's got a bag of
gmel:n_backs on him, T'll call it a clear

- “Doggone it, Bill Sampson!” yelled

Painter. “I’ll tell a man I'll eat them
greenbacks if you raise them in my
rags, and my Stetson after!”

“We saw him pack the bag into his
saddlebag, Bill!” said Dick Carr. ‘“'His
horse got loose when Blick lassoed him.
It’s running loose on the prairie now.”

“Aw, can it; that’s a leetle too thin!”
sneered Steve Carson. “I guess I'd
take Painter's word agin yourn, and
some over!™

“You spillin® more, you Steve?”
hooted Bill. He whipped out a lash
with his quirt, and Big Steve yelled &5
he caught it round his legs. “Now
pack it up, you big stiff! Get me?”

Andy drove on the hack to the cow
town. Bill Sampson, having reduced
Steve to savage silence, rubbed his
bearded chin in doubt.

“I guess,” he said at last, “that
Painter’'s cayuse has got to be roped
in, and it's for the marshal to hold him
till we get the critter. Painter you're
going on a pasco with this baby to see
Mister Lick.”

“I'll say——"" began Painter, with a
roar.

“Say nothing!” snapped Bill. “If the
greenbacks ain’t found on your cayuse
I guess that lets you out!”

He threw Slick’s lasso off the cowman
and gripped him by his loose shirt.
Painter eyed him flercely and savagely,
evidently reckoning the chances of a
break for freedom. But burly as he
was, the gigantic Bill towered over
him; he had no chance. With a sullen
curse, he tramped after the hack, with
Bill's grip still on him. And the whole
bunch followed to see Painter to the
calaboose.

CHAPTER 4.

Bamey Balley Gets Busy!

ACKSADDLE was in a roar.
P Andy Butt had pulled in his
hack outside Hanson's Hotel and
store, and in a coupie of minutes after
he had got off his box the news ol
the hold-up was spreading through the
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eow town. Long before Bill arrived
with the prisoner, followed by the
school bunch, all Packsaddle was wise
to it. Barney Bailey, foreman of the
Kicking Mule Ranch, was in town with
half a dozen of his "punchers. They
were there to take over the bag of
greenbacks and convey it to the ranci.
And they got the news that there was
no longer a bag of greenbacks to go {o
the ranch.

“Blue blazes!” growled Barney
Bailey. “I guess we'll be arter that
guy, and we sure won't worry the
marshal ,with him if we get him. A
rope and a braneh will be good cnough
for that bulldozerl"

Andy grinned.

“Some young guys up to the school
allow they’ve cinched him,” he said.
“They got hold of a galoot—young
Carr and Poindexter and the Irish
Mike——""

“Them three are bright lads!” said
Barney. “I guess I'll be powerful glad
to see the man they've cinched.”

“Youve seen him afore!” grinned

Andy. “He's one of your crowd,
Barney.”

“What!” roared the Kicking Mule
foreman,

“It's sure Painter Pete.” Andy
pointed up the street to the trail
“There's Bill Sampson toting him along
to the calaboose.”

“Search me!” gasped Barney.

His face was red with wrath. Barney
wanted to get a cinch on the man who
had got away with Rancher Dunwoody’s
dollars. But he wanted a heap of con-
vincing that it was a Kicking Mule
man! Nothing short of finding the
dollars on him would have convinced
Barney that one of his outfit was a
trail-thief and road-agent.

Bill Sampson marched the prisoner
up the rugged street, the Packsaddle
bunch behind him; Dick, Slick, and
Mick riding, the rest on foot. Barney
Balley strode to meet them, his hand
on his gun,

Alter Barney crowded five or . six
Kicking Mule men, looking pgrim and

with their hardware ready. Andy Butl
dodged into Hanson’s Hotel, and several
more law-abiding citizens followed him.
Bullels werc no respecters of persons,
and it looked as if gunplay was coming
next.

“Say, Barney,” shouted Painter, his
face lighting at the sight of the Kick-
ing Mule outfit—"say, you ain't stand-
ing for this, Barney!”

“IMl say nunk!” roared Barney.
“You, Bill Sampson, you spill it, and
spill it quick! What you got on
Painter?”

“I guess I'm whispering it to Mister
Lick!” answered Bill. “Keep your gun
at home, Barncy; you ain't running this
town, old-limer! Some guy lote out
that pesky marshal.”

Marshal Lick was already coming on
the scene. He came striding down frem
the calaboose, and the crowd opened
for him. The Town Marshal of Pack-
saddle had already heard of the hold-
up- A dozen voices addressed him as
he arrived, and he waved his hand for
silence,

“Pack it up!” roared Mr. Lick,
“Shoot, you Bill Bampson! I gucss you
can chew the rag arter, you Barney
Balley.”

“I'm saying—~"" roared Barney.

“Saying nothing! Pack it up, I'm
telling you, and let the schoolmasier
shoot!” snapped Mr. Lick.

Barney snorted angrily, but he gave
Bill a chance to speak. Bill put it in
a few words, to which the whole crowd
listened eagerly.

“Let them young ginks shoot next!"™
announced the marshal, waving back
Barney and his men.

Dick, Slick, and Mick told the tale
briefly. .

“I guess,” said the marshal at length,
“that there ain’t no proof till we get
a cinch on Painter's cayuse. TI'll say
I'm going to hold him till that cayuse
is roped in.”

“Hold Abraham Lincoln!” reared
Berney. “Them young gecks is mis-
tooken. They seen a guy in a flour-




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY 9

sack, I allow that much; but they lost
sight of him, and they roped in a
Kicking Mule *puncher what was down

by the Frio arter lost cows! That's
what I'm a-shouting!”
“You said it, Barney!” panted

Painter Pete. “I guess the outfit ain’t
standing for cinching a Kicking Mule
man in any old calaboosge.”

“Not by a jugful!” snorted Barhey.

And there was a roar of endorsement
from the Kicking Mule ’punchers.

Marshal Lick took hold of Painter
Pete’s neck-scarf with his left hand,
and a Colt appeared in his right.

Suddenly over the excited, roaring,
surging mob came the whiz of a lasso.
It whizzed from a Kicking Mule
‘puncher, mounted on a bronco, on the
edge of the crowd.

The loop dropped over Marshal Lick's
shoulders, and dragged, and the Mar-
shal of Packsaddle was suddenly flung
on his back, his revolver flying.

At the same moment his grasp on
Painter’s neck-scarf was dragged loose.
Painter Pete did not lose the chance.

The instant he was released he darted
into the crowd,

With a defiant roar the Kicking Mule
'punchers closed round him to cover his
escape.

“Wake snakes!” gasped Mr. Lick,
scrambling up, and jerking off the
lasso. *“Say, where's that guy? I guess
I want that guyl”

“ Porget it, marshal!” grinned Barney
Bailey. “You ain’t cinching no Kick-
ing Mule man—not by a canful!”

The crowd swayed, surged, and
roared. Marshal Lick pounced on his
gun, grabbed, it, and rushed after
Painter Pete. But Painter, In the
midst of three or four comrades, had
scuttled away among the cabins and
shanties a.long the irregular street. A
beat of horse’s hoofs rang back to the
ears of the exasperated marshal. One
of the ’punchers had handed Painter
his bronco, and the suspected man was
already burning the wind for Kicking

Mule. Barney Bailey and his friends,
grinning, went for their horses, and
Barney shoulcd back as he rode out of
town:

“Say, you want a Kicking Mule guy?
You hit Kicking Mule, and ask for him.
All the boys'll be glad to meet up with
you.fl

Angd Barney and his men rode off
{riumphant, little dreaming that in
standing by a man in their outfit, they
were standing by the man in the flour-
sack, who had cinched the rancher’s
bag of dollars.

Bill Sampson herded his bunch back
to the school. He herded them back
with his quirt like a bunch of steers.
The bunch did the distance from the
cow town to the school in record time.

Dick, Slick, and Mick were not feel-
ing pleased when they went to their
bunks in the school bunkhouse. They
had got the right man—they were sure
of that. But the mistaken loyaliy of
his comrades of Kicking Mule had let
him loose again, to trail down his lost
bronco, and get his hands oh the bag
of dollars taken from the hack. When
the rest of the bunch were asleep Dick
lifted his head from his straw pillow.

“8lick, Mick! You asleep?”

“Not so's you'd notice it,” grunted
Poindexter. “I guess I'm worrying a
whole heap about that guy Painter
getting away with it.,”

“You said it!” murmured Mick:

“He's not going to get away with it,
if we can stop him!” said Dick Carr
quietly. “You fellows, we're going to
trail down that horse, and get him
before that thief Painter can get him.
What about it?”

“Big boy,”
shoutin'l”

“sheutin’ a mouthful,” agreed Mick.

Bill Sampson, slecping over in the
schoolhouse, was not wise to the fact
that three fellows in the bunch were

saild Slick, “you're
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getting out of their bunks. And con-
sidering what a heavy hand Bill had
with 2 quirt, it was just as well for
them that he was not wise to it.

i

CHAPTER 5.
Breaking Herd!:
L CGUESS well work the riffe!”

I whispered Slick Poindexter.

«“you said it!” murmured
Mick Kavanagh.

Dick Carr stood listening.

It was near midnight, and Pack-
saddle School was sleeping.  Faintly
through the silence came the murmur
of the waters of the Rio Frio, rolling
under the high, grassy bluffs. The
moon, round and white, salled high
over the river and the rolling prairie.

The playground at the cow town
school was almost as light as by day.
Silvery beams crept in at the shuttered
windows of the school bunkhouse.

Three of the Packsaddle bunch were
out of bed and dressed—Dick, Slick,
and Mick. Slick had opened the door,
letting in a flood of moonlight.

There were fifteen or sixteen
hoarders at the cow town school. Al
were in their bunks, excepting the
three.

But Dick Carr was not sure that all
of them were asleep. His keen ear had
caught a faint sound of stirring from
Steve Carson's bunk.

Slick crept back from the door.

“0.XK.!" he whispered. “Not a guy
awake! I guess Bill's snoozing some
over in the schoolhouse. We got to
beat it soft. . Bill would sure quirt us
if he spotted us breaking herd this time
of nightt”

“Carson's awake!” muttered Dick.

“aAw! Doggone him!” muttered
Poindexter, and he stepped towards
the bunk occupied by the bully of Pack-
saddle.

He knitted his brows as he discerned
Big Steve, in the deep shadow, sitting
up in his bunk. Steve grinned at him.

“Sgy, what's this game?” he asked.
“You guys beating it in the middle of
the night? I guess Bill would like to
know.”

Big Steve did not subdue his voice.
But the bunch were sleeping soundly,
and nobody woke.

Slick set his lips.

“Pack it up, you goob!” he mut-
tered. “You aiming to wake the bunch
and give us away to Bill?”

“I guess I don’t care a continental
red cent!” answered Steve coolly.
“Bill would sure get his mad up if he
was wise to it. ¥You gecks breaking
herd to go down to Packsaddle and
paint the town red?”

“Aw, can it!” snapped Slick. “We
ain't guys of your hefi, Steve! No
poker game at the Red Dog is our B

“Sez you!” sneered Steve. “What’s
the game, then?”

The three comrades of Packsaddle
glared at him. They wanted to get
out quick and quiet. If Bill Bampson,
sleeping over in the schoolhouse,
spotted them, the game Was up. if
Small Brown, in his cabin next to the
bunkhouse, woke, his alarmed squeal
would soon bring Bill on the scene
And Carson was not to be trusted.

“Look here,” whispered Dick Carr,
“keep quiet, Carson! If you want to
know, we're going after Painter Pete's
horse on the prairie.”

Steve laughed scoffingly.

“ Aw, beat it, if you like!” he jecred,
«I guess you wont have got your
cayuses out of the corral afore Bill is
cavorting around. It's you for Bill's
guirt!”

“you keeping your bully-beef trap
cinched?” growled Slick savagely.

«T guess I'll shout as loud as I like,
and you cap chew on that!” answered
Steve coolly.

The three exchanged glances, It
was a stroke of iil-luck that Big Steve,
their enemy, shouwld have awakened
and spotted them. All three realised
that as soon as they were out of the
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bunkhouse Steve was going to cpen
his mouth wide.

He would not, perhaps, actually call
up Bill Sampson or Small Brown. But
he was going to wake the bunch, and
the buzz of excitement and chin-wag
in the bunkhouse at that unaccus-
tomed hour would socon give the alarm.

But Slick was the man for the occa-
sion. Whether Steve gave them away
openly or in an underhand way, it
came to the same thing. Steve was
not going to give them away at all!

With a sudden swift movement, Slick
Poindexter pounced on the grinning
fellow sitting up in the bunk.

Before Steve Carson knew what was |

. happening, he was squashed down in
the bunk, with a blanket over his head.

“pronto!” panted Slick.

Dick and Mick jumped to his aid at
once. Steve, struggling flercely, was
pinned down by three pairs of hands.

Poindexter held the blanket close and
hard over his face, His atiempted
shout was mufiled into a faint gurgle.
Dick Carr grasped his arms, and Mick
Kavanagh secured his legs. Big Steve
was helpless in their hands.

“1 guess we're cinching this ornery
galoot, and keeping him from spilling
the beans!” breathed Slick. “We
ain't getting Bill on our trail with his
doggoned quirt jest to please this big
stiff1”

Steve wriggled and gurgled. But the
sounds were faint under the muffling
planket, and did not awaken any of the
sleeping bunch.

Mick grabbed Steve's belt from the
hook beside the bunk, and buckled it
round his legs. Dick Carr got his
wrists together, and tied them fast
with a twisted neck-scarf.

Then Slick groped for his mouth and
clapped & hand over it, while the
blanket was removed. Boynd hand
and foot, Steve Wriggled wildly,
striving to yell.

But the hard grasp over his mouth
choked back any sound.
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“Plug his breathed
Mick.

slick “plugged ” it. As the grasping
nand was removed, Steve opened his
mouth for a yell. A crumpled hand-
kerchief was driven into it at the same
moment.

Steve gurgled. .

The next moment he could net even
gurgle. Slick jammed home the gag,
and fastened it securely in place, with
a string round the bully of Packsaddle’s
head. ;

Then Steve was released. He was
powerless either to stir or to call His
eyes, glittering like a snake's, glared
fury at the three. But Slick was not
taking chances of the Packsaddle bully
volling out of his bunk when he was
left. He sorted out Bteve’s lasso, and
tied him to the bunk.

“I guess that's a einch!” breathed
Siick. “T'l say that that ornery stiff
ain’t throwing us down none. Beat
i

They trod softly to the door and
crept out.

Poindexler drew the door shut quietly
after him. The bunch weve left to
sleep and Steve Carson to wriggle. I
there was going to be an alarm before
they got clear, it was not coming from
Big Steve!

But there was no alarm. In the
glimmering moonlight they led their
horses from the school corral down to
the gate, unfastened the gate, and led

yaup-trapl”?

them out on the school trail. Slick
grinned as he closed the gate,
“0.XK.!'" he remarked.
Mick Kavanagh chuckled,
“wou said it}!” he agreed. “But I'll

say Bill will be hoppin’ mad when he
misses us at sun-up! He sure Will
cavort a few.”

“Not if we come back with Rancher
Dunwcody's bag of dollars!” said Dick
Cuur.

“T guess we ain’t coming back with-
out it, if we have to trail that grey
bronco over Squaw Mountain as far &8
the Staked Plain!® said Poindexter
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determinedly. “Vamoose the ranch,
you'uns!”

And they mounted and rode away in
the moonlight. The thudding hoof-
beats died away over the prairie, and
Packsaddle School was left to silence
end slumber once more.

CHAPTER 6.
Slgnl
* IGN!” said Slick Poindexter
briefly.

The prairie was light, a sea
of silvery waving grass under the soar-
ing moon,

Two miles from the cow ftown and
the school, the Packsaddle trio had
stopped and dismounted. At that
point, the stage trail from Hard Tack,
down the Frio, turned from the open
plain through a dip in the blufls, to
follow the bank of the river for some
distance.

It was at that point, on the previous
afternoon, that Dick, Slick, and Mick
had trapped the man in the four-sack
coming up from the Frio after robbing
the hack of the bag of dollars.

Slick Poindexter was 2s good a man
on a trail as any ’puncher on Kicking
Mule, or any Apache or Navajo in
Texas. If the grey bronco had left
enough sign for a Redskin to follow,
Stllck figured that he was going to pick
it up.

Dick and Mick sat their horses, wait-
ing while Poindexter
sign. He was not long in finding it.
The trail of the grey bronco, coming
up from the river, was clear to Slick,
and in two or three places where soft
mud had retained a distinct impression,
he carefully measured the hoofmarks.
And there was a gleeful grin on his
face as he announced “sign.”

“I guess I know that critter’s sign by
heart,” he remarked, as he climbed into
the saddle again. “This way, you'uns.”

They rode westward from the river.

Slick’s eyes were keenly on the

searched for |hi

ground, as the waving grass slid under
the horses’ feet. They were going at a
trot. Slick led, the other two riding
bkehind him,

Here and there Dick's eyes picked up
sign of the lost horse—a broken tuft of
bunch-grass where a hoof had trodden,
a trampled cactus plant. But to him
the signs were few, and he wondered
how Slick kept on at a trot, reading the
trail by moonlight.

But Poindexter never faltered and
rever halted. A mile, two miles, three
miles slid under the trotting ponies.
The trail was wildly irregular; the un-
guided bronco had constantly changed
direction, as the spirit moved him. But
there was always sign for Slick, and
the three rode on. The leading rider
suddenly raised his quirt, and pointed
to a clump of pecans and post-oaks
ahead in the moon glimmer,

“I guess we'll pick up more sign
there!” he remarked. “ Thati’s water!”

They rode up to the clump of small
timber.

It was a water-hole in the prairie—a
spring cozing up and spreading in a
muddy pool.

Round it the mud was trampled by
the hoofs of steers of the Kicking Mule
herds. But amid those countless foot-
prints, Slick easily picked out the hoof-
marks of the grey bronco. And he
picked up other sign, too, that made
him jump and stare round uneasily
over the moonlit prairie.

“I'll buy it!" said Mick, staring at
m.

“Say, you'uns, we aln’t in the first
crush!” sald Poindexter with a whistle.
“I guess a cowman's boots have been
stepping here. Who'd you figure would
be ahead of us arter that cayuse?”

“painter Petel” exclaimed Dick
Carr.

“Youre shouting!” agreed Slick.

The three examined the traces of a
heavy cowman’s boots. It was possible
that they had been left by a ‘puncher
in charge of the herds. But the school-
roys did not think so. That track iu
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the mud hinted that Painter was ahead
of them on the trail of a thousand
dollars.

“I guess,” sald Mick KEavanagh
slowly, “that guy hit the trail as soon
as they was snoozing in the bunkhouse
to look for his cayuse.”

“I suppose he would,” said Dick
Carr. “Barney Bailey and his men
saved him from the marshal, but they'd
string him up like & shot if they found
out that it was he that robbed Mr.
Dunwoody. He dare not let the horse
be found by anybody but himself, with
the dollars on it.”

“T’ll say he's honing to cinch them
dollars, too!” grinned Slick. “With a
thousand dollars in his rags, Painter
won't stay ‘punching cows on Kicking
Mule—he will sure hit the horizon
while he can hit it safe. They sure
seen the last of him at Kicking Mule,
if he ropes in that bronc.”

“Let’s get on!” L

“Watch out,” said Slick as he re-
mounted his horse. “Painter packs a
gun, and if he sees us on his trail, we
shall sure go over Jordan so fast we
shall want to know how we got there.”

The three were looking serious as
they rode on. The trail of the grey
bronco led westward, towards the dis-
tant slopes of Squaw Mountain, and
here and there Slick picked up the
tracks of another horse with it. It
looked as if Painter had guessed that
his lost bronco would make for,the
water-hole, and had ridden there direct
from the ranch to pick up the trail
Anyhow, it was certain that some rider
was ahead of the schoolboys, and they
could hardly doubt that it was Painter.
They rode warily, watching for an
enemy. They were unarmed, and they
had not the slightest doubt that
Painter Pete would burn powder if he
sighted them.

They had not counted on that when
they rode out of Packsaddle School on
the thousand dollar trail. But it would

not have stopped them—and it did not

stop them Do,
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Mile after mile—the trail casier now,
with the second horse’s hoofprints
added to those of the lost bronce. The
moon was going, and a faint flush of
sunrise came up in the east. The dis-
tant summit of Squaw Mountain
caught the rays, and glimmered in the
rising sun. Suddenly, from the silence
of the plains came an echoing report.

Bang!

“I guess that's a silz-gun!” said
Slick. ’

“But what——" exclaimed Dick Carr,

“Sure, it's Painter!”

Dick rose in his stirrups, and stared
across the plain, glimmering between
the sinking moon and the sunrise,
They were south of Squaw Mountain
now, and illimitable prairie stretched
before them to the west. It was barred
here and {here by belts of timber, blot-
ting the view, But the echoing pistol-
shot showed that some rider was not
far away.

Bang! came the report again.

“It’s sure Painter, burning powder,” '
saild Slick. “I guess we'll spot him
when we hit them cottonwoods. Watch
out for the pizen skunk, or Bill Samp-
son will sure miss three good men from
his tally at Packsaddle.”

With beating hearts, the three
schoolboys rode on towards the belt of
cottonwood frees, beyond which, they
knew now, was the man who had worn
the flour-sack, gun in hand!

——

GHAPTER 7.
Hunting the Horsel

AINTER PETE loosed off another
shot, and swore savagely. There
was bitter rage in hils bronzed,
hard-featured, bearded face. Sitting
his horse he fired again, and missed.
The uncertain light and the swift
movements of his target beat the man
with the six-gun. He cursed as he
jammed it back into the holster, and

put spurs to his horse’s flanks again,
Like a shadow in the uncertain light,
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the grey bronco flitted before him, His
rope was ready as he rodoe.

But it was nof easy to rops the
bronco. The grey was a half-tamed,
flerce buck-jumper, and Painter had
not beecn a gentle master! The animal
had tasted frecdom, and was wise to
the rope! He was lcading the trail-
thief an unexpected dance on the
prairie,

And Painter knew that he had no
thne to cut to waste. He had slipped
quietly out of the bunkhouse at Kick-
ing Mule while the oulit were sleeping
to take ths trail of a thousand dollars.
He was not likely to be missed till sun-
up. But whea Barney Bailey and the
punchers missed him, what were they
going to think? Barney had given
orders for half a dozen of the cutfit to
ride in searchr of the lost bronc at sun-
up, believing that when the grey was
found, Painter would be cleared of
suspicion, Painter, knowing only too
well what would bs found in the
bronco’s saddlebags, was not likely to
wait for that!

He had picked up and followed the
trail, and come on the grey bronco,
sleeping in the grass, ten miles from
the spot whare he had been lost. But
the sound of his horse had been encugh
for the wary buck-fumper, and Painter
had no chance of getting within the
cast of a forty-foot rope.

The grey fled before him, elusive as a
snadow in the moonlight. In sheer
desperation Painter loosed off his six-
gun to bring the animal down, The
grey was worth fifty dollars of any
guy’s dust, but it was worth shooting
him down to cinch the thousand dollars
packed in the saddlebags, and hit the
horizon with it. But successive shots
had failed, and the enraged cow-
puncher took up the trail again, driv-
ing on his horse with whip and sput.

“Doggone him!” snarled Painter, as
he galloped. “Aw, doggone the pesky
critter! I guess I'll sure make g coi-
ander of him, once I got a bead on
him, goldarn his pesky hide!”
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The sun was coming up over the
Frio. By this time he was missed at
Kicking Mule. What was Barney
Bailey going to think? He was going
to guess that the Packsaddle school-
boys had been right—that Painter was
the man in the flour-sack who had held
up Andy Butt’s back on the river-trail.
Little cared Painter if he got the buck-
skin bag of greenbacks and hit the
Mexican border with his prize safe.
But he had not got it yet. g

The horse he had taken from the
Kicking Mule corral was a good animal,
but not equal to the grey bronco. In
& race he had no chance of running
the grey down. All he could do was
to keep on the track, watching for a
chance to bring the fugitive down with
his six-gun, His only comfort was that
the chase led him farther and farther
to the open west, away from the Kick-
ing Mule Ranch. If Barney Baliley fol-
lowed him he was well ahead. That
three Packsaddle schoolboys were closer
pehind did net occur to Painter for a
moment,

He had forgotten the Packsaddlers,
cxcept to give them an oceasional curse
as the cause of his present trouble,

Bang!

He fired agnin as he rode, but he
might as well have fired at a will-of-
the-wisp. The grey, galloping fast, was
far ahead, evidently determined not to
be recaptured if it could help it. But
suddenly, to Painter’s surprise and
relief, the shadowy bronco slowed dovn
and swerved.

For a moment or two, glad as he was
to see i, he did not see the reason.
Then he understood. The runaway
bronc had run into a herd of cows
sleeping on the prairie, The galloping
hoofs, and the ringing shots from
Painter’s revolver, had startled them,
and they heaved up from the grass,
hairy backs blllowing right and left,
long horns glimmering,

The bronco swerved from the startled
herd, and swung off on a new course,
almost at right angles. Painter Pete,
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cutting across, saved distance. It was
a stroke of sheer luck for him, for it
brought him within a lasso-cast.

His coiled rope circled round and
flew. Pete was & good hand with a
rope. But the grey bronco was wary.
He had been roped before, and perhaps
he remembered more than one savage
quirting he had received from Painter
after giving trouble. The rope was
touching him when he swerved and
eluded it, and dashed on free, Painter
sputtering oaths as he rode after him,

* coiling in the rope, With flashing heels
the grey bronco was heading for the
belt of cottonweods, winding back the
way he had fled—and the enraged
‘puncher was now chasing him back in
the direction of Kicking Mule Ranch—
the last direction he would have wished
the runaway to take.

Bang! roaréd the gix-gun.

There was a shrill squeal from the
grey. The bullet had gone closer this
time, clipping a strip of skin from its
haunches. For a moment Pete hoped
to see the bronco pitch over. But it
was only a graze; though the pain of
the cut had the effect of startling the
grey into still wilder Alight.

“Doggone him!” panted Painter, as
he drove on his sweating horse with
whip and spur,

The grey bronco Gashed among the
cettonwoods. Desperately, Painter
Pete dashed after him, gripping his
gun, rage and fury blazing from his
eyes.

CHAPTER 8.
For Life or Death!

ICK CARR gave a yell.
D “Look out!”

“Gum!"” gasped Slick.

The three schoolboys, riding on to
the belt of cottonwoods, were not a
hundred yards from the nearest trees,
where there was a wild thudding of
hoofs. From the trees, with tossing
head and streaming mane, burst a
wildly - galloping horse—saddled and
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bridled, but with no rider on his hack.

“The hronc!” yelled Mick,

It was the grey bronco, mad with ex-~
citement and terror, galloping like the
wind — almost directly towards the
Packsaddle three,

For a second they stared at it in
amazement.

From the sound of firing beyond the
timber, they had guessed that the man
hunting the horse was trying to shoot
it down. Evidently he had not suc-
ceeded, though a red streak on a grey
flank showed that one bullet at least
had gone very close. What had turned
the runaway back the schoolboys could
not guess; they were amazed to see it
break suddenly from the coitonwoods,
coming back almost on its own trail.

But amazed as they were, they were
quick on the uptake, Slick’s lasso was
swiftly in his hand,

The maddened 1unaway came SWoop=-
ing on, and then sighting the three
riders, swerved to elude them. But as
he swerved, Slick dashed at him, and
the coiled rope circled. .

This time the grey did not dodge the
falling loop. The riata caught him as
he swerved, and settled over the
stretched neck,

“Cinched!” roared Poindexter.

The grey thundered on, striving to
break away. But the end of the lasso
was fast to Slick's saddle-bow, and
there was no escape for the roped
bronec.

The drag on the rope tightened the
noose round his neck, half-throttling
him. Squealing, the grey reared and
cavorted, with lashing heels and flam-
ing eyes.

But he was safe on the rope. Slick
Poindexter gave a breathless chuckle,

“We got him! I guess Painter ain’t
handled him yet—the dust is still in
them saddlebags, you'uns! We sure
got back them thousand dollars.”

“Look out!” roared Mick Kavanagh,

A horseman, wildly spwring, burst
from the cottonwoods.

That the trail-thief had not yet
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cinched and handled the grey was cer-
tain, for it was Painter Pele, still in
pursuit. He came thundering from
the trees, gun in hand, eves ablaze—a
man mad with rage, and the fear of
losing his prey. He had jammed fresh
cartridges into his six-gun as he rode
through the trees, and he was still
hoping to riddle the grey with bullets,
and capture the buckskin bag of
dollars from its dead body.

At the sight of the Packsaddle
schoolboys, Painter Pete's jow dropped
in his astonishment,

“Them young gecks!™ hc gasped.

The next moment he was firing.

“Beat it!” yelled Poindexter. “Burn
the wind for Packsaddle.”

He spurred his pony.

Bang, bang, bang! rcared the six-
gun, as Dick, Slick, and Mick rode for
their lives, the captured grey galloping
behind Slick’s pony.

The Packsaddle boys had ridden
hard many a time on the prairie. But
never had they ridden so hard as they
rode 1now,

Thud, thud, thud, rang the gallop-
ing hoofs. With whip and spur they
rode for their very lives. They were
barely out of range of the roaring six-
gun, and a moment’s loss of time was
sudden death. Painter Pete, mad with
fury at seeing his prize snatched away
under his very cyes, was shooting to
kill, He rede like a madman, firing as
he rode. Diick Carr felt the wind of a
bullet as it sped.

“Attaboy!” yelled Slick. “Burn the
wind, you'uns, burn the wind!”

They were burning the wind! But
the maddened ruffian behind them was
burning the wind, too, and it was a
race for life or death.

Dick Carr glanced back. His pinto
was forging ahead of his friends, and
he checked its speed, to keep pace. The
grey, at the end of the forty-foot rope,
galloped ahead, and led in the wild
race, After it thundered the Pack-
saddle schoolboys, riding abreast, heads
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bent low, the wind rushing past them
like a whirlwind,

Either the grey or Dick's pinlo could
have beaten Painter Pete hands down.
But he was as well mounted as either
Slick or Mick, and it was the slowest
that set the pace for the parly. Spur-
ring his horse with savage cruelty, lash-
ing it flercely with his quirt, the trail
thicf tore on in pursuit, his eycs gleam-
ing with flerce hope. The schoolboys
had had the luck to rope in the run-
away, but it looked like luck for
Painter, also, for the grey bronco’s
speed was checked by the rope; his
pace had to be that of Slick’s pony.
And Slick's pony was no faster than
Palnter's mount. He did not gain, but
he did not lose, and he rode desper-
ately, knowing that the slightest acci-
dent or delay would bring the school-
boys within range of his gun.

They knew it, too. A slip of a foot,
the plunge of a hoof into a gopher hole.
meant death. They fled over the roll-
ing prairie, under the streaming rays
of the rising sun. Bang! roared he-
hind them again; and if the lead
dropped short, it was only by yards.

Gallop, gallop! Dick Carr locked
over his shoulder again. In the clear
sunlight he could see the savage, scowl-
ing, bearded face, the glittering eyes
under the Stetson hat, the smoke from
the six-gun.

“ Attaboy!"” panted Slick.

They rode on, wildly, fiercely. Bang!
the gun roared again, and Mick gave
a yell, The lead had grazed his hat.
Was the pursuer gaining? If he was,
he was still too far for effective shoot-
ing. But when the six-gun roared
again the bullet came closer, clipping
Dick’s stirrup leather. The trail-thief’s
horse, savagely spurred, madly lashed,
was lessening the distance In a wild
burst of speed.

“Aw! Look, yowuns!” roared Poin-
dexter suddenly,

Dick Carr could have shouted with
joy. Ahead, bobbing over the waving
grass, were Stetson hats.
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“*Punchers!” gasped Mick.

“Kicking Male guys, you bet!” said
Slick, with a gasping chuckle. “Say,
I guess they won’t stand for Painter
4his time, like they did yesterday in
Packsaddle. I'll say nunk!”

The thiree schoolboys headed for the
bobbing Stetsons, They counted six as
they drew nearver. It was a bunch of
Kickinz Mule "punchers riding towards
them. As they came in nearer sight
they recognised Barney Bailey, fore-

, man of the Kicking Mule, riding at
their head. The ’punchers had evl-
dently sizhted them and heard the
shooting, for they came on at a galiop.

Bang! Once more Dick Carr looked
back, and the wind of a bullet fanned
his cheek as he did so.

But it was Painter Pete’s last shot.
He had spotted the Stetsons, and he
know what to expect from the Kicking
Mule outfit when the bag of dollars was
found on the grey bronco. And
Painter Pete, gritting his teeth with
rage, wheeled his sweating, panting
horse, and rode for the Mexican border,

GHAPTER 9.
Barney Has to Believe!
ARNEY BAILEY reined in his
B horse.

Three breathless schoolboys
came to a halt. The grey at the end
of Slick’s rope struggled to escape, but
the throttling noose held it fast. The
Kicking Mule *punchers surrounded the
schoolboys, eyeing them curiously, and
rather grimly.

“I guess you're far cnough from your
school, you young ginks!" pgrowled
Barney. ““Say, that looks like Painter’s
bronc you've got on your rope!”

“I guess it looks a whole heap like
it, seeing that it's that very cayuse,
Barney,” grinned Slick. “And if you
give the saddlebags the once over, . I'll
tell a man youw'll raise the bag of
dollars that was faken from Andy
Butt's hack yesterday.”
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“Aw, forget it!” snapped Barney.

Dick Carr laughed.

“You stood by that trail-thief yester-
day, Barney,” he said. “You got hiin
away from the marshal of Packsaddle.
But—"

“Ain't you missed him off'n the ranch
yet, Barney, you gink?” grinned Mick
Kavanagh.

Barney grunted.

“Y guess we missed him, and we
saddled up to come after him, looking
for that pesky brone,” he growled. “I
guess Painter was in & powerful hurry
to get arter that bronc, but that ain’t
no proof—"

The schoolboys chuckled. The Kiclk
ing Mule foreman was hard to con-
vince that a Kicking Mule man had
cinched the rancher’s bag of dollars
from the Hard Tack hack. But there
was plenty of proof on hand to con-
vince even Barney.

Slick pulled on the rope, and the
squealing, cavorting grey was pulled in.
Two or three of the 'punchers dis-
mounted to hold him, and soothe him,
while Barney Bailey, still with in-
credulity in his obstinate face, groped
in the saddlebags.

He drew forth a buckskin bag.

The expression on Barnhey's bronzed
face, as he revealed it, was so extra-
ordinary that it made the schoolboys
burst into a roar of laughter, and all
the 'punchers grinned.

Slowly Barney unfastened the bag.

Within was a roll of dollar kills, In
silence, and with his grim face growing
grimmer, the foreman of Kicking Mule
counted the bills. They totalled pre-
cisely a thousand dollars. Still silent,
Barney shoved the bag into his own
saddlebags.

“Got it now, Barney,” grinned Slick,
“¥ou figure that that's Rancher Dun-
woody’s thousand bucks, or you reckon
that Painter picked up that roll play-
ing poker down to Hard Tack?”

“Aw, cen it!” grunted Barney, “I
guess it’s a cinch, You git your rope
off'n that bronc, young Poindexier—:
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that’s a Kicking Mule cayuse. I guess
you want to beat it for school.,”

He turned to the punchers.

“We got it clear now. Painter was
sure fooling us when we got him away
from the marshal. We was played for
suckers. I guess it was Painter, and
no other guy, what held up Andy Butt's
hack. And I'll tell all Texas that he's
going up on a rope for it, if we get
him! Ride, you gecks!”

A Stetson hat had vanished to the
south. It was Painter Pete’s turn to
ride for his life, and he was burning
the wind for Mexico. With a clatter
of hoofs, and a jingle of spurs and
bridles, Barney Baliley and his men
galloped off southward, taking the grey
bronco with them. And Dick, Slick,
and Mick were left sitting their horses,
looking at one another,

Slick burst into a laugh.

“I1 guess Barney ain't best pleased to
zet wise to it that it was a Kicking
Mule guy that robbed Old Man Dun-
woody,” he said. *“I sure reckon he
will make Painter pay for it if he gets
him. I'l say that galoot, Painter, is
riding for his neck!”

They followed the riders with their
cyes till the bunch of Stetson hats
vanished in the waving grass. Then
they hit the trail for Packsaddle.

CHAPTER 10.
Mad!

ILL SAMPSON, headmaster of
Packsaddle, rose from his desk as
three dusty fellows came into the

school-room,

School was going on when Dick and
Slick and Mick arrived. Bill had his
quirt ready across his knees,

Bill was hopping mad!

The expression on Bill’s face that
morning was quite agreeable to Steve
Carson. It boded trouble for the three
truants who had ridden out at night
and failed to turn up when the bell
rang for school. Grimmer and grim-
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mer grew Bill's brow as the morning
passed.

Steve Carson had been releascd when
the bunch weke that morning. He had
told Bill why the three had tied him
up. So Bill knew why they had gone.
But that did not abate his wrath. Not
for a moment did he figure that they
would ride down the runaway, and
rope in the bag of dollars. When they
came Bill was going to put them wise
to what he thought of young ginks
who broke herd without leave. And
when the three came into the school-
room they found Bill ready.

“You ornery, doggoned, piefaced
young piecans!” roared Bill, in a voice
that woke all the echoes of the cow
town school. “What sort of a game do
you call this? Say! Y¥You figure you
can break out of this herd jest when
you want, like you was ornery steers?
You want to forget it, and you want to
forget it quick! You hear me
whisper?”

“It's all right——" began Dick Carr.

“I guess—"' started Poindexter.

“We're sure telling you!” Mick got
going.

But they got no further. They had
expected Bill to be mad—hopping mad!
But they had hoped to placate him by
explaining that they had recaptured
the bag of dollars belonging to Mr, Dun-
woody at Kicking Mule. No doubt that
explanation would have placated Bill—
if he had heard it. But he gave them
no time to speak. Before they could
get it out, Bill waded in with the quirt.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“Oh crumbs!” yelled Dick Carr,
dodging franticelly. .
“Wake snakes!” yelled Slick.
“Howly Mike!” shrieked Mick
Kavanagh.

Three hapless schoolboys jumped
and hopped and dodged. Grinning
faces watched them from the class.
Small Brown blinked approval through
his horn-rimmed spectacles. Steve Car-
son chuckled gleefully, Wild howls
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rang from the three as they hopped
and skipped and jumped.

Up and down the school-room of
Packsaddle they went, twisting and
dodging, jumping over benches, scram-
bling over desks—Bill behind them all
the time, with the lashing quirt. Not
till Bill was breathless did he quit
handing it over,

“Now you squat down, and let Mister
Brown teach you jografy!” roared Bill,

. “I guess that will see you through!”

*“You piefaced gink!" yelled Slick.
“¥ou ornery old plecan, can't you give
a guy a chance to speak? I'm telling
Sfcncl1 we got after that bronc of Painter’s,
And— -

“Can it!” hooted Bill

“We roped in that cayuse, you dog-
gonad bull-dozer!” roared Miciz,

“And woe got back the bag of dol-
lars!” growled Dick Carr. “Wasn't
that worth golng on the trail for?
We've not even had any breakfast.”

Bill Sampson starcd at them

“You cinched that cayuse, and got
back Old Man Dunwoody’s dollars!” he
ejaculated.

“Yep, you ornery old geck, and
handed thein to Barney Balley!”
hooted Slick. “We was on a thousand-
dollar trail, you doggoned old hoodlun,
and we got the goodsl” P

“Waal, carry me home to die!” ex-
claimed Bill. “I guess if I'd knowed
that, T wouldn't have Quirted you!
Nope!”

“I guess that don't cut much ice
how you've dohe it!" groaned Mick.

Bill grinned.

“You said it!” he agreed. “It don't,
Vamoose the ranch, you young gecks,
and agk Tin Tung to fix you up some
eats. No scheol for you this morning.”

Which the wriggling three were glad
to do. Mister Brown taught geography
without them that morning, while they
took a well-earned rest after riding on
the tilexgtmnnd-goélar trail. But they
wrlligs 2 good deal while they rested.
Bill had a heavy hand with a quirt,

19

CHAPTER 11,
Tit for Tatl
ICK CARR grinned.
Bill Sampson reached for his
quirt.

Certainly, Dick ought not to have
grinned. Bill Sampson was his head-
master. Neither was it a safe game to
grin at Bill, with his quirt lying so
handy on the desk.

Morning school had been dlsmissed
at Packsadd'e. 8msll Brown, the
teacher, had gone out, followed by the
bunch. Bill called to Dick as he was
going out with the rest, and the tender-
foot of Packsaddle came up to his desk,

On that desg lay a paper written in
Bill’s hand.

Bill's fist was more used to handling
8 quirt, a bronco’s reins, or the butt
of a six-gun than a pen. And Bill, who
knew all about punching cows, did not
know a lot about spelling. He wad
the man to run the cow-town school—
only a guy like Bill could have handled
that tough bunch. But Small Brown
did all the teaching in the school-room,
Small as he was, Mr. Brown had much
more knowledge packed into his five
feet six than Bill had in his six feet
five. Dick Carr grinned quite involun-
tarily at the sight of the paper wrilten
by the Texas headmaster:

“LORST!

““Baccy powch, full of terbacker,
sumwhar in Packsaddle. Dollar to the
guy what totes it to Packsaddle Skool.

“BILL SAMPSON.”

“I guess,” said Bill, fixing the teader-
foot schoolboy with a cold eye, “that
I want you to tote this here notice
down to the burg and stick it on the
door of Hanson’s store. I guess I don't
want to see you snigger none.”

“Borry!” gasped Dick. “But—
‘Whooop!"

Crack!

The quirt curled round his legs.

Dick jumped and dodged. One lick
from Bill's quirt was enough for any
guy at Packsaddle. Bill had a heavy
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hand. He had been accustomed to
handling steers before the citizens of
Packsaddle appointed him headmaster
of the school. Sometimes he seemed {o
figure that he was still handling steers.

i‘l‘LYou shiggering some more?” hooted

“Oh! Ow! No!” gasped Dick,

“Vamoose the ranch, then, and git
that there notice stuck on Hanson's
door!” growled Bill. “ Beat it, pronto!”

Dick picked up the paper from the
desk, and beat it.

Qutside in fhe playground Slick Poin-
dexter and Mick Kavanagh were wait-
ing for him by the porch.

what’s biting Bill?” asked

Dick held up the paper,

“Y've got to take this down to Han-
son’s store. Coming along?”

“You said it,” agreed Mick,

The three schoolboys walked out of
the gates, to go down the school trail to
the cow town. It was only a short dis-
tance, and they did not trouble to fetch
their horses from the corral.

But half-way to the town there wes
a clatter of hoofs on the trail behind
them,

Steve Carson came down from the
school gates at a reckless gallop. Dick,
Slick, and Mick had just time to spring
out of the way of the galloping bronco.
Catching his foot in his haste in a
trailing mesquite root, Dick Carr went
headlong.

The bully of Packsaddle laughed
loudy as he tore by on the galloping
bronco. Dick scrambled up, red with
anger.

“Say, you pesky gink!” roared Slick
Poindexter. “You figure you've bought
this here trail?”

“ Aw, go and chop chips!” called back
Big Steve over his shoulder.

And he galloped on, and disappeared
into the rugged street of the cow town.

“X guess that big stiff is asking for
it a few,” growled Slick.

And the three schoolboys resumed
their way and arrived at Hanson's.

Hanson’s store was the biggest byild-
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ing in Main Street, Packsaddle. It
stood next to the Red Dog Saloon. A
good many people were going in and
out of the store. The big door stood
wide open, and on the door a good
many papers were pinned or stuck.

Packsaddle did not boast a news-
paper. Local publicity was secured by
a notice stuck on Hanson’s door.
Everybody in Packsaddle, sooner or
later, was sure to see it, or hear about
it. If a man had a horse to sell, or
wanted to buy a bunch of steers, he
would stick up a paper at Hanson's.

There were several other papers
already on the pinewood door. Dick
found a vacant spot, and proceeded to
affix Bill's notice thereto. The writ-
ing was wildly scrawling, but the mean-
ing was clear. All Packsaddle was
going to know that the schoohmaster
had lost his tobac¢co-pouch, and was
prepared to pay one dollar for the re-
covery and return of the same.

“Pull in!” sald Slick Poindexter, as
Dick was turning away after finishing
his task. “I guess Steve is around.
Pipe that brone!™

A brown bronco, with a white “stock-
ing ” on one forefcot, was hitched to
the rail outside the Red Dog. It was
Steve Carson’s bronco, and the three
recognised it at once. Steve’s father,
Two-Gun Carson, the gambler, was
generally to be found at the Red Dog,
and it was clear that Steve had gone
into. the saloon {o see him.

“That’s Steve’s cayuse,” saild Poin-
dexter, with a grin. *“I guess I got a
stunt.”

“IM buy it,” said Dick.

“Big Steve ﬂgured that it was funny
to ride us down on the trail,” said
Slick, “I guess he can walk back He
sure does hate hoofin’ it.”

“Good!” said Dick Carr, laughing.

Slick unhitched the bronco, and led
it away up Main Street. Steve was still
in the Red Dog Saloon when they hit
the trail again and trotted the brornco
back to the school,

It was sbout a quarter of an hour
later that Big Steve came out of the
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Red Dog, and discovered that his
cayuse was missing. He stared round
the rugged street in anger and alarm.
Broncos cost dollars, even in the cow
country, and horse-thieves were
plentiful.

A Kicking Mule 'puncher was riding
up the street, and Steve shouted to

im.  But the ’puncher had seen
nothing of his ,

Steve rushed into Hanson’s Store to
make alarmed inquirles. Hanson, the
fat Dane, gave him news that relieved
his alarm, but added to his anger,

“Dose poys from te school, Dip, Slig,
and Mig,” said Mr, Hanson, “Dey take
der hoss, isn't it? Dey gum here to
stick a notice on der door, and dey
take der hoss. I see dem from der
vinder.”

Steve grunted angrily, and tramped
out again. He paused at the door, to
look at the notice placed there by the
schoolboys. He grinned at the spelling,
as Dick hgd grinned when he first saw
it. Having read the notice Steve
passed on; but he paused and stepped
back. The notice was scrawled in
pencil, and Steve had a pencil in his
pocket.

Taking care that no one observed his
action, Steve added a figure and a
letter to Bill's scrawled notice in
similar scrawl. He put *20 ” before the
word “dollar,” and added an “s” to
that word.

The notice now read asﬁr Bill Samp-
son was offering twenty dollars reward
for the return of his “lorst » tobacco-
pouch.

Grinning, Steve walked up the street.
The offer of twenty dollars, he figured,
would set every idle loafer in the cow
town hunting for that baccy-pouch, and
it was certain to be found.  And when
the finder presented himself at Pack-
saddle School, and clalmed twenty
dollars, it was certain that Bill, who
had offered only one, would refuse to
pony up. There would be a rookus,
and very likely a fight. And what was
Bill going to think when he found that
the trouble was caused by an alteration

of his notice? That Dick, Slick, and
Mick had done it, of course. Bill’s
quirt would get busy, and Steve figured
that the three would be sorry that they
had walked off his horse.

He tramped up the trail to the school,
arriving a little late for chuck. Tin
Tung was serving the meal when Steve
tramped into the chuckhouse, and o
laugh greeted him as he entered.

“Say, you lost a cayuse?” chuckled
Poindexter. “I guess youll find him
safe in the corral if you give it the one-
over, Steve.”

“¥You been hunting around for that
critter, Steve?” grinned Mick.

*¥ou can think twice before you ride
a fellow down again!” said Dick Carr,

“I guess it's one on you, Steve!"
chuckled Pie Sanders.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

To the surprise of the bunch Steve
laughed, too. It was not his way ta
take a joke against himself £good-tem-
Peredly. But. Steve, thinking of what
was coming to the three when Bill got
going with the quirt, roared, And when,
after chuck, he told his pals, Slim
Dixon and Poker Parker, they were
tickled to death,

Bill Sampson, who was greatly at-
fached to his old tobacco-pouch which
had cost him four dollars at Tomb-
stone, hoped that he would get news of
it that day. Big Steve was sure that
he would,

CHAPTER 12,
Mesquite Qsts Mad!

CHOOL was on at Packsaddle. The
S bunch were in their places at
the pinewood desks. Small
Brown was teaching them, and he had
a very orderly class—for the excellent
reason that Bill was seated at his high
desk, with his quirt ready to his hand.
‘When Bill was around the tough bunch
were as meek as little l]ambs, and Mr,

Brown found life worth living.
When Bill was not around it was

foad”
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gquite a diterent matter. At the pre-
sent moment the bunch were quiet and
attentive, only Carson, Dixon, and
Parker every now and then exchanging
grinning glances. They fully expected
something to happen that atterncon.

And something did! The deor on
the wide porch was open, letting in the
bright sunlight of Texas. Across that
sunlight fell a shadow, and Bill looked
round, and all the bunch looked up.

Mesquite Sam, a ‘puncher of the
Kicking Mule Ranch, stepped in—a big
figure in his heavy cowman's boots ana
ten-gallon hat, with one cheek bulged
by a big “chew” of tobacco.

Bill frowned. Having once ridden the
ranges of the Kicking Mule himself as
a 'puncher of cows, Bill was always glad
to see an old acquaintance of the
prairie. But not in school hours,

Bill was no great shakes of a school-
master, so far as education went. Of
book-knowledge he had little, though he
had a great store of knowledge that
was perhaps more valuable, But though
he could not teach like Mr. Brown, Bill
could keep order as Mr. Brown never
could, and he was very particular that
class should never be interrupted. Even
Marshal Lick had been called a pesky
pieccan, and told to beat it when he
horned in while lessons were on.

So Bill waved a large hand at Mes-
quite, waving him away.

“Vamoose the ranch!® he rapped.
“This here is a school, not the Red
Dog Saloon, Mesquite! Beat it!”

Licsquite blinked at him.

“ Doggone you, Bill!” was his answer.
“¥You put up a notice asking galoots to
sarch around for your baccy-pouch,
and you shoot off your mouth that-a-
way when a guy horns in to put you
wise that he's found it!"

“Aw, you allow you've cinched that
pouch, Mesquite?” said Bill. “All the
same, you've no call to horn in while
classes is on!  Ain't you never been
lo no school, you uneducated cow-
puncher? Don't you savvy——"

“Can it, Bill!" said Mesquite. *
Buess I got to get back to Kicking Mule,

THE SIX-GUN SCHOOLMASTER)

and ain't got a lot of time for chewing
the rag. I'll say that when I seed your
notice at Hanson’s. I jest went rubber-
ing around arter that baccy-pouch, and
1 sure cinched it. It took me moren
two hours to raise it where you lost it,
you old piecan.”

Bill stared at him. He had oficred a
dollar ‘for the return of the lost pouch,
to pay any guy for the trouble of com-
ing up to the school with it. But a
doilar was hardly enough to sct a man
searching, especially for the length of
two hours. Bill gave a snort.

“1 guess you Kicking Mule guys has.
got time to burn, if you can waste two
hours that-a-way!” he grunted. “But
now you're here you hand over that
pesky pouch and quit! I'm telling you
that you're horning in where guys ain’t
wanted to come chewing the rag.”

Mesquite tossed the tobacco-pouch on
the desk. Bill picked it up and ex-
amined it. It was a big leather pouch,
full of tobacco, though not so full as
when Bill had lost it. The bulge in
Mesquite's cheek hinted that he had
helped himself to 8 “plug” to chew, as
he came up to the school—and the size
of the bulge hinted that it was a good
big plug!

There was little about that big
leathern pouch to distinguish it from a
ecore of others, Still, Bill knew his own
property and he was satisfied. He
groped in the huge pockets of his
crackers for a silver dollar.

“Ill say I'm powerful glad to see
that pesky old pouch agin!” said Bill,
more graciously, " Here's your dollar,
Mesquite,”

He extended the silver dollar towards
the 'puncher.

Mesquite Sam did not take it. He
stared at it, and stared at Bill

Mesquite might or might not have
“time to burn,” but certainly he would
not have rooted up and down Pack-
saddle for a couple of hours to carn a
single dollar! Mesquite was thinking
of twenty dollars.

“Say, Bill, what you call that?” in.
quired the 'puncher warmly.
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“Ain't you ncver seed a silver dollar
before, you piecan?”’ asked Bill.

“I'll say yep!” agreed Mesquite.
“And I'll jest ask you, Bill, where’s the
other nineteen?”

“Nineteen nothing!” yapped Bill,
“Say, you gone loco. ‘There’s your
dollar, like it was said in my notice
down to Hanson's Store.”

“Forget it!” roared Mesquite. “You
figure that I've bin rubbering all over
Packsaddle for & dollar!” Mesquite
made a' stride nearer to the headmaster
of Packsaddle. “I'm asking you to
pony up them-—twenty dollars, like it
was smd in your noticc down to Han-
son’s

“'I'vaenty jumping painters!” gasped
Bill. “¥You figure I'm paying a guy
twenty dollars for an old baccy-pouch
what cost no more'n four at Tombstone,
and ithat was seven years ago?”

“1 guess I figured you was locco, or
€lse you wanted that bacey-pouch bad!”
agreed Mesquite, “But that ain't no
consarn of mine! You stick up a
notice about twenty dollars—"

“Twenty howlin’ coyotes! I put one
dollar on that paper—

“I'll say you put twenty!” roared
Mesquite.

“And I'll say you was as dnmk as a
Mexican, and you saw double!” roared
Bill. “I'l say—"

“Say nothing!” hcg:vlled Mesquite.
“T'1l tell all Texas I'm*here for twenty
dollars, Bill Sampson, and don’t you

forget it!”

“Twenty ring-tailed gophers!”
snorted Bill. He turned to the staring
class. '"Here you—Carr!”

“Yes,” gasped Dick Carr.

“¥You gave the notice the once-over,
afore you moseyed down to Hanson's.
You tell this bone-headed ’puncher
what was wrote on it.”

“One dollar reward for finding the
tobaceco-pouch,” said Dick Carr, at

once.
~ 1 guess that's so!” satd Slick Poin-
de er. "I read ib, too.”
ou said it!” exclaimed Mick.
Mesquite stared at them. Mesquite

knew what he had read on that paper
on Hanson's door. He knew that he
had started to search for the lost pouch
like a dozen other guys, simply because
the munificent reward of twenty dollars
was offered.  Mesquite's temper was
rising fast.

“You ornery young piecans!” he
roared. “There ain’t a word of truth
in it. Bill, you pesky old lobo-wolf.
Packsaddle won't hone to be keeping
you on hyer as a schoolmaster, you
teaching them young guys fo lie
Mexican half-breeds!”

Bill Sampson leaped from his desk,
red with rage.

“Pack it up!” he roared. “And beat
it afore I spread you over this hyer
school-room in little pieces—"

‘‘Pack up nothing!”’ bawled Mesquite.
“I'm hyer for my twenty dollars, and
I'll say—— Whoooop!”

Bill hurled the silver dollar at him,
catching him fairly on the nose. Mes-
quite broke off with a wild yell,

*There's your dollar!” bellowed Bill.
“Take it or leave it, and quit! ¥ou
want to beat it while youre in one
plece.”

Mesquite did not beat it. He clapped
his hand to his nose, Then he rushed
at Bill. The next moment a terrific
scrap was raging in the school-room of
Packsaddle, and all the bunch were on
their feet, watching it with breathless
interest,

[

CHAPTER 13.
Gun-play at Packsaddle!
RAMP! Tramp! Tramp!
To and fro went the head-
master of Packsaddle School and
the ’puncher from Kicking Mule
Ranch, grappling and thumping and
punching.

It was a terrific combat.

The bunch wateched breathlessly.
Small Brown watched, his eyes almost
popping through his horn-rimmed spec-
tacles in alarm. Steve OCarson
chuckled. He had figured that trouble

ike
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would follow that misunderstanding
about the amount of the reward. He
had been right, ) .

Mesquite was a powerful man. But
he was not a match for the gigantic
headmaster of Packsaddle.

For full five minutes they struggled
and swayed, panted and gasped. Then
Mesquite was off the floor.

Bill had a grip with his right on the
slack of Mesquite’s trousers, with his
left on the back of the cattleman’s
neck-scarf, Mesquite swung in the air,
arms and legs flying.

«“Good old Bill!” chuckled Slick.

“11 say Bill's cinched that ornery
guy!” chortled Mick,

“Say, you let up on a galoot!” came
Mesguite's frantic roar. ‘‘Say, I guess
11l come a-shooting—"

Unheeding, Bill Sampson strode out
of the school-room, through the porch,
with the big cattleman struggling and
wriggling vainly in his grasp.

There was a rush to the door to
watch him as he went.

Right across the playground went
Bill, to the gate in the fence that
guarded the edge of the high bluffs
over the Rio Frio.

On the top of the bluffs he came to
a halt, ‘Ten feet below was the bed of
mud beside the river. It stretched for
a geod distance from the foot of the
pluff to the waters of the Frio.

A fearful yell from Mesquite told
that he guessed what was coming next.
He swung dizzily in Bill's powerful
hands,

“Say, you let up!” raved Mesquite.
“ 11l sure come back with a gat in my
erip, and fill you with holes like you
was a colander! Il tell all Texas

Mesguite’s yell was lost in the air
as he was tossed over the bluff. There
was a heavy squash in the mud below.

Bill glared down at the cattleman,
almost burled in soft mud, struggling
wildly to his feet, spluttering and
gurgling.

“I guess that's yours, Mesquite!”
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roared Bill. “You homn in at this here
school agin, and I'll say T fix you up
for a front seat in a funerall”

And, leaving the hapless 'puncher to
splutter and crawl out of the mud, Bill
tramped back to the schoolhouse.

He found the porch crammed with
staring schoolboys, Bill glared at them.

“Say, what's this game?” he roared.
“What you young piecans rubbering
around ihis-a-way for, when Mister
Brown’'s a-teaching you lessons! You
figure that this here is a doggoned
rodeo? Beat it!”

Luckily for the bunch, Bill's quirt
still lay on his desk, There was & rush
back into the school-room, and Bill fol-
lowed it, landing out with his heavy
boots to speed up. There were loud
howls from the members of the bunch
who were rearmost,

In record time they were back at
their desks. Small Brown, lwittering
with nervousness, resumed his instruc-
tion. Bill sat down, pushed back his
Stetson, snd mopped his perspiring
hrow. Even Bill had had to exert him-
self in handling Mesquite.

However, the “ rookus” was 110W QVer,
Bill comforted himself with a chew
from his recovered pouch. But the
bunch neticed that he took his big Colt
from the holster, examined it, and put
it back again. .

Mesquite bhad threatened to come
pack “a-shooting,” and it was quite
possible that he might make his words
good.  Bill reckoned that it was wise
to have a gun handy and ready.

It was about an hour later that foot-
steps were heard coming up to the
porch. The bunch exchanged cager
glances. They wondered whether it
was Mesquite on the warpath.

The same idea evidently occurred fo
Bill, for he was seen to give his gun-
belt a hitch, to bring the butt of his
Colt nearer to his grasp. ’

Again a shadow blotted the sunlight
at the door. But it was not Mesquite
Sam this time. It was & plump,
swarthy Mexican who entered—dark-
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skinned, with black and silver buttons
on his bell-trousers,

Most of the Packsaddle bunch knew
him. He was Jose Gomez, who ran a
pulque jolnt in the cow town, where
Mexican vagueros congregated to soak
their national drink,

Why Gomez had come up to Pack-
saddle School was rather a puzzle. Bill,
already not in the best of tempers,
glared at him,

 Say, you greasy gink——" he hooted.

Gomez came into the school-room,
removed his sombrero, and bowed to
Bill with Spanish politeness. But
Spanish politeness was a sheer waste on
the headinaster of Packsaddle. He had
no use for greasers, and least of all for
Jose Gomez, whose reputation in the
cow towin was a juicy one.

“Senor Sampson——" began Gomez.

“Pack it up and quit!” snorted Bill.
“No guys ain't allowed in this here

school-room!  Vamoosel”
“But you lese a pouch!” said the
Mexican. . “You offer a reward! I

find a pouch, senor!”

He held up & leather tobacco-pouch
<o like Bill's that it might have been
its twin!

Bill stared! The punch stared!
Gomez grinned and bowed.

“Jumping painters!” gasped Bill.

His tobacco-pouch, already found and
retumed by Mesquite Sam, was in his
pocket! Evidently the Mexican was
not aware of that!

Every guy in Packsaddle had seen
Bill's pouch at one time or another.
There were plenty more like it to be
had at the store!

Evidently the offer—or supposed
offer—of twenty dollars reward had
tempted Mr, Gomez! Unaware that
the lost pouch had been found and re-
turned, the cool rogue had come along
with another just like it, packed with
tobacco! It was worth the expendl-
ture of three or four dollars to cinch
twenty!

Bill gazed at him agape!

» But for the fact that he had already
recovered his old pouch, :} was very

a

25

probable that he would have fallen for
the trick!

Not that he would have handed over
twenty dollars, as the Mexican sup-
posed. Gomez, of course, knew no-
thing of Steve’s trickery, and took the
notice at Hanson's at face value.

‘‘Howlin’ coyotes!” gasped Bill,
almost stupefied, “T'll say this is the
bee’s knee! Yep!”

“Your pouch, senor!” said Gomez,
approaching him with another how, the
bunch watching him spellbound. “ Often
I see him, senor, when you honour the
town with your presence! Si, senor!
When I find him in the street I know
him at oncc—he is yours! I hasten to
return him to you, Senor Sampson.”

“Oll, gum!” breathed Slick Poin-
cexter., “I'll whisper that that greaser
is sure asking for troublet”

“¥You said it!" grinned Mick.

“Doggone my cats!” gasped Bill
“¥ou figure that baccy-pouch is mine,
Mister Gomez! You jest hold it up for
a guy to see!”

Mr. Gomez held up the tobacco-
pouch.

Bill whipped the Colt from his belt.

Bang!

There was a fearful yell from the
Mexican, The hullet from Bills six-
gun tore the tobacco-pouch from his
hand, and a strip of skin from one of
the fingers at the same time.

“Caramba!” yelled Gomez, in sur-
prise and rage.

*Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Packsaddle
bunch.

Bang roaled the six-gun again. The
bullet chipped leather from one of
Gumez's buots! Bill, rising from his
desk, strode at him with smoking gun,
red with wrath.

“Beat it!” he roared.
dog-goned greascr—hop!”

Bang, bang!

With a yell of terror Gomez hopped!
Bill was “fanning” him with the six-
gun, firing at his feet. Gomez had to
hop to save his feet, and he hopped
frantically, Ea it

The Packsaddle bunch roared with

“Hop, you
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merriment, Even Small Brown grinned.
Hopping wildly, the Mexican gained the
doorway of the porch. Bang! roared
the gun, and the Mexican darted
through the porch and ran for his life.

Bill rushed after him.

Bang! reared the last shot of the six-
gun, and a, yell floated back as it spun
the sombrero on the ficeing man's head,

Then there was a clatter of hoofs on
the trail. Jose Gomez was burning the
wind for the cow town, fervently wish-
ing that he had never thought of
attempting to play that cunning trick
on the schoolmaster.

Bill Sampson tramped back into the
school-room, grinning.

“T'll say that greasy guy is sorry he

called, a few!"” he remarked. * Say, you |.

young piecans rubbering agin? You
want to "tend to Mister Brown, or you
honing for the quirt?”

Bill picked up the quirt from his desk.
The bunch decided immediately to
attend to Mister Brown!

CHAPTER 14,
Hot Fuamy for Bicve!

‘7 GUESS I'll buy it!” said Slick
Poindexter, rubbing his nose in
puzzled amazement,

But nobody had it to secll.

It perplexed all the bunch, except-
ing Steve, Slim, and Poker. They knew.

School was over and the bunch were
in the playground. Steve lounged in
the gateway, rather in hope of seeing
Mesquite Samn coming back for trouble.
The other fellows discussed the strange
happening of the afternoon.

Why Mesquite had fancied it was
worth twenty dollars to recover that
lost baccy-pouch was one mystery. Why
the greasy Mexican had horned in with
A put-up tale was another. Jose was
rogue enough for anything, but he had
spent money on that tobacco-pouch he
had iried to palm off as Bill's; not
much, perhaps, but certainly more than
the dellar that was offered as a reward.
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So it really looked as if Jose Gomez, ns
well as Mesquite, fancied that the
resvard was larger than that stated by
Bill. -

Dick, Slick, and Mick knew what was
on the notice they had posted up at
Hanson's. They did not even know that
Big Steve had seen it at all, let alone
altered it. So they were puzzied and »
perplexed, and so were the rest of the
bunch. Bill was as puzzled as any
mani Mesquite’s mistake, and the
Mexican’s trickery, had him equally
beat.

When there came a galloping of
hoofs on the school trail, the Pack-
saddle bunch rushed to the gate. Big
Steve, grinning, shouted : .

“Say, you'uns, here come the Kicking -
Mule guys, and I guess theyre sure
going to put it over Bill!”

“Gum!” exclaimed Slick, and he drew
a deep breath as he stared at the riders
on the trail. “I'll say that looks like
trouble.” .

Mesquite Sam was riding up the trail
with four companions—men from Kick-
ing Mule Ranch. All of them packed
guns, and all of them looked grim.
Grim, bearded faces frowned under the
Stetson hats,

There was a deep buzz in the school
bunch. Only too clearly the Kicking
Mule 'punchers vrere hitting Packsaddie
for trouble. .

Dick Carr cut across to the school-
house. Bill was in a rocker in the
porch, his long legs stretched out, a
frown on his rugged brow. He was
still puzzling over the afternoon’s hap-
penings.

“They’re coming, Bill!” panted the
tenderfoot of Packsaddle. *Mesqguite,
with four more—"

Bill shrugged his broad shoulders.

“I guess if they've come a-gunning
after this baby they won't all be riding
hum to Kicking Mule at sundown!"” he
remarked. “ You beat i, kid, and tell the
bunch to keep clear. I guess there
may be hot lead spilt around hyer.”

Dick rejoined his friends, but the

N\
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puneh did not keep clear. Nearly all
crowded round as the cowmen dis-
mounted at the gate and strode in, clat-
termg in their heavy boots with jing-
ling spurs. Mesquite Sam roared to
the schoolboys.

" Say, where's that doggoned school-
master of yourn what throwed a guy
into the mud of the Frio? Shoot!”

“1 guess Bill's along to the school-
house, Sam,” answered Slick, “and all
ready to throw you into the Frio again,
and your side-kickers after you.”

“Can it, you!” snapped Sam, and he
strode over to the schoolhouse porch,
followed by his friends. ‘“Say, you @og-
goned schoolmaster,” he roared, as he
advanced “you hiding away like a dog-
goned eoyote?”

. “Not sd's you'd notice it!” drawled]
Bill, as he stepped into view from the
schoolhouse with a gun in either hand.
“I guess I'm at home, you'uns, and if
you want me I'm your antelope. Sure!”

There was an angry buzz from the
'punchers. Hands were on guns, but
none was drawn for the moment. Bill
Sampson was lightning on the shoot,
and with either hand he was a deadly
marksman, And with a big Colt in
each hand he faced the angry outfit
coolly.

Mesquite Sam had a crumpled paper
in one hand. He unfolded it and held
it up. Dick, Slick, and Mick recog-
nised the notice the¥ had pinned on the
door at Hanson’s,

“I.00k at that, you pesky old piecan!”
roared Mesquite. I guess you know
your own doggoned dockyment agin.”

“1 sure do, old-timer!” assented Bill.

“Look at it, you ornery old gink! If
that ain’t twenty dollars wrote on it
Tl sure eat it, and my six-gun arter!”
hooted Mesquite. “And I'm mention-
ing that I've horned in to collect them
twenty dollars, and my pards have
come to see that I do it, and if you
kick, Bill Sampson, youw'll get what’s
coming to you!”

Bill Sampson made 110 answer,
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He was staring blankly at the notice
extended in Mesquite's hand.

Plain to the eye was the statement
that twenty dollars would be pald for
the retwn of.the *lorst” tobacco-
pouch.

Bill's eyes were good, but he could
bardly believe them. Me Eknew what
he had written on that paper, but
what he read now was not what he
had written.

“Carry me home to die!” ejaculated
Bill at last.

He shoved his guns back into the
holsters, heedless of the fact that every
one of the 'punchers had now a gun in
his hand.

“You owning up, you piecan?”
shouted Mesquite. “You allow that's
twenty dollars wrote on that bill, dog-
gone your ornery hide?”

“You said it!” agreed Bill.

Dick Carr gave a. shout.

“That was not on the paper when I
posted it up at Hanson's., Slick and
Mick knew that it wasn't, It's been
changed."”

“Aw, forget it!" yapped Mesquite.
“Say, vou Bill Sampson, I want to
know, and I want to know quick! ¥You
spilling them twenty dollars?”

Bill gave the paper another earmest
stare. He breathed hard and deep The
mystery was clear to him now.

“You hear me a-shouting?” roared
Mesquite.

“You doggoned, ornery,
roughneck!” snorted Bill. “Pack it
up and let a galoot shoot! I'm telling
you I put one dollar on that paper, like
young Carr sang out, and some ornery
guy has fixed it up different while it
was stuck on Hanson's door! You got
that?”

“ Aw, what you giving me?” grunted
Mesquite, taken aback.

“ Ain’t you knowed me to be a square
man?” roared Bill. “Ain't I rode with
youwuns afore I was s schoolmaster on,
the Kicking Mule ranges? And did you
ever know me throw a guy down? _If
I allowed I'd squeeze out twenty

lococed




28

dollars, ain't I good for twenty bucks
and some over, doggone you? I guess
this was fixed up for a joke on me!”

“Great gophers!” sald Mesqulte,

“Howd I know that there was
twenty dollars wrote on that paper
when you come up with that baccy-
pouch?” snorted Bill. “It was done
arter I sent it down to Hanson's! And
if you ain’t taking a white man's word,
goldarm you, get going with them
shooting-irons—and I'll sure mention
that Rancher Dunwoody will miss
some boneheads from his outfit!"”

. But the 'punchers packed their guns.
What had occurred was clear to all of
them now—even to Mesquite, sore as
he was from his dip in the mud of the
Frio.

“I guess I'd like to intervoo the guy
what played that fool trick!” growled
Mesquite surlily. “I allow you're giv-
ing us the goods, Bill, but I'd sure like
to meet up with that guy!”

“I guess I'm going to cinch that
guy!” snapped Bill. “I guess he ain’t
fur off.” He stared round over the
crowd of schoolboys. *“Say, which of
you guys has been down to the burg
to-day?”

“I guess Carr took the nctice down
to Hanson's, Bill!” grinned Steve Car-
son. “I'll say he ecould put you wise
if he liked.”

“That notice hadn’t been altered
when I left it,” said Dick Carr quietly.
“And Slick and Mick will say the
same.”

“¥ou're shouting,” agreed Slick.

“¥You said it!” exclaimed Mick.

Bill's eyes fixed on Steve.

“1 reckon you've been down to Pack-
saddle, Steve Carson!” he rapped.
“¥You hit Hanson's Store while you
was there?”

“Nope,” answered Steve coolly. “I
guess I seen the popper in the Red
Dog; never went near the store. Never
knew there was a notice up at all till
Mesquite blew in this afternoon.”

Tiere was 2 shout from one of the
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'punchers in Mesquite's crowd; he made
a stride towards Steve.

“¥You ornery young piecan!" he
roared. “Didn't I see you? Didn't
you yaup out to me that you'd missed
your cayuse, and ask me if I'd secn it
around? And when 1 allowed I hadn’t,
didn’t you horn into that store to ask
Hanson? Didn’t I see you go in?”

Steve started.

He remembered the Kicking Mule
‘puncher in Main Street, to whom he
had called when he had missed his
bronc outside the Red Dog. This was
the man, Steve had forgotten that in-
cident. He was reminded of it now.

“ Carry me home to die! " roared Bill
“You allow you never went near Han-
son’s Store—and here's a guy what seen
you horn into that very sheebang!”

“I—I—I guess'I forgot!” stammered
Steve. “I jest went in to. ask Hanson
about my bronc—-—"

“Pack it up!” snorted Bill. “Why,
you young piecan, I suspicioned you
first of all, and now you cough up
a hatful of lies! I guess I ain’t loBking
no farther for the guy what pulled this
stunt on me! Nope! Mr, Brown!™

“Sir!” gasped Small Brown.

“Tote out my quirt!”

Small Brown hopped into the school-
house for the quirt. Steve Carson
gritted his tecth. It looked as if the
guirting he had planned for Dick Carr
was coming home to roost.

“Now,” roared Bill as he grabbed
the quirt from Small Brown, ‘“you're
mighty free offering twenty dollars
around and making fools of galgots!
Here's Mesquite, what has come up for
twenty dollars. I never offcred no
twenty dollars, and I ain’t standing for
it! But you did, Steve Carson, and
you're standing for it, or else you're
going to be quirted like you was an

ornery steer—and then some! You get
me?”

“Not & cent!” hissed Steve. 7T
guess—"

“If you got twenty dollars in your
rags, you want to hand it over to Mes-
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quite—like you allowed yowd do, put-

ting it on that notice,” said Bill grimly.

“1 guess you got it and more—and I

guess you want to pay up and make

your word good, young Carson. ¥You
squaring?”

“Nope!” yelled Steve. “I—"

Bill grasped him with his left hand.
‘The quirt sang in his right. There was
a fearful yell from Steve as it ran
round him.

“Let up! Let up, you old piecan!”
howled Steve. “I guess I'll pony up!”

“1 guess you will,” roared Bill, “or
clse I guess I shall want a noo guirt
arter wearing this one out on your
hide!"

“You said it, Bill!” chuckled Mes-
quite. “ You got to stand for what you
wrote up on that notice, young Car-
son. You ain't got no kick coming!”

“Ha, ha. ha!” roared the bunch.

Steve Carson’s face was a picture as

+ he sorted out four five-dollar bills. The
gambler’s son Mad plenty of money, but
.he did not like parting with it. He
had to part with it, however. With a
furious fact he handed the bills over
to Mesquite Sam, who chuckled as he
packed them away in the pocket of his
chaps. Then, with grinning faces, the
i Mule ‘punchers rode away,
with clattering hoofs, down the
school trail.

“I guess, said Bill, “that I'm power-
ful obhged‘bo you, young Cearson, for
oflering a reward of twenty dollars for
finding that old bacey-pouch, what I
reckon I might never have seed agin
but for you. One dollar might never
have done it, but twenty sure herded
it home, I'll say I'm obliged!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The bunch roared. Steve’s pals,
Poker and Slim, yelled with the rest.
Steve was the only guy in the bunch
who did not laugh. Steve's trickery
had set him back twenty dollars—and
the joke, after all, was on him. It was
a long time before the Packsaddle
bunch ceased to chuckle over that
twenty-dollar reward!

«
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CHAPTER 15,
A Word of Waming!
s ISSEN, you'uns!” roared Bill
l Sampson.
The Packsaddle bunch

listened.

Small Brown might have told them a
dozen times over to listen and hardly a
fellow in the bunch would have taken
heed, but when Bill Sampson falked
the most reckless and unheeding fellow
at the cow-town school sat up and took
notice.

Bill's bronco, saddled and bridled,
was at the porch. The headmaster of
Packsaddle School was going to hit the
trall that morning. Quite a number of
fellows were waiting eagerly to hear
the hoofbeats of his departing horse;
for when Bill was away discipline
generally dropped off the bunch like a
discarded cloak, Small Brown, the
teacher, did not enjoy life while Bill
was absent.

Instead of mounting his brone, how-
ever, Bill came striding into the school-
room, his quirt under his arm, a frown
on his rugged brow under the shade of
his ten-gallon hat. He fixed a grim
glare on the bunch.

“gspill it, Bil'”
dexter encouragingly.

“Shoot!” said Mick Kavanagh.

“I'm telling you to lissen!” roared
Bill, “I guess I got to hit the trall for
Kicking Mule. I allow I'm going to be
away most of the day. And I reckon
you ’'uns are going to keep quiet and
’tend to Mr. Brown while I ain’t here
to ride herd over you.”

Steve Carson winked at his friends,
Slim Dixon and Poker Parker. If Bill
reckoned that Steve was going to keep
quiet while he and his quirt were at a
safe distance, Steve figured that Bill
was out in his reckoning. Steve was
only waiting for Bill to ride clear
before he started in to make Bmall
Brown wish he had never been born—
or, at least, that he had never travelled
as far as Texas looking fof @ teacher's

said Slick Pcin-
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job!
Steve.

Unluckily for Steve, Bill caught that
wink and knew what it meant. He
made a stride towards the class, his
quirt slipping down fromn under his
arm into his hand.

Whack!

Steve gave a fearful yell as the thong
whacked round his shoulders. He
jumped up from the pinewood desk,

Slim ahd Poker grinned back at

velling,
Whack, whack, whack!
Slim Dixon and Poker Parker

jumped up in their turn, roaring,
“Want some more?” roared Bill.

“Aw, yvou ple-faced old gopher,
what's biting  you?” yelled Stcve.
furiously.”
Wheck!

““You squat!” roared Bill.

Steve squatted at once; so did Slim
and Poker. They glared at Bill—but
they did uet want any more gquirt.

“Now.” resumed Bill, “like I
allowed, I'm aiming to hit the trail for
Kickinzg Mule, and I guess I want Mr.
Brown to keep order hyer while I'm
gone. You get me? Any guy kicking
up & rookus in this hyer school will get
his when I come back. And that’s a
sample for you to go on with, you
Steve.”

Steve scowled savagely, but did not
answer. The rest of the bunch sat very
qulet. With Bill in this mood no
fellow in the cow town school was feel-
ing like arguing with him.

“Mr, Brown!"” rapped Bill.

“Yes, sir?” squealed Small Brown.

The little man blinked at Bill through
his horn-rimmed spectacles, He was not
looking forward to handling the bunch
while Bill was away,

“1 guess,” said Bill, “that the bunch
will know better than to hand over
trouble while I'm gone arter what I've
Just spilled; but, if they do, you take
A quirt to them, Mr. Brown. Got

that?”
gasped Small Brown,

::Oh, yes!”
“What you grinning at, like you was
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a Mexlcan monkey, you Carr?” roarcd
Eill Sampson,

Dick Carf, the teaderfoot of Pack-
saddle, jumped. He had grinned in-
voluntarily at the idea of Small Browr
teking a quirt to the rough ang feugh
bunch,

“Oh!” he
Yarcooh!”

Whack!

Bill seemed to have a free hand with
the quirt that morning, Perhaps he
wanted to make it clear to the bunch
what they had to expect if they handed
out the wusual trouble while he was
away. A few licks of the quirt helped
them to remember that he was coming
back Ilater, -

“Ow!"” gasped Dick. ““Wow!"

Nobody else in the buneh ventured (o
grln. Bul glared round over a crowd
of serious, not to say solemm, faces,

“Any ctlter guy in this bunche hon-
ing for the quirt?” he commandad.

No answer,

“Waal,"” said Bill, “I guess I've put
you wise. Mr. Brown, I'm leaving you
to ride herd over this hyer bunch.
There’s a quirt on my desk, and I'll
say you want to handle it if they give®
trouble. You get me?”

“Yes, sir!” gasped Small Brown.

And Bill Sampson strode out of the
scheol-rcom, the thick pine planks
creaking under his heavy tread, sl
mounted his waiting bronco.

There was a clatter of hoofs as he
rode out at the school gate, and Hank,
the hired man, shut it after him,

“Bill's gone!” murmured Slick
Poindexter.

“You said it,” muwrmured Mick,

Dick Carr rubbed his shoulder where
the lick of the quirt had fallen. He
liked and respected his headmaster,
much as Bill had astonished him when
he first came to Packsaddle, ‘The
schoolboy from the Old Country had
never seen a schoolmaster like Bjll
before he hif Packsaddle, But, though
he had learned to like Bill, he had not
learned to like Bill's quirt. He wriggled
palnfully as he rubbed his shoulder.

“y___»

stammered.
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small Brown eyed the class uneasily
as the hoofbeats died away on the
prairie, Bill had warned the bunch,
but Mr. Brown would not have been
surprised by the usual outhreak of up-
roar.

It did not come, however; for the
present Bill's warning had its effect.
Steve Carson lounged in his seat and
let his school books slip off the desk to
the floor, evidently as a hint that he
was poing to do no work. But if that
was the worst that Small Brown had to
expect it was a relief to him.

Finding the class so unusually quiet
and orderly, Mr. Brown felt his con-
fidence revive. It was his ambition to
handle the bunch as Bill did—an ambi-
tion never yet realised.

“Carr!” he rapped out.

Dick looked at him.

“git still!” rapped Small Brown.
“How dare you wriggle about in your
seat in that manner! Sit stilll”

Dick's lip curled. That was Small
Brown all over. He was afraid of Steve,
the bully of Packsaddle; he was not
afraid of the tenderfoot. So he had
picked on the tenderfoot to display his
new authority. Steye Carson, leaning
on the desk behind him, put his legs
across his.own desk; Mr, Brown did not
heed him.

Dick sat still. But the twinge in his
shoulder was rather severe. Bill had
a heavy hand. The tenderfoot was
soon wriggling again,

Small Brown picked up the quirt
which Bill had so thoughtfully left for
him on the headmaster's desk. He was
not going to put his authority to too
severe a strain by laying it round
Steve’s legs as they rested on his desk;
he gave his attention to the tenderfoot.

“1 have told you to keep still, Carr!”
he said. '

Whack!

Dick gave a roar as the quirt lashed.

“Stop that!” he shouted.

“What — what?” squealed Small
Brown. It was almost the first time
that the tenderfoot had kicked. He
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was, in fact, the only member of the
bunch on whom Mr. Brown would
have ventured to handle the quirt.
“How dare you, Carr! I shall punish
you severely!”

Whack, whack!

Steve Carson chuckled. Some of the
bunch laughed aloud. Small Brown as
a cheap imitation of Bill Sampson was
rather amusing. But it was not amus-
ing to the fellow who was getting the

quirt.

Dick jumped up, grabbed the handle
of the quirt, and wrenched it away
from Mr. Brown.

He stepped across to the window and
flung it out into the playground.

Small Brown fairly sheok with
wrath.

“Carr,” he squealed, “go and fetch
that quirt at once!”

“Rats!” answered Dick Carr.

“Y order you-—-"

“Rot!”

“I shall report this to Mr. Samp-
son!” squealed Small Brown—his last
resource in time of trouble.

“Report and be blowed!"” answered
the tenderfoot of Packsaddle, and he
went back to his desk and sat down.

“Ha, hbha, hal” came from the
bunch,

Small Brown glared at the tender-
foot. He glared at the class. =

“Silence!” he squealed.

“Aw, pack it up, you, Brownil”
grinned Pie Sanders. “You ain't no
Bill Sampson, you ain’t, and don’t you
forget it!”

To which Mr. Brown made no reply.
It was only too clear that he was no
Bill Sampson. The lesson began—with
a laughing, talking class paying very
little attention to Mr. Brown. There
was no outbreak of disorder—Bill's
warning lingering in the minds of the
bunch. But it was a very free
easy time in the school-room that
morning.

Only Dick Carr was grim and
worried. He was going to be reportad
to Bill, when Bill came back—as (B¢
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only fellow who had egiven vreal
trouble while the headinaster was

away, He was feeling strongly in-
clined to tfetch in the quirt and lay it
round Mr, Brown! -

CHAPTER 16,
The Bad Man Blows In!
ANK, the hired man, stood look-
H ing over the school gate, medi-
tatively chewing tobacco and
squirting the juice right and left, when
the stranger came up the trail

Hank looked at that stranger,

He was a blg, powerful man, almost
as blg and powerful as Bill Sampson

imself. He was dressed llke a cow-
puncher, but his garb was old and
worn, and tattered and stained, The
goatskin chaps were almost in rags;
the Stetson hat on his untidy, frowsy
head locked as if It had been picked
off a refuse-heap. The butt of a big
Colt peeped from the holster on his
gunbelt, The hired man of Packsaddle
School, as he gave that stranger the
once-over, wished that Bill was not
away. He knew a *““hobo"” when he
saw one, and this was the roughest,
toughest specimen of a hobo that he
had ever seen. Hank rather hoped
that the tramp would pass the gate
and keep on to the cow town farther
down the trail,

But the hobo did not pass on. He
stopped at the gate, turned his shaggy,
stubbly face towards him, and fixed a
pair of sunken but very keen eyes on
him. .

“Say!” he greeted.

‘'Mornin’! ” answered Hank civilly.
Hank was not famed for civility. But
it was wise to talk turkey to a
ruffianly looking tramp who packed a
gun,

“This here the school?”

“You said it,”

“I guess I've heard of it,” said the
stranger. “¥Yep! I'll say so! Me,
I'm from the Bar-Q.”
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“Fired?” asked Hank. The pilgrim
on the trail looked as if he had been
fired a good time ago, and had recughed
it a lot since.

“You're shouting!” agrecd the man
from the Bar-O. “I guess I was fired
for gouging my fereman. ¥ep! I'm
mentioning that I'm a had man.”

Hank thought that he locked it, but
did not say so.

“Right on to the burg,” he said.
“Youwll hit the Red Dog as soon as
you raise ii, right on the plaza.”

“I guess I ain't hitting no burg,”
said the bad man from the Bar-O,
“I'll say I'm coming in for chuck. You
got anything to say agin it?”

Hank had nothing fo say against it.
Hank was hired to split logs, sweep,
and make himself generally useful at
the dow town schgol, not to ralse Cain
with hobos who packed guns, He
shook his head.

“I'll say you'll open that gate!” said
the bad man from Bar-O.

Hank hesitated a moment, The
hobo’s hand slid to the butt of his
gun,

“Tll just mention,” he remarked
casually, “that Yuba Pete—that'’s me
—is pretty sudden on the shoot! You
get me?”

“Mr. Sampson will sure be mad!™
¢aid Hank. -

“Who's Mr. Sampson when he's to
home?” asked Yuba Pete derisively,

“He's surc the schoolmaster.”

“Trot him out,” said the had man
from Bar-O, *and Tl fill him so full
of holes you can use him for a
colander.”

Hank would have liked unothing
better than to trot out Bill Sampson
had he been there. Unfortunately he
was many 2 long mile away, on the
ranges of the Kicking Mule Ranch.

In silence Hank opened the gate.

The dusty wayfarer tramped in.
Hank resumed chewing tobacco, It
was noe concern of his,

Yuba Pete stared round him, under
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his tattered Stetson, and tramped on
to the schoolhouse, Ly

At the porch he halted and reared:

‘“Say, ehybody to home?" .

Tin Tung, the Chinee, popped out of
the house into the porch, his almeond
eyes almost popping out of his yellow
face at the same time, Tin Tung was
cook, and many other things at the
cow town schoo], and at preseni he
was busy tidying up Bill's quarters.

“A doggoned Chink!” growled the
bad man from the Bar-O. “Say,
where's your Y

“Mistee Sampson lide to Kicking
Mule,” answered Tin Tung. *Mistee
Blown in school-loom.”

“Gitl” snapped the bad man.

He grasped Tin Tung by the neck,
whirled him out of the porch, and sent
him spinning into the playground.
Yelling, the Ghinee sprawled there in
the bright sunlight, )

Having thus disposed of the China-
maen, the bad man from Bar-O
tramped through the porch into the
open doorway of the school-room.

It was getting near time for chuck
—the school dinnery-and little in the
way of lessons was going on. Steve
Carson, Slim, and Poker were sitting
on their desks, swiniging their legs, and
talking. Slick Poindexter and Mick
Kavanagh were holding an argument
on the subject of the respective merits
of their broncos. =

Domingo Duque, the Mexican school-
boy, was showing an interested group
some steps in the ~fandango- of his
native country. DickeCarr was almost
the only fellow who was sitting quietly
at his desk. Still, Small Brown, thank-
ful fer small mercies, was glad that
the bunch were only. careless and in-
:_tttentive. Bill’s . warning had borne

Tuit. .

There had been times when the
bunch had chased Mr. Brown out of
the school-room, pelting him with
their books! It was not so bad as
that now.

At the heavy tread in the porch, and
a Stetson hat against the sunlight,
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there was a gasp of alarm from the
bunch. For e moment they fAgured
that it was Bill Sampson coming back,
and there was a rush to the desks: But
the next moment they saw that it was
a false alarm.

“Aw, don't you worry, you guys!”
drawled Steve Carson. ‘‘I-guess it's
only o doggoned hobo horning in to
touch some galoot for the price of a
drink at the Red.Dog.” - . :

Yuba Pete tramped in.

Small Brown goggled abt him in
alarm through his _ horn-rimmed
spectacles. Dick Carr stared at him in
astonishment. .

Dick was getting used to Texas and
Texan ways., But the tenderfoot had
plenty to learn yet. This was the first
hobo he had seen. Tramps. he-had
seen in his own ¢ountry—some of them
rough enough. But the armed and

-| desperate tramp of the Wild West was

a new specimen to him. He had heard
tales of hobos holding up some lonely
homesteai or ranch-house for chuck,
and a lodging for the night. But the
reality was very surprising to him,

“ Goodness gracious!” gasped Small
Brown in alarm. “What—what do you
want, my good man?” -

‘The bunch stared at Yuba Pete. He
was not so surprising to them as to
Dick Carr. He was not tbe first ruffian
who had horned into the cow town
school. But on cther occasions Biil
Sampson had been there to deal with
the situation. Small Brown was not
the man to deal with it.

“I'll say I'm Yuba Pete from the
Bar-0, and I guess I want chuck!”
roared the bad man. “You the school-
master?” .

“Oh dear! The schoolmaster is
away. I am the assistant-master!”
stammered Small Brown, “I—I—I will
give instructions for—for food to be
given you——"

“I guess,” said Yuba Pete, “that I
can give all the orders I want, you guy
with the goggles! Say, you orhery
young piecan, what did you call me.
when vou sce me horn in?”
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He stepped towards Steve Carson.

Steve, looking at him, rather wished
that he had not let that dangerous-
looking customer hear his remark. The
man was evidently a ‘‘bulldozer " of
the toughest description, hunting for
trouble. Trouble with a towering
ruffian, who packed a gun, was not
what Steve was honing for, But he
was not going to show the white
feather before all the staring bunch,

“1 guess I called you a hobo,” he
answered. “And I'll say—"

Steve got no further,

Yuba Pete made a grasp at him, and
Steve jumped back. But the grasp

. closed on him, and he was dragged out
of the desk.

Lifting him in his powerful arms,
strong as a gorilla’s, the ruffian pitched
him headlong across the school-room.

There was a crash and a yell as Steve
hit the pinewood wall and rolled on the
floor, knocked half-senseless.

Slim Dixon and Poker Parker moved
simultaneously forward as Steve was
seized. The next second they were
moving back—quick! But Yuba Pete
had noticed the movement, and his
red-lidded eyes gleamed round at them.

Smack, smack! came his big, heavy
hands, and the two schoolboys spun.
Slim staggered in one direction, Poker
in the other, and both fell

“Wake snakes!” breathed Slick
Poindexter, “TI1l say that galeot is
some bulldozer, and he sure is the bad
man from Badtown.”

Three fellows were sprawling on the
fioor, groaning and gasping. The rest
of the bunch eyed Yuba Pete grimly.

His hand was near his gun, Would
he burn powder if they rushed him?
That was what kept them back. There
were no cowards in the Packsaddle
bunch, but rushing on a loaded
revolver, in a reckless hand, was not
wise.

The bad man from Bar-O glared at
them,

“I guess you 'uns don't want o shoot
off your mouths at Yuba Pete” he
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roared. ‘‘Say, you with the long laigs!
You got any more to spill?”

He glared at the sprawling Steve.

“Ow! Nope!” groaned Steve.

All the bunch looked at Small
Brown. He was twittering with dread.
Bill, had he been present, would have
handled Yuba Pete fast enough. Small
Brown was there in Bill’'s place. It was
up to him. But Small Brown did not
pack 2 gun—almost the only man in
the Frio Valley who did not. He was,
indeed, afraid of firearms. And, so far
from packing & gun, did not like to
touch one at all. But even Small
Brown felt bound to horn in when the
hobo started throwing his pupils about
the school-room.

‘“ Please—please do not be violent, my
good' man!” squealed -Small Brown.
“I—TI beg you tQ go away! Otherwise,
I shall call in the Marshal of Pack-
saddle, and—and you will be arrested.”

Bang!

The hobo's gun leaped into his hand,
and he fired. Smeall Brown gave &
fearful yell as a strip of cloth was toern
from the only tail-coat in Santanta
County.

Bang!

A lock of Mr., Brown's scanty hair
went away with the bullet. Another
terrified squeal came from the teacher
of Packsaddle,

He made a bolt for the doorway.

“Haw, ilaw, haw!” roared Yuba
Pete.
Bang, bang! The gun roared twice

as Small Brown dodged through the
doorway.

The ruffian was not shooting to hit,
but to scare, Bubt he was utterly reck-
less, and one of the bullets took a strip
of skin from Small Brown’s skinny leg
as he hopped out into the porch. If
the hot lead had gone right through
him, Small Brown could nct have
uttered a more piercing shriek.

He vanished across the playground
like a frightened gopher, darted into
his cabin, slammed the door, and
bolted it.
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Yuba Pote roared with laughter.

He flourished the smoking revolver
as he turned to the staring bunch
again.

“8Say, you guys want some?” he
roared.

"Not so's you'd notice it, old-timer,”
said Slick Poindexter,

Dick Carr’s hand was on a ruler on
his desk. His eyes were gleaming, It
went sorcly against the grain to allow
that frowsy ruffian to carry on with a
high hand at Packsaddle School. But
Mick Kavanagh pushed him hack from
the desk.

“Forget it, you gink!” he whispered.
“Say, you honing to pass In your
checks in 2 hurry?”

It was not good enough. Dick
realised it. The man with the gun was
master—at least, till Bill Sampson
came back.

“1 guess,” said Yuba Pete, “that
I've horned in here for chuck. And I'll
say that you guys are going to raise a
few dollars to help a guy on his way.
Yep! Here, you!" He beckoned to
Dick Carr. "“You put me wise to where
I get chuck—pronfo!”

Dick, suppressing his feelings, guided
the ruffian across the playground to the
chuckhouse. There Tin Tung, shaking
in every limb, his slanting eyes dilated
with terror, handed out the biggest and
best meal that the cow-town school
could provide. Which the bad man
irom Bar-O proceeded to dispose of,
with his revolver lying on the table
beside his platter.

- CHAPTER 17.
Handling the Bad Man!

ICK CARR sct his teeth, ’

D “Are we standing for this?’
he muttered,
Slick Poindexter shrugged
*houlders., Mick grinned,

Froimn the open doorway of the chuck-
house Yuba Pete had a view of the
playground, and the bunch had a view

his
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of him as he sat at his meal. He was
eating like a hungry coyote, but his
red-lidded eyes gleamed sharply under
his beetling bushy brows, and his Colt
was ready to his hand. That he would
shoot to kill if he was attacked, all the
bunch knew now. And though it was
certain that Marshal Lick would get
after him if he did, and very likely
run him down and string him up, that
was cold comfort to a fellow who
stopped a bullet.

“I guess we got to stand for it, old-
timer,” answered Slick. *“‘I'll mention
that I ain't walking up to that gun
and asking for what'’s inside it.”

“You sald it,” grinned Mick.

“Aw, let the tenderfoot cinch him!”
sneered Steve Carson.  “What's the
good of blowing off your mouth, dog-
gone you, you pesky gink? You don't
dare to go near the guy.”

“He wouldn't have chucked me
across the school-room as he did you,
anyhow!” retorted Dick Carr. 5

Steve gave him an evil look.

“Waal, let’s see you handle him!”
he jeered. -

“I guess we could get help from the
hurg,” said Slim. “But that guy
would sure burn  powder if he
spotted any galoot breaking herd to
beat it down to Packsaddle, and it ain’t
goed enough.”

“We're not standing for it!™ said
Dick Carr.

“Aw’ can it!"” snapped Poker Parker.

“Forget it, big boy!” advised Slck.
“He sure will hit the trail soon. And
I guess I'l be glad to see him go. I
tell you he's a bad man. We got to
smile.”

“ What about your lasso?”

Slick gave a snort.

“Nothing about my riata, you geck!
T guess I ain't roping in a guy with a
six-gun in his grip. Nope!”

“Here he comes,” muttered Pie
Sanders,

There was a crash in the chuck-
house. Yuba Pete, having finished an
cnormous meal, hurled the wooden
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Jlatter at the Chinaman who was sub-
missively waiting on him. Tin Tung's
yell rang across the playground as he
was bowled over, After that act of
wanton brutality the ruffian canie
tramping out into the sunlight.

The Packsaddle bunch watched him
uneasily. Small Brown was still bolted
inside his cabin, quaking with dread.
Some of the schoolboys had gone into
the bunkhouse to keep out of the
ruffian’s way. Bub there were a good
many in the playground. It was past
time for chuck, but nobody was think-
ing of dinner. They only hoped that
the hobo, now that he had had his
meal, would go on his way. But Yuba
Pete was not prepared to go yet.

“Say, you!” He beckoned to Slick,
“yYou want to show me where your
schoolmaster packs his roll, and you
want to do it quick!”

Slick breathed hard.

A sign of hesitation was enough for
the bad man from Bar-O. He whipped
out his revolver and fired at the school-
boy’s feet.

Slick jumped, just in time, A second
later and the bullet would have
crashed through flesh and hone.

Bang, bang!

“Jump you!l” reared the bad man
from Bar-O.

slick jumped actively. The ruffian
was ‘“‘fanning ” him with bullets, and
slick knew better than to disobey. He
had to save his feet by jumping, and
he jumped quick.

“Now you putting me wise?” roared
Yuba Pete.

“T71 say yep!” gasped Slick, only too
thankful that the rain of bullets had
stopped. .

He led the hobo into the schoolhouse
and into Bill Sampson's room there. It
was evidently the ruffian’s intention to
help himself to anything there was in
the way of cash belfore he hit the trail
again. And there wus no one at Pack-
saddle to stop him, unless—

“That does it!” sald Dick Carr,
between his teeth. *That brute isn’t
going to rob Billl”
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“You figure that youre going to siop
him?” snecred Big Steve.

Dick did not trouble to answer the
bully of Packsaddle. He cut inlo the
bunkhouse, where he kept his lasso.

In the use of the looped rope Dick
had made some progress, but he was
not nearly so skilled yet as the Texan
boys. Stiil, he could handle the rope,
and he was going to try,

Keeping out of sight of the doorway,
Dick Carr clambered up the side of the
wooden porch. The bunch, in the play-
ground, watched him breathlessly.

They spotted his game at once—a
desperate game, yel with a promising
chance of success. On top of the porch
Dick held the looped rope ready. When
the hobo came out again he would
have his chance. .

He would be able to make the cast,
at all events, before Yuba Pete knew
what was coming to him.

On that cast of the rope all de-
pended. He would have no chance for
a second throw if it failed!

1f it failed he would come rolling
down to the “earth with a bullet
through his body, and he knew it.

His face was pale and set, his eyes
gleaming with resolution, as he waited
for the hobo to emerge.

From within the schoolhouse came a
sound of crashing and breaking. Yuba
Pete was smashing open Bill’s private
desk in his office. Bill had left it
locked, and there was no doubt that
there were dollars in it. Yuba Pete,
with a heavy stool in his hand,
smashed the desk to pieces, as the
easiest way of getting it open.

Slick Poindexter watched him
savagely. ~ But he was powerless to
interfere, "

As the desk fell in pieces the grin-
ning ruffian groped in the wreckage.
Bill's various private belongings were
scattered over the floor of the office.
Yuba's greedy clutch closed on a roll of
bills. There were two or three twenties,
a fifty, and a hundred, and Yuba's eyes
gleamed with satisfaction over his
plunder.

»
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.. By the great horned toad!” he
chuckled. “I'll say it was a lucky day
I hit this hyer school! ¥Yep! And then
some!"”

He thrust the roll of bills into a
pocket of his tattered chaps,

“Now I rteckon all I want is a
cayuse,” he remarked. “And I'm men-
tioning that you're going to pick out
the best critter in the corral for me,
you young geck!”

Slick gritted his teeth. The hobo
had struck Packsaddle School on foot.
Had he left on foot there was a very
good chance that he would be run down
and captured and forced to disgorge
his plunder. But if he picked out the
best horse in the school corral and
burned the wind, there was little likeli-
hood of Santanta County ever seeing
him again.

“‘Beat it, you!” he growled to Slick,
and Poindexter went out of the house,
through the por with the ruffian
tramping at his heels,

Slick emerged into the sunlight of
the playground, unaware that a pair
of eyes from the roof of the porch
were watching. =«

After him came the burly hobo,

There was a deep-drawn breath from
the bunch es they watched. Steve Car-
son sneered. Hardly a fellow there
believed that Dick would have the
nerve to carry on, Steve least of all

But he had the nerve—and he did!

As the Stetson, on the frowsy head,
emerged from the porch and Yuba
Pete passed under the waiting, watch-
ing schoolboy, Dick gritted his teeth
and flung the rope.

The open noose settled over the Stet-
son hat and dropped round the bulky
shoulders of the bad man from Bar-O.

Instantly Dick was dragging frantic-
ally on the rope.

There was a roar of rage from Yuba
gete—as the noose tightened round him,

nning his left arm to his side.

But his right arm was free, and his
gun was in his hand. But even as he
Wwhipped it up ‘a flerce jerk on the

rope tumbled him over and he
sprawled on the ground.

He would have been up again in a
moment. But in that moment Dick
Carr leapt down from the roof of the
porch, fairly on him,

The schoolboys’ boots crashed on the
sprawling ruffian, his whole weight
falling on Yuba Pete, knocking the
wind out of him. .

“Great gophers!” gasped Slick.

“Back up!” yelled Dick Carr.

His clenched fist smashed into the
bearded, stubbly face as Yuba Pete
twisted round at him, snarling like a
wolf. He grabbed the ruffian’s gun-
arm and forced it down.

Had Yuba Pete been free of the rope
it would have gone hard with the ten-
derfoot of Packsaddle. But with the
rope gripping him hard, pinning one
arm, the ruffian, powerful as he was,
was at a disadvantage, and his gun was
forced to the ground, It roared, as tje
hobo pulled the trigger, the bullet
skidding along the earth.

Fiercely and savagely, panting with
rage, Yuba Pele wrenched at his arm.
He would have got it free in a few
moments, desperately as Dick’s” grip
on it was. But he was not given those
few moments.

Slick leaped on him like a panther.
His heavy boot crashed on the ruffian's
hand, and the revolver flew from the
numbed fingers.

Mick Kavanagh darted
grakbed it,

Spluttering fury, Yuba Pete heaved
up. His left arm was still pinned by the
rope, but his right gripped Dick Carr
in a bear-like hug.

Crash! came the butt of his owh
revolver on the back of his head.
Crash! it came again. Mick Kavanagh
dealt the blows with all the strength of
a strong arm.

And Yuba Pete, half-stunned, rolled
over helplessly. Then came the bunch
with a rush and a roar.

Hands grasped the writhing ruffian
on all sides. Steve Carson yelled to
Mick :

in and
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“RBurn powder, you gink!
bullet through him!™

“Aw, forget it!” said Mick. “1 guess
we got him.”

“We sure got him dead to rights!”
grinned Poindexter.

wvuba Pete still wriggled. But his
wriggles did not avail him, The bunch
wound the lasso round him and
knotted it, and he lay on the ground,
bound hand end foot!

Slick picked the roll of bills from the
pocket of his chaps.

1 puess Bill will be glad to see this
agin!” he remarked with a grin, and
he carried the roll back into Bill's
office.

vuba Pete was dragged to one of the
timber supports of the porch and tied
to it with the end of the lasso. Leav-
ing him there to wait for Bill's return,
the Packsaddle bunch went grinning off
to chuck.

Dick Carr tapped at the door of
Small Brown’s cabin, A scared squeal
came from within,

“Go away! Oh dear!

Dick chuckled.

“Tt’s all right, Mr, Brown,” he called
out. “We've got the hobo fixed, and
you can come out.”

And he walked away to the chuck-
house for dinner with the bunch. But
apparently it seemed to Small Brown
too good to be true, for he did not
come out. It was a holiday for the
punch till Bill Sampson rode in at the
gate, when the sun was setting over
Squaw Mountain. Then, and not till
then, did Small Brown venture oub.

Put a

Go away!”

CHAPTER 1.
Yuba Pete Hits the Trail!
! ARRY me home to die!” gasped
Bi}lé Sampson.

) e stared at the wrigglin
hobo tied to the porch. gHng
_ ‘The grinning bunch surrounded him.
A dozen voices told him what had
happened during his absence.
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B‘l‘IAnd who roped him?” demanded
ilL
“rhe tenderfoot,” grinned Slick.

Bill looked at Dick Carr.

“Kid,” he said, “T’ll say youre the
goods! Il say that youre all wool
and a yard wide and then a few! byl
tell a man!”

Then his eyes turned
hobo.

“Ontle him!"” said Bill

vuba Pete was untied.

«Hombre!” said Bill in measured

grimly on the

tones. “I guess you allow youre 2 bad
man'! You allow youre some bull-
dozer! I'll mention that I'm going o

make you feel like a small piece left on
the counter! I'm going to put you
wise that you ain't worth a cent, and |
that a Mexican one! Yeou get me?”

And Bill began.

For about three minutes Yuba Pete
stood up to the heaviest and hardest
fists in Santanta County. Then he was
down on the earth, and preferred to
stay there.

Bill gave him & genial nod.

“I guess,” said Bill, “that I'd let
you run with that, but I got to make
you plumb fired of horning into Pack-
saddle?” *

Taking his quirt in his hand, Bill pro-
ceeded to make the hobo plumb tired,
The bunch lodked on, grinning.

Yuba Pete did not grin! He rolled
and roared, and leaped and hopped
and howled! The lashes of the heavy
quirt came down like rain, The hap-
less hobo made 2 wild break for the
gate, After him went Bill, still lashing
with the quirt, putting every ounce of
his beef into it, The gate was shut, but
that did not stop Yuba Pete. He was
yearning for the open spaces now!

He made a wild and frantic leap
over the gate. Crash! came the last
lash of the quirt, as he jumped. 1t rang
like a rifleshot on the hobo’s back.
Over the gate went Yuba Pete, landing
in a yelling leap on the earth outside.

But he did not linger there. He
was up in a twinkling and running.
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Down the trail went the bad man from
Bar-O like a runaway bronco, and he
vanished into the grass of the prairie.

Bill grinned.

“I guess,” he remarked, “that that
guy won't be in no hurry to hit Pack-
saddle agin!”

And it was probable that Bill: was
right.

*‘Mr, Sampson—sir!” squealed Small
Brown.

Bill turned to him.

“Uncork it, Mister Brown!"” he sald.

“I have to report Carr—"

“Hey?"

“Carr, ”for disorder in the school-

e loom——

Bill looked at him.

“Carr, what roped in that bulldozer
while you was playing possum in your
cabin, Mister Brown!” said Bill,
**Carry me home to die!”

Eill took a grip on his quirt.

“@Git!"” he roared.

Small Brown gave him one startled
blink—and “got 1

—

-
CHAPTER 19,
Cinching SHok!
s AY, big boy! Pull in a piece!”
S Dick Carr, the tenderfoot of
Packsaddle School, halted.

He was coming up the school trail
from the cow town when the man in
the buckboard hailed him.

‘The buckboard stood beside the trail,
the horse cropping the grass, the reins
loose on its back. Dick glanced with
some curiosity at the man in it who
had hailed him. He was dressed in
“store " clothes, rare attire in the cow
country of Packsaddle. But the in-
evitable Stetson was on his head—ang
his face under it was hard as iron, his
eyes keen and sharp as a hawk's.
Those eyes fixed on the Packsaddle
schoolboy like gimlets.

“Ill say you b'long to that joint!”
sald the man in the buckboard, with a
Jerk of his thumb towards the school,
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“Right!” answered Dick Carr.

“You Poindexter?”

Dick smiled, and shook his head.

“No. I'm Carr!” he answered.

“ Poindexter around?”

“gSlick Poindexter’s at the school, if
you want to see him,” answered Dick.
“¥You've only to drive up the trail.”

“I guess I ain't horning into that
shebang, bo!” said the man in the
buckboard. “Nope! Not so you'd
notice it, big boy. I've had trouble
with that schoolmaster of yourn, Bill
Sampson, and I'll mention that I ain't

honing to see that guy .again! Not
by a jugful, I ain’t! Mebbe you'll put
young Poindexter wise that I'm

around?”

“I'l tell him, certainly,” said the
tenderfoot of Packsaddle. “What
name shall I tell him?”

“I1 guess if you allow that Mustang
Dave has moseyed along from the
ranch, that’ll work the riffe.”

“Right!”

Dick Carr walked on up the trail, the
man’s keen eyes watching him as he
went, It was not far from the cow
town to the school that was built on
the bluffs overlooking the Rio Frio. The
gate stood wide open, and Dick walked
into the playground, where most of the
Packsaddle bunch were to be seen.
Steve Carson, mounted on his bronco,
was displaying his horsemanship.
Steve was a good rider, though not
quite so good as he believed himself to

. He was making his bronco rear
on its hind legs, till it stood almost
upright, and the bunch stood round
watching him.

“I guess,” remarked Slick Poindexter,
“that that guy will hit Texas, and hiv
it hard, if he don't watch out!”

“You sald ft!” grinned Mick
Kavanagh.

Dick Carr joined the watching crowd.
Steve’s eyes flashed at him for a second.
He swung the rearing horse round, with
the intention of bringing down the saw-
ing forefeet with a terrific crash on
the earth just in front of the tender-
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foct. That, Steve reckoned, would
make the guy from the old country
jump some!

Unfortunately for Big Steve, that
sudden jerk on the rein caused the
rearing bronco to lose his balance. The
horse pitched over on its side, and
Steve was flung from the saddle, land-
ing in the playground with a crash.
Steve gave a fearful yell, It was
echoed by Mick Kavanagh, who caught
a knock from one of the lashing hoofs,
and hopped on one leg, clasping the
other, and roaring. ‘The rest of the
bunch roared, too, with laughter.

“I'll say he’s hit Texas!” chortled
Slick.

‘Ha, ha, ha!”
“Howly Mike!” roared  Mick
Kavanagh, dancing with anguish.

“Sure me laig's broke intoirely, and
so it is!”

“You want to stay clear when Steve’s
cavorting around on a bronc!"” chuckled
Pie Sanders.

Steve Carson lay breathless and
winded on the earth, while the bronco
struggled up. His face was like a
demon's face as he Scrambled to his
feet. He snatched up the quirt he had
dropped, sprang to the bronco, and
grasped the reins. The quirt rose and
fell in savage lashes on the squealing
animal. !

“Aw, can it, Steve, you geck!”
shouted Siick Poindexter. “It sure
wasn't the cayuse’s fault. You was
showing off and took a tumble.”

Lash, lash, lash! the rain of blows
descended, the bronco squealing and
strugeling and rearing. Dick Carr's
cyes flashed.

“Stop that, Carson!” he shouted.

Steve Carson did not heed. Neither
did any of the bunch think of inter-
vening. It was the unbroken law of
the cow country never to come between
a guy and his cayuse. But Dick Carr
was new to the cow country, and if he
imew of that universal law he did not
care a red cent about it. He was not

THE SIX-GUN SCHOOLMASTER!

going to see a horse cruelly beaten for
no fault.

He made a jump at Steve, grabbed
him by the shoulders, and fairly
wrenched him away from the squealing
bronco.

Once more Steve Carson hit Texas,
sprawling at full length. The bronco,
immediately it was released, tore away,
with reins dangling locse. It headed
for the open gateway, with tossing head
and mane, and thundering hoofs, and
went careering out on the prairie.

“I'll say Steve will have to hoof it
some to rope in that critter!” grinned
Slick. -

“Ow, ow!” Mick was still hopping.
“Owl Me laig’s broke intoirely! Ow!®

Steve Carson sat up dizzily. Poker
Parker and Slim Dixon ran to help
him to his feet. i

Dick Carr tapped Slick on the arm.
He kept a wary eye, however, on the
bully of Packsaddle. He had had
plenty of trouble with Big Steve, and
he was ready for more. But Steve did
not approach him. He was bruised and
breathless, and he only gave the tender-
foot a bitter, evil look as he limped
away between his two friends.

“There’s a man on the trail wants to
see you, Slick!” said Dick Carr,

Poindexter stared at him,

“1 guess he can hit the school if he
wants to see me!” he answered.

“He says he’s had frouble with Bill
some time or other. His name's
Mustang Dave.” ’

“Gum!” said Poindexter. “I guess
I want to meet up with Dave if he’s
moseyed along from the ranch! I ain’t
ever heard of him having trouble with
Bill, though. Where is he?”

“0On the school trail, half-way Lo the
town,”

“Oow, ow! Wow!” howled Mick.
“Give me a hand to the bunkhouse,
cain’t you? Can’t you see me laig’s
breke intoirely? You, Slick—"

But Slick was already swinging
towards the gate. Dick Carr ran to
Kavanagh and gave him a helping
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hand to the bunkhouse. There Mick
sat on his bunk, and his damaged leg
was exaimnined., It was not broken, or
anything like it, but there was a bad
bruise that needed attention at once.
Dick Carr lost no time in giving that
black bruise first aid. .

Meanwhile, Slick Poindexter hoofed
it down the school trail. Passing round
a bunch of pecans and posf-oaks he
came in sight of the buckboard, where
the hawk-cyed man sat watching. At
the sight of the schoolboy the man
slipped from the vehicle. Slick stared
at him. He had never seen the man
hefore, and certainly he was not
Mustang Dave, from the Poindexter
Ranch,

“Say, you young Poindexter?” asked
the hawk-eyed man. -

“You said it!” answered Slick.
“Say, you seen a guy around hcre—
—=a 'puncher? I guess——"

. “You gim to meet up with Mustang
Dave?”

“Sure thing!” answered Slick. “I
got o message that he was hanging up
on this hyer trail—”

“I guess,” sald the hawk-eyed man,
“that if you want to see Mustang you
wanht to hit your popper’s ranch, and
that's a long step from hyer, and then
some. I'll mention that I borrowed his
name to get you out of your school, big
boy. © You won't see no Mustang Dave
—but you sure seen Hawk Walker,
that’s me! I'll whisper that you're
going on a leetle paseo with this baby.”

Slick, in blank astomishment, jumped
back as the man leaped at him. The
next moment he was struggling in a
fierce grip.

Slick Poindexter was strong and
husky. But he crumpled in the power-
ful grasp of the kidnapper.

For a full minute he struggled
desperately. Then he was down
breathless, overpowered, and a rope was
knotted round his wrists and another
round his ankles. He lay panting,
staring up at the hawk-face.

Hawk Walker cast a swift glance up

and down the school trail. Theh he
jerked a buffalo robe from the buck-
board and rolled the bound schoolboy
in it, completely concealing him from
sight. BSlick was tossed into the buck-
board like a sack of alfalfa. Hawk
followed him in, gathered up the reins,
cracked the whip and drove away
rapidly, the buckboard jolting and
bumping wildly across the rough prairie.
He grinned as he drove.

At Packsaddle, Tin Tung clanged the
bell for class. But there was one
member of the Packsaddle bunch who
did not turn up in the school-room for
lessons with Small Brown.

CHAPTER 20.
Missing !
w IR—Mr. Sampson——" squealed
Sinall Brown.
“Spill it!’" said Bill.

“*One boy is absent——"

“Who's that geck?”

“ Poindexter!”

The headmaster of Packdaddle School
frowned. He stared over the class and
picked the quirt from his desk.

*I guess,” said Bill, “that you'll hear
Irom young Poindexter, pronte! I guess
youwll hear him yauping when I round
him up with this hyer quirt! Yep!"

And Bill Sampson strode out of the
school-room to round up the truant.
All the bunch were wondering where
Slick was. Mick had been busy with
his bruised leg until the school bell
rang, and had not missed his chum till
the bunch gathered for class in the
school-room. Dick Carr remembered
that Slick had gone down the trail to
see Mustang Dave, but the school bell
could be heard as far as the town, and
Slick could not have failed to hear it.

Bill, quirt in hand, went round the
piayground and looked into the corral
and into the chuckhouse and the bunk-
house. But he saw no sign of Slick,
He' questioned Tin Tung, but the
Chinese cook had not seen him since
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chuck, and Hank, the hired man, had
not seen him at all. Bill's rugged brow
grew grimmer, Bill ruled the Pack-
saddle bunch with a heavy hand—and
a quirt in it! Any guy who was late
for class was apt to be herdeéd in like
a stray steer, with a quirt whacking
round his legs. But Bill did not sight
the truant, and it was soon clear that
Poindexter was not within the timber
fences of Packsaddle School at all

“Jumping painters!” growled Bill,
when he came to that conclusion. “I'll
say that young geck has broken herd;
and I'll say I'll sure hide him a few
when he horns in agin!”

And Bill returned to the school-room,

Class was over at four. Slick had not
come in, and all the bunch were asking
themselves what his game was. Pack-
saddlers often gave a class a miss when
Bill was away; hever when Bill was
around.

“1 guess that guy Slick Is sure asking
for it,” said Mick Kavanagh, as he
limped out—his leg was still painful.
“What the howly Mike is he playing
this fool game for? Bill will hide him
sure!”

“I suppose nothing can have hap-
pened to him?” said Dick Carr.

“What would happen to Slick, you
geck? I guess he's given himself a
holiday, and I allow he will be sorry
for it when he sees Bill agin.”

But Slick did not seem to be in a
hurry to see Bill again. He had not
returned when the sun sank westward
behind Squaw Mountain, Day boys
sorted their broncos out of the corral
to ride homeward. Boarders went into
the chuckhouse for supper.

Dick was getting anxious by that
time. If Slick had given himself a
holiday, he would surely have gone in
the saddle. But his bronco was still in
the corral. No Packsaddle fellow ever
:‘:;t l'f:)o 1;{!1'1:' c;ln foot. In the cow country

I h
breBathed, orses as naturally as they
ill was seen to tramp down to the
gate several times and stare out over
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the school trail. His quirt was under
his arms, But when the bunch were at
supper Bill came tramping into the
chuckhouse.

“Say, youw'uns!” growled Bill. “L
want to know if any guy here’s wise to
what young Poindexter is up to?
Shoot !

No answer.

“ Anybody seen him quit?” demanded
BilL

“Yes,” answered Dick Carr. ‘“He
went down the trail to speak to a man
from his father’s ranch, before school.
I don't know why he hasn't come
back.”

Bill knjtted his brows.

“How'd he know that guy was
there?” he asked. :
“I told him! I passed the man
coming up the trail, after posting Mr.
Brown's letter to Hanson's store,” ex-
plained Dick. “The man gave me his
name as Mustang Dave from the Poin-
dexter Ranch, and he was in a buck-

board.”

“And why didn’t he hit the school
if he aimed to see young Poindexter?”
demanded Bill.

Dick grinned.

“He told me he'd had trouble with
you, and didn't want to see you again,”
he answered.

Bill stared at him,

“What guff you giving me?” he
grunted. “I ain't never met up with
no Mustang Dave from the Poindexter

lay-out! Nope!”

“Well, that’s what he said!”
answered Dick, “And Slick went out
to see him on the trail. He knew the
name.”

“Mebbe his popper sent the buck-
board to tote him home for a piece,
Bill!¥ suggested Mick.

Bill snorted.

"I guess Mister Poindexter wouldn't
tote no guy in this bunch home without
asking leave of his schoolmaster!”

Bill strode out of the chuckhouse
again. There was a worried look on
his rugged, bearded face.
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Dick was worried, too. He followed
the Packsaddle headmaster down to the
gate. The dusk was deepening over
the prairie and the rippling waters of
the Rio Frio. Down the trail lights
were gleaming from the town of Pack-
saddle.

Bill leaned on the gate, staring irito
the thickening dusk. There was a
sudden beat of horse’s hoofs coming up
the trail. Dick heard his headmaster
draw a deep breath of relief.

“I guess thatll be the young guy,”
he heard Bill mutter,

But it was not Slick who rode up in
the shadows.

A horseman drew rein af the gate.
Under his Stetson hat his face was
hidden in the dusk, and his neck scarf
was drawn over the lower part of it.
He drew up with a jingle and a clatter,
and stared at the two faces looking
over the gate,

“Say, youluns, I reckon I
message for the schoolmaster!™
called out.

“I'll mention that I'm the school-
master,” grunted Bill. *Shoot!"”

“You Bill Sampson?”

“Sure!l”

“I guess you'll have heard of Hawk
Walker?”

Bill stared.

"I've heard of tha,t doggoned fire-
bug,” he answered, “and if I ever
meet up with him in Santanta County
I'll sure hide him with my quirt a few!”

“I'll say he's sent you this here billy-
doo,” said the horseman, with a laugh,
and he tossed a letter over the gate,
put his spurs to his horse, and dashed
away at a gallop. Bill stared after
him blankly as the crashing hoofbeats
died away in the falling night.

got a
he

CHAPTER 21.
Steve Asks for It!

ICK CARR picked up the letter
which had fallen to the ground
inside the gate. He handed it

to Bill, who turned to him after a long
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stare at the vanishing rider. Bill
took the letter, blinking at it. There

was o glitter in his eyes under his
knitted brows, and his hand dropped
for a moment on the butt of his six-
gun. The name of Hawk Walker was
strange to Dick, but it was easy for him
to see that it was quite familiar to his
headmaster. Bill gritted his teeth.

“By the great horned toad!” he mut-
tered. “I guess that guy was Hawk
hisself; he allers works alone, so they
say. .irtzmplng painters, if I'd knowed
it—

It was too dark to read the letter at
the gate. Bill tramped away to the
schoolhouse, where kerosene lamps
burned. He signed teo Dick Carr to
follow him.

The tenderfoot trailed after Bill into
his office. He was feeling uneasy and
alarmed. Somehow he guessed that
Bill saw some connection between the
missing Slick and the letter from Hawk
Walker. What the connection could
be was a mystery to the tenderfoot of
Packsaddle. The schoolnmaster’s face
was dark and fierce.

He grabbed open the envelope and
jerked out the folded sheet of coarse
paper within, It was written on in
pencil.  Bill blinked at it in the light
of the kerosene lamp hanging in the
room, and then handed it to Dick Carr.

“Spill it!" he grunted. Schoolmaster
as he was, Bill found difficulties in
reading anything but print. Bill had
been raised as a cowpuncher,
education was not his long suit.

Dick’s face paled as he read the letter
aloud. It was sfartling and amazing
to the schoolboy from the Old Country.
Dick had heard that in the United
States kidnapping was & regular busi-
ness carried on by gangsters. But no
sample of it had hitherto come his way,
and he had never even heard of Hawk
Walker, and did not know that that
hombre's name was famous all over the
West for his kidnapping stunts.

The letier ran:

and
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“Run up & rag on your flagpole when
youre ready to pony up five hundred
dollars for young Poindexter. I guess
his popper will stand for it. Put it
through pronto. I ain’t feeding no
boarders.”

“HAWK WALKER.”

Bill Sampson’s face was a picture of
anxiety and fury as Dick read out the
kidnapper’s letter.

The meaning of it was clear enough,
though the tenderfoot could hardly
believe it. The school flagpole could be
seen for miles over the rolling prairie,
and a “rag” run up to the summit was
to be the signal that the ransom would
be paid. The last line gave Dick a
thrill of incredulous horror, It meant
that the prisoner in the kidnappers
hands would starve to death if the
ransom was not paid.

Was it possible?

One look at Bill’s face showed that it
was not only possible, but certain. Dick
shuddered. There was silence for a
long minute, and then Bill spoke in a
hoarse voice.

“You young geck! What was that
guy like what fooled you into sending
young Poindexter out to be cinched?”

In a faltering tone Dick gave & de-
scription of the hard-faced man in ths
buckboard. Bill listened attentively and
nodded.

“Yep! I guess that was Hawk!™ he
said. “You were & bone-headed young
geck—but sure Poindexter was the
same. I guess he picked on Stick be-
cause his popper’s got a ranch and can
stand for the dollars. Carry me home
to die! If I'd knowed that Hawk was
in Santanta County, or in Texas at
all— Bill gripped the butt of his
six-gun almost convulsively. “By the
greal horned toad, I'll sure hit that
guy's trail and make it last sickness
for him! Gitl1”

Dick laid the letter
Joft tha LKoo on the table and

His face was white, his heart hegvy
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as lead, as he went to the bunkhouse,
where the bunch were now going in to

bed.
He knew now how he had been
tricked, Hawk had been watching the

school trail for Poindexter. All un-
wiltingly Dick had sent his friend into
the hands of an enemy.

“Say, what's biting you?” asked Mick
Kavanagh, as Dick came into the bunk-
house.  All the bunch stared at his
white, harassed face.

“8lick——"" faltered Carr. “‘A villain
called Hawk Walker has got him! You
ever heard of Hawk Walker?”

There was & buzz in the bunkhouse.
Every fellow in the bunch, it was plain,
had heard of the notorious kidnapper.

“Hawk Walker!” yelled Steve Car-
son. “Great gophers! How’d he get
hold of Slick?” '

“How'd he work
claimed Mick.

“Thet man on the trall,” faltered
Dick Carr. “He used the name of a
man on the Poindexter Ranch to get
Slick out, and I—I brought in his
message——"

Steve burst into a loud laugh,

“¥ou handed Slick over 40 Hawk
Walker? Say, what did he give you for
helping him cinch Slick?”

Dick stared at the bully of Pack-
saddle, his face flaming. He blamed
himself for having been made use of by
the kidnapper; but, after all, the pre-
tended Mustang Dave might have sent
in such a message by any other fellow
in the bunch who had happened to be
passing on the trail. Unless a fellow
knew the gangster by sight he would
not have been on his guard. It was
easy to be wise after the event. But
Steve was hinting very plainly that
Dick had known what he was sending
Poindexter into.

“Aw, can it, you Carson!” snapped
Mick. “The tenderfoot never knowed
Hawk—"

Steve laughed again maliclously,

“I guess I wouldn't have taken ng

the riffle?” ex-
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such message for a guy I'd never seen
afore!” he sald derisively. “Mebbe
Carr didn't know Hawk—and mcbbe he
did! His picture’s been in the papers
a heap of times.”

“I'd never even heard of him!”
shouted Dick. “How was I to know?”

*Spill that to Bill!"” grinned Carson.
“Bill may lap it up. He sure is a
bonehead. But it ain’t no use to me.”
Steve looked round at the staring, ex-
cited bunch. “ You 'uns, I'm saying that
that guy's handed Slick over to Hawk
Walker, and I'm saying that he never
did it for nix! Il say he's got dollars
in his rags that Hawk handed him for
working the riffle.”

With blazing eyes Dick Carr rushed
at the bully of Packsaddle. He fairly
ig?ged cn him, hitting out right and

There was a jowl from Steve as he
staggered under the fierce blows. He
rallied swiftly and gave blow for blow.
Pighting furiously, they tramped to and
fro in the bunkhouse till a fierce upper-
cut sent the bully of Packsaddle crash-
ing to the floor.

He lay panting, glaring up at the
tenderfoot with deadly rage in his
gleaming eyes. Dick stood over him
with clenched fists.

“You cur!” he shouted. *“YouTe
lying—and you know youTre Ilying.
vouwll take it back, or I'll thrash you till
you can't crawll”

“you sold Slick to Hawk Walker!"”
panted Steve. - “I'll tell all Texas that
you sold Slick to Hawk Walker, you—
you—" ’

“Can ii!” roared a bull-voice in the
doorway. Bill Sampson strode in,
“Why ain’t you young gecks in your
bunks—hey? ¥You honing for the quirt,
you pesky young piccans?” -

“That rotter says ? panted Dick
Carr.

“aAnd I say it agin!” yelled Steve,
staggering to his feet, “I say that
pizen coyote sold Slick to the kidnap-
ning guy—he knowed what he was
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doing when he sent Slick cut to be
cinched by Hawk Walker——"

Dick sprang at him, red with rage.
But Bill Sampson’s iron grip on his
shoulder swung him back.

“ Forget it, you!” snapped Bill.

Dick struggled furiously in his grasp.

“Y'll drive his les back down his
throat!” he shouted. “Let me go!
Let me go, I tell you—"

Bill's grasp tightened. His bearded
face was gri The bunch looked on
breathless. Hardly a fellow believed a
word -of Steve's wild accusation.

Carson stood wiping the dripping
blood from his nose. Dick Carr
wrenched at Bill's grasp, but he
wrenched in vain. He was an infant
in the hands of the herculean school-
master of Packsaddle. Steve lifted a
hand, crimsoned from his streaming
nose, and pointed at the tenderfoot.

“I say he sold Slick—" he roared.

“Can it, you!” hooted Bill. *You
shoot off your mouth too much, you
Carson! You, Carr, you allow you
never knowed it was Hawk Wdlker—"

“«Of course I never knew!” shouted
Dick passionately. “Are you fool
enough to believe a word of that lying
cur's?”

“1 guess,” said Bill grimly, “that I
ain't standing for being called no fancy
names, young Carr! I guess you want
to turn in, and turn in quick, and put
a cinch on your yaup-trap!”

He picked up the tenderfoot from
the floor and tossed him bodily on his
bunk. Dick bumped there, gasping.

“Now, you 'uns, turn in!” snapped
Bill. ‘“Any more trouble in this hyer
shebang, and I'm wading in with the
guirt. I dont believe nothing agin the
tenderfoot, young Carson, except that
he's the world’s prize boob, what we've
always knowed ever since he hit Pack-
saddle. Pack it up, and turn in.”

The bunch, in silence, turned in.
Bill was in a grim mood, and nobody
wanted the quirt. But it was long
before the Packsaddle bunch slept that
nizht,



CHAPTER 21
Proved Up!
ICK CARR'S face was pale and
D troubled in the morning.

He was deeply concerned for
the missing Slick, in the ruthless hands
of a professional kidnapper. He
blamed himself for the part he had
unconsciously played, and he saw that
all the bunch blamed him. But Steve's
wild accusation hit him hardest. He
could not think that any fellow in the

bunch believed it—not even his enemy h

fiimself. But it hit him hard. He had
lain awake half the night—not till after
midnight had he fallen into a decp
sleep, from which the clang of the bell
awakened him in the dawn.

In the chuckhouse at breakfast,
Steve and his friends, Slim and Poker,
gave him sneering looks. Other fellows
eved him dublously, as if they were
wondering whether there could be any-
thing in it. Mick Kavanagh made it
quite clear that he did not doubt his
friend. Some of the others followed his
example, But Dick was worried and
miserable.

Small Brown, in the playground,
plinked ot him suspiciously through his
horn-rimmed spectacles. Small Brown
did not like him, and evidently he had
heard of Steve’s talk. Dick gave him
a fierce glare in return for his sus-
picious blink, which brought an angry
flush to Mr. Brown's face.

That morning Bill Sampson mounted
his bronco to ride down to Packsaddle
town and take Hawk's letter to Mar-
shal Lick. Whether he entertained the
idea of paying the ransom or not, Dick
and Mick could not tell. So far, at
all events, no signal had been run up
to the top of the flagpole to meet
watching eyes on the prairie.

“Bill ain't the hombre to stand for
it!” said Mick, as the bunch went into
the school-room. ‘‘He's as mad as a
hornet. T’ tell a man he'd shoot Hawi
on sight if he spotted him. He ain't
weighing out no five hundred bucks.”

“But Slick- =" said Dick Carr
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miserably. “That villain has got him,
and he threatens to starve him——"

“1 guess he means every word, too!”
said Mick. “Hawk's game iIs pretty
well known—he's run the kidnapping
stunt for years, and he’s always got by
with it. A guy's folks always pony up,
sooner'n let a guy pass in his checks
for want of eais! Tl say he's some
bulldozer, is Hawk!”

“ But where——" muttered Dick. “If
a fello.gv could find out where he was

A
“I guess that buckboard hit the high
spots quick! He ain’t nowhere around
Packsadale, sure! I rveckon they’ll
have to squeeze out them bucks If we're
going to see Slick alive agin!”

“Stop talking in class!” snapped
Small Brown. “Carr, be quiet at
once!”

Dick gave him a black look, and said
no more. Steve, Poker, and Slim were .
talking, but Small Brown tfook no
notice of them. Steve was rather his
favourite, chiefly because he was afrald
of the reckless bully of Packsaddle.

The bunch did not give Small Brown
the usual trouble in Bill's absence. The
kidnapping of Slick filled all thoughts.

Steve Carson's voice came to Dick's
ears, bringing a flash of rage to his
eyes. Steve's iden seemed to be that if
he threw enough mud, some of it would
stick. He was asking Poker Parker
how much he reckoned Hawk had
handed the tenderfoot to betray Slick
into his hands.

Dick Carr jumped to his feet. In
school or out of school, he was not
standing for that!

“git down, Carr!” squealed Small
Brown.

Unheeding the teacher, Dick Lramped
through the class, his gleaming eyes
fixed on Big Steve. Small Brown
whisked between them.

“gtand back, Carr! Do you hear
me?” he squealed. *How dare youl”

“Pp you think I'm going to let him
get away with his lies!” roared Dick
Carr. “You shut him up, Mr. Brown,
or T'll shut him up fast enoughl”
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“ Be silent, Carr—"

«Aw, let him chew the rag!” sneered
Steve. “TI1l tell a man that he sold
Slick, and I guess it'd be proved up
on him, too, if you went through his
rags. How much did that all-fired
pbulldozer give you, Carr?”’

Dick gave Small Brown a shove,
pushing him out of the way. Small
Brown staggered against a desk.

“You—you young rascall” squealed
Mr. Brown. He grabbed Dick by the
arm. “Go to your place at once! I
shall report you to Mr, Sampson! I
he were here now, I would ask him to
have you searched.”

«Searched!” panted Dick. ‘“Do you
think I'm afraid to be searched, you
fool?” . .

Small Brown’s watery eyes glittered
through his spectacles. Gladly he
would have picked up a quirt and
handled the angry and rebellious ten-
derfoot after Bill's fagshion. But Dick
Carr looked ready to knocls him spin-
ning across the school-room.

“gSearch him!” grinned Steve: *He
never handed Slick over for nix, I
reckon. T'll say that Hawk stood him
at least ten bucks.”

“Aw, can it, you gink!” growled
Mick Kavanagh. “I'1l sure eat all the
bucks that Carr has got about him. His
popper ain't a poker sharp like yourn,
and he ain’t got no bucks-in his rags.”

“ypye g dollar bill and a quarter in
my pocket!” snapped Dick Carr. “But
nobody’s going to search me. I'm not
standing for that.”

Steve gave a derisive laugh, ;

« And he allows he ain't afraid to be
searched,” he grinned. ‘*But nobody's
going to search him. I guess that’s no
use to this bunch.”

Small Brown set his lips.

«1 ghall search you, Carr!”-he said
viciously. “If you refuse to be
searched, I shall have no doubt——"

“You won't!” said Dick savagely.
“Lay @ finger on me, and I'll knock
you across the rcom!”

“Dick, old-timer,” urged Mick, “you
better prove it up to the bunch.”
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‘Neverl”

“T guess that lets him out,” grinned
Steve. “Give him till Bill horns in,
and I guess he'il hide the durocks.”

Dick leaped at him, with blazing eyes.
Small Brown gave a yell.

“Seize him! Carson, Parker, Dixon,
Sanders—all of you! Seize that boy!
I insist on searching him, and if money
is found on him—-=" -

Five or six pairs of hands were laid
on Diek Carr at once. Mick made a
movement to go to his aid, but he
stopped. He could understand Dick’s
passionate resentment of a search of
his pockets, but he figured that it was
the best thing for the tenderfoot to
prove that he had no more money than
usual in his possession.

Dick struggled fiercely, but helplessly.

Steve Carson gripped one arm, Poker
Parker the other, Slim Dixon and Pie
Sanders had a grip on him. In =0
many strong hands he was powerless.

“ Aw, keep cool, you big stiff!” said
Pie. “Ain’t this going to prove that
Steve's jest blowing off his mouth, you
geck?”

“Hpld him!” gasped Small Brown.
“Hold himl”

Not till he was sure that the enraged
tenderfoot was safely held did Mr,
Brown approach him to make the
search. At that moment, in his angry
annoyance, Small Brown certainly
would hot have been displeased to find
the tenderfoot of Packsaddle guilty.

Dick stood panting in the grasp of
four hefty fellows. Small Brown turned
out his pockets. :

“What—what—what is this?” he
squealed. )

He held up a ten-dollar bill, which
he had hooked out of a pocket of Dick
Carr’s shirt.

All eyes were fized on it,

Dick Carr stared at it blankly,
amazed. Hardly more than once since
he had been in Texas had he possessed
as much as ten dollars at one time.
Ha knew that he dld not possess it
now. Yet Small Brown had taken &
ten~dollar bill from his pocket, and was
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polding it up for all the Packsaddle
punch to see. Dick could only gaze at
it dizzilv. How had he come to over-
took that ten-dollar bill? :

4 Howly Mike!” gasped Mick Kava-
nagh. His eyes almost popped from
his head. “You goldarned geck, you
allowed you had only & dcller'n & quar-
ter! TH tell a man that’s ton bucks!”

Small Brown blinked at the tender-
foot i1  genuine disgust and scorn.
There was & deep murmur from the
bunch. Mo B ol .

“Carr, where did you get this
money?" 5

Dick stammered.

1.1 don't know; I—I never knew
I had it. I—I suppose I—I must have
forgotten it.” His volce trailed away.
Even as he spoke he knew how lame
it sounded. : '

The schoolboys released hint. They
steppad away from him with dark and
contemptuous looks, Only Steve Car-
son grinned. His aceysation, wild as it
had seemed, was proved now—proved
up to the hilt. Every fellow in the
Packsaddle bunch knew that Dick Carr
nad not had tgn dollars of his owi.
It was as much as his pocket-money
for o score of weeks. Where had the
tenderioot cinched that ten-dollar bill?

There was only one answer to the
guestion in the minds of the Packsaddle
punch. Even Mick drew away from
him,

«1—1 never—"' stammered Dick.

Steve's mocking laugh interrupted
him.

“y guess I allowed he never sold
Slick for nix,” he said.

Dick gazed almost wildly at his
accuser. He gazed round at the faces
of the bunch--all accusing now.

“Mick!” he panted.

«Aw, can it!? muttered Mick.
“Where'd you get them ten bucks, if it |
wasn't from Hawk for helping him
cinch Slick, you doggoned coyote?”

«T ghall keep this ten-dollar bill till
Mr. Sampson returns!” squealed Small
Brown. “I shall tell him——"

“1 Lell you-—" panted Dick Carr.
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Steve interrupted him again.

“Say, I guess we ain’t standing for
having that coyote in this bunch!” he’
shouted. “I guess we're going to ride
him on a rail out of Packsaddle.” -

“Boys!” squealed Small Brown.

But Small Brown was unheeded. Led
by Steve, the whole bunch rushed on
Dick Carr, and in the midst of an
angry, shouting mob the tenderfoot of
Packsaddle was whirled out of the
school-room,

—

CHAPTER 23.
The Cave on Sguaw Mountaine!

L OU, Poindexter!”

! Slick started out of slumbei,

sat up, and rubbed his eyes.

. For the moment he had forgotien
what had happened and where he was,
and he expected to find himself in the
punkhouse at Packseddle School, with
his pals, Dick Carr and Mic! Kavanagh,
in the next bunks.

But as he blinked round at the
rugged rocky walls of the cavern in
which he lay, he remembered.

He was far from the cow-town school
nOW.

He remembered the drive in the
buckboard over miles and miles of
rugged prairie. Then a long tramp on
foot by the loneliest paths in the rocky
wilderness of Squaw Mountain., Therf
the cave, in which he had fallen asleep,
rolled in the buffalo robe, with the mur-
mur of running water in his ears.

Bright sunlight gleamed in his eyes
as he sat up and rubbed them. It i
streamed in through the narrow open-
ing of the cave, hardly morc than a
yard wide, .

Farther. in, the cave extended wider,
deep in the massive mountain, At the
extremity flowed - the underground
stream, issuing from one side of the
cave, disappearing again on the other,

Across the sunlit opening fell the
shadow of & man in store clothes and a
stetson hat. He grinned at the school-
boy sitting upon the buffalo robe.
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In ths midst of the wild crowd was Dick Carr, the tenderfoot of Packeaddle.

He was sitting on a rail, clinging wildly to It to save a fall, and the bunch

wora pelting him with eticks and stones. ‘‘ Jumping painters |'" gasped
Bill Sampson, the headmaster, arriving suddenly on the soens.
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“Say, you sure been snoozing some!”
said Hawk Walker. .

. Slick Poindexter rose slowly to his
eet. ’

“you doggoned lobo-wolf!"” he said
between his teeth, his eyes gleaming at
the kidnapper. “If I had a gai in my
grip there’'d sure be one less coyote in
Texas—meaning you!”

“You said it!” grinned Hawk.

Slick watched him, calculating his
chances. The opening of the cave had
been closed by a big rock, now rolled
aside. Slick had tried his strength on
that rock before going to sleep the pre-
vious night. But it had been securely
wedged outside, and he had not shifted
it an inch. Now the way was open—if
he had a chance of handling the
gangster.

Hawlk, reading the thought in his
face, chuckled. ’

“Forget it, big boy!” he said. “You'd
sure get hurt! I ain't left you roped
up—I'm a king-hearted guy, I am—
but I'll sure rope you up agin if you
hand over frouble.” o

Slick did not answer. He stood
breathing hard, watching the Kid-
napper. At Packsaddle School the
punch would be at breakfast now in
the chuckhouse; but there was no sign
of “eats " for the prisoner in the cave
high up the rugged slopes of Sguaw
Mountain.

“I guess you're safer here, big boy,”
went on Hawk. “I hid once in this
hyer cave when the Rangers was on
my trail. Il say it's a safe spot. You
figure that your schoolmaster, Bill
Sampson, will trail you here?”

He chuckled again.

“I've sure put Misler Sampson wise,”
he went on. “He knows-that it will cost
five hundred dollars to get you back.
T've mentioned to him that I ain't feed-
ing no boarders. You get me?”

. *¥ou doggoned plecan!” said Slick.
“If they get you theyll string you up
on the nearest tree.”

“Bure!” assented Hawk, “But they
got 8 long row tc hoe afore they put a
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cinch on this baby. Ain't I run this
game for years, and ain't I always got
by with it?”

Slick knew that only too well. As a
professional kidnapper, Hawk Walker
was a famous man. That strange trade,
peculiar to the United States, had been
carried on successfully for years by the
hard-faced man now lounging in the
cave mouth and grinning at Slick,

In nearly every State of the Union
Hawk Walker was a hunted man, but
he had never heen roped in yet. He
had kidnapped in every state from
New York to California. It suited
Hawk to change his scéne of opera-
tions constantly. He had last keen
heard of in Nebraska. Now he was
getting busy in Texas.

“I guess I got posted afore I cinched
vou, bo!” he went on. “Your popper
ain't no doggoned milllonaire, but I
guess he can stand for five hundred
bucks. I reckon your schoolmaster will
put him wise, and he sure will pony
up. I say I'm sorry for you if he
burns time. You get plenty to drink.”
He waved a mocking hand towards the
underground stream at the back of the
cave, “But there ain't no eats in this
hyer boarding-house. Nope!"”

“If a guy had a gun!” sighed Slick.

“I guess your schoolmaster, Mister
Sampson, has taught you to wrile%’
asked Hawk,

“Bill Sampson don't teach us no-
thing, you geck! Mister Brown is the
teacher at Packsaddle!” growled Slick.

“0Q.K. If you can put a fist to paper
you want to write a note to your popper
telling him to get a move on. I'll sure
see that he gets it.”

Slick set his teeth, .

“Write nothing!” he snapped.

“you don't get no chuck hyer!” said
Hawk warningly. “I'll say youll he
ready to chew boots by sundown.”

“7’ll chew my boots before I let you
touch my - popper for five hundred
bucks!” retorted Slick. “You pesky
piecan, you wouldn't have cinched me
so easy if I'd knowed you was around.
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You gave Carr a message that Mustang
Dave, from popper's ranch, was wait-
ing by the trail to see me, you dog-
goned, lying, thieving lobo-wolf. If I'd
knowed it was you I'd sure have bor-
rowed Bill Sampson’s gun when I came
out of school. Now, get on with it, you
geck! If I write a word to my popper
it will be to tell him not to pony up &
single buck to a bulldozer of your heft.”

“Chew it over!” grinned Hawk, *“I
reckon you'll sing a different tune next
time I see you. You'll sure -be want-
‘ing chuck! So-long, big boy, and chew
it over.”

The kidnapper steppéd back from
the narrow entrance of the cave, and
laid his hands on the big rock to roll
it into the opening.

Like an arrow from a bow Slick's

sprang.

He had little chance, and he knew it;
pbut if he had a chance at all, it was
before the heavy rock shut him in
again. He came at the kidnapper like
a panther.

Wwary as he was, Hawk was startled
by that sudden spring. He reeled back
from the rock, with Slick's desperate
grip on him, and sprawled on the rough
ground. He gave a savage yelp as he
struck the earth.

But at the same moment his fierce
grasp closed on the schoolboy. Slick
Poindexter wrenched desperately, but
in vain,

For a long minute they rolled and
struggled on the ground, Slick striving
fiercely to break away, the kidnapper
to hold him, But the man was stronger
than the boy. He staggered to his feet
at last, with Slick struggling savagely
in his hands.

“Doggone you!” panted Hawk.

He swung the schoolboy in his arms
and hurled himself headlong into the
cave. Slick Poindexter sprawled along
the rugeged, rucky floor. As he lay dizzy,
half-stunned by the crash, the panting
gangster rolled the big reck into place,
shutting out the sunlight. With &
heavy thud it jammed home, and Slick
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heard the wedges of rock jammed
under it without,

Slick staggered fto his feet, He
hurled himself at the rock, but it was
immovable. Deep dusk was in the cave
now, only a stray gleam or two of sun-
light penetrating through crevices at
the opening. On the rugged hillside
sounded retreating footsteps, then the
clatter of a horse's hoofs,

The kidnapper was gone.

“Gum!” gasped Slick Poindexter,
“This sure cinches mel”

CHAPTER 24.
Ridden on a Rail!

ILL SAMPSON stared.
B The Packsaddle schoolmaster;
with a black brow, came up
the school trail from the cow town,
clattering on his bronco.

Bill was in a savage mood that
morning.

He had been down to Packsaddle to
put Marshal Lick wise that Hawk
Walker, the kidnapper,was getting busy
in the Frio valley, and had cinched a
guy belonging to the Packsaddle bunch.

But he had little hope that the town
marshal of Packsaddle would be able
to help. Mr. Lick was ready to shoot
Hawk Walker at sight, or to string him
up on a limb of a cottonwood. But
where was he going to look for the
kidnapper? Bill knew only too well
how little chance there was of Hawk
being roped in by the marshal’s outfit.

Riding back from the cow town up
the school trail, Bill scowled savagely
at the sunlit prairie. Every now and
then he gripped the butt of his six-
gun. Bl would have given a year's
salary as schoolmaster of Packsaddle
to draw a bead on Hawk Walker,

In that frame of mind Bill was in
no mood for trouble from the bunch.
But as he approached the school gate
he heard a roar-of excited voices from
the playground. y ﬁ
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Bill gave a snort of fury.

It was lesson-lime, and the bunch
should have been in the school-room
with Small Brown, the teacher. Very
often they kicked over the traces when
Bill was absent. The Packsaddle bunch
needed a strong hand. Now they
seemed to be making whoopee on an
mnusual scale. With Slick Poindexter
in the hands of a ruthless kidnapper, it
was no time for whoopee. Bill's eyes
blazed.

“Carry me home to die!” he ejacu-
Iated. “If I don’t make them young
gecks squirm & few, I've sure forgot
how to handle a quirt.”

‘There was a roar from the play-
ground, and Bill stared blankly at a
mob that came surging out of the gate-
way. He reined in his bronco.

“Jumping painters!” gasped Bill.

In the midst of the wild crowd was
Dick Carr, the tenderfoot of Pack-
saddle. He was sitting on a rail, cling-
ing wildly to it to save a fall, and the
bunch were pelting him with sticks and
stones.

The long rail was supported on the
shoulders of Poker Parker and Steve
Carson, the biggest fellow at Pack-
saddle School.

Bill just blinked.

“Riding on a rail ” was no new sight
to his eyes. Guys who were not wanted
in a town were often ridden on a rail
out of town. Bill had more than once
lent a hand himself at riding some
bullwhacker or desert rat out of Pack-
saddle on a rail,

But no fellow in the Packsaddle
bunch had ever been ridden on a rail—
till now! Now Dick Carr was riding
the rail!

“Howling coyotes!” stuttered Bill
He sat in the saddle and stared.

Nearly all the bunch were in the
mob. Small Brown was not to be seen.
" He had no more chance of controlling
the excited bunch than of herding a
bunch of steers in a stampede. Round
the tenderfoot of Packsaddle the mob
of Texas schoolboys surged and
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shouted. Only Mick Kavanagh stood
clear—but he was not lending his
friend a hand.

Dick Carr’s face was white with rage.
He was shouting, but his voice was lost
in the roar of the angry mob of school-
boys. He clung desperately to the rail,
high in the air.

Utterly astounded at the sight, Bill
Sampson stared. He was aware that
Steve Carson was the tenderfoot’s
enemy, and Steve was generally backed
up by his pals, Poker Parker and Slim
Dixon. But the tenderfoot had been
liked by most of the bunch—and Slick
and Mick had been his firm friends.
What had caused the whole bunch to
turn_on him like this was mystifying tc
the Packsaddle schoolmaster.

“Ride him out!” yelled Slim.

“Bay, there’s Billl” exclaimed Pie
Sanders, catching sight of the brawny
figure of the headmaster sitting his
horse on the trail,

“Bill nothing!” snapped Steve.
“Ride that pesky piecan out! He ain't
wanted at Packsaddle nohow!”

“I tell you—" shrieked Dick Carr,

“Can it!” roared Poker Parker.

“Ride him out!”

The mob surged on, out on the trail.
Bill Sampson was still staring blankly.
Now, however, he woke up, as it were,
and slid from the saddle, gripping his
quirt in his hand.

“Say,” roared Bill,
game?”’

Without waiting for an answer to the
question, Bill waded in with the quirt.
Right and left he laid it on the Pack-
saddlers. g

The rail slipped from Steve and his
friends as they dodged the lashes of
the cow whip. It crashed on the earth,
and Dick Carr crashed with it.

Breathless, the tenderfoot of Pack-
saddle sprawled, panting. Round him,
the bunch roared and yelled as Bill got
busy. There was & wild rush back intc
tae playground.

After the scattering bunch rushed
Eill, still laying it on.

“what's this
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“Beat it!"” roared Bill. “You hit
the school-room, and hit it quick! Il
say I1l herd you home, you pesky
young gecks! Yep! You beat it,
pronto!”

The bunch were beating it as hard as
they could. They headed for the porch
of the schoolhouse in a wild rush, Bill
pehind lashing with the quirt, herding
them in like steers.

Small Brown stood in the porch
goggling out at the scene through his
horn-rimmed spectacles. He jumped
away 8s the bunch came streaming in
—but he did not jump quick enough.

Steve Carson crashed into him, and
he staggered—Slim Dixon and Poker
Parker rushed him over, and he fell!
Pie Sanders stepped on his chest,
Domingo Dugue on his neck, Mick
Kavanagh on his legs. They had no
time to go round Mr. Brown, with Bill
behind,

.Fearful howls and squeals came from
the hapless Mr. Brown as he was
trodden pn.

The bunch passed over him and
rushed into the schoolroom. Small
Brown sat up, spluttering. He clutched
his' spectacles with one hand and
dabbed a damaged nose with the other,
He howled and squealed. Bill, halting
in the porch as the bunch bolted into
the school-room, roared to him:

“8ay, you, Brown! You want to
look after that bunch! I'm telling
you!”

“Urrrrggh!” gurgled Small Brown.
“Yrrgh! I—I—ooogh £t

'1'1 Git on your hind Iaigs!” roared
Bill.

“Urrgh! I—I have been tut-tut-
trodden on! Urrrggh!”

Bill stooped to give Mr. Brown a
hand up. He grabbed him by his
skinny neck, and set him up like a
ninepin. Small Brown stood tottering.

Bill stepped out of the porch again
and fixed a glare on Dick Carr. The
tenderfoot had come back into the
playground from the trail. But he did
Eé)]j:l selem to be intending to come in to
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“Say you!” roared Bill. “Hop it
lively!”

“T'm not coming in!"” panted Dick.
«I—I—whoooop!” he roared, and
jumped as the quirt rang round his
legs.

“Beat it!” roared Bill.

And Dick Carr beat it, dodging into
the school-room, with Bill tramping in
after him,

CHAPTER 25.
Condemned by the Bunchl
ICK CARR stood by his desk,
panting for breath. He had
not sat down—neither had any
other fellow in the bunch. Small
Brown squealed breathlessly to the
boys to take their places, but never had
Small Brown been so totally dis-
regarded. i i

Even Bill, as he stood surveying the
punch with grim blows and gleaming
eyes, did not inspire the same awe as
usudl. The Packsaddle bunch were in
an excited and wrathful temper, almost
ready to turn even on the cowpuncher
headmaster. It was easy for Bill to
see that something unusual had hap-
pened in his absence that moming.
The bunch were always rough and
tough, but he had never known them
in this mocd before, Grimmer grew
his rugged brow as he glared at the
angry and rebellious faces before him.

“Now, I.guess I want to know!”
barked Bill. “Mr. Brown—"

Small Brown pointed to Dick Carr.

“Carr—" he began.

«7 guess I found them riding that
young guy out of school on a rail. I
want to know!” hooted Bill.

«and I sure tell you!"” shouted
Steve Carson. “That pesky coyote
Carr put Slick into the hands of that
lobo-wolf Hawk Walker yesterday, and
we've sure got wise to it!”

“It's a lie!” panted Dick Carr.

“It's the frozen truth, and I guess
the whole bunch knows 1t!"” shouted
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Poker Parker, “We aln’t standing for
gs;.lwiilr,)g that coyote in this bunch,

“Not by a jugful!” yelled Pie
Sanders. " We was riding him out on
a rail when you horned in, Bill, ang I'll
tell a man we'll ride him out again.”

“¥You said it, Pie!” shouted Slim
Dixon.

Bill waved an angry hand for
silence.

. “Pack it up!” he roared. ‘‘Ain't
you young gecks letting your school-
master spill a pesky word? What you
got agin young Carr? I know that he
brought in a message from that lobo-
wolf Hawk, and young Slick went out
thinking it was Mustang Dave from his
popper's ranch. But he never knowed
that—-"

“That’s all you savvy, Bill!” jeered
Big Steve. “Didn’t I say from the
first that he knowed, and that Hawk
paid him (0 put Slick into his hands?”

“You did, Steve!” shouted Poker.

“And you was right!” exclaimed
Pie,

“Can it!"” roared Bill. “It was jest
the ornery thing that young Carson
would say, and I don’t glve a conti-
nental red cent for it! Young Carr
never knowed it was Hawk—-"

“I'll say he did, and that Hawk paid
him to work the riffie!” shouted Steve.
“Mister Brown sure found the dust on
him.”

Bill jumped.

“What's that you're giving me?” he
asked. It was clear to Bill Sampson
that something must have transpired
to turn the whole bunch against the
tenderfoot. But he had never looked
for this.

“It is {rue, Mr. Sampson sirl”
squeaked Small Brown. “In view of
the suspicion of Carr, I searched him
in this school-room, and found a ten-
dollar bill on him! Here it is!”

Small Brown held up a ten-dollar bill,
The schoolmaster of Packsaddle stared
at it stupefied.

. He took it from the teacher's hand.
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He scanned it in a deep silence. The
bunch were quiet now. They wanted
Bill to see how matters stood. Slowly
the headmaster of Packsaddle turned
the ten-dollar bill over in his hands,
examining it. He flxed his cyes on
Dick Carr at last, and his look was very
grim.

“You ain't denying that this here
bill was found on you, Carr?” he de-
manded.

“No!" panted Dick.

“I pguess,” said Bill, “that your
popper, manager of the store at Hard
Tack, ain’t fixed up to throw ten-dollar
bills about. But if you claim that this
hyer ten bucks is yourn, I guess I'll
ride down to Hard Tack and put it to
Mister Carr. Shoot!”

“I—I—" Dick stammered. “If il’s
ntlfm I must have forgotten that I had
it

“Your popper never handed it out
you?"”

“Not that I remember.”

“Aw! Talk hoss-sense!” snorted
Bill. “You ain't full of dollars, like
young Steve there. You'd know if you
had ten bucks. Yes or no?”

“No!” gasped Dick. “I—I don't
know how it got in my pocket, but it
can't be mine.”

“You doggoned piecan, Hawk
Walker gave it you yesterday for hand-
ing over Slick to him!” roared Poker
Parker.

“Is that the how of it, young Carr?”
demanded Bill,

“No!” panted Dick Carr. “Never!
I believed that the man was a *puncher
from the Poindexter ranch, and he gave
a name that Slick knew. Slick thought
it was Mustang Dave when he went out
to meet him., I thought so—*

“Pack it up!” sneered Steve. “You
might have got away with it if Mister
Brown hadn't found the money on
you.”

“Ride him out on the rail!” shouted
Poker, “We ain't having him in this
bunch, Bill Sampson, and you can chew
on that.”

Bill crumpled the ten-dollar note into

to
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his pocket. He was evidently puzzled
and perturbed. On the face of it, it
looked as if the guilt of the tenderfoot
had been proved up. Hardly a fellow
in the bunch had heeded Steve’s wild
accusation till the money was found in
Dick Carr’s pocket. He was in posses-
sion of ten dollars for which he- could
not account. Not a fellow doubted

that it was Hawk Walker's bribe for|h

betraying Slick into his hands.

. Bill Sampson simply did not know
what to think. He had flgured that
the tenderfoot was a prize boob, made
use of by the kidnapper. Now it looked
black enough.

But Bill could not get it down. He
had his own opinion of the tenderfoot
of Packsaddle, and he was not in a
hurry to change it. The whole bunch
had followed Steve’s lead, and turned
against the tenderfoot—even Mick had
turned him down. But Bill was not
easily led.

“I guess,” sald Bill Sampson slowly,
“that this has got me beat to a frazzle!
I'll say I don't get the how of it! But
I ain't believing that young guy Carr
sold Slick to the kidnapper nohow!
There ain't nary a guy in this bunch
that would do it, not for ten bucks,
nor for a hundred.”

“Where'd he get the ten bucks,
then?” demanded Steve.

“let him put us wise to that!”
jeered Poker Parker.

.“Y¥ou ain’t got nothing to say about
that, young Carr?” asked Bill. “You
-don’t claim that the bucks is yourn, and
you allow you never cinched them
from that pesky polecat Hawk Walker,
How'd they get in your rags?”

“I—I don’t knpw!"

A yell of derlsion came from the
bunch. Some of the fellows made a
movement towards Dick Carr.

Bill gripped his quirt, and his eves
gleamed.

“Squat!” he roared.

The bunch eyed him mutinously. For
once the roar of the Packsaddle school-
master falled to enforce obedience.
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“We ain't standing for it, Billl"”
shouted Steve. “I'll tell all Texas, we
ain't standing -for keeping that coyote
in this bunch.”

Bill fixed his eyes grimly on Big
Steve. The son of Two-Gun Carson,
the gunmmg stared back at him de-
fiantly, But the defiance faded out of
his face as Bill made a stride towards

im.
“Squat!” said Bill grimly.

For a second Steve hesitated. Then
he sat down. And the rest of the bunch
followed their leader's example. Dick
Carr was the last.

“Now,” said Bill quietly, “I've
allowed I don't get the how of this
hyer game. But I'm sure going to get
the how of it. If I get it fixed that
that young geck Carr sold Slick to the
kidnapping guy, he .sure will quit
Packsaddle, with my quirt helping him
to hit the trall. But I ain’t got it fixed
yet. And I'll tell a man that this hyer
usiness is for your schoolmaster to
settle! ¥You get me? Don't you chew
the rag no more! Mister Brown, you
carry on.”

And school was resumed, though
even Bill's presence could not keep the
bunch quiet that morning.

CHAPTER 26.
The Tenderfoot's Resolvel

« ICK, old man!”
M Dick Carr spoke in almost
a pleading tone, The bunch
were out of school. Only their know-
ledge that Bill's eyes were on them pre-
vented them from collaring the un-
popular tenderfoot and riding him on
a rail out of Packsaddle.

For the time Bill held the angry
bunch in check; but it was certain that
the first time Bill left the school they
would break out again. Meanwhile,
dark and scornful looks, sneers and
jeers were the lot of the outcast of
Packsaddle.

He touched Mick on the arm as ha
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eame up to him in {he playground. The
Irish-Texan jerked his arm away as if
a tarantula had touched it.

“Aw, keep clear!” he snapped. “ You
pizen polecat, leave me bel”

“You can’t believe that I'd take a
bribe from a villain like Hawk Walker,
to send Slick out to be kidnapped by
him!" breathed Dick Carr.

But Mick's face was hard.

“1 guess I'd never believed a word of
it!" he answered. ' Didn’t I stand for
you when Big Steve began to shoot off
his mouth? But Mister Brown found
the bucks on you, and it's such a cinch.
You never got them ten bucks from
nobody but Hawk Walker.”

“It’s & lie!” said Dick fiercely.

“A lie is it?” sald Mick, his eyes
flashing. *“And Slick, that was raised
with me, and has been my side-kicker
ever since we could walk and talk, he's
in that bulldozer's grip, and, as like as
not, we'll never see him alive agin.
Hawk won't let him slide without the
money's paid—and they ain't paying it
any. And you sold him—-—"

“And I say it's o lie, and I'll knock
it back down your throat, as soon as
down Steve's!” Dick flamed out.

“Sure, I'll give ye a chance, ye pizen
polecat!” retorted Mick Kavanagh,
and with his open hand he struck the
tenderfoot of Packsaddle across the
face. ’

‘The smack rang like a pistol-shot
across the playground. Dick staggered
back, a scarlet mark showing on his
check, i

The next moment he was springing
al Mick Kavanagh,

Mick met him with right and left.

There was a roar from the bunch,
and they came scampering up on all
sides as the two former friends closed
in flerce and savage conflict.

Steve Carson grinned gleefully. His
enemy was down now—as down as even
the bitter and rancorous Steve could
have wanted him to be. Every man in
the bunch condemned him. He was
not wanted in the school, and now his
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former friend was fighting him with
savage animosity. It had been an ill
day for the tenderfoot of Packsaddle
when he made an enemy of the
gambler’s son.

The bunch surged round the com:
batants, and every voice shouted en
couragement to Mick Kavanagh,

“Wade in, Mick!”

“Put it across the pesky polecat!”

“Chew him up, big boy!"”

Mick was strong and sturdy, and full
of pluck, but he had to give ground
before Dick Carr. The tenderfoot, who
had beaten Big Steve, the oldest and
biggest fellow in the cow-town school,
in a stand-up fight, was more than a
match for Mick.

But as the fellow he liked, the fellow
who had been his friend, reeled under
his furious blows, Dick suddenly
dropped his hands and stepped back,
panting. Mick leaned on Pie Sandels,
gasping for breath, for a moment.

“Mick!"” panted Diek Carr. ‘‘Be-
licve me—try to believe me——" .

“You pizen coyote!” panted Mick,
and he leaped to the attack again, his
cyes blazing,

Dick Carr set his teeth. He piled in
again with all his strength, and the
fight was fast and furious. Kavanagh
went down suddenly and heavily,
crashing hard on the earth.

Dick stood panting. -

Steve and Pie picked up the fallen
schoolboy. Mick leaned on them
heavily. He was done.

“I guess you put it over, you pizen
skunk!” he muttered, “But you wait
till Bill’s gone. You'll be rid out on a
rail, doggone you!”

Dick Carr stood unsteadily, wiping
his face with his handkerchief. He
looked round at the grim, hostile faces
of the bunch. An idea that had been
working in his mind ever since he had
sat on the rail that morning became
fixed and settled now. He had made
up his mind,

Steve Carson, with a grin, pointed to
Hank, the hired man, who was leading
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Bill Sampson's bronco from the corral
to the schoolhouse.

“Pipe that, you doggoned geck?” he
jeered. “That means that Bill's hit-
ting the trail soon, and when he's gone
you watch out!”

Dick gave no heed to the bully of
Packsaddle.

“Mick, I've got a last word to say!”
he said quietly. “I'm getting out of
Packsaddle. Youw've turned me down.
1 don’t care for the rest, and if you'd
stood by me I could have stood it
through. Now I'm going! I don't
know what that villain Hawk has done
with Slick, but I'm going to hunt for
him, and I shan't come back to Pack-
saddle without him. For the last time
I tell you all that I don’t know how
that t{en-dollar bill got in the pocket of
my shirt, unless "—his eyes gleamed at
Steve—‘"unless it was put in while I
was asleep in the bunkhouse last night.
Believe me or not, as you choose. I'm
golng, and I'm not coming back with-
out Slick!”

An outburst of derisive jeers an-
swered him., Taking no heed of them,
the tenderfoot of Packsaddle turned
away and walked to the bunkhouse.
Mick Kavanagh went to the pump to
bathe his burning face and! streaming
nose.

Ten minutes later Dick Carr emerged
from the bunkhouse with a bundle
packed in a skcker-roll. Curious glances
were turned on him as he walked to

* the corral and called his horse.

Without a glance at the bunch, Dick
Carr saddled and bridled his pinto,
buckled on the slicker-roil and mounted.
Without a backward look he rode out
at the school gate.

“By thergreat hormmed toad, I guess
ne means it!” muttered Pie.

Steve Carson shrugged his shoulders.

“I guess the pizen skunk knows what
is coming to him when Bill's gone!” he
sneered. ‘‘He's sure hitting the trail
while the going's good.”

The clat®er of the pinto's hoofs died
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away down the trail. The tenderfoot
of Packsaddle was gone.

When the school-bell suinmoned the
bunch in again there were two vacant
places in the school-room. Dick Carr
was missing as well as Slick Poin-
dexter. ’

CHAPTER 17.
A «Show-down for Steve!

ILL SAMPSON dropped from his
B bronco outside the Red Dog
daloon on Main Street in Pack-
saddle. He hitched his horse to a
post, and strode towards the saloon
doorway. And a good many Packsaddle
guys stared at him as he did so. The
Red Dog was the wildest joint in Pack-
saddle, and the cow-town schoolmaster
had never been seen to enter it before
—not, at least, since he had been a
‘puncher on the Kicking Mule ranges.
Bill, heedless of curious stares, strode
in, stared round the long, low room
where the gaming-tables stood and
stepped up to the bar. The bar-keeper
spun a glass across—unheeded by Bill

He was not, there for tanglefoot.

He bestowed a curt nod on a slim,
lithe, carefully dressed man who was in
talk with the bar-keeper—Two-Gun.
Carson, the gunman and gambler. And
Two-Gun's cold, icy eyes turned very
curiously on the schoolmaster,

“You looking for a poker game?” he
asked.

“Porget it!” snapped Bill. “Ain't I
a pesky schoolmaster? I guess I
moseyed in to chew the rag with you a
small piece, Two-Gun.”

“Shoot!” said the gambler tersely.

“T'll say that that boy Steve of yowrn
packs more dollars than any other guy
in my bunch,” said Bill. “You sure
ain’t close with the dust you raise on -
poker games, Two-Gun. That young .’
gink Steve packs more dollars than 18
good for him.” i

The gambler shrugged his shulders. -

“You hbeen handing him ten-dollar:
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bills?” demanded the headmaster of
PacKksaddle. -

“Sure!” answered Two-Gun coolly.
“And why not, if I choose?”’

“I ain't saying nothin’ agin it, if you
durn well choose!” grunted Bill. “But
I got a ten-dollar bill here, and I ain't
wise to the owner. Mebbe youwd know
whether you gave it to young Steve.”

Bill laid a ten-dollar bill on the pine-
wood bar. Two-Gun Carson glanced
at it. He nodded.

“That's Steve's,” he said. “I ain’t
never forgot the number of a bill, ol’-
timer. If that young gink has been
dropping it around the playground, i
before 1 give him

Bill Sampson’s jaw shut like a vice.

A vague suspicion had been working
in his mind. He had come to see
Steve's father at the Red Dog to put it
to the test. Now he knew.

“You sure figure that that’s the biil
you gave young Steve?” he asked.

“Ain’t I shouting it?” said Two-Gun
impatiently, “If that bill's been picked
up at the school, I'm telling you it's
Steve's, Doggone you, I can tell you
the guy I got it from in a poker game,
if you want, It sure was Marshal Lick,
and I guess he'd know it agin. You
hand that ©bill to young Steve,
ol’-timer.”

“IM sure hand it to him now I
know!” answered Bill grimly, and he

strode out of the Red Dog and returned |

to his horse.

Bill's face was set as he rode up the
school trail. A vague suspicion was
now a certainty.

He rode at a gallop and dashed in at
the school gate. He jumped down at
the porch and tramped into the school-
room.

The bunch were there with Small
Brown. Bill did not notice for the
moment that Dick Carr was absent.

“You, Steve!” he barked. *“ Get up
on your hind legs, you young lobo-
_wolf 1™

what's Bill?”

“Aw, biting you,
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drawled Steve as he lounged fo his
feet,

Bill held out the ten-dollar mote.

“I'll sure spill what's biting me, Steve
Carson!” he gritted. *“That's the ten-
dollar bill hocked out of young Carr's
pocket this morning. Take it; it's
yournn.”  He threw the bill in Steve's
face. “You planted that bill in young
Carr's pocket, while he was asleep in
the bunkhouse, to be found on him
to-day.”

Steve's face whitened.

There was a buzz from the bunch.
Mick Kavanagh leaped to his feet.

“It's a durned lie!” panted Steve
hoarsely. “That bill ain't mine, and I
never seen it afore. If young Carr's
pitched that tale—"

“Young Carr aln't wise to your
doggoned game!” roared Bill. “But I
jest seen your popper down to the Red
Dog, and he allows that he gave you
that bill, and it's yourn! What you
got to say now, you doggoned young
polecat?”

Steve Carson stood staring at, him,
his face like chalk.

“It's Steve's hilll” gasped Mick.
“Say, if it's Steve’s bill, sure that pizen
bulldozer Hawk never gave it to Carr!”

“He sure never did!” snapped Bill
“It’s sure Steve's. I kinder suspicioned
him., He was so0 keen to make out that
Carr sold Slick to that lobo-wolf Hawk,
Now I got it dead to rights,”

Steve did not speak.

Not for a moment had it crossed his
mind that the bill fdund on Digk Carr
could or would be traced to him. He
had not counted on the horse-sense of
the Packsaddle schoolmaster, Bill
might be no great shakes at school-
mastering, but when it came to solid
horse-sense, no guy in Texas had any-
thing on Bill. He had bowled out the
plotting bully of Packsaddlie as clean as
a whistle. [

“Spill it!” yapped Bill. “You
planted them ten bucks on young Carr
to make it look like he sold Slick to
Hawk Walker, You sure did hope to -
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get the bunch down on that tenderfoot
guy, and that was the game you
played, you ornery young pizen pole-
cat! Spill it!”

Steve opened his dry lips, but no
word came. He was utterly confounded
by the sudden and unexpected dis-
covery. He stood panting.

There was & yell from Mick
Kavanagh,
“You pizen coyote! Dick. sure

allowed that that bill might have been
planted on him, and I never hetieved
him! You got the goods on him, you
pie-faced polecat, and he’s vamsosed
ifhe ‘ram:h, and sure Il beat you up &
ewl"” ;

And Mick rushed on the bully of
Packsaddle, hitting out right and left.
Steve went over among the desks with
a crash.

Mick flung himself on him, still
punching wildly.

“Aw, let up, you gink!"” roared Bill

He grabbed Mick by his neck-scarf,
dragged him away from the yelling
Steve, and tossed him aside. Mick
sprawled on the floor, panting with
rage.

“Sure, I tell ye Tl beat him upt” he
velled. z

“J guess youll leave that to this
baby!” said Bill grimly. He grasped
Steve with one hand, his quirt with the
others “Now, you young piecan, the
whole bunch knows that you done fixed
it on Carr. You sure arc pizen, but m
say I'm the guy to take the pizen out
of you! Yep—and then some!”

And Bill started in with the quirt.

The bunch stood looking on with
grim faces. They knew the truth now,
and even Poker Parker and SHm looked
the disgust they felt for the unserupu-
lous rascal. There was no pity in the
looks of the Packsaddle bunch as Bill
laid on the quirt. And he laid it on
with terrific vim, Often had Bill
Sampson handled the quirt at Pack-
saddle Scllool, and handled it hard;
but he had never handled it as he
handled it now. The lashes came
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down like rain on the squirming, howl-
ing Steve.

Not till his sinewy arm was tired did
Bill desist. Then the bully of Pack-
saddle was allowed to crawl away,
groaning. Bill glared over the bunch.

“Where's young Carr?” he snapped.

“1 guess he’s hit the trail to look for
Slick,” answered Mick, “and me not
believing him, like the bonehead I was,
I let him hit it on his lonesome.”

Bill gave a snort.

“It's the quirt for him when he horus
in again!” he growled.

But Dick Carr did not horn into
Packsaddle School. When the sun
sank behind Squaw Mountain, the
tenderfoot of Packsaddle was still missg-
ing.

"CHAPTER 28,
Mick Hits the Traill

” TLL——" )

B “Aw, can it, you!” snapped

Bill Sampson, headmaster of
Packsaddle School.

“But—" persisted Mick Eavanagh.

Bill slipped his quirt from under hig
arm into his hand. Mick jumped back
ottt of reach just in time, the lick from
the cow-whip missing him by an inch.

The Packsaddle headmaster seemed
to have a grouch that morning. He
was standing in the school gateway,
looking out over the trail and the roll-
ing prairie that stretched, mile on mile,
from the banks of the Rio Frio to the
rugged slopes of Squaw Mountain.

Bill’s brow was black.

The school-bell had clanged, and the
bunch had gone into the school-room
with Small Brown, the teacher. Mick
was the only fellow out of class.

Instead of following the bunch in,
Mick came down to the gate, where
the headmaster was standing and star-
ing out. With his two chums—Dick
Carr and Slick Poindexter—missing
from the bunch, Mick was not thinking
of class that morning.

«Look here, Bill—"he began again,
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keeping out of reach of another lick of

the quirt.

hiBm turned his head and glared at
m,

“You doggoned young Dpiecan!”
roared the cow town schoolmaster.
“Why ain't you in school, learning
from Mister Brown? Beat it, you!
You figure you've got a goldarned holi-
day because that pesky young guy Carr
has vamoosed the ranch, and gone rub-
bering after Slick?”

“You sald it!” answered Mick coolly,
but with a wary eye on the quirt.

“By the great horned toad!” roared
Bill Sampson, “Ain't I got enough
trouble on hand, with Slick kidnapped
and Carr missing, without you horning
in and handing over more? Forget it,
you geck! You hit the schoolhouse,
and hit it quick—and sure that’ll help
you!”

A heavy cowman's boot landed on
Mick’s riding-breeches, and he flew.

“Now, if you want some more—-"
roared Bill.

Mick did not want any more.

It was clear that Bill was not to be
argued with. Mick cut off in the direc-
tion of the schoolhouse.

Bill turned back into the gateway
with a snort, to scan the prairie. The
cow-town schoolmaster, generally equal
to any emergency, was at a loss now.
It went sorely against the grain to pay
the ransom demanded by the Kkid-
napper for Slick.

Bill hated the idea. Yet what else
he was to do was a puzzle to Bill. He
was expecting Slick’s father now from
the Poindexter Ranch. If the rancher
brought the dollars for the ransom, Bill
reckoned that he would have to give
in, and let Hawk Walker get away with
the goods. But the thought of it ex-
asperated him intensely.

He forgot Mick, and was unaware
that that member of the Packsaddle
bunch had not, after all, gone into the
schoolhouse. Mick stopped by the
poroh and looked back at Bill. Then
quietly he cut off to the bunkhouse,
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where he packed a slicker roll. Then
he went to the corral and saddled and
bridled his bronco.

Bill or no Bill, Mick’s mind was made
up. He was going after Dick Carr. He
did not reckon that Dick had much
chance of finding the kidnapped Poin-
dexter; bul two heads were better than
one, anyhow. And he was very anxious
to see Dick Carr, and tell him that the
bunch now knew the truth, and that
Steve Carson’s accusation had been dis-
proved. Bill or no Bill, Mick was
going.

The trot of his bronco’s hoofs caught
Bill's ear, and he glared round, staring
blankly at the schoolboy in the saddle.

Bill's rugged face was crimson with -
wrath.

“Doggone you!” he roared. *“Ain't
I told you to hit the school-room? Get
off’n that hoss, you young jay! You
hear me whisper?”

Mick grinned.

“Forget it, Bill!” he called back.

And he gave his bronco the spur as
Bill rushed towards him.

Like an arrow the bronco shot out
at the gateway, and the lash 6f Bill's
quirt, intended for Mick, fell on the
horse. The bronco galloped the faster
for it.

Bill rushed in pursuit.

“Say!” he roared. “You stop, you
young geck! I'll sure hide you a few!
I guess T'll quirt you like you was an
ornery steer! You, Kavanagh, I'm a-
shouting to you to stop!”

Mick looked bacls_

He took off his Stetson, grinhed, and
waved it in farewell to the exasperated
schoolmaster.

“So-long, Bill!” he yelled.

Bill put on a fierce spurt. But even
Bill's long and powerful legs were no
use in a race with a bronc. He halted
at last, gasping for breath and fanning
himself with his ten-gallon hat.

Mick, riding at a gallop, vanished
down the trail.

“Carry me home fo die!” gasped Bill,



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

11l sure hide him! I'll sure use up
this hyer quirt on him!”

Bill shook the quirt after the vanish-
Ing rider. Then he tramped back to
the school to wait there for Mr. Poin-
dexter to arrive, his rugged brow
placker than ever, Mick Kavanagh,
safe for the present, at least, from Bill's
quirt, galloped away over the grassy
prairie Lowards Squaw Mountain.

CHAPTER 129
From Frienda to Foes!
ICK CARR, the tenderfoot of
D Packsaddle School, sat by a
camp-fire in a rocky canyon that
split the rugged side of Squaw Moun-
tain.

His pinto was staked out by the
camp. High on either side of the lonely
canyon rose greal walls of rugged rock.

It was as solitary a spot as any in
gantanta County. Dick had picked
that spot for his camp because a tor-
rent of water ran down the canyon-
side, forming a stream lower in the
canyon.

He had slept rolled in blanket and
slicker, with his feet to the fire. In
the morning he stirred the embers to-
gether and added, pine chips, and
cooked his breakfast. Now he was
thinking before he took the trail—or
trying to think.

stick had been driven off in a buck-
board after falling into Hawk Walker’s
hands. Lick, the town marshal of Pack-
saddle, had picked up the tracks of
the buckboard, and followed them for
miles, and found the vehicle aban-
doned on the prairie. At that point all
trace was lost, and the marshal of
Packsaddle had had to give it up.

One thing seemed to be clear, and
that was that the kidnapper had left
the open country and taken to the
rocky wilderness of Sqguaw Mountain,
where the stony soil carried no trail.

That was why Dick had arrived at
Squaw Mountain. But now he was
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there he could not fail to see the hope-
lessness of the task he had set himself.

He had dozens of square miles of
rocky, uninhabited wilderness to choose
from—and the search for Hawk and
his prisoner was remarkably like hunt-
ing for a needle in a haystack.

He rose at last and began to stamp
out the fire. Thick smoke rose from it,
curling up towards the blue sky. From
lower down the canyon came & sound
to his ears—the distant beat of a
horse's hoofs.

Dick Carr started and stood staring
at the direction of the sound. It was
approaching him, though the rocks, as
yet, hid the coming rider from his
sight.

His heart beat wildly.

In that lonely wilderness of rock and
pine riders were rare. Sometimes—but
seldom—a 'puncher from one of the

| ranches might follow stray steers into

those remote recesses. Who was the
rider who was coming up the canyon
from the lower plains?

The thought of the kidnapper whs
in his mind, If it was, by chance,
Hawk Walker— He was unarmed,
save for his quirt, and it was certain
that Hawk packed a gun. If it was
the kidnapper— Too late Dick
realised that the column of smoke from
the camp-fire might have betrayed him
to hostile eyes.

With a clatter of hoofs the horseman
came in sight, and Dick gave a cry of
amazement.

“Irick!” -

1t was Mick Kavanagh. Dick stared
at him blankly. He had never dre
of seeing one of the Packsaddle bunch
so far from the school

For the moment his face brightened
at the sight of the fellow who had been
his friend—his friend and Slick’s.

But it darkened again at once. Mick
had turned against him, with the rest
of the bunch. Mick was no friend of
his.

e stood with knitted brows, watch-
ing the rider. Mick sighted him and
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waved his Stetson and came up at a
gallop. He leaped from his horse and

ran towards Dick Carr with out-
stretched hands.
“Sure I've found ye!” exclaimed

Mick, with a grin of delight. *“I've
found ye intoirely, though I'll tell a
man I might have hunted ye a month
of Sundays if ye hadn't lighted a fire
to tell nll Santanta County where ye
was hanging up.  You'd sure be Hawk's
an%glope, Dick, i he wanted such a
goob.”

“What do you want?”

Dick Carr's voice was cold and hard.

Mick stared at him. In hrs satisfac-
tion at having found the tenderfoot
he had rather forgotten the circum-
stances in which Dick had pulled out
of Packsaddle. But he remembered

now,

“Sure it's O.XK., Dick!” he ex-
claimed eagerly, “¥You don’t want to
get your mad up, ol’ timer! I'm telling
you it's Q. K.!”"

_“Ts it?” said Dick bitterly. “Yester-
day you were lending the bunch a
hand, riding me on a rail out of the
school, and—"

“Forget it, ol' timer!" said Mick.
“I'll say you had reason to get your
mad up. But I'm telling you it’s O.K.
Bill SBampson found out that that ten-
dollar bill was Steve Carson’s, He'd
had it from his popper, Two-Gun. So
then we was all wise to it that Steve
had planted it in your rags. Tl tell a
man Steve had such a quirting from
Bill that he's still looking sick. And
all the bunch will sure give you the
glad hand when you hit the.school
agin, Dick.”

But the tenderfoot’s face did nof
soften.

“Will they?” he jeered. “Until Big
Steve plays another rotten trick, I
reckon, and then they'll turn me down
again, and you along with them. If
vou've cotme after me to tell me that,
Mick Kavanagh, you've had your ride
for nothing. ¥ou can tell the Paclk-
saddle bunch that I don’t care a boiled
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bean what they think—or what you
think, either!”

*“You pesky boob——"

"“That’s enough!”

Mick's eyes gleamed again,

“You doggoned piefaced tenderfoot!”
he exclaimed. “You got to come back
to Packsaddle! What you figure you’re
going to do, riding round Squaw Moun-
tain looking for Slick? Suppose you
was to raise Hawk Walker? I guess
you'd be sorry you mei up mt.h him
the next minute.”

. “That's my business,” answered Dick
Carr coolly.

“I tell you that lobo-wolf packs a
gun, and he's shot more men than he's
got fingers and toes!” roared Mick.
“¥You're O.K. now with the bunch, and
you got to come back.”

“Not without Slick,” answered Dick
Carr.

“Aw, youre the world’s prize boob,
and 80 ye are!” growled Mick. *“But if
youre going hunting Silck, sure I'm
hunting him with ye.”

“You're not,” answered Dick Carr
coolly. “You're no friend of 1iine and
I don't want your company, Mick
Kavanagh.”

“You're sure asking me to beat ye
up!” saild Mick, breathing hard.

“You tried that yesterday at Pack-
saddle, and never had much luck with
it,” retorted Dick Carr. “Try it again,
if you like.”

“Howly Mike! I'll beat ye up tiil
you feel like a piece left on the
counter!” roared Mick Kavanagh, and
he hurled himself at the tenderfoot.

Dick Carr met him half-way, and in
another moment they were fighting
flercely.

*

CHAPTER 30.
Swept to Death!

PLASH!
S Dick Carr gave a gasping cry
as he went backwards into the
1orrent.
He had been standing only a few feet
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from the water’s edge, and Mick’s fierce
attack drove him backwards.

He would have rallied in another
moment, but at that moment his foot
slipped on the rock, and he went over.

Head and shoulders he went into the
water, and his feet kicked in the alr
for a second before he vanished under
the surface.

Mick stopped, panting. -

“Howly Mike!” he ejaculated, star-
ing blankly at the swirling water as it
closed over the tenderfoot of Pack-
saddle,

He was taken as much by surprise as
the tenderfoot.

He did not realise, however, that Dick
€arr was In danger. He knew that he
could swim—he had seen him swim in
the Rio Frio. And the torrent that
poured down the canyon side, though

_swift, was neither deep nor broad.

As Dick’s head came up from the
water, his Stetson floating away, and
a look of bewilderment on his face,
Mick burst into a roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha! Sure, it’s a wash for
ve, and so it is! This way, Dick, ye
goob, and I'll lind ye a hand out.”

Hostility had evaporated at once.
Mick jumped to the water's edge to
stretch a hand out to the tenderfoot
struggling in the water. He grinned
as he stretched it out.

But the next instant the grin disap-
peared from his face.

“Dickl” he yelled.

Dick Carr was swimming hard. He
almost got within reach of Mick
Kavanagh's outstretched hand. But
the rush of water dragged him away,
and he whirled down the stream.

Mick stared after him in consterna-
tion as the torrent bore him away, in
spite of his struggles, and he went
under again,

“Dick!” he panted.

He rushed along the steep banlc.

But the great rocks and boulders
along the course of the mountain
stream impeded him. As he clambered
over a great réck in breathless haste,
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he saw Dick a score of yards away from
him, fighting wildly against the torrent
that swept him onward. 3

And he saw, too, what chilled his
very heart. The wall of rock on the
farther side of the narrow canyon rose
almost as steep as the wall of a house.
And the torrent did not turn there. It
flowed into an opening of the rocky
wall, and disappeared into the interior
of Squaw Mountain.

Mick's heart missed a beat as he saw
it

Dick had seen his danger, and was
fighting desperately against it. But it
was in vain, With all his strength he
struggled, but if he touched the bank
his fingers slipped on the wet rock, and
the resistless torrent swept him on
again.

For a split second Mick was oOver-
whelmed with horror. Once Dick was
swept out of the light of day into the
underground stream he was lost.

Mick rushed to his horse.

There was one chance of saving the
tenderfoot of Packsaddle. He grasped
his lasso from the saddle of the bronco,
and tore back to the bank of the
stream.

Rope in hand, he climbed on a high
rock, and fixed his eyes on the strug-
gling schoolboy in the water.

It was a matter of seconds now.

Dick was within a dozen feet of the
gap in the canyonside where the tor-
rent flowed underground.

His white, desperate face showed like
chalk in the sunshine. With all his
strength, he fought against the rush of
the water.

‘Whiz!

The lasso flew.

There was time for only one cast—if
there was time! Mick’s face was lke
stone as he threw the rope—but his
hand was steady, his aim unerring.
The loop dropped towards the tender-
faot's head—it seemed to Mick that it
would encircle him and save him, But
even as the rope touched Dick €arrT,
the whirl of the torrent dragged him
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out of its reach—the rope barely
touched him and slid away into the
water.,

Mick saw the tenderfoot make a wild
clutch at it—and miss! :

The lasso hung useless in his hands,
and before he could begin to drag in

-the rope. the desperate swimmer
vanished from his horrified eyes—
sn:eéat out of sight under the arching
rock,

“Dick!” groaned Mick Kavanagh.

He stood staring in blank horror at
the water that dashed and foamed on
the face of the rocky cliff—with no

> trace of a swimmer there now. The
canyon had only one human oceupant
-—the schoolboy standing dumb with
horror on the bank of the torrent that
had swept his friend away to darkness
and death, -

For long minutes Mick Kavanagh
stood there, rooted to the rock, hardly
daring to believe in the terrible thing
that had happened under his eyes.

At his feet the torrent foamed and
rushed on, gurgling into the arched
gap in the canyonside, rippling and
splashing, whirling away fragments of
driftwood _that disappeared one after
another. Dick Carr's hat that had been
caught in an eddy came floating down.
Mick, with stony eyes, watched it as it
whirled on the water and ducked out
of sight under the low, rocky arch. The
Stetson vanished the way its wearer
had gone. Mick Kavanagh groaned
aloud.

But he pulled himself together,

Was there a chance yet—a remote
chance? The torremnt that flowed into
the apparently solid mass of the moun-
tain must have an outlet—beyond that
towering wall of .rock was the Squaw
River, a tributary of the Frio. Was
there a remote possibility that a swim-
mer might be swept allve through the
underground channel out into the
waters of the Squaw?

If there was a chance, it was slight
enough. But it was all there was, and
Mick would not give up hope,
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He coiled in his lasso, and went back
to his horse. His face was white and
strained; but he was keeping cool.
Alive or dead, Dick Carr would be
swept out into the wide waters of
Squaw River—that seemed a certainty.
Alive or dead, Mick would find him
there.

He mounted his bronco, and taking
Dick’s pinto by the reins, led him away,
riding fast down the cahyon. He knew
where to strike Squaw River at the
nearest point, and by following the
bank he would find the outlet of the
underground stream. Alive or dead, he
would find the tenderfoot of Pack-
saddle! He clung to the hope that he
might yet find him alive—but as he
Eode, t1\45!1_1:1:';5 heart was like lead in his
reast.

CHAPTER 31,
No Surrender!
4 AY, big boy!"”
S Slick Poindexter gritted his
teeth at the sound of the voice.
It was the cool, mocking voice of Hawk
Walker, the kldnapper.

It came from beyond the rock that
barred the opening of the cave in the .
lonely gulch in Squaw Mountain.

‘The rock almost filled the narrow
opening, but here and there through
slits and crevices the sunlight glim-
mered. The cave was not wholly dark.
Slick’s eyes had become accustomed to
the dim twilight that reigned round
him, and he could see his surroundings.

During the days and nights that he
had been a prisoner in the cave, the
schoolboy of Packsaddie had explored
every foot of it—every inch elmost.

Again and again he had followed
some rift, some crevice, in the hope
that it might lead to some outlet—but
always in vain.

‘There was no outlet, and no escape!
At the bottom of his heart he knew
that there was no chance: for the kid-
napper would have examined the
cavern with care before choosing it as
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a place ot niding for his prisoner, But
any occupation was better than none,
and Slick Poindexter searched and
searched till he knew the interior of
the cavern like-a book. : ’
It seemed to him that ages had
elapsed since Hawk had Janded him
there.. No food had been given him,
As Hawk had told Bill Sampson in his
letter, he did not provide his-prisoners
with “eats.” Slick was almost. sick

Water he had in abundance. The
underground stream that flowed at the
hack of the cave provided him with
that. EBEut no food had passed his lips
since he had Been "a’ prisoner in the
hidden cave. 5

Even the hated voice of the kidnap-
per was welcome to break the silence
and solitude—broken only by the mur-
mur of the water on the rock. Slick
Poindexter hurried towards the narrow
opening of the eave.

He was weakened by ‘hunger, but he
was ready to make the most desperate
attempt to break out if the rock was
rolled away, as it had been rolled away
the last time the kidnapper came. But
this time Hawk Walker did not move
the rock.

A narrow crevice was blocked by a
dark shadow, and Slick saw the hard,
mocking face looking in at him. It was
two or three feet distant, and the
crevice was too narrow for him to make
an attempt®to reach it. He shook a
clenchied fist at Hawk Walker, who
grinned. ’

“Say, bo, I guess you'll be honing for
some eats!” drawled Hawlk.

“1 sure could eat the hind leg of a
mule, you pesky piecan!” answered
Slick Poindexter. “¥You want me to
pass in my checks in this hyer cave, you
doggoned lobo-woll?”

“T guess I want five hundred dollars,”
answered Hawk, “But your school-
master ain't played up yet!
hear from him, or from your popper, I
reckon there won’t be any eats in this
hvei® eiezant boarding-house!

Ontil 1’

Nope."

“I1f a guy could get at you—="
signed Slick. .

“You sure was so fresh the last time
I shifted this hyer rock, I sure ain'
shifting it any more!" answered Hawk.
“If you want to write a letter to your
p}g;:-pelr. you can push it out through
this elit.”

Stick Poindexter set his teeth.

“1 guess 1’1l pass in my chips in this
cave afore I help you touch my popper
for five hundred bucks!” he answered.
“I reckon he would have to put a
mortgage on the ranch, and I sure
ain’t standing for it.”

The mocking grin disappeared from
Hawk Walker's face, and it became
cold and hard and evil.

“You better guess agin, you young
geck!” he snarled. “I've played the
kidnapping game.in every State in the
Union, and I ain't slipped up on it yet.
1 got business over in New Mexico, and
I sure ain't burning much more time
in Texas. You get me? I'm giving you
one day more. If the dollars ain't paid
to-morrow,. you don't see me agin. I'm
hitting the trail”

“Hitting ‘the trail, and leaving me
here!” breathed Slick.

Cool and courageous as he was, his
heart sank.

“You sald it!” snapped Hawk
viciously. “And I guess you wouldn't
be the first guy I've cinched that’s
passed in his checks because his folks
was too slow to pony up, neither! 1
ain't in this hyer business for my
health, young Poindexter! I'll say I'm
after dollars, and if I don't cinch the
dollars, your folks can comb Squaw
Mountain for you till they find your
bones in this hyer cave!”

Slick stood silent. He knew that the
iron-hearted villain meant every word
of it. It was on those lines that Hawk
Walker carried on the business of a
professional kidnapper. And he had
carricd it on successfully for so many
years that Slick had lttle hope that
he would “slip up” this time. - Unless
the ransom was paid, he was lost,
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slick’s hand closed on a loose frag-
ment of stone. He could not reach the
kidnapper through the deep crevice—-
the mass of rock jammed at the cave-
mouth was three fect thick. But if he
could not get through, the missile in
his hand could.

And as the kidnepper watched him,
impatiently waiting for his answer,
Slick suddenly iericed his arm forward,
and the sharp, jageged stone in his
hand shot like a bullet through the
crevice, '

It struck Hawk Walker full in the
face, and Slick saw the blood spurt
from a deep cut as the kidnapper
staggered bhack.

He heard a ferce yell of pain and
rage as the rascal fell and disappeared
ifrom his sight.

A string of fierce oaths followed as
the ruffian scrambled fo his fect
Next moment the man's face appearad
at the crevice, and then his gun was
pointing at Slick.

Bang!

Tt was the rcar of the six-gun. In
his furious rage, Hawk fired at the
schoolboy.

But Slick leapt aside from the
narrow opening. The bullet whizzed
through the cave, struck the wall of
rock at the back, and dropped into the
underground stream that flowed there.

Bang! came the roar of the six-gun
again. Another bullet spattered after
the first,

Slick Poindexter burst into a miock-

ing laugh. _ -
“Keep on burning powder, ol
timer!” he shouted. “I gliess you

ain’t scoring no bullseyes!”

He groped for another loose stone
and gripped it. He hoped that the kid-
napper, in his rage, would roll the rock
aside to get at him, He was ready to
take the most desperate of chances to
make a hid for his liberty.

But if Hawk thought of it, he aban-
doned the idea. In his rage and fury,
he had fired into the cave; kut he did
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not want to shoot the prisoner whom
he still counted on exchanging for five
hundred dollars. His voice came in a
hoarse and savage shout.

“Doggone you! I guess I'll hide you
a few with my quirt afore I hand you
over when they pony up ihe dollars!
Tll sure skin some of the hide offm
you, you goldarned young firebug!”

“Forget it1” jeered Slick. "I guess
you don't dare to horn into this hyer
cave, you white-livered piccan!”

A flerce oath answered him, but the
kiduapper was not to be taunted into
removing the wedged rock. Slick, peer-
ing cautiously through the crevice, saw
him standing several feet away, dab-
bing the blood from his cut check. A
few moments later he was gone, and
the clatter of hoofbeats died away in
the silence of Squaw Mountain.

“Gum!” said Slick Poindexter. "I
guess that guy is hopping mad! I'm
sure glad I handed him a sockdolager
with that donick, but—— Gee-whiz!
I'd sure give all the dollars in the bank
at San Antone to step into the chuck-
house at Packsaddle! Tl tell a man,
I'm sure hungry! I guess—-"

He broke off. A voice came to his
ears—a voice that made him wonder’
for a dizzy moment whether his brain
was turning. It was s voice he knew
—a voice calling his name!

CHAPTER 22
A Startling Meeting!
ICK CARR gave himself up for
D lost when the torrent swept out
of the bright sunlight into the
arched gap in the rocky wall of the
canyon,

Light was instantly bloited from his
eyes, Water was under him, round
him, over him. His head struck the
rocky arch above him; it was but a fow
inches from the surface of the water
and he was driven under.

Whirling in the rush of the torrent,
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as helpless as any drift-log carried
away by the current, the tenderfoot of
Packsadldle felt all the horrors of suffo-
cation. Blackness and choking waiel
overwhelmed him., His lungs seemed
to ke bLursting as he was rushed on
inte the deep, unknown underground
recess into which the torrent flowed.

Twice, thrice, in his vain and frantic
struggles—the struggles of a drowning
man—Lis head struck hard rock above
him—hard rock that shut him down in
the merciless waters.

And then suddenly, even as his

senses were leaving him, and death’s |

hand was stretched out for him, his
head rosc clear of the water. Dizzy
as he was, he realised that the rocky
roof no longer shut him down to
death. He drew in a breath of air—
air that was new life to his choking
lungs. He was still in darkness, but
the rock was no longer over him; his
head was {ree of the water.

He was swinuning again, in dark-
ness, but breathing air—life-giving air,
He had come through the very Valley
of the Shadow of Death, but he still
lived. He was dashed almost with stui-
ning force against a point of rock,
and instinctively he grasped at it and
clung to it.

The torrent raced by, tearing at
him, dragging at him, seeking to drag
him away to death. But with a con-
vulsive grasp he clung to the rock—a
sharp spur that jutted into the stream.
He clamped himself to it with a des-
perate grip, and as his senses cleared
drapeed his chest over it so that only
his legs still dangled in the water.

There for long minutes he rested,

with the ripple and murmur of the
water in his ears, his strength return-
ing. And as the minutes passed he
disceined that he was not in complete
darkness; a dim twilight reigned round
him, and he was able to discern the
shape of a caveri.

Then he knew what had happened.
The torrent cn its underground way
to the Squaw River flowed through 2
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cave, and he had risen to the surface
in the cave.

He crawled from the water. BSud-
denly, loud above the murmur of the
imprisoned torrent, came & roar of
sound like thunder, filling the cave
with booming echoes. It came again,
thundering and echoing round him. In
utter amazement he realised that it
was tho roaring of a gun that he
heard. Someone was loosing off a six-
gun at no great distance.

Dick Carr rubbed his eyes and stared
into the gloom before him. Was he
dreaming?

TFollowing the booming of the six-
gun came the sound of a voice—a voice
familiar to his ears. Unless he was
dreaming, it was the voice of the kid-
napped schoolboy of Packsaddle—Slick
Poindexter,

e stood rooted to the rocky floor of
the cavern, on the dim bank of the
subterranean stream.

It was Polndexter’s voice. Was Slick
there? In the dimmness he could see
nothing but the grim walls of the
cavern, half lost in gloom. Was he
dreaming?

“Slick

He called the name of his comrade
of Packsaddle,

He heard the gasp of astonishment
that came from Poindexter. There
was & tramping of feet on the rugged
floor of the cavern.

Someone was there. It was—it must
be—Slickk! And Dick Carr shouted
again.

“slick!”

A figure loomed in the distance.
glimpsed a white face.

“Say, is that Dick Carr tooting, or
am I plumb loco?” panted Slick
Poindexter. *If it ain’t Dick Carr I'm
sure loco!”

“1t's Dick Carr!” panted the tender-
foeot of Packsaddle. “Slick, old man,
I've found you!”

Slick came closer; he peered at him
with almost unbelieving eyes; he
grasped his arm as il to make sure

He
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that he was real. His eyes seemed to
be almost popping from his head.

“Dick! It's sure you; it ain’t your
ghost——"

Dick laughed breathlessly.

“And it's you, Slick;
ghost!”

“I1M1 say this hyer is me—all wool
and & yard wide! I guess I'm hyer
hecause that doggoned lobo-wolf, Hawk
Walker, kinder planted me here, Bul
how in thunder——""

Dick Carr pointed to the under-
ground stream issuing from the wall of
rock; and Poindexter, as he saw that
he was drenched from head to foot,
understood. He caught his breath,

“¥ou hit this hyer cave that-a-
weay!” sald Slick in a hushed voice.
“By the great horned toad! I guess
you got moare lives'n a cat, Dick, if you
got through that alive. Say, you're
wet!”

“Just a few!” grinned Dick.

Poindexter gripped his hand.

“1'11 say I'm plumb glad to' see you,
old-timer!” he said. “But you got
sure landed in the same fix as this
baby. I'll bet a stack of dollars to a
Mexican cent that you never knowed
I was here!”

“Hardly!' answered Dick Carr.

“You tumbled in and was washed
away, I reckon?” asked 3

“That’s it!” assented Dick. He said
nothing of his fight with Mick
Eavanagh, “But Ive found you,
Slick! Yqu've begn shut up in this
cave ever since that villain Hawk got
you?” &

“¥You said it! And I sure do miss
the eats!” said Poindexter. *You ain’t
got & bite in your rags?”

Dick shook his head. All his supplies
were In the camp by the canyon
torrent.

Poindexter whistled softly.

“Dick, ol-timer, I'm powerful glad
to see you! But you're fixed as bad

not your
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as I am now. I guess Hawk Walker
will sure be surprised, a few, when he
moseys along to-morrow and finds two
where he left one. But he won't let
you hit the horizon, Dick, any more
than this baby.”

“We're getting out of this!”
Dick.

“Mebbe there's a chance with two
instead of one shoving at that dog-
goned donick!” sald Slick hopefully.
“We'll sure try it on, old-timer!”

Dick Carr followed Slick up the cave
to the glimmer of sunlight at the
mouth. Slick peered from the crevice,
but there was no sign of Hawk Walkerf;
the kidnapper was already far away.
Again and again Slick had trisd his
strength on the wedged rock and had
found it immovable. Was there a
chance with his comrade to help? . It
was a glimmer of hope, at least.

The two schoolboys braced them-
selves agalnst the rock and exerted all
their strength; they strained at it till
the perspiration ran in streams down
their faces. )

But it was futlle. The heavy rock
was too firmly wedged outside, and
twice their united strength could not
have shifted it an inch. They gave in
at last and stood panting for breath.

“I guess that lets us out!” said Slick
dismally. “That guy Hawk sure does
meke a guy safe when he cinches
him.”

Dick did not hnswer. He leaned on
the rock, breathing hard. Had he
found his comrade, only to share his
fate in that hidden recess in the rocks
of Squaw Mountain? Was it only for
that that he had escaped the fearful
peril of the underground stream? IHe
spoke at last,

“Anyhow, we're together, Slick!” he
said.

“You said it, old-timer!”
Slick.

And that was all the comfort the
comrades of Packsaddle had. But
while there was life there was hope.

said

agreed
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CHAPTER 33,
The Empty Saddle!
“ OGGONE my cats!” roared

D Bill Sampson.

The headmaster of Pack-
saddle School was wrathy.

He was, in fact, hopping mad!

Bill was standing by the flagpole in
the playground of the cow town school.
He had a neckscarf in one hand—the
other hand on the cord that ran to the
summit of the pole.

It looked as if Bill was about to hoist
a signal. But, if so, he was a long
time about it. For he had been stand-
ing there for a good hour, and still the
signal was not run up.

Bill, generally quick fo decide,
seemed unable to make up his mind.
His rugged, bearded face was worried
and troubled under the shadow of his
ten-gallon hat. For a long hour he
stood there that. afternoon, in the hot
glare of the Texas sun, still unable to
decide what he was going to do.

The Packsaddle bunch were in the
school-room with Mr, Brown. Three
of thée bunch were missing—Dick Carr,
Mick Eavanagh, and Slick Poindexter,
But the rest were there, and ne doubt
they figured that Bill had gone out,
having seen and heard nothing of him
for a good hour. Usually the head-
master of Packsaddle was in the
school-room in lesson-time to keep the
bunch in order while they received
instruction from Small Brown.

It was fairly certain that the bunch
supposed that Bill was gone. For,
breaking in on tife gloomy and worried
meditations of - the cow-town school-
master, came an uproar from the
school-house.

Only when Bill was absent did the
bunch let themselves go, regardless of
Small Brown. Now they were letting
themselves go.

And Bill snorted with wrath.

He reckoned that he had trouble
enough on hand, with three of the
bunch missing from the tally, without
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the rest making whoopee in school-
time.

“Doggone ‘em!” roared Bill. He
dropped the cord and the neck-scarf,
and gripped his quirt. “That pesky
guy Brown sure can't ride herd over
that bunch—not worth a red cent, he
ain’t! But I'll sure put ’em wise that
their headmaster is around!”

Bill strode to the schoolhouse, and
tramped through the porch.

He glared mnto the school-room.

Quite an exciting sight met his eyes.

Small Brown, the Packsaddle
teacher, was dodging behind Bill's
high desk. His startled eyes almost
popped through his horn-rimmed spec-
tacles. Steve Carson, Slim Dixon, and
Poker Parker were pelting him with
school books. The rest of the bunch
were on their feet, roaring -with
laughter.

“Take your places!” Swmall Brown
was squealing. “ Sit down at once! I
will report this to Mr. Sampson! I
will—yoooop!” Small Brown yelled a3
a volume caught him under the chin.
- “Bullseye!” chuckled Steve Carson.

“Wow!” yelled Small Brown, “Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the bunch.

A heavy tramping of feet in big cow-
hide boots interrupted the merry roar.
The Packsaddle bunch stared round at
Bill as he strode,in,

“Watch out, you guys, it's Bill!™
gasped Slim.

There was 2 rush to the desks.

Bill grabbed Steve Carson by the back
of his neck. Big Steve wriggled and
roared in his grasp. Small Brown
emerged from behind the headmaster’s
desk, gasping for breath.

“Say, you, Steve!” roared Bill. “You
honing for more quirt—eh? I guess -
you had enough yesterday to satisfy
you, if you sure wasn’t 8 hog and never
knowed when you had enough!” -

“Let up, you ornery old guy!”
gasped Bteve, struggling in the head-
master’s powerful grip

“Let up nothing!” snapped Bill
“You figure this is a time to make
whoopee, with young Slick cinched by
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that doggoned kidnapper, Hawk ‘Walker,
and young Carr gone after Slick, and
Mick gone after young Carr, and all
three of them missing?”

Whack! came the quirt round the
legs of the struggling Steve,

steve's vell woke all the echoes of
Packsaddle.

“Ain't it you that put up the
trouble?” roared Bill. “Didn't you
claim that young Carr bhad been paid
by that lobo-wolf Hawk to put Slick
into his paws, and didn't you plant a
ten-dollar bill in his rags to make it
look like it? And didn’t young Carr
go off on his ear, the pesky young ple-
can ‘'cause all the bunch twrned on
him?”

Whack, whack!

Steve roared.

« And didn't that young jay Mick go
arter him, riding off under my very
nose, and me a-shouting to him to
pull in?” hooted Bill

Whack, whack!

“Let up!” shricked Steve.

«J ain't letting up yet a piece!”
anorted Bill. “You sure put across
enough trouble, young Steve, without
raising Cain in this here school-room,
and fanning Mister Brown with school
books!"”

Whack, whack, whack!

“And me waiting for Mister Poin-
dexter to horn in  and & ’puncher
coming up from the ranch to allow
that he’s gone to San Antone!” roared
Bill. “Him not getting word from me,
and me not knowing what to dol”

Whack, whack!

«and that lobo-wolf Hawk watching
for me to ‘put up th4 signal that the
ransom's to be paid for Slick!” went
on Bill. “And me figuring that I've got
to talk to that doggoned kidnapper!™

Whack, whack!

The bunch looked on, breathless. For
every worry and trouble that the head-
master of Packsaddle enumerated, he
gave Steve a lick of the quirt. Steve
nopped and roared and howled, but
he could not hreak away from the iron
grip on the back of his neck,
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But Bill pitched him away at last.

Steve sprawled, yelling, among the
desks. Bill glared at the buneh.

“Now, I guess you'll keep order
here!” he roared “You ’‘tend to
Mister Brown, like your folks send you
here for. You get me? You let me
hear you whisper again, and T'll sure
hide you like you was a bunch of ornery
steers!”™

And Bill strode out of the school-
room, Mr. Brown had a very quiet
class after he was gone. No fellow
in the bunch wanted to bring Bill
Sampson back again!

Bill strode out into the brilliant sun-
shine of the playground. 1
Not a whisper came from the school-
house. Bill dismissed the bunch from

his mind. '

He went back to the flagpole. Still
he hesitated to run up the signal for
the kidnapper to see from the distant
prairie.

He was still thinking out that prob-
lem, when there was & beat of horse's .
hoofs on the school trail, and he spun
round, to stare at the horseman riding

young

in at the gate.

“That doggoned gink
Kavanagh!” exclaimed Bill.

He gripped his quirt. and strode to
meet Mick as he rode in. Mick
Kavanagh was riding his own bronco,
and leading Dick Carr's pinto by the
rein. Mick had returned to the cow-
town school—but not with the tender-
foot of whom he had gone in search—

only his riderless horse! What had
happened to Dick Carr? What did
that empty saddle tell?

“Say, you young geck——" roared™

Bill, grasping Mick’s bridle with one
hand, end lifting the quirt with the
other. .

But he lowered it again. Mick slid
from the saddle, and stood unsteadily,
facing the schoolmaster. His face
was white and strained—and the look
on it disarmed Bill, The black frown
faded from his brow, and he drogoped
his rough hand gently on the boy’s
shoulder.
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“gpill i, kid!” said Bill
“What's come to young Carr?”

A sob choked in Mick’s throat.

“J—I guess he's passed in his
checks, Bill, and I've come back to
tell you it was my fault!” he groaned.

softly.

CHAPTER 34.
A Desperate Chance!

u LICK!”
S “Yeah?”

i “Wwe've got to get out of
ig!”

“Sez you!”
, dexter.

Dick Carr set his lips.

Little did Hawk Walker dream that
his kidnapped prisoner had been
joined by a comrade from Packsaddle
School. ~ Little, indeed, would Hawk
have cared, for in the hidden cave
Dick was as secure a prisoner as Poin-
dexter.

The great rock that barred the cave-

. mouth was immovable. The united
strength of the two scheolboys had
failed to shift it an inch.

Through crevices came the glitter of
sunrays to remind them of the outer
world from which they seemed eter-
nally shut off. The sun was sinking
behind Squaw Mountain now, and the
deep twilight in the cave was deepen-

grunted Slick Poin-

4
“glick, old man——"

gain.

“Aw, can it, ol-timer!” sald Slick
wearily. “I guess it won’t buy you
anything, chewing the ragl We're a5
good as gone up the #ume—you as well
as me! I'm powerful glad to have
you with me, Dick; but I sure wish
yowd stayed back at the school! I'm
telling you, the jig is up!”

«We're getting out of it, Slick!
There's a chance, and we're going to
try it!” said Dick Carr, quietly and
firmly.

- Blick stared at him.

“J] guess I don’t see no doggoned

chance!” he answered. “Give it a

Dick hegan

T

name. ol-timer, and see me jump at
it with both feet!”

Dick pointed to the underground
stream, flowing dark and swift across
the back of the cavern. From a gap
at one side, it came swirling and
gurgling, to disappear into & gap on
the farther side.

Slick Poindexter started violently.

“Listen to me, Slick!” said the
tenderfoot of Packsaddle quietly. “You
know bow I got here. I took a tumble
in the torrent up in the canyon, and it

washed me away underground. I got
into this cave alive.”
“you said it!” agreed Slick. “I

guess it was a miracle, and then some;
but|you sure did land alive and shout-
ing!”

“That torrent must have an outlet,”
said Dick Carr. “It must flow into the
Squaw River!”

“Sure!"

Slick rose from the boulder "and
joined his comrade on the rocky ledge
of the subterranean stream. He knew
now of what Dick was thinking, and
the bare thought of it made him
shiver. .

“I('s sudden death!” he breathed.

«1 came this far alive, Slick,” an-
swered the tenderfoot of Packsaddle.
“It was a close thing, but I came
through. 1t depends on the distance
before that water hits the open.”

“ and who's going to guess the dis-
tance?”’ muttered Slick. “We ain’t
fur from the Sguaw, but how fur I
ain't guessing.”

“That's the chance weve got to
take.”

Slick was silent. ;

For a long minute he stood staring
at the dark, swirling water, vanishing
in constant flow under the low, arched
rock of the gap in the cavern side.

Between the water and the rock
above there was no space for a swim-
mer’s head. A plunge into the gap
meant going under—and keeping
under!

If the distance was short, they would
be swept out headlong into the Squaw
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River in the rush of the water. If
it was long——— That was hopcless
death in the darkness—the death of
drowned rats!

Poindexter shivered.

But his face set hard and firm. It
was casting the dice, with death on the
hazard of the die. But he had the
pluck for it.

“It’s sure death to hang on!” he
muttered. “Hawk ain't handling the
ransom, Dick, and when he lights out
to-m%ow. he lights out for keeps!
We'l¥™he left here—and never found!
He sure is a tough guy! Dick, ol-
timer, I guess if we get through alive,
we'd have a surprise party ready for
that bulldozer when he humps along
to-morrow like he allowed he would!”

Dick drew a deep breath.

“I'll chance it, if you will, Slick!
It's the only chance, and we've got to
take it, or die here in a trap!”

“It’s a cinch!” said Slick Poindexter
steadily.

No more was said.

Desperate as the chance was, it was
all that remained to the prisoner of
Hawk Walker and the comwade who
had so strangely joined him,

Dick had come down the upper tor-
rent alive, There was an even
chance, at least, of going down the
lower Lorrent alive. Such as the
chance was, they resolved to take it.

The thought was in Dick's mind that
he wished he had parted friends with
Mick EKavanagh, but he did not utter
it. Steadily, and in silence, he pre-
pared for the desperate plunge.

They fastened themselves together
with neckscarfs knotted to their belts.
It was to be both or neither, If either
won through to life and liberty, both
would win through. if either failed, the
other woukl share his fate. On the
edge of the swirling water they ex-
changed, in silence, a last grip of the
hand. 'Then, setting their teeth, they
teok the plunge.

In an instant the dark water was
over them, and they were swept away
together under the rock. In black
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darkness, tossed and whirled by the
gurgling water, they were swept away
as if into the deepest, blackest depths
of the earth. And as they rolled and
whirled helplessly on in the sweep of
the torrent, the icy hand of the grim
King of Terrors reached for them in
the blackness.

CHAPTER 35.

Alive or RPead?
o SPILL it?” muttered Bill Samp-

son.
He stood with his big, rough

hand on Mick Kavanagh's shoulder, .
steadying the boy. The Packsaddle
bunch would hardly have known their
burly, brawny, rough-and-ready Bill
Sampson could be as gentle as a
woman, and he was strangely gentle
now. Mick, standing ~unsteadily,
choked a dry sob in his throat.

“He’s gone up, Billl”

“ Carr, the tenderfoot?”

“Sure!” groaned Mick.

Bill felt a pang. He had beén
angry with Dick Carr for riding out of
the cow-town school without leave in
search of his kidnapped comrade. He
had promised him the quirt on his
return, hard and heavy. But he liked
the cheery schoolboy from the Old
Country, and the thought that the
tenderfoot of Packsaddle had ridden
away to his death gave him a hard
blow.

But he answered quietly '

“You got it sure?”

“I—TI guess so! I guess there ain't
no dog's chance!” muttered Mick.

“How come?” demanded Bill. “He
went rubbering arter Slick what’s in
the grip of that lobo-wolf Hawk!
Mean to say he met up with Hawk,
and that doggone cuss shot him up?™

Mick shook his head.

“1 ain't seen nothing of Hawk, nor
nothing of Slick!” he answered. “I'm
telling you it’s my fault Dick’s gone
over the range—my fault!”’

“How come?” demanded Bill again



" THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

“I got after him along to Squaw
Mountain, Bill. He'd lighted a camp-
fire, like the tenderfoot he was, telling
all Texas where to look for him. I
sure eame to him friendly—" Mick
oroke off, with a groan.

“You ain't telling me you had a
rookus with him?” growled Bill, guess-
ing the truth.

« 1 told him it was all O.K. with the
punch,” said Mick., *“I put him wise
about you finding out that Steve
slanted that ten-dollar bill in his rags,
making it look like he was in cahoots
with the kidnapper. 1 figured that
that would square it, and he would
ride back with me. But he sure did
have his mad up about the bunch turn-
ing him down, and me along with
them, and—and—we came to hitting

Bill was silent.

*He was standing on the edge of the
water,” muttered Mick. “I guess you
tnow that canyon on Sgquaw Mountain,
Bill, where the stream runs under-
grounhd——"

“Sure!”

“He went in,” said Mick. “I nearly
got him with my rope, but—but he was
washed under the rock, Bill, and—and
I—" Mick’s voice broke,

Bill breathed hard.

“I guess that water runs out into
the Squaw River,” he said. “I guess
there’s a chance he went through.”

“I sure knew that, and I beat it for
the Squaw!” said Mick. “I found the
place where it comes out of the hill,
and—and I've .been watching
for hours, Bill, but not hide nor hair
of him came through. Dead or alive,
I reckoned I'd find hin? on the Squaw,
but—but—"

Kavanagh choked.

“Then I figured I'd come back and
tell you!” he went on drearily. “He’s
gone up, Bill!' I never meant it—you
know I never meant it! We was fight-
ing on the water’s edge, and, sure, I
might have gone in instead of Dick!
I wish I had—"
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“Aw, can it!” grunted Bill,

The Packsaddle schoolmaster stood
in deep thought, a wrinkle in his
rugged brow.

Bill knew all the country between
the Rio Frio and the Staked Plain, and
there was hardly a gulch or an arroyo
on Squaw Mountain that he had not
trodden, He knew where the mountain
torrent disappeared into the hillside;
he knew where it emerged on the bank
of the Squaw River and joined that
stream to flow down to the Frig. He
knew that driftwood often foated
through to the Squaw. But—a living
men or boy? His heaxrt was heavy as
he thought of it. A dead body would
be washed through, sooner -or later.
But a living one——

“I guess,” said Bill, at last, “that
there ain't much chance that that
tenderfoot's still alive and shouting.
Nope! But I ain't going to believe
that he's passed in his chips till I got
it dead to rights!”

Mick looked at him.,

“¥You figure——" he began.

“]1 figure that I'm going to give that
spot the once-over,” said Bill, “and I'm
sure doing it pronte. . -Put them
cayuses into the corral and go and tell
Tin Tung to fix you up some eats.”

Bill called to Hank, the hired man,
to bring his bronco. Mick led the two
ponies to the corral and turned Dick
Carr's in. But he did not unsaddle his
own horse.

When Bill mounted at the gate fo
ride to Squaw Mountain, Mick
Kavanagh rode after him.
round at him,

But he did not speak. If there was
a remote ghance of finding Dick Carr,
dead or alive, Mick wanted to be
there, and his headmaster was not the
man to say him nay. Bill stretched
his bronco to a gallop westward over
the rolling prairie, and Mick Kavanagh
rode with him. .

Bill's face was dark and gloomy as
he rode. His problem of dealing with
the Kkidnapper was still unsolved,
though, in his anxiety for Dick Carr,

Bill stared -
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he had shelved it for the time.
that problem had to be solved.

The search for the kidnapped school-
boy had been hopeless. Marshal Lick
had done his best—and failed. Either
the ransom had to be paid, or Slick
left to his fate.

And, by ill-luck, Mr, Poindexter was
away abt San Antone, and Bill had
been unable to get word to him. He
had to decide for himself, without tak-
ing counsel with Slick's father.

It was no easy matter for the cow-
town schoolmaster to raise the sum of
five hundred dollars. But his friends
in the cow town would have helped; he
could have found the money.

Handing it over to Hawk Walker, for
the release of his victim, was another
matter. It got Bill's goat even to think
of it. That was why he had hesitated
so long with the signal in his hand
at the foot of the flagpole.

Hawk, the professional kidnapper,
carried on his deadly business on ruth-
less lines. He did not feed his
prisoners. Already days and nights
had passed. It was Slick's life that
was at stake now, Yet to yield to the
unscrupulous rascal, and without ithe
authority of Slick’s father, was a
tough proposition to Bill. Now, as he
galloped for Squaw Mountain, the
problem was shelved for the moment,
but it had to be settled soon. Bill
would have given all he had for a
sight of Hawk Walker, and a chance
of pulling a six-gun on him.

The rolling prairie fled beneath the
galloping hoofs. The grassland was
left behind, and the hoofs of the horses
rang on the stony trails of Squaw
Mountain,

They struck the bank of the Squaw
River where it rolled, dewn through a
broad canyon, and followed the bank
up-stream.

Bill Sampson dropped from his
broneo where a swirling torrent gurgled
from a gap in the canyon-side, and
flowed down to the river. From a
great arched gap it came, rippling and

And
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tumbling. Mick dismounted. On that
spot, for long, dreary hours that day,
he had watched and waited, and only
the swirling glimmering water had
rewarded his watich, and somectimes &
whirling lump of driftwood.

The canyon was red with the sunset,
In- the crimson glare of the setting
sun Bill stood on the rocks beside the
torrent, staring at it with grim eyes.

A pine branch from the upper hill
came bobbing out of the rocky gap, and
rolled down the stream, floating away
on the broad waters of the Squaw. It
was g trifle, but it showed that the
underground passage of the water was
clear. If that branch came through,
a swimmer, alive or dead, should have
come through. Dead, the tenderfoot's
body would have rolled out at the gap.
Surely—

Mick Kavanagh gave a sudden yell.
He grabbed the Packsaddle school-
master by the arm.

“Look!"” he shrieked.

“Carry me home to die!”
Bill Sampson, .

Something came shooting out of the
gap in the wild, rushing water. A dark
object that rolled and whirled—a body
—two bodies—clinging together!

“Dick!” shrieked Kavanagh,

“Slick!” roared BIill.

His lasso flew. The loop dropped.
caught, and tautened; the two figures
that clung together werc dragged from
the water and landed on the rocks at
Bill Sampson's feet. Alive or dead?

roared

CHAPTER 36.
Safe and Sound!

“ LIVE!" roared Mick.
A Biﬁ.]umping painters!” gasped

He unhooked the riata. He jerked
loose the neckscarf that tied the two
schoolboys together by their belts. Dick
and BSlick sat up, streaming with
water, white as chalk, half-senseless,
but alive, in the helping hands of Mick
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Kavahagh of
Packsaddle.

They gasped, they gurgled for breath.
They  stared dizzily, helplessly.
Through the Valley of the Shadow
of Death they had come, choked, suffo-
cated, buffeted, and beaten, tossed and
whirled, utterly spent; so near death
that they had felt its icy touch. But
alive—and in the hands of their
friends.

“Hurroo!” voared Mick. “Dick—
Slick—howly Mike! Hurroo!”

“Doggone my cats!” gasped Bill
Sampscn. “Slick! That. guy's sure
Slick! I figured that we might raise
young Carr—but Sliclt This here is
the elephant’s hind legs and then
some! }t’s sure Slick! Slick Poin-
dexter, or his pesky spook; I'll tell a
man!”

It was long minutes before cither of
the rescued comrades of Packsaddiz
could speak.

Dick Carr was the first to find his
voice.

“Bill! Mick!” he panted. “You
here—— Mick, ald man, I'm sorry—"

“Aw, forget it, ol-timer!” almost
sobbed Mick. “ Bure it was all me own
faulti”

“It wasn’'t!” said Dick Carr.
was minel!”

“¥e pesky boob, if ye say it wasn't
my fault, I'll sure hand ye & sock-
dolager, and so I willl I'm telling ye
it was all my fault!” roared Mick.

Dick Carr laughed.

“Anyhow, 1t was luck, Mick! I found
Slick—"

“T'll say this gets my goat!"” pasped
Bill Sampson. “I tell all Texas that
it sure gets my goat! It’s you, Slick;
it's sure you—"

“I'll say it's a galoot about my size,
Bill,” grinned Slick Poindexter, “and
powerful glad to see you, Bill!”

“But how come?” roared the amazed

and the headmaster

"It

BilL

He listened with open mouth as they
told him.

“By the great horned toad!” said
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Bill, “I1l say you had some nerve to
try that game! But you got by with
it—you sure got by with it! And
that's where that guy Hawk had you
packed up—in a cave on Squaw Moun-
tain! I'l say he will be surprised, &
few, when he learns that you got ouf
by the back door!”

Slick chuckled.

“He sure wanted me to write a
letter to my popper, Bill, putting him
wise that I was nix on the cats. He
allowed he was hitting the cave to-
morrow for the last time, and if I
hadn’t wrote that billy-doo, and if he
hadn't got the ransom, he was leaving
me to it. He sure will find his hide-
out empty to-morrow, Bill!”

Bill smiled grimly.

“I'll say nope!” he answered. “I
guess if that guy hits the cave to-
morrow, Slick, he will find somebody
there, and I kinder reckon it will be a
guy about my size, with a gat in his
grip! I'm going to mention that
Mister Hawk Walker is riding his last
kidnapping trail! He sure struck a
bad patch when he hit Texas!”

Dick and Slick, as they recovered
their strength, wrung the water from
their clothes, Mick, grinning, drew a
bundle of sandwiches from his pocket
and held them up. Slick Poindexter
pounced on them and grabbed them. A
prairie wolf had nothing on Slick for
the next few minutes.

“11] tell a man,” he said, when he
had finished, “that I was honing for
some eats!”

He turned to Bill :

“Say, Bill, we hitting Packsaddle?”
he asked. “I want to mosey into the
chuckhouse, and I want to mcsey in
pronto!”

Bill shook his head.

“We ain't hitting Packsaddle,” he
answered. “That guy Hawk Walker
is sure watching for the signal from the
school. We ain’t putting that guy wise
that yowve made your getaway, Slick!
I guess he would hit the horizon so
sudden nobody would see his heels for
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dust! No, sir! That guy Hawk is
going on thinking you're safe in his
hide-out.”

Bill grinned, a rather savage grin.

T guess I want to see that feller, and
want to see him bad!” he went on.
“you ain’t hitting no Packsaddle to
put him wise, young Poindexter!
You're hitting Kicking Mule Ranch,
and youwll sure stay there, hunting
cover, till we've rounded up Hawk!
You get me?”

“RBill, old-timer, youve got more
hoss-sense in your boots than Small
Brown has in his head!” said Slick.
“Me for Kicking Mule~-and I'll say I'm
going to worry them a few in the
chuckhouse there!”

Dick and Mick looked at Bill.
Packsaddle schoolmaster nodded.

“you two young guys keep tabs on
Slick,” he said. “8Stick him on your
cayuse, Kavanagh, and tote him to
Kicking Mule. I'll send hosses over
for you to-morrow—after we've cinched
Hawk! You've got to lie low at Kicking
Mule. .You show hide or hair outside
that ranch, and I'll sure quirt you a
few, and then some!™

The three comrades of Packsaddle
started for Kicking Mule—Slick on
Mick’s horse, Mick and Dick® Carr
walking on either side of the bronc.
‘And the three faces were bright as they
went.

Bill Sampson remounted his bronco,
and rode back to Packsaddle with a
grin on his bearded face. Bill, Just
then, was the happiest man in Texas.
His problem was solved. There were no
dollars to be found for the kidnapper
now, there was no need for surrender
to Hawk Walker—that signal would
never be hoisted in the playground of
the cow-town school,

The greedy rascal, watching from
some hidden spet for the signal of sur-
render, would never see¢ it, For the
first time in his long career as a kid-
napper Hawk Walker was bheaten—
beaten to a frazzle!

The
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CHAPTER 37.
Hawh Gets His!
“ AY, you Poindexter!”
S Hawk Walker snarled at the
crevice in the great rock that
barred the narrow mouth of the prison-
cave.

It was high morning, and bright sun-
shine streamed down in the lonely
gulch on the rugged side of Squaw
Mountain.

That lonely gulch, far from the
habitations of man, had locked as
lonely, as utterly deserted as usual
when Hawk rode into it. He rode with
a blackly scowling face under his
Stetson. :

In his long career as a professional
kidnapper, Hawk had sometimes,
though not often, failed to cinch the |
dough. And in such a case-he was as
pitiless as a mountain cougar.

He had watched for the signal on the
flagpole at Packsaddle—and watched in
vain. And he swore savagely that if
he had to hit the trail out of Texas
without the dollars, his prisoner should
never see the light of day again.

He dismounted and hitched his horse,
and tramped to the cave-mouth, and
stared into the gloomy interior by the
narrow crevice. He shouted to the
prisoner within, little dreaming there
were no ears to hear. But to his
snarling shout there came no answer.

“you doggoned young piecan!”
snarled Hawk., *‘I guess you can hear
me! You want to mind your step,
young Poindexter! Say, that school-
master of yourn is sure a tough guy,
and he ain’t standing for handing over
the dust! I guess I want a word from
you to your popper down at the ranch!
I'll see that he gets it! You hear me
toot?”

No reply from the cave.

Blacker grew the scowl on the face
of the kidnapper. Slick had defied him
before, but he had reckoned that
hunger would drive the imprisoned
schoolboy to surrender. And he
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figured that a written word from Slick
to tell his father that he was dying
of hunger, would work the riffle!
Syrely, after days and nights without
food, the boy would not still be
obstinate!

“you get me?” hissed Hawk. “I'm
telling you that if I don't gel that
billy-doo for your popper, here and now,
T'm hitting the trail! 1 guess your
schoolmaster won't find you here, and
if he does, T'll say it's only your bones
he'll ralse.  You shouting?”

Deep silence from the cave. Hawk
peered in at the crevice. He could see
nothing but the dim twilight within.
Hunger could not yet have done its
work—he knew that. Why did not the
boy speak? Hawk figured that he
-could guess—that Slick had hoped to

- trick him into shifting the rock, to get

at him with a stone in his hand. The
kidnapper set his teeth.

“Last time of asking!” he hissed.
“You answer up, you doggone young
scallawag, or I'm hitting the trailt”

Silence!

For a long minute the kidnapper

_ waited. Then he snarled out an oath

and turned away from the cave-mouth.
His ruthless mind was made up. He
had failed—he had to ride without the
dollars!

And as he turned, a shadow fell in
the sunlight. Hawk started and
gripped the gun in his belt.

“gtick 'em up!”

With his hand on the butt of his Colt
Hawk Walker stared, with startled, un-
pelieving eyes, at the tall, brawny
figure of the schoolmaster of Pack-
saddle—standing only a dozen feet
from him, his bearded face grim over
his revolver. .

The gulch had looked lonely, deserted.
There had been no sound of & horse—
no sound of a footstep. ¥et there stood
Bill Sampson, covering him with a
jevelled Colt! And the desperado, as
he stared, realised that Bill must have
begn there before him, watching for
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him, waiting for him—that he had
walked blindly into a trap!
“T guess you want to reach for the

sky, Hawk Walker!” came Bill's
menacing tones. “Put’em up, you dog-
goned- rustler! I got you, you gol-

darned lobo-wolf! I sure got you by
the short hairs, you pesky thief, and
if you pull that gun, you get yours so
sudden you won't be wise to what hit
you! You get me, you doggoned,
pesky skunk!”’

Hawk Walter stood as if turned to
stone, his hand on his gun, utter
desperation in his glaring eyes.

Bill made & stride nearer.

“Put 'em up!" he snapped. ‘‘Hands
up, I'm telling you!"*

His eyes, under his rugged, knitted
brows, gleamed over the levelled gun.

But the kidnapper was desperate. He
made a sudden backward spring, at the
same moment pulling his Colt.

Bang!

Bill's six-gun roared, and even as
Hawk swung up his gun-arm to fire,
that arm dropped to his side, smashed
by the bullet.

with a yell of agony, the kidnapper
recled and fell. The revolver dropped
from his nerveless fingers.

Bill, with smoking gun, strode up to
him. He stared down grimly on the
groaning kidnapper.

“I guess,” said Bill, “that you was
honing for it, Hawk, and you sure got
yours! Il say I was some gink not
to put it through your think-box, and
make it last sickness for you; but I
sure don't want to cheat the sheriff.”

Hawk Walker answered only with a
groan. He had one more trail to ride
+to the calaboose at Packsaddle. But
ile illlmd ridden his last kidnepping

Ta)

That day was a holiday at Pack-
saddte School,

Even Bill could hardly keep the
bunch in check when the news got
around that the Packsaddle school-
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master had roped in Hawk Walker, the
kidnapper, and when Slick, Dick, and
Mick came riding in from Kicking
Mule!

But Bill did not want to keep the
bunch in check that day! BIill was as
merry and bright as the bunch, and
all that day Packsaddle made wild
whoqogee, and Bill forgot he possessed
a quirt!

CHAPTER 38,
Caught!

o OUR deal, Steve!”
Y “Surel” .
Dick Carr stared into the

chuckhouse at Packsaddle. Lessons
were over for the day at the cow-town
school; but it was not yet time for
supper, and, except at meal-times, the
chuckhouse was generally deserted.
Now there were three fellows there sit-
ting round the end of the long trestle
table—Steve Carson, Poker Parker, and
Slim Dixon.

Big Steve had a pack of well-worn
cards in his hands, and was shuffling
them. He glanced across at the door-
way, as the shadow of the tenderfoot
of Packsaddle fell in, with the bright
sunlight behind him. He grinned
derisively as he caught Dick's surprised
stare.

“Say, what you want horning in?"
he demanded. “Looking for a hand
in a poker game?”

“I guess the tenderfoot don't play
poker any, Steve!” grinned Slim.

“You sald it!” chuckled Poker
Parker,

Dick’s lips curled.

“Right!” he answered. “And if Bill
catehes you playing poker here, you'll
rather wish you hadn't, either.”

“Aw, can it!"” snapped Steve. He
dealt the cards with a practised hand.
“We're wise to it that Bill's gone down
to Packsaddle, and I guess he won't he
back yet a piece! You goin’ to put him
Wwise when he hits the scheol again?”
he added with a sneer,
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“Oh, shut up!” shapped Dick Carr
angrily.

More than once Stecve had had the
quirt, hard and heavy. as a warning to
leave the “'devil’s picture book " alone!
And certainly he would not have been
playing poker in the chuckhouse now
but for the fact thal he had seen Bill
ride out at the gate.

2 Put him wise if you want!” went on
Steve. “I guess that's the sort of pizen
coyote you are!"” "

“That’s a lie, and you know it!”
answered Dick Carr coolly. “I'm not
telling Bill anything. But I'll tell you
this—Bill's not so far away as you
think. He's come back—""

“Oh, great gophers!” ejaculated
Slim Dixon, jumping up from the pine-
wood bench in alarm.

“ Aw, squat down, you gooh!” growled
Carson, still dealing the cards. “¥You
firure that that piecan would pul us
wise if Bill was around? He sure can’t
string me along that-a-way!”

“I tell you—"" exclaimed Dick Carr.

“Pack it up!” jeered Carson.

“Yep, pack it up and beat it!” said
Slim, sitting down again, “1 guess
you can't fool us, not s0’s you'd notice
it!”

Dick Carr turned from the doorway.
Big Steve was his enemy, and Slim and
Poker backed up Big Steve. Friends or
foes, Dick had felt bound to give them
the tip that Bill was around. But if
they did not choose to believe that the
tip was given in good faith that was
their own funeral.

Steve and his comrades picked up
their “hands.” Deep in the game of
draw-poker, they dismissed the tender-
foot of Packsaddle from thelr minds.

A shadow fell across the doorway
again.

It was a longer shadow this time;
the shadow of a herculean figure, over
a foot taller than Dick Carr’s.

But Steve & Co., deep in the game,
did not observe it. Steve tossed a silver
dollar into the pool. He had dzalt him-
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self four of a kind—a hand {hat made
him very keen and eager.

“Guess I'm raising you, Steve!”
remarked Slim, and he threw a dollar
and a quarter in. &

Slim had a *full house.”

“F1l see’you!” saild Poker Pavker,
and his dollar and a quarter followed
Slim's into the beef-can that served as
a pool.

“Carry me home to die!” roared a
deep voice at the doorway; and the
three started and spun round.

“Bill!” gasped Slim.

Steve Carson gritted his teeth He
realised—teo late—that the tenderfoot’s
warning had been given in good faith.
Bill was back from- Packsaddle town
—and here he was, staring into the
chuckhouse, his bearded face grim.

Bill’s quirt was under his arm. He
slipped it down into his hand as he
strode into the chuckhouse,

““Poker, hey !” roared Bill.- “I guess
you ain't had enough quirt, young
Carson, and you sure arc honing for
more!"

Steve did not speak. He was fairly
caught, and there was nothing to say.
But his look was black and bitter at
the cow-town schoolmaster,

“Only a leetle game, Bill,”
Poker Parker nervously. “I guess
Whoop! Yoooe! Yow-owwoop!”

The quirt sang and rang round
Poker. He bolted for the door, and
Bill rushed after him, still lashing.
Poker was yelling frantically as he
bolted out of the doorway into the
playground.

Bill strode back to the other two,

“Now, you, Dixon!” roared Bill.

“I guess—— Oh, wake snakes! Let

up!” yelled Slim, as Bill gave him his
turn with the quirt.

Down the long chuckhouse went Slim,
with the quirt raining lashes on his
back as he went. He leaped through
the doorway, yelling.

Then Bill came back for Steve
Carson.

Steve was the chief offender of the

said

9

three, as Bill well knew. He was a
bad influence in the cow-town school—
an influence to which Bill aimed to
put “‘paid.” Steve had backed away
towards the window while Bill was
dealing with the other two. Now he
had the window open; and as Bill came
back for him he made a hunlcd
scramble through it to escape.

But there was no escape for Bxg
Steve. Bill's grasp was on him when
he was half-way through.

Crack came the quirt on his back!
Big Steve yelled and kicked out wildly.

“Jumping painters!” roared Bill
Sampson, as a heavy boot caught him
under his bearded chin.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from the
Packsaddle bunch outside. The uproar
from the chuckhouse had drawn all the
buncn across the playground to
“rubber ” at the scene.

“Beat it, Steve!”
Poindexter.

“Out you come!” exclaimed Mick
Kavanagh, and he grabbed hold of
Steve's arm to help him {rom the
window.

The next moment he let go, with a
fearful yell. Bill, reaching over Steve
from the window, landed a lick with
the quirt, and Mick jumped back,
waking all the echoes of Packsaddle.

Bill's left hand was gripping Steve
by the back of his belt,

Crack, crack, crack! The swipes of
the quirt rang like pistol-shots. The
Packsaddle bunch stared on. Bill had
a heavy hand—and he needed cne to
ride herd over the rough-and-tough
bunch at the cow-town school. But
they ad seldom seen Bill ladle it out
to this extent.

“Let up, you pesky old piecan!”
shricked Steve, wriggling frantically as
the quirt rose and fell. ‘‘Let up, dog-
gone you! I'll sure make you howl for
Lhis you goldarned old geck!”

Cmck crack, crack, crack! rang the
quirt,

“I guess that's let vou out, young
Carson!"” panted Bill. “I'll say you hit

yelled Slick
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this hyer school to larn, and I'll men-
tion that I'm the galoot to larn you,
jest a few, and then some! . Git!”

He dropped Carson from the:chuck-
house window, and the bully of Pacik-
saddie sprawled, roaring, on the ground.

Bill tucked his quirt under his arm,
stamped out of the chuckhouse, and
across to the schoolhouse, still frown-
ing. He was not quite sure that he
had given Big Steve enough. e

Steve was sure, however. Steve lay
and roared and howled, His friends,
Poker and Slim, were putting in some
velling on their own account, and did
ot give him any heed. Dick Carr came
towards him to give him a hand up.

The gambler’s son, with & savage
scowl, struck his helping hand aside.
Then he staggered to his feet and
limped away to the bunkhouse.

Slick Poindexter whistled. .

“1 guess. Bill sure had his mad up
with that guy!” he remarked. ‘‘He
sure did quirt him like he was an
ornery steer! But Tl tell a man,
Steve's the galoot to ask for it.”

There was no doubt that Blz Steve
had had the quirting of his life. He
was still mumbling and wriggling when
the Packsaddle bunch went to bed in
the bunkhouse. And when the rest of
the bunch were asleep, Big Steve still
lay awake, with many twinges, his
gleaming eyes staring into the dark-
ness, and fierce thoughts of vengeance
running in his mind.

CHAPTER 39,
The Holdup in the Timber!
‘ UNT cover!” grinned Slick.

H “you said it!” murmured
: Mick Kavanagh.

Dick Carr glanced round ih surprise
for the moment. Then the sight of
g ten-galion hat put him wise, and he
hunted cover with his'comrades.

Sciwcol bounds at a school like Paek-
saddle were not very definitely drawn.
Every cuy in the bunch had a horse.
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and after class could ride where he
liked on the rolling prairie, from the
hanks of the Rio Frio to the rugged
slopes of Sguaw Mountain. But every
galoot who boarded at the cow-town
school had to be in before sundown.

It was a necessary rule. Steve Carson
and some of his friends found bad com-
pany at some of the joints in the cow
{own. Dick, Slick, and Mick were not
the fellows to be found in bad company,
but they had to toe the line, with the
quirt in prospect it they failed so to do.
So the sight of Bill's ten-gallon hat, five
miles from the school, when the sun
was sinking in crimson and gold behind
Squaw Mountain, caused them to hunt
cover and hunt it quick.

They had ridden home afier class
with Pie Sanders, whose folk lived at
Squaw Mountain., Certainly there was
no harm in that, but they had
lingered at the Sanders’ shebang, and
given themselves little time to get back
ten miles to Packsaddle.

Thelr way -homeward lay through a
timber island, and it was lucklly in the
timber and not on the open prairie that
they sighted BIill,

On the open plain, Bill could have
spotted them at once, and there was no
doubt that he would have weighed in
with the quirt on the spet. But the
trail through the timber was narrow,
closed in on either side by big ceibas,
with great masses of Spaniard’s beard
pendant from the overarching hranches.
There was ample cover, and the three
schoolboys hunted it promptly. On the
thick grass of the trail the hoofs of
their horses had made no sound. They
jumped down and led the broncs by
their reins into the trecs within a
second or two after sighting Bill.

Bill, still at a distance, had not seen
them. He was coming up from the
direction of the school at a leisurely
pace. They knew that Bill was going
over to Kicking Mule Ranch that even-
ing, and so it was easy to guess that
he was how on his way there. All they
had to do was to wait in cover for Bill
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to ride by, and then resume their way
home.

Keeping carefully in cover, they
watched him as he came trofting up

the trail.
breathed Poindexter sud-

“Gum!”
denly.

Dick Carr caught his breath, and
Mick’'s eyes cpened wide.

Bill was still twice a lasse’s length
‘away when three figures on foot leaped
suddenly from the trees beside the trail.

“Stick 'em up!” ¢ :

Loud and sharp came the words.

The hidden schoolboys stared.

It was a hold-up! -

- The three figures that had suddenly
appeared from the timber were clad in
tong Mexican serapes, belted round
thiem, completely concealing them, and
giving them a bulky lock.

Mexican sombreros were on their
heads, and their faces were hidden by
black cloth masks covering them from
forehead to chin. )

The schoolboys would have laken
them, from the sombreros and the
serapes, for Mexicans—" greasers”
from over the border.

But the voice that bade Bill “stick
‘em up” had no Spanish sound, and
they guessed that the Mexican outfit
was merely adopted as a disguise by
bulldozers who belonged much nearcr
than Mexico.

Three six-guns were levelled at Bill
Sampson as he drew in his horse, and
stared at the held-up gang.

Bill's reins dropped over his horse’s
neck, and he lifted his hands over his
Stetson. Bill was quicker on the draw
than any other man in Santanta
County, but he was too wise to Hhull
a gun with three Colts levelled at him.

His rugged, bearded face was dark
with rage as he put his hands up.

“By the great horned toad!” said
Bill. “You doggoned piecans, is this
hyer a hold-up?”

“Can it!” interrupted the hold-up
man, “Keep your paws elevated, Bill
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Sampson, or you get yours mighty
sudden.” - -

“I guess I ain't arguing with a six-
gun, feller!” sald Bil. “But I'll sure
see you strung up on & cottonwood for
this hyer game."”

“Forget it!"” shapped the hold-up
man. “Say, you guys, you want to lift
his hardware.”

Two of the masked Mexicans—if they
were Mexicans—stepped to Bill. One.ol
them drew the big Colt from the holster
in his belt, and pitched it away into the
thickets. ;

Bill, tight-lipped, pritted his teeth.
His eyes glittered under his knitted
brows. His “mad” was up, but he
made no movement. No man in the
cow country thought of arguing with &
six-gun that looked him in the face.

“You doggoned skunks!"” breathed

Bill. “You goldarned ornery gang of
greasers! I'll sure make you hone for
the other side of the Rio Grande afore
you're much older.”
. “Pack it up!” snapped the leader of
the gang. “Light down off'n that
Cﬁy?se, and keep your bully-beef trap
shut.”

“you ain't no greaser, If your side-
kickers are!” sald Bill, with a fierce
glare at him. “I'll say you're some
bull-whacker from along to Packsaddle.
or you'd nhever have knowed I was
riding this trail. I’ll sure root through
Packsaddle till I git you.”

“Quit chewing the rag and light
dewn!"”

Bill slowly clambered down from his
bronc.

One of the gang gave the horse a
smart cut, and it galloped on up the
trail with swinging stirrups. It went
galloping by the spot where Dick, Slick
and Mick stared breathlessly, and
vangshed up the trail towards Kicking
Mule.

The schoolboys exchanged glances.
Had Bill Sampson tried gunning they
would have rushed out to his aid, un-
armed as they were. But Bill was
taking it like a lamb, and to rusk on
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three desperadces with six-guns in
their hands was not wise. The hold-up
gang did not know they were there
that was clear, and it was wiser to
leave them in ignorance. Dick Carr
gripped his quirt, but Slick caught him
by one arm, Mick by the other,

“Forget it, you gink!” breathed
Slick, “You want them bulldozers to
fill you up with lead?”

“We ain’'t got a dog’s chance,” whis-
pered Mick. ‘They got the guns, you
geck! Bill’s taking it quiet. I guess we
want to play possum.”

Dick Carr nodded.

“Mebbe we'll take a chance to horn
in later!” muttered Slick Poindexter.
“But I guess & front seat in a funeral
won’t help none.”

Dick could only assent. But his eyes
gleamed as he watched through the
Spanish moss, hanging in thick clusters
from the branches.

Bill Sampson stood in the trail, his
hands still up. The leader of the gang,
his eyes glittering through the eyeholes
of his mask, stepped a little nearer to
him, his six-gun at & level. The other
two were now handling e lasso.

The loop was thrown over Bill's lifted
arms and drawn taut. The headmaster
of Packsaddle was a prisoner, his arms
cinched in the rope.

“1 guess you can put your fins down
now, Bill Sampson!” jeered the voice
from the mask. “Hog-tie him, you
galoots.”

Neither of the others had spoken a
word. In silence they proceeded to
xnot the lasso round Bill, fastening his
sinewy arms down to his sides. The
Packsaddlz L= ster made a convul-
sive movemeor i3 was no ordinary
. hold-up—tb: d not mean to go
througin his ond then let him
procecd on his way. They were making
him o prisoner. What their object
could be was a mystery to Bill as well
as to the breathless schoolboys watch-
ing from the thicket.

‘“wvou doggoned
choked with rage.

-

1

skunks!”  Bill
“What's this hyer
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What for
Spill

game? Il tell a man!
;,;olu’ hog-tying a guy this-a-way?
HYE

“1 guess youw'll soon be put wisel'”
jeered the hold-up leader. “We got
you dead to rights, now, you piefaced
old geck! Beat it, you 'uns!”

With hands gripping his bound arms,
Bill Sampson was marched into the
timber, the leader of the gang, revolver
in hand, following behind him. The
trail was left deserted.

“Gum!” said Slick Poindexter. “I'll
say this has got me beat! What the
gregt horned toad do they want Bill
or?”

He stared into the deserted trail
From the timber came back a rustling
as the hold-up gang went on their way
with their prisoner. The schoolboys
stepped out into the trail, leaving their
horses hitched under the trees.

“We're going after them!” breathed
Dick Carr.

“you said it ! murmured Slick.

“Keep your eyes peeled!” muttered
Poindexter. “I guess if they get wise
to us we shan't live long enough to tell
them about it in Packsaddle. We sure
don't want therm fo get a bead on us
with them six-guns.”

And, with definite caution, the com-
rades of Packsaddle crept through the
tanzled timber, on the track of the
hold-up gang. -

GHAPTER 40.
Three on ths Trackl
L1 ISTEN!” breathed Slick Poin-
dexter.

He halted, bending his ear
ta listen more intently. His comrades
halted with him.

Ahead of them they could still hear
the rustling made in the thickets as
the hold-up gang led their prisoner
farther away from the trail into the
depths of the timber. '

But there was a sound from the
timber cloger at hand, and Poindexter's
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keen ear picked it up at once—the
sound of tethered horses.

“That'l] be their cayuses!” whispered
Mick. :

Dick nodded.

That the hold-up gang had horses at
hand was certain; no man could travel
on foot on the prairie. It went with-
out saying that they had left their
horses tethered in the timber while
they ambushed Blll on the trail.

But they were not making for their
horses now, that was clear.

By the way they went they were
avoiding the spot where the animals
were tethered.

Obviously it was not their purpose
to make their getaway with Bill 2
prisoner on their hands, gr they would
have gone for their horses. Why they
were walking the Packsaddle head-
master into the deepest depths of the
timber, far from the trail, was a
mystery.

But, whatever their purpose was,
they would come back for thelr horses
afterwards to make their escape.
slick’s eyes gleamed.

“1 guess it's got me beat what
want with Bill!” he whispered.
they’ll want their critters arter they're
through, to burn the wind! Il say
they ain't going to find them critters
when they want them. Foller mel”

Leaving the track of the hold-up
gang, Blick Poindexter plunged into
the trees in the direction of the sound
that had caught his ears.

Dick and Mick followed him, catch-
ing on at once to the plan jn his mind.
Deprived of their horses, the hold-up
gang had no chance of escape in the
cow country, where every man went on
horseback.,  And the tethered horses
were at the mercy of the gang's un-
suspected pursuers.

In n few minutes the schoolboys
pushed into an open space under the
pranches of & great ceiba, where three
ponies, saddled and bridled, were
hitched. Evidently they were the
mounts of the hold-up gang, left there

they
“But
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when they ambushed Bill on fool by
the trail.

“Gum!” ejaculated Poindexter, as he
stared at them.

“Cut them loose!” breathed Dick
Carr. “No time to lose! We've gob
to get after Bill!”

“Hold on a plece! Don't you know
them critters?” gasped Poindexter.

“H wly Mike!” breathed Mick.
“They're Packsaddle cayuses.”

“What?” exclaimed Dick Carr, in
amazement.

“Look at that critter's white stock-
ings!” said Slick, pointing to one of
the tethered animals. “That's Big
Steve's critter!”

“Oh, my hat!”

in amazement they stared at the
horses. There was no doubt about if.
The snimals were famillar to their
sight. One of them, with white stock-
ings—patches of white on its forelegs
—they would have -recognised any-
where as Steve Carson’s horse. The
other two belonged to Poker Parker
and Slim Dixon.

“Say, them guys have lifted Pack-
saddle crittersi” saild Mick. “They've
sure met with Steve, Slim, and Poker,
and cinched their cayuses.”

“Horse thieves!” said Slick. “Y¥ep!
They're sure Packsaddle critters, and
11l tell a man that gang ain't seelng
them any more.”

It was an amazing discovery to the
comrades of Packsaddle. They could
only conclude that the hold-up gang
had met Steve, Slim, and Poker on the
prairie and robbed them of their
horses. Yet Bil's horse, a more
valuable animal, had been set galloping
off when they cinched the school-
master on the trail. It was puzzling
enough; but they had no time to work
out puzzles.

Slick cast the three ponles loose and
started them through the trees towards
the trail. There was no doubt that
they would trot home to Packsaddle
School now that they were released.

“Hump i, yon'uns!” said Slick, and
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as the horses disappeared towards the
trail, the schoolboys turned back to
take up the track of the hold-up gang
again.

The rustling sound made by the gang
as they threaded a way through the
timber had died away in the distance.
But it was easy enough to pick up the
track of the tramping feet—especially
those of Bill Sampson’s enormous
cowman's boots.

Winding through celbas and pecans
and hanging moss, the schoolboys fol-
lowed the track into the very deepest
depths of the timber. Each of them
;:lax;]ried his quirt—the only weapon he

ad.

“What on earth can their game be?”
muttered Dick Carr. “What are they
going to do with Bill?”

“I guess we'll soon be wise to that.
Anyhow, they won't get away after,”
answered Slick. “They ain't got no
hosses, ’cept what they lifted from
Steve, Poker, and Slim—and I'll say
them cayuses is half-way back to Pack-
saddle by this time. Watch out!
They've halted! We've run them
roughnecks down!”

On the edge of a little glade, shut
in by overhanging trees, the school-
boys halted, and peered through the
pendant masses of Spaniard’s heard.
And the sight they saw made them
wonder whether their eyes deceived
them.

e

CHAPTER 41.
The Face Behind the Mask!

L ARRY me home to

breathed Bill Sampson.

The fury in his rugged,

bearded face might have terrified any

hold-up gang in Texas had Bill been
loose with a gun in his hand.

But Bill's gun was gone, and his
hands were helpless, his arms fastened
down to his sides.

Utterly powerless, the headmaster of
Packsaddle lay in the thick grass.
Kneeling round him, the masked trio

die!”
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knotted the lasso again and again, till
Bill could hardly stir a limb.

Then they left him lying. The leader
of the gang—the only one who had
spoken—gripped a quirt and swished it
in the air.

Bill, lying face down, twisted his
head to glare up at him.

“You doggoned polecat!” said Bill,
his voice husky with rage. *“¥ou don’t
dare touch me with that quirt!”

“Forget it!"” jeered the fellow with
the quirt. “I guess you're going to be
lambasted a few, Bill Sampson, and
then some! I'll tell a man you'll jest
be able to crawl home on your hands
and knees when I'm through!”

Nelther of the others spoke. They .
looked on through the eyeholes of their
masks in silence,

Bill writhed with rage.

“I guess I'll get wise to you, you gol-
darned piecan!” he hissed. “You ain't
no greasers from over the bhorder—
you're bulldozers of this here section.
I guess I've heard your toot before,
somewha., though I don’t rightly know
where, and I reckoh your side-kickers
ain't talking none, because mebbe I'd
be wise to them if they did! ¥You
belong to Packsaddle town, and I guess
I've trod on your corns some time and
put you on the prod!”

“You've sure spilled a bibful!”

“I'm telling you!” roared Bill. “I'll
root through every joint in Packsaddle
town till I get you!”

There came a mocking laugh from
under the mask. Up went the quirt,
coming down with a terrific lash across
Bill Sampson’s back.

It rang like a rifle-shot through the
timber, and louder still rang the en-
raged roar of the headmaster of Pack-
saddle.

From their cover on the edge of the
glade, Dick, Slick, and Mick stared on,
in utter wonder. They knew now what
the gang wanted with Bili!

It was vengeance they were after.

“Gumi” breathed Poindexter.
“That’s the game! I guess Bill has
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troa on a good many corns down to
Packsaddle .town. Them bulldozers
have cinched him to hand over 2
quirting!”

Dick set his lips.

There seemed no doubt now that Bill
had fallen into the hands of some
rough gang who had a grouch against
him. Bound and helpless, he was
going to be quirted lke a steer.

“We're not standing for this!” mut-
tered Dick. “They're not going to
quirt our headmaster under our eyes!”

“you said it!” breathed Mick.

Slick Poindexter nodded slowly. The
quirt came down again with another
ferrific lash, and another wild roar
from Bill ;

“We got a chance!” whispered -Slick.
«But if they pull guns on us, it's us for
the other side of Jordan. But we got !
chance if we get them sudden.”

“P’m game!” breathed Dick.

_The fellow with the guirt was think-
ing of nothing but handing out fierce
lashes to Bill. The other two, looking
on, had thelr backs to the schoolboys.
Obviously none of them had the
faintest suspicion that they were
watched. It was easy, with a sudden
rush, to take them utterly by surprise,
and knock them sp with the
butt-ends of the quirts. But if they
had a chance to pull their guns—-

Down came the cow-whip agalin,
crashing on Bill. That settled it for
the comrades of Packsaddle. They
were jsot standing for that.

“Get tnem!"” breathed Slick. “Pick
your man, and get him! We got to
take the chance!”

He led the rush.

Poindexter picked the fellow who was
lashing Bill. The cow-whip was in the
air again, about to descend as Slick
rushed in. The butt of Slick's heavy
quirt crashed on the crown of the
sombrero before the fellow knew he
was coming, and the hold-up man went
staggering across Bill, falling heavily
on the Packsaddle schoolmaster.

Slick was on him like & panther.

Bill, tace down, gave a grunt as the
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weight crashed on his back. Slick’a
weight was added the next second, as
his knee was driven Into the ribs of
the sprawling hold-up man, and his
right arm flew up to deliver a stunning
blow with the butt of his quirt.

But that blow did not falll

Instead of smashing the heavy butit
down, Poindexter arrested the blow
just in time, staring dizzily, in amaze-
ment, at the hold-up man. For the
first blow had knocked off the som-
brero and the mask with it, and the
face of the hold-up man was revealed.

And that face was the face of Steve
Carson, the bully of the cow-town
school!

CHAPTER 42
Bad Luok for Big bGteve!

ICK CARR and Mick Kavansgh,
D rushing in at the same time as
Slick, landed their blows at the
same moment. Two masked figures
rolled over, felled by the crashing of
the heavy metal butts of the quirts.
They velled in surprise and pain and
rage as they rolled.

Before the two had a chance of rising .
or pulling a gun, Dick and Mick were
on them, and had torn the slx-guns
from their belts.

Instantly they covered the sprawlng
hold-up men with their own guns.

“Hands up, you 'uns!” roared Mick.

«Pput ’em up!” panted Dick Carr.

« Aw, wake snakes!” gasped one, sit-
ting up dazedly, with a hand to his
aching head, where the sombrero had
been crushed in.

“ Great gophers!” gurgled the other.

The voic.s from under the masks
sounded famillar to the ears of the
schoolboys.

A moment more and the two masked -

and were bound-

figures had leaped up, :
of the ofder w;

ing away, heedless

“Stick ’em up!”
“Hould on, youuns, Or sure i

shoot!” roared Mick. e
They tore away into the trees. )
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the intention of firing over their heads,
Mick pulled trigger. But there was
only a click from the six-gun!

“Howly Mike!” yelled Mick. “Sure
it ain’t loaded, and so it ain't!”

The running figures vanished info
the timber.

“What the
Dick Carr.

The six-guns were not loaded! Hold-
up men with unloaded guns were & new
thing in the cow country!

But the next moment Dick and Mick
understood, as they turned to Slick
Poindexter and the man he was
pinning down—or, rather, the boy!
Two of the gang had fled, but Slick had
his man safe.

“Great jumping Mike!” howled
Mick, in astonishment, as he stared at
the white, furious face of Big Steve
Carson.

“ Great Scott!” gasped Dick Carr.

“Sure, it bates Banagher!” stuttered
Mick Kavanagh. “Sure, theyre not
hold-up rustlers at alll”

“Oh, my hat!”

Steve Carson did not struggle. He
was down on his back, across Bill's
proad back, as the Packsaddle school-
master sprawled, face down, in the
grass.

Slick, amazed as he was, had him
pinned. And the bully of the cow-town
school, now that his mask was off, had
one overwhelming fear—that Bill would
see his face!

“You!” panted Poindexter. “¥You!”

“Then, the others—-" gasped Dick
Carr.

He knew now who were the other two
who had fled—Poker Parker and Siim
Dixon.

“That’s how we found their hosses
there!” stuttered Mick. “We figured
that they was hoss-thieves that had
lifted Packsaddle critters, but-—"

There was a roar from Bill! The
welght of Steve and Slick fairly
crushed him into the grass, and, bound
as he was, he struggled in vain to shift
the weight. He could see nothing of
Wwhat was going on, only he knew that

thump-—" ejaculated
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the masked men had been interrupted
in their act of vengeance. His voice
came in a muffled roar from a mouth
buried in grass roots:

“Say, you gerroff my doggoned hack,
goldarn you! What the great horned
toad—"

He heaved frantically.

Steve Carson d.. not speak; but the
rage and fury in his face gave place to
terror, and he fixed his eyes on Slick
in dumb appeal for silence.

The comrades of Packsaddle under-
stood.

For a moment or two they hesitated,
exchanging quick glances

They had belleved that they were
dealing with armed hold-up men—a
rough gang of the cow town, who had
cinched Bill to pay off some grouch
with a quirting. But they were no
bulldozers of the cow-town saloons;
they were three of the Packsaddle
bunch, disguised in sombreros and
serapes and masks, and they had held
up Bill with unloaded guns. Steve
had planned this in revenge for the
quirting Bill had given him in the
chuckhouse. But for the intervention
of Dick, Slick, and Mick, he would
have got away with it; Bill would have
been quirted like a steer, and the iden-
tity of his assailants would have re-
mained a mystery.

But now—-

Now Big Steve fairly cringed with
terror. He had delivered only three
swipes when he was stopped. But what
Bill would give him in return when he
knew who he was, made Steve dizzy to
think about.

Bill, his face buried in grass roots,
had not seen him unmasked. He
stared at the schoolboys, pleading
dumbly for mercy. .

Only for a moment or two they
hesitated.

Then Slick removed his knee. :

He did not speak, but he pointed to
the timbher. It was enough for Steve
Carson,

With a bound he was on his feet and
running.
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In three seconds the running figure
vanished into the trees in the direction
Poker and Slim had taken—the direc-
tion of the spot where the horses had
peen tethered under the ceiba. They
did not yet know that the horses were
missing.

Slick closed one eye at his comrades.

Mick grinned.

‘They were going to keep it dark; 1t
was not for them to give Steve away.
Neither, probably, would Bill have been
pleased had he learned that he had
been held up by schoolboys with un-
loaded guns.

Bill, as the weight was taken off his
pack, rolled over, panting. He had a
glimpse of the running figure that dis-
appeared into the timber, but all he
saw was a back view of a belted serape,
and Big Steve was gone the mnext
second.

He blinked at Dick, Slick, and Mick.

“You 'uns!” he gasped.

«Jest us, Bill, old-timer!” grinned
Slick. “Say, them guys have hog-tied
you a few! Who was they, Bill?"

“«Howd I know, with their front
porches kivered up?” roared Bill. “ Get
me loose, you young geck, 'stead of
chewing the rag!”

“You sald it!" grinned Slick.

The three schoolboys started un-
fastening the knotted lasso.

. “How come youre here?” demanded
BilL

«1 guess we spotted fhem bulldozers
taking you for a leetle paseer in the
timber, Bill, coming back from Squaw
Mountain,” grinned Slick. “We sure
followed on and handed them a few
with our quirts.”

«Jumping painters!” said Bill
“Three bullwhackers what packed guns
—and they vamoosed from you young
gecks! I guess that's got me beat!
I don't get ib.”

He swung to his feet as the ropes
fell from his limbs.

“Beat it for Packsaddle, youl” he
snapped. “I guess I'm hitting Kicking

'8t

Mule and rousing out the ’punchers to
get afler them bulldozers!”

Without staying for more, the Pack-
saddle headmaster tramped away
through the timber, taking the shortest
cut in the direction of Kicking Mule
Ranch.

Dick, Slick, and Mick looked at one
another. They could not help grinning.

“Howly Mike!”’ murmured Kavanagh.
«Bill's going to rouse out the Kicking
Mule outfit to get after them bull-
dozers! What'd he say if he knowed
they was Steve, Poker, and Slim?”

«1 guess he wouldn’t leave much skin
on them!” grinned Slick. “But we sure
ain't spilling the beans! Beat it

The comrades of Packsaddle tramped
back to the trail for their ponies. They
mounted and rode out of the timber in
the sunset on the way to the school. A
quarter of a mile out on the plain they
came on three weary, tramping figures.

Steve, Poker, and Slim had got rid
of their Mexican disguises—and missed
their horses. With aching heads—for
the butt-ends of the quirts had hit hard
—they had started on a five-mile tramp
across the rough and rugged prairie to
the cow-town school.

They stared round at the clattering
hoofs on the trail and gave Dick, Slick,
and Mick savage looks.

The three riders grinned at them.

“Doggone you!” snarled Steve.

«Aw, pack it up!” sald Slick.
guess if we put Bill wise, that quirting
he gave you yesterday wouldn’t be a
circumstance to what he'd glve you
next!”

ayvou ain’t spilling the beans?”
gasped Poker.

“Nunk!” snapped Slick. “But you
try this game on again, you pesky
skunks, and we'll sure put Bill wise—
and you can chew on that!”

And the three riders dashed on,
leaving Steve, Poker, and Slim to crawl
wearily on their homeward way. By
the time the wretched trio tottered into
Packsaddle School the hour was late,
and they were weary to the bone, and

oy -
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their oniy comfort was that Bill was
not there to meet them.

H B .

Bill never discovered the identity of
the three roughnecks who had held him
}11}) in the timber and started to quirt

m.

Bill was very keen to spot them. He
did his best, and gave a lot of time to
it. But he never thought of looking
within the fence of Packsaddle School
—and so he was not likely to spot those
roughnecks.

But for many days Steve, Poker, and
Slim lived in terror of discovery.
careless word from Dick or his chums
would have spilled the beans—and the
thought of what Bill would do if he
got wise to the fact made cold chills
run dowh their backs. It was likely to
be the schoolboy bandits’ last—as well
as their first—hold-up!

CHAPTER 43.
Steve Spills a Mouthful!
OU old gink!”
g, »
‘

Y ou doggoned old piecan!”

“What )

“¥ou call yourself a schoolmaster,
vou all-fired, uneducated old jay? Get
back to punching cows!”

Bill Sampson stood rooled to the
playground. He was so astonished that
he forgot to be enraged. He just
stared at Steve Carson in blank
amazement.

The Packsaddle bunch stared, too.
Like Bill, they could hardly believe
their ears. Dick Carr, staring at Steve,
wondered whether he had taken leave
of his senses. The whole bunch gasped.
Small Brown, standing in the school-
house porch, blinked like a startled owl
through his horn-rimmed spectacles.

Steve was talking to his headmaster. |
Tin-Tung had rung the school bell for
class. Big Steve mounted on his
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hronco, did not disimount and turn the
bronc into the corral. Bill Sampson
shouted to him, and cracked his quirt
as a hint of what would be coming to
Steve if he did not follow the bunch
in. And that was how Steve answered
him.

It got the goat of the whole bunch.
Steve Carson had a deep grouch against
his headmaster for many a quirting,
every one richly deserved. Every guy
in the bunch knew what he thought of
Bill. But no guy expected to hear him
telling Bill. Now he was telling him,
and it was amazing.

“Get back to punching cows on Kick-

A ing Mule, if theyll give you a job in

the outfit!” resumed Steve, sitting his
bronco, and looking at Bill's blankly
astonished face with cool impudence.
“That’s your long suit, Bill Sampson!
You a schoolmaster! Forget it! School-
master nothing! I don't give a Con-
tinental red cent for a schoolmaster of
youwr heft! Punch cows, you doggoned
old pie-faced geck!”

“Say, you gone loco, Stevel!” gaspec
Slick Poindexter.

“Pack it up, you bonehead!” stut-
tered Mick Kavanagh, “You've sure
spilled a hibful, Steve! Pack it up!”

Bill, too astounded to stir, stood like
a man in a trance. It really seemed
that he doubted his sense of hearing.
Never since the citizens of Packsaddle
had founded the school on the bank of
the Rio Frio, and selected Bill to ride
herd over the bunch, had Bill been
talked to llkke this. One thing was
certain to all the bunch—Steve, who
had hed many a quirting, was booked
for anoiher, compared with which any
previous quirting would be a small
circumstance,

And he did not seem {o care!

That was the amazing part of it
Surely he knew what was coming to
him! But he sat his bronco coolly and
carelessly, reins in hand, grinning at
Bill's dazed face.

“Got that, you old piecan?” asked
Steve. “Chew on it! I'm telling you
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to quit, and go back to punching cows,
you ornery old gink!”

Bill woke up, as it were. He gasped;
he drew a deep, deep breath. His grip
closed hard on his quirt. Red wrath
suffused his bearded face.

“Carry-mé home to die!” ejaculated
Bill. “You—you—youie shooting off
your mouth that-a-way at your school-
master, young Carson! By the great
horned toad, I guess I'll make you yaup
like you was a dorg with a burnf{ tail,
and then some! I guess—"
© Bill jumped at Steve to hook him off
the brongo.

Steve gave the bronc a jab of the
spur, and the steed leaped away. He
rode round the playground, with Bill
Sampson chasing in pursuit, brandish-
ing his cow-whip.

The bunch gazed on, spellbound.
Unless Big Steve had gone loco, they
zould not begin to understand this.
Careless of Bill's raging wrath, Steve
looked back at him as he galloped, and
waved his Stetson in mockery. After
him charged the enraged headmaster
of Packsaddle, but he had no chance
of running down the bronco. Right
round the playground galloped Steve,
waving his hat in mock defiance.

“Locol” said Slick. “I guess that
guy's plumb loco! Say, Bill, will take
the skin off him for chewing the rag
that-a-way!”

“¥ou said it!” grinned Mick.

“aAnd serve him right, too!” cx-
claimed Dick Carr indignantly.
“Youre talking!” dgreed Pie
ganders.” “I pguess nobody in this

bunch stands for giving Bill back-chat
in that style! Il tell a man!”

“Pull in!” Bill was roaring. “I'm
telling you to pull in that cayuse, you,
Carson! Jumping painters! Il say
you won't be able to crawl when I'm
through with you!”

“Porget it, you ornery old geck!”
shouted back Carson.

He circled the enraged headmaster on
his broneo.

Suddenly spurring the horse, he
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dashed past Bill within length of a
quirt—so suddenly that Bill was too
late in lashing out. But as he swept
past, Carson lashed out with his own
quirt and lifted the Stetson from Bill's
head. He rode on, laughing, out of
reach, while Bill's ten-gallon hat flew
across {he playground.

That was the limit! Bill gave a roar
of wrath. The Packsaddle bunch
simply gasped. Steve was not only
asking for it—he was howling for it!

“You, Poindexter!” vroared Bill
“You bring my cayuse!”

But Slick had no time. Carson
wheeled his horse and dasheq away
'éowards the gateway on the school

rail.

Evidently he intended to ride out of
school, heedless of the fact that lessons
were scheduled to begin. That, indeed.
was only wise after the way he had
talked to Bill. Yet so far as the bunch
could see, there was nothing in it.
Steve was a boarder at the cow-town
school, and he had to come back sooner
or later. And when he came back——

Bill made a wild rush after him.
With a jingle of bridle and stirrups, a
clatter of lashing hoofs, Steve rode out
at the gate,

On the trail outside, he looked back,
to wave his hat once more at Bill and
yell a parting word:

“Go and chop chips, you ornery old
geck!” yelled Steve, “Go back to
punching cows, you big stiff!”

And Steve dashed away at a gallop
down the trail to Packsaddle.

Bill stared after him. Then he glared
round at the staring bunch,

“Say, you young gecks, deaf?’ he
roared. “Ain't you heard the bell?
And ain’'t Mister Brown waiting for
you? Beat it!”

There was & rush for the schoolhouse,
Bill was never to be trifled with, and
less so now than ever. But the bunch
did not give Small Brown much atten-
tion in that lesson. They were lost in
wonder. Steve was gone—but he had
to come back! Bill's look, as lie sat at
his desk, showed what Steve had to
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cxpect when he came back. Did Steve
hope, in some mysterious way, to be
able to get away with this? Had he
some card up his sleeve of which the
other fellows knew nothing? The Pack-
saddle bunch simply did not know what
to think—Steve had got them guessing!

CHAPTER 4,
The Boot for Bill!

ZRA LICK, town marshal of Pack-
saddle, coughed. Job Wash,
storekeeper, echoed his cough.

Both of them looked uncomfortable
as they stepped through the school-
house porch and looked into the school-
room. Bill, glancing round from his
desk, did not look encouraging. Bill
might be more of a cowpuncher than a
schoolmaster, he might know more
about packing guns than packing know-
ledge, but Biil did not stand for Inter-
rupting eclass.

“Say, Bill—" began Marshal Lick,
having coughed.

“Say nix!” interrupted Bill. He
waved a hand towards Small Brown
snd his class. *“Guys ain’t allowed to
horn into this hyer caboodle while
lessons is en! Vamoose the ranch!”

“T guess— said Mr. Wash.

“Quit guessing, and beat it!” said
Bill. “You want to chew the rag with
me, you mosey into my office and squat.
I guess I'll be along when the school's
broke herd.”

The town marshal and the store-
keeper exchanged glances, The bunch
watched them curiously. They could
see—and perhaps Bill could—that these
two prominent citizens of Packsaddle
had arrived upon an errand not wholly
agreeable. What it was was a mystery.

Bill was liked all through Packsaddle.
The bunch liked him, and respeccted
him, hard as he rode herd over them.
In all the rough and tough Packsaddle
bunch, Steve was the only guy who had
a real grouch against the headmaster.
His father, Two-Gun Carson, was the
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only man on the school committee who
did not pull with Bill. Yet here were
the two chief members of that com-
mittee, obviously on a disagreeable
errand. And none the better pleased,
it was plain, by Bill's reception of

them,

Having exchanged glances they
looked at Bill. Bill gave them his
shoulder to look at, his eyes on the
class, Marshal Lick drew a deep
breath, and spoke again.

“1 guess we've come up speclal in
the buckboard, Bill, to talk to you a
few.”

Bill glanced over the shoulder he had
turned to them.

“You guys gone deaf down to the
burg?” he asked.

“Meaning?" asked the marshal,

“I guess the school bell can be heard
in Packsaddle, allowing you ain't gone
deaf. So you're wise to it that school's
on.”

“Look here, Mr. Sampson!” said
Job Wash. “As metnbers of the school
committee of the town of Packsaddle,
i h

“¥ou, Poindexter!” roared Bill.

“Yep!

Slick jumped.

“Shut that door!”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Dick Carr;
and the bunch -grinned.

Slick, grinning, went to the door and
shut it, almost on the noses of Marshal
Lick and Mr, Wash.

Class went on. Voices—angry voices
—could be heard murmuring in the
porch. Bill Sampson gave them no
heed. Bill had been appointed head-
master of Packsaddle School, and, so
long as he was headmaster, he was
riding herd; and guys who horned in
during class had to take what came to
them. The door remained shut,

Small Brown blinked curiously at Bill
through his horn-rimmed spectacles.
Small Brown wondered how Bill had
the nerve to hand over this stuff to the
important citiiens who had appointed
him to his pcst, and could push him
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out of it again, if they liked. Bill
seemed to have dismissed those
prominent citizens from his mind, If
they chose to wait in his office till he
had time to chew the rag, well and
good; if they didn’t, well and good
again. That was how Bill looked at it.

But there was some subdued exeite-
ment in the bunch, though none ap-
parent in Bill. Something was up—
that was certain, Dick Carr wondered
whether Steve Carson’s amazing de-
fiance of his headmaster had any con-
nection with this. It was a coincidence
at least.

School was dismissed at last.

The Packsaddie bunch streamed out
of the schoolhouse. Slick Poindexter
pofi;:ted to a buckboard hitched at the
gate,

“That’s Wash's caboodle,” he re-
marked, “They're waiting to see Bill.”

The two prominent citizens were in-
deed waiting to see Bill-mot in the
best of tempers, Bill crossed the porch
from the school-room into his “ office,”
where he found the town marshal
sprawled in a rocker, and Job Wash
standing by the window with set lips.
Bill gave them both an affable nod.
Now that school was over, Bill was
no longer a schoolmaster, but just Bill,
ready to be hospitable and friendly.

“Spill it, old-timers!” said Bill

Marshal Lick glanced at Mr. Wash,
who coughed. Bill looked feom one to
the other.

“Meaning no offence, Bill,” said Mr.
Lick.

“1 guess,” sald Bill, “that I ain't
the galoof to go off on my ear. You
got suthin’ to spill. Shoot!”

“The regular meeting of the school
commitiee has taken place, Mr. Samp-
gon,” said Job Wash. “The committee
have come to a unanimous decision.”

“Meaning?” asked Bill, who had
never learned the word unanimous on
the ranges of Kicking Mule.

“To be brief, the committee, while
unanimously acknowledging your past
services, and expressing their thanks

for the same, consider that the time
has come——"

“you've spilled a jugfull” said Bill.
“Put your cards on the tale, Mr.
Was'h.” H

“The committee,” said Mr. Wash,
“will be glad to accept your resigna-
tion of the present post as headmaster
of this school.”

“That's the parcel,” said Marshal
Lick.

Bill looked at them.

“That's what you've moseyed along
to spill?” he asked.

“You said it.”

“Your resignation—-"
Wash,

“Forget it!" said Bill.

The storekeeper eyed him.

“You do not think of resigning?”

“Not s0's you'd notice it,” said Bill.

“'Hem! In that case—"

“Pired?” asked Bill.

said M,
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“I should not express it in that
manner, but—"

“I guess not,” agreed Bill. “You
wouldn't talk plain if you could ecrawl
around blowing off your mouth.”

Mr. Wash flushed.

“Meaning no offence, Bill,” said
Marshal Lick apologetically. “But the
guys do think that a galoot with book-
Parning and such——"

“You figure that book-l'arning will
handle this hyer bunch?” asked Bill.
“Why, you pesky piecan—" He
paused. “Say, you been spilling this
all over Packsaddle afore you put me
wise?” Bill breathed hard. “I guess
it was Two-Gun started this, and I'll
say he's mentioned it to young Steve,
Yep; I get it now. I sure wondered
where that young guy had picked up

all that nerve all of a sudden. Say,
you want my answer?”

+“¥our resignation—" said Mr.
Wash.

“Forget it!” said Bill

“Then I regret to say your dismissal
is—"

“Pack it up!” said Bill, “I guess
it’s my turn to chew the rag. I'll say
yeure a piecan, Mr, Wash, iyl
mention that you're a bonehead, Mr.
Liek. TI'll tell & man your pesky
committee is a caboodle of the world's
prize boobs, run by that all-fired, poker-
sharp Two-Gun Carson, I'm fired;
and you've moseyed in to put me wise.
Now Il put you wise what I thipk
about you.” -

Bill made a stride forward.

His right hand gripped Marshal
Lick's neckscarf, and hooked him out
of the rocker. His left hand fastened
like a vice on the collar of Mr. Wash.
There was a gasp from the storekeeper.
Unheeding both, Bill ran them out of
the schoolhouse into the playground,
with a grip of steel on the backs of
their necks, and a roar from the
Packsaddle bunch greeted the startling
and, unexpected sight. ’
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CHAPTER 45.
Bill's Answer!

“ OOK!” yelled Dick Carr.

L ‘“Howly Mike!"”

Mick Kavanagh,

“This here is the bee’s knee!” ex-
claimed Slick. “Say, Bill has sure
got his mad up with them guys!"”

Down the path from the porch to the
gateway, heedless of the staring and
excited shouting of the bunch, went
Bill Sampson—with a  wriggling,
squirming, spluttering guy in either
hand!

He halted by the hitched buckboard.

l'l‘lNow, you pesky piecans!” roared

gasped

He dropped Mr, Wash in a gasping
heap, and gave both hands to the
marshal, Swinging Lick into the air,
he tossed him bodily into the buck-
board.

Then Bill grasped Mr. Wash. Up
went the podgy storekeeper, swing-
ing, and he was tossed into the buck-
board after Marshal Lick.

Mr, Lick was trying to scramble up
when the storekeeper landed on him.
A suffocated howl came from the
marshal as Mr. Wash’s weight
squashed him down again,

Those two prominent citizens of
Packsaddle were wildly mixed in the
vehicle, Bill, with a giare and a snort,
cast loose the horse, and gave it a
smack on the flank,

Down the trail went the horse, with
the buckboard rocking and rattling
behind over the rugged ground.

The gateway was packed by the
bunch, roaring and jeering. Up from
the interior of the buckboard rose two
crimsonn faces, hatless, with wild,
tousled hair, Gasping, panting,
spluttering. the marshal and Mr, Was]
glared back at Bill and the bunch.

“Beat it, you piecans!” roared Bill,
in a voice that reached almost as far
as Packsaddle. “Beat it, you pesky
polecats! You hit this hyer school
agin, and allow that a guy's fired, and
I'll sure fix you up i a front seat in
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a funeral! Beat if,
gophers!”

A gurgle from Mr. Wash, and a yell
from the marshal floated back, and
then the rocking, rattling buckhoard
disappeared down the trail.

Bill tramped back to the school-
house, red with wrath. And the bunch
gave him a cheer as he went, What~
ever might be the outcome of the
trouble, one 'thing at least was certain
—the Packsaddle bunch were standing
for Bill!

you piefaced

CHAPTER 46,
Gun Talkl

TEVE CARSON rode in at the gate
S of the cow-town school as the sun
dipped behind Squaw Mountain.
There was a grin on Big Steve's face,
and he cracked his quirt and waved
his hat as he rode in. The bunch
were all in the playground. They
were gathered in excited groups, dis-
cussing the startling happening of the
afternoon and what might come of it.
Every eye turned on Steve as he came.
Most, of the bunch gave him dark looks
—even his own pals, Poker Parker and
Slim Dixon, eyed him rather grimly.

All the bunch knew now how and
why Steve had blown off his mouth at
Bill that morning—he had had early
news that Bill was to be fired, and he
had reckoned that it was safe play.
And the fact that he had returned,
and that he came in grinning and
gleeful, showed that he did not know
that the two promirfent citizens who
had come there to “fire” Bill, had
been ‘fired ¥ themselves by the in-
dignant headmaster of Packsaddle.
Obviously, Steve figured that Bill was
gone.

“Say, you'uns!” chuckled Steve,
bringing his bronco to & half, and
jumping down. “I guess you're all
wise to it now! That piecan Bill—"

“Can it, you skunkl” roared Slick.
“You spill a word agin Bill, and we'll
sure ride you on a rail outer the
school,”

Steve sneered.
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“Aw, pack it up!” he said. “I guess
Bill's a back number., The school
committee down to Packsaddle ain't no
use for Bill! I'm telling you! I guess
my popper put me wise to it.”

“You wouldn’t have dared to cheek
Eill if you hadn't known,” said Dick
Carr contemptuously.

“I guess I told that geck what I had
been honing to tell him for dog’s ages,”
grinned Steve. ‘“And I'll tell you guys
we got no use for an oneducated cow-
puncher school-mastering here. Tl
tell a man, the noo headmaster ain’t
a guy of Bill's heft! Nope!”

“You've seen him?” exclaimed Mick.
“Sure!”

The bunch. gathered eagerly round
Steve. It had come as a startling
surprise to them that the school
committee had decided to fire Bill. It
was still more surprising to hear that
they had his successor all ready to take
his place.

*Is he in Packsaddle already?” asked
Dick Carr.

I seen him at Hanson's
Hotel.”

*What's his name?” asked Mick.

‘‘Scadder,” answered Steve.

“He's coming to take Bill's place?”
asked Dick Carr.

“You said it! Bill ain't got no kick
coming!” sneered Steve. “Say, was
Bill mad when they told him?”

“Just a few!” grinned Slick.

“I figured he would be mad!”
chuckled Steve. “I'd have liked to
see his face, doggone him. But I
reckoned I wouldn’t horn in agin until
after he'd beat it—after the way I
talked to him this morning.”

“You reckon that Bill's beat it?”
asked Mick.

Carson stared at him.

“Search me!” he answered. He
gave a start. ‘“Mean to say that Bill
ain’t vamoosed the ranch?”

“Not so's yowd notice it!” grinned
Slick. .

The grin faded from Steve's face.
Evidently he had taken it for granted
that Bill was gope.
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“But—but they came—Mr. Wash
and the marshal—they came up to put
him wise!” he exclaimed. ‘‘They was
going to pay him three months
salary, for him to get out pronte and
leave the stamping pground clear for
Scadder—""

“1 guess Bill horned in on them
afore they -got as far as that!”
chucikled Slick. “Why, you orhery
piecan, Bill ain’t fired! He fired the
marshal and old Wash—and sent them
cavorting away in a buckboard hell for
leather down the traill”

“Great gophers!” gasped Steve,

“And here’s Billl” grinned Dick
Carr, as the headmaster of Packsaddle
came striding out of the school-house.

Steve stared at the six-gun school-
master with dropping jaw. Then he
made a bound for his bronco. But
Bill's grasp was on him before he could
get into the saddle.

“Let up!” yelled Steve. "“You ain't
schoolmaster here now, Bill Sampson
—you're fired, doggone you? I'm tell-
ing you to let up!”

Bill did not answer.

He gripped Big Steve by the collar
with his left hand; in his right he
swung the quirt.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Steve roared and hopped and
howled. The Packsaddle bunch looked
on_with grinning faces,

Generally, when a guy in the bunch
got the quirt, he had more or less
sympathy from the rest of the bunch.
But there was no sympathy now for
the bully of Packsaddle. Steve had
howled for it, and now he got it.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Steve’s frantic yells rang across the
playground. Bill laid on the quirt
with a heavy hand. Steve had enjoyed
his talk to Bill that morning. After
the feast came the reckoning.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

As Bill laid on the quirt and Steve
velled end struggled and the bunch
looked on, grinning, no one noticed a
buggy stop at the gate.

, A thin, long-legged man with a square

THE SIX-GUN SCHOOLMASTER!

jaw in o black coat and black hat
stepped down. There were several
suitcases in the buggy; the newcomer
had evidently come to stay. The
driver of the buggy stared in at the
gateway and grinned at the scene in
the playground. The man in the black
coat stared in alsc, but he did not
grin.

Ho walked in.

“I guess that will see you through,
Stevel” BIlll was saying. “I'll men-
tion that you won’t shoot off your
mouth again &t your schoolmaster
that-a-way!"”

Steve staggered away, yelling.

Then Bill became aware of the new
arrival. He stared round at the man
in the black coat.

There was a deep-drawn breath in
the Packsaddle bunch. All of them
guessed at once who the newcomer
was. Mr. Scadder, evidently, had not
heard how the marshal and Mr. Wash
had left the school a few hours ago.
No doubt he expected to find a vacant
place ready to step into,

Bill hitched his gun-belt a little to
bring the butt of his six-gun a little
nearer his hand as he strode towards
the newcomer. Under his ten-gallon
hat his brows werc knitted and his
eyes gleaming.

“Say, you!” he barked. Like the
bunch, Bill guessed who the stranger
was—the suitcases piled in the buggy
told their own tale. Mr. Wash and
the marshal had not been given time
to tell Bill all that they had come to
tell him. But he could guess the rest
row.

The man in the black coat stared
at BilL

“Who are you?” he snapped.

“I'll mention that I'm Bill Sampson,

hcleﬁdmasber of this outfit!” roared
Bill,

“You—a headmaster!”

Bill crimsoned with wrath. In

leather erackers, gun-belt, and Stetson,
he undoubtedly looked more like a cOw-
puncher than g schoolmaster.

“Aln't I a-shouting it?” demanded
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Bill. “And I'm jest asking you who
you might happen to be, moseying
into this school?” .
“Scadder—Elias  Scadder—is  nmy
name,” said the man in the black
coat. “I am the newly appointed
headmaster of Packsaddle School, and
if you are indeed My, Sampson, I am
surprised to find you still here.”
“Mebbe!” said Biil. I guess I may
surprise you a few more kbefore you're
ugh.”

“1 certainly understood,” snapped
Mr. Scadder, “that the foimer head-
master would be gone, I was dis-
tineily told so. I understocd that Mr.
Wash, the chairman of the school
committee, acquainted IIr. Sampson
with the arrangements now made——"

“I guess Job Wash spilled a bibful,”
said Bill. “Mebbe he hadn’t got
through when I cinched his neck.
That guy sure does chew the rag a
whole lot. ¥ou ain’t seen Wash since
he was here?”

“ Mot :
““Nor the marshal?”
“No.”
“They sure should have put you
wise,” said Bill. “Seeing that they

ain’t, I guess I'll spill it. Me, Bill
Sampson. I'm headmaster of this
caboodle—got that? I ain't vamoosing
the ranch for no other guy to horn in
—got that? I ain’t got no use for
Scadders—got that? Your best guess is
to skip back into that buggy and
absquatulate! Got that?”

Mr. Scadder eyed him,

“I shall do nothing of the kind!* he
answered. I have informed you that I
am now headmaster of this school, and
I am here to take up my post. You
will oblige me by leaving at once.”

“Search me!” gasped Bill.

“If ycu are dissatisfied, Mr, Sampson,
you will doubtless lay any complaint
before the school committee,” sald Mr.
Scadder. “With that I have nothing
to do. Buf I must insist on your leav-
ing at once.”

“Carry me home to diel” said Bill.
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Mr. Scadder turned to the driver of
the buggy.

“Take in my baggage,” he said.

Bill breathed hard.

“You beating it, you Scadder?” he
asked.

* Certainly not.”

Bang!

BEill was the quickest man on the
draw in Santanta County. His six-gun
roared before Scadder knew that it was
in his hand.

The Derby hat on the new schocl-
master’s head spun round as the hullet
kored a hole through it.

There was a startled yell from
Scadder. He leaped clear of the ground
s he yelled. The perforated hat flew
from his head.

Bang, bang!

“Beat it!” roared Bill, as {the bullets
crashed on the ground within inches of
Mr. Scadder’s feet, “I'm telling you to

léeat it!  Absquatulate! Vamoose!
it !
Mr. Scadder hopped and yelled.

Whatever he had expected at Pack-
saddle School, he did not seem to have
expected this, He spun round and
dashed out of the gateway, his long legs
going like lightning.

Bang! roared Bill's six-gun after him.

The hullet grazed a long leg, taking a
patch out of Mr. Scadder’s irousers. A
fearful howl floated back from M.
Scadder, and he fairly bounded down
the trail. Iie passed the buggy and ifs
grinning driver and raced.

Bill rushed out of the gateway, the
smoking revolver in his hand. Scadder,
hatless, ran like a deer.

Bang! roared the six-gun again. A
wild howl answered from Scadder as
%he bullet knocked up the dust at his
eet.

He tore on and vanished.

Bill strode back into the playground.
Steve Carson, still yelping from the
quirt, eyed him evilly. But the rest of
the bunch waved their hats and roared:
a cheer for the six-gun schoolmaster,

THE END,
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HERE is at least £50,000,000 wait-
ing at the bottom of the sea-bed
for someone to pick up. We

know where it is—we know whether it
is in the form of bars of gold, cases of
precious. stones, or fabulous pieces of
jewéllery, Yet, so far, every attempt to
recover this wonderful hoard in *“Dav:

Jones' Locker ” has failed.

The Iron Man, .

_That £50,000,000 is the treasure
kinown to have been carried to the sea-
bed in various ships that have sunk in
mid-occan. And now, at last, a diving-
suit has been invented which will
enable treasure-hunters to descend to
depths wherc they can search for this

sunken heard.

They call this diving-<ress the
Tritonia, or “Iron Man.” Unlike
ordinary diving kit, it is made entirely
from metal, and not rubber, and the
extra strength so gained enables its
wearer to descend to & quarter or even
half a mile below the surface of the
ocean. e )

Bui what is most remarkable abont
this amazing new invention is that
the .diver inside manipulates metal

“hends” with his fingers, and with|

their aid could even pick up pennies or
matchsticks without difficulty, Owing
to water-pressure, divers in ordinary
rubber suils find the use of their hands
is limiled,

The “Iron Man” has already been
used in some remarkable salvage feats.
A few weeks ago, one of the German
warships scuttled at Scapa Flow was
raised to thne surface foi.-the value of
its serin-iron—£158,000.

Then there was the Italian salvage

PRRSGIRRIGS:

vessel Artiglio, which reccvered no less
than four million pounds’ worth of gold
and silver from various wrecks in the
space of two yecars—another feat made
possible by the “Iron Man.”

Sunken Millions !

But there1s much more wealth await-
ing recovery from the sea-bed. Two

hundred feet from the shore near _

8t. John's River, Pondoland, lies the
Grosvenor, which sank with' £2,000,000
in sgpecie on board her. Then there is
the Monmouth, a British ship loaded
with gold and silver from the mines of
Peru, which sank off Vigo with the
proceeds of three years’ mining—worth
£4,000,000!

Many of the treasure ships in Davy

Jones’ Locker are pay-ships, sunk in .

times of war, They have been carrying
enormous sums of money to . pay
Britain's soldiers overseas, and three
of them alone—the Lutine, the Hussar,
and the Birkenhead—would give up
millions if - their cargoes could be
recovered.

Many attempts have already been
made to find the Lutine’s treasure. She
sank off the coast of Holland, in shal-
low water, but has become g0 deeply
covered with sand in the years that
have since elapsed that nobody has

been able to find her bullion cargo.-

Only a few small bars of gold have so
far been recovered—and the famous
Lutine bell.

This bell, which used to be sounded
as a time-signal on the Lutine, now
hangs in Lloyd's, the underwriters’
headquarters in London, and is rung
when a ship is posted as missing, in

any part of the world.
8.8,
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SHAREHOLDERS in a new cinema

to be_built on the site of a haunted

house, the Thums of St. Frank's dis-
. cover that ghostly manifestations are
g scaring: away the house-breakers! So
-‘--: they promptly take on the demolition
: }ob themselves! What happens then
. makes an exciting long yarn that no

-, boy should miss. Ask for it to-day.
P By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS-

On Sale Now - ..

BILLY BUNTER starts the New

Year well—by doing a homeless
walf a good turn! And from his
benevolent action springs many amaz-
ing and amusing incidents—the out-
come of which finds Flip, the waif,
installed at Greyfriars, where he be-
comes the terror of his Form ! Look
out for this great yarn.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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