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The Rio Kid vowed ven-
geance on the man whno

turned him into an outiaw, butl, when the chance fo get quiis comes along, what does

the Kid do ?
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XOU MTST MEET THE 3087 AMAZING C(HARACTER EVER CREATED-THE RIO KID—IN THIS NEW

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Hold Up
! [IE little two-horse hack that fol-
fowed the trail from Yaqui to
Frio was already late. Dave
Tutt cracked his long whip with
a2 succession of reports like pistol-shots.
Dave was anxious to draw up before
the Red Dog at Frio before the sun
dipped behind the sierra. But Dave
quite forgot that he was in a hurry
when a figure lounged out into the trai]
ahead from a thicket of mesquite and
gestured o him to stop. Dave drew in
his horses so promptly that they almost
rolled back on their haunches,

It was an odd-looking figure that
stepped into the trail. A black sack
was inverted over his head, covering
him to the belt.  Little could be seen
of him save the cowboy chaps and big
spurred boots, and a pair of keen eyes
that glinted through slits cut in ihe
sack.  There was a gun in his hand,
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bub he did not 1ift it. The sight of the
black sack was enough. for the stage-
driver. Dave Tutt’s view was that he
was paid to drive the hack and nothing
more, and he did not even pack a gun.

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

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

“Jest one,” -

“Q0ld Man Dawney, Double
Bar?”

“Right in once!™ assented Dave.

“Tell him to light down.”

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

“Road agents?” he -gjaculated,

of the

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

A .45 glimmered from the hack. OId
Man Dawney packed a gun, if the

driver did not.

“Yorget it,
in the sack.
burn powder.”

“Youw're covered,
driver, .

The rancher glanced round.

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

For a moment the rancher hesitated.

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

“Drop that Coli!”
leader.

“Drop it, boss,” urged Dave Tutt.

Tae PopyLar.—~No. 471

? drawled the man
**Look round before you

boss,” said the

rapped out ihe
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buck agin the Black Baek

“¥ou ean ¢
a cinch.

crowd, Tz

The rancher appeared io reslise that. |

Ho flung his revolver into the seat of

the haci,
“Lighs down!
Mr, Dawney stepped oul of ilte hack.

2

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

“You'll get ien yenss
g i he said guietly,

“Maybe, an’ mavbe nct!” said the
leader. “Biick ‘em up!” His gun was
raised now.

Slowly, reluctanily, the raucher raized
his hauds above hiz head It wes o
bitter pill for Old JMan Dawuey .to
swallow. He was the lord of thousends
of fenuile acrus; boss of o wiggest
ranching outfit in  the county; the
richest cattle-vaiser between the Pecos
and the Rio Giande. On his vast
domain, stretching many a mile

i the pen for

5
1y
i

One i the
Irom the mesg
the oo :
The Spare

zrolthieves led horses
ite, Lhere it

thore were s
ncho was for
rancher,

Oid Man Dawney clenched his hands.
He could sge that this had been planned
11 advance; the spare horse was ready
for him. 1Iad his gun been still in his
hend, he would have resicied, heavy as
t}(‘;’ 0dds yrore, But he sas powerless
1 v,

e was yizreq roughly into the saddle,
and a trailone hound him there. Then

=

hp 1a 1 2 1
the Black ‘gl erowd mounted, and
vushed off the trail into the rugged
hillside, "G4 Man Dawney  glanced

round him a5 ke went. his bridle held
by one of the gang. Far in the dis-
calco ne eoujd sec the smoke from the
enimuneys of ¥rio; he could see the two-
borse hack rattling on the siony trail,
and hear the creeking of Dave Tutds

along the glimmering Krio, Ol -
Man Dawney’s word waz law,

iTis hard face was white wih

rage a3 he put up his hands
the ovder of a trail-thief,

“Thav'z better! Go through
him, you-uns.” R

Two of the trail-thicves
thelr guns and st
»ancher. They went ¢
Man Dawney methodicul
zell of groombacks was 1
the leader, who slipped it undes
the sack.

“1 know youl” mut
rancher, his eyes glittering
the captain of the Black Bdck
crowd, “I know you! I ficured
it oui who vou were the tir
T heard of the Black Rack erpivd.
They were never heard of before
ihe Rio .Kid was booted off the
Double Bar. I know you!”

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

He shook his head.

“1° guess notk,
hombre’s a foot taller

a2t

2

5

cred” the

Kid, You're sure mis
The man in the black sack
laughed, and pointed up the trail

in the directicn of I
“Ti’s you for Frio, I
Le said.
“ Aud my passenger ¢V
1 guess we wans him.”
“You won't drive on witheut

ave Tuit,™

LCGOK OUT FOR THIS
COVER NEXT TUESDAY |

A neld

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

“1 puess he will, somei”
drawled the captain.” *“If he

don’t drive on instanter he'll sure never
drive a cayuse agi
Dave Tutt shrugged his shoulders.
*Phis adn't mv  funeral, hoss” he
sald.  “I’ll tell them ip Frio, acd 1
guess the sherif will soon he arter this

crowd,  So-long, Mr, Dawney !”
And Dave Tutt shook cut his reins,
cracked lils whip, and the hack rolied

an up the rugged trail,

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

He halted, guivering with rage.

¥ What does this mean?” hs muttered
thickly.  *Yowve robbed me. What
more do you want?”

I puess wo want vou, feller. I sure
reckon yow're worth more than a roli
of greenbacks to us. Yaou're coming on
e little paseo into the hills.” :

“Ix:xdn.'}.pplng'_?" muirered the rancher,

S Call i what you like, The Double

- Bar 0;;1._('15 wo:g’cil: 3¢ their boss agin t

¢'s - hix : for, 5 i
SO 1‘}’ pal 0% Put  him - up,

Tae Porvrem—N, o, 471,

1

wiiip. There would be excitement in
Frio when Tuif carrvied the news there
that Old Mar Dawney had been roped
in by the Black Sack crowd. More than
one desperate hold-up had taken place
winee the Black Sacks had firsc appeared
ou the 'Loxas trai But the kidnapping
of the richest rancher in the section was
the most daring of all. Only two miles
out «f EFrio, he had fallen into theiz
hands, Hig teeth were sel hard as the
“rail was left behind and he plunged into
the rocky wildernoss of the ~ Hucca

5,

sierra.

The sun sank lower over the swrestern
sierra. The hoof;
wraile, wod
of the hi
wouid
trails

rang sharply on stonyv
miie into the depths
Watson and his posse
soon be In pursuit; but the stoay
gave no sign, and the hope
and revenge died in the rancher’s
. Long miles of barren vock and
lay between him and the grass-
now; and an Apache huuter could
aever have picked up the trail of the
Black Sachks. The bor:smen rede in
single (e now~the leader fir<t, then Old

Man Dawney, hound on
Then the vest of the gang
behind, Darkness lay like
on the hills, broken only by 2
ol stars,
pushed on  with their silent, sullen
prisoner, and the rancher’s last hepe
died away;

gleam
And ssill the mountain riders

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

‘The Rio Kid Takes a Hand ¢
N HE Rio Kid haed finished bis
FE_ Jonely supper of frijoles, washed
down by a can-of clear water
from the spring that hibbled
up  among the rocks. The hlack-
muzzlod mustang was already sleeping
he Kid unrolied his blanket. Is was
e to bed down, but the Rig Kid
scerued in no kurry. He looked 1o hi
guns, the pair of long, blue Colts, witl:
their notched walnut butts, that had
suore than once doneé desperate werk in
the hands of the Kid,  Stars were
coming out, glinting down on the Kid
as he stood there, a moody look on hiv
Landsome sunburnt face, " High up in
; the Rio Kid had camped io.

ieint,  His blanket was ready, bus
the Xid was sleepless, The siars tha

glicted on him in the roeky heart of
the Fuecd were shining down on the

fertite grasslands of the Doul Bar.
oree ine home of the Kid. WS

thinking of the Double Bar, of riding
the feuces, of the cheery talk of the
bunkiouse, and for once his exile huny
keavily on the usually cave-free Kid.
The youngest puncher on the Double
Bur, but the boldest rider and the bes:
hand with the riata. His looks were
bitter, and his thoughis were bitter,
Le thought of the days on the gras:
lands. It was injustice that had ariven
him out. the hot-headed injustice of Ola
Man Dawney; and since then—— The
Kid did not always like to think of
what had happened since then. Many
of the tales told of the Rio Kid ware
true and many were false. The legend
tof him had grown, as legends will grow.
Half the desperate hold-ups of svhich
he had never heard were put down to
the Kid's account in ihe river camps
and the bunkhouses along the Fric.
When the Black 8ack crowd appeared
on the trails, the Double Bar ouilc tald
one another that it was the Ric Kid
again on & new lay-out. Cid Man

av

Dawney fully believed it, perhaps
because he chose to helieve it. On

wall of the Red Dog in Frio was a pic-
wure of the Kid, with an offer, signew
by George Dawney, .of a +thousand
dollars for the Rio Kid, dead or alive.

The Kid was thinking of it as he
stood in the dim star glimmer, by hi:
sleeping horge, his face clouded.

Ciink! )

The Kid gave a start,

The cloud of thought vanished from
his brow at once as he heard the ¢link
of a hoof on a stony trail.

High up in the lonely sierra, far from
the haunts of men, he had .bulieved
himsell solitary. But the clink of the
hoof was followed by another ang
another,

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

Hidd in deep shadow, ke walted

den
and watched.

horseman came into the st
a dozer yards from him, riding :
the bottom of the steep arrovo on the
vocky side of which the Kid bhad
camped,

And the Kid slarted
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zack thal cov
for him.
by sras an
was (he fivst t
any of the Bloc
ihough he had heard
Iie relensed his guns, The Black Sacks
were nothing to hin.

Dimly from the shadows other Lorse-
men came inte view in the deep arroyo.
woond rider wore no cdisguise,

+ his Seetson hat, and noted
as bouned to hiz broncho. A
the hands of the Black
fere was  something
familiar in the massive formr of the
vider—sontething that the Kid thought
he knew. The id drew a deep, quiver-
ing breath. Even before the bound

The black
The moan wWho
toust like biw-
w0 tie Wid had

sEen

srisoner in
Qacks.  Arnd

cider, glauclig abosut him, shewed B |
face in the starlighs, the Kid knew

him. It was Old Man Dawney of the
Double Bar Ranch.

The Kid grinned from the rocks
above the riders.

0Old Man Dawney, a prisoner in the
hands of the outlaws, led away into the
hears of pathless Huecas,  No
wonder the Kid had grinned.

That was the man who had fired him
from the Double Bay, who had driven
him off the ranch at the muzzle of
a .45, Thuat was the man whose hot
aud imperious temper had turned a
carclezs cowpubcher into what i
Kid had since beconie,

The hatd, bitter anger in  the
rancher's face amused the Kid az he
watched unscen,

The lmperious feiuper cub no e wik

ihese outcasts of the sicira, Old Man
Dawney, tied o his horse, was carried
aloug like a sack of alfalfa. The Black
Sacks did not heed his savage leoks, ov
the deadiy glitter in the deep-set vyes
under the bushy brows,
Bui the grin died from the sunburnt
face of the Kid.
T He watched.

After  the Doaund ancher  came
another rider, elose. After a linile
interval, another. Strung out & good
distance bchind came another horse-
man.  Then aucther loomed in  the
shadows,

“The whele crowd, sure,” murmured

the Kid. ]

The leader had disappeared wnong
the rocks and shadows ahead, Old Man
Dawney bad disappeared after him, and
then the hosseman who foliowed the
rancher’s broncho.  Two Black Sacks
rode still in view of the Kid above,
and a clinking of hoofs on the stones
told that stili another was strung out
behind ou the rocky trail.

Five of them in all, as well as the
prizoner. One of them turned his head
and called back to the man who was
straggling behind, nes in i f
the kid, the last of the
~ “Luok suippy, Jake!
left.”

A grunting velee came back.

“The duwrned cayuse's fell lame.”

The first spcaker rode on again, after
the others. He vanished into the black-

g
Yowll sure got

ness of the shadows along the deep

arvoyo.

The Kid erouched motionless and
ched.

Yiowly the 1 of the crowd came
clinking alone the stony arroyo, a
strange, - eerie fgure in the dim star-
tght, with the black sack biding him
down to the gun-belt,

The Kid strred.

Perbaps the sight of 0ld Aan
Dawney, once his boss on the Double

3ar. a helpless prisoner mow in  the
tands of the outlaws, touched some for-
gotien chord, Perhaps it was the
rumonr ihat associated t! ¢ Kid himself

red the rider | with the Bl !
no | to take n haud against

o Sacks, that stirred him
them. Perliaps
necr love of veckless adven-
aps a ming of all t}
TIe reached to Lis viata, coile
7 the saddie that lay besdde his
sfeoping mustang.

Nope in kand, the Kid waited tensely.

The last oi ithe Black Sacks, urging

on his lame broncho with blows and
curses, came abronst of the Kid, stand-

ing in black shadow a dezen yavds up
the steep side of the arroyo.

The Xid's arm swung,

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

There was a whisper of whirling yone.

The Black Sack outlaw knew nothing

ROPED IN! The
Black _Sack outiaw
knew nothing-till the
loop of 4the Ilasso
dropped over his
head. A sharp jerk
at the rope, and the
man was plucked
from the saddtls.
See Chapter £.)

till the loop of the lasso dropped over
big head.

Then it was too late.

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

Swift and active as a cougar, the Kid
was bounding down the steep the next
second. The lame horse stood pawiug.
The man who had fallen to the lasso
lay senseless, ztunned by the crash. on
the hard rock, The Kid bent over hiny,
zun in hand, Bubk the gun was not
needed. The man in the black sack
did not stir.

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

They were riding on.

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

The Kid smiled,

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

Price 2d. 5
rough, ﬂbev.m’dqd, stubbly face  was

revealad--ihe face of a horder rffien
Dus the id gave it searcotv ey
Dug the Iid gave it scarcely o glence.
The man sweas nothing to Lim: onlv 3
pawn in the reckless and desperate zame
the Kid banked upon plaving. =

ITe vook the bridle of fhe lame horse
and tarned it in the arvovo. A lash of
Lis quirt on the flank, and the horse
Lroke into a galiop, and weni elattering
down the steep trail, the way it had
come, Once free, the arimal was not
tikely to stop before is reached the grass-
iands below in the valley of the Frio.

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

“Nary a word!’ said the
pleasantly. “Nary a hoot! T

the leng trail if you _‘yu.up; p_aLtI\fer 1

The man's dizzy eyes glared ap him;
but he did not call out. .

“Who ” he panted, in a whisper.

“1 guess I'm called the Rio Xid.”

“Gee! Your game, Kid!” said ibe
vuffian laconically. “1 ain’t asking for
nothing. You roped me?”

“Sure 1”7 . )

The Kid cut a length of trail-rope and
bound the man't arms behind }llnl." .
“You've got 0ld Man Dawney ! ue
said. :

“Correet !” o

“Where did you get him 7 ,

“Picked him out of Dave Tult’s lmck
on the ¥rio trail.”

“ And what's the game ¥

“Twenty thousand dollarz,

“Ransom?” said the Kid.

‘(Ye ~.‘7 -

“Old Man Dawney will never pay 4
cent. Don't I know the ornery ol
cuss 7”7 grinned the Iid. “He will

camp in the sierra for keeps 1'ath«__e'r than
cough up a Continental red cent. i

<} guess the captain wiil make him
- Ton PorrisR—No. 471
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Nid. Tve v lim afore
Injun tricks,
s brow conty
him to the

oui

hand it

0"1/1'(& 2

= r’uhmw
signs the draft on the Frio bank,

the Kid. “Thst's the game, is 1197
Thue man nodded.
“Let me giv on, Kid

funeral of vourn,

1l hand
I know it.’

ain’t got a
He's Jbut a thous sand dollavs on you,
it

This ain't no
td Man Dawney
m Fou

v
o

:-I guoss
stuck wp in the Red Doz at

2

Frie, wiil

we that.
The

to tell
You're out of tlm gaine, pam

Kid roz to hiz feet, “I'mn borrowing
for, Wid#? murtered  the

ruffian vneazily.

“Fancy dress,” chuckled the Xid.
“Got any chiections to make 7V

The Colt touched the ruffian’s face
again.

“Nary a one. But you cain’t leave

me tied up, Kid,” hesesched the outlaw.
“You cain’t do it ! T guess you might
a5 well ley dayliglt through my cabeza

&% onep,”

* You'll sure work loose by morning,’
spid the Kid coolly. “[ know how Lve
tied you. By morning the Biack Sack

erowd will Lg over the range, or else
they’il never lear any more in the
camps of the Rio Kid. You pass out of
the game here, and I reckon you're
Jucky. Yew'll follow your cayuse back
to the plams with your hands tied and
your mouth shut. I'm r"nng after your
pards, and if you come ¢iter me, remeni-
boer that I shall shoot on <x~'ht~«md
shoot to kill. Yow've goi your chance,”

“Kid—=—" Legan the ruffian,

CINuff said !

The Kid jerked off the man's diriy
neck-scarf and gapped bim wizh it. He
secured the gag coolly and seientificully.

“Now git]
The man  scrambled clumsily 2o bis
feet. The Kid's gun was looking at him

and he did pot hcuume. Silent, save for
@ panting mumble, he stumbled away
down the arroyo in the direciion that
his horse had taken. Already, as he
went, he was wrestding savagely “with the
rope that bound his arms, But the Kid
knew that he was safe; Lis hahds were !
secure till morning, and until his hands !
were free the gag ‘held him silent, Ai

|

crash from the butt-end of a Colt mighi
have kept him safer, but the Kid was:
not the man for suech deeds. -

He dismissed the fellow from his mind i
as he stumbled out of sight, mu.ubhnrr»
in the madows.

A sofr cail, and the Kid's mustang !
jcined him, A]rg,adv the Kid was don-
ning the black sack he bad taken from
the vutlaw., He belted the open end of !
iae sack round his walst and adiusted
rhe eye-holes and the mouth-slit to his
:atistaction, Then be iounted the
nfa.n,k muzzied nztang end foliowed on
the way the Black Sac Sk erowd had gone
vith their prisoner. <

Under the biuck sack the Kid waes
grinning.

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

uJubttab]v take him - for theu‘ own

comrade.  Only the eowboy chaps, the
sparred boots, and the gun-belt showed
low tho sack. For the nance the Kid
had become, what !l Frio believed him
10 be, a member of the Black Sack
crowd,

Ou the vocky trail ihe Block Sacks
were riding slowly; but the Kid put his
mustang to speed. A quarter of an hour
later he was in sight of a Black-sacked
fizure riding ahead of him,
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P had chosen

5]
Fy

The man lonked baek at the elink -

Te slowed Czl)n'n and kep his dwt“nm
in “le rear of the Black Sacks as they
rode on under ilie stars.

— o —

of the Black
slipped from

THE THIRS QHAPTER.
~The Ieader
Sack  crowd

. "The Kid Qets Back !
. H
’ his horse.

AL
staved before him in the dim lght of |

i1 of rock,
L gerab pives and
guassed
the ouviaw gang had been reached,
aut he could see no signs of a camp,
Taking his rein over
Jack Sack (.agua,u
fnot.  Only the rancher rewmained
mounted. \Ien and r01=es plunged into
a :;hicke of seruk, and it seemcd to the
rancher that they were heading forthe
solid wall of the cauyon.
thicket a
opened in the rock, and the
aptain. led the way into it, with the
sure stn.p of one who knew the path well.
Jy the rest followed him, with
Ioum for a horse to pass in the
the sides of rugged IOCk
a dozeu vards further on “the fissure

stra E’E 1!]0' pacans.

the

decp fissure

B
widenad. oponmg out inte a gulch.

“lecked

precipitous

anlch,
vocks,

was
sides

2

by necessibie

O’(l Man Dawney |

bar the destination | guich, 3
late, but the Black &

It

]

far | Rlo Kid.

the siars.  Behind tie capiured vancher !
oz lm.« 1\3 in nlask :anx «1'21ered
@Thc\ 1ad stopped in a wide canyon,
uzp tie Hueca.': and the leader had dis- |
mounted ot what looked like a solid'
patched here and thers

!
»

|

1

went forward on:

i

the night was cold high rp the
They tﬁthwe' round the CAWID-
fire to their meal of fluy and cokd
beef, washed down by rater thas
had doubiless come from the Red~ Dox
in Frio, vcher knew ihas, wit
cut their d 1 oumwb trond
the street: of Frig: enough
that be knew zomeo oI ‘rugm oy sight,

He bDOO his head savagely ‘when food
\“a“ offered him

s quew you can piease yvourself,
fel er,”’ ¢chuclled the rap:al » of the Black
Sacks. ¥ Yo H be glad of it to-
morrow,’’

The rancher made no answor.

He w canring the man, but
umwhmc v satl

eader was not,

Rt

he was
ind now.ikal the outlaw
as he had pelieved, the
He Husle guessed how near the

Rio Kia was to kim, and for what pur-

ose the Kid was there,

"l 'rou‘ \Llppel over, the outia NE banked
un the ! 1 logs cus fronu the thickets
in. the The m)m wus  growing
ck crowd .vidt&d‘d\'

; did not nu»n'l to bed «cown yeb
The leador made a sign, zad th ey
valheroa round the bound rancher.
i i’y business now, Mo
Dawnr—w
" You can eut that out,” said the

But bevond :

Black Sack ,

i
I

shut in on ml,

only by the fissure lndden behind the:

scrub thicket, The rancher’s heart sank
as he emerged into the open gulch. No
vrailer from Frio would ever
there.  The last of
Sacks grinned under his disguise,
the Rio Kid, ksen as an ‘-\nhdm on the
trail. with an unflailing eye for sign,
would never have f’aclcnd down thv
Bla Sack crowd to their sccret lair
by other means than those he
:u.opmd Long miles of rocky hilisides
und  arrovos that bore no sign lay
Lehind them, and the s wub  thickef,
rowing apparently by a zolid wall o

rock, told no tale, The Black \acl«“
their refy well.

The moon was rising now: a silver
crescent showed over tne pine-trees that
" eapped the rocky walls of the .locked
wulch.  In the fainy light the Yladk-
\acl\@d figures Jooked ghostly, eerie. A
a litie ch~tancu was Spring,
beit of vegeiation by it. and near the
water stood several roughly-buils jaeas.
Thiz was {hie camp of the Black Sacks.

Old Man Dawney was unbound and
jerked fro:n the broweo. ~‘The horses
were cast looge, and the rancher, with
his hands and feet shackled by a trail-
rope, lofi standing.

The XKid breathed hurd amder
disguize.

He had ridden into the outlaws’ lair
with the gang, as yet unsuspected.” But
at any moment susbicion might rise. It
was four to one when trouble sta
But the Rio Kid had faged odds befol‘e

Old Man Dawney’'s eyes were gleaming
at the ouilaws, Pezhaps he expected
them to doff their disguizes now _thay
they were in camp, and he was plepmnd
to memorizs each face, to store in his
memory the identity of each man, to boe
kunied down later without mercy. Bup
the outlaws cud not remove the black
~¢L!s .

I’nev built a comp-fire

his

» by the group of

find Lim:.
the file of Black .
Tiven |

had |

r—-.

with o .

mncher coldly, his eyes hard as steel

“Youll get UO"hUlU‘ out of me.”
“ Forget 1 feller,” grinned the leader.
‘You're go to give me your d.““‘ on
Ellc Irlo bank.”
Neoveri”
Tdko your gime, Me. Dawney. I

guess 1 den't want it 1 the mommg,

said the Black Sack captain. Before
merning I reckon yow'll be hewling out
to - gign . if it was twice twentiy
shousand )

The raucher’s lps curled consemptu
ousl\-
“ Put him 1o the fire1”

Dawney srarted.

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

*I guess yow'll be in a more reason-
able frame of mind by the sime Fyour
hoots have ~nau9u ot el

“You villain 7

“Can it, feller! Pus hiin to it 1"

The rancher was drageed along to the
camp-fire. Bound and he]p]es~ “he \w.\
ﬂnnrr dm\n there, with his fect onl)
fow inches from the glowing logs.

he said;

There was sweat on his face now.: but .

there wag indomitable dotermmauon
teo.  Tven “lInjun tricks ¥ could not
overcome the arrogant obstinacy of the
owner of the Double Bar.

The Kid breathed hard.

He had expected the outlaws to .bed
down, and in the hours of darkness to
find an opportunity to release the
rancher and guide him to safety. But
the prompt action of the outlaw leader
fcreed his hand.

Yet for the moment the Kid made ne
maove,

He had the advantage that the Black
Sacks dii not even suspect that ihere
was an eneiny among them. But shere
were four desperate men at close
quarters when the shooting began. And
for what was the Kid mkm such 'a.
de%p@raro chance?  For the man wh
had boosted him off the Double Bar zmd
made hiz name a by-word in all the cow
country .1Iong the Rio Grande and the
Pecos. The Kid cursed himself for a
fool as ke stood looking moodily on.
But bis resolution did net falter. He
was a fool to chip in, he guessed bitterly
that he was going *loco,” but he was
chipping in, ail the same,

The steam rose from the rancher's
boots. Ah'eady he was feeling the heat
of the firve, and the sweat thickened on
his hard face. But from his lips there
came no word, .
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IN MERCILESS HANDS! The
jeader made & sign, and the gang
gathsered round ths bound ransher.
i By the morning 1 guess you'il be

howling to sian that draft of
‘twenty thousand on the Frio
bank' *! grinned the leader. (522

Chepter B)

The captain of the Black Socks bent
over him,
“8ay the wor

The rancher’
he ¢id not speak.”

“You'll go back to Frio when the
dollars are in our hands. You kunow
that, Old Man Pecters at the Circle
Cross went home szafe afier we was
through with him. You heard of that 7"

No answer,

The Rio Kid moved farther away fromw
the camp-fire.

-He preferred to have the outlaws clear

against the blaze, himseli with the dark-
ness behind hirm. When 3t came to gun-
play there would be some desperate
moments.

He stood looking on grimly, his hands
resting lightly on the guns in his holsters,
stil he did not chip in, Old Man
Dawney had bags of dollars; twenty
thousand would noi burr him.  But the
Kid shook himse!f, and pulled himself
together. )

Quietly his gune came out, glinting in
the dickering light from tihe camp-fre.
[Iis eyes gleamed through the eye-holes
in the black sack that his fus face,

"I guess that’s enough,” drawied e

Rio K.zd “You'll let up on this zame,
sure.”

The. captain gpun round towerds him.

“What the thunder-—

The vancher twis round a furious
face to look. Well was that soff, drawl-
ing xor.co known to his ears.

The EKidi” he ohl)ke‘d “The Rio
Kid! I knew it--I knew you were in
this, you young coyote

The Kid laughed.

The rustlers were all on their fect now
grasping their guns, lho name of Um
Rio Kig on the rancher’s lips electrified

ited at b

im, but

them.

The Kid's Jevelled guuns threatened
them. R

Iv's not -:ake"’ velled one of the
outlaws. 's Jake's sack, but they

zin't Jakc- s chaps, vet his boots.
It's-—""

s the Ris Kig!"”
1"111{.5 like steel now.
the lot of you, or !

But the captain of the
alrsady puliing trigger. And the roar of
the Rio Kid's .45% wok ¢ every echo in
the locked gulch.

The Black Sack captain, as he pulled
trigger, went down to the first bullet.
"—Iean}y he sprawled acrosz the bouund
rancher, pinnipg hina o the ground.

nor

The Xid’s voice
“Pub them up,

Black &acks was

| the Black,

Old Man Dawney's hard face wus fixed
in amazement. The Rio Kid—one of
Back crowd, as .he hem
suspected—but what did this mean? Yor
the lithe figure in the black sack was
engaged in savage conflict with the other
B‘a.rl\ Sacks.

The Black Sack captain did not stir,
Inerr, he lay across the helpless rancher.

But thre¢ men were shooting, though
not co fast as the Rio Kid. FHoarse vells
and crics awoke the cchoes.

For a long wminute it scemed that
panderaonium had broken loose in ti‘
Lodmd guleh high up the Hueca siery

Then it was Over.

Two men, desperately wounded, lay
nf1o"mmg, and a third was fleeing \nldly
for the shelter of the rocks, The rancher
saw the lithe [igure stagger. But the
Kid straightened up again, and his re-
volver barked once more, and the run-
ning man threw up bis hands and
dropped with a bullet in his leg.

The Kid hm‘ won through. But blood
was trickling from under the black sack
that covered his face.

ITe stood unsteadily.

“Kid ! muttered the rancher,

The Rio Kid lm.lghod and threw off
the black sack that had disguised him.
His face was pale now, and there was
trickle of blood from under Um thick
haiy.

“ 1 knew It was vou, Kid,” =zaid Old
Man Daswney.

The Kid bont over him, dragged aside
the inert form that pinned him down,
and drew the rancher away from the
fire. His howie glided over Ol Maw
Dawney’s bonds, : nd the rores fell apart.
The rancher was free. Lo staggered to
h)\ foot.

" You're wounded, Kid.”

The Xid’s hand went to his brow.

“A scrateh, I guess.” The rancher’s
eves were on a patch of crimsan that was
\\'(‘“l‘lq through the Kid's shirt, The
Kid's lip cn*‘Iad “Yep, it's in the
louldm' What <o vou care, feller 77

‘Yow've saved my life, Kid” mut-

{tered Old Man Dawney.

The Kid grinned.

“1 sure said I'd get back on \'ou foxn

beosting me off the Donble Bar, felier.
Twe done it—this away.

“I knew you were in the Black Sack

crm\d—-—n
Oh, cud it oull” jeered iho Kid.
“The man that sack belonged to is

sashaying along sowmewhere down the
mountain, with his hands iied and a
neckscarf in his mouth. I borrowed his
;x,\c‘\ to troil *hcse coyotes homne.”’
“And why?” asksd the rancher very
quietly. .

“Because I was a plumb faol i7" sald
the Kid, with a laugh. “ And I've got
what comes £0_a plumb fool when ha
asks for ii.” Ie gave the soft call that
i:is mustang knew, and Lis horse troticd
up.

“Kid, you're not--—-’

The Kid pointed to
armmhw by the spring.

“Take a moung and light oui,” he
said.  “I guess you'll find Tour way
down to Frio. The Black Sacks won't
stop you now, 1 guess; especially thcu
captain, Iie’s got his. Light out wh nile
you've got the ¢hance.”

The rancher drew a deep breath.

“Kid!  After thiz "

“ONuff  said.  So-long, 0Old
Dawney.”

The Kid 1“91\.«. for a mowmept, but ke
climked into ihe saddle of the mustang.
His teeth woere set hard,

Y Kid, youw're hurt! Lei me-—-

But the Kid was aircady riding.

)

the grazing
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There was a buzz of intévest in the
Red Dog saloon at frio the following
evening, when Old Man Dawney lighted
down frotn his eclavbank outs: de, and
waiked in, All Frio knew by that tine
of the kidvapping of the rancher, and
the wiping out of the Black Sack bv the
Rio Kid. all eyes wers fixed on Old Man
Dawnoy as he strode up the saloon. He
svo‘mf’d at the wall where the placard
Lung, with the picture of the handsome
Kid and the offer of a thousand dollaws
for him clive or dead. The crowd
watched him breathlessly as he rtore
down the paper, tore it across and across
again, and geatteved the fragments.

THE EXND.
(Don't miss: “GAME 70 THE
LAST!?? mext weel's story of the

RIO KID!) N
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