TRAILING THE XID!I

vow, it is borne in upon his mind that * trailing the Kid”’ is

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trailing the Kid !
HE Rio Kid smiled,
It was a smile of genuine
g amusemens, though it was called
forth by a sighs that would have
made few smile—the sight of six armed
men riding on his trail, seeking his life.
They saw nothing of the Kid, though
ke lay within twenty feet of them. The
Rio Kid lay doggo in the sassafras and
dwarf pecans, high up the steep side of
the narrow ravine. Twenty feet below

him the horsemen rode, between walls.

of rock that made the path too narrow
for more than two men to ride abreast.
The Kid could have tossed a pebble
upon the Stetson hats  that bobbed
Lelow. The six-gun in hkis hand could
have picked them off one after another,
like so many prairie-rabbits, before they
tixd had a chance of hunting cover. Bug
the Rio Kid only smiled, and waited
and watched for them to pass:

He could see little of the riders, save
their big Stetson hats; but one of them
he knew—Judge Shandy, of Butte. The
judge was speaking, and his hard,
metallic voine came clearly up to the

- kid. :

“We're sure close_behind the
goned puncher now, I guess.” -

The man riding beside the judge drew
in nhis horse.

F8ure !” he answered.
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“What are you pulling rein for, Long
Bill

Long Bill, without replying, dropped
from his horse, and bent to examine the
trail he was following, The other
horsemen halted behind him.

“What is it?” exclaimed the judge
impatiently. " We're wasting time.
The sign’s plain enough.”

“The {rail’s sure fresh,” sald Long
Bill slowly. “I reckon it’s not an hour
since the mustang came up this ravine.
Iv’s sure the same trail that T picked up

‘way  back in  the mesguite.  That
puncher ain’t fur ahead of us now.
uf—"

“Put what ?” snapped Shandy,

“We want to keep our eves peeled,
boss. We're riding into a blind guleh.
There ain't any way out of it excopt by
this ravine, onless a galoot had wings to
Hy with.”

“All the better.
get away.”

“Nope. Bui——?

The judge muitered an oath.

“You're wasting time, Long Bill.”

“I reckon I don't figger it out, judge.
That puncher has had heap time to find
out that there’s no way out of the gulch
ahead, and, naterally, he wonld ride
back and pick another way. But there's
no back-tracks, He never came back
this way onless Le blanketed his traii as
he came. That means that he’s waiting
for us aliead, with his sixv-gun handy.”

“Camped, most likely,” said Shandy.
“The durned galoot told me he would
camp three days in the buttes, to give
me a chance of hunting him if I
wanted. He's camped in the gulch
ahead.”

“If be's camped, we'll soon rouse him
ouf, judge. But more like he's behind
4 rock with a siz-gun in his grip,”

“And what's the malter if he is?”
snuried the judge. “T've picked out
five of the toughest gunmen in Butte to

He won't be able {o
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dudge Shandy of Butte vows to bring the Rio
Kid to justice, but when he sets out to fuifil that
a very dangerous game to play!
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ride this trail, and thai puncher won'i
have a dog’s chanee, Yout're not scared
?f a_cow-pupcher with a six-gun in his
st 77

“Nope! PBut you allow he shot a gun
out of your hand, judge, so he's Mandy
witn  his shooter,” said Long Biil
“We're sure going to shoot up thai
puncher, judge, whoever he Isy bui 1
guess we want {o keep our eyes peeled
1f he's waiting for us m the guleh.”

“Keep your eyes peeled, then, but
coine on ! sakl Judge Shandy., ‘“We'va
heen riding his trail most of the daw
zgnd now we've run him down where he
can’t get away. I tell you, T wouldnn
let that puncher ride safe out of the
butte country for a thousand dollars.
He beat me in a deal, he shot a gun
out of my fist, and he defied me o
follow him into the buttes, I tell you,
I'th get him if I have to ride all the
way to New Mexico on hig trail.”

Long Bill grinned.

“Yon sure won't have to ride so far
as that, judge. A aquarter mile ahead
of ug, nothing but a bird could get
fartier. Ouless he came hack this way
and hiinded his trail, we've got him
cornercd.”

“Come on:"”

The judge rods on again, and the gun-
men followed.

They bhad their guns in their hoads
now, aud their evas warehful on all sides
as tiey rode.

Before them the trail of the Rio Kid's
mustang ran, ard not a single back-
track was to be seen. All the signs in-
dicated that the puncher had ridden
through that ravine ipio the locked
gulch ahead and stayed there. If he
had camped, unknowing that foes were
on his trail, the task of the gang of gun-
men from Batte was easy. - If he knew
thet they were after him, and had
turned  at bay “among the rocks, the

bay : o
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. THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Trapped !
UDGE SIHHANDY swore savagely.

In ihe locked gulch in the heart
of the hills, the gunmen had

" halted, at a IOvi
Loug Bill was on fost now, searching

for sign. The other ruffians sat their

hor and waited. The irail of the

Kid’s mustang,' which had gutded the

man-hunters so fer in*o the - heart

of the desolate hills, had failed: Right

wp to that point iho irail yeas olear—so |
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ed ‘as if it bad i
purposely left as a gmde. And thex
stopped sud'denlv as if the puncher and
his mustang had Bown into the air {rom
that spot. The judge was angry and
nuzzlcd but Long Bill was ﬁnmnm* out
what had happened.

Shandy had spent most of hxs
the butte country—called “butie”
cause of the range of rocky hills cover-
ing it on all pomts of the compass
he knew little of the trails. He w
man of the office and the iighted

—
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-In his office in the town of Butte, J dge1
and

Shandy, the moncylender, usurcs
inflint, was a powerful man,
liked, and greatly feared. But in >
wilderness of the rocky buttes hic was
little better than a tenderfoot.

His followers—gunmen. accustomed o
loafing about the saloons of Buite—were
little more, with the exception of Long
Bill, whom the judge had selccred for

his knowledge of trailing, to track down
the puncher in the buttes. The whole
gang were perplexéd, with the exception

of the long-limbed ruffian now examini-
ing the sign.

“Weil, “}\'1{: do you make of
demanded tho judge at last, as
Bill rose from his minute exan

of the sign left by the puncher.

Y

“1 guess “e'xe been played fov
suckers, Judg answered Long Bill.
“That puncher, whoever he is, kuows
his way abouf. He wanted fo get us
landed in this locked guleh, and, by
gnm, he’s done it!” :

“What the Moses do. you mean?

snarled Judge Shandy.
“The feller rode on as fur as this
turned-back,” said Long Bill,
grunt.
“Can it, Bill,” said one 3
'lhere ain’t a single back-track all
*va.y
“T guess you know more about
mg fire-water than tracking a pune
Lin the buttes, Jake Peters,” g

Long Bill,“I bell you he stoppcd

-\( @ \\“\\t\\\\‘“‘

mui turned back, and blanketed hiz tyail.
*Cause why, there ain’t any other way
out of it, nohow. Hyer his tracks stop,
and I sure reckon he never flew up into
the air. He turned back hyer and rode
out by the ravine, and blinded his trail
arter, like the In]uns do. He *eft an
easy trail for us to foller into this guleh,
but he never left a sign of his back-
track. He's sure a good man on the
trail, that punchor is, whoever he may

And where is he now ?”

judge.
Long Bill shrugged his shoulders.
“Ask me some more,” he said. “He
got 'out’ of hyer afore we came up, and
I guess he may have lit out in any dirce-
tion. We've got to get back through
the ravine vonder into_the open, awd I
cuess U1l pick up his sign again sconer
or latex‘, af e
“Ff what?
Long Bill

snapped the

933

was staring back at the
nairow ravine, where it opened into the
locked guleh. Like a narrow, corridor it
ran between-high rocky walls.

“If he lets us get out,” he answered.
“He's focled us into getting into this
pesky corner, and if he’s leoking for a
scrap he’s got us fair and squave. In
that narrow way.yonder one man who
knows how to handle a gun could hold
up ffty.”

“Follow me!” snarled Judge Shandy.

He wheeled his horse, and rode hack
towards the vavine, the only outlet from
the locked gulch

The gunmen followed him, their faces

192

' serious now.

If Long Bill knew what he was talking
about, the puncher they were trackmc'
had deliberately tricked them into that
mllely rocess in the buttes, and if he was
barring their way out by the ravine thmr
situation was a perilous one. The judge’s
opinion was that the puncher had tricked

them merely to gain time for flight.
and he rode back ijuto the -narrow
ravine at a gallop H

Bang! ] ] ‘
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ANWBUSHED !

Trom among the rocks came the
sudden report of a .45 Colt. The bullet
tore the bat from the head of Judge
Shandy and dropped it behind him. A
voice rang out.after the shot:

“Halt, you ’uns!”

The judge reined.in his startled horse.

-The gunmen dragged ab their reing with
almost—lndicrous haste.

They knew now what had happened.
The puncher was .in the i
which they had entered the locked
gulch, and he had cut off their retrear.
T ride through that narrow way, in the
faee of a six-gun, was to ask for

destruction.

“T guess that galoot has got us beat !”
said Long BIill coolly.

The judge gritted his teeth.

“Keep clear, you 'uns!” rang out the
mocking voice of the puncher hidden
among the rocks of the ravine. “The

first who comes a yard nearer drops in |

his tracks!”

“Let up, feller ”” called out Long Bill.
“You hold the cards.”

“I guess 50,” chuckled the Rio Kid.

Judge Shandy clenched his hands.

“You dog-goned puncher,” hé
snarled, “T’ll never let up on vou till
I see you swinging from a branch!”
The Rio Kid laughed.

“That’s tall talk, judge, when my six-
gun is looking at you this very minute,”
he said. “Geti off your horse.”

The judge did not stir.

“You better, judge,” whispered Long
Bill. “The galoot can sure drop you
where you sit.”

“ Never!”

The judge glared
ravine. N i
the puncher, only his woice told that he
was there. ~ But the whole group -of

into the rocky

Not a sign was to be seen of .

l.eading the way, th judge rods into the narrow ravine at a gaiiop.
came the sudden report of a revolver, and a builet tore the hat from Judge Shandy’s hzad.
the Kid’s voice, and the gunmen dragged in their horses in ludicrous haste.

horsemen were exposed to his aim, and
they knew it; and every man sat his
horse like a stone image, fearing to
draw a shot by stirring.  The bullet
that had carvied off the judge’s hat
could just as easily have heen driven
throug: his head, or any head- there.
The-whole gang had been trapped, and
were at the mercy of the man they had
been trailing.
The XKid’s voice

drawled on cheerily:

"‘I;ight down, judge; ITm telling
you.”
Judge Shandy set his tecth and

‘dragged round his
inte the gulch,

Bang!

There was a sharp cry from Shandy,
and he dropped like a log from the
back of his horse. The gunmen stared
at him as he crashed helplessly on the

kY. ground and lay there—still!

horse to gallop back

reckon the judge has got his.”

The Rio Kid's voice rang out sharp

with menace.” “You ‘uns want any?
sav i’

up, puncher,” gasped Jake

Poters—let up! We aln’t asking for

any irouble.”

“ ot off your eritters.”

The five gunmen dismounted. = They
hardly glanced now at the still form of
the judge, stretched on the ground.
The judge’s horse galloped oun through
the ravine, passing the hidden cover of
the puncher and-clattering on to the
open vallers beyond.

The Rio Kid, kneeling behind the
boulder. watching the gang through the
ice, grinned. Through the crevice
ix-gun was aimed, and he could
shot down the whole gang with
. long before they could have
ed his cover, or retreated into the
h behind them. The Kid had laid

From among the rocks
you ‘ung !’ came

Bang !
i Halt,
{See Clapter 2.)

bix plans well for dealing with the gang
of guumen from Butte.
< better,” called out the Xid.

av s
“Now drive on vour cavuses. I guess

get back to Buite hoofing i,
9y pard--—-"

“I guess thal’s enough chinwag. T'ms
waiting, aud T'ui sure getting tired of
holding thiz gun.™

“You've got us=
Bill; and he struck his horse and sent
the animal galloping up the ravine.

The ether horses followed.

“Now drop your guns.”
The five vuffians drew
from fneir-belts. They did not think
of secking to use them. They stood in
the open. under cover of a gun that was
hiddern, but which they knew bore full
wupon them. Thelr weavous clattered to

the rvevelvers

the ground.

“You 'ung suce know how to. do as
you're told,” chuckled the Rio Kid, “I
guess £m through with you. You can

beat i, fell et back into the gulch.
and don’t cc this way again Dbeforc
sundown. I'm shootings ab sight next
time I zoc you. You-get me?”

“It's  your puncher,”  said
Long Bill philosovhically. I reckon
we'll carry the judge away with us.”

“T yeekon vou'll leave him  rigly
there,” wapped out the Kid, “I wan('
the judge, and I dow’t want you. Get!”

“Bub lock feller——7

Crack! -

A bullei tere a sirip of skin from
Long Bill's ear. He gave a yell, and
started back down the ravine at a wun.
His comrades went after him  helter-
celter. That hint was enough.

id’s laugh followed them.
THE Porviar.—No. 480.
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' ouple of minutes the gang of
m}rﬁniu:‘ cll]ismounted and d}sa_rn;ecl,
were tramping out of the ravine into
the locked gulch, leaving Judge Shandy
lying where he had fallen, on the rocks.

«T sure reckon this is my game!
¢huckled the Rio Kid; and he came oub
of his cover ab last.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Prisoner!

T judge opened his cyes.
: I " lJIe %tarcpd round him. wildly.
His head was aching, and he
strove to put his hand to 1t, and
made the discoxlfery that his hands were
mnd to his belt.
boil{é‘dwas iying on a blanket on a bed
5t sassafras, and his dazed eyes, as they
stared round, saw only walls of rock.
His hands were bound, and his feet were
shackled with a trail-rope. He was a
prisoner, thabt_was clear to him, dizzy
as he was. He lay in_a cave, with
rugged, rocky walls, and a wide open-
ing through which he. could see the stars
glinting in a sky of deep dark blue.
e was alone in the cave. .
Qf what - had happened since the
puncher’s bullet had struck him down,
the judge knew nothing. Many hours
had passed, he knew that, since it was
now night. He was a prisoner—
evidently in the hiands of the puncher he
had trailed; but the puncher was not to
he seen. i
The judge sank back on his blanket
with a groan. i
For a long time he lay motionless,
buc after a while he stirred again, and
began to struggle with the rope that
held him. He struggled in vain, and
gave it up ab last. He had been tied
with care and skill: the bonds caused
bim. no discomfori, but they were as

secure as iron shackles.  He was help- |

less, and he soon realised it. He lay
down on the blanket again and waited
for his enemy to appear—and abt last
ho slept, undisturbed by a voice or a
footstep. .

When he opened I§s cyes again, the
sun was glimmering in at the mouth
of the cave. The judge sat up and
looked round. It was high morning, the
sun blazing In a cloudless sky. He
found that he could get upon his feet
and move about within a radius of a

couple of yards: the trail-rope, knotted-

1o a peg driven in the ground, prevented
him from moving further. He could not
veach the opening of the cave, but he
could stand and look out, and he realised
abt once that he was high up in the
buttes. From the cave, hill and valley
stretched before him like a pangrama,
and far in the distance, he saw a
winding river on the green plains
beyond the buites, and a collection of
buildings tiny in the distance. And he
realised, with a start, that it was the
lown of Butte that he was staring at—
visible in the ¢lear air, but many a loug
mile away.

There was a step in the mouth of the
cave, and a handsome young puucher
stood there, swiling at the judge.

“‘Mf_orning, feller,” said the Rio Kid
cheerily, E

gusige Shandy _gave him s black Jook.

. You!” he said, between his teeth.
. Nobody else,” smiled the Rio Kid.

T reckon vou're fixed up hyer comfort-
able, judge. Not quite like your house in
Buttes, perhaps—but safe—quite safe,
judge.”

I(ie laughed lightly.

“You want to know where your gun-
men are? I guess they hoofed it home
to Butte last night, and I sure opine
?hcy' were tired when they got there.
Their cayues are wandering somewhero
-in_the buttes—along with yours, judac,
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And youwre here—youre my guest,
judge. You're here for a quiet time,
fsller. Nobody will nose you out up here,
at the top of the tuttés—I guess we're
over a thousand fect up, and I've sure
blanketed the trail we came by. You
let me know when you get tired of your

quarters.” . IO
“What does this mean?” hissed
Shandy. “ You shot me down——"

“I guess I only creased you, judge,.

same as I used to crease ornery steers
on the ranch,” grinned the Rio Kid,
“Jest a crease along the top of your
cabeza, judge—it stunned you and put
you to sleep, and you was sure sleeping
sound when I brought you here. Don’t
vou be scared that I'm going to shoot
you up. You're sure too valuable

“You can’t keep me here long,” hissed
Shandy. .

““You opine not?” asked the Rie Kid.
“Why, feller, I played your gang of
gunmen like a set of suckers, specially
to rope you in. That was all I wanted—
jest to rope you in, judge.” .

The Rio Kid sat on a boulder ai the
mouth of the cave, and fixed his eyes
on Judge Shandy.

He was still smiling, but there was a
merciless gleam in his eyes. .

“You listen to me, feller,” he said
quietly. “You're a hard-fisted man,
judge, and there’s a heap folk in Butte
would be glad to hear that youwd
gone up the fume. You've grown rich
by money-lending, and taking up mori-
gages and foreclosures, and ruining men
who was working while vou sai in vour
office like a spider getting them into
your meshes. You're a bad egg, judge—
bad through and through. Whai made
you go gunning after me?”

The Kid paused a moment. .

“You had a galoot in your cluiches
and I lent him the dollars to get clear
of you, and that sure made you mad
with me,” said the Kid. “You pulled
a gun on me on the trail, and I shot it
out of your fist. You couldn’t let up
at that, You sure had to get a gang of
gunmen and follow me into the buttes,
and you'd have shot me up if I hadn’t
been too wide for you, judge. You'd
have left me for the buzzards.”

“T’H leave you for the buzzards yei,
you durned puncher,” said Shandy,
between his teeth. “ Ask any galoot in
Butte, and he’ll tell you thai Judge
Shandy ain’t the man to be beat up by
a cowpunpcher.”

“You’re beat by me. judge,” said the
Rio” Kid coolly. “You're sure head:
You’re a-hard man, judee, and a hard
grinder, and now, by the Loly snioke,
yow'll be ground hard. You can chew
on that.”

“You figure on.keeping mie hyer??

“You’ve said it.” assented the Kid.

“I guess I'll be searched for and
found, and that’ll mean ten vears in the
pen”for you, puncher, if you ain't shot

“T reckon they can search from now
till the cows come home. and ihey won't
find you,” grinned the Kid. “I'm sure
taking the chance of it, anvhow. Bless
your little heart, judge, I had all this
cut .and dried. ‘I trapped your gang
down in the gulches, jest for this reason
—because I had this little shebang all
ready for you, judge. And yon walked

- into the trap like a good little man-——you

was so keen to get me.”
And the Xid laughed heariily.
Judge Shandy’s eyes glittered.
“And if you kecp me here, what then?
Do you figure on getting a ransom oub
of me?” . B
“I'm not a Mexican brigand i hald
a galoot to ransom, judge.”
“Then, what?” .
“Don’t I keep on telling v
my guest here?” sai E

sal

“amount to shucks hyer.

‘and- pay the figure.
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bhanteringly. “‘I'm keeping you for the
pleasure of your company. Besides,
I'm selling you food.” :

“RBelling me food?”
judge. '

“Yep—if you want any.”

It was long past the judge’s usual hour
of breakfast. In the keen, sharp air of
the high buttes, Judge Shandy was
already hungry. He stared hard and
savagely at the Kid.

“If you keep me a prisoner, dog-gone
vou, you'll have to feed me,” he snarled.

“Not unless 1 choose,” reminded the
Kid., “It’s my say-so, judge—you don’t
You ain’t in
your office in the Main Sireet of Buire

now, ta

repeated the

money.
beef and a frijole for your breakfast,
judge, yow've only got to say the word
Prices are high in
this hotel—higher'n the interest you
charge on a loan, you durned moies-
grabber. Breakfast costs you a thousand
dollars.”

“What?” yelled the judge.

“Every meal you take heve will cost
yon the same,” drawled the Rio Xid.
“No extra charge for bringing in the

meals.”
“You gol-darned hoho!”
Shandy. “I'll starve first!”

The Kid nodded.

“You're free to do that,” he agreed.
“I¢’s sure a free country, and any galoot
who wants to starve ecan sure do it
Starve, then.”

And the Rio Kid lounged away from
the mouth of the cave, leaving Judge
Shandy grinding his teeth with rage.

velled

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tre Ransom !

- HE day passed, in the cave in the
high hills, every minute c¢n
leaden wings.

Judge Shandy raved and
cursed and raved again, hoping every
moment to hear the sounds of rescue, veb
knowing in his heart that there would
be no rescue. Only too well he knew
that this puncher—whose name cven he
did not know-——had taken every care.
He was miles, he knew, from the gulch
where his gang of gunmen had been
trapped—the route by which he had
been ‘brought lay over mile on inile of
barren, trackless rock. The keencst
trailers in Texas might hunt for him for
weeks without finding a clue to his
hiding-place. He knew it only too well.
And who, after all, was to hiint for him?
He had hired a gang of gunmen to ride
down the puncher and “shoot him up.”
but they were not likely to range the
buttes in search of him. The sheriff of

.Butte and his men might search for u

time, but they were not likely to spend
days in searching for the best-hated
man in the town. The judge was
a2 hard man, a hard-fisted and hard-
hearted man, and he had chosen rather
to be feared than liked; but those whe
feared him were little likely to trouble
their heads about his disappearance. It
was forced into his mind that he was a
prisener without hope: his fate utterly
dependent on the will of the unknown-
puncher—and from that puncher, what
had he to expect? He had trailed the .
puncher down to take his life, fiercely,
lawlessly, ruthlessly, He knew that he
had no mercy to expect, and that he
deserved none. - -

The judge was a hard man—stern to
inflict, and siubborn to endure. In the’
keen air of the buttes hunger assailed
him fiercely. But he would not yleld‘: L
he was determined not to yield. — All
through the weary day he raved and
cursed, and tramped about the rocky
cave ab the end of his tether, tethered
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No sign, no sound had come from the
puncher: : ble fear came into
Shandy’s the mpan was gone,

; him te perish there,
His fierce anger and

cone and lefk
ad in the cave.

pride wore quelled ab last, and he
called: aud ag thore came no answer, hc
houwied again, Only the

voice among the rocks
The puncher was gone

veturn ?
high noon w

ansverced hin.
—but would he

I < hig ren the Rie Kid
inkto the cave again. He gave

ite-fnce, furious man a cheery

nod.
“1 reckon I've becn

away & fime,

arked, “Did you want

judge,” he rew

e, feiler?”
The judge panted. |
“{iive me food.”

“Vou poy the Bgurc?” smiled the
Kid, )
“Ves!?  groaned Shandy.  “Ar

thing—anything you like! ~ Only give
g food.” .
S ¥ou haven’ds gol the dollars in your
I guess?”
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“Then vou want to sign a draft on
the bank in Dutte. I guess. T'II et
looic one of vour fing to write it. out.
Tve got the things lere you'il want.
ke it all square, judge; if the draft
win't paid I guess I'm riding -on the
western trail, and I shan’t come back
here. - If you play any gun-gamec with
that dvaff, judge, youw'll never play
another I’ said the Rio Kid grimly.

Lut Judge Shandy was past trickery
now. ~ Tor his own sake he hoped
forvently thai the puncher would have
no diffculty in.collecting the 1oney- on
the draft .

His right arm was released, and ke
wrote out the draft. The Kid examined
it esrefully, and put it in” his belt
“hen he tossed the judge a tin of bully
Lheef and a tough frijole, and handed
Lim a can of waters The judge
devourced the -food like .a famished
animal, the Kid watching him coolly.
When 4he meal was over the judge's
arm was bound again, and the Kid left
him. Co :

From somgowhere in the distance the
judge heard the sound of hoof-beats,
the puncher had his mustang at hand-
The prisoner of the cave threw him
solf upon his rough bed and groaned.

The hot day wore itself away.

Night came cnece more.

Tho judge called, and called again;
I:ut there was no answer. The puncher,
he figured out, had gome down to
Bitte, and was in no hurry to-returm.
Whether he had gone to Butte or mnot,

the puncher did not reappear all
through the long, weary night.  The
judge was tormented by fears—Ifears

ihat the draft had not been pald and
that the pungher had made good his
threat to ride away and abandon himj;
fears that the puncher might have fallen
in with the guninen and Licén “shot up,”

‘planned for him;

taken” offects o

-into,thc'caj\'cionce more, witi the ris
sun behind hio..
Py

e i - - -’

That was what  Judge Shandy  had
: but he was i mortal
Lis plans should have

droad now lest

When dawn ceme up once more aver

the buttes the judge watched it “with
haggard, sunken eyes '
The hardest man in DButte

was
changed now. He lay on his vough
bed in misery.when the Rio Kid looked

orning, . feller!” said the Kid.
¢ me food!” .
The judge was. almost whimpering.
The hardest man in Dutie was broken
nOW.
CKonlva fegal another thonennd doll
to spend, judge?” asked the Kid coolly.
“ Adything 1 B
“I gu the felks in Buite would
hardiy ow You uow, judge; you've
grown so polite and obliging,” said the
Kid.

et wie oud of t

1z

said the judge

hoarsely. “You've gobt mwme beat—you'~e
got me breke! Name vour figure, and

[

let me loose!
The Kid regarded him coolly.

thousand is the fgure,” he

almost all T have!” he muitered.
~ “How did you get i, judge? Does
it sure belong fo you?” asked the Kid
banteringly. “I’s other men’s money,
judge, though you’ve banked .  But
take your cholce—I ain’t in a hurey o
ride out of the buites. I'm for New
Mexico when T ride out of hyer, but
New Mexico can sure waté till you've
made up your little mind, feller.”

“I'm beat! Giva mie the pen.”

“Youve sald it, judge,” smiled iho
“Make it nine thousand dollars
this time, and when it’s clear you're a
free man—and I sure hope the lesson
will do you good.” :

The draft was written, and the Kid
belted it. The judge was left with a
free hand, and an ample supply of food
and drink.

He ate and drank, and ate and drank
again, as if he would never have his
fill.  The puncher was going; but he
stepped  inte the cave again as the
judge began to fumble with his bonds.

“Not vet, feller!” smiled the Kid.

And the judge’s free hand was bound
onee more.

A littie later he.heard the. clatter of
a mustang’s hoofs dying away into the
silence of the buttes.
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Tood
prizoner’s reac
self, bound as
came he slept.

With the mor

:‘fﬁfhfﬁ; D
help
0 the

im-

mghi

z the puncher did

y.fgt‘ return, L n gose higher and
higher; and be did net come. The
groanced in  anguish  of spiril.

¢ haunted himy that

at- he had obtained

Lo,

abandpned him to di
better 1

he deserve at  the
¢ soughi o hunt
judge watched
and higher

hands of the man he |

down to his deat
the goiden sun

her

in the sky, till neat of noen was
blazing down on thc plaing and  ihe
There was a feolstep at lazi.
He turncd hiz weary head to the

month of the Bui iy tho

puncher that enr .
“Tong Bil v
S Vouwre here, gtk

gunman.

“Tet we locse.”

Long. Bill came acrow
keen bowie-knife glide
Shandy’s bonds, and ke was
He staggered to his feet and sunlk
on a boulder,

“THow did vou find me?” o
judge at last.

“1 vockon thal puncher publ me wis
sald Long Bill. “He held me up with
a gun this morning, and I g who
he was—though I hadn’t set e
him afore. 1 swie allowed thaf i
the loug irail for = t he only
wanted to chew the r He told me
Uowed you'd

where to find you, and a

bhe glad to see me hver in ibe
butics, judge. I rec o been all
the morning getting hyer,  Bay, vou
look as if you'd Lad a bully  time,

judge.” .
The gunman fumbled in hig belt
“He surc handed me a billy-doo fer

you, judge, and I reckon T've got it

hyer. Hyer it ig.”-
The judge took the leticr, and -
folded it.  His haggard cyes rai over
the pencilled lines.  Then the paper
futtored from his hand. and the guu-
man picked it up and glanced at if.
“0Oh, holy smoke!” ejacuiated Long

Bill. “The Rio Kid! It was the Rio

Kid we was trailing, judge. 1 reckon L

ain’t surprised that we glipped up on il

nohow. The Rio Kid is bad medicine,
judge.” o . )
Thore was a grin on -his rugged,

at the Rio

bearded face as he lcoked th
called 1%,

Kid’s “billy-doo,” as he
again. o
The Kid's note was briet:

“Pm giving thiz to your bulldozey to
bring to you, judge. Youw dollars have
gone to the b ital in &, Antone;
vour money’s too dirty for me o
touch. - T told you yow was my gucsh
judge, and youw've had yeur iot}deljfrc :
Tollow my trail into New Mexico 1f you
want to sce the Rio Kid again.”

w

“The Rio Kid ! muttered the jndge.
o said no. morc; -and uftered’ mo
word on tho way down from the hign
t Whether that

buttes to the town.
lesson had done the judge good, or
whether it left hiin the hard-fisted

rascal that it had found hin, the Rio
Kid never knew; he had left the -
buttes country far belind, and Judge
Shandy was dismizssed carelessly frow
his mind as. he rode om tho trail for
New Mexico and the gold-mines

© THE EXD.

(There will be another alirriyg yarr of
entitled :

the Rio Kid next week, shym:
CPHE CALL OF HIS BACE ")
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