¢
A

oL

RALPH REDWAY

THE. FIRST of a Wonderful NEW Series of Roaring Western Tales,
Starring an wnazing characier—THE RIG KID ! He's m New Chunt -
one TWhe'll keep you Entertained for Howrs icith His Breathless Es-

capades and Thrilling Adventuyres,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trailed Down !
ITE Rio Kid lifted his head and
listened.
His hand slid to
holster silently.

A minute befgre he had bLeen sleep-
ing as.peaccfully as if he Jay in his berth
in the old bunkhouse at the Doulis"Bar.
The chaparral baked under i sun of
Soutliern Texas. Even the (;Yadas were
stiil.  But a sound had conje from the
Hano that warned the Kid of danger.

Still distant, Taintly from afar, came
the beat of a horse’s hoofs on the sun-
baked prairie.

The Kid's
grimmer,

His gun was in %is hand now as he
rose on his knees and pecred through
the scrubby mesquite to the plain
beyoud. On the edge of the chaparral
the Kid had camped in ihe welcome
shade. Ilis horse, worn down by the
long trail, lay sleeping, undistarbed by
the scunds that had- awakened the alert
Kid. With his.left bhand the Kid drew
aside & mass of pendant Spaniard’s-beard
and cleared his wview. Before his eyes
—steely-Dlue, ¢lear, and keen as those
of an cagle—lay the burnt llano, stretch-
ing cndlessly towards the Rio Pecos. In
the far distanee swam the heat-mists,
dimming ~ the view. Close at hand a
sweating horseman - drove on his pant-
ing broucho with quirt and spur.

The Rio Kid's lip curled back from
white, even tecth. e smiled—a

his  gun.

bronzed face  grew

i
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Make Ilis .dequaintance Right Now !

smile thas was not zood o seo, had any-
one bheen there in the Laking chaparral
to see it

Quietly, still
feet.

The chaparral stiil hid him as hé stood
and watched the oncoming horsemar,
But, as if the sweating rider could sce
the young lithe form: sianding there, hiz
came sparring on directly towards t.e
spot,

The reason was plain enough. Across
the dusty plain lay the trail of the Kid's
mustang. Plain encugh for the rawest
greenhorn to follow, it led to the zpot
where tho Rio Ki¢ had plunged into the
shade and stopped {0 rest.

Louder and sharper rang the tattog of
the galloping hoofs. Closer the rider
drew to the dark line of the chaparral
that barred the lano.

Under the big Stetson hat the Kid
could now muake ¢ut his face—a hard,
grim, bearded face—a fuce he knew.. Tt
was the face of a man who would not
have stopped, even bad he known-—whas
he probably sarmised—thas the oufcast
of the Double Bar Ranch was standing
ready waiting for him In ihe thick mes-
quite, gun in hand.

“1 guess it's you for the long irail,
sheriff ¥ murmured the Kid, and he
raised his gun.

T he revolver bore Myl upon the horse-
mal), now only o hundred yards awny—
and coming closer and closer with every
sinde of his powerful Lronche.

smilinz, he roge o Lis
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But thz Kid aeld Lis fire, * .

Dark and desporate were the fales told
of the Rio Kid, through ail the cattle
country afong tlie Rie Grande and the
Fecos. Boy in years, ha;db:rtcn man
in all else, ¢ool and dart ing and desper-
aie, quicker on the draw  than any
'\meher of the .ranches, or eny gunman
of the river oamps, the Kid’s hfe had
been a tale of danger aud desperate
hazard ever since the day when bhe had
pulled out from the Doubie Bar and
become an outeaat, Yet he hesitated to
fire on a mnn without warning, though
that map wi '\‘hcrif‘c‘ Watson, of Frio,
vad a rope (ma a brench swaited the
T&hl if he were taken back ¢o Frio in the
sheriff's keeping.

Fis gun b tha shariff,
man’s life hung by a thread.
Kid did not burn pO\\dH‘ He stepped
out of the mesqiite into the blaze of the
sva and held up his hand.

:

and the

nn

“Halr i

His voies cang shaeply. B

The rider was almest vpon him—
almost  upon  the levelied gun that
giinted in thr\ hlaze,

“The Kid!’

Shoriff Watson pulled in his broncho
e'most upon its hauaches,

Many a time the sheriff of Frio had
luokcd death in the  faco, bat pever
closer thau now,

e knew the Kid's aita—it was known
from the Rm (+rande ta the Stake Plain.
a finger,

topuble of appoinfing a now sheriff,
4 Don't resch for e'. gur, sheriff,” gajd
ihe Kid, with a smile. Tt wouid sure

e {oulish.
Wawon did pot reach for o gun. IHe,
bhaow  bet than  chat, - His cyes

wlinted and ais face har 19ned.

“ Light down, sheriff’

Wation Zl fronn his borse.
. hoihre, tel' ine what you
rin the cesert,” said the Kid,
1 want ':':, e, Kid.”

VI kinda guessed you did, sheriff,’
wiinned the Kid. “What do you want
e for?”

“1 [uess the list is too long to go
rfz"oxl»‘h said Sheriff Watson,  * Half !
the held-ups and :hoohng that have

Hmn roAnv on in Frie county for the
insy twelve months, T gou news of you
dmm to Hueeo, id, and 1 came after
Fou to get you.  And I'm not poing back
without you.”

“T knew I was seen a; Hueco, and 1
igured it cut they'd pass it on to you,’
-aid the Kid, with a pod. ¥ And you
e EIL(.”‘ 1 1o get med”

Sanre U
“\\ oll, heve 1 am!™ smiled the Kid.

The shoriff breathed hard and deep.
& or scven paces from the }id he
iowering six-feet-three, mipantic
LTust with t] he lithe, clim Kid.

e nob goin’ back witiiout me !’
mecked the I\ “You haven't Szured
whather you© 1'e ﬂ'r\m back at all, shcu“t
Ti's wmy

“ You'm mny

&

,oorl

game, Kid1* gaid Watson
rersely. 1 won drili meoig will be one |
1aore 1101011 z\gm Tou, and vou Il pay
far all when you'ra toped in,”

“1 ain't oped {n yoo even, Watson.
Yow've goin manl-.—ﬂnt{ yow're goin’
brek withous me.

2‘::9 sher 'pm\c.l\..',' uands clenched,
HYVoute zoin’ w0 sit on- thob hoss, :
-:;{t(b o mul; e to Keep  you from
fallin' off, sheriff; and yowre goin' to

ride back o Frio with ¥our hands tied,”
bantered the Kid, “T¢ will give the
bovs a jaugh.. I guess your brene will
know the way Lowme.

A q"i\ﬂ ran torough the burly {rame |
of L Fric sheddf, sod bis jaw sguared.

But the:

; and the men |
woliid hd\'o Tbeon pat 1o the .

. mhmft’ 5 gun-holsters

* % Put down that gun!” he commanded.

i 'I.he Kid la.ug:.cd
“T'm coming for Kid i”
Whatson grimlr.
do; and I
afore.
across the desert for nnthzr\g’

m

gun down! i

“Come and take it from me!"” jecered
the Kid! “You can’t biuff we, sheriff!”

Na more was caid.

The burly figure bounded -forward,
reaching for a gun at the same woment, ;

Creele!

A flash of fire leaped from the re-
volver, and the sheriff of Frie, almost:
with his hands on the Kid, lurched and !
crashed down into ihe burnt grass of

5 1
Y LT,

T

you, said
guess I've looked at a .45

Put that

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
‘The Kid’'za Way !

IHHERE was o rustli ing in the chup-
arral. The HKid's wmustang,
startied by the ehnt thrust a
shagpy hesd from the mesquite.

Al OK old hess!™ suid the Kid,
lsughing.
11 thrust the revolver back into its

SHERIFF WATSONMN-—-a he-man of Frio

Township, Texas, who has sworn o

capture the Kid--you'll see how he Keeps
his vow,

holster and stepped towards the stili

figure that lay at his feet,

‘Lhe sheriff of Frio Jid not move.

His hat had falien off, and under the
thick grizzly hair o streak of crimson
ran down over his bronzed face.

The Kid iooked at Lim, as he bent
over him. with a wkimsical smile. Ile
knew exactly what the damage was; to
& Lairs-breadth he had known where
‘the  bullet  would touch. He had
| *ereased 7 .br‘ sheriff of Frio, as o cow-
punchar will “erease ¥ a refractory stcer
‘Lh..v‘ deites the larmt The buller had

sstripped a pateh of skin and a wuft of
thair from the sher:ﬂ‘s bhead, ond
Ltlmnou kim, In five minutes or less

Sheriff Watson would be nimself aguin,
little the worze,  Dut those five minutos
were the Kid's. -

' Even as he bandaged the man's head
wita his own La the Kid wono

Landanna,
idersd why ae had not vut the bullet
i through ‘Waison’s brain, He hardly
knew why he had spared au enemy who
pwould ever rest from Lis pursuit while
the Ric Ilid roae the trails of Texas,
| But he had bp'll‘(:d him, and now he was
“handaging his hiead.,  Bng he lost no
‘time, IIe drow the revolvers from :he

into the cl,ana:xul He uncoiled the
it“ful rane that was looped on the saddle

and tossed them:

'
4
i
!
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|
i
i

of the broneo, cut a length from i:, apd
bound VWatzon's hands Lehind his back.
By that time the sheriff’s eyes wers

“I've got my dufy to.open again,

He sat up dizzily, staring ai the J\u«

X ain's Ioilered you Llteen miies | with uncertain eyes. He dragged as his

arns, and renlised thas ae was bourd,

The Kid's smiling glance met his wilit
stare.

“You ain't dead -yet,
{chalks” laughed the Eid, Xut. aught
to, be L rights.: Buv you air’t.”

o4 Ornery liule scallywag 17
groaned Watson. ’

“That ain’t grateful. sheriff,” said the
[ Kid motkiogly, “IFDd cawpod vou for
laeps, only ma coyotes and the buezard,
would have knuwn an) tb mg a‘ Ut it.

BT T rmun ~fE i

sheriff, by lonz

“"& :v
4 &foll
hide 1 .

“If 1T was to shoot to kill, sheril¥.
youw'd be talking to the m‘.gela instepd
of to me. I isid you out like I used to
the steers on the Double Bar.”

Watson a,rr‘wrglcd with his Londs.

“Forgen it,” grinned the Kid, “It'y o
good tmil-ro;w, and I guezs I can tie
knots »

“What bave you fixed me up liko this

suttered,
durn your

mn“ “he
to ki 11,

) meused
didn’s shoot

for?*  demanded the Trio  sheriff
hoarsely,

“To save wusting Itﬂ.h on you, pard,
I'm sendin’ son back tu Frio Te]l the

boys that if they wunt me they'il have
to send o better man than Eben Watsou
o rope me in”

Tha sheril's eves blazed with rage.
ITe struggled with the rope taat hﬂum.
his arms til} the sweat started out on Lis
fece, and he panted ior breoth.

The Iy Kid ¢tood and watched him
with smiling arauscment.

Watson desisted at last, chokmw witlh
rage,  Almost he would have pretm pad
a bullet through the heart, 10 the bn-m‘
brmiliation that the Rio IZid proposed
to put on him. But the Frio sher’ﬁ had
no choice,

“IF vor're done wrizzline Izke
saranzula, shuxtz 'l fix vou up for the
home trail,” ]E‘eled the Kid

“You ornery litrle cuss

“Can it, sheriff, and save your breath
for the ride home. You've got fifteen
miles efote you.”

“T ruess 1 wou tmﬂ”

“1 euess you will,” said the Kid, with
a cold, kteﬂlv gleam in hizeyes. “You'll
put a leg aercss that brone instantsr,
shaviff,”

Ile grasped ke hurly man hy the
shoulder, and with a swing of bis arim
jerked him to his feet.

The sheriff stood unsteadily, his eye
burning with rage, at \hu outlaw., Th
KKid's harnd was on his g

“Gettin® on that hoss, “sheriff 7 he
inguired.

i X7pp !Jl -

The answer was his
sheriff's ces teeth,

“1 guess you're wise.”

With a helping hand from the Tid,

o

[Ny

sed througir thz

the theriff of Frio mounted the waiting
bronco.

The Rio Kid took the trail-rope agnin
TOTINNY
the

and ran it round the horseman,
him to the saddle, and knotiing

ro

}Ekmn hie took the bridle, and tun
tae broneo wirth his head to the nort
where, for bsvond the heat-rlsts,
town of Irie lay in the valle‘- of
Pecos,

“1 guess ke ho;: will hit the ra:?
for_home, sheriff, You're goipg.back
without me.” The Rio Kid law*hud
“Proyv that rou donit meet any rusijers

Tan POPULAR.—No. 169,
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on ithe irail, sheriff. Seyin’ peod-hye
before you ges?”

The sher: 1] Iooked down at him from |
fne saddle. ﬂhe crimson had died out
of his rusrgca’. face; it was set and hard
and bitter.

“You nold thie \‘,mnm hand this time,
Kid. I'm zoin® back to Frio to be
laughed at it, by gum, you'll repﬂ.m
it From this day on I'll never quib till
T get you, dead or ah\n}” .

There was a bitter intensity
sheriff’s g t of ruthless
mination inl yes

The Kid looked at him,
woment his hand plaryed with
of his gun.

But she temptation pass
‘uurm..d. .

ivs you for chewing the rog, sherifi,”
ha drawled. “Bub vou dow’t scare me
warth a red cent Keep it for the
Greasers and the maverick men—vou
can scare them. Good-bye, sheriff 7
© The Rio Kid struck the flank of the
bronco with his epen hand, \wh 5 orack
like o pistel-shot.

The bronco started ab & irot.

With a smiling face, his hands on his
hips, the Rio Kid stecod looking after
the bound horseman o§ he went. Smaher
a,nd smaller the figure grew in the hazy
Aisvance, i1l it was blurred Imm <u:‘*1t
by a belt of sassafras. Then the Kid

gy

in the
deter-

and for a
the butt

turred back to the chaparral, with a
light laugh.
“Its us for the trail, old hos

said, patting the neck of his pustang.
“T reckon that the sconer we're across
shie Rio Grande into Mexico; the better
it wiil be for my . health, old cayuse, if
noi for yours. There 11 be hard ridin’
on tlhis trail when the sheriff gets

loonei’ ]
The Kid, whistling cheerily, saddled
and

lips.,

up .
But 'suddzznly he stopped,
cheery whistle died on his
face grew hard and tense.

Softly, silently, he drew the horse out
of sight into the cover of a thick clump
of trees. The welltrained animsl gave
po sound. Dzep in cover, the Kid pecred
through leafy branches at the trail
which ran through the chaparral, from
the dusty  plsains Lowa.rds ithe Rio
Girande. There was a jingling of horse-

nen, a rurmur of voices that came
nea.u.z, {rom the south, the direction of
the Mesican bovder. Friends or foes?
Not zuem.L~—wr the Rio Kid followed a
lone trail; no rustlor had ever called
him comrade, and no honest man, since
the trouble thot had driven him from
the Double Bar. o the Rio Kid all
eoniers were foes, or possible foes.

A buach of horsemen came under bis
syes, riding by the tangled path through
the chaparr.&% heading for the open
plain, Rough men with ragged chaps
and battercd Sretron hats, nnw a.dum un-
shaven, grim aud ugly and despérate Lo

the
His

the eye. Every one of them * hLecled
With gans handy in the leose-swinging

hom deep cover the R'o Kia
ed them, and his lips Llllu.‘tl. Qui-
cast and rustier the Kid might be, but
hie had noiking in common with such as
,Inem Five of them, and the man viding
at their hicad le knew—Tive-Fundred.
Dollar Snainh, zo-called f“om the reward
placed on i head by the authoriiles of
the Lone Siar State,
Tflc Kid lay very low,

The were riding to 2 iaid en
the Pocos ranches—to run off somo out-
u!mg bunch of cattle into Mexico, Bug
bne Kid, u.umwad and hu anted even as
they were, would have been faly gama
for Ll’pu.' thay world have slios bhin
“down mz Lis horse and his guns’ Not

Lhau tiie Rio Kid woujd have shrunk
Tae Porvrsir—No, 453,
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from the conflict, cven against such des-
pemtn vdds, But he would nov seek i it
Five-Hundred- Dollar  Smith and  his
gang were nothing to him,
Witk a }inglo of bridle and spur, and
& MUIrmur of husky voices, the pa.ng oi
rustlers rode out of the chaparral into
the sunpy plains. Ile eard them curs-
ing the sun-blaze as . ® dis sappearad.
They were gone. and the Kid led ous
his mustang inte the trail and mounted,
t2 ride the wav the rustlers had come.
But he pau sed, o whimsical grin
breaking out on his handsonre, mocking
face. -
The

&

vustlers were riding for the

| I ccos, and riding at u good ayeeu. Wl‘mt

i u.ey cidite on the suerlld of Frio? He

was 2(‘4‘1\/ a mile aheatd of them—and
Y eed with a hound vider would not
travel e i

Y Gee I murnared the Kid,

He visualised the hard, bruial face of

} ive-Hundred-Dollar  Smith, with a
car running across the cheelk—g scar
left by & ballet from Sheriff Watson's

gun in a sttugy gle long ago.

He paused Iong

The musteng iwisicd x‘ound
nimbic head, looking up at his
as if asking wln he did not ride,

lhc Kid knitled his brows,

“Not our funeral. old hozs,” he mur-
mured.  “IHe came aiter me to get me,
and I let him off chean. Our trail’s to
the south,”

He shook out his reins, and the
tang started, . Bui the Rio Kid’s face
grew darker with troubled thought, and
Te drow rein again. At long lass he
wheeled vound and rode to the edge of
the r'hapa,rra.. and sat in the saddle
there, his steely eyes scanning the dis-
tance in the dusty plain. The way of
safety lay to the south, over the
Mexican border. - But it was to the
rorih that the Rio XKid was looking, and
continued to look.

=

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid Chips in!

his
rider,

mus-

“S H};-}RIFF WATSON, by <hun-
der
* You, sheviff I

There was a roar of laughter
as the rough, savage-faced horsemen
closed rvound the sheriif of Frio,

Five-Hundred-Dollar  Smith
with giee, the deep scar om his
cheek wrinkling up hideously.

grinned

stubbly

This is the Kid, chaps ! The Daredevil of
the Texas prairies—the Terrair of All,

gt

“You, sheriff I he chuckled,

Sherif Watson sat his forse like «
statue  I¥a was bound ta his hroncho,
his hands were tied behind his back.
Heo was helpless at the mercy of the
border rustievs, and he knew it. The
Rio Kid had spared his life, condemn-
ing him orly 1o the L"OLI'-GI} of Frie
when he roda beme trussed up on his
horse. But Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith
was not so merciful.  The ll‘UbtlE,)‘“
laughed and chuekled hoarsely as they
closed round the helpless rider, but
there was ruthless determination
their faces.  The sheriff of Frio, who
had hunted them iike wolves on the
plains and In the sierra, was given

infa thair hands, The whole
would have hesitated to face him

had he been frce and armed. But he
was poweriess now, and there was no
meréy for him.

Five-Hundred-Dollar  Smith  gripped
the bridle of his horze.  The sheritF's
eyes glinted aé him, buz he did not

: | speak,
“I guess you've hit up agin (rouble
this tize, sheriff,” grinned the rustler.
\o ARSWEr,

Y Who tixed you up like this, sheriff
The sheriff spoke at lagt.
“Five hundred dollars o let me

loase 1”?

['he;e was & roar of lauwghter.
Sherlﬁ? Watson’s speaking civil for

once,”  chuckled Five-Hundred Doilar
Smith, “Jesy the amount that's offered
for me, sheriff, and that vow've done

your durndest to earn, by gum! Make

it five thousand and I gaess  weo
wouldn’t stand for it, This time we've
got you where your hair is shors,

sheriff 1

The rastler tapped the scar on his

ristly cheel.

“ Rewember that sherpiff 97

“I remember,” wxd the sheriff coldly.

“I guess 1 wish it had gons- through
your cabeza, you skunk !”

“T guess yowll never have another
chance shertft, el me who fixed vou
up lixe this, all ready for us to fuod? 7%

“The Rio Kid »

“0Oh, gum! Is the Kid in - ithese
pares? 7% exclaimed Smith, with a starcled
glance round on the dusty pl:lm

“Far enough s WA, by now ! said the
sheriff bifter! 3 “In Mexico hy this
time, I guess,”

“Fool to IM\’O you kickin’
the pall on you,” sneercd Five- ITundred-
Dollar Smith. I reckon wa're nob
makin’ a mistake lil\e ihat 17

“Wa just ain’t!” gr ’nncd "lothe" af
the rustlers. “You're for ii, sheriff.

And the ruffian drew a gun from his
holster. '

“Nix on that!” sna
Hundred-Doilar Smith,

“Look hyer—-**

“Put up that gua, Puete Finn!”

The rustler scowled and cuxsml but
he slid the gun back into its holster.
Five-Hundred-Doll Ar  Smith  had hxa
ruffianiy gang well in hand.

“I guess that isn'c good enough,”
went on the leader of the russlers.
“What’s the goed of v.a.ut'ng good lead
when there’s a rope handy ?*

Pete Finn’s scowling face cleared, and
he ~chuckled. There was a roar of
hoarse merriment from the rustlers.

Five-Hundred-Dollar  8mith  waved
his hand fowards the dark line of the
chaparral, a mile or less to the south,

“There’s timber,” he said. “ Hyer's
the sheriff and a rope. I guess we hit
uhe back {rail to a tree.”

“That goes!” grinned Pete Finn.

Smith d:a;,ged round the sheriff’s

if he had

pped Tive-

horse,
“You get me. - Lben Watson 77 he
bantered. * What became of two of my
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pardners wio were roped in a month

ugo?” o

“Stpung up ot Frio,” enswered the
theriff briedy.

“1 knew that. And T guess you are
=eing to be strung up in your turm,
sheriif.”

% Yau orpery dog!” muliered tha

ov y  dog )

als
oly.

sneriff of Frio hoars
through me, and let 18 go as t

The rudian laughed savagely.

“Not on your tife, sherl. Ii's you
for the rope and a brapch. Ride for
the chaparral, boys.”

Back the way they had

h =2

-1
DA .

the

coniz

rustlers rode, 1n a grinning, gle
bunch. Tn the midst of themw, his bri
held by IFive-Hundred-Dollar Smith,

HF of Urio.

rede the bound sh

o
N s

i

SAVED BY THE KID! Crack!

slipping from hls neck. With yells of
. Crack! Crack!

His face was hard snd szet in grim
desnair.

Through that burning day he had

trailed the Rie Kid. aud this was the
end of the trail. The Iid’s gun had
spared him—ior this{ The rope and a
branch! Even as he had meted out to
many a desperate rustler, so it was to
be meted out to him. IHx did not sneak,
bué in his heart thore were eur:
curses on the Kid who had doomed him
to this.  Free znd ermed, he would
have been glad to fall in with TFive-
Hundred-Dollar Smi<h znd  his

vareless of the odds. If he had falien,
he would have fallen to the bullet or the
stéel! But now—

Trot, trot, swent tho hoofs on the sun-
baked plain.  Mocking jeers and
laughter fc.l uncdasingly on the ears of
the Irio sherill as he rode in the midst
of the gang. -

From the blaze of the sun on the plain

5 -

“Put a bullet

Al

A bullel

Then from the shaddwss came a

rode at last into
of the chaparral.

rort

23

halt in a clear gatch, where a big ceiba
grew atnid the trailing mesquite..

“IIver's the place!”

The rust dismounied, and hitched
thieir horses n the chaparral.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith threw his
lariat ever a level branch of the ceiba

loxen feet from the ground.

! so was piaced about the neck
of the sheriff of Fris, and drawn taut.
Tha other end of the lazso was securced
lo a stump.

The stiers  looked on, grinning,
while Smith drew his knife acrosg ihe
rope  that Dbound the sheriff to  his
) broneo,

ors

, .\" ;

N\

X3
AV

rage tho rustlera swung their guns

With his hands =il bound behind
hira, the sherid sat in the saddle, pale, |
but calm as a statue. Only a touch was i

neath him, and leave him swinging,

; A i
nceded now. le send the horse from be-y-

Five-Hundred-Dollar  Smith drew)
back and took his quirt in kand., The |

bronce stood motionless.  The sheriff, ;
his chin dragged up by the taut rope, |
gave no souud. i
“Readr,
rustler,
No word.
o-Hundred-Dollar Smith raised his!
a sharp|

2

sheriff ¥ grinned the

Y v
quirt, and ‘siruck tle bronco
blow zeross the haunches.

The animal started, squealed, and

plunged  forward. The sheriff swung ! at his heels,

off "its back. i
Cracl ]
From the shadvws of the chapartal;

The

Geme the sudden ring of a gun.

the shadowy ] rustle
aisle ¢ in sopep
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith called a

i

g

light taugh-~the laugh of the Rio Kid !

| mockin

Price 2d, b

started and staved round them
se and alatm.

But it was not at any of the ganz thas
the bullet was aimed by +the unseen
maiksman,

The rope twanged and rarted, cat in
two by tae bullet from a gun that nover
missed its aim.

Even as he was swunz off the back
of the parting horse. the sheriff folt
the cut rope siither down on bis face.
and  ho feil into the Lerbage, haif
stunned by the fall, the loose rope round
his neek. g

YGee! Whal—who——

Fivo-Hundred-Dollar Smith
an oath.

Every one of the gang had a gna in
hand uov, aud every vuu spai Dre o

spat eul

snapped the repe, and the sheriff feil from the hores into the  grazs, the noose
in the direction ot the treos.

Crack !
(See Chapter 8.)

the direction from which the ring of the
shot had come.
Crack, crack, cracic! R
From the shadowy mesquite came a
light laiigh—the laugh of the Rio Kid.
And following his laugh came his five,
and the nearest rustier pitched over, and
groaned and lay still. - A )
stror ff lay cazed, half stunned,
while the guns blazed and cracked round
him. o
“Ii’s the Kid ! velled Five-Hundred-
et Amith, as he canght _tho light,
¢ langh. “The Rio Kid! Kil}

2

And the desperate ruffian led a rush

!imo the thickets where the Kid Iay in

Three desperate rascals rushed
But the mean who had
failen to the Kid's first fire did not stir.

A lithe form moved in the mesquite

COVEr.

Cand the orack of the Kid's gun laia
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" than the

B!ood trickled down
“hce a bullet had gone
: he 1(&1\@(1 tor\mr\l tc meet
the rushing stie and ihe spitting
hullets ‘Icw wild as he craaned ab them.
And ab close quarters the Kid’s gun
slaimed another victim, and Pete Finn
lay stre te. And then

tehed in ihe mesg
the hearb of Five-Hundred-Dollar \mnh

ailed him, 4 he dodged bhack and
ang aw d ran—and the Iast of
gang him.

light laugh rang after

. DBui I‘xn, Hundred-

gun rang out as he
nto  the chapmral passing
e bomd sheriff on the ground. and a

into Ehen Watson's
1heu the rustler was gone

“You dog ! panted the Xid, and he
to0d in‘the clearing and pumped bullets
ar the lleeing rusilers.

ihe seddle with a

that ¥o»

“galoot g d.JOﬂg and holding youup.’
. The sherif looked at him.
“You, Iua 'J” L
“Weil, what about 117” grinned the
Kid.
‘ There’s no doctor nearer than Frio.”
MR
N 'ﬂh it_out, Kid. They’il shoot ab
sight if the Rio Kid is seen in the streets

of Frio.”
i v sure will,”” said the Kid.
ghed avam ‘ns lwbt mus.cal

With
trength t, 1at was arnaz*n" in his slTIh,

orn. he lifted the heavy man from

ddle, sheriff ! You can’t
time—you sure ean S
on, like a man in a dream,
vily, v-eale in the deep CD“bO)
He held on with both hands.
powerful man was as weak as
The Rio Kid glanced round
him again, with his Wmmmcal smﬂe
The two "'ounde(. rustlers had long dis-
appeared — Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith
and his feeing comrade were far away.
The Kid cast loose the tethered horses

Bub Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith was
gone.

The Rio XIid shrugged his
shoulders. He reloaded his gun

the Ki took chances.
Thon he to the sheriff

A jwist o‘ s knife, and the
rope feil from - Sheriff
Watson’s \

“Y gu

Watsc B4
hack again inio the gra\

zed twrn u\:y‘\ white as chalk.
You've saved mie from
rope, Kid;"” h(, s(lld faintly.
\eck(}nuu vou was across the river
by this Lgme. Why did you chip
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YOU WANT TO
THIS AMAZING YOUNG OUTLAW ?

READ—

THE

nnnu-:au-l-luﬁ

NOW YOU'VE MET THE RIO KiD!
KEEP HIS FRIENDSHIP?
DON'T YOU WANT TO HEAR MORE A%(}){lé£

DON'T

BRAND BLOTTERS!

got. the wrong
wrong man.”
C“Rad i
“OINulf sa,d
\nd Sheriff Waison,
in a dream, found himse!
ward across the plain,

I was the

o
ik,

ike a wman
g north-
in the

upheld
saddle by the streng, untiring arm of

the Rio Kic

The sun "was down, a siimmering
crescent of moon showed over the black
rim of the Pecos hills. They were be-
ginning to-light up in Frio. Lamp or
lante I glinted hero and ihere in the
straggling street of the border town.
Onlv the Red Dog saloon was anlme
with naphtha lamps. Up the dus
street from the duskxe%’ plains came mo
riders, one a burly man, hanging
hn.ply in his saddle, the cther a boy,
supporting the weight of the limp form
ou the bronco. OQutside the Red Dog a
dozen cowpunchers stood in ‘a bunc
chewing the rag. One and all fixed
their eyes on the two riders “vat came
into L]]C

rudius of light from tho

naphtha lamps of the Red 0g.
“Gosh, the sherifft® roared
Hank Hanson deputy sheriff of

Frio. and he rushed i into the trail.
White and limp, the sheriff slid
into Hank’s arms as he was re-
leased. For ke was insensible
now. For the last five or six
miles the Kid, with aching arm,
had held the unconscious man up-
right in the saddle. Glad enough
was the Rio Kid to be relieved of
that burden. Watson lay hwm[y
in the arms of the deputy sheriff,
and at the same momeni there
came a roar of amazement from
the bunch before the Red Dog.

in, Kid? “The Kid!”
lhe I(id guve anoiher shrug. “The Rio Kid!”
“Quien sabe?” ha said, laugh 2 Every hand reached for a gun
5 as he was recognised. )
glavced st the fallen 2 With a whirl and a claiter the
2 One of them did not 3 mustang spun round, and ere
shir; iwo wounded ~men  were ) netey the ruadiest revolver could be
crawling away into the mesquite. T S — » aimed the Kid was riding up the
They did nos §ouLJe the Ivid. ~NEXT WEEK! THIS IS THE SECOND S street. Men rushed into the
He vdabbc? at tho bleod on his OF OUR BR‘IL:LiANT NEW SERIES O);‘ street, loosing off hurried shots as
cheek, . WESTERN YARNS ! ¢ they ran, yelling io onc anocther.
“You're wounded, Kid.” 4 . “The Kid)” .
“Y guess they barked the skin,” % The Kid comes up against a bit of a mysiery & “That durned young fire-hug,
said the Kid carelessly. . “Vow've § when riding through the trackless desert of Texas. 8 the Rio Kid! Don't let him ges
soh i, S‘ielri‘? vai‘YimL see.” Being always ready for any daredevil adventure, § clear!” ol
o and E\;eann‘;]l?)lclln%;? he just must walk in and see what it’s all about : giﬁ\cdk &fgl“ r‘;}“; ‘th boofs on
ey bidlet had gone clean § and that starts the trauble for him, and for others | F e hard earih of the wooaved
vough and was buried in the Men rewes sM trect of Frio. Therc was a shoub
earth. The Kid bandaged the vnound of the rustlers, and whistled to his own {as the half-seen figure in the dusk

with defs fn
blood.  The
pain from b
silence.

“I guess you'll pull out O.X., sheriff,
if vou get to a dochor. That pesky
uovou, meant to maLe it keeps for you,
bt I guess ho was in too much of a
hurry. Xod want to travel quick to
Frio, she#id.”

Watson smiled grimly.

“Y reckon it’s the long trail for me,
IGd, X eouldn’t sit a horse, even if you
tied me on as you did hefole, you
young cuss!

The Kid nodded thoughtfully.

“ You've sald it,” he agreed,

“I guess I was swcarvng death and
vhunder to you, Kid,” said Watson
faintly, “bui 1 take it all back. You've
med ‘hc from the rope, and -1 can
stand the rest. Give me my canteen
efare you vamoose the ranch—and take
thanks, Kid.”

s and s»oppcd the flow of
heuﬁ with no =0m)d of
ron lips, watched him in

The Kid eyed him gueerly,
“X reckon you couldn’t sit that brone,

ovan if

you was tied on,” he said
“But I figure it oul:. sheriff,
Tpr anr:‘an.—"\*o. 4689.

steed. 'The Dlack-muzzled mustang came
pushing througu the mesquite.
The Kid mounted. .

“We hit the trail nosw, sheriff.”

A 7 Y

“Kid,” said the sheriff . hoarsely,
“you’re a white man—white all

But I tell you they’ll shoot
ght at Frio, even if you bring me

You won't have nary chance to
chew the rag, Kid. It’s death that
you're asking for.” :

“Quien sabe?” said the Kid again.

“Tean a bit on me, sheriff. Youwll
ride O:K.—sa. I'}aus right!”  He
showed his white teeth in a grin ai the

sheriff as they rode together out of the
Cnﬂ.pal‘ral under the. westering sun.
“Sheriff, T'm taking you to Frio, and
if they get me ”

“They sure will, Xid ! muttered the
sheriff.

“They say on the Rio Grande,
sheriff, thot the Kid has as many lives
as a cab. But if they get me, and you
pull ous, sheriff, I want you to re-
me'ﬂbcr one thing. I never did what
uney hoﬂ up against me at the Double-
Bax ot on your life, sheriff. They

seemed to sway in the saddle. But is was
only for a second. The sharp Mexican
spurs galled the flanks of the mustang
and the steed leapad to lghtning Q')eed
Deep into the shadows beyond the crhm-
mering lights dashed the Rio Kid, and
from the darkness of the prairie his
mocking laugh floated back to. the en-
vaged men of Frio.

Still they pursued him, pumping lead
into the darkness, till the faint and
fainter hoof-beats died away into tho
silence of the great llano, and they re-
turned into the camp swearing their
disappoiniment.  Though when later,
the mien of Frio heard what Sheriff
Watson had to tell, some of them were
glad that their lead had flown wide
But little cared the Kid what they

thought or felt.

Under the rising moon, a smiie on his
face, he rode with a loose re -in, and
carolled lightly as he rode, care-free.

THE ENI.

(Chaps, yow'll meet the Rio Kid again
in next week's issue! HEs in another
thriller, entitled " The Brand Blotters!”
Tell all your paTﬂ abowul this fine serics

Lof stories.)
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hits upon a mystery in the h
dangers, he investigates !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In the Staked Plain !

NOTHER shot rang from the
rocks. high up the canyon, but

the Rio Kid was already in
cover.
the Stetson from his handsome head,
and the second followed it fast. Dut
it was not the first time that the Kid

had owed his life to his rapid percep-

tion: oi danger.
The bullet hummed by.
crouching  behind a

The Kid,

rugged  houlder,

heard it spatter on the stones a dozen

vards away. The mustang was in cover
with his master. Oui in the sunshine
lay the Kid’s hat, with a hole through
the wide brim of it.

The Kid laughed softly.

But he was puzzled.

On every trail in the cow couniry
botween the Pecos and the Rio Grande,
there was danger for the Kid. But he
had thought to leave damger hehind
wlicn he headed for the Staked Plain.
In that grim desert of arid thirst and
solitude the outcast of the Double Bar
Ranch had looked for no foe, for mo
company save that of the swhesling,
sereeching buzzards. .

¥rom the grassy plains the great
table-land of the Llano ¥stacadoe rose
steeply like a rampart. The mnarrow
canyon split the steep side, and gave
dangerous accesz from the plains to the
upper country. The Kid’s mustang had
been picking o sure-footed way wp
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The firat bullet had spun }.

X

BRI CARE!D The Kid’s in hot water again this week,
s CHaps ! This young dare-devil outlaw
eart of the foothills—a big mystery-—and regardless of the
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THE SECOND OF OUR NEW
SERIES OF WESTERN TALES,
STARRING AN AMAZING
CHARACTER—THERIO KID.
MAKE HIS ACQUAINTANCE
RIGHT NOW!

shooting started from above.

The Xid’s leap into cover
occupied the fraction of a second. But
he had seen a curl of smoke from a
clump of pecans fifiy yards up the stecp
canyon. ‘There was his enemy, the un-
'seen marksman wio had pulled trigger
at sight of him.

The Kid thought it out.

Somie outcast of the desert,
greedy half-breed, might have shot him
down for his horse and his guns. But it
was not that. The man hidden in the
pecans was watching the canyon; he
was on guard there. Which impiied
that there was something beyond, that
there wasg something afoot in the lonely

had

meet no human soul. -

It would have bheen easy for the Kid
to worm his way down among the rocks
and escape again io the lower plains.
But the thought of doing so did not
He was interested io
going on in
on of the

“khow
dezolate

among the strewn boulders, whoen the |

soMme |

| desert where the Kid had cxpected to

that"
Staked Plain; 4
(Copyright in the United States of Americal

4 what it was that was being guarded 3o
jcarefally and so ruthlessly.
i was keen to come to closer quariers with

And he
the man who had burnt powder. The
Rio Kid was not to he turned into a
target for gun-practice with impunity.
The Kid lay lew and thought it out,
smiling. But he moved at last:Not a
sound or a movement came from the
clump of pecans up the canyon. The.

Y unseen man there was watching and

waiting. His rifle was ready for
another shot 1f the Kid showed himself.
But the Kid did not show himself. He
moved among the rocks on his stomach
like one of the grecen lizards that
crawled near him. It was an old game
to the Kid. " From one rock to another,
by shallow gully and narrow crevice, he
crawled, slow, cautious; and patient as

ia cougar creeping on its prey.  His

mustang lay motionless where he had
left hini. Slowly and surely, unseen
and silent, the Kid wormed his way up
the rock-strewn canyon, past the clump
of half a dozen scrubby pecans where

i the vifleman lay concealed. -~ :
and he

He was above the man vow,
came out of cover. Lo

He knew that he had not heen seen or
heard. The rifleman was still watching
the canyon below, and his back was to
the Kid.

There was a gun in the Kid’s hand as

“he crept into the pecans.-from the wpper

side—the side where the sentinel lecked
for no danger. oLz

A big Stetson hat half hid the man
who was kneeling in the scrub. rifle in

N "



Every Tuesday.

THE POPULAR,

Price 2d. 3

Land, watching the lower canyon, mut- 1
tering curses in his impatience. t
. Soft-footed, the Iid stepped hehind 1
nim, ;

The cold metal rim of a .45 pressed .
against the back of a vrawny neck, and
the knecling man gav sudden con-
\ulsxw\ start,

“Drop that iron!

The Kid's voice was soft-—soft as 2
cooing dove; hut tie revolver rim
vmndmg into the brawny neck wag not i
504,

The rifle was dropped,

“ Gee-whiz !’

A startled siubbiy
ro'md at the Kid,

“Stand up !’ .

The man stood up. Withous waiting
to he hiddan he raized his hands above
his head.

The Kid looked at him, smiling at the
astonished fury in the stubbly face.
With his left hand he jerked a Col:
from the ruflian’s holster, and tossed it
Larelesal\' away through the pecans.

“ Now whav's the game, feller?” asked
che IWid pleasantly.

“You've got me.

“Looks - like it, sure, asswm—d
Kid. “You've spoiled rav bes
feller.  Arnv reason why T
spoil you—for keepst” He
motion with his gun-hand.

The man was staring at him hard
Recognition was dawning in the stubbly
face. *

2

face was swung

> the

hat.

>houxd’\ f
a

made

“ By hokev! It's the Rio Lid!”
eiacuh(’m%.

“Right in onee” assented the IGd,

“1've never seen you before that [
know of.”

“I guess I've seen  vou, XKid”

chuckled the rustier.  “I've seen vou
shooting up Fria,”

The Kid's face clouded for a moment.

“ After vou was boosted off the Deuble
Bar.” The man dropped his hands.
“Put up vour gun, Kid. If I'd savvied
it was you. I'd mever have pulled
trigeer. Dog don't eat dog.”

The Rio Iid wmcnct

Livery sherif and towun-marshal on
botir sides of the Rio Pecos would have
given much to lav hands on the Ilid.
Yet it was the Kia's pride that he had
nothing in common with rustler and
cowthief. Ths Kid would have Leen a
weleome reeruit in any gang that ran

stolen steers across the border into
Mexico. But he pL. red a lone hand.

The colour mounted into #the hand-
some  sunburnt face, and hiz hand
gripped harder on his gun.  BDut the
rustler, eonfident now, went on, with a
grin,

“PDave Finn, that's me. I was a¢ the
Circle Cross when vou was at the

Douulo BL.r Kid.
for
“ Let up on that [ snapped the Kid,

The man grinned again.

“VWhat's t}m game here?’ asked the
Kid qluetlv “You're not a’ono on this
stunt, \shate\er it is%”

“Bix of us,” said Dave Finn, “and a
better ame than rounding up steers for
Old Man Peters at the Cirele Cross.
It’s the game for vou, Kid. and 1
reckon every hombre in, the gang will
welcome vou wilh open armis. It’s up
against the Double Bar.”

“How 7"

“Lyer heard of brand blotting 7”

The LKid rodded uupatxenﬂv

“That’s the stunt.’

“Steer stealing and blotting out the
brands on the cattle?” asked the Kid
5.0w]

“ Co-vect.

“Here, in the Staked Plain? There\
no feed for cattle in the Staked Plain.”
said the Kid.

You was boosted out

1

»»

, Bar.
T the
" they never

. rustlers

cwas the best

¢ ! you there's a fortune in it.

“Only in spots.” said Fian. “There's
2 spot of feed at the top of this canvon.
I guess vwe
the new brands on them.
to the Cross Bar Ranch. Sabe?

vs bars brands across the double bar
tun; s Double Bar sto

We've driven them rizht under
eves of the Double Dar outfii, and
T savvied worth & cent. Old
the Double Bar is
missing cat:le, and putting it down o
acr the river. Duc his steers
don’t go 1'1Lo Mexico. They go to the

Man Daswneyr

‘rm’-aead and into the cars for San
Antone and Austin. Savvy?”

The Kid whistied.

“And who runs the Cross' Bar
tanch 777 he asked.

“Dandy Smith. There's o fortune n
it, Kid, till the game’s up.” ¥inn

jerked his hand tu\»axds the banl of the
canyon. “The camp’s there.
long with me, Kid, and the
beys will give you a welcome.  They'll
be plumb “zlad to have you, You was
boosted off “tha Double Bar. I've heeved
Lhau Old Man Dawney showed you ofi
the ranch with a gun n his fist, Now

VOLH‘ chance to get back on kim. '&ou
nand with a rope on the
and I guess you ain't for-

Double Bar,

gotten how.”
The Kid's brow contracted in
: thought.
Fion watched him anxiously.
“You'll take a hand, Kid:® I tell

You mosey

along with me to the camp. 1¢s your

chavee to  ger back on Old Man
Dawuney and the Doukle Bay outhit. We
W aut a good man with the lariat, and

vou're al! that, Is it a cinch?”
Ihe Kid burst into a laugh.
“T guess 1.l think 1t over,” he said.
“I'll mosey along to ne ca,mp, any-
how, and see the boys.
Finn nodded, and bis cves glintered.
If the Kid joined up, weu and good:
i he turned the offer down, he was not

lilkely fto get ou: of t cow-thieves’
camp alive to iell what he knew. The
Kid rcad his thoughts like an open

book, but his smile did not change, He
was taking his life in his hand, but the
Kid was used to that.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Brand Blotters}
HE smell of burnt hair ‘and flesh
E was sickening. “But the Rio
KKid bad been used to that
in the old dayvs at the round-
ups, and he hasdly noticed it, if at all.
Four men were ot work in the camp in
the upper canyon. Another had gone
to tuke Dave Finn's place on guard
below. Finn lounged with the Kid.
pointing out things to him with an air
of pride. And thn Kid, whatever his
thoughts were, admired.

ot as the sun was, & camp-iite
blazed, to heat the bmnt‘:ingdrons,
IFour sweating ruffians laboured, siretch-
ing steer after steer, jamming tbe hot
iron on the squealmg brute’s hide, biot-

ting out the old brand with a new
one. Is was hard and weary work, but
there was, as Finn had said, a fortune
in it. TFor they were not branding for

an empioyer, iike the punecners at the
round-ups on the ranches. They wwere
branding siolen cattie, to be sold for

their own profit,

he watched and noted,
adwiring. IL was o
Dandy ‘\m th, a man
but mever inet. The
Dandy. sometimes a gambler as the
river camips. sometimes a rustler on the
ilane, had given up wild ways and
%

The Kid, as
could not help
stunt worthy of
he had heard of

drive the steers here, and pur ! failed 10 make it pay,
Then they’ 1e4

er into a Cross .

'to be turned into

L no_water there wae vegeration,

.known to one in

bougnt a little haclenda, with a few
hundred acres, fromn a greaser whe had
and who had sold
1t for an old song. He had named it
the Cross Bar Reuch, and started to
raise cattle,  And he made it pay, as its
previous cwner had never done, for he
drew on the almost countless herds of
the neighbouring Double Bar.
b Old Man Dawny’s brand was a double
har.

Dandy $mith's
cross bar:

brand was a double

The punchers on the Cross Bar Raneh
were rustlers' when the sun was down.

Stray steers from the Double Bar, on
the boundless plains, stray bunches of
steers, were roped in, "and driven rapidly
off to the canyon in ‘the 8taked Plain.

There the aouble bar became a cross

bar, and the steers were recognisable
anywnere as belonging to- the Cross

Bar "Reanch.

Every day almost stolen steers cams
and wont at the camp in the canvon,
many a loeg mile from the rounds thay
the cowboys rode. .

Old Man Dawney was a rieh man,
and he hardly kaew the numbers of his
herds. But he krew: that many
had vanished, and set down his Joss

dusiky  cow-thieves . across  the
(Grande.  Brand blotiing was an old
grme in Texas, an old and dangerous

game; but 0id Man Dawney never sus-
pected thot it was going on under his
nose. The Cross Bar Rench was open
to inspection. There was no sign of
brand bletting there—no trai: of lcst
steers ever led in the direction ¢f
Dandy Swith’s rapch.  Not till they
were branded with his own brand did
Dandy Smith see them at the Cross
Bar, whence they were driven to the
railhead. .

Htmdrods of steers, once the property
of Old Aan Dawney, had gone through
the brand blotter’s hands, and had been
shipped off by rail by Dandy Smith,
neef for the cattle-
And, so far, there was

thieves’ profit.
no suspicion.

“Nary a suspicion:” chuckled Dave
Finn. ““Ask the sheril of Frio, and
no'll allow that brand blotting has been
stamped out in this section. -Ask any
town marshal aiong the Peco It was
sure a 1>1g idea of the Dandy

“J atlow it wasz,” agreed ine Kld

His keen eves roved round.

At the level of the Stake Plain. the
canyon, narrow be‘m\ widened out
almost into a valley. A spring bubbled
up among the roeks. Whaere there was
Iz was
a little patch of fertiiity in the midst
of the barren desert. Fow riders of the
lower prairies would ever have had the
curiosity to ride up the rocky canyon.
That fertile pat cch was  probably mnos
a hundred of the
punchers"in the section. There was
feed for some hundreds of cattle there;
but, as Dave Finn explained, there
were seldon: mere than thirty to fifty
steers at the camp. They came and
weni, It was safer move them in

470,
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The Kid waiched the brand blotters
8t woFk. )

There wae a corral by the spring.
and a stecr was roped and led ous of
the corrad, heeled over by o couple of
the men, while another wielded the
branding-iron, hot from the fire.

A pressure of the hot irem, a suucal
from the stecr, a raucous scent of burnt
hide, and the double bar was changed
into the cross bar, the registered brand
of the Cross Bar Ranch.

a

The steer was roped biack into the
corral, and another took his place.

2o it went ol

There wera fovty or Aty steers 10 be
dealt with, and each, after it had been
branded, was indubitably the legal pro-
perty of the owner of the Cross Bar
Ranch. For only by the branded sign
could one swer 0o told from another,
Old Man Dawney would never have
known his own beastz, had they been
driven under Lis ranch windows, after
the hrand blotters had done their work.

“Great!” sald the Kid,

He laughed.

“Youre in it, Kid!”" gzaid Finn
eagerly. “You get back on Old Man

Dawney. sabe?

And we want a2 man
who can handle

a rope as you <o’
The Kid’s lip curled.
He understood that,

The vustlers were not  good
punchers. The Dandy’s gang was the
viffraff of the cow country. An cxpert
with the laswo like the Rio Kid would
have been invaluable to the gang.
More than that. In a tight corner,
with a sheriff’s posse on the trail, tha
Kid’s gun would lave been more
valnable sull to the cattle-lifters, To
run off cattle under cover of night, to
shoot down any unsuspicious wanderer
who happened neas. the camp, was one
thing. T'o face the sheriff of Frio, or
& crowd of angry punchers, was quite
another,
that,

“How long's
i 1" asked

it been
the

Three months,”

“And nobody spotied
this lay-ous?”

Fion grinued.

*You was the third
hombre that came mosey-
g up the vanyon,

. And the first two?
I guess they never
knew what hit them.”

The Kid nodded. e
could guess that the
desperate gang did nes
ritn any risk of chan
overy.  Omiy by war
o} the steep path up tie
canyon from the lower
plains - could  discovery
epme ; and there, in the
clump of pecans, a man
was kepi on the watch.
%0 shoot at #sight. Dandy
Smith did uot believe in
half-measures, O=nly the
buzzards, wheeling "higi
over the Staked Plam.
knew what became of the
hapless wanderers who
ill-luck led them near
the headquarters of the
brand blotters,

The Kid's lips set in a
hard line,

There were half a
dozen of the pang there.
and tiey had welcomed
hin.  Evidently they
Tue Porvrar.-—No. 470.
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in thea shrubs.

looked on the culcast of the Double Bar
as one of themselves, a coyote of the
same colour.,  Perhaps it was because
they had welcomed him, raseals as they
were, that the Kid's gun stayed in its
hoister. TPerhaps he was tempted to fall
te Finn's proposition. It was true that
he had heen driven off the Double Bar
at the muzzle of Old Man Dawney’s
revoiver. It was true that a false sus-
picion had turned him from a care-fiee
cowpuncher inio the outcast of the
Rio Grande. There was a bag of
dollats in the proposition, and revengze
on_the ranch that had cast him adrift—
revenge on the hot-headed rapcher whe
had treated him like a Digger Indian.
Perhaps the Kid was rtempted.  His
face expressed nothing.

“Youre in it, Kid?'? persiste

4T gmess

1 Tinn,

Tl fe
WInE AT

_ An ugly look cane over Finn's stubbly
tace.

Y You gotta think one way,” he said,
“Yowre here now, Kid. Every man in
his autfis packs a gun.”

] AL M-

The Kid laughed lightly.

“1lf you want gun-play what’z siop-

ping you 7 he asked.
The rustler shrank from the ¢l
glanee of Lils eye

“It’s a cinch, Kid. The Dandy wiil
be here to-day, and veu'll sce him: Talk
to him solt, The Dandy isu’t a good
man to rile.”

“I've mever ialked s0it o & vcow
thief.”

Finn's eyes glitterad.

“What does that mean, Kid? Vaou

don’t bank on hein’ allowed to go free
and tell what you've teen lLere?™

“Y bank on doing just as I durned
well choagse,” gaid the Rio Kid coolly,
“Y-guess I'il wait and sce the Dandy
and talk to him. If that isn't good
enough there’s six of you ’uns bere and
one of e, and my gun’s ready to speak

The Kid was the mau faor ; up.”’

that iren !*  {See Clupier 1)

CAUGHT NAPPING ! SOH.-Fo.oled, the Kid stepped hehind the gunman
The coldrim of a .45 pressed against the back of =a
krawpy neck, and the kneeling man gave a convVulsive start. !* Drop

THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PAPER,

Finn hurriedly,

“Then Tl waik™ o

And the Kid idled and waited, while
the burning sun sank lower and lower
beyond the Staked Plain towards the

sierras of New Mexico. ’\

“It’s good enough, Kid,” said Dave

THE TRIAD CHAPTER.
Qun Play !
IGHT on the Staked Plain.

A strange name for a strange

land,

In the old days, when the
Spaniards held all the wide South-West,
a trail had run across the high table-
land from Texas to Santa Fe, in New
Mexico, but sand and dJdust blotted out
the track, and whitensd boues in e
desart  told wheve travellers had lost
their way. And then great wooden
stakes had been set up at regular inter-
vals to. mark the irail. - Long since had
the stakes rotted away—vanished, like
the Spanish conguerors who had set
them up. But the name remained. The
Staked Plain, cr Llano Estacado, in the
musice! tongue of the old conguerors.

Against the black velvet of the night
the camip fire in the canyon danced and
gleamed. The branding was over; the
rustlers were gathered round the fire,
cating fap-jacks, {alking or smoking.
Glances were cast at the Rio Kid,
launging against & big roek at a short
distance from the fire,: Welcome—more
than welconie——as s member of the out-
cast gang, but doomed to grim death
otherwise. The Kid knew it, if the dark
zlances of the rustlers had not told him
s50; he had known the chance he was
saking when he came ivto the camo with
the sentry he had outwitted. = But he
ieaned on the big rock and hummed a
tune. His mustang was tethered to the
corrul fence, relieved of saddle and
bridle, Five men at the campfire, and
the guard half-way dewn the eanyon, if
*he Kid had thought of making o rush
for it. Bui he was not thinking of that.
Yet the position he lLad taken up, care-
less as his aspeet was, looked as if hoe
kpew bis «langevr. With the big rock
behind him, he had Lis enemies all in
front, if il eawme to gun-play. -

2 From the shadows of
the deep canyon came a
sound, .

“T sguess thal’'s  the
Danay 1

There was a clatter of
roofs on the rock. -

It was one of the gang,
for had it beenastranger
the seatinel’s rifle would
ihave bsen heard.

The KM glanced at
the horseman who rode
into the light of the
camp fire. The rustlers
all rose to their feet.
‘The Kid not not move.

Dandy Smith alighted.

The Dandy was a well-
dressed man. He looked
like -2 prosperous
rancher, oddly enough.
in contrast with the
ruffians pathering round
him. Xe was about o
spealk, but even. as his
lips opened le saw the
sicanger  in the camp.
His band was on his gun
instantly, The Kid
soiiled, and did not stir.

“Who’s that?’ rapped
aut the Dandy.

“The Rio Kid.”

“By gum!”

The gwrner of the Cresa
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Bar Ranch starea at the Kid with lively
interest. It was & name well known to
bim., DBut his gun was in his band now.
Still the Kid did not srir, Iis hands
were in the pockets of hiz buackskin
Lreeches as hic lounged against the tall
rock, He did not withdraw them.

“And you're the Kid?" said
Smith.

“Corvect 1”

“How did you get here?”  The
Dandy’s eyes gleamed round at ihe
rustlers. “ Who let a stranger pass up
the canyon?” .

“Don’t blame vour gang, Dandy™
drawled the Kid, I guess your man
Tion knocked a hole through my best
hat. It would have been through my
head if Ud wasted iime. He did his
best.,  After that I didn't give him a
chance.™ : .

“The Wid's a good man, boss,” said
Dave Finn, “1 figgered it out he would
go in with us. He's sure got 1t up agin
the Double Bar outfit.”

Daudy 3mith nodded.

“And if he doesn't?

“Wagz!, he's here,” said Finn. “He
kad me dead to rights down in the
canyon, after I'd missed him. T guess

we've gob the Kid dead to vights hyer, if
he don’t do the sensible thing.”
“That’s a cinch,” agreed the Dandy.
But his eyes watched ihe Kid sue-
piciously. The Kid met bis glance with
s bland smile. -
“Well, what abour it, Kid?” asked
the rancher, “¥ou know the game
here~——*
“Catlle stoaling and brand bloiting,”
assented the Kid. “Home game!?
“We're working. the Double Bar
Ranch,” said Dandy Smith, “where you
were boosted out of the outfit, Kid.
There's room for a good man. and 1
guess it would be pie to you to make
0Old Man Dawney pay for firing you.”
:IL’ would be pie.” said the Kid.
'Then you're on?"
"l‘hc Rin Kid shook his head slowly.
. “ Forget it,” he said, in a drawl,
T'm not on. I guess I told ¥Finn I'd
think it over.” .

Dandy

SOME SHOT! ¢ You’re the only galot that’s got into thié camp alive, Kid ;

but you're not getiing out of it alive!’’
it was not Smith’s gun that barked.; it was the Kid’s.

gun. Crack!

(13 \V’e]" 4.) r2
The Dandy's eves gleamed danger-
ously.
“I've thought it aver,” eaid the Kid
calmly, “It’s not good enough. I draw
the line at riding the ranges with cow-
thieves "
“You're wanted for a score of hold-
ups all over the State.”
“I'm wanted for more little matiers

than yowve ever heard of, Dandy
Smith,” said the Kid. unmoved. *“But

not one of them is carde stealing.
man ever missed a steer from his herd
because the Rieo Kid was around, 0O1d
Man Dawney will sec me again some
day. Dnt not lifting his ecattle.”

“Put it piain,” sparied the rancher.
“Are you joining this outfit and taking
orders {rom me?”

The Kid faughed.

“Yf you knew me, Mr. Smith, you'd
know that T take no ovders from wuny
galoot tnat ever walked on two legs.”

“Youwll take orders fron: me.”

“I guess not,” said the Kid lazily.

Dandy Smith watched him-like a caf.
His guu was in his hand and the Kid's
bhands were idly in his pockets. Tiong
before the Kid could have withdrawn a
band and reached for a gun the Dandy
cowld have “filled him with lead. But
the Kid still” smiled,

“It’'s mot  goed
drawled the Kid.
to get hack on Old Man Dawney and ihe
Double Bar outfit —in my own.way. Not
in your way, Dandy Smith.  But go
abead with your brand-blottin® game.
T'm not chipping in.” .

enough, sabe?”

No,

“1 guess I'm going | .
| mow.

fired point-biank at the rustler through his. pocket.

- your keeping your iouth shut.

And Dandy Smith swung up his
He had
{See Chapter 8.)

“That don't po, Kid.
on getting out of this?”

“Bure 7
To tell what youw've seen here?”

“Wix! No funeral of mine,” said the
Kid. “When I ride out of the canyon
down below I'll forget it.”

“Do you figure that
enough for us?”

“T guess that it's got to be,”

Dandy Smith laughed, with a laugh
that was like a snarl. There was a
murmur from the brand blotters.

“T'm a slave of my word,” drawled
the Kid. “T'll forget 1t I keep on tell-
ing you that it's not my funeral,”

“That euts no ice here, Kid,” said the
raucher.  “Yowve been given your
chiance and I suess we dom’t trust to
I've
o bag of dollars in the Cross Dar

Do you figure

I3

that's good

sn

i Raunch and it's beginning to pay me
' back. i i

No hombre is goin' oot of this
camp alive to tell & story about brand-
blettin® goin’ on in the Staked Plair.
You get me, feilor?”

“1 get you,” nodded the Kid.w “You
don't figure on zaking my word??

“ Not on your life.” . ..
Then I take it back,” said the Kid
“Y'd feel pretty sick at letting
is dirty game go on, anyhow. When

(S5 A
1 get ous of here, I'mi hwmping it for
the Double Bar, to pat them wise aboud

vour branding game. It's up to me
Dandy Swith laughed again.
“And that's the Rio Kid—the hardest
case on tne horder, the galoot that a
Trr PovtLak—No. 470.



dozen sheriffs are plumb anxions io get
hald of ¥ he icered. " Talking Jike a
fool whiis he's looking at a gin. You're
the only galoot that’s got through into
tafs camp elive, Kid; but you're not
selting out of it alive. T¢': you for the
iong tra

i

And Dk SBmith swung up ks gun,

Crack !

Ii was not the Dandy’s: gun that
burked. )

The Dandy’s gun few from hiz hand,
il undiseharged, as he staggeved back
with a vell, and crashed down beside
ihe camp-fire. There was a hole in the
packet of the Kid's buckskin breeches
sow, and from it o tiny curl of. smoke.
His hidden hand, in the pocket, had held
o tiny derringer. and he had fired
through the buckskin before the Dandy
could pull trigger. :

Bat his hands were out of his pockets
the next second and grasping the guns
in his lhiolsters.

“Pub ‘em up M

The Kid’s voice was uob seft now. Jt
grated bord, and his steely blue eyes
zlittered over two levelled barrels.

“Hold ont? yelled Dave Finn. 1
guess I pass, pariner.” And Finn's
hands flew up, and the other rustlers,

eursing, followed suit,
T wavered, and ihe eyes behind
them were cool and steady. Five
men stood before bim, eyeing him like
wolves, But not one of them ventured
ta touch & gun. The Rio Kid’s aim was
too well known for that risk fo he
takan, .

“Tm waiting for you-‘uns,” said the |
Kid politely. “Pd get three or four of
you before vou could burn powder. But
the rest of the outfit would sure gut me.
What aboubs it#*

There was 1o answer save in savage
looks. Five peirs of bands were held
over five heads, motionless.. If looks
could have killed, the Rio Kid's wild
life would have come to a sudden end
by the camp-fire in the lonely canyon.
But looks could not kill; and there was
deash in the guns that stared ag the dis-
mayed outcasts of the Staked Plain,

The Kid laughed again.

“Yowre sure peaceable guloots,” he
said  banteringly. -“Your geme’s up
here—you’ve blotted your lasi hbrand.
{o-morrow or the next day the Double
Bar outiit will ride this way, and I guess
the sheriff of -Frio will drop in for a
friendly cail at the Cross Bar Ranch.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Winning Hand !
HE Rio Kid laughed.
Buat the levelled guns mnever

1

H

Didn'v you tell me. Dave Finn, that
every homhre in this gang packed =z
gun?’

And Kids mocking laugh rang
again against the silence of the siarwy
night.

But not a band was lowered, though
tecth showed in savidge snaris.

Dandy Smith stirred and groancd.

Jie made a movement to rise, all
sank back again willh another  groar.

His fzce was white as chalk. Ilis eyes
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Larned at the Rio Kid like the eyds ol |

a rattlesnal ;
vours, - Dandy

I guess you've got 3
Smith,” drawled the W 1 had you

wore chewing
and  vow'i!
guecse Fmi e’
scavenger to clean up such irash.”

His eyes glinted 2y Dave Fion.

*You Finny, take these hombres’ gung,
and pitelr them into the cleft vonden.
And say your prayervs Hrst if you try ou
any gum-game,” :

covered all the time
the rag, Lie still,

“I guess I knew when I've had
enaugh, Kid,” puaubled Fina, Y1 am't
backing agin the Rio Kid.”

“You're wasting time.”

Under the watehful eyes of the Kid,
locking across levelled guns ML odrew

the revolvers from the holsters of the
rustlors, and threw them into the cleit.
His own [ollowad, For a sceond, as
bhis hand’ clozed on a butt, he was
tempted to take his chance, But it was
death, and he knew it; the Rio Kid
never missed his wan. Yinn’s revolvers
followed the others into ihe cleft,

“That's sure better. I gness you
hombres can sit down now,” drawled
the Kid. “You can tend Dandy Smith,
Dave F He zure needs it.”

St} with eves on the rustlers, dis-
armed now, and gritting their feeth with
helpless rage, the Kid stepped to his
horse.

In the saddle, bo smiled at the savage
gang.

¥ Any message for the Double Bar??

And as he received no reply, toe Kid
rode away laughing down the canyon

{into the darkness.

Dundy Smith raikxed himself on one
cibow, his eyes hurning.

“Pecos Pete’s on guard
muttered thickly. * Maybe he’il get tha
young fiend !”

The rustiers listened tensely.

The hoof-clatier had died away into
silence. But the Kid had to pass the
man who watched in the clump of peecans
half-way down the canyon. With strain-
ing ears they lstened, and every man
gave a start and a sbudder of nerves as

below,” he
t
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< Pete got  him mutierad
Dandy, with a livid fuce,

Through the deep silence eaine Jaintly
irom afar, the echo of a horse’s hoofs on
the rocks. It died away. Was iz ke
riderless mustang, plunging to the lower
- phluins, ovr was it the Kid riding away
care-free? They soon knew. From the
shadowy éanvon below a man come stag-
gering, his right arm Langing useless
at his side, broken by a bullei. It was
¢he man who had watched in the pecans.
The Kid was gone,

the

. ] -

Dud Wash, forcman of the Double Bar
Ranch, reached for & gun as a horseman
rode oui of a clump of cottonwoods
within sight of the ranch buiidings, iz
the morning sun

But he did not touch the Colt. The
Rioc Kid’s hand rested lightly on his
hip, hut there was o gun in it, and the
Double Bar foreman knew. better.

“You back here, Kid?» he said,

The Xid sini

“An't you glad to see me, Bud?”

“I guess evety lhombre in the outfii
would be glad to see you, Kid, and to
fix up a neckiie party for your benefit,”
answereil the foreman of ihe Double
Bar ‘

The Kid's glance passed the burly
foreman, and rested for a secend on the
distant Luildings that had once been his
home,

*1 guess I haven'i come here to shoob
up the ranch, Bud,” he said, langhing.
1 T'm here to tell vou a story. You've
been missing steers’”

“ And I reckon I know why, now thet
T see you around, IKid,” said the ranch
foreman gruflly.

“¥ou've  been inissing  steers?”  re-
peated the Kid, with ever so genile a
: motion of the gun resting on his hip,

%‘ “Vep | rapped out Bud.
{
l

{

!
i
!
!

‘(uess. where they're gone "

“ Across the Rio Grande, I reckon,
and I figure it out that you could teil
me just wher ’

“That's a cinch. Look for them on
the Cross Bar Ranch, Bud.”

The foreman eyed him.
“The Cross Bar Ranchi” Le

gun rang in the nigut.

|
)
|
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repeated,

“With the brands
-out,” said the Kid. *“Lobk for
them with the double bar
crossed with a new brand at
tlic Cross Bar Ranch, or on
the cars going lo Austin, You
get met?

“By gum!” said Bud Wash
slowiy. “Brand blottin’ 1

“Just that!?

And the Rio Kid swept off
his Stetson in a mocking
salvte, whirled round his
mustang, and rode ab a gallop
to the soulh, leaving the fore-
marn of the Double Bar stav-
ing after him dwnbfounded,

THE END.

(Don’t miss “The Black Sack
CGang !—next week’s topping
yarn of the Rio Kid.)

blotted

NEXT WEEK'S
BUMPER
ISSUE WILL CONTAIN
ANOTHER WONDER-
FUL TALE OF

THE PJO RID!

pSS o

==







TEE SENSAT

HE WESK!

turned him into an cutiaw,
the Kid do ?
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The Rio Kid vowed ven-
geance on the man who

quits comes along, what does
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XOU dIUST MERT THE MOST AMAZING CHARACTER EVER CREATED-THE RIO KID—IN THIS NUEW

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Hold Up !
! IIE listle two-horse hack that fol-
lowed the trail from Yaqui to
Frio was already late. Dave
Tutt cracked his long whip with
2 succession of reports like pistol-shots.
Dave was anxious to draw up before
the Red Dog at Frio: before the sun
dipped behind the sierra. But Dave
guite forgot that he was in a hwrry
when a figare lounged out into the trail
ahead from 2 thicket of mesquife and
gestured to him fo stop. PDave drew in
his horses so promptly that they almost
rolled back on their haunches.

It was an odd-looking figure that
stepped into the trail. A black sack
was inverted over his head, covering
him to the belt.  Little could be seen
of him save the cowboy chaps and big
spurred boots, and a pair of keen eves
that glinted through slits cat in the
sack.  There was a gun in his hand,

SERILS OF WESTERN TALES.

but he did not lift it. The sight of the
hlack sack was enaugh. for the stage-
driver. Dave Tutt’s view was that he
wag paid to drive the hack and nothing
more, and he did not even pack a gun.

“Pass. pardner!” said Dave amiably,
as the black-sacked figure lounged up to
the “halted vehicle, .

“Youwve got one passenger?’  The
voice came muffled and blurred through
a narrow slit in the thick sacking.

¢ Jest -one.” -

“0ld Man Dawncey, Double
PBar?”

“Right in once!™ assented Dave.

“Tell him to light down.”

PBui Old Man Dawney, of the Double
Bar, had already thrust an angry face
from the door of the hack. There was
amazenment as well as anger in the hard,
old bronzed face. It was long since out-
laws ‘had been seen on the Frio trail,

“Road agents?” he gjaculated.

of the

“You've said it.” asscnted the man
in the black sack.

A .45 glimmered from the hack. Old
BMan Dawney packed a gun, if the

driver did not.

“Forget it, fcllern,”
in the sack.
burn powder.”

“You're covered,
driver, .

The rancher glanced round.

Four men had stepped from the serub
beside the trail, two on either side of
the hack. Each of them was disguised
by a black sack drawn over his head,
and each held a levelled gun.

Yor a moment the rancher hesitated.

The boss of the Double Bar was ac-
customed to giving orders, not to taking
them.

“Drop that Coli!”
leader.

“Drop it, boss,” urged Dave Tutt.

Tae Poryrar.—No. 471

drawled the man
Look round before you

boss,” sald  tho

rapped out ihe

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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“¥ou ean’t buck agin
crowd, Iv's a einch.”
The rancher appeared to rea
Ho Hung his revolver isto the seat of
the hack,
“Lighs down
Mr. Dawney stepped out of tire hack.

3

14

There was a cod, hard light in his
ayes as ne icoked at the Black Sack
erowd,

“You'll get {en years in
s i he said guietly,

“Maybe, an’ mavbe mncz!” said the
leader. “Btick ‘em up!” His gun was
ralsed now.

Slowly, reluctanily, the raucher raized
his hauds above his head It was &
bitter pill for Old Man Dawuey .to
swallow. He was the lorg of thousends
of feriil boss of il wiggest
ranching in the county; ilhe

the pen for

outfit
richest cattle-vaiser between the Pocos

and the Rio Giande. On his vast

domain, stretching many a mile
A i

lise that. ¢

5
y
i

One i the trailthieves

i‘rcm the mesquite. Lhere
The Spare ncho was for
nabped rancher.

Gid Man Dawney cienched his hands.
He could see that this nad been planned
12 advance; the spare horse was ready
for him. 1Iaq his gun been still in his
hend, he would have resicied, heavy as
the od But he was powerless
noz,

He was Jizeeq roughly into the saddle,
a»lnd & trailpope bound him there. Then
the Black ‘s erowd mounted, and

ds weere.

vushed off the trail into the rugged
hillside, "G4 Man Dawney  glanced

round him as Le went, his bridle held
by one of the gang. Far in the dis-
calce ne coujd sec the smoke from the
cnimneys of ¥rio; he could see ths two-
torse hack rattling on the stony frail,
and hear the creeking of Dave Tuts's

along the glimmering Krio, OLd -
Man Dawney’s word waz law,
iTis hard face was white with
rage as he put up his hands
the ovder of a trail-thief.

“Thavz better! Go through
him, you-uns.” R

Twa of the trail-thicves
thelr guns and
»ancher. They went
Man Dawney method
sell of groombacks was 1
the leader, who slipned it undew
the sack.

“1 know youl” mut
rancher, his eyes glittering
the captain of the Black Bdek
crowd, “I know you! icurad
it oui who yvou were fhe tirst time
T heard of the Black Rack eroivd.
They were never heard of before
ihe Rio .Kid was booted off the
Double Bar. I knew you1”

“The Rio XKid!” ejaculazed
Dave Tutt, staring down at the
masked man,

He shook his head.

“1° guess mnob, bosst
Yontbre's a foot taller
Kid. You're sure mis

The man in the black
laughed, and pointed up the
in the directicn of I

“Tv’s you for Frio, I
Lie said.

“Aud my passenger ¢

I guess we want him.”

“You won’t drive on witheut

a2t

2

ic

ered the

&

. This
than the
i 5

sack

trail

ave Tuit,™

LGOK OQUT FOR THIS
COVER NEXT TUESDAY!

me, Tuit”® =zaid the " ranches,
gritting his tecth.

“1 puess he will, some ™
drawled the captain. *“If he

don’t drive on instanter he'll sure never
drive a cayuse aginl!”
Dave Tutt shrugged his shoulders.
“This ain’t my funeral, boss,” he
sald.,  “I’ll tell them in Frio, and 1
guess the sherif will soon he arter this

crowd,  So-long, Mr, Dawney !”
And Dave Tuit shook cut his reins,
cracked his whip, and ihe hack rolled

on up the rugged trail,

Old Man Dawney made a stride aftor
the hack; but the bluish muzzle of
olt touching his breast stopped him,

e halted, guivering with rage.

" What does this mean?” hs mut
thickly,  *“VYow've rohbed me, 7
more do you want?”

I guess we want you, feller. I supe
reckon yow're worth more than a roli
of grcenbacks to us. You're coming on
a }3“"1-9 paseo into the hills )

“I‘Sxdn:}.ppmg_?" nmutiered the rancher,

S Call i what you like, The Double

- Bar oatfis worg’cil: 500 their boss agin Hll
¢'s - hix : for & i -

You-une !"1’ pal o, Put  him - oup,

TRE Porvisr—Nop_ 471,
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wiiip. There would be excitement in
Frio when Tuif carried the news there
that Old Mar Dawney had been roped
in by the Black Sack crowd. More than
one desperate hold-up had taken place
sines the Bl Backs had first appeared
ou the 'Lexas irails. Buf the kidnapping
of the richest rancher in the section was
the most daring of all. Only two miles
out of Frio, he had fallen into theiz
hands, Hig teeth were sel hard as the
“rail was left behind and he plunged Into
the rocky wilderness of the  Hucca
sicrra.

The sun sank lower over the swrestern

)

sierya. oofs rang sharply on stony
wraile, mod e ivto the depths
of the hil Watson and his posse
would soon be in pursuit; but ifie stoay
trails eave no sign, and the hope

and revenge died in the rancher’s
«t. Longz miles of barren rock and

lay bLetween himt and the grass-
now; and an Apache huunter could
aever have picked up the trail of the
Black Sachks. The bor:smen rede in
single (e now~the leader fir<t, then Old

i

Man Dawney, hound on
Then the vest of the gang
behind. Darkhness lay like
on the rills, Lroken only by 2 gleam
o sturs. And st the mountain riders
pushed on  with their silent, sullen
vrisoner, and the rancher’s last lepo
died away:

T

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

The Rio Kid Takes a Hand ¢
HE Rio Kid had finished bhis
lonely supper of frijoles, washed
down by a cai-of clear water

from the spring that Mibbled
up  among the rocks. The hlack-

muzzlod mustang was already sleeping
as the Kid unrolied his blanket. Tz was
ne to bed down, but the Rio Kid
seemed in no kurry. He lecked o hi
guns, the pair of long, blue Colts, with
their notched walnut butts, that had
muore than once doneé desperate werk in
the hands of the Kid,  Stars were
coming out, glinting down on the Kid
as he siood there, a moody look on hiv
Landsome sunburnt face, " High up iu
he zierra the Rio Kid had caiuped io.
t. His blanket wias readr, bu
vas sleepless, The siars tha
o

the Kid
glicted on " him in the rocky lesrt
the Huecd were shining down on i

fertiie grasslands of the DNouble Bar,
once ine home of the Kid.  He swas

thinking of the Double Bar, of riding
the feuces, of the cheery talk of the
bunkiouse, and for once his exile huny
kewvily on the usually care-free Kid.

The youngest puncher on the Double
Bar, but the boldest rider and the bes:
hand with the riata. His looks were
Litter, and his thoughis were bitter,
Le thought of the days on the grass
lands. It was injustice that had ariven
him out. the hot-headed injustice of Olu
Man Dawney; and since then—— The
Kid did not always like to think of
what had happened since then. Many
of the tales told of the Rio Kid ware
true and many were false. The legend
tof him had grown, as lezends will grow.
Half the desperate hold-ups of whieh
he had never heard were put down (o
the Kid's account in ihe river camps
and the bunkhouses along the Fric.
When the Black Sack erowd appeared
on the trails, the Double Bar oulit told
one another that it was the Rio Kid
again on .a nsw lay-out. Cid Man
Dawney fully believed it, perhe
because he chose to believe it. On
wall of the Red Dog in Frio was a pic-
wure of the Kid, with an offer, signew
by George Dawnesy, of a thousand
doilars for the Rio Kid, dead or alive.

The Kid was thinking of it asz he
stood in the dim star glimmer, by Li:
sleeping horze, his face clouded.

Ciink! '

The Kid gave a start,

The cloud of thought vanished from
his brow ai once as he heard the c¢linx
of 2 hoof on a stony trail.

High up in the lonely sierra, far from
the haunts of men, he had .bulieved
himself solitary. But the clink nf ihe
hoof was followed by anocilier zng
another,

The Rio Kid dropped into the shadow
of a wock, and watched and listened.
His hands were on the guns - in his
ioosely-swung  holsters, If it was the
sherif’s posse from Frio his guns would
wanted. The Kid’s handsome -
curved in the smile that zlways cam=
in_the hour of danger.

Hidd in deep shadow, Lie wailted

av

)

den
and watched.

horseman came into the starligle,
a dozen yards from him, riding alo
the bottom of the steep arroyo on the
vocky zide of which the Kid had
camped,

And the Kid sfarted again,
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The black zack thai coverad the rider {‘vi’ch the 1”31%}; Sacks, that stirred him | rough, bearded, stubbly  face was
for him. The maon who | to take a hand against them. Perliaps | revealed--ihe face of a border roffian
X : . N PR i AT manie] s - o > o Ly
s wens an enconss like bim- neer love of veckless adven- | Dus the Kid gave it scareely o zlence.

(he fivet time tire Kid had
any the Block Sack
ihough he had heard mic aAen.
Iie released hiz guns. The Black Sacks
were nolhincg to hin.

Dimly from the shadews other Lorse
men came into view in the deep arroye.
eoond rider wore no disgulse,

+ his Seetson hat, and noted
i as boune to hiz broneho. A
srisoner in the hands of the Dlack
Sacks, fere was  something
familiar in the massive form of the
vider—soniething that the Kid thought
he kncw, The hid drew o deep, quiver-
ing breath. Even before the bound
cider, gleucing about him, showed
face in the stavlighs, the Kid
him. It was Old Man Dawney of the
Donble Bar Ranch.

The Kid grinped from the rocks
above the riders.

Oid Man Dawney, a prisoner in the
hands of the outlaws, led away into the
hears of pathless Huecas, No
wonder the Kid had grinned.

That was the man who had fired him
from the Double ', who had driven
him off the ranch at the muzzie of
a .45, That was tie man whose hot
aud imperious temper had turned a
carclezs cowpubcher into what 1h
XKid had since beeoi:oe,
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The hard, bitter anger in  tho
rancher's face amused the Kid az he
watehod unsven,

The jmperious {eluper cui no ics

these outcasts of the sierra, Old 3
Dawney, tied o bis horse, was carried
along like a sack of alfalfa. The Black
Sacks did not heed his savage leoks, ov
rhe deadiy glitter in the deep-set vyes
under the bushy brows,
Bui the grin ditd from the sunburnt
face of the Kid.
T He watched.
After  the

DLavud ancher  ca

nie

another rider, close.  After a liride
interval, another. Strung oult & good
distance Dbehind came another horse-
man. = Then aucther loomed in  the
shadows,

“The whole crowd, sure,” murmured

the Kid. ]

The leader had disappeared wmnong
the rociks and shadows whead, OId Man
Dawuney bad disappeared after him, and
then the howmseman who followed the
rancher's broncha.  Two Black Sacks
rode still in view of the Kid above,
and a clinking of hoofs on the stones
told that stili another was strung out
behind on the rocky trail.

Five of them in all, as well as the
prizoner. One of them turned his head
and called back te the man who was
straggling behind, nes in sight of
the Lid, the last of the single tile.

- “Louok saippy, Jake! Yow'll sure get
1eft.”

A granting velee came back.

“The duwrned cayuse's fell lame.”

The first spcaker rode on again, after
the others. He vanished into the black-
ness of the shadows along the deep
arvoya.

i

Kid
vatened.
Siowly

erovched metionless and
the last of the crowd came
dinking  alone the stony  arroyo, a
strange, - eerie figure in the dim star-
tght, with the black sack hiding him
down to the eun-belt.

The Kid strred.

Perhaps the sight of 0ld  Afan
Davney, once his boss on the Double
sar. a helpless prisoner mow in  the
i:ands of the outlaws, touched some. for-
gotien choerd.  Perhaps it was the
rumonr ihat associated t! ¢ Kid himself

[s

knew |

haps a ming
. IlIe reached to b
up ou the saddie that lay beude his
sfeoping mustang.
Nope in kand. the Kid waited tensely.
The last oi ithe Black Sacks, urging

on hiz lame broncho with blows and
cur came abronst of the Kid, stand-

g in black shadow a dozen yards up
the steep side of the arroyn.

The Xid's arm swung,

A difficuit east, in the place, and in
the uncertain light and shadow, but
child’s play to the Rio Kid, Witk rope
or with revolver he had never been
known to miss

There was a whisper of whirling yone.

The Black Sack outlaw knew nothing

ROPED IN! Thea
Black Sack outiaw
knew nothing-till the
loop of the Ilasso
dropped over his
head.. A sharp jerk
at the rope, and the
man was plucked
from the saddle,
See Chapter £.)

till the loop of the lasso dropped over
big head.

Then it was too late.

A sharp jerk at the rope, and the
man was plucked from the-saddle, fall-
ing with a crash on the rock.

Swift and active as a cougar, the Kid
was bounding down the stecp the next
second. The lume horse stood pawing.
The man who had fallen to the lasso
Iay senseless, zfunned by the crash. on
the hard rock, The Kid bent over hiny,
run in hand, DBubk the gun was not
needed. The man in the black sack
did not scir. )

Teusely the Kid listened, gazing niter
+he horsermicn who had vanoished,  Afar,
a faint eclink came back.to his ears.

They were riding on.

If they had heavd the fall of their com-
rade, which was doubtful, they bad not
heeded 1t. In the lonely, pathless
Huecas they werc not likely to suspect
the advent of a foe.

The Kid smiled.

Quickly he drew the black sack from
the fallen man, In the starlight a

The man was nothing to Lin: onlv o
pawn in the reckless and desperate same
the ICid banked upon plaviug. ©

IIe ook the bridle of the lamne horse
and turned it in the arvovo. A lash of
Lis quirt on the flank, and the horse
Lroke into a galiop, and went clattering
down the steep trail, the way iy had
come. Once free, the arimal was not
tikely to stop before it reached the grass-
lands below in the valley of the Frio.

The Kid turned to Jake again, The
man’s eyes Were open now, aud he was
groauning. Ife shivered as a cold rim
was pressed to his cheek.

“Nary a word! zaid the
pleasantly. *Navy a hoot ! T8 vou for
the leng trail if you yaup, partneri1?

The maun's dizzy eyes glared at him;
but he did not call out, .

“Who ” he panted, in a whisper.

“I guess I'm called the Rio Kid.”

“Gee! Your game, Kid!” said ibwe
vuffian laconicully. “1 ain’t asking foc
nothing. You roped me?”

Y Sure 17 . B

The Kid cut a length of trail-rope and
bound the man't arms behind hu'n.." .
“You've got Old Man Dawney!™ ue
said. :

“Correct ! Lo

“Where did you geb him 7 .

% Picked him out of Dave Tult’s lack
on the ¥Frio trail.”

“ And what's the game ¥

“Tweuty thousand dollar

“Ransom?” said the Kid.

‘(ch~.‘7 -

“0ld Man Dawney will never pay i
cent.  Don’t 1 know tho ornery ?_1'5
cuss 7 grinned the lud." . llue_ L\}x’x !
camp in the sierra for keeps rather than
cough up a Continental red cent.” Wi

1 guess the captan wiil m;xkc i3i ]

Ter PoprnAR.—No. 471
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hand it oui, Mid. I've 1 Lim wfore The man lonked bael at the elink -of { jacas; the night was cold bigh L‘P the
zt the game—Injun trich his 1 sierra. They gathered .om)d The AP~
The Kid's brow contiracted. " he called hack, fire to theis meal of flupjac

Pugring him to the torivre
u'm\ the draft on the Frig bank,”

the id. *Thst's the game, is it

The man nodded,

“Let me giv on, Kid, Thls ain't no
funeral of vourn, 1d Man Dawney
ain’t got a glad hapd for you”

“1 guess I know it.”

“ e pur a thousand dollavs on you,

K sluck wp in the Red Dog at
Frie, with your picture.’

“1 don't want vou ta tell ne that.
Xouw 0L1L nf tlm gune, pard, The

“Tn o borrowing

il

Fepme
Ho N

mutierad the

., chuckled the Xid,
ctions to make 77

touched the ruffian’s

“Taney
“Got any o

The Colt
'\gdh

e

face

ary a one. But you cain’t leave
me tied up, Kid,” beseeched the outlaw,
“You cain’t do it ! T guess you might

a5 well let daylight through my cabeza

a5 oncoe,”

“Youwll sure work loose by morning.’
saild the F . “f know how ¥'v
tied you. By mommg the Biack Sd.ck

crowd will b(_, over the range, ar else
they’il never lear any more in the
camps of the Rio Kid. You pass out of
the game here, and I reckon you're
Jucky., You'll follow your cavuse bac
to the pl<t1n‘5 with your hands tied an
your miouth shut. I'm going after your
pards, and if you come eiter me, remeni-
Der that I shail shoot on *wht~«md
shoot 1o kl“ You've goi your chance.”
i MR gan the ruffian,

e

The 1\.1(1 Jel‘kﬂd off the man's diriy
neck-scarf and gapged him wizh it He
secured the gag coolly and seientifically.

“Now giti”

The man :crambled clumsily o his
feet. The Kid's gun was looking at him
and he did not hf.uw,te. bllcnh cave for
@ panting mumble, he stumbled away
down the arroyo in the direciion that
his horse had taken. Already, as he
went, he was wrostling savagely with the
rvope that hound his arms, But the Kid
knew that he was safe; Lis hands were
secure till morning, and until his hands
were free the gap held him silent. A
erash from the bute-end of a Colt might
have kept him safer, but the Kid was
not the man for such deeds. -

Tle dismissed the fellow from his mind
as he stumbled out of sight, rnu.nbhnrr
in the madows.

A soft cail, and the Kid’s mustang!
jcined him, A]readv tae Kid was don-
ning the black sack he bad taken from
the vutlaw. He belted the open end of |
tae sack round his walst and adiusted
2-holes and the mouth-slit to his
actien, Then bhe wouuted the
nfd.t,k muzzied uztang end foliowed on
the way the Black Sack crowd had gone
vith their prisoner. .

Under the black sack the Kid was
grinning,

He had taken the place of the last
man in the fle, and the outlaws, if
they locked back and saw him, would

uJubu:a.b]v take him - for theu‘ own
comrade.  Only the cowboy chaps, the
spirred boots, and the gun-belt showed
low the sack. For the nonoe the Kid
had become, what !l Frio believed him
0 be, a member of the Black Sack
crowd,

Oun the vocky irail ihe Block Sacks
were riding slowly; but the IKid put his
pmstang to speed. A quarter of an nour
i2ter he wos in sight of a black-sacked
fizure riding ahead of him,,

TrE PoPvT ‘LAR.~—~No. 471.

=

@Thc\ 1ad o l,

17 grunted the I{id.
He slowed down, and keps his distance
in the rear of the Black Sacks as they
rode on under ilie stars.

THE THIRR CHAPTER.
. The Kid Qets Back !

£ AL
. H The Isader of the Black
- Sack crowd zlipped {rom
’ his horse. OHI Man Dawney
staved before him in the dim ight of
bl wred raneher
41"11: ='|4‘r\x atherbd
ped in a wide canyon, far
uzp tie Hueca 5, ond the leader had dis-
mounted ot what looked like a eolid
wall of rock, patched here and thers
2300 gb pivgs and stragglineg pecans.

the outiaw gang had been reached,
st he could seo no signs of a camp,
Taking his rein over bis ar

PBlack Sack captain went forwar “d onl
foot.  Only the rancher remained
mounted. \Ien and 1;01%‘3 plunged into

a thicket of seruk, and v seemed o the
ncher that they were heading far’the
solid wall of the canyon.
the tangled thicket a deep fissure
opened in the rock, and the B
tain. led the way into it, with the
sure step of one who l\new the path well,

Singly the rest followed him, with
barsiy voom for a ho to pass in the
rift between the sides of rugged rock.
Bt o dozen vards further on the fissure
widened, oponmg out inte a gulch.

was a “leciked 7 guleh, shut in on ml,
sides by precipitous rocks, accessibie

only by the fissure lndden behind tha:

scrub thicket, The rancher’s heart sank
as he emerged into the ophn gulch. No
vrailer from Frio would ever
there.  The last of
Sacks grinned under his disguise.
the Rio Xid, kesen as an s\nndm on the
trail. with an unfailing eye for sign,
would never have f’aclcnd down thv
Black Sack arowd to their secret laiy
by other means than those he
:u.opmd Long miles of rocky hilisides
und  arrovo: that bore no sign lay
behind them, and the serub thicket,
cowing spparenily by a solid wall
rock, told no tale. The -Black Sacks
had choson their refuge well
The moon was rising now;

a silver

£ crescent showed over tne pine-trees that
| eappoed

the rocky walls of the .locked
gulch.  In the faing '1 it the b‘ad.
\ack@d figures Jooked ghost 1y, eerie Ag
a litie distance was o spring, with a
beit of vegeiation by it. and near the
\\'aror stood several 1ouqnly buils jacas

Thiz was the camp of the Black Sacks.

Old Man Dawney was unbound and
jerked fro:n the hroneo. The horses
were casd loose, and the rancher, with
his hands and feet sheckled by a trail-
rope, left standing.

The Xid breathed huard wnder bis
disguise.

He had ridden into the outlaws’
with the gang, as yei unsuspected.
af any momeng sushicion might rise. It
waz four t0 one when trouble staried.
But the Rio Kid had faged odds Liefore.

Old Man Dawner’s eyes were gleaming
&t the outlaws., Perhaps he precied
them to deif their disguizes now _thas
they were in camp, and he was pl@p.’.llnd
t» memorize each face, to store in his
memory the identity of each man, to boe
kunted down later without mercy. But
the outlaws cud not remove the black
\d;t.!s .

I‘ncy built

But

a comp-fire by the group of

2 guaessed thar the destination

the

But bevond :

lack Sack |

It

find him:
the fle of Black .
Tven .

had'|

=<8

lair |

s and cokd
beef, washed down by firo-water thas
had doubiless conie Imm the 1{9& Do"

in Frio, e tha -
cui their ouv'z\sib trod
the street: of Frig s likely enough

that he koew some
He shools
wan

'\I them oy sight.
his head savagely ‘when food
offered hiry
“I1 guess vou can pi
feller,’
Sacks,
morrow.,’’
The rancher made no answor.
He was seanning the man, bt\t he was
umwllm ¢ly satisfind now.thal the ouslaw
eader was not. as he hag pelieved. the
Rxo Kid. He nitle guessed how near the
Rio Kia was to kim, and for what pur-

ase  yoursel?,
" chuckled the captain of the Black
" Yo.a"il ke glad of it to-

pose the Jid was there, )
¢ Their supper over, the ouriaws banked
up the fre with logs cus fro'u the thickets

O\VIII"

in the gulc The hour wus
: v Ldemlv

but the Black fack crowd e
not intend to md aown Yeb.

X a 1 the
d Lne bound runcher.

= Hi
5

oy

sign gong

1, &l

gathered rour

LoV E guess 3's business wow, M
i Dawney.”

i " You can cut that out,” said the
!

:

rancher coldly

(TR

his cyes hard as steel
You'll get UO"hUlU‘ out of me.”’

;. “Forget it, ml]o“’ grinned the leader.
You're going to give me your draft on

i the Frio ':an

! “4\0‘ H

. "Take your gime, Mg, Dawney. 1

i guess I don’t want it till the mommg,

f:w:{ the Dlack Sack captal n.  Before

| 11 be howling out

o to -Jgu was  twice L

shousand.

The raucher’s lps eurled consemptu
ousl\-
“ Pit him 1o the fire”

Dawney srarted.

“You low -down scoundrels,”
between his teeth,

“I guess yowll he in a more reason-
able frame of mipd by the time Four
hoots have ~nauou ca™

“You villain ;

“Can it, feller! Pus hiin to it !

The rancher was dragged slong to the
( camp-fire. Bound and he]p]es~ “he “a\
ﬂunrr dm\n there, with his fecs only u
aPW “inches from the glowing logs.

he said;

there wag indomitable dotermnmtmn
teo.  Even “Injun tricks *® could not
overcome the arrogant obstinacy of the
owner of the Double Rar.

The Kid breathed hard.

He had expected the outlaws to .bed
down, and in the hours of darkness to
"find an ‘opportunity to releass the
“rancher and guide him o safety. But
i the prompt action of the outlaw leader
fcrced his hand.

"7"%et for the mowent the Kid made no
E move,

¢ Iie had the Advantage that the Black
}‘*ac].s dirl not even suspeet that there
3 Was an enemy among therm. But there
1

wyere jour desperatc men at close
qnarters when the shooting began. And
for what was the Kid mkm such 'a.
despprare chance?  For the man wh
had boastoed him off the Double Bar and
made hiz name a by-word in ail the cow
country along the Rio Grande and the
Pecos.” The Kid cursed himself for a
fool as ke stood looking moodily on.
But bis resolution did net falter. He
was a fool to chip m he guessed bmter]\-
that he was going *loco,” but he was
chipping in, ail the same,

The steam rose from the rancher’s
baot Ah'eady he was feeling the heat
of the fre, and the sweat thickened on
his hard face. But from his lips there
came no word. -

There was sweat on his face now.: but .
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IN MERCILESS HANDSI The
{feader made & sign, and the gang
gathered round ths bound rancher.
't By the morning 1 guess you’il be
howling to 3ign that draft of
‘twenty thousand ou the Frio
bank !’ grinned the leader. (522

- Chepler B.)

The captain of the Black Secks bent
ov er him,
“@ay the word,
The rancher’s ey
he ¢id not speak.
“Youll go back to Frio

; :ﬂd but

at him,

when the

dollars are in our hands. You know
that, Old Man Pcters at the Circle
Cross went home =afe afier we was

thréugh with him. You heard of that 7"

No answer,

The Rio Kid maved farther away from
the camp-five.

-Heo preferred to have the outlaws clear

against the blaze, himseli with the dark-
ness behind him. When it came to gun-
play there would be somo desperate
moments.

He stood looking on grimly, his hands
resting lightly on the guns in his bolsters,
Still he did not chip in, Old Man
Dawnecy had bags of dollars; twenty
thousand would not burt him. But the
Kid shook himself, and pulled himself
together. )

Quietly his gune came out, glinting in
the fickering light from the camp-fre.
[Iis eyes gleamed through the eye-holes

i the black sack that hm his face,
“I that’s enough,” drawied the

088

“You'll et up on this zame,
sure.”

Th\, captain spun round towords him.

“YWhat the thunde »

The vancher twis round a furious
face to look. Well was that soft, dvawl-
m:r xm.co known-to his ears.

Tie Kidi¥ he d)!)ke‘ 1. “'The Rio
Kid! I knew it--I kpew you were in
this, you young coyote.”

The Kid laugh
The rustlers were 21l on their fect now
grasping their guns, Iho name of Um
Rio Kig on the rancher’s lips electrified

them,

The Kid's Tevelled gnus threatened
them. -

“1s not Fake!” velled one of the
outlaws. < lr 5 .)alws sack, but they

win't Jake's chaps, nor vet his hoots,

It's—-—""
“Ii’s the Rio Kid!” The Kid's voice
raug like steel mow. **DPui them up,

the lot of you, or

But the captain of ¢
alroady pulling trigeer.  And the voar of
the Rio Kid's 45's woke every echo in
the locked gulch.

The Black Sack captain, as he pulled
trigger, went down to the first bullet.
Héav ily he sprawled acrosz the bound
rancher, pinnipg him io the

be Black Sacks was

ground.

Old Man Dawnes's hard face was fixed
in amazement. The Rio Kid—one ol

the Black Sack crowd, as he had
suspected—but what did this mean? Yor
the lithe figure in the black =ack was

engaged in savage conflict with the other
Black Sacks.

The Dlack Sack captain did not stir.
Iners, he lay across the helpless rancher.

But thre¢ men were shooting, though
not zo fast as the Rio Kid. Hoarze velis
and crics awoke the cchoes.

For a leng winute it scemed that
pandersoniunm had broken Toose in ti‘e
locked guleh high up the Hueca sievy

Then it was over.

Two men, desperately wounded, lay
groaning, and a third was fleeing wildly
tor the shelter of the rocks. The rancher
saw the lithe [ligure stagger. But the
Iid straightened up again, and his re-
.olvcr barked once maore, and the run-
ning man threw wup bis hands and
r!rnpnod with a bullet in his leg.

Kid had won through. Bur blood
ckling fxom under the black sack
that covered his face,

1o stood unsteadily.

“Hid ! muttered the rancher.

The Rio Kid ngnod and threw off
tho black sacit that had disguised him.
His face was pale now, and there was o
trickle of blood from under the thivi
ha 11‘

“ 1 knew it was vou, Kid,” zaid Old
Man Dawney.

The Kid bont over bim. dragged aside
the {nert form that pinned him down,
and drew the rancher away from the
fire. His bowie glided over Old Man
Nawney’s bonds, nd the rores fell apart.
The rancher was free. Lo staggered to
In\ feot.

“You're wounded, Kid.”
The Kid’s hand went to his brow.
“A CCJatclx I gnccq B Th(‘ T2 nchez"s

The
the

id’s lip curled. “ Y p, it's in
A ouldm‘ What do vou care, feller?
‘Youw've saved my life, Kid® mug-

{tered Old Man Dawner.

The Kid grinned.

#1 sure said I'd get back on vou for.

beosting me off the Double Bar, felier.

Tea done it-—this o way.™

“I knew you were in the Black Sack
crowd-——-

COh, cud It oull” jeered ho Kid.
“The man that sack belonged. to is
sashaying along somewhere (own the
mountain, with his hands iied and a
110ck<ca.rf in his mouth. I borrowed his
sack o tronil these voyotes home.”

“And why?” asked the rancher
quietly.

“Recause I was a plumb fool I sald
the Kid, with a laugh. “ And I've got
what comes 10 a plumb fool when he
asks for ii.” Iie gave the soft, cail that
f:is mustang fnew, and his horse troticd
ap.

“Kid, vou're not-——’

The Xid pointed fto
bwnchm Ly the spring.

“Take a moung and light oui,” he
said,  “I guess you'll fud your way
down to Frio. The Black Sacks won't
stop you now, I gyess; e%pec‘xal]y theix
aaptaiin Iic’s got his. Light out while
you've got the Thance.

The rancher diew a duc-p breath.

very

)

the grazing

“Kid!  After th
“ONuff . said. bo-iong, Old  Man
Dawney.”

The I\Ld reeled for a mowmont, but ke
climbed into the saddle of thie mustang.
His tecth were set hard,

¥ Kid, you're hurt! Lei me-—-"
But the Kid was aircady riding.
There was a buzz of intevest in the

Red Dog saloon at Irio the fo‘]owmf"
evening, when Old Man Dawney lighted
down frotn his eclaybauk outsi dc, and
waiked in,  All Frio knew hy that thme
of the Lxduapplnz of the rancher, and
the wiping out of the Black Sack bv the
Rio Kid, all eyes were fixed on 013 Man
Dawnay as he ‘strode up the saloon. He
svo‘)npd ai the wall swhere the placard
Lung, with the picture of the handsome

Kid and the offer of a thousand dollavs
for him clive or dead. The crowd
watched hirm breathlessly as he tore

down the paper, tore it across and across
again, angd scattered the fragments.

THE EXND.
(Don't miss: “ GAME 70 THE
LAST1? mexct week’s story of the

RIO KID!) N
Tag Porvnar—No. 47L
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gaddles and wallced, and

Le waddlod and Lridled, was
neld by & swarithy peon. Oid Mun
Dawney, riding “into lown” from the
Donble-Bar vaueh, glanced ab them as
he dizmonnted, aml threw bis reins over
the hitching-post, Hu gave a brief nod
in aokpowlcapment of the satutations of
the sherilf’s possc. Tho boss of the

Dounble Bar was a man of few words; |

and those fow, as a rnle, not plessant
ones,  With his heavy tread, he entered
the little *dety hnilding. :
Sherifl Waizon, of Frie, was seated
o the only chair in the office. .
His zpurred hoots rested on the desk
Lefore him, and his tecth held o hig;
Mexiran cigar. o
Norning, sheriffl” . :
Watsan’s spurs  shrieled along  thel
desk-lit, as he drogged his fcet down,
and roso from the chair at the rancher’s
ehirance, : :

for you-uns ! aaid the sheriff.
weo're ready 1o stark, pronte.”
" He pitchod away the half-smoked
cigar,

“ Yo got my messege af the Daouble
Day?”

“*Qyre ¥ )

“I guess we'vo enough to handle the
Rio Kid,” remarked che sheriff, with a
grin, ng lic made o gesture towards the
Tiorsomen, visible through the apen
doorway. *'Dut dealin® with that pesky!
vonog cayuse, you can’t meke too sura,
Five or six of your men-——" :

“I'va ridden in glone.’”

The sheriff looked at hiu.

" Your outfit don’t want to get tog)
near the Kid?” he asked sarcastically,

“My outfit will ride where I onder
them,” said the rancher coldly. “Rut—
I want o word witl,x you, Watson, before

“1 g'uew 1

against the oncoming foe,

**Morning, Mr, anxﬁyl - Waiting °

the {rail.”

you hib i
P'uz PorrLan.-~-No. 472
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of the trail for ihis daring and

Wounded, exhausted, and sorely
pressed,

the Kid ltakes up bhis

big-heartzd

z@aévh f@@dwcg

‘Tis week.,:
GAME TO THE

“Az many es you Wke,” sald Watton
Fuzzled. I veckoeed youw was dead
kecn on roping in the Xid, rancher. Tt
was you put-up 5 rewsgd - of a thousand
dolars for him,” e

“That’s washed put!¥ .

“Y¥ou don’t waut the Kid taken?”

There waz a brief hesitation before

ARE ¥OUR PALS READING THESE GRAND WESTERN TALES,

the rancher. auswered. But the answer
ovamne oY last, .

“ No.* -

“I've snirve waited for nothing” said
the sheriff, with a frown.  “I'd have
boin glad to tote Lalf a doren eof the
Double Bar boys along. But I reckon
we_can handle the Kid” Ho made o
strido towards ihe door,

“Hold on, Watson.”

T Wivae’s woing,” granted ihe sheviff of
Fria, but he beld on impaticotiy,

“You've going after the Kid now?”

"Y’@P.’”

“1 way dond keem, ax you axy, to see
the Kid repad in, and sent io the pen
ot slrung up en A free,” said Dld Man
Dawney slowly. “But since d:hcn-nyo“i
know what’'s happensd, shorif]
chipped in and got mo sway from the
Bleck S8pck crowd--saved amy Jifo, T
reckon,

was hard hit. May bave passed in his

Copyripht in tha United States of America.)
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e was wounded—I beliove he |
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checks already, wounded as he was, ouw
there ajpne on the Huecns,” .
“'the -Kids tough,” said Watson
drily. “The luw wents him dead or
alive, If ha's ceshed his chipr, wa'll
bring hin in dead. T{ Le's still chirping,:
we'l] br»'x‘us; him in alive, to stand his
trinl #or half the hold-wpy that 'hava‘
took place dn ibis section since yo
boosted him off tho Double Bar.” ;
Old Man Davwney’s hard lips tight
cned. . -
“1 Boonted him ol the Double Rar,™
he asented. “T had good reamon,:
though the Kid snys he never had a fair,
rhow-dewsa. Tho proof at the time was.
&ood snougl for do, and ho had te it
the trail.  Bud-—-" Y
“Bat ho sure got you oud of a tighly
placa, and you reckon you'd like to call
it square.”’
“That's go.” o )
“I don’t say you're wrong,” said the
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sheriff, “hut TUve gol my duly to do.
he Kid did me a geod turp, too, atd
when ¥ was near o petiing him, Bt
that cuts no ico when it's a marter ol
duly, Avything wmore?”

Ye,” said the rancher slowly.

“8pill it,” sald Watson,
“] want you te Iet up on the |
“Forgot it,” said the sheriff iersely.

the Kid.”

Old Man Dawney’s cyea gleamed
under his bending brows.,  The same
hot and passionate temper that had
worked such trouble for the Rio Kid
was riging. The richest rancher of the
Tecor Valley was accustoined to heving
his own way. _

“I wnnt you to let up on the Kidt”
he repested.

“Can't be did.” )

“Can and nmst?”? seid Old Man
Dawney. “The Kid's done a lot_of
things that you want him for. But
he's wipod out the Black Back crowd,
and that's & set-off, T reckon.”

] guess it may help him et his
trial” :

“It's not comiug to that.”

“It's coming to that if ‘I can gect
him,"”. said the sheriff of Frio coolly.
“You're wasting time, boss.”

The rancber's eyes glittered. :

“You'd never have been sheriff of
Frio without my support, Watson. I'm

nol used to taking no for an answern
You won’t find your job an easy obn>
with the Double Bar outht ugainst you.
1 want you fo let vp on the Kid,”
Shordf Walson  eyed  bim, smiling
grizly, Old Man Dawuev's word was

law for many a mile of fertile grassland
along. the Pocos. . But he'could not dic-
tate to tho sheriff of Frio in his own
office.

“You've nothing personal against the
Kid, sheriff?" )

““Nothing !*

“Then let up.”

“No can,” suid the sheriff tersely, -

YT tell you-r—"

“1 guess I'm ready to pass out, when
tho Town of Frio wanta a new sherifl,”

soid Watson, *Until then, I've got my
duty to do. 8o long, rancher!”
"Stop It

Dut the sheriflf did not stop.

He tramped out of the office,
the waiting horse from the peon,
awung himself ‘into the saddlo.

“Pronto!” he rapped out.

And the horsemen started, s dozen
cow-punchers in the sireet waving hats
after them as they went.

and

0id Man Dawnsy stepped out, and

stood by his claybank, locking after the
sherift's poese -with contracted brows.

His itporious will had been disregerded

{
i

* took li at their hoad—8heriff Watson.”

!

{that the Rio XKid had

jof the mesa, watched the

“antd seh at mought, as it had never been

sirce the doy the Rio Wid had defied
him and bad been driven off the Donble
Bar. Ilis brow was bluck and bitter as
he remounted his hoyse to 1kle back
to the vanch,
3 -

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

: Garnpred in tho Sierraf
“T

HTE end of dthe teail?”

ueeae, the Kid, stretehed on the rough
rock of the meea, watched the distant
fidors threading a way up the eanyon,

The mesa stood, » great mass of yock,
with steep 23 0 dozen feot high, ten
varde acrosy at tho top.  On the swmmit
of the cragzy mese the Kid had roade
his carup,  There was no foothald for a
horse ihero; his mustang had been left
at & distance, unbethered, by a moun-
tain spring -where thers was a paich

The Riv Kid mutteved =ae
WoTils,
Uigh  up in the loncly

4 of grass and treed, The Kid knew that

o would not wander—he would find
the black-muzzled mustang waiting, il
ho returned for him, But he doubted
whether he would return. ’

The Kid was ‘hard hit. .
..There was a bandage ocross bis brow
where o bullet hed grazed; sanothor on
his - shoulder where a ball had struck
deeper. ) . T

The Kid's face, of old care-lrec, was
white and haggard. ) :

He had made his lonely camp on the
summit of tho mesa, with little hope
that he would leavo it alives - .

The Kid was hardy, fif in every
muscular inch of him.. But his wownd
had sapped. his strength. A couple of
weoks’' rest and he wonld have hit tha
trail again, caroless of his burt, Dut
he did not expect that cespite to be
granted him, It was known that he
was in tho Hucess, it was known that
he was wounded; and those who had
hunted him on every trail were mnot
liikaiy to lose the chance. :

In one spot, on the summit of the
mosa, a bunch.of hardy mountain pines

rew in a cleft. . By.‘tie frees. tho Kid
ay on hix blanket in .the shade, = It
was the highest “point . of the mesa.

| From it he . could " watch the wide

cuizoi ou all sides..  His. rifle lay

‘| beside him.. His guns, in their holsters,

wers ready to his hand. The Kid, in
his lonely camp, did not count uf)on
remaining unsought and unassailed,
But he was prepared. to defend himself
to the last when his cnemies cane, =0
long us his strength lasted and hie eyes
were cloar enough to shoot.

And now thoy woro coming.

‘It was thirty-six hours since he had
reseued Old Man Dawney from  the
rustlers, and ridden away wounded
after the desperato fight with the Black
Back crowd. He had expedted purauit
in less time than that. Bub they were
coming at lask.

flar in the distance, in the sun blazo,
the Kid, as he lay on thc ruﬁged top

orsémen
winding into view.” They wore afar
yet. In thc olear mountain wir they
looked like toy figures in the distance.
But he knew the burly man whe ro}(lic

0
the rough, rod-headed horse-
rman behind himm—Hank Hanson, the
deputy sheriff, . And the olhers worc
grim-feced mon, armod to the teeth, as
they needed %o be when they hunted
the Rio Kid. ;

“The end of the trail!” murmured
the Kid,

It had been & wild and lawless trajl
follewed since
"Tus PorunAr.—No. 472
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the day ne Lefi the Double Dar,  And
1t Juoked to have reached its end at
fast, . L

Whare ha lay, in the summit of the

Y b
ruzocd m 03

, so eould pat vpoa

1;<'?:i,tc defence,  That was why he }_-_.‘v.d
danted the spab for his camp. Bus hel
i ar s shao would '(u)%

a wook, an o8 :

Cnece b ju savphit hime
o At el cehriunn Eaut
the weubliess to ag  hae
sealehed i o nt ridess witeling p
the yocky canyon,  The Kid pallcd

himzell togother hurd, .
Shaded by the wovwntain pines {rem

ihe westoring sun, he lay and watched,

sileiep of the hills the sound of
to hiis ears et Jaxl as the
: W nLares,
ieir pade b omp ke canyon, and
{hey wauid pass within 2 dozen vards
of the steep, louely mesn if they came
on. The rocks Lore po trail, avd the
tid was in cover.  Finttened on he
mesa, ho coald noi be geen from below,
But the faiptest sign would not cscape
Sherif Watson.  'Ihe . hotsemen camo
on stowly, ‘and they watched as they
catne, The Kid wondered idly whether
they would pass by the mess, and never
konow that he'was there. -

He feil no elternation of hope and
{ear.  With the stoieism his hard, wild
life had ‘taugbt him, he waited &nd
watched with indiffcxence,

He saw ihe horscnien dvaw into o
bunch and_halt.  The sheris hand was
raised, oinbinﬁ to tho sky.

The Igid Tooked up.

ver- the miosu, high above, a buzzard
waQs wheoting, 1he Kid had nated the.
obscano - bird hefore und forgotten 1t
But the buzzard was still thera, -

The Kid smilod bitterly. .

Tho vuliure xnow that there was a
wounded man. on the miesz, The hird
of proy was waiting to swoop, waiting
tiil the Kid was dead or unconscioun.

‘The horsemen ceme on again.

Now they were heading directly
towards the mesa. e

The buzzard was theif guide.” - They
kucw thet a wounded man or a dead
man lay on the mesa, or the carrion
hird would nat have lingered there.

The hoofs elinked on the stony trail.

Claser acd_closer, .

Every eyo in tho sheriff’'s possec was
vwatehful now, The Xid reached for his
rifle and sighted it across the wrock
beforo hin; and the muzzle bore on the
sheriff o:f Frio.

a4cK & . .

The sherifi’s Stetson spun_with the
wing of the hullct as it passed,

“'The Kid |™* ’

It was 2 shout from the wholo party.

With almost ludicrous haste the Frio
men leaped from their horses to take
cover. Well they knew the aim of tho
Rio Kid.

A moment befora six horsemen had
been in view. Now six ridericus horses
were plunging free, and the riders had
vanished among the boulders of iho
canyon, -

Tho Kid laughed, .

It was like the shifting scene of a
theutre befors his eyes.  Ho gent s
second bullet that epaticred on the
rocks, : X

Then Le watched and waited,

Here and theve, from
moraent, e gaught, & glimpse of a hat
or u boot as the Frio mon, keeping in
cover, worked their way amopg the
great boulders towards the mosa,

But ho held his fire.. o

Suddenly, {rom among the rocks, &

i QU

4 the sheriff,

moment tof

gun barrel rese with n dirty whilg
handkerchief fluttering from it.
. Tue Porupan.--No, 472,

The of
truce,
“That goes P’ he shonted,
show yonrself, Waison,”
SherdE Watson reso from eover and
strolled towards the mesa, All Lis bulky
form was in view pow, and the Iid
could  hava led him with lesd
sve he h s bwo afreides. Tiot
the sherill of Ieio koew that the Wid
was the slave of his word,
ol o dostn peees from tha
e of the mesa and leoked 1,

Kid gritped ah the flag

“You can

The Kid rosa inlo view, isoking dowal

at him.
“ITowdo, sherilf?7” ke said genially.
“It's you, Kid 1" said the sheriff. “{

kicior suspicioned 38 was when I saw ¢

inaf buzzerd, Youw've kenood now,

sahet? grinned the Kid,
guess you're burt, IKGd.” said the
shorifl) reading the whiie, strained lace
that looked down en him  from  the
mesi—wiite, haggard, yet with its old
mocking smile. . “Qld" Man Dawney
suro told us about your troublo with
the Biack Sack crowd.” - ..
“And sct you after ma  after I'd
saved his life!” jeered the Wid. . -
Y Nix. rcekon he wanted mc to lot
up on you, Kid, and was surc mad
when T told him it couldw’t be did.”
The Kid whistled with surprise,
“Bus we get you now, Wid,” said the
sheriff, “Youwse hurt, .and I guess we’ll
treat you fine and tender, Fui down
your guns, Kid; this ain't no time for
gun talk. , You're sure cornered, and
you may as well threw vp-tho cards,”
“Any more?" asked the Kid, -
“You'll never qa_ta off that moesa, Kid,
without cold lead

“Tell me some more!" said the Kid
mockingly, - -

"I'in giviog fqu a chance to do the
sonsible thing, Kid,”. urged tbe sheriff,
“You'll get u fair show-down. I don’t
stand for a necktic party  in  Frio.
You'll teke your trial for what you've
dono’_“‘“‘-" - .
‘“And for what I haven’t done,
felier 1” grinned tho: Kid.  * They put
it all on the Rio Kid. No sughr in
mine, sherilf. But go on chowing the
rag if you want.”

“Come down outa that, Kid!
a Jeetle hoss-sensc,
hyer to talk to you.”

“’Chere won't be ro many hitting the
home trail, sheriff, by the time you're
through,” .

“You're sure loco, Kid. 1 want to
mkg you in alive,” uwrged Watson,

“ Throw it away !” jeored: the Kid.

“Then it's shooting 1" said the sherift
reluciantiy, .

_““You can hit the trail as soon as yo
like, sheriff, if you like that bettar.'_"(‘ 4

“¥Youw'rae sure talking . foolish, Kid.
We're hyer to get you.” . :

“Not alive, feller,” wsaid the Kid
plezéantly, "I give you ten seconds to
get 1y out of the dust ! o

He raised his gup, :

‘ive saconds woro enough for - the
sherifl. e vanished amoug tho rugged
boulders,

The Rio Kid sank_back into ths
shadow of tho pines. He sank hesvily
on tho blanket, which wuas stained red.
For & moment or two, as his weaknoss
mastered him, the Kid's brain swam.

But the shuffling of spurred hoots
among the rooks called him back to
himeolf. '
.Up -the rocky slopo. of the mess side
aix men, ‘fl\ms in band, camo in » dea-
perate rush. And the roar of the Rio
Kid's .45's awoke every echo of the
cabyon. . ‘

There's six ﬁnﬂc
a

in your slats,” said |

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Rio Kid's hast Fight!

NRACK, eraclk, erack!
. fand the o Kid been bis old

self, wot a man of the Frio
sherili’s posse would have. lived
Lo tell whet bad happened uy i the
Huecas, Bt the Xid was net himzeif
now, The band that had nover joisscd
was siraking, the eyo tat had besu as
clear ancd keen a8 an pagle’s was dim,
His ;~‘hl>qhng wi ol
Wiid as it wes, it told on dhe Fiio
wen, as thay rushed up the rocky slope,
stueabling, tripping, and rushing on

agilin, . -

The sherifll el o ballet sonr along i3
faee, and he dvopped; tha next wan- cols
laprad wish a ball iu bis leg. - Phey
tred as toey esrue, e thelr livipg was
wilder than the Wid’s, as they yushed
and clambered, and the lead scroeched
sway wide,

Crack, crack, erack!

With o gun in either hand the Kid
was pumping out lead.

It was too much for the Frio mexn.

Half-way up_the slope two of them
were down, and the bullets from esbhove
came like hail. - :

“Cover I” punted ITank Hanson.

He plunged into a gully behind a
boulder. S

His comrades scrambled intoe cover,
breathless and enraged. The Kid waa
not shooting ns of old; nat a man would
have reached 'tho summitt of the mesa
alive, and thay reslised it. Four men
in cover fired savagely; two wounded
lay on tha open vocks at the merey of
the Kid, Sheiff Watson raised himself
on his elbow, his face streaming cvim-
son, He stared round hipt’ digeily.

A mocking call vang from the top of
the mesa, . .
~ “Hustle for it, sheriff!
looking at you.” !
- Watson dragged himseli to his knees.

Slawly, - paanfully, "' he crawled “into
cover, and for minutes he was open to
the firo from tho Rio Kid had the Kid
ocared to pump lead at a wounded man,
But no bullet atruck the Frio sheriff as
he orawled. ’

The man with a disabled leg siill lay
in the open groaning. It was long be-.
fore he couk? crawl to sefety, Lut he
crawlod unhizrmed,

The Kid laughed at himself as he re-
loadod his revolvers.

“You're sure plumb loca, I{id!* he
s0id, in self-mockery. “They'll get you
sure after sundown.”

Bat he did not firve on the men who
crawled into cover. Many a desperste
deed was put down to the accaunt of .the
Rio Kid, all along the Pecos and .the
Rio Granda, DBut there wera things
that the Kid would not do, even in tho
valley of the shadow of dealh,- i

On the rugged slope of the mess, the
Fric men lay close 1n caver among the
rugged rocks.

The rush had been stopped. The Rio
Kid had won the first. round.  From the
Frio men rose & sound of groaning and
cursing. DBut they did not show them-
yelveg, .

The Kid waited. T

Thove kad been 6 iime when this
gamo of life snd death- would have been
gport to him.  But now he needed all hig
strength of will to keep himself up to
the meark, : : )

The weakness end dizzinoss from bis
uncared-for wound = wero - slowly but
surely overcoming him. L

@ laid hizs guna ready besido him,
and . drew. a Jong draught from his
water-bottle, . It rtofreshed him, and
cleated his dizsy head. He lay baok by
the pines, resting, idly walching the
blue sky sbove him, whero the puzzetd

My gun’s
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still wheeled and serceched. - Another
Luzzard bad joined the first now, and
another. They wheeled in long cireles
Tieh over tho mesa, waleling, waiting,
ready to swoo The Kid watched
thom, and watchad another aud ancthor
of tho carrion birds wingicz oub of the
distant btue,
fandsome lips as he watched,

Isut hie listened, too.

- An hour had passed, with no sound
trom the casmy, save an occasiocnal Jme
poienk shot that whistled over the mesa,

Diow thero was a sceraping on bhe vocok,
and the Kid grinned as ho knew  that
ouno of .the Frio men wus creeping up
the slopo--creeping cautiously, but uot
cantiously cuough to deceive the cars of

- the Wid, . :
e KT grvipped aoguny

CAPTURED AT LAST!
the sha:xow of the raglks.
¢.versd him.

Ho lay still, without a motion theu,
watching for a Stetson hat to rise over
tho level of the Hat-topped mesa.

‘Tt came st last; but the Kid did not
fire at the Steison. He kuew from its
uiotion that thero was no head in it It
was raised on & gun-barrel to draw his
tire, : ’

Ho grinncd and waited, gun in hand,
finger on trigger.

The Stetson sank again. Hank Han-
sor was satisfied that the Kid was
caught napping. - With a bound he
coverod the last fow feet of the slope,
and leaped on top of the mesa.

His gun was in his grip; his eyes
stared for the Kid, and stared at a

levelled gun.
. Crackl
The doputy-sherif of TFrio reeled
backwards, and went tumbling down

the slope, yelling wildly as he tumbled,
Loud and mocking rang the laugh of
the Rio Kid. - B
“Try it again, hombres!" he shouted.
A volley of curses and bullots
guswered the laugh. On the rocks of
tho slope Hank Hanson lay groaning,
with a ball throush his shoulder.
The sheriff of I'rio gritted his tecth.
. He bad bound up his head. with a
nack-scarf, heedless of the pain of his
wound. Dut two of hisx men were sorely
wounded, and others had scratches. Of
the six who had riddon out.of Frio that

A bitter smile curved hisl

morning to hunt the Rie Kid, ouly four
remnained Lo deal with him.  And the
Kid was still safe and untouched in tis
eyrie on the summit of the esa,

“T guess we'll got him when the sun's
pona,” tho sherif said, botween his
tecth, : '

And the Frio men, Ioosing off an ocea-
sinual shot to keop the Iid alert, waited
for the sun (o dip Lehind the swerva,

Lower it sapk, 1n purpie and gold,
towards the dislanl mountains of New
MMexico.”

Wit beating hearls the Frio men clanbored up the
ot a movement »r a sound cams irom Lie

The shadows of the pines lcngthened
in the-lonoly canyon far up tho stony
Hucecas. . . .

The Kid drank [vem his wator-hottle,
and munched a hard - flapjack. He
know that it was the end of his trmil;
his only thought was tp finish fighting.
Nevor, whilo, he had powcer to draw
trigger, should the men of Frio see hinx.
brought 'in g prisoner, It should never
ba said at tho Double Bav that the Rio
Kid had been faken alive. - L

He leancd against o pine, watching
and waiting, as darkness spread like a
velvet aloak over the Huccas.

He was thiiking, and his thoughts
wore black and bitter. .

“Plyeb  loco!” he mutterced,
laughed scornfully, .
* But for the wound that sapped his
strength and brought dizziness to his
brain, he would not have feared the
sheriff’s posso of Frio. It wasg his
wound that tied him down to his camp
on the mesa, and robbed him of his pure
aim. And he had gained thut wound
in dofence of Old Man Dawncy, the un-
just, hot-headed man who had drivon

im off the Doublo Bar, drivon him to
the lawless life that bad since been his,
All tho Pecos valley know that tho Kid
had sworn to get back on Old Man
Dawney. And this was how he had
done it. No wondor the Kid laughed
in self-scorn as he thought of it.

sud

anind,

But other thonghts followed in his
The wide pgrasslands of the .
Double Rar, where he bad ridden the
ranges in the days belore black trouble
came; thoe men he had liked 1o the
outiit, the cheery talk ‘of the bunk
house; Fatty Tick’s greasy face looking
out of the hot cook-house when the boys
came in to grub; i seeraed to the Ka
that Le conld see it again, that e could
hear the cplling of he cowboys, ile
lowing of the herds on the ranges.

Le heard fancied soonds, and he did

slopo'h the apot where the Kid lay in
> young outlaw, and ins.antly four guns
1 Put 'em up, Kid ! Pronto!’’ rapped out the sheriff. (Sce Chapler 8.} )

"not know that deliriam was creeping on

him. There were other sounds—real
sounds—boots scruping on herd rock,
huvried, suppressed breathing; he did

not heer them. At long last tho Rio
Kid’s iron strengeh had given in; the
gun’ dropﬁed from his idle hand, wun-
noticed. His eyes were fixed and glazed
as’ he leaned against the pine in the
darkness, He did not see shadows move;
be did not know thdi the enemy .wore
stealing on him now that he was un-
conscious and powsrless, s

Slowly, with beating hearts, the Frio
men clambered on the mess, gun in
hand, rendy to shoot at a soupd. In the
darkness they mcant to makc a rush, to
take the Kid nlive or dead. But they
could not understand the silence; they

could not understand why the cornered

Kid did not burn powder. Not a sound
—not a movement from tho shadow of
the pines where the Kid lay extended.
eaep as the shadow was they could see
him now, and he did npot stiv, Ouly bis
fixed, white faco glimmered at them.

And four guns were levcllod, and tho
sheriff’s hoarse voice rappod out:

“Put ‘em up, Kid! Pronto!”

Tho Kid did not speak or move.

The sheriff, comprehending, stopped
oloser, still with finger on trigger lest
it should prove a trick.
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Dt it was no irick.
n\} hond  drapped. on the  Kid's
Loulder, and sULH the Wid (il not move,
| as 2 taee almost of & ‘1.1 into which
Pl ataruded ey U ppeered,
“1 guesz Fa ol
W .\(;OI' :
shovesd his
r Wi ol
§ W hed fought
L,u L.n._\ QLoig!
reised Ute uncowstious Iid to his feet.
‘The - others pounced rjon the  Kid's
guns, eager fo teaws thieny, areely
daring to Tholieve that the desperate Ria
Kid had Tallin s o into thetr bands,
Fhe Riud's \w:.:ni g dend on the
Senil, I eyen wore elosed noweto
open again in thu calaboosze al I'rio.

of tho sher
hi.

g balt

vonted

the
’lA [

'l"l\.l
no

tfirh

W

The burly sherit’s ook was  emoe-
nate, The white, set face on bis
shoulder looked sirangs yisl,  The
sherifl remenbered how s Kid had
spared him, how he had saved hin ones
in the chaparrel down by the Rio

Crande,
“I swore I'd get you, Kid!” muitered
he Prio -¢heriff. “But, by gum, if you

mnld sit a brone lhl‘i minute 1 surc

suspicion I'd set you m o saddle and
telt yon to ride for it!”

“3We've got him, sneritf I One of the
possa staved into the set face of the
Kid with gloating salisfavtion. * There'l)
be a ]«unho;r-c in Frio when we take in
the Rio Kid/’

“Phere sure will P said the sheviff;
Lut there was no satistaction in his torne.

e onrried the Wid in his sinewy arms
down the slopo of the mesi, Ife had
sworn ta get the Kid, alive or dead,
and he had got him move dead than
alivo; but his trmmph left a bitter taste
in his mouth, DBut the res of the possc,
ut all_events, vejoiced. Lung had the
Rio Kid deficd all the cow eountry in the
valley of tha Pecos, and bhe wrs a
prisaner at lust,

When the Rio Kid’s oyes
which waus not till some houors later,

openad,
he

nintiered |

feund dimself lyi ng on blankets, NI
ing ot the gleam &f a camp-five,
waved, wod discovered that his
vere Lound,

TTe stared dizailv rennd
The Fric mea h.\d
canyoit ab the fers ef In
ol thety wers gvouning in "m
The 'hum freni, oy the pri
“You've come o, Kid!

i you'd cashed

bands

i
mped

1A

fu e

'A
Hfor

NOWE 'Llll[.}s

My huel's given out,” eanid the Kid
*Yowve got me”

i
Faintly wnd bitterly.

Tha sIn:an nadded,

S Ve }ut e Lreid fe

Frin ab sunenp,”

l‘.: ,Am “You'tl poses slong with s
ITyet's your supner when you
But the IGd twrned his face avar.

g e
THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
T he Prisoner !
RIO was in an uproar,
Long before the arrival of tho
sheriff the news had como in.
The Rie Kid was a prisonsr.

F

The Red Dog Salocn buzzed with n

swariing, excited cirowd. (owpurmherx
from =all the ranches swarmed in tho
sireets.  There was only cne topic in
IFrio that day—the Rie Kid! He was
taken at last! The 'doby caluboose iu
Main Strect was ready for him.

“The Kid's roped in !’

The news had Hown lxko wildfire, One
of the posse had ridden in early with the
nows.  Hetp had been sent to foteh in
badly wounded men. - Amd the eher&ff
An

was coming with the prisoner,
excited cowboy came galloping and
whooping in from the treil, waving his

Sictson.

“They're coming !”

There was a rush out [rom the Red
Dog to see the sheriff ride in—to see the
Rio Kid.

Among the crowd sfocd Old 3Alan
Dawney, boss of the Double Bar. 0Oid
AMan Dawney was a great man in Frio
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He j

-he- rapped.
'2’0[}7 If yon set thv door of the calu.
“Boose wide open,

ssure wouldn't walk out.

‘rode on tn t

iur vivers Jab he was wn-
AL atfention wis riveted
{iatl came 0 [vem the

and ail along
untieed now.
o Lhy v
Hm,rt\nSrz
‘Tlere ke i<t

o o Ind ¥’

A roar from a
Lo and i
ir, h.mmv a b
mounted the Ri IR .

Phe Kid wes Lovod o his snddl
ands were bound down to iz sides, His
captors were tlaking no chpnees with
him, wounded as he was, Il face was
white as chalk: but a mocking smile was
an his Hps, and he stared coolly ab the
sarging erawd that rosred eeund Inm
as he rode a prisoner into Irio,

O Man Dawney steppad  into  the
treet, and the bhorsemen stopped. The
=hutf nodded to him with & gvim gein,
But the rancher’s eyes wore fxed on the

Rio Kid

(-1

tundred thronts
- the bl pede
2 which was

s

.

the Kid's lip curled as he gave the
rancher fook for look.

“You've gol e, l'vller,

“ Make tho most of it

The rancher’s hard facc twitched.

“1 sure wanted the sheriff to leb up
on you, Kid, after what you did for
me,” he said in g low voice. )

“Thank you for uothing!” spapped
the Kid. “T'm asking no favours }rmn
you or from any man in the Double Bar
outht.” )

“This wav to tha calaboose,” said the
sheriff, pulling at the rein. He did
nob want to make an exhibition of bhis
prisoner,

“One
coldly.

IIL looked at the Kid Rgain.

“T drove you off the Double Bar, Kid,
for goad reason. I put a yeward on you
becuuse you turned to rustling and
night-riding.  But that’'s washed out
now. You've got a friend in Frio, and
that's your old boms George l)nwnny

Thera was a rwurmur from: the surging

he drawled.

moment,”  said  the rancher

crowd.  Ofd Man Dawnrey flashed a
gg-im glance . round, and the murmar
ied away. There were a score of men

of the Double Bar in the sircet, and
cevery gun in tha Double Tinr outfit
would have leaped from its holater at a
nod from Old Man Dawney,

“I'm standing by you, de’ said the
rancher coldly. “(,Ipcw on that when
vou’re in the calaboose,”

Tha Kid's eycs g!eamad

# Btand by whon l',mu re asked, feller Iy

““YWho'n asking favours of

0!d Man Dawney, I
Chew on thnt-,
and leave me alono!”

The shoriff pulled the rciv again, e
rancher ntopged agide, and the prisouer
e culaboose.

Ofd Man Dawney stood staring after
him with contracted brows and a flush
in his hard cheeks, A surging, roaring
niob followed the Kid to the Irio gaol,
where the sherilf took him from his
horse. As Watson led him in thers was
a roar,

“Lynoh him!”

And tho crows! surged for ward,

The sheriff's gun appeared in his hand
ag if by magio.

“Quta that, pronto!” he snapped.

Aud the mob 'mrged back.

But the NY rang in the oars of (ho
Rio Kid as ho lay bchmd bars in the
oa nboqglae, with 21l Frio simmoring round

TUE END,
(Youwll meet the RIO KJD agnin next

Vaweek in another Roaring Weastern Tale,

entitied :
your pu.ls about this

“LYNCH LAW! Fell ol
rand NEW series

,of starigs, chumsl They'll be pleased ta

read them.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
in the Frio Calahoose !
s YNCH him!”

E Like the murmuy of the sea,
innuerable voices buzzed and
mmn';ed round the lumber

Lo su the plaza at Frio.
he Rie Kid sat on the odgz of ihe
plas 1]\ thas sevved as a bed, and n‘rmnml :

Sometimes a stone or a chunk of wood

whizzed through the air, and crashed
o <he wall or the barred v mdow.

“Frig is sure setting excited,” the
03 remarked:

Lhe Xod himself o mag Inok e
cited, - He scemed rah io derive

wmasemen’, {rom the roar 1
* Have bim ong 17

FLyneh hiv 1

Frin was the ro st enw-towi i
valley of the g, and nocki
parttes woere fae from usknown th
Mare faan one rustler or guun-n w

~d in the calatboose, had been taken
Thy an exeitod mob, befgre ha sonld
snoved to the safeiy of Lhe ¢
and strung up on a braneh,
Ardof all iha liard cnara 3
ciion, the Rin Kid, boy
az e hess knownr and
fuared:
Nobody
‘ﬁ'xm:‘

COUNLT

e ore

aand,

bhad realiv believed
on woald siecced
Kid; and Frio had go
e shesiff rade in with

in Frin

Vi

Duy and night a erowd surged in the
'ﬂ{k/‘ﬂ- Ivory  now nhsl then s0N10
prm(-h(»r from the ranches, having filled
ap on fire-water at the Red Don;, would
roll do“*l to the calaboose and loose off
a succeszion of revolver-shots as the
dhick tmber waliz. More than onee a
hall had whistled in through the bars of
the unglazed windose.

“ Lynch him !”

The Rio Kid stepped to the window
of tho little room aud looked out, sith
clear, cool eyes.

He had a view of most of the plaza,
with the Rod Do on ibe other side, an

Tiue Torrrap —No.o 473
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fure Some Boy!

”RioKio!

@ Ralph Redway

This week

exeited outside  the
saloon,

A dozen punchers from the Double
Bar had ridden in, and put up their
hors at the lmc.hmrr rail, and joined
the buzzing moh

Tuc id mmnn face clonded o little

s ha waiched them.

He recognizsed most of them—Bud
Wash, the foreman of the ranch; Facty
Tick, the ranch cook; Tex, the horse-
brealker. Old {riends of his in hapnier
belore Ol Man ¢y had

crowd  Duanched

~

U\e Double Bar outfii scemed as keen
azainst the Kid as the rest of Trio,
Bad Wash was bracdishing a big Colt,

4 GRAND NEW SERIES
TALES, FEATURING THE R10 KID.

LYNCH LAW

OF WESTERN

and shouting, and his powerful voice
came to the prisoner of the calaboose.

“Have him out! Lyneh him !

The Kid smiled rather bitterly,

There was a shout in the plazn. a3
the Kid’s handsome face was seen a} the
barred window.

“There he is 1™

“There’s the Kid !

And there was a rush across the plaza
towards the lumber building.

The Rio Kid eyed the excited moh
coolly, a smile on his lips. But be was
well aware that one determined rush of
the Trio crowd would have burst open
the culaboose and placed him at the
mercy of the lyvchers. It was only a
timber building—one end of it the
sheriff’s office, The other, three roomas
that ~crved as cells. T wae not the
lumber wall that had saved the Kid, so
far, from the mob. It was Sheriff
Watson., and the well-} known fact that
he “oulrt shoot if an attempt was made
to rush the calaboose

But the Kid knewthat it \\'onld come,

Tor days he had been a prisoner in the

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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In Texas,
1

ai
rules with a rod of iron.

and of raw-boned ‘he-men,

where life is

held cheap, Judge Lynch

And the rustler or outiaw who fails into the hands of the faw,

meets a swift and grim justice!

?3 he looked out at a sea of threatening
aces.

“So youw're thar, IKid!” said Bud
Wash, staring ai {he handsome sun-
burnt face framed in the little window.

“Sure, old pard,” said the Kid cheer-
fully, “Xinder friendly of you to pay
me  a call. How’s ihings at the
Double Bar ?” -

Bud grinned.

“T allows you
Kid,” he said.

“Lynch him!”

“Have you fixed ihe party for to-
night, vouw-uns?” asked the Kid care-
lessly, *You'll find me ready. 1 guess
I shall be at home.”

“Have him cut!”

“I'd be glad to sce you if T had iy
Colts here.”

Crack!

A bullet struck the
from the window.

The Kid laughed.

“I guess you've forgotien low to
shoot on the Double Bar since I left,”
he remarked.

“We ain’t forgotten how to tic a rope,
Kid ! said Tex. .

“Has Old Man Dawney sent you in to
town for me?” jeered the Kid., “That
his thanks fo me for gettin’ him away
from the pustlers up in the hills? T
guess I was plumb loco o do it.”

allers had a nerve,

timber a few inches

w from his gun af
evel.

¥ 4 g, W
al His grim face was dark.

“You ginks mosey cn, pronto!” he
rapped ouf. - .
“1 guess we want the Kid, sheriff,”

said Bud Wash. = “We’ve brought a
rope for him from the Double Bar.”

“Light out!” said the sheriff laconic-
ally, and his gun looked the Double
Bar foreman full ii”the. face.

Bud looked at him, shrugged his
shoulders, and turned away. The mob,
daunted by the sheriff, surged back
across the plaza t6 the Red Dog.

The XKid smiled after them.

Sheriff Watson stared after the re-
treating crowd with a grim, perplexed
face. The westering sun was dipping
down to the sierra, shadows were
lengthening in the streets of Frio. When
darkness came, he knew that there
would be an outbreak. It was to be a
wild night in Frio, and the sheriff knew
it. He glanced angrily at the window.

“Get back there, Xid!” he rapped.

“Why ?” siniled the Kid.

“Do you want to stop a bullet, you
young gink 7% i
The Kid laughed.

“1 guess a bullet's
rope,” he answered.

Watson frowned.

“You're goin’ io the cannty gaol to
stand your trial, I{id,” he said. “There

as good as a

“and threw it opeaq,

from home when they call to-night,-
the trail, sheriff; while it’s open.”
The sheriff grunted, and went back
into his office. He felt that the Kid’s
words were true; but he had no inten-
tion of hitting the trail.  He had "his
duty to do, and his duty was to defend
his prisoner, But as he sat in his
office, and listened to the roar of the

mob surging round the Red Dog, it was
borne in upon his mind that, in spite of
him, that night would see the end of
the Rio Kid’s life-trail. :

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Lynchers !

ROM the locked and barred room
F that held the Rio Kid, ag dark-
ness deepened on the valley of
the Pecos, came a tuncful
whistle. Sheriff  Watson, tramping,
with & knitted brow, in the passage oui-
side, frowned and wondered. The
plaza was crowded with an ever-grow-
ing mob, and the roar of voices, the
crackling of revolvers recklessly fired
in the air, was incessant. ~Yet the Kid
was whistling cheerfully a Spanish fan-
dango tune, as if he had no care on his
mind. )
The sheriff unbarred the door at last
From the shadows
a mocking face looked at him. .
*Say, sheriff, you're sure looking
) Tae PoroLar.—No. 473,
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troubled,” said the Kid. “They’ll he
here scon. You want to hit the trail?”

“(Oh, cut it out, Kid!” growled the
sheriff, .

“If you don’t stand for a necktie
party, old hoss, Frio will want a new
oheriff to-morrow,” grinned the Kid.
*“Those hombres mean business, and
they’ll shoot if you stop them.”

“1 guess I know that.” o

“It’s you for the long trail, if you
pull the trigger,” said the Kid.
“V\What's the use, sheriff 77

“They won’t touch you s'long as 2
bullet 1s left in my Colt,” grunted
Watson. “They're sure wild to get

you, Kid. Even the Double Bar men,
what vou worked with once—the \vho.le
ountfit’s in town, and yelling for you!”

The Kid's lip curled.

“What have I done to them?” le
said. “I've always left the Double Bar
alonc. Ii's Old Man Dawney at the
bottom of it; e wants to get clear of
me.”

The sheriff nodded. )

“1 allow it's that” he assented;
¥and it’s queer, too. You saved Mr.
Dawney from the rustlers when 'th.ey
had him by the short hairs., Bub hzr
them you wouldn’t be here. I don’t
figure we should have got you, whgn
we trailed you in the hills; if you
hadn’t been wounded. But Old Man
Dawney chipped in nudvasked_ me to
fot up ou svou, Kid. Now his whg)le
outt’'s yelling for your blood. They’re
the wildest of the lot.” .

The Xid's face hardened in
<hadovrs.

He knew that. His old comrades of
the Double Bar were the wildest in the
Iynch arowd.

Vot in all his wild deeds since he had
ieft the Double Bar he had done them:
no harm. He had warned Bud _Wz_:nsh
when the brand bloiters were lifting
the Double Bar steers; he had risked
his life to rescue Old Man Dawney
from the Black Sack crowd. Ouly the
wound he had received in that des-
perate fight had brought him into the
iiands of the law. The Kid’s face was
hard and bitter as he thought of it.

“0Old Man Dawney's a hard case,
sheriff.” Le said.  “He boosted me off
the Double Bar, long ago, for no
veason. He put ¢ thief > to my name in
all the cow country, and never listened
to a word T had to say. "And the whole
outfit followed his lead. And now they
want to string me up. Sheriff, let me
have my guns back.”

Watson shook his head.

‘I puess your guns are in safe keep-
ing, Kid,” he said. “They won't get
you till they get me first,”

“That sure won’t take them long,
when they get going,” said the Kid,
“ Whero's your posse, sheriff 7%

Watson shrugged his shoulders.

“Yowre alone here?”

“Yep.”

“HEven

(‘Yep'!)

The Kid laughed.

“He’s got semse,” he said.  **Give
ne my guns, sheriff, and light out
yourself, You're throwin’ it away.”

But Watson shook his head again.

“Hark!” said the Kid. “You can
Licar them! They’re coming, sheriff {”

The sheriff was examining his revol-
vers. His face was hard and grim and
determined.

The roar from the plaza was doafen-

ing now.
Darkness had fallen wupon Frio.
plaza the naphtha lamps of

the

the gaoler’s lit out 7

Across the
the Red Dog flared and glared into the
night. Cowpunchers rode up and down
the1 rugged streets, with a wild rattle
© TEE Portrir.—No. 473. i

of hoofs and harness, loosing off inces-
sant shots. i 1
itself up into a fury—working up its
courage to rush the calaboose, in spite.
of the grim and resolute man who stood
on guard there. Not a man of the
sheriff’s posse had joined him to defend
the calaboose. Some of them, indeed,
were in the mob that roared round the
lumber building. In all Frio there was
only Sherif Watson to stand between
the captured Kid and the rope of
Judge Lynch, but he stood hke a
rock of the sierra.

“Lynch him!”

It was a deafening roar.

The sheriff stepped to the liiile
barred window and stared grimly out.
The Kid sat on the edge of the plank
bed and whistled again, a merry fan-
dango tune.

“That’s Buck Hawk,” muttered the
sheriff, as his eyes fell on a burly,
powerful man who was mounted on a
barrel outside the Red Dog, haranguing
the crowd., “I guess he’s the king-pin
in this business. I guess he will get
his firsk.”

Buck Hawlk’s powerful
ringing across the plaza.

“Have him out! And if the sheriff
chips in, string him up, too, along with
the Kid!”

There was a roar of assent.

Hawk waved a revolver in the aie.

“r we, boys!® he roarsd.

voice came

Foller
Who’s for Judge Lynch 7

Another roar.

“Lyneh him !

“That's the music!” shouted Bud
Wash.  “Have him out of the cala-
bhoose I”

“Have the Kid oui!” yelled Tex.

The sheriff gritted his teeth.

From the flaring lights of the Red
Dog the whole mob surged across.the
plaza towards the calaboose. And this
time, as the sheriff knew, they would
not be stopped. He had seen lyneh
crowds before.

‘I‘{e stepped back from the window.

idl

i

The Kid ceased to whistle. N
“They're coming,” said the sheriff.

“Keep where you are, Xid. No
hombie in that caboodle will get into
this room while T'm alive. I guess
that’s all I can do.”

“Cub it out, sheriff,” drawled the
Xid. “What’s the good?”’

“That’s my business.”

Crash! -

It was a thundering blow on the door
of the calaboose. It was followed by a
roar of voices.

“Sheriff |

“ Sheriff Watson!”

“Where's he hiding 7 roared Buck
Hawk. “Show yourself, sheriff. You
let ws in, or this door goes to blazes,
pronto !

Crash, crash!

The sheriff stood in the doorway of
the Xid’s cell. The passage ran past
the cell to the door of the ecalaboose.
The keen edge of an axe was already
glittering through the wood.

Crash!

The door shook and groaned.

Under the heavy blows of the axe,
and the pressure of the mob, 1t gave
at last, and flew into pieces.

The mob  of lynchers, with Buck
Hawk at their head, swarmed into the
calaboose.

The sheriff’s gun came up. His
steady eye glittered over the levelled
barrel. . .

“Halt thar!” .

The mob surged to a halt., In his
cell behind the sheriff the Rio Kid. was
whistling a fandango again, with never
a quaver.

“Back, you coyotesi” growled . the b

The Frio mob was working-

“sheriff on all sides.

sheriff, “You, Hawk; put ’em up.
You pesky gunman, i¥'s you for the
long trail if you iake another step!”
“Let up, sheriff!” rapped out the
gunman, “We don’t want to hurt
you; we want the Rio Xid,” -
“Lynch him!”

“I guess yow'll hurt me first, and
somebody else will get hurt, too,™
grm}_ted the sheriff,  “Back, T -teil
vou i”

“We want the Kid 1

“You want ten years in the pen, you
Hawk!” jeered the sheriff. I guess I
remember the Kid belting you with a
trail-rope for ill-using a horse. Is that
why you want him 7%

The gunman gritted his teeth.

“Stand aside, sheriff!”

“Not a step!”

“Foller on, boys!{» yelled Hawk,

And he rushed on, firing as he came.

But ‘the sheriff pulled trigger first.
There -was a fearful yell, that rang
above the roar of the mob, and Buck
Hawk spun over and crashed on tho
floow. ) .

With a’ gasping breath the mob
surged back. For a tense moment they
hung, glaring ai the sheri¥ and his
levelled gun, with the groaning gun-
man sprawling between. Then there
was -a deafening roar, and a score of
guns were thrust forward.

A moment more and the calaboose of
Frio would have rung and echoed to a
desperate fight—one determined man
agamnst a savage mob. But in that
moment the gheriff’s gun-hand was sud-
denly forced up, as his arm was grasped
from behind. ~And the Rio Kid's voice
called eoolly: -

*“ All right for you-uns! -Pronto!?

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Friends or Foés ?

HERIFF WATSON struggled
savagely and desperately.

But the Rio Xid held him fast,

and the Kid’s muscles were of

steel. His gun was forced above his

shoulder; an impotent bullet went tear-

ing through the wocden roof of the

calaboose. A second more, and the Kid
had knocked the gun from his hand.

“Kid!” panted. the sheriff. “¥You
mad gink! Let me go!®

The Rio Kid grinned in his face.

“What's the good, sheriff? Your
life’s worth savin' 17

“‘Liet nie go !’ roared the sheriff.

But it was teo late.

The lynchers came on with a desper-
atc rush. Hands were laid on _the
The Kid laughed
and let him go, and stepped back into
the cell. The sheriff, still struggling
furiously, was dragged out into the pas-
sage; and at the same time three or
%g{ pairs of hands were laid on the Rio

id.

“I guess this lets you out, Kid!”

Bud Wash, the foreman of the Double
Bar, laid his sinewy hands on the Rio
Kid.

“Correct!” assented the Kid. “No
need to be rough, gents; I'm coming
like a lamb!*

In the passage, the sheriff was still
struggling and spitting out curses.
Fatty Tick, grinning, drew a trail-rope
round him.

“Yowre sure out - of this deal,
sheriff;” grinned the cook of the Double
Bar. “Y guess I’'m going to tic you up
for your own sake, sheriff. You won't
do yourself any harm with your liands
tied.” _

Threa or four cowpunchers srere
grasping the sheriff, and the Double Bar
cook bound his hands together, and then
his “ankles. Then, the sheriff, panting
with rage, was cast aside, heﬁ:lesS.

Round the Rio Kid -the lynchers
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gafhcred, with tricmpharvt faces. He
made no resistan the cool emie
rever lels his f'-" Kid kaew bow
{2 take Lis gruel w Aith siiﬁ' upper |

Buu Wash bound Lis hands behin
Tax lonpcd the Lnd ol a riata

rour fromy the mob

‘kL!Iﬂf" him oub!”

e see the Kidi”

“let gol Kid, piouio!” rapped
t the foreman of the Double Bar,

“I guess ot your scrvice, gents!”
drawled the Kid. *leased to meet
rou u[[~—r'lort, pleas if I'd had 1oy
guns !

IIo wulked out of the cill in the midst
of the lynchers. He gave the bound
ghcuﬂ' a smile in passmg

“So-long, sheriff! I guess I've saved
vour life! Yeu'll “be glud to-morrow,
sheriff 17

“You fool, Kili” pmterl Watson.
“I guess you're p. ‘umb loco |

The Kid grinned.

“¥ou'd have been over the range by
this time, sheriff, if I hadn't hooked

your gun awayl’ he sald, “What was
the use?” .
And the Kid, his head evect and his

face swiling, walked out of the cala-
boose in the grasp of many hands.

The sheriff d"ae;fred wxldly at- his
bonds. But the irail-rope held him fast.
and the Kid disappe *cd from his eyoes
as ke lay struggling on the flocr.

Outside the calaboose a Lhundcmus
roar greeted the appeavance of the Rio
Xid.

“Hyer fe I5!

S Lynch him!

1

thent, Bud Wash held
sx gripped his  lef
o wen thronged at
surged.  Within calaboose Buck
Hawk, the gumman, lay groaning un-
hoeded—as wnheeded us he shellf" v;‘no
was canl u" 1 arid  Yeuss-words ot

the Iyneh-cr

There was & &:\\ar:z;ing at the Kid.
but Bud “’i:)‘ shioved back the too
eager.

© Easy,
foreman i tue Dou')!(, Bar,

The Kid eyed
his right arn,
Round lim the

coents—eusy 17 said the burly
T guess

o

we're doing this thing in order! Wke's
got the rope?”

“Here you . Bud!”  grinned
Mezeal Pete, the Double DBar.
“Rope all ready on the Kid's neck!”
“This way!” said Bud.

“Bring him over to the Red Dog!”
roared five or six VOlC"S. “Lynch him
over the Coorway!

“Qult that!” snapped Bud.
goin’ up on a tree!

01rme="’
The Rio Kid was marched forward
tarough the roaring crowd.

He walked steadily and coolly, He
noted that the Double Bar men -were
closing round him, keeping the Irio
crowd off from close uarters. ‘They
packed him like a guard as he crossed
the plaza. Men from other ranches-
the Circle Cross, the Bar-0, the Golden
West, and mnnv more, were shouting in
the ct‘owd along with the Frio towns-
men, tho loungers and punmen of the
Q“Loon;. Buat the Double Bar crowd

were nrore than twenty strong, and they
kepb together.  It. surprise "the Kid,
though hc took it with bis usual cool

“He's
Make way, you

lamp:,.

# YISITORS
heavy blows ofthe axe, and the pressure of the
mob, the door gave at {ast and flew into pieces.
The mob of lynchers swarmed into the calabooss,
S Where’sthe kid ! ¥ The Sherifi’s gun came up,

‘' Halt thar ! " he growled,

indifference. The men he had known
on the rvancinr where once Lis home had
been seemed keenest to drag him to tia
rope that was to end his trail. .Thoy
packed round kim, and every man haci
a gun in his hand; and tho mob md
let them take the lead in the aflair.
Past the Red Dog saloon tmv
marched the Xid, The moon  iwas
coming - up, and a silvery radiance
mingl led with the glare of tne naphtha.
Down Main Strect, to‘\zu": ihe
the lynchers mazvched the

open plain

FOR THE KiD! Uader the

(See Chopter 2.)

Kid, to wherc tall trees nodd
moon glimner
“You're wastin’
said the Kid.
iittle paseo thh wmy old pards.
“Lvnc,n him Y
The mob poured out of the town, and
stonped v the clump of trees by the sido
the mm?ecl trail,
'lherc., the Kid was halted
high horizontal branch.
ox threw the.end of the lasso over
the branch, and caught it as it cane

in the

time, .ub)."\“
“But Tm c‘mmm"

IR}

thiz

under a

down. The riata tmﬁcrcd and the
noose gave the Rio Kid’s chin a sharp
jerk.

“Up with kim!” :

“Pronto, pards!” drewled the Kid.
“The genls are gettin’ impagient for
the show.”

“Youre a cool ilittle cuss, Kid:”

grinned Tex.

The Kid smiled,
in his eyes.

“1¢ T had & hand loose and a gun in
it,” he sighed, guess some of thcie
ginks “oulll be hittin’ it for home, in-
stead of howling like a pack of coyotes!
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But the game's up, and I guess I'm not

sguealin’. Put her throughi”

“Up with himi” roared the Frio
nop, . )

“Bring the hoss!” shouted Bud
Wash. And a Double Bar puncher

czme pushing through the crowd, lead-
jay a grey mustang.

The Kid’s face changed.

It was his own mustang that he had
not-seen since he had left it free in the
Hueea hills, the day he had fallen into
he grip of the Frio sheriff and kis
oosse. The mustang whinnied softly s
he recognised his master, and thrust a
soft muzzle against him. The Kid's
face, hitherto cool and recklessly in-
dilferent, worked.

“You could have left that ont, Bud,”
he muttered. ‘1 guess you might have
scared up any old cayuse in the burg.
You ain’t a white man, Bud, to play a
trick like this.”

Bud Wash nade no answer. From the
crowd surging round the doomed Kid
and the Double Bar punchers came a
vell. They recognised the Kid’s well-
fnown harse, and yelled again as he was
hoisted into the saddle.

Bud Wash lifted the lithe figure of the
Wid iunto the saddle. The Kid’s face
was a little whiter now; the sight of his
horse, the one creature he loved in all
Texag, had shaken him for the moment.

But as Bud was placing him in the
saddle, he whispered, and his ‘whisper
electrified the Kid.

“Watch out, Kid!
my gat, ride hell-for-leather
Double Bar.”

The Kid’s cool brain swam for a
moment.

The next, Bud Wash stepped back.
He waved his hand, with his gat in
it. driving back .the eager crowd.

“Clear back, gents! Give the Kid
room.”

There was a laugh from some of the
lynchers. -

“Give himn room to swing.”

The Kid sat his mustang-like a statue.

The Double Bar foreman’s whisper
was still in his ears; hope, in the hour
of shadow and deatl, ran through his
veins like wine. .

His hands were bound behind his
buck; but that mattered little to a
rider like the Kid. Often had he guided
his horse only with a pressure of the
knees in ‘a wild crowd of steers. His
fect were in the stirrups: he eould
ride—he would ride, .if there was a
chance. But the bridle was held by
Tex, to lead the mustang from under
the Kid as sdon as the rope was pulled
taut and to leave him swinging.

The mob backed away, breathing hard
as they watched. -

“T'm givin’ the word!” shouted Bud
Wash. *“When this gat gocs, drive on
that cayuse, Tex.” .

“You bet.” .

A puncher pulled at the rope to iauten
it. The Kid caught his breath as he
felt the noose slipping. The knot was
not tied—it was a trick, He understood
at last, but his face gave no sign. Had
the Frio mob understood, a hundred
gans were ready to riddle the Kid with
bullets before he could escape.

+ But the 'Kid knew. '

He knew why the Double Bar men
had taken the lead in the Iynching now.
He knew that as soon as the mustang
started, the noose would slip from his
neck, leaving him free.

His heart beat.

“She goes!” roared Bud,

He lifted his gat high.

Bang!

The roar of the .45 was followed by
the rush of the mustang, led onward bfy
Tex’s grip on the bridle.
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The next instant the Kid should have
+ bean swinging at the end of the rope
over the branch. :

But the lcose loop slipped from his
neck, and he went on with the mustang.
Tex released the bridle, and struck the
animal a guick blow with his quirt. . The
mustang leaped forward into the crowd.

There was a wild swaying away from
bared teeth- and laghing hoofs, as the
mustang plunged into the-mob. Wild
yells and shouts rose on all sides.

Wash, and his own revolver barked out
bullets. .

But the Kid, though the lead whistled
close, knew that none “would hit him.
He drove on the mustang with his knees,
and the horse fairly tore through the
swaying, surging erowd, kicking and
plunging and snapping. . In a few
seconds he was through, and the Rio
Kid was riding for his life under the
dim gleam of the moon.

He left a roaring mob behind him;
yelling, raving, loosing off shots. The
i Frio crowd did not yet understand the

“Shoot, you ginks, shoot i” roared Bud

THE LEADING BOYS STORY PAPER.

| trick that had been played, and how |

their victim had been snatched from
them, under their eyes, by the Double
Bar outfit.. Bud Wash was roaring for
his horse, and the Double Bar men were
the first in the saddle te pursue the
escaping Kid. Behind them came a
crowd of Frio men who had got at their
horses. But the Dounble Bar men had
had their bronchos mear at hand in
readiness, and they had a good start of
the Frio crowd, and were close hehind
the Kid.

The Rio Kid rode hard.

Behind him the roar of Frio died
down; but he heard the thudding of
rapid hoof-beats.

He laughed aloud as he rede.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Back to the Double Bar!
6 ULL in, Kid "
P It was the hoarse voice of
Bud Wash shouting behind.

- A pressure of the Xid’s
knee's, and the grey mustang slackencd
speed. ) ) )

With a shout and  a clatter of hoofs.
the Double Bar outfit rode up and
surrounded the Kid.

Bud grinned at the Kid’s bright face.

“Hyer you are, you young gink.

THE MAGICAL CUP!
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Kid.

guess-it-was a close- thing—but. we've
pulled it off.” .

The Double Bar punchers cheered
wildly, waving their Stetsons. .

“You had me beat, Bud,” said the
Kid. I'd never have figured it out thai
this was the game. T reckoned you wis
all keen -on- -getting me strung up—
keener than the hombres in Frio.” -°

The Double Bar foreman chuckled.

“I guess there wasn’t any other way,
Kid. We couldn’t have hooked you out
of the calaboose without fighting "all
Frie. But I reckon "as scon as they
staried talking of Judge Lynch it was
easy going. . Them ginks in Frio don’t
savyy yet, but they’ve got it coming.”

He slid his knife across the rope that
fastened the Kid’s arms, and freed him.

The Rio Kid reached for his reins.

It was -like: & dream to him; only
minutes could be counted back to the
moment when he had been a helpless
victim in the grip of the Iynchers, and
now he was nding on the open plain
under the stars, with his mustang be-
tween his knees, free and light of heart.

Bud Walsh gave an anxious glanee
back.

Horsemen were pushing on from Frio.
é} m]‘judrgld r]lsxen or n}llore had followed"

¢ Double Bar punchers in pursuit of
the Kid. . © P o

“This-a-way!” muttered Bud, and he
turned off the trail, and the punchers
rot‘lewaiqcross the open plain.

¢ ere are we going, Bud?” aske
the Kid. gome 4 shed

“To the Double Bar, I reckon.”

“You'll get fired for this, Bud.”

“Guess again,” grinned the foreman.

“0Old Man Dawney will fire yon, as
sure as shooting,” said the Kid. *He
won’t stand for me getting away with
it this-a-way, Bud.”

. “Farget it, Kid,” said Bud Wash.

Do you figure it out we'd have woke
up Frio without orders from the boss?”

The Kid started violently.

“0ld Man Dawney’s orders?” he ex-

1 elaimed.

“0ld Man Dawney hasn’t forgot that
you hooked him away from the rusilers,
Kid. Didn’t he tell you, when you was
brought into Frio, that he was standing
by you?”

The Kid nodded, still amazed.

“I guess it was Old Man Dawney put
this up,” said Tex. “*Not that we'd
have let those ginks lynch a feller what
had run with the Double Bar outfit.
But the boss plannéd it all. We'd have
had to fight the hull town to get you
out of the calaboose. © But Old Man
Dawpey knew. He put us up to takin’
the lead in the lynching. Savve?®

“And I reckoned—" muttered the

“’Course you did,” said Bud Wash.
“If we'd let out what we'd reely come
for we’d be fighting all Frio at this
blessed minute. Buf bein’ as we was
yelling for vour bilood, they gave us the
lead. Pull in here for a spell, you-uns.”

The punchers rode intc a shadowy
motte and drew rein under the trees.
Far in the distance, they listened to
galloping hoofs. The pursuit from
Frio swept away under the stars, and
the galloping died into silence. Bud
Wash. chuckled grimly.

“T guess those ginks have gone,”” le
said. ““They’ve miesed us in the dark.
But it was sure a close thing.”

The punchers resumed theiy ride, the

) 'Kid in the midst of the hilarious crowd
‘I-of horsemen. Acrossthe shadowy plains

ithey -were tiding for the Double Bar
‘Ranch. : .
- THE END.

(Boys! There’s @ thrill in every line
c0f next week’s roaring tale of the Ria
Kid, entitled : “The Whip Hand ™)
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«L, 'rﬁﬁg‘j"?\g@ 2118 NAMEE At the Double Bar Ranch, the place where

he had once been a cowpuncher and
whence he had been driven out as a thref, the chance is given to the Rio Kid to clear
his name ! And you can bet your life the young outlaw takes it!

- Ri1o KiD!

gﬁpWAY This Week: The WHIP HAND!

HERE'S ANOTHER OF OUR‘ ROARING "WILD-WEST TALES, FEATURING THE AMAZING BOY OUTIAW,
THE RIO EID!

THE FIRST CHAPTER- “Y guess Um coming in for the Rio Iynching, T'm sure obliged 16 them for

Bheritf Watson Looks in ! Kid, rancher. onless you hands him out, | saving my prisoner. But if they figger
HERE * was In. elatter of ‘hoofs| pronto!” said the sheriff. on kkeeping him, wash it omt, rancher.
;1;11: d]_)’gggléng}?t-b“ihﬁO;,ltg”k “The Rio Kid?*® - - ] jf}le ”I\ld my game, and we want
Ol A5 ar .r ‘}“ 0‘;‘{50 “We gsure know he’s here” said { M-
an Dawney, in the rocker { Watson. “ We've come for bim, Mr. “1 guess yor can want.”
on the ranch veranda, removed his feet | Dawney. We want the Kid”
from ihe rail, and the black Mexican y A N Old Man Dawney spo ke quistly and
cheroot from his mouth,” and rese: -He |, 014 Man Dawney stared steadily at [eoldly. - -
leaned on the cedar xuil and looked the Fria sheviff, Watsan’s ruggcd brow darkeuved,
down at the bunch of horsemen who I you wemi the Kid, bh&nff you | His band rested on bis gun-holster «s
had drawn rein. should sure have kept mm when you i he sat his horse under “the veranda
Sherif Watson of F“f, stared up at | bad him,” he answered. * Vou had him | rails. The six men who rade with him
him from under the shadow of  his in the calaboose at Frio yesterday, IE bkad their hands on their guns.
bte‘ti?;n fllxs b;g.}x:c}oc}];,%ce was glruu. gl'i’\ilcg:rllol‘l‘_cr? ;f‘;‘;d lh,?Ok him out 2t's “Y reckoned that was the  game,
_Mmmxxx1 rihcrltﬁ'{’ %gmute( i “Ij , pera . rancher,” said Watson. *Dut it cuts ro
i g, ou're coming gro“~lﬁluc\i§at‘s‘;§)nre ‘Y:l%%letol)thaﬁl no\I\;;' }ru; with me. Enoui Tiuu ﬂt:l\.ndf f{)r
5 b Y & . oubie . I 8. \111 a prisoner oula nan o) i
TEE Porvran.~No. 474, crowd chipped in jest to save him from I jaw, tcmpg(\ Dawney.” ¢ : £e
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out,” said Old
o let & lynch
crowd take h You failed to pro.
tect your Pprizoner, Shenifi  Watson,
whether it was yeur fawé or notl.
Doublc Bar outfic had to save
_Lhe\y re keeping him.”
“Cat i out, mmhe“
and  we've come for the XKid, T
there's shooting, you take um blam:e.
You're sure a bw man in the Pecos
Valley, rancher, bub you ain’t so all
fired & mn' that wu can snap your fulgem
at the law., Vou'll hand over the Kid)
The rancher shook his head,
“He's here 7 demanded Watson.
‘I guess I'in not answering .
tions,” drawled Old .Ian Dawney.
you dgure vou can hook
hin: ot by legal process. (et an order
from Hdgc Pink at the counts town,
shori

take bim
ieily.

“1 did nob
Man Dawney

him.

We're heeled,

“While you put hitn on a cavuse and
ciart bLim zafe over the border into
Mexico ! snapped Watson.

The rancher shrugged ki broad
shoulders )

oW vancher,”  said
Watson. my meat,
dead or aliv im, and we

mean business.  Your outif surc put
the goods on Fiio last wnight; but you
“m 't fooling wae.  Where's tne Kid?”
“You jazp wilt heve to find Lim if
you ant him,” id thc rancher.
“The Kid's a pesky
and it was me that boosted him

allow;
off t ramn long ago. E!t since
then he has saved my life frow the

Blick Sack rustlevs, sheriff, and George
Dawney don’t stand for forgetting - a
thing lke that. Cuat 1t out”

“We shal! search the ranch for him,”
said the sherifi, ) .

“T guess Jnot. You won't step in‘o
this much said Old BMan Dawney.
“And tlmrL 5 a crcwd of punchers hyer
that will telf you so.

The sherift 'rl.,mu,d xoxlud

Twenty men of the Double Bar were
zathering on the spot, and they had
vifles in their hands Tue shoriff’s
posse exchangcd une glances, and |

woved oloser tegether
armed and ready to tight for the voung
outiaw if he was not banded over peace-
ably. But they realized that they had
to thmk again, if Old Man Dawney's
outit were preparcd to stand by the
Kid., A volley from the puuchers’ rifles
would have cmptled every saddle there,

Watson gritted his teeth.

“Tf you're puttin' up a fight for the

Kid, rancher—--"
"Just that,” zaid the rancher coo!l:,'.
“I guess these hombres will 1hmk

twice afore firing on the sheriff's posse.”

“{luess again, sheriff!” grinned Bud
'\\hsh the foreman of the Double Bar.

“You pull & trigger hyer, feller, and
youw'll never pull a trigger agin on this
side of Jordan. Wkhat Mr, Dawney says
goes.”

The sheriff breathed hard.

“Youw'il have all Frio at the ranch
afore sundown, Mr. Dawney. They
don’'t stand for allowing you to rtun
things ]&5(: as you pleate,  You'll get
burnt ont.”

“All Trio’s weleome, il they want bad
trouble,” said Old Mau Dawney coolly.
“T don’t give a continental red eent for
all Frio, with every other cow-iown an
the Ppc_os thrown in.  Hit the ua.n
sheriff, while the going's good.”

The sheriff of Frio looked at his men.
They had withdrawn their hands from
thexr guns,

“I gness they’ve got us beat, sheriff,”
said one of the posse. “It's a cincl for
them.”

“Thai's

Loss-cenise,” said the rancher,

The |

ltile fire-bug, I

They had come |

with a nod. Tiscep  your prisoners
wnen youwve got then, If o you want
wen,”

“1m net goin' without ghe Kidd” saild

Watson, *“lnis is too late 1 the aay

10r vou, Georgs Dawney. 1t was you
boozted the had o tnis  gol-darned
ranel, end turnct NI INTO an outlaw.

cotroned to 1 that the
Kid had cone what you believed; anpd
he sayvs e dudnt. BUt he's gone vnougn
since to hang a dozen hombh:, and we
want hux,  You started aumoas an OL;G-
law, and you can't alfer it now,”

The rancher's tace kardened.

S did the id ne injusiiee,” he said,
“What [ botieved then, I believe now.
But he's saved wy ife sivee, and I'ma
uot goin’ back on nim. er trudi,
sherit, while the going’s rruocl

“XNot without the Kid.

The Doubie Bar punchers excnanged
rlances, and the rifles were at a level.
It needed only a sign from O!d Man
Dawney, for the sheriff and his Posss 1O

1 never quite

iy

be swept oui of existence. plain
that the punchers wou ” or at
a sign from their b \\ atson
did uot falter; but b 3 wWers
not mede of the sume stery stu They
wheeted their horses and rode for the

trail,

* Foiler
Wash.

“Not without the Kid!” said Watson,
between his teetn, “I've got my duty
to do, and my duty’s to iake the Rio
Wid to the countr gacl to siand his
triel. Shoet’'n be durved to you!”

Whiz!

A rope sang in

on, sheriff!” grinned Bud

the air, and a Joop
dropped over the sheriff's shoulders,
The rope twanged, and the sheriff of
Frio was plucked from his zaddle, fall
ing with a crash to tac ground, 1.9\
the horse-breaker ran forward, drag-
ging in his lasso as he ran.

There was o bang from the sherifl's
Colt, but the lead was wasted as he
rolh.u over in the grip of the riata.
The next moment the gun was kicked
from his hand,

“I guess that fixes you, sheriff!”
grinned Tex. “I'd be sorry to sce «
good man like you cashin’ in his chips
for nothin’ i

“You durped gink?” rumed the

sheriff, struggling mz‘.dl\ with the rope.

There was a roar of laughter from
the punchers. A dozen hands grasped
the struggling sheriff of Frio.

Mr. Dawney smiled coldly from the
veranda. .

“Don’t damage him, boys! Ride him
of‘r‘ the ranch !

“Yow ]I hear agin of this!” raved the

sheriff,  “ By the “holy Wlohe, Tll bring
half Frio here and wipe out the bl

outfit!”’

“Ride him off!” said the rancher.

Bud Wash and Tex gripped the
sheriff and hoisted him into his saddle.
Tex leaped on his broncho and rode;
the lasso, still gripping the disarmed
sheriff, fed him after the horse- -breaker,
A roar of laughter from the Double Bar
outfit foilowed them as they rode, and
the enraged sheriff disappeared in the
bauch-grass in the distance.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Kid's Choice !

HE Rio Kid laughed.

The Kid, from a window of
the ranch-house, had been
waiching the scene the

veranda rails.

At the sight of the sheriff of Frio, the
Kid's hand had gone instinctively to his
belt. But the holster at his belt was
empty; the Kid's guns were gone.
The Double Bar outfit had saved him

at

from = the lynch mob in Frio, and
brought him.to the ranch, and the Kid
knew that he owed his life to Old Man
Dawnrey. DBut what the rancher’s in
tentions were he did not know yet. Hc
was unarmed, and he was ro$ permitted
to leave the ranch. Dut the Kid did
not worry. e had “slept soundly
thivough the nlgnt, and turned out cool
and cheery in the worning. Whatever
was coming, the Kid was sure to reer
it with & coal and smiling face.

He iaughed as he watched the sheri@d

ride off al the end of Tex's lariat. Kis
faugh rang cheerily.
Old Man Dawney was s standing by his

friend, as he had said that he sould
when fhn I\m W mken a prisoner into
The Kid bad saved his life at
the hands of the Black Sack crowd, and
the rancher was cot the man to remain

Telo.

under  an  unpaid obligation.  The
accotint was sgquare now.,  The Kid
\\‘ondu.cd what ~was cominr. He

wanied no more favours from the man
who had onee driven bim off the ranch
at the muzzle of a Colt. He wondered
whot ©Old Man Davoney's intentions
might ha, But he would not h_wo
waited to learn, had a chance offere
to reach the corral end his n"ubmnb,
snd ride for the Rio Grande,

But he was a prisoner. The deor of
the room where he stood was locked.
But the Kid was not an casy man to
keep. l

There was a rlick of a key, and ihe
door opened. It was O/d Man Dawney
whe entered.

The Kid gave bim o rather mocking
smile,

“Morning, rancher!” he drawled.

0uid Man Dawney closed the door
and sat on a pinewood settle, facing the
I0id, At a movement of the Kid, he
drew forward his gun-holster a little,
The Kid laughed.

“I've no gun,
ban‘vrmﬂ']v.

“1 guess 't not trusting you too far,
Kid,” said Dawney dryly. “T've saved
your life, and you know it: bat i you
get your ears up with me, I'd let dar-
hwht through you befot‘e you could say,

\0 sugar in mine.

“1 get you!” assented the Kid.
shoving his hands into his pockets.
“YYhat's the game, rancher! Have you
come here to chew the rag?”?

Qld Man Dawney nodded.

“T've come to talk to vou,” he said.
“You saw Wetson and his posse ride in.
They're gone; but Watson isn’t the man
to swallow it. He wid sure get you if
you hang on to the Double Dar. A

“My nustang’s in the corral,”
the Kid. “What's the matter
riding for Mesico?”

“]1 guess it’s not so casy. You saved
my life, Kid, and Tve saved vours.
But you're a gun-man—a bad egg—and
I guess 1 don't know that I _can lel
you loose on the plains again. Yowre a
bad man to let loose, Kid, and all the
ranchers zlong the Pecos will curse me
if I let you loose again!”

“They” sare will!” agreed the Kid.
“But you_sain't turning the Double Bar
into a calaboose, rancher 77

“Nope !”

‘Ynu 1l have to keep me or let me

* grinned the Kid. =~ “Better let me
go, rancher. I'm not a safe hombre e
keep around.”

“That’s

raucher,” he said

said
with

got to be setsled,” said
Dawney.  “1 was thinking of taking
you to_the county gaol to stand Jyour
trial. But I guess I might as well have
left you to Judege Lyr‘l,h .
“TRight in once!” assented the Kid.
“Vou washed out the Black Sack
THz PoFULAR.~No. 474
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crowd, and thst would count in your
favour, Bub 3

“Rut there’s too many ginks along
tha Pecos who are sure keen to gei me,”
caid the Kid.

“That's it.”

Tho Rio Kid shrugged his shoulders.

“I’'m asking nothing of you, George
Dawney,” he said.
to Look me away from Judge Lynch.

“1 never asked you-

THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PAPER.

the talk for a man who

and liberty in his hands,

“That is
holds your life
Kid

“It's the talk you'll gat from me!”?
said the I{id disdainfully, “Why, you
was piumb loco to believe  what you
did. A bunch of greasers held me up
when T was bringing the pay from the
bank in Frio, and got away with the
greenbacks. VYou figured it out that I
Iiid the money, and fancied the hold-
up!” The Kid: lip curled. It was
like you, Gecrge Dawney—you was
always a hard and suspiciows man. |
never did i, and if you'd given me a
show, I'd have got after those Mexzicans
and got back the goods. You called me’
& thief and drove me eff the rancni”

3y

If your conseience worries you any,
¥ecp 1n mind what the sheriff {old you.”

“And what’s that?¥

“That I never did what you believed
when you boosted me off this ranch
snapped the Kid, with a gling in his
eyes. “What I became after that, you
made me, 0ld Man Dawney.”

*Cub it out, Kid "

“You don’t helieve that?

"NO.’J

“Buit yourzelf, rencher. You always
were a hard case,” said the Kid, with
an amused smile, “I'd never have
robbed the ranch where I was raiscd,
and where I bad fricnds--even afler
T’d taken to the trails. * And you figured
it out that I'd robbed you when I was
a puncher - here, You was always a
hard man, Belicve what you like, and
be durned to you! '

THE Porvrir—XNb, 474,

“Cut it out, Kid—that talk does no
good ! he said. “ What I thought then
I think now.” -

The Xid geve another shruz, For a
moment he had bheen betrayed - inio
anger; but he was cool apain at once.

“Then wnat’s the palaver about i he
asked. *“¥ou've got me here.”

“I'm not handing you ¢ver to the
law,” said Old Maa Dawney. “And I
can't let you go free on the ranges. I
want you to get out of the country.”

¥ So that’s the lay-out?™ said :lie Kid,
with a grin,

“That’s it. Youw’ll get your horze and
guuns, and dollars in your pocket to seec
vou through. And youw'll light oub of
Tezps, and never ride back on your

word. T believe you'd keep your word.”
TV F Yeoogn IL G prmeea ae 23 b ] ol DI
Dd keep it H I goave it,” said the Ric

Kid disdainfully.

“Then it's a cinch?”

“TForget it,” zaid the Kid. “I'm nos
viding out of Texas, to please you or any
other hombre. Forges it.” ’

The Kid’s eyes glitteved, and his voicel

“You was a fool, rancher, as
You was)
I sworo I'd

vibrated.
well as -2 pesky caymse.
always too high-handed. K
get back on you, but »*  The Kid
broke off with a laugh. “I've let the
Double Bar alone. T was raised here,

and you treated me well once. That's
why.”
The rancher watched him with a

thoughtful look, but he shook his head.
It was not easy for an opinion once
formed io change, in the hard and im-
perious mind of the boss of the Doublie
Bar,

‘The  rancher’s brows couiracted
darkly.

“That's the best T can offer you,:
Kid,” he =aid. “I -ain’t -letting an.

ornety cavuse like you free on the
plains. It’s that or trial in the county:
wown. Horse and guns and doilars, and
a ride into ihe next State and a promise
to stay there.?

“Keep your dollars!” jeered the Kid.
“And T'm ireezing on to Texas! Now
what're you going to do, rancher 27

George Dawney rose from the settle,

‘'That’s’ your last word?” he asked

-quietly,



Every 1uesaay.

THE POPULAR.

“(orrect.”

“Then it's you for the county gaol,”
said Old Man Dawney, “and my
punchers will ride you there satre.”

He turned to the door.

His hand was on the door, when the
Rio Kid made a sudden spring—sudden
and swift as the leap of a cougar.
George Dawney went staggering as his
gun- was whipped from his belt by a
swiff hand. The next moment the
muzzle of the Colt was grinding into
his neck,

“Jest one yaup, rancher, and you're
dead meat !” hissed the Kid, and the
shout died nnuttersd on the iips of Old
Alan Dawney,

— 4 =

The Whip~hand! )
7 I \ HE bantering grin was gone from

face. His features
and grim, his

the Kid's

were - sef eyes

gleamed like polished steel, his
teeth shut hard.

The rancher, black

with rage, stared at that set, deadly
face, and was silent, choking back his
fury. He read death in the eyes of the
Kid, in his snarling lips, in the grind of
the gun-muzzle on his neck. The Kid’s
words were not idle. Cne shout for
help, to aslarm the punchers, and Old
Man Dawney would never have uttered
another cry but his death-cry. He
would have lain dead on the floor while
the Kid fought his way to freedom.
0Old Man Dawney knew it, and though
rage choked him, he was silent, staring
at the Kid with burning eyes.

“You've said your say, George
Dawney,” said the Kid, between closed
lips. . ow it's your turn to -listen.

You bring the punchers here, and you’re
a dead rancher, and I’ll take my chance
of fighting my way out. I'd be sure
sorry to pull trigger on -the galoots who
got me away from Judge Lynch, but a
man’'s life is his to fight for. Sabe?
Don’t drive me to blotéing out any of
your punchers, Cld Man Dawney. And
take it from me that yvou'll go first cver
the range. Sabe?”

George Dawney nodded.

He was cool, watchful, holding Lack
his fury,

“Your” game, XKid,” he muibtered.
“You was too spry for me. I oughta
never trusted you close. You'll pay for
this.”

“Sorry you yanked me away from
Judge Liynch ?” grinned the Kid.

DTt e b s e v ooy e

ANOPC ) wiad Was & uevs 1 1tad o pay.
But I've sure paid it now, and after
this, Kid, I'll hunt you like a wolf from
the Ilano!” His voice was hard as ice,
his eyes glittering.  “T’ll never quit
till you're strung up, I{id, if vou don’t
hand me that gun instanter !’

“T’1} hand you hot lead if vou blow
off your mouth too much!” said the
Kid. “No more than that! OCur
account’s square, feller, and I'm goin’
to hit the trail. Wourse luck for you if

TROURBLE AT THE DOUBLE
said tho sheriff.
Whiz !

rope twanged and the sheriff of Frio was plucked from his saddle.

you don’t leave me alone after,. By
gum! I don’t know what kesps me
frecm blowing your cabeza into little
pieces now. I guess I'd get clear, too.
You put the brand of thief on me, you
ornery cuss, you did! Now I tell you
again that that hold-up long ago.was
the truth, and that I’d never have

BAR !
“ )ve got my duty to do. ]
A rope sang in the air, and a loop dropped over Watson’s shoulders. " The
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robbed the ranch where I was ra
save my life! I tell you agzain,
gun at your head! What about
The rancher’s lips curled,
“Y don’t believe you!”
coolly. -
The Kid's finger seemed to quiver on
the trigger of the Colt.
“You're a hard case, George
Dawney,” he said, “but you’'ve sure got
grit. I ain’t putting your light out if I
can help. But my gum, if you get your
ears up afore I'm clear of the Double
Bar, it’s you for the long trail! You
wronged me, and I said ’d get back on
you, and instead of that I saved your
life. But it's cold business this time.
By the holy smoke, you give me half
an excuse, and the Double Bar will
want a new boss!” .
The Kid almost hissed the words.
“Youwve got me  fixed!” said the
rancher coldly. “It's your say-so,
till T get the upper hand; and then,
watch out!” : ’
“Step to the window
The rancher crossed to the window,
which looked ouf over the veranda.
The Kid stood by his side there, with
the revolver grinding on the rancher’s
ribs. But to anyone outside the ranch-
house they looked simply as if they
stood side by side at the window looking
out at the plains. ’
“There’s Mezcal Pete,” said the Kid,

he anzwered

.19

“ I'm not going without the Kid!::
Shoot'n be durned to youl

(See Chaplter 1.)

“(all to him, and tell-him to bring my
mustang from the corral.”
0ld Man Dawney breathed hard and
deep. L
“Tell him,” went on the Kid mock-
ingly, “that youre letting me run, a’nd
they’re to leave me loose. « And we'ra
i THE Portrar—No, 474,
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pariing friends. Teil Lim that, feller,
before yowre stopped from tellin® amy
hamtbre anvthing.”

The rancher grourd his teeth.

Almost_he resolved to take his death
at the Kid's hands, and trust to his
prnchers shooting™ the fugitive dqx_*.;n
befora he could get clear. But life
- wgs dear to the rauncher, and it was by
no means sure that the Kid would be
stopped in his flight. Looss, with a gun
in his hand, the Rio Kid would not be
casy to stop. Well the rancher kpew it,

“Vou hear wme sing?” snapped the
Kid. .
“It's veur say-so,”  muttered the
ranener, .

I opened the window and called o
Alezeal Pete, who was rubbing down a
horze near the veranda rails,

(13 Pﬂ‘te t:.'J

“Heilo, boze!” The puncher looked
rourd.

“The Kid’s goin’. We're parting
friends,” sald the rvancher. “Bring lus
Loss here from ine corral, Pete, and tell
the boys to let the Kid ride loose.”

“T'm swre glad to hear it, boss 1™ said
Alezeal Pete, “No homhre on this
ranch wants to hurt the Kid.” And he
cave the Kid, stending at the window,
a cheery prin. “TIl sure have your
cayuse here inside five minutes, Kid,
caddled and ready.”

“Pronto ' snapped the rancher.

Mezcal Fete stwrode away round the
bhuilding o the horse corral. The
rancher’s eyes glittered at the Kid.
Life was dear, but pride and arrogance
ware aliioss dearer to the boss of the
Double Bar.

“That goes,” zaid the Kid.

“Now git!” rmuttered O0Old Man

: “And as sure as there’s
sky wbove us, Kid, I’ll ride you down,
if I have to ride you to the Rockies.”

The rancher’s hard velce shook with

suppressed fury.

w're seeing me sale off the ranch,
T guess i jeered the Kid. “That’s your
hosy yonder, and you're mounting and
riding with me to the last fence, feller 1**

“Keep it ap while you may,” said
Dawney. “Youll pay for it all in a
lump when I gobt you where I want
you.”

“Hump i6!” said the Kid.

He marched the rancher out of the
room, the revolver close to his side.
George Dawney was swinging away
towards the door, but the Kid stopped
hin.

“Not that-a-way,™ he said coolly. “I
guess 1t’s us for your office, feller.”

Silently, but shaking with rage, the
rancher turned down the passage to his
business-room. A peon servant was
crossing the passage, and he stood back
tor his master to pass. The Kids
revolver was oui of sight now, but it
was ready to show, as Dawney knew,
He cid not speak 2 word to the peon
as he passed him, though lLie longed to
call to the man to yell to the punchers,
The rancher and the Kid passed into
the ranch office, and the Kid kicked tho
door shut behind thera. Qid Man
Dawney’s eves glittered at him like
points of steel,

“1t’s a hold-up?” he asked savagely.

“You've said i, assented the Kid.
“T guess T know Liow much you gener-
ally keep in that safe, feller. IIook it
out ! -

Without a word, under cover of the
gun in the Kid’s steady hand, the
rancher took out a key, and opened-the
big steel safe,

The Kid glanced over his shoulder
into it.

Coaolly he pointed out what he wanted,
His face wkite and drawn with rage,

Cld Man Dawney picked out the rolls
of notes, .

| UTen—twenty ! chuckled the Kid,
“You can afford to give awpky twenty
thousand deilars, feller, and “you ine
richest hombre in Texas!™

The rancher did not speak., Rich as
Old Man Dawney was, twenty thousand
dollars was a large sum to lose.- The
look on the rancher’s grim fzee might
have scared anyone but the Rio Kid.
But the Kid was enjoying the sitastion.

“Hand it over, {eller,” he drawled:

Tre Kid took the fah roil in his left
hand and dropped it into his pocket.
Dawney watched it go, and a quiver
ran through his musenlar limbs.” Bus
there was death in the gun the Kid
held.

“And that’s the galooi thab asked we
to believe that he never robbed me,”
saitl the rancher bitingly., “Tha¥’s the
howbre whe wounld net rob the ranch
where he was raised. You'ra going °
with thao roll of dollarz in your pocket,
Kid, Youli repent i
MY guess not, Walk, feller,” said the
Kid. " “Tm putting this gun in my
pocket when we get outside, Don’t for-
get it’s there. Youw've seen me shoot
through the lining in the old days,
ranchey. It's you for the long trail if
you try any shenannigau geme. Git!”

‘With his hand in his pocket on the
hidden gun, the Rio Kid walked out of
the office with the rancher.

Old Man Dawney went guietly and
sedately. He was under dog now, and
he valued his life, if only to get back
on the Rio Kid whep his tine came.
They stepped out under the ranch-
house porch. '

Mezcal Pete was [eading up the grev
mustang, saddled and bridled.

The Kid gave Old Man Dawney an
expressive look,
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“Saddle up my claybank, Pete,” said,
the rancher. “I guess I'm riding with]
the Kid to see him safe off my land.”

“Sooner the healthier, boss,” grinned
Mezcal Fere. “ Sheriff Watson will sure
be back afore sundown with a crowd.”

“I guess we're hittin' the trail lively,
Pete,” said the Kid. ¢ Walitin’ for you,

o

Mr. Dawney !
Old Man Dawney swung himself into

the saddle. His lips opened. One word
to Mezcal " Pete, one shout to the
punchers within sight, and a dozen
guns would have leaped from their
holsters to deal with the Rio Kid. But

ihe Colt in the Kid’s pocket bulged in
. and the glance of his steely blue

was ruthless. It was death tol
‘Ready, Kid!” choked the rancher.
The Kid swung himself upon the

mustang. - He rode close by the rancher.

“I guess I’'ll have to go without my
guns,” he remarked. “Sherift Watson’s
gobt my old guns safe in his office in
Frio. P'raps T'll call on him some
time for them.”

Mezcal Pete chuckled. -

“Ride!” muttered the rancher. The
position was gall and wormwood to Qld
Man Dawney.

13

So-long, Kid, and good luck !
out Mezcal Pete,

“So-long, old hoss!” .

And the Rio Kid and OCld Man
Dawney rede away from the ranch side
Ly side, and the Double Bar punchers
round the corrals waved their Stetsons
and shouted a cordial good-bye as the
Kid . went,

sang

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The  Rio Kid’s Farewell!
5 ALT right here!”

H The Rio Kid pulled in his

- mustang.

Five miles lay between
them and the ranch-house: round them
lay the rolling prairie, dotted with
scrubby sage-bush, ‘and herds of steers,
bat with no human being in sight. Old
Man Dawney had not uttered a word
during the ride, but his grim, savage

- face told of his repressed rage. He
drew rein.

“We part bere, feller,” said the Kid,
smiling..” The gun reappearved ia his
hand. “I guess Sheriff Watson and all
the ginks in Frio will never ropc me in
now.”” ’

The gun came up to a level.

- “ And what’s to stop e from geiting
back on you now, George Dawney, as I
always said I would?”

His eye glittered mockingly along the
levelled barrel at the rancher:
-George Dawney sat like a statue on
his claybank. Only a slight pallor
showed on his bronzed face.

; “What about it?” jeered the Xid.

“Shoot, and be durned to you!” said
the rancher grimly. )

The Kid laughed and thrust the
revolver into his holster.

“You're a hard case, - Old Man
Dawney,” he said.: “Harder'n your
saddle-leather, T opine. I told you T
never fingered the pay-roll that day;:
long ago, and that a bunch of Greasers
had "it. You never believed me, and
you don’t believe me now. I'm gomn’ to
make you.”

The rancher shrugged his shoulders. 4
. The Rio Kid drew the roll of notes
from his pocket. He tossed the roll
across to the rancher. Old Man Dawney,

in amazement, caught it, Ie stared
blankly at the Kid.
“You gink!” said the Kid. “You

sure allowed that I was cleaning out
your safe. Well, there’s your doliars—

twenty thousand.
. George Dawney?”
rancher only stared.
e Rio Kid laughed loud and long,
looked at the rancher’s amazed

":I tell you I was jestin’,” he said.
“You figured out that I'd teuch your
dirty dollars.  Take them and ride,

swung round his mustang,
wicher still sat the claybank

.

the Kid
Dawney called out: -

SEId T

The Rio Xid looked back, with a grin.

“Are vou satisfied now, feller?” he
drawled. .

The 2t tho thick »oll
.of notes in his hand. The
tossed the twenty thousand dollars back
to him, as if the roll was so much dirt.

Old Man Dawney's face changed. He

rode, ©ld Man

rancher locked

~was slow to believe, but he had to be-

lieve at las

“Kid, I'in a havd man, as you say,
T was hasty in believing
g9 you. Bu i
You was hasty,” said the Kid, “and
vou was hard—hatd as rock. You'd be-
ligve it still, if T hadn’t made you give
in. I tell you again that I never touched
the pay-roll that day, and a gang of
Greasers held me up and pouched it.
You ought to have taken my sword.”

“I believe you now, Kid,” said the
rancher, with an effort. ! Perhaps I
was hard. I was kinda mad with you,
and you gave me lip.. But I take yaur
word now, Kid; and by the holy smoke,
I'll take you back into the Double Bar
outfit if you'll ride with me. You've
given me a lesson, Kid, and I'm sure
sorry 1 ever doubted you. Ride back
and join the Double Bar again.”

For a moment tho Kid seemed to
waver. But he shook his head, with a
bitter smile on his handsome face.

“Too late, rancher,” he said. “1
aity’'t the puncher I was when you
boosted me.  I'm the fire-bug that’s
wanted by every sherif and town
marshal between the Pecos and the Rio
Grande. I guess Watson wouldn’t leave
me to punch cows peaceable on the
Double. Bar. It’s too late, feller, T
guess it's ‘me for the pen, if I hang
around where them ginks can find me.”

“I'li stand by you, Kid. The Double
Bar outfit will stand by you to a man!”

The Kid shook his head again.

“Too late, rancher. But if you figure
to part friends, there’s my fist on it.””

He rode back and put out his hand.
0Old Man Dawney grasped it. The hard
face was no longer hard.

“Kid, come back with me!”

“Too late. T'm’ hiitin’ the trail
pronto.”

And the next moment the Kid was
galloping. George Dawney, sitting his
horse, watched him out of sight in the
bunch-grass, and ther turned and rode
back to thc Double Bar, a deep cloud
on his face, and many thoughts working
in his miud.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Late Caler!

Y  OME 1n!” growled the Sheriff
. q of Frio. .

The hour was late.

The Red Dog saloon in Frio
was still in full blast, with naphtha
lights flaring. But the rugged streets
were dark and deserted. Sheriff Wat-
son, in his office in the calaboose build-
ing, had hecard o horseman dismount
outside, and there was a thump at the
docr, = The sheriff’'s hrow was dark.
That day he had been busy, and he was

Is that good enough tired t
' Dawney had sent him word that the

|
i

i

his door.

with hard riding. Old Man
Rio Kid was gone from the Double Bar,
and saved the sheriff another visit to
the ranch. Watson and his men had
ridden far and hard, seeking a trace of
the vanished Kid, but the wide plains
had swallowed him up, and they had
returned late to Frio, savage and dis-
appointed. The sheriff was thinking it
over glumly when the kncck came at
C He called to the late visitor
to enter, hoping that it was news of the
Kid. And it was—though not in the
way that he hoped.

The door swung open.

Sheriff Watson leaped to his feet,
reaching for his gun, as he found him-

'??!i 109,“_‘{3% at a levelled Cols, with the
o n1d’s handsome  face

bebind o grinning
ifi‘he Kid!” gasped the sheriff.

‘Put ’em up, sheriff1”

Slowly the sheviff’s hands went up
over hls__head. He glared at the cool
I\l‘g{ as if he could eat him. .

“’Efou here—yin Frio?” he panted.
1 guess, U've called for my guns,
shoriff, ,said the Kid cheerily. "

. ecl” muttered the sheriff.

Y Yowll hand them over,” grinned the
Kid. “T'm used to those guns, and I
wzmyt them. Put ’em over, sheriff, and
donn‘ iry any gun-play if you want to
see _tne sun risc again on Frio.”

He stepped forward, took the sheriff’s
Colt, and stamped his heavy boot on it
on the floor,

“I'm waiting, sheriff.”
| Wathous a word Sheriff Watson iook
the Kid’s walnut-butted, notched euns
from a locker and handed them over,
The Kid slipped them into his holsters
with a laugh.

“Thanks, sheriff. Youw’re sure an
obliging cuss, when a galoot has a bead
on you. So-long, sheriff! If you want
to see me again, follow me up into the
Huccas, and you'll find me at home.”

H@ tramped out of the sheriff’s office,
leaving Walson dumb with rage and
astonishment. There was a clatter of
hoots as the Kid rode away across the
plaza. Watson rushed to the door and
tore 1t open and roared.

“Ii’s the Kid—the Rio Kid!”

A horseman rode into the flaring light
of the Red Dog saloon. He rode wiih
his knees gripping his mustang, and a
.48 in either hand. Bang! DBang!
Bang! rang the revolvers as he rode by
the saloon, and the bullets crashed
through the windows of the Red Dog.
There was a rush and a roar.

“The Rio Kid!” .

Guns blazed and roared in the street,
but only the beat of galloping hoofs
answered. The Rio Kid had said his
emphatic farewell to Frio, and he was
gone, laughing aloud as he hit the trail
for the open plains. -

THE END. ’

% Ancther Thrilling Yarn
of the RIO KID
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