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KiD, RED and DAN == THERE WASN'T ANY HARM IN THE BUNCH OF THEM, BUT FATE
TURNED THEM INTO OQUTLAWS, HERE IS THE THRILLING STORY OF HOW THEY BECAME-

s HAT  doggoned marshal agin!”
growled old Sam Qak.” |
There was a rattle of wheels on the
sun-baked trail. The old raucher
pushed back his stetson, drew his horny hand
across his perspiring forehead, and stared
grimly at the ramshackle remains of a motor-
car which was crawling up the trail from
Bullwhacker. )

He frowned at the sight of Hardfist Hall,
marshal of Bullwhacker, who was seated at
the wheel. But Dan and Kid and Red griuned.

Dan Oak, Kid Byrne, and Tom Redway were
ribbing down horses in front of the dilapidated
old rancho on the bank of the Rio Rojo, under
the blaze of the Arizona sun.-

Tor miles along the river, and up the rocky
slopes of the Mesa Mountains, old Sam’s land
extended—most of it barren rock and sage-
biush, Sam and his three nephews scraped a
bare living out of it. It was only affection for
the old man, who had cared for them from
childhood, that kept the three boys there. The
place ached with poverty. The old rancho,
patched and repaired times out of number, was
almost a ruin.  There was little feed for cattle,
and very few cattle to feed, for Sam’s stock
was limited to. a few cows and a bunch of
broncos. _Whenever he sold a horse to a
puncher in a ranch outfit there was a' brief
period of plenty at Rojo. Between whiles
there were lean times. :

“I'll say Hardfist is a sticker!” remarked
Dan. “How many times has he offered to buy
“he ranch, nunk ?” ’

“More’n I can remember !” grunted Sam. "

“And why won’t you sell, you old bonehead,
rou?” asked Kid, with a wink at Dan and
Red, who grinned. :

“Ain’t 1 told you. heap times, that-there’s
jold on this land?” grunted the old man.
*Ain’t you prospected for- it, you ’uns, since
rou was big enough to carry a niiner’s pick ?”

“We sure have !” grinned Red. “But we
in’t raised any, nunk. I guess your old
)opper was ‘dreaming when he fancied he
potied pay-dirt up in the mesa.” o

“Bill Hall don’t reclon he was dreaming !”
runted Sam. © “He sure don’t want to buy this
wmmd tc feed cattle.- He's offered to buy me

out a heap times, and now hyer he cames to
say it all over agin.” }
Bill Hall stopped his ancient car before the
rancho, and old Sam, leaving the boys, walked
across to meet him.’ C :
Dan and Kid and Red watched him ratlier
curiously.  For years they had been used to
old Bam’s belief that the barren lands of Rojo
were rich in gold—if only it could be found.
Many and many a time they had gone search-
ing in the rocky arroyos and draws of the
mesa; but never a gleam of the yellow metal
had rewarded them. They had lost all faith
in it. Yet 1t was a 'standing puzzle to them
why Marshal Hall wanted to buy the ranch.
“Mornin’,  marshal!” grunted old Sam.
“But I guess you can pack up afore you begin

chewing the rag. I ain’t selling, like I've told .

you twenty times already. You're wasting your
time.” " ; . R . :
‘A grim smile came over the marshal’s hard

face. .
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“I guess that ain't the business that’s
brought me heve this time, Sam Qak,” he said.
“But the offer’s still open, "if you swant- to
trade. T'll put up a thousand dollars for the
ranch: i ,

“Forget 161" said Sam. .

“Aw, you doggoned obstinate old geck!”
growled Hall. “You're getting old, Sam Oak,
and you sure won't last fong, ‘and I guess you
ought to be thinking of the boys. What's this
patch of desert worth to them? Yet you could
give tham a start with a thousand bucks——"

“Pack it up, marshal?” said old 8am
tersely, “If you got business hyer, shoot! If
not, I guess I'm busy.”

“You said-it!” agreed Hall
ness here. I guess I'll put it plain.

““T got busi-
Last

week you sold a.bronc to a man at Pack Mule.
Mustang Dave, at Bullwhacker, allows that
that cayuse is his'n, and was rustled from his
corral three months ago. What you got to say
to that?””

The old rancher trembled with rage.

“I got this to say!” he gasped. *Mnustang
Dave 1s your side-kicker, as every galoot in
the county knows, aud if he says that the
cayuse was his'n, he's a liar, Marshal Hall,
and you're another liar, and worse! You've
framed this up just because I won’t sell out
te you !”

Sam_ had slipped his guirt under his arm.
Now he shid it dewn into his hand. He
brandished it before the marshal’s face.

“Git off my land !’ he roared. . “Beat it,
you lobo-wolf ! Beat it pronto, afore I quirt
you a few !” .

Hall’s eyes glittered under his knitted
brows. . .

“Can it I he snarled. “I’'m telling you—m"

He broke off, with a yell of rage, as the
quirt lashed him. Dan and Kid and Red
looked on breathlessly. 1In his rage, old Sam
Qak struck, and struck again. Hall reeled to
right and left, but he could not dodge the
furious rain of blows.

**Gee-whiz ! breathed Dan.
going to be trouble!”

“T'm telling you to beat it!” roared Sam.
“Git that 1ron bedstead-of yourn moving, you
doggoned coyote! By the great horned toad,
'l sure quirt you a few more if you don’t
beat it pronto !”

The marshal of Bullwhacker staggered out
of the car. He stood panting, crimson with
fary, and dragged at the six-gun in his belt,
In a moment more the gun would have been
out, and the old rancher would have dropped
with a bullet through his body. But in that
moment, Dan Oalk grabbed up the bucket of
swater he had been using to wash down the
horses. He jerked it forward, and the water
streamed in the marshal’s face

Hall staggered back, drencked, and blind for
the moment. Red was on him in a second,
tearing the revolver from his grasp. He flung
it into the air, and:it dropped with -a splash
into the river.

“There’s sure
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The marshal dashed the water from his eyes.
Mad with rage, he made a jump at Red. -But
Dan was rushing at him, with the bucket in his
grasp. He slammed it down on the marshal's
head, and it fairly bonneted him, the rim
crashing on his broad shoulders. Hardfist Hall
went staggering wildly away, while the three
pals roared with laughter.

“I guess you want to beat it, marshal 1"
grinned old Bam. * Boot him out, you ’'uns!”

“Tl say we will!” grinned Dan. “And

we'll fix him in such a way that he sure won's
come ug here- visitin’ any move.”
. And Dan and Lis pals went about that task
in their oywn mischievous way. They roped the
‘marshal to the bonnet of his flivver before they
took the bucket from his head. Then they
harnessed an old mule to the front axle of the
ramshackle car. : :

“Hyer! You can’t do this thing to me!”
howled Hall, struggling furiously.

“Your mistake, feller!” chuckled Dan. “It’s
happened.” - )

With that he touched up the mule with a
quirt, and started the animal off down the trail
to Bullwhacker. Behind the 'mule rolled the
ancient car, with the helpless marshal yelling
blue mnarder. T

“Explain that lot off when you git into
town !V -yelled Dan, -after the rocking car.

And it took Marshal Hall quite a lot of éx-
plaining when he did arrive in Bullwhacker.

rocky, steep arroyo, down which the
came tumbling, with showers of
spray. High up in the mesa, the Rio
Rojo was a mountain torrent, leaping from
rock to rock, cascade to cascade. 1t was not
casy to climb. the stecp bank between the
tumbling water, and the rugged side of the
ravine: But Kid, slim though he was, was
hard as nails. He slung his pick over his
shoulder, jammed his stetson firmly on his
eurly head, and started up the rugged path.

Dan and Red werée left behind 1n the lower
canvon. The three boys were prospecting in
the mesa—hunting for old Sam’s mythical
gold-mine. Hundreds of times they had pros-
pected, but luck had never come their way.
There was gold in the section—only ten miles
from the old rancho was the mining-camp of
Pack-Mule, where the great stampmills roared
with incessant din. But on old Sam’s_land
they had never found a_speck of pay-dirt so
far. It was rather to humour the old man
than for any other reason that they kept up
the guest; though there was always the linger-
ing hope of “striking it rich.”

“Hokey ! - It's hot!” murmured Kid, stop-
ping to rest and fan his burning face with his
stetson, R
" There was a footstep on the rocks, and he
spun_round, ‘surprised.

“You!" he exclaimed. .

He stared at Hardfist Hall. The meeting in
that solitary untrodden ravine in the heart
of the mesa, surprised him—and he could see
that the marshal of Bullwhacker was equally
startled. -

«What are you doing here, Hall?” de-
manded Kid. He stared at the hard-featured,
black-bearded face of the marshal with grim
suspicion. - :

"Hall's hand flew for one moment to the
butt of the six-gun in his belt. It was some
days since his visit to the Rojo ranch, and his
black look told that he had not forgotten what
had happened there. But he released his gun-
butt the next moment.

«You've no right to prospect on my uncle’s
land, Bill Hall!I” snapped Kid. :

“Who's prospecting ?’’ grunted Hall.

Kid's lip curled.

“I guess vou never came up here to look
for lost cows! Your best move is to get
back to your ranch at Bullwhacker, Bill Hall!
If there’s gold on Sam OQak’s land, it’s not
for you to raise.” .

Hardfist looked at him quietly and grimly.

“There’s gold on old Sam's land [” he said.
«His father picked nuggets out of the Rojo
years and years ago, and where there was
some T'll say there's more ! I guess if the land
belonged to me I'd raise it fast enough.”

4 “The land don't belong to you, and never
will 1’ retorted Kid. “What’s more, you sure
aln't prospecting here. You're going—and I'm

PIC‘K on shoulder, Kid Byrne stared up the

water

seeing you go!” He pointed down the rugged
bank of the stream. ‘‘That's your way, mat-
shal, and I'm starting you.”

Hardfist laughed defiantly. Kid's pick was
in bhis hands, but he had no other weapon.

As the Dboy advanced on him, grim and
determined, his hand flew to the six-gun again.
This time he pulled.

But even as the revolver left its holster, Kid
lashed out with the pick. There was a crash
as it struck the gun from the marshal's hand.
and the weapon whirled through the air and
splashed into the fall of the Rojo. '

A vell of rage broke from the marshal of
Bullwhacker. With the spring of a tiger, he
hurled himself at Kid. N '

Kid Byrne dropped
with him.

On the rugged rock, almost on the verge
of the waterfall, they wrestled and struggled.

The marshal was a powerful man, but Kid
was a mateh for him. The cowboy was strong
and sturdy, wiry and tough, active as a cat.
In muscle he was no match for the black-
bearded man, but he held his own.

Suddenly. he hooked Hall’s leg and the mar-
shal, slipping on the wet rock, went crashing
over.

He lay panting. Kid stood over him pant-
ing, too. His eyes gleamed downegat the
marshal of Bullwhacker,

“Yowll git!” he said- between his teeth.
“QOr, by hokey, T'1l paste you to glory! Git
off old Sam’s land.”

Hall leaped to his feet. . The marshal’s face
was crimson with rage; his eves burning. He
rushed at the boy, driving him back by sheer
weight.

Back went Kid—and back! He would have
rallied in a moment or two—and renewed the
fight. “But the wet rock, slippery from the
spray of the Rojo, was his undoing. He slip-
ped and staggered, and for a sccond received
the crashing fists of the marshal full on his
chest. A second more and he went backwards
over the bank of the torrent, falling head-
long into the rushing water. ;

A cry broke from Kid as he plunged under.
He had an instant’s glimpse of the hard,
black-bearded face staring after him. Then he
was under water, torn away helplessly by the
rushing torrent. .

His head came up in a whirl of foam, a
roar of waters. Kis could swim .srell—but in
that torrent he tossed like a cork. He strug-
gled frantically, but still went rushing down
the stream. The fall was below—where the

the pick and grappled

Bonneted by the water-bucket, tha marshal
of Bullwhacker staggered wildly away, leaving
Dan, Kid, and Red roaring with faughter.
But they didn’t know to what lengths Hardfist
Hail would go to get his vengeance on them!

Rojo dropped thirty feet over an edge of
rock, to a lower level of the ravine. If he was
swept over that fall—

He fought madly for his life. Once his
fingers touched the rocky bank, and he clut-
ched, but he was torn away again,,

A deafening roar was in his cars. Whirled
over and over like a log of driftwood, he was
rushed over the fall, Water, in crashing tons,
thundered on his head. Down—and down—and
down—his senses whirling and spinning. Down
~to terrible death on the sharp’ rocks and
whirling waters below !

* The roar of the waters was still in
his ears; spray was falling on him.
‘The rocks echoed with thundering
sound, - Where was he—what had happened?

He was in water—shallow water, almost calm
under the thunder of the falls, He dragged
himself to his feet, standing with water swish-
ing round his shoulders, and staring dazedly
about him. . .

For the first few moments it seemcd quite
dark to Kid’s dizzy eves. Then he could see
—in a dim twilight! Water was rushing past
him from above—a screen of water that shut
off the daylight. He realised he was behind
the fall in a hollow of the chff over which it
tumbled. A hundred times he had clambered
up and down the Rojo ravine and never
dreamed that there was anything but_ solid
rock under the waterfall. Now he found him-
self in a deep, dusky cavern, extending far
back into the earth. .

He had dropped through the waterfall, not
to be dashed among the rocks of the lowev
stroam, but into the pool in the cavern under
the fall. He stared round him and swam and
waded till he dragged himself from the water.

The pool extended twenty feet of more into
the caverh. Beyond, the ground was higher,
and he was able to crawl out. Round him was
dimness, but as his eves became accustomed
to the gloom he could make out his surround-

!: ID wondered if he was dreaming.

ings. Glinting sunlight came through the
screen of dropping water at the cavern’s
mouth.

Kid grinned breathlessly.

“Gee! I guess Hall figures that I'm gone !”
he muttered. ~By the great horn spoon, I
guess I ought to be—but I ain't—I sure ain’t v

There was no doubt that the marshal of
Bullwhacker must believe him - dead. But
Kid was very much alive, and little the
worse for his ducking when he had recovered
his breath.

C%Kid, old-timer, I guess you want to beat
it oub of this!” he said to himself.

He found a narrow, rocky ledge a foot or
more above the pool at the side of the cavern.
By stepping along it he could reach the open-
ing under the falling torrent. He was about to
try his luck when he stopped spddcnly-—-and
stood staring—with blank, astonished, almost
unbelieving cyes.

On the rocky floor of the cavern, almost at
his feet, lay an object that, familiar enough
to his eyves elsewhere, was amazing to see 10
that hidden cavern under the waterfall.

It was an old rusted miner’s pick!

The wooden handle was almost rotted away.
The iron head was deeply bitten with rust.
For vears, evidently—many a long, Jong year
—it had lain there! Kid's heart gave a
mighty jump. .

That cavern under the waterfall, which he
had thought utterly unknown to any other,
had .been trodden by human feet before!
Some lonely prospector had penetrated there
in search of gold—the miner’s pick was
proof of that!

Kid caught his breath. He hardly dared
belicve what flashed into his mind. O
Sam’s tale of gold in the mesa—was 1t true ?
Old Sam’s father had found gold, long vears
ago, but he had died under a rustler's bullet.
and his secret had died with him. That was
the tale that old Sam had always told. Hafl
old Sam, after all, got it right? Was this
the hidden place where that old miner, 1B
the early davs of Arvizona, had dug out
nuggets? . ,

Leaving the rotted pick where it lay, Kid
searched along the cavern. Ile was accus:
tomed to the gloom now; the twilight did
not trouble his keen eyes. He gave a sudden
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ery. He bad stumbled on the rotted remains
of a miner’s leather sack.

Through the gloom came a gleam—a fain
gleam of yellow! Falling on his knees, Kid
groped in the rotten sack. The fragments
fell from his fingers—which eclosed on a
rugged lump! Even in the gloom of the
cavern, it gleamed and glistened. ’

Trembling, Kid carried it back towards the
clearer light under the fall. In the sunlight

glimmering througl the screen of water he

stared at it—gold ! :

It was a nugget—a nugget of almost pure

gold weighing, he caleulated, over 'a pound!
Over a pound. of gold—with gold at over
thirty dollars an-éunce! That one lump in
his hand was worth five hundred doéllars!
“Gee!” breathed Kid. - T
Eager as ho was to find more gold, he was

still more eager to carry the great news to

his comrades—to carry it to old Sam. at the
rancho. He crammed the nugget into his
pocket. Then he stepped along the ledge at
the side of the cavern to reach the -opening.

The way was easier than he had counted
on. Perhaps it had been made easier by-a
miner’s pick, for he knew now that old Abe
Qak, Sam’s- father,” must have -entered and
left many a time in those olds days when he
had worked the claim for gold. -

The end of the ledge projected through the
dripping water. Standing in falling spray,
Kid could see that ledges and points of rock
gave handhold and foothold, so that he could
(f:li]rlnb yp the rugged bank beside the water-
all.

Drenched to the skin, but heedless of soak-
ing spray, Kid clambered out, and in a few
minutes stood on the high bank in the ravine.
Shaking the water in great drops from his
clothes, he started down the arroyo at a run
for the lower canyon.

“ AY, whose cayuse?”’ exclaimed Red.
Big Dan Oak stopped and stared
at the tethered bronco tied up under
the shade of a rock by the river.
Since ‘Kid had left them and gone up the
ravine by the torrent, Dan and Red had been
working along the bank of the Rojo, broader
and slower in the wide canyon. They had
comd suddenly on the black bronco. At the
second glance, Dan Oak recognised the
animal.

f:lI guess that’s Marshal Hall's cayuse!” he
Saad

“Vou said it!” agreed Red. He glanced
round quickly. ~“That means that Hall’s
here—on our land! What's his game?”

“Fossicking, same as we arel” grunted
Dan. “Looking for sign of old Sam’s gold-
mine, I reckan, the pizen skunk. He wouldn’t
want anything else up here in the mesa.
Say—>>"

He broke off suddenly. Something that
whirled and spun in the. river, borne down
from the torrent in the ravine, caught his
eye. It was a stetson hat. Dan’s eyes fixed
on the whirling hat in the water, and he
gave a ory:

“Kid’s stetson!”

He plunged waist-deep in the river and
grabbed the hat as it whirled past on the
current. Red watched him as he came
scrambling back to the bank, the soaked and
crumpled stetson in his hand.

Red found his voice. He spoke huskily.

“TIt’s durned dangerous up the ravine!
But Kid ain’t the guy to take a tumble into
the watdr—he sure am’t——"’

Dan shut his teeth hard.

“Bill Hall’s around,” he said. “Here's his
cayuse, and Hall himself sure ain’t far off.
If there’s been foul play—"

“Listen I”” breathed Red.

A clatter of hurrying feet sounded on the
rocks of the canyon from the direction of the
vavine.

The two boys loocked round and sighted a
man in the distance. A minute later they
recognised Hardfist Hall—hurrying breath-
lessly towards the spot' where they stood.
The marshal of Bullwhacker was coming
back for his horse—~coming at a hurrying
run, his face white and strained. And he
:ame from the arroyo, whence Kid’s hat bad
vhirled down on the torrent a few minutes
.go.

He did not see the boys till he was close
on them. Then he stopped, his hand shooting
to his belt. But the gun he had carried was
gone. -

Dan’s eyes met Red’s.’ There had been fonl
play in the ravine up by the torrent; they
both felt that.

Hardfist Hall came on towards his horse.
Dan stepped into his wdy, his jaw set grimly.

“ Where’s Kid Byrne, marshal?” he asked.
“What you done to Kid?”

Hall pulled himself together,

“Kid Byrne?’ he repeated. “What'd I
know about.him? 1 guess I ain’t” met up
with -him.” | N )

“That's 'a _durned lie!” said Dan between
his teeth. -“Xid went Gip the arroyo, and he
must have passed you—uuless you stopped
him! ¥ou've sure. seen -him, at  you
done to Xid, you lobo-wolf?” =~ = -

He held up the drenched hat. Hall stared
at it with starting eyes.

“Youw've lost ‘your gun!’ said Dan. “I
guess - you lost it about the same time that
Kid lost his hat! Vou met up with him, up
the ravine—~—and you sure pulled on him—
and him unarmed! What you done to him?
Spill it, you hound.” =
-"Hall,” setting his teeth, made a spring
towardssthe bronco.  Dan’s grasp was on him
the same moment. — - o
-~ 'With “all his strength, the marshal of Bull-
whacker “strove “to tear himself loose. But
Red’s grasp was added to Dan’s, and he was

dragged over on the Tocky earth, They
pinned him down on the rocks.
“Let up!” panted the marshal. “Let up!

T'll sure have you in the calaboose at Bull-
whacker for this—"’

Dan shook him savagely. ) .

“I guess you won’t see Bullwhacker agin,
marshal, if Kid has passed in his chips!
Red, get that rope off'n his cayuse, and hog-
tie the galoot while I keep him cinched.”

There was a coiled lasso at the marshal's
saddle-bow. Red snatched it and cut a length
from it, “while the marshal struggled wildly
on his back, pinned down by Dan’s sinewy
knee. Hard and savagely he struggled, but
Big Dan kept him pinned, while Red dragged
his wrists together and pinned them.

Then the marshal was allowed to rise to his
feet, his face burning with fury, his hands tied
behind his back. He stood panting, wrenching
fiercely at his bonds. Dan’s eyes gleamed at
him. : -

“Stick him on his cayuse, Red ! :

Red lent a hand, witheut asking questions.
The burly marshal was slammed -into the
saddle, and Dan cast loose the black bronco.

“Bring that rope along !” he snapped, as he
led the horse away.

Red followed him, lasso in hand.

At a little distance, where there was a fertile

figures,

¢ Mention any two great National
Johnnie—quick ! *?
# 1,500 metres and 261.1 metres, sir.”

patch on the bank of the Rojo, like an oasis
in the barren ecanyon, a tall cottonwood
grew. Dan halted the bronco under its great
branches.

He made a sign to Red, who threw the
lasso over, a branch directly over the rider’s
head. The noose came dangling down, and
Dan slipped it round the neck of the marshal
of Bullwhacker.

Hall's face was deathly white now. With his
hands bound, he could make no resistance.
Dan fastened the end of the rope to a rock. A
touch on the horse now, and it would pass on
from under the marshal of Bullwhacker, leav-
ing him swinging on the rope.

Hall stared wildly at the boys.
faces were hard, set, and merciless.

“Now you going to spill it?” snarled Dan
QOak.. “What you done with Kid ?” :

*“You pulled on him up in the arroyo?” mut-
tered Red.

Bill Hall gasped. :

“I'll swear I never shot him up !” he panted
huskily. “He ordered me off the ranch, and—
and—he went over the fall of the Rojo! I
never meant

“You dog-goned coyote!” Dan gritted,
between his teeth. “What was you doing on
our land? Kid’s gone down in the fall of the
Rojo, and I guess he’ll never come out of it
alive—~you murderer |” )

“Kid—dead ¥’ muttered Red, and his face-
worked. “Dan, that dog-goned murderer ain’t
going to ride back io Bullwhacker, leaving our
pard dead in the mesa! I'm telling you——"

“That murderer's going to Hang at the end
of his own rope ! said Dan fiercely. )

“Ride me to Bullwhacker !” breathed Hall.
“I'm ready to face a trial!” ’

“Where all your gang would pull guns to
see you through I” said Dan. “I guess if we
rode you into Bullwhacker, you pizen skunk,
and charged you with marder, it would be the
last thing we’d do this side of Jordan! Make
the most of the five minutes you've got left,
Hall! You're a hard man, and a bad one, and
I guess you got plenty on your conscience !
You've shot up better men than yourself and
got away with it! But you ain’t getting away
with this! Five minutes, and you swing !”

He grasped the marshal’s own quirt, holding
it ready to lash the waiting bronco. There was
no mercy in his tanned, lean face, or in Red’s.
A life for a life was the law of the mountains !

The marshal of Bullwhacker sat in the
saddle, the sweat pouring down his hard face
in great drops. He panted huskily. i

“You’d never dare > ’

“Time’s going !” said Dan grimly.
waste it !”

The marshal’'s eyes swept wildly over the
solitary canyon. There was no help, no hope!
For mile on mile the Rio Rojo rolled—a
barren, mountainous country, seldom ridden.
No sign of a human being; no sign of life at
all, save the lizards crawling on the hot rocks
and a black vulture, high up, winging in the
blue! Silence and solitude—and the grim
shadow of death! He licked his drp lips.

“Time’s up ¥ said Dan curtly.

A cry broke from the doomed man, sitting
bound on his horse, as Dan raised the whip
to lash. It was a husky, incoherent cry. As
if in answer to it came a shout, ringing and
echoing down the rocky canyon.

Hall started convulsively., Dan dropped his
arm, the quirt sagging in his hand. Red
leaped almost clear of the ground. Then,
with & bound, he was at the horse’s head,
grasping the bridle. For the shout that rang
and echoed down the canyon was the voice of
Kid Byrne! .

But their

“Don’t

the Rojo, came panting down the
rugged canyon. As he came, he
shouted—and shouted again. The
golden nugget was in his hand now, gleaming
and glistening in the sun. The great rocks hid
the group under the cottonwood from his eyes.
But he knew that Dan and Red were some-
where in the Rojo canyon, @md he shouted
again and again, his joyous call ringing and
echoing far and wide.
“Say, Dan! Red!
Kid’s -yell.

KID, hatless, still wet from the waters of

T've struck it!” came

{Continued on page 27.)
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tree-trunk. and the explorer counted, roughly,
exghty sleeping forms.

“Go back, Sammy!” whispered Richards.
“Awake the others—silently. Bring
within a hundred paces. Tell Baas W ilson to
have many rifles fired and make much noise
to alarm these sleepers. Many will flece, and
maybe I'll catch one that we can make talk.
Huarry |

Nearly half an hour elapsed. The sentry
dozed on. Richards kept a sharp look out,
bat the AM’Bela slept soundly.

Then pandemonium broke out !’

Wild and fierce yells rent the air, the jungle
echoed to the crack of rifle and revolver shots.

The M’Bela sprang to their feet. This kind of
attack was new to them. With wild shrieks
they broke and ran, many of them lemmg
their weapons behind them.

Then Garry Richards had the shock of his
life.

He saw Jack Scotton!

The young leader of the fighting men had
scrambled to his feet. Panic had not seized
him. He was not scared, but mystified.

Garry Richards leaped forward and faced
Jack Scotton

“Don't killt T am a friend!”
explorer in the M’Bela dialect.

Wilson and Ambrose Scotton came hurrying
forward now. The white bhoy stared.

These were men of his own race—uten whose
white faces stirred almost forgotten memaries.

He dropped his’ hands, looked round, and
saw that his M’'Bela ﬁghtmg men had vanished.
His head then dropped in surrender.

He expected death at the hands of his captors
and waited submissively for the end with all
the courage of a jungle warrior. Yei the hand
of death never reached out abt him; his ju-jus
—those cevtificates and the weddmg ring his
dead and gone mother had pressed into his
keeping—set the white men talking and argu-
ing eagerly, once they had pried into the little
goatskin bag he carrvied at his waist.

Wilson came towards him, his face alive with
excitement, his hand outshetched

“My lord he said gravely, “we have come
far to find the lost Em% of Claremont, and you
are he. These documents you carry and your
mother’'s wedding-ring prove that beyond all
doubt.” -

The eyes of She-ack flickered;
began to beat wildly. His mother’s
back to him in a flood:

“Some day they will find you and take you
back where you belong—"

Wilson was speaking again and She-ack
listened to him -gravely.

“We must break camp, return to the coast,
and take ship to England without delay.”

“ England ?”’ echoed She-ack.

Wilson smiled.

“That is the country to which you belong.
There you will be sent to a great school. You
will forget that you are a warrior of the
Al’Bela. From this day forth you will be
known as Jack Scotton, Barl of Claremont.”

cried the

his heart
words came

To She-ack, Earl of Clavemont, this is the
beginning of a new world. His heari recoils
at the thought of leaving the wild lzfe of the
jungle behind. But his desting is as un-
altevable as the stars. In this far-away
England he will go to school ; he will make
friends ; he will make enemics. Alrevdy
the evil mind of Ambrose Scotton, the uncle
who never thought to see him alive, is plot-
ting, scheming to dispessess the young
cannibal of the title which is his birthright.
In next week’s chapters of this epic story
you will see She-ack, the World's Wildest

then.

BILL PLAYED FOR THE
BOOKIES!

{(Continued from page 20.)

to the
hands on proof of their crookedness.

Y Why didn’s you come straight aWway 0 us ?
It would have been the easiest course,” Mr. Deane

said gently.

“1 know, sir. Bill's frank eyes met the
managers challengmgly. “But not the best
course. There was & spy in the camp, you see,
gir. Creech! If I'd come to you and blown the
gaff, the gang would have been warned, would
have escaped, and the racket would have gone
on.”

The superintendent nodded Mr.,
Deane pursed his lips.

“ It might have been worth it but for this
robbery, Randall,”” the manager said. *
fraction harder blow and poor Capel would
have been dead.”

* T didn’t know he was going to be aftacked,
sir. My only instructions were to take the ba.o
and ecarry it to the car. You can see that on the
paper they gave me.”

" Take the bag from whom, Randall 2 the
super asked.

‘From that fellow they call Domino. He
was under the stand, walting around, with a
steward's badge on. When I took the bag I'd
no idea he’d downed poor Mr. Capel.”

“ And when you got to the car ?

‘ Steinberg was in it, and Gleve. They were
all right for a bit. It was when they got to the
house they turned on me. They seemed afraid
of me and gagged me, putting me in a straight
jacket in that room where Mac and Jack found
me. In some way they must have got word
that

“They did.”
* Oreech found your letter to Mr.
opened it.
rang up Steinberg.
me-to get the number.’

Mac Renfrew conﬁrmed Jack’s words.

“Is that all right, then, sir 777 Jack went
on. ‘“Are you quite satisfied now—about
Bill 2 ”

ALl right, my boy!” exclaimed Mr. Deane
warmly. T should think it is. It would have
been worth losing a score of matches to rout
out this nest of scoundrels. And don’t worry
about your brother being ordered off,”’ he added;
smiling. “ I’ll see that a private report goes to
the proper quarter, without delay.”’

It was a happy trio who later came out of the
Rovers’ office and hailed a taxi.

“ We thought Bill was playing for the bookies,”
Jack said bappily, ** and all the while he was
playing with them. He beat them all in the
end, didn’t he, Mac ?

Mac grinned in- his slow way as he swung
into the cab beside them.

« AV he said. “ Bill bea,t 'em down and I
beat ’em up!?”

It was the only joke he’'d ever been known
to malke!

“ Tiger >’ Herne they calied him, and was
he tough! Gee, there was only one other
conviet in the prison who came within a
yard of him for toughness—and that was
Mike Cavan. How these twoe ** BROAD-
ARROW MEN ”’ set the whole world tallcing
with their daring escape from prison, and
their subsequent adventures, is told to you in
ceven more thrilling fashion than the story
you have just read. *° BROAD-ARROW
MEN " is the special extra long complete
story in store for you mext Friday. It's
human, it’s thrilling, it’'s mysterious—it’s
the perfect story! .

agreement—I only wanted to get my
»

slowly.

Jack sprang forward eagerly.
Deane and

I know, because he got

He dashed to the telephone and-

THE OUTLAWED THREE

. {Continued from page 10.)

TCKId P yelled Red.
my boots 1”

Theire was a trampling of running feet, aud
Kid came in sight.

“Tve struck 1t” he yelled, breathless, his
eyes dancing. ‘“Say, you guys, look! I'll tell
all Arizana old Som wasn't dreaming—or, if
he was, his dream’s come true! I've struclk it
and struck it rich 1”7

Dan and Red rushed to meet him. They
blinked a{ the shining nugget in his hand.

“(rold 1 panted Red.

“Don’t I keep on telling you I've struck it?”
grinned Kid. “Say, I reckon old Sam will
smile a few when he gives this the once-over !

his  way—goldain.

I guess ** He broke off, and stared at the
marshal of Bullwhacker. Hall's Leyes were
blazing at tl.e nugget 12 his hand. “Say, what

you got him fixed up that-a-way for?”

Dan explained. .

“Forget it!” grinned the Kid. “I'll tell
you——> Fle checked himself. “I guess I
ain’t chewing the rag for that lobo-wolf to
hear-—nope! 1t sure ain’t no thanks to him
that I'm still alive, old-timer! But I guess
I'm still kicking, and you can let that lobo-
wolf beat it 1”

Dan Oak went back to the horse., With a
slash of his lmife, he cut the cords that bound
the marshal’s hands, and threw off the lasso.

“Beat 1t, you!” sna.pped Dan. “I veckon
you'll never be nearer to going up the fume,
marshal, than you've been to-day; and I'll tell
you your best guess is to ride clear of Samn
Oak’s land aud of our bunch! Beat it!”

Dan struck the marshal's horse a sharp blow
on the flank, and the horse jumped and shied,
and broke into a gallop. Once Hall looked
back, and the Kid, with a grin, waved the
gleaming nugget at him in farewell.

With eager faces, the boys examined the
nugget. It was success—success after all these
yeals' Fortune had favoured them at last!

“And I guess Bill Hall helped some, though
he never meant, and ain’t wise to it !” gv umed
Kid. “He puh me on to it by pltchmv me
into the fall of the Rojo! Say, you ’uns, I
guess we want to beat it for the ranch, pronto |

The three started for home, swinging down
the rocky canyon with rapid studes. As they
came out of the canyon, down the steep slopes
of the Mesa, Dan shaded his eyes with his
hand and stared across the plain stretching at
the foot of the hills. TFar in the dista.nce, a
spot on the plain, lay the Rojo ranch. Dut
nearver at hand was a moving speck on the
plain, tiny in the distance, but clearly visible
in the sunlight—a horseman riding havd.

Dan’s eyes gleamed.

“That’s Hall—and he ain’t heading for Bull-
whacker! He’s heading for the ranch! He
knows we’ve struck gold, and I guess his game
is to put it across Sam before old Sam knows !~

“Put it on!” snapped Dan.

They raced down the rugged hillside. But
far ahead of them, heading for the ranch, the
malslhal of Bullwhacker was riding like the
wind

Marshal Hall is riding hell-for-leather
for the Rojo Ranch. If he can get old Semn
Qak’s signature to a deed selling his land,
the villainous wmarshal will. become the
owner of the gold mine Kid has discovered.
It's a gamble for a fortune—with the dice
heavily loaded against the three young
punchers. The finish of the race is vividly
told in next week’s thrilling chapters of this
live Western. WHO WINS ?
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THEY'D FOUND A GOLD-MINE —And they defended it against roaring guns and flying- lead !

kY

H whacker. rode down the bank of the
Rio Rojo at a clattering gallop. He
swung his horse in at the open gate-
way of the Rojo Ranch and pulled up the
sweating bronco in front of the veranda.

Old Sam Oak, the ranch-owner, sat up in his
rocker and stared at him. He could see that
Bill Hall had ridden hard. His horse was
lathered with foam. His hard. black-bearded
face was red and clotted with perspiration
under his stetson hat, Sam noted, too,
that the pistol-holder at the marshal’s belt was
empty. Bill, Hall always packed a gun, but
he had no gun now, The rancher’s tanned face
wrinkled in a grin. It looked to him as if
the bully of Bullwhacker had been hitting
trouble.

Bill Hall did not, for the moment, pay any
attention to the old rancher. As be pulled in
the black bronco his keen eyes swept back the
way he had come—over the barren, sun-baked
plain, dotted with sage brush, towards the
slopes of the Mesa Mountains, Far away, on
the vocky hillside, he picked out three moving
specks, His eyes gleamed as he fixed on them.
But the three pursuers on foot were too far off
to trouble him; on his bronco he had beaten
thern easily to the ranch.

He slipped from the saddle, threw his reins
over a post, and strode up to the ranch. "The
crazy old wooden verands creaked under his
heavy boots as he strode on it. Old Sam did:
not rise from his rocker, but he gave the
marshal of Bullwhacker a nod.

“] guess you becn burning the wind,”
raarshal I’ said the old rancher, with a grin..
“Where'd you lose your gun? Been biting off
more trouble than you could chew?” .

Bill Hall stood looking down at him with
knitted brows. Old Sam did not know that
it was with Dan, Kid, and Red, the rancher's
thret nephews, that the marshal had found
trouble up in the Mesa. And Hardfist did not
intend him to know.

“1 guess I ran into the Jadson gang in the
hills,” he answered. “I sure had to light our,
as there was the whole bunch of them.”

He dropped into a rocker, facing.the old
rancher.

“ All alone ?”’ he asked casually.

“Yep. Dan and Kid and Red are up in
the Mesa.”

““ Prospecting again?” asked the marshal,
with a curt laugh. “You still figuring that
yowll find gold on your land up in the Mesa,
Sam 77

Old Sam did not answer. His fixed belief
that there was gold on his ranch wis a stand-

N e
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ing joko in Tontine County, Arizopa. His
three nephews had been hunting for it almost
ever since they could walk. Ivery day that
they could be spared from work on the ranch
they went up in the Mesa, and every time they
went old Sam hoped to hear on their return
that thev had struck pay-dirt. But they had
never vet brought him that news, and he little
knew that they were now on ‘their way to tell
him they had at last found the mine.

“1 guess,’”’ said Hall, “that old Abe Oak,
vour father, was dreaming when he figured
that he picked nuggets out of the head-waters
of the Rojo forty vears ago.”

“Mebbe ! grunted Sam, shrugging his
shoulders. “And mebbe that’s why you're so
set on buying my land, marshal !”

“Your land runs with mine for miles along
the Rojo.” said Hall. “I guess I want to
round of my ranch, old-timer. I'm_getting
more cows, and I want more room. It’s poor
feed here, but there’s plenty of water, and
that's what I want. I've offered you a
thousand dollars—"

“Keep it !1” broke in old Sam.

“1 want that land,” continued Bill IIall,
unheeding the interruption. “I've a big herd
coming down from Tombstone way, and this
ain't the old days, when a rancher had the
run of the open country for his herds. I got
to have the Rojo land, and if you'll name a
reasonable figure, T'll go up to it.”

Old Sam shook his head.

“Doggone you, you obstinate old longhorn 1
Inirst out the marshal of Bullwhacker, “You're
getting plumb old, Sam Oak, and you got
nothing to. leave the boys, except a barren
ranch, a bunch of broncs, and a tale of a gold-
mine that's been lost for forty years. I guess
they'd do better with a few thousand dollars
each when the time comes.” :

Old Sam sat up.

. “A few thousand—cach?”- he repeated.
“How'd that come out of the thousand you
been offeripg me ?” :

“Waal, since you wouldn’t take my offer, I
guess I'll go up to your figure, if yon make it
reasonable !” rapped ‘the marshal, “I'm
getting on to big business in beef and I've got
to have the room for my herds. Il put up six
thousand dollars for the Rojo!”

The old rancher gave a whistle of surprise.
Six thousand dollars was a large sum—two
or three times as much as the Rojo ranch was
worth, considered as ranch-land. Certainly
there was the chance of discovering a gold-
mine—but it seemed a very slim chance.

“Think of the boys!” urged Hall. “How
long they been rooting up in the canvons and

[

arroyos in the Mesa after that gold-mine of
yourn? Ilave they ever struck an ounce of the
yellow yet?”

“Nope !” said old Sam. “But the gold’'s
there, marshal! I'll tell @ man! My pop took
gold out of the Rojo up in the Mesa when 1
was a kid, an’ it’s still there!”

. “Aw, can it !” said Bill Hall. *You're keep-
ing your nephews wasting their lives on this
patch of desert, jest because of that dream of
yours about striking gold in the Mesa. They'd
do better getting a job riding with a ranch out-
fit at Bullwhacker, or working in the stamp-
mills over at Mule-Pack. I tell you, S8am Oak,
they're sticking it jest to humour you, and
vou're wasting their time, when they ought to
be starting in life.”’

Sam winced.

“Six thousand dollars would give them a
start,” said the marshal. “I guess you ain’t
going to live for ever, Sam Oak, and you got
fo think of them.”

The old rancher sat silent, thinking. It was
ovident that Bill Hall’s new offer had moved
him. FHe did not need the marshal to tell him
to think of his nephews—all his thoughts were
for them. )

Hall watched him impatiently. He, too, was
thinking of Sam’s nephews—those three specks
on the hillside, coming nearer. This was his
last chance—if he did not get the Rojo ranch
before Dan, Kid, and Red brought in the news
of their strike in the Mesa, his game was up.
Minutes were precious now, but he didn’t want
to make the old rancher suspicious by a show
of eagerness. P :

Old Sam spoke at_last. .

“1 guess you ain’t fooling me any, Bill
Hall,” he sald slowly. “Mebbe you want the
land for your cows, like you say, but I guess
you’re banking on hitting pay-dirt in the Mesa.
You been after my land for years, and that
was the reason. Biut I'm sure getting old, and
the boys ain’t had no luck—and—-" He
paused. It was a wrench to him. But he went
on again evenly. “I guess they would figurs
that%[ was plumb loco to refuse six thousand
dollars for the ranch. I got to think of
them ! '

“I¢'s a trade?” breathed the marshal.

“It’s a trade!” said Sam Oak. .

Bill Hall’s eyes glittered. e rose from his

. chair,

“'Saddle up and beat it to Bullwhacker with
me,” he said briskly. “I guess:we'll put it
through right now. I've got the greeabacks in
my o%ice at Bullwhacker, Sam, and you can
sign the papers there, with Lawyer Hook to
sen that it's a square deal.”
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“ You said it ¥’ said old Sam. He suppressed
a sigh and stood up. He was parting with his
life’s dream, but it was for the sake of his
nephews, who had stood by him through thick
and thin, through hard work and hard times.

Slowly he followed the marshal down from
the veranda and went to the corral for his
horse. Hardfist's eyes turned to the distant
hillside and the three specks showing clear in
the sunlight. They were nearer now. Toy-like
in the distance, he could see that they were
running. He breathed hard. Did they suspect
that he had beaten them to the ranch to make
a last effort to wring the land from old Sam,
before they could make known their discovery?
It looked like it by the way they ran and
scrambled down the rough hillside in the broil-
ing Arizona sum.

To the marshal’s intense relief old Sam did
not even glance towards the Mesa. He did
not expect the boys back till sundown, some
hours_distant yet. And the old rancher was
deep in painful thought. He was going to part
at last, but it was a bitter wrench to him.

Hall watched him, hardly able to ‘control
his impatience, as Sam saddled and bridled a
grey bronco.  But without a glance towards the
Mesa the old rancher mounted and rode out
of the gateway with the marshal of Bull-
whacker. It would not have mattered then;
he would not have seen Dan, Kid, and Red—
they were down on the plain, and were hidden
by the sage-brush. Bill Hall knew that they
were running for the ranch, and he dreaded
every moment to hear shouting voices ringing
over the plain. . .

If they got in, with the news that they had
struck a rich gold-mine, Sam would not sign.
But only Hall knew of that discovered mine,
and he was certainly not going to speak. Once
old Sam had signed the papers at Bullwhacker
they could tell him as soon as they liked that
gold had been struck in the Mesa! But if Sam
got the news before the papers were signed—-

“Hump it, old-timer!” muttered the
marshal.. i ’ :

He spurred the black bronco. Old Sam gave
his grey a touch of the quirt and rode after
him. With a clatter of hoofs they rode down
the sun-baked trail to the cow town.

C 7TELL ahead of the others, Dan QOak
panted up to the ranche. Big, rugged

Dan was hard as hickory, but that

- race down from the Mesa had told
on him.  Streaming with perspiration and
panting for breath, he almost reeled across
the yard. B

“Sam, old-timer!” panted Dan. His voice
came in a harsh croak, as he staggered up the
steps of the old wooden veranda.

But Sam Oak was not there,

Dan leaned on the corral bar, panting for
breath, waiting for his comrades to reach him.
He had feared it, and now he knew it. From
the high slopes of the Mesa he had seen Bill
Hall riding at top speed for the ranch, and he

knew what the marshal’s game was. He did
not need telling that! )
Had the marshal succeeded at long last in

putting it across Sam, and getting hold of the
Rojo? Had the secret mine been discovered,
only for the benefit of the hard-fisted marshal
of Bullwhacker? Dan ground his teeth at the
thought. .

Kid and Red came panting up.

“Sam here?” panted Kid.

“Gone [” muttered Dan.

Tom Redway pushed back his stetson and
wiped, his steaming brow. His face was
crimson with exertion and heat.

“Sam wouldn’t sell "’ he panted. “Dan,
old hoss, Sam’s refused to sell every time that
doggoned marshal has put it up to him—-"

Kid cut him short.

“J guess Hardfist knowed we’d hit the ranch
as fast as we could, and he sure got Sam
away pronto. - They ain’t near Bullwhacker
yet, and we’re sure rounding them up, if hoss-
flesh can do it.”

“VYou said it !” breathed Dan.

There were half a dozen broncos in the
corral, and they were all good beasts. They
picked out the best three from the bunch,
saddled and bridled them in double quick
time, and rode out down the stony trail to
Bullwhdcke~ at a wild gallop.

The trail, wild and rugged, wound along ;

the base of the hills. Ten miles away lay the
cow town ©f Bullwhacker, out of sight across

the plain. Hardfist Hall and old Sam had a
start—how long a start the riders did not
know. But they knew that Hardfist would
push on as fast as he could get old Sam to ride.
The miles flew under the thudding hoofs.
Half-way to the cow town the trail turned
from the hills and ran through rolling prairie,
dotted with herds of cattle. Bullwhacker was
in gight in the far distance now, its corrugated
iron roofs glimmering in the blazing sun. Dan,
rising in his stirrups, pointed with his quirt.
Far ahead, moving dots on the plain, were
two horsemen, riding for the cow town. One
rode a black, the other a grey brone.
“We'll get ’em !’ breathed Dan. “They’ll
beat us to Bullwhacker, but we’ll sure horn in
}mlflore they can put the deal thtough. Ride,
ellers |”

They were riding on Bill Hall’s land now.
From the Rojo ranch to the cow town the
marshal’s land stretched mile on mile. The
Hall outfit was the roughest and toughest in
Arizona, and, backed by that outfit, Hardfist
had most of Tontine County in the hollow of his
hand. Old Sam’s nephews gave no thought to
the range-riders in the ' distance,  as they
spurred fiercely on the trail; but it would have
helped them if they had. -

They were still two or three miles out of the
town when a horseman pushed out of a clump
of timber, and halted’ in the trail ahead of
them, It was Mustang Dave, right-hand man
of the marshal of Bullwhacker. The sun
glinted on the levelled barrel of a six-gun in
his hand. Co

“Hold your hosses !” he bawled.

Dan and Kid and Red glared at him without
gulling rein.  They were not taking orders
rom one of Hall’s men at-a time like this.

Crack! The roughneck’s six-gun roared as
they dashed on, and the bullet jerked the
stetson on Dan’s head.

“Hold on, there!” roared the marshals
man. “By the great horned toad, you get
yours if you don’t pull in.” )

The boys dragged on their reins.  They
packed no guns, and Mustang had them
covered with the smoking Colt, and he would
shoot to kill next time. Dan, as he pulled in
with his reins bunched in his left hand, slid his
right towards the coiled lasso that hung at his
saddle-horn.  But he did not touch it
Mustang's hawk-like face was grim over the
snyc)lking revolver, and he meant all that he
sald, .

“You pizen polecat!” Dan choked with
rage. “What you stopping us on the trail
for? Is this a holdwup?”

“Hold-up nothing I"” snapped Mustang. “Git
off’'n them cayuses, and git off quick, or you'll
hear this gun talk [”

With gritted teeth the three boys dismounted.
Mustang watched them like a cat.

“The marshal’s fixed this up!” breathed
Dan. “He met up with you on the trail, and
left you to watch for ns. Look here, Mustang,

¢ Sign, you obstinate old fool!!" gritted

the marshal. Under the threat of that

tevellsd gun, the old ranch-owner had no
choice but to obey ! :

gekgot to hit Bullwhacker! My Uncle, Sam
a »

“Quit chewing the rag!” drawled Mustang.
“I guess there's a suspicion that all the critters
in old Sam Oak’s corral don’t belong to the
Rojo ranch. I guess I got to give them cayvuses
the once-over, and I’'m sure taking them, and
you, to the Hall ranch. . Walk them hosses
along in front of me, and don’t forget that I'm
keeping a finger on the trigger.”

“You pesky piecan!” roared Kid. “What
are you trying to do—make out that wa're hoss
thieves ?”

“If them hosses don’t belong to the Hall out-
fit, I guess you can ride away on ’em as soon
as you want—after the outfit’s given them the
once-over !” answered Mustang insolently.

“Look here——" began Red hotly.

‘“Aw, pack it up, Red !’ said Dan wearily.
“ Ain’t you wise to 1t that Bill Hall’s fixed this
up to keep us back while he gets through with
old Sam at Bullwhacker ?”

Kid and Red glared at him. If they walked
the horses to the Hall ranch, miles across the
prairie, there was no hope of reaching Bull-
whacker befuore sundown afterwards.

“Look here, Dan——" Red and Kid yelled
together, :

“Pack it up, I'm telling you, and hoof it!”
snapped Dan, and he set the example, leading
his horse away from the trail.

Red and Kid breathed fury. But they were
used to following Dan’s lead, and they
followed him, leading their horses. Mustang
Dave, grinning, set his bronco in motion, and
rode at s walking pace after them. The gun
was still in his hand, but it rested now on his
saddle-bow. He had the three where he wanted
them. . That six-gun was ready to lift if they
made an attempt to mount or to scatter.

Dan’s horse suddenly stumbled, its foot in a
gopher-hole. ~ He dragged at the reins and
Jashed furiously with the quirt.

“ Aw, come up, you critter !” he yelled.

Red and Kid stared at him in blank amaze-
ment. . Dan was the last fellow in the wide
world to ill-use a horse, but it seemed as if
his temper had broken out of all control. He
dragged and lashed; the horse squealed and
reared, striving to break loose.

“Dan, you gone loco?” shouted BRed angrily.
“Let up on the critter! I'm telling you,
let up !”

The almost frantic horse reared and plunged
at the end of the dragging reins. =~ Prancing
wildly, it bumped into Mustang Dave’s bronc,
and the gunman, with an oeath, pulled his
mount aside. As he did so the quirt in Dan’s
hand lashed savagely—not at his horse, but at
the roughneck ! "It smashed across his tough
face, and Mustang reeled from the saddle to
crash to the earth.

Kid gave a yell of glee. . :

e was on -Mustang Dave with thé spring
of a panther before the gunman had fairly hit
the earth. The revolver was kicked from the
roughneck’s grip, and Kid’s knee  dropped
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into his ribs, crushing him to the earth and
driving the wind out of him.

Mustang panted and struggled under Kid's
gripping knee. Dan reached him, the quirt
roversed in his hand. His eyes gleamed like
cold steel as he brought down the heavy metal
butt on Mustang’s head. Crash it came, and
crash again, and Mustang Dave, with a groan,
sank, stunned and senseless, in the grass.

Dan panted. .

“1 guess that bulldozer won’t stop us none!”
Le snapped. He picked up Dave’s fallen six-
gun and shoved it into his hip pocket.
“Mount, you guys, and ride !” .

And, leaving the roughneck senseless in_the
grass, the three punchers remounted their
broncos and rode madly for Bullwhacker.

ARDFIST HALL dipped the pen in the

ink and handed it to old Sam. . There

was a smile on his hard face and a

glimmer of deep satisfaction in his

eves. They were seated in the marshal’s office.

on Main Strect, Bullwhacker, and through the

open doorway camo the red glare of sunset and

the sounds of the cow town. Every now and

then a shadow darkened the doorway as some
puncher rode by up Main Street.

“Sign, old-timer!” said Hall genially.

He could feel genial now. The Rojo riders
would be too late now—Mustang Dave would
see to that. Old Sam had suspected nothing
when the marshal stopped on the trail across
the ranchland to speak a few words to his
man there. :

A little man, in a rusty black coat and
derby hat, sat in the office—a man with thin,
foxy features and cunning, deep-set eyes.
Lawyer Hook was the only man 1 Bull-
whaecker who wore store clothes and a derby
hat. He was watching old Sam’'s wrinkled,
troubled face under the brim of the tattered
stetson as Hall handed the old rancher the
pen. Slowly Sam took the pen in his horny
hand.

But he hesitated. i

“(ome, Mr. Oak,” said Lawyer Hook, “I've
read the papers to you—they are drawn up
fair and square and regular! You've only to
sign, and receive 6,000 dollars from the
marshal.” . , .

Something in the tone of the lawyer’s voice
struck & warning note in old Sam. = He
hesitated with the pen in his fist.

“There’s something mighty queer about all
this,” he said. “For two pins I wouldn't——

He broke off with a gasp. Hall, thinking
that the ranch was slipping out of his grasp,
resorted to stern measures. His gun flashed
from its holster and was viciously jabbed into
the old man’s ribs.

“Sign, you obstinatc old fool!” he grated.
“3ign, or I'll fill you full of lead!” .

Old Sam was helpless, There was nothing
that he could do under the threat of that gun
except sign. Slowly he lowered the pen to the
paper. To lose his ranch this way galled the
old man, but better that than lose his life.

The pen touched paper—but that long pause
had dried the ink, and the pen scratched with-
out leaving a mark! .

Hardfist uttered an impatient oath, grabbed
the pen from the old man’s hand, and_ dipped
it in the ink again. He handed it back to
Sam Oak. : .

“Put it through !” he grunted, and again the
gun prodded info the old man’s ribs.

Sam put pen to paper again. As he did so
there was -a crash of hoofs, a clatter of bridles
and stirrups outside.  Shadows blotted the
bright sunshine at the open doorway.

0ld Sam jerked back the pen, staring round
in amazement. Hardfist Hall looked up, with
a vell of rage, while Lawyer Hook, squealing
with terror, backed into the farther corner of
the room. Right in at the doorway, trampling
on the pine planks of the floor, rode a horse-
man—Dan Oak from the Rojo Ranch! Dan
dragged in the sweating bronec just short of the

Topping free gifts, just the sort of things you Uke
best, are being given in exchange for coupons from
Rowntree’s Cocoa. These are some of the marvellous
aifts you can choose from : a Bagatelle Board, a Football,
a Table-tennis Set, a Watch, a big Box of Paints, and
there are lots more besides. Ask mother (o gel you
Rountree's Cocoa—it’s good for you and lastes fine.
‘Dell her il costs only 5id. a 1-ib. tin, and every tin contains
3 Free Gift Coupons. Serd a postcard to Dept. MC.3,
Rowntree & Co., Ltd., The Cocoa Works, York, for the
special list of boys' and girls’ gifts and a Free Voucher
value 3 Coupons. :

marshal’s desk, foam from the dilated nostrils
spattering over the papers old Sam had been
about to sign. The timber building rattled
and shook to the clattering hoofs. '

Behind Dan, outside the doorway, Kid and
Red reined in.

Dan took in the whole scene at a glance.

“You've not signed!
not signed!” he roared.

“Nope! I'm jest signing—"

“You doggoned young roughneck !” roared
Hardfist, mad with rage. 1
office! You figure you can ride a brone into
a town marshal's office like you was a puncher
shooting up the Yellow Dog Saloon!” -

“You pizen thicf!” roared Dan.
we're on time to put paid to you! Sam, we've
struck it! That pizen loho-wolf knowed—he
sure saw the nugget in Kid’s hand up .in the
Mesa .

Sam Oak sprang to his feet.

“You've struck gold in the Mesa?”

“And then some!” shouted Kid.
Give that the once-over, old Sam!
a sight for sore eyes?”

Kid dragged the nugget from his . pocket.
It gleamed and glistened in the sun as he
waved it in the doorway. B

Old Sam's eyes almost started from his
tanned face.

“Gold !” he stutiered.  “Gold! And you
knew about it, Hall t”

Hardfist Hall pulled himself together. His
rage was so intense that he trembled from
head to foot. DMustang had failed to stop
them—they were therce on time—how he did
not know ; but he wasn’t giving up yet. :

Again the gun was prodded viciously into the
old man’s ribs. Hall’s hatc-filled eyes swept
the others.

“An’ you kecp off I” ho warned the others.
“At the first move from any of you, he gets
it1” Another jab with the gun. “*Sign, darn
you, sign!”

His glare swunﬁ to the old man, and in that
fraction ot time Dan acted.

he yelled.
““Look !
Ain’t that

His hand slid into his hip-pocket, where he

had packed Mustang’s gun. His eyes blazed as
he whipped it out. Before the marshal knew
what was coming, before he even knew that the
boy was armel, the revolver roared, and the
marshal’'s gur, shot from his hand, clattered on
the floor.

LD Sam Oak stood staring dazedly.
Hardfist Hall staggered back with a
scream of rage and pain, clasping his
numbed right hand with his left.

stream of blood ran through his fingers—a strip
of skin had gone with the gun that had been
shot from his grip. Dan, still sitting the pant-
ing horse, covered the enraged marshal with
the smoking revolver.

“Qtick 'em up, Bill Hall 1” he grated. “You
doggoned coyote, stick 'em up before I lot day-
light through you.”
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The marshal of Bullwhacker gave Dan one
look, a look of concentrated hate and rage,
then his hands went up over his stetson.

“By hokey!” Tho marshal’s voice came
harsh and. hoarse, broken with fury. “You
figure yowll get by with this—holding up a
town marshal in his own office! I'm telling
vou, ray mea will string you up on the first
cottonwood—="

“Your deputiez ain’t here, marshal, and I
guess you ain't getting word to them,” said
Dan coolly. ‘Keep your hands up, or you get
vours, sudden! Red, lock that door!”

“PDoggone youl” breathed the marshal.
“You got the drop now, but I guess you won’t
get far when you step out of this office !”

“You pizen skunk!” said old Sam, “What
vight you got to stop them, or rae, either 7”

Uncle, tell me you've,
‘“Beat 1t out of my-

“T'll sayj

-waved farewell -to

Hardfist gave a scoffing laugh.

“I've sure offered you a square deal, and
the offer’s still open,” he said. 8ix thousandi
dollars for the Rojo ranch. Sign, you ol
fool, sign! And tell that bonehead to pack
his gun, or you won't ride out of Bullwhacker
alive !”

“You ain’t got word to your bulldozers yet,
Bill Hall1” sard Dan. “And if you sing out it
will sure be the last yelp you'll ever make!
Keep your paws up, you piecan, and pack up
your bully-beef trap !”

“1 guess——" - . .

“Pack it up, I'm telling you !’ rapped Dan.
“Now, you . lawyer-wolf, you tear up them
papers into little pieces—pronto !

. ““I—1 protest I” gasped Lawyer Hook.

“Give him a wallop, Kid, and set him
going 1” -
CfIts 0K, with me!” grinned Kid. With
a swing of his sinewy arm, he jerked the Bull-
whacker lawyer to the marshal’s desk.

Crack ! Lawyer Hook’s head struck the desk,
in Kid’s hefty grip, and his yell rang through
the marshal’s office. Heedless of his employer’s
rage, he grabbed up the legal papers and tore
them into strips. The marshal breathed fury
as the deed of conveyance was scattered in

small pieces on his office floor.

Dan smiled grimly.

“Youre sure a good little man,
Hook, and know how to do as you're told
he said. “‘Say, boys, I guess we’ll be quitting.
You rcady to ride, old Sam ?7”

0ld Sam Qak gave him a troubled look. The
marshal of Bullwhacker was helpless at the
moment, but the instant the six-gun no longer
threatened him he would fulfill the threats he
had made. ’

“Boys,” said old Sam, “I guess I'd rather

sign away the ranch and the gold-mine, too,
than see you shot up on the street of Bull-
whacker ! I guess——"
- *“Guess again, old-timer grinned Dan.
“Kid, stick that lawyer-wolf with his back to
the marshal’s. Red, hook that lariat off my’
saddle and hog-tie them rubes back to back.”

“You said it!” chuckled Red.

He uncoiled the lasso. Lawyeér Hook swung
unresisting in Kid’s grasp, but the marshal,
mad with rage, seemed about to take the risk
of the levelled gun. He knew now that he was
not to have a chance of calling on his gun-
men before the Rojo punchers rode out of Bull-
whacker. He made a movement, and Dan's
eyes glittered over the guun.

“Better not !” he said quietly.

And the marshal realised that he had bette:
not. Shaking with rage, he stood back to back
with the lawyer, while Red uncoiled the lasso
and proceeded to .bind them, coiling the rope
round and round them, and knotting it hard
and fast. In a couple of minutes neither of
them could stir a limb. Old Sam grinned on at
the scene, He burst into a chuckle as Red
jerked off the marshal’s neck scarf, and bound
it tightly round the two heads, covering the
mouths and securely gagging them. Dan
nodded with a grin, |

“Y guess that puts paid to you, Bill Hall!”
he remarked. ‘“We'll be far enough out of
Bullwhacker by the time you get word to your
gang. Beat it, boys!”

Red unlocked the door. Old Sam, grinning,
the speechless, enraged
marshal, and went out to his bronco. Dan,
Kid, and Red followed him. Red slipped the
key into the outside of the door, turned it, and
then threw it across the street, Then they rode
out of the cow town, out on the prairie, at a
gallop, heading for the Rojo ranch.

How long the marshal of Bullwhacker and
his lawyer remained tied up in the office,
struggling with ropes and gags, before they
were found and released, the Rojo riders did
not know—and did not care! It was long
enough to give them plenty of time to ride
clear, and under the last glimmer of the sunset
they galloped up to the old rancho in a joyous
bunch '

The Rojo outfit have the whip-hand over
Hardfist Hall—but the rascally marshal is
not yet giving up his fight for old Sam’s
gold mine. In next week’s story, he makes
his laat, desperate master-stroke—and it
succeeds! Ruthlessly, relentlessly, Hall has
planned his vengeance ; the vengeance that
is to make Kid, Red, and Dan nolorious as
“ The OUTLAWED THREX!?”

Lawyer
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CF BULLWHACKER PLANS HIS

VENGEANGCE , . . THE VENGEANCE THAT IS TO MAKE KiD, RED, AND DAN NOTORIQUS AS—

AN OAK stirred uneasily in his sleep,
and awakened.

o The hot Arizona day had been
followed by a windy night. The anciens
timbers of the crazy, old Rojo ranch-house
creaked and rattled in the wind that whistled
down from the Mesa Mountains. Dan had
been sleeping uncasily, his dreams haunted by
the hard, black-bearded face of Hardfist Hall,

the marshal of Bullwhacker.
He sat up in his blankets and peered through
the darkness about him. Kid Byrne and Tom

Redway, his fellow cowpunchers on the
ranch, were sleeping soundly. The room
had a window openin on to the

veranda, and a creaking old shutter swung

loose in the wind, letting in a glimmer

of starlight. Dan could make out the plump
face of Red—and the handsome features of

Kid, which wore a smile as he slept. He was

dreaming, perhaps, of the rich gold-mine which

the boys had. found two days ago on their

uncle’s ranch, up in the mesa—and perhaps he
. was dreaming, too, of the way the punchers

had put paid to the rascally schemes of
Marshal Hall, who had tried to get that gold-
mine for himself.

For years old Sam Oak, the owner of the
Rojo rancho, had talked of a lost mine on his
land, and for years he and his three nephews
had  searched ~ for it. Hardfist Hall had
searched, too!

Tt had been through a fight between Hall
and the Kid that the Kid, thrown headlong
into the Rio Rojo waterfall, had discovered
the lost mine in a cave under the fall itself,
and Hall, mad with rage, had tried to force
old Sam to sign a deed selling his ranch at
the point of the gun. But.Dan, Kid, and Red
had put paid to that scheme, and the last they
had seeq of Hall had been when, earlier that
night, they had left him bound and helpless in
his own office, swearing vengeance.

Dan sat up in bed and listened. Something
had awalkened him; and he knew instinctively
it was not the wind, ]

There was a stirring in the adjoining room,
where old Sam Oak, the cowboys’ uncle, slept.
Dan could hear the old rancher moving; and
a sound on the wall told him that Sam was
taking down his shotgun from its hook. Then
another sound came—a. creak from the crazy
wooden veranda in front of the rancho. Dan
caught his breath. It was a footstep !

A glimmer of light came under the door;
Sam had lighted a candle in the next room.
Tvidently the old rancher had also heard the
creeping footsteps outside, and had taken the
alarm.

Dan slipped from his bed. He hurried on a
few clothes, stepped to the dooy, and opened it.
In the candle-light he saw old Sam, hali-
dressed, loading the shotgun, with a grim ex-
pression’ on his wrinkled, tanned visage. The
old rancher gave a start as he saw the boy in
the doorway. .

“J heard some guy on the veranda, Sam!”
said Big Dan, in a low voice. “I guess it’s
Marshal Hall—he’s been mighty sore since
gethan(’l’led him in his office at Bullwhacker.

gt——

Sam QOak shook his grizzled head.

“Tt wouldn’t be the marshal,” he answered.
“ What’d the marshal be doin’, creeping round
like a hoss-thief in the dark ?”’

GOLD was

the law - abiding \
marshal of a
Western State
into as big a
crcok as any he
had ever hunted.

There was another loud creak from the dry,
old timber of the veranda. This time it came
from the wooden steps that led down to the
yard. Old Sam grinned.

“I guess that guy’s spotted the candle-light,
Dan, and he’s beating it! Mebbe it’s the Jad-
son . gang: after .the hosses—they’re sure the
durndest hoss-thieves in Tontine County. Open
the door, boy.”

The door from Sam’s room gave on to the
veranda. Dan lifted down the bar and threw
it open. . .

0Old Sam, with the shotgun in his horny
hands, stepped out, the planks creaking under
his feet. Dan followed him, taking a six-gun
in his hand. .

Outside, the windy night was clear. Bright
stars glittered down from a dark blue sky.
Away to the north the high ridges of the
Mesa Mountains barred the starlit plain.
Down from the mesa, like a silvery streak, ran
the murmuring waters of the River Rojo. Old
Sam moved to the rail, and stood staring
across the yard to the corral. There were half
a dozen broncos in the corral; but- they were
not stirring, and he could see that the corral
bar was still in place.

Dan joined his uncle at the veranda rail.
His keen eyes swept over the starlit yard.
Where the starshine fell, all was clear to the
view; but there were black shadows under the
corral wall, and the shadow, of the fence lay
in elongated black bars. No one was to be
seen—but anyone might have been skulking in
cover of the black shadows. .

“I guess I'll give the yard the once-over,”’
said Dan.

He went down the steps, leaving old Sam
watching, with his shotgun resting on the rail.
The yard ran twice a lasso’s length to the
fence, and Dan disappeared from.his uncle’s
sight among the shadows. —With the Colt
gripped in his hand, Dan hunted along the
fence. .

He caught his breath suddenly. A glint of
starlight under the shadowy fence gleamed on
his eyes. Between two of the posts a six-gun
was pushed through from outside.

Dan could not see the hand that held it—but
the  glint of the barrel flashed on his sight. It
was not aimed towards him; it was likely that
the man outside the fence did mot know that
he was there, as he came quietly along. It was

aimed at the veranda where old Sam stood
clear in the starlight at the rail.

Dan gave a cry and leaped forward. Even
as he moved, the shot rang.

Crack! He was so close to the gun, that he
felt the wind of the bullet as it passed. The
sudden roar of the revolver, in the silence of
the night, was almost like thunder. It was
followed by a loud, terrible cry from the
veranda and a heavy fall. : -

Dan spun round, his face white. He heard
the clatter of the ranch-owner’s shotgun-as it
fell-~he heard the crash of old Sam’s falling
body on the planks.

For an instant Dan was spellbound. Then he
raced back across the yard to the house.
Whether another shot might strike him down-
as he ran, he neither knew nor carved; all his
thought was for old Sam. But no shot came;
no ‘sound from the man with the six‘gun, till
a sudden clatter of horse's hoofs rang through
the night. The murderer was fleeing,

But Dan gave him no thought. He leaped
on the veranda and ran to the old rancher.

“Kid!{ Red!” he shouted. )

The shot had awakened his comrades; he
heard their voices within as he_threw himself
on his knees beside old Sam, his face white
with horror. Crumpled on the planks, the old
rancher lay, his tanned face colourless, his
eves closed, his shirt soaked crimson from the
blood that ran from the wound, where the
treachercus bullet had struck him fairly in
the chest. Dead or dying, the old rancher lay
still, while the man who had shot him down
rode away into the night.

L HOT !
“0ld Sam!”

Kid and Red stammered the words
as they reached the spot-where Dan
knelt by the old rancher.

“Who—"" panted Kid.

Dan choked. .

“T saw the gun—through the fence—too late!
1 never saw the doggoned lobo-wolf that pulled
trigger! Help me into the house with him!
He's not dead—not dead—he can’t be dead!
Help me.” .

Old Sam uttered no sound, not the faintest
moan, as the horrified %unchers raised him an
carried him back into his room. .

They laid him on his bed, a still, ghastly
figure. Red was speechless, aghast. Eid, set
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“ Stop him, boys ! '’ roared the leader of the hold-up gang.
speed, and he thundered down on the rustlersiike a whirlwind.

and grim, held the candle, while Dan, forcing
himself to be cool, examined the old rancher’s
wound.

It was a terrible one, and the bullet was
buried deep. All that Dan could do was to
staunch the flow of blood and bind up the
wound. There was a haunting terror in his
heart that it was useless—that the kindly old
man had been struck to death—a death that
had been deliberately plannedt But he
detected a faint flutter of life.

“There’s a chance—a chance!” he muttered.
“We got to get the doctor to him. Doc
Baker——"" He groaned aloud. There was no
doctor nearer than Doc Baker, at Parksville—
thirty miles away across the plains. A ride of
thirty miles—and old Sam lying in the shadow
of death!

Kic. shut his teeth hard. .

“We got to do it, Dan! You and Red stay
with him—I'll ride for the doctor.”

Dan nodded. The slim, light Kid was the
best rider of the three. Kid Byrne could do it
in the quickest time.

“Get to it, Kid!” he breathed.

“Say, if that guy’s still hanging about—"
muttered Red.

“He's gone!” said Dan. “I heard his hoss
—he lit out pronto after firing the shot! He
came here to get old Sam-—and he sure got
him—and he beat it after! Get to it, Kid.”

Caring little for the chance that the assassin
mighe st'll be lurking in the shadows, Kid
Byrne ran down into the yard and across to
the corral.

Swiftly he picked out the fastest pony in the
bunch, saddleg and bridled the bronc and led
him out at the gate. In hardly more than a
minute the thudding of hoofs told Dan and
Red, as they watched by the unconscious old
rancher, that Kid was gone. .

Kid could ride! He had carried off the prize
at the rodeo at Parksville, riding against the
punchers from all the surrounding ranches.
But never, even at the rodeo, had Kid ridden
as he rode now.

With his left hand hard on the reins, he
whipped with the quirt in his right. Very
rarely did the Kid use a quirt on horseflesh
—but he used it now! His mount, swift and
wiry as any pony in Arizona, seemed hardly to
touch the earth with its lashing hoofs.

In-an hour he was riding through a timber
belt, and he knew the distance he had covered
was already fifteen miles from Rojo. His horse
was sweating even in the sharp wind—but the
Kid did not let the bronc slacken.

Under the spreadinﬁ branches of great
cottonwood-trees that shut out the stars, the
trail ran deep and dusky. But the Kid rode
as hard as before.

He knew the Tontine trails like a book. It
was yet an hour to dawn. Me would reach
Parksvilla soon after sun-up, and root Doc
Baker out of his bed. Fast through the
shadows he rode, then—

There was a clattering of hoofs, a jingling
of bridles and spurs. Horsemen loomed in the

¢ Lot him have it!"”’

deep shadows on the timber trail. Kid Byrne
stared round him. Who were these riders of
the night? Not punchers from the ranches—

“Halt!” came a hoarse -shout from the
gloom. A rope whizzed in the air, and the
Kid instinctively ducked to his pony’s mane.
so that the lasso slid over the back of his
neck.

He gritted his teeth with rage. Time was
precious—there was not a split second to spare,
if old Sam’s life was to be saved, and he had
run into a gang of rustlers! A flash came from
the darkness, the roar of a six-gun, and a
bullet crashed among branches.

“ Halt, you!” came the hoarse roar.

Horsemen were riding round him—dim
shadows looming. A hand clutched at his reins
—the Kid brought down his quirt, hard and
heavy and savage, and there was a_yell of
agony as a wrist cracked under the blow.

‘Another shot-—missing wide in the dark.
Teeth set, the Kid rode on madly! Rustlers
—horse-thieves—if they got his horse from him,
old Sam was a dead man!

He glimpsed a burly horseman, a bulldog jaw
and a scarred face under a stetson! It was Jad
Jadson—boss of the Jadson gang, the night-
riders of Tontine County. Even in the dark
the Kid knew Jad’s scarred face and bulldog
jaw. And it flashed into his mind that it could
not have been the Jadsons who had shot up
old Sam at Rojo—it was not possible, as
he had ridden into the gang in the timber,
fifteen miles from the ranch!

“Get him !’ came Jad’s savage shout.

A horseman was riding on either side of the
Kid—Jad Jadson on one side, one of his gang
on the other.

But the Kid at that moment would have
fought every horse-thief from the Rio Colorado
to the Mexican frontier, rather than have
yielded. A revolver almost touched him, in the
grip of Jad Jadson, but he lashed out with his
quirt, full across the scarred face, and Jad
reeled in his saddle. The shot burned the Kid’s
shirt as the six-gun exploded, but it missed
and ﬁ;i‘%'ﬂ“.him——and the rider on his left
pitched®& .dong from his horse, thudding to
Ehecai ground, with Jad's bullet through his

ody.
The Kid galloped on.

He was through! Jad, yelling with rage,
was pumping bullets after him from his gun,
but the Kid bent low in the saddle as he
galloped, and the darkness and the shadows
saved him.

Shot on shot, ringing from the darkness—
thudding hoofs and yelling voices! But he was
through the Jadson gang—he had left them
behind. With whip and spur he drove his
horse on; and the firing died away, the shout-
ing and trampling sank in the silence of the
night. The Kid had beaten them all!

He panted as he dashed out of the timber
trail out on to the open prairie again.

The stars were paling towards dawn. Up
from the east, from the mountains of New
Mexico, came a glimmer of the rising sun.

The Kid’s answer was to urge his horse to even greater
His best friend lay dying, and nobody was going to stop him fetching a doctor!

Caked with sweat and dust, his horse lathered
under him, the Kid rode—his face set, his eyes
fixed.

The sun was up—the day gleamed down on
the streets of Parksville, as the weary, dusty
rider clattered into the town. He drew rein
at long last at the door of Doc Baker's shack
—threw himself staggering from the saddle
and struck ringing blow after blow on the door
with the heavy butt of his quirt.

AN turned from the truckle-bed, from
watching the wax-like face of the old
rancher, still as death, as Red touched
his arm.  Red, the youngest of the

three Rojo cowboys, plump and cheery,
generally had a cheery grin on his ruddy face,
a merry gleam in his eyes. But he was pale
now, pale and worn.

He had brought Dan a can of steaming-hot
coffee from the kitchen. Dan shook his head;
then, to humour Red, he took the coffee and
dragk it, and he had to admit that it did him
good.

The sun was up over the Rio Rojo, over the
plains, and the Mesa Mountains. That morn-
ing the comrades had planned to start for the
mesa, taking old Sam, to show him the spot
where gold had been struck—to lay plans for
the digging. But now they were not thinking
of the gold that lay hidden in the river-cave up
in_the mesa. They would have given all the
gold in the world to see old Sam on his feet
again, Kid had been gone for hours—but it
was thirty miles to ride to Parksville—thirty
miles for the town doctor to drive back in his
buckboard. They could not expect to see him

yet.

Old Sam stil] lived! He lay like a log,
senseless, scarcely breathing. But he breathed
—he lived! There was hope in the boys
hearts—a faint hope.

Dan set the can on the table and looked at
Red. The latter had gone to the door and was
staring out into the morning sunlight. Dan’'s
ears caught the sound of distant hoofs.

“It’s the marshal from Bullwhacker, Dan!”
said Red over his shoulder. “And he's got his
bunch with him.”

“I guess I'll be glad to see Hardfist Hall for
once !” said Dan quietly. “It’s up to him as
town marshal to bring in the lobo wolf that
shot up old Sam last night.”

Red locked at him.

“You don’t figure—" he began, and
stopped. i .
“Tt was in my mind,” admitted Dan. “I

guess"I thought of Bill Hall first shot! But

I
" “T wouldn’t put it past him !” muttered Red.
“You said it! But I don’t rightly see how
it’d pay him, shooting up old Sam! He
couldn’t get the ranch that-a-way,” said Dan
slowly. “And Sam had enemies among the
horse thieves of the section. Anyhow, Bill
Hall’s head of the law in Bullwhacker, and
we got to put it up to him.” -
Red nodded, and turned to the doorway
again.
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Trom the direction of Bullwhacker came a
bunch of riders—headed by black-bearded
Marshal Hall. With him came his {wo cronies,
Mustang Pave and Jake Sanders, and three
other men—roughnecks of Bullwhacker who
were swarn in as deputies. It could not have
been the shooting of old Sam that broughi the
marshal there—unless, indeed, he had a guilty
knowledge of it—Tfor the news of the shooting
was not yet out. But the marshal’'s posse
looked as 1f they were riding on grim business.
Every man in the bunch packed a Colt and
had a rifle in the leather seabbard buckled to
his saddle.

They came splashing through the ford of the
Rojo and in at the gateway, clattering in the
vard. Red and+ Dan stepped out on the
veranda—and Dan’s hand was near his hip-
pocket where he packed a gun. They looked
down at Hardfist Hall’s grim, bearded face as
the Bullwhacker posse clattered to a halt.

“What you want here, Hall?” rapped Dan.

“1 guess you don’t want to ask,” said the
marshal of Bullwhacker grimly. _“Yesterday
you assaulted me in my office on Main Street
and hog-tied me along with my lawyer, Hook.
You reckon you're getting by with that?”

Dan’s eyes gleamed.

“You got no kick coming, marshal!” he
said evenly. - “VYou had my uncle, old Sam,
there, and you was aiming to make him sign
away his land with a six-gun looking him in
the eye. I gness no court in Tontine County
is going to worry us any for roping you in.”

His eves were sharply on the marshal. Black
suspicion was tuuning in his mind. He could
not help fguring that the marshal’s explana-
tion was only an excuse—that he had other
reasons for coming to Rojo. Did he know of
the shooting of old Sam~—was that why he was
there? But he could not know, unless it was
by his hand, or his order, that the deadly shot
had been fired |

“Where’s Sam Qak?”? barked the marshal
“J ‘guess I ain’t chewing the rag with you!
Tell old Sam to show up.”

“0Old Sam lies in his bed, marshal, with a
bullet through him !” said Dan quietly. “Step
in and see him~—but step soft! I guess I got
to put you wise what happened here last night
—it’s your job to run down the durned skunk
that shot up my uncle.” :

Hardfist gave a start,

«0ld Sam shot up! Dead?” he exclaimed,
He looked startled and surprised; but ta Dan
and Red, watching him, it did not seem that
the surprise was genuine. Did he know
already? R :

“He ain’t dead!” said Dan quietly. - “But
he’s sure near it—terrible near it—and he ain’t
opened his eyes, nor spoke, since he was hit.
Step in soft, marshal.” .

The marshal of Bullwhacker dismounted
and came up the steps. At a sign from him
Mustang Dave and Sanders followed. The
other three deputies sat in their saddles,
exchanging glances and muttered words.
They, at all events, weie startled by the tragic
news that had met them at the Rojo Ranch.

Bill Hall tramped in heavily. Mustang and
Sanders remained at the doorway. The
marshal of Bullwhacker stood looking down
on old Sam. His hard face wore a strange
expression that it was difficult to read. Some
trace of compunction, perhaps, showed there
for a moment. IFor a long minute he stood
staring at the waxen face of the unconscious
man, His brow knitted as he turned to the
boys.

“That’s murder I he rapped.

“You said it, marshal!” muttered Red.
« And it’s sure your business to rope in the
skunk that did it.” ’

“1'1l say I'm the man to deo it, too!”
announced Hardfist Hall. “T sure was plumb
mad with old Sam, along of his being such an
obstinate old geck—but he was as good -2 man
as any guy in Tontine County, and I'll tell all
Arizona that the galoot that shot him up will
swing at the end of a rope! If I don’t get
him inside the calaboose at Bullwhacker inside
of twenty-four hours my name ain’t Bill Hall ¥”

“Good for you, marshal!” said Dan; and
for once he felt cordial towards the bullying
marshal, Suspicion faded to the back of his
wmind. Hall spoke with grim intensity. Could
he have spoken thus if his bad been the hand
that pulled the trigger?

“1 mean it, every word I said Hall.  “Now,
you young gnuys, You put me wise

what

happened here last night. I ain’t saying yet
that youw’re under suspicion {”

Dan started as if an adder had stung him.
Red stared open-eyed, open-mouthed, at the
marshal. ’

“Under suspicion—us " panted Dan Oak.
“You're plumb loco, Bill Hall! You dare to

say any guy would figure that we—we—-" He

choked with rage.
‘r“Clar,np it down!” said the marshal coolly.

1 ain’t said so yet! But I guess you got te
tell a straight story. According to what you
was telling yesterday, gold’s been struck up in
the mesa—"

“That’s true—" .

“On old Sam's land!” sald the marshal
“You allowed that it was a big strike—a rich
strike ! Waal, gold’s been struck on old Sam’s
land—and the same night old Sam is shot up
here in this lonely place with only you boys
around. Who gets the Rojo land and the gold
on it if old Sam passes in his checks? Answer
me that!”

Dan trembled with rage.

“Liar!” he panted. “You dare——"

“I guess I want to know! I'm marshal of
Bullwhacker—I run the law in this section !
Give me your yarn of what’s happened.”

Dan Qak controlled his rage. The marshal
was within his rights there. Forcing himself
to speak calmly, Dan told of what had
happened. Bill Hall listened quietly—Sanders
and Mustang, at the doorway, exchanging sig-
nificant glances. The other three deputies had
come up on the veranda, and were standing
bunched outside, listening.

“That the lot 72 asked Hall, when Dan had
finished.

“Sure 1”

“You was out in the yard, with the other
two boys fast asleep in bed, when old Sam was
shot from the yard?”

“From outside the yard through the fence,
marshal.” .

“That’s your say-so 1’ scoffed Hardfist. * You
packing a gun? 1 guess you had a gun in my
office yesterday, Dan Oak.” His eyes gleamed.
“You had a gun last night—--"!

“ Sure 1

“Show it up 1

Dan hesitated. He suspected a trick to
disarm him. There was a swift sign from the
marshal, and Mustang and Sanders pulled
their revolvers and covered the two boys.

“Hands up!” said the marshal of Bull-
whacker grimly. “I guess I may have to
arrest you on a charge of murder— Hands
up ! Shoot if they kick, you ’uns!”

“¥You bet, marshal ¥’ said Mustang.

Dan’s hand was on the six-gun in his hip-
pocket. But he did not draw it, Setting his
teéth, he lifted his hands above his head, and
Red followed his example.

’em up !’ said Hardfist Hall

% EEP
grimly.
He stepped towards Dan Oak and

jerked the six-gun from his hip-
pocket. Stepping to the door, he examined it
in the sunlight.
“Colt .45,” he said, “and one shot fired!
You allow that old Sam Qak was shot-up by
a Colt—through the fence last night? T'll say
I've found the Colt that shot him up, and I'll
say it was in your fist, you young coyote. One
cartridge burned—"

“Sure thing, marshal,” said Mus. w.. with
a nod. ~

Dan’s eyes glittered at Hall. .

“You lying hound !” he breathed. “I guess

you know when that cartridge was fired. I
shot the gun from your hand yesterday, when
you were holding up old Sam in your office !’

“Vou can tell a judge and jury that!” said
Hardfist, with a shrug of his burly shoulders.
«] ain't saying yowre guilty, though I'll say
the evidence is pretty strong. You got a faiv
trial coming to you.”

“Trial #” said Dan, between his teeth.

“J guess I'm taking you into custedy here
and now, in suspicion of having shot Sam QOak
last night,” said Hardfist coolly, “and this
Colt is evidence agin you. Whether you was
playing a lone hand, ov whether your side-
kiclkers was in the game with you, bas got to
be proved! But I'Il tell all Arizona I figure
that I’ve gobt the guy that shot wp Sam
and the gun that he did it with.”

Red gave Dan a look of hepeless horror
With their uncle's life hanging 111)1 the baolla.lr?clr;
they were to stand a charge of muvder| Halj
ca‘l,l%d.to hiz men_outside.

“Bring a rope hyer, you 'uns! I guess thes
gufys”have got ta be hog-tied, to §eep the:x?
safe.

One of the deputies tramped back to the
horses in _the yard, for a lasso. Dan and Rod
stood with their hands up, under cover of the

levelled revolvers held by Must
Sanders. Red’s brain was 'iyn a “I}Sn??g ]%i;;d
rugged Dan was cool—he had to be cool. Old

Eax}n lay there on his bed—perhaps his death-
ed. .

“Bill Hall "—Dan mastered himself and
spoke quietly—“you can’t get away with this.
Yow're a hard man, Bill Hall; but you can's
take us away, with the old man Iying there
wanting our care. You can’t, BiH‘Halﬁ”

I guess old Sam will be looked to,” said
the marshal carelessly. “Y got you, and Um
keeping you! Where’s the other guy?”

Dan did not answer that question, and as
Red looked at him, he made a swift sign to be
silent. Kid, at least, was out of reach of the
bully of Bullwhacker.

Mipute by minute Dan bad been longing,
praying, to see the Kid ride back with the
doctor from Parksville.  But now he hoped
that the Xid would not ride in till the
marshal’s posse was gone. Two of the trio
were powerless prisoners; but with the Kid
free, old Sam’s life might yet be saved. Hall
eyed him threateningly, and made a motion
with the Colt.

(Continued on page 84.}
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“Where's Kid Dyrne !” he rapped.

“Find out, you pesky polccat l” caid Dan,
between his teeth.

“You, LEuchre!”-"Hall’ snuled to the man
who came in withthe lasso. - “Fogz-tie thein
two young gecks, and malké’ er safo, and then
the rest of you give the shebang the once-over.
1 guess we got to rope in the \\hole outﬁb
while we're about 1.7 - - ~

Dan trembled from head to foot with.rage.’

“What's to conte to old Sam, with us ml\(,n
away?” he niuttéred.

“ \Vhat d you calo \.hm. it was 5011 <hot hun
up?” sneered Hall

Dan gave a roar of rage “and ﬂpmng “at him.

He fclgot the levelled. guns as he hurled
himself at- the marshal of Bullwhacker. Mus,
tang pulled trigger, but so swift was Dan’s
leap thas the bullet missed him by a foot, as
he fastenced his grasp on the marshal’s thloat
and bore him backwards to the floor.

Hall crashed on the pinewced planks. Dan,
over him,, with blazing eyes, . gripped lis
throat. The marstal “choked and gmgled k

Red was springing to his gcomrade’s aid;’ “but
Tuchré and another roughneck’ grasped -Hfm
and bore him to the floor, planting a sme\\y
kuee on him. .. Euchre' fruuned do“u at’ the
stiaggling cow boy. :

~“Forget it he . gunued ) Axm . Red
.,tvugg!mg and 1e51stmg vainly, was th:tgad
dvérand his arms were bound \\1th the lasso.
Mustang and.Sanders, ahd the other two
Puties, were. rushing to the marshal’s aid.

But ke did not x:;eed them.- Choking and g
ing" under Dan'’s f]QlCB grip; Bill Hall struck
With', the .Colt. in"_his - hand, and - the. heavy
barrel crashed ‘on Dai’s for elieud, TR

He sagged over, and rolled off the marshal.

" Almosy, stunned. by the' crashing -bléw; " Dan .
hardly ™ stirred, - as” he ,was' grdsped,- and a
lepgth.of lasso bound 1ound hun, secuunv hl:
arms to his Sides: .

Hall staggered to his feet ‘ )

His‘hand went to his throat, and he g 'mped
for brearh his face red with fury. . .

“Tale em away ” he panted. - "Ta,ke them
out,” and stick them on their cayu:es, to rxde
into Bullwhacker. Hustle I”

Pan and Red, Bound and helpiess, were
dragged out of the - doorway, clatteririg down |
thc verfmda steps to the yald Mustmw and ..

e

]
)
)
1
b
S
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. wint the “}1010 butnel !

Euchre led a couple of ponies from the corral
and saddled them. The 'two boys were
slammed into the saddles, and their feet tied
together under the broncs. Kuchre remained
gumdn\" them in the yard, while the rest
joined the marshal in scarching the rancho.
But the search only made Bxll Hall sure of
what he knew already—that Kid Byrnc was
not there. It was clear that he had planned
to cinech all three of the ROJo boys, and his
crage was intense; as-he _sirode.out. of the
Svancho. and stood scumuw the plain’ 'in the

- glare of the sunlight.”

Dan’s eyes, as he sab buund on the brone,
follow ed tho marshal’s savage, searching stare.

Ho “as thankful that the le was riot in sighi |

If only Hall was’ gone befcxe .the Kid
1olulned A

Hall strode up to Xnm W xth a b\acl\ \now

“You goldarned .young geck {7 . he.. hissed
‘through his gritted teeth. “I'm telling you, I
‘Where’s Iud Bwne 77

Dan shut his lips. .

‘H'ls he gone 1nto 111" mesa chtCl. the gold-
wine 7 snarled Hall.

“1 guess you can ude there and look for
him,.if your want!” answeved Dan. - “You'll »
get nothing from me, you skunk

“You putiing me wise \\11010 to fmrl the
led\"}’ demanded Hall. .

HLu dﬁat

the ropg: that’ led lum l\ept huu 110111 falling

'e sadd lc

s%one ’ more “on " the “score, HmdﬁsL
II%I] “when' my furn; comes ! blenthed Dan. -
*Hardfist: twned from - him’ With an oath
Orice, more ‘his. keen eyes swept the' banks of
the Rogb .and-dhie-tndulating plsis, Bs far as
the rocley slopes of the miesa. But” there was
np one to be-séen. CThe Kid) whercever he was,
was™ far” away: . Hall breathed. hard with
savage disappointmeént. One of ‘the Rojo boys

.. free spelled danger ta hig schemes—danger to

hlmse'lf' .But thc Kid.was not there! -

He” stepped to_his black’ broneo at last, and ,
mounted Dan’s . heart” beat faster The”
matrshal and his posbe were:about to ride—with::
the ‘two prisoriers. If only.the coast was left.
cléar for the Kid when he came back with Doc
Paker—Dan ~asked ‘no more ‘than that. But
that -much was not to be’ granted him. Bill
“Hall, 'ag:hie gathered up hn feins, lapped an
order to his men. .

- “You, - Sanders, Mustang, Euchre ! Stop
I guess
_Watch. out for hlm and

here and watch out for.Kid_Byrne'!
hell - “hit, home soon.
get. hlm«—dead or alue'
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. And Kid would come riding back

.Dan wrenched ‘madly at his bonds.

4in at the. door

. Street. -

*Found 'the calaboose.

* snarshal triumph at last ?

Hes chznged with

murder, ah,n’/ with his side-pardners—and if

ryol - let hiw sl p, I guess I'll talk to you u

tew I

“ Yy f,“ sure get him, marshal, if he hits Rojo
to-day 1” answered Jake SBanders.

“Watclh out you do!” snapped the marshal.
And he rode out at the gate, followed by bwo
of- the deputics leading the prisoners’ horses
and hit the trall for Bullwhacker.

Dan and Red looked back as they went,
three' Toughnecks remained in the’
their horses hitched in the yard.
with the
nothing !
But the
tough cowhide rope held him fast, and he gave

doctor from Parksville—suspecting

it up, ‘with a. groan of 'misery.

Not a word was spoken during that ride to
the cow tewn. Hardfist rode ahead, close
behind ~ him_came his two men with  the
prisoners. The sun was high in the heavens
when they clattered into Main Street, Bull
whacker, and-halted before the timber cala-
boose. A curious crowd gathered to stare, as
the prisoners were lifted from the brones to be
taken into the.cow town gaol. A score of
voices called to the mar =ha] asking questions.

Bill Hall’s answer vwas curt:

“Murder! Old Sam Oak’s been shot up at

ROJO——and the boys did it, for his gold-minet”

“And Hall knows
You

“Ip’s a lie I” rogred Dan.
it better'n any other man in Arizona !

dce. Only [men of Bullwhacker, I'ni-telling you, I believe

it was - Hal] hunself who shot -up old Sam,
and——""

“That's (,nough from \ou" snarled Hall.
as he grasped Dan and hurled him headlong
of the calaboose. . Red was
dragged in after him.

Time was o roar.-of excitément in Main
The news that old Sam Oak had been
shot-up, and that his nephews. were accused of
the crime, ran like w;ldme through the cow
town.

Dan and Red, ﬂung into_a cell, with the
. pinewood door barred on them, listened with
haﬂ‘gmd faces to the roar that rose and echoed
Louder and louder it
grew, as the crowd thickened, and two terrible
“ywords came, again and again, clearly through
the roar:

« Lynch them 1"

Only Kid Byrne is left io rescue Dan and
Red from their plight; and for him Hardfist
Hall has laid a tvap awchich cennol fail!l
What is o be the end. of it all—will the
You must read
next week’s .. thri ing of  THI
O[‘TLAWED THREE! 44 .
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86 YNCH ’em!”
That deep-throated roar echoed in
Dan Oak’s ears as he stood looking
out of the little barred window of
Bullwhacker’'s gaol-house, his rugged face dark
and set. Tom Redway sat on the edge of a
bunk, idly swinging his legs.

“ Are they coming, Dan?” he muttered.

Big Dan Oak shook his head. 1In front of the
calaboose was a yard, fenced off from the
street. Outside the fence, a crowd had
gathered, not a dozen yards from the litile
building. On a bench in the yard sat Yuba
Bill, the gacler, with a shotgun across his
knees. He chewed tobacco and ejected streams
of tobacco juice, unmoved by the clamour.

“Not yet, Red)” answered Dan, over his
shoulder.” “And I guess there won’t be any
Iynching unless the marshal gives the word.
Marshal Hall has got this town in his pocket.”

He tried to keep his voice even, but the
anger within him made it sound rasping. At
thought of the marshal of Bullwhacker, his
fists clenched. If only he had given the ruffian
all he had asked for when he had had the man
in his power only a few hours before!

That had been when, together with Kid and
Red, his companions at the Rojo Ranch, owned
by the cowboys’ uncle, old S8am Qak, they had
burst in on the bullying marshal just as he was
forcing Sam to sell him the ranch at the point
of the gun.

Dan gritted his teeth. Ever since Kid had
found a goldmine, up in the mesa territory on
old Sam’s ranges, Hall had been after the
ranch. He had tried to trick Sam into selling
it, then, when that failed, he had planned to
take it by force. Last night, a gunman—whom
the cowboys shrewdly suspected to be either
Hall or one of his men—had skulked up to the
ranch and shot down the old ranch-owner in
cold blood. While Kid Byrue had set off on
a thirty-miles dash to the nearest doctor, Dan
and Red had stayed behind to tend the
wounded man. And then Marshal Hall had
struck !

Riding at the head of his posse, he had come
to the ranch and arrested Dan and Red for the
attempted murder. And now old Sam lay a-
dying, while Hall's men waited for Kid’s return
to the ranch, and Dan and Red raged in their
cell at the gaol-house, listening to the roar of
the lynch-mad crowd.

“I—I guess I don’t care a heap, if only Kid
keeps clear, and looks after old Sam and pulls
him through!” muttered Red.

“You said it!” agreed Dan.

A big cowman, in a stetson hat and goatskin
chaps, stood by the gate and brandished a six-
gun in the air.

“Lynch ’em!” he roared. “You hear me,
you galoots? You know what them young fire-
bugs have done—shot up old Sam Oak, their
own uncle, at the Rojo Ranch! Have 'em out
and string ‘em up!”

A yoar came back from twenty throats, and
thire was a surge of the rough crowd at the
gate.

“Open this gate, Yuba!” shouted the big
puncher.

Yuba Bill squirted tobacco-juice and shook
his head.

“Forget it, old-timer!” he answered. “I
guess there ain’t going to be no Iynching here.
T'hem young fivebugs is gaoled here to be taken
over to Parksville for trial, and I'll say that
the marshal won’t stand for no lynching!”

A deep grow! from the mob outside
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answered. There was a clatter of hoofs along
the street, and the crowd made way for a
horseman who rode up. It was Hardfist Hall,
marshal of Bullwhacker.

He pulled in at the gate, and Yuba rose at
once from the bench to admit him. Hardfist
rode into the yard, and there was.a surge of
the mob after him.

The tall, black-bearded marshal of Bull-
whacker swung round at them. His hand
dropped on the butt of a six-gun at his belt.

“Beat .it, you ’uns!” he rapped tersely.
“Shut the gate, Yuba!” '

Unwillingly, growling, and grumbling, the
Bullwhacker crowd backed out again. Yuba
shut and bolted the gate. The marshal threw
his reins over a post and strode to the door of
the timber building. Yuba produced a long,
iron key and unlocked the door.

The gaol at Bullwhacker was a rough-and-
ready building. It had four strong walls of
pinewood, a roof of corrugated iron, a plank
floor, and only one cell; the gaoler's cabin
standing separate. The door that was now
flung open, gave admittance to the cell where
Dan Oak and Tom Redway were imprisoned.

As the sunlight streamed in, and the tall
figure of the marshal appeared in the door-
way, Dan turned from the windoy, and Red
jumped up from the bunk. Both the boys
clenched their hands, their eyes gleaming at
Hardfist Hall. But if they had thought for a
second of making a desperate dash to escape,
they forgot it the next moment. Behind the
marshal, Yuba had his shotgun ready—and
outside the gate the mob murmured and
surged. Hardfist smiled grimly.

“T guess you're safer inside!” he said. “If
them guys get a hold on you, you'll go up
so quick to the branch of a cottonwood 1t sure
will make your heads swim.”

Dan and Red made no answer. They eyed
the marshal of Bullwhacker warily as he
stepped into the cell. Yuba, at a_ sign from
him, shut the door, and then went back to his
bench, where he resumed chewing tobacco and
watching the crowd outside the gate.

Hardfist Hall stood leaning on the door, re-
garding the two boys with an intent gaze
under his knitted, black brows. They returned
his steady gaze defiantly.

“T guess I've come here to talk turkey!”
said Hardfist, breaking the silence suddenly.
“1 mot you two cinched; and I guess it won't

167
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be long before Kid Byrne is jugged along with
you. I've left three men at the Rojo Ranch
to watch for him, and they’ll sure get him.
The three of you are booked to be taken to
Parksville, to stand trial for the murder of old
Sam Qak!”

“You doggoned coyote!” said Dan. “You
figure that any jury mn Arizona will listen to
that? Old S8am 1s our uncle, and i

“And you stand to get the ranch when he
passes in his checks!” sneered Hardfist. “And
from what I hear, gold has been found on the
Rojo Ranch at last. T'll say it's a clear case.”

“Old Sam ain’t dead yet, neither!” said Red.
“He's sure hard hit by that skulking coyote
that shot him up in the dark last night, but he
ain’t dead, by long chalks, and if the doctor
gets to him, I guess he’ll pull him through.”

Hardfist laughed.

“You can forget that, Red!” said Dan QOak
quietly. “That lobo-wolf don’t mean the doc
to get to old Sam, if he can stop it! He figures
{hat he's got his claws on old Sam’s land at
ast.” ;

“Now yowre shouting!” said Hardfist Hall
coolly. “I tried to buy the ranch from old
Sam, fair and square, and he wouldn’t sell!
But I'll tell all Arizona I'm getting the Rojo:
Ranch and the gold strike in the mesa—and
that’s what I’ve come here to talk about. One
of you—I reckon it was Kid Byrne—struck
gold up in the mesa—the old mine that’s been
lost for forty years >

“And I guess it’s likely to stay lost for
another forty, Hardfist, before you get your
hands on it!” said Dan.

“That's what I'm coming to!” said the
marshal of Bullwhacker, “Old Sam has got
his, and the ranch comes to you three boys. I
guess it won’t help .you a vwhole heap when
found .guilty of shooting-up your
uncle—-"

“No jury would find us guilty, and you
know it!” snapped Damn.

Hardfist laughed again.

“Judge Lynch’s jury don’t wait for a lot
of evidence,” he said significantly. “I guess
Tll put my cards on the table T'm holding
back that mob outside. Put me wise where to
lay my hands on the gold in the mesa, and Tl
see’ you safe to Parksville to stand a fair trial.
Keep your mouths shut, and I stand aside and
let Judge Lynch go ahead! How long do you
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reckon that mob will take to pull this calaboose
down when they know that I've ridden out of
town with my men to look for the Jadson
gang?”

Red breathed hard. .

“§o that's the game?” he said. ,

“That's the game!” said Hardfist. “I'm
going to have that mine in the mesa. Old
Sam’'s gone—and I guess that mob outside will
put paid to his three nephews. Who's going
to stop me?”

Dan Oak trembled with suppressed rage.

“T've got you cinched,” went on Hardfist
coolly. ‘“ You better come across while you got
she breath to talk! Put me wise about the
poldmine, and I'll ride you safe to Parksville.
Keep it close, and at sundown this very day
Tl let all Bullwhacker know that I'm taking
the trail of the Jadson gang—and as soon as
T've ridden out of town, you know what will
happen here. Take your choice. I'm telling
you that's my last word!” .

“You doggoned thief!” said Dan. “It was
you that shot up old Sam, I'm figgering, and
T'd hang on the highest cottonwood in_Arizona
afore I’d let you get your thieving hands on old
Sam’s mine.”

“Me, too!” said Red.

Hardfist held up his hand.

“Listen!” he said.

From the street came a deep roar:

“Have 'em out! Lynch 'em!”

Red shivered slightly, and the marshal
smiled grimly as he noted it. Dan’s eyes were
on the marshal, almost wolfishly. If he only
had a weapon! He clenched his hands con-
vulsively. .

“You got a few hours to chew it over !” said
Hardfist Hall. “Make up your minds by sun-
down, or—"

He broke off as Big Dan, with flaming eyes,
made a spring. Instantly he whipped the
six-gun from his belt.

But Red grasped his comrade by the arm
and dragged him back in time.

Hardfist’s eyes were gleaming over the lifted
gun. But he lowered 1t, with a curt laugh, as
Red dragged the enraged Dan back.

“Chew on it !” he said, and threw open the
door and slouched out.

The door slammed. Yuba turned the key in
the lock. The boys werc left alone again.

“He’s got us!” muttered Red. “He’s sure
got us by the short hairs, the doggoned lobo-
wolf 1”

“He ain’t got Kid yet!” muttered Dan.

Red nodded. There was still a gleam of
hope in that. In silence they listened to the
deep, threatening murmur of the mob outside
the calaboose.

his eyes from the sun-glare with the

brim of his stetson, and gazed across

the barren plain. He was riding by

the side of the doctor’s buckboard, clattering

and bumping over the rough trail. Doc Baker,

in a red shirt, hat on the back of his untidy

head, unshaven chin, and a pipe in the corner

of his mouth, did not look much like a medical

man. But he was a good doctor, and the only
one for thirty miles around Bullwhacker.

Doc Baker was driving at a good speed; but,

to the Kid’s impatience, the buckboard seemed

KID BYRNE rose in his stirrups, shaded

to crawl at a snail’s pace. Now, looking
across the barren, sun-baked plain, he could
see the Rojo ranch-house in the far distance—
a speck against the dark mass of the DMesa
Mountains.

“I guess I'll ride on, doc, and put them wise
that you're coming,” said the Kid.

Doc Baker nodded.

“Sure !” he assented. “And I won't be long
after you, Kid. We've sure been burning the
wind, and I guess Red and Dan will be sur-
prised some to see you back so soon.”

Kid gave his bronco a touch of the quirt, and
dashed ahead of the buckboard.

Swiftly as the doc was driving, the clatter
of the buckboard soon died away in silence
behind the Kid. Weary to the bone himself,
he drove on his flagging steed with unsparing
hand. In a cloud of dust, he galloped on. But
as he reached the Rio Rojo, and rode up the
river-bank to the ranch, he was surprised to
see no sign of Dan or Red.

Surely they were not sleeping; they could
not be sleeping, with old Sam lying at death’s
door, while they waited for him to ride back
with the doctor from Parksville, Yet there
was no sign of them; no cager faces looking
from the veranda of the rancho. As he drew
nearer to the building he knew that anyone
inside must hear the clatter of his horse’s hoofs
and know that he was coming. Yet neither
Dan nor Red looked out to greet him.

Puzzled, the Kid dashed up to the ranch and
pulled in his weary bronco. He slipped from
the saddle, threw the reins over a post, and
tramped up the steps of the veranda.

“Dan!” he called. “Red!”

There was no answer. The door of old Sam’s
room, opening from the veranda, stood wide,
the sunlight shining in.

Kid Byrne strode in, his eyes fixed on the
still igure on the bunk. There lay old Sam
Oak as he had left him the night before—
bandaged, white, unconscious. The old rancher
had not stirred through the long hours. But
where was Dan? Where was Red? Why had
they left him? What had happened at the
Rojo Ranch during his ride to Parksville for
the doc?

The Kid caught his breath. Something had
happened. Dan and Red would not have left
the old rancher if they could have helped it.
His thoughts ran to Hardfist Hall, the man he
suspected of having fired that murderous shot
in the dark.

“Dan 1” the cowboy
ing voice. “Red!”

But only the echo of his voice answered him,
He paused a moment to look down on the old
rancher, lying there so white and still. Then
he turned, and as he turned a sharp command
fell on his startled ears:

“Stick ’em up 1” .

He spun round, to face a levelled six-gun,
with the face of Jake Sanders, the marshal’s
man, grinning over it.

Kid clenched his hands.

Sanders had stepped out of the doorway of
the adjoining room, gun in hand.

«“ Jake Sanders !”” breathed the Kid.

“You said it!” grinned Jake. “Keep ’em
up! I guess I ain’t honing to spill your juice,
Kid Byrne; but the marshal’'s orders is to
take you, dead or alive!”

called again in a chok-
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From the doorway of the rancho kitchen two
more burly figures appeared—Mustang Dave
and Buchre, each with a six-gun in his hand.

Kid gritted his teeth as he realised the trap
into which he had fallen. They had heard his
horse, they had seen him coming, and they had
backed out of sight to let him walk fairly into
their hands.

Slowly the Kid raised his hands above his
head. His eyes burned at the marshal’s men.

“Where’s Dan Oak and Red?” he muttered
thickly.

“Where you'll soon see them,” grinned
Jake, “and that’s in the gaol-house at Bull-
whacker 1”

; “‘]In gaol!” The Kid stared blankly. “What
or ?”

“You don’t know a thing !’ jeered Jake. “I
guess there ain’t much doubt that you and you»
pals shot up old Sam last night i

“What ! panted the Kid, amazed.

“You're charged with murder, the whole
bunch of you!” said the marshal’s man, “Old
Sam ain’t passed in his chips yet, but I gucss
he ain’t fur off it. The marshal got Dan and
Red early, and he left us here to watch out
for you, Kid Byrne, and I reckon we got you,
too! You're going to Bullwhacker, tied on
your cayuse, to join your two side-kicks ! Keep
’em up !” he added threateningly, as the Kid
made a movement.

“It’s a frame-up !” said the Xid in a choking
voice. “Bill Hall’s hand is in this! It's the
goldmine in the mesa that the doggoned
coyote is after—"

“Quit chewing the rag!” said Jake curtly.
“Take him by the arms, you ’uns, and walk
him out to his cayuse! I guess the marshal
will be plumb glad to see him when we ride
him into Bullwhacker !

“You said it !” grinned Mustang.

Held on either side by the two roughnecks,
Kid Byrne was marched out on the veranda
and down the steps into the yard, Jake follow-
ing behind, gun in hand. The Kid was
choking with rage. Mustang and Euchre lifted
him to the saddle of the bronco. They roped
his hands behind his back, and roped his feet
under the horse. Then Jake Sanders holstered
his gun.

“T'll get the hosses from the corral
he said. He broke off, and stared round at’
a scund of clattering on the trail. “Search
me! That's Doc Baker’s buckboard from
Parksville! Say, i5 that where you was gone
when we missed you from the ranch, Kid
Byrn7e—to get the Doc from Parksville to old

am ?”

’

Mustang whistled.

“I guess the marshal ain’t honing for old
Sam to get no doctoring !” he muttered. and
the three roughnecks exchanged significant
glances.

Kid’s eyes fashed.

“You doggoned polecats !” he panted. “ You
ain’t stopping the doc from getting to old
Sam—and him next door to death——"

“Shut up, you!” snarled Jake. “I guess no
doc ain’t wanted here, not without the marshal
says so. Hold on, you ’uns—I guess we got to
send that doc on the home trail afore we beat
it.”

With a rattle and a clatter in a cloud of
dust, Doc Baker drove through the gateway
and pulled up in the yard.

Doc Baker stegped down from the buck-
board. He pushed back his stets#h and wiped
sweat and dust from his brow. Then, as his
eyes took in the scene in the yard, the doc
stared blankly—at Kid Byrne roped in the
saddle of his bronco and the three rough-
necks of Bullwhacker standing round the Kid,
but eyeing the doc furtively.

“Say, what’s this game ?”’ asked doc. “ What
you got Kid Byrne hog-tied that-a:way for,
you guys?”

“Marshal's orders, doc !” said Jake Sanders.
“Him and his two pardners is charged with
shooting up old Sam Oak last night, and
they’re arrested——"

Doc Baker drew a long, sharp breath. Xor
an instant his keen steel-grey eyes shot a
glance at the bound Kid. The Kid almost

choked.
“Doc! You wouldn't believe that!” he
stammered. “You wouldn’t believe that Dan

or Red or me'd lift a finger agin the old man
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what’s locked after us since we -could wallk—
that we’d have died for ”?

“ Believe it I snapped Dec Baker. “ Believe
nothing ! Ain’t you rode thirty miles to Parks-
ville, and thirty back, tc bring me to the
old ‘man? T guess that don’t {follow up
shooting him none. Jake Sanders, you lying
gopher, where’d you get that story from? You
know it ain’t true.”

“I know they’re charged with murder and
hooked for the ganol-house,” answered Jake
sullenly. “You ain’t standing agin the orders
of the town marshal, I reckon !”

Kid’s eyes were on the doc. Doc Baker was
a medical man—but in Tontine County,
Arizona, any man was likely to pack a gun
and to know how to use it. And well the Kid
knew that the doc did pack a gun and was as
swift and sudden on the draw as any puncher
or roughneck in tke section! o

“You said murder !”” said doc slowly. “DBut
old Sam ain’t dead—Kid’s brought me here to
tend him-—"

“I guess he’s as good as gone up the fume,
doc !” said Mustang. - “You don’'t want to
worry any about him.” .

“And just why don't I want to worry any
about my patient, and me a medical man,
come thirty miles to tend him?” said the
doc grimly,

He glanced at the Kid again.

“I'm powerful sorry to sce you fixed that-
a-way, Kid! But you can bank on it you'll
come through—mno jury in Arizona is going to
hurt you.”

“I guess I can take what’s coming to me,”
said Kid Bryne. “So long as you tend old
Sam and pull him through—"

“Leave that to me.”

The doc made a stride towards the veranda
steps. Jake Sanders and his associates ex-
changed a quick look, and jumped into his
path, taking up positions one on either side
of the door. The doc halted, his eyes glinting
at them.

“Stand aside!” he rapped.
ting me go in to my patient?”’

“Not so’s you'd notice it, doc!” drawled
Sanders. “Your best guess is to beat it, and
beat it pronto. There’s your buckboard—
jump in and hit the horizon.”

“Marshal’s orders?” gritted the doc. “Why,
you dirty skunk, I wouldn’t let the President
of the United States stand between me and
my patient. Get out of my way, you!”

Jake’s gun slid into his hand.

“I’d sure be sorry to burn powder on you,
doc, and you the only medical man in the
section,” he said ominously., “But you got
to_beat it.”

Doc Baker stood with one hand driven deep
in his trousers pocket, facing the marshal's
men. The Kid, bound on the brone, looked
on breathlessly. The doe was still coel, though
his eyes were glittering.

“Put it plain!? said Doc Baker crisply.
“You're keeping me away from my patient—
that’s agin the law.”

Jake kept the gun at a level

“You ’uns cinch him and put him in his
buckboard,” he said, “Tie him down to the
seat, and set the cayuse going! I guess he'll
nd his way back to Parksville soon or late.
You lift a finger, doc, and——"’

Bang !

The sudden roar of a six-gun interrupted the
marshal’s man. Jake Sanders gave a fearful
yell and staggered back, the revolver falling
from his hand. Tor a moment he staggered
helplessly, then he collapsed on the ground.

The doc’s left hand was still in his pocket.
But in that hand was the six-gun he had
fired—through the cloth. It was not the first
time that Doc Baker had shot from the pocket.
But the next second the gun whipped out into
sight, and was aimed at Mustang and Euchre.

“Stick ’em up, you !” snarled the doc.

Euchre reached for his gun. The doc fired
without an instant’s hesitation, and the mar-
shal’s man staggered back with a bullet in his
right arm.

“You want yours, Mustang 7"’ snapped the
doc.  His smoking gun looked the roughneck
n the face. Mustang Dave’s hands shot up
ahﬁ"e his stetson.
Senaarooker glanced down at Jake. e lay
?"‘Ql‘andf' ‘hu.uchrc was staggering against the
belpied» White as chalk, his right arm hanging

“Are you let-
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t Stand back, Doc Baker !’ rasped one of the
roughnecks guarding the door. ‘1 guess
Sam Oak don’t need no doctor where he’s
going ! ’?

They meant to make sure old Sam died so that
the gold-mine on hig ranch could be seized by
their rascally boss !

“I guess,” said Doc Baker, “that no guy in
Arizona is keeping a medical man away from
his patient! Nope.”

“Doc!” gasped the Kid breathlessly. “Dac,
you're sure a white man! I’ll say you're a
whole team, and a cross dog under the wag-
gon! TIl tell a man!”

“You, Mustang! Let that boy loose!”
rapped the doc.

“Agin the marshal’'s orders » stuttered
Mustang. But at the gleam in the doc’s cyes
over the gun, he jumped to obey.

Kid Byrne was cast loose. He slid from the
brone, panting with relief. He was free again
—ifree to help his comrades.

“Hog-tic that guy !’ said the doc, and the
Kid, with a grin, took the rope and bound
Mustang to the fence. The marshal’s man did
not resist. :

Doc Baker slid his gun back into his pocket.

“You'll keep a medical man away from his
patient will you?” he said grimly. ‘“I guess
not—I sure guess not! XKid, I reckon your
best guess is to beat it while the going’s good.”

“You said it, doc! But—old Sam—"
faltered the Kid. .

“T reckon you can leave him to me! I'll sure
get him moved to my house at Parksville, as
soon as I can fix it ! sald Doc Baker, “He
ain’t safe here with the marshal’s bulldozers
cavorting around. I got three patients now
instead of one,” The doc grinned. “But I'll
sure see to old Sam first.” -

Doc Baker tramped up the veranda steps
and went into old Sam’s room. Euchre sagged
down against the wall, groaning. Jake
Sanders had not stirred. Kid Byrne followed
the doc and stood waiting at the doorway. He
was free again, and he was thinking of his
comrades in the gaol-house at Bullwhacker.
But he had to know about old Sam.

It secemed an age to him before the doc
came back to the door. His face was grave.

“Don’t say he’s gone up?” muttered Kid
huskily. .

“Gone up nothing! I guess he’s hard hit
—plumb hard, but he’s as tough as hickory.
He ain’t going to get on his feet agin for
months to come, but if I get him to Parks-
ville, where I can tend him, he’s going to
pull through. And that’s what I'm going to
do, Kid!”

Kid Bryne grasped his hand.

“Pull him through, doc! That’s all T ask!
That’s all that Dan and Red would ask! And,
look here, doc, there ain’t a lot of dollars at
the Rojo Ranch, as I guess you know, but——"

“Aw, can it!” snarlec
talking about dclia

“I guess, doc, th
pay,” said Kid, with
know you don't squeal none. :
yei, we've struck it vich on old S:
and if we ain’t got dellars, we've
as good. Look at that, deoec, and ta
to Parksville with you.”

Doc Baker starved at the
that the Kid jerked from
nugget he had found in tho o
the mesa.
“Carry me home to die!”
doe. “You've sivuck gold on
at last 7

“You said it—and I guess that's what Havd-
fist Hall is after,” said the Kid. “Awnd there's
a heap move where I raised that nugget.
doc, and I want you to take it to pay for
old Sam. I'm telling you it's the richest
strike in Tontine County, and we're sure rajs-
ing big money when we get through with
Hardfist.”

He forced the nugget into doc’s hand.  Doc
Baker nodded and slipped it inte Lis pecket.

The Kid stepped into the roomn and gave
the old rancher, still unconscicus, a last look.
Then he went back to the yard. He was free
to.think of his comrades now. He picked up
the gun that Jake Sanders had dropped. The
doc was aiready bending over Jake, giving
him the attention he sorely needed. He was
too busy to give the Kid more than a brief
nod as he mounted and rode awav on a
fresh horse picked from the corral. The Kid
was_weary—wealy to the bone—but he was
hardly conscious of it. Old Sam was left
in good hands; that was a weight off his®
mind. His thoughts were concentrated now
on his comrades, in the grip of Hardfist Hall.
He was going to help them cut—if he could.
With a hard, set face, the Kid galloped away
on the trail to Bullwhacker.

ave up in

culated the
¢ Pejo Ranch

ARDFIST HALL lcaped to his feet
with a gasp of astonishment. The
marshal of Builwhacker could

. scarcely believe his eyes as he saw
Xid riding up Main Street. From the open
doorway of his office the marshal watched the
rider In amazement. He had left three men
at the Rojo to watch and wait for the Kid,
and he had had no doubt that they would get
him when he came back to the ranch. And
here he was, riding up Main Street in Bull-
whacker—riding into his enemy's hands!

TFrom the direction of the calabocse, at a
distance down the street, a deep murmur
came, The crowd was still there, and in-
creasing in numbers, as the afternoon waned.
But it was to the marshal’s office. that Kid
Byrne was riding, and he pulled rein outside.
Sitting in the saddle, he met the marshal’s
grim stare. And, as other eyes fell on him,
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therc was a shout along the street, and men
began to gather round, cyeing the Kid as he
sat in the saddle, amazed to see him there.

The Kid was cool as ice. He knew, only
too well, that he was taking his life in his
hands in riding into the cow town. But his
comrades were there, and he had come. And
he was packing a gun now.

“I guess I've moseyed in to chew the rag
with you, marshal,” said the Kid evenly.
“Yow've got my side-kickers, Dan and Red,
in the gaol-house, haven't you?”

“Vou said 1t ! agreed the marshal.

He gave a glance round at the gathering
crowd. Some of them were his own range-
viders—the toughest bunch in Arizona. Some
of them were bis official deputics. And they
were all round the Kid, sitting so calmly
on his bronc in front of the marshal’s office.

“What's the charge agin my friends?”
asked the Kid quietly.

“Murder !” rapped the marshal.

“You can wash that out,” said the Kid,
almost casually. “Fivst of all, it’s a dog-
goned lic that Dan or Red shot-up old Sam,
and no guy knows it better’'n you. Second ta
that, old Sam ain’t dead, and Doc Balker, of
Parksvilie, says that he’s going to pull
through.”

The marshal’s eyes snapped.

“So you got the doc to him?”

“Sure 17

“You been back to the ranch, then?”

The Kid nodded coolly.

Hardfist staved at him, puzzled.

“Y left three men there ” muttered the
matshal.

“T guess you'll find them there, if you look,”
drawled the Kid. “But I ain’t come to chew
the rag about that. I'm after my friends.
You got them corralled on a charge of
murder—and there ain’t no murder. Old
Sam’s in a good man’s hands, and he's going
to live. I want to see my friends, Hardfist.”

“Yowre sure going to see them, Kid
Byrne !” said the marshal of Bullwhacker
grimly. “You can put your last cent on that.
Light down from that cavuse and give your-
self up to the law!”

Kid’s teeth clicked

shut.

“And what's the charge agin me?” he
asked.

“Same as agin your side-kickers. I reckon
you was all n 1it,” said Hardfist. “You

getting off'n that cayuse?”
“Not so's you'd notice it,” said the Kid.
There were more than twenty men around
the rider now. The marshal made a sign
to them.

“Qeize that guy!” he barked. “He's
arrested in the name of the law !”

The Kid laughed again.

“The law?” he said. “I guess you got the
law in your pocket in this burg, Bill Hall!”
The Kid's eyes flashed round at grim faces.
“I guess there’s plenty of time for a rookus
if youw're honing for one. You listen to me,
Bill Hall. You got my friends, and you aim
to get me, too; and I guess you're banking
on a rope and a branch to see you clear to old
Sam’s mine up in the mesa. I'm telling you
to forget it. I'm asking you, Bill Hall, to
mosey along to the gaol with me, here and
now, and let my friends out, and I'm saying
it will be a good thing for you.”

Hardfist gave a harsh laugh. Some of the
roughnecks gathered round the Kid grinned;
others stared at him. Hands were already
dropping on the butts of guns.

“Y'm putting it to you, fair and square, Bill
Hall,” the Kid went on evenly. “Let up on
this game, Hardfist! If you want me and my
friends for a fair trial, I guess you know where
to find us. We ain’t beating it off the Rojo
land now we struck a goldmine there. We'll
ride into Parksville and give ourselves up to

the sheriff, if he wants. But you ain’t getting
by with a lynch game! I'm jest asking you,
will you mosey along to the gaol and let my
friends out to ride with me for Rojo?”

The Kid spoke calmly, casually, but his
hand was on Jake Sanders’ six-gun in his
pocket. .

“T guess you've said your piece,” Kid,” said
Hardfist Hall, “and now you can pack it up.
It's you for the gaol-house!”

“That your last word ?” asked the Kid.

“Sure 17

“Then—that’s minc

And, swift as lightning, Kid Byrme whipped
the gun from his poclet and fired point-blank
at the marshal of Bullwhacker,

Bang !

The roar of the six-gun was followed by
a startled roar from the roughneck crowd.
There was a surge forward, but the Kid’s
smoking gun swayed round, and there was a
backwards surge. Hardfist Hall went over
backwards and crashed on the floor of his
office.

“PBack, you coyotes!” snarled the IKid, as
the mob roared round him.

He dashed the spurs into his horse’s flanks,
and the bronco reared and cavorted. . The
crowd scrambled back from lashing hoofs.
The marshal of Bullwhacker raised himself
on an elbow, and his voice came shrieking:

“Seize him! Shoot him down! Shoot!”

With a jingle of bridle and spuvs, a crash
of hoofs, the Kid rode down the street. His
reins were bunched in his left hand, the six-
gun smoked in his right. Hands grasped at
his bridle—grasped at his horse—grasped at
the Kid. Over the gun, his eyes blazed.

Three times roared the six-gun. It was neck-
or-nothing now, for the Kid, and he fired fast
as he spurred his brone.

Twice more he fired. Yelling men reeled
to right and left from the tearing bullets and
the lashing hoofs. Guns roared, fired wildly.
But the crowd parted before the galloping
horse and the roaring six-gun, and Kid Byrne
dashed at mad speed out of the cow town, out
on the open prairie trail. He rode hard,
riding for his life, leaving Bullwhacker in a
maddened roar behind him'!
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On Kid alone depend his two pals’ hopes -~
of rescue—and Kid is a hunted man, liable
to be shot on sight by any who sel eyes on
him! Read next week how he returns lo
Bullwwhacker—a lone cowboy against a town
of gunmen—and fights inst overwhelm-
ing odds to help his comrades in distress.
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# Here, quick, take it!" muttered.

the sailor, pushing the sealed docu-

ment across the table, " I've been
shadowed here.”’

From this week’s long story:
“HE WAS A SPY!"




A GROOKED Miﬁ!SHAL WAS USING THE LAW AGAINST THEM, SO THEY MADE A JUSTICE
OF THEIR OWN—WITH ROARING SIX-GUNS!
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IMNSIDE the gaolhouse cell were two inno-
cent young cowpunchers...

CUTSIDE was a raging; lynch-mad mob ...

AND riding heli-for-leather along the trail
to their rescue thundered a lone rider ...

WOULD HE BE IN TIME?

K ON’T it ever be dark?”’ muttered

‘)sl Kid Byrne savagely.

He scowled at the western sky,

where the red sun was dipping

beyond the desert. He stood on the edge of a

olump of timber, a mile out of the cow

town of Bullwhacker, the reins of his bronco
looped over his arm.

Shadows were lengthening in the timber,
and, far off, in Bullwhacker, naphtha lamps
were beginning to gleam. But it was not yet
dark—and it seemed to the impatient Kid
that the day was endless. He was waiting for
darkness—for until-it was dark be could make
no attempt to rescue his comrades, Dan and
Red, in the cow town calaboose.

The Kid had ridden out of Bullwhacker
under a rain of bullets. To ride back while
daylight lasted was to ask for sudden death.
That would not have helped Hardfist Hall's
prisoners in the eow town gaol. The Kid
groaned with impatience as the leaden
minutes erawled by.

His eyes on the distant cow town, he was
pnaware of slinking, shadowy figures in the
cottonwoods; of stealthy footsteps in the
But he knew nothing—till suddenly the

grass, ) : 1
muzzle of a six-gun was pressed against his
back from bemnd, and a hoarse voice
rapped :

“Stick 'em up, big boy!?”

The Kid slowly turned his head. He saw
the bulldog jaw and scarred cheeks of Jad
Jadson, and knew into whose hands he had
fallen. The rustler had him at his mercy.

Five other figures came out of the shadowy
timber. They gathered round Kid Byrne,
grinning. The Kid was not easy to catch nap-
ping; but in his anxiety for s comrades in
the cow fown gaol. he had been taken com-
pletely off his guard.

“T guess I said stick ’em up, Kid Byrne!”
drawled the rustler. “You ain’t getting
away like you did last time.”

Kid did not lift his hands.
it was his horse Jad was after.

“TForget it, Jad!”’ he said quietly, “Listen
to me! Hardfist Hall has got my side-kickers
in the calaboose at Bullwhacker, and I got to
got them out. I guess there ain’t no love lost
between you and the marshal: he’s been after
you with a rope long enough. Give me a
chance to help my friends.”

Jadson eyed him curiously.

“TI guess I've heard there's a Iynch mob out
in Bullwhacker,”” he said “Tl say they'll
have vour pardners out of the jug and strung
up afore midnight  You ecans help them
none.”

“T'm going to try,” said Kid Byrne, in the
same quiet tone. “If Dan and Red go up,
I'm going up along with them—I guess we've

He knew that

stood  together ever
since we could walk,
and I ain’t letting them
down now, even if I've
got to fight it out with
you I”

The gang of horse-
thieves peered at him
in the thickening dusk.
The Jadsons, outlaws and horse-thieves and
hold-up men, were the toughest gang in
Arvizona. But the Kid’s appeal was not lost,
cven on that savage gang. Standing-in the
very shadow of death, he was cool and calm,
and thinking only of his friends.

One of the ruffians muttered :

“Bay, Jad, give the kid a chance!”

Jadson knitted his rugged brows in
thought. ’

“We lost a man last night,” he said. “I
guess he was at the wrong end of a gun!

You like to sit in his saddle, Kid Byrne?”

Kid started :

“Me — join _up with hoss-thieves!” he
exclaimed, “What do you think I am?”

“T guess if you got any friends in Tontine
County, they're on the wrong side of the
law !” grinned Jad. ‘ Where are you now?
You and your pardaers are accused- of shoot-
ing-up old Sam Oak at the Rojo Ranch—
youw're wanted on a charge of murder! This
very day you rode into Bullwhacker and shot
up the marshal. I guess every guy in the
section has heard about it already. You got
to ride and hide, you young geck—if you get
through this night alive! You're an outlaw
already !”

Kid Byrne caught his breath.

What the horse-thief said was true. Hard-
fist Hall, marshal of Bullwhacker, was a villain
—but he stood for the law. Standing against
him, the Rojo pals stood against the law.
The Kid was as much an outlaw as any of
the shaggy-bearded ruffians standing round
him in the gloom.

“T guess I'll give you a chance!” said Jad
coolly. “If vou get through, you'll want a
hide-out, I reckon—you won’t dave be seen at
the Rojo Ranch agin. Ride with this bunch,
Kid—I guess you're as good a man as
could want—and I guess there’s room for your
side-kickers, if you get them out. And we’ll
sure help you through.”

The Kid drew a long, deep breath. He
was outlawed already—and if he saved Dan
and Red, what did anything else matter?
Help from a gang of horse-thicves was better
than no help, with all the chances against
him.

“That goes,” he said. “Help me save Dan
and Red, and I'm your man, and I'll ride
with you as far as a sheriff’s rope.”

Jad Jadson holstered his gun.

“It's a cinch,” he said. “But I'm telling
you that your best guess is to ride clear of
Bullwhacker.”

“Forget it!” said the Kid briefly.

He glanced round over the darkening plain.
The sun had dipped beyond the desert
towards far-off California. It was dark, and
growing darker. It was time for action.

“Lissen to me, then!” said Jad. “Get to
it, Kid, and good luck to you! I’ll say you've
got heaps of sand! W¢e’ll ride round to the
other side of the town—and when you hear
guns, you'll know that we're shooting up the
burg! That’'ll give you a chance!”

The Kid held out his hand.

“You're a tough guy, Jad!” he said. “But
vou help me through to-night, and I'm your
man !

In silence the horse-thieves watched him
mount his bronco and ride away through the
gloom towards Bullwhacker.

The Xid had thrown in his lot with the
toughest gang of outlaws in the West. He
did not regret it—if only he could save Dan
and Red! And that wild night he was going
to save thiem or dic with them!

[ Hgl}’RE coming, Red !” muttered Dan
ak.
Night had fallen. The naphtha
lamps outside the Yellow Dog saloon
on Main Street in Bullwhacker were flaring
against the stars. With the fall of darkness
the lynch mob outside the gaol increased in
numbers and its threatening roar deepened.

“Lynch ‘em !”

“Have 'em out! String ‘em up!”

The mob was working itself up to the right
pitch. Yuba BIill, the gaoler, was in the
vard, thoughtfully chewing tobaceo. During
the day he had been on guard with a shotgun.
Dan noticed now that the shotgun had dis-
appeared. Yuba had no intention of resisting
the mob when they came.

Red joined Dan at the little window, His
plump face was pale, but he was cool. Looking
between the bars, the boys could sec the crowd
thickening at the gate. They were coming!
Dan called to the gaoler.

“You leaving us here for that crowd to get

2
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called Dan.
door, Yuba

Yuba grinned.

“I reckon not! They’d string me up if I
did! I guess I'm sorry—I’d hold you if I
could. But you got it coming to you! I'm
telling you, they’re plumb mad because of the
mayrshal being shot-up in his office. That pard-
ner of yourn, Kid Byrne, shot him up under
the eyes of twenty galoots and got away with
it! I reckon he wasn’t shooting to kill, or
Hardfst would be over the range now. DBut
he sure shot him up, and the marshal’s jest a
bundle of bandages in his bunk, and you can
bank on it that be won’t be horning into this
rookus none.”

“It’s Hardfist’s doing!” snapped Dan
savagely. ‘“The doggoned thief’s after the
goldmine on the Rojo land, and I'm certain
that it was Hall who shot up old Sam Oak ab
Rojo. He set this lynch mob going, and I
guess the Kid shot him up to stop it!”

Yuba shrugged his shoulders and turned
away from the barred window. He went across
the yard to the gate where the boys could see
him gesturing and expostulating with the
threatening crowd outside. B

Dan grasped- the thick pinewood bars, as if
to make a desperate effort to wrench them
loose. As he did so, a shadow moved in the
gloon outside.

Dan stood still, staring. He wondered if he
was dreaming. Or was it Kid Byrne’s face
that was pressed to the space betwcen the
bars?

“Kid!” breathed Dan Oak.

“Kid ! muttered Red, in wonder.
here, Kid !”

It was the Kid!
whisper.

“They're all in front! 1 guess I got into
the yard at the back—there ain’t nobody watch-
ing there. I been waiting for dark to try it
on.”

“Beat 16, Kid, beat it ” muttered Red. “ You
can’t help us none, and they’re coming—they’ll
get you, too!” -

“1 guess I'm packing a gun and they won’t
get me easy!” sald Kid, quietly. “I'm with
you to the finish. Who's got the key of this
shebang 77

#Yuba! He’s chewing the rag with them at
the gate!”

The Kid stared round him, straining his eyes
in the gloom. Save at the gate, where there
was a glimmer of light in the street, all was
dark. So far, the Kid had found his enter-
prise, desperate as it was, easy going.

He had left his bronc tied up outside the
town, crept in under cover of darkness, and
reached the back fence behind the calaboose.
To eclimb it and drop within was easy work
for the active Kid. The shadows screened him
from all eyes, and he had crept round to the
front of the gaol unseen and reached the
window. But what now?

The bars at the little window were thick and
strong. The door, of massive pinewood, was
locked. To get hold of the gaoler somehow
and get hold of the key had been the vague
plan working in the Kid’s mind. But he could
not approach Yuba without betraying himself
to a swarm of eyes—and when Yuba quitted
the gate the surging mob would be at his
heels.

Suddenly, there came a sudden outburst of
gun-fire from the other end of the long street
of Bullwhacker. Judson’s gang had come.

The roaring of six-guns, the thunder of
galloping hooves, rang through the cow town
from end to end. Wild shouts and yells came
from the street.

“The Jadson gang!” came a yell from the
street.

“They’re shooting up the town

There was a rushing and trampling of feet.
All along Main Street, six-guns were ringing
out in reply to the reckless fire of the out-
laws,
turned to 2 new focus by the raid, went rush-
ing up the street, guns in hands, yelling with
rage, firing wildly. Yuba was left standing at
the gate alone. -

He knew that it"would not last—the Jadson
raid would be driven off in a matter of min-
utes. Then the mob would come pouring back.
Yuba leaned on the gate, staring nto a
deserted street. L.

“PDon’t squeak !’ A soft voice spoke in his

[ guess if you unlocked that

>

“You

12

His voice came in a low -

And the lynch mob, their attention -

| \i\“‘

Elder Brother: ¢ Hey, you can’t go out in
my overcoat, you young imp!”

Younger Brother: ¢ All right. | only took
it to make sure | didn’t get your suit wet !’

ear, and he felt the muzzle of a revolver
grinding into the back of his neck. “Jest one
squeak, Yuba, and you get yvours.”

Yuba gave one gasp. But he did not utter
a syllable, He knew Kid Byrne’s voice, an
he knew better than to argue with a six-gun
pressed to his neck.

The Kid stuck the gun in his ribs and drove
him across the yard. He stopped at the locked
door of the calaboose.

“I’ve come for my pals!” Kid said. “Get

he grabbed

that door open!”

Yuba hesitated one second. Then
the long iron key from his pocket, jammed it
into the lock and turned it. The door flew
open.

“Dan!” breathed Kid, “Red!”

ANG, bang, bang! The roar of six-guns
came booming along Main Street.

But the firing was already dying out.

The Jadson gang had ridden i, firing

right and left—* shooting up the town.” But

Bullwhacker was a tough town, where every

man packed a gun; and after the first few

minutes of surprise, the raiders had had a hot

reception,

Already they were riding for the prairie
faster than they came. But Jad, as he had
promised, had made a diversion, drawing off
the mob to give the Kid a chance—and Kid
Byrne had made the most of it. Already a
crowd of the lynchers were swarming back to-
ivards the calaboose. There was no time to
ose.

“ Quick !” breathed the Kid.

With a twist of his arm he sent Yuba stag-
gering headlong into the cell, as Dan and Red
joined him in the open air. Yuba crashed on
the floor, yelling. Before he could gain his
feet, the K1d had slammed the door again and
turned the key on'the outside.

Kid grasped Red by the arm and led him
away. Behind the gaol the yard was in dark-
ness, and the Rojo pals disappeared into it—
hearing, as they went, the gate go with a crash,
Hurrying footsteps and shouting voices filled
the yard with din.

Back of the gaol there was a ten-foot fence,
and behind it waste land that ran to the open
plain. Panting, the Rojo pals reached the
back fence.

The Kid leaped, and grasped the top of the
pine fence. Hanging there, he leaned down to
ive Red a hand. Big Dan grasped Red and
ﬁeaved him up, and the Kid pulled. Red,
panting, clambered over and dropped outside
the fence.

“Pronto, Dan!” hissed the Kid. From the
top of the fence he could see the lynch mob
come swarming round on hoth sides of the pine-
wood gaol. They were hunting through the
vard for the escaped prisoners.

Dan clambered desperately.

He joined the Kid and they dropped together
outside the fence. Bub as they dropped, a yell,

and the barking of a gun, told that they had
been seen.

Some of the lynchers rushed across to the
fence to clamber in pursuit. Others streamed
out at the gate.

“Beat it!” muttered Dan.

Hard and desperately they ran, and reached
the cottonwood standing black against the stars
on the plain.

“ Get the brone, Dan!” snapped Kid.

In the starlight on the open plain, they had
been seen. Some of the lynchers had mounted
horses, and now they came thundering down on
the fugitives in a bunch. The Kid lifted his
revolver. There was no help for it. With =
cool eye and a steady hand, he fired into the
thick of the bunch of riders, and fearful yells
answered the shots. .

A horse rolled over—a man went down—and
another; wounded or killed the Kid did not
kl}p\v, and little cared at that wild moment.
With a crash of hoofs and-a jingle and bridles
and spurs, the rest dragged in their broncos.
But more and more of the lynch mob were.
streaming out of the cow town, some on foot,
some on horseback, and the firing guided them
to the spot.

Dan dragged the bronc loose under the
shadowy cottonwood.

“Get on, Red!”

“But—" panted Red.

Big Dan did not wait for “buts.” He
grasped Red in his powerful arms and flung
him into the saddle. Taking the bridle, he
led the horse and ran. The Kid, gun in hand,
panted after them.
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Dullets screamed through the air; but the
firing was wide and wild. Galloping hoofs
thudded and echoed—hoarse voices yelled and
shouted through the gloom. The lynch mob,
savagely disappointed at the escape of their
prey, hunted them fiercely in the shadows of
the prairie. But the shadows were thick; the
rugged folds of the plain and straggling patches
of post-oaks gave the fugitives cover.

A niile from the cow town, Dan dragged the
bronc to a halt in the darkness of the timber
ssland where Kid had met up with the Jadson
gang at sunset. Dan and Kid panted with
bursting lungs after that desperate run. With
thumping hearts they listened.

Far away in the night, horses were galloping,
and random shots cchoing. But the hunters
had lost them, and for the moment, at least,
they were safe!

AWN was glimmering on the prairie.

The Rojo Rancho was dark and
deserted, on the bank of the river. The

three cowboys had reached it, after

their escape, to find 1t deserted. The marshal’s
men had long gone, and Doec Baker had taken
old Sam Oak back with him to Parksville. It
was the one comfort’ the boys had, that old
Sam was safe in good hands, out of reach of the
bitter enmity of the marshal of Bullwhacker.

The Kid had told his comrades about his con-
tract with the Jadson gang. As he explained
the position, there were strong objections from
his pals. Kid tried to point out that there
was no other way out, if they were fo try to
solve the mystery of the shooting of old Sam,
and, still arguing, he crossed to the open door
and looked out. He stood there for a few
minutes, then suddenly wheeled round.

“You had better make up your minds,” he
said. “The marshal’s bunch is coming up the
trail, and if they find us here, ‘I'll say we ain’t
going to live long enough to find out who shot
up old Sam!”

Dan and Red joined him at the veranda
door. Far away across the Rio Rojo there
was a cloud of dust on the trail in the diree-
tion of Bullwhacker. 'The marshal’s men were
already riding out to Rojo.

Big Dan stood staring. He was not so swift
on the uptake as the quick-witted Kid, and
the true position dawned more slowly on him.

Dan drew a hard breath.

“Let’s go!” he said.

It was like the taciturn Dan, having made
up his mind, to say no more on the subject.
The three pals lost no more time. They had
had a rest and snatched a hasty meal. Now
they hastily packed a few possessions to take
with them—camping outfit, packed in their

¥ I’'ve come for my pals !’ Kid told 'the jailer.

slicker packs; old Sam’s rifle, food, and
clothes.

They picked the threc best of the bunch of
broncos and saddled. There were half a dozen
others, and Dan put them in a string for
leading.

By the time they rode out at the gate, the
cloud of dust on the Bullwhacker trail was
very near. A dozen armed men were riding
hard for the ford of the Rojo. The three pals
headed up the bank of the river for the Mesa
Mountains. Once in the hills, they could defy
all the marshal’s men to hunt them down.

But it was evident at once that they had
been spotted. Leaving the marked trail, the
marshal’s men cut across the plain, with the
obvious intention of "intercepting them. The
crack of a rifle came from the midst of the
dust cloud, and the whizz of a bullet fanning
his cheek told Dan that they were within easy
range.

“Burn the wind !” snapped Dan.

The punchers quirted their broncos to a
gallop. The barren plain, dotted with sage
brush, flew under the lashing hoofs. Still at
s distance the Bullwhacker posse came splash-
ing through the muddy waters of the Rojo,
and took up the pursuit on the other side.

Before the three fugitives was the opening
of the great canyon that split the steep side of
the mesa. DBut the canyon was still half a mile
distant, when a scream came from one of the
led horses. - A bullet had struck the animal,
and it rolled over, kicking wildly, and throw-
ing the whole string into confusion.

“Poggone it!” panted Dan, through his
clenched teeth. He checked his brone, but the
Kid shouted to him:

“Ride, you geck! Ride!”

There was no time to cut loose the injured
horse. Dan threw the end of the rope from
his saddle, casting loose the whole string.

Hard and fast behind them came the
marshal’s posse. Bullets were falling closer.
The ground was rising to the hills, and the
going was heavy and hard. The pursuers, not
yet on the rise, were drawing closer—the range
was narrowing. Shot after shot rang, and the
Kid compressed his lips as a bullet bit his ear
in passing, taking a strip of skin. He spurred
on fiercely.

Out of the blaze of sunshine they dashed into
the deep canyon at last, hoofs ringing loud
and sharp on rocky earth. There was a
sudden squeal from Red’s bronc as it was hit
by a bullet. The animal pitched forward on
ifs forelegs, sending Red with a crash over its

head.
Red, half-stunned by the fall. sprawled on
the vocks. The Kid and Dan drew rein

l

¢ GQet that door open !’ With the

antlaw’s gun jabbed against his back, the jailer had no choice but to obey.

instantly. They leaped from the saddle,
grasped Red, and lifted him to his feet.

“Look after him, Kid! I guess I'm going to
stop ‘those rubes!” gritted Dan, between his
teeth.

He grasped old Sam’s rifle, and dropped on
his knee behind a boulder, his eye gleaming
along the barrel. Kid half-led, half-carried
Red into the cover of a rock, and left him
there. The two horses went scammpering up
the canyon. The loss of Red’s horse cut short
the flight, and the fugitives had to stand at
bay. Kid, revolver in grip, joined Dan
behind the boulder, looking down the trail.

Up from the plain, clattering into the wide
opening of the great canyon, came the Bull-
whacker posse, riding hard. They knew that
a horse had gone down under their fire, and
they were looking to ride down the fugitives..

In a galloping, shouting bunch they camne
on, eyes gleaming under stetson hats. And as
they came, Dan’s rifle barked from behind the
boulder, and the leading rider weunt backwards
over the tail of his horse, crashing to the
earth.

Crack, crack, crack, crack! The Kid's six-
gun sprayed bullets while Dan reloaded. With
wild yells and howls the Bullwhacker crowd
scattered from the fire, leaping from their
horses, and hunting cover.

“I guess we stopped them!” breathed Dan.

The Kid nodded.

But he knew they were not stopped for long.
The marshal’s men were tough guys, used to
hard riding and hard fighting. They were not
going to ride to death—but Kid knew that
already they would be creeping up the canyon,
taking cover behind every rock and clump of
scrub pines, coming every minute neaver to
close quarters. And when they were close
enough, there would be a rush and a hand-to-
hand grapple against overwhelming odds. It
was the fimish, and Kid Byrne knew it, if Dan
did not.

There was a grinding of heavy boots on the
rocks as the rush came. Leaping from cover,
blazing six-guns as they came, the Bull-
whacker posse rushed. Den and Kid fired
together—and a roughuneck reeled to_the right
and another to the left. The next minute they
would have been mixed.

But at that moment there came a sudden
outburst of rifle-fire from higher up the rocky
canyon.

Who was burning powder, neither the Rojo
pals nor the Bullwhacker crowd knew. But
they knew that a tearing volloy of lead
smashed inte the marshal’s posse as they
rushed on—sending three or four men dead to
the ground, and the rest running back like
rabbits. Shot after shot came from the unseen
rifles, and what were left of the Bullwhacker
crowd ran for their lives.

Dan and Kid stared round blankly.

That sndden fire had saved them—it would
all have been over in a minute more. Sud-
denly snatched from death, they stared round.
A burly ruffian with a bulldog jaw and a
scarred face came striding down the canyon
towards them, a smoking rifle in his_hand.
Following him came the rest of the Jadson
gang.

Jad grinned at the Rojo punchers.

“] guess we heard your shooting and
humped along, big boys,” he said. “I'll say we
was on time. I'll tell a man I'm glad to meet
up with you.”

“T]l say the same, Jad,” said the K&l
quietly. “You sure horned in when you was
wanted bad.”

Dan did not speak. Red, rubbing his aching
head, joined his comrades, and he, too, stood
silent.  The Kid looked at them very quietly.

“Chew on it,” he said. “We ain’t in no
position to choose our friends now. It’s riding
with Jad, or the rope at Bullwhacker! And
Jad’s stood for us like a white man.”

Dan nodded slowly. The die was cast. It
was with the Jadson gang., members now of
the toughest and wildest gang of outlaws and
rustlers in Arizona, that the Rojo riders went
into the mesa.

The die has been cast—Kid, Dan, and Red,
now ride with the outlaw gang. Don’t miss
next week’s great story of how the Rojo
riders take part in their first cattle raid, and
also strike another great blow at Hardfist
Hall, themarshal, whose scoundrelly schemes
have made them into outlaws,
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DUTLAWS, WITH A PRICE ON THEIR HEADS, KiD, DAN AND RED FIGHT BACK AGAINST THE RASCALLY

8 USTLING cows 1”
Big Dan Oak’s eyes glinted under
his ~ knitted brows, and his jaw

squared. He looked as if he would
dash his clenched fist into the scarred, bearded
face of the man before him. Jad Jadson’s
eyes glinted, too, and his hand slid down to the
six-gun in his belt, But Kid Byrne dropped a
hand on Dan’s arm.

“Don’t be a mutt, Dan!” he said quietly.
“We're outlaws now, same as the Jadsons—
we've got no kick coming.”

Jad Jadson grinned.

“VYou said it, Kid V"’ he agreed.

Dan Oak stood silent, his chest heaving. It
was true—Dan and Kid and Red, the cowboys
of the Rojo Ranch, were outlaws now—out-
lawed by the treachary of Hardfist Hall,
marshal of Bullwhacker. They were hunted by
the marshal’s men, and were liable to be
strung up to the nearest tree if they were cap-
tured. In the de of the Jadson gang, high up
in the Mesa Mountains of Avizona, they had
found a refuge—but only on the terms that
they joined un with the bunch of rustlers. Dan
knew it as well as his comrades knew it—bitter
as it was to know. Yet his anger flamed up at
the mention of rustling cows.

Red, his plump face clouded, looked from
the handsome Kid to big, wiry, rugged Dan,
and back again. His heart was with Dan, but
he knew that the Kid was right. The Rojo
boys could not ride and hide with the outlaws
without joining in their lawless ways—and the
Jadsons lived by plunder—by running cews
from the ranches of Bullwhacker, looting the
miners of Pack-Mule, and hold-ups on the
prairie trails. .

There were six of the Jadsons. Allwere of the
same family and name, and all desperate out-
casts long wanted by the law. They camped
in a hidden gulch high up the mesa, where a
group of rough pinewoo\f shacks stood by a
trickling stteam. This was a head-water of
the Rio Rojo, which lower down ran by old
Sam Qak’s land, where the three boys had
dwelt with old Sam till the fatal night when
an unknown hand had shot him down. There
they were safe from Hardfist Hall, and, so
far, they had no. been called on to join in the
Jadson raids. Eut the time had come now, as
the Kid 'knew that it must come.

“Sure—rustling cows!” said Jad, squirting
a stream of tobacco juice over the rocks.
“You figure that you've joined this bunch to
sit around and chew up the eats? Forget it!
We're riding to-night—and I guess you guys
are riding with us!”

“We got to ride, Dan !” said the Kid.

Dan breathed hard.

“What'd old Sam say if he heard of us
rustling cows?” he muttered. *We're outlaws,
Kid, by no fault of our own. But a guy who
rustles cows—"

“Xlavdfist’s cows!” grinned Jad.

Dan started, and his face cleared. If the
raid was planned on the Hall Ranch, that was
a different matter. It was war to the knife—
war to the death-—between Hardfist Hall and
the Rojo boys. He had driven them into out-
lawry in his flerce determination to get hold
of the secret gold-mine on the Rojo land.
Every chance of a blow back at their enemy
was welcome to the outlawed trio.

MARSHAL WHO IS TRYING TO CHEAT THEM OF THE GOLD-MINE

With every man’s
fland against
them, the Outlawed
Three ride the
ranges on thelr
trail of vengeance!

“Now you’'re
talking I” said Red
and Dan in the
same breath. The
Kid’s handsome
face lighted up.

“Jad, old-timer,
vyou've spilled a hatful!” he said.

“Bank on
us, Jad, We'll ride with you and shoot with

you. We'll even face a necktie party with you
if it’s up agin Hardfst Hall.”

Jad nodded, grinning.

‘“Hardfist’s knocked out,” he said. “You gave
him a bullet in the shoulder, Kid, that day you
got him in Bullwhacker. I guess he ain’t got
cover 1t yet by long chalks. And I'd sure
rather rustle his cows while he’s laid up in his
bunk, for he’s a bad man to crowd when he's
up with a gun in his hand.”

“1 guess I'll erowd him, if we meet up with
him to-night !” said the Kid briefly.

¢ Saddle up at sundown!” said Jad, and,
with a nod to the Rojo boys, the chief of the
Jadson gang turned and slouched away. The
sun was already sinking over the summits of
the mesa.

“Yowll stop in camp, Red!” said Dan Oak.

“Stop nothing I” snapped Red.

“The Kid and me’'}} ride with the Jadsons!
Jad don’'t want the whole pesky family along !”
growled Dan. “I'm telling you, you stop in
camp !” X

The Kid nodded. His thought was the same
as Dan’s. Tom Redway was the youngest of
the three. To keep him clear of@lawlessness,
even while consorting with the wildest and
toughest gang in Arizona, was the_ thought in
the mind of the elder punchers. Red looked
rebellious. -

“Dan’s right I” said Kid Byrne. “You stop
in camp, Red! Now, don’t you chew the rag
about it—jest pack it up and stand pat !”

Red opened his mouth as if to argue, and
closed it again.

The Jadsons were preparing their horses and
examining rifles and six-guns, ready to take
the trail wheu the sun dipped. Dan and Kid
did the same. Red watched them, but to the
relief of his two comrades he did not argue
the matter.

In the glimmer of the sunset, the six border
ruffians and the two cowpunchers mounted
their broncos and rode down the rugged gulch
to the lower canyons that lead to the plain.
Jad Jadson rode in the lead, his followers
bunched behind him. The sun was gone, and
darkness thickened over the mesa.  Through
the thickening glpom the jingle of bridles and
stirrups, the olattering of hoofs on hard rocks,
echoed and echoed. By gulch and rocky

THEY'YE DISCOVERED!

canyon they rode, till they emerged on the
open, sage-dotted plain at the foot of the mesa.

More silent now, with grass under the thud-
ding hoofs, they rode, heading for the ford of
the Rojo River, which had to be crossed to
reach the Iall Ranch. Jad Jadson suddenly
pulled in his bronce, his eyes glittering under
the shadow of his stetson.

“Halt 1” he growled. “I guess we’re being
trailed.”

Tihe bunch of riders drew rein, and heads
were bent to listen. From the rocky canyon
they had left came the ringing clatter of hoofs
on rocks. A horseman was riding hard in
their rear.

The look of savage ferocity that came over
Jad's scarred face sickened the Kid as he
caught it in the dusk. The outlaw jerked the
six-gun from his belt, and, wheeling his horse,
he waited in the shadows for the pursuing
rider to dvaw neaver. Who that rider of the
night was, no cne in the gang knew or cared—
but he was following them, and that spelled
death to him when he came under Jad’s gun.
The Jadson gang rode the trails with ropes
round their necks, and it was not their way to
spar~ an enemy.

Kid Byrne pushed his horse a little nearer
Jad. Dan, farther off in the gloom, did not
soe the outlaw’s gun in his hand. But the Kid
saw it, and knew?! His thoughts raced. Ko
was riding with outlaws—an outlaw himself;
he couldw’t afford to be any more squeamish
than the other outlaws. ¥Yet

A dim figure of a horseman loomed up in the
shadows on the plain. Little could be seen of
him save a stetson hat and the tossing head of
a horse. Jad's bearded lips snarled over his
set -teoth, as his gun went up and he pulled
trigger. .

But even as he pulled, the Kid’s quirt caine
up, knocking the six-gun upward. The bullet
whizzed skyward as the six-gun roared. Out-
Taw or not, the Kid could not stand for shootb-
ing a man down without a chance for his life.

Jad yelled a fierce oath, and as if in answer
came a call from the horseman.

“Say, you guys, don’t burn powder—it’s me,
Red ¥’

“Red !” yelled the Kid.

“You doggoned young gink !” panted Dan

Red rode up, grinning, and Jad, staring
abt him, lowered the smoking revolver. Ths

THE PILOT No. 6—9/11/33.




154

THE BOOK THAT CAN'T BE BEATEN—“THE PILOT ‘* EVERY FRIDAY.

Kid was white as chalk. That merciful
impulse to save, as he supposed, a siranger’s,
perhaps an enemy’s, life, had saved the life of
Tom Redway. But for the prompt lash of the
WKid’s quirt at the six-gun, Jad’s bullet would
have crashed into Red and rolled him dead
from his saddic. R

“Say, you guys figure you was leaving me
behind?”” grinned Red. _ “I'll say you got
another guess coming! Where you ride, I'm
riding, if it's straight to the vope of Judge
Lynch.”

Jad Jadson
holster.

“(tet on ! he snapped. .

The bunch of riders dashed on again, across
the darkened prairie, Red riding with Dan
and Kid. .

The stars were coming out in the velvety
sky, and the pals had a glimpse of the deserted
Rojo Rancho, where they lived with old Sam,
as they rode up to the ford. It was lost to
sight again as they splashed through the ford
with the outlaws and rode at a gallop for the
Hall Ranch.

thrust the six-gun info his

whacker, leaned back in his rocker in
the living-room of the Hall Ranch,
and fixed his deep-set eyes on the man
before him—Doc Baker, of Parksville. The
short, squat man in his red shirt and stetson
and cowman’s boots, and a six-gun packed at
his hip, hardly looked the medical man he

HARDFIST HALL, mayrshal of Bull-

was. Doc Baker was the onmly doctor in
Tontine County, and little as he liked the
bullying marshal of Bullwhacker,” he had

driven thirty miles in his buckboard to visit
himm, But his visit was as brief as he could
make it.

“You're mending, Hall!” he said, in his
jerky tones. guess young Byrne never
meant to make it last sickness for you—he's
sure a handy lad with a gun when he wants.
But I’'m warning you, Hardfist, don’t give him
another chance. After what you've done,
guess he wouldn’t leave nothing for me to
mend next time.”

The marshal of Buliwhacker scowled.

“Let him wait till I ecan back a brone
again,” he gritted, “and he won't have to
wait long.”

“Aw, can it !* spapped the doc. “You're
making me sorry I've tended you, Hall. I
guess 1f it wasn't a medical man’s duty to
mend sinners as well as saints, you'd never
have seen me here. Waal, I got to go!”

“Hold vour hosses!” snapped Hardfist, “I
zot something to say afore you beat it, doe.”

“8pill it, and make it snappy!” said the
doc. “I sure do hate to be in the same roocmn
with you, Hardfist.”

“You got old Sam Oak at your shebang in
Pag-’l](svil]e,” muttered Hall. “How's he going
en?

“Mending {7 said the doc briefly.

“I guess he’'d mend sooner, if he was back
at the Rojo Rancho, and I'd sure see that he
had care! And I ain’t a mean guy, doc. I'd
stand any sum in reason for your expenses.”

Doc Baker stood before the black-bearded
marshal, his eyes gleaming at the man in the

vocker. For a moment or two he did not
speak. His hand strayed to the six-gun at
his hip. Hall, hard and determined as he was,

?l]lrzmk from the look on the medical man’s
ace.

“You doggoned skunk ! breathed the doc,
at last. “Nobody knows who shot-up old
Sam, but I got a good guess coming, Hardfist,
knowing who was after his land, and the gold-
Inine his boys found on it. You packed them
boys in the calaboose at Bullwhacker on 2
charge of murder—but U'll say vou could tell
them the name of the pesky skunk that pulled
the trigger! And now you're asking me to
put the old rancher in your grip! By the
great horn spoon, if you wasn’t my patient,
and e bound to see you through, I'd pull on
you_aud finish what the Kid began.”

“ You don’t want to go off on your ear, doe,”
said Hardlst coolly. “There was plenty of
evidence against the Rojo boys, and thoy've
};f‘o]k:hga,ol. I'I'l}ey’rc riding with the Jadsons
and they’ve shot np v : rai e
A i\,’fesa. JOp my men who trailed them

“And who set a lynch mob on them when
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they was in the calaboose?” demanded the
doc fiercelv. “Who made outlaws of them,
Hardfist Hall? Pack it up, you skunk, or
vouwll sure make me forget that I'm a doctor!
Tl tell a man I'd rather fix you up for a
funeral than mend you.”

Doc Baker stamped out of the room. The
marshal of Bullwhacker called after him as
he went, but the doc did not turn his head.
Scowling, the marshal heard the buckboard
rattle and clatter away on the trail under the
stars.

Hardfist rose from the rocker and tramped
out on to the veranda. Dusky night lay on
the prairie. Far in the distance a glimmer
against the velvety sky told where the town
of Bullwhacker lay—the town of which he
was marshal. Leaning on the rail, Bill Hall
stared down the dusky trail and listened to
the sound of the doctor’s buckboard dying
away in tho distance. He was still feeling
the eftects of his wound, but it would not be
long before he would be able to sit in_the
saddle again—and ride in search of the Rojo
riders. They had put themselves utteriy out-
side the pale of the law by joining up with
the Jadson gang, and he had them where he
wanted them now. They had discovered the
gold-mine in the mesa, which had been lost
for forty years, but it would profit them
little now that they were outlawed and hunted
for their lives. His greedy grasp would yet
close on the gold of the mesa, when Dan and
Kid and Red were out of the way. The sound
of the buckboard died away in the distance.

Doc Baker drove fast through the starry

““ Would you mind

fetching me a taxi,
sonny ? "’

“What! And leave you to pinch my barrow ?
Nothing doing ! "’

his teeth élamped on an unlighted
Mexican cheroot. Only his duty, as the only
medical man available, had taken hun to
Hardfist’s ranch, and he was glad to get away.
Mile after mile ran under the rattling wheels
as he headed for the ford of the Rojo, to get
back to distant Parksville. Here and there,
by the.dark trail, massive figures loomed in
the grass, and drowsy heads were raised as
steers were startled from slumber by the
rattling wheels. Once a voice called a greei-
ing to him as he passed—the voice of one of
the Hall punchers. They were a rough and
tough bunch on the Hall Ranch, but the six-
gun doctor was liked and respected even by
that rough, gun-slinging crowd.

Suddenly, from the darkmess of the prairie
at a distance from the trail, came a flash—the
flash of a gun. The following report boomed
dully through the night, and Doc Baker pulled
in his horse and listened. A cry came from
the davkness—the cry of a stricken man.

The doc’s eyes gleamed under his bent brows,

“Rustlers 17

The word dropped sharply from his lips.
In the velvety darkness he could see nothing.
But he knew that & range rider had been shot
down 23 he guarded his herd, and he knew that

night,

rustlers were riding in the dark night. There
was a sudden thudding of hoofs. A riderless
horse, with dangling stirraps, dashed out of
the dark, shied at the sudden sight of the
halted buckhoard on the trail, and dashed off
into the night again. Following came a hoarse
shout. .

“Rope that brone, Bull! If that cayuse
hits the ranch, we'll have the whole outfit
down to see what's going on! Shoot the
critter if you have to!” k

Flash on flash came from the dark, Doc
Baker gathered his veins in his left hand and
his six-gun leaped into his right. The Jadson
gang were riding that night, he knew, because
Bull Jadson, Jad’s brother, was one of the
desperate gang. A shadowy horseman raced
across the trail, riding at a fierce gallop after
the riderless horse, firing as he rode. He
passed within six feet of the bueckboard, fail-
g to see it in the dark and his wild haste.’
But two following horsemen checked their
broncos as they spotted the vehicle there, and
heard the grind of the wheels as the doc
whirled in round on the trail.

Shaking his veins, the doc drove back
towards the ranch fo give the alarm. He
loathed Hardfist Hall, but Hardfist was a
rancher, his herds in danger from rustlers, and
the doc had to give him warning. With a
rattle and clatter, the buckboard rocked and
thundered baek along the dark trail, and a
thunder of hoofs and a popping of six-guns
told the doc that he was pursued.

A bullet thudded into the back of the
vehicle. With glinting eyes, the doc turned
and fired back into the dark at shadowy horse-
men, Shot after shot came from his six-gun,
and a fearful cry floated back from the night.
I)ne of the Jadsons had gone down under his
ire.

The horse, wildly excited, tore madly along.
Doc Baker packed his gun and gripped the
reins with both hands. It was all he could do
now to keep the rocking buckboard from
overturning, and with set teeth he drove on.
Thudding hoofs rang on the grass, and a
single rider drew closer and closer behind. A
stetson hat loomed up—but the rider was not
firing. He rode harder and harder, and came
along by the side of the rocking buckboard,
and the stars gleamed on the lifted barrel of
his revolver.

“Pull in!” came his shout. “You locoed

geck, I've got you covered! Pull in that
cayuse, or you geb yours.”
Doc Baker jumped in his seat. He knew

that voice.

“Kid!” he yelled.

Kid Byrne, riding dangerously close to the
jumping buckboard, peered at him in the
dark. His gun-arm dropped.

“Doe¢! Is that Doc-Baker?”

“You zaid it, you doggoned young fool
roared the doc. “And you're the Kid—riding
with rustlers! Shoot, if you want—shoot, you
voung scoundrel—shoot I

But the Kid did not shooit. He holstered
his gun, checked his brone, and dropped
behind in the darkness. The doc drove on,
and clattered wildly up to the Hall ranch-
house, where Hardfist, leaning on the rail,
stared at him in blank astonishment.

“¥You, doc! What the great horned toad
do you—"

“Rustlers !’ snarled the doc. “They've
shot-up one of your riders, and I guess they're
driving your cows.” He panted. “‘And dog-
goned pizen polecat as you are, Hardfist, if
you want a man to ride with your outfit, I
guess I can ride as well as drive, and I've got
a gun—-" :

Hardfist, with a bound, was down from the
veranda..

1

face "of the outlaw was black with rage.
The riderless horse, pursued by Bull Jad-
son, had been shot, and excepting for the
escape of Doc Baker in the buckboard, there
would have been no danger of alarm at the
vanch. On the pasture by the banks of the
Rojo a bunch of three hundred cows fed, which
had been in charge of a puncher who now lay
in the grass a six-gun still gripped in his
hand, his set face upturned to the stars.
Back aleng the trail the Kid came riding,

J’AD JADSON swore luridly. The scarred
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"and when he told with a brief word that the
bueckboard had got clear, Jad swore long and
hard. His men were already driving three
hundred cows, but a catile-drive was slow work,
and it was miles to the security of the hills,
where they would be safe from trailing. Two or
three hours would have seen the ranch raiders
safe and clear, and but for the chance of Doc
Baker coming down the trail, and his escape,
Jad would have had the two or three hours he
wanted. Now it was time for hard riding,
with small chance of getting away with the
rustled cows. They knew Hardfist Hall, At
a word of alarm—wounded though he was—he
would be in the saddle, riding with his outfit.

Again Jadson swore. And had the outlaw
known that the man in the buckboard was
doe, and that the Kid had had him a$ his
mercy and spared him, the scarred ruffian
would dave turned his gun, as well as his
savage words, on Kid Byine. But of that the
Kid said no word.

Jad roared at the Kid savagely for letting
the man in the buckboard get away alive, but
still the Kid answered no word. He was an
outlaw, riding with rustlers, but he would
have laughed at the idea of burning powder on
the man who was standing by old Sam, saving
him. from the marshal of Bullwhacker. But
the Kid had joined up with Jad, and he was
as loyal as he could be. He rode with the
rustled cows, cracking his quirt, helping to
keep the bunch together as they headed for
the ford of the Rio Rojo. Somewhere in the
darkness Dan and Red were riding, too, among
the sea of tossing heads and horns.

But the Kid’s face was dark and sombre.
The words the doc had flung at him from the
buckboard rang in his ears and rankled in his
heart. The doc had always been his friend,
and was caring for old Sam; but he despised
him for what he was doing, and if he pulled a
gun that night it would be on the side of
Hardfist Hall. Yot the Kid asked himself
bitterly, what choice had he? Hardfist had
driven him and his comrades into outlawry,
and with whom were they to ride but outlaws?
It was unjust, bitterly unjust, and yet the Kid
knew in his heart that this night was his last
ride with the Jadson gang.

Thumping hoofs, tossing horns, bellowing
and squealing! Hard-driven by the rustlers
and the Rojo hoys, the Hall herd strove again
and again to break loose in a stampede. Cow
after cow escaped from the herd and ran loose
in the prairie. There was no time to round-up
stragglers. Jad was content if he kept most
of the herd together—if he got even half of
them as far as the ford. But long before the
Rio Rojo was sighted he knew that Hardfist
Hall and his outfit would be riding hard on
the trail—that there would be no escape with-
out gun-play.

There came a thunder of hoofs from the dark
praiviec behind. Jad glared round in the
saddle and loosed off his gun at random in the
direction of the sound.

“They’vre coming !” he gritted.

Shots rang from the dark. Hardfist and his
range-riders were coming. Every man in the
Hall bunkhouse had turned out, packed a gun,
and mounted a bronec, at the alarm given by
Doc Baker. And the galloping brones gained
fast on the driven herd; but hard as they were
driven with savage lashes from the quirts, the
herd went slow. The Rojo was still at a
distance, when the cowpunchers were close
behind.” Jad spurred on his horse and shouted
to the Kid.

“You, Kid”

Kid Byrne checked his brone, for that night
he was Jad’'s man, ready to carry out his
orders—all the more because he had failed him
in letting Doc Baker get away alive to give
the alarm.

“Shoot " he snapped.

“Stand back and stall off them punchers!”
ordered Jad. “We got to gain time, and I
guess it's you that’s let us down. It's up to
you, Xid Byvne.”

The Kid gave a reckless laugh,

“You said it he answered.

He swung round his brone. The herd lum-
herved on, bellowing under the eracking quirts
of the Jadsons Dan and Red sent with them,
nob even knowing. in the dark, that the Kid
wag left behind. And Kid was glad that they
conld not know it.

‘“Come on, Jad!”’ Kid
shouted—and swung the
outlaw up behind him.

Even with the mar-
shal’s men in hot pur-
suit, Kid was giving his
horse a doubie load to
carry in order to save
the cattle-rustler from

his fate.

For that night he was
Jad’s man, and Jad's
order was law to him;
but he knew that he was
the only man In the
gang who would have
obeyed that order. He
knew he was going back
to almost certain death
to gain time for the out-
laws to escape with their

plunder. But Jad had
helped him save his
comrades from the

rope, and he owed it to
Jad., And the handsome Kid was the man to
pay his debts.

Behind the lumbering herd bellowing off into
the darkness towards the ford, the Kid, grim
and tight-lipped, turned back, gun in hand. He
rode back down the trampled trail to meet
the horsemen coming on in the gloom. He
halted and sat his horse, listening to the ap-
proaching thunder of many hoofs. Hardfist
was coming, and tweniy men or more were
riding with him—hard-bitten men, readier with
a shot than a word. And at a glimpse of
stetson hats in the shadows, the Xid lifted his
six-gun, and blazed away. Hardfist was his
enemy; his punchers were encmies who had
joined the lynch mob that had roaved round
the calaboose in Bullwhacker, a few days ago,
for the lives of Dan and Red. Foes all, they
could take what was coming to them.

Bang, bang, bang! roared the Kid's six-gun,
pitching bullets at the riders as they came
thundering on. Hoarse shouts told that two &t
least of the shots had gone home, and two of
the thundering broncs had lost their riders.
There was a clattering of bridles and stirrups
as the outfit from Hall’s ranch pulled in. Shot
after shot rang out in reply, but the Kid had
halted in the shadow of a clump of post-oaks,
and the Hall punchers could see nothing of
him.

Bang, bang. bang! roared the Kid’s gun
again, echoing through the night. He had
stopped them.- That sudden outbuvst of firing
had given Hardfist’s outfit the impression that
the rustlers had turned at bay, as the Kid
hoped it would. He heard enraged voices
shouting from the dark, but the punchers did
not ride on, feariag an ambush and a volley.
Behind the Kid the bellowing of the lumbering
herd died down towards the Rojo. Ile
crammed cartridges into his gun.

He was getting away with 1t. Tvery minute
gained was a big gain, and gave Jad another
chance of pulling clear. He loosed off shots
again, pumping lead into the dark. The voice
of Hardfist Hall came in a yell:

“Ride on! They're getting clear! Tollow
me P’ The marshal of Bullwhacker rode on,
and the Kid, his gun empty again, gritted his
teeth. He knew that Hardfist had tumbled to
the trick—he had detected that there was only
one gun loosing off those rapid shots, and knew
that one man had stayed back to stall him off
while the rest drove on the herd. Three or
four minutes had been gained, but now the
punchers were sweeping on—sweeping down on
the Kid, an empty gun in his hand and no
time to reload.

Horsemen thundered round him in the black
shadow of the post-oaks, and the Kid, struck by
a sudden inspirvation, wheeled and rode with
them. One more shadowy figure among twenty
or more drew no glance, and the Kid grinned
under his stetson hat, riding stirrup to stirrup
with men who would have shot him to pieces
had they known. But in the dark no face
could be seen under the shady stetsons, and the
Hall outfit had no suspicion that they had
gathered up the man who had been shooting
ito their own bunch. The Kid rode in their
midst, safe for the moment amongst men who
were his foes,

He spurred on his brone. To ihe riders
round him he was only one of themselves, eager
to overtake the rustlers.

He drew ahead of the outfit, falling in beside
the leading rider. He had a glimpse of an
iron face and a black beard, and a thrill ran
through the Kid. He was riding by the side
of Hardfist Hall, and his eyes blazed as he
gripped his gun, A week ago he had shot-up
the mayrshal of Bullwhacker in his own office
on Main Street in the cow town, but he had
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not been an outlaw then, and he had not shot
to kill. Now, had there been a cartridge left
in his gun he would have shot down the black-
bearded man riding by his side as coolly as he
would have shot down a panther 1in the
chaparral. But his gun was empty, and the
Kid, gripping it, rode eloser to the marshal of
Bullwhacker, his eyes burning.
Hall shouted back to his men.

“Burn the wind, you 'uns! They'rc making
for the ford! Ride!”

He spurred his bronc savagely. The horse-
man at his side was almost touching him, and
Hall stared round at him, edging clearer.
The Kid’s arm went up, his six-gun in his
hand, and the long, heavy barrel of the Colt
descended on Havdfist Hall, erushing down his
Stetson, crashing on the head under it. One
groan, cut short, escaped Hardfist, as he
pitched headlong from the saddle and thudded
m_the grass.

His horse, with empty saddle, thundered on
beside the galloping Kid.

A confused shouting rose behind him. Some
of the punchers were riding on, unaware of
what had happened in the gloom; others had
pulled in their horses round their fallen
leader. Amid the outbreak of surprised shout-
ing and yelling the Kid heard a voice calling
Doc Baker, Riding with his knees, Kid had
reloaded his gun, and he had been about to
turn and loose off bullets. But at the sound
of the doc’s name he holstered his gun and
grasped his reins again, and galloped on hard
and fast.

The pursuit had been checked—and the Kid
dashed on and overtook the rustlers, where
the rustled herd was trampling and splashing
through the ford of the Rojo.

it RIVE ’cm!” snarled Jad Jadson.
Half the rustled herd had passed
the ford, and if it hadn’t been for
the alarm given at the ranch, three
hundred cows would have been driven off into
the hills. But in the wild haste of the drive
half of them had escaped on the prairie, or
along the bank of the Rojo. On the farther
side of the river the cracking quirts of the
outlaws drove the bellowing beasts on, and
Jad sat his brone, in the lapping water, star-
ing back with glinting eyes.

A rider came dashing through the ford, and
he half-raised his gun. Then he knew that it
was Kid Byrne,

The Kid pulled in his-brone by Jad’s side.

“You stopped them, XKid?” muttered Jad.

“I guess they're delayed some—Hardfist's

muttered Jad at last.

down, with his cabeza cracked. But they
won't be long! You got to hold the ford®”
said. the Kid.

“Sure 1” '

The delay had enabled the rustlers to get
half the rustled herd across the river, but it
was long miles yet to the hills and safety.
Hall’s hard riders would be upon their tracks
long before the distance was covered by the
lumbering cattle unless they could be stopped
aﬁ the ford. Jad had already determined on
that.

“You, Dan Oak—Red—and you, Bull, ride
with the cows!” he roared, his voice ringing
over the trampling and bellowing of the herd.
“You othiers stop with me—~we got to stand off
them hombres.” )

Hardfist’s fall had delayed the pursuit, but
it was coming on again. Jad and his men dis-
mounted and unslung their rifles from their
saddles, posting themselves along the bank to
fire on the ford when the punchers came. Only
at the ford could the Rojo be crossed, unless
the pursuers took the chance of swimming
deep waters in the dark. Five rifles covering
the ford would put paid to the pursuit, Jad
reckoned. Kneeling in thick grass, rifle to
shoulder, finger on trigger, the outlaws waited,
with grim, desperate faces—the Kid's face as
grim as any.

Out of the darkness across the glimmering
view came a bunch of hard-riding horsemen,
splashing into the shallows of the ford. Jad’s
scarred face wrinkled in a savage grin.

“Tet them have it!” he gritted.

They were unseen, crouching in thick grass.
Every now and then they loosed off a shot at
a dim figurce of a horseman on the other side.
The pursuit was stopped, and the rustled cows
were lumbering off towards the hills, driven
by Dan and Red and Bull. The trampling
aud the bellowing died away in the night to-
wards the mesa.

“T guess they’re close on the hills now
He was holding the
ford, but he was anxious to ride. There was
danger every moment of some reckless rider
swimming the river, above or below the ford.
And a moment after he had spoken, a flash
and a report on their own side of the Rojo,
told the outlaws that at least one man had got
across.

Jad swore fiercely as the bullet hummed by
a foot from his scarred face. One man had
swum the river and crept down the bank to-
wards the outlaws bunched at the ford. A six-
gun blazed at close range, and the bullets
spattered among the crouching rustlers.

(B3

- grew closer and closer.

“Mount and ride !” hissed Jad. He fired at
the flash of the six-gun, and ran for his horse, -
his followers at his hcels. The outlaws threw
themselves intc the saddle and spurred.

Horsemen came splashing across the ford,
undeterred now; but the Jadsons were riding
fast. With whip and spur they drove their
broncs to a mad gallop for the hills, fol-
lowed by a hail of bullets.” There was a
sudden squeal from a stricken horse, and
Jad’s bronco went headlong in the grass,
throwing the outlaw leader hcavily to the
earth. : .

The Kid checked his horse.

Jad staggered.up. He was dazed by the
fall. The other riders had vanished in the
night, but the Kid pulled in close by him.

Jad, for a second, stared at him. His own
wen were gone, but the Kid had sfayed to
save him. The next second he was springing
up behind the Kid, and Kid Bryne was dash-
ing on again, spurring and quirting the
double-loaded brone. Fast behind came the
thunder of hoofs. :

Hard the Kid rode, getting every ounce out
of his horse. But the double load told heavily
on the brone, and the thundering hoofs behind
Whizzing bullets, that
whistled close, told that they were seen against
the stars. But the mesa was close now-—and
the Kid rode for it, riding for his life.  Foam-
ing and sweating, the hard-driven bronc clat-
tered up -into the canyon at last, and the
shadowy rocks and pines hid them from the
pursuing outfit.

“We're through, Jad!”

“VYou said it !” muttered Jad.

«And after this, Jad, I guess I ain’t riding
with your bunch no move, nor my sxde:kwkycrs
ain’t?” said Kid Byrne quietly. ‘We've
stood by you, Jad, and you won't say we
haven’t—I'll say yow'd be crows’ meat now if
I hadn’t been riding with you. We'll part
friends, Jad, at sun-up!”

Jad Jadson gave the Kid a look, and there
was a strange glitter in his eyes. But he made
no answer, and in silence they tramped on into
the hills after the rustled herd.

Iid’s debt to Jed Jadson is wiped off—
but in throwing over the rustlers’ gang the
Outlawed Three have added new troubles
to their plight, and have yet io find that Jad
cun be an enemy even more ruthless than
the villainous Marshal Hall. Don’t miss
next weel’s gripping chapters of this super-
Western. .
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DRIVEN FROM PILLAR TO POST—HUNTED BY THE LAW AND BY THE MEN THEY USED TO CALL FRIENDS

€ ECKON we're outlaws now, you
fellers!” muttersd . Kid rne, his
handsome face dark and-sombre.

“But we ain’t cattle thieves, nor
ever will be,” said big Dan Oak guietly.

“T1l stand for raiding Hardfist Hall,” put in
Tom Redway, giving his stetson a tilty ““but
that’s all. The pesky marshal drove us out-
side the law, an’ I guess he deservgs all he
gets coming to him. N e

The . OQutlawed Three stood outside a rough
shack built high up in the Mesa Mountains. of
Arizona, A blazing sun poured down heat into
the rocky gulch where the Jadson gang®had
their lair.

The previous night, Kid, Red, and Dan had
helped the Jadsons to rustle a herd of cattle
from -the ranch owned by Hardfist Hall,
marshal of Bullwhacker. Hardfist was their
enemy—the man who had made them outlaws
—and- the three pards had been glad to_get in
a blow against the rascally marshal. But to
ride with the Jadson gang in all their lawless
raids, to join a bunch of cutthroats who killed
and plundered—that went against the grain
with Red and Dan.

“I got to ride with the Jadsons!” said
the Kid stubbornly. “When Hardfist had
yow’uns in the calaboose at Bullwhacker, and a
Iynch mob howling for your blood, Jad stood
by me, and helped me get you out—and I said
then that I'd be his man, and ride with him as
far as a sheriff’s rope! And I got to keep my
word.” . .

“ But-—" muttered Red.

“ Aw, can it!” snapped the Kid. “T guess I'm
going to speak to Jad!”

He strode across to where the leader of the
Jadson gang sat on a boulder. Jad looked
up at him, a grim smile on his scarred face.
He laid down the rifle he was cleaning, and, as
if by accident, shifted his gun-belt a little,
bringing the butt of his Colt a little nearer to
his_grasp. The Kid noted the action, and he
smiled sourly.

“You won’t want your gun, Jad!” he said.
“I'm your man, and standing to your orders
so long as you hold me to the word I gave
you. RSeeing as I saved your life last night,
when Doc Baker shot your cayuse, and Hard-
fist’s riders nearly cinched you, I reckoned you
might-—-"

“TForget it!” snapped Jadson.

“Tt’s your say-so!” said the Kid gquietly. “I
ain’t never broke my word yet, and 1 ain’t

oing o begin by breaking it to the man that
%elped me get my side-kickers out of gaoll
I'm your man, Jad, so long as you want me.
But Dan and Red—they ain’t standing for it,
and I don’t want them to, neither. Tt sure
will hit me hard to part with them—but that’s
what I got to do if I ride with your bunch,
+ Jad. I’m staying—but they’re gomng.”

“Trorget it1” repeated Jad.

The Kid’s eyes smouldered. Bubt he kept
cool. He loathed this man—the most ruthless
and savage outcast in all Arizona—a man

wanted by the law for a dozen killings. The
mere sight of Jad’s evil, scarred face got the
Kid’s goat. But Jad had stood by him to

save Dan and Red from the lynch mob, and
the Kid had to remember that.

“I don’t rightly get you, Jad!” said the Kid.
“You got no call to keep Dan QOak and Tom
Redway here agin their will. They ain’t
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promised you nothing and they're free to
ride wherr they want.”

Jad shrugged his brawny shoulders.

The other Jadsons, who had been idly sprawl-
ing, were on their feet now. They exchanged

lances, as if_scenting trouble in the air. Bull

adson and Hank Jadson moved off towards
the shack where Dan and Red were standing.
Pike and Wolf Jadson, the other two, drew a
little nearer to their leader, sitting on the rocky

- boulder..“Jad’s evil eyes were fixed on the

Kid. - . . :
“T guess I-said forget it, Kid Byrne!” said

Jad slowly. “No guy ain’t riding out of:m
bunch ywithout my leave. . I guess I want you.”
Kid Byrie breathed hard.

“Tt won’t do, Jad!” he said. “I'm telling
youy Dan and Red have got to quit. I'm your
man, Jad, s long as you treat ipe white; hut
T'm saying right out that if you aim to keep
Dan and Red heére, I'm agin you, tooth and
toenait!” L e e

Jad laughed harshly. : .

“You want me to_let them ride? And I
guess. they’d~be” scooping’ the ‘gold out of the
big strike youw've made somewhere up in the
mesa! Forget it.” s - .

Kid Byrne started. For the first time it
flashed into his mind that Jad had other
motives, of which he had known nothing, for
getting the Rojo boys into his bunch. The
Kid’s jaw set squarely, and a glitter came into
his eyes.

“That strike in the mesa ain’t nothing to
do_with you, Jad!” he said evenly. “That
strike was made on old Sam Oak’s land—the
mine that was lost for forty years after his
father found it. It belongs to old Sam, who’s
lying wounded now at Doc Baker’s at Parks-
ville—and when he gets on his feet agin, he’s
going to have it—us bein% outlaws won’t make
no difference to that! The lost mine of the
mesa is our secret, Jad, not yours.”

“You locoed: young gink!” said Jad, with
savage scorn. -~ Did- you figure that I roped
you into my bunch Jest to ride and shoot?
Once you'd rode with the Jadson gang yow'd
never get on the right side of the law agin—
and I'll tell you that’s what I aimed for. That
gold mine belongs to us—and I guess you’ll
stand in with the rest of the bunch.=

The Kid almost choked. _ T

“8o that was the game?”’ he muttered
thickly. “While I was keeping my word to

£

you, Jad, you was playing it low-down on me—
stringing me along thataway! Why, you
pizen polecat, I'll see you strung up by Hardfist
Hall afore I'll let you put a paw on old Sam’s
mine. And now you’ve shown your teeth, you
pesky piecan, I take back my word—you can’t
keep me in your gang against my will 1”2

The Kid's hand dropped on the gun in his
belt as he rapped out the angry words. He
was ready for Jad to draw.

But he was not ready for what came. Even
as he dropped his hand to his gun, Pike and
Wolf Jadson whipped out their Colts and
covered him.  On either side of the Kid, the
muzzles of their six-guns almost touched him.

“Stick ’em up, you!” barked Pike.

The Kid’s fingers closed almost convulsively
on the butt of his gun. - .
_But _he did not pull. He would have been
riddled with lead before it left his holster, and
he knew it. * Jad, not troubling to touch a
weapon, grinneds

“You pizen skunk!” choked the Kid. “You
had this fixed ready after \x;‘hat I said to you

last night about quitting:

“You said it!” agreed Jad coolly. *Hands
up, Kid Byrne, or you get yours sudden!”

Slowly the Kid's hands went up over his
stetson.

He looked round towards the shack. Bull
and Hank had acted as promptly as the others.
Their Colts covered Dan and Red. -

With their hands up; the two boys stepped
out of the shack. Jad Jadson rose to his feet
with a grim laugh. He stepped to one after
another of the three Rojo boys and disarmed
them. The Kid's face was white with rage.
He had kept faith with the scarred outlaw—
for this! The treacherous rascal had been
deceiving him all along! .

“I guess you're going to point out the gold
strike, Kid!” said Jad. ‘Hardfist Hall ain’t
getting his claws on it—but I’ll say that Jad
Jadson is!” .

- “Never!” breathed the Kid. “ You doggoned
thief, you double-crossing pizen polécat, fill me
with lead, if you like, but you ain’t gettin

a-word from me, no more than Hardfist Hall.”

“You got another guess coming!” grinned
Jad. “Fix them up, fellers, and stick them in
the shack. "I guess they’ll talk when I want.”

With strong rawhide rope, Kid and Dan and
Red were bound, hand and foot, and pitched
into the shack by the grinning Jadsons. While
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the outlaws were preparing for the cattle drive
into Mexico, the Rojo boys lay there, bound
and helpless, as the sun went down on the
mesa. .

ITH the dark the Jadsons were gone.

‘;‘/ Dan and Kid and Red lay in the

shack, staring out at the glimmer

of the camp-fire flickering against
the dark rocks, gleaming on the tumbling
stream; listening to the trampling and grunt-
ing of the stolen herd, driven away by
mountain paths.

Only one of the gang remained in charge
of the camp and the prisoners—Bull Jadson,
sitting’ on a log by the camp-fire, smoking
and yawning.

The sounds of the cattle-drive died away
into silence. Jad and his men were gone.
It was likely to be a couple of days before
they camec. back, after getting rid of the
rustled cows, And then—-

Kid Byrne gritted his teeth in helpless
rage as he thought of it. He knew the ways
of the Jadsons. They would not stand on
ceremony in wringing a secret of gold from
their prisoners.

And there was no help—no escape!

Bull Jadson rose at last, knocked out his
pipe, and stepped towards the shack. He
was going to turn into his blankets, but he
was going to give the prisoners the once-
over first, though he knew that they were
safe, He leaned into the shack, groping
over the knotted rawhide.

“1 guess youw'uns will keep,” grinned the
ruflian.

“You ain’t letting us loose for eats?’’ mut-
tered the Kid. .

On the earthen floor stood a large can of
water, and beside it lay & hunk of Mexican
maize bread. That was the rough fare of
the prisoners—and by that time they would
have been glad of it. But Bull grinned
and shook his head.

- “T guess I ain’t risking it none,” he
answered. “Jad would sure be plumb mad
if he came back and found you had skipped.”

And, bhaving satisfied himself that the
knotted rawhide was safe, Bull left the shack.

With "grim faces the Rojo bhoys watched
him roll in his blanket, his feet to the fire.
The day had been blazing; but night was
cold in the Arizona uplands. In a few
minutes Bull was sleeping; though he slept
like a cougar, ready to wake at a sound.

Kid and Dan strained at the rawhide.
Red sat motionless with wrinkled brow. Dan
gave it up at last, sweating and panting.
He rolled over, dipped in the open top of
the can, and drank.

The Kid lay watching the sleeping outlaw
by the fire with burning eyes. None of them
thought of sleep. Red stirred at last.

“I reckon that bulldozer is fast asleep,”
whispered the youngest of the Rojo boys, in
the faintest of whispers.

“Sure !”

Kid glanced curiously at his friend. Some-

thing was working in Red’s mind. Red
moved, and drank from the water in the
open can as Dan had done. Kid did not

trouble about it. In his rage and bitterness
he seemed indifferent to hunger and thirst.
" But he stared as Red, squatting by the can,
plunged his bound wrists into the water.

“I guess it hurts a few, Red,” muttered
the Kid. .

He figured that Red was seeking to relicve
the paip in his wrists, caused by the cruel
grip of the knotted rawhide.

© “Quiet, Kid !” breathed Red. “I guess that
. hombre ain’t hard to wake.”

Even Bull Jadson, the Xid reckoned,
would not have cared if he had seen Red
relieve the pain in his bound wrists by hold-
ing them in the water. But he said no more.
He lay quiet, with his own black and bitter
thoughts. Red sat silent and motionless, his
hands under water.

Dan Oak fell into an uneasy doze at last.
The Kid’s thoughts began to grow dimmer
as the night grew old. - But Red’s eyes were
open and unwinking, and every now and
then he strained silently at the rawhide.

“By the great horn spoon!” he breathed.
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The Kid raised his head.
~ “Quiet!”” breathed Red. “It’s a cinch,
Kid! It's a cinch! But quiet!”

“Y don’t get you,” muttered the Kid, in
amazement. “What—-"

Red grinned.

“Ain’t you never knowed a rawhide rope
stretch when it was wet, Xid ?”” he whispered.

Kid Byrne's heart gave a great bound.
With steady paticnce Red had sat there
for hours, with his hands steeped in the chill
.of the water. It was a chance—a slim
chance. Red had not banked on it, but he
had hoped. And his hope was coming
round. )

- Dan had caught the whispering, and sat
~up. Both the elder boys fixed their eyes on
Red, dim in the shadows. They scarcely
breathed. Once free of their bonds—— The
Kid’s cyes danced at that thought.

Red drew his hands from the water.

The perspiration started out on his brow
as he stramned at-his wrists; and the wet
rawhide gave.

A long, long effort that cost Red the exer-
tion of every ounce of his strength—and his
hands slipped free. The knotted rawhide
dropped, and Red fubbed his chafed wrists.

It was some time before Red could use
his numbed fingers. Then he rolled over to
Dan and started to work on the rawhide

*¢ There you are, you silly mutt. 1| told you
that we were past the mouth of the Thames ! "’

knots at his wrists. In ten minutes Dan
QOak’s hands were free, and he rolled over to
the Kid, and began to unknot his bonds.

No sound or movemcnt came from Bull
Jadson, fast asleep in his blanket by the
dying fire. But far off in the east there
was an almost imperceptible paling of the
dark. Dawn was coming. With sunrise
the ruffian would stir.

‘With feverish energy the Rojo boys worked
at the knotted ropes on their legs. - They
were free at last. Had the Kid had  a
weapon, he would have stepped out and
called Bull Jadson to account on the spot.
But he had no weapon; and there was a six-
gun in the outlaw’s belt, close to his hand
as he slept.

“We got to beat it without that bulldozer
getting wise,”” breathed the Kid. “He will
sure throw lead aé the first sound.”

He stepped silently from the shack, Dan
and Red following after him. Up from the
east came a glimmer over the summits of the
hills. Their way lay down the gulch, and
they had to pass within a dozen feet of the
outlaw slumbering by the smouldering embers
of the fire. With. beating hearts they trod
softly.

" Chnk !

"Red’s foot struck a loose fragment of rock.
and it rolled and clinked. The sound was
slight, but it was cnough to wake the outlaw.

Bull Jadson’s blanket rolled back, and
his head was lifted. The three boys stopped.
their hearts almost ceasing to beat. They
were not six yards from him, and if he
looked in their ‘direcjion——

Silently the Kid stooped and gripped the

“jagged fragment on which Red’s foot had

struck, ‘They saw the outlaw glance round.
He gave a convulsive start as he spotted
three half-crouching figures against the. pale
glimmer of dawn, and then he was on his
feet in a’split second, his hand on his gun.

Up went the Kid’s arm. The fragment of
rock whizzed through the -air like a bullet,
and crashed . into the bearded face of the
outlaw. : :

With a yell, his gun half-drawn, the burly
ruffian staggered back, blood streaming from
his face, and fell on his blanket.

“Burn the wind!” panted the Kid.

__ Like startled antelopes the Rojo boys fled
down the rocky gulch., Behind them they
heard the enraged roar of the rustler. Bull

Jadson scrambled to his feet, tugging at his . -

gun.

Hot lead spattered on the rocks round the
Rojo boys as they ran. But they had a start,
and they vanished among the rocky boulders
down the gulch, while Bull Jadson, spitting
oaths, loosed off shot after shot,

ARDFIST HALL scowled in the bright
sunrise.
In the great canyon of the mesa,
through which "the Rio Roi'o rolled
down to the plain, the marshal of Bullwhacker
and his men were camped. Under his stetson
the marshal’'s head was bandaged—it still
throbbed from the blow ‘the Kid had dealt
him in the night raid on the Hall Ranch.

For a whole day he had ridden the wild trails
in the mesa, with a dozen punchers from his
ranch, armed to the teeth, in scarch of the
Jadson gang and the stolen steers—and still
more keenly in search of the Rojo boys.

At night the outfit had camped in the
canyon, after a day of weary and futile trail-
ing, and now & pew day had dawned, and
Hardfist’ was figuring whether it was worth
while to ride longer in quest of the elusive
rustlers or whether to send his men back to
the ranch and ride for Bullwhacker. He hated
to give up the trail, and he had a hunch
that, as the first gleam of the sun came up
over the mesa, he had heard an echo of dis-
tant firing, somewhere in the hills—which
might, or might not, be a clue to the gang he
was hunting.

His men were still in_their blankets, the

" tethered horses sleeping in the grass by the

water, when Bill Hall strode out of the camp,
his keen eyes scarching the high, rugged sides
of the great canyon.

“By the great horn spoon !’ breathed Hall
suddenly.

On a ridge of rock, up the rugged slopes of -
the canyonside, a figure appeared in the sun-
rise—a slim figure that the marshal knew.

Kid Byrne looked small in the distance—but
the marshal knew him, and his eyes gleamed.
Standing on the ridge, the Kid was looking
up the rugged slope—not down towards the
marshal. He looked like a man who feared
pursuit—watching for a pursuer.

Bill Hall half-drew the gun—but paused and
watched. As if satisfied, the Kid waved his
arm in sign to others, and two morc figures
clambered over the rocky ridge. The marshal
knew them—Dan Qak and Red.

He side-stepped into the cover of a pine and
watched. He could see that none of the three
was armed, and he gave a savage grin of
satisfaction as he noted it. With a gun in his
hand, the three cowboys were at his mercy.

They clambered over the ridge and dropped
on the other side, disappearing from his eyes.
Instantly the marshal was hurrying on.

He sighted them again. Xid Byrae was
moving ahead—Dan following him, and help-
ing Red, who was clearly the weariest of the
weary threc. They were winding among the
rocks, hcading down towards the river,
apparently with the intention of crossing it
to put it between themselves and pursuit,
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thBill Hall quickened pace, closing in on the
ree,

His hard, black-bearded face was merciless,
Under his gun, if they gave in, he would drive
them back to his camp—to be gaoled again in
the calaboose at Bullwhacker, there to choose
between the rope of Judge Lynch or revealing
the secret of the lost goldmine of the mesa.
But if they gave trouble—the slightest spot
of trouble—his gun would talk. One of them
would be enough to tell the secret !

Burly and heavy as he was, the marshal of
Bullwhacker was used to trails, and he trod
lightly. As yet, the Rojo cowboys had not
heard him or seen him. Bui the Kid’s keen
glance, sweeping back for a sign of Bull
Jadson, suddenly picked up the stetson on the
bandaged head, the hard, black-bearded face
under it. He gave a sharp cry of surprise.
Dan and Red loocked back. He was seen now
and Bill Hall leaped forward at a rapid runm,

his gun half-raised,
" Crack! .

From higher up the rugged canyon came
the roar of a gun, and the stetson spun on
the marshal’s bandaged head.

He gave a yell of surprise and spun round,
glaring for his enemy.

The shot did not come from the Rojo cow-
boys—they were unarmed, and ahead of the
marshal, near the river. It came from high
up the canyon behind, and it flashed into Bill

all’s mind that it came from the unseen
pursuer of the three. The gun roared again,
and a bullet gashed along the marshal’s tanned,
bearded cheek.

His lips snarled over his gritted teeth; his
finger was on the trigger of his Colt. But he
saw nothing but rock and pine and trickling
water. He knew he must be clear to the view
of the man high up in the rocks, but of the
marksman himself he had no glimpse.

Twice the gun roared again, and Hardfist
Hall bounded back. One bullet grazed his
shoulder—~the other clipped his ear as he
leaped. He panted with rage.

He had no chance. He had to break away
or be riddled with lead by the gunman he could
not see. He leaped away among the rocks,
running for his life, and as he ran, Bull Jadson
stood up among .the boulders, high up the
hillside, and pumped bullets after him. Lead
crashed on the rocks and spattered round the
running marshal of Bullwhacker. Winding
and dodging like a coyote he ran, and vanished
down the canyon like a hunted deer.

Not till he was in sight of his camp did the
marshal of Bullwhacker pause to take breath
and stare back with burning eyes. He had
escaped—but three gashes from the bullets bled
red on his face and shoulder. He was not
pursued—he reckoned that the Jadson had gone
on after the Rojo boys. He panted and panted
for breath, mad with rage, as he tramped
on to his camp-—to call his men to the trail
of Bull Jadson.

6 UICK !” panted the Kid.

He grabbed Red by one arm-—Dan
had him by the other. They plunged
into the waters of the Rojo. For

the moment, as they sighted the black-bearded
face of the marshal of Bullwhacker in the
distance, the Rojo boys had reckoned that all
was lost. They had escaped one enemy to
fall to another. Then came the burst of firing
from the high rocks, and Bill Hall ran. And
they panted on breathlessly to the river—
saved from that sudden danger by the des-
perado who was pursuing them.

It was a respite, though a brief one. Once
across the river, the Kid knew of the safest
hide-out in all Arizona~the cave of the secret
goldmine, hidden from all eyes by the scrcen
of falling water in the arroyo. Minutes, even
seconds, were precious now. The marshal of
Bullwhacker was gone—and Bull Jadson had
been delayed in his pursuit.

They plunged recklessly into the rushing
waters of the Rojo at a place where it was
possible to ford the mountain stream neck-
deep. Red’s feet did not touch bottom, but
his comrades supported him on either side.

There was a _sudden splash in the water, a
foot from the Kid’s head. He flashed round
& glance, as the report of a Colt rolled on

 You dirty, pizen polecat !’ grated Kid, his hand dropping to his gun~butt.

me in your gang against my wiil I **

¢ You can’t keep

But before he could draw, two of the Jadson gang were a$

sither side of him, their leveiled Colts almost touching him!

the air. Bull Jadson, still high up in the
rocks, had sighted them in the water, and he
was shooting. The Kid spotted the brawny
outlaw, black againgt the suniise, the six-gun
in his hand spitfing smoke and flame

Splash, splash! came again. There was a
sharp cry from Dan Qak, and a ecrimson
tinge floated down the rushing water.

“Dan !” panted Red.

“Jest a scratch—=get on!’’ snapped Dan.

“You'uns get on and let me ‘go!” gasped
Red. “I guess—”

“Can it, you!” barked the Kid.

Splash, splash! The outlaw was throwing
lead fast. It seemed a miracle t6 .the Kid
that he found himself alive at the  farther
bank, and dragged Red out of the water.

Dan*“.followed, the blood running down
his arm from a gash where a bullet had cut
the skin. The -six-gun roared again, and a
bullet chipped rock at their feet as they
clambered up the bank.

But they hunted cover now; the great
boulders, wildly strewn, hid them as they
struggled on up the rugged, western side of
the Rojo canyon.

The Kid panted with relief as he led the
way into the narrow, steep arroyo, down
which the torrent came tumbling in a series
of cascades.

High up that steep ravine was the hidden
cave of the gold-mine; and if they could
reach it unseen they were saved.

*Burn the wind!” hissed the Kid.

But the way was steep—their limbs were
weary, Haste, haste, wags what was needed,
with every second precious; but the ascent of
the arroyo, by the rugged, rocky bank of
the tumbling torrent, was slow. It seemed an
age to the Kid beforc they reached the spot,
half-way up the ravine, where the waterfall
roared down in sheets of water and spray and
foam.

Looking at it, the Kid would never have
guessed, any more than his comrades, that a
deep cave was hidden in the rock behind
the sheet of falling water. But he knew—
and he did not hesitate a moment.

Lower down the arroyo, behind them,
trampling boots rang on the rocks. Bull
Jadson was closs on their tracks, and at any
second he might come into sight, and the
six-gun would roar again, at close range.
Only the winding course of the mountain
torrent had saved them, so far. Kid Byrne
gripped Red by the arm.

“Follow on, Dan!” he panted.

“You bet!”

It secemed like death to Dan and Red, to
plunge into the roar of the falling torremt,

sweeping madly down the steep ravine to join
the Rojo in the canyon below. But. they
knew what the Kid knew, and. they trusted
to_his guidance. . )

Deafened by the roaring water, blinded by
the spray, Kid Byrne ducked under the edge
of the torrent and plunged on, dragging Red
—and Dan Oak followed, with shut teeth.

For a long moment they were blind and
deaf in a cauldron of foaming waters; the
next, they were through, standing on the
rocky shelf by the pool in the cavern, in a
deep twilight.

Drenched to the skin, panting for breath,
they peered about them in the gloom, the
thundering torrent, falling past the mouth of
the cave, only a few feet from them.

Dan Oak drew a deep, quivering breath.

“And this is the place, Kid?” he muitered.

“Sure! This is where I picked up the
nugget, and found the workings left by old
Sam’s father forty years ago!” said the Kid.
“I guess it will come home to old Sam, even
if Hardfist Hall gets us three and strings us
up, as he aims to do.”

“He wor’t get us easy!” said Red. “T'll
say Hardfist won't spot this hide-out if he
hunts till the cows eome home.

“You said it} agreed.the Kid.

Crack ! came the roar of a six-gun close af
hand. Bull Jadson was tramping on the
rocky bank, where two or three minutes ago
the Rojo boys had been standing. They had
only been in time, and they wondered, with
throbbing hearts, whether they bhad been in
1ime:

If the pursuing rustler had been near
enough to see them plunge under the falling
water, he might guess—he would guess.
They had had to take the chance of that.

Had the bullet come through the sereen of
falling water, i1t would have told that he
knew. But it was not fired into the cave.
The rustler was loosing off a random shot up
the arroyo. So near was he, that they could
hear his heavy boots grinding on the rocks;

but the trampling footsteps passed on,
clambering higher up the ravine. He did not
know {

The Outlawed Three waited and listened.
With their ears accustomed to the roar of the
torrent, other sounds came elear. Minutes—
long minutes of anxiety—passed, and then
came the sound of heavy, trampling boots
again., Bull Jadson was coming back down
the steep arroyo.

They heard him halt on the rocky bank
beside the foot of the waterfall. Somewhere

{Continued on back page.)
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With beauug neart the young tramp suddenly
started to creep ‘closer,  gripping his stick
tightly.

But scalcelv had. he.moved when.the other.
mon returned.  Over the wall they camé
with the© same silent speed  as _they hid
departeds Only this* time they broughtisome-
thing celse with them»mmuthmg “mpped
untidll\ in 4 Dblankét that lay in one’of“the
men’s aunw.a.;w{ as - the “felloiy dropped 1o
the grmmd :PeteL caught- the sound of a
faint \\hmu)mmg cry. . - It “was mttantl}
stifled, yet it*told him ull L% wanted to know.

Those men ko kidnappers;” and the cap-
tive in the blanket was a child!

with a bang! He realised now that

he should have raised the alarm
earlier., Howeveér, this was no time for

vain ‘regref§+ It was up to him to make
aménk.
Out ot tim LLi

PETFR GREVILLE went intg action then

s he sprang, just as the

1I"victim* into the car.

; it on” hiin; “tos late.

" Thwick ! f\\o»,suzlmg 1)10\\\ of
ki

dul Peter lu~h ont
appe'(T histstout ash-

At t'im‘l?gcﬁud

©
plant.” He snorted  fiercely ;- cast=the nscless
stutp® "away., ¥~Then 'l ".:I:imﬁmd sinto the
thdd nldﬁ‘*l leader of “the®-gang.

‘Ctierly ” el by the smachlug attack,

the fellow Ii wik back Tielplessly as his
confdy lerates werd-héaten*down. But now, as

Pe hurled * "him#elf~ “forward, * the - man
r ‘rnd with'a “viciots*fnark. Llued steel
glinfed *in' “his Afihd, = Theve cami sadden

jet of fame;, followed by 'a deafeming repnort.

% Go-osh!?

‘Peter réeled-in- his stride. Something had:
happened to his ribs>tihey-were on fire!- A
wave of -agony tove; through- him.

“But instead of dropping him’ in.his tracks,
m@ avound -sent-him berserk.

“You scum !”  he gritted, ands
txgemshl\ grahbing thei man’s . gun.
nd . reportasiattered the stilln
Xt moment the “pair. were hvhtmg like
fiendas,

The clook

pouncod
£

and as

ﬂlC

*stopping §oqu Peter
.of saxage. punish
enched the kidnapper's gun away,
3 m‘a’n miggeung‘ ith gwblew to
o,y he un-
and . that was

‘1pe man went down flat-on his

Crack!
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THE OQUTLAWED THREE!

(Continued from page 151)

there, he kuew, they were hiding—he knew
that they could not be far. He was not ten
feet away; but the screen of falling water
was between, and of the secret cave he knew
and susueeted nothing. But would he guess
when, he had scarched among the rocks and
found no trace of them?

His rough, savage voice came to their ears
growling oaths. He was beaten and pcl-
plexed, but not dreaming, for a moment, of
giving up the hunt.

He darved not face Jad Jadson, when the
gang-leader came back from the Mexican
border, and tell him tat the prisoners had
escaped, and with them the secret of the lost
mine.

Then suddenly came another sound—
another voice ringing up Lhe ravine—a vowce
wholse hard, metallic tones the Rojo boys knew
wel

“The marshal {” breathed Kid.

“Hands up, Jadson!” came the shout of
the marshal of Bullwhacker “We got you
covered, you lobo-wolf! Hands up, or you
get youxs*”

The boys heard a roar of rage from Bull
Jgdson, mmedmtely followed by the crack of
s gun. He had not known, any more than

TIME WiLL TELL!

“Garn ! Your hands are dirtier tnan mine !
‘;‘Well 'm two years older than you, ain't
'k XD

back, falling with arms ouistretched. and face
upturned.

Peter -bent over him, rummaged his
until he fouid:a box of matches. ~ He
one, and peer od at the féllow’s lean foatmeﬁ

“Y knew it! I thought I recognbed you,
Ferguson, you rat!” Peter burst out.’

And ihcn as the mateh “died away,
it the rain-swept darkness, with three
less crooks sprawled out around him, he' ﬂung
back his head and laughed and’ langhed” till
the . tears ran- down-his face.

Blaod was: streamifg from his bullet wound,
too, but he never ‘eyen noticed it

4\ ax in his- handb, was ‘17 Oh, goshi
But-I've given him “the lust -twisting ' he
gurgled x\eaklv

And Peter
Lord Cleaver’

o

@

still laugiuug when fwo o
gameckceper attmcted by tlie
ing down the lane
ung “Greville* had told, hig
in” 4 %thte of collapse fhrough
< and. exhavnstion. "Nor did he’
¢t his faculties until two da\
when _he ‘revived sofficiently o dis hat
he was an invalid, and an honuuled guést in
Lord Cleaver’s (ounn} mansion.
Naturally the attempled kidnapping of his

ihe Rojo boys, that the marshal’s ounifit was
camped down the Rojo canyon; he Lad
reckoned, as thev had reckoned, that the lasb
had been secn of Flardfist, w hen he ran front
tho whizzing bullets But Bull Jadson knew
better now, as the ravine below him swarmed
with armed men—grim- -faced punchiers, with
lifted revolvers in therr grip.

They bhad him cowrgd, but surrender was
not 1’11 the ruffian’s thoughts—surrender o a
rope !

He threw up his reyolver and fired, even
as the marshal ef Bullwhacker shouted—and
there was a roar from a dozen six-guns.
Silent, white-faced, the Rojo boys heard a
heavy fall on the rocks—a trampling of fect
as the Hall outfit rushed up; a groan and
a curse from the wounded rustler as the
grasp of many hands elosed on him. They
heard the voiee of Hardfist Hall again.

“That’s Bull Jadson, and 1 guess we
cinehed him!  You doggoned cow thief, I
got the musks of yowr lead on me; but Dl
tell all Arzona you won’t throw lead agin?
Tote him along. yon'uns! I guess there’s a
cottonwood down in the canyon that will suit
him fine!”

Another groan—a gasping curse—a tramp-
ling of feot—as, the

captured rustler was
dragged away down the ravine.
The sounds. died away; and only the boom

_authorities .

lordship’s son and heir had been splashed in
all the newspapers, and Peter, babbling. in-
delirium, had given away his own idensity.
Almost- the first person lie recognised was his
father, old Cedrie, whe had Doen sent for
lmmedlatels by Lord Cleaver.

Quite -a_ happy ° reconciliation = followed.
Nevertheless, old Cedmc could . not shake off
his erustiness—or maybe he - clung to it just
to disguise his real feelings.

“Well, Peter, my lad, you've done some-
thipg at last to make mre ploud of 'you!” he
growled. “Thou'fh don’t run away \uth the
idea_that youlve “acted the shrewd man’s part
in tihis affair, If vor'd been really shrewd,
my -son, yow'd have gone for help at once,
instead of waiting fo tackle those three
fellows by yourself, -and getting two ribs
broken by a bullet. But "—at last the old
man’s expression genuindv' softened—*‘ but,
shrewd -or not, son, you've at last pm\ed
courself & man. * You' ll come home again
xnth me as soon as you re fit to travel, and—

dz tlo, do;m to the old’

ess togcthcr
smiled Lmd Cleayer, who
business ‘sofiids versy dfy

such a
Aeye S

ig 'man, m)soli of grit and character.
fact, Ive ahcad\ made up my Tind to uﬁu
Péter the Posf of my perennal secretary.’
“Petér, white-faced and; thin, chuckled:
““Thanks, both of you; but after what I've
been through' for the pa:t months, I'«dont
think the ‘prespect of any sort of oﬂ‘ice “yoh

\\ould interest me, if you “don’t; mind, my
saying~so. , As a mattel of. fact,
-1Hink things over while  I've’ beel

,.and I know the sort of job I'd hke to
got, ifrvou are willing to help me, -
to g0 mto the Army.- th] you help me got
an “officer’s comnllﬁqon'

“It took a,"‘lot .of *persuasion before L01d.
C e  Reter’s :father saw thm,gs‘m
Veter lxght *but, “true to*their word ‘in. the
:nd, the) hclped him, and. got him his
commission.

After that Peter never looked: pack.’ He
yose to Be a major, and when he ¥elired ‘the
decided he ' was still too fing a
to leave in idleness, "And a good job
‘did, ‘say I, for he’s now the best boss a .
man ever had.
‘How do I know?
governor. of Blackmoor
governor there still.

Angther grand yarn from Warder Sivong
next week—the story of an amazing friendship
that put a.crool: on the straight path and an
honest man behind prison bavs !

Because they made him
Prison, and ‘he's

of the falling waters sounded in. the ears of
the boys hidden in the river-cave.

They peered at one another in the gloom—
silent. ~ The same thought was in all their
minds—Bull Jadson, if he suspected their
hide-out; would never find it now, and would
never tell what he suspected!

Bull Jadson, shot-up by the Hall punchers,
dragged away to the mcarest tree, had gone
to the sudden end of his savage life-trail.

Qutlawed and hunted, the Ro;o boys were
safe in their hide-out—wherc they trod with
a golden fortune under their feet.

Under cover of anothier night, the Jadson
gang rode back from the Mexican border to
their lair in the mesa; but Jad looked
in vain foz his prisoners, and in vain for the
mah he had left to guard them.

It was not for two or three days that he
learned what had become of Bull Jadson-
and he learned it when, in the Rolo canyon,
he came to a ﬁgulo that swung in' the wind
from a rope on the branch of a cottonwood !

Kid, Dan and Red have escaped thejr pur-
suers—hut next weeli thoy cavry the war into
their mwemies camp ! " Read hoiv Kid Byrne,

1 as a Mexi goes after the veward
that Dar dfist Hall has placed on the heads of
the Outlawed: Thivee !
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FROM BEING HUNTED, THE CUTLAWED THREE BECOME THE HUNTERS, LURING HARDFIST HALL, THE

BULLET zipped through the air a
A vard above Kid Byrne's head, and the

cowboy dropped flat into the high

grass by the bank of the Rio Rojo.
From the veranda of the ranch-house on the
river-bank a spurt of smoke drifted, but of
the marksman who had fired the shot there
was no sign.

“The dirty pizen-skunk ! muttered the Kid.

He did not stir. Whoever was firing from
the rancho was shooting with deadly purpose,
and the Kid, unarmed, had no wish to argue
with a loaded gun. He waited for:another
shot. Long minntes passed.

On héngs'and knees, the Kid began to
crawl through - the tall grass. Hardly a
stirring of the leaves showed the way he
went as, inch by inch, he wormed his way
to a bunch of shrubs, where he could lift his
head in cover and survey the rancho.

There was no sign of the man with the
gun; the Kid guessed he must still be keep-
ing out of sight, with his sights trained on
the spot where the Kid had flopped down
into the grass.

The young outlaw smiled grimly. Keeping
his head low, taking advantage of every bush,
fence, and hillock, he crept towards the back
of the rancho. Every inch of the ground was
familiar to him, for this was the place where
he had lived ever since he could walk, until
the day Sam Oak, his uncle, had beews shot
by an unknown hand, and Kid and his two
side-kickers, Dan Oak and Tom Redway,
accused of the shooting, had had to flee from
their fellow-men.

Who the unknown gunman was the Kid
could not guess. It was weeks since old Sam
Oak, the owner of the Rojo Rancho, had been
shot-up, by an unknown hand, and taken to
Doc Baker’s shack at Parksville.

Since then the old rancho had lain
deserted. The Rojo cowboys, outlawed and
hunted, were in hiding in the Mesa Moun-
tains. The kid wondered whether Hardfist
Hall, the marshal of Bullwhacker, might
have left one of his roughnecks on the watch,
in case Dan or Red or Kid revisited their old
home.

More likely it was some rustler—perhaps
one of the Jadson gang. Whoever he was, the
Kid had made up-his mind that he was going
to handle him, gun and all.

The kitchen door at the back stood open.
Xid Byrne, stepping silently in, noted at a
glance “the signs of camping—red embers in
the rusty old stove, dirty platters on the trestle

table.

Soft-footed as a cat. the IKid stepped
through the rancho. He passed through old
Sam’ Oak’s room, that had a door opening
on to the veranda in front.

The door stood wide, and the Kid, stop-
ping there, loocked out. His face was grim;
but it broke into a grin at what he saw.

Bunched against the veranda rail, not ten
feet from him, was a figure in velveteen
jacket and bell trousers, red sash, and
spurrcd boots, and high-crowned sombrero—
evidently a Mexican  The sunlight glim-
mered on silver ear-rings in the man’s dusky
ears. He had his back to the Kid. He was
watching the grass by the river, plainly with-
out a suspicion that the Kid had left the
spot where he had dropped into cover.

Rewards on their
heads, relentless
pursuers on their
heels—and all be-
cause they won’t
give up the gold-
mine which is
theirs by right !

A gun was gripped in the man’s hand,
ready for a pot-shot. And the Kid grinned
at ‘the bandit’s unconscious back. Pausing,
he glanced round the room, and picking up
a heavy, three-legged stool by one leg, aimed
carefully, and flung the missile with all the
strength of his sinewy arm.

It whizzed across the veranda and crashed
fairly on the Mexican’s back. A yell of sur-
prisec and agony burst from the bandit as the
heavy pinewood struck. Almost paralysed by
the crash, the greaser rolled over on the
planks—and the Kid reached him with a
bound

A swift kick knocked the revolver from the
relaxed, dusky fingers, and then the Kid’s fist,
with all his weight behind it, crashed into
the Mexican’s face. He sprawled on his
back, and in a second more the Kid had
grabbed up the revolver, his finger was on
the trigger, and the bandit’'s own gun was
looking him in the face.

“1f you move, this is where you get yours!”
said Kid Byrne grimly.

The Mexican, sprawling at his feet, stared
up at him, the savage ferocity in his face
changing to terror as he found himself look-
ing into the barrel of his own revolver.

“Qenor, senor, hold your fire!”’ he panted.

“Shut up, you doggoned, pesky piecan!”
snapped the Kid. “And get on your feet,
you pizen-skunk, and stick your paws over
your cabeza !”

“Si, senor, si!” snapped the bandillero.

He crawled to his feet, wriggling  with
pain, his mouth running red from the crash
of the Kid’s fist. His sombrero had fallen
off, and he lifted his hands over his mop of
black, greasy hair. He stood unsteadily,
eyeing the Kid with mingled hate and
terror.

Kid Byrne stepped up to him, and, with
his left hand, removed a long cuchillo knife
from his belt. Then he eyed the man
thoughtfully. The Kid had visited his old
home at Rojo to collect some things for the
Outlawed Three’s hide-out in the mesa; but
finding the Mexican bandit there had put
other thoughts into his mind.

“I guess,” said the Kid at last, “that T
sure ought to wipe you out! You pizen-pole-
cat, puTIing your gun at sight on a guy!

N
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But I guess I'll let you skip. But just what's
your name?”

“Domingo Gomez,
Mexican.

“I guess I've heard of you,” said the Kid,
“and you sure are wanted bad by the
marshals on the other side of the border.
You got a horse here?”

Gomez nodded.

“I'm' borrowing that critter,” drawled the
Kid. “I’'ll say I'm borrowing your whole
outfit. You get away with a whole skin, so
you can figure yourself a lucky greaser. Get
out of them rags I'll fix you up with a
blanket.”

The bandit stared at him in utter astonish-
ment. He was not surprised that the man
who -had beaten him should take his gun and
his knife and his horse. But what the Kid
wanted with his clothes was a mystegy to him.

“Senor ” he gasped.

“T guess,” said the Kid grimly, “that I
ain’t telling you twice. Mr. Domingo Gomez!
Hop into that rcom and strip, and fix your-
self up with a blanket!”

Under the muzzle of the gun the Kid drove
the bandit¥into the rancho. There the bandit
stripped off his Mexican attire, and, stutter-
ing with rage, belted on a blanket.

The Kid grinned at the sight of him in that
strange guise. heedless of the fury and ferocity
in the dusky face and the glittering black
eyes.

“Now I guess you can beat it!” drawled the
Kid. “Make it snappy! I'm goin’ tho shoot
if you ain’t out of range in three shakes of a
’possom’s tail I’

He lifted the revolver. Domingo Gomez lost
no time. With a leap he was across the
veranda: with another leap he wag down the
steps. Then the Mexican was running for the
plains. ] .

Kid Byrne watched him, over the rail, and,
as he pauvsed at a distance to shake an in-
furiated fist back, fired a warning shot.

The bullet eut a strip from the blanket, and
the bandit, with a yell, darted away at top
speed. -

The Kid grinned as he vanished. He
reckoned that he had made Domingo Gomez
bandillero of Mexico, tired of Arizona as &
health resort!
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senor,”” muttered the
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But Kid Byrne lost no time. Sam Oak’s
vanch was too near the Hall ranch and the
cow town of Bullwhacker for the Kid to linger
there. A quarter of an hour later he was
viding away on the Mexican bandit’s horse,
with the bandit’s clothes rolled up in a bpndle,
to rejoin Dan and Red at the hide-out in the

niesa.
H riding up Main Strecet. The rider

was in velveteen jacket and calzoneros,
red sash. and high-crowned sombrero, his face
dark almost as an Indian’s. There was
nothing about that Spanish-looking rider to
call for special attention from the town
marshal of Bullwhacker.

ARDFIST HALL, marshal of Bull-
.whacker, scowled at the horseman

Mexican vaqueros came up the Bullwnacker

trail often enough; there were always two or
three greasers to be seen about the cow town.

But Bill Hall scowled at the horseman,
because he was in a mood to scowl at anybody
or anything; and he had no use for greasers,
anyway-

Standing in the doorway of his office on Main

Street, Hardfist viewed the world with a
jaundiced eye. The gold of the mesa—the
secret mine found on Sam Oak’s land by Kid,
Red, and Dan—was as far oft from his greedy
clutches as ever. Like old Sam, Hardfist had
clutches as ever Like old Sam, Hardfist had
1a»lways believed in that mine; and he was
ast.

He had driven the three into outlawry—they
were hunted for their lives—and Hardfist Hall
had counted on roping them in and forcing
the secret from them. But days lengthened
into weeks, and the hunt had slackened at
lfast, and Dan and Kid and Red were still
Tee,

On every wall in and around Bullwhacker,
bills were posted offering five hundred dollars
reward for the Outlawed Three. But no one
had yet come in to claim the reward. Bill
Eall was beginning to wonder whether the
Rojo boys had pulled up stakes and quit
westward into ‘California, or eastward into
New Mexico, or even south into Mexico
proper. But he did not reckon so. He
reckoned that they would stick by the mine
they’d found in the mesa.

But where was it, and where were they?
Hardfist would have given much to know.
Scowling, the marshal looked out into the
sunny street, hoping to see one of his riders
come in with news of the hunted outlaws.

All he saw was the slim, dark-faced Mexican,
who pulled in his horse opposite the marshal’s
office, and stared at a bill posted on the wall—
one of the many notices giving the description
of the wanted men.

The black-bearded marshal ceased to_ scowl
as he noted the interest with which the
swarthy man read the veward bill. There
seemed to him something vaguely familiar in
the Mexican’s face. He had never, so far as
he kunew, seen this greaser before; but _the
cut of the man’s features seemed somehow
familiar. Probably he had seen the man on
the cattle-trails at some time or other, and
forgotten him. If he knew anything of the
Qutlawed Three, Bill Hall was giad to see him,
and it was clear that he was keenly interested
in the reward bill.

“TFife hunt’ert dollars!” he-heard the man

Mexican slipped from his saddle,
glanced round him, and then came towards the
marshal standing in his doorway. e made
him a graceful Spanish bow, but without
removing the big shady sombrero.

“Senor the marshal ?” he asked.

*“You said it!” grunted Big Hall.

The hard-bitten marshal of Bullwhacker had
no more use for Spanish courtesy than for
greasers generally.

The Mexican pointed to the reward bill.

“The three—l have seen them ! he said.

Hardfist's eyes glittered under his stetson.
He had guessed as much as he watched the
swarthy man earefully spelling through the
description of the Rojo boys. This greaser was
hunting the reward!

“Step right in!” said Bill Hall.

The Mexican entered the marshal’s office.
Hardfist waved him to a seat, and questioned
him eagerly. The swarthy man’s tale was
soon told.

He had been chased in the mesa by the
Jadson gang, whom he had narrowly escaped.
Seeking hiding from the Jadsons, he had
skulked in a deep, dried-up water-course, and
there he had seen three young cowpunchers
camped in an old shack. They had not seen
him; he had been careful to keep out of sight,
guessing that they were outlaws, camped in
that solitary, hidden spot. But he was sure—
he was prepared to swear by all the saints he
knew~—that they answered the description in
the reward bill.

Biil Hall breathed hard and deep as he
listened, Three cowboys, camped in a remote
recess of the mesa. Who could they be but

—
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Marshal Rali stared hard at the Mexican who had reined in his horse outside his office and

was studying the reward bill for the arrest of the OQutlawed Three.

familiar about the horseman’s face,

There was something

thought Hall—but he never guessed it was Kid

Byrne in disguise !
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the Outlawed Three! And the Mexican s
description was accurate. Omne of them was
big and burly—that was Dan Oak; anothicr
slim and quick in his movements, like «
panther—Kid Byrne; the third, short anl
plump—that was Red!

No wonder his riders had failed to trail
them if they were camped at the bottom of
some ravine in the heart of the hills. By sheer
chance he had gained the information he
wanted. .

“And the reward, senor?”

“I guess you'll finger it, greaser, when them
young fire-bugs are roped in !’ said Hardfist
Hall. “You figure you can spot the place
agin?”

“Tasy, senor!” said the Mexican. “I will
ride with you and your men, if you wish. -And
afterwards, the reward—"

“Bank on that when I get my grip on the
Rojo boys !” said Hardfist.

Leaving the Mexican seated in his office,
the marshal called to Jake Sanders, his right-
hand man, andvgave him quick orders. Inside
ten minutes six men were in the saddle, clat-
tering outside the office in Main Street.

Bill Hall mounted his bronco, his black-
bearded face grim, his eyes glinting. The
Mexican remounted his shaggy mustang, and
rode with the marshal’s bunch down the street.
Many eyes followed them as they rode out of
the cow town, the news spreading through
Bullwhacker that the marshal and his posse
were on the trail of the Rojo cowboys.

“Burn the wind!” growled ‘Bill- Hall, as
they reached the prairie trail. And the bunch
of riders broke into a swift gallop, heading
across the wide ranges of the Hall ranch for
the Rio Rojo.

In an hour they were splashing through the
ford, passing in sight of the deserted rancho
where old Sam Oak and his three nephews had
bred horses for a living. The Mexican’s eyes,
under his big sombrero, turned on the old
rancho, as if he knew the place. But in a
few minutes it was lost to sight again as the
bunch galloped on for the mesa.

Under the burning sun of Arizona the
broncos were driven on with quirt and spur.
Bill Hall set the pace, riding hard, mile on
mile, without drawing rein, and the bunch
swept after him in a cloud of dust.

They came clattering at last into the greab
canyon of the Rojo, that split the high mesa
deep and wide. There, in spite of his fierce
impatience, Hardfist had to slacken. Once in
the rugged hills the going was steep and hard.

At last the Mexican pointed with his quirt
to a shadowy guleh that opened in the canyon-

side. Hardfist rapped out an order to his
men to dismount. Farther going had to be on
foot. The horses were left tethered out of

sight in a rocky draw,; and the marshal and his
men tramped on over rugged rocks, amid
scattered boulders and ridges of lava, into the
gulch, guided by the Mexican.

Between rugged walls of rocks, dotted here
and there by stunted pines, they tramped on
till they were stopped on the edge of a deep,
wide gulf that split the floor of the gulch from
side to side, and made further progress im-
possible, : :

Hardfist gave the Mexican a sharp stare.

“This the place ?” he barked.

“8i, senor! There is a way down, if you
will follow me!”

“Get to it! grunted Hardfist. “Guns
ready, and shoot on sight if they don’t stick
’ern_up pronto !’ ]

“You said it, marshal!” said Jake Sanders,

The marshal stared down for & moment or
two into the deep, wide abyss that yawned at
his feet. If that was the hide-out of the
Rojo boys, it was no wonder they had never
been trailed. - But once cornered in that chasm,
twenty feet deep, with almost perpendicular
sides, there was no escape for them. He had
them where he wanted them now !

The marshal’s look was gloating as he fol-
lowed his guide.

At one end of the abyss a steep, winding
path, almost a natural staircase in the roclk,
led down. The Mexican descended it nimbly;
the heavier, less active roughnecks clambering
down after him. They stood at length in a
bunch at the bottom, and Hardfst stared
round him with eager eyes.
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The Mexican touched his arm, and pointed.
At a distance was a rough shack, built of rocks

“1 guess we've got
Yollow on—and

spiral of smoke floated.

“They’re at home, marshal!” muttered
of smoke.

Hardfist nodded.
them by the short hairs!
shoot if they lift a finger!”
led the way, his men at his heels. He needed
no guide now, and he hardly noticed that the
stood watching them till they were at a dis-
tance, and had almost reached the shack.
clambered up the rocky path by which they
had descended, and in a few moments had
going—Hardfist Hall and his men tramped
on; ‘their- guns half-raised as they closed in
& ID!” breathed Dan.

The Mexican, breathing hard from

the gulch into which he had led

Hall and his men. From a bunch of scrubby
and Red.

Dan’s rugged, tanned face was wrinkled in
had he seen that meeting, would have been
enraged to see the Mexican throw off the
of a greaser, but the fair hair of the Kid.

The Kid grinned.
on our trail,” he said, “and he was mighty
glad to see a guy'after the reward. I'll say
reward none. I sure have fooled that guy
like he was a born bonchead. He won’t cinch
that the Rojo outfit are going to cinch him
there 1

“I thought
you was plumb loco, Kid, when you said
you'd ride into Bullwhacker in the clothes you
you done pulled it off.”

The Kid nodded.

He stooped over a rain-pool in a hollow
of the rock, dipped his neckscarf in the
his face.

Meanwhile, big Dan Oak rolled a heavy
led down into the ravine. Hardfist Hall had
gone down casily enough into the chasm; he
It was war to the knife between the Out-
lawed Three and the plotting marshal who
fist now who was coming out at the little end
of the horn.

Below, the Bull-
whacker posse had surrounded the shack, and
Hardfist, gun in hand, stepped in at the door-

and branches. IFrom a hole in the roof a thin
Jake Sanders. with a nod towards the wisp

“Sure I” he breathed.

Gun in hand, the marshal of Bullwhacker
Mexican dropped back. The swarthy man
Then, swift as a mountain antelope, he
vanished. Unheeding—in fact, unaware of his
on the shack. -

the steep climb, clambered out of
pines, two 'ﬁgures emerged to meet him—Dan
a grin; Red was chuckling. Hardfist Hall,
big sombrero—revealing, not the dark head

“1 guess Hardfist was powerful keen to get
Hardfist won’t be honing to pay me that
the Rojo outfit in that shack—but T'll say

“You said it!’ grinned Red.
got from that greaser at the rancho. But

“Surest thing you know!” he said.
water, and rubbed the swarthy stain from
boulder to the summit of the steep path that
would not find 1t so easy to come up again.
had made them outlaws. And it was Hard-

He did not know it yet.
way.

His finger was on the trigger of his gun,
his eyes glittering over it., He was ready to

_ building
muttered a curse as he gave it the once-over..

shoet at sight—and had the Rojo boys been
in the shack, as he fully expected, they would
have been at his mercy. But he stared blankly
round an empty hut.

A fire smouldered on a hearth of rocks in
the middle of the shack. Two or three cook-
ing utensils and other articles lay about—
proof of recent occupation. But the little
was untenanted. The marshal

The sight of the wisp of smoke from the roof
had made him sure that the hunted trio were
at home in their hide-out. But he was
cheered by the thought that, if they had taken
the alarm at his approach and fled, they
could not have escaped from the gulch; there
was no way up, save by the steep path by
which the Bullwhacker bunch had descended.
Jake Sanders looked in over the marshal’s
burly shoulder.

“They’ve beat it!” he exclaimed.

Hardfist gritted his teeth.

“T guess they ain’t far!” he snarled. “That
fire would have burned oui if it hadn’t been
tended. They must have been here not long
ago.”

“You said it!” agreed Jake. “They
skulked out of the shack when they heard us
coming, and I guess we’ll find them hiding !”

“Search!” snapped the marshal.

As he tramped savagely out of the shack,
one of his roughnecks called to him:

“Say, marshal, that greaser’s beat it!”

“Doggone the greaser!” snarled Hardfist.
“1 guess we're through with him, now we’ve
got the hide-out. I guess be’s skipped to
keep clear of the shooting. Hunt out them
young fire-bugs—they’re sure not far away!”

There were innumerable nooks and crannies
along the steep sides of the gulch—steep
almost as the walls of a house, but broken in
many places by crevices and cracks and
fissures. Hardfist did not doubt that he
would find his quarry hiding in some shadowy
recess, and he searched, his eyes glinting—his
finger on the trigger of his gun. His men
scattered up and down, hunting among the
rocks. Hardfist did not look up—he did not
think of looking upward, till a voice called
from above—and at the sound of that voice
the marshal of Bullwhacker threw back his
head wildly. For it was the voice of Kid
Byrne,

“Say, Hardfist, you hunting for me?”

“This way, marshal!” yelled Red.

Hardfist’s eyes almost started from their
sockets. He fixed them on the figure standing
at the summit of the steep path up from the
gulch. The Kid’s clear and ringing tones
came echoing down. And if the marshal had
doubted the evidence of his amazed eyes, he
had proof that the Mexican was the Kid—
for on either side of him, at the summit of
the rocks, stood Dan and Red. The Outlawed
Three, whom he sought, stood twenty feet
over his head, looking down at him—the Kid
with a gun in his hand and a deadly smile
on his face. :

“The greaser !”” yelled Jake Sanders. “Dog-
gone my cats, he ain’t no greaser—it’s Kid
Byrne !” .

“Kid Byrne!” breathed the marshal.

“Keep your gun -down, marshal!”’ rang the
Kid’s voice. ‘“Shooting won't buy you any-
thing, Bill Hall! We got you, you doggoned

coyote—got you trapped like the lobo-wolf
you are, you rmurderer!”

The marshal stood as if transfixed. He
knew now how he had been trapped. The
shack and its contents had been fixed up to
meet his eyes when hé came—to keep him
busy while the disguised Kid got away to
his pardners. They had no hide-out in the
gulch; Dan and Red had been in cover up
in the gulch, and had watched him and his
men descend iuto a death-trap from which
there was no escape. They had him—had
him hard and fast—and he stood at the mercy
of the boys he had driven outside the law—
round whose necks he had placed the rope!

In mad fury he threw up his gun-arm. But
Jake Sanders grabbed it, and dragged it

down.
“TForget it, Bill Hall!” he muttered. They
got us—got us where the hair is short!

Burning powder won’t buy you a thing!”
The Rojo cowboys stood looking ~ down.

They were ready to back into cover at sight

of a lifted gun. But Jake waved a hand.

“Say, you got us!” he called out. “You
sure have got us salted down, Kid! T guess
th‘l‘s bunch is ready to talk turkey!”

Turkey nothing!” snapped the Kid.

“You was after us with gats in your gri
and if we wipe out the whole bunc}il, I gguer;é
you ain’t got no kick coming. But T'll say
it’s Hardfist we want!”’

“And what'll you want with me?” hissed

the marshal of Bullwhacker through his grit-
ting teeth.
_“What did you want us for?” asked the
Kid grimly. “You framed it up agin us and
made us outlaws, and you trailed us with a
rope. I’ll tell all Arizona, Bill Hall, it’s you
for the rope/ You shot up old Sam Qak, you
pizen polecat. and aimed to put it on us, that’d
have died for him. When you crawl out of
that hole, Hardfist, you'vre going up on your
own rope.”

Havrdfist's eyes blazed. He wrenched his
arm loose from Sanders, threw up his gun,
and fired. But the Rojo cowboys stepped
back, and the steep edge of the gulch hid
them. The bullet crashed away among the
rocks, and Hardfist™ Hall glared savagely
round at his men.

“Follow me!” he gritted.

With desperate determination, he rushed up
the steep path. And his Bullwhacker posse,
guns in their hands, followed bim in the rush.

ID BYRNE laughed—a grim, hard
K laugh, that was not pleasant to hear.
He had the Bullwhacker bunch where
he wanted them. The gun he had taken
from the Mexican at the rancho was in his
grip. Dan and Red were unarmed, but the
Kid reckoned that one gun would stop the
rush. And Dan and Red stood braced against
a big rock, ready to topple it over the edge.
Up from the depths of the gulch, scrambling
and clattering on the rough roek, came the
Bullwhacker bunch, led by Hardfist Hall
Loose stones clinked and clattered from their
feet as they came. The Kid, half crouched,
his eyes glinting over his gum, waited.
stetson hat came into view, and he fired
at sight of it.
(Continued on page 224.)
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wanted ? nian had to

kecp doclglng J

Two days: later Sam bumped stlalnht into
Tex Bailey again—at Chaun" blOSa Railway
btatlon, London !-

Sam Foster, lounging fmfnoly alonrr sud-
denly =topped ‘and stared “like one \’Sho secs
a ghost. - Therebefore “him” was Tex Bailey
himself, unmistakable, even'in a city suit, zmd
with that old steady, solemn loolk shmuw in
his grey cyes.

“bam——pa inor
at last!” cricd. Sam’s_ pard. .

Tex Lad’ worked This way across the Atlanhc
on & cattle boat to’ search for his pal, and he
sprang  forward,, hand outsuetuhed

But the reunion u1ded there, . R

Fven “as~Ték moved, ’ anotlier lmnd fgll on
Sam’s shoulder-=the, hand of & watchful CT.D.

Avw, gosh, T've found vou

man ! nght under J.c\ Bailéy’s ‘noge, “his
pard was plLLed ap aud cL11c=tcd on thc
spof.

Two constables had fo fight Tex as Sam was
hustled off to Cannorl Réow. But the youngstor
who had spent™four rnonths and trav ellcd thou-

sands of ‘miles to find his old pmd wasn't.

to he kept away, and lie was therc'in court on,

the morning Sam “came up. for trial. .. Five
véars’ penal’ servitude was the \entulcc, and
at the finish Tex Bailey stood up straight.
“Don’t: forget, paldnel' Any time, any-
where, I'm still vour man !’ e cried’ and-he
mmted in-the ushms face a:, thev pltchecl
hin. out. of “couit,
Sam Foster &ame. lo Blm moor \Iean“ hile,
Tex Bailey got-a job as.a trick:riderin ‘some
travellifg” ¢itél ForTthe 'fifst ‘three ‘months
of his sentence -Sam worked inside’ the prison,
as-is the. custom
quarry gang. ]."unllv‘\\hen he’d given proof
of beg a- “good ” prisoncr,  he went info
one of the <quads tl ) tdl\cn out_ fiuthm
on to the moors to,

.y

And it .was on P foulth dzw out thele
when Tex il d. b, again ! et < i
The- qfte ou‘ W as. mxstv “and .again,: for a

moment,,,Sam thought he was seeing a ghost.”
Ther¢, on'that: open expanse of peat -turf; -was
Te‘( Bo.lley guns in lmnd' How the §oung

were looking for him

Then hLe was:puf, into the -

trapper. hact got “there only Sam, who had seen”
him &t work in Montana, could guess.

The two petrified warders ccrtaml) couldn’t.”
Thcv took ondthok. at the youthiful apparition
nnother at ‘his develled, Colts, and,
they ‘were, they Freached for the sL)

LTk spol\e softly:

“That's right, budche:! Now glt 1wht b’lck
You pther conviets can’ please vomsel\ es what
\ou dp; though I ain’t here to help you,  "cos

1 don't: like ClOO]x‘ “But you, Sam—come oi,’
pard, follow me ! .

He was off* in "a raoment, Sam following at
his heels, as the vest of the squad covered their

- getaway by swarming all over the warders.

But the fugltlves didn’t ‘have it all their
_own ‘way. - Those. warders were Teal fighting
- mej1; ~ and,~ smaghing - aside - his attackers,. .one
Cof; them glabbod up his rifle’ and “fired.” Tcx
plfched forward: suddenly.

) Sun halted, his face worlung qtlange]v
Te\—pmd‘ “You're hit?” he gasped;

And then. rclief ﬂoocled lus face
Qcmmbled up.. .

“Hit, nothing ! i mst trxpped -1 fxl\\*a)s

~said Enghish:guys "cai’t shoot, s Tex’ gmnned
tightly, and ran on, pomtmg P)onto Sam. !

~got two -fine vhosses, ludden ‘behind- them .

)ock< vondery, - Circus - hoss 'smddlcd ancl
“ready. Run; pard . =¥ . 5

The hotses “Were there, all rlght——t\\o wiry
hacks.. -But-Sam, -ki iz - English. warders

" better than Tex Bailey,
was bunked into il sacldle.
“Kid, vou're. a sport, buf we'll mever” do 1t
" this way !” hc pnnted They I t1ac1\ us
P do“n 2
. Shucl\a P ’I‘he 3ounrratel S, face wag oddlv
whife as he” mo’nnt d, Ut - spoke\ decis
<< Liisten, pard VT \e becn
fora tyveels, | 1’ my chance,
i 1 baclx“ ards.” No ong ain't’ gonna gr ack m
Iy V(? ahoady found” kS safd hide’out; too, tmd—-
- and=—z=’

b1t lus hLip, even as he

5. With the promise of safety u hif lips, Sam’s
ard came off in'a heap —and San. forgot all

]

i about éscaping . then.
youngstel nO\L momcnt

bla\e as

me——plumb through’ the old arm.

7 a5 the, latter lay ‘in -the:sick bay

2 <ruys can’’ shoot

“over’ ‘again; then.

-7 Blackmoost

i the world 't

. nio ént I can,

o

: 'md h& kept his' word,

\Iontana

angmg thesc T 00% - bmle; 16ad of gold-dust.”

‘an™ I know: -
K vetel‘,a
Steray

Q4 Te\ suddcnlv ﬂopped oﬁ' hls gal oplng 11015(3 R

And for the first. time he saw the blood that
was flowing from" ’.['ets Jeft.drm, -

"The iounded‘man’s lips were t\ubte-d with
cpain.  But his solemn cyes were half-open,
and gricf. shone in-.them.

“ Souy, ard ! “Cuess English guys can shoot
a bit!” he muttered “«Yeah, that warder got
But you—
git going, pard! Beat it !” P

Sam  stayed. * Instead of ixdmv on, he
gathered Iis “ounded pard up and started
back—to Blackmbor; Before: he had gone teu:
strides, however, two battered and - infuriated
warders charged to'rneet him, Sam was takery
back to gaol and. Tex Bailey, crook hater,
and convict's accomplice, went. thh him.

Sam had to start.his fivesyears’ sentence all
JAnd Texhimself came m
for -~ a. vear  as punxshnlent"for planning*

7 prison-bie ~But by the kindness of the
govemor th L' lag. was
allowed to speﬂd. a fov 1t th his pzﬁd
SEds
]mcl

-hé_spoke- 'unplv repaid” Te\ fmv
-doné,

¥ Qon,” he said grufy,.

o wer really lxl'le“ ther
and I m thlo
bemg a crook 1.+ Liisten, 'Ie}x ! 'When V
" ontof Wisres get back: to your own r'mge
honest I]I ]Ol}l Ieép

Tax Balleys eye
aud they “wére mis
“Any time; HOYY

»

-Sam 1 he gulped-——“

So did” Sam Foster, Im mmht glad fo

> concluded -Warder Shong .- He’ssout in’
Twith his” pard now, = I 1ecd\on and’
you couldn’t> A8mptSam’ awav agwm thh &,

“In fact, ‘Sam wrote ‘me once;’ chuclJed the
_Warder +““and..the on13 thing* he "afd®
ley squabble about is—w I‘eihéx ﬁnwlxsil

Tex -

Vewt ;wcelv Ward,er Strong tull gue yon

. unother real-hfe story frmn ‘his ‘experiences. .

-He was down besidé. the

warder's’
l

The’ 'vefewm

. revelalions are’
&

Jon told your p(ﬂs

er tw.. -

- ubout them, 2

THE OUTLAWED THREE

(Cuntmued from page 219)

fluough ‘the ={ot<on, thlou"h thc head 11:

covercd, the bullet crashed, and u dead: man

wenat ¢ ashm'r bdck intothe gulcl. ~But-it,was
1o Haldﬁf«t who had fallen, for his savage
Vome was hea,m the next moment: . ¢
“Getto 1t 1 Tollow me }”
Dan Odlx gave ihé big boulder a hune zmd
the otlxor ith "all their <L10.uth I
1olled oY% asied "over, thundering ‘on

“the Bull\\ Imd~.c1 bunch m,rc <zn'age1)

et

Crash . came on or
thundered down. : One burly roughneck, struck
fair and square, was hurled away to his death;

the rest of.the bunch, .with .yells of terror, -

sciambled wildly away, lest their footing,  and
vollédsn With.a fual torrific crash, the rock
landpck at_the botlom, and round ‘it sprawled
Hardfist. Hall- and his men, swept - from the
steep. path lile flies. ; The eclioes died.” away
like relling thunder in the hills. . - ‘-
Shicuts of ra ce and fury rose.
boys ll‘SuLth—thC Kid finger-on t
the rush came again, they were 1ead

Euused and battered, shaken and. breatnTeSa :

me ma.lshal of Bullwlﬁackor serambléd-to “his
v of ‘lodse &tones dislodged
by ashing toek.” He panted Tov] bréuth,
and, throwing up his gun-arm, fired again and
again up the steep path But he was wasting
hig lead, and he knew it; from helow, uothmw
eould be seen of the Outlawed Tnlee, lscepmrr
well back from ‘the range of fite. “Af his feet
Iay the man who had stopped the Kid’s bullet;
and near-him the one crushed by the hlhng
réck.” But Hardfist hardly gave them a glance.

‘path*that led” downward—ihs path

zh, as thc hccwy boulder R

The Rolo'_ :
if

_HL had Iost t\\o of h1 bunch, but 1f the

remai 1_1111g iom l)acked hun, he had a,' des- *

i

pm ‘ite hope ‘yet of getting throu,gh
“Try:'again 1 hé panted, husky thh mge.
Jake. Sandela a,nswmed with an angly oath
Aw can i, 1SmI‘ Theve ahi’ a” dog
‘ chance' ‘Forget it ! B
Haldﬁst Ha,ll p'mtcd with mge )
‘His e \wexe tougl, hard-bitten ruflians,
‘rcady for ‘any, dc‘:pcu\,tc affray.  But they
. wduld not “fol ow. him to certain death.. And
. it 'was’ certain “death to charge up the steep
path. ", The’ bunvmg marshal- of Bullwhacker
had to Fealise it 4t last. The Kid had laid his

F

.

belt*l
h1s way.,
‘He. was "out’ of Lt

He step be

* sfeep path.and stood on, this _verge of. the. gull

¢ His Hand ‘hopped on lus gun——
that fow| =

And. even -as his. hand. touched tﬁoi butt of;

* the Colt, hands touched him ‘in the (pukness.

. plans well—he had his enomy where he wanted -

him. H‘ndﬁrt gritted his teeth with helpless

rage as “hé thought of it. Fooled—trapped

. like o w olf—and.the rope with which he had
thlcatened Lhum dangling for his own neck !

~The ';un .was . sinking behind the western
‘summits - of; the mountains. Shadows were
lenffthcnmc,r, and at the bottom ‘of the deep
gulel the ‘darvkness thickened.

Jaka: S::mdms and the rest, gathered at the
shack,? were 'muttering together, every mnow
. fmd thew glansing smhly and savagely towards
“the m vehal standing ab the fool of the steep
T path.#Bat the tth]xCﬂlll

their eyes af last. =

‘Thisy . did nét know \Vlnt was in his mind.
" One’desperate hope’ témained to him=+of clam-

gloom hid him from

"bering 'unscen out of < the ~ death-trap wunder .

“éovet of the darkne
better made alon N

: Wot till it had uenu dmlx a trood hour did
the marshal stir. - Ho Would have “left%if
still Iater, ‘but he \ucw that later the moon
would be up.®

Big and heavy man as he was, he trod
lightly, moving with the cautxon of a creeping
panther.  His gun ‘was in ifs holster at his

but that was an attempt

on cither mde——-h&nds that" gripped., lns ary
and pinngd - them to  his. sides, :
choked cry—they had been watching ,,they hac
seen him—they had seized him |7, \Vlth a
perate cffort, he wrénched outﬂlus gun,

the hands tha.t frl'wped him ung“lum;fé}-:

nls:
)

ward on-his face to ‘the, hard 1001\, .2 sihawy
lmil

knee was planted in hh back, . pinning
down, and the Kid’s voice spoko tonsely”
- “I reckoned you d le ‘that & game,. H s
The marshal of Builwhacl‘_el choked i
rage and despair.~ °~ Threg shadowy . ﬁgmcs
d,theled round him, and-.he was led away,
w1th a gun in lns ribs, to thg Rojo canvon.
He muttcled savage curses. as hemvent. - The
Kld 8 voice camg, qmetly to his ears again.-
“Pack it up, Hardfist ! - Cussin’ WeR'tetelp

you, and I guess, thatumnt the_ talk; for. your
last night on earth! Yo t_tillomoFhing,
Hardfist—one ‘hour after Sub-iip .yor go. up
on the branch’ of.a cqttonwood' ) Mak-e the

most of it—and top cussin’ 17

The moon ¢ ne ap’ ‘over the -Imesa, glimmer
ing’ through *the . pines. It gleamed on*- the
fierce, envnged ficé of ‘tho marshal of . Bull-
whacker—stumbling along with bound hands,
lod away to hxs doom | - . .

The Outlawed Three hauz suﬂ'ered untold
misery at the kands of the rascally marshal——
and now they have him ewhere they want
him!. Watch ont fm- next weel’s chapters of
this great Western story! T :
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HARDFIST HALL, THE RASCALLY MARSHAL OF BULLWHACKER, GETS A TASTE O;
SAEDICINE FROW THE THREE COWBOYS HE HAS DRIVEN INTO OUTLAWRYY =~ o

Doc Baker, the six-gun doctor of

Arizona, pulled in his horse as a burly,

bearded figure suddenly rose into view

behind a rugged boulder, with levelled gun

and sharp challenge. But he did not lift his

hands, although he recognised Pike Jadson,

outlaw and rustler, and one of the toughest
ruffians in the notorious Jadson gang.

“You doggoned piecanl” growled the doc.
“Pack up your hardware and quit. I guess
I got no time to lose on you. I got to see a
patient on the other side of the mesa, and I
,%ot twenty miles to ride yet—after thirty out
rom Parksville '’

“Then I'll say your cayuse can do with a
vest,” grinned Pike. “You're finishing the
trail on foot! That’'s a good critter you got,
and I guess he’s worth a hundred dollars!”

The grin faded from the outlaw’s face, and
it set grim and savage.

“7 said stick ’em up, Doc Baker, and I'm
not waiting !”

Slowly the doc¢’s hands went up over his
stetson. His face was white with rage. Doc
Baker’s medical rounds led him over dangerous
trails, and he packed a gun at his hip, which
he had used often enough., But he had no
chance to pull it now.

Pike Jadson stepped from behind the
boulder, his gun still covering the doctor. The
doc’s eyes flashed round in a swift glance, He
had thought for a moment that he had ridden
into the Jadson gang, and he knew that Xid
Byrne, Dan Oak, and Tom Redway, the cow-
boys from the Rojo Ranch, were riding with
the bunch. They would not have stood for
this. It was only the scheming of Hardfist
Hall, marshal of Bullwhacker, that had made
them turn outlaws, and they were not hold-up
men.

But now the doc saw that Pike was alone;
the rest of the Jadsons were not on hand. The
outlaw had been camped for the might in the
canyon, and the spund of the doc’s horse had
turned him out of his blankets.

“Lissen, you,” said the doc, between closed
lips, staring grimly over his horse’s ears at the
outlaw. “T1 got friends in the Jadson gang
now, Pike, since the Rojo cowboys joined up
with Jad.” I got their uncle, old Sam Qak,
at my shack at Parksville, and I reckon I saved
his life. 1 tell you, Dan and Kid and Red
will make you pay for it when they find you
rustled my horse and stopped me on the way
to see a patient.”

Pike grinned derisively.

_“That cuts no ice, doc! The Rojo outfit ain’t
riding with the Jadsons no more. I guess if
Jad met up with them it would be shooting on
sight.”

Doc Baker started.

It was news to him—good news—that the
Outlawed Three were not hitched up with the
rustlers any longer. But it washed out his
last hope of riding on his way.

A desperate gleam came into the doc’s eyes.
The savage-faced rustler was ready to pull
trigger at the first sign of resistance, but a
sicﬁ man was waiting for the doc twenty miles
away, and when on the path of duty, Doc
Baker was the man to take desperate chances.

«Keep 'em up, doc!” said Pike, stepping
nearer.

The next moment he gave a yell. The doe,
etill with his hands above his head, his reins
Yoose on the horse’s neck, suddenly jabbed his
spurs into the bronco’s flanks.

“STICK em up, dogl” |

A WESTEgIP:l STORY
SMOKING GUNS
AND
THE LURE OF GOLD

The startled animal leaped forward with a
squeal, tossing its head. Only a swift bound
aside, saved Pike Jadson from being hurled
over by the leaping brone.

But even as he sprang aside he fired, and
the roar of his gun echoed down the canyon
to the plains. The hurried shot missed Doc
Baker by a foot, and the excited horse charged
wildly om, clattering furiously up the rocky
canyon. .

Bending low in the saddle, grasping the
reins, spurring fiercely, Doc Baker rode madly.
He had taken a long chance—the longest of
chances—but so swiftly and suddenly had he
acted that he looked like getting away with it.

But only for a moment! The enraged out-
law was pumping bullets after him, A scream
of agony came from the bounding bronco, and
it pitched forward on its forelegs and rolled
over, flinging the doc over its head.

That fall on the rocky earth jarred every
bone in the doc’s body; but it probably saved
his life, for bullet after bullet whizzed over him
as he sprawled. :

The doc’s eyes blazed. Even as he rolled on
the earth he whipped his gun out of its holster.
Without rising, he glared back at the outlaw.

Pike Jadson was coming on at_a Ium,
smoking Colt lifted in his hand. He fired
again as he came, and the bullet chipped the
rock by the doctor’s elbow. Then Doc Baker’s
revolver roared in answer, and Pike went over
backwards with a crash, shot through the
heart.

The doc sprang to his feet. He ran towards
the fallen rustler, his gun ready for another
shot. But it was not needed. Pike Jadson,
crumpled on the rocks, did not stir again.

Only one glance.the doc gave him, then he
turned to his horse. His face set savagely
as he looked down at the dead bronco. He
had beaten the outlaw to it, but he had lost his
cayuse.

“-Do%gone him!” growled the doc. “Dog-
gone the pesky hoss thief!”

The doc wasted no time. The sun was up
over the mesa now; a new day waking on the
mountains of Arizona. He was weary from
the long night-ride; but he did not think of
that. .

He unstrapped his bag from the saddle and
slung it over his shoulder. Then, with a grim
face, he started tramping up the rugged canyon
on foot, and slowly but surely the long, steep
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miles passed under his feet, til] suddenly, as he
came round a bend of the canyon, where a
tall cottonwood-tree grew close beside the river,
Doc Baker halted, . staring blankly at the
strange and unexpected sight that met his
startled eyes!

ARDFIST HALL, marshal of Bull-
whacker, stood in the very shadow of
death.

Only the day before he had ridden
out of the cow town, where he ruled as marshal,
at the head of his men, to hunt Dan, Kid, and
Red, the Rojo cowboys now outlawed in the
heart of the mesa—to hunt them down ruth-
lessly to their death. He had driven them
into outlawry by a false charge, and the rope
was ready for them when they were rounded
up. And now—

Now he stood, a bound prisoner, in their
hands, with a rope ready for his own neck!

His haggard eyes looked from face to face
of the Outlawed Three, seeking a sign of
mercy, and finding none. Dan Oak’s tanned
face was hard and grim; Kid Byrne’s features
set in pitiless determination. Omnly in Red’s
plump face was there a trace, perhaps, of
wavering.

Red, the youngest of the three, perhaps had
a touch of pity for the hard-fisted marshal of
Bullwhacker, bitter and relentless enemy as
he had been to him and his comrades, But
Red did not speak. It was for the others to
decide—and Hardfist’s hour hadffcome,

“Vou dare not !” Bill Hall muttered huskily,
though he knew the words were idle. “You'll
be hunted down like wolves and strung up for
this! Doggone you, you dare not swing me
on that rope !”

“Hunted down like wolves!” said the Kid
bitterly.  “Aw, youre - sure forgetting,
marshal! Ain’t we hunted like wolves already
—on the charge of shooting old Sam_Oalk, the
man that cared for us when we was little kids,
and that we’d have died for willing? Ain’t
you got us outside the law. and am’t every
man’s hand agin us already?”

Then Dan Oak broke in grimly:

“Quit chewing the rag, marshal!  You've
worked this, and it’s come home to you. You
wasn’t trailing us for shooting’ up old Sam—
you knowed we never did that—but you wanted
to find us to get at the seeret of the lost
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gold mine of the mesa. Ll tell all Arizona it
was you that shot-up old Sam, after you
couldn’t bluff him inte selling his land with
the gold-strike on it .

Bill Hall's black-bearded face grew white.
He looked down the vast canyon, his eyes fol-
lowing the course of the Rio Rojo, streaming
and rippling away to the lower plains.

Somewhere in that wilderness of rock and
pine lay the gold-mmine—lost for forty years—
which the Rojo cowboys had struck. His eyes
would never fall on 1t now.

“String him up, boys!” snapped Kid. “He
may be the marshal, but he’s nothing but a
low-down, double-crossing skunk 1” .

Dan Oak swung a rope over a high, hori-
zontal branch of the great cottonwood under
which they stood. The loop camc down,
dangling within a few feet of the marshal’s
despairing face. He shivered. i

Where were his men? DMiles away in the
ravine where the Rojo cowboys had trapped
them. There was nc help—mno rescue !

Dan held the end of the rope. Kid took the
noose, and with steady hands ﬁ)assed it round
the neck of the marshal of Bullwhacker.

Hall's voice broke out, hoarse and husky.

“Let up! I guess I'm ready to talk turkey,
and I reckon that’s what you want! T’ll stand
for anything you say. L'll withdraw the charge
agin you and see you clear. I'll let up on the
mine !” . .

“Tt’s too late, Bill Hall 1”said the Kid quietly.
“If you'd stood for that a few weeks ago, you
wouldn't be there now with a rope round your
neck. We was peaceable in the old Rojo Ranch
with old Sam; we never wanted trouble with
you or with any other guy. We're outlaws
now. But the Rojo mine will make old Sam
rich when Doc Bake:’s pulled him through;
and I'll say that old Sam would never raise
an ounce of dust from it if you- was around to
rob him. You got to get yours, Bill Hall
I'd trust you no more’n a lobo-wolf !”

Dan drew a deep breath.

“Pull I’ he said curtly.

The Outlawed Three dragged on the rope
together with all their strength. Heavy and
bulky as he was, the marshal of Bullwhacker
swung off his feet, swinging up towards the
high branch, his feet a couple of yards clear
of the ground.

Dan fook a turn of the rope-end round the
trunk of the cottonwood, and knotted it. Red.
with pale lips, turned his face away. Dan and
Kid stared grimly at the marshal as he swung.

None of them saw a stetson hat that appeared
among the rocks down the bend of the canyon.
A few moments more——

Crack, crack, crack, crack!

The sudden roar of a six-gun awoke a
thousand echoes, rolling back. like thunder
from the rocks. Dan and Kid and Red started.
They stared round, for the moment figuring
that they were under fire. But none of the
whizzing bullets came near them. L.

There was a heavy thump. The swinging
marshal dropped heavily to the ground. Four
shots, fired so swiftly that they blended into
oue, had cut clean through the rope!

HERE was a roar of rage from the Kid.

He gripped his gun and swung round

towards the figure that came running

up the canyon. His gun was hali-
raised when he recognised Doc Baker,

“The doc!” panted Kid.

“Doc Baker!” breathed Red.

A flash of relief came over Red's plump face.
He stood in with his comrades; but his heart
was not in that deed of grim and ruthless
justice. -

Dan’s rugged. tanned face set hard. Doc
Baker, the smoking revolver in his hand, came
panting up. On the ground lay Hardfist Hall,
strugghng. .

“Doc! You'll stand by a guy!” His voice
came husky and cracked.” “You ain’t standing
{or thi;s), doc! You got to stand by the
aw——

“Aw, pack it up, you!” snarled the doc.
“You make use of the law when you want.
Hardfist; but other times, I guess you don't
give a continental red cent for all the law in
1 guess I'm thinking more of the
But you ain’t going

Arizona!
hoys than of your neck!
up on that rope!”
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“Stand clear, doc!” The Kid's voice was
husky with rage. “We got no trouble with
you, and don't want none. But”—he raised
his revolver—"“it’s you or me, doc, if you chip
in here !” :

“Kid ! panted Red.

Kid Byrne did not heed him. His eyes, over
his gun, gleamed at the doctor. He was ready
for gun-play, and all Tontine County knew
how quick the six-gun doctor was with a Colt.
The marshal, haggard and panting, lay be-
tween them, hope mingled with despair in his
bearded face. He had been snatched back
{11‘.0111 death, but the shadow still hovered over

im.

The doc did not lift his revolver. Quietly he
pushed it back into his-hip pocket. He stood
unarmed, facing the Kid’s Colt.

“Shoot, if you want, Kid !” he said. “Shoot
the man that’s been your friend since you stood
no higher than my stirrup—the man that’s
tending old Sam and saving his life. If you
want old Sam to hear that I've been shot-up
by one of his boys, pull trigger, you young pie-
can! What’s stopping you?”

“Doc!” muttered the Kid hoarsely.

The gun swayed in his hand. Had the doc
lifted his revolver it would have been shoot-

ing—and one or both would have gone down.

on the rocks of the mesa. But the doc had
packed his gun.

“Shoot, doggone you!” growled the doc.

But the Kid's hand sank down, with the gun
in it. Doc Baker stooped to the marshal. He
jerked the throttling noese from Hardfist’s neck,
and then, with a knife, slashed through the rope
that fastened his arms and legs. ~Bill Hall
staggered to his feet, a free man.

Again the Kid half-lifted his gun.

“Will you step out of this, doc?” he growled.

“Nope!” was the brief answer.

“You figure that you're getiing that dog-
goned lobo-wolf away from us, after we've
cinched him and got him where we want him ?”

“You pesky young goob!” said the doc. “I
figure that I'm keeping you from breaking the
law so’s it can’t be mended! And if you've
got a hoss, I'll ask you to lend it to me—I
got a sick man waiting for me on the other side
of the mesa, and one of the Jadsons shot-up
my cayuse.”

“I got a hoss that I rustled from a Mexican
bandit,” said the Kid, “and you're welcome

g

“8iring him up, boys !’ snapped Kid.
may be the marshal, but he’s nothing but a
low-down, double-crossing skunk!?”

to the critter—if you’ll put your leg over the
saddle, pronto, and ride clear.”

. The doc grinned.

“I guess ['ll ride hell-for-leather, when I sce
the last of Hardfist,” he said. “You ain t
stringing up no marshals, you'uns! I allow
you're outside the law now, but you got Lo
leave yourselves a hole to crawl back sometime.
You get me?”

Hardfist stood breathing deep. He was cal-

culating the chances of a spring to cover among

the rocks. Bullets would be flying when he
stirred—but he was ready to take chances.

“That cayuse is tied up in some post-oaks,
up the canyon, doc!” said the Kid softly.
‘““You'll hit the spot in ten minutes on the hoof.
And you want to start right now.”

“Guess again!” said Doc Baker.

.“Then stick up your hands, doggone you, and
we'll sure hog-tie you while we string up that
lobo-wolf !” yelled the Kid savagely, and his
?un flashed up and looked the doctor in the
ace. :

“You're loco, Kid, plumb loco!” panted Red,
and he jumped at the Kid, caught his arm, and
dragged it down. :

The Kid wrenched savagely at his arm.

“Cinch that young goob, Dan!” he roared.
And Dan Oak, grasping Red with his powerful
l]xaands, dragged him forcibly away from Kid

yroe,

It was at that moment that Hardfist took his
chance. The Kid’s gun was down at his side—
Dan was grasping Red; and it was a chance.
The marshal of Bullwhacker made a swift, back-
ward leap that covered six feet—and plunged
among the boulders by the bank of the Rojo.

Up swept the Kid’s arm, and his finger
tightened on the trigger. The gun roared, but
it missed Bill Hall by inches, as he hunted
cover in the rocks. Kid Bryne leaped in pur-
suit of the fleeing marshal, Doc Baker for-
gotten now. The ring of his revolver came
echoing back after he had disappeared from
sight among the rocks.

Dan gave the doc a dark, bitter look, and
without a word hurried away after Kid Byrne.
Re&d stood hesitating, then he followed his com-
rades.

Doc Baker stood looking after them, but
only for a moment. Then he turned from the
spot and went tramping up the canyon. Duty
to his patient came first with the six-gun
doctor; and a sick man was waiting for him
on the northern side of the mesa.

He found the horse tethered in the post-oaks,
mounted it, and rode on his way; and as he
went, the ringing of distant shouts told that
the Rojo cowboys were still hunting the
marshal of Bullwhacker like a wolf among
the rocks. :

ARDFIST HALL shut his teeth on a
groan. The hard-fisted marshal of
Bullwhacker was very near despair.

Under the blazing sun of Arizona,
he sweated and panted among the rugged rocks
that were hot to the touch By a miracle,
almost, he had been saved from the rope; and
it seemed to be by a series of miracles that he
had, so far, escaped the fierce search of the
Outlawed Three. ;

With a gun in his hand he would not have
feared them—even the three of them together.
But he had no weapon; and they were hunting
him, to shoot on sight.

Now he lay panting on the summit of a high
bluff, round the base of which, twenty feet
below, the Rio" Rojo whirled and foamed.

The desperate thought was in his mind of
flinging himself into the river if they trailed
him there. Spent with his exertions, he lay
hidden by the inequalities of the rugged summif
of the bluff, panting for breath, and listening—
listening with cocked ears, like the hunted wolf
he was.

They were hot on his track-—the sound of a
shout came to his ears from a little distance.
He heard the” clinking of loose stones under
tramping feet.

A shadow fell across the marshal’s desperats
face, blotting out the burning blaze of the sun.
His heart seemed to miss a beat. A few more
steps—and he would be seen! A voice called—
the deep tones of big Dan Oak.

“T reckon we're close on that coyote! You
see him, Red?” -
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“Nope!” called back Red. It was Red, the
marshal knew now, who was standing so near
that his shadow fell on him.

Hall hardly breathed. Red had clambered on
top of the bluff overlooking the Rojo—Dan
was farther behind; the Kid, he reckoned, had
gone on to make sure of cutting him off from
the plains. The shadow stirred; Red’s foot-
steps were audible as he moved. Bill Hall
could -have groaned aloud with the bitter
susplense. But no sound came through his shut
teeth.

He heard a quick intake of breath. Red
stood almost over him, staring down at him as
he lay crouched in the rocks. Bill Hall’s eyes,
looking up, met Red’s staring down. He read
the startled surprise in the boy’s plump face
at so suddenly coming on his quarry.

Red’s lips opened for a call. The blackness of
despair settled on the crouching man. Dan
Oak was only a lasso’s length away—revolver in
hand. One word from Red——

To his amazement that word was not uttered.
Red’s lips closed again without a sound. Bill
Hall'’s eyes were glued to his—doubting, ques-
tioning. Something in that hunted, haggard,
despairing face had gone to the boy’s heart;
;here was hesitation, pity, in the plump, ruddy
ace.

For a long, long moment, Red looked down
at him; then, still silent, he turned away as
if he had seen nothing.

Hardfist drew a long, quivering breath. He
was spared—Red had spared him. He had no
such mercy to look for from Dan or Kid—they
were hunting him with hearts as ruthless as his
own.

Red went tramping over the summit of the
bluff, as if still in search. Dan’s voice called
again from the canyon.

“You, Red! You got any sign of that lobo-
wolf?”

Hall trembled as he waited for Red’s answer.
Instead of answering, the boy went clattering
down the slope into the canyon and joined Dan
there. Then his voice came to the marshal.

“I guess we belter get after Kid, Dan!”

“I don’t reckon Hardfist got past this!”
came Dan’s deep growl. “XKid’s watching the
river—he might take to the Rojo. He'll get
him, sure, if he does! I guess I'll give that
bluff the once-over.”

“Aw, come on, Dan—jyou're sure wasting
time.”

“You young piecan! What you giving me?”
There was a fierce note of suspicion in Dan’s
voice. “You seen that lobo-wolf, and you
letting down. your side-kickers, Red?”

Bill Hall heard every word, and his heart
almost ceased to beat. Something in Red’s
looks had made Dan suspicious. He heard the
younger boy’s faltering reply.

“Pan, ol’-timer, I reckon Doc Baker was
right! I guess—"

“Can it!{” snarled Dan. “You seen sign of
him

Dan’s burly figure loomed on the summit of
the high, rocky bluff. There was plenty of
cover for the hidden man, so long as the
searchers were at a little distance. But close
at hand they could not fail to spot him. Hard-
fist heard the tramping of Dan’s boots on the
rock, quartering the ground like a hunting
dog, searching. It was a matter of minutes
now To leap from the bluff into the Rojo
below and take his chance—such as it was—was
all that was left. But the Kid, gun in hand, was
watching the lower river—Hardfist knew that
now. He would be riddled with lead as he
went down.with the current,

Hardfist half-rose—and sank back again.
There was no chance—no chance. Doe had
saved him—Red had spared him—but in a few
moments more Dan’s gun would be blazing
death. )

Tramp,

came the heavy boots, past the
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Gibbering with
fear, Hardfist
Hall crouched
back in his
hiding place
among the
rocks while
Red stared grimly
down at him. One
shout from Red, and
the hunted marshal
would be in his
enemies’ hands—
but Hall's pleading
eyes brought a pang
to the cowboy’s
heart !

Looking
A second
more, and Dan would have seen Hardfist, and

crevice in which Hall lay crouclied.
up, he saw Dan’s brawny shoulder.

In

the gun would have been turned on him. 5
his

that second, Bill Hall gathered all
strength and made a desperate spring.

His grasp fastened on Dan Qak, even as Dan
saw-him. But he dragged down the gun-arm,
and the shot that was instantly fired missed
him and spattered on the bluff. Then, in Hard-
fists’s desperate grasp, Dan Oak was struggling,
the marshal’'s muscular grip pinning his gun-
arm down to his side.

A hiss of rage came through Dan’s shut
teeth. Big and strong as he was, he was not
so powerful as the six-foot marshal of Bull-
whacker. They struggled fiercely, staggering
to and fro, locked in a deadly grip, almost on
the verge of the bluff, where it dropped steep
as a wall to the foaming waters of the Rojo.

“Red!” yelled Dan,

Red came racing across the top of the bluff.
Hardfist felt rather than saw him coming.
Red’s outstretched hand was almost touching
him, as he rushed to the help of his comrade,
when Hardfist, with a last fierce effort, bore
Dan Qak backwards.

But Dan Qak’s grasp did not relax, and as
he fell, the marshal of Bullwhacker fell with
him. They reeled together on the edge of
the bluff, and Red gave a cry of horror, grasp-
ing at them too late. Still locked in a des-
perate grasp, Dan Oak and the marshal of
Bullwhacker pitched headlong over the rocky
verge into space.

“PDan!” shrieked Red. |

With a face white as chalk, he threw him-
self down on the edge of the bluff and stared
down at the river roaring twenty feet below.
He saw the two whirling figures, still savagely
grasping, strike the water where it boiled and
foa%md among the rocks at the foot of the
bluff.

“Dan!” shrieked Red again.

Round the base of the bluff the Rojo roared
with the force of a torrent. Dan and the
marshal plunged deep, disappearing from the
horrified eves of Red above.

Deep in the foaming waters the desperate
grasp was unloosed. Red saw the marshal
rise from the water, to be whirled away at
once by the rushing current. But where was
Dan?

Another head appearcd—a hand was flung
up. Dan Oak was swimming—or striving to
swim. But he had been less fortunate than
his enemy; his head had struck on a rock in
the river, and he was dazed, half-stunned.
Only for a moment Red glimpsed him, then he
was swept away after the marshal, whirling in
the rushing waters of the Rojo.

Red scrambled to his feet, to dash down
from the bluff and race along the bank in the
hope of yet helping his comrade. But he knew
that he could not help him; there was only one
hope—the Kid was watching the river below.

Kid Byrne was watching !

He was watching like a cat, gun in hand,
ready for the hunted man, whether he came
creeping among the rocks or desperately swim-
ming the Rojo. And it was in the viver that
he spotted him-——the dark, tanned face, the
black beard suddenly appearing in the shining,
rushing water, )

Grimly the Kid’s handsome face set, and his
gun came sharply up, his eye gleaming along
the barrel. Perhaps the glimmer of the
levelled gun in the sunshine caught Hardfist’s
‘eyes, for he ducked under, even as the Kid
pulled trigger, and the bullet splashed the
water over his head.

The Kid ran down to the bank,
ready for another shot as soon as the dark
head appeared—and Hardfist. Hall’s life could
have been counted in seconds. Then the Kid’s
startled eyes spotted another head in the water
—a head that dipped, and dipped again, as the
swimmer struggled in vain for [Lfe in the
rushing waters.

“Dan !” yelled the Kid.

He forgot Hardfist Hall. He jammed the
revolver into his holster and plunged head-
long into the Rojo. With powerful strokes he
drove out from the bank, excruing every ounce
of strength to reach the struggling form before
it was whirled past and out of his reach.

Dan, half-senseless, was still feebly strug-
gling when the Kid’s grasp fastened on him
and dragged him up. Holding him with one
hand, keeping his face above the water, the
Kid swam with the other. The river rushed
them on, the Kid striving to reach the bank.
But the fierce waters tugged, and he was
dragged on and on.

Twice he reached the rocky bank and
clutched, but his grasp was swept away again.
Then a third time he reached it, grasped des-
perately at a juttihg rock, and held. Where
was Red? He held on for his life, and Dan’s
life, and tried to shout, but only a husky gasp
came., The rushing water whirled and dragged
and tugged.

There was a shout on the rocky bank, a
clatter of running feet. .

Even as the Kid’'s grasp was slipping, Red
reached him, gripped him and dragged him up
the steep bank. At the very end of his tether
the Kid wrenched Dan from the hungry
waters, and sank down beside him on the
rocks. .

A mile away down the river, where it ran
between grassy banks on the plain, Hardfist
Hall dragged himself from the Rojo, and lay
exhausted in the grass for a long hcur before
he was able to gain his feet and stagger away.

ruthlessly

“Y guess it was my fault!” muttered Red.

Dan, sitting on a boulder, rubbed the bruise
on his head. The Kid was quietly cleaning his
six-gun. Red looked from one to the other.

“My fault I” he mumbled.

Dan grunted—the Kid smited.

“Aw, can it!” they said together.

By a cruel stroke of Fate the Gudlawed
Three have been robberd of victoru at the very
moment when it was within their grasp.
Marshal Hall is free to howund down his
vietims onece more—and now he has an
added reason for silenvine ‘heir wmouths for
ever, provided he can once ‘earn the sec:ret
of the gold mine i the Mesn Mouniains.
Does he succeed ?—foy the ansiver, read next
week’s great story!
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¢ OVER i” breathed Kid Byrne.
He caught Tom Redway by the arm
as he spoke, and dragged him back
" into the thickets. Dan Oak followed
immediately after.

In a spht second the three Rojo cowboys
were in cover amid the thick trees.

Through the wood ran the hoof-marked trail
which led from the cow town of Bullwhacker
to the Rio Rojo. It was the sound of a distant
hoofbeat that had caught Kid Byrne's quick
ear and given him the alarm. Neither Dan
nor Red had heard it, but they followed the
Kid’s lead without question.

“If that ain’t a rider coming up the trail,
I'll eat my stetson!” breathed the Kid.

Dan’s eyes glittered.

“Hardfist I” he muttered.

“Mehbe! Bat if it ain’t, I guess we don’t
want to show up. It ain’t healthy for outlaws
heve {*

The Kid spoke bitterly, for it was a bitter
fact that he and his pards were now hunted
outlaws, driven against the law by Hardfist
Hall, the scheming marshal of Bullwhacker.

The Outlawed Three listened intently as the
staccato beat of hoofs drew nearer on the
hard, sun-baked trail. A horseman was riding
swiftly from the direction of Bullwhacker.

From the open, sunlit plain the rider dashed
into the trail under the high, over-arching
boughs of great ceiba-trees, walled by tangled
thickets. And the three cowboys, peering from
cover, watched for him to ccme abreast of
where they stood, and Kid and Dan were
grasping their guns.

For if the rider was Hardfist Hall, he was
their game. The rascally marshal had made
them outlaws, and they would act as such when
it came to dealing with their enemy.

With a jingle of bridle and spurs, the horse-
man reined m his bronco almost opposite the
spot where the Rojo cowboys stood in cover.
But it was not Hardfist Hall, and Kid and Dan
relinquished their guns.

They were not hunting trouble with Jad
Jadson, and it was upon the scarred face of
the leader of the Jadson gang that they were
looking from the foliage. -

It was clear that the rustler had no suspicion
of their presénce. He leaped from the saddle
and backed his bronco into the thickets, hardly
a couple of yards from the hidden three. The
horse was quickly out of sight, tethered to a
branch, and then Jad stepped back into the
trail with a six-gun in his hand.

He stood looking back the way he had come—
his head bent to listen. There was a fierce,
savage grin on the scarred face.

I guess I'm getting him!” muttered the
bearded rustler.

Faintly from afar came the echo of a horse’s
hoofs. Another rider was coming up the
trail—not at a fierce gallop, as Jad had done,
but at an easy trot.

Jad’s sunken eyes glittered. He backed out
of the trail into cover, exactly as the Rojo
cowboys had done, and Red barely repressed
an exclamation as the lianas swayed over him,
stirred by the bulky form of the rustler. But
he was silent, and Dan and Kid were silent,
though if the rustler had looked round he must
have seen them now, for he was hardly six
feet from them.

But Jad did not look round. All his aiten-
tion was concentrated on the trail, his eyes
ﬁlittering over the gun that was half-raised,

is finger on the trigger.

Nearer came the sound of the troiting horse
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—of the rider who was coming te certain death,
for there was no doubt of Jad's intentions.
Who the second rider was the Rojo cowboys
could not tell.

Perhaps it was Hardfiss Hall, their enemy,

.the man who had driven them into outlawry.

Perhaps one of the Hall punchers riding home
to the ranch. Perhaps Doc Baker, on his
round, or perhaps some unsuspicious traveller
who packed a “roll.”

Jad was the most ruthless and merciless
ruffian in Arizona. He had killed more men
than he had fingers and toes. Shooting down
a man from cover was nothing to the scarred
outlaw. This victim would not be the first by
many a one!

Red’s plump face was full of appeal as he
locked at Kid Byrne.

But the Kid’s handsome face was hard. The
Rojo cowboys were outlaws themselves now,
and every man’s hand in Tontine County was
against them. What call had they to horn in?

They were hunted by the law, even as Jad
was hunted. Hardfist Hall had framed them.
and the law was on the side of the marshal of
Bullwhacker. It was not, the Kid thought
bitterly, for outlaws to chip in against an
‘outlaw.

Dan’s eyes sought his. Dan’s impulse, like
Red's, was to chip in and put paid to the
murderous ruffian watching the trail only a
few feet from them. But the Kid shoolk his
head. Let Jad get on with it. .

But as the trotting hoofs came closér, the
Kid’s expression changed.

The coming rider had entered . the wood.
They could not see him, but they could hear.
In a couple of minutes he would be riding un-
suspiciously past the spot where Jad crouched,
gun in hand, finger on trigger, murderous eyes
gleaming over the barrel. And it was borne in
on the Kid’s mind that he could not stand for
anything like that.

Qutlaw or not, he was still at heart the cow-
boy. who had worked on the Rojo Ranch with
old Sam Oak. And the thought of old Sam
came into his mind—old Sam, lying at death’s
door in Doc Baker's cabin at Parksville. He
knew that he conld not stand for this.

Dan gave a nod, and Red grinned faintly as
Kid Byrne silently drew the gun from the
holster at his belt. Silently, without even the
rustle of a leaf, the Kid aimed—not at Jad, for
shooting a mau in the back, even a human

wolf like Jad, was impossible to the Kid, but at
the gun in Jad’s hand.

_Over the head of the crouching rustler the
Kid aimed, and as a jingle of stirrups told
that the newcemer was close at hand, Kid
pulled trigger.

Jad Jadson gave a sudden leap as the gun
was smashed from his hand by the bullet, and
the roar of the Kid’s gun thundered behind
him. Utterly startled and unnerved, with the
blood spurting from his numbed hand, the
rustler rolled out headlong into the trail,
velling wildly.

ARDFIST HALL checked his bronco.
,his reins in his left hand, his right
whipping to his gun.

It was Bill Hall, marshal of Bull-
whacker, who was riding the trail. It was the
life of the bitter, relentless enemy of the Rojo
cowboys that the Kid had saved. :

Hardfist’s jaw shut hard under his black
beard, and his eves gleamed at the yelling
rustler who spraw'ed on the trail in front of
his horse.

What was happening, the marshal of Bull-
whacker hardly knew. The shot that roared
through the trees had not come from Jad—he
knew that much. Who had fired, and why, he
did not know: But he knew the scarred out-
law at a glance; he knew that there were
others in the trees, and he acted promptly.

Only for a second he checked his bronco,
then, gun i hand, he spurred and dashed on.
He fired at Jad, the hurried shot cutting a
strip of skin from the scarred face, then his
bronco was trampling over the sprawling
rustler, and he was past. He bent low in the
saddle as he rode, nothing doubting that the
rest of the Jadson gang were around, and thut
bullets were coming. '

At 2 mad hurst of speed he dashed down the
trail, leaving Jad sprawling behind, bruised,
battered, half-stunned by the crashing hoofs of
the bronco. .

So sudden and swift was his flight that the
Outlawed Three bad only a glimpse of him as
he flew past. But that glimpse was enough,
and the Kid gave a roar of rage:

“Hardfist . .

He leaped up into the trail, gun in hand. Up
went the gun, the Kid’s eyes flashing over it.
It roared, and roared again. The stetson spun
from Hard8st's head as he spurred madly to
escape.
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Bareheaded, he raced on, and the next
moment the trees gave him cover on the wind-
ing trail. But Bill Hall did not pause a second
—he dashed on at full speed for the open plain.

“Hardfist I repeated the Kid, with savage
rage. By the great horn spoon, he ain’t
getting clear!”

The Rojo cowboys had no horses. But Jad’s
horse was at hand. Taking no heed of the
rustler groaning in the grass, Kid Byrne
rushed for Jad’s tethered brone, and dragged
it loose. He leaped into the saddle, and
dashed up the trail in flierce pursuit of the
marshal of Bullwhacker,

“Kid !’ panted Red.

The Kid did not even hear him. He dis-
appeared at a mad gallop, and Dan and Red
followed on foot at a run.

Jad’s bronc was a good horse. Jad, the
cunningest horse-thief in Arizona, was always
well mounted. And the Kid got every ounce
of speed out of the animal. He dashed into the
open sunlight of the prairie, and sighted Hard-
fist Hall on the plam.

Barcheaded in the sun-glare, the marshal of
Bullwhacker was riding hard, heading for the
Hall Ranch. But the ranch lay ten miles
distant across the plain, and the Kid, with grit-
ting tecth, told himnself that he would get
Hardfist before he reached it.

Jad’s horse bounded under him, its flying
hoofs seeming scarcely to touch the ground.
Closer and closer the Kid drew to the hard-
riding marshal. Up went his gun, and a bullet
whizzed by a foot from the marshal of Bull-
whacker.

Bill Hall’s head turned, and as he saw that
there was only a single rider in pursuit, and
that that rider was Kid Byrne, Hardfist
checked his wild flight. He had reckoned that
the Jadson gang were gunning after him; but
%{ardﬁst was not the man to flee from a single
oe.

His eyes glittered fiercely as he wheeled his
foaming horse. Man to man, and gun to gun,
Hardfist feared no man that ever backed a
bronco.

Crack! roared the Kid's gun, as he came
galloping on  Hardfist's gun-arm was up; he
was pulling trigger when a ‘bullet scored
along his arm.

With a yell of agony the marshal of Bull-
whacker dropped his arm, the revolver falling
from his relaxed fingers into the grass.

The Kid's voice came down the wind in a
fierce yell :

“You doggoned lobo-wolf. I sure got you!
You're sure getting yours, Bill Hall I”

The marshal of Bullwhacker wheeled his
horse again and dashed on for the ranch. Fast
behind him rode the Kid, his gun half raised;
but he was not firing now.

Only one bullet remained in the weapon, and
the Kid was keeping it till he came close
enough for a sure shot—the shot that would
avenge old Sam Oak and blot out the bitter
cnemy of the Qutlawed Three.

He was gaining—madly as the marshal rode,
the Kid was gaining on him.

Over a fold of the prairie suddenly three
stetson hats came in sight, ahead of the gal-
loping marshal. A yell burst from Hardfist
Hall at the sight of three punchers from his
ranch.

The Kid gave a cry of rage.

His enemy was almost in his grasp. But they
were riding on Hall’'s land. From Bull-
whacker as far as the Rojo River the pastures
of the Hall Ranch extended. Every moment
Hardfist had hoped to sight some of his out-
fit, and his luck was in. He velled frantically
to the startled punchers as he dashed on
towards them.

They stared at him blankly for a second, and
then came spurring to mect him. Their guns
were out as they came.

The Kid checked his horse.
came to his cars:

“It’s Kid Byrne!
dollars if you get him

“You said it, boss!” yelled back Mustang
Dave, and he dashed on with the other two
punchers, riding right at the Kid

Crack! roared Kid Bryne’s gun—his last
shot. The bullet fanned Hardfist’s cheek as
he stared savagely back.

Crack, crack, crack! roared the guns in the

Hall’s fierce yell

Get him! Five hundred
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%‘}'_idp of the punchers, as they rode for the
N 1d.

He wheeled his bronc and dashed away.

But he did not head back to the wood. Dan
and Red were behind him, though left far out
of sight in the wild chase.

The Kid dashed away in another direction,
leading the pursuing punchers across the
prairie down the Rio Rojo.

It was well for him that Jad’'s horse was one
of the fastest broncos in Arizona, for the pur-
suers rode him hard, and whizzing bullets
narrowly missed the Kid as he galloped.

But he drew farther and farther ahead, and
disappeared at last from their sight on the
rolling prairie. The punchers, sweating and
weary, gave it up at last and rode back to the
ranch, to be greeted by a torrent of oaths from
the disappointed and enraged marshal of
Bullwhacker.

HE great cottonwood-tree, sixty feet

high, stood near the bank of the Rio

Rojo, in sight of the old rancho where

Sam Oak had lived. It stood alone, in

a fertile patch by the river, with no other
timber at hand.

The weary ruffian, who tramped, and limped,
and staggered under the blazing sun of
Arizona, gave a groan of relief as he tottered
at last into the shade of its wide-spreading
branches. .

Spent, exhausted, at the end. of his tether,
Jad Jadson sank down to rest in the ragged
bushes that grew round the tall cottonwood.

The leader of the Jadson gang was in hard
case. How he had dragged himsclf thus far
from the wood on the Bullwhacker trail he
hardly knew. He had lost his horse and his
gun, his right hand was gashed and stiff, he
was covered with bruises from the trampling
hoofs of Hardfist’s brone.

He expected to be hunted after Hardfist’s
escape, and his one thought was to get to the
hills, back to the hidden den of the Jadson
gang up in the mesa. But, exhausted now, he
could go no farther. Had an enemy sighted
him then, Jad Jadson, the most desperate gun-
man and rustler in Arizona, would have bcen
helpless to resist or to escape. .

But the prairie was lonely. He heard no
sound save the incessant buzzing of the flies in
the hot bushes. Like a log he ﬁw, waiting for
his strength to revive. Suddenly, after he had
lain long hours, the ruffian lifted his head, like
an alert wolf, and listened to a sound from the
prairie.

It was the sound of wheels on hard-baked
carth, and he knew that some vehicle was
coming up the trail that led to the ford of
the Rojo—midway between the lone cotton-
wood and old Sam Oak’s rancho. He sank
back again, with a groan and a curse.

Few vehicles drove on that hard, rough trail.
Most likely it was Doc Baker, of Parksville,
on his round—heading, perhaps, for the Hall
Ranch., Jad cared litfle who it was, so long as
no eye fell on him in his lair in the bushes.

The clatter of wheels came to a sudden stop.
Then Jad lifted his head again. Looking from
the bushes, he recognised Doc Baker’s buck-
board, and the red-shirted six-gun doctor, who
had stepped down. Jad shut his teeth hard.

Why had the doc stopped before reaching the
ford? Had he seen some sign that warned
him that a desperate man lay in cover in the
bushes by the tall cottonwood ?

Jad saw the doc tether his horse to a stump
by the trail. Then Doc Baker turned his back
on the buckboard and came across the rugged
plain, directly towards where the rustler lay.

Like a hunted wolf hunted to its lair, Jad
watched him. Unless the doc knew that he was
there, why was he coming? Yet he could read
n> sign of suspicion, of alertness, in the tanned
face under the stetson hat.

There was a rustling in the thorny bush at
a little distance from him. The doc was push-
ing through the massive trunk of the great
cottonwood-tree.

He passed, at the distance of a dozen feet,
the spot where Jad lay crouched; and it was
borne in on the rustler’s mind that Doc Baker
did not know, or suspect, that he was there
It was for some other reason, unconnected with
him, that the doc came.

Sure of that, but more than ever ouzzled and

mystified, Jad moved a little so that he could
watch the doc through the bushes.

Doc Baker had stopped close by the great
trunk. He had taken out a pocket-book, and
was scribbling with a pencil cn one of the
leaves. In deeper amazement, the rustler
watched.

Having scribbled a few lines, the doc tore
out the written leaf and folded it. He stepped
closer to the tree, and thrust the folded paper
into a crevice of the massive trunk.

That, it seemed, was all that the six-gun
doctor had come for. He turned away, tramped
back through the bushes, and strode towards
the buckboard tethered on the trail. From his
cover, Jad still watched with glittering eyes.
. He saw the doc cast the horse loose, jump
into the buckboard, and drive on down the
trail. A few minutes more and he was splash-
ing through the ford of the Rojo, and dis-
appeared from Jad’s eyes on the farther bank.

“Search me!” breathed Jad.

He knew what it meant now. The doc had
left a written message in the crevice in the
tree-trunk. For whom? Jad had no doubt of
the answer to that. Outlaws as they now were,
Doc Baker was still a friend of the Rojo cow-
boys. That hidden message was left for Dan
and Kid and Red—the rustler knew it.
 With the Outlawed Three, hunted and in
hiding, the doc could have no direct communi-
cation. But they would be anxious to have
news of old Sam, lying wounded almost to
death at Parksville, in the doctor’s care. Jad
reckoned that he could see it all.

He crept through the bushes to the cotton-
wood. :

With a snarling grin, he thrust his hand into
the crevice in the tree-trunk, groped for the
folded paper, and found it. ‘

He grinned as he read the hurriedly pencilled
scrawl. For it was as he had figured; a
message left by the doctor to be picked up by
the Rojo cowboys.

“Sam still weak, but going on well. He
will live.—Doc.”

“By the great horned toad!” breathed Jad.
He forgot that he was bruised and battered,
and could hardly drag one aching limb after
another. His eyes blazed over the pencilled
note; and he' grinned savagely as he put it
in _his belt. .

Sooner. or later—that very night perhaps—
the Rojo cowboys would come to look for a
message. They would not find a message—they
would find the Jadson gang—watching and
waiting, and they would come to their destruc-
tion. They should pay dearly for what had
happened that day in the wood on the Bull
whacker trail!

The rustler was still aching and weary; but
his rest under the cottonwood had restored
his strength a little. After scanning the plain
with watchful eyes, he left the spot at last and
tramped on towards the mesa.

He came at last into the great canyon of
the Rojo, where the river flowed between walls
of high rock. A little more, and he would be
safe—lost in the rocky wilderness of the mesa.
But even as he breathed more freely, with that
thought in his mind, there was a clatter. of
hoofs, and a bunch of horsemen rode out of a
gulch into the canyon.

They sighted Jad even as he sighted them.
Jake Sanders, the marshal’s man, rode at their
head—it was the marshal’s posse from Bull-
whacker.  Gun in hand, the riders swooped
down on the rustler—and cireled round him, as
he stood glaring with rage and despair.

“Hands up, you!” barked Sanders.

Slowly, his bearded, scarred face convulsed
with rage, the chief of the Jadson gang raised
his hands above his head. Armed, he would
have fought desperately for his life, even
against the odds—for he knew what to expect
when he was taken. His life was a dozen
times forfeit to the law he had defied for long
and desperate years. .

But half a dozen guns covered him, and he
surrendered without resistance. Jake dropped
from the saddle, and grasped his lasso.

“Jad Jadson, by the great horn spoon!”
chuckled Sanders. “I guess the marshal will
be hoppin’ glad to see you, Jad! Keep him
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covered, boys, while T fx him—and 81 him
with lead if he moves a finger.”

* Doggone you!” breathed Jad. “If T had
a gun—"

““Can it!” grinned the marshal’s man. “Wa
got you, Jad—we sure got you by the short
hairs! I guess we're toting you to Hardfist
at the ranch-—and you can baunk on it that
youw're going up on a rope, like Bull Jadson
when the marshal cinched him”

He knotted the rope round the rustler’s
brawny wrists. Jad was lifted to the broneo’s
back behind one of the punchers, and Jake kept
hold of the end of the rope.

With his chin sunk on his breast, his scarred
face haggard with despair, Jad Jadson rode, a
prisoner, in the midst of the marshal’s posse—
his black thoughts of vengeance on the Rojo
cowboys driven from his mind by the grim
knowledge of what was coming to him.

of his ranch, his right arm in a sling,
his black-bearded face
wolf's.

Hardly a man was left at the ranch--every
available puncher in the Hall ouifit had been
ordered to ride in the hunt for the Rojo cow-
boys. But long, long hours had passed, and the
marshal of Bullwhacker had little hope that
they would be successful. By that time the
Outlawed Three were probably safe in their
hide-out in the mesa; lying low till the hunt
died down.

Where that hide-out was, Hardfist had never
been able to discover. Again and again he
hud combed the mesa, without being able to
track them down. But failure after failure only
made the hard-fisted marshal more savagely
determined to cinch them, and wrest from them
the secret of the lost goldmine of the mesa,
which they had located before he had forced
them to turn outlaws.

Suddenly he gave a start, and drew a quick,
eager breath, as a bunch of horsemen came in
sight against the red of the sunset. It was
Jake Sanders’ bunch, and in their midst one
man was riding double—which meant that
they were bringing in_a prisoner.

A prisoner—Dan or Kid or Red?

Bill Hall breathed hard and deep. But as the
bunch came nearer, he discerned that the
prisoner was not one of the Outlawed Three—
not one of the Rojo cowboys—and the secreb
of the goldmine in the mesa was as far off as
ever.

But there came a grim satisfaction into the
marshal’s face, as he recognised Jad Jadson.
Tt was the chief of the Jadson gang—the rustler
who had waylaid him on the Bullwhacker trail
that morning.

Hardfst descended the steps of the veranda
to meet the horsemen as they rode clattering

HARDFIST HALL stood on the veranda

savage 2s a

up.

Jake Sanders grinned at him.

“We got him, marshal—wve got Jad! I
reckon he lost his cayuse and his gun, and we
got him, hoofing it in the mesa—and rounded
him up as easy as a runaway cow! I'll tell a
man!”

Hardfist smiled grimly.

¢ Put that rope over a branch!” he snapped.

The riders dismounted, and Jad was dragged
down. -His sunken eyes glared hate at the
marshal of Bullwhacker. A lasso was thrown
over the branch of a tree that stood by the
ranch-house. Jad Jadson was led under 1t, and
the loop passed round his neck.

Jake Sanders fastened the end of the rope
to his saddle. It needed only a touch of the
spur on his bronco’s flank to drag the burly
outlaw up on the rope. He waited for the
marshal’s order. :

Hardfst’s face was grim and merciless. He
stood for the law, as town-marshal of Bull-
whacker—and Jad was the most desperate law-
breaker and killer in Arizona. Bill Hall, when
it suited him, had little enough regard for the
law for which he stood. But he was going to
execute it now with pitiless rigour.

Jad licked his dry lips.

The shadow of grim death was on him; but
he was cool. He reckoned that he had a
chance yet. Hardfist wanted him-—but he
wanted the Rojo- cowboys siill more! And
Jad remembered the doc’s paper in his bels.

At the very moment that the hidden gunman prepared to shoot down the horseman he had
ambushed, the roar of Kid’s gun thundered behind him, and, with his weapon flying from
his hand, the rustier rolled out of his hiding-place into the trail, yelling wildly.

That penciiled scrawl might yet stand between
him and the fate he merited.

“(o slow, marshall” said Jad coolly.
“You got me—but I reckon you'd rather see
Kid Byrne standing under this branch.”

His eyes were keenly on the marshal’s face.
It was his last chance of life, and he was not
sure of it. But he was cool, with a desperate
coolness. And his heart beat as IHall, about
to raise his hand as a signal to Sanders,
Jowered it again.

“Kid Byrne!” repcated Hardfist.

“SBure 1”?

Hall’s eyes glinted at him.

“You're lying—lying to save your neck, you
doggoned horse-thief.  You can’t hand over
the Kid!”

“Guess again, marshal! Dm telling you, I
can put you wise how to lay your hands on the
three of them. I reckon you can cinch them
this very night, if you want.”

“You got a line on their hide-out in_ the
mesa ?” Hall’'s look and tone were grimly
doubtful.

Jad shook his head. .

“Nope! I guess when they're in the mesa,
they hide in a hole, and pull it in after them!
But I'm telling you, one of them, at least,
will come down from the mesa to-night, and
1’1l say he would have found me watching for
him, if your bunch hadn’t roped me in.”

Hardfist Hall looked at him searchingly.
Then he made a sign to his men to stand back
out of hearing.

“Now put it plain, Jad!” he snapped. *'If
I get Kid Byrne, you save your neck. I guess
’d let all the rustlers in Arizona run loose
to get a cinch on the Rojo cowboys. You
know that Bill Hall’s a man of his word! Put
your cards on the table.”

“There’s a paper in my holster !” said Jad.
“1 guess yowll know Doc Baker’s fist when
you see it.”

Hali stared at him blankly for a second.
Then he dipped into the pistol-holster at the
outlaw’s belt. He drew out the folded paper,
unfolded it, and read it. Hurriedly as the
six-gun doctor had seribbled it, Hardfist kiew
the hand. ’

““Where’d you get this?” he snapped.

Jad ‘told him,

Hardfist Hall stood silent fro a long minute,
thinking hard. Jad watched him. He could
read the savage, triumphant thoughts in the
marshal’s mind; and he knew that he had
bought bis life by betraying the Outlawed
Three to their bitter enemy. )

The marshal of Bullwhacker spoke at last
in a low voice.

“You cinch it, -Jad! I guess I got to kecp
vou parked; but I'll sure see that you rustle
a-cayuse hefore dawn and make your getaway !
Yowve bought it.”

He turned to his men.

“VYou, Sanders, pack that rustler in a

zhed and bar the door on him!”

Wondering, the roughnecks led Jad Jadson
away. Hardfist Hall went back to his veranda.
He stood there, staring into the deepening sun-
set towards the Rio Rojo. It would be dark in
an hour, and then the ambush would be laid.

Under cover of dark, the Rojo cowboys, or

“one of them, at least, would come to the lone

cottonwood for the doctor’s message. Once
in his grip, they would speak—he would krow
how to make them speak.

The secret of the Jost gold-mine was in his
grasp ab last|

[ AIT here!” said the Kid briefly.

On the rocky bank of the Rojo,
where it tumbled down from the
mesa, the darkness was thick,

broken only by a pale gleam from the stars.
It was nearly midnight; and for a long hour
the Rojo cowboys had waited there, watching
and listening.

In the distance, black against the stars, the
mighty mass of the tall cottomwood barred
the sky.

Leaving his comrades in the rocks by the
river, the Kid stepped softly into the dark
and disappeared from their eyes. )

The dry bushes rustled round him as he
trod- by the great tree. The Kid stopped for
a moment, his heart beating. It seemed io
him, for one auxious second, that the rustle
had not been made entirely by his own move-
ments—that something had stirred in tle
darkness.

Tt was a rustle that came o him-—a rustio
made by mo movement of his—and the Kid,
i & flash, knew that he was not alone. Iis
hand shot to his gun.

Hvyen as he gripped it, outstretched lands
iouched him in the darkness.

He struggled madly, but now he was down—
down on his back, with burly 1‘oughnec‘ks
piling on him. Once m.r: ko fired, then the
revolver was wrenched from him, and Kid
Byrne lay helpless in grasping hands.  Stili
foebly resisting, he felt a rope passed round
him and knotted.

The Kid was dragged away. C
on tho trail, horses were waiting. The Kid
was flung acress a bronco. He heard the
hard, jecring laugh of Havdfist Hall as_he
was led away in the midst of a trampling
bunch of horsemen.

At a distance

The Kid in Marshar Hall’'s power, gone
jar from the help of his comrades ! Bul Dan
and Red, waiting for their comrade’s return,
have heard the souud of shooting as Kid was
captured, and next weel: they male a des-
perate bid to rescue B !
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() ALT !” rapped Hardfist Hall, marshal
of Bullwhacker.
Kid Byrne was glad to hear the
word. Thrown across a horse, tied
there with a lariat, the Kid ached in every
limb, as he rocked and swung to the bronco’s
gallop.

Round him, under the midnight stars, rode
Hardfist and his mep—dim shapes in the
gloom. There were six of them—and thefe
had been more when they had seized Kid
Byrne under the cottonwood-tree by the banle
of the Rio Rojo. It was a grim satisfaction
to the Kid to know that his gun had claimed
one, at least, in that last desperate fight under
the dark branches.

But they had him—they had him fast—
bound to the back of the bronco, and the Kid
reckoned that his jig was up. And he was
glad that they had caught him alone—that
Dan Oak and Tom Redway, waiting for him
in the rocks by the river, had escaped that
deadly ambush which Hardfist had prepared
for the Outlawed Three.

Outlaws the Kid, Dan, and Red certainly
were—not of their own free will, but driven
to it by the scheming marshal.

Hardfist was their enemy. Knowing that
the three cowboys had discovered a gold-mine
somewhere on old Sam Oak’s land, he had
tried, to learn its secret.

So far, the location of the mine was still a
secret. But now the Kid was a prisoner; and
why Hardfist had captured him the Rojo
cowboy had no doubts.

The bunch of horsemen clattered to a halt.
Kid Bryne lifted his head and peered round
him. The halt was welcome, but it surprised
him. He had figured that Hardfist was head-
ing for the cow town of Bullwhacker, to lodge
him in the calaboose there, or else for the
Hall Ranch. But they were nowhere near the
cow town; they were still far from the ranch.
The dusky prairie surrounded them, stretch-
ing silent and lonely.

“Say, boss, ain’t you getting the guy to the
calaboose at Bullwhacker?” asked Jake
Sanders.

“Nope !” rapped Hall. He pulled his horse
from the trail, into a bridle-track on the open
prairie His reins were in his left hand; his
right arm was in a sling. That arm had been
deeply scored by a bullet, and the marshal of
Bullwhacker could not use it. “You, Sanders,
follow me and lead that guy’s cayuse. The
rest of you hit the ranch.”

The Kid saw the roughnecks exchange sur-
prised looks. But they obeyed the marshal’s
order without a word. The outfit clattered on
again, disappearing in the direction of the
distant ranch.

Hardfist Hall rode by the bridle track,
cutting off at right angles from the regular
trail. _Jake Sanders followed him, leading the
bronco to which the Kid was bound. Hardfist
rode in silence, at an easy trot, and the Kid
wondered. Muttered ejaculations from Jake
told that the marshal’s man was wondering,

00.
Half a mile off the trail they came to a
stockman’s hut—dark and deserted. It was
only occupied when a herd was feeding on
the Rojo range: and at present that range
was vacant. Why Hardfist had made for
this deserted shack on the prairie was a
mystery to the Kid. But he knew that it
meant no good to him.
Hardfist Hall swung
hitched his horse.

bimself down and
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“Light down, you Sanders, and get that guy
inside !” he rapped.

Jake dismounted and unloosed the rope that
fastened the Kid to the bronco’s back.

Kid Byrne slid to the ground, where he lay
helpless in the grass. His hands and ankles
were tightly bound, and he could not stir
a limb. Jake Sanders lifted him in his
brawny arms and swung him towards the
shack. Hardfist flung open the door. The
Kid hcard a match scratch, and there was
a flicker of candle-light. Jake dragged him
in after the marshal and pitched him down on
the pine-plank floor.

The Kid glanced round him in the flicker-
ing candle-light.

Tt was the usual stockman’s hut on a cattle
range—a single room, with a wooden bunk,
a rough table and bench, a stove, with an
iron chimney-pipe passing through the slanting
roof, and a kerosene lamp clamped on the
wall. The candle that Hall had lighted
spluttered on the table.

In one corner of the hut stood a drum of
kerosene, for feeding the lamp. An old
buffalo-robe lay on the bunk, but there was no
other bedding. The cupboard, with its front
of perforated zinc, was empty; the embers in
the rusty stove dead and cold. It was weeks
since there had been cattle on that range,
and the stockman’s hut had long been un-
occupied.

Hardfist’s black-bearded face, in the glimmer
of the candle, was dark and grim.. What was
it that the hard-fisted marshal of Bullwhacker
intended ? Why had the prisoner been brought
to that lonely lut, lost in the boundless

prairie?

The Kid, as he lay on the muddy planks
of the floor, wrenched with fierce strength
at his bonds. But there was nothing to it
He had been too securely tied to have a
chance.

Jake Sanders stood looking at his master.
Ruffian and roughneck as he was, the expres-
sion of Hardfist’s grim face seemed to make
him a little uneasy. Like the Kid, he was
wondering what was to come.

Hardfist gave him a glance.

“J] guess you can beat it!” he snapped.

“You stopping, marshal?” asked the won-
dering Jake.

“Quit chewing the rag, and beat it! You
can wait for me at the fork of the trail.”

Jake asked no more questions. He gave the

BETBAV HiS PALS, OR BE BURNED TO DEATH—WHAT IS KID BYRNE'S ANSWER?

Kid a look—and it seemed to Kid Byrne that
there was a glimpse of compassion in it. He
tramped out of the stockman's hut, and the
Kid heard him mount and ride away.

Not till the last sound of Jake's horse had
died away did the marshal of Bullwhacker
move, Then he closed the door and dropped
the pine bars into place in the sockets. Under
his knitted brows-his eyes glinted down at the
bound Kid. The cowboy’s eyes met them
unflinchingly. The marshal’s voice came in
low, tense tones. .

“I got you cinched, Kid Byrne! I'll say
your side-kickers can’t help you now. I’ll
get them, too. I guess I'll find your hide-out
up in the mesa, 1f I have to comb the hills
with a small comb! But they’ll keep !”

Kid made no answer. Evidently, the marshal
did not know ‘that Dan and Red had been
anywhere near at hand when he got the Kid
under the cottonwood by the river. And the
Kid did not intend to put him wise.

“They’ll keep!” repeated Hardfist. “But
I got you, Kid Byrne, and one of your bunch
is enough for what I want. You're an out-
law, and I guess I could string you up, and
no dquestions asked. And there’s only one
reason why you ain’t swinging on a branch
now—and I guess you're wise to it! VYou're
going to tell me where to lay my hands on
the lost mine of the mesa—and you're going
to tell me quick!”

He lay bound and helpless at the
marshal’'s feet—at the mercy of his
enemy, in whose heart there was no

more mercy than in that of a wolf on the prowl
for prey. But his courage did not falter;
and his look was cool, contemptuous. Hard-
fist Hall waited for him to speak; but only
;;I}e Kid’s steady, scornful stare answered
im.

“Lissen, you!” There was deep menace in
the marshal’s voice. “I been after the mine
for years. I always allowed that old Sam
Oak was right, and that there was gold on
his land—the mine that his father lost forty
vears ago. You found it. I saw a nugget
in your fist. I reckon if old Sam had sold
out, like I wanted, it would have saved
him a heap of trouble.”

“You doggoned lobo-wolf!” The Kid
broke his silence. “Old Sam’s lying close

KID BYRNE did not speak.
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to death at Doc Baker’s, at Parksville, and
you was the murdering hound that shot him
up in the dark. And Dan and Red~and me
are outlaws, because you framed us on the
charge of shooting the old man that we'd
have died for! Get on with it, you red-
handed thief! You won’t get a word from
me about the mine 1”

Hardfist nodded, as if that was the answer
he had expected.

“That’'s how I fgured it out,” he said.
“You'd sure go up on a rope, and take your
secret across the Jordan with you.”

“Surest thing you know,” said the Xid
disdainfully.

“It ain’t a rope you got to watch oub
for, Kid Byrne. If I was aiming to string
you up, I guess the cottonwood where I
cinched you would have come in for that.
You're here, and I guess nobody will ask
what happened to an outlaw in. this lone
shack. You got it coming to you hard, Kid,
if you. don’t spill the beans.”

“You sure do chew the rag a whole lot,
Hardfist,” drawled the Kid. “T'm telling
you that it won’t buy you anything.”’

Hardfist stood locking down on him in
grim silence for a long minute. Blacker
and grimmer grew his hard face. And the
Kid wondered what was coming to hima. The
outfit were back at the ranch by that time.
Jake Sanders, waiting at the fork on the
trail, was a good half-mile away. There
were no eyes to see what happened at the
lonely stockman’s hut; no ears to hear. With
all his courage and nerve the Kid’s heart
beat harder.

Hardfist turned away from him without
another word. He stepped to the corner
where the drum of kerosene stood.

Kit watched him as he rolled it into the
middle of the hut with his left hand, and
wrenched out the bung. He tilted the drum,
and the kerosene, glimmering in the candle-
flicker, gushed out in a stream.

It streamed over the plank flooring; it
splashed on the wooden walls. The reek of
it filled the hut, and stung the Kid’s nostrils.
His face whitened under its tan. Was. that
what the marshal of Bullwhacker meant?
Couéd it be that? The Kid shut his teeth
hard.

The drum was emptied. The marshal lifted
tha sputtering candle from the table, and
Kid’s heart missed a beat. The candle,
dropped into the drenching keroseme, would
have-set the hut in a roar of flame.

Stooping, Hardfist plugged the candle in
a crevice of the plank floor. Its spluttering
wick burned a few inches over the glimmer-
ing kerosene. When it burned down——

In the dancing shadows the grim, black-
bearded face loomed grim, hard, merciless.

“1 guess youw'll talk now, Kid Byne!”

The Kid’s teeth were shut.

“That candle may burn ten minutes yet,”
said Hardfist, in low tones. ‘““When it burns
down to the kerosene, I guess you know what
pext. You putting me wise to the mine in
the mesa?”’

“You pesky polecat!” said the Kid
huskily. “Not a wordl You shotup old
Sam Qak to get your claws on the mine; but
you’ll never get them there through me. Dan
and Red’ll get you yet!”

“1 guess your side-kickers won’t ever
know what happened tao you, Kid Byrne., If
they’re waiting at your hide-out in the mesa,
I guess they'll walt long to get news of
you. f a stockman’s hut gets burned out
on a lonely range, who's going to ask ques-
tions about it?”  Hardfist gave a grim,
harsh laugh, “If questions was asked,
guess I got an answer—you got loose, Kid
Byrne, and knocked over the lamp in a
struggle. And me, with one arm lame—how
was I to help you?” He laughed again.

“VYou got it all cut and dried, you
coyote I’ muttered the Kid. *“But it won’s
buy you a thing.”

Hardfist leaned over him. Slowly—for he
could use only his left hand—he fastened the
Kid’s feet with a length of rope to the heavy
pinewcod bench. If the Kid had thought of
rolling over to the candle and extinguishing
it with his weight, he had to forget it now,

The bench was too heavy for him to drag;
and Hardfist knotted the rope securely.

“(Guess againl”’ came the menacing voice.
“T'm leaving you to it; but I'll stop around
for a call. Make up your mind to it, and
give me a call before it’s too late, or take
what’s coming to you.”

“You won’t hear me call none, you dog-
goned thief and murderer!” said the XKid,
between set lips.

Hardfist stepped to the door and unbarred
it. He threw it open and stood there against
the blackness of the night, his eyes fixed om
the Kid. ’ )

“Guess again!” he repeated. “Put me
wise to the mine in the mesa, and you can
mount and ride—join up with your side-

kickers, and ride out of Arizona and save
your necks: Keep your secret, and I guess
I'll get Dan Oak and Tom Redway, soon or
late, and twist it out of them. You got your
choice.”

He waited a long moment for an answer;
He stepped out inte

but mo answer eame.

Dropping into place the lock-bar that fastened

the deor, Hardfist Hall turned with a scowl

to his bound captive. * Now!” he snarled.

% You're going to tell ms where to lay my hands

on the lost mine of the mesa—and you’re going

to tell me quick! 1 know how to make you
talk, Kid Byrne !

the dark, and drew the door shut after him.
Kid Byrne was left alone. .

Alone, in the flicker of the candle, glimmer-
ing on the drenching kerosene. His eyes
fixed on it, watching it burn down. .

Slowly—but swiftly, to the Kid’s watching
eyes—it burned. It was a matter of minutes
before it reached the kerosene, then——

Then the hut would flare up in a blaze of
flames, with the Kid, bound and helpless,
in the midst of it.

Was it only a threat to break his nerve,
and force from his lips the secret of the lost
mine? The Kid knew that it was not.
Unless he called to Hardfist Hall, waiting
in the darkness by the hut, the candle-flame
would reach the kerosene, and the lonely hut
would go up in flames.

But the Kid did not call. The sweat
started out on his forehead in great drops;
but his teeth were clamped shut.

He watched the consuming candle, burning
lower and closer to the kerosene—and the
sands of the Kid’s life were running out as
he watched |

6 HEY got him!” muttered Red His
voice shook, and his plump face was
pale.

. Dan Oak, silent, stood under the
shadowy branches of the great cottonwood
by th: Rojo, his rugged brows knitted, his
teeth tight.

Hoofbeats had died away across the rivery

the Kid was gone with his captors, and a

dead. man that lay in the black shadow of

the tree remained to show that he had fought
hard to the finish—his lead had not all been

wasted. .

They had heard the firing—Dan and Red—
but they had reached the spot too late to help
the Kid.. They were on foot, and the cap-
tured Kid had gone with mounted men.

. Dan clenched his hands till the nails dug

into the palms.

“It’l be Hardfist’s bunch,” he muttered
at length., *‘They couldn’t have knowed the
Kid was here. Hardfist ain’t wise to it that
Doc Baker leaves a message for us, about
old Sam, hid in the tree. They was hunting
us, and jest happened on Kid. They’ll be
making for Bullwhacker, or the ranch. We
got to hoof it, Red.”’

He tramped down to the ford of the Rojo,
Red at his heels. To overtake mounted men
was impossible; but to follow was possible.
To save the Kid, or to die with him, that
was possible.

In silence they splashed through the ford
and tramped the trail on the farther side
—on Bill Hall's wide-stretching ranch lands.
Red’s face was pale and strained; his heart
ached with fear for the Kid. Big Dan Oak
shared his feelings, but his rugged, tanned
face told little,

Swiftly they swung along the well-marked
trail that led from the ford. The Hall Ranch
lay half-way to the cow town, and Dan did
not reckon on halting till the ranch was
sighted. But coming up toc the fork in the
trail where the bridle-track branched off,
Dan suddenly halied, grasped Red's arm,
and drew him to a stop.

Red did not speak; he understood that
caution was needed. But he looked up inquir-

ingly at Dan’s face, dim in the gloom. Dan
lifted bhis hand and pointed.
Red peered through the dusk. He started

at the sight of the dark figure of a horseman.

Dan’s hand was on his gun, but he did not
draw it. There was—for the moment, at least
—mno danger. The horseman sat motionless in
the saddle, facing the bridle-track that led
across the prairie.

The two boys, silent, in the shadow of the
clump of post-oaks, watched him.

And as they watched, in spite of the dark-
ness, they made him out at last, and knew that
he was the marshal’s man, Jake Sanders. Dan
had had no doubt that it was Hardfist’s outfit
that had got the Kid, and the sight of Jake
Sédrgders on the trail was as good as proof
of 1it.

But what did his presence there mean? Why
was he halted, sitting like a statue in the
saddle, straining his eyes through the dark
towards the distant stockman’s hut, which Dan
knew to be situated half a mile away, beyond
range of vision? Where were the rest of the
bunch? Where was Hardfist? Where was Kid
Byrne?

Dan put his lips close to Red’s ear and
whispered :

“We got to get him! It's Jake, Hardfist’s
side-kicker ! I don’t rightly get this. I reckon
the outfit’s hit the ranch afore this; but that
hombre’s waiting for some guy—waiting and
watching. I dorn’t rightly get it, but that bull-
whacker is going to tell us why they done with
Kid ?

Red nodded.

“You don’t want to bura powder,” he
breathed. *Mebbe the bunch ain’t far off.”

“I gin’t aiming to burn powder. Stick in

cover, Red, and don’t make a sound. I'll say
this is my game.” .

He glided away, without apother word.
Red, standing under the post-oaks, his heart

throbbing, watched him till he vanished in the

dark.
Big and biawny as Dan Cak was, he was as

wary as a cougar ca the irail; no sound came
mHE PILCT No. 11—14/12/35.
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from him as he crept low in the dusky grass.
the horseman still sat at the fork of the trail,
motionless.

No sound—till a dark shadow rose beside
the horseman in the dark, and Jake Sanders
gave a sudden convulsive start as the muzzle
of a gun jabbed his ribs. Then Dan’s voice
came, low:

“Grab the air, you galoot!
or you get yours!”

For a split second Jake sat without move-
ment, too astonished to move. Then his hands
went up over his stetson.

With a shiver running through his burly
body, he looked down at Dan. ¥e had a
glimpse of a rugged, set face, of glinting eyes.
He vead death in their glint if he stirred. IHe
sat tight.

“Red !”

It was only a whisper, but it reached the
youngest of the Rojo cowboys, waiting by the
post-oaks. A few seconds, and Red was at
Dan’s side. A breathless mutter came from
the marshal’s man.

“You 'uns! I reckoned you was hiding ap
in the mesa.”

“Can it I” snarled Dan. “You, Red, cinch
that guy’s hardware—pronto !”

Red drew the gun from Jake’s holster. In
Red’s hand, it covered the marshal’s man.

“Light down!” Dan’s voice came low and
curt. “Keep your bully-beef trap clamped,
Jake! T guess I don’t want any of your side-
kickers around! Get off’n that cayuse, dog-
gone you !”

Jake Sanders slid from the saddle. He stood
heside the horse, a tinge of pallor in his
tanned cheeks. Fe was in desperate hands,
and he knew it.

Time had been when the Rojo cowboys had
stood for the law, as peaceable and law-
abiding as any guys in Arizona. But the
marshal of Bullwhacker had framed them and
driven them into outlawry, and they were as
ready to burn powder, in self-defence or in
defence of one another, as the most desperate
rustler of the sierra. Jake Sanders knew that
his life hung on a thread—and a slender
thread.

“Hardfist’'s got Kid?” muttered Dan, his
eves gleaming.

“Sure !” breathed Jake.

“Where’s his bunch?”

“(ione on to the ranch!”

«“And Kid?” Dan watched the marshal's
man like a wolf. “I don’t get this, but I'm
sure goin’ to get it! Why was you left here?
What they done with Kid? By the great horn
spoon, if Kid’s got his, you get yours, Jake
Sanders, and the marshal next! Spill if, you
piecan—spill it afore T fill you up with lead!
What's Hardfist done with Kid?”

His voice came, hoarse with anxiety and
ferocity.

Jake panted.

“1'd no hand in it, feller!” he muftered.
« Hardfist’s got the Kid at the stockman’s hut,
but T'll tell a man I don’t know what his
game is!”

Red gave a choked cry. The outfit sent on
to the ranch; Jake left to wait at the fork;
the marshal alone with the Kid at that lonely
but—what did it mean? What devil's work
was going on at that lonely hut on the Rojo
range? Red caught at Dan Oak’s arm.

«“Dan, what'll be coming to the Kid, alone
with Hardfist there?”

As if in answer to Red, there came from the
south a sudden flash of flaming light. Dan
gave a yell.

“Fire—fre at the hut! The Xid ?

Red, heedless of the marshal’s man, started
running by the bridle-track, heading for the
hut. .But Dan was not forgetful of him. He
had no time to lose on Jake; but he had to
leave him safe, although he could not shoot
down an unarmed man. He swung up the
heavy revolver and brought it down heavily.
Jake Sanders dropped senseless into the grass.

Dan gave him not a glance after he fell.
He grasped at the bronco and flung himself
into ‘the saddle. He drove the animal to a
furious gallop towards that dancing flare that
lighted the midnight sky, passing Red on the
prairie.

“T'H ride ahead to try to save the Kid!”
he yelled. “You follow on !
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Grab it quick,

ARDFIST HALL waited.
The marshal of Bullwhacker stood

in the darkness by the fence of the

corral attached to the stockman’s hut.
He leaned on the rough pine poles of the fence,
listening.

From where he stood, the marshal saw the
little window of the hut, glimmering faintly
with candlelight. Would the call come?
Would the Kid surrender?

Hardfist reckoned that he would—that the
secret of the lost mine in the mesa was as good
as his. Surely he would call when the gutter-
ing candle burned low to the floor. :

But no call came!

The marshal stirred at last. He stepped to
the little window and peered in. In the dim
glimmer of the candle he could see the Kid—

his
shoulder, Dan stumbled through the searing

Carrying his helpless comrade over
flames and smoke towards the door. Choked,
blinded, tortured, he struggled on, determined
to save his pard from the death-trap their

enemy had set!

stretched in his bonds, unable to stir—his face,
white as wax, but set and resolute.

Kid did not see the black-bearded face that
looked in at the window; his gaze was fixed,
never wavering, on the flame that was creep-
ing down to the kerosene. There remained less
than an inch to burn, and it burned steadily
down.

If there was a stirring of compunction in
the marshal’s hard heart, his face did not show
it as he starved in. Silently, grimly, he looked
in on the doomed Kid, and then stepped back
from the window and resumed his former
place, leaning on the corral fence.

The Kid would call surrender; his life was
worth more than old Sam’s mine. Surely he
would talk turkey, with terrible death creeping
on him, now so close?

Hall set his teeth under his black beard.
If Kid:Byrne did not, let him take what was
coming to him!

Shadows wavered and danced in the hut as
the candle burned lower and guttered. Still
no sound from the Kid. Hardfist wiped a
bead of sweat from his dark brow.

His eyes, fixed on the window, were sud-
denly dazzled by a gleaming of bright light.
He spat out a curse. If he repented now, if
compunction came, it came too late. For the
death-watch was at its terrible end—the candle-
flame had burned down to the lerosene, and
the inflammable oil had caught.

Up from the window shot a sheet of flame.

It died down, and shot up again! There came
a roar of fire—a crackling of wood. But there
came no cry from the bound Kid.

Lonely as the prairie was, it seemed to Hard-
fist that the leaping flame must be seen from
his ranch, from the town of Bullwhacker. And
it was only the beginning. In a few minutes
more, the whole building would be roaring in
conflagration.

But he knew it was only the fancy of fear;
there were no eyes to see. Jake, from the fork
of the trail, would catch the flare; but Jake
was & sure man. Jake’s jaw would be clamped
on the happenings of that night. But the
marshal gave a start as he heard the sound of
galloping hoofs coming across the prairie from
the trail. Dim in the stars a horseman loomed,
and the marshal of Bullwacker snarled a curse.
He shouted savagely to the coming rider:

“Beat it, you! Beat it, Jake, you geck! I
guess I ordered you to wait at the fork, you
doggoned piecan! What you doing here?”’

He did not doubt for a moment that it was
Jake, riding up to the hut because the flare
had caught his eyes. But the next moment he
knew it was not Jake.

From the horseman came a flash and a
report, and a bullet struck the corral fence a
foot from the marshal of Bullwhacker. In the
darkness there, and-the shadow of the fence,
he could not be scen; but his voice had guided
the shot. He gave a yell as the bullet spat-
tered on the pinewood.

Crack! Crack! came the roar of the gun
again, and twice a bullet grazed him in the
dark. Without checking the speed of his horse,
the rider fired fast, Hardfist grasped his gun
with his left hand, amazed, alarmed, not
understanding. It was not Jake; it could not
be his own man firing on him as he galloped
up. Then who was it? ’

A fare of flame momentarily lighted a
rugged, fierce face, and the marshal knew Dan
QOak. He threw lead as he saw him, but his
left hand was uncertain, and the rider’s
motions rapid; the bullet missed by yards.
Crack ! came the roar of Dan’s gun again, and
the stetson spun on Bill Hall’s head.

The marshal of Bullwacker gritted his teeth.
Dan Oak, whom he had believed miles away
in the hide-out up in the mesa! Dan Oak on
Jake’s horse. He could see that it was Jake’s
brone in the flare of light, Dan Oak, mad with
rage, shooting to kill!

Crack! roared the gun again, and the
marshal felt the blood running down his face
as a strip of skin was torn away.

Only the darkness saved him from being
riddled with lead, and the flare from the hut
was dispelling the darkness. To get to the
horse was impossible—he would be seen and
shot down. Gritting his teeth with fury, the
marshal of Bullwhacker stumbled away on the
dark prairie, while Dan Oak, thinkmg only
of his pard now, dashed up to the burning hut
and threw himself from the horse.

“Kid 17

Dan dragged open the door. A voice was
calling through the smoke—the voice of Kid
Byrne.

Dan groped and struggled, blinded by smoke,
licked by tongues of flame. Where was his
comrade? He stumbled over a figure on the
floor.

“Kid!” ‘

He groped—he dragged. There was yet time
—time to save his comrade. But he dragged in
vain. The Kid was tied—tied fast!

Dan's groping hand felt a rope. His knife
in his other hand now, he sawed through the
rope—and it parted.

Tlame was running along the floor in streaks,
following the streams of the spilt kerosene—the
wood was catching all round him. But he
lifted the bound Xid in his sinewy arms, and
stumbled for the door.

How he reached it he never knew. Smoke
thickened round him; tongues of flame licked
at  him. Choked, blinded, tortured, he
stumbled on—stumbled into the air—into the
wind of the prairie. )

With his last ounce of strength, he tottered
beyond the reach of the licking Hames, stumbled
in damp, cool grass, and let the Kid fall. From
somewhere, shots were ringing; but he did not
hear or heed. Utterly spent, he sank in the

(Continued on page 308.}
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“Tuclk in, you ¥y oung fodls 1™ he grated
harshly, “And  don’t  eal® too qulck] ¥.
H m—"

He broke off and wiped hh cye with tho
caff of his sleeve, for the sight<of that hungry,

ravenous crowd sampling their first meal for -

da\: was too much for him.

Just o single glistening fear trickled down
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nothing would ever shake. R
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And that was how the governor cf Borsted
crawled oui. of his diffieulty. That was how-
the great vebellion at Bmsted cended. .

“Chicf Warder Samson,” called -out the

governor, when  the boys had been dismissed,
t1 am not satisfied with yoar scrvices at thlS
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carliest possible date.”’
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Samsen  “ With all due respect, I should like
to say that I have .alrcady applied to the
governing board ' to transfer me to another
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sdmehow dow's agree.” You will excuse wuie,
Sir——

Hc saluted stifly, wheeled like the yvell-.
rained Arpiy’ man he'was, arfd: shodc oﬁ

infirmary. L
oy yenmg ho saf by
‘staring. with . fixed

186,
stricken face of the one boy
"t Borsted he 19&113 cared. somthing about »

the bcdslde of, No.
gazo at the palc

© S You're out” of placo here, No, 166,”
. mumnned softly - “You never did -’ ﬁt in
“awith tliese othcl young . scallawagq And‘

Fhatever you've done I.will say you've got:

40 spoak a thovght that had haunted him’
+dong time—*1 wish I had a kid half as good—
oy’ half as bad, come to that—as youw!” - . .
Tt was . gething close ‘on prayer-time whon i
Jlm Templeman ctirred in  his sleep. °.- The
grim-faced nurso “ho tcndcd hnn new came
_Torward g .
RN IIes QO\'GUH"’ consciousness,’ shc \nhls-
< pered,t and- the - way -she said it showed that
~ somewhdra benddth™ her  cold,” grim “exterior
lay a human heart that could- fccl another’s
28U ﬂ'mmg “The -poor “ kid’s coming round—
L he'll pull. through' Look, - Mr. Samson—-lus
CYos are opr\mng I must get the doetor.’
Wide - and ~full Jim Templemans eyes
opened,. but they had & fixed stare in them.
that, frightened Warder Samson, tough as he
Cwass to unpleasam sights. - They - swivelled  in
lu- dircetion, and. his leathery face wrinkled:
a.smile.” Bub there,was no response.

“I‘,l’,Samson”’ u
y 5. eyes iooked. snalght ‘ab hlm, ‘rhlough .
hxm,—z‘.beyoud -him,” seeing everything appai-
. ently, {yet’ seemg nothmg For- the second
- time . that .cvening - Chief Warder Samson’s
eyes w atered. - Qmetly he crept away, mur-

-muring to himself:
“He. didn’t 1ocognlso me !

The pom L1d'
What have thev done to him?
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~inCthe™.
youngster,
- erept . into

tower “whien v a grey-clad
< of plumpish pwpmtmns, .
the .infirmary ward.

fmtv Williams had let himself out of the R
intention of ;-

pnmshmont cell with the fixed
seeing his pal. . Now,-having swaited for.the

nutse, to, chsappem, he crept into the wald:

and bent over Jim Templeman’s bed.

1ec"Lon we wa o bLeat it afore he hits tle

back-trail with his outfit.  Get them cayuses,

“Red—it's-us-for-the, mesa, and we got to burn
. the wind 17

Then a plump, anxious face bent over hnn’

in (he flare of the firélight. -

“Ian,- ol -limer!” panted Red.
- "’_lho Ixxd " muttemd Dan. “Lool. after the
\l(

Red s knife was aheadv s'mmg tlnough the
Kid’s bonds., Kid Byrne sat up - in the grass,
staring with dizzy eyes at the, burning hut.

i say..you was ‘Jest on' fime, Dan ™ gaid
the Kid <softly.  “And: Tl tell all Arizona,
old-tnmer,” that if a ‘galodt ever had a betler
pardier and ‘side-kicker thin™ you, Dan, I'd sure
like to zee the colott ™ 6f his lair”

“You said it, Kid!"” muttered Red. P

Dzm gmnted

“ pack it up " he said.
umemhmmn’ the marshal
¥ Hardfist’s beat it The pizen skunk!

He stared round,

I

of Bullwhaclker. *

Hudhs IIaH, \\uh 2 dozen armed punchew
at his*back, rode up:to the smoking tunins of the
stockman’s hut, as the stars were paling to-
wards dawn, ~He had made good time; but
the‘ROJo reowhoys werefat .away. .

The, hm] of three nde s Wwas_picked up, and
followed to the ford o R1o Rojo—and there
lost. & The’ rocky . wildeyness ‘of the -mesa had
sW allo“ed thein; ~and - Havdfist rode sullen]y
and_savagely back to his ranch.

While in their hide-out—a cave hidden by
2 roaring waterfall, and actually the location
of. the secret goldmme——Dan, Kid, and ' Red

©werd holdmg a council ‘of war, 'vowing ven.
geance agamst f;he man who was their enemy.

“Say, you 'uns,” said the Kid grimly, “I

“tion of his own danger.

I wish "—Chief Warder Samson began

_peering- round the screen.

on’t .ol - i\now ne, ’1emplcman~J1m—— :

"Fatty

. pleked~up* the medicine-glass.

ID\IGIIT had chimed from tho clock .

fisiiilish _schem'é

'over the butt of his gun.

No. 166 was awake. His eyes were wide and
bright-and troubled. Red flecks of colour on
his ‘cheek-bones - gave a heightening cffect to
the ghastly pallor of his face. He stared at
Fatty Williams’ podgy,” wrinkled face like a
sleepwalker—unseeingly.

“Hallo, Jim!” whispered Fatty, forcing a
smile, ** Its me—TFatty! I've come to sce
how you're gettmg on. The rébellion”’—he
lied bravely—"is going fine. How you
feelin’, old college pudding ?”

Biit: something like a sob rose in his throat
when he saw that fixed, unchanged expression
on the facc of his stricken chum.. ‘

“Lawks, he doesn’t know me! He doesn’t
recognise me! What have they doneé to you,
chum?” .Tears were streaming down Fatty's
plump - gheeks now, unchecked, unheeded.
“Speak to’. me, old china. I'm , Fatty
Willigms—don’t you remeinber?  You. sloshed
me wnder .the chin so that I shouldn’t stop
50:1 trying to make a ‘break for Dunchéster.”

No., 166 gave. no sign of ,Lecogmtlon He
Just staled—staled—stared—- B R

< “The “Sound. of light 2 footstt-ps outs1de the

room brought home to Fa.tty Williams realisa-
He mustn’t be caught
herg;. he was supposed t6be in the punish-
nieft- cell, - Swiftly- hev insinuated his plump

" body- behind the screen by hij chum’s bed-

side.”- Through a gap -between the sides of
the screen he caught sight of Adolph Lalcmg

-tiptocing up to the bedside.

The sceretary” glanced about him fea.lfully,
hastily withdrew. a small .blue bottle from his
pocket, arid, /picking up the glass which con-
tained the, mgk lad’s .next’ doee of medicine,

-tipped. tle’ contentb of the™ pmson bottle into

the medicine,

Then, with burning eycs, he staxed down 2t
the, bandaged figure in the bed nmuttered
somethmg which - sounded like a ' curse, -and
grinned in evil triumph, .

“Good riddance, No. 1661 - This tlme the
muttered- words came clearly .to Fatty, now
“That'll "he the
last dose "of medicine you'll ever need Lost
vour mewmory. have 3ou‘7 Well, you ve lost a
fortuno, too’”v

- With his’ eyes popping from’ h]S :ockcts,
Williams =~ watched Adolph” Larcing
snéak out -of the ward, and héard his light
footsteps fade away a.long the stone coxudon
Then, before Fatty's numbed " brain ecould
function to.meet this ghastly emergency, the
nurse returned. She smiled . down .at the
invalid, » lool\cd at " her watch, “and then

“Come along, son’ ~ It’s time for’ voui‘
mcdlcmo Drmk thls—you’ll feel much
bettef !

She éurled an arm réund Jun Templeman,
stipporting ” him, and held. the medxcmc glass

,towalds his hps

But for the * faithful . Fatty, Larcing g’s
u~ould be bound to stc-
ceed,: and even:noiv.’ seconds -are precious.

Reml next weel:’s d ndb hapters !

guess it’s. time Haldﬁs{ Hall got his commg to
hun' It’s him or us in "Arizona, pards—and it's
sure not going to’be-that pesky polecat” ™ °

S Youw said 1t!” Big Dan Oal’s fist clenched
- “We'll cinch the
pizen skunk, Kid—we'll get himi for frathing
us and nigh sending old Sam beyond Jordau”’

? Sure!” agreed Red.

‘There in the cave the Outlawed Three made
that solemn vow. The time had;come for a final
showdown. " “With ‘roaring guis and flaming
lead, they would hound down the man who had
forced them against the law!

But before that showdown can be broug ght
to pass, Hardfist Hau lms another cunning
trick up his sleeve! ‘°Sam Oak is (Iym g !’
is the m the Outlawed Three receive—
and in cering that sun they plunge
nto a new trap!  You must read next weel’s
thailling Westemz yariz of ** THE ODTLAWED
THRELE !’
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WITH ROARING GUNS AND SCORCHING LEAD THREE STICK-TO
PALS HOUND DOWN THE MAN WHO FORCED THEM INTO OUTEE;';;;%!%

of his office on Main Streef in

Bullwhacker, slammed it shut, and

threw a bar in position. He swung
round from the door, to fix his eyes on the
litile man in black who stood by his desk.

Lawyer Hool eyed him with a vague un-
easiness, The cow town lawyer had done
plenty of work for the marshal of Bullwhacker,
and much of it had been of a questionable
kind. He played jackal to the big, brawny,
hard-fisted marshal, and all his seruples could
have been packed on a pinhead.

“(ive that the once-over, hombre!” rapped
the marshal, tossing a crumpled sheet of paper
on the desk.

In sheer wonder, the cow town lawyer picked
it up, smoothed it out, and looked at it. It
was a leaf torn from a pocket-book, written
on hastily in pencil, and signed “Doc.”

“T guess you know that fist?” grunted Hall.

“Doc Baker’s, of Parksville !”

“You said it!”

Lawyer Hook read the scribbled message.

“That's written to the Rojo cowboys,
marshal I’ he said. “It’s Doc Baker's fist,
and it says Sam is mending, and will live.
He's got old Sam Oalk up at his cabin in Parks-
ville—he took him away after he was shot-up
at the Rojo Ranch. I guess it means he’s in
touch with those three outlaws, Dan Oak and
Kid Byrne and Tom Redway. But—"

“But what ?” barked Hardfist.

“You can’t touch Doc Baker on it!” said
Lawyer Hook, shaking his head. *‘ Mebbe he’s
standing by them young firebugs, and I've sure
heard him shouting that he don’t believe they
shot-up old Sam. But—"

“Who's aiming to get at the doc?” growled
Hardfist Hall. *You lissen, Hook ! The Rojo
cowboys have got a hide-out up in the mesa. 1
guess I've combed the hills for them, but they
got me beat! They don’t dare ride the trails,
and they sure do hone for news of their uncle.
How d'you figure they get news of the old
man?”

He pointed to the scribbled paper.

“Doc Baker loft that in the trunk of the lone
cottonwood near the old Rojo Ranch I he said.
«Kid Byrne came looking for the dod’s
message—and found me and my outfit wait-
ing for him. His side-kickers got him away
agin, but—" The marshal’s black-bearded
face set grimly. “They don’t know I got that
paper! They don’t savvy that I'm wise to it
that they use the cottonwood for a post-office !
That’s why I want you—now !1”

Lawyer Hook looked alarmed.

“What d’you mean?” he asked hoarsely.

“T guess,” said Hardfist, “they’ll be look-
ing for the doc¢’s message in that cottonwood
some time. They won’t find what doc left for
them. They're going to find a message that
old Sam is dying at Parksville! They're going
to find it written in the doc’s fist. You get
me?”

Lawyer Hook did not reply to that. The
marshal’s meaning, as it dawned on him, drove
the colour from his thin, cunning face.

“What you reckon they’ll do,” said Hardfist,
“when they get that message? I'll say they'll
saddle up and ride for Parksville to see old
Sam before he passes in his checks! T’ll say
ghey’ll mount and ride, even if all the sheriffs

I l ARDTIST HALL crossed to the door

in Arizona stood in

- their way handling
guns !’

Lawyer Hook did not
speak.

“That message,’

went on Hardfist

grimly, “has got to be
written, looking as if
it came from the doc!
I guess I can handle a
gun with any guy iIn
Arizona, but I sure
ain’t no dandy with a
pen! You get me,
hombre 7

“I—I can’t do it
marshal !’ stammered
the cow town lawyer.
“Forging a man's hand, and me a lawyer——"

“You a lawyer—and I guess there’s some
things you've done, and been paid for, that the
sheriff at Parksville would like to hear about !”
growled Hardfist. “Quit chewing the rag,
hombre! I guess youre the only man in
Bullwhacker able to do what I want!”

“It—it’s against the law—""

“1 guess the law cap stretch a point when
it comes to roping in three outlaws that’s
wanted for shooting-up a rancher!” jeered
Hardfst. A )

“Aw, can it!” snapped Hook, with a show
of spirtt. “ You know you’ve framed the cow-
boys on that charge——"'

Hardfist Hall’s face went dark with rage.
His hand flashed to the gun in the holster at
his belt. Lawyer Hool, pale with terror as
the muzzle of the Colt was thrust against his
‘heart, sank down at the desk. Over the
levelled gun Hardfist’s eyes glinted at him.

“Vou coyote!” said Hall, through gritted
teeth. “You doggoned sneaking coyote! Get
on with writing that message, or you get yours!
T'll shoot you up like a stray dog if you go
back on me! Get to it, durn youi”

The cow town lawyer took the pencil. His
skinny hand shook so much that he could
hardly handle it. But he dared not disobey.
In silence, white-faced, the cow town lawyer
wrote at Hardfist’s dictation, and copied what
he had written again and again, till the
marshal of Bullwhacker was satisfied that he
had imitated Doc Baker’s hand successfully.

“Sam dying. Hurry if you want to see him

alive!
“Doc.”

Hardfist took the final copy, compared 1ib
with doc’s original note, and nodded, satisfied.
He jammed the gun back in his belt.

“Skip I he snarled.

Lawyer Hook cringed from the office. Hard-
fist gave the false message one morc look,
folded the sheet, and put 1t in his poclket.

Five minutes later he was riding out of

Bullwhacker. The false message was lodged
in the ecrevice in the trunk of the lone
cottonwood.

And Hardfist Hall rode back to Bullwhacker,
savagely assured that his hour of triumph was
near at hand!
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LINK, clink!
It was the sound of a pick on hard
rock. It rang and echoed through the

. great cave with a hollow sound; but it
did not Hoat beyond the cave, for it was
drowned by the incessant roar of a waterfall.

The scene was a strange one. Several pine-
wood torches were stuck in crevices in the
rocky walls of the cave, shedding wavering
light. The flare glimmered on walls of rock,
and on the sheet of glistening, falling water
that "screened the mouth of the cave.

Tt was no wonder that the marshal of Bull-

‘whacker had never found the hide-out of the

Outlawed Three. A dozen times, at least, had
Hardfist tramped up that rocky ravine with
his men, but never a suspicion had crossed
his mind that a cave lay hidden behind the
waterfall,

Only by chance had Kid Bryne found it—
falling with the cascading water from above.
And in that hidden river-cave he had found
the gold-mine which had been lost forty years
ago with the death of old Sam’s father. Sam
had hunted for the mine all his life and never
found it. Kid had stumbled upon it by accident
—but then had come tragedy instead of
fortune.

It was Kid Byrne who was handling the
pick. Night lay on the Mesa Mountains—
starry night. But in the river-cave the pino
torches flaved, and the camp of the Outlawed
Three had a homely look. )

A camp-fire burned, with three sticks over
it, and a cooking-pot suspended. Red, his
chubby face glowing from the fire. was cook-
ing a supper for threc, while the Kid clanged
the pick and turned up golden nuggets. Dan
was absent. Fle had gone down, under cover
of the dark, to cinch the doc’s message from
the cottonwood ¢ post-office”—if it was there.

Every time Doc Baker rode on the Bull-
whacker trail, he left a note in the cottonwood,
to give ncws of old Sam. Only once had he
miseed—though the Rojo cowhoys did not know
that, on that occasion, the note had fallen
inti Hardfist Hall's hands; they mnever
dreamed that the secret was known to their
bitter enemy. . . . )

Clink, clink! rang the Kid’s pick. His eyes
gleamed as he dislodged a thick nugget from
%is bed of rock. He lifted it in his hands,
carried it to the fire, and held it up for Red
to sec.
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o@% “Look at that,
9@ 6 old-timer ! grimned
@ s the Kid. “TI’ll tell
a man that nugget
will talk to the tune of a thousand
dollars! Red, there’s more’n enough
gold here to make us rich, and old
Ne Sam rich.”
ﬁes “And us outlaws!” sighed Red.
O The brightness died out of the
j\\\‘ Kid’s handsome face at the word.
a He gritted his teeth.

- “We’'ll sure put paid to Hardfist
for framing us!” he muttered. “And I don’t
care a continental red cent, old-timer, so long
as old Sam pulls through and gets the mine!
That pizen skunk Hardfist shot him up, and I
reckon he meant to make it, the last sickness for
him—but the doc will pull him through, Red.
When old Sam’s up agin, he will handle this
strike and be the richest old guy in Tontine
County—even if we have to ride and hide.”

The Kid suddenly moved along towards the
mouth of the cave, where the sheet of water
fell incessantly, like a fluid wall. On one side
was a rocky ledge by which it was possible
to pass in and out, covered by a blanket from
the drenching water. That was the way Dan
would come. A sound had caught the Kid's
keen ear, faint, through the thunder of the
waters. Dan was coming !

A figure came plunging through the falling
water and joined the Kid on the ledge. Kid
gave Dan QOak one look—and grasped him by
the arm. Dan’s tanned, rugged face was white
as chalk. He was breathing in great gasps.
One look at his face was enough for Kid Byrne
—he knew that the news was bad!

“Dan!” he breathed. He drew his drenched
comrade towards the fire. Red, about to give
the cooking-pot another stir, dropped the
spoon, his own plump face paling at the look
on Dan’s.

“Bad news?’ The Kid’s grip closed, un-
consciously, on Dan’s arm like a vice, “Dan
—is it bad?”

Dan groaned, IHis face was streaming with
water from the fall, and his eyes were wet
not only from the river. His rugged features
worked.

“You got a note from the doc—in the tree?”
muttered Kid. :

“I got it here!”

Dan” drew a crumpled sheet of paper from
the pocket of his shirt. The Kid caught it
and read it in_the firelight, Red reading 1t
over his arm. He repeated the brief message
in husky tones.

“¢Sam dying! Hurry, if you want to see
him alive ’” The Kid’s handsome face_ whit-
ened like chalk. “Sam—old Sam—passing in
his chips—and us thirty miles away from
him !” "Kid’s voice choked in his throat. “Old
Sam, that’s been a father to us three—dying !”’

“T got back as fast as I could, to put
you ’uns wise !”’ groaned Dan Oak. “We got
to hit Parksville, and hit it quick! There’s
horses down in the canyon—we got to ride,
you 'uns, hell-for-leather! Send that we may
be in time to see old Sam afore—afore——"’
He broke off. “We got to ride!”

Kid Byrne gritted his teeth.

“ Hardfist shall pay for this!” he muttered.
“His coyote’s life shall pay for .old Sam’s!
But we got to beat it, pronto!”

That was the one thought in the minds of
the Rojo cowboys. Danger mattered nothing
now. They were outlaws—they could not ride
into any town in Arizona without danger of
arrvest. But Hardfist had caleulated well, If
the streets of Parksville had been packed with
sheriffs’ deputies, it would not have stopped
the Outlawed Three. :

The’camp in the cavern was left as it was—
fire glowing and torches flaring. The three
pards plunged through the falling water, out
on the rocky path down the ravine. Heedless
of the dark, they scrambled down the rocks
into the lower canyon, where their horses were
staked out in a clump of timber by the river.

It was swift work to saddle up, and the
three rode down the canyon to the plain.
Thirty miles of dark and rugged prairie lay
between them and Parksville—thirty miles of
peril, to greater peril when they arrived. And
they rode as if for their lives!
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g
eves, under his stetson, gleamed.
>

[ i ISSEN 7 muitered Jake Sanders. IHis
“I guaess——" muttered Mustang
Dave.

“Lissen, you goob'!” snapped the marshal's
man.

Faintly, through the silence of the night,
came the beat of hovses’ hoofs—faintly, from
the distance, but growing nearer and clearer.
Horsemen were riding in the night—riding
fast, drawing nearer to the belt of post-oaks
and pecans, through which the trail ran to
Parksville. - .

The -town lay a mile away, but riders from
the north—from the Rio Rojo and the Mesa
Mountains—had to follow "the trail through
the post-oaks, where Jake stood, with bent
head, listening. Mustang stood by his side—
and in the shadows, four more roughnecks
were rolled in their blankets and slickers.

Thud, thud, thud! came the beat of the
galloping hoofs. '

“That’ll be three riders!” muttered Jake.
His keen ear could pick up, from the distant
sounds, the number of horses that galloped
in the dark. “Wake the boys!”

Mustang kicked into. wakefulness the four
men who slept in the blankets. They turned
out yawning and grumbling. There was a
gleam of guns. .

“Mebbe only a bunch of punchers riding
into town !” growled Mustang, rejoining Jake,
who still stood listening and +watching.

GOING STRONG !

s

STILL

Father (discovering son in pantry eating
Christmas pies): ‘" Now then, Jimmy, what
are you up to ?”’

Jimmy : ¢ Up to the seventh, dad, but they're
very small [ "

“IMobbe 1 said Jake. “But we got the
marshal’s orders, and no guy ain’t riding into
Parksville without a show-down.”

The hoof-beats rang nearer. Jake Sanders
strained his eyes into the gloom of the prairie,
where the trail ran into the post-oaks. A
crescent of moon gleamed, but such light as it
gave was dim and uncertain.

Three riders twere coming, and Jake
reckoned that they might be the Outlawed
Three, who, unless the marshal of Bull-
whacker was mistaken, would be riding that
trail, soon or late. But, though Hardfist was
certain that they would come, he did no
know when they would come; and for three
days and nights his men had watched, and
seen nothing of them.

Jake wanted the Outlawed Three if they
came, but he did not want to have a show-
down with the wrong bunch. That would be
a mistake for which he would have to answer
to the sheriff of Parksville.

He stared and stared into the darkness as
the galloping hoofs rang nearer and nearer.
He had a glimpse of three stetson hats that
bobbed to the motion of the galloping horses.
Three viders in desperate haste, on sweating
steeds—but were they the Outlawed Three?

Six men stood in the trail, gun in. hand.
Capture or death awaited the Outlawed Three
if they came. Jake’s finger was on his trigger.
He hissed an order: '

. “tBlurn powder if they don’t pull in when I
oot I

“You sald it, Jake! muttered one of the
roughnecks.

The thudding hoofs were close at hand now.
Jake Sanders raised his gun and shouted:

“Halt 1

His ferce voice roared above the thunder of
the hoofs.

“Halt! In the law’s name, halt!”

There was no halt, Three riders spurred
savagely at the word; three guns blazed.

Then Jake knew! B

“The Rojo cowboys! Fire—fire!” he yelled.
. Guns roared on all sides. But three riders,
in a desperate bunch, swept on madly. A man
lay dead-in the trail, Kid Byrne’s bullet in his
heart. Jake Sanders reeled from the heaving
shoulder of a bronco; Mustang Dave stag-
gered under the sweeping barrel of a Colt.
Guns roared in the gloom; there was the thud
of galloping hoofs. '

Had the Rojo cowboys pulled rein, even for
a moment, they would have been lost. But
they spurred fiercely on, heedless of dark
figures that surged round them, of flying
bullets.

On, on, at mad and desperate specd, firing
right and left as they thundered. A hand
grasped Dan’s rein; the next second the man
who grasped was down under the thundering
hoofs.

But the desperate riders were through,
galloping fiercely on down the trail through
the post-oaks, one of them clinging to his
saddle, shutting his teeth on a groan, but
riding on. Behind them, howls and yells and
groans and roaring guns. :

Jake Sanders staggered to his feet, and
emptied his gun after the vanishing riders.
Mustang lay groaning on the ground, his hands
to his cracked head.' Two men lay still—one
with a bullet in his heart, the other smashed
by thundering hoofs.

“PDoggone ’'em1” breathed Jake. “They
was the Rojo cowboys, and they beat us to it—
they sure beat us to it!”

Galloping hoofs died down the trail towards
Parksville. The OQutlawed Three had got
through that deadly ambush, but not un-
scathed. Jake was sure of that.

He figured that they had taken lead with
them. Neither riders nor horses could have
got through the hail of bullets untouched.

While the roughnecks groaned and panted
and cursed, Jake got busy. The marshal of
Bullwhacker left nothing to chance. If the
ambush on the trail failed, yet deadlier peril
awaited the Outlawed Three ahead.

From the darkness of the post-oaks a rockeb
shot up, scattering sparks on the dark sky., It
was a signal to Hardfist Hall that the Rojo
cowboys were on the trail—that they had
passed Jake’s bunch, and -were riding for
Parksville. And in Parksville, Hardfist Hall
and his men were on the watch !

He pulled in his brone.
The Kid’s luck had held good.
Nothing had touched him in that
desperate burst through the ambush in the
post-oaks. But he saw that Red was sagging
in the saddle.

They were out of the belt of small timber—
out on the open prairie again. The post-oaks
lay a dim shadow behind them. A short ride
now into Parksville—if they could make the
grade. But Red was wounded. No word.
no groan, came from Red-—he would ride till
he dropped—but even as Kid ranged closer
beside him, the plump figure reeled from the
saddle.

Then Red spoke huskily. .

“Forget it, Kid! Leave me alone, you big
stiff ; ride on! Beat it, I'm telling you! You
got to get to old Sam I”

“Dan I called Kid.

Dan did not need to pull in; his horse was
sinking under him. There were three bullets
in the brone. Dan leaped clear as it sank into
the grass. He was at Red’s side in a moment.

“R ED !” groaned Kid Byrne.
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The Kid noted that Dan was limping. Dan
had been hit as well as Red. Hardfist had
failed in that deadly ambush; but he had come
near to pulling it off. Luck and pluck had
saved them—but had it saved them? The Kid
stood unhurt, holding the two horses; but Red
lay like a log in the grass, and Dan’s leg
crumpled as he bent over hin.

Even the thought of old Sam—dying, as he
believed, in the doc’s house at Parksville—
faded from the Kid’s mind for the moment.
He tethered the two horses to a pecan stump
by the trail. Dan’s horse was dead; the others
had only scratches.

Kid Byrne gave one look back along the
dark trail towards the post-oaks. If the rough-
necks followed on, the cowboys were at a balt
now. But there was no sign of pursuit from
the ambush.

He dropped on his knees in the thick grass
beside Red and tore open the crimson-dripping
shirt, his heart heavy with dread. In the moon-
glimmey, Red’s face was colourless—that face,
usually so plump and ruddy and cheery, was
drawn now with bitter pain'!

The Kid’s fingers felt for the wound. The
bullet had scored deep in the boy's shoulder
and passed out. Silently, with his neck-scarf,
the Kid bound up the wound, to stop the flow
of blood. Red’s eyes met his.

“No !” muttered the Kid. “You got it hard,
Red, but you ain’t handing in your checks, old-
timer {”

Red’s colourless lips moved.

“You got to beat it, Kid!
to old Sam!”

“Sure thing!” muttered the Kid wretchedly.
“But——" He broke off and turned to Dan.
“You stopped one, old-timer?”

“ Jest a scratch!” said Dan Oak indifferently.
“You don't want to worry none. They took a
strip off'n my leg.”

He bared his sinewy leg below the knee, and
bound his neck-scarf over the deep score of a
bullet. The Kid stood erect beside him, hold-
ing the horses’ reins.

“Beat it, you ’uns!” came from Red. “ You
got to think of old Sam! I can’t ride none—
you got to leave me here, and quit.”

Kid Byrne clenched his hands in desperation.
Old Sam, dying in doc’s cabin at Parksville,
longing for the sight of his boys before his
kind old eyes closed—Red lying wounded!

In the depths of his heart, Kid cursed Hard-
fist Hall.  Greed of gold—the hard-fisted
marshal’s greed for the lost mine of the mesa
had brought them to this,

Dan’s voice came quietly:

“We can’t leave Red—uot both of us, Kid!
One of us has got to stay and one to quit!
There ain’t no two ways about that.”

The Kid nodded; he knew it. If old Sam
yet lived, one of his boys could reach his side
before the end came; but one had to stay with

You got to get

Red.

*You for the ride, Kid!” Dan said, in the
same quiet tone. “I guess you'll make the
grade better'n me, with my hurt leg. If old
Sam can’t see the three of us, it'll sure please
him to see one—get to it, Kid!”

Kid Byrne stared back along the trail. The
thought was in his mind that the bunch of
bulldozers might, after all, follow on.

“Get Red off’'n the trail!” he muttered.
“Lay up in the Pecan Creek—yon can lie
doggo there till I get back to yon. Mebbe I'li
get doe to come out and see Red, too.”

Dan nodded. They lifted Red to the saddle
again. Dan, limping, beld him there and led
the horse off the trail to find cover in the
sunken creek.

Kid Byre went back to his horse. He
mounted—but he gave another glance back
before he rode, Stiil there was no sign of pur-
suit. The Kid prayed that his comrades might
be safe, hidden in the hollow of the creek,
while he finished that wild ride.

He gave his bronco the spur and dashed away
through the dark towards Parksville.

OC BAKER stirred in his bunk and
opened his eyes. The doc’s cabin stood
alone in the straggling street of Parks-

. ville, a little distance from other build-
ings, surrounded by a yard and a split pine
{ence.

It was long past midnight; and at that hour,
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“ We can’t leave Red—not both of us, Kid,” said Dan quietly, looking up from his

injured comerade.

the latest citizen had usually gone home to
bed, though sometimes a belated puncher
would ride clattering through the rugged, un-
paved street. It was a thud of horse’s hoofs
that had come to the ears of the six-gun doctor
of Arizona; and he grunied and turned over
to sleep again.

But the thudding hoofs stopped at the gate,
and he heard the creak of rusty hinges. He
sat up, with another grunt. Someone was head-
ing for his cabin; the cow town doc was accus-
tomed to being called at all hours.

He lighted a candle and threw on shirt and
trousers, while he listened to the newcomer
Ieading his panting horse up from the gate to
the door. There was a knock, soft and sub-
dued, in the porch. No doubt the newcomer
knew that there was a sick man in the cabin.
In an adjoining room, old Sam Oak lay in
troubled slumber.

Doc took up the candle, slipped his six-gun
into his hip pocket, and stepped into the living-
room, which opened on the porch. The knock
was not repeated, but he heard the sound of
panting breath outside.

He took down the pinewood bar, and threw
open the door with his left hand—his right
was near his gun. There was no telling who
might be horning in at that dead hour of the
night, and the doc was ready for a hold-up.
But he gave a cry of amazement at the sight
of the slim figure in the doorway.

“Xid Byrne!”

The Kid lurched rather than walked in.
Weary from the wild ride, covered with dust,
splashed with blood, his handsome face hag-
gard, he stood panting before the astonished
eyes of Doc Baker. Hardly able to speak, he
fixed his eyes in s mute question on the doc.
Bub the doc, pushing past him, shut the door
hurriedly and slammed the bar into place.
Then he turned savagely to the Kid:

“Kid Byrne! Youn gone loco?” he rasped.
“What’ll you he doing here? Hardfist's in
town with a bunch of his side-kickers—I've
seen them around two or three days! You're
loco—plumb loco to come here !”

Kid caught the doc¢’s arm in a fierce grip.

“Qam?” he breathed. “Old Sam? Give me
a word of him! Is he—gone?” He choked on
the word. “Doc! For mercy’s sake spill it,
and spill it quick! We've rode hell’s miles
from the mesa afler getting your message.
Dan and Red have hit trouble on the trail,
but T've got through. Doc—tell me I'm in
time to see old Sam alive!” His voice broke.

¢ One of us has got to stay, while the other rides to get news through
to old Sam Qak! "

“Youre sure loco!” said the doc. “ What's
put it into your cabeza that old Sam’s worse?
Ain't you got the note that I left in the cotton:
wood-——"

“Y got it here!”

“Then how come?” snarled the doc. “I
sure told you in that note that old Sam was
mending !

The Kid reeled.

“Mending? Look at it—loock at your own
fist! What you pulling on me, doc?”

The Kid held out the crumpled paper. Doc
Baker stared at it in the candle-light.

“1 never wrote that!”

“It’s your fist!” panted the Kid. “I'm tell-

ing you Dan picked it out of the cottonwood,
and 1t's your fist, and it’s brought us hell-for-
leather from the mesa! What you giving me,
Doc Baker ?”

“You've been double-crossed!” breathed the
doc. “I left a note for you—but that sure
ain’t it! I'm telling you, old Sam’s on the
mend—he’s going to live. In two-three weeks
he’ll be on his feet again! I never wrate
that!”

The Kid leaned on the door, panting, almost
sobbing. He had been tricked—it was a false
message and a trick—but he hardly thought of
that for the moment. Old Sam was not dying
—old Sam was going to live! f the old
rancher lived, Kid carved for little else.

Doc stared at the crumpled note. The
pencilled scrawl was so like his own, he lcx)mé
ut-

self might have been deceived as the
(Continued overieaf.)
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lawed Three had been.
had not written it.
gritting teeth.

“Xid! You figured—-"

“What was a guy to figure when he read
that ?” muttered the Kid. “If you never wrote
it, doe, it’s got me beat who did.”

“Aw, you bonehead, guess again!” gritted
the doc. “Some guy found that we was using
the cottonwood for a post-office, Kid, and got
my note—and put this in its place! And I’1]
tell a man that guy’s name is Bill Hall! Ain’t
1 telling you he’s been around in Parksville the
last two days with a bunch of his gun-slingers
from Bullwhacker——" :

The Kid bit on it. In a flash he knew. He
was tricked—and trapped! Trapped—in the
doc’s house—that was the game! .

“I guess I got it, doc!” breathed the Kid.
“That’s why Sanders’ bunch was stacked on

§ THE MAN AT THE END OF
i THE QUEUE.

i (Continued from. page 316.)
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wateh, released from his groping fingers, went
flying across the room, coming into contact
with the fender with a crash that split its back
open. But it wasn’t the damage to his watch
that riveted Frank’s eyes to the timepiece—
it was the plece of folded paper +ithin!
Dropping to his knees, he extracted the paper
and opened it with trembling fingers, eagerly
reading the few lines that were printed, in
tiny letters, on it, in his brother Jim’s neat
handwriting.

“Here’s a stroke of luck, Dan !” he breathed.
“This is a confession ! Young Jim admits that
he did the job in Brunswick Square! He says
that Desmond was the brains behind the Grub

But he knew that he
He spat a curse through

Alley Mob, and that Desmond threatened to.

put - him on the spot! Jim feared what was
coming to him some day, but he didn’t mean
his murderers to get off scot-free! He gives
the names of the mobsmen, and all particu-
lars, and--—— Look out!”

The warning came too late, for Desmond,
a poker in his hand, was already upon his
feet, a snarling figure of menace.

“T1l brain the first one who tries to stop
me!” he gritted, backing towards the door.

“Let him go, Dan!” said Trank, in a quiet
voice; and Dan caught the subtle note of
meaning in his tone. “Go on, heat it,
Desmond 1

The latter gave a wolfish snarl as he slipped
out of the room and slammed the door, and
no word was said until they heard him rush
'_z}xlong the passage and let himself out of the
house.

“What next?” asked Dan Sullman, puzzled.
“What’s the big idea?”

“We're going to find out who bumped off
young Jim,” announced Frank Gwynn
quietly.

It was a good stretch to the Ditches, but
within twenty minutes they were knocking
upon the door of a disreputable hovel in
Lavender Court—one of the addresses Frank
had found inside his brother’s watch. The
door opened an inch or so in response to
Frank’s insistent hammering, and in that
moment the footballer put his foot across the
threshold and gave a mighty shove that sent
the door crashing back upon its hinges.

“It’s you, guv’nor!” whined the flat-faced
individual who was picking himself up off
the bare boards. “Come inside, then, quick |”

“Pal of yours?” asked Dan grimly.

“In a way,” grinned Frank, passing into the
grimy passage. *This gentleman called upon
me the other day!”

“That’s right, sir,” said the squat man,
Jeading them into a grubby, sparsely furnished
kitchen, “What brings you here, mister?
You're not sore with me because 1 tried to
pinch your watch, are you? As I told you at
the time, mister, I was only obeying my orders.
A dago named Slim Carloss was going to
do the job, in the first place, but he turned
yeller at the last moment—the rat}”
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the trail—they knowed we was coming when
we got that note! I reckon Hardfist could
bank on that, the pizen polecat! It's Hard-
ﬁst’i doing——and he’s in town with his outfit for

“Mebbe there's a chance for you to beat it
yet !’ muttered the doc. “Mebbe »?  He
broke off. There were sounds- without—sounds
of heavy footsteps and a mutter of voices.

The Kid smiled—a bitter smile. Fe heard—
and he knew that the building was surrounded
—he had been seen to come. Hardfist and his
men were at hand. The Kid’s grip fastened on
the butt of his gun. He was trapped—but he
was not taken yet. Heavy footsteps crunched in
the porch, - .

“Unbar the door, doe, and stand clear!” said
the Kid quietly. “This ain’t your funeral,
Nor 1t won't last

doc—and me .an outlaw!
long.” '

“Then listen to me!’ gritted Frank, shoot-
ing out a muscular hand and gripping the
crook until he winced.
brother ?” he demanded, throngh clenched
teeth. . “Out with it, or I'll choke the liver out
of youl! Who killed Jim Gwynn, eh? Who
put him on the spot? Did you, you rat??

“No, not—not me!” shrieked the crook,
terror in his bulging eyes. “It was Desmond,
the Big Shot! He put young Jim on the spot!
He ordered Dopey Myers to rub the kid out
—him and Porky Dines! Desmond wounld
get a lifer if Dopey squealed; but he knows
Dopey won’t do that, for fear of his own
neck.”

“All the same, he’s going to get it !”’ grated
Frank, his mouth a thin, straight line. “ We're
going to see Desmond right now! Under-
stand 77 ) :

“Yessir,” nodded the erook. “He lives in a
swell joint. I been there before.?

The “swell joint ” proved to be an imposing-
looking residence in the best part of Sangster,
and no sooner did a trim maid open the door
than Frank Gwynn strode past her, pushing
the little crook in front of him, and with Dan
following.

“Go on !’ he hissed.
Desmond’s gquarters !

Frank did not knock before he flung open
the door of Colin Desmond’s study. Neither
did he greet his host, unless taking a flying
leap across the carpet and delivering a terrific
punch that sent Desmond flying over the back
of his chair can be called a greeting. In a
second leap, Frank cleared the fallen chair,
and, landing upon Desmond, yanked him to
his feet, afterwards thrusting him back across
the table and smiling grimly into the pale,
scowling countenance.

“Perhaps you can guess why Um here,
Desmond ?” he asked.

His thin lips curling back to bare his sharp,
pointed teeth, the gang-boss shot a venomous
glance at the flat-faced little gangster.

“8o that fily-livered rat bas squealed, has
he?” he gritted.

“ Yes, he’s squealed !” nodded Frank Gwynn.
“He’s ready to swear in a court of law that
you put Jim Gwynn, my kid brother, on.the
spot—and that makes you as much a murderer
as Dopey Mpyers, the man who fired the fatal
shots, you hound! I suppose you know that
Myers is already dead, but the least sentence
they’ll pass on you is fifteen years penal servi-
tude; they may even hang you! But, person-
ally, I hope it’s fifteen years, you treacherous
rat! Fifteen long nightmare years in Penton
Gaol! It’s a living hell, Desmond—a stone
tomb! Chew on thatl”

Panting a little, Frank Gwynn leaned back
and stared into the greyish-green, fear-stricken
face of his crooked team-mate. Desmond’s
mouth was open, his breathing hoarse, his eyes
glazing.

Watching him, Frank felt a pang of pity,
even for his brother’s murderer.
“What's up?” he snapped.

just dying of fright?”

“It's my heart—old trouble—~be all
soon 1?2 gasped
glass—will you?'

“Take me straight to

“You ill, or

right
"Desmond.‘ “Give me that—

“Who murdered my .

*“Forget it!” snarled the doc.

He stepped to a back window and peered
through a chink in the shutter. Three dim
figures in stetsons loomed in the yard. They
were watching for the Kid to attempt a get-
away at the back. The doc turned from the
window again, with clenched hands and gritted
teeth. The Kid’s gun was out. On the door
on the porch came a heavy knock.

A harsh voice shouted:

“Open up, Doc Baker!
law’s name!”

It was the voice of Hardfist Hall!

Open up in the

Trapped in the cabin—with Hardfist and
his roughnecks weaiting outside! But Kid
Byrne isn’t beaten—and how he oufwvits his

enemy i8 the high-spot in next wecls’s
thrilling Western yarn featwring ““ THE .

OUTLAWED THREE.”
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It was Dan who handed the wine-glass from
a beaten copper tray on the sideboard to
Frank; and Frank, at a signal from the
collapsing crook, peured-in a few spoonfuls
of water from a cut-glass bottle on tlie tray.

With an. obvious- effort,Desmond reached.
into a waistcoat pocket and withdrew a small
bottle filled with white tablets, one .of which
he painfully dropped into the water, watching
it dissolve.

“Sorry I can’t ask you fellows to join me!”
panted Desmond, lifting the drink to his lips.
“Special medicine—mnot very pleasant to
take !”

He drained the glass and replaced it on the
floor beside him.

The drink seemed to revive him ab once:
his cheeks suddenly flooded with colour, and
his limbs twitched

Frank Gwynn’s heart stitred within him.
Because he could no longer bear to look upon

“the face of the man he was virtually sentencing

to the horrors of gaol, he glanced around the
roon.

There was holly behind the pictures on the
wall, and in the silence that now reigned in
the room the sound of Christmas walts, sing-
ing carols in the street outside, could be
heard.

Frank came to a sudden decision; stared
down at Desmond again. The man was
huddled in his chair, a pitiable sight.

“ Listen, Desmond,” said Frank, speaking
with an effort, his voice choked with an
emotion he fought hard to keep down. “I
can’t go through with it! Fifteen years in
Penton—it’s more than any man should have
to bear, no matter what his crime! 1 can’t do
it—I can’t! A sensational trial would stir up
a lot of mud, and my brother’s name would
be clean no longer. There's mother, too.”

“I’'m letting vou off scot-free, Desmond—on
one condition. You’ve got to clear out of the
country, d'you hear? That's your Christmas
present from me—your freedom 1’

A wan smile flitted across the face of the
man slumped in the chair.

“Youwre white, Gwynn!” he whispered.
“White as I'd like to have been, if only I
hadn’t started going the wrong way. You're
wrong about going abroad, though.

“I've always dreaded that one day I'd get
caught; that I'd have to do a stretch, and—
well, I couldn’t face it. That’'s why I've
always carried my freedom about with me;
it’s in that bottle of tablets. My special medi-
cine, it’s already shown me the way out !”

A sudden shudder ran through him as he
waved his limp hand towards the empty wine-
glass beside him, and horror seized Frank and
Dan as they realised the meaning of the man’s
words.

“Poison I whispered Desmond.

And he fell back in the armchair—dead!
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[ PEN up in the law’s name!”
Knock! IKnock!

Doc Baker, the six-gun doctor of

Arizona, made no attempt to answer

the door Kid Byrne stood very still, his
hand on the butt of his Colt.

It was the voice of Hardfist Hall, marshal
of Bullwhacker, that rasped in the porch.

The first glimmer of dawn was coming up
over the prairie and the straggling street of
Parksvillee.  In the shadowy yard that sur-
rounded the doc¢’s cabin, dim figures lurked,
stetson hats looming through the gloom. The
cabin was hemmed in by Hardfist Hall and his
men—and the Kid was trapped!

“By the great horn spoon!” breathed the
doc.

His hand went to his hip-pocket.

Kid Byrne caught his arm.

“Torget it, doc!” he whispered. “You
ain’t horning into this rookus, doc! You
can’t stand agin the law, I'm telling you—-"

“Can it snarled the doc. ““Guess I know
vou're an outlaw, same as your pards, Dan and
Red, but I reckon that coyote outside drove
you to it, and I'm standing by you!”

Knock! Knock!

“Say, you, doc!” came Hardfist's deep,
savage voice. “I guess you better open up—
and you want to do it quick! You got Kid
Byrue, the outlaw, there! Open up, or, by
thunder, we'll break in the door!”

“Open up; doe!” breathed the Kid.
to think of old Sam—" :

He made a gesture towards an adjoining
room, where old Sam Oak lay in slumber.
Sam had been near to death’s door, and Kid
Byrne, Dan Oak, and Tom Redway, his
nephews, had been framed by the marshal of
Bulliwhacker on a charge of shooting the man
who had looked after them from childhood.

But the Outlawed Three knew now that it
was Hardfiss Hall himself who had shot old
Sam, so that he could lay hands on the secret
gold-mine which had been discovered on the
Rojo Ranch. Now Sam was slowly mending
in Doc Baker’s expert care.

“VYou pack up your rag!” snapped the doc
curtly to Kid. “I’m the guy that gives orders
in this shanty!”

Ho seized the Kid’s arm, and drew himn
towards a door at the back of the living-room.
The Kid started and stiffened in resistance.
It was the room occupied by the old negress
who cooked for the doc.

“I ain’t hiding behind no woman, doc
said the Kid stubbornly.

“I got

i3

“You doggoned young piecan, old Louie

ain’t there!” snapped the doc “She’s gone
to sce her folks at Mule Pack for three days!
Getb in !’

The Kid passed through the open doorway
into a little room; the doc drew the door shut
on him. He stood in darkness, his gun in his
hand; but he did not see the use of hiding,
when Hardfist and his men would search the
place from end to end.

As Doc Baker crossed the living-room, the
door rang under a blow from a revolver-butt.
Hardfist was impatient.

In the flicker of the candlelight, Doc Baker
removed the bars from the door and threw it
wide open.  The burly, brawny marshal of
Bullwhacker stood there; behind him, five or
i':ix {oughuecks. There was a gun in every
hand.
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“beard.

Hardfist's lips were
set under his black
He made a
forward stride as the
door flew open, bub
halted suddenly as the
doc’s gun looked him
full in the face, with
the doc’s eye glittering
over 1b.

“Go slow !” said Dog¢

Baker, in a low tone
of deedly menace. “I
guess I'll ask you what
you want, Bill Hall,
afore you come in
here I” -

]Harilﬁst’s ?er(ée
glance shot past the doe, searchin 11
for sign of the Kid. g the roo

“I guess we want Kid Byrne, and we're
going to get him, Doc Baker1”

“You figure that the Kid’s here?”’ drawled
the doc.

“He was seen coming; we found his cayuse
tied at the gate. He's here, and we want
him! Tl tell you, hombre, this ain’t no
guesswork ! Them Rojo cowboys got a mes-
sage that old Sam Oak was dying here. I
banked on that message bringing them down
from their hide-out in the mesa—and I’ll say
I got by with it!

“They been watched for on the trail to
Parksville, and I got the signal from Jake
Sanders that they was coming. Two of them,
I reckon, never made the grade—I guess Dan
Oak and young Tom MRedway got shot-up.
Anyhow, they never got through. But Kid
Byrne was watched riding into town—and we
know he’s here. I'm going to search this
shebang end to end, and then some !”

The gun was steady in the doc¢’s hand. He
stood like a rock in the way of the marshal
and his men.

“Pack that gun, doc!” said Hardfist. “You
won't be such a fool as to burn powder for
an outlaw, I reckon! And I guess if you
do, you'll get what's coming to you for resist-
ing the law !”

“You pesky piecan. what you got to do
with the law in this hyer burg of Parksville ?”
snapped the doe. “You may be the big noise
at Bullwhacker, and you can throw your
weight around all you want in your one-horse
little cow town, but you don’t cut no ice here!
T’ll open up this shack .to the sheriff of Parks-
ville, if he comes around asking, but no rough-
neck from Bullwhacker ain’t putting a hoof
inside—not without getting hot lead through
his works!”

Tho marshal ground his teeth with rage.
The doc was right—he had no rights outside
his own territory. In Parksville 1t was for
Sheriff West to act in the name of the law.
Not that it made a whole lot of difference, so
far as Hall could see.

The sheriff was a friend of the doc’s—every
man in Tontine County was the six-gun
doctor’s friend. But the sheriff would not
stand for letting an outlaw escape.

“You goldarned ocoyote!” hissed Hardfist.
“I.guess you want to gain time for the Kid

e g

WITH ROARIN’ SIX-GUNS THE OUTLAWED THREE DEFEND THE FORTUNE
THAT MARSHAL HALL IS TRYING TO STEAL FROM THEM.

Forget it!
round the shebang, with orders to shoot on

to vamoose ! I got my men all
sight! I’ll tell you—-"

“You sure do chew the rag a whole lot, Bill
Hall1” drawled the doc. “Now you listen to
me ! You burn powder here, without
authority of the sheriff, and you and your
bunch will get wiped out so quick, it will
make your heads swim! I guess all Parks-
ville will be around as soon as the shooting
starts, and, I’'m telling you, it’s going to start
if you put a foot inside that door!”

Hardfist’s eyes burned with rage. He was
tempted to begin gun-play, but he paused.
Muttering voices behind him warned him that
ilis men would not stand for it-—against the
aw !

“Say, Hardfist,”’ muttered one of the bunch,
“I guess it’s K.—you only got to get the
sheriff here.”

Hardfist drew a deep, deep breath.

“Doggone you, Doc Baker!” he muttered.
“You ain't getting us into a rookus with a
Parksville crowd! T’1l get the sheriff here, -
and, while he's coming, pack my men round
your shebang, and if that outlaw makes a
break I guess he’ll be filled up with lead! X
guess >

“I ain’t got up so early to lissen to you
chewing the rag, Bill Hall,” said the doc
coolly. “You can say your piece to your side-
kickers.” And the doc shut the door in the
face of the imarshal of Bullwhacker.

the inner room.
He had heard every word, and
wondered. The doc had gained time
—a quarter of an hour, perhaps, before the
sheriff could be brought on the scene. Buf
there was no escape.

Armed men circs)ed the cabin, ready to riddle
the Kid with lead if he made a break. And
when the sheriff came, the building would be
searched.

“Say, doec, I don’t get you!” he whispered.
“What's the use? I’d sure rather handle a
gun agin Hardfist than agin the sheriff. He’s
a man I respect. I'd sure hate to throw lead
at him. But I ain’t going to be taken, doc.”

“You sure ain’t!” said the doc. “Quit
chewing the rag, you bonehead ! Sheriff West
ain’t going to find you here.”

I: ID BYRNE looked round the door of
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Some plan was working in the mind of the
six-gun doc, though what it was the Kid could
not guess. It was death to quit the cabin—
arrest to remain, and the Kid was not going
to be taken alive.

The doc lifted the candle from the table and
stepped into old Louie’s room, pushing the
Kid before him. He set the candle down and
looked round him,. with a faint grin breaking
through the anxiety in his anxious face.

“I guess I told you, Kid, that Old Black
Loule was on a visit to her folks at Mule
Pack,” he said.

“You sure did ” said the Kid, in wonder.

“1 never told you that her niece Judy was
coming to cook for me while she was away,
though, did I?”

The Kid could only stare,

“8he ain't here, doc. There ain’t no coon
girl about the place.”

“There’s going to be!” said the doc.

He lifted a striped print dress from a hook
on the wall. The Kid watched him blankly.
He wondered for a moment whether the doc
had gone loco.

“Get into that !’ snapped the doc. “Put on
them shoes—I guess they’'ll go over your boots.
I got a bandanna here to put on your head
instead of that stetson, and if I can’t fix you
up a coon complexion, it'll be because there
ain’t no blacking left in the bottle.”

The Kid's face crimsoned. He understood
now. His jaw squared and his eyes gleamed.

“Doc, I know you mean it well—I know you
want to save my neck—but I ain’t standing for
it! I ain’t hiding that-a-way from a pizen
polecat like Hardfist 1

Doc Baker locked at him quietly.

“¥You left Dan and Red wounded on the
prairie when you got through,” he said.
“Don’t you aim to get back to them and help
them? You want old Sam QOak to wake up
and see you being shot to pieces? I'm sure
surprised at you, Kid1”

The Kid gulped.

“I take it back, doc,” he said humbly. “I¢’s
your play, and T’ll stand for anything you
duwrn well like.”

In a few minutes the Kid was draped in
striped print dress, his feet encased in sloppy
shoes that easily went qver his boots, his head
wrapped in a coloured bandanna. Then Doc
Baker got busy with a bottle of blacking,
rapidly changing the outlaw’s face, neck, and
hands to the deepest dye of a black coon. The
doc held up a mirror, and the Kid stared into
it with unbelieving eyes.

Kid Byrne had disappeared from existence.
The reflection in the glass was that of a young
negress. A coloured shawl over his shoulders
added to the effect.

“This way !” grunted the doc.

Ho led the Kid into the lean-to kitchen at
the back of the cabin. Glimmering dawn was
showing through chinks in the shutter. Hardly
a word was needed for the Kid now. He was
quick on the uptake, and ready to play his
part—a part on which his life depended. He
packed pine chips into the iron stove and set
1t going. He handled the fry-pan and beans
and bacon, as he was well used to handling
them in the hide-out up in the mesa.

The doc watched him and grinned.

“You ain’t so bad, Kid,” he said.
it’s even money |
come >

“I’se cooking, massa!” grinned the Kid.

Doc chuckled as he went back into the
living-room. e gave a glance into old Sam’s
room. The old rancher was awake now, and
his eyes turned guestioningly on the doc.

“1 sure guess I heard Hardfist’s voice, doc !”
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“1 guess
You're cooking when they

mumbled old Sam. “Or was ¥ jest dreaming 1 -

“Yes, that guy is around,” answered the doec.
“But don’t you worry. The sheriff’s coming
to give this shebang the once-over, but Hardfist
ain’t putting no hoof in. Hyer, you, Judy!”’
shouted the doc. “You come and fix up the
pillows for my patient!”

Old Sam hardly glanced at the young
“negress ” who came in and shook out his
pillows. The Kid longed to give him a word,
but he was silent. He made old Sam com-
fortable, and hustled out of the room again.
Sam Oak settled down to doze.

Doc Baker went to the door on the porch.
Tf the Kid, in his strange guise, had passed

undetected under his uncle’s eyes, the doe

reckoned that he would pass muster with
Sheriff West. Doc threw open the front door
and looked out into the reddening dawn.

Hardfist Hall stood in the porch, and his
gun half lifted as the door opened. But he
fowered it again at sight of the doc. A smell
of cooking bacon and beans came from the
kitchen, where the doc’s new cook was clatter-
ing the fry-pan. A black face, surmounted
by a red bandanna, looked across the living-
room from the kitchen and scanned the marshal
of Bullwhacker for a moment. Ie paid it no
heed.

“Say, have you sent word to the sheriff,
Bill Hall?” grunted the doc.

“You said 1t1” snarled Hardfist. “He's
coming right now !”

There was a clatter of hoofs in the rugged
street. Sheriff West, big and burly and ruddy,
dismounted at the gate, and four of his men
followed him up the path to the porch. In the
street a crowd was already gathering, early as
it was. News was. spreading of trouble at the
doc’s cabin, and the doe had plenty of friends
in Parksville, ready and willing to back him
if he wanted aid.

“’Mornin’, doc!” Sheriff West shook hands
with the doc, .and gave Hardfist a brief nod.
“Say, what’s this rookus? If you figure on,
running the rodeo in this hyer burg, Bill Hall,
like you do at Bullwhacker, you got another
guess coming.”

Hardfist’s eyes glinted.

“Kid Byrne, outlaw, is in this shack,” he
said, “‘and it’s up to you, sheriff, to rope him
in, seeing that it’s your beat, and you’ll hand
him over to me to ride back to Bullwhacker.”

“Sure thing, if he’s here!” assented the
sheriff. “Say, doe, you sure ain’t harbouring
outlaws from the hills, and you a doctor and
a good citizen, are you?”’

The doc shrugged his shoulders.

“Bill Hall tries to make out that that young
firebug is here,” he said. “I guess he’s got
them Rojo cowboys on his nervous system !
I ain’t letting no bunch of toughs from a cow
town root over my shebang, sheriff! Buil-
whacker guys don’t cut no ice in this burg.”

“You said it1” agreed the sheriff. “But I
got to seavch for him, doe, on what the

marshal says, and I got to hand him over

2

if he’s here,.

By the time Doc Baker had finished disguising
Kid, the outlaw, dressed in a long cotion dress
and with a bandanna wound round above his
blackened face, looked a passable imitation
of Judy, the darkie cook. This was the doc’s
scheme for defeating the plans of Hardfist Hall }

“Sure thiﬁg P R
assented the doc. =
“Search all you
want, sheriff! I'm

only asking you to
do 1t quiet, and not disturb
my patient. But I'll tell a
man, né Bullwhacker guy
ain’t horning in, and I got
2 gun here what says the same.”

“That’s a cinch 1 said the sheriff.
“Y guess I can carry out the law
here, Bill Hall; your help ain’t wanted none.
If that young firebug’s here, you'll get him.”

“That’s all Pm asking 1 snarled Hardfist.
“Get to 1it, sheriff—he’s here!” Ho turned
to his men, ““Watch out, you 'uns! If that
outlaw makes a break, riddle him with lead
on sight.”

Sheriff West tramped heavily in, followed by
his men. Hardfist stood in the porch, gun in
hand, watchful as a beast of prey.

™S AN OAK lifted his head and listened.
The sun was high on the Arizona

prairie. The Pecan creek ran low
between sloping muddy banks, the

water merely trickling, flats of mud and sand.

Among the thickets, Red lay on a bed of
leaves that Dan hed gathered for him—half
dozing, his face white and drawn. Dan, by his
side, watched over him. And suddenly he
Iifted his head to the sound of hoofbeats on the
prairie.

Being deep down in the hollow of the low
creek, the two outlaws were below the level
of the surrcunding plain—out of sight, unless
a rider came down to the water. And now a
rider was coming, the steady strokes of the
hoofs ringing nearer and nearer.

Dan’s rugged, tanned face set, and he dropped
his hand to his gun. That hollow creck was
all the cover that he'd been able to find when
he had parted from the Kid in the uight, with
Red helpless and wounded on Lis hands, after
riding throngh the ambush of Jake Sanders
and his bunch. There Dan had waited, long
hour after hour, watching over Red—hoping,
hoping that the Xid would comie, yet dreading
}};a.t ba would never see Kid Bryne again in
ife,

Old Sam, as he believed, lay dying in the
doc’s cabin, and only the Kid had beeu able
to ride on, to see the old man before his eyes
closed for ever—and the Kid, outlawed and
hunted, rode with his life in his hands. Would
the Kid come—to help get Red back to the
hide-out in the mesa—would he come ?

For a moment, as he heard the hoofbeats,
Dan wondered if that might mean that the Kid
was coming. But the rider was not coming
from Parksville; he came from the opposite
direction—from the open plains, Was it some
puncher riding range, and coming down to
the creek to give his horse water, or some
outcast of the prairie, who had been riding
a mght-trail ?

Dan could not tell—but his face was des-
perate as he listened to the approaching haof-
beats. Once the rider came over the brow
of the sloping bank he would be in sight—the
straggling bushes gave little concealment. Dan
Oak rose to his feel, dragging his leg, stiff from
the gash of a bullet.

High over the bank a stetson hat showed
against the sky—and a horseman came clatter-
ing down the dried mud to the shallow streaun.

“Jadson 1” breathed Dan.

He knew the evil, scarred face under the
stetson at a glance—the face of Jad Jadson,
leader of the Jadson gang. Outlawed by the
plotting of Hardfist Hall, the Rojo cowboys
had ridden with the Jadsons for a time—only
to meet with black trcachery from the gang
of rustlers. Tt was shooting on sight if they
met up with the Jadsons,

Crack !

Jad sighted Dan Qak as he came clattering

* down the slope of dried mud, and his gun

roared. Dan’s stetson was torn from his head
by the bullet. Kuoeeling, with eyes blazing
over his revolver, he fired back. Ilis builet
would have crashed into the scarred rustler's
broad chest, but the tossing head of the bronco
stopped it; and, with a squeal, the horse volled
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over, thereby pitching Jad headlong from the
saddle.

Instantly the scarred outlaw went serambling
into cover His bronco, with a bullet in its
brain, lay hunched in the mud, and Jad
Jadson erouched behind the bulky body of the
animal, safe from another shot.

Dan Oak gritted his teeth.

He had no cover—he could not hunt cover,
and leave Red. Red’s startled eyes fixed on

his face. He half rose.

“Keep low!” breathed Dan. “ Keep low,
Red! It's that doggoned rustler, Jad
Jadson ! Keep low.”

Red sank back. His hand sought his gun—
but he was weak from loss of blood, and the
weapon sagged in his feeble grasp. Dan
shifted, to place himself between his wounded
pard and their enemy. His hurt leg ached
horribly, but he did not heed the pain.

Suddenly, swiftly, a scarred face rose to
view, then a hand with a Colt in it. Crack!
Dan felt the sting of a bullet that tore his
cheek—the wind of another that clipped his
hair. But the rustler dropped back as Dan
pulled trigger, and his lead flew harmlessly
over the dead broncho.

A fierce, savage, rasping laugh came from
the rustler,

“I'll get you, Dan Oak! By the great horn
spoon, I'll get you!”

Dan did nov speak; hard-lipped, he waited.
And he knew why Jad was letting him wait—to
rattle his nerves. Minute followed minute—
long minute after minute, bitter and tense.
From the silence of the upper prairie came a
sound.

Thud of hoofs again—this time from the
direction of  Parksville. Dan felt his heart
bound. Was it—could it be—the Kid?

Then he groaned as his straining ear caught
other sounds with the beat of hoofs—the clatter
and grind of wheels Tt was a vehicle that was
coming—some buckboard driven across the
rugged plain. But whoever it was, it was not
the IKid.

The sounds rcached the cars of Jad Jadson
as he crouched in cover. To him, as to the
cowhoy outlaws, any comer was an enemy.
Dan heard a curse from the scarred rustler.

He kunew that action was coming—Jad would
wait no longer now. He watched—but when
the action came, it came so suddenly that he
was beaten to it. .

Jad rose from cover, and fired at the same
rwoment—and Dan felt a throb of agony along
his gun-arm.  Jad’s bullet crashed on the
revolver in his hand, spinning it away, leaving
his arm numbed and disarmed.

Dan Oalk looked on death as the scarred
rustler’s fierce eyes glared at him over a smok-

ing gun. Jad rushed on him, pulling trigger
as he rushed.
Crack! Tt was Red who fired.

Lifted on one elbow, his face white as death,
Red fired at the vustler with a hand thai
sagged and shook. It was a desperate effort—
he sank back fainting even as he pulled
trigger. Bub the bullet gashed through the
rustler’s shirt and tore his shoulder—a scratch,
but it jerked his arm as he fired again, and
the death-shot missed Dan by inches.

Swift as a cougar, Dan Oak sprang at the
rustler, grasped his gun-arm, and forced it up.
Desperately he flung his weight on bis enemy,
and Jad crashed over backwards, and the Colt
flew from his grip.

“Doggone you!l” hissed. the rustler.

His fierce and savage grasp fastened on Dan.
The cowboy’s hurt leg crumpled under him,
and he rolled under the burly outlaw.

Jad was uppermost, Dan fighting fiercely to
throw him off, and fighting in vain. A sinewy
knee was planted on his chest, pinning him
down in the dried mud of the bank. Jad
groped for the knife in his belt,

The bowie-knife flashed out in the sun. Up
went the murderous hand, the knife in it
A second more, and it would have been buried
to the hilt, .

Neither of them saw the buckboard that
pulled in at the top of the high bank, or the
startled face that locked down. But even as
the knife flashed in the sun the sudden roar of
a gun came deafening to Dan’s ears—and the
rustler lurched over him. The knife fell from

a relaxed hand, and Jad Jadson sank down on
his victim, crumpling.

One groan came from the rustler, and no
further sound—and Dan Oak, like one in a
dream, knew that it was a dead man that lay
across him.

For a moment he was still, stunned with

amazement. Then he threw aside the body of
the rustler and staggered to his feet. He
passed his hand across his dizzy eyes. The

buckboard stood against the sky at the top of
the bank. Down the bank came, running, a
man in a red shirt,

“Doct” panted Dan, “Doc Baker”

He stared at the six-gun doctor. Doc Baker
gave Jad a glance and shrugged his shoulders.

“I guess that guy has got his!” he said.
“I'll say there’s a good few galoots in Arizona
will sleep sounder at nights when they hear
that Jad Jadson has passed in his checks.
Say, feller, I guess you was in luck that the
Kid put me wise and I humped along here to
give you a lift back to the mesa!”

Dan caught his arm.

“You seen Kid?”

“Sure 1”

“ And old Sam?”

“Mending fast!” Doc Baker stepped to
Red. The cowboy was unconscious. *“Lend me
a hand to get him to the buckboard.”
#““Sure!” -gasped Dan, “But—"

“Bay, you honing to chew the rag?” snorted
the doc.  “You want me to be seen helping
doggoned outlaws to get back to their hide-
out? Pack it up till we get clear, U'm telling
vou! You an’ Red have got to lie low under
a buffalo robe till we hit the hills, and that
ain’t a short step! I guess I'll chew the rag

all you want when we hit the mesa.”
WELL MEANT!

Convict (writing letter) : # ., ., . And thank
you very much for the hiking outfit that you
sent for my Christmas present.”

Dan said no more. With a limping leg, he
helped the doc carry Red up the bank to the
buckboard. . :

ARDFIST HALL gritted his teeth with
rage. Never had the hard-fisted,
bullying marshal of Bullwhacker been
so savagely enraged or so bitterly

puzzled. Where was Kid Byrne? Where was
the outlaw he had tricked and entrapped and
counted upon as a certain victim?

The sun of noon blazed down hot on the
street of Parksville. Hardfist and his rough-
necks surrounded Doe Baker’s cabin, watching.
Jake Sanders had come in from the prairie
and joined his leader, and he was as puzzled
as Hardfist.

The Rojo cowboys had got through the
ambush on the trail—Jake knew that! One of
them—the Kid—had hit Parksville and reached
the doc’s cabin—Hardfist knew that. But
where was he? It had them guessing.

In the doorway of the cabin a man sat on a
bench, smoking, with a rifle across his knees.
It was one of the sheriff’s deputies, left in

charge. Sheriff West was gone—Doc Baker
was gone. Hardfist, with burning eyes, had
seen the doc drive away in his buckboard after
the search was over—going off on his tong
medical round, heedless of the bunch watching
his cabin.

“I'll say he’s there!” said the marshal.
“That doggoned doc has got-some hide-out in
the cabin, and he’s got the Kid packed out of
sight 1 '

“Aw, guess agin, marshal!” said Sanders.
He shook his head.” “There ain’t no hide-out
in that shack. The Kid’s beat it.”

“How’d he beat it with a dozen guys watch-
ing for him?” raved the marshal.

The marshal’s eyes turned swiftly on the
porch again as there was a movement. But it
was only the negress coming out, with a basket
on her arm. Taking no notice of the loafing,
lounging roughnecks, the young negress started
up the street towards the store,

“That doggoned coon'il sure know what's
come to the Kid!” muttered Hardfist Hall
suddenly.

“Mebbe 1 drawled Jake.
spill it none.”

The marshal gave him a scowl.

“Git off'n that fence, you Dbig stiff!” he
snarled. “Git on your cayuse and follow me !”

He unhitched his bronco and leaped into the
saddle. Jake followed his example, and they
rode with a clatter up the street.

Hardfist’s eyes were glittering. He reckoned
that the doc’s black cook would know what
had happened to the Kid, and he reckoned,
too, that he could make her speak. In the
blaze of noon the street was deserted. There
was a wide stretch of waste land between the
doc’s cabin and the store.

“Black Judy ” had covered half the distance
when they overtook her. The head in the red
bandanna turned, The eyes in the black face
gleamed as the marshal and his men jumped
down from their broncs:

“Pull in, you ! snarled the marshal of Bull-
whacker. “I want to chew the rag with you a
piece, Judy ! I guess you saw Kid Byrne when
he hit the doc’s shack last night {”

“1’se see him, massa.”

“You're wise to it what’s come of him?”
breathed the marshal.

“Yes, massa.”

“Spill i, Judy, and it’s a hundred dollars
for you to buy glad rags!” said Hardfist, his
voice trembling with eagerness. “A hundred
dollars if you put me wise, or—"

Crash !

A clenched fist, that seemed like a lump of
iron, crashed full in the face of the marshal of
Bullwhacker, knocking him flat on his back in
the street.

Jake Sanders gave a gasp of amazement,
then the iron-like fist crashed at him, and he
%Jun across the marshal, falling heavily on Bill

all.

A Dblack hand caught at the -reins of the
marshal’'s bronc as it ran free. In the
twinkling of an eye the “negress ” was in the
saddle, the print dress tearing and rending
and revealing cowboy’s riding boots |

Up the street went the disguised Kid at a
wild gallop, kicking off the floppy shoes as his
feet sought the stirrups. Hardfist Hall, pant-
ing, struggling to his feet. )

“The Kid!” he panted. “I’ll say it's tho
Kid! Shoot, you geck! Shoot!”

He fired as he panted, blazing away bullets
up the street after the galloping rider. But
the Kid rode fast and hard, bending low in the
saddle, and at a wild gallop be dashed out of
Parksville on to the prairie trail. )

Hardfist Hall yelled to his men. There was
mounting and spurring in hot haste, and the
Bullwhacker bunch swept out on the prairie
in pursuit of the Kid. But Kid Byrne had a
start, and he did not lose it—and though the
bunch rode hell for leather they rode in vain.

Mad with rage, the marshal of Bullwhacker
was &till hanting him on the rolling prairie
when Kid Byrne, weary with hard riding,
rejoined his comrades in their hide-out high
up in the rocks of the mesa.

Hardfist tricked—mad for revenge—and
then the final show-down between him and the
Outlawed Three! Read all about it in next
week’s vivid Western yarn. Big thrills
quaranteed-—and big surprises, too!

“But she won't
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town of Bullwhacker, swore under his

breath.  Looking from the window of

his office in Main Street, he watched
a little crowd rcading a wvotice stuck on a
wall opposite. That bill was headed, in big
letbers:

HARDFIST HALL, marshal of the cow

“500 DOLLARS REWARD !”

And there followed a deseription of Dan
Oak, 1-m TRedwsy, and Kid Byrne—the
Outlawed Thvee. .

There were plenty of roughnecks in Bull-
whacker who would have been. glad to rope
. e heedred dolars by cinching the cowboy
ouflaws. But Hardfist could see that those
who were reading that bill were wostly grin-
ning. A remark floated across to him from
a long limbed cowman.

“Hardhss wou t never catch that bunch.”

“You said it1” agreed his companions; and
they lounged on thenr way down the street.

Hall gritted his teeth under his black beard.
He reckoned that the puncher was right—he
would never cineh the Rojo cowboys. He had
framed them on a charge of shooting their
uncle, old San Oak, and got themn outlawed;
but e had never been able to find their hide-
ottt up in the Mesa Mountains.

it was as deeply hidden as the lost gold-
mine of the mesa—which they had fonnd, and
the secret of which they kept. TFailure after
failure had dogged the steps of the warshal of
Bullwhacker- and now old Sam Qak, at Doc
B..et’s cabin in Parksville, was mending, and
when he was up again, what was going to
happen?

The Outlawed Three were hunted for their
lives—but old Sam would run the mine, and
it wouid be gone for cver from Hardfist's
greedy sgrasp.

A burly roughneck came up the street and
tramped into the office.” It was Jake Sanders,
the mavshal’s right-hand man. The marshal
of Bullwhacker gave him a nod.

“Kick that dooi shut, Jake!” he said. He
crossed the office and closed the inner door.
“I guess 1 don’t want no guys to hear the
picce 1 got to say.” He paused. leaning his
elbow on nis desk, and fixed his eyes on Jake.
“We got to ait Parksville to-night, feller, and
you want to pack a gun ”

Jake looked uneasy.

“What’s the lay-out, boss?” he asked.

“We got to get through,” said the marshal,
in a low voice. “We aw’t got Dan and Red
and Kiu—I'll say they've beat us to it. Old
Sam Oak their uncle, will be up next week
friom what I hear And T'll say they’ve put
him wise where to look for the lost mine.”

“Bure !” assented Jake.

“Doc Baker's pulled him round, after that
lead he stopped one night at the Rojo Rauch,
months ago,” said Hall, bis voice still low,
“l guess 1t was too dark that night for the
guy to put his lead whore he wanted it.” .

3 ‘“And you a dead shot too. marshal {” said
alke.

Hardfist gave hun a fierce loock. Even to his
confederate, he had never owned that he was
the man who had shot up old Sam Oak that
dark night at Rojo. DBut he let the remark
1ass.

“Old Bawm’s going to stop one to-night that
the doc won’t wmend!” he said.

THE PILOT No. 14—4/1/386.

“his bronco and rode

Sanders breathed
hard, ~

“Forget it, mar-
shal! he said

“Bhooting a sick man
in his bunk, and in the

doc’s house, and all
Parksville ready to
pull guns at a word

from the doc! You're
sure loco I

“You got cold
feet I” sneered Hard-
fist. *I've given the
place  the once-over,
and I got it all cut
and dried. I'll get

the doc talking at his
door, while you get to
old Sam’s window. There ain’t nobody else in
the shanty except the black cook. I¥'ll be
easy.”’

Jake Sanders shook lus head. He was the
marshal’s man, and had backed his play in
many a desperate game. But Jake had his
limit, and the marshal bad reached it.

“I guess you can count wme out, Bill Hall!”
he said stubbornly. “They got you beat, and
you got to chew on ... Youw're jest plumb loco
to figure on such a game as that!”

Hardfist’s eyes blazed at him.

He was in a desperate mood—the mood of
a gambler in bad luck. throwing double or
quits, There was desperate risk in what he
had planned, but it was the last chance for
the lost mine of the mesa. He stood for the
law in Brllwhacker and he had used the law
to aid him in his fierce pursuit of the golden
lure—he had added treachery to treachery,
crime to crime—and now at the finish defeat
facc(;] him., Al went for nothing if old Sam
lived.

“You doggone® geck!” said Hall, between
his gritted teeth. “You want to stand trial for
shooting ttp Dave Tutt at the Red Dog? You
goldarned coyote if you throw me down in
this, I'll park you pronto in the ealaboose—
and I guess you won’t quit except to go up at
the end of a rope. Chew on that, you dog-
goned skunk 1”

Jake's hand slid an inch or two towards
the gun at his hip. But he did not touch it.

“You said it. marshal|” he muttered at
last. “T’'ll say I'm ready to ride.”

The sunset was red on the prairie as the
marshal thudded away at a gallop on the
trail to Parksville, Jake Sanders riding sullen
and silent at his side. LEvery now and then
the ruffian stole a sidelong glance at Hall's
hard, savage face

But as they rode, in deep gloom, through
a belt of post-oaks, Hall became suddenly
aware that his companion had dropped behind.
The marshal checked his bronco

A fierce oath left his fips. There came a
thudding of hoofs—off the trail. Under cover
of the darkness, Jake had deserted him, and
was riding away across the prairie.

Hardfist’s eyes burned. He swung round
furiously in pursuit.
Jake, if he got clear, would never be seen in
Bullwhacker again—but the marshal swore
savagely that he should not get clear.

KID, DAN AND RED SQUARE ACCOUNTS WITH THE MAN WHO DROVE THEM INTO OUTLAWRY!

A gleam of moonlight came up over the post-
oaks. It revealed g hard-riding fizure, bend-
ing low in the saddle, to the marshal’s savago
eyes. Hardfist’s gun-hand came up.

. Crack, crack, crack! Three times he fired
in less than as many seconds.

A yell cerve back from the gloom—a fall,
and a groan. A riderless horse dashed away,
with swinging stirrups, over the shadowy
prairie. The moon was hidden again behind
the clouds.

In the davkness the marshal of Bullwhacker
rode on to Parksville—alone !

sleep.
It was long past midnight. All was
silent in _the cabin, in the straggling
street of Parksville.

Doc Baker, weary from a long round, was
sleeping soundly. Occasionally, through the
silence, came a snore from Black Louie’s room.
Once or twice hoof-beats echoed from the
rugged street.

Sam Qak was dreaming—a dream of old
days on the Rojo Ranch, where his three
nephews had worked with him, before they had
found the lost mine of the mesa, which, instead
of fortune had brought them tragedy.

In his dream he saw them—the handsome
Kid, burly, rugged Dan, plump little Red—
the three who had stood by him through thick
and thin, and whom he had hoped to make
rich when the long-lost mine in the mesa was
found.

Then into his dreaming came the hard, grim,
black-bearded face of Hardfist Hall, and the
old rancher stirred in his sleep, his hand slid
to the six-gun under his pillow.

He awoke!

It was partly that evil vision of his dream,
perhaps; but partly a faint sound that
awakened him. He lifted his head from his
pillow, and stared round the shadowy room.
Through the wooden shutters a bar of moon-
light fell, and old Sam started and his heart
beat, for he knew that meant that the shutter
was opening.

For a moment Sam Oak stared and listened.
Then his wrinkled hand closed hard on the
butt of the six-gun. He was almost well from
his wound now: in a few more days he would
be up and doing. The mine—the lost mine of
the mesa—would be his; and, though his

OLD Sam Osak stirred uneasily in his
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nephews were outlawed, Hardfist was defeated
in his fight for the gold of the mesa.

The old rancher’s tanned face set grimly as
he watched the bar of moonlight widen at his
window. His finger was steady on the trigger
of the Colt.

The wooden shutter swung open with a
creak. There was no glass in the window.
The shutter open, a stetson hat was thrust in.
The head under 1t was bent to listen.

Not a sound, not a movement, came from old
Sam in the bunk. For a long minute the
stetson remained wotionless, Then it moved,
as a long-limbed fizure stepped in over the
low sill. Clear moonlight fell into the room,
but it did not reach so far as Sam’s bunk,
which lay in shadow. .

Clear in the moonlight stood a brawny figure,
and a hard-bitten, black-bearded face glim-
mered in the light. A hand, grasping a re-
volver, was half- raised, as Hardfist Hall
stared about the roomn—seeking !

Then old Sam stirred.

His arm came up, and the moonlight caught
the barrel of his six-gun. But even as the
marshal of Bullwhacker saw it, the six-gun
roared. The brawny figure lurched, the Colt
clattered on the floor, and there was a heavy
crash that shook the building as Hardfist Hall
went down with a bullet through his body.

p OC BAKTER leaped from his bed.

“Doggone my cats!” gasped the six-
gun doctor of Arizona. Through the
silent cabin the roar of the gun rang
and echoed like thunder.

Doc tore his door open. The shot had come
from old Sam’s room, and he leaped ‘across
the living-room to Sam Oal’s door on the other
side. His gun was in his hand as he rushed
in.

But his gun was not needed. The flood of
moonlight from the open window showed the
burly fgure of the marshal of Bullwhacker
prone on the floor, a Colt lying a few feet from
his nerveless hand. Old Sam sat up in bed,
grinning over a smoking gun.

“8am 1” panted the doec.

“0.K.,, doc!” grinned the old rancher.
“T'll say that’s Bill Hall, and I'll tell & man
he came here to finish what he started at the
Rojo Ranch, and he sure has slipped up on
it a few !”

Doc Baker dropped on his knees beside the
wounded man. His slim, deft fingers bared
the wound, and he started a little. Hardfist
Hall gave a groan. His tanned, bearded face
was white in the moonlight. His voice came
husky :

“Doggone that old stiff | I guess I got mine,
dog!” He groaned again.

“I guess you got what you’ve asked for, Bill
Hall ” said the doe. “If you've unything to
say, you got ten minutes to cough it up 1’

A deep groan from the marshal of Bull-
whacker. Death he could face—he was no
coward! More bitter was defeat. It had been
the last throw of the dice, and it had gone
against him. Twenty years of hard riding and
hard fighting, to fall at last to the shooting
of a sick man—shot down like a prowling
coyote of the night!

; He groaned. The grin died off old Sam’s
ace.

“If you got yours, Bill Hall, I guess I got to
try hard to forgive you,” said the old rancher.
““You been a hard man, Hall, and a bad man.
VYou framed and outlawed three good lads
what never harmed you; but you got yours,
and T’ll say that washes it out.”

Doc Baker rose from the side of the groaning
marshal. There was a strange look on his face.

“Y guess 'll wake old Lonie and send her
to get the sheriff,” he said. *“Mebbe it'd ease
your mind, Hall, to talk a few afore you hit
the high spots.”

Hardfist made no answer. He shut his teeth
on a groan, and lay silent as the doc left him.

HERIFF WEST stood and looked down
on the marshal of Bullwhacker. There
was angry scorn in his tanned face, only
repressed by the thought that Bill Hall

lay dying. '
A candle sputtered on the table, glimmering
on old Sam’s wrinkled face as he sat hunched

in bed with his blankets wrapped round bimi.
Hardfist Hall lay where he had fallen. The
doc had bandaged his wound, stopping the
flow of blood: he had placed a cushion under
the marshal’s  head

Doc¢’s face was serious and grim. The
marshal, scanning him, read no hope there.
The six-gun doctor, in his red shirt and leather
trousers, did not look much of 2 medical man;
but Hardfist knew that he was as good a doctor
as any in Arizona, or all the West. And he
had told Hardfist that he had ten minutes
if he wanted to talk, and of those ten, six ar
seven had already elapsed

But the hard-fisted bully of Bullwhacker lay
stlent.  Dared he face what was coming with-
out easing his mind—without undoing, so far
as he could, the evil he had wrought? EHis
lips stirred.

“I'm going up, doc?”

“You stopped a .45 bullet at six-feet range,
Bill Hall! What you figure?” snapped the
doc. “You got time to talk 1f you want, and
bhyer’s the sheriff to take it down. 1 guess it
won’t hurt you to talk none. If you lived you
got to stand for breaking into this cabin to
kill a man. But Ull say that if I was in your
boots at this hyer minute I’d set it right about
the Rojo cowboys.”

“You said it!” muttered Hall.
said it!
quit

The sheriff dropped at a bench at the table
and took pen in hand.

“You got a confession to make, 1 guess I'l1
pqtd it down, and the doc can witness it!” he
said.

Again there was a brief silence. Then the
marshal of Bullwhacker’s voice came low and
husky

“J framed Dan and Red and Kid! It was I
shot-up old S8am Qak that night at the Rojo
Rancho! I framed them on it to get them
where T wanted them. They was sure inno-
cent, and never knowed a thing till they found
the old geck shot-up. T’ll sure set it right all
I can!”

0Old Sam’s face lighted up as he heard. He
knew it—only too well he knew, as the doc
had always believed, that it was Hardfist who
had fired that shot in the dark.

“You sure
1 guess I'll clear imy mind afore I

The wooden shuiter over the window swung

open with a creak, and then a brawny figure

stepped over the low sill. Old Sam OQak,

lying very still in bed, mads no sound, but his
hand tightened on his gun-butt.

Sheriff West wrote it down. Ie knelt besid
the warshal and placed the pen in his rough
hand Bill Hall signed the econfession, anc
his hand dropped heavily. Doe Buker, with ai
inscrutable face, added his signaturo as a
witness.

“1 guess that lets out the Rojo cowboys,
sheriff 17 said the doe.

“T’ll say it does” answered Shertff West,
“and if vouw're wise to their hide-out, 1 guess
you want to get them word that they ain’t
outlaws no longer ”

“Y guess T can put a letter where thoy'll
find it,” said the doc  “Tt won't be long afore
they're pul wise

Sheriff West nodded  He folded the paper,
placed it carefully m his pocket-book, and the
latter in his pocket ’

“1 guess that goes on the records,” he said.
“Til tell you, Bill Hall, if you lived, you'd
Jbe an outlaw. like yon made them cowboys
with your frame-up Bub you got yours, and
that lets you out.”

The sheriff tramped heavily fram the room
and went out of the cabin  Hardlst turned his
face on the cushion Au ouilaw—as he had
made the Rojo cowboys, whose outlawry was
now washed out by his confession! A hunted
life, if old Sam’s bullet had not cut it short!

e listened to the heavy tramp of the sheniff
dying away up the rugged street. Doc Baker
stood listening also, a faint smile playing on
his tanned face

“Where'd you leave your cayuse, Bill Hall?”
asked Lhe doe¢, when there was silence again.

“Aw, doc, what'll his cayuse matter now,
and him passing in his checks!” nuttered old
Sam.

“ Passing mn nothing!” grunted the doc.

Bill Hall's eyes turned on him..

“Who said the geck was passing in his
checks ?” snapped the doc. “1 told him he had
ten minutes to talk, if he wanted-—and he sure
had, and more! I never told him he was pass-
ing in no checks.”

Hardfist gave a panting cry.

“Doc! Doggone you, you been stringing me
along ?”* he panted

“You been stringing yourself along!” snarled
the doc. ““Sam, you old geck, you sure for-
gotten how to shoot while you been lying here
sick! Yon sent a bullet atween two of that
piecan’s ribs, and it went clean! I guess he
ain’t damaged a whole lot.”

“Doggone yoa!” hissed the marshal of Bull-
whacker -

“I never said you was going up! If you
figured you was, it was your own funeral! If
the shertff knew, you’d go straight from here
to the jug, Bill Hall, to stand trial for trying
to kill a man under my roof. But that
wouldn’t have set the Rojo cowboys right.
You got them framed—you got them outlawed
—and you'd have kept your teeth clamped on
the truth, you ornery piecan! Now you've con-
fessed the truth, and the sheriff’s got it at his
office I

Doc Baker shrugged his shoulders at the
glare of hate and rage from the marshal of
Bullwhacker

“I'm sure letting you off light, Hall! I'm
giving you a chance to burn the wind, you
plecan! Get on your cayuse and hit the
quickest trail out of Arizona!”

He leaned over the marshal of Bullwhacker
and helped him to his feet. Hardfist stood un-
steadily There was a twinge of sharp pain
from his bandaged wound But he knew now

19

that it was not as he had believed—he was
going to live!
Relief was swallowed up in bitter rage. His

shaking hand groped at his belt. Doc Baker
kicked away the Colt that still lay on the floor
where it had fallen

“Torget it, Hall!” he snapped. “You dog-
goned lobo-wolf, I'm giving you a chance, and
I guess I'm a bonehead to do it—but that bit
of writing in the sheriff’s office sels Kid Byrne
and his pards right—and I'll say T'll let it go
at that! You can back a bronco, Biil Hall, and
you got time to vide clear afore you’re hunted
—and if vou got any hoss sense in that cabeza
of yourn, i+ guess you'll ride a straight trail
after this and make good! Your game’s up
here.”
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A minute more, and the doc stood in his
doorway, watching the brawny figure that
tottered away in the moonlight.

Hardfist was gone! The clatter of a horse's
hoofs, tinging back from the silence of the
night, told that he was in the saddle, and hit-
ting the trail. .

Doc Baker slammed the door.

s ID BYRNE
K Kid did not hear the muttered

words. He did not see the haggard,

bearded face that peered at him
from the rocks on the bank of the Rio Rojo,
high up in the heart of the mesa.

The hot sun of Arizona blazed down on the
rocky hills; on the great canyon where the Rojo
River rolled down to the plain  Up the rugged
canyon the Kid cawe, on foot: and the haggard
man hidden by the rocks crouched lower, while
his hand gripped convulsively the butt of the
six-gun at the holster in his belt

“The Kid!” breathed Hardfist Hall.

It was more than a day since the strange
scene in old Sam’s room at Doc Baker's, Hard-
fist Iall, once marshal of Bullwhacker, his
word law in the rongh cow town, was a fugitive
——hunted as Dan and Kid and Red had been
hunted by him and his side-kickers.

A hurried visit to bhis ranch for what he
could carry off in haste, was all he had time for
Lefore pursuit was al his heels. He was hunted
_for the sheriff of Parksville was riding the
prairie in search of him; and iu his own town
of Bullwhacker, where he had ruled the roost
so long, he could not have ridden in safetby.

Hardfist had camped high up in the hills;
his plans undecided. To burn the wind out of
Arizona, to seek safety across the border in
Mexico; that was what prudence dictated.

Dut it was vengeance, rather than safety,
that was in the mind of the desperate man
whose plotting had brought him to ruin. Ven-
geance on the Outlawed Three, who had
baffled and beaten him—and perhaps even yet
the gold of the mesa!

Luck was his way At the sound of approach-
ing fooisteps in the silent canyon, he touched
his horse with a soothing hand to keep the
cayuse quiet, peered out from behind the rocks
and saw—the Kid! He drew the six-gun from
his belt and waited. .

Up the canyon came Kid Bryne, and unless
he stopped he would come within easy shoot-
ing of the rocks that hid his enemy.

Fardfist’s eyes blazed over his gun!

Then, as he watched, Kid Byrne turned and
swung into a narrow, steep ravine that split
the high, rocky wall of the great canyon. Hard-
fist gritted his teeth with rage. He rose, his
gun-arm lifting—Dbut the Kid had disappeared
up the rock arroyo, though the marshal could
still hear his tread ringing on the stones.

He thrust the gun back into his holster and
stepped from his cover. Well he knew the
arroyo into which Kid Byrne was clambering.
Well he remembered how, long weeks ago, he
had met up with the Kid high up the ravine
above the waterfall and flung him, as he be-
lieved, to his death in the falling waters.

How the Kid had escaped death then he did
not know-—but he had escaped, and when Hard-
fist had seen him again, it bad been with the
golden nugget in his hand; the gleaming gold
that revealed that the lost mine of the mesa
had been found

Whas it in that rocky ravine that the Out-
lawed Three had their hide-out? Hardfist had
searched it again and again during his long
hunt for the outlaws, and discovered—mnothing !
Was it in that ravine that the lost mine lay?

He had suspected it, and combed it for a sign
of gold—in vain! Yet why was the handsome
Kid clambering up those steep rocks? Hard-
fist reckoned that he was aiming for his hide-
out, and with the caution of a trailing wolf, he
crept in pursuit.

Twice he sighted the Kid’s stetson Lobbing
among the rocks up the steep arroyo. Tiwice
he was tempted to take a pot-shot. But he
refrained  Once he had trailed the Kid down,
it would be sure shooting--and he could not
afford to take chances.

Keeping in cover of the rugged rocks,
creeping like a panther, he trailed the Kid up
the ravine. If the wary Kid looked back he
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saw no sign of the man who trailed him. He
halted at length on the steep bank, where ths
waterfall came thundering down. Hardfist,
crouching behind a boulder, watched him from
a distance—and again his gun came up.

Standing there against the glistening of the
sheet of water that dropped twenty feet and
more from above, the Kid was a good mark.

But evenn as his finger was pressing the
trigger, the Kid suddenly vanished from his
sight., Hardfist held back the shot, leaped to
his feet and stared blankly. He could not be-
lieve his eyes. A second ago Kid Byrne had
been standing in his view-—now he was gone;
and it was into the sheet of falling water
that he had plunged and disappeared. .

Hardfist stared at the rushing torrent, half-
cxpecting to see the Kid's body come whirling
down. But he saw only the glistening waters,
dotted here and there with driftwood from
the upper hills. Where was the Kid?

He crept on, at last, and stood on the spot
where the Kid had stood, by.the edge of the
thundering waterfall. The truth, never sus-
pected before, was dawning in his mind.

Twenty times, hunting for the Outlawed
Three, he had traversed that rugged arroyo

Even as the marshal pressed the trigger of his
gun, Red's hand jerked, and the heavy goid
nugget sho: across the cave and crashed in

Hardfist’s black-bearded face. The burly

marshal staggered, his foot slipped, and then

he stumbled over the slippery rock to plunge
into the raging waterfall.

and passed the waterfall—never had he
dreamed that a human being could plunge
under it and live. But he knew now—and he
knew that he had found the hide-out of the
Outlawed Three.

There must be some hollow in the rocky cliff,
some cavern, back of the falling water, and
they had found it, and that was where they
camped and hid.

Hardfist stood, with the thunder of the
waterfall in his ears. And as he stood there
came a sharper sound through the crash of the
waters.

Clink! Clink! Clink! -

It was the sound of a pick on hard rock.

Who was wielding a miner’s pick in the
hollow under the cliff—and why?

Hardfist knew—only too well he knew now.
The lost mine—the lost mine of the mesa! It
was here, hidden by the waterfall!

The Outlawed Three were mining gold—the

gold he had so long and fiercely sought. Hard-
fist’s teeth set hard under his black beard.
He wrapped his six-gun in his neck-scarf to
keep in dry from the water, and ducked under
the torremnt as the Kid had done.

For a moment, blinding water, swamping in
heavy masses; then he stood under an arch of
rock on a rocky shelf. Through the sheet of
falling water came a glimmer of the sun—
but that was not all the light. There was a
glare of a pine torch, stuck in a crevice of
the cavern wall——a glow from the red embers of
a camp-firc.

Dripping with water, Hardfist unwrapped
his gun, and gripped it as the voice of Kid
Byrne came ringing to his ears, ringing in
a happy shout that woke the echoes of the
cavce.,

113 AN! Red! Jump for joy!” roared
the Kid.
Dan Oak ceased to handle the
pick, and stood leaning on it. Red
was scraping carth from a gleaming golden
nugget, but he ceased, and his plump face
was turned on the Kid.

Kid Byrne threw aside the blanket he had
thrown over his head to pass under the water-
fall. He waved his hand, he shouted, he
brandished a slip of paper, and his comrades
stared at him, amazed. The Kid, usually so
quiet and cool, seemed to have gone out of
his senses. .

“Say, what’s biting you, Kid?’ asked Red.

“You gone loco, ol’-timer?’ grinned Dan.

“You old piecan!” yelled the Kid., “I got
the news! Look!” He waved the paper
in the air. ““T'll tell you, this hyer is in the
doc’s fist! He sure left us this billy-doo, the
doc did, under the rock in the lower canyon,
what we use for a post office since that lobo-
wolf Hardfist got on to our post office in the
old cottonwood. And what’ll you guess the
doc’s got to spill?”

“0Old Sam up agin?’ asked Dan eagerly.

“Yep, old Sam’s up, and next week he'll be
out and riding. But that ain’t all!” shouted
the XKid. “Lissen, you guys! Hardfist Hall
got at Sam in the doc’s cabin, and old Sam
threw lead at him, and the doggoned piecan,
figuring that he was going up, confessed ?

“Confessed ?” gasped Red. .

“And I'll tell all Arizona !” roared the Kid,
his voice awakening every ccho of the decp
cavern stretching into the cliff behind the
waterfall. “T’ll tell the world Sheriff West
is after that lobo-wolf, and Hardfist is an
outlaw now, and we're clear! You get me?
Here it is in the doc’s fist, and we're free to
ride the trails, free to ride into Parksville—
and I'll say that we're going for our hosses
and hitting the trail to see old Sam, pronto!”

‘‘Search me!” breathed Dan.

He leaned on the pick, almost overcome by
the news. Red still held the nugget in his
hand, but he had forgotten it. It weighed
over a pound of solid gold—but he forgot it!

“And where’s Hardfist now?” asked Dan,
at last.

“Burning the wind for
reckon,” said the Kid.
goose, and I reckon
Hardfist.”

“Forget it!” rasper a bitter voice.

The Rojo cowboys started, and spun round.
Against the glimmering gleam of the water-
fall stood the brawny figure of the marshal of
Bullwhacker, on the rock shelf at the side of
the cave entrance, the red torchlight playing
on his hard, haggard, black-bearded face,
gleaming on the levelled barrel of his six-gun,
on the fierce, merciless eyes that blazed over
the barrel.

The gun covered the Outlawed Three; Hard-
fist’s finger was on the trigger. Only the Kid
was packing a gun, but he did not attempt to
pull. . The death-shot would have sped
instantly had his hand gone to his belt, and
he had no chance. The threce gazed at the
startling, unexpected apparition—reading the
merciless hate and vengeance in the black-
bearded face.

“I got you!” went on Hardfist Hall, his
voice coming like a snake's hiss from his black
beard. “By the great horn spoon, I got

the border, I
“He’s cooked his own
we’re through with

{ Continued on back page.)
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THE BLACK MONK

{Continued from page 376.)

Slowly and imper-

against the grey stone.
ceptibly it crept wp;  still
Lazenby waited for the ‘dawn,

No one saw his figure suddenly vanish from
that lofty post. No one heard the stifled cry
for help that came momentarily from his lips.

With the approach of dawn, a bitter wind
came creeping over the heathel, sighing like
a soul in torment.

Chief Warder Lazenby was a powerfully
built man, but in the .grip of the unseen
assailant, who had scized himn from behind 'in
a JuJutsu hold, he was helpless. He twisted
his head flantlcally in an effort to get rid of
the cold, firm hand clamped deross his mouth.

Then suddenly he felt himself being swung
round; had a fleeting glimpse of a cowled,
cloaked dark figure with upraised fist, He
saw the blow coming to him, and tried to turn
his head to dodge the fist. But he was caught
full on the point of the chin, and, with his
head snapping back, went into unconsciousness,
knocked  out by that one perfectly timed
upper-cut. ‘

The Black Monk catmht him before he fell,
and laid him on. the glound Then, \\01L1ng
swiftly, he bound the warder’s feef and hands
together with the girdle of 1’11‘3 monkish robe,
and gagged  the unconscious man with a
handkerchief.

When Lazenby came-to, it was to find himself
staring into the dark, magretic cyes of ‘the
monk. But gone wWére the monk’s cloak and
cow!; he was ‘wearing mnow the dark  blue
wniform that, had formm]y clothed Lazenby
himself. 'lhu warder’s greatcoat was still on

Chief \Vm‘der
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THE OUTLAWED THREE

(Contmued from page 386.)

you fixed! Make a move, and you wont
make another 1”

They stood as if transfixed. Only Red's
plump fingers gripped convulsively the golden
nugget in his hand, )

““I got you, and I got the mine!. I beaten
you to Jt at last!” Hardfist’s savage face
gloated,  “I1 guess you get - yours here and
now, and I guess there’s enough gold here to
square all the law in Arizona, and sce me
cluu" Doggone you, you got it coming to
you 12

He gloated over his triumph. The lives of
the Outlawed Three. were at his mercy; at
long last he had them where he wanted them !
In the very hour of their relief and joy, when
they knew that they were no longer outlaws,

* happenod.

him as a protection against the cold, but
underneath he was stnpped to his shirt and
pants.

Fascinated, he \vatghed the monk make up
his face with the aid of the contents of a flat,
oblong tin. As his senscs cleared, he saw, to
his amazement that the monk was gxadually
building up his face into o likeness of the
warder’s own rubicund countenance; and
when, finally, the monk added a false chppod
mioustache that was an imitation of Lazenby’s
own, the disguise was complete. In the half-
light of daw 1, it 'was an almost perfeet copy
of the”warder’s countenance.

Twenty minutes later, a police patrol at the
crossroads stopped a .car which appeared sud-
denly out of the gloom. A man in blue
uniform, with a peak cap, pecred through the
W mdow

“0O.K.,, boys! 1It's me, Chief Warder
Lazenby. T've got James Garvin, but there
won't be any hanging. I found him in the
quarry crushed to death. Somebody must
have parked this car for him there, veady for
his getaway, but the poor devil crashed just
as he was getting to it.” -

Instinctively the police turned their cyes to
the back. of the car.
©“T put him in a sack I fcmnd theve.
isn’t exactly pretty to look at,
to’ the governor, will you,"and tell him what’ s
Say I'll be along in ten minutes.’

As one of the constables raced for the inn
that stood at the crossroads to phone the
message, the car swung to the right and began

Just telephone

to . climb the- hill. Slowly its rear light
vanished from view.
Lighter and lighter .grew the dawn sky.

Ahuldy the birds wero beginning - to stiv yn-

easily m the trees, and their first faint twitter-
ings could be heard. The prison gates swung
open. The warder on duty stepped forward
and nodded to the man at the wheel. The car
went on. Then heavy gates clanked to—

when life lay bright and unclouded before
them, their enemy had hunted them down,
and their }jves were his to take!

His finger pressed the trigger to send forth
the strcam of death, and even as it rose, Red’s
hand jerked. The golden nugget shot like a
bullet across the cave and crashed in the black-
bearded face.

Hardfist staggered, and his gun jerked up,
roaring as it jerked. The bullet crashed on
the cavern roof, bringing down a shower of
chips of vock. "The bully marshal staggered
on the narrow rocky shelf, and his foot shpperl
on the edge.

The Kld swxft on the uptake was reaching
for his gun.” But his gun was not needed.
One wild effort the marshal made to recover
his balance as he stumbled over the edge of
rock—and failed! The brawny figure s spla.shed
headléng into the water, and disappeared
into the fall. One choked cry came back—

fesiterrannn R T L TS
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Flaming six-guns, the scream of hot lead, and
the thunder of galloping hoofs . Who will
ride the trajl with Johnny Romar and the
G-Men of the Ranges,.sworn to stamp out_the
Chicago gangsters who have muscled-in on the
rustling racket in the cattle-country of the
West ? Hold your horses, everyons, and get

ready for new reading thmlls in

Stamng Next Week

" G-Men of the Ranges‘
Astoundmg New Western Siory
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Twenty minutes later, the car reappeared at
the gateway. The warder on duty there
hastened out.

“T've scen the governor,
duty for the night,”

and he’s let me off
1epoxted the uniformed
man at_the wheel. “Hurry up with those
gates. I want to get home!”

The light was spreading in the cast. As the
sun rose over the moor and lighted up the
great walled-in space of Grimstone Prison, a
warder coming off duty passed the shed beneath
the execcution chamber. As he did so, his eyoes,
trained to obhscrve every detail, nohgod
instantly that the doors of the shed were wide
open.

He stopped and
approached the shed,
horror-stricken.

turned back. As he
he halted, paralysed—

There, from the end of a rope, something

dangled—and that rope came through the open
trapdoor from the gallows above!

The Spider would send no more men to their
deaths.

The warder, recovering himselt,
his whistle with txemblmg fingers from his

tunic pocket and gave three long blasts. Then
he went rushing into the shed.
Lying on the floor was a black “cloth.

Autonmtlcallv the warder stooped, picked ik

up, and looked at it. Suddenly a cry escaped
from his lips. : -

“The monk!” he shouted. “The Black
Alonk 17”7

In his hand was the long, black, hooded cloak
ihat the man who had rescued James Garvin
had woirn.

Two of the men on the Black Monk's Ust

of victims have paid the penally for their
crimes . . . whe will be the next! Don't
miss the thryilling adventures . of the Diack

Moni: in next I 1(1(1_1 s ‘f PIL()T i

choked before it was fauly uttcmd»and thc
marshal of Bullwhacker was swept away in
the thundering waters.

The Kid. lehnqumhed his nun
his hand over his brow,

“ .Semch me ” he muttered. “Red, Tll say
yowve saved our lives—and I'll say Hardfist
has got his! He sure has got his!”

He rushed from the cave, under the curtain

Iic passcd

of falling water, Dan and Red at his hecls. -

Out in the open, in the blazing sunlight; they
scanned the vushing torrent below the water-
fall. A stetson_hat spun away on .the waters,

<1mtc1md'

but of Hardfist Hmll ‘there was nothuw to b“ R

scen.
Deep doun in the rocky bed of the toucnb
was all that was lefp of the hard-fisted marshal

of Bullwhacker—and it was a nugget of.thp -

gold -that -he had so long.and ﬁulcd\ sought
that had dashed him to his death!

AY, old Sam!” yelled the Kid.
' It was weeks later. Old Sam Oak

sat in his rocker on the veranda of

the Rojo Ranch and grinned huppity -

at the three riders who dashed up from. the
Bull\\lncker trail, Dan and Kid ‘md Red=-
once ..the
and happy as larks! They cavorted up to tlie
~veranda, whooping and waving ‘their steféons.
“What the noos, boys?2 asl\od old. Sam,
gunmnw down at them over the rail.
) Thoy elected a -mew ‘marshal in
whacker to-day !1” chuckled Dan.
“And ‘they got a good
grinned Red,
“What's hlS nmne7
“His name,” chuckled the Kid, “is Sam
Oak! And Tl tell all Avizona we ain't got
no trouble Lomm'lr from the mavshal ~of
Bull\\ hacker 12 . .

asked old Qdm:_'

THE EXND, -

It’'s good-bye to ¢ The Oullawwed Uhree V'—
and  welcome " to . ¢ G-MEN - OF = IHE
RANGES,” “our g» lppnz_] e IWestern siory
of - a young Hmch-oum"r whe swears to
woipe  ont’ the nmodern eattle-rustiing
rachkeleers of the 1West ! e
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“Qutlawed Three ”—now c‘uchee .

man this time!”
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