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voung oullaw ?

{(ueﬂ:ﬁm
k2 3

o
Ry

&

the
five hew
and wallcd @
swddled and Hed, was
swasrthy peon. Oid Mun
“into iown® from tho

e
vicing
Bar yauch, glanced atb them as
e dismounted, and threw bis yeing over

Dawney,
Donble-
the hitching-post, Ho gave a brief nod
in aekpowleagment of {he satutations of
the sheriff’s posse. Tho boss of the
Double Bar was a man of few words;
and those fow, as a rule, not plessant
ones, With his beavy tread, he entered
the little *deby hnilding. :
Sherill Watson, of Frin, was seabed
an the only chair in the office. .
His zpurred beats rested on the desk
Lefore him, and his tecth held a hig)
Moxican cigar.
“Alorning, sheriffl” . ]
Watsan's spurs  shrieked along  the
desk-lie, as he dragged his féet down,

and rose Trom the chair at the rancher’s
enirance, : ’ o
**Maorning, Mr., Dawney! - Wailing

for yor-ung !’ aaid the sheriff. “T guows)
we're ready to stark, pronie.” J
" He pitched away the half-smoked
cigar,

“¥You got my message ai the Double
Bax

“Yare ¥ )

“I guess we'vo enough to handle the
Rio Kid,” remarked che sheriff, with a |
grin, as he made n gesture towards the!
horsemen, visible through the apen
doorway. *‘Dut dealin’ with that pesky §
vonog caywse, you can't make too sura,
Five or six of your men——" g

“I'vye ridden in galone”

The sheriff looked at him.

" Your outht don’t want to get toq]
near Yhe Kid ? he nsked sarcastically.

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

45,
Leh 8

ARE YOUR PALS READING 'THESE GRAND
CHARACTER TVER CREATED 1

trail fo

b

“Az many a3 you Hke,” said Watson
uzzled, “] veckomed you was dead
kecn on roping in the Kid, rancher. It
was you put-up o rewsxd -of a thoysaud
dollars for humw,” v i .

“That's washed out!® -~ .

“¥ou don’t waut the Kid taken?”

There waz a brief hesitation hefore
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the rancher. answere

d.  But the answer
vane gy laal, :
”N iy .

“I've snre waited for nothing,” said
the sheriff, with a frown. “I'd have
bern glad 1o tote half 'u douen of the
Double Bar boyx along. But I reckon
we_can handle the Kid” Ho made a
strido towards ihe door,

“Hold on, Watson.”

L TNwe’s woing, grapted the sheviff of
Frio, but he held on impaticotly,

“ You've going after the Kid now?”

“"YQP.!"

“ way dend keen, ax you axy, o sec
the Kid reped in, and sent io the pen
ot strung up on a tree,™ said Old Maw
Dawney slowly. “But since theu—vou
konow what's happensd, shoriff]
<hipped in and got mo sway from the
Bleck Sack crowd--saved wmy Jife, I

the {rail.

you hik iLr
Puz PoPrLsR.-~No. 472

(

reckon, Yle was wounded—I beliove he i
was havd hit. May bave passed in his
Copyright in ths United States of America.)

pressed,

AGE N

nded, exhausted, and sorely
the Kid akes up  his
¢ ihis daring and biz-heartod
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checks already, wounded as he was, ouw
there ajone on the Huecas,” .
“'the :Kids tough,” said Watson
drily. *“The low wents him dead or!
alive, If ha's oashed his chips, wa'll
brieg hitn in dead. If be's still chirping,:
we'l] br»m@}; him in alive, to stand his:
trial fpr hall the hold-wps that 'hava‘
took place dn this scotion wince yo
boosted hiv .off thoe Thouble ar» :
Old Man Davwney’s hard iips tight

N BOYS® FICTION - THE RIO KiD ?

ened, ) g
“1 boosted him off the Double Har,*
he wssented. “I had good reason,
thowgh the Kid says he never had a fair,
xhow-duwn. The proof at the time was.
good enpugh for pic, and ho had te hit
tho #reil. Rugt—->" i
“But ho sure got you oul of & tighy
placa, and you reckon you'd like to call
it square.”
“That's g0.” A .
“I don’t say you're wrong,” said the
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sheriff, “hut T've gol my duly to do.
The Kid did me a geod tury, too, and
when I was near to getiing him, Tt
that cuts no ico wi it's a maorter of
duly,  Apything wore?”

Yen,” said the rancher slowly.

“@pill it,” sald Watson.
“] want you to let up on the
“Forget it,” said the sheriff tersely.

the Kid.”

0ld Man Dawney’s cyes glenmed
under his bending brows. The same
hot and passionate temper that had
worked such trouble for the Rio Kid
was rising. The richest rancher of. the
Tecor Valley was accustoined to having
his own way. _

“T wont you to let up on the Kidt”
he repested.

“Can't be did.” ’

“Can and nmst!?” said Old Man
Dawney. *The Kid's done a lof of
things that you want him for. But
he's wipod out the Black Sack crowd,
and that's & set-off, I reckon.”

“1 guess it may help him at his
trial.” :

“[t's not coming to that.”

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

The rancber's eyes glittered. : :

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

ol wsed to taking ne for an answer,
You won't find your job an easy obn>
with the Double Bar outht augeinst you.
1 want you to let vp on the Kid,”
Shordf Walson eyod  binmn smiling
grimly, Old Man Dawuev's word was

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

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

“Nothing 1"

“Then let up.”

“No can,” snid the sheriff tersely,

"1 tell you--—"

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

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

Dut the sheriflf did not stop.

He tramped out of the office, took
the waiting horse from the peon, aund
swung himself into the saddlo.

“Pronto!” he rapped out.

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

Old Man Dawney stepped out, and

stood by his claybank, locking aiter the
sherifi's poese -with contracted brows.

His iwporious will had been disregorded

and seb at nought, as it bad never been
sirce the doy the Rie Wid had defied
him and bad been driven off vhe Donble
Bar. Ilis brow was black wnd bitter as
he remounted his hoyse o 1kle back
to the ranch.
¥ -

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

: Garnpred in thoe Sigrral
HT

HE end of the trail?”
The Riv Kid muttevad =he

in  the loncly

Hirh

Iuecas, the Kid, stretched on the rough
rock of the meea, watched the distant
fiders threading a way up the eanyon,
The nesa stood, » great mass of yock,

up

with steep sides a dozen Ject hizgh, ten
varde acrosy at tho top.  On the summit
of the cragry mesa the Kid had wade
his camup,  There was no foothald for a
horse ihero; his mustang had been lekt
at & distance, unbethered, by a moun.
tain spring -where there was a paich
of grass and trees. The Kid knew that
¢ would not wander—he would find
the black-murzled mustang waiting, if
he returned for him., But he doubted
whether he would return. :

The Kid was hard hit.

..There was a bandage across bis brow
where n bullet had grazed; anothor on
his shouldér wheve a ball had struck
deeper. . -

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

He had made his lonely camp on the
summit of tho mesa, with little hope
that he would leavo it alive; - .
The Kid was hardy, fit in every
muscular inch of him.. But his wound
had sapped. his strength. A couple of
weeks' rest and he wonld have hit tha
irail again, caroless of his hurt, Dut
he did not expect that eespite to be
granted him, It was known that he
wasg in tho Hucess, it was known that
he was wounded; and those who had
hunied. him on cvery trail were mnot
lieiy to Jose the chance. -

In one spot, on the summit of the
mosa, a bunch.of hardy mountain pines
rew in a cleft. . By ‘the irees. tho Kid
ay on hix blanket in .the shade, = It
was the highest "point .of the mesa,
From it he  could® watch the wide
ceivoi o all sides..  His. rife lay
beside him.. His guns, in their holsters,
wers teady to his hand.  The Kid, in
his lonely camp, did not count u{)cm
remaining unsought and unassailed,
But he was prepared. to defend himself
to the last when his cnemies cane, so
long u8 his strength lasted and his eyes
were ¢loar enough to shoot.

And now thoy were coming.

‘It was thirty-six hours since he had
rescucd Old Man Dawmey from  the
rustlers, and ridden away wounded
after the desperato fight with the Black
Back crowd. He hed expected purauit
in less time than that. Bui they were
coming at last,

flar in the distance, in the sun blazo,
! the Kid, as he lay on the ruﬁged top
jof the mesa, watched the horsemen
 winding into view. They wore afer
iyet, In thc clear mountain sir they
!]onked like toy fignres in the distance.
i

But ho knew the burly man who rode
at their head—Sherif Watson.© Ho

rod-headed horse-

‘knew the rough,
s ruan behind him—Hank Hanson, the
: deputy sheriff. . And the others worc

i grim-faced men, armed to the teeth, as

| they needed to be when they hunted

the Rio Kid. ;
“The end of the trail!” murmurcd

the Kid,

i1 It had been & wild and lawless trajl

{that the Rio Kid had followod sinece

: " Tus PorurAr.—NNo. 472,
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tae day ne Lefi the Double Dar,  And
1t Jooked to have reached its end at
fast, ] s
Whare ha lay, in the summit of the
rugacd mesa, o0 cowid pat up a g
porate delei Phat was why he };_f:d
seloated the spab for his cawp, But hoel
i ar his shoe would be |

Gt -
woRi, 2

Cnce b Ju ht hime
i bbb Liriuwg, Eut
the weuhness te v g he
wiiehed e d nb riders “f:"zi“g e
the yocky canyoi. The id o patled

himzelf together hurd, .
Snaded by the wmovntain pines frem

ihe westoring sun, he lay and watched,
In th
R et

siletep of The hills the sound of
to his ecars” et laxy as the
: A neEreD,

Ticie pade b omp ke canyon, and
{hey wauid pass within a dozen vards
of the steep, lowely mesn if they came
on. The rocks Bore vo trail, and the
tid was in cover.  Fintlened on lhe
mesa, ho coald noi be geen from below,
But the faintest sign would not escape
Sheriff Watson.  'The . hotsemen camo
on slowly, and they watched - as fhey
catne, The Kid wondercd idly whether
they would pass by the mess, and never
know that he'was there. -

He feil mo elternation of hope and
{ear.  With the stoicism his havd, wild
life had ‘tavgbt him, he waited &nd
watched, \\.‘jﬂl indiffcrence,

He saw ihe horscnien dvaw into a
bunck end_halt,  The sheril’s hand was
raised, ointinﬁ to tho sky.

The Igid Tooked up.

ver. the mesu, high above, & buzzard
waQs wheating., 1he Kid had nated the
obscano - bird hefore und forgotten 18,
But the buzzard was atill there, -

The Kid smiled. bitterly. 2Ty

Tho vuliure know that there was a
wounded man on the mesa. The bird
of proy was waiting to swoop, waiting
tiil the Kid was dead or unconscious.

‘The horsemen ceame on again.

Naw they were heading directly
towards the mesa, o E L h

The buzzard was theif guide. - They
kuew that a wounded man or & dead
man ley on the mesa, or the carrion
hird would nof have lingered there.

The hoofs elinked on the stony trail.

Claser and_closer, .

Every eyo in tho sheriff’'s posse was
watehiul now, The Xid reached for his
rile and sighted it across the wrock
before hiwg; apd the muzzle bore an the
sheriff ofi Frio,

ack ! o

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

“iThe Kid I -

It was 2 shout from tho whole party.

With almost lndicrous haste the Frio
men leaped from thelr horses to iake
cover, Waell they knew the aim of the
Rio Kid.

A moment before zix horvsemen bad
been in view. Now six ridericss horses
were plunging free, and the riders had
vanished among the boulders of iho
canyon, -

Tho Kid laughed, .

It was like the shifting scene of a
theuntre before his eyes. Ho gent 8
second bullet that spaticred on the
rocks, : s

Then Le watched and waited,

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

Bat he held his fire.. o

SBuddenly, f{rom1 smong the rocks,

. CUINT

. TorQ
the sheril of

4 the sheriff,

moment. to |

gun barrel rose with n dirty while
handkerchief fluttering from it.
. Tue Porupanr.--No, 472,

The of
truce,
“'That goes ' he shonted,
show yonrself, Waison,”
ShoerdE Watson reso from eover and
strolled towards the moesa, Al Lis bull

Kid grinped wi the flag

“You can

form was in view new, and the Kid
condd  hava  riddled him owith lesd
ye he telien twao sfr Tt

nf Beio koew that the Wid
was the slave of his word,

IHe stopped o desen paces from the
drap slde of the mesa and leoked v

The Kid rose inlo view, lsoking dowa

at him. .
“ITowdo, sherilf?” ke said genially.
“It's you, Kid V7 said the sheriff. “{

kicder suspicioned it was when I saw

buzzord, Yowre kenoed now,
i

sabed7 grinned the Kid,
guess you're burt, IKGd.” said the
shortfl) reading the whiie, strained faece
thut looked down c¢n him  from  the
mess—wiite, haggard, yet with iis old
mocking smile. . ¢ Man Dawney
suro told us about your troublo with
the Biack Sack crowd.” - .
“And sct you after ma  after I'd
saved his life 1 jeered the Kid. .
Y Ivix, rcckon he wanted mo to lot
up on you, Kid, and was surc mad
when T told him it couldw’t be did.”
The Kid whistled with surprise,
“Bub we get you now, 1sd,” said tho
sheriff, “Youw'ze hurt, .and I guess we'll
treat you fine and tender, Put down
your guns, Kid; this ain't no time for
gun talk. |, You're sure corherved, and
you may as well threw up-tho cards,”
“Any more?" asked ;the Kid -
“You'll hever %‘a_ta off that mosa, Kid,
without cold lead in your slats,” said |

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

"' giviog go.u a chance to do the
sonsible thing, Kid,”. urged ibe sheriff,
“You'll get u fair show-down. I don’t
stand for a necktic party  in  Frio.
Youw'll teke your trial for what you've
On3 " 3 %

‘“And for
feliex 1” grinned the: Kid.
it all on the Rio Kid. No sugar in
mine, sheriff. But go on chowing the
rag if you want.”

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

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

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

“ Throw it away 1" jeored: the Kid.

“Then it's shooting 1" said the sheriff
reluctantly, .

““You can hit the trail as soou as yo
like, sheriff, if you like thas bettar.'_"l‘ 4

“¥ow'ra sure talking . foolish, Kid.
We're hyer to get you.” . .

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

He raised his gup, :

Five saconds were enough for - the
sherifl, He vanished smong tho rugged
boulders.

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

But the shuffling of spurred boots
among the rooks called him back to
himeolf. '
.Up -the rocky slopo. of the mess side
six men, i\ms in band, eamo in n dess
perate rush. And the roar of the Rio

what I haven’t dane,
i “They put

Have
There's six of us

Kid's .45's awoke every echo of the
cabyon.. . '

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

NRACK, erack, crack!
! fand the o Kid been bis old

self, wot a man of the Fric
sherili’s posse would have. lived
Lo tell whet bad happened up in ihe
Tuecas, Boothe Wid was net himsed
now, The band that had nover missed
was siaking, the eyo it had besu as
clear and keen ag an cagle’s was dim,
His ;-‘hoohng wioch
Wiid as it wes, 30 told en dhe Fiio
wen, as thay rushed up the rocky slope,
stweabling, tripping, and rushing on

aguin, B g5

The sherifll el o ballet soar along Iis
ace, and he dropped ; the next wan col-
laprad wish a boll iu bis leg.  Phey
fred as toey esrue, e their living was
wilder than the Kid’s, as they pushed
and clambered, snd the lead scroeched
sway wide,

Crack, crack, erack!

With s gun in wither hand the Kid
was pumping out lead.

It was too much for the Frio nien.

Hali-way up_the slops two of them
were down, and the bullets from rbove
came like hail. . '

“Cover I” punted ITank Hanson.

e plunged into a gully behind a
boulder. S

His comrades scrambled inte cover,
breathless and cvreged. The Kid waa
not shooting ns of old; not o man would
have reached 'the swmmnih of the mess
alive, and thoy rcalised it, Four men
in cover fired savegely; two wounded
Iay on thz open vocks at the merey of
tho Kid, Shaiff Watson raised himself
on his elbdw, his face streaming evitu-
son, He stared round him digwily.

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

Slowly, - paanfully, " he crawled “into
cover, and for minutes he was open to
the fire from tho Rio Kid had the Kid
carcd t0 pump-lead at a wounded man.
Bubt no bullet struck the Frio sheriff as
he crawled. ’

The man with a disabled leg still lay
in the open groaning. It was long be-.
fore he couk? crawl to sefety, but he
erawled unhinrmed,

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

“V¥ou're sure plumb loca, Kid!* he
s0id, in self-mockery. “They'll get you
sure after sundown.”

But he did not fire on the men who
crawled ioto cover. Many a desperste
deed was put down to the account of .the
Rio Xid, all slong the Pecos and .the
Rio Granda., DBut there were things
that the Kid would not do, even in tho
salley of tha shadow of dealh,- i

On the rugged slope of the mess, the
Frio men lay close in caver among the
rugged rocks.

The Rio

My ‘gan's

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

The Xid waited, oo

Thore kad beer & iimg when this
gamo of lifc snd death: would have been
gport to him, * But now he needed all his
strength of will te keep himself up to
the mark, : ) )

The weakness and dinzinoss from bLis
uncared-for wound wero - slowly but
surely overcoming him. . T

o laid his guna ready beside him,
and . drew. a Jong draught from his
water-bottle, . It rofreshed him, and
cleated his dizzy head. He lay back by
the pines, resting, idly watching the
blue uky sbove him, whero the buzzatd
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stili wheeled and - serceched. - Another
Luzzard bhad joined the first now, and
anothier. They wheeled in long cireles
higli over the mesa, walcling, waiting,
ready fo sweop. he Xid watched
thor, and watched another and ancther
of the carrion birds wing wub of the
distant blue, A hister smil
fandsote tips as he walched,
Isut hie listened, too.
- An hour had possed, with no sound

from the cam save an oceasional Jms
poient shoi & wh Lov 10 mesd,
Diow th as a seraping on bhe vock,

and the Kid grinned as he knew  that

one of the Frio men wus creeping up
the slope--creeping cautiously, but uot
cantiously cuough fo deceive the cars of
- the Wid, 1
Phe i gripped a ma.

CAPTURED AT LAST! With beating hearis the Fiio men clambored up the
movement »r a sound came irom iie

ot a

the shazow of the rngls.
“Put

c.versd him.

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

‘1t came at last; but the Kid did not
fire at the Stetson. He kuew from its
uiotion that there was no head in it. It
was raised on & gun-barrel o draw his
fire, » ’

. Ho grinned and waited, gun in hand,

finger on trigger. .

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

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

. Crack!

The doputby-sheriff of Frio reeled
backwards, and went tumbling down
the slope, yelling wildly as he tumbled,

Loud and mocking rang the laugh of
the Rio Kid. - ;

“Try it again, hombres!” he shouted.

A volley of curses and bullots
answered the laugh. On the rocks of
the slope Hank Hanson' lay groaning,
with a ball throurh his shoulder.

The sheriff of Ivio gritted his tecth.

. He had bound up his head. with a
neck-scarf, heedless of the pain of his
wound. But two of his men were sorely
wounded, and others had scratches. Of
the six who had ridden out.of Frio that

curved his}

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

“1 guess we'll got him when the sun's
pona,” the sherilf sald, between his
tecth, : '

And the Frin men, loosing off an occa-
sipnal shot to keop the Iid alert, waited
for the sun Lo dip Lehind the swerra,

Lower it sapk, 1n purpic and geld,
towards the distant mountains of New
Mexico.

‘ert up, Kid !

The shadows of the pines lengthened
in the.loneoly canyon far up tho stony
Huccas. . . L

The Kid drank from his water-bottle,
and munched a hard- flapjack. He
know that it was the end of his irmil;
his only thought was to finish fighting.
Never, whilo. he had powcr to draw a
trigger, should the mcn
brought 'in & prisoncr.
be sald at tho
Kid had been taken alive. - i

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

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

“Plymb loco!” he muttered,
langhed scornfully. .
* But for the wound that sapped his
sirength and brought dizziness to his
brain, he would not have fcared the
sheriff’s possec of Irio. It was his
wound that tied him down to his camp
on the mesa, and robbed him of his pure
aim. And he had gaived thut wound
in dofence of Old Man Dawncy, the un-
iust. hot-headed men who had drivon
1im off the Doublo Bar, driven him to
the lawless life that bad since been his.
All tho Pecos valley know that the Kid
had sworn to get back on Old Man
Dawney. And this was how he had
done it. .No wondor the Kid laughed

It should ncver

and

in self-scorn as he thought of it.

Vnpc know that delirtum was

of Frio see him.

Jouble Bav that the Rio

But other thonghta followed in his
wind,  The wide grasslands of the
Double Rar, where he bad ridden the
ranges in the days belore black trouble
came; the men he had liked in the
outiit, the cheery talk of the bunk
house; Fatty Tick’s greasy face looking
out of the hot cool-house when the boys
came in to grab; it sceraed to the Kad
that be conld see it again, thal Le couid
hear the colling of the cowboy
lowing of the herds on the ranges.

Iie heard fancied sounds, and he did

{he

slopo'h the anct where the Kid lay in
> young outlaw, and ins:antiy four guns
Pronto ! rapped out the sherifl. (Jee Chapler 8.) )

creeping on

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

not hear them. At long last tho Rio
Kid’s iron strength bad given in; the
gun dropped from his idie hand, wun-
noticed. His eyes were fixed and glazed
as’ he leaned against tho. pine in the
darkness, He did not see shadows move;
be did not know that the enemy wore
stealing on him now that ke was un-
conscious and powerless, ;

Slowly, with beating hearts, the Frio
men clambered on the mesa, gun in
hand, rendy to shoot at a sound. In the
darkness they meant to make a rush, to
take the Xid alive or dead. But they
could not understand the silence; they

could not understand why the cornered

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

And four guns were levelled, and the
sheriff’s hoarse voice rappod outb:

“Put em up, Kid! Pronto!”

‘The Kid did not speak or move.

The sheriff, comprehending, stopped
oloser, still with finger on trigger F:st'
it should prove a trick.

TaE PopuLar,—No. 472.



§ THE LEADING BOYS

STORY PAPFER.

Dut it was no trick,

Au’, hand  drapped “on the  Kid's
Loulder, and st the Wid «dicl not move,
11 was 2 bawee almest of death iuteo which
by startded eyes of tho shordl poered,

1 guess hels gol hi:z!” niotiered
A\Y .\t;oll :

shiove:t Bis g baelk iulu the
Lo Te was vob wanted new, Lie

w4 had l‘m)(:].:(,‘, Bois faat l’ﬂ"f N
Geptly enougl the sibodl of iy
reised ihe nncowsvious Inid o his feet.
The  others ponnced wpen ihe  Kid's
RULS, eager fo tecuras them,  seareey

daring to “helieve thal the desperate Ria
Kid had fallen so og inta their hands,

Fhe Rid's \‘Uh:ni nung dend on the
shectll, Lyoeyen wore elosed nowe-to
orpen again ‘in the cmh'uoo‘e at I'rio.

The I ul, sherift’s ook was cowe-
gpate. Lhe white, set l'l.: on 5,“‘
shoulder looked sirapgaly :.vnyl:il_zT The
sherifl remeabered bow the Kid had
spared him, how ke had auwd ki ones
in the chaparrel down by the Rio
Crande,

“1 swore I'd get you, Kid!” muitered

he Frio-sheriff. “ But, by gum, if you
mnld sit a brone lhm minute 1 sure
suspicion I'd set you m o saddle and
tell you to vide for it

“We've got him, sherif 7 One of the
possa starcd into the set face of the
Kid with gloaking saliziaction. © There'})
be a ].unhoarc in Frio when we take in
the Rio Kid.”

“Phere swe will?? sid the sheviff;
but there was no saiisfnction in his tone.

e earried ihe Kid in his ginewy arms
down the slapo of the mesa, Ife had
sworn to get the Kid, alive or dead,
and he had got him more dead than
alive; but his trmmph left = bitter taste
in his mouth. But the rest of the posse,
ut all_events, rejoiced. Lung had the
Rio Kid defied all the cow eountry in the
valley of the Tecos, and he was a
prisaner at lust,

When the Rio Kid’s eyes opened,
which wau not till some hours Jater, he

‘canyoir ab ihe feny of n

Blivse
He

bands

feund Hinself lying on blavkels,
the gleain 6f a canp-five,
'lmonzm{ that hiz

IRk

Ho stared dizzily reund Bin
The Iric men  had mued
1aCHE

of Lhery were gronning in 1h
The ‘lnmi feni, gy the i
‘vo come to, Kid!
v youTyd &.d»b‘.. :

RCPINY G P

20 : : -
S0y Inelts given ond,” eaid the Wid
Faind Iy wid bitterly. “ Youw've got we.”
The sI.cnf‘ naddnd,
SA\Ve }ut he Lresd fer Prin at suienp,”
with

Eoosnid, “Youtl pa slong BN
wise Hvet’s your supney when you
want.”

Lut the IGd tanined his {rce awoy.

-q -
THE FOUF‘TH CHA:’-‘TER.
T he Prisoner !
VRIO was in an uproar,
E Long before the arrival of tho
sheriff the news had como in.
The Rio Kid was a prisoner.

The Red Dog Saloon buzzed with a
swarming, exctted ciowd. Cowpunchers
from =all the ranches swarmed in tho
streets.  There was only ene topic in
IFrio that day—ibe Rie Kid! He was
taken at last! The 'doby caluboose in
Main Strect was ro‘xdv fnr hiny.

“The Kid’s roped in!

The news had Hown hko wildfire, One
of the posse had ridden in early with the
noews. Heip had been zent to feteh in
badly wounded men. - And the sheriff
wag coming  with the prisoner, An
excited eowboy came galloping and
whooping in from the treil, waving his
Sictson.

“They're coming 1

There was a vush out from the Rerd
Dog to see the sheriff ride in—to see the
Rio Kid.

Among the crowd stoed Old Aan
Dawnay, boss of the Double Bar. 0Oid
Man Dawney was a great man in Frio
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-he- rapped.
'g’nu" If yon set the door of the caln-

and ail slong the river: Bal he was A=
unticed R AL attention wis riveted
an the riders {at came in [vem the
Hm,rt\umx :
'H’xn b i<
e Rio Kid Y

¥ ‘L

-4 k;lb_]]fl l{,"‘if

in, leading e - \\i(f(.‘j‘) was
motnted the Rr) Kic. -

Trur Wi W Lovnd (o his g
bands were bouwnd down to hix sides, His
captors were taking no chpnees with
hiny, wounded a: he was, ths iace was
white as chmk but a mocking sm:lc was

T
(TR T

on his lips, asel he stared coolly ab the
surging erowd that roared reund him
as he rode a privoner into IFrio,
Oud Man Dawney steppaed into the

street, and the horsemen stopped. The
shortlf nodded to him with & grim yrin,
Buay the rancher’s eyes wore fixed oo the
Rio Kid.

The Kid's lip curled aa he gavo the
rancher look for look.

“You've gol e, l'rller,

“ Make the most of it

The rancher’s hard facc twitched.

“1 sure _wanted the sheriff to let up
on yau, Kid, after what you did {ox
me,’ " he said in g low voice.

“Phank you for nothing!” spapped
the Kid. “T'm asking no favouis %mm
you or from any man n the Pouble Bar
outht.’

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

“One
coldly.

[IL lookad at the Kid again.

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

Thera was a wurmur [ron: the surxing

he drawled.

It

moment,”  said  the rancher

crowd. Old Man Dawney flashed a
gum glance . round, and the muonmnar
ied away. There were a score of men

of the Double Bar in the sircet, and
cvery gun in the Double Tiar "outfit
would have leaped from its holater at o~
nod from Old Man Dawnay,

“I'm standing hy you, de ” said the
rancher coldly. ‘(,Srcw on that when
yow're in the calaboose,”

The Kid's eycs gleamed

* Btand by whon ‘you ru axked, feller I"

“Who's asking favours of

+tioose wide open, Old Man Dawney, I

ssure wouldn't walk out.

‘rode on tn ¢

Chew on thnt.
and leave me alono!™ -

The shoriff pulled the rciv again, ilie
ranchor stopged agide, and the prizouner
e calaboose.

Ofd Man Dawney stood staring after
him with contracted brows anid a flush
in his hard cheeks, A surging, roaring
nmab followed the Kid to the Fria gaol,
where the sheriff took him froam his
horse. As Watson led him in there was
8 roar.

“Lynch him!”

And tho crow surged for ward,

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

“QOuta that, pronto!” he snapped.

Aud the mob surged back.

But the crfr rang in the oars of (he
Rio Kid as ho lay behind bars in the
oa.lnboqgl;e, with all Frio simmoring round

THE END,
(Youw'll meet the RIO KJD agnin next

Dweek in unother Rouring Western Tale,

entitled: “LYNCH LAW! Tell all
your puls about this grand NEW series
of starigs, chumsl They'll be pleased ta
read them.}



