
































Finding himself still alive, however, he
rammed the rifle out, sighted it vaguely, and
pulled the trigger. -

It was only then that something rather like
a wasp stung that portion of his back which
rose highest within the steer’s skin. He gave
a yell and flattened himself out, shooting
out his legs with a convulsive movement.

This upset the dummy steer, which canted
over, thudded against that occupied by
Bulldog and brought both down with a
crash. Then something like powerful rain
began to patter into the hot sand all about
the fallen dummies, whilst the live steers
scattered in terror, leaving a clear space.

Archie plunged about in the smelly dark-
ness, emptying both his revolvers in a willing
attempt to do something helpful, and thereby
shot the heel off one of Bulldog’s boots and
smashed the butt of the rifle he was holding.

Bullets now kicked up spurts of sand all
around, thudded through the tough hides and
ricochetted off the horns—and Bulldog realised
that the whole plan had somehow gone wrong.

It was perfectly clear that their position
must have been known from the start, or
otherwise that volley of shooting would not
have been so accurate. As it was, flight
was the only thing possible.

He kicked himself out of his skin, yelled to
Archie to do likewise, and then dived in
amongst the cattle, staggering and falling to
his knees as a bullet ploughed a furrow along
the side of his head, stununing him with its
force.

Archie lost no time in following suit.

Still holding one of his revolvers he, too,
plunged in amongst the stecrs, and then
threaded his way through them, making for
the group of shooting men. His temper was
up. The blood of the De Browns boiled, and
he was going to teach that crowd something
in no uncertain manner.

But before he could reach them the section
of the herd in which he was now began to
move off. The riders had broken up and
were swiftly cutting out the group of cattle
which they had arranged to steal. In the
darkness they had not scen Archie—and so

he now found himself in the middle of a minor
stampede.

He was shouldered and knocked from side
to side several times, almost missing his
footing as the cattle swept forward in a gallop.
His position now was one of wild danger, and
he knew it. If he once fell those pounding
hooves would leave very little trace of the
last of the De Browns, and at this rate he
could not hope to keep his fect. What was
more, he dare not climb up on to one of the
plunging backs or he would be seen and shot
down by the rustlers.

Desperate, choked with dust, and bruised
all over, Archie grasped at a tossing pair of
horns to steady himself. Then he lost his
feet altogether, was charged sideways by a
frightened beast at his elbow, and then found
himself in a difficult position.

With his hands gripping the horns of the
steer, he was hanging below its neck with his
feet trailing along the ground between its
front legs. It was an uncomfortable manner
of travel, but Archie gasped with relief when
he saw what it meant.

So long as he could hang on he would be
taken wherever the herd went, unseen by the
rustlers, and he would be able to hold them
up, as he fondly imagined. )

By now, however, the herd were going at
full gallop and shots were ringing out from
far behind. Bulldog had recovered conscious-
ness, and men had also come running out from
the ranch house, attracted by the shooting.

Archie heard, and thought that the day was
saved. The followers would be easily able to
keep off the rustlers and catch them up; but
that was just where he was wrong, for Smoky,
in the lead, yelled out a sharp order and the
herd was suddenly turned aside into a narrow
defile which apparently ended in a blank wall
of rock.

The ground all along this part was thickly
covered with prickly cactuses and thorny
bushes, and Archie’s appearance began to
suffer. His beautiful goat-skin chaps dis-
solved like snow before sunshine. The cactuses
tore them to shreds and great portions were
wrenched away and left fluttering upon the
sharp spines.

One by one his boots followed suit, together
with large portions of his underpants, and the
tail of his gorgeous shirt.
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Presenting an amazing figure
on the back of the steer, Archic
blazed his guns at the rustlers.
““Put your jolly old hands
up !’? he bawled. *‘ I’ve got
you covered ! "’

But the last of the De Browns hung on.

He couldn’t seec where the herd was going,
and he was too occupied with the loss of his
beloved finery to notice that the rock wall at
the end of the defile had a narrow passage
through it which would not be noticed by any
man at a distance of ten yards. .

Smoky evidently knew it well, however, for
he led the herd and the riders through it, and
within a couple of minutes they had appa-
rently disappeared off the face of the earth.

This indeed was how things appeared to
Bulldog and the rest of the men from the
ranch as they came tearing up. The English-
man had leapt up behind the ranch foreman’s
saddle, and as that worthy brought his horse
to a standstill, he stared around him.

All the men were nonplussed.

“Qosh!” gasped the foreman. “Am I
dreaming or what’s happened! The whole
darned bunch of steers have gone into thin

air and the ruffians with ’em. They swung

along somewhere by this line of rocks. But
where, for the love of Mike, have they gone
to?”

Bulldog drew a deep breath and stared
around as the moon drifted from behind a
cloud and bathed the empty plain in its pale
radiance. He noticed the cactus bushes,
and saw curious patches of white stuff scat-
tered in a rough line amongst them. Then
he caught sight of a shred of cloth that
looked something like a small sunset, and he
let out a yell.

““ Gosh ! ” he shouted, “ look at that. Look
at those lumps of white stuff—it’s goat’s hair.
And there’s not another piece of cloth with
that gorgeous pattern on it anywhere else in
the United States. Archie’s been along this
way. It looks as though he’s been dragged
right up to that wall of rock there. He was
with me five minutes ago, and where he’s
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gone there we’ll find the stolen herd. Come on,
boss.”

The ranch foreman swung his horse round
and led the group through the defile ‘at a
gallop. Not until they were right up against
the rock did they find the passage through it,
and then the whole method of the disappear-
ance became plain to them.

“ Get ready. boys!” yelled the foreman,
whipping out his gun. ““ Make it snappy and
shoot down any man you sce. They may be
waiting for us at the other end, so we've got
to go through with a rush.”

And it was with a rush that they went
through that narrow path and came out a
quarter of a mile farther on in an unexpected
cup-shaped valley.

A big herd of cattle stretched over the floor
of this hidden fastness, and a group of horse-
men were gathered together, bending over
one of their number who had been wounded.

They heard the noise of the newcomers and
jerked round at once, putting up their guns;
but in the same second they were taken by
surprise from behind.

For an amazing figure had scrambled up on
to the back of a steer and blazed his gun in
the air. A monocle glittered fiercely in his
left eye. A gorgeous shirt covered the upper
part of his body and a tasteful fringe of long
grasses was bunched round his waist, stretch-
ing down like the skirt of a hula-hula dancer
over a pair of white and badly scratched legs.

“ Put your jolly old hands up!” bawled
Archie. “ Dash it all, drop your guns; I've
got you covered if you grasp what I mean.”

And by way of illustrating his remarks he
put a couple of bullets into the ground at the
heels of the amazed rustlers.

The newcomers also fired a volley that
kicked up the sand all about the scoundrels’
feet, and they were so hopelessly surrounded
that not one of them fired a single shot.

Swiftly they were disarmed, and their hands
knotted behind them. Then the men of the
ranch burst into loud laughter. Archie’s
comic appearance made it irresistible.

When the punchers had got over their
mirth, the rustlers were mounted on their
horses and, amid the punchers, led back to
the ranch. When it was reached Archie

promptly disappeared, and was not seen for
another hour, at the end of which time he
reappeared in another smart outfit, his elegant
self once again.

Meanwhile, the rustlers had been taken off
to the calaboose in the nearest cattle town,
there to await their trial.

Archie came in for the congratulations of
everyone for the part he had played in
rounding up the rustlers, for it could not be
denied that it was due to him that their
hiding-place had been discovered.

And it was with regret that the ranch-
owner parted with Archie and Bulldog when
the pair decided to move on again.

A few weeks later found Archie and Bulldog
working on another ranch, in Texas, and it
proved to be the last stage in their travels.

Quite unexpectedly, one morning, a letter
arrived for Archie, and when he saw the
writing his heart-beats increased. He tore
the letter open eagerly and hastily read it.

Bulldog, watching Archie, saw a gleam
come into his eyes and his face break into a
smile. He knew who that letter was from,
for, unknown to Archie, Bulldog had written
to Miss Millicent Manners, telling her of the
last of the De Browns’ activities in the Wild
West.

So Miss Manners had written to Archie, in
which she said she would be coming out to
visit him.

“Bai Jove!” cried Archie, when he had
finished reading the letter. ‘“ Topping news,
Bulldog. Dear old Millicent is coming out to
seeme ! 7

“ Gee, I'm glad to hear that ! ” said Bulidog,
trying hard not to smile. He didn’t wish to
let Archie know that he had been the cause
of the letter from Miss Manners arriving.
And, indeed, it never occurred to the last of
the De Browns that it was extraordinary that
Millicent should know where to find him. He
was too excited over the glad news.

But he learnt six months later, when he
settled down on a ranch he bought in British
Columbia with Mrs. Archie de Brown. And
he was ever thankful afterwards to his fore-
man, Mr. John Buller.

THE END

( 206 )



FIGHTING 'PLANES OF THE R.A.F._

4Above.—
.:t Four-engine &
Singapore
: {lying boat,

The fastest
fighting planes :
in the world— &
he Hawker :
uries, capable *
of a speed of;
2 £

iand  below, |

sHawker

Osprey sea-
plane.

win-engine
omber.




ks
V.

/7

Y

The Greyfriars Law Couris are a huge joke, and everybody enjoys it—

except the prisoners!

HUMS of ours who remember to have

read in the GREYFRIARS HERALD

a lot about the cases in the Greyfriars

Law Courts may like to know something of
this famous institution.

The Law is not taken seriously, of course.
From beginning to end the Law Courts are a
huge joke. And yet, possibly they may be
doing a great deal of good; for cases of
caddishness and misbehaviour are often dealt
with by the judge—and the sentences are
carried out severely.

To start at the beginning, there is the
Greyfriars Police. The Remove Police has its
headquarters in Study No. 9, which is always
referred to as Jotland Yard in the Law Courts.
Detective-inspector Dick Penfold is in charge
of the Police, and with him are Detective
Morgan, Inspector Newland, Inspector Ogilvy,
and Constables Kipps, Trevor and Bolsover.

The Law Courts are held once—sometimes
twice—a week, and may take place anywhere
from the Rag to the woodshed. The ruling
force behind all this business is Peter Todd,
who is tke judge of what he calls the “ Class
Bench Division.”

Fellows who complain of infringement
of Study Rights; fellows who have got
into debt and have nothing to pay their
indignant creditors; footballers who miss

open goals and cricketers who muff easy
catches; funks who run away from Highcliffe
cads—all these are brought before Mr.

By S. Q. I. FIELD.

Justice Todd in the Class Bench Division.

The Central Criminal Court is presided over
by Mr. Justice Wharton, and deals with all
criminal cases, from pork-pic pinching to
assault and battery.

The Divorce and Breach of Promise Court,
presided over by Mr. Justice Linley, deals with
fags who want a divorce from their seniors,
and seniors who impeach their fags for
breach of promise.

It is all great fun. Suppose the Remove
Police nab you for swindling or sneaking.
You are told that you will have to attend
before BIr. Justice Wharton on the following
Friday. In the meantime you may go to any
proper counsel and ask him to take the case
up for you.

The counsels are Mr. Bob Cherry, K.C.,
Mr. Vernon-Smith, K.C., Mr. Herbert Bul-
strode, K.C., Mr. H. J. R. Singh, K.C, and
Mr. Harold Skinner, C.A.D. The Public
Prosecutor (Mr. Frank Nugent) will instruct
one of these merchants to speak against you
at the trial, and you may instruct any other
one of them you like.

The trial comes on. You are found guilty
and sentenced—somehow prisoners nearly
always are found guilty. It may be a fine,
in which case the money goes to the Remove
Sports Club. It may be a ragging—in which
case you go through it.

But whatever it is, everybody enjoys it—
except the prisoner!
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