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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
in the Frio Calahooss !

i YNCH him!” .
Like the maurmuyr of the zea,

hnu:meruble voices buzzed and
nm.ed round the lumber
oo cin thc plaza at Frio.

The Rio Kid zat on the edg2 of ihe

yaak that served as a bed, and grinned,

Sometimes a stone or a chunk of wood
whizzed through the air, and crashed
oin_the wall or the barved swindow,

“Frio s sure gmetti excited,”

03 remarked:

The Kid himsalf
cited, - He scemead
wmnsemen’, {rom the roar it

* Have bim o e
‘Lyneh bim
rin was the roughest

of the L
25 WOre fae
2 T ian one

ihe

N
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thie Umm.

enw-towy m 7!(\
and ¥
usknown th
or o Ful-man,

{rom
rusiler

ced in the eatabwoze, had been taken
befare he cotld
COUNLY

i mob.
roipoved to the safety of Lhe
caol, and strung up on a by
Aradof all the liard cnarva
ciion. the Jie Kid. boy

as he hess known  and
ll‘\‘\‘.(‘(l.

‘\'.shnd\ in Frin
s 8 'w' lu Wi
\4}]'\1 I‘
u l[[(‘

by an

etieved
\\oﬂd siecned fa
in e Kid, and Frio had gone

had reailr

00

e shesiff rade in with

zIJ W

Pay and niechts a crowd surged in the
p!az‘a. Evory now nml Hl(“) 50N10
puncher tr'um tl\o ranches, having filled
ap on fiveswater at the Red Dog, would
roll down to the calaboose and loose off
a succession of revolver-thots ai the
shick timber waiis. More than once a
bail had whistled in through the bars of
the unglazed window,

“ Liynch him 17

The Ria Kid stepped to the window
of the little room 2uid looked out, with
ear, cool eyes.

He had a view of most of the plaza,
with the Rod Dow on ihe other side, an
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%Rlo Kio!

& Ralph Redway

eveited
saloon,
A dozen punchers from the Double

crowd  Dbunched outside the

Bar had ridden in, and put up their
horses at the lmc.hmrr rail, and joined
the buzzing mob

Tuc Rid': »mmnn face clonded o little

s he waiched them.

Ho recognized  most of them—Bud
Wash, the foreman of the ranch; Katty
Tick, ths ranch cook; Tex, the horse:
breaker. Old {riends of his in happier
days, helore Old Man Dawney had
driven him off the Double Bar.

‘Lhe Dauble Dar outfit scemed as keen
against the Kid as the rest of Frio,

Bad Wash was brandishing a big Colt,
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and shouting, and his powerful voica
came to the prisoner of the calaboose.

“Have him out! Lynech him!”

The Kid smiled rather bitterly.

There was a sheut in the plam a3
the Kid’s handsome face was seen a} the
barred window,

“There he is ™

“There’s the Kid!*”

And there was a rush across the plaza
towards the Jumber building.

The Rio Kid eyed the excited mob
coolly, a smile on his lips. But he was
well aware that one determined rush of
the Frio crowd would have burst open
the culaboose and placed him at the
mercy of the lynchers. It was only a
timber building—one end of it the
sheriff’s office, Ythe other, three rooms
that -crved as cells. Y% was not the
lumber wall that had saved the Kid. sa
far, from the mob., It was Sheriff
Watson, and the well-} -known fact that
he \wulrt shoot if an attempt was made
to rush the calabooss

But the Kid knaw that it \\'OYﬂd come,

For days he had been a prisoner in the
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In Texas, a land of raw-boned he-men, where life is held cheap, Judge Lynch
rules with a rod ofiron. And the rustler or outlaw who fa i into the hands of the law,
meets a swift and grim justice

calaboose, tied down to his plank bed

by his wound. But the hardy Kid was
almost himself again now. He was well
enough to be moved to & safer place of
keeping., He knew that on the morrow
he was to go. And he did not believe
that Frio would lof him get aw ay, even
in the sheriff’s hands. Xeb he smiled

a3 he looked out at a sea of threatening

faca\

So you're thar, Kid!” said Bud
“‘“h staring ot the handsome sun-
bnrnt face framed in the littie \"mdow

“Bure, old pard,” said the Xid cheer-

fully, “Xinder friendly of you to pay
me a  call. L"wm at the
Double Bar 77

Bud grinned.

“I allows you allers Lad a norve,
Kid,” he said.

“Lynch him!”

“Have you :N 2 the party for to-
night, youuns?” asked the Kid care-
lessly, *You'll find e re ady. 1 guess

I shall be at home.’
“Have him cut!”
“I'd be glad to sce

Colts here.”

Crack!

A bullet struck the timber a few inches
from the window.

The Kid 1av1ghed

“1 guess. you've fo
shoot on the Double B
he remarked.

“We ain’t forgotten how to tic a rope,
Kid 1 said Tex.

“Has 0ld Man Dasrney sent you in to
town for me?” jeared the Imd “That
his thanks fo me for gettin’ him away
from the pustlers up in the hills? T
guess I was plumb loco to do it.”

you if I bad iy

Low to

ce I left,”

rgotten
Y sin

“Have him out!” roared a score of
voices, and therc was a surge towards
the calaboose.

“Let up!”

It was the slnup,
Sheriff Watson,

- The big, burly sheriff stepped out into
view from the building, with his gun at
a level. Hls grim face was dark. .

“You ginks mosey cn, pronto!” he
rapped out.

“1 guess we want the de
said Bud Wash. -
ropo for him from the Double Bar.”

“Light out!” said the sheriff laconic-
ally, and his gun looked the Double
Bar foreman full 1"the. face.

Bud looked at him, shrugged his
shoulders, and turned away. The mob,
daunted by the sheriff, surged back
across the plaza to the Red Dog.

The XKid smiled after them

Sheriff Watson stared after the re-
treating crowd with a grim, perplexed
face. The westering sun was dipping
down to the sierra, shadows were
lengthening in the streets of Frio. When
dar} kness came, he knew that there
would be an outbreak. It was to be a
wild night in Frio, and the sheriff knew
it. He glanced angrily at the window.

“Get back there, Xid!” he rapped.

“Why ?” smiled the Kid.

“Do you want to stop a bullet, you
young gmlr o

The Kid laughed.

“I guess a bullet’s
rope,’ he answered.

Watson frow ned

“You're goin’ 1o ihe connty gaol to
stand your trial, kld ” he said. “There

harsh voice of

shenﬁ >

as good as a

“We've b1ouvlr~t a

“and threw it open,

won’t be any neckhe party hyer wi.x]o
I can stop 1t.”

“You sure can’t, sheriff,” drawled
the Kid. “These hombres won't let me
out ‘of Fmo now they ve got me in. I
guess you're as wisé to that as I am.
Best thing you can do is to be away
from home when they call to- mght Hit
the trail, sheriff; while it’s open.”

The sheriff grunted, and went back
into his office. He felt that the Kid’s
words were true; but he had no inten-
tion of hitting the trail.- He had his
duty to do, and his duty was to defend
his prisoner, But as he sab in his
office, and listened to the roar of the

mob surging round the Red Dog, if was
borne in upon his mind that, in spite of
him, that night would see the cnd of
the Rio Kid’s life-trail.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Lynchers !
ROM the locked and barred room
F that held the Rio Kid, as dark-
ness deepened on the valley of
the Pecos, came a tuneful
whistle.  Sheriff = Watson, tramping,
w1th a knitted brow, in the passage Ouu-
side, frowned and wondered.  The
plaza was crowded with an ever-grow-
ing mob, and the roar of voices, the
c1ack1i.ng of revolvers recklessly " fived
in the air, was incessant. ~Yet the Kid
was whistling cheerfully a Spanish fan-
dango tune, as if he had no care on his
mind.
The sheriff unbarred the door at last
From the shadows
a mocking face looked at him. .
“ S8y, Sheriff, youre sure looking
Tar PoroLaR.—No. 473,
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troubled,” said the Kid. “They’ll be
here scon. You want te hit the trail 2”7

“0h, cut it out, Kid!” growled the
sheriff. .

“If you don’t stand for a necktie
party, old hoss, Frio will want a new
sheriff to-morrow,” grinned the Kid.
“Those hombres mean business, and
they’ll shoot if you stop them.”

“1 guess I know that.” L

“It’s you for the long trail, if you
pull the trigger,” said the Kid.
“What's the use, sheriff 77
- “They won’t touch you s'long as 2
bullet is left in my Colt,” grunted
Watson. “They're sure wild to get
you, Kid. Even the Double Bar men,
what you worked with once—the whole
outh¥’s in town, and yelling for you!”

The Kid's lip curled.

“What have I done to them?” he
said. “T've always left the Double Bar
alone. Ii’s Old Man Dawney at the
bottom of it; ho wants to get clear of

me.” . .
The sheriff nodded. )
<1 allow it's that,” he assented;
Wand it’s queer, too. You saved Mr.

Dawney from the rustlers when 'th.ey
}]x'alds' hgn by the short hairs, Bub ic;r
them you wouldn’t be here. I don’t
figure we should have got you, wign
we trailed you in the hills,; if you
bhadn’t been wounded. But Old Man
Dawney chipped In an&vasked_ me to
fet up ou you, Kid. Now his \vhgle
ouifit’s yelling for your blood. They’re
ithe wildest of the lot.” .

The Xid's face hardened in
<hadows.

He knew that. His old comrades of
the Double Bar were the wildest in the
lynch erowd.

Vet in all his wild deeds since he had
eft the Double Bar he had done them
no harm. He had warned Bud Wash
when the brand bloiters were lifting
the Double Bar steers; he had risked
his life to reseue Old Man Dawney
from the Black Sack crowd. Only the
wound he bad received in that des-
perate fight had brought him into the
iands of the law. The Kid’s face was
hard and bitter as he thought of it.

*“0Old Man Dawney's a hard case,
sheriff.” he said.  “He boosted mo ofY
the Double Bar, long ago, for no
veason. He put ¢ thief’ to my name in
all the cow country, and never listened
to a word J had to say. And the whole
ouifit followed his lead. And now they
want to string me up. Sheriff, let me
have my guns back.”

Watson shook his head.

“1 puess your guns are in safe keep-
ing, Xid,” he said. “They won't get
you ¢ill they get me first.”

“That sure won’t take them long,
when they get going,” said the Kid,
“ Where's your posse, sheriff 7

Watson shrugged his shoulders.

“Youw're alone here?”

((Yep.)ﬂ

“Hven

“Yep.”?

The Kid laughed.

“He’s got sense,” he said.  “*Give
ne my guns, sheriff, and light out
yourself. You're throwin’ it away.”

But Watson shook his head again.

“Hark!” said the Kid. “You can
hear them! They’re coming, sheriff {”

The sheriff was examining his revol-
vers. His face was hard and grim and
determined.

The roar from the plaza was deafen-

ing now.
Davkness had fallen upon Frio.
the plaza the naphtha lamps of

the

the gaoler’s lit out 7”2

Across
the Red Dog flared and glared into the
night. Cowpunchers rode up and down
the rugged streets, with a vild rattlg
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of hoofs and harness, loosing off inces-
sant shots. i 1
itself up into a fury—workinz up its
courags to rush the calaboose, in spite.
of the grim and resolute man who stood
on guard there. Not a man of the
sheriff's posse had joined him to defend
the calaboose. Some of them, indeed,
were in the mob that roared round the
lumber building. In-all Frio there was
only Sherif Watson to stand between
the captured Kid and the rope of
Judge Lynch, but he stood like a
rock of the sierra.

“Lynch him!”

It was a deafening roas. .

The sheriff stepped to the litile
barred window and stared grimly out.
The Kid sat on the edge of the plank
bed and whistled again, a merry fan-
dango tune.

“That’s Buck Hawk,” muttered the
sheriff, as his eyes fell on a burly,
powerful man who was mounted on a
barrel outside the Red Dog, haranguing
the crowd. “I guess he’s the king-pin
in this. business. I guess he will get
his first.”™

Buck Hawk’s powerful voice
ringing across the plaza.

“Have him out! And if the sheriff
chips in, string him up, too, along with
the Kid!”

There was a roar of assent.

Hawk waved a revolver in the air.

came

- “¥oller 1me, boyst® he roared.
“Wha’s for Judge Lynch?”

Another roar.

“Lynch him !

“That's the music!” shouted Bud
Wash.  “Have him oub of the cala-

bhoose I”

“Have the Kid out!” yelled Tex.

The sheriff gritted his teeth.

From the flaring lights of the Red
Dog the whole mob surged across.the
plaza towards the calaboose. And this
time, as the sheriff knew, they would
not be stopped. He had seen lyneh
crowds before.

He stepped back from the window.

PESTR )

The Kid ceased to whistle, -
“They’re coming,” said the sheriff.

“Keep where you are, Kid. No
hombre in that caboodle will get into
this room while I'm alive. I guess
that’s all I can do.”

“Cut it out, sheriff,” drawled the
Kid. “What’s the good?”

“That’s my business.”

Crash! 5

It was a thundering blow on the door
of the calaboose. Tt was followed by a
roar of voices.

“ Sheriff I

“ Sheriff Watson 1"

“Where's he hiding 7’ roared Buck
Hawk. “Show yourself, sheriff. You
let us in, or this door goes ito blazes,
pronto !”

Crash, crash!

The sheriff stood in the doorway of
the Kid’s cell. The passage ran past
the cell to the door of the ealaboose.
The keen edge of an axe was already
glittering through the wood.

Crash!

The door shook and groaned.

Under the heavy blows of the axe,
and the pressure of the mob, it gave
at_last, and flew into pieces.

The mob of Ilynchers, with Buck
Hawk at their head, swarmed into the
calaboose.

The sherif’s gun came up. His
steady eye glittered over the levelled
barrel, : s

“Halt thar!” .

The mob surged to a halt., In his
cell behind the sheriff the Rio Kid was
whistling a fandango again, with never
a quaver.

“Back,- you coyotes!” growled . the I

The Frio mob was working-

“sheriff on all sides.

sheriff, “You, Hawk, put ’em up.
You pesky gunman, it's you for the
long trail if you sake another step!”

“Let up, sheriff!” rapped out the
gunman, “We don’t want to hurt
you; we want the Rio Kid.,” -

“Lynch him”

“I guess you'll hurt
somebody else will
grunted thie sheriff.
vou i?

“We want the Kid!”

“You want ten years in the pen, you
Hawk!” jeered the sheriff, “‘I guess I
remember the Kid belting you with a
trail-rope for ill-using a horse. Is that
why you want him?%

The gunman gritted his teeth.

“Stand aside, sheriff!”

“Not a step!”

“Foller on, boys!» yelled Hawk,

And he rushed on, firing as he came.

But the sheriff pulled trigger first.
There .was a fearful yell, that rang
above the roar of the mob, and Buck
Hawk spun over and crashed on tho
floow. ) .

With a' gasping breath the mob
surged back. For a tense moment they
hisng, glaring ai the sherif and his
levelled” gun, with the groaning gun-
man sprawling between. Then there
was - a deafening roar, and a Sscore of
guns were thrust forward.

A moment more and the calaboose of
Frio would have rung and echced to a
desperate fight—one determined man
against a savage mob.. But in that
momeunt the sheriff’s gun-hand was sud-
denly forced up, as his arm was grasped
from behind. “And the Rio Kid's voice
called eoolly: -

*All right for you-uns! -Pronto!?

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Friends or Foés 2

HYERIFF WATSON struggled
savagely and desperately.

But the Rio Kid held him fast,

and the Kid's muscles were of

steel. His gun was forced above his

shoulder; an impotent bullet went tear-

ing through the wooden roof of the

calaboose., A second more, and the Kid
had knocked the gun from his hand.

“XKid!” panted. the sheriff. “You
mad gink! Let me go!*

The Rio Kid grinned in his face.

“What's the good, sheriff? Your
life’s worth savin’ 1

“‘Let me go !’ roared the sheriff.

But it was teo late.

The lynchers came on with a desper-
atec rush. Hands were laid on _the
The Kid laughed
and let him go, and stepped back into
the cell. The sheriff, still struggling
furiously, was dragged out into the pas-
sage; and at the same time three or
fKog{ pairs of hands were laid on the Rio

id.

“I guess this lets you ount, Kid!”

Bud Wash, the foreman of the Double
%3:.11', laid his sinewy hands on the Rio

id.
114 No

me first, and
got  hurt,  too,>
“Back, I -tell

“Correct!” assented the Kid.
need to be rough, gents; I'm coming
like a lamb!*

In the passage, the sheriff was still
struggling and spitting out curses.
Fatty Tick, grinning, drew a trail-rope
round him.

“Yowre sure oubt of this deal,
sheriff;” grinned the cook of the Double
Bar. “I guess I'm going to tie you up
for your own sake, sheriff. You won't
do yourself any harm with your liands
tied.” )

Threa or four cowpunchers were
grasping the sheriff, and the Double Bar
cook bound his hands together, and then
his “ankles. Then, the sheriff, panting
with rage, was cast aside, heﬁ:less.

Round the Rio Kid -the lynchers
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faces,
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Bud W wsh Dound his L ‘zdﬁ
T;‘ lotped the end ol a

Lehm:?
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rosr froml the
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‘J;!mr-- him oubl!”

“Tet's ses the Kidl”

"bet gom Kid, piouto!

¢ the foreman of the Doub:

“I puess Um at your service, pents!”
h.xwu.d the Kid. “Pleased to meet
you 'L§H~—moru pleazed if I'd had oy
guns!
o wulked out of the cill in the midst
of the lyrchers, He gave the bound
ghcnﬁ' a’smile in passmg

“S0- lon;f sherift guoss 've saved
your hf You'll be glnd to-morrow,
cheriff I

“You fool, Kil!” panted Watson.

)

“I guess you're piumb loco!
The Kid grinned.
“You'd have been over the rauge by

this time, sheriff, if I hadn's hooked

veur gun awayl” he sald. “What was
the use?”

And the Kid, his head evecet and his
face swmiling, walked out of the cala-
boose in the grasp of many hands.

The sheriff dragged: \uldly at- his
bonds. But the trval Lopn held bk im fast.

r\'{ the Kid disappeared from his eyes

s ke lay struggiing op the flocr.

Outhde the ealaboose a thunderous
roar greeted the appearance of the Rio
Xid.

“Hyer hie i3

“Lyneh him!”

{ The th eyed them. Bud Wash held
his yight arm, x gupned his leit,
Round Lim the Frio men thronged atd

surged.  Within the calabooss Buck
Hawk, the gunman, lay groaning un-
| heeded—as nwnheeded as “he sheriff, who
was streani Al'r 11..&1 “euss-words Y ot
ihe lyneh-crow

There was & «\\ar:uing at the IKid,

but Bud \\":}
eager.

* Basy,
foreman of

shoved back the 1oo

!:f*’1t~-£e;.1:.5' 7 said the burly
> Double Bar, I guoess

we're doing this thing in ordep!

got the rope?”
“Here you  arc, Bud!” grinned
the Double Bar.

Whe's

Mezeal Pete,
‘Rope all ready on the Kid’s neeck !
“Thuis way!” said Bud.

“Bung him over to the Red Dog!”
roared five or six VOIC“S “Lynch him
over the coorway!

“Qult that!” snapped Bud.
goin’ up on a tree!
hmrrme='”

The Rio Kid was marched forward
through the rozring crowd.

He walked steadily and coolly., He
noted that the Double Bar men -were
closing round him, keeping the Frio
crowd off from eclose quarters, They
packed him like a guard as he crossed
the plaza. Men from other ranches—-
the Circle Cross, the Bar-O, the Golden
West, and manv mozre, were shouting in
the cvowd. along with the Frio towns-
men, tho loungers and gunmen of the

“He's
Make way, you

Q“Loon:-. Buat the Double Bar ecrowd
were mrore than twenty strong, and they
kept together. It. surprised . the Kid,

though he took it with bis wsual cool

# YISITORS ¥
heavy blows of the axe, and the pressure of the
mob, the door gave at [ast and flew into pieces.
The mob of lynchers swarmed into the calabooss,
$ Where’sthe kid ! > ‘The Sherifi’s gun came up,

‘' Halt thar ! " he growled,

indifference._ Ihc men he had Lr'o"x
on the rancn where once Lis home had
been secmed keenest to drag him to tia
rope that was to end his trail. .Thoy
packed round kim, and every man hau
a gun in his hand; and tho mob md
let them take the lead in the afl

Past _the Red Dog saloon £l w0y
marched the Kid, The moon was
coming - up, and a silv very radiance

ming gled with the glare of tne naphtha-
,I.mxp:,. Down Main £wreet, towards ihe
open plain the lynckers mavched the

FOR THE KIiD! Uader the

(See Chopler 2.,)

Kid, to wherc tall trees nodded in the
moon glimner .

“You're -~ wastln’ time, .ubr'w'
said the Kid. “But Im c\monn"
{ittle paseo with wmy old pards.”

“Lynen bhim!”

The mob poured out of the town, and
stopped at the clump of trees by the sido
of the rugged traili,

There the Kid was halted
high horizontal branch.

thiz

wnder a

ex threw the .end of the la over

the branch, and caught it as it camne
down. The riata tautered, and the
noose gave the Rio Kid's chin a sharp
jerk.

“Up with kim!”? .

“Pronto, pards!” drewled the Kid.
“The gents are gettii’ impatient for
the show.”

“Youre a cool iittle cuss, Kid:”?

grinned Tex.

The Kid smiled,
in his eyes.

“IF Y had a hand loose and a gun in
it,” he sighed, “I puess some of thcse
ginks would be hittin’ it for home, m-
stead of howling like a pack of coyotes

THE POPULAR.~No. 473,
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Bub the game’s up, and I guess I'm net  The next instant the Kid should have

squealin’.  Put her through!”
“Up with himi{” roared the Frio

;nob.,
““Bring the hoss!” shouted Bud
Wash. And a Double Bar puncher

came pushing through the crowd, lead-
jay a grey mustang.

The Kid's face changed.

It was his own mustang that he had
not seen since he had left it free in the
Hueeca hills, the day he had fallen into

he grip of the I'rio sheriff and Lis
vosse. The musitang whinnied softly as
he recognised his master, and thrust a
soft muzzle against him. The Kid's
face, hitherto cool and recklessly in-
different, worked.

“You could have left that out, Bud,”
he muttered. 1 guess you might have
scared up any old cayuse in the burg.
You ain’t a white man, Bud, to play a
trick like this.”

Bud Wash made no answer. From the
crowd surging round the doomed Kid
and the Double Bar punchers came a
vell. They recognised the Kid’'s swell-
finown horse, and yelled again as he was
hoisted into the saddle.

Bud Wash lifted the lithe figure of the
tid into the saddle. The Kid's face
was a little whiter now; the sight of his
horse, the one creature he loved in all
'Texag, had shaken him for the moment.

But as Bud was placing him in the
saddle, he whispered, and his whisper
electrified the Kid,

“Watch out, Kid!
my gat, ride hell-for-leather
Double Bar.”

The Kid’s cool brain swam for a
moment.

The next, Bud Wash stepped back.
He waved his hand, with his gat in
it. driving back .the eager crowd.

“Clear back, gents! Give the Kid
room.”

There was a laugh from some of the
lynchers. -

“@Give himn room to swing.”

The Kid sat his mustang-like a statue.

The Double Bar foreman’s whisper
was still in his ears; hope, in the hour
of shadow and death, ran through his
veins like wine. -

His hands were bound behind his
buck; but that mattered little to a
rider like the Kid. Often had he guided
his horse only with a pressure of the
knees in a wild crowd of steers. His
feet were in the stirrups: he could
vide—he would ride, if there was a
chance. But the bridle was held by
Tex, to lead the mustang from under
the Kid as soon as the rope was pulled
taut and to leave him swinging.

The mob backed away, breathing hard
as they watched. = -

“Tm givin’ the word!” shouted Bud
Wash., “When this gat goes, drive on
that cayuse, Tex.” .

“You bet.” :

2\ puncher pulled at the rope to tauten

il

When you hear
for the

it. The Kid caught his breath as he
fels the noose slipping. The knob was

not tied—it was a trick,. He understood
at last, but his face gave no sign. Had
the Frio mob understood, a hundred
guns were ready to riddle the Kid with
bullets before he could escape.

» But the Kid knew.

e knew why the Double Bar men
had taken the lead in the lynching now.
He knew that as soon as the mustang
started, the noose would slip from his
neck, leaving him free.

His heart beat.

“She goes!” roared Bud.

He lifted his gat high.

Bang!

The roar of the .45 was followed by
the rush of the mustang, led onward by
Tex’s grip on the bridle. . ’

85 Popvrar.—No. 473,

+ bean swinging at the end of the rope

over the branch. :

But the lcose loop slipped from his
neck, and he went on with the mustang.-
Tex released the bridle, and struck the
animal a guick blow with his quirt. . The
mustang leaped forward into the crowd.

There was a wild swaying ‘away from
bared teeth- and laghing hoofs, as the
mustang plunged into the-mob. Wild
yells ard shouts rose on all sides.

“Shoot, you ginks, shoot i roared Bud

Wash, and his own revolver barked out
bullets. .

But the Kid, though the lead whistled
close, knew that none “would hit him.
He drove on the mustang with his knees,
and the horse fairly tore through the
swaying, surging crowd, kicking and
plunging and snapping.  In a few
seconds he was through, and the Rio
Kid was riding for his life under the
dim gleam of the moon.

He left a roaring mob behind him,
yeliing, raving, loosing off shots. The
Frio crowd did not yet understand the

trick that had been played, and how | p
victim had been snatched from |

their
them, under their eyes, by the Double
Bar outfit.. Bud Wash was roaring for
his horse, and the Double Bar men were
the first in the saddle to pursue the
escaping Kid. Behind them came a
crowd of Frio men who had got at their
horses. But the Donble Bar men had
had their bronchos mear at hand in
readiness, and they had a good start of
the Frio crowd, and were close behind
the Kid. '

The Rio Kid rode hard.

Behind him the roar of Frio died
down; but he heard the thudding of
rapid hoof-beats.

He laughed aloud as he rode.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Back to the Double Bar!

1 ULL in, Kid ¥ :
P It was the hoarse voice of

Bud Wash shouting behind.

- A pressure of the Xid’s
knee’s, and the grey mustang slackencd
speed. o )

With a shout and: a clatter of hoofs.
the Double Bar outfit rode up and
surrounded the Kid.

Bud grinned at the Kid's bright face.

“Hyer you are, you young gink.

THE MAGICAL CUP!

All about Saturday’s Cup-ties
in the Fifth Round and who
should win. See this week's

ALL SPORTS

OuzThurs.,Feb. 16—2d, Mikesureotalorir

guess-it"was a close- thing—hut. we've
pulled it off.” | .

The Double Bar punchers cheered
wildly, waving their Stetsons. .

“You had me beat, Bud,” said the
Kid. I’d never have figured it out that
this was the game. I reckoned you was
all keen -on -getting me sirung up—
keener than the hombres in Frio.” -*

The Double Bar foreman chuckled,

“I guess there wasn’t any other way,
Kid. We couldn’t have hooked you oub
of the calaboose without fighting "all
Frio. But I reckon as scon as they
staried talking of Judge Lynch it was
easy going. . Them ginks in Frio don’t
savvy yet, but they’ve got it coming.”

He slid his knife across the rope that
fastened tne Kid's arms, and freed him.

The Rio Kid reached for his reins.

It was like a. dream to him; only
minutes could be ccunted back to the
moment when he had been a helpless
vietim in.the grip of the Iynchers, and
now he. was riding on the open plain
under the stars, with his mustang be-
tween his knees, free and light of hoeart.
Bkud Walsh gave an anxious glance
ack.
Horsemen were pushing on from Frio.
5}; htﬁxdr&d r])sxen or more had followed

¢ Double Bar punchers in pursuit of
the Kid, ¥ ¥

“This-a-way!” muttered Bud, and he
turned off the trail, and the punchers
1*o<‘iivziqcross the open plain.

‘Where are we going, Bud?” aske
the Kid. i gad

“To the Double Bar, I reckon.”

“Youwll get fired for this, Bud.”

“Guess again,™ grinned the foreman.

“0Old Man Dawney will fire you, as
sure as shooting,” said the Kid., “He
won’t stand for me getting away with
it this-a-way, Bud.”

. “Forget it, Kid,” said BPud Wash.

Do you figure it out we’d have woke
up Frio without orders from the boss?”

The Kid started violently.

“Old Man Dawney’s orders?” he ex-

| claimed.

“0ld Man Dawney hasn’t forgot that
you hooked him away from the rusilers,
Kid. Didn't he tell you, when you was
brought into Frio, that he was standing
by you?”

The Kid nodded, still amazed.

“I guess it was Old Man Dawney put
this up,” said Tex. ““Not.that we’d
have let those ginks lynch a feller what
had run with the Double Bar outfit.
But the boss planned it all. We’d have
had to fight the hull town to get you
out of the calaboose. " But Old Man
Dawpey knew. He put us up to takin’
the lead in the lynching. Savve?®
“Aand I reckoned~—" muttered the

-Kid. :

‘“’Course you did,” said Bud Wash.
“If we’d let out what we'd reely come
for we’d be fighting al. Frio at this
blessed minute. Bu® bein’ as we was
yelling for vour bicod, they gave us the
lead. "Pull in here for a spell, you-uns.”

The punchers rode into a shadowy
motte and drew rein under the trees.
Far in the distance, they listened io
galloping hoofs. The pursuit from
Frio swept away under the stars, and
the galloping died . into silence. Bud
Wash. chuckled grimly.

“T guess those ginks have gone,” le
said. ““They’ve missed us in the dark.
But it was sure-a close thing.”

. The punchers resumed theiv ride, the
Kid in the midst of the hilarious crowd

‘I'of horsemen. Across the shadowy plains

ithey. were tiding for the Double Bar
‘Ranch. d -

- THE END.

(Boys! Theres @ thrill in every line

cof next week's roaring tale of the Rig
Kid, entitled : “The Whip Hand!™*)



