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THE SMOKE INDIANS ON THE WAR-PATH!

(A thrilling scene from Our Great New Story of Adventure in the Wild West.)

" THE
RED
RAIDERS!

The Opening Chapters of a
Thrilling New Story of Adventure
in the Wild West,

By DUNCAN STORM.
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The 18t Chapter
Bound for the Wild V/est,

“Go West, my luda 1" soid 'Ciseo Bill, a tall, beonzed man
from Ameriea. “Go West—to the lund of the Setting Sun.
Dia aut for the heart of the sunset wherse there's eilow room
in the world and the in't been breathed three tres over

3, and Lhieir chium Stnngy Lav fins

ponyerinent. loey koew heoow Raviso i
ihem Lo go to Ameriea, but he might as well have isodl
them to go to the moon, They had barely o penny in the
world between them,

The man laughed.

*1 see yo1 are looking for {le bridge,” said he. “D'ye
know Shed 45 of the V ia Nvanza Docks?”

*Yes, sir.” veplied Stringy,  ©There am't a corn
docks I don't know,"”

SAWell," continued the Amevican, *if you want to o West
and malke vour fortunes, jest vou slide abourd the Ringa.
rooma to-night at ten « cle, wid stow
the main deck. She eailz for Galveston,
and she drops her € nel pilot off Dungen
mid-Channel course. Then you show up on decl,
van throush, When the captiin sends for you, ns he will, you
just pass the word for 'Ciseo Bill, the cattleman, That's me.”

The boys looked at ene another, and the resolution ecemed
1o take them nltogether,

SWe'll do ity sir,” said Ted,

“That's the music,” replied ‘Ciseo Bl approvingly,
“Nothin' like jumpin’ into the game straicht away. Don't
forger, ten o'clock sharp.”

“We sha'n't forget, sir,  enid Ted cheerfully.

And the boys did not forget, As ten o'clock wos etriking
from o neighbouring ehureh, they managed to ceeep aboapd
the Ringarooma, and hide themselves on the deck. Net a
soul witnessed their aet, aml when, a little later, the Ringa.
rooma  left dock, their presence on boaed had not been
observed.

For over twenty-four honrs the boys remained quietly in
their hiding-place, and then, about a'cleck 1o the morn-
ing, a Mexican, a villainous-looking mnn who was a meniber
of the erew, came sneaking towavds a hugo pile of hay bales,
Suddenly he lighted mateh, and theew 1t inte the hay
causing it to flave up at o

The boys immediately darted from their hiding
commenced a fight with the flames. Stringy lora
and turped the water on the burning @ T
like Trojana, aml when they had g
cantrol. rough hands gripped the
up to the bridge, and thrust uneere oniously into the charg.
room to face the eapiain,

“What dors this mean?"
afire on the high seas '™

“ Please, eir, we didn't get vour ¢hip afire ! said Stringy,
“We put 1t out !”

“Where are the men " demanded the captain,

Hall & dozen of the Mexican s filed in

*Where is the heac ehonted the eaptain
angrily, 1le's deelk ! That  fellow
"Cisca Bill, or wha IO 1 fip?

"Cisco Bill's bir, square fig showed at the door of the
chart-room.

" Now, you, Ulseo DBill.
“*what have yon got to s

“ These boys nre r
easily at a strow.
ht of the owner!
o owner 7' gasped the captuin,

Far answer 'Cisco Il produced a buandle of papers, which
he threw on the table before the captain

“Thought I'd eome and see for n how things were yun
on my ships in the North Atlante tra

Texas, at midoight,
d takes the

I see

dlace, and
a hose,
worked
under

the

he demanded.  *Setting my ship

hi captain shortly,
about this alfant”

ugh,” replied "Ciseo Bill, chewing
ited o to stow away myeeli, by

said he. * Beents

Continued on the next page.)
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to me, Captain Higgs, that the Cirelo
Bar Outfit was not being served too
well in its transport, and I find T am
not far wrong. [ never struck such
a crew of hoboa in my life as you'vo
shipped hiere for cattlemen!”

The captain  had dropped tho
papers.

“Mr., Ranse,” ho exclaimed—"the
‘attle King 1" .

“That's me,"” replied "Cisco Bill
quietly. “Bill Ran King of the
Kine, owner of the i Bar Linc
of steamers, and your employer, and
nona too well pleased by the way
somo aof vou are ronning  things,
Now I'll take thinga in hand myeelf
in my own fashion,”

e switched suddenly round on
the chief of the Mexicans, whese
name was Jose.

“Put your hands up, vou yellow
dog 1" ho growled, and his blue eyes
went to pin-points.

Joso slowly liftod his hande, The
muzele of a powerful six-shooter was
pressed against his ribs,

“Now,” said Bill Ranse grimly,
“1 want to find out what’s the notion
of firing my ehip in this fashion !

He tore open the neck of Jose's
shirt. Then he started back ab aight
of n little cross of blood.red Moexican
garnets on the scoundrel's neck.

The cattle king was glaring at the
rross with brooding cyes.

“Gum !” he muttered. “This is a
higger thing than I thought for!
S0 this is tho work of the Red
Ruiders!"

——

The 2nd Chapter,
The Mexicans' Downfall,

Bill Rause histed ont zhe
Jve stood dunition - AT
of Moxican garncts ho had torn from
the grenser's neck glittering red in
his palm.

The lght of the chartroom lamp
{ell down upon it. falling through
the stones in their old-fashioned,
Spanish setting. And it seemed to the
boaya that Bill's palm was stained with
bload,

*Clap that man in irons!" ordered
Bill Ranse sternly, )

Jose, the greaser, turned n sickly
croeen.  His white teeth shone like
the teeth of a cornered rat as lie
stond with his hands held above his
head, and rolled his dark eyes on the
cang of cattlemoen who wero gathered
e the door of the chart.room,

A big Irish  quartermaster, Pot
Finnigan, shouldered his way through
this mob.

“Hould out yez hands, yo black-
an’-tan spalpeen!” aaid he, address-
ing the lucklrss Jose. *Sinco tha'
master  has  borrowed your pretty
necklet, 'l fix you wid a handsome
paiv o' bracelots!”

A growl went up from tho eattlo
hands as the irons were neatly clicked
on Josc's wrists,

There was a fuspirions movement
in the crowd, but Bill Ranse turnod
Jike lightning upon the group at the
door, producing a sceomd preat 045
with tho celerity of o conjuring trick.

.
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{Continued from the previous page.)

“Hands up, Ylario, Cherokee,
Guspar, Marillo, Tusco, Pucho!"
_Tho six ypreasers named slowly
Jl[[cql their hands, their yellow faces
turning to the sameo olive-green of
anger and deaporation as Jose had
ehown, That was tho Mexican's way
of turning whito,

Tho boys recognised four of these
a4 tho mon they had seen plotting in
the eating-house near the (scwlc.-u

The greasers knew that their gamo
was up, for Dbehind them were
sathered n group of the white
members of the erew of the Ringa-
reoma.  These wero  ficemen  and
deck-hnnds—about as atiff a erowd
s could bo raked up between Laith
and Limehouse, ’

They wers cowed by the revela-
tion of *Ciseo Bill, their foreman, as
Bill Ranse. the Caitle King and Lord
of tue groat Circle Bar Outfit, the
rroatest runehero of the Mexican
horder, and, worse still, tho deagliest
shot in all the United Stales.

Bill Ranse was not ne young as he
was in {he early days, when, a simple
eowboyr, he had fought the Mexicans
tooth and uail. and had held his own
against all the raiders and cattle-
thieves of the Rio Grande, Dut they
knew that to 1ove a musele in the
faca of those two wrent pearl-hundled
.045% spelled sudden death.

Their yellow fingers, stained with
the eternal husk-cigaretie, trembled
alightly as they held them above their
heads, whilst Bill roughly tore open
the neck of each black flannel ehivt,
revealing the self-same cross of blood-
redd  Mexienn  purnets, tho  seerct
symbol of the Rl Raidere, the most
powerful band of desperndoes and
evil-doers that the disordered state
ef Mexico had brought together.

“Pub the lot in irons!"” snapped
Bill Range, as he tore the red crossea
from the nocks of the il-favoured
crovd,  “Put them in the paint.shop,
lock them up, and keep them there!"

He ran his hends over the discom-
fted. gong, dropping revolver after
revolyer_on the flear-«f the chatt-

peark-handled  eccondnry  nrmament
which was stowed away in the bresst
of Cherokee’s shirt.

Tliere was n pile of arms on the
floor before ho had finiehed with
theo.

“ Riglt about turn! Quick march!”
he ordered.

Aud  the  JiscomBted gang  of
slotters marchod off, handeuffed, to
o locked up behind {he stout steel
doors of the ship's paint-room.

“What  does all  this  mean?”
pasped tho astonished Captain Higgs,
when  the last of the gaug of

desperadoces had filed off the bridge.
It means that a wentloman yon
know nothing of, Captain ITiggs, is
camped on iy trail and on the trail
of my business,” replicd Bill Ranse,
with & grin.  “That zentleman used
to be called Masquite Jack in the
davs wien [ served in the Texan
Rangers, keeping eome sort of ordor
on the border,  Now he calls himself
General  Garein  Rosns,  and !
ng uvp to take Turfirio
as Dictator of Mexico!”
“Oee-whiz!”  exclaimed  Captain
Higes, turning pale. “‘Rosas! I've
1 of him ali right. They say he
s the cruellest villain in  the
Americas.  Wasn't it Rosma who
burned a hundred and ffty Mexican
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women and kids alive in o barn "cause
theie  hushn und fathers were

fighting against him*"
“That's the cha replied Bill
¢ is a favourite

Ranse grimly.

weoupon with Rosae.  These ducks
wo have just locked up in the paint.
room were out to fire this ship, and
kill all thosa horses on the cattle-
deck, They wero Rosas' picked men,
part of his gane of Red Raiders, But
I never thought that they would go
so far as to play about with lfxo
shipping side "of the Circle Bar
Outfir."”

He paused, and wiped his forehead
with a big, red handkerchief,

“Dut «ome queer things have been
happening on my ships Iately,” he
continued, “and it was for that that
1 shipped on one of my own craft as
'Cisco Bill, head cattleman. I wanted
to see what was moving ; but, jiminy,
this is a bit more then I expected!
If it hadu't beon for these boys we'd
have last every ono of those horees,
which are intended for the patriots
who are  fighting tooth and nail
apainst Rosas, and, what's more, we
might have lost the ship and the
grand pianes whicll are storgd away
i tho fore-held!”

The captain looked puzzled.
haed bean puzzled all the tin
lario shipment of prand pianes which
wero stowed away carcfully on the
floor of the ship,

Bill Ranse zrinued as he rolled
himself a cigarette of black tobacco
and corn-husk,

“Thoso pianos aro going to play
a queer tuna in Mexico, captain,” he
anid,  “They are quick-firing pinnos
of the latest pattern, and they'll do
up to five hundred shots a minute,
And those cases which are supposad
to hold the legs sre ammunition for
snid pianos!™”

Cuptain Higgs gasped.

“1 thouwght there was something
queer about 1hose piasnos, They are
all freighted for Alhumae City, and I
was sure that they couldn't want ffty
pianos in Alhama City, not even if
they had eue in every saloon!™

“ 8o was Rosas,” replied Bill Ranse
grimly, “and he'd mada up his mind
that these graud pianos shouldn't find
their way across the Rio Grande,
That's why ho set this gang on to
firing the ship.”

L‘]glutcwhat n%};ﬁ
acke saptzin  Hi snspiciously.
-;T‘I;f_\"m slo\raguiﬁs ai:?th thay?
And, thoe T werg bidiug in the ‘ha
Wi it \wa;ﬁr% h_: g * '

ST answer for tham,” repliod Bill
Runsa,  “They were there by my
wwvitation. ‘L'exas wants a few real
white boys of their stamp: and I'll
trouble you, coptain, to find them
cabins and make them comfortable
for the rest of the voyage. They will
tako their meals in tho saloon, and
they will be regarded and ¢harged as
my guesta!" o

There was a great change in the
captain's demcanour at theso words.
Ho rang for a steward, and ordered
him to prepare cabins for Ted and
Sid and Stringy.

“Now, bora,"” enid Bill Ranso, with
a quict twinkle in his blue eyes, “I
ruess vou will bo nblo to tackle a
good square meal! Come down inte
the saloon with me!”

He led the way to the handsomely-
furnished  saloon, whero a roval
spread was already on the table. The
boys needed no éecond invitation to
fall to on the mighty joint of cold
beef and tho sea-pie which adorned
tho table.

And whilst tley ate Bill Ranae held
them spellbound” by his stery.  He
told them how he liad started in the
world they were poing to, a paor,
fricndless boy, just as they were, He

these boys?"

told them how ho had fought his way
up, first a3 o cattle-puncher or cow.

boy; t{’urn o8 o Texan
Ranger, ono of the
{amous band of military
police which kept order
on the lawless border;
and, finally, as &
ranchoro, whose busi-
ness  had  eprend and
grown till he lhad
become a eattle king,
railvond magnate, and
the owner of a great
line of cattle-steamers,

all known under the
title of the Circle Bar
Qutfit,

“That's tho brand I
started in business with
—the mark of my eattle
and my horaes,” id
Bill, " “It was a circle
But Mesquite
Jack, who is now ealled
General  Rosas, came
nerass the border one
dirk  night with his
gang, and swept across
iy ranges, clearing off
a bunch of five hundred
prime  cattle He

o

brand by running a bar acrosa the
vivele.  But I raised my crowd, and
ran him and his gang te earth with
the branding-irons in the fire, altering
my trade mark on the stolen cattle.
We had a stiff fight, but Mesquite
Jack and his gang got the worst of
] g

“And what did you do with 'em,
sir?” asked Stringy broathlessly,

The eattle king smiled grimly.

“Most of the boys were for hang-
ing them,” he answered—"* Mesquite
Jack, and the whole boiling o' black-
an'-tan roffans he’d got about him.
But I held out againat it, for which
T've been sorry cince. If I'd hanged
Meaquite Juek there would mnever
have been a Genera) Rosas in Mexico,
and if thero hadn’t been a General
Rasas there would never ha' been
the many thousands o' poor widows
and_orphane that he made” There
wonld never ha’ been a trail o
ruined homes and burned-out villages
to_show whore he'd passed!”

Bill Ranse sighed.

“But it's too late now to waorry
about that,” he continued. *‘I could
have hanged Lim ecasy. for it's the law
o' the order that you may take a
man's life if you can. But you
vt otonch his cattle! 1 had my
nd I put my mark on the
whole pang, Before we let 'em zo
we branded every man on the flank
with the same red-hot brands they
had got ready for my cattle. Rosas
can fight and murder his way to the
Presidency of Mexies, but "—here
'Cisea il brought his fist  down
with a bang on the saloon tablo that
mado the plates jump and the glasses
ring—'"ho can never get away from

my brand!" he eried, “It's burned
into his dirty hide for life! He's
mark with a ecircle bar in_ =2
big, red, faming scar. And it's
burned into his black soul! And
that is why Goeneral Rosas, late

Mesquite  Juck, hne sworn to be
rovenged on me, Bill Ranse, the
Cattle King. A white man may
forget, but a Mexican never forgats,
and that is why it is poing to be a
ficht to the death between tho Cirele
Bar Outfit and tho Red Raiders!"
Bill Ranso paused, glancing round
ut tho boys' faces with a whimsical
smile in his kindly eves,
bo" It.'ln :m_'&o{lq ing to n funeral,
ys,” said he, *“to join the Circlo
Bay M{);ag;ﬂs_;m gh@ pregetit day, when
all Moxico is:afianm across the border,
and Rosas is taking advantage of the

5" 167 got’ my  wealp,
Yhen Lo ¥ou to eome West F
didn't know things were #a near to a
rough houso as they arc. warn yvou
that to join the Ciccle Bar Qutfit now
means hard knocks and a dengerous
life. You needn’t come in unless von
like. Wheh wo got to Galveston 1
onn oasily find good, ‘safe berths for
sll of you, well away from tho border,
and well out of the scrap. My word
goes in Texas,*and in many a State
of the Unipn besides.  What d'ye
say 1"

Ted Bligh was the first to speak.

“We are British, sir!” said ho;
“and you are British born, too, So
you know that we are not going to
cut and run hecause there's going to
be trouble. I am coming with you.”

“And I'm coming, too!" chimed
in 8id, whose eyes were ablaze with
adventure.

“And what about you?" askgd Bill
Ranpse, turning to Stringy.

“Any Injuns, sic?” usked Stringy
cagerly.

Bill Ranse laughed.

“Lots,"” he answerad;  “though

they are quiet enough now. Rasas
has been trying to etir up the Smoke
Indians for some months past, and
they are aboub as bad a breed of
Indian as there is—half Apache, half
Mexican, and all devil when they get
on the move."”

“Then book me a front seat, sir!”
seid Stringy calmly. “I've alw'ys
wanted to_'ave a turn up with Red
Injuns.  Reckon they ain't much
worso than some o' the Sloper’s Island
lads round in our parts by the
docls !" ‘

Bill held out his hand,

“You are the right goods, boys!"”
said he, lhis cyes glistening, “My
poor wife dicd years ago, and I am n
childiess man. had  three litile
babies, and they'd have grown into
boys of your ago now, if—-"

He covered his’face with his hands,

“That was Rosas' work!" he
muttered, half to himself, "I was
away down the Rio Grande, and all
was quict on the border. But the
rogues came across the secret ford.
They burncd my place, and 1 found
my poor girl and the babics' bodies
on the hearthstone when I got back—
minrdered in cold blood 1

The boys were silent, zed
at the cattle king with pitiful eyes.
A hush scemed to have fellen on the
saloon. Outside, they could hear the
soft wash of the sca and phe flicking

ap mear as he opn to |

of the wircless as the eperator in his
cabin above ackmgwledged the receipt
of n messnge.

Soon the operator himself appearad
in the door of the saloon. He was
laoking puzzled, and he carried a wire-
less slip in his hand.

He gazed with soine surprise at tha
group sitting at the saloon table. Heo
knew that the boys were stowaways,
and he recognised 'Cisco Bill.  IIe
could net undevstand why the head
cattleman and these stowaway boys
were seated in state at the fable re-
scerved for the captain, .

“What is it, Marconi?" asked Bill,
a sudden note of authovity in  his
voice,

I was looking far the captain,” re-
plied the operator, ‘‘They said he
was down below.”

“I guess the messago is for me,”
said Bill, bolding out his hand.

It is for Mr. Ranse,” replied the
operator,

“But Mr. Ranse—why,

he's the owner of the line—the Cattlo
King !

That's me!" said  Bill cdlmly,
“Hand it over, sonny '™

The operator’s eyes grew round with
wonderment. e recognised now in
the rough cattleman the n whoso
portraits were br s Press
of the United 8 catost
power on the Mexienn bovder short of
President Wilson himsclf.  Ind
they said that Dill Ranse, the Catr
King, was more poweiful than Pres
dent Wilson, for Bill acted while the
ident talked.

It's just a single code word, sir,”
said he, a note of respect ond awe
creeping into his voico,  ** Piekles, ™

1le handed the slip to Bill, and re-
tired. soft-footed, froin the saloon.

Bill's eyes were gleuning now.
“More news for sou, boys!™ said
he; “and i , will soon get
your dezir css comes from
my confidentinl man nt Alhamn City,
The Smoke Indinus ave on the war-
path. [

Aud Roesas is behind them !

The 3rd Chapter.
Cy Sprague, the Tramp.

The boys will never forget thab
ift vun across the Atlantic,
Lingareoma soon passed acrosa
the muggy, warm belt of the Gulf
Stream, which filled the air with a suly
meisture and tho stink of a fish
market, and the sen was as smooth ay
o sheet of bhiue satin as they heededs
gonth-weat for the Dihamas,

New and then the wireless would
et busy, bringing Dill Rapse ines-
‘e which he kept to himsclf, By
his orders the speed of the ship
whacked up from twelve to four
knots, then from fourteen to fific
knois. which was the most that Mr,
MeGee, chicf engineer, could

the-
snateh out of her,

The black squud down  below
sweated and puffed as, strippe
waist, ut tho stokehold
sliced and spread ceal re sss of
expenze, The whisper was round the
ship that the great, hefiy cattle boss 3y
wns noun other than Ranse the Cattle
King himsell, 8o the stokers needed 3
no urging to k the steam-pressures
high tn the ganges, and the fices bura- '
ing elear,

Much to their disgust the gang of
Red Raiders were turned out of their
priscn in the paint-room, and sent
down below into the stokehold to lend
a hand in trimming and stoking under
the eyes of the black squad.

At length the Ringarooma reached
port, nnd as soon as the ship was fast
and the health officers and harbour
follk had been on board, the seven Red
Raiders, still black from the stokehold,
were led to the companion ladder by
Umpty Ginsen, their gaoler,

“Don't wait for  your moncy,
cabolleros ! said  Umpty, with
mm‘\nin:; grin, “Git!”

here was po mistaling the grimy
finger that pointed to the wharf.

Don Ylario went first with n kick
that sent him flying the whole length
of the high steps, And one by onu
Umpty lacked them on to the wharf.

They stood for a moment in the
white glare of the arclamps close to
the train of horse-trucks that was
alrcady backing alongside the steamer.,
They shook their fists in the direction
of the boys, who were standing laugh-
ing at the scene on the beat-deck.
Then they vanished into the shadow of
the dock-aheds,

“Keep vour eyes skinned, boys!"
said  Umpty  Ginsen  warningly.
“Them yeller-faced monkeys are no
class on o stokehold floor, but they’re
dangerous enouch when they arc loose
on their own ground, 1 was wishful
to chuele the whole crowd overboard
and have done with "em.  That woul
have made things nice and sale, DBu
keep your eyes out in them moonli
streets way down on the Rio Grande
an' the dark doorways where th
dagoos live !”

That was Umply Ginsen's warnin
of tho crowd they lLad landed e




nide?” .
. I aged to catoh:the, gipgies'
dow: , gn tho’;marsh wrio
Btringy. reflectively,
stick "on “alo N

& ‘on " thie ‘lumra‘\.
-docks at home when he

Il find you up something
v even then Nosey Waller's
wa get to the ranges,
said he; ‘“and, what's
1 teach you to vide in real
Now, you ean
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“Wa v
more livel
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cowpuncher fashion.

say woodsbyo to Galveston, boys; we
are off!"

out at the great

saw  the are-

hs s the

emzine, hell ringing

Aid ot throush the doeks and

d«.  And _soon they

v aeross a flat eountry,

laxin s behind them one to
the minate.

The bovs could sec a strange
country fAving past in the livhts of
the The liedges of the line were
af prickly-pear and ginnt aloes, which

cast np their spiky leaves in an im-
proetrable hedge twelve  feet  high.

Now { then the train would roar
past  white  station  buildings  and
country villas which glimmered in the
might, reminding the boys of posters

vl secn on the walls at home
Sonny Ialy and  Monte  Carlo.
aiv was sweet and heavy with
the seent of orange:blossom, and the
teain raced past great fields  which,
Bill told them, were mastly of alfalla
anrd sngur-caue.

“Wea are running over the Texas
and Pacific Railroad now, boys," said
Dill,  “towards the valley of the
Colorado River. But we shall leave
this main line at Dradg, and got into
very different eountry to this Dt
1"l eall Julius

it's bed-time now.
Cigsar to make np your beds.”
The bovs could not help wondering

who on carth Julius Cmsar could he,
ns Dill Ranse pushed the electrie
bution close by his ehair.

In answer, one of the blackest
wiggers they had ever seen appenred
at the door of the saloon compart-
ment.

“Ju," said Bill, “make up beds for
these voune gontlemen, and look after
thew well,”

Juii

s loaked at the boys out
 held them Tascinatod, for
ve China blue in a faco as
= sout. Then his head split in
- langh, showing a row  of
ute tecth.

, boss,” said he, “I'll look
dese yeah young gemmen! Do

witer

4

I

rypsh of tho train. > .l
All of & sudden, just as he e e
]ma in tho midst of a hearty ™™
wugh,. ho_switched round on e
his seat, clapping hie hands to  |c
his belk. gt )"
. .

“What you want?”' demanded
Julins Umsar steenly of someone the
bors could not see. * You move one
single inch and I shoot!”

Put up them guns, Ju,” com-
plained a weary voice. ' You make
me tived! faw! You make me
weary ! Gimme a strawberry jeulep
and a couple o' long straws, and a pile
o’ crushed ice!"

u Jowered

the  threatening
muzzles of his sixes, and gave an
“0-0:000:0-L1" of wonderment.
Tho boys, eraning forward in the
corridor, saw one of tho filthiest-
loaking tramps thes liad ever seen in
their hives, They had never seen an
American hobo befove—a real rondster.
This was Weary Willy or Tired
Tim in the flesh. A horrible, drink-
sodden face, erowned by a mass of
matted hair, showed beneath the brim
of a  Dbattered  straw hat,  which
boasted o grimed and filthy college
riband.  The man’s clothes were a
pile of rags.  He swung himself up
out of the night on to the platform of
the parlanr-car, erawling on his hands
and knees,

He had npparently come from under
the train,

“M —="" hogan Julins,

But he cut off short the teamp
gave a meaning zlance at the boys.

Ju swung himself into the pantry
where, bolstering himself up against
the swing of the racing train, ho

ons comprehensive
passed them.

glance as

he

“Golly ! exclaimed Julius, follow-
awe-

ing the tattered figure
Str‘.('ii[‘ll eyes,
nearly pulled off on him!”

with
“And to tink dat I

Y Who is het" nslied Stringy breath-

lessly.
added, with inspiration.
a tramp!”

Julius shook his head.

* Not Charlie Chaplin!” le
“An' what

“Dat am no tramp, Massy Stringy.

Dat am a biggar card

Then ho lowered his
whisper.

dan
Chaplin,” he answered solemnly,
voice

to

Charlie

o

*Dat am Cy Sprague, de famousest
muttered.
“Cy Sprague ob der N'York Police
Bureau, greatest 'tec in de world. An’
where you sce Cyv Sprague dero am

'tec in all America!” he

gwine to be trouble !

The

4th Chapter,

Attacked by Smoke Indians,

The boys saw na more of the tramp.
They retired to their beds, and «lopt
through the long, hot night whilst the

train raced on,

wlen the train eame  to

parlour-car, dropped off
night as  mysteriously as
boarded the train.

They were sleoping

a suddon
slop in a dense thicket. of priekly-pear,
and the tramp, ofter a long, two-
hours” talk with Bil] Ranse in the
into the
had

he

“Don't you wait for your money,
caballoros ! sald Umpty. Qit!”
Don Ylario went first with a kick

that sent him  flying the whole
lenglh of tho high atcps. And one
by one Umpty kicked the Red

Reldors on to tho wharf.

They rode on the top of the
box eara till suaset, lost in admira-
tion of the wild sky und the wilder
country, Al suneet they atopped to
water up the engine and for supper.

Then from a little hill-top, some
twelve miles distant, Stringy's guick
eye caught the rising of n colunm
of smoke against the lemon-yellow
sunset,

“Crikey ! Laok, there's
voleano " ho cried.  *It's smokin'

“It's a volcano of sorts, my oy,
&2id Bill, in a sober tone; “and that
smoke shows a pretty big fire, It is
not the sort of voleano that you
think it is, though. That is one of
the signal fires of the Smoke Indians.
They are clever abt signalling that
way, and that's where they get their
name from. Look, and you will see
the smoke shut off and come on
again, They have their own code,
like the Morse Code, and those puffs
of smoke mean that they have spatted
the train,”

“And what does that mean, sir?"
asked Ted.

*It means that we shall be attacked
to-night before we gel to Alhama
City 1 replind Bill Ranse. “losas
has got wind of vs already,
means o stop this train
through somehow,
is forearnued, and 'm gelting o little
surpriso ready for them. It will be
along directly. That is why we are
waiting at this waterhole.”

The words were hardly out of Bill's
mauth when a wild atorm of vells
and whoops sounded from the Lillside
near by, and u crowd of mounted men
burst out amangst the timbled vocks

a
v

cng though they had popped up from

the bowels of the eartl.

Regardless of broken gronnd and
of the rocks, they eame racing down
the hillside, ewinging in their saddles

s though they were part and pareel’

._Llnu.vd (4.3

and weapons were recited round the
camp-fires . of thie  Southern and
s?gg;wamm_smo,- like the legends
of & o-of the olden times.
~Boys had little time to
Kit Buckley.

p order he i\ad dismissed
¥ two empty cattle-trucks
sand-bags. Rifles wern
Fihrust Tz Cicir owi.liands by Juling,
and they were told to lie down on tha
roof of the leading box ear in whiel
tho brakesman was nosted.

They knew that the train would be
attacked by Indians within the next
sixty miles.

Tha train moved on throungh thae
gathering  gloom, the rough frack
winding in and out of some jagged
hilla, They saw the two Rangers, left
hehind with the horses, weving their
hats as the string of s rounded o
bend in the valley, and the water-
hiole was lost to sight.

The darkness gathered, and the
moan rose—a huge ball of gold,

The cars jolted and bumped on the
rongh single teack as they wound
raund eurve after curve, and tha boys
with straining nerves listened for the
war-whoop of the Smicke Indians.

_But it was nearly half-past ten ab
mizht before anything happened.

They had travelled some eighty
miles from the epot whero the Ranger
guard had joined the train.  The
teain was running down an ineline
towards a deep gorge. the seream of
the brakes echeing back from the
clifis.

Of a sudden a red glare showed
abend, outlining the dense black
masses of the overhanging roek,

There were three shnvp blasts of
warning the engineswhistle ns
the powerful locomotive ground on
her brakes, sending the sparks flyving
as she came sliding round a eharp
curve.

She came ta a standstill in the nick
of time, The trestlo bridge that
spanned the gorge was burning. Tho
i to a sudden end over a

rails came
black nbyss, in which they eould hear
the rush and tumble of 2 swilt
torrent

The Smoke Indians had destroyed
the Wind River Bridge.
© Then from the darkneas at the sida
of the frack rose a tervible, deep-
thronted howl. A host of dark forms
rosga from amongst the rocks, and the
cliffs echosd to tho dread war-whoop
of the 8moke Indians as they hurled
tiremselves upon the train, swarming
thick as bees on engine and tender
and cars, as the boys, awaking as if
“fromy o drveary, commenced o fire
rapidly at the dodging, feathored
warri

(Another magnificent long instal-
ment of this grand serial in nert
Monday's issuc of the Boys' Friexp,
Order your copy in advance to avoid

disappointment.)






























