


THE KID'S GOOD DEED !

28’5 just like the Kid to go out of his way to hetp a fellow-corwpuncher in dire straits. Bui ke doesn’t expect to De mcae

. a scapegount for his pains. That’s

what actually does happen, hotvever !

4 ROUSING LONG COMPLETE TALE OF THE WEST, FEATURING THE RIO KID, BOY OUTLAW !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the Kid!

A HE Rio Kid had ridden south
I from Montana with the intention
of hitting the sheep country.
The Kid, like every true cow-

puncher, hated sheep, and all they
stood for—the barbed-wire fence and
the eaten-up range. Sheepmen he
detested, on principle. In his own

country of Texas he had secen many a

wide llano, once a sea of tossing
horss, tarned. into an ocean of woolly
backs. Bat Wyoming.:was. not his own:

country;. and if they raised sheep instead
of cows in Wryoming, it was no con-
cern of his, and he had no kick coming
on the subleot

The Kid told himself that he was hit-
ting the shecp country because there
men did not pack guns, and the two
walnut-butted Colts, that had scen ser-
vice—perhaps too much service—in his
Lhands, would be allowed to rest unused
in the leathern holsters. -

But perhaps he had another -reason
for striking scuthward, that he did not
tell himself. It was a far cry from
Montana to Texas; but Wyoming lay on
he way, and with long hundreds of
miles in front of him, he still felt that
he was nearer home‘ The grassy
plains of Texas, the murmur of the Rio
Frio, drew him. He was an outlaw in
his own country, and there men hunted
Lira for his life; and yet the longing
for his own country was.draswing him
homeward. But the Kid hardly reahsed
thas. He was going to see the shecep
country, anyhow.

Ii was characteristic of the Kid t‘mt
his way lay by the Squaw River and
the Squaw Mountains, .where no rail-
road had penetrated, and the tele-
phone wires stretched across country un-
inhabited for many a long mile. Rail-
roads and paved towns he dlshked but
he was likely to find neither in the "wild
region of the Squaw River And there
was cow couniry by the headwaters of
the Squaw—not the cow country he
kr'ew, grassy plains extending farther
than the eye could reach, dappled with
dark chaparral; but the cow country
of the uplands, Yittlo fertile valleys and
raoantan pastures. And local gossip by
road and trail had .told him of
trouble between the cowmen of Squaw
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Mountain and the sheepmen of Pawnee
Ford.

Krowing nothing of the rights and
wrongs of the trouble, the Kid’s heart-
felt sympathies went out instinctively
to-the cowmen: But. he had no hunch
to mix himself up in the trouble. He
had come to the sheep country to dodge
trouble.

Pawnee Ford, the sheep town, was
the Kid’s destination now, as he rode
the black-muzzled mustang by a dusty
trail in the sunset. There were several
roads to Pawnee Ford; and the . Kid
chose a hoof-marked trail in prefer-
ence. He could see the town in the
distance, backed by the mighty mass of
Squaw  Mountain ~-a mountain that
looked steep, inaccessible, in the dis-
tance, but the sides of which were split
into canyons, gulches, and deep valley
where there was rich pasture. The KJd
was not three miles from his destina-
tion, when hes made the sudden dis-
covery that sheep couniry might be as
perilous for unwary travellers as cow
country Something that fanned his
sunburm cheek flew from a thicket of
aspens by the side of the trail, and the
report of the firearm followed.

“Shudks [ ejaculated the Kid in sur-
prise.

It was poor shooting, for he knew
by the report that the marksman was
not more than thirty yards distant.
But the Kid did not give him a chance
for doing better with a sccond shot.
The report had not died away when the
Kid was off his mustang, and in cover
of a knoll on the other side of the
trail. There, through the opening of a

bunch of sas':a.fra.s, he watched the
trail, in rather amused surprise.

The man who had taken a pot-shot at
him was hidden in the aspens. He
had used a .45 Colt, as the Kid knew
by the report. That was a cowman’s
‘weapon—it was the gun to which the
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Kid himself was accustomed. The Kid,
as he bent in cover, cursed the sheep
country and his own folly. They had
told him that men did not pack guns
in the sheep country; and just now the
Kid was not packing a gun. The two
walnut-butted, notched guns, carried in
the low-slung holsters, that proclaimed
the gunman, had been left in “safe
keeping; and the Kid's only weapon
was the little derringer he carried in
the pocket of his chaps.

The Kid was not punching cows -now,
and he was in.a.sheep country; but he -
rode as a cowpuncher, in high-heecled
boots, chaps,. silken neekscarf, and Stei-
son hat. Cowmen, he had been told,
were unpopular round about Pawnee
Ford, and he wondered whether somc
ireful sheepman in the aspens hau
taken a pot-shot at him simply because
he obviously was a cowpuncher. If

it was. just a hold-up, the hold-up
pilgrim was drastic in his methods,
firing on a man from cover without

giving him a chance to put up his
hands.

The Kid’s faec set grimly as he
fingered the little derringer in the

pocket of his chaps. It was a weapon
bhe despised; but the Kid had not been

able to reconcile himself to riding
entirely weaponless, even in sheep
ceuntry, and he was glad of it now.
At a short range, the Vittle derringer

was as deadly in his hands as a .45,

The grey mustang with the black
muzzle lay down behind the knoll, at a
sign from the Kid. The wunknown
marksman was not likely to shoot his
horse, but the Kid was taking no risks
of that. He waited for the man to show
himself—as he had to do if he wanted
to push the matter farther. The open.
hoof-trampled trail lay between the
Kid and the thicket of aspens, and the
man had to cross it to get a bead on
him again. And when it came to that
the Kid had no doubt how the affair
would turn out. . He had “left the
walnut-butted guns behind him, but not
his skill in the use of a gun.

There was a trembling in tbe aspens,
and the Kid's eye glinted as he nofed
it. A Stetson hat came into view, and .
under it a dark, alwost haggard face,
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with a pair of keen, glinting eyes that
inoked across the trail. '

The Kid could have shot the man
down with ease; but he did not raise
his seapon yet. The man in the Stet-
con stared across the trail, and up and
down, evidently put to a loss by the
Kid’s sudden vanishing into cover.
The Kid grinned as he watched him.
Slowly, unecasily, the man pushed out
f the aspens into the trail. There was
rovolver, still smoking, in his hand,
nd a look of savage intensity on his
ace.

It was a clean-cut, rather handsome
face; but the expression on it at that
moment was savage and malignant.
There was a streak of crimson on oné
of the cheeks, as if a bullet had grazed
there. But what struck the Kid at the
first glance was that the man plainly
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was a cowman—boots and spurs and
Stetson hat and baggy chapercjos
showed that. It was a cowman who

had fired that shot from cover, and the
Kid did not like the idea at all. He
wwould much rather have discovered that
the pot-shot came from some disgruntled
sheepman.

The cowman siepped out intd the
open trail, and with a crouching, crcep-
ing gait, crossed it, evidently to seek
the vanished Kid in his cover. The Kid
allowed him to come within 'a dozen
paces, and . then he was on his feet in
2 flash, and the little derringer was at
a Jevel. .

“Put ’em up?’ said the Xid
pleasantly. D

There was a hoarse ejaculation from
the cowman; and in spite of the warn-
ing and the levelled derringer, he flung
up his gun to fire. o

Crack!

The gun spun from the cowman’s
nand, and there was a spurt of blood
with it. He gave a fierce yell and
staggered back, the gun falling at his
feet. The Rio Kid was on him the next
second, and the cowman went with a
crash into the grass, and the Kid’s knee
was planted on his chest, and the Kid
grabbed up the fallen gun, The muzzle
of the hold-up man’s own gun looked
down into his distorted, infuriated face,
and_over it grinned the handsome face
- of the Kid. .

“How about it, feller?” drawled the
Kid, .

i, —
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ride, Cowboy!

€ OU’VE got mel”
The words came in a husky
gasp.
. ~ “I sure have!” grinned the
Kid.  “Any reason to give why
shouldn’t hand out your ticket for soup,
you dog-goned coyote ?”

The cowman’s teeth set, and his eyes
flashed defiance at the handsome face
bending over him,

‘.‘Shoot, and be durned to you!” he
said. “You've got me; and I may as
well go out now as hang at Pawnee
Ford! Shoot!”

“Search me!” said the Kid.

He removed his knee from the man’s
chest, and rose, allowing the other to
rise, but keeping him covered with the
six-gun.

They want you in Pawnec Ford ?” he
asked.

“Yep.”
“¥You're a cowman, I reckon?”
& Yep'7,

’ said the Kid cheerily.
“And what do you mean by loosing off
~ bullet at another cowman without
warn‘ag, durn your hide?”

‘1 wanted ycur horse.”

“1 guess tha wasn’s the way fo ask
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for the loan of a hoss,” said the Rio Xid
chidingly. I guess T've a hunch for
refusing requests made in .that-away.
What do they weant you for in Pawnee
Ford?”

The cowman shrugged his shoulders.

‘““The sheepmen are up agin us cow-
men in this section,” he answered. “I1
reckon you're a stranger hyer if you
don’t know.”

“Sure,” assented the Kid. “I'm
from Texas.”

The man’s look of savage, sullen de-
fiance changed, and he eyed the Kid
searchingly.” :

“You're a cowman,” he said. ‘I was
desperate, or I wouldn’t have pulled on
vou for your horse. It’s a necktie party
if they get me in Pawnee Ford. I guess
T'm expecting to hear their horses at
any minute—I dodged them 'in the
valley, but they’re after mie. Yon won’t
hand over a cowpnacher to be strung
up by sheepmen.” -

“Not on your life!” said the Rio Kid
promptly.

He paused. :

A puncher in flight from sheepmen,
dismounted and desperate, appealed to
all the Kid’s sympathy, and he could
see that the tale was true; it was plain
that the man was a hunted and desper-
ate fugitive. The Kid was the man to
help him escape, at- any- risk, without
asking questions, willing to take it for
granted that the sheepmen were the
aggressors, or, at least, had- deserved
anything that had come to them. But
he did not like that shooting from cover.
The Kid had been a fugitive himself
more than once, and perhaps was too
willing 't6 make allowances for lawless
methods in such a plight; buf shooting
an unwary man down for his horse was
“yellow ”-—it was the kind of thing that
got the Kid’s goat. The fellow was a
cowman and up against the sheepmen,
and so far, so good; but there was a
vellow streak in him to malke him act
as he had done. :

And so the Kid paused and thought

it out.

From somewhere in the distance came
the echoing of horses® hoofs. The cow-
man gave a sudden, convulsive start.

*They’re coming !” he said hoarsely.

That settled it, for the Xid.

“VYou sure played it low-down, feller,
when you pulled trigger on a galout
without warning,” he said.” “We don’t
stand for that in Texas.. But I ain’t
handing over any cowpuncher to sheep-
men to be strung up. I'm lending you
my horse.”

The cowman’s eyes blazed.

“You’re a white man,” he panted.
“J tell you I'm a dead man if I den’t
get a cayuse io carry me to Squaw
Mountain. You come up there any day
and you’ll find your horse safe and sound
—ask any galoot in Squaw Mountain for
Juad Starbuck.”

The Xid smiled whimsically. He had
been -three or four days in the sheep
country, and already he was mixed up
in the range war. He had parted with
the walnut-butied guns too soon! But
he nodded.

“Y guess I'll remember! Take care of
that cayuse—he will carry you as far
and as fast as you want, so long as you
don’t use whip or spur; if you do, leak
out for his teeth; "he’s some fighter.
Here’s your gun, and I guess you’d
better beat it lively.”

Starbuck stood quite still for a
moment, as if unable to believe in his
good luck. But the Kid pushed him im-
patiently towards the horse.

‘““Ride, cowboy, ride !’> he exclaimed.’

Starbuck threw himself into the saddle
and grasped the  reins. The grey
mustang did not §tir. His dark eyes
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turned in surprised inquiry upon uis
master. But a pat and a word from the
Kid made him understand, and with a
bound he was gone _with his rider.
They plunged headlong through the
aspen thicket, and vanished from sight;
but for several minutes the shaking of
the aspens told the way they were going.
Then for a moment the Kid caught a
glimipse of a Stetson hat as the rider
vanished into a deep draw. . Hoofheats
echoed back for a few moments, and
then all was silent. The Sguaw Moun-
tain cowman was gone—mounted upon a
horse that was likely to show his heels
to any eayuse in Wyoming.

The Kid stood for some minutes in

thought. -

He was quite awarc that he had acted
unwisely, He had trusted the grev
mustang—his. constant and faithful

comrade—inte the hands of a stranger
who, as he kuew, had a yellow streak
in him; he had helped a fugitive to
escape pursuit, without knowing why
he was pursuéd. But he did not regrot
what he had done. There was a range
war between cowman and sheepman, and
the Kid’s Téxan heart went out to the
cowmen in the struggle—all the more

‘because he knew that in that section

they were outnumbered and likely o
come off worse in the struggle. What

-had Jud Starbuck done to bring the

Pawnce Ford citizens on his trail  Shot
up a sheepman, perhaps; and if it was a
fair break what was the matter with
shooting up a sheepman? The Kid
made a wry face as he remembered that
treacherous. shot. from the aspens. A
man with a yecllow streak in him might
not have given the other man a fair
break—certainly he had not given the
Kid a fair break. The Kid whistled
softly.

“You're a durn fool, Kid,” he said.
“You’re some gink, you are, sure.. You
hit the sheep country to dodge trouble,
and you horn into the first trouble. on

the trail. Yow're plumb loco, Kid—
that’s what’s the matter with you,
But ®—he  grinned—‘“the  sheepmen

ain’t lynching a cowman so long as I
can take a hand in the game, they sure
are not.”
The Kid pursued his way—on foot!
Going afoot was detestable to him, as

f to all cowpunchers, and the cowman’'s

high-heeled boots were made for riding,
not walking. But the Kid. had three
miles to walk, and he swung on his way
with jingling spurs. He was going to
bed down that night at Pawnee Ford,
and on the morrow he would have to
hire a cayuse to ride up into Squaw
Mountain and reclaim the lent mustang.

- And in Pawnee Ford it would be wise

not to say a  word about what had
happenecd on the trail. If the shecpmen
had wanted, to lynch Starbuck, they were
likely 'to be equally keen en lynching a
puncher who had helped the man to
escape them. The Kid was rather keen
to reach Pawnee Ford and te learn
what all the trouble. was about, anyhow.

The hoofbeats he had heard in the
distance, while talking to Starbuck, had
died out; the horsemen were not coming
down the trail. But from several
directions the Kid eould hear distant
echoes of galloping, and once he heard
faintly from afar the crack of a riffe.
More than one party was out, ke figured,
in search of the cowman from Sqguaw
Mountain. The Kid began te wonder
whether the man would get clear after
all, well-mounted as he now was. Hae
had to make a wide circle to get to

. Squaw Mountain and the cover of the

hilly canyons and draws there. The Kid
wished him luck, and, fed-up as he was -
with walking, he did not regret that he
had lent the cowman his horse. But the
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Rio Kid was not destined to finish his
journey to Pawnee Ford ‘on. ioob
Yuddenly from a fold of the _pl‘am‘a.
banch of horsemen dashed out info the
trail, and at sight of the Kid three or
four guns were levelled.

“We've got him, sheriff!” :

“We sure have!” A bronzed man,
with the. silver star of office dangling
over his grey shirt,
pushed his horse
closer to the Kid.
“Put up your
hands, puncher,
we've got you
surat”

— ek -
THE THIRD
CHAPTER.

The Scapegoat!
g HE Kid
_l reached . his

hands above
his head,
with a - rather
amused smile on his

tanned face. C

Sheriffs, in Texas,
the Kid had dis-
liked to meet; but
sheriffs in Wyoming
knew not the Rio
Kid,. or. his name
and fame along the
Rio Grande. This
was not a hold-up;
this was the sheriff
of Pawnea Ford
and his posse; and
the Kid had
nothing to fear—at
least, so he figured.

Four guns were

lifted. to shoot him
down if he touched

a weapon, and if

the Kid had wanted

to make a fight of

it, there was only

one bullet in the

little derringer * in

the pocket of his

chaps. But the Kid

was not looking for trouble with Wyom-
ing sheriffs.

He held wup his hands with the
meekness of a lamb, and smiled at the
hard-faced horsemen circling round him
on panting steeds. Every face held a
threat; but threats did not dauni the
Rio Kid.

“This hyer 1s a little surprise party,
I reckon,” he remarked pleasantly.
“Anything I can do for you, gentle-
men?"”

“You can keep your paws pointing to
the sky, if you don’t want your cabeza
blown into little pieces,” grunted oue of
the riders.

“Bure !” assented tho Kid.

“Rope his hands, Peterson,” said the
sheriff. ;

The Kid’s eyes glinted. : ’

“T’'l tell a man!” he said. *Ain’t
vou going to mention what you want?

I guess I ain’t aware of having trodden-

on any of your toes since I hit this
country, sheriff.”

The bronzed man
keenly.

‘“You're the man we want,” he said.
“You fit the description! I guess we're
going to show your Squaw Mountain
crowd that vou can’t shoot down citizens
of Pawnee Ford.”

“Search me !” ejaculated the Kid. “Is
it any good telling you that I've never
seen Squaw Mountain till this after-
noon, and I’ve never been ncarer than I
am this minute?” . o

“No pgood at alll” answered the
sheriff. “You can tell that tale when

watched his face
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you come to trial for the murder of

Billy Ward.” :
“1 sure neve

sheriff.”

rcard the name before,

“Can 1it,” interrupted. one of the
riders. “What's the good of that,
puncher? You're the man, and we've

got you!” : )
A looped rope was thrown round the

“We know it was a puncher,® said
the sheriff. ‘““Five or six can swear to
that. We know his horse was shot ar
the ford, and he got away on fool. When
we find a cowpuncher on foot, I guess
we don’t want to know any more. If
you ain’§ the man, where’s your
cayuse?”’ :

The Kid was silent.

THE PRISONER !
He had a gun in his hand, while the gaoler brought in food and drink for the Kid.

Kid’'s elevated wrists. For a second his
eyes blazed, and he was terapted to draw
the derringer and make a fight of it.
It was not becausc all the chances were
against him that the Rio Kid gave up
that idea. These men were making a
mistake-~they were hunting for a cow-
puncher, whom evidently they did not
know by sight, and they had mistaken
the Kid for their quarry. It was a
mistake that could be set right.

The next minute it was too late. The
rope was drawn to a knot, and the Kid’s
hands were bound, and he was a power-
less prisoner. The horsemen sheathed
their guns, but kept round the Kid, the
man Peterson holding the end of the
rope that was fastened to his wrists.

“Take him on your horse, Peterson,”
said the sheriff. ‘We want to get him
gaoled before dark.”
~ “Ain’t you going to listen to a
galoot?” complained the Kid. “I keep
on telling you I ain’t the man you want.
Don’t you knowthe galoot you're after?”

“Weo're after the Sguaw Mountain
cowman who shot up Billy Ward,"”
answered the sheriff, “and I kinder
reckon we've got him.” :

“QOh sho!” ejaculated the Kid. 1t
came into his mind like a blaze, that
the sheriff’s posse was in pursuit of Jud
Starbuck. That was what the cowman
had done~the Kid knew now. He had
shot ' a Pawnee Ford sheepman. The
Kid's face grew serious.

“But sure you've got witnesses who

know the firebug by sight, if you're

after him,” he urged.

(See Chapter 4.)

Hec had lent his cayuse to the man
the sheriff was after; -but he was not
saying so. But a cowpuncher proceeding
on foot was uncommon enough to justify
suspicion, at least, that he was the fugi-
tive puncher whose horse had been shot.
The sheriff glanced down at the Kid’s
handsome boots. . .

“You ain’t walked fur in them
boots,” hc grinned. “They ain’t got
much of the dust of the trail on them.
I reckon you was mounted not long
back, puncher. Where's your hoss, if
you ain’t the man we want?”

“I guess I traded him to a galoot
way back on the trail,” said the Kid.
Starbuck was far enough from pursuit
now, hc reckoned. “A galoot with a
gun in his grip asked for him, sheriff,
and I was too plumb polite to refuse.”
" “Can 161”7 said Peterson. i o

Tho sheriff eyed the Kid again.

“I guess it might be true—if the man
happencd on him,” he said.” “I guess
he wouldn’t be pertickler how he got
a hoss. If we ain't got the wight man
yet, 1 guess we'll get him; and jest
now, stranger, you're going into the
calabcose at Pawnee Ford to make sure.
You’ll have a fair trial, and if you ain’t
the man, you're all right.” ,

“I ain’t the man, surel!” said the
Kid cheerily. “But Tl be glad of a
lift to town: I never had zny hunth
for walking. I guess I'll take that Lifg
on your cayuse with pleasure, Mr.
Peoterson.” i : ;

Peterson grunted. - .
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“Git ont”

“Any cuss in this hunch lending me
a hand?’ asked the cheery Xid. I
sure ain’t a frog for hopping!”

One of the horsemen swung the bound
puncher to the back of Peterson’s horse,
behind the rider.

“Beat 1it,” said the sheriff.

The posse turned back on the trail
towards the town. The sheriff’'s eyes
lingered on the Kid doubtingly, though
the other members of the party seemed
to have no doubt that they had the man
they wanted. The Kid caught his glance
and smiled.

“You've sure roped .in the wrong
brone, feller,” he said. “If I was the
man that shot up one of your citizens,
o you reckon I should be walking into
town, like you found me?”

The sheriff nodded.

“You sure was heading for town when
we got you,” he said. “I guess 1 was
thinking of that.”

“Them Sqguaw Mountain punchers
have surc got gall enough for any-
thing,” grunted Peterson. “I reckon

he was looking for a chanee to stecal
another horse.”

“Yep; that would be it!” agreed the
sheriff.

“Not on your life,” said the Kid.
“1 keep on telling you that 'm a
stranger here, and not the firebug you
want !

“You say you traded off your hoss to
a galoot with a gat in his grip?” the
sheriff asked.

“Clrect.”?

“If that’s the straight goods, that
galoot is the man we want. Where did
it happen, and what way did he take?
Take us to the placc and put us on his
trail.”

The Kid did not answer. .

“Play up to that, you durned Har!”
growled Peterson. “If you've handed
out the straight stuff, make it good!”

It was a fair enough offer; but the
Kid had not helped the cowman to
escape only to put his enemies on his
track, He made no answer, though he
Lknew that silence meant condemuation.

“Ts it a cinch 7 demanded the sheriff.

“Nix. I guess I don’t want to lose
this lift into town,” said the Kid
pleasantly. “I’'m sure plumb anxious

to get a look at a sheep town when it’s
got its little back up. I never reckoned
that sheeprmen had anything like a big
kick in them.” .

There was a growl anger from the
party—all of them sh&epmen. The
sheriff clicked his teeth hard.

‘““That cinches it—you’re the man we
want, and a pesky liar, too! Shut up
your bean box.» :

And the party rode into Pawnee
Ford with their prisoner, and the Kid,
cheery and cool as he still locked,
reu’jsed very clearly that he was in
as tight a corner as he ever had been,
even when hc had been hunted for his
life on the banks of the Rio Grande.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lynch Law!
73 YNCH him!”
I “String him up!” )
‘““Oh shucks ! murmured the
Rio Kid, with a - grin
“They're sure a bunch of ferocious
sheepmen in this section.”
Pawnee Ford was in an uproar. The
town was crowded with ‘men on foot
and men on horseback, all wildly ex-
cited, and there was a buzz of fierce
voices—which gathered to -2 roar-when

the sheriffi’s posse was seen riding *n

with a prisoner--and that prisomer a
TEE PoruraR.—No.. 497,

puncher. Wild and fieree faces sur-
rounded the party as they pushed their
horses slowly through the ecrowded
street towards the timber gaol. Fists
were shaken at the Kid on all sides;
ficrce eyés glared threats at hi
Thicker and thicker grew the erowd,
till the party were proeceeding at a slow
walk. )

“Lynch him!?

A hundred voices roared out.

Apparently, the man who had lbeen
“shot -up” by an unknown puncher was
popular at Pawnee Ford. The Kid
hated the thought that a cowman had
shot up- a sheepman without giving him
an even break; but the thought was
forced into his mind. It was for murder,
and not for a fatal fight, that the wr
known puneher was wanted ab Pawnes
Ford; the Kid began to. understand
that. i

Vet, as the exact identity of the culprit
was evidently unknewn, it was likely
that a mistake had been made. The
shooting-up could only have been seen
from a distance. Billy Ward, the sheep-
man, had fallen, but it was possible that
Starbuck had only beaten him to it; the
Kid fervently- hoped so. Only, as he
remembered  that- pot-shot from the
aspens, he was troubled. He did not
like to think that he had saved a man
who had shot down even a sheepman
without giving him a chance. -One cow-

man was bound to stand by another,

especially in a sheep country where the
cowmen swere in a minority; but there
was a limit.

A burly man with a gun fn his hand
shoved forward, and stood in fromt of
the horsemen, his face dark and fierce.

“Hand him over, sheriff!” .

“Step, it lively, Jim Ward,” said tke
sheriff. “We'rc for the calaboose.™.

. “Hand him over!”

“Lynch him!”? .

“This here puncher allows he ain’t
the right man,” said the sheriff. *“We
got to give him a chanee to prove it.”

“YWhat chance did he give'my brother,
Billy, when he shot him? Billy never
had a gur on him!” .

The Kid flinched. It was as he had
feared; Jud Starbuck had shot down
a man without giving him a chance.
The Kid repented him of the hasty
sympathy that had induced him to help
o rod-handed gunman to escape what
was coming to him. It was a mutderer
who was riding the black-muzzled
musiang into the wild recesses of Squaw
Mountain; safe now from pursuit, while
the Kid stood the racket for him. The
mob roared and swayed, and surged
round the halted horsemen.

“Hand him over, sheriff! We're
going ta string kim up right now!”

roared Ward.
“1 guess not!”’ said the sheriff. I
guess he’s my prisoncr. Stand aside!”
“Have him off'n that hoss, boys!”

shouted Ward.

“Cients,” saild the Rio Kid coo_lly,v

“give vour sheriff a chance. 1 ain’t
the man that did the shooting. I ain’t
packed a gun for days and days. I never

reekoned 1 should want a gun in the
sheep country. You don’t want to Iynch
the wrong galoot, gents.  When you
fgure it out afterwards that  you've
made a mistake, what about me?”
“1 guess you're the man,” snarled
Ward, “and you're a puncher, anyhow,
and you Squaw Mountaln galoots are
too free with your shooting-trons!P”
“But I ain’t a S8Squaw Mountain
galoot,” protested the Kid. ‘1 never set
foot an -Squaw Mountzin. I'm from
Texas.”? . T
Ward eyed him savagely. .
““1f you're from
of the gunmen that come to hide 'at

"them in this section now

‘way you

| round - the .Kid now.

Texas, yow're andther

Squaw Mountain because the law’s after
you,” he said. ‘‘There’s toc many of

17
“Lynch him !’

“He's the man, right enough,” said
Ward. “I tell you, we're going to string
him up, sherif!™

“I guess not,’” said the sheriff. “ Ride
on, men—stand out of the way, Ward,
and if you lif that gat, look out for
mine!” - )

The sheriff had a gun in his hand now.
Jim' Ward hesitated a moment, but he
stepped aside. .

“Pack him in the geaol, if you like!”
he snarled. - “I guess we'll have him
out before the sum rises agin!™ .

The posse pushed on their way to the
timber -building, the crvowd rearing and
swaying round, Thwe or three shots were
fired, but inte the air. The mob, so far
at least, were not prepared for a des-
perate affray with the sheriff and his
men. The sheriff gasped with relief
when the Xid was taken from Peterson’s
horse and led into the gaol. :

“This town is sure some excited,” said
the Kid, as he was led into a roem with
iron-barred windows. “ Lookslikethere’ll
be & necktie party in Pawnee Ford
to-night, feller I sure don’t cotton to
the idea.” )

“I reckon it’s likely enough,” growled
Peterson, ‘“‘and, I gucss, there ain't
many will try to stop them, arter tne
shot up Billy Ward, you
durned fire-bug i’

“And 1 never saw the galoot, and
never heard tell of him i} an hour
ago!” sighed the Kid.

“Qh, can it!’

The sheriff closed the door of the gaol
against the roaring mob.  OQutside, they
roared and surged, yelling threats—

.threats which, the Kid knew very well,

would not take long to be translated
into action. He had seen lynch mobs
before, and he knew how likely they
were to wait  for proofs; indeed, how
completely indifferent they were io
proofs.  What they wanted was a
vietim; blood called for blood, and the
fact that* the prisoner was a eownian
was enaough for them. The long hostility
between cowmen and sheepmen on the
Squaw River had come to a head with
the killing of a sheepman. Any Squaw
Mountain puncher who had ridden into
tewn that day would have been in
danger of lynching. Aud the fact that
the sher#f had arrested this young
puncher 6 susplcion, was proof enough
for the macb, so far as they wanted any
proof.

The Kid’s hands were unbound when
he was safe in the barred room, and the
sheriff “went through ¥ him with care.
He found the little derringer, and there

 was a growl from his men as it was

seer. :
“He sure said he never packed a
gun!” growled Peterson.

“J don’t call that a gun,” said ike
Kid lightly. “Was the galoot who was
shot up, pilled by a derrvinger, say 7

“He was shot up with a Colt,” said
the sheriff.

The Kid knew that. He had come
near being shot up by the same Colt on
the trail to Pawnee: Ford.

“Well, i you find a Colt about mue,
T'll 'eat it, gents,” and- swallow that
derringer after it,” offered the Kid.

They found no Colt about the Kid
but - they ' found the wad of bills in his,
belt. There was a buzz as the sheriff
counted the roll, and announced thag
they amounted to six thousand dcllays
Blacker: suspicion was in e\'eryv ‘f;;;
~“You a pﬁ?i’cher, and riding with six

. Continued opn page 28.)
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Saramy Bunter had just received a new football, and he
was about to try it out, when his brother, Billy, came bouncing
ap.  “Hit! Give me that ball, Sammmy ! 7 he bawled, < You
:an’t kick a footer for nuts. You watelh me play 17

But Sammy did not intend te give up his new footer to
Billyy He backed away against a tree, and held the ball behind
him, out of his major’s grasping graep. “* You go and eat coke,
Billy ! * he cried. “It’s mine!’? ““Rats!” snorted Billy,
advancing on his brother in wrath.

/A .
‘Al right !” snapped Billy, “ Take And he
ianded out a podgy fist, snd sent RBammy staggering back
against the tree. Biff ! Notice the ball between Sammy and
the trunk.  Now what’s gning to happen ?

that footer right into Billy’s manly lower chest with a crash.
“ Qooooeh ™ g Billy, end he lost his foothald. * Ha, ha,
ha 1" ehuckled Sammy. * Now it’s your turn to bawl! ™

H

L&, you ve
WINDED ™mE, ¥

| ReECckON
I GOT THE
REST OF OLD
BILLY THAT

Having hounced off tho treo q’a
pricked balloop on 1ho ground. -t Oh, mywtarsd >
> 1%nwinded 1 7 You ¢in. whistls
Sommy, -bmez.i}y.. i

B AT A,

"THE 41

1, 'J"‘I"‘;"}'M :

: ; was 3 breath
-Sazamy eeptured his fodter. mnoﬂ in tri h.baﬁkf'
Fechon 1 got the hest of old Billy-that imo 1 he warbled, s J

bovnced swny after that bonnring ball throuEl the trees o> 10
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IN A TIGHT CORNER!

With bars and locks bolted against him, and a lynch mob howling outside his prison, il looks as though the Rio Kid
has ridden kis last trail. But this amazing boy outliaw has been in tighter corners than this AND managed {o dodge

out of them !

and

deeper;
blows

‘THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Kid.
timber calaboose in the town of Pawnee
over the Bquaw Mountain and the
{a]l the growl became a deep, threafen-
the little building the sheepmen of
Kid, in a little room ten by eight,
handsome, sunburnt face was serious.
“It’s a cinch this time, Kid!” he told
Kid had escaped the sheriffs of Texas,
the unkindesi cub of all; the Kid felt
mob of sheepmen who were going 1o
Had they been a mob of punchers, the
“Lynech him 1”
on the
In the outer room—there were only

55 A
ANOTHER ROARIN
His Last Chance !
o YNCH him?” .
*8ho!” murmured the Ric
“Have him out!”

“Lynch him”

It was a deafening roar round the
Ford. .

Night had fallen—a soft, starry night.
A myriad stars glimmered and twinkled
Squaw River of Wyoming.

For hours the mob had growled and
shouted round the gaol, and at night-
ing roar, mingled with the cracking of
revolvers fired in the air or at the
timber walls of the calaboose. Round
Pawnee Ford and the surrounding
country were crowding, howling for the
life of the cowpuncher within. The Rio
between a barred window a a locked
door, listened to the voice of'he mob.

The Kid was cool as ice, but his
He had heard the roar of a lynch_ mob
before, but never had he heen in so
tight a corner as now.
himself. “I guess it’s you for the long
trail, sure!”

He shrugged his shoulders. The Rio
and many a peril by sierra and llano, to
find his fate at last in a litsle sheep
town in the sheep country. That was
that was an unnecessary gibe of Fate.
Sheepmen he disliked and despised;
sheep towns he detested. And it was a
Iyneh him io the branch of a cotton-
wood in the street of that little sheep
town in the back country of Wyoming.
Kid would not have hated it so much.
But to fall at the hands of sheepmen
got the Kid’s goat.

The roar was fercer
there were hammering
door of the calaboose.
two rooms in the little building—were
the sheriff of Pawnee Ford and several
Tre Poprrar.—No. 408.

. LONG COMPLETE TALE OF THE WEST,

—

The Kid's Close Galll

of his men. It ‘was the duty of the
sheriff, and of his men, to keep off the
lynchers and to save their prisoner for
trial.  That was a duty they were not
likely to perform. Men had ridden into
Pawnee Ford from all parts during the
afternoon, and there was a mob of
hundreds surging round the gaol now.
If the sheriff and his two or three men
resisted, their resistance was certain to
be swept away.

“If a galoot had a gat in
sighed the Rio XKid.

his grip!”

Crash! Crash!

The stout timber door shook and
creaked under the hammering blows
from without which made the whole

building shake.

“Open this here door, sheriff!” It
was the voice of Jim Ward, the leader
of the lynch mob. “Open this here door
before we make splinters of it1”

The Kid heard the sheriff’s voice
reply,
“You ain’t coming in, Ward! Look

out for my gun if you bu’st in that
door 1

The sheriff's threat was an empty
one, and the Kid knew it, and the
lynchers knew it. The sheriff would not
shoot, mot that shooting would have
stopped that wild mob.

The door of the gaol shook and
groaned again under crashing blows.

A key turned, and the door of the
Kid’s cell was opened. In the outer
toom a lamp burned, shedding a dim
light; against the light the burly figure
of the sheriff of Pawnee Ford loomed
up, staring into the Kid’s room. The
Kid stood in the darkness, save for a
faint glimmer of the stars at the barred
window,

“They’re coming, hombre,” said the

sheriff. “I reckon you gotta make up
your mind to it. I can’t stand off that
crowd.”

“You sure can’t, feller!” assented the
Kid. “And you sure ain’t got the sand
to try, neither!” .

The sheriff scowled. Tt was his duty
to defend the calaboose against a lynch
mob at the ecost of his life, as he well
knew. But to go down under the

bullats and trampling feet of the crowd
{Copyright in the United States of America).

RRING THE RIO KID, BOY OUTLAW !
was not to the taste of the sheriff of
Pawnee Ford. Neither was he disposed
to pull trigger on. his fellow-citizens,
men he knew and lived with, for the

sake of an unknown cowpuncher. Cow-
punchers were not popular in the sheep
town, anyway, and this particular cow-
puncher was accused of having shot up
a sheepman. The sheriff was going to
let the mob work their will nnresisted,
but he had a sense of shame in doing so
and he was glad of an excuse to be

angry.
“That sort of talk won't do you no
good, puncher!” he snapped. “You

sure asked for 1 when you came to
Pawnee ¥ord. I reckon it was you who
shot up Billy Ward for sure, and they
want you, and they're going to have
you!”

“I guess I never shot-up a sheepman
in my life, feller, though I sure would
like to shoot up a few now!™ said the
Kid. *“You ¢oing to open the door to
them jaspers?”

“Sure! They'll bu'st it in otherwise.’

“You're sure some sheriff, ain’t yon?”
said the Kid admiringly. *Good
enough for a sheep town, I allow.”

“That’s enough of chewing the rag
snarled the sheriff. “You've - got. a
couple of minutes, puncher; I guess you
won’t have fen seconds arter that crowd
glt in hyer. Make the most of it!”

Crash! E

The outer door shook and rattled,

“They sure sound as if they mean
business,” said the Kid coolly. I never
was wise to it that sheepmen had so
much gall. They’re sure an ornery
bunch of herders in this hyer little ten
cent town of vourn. With a gat in my
hand, and half a dozen punchers to help
me. I'd undertake to clean up this camp
and wipe it off’'n the map, sheriff. 1
sure hate to see sheepmen getting their
ears up in this style.”

“You're 2 cool cuss!” said the sheriff.
“Keep up your sass, if you want, till
they string vou up. -I—— Oh™

The sheriff broke off with a gasp.

The Kid was standing six feet from
him, his hands hanging idly by his
sides, his mammer ccol and unconcerned.
The sheriff was armed; ihere were
armed men in the outer room behind
him. But with a spring like that of a
mountain cougar, the Xid suddenly
crossed the space between him and the
sheriff. and the burly man reeled in
the Kid’s grip.

’

3




Every Tuesday.

THE POPULAR..

Price2d. &

“You—-—" he panted.
bFis hand grabbed at a gun in his

elt,

A clenched fist that was like a solid
rock crashed in the sheriff's face, and
he dropped like a log at the Kid’s feet.
His gun was in the Rio Kid’s hand the
next moment.

Bang! .

Peterson, in the outer room fired. But
the Kid dropped on his knees in the
dark cell as he gripped the gun, and the
bullet flew over, him.

He returned the fite the next instant,
and Peterson dropped with a bullet
through his shoulder..

There were two other sheriff's men in
the room, but. with their hands on their
guns, they paused as the Kid leaped out
into the lighted room with his revolver
raised, and his eyes gleaming over 1t.

“Hands up !

He spat out the words.

There was a momeni’s
then their bands went up.
just in time to save them.

Crash! Crash' came the hammering
on the outer door. But, as vet, the
stout timber was holding.

“Get into that cell!” the Kid rapped:
“Take that galoot with you! Pronto’s
the word!”

“You durned cuss

“You tired of life?” asked the Kid
unpleasantly. “You dog-goned gink,
I'd shoot you up as soon as look at
vou. This hyer town is going to see
some fireworks before they string me
up, and don’t you forget it. It you
don’t want a front place in the funeral,
step lively!”

The two Pawnee Ford men eved him
like wolves, bus they obeyed, the
levelled gun and the gleaming eyes over
it daunted them. And they had not the
slightest doubt, too, thai in a few
minutes the reckless puncher would be in
the grasp of the lynch mob. They picked
ap Petersou and tramped in furtously,
and the Kid slamined the cell door after
them, locked it, aund dropped the key
into his pocket.

pause, and
it was only

£

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
For Life or Death!

¢ HUCKS!” murnured the Rio
Kid.

He knocked over the lamp in

the outer roora, and the in-

terior of the Pawnee Ford calaboose

was plunged into darkness.
" Crash! Crash! Crashi came ou the
outer door.

The Kid did not lose a second.

The firing in the gaol had apprised
the mob without that something was
wrong, and in a few wmoments, at the
most, enraged men wuould be yelling
from the barred window of the cell fo
tell them what had happened, to warn
them that the puncher was in the outer
room and armed.

But a few seconds were the Kid's.

He had given one swift glance round
before knocking the lamp out; one
glance was enough for the Kid.

At the back of the long room. facing
the door, was a window, shuttered, and
the shutters secured with wooden bars
in iron sockets.

That window looked out of the back
of the building; the raging mob was
gathered in front.

What lay beyond the Xid did not
know, and cared little; there lay, at all
events, a chance of escape and life,

He dragged the bars from their place,
and dragged .openr the shutters. There
were no sashes or glass to the window.

Outzide, under the window, lay %

fenced corral, and in the corral was
grazing a broncho; the horse that the
I1(1d had seen the sheriff riding that
day, when the posse had roped him in
on the trail.

The Kid’s eyes danced.

One rapid spring earried him through
the window into the corral, and he ran
for the horse. '

The animal threw up its
but the Kid’s grasp was upon it in a
moment. Saddle and bridle there were
none, but it was not the first time, by
many a one, that the Kid had ridden
bareback. He leaped upon the back of
the startled broncho.

““Now you " hit it
grinned the Kid.

There was a roar of voices, a sound of
running feet. Yelling voices from a
barred window had warned the lynchers,
and they were spreading round the
calaboose on either side, running along
the fences of the corral, or clambering
over them.

“Hit it, hoss'”

The broncho obeyed the hand of a
master.  With his knees gripping the
broncho’s, flanks, the Kid drove him to
a mad gallop down the corral, fo the
fence at the further end.

Cracikk! Crack! Crack!

Men had sighted the wild rider, and
were firing furiously, but the hasty shots
flew wild round the fleeting figure in the
starlight. Some of the lynchers, realis-
ing that the puncher was escaping,
rushed for their horses. Others swarmed
over the fences into the corral, yelling
with rage. Almost in the twinkling of
an eye, the Kid rcached the fence at
the further end of the long corral, and
with his knees gripping, put the broncho
to the leap. It was a six foot fence, and
the broncho fairly flew over it, and
came crashing down with thundering
hoofs on the other side. The Rio Kid
was on the outskirts of Pawnee Ford
now, close by the bank of the Squaw
River, beyond which rose the mighty
mass of Squaw Mountain against the
starlit sky.

Crack! Crack!

Bullets whistled through the air, and
there was a thundering of hoof-beats
behind: Already a number of the
lynchers had got to their horses and
were giving chase. Pawnee Ford was a
pandemonium of men riding and run-
ning, roaring and firing.

The Kid drove on the broncho fiercely.
He gripped with his knees to guide the
horse, in the manner of a cowpuncher,
and he had'a gun in either hand as he
galloped.

The wide waters of the Squaw River
stretched before him; and to ride along
the bank was to be cut off by the
swarming mob behind. Without a
second’s hesitation, the Xid put the horse
to the river, and plunged headlong in.
That plungivg leap took him far out
from the bank, and then the horse swam
desperately onward in deep water. The
Kid shoved the guns into his belt now,
he needed all his care to make that des-
perate swim in safety. Round the base
of Squaw Mountain, the river ran hard
in a deep bend. Somewhere there was
a ford, from which the town took its
name, but the ¥id had not struck the
ford. In deep water e fought and
struggled onward.

Crack ! Crack! Crack!

Men were on the bank behind hin:
row, rifles as well as revolvers rang out
in a deadly hail. Bullets spattered in
the water round the dim figure in the
starlight. )

There was a sudden scream from
bronco, and the animal sank under
Kid. Two bullets had struck it at

head and shied,

e

lively, hoss!

the
the
the

same moment, and the next instant
the bronco was floating awayx half-
submerged, leaving the Rio Xid in the
water,

He plunged on desperately towards
the further bank. The swim was nothing
to the boy puncher who had swum the
waters of the Rio Trio in flood. But
round him as he swam the bullets pat-
tered on the water, and further down the
river, at the ford, a bunch of horsenen
rode hard to cut him off when he
landed.

With set teeth, the Rie Kid dragged
himself out of the stream, up the steep
bank that rose towards Squaw Mountain.
Once he gained the deep arrovos and
draws of that wild and broken hillside,

he would be safe—and without a second s

pause, the Wid ran on.

Strong and stwrdy as he twas, the Kid

was sobbing for breath, when he plunged
into a deep rocky draw, a few hundred
vards fro1}1 the river, and dropped
breathless into a clump of mesquite.
) Hoof-beats rang on the rocks. The
iynchers had lost sight of him in the
shifting shadows of the broken country.
but they knew the direction he had
taken, and they krew that he was on
focy now. Five or six horsemen came
thundering furiously down into the
draw, and the Rio Kid lay low in the
bunch of mesquite as they thundered
by. There were two guns in hiz bels,
but they were soaked with water, and
he had no fresh cartridges. He lay
silent, while the horsmen rushed past the
mesquite.

Horsemen, and more howrsemen, came
sweeping Into the draw. Another bunch
began to spread round among the rocks
and bushes in the draw, realising that
the fugitive might have stopped and
taken to cover. Then the Rio Kid
stirred. Softly as a panther he crept
away, keeping in cover of rough rocks

where it was difficult for a horseman
to follow. From rock to rock, and
thicket to thicket, the Kid glided,

stealthy as an Apache. It was an old
game to the Rio Kid, which he had
played for his life many a time in Texas,
with envaged sheriffs and their men on
his trail. The trampling of hoofs and
the shouting of the disappointed lynchers
sounded fainter and more afar. From
the rocky draw the boy puncher gained
a rough and broken hillside, too steep
for horscmen, where there was cover for
a Imndred rpien among the rocks and
stunted bushes. And there, at last, he
stopped, even his iron strengtl: worn
down by his efforts, and threw himself
down in a deep crevice between two
huge boulders to rest, and wait for the
hunt. to slacken.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
©On Squaw Mountain!

HE Rio Kid grinned breathlessly
E as he lay in the crevice of the
rocks, resting, gazing up at the
starry heavens, and the towering
mass of Squaw Mountain. e could
hear sounds of search and pursuit, but
in the far distance, It was obvious that
the enemy had lost all track of him, and
they were not likely to find it till day-
light. Sheepmen, he reflected, would
never be able to pick up a light trail
over rocky grouad at night. Kven an
experienced plainsman might have been
perplexed to pick up the Kid's trail, as
a matter of fact.
For the present, at least, he was
secure from pursuit; and he lay there
esting, comten:, with a cheery grin on
his face, waiting for the dawn. At the
first gleam of daylight he intended to
pick his way up the mountain. where
a refuge awaited hima among the cow-
THi £oPTLAR.—No. 498,
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men who were ab
almost open war
with the sheepnien
of the low country.
The breathless peril
through which he
had passed left no
effect on the Xid,
save to make him

smilte. Shecpmen
were not fated to
get b he Texas

puncher; he
snapped his fingers
at the whole shecp
country.

At dawn he would
try finding his way
to the cow-country
higher up the great
nmountain. Along
grails he had heard
many stories of the
cowmen of Squaw
Mountain, and their
feuds with the sheep-
Most of the

men.
storics, it was true,
were to the dis-
credit of Squaw
Mountain and iis

denizens—the  men
of the plains looked
on them as a nest
of ‘gunmen and
border ruffians. But
the Kid did not. be-
sieve all he hcard,
all the more he-
cause his sympa-
thies naturally ran
to the side of the
cowmen. o w-
.country on those
rugged mountain slopes was not the cow-
country the Kid knew, of vast grassy
plains and endless mesas. Little val-
leys and patches of gﬂ.sture at the
bottom of arroyos fed the scanty herds
of the Squaw Mountain cowmen;
right or wrong they had been driven
from the low plains by the all-devouring
sheep. It was said on the trails that
Squaw Mountain was the refuge for
desperadoes from all parts, evading the
law; but if it was so, the Kid had no
kick coming on that subject.

He was an outlaw himself in his own
country. The Squaw Mountain puncners
were said to pack guns and to be only
too ready on the draw; but the kid
could find excuses for the wrath-of the
cowmen who saw the ranges eaten up by
sheep, and beef driven: out by mution.

He grinned as he  thought over the
situation. He had left his own walnut-
butted guns behind when he rode into
the sheep country—a peaceable country
where he did not neced to pack a gun.
And this was the outcome of that! TIle
had lent his horse to Jud Starbuck, the
puncher of Squaw Mountain who had
shot up a shecepman and was hunted for
his life, and had been arrested in the
place of the fugitive—and all Pawnee
Tord was still hunting for him with
deadly intent. If this was the peace-
fulness of the shcep country, the XKid
opined, it hadn’t much on the cow
country. But he told himself that it
was just his luck to be riding through
the sheep lands when a rangc war was
on, and to get mixed up In 1t. If therc
was any frouble stirring, the Rio I<id
scemed fated to horn into it, whether
he liked it or not.

He was more than fed up with sheep
and sheepmen, and he asked rnothing
setter than to ride out. But first he had

his head grimly.

LOOKING FOR THE KID !
the open door hid him.
% Mind how you talk, my man ! *’ cautioned the sheriff.
of a cowman’s boots jest cutside your gate, which weren’t there this morning.””

{0 reclaim the black-muzzled lesiaxxg‘,4
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hich he had lent Starbuck to escape
upon. And not till dawn could even
the kcen-eyed Kid pick his way up the
mountain and find out Starbuck’s ranch.
8o he lay and rested, and listened to
the distant sounds of pursuit far into
the night, till' they died away at last,
and all was silent save the wailing of
coyotes in the brush—though the Kid
was quite assured that the hunt was still
zoing on, and would go on for a long
time yet. :

Starbuck of Squaw Mountain, had shot
up Billy Ward the sheepman, and the
Kid was wanted for the shooting; they
had the Kid’s description, and not Star-
buck’s.  What had happened at the
calaboose couid not fail to convince all
Pawnce Ford that the boy puncher was
the right man; they had more than half
believed it to begin with, and now they
would be certain. Once more the Kid
was on the wrong side of the law,
hunted by the sheriff; and he told him-
self that he might as well have stayed
in Texas, where matters were no worse.

But thet reflection did not dash the
cheery spirits of the Kid. Under the
stars, he lay at rest, and did not stir
till dawn was glimmering from the
castern sky. Then, in the earliest light,
refreshed by hig rest, the Kid rose, and
shook himseif, and started up the moun-
tain, keeping in all the cover he could,
and with his eyes warily about him.

It was not long before he struck a
well-marked trail; the trail of count-
less hoofs of cattle. This was the way,
he figured, that the cattle drives came
down fromn the ranchies on the mountain
uplands; and it was therefore the way
to the ranches. Tt was certazinly also
the way by which pursuit would be made
from Pawnee Ford, and the Kid was
very wary as he tramped onward and
upward.

When he looked back, he could sece

The sheriff stepped into the doorway.
s¢ You sean anything of that firebug ? *’ asked the sheriff.

Of the Rio Kid he saw nothing—
The Rancher shook
¢} guess I’'ve seen the trail
(See Chapter 3.)

the great plains spread below, and the
Squaw River winding, a streak of silver

in the distance under the rising sun.

Pawnee Ford was a collection of shacks
that looked like toy Buildings in the
distance. Moving dots in that direction
were horsemen, he knew. Pawnee Ford
had awakencd to an excited morning;
and scores of men were out in all dircc-
tions hunting for the puncher who had
so mnarrowly escaped the Iynch mob;
and the Kid guessed that it would be
shooting on sight if they found him—
even the sheriff was wot likely to make
a prisoner of him, after his handling
in the gaol. And the Kid unarmed, save
for two useless guns which he regarded
with a sorrowful shake of the head.
Higher up the trail, which ran up a
wide valley that split the mighty side
of the mountain, the Kid began to pass
bunches of catile—cvidently helonging
to the Squaw Mountain ranchers. There
were no sheep on the uplands; the cow-
men, driven from the low ranges, stiil
had the mountain slopes. Bunches of
pasturing cows gladdened the Kid's eye:
in the clear sunny morning he would
have been happy, had he been astride a
horse. But no puncher could be happy
on foot. He came suddenly in sight of
a building—a ranch. he reckoned these
north-country galoots would call it; it
was what the Kid called a shack. It
was a rough building of boards, nailed
to beams, repaired here and there with
more boards taken from packing-cascs;
here and there even with flat sheets of
tin, cut from old beef-cans. A spring
bubbled and rippled near the building
—the reason for its location there. There
was a rude fence and a tumbling gate
before the shack; and past it ran the
traill up the mountain—and on the trail,
as the Kid did nct {ail to observe, were
the fresh prints of hoofs. Horsemen
had.ridden past the shack before him;
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which meant to the Kid that Pawnee
Ford pursuers were ahead of him,
doubtless knowing full well “ha,t refuge
he would seek. -

The Xid . paused at the gate, and
looked across at the shack. ~ He was
hungry and thirsty; and this was a cow-
man’s shack; and no cowman would
hand over a fugitive puncher to sheep-
meen, 1f "all he had heard of Squaw
Mountain was true. The sun was well
up now, and ‘the window of the shack
was open, showing that the occupant
was astir; and the Kid vaulted over
the shaky gate and walked up to the
building.

“Say, fellers!” called out the Kid.

Agbearded face looked flo'n the open
swindov

Kid. He grinned at

Al
and &

he ranchiman.

“Put it away, fc ler,” be said, good
humouredly. “You ‘don’t want  that
shotgun, sure. I figured that I should

wake up a cowman here, and I was
sure right.” :

The ranchman eyed him ~doubtfully,
~but the ¢chaps, the Stetson, the high-
heeled boots and spurs of the Kid, all
proclaimed the cowpuncher, and he
iowered the shotgun at last.

" “You the galoot they're after?” he
asked. .

The Kid did not nced

“they ” were. He nodded

“Sure!” he assented.
pass?”’

“The sheriff of Pawnee Ford and six
men rode by at sun-up,” said the ranch-
man. *They ;topped to wake me and
ask arter you. They searched the housc
afore they went on. You shot a sheep-
man 7’ ’

“They EHgure that I did,” answered
the Kid. “It’s a gol-darned mistake,
but I guess they don’t want a lot of
proof before they string up a cowman
at Pawnee Ford.”

“You've said it,” grunted the ranch-
man. “You step right in, stranger;
but I tell you, you ain’t safe here;
they’ll hunt hard for the man who shot
up Bl“V Ward and they reckon you
was that man. He grinned. “You
ncedn’t tell me nothing; I ain’t gone on
sheepmen, nohow. Hustle right in.”

The Kid nodded and entered the
shack, and he set down there to break-
fast, the best the lonely ranchman could
offer him. He weas out of the enemy’s
country now, that was plain; from now
on, all the inhabitants that he met would
be on his side, all the more if they
believed that he had shot a sheeprman;
thoun'h they might not venture to assist
him opgnh in the face of the sheriff
of Pawnec Tord and his posse. The
authority of the sherifi extended over
Squaw Mountain, in theory at least;
‘and resistance to him® was resistance to
the law, which the ranchmen. would
hardly eare to undertake; but all the
help they could give him, the Kid knew

to ask who
and grinned.
“Seen 'em

they would give. And when he had
breakfasted, his first regquest was for
cartridges; but his new friend shook his
head.

“I guess I uses a shotgun, and I ain’t
a Colt cartridge nohow,” he said.

You'll get ’em further up the moun-

tain. Where you hcading for?”

“Xver heard of Jud Starbuck?” asked
the Kid. s

The man started.

“Starbuck, of Hidden Hollow. You
bet! He’s the biggest rancher of

Squaw Mountain, and the quickest man
with a gun, too. You don’t want no
trouble with Jud Starbuck, stranger.”

The Kid laughed.

“I ain’t hunting trouble with him,”
he said. I lent him my horse yester-
day to get clear of the <%e~1, men, and
I'm after that cayuse, feller.”

“You'll find him 4t his ranch, I guess,
in Hidden Hollow. ‘Any galoot farther
on will tell you where that is. Great
snakes!”- éjaculated the ranchman sud-
denly, staring from the window.

The Kid leaped up from his beneh.

A horseman had stopped at the gate
and hitched his horse there, and was
already entering, evidently to come up
to the shack. 1t was the burly sheriff
of Pawnee Ford, The Kid whistled
softly. The sheriff was alone, having
app arentI) left his men still on the hunt
to return to Pawnee Ford. The Kid,
keeping out of sight, eyed him from the

window. The sheriff's face was unsus-
picious, ‘and 1t was clear that he did
not knpw that the man he sought was

in the shack, Tut in fwe minutes he
would know it. And the Kid was un-
armed. There was a deep grow! from

the ranchman. The Kid locked round
as the man unhitched the shotgun from
the wall
“Forget feller,”
hastily.
“That dog-goned sheriff ain't taking

it, said the Kid
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a puncher out of my shack to be strung
up by shcepmen!” growled the ranch-
man.

But the Kid shook his head.

“I guess I won't let you rope in all
that trouble, feller,” he said. “Put
that gun away. 1 guess the bang of 1t
would bring a dozen of the galoots on
to you, and you'd be shot up bef01e you
could say ‘no sugar in mine!” Leave
him to me. And 1f they ask you after-

wards about me, you allow that you
couldn’t say *Nol’ to a punchu with
two guns in his hands.,” The Kid
grinned.  “Leave that galoot to me,
feller 17

“But you sure told me you ain’t got
no cartridges in them guns!” said the
cowman,

“But I ain’t told the sheriff that!”
grinned the Kid.

The man stared, and th epn grinned.

“QOh, shucks!” he said. © YOL'L go 1if,
stranget. It's your game.’

The Kid nodded, and stood beside the
door, so that it would conceal him as it

Price Zd 5

A minute later the sheriff of

his

opened.
Pawnece Ford struck the door with
r)dmv whip.

Haho vou'uns !’ he shouted.
The cowman threw the door open.
The sheriff stepped into the doorway.

Of the Rio Kid he saw nothing; the
open door hid him. He stared at the
ranchman.

“You seen anything of that fircbug ¥
he demanded. = “Mind how vou talk,
my man! I guess I've scen the trail of
a cowman’s boots jest outside your gate,
in the mud, and they wasn't there when
I passed vnth my men this morning.
You get me? We know that scallywag

is .on foot now. You seen him?” The
sheriff's  glance rested on the rough
tahln, “W'lrmc bioon faocd ing a9 ho

e \man(ied with a sudden fash of suspi-
uo‘v his hand dropping to a gun.

X guess a galoot with two guns can
ask tor breakfast, sheriff, \nthout get-

ting ‘No! for an answer,” said the
cowman. The man whose little herd of
cows pastured within threc miles of

Pawnee Ford did not want to quarrel
with the sheriff, in spite of the unpuI\e
that had made him take hold of the
shotgun at sight of the disiiked official.

“He’s been here !” snapped the sheriff,
his eyes gleaming. “That durn firebug
broke out of gaol last night, and shot
up my man Peterson, and knocked me
senscless, too. Iow ]ons; sinco hc went?
Where is he? Lively!”

“Ilere, sheriff 1”7 drawled an easy
"oicc‘ in the soft dra.wl of the south, as

the Rio XKid stepped from behind the
door, and the muzzle of a revolver
touched the sheriff’s neck. “Tet go
that gun—pronto !”
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Hands Up !
ky UT ’em up!” smiled the Rio
Kid.

The sheriff of Pawnee Ford
gripped the butt of his Colt
convulsively. But he did not draw
it. The cold rim of steel touched
his brawny neck, and the Kid's eycs
gleamed menace at him. Slowly, re-
[uctantly, the sheriff released his hold
of the gun in his belt, and put his hands
above his head, his bearded face con-
vulsed “uh rage.

The Squaw Mountain cowmnan stared
on at the scene, silent, holding the
mirth that was within him. The Kid's
gun was empty, and he knew it; but
the sheriff did not know it

The Rio Kid’s manner did not indi-
cate that it was an empty gun that he
held to the sheriff’s neck. His face was
set and dark with threats; his eyes
gleamed at the man he covered with an
empty gun. . The official from Pawnee
¥ord trembled with rage as he put up
his hands, but he did not think of re.
sistance with a muzzle pressing on his
skin. And the Kid, who would have
been shot down like a prairie rabbit
had the sheriff taken the chance of pull-

ing, smiled serenely. i
“That’s better, hombre,” he said.
“Yeu're sure a good little man, and

have leaand to do as yowre told.
I\ecp em up, feller.”

The sheriff ground his teeth, and cast
a desperate ghxnco out of the open door-
way. At any moment men might come
riding up from the plain; partles of
scarchers might emerge into sight from
any draw or canyon . that split the
mighty tass of the ountain, But for
the moment he was alone with the Rio
Kid, and his rage was impotent.

“ Xou 1 hang for this!” he articu-
lated, in choking tones. .
] guess thats a cinch, anyhow, if

T POPGLAR.—NoO. 498




6 - THE LEADING BOY®

STORY PAPER,

vour crowd get me,” grinned the Kid.
“Keep them paws over your head,
feller 1”?

VWith his left hand the Kid drew the
gun from the sheriff’s beit. A glance
showed him that it was loaded in every
chamber, and he thrilled with the satis-
faction of being armed again. He
tessed his own gun into a corner of the
shack, and gripped the sheriff’s in his
right. :

“This hyer gun of yours is plumb
full,” he grinned. “A Colt forty-five.
Jest the gun I love, sheriff! You lend-
ing me this gun?”

The sheriff’s eyes blazed,

“You want to answer, pronto,” said
the Kid:

% es,” panted tho sherifl
“That's 0.K., then,” said the Kid.
“J sure hatc to take a man’s gun agin
his will; but if you're going to lend me
this gun, all right. You can have my
gun in change, sheriff. I yeckon youw'll
find some cartridges for it when you ges
to home. There ain’t any in it Jest
now.” '

“What?” velled the sheriff.

At the discovery that he had been
held up and disarmed with an empty
cun, the sheriff of Pawnee Ford almost
raved. He made a furious stride
towards the XKid, and his own gun
almost touched his face.

“Torged it, folleri” said the Xid.
“There’ll sure be a vacancy for a
sheriff in this country, if you don’t keep
rood. This here gun of yours ain’t
empty, feller.”

The sheriff controlled his rage.

“You durn coyote!” he gasped.

“Swallow 1it, hombre!” said the Kid.
“T'll borrow that belt and holster of
vourn to go along with the gun. I
guess T want all the cartridges you’ve
got. Your Pawnee Ford galoots are
gotting so fresh that I figure on having
to do some shooting to-day. Don’t
make any objections. .I'd surc hate to
spill your vinegar all over this shack.”

He laughed lighitly.

“You woke up the wrong cayuse
when you started in to hunt me, sheriff.
I tell you again that I never shot up
Billy . Ward, and .never heard of the
man till you told me. you wanted me
for drilling him. But I'll tell you this,
too. You warn your sheepmien that
they want to pack their guns and look
lively if they come after me. T sure
ain’t going back to Pawnee Ford for a
necktie party. I guess there will be
some shooting before they rope me in:
UPm letting you off cheap, sheriff, be-
cause I hate to buck in agin the law.”
The Kid grinned. “But you go home
and stay there, like a good little man.
I reckon you’ll lend me your horse?”

The sheriff quivered with rage.

PR I H N

I guess I'm borrowing that cayuse,
sheriff, and T'll send him back home,”
assured the Kid. “T veckon when a
galoot is fixed like I am, he can’t be
too particular. Youwro getting off
cheap, and you know it. Yeu'd have
shot me at sight if youw'd knowed my
sun was empty. Now, vou walk out to
that hoss in front of me.”

€ ve me here!
rapped the Kid; and the
sheriff took his longing glance from the
shotgun hanging on ‘the wall, an
strode furiously out of the shack.

He stared round savagely in the hove
of secing some of tho horsemen whe
were scouring Squaw Mountain for the
fugitive. But there was none of the
Pawnee Ford riders in sight for the
moment. .

The sheriff tramped down to the gate,
foaming with rage,  and wunder the
threatening gun, unhitched ~the horse
and handed the bridle to the IKid.

“I guess I'll get you yet!” he said, in
a choking voice. “T’ll get you yet,
durn your hide, and——"""

“You want to beat it,” said the Kid
placidly. “Nope, you ain’t going back
into the shack. I never did care- for
pot-shooting in the back frem a shot-
gun. I should sure hate to be peppered

23

all over by buck-shot, sheriff. You
want to walk down the trail, and if
you're in signt after I've counted four,
sheriff, I begin shaoting., Hit the trail,
feller 17 )

“I—I—Y—" the sheriff foamed.

“One!” sald the XKid.

The sheriff gave a desperate glare,
and turned to stride down the trail to-
wards Pawnee Ford. He would not run.

“Two!” came the Kid’s clear, drawl-
g voice. “Three

The sheriff quivered, but he strode on
resclutely, still disdaining to run.

“Four {” -

Involuntarily, the sheriff quickened
his pace. He was in the open trail, far
from cover, and under fire if the Kid

chose to pull And the time of

trigger.
grace had expired.

Bang!

A bullet spattered the dust from the
trail within an inch of the sherift’s boot.

Bang!

He leaped clear of the the ground in
startled alarm. .

Another bullet grazed his leg.

It was too much for the sheriff of
Pawnee Ford. Dignity was threwn to
the winds, and he broke into a des-
perate run, and ran for his.life. The
Xid, grinning, fired again, and shot the
hat from his head, and the running man
did not stay for ihe Stetson that spun
along the treil. Ruanning like a deer,
he disappeared at last round a bend in
the trail, leaving the Rio Kid chuckling,
and the cowman, in the doorway of the
shack, roaring with laughter.

The Kid waved his hand in farewell
to the cowman, leaped upon the
sheriff’s horse, and rode up the trail,
gun in hand, cyes on the alert for a foe
at every step of the horse, further and
further, higher and higher, into the
rocky recesses of Squaw Mountain.

THE END.
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THE KID ON THE RUN

¢ Cowrmcn stand by cou,nlen ?* is the motlo practised up in the wild Squaw Mountain.

And it’s fortunate for the

Rio Kid that this is so, fm' the clmae is hol on his heels, and the Kid is a stranger in a strange land !

ANOTHER ROARING
LONG COMPLETE
TALE OF WESTERY
ADVENTURE.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Ranch on Equaw Mountain.

HE Rio XKid looked round him
with interested eyes as he vode

the rough trail up Squaw
Mountain.
Seen from a distance, as the Xid
had seen it the day before, Squaw

Mountain looked a stecp and almo\u in-
accessible mass—a mighty mountain
blocking out the sky on the south side
of the Squaw River. But close at hand
the great mountain took on a different
aspect, There were casy trails on the
rugged sides of the mountain—deep
arroyos, where rich grass grew on the
banks of running streams, fertile valleys,
where big cedars shut off the blaze of
the sun, and aspens trembled in the
breeze, and bunches of cattle grazed
and found ample sustenance. In his
own land of Texas the cow country was
not like this. There it was a country
of rolling prairie and boundless mesa.
The Kid had wondered how the cowmen
scratched up a living in a country like
this, but he could see. now that therc
was rich feed among the roeky slopes
of Squaw Mountain. ‘With the prac-
tised eye of a cowpuncher, he counted
hundreds of head of cows on his way up
to Jud Starbuck’s ranch.

~ Cows always interested the Kid. A

landscape was nothing to him if it
showed no grazing herds. Bub it was
not only the herds that the Kid looked
ot as he rode up the hoof-marked trail,
the broad, trampled way by which the
drives came down ‘from the wupland
ranches. 'The Xid was on the watch for
focs—and he nceded to be on the waich.
The cowmen he passed In the shacks
or in the fields were fricndly enough to
any man who wore the Cha.pa and hlgh
heeled boots.of a puncher; but the
sheriff’s men from . Pawnee Ford were
hunting him high and low, and the cow-
men of Squaw Mountain, though they
might wish him well,
him against the sheriff and his men.
They would hide him and take risks to
keep him hidden. But the Rio Kid was
not the man to hide.

But the sherift’s men, though he knew

they were still hunting him, did not
appear on the open cattle trail.- Perhaps
they did not expect the puncher who had
escaped from the calaboose, in Paswnee
Ford, to ride in the open, 1n the broad
light of day. And when the suu was
elmost at the zenith, the Kid drew in
THE POPTLAR.—No. 499,
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his horse on the verge of a fertile
valley, and guessed that he had reached
his destination.

Hundreds of cows fed in the valley,
and he could sce two or three mounted
punchers in the distance. Far beyond
a ranch-house stood, and he had a
glimpse of a figure in the shady veranda
there—far distant. One of the punchers
sighted him and came riding rapidly
across the grass to meet him, with sus-
picion in his looks and his hand very
near the gun in his belt. Visitors,
apparently, were looked upon with sus-
picion at that ranch high up Squaw
Mountain.

The Kid watched him as he rode up,
sitting in his saddle with a cheery smile
on his face. His own guns werec handy
if he wanted them, but he did not
expect to find trouble on Squaw Moun-
tain from the cowmen who lived there—
only from the sheepmen from Pawnee
Ford, and of them there was no sign.

The puncher came up with a clatter of
hoofs, drew in his cow-pony only a
couple of yards from the smiling Kid,
and looked him over.

“Puncher?”’ he asked.

“Youw've sald it,” agreed the Kid.

“No hands wanted on this ranch. I

guess we don’t take inm strangers. You
want to beat it.”
“Shot” sald the Kid. “I guess T'll

beat it lively, feller, if I've come to the
wrong shebang.,  Ain’t that Starbuck’s
ranch?”

“Sure!”

“Then I figure on riding on to the
house and calling on Jud,” said the Kid
amiably, “Any objections to raise,
feller ¥

The man eyed him intently.

“I guess you're the galoot the sheriff
was arter this morning,” he said.
“He’s been up bere with his men.”

“The very galoot,” assented the Kid.
“T guess I had a close call in Pawnee
Foxd last night, and I had to say good-
bye to a necktio partly in a durned

hurry. That’s why I'm hyer, feller.”
“That's the sheriff’s hoss rou're
riding,” said the Starbuek puncher}

abruptly. “He was up here on that
cayuse this morning.”
“You - keep on guessing right,”

smiled the Xid.

“You rustled that critter?”

The Kid's eyes gleamed.

“T guess I've never rustled a cayuse
in my life, feller,” he answered. ““¥You

.don’t wani to talk that-a-way, or my
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gun might go off 1”2
The Starbuck puncher dropped his
nand on a Colt in a holster at his belt.

“PDon’t you get fresh!” he warned.

The Kid eyed him curiously.

All the way up Squaw Mountain, by~
trail and arroyo and valley, he had mét
with nothing but help and goodwiii
from the cownien hec had come upon. A
puncher in flight from the sheepmen
had a passport to their sympathies, as .
a matter of course.

But here, where the Kid had taken it
for granted that he would be more
welcome than anywhere else, he seemed
to be met with suspicion.

From the Jooks of this puncher and
the others in the distance, the Kid
figured that the Starbuck outfit were a
rouorh bunch. But the rougher the
bunch were, the more they might have
been expected to be up against law and
order as represented by the sheriff of
Pawnee Ford.

“You wasn’t expecting e
feller 7’ asked the Kid, puzzled.

He had not doubted that Jud Star-
buck would have warncd his outfit to
be on the look-out for the puncher who
had saved his life bV lending him his
mustang.

“\ope

“Jud Starbuck amt told you?”

“He sure ain't.”

“I guess he forgot it,” said the Kid.
“T’'ll sure remind him that he owes me
a maustang, feller.”

“You cluim to know the boss?

“I've met up with him,” gﬂnned the
Kid. “Didn’'t he come up here vester-
day on a grey mustang with a black
muzsle?”

“ Yep 2

“YWell, that was my cayuse that I lent
him when the shecpmen were on his
trail and his critter had been shot,”
explained the Kid. “I’ve come up herc
for that cayuse. I guess I ain’t humped
it all the way up this pesky mountain
for the pleasure of making your ac-
quaintance, feller. o if you'll get out
of the way, T’ll ride on to the ranch.”

here,
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The range rider, without stirring,
called to another of the Starbuck

punchers, who came galloping up.

“Hyer, Buck, this jasper allows that
he knows the boss and lent,K him the
cayuse he came home on yesterday,”
said the firsi rider. “He's the man all
Pawnee Ford are yelling for, and he's
rastled the sheriff’s heoss to get here.
I guess the boss won’t be jumpin' for
joy to see him on this ranch. He don't
want trouble with the sheriff.. But—7="

“He don’t,” agrecd DBuck. . “He’s
warned us about that. But cowman
stands by cowman, and I guess the boss
won't say no fo that. Hank.”

“He’s on a rustled hoss.”

“1 guess I'll put you wise,” sald the
Kid. “TI borrowed this hoss from the
sheriff, and his guns, t0o.”

“The sheriff lent them
ejaculated Hank.

“He sure did. He's an obliging little
man when a galoot holds a six-gun to
his cabeza.”

“Great gophers!” said Buck. “I sure
don’t savvy what the boss will say to
holding up the sheriff and rustling his
loss and guns. And they want you in
Pawnee Tord for shooting up Billy
Ward, too.”

“QOh, come off!” said the XKid. “I
was your boss that shot up Billy Ward,
and that’s why the shecpmen were after
him when I lent him my cayuse. The
Pawnee Ford gob after me by
mistake.”

“If that's true, the boss sure has for-

to you?”

S PO
£a100s

gotten to mention it to anybody,”
grinned Buck.
“He sure has!” said Hank. “You've

ot some gall, stranger, to come up hyer
with a yarn like that!”

The Kid’s brows grew grim.

“You galoots shoot off your mouths
too much,” he said. “I guess I'm going
on to the ranch to see Jud Starbuck.”

The Kid pushed his horse onward.

The two Starbuck riders lcoked at one
another and wheeled their horses, evi-
dently to ride to the ranch-house with
kim.

“T guess we'll take you to the boss,”
sald Buck. “I sure don’t care a
Continental red cent if you've shot up
half the sheepmen in Wyoming. But
we'll see what Jud says about it.”

“We sure will!” agreed the Kid. i

And he rode on to the ranch between
the two punchers, much perplexed by
this greeting at Hidden Hollow, and
realising that it looked as if he had
follen amonz foes rather than friends.

— e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Friend or Foe ?

UD STARBUCK, the rancher of
Squaw Mountain, was the man
the Kid had seen in the distance
in the veranda of the timber

building. He came down the steps as
the riders approached and stood looking
at them, a deep cloud on his rather
handsome face. They came up with a
clatter of hoofs, and halted.

The Xid mnodded cheerily to the
rancher,
“’Morning, Mr. Starbuck! T've gob.

here, you see.”

Starbuck eyed him.

“1 see you've got here,” he answered.
“And what in thunder have you got
here for?” ’

“What?”

“1 don’t know you from Adam!”

“You don’t know me from Adam?”
repcated the Rio Kid. “You don’t
know the man who lent you a cayuse
yesterday to get away from the sheep-
men?”’

“That’s the yarn he’s spinning, boss,”
said Buek, with a grin, *He allows it

was you shot up Billy Ward, and they
got him by mistake. Ide’s rustled the
sheriff’s horse to get hyer.”

“Borrowod it, you galoot!” said the
Kid.. “You want to pick your words
more carefully, feller, unless there’s to
be a vacaney in the bunch hyer.”

“Euough of that!” said Starbuck
abroptly.” “You ’uns get back to the
herd; I'll see to this galoot, and see
what he wants.”

Buck and Hank rode
with backward glances.

away reluctantly,
Butb they went

at once.

Starbuck did not speak till they were
at o distanco.

The Kid sat his horse, watching him.

His face was growing grim.

“Spil dr, feller!” he exclaimed at
last.  “I want to know what sort of a
game this is.”

“T reckou this ain’t a matier to be
shouted out before the whole bunch,”
said Btarbuck surlily,

“I don’t see why for not. You ain’t
keeping it a secrei up here that you
shot up Billy Ward down at the fown?”

Starbuck bit his lip.

“I ain’t denving you helped me some
now we're alone,” he said. “They'd
sure have had me dead to rights if you
hadn’t lent me your cayuse. But that’s
between you and me. I ain’t mourning

“over Billy Ward; he got too fresh, and

I let him have whal he was askin’ for.
Bat the sheepmen are sure mad at his
being shot up. I kaew that nobody
saw mo cloze cnough to know that ib
was me drilled him; and I ain’t telling
all Wyoming who it was. Savvy?
That’s got to be padlocked.”

“Tve heard in Pawnce Ford that the
galoot wasn’t given a fair break,” said
the Kid. *I reckoned when I helped
you that it was a fight; but thoy say it
was a murder.”

Starbuck shrugged his shoulders.

“All the more reason why I shouldn’t
howl out that I was the man who shot
him up,” he answered. “They got you
for if, it secms. And that goes. I ain’t
spilling what I know aboub 1t.”

The Kid’s eyes gleamed.

“You're leaving it to me

“Yep! 1 guess you can ride out of
this country, and you won't be any the
worse for it,” said Starbuck. ¢ IListen
here! There's a range war on between
us cowmen and the shecpmen down on
the plain. 13ut we don’t stand for shoot-
ing @ man up in Wyoming. T guess I
was pretty mad with Billy Ward when
I pulled on him. He drove a herd of
my cows out of a pasture I'd used for
vears, and I let him have it. I guess
he’ll never drive any more of my cows.
But the whole country will be up to get
the man who shet him; and T guess I
ain’t spilling anything. All they know
is that a cowman shot himn; and they’re
sure that you're the cowman that did it
—and that goes.”

“By gum!” said the Kid.

His eyes glittercd.

“T ain’t denying you helped me
some,” said Starbuck. “But you can
sure bank on it that I ain't stepping
into your place, feller, and asking them
sheep-herders to put a rope round my
neck., No, sir! They want the man
who shot up Billy Ward, and they’ve
got the law on their side. And the man
they want can’t hide in my ranch.”

“Bho t” said the Kid.

He eyed the man grimly.

When he had heard of the range war
in the Sanaw River district befween
cowmen, and sheepmen the Kid's sym-
pathies had gone put at once to the cow-
men by instinct. Tt was for that reason
that he had helped Starbuck to escape
from his pursuers. But he had suspected
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even at the time that there was a yellow
streak in the man. The “yellow™ was
very prominent now,

“1 ain't turning you down, puncher,”
vent on Starbuck. “T allow you helped
me some. Your cayuse is.in the corral,
and you can have him as soon as you
like. But you want to beat it pronto.
I don’t blame you none for rustling the
sheriff’s hoss to get away from a necktie
party, but this ranch can’t shelter a hoss-
thief. Get off that cayuse, and T’ll let
one of the boys take him back to Pawnee
Ford and tell them that he was found
wandering. T'll get yvour mustang.”

1 haid.

i

durn yellow coyote!” he said.
This is what I got for keeping your
neck out of the rope and putting my
own in it! I guess you'd have been
better pleased if they'd got home with
the lynching last night at Pawnee Ford.
That would have seen you clear.”

Jud Starbuck shrugged his shoulders.

“Chewing the rag won’t buy you any-
thing,” he auswered. “You want to geb
off that cayuse and get on your own and
hig it."”

“With all the country hunting me,”
said the Kid. “ You are sure wise to it
that il T ride down Sqguaw Mountain
again they’'ll rope me in.”

Starbuck did not answer that.

“I reckoned I'd lie doggo here for a
time,” d the Kid. “You've put me
into your place, and you ain’t got the
sand to stand by the man who saved
your life.”

“You can’t lie doggo in this hyer
ranch,” said Starbuck. “Forget it!”

“I guess I wouldn’t put a foot in your
durned shebang fo save my life,”
answered the Kid, “But I ain’t guit-
ting Squaw Mountain yet awhile. Keep
vour durned ranch, you coyote! 1
guess I can find cover on Squaw Moun-
tain till the coasf is clear.”

Starbuck’s jaw set grimly.

“They'll make out that we're hiding
a murderer here,” he said. “I don’t
stand for that, puncher.”

“They sure are hiding a murdercr
here!” fashed the Xid. “And ‘you're
the man! If I’d been wise to it that you
shot up Billy Ward without giving him
a chance I'd have scen you over Jordan
before I'd have lent you my cayuse to
get away on. You surc get my goat,
you skunk!”

“You want to be careful how you
talk,” said Starbuck. It would pay mc
better to rope you in here and now and
hand you over to the sheriff. And if
{you shoot off your mouth tfoo much
! that’s what I'm going to do!” :

The Kid, eycing him, realised that the
man was capable of treachery even to
that oxtent. He realised that he had
made the mistake of his life when he
helped Jud Starbuck to escape what was
coming to him. This man, who had shot
doswn a rival of the range without giving
him a chanee for his life, was thinking
of nothing but keeping the rope from his
own neck. There were a scorve of cow-
men on Squaw Mountain who would
have taken risks to help a_ fugitive
puncher, but the man who had brought
the danger on the Kid was not one of
then1,

The Rio Kid dismotinted from the
sheriff’s horse. .

“Tland over mny cayuse and I'll hit
the trail,” he said. “I1 guess I've had

{enongh of you, Jud Starbuck!”

The rancher went into the corral, and
led out the black-muzzled mustang, wh%
whinnied with pleasure at the sight o
his master. .

&he Kid joyously smoothed the glossy

1 e g
muzzle of his mustang. .
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“1 guess I was plumb loco to part with even under cover of nig Those days when a sheepman is shot up. Theat
vou, old hos he said. he had expected to pas atb Pldde man, Ward, drove our cows, and I guess
He saddled the mustang, and Star-| Follow, but after Starbuck’s vecepticn the bess had it in for him; and he’s
buck brought out the slicker pack and! of him the Kid would have ma@an ed to!a bad man when he’s rouszed. DBut if
the other fixings. With a sullen face he | bed down under the traitor’s reof. He | he killed Ward he won't let on, yoz

the | can bet your boots, and all the countr
up | thinks you did it by.this time. Yo
that | want to keep outer sight.”
like “Tm wise to that,” an\mfed the IKKid.
“T’m going to see yvou off the ranch,’.
same as the hoss ordered, but I caun:
ow you a safe place to lie up in fo
a few davs. Uve hid a man there af
who had trouble with the sheriff,
as | is scared of more trouble with the law

was done with Jud Starbuck
rancher kept his threat
with the sheriff against
thought the Kid's eyes
Vsteel, TIf that happened,
was likely to repent it.
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‘ Thud! Thud!
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N

hed the Kid méaz‘r.
Vre hitting the trail?” he asked.
re was uometh:ng of shamie in the
“anchel’ face, though his mind “(L
quite made wp to gﬁ' wﬂ as qmdl
possible, of th
iife.

“T gure am !’
ountain is
room for me.”
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The Kid look
hoofs as he was
It was Duck,

S Vo go Hoplnc‘r after him. bus this hyer bunch ain’t ‘rum\nrr & COvw-

counley, : Rid swung a1 o man dowi. h‘/@ﬂ 1if you shot up Ward

The Kid’s i and sat his horse, I ain’t holding it agin vou. You foller
“I guess I m W rout | puncher to come u on and I'll put you wise.”
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vote,” he answered. ke | a gun. But Buck The Kid eyed the man intenily, bus

1
sen | hostility as he rode up.

hie decided very socn that Buck wa
squarc, whatever his b might be.

He assented, and rode with the catil
man, und from the copen grassland o
the valley they en tore(i a wide, shallow
canyon,

Further on, the canyon narrowed, and
the way becamo stecp, and the horses’
hoofs rang aud clinked on the hard rock
and loose stones.

BLL, halted by a mlcket of aspens.

“Hyer's the place!” he said.

Hie dismounted and hitched hi
to a sapling, and pushed a way
the thicket

The Ki followed, leading
mustang by the bridle.

The thicket grew against what looked
like a solid wall of rock, almost as per-
pendicular as the side of a house. But
in the rock, when the thicket was
traversed, a deep cave was seen to open.

Buck led the way into the cave.

“I guess the sheriff won't run yo#t
down hyer in a month of Sundays,”
he said confidently. “There’s no trail
left on them rocks, and you only want
to mind your eye. But I tell you, feller,
you want to lie close; there’ I be'a hun-
dred men huntmg ior you. You ain’t
got a mosquito’s chance if they hit your
trai l

The Kid nodded

ST gue I can bed down hyer safe
eacugh,” he remarked. “*But I sure
can't live on open air and aspen
branches, feller.”

“You bet 'l see that you have plenty
of grub from the coolhouse at the
ranch,” answered Buck. “I’ll fix you
up with blanke ets, toc, and all you wun‘.
oI tol’ you the Starbuck bunch ain’t
Tllxe sheepmen knew that he had ;The bosnsjhas sent e g e ye te | Lng & cowman be too by the shee0~
taken refuge on bquaw Mountain, and off. hxj land,” he. s Q fwen 1 they can help it though, of
every path would be watched for him obgectmn t% register ! o course, we can’t pull guns to lxegp Lh"‘n
Amid rocks, and airoyos, and deep To see that Iq?’.caz' o off. The boss wouldn't stand for that.
drasts he might hide For weeks, liloly | ToRehs you meun “You're a white man,” said the Kid.
scape from ihe mountain That's about “They got my roll down in Pawnee

nlu, anothor matter. The scat- mitted Buck. ) S Ford, and I'm busted to the wide; all T
eL[}J cowmen mountain might | “T sure don's want io s feel- | got in exchange is the sherifi’s guns.
thoug ings, felier,” sald your bm 1 guess there am t nothing to buy

on Squaw Mountain.’

arbuck had turned 85, i
‘down. lqe Kid had his horse, and | bess is the durndest yellow ec

“Nix! And my bunch wouldn’t ahe

nothing Lor sheltering you, ncnhor

1d hanged out of Yo
<Ly scallywag !
ain’t comin’ to me.
Sountain il T see ¢
Starbucek’s brows
“T can’t stand agl > he said
doggedly. “If you hang on around hyer |
.hev"l git you ’
Pm chzn ing th
“1 guess not‘ mzmppd Btarbuek
angrily. “‘I give you one hour to clear,
puncher, and that TI'm ~evvdmg
word ta the sherﬂf at Pawnee Ford
where you're to be locked for. I gof to
stand in with the sheriff. If you're wise
you'll beat it while the way’s open.”
The Kid gave him one scornful glance,.
wheeled his black-muzezled mustang, and
rode away.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Doggo !
T was good to feel himself on the
E back of his own horse again, his old
Texas saddle beneath him. But
the Kid, as he rode away from the
ranch, and the building dropped out of
sight. behind a fold of the ground,
thought ove uation and wrinkled
his boyish brov He told himself that
he had been a moss-head to get mixed
up in this runge war in the back country
of Wyoming at all; and yet he could
not blame hi nselt for having horned in: The New Edition of this
1o help a cowman who had been ficeing | will be making its appe
for his life. He rcgretted it now he market in a few wees
knew the kind of yellow galoot Starbuck
wag, but only for that reason. Anyhow, | fHin RN
1rmmtb WOl 11(1 not buy him anything,
t hule time on them. He grinned at the boy puncher from
1 the present, not the | Texas. :
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from him in the calaboose at Pawnee I guess vou)d have ggupd bim unle According to your say-so, you stood by
Ford: and to travel without money was| On er drav grinned Buck. He's Jud, ﬂ“d he’s let you down. 1 guess

Kid had rmuch more | Some shooter
in a place that only “I'm some shooter
- vt was out of reach| But never mind Btarbuck:
) johg‘ league out of reach. | leaves a bad taste in a galog
for Squaw Mountain, old | He shot that sheepmap,
the Wid ‘old the hmcx: muzzled | he's scared stiff to stand for it
arg. goetting busy puiting it en e,

The

FI believe you. It's like the boss to
> puall 2 gun hasty, and then be scared of
e | what he’d done. But don't you recken
mouth. | he’d give you away to the sheepmen;
d, and ! if he did I reckon none of this bunch
id h would aLZLIld for it, and we'd sure drill
him full of holes. 1 guess I'm forcinan

Bia "b'uci{ had advized him to DLeat it locoed Oa.loo ts down at the of this layout, and what 1 say goes with
the wavy was >; sen, hut the Kid 7, is that '\:ax,g ht? ’Ihe bunch 2in’t hC’hUl hg no
and cied hﬁ the rancher ight as a strin but they'll stand to-

that every

uld be guarded. . 33 has been
Mot for some davs. at tlze very least, | for shootings too free,
would there be a chance for the Kid| “These ain’s the old days in
to_ride away from Squaw Mountain, | when a feller packed a Tun
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“I lpckon your boss will get up on
nd his hind legs and yaup, all the same,”
Eu,a-s vow ) said the Kid,
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fooked like a solid wall of rock.

“1 reckon not,” answered the Star.
buck foreman indignantly. “1 allow
he’s dead scared to have you at the
ranch, but he will stand in and willing
_to keep you hid. All Squaw Mountain
‘wwill stand by a cowman agin the sheep-
mren, Il tell the world.”

The Starbuck rider left the Kid in

the cave, and rode away back to the
valley. :
The XKid, in a thoughtful mood,

watched him go.

He had to lic doggo for a tine, that
was certain, and if the Starbuck bunch
stood by him, it was easy. But “his
doubts of the Starbuck boss were
strong. Jud's threats were still in his
ears. The man was in fear for himself
so long as the Rio Kid was in the
vicinity, and free. The XKid could not
help believing that Jud would have
been glad had the lynchers succeeded in
stringing him up at Pawnee Ford that
wild night. It Would have covered up
his own fracks and left him secure.

“The durned coyote!” growled the
Kid.

An hour later Buck came riding up
with a pack on his horse, and handed
out blankets and bacon and beans and
other supplies.

“There’s water at a spring a little
way up the canyon,” he said. “I guess
yowre fixed hyer all right, puncher.
And Uve told the boss, and he’s stand-
ing in—so long as you don’t show up at
the rvanch and get him on the wrong
side of the sheriff. Sabe? I guess Jud
ain’t the all-fired coyote you allow he
is, puncher; though he sure allows that
lLie ain’t the man who shot up Billy
Ward.”

“He allowed he was yesterday, when
I lent him my cayuse to hit the trail
on,” said the Kid. '

Buck eyed him dubiously.

“Waal, I ain’t settling that,” he said.
“That ain’t none of my business,
nohow. But we’re seeing you through
this, and the boss is standing in, and
you’re all right if yon keep quiet. And
we'll sure put you wise when all’s clear
for hitting the trail away from Squaw
Mountain, You ain’'t the first cowman

The Kid followed the cowboy, leading his mustang.
f ro But in the rock, when the undergrowth was traversed, a des
£ 1 guess the sierifif won’t run you down hyer in a month of Sundays !’ said Buck.

we've stood by, neither, and seen safe
away.” He grinned. “So-long,
puncher! You'll see me along to-
morrow with niore grub.”

And Buck rode back to the ranch,
leaving the Kid alone.

The Rio Kid built a camp-fire at the
mouth of the cave, -and cooked bacon
and beans, as he.had been wont to do
in his camps on the grassy plains and
shadowy chaparrals of Texas. Buck had
brought him feed for his horse, and he
fed the grey mustang. Then he sat for
a long time on a boulder, looking down
the canyon towards the verdant valley
below, with a deep shade of thought on
his brow, cogitating. The Rio Kid, in
his present situation, had plenty of food
for thought.

“{0ld hoss,” he sald at last, “1 guess
these punchers are white men, as cow-
men sure ought to be; they're a rough
crowd, but they're the bunch to stand
by a cowman in trouble, But their
boss, old cayuse, is sure a ycllow dog,
and a double-crosser from the toes up.
Far as the bunch is concerned, you and
me are safe hyer till the cows come
home; but far as Jud is concerned, we
surc ain’t.  And I guess we're looking
for another camp at sundown, old hoss,
whore a pesky traitor won't be able to
point us out to the doggoned sheriff.”

And in the sinking sunlight, the Kid
led his mustang, with his supplies
packed in the slicker on its back, across
the ecanyon, taking care to leave no
trail, and ecamped down in the midst of
a stack of high rocks, screensd with
scrubby mesquite, opposite the aspens
that hid the cave. And in that rocky
cyrie the Kid roiled himself in his
blankets and lay down to sleep, know-
ing that he would awaken at the first
sound of danger.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Traifor !

HERE was a clatter of hoofs be-
fore the Starbuck Ranch. The
sun was down, and a silver cres-
cent of moon glimmered softly

over €quaw Mountain, The outfit weré
in the bunkhbouse, except for the

The thicket grew against what
cave Was Seaii Lo open.
(See Chapter 3.)

riders on night duty amoeng the herds;
and the bunkhouse door flew open at the
clattering of hoofs, as more than twenty
men rode in a bunch up the trail from
Pdwunee Yord. At the head of them
was the sheriff, and by his side Jim
Ward, the brother of the sheepman who
had becn shot-up, who had taken the
leading part in the attempted lynching
of the Rio Kid.

The punchers poured out of the bunk-
house, all of them with guns in their
hands. Dark looks were cast at the
crowd of horsemen who had halted be-
fore the rauch. The power of the law
was on the sheriff’s side.  Bub there
was no love lost between the Sguaw
Mountain cowwmen and the men from
Pavmee Ford,

" The sympathy of cvery man in the
Starbuck bunch was on the side of the
cowman of whom the sheriff camo in
search, wich hardly an cxception. So
strong was that feeling all over Sguaw
Mountain that Jud Starbuck, who
wanted to stand well with his men and
his neighbours, as well as with the law,
had not dared to give his outfit orders
to drive the Rio Kid off his range, as
he would giadly have done. That order
would not have been obeyed, and i@
would have made Starbuck an outcasi
among the men he knew and lived with.

Starbuck aimed fo be the leader of
the cow community on the mounfain,
and he was the chief in many vaids on
the sheen nasturces, when flocks of sheep
had been driven over preciploes, and
sheep herders beaten or wounded. But
that part of Jud's activities was known
hiz friends. 1f was his game 1o

only to h
stand woll with the law at fie samo
time He carried on the range war

under safe cover.

Starbuck came out of the ranchhouse,
and gave the bunch a warning g‘lah e.
as they stood scowling at the halied
horscmen.  Cun-play  on  his rancit
against the forees of law and order was
the last thing that Jud desired. Twenty
vearvs befo.e,. the sheviff’s possg might
have been ambushed and shot up ou tie

THE POPTLAR.—NO. 4,99;




i2 THE

LEADING BOYS’ STORY PAPER:

qwild mountains;  but those days were
long past
“Evening, sheriff I %e said coolly

“ILeep coal, boys, there ain’t no call for
irouble hyer. We stand for the law at
this ranch., Light down, sheriff, and
step Inside.”

“1 guess I ain’t no time,” said the
sheriff of Pawnee Ford surlily. “I'm
after that frebug that shot up Billy
Wald and robbed me of my horse and
guns.”

“I pguess I sent back your hoss
sheriff.” »

“Sure, and 1 want
you found him.”

“One of my ndorq TOp
wandering on =a1¢l
buck. “Knowmv he was your
I sent him back.

The sheriff eyed himi suspiciously.
He did not fail to sec the grin on many
faces among the ranch outfit.

_"'\Vaa] ithat jmeans that ﬂla.t ﬁ;anD
came up hyer,” said the sheriff. “I'm
sare wise to it flnt PVOTV D?ﬂoon on
Squaw Blounta m would hide him awa
{rom the 1 £ he could.”

“Find him if you want him, sheriff I
growled Buck. “T guecss no man hyer
is going to help you!”

And therc was a murmur
from the outfit.

to know where
sed him in,

tho range, b

QW

of assent

guess T’'ve got enough wen with
me to eat you galootb If you give
trouble !” snarled the sheriff. I guess

I strongly suspicion, Mr. Starbuck, that
that Texas puncher is lying dogr‘o up
here on your range, and I sure want
him, and want him bad.”
“Nobody’s scen him  hyer,
answered Starbuck.
ing it over the hill
I figure it out.”
“Why didn’t you hang on to him
when you had him, sherilf?? asked

sheriff,”
“T guess he’s hoof-
afoot. That’s how

Hank, and there
punchers.
The sherift of Pawnee Ford scowled.
“T’ll hang on to him tl;:h‘ enough
whul I vope him in next,” he said
“and I'll make him squeal, and get the
names of all the galoots who were in
that shooting business with him.”
“Youn're - welcome to camp here,
sheriff, and 1[ you like to ride over the

was a laugh frem the

range, IH ride with you and help you
all 1 can.’
There was a grin among the out

They had no doubt that the “boss ” was
ready to ride with the sherif and lead
him on a false scent.

“T'll take that offer, Jud Starbuck,”
said the sheriff gruffly.

Starbuck cailed for his Lorse, aud
mounted, and the outfit stood grinning

as he rode away in the moonhwnn with

the crowd of hOlhO'llE‘l from P(;\ nec

Ford. Thcy noticed that he led them
i a divection exactly opposite from
Ln"‘ of the canvon where the Rio Kid
fay dogg

A

from Ig\as if Lhu h(\tp
trail.”

But out of sight of
Starbuck drew his horse
the scowling sheriff.
voice.

“T sare want to help you all I can,
sheriff. T don’t stand for runaway gun-
men coming up Squaw Mountain and
giving this cow-country a bad name. I
guess if that firebug is on my range, T
want you to rope hm1 in, and rope him
in quick !”

The sheriff gave him a suspicious look.

“But I ain’t shoutmg it out for all
the bunch to hear,” said Jud. “I sure
wouldn’t be popular on Squaw Moun-

the bunkhouse
close alongside

He spoke in & low

tain, and I guess you're wise to that.”

“Sure!” assented the sheriff,

“I guess my own outfit would puil
guns. on me if they weie wise to it that
rd helped you rope in a cowman,” said
Starbuck, *“A galoot’s got fo mind his
step on Sqguaw \Iounmm sheriff.” He
sank his voice to a whisper. “I ain’t
telling you anything. I sure can’t.
But T’ going to ride 'hxorﬂq a calnyon
on the west side of this hver valley. IE
you ride after me, youw'll see-a thicket
of aspens back agin the canyon wall. I
reckon if you nosed through {how
aspens you'd find a cave on the oth
side, right in the canyon wall, I guess
that’s a likely place for a fircbug to lie
doggo. Youa don’t want me to say any
niore than that, sheriff.”

‘the sherifi's face sei griniiy.

“I\gues» I savvy @ hea he sald.
“1 ain't yowling 1t ous to all Squaw
Vlom*tmn if you put me wise, Starbuck
Ride on.”

Jud Starbuck rode on in the moon-
ught making & wide detour o
\rmloV before he struck to tl
The Pawnee JO"L; posse rode on
track. If was an vlom later that Sta
OUL‘ lU(AL 111\.0 Ul(‘ canyoen, tUj(l {1 5]

hoefs of twenty horses rang on the roc
behind him as he pushed on. Wit
clatter and a jingle the party drew rein
opposite the thicket of aspens that hid
the cave.

And on the other side of the canyon
the Rio Kid, awakencd from his ligas
slumber by the beating of many hoofs,
crouched ameng the rocks and watched,
a glitter in his cyes and a six-gun in
his hand.

THE EXD.

(The Kid Jins been Ict down by a enw-
man, and when that happens the XHid
sure loses his temper.  Read how le
gets out of this particularly tight corn;
in next week’s Roaring Westcrn Yari
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THE OUTLAW THREY COULDN'T CATCH!

There's a whole bunch of wen and a sheriff closing round the Rio Kid in the wild Squawe Mountain.

elusive young outlaw menages to evade his mimerous enemies !

ANOTHER ROARING YARN OF WESTERN
THRILLS !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too Late !

' IGH over the summit of Squaw
H Mountain a silver crescent of
moon sailed amid fleecy clouds.

soft light glimmered down on

deep valley and rocky arroyo, on
nodding pines and trembling aspens. In
the verdant valley the Starbuck
Ranch lay, the herds were sleeping;
ranch-house and bunkhouse were dark
and silent. In the deep, rocky canyon
ht‘fiat opened on the valley from the
wesh, splitting the mass of the mighty
mountain, there was a jingling of spurs
and bridles, and a pounding of hoofs.
The sheriff of Pawnee Ford, with twenty
armed men at his back, rode there,
bunched before a tangled thicket that
hid the cave in the canyon wall. Kvery
man in the posse had a gun in his hand,
every eyc was on the alert. ~They were
hunting the Rio Kid, and, though the
Kid was a stranger in Wyoming, the
men of Pawnee Word had seen enough
of him to be wise to it that they needed
to be alert and watchful when thoy
close on his trail. .

Jud Starbuck, the rancher of Squaw
Mountain, pulled in his horse by the
sheriff’s side. He pointed with his quirt
at the apparently impenetrable thicket
that hid the rocky wall of the canyon.

“T1 guess that's the place, sheriff,” he
said, In a low voice.’ ’

The;sheriff of Pawnee Ford stared at
the dark thicket, high over which rose
the wall of rock.

“There’s a big ecave in the rock
behind the aspens.” - Starbuck spoke in
a low voice, for the sheriff’s ear only.
He did not want. the party from Pawnee
Ford to hear. “1 guess he's there,
sheriff 1" .

“If he’s there we've zot him dead
to rights, but ”

“He's sure there.”

“How do you know?” The sheriff
gave Starbuck a suspicious look. “Thers
ain’t a sign of trail on these rocks. 1
reckon no galoot would figure that there
was a cavo behind them aspens unlcss
he knows this country like a book. That
Texas puncher never found it for him-
self. TLook here, Starbuck, if he's there
he was hidden there by some of your
cowinen,””

Starbuck scowled.

“The bunch will alwa

wharo

IVers

stand by a

This Week:

“HUNTED!”

puncher when the sheepmen arc after
him,” he answered, still in low tones.
“I reckon my own bunch would pull
guns on me if they knew I was giving
the galoot away to you, sheriff. But
that cuts no ice. I don’t want that fire-
bug on my range, and I'm telling you
where to rope him in. .1 aim to keep
in with the law, and to keep my outft
out of trouble. The puncher’s there, if
vor want him. I'm not horning in; I
guess all Squaw Mountain would want
to lynch me if they knew I'd handed
over a cowman. I've pub you wise, and
il giv {7 .

Starbuck wheeled hiz horse and rode
away down the canyon.

In a few minutes the clatter of his
horse’s hoofs died away, and he had dis-
appeared in the wvalley.

The sherifi of Pawnee Ford
mounted. He signed to his men
foliow his example. .

“Xeep your eyes peeled,” he mut-
tered. “If that puncher’s there I reckon
he’s wide awake, and gobt a gat ready
in his hand. IIe’s sure handy with
a gun, durn his hide. He knows what's
coming to him for shooting up Billy
Ward. You-uns watch out!”

“1 guess he won’t handle a gun agin
if I get a bead on him,” said Jim Ward.

“We've got to take him alive, if we
can,” said the sheriff. “PBut if he pulls
a gun let him have it.”

He drew a deep breath.

“Follow on!”

CGun in hand, the sheriff of Pawnec
Tord began to push a way through the
thicket towards the towering cliff
beyond.

Jim Ward followed him, and the rest
of the numerous party.

Ii the Rio Kid was still in the cave,
where he had been concealed by the
starbuck punchers, there was no eseape
for him. Betrayed into the hands of his
enemies by the Starbuck boss, he was
at their mercy. But every heart was
beating fast as the Pawnee Ford men
pushed through the thickets. At every
moment they expected to hear the roar
of a six-gun. The puncher, who had
(Copyright in the United States of America.)

dis-
to

[+

And sHIL Hids

narrowly escaped lvnching at Pawnee
Tord, was mnot likely to surrender,
though the odds against him made re-
sistance hopeless.

“Watch out!” breathed the sheriff as
ha came, at last, through the thickets,
and the dark opening of the cavo
vawned before hinu :

All was darkness.
From the cave came no sound, no
movement, The whole party gathered

at the opening, watchful as cats, ready
to fire at a sound, at a moving shadow:
But there was no sound, no movement.
The sheriff kicked over dead cmbers of
a camp-firc at the mouth of the cave.
He stooped, and rose again, breathing
hard and quick.

“8till warm ! he whispered. I
he ain’t here he's been here recent, I
guess he must be asleep.” R

“He'd sure hear the hosses, sheriff.” .

The sheriff gritted his teeth. !

It was no light matier to enter the
blackness of the cavern, where it secmed
certain that a desperate man lurked, ro-
volver in hand. 1t was Jim Ward who
led the way in at last. The burly sheep-
man tramped into the cave, {fully
expecting a shof, but no shot came.

“I guess he ain’t here!” said Ward,
in a savage growl. “I reckon he heard
us coming, and cleared.”

“We'd have seen him in thiz moon-
light.” -

“He sure ain’t here!

Ward struck a matceh.

The flickering light danced on the
walls of the cave, and the men of
Pawnee Ford stared round them un-
easily, suspiciously. In the light, dim
and flickering as 1t was. they were
exposed to the fire of the hidden puncher
—if he was there. But it was becomiing
clear now that the Rio Kid was nos
there.

“Git a laniern!” grunted the sheviff.

One of the men went bhack o the
horses and returned with a lantern., Ho
lighted it. and the sheriff scarched
through the cave. -

It was emptyd There were many signs
that somecns had srecently camped
there; but, whoever it was, he was gone
—had bcen gone some time, it was clear,
before Jud Starbuck led the possc to
the canyon. The sheriff rapped out
an angry oath.
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canyon could
from the suan
ciienm, at Jeast,

swiftest gallop dewn tie
not have saved the ride
[828

above.  Five or
the Kid could ha shot down before

4
e
“Purn his hide! Tle’s beal it!” Ile
reowied savagely. 1 guess the Star-
buck punct hid him \<Lf0 bni he
was wise fo it that Jud uu\n foure

on letting him lic doggo in his range,

and he v.x*noomd Durn his hide !
“ie ecan’t be fur olf!” murttered
Ward.

wvagely dis-

a

The Pawnee Ford parry,
‘*aoin 1. tramped out of the cave
They traversed the aspen thicket
canyon, ataring round

Moonlight fell clearly on the
on the pines that gre ew up the
recipitous sides. Somewhere at hand,

and the open
them.

they were sure, was the man they
soughts But the hard rock lefs no trail
of foot or hoof; the Kid might have
been within a dozen \,'ndb of them,
among the boulders, and they none tiis
wiser.

“F guess we're beat this wime!”

H

gro‘vlcd the sheriff, “But we ain't quit-
mng We'll camp on the Starbuck range
and comb Sguaw ,\lwmwm toz bim.
a lot of the cowmen could pui
ise if they liked. We ’11 weh this
canyon from cnd to ead at up, We
will—>

The sheriff broke off as a clear, cool
voice rang across the canyon from a
high point on the cliff on the other
side.

“1lallo, you-uns?’

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Kid Spealks !
HE Rio X!d was grinning

ﬁ sercnely.
High up the northern wall of
the canvon he lay in eover
among the rocks, the black-muzzled
mustang packed close 1n cover behind
him.

Before him the rocky slape
steeply from the canyon bottom,
to his fre. The Kid could not have

picked a better place for defence. That
roeky point could have been held by
one man against a hundred, so long
as his cartridges lasted.

Looking down from: the rugged rocks,
the Kid grinned at the bunch of horse-
men forty feet below.

“Hallo, you “uns!”

His voice rung out cheerily,

“That’s him {7 swore the st

Bang!

Jiny Ward fired at the sound of the
voice, and his bullet spattered on rock
a yard from the Rio K]d

The Kid laughed loud and long.

“T guess that won't buy you allything,
you galcots ! he called buck.
sure wasting your lead!”

“You durned galoot!”

heriff,

C“Nob this evening,
Kid cheerily, *1 guess I'm bedded
down comfortable.  You want to re-
niembver that if-you come up here 1t will
be the last thing youw'li do this side of
Jordan !>
The sheriff glared up at the canyon
wail. He could not see the Kid, though

vas aware that the Kid could see
through some crevice in the rocks
screened him. He knew that a
of the Kid’s finger on the trigger
end all thmob for hin, and his
et W i pend o fitlo pale - His
The whole party b\veril cexir loulnd him.
osed to fire

irom where the Kid lav in cover; and
he could have picked them of like so
niany prairie mbb1t°.

rose
open

roared the
You cowe out of that!”

sherift I said the

would
{ace

‘I guess we wa to ride, sheri®,”
nmu ‘mu“ed one 1}10 :,J’}C'I";nlé!]
uneasily, .

But  he  Thesitated to  pide.  The
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“You're |

the party got clear. Jud Starbuck had
aimed to lead them to the capuure of
the hidden puncher; bus he had led
them into a deadly trap.

But why the Kid bad vevealed his
presence was rather a mystery to the
sheriff's men. He could hmc lain un-
discovered in his rocky eyrie, had he
chosen, until they had ridden away.

“I guess Y've got you where I want
you, she went on the Kid’s voice
in the same, cheery tones. You sheep-
herders sure ain’t the galoots to trail a
puncher. Baut I ain’t looking for
tronble, sheviff, T j;}tf wank o vub vou
wise. Yowll listen to me.”

“You durn galoot——

“Forget it, sheriff! Is
'10w and if vouw’d rather hear my zun

lx\, ¥ guess U'm ready to ohlige!”

“What do you want 1o say
the sheriff.

“What I've said before,
roped me in for shootin Bilty
Ward, and I guess I never heard of
hombre before you told me I had shot
him up. You packed me in the cala-
boose, and I sure had a cloge call get-
ting away Irom Judge Lynch. Buw 1
don’t bear any malice, sheriff—-any
galoot m make = mistake.  Now
I tell you agin that I didn’t shoot up
Billy Ward, but I know the man who
did.”

“¥You're a durn liari” roared
Ward. “You shot up my bzotn
T'm sure going to got you for it

“If the galo')f was Your hrother,

fellev! You

ap

1
the

e

Jim
and

hombre, I guess I won's plug you for

calling me fancy names,” said the IKid.
“It would mnaturally get your goat.
But m going to put you wnc The

man who shot up Billy Ward was get-
ting away when I met up with him, and
L lenL him my horse to vamoose on. I
was sure phunb loco to do it, but there
it is. And the name of that galoot is
Jud Starbuck.”

“Starbuck ! yelled the sheriff.
“Buaret”

“You durn

“Don’t say if, sheriff. v
gun might go off if you do,” suggested
the Kid.

The sheriff ground his teetin.

“I’'m jest putting you w ent on
the Kid. “Pd sure be sorry to have
to wipe out g whole family of sheep-
herders! I reckon sheepnien ain't
worth powder and shot, if you come to
that I”

There was a growl of rage from the
Pawnee Ford party. All of them were
sheepmen, and all of them embittered
by the range war that was going on in
thc Squaw River country.

“TH get yom yet!”
Ward savagely.

“I ain’t the man you wand to
replied the Kid placidly. “I'm giving
vou the straight goods, follers. I
came up this mountain o geb my hoss
back from Starbuck, figuring that he
would be glad to help a galoot that had
saved his pesl\y life. But he's a yellow
coyoie from the toes up, He figures on
fixing that shooting on me, and =aving
his own life by puttmv mine in thn
rope. Didn’t T see him leading you
galoots up here to the cavo—where
you'd have found me if youw'd come 3
fow hours earlicr? I guess Starbuck
reckoned 1 was there—and by this time
Le figures that you ’uns have shot me
to little picces.  That's why I'm put-

25

muttered Jim

S
N

fxn" you wise. It's Jud Starbuck you
want for sheoting up Billy "Ward.”

i L!C\“ lb or Ill)t d," you leln well llh(}‘

' that they hs ad no chance.

-1, old ho

“'Ts that the lot snarled the sheriff.
“That's the lot, {dler You can be-

i

Now, if you wani
e, you can come a-hunting it!”

The hovsemen stared unea:ﬂy up the
steep, rocky cliff. The Kid had led his
mustang up the steep ascent, by the
hridle, plCLlW[" his steps. Rldinrr up
was impossible.  Clamberine up on foot,
exposed to the led fire, was throwing
life away. That was clear to the
sheriff of Pawnee Ford and all his men.

“Git, while the goin’s good, sheriff
muttered one of the Lheupmen. :
that scallywag burns powder,
done 7

“I'm going for him!”

+ee-nnm

Ve ro

said Ward, be-

toot =~

Forget it} said the sheriff. “Wo
ain’t a chance here. In the daylight
we'll eomb the mountain for him and
rope him in!”

Ward, unheeding, threw himsgelf from
his horsge, and, with a set, furious fac
began to clamber up the rocky steep.

Bang!

A gun rang forty {eet akbove,
Ward, with a yell, staggered back
fell to the carth.

“He's got his!” muttered the sheriff.

“Anv more coming 77 called out the
Kid. *1 guess I'il show you'uns how wo
shoot down in Texas!”

But the fall of Ward had shown the
posse, if they had not known it before,
Some of the
horsemen alren started »
down the canyon towards the valley.

“Pick up that galoot and tote thl
along 1 chuckled the Kid “He ain's
hurt much—1 guess T've onl\ ereased
him, like we <o an ornery steer dowr
on the Ria Frio.” e

Jim Ward sat up dazedly, passing h's
hand over his head. The bullet had
grazed his head, stunning him for ihe
moment.

“Youwre all 0.X., felley 1 called oug
the IKid. “Unly don & try it on again;
you might geb hurt.”

Ward staggered to his feet.

“Git  outer this!” muttered the
sheriff. His life wag at the mercy of
the puncher he wassfanting, and he was
anxious to go,

He helped the dazed man to lis
saddle, and the Pawnee Ford party rode
down the canyon. A light laugh from

the Rio Kid followed them, as they dis-
appeared into the valley.

The Kid sat on a boulder and smiled.

“Old hoss,” he said, addutsm“ the

5

@,

Qi
ﬂH

dy

had

black-muzzled miustang—“old loss, I
guess you and me want to beat it,
pronto. I guess them galeots will be

after us at sun-up; and they’ll s@e hit
the high spots and pick us off with
vifles from up yonder. Whe want to heas

And, takinz his mustang by the
bLridle, the Rio Kid led him away—-by
dizzy paths up the rugged hillside, by
ravines and ledges where it secmed that
only a mountain goat could have found.
{ooting. By the time the sun rosec over
the mountains of Wyoming, and shone
down on the Squaw River and the
gulches of Squaw Mountain, the Kid
was far away; and when the bhenff and
his moen “combed ¥ the canyon for him
they found no trace of him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

ed
xRT’)T C scowled as he
w)\wl the cattle-trail from
ranch to the lower hlop«‘s of
Mountain.  The rancher
was in a black and bitter mooct. Pro-
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bably, at frst, Starbuck had [elt some
twinge of remorse at his tveachery in
betraying the Texas puncher, who had
saved his life, into the hands of his
enemies. Dub if he felt remorse he had
not hesitated. To the man with a
vellow streak in him, in fear of being
brought to justice for the shooting of
the sheepman, the Kid had come in as
a useful scapegoat. )

He had shot down a man in hok
blood; bat in cold blood he was in fear
of what would follow. The whole sheep
country was up, to find the man who
had shet up Billy Ward., The reckless
rascal had raised a stovm thet he had
not the nerve o face,

He could have endured a twinge or
two of remorse had the Rio Kid been
Iynched, and the whole maiter settled in
the belief that justice had been done.
But his betrayal of the puncher, whom
his outfit had sheltercd on the range,
had gone for nothing: the Kid had evi-
dently been suspicious, and had gone
from the cave in time, and now lie was
lost on the wild wastes of Squaw
Mountain.

That he had fled from the mountain
was improbable; all the ways were
watched, every road and trail guarded,
while the hunt for him went on in tho
rugged canyons and gulches and arroyos.
Somewhere in those rocky wastes the
Kid still lucked, hunted, but so far free;
and all the time he remained frec on
Squaw Mouniain wes o time of dunger

Meuniain
for the rancher.

Even his own men would have turned
on him had they known of his betrayal
of a .refug'ee puncher to the sheepmen;
all his friends and neighbours svould
have turned from him in disgust. [t
might come out; and, in the meantime,
the sheriff and his men were camped on
the Starbuck range, hunting for the
Kid, and there was peril everv dav of
a “rookus ” breaking out. T

Starbuck was the leader of the range
war against the sheepmaen; but he
worked. in secret, and an open defiance
of the law was too dangegrous for bim.
If trouble broke out on his range it
wonld come home to him. Already he
was more than half-suspected of being

chief of the raids on the -
sheeplands, of driving
sheep over cliffis  and ~
poisoning the water-holes,
and other lawless deeds
that were the tactics of the
range war.

His outfit were on jeer-
ing terms with the sheriff’s
men camped on the range,
and any day shooting
might break out. And un-
til ~the elusive Kid was
roped in the Pawnee Iord
men would not ride down
the mountain. Every day
that the Kid remained frec
was @ day of danger to
Starbuck; and if he had
felt anything like remorse

rocks.

Ward

at first, it was swallowed up now ln
a bister hatred for the boy puncher
who was causing him s0 ruuch
trouble.

Tt had occurred to him, too, that
the Kid, knowing now his treach-
ery, might shoot him up from be-
hind a rock or a clump of mesquite;
and- for that reason Starbuck
avoided the lonely places on his
range during the four or five days
that followed the sheriff’s failure at
the cave.

That he was in danger now as he
rode down the open cabile-trail to-
wards Pawnee IFord, he did not
reckon. He was some miles from
bis ranch now, and he guessed that
the fugitive puncher was keeping
to the uplands. Bui it was now,
when he supposed the Kid fo be
far away, that danger was hanging
over the traitor’s head.

Tt came suddenly, and not in the form
of a treacherous shot from cover, which
Starbuck would never have feared had
he known the Kid better. It was the
whiz of a riata that suddenly broke ihe
silence, and before the rancher knew
what was happening, the loop of the
lasso had settled over his shoulders. He
made a fierce clutch at the rope—too
late. It tautened; there was & sharp
jerk, and Jud Starbuck was plucked
from the saddle, to land on the hard
trail with a crashs .

For some moments he rolled there, his
senses shaken and dizzy. A lithe figure
bent over him, and his gun was jerked

CORNERED !
growied Ward.
and with o furious face, began to clamber up the
Bang!
staggersd
muttered the sheriff.

“ I’m going for that scallywag!**
e threw himself ¢fi his horse,

The Rio Kid’s gun rang out, and
back. “ Heg's got his,>’
(See Chopier 2.}

away and tossed into the bushes. The
loop was drawn tighter and_ knotted,
pinn is si Xiis horse,
startled and frightened, already
galloping down the frail. stared up
with dizzy eyes into the smiling face
of the Rio Kid.

“I guess we've met up agein, foller!
drawled the Kid. “I'vo sure been I
ing you!”

Jud’s faco was white as chalk. o lay
with arms bound at the mercy of the
puncher he had betrayed to death. Bub
the Kid did not touch a gun. He
grasped the rancher and jerked him to
his feet.

“Vou kinder seem sort of surprised,”
drawled the Kid. “Did you figure oub
that you could sell me out, you yellow
coyote, and get away with it? Nob on
your lifel”

“VWhat do you wans ?” breathed Jud.

“Youl” sald the Kid laconically.

“1—T1 puess ”

“Quit guessing,

ia oaeenis Lo 1
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foller! I reckon
vou're going to take a little pasear with
me. Any objections?” grinned the Kid.
Starhuck cast a fierce glance aboud
him. The trail was deserted and lonelys
evidently the puncher had waited for his
chance. Jud opened his mouth to shout,
in the hope that someone might bo
within hearing, and gasped a8 the
muzzle of a six-gun was thrust 1nto his
jaws. .
“rorget-it!” grinned the Kid. | 1
Starbuck panted. The Kid jerked
away his neck-scarf, and gaggoed him
Tag POPULAR.—NO. 500.




it . with an iron

rbuck’s arm, he led him

inte the grove from which he had
the lariat. There the black-

waited, deep in the

With the rope, the Kid bound

12 rancher tc a tree.

“I guess the sheriff is hunting me up

oif the

the mountain, feller,” drawled the Kid
“T reckon we got to waii for dark before
we make a move. 1 want you, feller,

any risks of losing
You can chew on that

and T ain’t takir
not nene!
till dark, hombre!l”

the sun set Btarbuck remained
nd to the ‘weg in the deep heart of
grove, and the Kid, in cover,
warched the catile-trail. Ddiore than ouco
Starbuck heard horscmen ride down the
trail; once he heard a bunch of cattle
d iven pas tfrnz own cattle, driven down
the mountain to be herded to the rail-
road depot. ¥e heard the crack of
quir and once the voice of his own
foreman, Buck, and he bit and chewed
de~perﬂtu on the gag.

But he could make no sound, and
darkness fell and found him still a
prisoner, hound fast to the tree.

Sa \'ﬂ"‘el\'. apprehensively, he wondered

what the Kid wanted with him. Hc
could have understood the puncher
shooting him out ‘of hand  for his

treachery; but this he could not under-
stand.

TUnder the stars Starbuck was loosed
from the iree and tied on the back of
the black-muzzled mustang, still gagged.
The Kid took the bridle and led the
horse away.

What was the puncher’s object, where
Lie was taking him, the rancher could
nob gress By devious ways, by arroyo
and draw and decp canyon, they wound
about the rugged sides of pqha\“
Mountain, ever higher and higher

Once Jud had a glimpse, in thc star-
i of the vailey where his ranch, lay
heard the murmur of many cattle.
the Kid led him on and on, into
wild, rocky wastes, where he ha
up the paths, into barren recesses,
where no trail could be followed.

T: was in a deep, shadowy arroyo,
1110'1 up Squaw Mountain, far from

anch or pasture, that the Kid stopped
mt Ia-;t. and in the starlight Jud saw a
litile hut built of branches and rocks,
:md cm@sed this was the remote nfqu-
place where the Kid had sheltered sinee
he had escaped from the sheriff of
Pawnee Ford.

There he was. taken from the horsq’ﬁ

back, and the Kid tossed him, s
boun , into the hut. In the darkne
and  terror the rancher of Sguaw

Mountain lay, listening to the denmnr(r
foctsteps of the puncher, #ill va icd

o

away in silence, and all was still.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Kid’s Trump Card !

F HIE sheriff of Pawnec Ford swore
wearily, and fanned his heated
face with his Stetson. The

meorning sun, blazing down on

Squaw Mountan, filled the gulch with

shimmering heat. four men of the

posse vere halted in the gulel, where
for long hours they had becn secking to
read sign, till they had stopped to rest
in what shade they conld in the heat of
the day.

In other directious, the resi of the
party were still on the trail; and lowes
down the mighty mountain five
other posses were hunting for the

v
puncher, That he was still somewhere
on Squaw Mountain the sheriff was
certain; bui there were square miles of

rugged rock and tangled thickets and
pinewocods to be searched, and all t
THE PopULAR.—No, 500.

ad p,lckcd ;

three men with him

sought what they
could of shade. .

coul Two of them lay asleep,
uhﬂeu‘ Stetsonz over their heads to keep
off the sun. Jim Ward sat on a rock,
his rifie across his knees, his bearded
face dark and grim. -

~ “It’s some hot!” grunted the sheriff.
“And durn my boots if I tjxink we're on
ullllel trail of that young fire-bug, after
a.

(\(szuc_] shook his head.

| A PICASG dp gl QoW e 5@1\;11,“ e
sal'd. “Some galoot has sure heen up
ths guleh, and the cowmen

ever come up all rock, and
non a yard of feed. The cows never
wander this-a-way. i3 1

galoot wo're after.
“Right!” said a quiet voice.

From bebind o rock, not six vards
from the camped pos a h\rmc in W‘L{O
Stetson hat and cowbey ch rose, with

a smiling face, .
The sheriff  started  convulsively.
Ward grasped his rifle; but the Rio

Kid’s voice rang oub

“Drop 1ti1”

A gun gleamed in either hand of the
Rio Kid. The sheriff ma.d ¢ no move to
touch a weapon. And Ward, wha
had sampled the Kid’s xhoormg before,
slowly released his rifle, 1115 eves burn-
ing at the ICid. 'The two sl leeping men
star ted  into  wakefuluess, staring
blankly at the puncher. The Kid’s
keen eye ran over the four.

Any galoot that touches a gun won’t
know what hit him,” he said. “I've
got you covered, fule!‘ and you don’t
want to forget it.’

“Shoot, durm you!" snarled Ward.

“I guess I am’t come a»‘nootmﬂ if
you'll benme > grinned the Kid. “Bug

T'll sure chot) any man that gets fresh.
1 want youw, sheriff, and I want you,
ister War Themn other two Lroloots
can beat it, takin’ the hosses. I ain't
waiting, either Yow’ve been hunting
me {our days—and I\e been hunting
vou the same tim I guess 1t's
you thai’s come oub ab the little cnd of
the horn. Youwre a durned bunch of
mutton»em,ing sheep-herders, and you
ain’t worth shucks. But lvr\ a hunch
to prove up to you that yowre after the
wrong man, and that’s my game now.
You're going to get it clear whether
vou like 1% or not. Sawvy?”

“What——" began the sheriff.

“Swallow feller, i%’s my say-so
now,” mterrupmd the Kid. “I'ni1 wait-
ing for them two galoots to hit the
trail. My guns will begin to talk in
one minute 1f they ain’t gone!”

The Xid's face was grim over the
levelled Coits The shelm, almost
white with ra gave a nod in answ
to the inguiring looks of his toHo“G ¢
The Xid had them covered, and though
he was only one arf"mht for ar, all the
advantage was on his si ey knew
what his shooting was and they
did not want another sam The two
men, taking the four horses, moved

away down “the gulch, the Kid shifting

111 W J.I‘lllng

it
1T,

o

his position a listle to keep the lail ot
his eye on them as they went.
out of effective

r“onﬂn

No
range did the
all the tins
cered  the
tha.n onee

they were
Kid

(lU'&lYJ

sheriff and Jun “ "er
Ward was tf\rpp’rul to s
try o pot-shot. But the

and he kpew it.
rage, and waited

@ Naow, fetler
last, “¥Ym geing

He ~:lf1ul his

-
ar

and

drawled the Xid
to take your guns,

THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PA
grip cont sheepmen were growing weary of the
hunt. But they kept on grimly to the
task, sure that, soomer or later, the
fugitive would fall into their hands.
The sheviff sat with his back to a
baulder, fanning his per \pumrr face. The

‘raged,

hops vou won't object, becaunse I
hould sure hate to hlow the cabeza off
locoed sheepman. Keep your paws
)

Tie belted one gun, and advanced
over the rocks, Legpuw the other
levelled. With their hands up, the
sheriff and Ward awaited him, and not
for an instant did the Kid’s wary
watchfulness relax.  Coolly and quictly

@
o

he disarmed them thro“mw their
weapons into a deep crevice. They
watched him Iike panthers, but they

chance to take the IKid by

had no
surprise.

And, mingled with tho rage in their
faces was perple‘ucy. They could ngt

apderstend  the i’z game at
did not scek their lives was clear‘ but

o fugitive, fleeing and hiding for his

A0 3 ZRING

life, could not be seeking to burden
himsulf with prisoners. But whatever
were tha Kid's intentions, he was going

to carry them out, and the
lua hand en*omcd obedience.

“Face ronnd. and put  your paws
Sehind yout 7 said -the Kid tersely.
“No tricks, fellers, er yow'll O'ﬂf it in
the back of your cabezas, prontu

With lengths of trail-rope he bound
the arms of the two Pawnee Ford men
Lehind them. They were helpless now,
even if resistunee had bheen possible
before, They stared at the IKid with
burning eyes.  He smiled cheerily in
refurn.

“] guess you was hunting hig ger
game than you fgared, fellers, when
you camc a-hunting a galoot about my
size,” he bzmtm’(‘d “When 1 g0 over
the range, I sure opine that it won’t be
a sheepman that gives me my ticket
for soup. No, sir., But don’t you geb
mad, fellers. 1 ain’t going to hurt you
none. Youw're going
pasear with me, before your friends
come a-looking for vou and I have to
shoot them up. T Zob to keep you
quiet, but you ain’t going to be hurt.”

He gagged the sheriff and Ward with

six- gun 1n

their own neck-scarves. Then he
pointed up the guleh with his gun.
“You walk that a-way,” he said. I

ain’t taking you far—only up tc a little
pla(’n where P've been camped. I guess
you're gomfr to get some mnews there.
Beat it.”

With theii faces crimson with rage
and helpless fury, the prisoners moved,
the Rio: Kid followmg then1 as thev
went, Up the rugged gulceh, throuvh
the torrid heat, thcy tramped chlmsily,
and over a rocky hillside, and through
= pine wood, and then by a narrow
arroyo, where the rocks left mo trail.
Weary, sweating aching with rage,
they Alamped on, till the Kid called a
halt at last, and they Aung themselves
down at the foot of a great rock.

Then with a rope the Kid beund their
feet, and tied the rope to a tethering-
peg jamined in a crevice of the stony
ground. and left them. His footsteps
dwd away, and the sheriff and his man,
looking at one another’s enraged faecs,
(uchmnffed dumb glares of rage and
\\Olldei. The p‘mcher could not have
brought them there to leave them thus.
Thoy could mnoi believe that; and yet,
what was his game? Helpless, en-
perplexed, they lay in furious
and at last, from the silence,
came ne ioulld Ot \OICBS

Voices—and  they started and
ed. No ome was in sight. The
came from round the grca.i: rack
gainst which they lay. The speakers
were nof three yards distant, but no
gn of them could be seen.  Clearly,
m~tmctiy the voices came, and the
rage died our of the faces of the two
sheepmen, as they listened In wonder.
(Continued on page 28.)

silence,

to take  a little

(4]
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\Whilst on the way to the village, Billy and Samroy Bunter
came across a very infuriated farmcr-chappic trying the strong
iasion stunt with his herd of pigs.  But being pig-headed,

When the farmer sighted the Bunter Brothers lLe gaspoed
with relief. “Here!” he yelled to them. * Help. me with
these pigs!” he begged. Of course, what else could those
cheery, fat youths do other than give the necessary aid,

They had never learnt the gentle art of pig-driving. but
Billy and Saismy did their best. * On the ball ! ** yelled Billy,
a5 he waded into those porkers. Here, keep 10 the left 1”
shouted Sammy. * Mind where you're driving him !’ cried
Biily. “ Look out, it’s only one-way traffic this way 172

[

|

and gave him an upside-down view of things,

QOh, what a sceno there followed ! Oh., what a merry mix-up !
The driving was not a success. And before long, pigs, Bunters,
and farmer were involved in a struggling heap in the middle
of the road. One large porker took Sammy between the legs,’

_Thea another pig barged underneath Billy’s legs, and sent
him over his back. The two fat youths clung with loving arms
round two fat perkers, and the next moment there was a regular

Derby dowa the lane. * Hi, come back ! ? howled the farme
But those pigs did not come back. 10 fatmer.

L= Poruiar—No. 500,

Thev grunted on and on, bearing their unwilling riders, and.
right up to Greyfriars they scudded. When Gosling, the porter
caxne oub of his lodge, he saw two large chunks of bacon racing
through the gates, carrying two ‘‘eggs ’-cited juniors. The
race was a dead-hest, and tho Bunter Brothers werc dead-beat !
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ANNUAL TREATS !

the appearance of the famous ** HOBBY " and " HOLIDAY "
Annuale, and every yvear these grand volumes get BETTER
and BETTER:

to give your order to'the newsagent for these popular books.
“Every Boy's HOBBY Annual” is a book w‘aich_s‘fwukd Be
in every home. It treats in' an interesting and informative
way of practically every hobby under the sun. Model Rail-

Photography, Metal Work—all these subjects, profusely illus-
trated with drawings, photograbhs Jand diagrams, are to be
found in this handsome volume.

A real treasure house.cf knowledge for the boy whe wants
o know what #o do and how to do it

Then there is this world-popular stery book—
“The Gre ars HOLIDAY Annual” W hat a
treasure~trove of stories, articles, and colour
plat
seading ALL your favourite schoolboy char-
acters appear in this champion annnal, too, which

L eomtalns [T, L ey ey
it containg. +iours aad hours of dellghtfut

bave locked inside this book you will realise what
a prize you hold.

NEW KIND OF ANNUAL, that will make an

instantaneous appeal to boys and girls- of all

the only one of its kind on the market.

and habits of our birds?

This wonderful New Book abounds in urmique
stories and photos of wild life in all its
aspects, and its contributers rank among the
foremost Naturalists in the Worid.

HERE 15 THE BOCK FOR WRICH YOU
HAVE BEEN WAITING!

Fvery year many thousands of hoys and girls eagerly await |

SEPTEMBER 1lat is the publication date, 50 now is the tme

wavs, Amateur Mechanies. Wood-work, Wireless, Stamps..

is another reason for its popularity. Once you !

ages. Itis the “NEW NATURE BOOK "~ |

|
1
!

This year will sec the appearance of an ENTIRELY |

Who doesn’t love to read about wild life in !
the woodlands, of the wondets of Wild Nature ¢
in the Forests and Jungles, and of the lives !

T Porurar.—No. £01.




28

ch

"‘THE RIO KID

!
!
] (( onlmuml Itmn )ch G. )

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,.
" Put Wisa!

LH STARBUCK roited over on the
J floor or i+ jaral, and stared up
at the Rio Kid as b entered,
For hours - it acemed hike days—
the puanéoer of Seuaw Mountain had
late there, gagoed z2ud bound, wait-
ng; \\'nilinu to learn what lhis fate
vight be at the hunds of the man he
had betrayed. o
1le feared the Rio Kid's return; yet,
fearved, too, that the Kid would not
return, that he was abaudoucd there to
perish - of bunger in that untrodden
mountain faztne\» With mingled re-
lict~and fear the rancher <aw the Kid

last,

The Kid cut through the vopes that
scenrvad  his “feot, aml jerked hitm up.
Starbuck, lis hands stit] bound, eyed
him desperately. Ilo could not spcak.
But the Kid removed tho gag from his
mmnh and he panted out a question.

\\ hat mc you going’ to with

at

do
me!

<1 guess Tl! pul you wisd,
said the Kid “Yon got to
then. - This a- way.”

He gripped.the ranclhier's arm and led
Jira from: the jacal. Outside, the after-
noon” sun \\.w blazing ~down on the
rocks. Srarbuek’s - cramped  limbs
stunrbied. the Kid led him away.
The Texas puncher halted at a great
roch,! and placed  the bound man with
his back ro it. - Starbaick Ioaued thcxe,
vantings-.ay the Kid took a- %n: aun
nom his belt, - .

“ You—you mutler. \oum gOmrr to
shon.t ‘me? he panted. | -

F What dld vou figure on?” a)L(d the
“You're au poisen
s ‘J(axbilc.\ and shootin’- s loo
good fox you T guess what vr»u want
i§ a”rope and xhc branch of a cottorn-
wood., . .A Leap of galoots in Pawnce
]‘oxd “ould .be glad to.give .you what
f6u've ‘asked for i they * know' tho
\0“0\\ vayote you arc. © You sold e
aut 1o the shmlﬁ vou durncd reptile!
Ident vor miv cayuse 'to get away from

prouio!”
wait til

an

the sheepen, and that's how you camo
back on me. , Ain't that correct”
%anbnok gritted "hiz teeth, -

* You'll get P‘ﬂ rope for thisi” he
mul hoarsely. ~ * Let up, " puncher—lot
up! Shooiing me won’t -buy you any-
thing. I guess Il help you -to, get
clear of Squuw Mountain, and back to
vour own country. 1'H srake vou the
roll they took off you at Pawnce Ford.

Il ride vou sufv off Squaw . \lountdm',

with all
“lll *
T ogue

Mounstainw 1 -

my outhit to mxard you. " Let

ss when 1 bed*, it off \q\nw
ain't - Jooking for - any

guard " said the Kid. . “That ain’t
worrying me any. But it suro gots my
goat for-the sheepmcu to allow that I
shot up Billy. Ward, a man I never
he ard of. You put that on me, feller,”

1 never puat it on you!” panted Star-
baek.  “That fool the sheriff mpml you
tor it—1I never reckoned anything of the
Lxml would happen.”

“You let him think s0.”

“ Was I to put tho rope round my own
neck ?” snarled  Starbuck. " You're
talking plumb foolishness. What will it
hurt you if ‘them pesky sheepmon think
vou shot up Billy Ward, when you “beat
it for your own country? You ‘don’t
want to care what » bunch of shwpn't 1
think in Wyoming, when you'ro bﬂ\n
m Toexag.™

" That cuts no ice, feller* Bl“v Ward
was shot down unarmed, and I should
sure hate any galoot to think that I
shot up & man without giving him a
(lmnce That's what gets my goat.”

“I tell you, there’s no help for it!”
growled Starbuck.  “Billy Ward asked
for what came to him; and I never

‘knew he hadn't & gin \vhen I pu)led on

triny.

“T guess that's plumb lie!" said the
Kid. *Still, it don't’ matter Juke a
Jittle pascar with me !’

The I\:d grasped him by the s}xouldor

cand s.mng him round the corner of the

great ‘roek,

cJud Starbuck’s cyes almost started
from his head as he stared at the two
bound men lying there.

Ward was struggling madiy with hls
gag.  The Rio Kid stooped, and re-
moved the gags from the niouths of tho
prisouers,

“You . wisa {o
grinned the Kid.

it, too, shonﬂ'?”
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“Bure!™. gruated the sheriff. “You
let us loosg, . pupchior, and wo ‘il rope in
that murdérer, and yolt eah “beat it as -
soon ay you liks.”

Starbuik panted;

The Rio?Kid st 'ooﬂe his bonds.*

‘Beat = it!” - he “said = laconically.

“Thése hombres know mow who shot up
Billy"Ward; anil 1 guess all the scction
will know it soon. 1 give you'ten
minutés to 'hunl' cover before I lot them
loose on you.’

Tor a nbmori the Sguaw Mounta®
rancher stood {heve, pantivg. des por'\u
Had he been-armed he would “have
taken his chanco™with the Rio Kid, in
the hope of silenting Tor ever those who
knew of *his"guilt.  DBut he. had no
woapon; and all that remained to him
was flight- first to his ranch to get a
mount, and ‘then by tho guickest trail
away from Squaw Mountain—a ride foc
his life with vengeance on the trail, "H: '
turned and plunged away downA the
rocks, with a bitter gurse, and vanished.

"L(-.t me loos&;, puncher!” 'y(-ll(-d
\\ ard

(,.n(' the galor)t» a chance,” said Lha
I\nl “He's surc $he yeilowest royotu

I ecver snud\, but “he's going to ‘havo’
‘his chance.”

- "And not till ten inutes had r‘la'psed
did the Kid loose his prisoners,*and’
“then

Ward plunged away down ™ tho
‘rocks on ‘the track of the fléeinf
r.mchor tho - shertff followmg mote
'slowly. -

;. The hunt for the Rio Kid"was end-
ing-=it was Jud Starbuck who was thi
fugxtu’e now. The Kid walked back to
1tho Spot whore he had left the  plack-
‘tharzzled lnustm g

It was by devious ways, by’ 1ormly’
‘trails. and under cover of dJarkiess e
night, that the Rio Kid left” Sq.Jw
‘Mountains for cver.

Whether Starbuck escaped, or whpther
the avenger of blood trailed hiin down,
the Kid never knew, and reveriidare
to know. His hoart was hghx.er whon
:he was cléar of the Squaw River s6etid
‘at last, and the mighty masd o
'Mountnm sank below the skyli
‘rode southward.
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