


TROUBLE IN THE COW-COUNTRY.

The Rio Eid has been in many a tight corner in ‘his adventurous wanderings, but never so Hght a hole as the one
#n which he finds himself this week, when he is roped in as range-rustler! :

@"\ h
i, ) . A
ANOTHER ROARING

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
. A Mystoery of the Prairie}
HAT cattle had been driven by

I " the trail, was plain as noonday

to the Rio Kid: but the puzzle

was, where had they gone?
Riding under the slanting rays of the
sun that was setting to the sierra in
the west, the Kid pondered over that
problem, and wondered.

It was no immediate concern of the
Kid’s; but ho could not help ‘wonder-
ing. It had been sheer joy to the Kid
to find himself riding a cattle-trail
again. A cow-puncher, born and bred
to the saddle and the riata, the Kid
could not feel at home in the mining
.country where he had lately sojourned.
Even in the cow country of Montana,
though he liked it better than diggers’
country, he had not felt at ease. His
heart bad pined for the wide, waving
grass-lands, the winding rivers, the
shadowy chaparrals, of his own country
—pf-Texas:—Now-he was it new Mexico,
on the trail back to Texas, and in ranch
country; ~ard :the Kid was in cheery
mood, and when he struck the ecattle-
trail; begave “the black-muzzled mus-
tang a touch of the spur, and rode on
faster, to overtake the drive and have
a.word or two with the cowmen in
charge, Cowmen’s talk would hayo been
n.boon and a blessing to the Kid, after

fong days in the mountains 6f Colorado. }

But bo did not-overtake the drive,
and no cowmen appoared in sight. And
the trail ended with startling sudden-

ness. -
“Wheén ~ the Kid camec to the end he
pulled in his _mustang, staring at the
ground, scarcely able to beliave his eyes.
For long, milés he had ridden on the
track -of a- cattle-drive. It ran over
grass-land, bordex'm§§1 the base of a low
range  of hills, The trail was fresh
‘“ghough-—not .many hours could. have
passed since tho long-horns had gone
that way.~ The tracks of more than a
hundred head of oattle deeply scored
the soil. A bundred head of cattle could
not rise into the air .‘like a flock of
wood-pigeons ;.or scuttle into the earth
liko frightened. sophers. Yet the trail
came to.a sudden end, in the open
prairie; and_the Rio..Kid.sat-in-his
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The Mysterious Trail!

yond the end of the trampled trail,

the grass was fresh and untrodden; not

a hoof-print, not & foot-print, not a

sign of horse or cow, of man or. beast.
othing ! .

What had become of the cattle-drive,
and of the riders who must have bcen
in chargs of it?. It seemecd liko black
magic to the Xid, as if drive and drivers
had vanished into. thin air. .

“QSearch me!” muttered the Kid, in
wonder.

1t was a mystery, and the. Kid did
not like a mystery that he could not
fathom., It puzzled him, it got his goat.
Surely, it did not concern him; he was
only passing tbrough the Rio Bajo cattle-
country on his way to Texas.. But the
puzzie of it got his goat, and he .could
not make up his mind to ride on his
way and leave that puzzle unsolved.

He droppea from the- saddle, and
scanned tﬁe tracks. No Apache or
Navajo could have taught the Kid any-
thing about trailing.  All that sign
could tell, tho Kid couid read.

But there was nothing to road. The
trail ended abruptly, as if the cattle-
drive had been lifted on the wings of
the wind and wafted away. It had not
gone on; it had not gone back; it had
not turned to right or left, so far as
any sign remained to tell. It
had simply terminated; as if that bunch
of cows had suddenly ceased to exist,
and dissolved into vapqur. Which, of
course, was impossible; though what had
become of the cows was unfathomable
to the Rio Kid.

“You can sure search me, old hoss!”
said the Kid, -addressing the grey mus-
tang with the black muzzle. * You can
carry me home to die! . This sure gets
m{‘ goat. old hoss. )
. Leaving the mustang standing at the
ond of the tral, the Kid trailed back
a piece. ) _

‘Back -atoug ‘the trail, the sign was

gaddle and stared. Thus far had ithe

thick enough for a ‘blind -rcdn to read.

caftle-drive gone, and no farther;. be- ;A hundred cows at least had passed, al
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. For some reason, tht man who ha
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the heavy hoofs had every one told it
tale in the thick, soft grass.

' But among the many tracks, therc was
not a single back-track; not a cow had
turned back. All had gone forward, to
that point where the trail ended,:- and
then—vanished !~ For the-absence of a
further trail showed that they had trod
no farther.

."Among the tracks of the caws, the
Kid. looked for the hoof-prints of the
cattle-drivers, and soon found them. He
picked up the tracks of two horses with
ease. There had been two riders in
charge of the cattle-drive; and they, like
the drive, had vanished from the prairie
without leaving a further trail.

Decply perplexed, .the Kid examined
the trail, up and down and round about.
The print of boots was discovered in
one spot, ana the Kid examined the
footprints with ecurious care.’ T

He reckoned that one of the drivers
had dropped a quirt, or a pipe, and
dismounted to pick it up, for there were
only a few foot-tracks to be seen. The
man had-not walked apy distance. -

But the Rio Kid's eyes, accustomed
to reading all. that “sign” could tell,
read more in those few foot-prints than
many an eye would have read. The track
of the right foot was clearly marked,
well impressed; like- that of a fairly
heavy man who tred firmly. But the
track of the left was light and lag:fing.

: dis-
mounted had never let his weight fall
on_his_left leg.

The Kid nodded and grinned. )

“I reckon that galoot picked up a
squashed leg in a stampede. one day,”
he told himself. “He sure limps some!
But where is he—and where's his -pard-
.ner—and where’'s the cows? Search me!”

Save for the discovery that ono of
the vanished riders had a limp, he
learned nothing from the trail. - The
mystery of the disappearance of the cows
was as deep as ever. -On either :side
of the trail stretched green “savannah
—to the west, broken up. as- 1t
approached the low range of hills,. be-
hind which the sun was.sinking. On
ncither side was a single track’of cow
‘horso, .

“Oh, shucks!” exclaimed _the - Kid,
Airritably, —Tho-.mystery of it worried
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* A doggoned herd of cows cap's

psey off into the pesky air. But—

He stood - by his patient mustang,
thinking: Many & long mile lay be-
tween him and the cow-town of unch
Grass, where the Kid aimed to shelter
for the night. . But he was loth to
leave the spot with that strange mys-
tery unsolved. .It was a rel;ef to him to
see two Stetson hats bobbing over the
thick grass in the distance, back along
the cattle-trail. . .

“Cowmen |” said the Kid. :
- Two' range riders were coming on at
a gallop. The Kid watched them as they-
came up, with no anticipation of trouble.
The sight of the bronzed, hard-bitten
cow-punchers was welcome to his eyes.
But he noted, as they came nearer, that
their faces were dark and.grim; and
their eyes fixed on. him keenly and
searchingly. They came on at a gallop,
and dragged in their bronchos only a
few feet from the Kid, and then, to his
surprise, two guns leaped into view, and
he was covered.

“Hands up {” )

The Kid stared blankly.

“Say fellers, what’s biting you?” he
asked. -“Who are you, anyhow?” -~

“Put 'em up!” said one of the riders
grimly. “I'm Buck Wilson, foreman of
the Carson ranch; and I guess I'm-after
the rustlers that have shot up Tommy
Tucker and run off his bunch of cows,
and I allow you're one of them. Put

’em up.” .

The Kid held up. his hands with a
smile.

“I’'m sure no he
drawled. -
*“ Get his hardware, Posy Pete,” rap-
ped out the -Carson foreman. .
The other man dismounted, and dis-
armed the Kid. “The Kid made a rest-
less movement as the walnut-butted guns
were jerked frem their' low-slung hol-
sters. But with a levelled Colt looking
him in the face, he kept his hands
up quietly. He would not have been
averse from trying his luck, even against
two foes who had their guns out; but
the Kid was not hunting trouble. And he
had a cowman’s sympathy with cowmen
who were hunting rustlers, even though
they had made a mistake in their man,

rustler, feller I’

“And now,” Buck Wilson’s gun came
a little nearer. “Now, you durned cow-
thief, where’s the cows?*
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
- Held o\nLSus’piulon!
$$CNEARCH me!” grinned the Kid."
“He’s sure a coo} cuss, Buck |*
" remarked Pete.”: =
... . Buck _Wilson scowled.
#Yoa ~ pesky.cow-thief, I'm
ing you ‘& -question,” he =
“ Where’s the cows you’ve “lifted from
Tommy Tucker’s range?” ) o

““Oh, sho!” said the Kid, good-temper-
edly. -“You've—sure—got-hold —of -the-
wrong gopher, feller. I guess I’ve never
heard of Tcmmy Tucker, or you either,
and I ain’t seen hide nor hair of your
dog-goned cows. Forget it.”

“What are you doing here, then?”

“Hitting the trail for Bunch Grass,”
answered the Kid cheerfully. “*“ When
you gents are through, I reckon I'll

os§y on.”

“You won’t mosey on yet a. piece,”
said Buck Wilson grimly.. “You was
.standing here on -the trail when we
sighted you.”

“1 reckon I was waiting for you
galoots to mosey up,” explained the Kid.
“YT'd sure like to know what became of
the bunch of oows that left that~trail.
I} sure gets my goat, figuring out where’
th_ey’:"e gooe. If you savvy, put a galoot
wise. : :

-lariat.
“I guess I'nf too polite to argue with}¥!

THE PoPuLAR.—NoO. 505.

“T recken you savvy better than I do,2
growled the foreman. “This ain’t the
first - blind {trail we've followed after
stolen cows. There’s .been & gang of
rustlers at work on the Carson ranges
for years now; and this hyer is the
first time we've roped in one of them.”

“ And now you've roped in the wrofg
man,” grinned the Kid. “I keep on
telling you I'm a stranger here, -jest
riding through on tho trail to Texas.”

“That’s yoir say-so!” grunted the
foreman. “I guess you’ll have to prove
it, if you don’t want to go up to a
cottonwood branch at the end of a
Git on your cayuse.”

a gent that holds the drop,” ‘said the
Kid agreeably, and he mounted the
black-muzzled mustang. -

“Put your rope on the critter, Pete.”

“ Sure I .

“You want me to take a little pasear
with you?’ asked the Kid, still” good-
humoured. o '

“I reckon we're taking you to the.
ranch,” answered Buck Wilson. “ Colonel
Carson will sure make you spill what
you've got to say.” w "

Pete looped his lariat over the black-
muzzled mustang’s neck. The Kid, dis-
armed, his horse roped, was & prisoner.
But he was not feeling uneasy. In his
own country of Texas, where he might
have been recognised as the Rio Kid,
wanted by half the sheriffs in the State,
his danger would have been real cnough.
But he did not fear recognition on the
Carson ranch in New Mexico. He had
no objection to riding to the ranch with
the two punchers,

“You git ahead, Posy Pete.”

“ Sure.” i .

The puncher rode on, leading the Kid's
mustang after him. Buck Wilson turned
his horse to ride by the Kid’s side. Kis
gun was still in his hand. He uttered
no threats; but his. look was enough
to tell the Kid that any attempt -to
éscape would be followed bya swift shot.
But the Kid was no$ thinking of escape.
He did not believe that he had any-
thing to fear on the ranch; and he was
keon to loarn something of the mystery
of the vanished trail. - That mysterious
trail was a new and surprising thing to
the Kid; but he had gatherod from the.
foreman’s words that it was no new

{thing on.-the.wide grasslands.of the Car-|

son. ranch., - - -

Buck’s eyes had scanned the end of the
trail, and he made no comment, and
evidently the strange thing was not new
to his eyes as it was to the Kid’s.

“You've sure seen a blind trail like
that before, feller?” asked the Kid, as

1they -struck eastward across the rolling
[{prairie. L. ]
'~The foreman glanced at him grimly.

“Yep1” he.said briefly. -

“I guess it sort of surprised me,” said
the~Kid.—* Where do you reckon them
cows have got to, fellert” )

“I reckon they’re in the hands of the
gang that have been robbing the Carson
ranch” for three years,” answered Buck.
© “Oh, shucks}” said the Kid. °‘‘If the
cows have been lifted, I reckon I don’t
need telling it was rustlers that worked
the rifle. But I want to know the how
of it, feller? - How did they get them
cows away without leaving a trail where
they went?”

“Search me!” answered the foreman.
“I reckon it’s happened twenty times or
more, and there’s always a blind trail
to follér, and no man has ever trailed
down the cows after the tracks stoppcd:
They’ve jest vanished.”

The Kid whistled.

He had happened upon rustlers, many
a time,. ins his own country of Texas.
He bad known rustlerswho could bianket

a trail "with_all the skill of a pursued
Indian, leaving scarcely a sign for the
keenest eye. But this was something
new. No rustler in- the: Kid’s-know-
ledge had ever.been able to blanket the
tratl of a hundred head of cows; the
thing was impossible. Yet here it had

happened. . .
“And what bave:you ‘punchers been
‘doing about it asked the Kid,
“Looking for the rustlers,” grunted
Buck. ’
“And you ain’t ever got them?”
“I reckon we've got one now!” said
the foreman. .
“Oh, ,shucku 1” said the Kid. “I tell
ou-——v>" .
“Stow chowing the rag,” interrupted
the foreman.  “I recken you can spill
all that at the ranch.” o
The Kid shrugged kis shoulders, and
was silent. But be was thinking as he
rode on with the Carson punchers.. The
gang- of rustlers who were “working *
the Carson ranges,. were working on
some new method of which the Kid’s
exporience told him nothing, and his
interest in it was keen and deep. By
what mysterious means did they blanket
the trail of a herd of cows, leaving no
sign for a pursuer to follow?  The Kid
thought it over, long and hard, but he
ocould not find an answer to the, question.
It beat him to a frazzle, as he.candidly
admitted. But he was keen to take a
hand in solving thai strange mystery,
if circumstances permitted. :
It was a long ride to the ranch-house,
for the Carson lands were wide, ranging
over scores of square miles. The Carson
ranch, as the Kid knew, was one of the
largest in that part of New Mexico.
The sun had gone, and the stars were "
glinting overhead, long before the two
punchers. and their gnsoner rode up to
the ranch. The Kid saw, in the star-
light, a large building of adobe, built
in the fashion of Old Mexico, tith
a great doorway leading into the saguan.
what gave access to the patio, in the
centre of the building. earer to him-
was_a block of t.imger buildings—the
familiar glare of lighted lamps, and five
or six punchers were lounging on benches
outside, .smoking pipes or Mexican
cigars, There was a shout to grcet the
foreman as he rode up with Posy Pete
and the Rio Kid.

. The Kid_eyed the_crowd_in the bunk-
house with a smiling face. -He came
as a prisoner to the.Carson ranch; byt
it was a pleasure to him to see that
bunch of sun-tanned, long-limbed range
riders as like the old Double-Bar bunch
as two peas are like one another,

But tho rough good-humour of the
punchers vanished suddenly as Buck Wil-.
son blurted out, as he drew rein:

“ Tommy’s gone up.*”

“Shot up!* added Posy Pete. *“Shot
gp by durned rustlera who've lifted his

unch.” -

There was a growl of wrath from the
Carson outfit, and every face grew grim,
and hands reached for guns. Grim looks
were cast on the Rio Kid. -

“Tommy Tucker shot up!”-exclaimed
three or four voices, .

“We found him laid out, on his range,
when I took Posy Pete to relieve him,”
said the foreman. *“And we follered the .
trail of his bunch of cows, till it fizzled
out in the -prairie, same as it.always
does; only we found this hyer galoot -
nosing around on_the trail, and roped
him in. He allows he don’t know. nothing
about the rustlers; but I reckon “the
colonel will want to see him. Is ‘the
colonel to home, boyees?”

“He’s over at the southern range;; but
he allowed he wouid be back arter.gun

dowin.” . .
“I guess this galoot will keep:
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“He sure will1” said the Rio Kid,
speaking for the first time. “And if
there’s supper going, this hyer galoot
ain’t saying nc te bacon and beans.”

"The punckers stared at him curiously.

“He sure doa’t look like a rustler,
Buck,” remarked one of them.

“You've said it, feller,” smiled the
Kid. “I guess I'm a puncher, same as
you-uns; and mighty glad to strike this
bunch. I jest stopped on the prairie
where your foreman picked me up, be-
cause I was kinder curious about that
bunch of cows whose trail sort of petered
It got my goat, kind of.” -

“I reckon it's got the goat of every
galoot on thls ranch,” said the puncher.
“I.guess if you know anything about it,
the colone! will sure make yvou squcal.”

The Kid laughed.

“You could put all ¥ know about it
into your Stetson, feller, and leave heap
plenty -room for your cabeza!” he
answered. “ What about them beans and
bacon ¥

“You can sure give the cuias some
supper, cooky,” called out Buck ilson.
“Ain’t the coloncl’s nevvy to home
neither, you’uns?” -

“He rode over to Bunch Grass this
morning,” answered a puncher.

Buck Wilson grunted.

“(Give that fire-bug some supper, and
keep an eye on him,” he said. “If he’s
white, we ain’t no call to hurt him; but
if he’s had a hand in shooting up Towmy
Tucker, he’s going up.”

“He sure 1s!” growled half-a-dozen
voices, .

The Kid slid from his horse.

“Gents, I ain’t wise to what happened
to Tommy Tucker,” he said. “But I'm

a cowman, ancd I’d sure ride a hundred.

miles, and more to that, to plug lead
through a rustler
who’s shot -up a cow-
man and. lifted cows.”

“You'd talk turkey,

anyhow, I guess, now
you're got by the
short hairs,” grunted
Buck Wilson.
. “You're sure a sus-
picious galoot, Buck,”
said the Kid. “For-
get it, feller, and trok
out them beans.”

And the Rio Kid sat
down to supper in the
Carson bunk - house,
with a dozen men eyo-
ing ~him;,” not un-
‘friendly, but ready to
pump lead through
him if he showed a
sign of attempting to
make a break.

THE THIRD CHAPTER

what the Kid Knew!
ALLOP!!

G Gallop !
From the

shadowed
rairie came a beat of
oofs.

The Rio Kid had
Enished his supper.

He had eaten with a
good appetite; and
while he -ate he
listened to the talk of
the Carson bunch.

. That talk enlight-
cned him a good deal
.as  to the state of
affairs in the Carson
ranch.

For three years some
unknown, untracked
gang of rustlers had
been preying “on the

Carson herds; and so far they had defied
discovery and -pursuit. When a bunch
of cattle was lifted, it vanished
always in the same mysterious way;
the trail could be followed -to with-
in a short distance of the hills, and
there it was lost. By what means the
rustlers blanketed so heavy a trail no
one knew or guessed; but pursuit was
always baffled in the same way; an
feeling on the ranch ran high on-the
subject. Thera was not' the slightest
doubt that any rustler eaught at his
work, would be shot at sight. But so
far, the cattle-lifting had bpot gone to
the length of “shooting-up ” the cowmen.
Tommy Tucker was the first of the bunch
who had fallen in doing his duty. And
the murder of Tucker enraged the bunch
deeply. The puncher had been found
on the prairie, his gun in his hand, and
it appeared clear that he had spotted
the rustlers at work, had intervened, and
had been shot down. The rage of the
Carson bunch was deep and savago; and
the Kid, as he listened to their talk,
fully shared their. feelings. He would
have been glad to take a hand in the
game against the gang of cattle-thieves.

More than once, the Kid learned, traps
had been laid to catch the rustlers at
work—bunches of cattle left in tempt-
ingly lonely. spots, secretly. watched
from a distance. But by some
uncanny means, the cattle-lifters
always - seemed to know when a
trap was afoot, . and they never
fell into the snare. That had led to a
suspicion that some member of the out-
fit was in league with the rustlers, and
put them wise; a suspicion that caused
much discomfort and distrust. But if
there was any confederate of the rustlers
in the outfit, he was as loud as the rest

aching jaw.

THE KID IN TROUBLE!
wards the rancher’s nephew, who stood holding hia
¢ Let up, Steve ! *’ he growled.
ain’t shooting
while this hyer bunch is around. Leave the kid

punecher alone.” :

in his denunciations of the cattle-thieves.
The Kid finished . his supper, eue:‘
lounged out of the bunk-house, and sat
on a bench outside, in the cool starry
evening of New Mexico.. The punchers
were round him, ‘and there was no
eseape for the Kid if he wanted to
escape—which he did not. More and
more the Kid was inclined to take a
hand ip‘ this strange game, and brin
to justice the unknown fire-bug who ha
shot up the cowman on his lonely range.
He awaited with some curiosity, but with
complete equanimity, the outcome, when
Colonel Carson should return to the
ranch. .
The manner of the bunch had notbeen
unfriendly to the Kid, at the begin-
ning; - but by this time it was quite
friendly, and he joined in their talk
as if he. had known them for years.
Even Buck Wilson, who smoked his pipe
and watched the Kid, seemed to have
forgotten his suspicions. The Kid’s
frank, cheery manner disarmed suspic-
ion; and the foreman had to admit that
his being found * nosing around * on the
cattle-trail was no proof; any galoot
passing that way might have been struck
by the sudden, unexplained ending of

.the trail in the prairie. It was a mystery

that had worried the Carson bunch for
three years on end; and might well
have surprised and interested a stranger
who was a puncher himself. :

“I reckon if l3)'0u’1-e white, this bunch
ain’t going ‘to hurt you any, puncher,”
grunted Buck, as he knocked out his
pipo. “But we're sure mighty suspici-
ous of strangers in this hyer section,
arter what’s been going on. I reckon
you’ll understand that, and you ain’t
got no kick coming.”

“Sure!” assented the Kid. “I ain’t

o\

The foreman swung to-

“ You

an unarmed galoot that-a-way,
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got no kick coming, nochow! You want
to keep your eyes peeled, with rustlers
around on tberanges. I guessif your boss
has got room for a good man, 1'd sure
want to sign on in this bunch, and take
& hand agin them coyotes. I reckon I
can pick up a trail as casy as the next
man.”

“You've sure got gall, anyhow,”
grunted Buck. *‘Do you figure that this
bunch ain’t wise to trailing, and that we
ain’t tried hard and often to run down
them rustlers? We don’t want to I'arn
lessons from a kid puncher out of
Texas,” .

The Kid smiled cheerily.

“T ain’t allowing you do, feller,” he
answered. “But if T was a man in this
hyer bunch, I reckon I wouldn’t be long
in nosing out one of the two galoots who
ran off Tommy Tucker’s herd.” "

“How do you know they were two?
demanded Posy Pete.

“There was the prints of two horses

among the eows,” -said the Kid, in a}

“We picked |

tone of gentle patience.

“Sure I” assented Buck.
up the trail of two riders among tl’1e
cows. And how do you reckon you'd
get wise to one of them more’n the other,
puncher?”’

“T reckon there ain’t a whole lot of
galoots in this section that limps in the
left leg,” said the Kid.

“What?” ejaculated Buck.

The effect of his words on the group
of cow-punchers was startling to the
Kid.

Every man made a movement, and
two or threc of the punchers started to
their fcet. .

Every eye was fixed on_ the Kid, in
amazement, and it scemed to him, in
angry indignation.

The Kid stared round at them.

“ What's this rookus?’ he asked. “I
sure haven’t said anything to get your
goats, have I, galoots?”

“You pesky, dog-goned nobody from
nowhere,” exclaimed Buck. “What do
you mean by a galoot what limps in the
left leg?” . .

“Qh, shucks!” exclaimed the Kid.
“Mean to say there’s a galoot on this
ranch with a limp in his leg! Is that
it?”

“Thern sure is.”

“Search me!” said the Kid. “I wasn’t
wise to that; and I reckon 1 ain’t saying
he’s the galoot that run off the cows.
But I'll tell you that one of the galoots
that ran off that bunch of cows limped
in the left leg, and I stand to that.”

Buck Wilson’s hand had dropped on
the gun in his belt. But he withdrew it
slowly, .

“I reckon you're just chewing the rag
to get our goat,” he grunted. “You
want to be carcful how you shoot off

" your mouth hyer, you gol-darned burro.”

The Kid shrugged his shoulders.

“Leave it at that,” he answered care-
lessly.

“If you ain’t jest ehcwing the rag
promiscus, what do you mean?”’ de-
manded the foreman angrily.

“Jest what I've said,” answered the
Kid. “There was sign on that trail that
I could have read before I was as high
as your gun-belt. One of the galoots
had got off his cayuse—I reckon he'd
dropped his quirt, and got down to
pick it up. That’s all. A galoot can’t
tread on soft grass without leaving a
sign.” :

Buck grew more attentive.

“I reckon I pever picked that up,” he
said.. “If it’s true, you've got an eye
on you. You spotted foot tracks?”’

“I sure did.”

“And how do
galoot limped?”
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you make out that the

“Kasy as falling off a bucking
broncho,” answered the Kid. “He lcft
a dozen tracks that any Texas cowman
could have picked up; and in every one
the left foot tracked lighter than the
right. I reckon he wasn’t jest hopping
about to amuse his little sclf, out there
on the prairie. He trod light with the
left because he limped.”

Buck made no answer.

“I.reckon that galoot had had an acci-
dent some time, and hurt his left leg,”
said the Kid. “Heap plenty galoots
get a leg jammed in a herd, specially
riding in a stampede. I ain’t accusing

any galoot! - But if there’'s a pilgrim.

sashaying around herc with a game lcg,
I'd sure like to ask him where he was
when Tommy Tucker’s herd was run off
this morning.”

It was then that the galloping of hoofs
rang from the darkened prairie, and all
eyes turncd on a dim figure far out on
the plain under the stars.

A horseman was approaching the ranch
at full gallop. ’

_The Kid looked at the
rider,

In the starlight, the clear starry bright-
ness of the south, he saw a young man,
dressed in natty riding-clothes, and evi-
dently not a cowboy, though he rode as
casily and swiftly as one.

“That ain’t the colonel, 1 recckon?’ he
asked.

“It’s the colonel’s nevvy, Steve Car-

son!” grunted Buck.
" ““And I reckon when he rides in, you'll
be able to ask him where he was when
Tommy Tucker’s herd was run off !”
grinned Posy Pete.

“Oh, shucks!”’ said the Kid blankly.

The horscman came up with a clatter
of hoofs. He sprang to the ground, and
came towards the group of punchers
outside the bunkhouse.

And as he came, the Kid watched him,
imd noted that he limped with the left
eg.

oncoming

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Man with- a Limp!

TEVE CARSON gave the group at
S the bunkhouse a nod. His eyes
lingered for a monient on the Rio
Kid, sitting easily on a bench, with

his back to the bunkhouse wall

The Kid watched him quietly from
under the shadow of his Stetson hat. The
yaung man was well-built and muscular,
and carried himself well, and he was
well-dressed, from his Panama hat to his
handsome riding-boots. His face was
handsome, and bronzed by the blaring
sun of New Mexico; but there were lines
of dissipation on it, that were not to be
missed by the Kid’s keen glance. And
he limped with his left leg.

The Rio Kid knew that he was not
mistaken in the sign he had picked
up on the cattle trail.” One of the rustlers
who had shot up Tommy Tucker and
driven off his cows, had a limp. The
sign on the cattle-trail had told him
that, and there was no doubt of it.
But the Kid wished now, from the
bottom of Lis heart,that he had not men-
tioned the circumstances to the Carson
outfit. But how could he have guessed
that the rancher’s nephew also had a
limp?

“ Evening, boys,” said Steve Carson.
“Any news?”’

“Tommy Tucker’s shot up, and his
cows driven offi—blind trail as wusual,
Steve,” said Buck Wilson.

“Shot up! The rustlers again!”

f(sure !J}

“I reckon something will have to be
done to clean up the rustlers in this

{section,” said Steve Carson. * You've got

a stranger here?”

Buck Wilson explained, the colonel’s
nephew. eyeing the Rio Kid as the fore-
man spoke. .

“I reckon he wouldn’t know anything
of the rustlers,” said the young man
carclessly. “You can let him ride.”

“He sure allows that he does know
something, :Steve, and more’n any galoot
in this hyer bunch knows,” grinned Posy
Pete. [ .

The young man started.

“What does he know, then?”

“Chew the rag, stranger,” said Posy
Pete maliciously.  “You tell the boss’
ncphew what you've found out. . You
sure know a whole lot, according to your
say-so.” :

The Kid coloured with discomfort.

“1 reckon I ain’t gone on chewing the
rag,” he snapped. ‘‘Let it drop.”

“That won’t do!” struck in Steve
Carson, and his hand dropped on the
gun in his belt. “Stand up and let’s
get & look at you, stranger; and if you
know anything about the rustlers, you’ve
sure got to spill it. Stand up.”

The Kid rose to his fcet. :

He looked coolly and calmly at the
rancher’s nephew, who scanned his face
with searching eyes..

“Now what have you bcen telling the
boys?’ demanded Steve.

“I reckon I ain’t got any hunch for
:Sé)}‘l]hng it over agamn,” objected the

1d.

* Spill it, durn your hide ”* Steve Car-
son’s cyes glittered, and a very ugly
look came over his face. The revolver
was half-drawn from his holster. .

“You don’t want to pull on him, Steve
—he’s got no gun,” said Buck.

Steve Carson did not heed.-

. " Spill it, durn you, or I'll drop you
in your tracks!” he exclaimed. “ We've
surc haa enough of the rustlers in this
section, and if you’re one of the gang,
you've come to the place where thcre’s
a rope ready for you. Spill it.”

“I guess I'll put you wise, if you've
a hunch to hear it,” drawled the Kid.
“1 picked up sign on the cattle-trail;
and the sign was left by a galoot with
a limp in his left leg.”

A dead silence followed. .

Steve Carson’s eyes were fixed on him,
and a burning gleam had come into
them. His hand closed hard on the butt
of the half-drawn Colt.

“You durncd cattle-thiéf ”” he said, at
last, the words coming almost in a hiss,

“I reckon it's easy to eall a galoot
fancy names, when you've got hold of
a gun, and he’s got none,” said the Kid
disdainfully. “If that pesky forecman of
yours will hand over my guns, I'lt make
you eat your words so fast they’ll choke
ymil

He was watching Steve Carson like
a cat. ;

“You don’t want to make any mis-
take,” he went on quictly, “I picked
up that sign on the trail, and I told
these galoots to put them wise. I never
knew anything about you, and I sure
ain’t saying that the nephew of tho
ranch boss knows anything about the
rustling, for that ain’t hoss-sense, no-
how. I reckon there’s more than one
pilgrim in New Mexico with a limp.
You've sure no call to get your mad
up.
“The puncher was jest chewing the
rag, Steve,” said Buck Wilson anxiously.
‘“He’s a stranger here, but I reckon he’s
white, though he sure shoots off his
mouth too free.”

Steve Carson burst
laugh. .

“You’re sure a bunch of jaspers, you-
uns,” he snapped. “Tommy Tucker’s
been shot up, and Tommy was as white a
man as ever cinched. a saddle. You’ve

(Continued on page 28.)

into an angry
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(Continued from page 6.)

got, one of the rustlers hyer, and:if he
aid’« he man fhat ﬁho‘
reckon ha's ‘one’ of the guug. And he's
- suro going whetehe sentfommy.”
T'howevolver fashad out of the ‘holster
as hbe w as speaking.

A sccorid ore, and_the bullet would:
sun:|

handsome, .

have crastied into thg.
1d; and the long

burnt tace of.the Rio.

the Double Bar would- ‘have come to a
sudden cud

Bui the Rio Kid was watchiul, e
knew what Wwas. coming: to him, and Le
was rveady. Thied of four hands werd
lifted o restraio-the nan with the gun,
but thcy wefe not in time.

Fver ‘as-the six-guu was leaving its
sheath, the Kid leaped forward, quick
as a panthcr His l\nuckles Lard as trom;
struck the tanched’ u(pbe w ou the point
of the chur, and Ste\c 3 arm involun-
tarily flew up &= lie staggered back. The
report ‘of .thia gun rang out with a roar,
Lut the bullet fuw over the roof of the
bunkhousc, .

The rancher’s nephew

the
and wasg gnppcd by the Rio Kid.

A doren” six‘guns flashed in the light
from "the bl..)Lhou:e,
i llan_.u up, “you'!"..-reared .
113051

.Ihc R:o Kid, was. holdmg e, ro;ohel
by the barrel,” a3 x( Thad. éd .
Witk a disdaiofuf
WCapon  away . ov

he asaid
st.m ds’

hooting,”
‘bunch

it.’

up 'l‘ommv‘ 1}

sagged back-
ward tielplessly; and the next moment’
gun_was ‘ywrenched from his haud, [

- Buek:

'hou'ﬁeA Pl

3 for |
qhno(n ¢ n Ealodt. ‘unarmed, geL on with 4

“We don't stand for, nothing of that, ]

"kind, and yor know 1t,” growied- Buck
leson 1 guess Steve wouldn’t have
pulled only he had his mad up with you.”

he foreman was frowning as he swung
towards the radcher's’ ngphiew, who had
stagy exed to his feet, dazed gnd iuriots.
“Let ., Steved: You ain't -shooting a
galoot dgown that -a-way, whilé this hyer

“bunch s around,

‘ Steve stared round him, one hand to
his beuised chin. There was grim con-

demnation in every fage: and thred or

four of the punchers had gathered round
the Kid -defensively.

{imped-'away to the ranch-house. - The
foreman watched him go, . and when he
'*':1"'\’:‘.:‘(:“, turned. to' the Do Xid. And
the Kid, meeting his eyes, ‘thought’ that
he-read -thero -something -that was in-his
own mind,

THE END.

(Be snre you read next week's yarre of
thrilling Westcrn udventure, cntitled -
“THY RUSTLERS OF THE-~RIO
BiJ() 2. I8 full of exciting situalions.)

STUNNING BOOK-
LENGTH TALES

of NIPPER and Co., of
St. FRANK'S appear

EVERY WEEHK
m the

Nelson Lee Library.

On Sme Wednesday Price 24.

.Carson muttered |

adventurols srail of e | oy pincher of ‘fﬂomcthmg under his breath, turned, and

“PLAYING TH‘E. GA‘/IE"’

(Conttnnld{ Froii page 27.)

Tom Merry~swept: off - -his Woppet
gracefilly, and-headed the ball into the
Lnet‘ am:li ‘then replaced s silk-hat.

"Oh the rotters !” gasped Wally

. Five minutes later Talbot-put the Balt
in; three” minutes mpre,: and Lowther
lauded it.” To their surprise and wrath
Waily & Co. found -themselves onﬁneﬂ
to their. own side of the half:wiy -line.
With the toppers they had some success
~-ong, two, three of the. shmmg sxlk ha,ts
were captured and crunched. Bui with
.goals”the hapless Third. ware howhere.’

-At--half-time, se:.eu goalsa.we; up..6a
the credit of the i, and the fagg
were 'in a rather pum ed state.. Bq}
“No surrender | was: Wally's' motto,
Right to a finish the breathless fag}
played out the game, hopmg wildly £0
score one goal and break their duclk
But that conselation was denied then®
Seven more goals werc added to the
Shell score, amid shrieks of laughter}
and then the final  whistle went2

Then Tom Merry & Co.,” with sedaké
faceq. walked-off the feld, raising theil
silk hats ‘gracefully to 'the chortling
crowd " as “they. as\xed And Wally &
Co.~sadder and’. wiser fags—erawled
av.a) to’ hxde thefi d\mxm:h?d heads

'Ihu smm ﬁnuls we:e over; The’ lnst
struggle was to come—between Tom
Merty.-&-Co:” and Levison & Co.- And
alis St Jim’s. looked forward with keen
iftérest . to_ _the following week and tire
fight. it the Rnal.

THE END.

(Now. look, out /or the last story tn

thia maymﬁcent series, c}mms entitled.,

| “THE «FIGHT -FOR "THE CUPH

Youw'll vote it! ‘the real goods.)
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THE KID’S LONE HAND!

13

The Bid’s not hitting the trail for Texas until he's rounded up the darina rustiers of the Bio Bajo, and Ret’s a iob
Trought with mach peril and high spirited adventure!

] "Illm_unml\& )

il’l l'l[!ll”"ii /’;ili g T 1l

- THE FIRST CHAPTER.

‘The Prisonar. of the Ranchi

ROUGH shake awakened the Rio
Kid, and he opened his eyes and

sat up io the bunk, in the bunk-
‘house at the Carson ranch,

The morning sun was streaming in &t
doors and windows. QOutside, there was
a trampling of horses, and a buzz of
voices. - Five or asix puuchers were at
the trestle table in the bunk-house
finishing = their breakfast before they
saddled up for the day’s work.

The Rio Kid had slept as soundly as
he had ever aleﬁt in the old bunk-house
at ther Double-Bar ranch, in the days
when he had been a puncher and bad
nover dreamed of becoming an outlaw.
But he awakened at the rough shake,
and sat up and looked with a cheery
smile at Buck Wilson, the foreman of
the ranch. .

“1 reckon you’re wanted, Carfax,”
said the foreman.

“] guess I’m here,” seid the Kid,
rolling out of the bunk. - “Morning,
you galoots.” He bestowed a oheery
nod on the punchers at the tablo.
*You've called me for a feed?”

“I guess you can feed, if
said Buck Wilson. “But the Boss is
ready to see yow.”

The Kid smiled.

“I'm sure too polite to keep the boss

ou want,”]

Here's a roaring "
tale of the Wild
. West, introducing
‘the Rio Kid. boy

ontlaw.

‘| waiting, teiler,” he said. *The feed can

wait. Beat it to the boss.” :
The punchers looked at the Kid and
nodded in a friendly way as he left the

lﬁlink'-house with the foreman. The Rio | N

was, more or less, a prisoner at
the Carson ranch, but it did not seem to
disturb him any. And though the out-
fit had taken care that the Kid did not
escape during the ni%ht, they had no
hostile feelings towards the {xandsome
boy puncher from Texas. True, in that
lonely ranching country in New Mexico,
they had never heard of the Rio Kid,
or of his reputation. along the Rio
Grande. And the Kid, who believed, or,
at least hoped, that his days of out-
lawry were over, had kept a still
tongue. To the Carson outfit he was
what he looked, & cow-puncher.

The Kid followed the foreman across
from the bunk-house to the ranch-house.
The low-slung holsters at his belt hun
empty: his guns were in the keeping o
the foreman of the ranch. The Kid dis-
liked being_ without his guns, but he
took the situation cheerfully., - Buck

Wilson led the way through the big.

doorway into the patio of the ranch-

house—an old building, dating from the

days when New Mexico was part of Old

Mexioo, before those wide, rich lands had

geen added to the neighbouring United
tates,

Jbreakfast cigar, and

By

RALPH REDWAY

The doby .buildings surrounded a
central courtyard, in the Spanish-
American style, and round.  the patic
ran a wooden gallery, shaded from the
sun. The Kid crossed the patio, bloom:,
ing with sub-tropical lowers and shrubs,:
his spurs ringing on the stone path, at.
the heels of the ranch foreman.  Under
the slanting roof of the gallery, on the:
o& osite side, sat the boss of the ranch—.
Colonel Carson.. :

“The rancher was smoking his after-
his keen eyes
looked from a tanned face, searchinﬁly,,
at the Kid as he came up. -The Kid
looked at him with equal interest. He
had heard often enough of Colone!
Carson, owner of the bxfgest ranch in

ew Mexico, master of almost countless
flocks and herds. In that wide, "wild
country, where the law was not so
strong &8 & six-gun in a' determined
hand, @Gilbert Carson was  “big
medicine ¥~—wielding the power” almost
of life and death; master of a numerous
outfit, devoted to him, ready to carry
out his lightest order, but reputed a
just thougi severe man. Under his
thick, grey brows, his keen eyes watched
the lgjd; nd the ( boy . uncher
unimpressed and most assuredly - un-
daunted, swept off his Stetson -hat{ in
cheery salute. .

“'Mornir.g, boas!” said the Rio Kid
easily. )

QGilbert Carson looked at him, long
and hard, and did not return the saluto.’
He turneéd to Buck Wilson.

“Is this the man, Buck?” "

“This hyer is the galoot, bossl!™
answered the foreman.,

*He looks a mere boy.” )

The Kid gripned. If he was young 1n
years, and" looked it, he was °ldg 1a

experience, cocol as ice, and hard as
" Txm Porviar.—No. 506:
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gg‘xls. But o his looks, no man would
€Ver have guessed that the boy puncher,
was the outlaw of the Rio Grande,
wanted by half the sheriffs in Texas.

“I guess- he's tougher'n he looks,
boss,” said Buck. “He ‘was quick as
lightning 'when young Steve pulled on
him last night, We all reckoned he was
a -gone codn, but -he ‘handed out- a
sockdolager that fairlilifted Steve, and
got his gun-away-slick.””

The -colonel frowned. o

“Why did my nephew draw on-him?
he asked. ..

“He reckoned he was sure oue of the
rustlers that shot up Tommy Tucker on
his range yesterdsy, and drove his
cows,” said Buck. *We roped him in
on ’spicion, - like I've told you, but
Steve Carson - reckoned it was & cinch,
and allowed he would send him where
he had sent Tommy.”

“Stove should not have drawn a.gun
on an unarmed man,” said the colonel,
biting his lip. “But let that pass 2owl
You give your name as Carfax?” he
asked, asldressing the Kid,

« .

“Js that your real name?” "
boss, and it’s
er,” answered

“It’s the call-by I use
sure as good as any oth
the Kid cheerily.

“T've asked you a
question,” said the
rancher, - knitting
his brows. “I want
a plain answer.”

“] guess you've:
got all the answer
you're getting,
feller,” said the Kid
coolly. “This hyer
ain’t a court of law,
I reckon.”

“Courts of law
don’t go for much
in this section,” said
Colonel Carson. “If
we rope in a rustler,
we don’t worry any
about courts of law.
We string him up to
a branch, and let it
go at that.”

“Muy bien!”?
assented the Kid.
“But I sure ain’t a
rustler, boss, and 1
sure hate to be
called qne.”

“What were you
doing on my land when my- foreman
roped you in yesterday?” -

“Hitting the trail,” answered the
Kid. “I rcckon I was bound for Texas,
and if you-uns are tired of my company,
I’'m sure ready to beat it. But if you've
‘got room for a good man, I'm open to
{om your bunch for a spell. I'd sure

ike to help trail down them rustlers.”

“You were found on the catile-trail
where my cows had been driven,” sai
the rancher. “One of my outfit was
“ shot yesterday by the rustlers who drove
his cows. You’re under suspicion.”

“1 guess I’m ready to ride, if my
com anf{ ain’t admired,”- said the Kid
carelessly. “I was hitting the trail for
Bunch Grass when I came on that
cattle-trail, and I was sure interested in
it. It got my goat to see a cow-trail
that petered out in the prairie, and left
ho sign for & galoot to follow.” -

“That’s happened a good many times
on this ranch,” said Carson. **The trail
of stolen steers always peters out in the
same way when it gets near the hills.
I¥s a thing we've never been able to
get to the bottom of. I reckon if you're
in cahoots with the rustlers you could
explain it.” ‘

#But I sure ain’t,” grinned the Kid.

TrE PoruLar.—No. 506.

“They’'ve laid a few things against me
 at_times, but I never_was a rustler of |
cows.. But I guess you ain’t taking my
word about that, when your man has
been shot up, and you're mighty sus
picious of any stranger Who comes.
moseying in on the range. Give me my
guns and my cayuse, and let me ride.” .

“That's all you've got to say?” asked
the rancher.

uYep.u

“You've worked on a ranch back in
Texas 1”

«sure.n .

“Give me the name of any rancher

who will spedk & word for you.”

“Y guess I ain’t worrying my old boss
any,” sail the Kid, with a laugh. “We"
didn’t part on the best of terms,
feller:” .

The rancher rose to his feet.

“You’ll be held on suspicion,” he said
coldly., “If you’re white it’s your ill-
lucki. But w2 ain’t taking chances
when one of my outfit has-been shot up
and the killer is loose on the ranges—
if you ain’'t him. You're a prisoner,
Carfax—if that’s your name!l”,

“Say, feller,” ejaculated the Kid.
“You.don’t happen.to be 'the Governor

% \\;\ \

of half-a-dozen States, I suppose? What

sort of right have you got to bold a
galoot prisoner on your ranch?”

The rancher shrugged his shoulders.

“I guess I'm not worrying about that
any,” he replied. *Until the man who
killed Tommy Tucker is roped in I guess-
I’'m taking no chances. My outfit will
ride herd over you till I know more
about you. Put him in a safe place,
Buck.”

“Sure !” said the foreman.

_.The rancher made a gesture .of dis-
missal. For a moment the Kid hesi-
tated, his eyes glinting at the high-
handed lord of the Carson ranch. ad
the walnut-butted guns still been swinF-
ing in the Kid’s %::lsters there would
have been a sudden surprise for the
rancher. But the Xid was not the man
to kick against what could not be.
helped, and he turned and followed-
Puck Wilson, whistling as he went the
merry tune of a Mexicen fandango.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
. Friend or Foe 2
URING that day the Rio Kid had
D lenty of time for meditation:
-He was barred in a. corrugated

iron shack, that was usually used

for the storage of kerpsene .cans, and.!

retained a powerful odour of kerosene.
The Kid did not mind that; but it got
his goat to be shut up, a prisoner, at. the
behest of the New Mexico rancher.
There was a window to the shack; with
& shutter that was barred outside, but
through mauy wide oracks in the shuiter.
the Kid could see his surroundings, He
could see the long horse-corral, in which,
among many other animals, his own
mustang was confined; he could see the
cookhouse, where the ranch: cook, per-

{spiring ip shirt-sleeves, cooked for the

outfit, and the bunkhouse, where
punchers _continually came and went.
Twice or thrice a cheery puncher would
pass the shuttered window and call in
a cheery ‘word to the prisoner,. from
sheer kindly feeling for a galoot down
on his luck—a word that the Kid would
answer with equal cheeriness.

He was a reasonable pilgrim, was the
Rio Xid, and on cool reflection he did
not blame the- rancher for taking no
chances with him. The whols ranch was
excited and enraged by the shooting
of Tommy Tucker, and on all sides
bunches of men had ridden out, with
rifles and revolvers, to hunt for traces
of the rustlers. Horseman after horse
man came and-went; the clatter of hoofs

rang incessantly past the kerosene
shack, The Kid thought it out, and did
not hlame the rancher. None the less,

his imprisonment irked him, and he was

resolved that it should not last long.
Gladly the Kid would have joined the
Carson bunch in trailing the rustlers—
he hated rustling as he hated a rattler

—but he did not expect the bunch:to

take on a stranger at face value. For
all they knew he might be a spy of the
rustler gang, as Colonel Carson only.

too plainly suspected. “Keeping him safe.

on suspicion ‘was only hoss-sense, in the
circumstances, a3 the Kid cheerily ad-
mitted ; but he did not mean to be kept

.safe, all the same. Long before the hot

New Mexican day drew to a close the
Kid had-had more than enough of the
kerosense shack, -

Looking from the split shutter, he-

caught sight, more than once; of the
rancher’s nephew, Steve Carson. The
Kid watched that handsomely-dressed
young man very curiously. FKrom the
unchers’ talk he had learned how
teve. had had his-left leg crushed in
a stampede a few months before, leav-
ing him with a limp. ing at him,
the Kid had to remember the tracks of

the man with a limp that he-had picked-

up.on the trail of the stolen cattle. That

étevo Carson and.the Me>
them coolly over the back

a8 soon:
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the rancher’s. nep}iew could be in
oahoots with the gang of rustlers who
were stealing cows from the ranch was

too wild a suspicion to have entered the’

Kid’s mind, but for Steve Carson’s
action in attempting to shoot him down
unarmed. To shoot down: an unarmed
galoot on bare suspicion was not the
act of a white man, the Kid reckoned,
and he figured that Steve had a yellow
sireak in him. And the Kid opined

that the chances were that Steve Carson
had drawn on him, not in vengeance for
the shooting-lig'.of Tommy Tucker; but
to keep the Ki

d’s mouth- shut in the

. mined ° assault :from - within, but the
clang of the corrugated iron would have
alarmed the whole ranch and brought
-aorowd to the spot. As the long hours
of the day wore by the Kid realised
that he was <cinched, and began "to
wonder how long it would be before he
breathed free air again.” .

“The ranch cook brought-him ample
food, and gave Lim a cheery grin and
. word along with it. But a puncher
stood by the door with drawa gun to see
that the prisoner did not kick.

he saw the sun descending .over the

“©h, shucks !” murmured the Kid, as’

If he hgdg kmfe— “But he might
as well have “wished for his walnut-
butted six-guns, and his mustang be-
tween his knees, and his feet in the
stirrups. And then—miraculously, as it
secmed—there came in the darkness a
scraping sound at the window, a gleam
of shining steel, and a knife,. pushed
through the crack from outside, dropped
to the floor of the kerosene shack. And
the Kid, in wonder, picked it up.

“Search me !” he murmured.

It was a heavy, broad-bladed bowio-
knife—exactly the weapon that the Kid

wanted to cut his way out of his prison.
He gripped the
handle with deep

satisfaction. But he

stared at the glim-

ie dirsctly towards the Kid, who watohed
roncho, his rifle In his hand, r==-- ¢~ lift
\nted It. (Ses Chapter 4.)

surest way. The Kid pondered over the
matter, and he had a hunch that Steve
Carson was a ‘“‘coyote ” from the word
go, for all his good looks, and his rela-
tionship to the richest rancher in New
-Mexico: ‘And the Kid, at his window,
noted several times that Steve glanced
towards the kerosene shack with a black
- and. bitter brow. Colonel Carson was
holding the boy puncher on suspicion,
but if the Kid’s figuring was O.K. the
rancher could have learned more by
guestioning his own nephew. No wonder
the rustlers always knew when a trap was
being laid for them if the rancher’s
nephew was in league with the gang.

e old rancher had sternly blamed
his nephew for:pulling a gyn of the
unarmed Kid, yet there was"no doubt
in the Kid’s ‘mind that Steve had in-
fluenced the colonel’s opinion. Could
Steve Carson have had his own way, the
Kid. would have been- taken from the
shack and strung up on the nearest trce
without waiting for any proof. The
Kid knew that as he caught. Stevé’s eyes
turned glinting on his prison, and saw
the young man fingering his black
bruised chin, where the Kid’s fist had
struck like a lump of iron. -

The Kid was quite determined not to
remain where he was, in spite of all

the ranchers and all the outfits in New"

Mexico. But when he gave his atten-
tion to getting out of the shack he
found that he was up-epainst a toigh
proposition. The door_was barred, .the
window _shuttered and. barred. ' The
walls might pot have resisted a deter-

Z_ B

_'
/-

ranch, the long day drawing to a close.
“I-reckon I was plumb loco to horn
into this byer rookus. Dog-gone my
boots, why couldn’t I quit that pesky
 cattle .trail and hit the Horizon -for
Texas, as I wa~ aiming to do? Shucks!”

Yet the Kid did not really regret that
he had lingered on the Carson ranch-
lands. The mysterious trail on the
prairie haunted his thoughts, and the
puzzle of it got his goat. Even now,
if he escaped from the kerosene shack,
he knew that he -would not ride for
Texas, leaving that mystery behind him
unsolved. The secret of the trail that
was lost in the prairie was a socret that
theldKid figured on discovering, if he
could.

Night fell on the ranch. There was
a blaze of light from the bunkhouse,
‘where horsemen still came and went.
Dusty, tired riders came 'in from the
shadowed plains and dropped from their
horses at the bunkhouse, or rode on
to the ’doby rancho to report -to the
boss. The hunt was up for the rustlers
of the Rio Bajo country; but the Kid
could see eesily enough that there had
been no success. The cattle-lifters had
vanished into the sierra without leaving
a trail, and the outfit were bafled and
enraged. The kerosene shack was_at
a little distance from the other build-
-ings, and the Kid, after darkness 1ell,
“knew that if he could once get outside
he could make his 1%et-uway in the
shadows with ease. he had had a
knife he could have cut his way throug'h
the wooden bars that held the split
shutter to the window. But his knife
had been, taken, and though he tried his
luck with his hands, he could not burst

the barg or wrehch the shutter apart. -

mering blade in the
darkness of the
shack, wondering.

What unknown
friend had slipped
that knife through
the window, know-
ing, as well as the
Kid did, that with
such a weapon the
Epsoner -could cut

i8 way to frecdom?
All the outfit that
he had 'met had
been: friendly
enough—even Buck
Wilson. They ap-

roved of the boss

olding him a

prisoper on  sus-
picion, but they did
not really doubt him.
or believe that he
was in cahoots with
the rustlers. One of
them, more friendly
than the rest, must
have taken pity on
his plight, and re-
solved to give.him a.
chance to vamaose: the ranch.” Whoever
his unknown friend was the Kid blessed
him. One of the bunch, at least, had
hoss-sense enough to feel sure that he
was no rustler, the Kid figured. But
he was not surprised at the galoot act-
ing secretly, for the rancher’s orders had
been strict, and it would have gone hard
with any man on the Carson ranch
found disregarding them.
. “I reckon that hombre, whoever he ie,
is & galoot with .solid f]oss-sense,”. the
Kid reflected, ‘“and I'll sure prove it up
to the whole bunch that I’'m no rustler,
when I get clear of this pesky shebang!
I sure ain’t hitting the trail for Texas
till I’ve taken a hand agin them dog-
goned rustlers, and I sure reckon that if
I find them to home, Steve Carson won’y
be a whole lot far away.” He gripped
the knife, -and stepped to the window.
“Now I guess it’s root, hog, or die!”

Quietly, but with a firm hand, the Kid
cut at the pinewood shutter. The blade
was - strong and heavy, edged like a
razor, and in the Kid's deft hand it
aliced away the hard wood fast. A wide.
gash ip the split shuiter grew wider
and wider, huge splinters falling at the
Kid’s feet as he worked patiently, till
at last he could pass his hand through
the opening, his arm following, and
force the bars outside up from the iron
socketa.

One bar be lifted and drew in through
the opening, laying. it gently on the
earth. Then the other bar followed; and
the Kid pushed the hinged shutter a few
inches open, and stared out into the
deep gloom.

At a distance, the windows of the
bunkhouse shone; and from the .open
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doorway of the chuck-house came the
glow of the cook’s stove. Bui close by
the kerosene shack all was darkness, and
no one was at hand. "All the outfit knew
that the prisoner was safely barred in
and did not need watching—unless he
had help from outside. And only the
unknowrn man who had slipped the
bowie-knife in the shack knew that he
had had help. . .

The Kid pushed the shutter wider.
Softly he "lifted himself through the
little window, and dropped to the earth
outside the shack. Then he closed the
shutter again. Only close at hand, in
the gloom, could it have been seen that
the wooden bars were missing from their
place. And then—warned by an instinct
that was quicker than thought—the Rio
Kid threw himself face down on the
earth close by the wall of the shack.

Bang! - ’

The flash and the roar of the revolver
were followed by a shout from the bunk-
house. - A bullet crashed into the wall a
couple of feet above the Kid. .

Round the corner of the shack a
shadow loomed—the shadow of & man
who had waited and watched for “the
Kid. And in that bitter moment the
boy puncher knew what had happened—
that the knife had bcen dropped into
the shack by the hand, not of a friend,
but of an enemy—an enemy who lay in
wait- to shoot him down in the act of
escaping. . :

Tho Rio Kid's face was white with
rage as understanding flashed into his
‘mind. -Bang! came the second shot,
missing him only by inches as he rolled
over in the darkness; the shadowy figure
was running towards him now, firing as
he came. and limping as he ran. But
the darkness and the Kid’s ~cat-like
swiftness, saved him; and shot after
shot flew wide and wild as the boy
puncher fled into the night.

It had been a close call for the Kid,
and his running footsteps did not slacken
until the uproar from the Carson ranch
had died away in the distance.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
] “Turning the Tablesl
HE Rio Kid grinned as Buck
Wilson drew rein in the shadow
of the great cottonwood. High
_over the prairie rose the lonc
cottonwood, a hundred feet high, its
great mass of branchcs a landmark for
many a mile across the wide grasslands
of the Carson ranch.

Hidden in thick foliage, the Kid lay

along a high bough, and for a great
distance he had watched the horseman
who rode on the trail he had left.on the
plain. -
- Had there been more than -one the
Kid would have dropped from the trce
and vanished into the prairie. The Kid
knew well how to move, when ho liked,
without leaving enough trail for an
Apache to follow. But the forcman of
the Carson ranch was riding alone; and
the Kid did not clioose to beat it. Under
the blazing sun of the Necw Mexico
noontide Buck Wilson rode on to the
tall cottonwood, and gladly pulled his
broncho under the welcome shade.

With amused eyes the Kid: watched
him from above, through narrow open-
ings in the foliage. The foreman of the
Carson ranch was a hard man, and he
carried a rifle at.his saddle and a
revolver at his belt; and he was lunting
the Rio Kid, as many others of the
Carson outfit wero hunting him that
morning; yet the Kid was glad to sce

im.

of the Kid’s boots that wound round the
great trunk of the cottonwood, and
passed onward. Ho fanned himself with
his Stetson hat, and gruntcd. He had
ridden many a long mile that -hot morn-
ing before he bad struck the Kid's
trail in the prairie. '
The trail of a man afoot in a country
where no man stirred except in the
saddle was enough to tell the foreman
that he was on the track of the puricher

" who- had escaped from the kerosene

Buck Wilson stared down at the traill

shack the night before. And he had
followed it as far as the big cottonwood.
He remained for a few minutes in the
grateful shade of the wide-spreading.
branches, and then rode on round ths
great trunk, following the deep track of
the boots—a track so deep that Buck
might have suspected that it had “been
lefi intentionally, had he dreamed thas
the fugitive was not-bent 6n escaping.

But a dozen yards beyound the cotton-
wood the track died out suddenly. Buck
stared down- at the earth, and dis-
mounted, to examine it for sign. The
trail emded in high grass, and he knew
that the fugitive had gone no farther;
and his plainsman’s eye told him, after a
brief examination, that the puncher had
trcdden back to the great tree in his
own tracks. And the Carson foreman,
with his gun in his hand now, tramped
back to the cottonwood, his horse fol-
lowing him. And as he tramped under
ths thick branches somothing struck him
suddenly on the ecrown of his Stetson
hat, crushing in the bat and hammer-

]ing with fearful force ﬁon his heal,

and Buck went to the eart! like a log.
It was only for- two minutes that the
foreman of the Carson ranch -lay
stunned in the grass under the spread-
ing cottonwood. Then his ei'les opened
dizzily, and his band flew to his belt.
" “Forget it, feller!” came a voice with
the soft Texan drawl. .
And Buck Wilson dragged himself to

a sitting posture, and stared blankly

iuto the muzzle of his own gun, gripped
in the hand of the Rio Kid.

The Kid smiled at him pleasantly over
the gun. , R

“I reckon you needn’t' worry -any
about putting your hands up, feller,”
he drawled. “I -guess I’ve borrowed
your hardware, and you’ve eure come
out at the little end of the horn. ¥You
want to sit still like a good little man, or
clse I guess this dog-goned six-gun will
pop, and the boss of Carson ranch will
have a vacancy for a new foreman !”
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Buck Wilson stared at him, ‘his
bronzed bearded face growing purpla
with rage. But he made no Eosnle
movement. The six-gun was only four
feet away from his face, and the Kid’s
finger was on the trigger. And thougn
the Kid was smiling, the glint in ais
eyes told that he was in deadly earnest.
Buck’s ‘oyes wandered to his horse--
tethered a dozen yards away, the rifle
still in its case at the saddle. He was
disarmed, and the Kid held Iis gun,
and the game was in the boy puncher’s
hands. .

“You - durned, gol-darned ‘rustling
coyote!” muttered the Carson foreman,
his voice thick with rage.

“Forget it,” grinned the Kid. I
reckon you roped in my- hoss and my
guns, feller; but this ain’t a country for
a galooi to hoof it without a cayuse,
nohow; and I'm sure borrowing yours
till I get my own back. Savvy?”

The foreman clenched his hands. The
Kid made a warning motion with the
levelled six-gun. - .

“I should sure hate to spill your
vinegar, feller,” he said. “But if you
don’t sit like a good little man, you
gets yours, so suddep you won't know
what hit you. You get me?}”

“You've got the drop!” growled Buck
hoarsely. “You'll go up to a branch for

this, you durned.rustler’ . i

“I keep on telling you I'm wo
rustler,” said the Kid; “but I was sure
tired of the kerosene shack! - I ain't
blaming the ranch boss for holding me
on suspicion; but I had a hunch to nis
the ‘open prairie. And I reckon you was
hunting me.” ' ,'

“] sure was, and I'll get you yet!”
said Buck grimly. . “We savvy heap
plenty now that you’re .a rastler, you
dog-goned cow-thief. - Some galoot put
& knife into the shack to help you—woe
found the shutter hacked :to splinters.
We've been wise to it for a long time
that the rustlers-have got a spy in the
Carson outfit; and it- was that durned
loba wolf that helped you get clear.”

“I reckon that's how you’d figure it
out,” assented the Kid. “But that ain’t
the how of it, by long chalks. _It was
the rancher’s nephew that put the knife
into the shack; and he was waiting with
a six-gun to pot-shoot me as I vamoosed,
only I was too quick for the dog-goned
gink. I reckon he hated me telling che
bunch -that a galoot with a limp had a
-hand in runoing off the cows on Tommy
Tucker’s rangel”
h.The foreman started and stared at

im,

“It was Steve Carson spotted you
vamoosing and opened fire on you,” he
said. ‘‘He allowed that he was jest
taking a pasear along by the kerosene
shack and saw you drop
winder.”

The Kid laughed. :

“I guess he was there a whole piece,
watching round the corner of the shack
till I dropped out,”.he said. * He sure
wanted to stop me from chewing the rag
about a galoot with a limp. The dog-
goned heck had it. all cut and dried;

ut I beat him to it, and I sure will
make him sit up and howl before I hit

- the trail out of New Mexico. It's
Colonel Carson’s nephew that’s helping
the rustlers run off the cows—and that’s
a straight cinch {” - ‘

The foreman shook his head slowly.

“You ain’t figuring that's so?”
grinned the Kid.

“I guess I’ll prove it up, give me
time,” said the %ﬁd c.beerEx,ly.g “You
'uns allow that I'm a rustler, and I
guess I’'m' going to put you wise. I
guess I'm golng to make that gol-darned
coyote sorry for pot-shotting at a galoot,

_to a branch afore the sun’s gone

from the |

too!” He chuckled. - “You reckoned
you bad a soft thing when you hit my
trail out on the llano, knowing I hadn't

a gun. Why, you galoot, you’d never
have hit my ‘trail if T hadn’t wanted you
to hig i1 .

';I“lie foren_mlr: stared.
-1 sure sighted you a long way off,”
the Kid chuckled; “and thengI laiyd that
trail for you to pick up, where I knew
you couldn’t miss it if you tried.
guess I was glad when I saw you riding
ixto:: :gés hyer trede. hI kindﬁr wanted a
uns, and that's wh w
you to foﬁo\v on. You sa.vvyy?”I anted
léuck W11§on gritted his teeth hard.
Why‘, I'd cut 8 lump of wood all
reedy with the knife that Steve Carson
dropped 1nwo the shack last night,”
grinned the Kid. “That was what hit
you on the cabezsa, feller, and I reckon
1t surprised you some You walked into
it ‘Pk’e a good little man, you sure did."”
I get you yet I” muttered the fore-
man huskily. “Tl see you strun up
e gown
many times on this hyer ranch I’ -

“Forget it 1" said the Kid. “T reckon
1 wouldn’t have worried you any if
you’d left me my cayuse and my guns.
But 1 sure ain’t trailing that gang of
rustlers without a gat in my grip.”

“Trailing the rustlers(”

“That’s my game!” eaid the Kid, with
& nod. “Why, you locoed gink, if I
was a rustler, do you reckon you'd be
let.walk back to the ranch? You'd get
yours mighty sudden. from. your own
gun. But I should sure hate to spill
your juice, liking you as I do. You've
got to hoof it five miles back to the
ranch,

The Kid laughed and walked across
to the horse. Lightly he swung himself
into the foreman’s saddle. )

Buck Wilson made a fierce stride to-
wards him. The Kid lifted the six-gun
and grinned over it. : .

“Beat it, hombre,” he said laconio-
ally. ‘‘Beat it for the ranch before you
get hurt!”

The foreman glared at him in_helpless

rage, but the six-gun enforced ‘obedi-
ence. Slowly, savagely Buck Wilson
turned away and started on the long
and weary tramp back to the ranch,
leaving his horse and guns in the bands
of the Rio Kid.
- The Kid watched him, with an amused
grin, till the grass hid him at last from
sight; then he wheeled the horse and
rode away towards the hills,

P

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,'
Shot for Shot!

RACK Y . : .
The flash of a rifle even in
the glare of the New Mexican

sunshine caught the Rio Kid's
eye before he heard the rcport. The
bullet hummed ‘ by .like 3 mosquito as
the Kid dropped from his horse and
slipped  Buck’s rifle from the leather
sheath that held it. Looking across the
back of the halted broncho, the Kid
watched the tiny cur]l of smoke that
flickered against the brown of the hills
in the west. :

‘“Search me!” he muttered.

The Kid was riding for the hills—
the foothills of the Rio Bajo range.
That a crowd of the Carson men would
be out hunting for him, sure now that
he was onc of tho rustling gang, the
Kid was aware. But he had ridden
lonF miles since his meeting with Buck
Wilson at the tall cotton-wood, and he
had not expectcd to find foes farther to
the west.

The shot had come from a draw that
led into the low hills. Standing behind
his horse, the Kid watched. He was
ready for trouble if the unknown
marksman. wanted to *push it further.
From the hollow of the draw a hoérse-
man emerged into sight, followed by

another. B . .
“Shucks I ejaculated the Kid.
He knew the leading rider, a hand-
(Continued on page 28
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“The Rustlers of the Rio Baidir!i"

(\(’o»tuzuw rrom. page 17.)

somé liguro 1n well- ﬁttmg rldmg-clothes.,
It zwis - Steve Carson, ,tha. rancher's
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The velvit Jaclgﬂ, the ;high™ sombrem,‘
the gaﬂdy sashTtold . thats ho . was - a-
Mexican;iand - his“face, - as' the id saw.
it- in theaweSterm" sunhght “was dark
and .. berded -and  gnm.~ The  Kid
smifed- grimly. T If ever=he had scen a

galoot  who had £ rustde=” and “cow-f &
thief " wriiten allzover'ﬁ%-uvarthy face,
it was the MexiCan whﬁ WWas ndmg with

R

I

Steve Carson. ™= o

-“0Oh shucks!” grmned the Xid.
reckon” that yalled r: ¥
sowe, of lis zustle
and“that do -goned Grease
thé gang. -And EhEy's Yo ’ Spost
the pesky - coyste reckons hes got me
by the ‘shors huirs, two to one’” " o =
. 'Stéve Carsof :l't.xo Mcm@.n rcde
dirsetly tofyardithe Rio

ir

a’fcpmg mto 0asy
refo__in . rhpid
a3 tapdmg Sedll,
favo'ur, K :

" Boy .
& burst into a iau;:h as.
ho .gudssed. ~H had escaped | unawaed
from the ranch thc ‘night before; he was
'y wherse . evcry Han vo [
Ly againsk him';"ahid” Steve Carsonwis
not_wige ‘to: it ;shut-he was now -armed,
‘Thé" ti¥o. hors ("ngn-'ﬁgured ‘that “they:

Weére ndmg ‘dowir an unarmed man. -

he Kid e Ted:* Ho was' Willing® top:
leS.Lv‘e_ them llz%k%‘é'&r error nll they came:

i nearer; and he held Bucl’s rifle” out of

sighi, DERIAg

o broncho, wa,nmg
“ 1t was_ab _filty-

ar Tthay the iwo
horscmen slackene: p cc ‘a’little “and |
handlied their rifiee. At that easy dis-
-tance it was -quick work to riddle_ the
id agd his broncho _with ;ballets if he
~had been, as they xgrkoned wigholt a
But the Kid was ‘wa
“motion “of his enemids; and at.
*$ign _of shooting hisTF nﬂc SWEpt up_over
‘the back "of the' brofthe and ho’ pulled

B Mexican had his " vifle ap” his
-shouldgr, wher, thc Kid's shot,camé; but |
+hé never pressed the tr:gger."‘ Ha rolled

backwards over -his . borse™s tail and
1) ashed heav:ly mto the tlucl\ gmssl anld
n ‘hems

£2
. The rxﬂe;syhng i e
"Carson, .3 who "W

" its su'p‘ remained

mohbme“s
at’ the Ki. v
that was_ besting on
out ﬁrm"*« he droyve” spurs “info hxs
horse’s ﬂunks and. dushed Away tow ards’
thehills, ‘bending fow in the saddle to
evado the shot ho expected.

“Jearclr me }* chuckled the Kid.

He did"not “pull trigger on the ﬂcumg
man. In & couple of minutes Siove
“Carson had vanished ~“again into the
draw from which the horscmen’ had
rgetl.' and wus gone from the Kid's:

Jig ;

The Kid watched him go, and” then’
wull\cd aCross - to . thé spot ".wher ho
iMexicsit: hed tallen, his rifle. ready for-
‘uge- iB-it " was neaded. - But it was not"

d he_ stared. D
zl¢ "}
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xLegged the swarthy. rustler lay still
where ehad allen. Thd K gave-Him
on® grim' look afd™ tetumed to his
‘beonchoe,
Crackf, .
Fron_the d b draw Vc:n'xo “the ring .
ing - reporb

o rifle " Usder_eover: th
tho_bolg

v thebranchel $ “nephiew | was
Bus the Histadce Was €60 great
for eﬁ,’ccmc shootmg, and:the Kid only
gnnnegl__as the leh wmged hv a dozcn
'f”en fxom lnm.v
A Y Sht

t] HESOn bunqh “ould “kirow
iat Greaser for @ rustler. ag Smht nnd
ey,

-1 tockofl if they saw the ;ancher sne
;in his Tompany they’d be Wise to’it who
wa.s ‘the™ mstlers “Spy at the ranch.] -I
_gucss he wouldh't ‘have:shoived .up with
‘that Greaser 1E he hadnt Jbeen_plumb;
gttx“ But I reckon he

XIRGING o: Ine
it hot futile five
Fom thg IH xddeu ‘m»the -draw,-the
*de modnted~his . hgon i apd:

came; ﬂi
eqdl NG

2 . +ifl the, Dyl L
sun sank bebind ‘the~ sxerm,,m thewggst
safe from pursuit by the:keene
in the Cdrson bunch. -, Under

“the-Kid "to tidé on and stnke
for Texas, far from>the Cark
But the Kid ‘did ‘not ride on. -
was not hittiug the trail .for Tevcas unkil
he "had come te & show-down with- tho
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PERILS—LET 'EM ALL COME!

Here’s the boy to give you a thrill—the RIO KID, outiaw adﬂ:eﬁturer and Good Samaritan! Stick to hi ]
through the Golden West, for the Kid ahways lits BIG TROUBLE and ADVENTURE ! et to s trail
{

OUR ROARING ¥ ESTEi!N YARN, STARRING THE

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
- Traited !

HE Rio Kid lay in the sassafras
on the top of the high mesa,
and watched, with the patience
of an Apache watching for his

enemy. The Kid was not, perhaps, very
patient by nature, but he could be as
patient as a Redskin when he was on
the warpath. And the Kid was on the
warpath now. For a full hour he had
lain on the summit of the mesa, in the
blaze of the hot sun of New Mexico,
hardly stirring to flick away the buzzing
mosquitoes. From that high point,
rising over the low hills of the Sierra
Baja range, he could see far across
the surrounding country—hill and
canyon, deep, shadowy gulch, and
rocky draw, to the rolling prairie that
stretched away illimitable to the east—
the wide grasslands of the Carson ranch.
And the Kid’s eyes were fixed upon a
deep, hollow draw, shadowed by rocks
and pines, where the low hills rose from
the plain.

At the foot of the mesa, by a creek
that was one of the trickling head-waters
of the Rio Bajo. his broncho was staked
out, in rich grass. Food, and water,
and shade in plenty for the horse, while
the Kid baked and sweated in the
blazing sun on the top of the high
mesa. But the hardy Kid seemed In-
different to discomfort., From the flat-
topped rock he could watch the distant
‘draw, and that was what the Ki
wanted.

. And his long vigil was rewarded at
ast.

From the shadows of the draw o
horseman pulled out into view, riding
slowly up into the hills—slowly, for the
way was rocky and difficult. The Kid
saw him first as a moving spot in the
distance; but the figure drew nearer
and clearer with every passing minute.
Even while he was too far for his
features to be discerned, the Kid was
sure. of him—he knew the well-built
figure, the handsome riding-clothes, of
Steve Carson, the nephew of Colonel
Carson, of the Carson ranch. And as
the horseman drew nearer, winding his
way into the intricacies of the Sierra
Baja, the Kid made out the handsome,
reckless features of the rancher’s
nephew, and knew his man beyond
doubt. .And the Kid grinned quietly
as-he lay in cover and watched.

Clink ! Clink!

The sound of the horse’s hoofs came
to his ears, echoing from the hard rocks.
Steve Carson turned into a deep arroyo,
so narrow that the walls of rock on
either side seemed almost t6 meet, and
in places arched over the rider's head.
Through the arroyo ran a trickling
stream, and the horseman was riding
up the ravine in the shallow water.
And the Rio Kid slipped, at Ilast,
quietly down from the mesa. He did
not untether his horse. The Kid, like
all cowpunchers, hated going afoot; he
neverwent twenty yards out cf the saddle
if he could help it. But he knew that
a single sound behind him would alarm
the man he was tracking, and it was
necessary for the Kid to ieep in cover,
and, mounted, he would have been seen
by a backward glance of the lone rider.
So the Kid left the bFoncho where he
was, lying in the thick grass by the,
creek, and followed his man on {foot.
The toilsome way up the arroyo was
slow, and the Kid knew that he could
keep pace. easily enough with the man
from the ranch. And the Kid had s
hunch that the trail would not be a
long one.

> 6,

There are all kinds ot Western charac-

ters—gunmen, roughnecks, outiaws, and

cowboys. But there’s ONLY ONE KIND
CF RIO KiD—and thic is he !

_ranchman.

RIO KID! ,
Carson was out of sight in the stecp
arroyo, but the thudding and splashing
of the horse came back to the Kid's
ears. And every few minutes he had’
a glxplpse of the rider, pushing slowly
on his upward way. Twice he saw
Steve Carson turn his head—not sus-
piciously, for the man did not dream
that he was being trailed, but from the
habit of caution.” But the Kid was an
old hand at this game, and there was
no sign of him for the horseman to seo
when he glanced over his shoulder,

The rider pulled out of the .arroyo
at Jast, and drew his horse to a halt
by a clump of trees at the opening of
the canyon. And the Kid, winding his
way on in cover of rock, and pine, and
straggling bush, silent as a panther
stalking his prey, dropped behind 4
boulder ' within a dozen feet of him,
unseen, unsuspected.

“The durned, dog-goned gink!” the
Kid muttered under his breath as he
watched the halted- horseman from
cover. “I guess I savvy a whole heap
what you’re weiting there for, and
what kinda galoot you’re waiting for.
I reckon if the Carson bunch could see
you now they’d be put wise mighty
sudden,”

The horseman, at a halt on the rough
ground at the head of the arroyo, was
waiting with evident impatience. He
had given no signal, so far as the Kid
could discern or hear, but his manner

“showed plainly enough that he expected

to be met. If the rustlers were camped
in the hills it was likely that the spo!
was within view of some look-out. it
was certain that watch would be
kept hy the cattle-thieves, with all
the Rio Bajo country up in thée hunt
for them,

There was a sound of clinking hoofs.
and & rider came from the shadowy
pines of the canyon and joined Steve
Carson. The 'Kid, from his cover,
looked at him curiously and keenly.

He was a powerfully-built man, with
a rugged, tanned, bearded face, dressed
like 2 puncher, but evidently not a
He wore two guns in his
belt, as well as a bowie-knife, and a
rifle was in a sheath at his saddle. A
tougher specimen of the ‘‘border

- ruffian ” the Kid had never seen in the

wildest cow town of Texas or- Montann.

A scar, from.an old bullet wound, ran

across the man’s -tanned right cheek,
- Tag PopurLar.—No. 507.
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like a gash, from his mouth to his ear,
giving that side of his face a grisly
expression.

“You here, Steve?”

“I’ve been waiting for you, Judson,”
snapped the young 1iaan.

“I reckon I moseyed down as soon

_as you was seen,” answered the scarred
man. ‘“What’s on? I sent down Juan
with a message for you. Didn’t you
meet - up with him in the draw, as
usual ?2”

(lYep.Jl

Carson dismounted from his horse and
stood, leaning one arm on the saddle
while he talked to the rustler. The
limp of his left leg was very perceptible
when the rancher’s nephew moved on
foot.. Judson $seemed to notice it, for
he remarked : -

“Your laig ain’t any better, Steve,’

“Nope. Never mind that; it will
mend,” grunted Steve. “I came up
here to give you the office, Jud. Juan’s
gone up.” - -

“Sho!” ejaculated the scarred man.

“He was shot by a puncher from
Texas—a kid puncher, who calls him-
self Carfax.” .

The Rio Kid grioned behind the
boulder. Steve Carson had no sus-
picion that the kid puncher who called
himself Carfax was within hearing of
his voice. ~

“Who's Carfax?” .asked Jud.

“Search me!” growled Steve., “Buck
Wilson found him nosing on the trail
of Tommy Tucker’s bunch of cows thai
were driven off the day before yester-
day. He ron him into the ranch on
suspicion of savvying something about
the rustling, and my uncle ordered

H

him to be held. He's too fresh for this’

country. He spotted the tracks of
‘a2 man with a limp on the cattle-trail,
and told the outfit.”

Jud whistled. .

“Sho! They don’t suspect that you
are .

“Of course not!” interrupted Carson
irritably. “I reckon they ain’t likely
to figure that the boss’ nephew has
a hand in the rustling of the Carson
herds. But that puncher is sure wise
to it, and I ain’t safe at the ranch with
him around.”

J“Don’t you pack a gun?’ grinned
ua.

. “I drew on him, and he beat me to

.it,” growled Steve. “ He was shut up in
the kerosene shack, and I dropped a

knife in the window to help him out,,

and when he vamoosed I was lying
ready to wing him. I reckoned it was
a cinch, but he got clear. When I. was
with Juan in the draw we sighted him
on a horse on the Prairie, and rode
him down. But he’s

somewhere; he shot up Juan and I
reckoned I hit the horizon mighty quick.
I figured that he might ¢ome after
me, and I waited for him in the draw,
but he never showed up.”

Again the Rio Kid chuckled silently.

The Kid had made o wide cirele to get
to the ‘rear of the draw, where the
rancher’s nephew waited for him, rifle
in hand. . S s

“I reckon he’s taking a hand in the |

game,” went on Steve. “I guess he's
a meddlesome galoot, ready to horn
Into any rookus that don’t eoncern him
any. You want to watch out for him,
Jud, and give him his as soon as you
sight him.” They figure at the ranch’
that he’s one of the rustlers.”

‘“Sho!” ejaculated Jud again.
. “There won’t be any questions asked
if he’s found laid out!” said Steve. “I
reckon he’s in these hills, lying low to
kecp clear of the Carson bunch.” .
““I guess a stranger rooting in these

THE Porurar.—NoO. 507.

'} out and vamoosed.”

got guns from’

hills ain’t likely to be

long-lived,”
grinned Jud.

“More likely he’s pulled
Steve shook his head impatiently.
“If he was hitting the trail for Texas

he’d have gone east,” he answered.

“But when I saw him he was on this

side of the ranch—west, He’s got a

hunch for taking a hand in this game,

I tell you, Jud.” .
“T’ll sure tell the boys to watch out,”

said Jud carelessly.  ‘““If he’s nosing

around in the hills he won’t hit our
camp easy; and if he does he'll go
up so quick he won’t never savvy what

struek him.” .
Steve grunted. After his own experi-

ence with Kid Carfax he did not figure

that dealing with ~the boy puncher

would be so easy as the rustler
reckoned. He changed the subject
abruptly.

“You cleared the last herd?” he
asked.

“Sure! Every gol-durncd cow was
driven down to the construction camps
on the other side of the sierra,” an-
swered Jud. “So long as the rail-
road’s building—and 1 guess that will
be years yet—they’ll take off our hands
all the beef we can get—cheap!” He
chuckled. “I reckon it's time for
another drive. I told Juan to speak to
you about it. ”

“Juan won't never speak again,”
runted Steve. “You want to rope in

osy Pete’s herd. He’s got Tommy
Tucker’'s old range since Tommy was
shot up. It’s the farthcst from the
ranch, and the safest to work. He’s got
two hundred cows on that range, along
the fork of the Rio Bajo. But look
here, Jud, no killing, if it can be
helped. I reckon it made me sure sick
of the game when Tommy Tucker was
shot up.” i

“It was you that pulled on him,”
growled Jud. “I don’t stand for shoot-
Ing up cowmen. It makes the game
too pesky dangerous. All the ranch
will-be howling for blood over that.”

Steve muttered an oath.

“¥e had to go up when he came on
i3 suddenly and reckernized me,” he
snarled. “Do you reckon I could let
him get back to the ranch and let on
to Coﬁonel Carson that his nephew was
in cahoots with a gang of rustlers? But
I sure hated to sraw on him.” The
young man shook himself impatiently.
“I reckon it made me sick that I ever
took a hand in this rustling game.”

The Kid could see the sardonic grin
on the rugged face of the rustler.

**It’s easy money,” said Jud. “ You’ve
roped in some thousands of dollars to
your share, Steve, though I guess it’s
all gone on poker and euchre among the
.tin-ﬁorn gamblers at Bunch Grass.”
“That’s my funeral,” snarled Steve.

“When I couldn't touch my uncle for’

any more I had to raise the dust:-some-
how. Never mind that When will you
be rustling Posy Pete’s herd? Make
it after dark; it sure ain’t safe to move
in the daylight, even so far from the
ranch, since there’s been killing. I
tell you the whole outfit is raging.”
“To-night, then,” said Jud. “You'll
be there?” o
“I reckon mnot,” snapped Steve.
“After what that gol-darned Texas
galéot has been saying at the ranch
I sure want to be off the scene next time
cows are rustled. I reckon Pm stay-
ing in to-night, like a good boy, with
plenty of witnesses that T was home.” |
The rustler chuckled. :
“That’s sure wise,” he said.
reckon you want to watch out, Steve.”
After a few more words Steve Carson
remounted his horse and rode away,
clinking and clattgring, down the

[ I
' expected.

narrow arroyo, to return to the plains
and the ranch. Judson turned his horse
and dashed away into the rocky
canyon at a gallop. From his cover
the Rio Kid stared after him grimly.
The rustler vanished from sight, and
the elatter of hoofs died away 1n a few
moments.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Hut on the Rangel
HE stockman’s hut stood lonely,
I far from any other habitation,
close by the fork of the Rio
Bajo. Tt was built of sawn
planks and posts, with a shuttered
window and .a door that .swung loose
on leather hinges. It looked lonely and
deserted. in the setting sun as the Rio
Kid rode within sight of it and watched
it keenly across the glistening, waving
grass of the range.
The Kid rode
stockman’s hut. .
The hut was ten miles from the ranch-
house, and was one of the loneliest
stations on the ranch. The puncher in
charge of the herd on the range was
accustomed to bring with him rations
for a week and camp in the hut at
night. At the end of the week he would
be relieved by the next man on duty.
It was a lonely life,- and when the
rustlers were at work it was a danger-
ous one. But it was a matter of course
to the cow-punchers, The Rio Kid
had done range riding, in the old days
on the Double-Bar in Texas, and he
knew the work of a ranch from begin-
ning to end. The Kid knew that Posy
Pete would be alone in the stockman’s
hut, with no other within miles of him.
What worried him now was whether the
range-rider was at the hut or out on the
range with the fceding cows. It was
unlikely that he would be back at the
hut before dark, still, the Kid was not
taking chances. At the Carson ranch
they had marked down the Kid as a
rustler himself; he had been made a
risoner on suspicion, and his escape,
ge had no doubt, had convinced Colonel
Carson, that the suspicion was well
founded, and there was no doubt that
Steve did all he could to further that
view. Since the shooting up of Tommy
Tucker on the same range a few days
before, the new man in charge was not
likely to be slowwith his gun,and if Posy _
Pete was in the hut and sighted the
Kid coming, the boy puncher was more
than likely to be met by a whizzing
bullet.
So the Kid was very wary as he ap-
proached the hut, his keeo eyes watch-

slowly towards the

-ing it for a sign-of an occupant.

There was no sign; but that might
only mean that the puncher was watch-
ing him from within and waiting for
him to come within easy range.

At a hundred yards the Kid dis-
mounted from his broncho and walked
on towards the hut, watchful as a cat.

- At fifty yards the Kid staked out the

"broncho and advanced on -hands and

knees, almost hidden by the high grass.

Still there was no mevement, no shot,
and the Kid came to the edge of the
clearing round the hut and watched
from tge grass for a good ten minutes
before he advanced farther. - -~

The silence was deep, and he was
fairly well satisfied that the hut “was
untenanted. But he was still watchful .
and wary when he quitted all cover at
last and ran swiftly towards the hut.

““Shucks!” ejaculated the Kid.
.The hut was empty, - as he "had
-The puncher waa out on the
range with his herd, The Kid threw
open thé door and looked in, gua in
hand,. but the room was empty.
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-One glance round
was enough for the
Kid. Then he
walked back to his
broncho, untethered
him, and led him to
the hut, and led him
inside. Nothing was
to be in view to
alarm Posy Pete
when he came in
from the range.

he stove was
cold, but the Kid,
though he was more
than ready for food,

© did not think of
lighting it. He
waited in the hut,

watching from a’
eplit in the shutter,
across the plaine.
now shadowed as the
sun get lower behind
the Sierra Baja.

It was an hour
later that a tanned
cow-puncher  came
riding into sight to-
wards the stock-
man’s hut.

The Kid smiled as
he watched him.

Posy Pete, tired
by a day on the
open range, - rode .

- slowly towards the
lonely hut, thinking
chiefly of supper
and his bunk. A 'few days ago a puncher
had been killed by rustlers on (hat
lonely range. But chances like that
came all in the day’s work; the work of
the ranch went on just the same, Posy
Pete was watchful over his herd, but
as he ‘rode back to the but he thought
of supper and bed, He dismounted at
the door, turned his horss into the little
fenced corral adjoining th> hut, threw
the creaking door open, and tramped
heavily in. And from tLe gloomy in-
terior there was a gleam of a levelled
barrel, and . a soft voice said
pleasantly, in the leisurely Texas drawl :

“Hands upl”

Posy Pete gave a convulsive start,
and his hand, by instinct, shot towards
his belt. But he did not touch a gun.
A levelled revolver was looking him
in'the face at a distance of six feet, and
Posy Pete knew too much to draw.

He put his hands quietly above his
head and stared at the handsome, sun-
burnt face that glimmered out of the
shadows.

“You durned rustler!” he muttered.

The Kid laughed softly.

“Drop your hardware, feller,” he
said, “and don’t you try to lift a gun,
or you get yours so su:—iyden that you'll
never know how you got over the
range.”

“It's your say-so!” answered Posy
Pete, and he lifted the gun from his
belt and dropped ‘it to the floor and
kicked it across to the Rio Kid.

“You’re sure a good little man,” said
tho Kid approvingly. “I should hate
to spill your juice over the floor, feller.”

‘“Oh, can it!” snapped Posy Pete. “If
you’re arter the cows you've got me
dead to rights. You’ll go up to a branch
for it.”

“But I ain’t arter the cows,” grinned
the Kid. “I keep on telling you that
I ain’t no rustler, same as I told them

- at the ranch.” .

“Then what are you doing here?” de-
manded Posy Pete. “That’s Buck
Wilson’s hoss you’ve got in the corner,
you durned hoss-thief [

“Buck Wilson sure roped in my

mustang and my guns,” said the Kid.
“I met up with him on the prairie and
borrowed his'n. This ain’t a country for
a galoot to take a little pasear without
a gun or without a cayuse. I'm ready
to trade back with Buck Wilson when
he wants.” .

Posy -Pete eyed him suspiciously.

“What are you doing here if you ain’t
arter the cows?”” he asked. ‘You met
me with a gat in your grip.”

T reckon you’d have blowed my roof
off, and no questions asked, if I
hadn’t,” chuckled the Kid. “If I was
a rustler, you gol-durned moss-head,
what’s to stop me from handing out
yours and driving your herd?” The
Kid thrust the revolver back into the
holster at his belt.
you beat them rustlers, Pete.”

“Oh, shucks!” said Pete.

‘“Honest Injun!” grinned the Kid.
“I've got wise to it that they’re after
your cows this hyer night, and I’m sure

oing to take a hand in the game. Ever
geard of a galoot named Judson, with
a big sear on 'his face?”

“Every cow-man in New Mexico has
heard of Scar-Face Judson, the
durndest fire-bug between this and the
Rio_Colorado !” growled Pete.

“IHe’s . the galoot that’s after the
herd. I'm going to watch out with you
to stop him.”

“Oh, shucks !”

“I'm here to help|

Price2d. 9

iN THE CATTLE STAM-
PEDE! A shadowy figure
foomed beside the Kid as hs
rode with the stampede—a
hoarse voice called him: ** You,
Jud 7 " “] guess not!’
answered the Kid coolly as he
ciubbed his quirt and swept
down tha heavy butt. The
horseman gave a yell and
rolled from his mount. (See
‘hapter 3.)

“You ain't taking that in?"

“Not any.”

“I guess I'll prove it up,” said the

id. “You're a white man, Posy Pete,
and I sure like you, though you're a
durned moss-ead, like the rest of your
bunch. But I'll prove it up.”

“And how ?” jeered Pete.

“This-away, feller.”

The Kid picked up the stockman's
istol, and, holding it by the barrel;
ganded it to Posy Pete. His own gun
was in his holster. Posy Pete grasped
the Colt by the butt and stared over it
at the smiling face of the Rio Kid.
Deliberately the Kid had placed the

ame in his hands. He had placed

imself at the cow-puncher’s mercy.

“Waal, carry me home to die!”
ejaculated Posy Pete, staring blankly at
the Kid. : L

?Iowly he dropped the gun into his
belt. :

“I reckon I more'n half believed that
you was white,” he said. ‘I guess you've
proved it up, feller. Look' here, is it
the straight goods about a raid on my
herd this night?”

“Sure !” : L

“And youw're standing by me if they
come e am I :

ure am !
i Tae Porurar.—No. 507.
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“You’re a white man,” eaid Posy
Pete.

__ “T reckon we've got time for a leetle |

supper before the galoots” show "up,”
3aid the Kid.

And he crammed pine chips into the
stove and lighted it, turning his back
cheerfully on the puncher as he did
so with a complete confidence that made
Posy Pete dismiss any lingering sus-
picion that might have been in his
mind. . )

The stove was soon roaring, and sgnd-
ing up a stream of smoke from the iron
pipe in the roof towards the glittering
stars of New Mexico. Posy Pete
lighted a kerosene lamp and turned the
Kid’s broncho into the corral.  And
then the two punchers, with cheery con-
fidence established, sat down on either
side of the stove toé supper, while the
darkness deepened and deepened on the
lonely prairie round the stockman’s
hut. :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Stampede!
S TARS twinkled in the sky, but the

night was dark., From the

shadowed grass came the low,

deep murmur of the herd. By
a bunch of cedars, close by the resting
herd, the Kid and Posy Pete stood,
holding their bridles. -The Kid was
speaking in a low voice.

“T guess I’m talking hoss-sense, feller.
I’ve given you the office that Scar-Face
Judson and his iang will be working
your herd to-night. I guess I’ll stand
by you -to the last shot. I sure hate a
rustler. But if you had as much sense
as & hoss-fly you'd ride to the ranch end
bring up some of the outfit.”

Posy Pete shook his head.

“Forget it!” he answered. “I'm on
this range and looking after this
bunch of cows. I guess I ielieve you're

white, Kid Carfax, but up at the ranch.

they figure that you're ono of the cattle-
thieves. I reckon the boss would give
me the marble eye if I rede up and
told him I’d left you alone with the
herd on your word.” :

I‘;I reckon I'd ride to the ranch my-
self,
would shoot me up at sight,” grunted
the Kid. * Anyhow, we're two, and if
they drive the cows we can trail them
if we can’t beat them to it. I’'m sure
anxious to find out how they drive the
cows without leaving a trail.”

Posy Pete eyed him curiously in ‘the
gloom of the cedars. E

He trusted the Kid. The Kid had
fairly forced the puncher to trust him.
But the puncher still had his doubts.
The Kid meant well, he believed that.
But he was not sure that the Kid had
it right. If the rustlers did not come—
and Pete did not feel at all sure that
tl}ei were coming—he was losing. his
night’s sleep in the stockman’s iut——
and losing it for nothing. And a cow-
man who had ridden range all day
did not want to lose his night’s rest
for nothing. And Posy Pete did not
quite understand, either, why the Kid,
who had been treated as a rustler him-
self at the Carson ranch, was taking
a hand in the game against the rustlers
to save Colonel Carson’s herds. The
night was calm and still, the cattle
rested peacefully in the grass, from a
little distance came a soft murmur of
the waters of the Rio Bajo. For two
hours the punchers had been watching
the herd, and there had been no sign
of the rustlers.

‘But the XKid started suddenly, ¢
'Tue Porursr.—No. 507. ¥, and

' searching through the darkness.

only the dog goned moss-heads

bent his head té listen, and laid a band

on Posy Pete’s arm.

*1 reckon they’re on
whispered.

In the midnight stillness Posy Pete
listened intently. He shook his head.

hand,” he

“ uwess I ain’t wise to it if they
are,” he said. .

“Listen, you moss-head!” grunted
the Kid.

And in a few minutes more Posy Pete
could hear the faint sounds- from the
darkened ' prairie, that had already
reached the keener ears of the Rio Kid.
Horsemen were riding in the night.

“Might be some of the outfit,” mut-
tered Pete. “I guess the boss is keep-
ing the boys riding hard these days.
He’s sure mad at Tommy Tucker being
shot up bty the rustlers.”

“Qutfit nothing!” snapped the Kid.
“It’s Scar-FFace Judson and his gang, or
T'll sure eat my Stetson,” -

They listened. From a distance the
glow of the stove from the stockman’s
hut could be seen, glowing out by slits
and crannies in the timber walls. The
horsemen were riding nowhere near the
hut, and the Kid drew his companion’s
attention to the fact. :

““1f they was some of the Carson outfit
they’d sure hit the hut to call on you
there,” he said. “If they're rustlers
they’ll miss the hut as wide as they can,
figuring that you're in it, sleeping with
a gun handy. Don’t your pegky ears
tell you that them riders ain’t passing
anywhere near that hut?”

“Sure!” assented Pete,
pause.

He drew his repeating-rifle from the
leather sheath at his saddle. He was
convinced now, and he was ready for
shooting. The Kid had a tix-gun in
his hand, and his eyes were glinting 'i"rllnd

c
thudding of hoofs was nearer and
clearer, but it stopped, and from the

after a

sleeping herd came murmuring sounds|

of disturbance. The resting cows were
waking and grunting. Sharply through
the silence came the crack of a cow-
man’s quirt. The punchers at the cedar
clump heard muffled voices calling_ to
one another. It was only too plain that
the rustlers were at work round the
herd, and that the cows weére getting
into motion. Here and there, in the
dim starlight, shadowy figures showed,
the figures of horsemen, who were
starting up the herd. .

There were several of them—several
seen at once, and probably more
hidden in the shadows. But it did not
even cross Posy Pete’s mind to . lie
doggo and keep safe from heavy odds.
He was there to guard the cows, and
he was ready to do his duty—more than
ready, for he was keen to draw trigger
on the cattle-thieves who had shot up
one of the ontfit. .
. “You standing by on this, Carfax?”
he muttered.

*Ain’t I said so?”

“Stand to it, then!” said the puncher.

He clambered on his horse, and,
‘guiding the animal with his knees, his
rifle in his hands, rode out from the
shadow of the cedar clump.
" Crack! Crack! Crack!

The roar of the rifle awoke a thou-
sand echoes on the prairie. There was

a startled bellowing from the cattle |-

and a shouting of alarmed voices. A
voice the Kid thought he knew—the
voice of Scar-Face Judson—yelled from
the darkness. ~ ’

“Look out! That durned

. puncher
2in’t at the hut!™ : .

;swept down the heavy metal

Bang! Bang! Bang! came the ring
of the rustler’s revolver, following his
words.

" It was wild shooting, in the darkness
under the dim stars. But if the shoot-
ing was not effective on the intended
targets it was effective in alarming
the herd and stampeding them. A
single shot, sometimes, will startle a
herd of cows into a stampede. No
beasts are quicker to take fright.
Trampling and bellowing, bhorning
wildly, the two hundred cows on ‘the

| Rio Bajo pasture left their resting-

place, careering wildly through the
night. In the midst of the trampling,
tossing herd, and on ita skirts, rode
the rustlers, cracking their whips like
shots, only aiming to keep the herd to-
ether and head the stampede in the
direction they desired. ‘ows on all
sides left the main herd and escaped
in the gloom, but the greater part
kept in the bunch, and that bunch was
herded towards the hills by the rustlers-
with cracking whips.

No cowboy, or score of cowboys, could
have stopped the stampede, once it had
started. .

The utmost the herder could have
done would have been to ride with the
bunch and keep it together, riding with
it till it tired, and then hoping to herd
it back to its pasture.

But in this case the riders were
urging on the stampede with cracking
whip and cracking revolver. Qnly they
sought to head it towards the hills, and
that was easily in their power. The
cows cared nothing which way they
rushed, so long as they were allowed
to rush free. It was heading them off
and stopping them that would - have

.been impossible. -

Crack! Crack! Crack! rang quirt
‘and revolver, the sharp reports hardly
distinguishable from one another.

The Rio Kid was riding “with the
stampede, but he was not firing. In
the gloom no man could have told
friend from foe, and he did not. want
to drop Posy Pete in mistake for a
rustler. Stopping the stampede was im.
possible, sing?ing out one dark shadow
from another in the night was impos-.
sible; but the Kid could ride with the
herd, and keep up with it, and take his
chance of dealing with the rustlers
later. Posy Pete was firing, and some
-of ~the rustlers loosing—off "shots; -and
when a bullet whistled by an inch
from the Kid’s hat he did not know
whether it came from friend or foe.

But the firing died suddenly. Posy
‘Pete, baffled by the darkness, rode with
the rushing herd, a5 the Kid was-doing,
only seeking to keep up with it. And
it was no child’s play riding with a
stampeding herd in the darkness. A
-rider once down in that sea of tossin
hoofs and horns was a dead man—a
that was left of him would be an un-
‘recognisable mass in the trampled
grass; and a single false step, the catch-
ing of a horse’s hoof in a gopher holae

-might mean a fall and sudden destrue-

‘tion. The- rustlers and the punchers
were taking the same risks, and they

‘had their hands'full enough.

A shadowy figure loomed up beside
the Kid as he rode. A hoarse voice
-called to him :

“You, Jud?”’

_ “I guess not,” answered the Kid
coolly as he clubbed his quirt and
utt, and
the horseman rolled from his horse with
‘a yell. And the Kid rode on, with one
fewer foe to deal with when the time
cerme . ’ . .
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dusk towards the ranch.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Shot Up!

NYCAR-FACE JUDSON swore
- through his set teeth as he rode
with the tossing horns round him,
cracking his quirt. It was no part
of his plan to stampede the herd. He
had hoped to drive the cows from their
pasture by stealth, under cover of night,
while Posy Pete slept in his bunk in
the stockman’s hut, or rolled up in his
blanket under the stars. In a stampedec
many head of cattle were certain to
be lost to the raiders, and it was a
question whether the excited herd could
be slowed down in time to suit the
rustler. But it could not be helped now.
The firing had stampeded the herd and
they were ioing fast. Judson rode with
“them, cracking his quirt, keeping back,
so far ‘as he could, cows that sought to
rush out of the main drove, as all his
men were doing. He stared through
the darkness about him in the midst of
a sea of tossing horns and rolling, wild
cyes, calling to his men, and watchful
for Posy Pete.
puncher would not be quitting his cows.
But one shadowy figure of a horseman
was exactly like another; when a man
rode by his side he could not have told
whether it was Posy Pete or one of his
own gang. He swore savagely as he
rode.

A horseman came thundering by him,
and Jud stared at the rider, unable to
pick-him out in the dark. But a voice
called- to him: - -

“Say, youl”

Posy Pete’s finger was on the trigger.
but he called before he fired. He did
not want to drop his comrade by mis-
take. .

“XKeep riding !’ called back Judson.

The hoarse shout might have come
from one of his own men.

Posy Pote threw up his rifle and fired.
He knew that that gruff voice was not
that of Carfax. -

Scar-Face Judson spat out an oath
as the bullet tore a strip of skin from
his check. Heedless of the pain, and
of the blood that streamed down his
face, the rustler whirled his horse"to-
wards. the puncher and rode at him,
firing ms he came.. Bang! Bang! bang!
rang his heavy Colt, and Posy Pete
fired blindly, dropped his rifle,and clung

Ail the rancher

Ho knew that the.

THE QOOD SAMARITAN ! Holding the wounded man on his horse, the Rio Kid pushed forward through the deepening
8 were his foes—but that did not stop the Kid,

to be got home ! (See Chapter 4.)

wildly to his horso as the lead went
home. Tiwice wounded, the cow-puncher
was carried on by his rushing horse and
vanished from the sight of the rustler,
who sent a savage laugh after him
as he wiped the blood from his cheek.

“You've got yours, I reckon!”
snarled Judson. * And he roared, above
the uproar of the stampede: “That
puncher’s down! . All's clear! Slow
down the herd as soon as you can, you
galoots !” .

The shout reached the ears of the Rio
Kid, riding in darkness amid tossing

horns and the shadowy figures of horse-
men,

“Oh, shucks!” snapped the Xid.
“They’ve got Posy Pote—"

In the gloom, a horse came galloping
by, with a rider clinging to 1its neck.
The wounded man was crumpled up on
the horse’s back. But with all that was
left of his strength Posy Pete was hold-
ing on, knowing full well that if he
fell he would be trampled to death with-
out hope. It was only a glimpse of him
that tge Kid had in the shadows, but
he figured that it was Posy Pete, and
he dashed in pursuit. In a couple of
minutes he was beside the unguided
horse, and had caught the loose reins.

“That you, Pete?” snapped the Kid.
It might have been a wounded rustler,
and the Kid’s heavy quirt was ready
to dash him from the saddle at a hostile
movement. But the deep groan from
the wounded rider told him that he had
nothing to fear- from him, whether
he was friend or foc. . ’

The Xid rode closer beside the
shadowy figure. He guided the horse
away from the press of cattle. A faint
voice came from the crumpled rider.

“You Kid Carfax?”

& Yep 17

-“They’ve given me miine!” A groan
followed the words. “It was Scar-Face
Judson. I saw him in the flash of the

n‘!’

He groaned again, and lurched in the
saddle, and would have fallen but for
the boy puncher’s strong arm that
caught him in time and held him.

“Oh, shucks!” growled the Kid.

He had ridden clear of the stamped-
ing herd now, guiding the pufcher’s
horse to safety. Past him in the dark-
ness swept the press of maddened

That wounded man had

cattle, bellowing, past him and beyond
him. Tt was with bitter chagrin that the
Kid let them go, and 'did not follow. Ile
had aimed to keep with the herd and
with the rustlers, and trail them to the
secret place in the hills. But he could
not abandon the man who was sinking
under his wounds. The roar of the
stampede died away in the black dis-
tance as the Kid dismounted and lifted
the groaning puncher from his saddle.

Posy Petoe lay in the thick grass as
the light fingers of the Kid groped over
him. ~ The Kid could do nothing but
stanch the flow of blood and bind up
the wounds. -

“]1 reckon you’re worth a whole lot
of dead galoots yet, feller,” said the
Kid chcerfully. “It’s sure pizen to me
to let theni rustlers go, but I reckon
I aim to get you to the ranch pronto. I
guess I'll bo able to pick up the trail
of that stampede in the daylight, any-
how. You figure that you can hold on
if I stick you in the saddle?”

[ Yep!"

The Kid swung the wounded man to
his liorse. Posy Pete was hard hit, and
if he was to livo he had to get to the
ranch without delay. Darkness and
silence had already swallowed up the
stampeding herd and the rustlers who
were riding with it. The. Rio Kid
turned in the opposite direction—east-
ward towards the distant ranch. .

. With a stecadying hand to his com-
panion the Kid rode. Posy Pete’s head
had sunk on his chest and he was only
half conscious. But for the Kid’s hand
he would have fallen from the ‘saddle.
But the Kid held him, and rode, hend;
ing for' the ranch, At the ranch all
were his foes, and what his rece tion
would be like there the Kid could not
tell; but he gave it little thonght, he
was thinking only of the wounded man
lurching helplessly in his saddle. It
was in the rosy fiush of the sunrise that
the Rio Kid came in sight of the Carson
ranch and headed for the buuk-house.
THE END. i

(What kind of reception. will the Rio
Kid get when he arrives at the ranch
with his wounded companion? Next
week’s long Western yarn, will tell you.
Don’t miss: “THE SECRET OF THE
LOST TRAIL!") .

Tue PopgrLir.—NoO. 507.
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THE CATTLE THAT VANISHFED !

Right to the very edge of the prairie the irail of the stolen cat

tle leads the Rio Eid—ihen that trail suddenly enda,

The rusiled cows cannol vanish into thin air-- bui, where have they been driven ? That's a big problen jor the Kid?

Ye SECRET > =] OST

Nk (BS\RALPH REDWAY

/,;

THRILLING AND DRAMATIC LONG COMPLETE YARN OF THE WILD

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
From Foes to Friendsl

Iy REAT snakes!”
' Buck Wilson, foreman of the
Carson Ranch, stood before

the open door of the bunk-
ouse, shaded his eyes with his hand,
{'nnd stared. o

It was early morning, but the sun was
inlready shining brightly on the wide
igrasslands. . Men were yawning and
Furning out in the bunkhouse. From the
cookhouse came the red glow of the
ranch cook’s stoye, and an appetising
'smell. Buck Wilson, as he stepped out
_lin the rosy dawn, had been thinkin%

chiefly of breakfast. But he forgot al
about bacon and flapjacks and steaming
- leoffee as he sighted the two riders ad-
vanoing towards the ranch on the trail
'from the west.

“Great snakes!” he repeated blankly.
“It’s that young cuss Carfax trailing
‘back; but who’s he got with him?”

Five or six punchers joined the fore-
man, and stoog staring at the approach-
ing riders. The Rio Kid was easily
recognisable at the distance, but his
companion sat his horse like a sack, his
hea drooping, his face unseen.
Evidently it was a sorely-wounded man
that the Kid was guiding to the bunk-
house of the Carson Ranch. . .

*Gee 1” exclaimed one of the punchers.
{#“That’s Posy Pote! If that young fire-

?bug from Texas has shot him up—"
““1 guess he wouldn’t be bringing him
back here if he'd shot him up,” said

‘Buck Wilson dryly. )

“You’ve said it,” agreed the puncher.

“¥You hustle along to the rancho and
call Colonel Carson,” said the foreman.
“You needn’t call young Steve—he’s
death on that Texas puncher, and we
:sure don’t want any gun-Pl'a.y till we
:know how we stand. If he’s picked up
Pete hurt, and toted him home, we sure
" ain’t going to worry him any, You call
the colonel, Jake Sanders.” :

¢ Sure.”

The puncher hurried off to the adobe
iranch-house. By that time all the
Carson outfit who had been in the bunk-
house had gathered round the foreman
to watch the Kid as he came. Even
,c00ky came to the doorway of the cook-
Liouse in his shirt-sleeves, with a sauce-
:pan in his hand, to stare at him. The
i'de was the centre of all eyes as he rode

BOY, OUTLAW!

wounded cowpuncher who sat feebly on
the back of his led horse. Laramie Bill
darted forward to open a gate for the
Kid, and the boy puncher gave him a
cheery nod as he rode through.

“Mornin’, fellerl” greetéd the Kid.

“Mornin’!” grinned Bill. *You come
back hyer lookin’ for a rope and a
branch, Carfax?” .

“Forget it!” said the Kid; and he
rode on to the bunkhouse with Posy
Pete. c

His progress was slow, and before he
reached the group of punchers Colonel
Carson came striding down from the
rancho. The rancher was on the spot to
meet the Kid as the latter drew rein.
‘Buck Wilson on one side, Jake Sanders
on the other, caught hold of Posy Pete,
who sank into their arms and was
lowered gently to the ground and car-
ried into the bunkhouse. The Kid sat in
his saddle, eyeing the crowd of punchers,
ovidently at his ease, and cool as ice,
though {m knew that guns might leap
from their holsters at any moment.

“What does this mean, puncher?” de-
manded Colonel Carson harshly. ‘“‘Keep
your hands from your guns, I warn
you.* .

“I guess I ain’t come a-shooting,
feller,” answered the kid cheerily. ‘“‘I've
humped in to tote home that puncher,
and I reckon if you’ve got a doc on this
ranch, the sooner he gives Posy Pete a
look-in, the better. The  galoot’s got
two bullet-holes in him, and he’s sure
lost a lot of juice.” .

B“l‘lHe,l been shot up? said Laramie

ill.

.f*Guessed it in once,” said the Kid
amiably. “You’re sure bright lads in
this hyer outfit.” .

“What we want to know is, who shot
him up ?”’ rapped out the rancher.

“I.guess he'll tell you when he feels
like it,” answered the Kid coolly. “You
don’t want to fire off orders at me,
rancher. I guess I ain’t a man in your

)]

bulldozed. I've toted your galoot home,
and I guess it’s me for the trail,”

“Halt!” snappod the colonel.

“Forget it!” jeered the Xid.

And he wheeled his horse.

“Hold on,” said the colonel more
gently. “‘If you came here to bring Pete
home, Carfax, you’ll go as safe as you
came, rustler as you are. But don’t ask
for trouble, with a dozen gung ready-to

‘up at a walking pace, supporting ib
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| riddle you with lead?, -

outfit, and I never did stand for being,
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The Kid laughed, but he turped hLig
horse back. . : 5
“I guess mly1 guns would be talking
some about the same time,” he said
cheerily. “But I ain’t here hunting for
trouble.. I keep on telling you that I
ain’t no rustler, and I guess Posy Peéte
will tell you the same if you ask him to
put you wise.” : -
_*“That’s Buck Wilson’s bronche you’re
riding, and Buck Wilson’s guns you’ve
Ot." . .

“Sure! 1 guess I'm ready to trade
back if Buck will hand over my cayuse
and my shooting-irons. You ain’t forgot
that you roped them in when you had
me a prisoner here, feller?” - T

Buck Wilson came out of the bunk-
house. His rugged face was very grave.

“Pete allows that that Texas galoot is
a white man, boss,” he said. “KHe
helped him agin the rustlers at the fork
of the Bajo last night, and brought him
off when he was shot up by Scar-Face
Judson. Pete reckons he would have
been”rubbed out but for that fresh young
cuss.

*The rustlers again!® exclaimed the
colonel, knitting his browa. ’
“Pete allows they’ve got away with his
herd from the Rio Bajo pasture,” said
the foreman. “That cuss Carfax stood
by him like a little man, Pete says.”
Colonel Carson’s grim face relaxed.
He raised his Stetson hat in salute to
the Kid, ) ) :
“If I've been deceived, I ask your-
pardon, Carfax!” he said courteously.
“The look of things was against you
when you were brought here, and you
can’t blame us for being wary of

strangers. Give him-his horse and his
guns, Buck.” .
“Sure!” said Buck. “I allowed that

’d fll him full of holes at sight for
holding me up on. the prairie and roping
in my cayuse; but arter what he’s done
for Pete I guess I'm his friend.” .
*“That’s hoss-sense,” said the Kid,
slipping from the saddle of the broncho.
“T’ll sure be glad to have my own cayuse
again.” )
Buck Wilson brought the mustang
from the corral, and from the bunkhouse
he fetched the Kid’s guns—the walnut-
butted guns that the Kid was glad to
handle again. He gave-them to him
with a friendly grin. Colonel Carson
had gone into the bunkhouse to speak to

| the, wounded puncher, He came out in
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a fow minutes, and his look showed that
his doubts of the Kid were quite gone.

The Kid stood stroking the glossy neck |

of his mustang when the rancher came
up to him. '

“You’ve proved up that you’re a
white man, Carfax,” said the col®nel.

#The other doy you asked me if I bad:

a good man.

room in' my outfit for
if you haven't

There’s room for you
changed your mind.”

The Kid eyed him with a
curious expression.

: “Thanks, boss, but I reckon not,” he
answered. “It’s me for Texas when I'm
through with the Rio Bajo rustlers. 1
guess I'm not quitting that trail till I’ve
cinched Scar-Face Judson and his gang.
T reckon there-ain’t room for me in your
outfit when it's shooting at sight betwcon
me and your nephew Steve Carson.”

The colonel frowned.

“Steve believes you to be a rustler,”
he. said.  “He will give you the glad
hand when he knows that you are to be
trusted.”

The Rio Kid did not answer that.
His feelings towards Steve Carson, who
had thrice attempted to shoot him up,
were not friendly. And he did not much
like the high-handed autocrat of the
Carson Ranch, who had ordered him to
be kept a prisoner on suspicion. But he
respected the grim old rancher, and he
could not find 1t in his heart to tell him
what he knew—that Steve was in league
with the rustling gang, that the colonel’s
own nephew was the spy at the ranch

_ who put the rustlers wise to any move
that was made against them, and con-
veyed information to‘them to facilitate
their raids on the herds When the gang
was rounded up—as the Kid was detor-
mined they should be—the proud old
rancher must learn that one of his own
blood was a spy and a traitor; but it
was not for the Kid to tell him. Not,
indeed, that the colonel would have be-
lieved him had he told. The strongest
proof would have been required to make
Colonel Carson believe that his nephew
was a partner of cow-thieves, that he
had helped to rob the ranch where he
lived, to raiso the money to pay gamb-
ling debts at Bunch Grass.

“l will speak to my nephew, and
explain to him!” said the rancher. “He
will give you the glad hand.”

The Kid shook his head.

“] reckon I've changed my mind,
boss,” he answered. “It’s me for Texas
when I'm through with the rustlers.”

“As you like!” said the rancher
stifly. The lord of thousands of rich
acres in New Mexico, master of count-
less herds, was not accustomed to having
a request or an offer refused.

ratﬁer

“All same, I reckon I’ve a hunch to]

ride with your outfit, if you’re send-
ing your men after the rustlers,” said
the Kid. “I've sure always been
reckoned a good hand at a trail, if
you’uns want a good man. I reckon
I'm taking the trail, anyhow.”

“The outfit will be glad of your help,
Mr. Carfax]” said the colonel. “We're
going to make a clean sweep of the
rustlers, if I have to stop all work on
the ranch till they’re rounded up.”

“It’s a cinch!” said the Kid cheerily.

Colonel .Carson walked back to the
ranch; and the Rio Kid joined the
outfit at breakfast. On all sides he was
given a cheery greﬁting. Once distrust
the

was banished, punchers were
friendly enough to the young cow-man
from Texas., = The Kid’s sunburnt,

handsome face was beaming as he ate
with the punchers. They were a rough-
and-ready, hard-bitten crowd, long-
Jimbed, tanned, - reckless,  good-
humoured; such a bunch as the Kid had

v

ridden with in the old days at the

Double-Bar before trouble fell on him
and clouded his young life. It was
like wine to the Rio Kid, to be one
of such a cheery bunch again.

And while he ate and talked with
the punchers, the Kid wondered whether
he had better not, after all, change his
mind- again, and acéept the rancher’s
offer, and stay on the Carson ranch
for keeps. In his own country of Texas,
where he longed to be, the hands of
the sheriffs were stretched out for him:
he could not ride the old familiar
banks of the Rio Frio without a gun
ready to his hand: all along the Rio
Grande he was a hunted man. Here,
in the wild ranch-lands of New Mexico,
they had never heard of the Rio Kid;
here he would be .trusted; here were
many friends for the making. The’
dark days of outlawry, cast behind for
ever, would- be forgotten at last.

But he shook his head. -

The bitter face of Steve Carson rose
before hizs mind’s eye. Ho cowld not
hnnq up his hat at a ranch where the
boss’ nephew was his bitter foe, and
seeking his life. And if Steve’s con-
nection ' with the rustler gang was
proved up, and he went to his just
punishment, what were the colonel’s
feelings likely to be towards the Texan
who had been the means of it? The
Kid shook his head. Either way the
Carson ranch was no place for him—
the wide plains and the open trail
were the home of the Rio Kid.

But for the moment, at least, the Kid
dismissed such thoughts; and he smiled
cheerily over a can of steaming coffee.
And when the punchers prepared to
ride, the Kid saddled up the black-
muzzled mustang to ride with them, and
he whistled a cheery tune. Many a
trouble lay behind him—many a trouble
lay before him—but trouble and the Rio
Kid were old acquaintances, and his
heart was light as he saddled up to ride
with the Carson bunch.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Blind Trail !

YER’S the traill”

Buck Wilson drew rein,
and a dozen riders behind
him halted. Ten miles from

the rancho, the outfit struck the trail
of the cattle that had stampeded the
night before, driven off by the Judson
gang. Wide and trampled lay the trail,
and here apd there single tracks led off
from it, showing where a cow had wan-
dered from the herd; here and there
two or three tracks, where frightened
cows had scattered. But the main herd
had evidently kept togcther. under the
driving of the rustlers. In the shining
sunlight of the morning it was easy
to see that at least a hundred cows had
been driven off in a bunch; and the
trail was one that any cow-puncher
could bave followed blindfold. .

“I sure reckon we shan’t have to
ask our way!” the Rio Kid remarked.

But Buck did not look hopeful.

“Ji’s a sure cinch, if it lasts like
this,” he said. “But them rustlers have
a trick of blanketing the trail, like I've
told you; and afore we get near the
hills, I reckon this hyer trail will peter
out.” .

“’Cording to Carfax, the herd was
stampeded,” said Laramie Bill. “The
rustlers mayn’t hev been able to slow
them down.”

“] guess we'll soon see!” answered
the ranch foreman. “Ride on.”

The bunch rode in the thick, wide
trail left by the herd. So far, it was
easy work, and they rode at a gallop.
Here and there, they passed the bones
of some hapless animal that had fallen
in the crowding, and had been trampled

“their

on—already picked clean by coyotes
and buzzards. The trail ran north-west;
and in the west rose the low slopes of
the Sierra Baja—rocky, precipitous,
seldom trodden, almost trackless. It
was easy to guess that the rustlers had
driven the cattle into some rocky recess
of the hills; but unless a trail was left,
a soearch in those barren wastes would
be useless. And Buck Wilson did not
believe that a trail would be left.
Somehow—no man knew how—the
tracks of the cattle lifted from theo
Carson ranch were blanketed. It had
happened a score of times—once it had
happened within the Kid's knowledge,
and the mystery of the trail that
ended in the midst of the open plain
had fairly got his gozt. As he rode on
with the Carson bunch, the Kid won-
dered whether this trail was to peter
out, without lesving a further sign, as
so many had done before.
" To a plainsman’s eye, it was easy to
read where the herd had slowed down,
controlled at last by the whips and
voices of the rustlers, as they grew
fatigued with their wild rush. The hills
were still a couple of miles distant
when Buck Wilson and his men could
read that the cows had been amblin
on at a loping walk, under controﬁ
No longer could they read sign of
hurried, thudding hoofs—it was now the
trail of an ordinary cattle-drive. At
long last, the rustiers had mastered the
stampede, as the herd grew weary, and
it had been herded on its way at a
moderate pace.

And then—suddenly—the trail ended.

All the bunch had been expecting it,
the Rio Kid had beer expecting it,
from what he had seen before of the
work of the Judson gang; and yet it
came as a surprise, so strange was it,

Up to a certain point, the trampled
trail, though not so deep as at first,
was clearly marked: plain traccs where
hundreds of hoofs had trod. Beyond
that point—nothing!  Nothing but
waving grass to north, to east—and on
the west, thinner grass on harder soil
that rose in waves and ridges to the low
hills, The tracks did not turn back to
the south. They did not lead on to the
north or west or east. They ceased.

“Shucks !” said the Kid.

Buck Wilson swore savagely.

“I reckoned it would be the same
game agin!” he said. “How them
coyotes blanket the trail of a herd of
steers beats me to a frazzle. But they’ve
done us agin.”

The Kid slid from the back of. his
mustang.

He examined the trail, as he had
examined a similar mysterious trail a
few days before, when he had picked
up, aniong the cow tracks, the tfack
of a man who limped—the track of
Steve Carson.

Now there were no foot-tracks to be
seen: only the-trail of the cows and the
rustlers’ horses. And the trail ended.

The whole bunch dismounted to pick
up sign. They picked up none, and
they gathered in a group, expressing
disappointment 1n picturesque
language. But the Kid was still busy.
From what he hud already learned of
the rustlers, he knew that their camp
was in the hills, the Sierra Bajathat
basred the horizon on the west. It was
to the hills that the stolen herd had
been driven. But what line had they
taken—at what point had they struck
the hills? .

It was futile to ride on into the kills
in the hope of picking up sign. Such e
search might have lasted for weeks on
end with no.result. .

The Kid scanned the trail, sorely
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d d irritated. The 'Kid knew
?l;l:dfra;ilg’s art to a finish; he hated

‘to be beaten, and never yet had he been
Deaten at picking up sign on the oFen
llana. But it seemed that the rustlers
of the Rio Bajo ‘were to beat him.

He came back at last to the group of
waiting _punchers. Two "or three of
them ﬁaf mounted and ridden off, to
‘round up cows that had wandered from
the stolen herd, and that could be found
and driven in by searching the grass-
lands. The others were watching the
Kid rather sarcastically. They liked
‘the Kid, and his frank and cheery ways,
and they were all his friends; but they
did not opine that a kid p_uncher from
Texas could pick up any sign to which
they were blind. The rustlers had
beaten them, as thef' had beaten them
‘a score of times belore, and that was
all there was to it.

“They’re sure smart Alecs, that
crowd !’ Kid remarked, as he
'oine(’i’ the punchers. “They’ve got us

eat.”

“You, too!” grinned Laramie Bill,
“] reckoned you was coming back to
tell us which way to ride, kid.” | .

“They don’t know everything in
Texas, arter all!” remarked Jake
Sanders; and there was a chuckle from
_the bunch.

The Kid laughed good-humouredly.

“I guess we don’t come -over from
Texas to learn things about trailing in
‘New Mexico,” he said. “But I don’t
claim to ‘know more than any galoot
present.”

“You ain’t picked up any more
tracks of a galoot with a limp?” asked
‘Buck Wilson sarcastically.

The Kid locked at him.

“Nope!” he answered. “I wasn’t
looking for them, neither; I guess that

aloot with a limp wasn’t in the show

ast night.
the cattle went to the hills——" .

“J guess we know that,’ said Buck.
“They’d hide in the hills nat’'ral. But
where? The Sierra Baja is fifty miles
long, and_ anything from five to ten
across. ike to go over it on your
hands and knees lookin’ for sign?”

“And they went in single file,” said
the Kid.

There was a general exclamation.

“Oh, carry me home to die!” roared
Laramie Bill. “You allow them cows
went in single file, like a war-party of
Injuns in the old days.”

«* Su re !ll
- .““Who ever heard of driving cows in
smgle file?” yelled Jake Sanders.

“1 guess if you’d heard of it you’d
have got wise to this afore,” said the
Kid coolly. “Them cows wentin single
file, I keep on telling you. When the
rustlers got them in_hand they sorted
them out and lined them up, and drove
them away in a single file one after
another.” :

“And how do you figure that out?”
,asked Buck Wilson, eyeing the boy
puncher curiously, while the rest of the
bunch roared.

“1 reckon it’s hoss-sense,” said the
Kid. “They’ve blanketed the trail;
.and no man on earth could blanket the
trail of .a herd of cows running
promiscous. But I reckon if the cows
went one after another in single file,
they could blanket-the trail. I tell you,
every dog-goned eow in that bunch was
walked off single—roped, I guess, and
made to walk steady, and that’s how
they was able to blind the trail behind
them.”

}‘?uuc}( gave a low whistle.

Stirrin’ up the %;ass where they’d
trod, and seo e asked. *“Injun
tricks 77

“That, or some other stuat I ain’t
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But I've figured it out that |

cottoned on. to yet,” eaid .the Kid.
“Some other stunt, I reckon. I’ve
followed a trail in Texas that an

Apache had stirred up-behind bim, and
I reckon I could do the same here. It’s
some other game, and a durned deep
game, I'm telling you. That's how

for three years on end and never get
pushed to a show-down. I've got a
sorter idee at-the back of my head, too,
but it don’t seem to figger out. But I'll
get 6n to it, I tell you sure.”

“If we wait till you do, 1 reckon
the boss will want to know -what has
become of this bunch,” grinned Laramie

Bill.
({4

I ain’t asking you to hang on, am
I1?” said the Kid. “Mocunt and ride,
and leave me to it. I guess I'm get-
ting my teeth into this, and I ain’t
letting go till I’ve bit to the tone.”

The punchers looked at Buck Wilson.
The foreman of the Carson Ranch
wrinkled his brows in thought.

“Hang on a piece !” he =aid.

Careless whether they stayed or went,
the Rio Kid returned to the trail and
resumed his examination of it and of
the trackless prairie on either side of

the trampled trail.

The bunch stayed.
moved about looking for sign, .though
with little hope. Tie rest waited for
Buck Wilson to give the order to ride.
But the foreman did not give the order.
He leaned on his saddle and watched
the Kid in silence. ‘Twenty times at
least during the past two or three years
bunches of cattle had been driven off
‘the Carson ranges, and every time a
blind trail had been left and ‘pursuit
had been beaten. How it was done no
man on the ranch knew—unless it was
Steve Carson, who was not likely to
tell. But the Kid had, as he said, his
teeth in it now, and he was going to
worry it through. From the point

Some of them

The range rustlers thought they were
sate from detection—but that’s where
they made the biggest mistako of their
lives. For the Rio Kid Is on the trail
after them, and when the Kid starta a
trati he never lets up till he’s made a
capture !

where the blind trail ended the Xid
moved towards the hills, never at rest,
stooping, rising, running, stooping
again, staring across the grass under
the shade of his hand, unconscious now
of the watching punchers, only con-
‘centrated on the work of penetrating

the mystery of the blind trail.

they’ve been able to work this ranch '

-And suddenly the -Kid straightened
up, and waved his hand and whooped.
“Gee-whiz !” B
— With o rush the punchers swept down
‘on him. Buck Wilson was the first to
reach the Kid.
“What you g’otr” he pented.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
“Traoked Down !

“The goods!” answered the Rio Kid.,
HE Kid’s eyes were dancing.
Seldom had the boy puncher
folt so elated as he felt now.
Sheer patience and hard thought
had beaten the problem he had been up
against. and he had the clue in his
hands. He was sure now that he had
penetrated the mystery that had baffled
the Carson outfit for years on end.

But the punchers gazed at him
blankly after a swift glance round. The
grassy ground told them nothing at this
spot, a hundred yards from the
trampled trail of the stampede.

“You got the goods?” repeated
Buck. :

“Sure 1” . .

“Qpill it!” grunted Laramie Bill.

The Kid smiled.

“Look !” he said.

In the soft grassy earth, close by
where the Kid stood, was an indenta-
tion. It was not a deep track, but it
was a track; and once the attention
of the punchers was directed to it they
knew what it was well enough. The
forefoot of a cow had trodden there;
every man in the bunch knew that, and
they stared curiously at it. For there
was no other track of a cow anywhere
near, and that single track of a single
hoof was strange and uncanny.

‘Shucks !” muttered Laramie Bill.
“I guess this gets me beat! I want to
know how a cow trod there on one
foot ?* '

“I guess I'll put Eou wise, then,2
grinned the Kid.” “The cow trod there
with one foot, old-timer, because the
other three were on something that
kept that pesky cow from leaving
tracks,” ’

“How the thunder—-"

“Look at it,” said the Kid. “ Here
we are the length of half a dozen ropes
from the trail, to the west of it—makin

_ That cow walked. without leavir

for the hills. That cow wasn’t carrie

so far on a man’s shoulders, was it?
a
track. That was because it walked on
something spread over the grass to
stop the tracks. But leetle accidents
will happen when a gang are driving a
herd in single file with a hundred head
to handle. I guess they was mighty,
careful and spry not to leave more sign
than this. Jest here that cow put one
foot off’n the thing, whatever it was,
jest for one step. ut that was enough
to leave this sign.” . ’

“Geo!” said Buck Wilson.

He drew & deep breath.

- “But what you reckon they put down
for a long file of a hundred cows to
walk over, Kid 7”’ he asked.

“Search me” said the Kid. “I guesa
it wasn’t their blankets, I've known a
couple of Injuns to blind a trail by
puttin’ down their blankets an' walkin*
on them, one after another, and pickin”
them up, and so on; Lut they couldn’t
work a riffle like that with a hundred
head of cows. It would take them too
long. But it was somethin’ of the sort;
praps a roll of blanket stuff—p’raps a
hundred blankets joined end on end.”

- “0Oh, shot”

“I figured it out_ that that was sure
the way they worked the riffle,” said the
Kid. *And I sure reckoned that if &
file of cows was walking one after
another along a thing like that, one of~



Every Tuesday.

THE POPULAR,

Price 2d, 15

them would step aside soomer or later,
spry as the drivers might be; and
leave sign. And I guess that that’s
what’s happened hyer.”

Buck Wilson -rubbed his bearded. chin
thoughtfully. It was a new idea to him,
and his mind was slow to take it in.
Yet it was the only way of explaining
thet single track of a hoof. .

“If you've got it, Kid,” he said, at

had hope now, and the certainty that the
secret of the trail was known., It was a
matter of time and patience; and
through the -long, hot afternoon the
bunch worked patiently,

The sun was sinking over the Sierra
Baja, a long day of hard trailing
was drawing to its close, when the Rio
Kid picked up a half-smoked cigarette
from the grass. The grass was thin at

lt}st, .“we’l]. sure pick up some more} this point, growing sparser on the stony
sign like this if we look.” soil that rose in ridges towards the foot-
“Sure!” assented the Kid. hills. The Xid hefd up his find, and
“Spread out and look for sign, you-1 grinned.
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SlaN AT LAST!
punchers saw tha Kid straighten
up suddenly, wave his hand, end
whoop. ¢ Gee-whiz1? With a rush
they came sweeping down on him.
5 What have you found? ! asked Buck
Wilson. % The lost trail ! & answered
= the Kid. (See Chapter 2,}

The

waiting

‘uns,” said Buck. “The boss will be
joining us some time, and I reckon I'd
be glad to have some news for him
that we’re on the trail of the cows.”

The punchers spread out in a wide
circle, every man keen and eager. Now
that the Kid had given the clue they
tnew what to look for. No man would

ave boen likely to heed or observe a
single track in the grassy ground, far
from the trail. But now that the Kid
had put his finger on the secret, they
knew what to search for. .

Under the blazing sun, heedless of
fatigue, the search went on; and it was
an hour later that Laramie Bill, at a

int much nearer the hills, lifted his
hand, and shouted. There was a rush
to the spot, and Laramie pointed to a
track—once more the hoof of a cow.

“] guess that cinches .it]” said Buck
Wilson. “We ain’t goin’ to believe that
a -one-legged cow was cavortin’ around
hyer. The critter had the other feet on
a blanket, or suthin’.”

¢ Jest that!” said the Kid.

“It’s a cinch!” eaid Jake Sanders.
“That Texas kid has put us wise, and 1
reckon we'’re on the trail at last.”

“We sure are!” said Buck.

The punchers were nearer to the open-

ings of the hills now. With eager eyes
they searched, and once more a sign was
picked up. The direction now was back
towards the south, provin% that the
tustlers had not made a bee-line for the
hills when they started to blanket- the
trail of the stolen cows.

At what point they had struck the
hills stili remained to be discovered, and
the bunch kpew that they had a long
and weary task before them. Baut thoy

e
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Ten minutes later the bunch entered
a xstou}v1 draw that led into the hills.
Here the ground was hard and rocky.

The Kid scenned it.

“I reckon they lct up on blanketing
the trail hyer,” he remarked. *These
durned rocks wouldn’t leave. any sign.
But I reckon for sure that we’ve struck
the place where they drove the cows
into the hills, you-uns.”

*““We sure have!” said Laramie Bill.

The bunch followed the draw. The
hard rock bore no sign, but it was clear
that if the stolen herd had been driven
into the draw they had been driven
through it and beyond.

But at the upEer end of the draw they
were stopped by a barranca—a deep
ﬁjasure three feet wide in the narrowest
place, that ran from side to side across

the way. )
“Oh, shucks!” exclaimed Laramie
Bill. “That lets us out!”

-“They never got cows to jump thatl”
said another of the punchers, shaking
his head. “That’s a cinch!”

“They wouldn’t have come this way,
with that durned barranca to stop the
cows|” said Jake Sanders. )

The Kid grinned.

“] guess they came this way, jest
because that durned barranca was
there,” he answered. “I guess® they
figure that ang moss-head who got on
the trail would let up when he got to
that hole in the ground, reckoning that
cows never jumped it, for sure.”

“Then how did they get the cows
across, durn your hide?” demanded Jake
warnly. “Mean to say that a cow
could .be got to jump it}” -

- %Nope! I reckon ]'m going to look-

Tt ‘was sure a pesky deep

see for what they walked across 2
answered the Kid cheerfully. . on
h, shucks!” grunted Jake. -

The Kid laughed, and proceeded fo
search the rocky, sloping sides of the
draw. The bunch watched him im-
patiently; most of them grimly disap-
pointed, under tha imf)resslon'that they
had followed, after all, a false trail

But the Rio Kid knew that he had not
followed a Jfalse trail, and he was
patient. The cows hed crossed the
narrow barranca, and they had mnot
jumped it. There had been, the Kid

opined, some sort of a bridge, and he
was searchiny for a sign of it.

He leaped across the barranca, and &
few minutes later disappeared behind a
thick screen of st;un(:eéJ pines and trail-
ing juniper that giew against a wall of
rock, :

Then his shout was heard.

“This-a-way, you-uns!”

“What'c he got now "’ grunted Jake.

Buck Wilson hurried after the Kid,
and the buach followed. They joined
him behind ke screen of pines and
creepers. He was standing in an open-
ing of the rocky wall—a narrow cave
that ran back for a dozen feet, widen-
ing farther on in the cliff.

‘I ess wo've got the goods
grinned the Kid. .

“Gee-whizi”

On the stony earth lay a wooden gang-'
way, with side-rails, built of pinewood,
and roped together. Evidently it was
the bridge that had been used across the
barranca. But that was not all.

Farther on in the cave were four greaf
rolls of blankets. The Kid had jerked
loose the end of one, revealing s number
of wide, thick blankets sewn end to end.

ik It of t. )
f ‘e‘ée;?” (;ai‘tzlar uck Wilson, with a
deep breath. “Gee! This sure cinches
-t’ ll !JJ i “ B
B Iet :;sre does 1 said Jake. ° I”guess
I take off mlg hgtdto you, Texas!

The Kid laughed. L.

] Ierecllgon thgy left thenil ﬁxmgsainfgg,
ready for next time, emrn%r.n ey
unrolled them blankecs ant walked the
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‘six-gun under Tennessee’s ear.

THE SECRET OF THE LOST TR AlIL! |

(Continued from page 15.)
powder on me, feller,”

I
|
JE

" His
eyes gleamed over it.

“Ho“ fur on are the: gang?” he asked
grimly. “Youw've got jest one mmuie
to squeal, you durned cow-thief.”

“1 guess you don’t want to burn
. answeted Ten-
coolly,  “The camp’s a quarter

cows alouw them from where we lost the
trail rlght into that draw. It iwas sure
2 spry galoot that worked out a stunt
like that; and I guess he got away with
it all ught as you ’uns tell me that
they’ve been “orimg the Carson ranges
for three years on end, and no ga.loot.
ever got on their track all that time.”

“I guess the boss will be Jumpm for
joy when he lights on this,” said Buck
\\rﬂson “We ve got them rustlers-
now.” It was a lucky uay for this buinch
when you moseyed on. to the Carson
range,” Kid- Carfax. Git on with it; I
reckon we amt fur behmd them scnlly-
wags now.’

Leaving the cave and the barranca
behind, the bunch pursued their way
into the hills. In the sinking sunhight
"shadows were lengthening, and every
man in the bunch was fatigued. But
they did not think of fatigue now. The
secret of the lost trail was discovered
at last, and thdy were on the track of
Scar-Face Judson and his gang. And
it was soon evident that once in the
pathless h:lls, the rustlers had been less |
careful in the matter of leaving sign.
There were no tracks on the rocky soil;
but the Kid picked up a hurnt match
and a cigarette-end, and Laramie Bill
found a ha.lf-smoked cigar; and at a
creek in a deep canyon there - were
ample signs where the cows had stopped
to drink.

At that point the rustlers had not
doubted that they were far beyond the
possibility of trailing. From the creek
the bunch préssed on up the canyon,
every man keeping his gun at hand
now, for it was more than likely that
they were drawing near to the spot
\\here the stolen cows had been halted
at the headquarters of the rustlers.

And suddenly, as the'y rode round a

'us all to a frazzle.

bend of the winding canyon, a Qtetson
hat bobbed into view, and a man who
was leaning idly against a rock reached
for the rifle that stood beside ‘him and
gripped i,

“Hands up!” roared the Kid.

His six-gun bore full on the startled

| rustler, his eyes blazed over the levelled

barrel.

For a second the man -gupped the
rifle; then he let it‘drop at his feet, and
lifted his hﬂuua above his head.

“Keep ’em up!” said the Kid grimly,
as he rode closer. “And if you let out
a howl, hombre, it will be the last yaup
you gi\'e on this side of Jordan 1? -

“I-guess it's your siy-so!” said the
rustler, shrugging. hlS shoulders. I
ain’t asking f ¥ mine.” )

“You've got a riata, Juke Sanders;
rope up this galoot and fix him so that
be can’t yelp !’ said the Kid, -

“You bet!” grinned Jake, “I guess
I know that galoot; I've sure seen him
down at Bunch Grass, spreading dollars
he never earned. You're m Scar-l‘ Face
Judson’s gang, Tennessee.”

“You've got mel” answered the
rustler. *“I sure want to know how
you hit the trail hyer. _Jud allawed
that no galoot ever would hit the irail
to this canyon.
wag has squealed.”

“Nobody has squealed,” grinned
Jake. “This kid from Texas has sure
picked up the trail, Teonessee, that beat
Put your paws hyer,
you pizen cow-thief!” With his riata
the cowpuncher bound the rustler’s
hands behind his back, and then roped
up his legs. “I guess we’ll leave you
safe when we ride-on to wipe out the
gang. Ilow fur on are they now?”

“Search me!” answercd Tennessee.

Buck leson Jammed the muzzle of a

I reckon some scally-r

of. a.mile on if you foller the canyon-—
and I guess you'll catch them nepping.”
“You' re the only man on wa.tch ™
“Sure !’
“ How many at the zamp?
“ More'n a dozen.”
“Stick a gag in his moutly” said
Buck.” “We’ll ride on; and if ‘we find
another man on the watch you put a
bullei through this galoot’s- head before

w:

~you come on and jine up, Juke

“Surel’” . e
fiyer, bang onl1” gasped Teunessce.
“There’s sure another guloot on guard,
now I’ rentember; you Il find him at a
bumeh of pines half-way to the” camp.
I sure dlsremembered for a minute.”

“1 guess you've remembered in time
to save your life, you skunk!” said the
ranch foreman. “Stick a chunk of rope
in his jaws! I giess \\e’ll get the other

i

‘man quiet if we cnn————

“Le:ue him to me,” said the de
“You ’uns wait here a piece.” He
slipped from his horse and dxsappearcd
up the winding cahyon.

It was & quarter af an hour later
that the Rio Kid came back, in_ the
thickening shadows of the fallmg night,
There was a grin on his face as hée re-
joined the bunch.

“You got him, Kid?” asked Buck.

“I rockon he never knew what hib
him,” answered the Kid coolly. ““The.
\\ay‘s clear now. Ride!”

And. the bunch pressed on up the
rocky canvon, every man with a gun in
his hand, for the camp of the rustlers.

(How will this .gallant band of
punchers fare against the desperatq
range rustlers? See next week’s topping
long complete Weslern yarn, entitled:
“ROUNDING'UP THE RUSTLERS !>
by Ralph Redway. . It's packed. full of
breathless adventure ’)
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A BOY OUTLAW IN PERIL!

The Rio Kid vows to bring the range rustiers to boolk, and when the Kid makes up his mind fo do « thing, nothing
short of c builet will stop him from cavrying out his word !

.
J NN
5y
Ty

OUR ROARING WESTERN TALE, STARRING AN AMAZING CHARACTER—THE RIO KID—BOY OUTLAW!

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
The Camp of the Rustlers !

(] ORRALLED!” murmured the
Rio Kid.

A silver crescent of moon
. was rising over the Sierra
Baja of New Mexico. It gleamed
through clustering pines into a wide,
deei canyon in the heart of the hills.
The canyon split the hills east and
west, and on the southern side was a
deep embayment—a vast hollow in the
wall of chff. Shut in on three sides
by circling walls of cliffs, topped by
nodding pines, the space covered an
extent of a dozen acres. Where it was
open to the canyon a deep and wide
stream flowed, one of the head-waters of
the Rio Bajo, rippling and murmuring
on its way down to the plains. The Rio
Kid, looking across the glimmering
stream that was turned to silver by the
rising moon, could see huts of pinewood,
fenced corrals, and more cows. than he
could count. And the Kid grinned as
he looked. :
He was looking at the headquarters of
Judson’s gang, the rustlers of the Rio
Bajo. He was looking, also, at the herd
of cows that had been rustled from the
Carson Ranch. Step by step, sign by
sign, the Rio Kid had trailed the
rustlers to their den, through the track-
less wilds of the untrodden hills, and
now he had reached his goal, or almost
reached it. By barren rock and stony
ways he had come; but across the stream
where the rustlers had their camp was
one of the fertile spots that were to be
found in the recesses of the arid sierra.
Watered by the stream, rich grass grew,
dotted with clumps of cedars and pecans,
with here and there a great ceiba spread-
ing its mighty branches. Well had Scar-
Face Judson chosen the spot for his
camp, hidden in the very heart of the
trackless hills, approached by a trail
known only to the rustlers’ gang—until
the Rio Kid had found it. Two hundred
head of cows were feeding in that
pasture of the sierra—cows that had
een driven from the Carson ranges by
a hidden trail. Among the huts the
Kid could see figures moving. '
Keeping in cover by the bank of the
stream, the Kid watched the camp for
long minutes. The spot was well chosen
for defence, as well as for pasture and
-concealment. Attack could only come
across the stream that barred in the

rustlers’ camp, and it had to come in
the open, under fire from the rustlers’
rifles. To rush that camp was, the Kid
knew, a tough proposition, even for a
strong force. But if attack on the camp
was difficult, escape for the rustlers was
impossible, so long as the northern bank
of the stream was held by their enemies,
The Kid was right when he.pronounced
that the ranch raiders were “corralled.”

The Rio Kid, carefully in cover, crept
back the way he had come. Beyond a
jutting oliff, where the winding canyon
made & bend, waited Buck Wilson and
ten, punchers of the Carson Ranch.
They were waiting, out of sight of the
rustlers’ camp, till the Kid came back
to report.

“I guess it’s O.K., fellers,” said the
Kid cheerily. ‘““The camp’s jest ahead,
and I guess the scallywags is to home.
We've got them cinched—cows and all.
But I reckon if they’d seen us coming
they could have picked us off like so
many prairie rabbits.” . .

“They ain’t seen us coming,” said
Buck. .

“They sure ain’t!"” agreed the Kid.
““We got the man on watch down below,
and I sure gave that galoot in the pines
a sockdolager from my butt that will
keep him asleep till morning. If there’d

"been a shot fired I reckon they’d have

made some vacancies in this bunch.
Now we’ve got them dead to rights—
but you'll sure want a bigger crowd than
this to handle them, Buck.” .

“We're s dozen,” grunted Laramie
Bill. “We sure can handle a crowd of
cow-thieves, Kid.”

“I guees they’re more’n a_dozen, and
they’ve got good cover,” said the Kid.
“You wait till you see how they’re fixed,
feller.”

“We ain’t trailed them a whole day to
let up at the finish!” said Buck Wilson.
““We're sure going to wipe out that

ang, Kid, now we've got on to their
ﬁiding-pla.ce, ” . .

“Wipe out nothing!” said the Kid.
“1 telr you you want a bigger bunch
than this, and you’ll have to send back
to the ranch for every man they can
spare. But you can sure keep them
from making a break till you’ve got the
rmen to handle them, and that’s good
enough.”

And the Kid, in a few words, ex-
plained the position of the raiders’
camp. Buck listened and nodded,

“We’'ve got them cinched,” he said.
“We can keep them penned in.their
camp till we get all the help we want.
Stake the hosses here, you-uns, and come
on. Keep in cover—Judson and his,
gang will shoot to kill when they see
hide or hair of us. This' means a long
stretch in the pen for all the gang that
ain’t strung up. Watch out {”

Leaving the tethered horses, the
Carson bunch trod forward on foot,
round the bend of the winding canyon.

Along the bank of the stream were
trees and rocks that afforded plenty of
cover, ]

Buck Wilsonr grinned with satisfaction
as he noted the position of the camp.

Attack needed all the force that the
ranchers could draw upon; but to keep !
the rustlers penned in their camp, to!
prevent them from making a break to
escape, was easy for the dozen punchers
who had trailed them down. i B

Buck muttered orders, and the bunch
spread out along the bank of the stream,,
rifle in hand, keeping in cover of rock:
and boulder and bush. There was no
sign or sound of alarm from Judson’s:
gang. Two men had been on the watch ;|
one far down in the lower canyon, the
other in a bunch of pines only a few:.
hundred yards  away. Both of them:
were silent—ona bound and gagged, the
other stunned by the Rio Kid’s butt.’
Had the alarm ﬁeen iven, there were;
a dozen points where tgo advance up the:
canyon could have .been stopped i a’
handful of riflemen. But no alarm had
been given—the Rio Kid had taken care
of that. And now it was too late—the
punchers had passed the last danger-
point, and their position was as good as,
that of the rustiers—in cover of rock:
and bush, with the wide stream flowing
between the two hostile parties. =~

“We've got the scallywags!” grinned:
Buck. “We’ve got Judson’s gang wherej
we want ’em. id, I reckon your
mustang is the fastest cayuse in the!
bunch—-" . .

““He sure is!” assented the Kid. :

“Ride back to the ranch hell for"
leather and give the news to Colonel:
Carson. Tell him how we’re fixed, and:
put him wise. I reckon he won’t lose
time in bringing up every man that can'
be spared from the ranges, Hit the
trail, feller, pronto.” :
i Bang!
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THE LEADING BOYS’ STORY PAPER.

The report of a rifle awoke & thousand
echoes in the canyon, thundering back
from rock and pine. .

A bullet whizzed within a foot
Buack’s Stetson hat as he dodged closer

. into. cover. - AT

«T reckon they seen us!” he remarked
coolly. L

The Kid peered from behind the rock,

The rustiers were in alarm at last.
The Kid caught a glimpse of a powerful
man with a thick beard and a deep scar
on his cheek. It was Scar-Face Judson,
the chief of the rustlers of the Rio Bajo,
Among the huts back at the rocky wall
men were running and shouting. Shot
after shot followed the first report.

Crack, crack, crack! rang along the
stream. The bunch were firing on the
camp now across the water. Bullets
gesrched into the huts and whizzed by
running, dodging figures.

“J guess the circus is jest beginning,”
said Buck. “We’ve got them dead to
rights if they try to cross the creek—
jest as they’ve got us if we rush them.

ell the colonel that we can hold them
for 2 month of Sundays, Kid, and that
if he wants to corral Judson’s gang to
the last cow-thief, he’s only got to bring
up twenty punchers.”

“You bet!” said the Kid.

He returned to the spot where the
horses were picketed, mounted the black-
muzzled mustang, and rode away down
the hills. Behind him, as he rode, he
could hear the thunderous echoes of
incessant rifle-fire. But the sounds died
away in silence at last far behind, and
the Kid rode under the moonligiﬂ: in
silence, save for the clatter of the
mustang’s hoofs on the rocky earth.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
R Saddle Up! -

OLONEL CARSON stood in the

. doorway of the rancha, staring
out across the dim plains that
glimmered in the crescent of

moon. The rancher’s face was anxious,
as he listened to the sound of galloping
far out on the plains, that told of the
coming of a single horseman.  Since
that day,- the foreman of the ranch
and his men had been out on the huut
for the rustlers, with the Rio Kid in the
bunch, Two or three punchers had come
in, driving cows that had been rounded
up on the prairie, lost from the herd the
rustlers had driven the night before.
They brought the news that Buck
Wilson and the bunch had gone: into
the hills, and since then there had been
no news. The rancher’s anxiety was
keen,
hills, without a trail, was like hunting
for a needle on a haystack, and there
was danger of amhush, and of pot-shoot-
ing from cover. It was a relief to the
rancher to hear a horseman galloping
back to the ranch, and he hoped that
1t meant news of the bunch, but he was
not at all sure that it would be good

news.

Gallop, gallop!

From afar, in the silence of the night,
came the echoing thud of rapid hoofs.
‘Outside the bunkhouse,
windows shone with iight, a dozen
punchers stood in a group, watching for
the rider to appear from the shadows of
the prairie.

Gallop, gallop!

But _the rider wag still far away, as
ot, hidden in the dimness of the moon-
ight and the waving grass.

There was a step beside the colonel,
and Steve Carson joined him. The
rancher’s nephew was smoking a cigar-
ette. There was a lurking grin on his
face, which died away as the rancher
turned to him.
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.made no rejoinder.

Hunting for the rustlers in the |

-dashed ug. " He drew
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“] guess it’s news, Steve,” said the
colonel. “I reckon that will be a man
that Buck’s sent back with news.” :

“News that they can’t find a trail, I
guess,” said Steve.

'he  rancher his
moustache,

““More likely than not, I reckon,” he
admitted. “Twenty times or more that
gang have run off cows from the ranges,
and every time they’ve blanketed their
trail, somehow, and we've had to give it
up. But Santa Fe Sam brought in word
that Buck had gone into the hills with
the bunch. That looks as if he may have
picked up some sign.”

Steve shrugged his shoulders.

“I guess not !” he said. “The rustlers
have never left sign before, acd they
ain't likely to begin now. Unless you
figure that that kid puncher from Tesas
knows more than the whole bunch about
trailing 1” he added, with a sneer. *“I
guess it’s a sure cinch that that Texas
galoot is a rustler himself.”

“He's proved that he’s no rustler,
Steve,” said the rancher sharply.” “I
guess you want to forget your trouble
with him. He’s as good a man as any
in the bunch.”

Steve Carson set his teeth hard, and
He was not likely
to forget his enmity to the Rio Kid. He
suspected—more than suspected—that
the Kid knew he was in league with the

gnawea grey

rustlers. The colonel gave him a sharp
glance.
“You're prejudiced against that

puncher, Steve. He picked up sign of a
man with a limp on the trail of the
stolen cows, and told the outfit. He'd
never seen you, and never knew you kad
a limp. You can’t reckon that he figured
you were in cahoots with the rustlers—
you, my nephew, and a Carson! You
acted as if he accused you.”

“T reckon that was in his mind,”
growled Steve.

“Nothing of the kind—though he
might sure have fancied so, when you
pulled on him,” snapped the colonel.
“You sure ain’t the only rider in New
Mexico that’s had his leg hurt in 2
stampede, Steve, and Kid Carfax had
never seen you when he told the outfit
what he had picked up on the trail.”

There was a shout from the bunk-
house.

“That’s the Kid coming, boss!”

The colonel stared out into the moon-

‘light, at the dim figure of a horseman

that was now in view in the moonlight.
He recognised the Rio - Kid. Steve
recognised him, also, and his hand
drop{)ed on the gun in his belt.

Colonel Carson grasped his arm.

“Drop that, Steve! You draw on
that puncher, and you’ll have to deal
with me!” .

Steve relinquished his gun.

- T reckon I'll meet up with him some
other time,” he said sullenly. “Ib's
shooting between us two, I guess, but
he will keep.” :

With a clatter of hoofs, the Rio Kid

in his foamin

mustang ore the rancho, and leapeg
from the saddle. There was a rush of
the punchers across from the bunkhouse
to hear the news he brought. The Kid
swept off his Stetson to the colonel,
taking no heed of the sullen-faced Steve
lounging at his side. But -he had an
eye on the rancher’s nephew all the
same, and had Steve risked his uncle's
wrath, and pulled a gun, the Kid would
not have been tsken by surprise. But
Steve Carson stood sullenly with his
hands in his pockets, staring at the boy
puncher from Texas, with a sneer on
his lips.

“What’s the news, Carfax?” called
out the colonel eagerly.

" hoarsely.

uess it’s good, boss.”
. ere’s Buck and the bunch?”
“}:n the sxetrt:'a,” answereci the Kid.
- "1 guess they ain’t picked up nary
trail of the rustlers,” "said Santa Fe.

am.

The Kid laughed.

“That’s where you miss your guess,
feller,” he answered. “Judson’s gang
have been trailed home, and Buck’s got
them cinched in a canyon in the hills—
the whole %ung of. the ornery coyotes,
and a big bunch of stolen cows along-
with them.” . :

The colonel uttered an exclamation.’
It was echoed by hiz nephew, who
started forward, his face white, his eyes
burning, as he fixed them on the Kid.

“You lie!” shouted Steve Carson
; “You lis, you durned cow-
thief from Texas. The bunch never
picked up Judsor’s trail.”

S |
“

- The Kid eyed him coolly.

“The news sure seems to have mads
you mighty sick, feller,” he remarked.
‘“And, I tell you, it's the goods—we’ve
got them, whether you like it or not,
Steve Carson. And, I reckon, if you
give a Texas cowpuncher the lie, you
galoo,t, you got to back it up with a

n.* ‘

The Kid’s gun was -out as he was
speaking, his eyes blazing over it at the
rancher’s nephew. In another second,
Steve would have drawn his Colt. But
Colonel Careson strode between.

“Stop!” he thundered. “Steve, put
up your gun! You, Carfax—"

“I ﬁuess I aint hunting trouble, boss,™
said the Kid cheerily, as he slid the six-
gun back into the holster, still with a
wary eye on the rancher’s nephew, how-
ever. “But I sure never did take that
sort of talk from any two-legged galoot
alive.” )

“I reckon you’re loco, Steve!” ex.
claimed the colonel angrily. “You
pull that gun again, or shoot off your
mouth like that, and you’re done with
this ranch for keeps.” :

The young man muttered sullenly
under his breath. Colonel Carson turned
to the Kid again.

“You've got it straight?” he asked.
. “Sure!” smiled the Kid. “The bunch
found out how them rustlers blanketed
their trail, and followed them inio the
hills, and they’ve got the ornery coyotes
corralled. Buck allows that he can hold
them in their camp till the cows come
home, and if you can hustle along with
twenty men to help, you can sure mike
a clean sweep of the ganﬁ that’s been
rustl,i,ng your ranges for three years on

The rancher’s eys gleamed.

“That's sure good news,” he said.
“Which of the bunch was it picked up
the lost trail that’s never been picked
up_before?”

The Kid grinned.

“Put it down- to little me,” ke
answered. ‘I sure guess it was a galoot
about my heft. But that ain’t what's
the matter with Hanner. I reckon we
want to mount and ride, boss, and we
shall hit the bunch in the hills by
dawn.”

“Sure! D'l give orders at once.
Santa Fe Sam, call the boys together—
rope"in_ every man that can handle a

gun.

“You bet, boss)”

The Rio Kid sat outside the bunk-
house, to stretch his legs, and get what
rest he could before the bunch started.
The eook brought him food and a can
of steaming coffee. Men were saddling
and bridling horses, looking to their

_guns; every man at the ranch was wildly

excited and eager. From all quarters
men were called in to join in the ride;
and in a very short time twenty horse-
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men paraded before the rancho. A man
brought the colonel’s horse; and another
was held for Steve Carson. But the
rancher’s nephew had gone into the
house, and the colonel looked round for
bim in vain.

1% Stevel” he shouted.

“The young man appeared in the door-
way, sullen and scowling. The Kid,
over his steaming coffee at the bunk-
house, looked across at him as he came
out to the group of horsemen. The Kid
sarely did not want Steve Carson to
ride with the party. He knew, if no

. one elso knew, that

.

-what

Steve- was hand-in-
glove with Scar-
Face Judson and
his gang, and ths
Kid did not want a
traitor in the ranks.
But it was useless
to tell the rancher
he knew—
Gilbert Carson
never would cr
could have believed
it. Neither was
the Kid keen to tell
him, knowing what
a blow such news
would be to the
proud old rancher.

‘“Steve! You're
riding with us?”
exc%aimegi the
colonel, bending his
brows severely

gre,
on his nephew.

“I reckon I've
no hunch to ride
with that fresh
young cuss from
Texas!” answered

Steve sulkily,
“Are you going

to hang back, when

we’ve got the rust-

lers cinched at-
last?”  exclaimed
Colonel Carson.
“Buck’s sent us
word that every .
man’s wanted to
handle them. Are’

you going to lie
doggo while other men are facing the
music ?”

Steve Carson flushed red under the
looks of the cowpunchers. But he still
hesitated. His motive was not one that
he could explain to his uncle, though
the Kid understood it well enough. He
was in league with the rustlers; the
news that their secret camp in the sierra
Baja had been discovered had come
like a thunderbolt to him. To ride
against the cow-thieves with whom he
was in league was not what the
rancher’s nephew wanted.

“] guess we’re ready, boss,” said
_Santa Fe Sam. .
“Mount your cayuse, Stevel” said

Colonel -Carson harshly. “Do you want
the outfit to reckon that a Carson has
got cold feet?”

“I'm ready.”

Steve Carson mounted. The Rio Kid
laid down the coffee-can, and walked
across to his mustang. Led by the
Kid, the bunch galloped away from the
Carson ranch; and under the glimmer
of the moonlight the thundering hoofs
awoke the echoes of the prairie.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The End of the Traill
HERE was a gleam of dawn in
the east when the Carson outfit
reached the hills and rode into
the rocky draw The Rio Kid
was riding ahead, guiding the outfit; by
his side rode tke rancher.  Behind them

‘chance of speaking to the rancher's

came the outfit, strung out irregularly.
The Kid figured that Steve Carson might
find a chance of missing the bunch and
disappearing into the plains, during the
ride to the hills; he could guess the
feelings of the man who was forced to
ride aganinst the gang with whom he
had been in league. But if Steve
thought of making such a break he did
not venture under the eyes of all the
punchers.

Steve Carson was still with the

s‘artﬁ
when they rode into the draw, and fe
into a walk as the hoofs of the horses

rancher ! 2’ said the leader of the rustiers.

rang and echoed on hard rocks and
loose stones. The Kid glanced round
once or twice, and met the bitter eyes
of the rancher’s nephew.

From the draw they rode into the wild
hills, trackless, barren, desolate in the
tising light of day. But trackless as
the way seemed, the Rio Kid was at no

loss. Without a halt or & moment’s
hesitation, he led on, and the outfit
followed. :

It was not till they were in the
canyon & mile below the rustlers’ camp
that the Kid found what he wanted—a

nephew unheard by the rest. Steve was
riding a little apart, when the Kid
pulled to his side, and spoke in a low
voice.

“You want to beas it!” he muttered.
“J reckon if you was to let on that
your cayuse had fallen lame, you'd get
away with it.”

Steve gave him a savage look.

“What do you mean?” he enarled.
“What are you hinting at, you durned
Texas cow-thief I” )

The Kid’s eyes glinted at the epithet;
but he kept cool. .

“Hintin’ nothin’,” he answered. “I
reckon you're wise to it that I've sized
you up. You're in cahoots with the
rustlers—"

“You lie!” hissed Steve.

“T reckon [ was trailing you the dey
you tried to shot me up on the prairie,

face.

and saw you with Scar-Fece Judson,’
said the Kid.

Steve’s face blanched.

But he gritted his teeth, and gave the
Kid a glare of defiance.

“Tell my uncle that!” he sneered.
“Do you figure that he’d believe you?
More likely to drive a bullet through
your heart for telling him!* ’

“I ain’t got no hunch to tell the
colonel,” sa.ig the Kid quietly. “I gues9
he’s a proud man, and a white manj;
and it would hurt him sore to know!
that one of his own blood was a spy,

THE WHITE FLAQ! Judson heid up the flag of truce, and in cover behind the rocks, ths Kid, and .
Buck Wiison pushed their guns forward, ready for treachery if it came. e

¢ 1 guess you’vé got us beat
(See Chapter 4.)

and a traitor and a partner to cow-
thievegs. I ain’t spilling nothing to the
colonel. But it’s the straight goods, and
you know it. You’'re- in cahoots with
the cattle-thieves; and you can’t help
them any now; and if you try to help
them while I’'m around, I'll sure drive
a bell through your cabeza, like I would
through a cougar’s.”” Your best play
is to drop out of the rookus and stand
clear”

Without waiting for a reply, the Kid
moved aside, and rode to rejoin -the
colonel, who was pressing on up the
rugged canyon ahead. .

Steve Carson cast a bitter look after
him; and his hand strayed to his gun.
But he did not venture to draw it.

And, in spite of his hatred and bitter-
ness, he knew that the Kid had given
him good advice. His best play was to
ride clear, if he could. And the Kid
had told him how.

Steve pulled in- his horse and dis-
mounted. Santa Fe Sam, riding on
from behind, called to him:

“What’s wrong with the
Steve 7 .

“I1 guess he’s gone lame,” answered
Steve. “One of them durned loose
donicks, I reckon.” .

“Shol” said Sam; and he rode on.
past the rancher’s nephew, grinning.

The hot blood flooded Steve Carson’s .
The puncher evidently figured®
that he was making a pretext to keep.
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clear of the fight that was coming. From
‘one or two other punchers, as they
passed, Steve received glances that
lunade his cheeks burn. - But he re-
me:ned beside his horse, making a pre-
rence of examining the animal’s hoof,
till the colonel rode back.

“\What’s the trouble, Steve?”

“Cayuse gone lame,” muttered the
young man. “I guess I'l foller on,
boofing it.” .

“Hyer, one of you punchers give my
nephew his horse! called out the
colonel. e

Santa Fe Sam unwillingly wheeled
and dismounted, and gave Steve his
vroncho. The rancher’s nephew mounted
« and rode on with his uncle. There
was no evasion for him now, unless he
openly disregarded the rancher and rode
away; and that he did not care to do.
Santa Fe Sam examined the horse’s
hoofs with a grim face, and then
grinned, and mounted, and rode after
the outfit up the canyon.

“] guess you was mistaken about

" this- hyer cayuse, Steve!” he grinned.
“He ajn’t lame, not worth a cent, he
- ain’t ¥’

The rancher’s nephew affected not to
hear. He rode on with the outfit, and
they came to the last bend of the canyon
below the rustlers’ camp. - There they
found Buck Wilson waiting for them;
the clatter of hoofs had warned the
foreman that they were coming.

“Youve got them cornered, Buck?”
cnlled out the colonel eagerly.

“We sure havel” chuckled Buck.
“Got them where we, K want ’em,
boss. We've been burning a lot of
powder, but I reckon there ain’t much
harm done yet on either side. Oh gum!
I never was so glad to see you boys—
we’re enough now to wipe out all the
rustlers in New Mexico.”

Crack, crack, crack, crack! came ring-
ing down ‘the canyon. <Cowmen and
rustlers were still firing at one another
across the stream; though as the cover
on both sides was good, most of the
lead was wasted. But with the new day
and the reinforcements from the ranch

* matters were to take a more decided
turn.

The colonel’s party dismounted and
tethered their horses, and advanced on
foot round the bend of the winding
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canyon. This brought them within

sight of the rustlers’ encampment across
the stream, and they dropped into cover
as they advanced. = The Rio Kid geve
Steve Carson a warning look.

Whether the traitor was figuring on
helping his cornered coufederstes, the
Kid could not tell. But he knew that
he, at least, was certain of a shot from
cover if Steve Carson had a chance
to draw a bead on him unseen. And
the Kid was grimly resolved that at the
first sign of treachery he would shoot
the traitor dead in his tracks.

Colonel Carson stood in a bunch of
pecans, scanning the position of the
rustiers’ camp, The whole outfit were
joining in the fire now, and more than
thirty repeating rifles sent a stream of
bullets searching into the cover of the
dozen or so rustlers, who were firing
back. But there was cover in plenty
in the rock-walled enclosure that formed
the camp, and so far, only two or three
of the rustlers had, been wounded. But
the heavy fire that was now poured upon
them warned the rustlers that they had
a strong force to deal with, and Scar-
Face Judson and every member of his
gang knew that the game was up, how-
ever long they might hold out.
as the colonel watched, a man with a
scarred face, holding a white rag tied
to the muzzle of a rifle for a flag of
truce, came out of cover and advanced
towards the stream. * And the firing died
away as Scar-Face Judson came for-
ward to “talk turkey.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Traitor Pays!
OLONEL CARSONSstepped outinto
‘ the open, facing the rustler across
the stream. He eyed the scarred
cow-thief with a grim face.
Judson held up the flag of truce, the
butt of the rifle restiny on a rock. In
cover, close behind the colonel, was the
Rio Kid, with Buck Wilson beside him,
both with guns ready to handle if there
was' trickery. .

«I guess you’ve got us beat, rancher,”
said Judson. “I guess we're ready to
talk turkey. I sure want to know the
name of the galoot who squealed on us
and led you here. But he will keep.”

And

———

“ Nobody squealed on you, you scoun-
drel {” said the rancher coldly. “Your
trail was picked up and followed here.™

“Y guess that don’t go,” said the
rustler. “There ain’t a galoot in New
Mexfico wise to our-trail.”

The Rio Kid stepped out of the
pecans.

“Hyer's a galoot from Texas that got
wisa to it, Jud,” he said. “Put it down
to me, you cow-stealing scallywag.”

The scarred man glanced at him.

“That don’t go,” he said. “No
galoot would never have hit the trail
to. this camp if some yaller coyote
hadn’t squeated. And I reckon I'm wise
to the hound that did it, too, and savvy
why the colonel ain’t letting on.”

The Kid grinned. Scar-Face Judson
suspected that Steve Carson had be-
trayed him,.in his fixed belief that the
blanketed trail never could be picked
up and followed.

“That’s enough chewing the rag from
you, Judson,” rapped out the colonel.
“If you're surrendpering we’re here to
take you. If you're fighting it out
there’s thirty men alosg this water,
corralling you, and I guess we’ll get you.
And if we want more help we'll get
a hundred men in a couple of days from
the other ranches down the Rio Bajo.
Your game's up.”

“I’m sure wise to that,” said ‘the
rustler, “I'm hyer to talk turkey.
We've got two hundred of your cows,
and now we're trailed down we’re ready
to hand them over and quit the game
for good, and ride clear of the Carson
ranges. Give us two hours’ start to
ride for Mexico and we quit.”

The colonel laughed contemptuously.

“Every man wifl go down to Bunch
Grass, and then to prison,” he an-
swered. “It’s five years each, at least,
for every man in your gang, Judson,
and the man who shot Tommy Tucker
on his range will be strung up out of
hand. They're the best terms you'll get.
Hand over the galoot who shot Tommy
Tucker and we’ll let the rest live to
serve their sentences But if we have
to fight it to a finish I guess there won’t
be a scsllywag in your crowd that will
see the sun rise to-morrow.”

“The man that shot -up Tommy
Tucker ain’t here,” grinned Judson.
“The dog-goned galoot that shot
s
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He could see that one shove would
send the door flying inwards—and he
shoved As he had expected, the lock
gave way in a moment.. And the
guv'nor strode into the room, with the
rest of us piling behind. -

Grell turned with a bellow of fury,
which somewhat faded away when he
saw who the intruders were. Jack
Mason was released like a hot brick, and
he staggered over to the table.

“Wot’s the meanin’ of this?” snarled
Grell.

“You need not ask .that quesion!”
rapped out Nelson Lee. “You tricked
this boy to come to_you, and you were
ill-using him, Mr, Grell. Mason, have
you anything to say?”

“No, sir!” panted Jack.

“Has this
all ¥

*“He—he was going to take something
af mine, sir,” replied Jack hesitatingly.
*You just came 1n time to prevent him.
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Thank you, sir! I don’t know what
would have happened if you hadn’t
come!” .

Grell swore horribly. -

“He’s my nephew!’ he shouted, with
great violence. “I1l do what I
like—"

“No, Mr. Grell, you will not!”
snapped Lee curtly. “Mason has told
me that you were in the act of stealing
some property of his. I. give you just
ten seconds to get out of this place!”

“Why, you—you—->= -

“Begad! Shall we kick him out, sir ?”
asked Montie eagerly.

“YT'll hove the law on ye—" began
Grell, swearing again.

Nelson Lee made no bomes about it
this time. He seized the rascal by the
coat-collar, ran him along the passage,
apd literally hurled him into the road-
way. Simon Grell feared more, for he
scrambled up, and tore away into the
dusk for all he was worth. He disap-
peared round a bend in the road.

“Why didn’t you give him in charge,
sir?” asked Wateon, .

“Because he is Mason's uncle, and we
must consider the lad,” replied Nelson
Lee quietly. - “I fancy he will think
twice before resorting to any further
tricks of this sort. Come, boys!”

We entered the passage again, and
found Jack Mason still in the parlour.
He had recovered his composure by this
time, and thanked Nelson Lee quietly
for coming to his rescue.

Nelson Lee gave the landlady five
shillings for dameges to the door—which
really amounted to about tuppence.

After that we all got into the motor-car
and went sedately home.
There is one other little point.

Mason, upon being asked about the
sealed packesge, told Nelson Lee that it
had been left behind by Mr..Stronf.
And the guv’nor suggested that it should
be left in his charge—a suggestion which
Jack eagerly consented to. He félt that
it would be safer with Nelson Lee.
THE END.

(Jack Mason has been saved again,
and the mysterious gold locket in a place
where Grell will not be able to get 4t..
But there’s more troubls to come for the
Boy Jrom Bermondsey, and all through
this litile trinket! - See next week's
topping tale of St. Frank’s, entitled:
“TRQUBLE BREWING /)
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Tommy Tucker is the same pizen skung_l “The Rio Kid said pothing..

that’s put you wise to our trail, an
I guess his name’s—Steve Carson!”
The colonel started violently.
.- “You cow-stealing dog!” he shouted.
“¥You dare— -
“Forget it1” jeered Judson. “Steve’s
been in our gang for more’n a year,
and he’s had thousands of dollars ous
of the game. And now he’s sold us
.up___JJ .
“Steve !” roared the colonel.

Steve Carson stepped out of the cover
of the pecans.

His face was white as chalk, and
his eyes burned from it.

“It’s a lie!” he said thickly. “It’s
a dog-goned lie! VYou’ll never believe
that, uncle—-"’
« “Believe it?” stormed the colonel.

I guess not! I——" :

“It’s the frozen truth,” said Judson
b‘etween his teeth. ‘'Steve shot up
’].ommy_ Tucker because the puncher
reckernised him while we was driving
the cows off his range. Now he’s sold
us up I reckon I'll se¢ him strung up
for it afore I go to the pen.”

« “You durned geck!” said the Kid.

Nobody’s sold you up. You've been
tr,axled hyer, you locoed moss-head, like
T've told you. Ain't you got hoss-sense
enough to keep you from chewing the
rag this-a-way ?”

“There ain’t any galoot in New
Mexico could have trailed us here,”
said Judson, “and only one man outside
my bunch knew the way to this camp,
and that was Steve Carson. The pizen
coyote has sold us out, and I guess he’s

oing tc,y, get his for deing it. I guess

e’'s—— .

Bang !

The rustler was still speaking when
Steve Carson threw up his Colt and
fired. Scar-Face Judson dropped the
whita ﬂa% and reeled against the rock.

ang | ang! came two rapid shots,
and both of them struck the rustler as
he staggered. Steve Carson, with a

- face of fury, was firing as fast as he
could pull the trigger before a hand
could be raised to stop him. Thrice
struck, the rustler staggered against the
rock, but with a last effort he dragged
the revolver from his belt and fired at
the rancher’s nephew. And Steve Car-
son, as he. was pressing the trigger
again, received the ball fairly between
his eyes, and staggered back and fell.

“] guess you’ve got yours, you durned
traitor !” panted Judson, and he fell
heavily to the earth. )

There was a ycll of rage from the
rustlers, and the firing from the camp
recommenced at once. The ichers
‘ducked into cover, but Co]onefugarson
stood looking down at his nephew, with
a stony face, heedless of the bullets
that whistled round him. He did not
stir till Buck Wilson seized him by the
arm and dragged him into the cover of
the clump of pecans.

The rancher did not speak. He stood
leaning against & tree, his face white
and set. The Rio Kid glanced at him,
and his glance was compassionate. He
knew that the rancher knew the truth
now—the truth that the Kid never
would have told him. - But as he looked

from the pecans at the silent figure of"

the traitor who had paid with his life
for-his treachery the rancher made an
effort to drive conviction from his mind.

“I .guess that scallywag was lying,
Buck !” he muttered.

“He sure was lying, boss!” said the

foreman, with as much conviction a

ho could. “He sure was!” .

b . . . I ]

Before sundown the rustlers had
surrendered and handed over their guns,
and the outfit roped them to their horses
to ride them down to Bunch Grass. Two
hundred cows were rounded up and
driven back to the Carson ranch. The
Rio Kid rode back to the ranch with the

‘Carson bunch, and that night he slept in

the bunkhouse. But when morning came
the boy puncher saddled the black-
muzzled mustang to ride. On all sides
he was urged to stay; there was not
a man in the Carson outfit who was not
his friend. But the Kid was for Texzas.
A dozen punchers rode ten miles with
him on his way. And when they parted,
with a waving of Stetsons and a crack-
ling of revolver-shots, the Kid waved
his  hand back to the friends he was
leaving and rode at a gallop to the
south-east for his own country.
But the Xid’'s sunburnt face
thoughtful as he rode. .
“I guess we’'re heading for trouble,
old hoss,” he said to the grey mustang.

was

“1 reckon I’'m sure an all-fired gink to’

be quitting that outfit and riding for
the Rio Frio, where Sherif Watson has
got & rope under his arm waiting for
a galoot about my size. We're goin’ to
hit trouble, old hoss—we sure are!”

_Then the Kid burst into a cheery
laugh. His own country called him
after his wanderings, and he could not
turn & deaf ear to the call.

“X guess we've hit trouble before, old
hoss !” he said. *“We’ve hit it bad, and
we’ve pulled through. It’s us for Texas,
and we don’t give a continental red
cent for all the dog-goned sheriffs be-
tween the Rio Grande and the Staked
Plain ¥’ C

And the Kid rode on his way, by
grassy plains and rugged hills, till New
Mexico was left behind him, and his
eyes danced as the mustang bore him
swiftly through the wide-reaching grass-
lands of his own country,

THE END.

(“TRAILING BACK /7 is the 1itle of
the next roaring Western story, in which
the Rio Kid answers the call of his own
country—Texas—and in conscquence falls
into bad troudble again.)
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