ADVENTURE IxN

SOUTHERS

&7 T
TEaaiA8!]

McCann, the cattia.
dealer, had imagined

it to be a simple matter to double-cross the Rio

mistake of his {ife !

Kid.

DEAL IN COWSi”

-THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Cows to Seli !

44 AVERICK g*?7
McCann, eyecing
dubiously.

The Rio Kid laughed.

“Do I look like a maverick-hunter?”
he queried banteringly.

“Well, 1 guess not,” the cattle-dealer
admitted. “But you sure tell me that
you didn't rustle them cows.”

“TI've never rustled a cow, feller,”
said the Rio Kid, in his quiet, drawling
tones, but with a glint in his eyes.

McCann, who knew the tales that were
told of the Rio Kid all the way from
the Gulf to the Staked Plain, did not
suppose that the Kid was sensitive on
the topic of rustling cows. He did not
want to hurt the Kid's feelings. A fellow
who packed two guns, and was like lght-
ning when he drvew them, was not a
fellow to be lightly offended. But in
poini of fact, the Kid was very sensitive
to such a suggestion. He was a cow-
man, born and bred, and whatever else
he might have done—and he had done
many things—he would not have rustled
@ cow from his bitterest enemy.

asked

the XKid

-
*Term given to cattle that have been stolen,

McCann drummed on the bare wecden
desk.

“Well, whose cows are they,
asked MeCann bluntls

“Mine,” said the Kid.

He laughed again.

“I guess you're welcome to know how
I came by that bunch,” he said. **You
won’t believe me, but T'll tell you. I
got them out of Mexico. They belonged
to a feller who had to get cut for his
health in such a hurry that he left his
cows behind. I ent out the bunch for
him and got them across the border, and
we  divided the bunch—half to the
Greaser, half to me, for my trouble.
Savvy 7

MecCann gave him an admiring look.

“You sure cap the stack, Kid,” he
said. “I've heard every kind of a vam
from galoots that come to Blue Pine to
sell me cows. Mostly they're mavericks,
but they give you every kind of a varn.
But I've never heard that one before.”

The Rie Kid smiled grimly.

He had told McCann the simple truth.
He had come honestly by that bunch
of cows, risking his life a score of times
in getting them across the Rio Grande.
But hé -did not expect DBMcCann to
believe him. Tt was seldom or never
that a man who honestly owned his cows

Kid v

But there he made the greatest

/

OUR POrTLAR WESTERN T ALES.
STARRING AN AMAZIN G
CTHABACTER, THL RIG KID!

came to Blue Pine to sell them to Hanlk
o

McCann.  McCann’s prices wore low
because he asked few questions

“It’s true, feller,” :aid Wid
lightly. “Butlet it go. Do you want to

buy the bunch 97
“1 sure do, they’re like v
seription,” answered MeCant.
galoot has to be careful. If o
carry the brand of an
miles of Bluc Pine~
“They ¢
“Then

© a Mexican brand
: from over the bor

der?”
oot ?

“ Bure lreen
Kid.

.

Fou got

1iztle them

xican ranchero who drove

sell chem in Texas, or

from some Al
them across to
what #7

tdenly with a vell,
¢ game, KNid?”
looking the

A six-gun caiile-

was

dealer in the face, and the Kid's blue

eyes glinted over ii.
McCann staved a$ him iy

The slightest pr
finger, and the most uwaserup
thief and brand-biotier in Texa
have reached a sudden end of
rascally career.

A gun lay on the desk before the cattle
dealer; he always kept a gun handy
when he was dealing with men who came
to sell him bunches of cows, mysteriously
acquired.

But he did not venture to touch the
gun. ¥

His fingers sere

1in an inch of the
.

butt; but the ine h:u)’e
been a mile. Defere rs could
have gripped the gun the Kid would

have riddled him with lead. .

He giaréd at the Kid in rage and
terror.

By Jerusalem ! he panted hoarsely.
“Ts this a hold-up? You durned onng
galoot, you'll never gef away with 1t
There’s twenty the street that
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will blow holes through vou if you burn
powder in this office.”

“I¥s not a holdwup,” drawled the
Kid. “But if it were, feller, I reckon
I’d make you hand over your roll and
get away, for all that Blue Pine could
do to stop me. Tm asking you ten
doliars a cow for that bunch—that's
fifteen hundred dollars for the bunch—
and dirt cheap, as vou know better than
I do. But I want yon to believe that I
never rustled the cows, feller.”

MeCann was a good deal of a gun-
man himself, as had been discovered by
wore than one rustler who had sought
to bulldoze himt in his own office. But
he did not claim to equal ihe Rio Kid
i that line: and the steady gun in
rhe Kid’s hand sent a cold shiver down
his spine. But his terror was not so
deep as his rage. McCann was a power
m Blue Pine. A score or more of rough
and reckless cattlemen were ready to
carry out his lightest order, even to
shooting. To be held up in -his own
office, to have the fear of death put into
the very marrow of his bones by this
fellow, who was little more than a boy,
avoked his decpest fury. Almost he
was tempted to elutch ab the gun that
lay on the desk before him and try his
chance al gun-play with the Rio Kid.
“ Now, stop chewing the rag and listen
aloot,” went on the Kid quietly.

that bunch [rom a Greazer,
for saving his eows for him. I'm
selling them to you for next {0 nothing
yecause the Rie Kid can’t walk into a
cattle market with cows o sell. T guess
there would be gun-play the minute 1
showed up in any town that wasn't a
camp  of cattle-thieves and  brand-
blotters, like Blue Pine. Tm selling
them to you hecause you’re a durned
rogue, Mister McCann, and that's the
sort of hombre ihat T can’t help but
deal  with. All the same, feller
I never rustled that bunch, and
I’ve never rustled a cow since 1 was
hoofed off the Double Bar, in the Frio
country.  You want to believe that,
Mister McCann., You get mie?”

The ecattle-dealer stared at him with
slinting eyes.

“You’re sure touchy, Kid,” he graied.
“You—that’s wanted for half ihe hold-
uns in the State.”

The Xid langhed.

“T'm sure wanted for a heap of hold-

1
H

ups that I never heard about,” he
answered.
“You, that’s wanted for shooting 1n

Boss Lewson on his own ranch on the
Alamito,” said MaCann venomousiy.
“You've got hold of that?* smiled the
Kid. “I reckon yowll he shot up
worse’n Boss Lewson if you call me a

rostler, Mr., McCann.®

" Put thai gun away and talk business,
Kid.”

“I want you to believe that I never
rustled that bunch,” said the Kid coolly.
“XNo galoot is goin’ to call me a rustler
and tell his friends about it afterwards.
And I’'m getting tired of holding this
gun, feller.” )

McCann’s teeth showed in a snarl.

Again he was tempted to clutch at
his gun and yell to his men, who were
loafing about the corrals.

But he dared not. The cattle-boss of
Blue Pine had never backed down
before, but he had io back down now,
and he knew it.

He forced a laugh.

“Forget it, Kid,” he said, as lightly
as he could. “I guess I never knew
you was so touchy. I take it back.”

You believe Y came by that bunch
honest 7. persisted tho Kid.

“I sure do.”

f‘ That’s the talk, Mister MeCann,

{Lme Popvrar.—No. 477. !
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said the Kid ami-
ably, and his gun

disappeared into

the holster at his

belt. =
McCann almost

irembled with
eagerness to grasp
his gun and try his

luck now that he
was no longer
covered. But he

knew that the Rio

Kid was® lightning
on the draw, and
he dared not ven-
ture. And  ihere
wera  athar  yyace
he told himself
savagely.

“Well,
cineh,

asked the Kid,
parently dismi o
dispuce

that little

from his mind as
amicably sertled.
“Youwre wuged fto
buying cows . that
have - been rustled
off Texas ranches
and blotting out
the brands before

vou can get rid of
them again. Now
you're offered a
bunch that belongs
houest galoot
that’s selling them,
and I guess they're
none the worse for
that Is e
cineh 77
“Bure !
McCann.  “But I
want to see ihe
cows before I buy.
Where are they?”
“Justo, as the
greaser sald, when
I asked him for
half the bunch,”
smiled the Xid.
“You want to see
the cows, and that's
O.K. But I reckon
I'm nct letting on
exactly where they
are, {eller; some
of your men mighi
drive them off by
mistake before
you'd handed over
I reckon
s have

&

said

such ¢

. Blue
Pine.”

in

a3

happened

“Pm giving you a square deal, Kid."

v
“I'm secing that you are,” agrecd the

Kid. “If you want to see the COWS,
hombre, call for your hoss, and take a
little paseo with me. T guess it's not g
long ride.”

The cattle-boss of Blue Pine eyed him
narrowly.

“YT've sure .goi other business this

afternoon, Kid. Y can’t leave my office
39
yet.

“Take your own time,” said the Kid
obligingly. Tl wait, if you say so.”

“Not here,” said McCann. “I guess
I don’t want it shouted out, even in
Blue Pine, that I'm doing business with
the Rio Kid. No offence, Kid; if you
ain’ rustled cows, you've done a heap
of things!” ;

The Kid chuckled.

“You’ve said it,” he agreed. “And I
guess I'm mot gone on hanging abaoub
a frame shack. Yow'il find me on ihe
logver trail when you want me, any fime
till sundown.”

FIt’'s a einch!”

LED INTO THE KID’S 3ECRET LAIR!
to blindfold you now, pardner!’! szid the Kid.
1 expected that,’’ said tha cattle-dealer.
scarf round NMcCann’s eyes, and then led his horse through

i guess i’ nave
1 guess
The Kid tied a silken

the pines. (See Chapter 2.)

And the Kid lounged ont of the office
into the blazing sun of the single street
of Blue Pine, and mounted his
mustang. =

Many staring eyes were turned on the
Rio Kid as he rode through Blue Pine.
Few were the towns or camps in Texas
where the Rio Kid could have ridden in
broad daylight without dire peril. Bug
in that lawless camp, where Hank
McCann, the dealer in stolen cattle, was
town marshal, the cow-thieves and
brand-blotters and gunmen, who loafed
on the shady side of the street, had only
admiring glances for the handsome Kid,
and no man wanted trouble with him.
His nalne passed from mouth to meuth,
and that was all, as the Kid, with a
smile on his face, cantered down the
street, and rode out on the prairie trail.

THE SECOGND CHAPTER.
N o
when the Kid had gone, his
hands clenched and his teeth

Double-Crossing the Kid !
M
gritting. - Never before had

cCA leaped from his chair
the eattle-boss of Blue Pine heen roused
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io such deadly rage. Ile had been
defied in his own office—contemptuously
defied by a mere boy, and the boy had
got away with it.

McCann was glad that no eyes had
witnessed the scene; his prestige would
have heen lost among the gang of
ruffians he ruled.

For several minutes the -cattle-boss
raged, cursing the Kid with an exten-
sive voeabulary of “cuss-words.” But
he calmed down at last, and jangled the
raucous bell on his pinewood desk.
half-breed Mexican looked in with a
scared face:

“Send Dave Tuit
MeCann,

The half-breed disappearcd.

A {few minutes later the man who had
becn sent for arrived—a burly, bearded
tongh, whose low-slung guns proclaimed
the “sunman.”

“The Kid’s been hyer, boss,”
marked ecuricusly.

FYou saw him??

103

hyer snapped

he re-

Price 2d. 13

him
answered ]
“Some feller, the
Nid >

The gunman’s

ione was admiring.

MeCann scowled.

“The Kid has the
devil’s own luck !’
hie said. “There's
hardly a sheriff in
Lexas that haw’s
rvied  to gt him,
and he’s still riding
ihe trails. He came
here to  sell e

he Zunman
t his eycbrows.

“The Kid7 I

: reckoned that
the  Kid never
iouched ustling,”
he said.  “I guess
i the only thing
te hasn' touched.”
He's gotb a

bunch of cows hid-
den  somewhere on

the prairie!”
snapped McCann.

“T'm going. to ride
with him and leok
at them. ¥e's not
let on wheve they're
hidden.”

YT guess the Kid
knows  his  way

grirised

S e
HGGURY

Tutt,

“Thizs camp hes
got a bad name,
Dave,” said  Me-

Cann, changing the
~ubiect abruptly.

“It sure has,
boss 1
“The  ranchers

that
much

out
not

make
wa're

of yrustlers, and it
counmon talk among
the punchers
half tho cows that
arc missing {rom
ithe renches might
ire found here, with
their brands
changed,” went on
AMeCann.
Tutt
him.
“They aln't fur
said.  “ What are you

’

av

stared

wiong, bozs,” lie
giving me now 7’

“They make out that any rustler or
gunman who's made his home town tco
hot for him can always bed down in
Blue Pine and find friends.”

“They sure do!”

“Well, we're going to give an answeor
to all that,” said McCann. “We're
going to let all the ranchers and
punchers know that we stand for law
and order in this camp, as much as any
camp in Texas!”

“Aw! What're you giving me?” ox-
claimed Dave Tutt;, in astonishment.

“And we're going to make that clear
by handing over the Rio Kid to Justice,”
said McCann.

“Ob, I get you, boss!”

“The Kid's badly wanied all the way
from the Pecos to the Rio (3rande,” said
McCann. ““I guess I'm town marshal in
this hyer burg, and it’s my duty to see
thai the law has its due. It will do the
camp good; it will show ‘all those
hombres that a fire-bug like the Kid

cbetler than a camp !

that

camp, when the feller that’'s mosi
wanted in all Texas is roped i
and toted to the county g:

e

e 77

Tuit grinned broadly.

I g you, boss,” he answered
“The Kid bas sure rubbed you e

wrong way.  Bul you want to be care-
ful; the Kid's a bad man to crowd

“He sure is; but I guess there aro
cnough galoots in Blue Pine to crowd
bim dead to rights!” said MeCanc
venomously,

“IHe won’s be taken alive.®
“Phat  culs no dee. There's
bundred  dollurs Joffered for him

L'rio, alive or dead.”

Tho gunman nodded, but his face wus
grave. It wus evident that he did nos
wholly relish the task of getting  the
Kid, even with the whole reugh erowd
of Blue Pine to help.

“I'm riding out to join him on ihe
trail, to look at his bunch of cows,’’
went on MeCann.,  “Youll fellow on
and keep out of sight. I suess you
know how to follow a trail without
showing your cabeza 77

“I guess the Kid won’t see hide nor
hair of me!” said Tutt emphatically.
“He's too mighty sudden on the shonb
fur me to let hinn sce me tratling him i

“He won't let me know where the
cows are hidden—it will be blindfold-

five
in

ing, or some such stont.  Bat you'l!
trail us both and set wise to it.”
Sl

“Onece we know where to lay hands on
the cows i’s all O.K.! It's a prize
i buneh, from what the Kid told me, and
I'don’t want to lose it. But I guess he
won't touch any fiftcen hundred dollars
for it!” said McCann, with a sour grin.
“TIt fix up a place to meet him aned
hand over the dust, and when he keeps
the appointmient he won’t find me the
with the dollars—he will find a dozen
galoots ready to fill him with lead if Le
' doesn’t pus up his paws prouto!”

“I guess T wouldn't give him a chance
io put up his paws. Shooting on sight i3
the only way to get the Kid!”

i MeCann nodded,

“That’s it! Ile will sure be sorry he
horned the Blue Pine and gave me
,chin-waz in my own office!”. he said.

P “I'm meeting the Kid on the low
‘rail. You want to be there first, Dave.

1 And keep in deep cover!”
“You bet!”
After a fow more words, the gunman
lounged out of the office. ]
Tt half an hour later that McCann
mounted his horse and rode down the
i street of Blue Pine. ‘
J He lett the camp behind him, and
i cantered out on the lower trail, his eyes
iopen for the Rio Kid. )
“At a little distance from the town I
sighted him. . )
The grey mustang was cropping the
prairie grass, and the Kid sat under1 &
big cottonwood, with his back to the
wide trunk. Fis manner was careless,
but where he sat no enemy could hav

was

reached him without coming out inio the
open trail. #
. !

He vose to his feebt, and nodded

cheerily as the cattle-dealer drew vein.
“] guess I'm rveady to see thaf
bunch,” said McCann. ) o
“Wwe'll ride, then,” drawled the Kid,
He leaped lightly on his mustang.
MeCann glanced sharply about hm}_ as
he rode down the trail by the Kir's
side. The trail ran through plains cf
bunch-grass, dotted with frees and
patches of serub. There was no sign to

be scen of Dave Tutt. Buir McCann
: y
knew his he an,*and he bad ne

Tue POPULAR.—No. 477.
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doubt thai in decp cover the gnonman
vas warching. .

The Kid scemed to have no suspicion
of trickery. . . .

He chatted cheerily. with his com-
panion as he vode on down the trail for
several miles, zccommodaring his pace
to McCann's. The cattle boss pref-err’cjd
to ride as a moderate pace. and the Kid
did not seem to mind. Ounce or twice
McCann glanced at his face and saw
that it was open and carcl and obvi-
ously unsuspicious; the Kid certainly
did not look like a man who suspected
that his companion was de"libemteltv de-
laying. in order to make it easy for a
secret spy to keep them in sight.

They turncd from the trail into a
deep pinc-wood at last on the broken
slopes of a low range of hills.

The Rio Xid halted,

“I guess T'll have to ask you to mo
it blind now, pardner,” he said apolo-
getically. I sure don't want to give
it away where these cows are till we've
made a sale.”

McCann smiled.
fThat’s fair plag

he agreed.

If he wanted any proof that the Kid

suspected nothing he had it now. The
Xid would not have troubled to blind-
fold him had he knowu that o spy was
following.

“No objection, feller?” asked the Kid.

“Nix! T guess I ¢xpected that.”

With a silken neck-searf the Kid
blindfolded his companion. Then, tak-
ing McCann’s bridle, he led him on
through the pines.

In what direction they went MeCann
did not know. e brushéd continually
against trees and through thickets, and
therc wevesmany windings and turnings.
Wheresoever the Kid had hidden that
bunch of cows, he had hidden it well.
But there was a sudden halt. and the
neck-scarf was jerked from the ecattle

035’ exes

“Look!

See?” drawvled the Kid.

McCann looked.
The

horscmen had entered a grassy
in i heart of the forest.

e grass were sprawled the cows
that McCann had come to sce.

His eyes gleamad as he looked at
‘them!
There were a hun b

the tale; and McCaun's experienced ey
told him at a glance that every one v
‘a valuable beasi.

The Kid watched his expression, with
an amused smile

“What do you zay,
e asked.

Mister MceCann?”

worth myv. trouble,

“It's a cinch.

-cheap 1™’
3 an’s fixed to sell
.7 grinned McCann,

“1 guess that's why T'm dealing with
vou, feller, If yowve brought the
dollars with vou, I guess it's a trade on
the spoi; and T’ sure help you drive
Yeur cows into Blue Pipe.”  °

“When I travel with the Rio Kid 1
don’t travel with hundveds of dollars in
o answered  MeCann,  “No
e. Kid; but ther sure tel] about
wiere You weren't far away.”
sure do,” assented the Kid.
a muscle. “Buat I
reckon U here to sell cows, not to
-up a cattle boss, You dow’t touch
¢ cows till you've handed over the
roll—and I guess you know the Rio Kia

catile dear,

“They
withont moving

s a2 man of his word !”
“You hett”
“Then  what's  the programme?”

drawled the Kid.
‘I'm- baying  them
Tae Pororar.—No. 477.

cows,”  gaid

-MeCann,

“I1l have
at my office to-morrow,
“To-morrow does if,
Kid. :
And MeCann was blindfolded again,
and led away once morc through the
wilderness of pines.

the dollurs ready
9

» gssented  the

: . M .

The Xid and the cattle boss parted
on the trail, and McCann rode away for
Blue Pine, the Rio Kid sitting his horse
in the trail and watching him go, with
a smile on his face. And as soon as the
cattle boss was gone from si
turned from the trail and
into the chaparral.

D

vaguely unecasy

He had carried ont McCann's instrae-
tions faithfully, and the thing had gone
without a hitch,

Tutt had been walching the trail from
cover when the cattle boss joined the
Rio Kid, and he had followed the two
riders 1withoub a fault. Keeping ' in
cover with the stealth of an Apache
Indian. he had followed, alwavs keeping
the Kid's Stetson with its band of silver
nuggets i view—sometimes running,
sometimes creeping, always on the trail
and always out of view. It was an old
and familiar game to the gunman; but
lie was extremely ecareful and on his
guard; for he knew whal to expect if a
fellow like the Rio Kid discovered that
he was being double-crosserd.

Through the pine forest he had fol-
lowed ; in the hidden glade he had seen
the bunch of Mexican cows in cover. not
twenty vards from.the Kid and McCann.
The Hid's ret was his now, and he
bad only to return to Blue Pine and re.
pott to his boss. When the horsemen
rode away once more Dave Tutt took
his way back to camp, with a grin on his
faco.

Ife had a Iong tramp before him; for
he had followed, of course, on foot—a
horseman could not lave kept in cover.
Like most cattlomen, he was a  bad
walker, and he was tired and savage in
mood long before he had covered half
the distance back. Ife was still a good
iwo miles out of Blue Pine when his
keen scnses, rather than anv actual
observation, warped him of danger.
sharp, suspicious glance he

THE THIRD EHRPTER.
Tha Unnar Hand !
AVE TUTT stopped and stared

vound him suspleiot in  the
thickets.
The gunman was feeling

Many a
threw round him; but the scrubs gave
no sign, and he tramped on fastor than
before with growing uncasiness. The
snapping of a twig, the murmur of the
wind in  the pendant masses of
Spaniard’s beard, sufficed to alarm him;
yet he had scen nothing, heard nothing

definite. But the conviction was grow-
ing in his mind that he was being

hunted in the chaparral, and he was
intensely anxions to find himself back
in the open trail again. ‘

IHe stopped at last and glared round
him, his hand on his gun.

Was there danger? Or were his nerves
playing him false? ’

No sound came {0 him, ne movement.

For several minutes he waited, his
head bent to listen, Lis Lreath coming
thick and fasi. ’

But there was nothing-—nothing. And
vet the silence and the stillness seemed
threatening to the tautencd nerves of
the gnnman.

ITe plunged on

. e again. his gun drawn
in his hand now, Lig eves watehful as a
cat’s. He was close fo the open trail
now; and once out of {he scrubs he
would at least be able to see an enemy
if enemy there He gripped his
gun hard and Lueried on. *

disappearcd |

1.

“Drop it, feller !

Dave Tutt started almost convulsively
as the quiet, pleasant voice broke on his
ears.

He did not raise the gun that was
geipped in his hand; for a levellsd Colt
was locking at him through the thick
foliage, and the Rio Kid's smiling eyes
looked at him over the Colt. .

Dave Tuts staved at the Kid, his heart
thumping. He was mentally calculating
his chances of taking a poi-shot; and a
glint came into the Kid's eyes over the
levelled Colt.

“1 zuess I said drop it, feller!” said
the Kid.
The gun crashed from Tutt’s hand

into the undergrowth. The Kid gave

o ak

; he said approvingly.
the good of asking for hot lead,
I guess it ain’t my business to

“What’s
feller?
save a sheriff the trouble of hanging you
some day.”
“What's
Dave Tutt huskily. “ You've no call to
" §

this  game, XKid?” asked

I guess [ want your company for a
little pasco, fellor.” smiled the Kid.
*Leave vour gun where it is and walk !’

“Where?” hissed Tutt.

“I opine you know the way. You're
walking with me to the place where my
cows are feeding.”

Tuit felt a shiver vun through his
burly form.

“I guess I don’t know anything about
your cows, XKid,” he said. *‘Never knew
you had any cows. I don's get you.”

“Tll tell a man!” smiled the Kid.
“Perhaps I'm making a mistake. ]
guess we all make mistakes at times.
hombre. But I sure figured it out that
you know where my cows ave.”

““Not a hide, not a hair of them, Kid.
I never knew you had any cows,”’

“My mistake " daid the Kid. “1
sure reckoned you was dodging behiud
all the time I was riding so friendly
with McCann.” :

The” gunman trembled.

“I sure reckoned it was a
double-cross me. and get my
nothing,” grinned the Kid.

game to
cows for
“I sure

fancied that I piped the track of your

number elevens a dozen times in the
bush, riding back with McCann to the
trail. T sure allowed that if an Apache
Injun was pickin’ wp vour trail, he’d
pick it up from Blue Pine camp to my
cows, and back again froin my cows
to this hyer spot. You allow I'm
making a mistake #"

His tone was bantering, but the gun in
his steady hand never faltered. The
gunman breathed hard. B

He knew that it was uvseless to deny
turther; he knew that the Rio Kid had
been wise to the game from the hegin-
ning.

“Why, you dog-goned gink!” ex-
claimed the Kid demsively. “Did you
reckon you conld pull the wool over my
eyes? I knew you was watching me
before McCann came along from the
camp. You want to learn trailing before
you trail a man that’s got his eyo-teeth
cut. Why, you hobo, vou startled a blue

-jay out of the pecans when you settled

down to watch me. 1 was wise to it
all the time, and I let vou run on. T
knew I’d have heaps of time to get you
after parting with your boss. Now I've
got you, sabe?”

“Let up, Kid,” muftered the gun-
man hoarsely. “I'm sure sorry I took a
hand agin you; I might have knowed
you was too cute.”

“You might,” agreed the Kid. “You
know it now, feller, and the knowledge
may come in useful if you live to put is
to use. ‘

“Let up, Kid.” "
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7 dr a*vlud the
t you ‘Lu take

Walk, feller,
a,ck to whe
a move on,

Who's hur*mﬂ' you?

“I’ve told you I want
tle paseo with me.

I'm following you,
you saw my cows.  Get
feller.’

The gunman turned in his tracks in
silence, “and tramped.

The Kid followed him.

Neither spoke as they tramped through
the elinging scrubs, bui once or twice
the gunman hoald the XKid chuckle
softly, as if 4t entertaining thoughta.

With mingled feelings of rage and
fear and hate, Dave Tutt mamped
rearily on, retracing the miles he had
ady coveled on fooi:

Not for a moment did he
dodmng into the thickets and running.
Swiit as he mlgm have bgen he knew
that a bullet from the Kid’s gun would

think of

have been swifter.

The Kid was sparing his life. Why,
the gunman cculd hardly gucss; he had
aexpected the Rio Kid to burn powder
at onze if he discovered treachery. But

Dave Tutt hll“V that his Inc would not
be spared if he attempted trickery now.

He tramped on, the Kid behind 1im

Weary mile after mile dragged under
bis feeb, till he tramped at lasé iunto
the glade where the bunch lay.

“Halt, feller!” drawled the Kid.

Dave Tutt stopped.

“Back against thai {ree,

The gunman obeyed.

Taking a length of trail-repe in his
left hand. the Kid ran it mund ihe guu-
man and the tree, and knotted it
securely. In a few minutes Dave Tutt
was bound to the trunk, a helpless
prizoner,

“You ain’i leaving me here,
muttered.

“You're sure so keen on my cows,
feller; T reckon I'lIl leave you with
them,” said the Kid. *“‘I guess you’ll
be lei loose after I'm through with your
boss.”

“Let up, Kid,”
“Keep clear of Blue
into Blue Pine agin, and you’H never
come back here to leb mo loose.”  His
Lmrged bearded face was wmte with
apprehension. ~ “You won’t leave a
galoot to be chawed up by coyotes, tied
{0 a tree.”

“ e reckon 1 shall come back safe
from Blve Pine,” smlled the Kid.

“Forget it, K! T'm giving you the
stlmghﬁ goods,” panted “the gunman.
“It’s you for the long trail if you show
up in Blue Pine. T tell you that when
you drop into McCann’s office to collect
your dollars you'll be riddled with ]nad
afore you can say no sugar in mine.

The de laughed.

“That’s the game, is ii?"’ he asked.
1 figured it out that it w vas. All same,
T'm going back to Blue Pine to collect
the dollars for my bunch, and I reckon
the price has gone up now; this bunch
will cost MecCann thrce thousand. 1
want to be pald for my trouble as well
as my cows.”

“1 Leep on telling you you're a dud
man if you butt into Blue Pine agin,
panted Tutt.

“Search me!”
fully.

And he turned and disappearcd mto
pine-woods, leaving Dave Tutt sta
after him with black despair in ms

said Tutt hoarsely.
Pine. You horn

said the Kid, cheer-

the
g
face.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
way for the last time, and
scowled, and shut the door.
The hovr was late, the naphtha

Pony Up !
i the Blue Pine Qah\on had been

CCANN stared out of his door-
31 Qth the camp was mostly sleep-

|

ing. ’\Iﬁbann, as usua
evening ab the oon, where ne had

expected Dave to come in wich his
report; bub the gunman had not come.
\exthor was Tatt at his framehouse when
he came back there, and McCann, as he
cio\ ed and barred his deor, wondered
what had become of the spy. Tuts
should have been back long since, unless
he had fallen foul of the Rio Kid or
some other cnemy. But he had not
come, and the cattle boss gave up ex
pectation of seeing him that night.
McCann gritted his teeth as he re-
fieccted that the Rro Kid might have
been more wideawake than he suppo%d
If he had spotted the spy in the thickets
and shot him, MeCann had lost one of
his best men, and in that case the Kid

was probably wise to his treacherous
scheme, and \':ould not come to the cffice
on the wmorrow; he would drive bhis cows
clsewhere for another market. But he
should 5w away with them,
MeCann swore shrough his teeth. The
Kld on h mustang  was  vapid and

lusive; a ride
le; he
where

Was u

of 7 miles only made
knew a hundred hidden
he could lie safe when
p; bub a catile-dvive was

r. The Kid counld not
save *»unw]f from the cattle bhoss’ ven-
geancs without Ioavinfr his cows behind.
1f Tutt n'ld only been delayed, or in
trouble with other enemies, the schome
held good-—the Kid would come to ihe

hunt

office on the nmiorvow for his dollars, and
would be taken dead or alive, and
over to the homﬁ' of Frm by the

oi But if Tutlh had
t the Kid’s hand, if the Kid did
not come, then the hunt would be up—
a ‘1'mdlul toughs wonld be searching the
countvy for Kid’s bunch. MeCann
would get the bunch. that was certain;
and if he gob the Kid, too, so much the
better,
MeCann took a

J_MH

flnl,.

eglanes round §

office, and then wene into his sleeph

room which was 1 it. Fle closed
his  bed-roomi  door and locked it
after him, and set down his candle.
His faece grim ahd angry; he was
sure of o bunch of cows, whatever

but he’ wanted to
it scemed doubtful
would fall into his

tura the affair took;
get the Kid, and
now whether the Kid
snarc.

It was more doubtfn! than the catile-
bess supposed.
Having set down ihe candie on a
bench, he was turning, when a cold
rim of “Ld touched his neck.

“Put ‘em upp, boss!” said a
voice.

A shudder v
head to foot.

cle that for

pleasant

n ihrough McCann from
He was so utterly taken
aback a moment he did not
obey the injunction. Then his hands
rosc slowly over his head, and in the
flickering candle-light his staring eyes
fixed on the face of the Rio Kid.
The Kid nodded and smiled.

“You sure look surprised, boss,” he
drawled, “T'll tell the world!”
“Vouhere I” McCann barely uitered

words.

the

for you, boss?” asked the
ctically. “We fixed it for
when you saw the cows;

sure to-morrow now—more’ n
twelve, feller. Is it too

to-meorrow,

and it’s
half-past
early 77?
McCann could not speak; he could
only glare at the cool, self-possessed
Kid, and the six-gun that was almost
touchl g him, vith the Kid’s finger on
the mlggo 1he Kid was bmumg, but
thers was a deadly menace in his eyes.
“It’s sure early, boss,” the Kid said
banteringly. “But I allow I'm rather
in a hivry; I've got a hunch thai the
quicker cut- of the Blue Pine
it will be for my

aet
& ek

the belter

1, lmd cpeu* Ins, hoa.lth

like

this

mym“ the little
had roady for me—iju
still ing them cows? Tue price
gone up now. That bunch will cost
three thousand dollars. Are you

55
gl
*“Not” hissed McCann,

y for that,”

Ave

bu‘

=

1
R
hu

o
e

“I'm ‘cal sory sighed ths

Kid. “ Any prayers to say, feller
The smile Teft his lips, and "the g
look that came over the sunburnt fac
sent a cold shudder down the - catt
dealer’s spine.  “You dog-goned co
thief, you figured ocut youw’'d doubie-
cross  1mo azd get  that  bunel
nothing. You'vo got one minut

you t;y to tom_n a gun, not
as that.”

McCann gasped.

“I’m buymv’” he pantad.

“At three thousand?”

“Sure!”
o I's a trade,” said the Kid ciecrils.
Sort cut the duost, feller. Tl miud

your gun while you're sorting it out'’
) He‘hftcd the gun from the catile-
boss’ belt,

“Prouto!” he snapped.

Without a word, tr embling with vag
but with the fear of death in his heart
McCann Unlourul an iron box that was
hldau\ under his pillow. ln bitter
stlence he counted out a roll and handed
it to the Kid, who took it *vith his lelt
hand and Jxl)pgd It into a pocket.

“That lets you out, boss,” smiled the
Kid. “The bunch is yours, and I guess
vour man will drive them in late

MeCann staved at him blank
had not expected that the Kid woul

keep faith with him. The Kid under-
stood the look and laughed contemptu-

ously.

“You'ro sure a dog-goned thief,
McCann,” be said. “ You've bought
the bunch and its yours. I recken

vou'd have done better to make a f.nr
trade when T moseyed in; but yon've
got the bunch cheap, all the same. Now,
i reckon all you can do for me is io
keep quiet for a spell while I slide out.
Put your paws together, feller !
Under the Lrnmxicnmg gun, the Kid
bound the ezttle-boss hand and foet and

stuffed his own nccksmlf into his mouth.
He blew out ihe candle. MeCann,
sprawling bound and helpl zagged

)
and silent, on the bed, waiched him
with gli tte: ing cyes. He heard a sofb
laugh, ard the sound of a door open-
ing and elosing. The Rxo Kid was
gone, and the CMHP boss of Blue Pine.
writhing helplessty in his bonds, waited
furiously for mmmng and release,
knowing that long before morning the
Rio Imd would ho fa away.
.

In the fivst gleam of dawn a smiling
face looked at Dave Tutt from the
shadows, and a knife slid through the
trail-rope that bound him to a tree in
the heart of the pine-woods. The gun-
man, stiff and sore, staggered away
from the tree, panting with relicf. No
man in Texas had ever been so glad
to sec the Rio Kid alive and well.

The Kid waved his hand fo the sleep-
ing cows.

“You want to drive that bunch to
Blue Pine, feller,” he said. “Hank
McCann’s bought that bunch, and paid
on the nail like a good little man. So-
long, feller! Kecp your eyes peeled
next time you fgure oub to trail the
Rio Kidt”’ ]

And the Rio Kid rode away ihreugh

the scented pines.
THE END,
(You'll find another veoaring loRy

yarn of this (zmadng oytlau, the Riz
Kid, in newt week’s issue. Look ot for
7)) " o
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