CAPTURED !

The Rio Kid is captured at last—roped in on the plaifns;
the Kid’s not dismayed at the grim prospect before him.

But’
Many

things can happen, he knows, before he is shut off from the werld by iron bars !

T his week :

(11 THE
CALL OF HIS RAGE!”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
. Ropeéd In! -
f\IE Rio Kid could. have laughed
at the grim irony of it, only the
affair was rather too

) serious for
laughing. :

At long Jast, after many doubts and
much “debating with himself, the Kid
had made up his mind. He was tired
of the whole game—tired of being
hunted by - Texan sheriffs, tired of
riding lonely trails, tired of solitary
camps in the chapparral, Texas, as he
told “himself, was not the whole wide
world ; outside the borders of the Lone
Star Stdte there were lands where the
name and fame of the Ric Kid were
unknown; where the arm of the law
was not stretched out to seize him;
where' he could look his fellow-man in
the face without gripping a gun at the
same moment.

To turn his back on his own land was
not casy to the Kid; though in his own
land he wai an outcast. But he had
resolved on it at last; resolved to ride
to the west, and seek a new country
beyond the desert. He had faced the
setting sun and ridden. The. lonely
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town marshals who wanted him, orthe ]

wastes of the Staked Plain, the drifting |
sand that hid the trails, the savage:
Redskins that wandered 'in that last
refuge of the native, had no terrors for
the Kid. And when the grasslands ‘of
Texas dropped behind him he gave |
little or no thought to tho sheriffs and:

bills that were stuck up on nearly every
dead wall between the Peces and -the |
Rio Grande, offering five hundred dol-
lars reward for the Rio Kid, dead or
alive. The old life was thrown behind
the Rio Kid; or so he thought. But i
was not so easy to shake off the past,
as he grimly reflected naw—naow that he
was riding back "with his face to the
east, his feet tied to his stirrups, his
hands bound to his belf, his guns in the
keeping of the two burly men who rode,
one on either side of him.

_ Three-days-before the Kid-had ridden
through the last camp on the edge of
the desert, and there he had seen, and
read, with a smile on his face, a bill
posted on a tree in the street, offering.
five hundred dollars for his capture. In-
a playful mcod, the Kid had shot that.
bill to pileces under the eyes of a

days in the desert unknown

staring score of men who did not ven-
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AMAZING RIO KID, BOY
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ture to touch a gun while the Kid sat
his mustang there with a .45 in either
hand., It was the Kid's last defiance to
the law that had made him an outlaw
by no fault of his own; and he had for-
gotten the apisode as he rode on his
lenely way by desert trails; but others
had not forgotten.

Perhaps the Xid had grown a little
careless in his ‘belief that he had lefs
Texas and all his foes behind him.
Perhaps, thinking of the new life before
him, he had dismissed the old too soon
and too casily. Certainly he had not
rackoned: that he would be followed.
from that camp-on the Rio Toro where
he had shot the bill to pieces on the
iree, neither would he have guessed
that any man could trail him for three
to him.
But Hank Harker, town marshal of
Toro, ‘knew .his businessy; he " “had
tracked many a rustler in the Staked

Plain; and now he had tracked -the
Kid. In his solitary camp at ‘the
boitom of a rocky valley, sleeping
beside -his  mustang, rolled in his

blanket. the Kid had been awakened by
the cold touch of a Colt on his fore-

Vhead, ;. and he did not argue. The Kid
tCopyright in the United States of America.;
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knew when be had a chiance to draw—

ard when he had no chance. And on
the prosent coccasion he had not  the
ghost of a chiance. .

" And now Lo wwas ridi back - to
"maﬂ tied -on his lhioxze. any timoes

the mustang turned his m.uzle round,
and his m*mham; ¢ves stared at his
master, as if in pcrpleut;. it wag the
firsr time that the Kid nad ridden the
mustang, bound hand and foot, @
prizoner, his r“‘ns held by another
:ridel:, Nok only was the Kid bound,
and his reins hald by Hank Hatke,r,
but a lauar was looped round him, and
grasped by the man on his other side.

The Kid was well known o be a slip-

pery cusiomer, and the town marshal

of Tope was saking no chanees with
i,

There was a smile on the Kid's hand-

some face as he rode ~between  his

under the blazing sun: but

't ecare was ip his the

7 houtrs \,hw he had t& old

J enind, bizs old life had sen |

him like tﬂb and smitten I‘m)
A bound prisoner, he was being
puck to answer fo the law he rud

nn’ ievided more recklessly than
or gun-man in Texas. -

vide of two days back te

’lo)o and rhe fissi day of blazing heat
and dust was drawing to it - close. - The
Taro mavsaal and  his ‘man, Buck
Carson. were fatigned, grimed with the
¢ of the desert, and still uneasy lest
prisoner should slip through
fingrers, Bound as he was, help-

¢ in their ha"df each of them kept
g handr, ready to shoot him dead
at the Brst effort to escape. They were
going to take him in alive if they
cowid; bt dead or alive they were
veterained to take him,

But the Rio Kid made no effort to
pe. It was fuille to make any such
atterupt, and ke was not the man to
vaste his erfergy. If a chance came
v¢ was a differeant matter. But what
alce Was hke; to come? There was
no one 10 aid him in the lonely desert:
aud when be came to the haunts of man
o hand would be raised for him—all
would be raised against him. The
rnapnr of chances he‘d nothiog to
hich the Kid could pin the slightes
hope; und yei he had not abandoned
hope.  Hope and confidence
pavt of his nature.

The sun was sinking towards the
sierras of New Mexico; the lL\\‘ stunted
pecans that dotied the arid plain were
casting  long  shadows. ‘he town
marshel and his won still rode on dog-

ware a

gedly, Tue Kid glanced from one io
the other with a mocking smile. Ie
Lnew how gladly they would have

idden right ou, with never a halt till
they had landed bim safe in the cala-

boose at Toro; but it was not in horse-
feeh to do it.  Alvcady their novses
were veary and slacking: even the

black-muzzled mustang showed signs of
fatigue. Ther had to camp one night
in the desert: there was no help for
thar, Camyp ther musi,
cnance of the Kid slipping through
rheir ﬁngen in the hours of darkness.
Bat not 1ill the rim of the red sun
touched the sierva to the west did Haok
Harker unwillingly di S rein.

“Lighr <own, Buck " he said gruffyr.
‘I guess the cayuses are veady to drop.
£ “hit the trail again at dawn.”
C9Rure!” assented (larson.
27 You're suve going 'm ot me loose
wrotha nigzht, 1|~atnna{ =aid the Kid,
Fma grin.  “1 reckon I =nouxd lose
beauly sleep, roped np like this.”
N B O'P“ it said Ildr:\ez‘ curtly,
-1 i s s fnking no chances with you,

and take the

Kid. You've ,;"\c:
and too often.”
The Kid laur

us the siip too long

cd, still sieting bound

on kis horse, whiie the others had
mounted, His eres. keen and searching

ag an ea ule s, roved over the darkening
plain. - e had worn a smile while
black care sat at his heart; but now
the care was lifted, and his laugh rang
with a ]0\0(‘ note, Perbaps on the
shadowing plain the Kid's eagie eye
had plcx\ed up some sign that was un-
- seen by the town marshal of Toro and
his man—thi nking only, as they were,
“of their . weariness, and of their
anxiety to keep their prisoner safc fov
the calaboose.

Tiarker stared ai the Kid suspicionsly,
S W rewetuber that you're

J.UH \\Llllh
our nieat, dead or alive, K!d * he said,
with menace in his voice. “You lift as
ninch as an eyehd aad vou get yours.
Tve told you we're taking no chahces.”

“L reckon [ ~hau: be in a hurry to

part ecompany with you. marshal,’
«mlkd the Kid., “I ilike vou tco wmuch,
fell

[’he marshal grunted.
oW suie \\Ollx, have a chance
pmtmg COJ’)pdh he answered,
Aund the town marshal of Toro made
very sure of that. :
The Kid was veleased from the mddle
and iified to the ground. His ankles
wore iied to two pegs driven into the
ground.  His hands were released to

of

iet him share the supper of his captors,
but while ke ate 2
his

rovolver was held
finger on the
One suspicious movement, and
would  have been  driven

Byt the Kid was

ow his life away, and
ous movement. Iie

head, with a

h
bulles

a
through his brain.
not the vian to thro
he made no suspicio
ate and drank witn a good appetite:

(’old bully beef and b washed
down by lukewarm water from the
bottles. Harker did not care to light
a camp-fire, lest its light should ai ract
any of the lawless wandering outcasts

of the Staked Plain,
Alter his supper the Wid's han' 5 were
voped behind him, -and both Hurker and

nis roan examined the notz of the
rope with care. The lasso was leaped
round him again, the rope twisted

round ithe town marshal's arm when he
ley down in his blanket, Not » move-
ment cotld the Kid have made without
awakening Hank Harker. And all
tirough the night one or the other was
to keep watch, gun in hand.

Harker rolled himseli in his blanke{',
and slept almosi as soon as he closed his
50 weary was he from the long tra‘l
afrer the Rio Kid, and the hard day’
ride that had followed the capture. Buch
Carson was keeping the first waich, and
hie sat with his back to a stunted pecan,
a vevolver in his haund, his eyes on the
prisoner. Weary as he was, lie did not
close nis eyes. But the Kid, lying hound
in his blanket, unable to move hand or
foot, closed his eves and slept as peace-
fully as ever he bad slumbered 1n the
bunl-house in ithe old days ab the Double
Bar ranch.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Kid’'s Last Chancs !
TARS were gleaming in the sky
S' when the Rio Kid awakened.
Ife did uo: stir. -
I still wanted zn hour to mid-
night; and the Kid had awakened then,

becauze he nad determined to waken
then, Dbefore he closed his eyes in
slumber.

To the tehiiul eves of Puck Carson,

aguinzt the peean, with his sun
u:md_ his gn fized on the

s

i bent their

*would
! others, and his sealp wouid hang as a

prisones, it seerned that the Kid was i
sleeping.
Bue s
awake.
He was very careful not 2o stin: he did
noS desive to awaken the town marsha’
of Toro, breathing heaviix a feoy
from him. )
From the shadows,
half.opened, watched, The glinuner
the stars showed him thie reeumbent
fizure of the sleeping n\ar*l‘a: zu.d rhe
watchful face of Carson. Th -

sver had the Kid been wide

fedy

the Wid's e

‘ing on Carson’s knce, ca»wm: tl“ gfar-

licht and gleamed,

The Kid lay s and waited.

¥rom the dnrkness round the lonels
camp in the heart c: the desert, came the

3w b

I3
ot hoot of an owl.

It was answered by “na
faint, on the other sidec of
cwn by another and another.

he Kid smiled, with his half-elosed
eves on Carson.

The marshal’s man was heavy with
fatigue and the desive to sleep; bust he
was m‘ﬂﬂlw remaining. awake and watch-
.vl it} midnight, when Hank Moarkes

was to take his turn o watch.

The faint hooting of the owld cl.id noi
disturb him,

The Kid felt a twinge of compunction.
He “Jmpw what the taint. alwmost in-
n,u(lml‘eg hooling meant, if the marshal's
man did not. He knew that death was
stealing through the dark ness upon ihe
man who watched, gun in hand, the
prisoner who could not b'\""x him, &
was on the Kid's lips to utter a warning
whisper, But he cheLked it. Ilis own
life was at stakay he mighi suve Carson
a dozen tirnos over, and vet he would be

er hoot, as
c:v.mp, and

led a bound prisoner into Lo The
ropes that bound him irked him
terriblv: he vas aching with their

bfampl'lg grip; vet no plpadmg would
have induced his captors to loosen an
inch; even a movement o ease his
c“a,mped limbs might. have drawn a
hasty slxo(‘ The Kid-was not in a posi-.
tion to play the Good Q«mau\an to thn
men who were. leading him tc death,
tied up like.a wild beast. He felt com-
punction, but -he was silent and still,

The hooting of the owIa had died inio
silence. -

The Kid knew what that meant.

His kecn eyes had read the sign of the
desert, belove his captors had halted to
camp. A turkey-buzzard rising from o
guily, a shadow “that stirred where other
shadows were still, had been enough -
more thay enough—for the NKid. He
knew that some savage crew of desert
ovtmuc had ““ri‘ted the party irom afar,
and tracked mem—waltmg ouly for tho
cover or. night o close in on the lonely
camp. So wary, so cunning, was the
trailing, that even the Rio Kid, watcehiu!
for the slimmest chance that might stand
beiween Lim and the calaboose at Tore.
doubted once or wwice whether he hau
vead the sign aright. Buf in his heart b
was sure; yet till he heard the hooting
of the owls, he could not tell whether
the hidden trailers were white men or
red.

Now he knew :

Some ganz of redskin oulcasts—some
erew o. savage Apaches wiho hau. never
necks 1o the white man's yoks
—ferocious, greedy, ruihless, were clos-
ing round the solitary camp iu the
deaox,,of the Staked Plain. Whether he
had more mercy to expect from them
than his captors had to expect, the T\xd
could not be sure. As likely as not, ther
kill him as ruthlessly as the

trophy at & Redskin belt. Better that

than the calaboose at Toro, and the

triumph of the eneviies who had so long
Tz Porviae.—No, 48l
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hanted Lim in vain. Buf it was on the
ards that, finding him a prisoner in the
nds of their foes the Apaches might
s him—at Ieast», only make him a
soner; and the change of captors
would be a chenge for the better. In
the remot recesses of the desert to
which they might bear him, there would
be hope of eseape—ihe Rio Kid was a
bard man to hold. At the very worst,
better o join the Redskin gang than to
he hax ded over to the sheriff’s rope.

4 was a2 chance—a slim chance, ‘but it
was all that the Kid had. Life or death
hiung on the passing minutes for him.
He was coolly prepared for whatever
night befall; ready to face it when 1t
came, \\l*ethpr it was freedom, or a
hzmge of capt , or the thr rust of an
Apache knife. With such thouglts in
his mind, the Rio Kid had slept peace-
fully, knowing that he could relv upon
,umseh to waken when he would; and
knowing that the attack, which was cer-
rain te come, was not likely to come
before taidmight. And now it was
coming. .

Th oee faint, almost inaudible, hoois
from the silent night were the =1grmls of
the Redskins to one another, as they sur-
rounded the camp in the dense dazkness.
\Vhen the circle was complete, and all
was ready; the rush would come, as the
Kid knew. He had net seen one man—
not & shadow of one—but he knew that
ab least a dozen savage foes were circling
vound the camp, closing in, closer and
closer.

Buck Carson siirred and yawned.

He had not noted the faint hoots of
the night-owls; had he noted them, he
would never ha,v recognised them as
human imitations. His ear was not

trained to the sounds of the deseri like
ihie Rio Kid’s.
But now the hooting had ceased; all

was silent. 'The eircle was oomp]ete,
and close—close at hand now, though the

darkness-siill hid the savage rovers ot
vhe Staked Plain.

The Kid waited grimly.

If the creeping Indians noticed him at
all, ther believed him sleeping, as he
(ay motionless, as Buck Carson believed.
But the Kid was not sleeping; he was
waiching tensely.

Behind the stunted pecan against
hich the marshal’s man sat, a shadow
stirred among-other shadows.

The Kid telt a pang.

A few miomeuts more, and he knew
that a stealthy hand would reach round
the slender trunk, and a knife would be
miven between the shoulders of the man
who sat there nnsuspeeting.

The man was taking him to his death;
but the Kid was a white man. To see
a white man slanghtered helplessly,
ireacherously, by a lurking savage, wa
1ot possible to him. Tor the moment hc
forgot that he was the Ria Kid, hunted
ny all Texas; and remembered onlv that
tie was a puncher of the Double Bar
ranch, a white man bound by all laws
to stand by his race against foes of
another colour. He lifted his head,

At the movement, Buck Carson’s hand
rame up, with the gun in it, his finger
on the {rigger. But the shadow behind
the pecan, which had been stirring, was
atilled.  "The - creeping Apache had
pavsed. The Kid yawned, and smiled
ub the watchful, suspicious face of the
marshal’s man—watehful where no watch
was needed, unguarded where his life
‘lvpended on his ¢ guard

‘No games, Kid,” said Carscn. “I'd
sare be sorry to blaw your cabeza into
[nLIe pieces but you get yours if you try
it on.”

“Mayn’t a man speak a liitle x\ord
feller 2 vawned the Kid.
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 face

‘With the roar of the marshal’s r

- wounds, one of them falling as Jie weunt

“Can it, and go to sleep !”
'Thp Kid laughod.

“You ain’t interested
“XNope.”

he

“I guess I'd sure be interested if a
galoot was telling me that a Redskin ‘was
just behind my shoulder with a knife i
his paw,” drawled the Rio Kid. :

Carson did not stir.

“Cut it out I he grmmd “Youdon't
draw me so easy as that, Kid. I guess
there ain’t no Redskm ‘pearer than a
day’s ride.” .

“You dog-goned loco galoot, I'm

warning you ,Lh.).L there’s Redskins all
round the camp, and that vour life ain’t
worth shucks!” said the Rio Hid con-
temptuously.
“Forget it, Kid,” grinned Carson,
Hank Harker suueu at she sound oi

voices and sateup in hLis Llankets. His
gun was in his hand.
“ Midnight; Buck?” he asked,
“\1gh on, marshal.”
“Chewing the rag?” The Marshul of
Toro glanwd from Carson to the

yow'd belter sleep,

prisoner. .“I guess
wateh,”

Kid. You ain’'t got *O X
The Rio Kid laughed.
“You've got me tight, feller,” he

said. “You ain't lelting up on me at

any price, not if I save your life ien
times over—what? Bub you're a white
man; marshal, and I -guess T'm white.

There’s In]uns round the camyp as thick
as fieas on a Mexican dog
Buck Carson chockled, évidently

taking no stock in the Kid’s warning.
But Hank Harker was on his feet with

a bound. His eyes glared inio the thick
shadows round the lonely camp; his
finger was on his trigger.

“The Klds foolin’, marshall” said
Carson. “I guess there ain't no Red-

skins around without my knowing it.
I— OGh!”

The marshal’s man broke off with a
choking cry and pitcked headlong to the
ground. Ie did not stir affer he
touched the earth, and as he lay on his

e feather of an arrow could he
seen stlcking from his neck. Ty oM ihe
darkness the arrow had sped, winged
with death, and the marshal’s man lay
dead at the fect of the Marshal of Toro.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Surrounded !

ANG! Bang! Bang!

With a gun in extuor band, the
Marshal of Toro blazed away
into the darkness round the
camp.

But he was not standing now.
He had thrown himself on ihe ecarth,
taking whai cover he could—his horse,

and the stunted pecan, and the blankets,
and the body of the man who |

came a wild yelling from the Apaches,
like a_chorus ot demons bursting out in
the darkness. Five or six arrows
whizzed through the air and two or
three bullets—some of the Redskins had
rifles. Then for a minute shadowy
forms showed up in the night, rush-
ing in. :

But ouly for a minute. The blazing
Colts drove the Apaches back, three or
four of them vyelling with the pain of

and never stirrin

The shadowy
dul_ness agan,
came ringing hailk.

Then there was silence.

But the silence did noit mean ihet
ihe Apaches were gone. 'The Town
Marshal of 'l‘omo knew - that. only too
well.  The camp was ged £
watchfol, Jerocious, ruthless, waltin
a ‘chanee o get the white man with an

again, .
igures faded in
and demoniac

‘S(Elm(J

prisoney !

y hieedless

Irrew ‘or a Lullef, or screwiny in their

courage for anether rush in face of hi:
revolvers.

The marshal panied as he crammed
fresh cartridges inio his Colts. The
Kid grinned at him from his blanket

“Feel like letting me loose, marshal ?

Neo answer,

“I reckon you're in a close corner,
feller. You know I can haqdle a gun,
said the Kid percua:welv “You can't
stall off a gang of Apaches on your
own, marshal! Have a Little hoss-

Kid!

their

P

ihe

Chewing
They

arrows !

“ Shut up,
will draw
hear you !’

“What do I wam”’ vrsnned the Kid.
““A Redskin arrow is no worse than
the Tope of Judge Lvnch, feller 1

“If you hadn’t warned me, k.d I'd
be lying beside Carson thiz minute 17
“Y warned Carson, but he knew ion
much !” said the Kid. “I was 2 fool
to do it, but = feller can’t forget his
colour !

rag
can

1 reckon if- you go . up the
flume, mdnhal I stand a beiter chance
with  the In}uns than  with Judge
Lynuu > ¢

“You do,” agreed the marshal.

“Well, then, you durned galoof let
me loose and gnp me a gun't

Harker shook his head.

“YT'm taking vou back to Torvo, dead
or alive, Kid! I guess I'm obliged to
you for putting me wise about the

Injuns, and Tl make things as easy for
you as I know how. Bui yon're miy
prisoner, and yowre staying my .

“I guessed vow'd say just that,”
assented the Kid. “I knew I was a
durned fool to put you wise! But vou
ain’s got me to Toro yet, feller! Thems
Red bucks will have a word to suy
about that I

Harker made no reply.

He was straining his eyes into the
darkness of the mght, and straining

L his ears fo listen.

At any momens the rush’of the Red-
skins might come, and he knew now that
he had more than a dozen foes to face.

Gladly enouo‘.l he -would have had a
man like the Rio Kid at his side, gun
in hand, to withstand the rush When it
came. But with a gun in his hand, the
Kid was not the man to.be taken to
Toro afterwards. And the marshal was
hanging on to his prisoner so long
iife remained. I

Whiz! Whiz! WhizT N
Arrows were dropping inio  the
camp,

The Apaches were shoeting into ihe
camp so that the arrows dropped almosi
vertically on the eamp, and, in spite
of the darkness, their aim +was un-
cannily geod.

An arrow passed through the Kid’s
blanket, but 1ts xorce was spent, and it
barely soratched him.

He heard a muttered curse Irom
Harker as another oaraod shaft gmzed
the marshals neck.

There was a =u&den squeal from
Carson’s horse, and the amimal strug-

gled up, an arrow sticking in its fank.
The terrified herse trampfed awayv Into

the darkness, and a yell from the

unseen Redskins told that they had

caught it : :
Hank Harker ground his teeth

savagely.

e had followed the Kid far into the
vilderness of the Staked Plain, think-
ing only of his capture, reckless and
of the I‘urking dangers of the
desert, which Ite had faced many a time
unheeding. The Xid was in his hands
now, and.the unheeded dangers of the
des.err, had closed in on him. A gang’
ot thief-Apaches—outeasts, half- -faris shed
wanderers ol the deferi—held bim ab




day:

5}
o

Every Tu

THE POPULAR.

UNDER FIRZ!

skins were shooting into the air with an aim that was uncannily good.
Kid from his bed, and he turned over and weni to sleep.

Ly, the Marshal of Toro

and well

kaew that only s miracle could save
hion

Buck Carson lay dead, and_ere
another sun rose over the Staked Plain
F o 1

cher expected to join him. There
r22 no belp a day’s ride from the
arest white man’s camp, no chance
succour, and not the remotest chance
at the Apaches would relinguish their
wrey. The guns and herses alone were
great prise to the ragged thicves of
tae desert.

Tue Rio Kid yawued.

“You staying awake, marshal
asked banteringly.

Harkeyr grunted.

*“Wake me haif an hour before dawn,
then I grinned the . “T'm gecing to
sleep.  They'il finish just before day-
{ight, '

“You know a lot, Kid!” snarled the
mayshal,

“I gaess I know Tnjuns and  their
ways,” drawled the Wid., “They'll keep
up this game with their arrows to get
vou rattled, Lut they won't keep it up
afier dawn. Just before sun-up, feller,
there'!l be a rush. You're a good man,
mearshal, and yvou'il pot three or four,
aud toe will carve you into small

P

PR
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T

picees!  Wake. me for the finish,
Tee Kid closed his eyes
Harker did not heed nimn; he was

watehing  with painfnl intensity, He
frnew that the Kid was right—that the
tureat of aiiack was to hang over him
titl day was near to kéep his nerves at

tension, and that the last fatal rush
wonld eowe belers the new day gave
him light for sure shooting.

In the meantime, a chance arrow
might disable him and throw him, an
easy  prey, inte the bhands of the
Apnehes,  He kuew it well edough, and

A showser of arrows dropped into the camp, one pinning the Kid’s blanket to the grouad.
‘“Wake me when they’ve finished,” yawned tha

ke knew that he would never ride into
Tore again, with or without his
prisoner. DBut he was still dogged and
determined, stiil inflexible.

That the Kid was sleeping he did not
believe, but after a time he peered at
the prisoner in the darkness. The Kid's
eyes were closed. Lis breathing was soft
and regular. Harker stared at him in
wonder. The Kid was sleeping as
peacefully az a child, while round the
cam:p lurked the savage Apaches, and
arrows stiil dropped from the air.
when the Redsking’ final rush came, the
chances were that the Kid, prisoner as
he was, would szhare the fate of the
Marshal of Toro.

“Bome nerve ! muttered the marshal.

He watcied again, -

Twice diny shadows flitted in the
darkness, and he fired. Once a vell told
that the Icad had taken effect.

Still the rush did not come,

Hazxker layv beiween his horse and the
body of his foliower, erouching in ‘what-
ever cover thore was, waichful, savage,
bitterly resolute.

But as the stars paled, he knew that
the end was drawing near. X

Ji wanted half an hour to dayiight;
and within the next fifteen minutes, at
most, his fate would be decided. And
it would only e decided one way.

He did not waken the Kid. Bui a
mocking voice ar his side told him that
the Rio K 1ad avwakened.

“Baying your prarers, marshal

Harker made no snswer,

Gty

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Kid Kesps His Ward !
HE Rio Kid sat up in hiz blanket.
E He was stiff and cramped; yet
in spife of the discomfort, he had
slept sonndly,  Now he was wide
awake, and there wasa glee £

I oL amuse-

Yet.

The Red-
(Sez Chapter 3.)

ment in his eyes. Just before the dawn
it was darker than ever; he could
scarcely make out the figure of the Mav-
shal of Toro so close to him, The Xid
was thinking now.

ke knew what the end must be—Hank
Harker, fighting to the last, would go
down under the rush of the Apaches.
The Redskins, finding a bound prisoner
in the camp, might spare him, as a {oe
of their foes. The Kid could speak to
them ih their own tongue; ii was likely
enough that the Apaches had heard of
the Rio Kid, more than likely that the:
would weleome him into their gang if he
cared to save his life by turning Redskin
—for & time. At all events, the Kid’s
ouly chance, his“only hope, lay in the
vietory of the outcastzs of the Staked
Plain, Yot he bad deliberately post-
poned, if not frustrated. that viectory. by
warning his captors of the impending
attack. And now—the Kid smiled at his
own weakness, but the call of his race
vas too ztrong for him to resist

“Marshal,” he draswled. ’

Harker pecred at himn,

“Forget it, Kid,” he said. “Ita not
letiing you loose. I'm Loldinz on to you
as loug as T can.™

The Kid laughed.

“I guess you know I a maa of my
word, marshal. They say a lot of things
apout the Rio Kid, but no galoot ever
figured out that my vord wasn't good
enough for him.”

“ 1 know that, Kid.”

“3Vell, then,” drawled the Kid.
me loose, feller, and give me my
and when the ecireus is over, T'l
hand you the guns again, and let you

' rope me up.”

Harker was silent,
“I reckon T've got a chance if the
skins wipe you,out, reavshal, Bt it
TEe PoPyLaR.—~No.
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goes against the grain to let a gang of
dirty Apeaches wipe out a whire man.
T'1l siond the racket with you, marshgﬂ,
and afterwards I'm your prisoner again.
Is it a cinch?”

Still the marshal hesitated.

Not that he doubted the XKid. He
knew that the Rio Kid's word was as
good as gold; that he would do exactly
as he promised, if he survived the fight.
Well he knew, too, the difference 1t
would make, with a man like the Rio
Kid fighting at his side when the rush
came. But to owe his-life to the Kid—
and siill to take him a prisoner into
Toro—that was what made the marshal
hesitate. ad he had his duty to do—
the Kid was his prisoner, and his duty
was clear.

“Is it a cinch, foller?” yawned the
Kid. “There ain’t much time for chew-
ing the rag—ihey’ll come any nmnute
now. I reckon you can trust me to keep
my word.” .

“T guess 1 can trust you, XKid,”
the marshal slowly.

*“Then it’s a einch .

“T can't et vou go, Kid,” said ihe
marshal haskily. “You know that. If
we beas the Apaches, I've got to take
you into Toro, alive or dead.”

“T guess I'm wise to that, marshal.”

“If you mean business, Kid 2

“Bure thing 17

“T¢’s a.cinch, them,” said the marshal
at last. : .

His knife glided over the ropes that
held the Rio Kid.

The Kid was a free man. The marshal
pushed over te him the two notched,
walnui-butted guns that had been taken
from him when he had been captured.
The Kid did not touch them for a
momert. He was chafing his eramped
limbs, stiff from the ropes.

But at last he grasped the guns. He
czamined both of them with care, and
gave a soft chuckle. |

“‘Wiiat 2 chance, marshal,” he mur-

ured, “if a man wasn't a man of his
word. I reckon one ball would give you
vour ticket for soup; and once on my
mustang, I'd take my chance with all
the Apaches in the Staked Plain. What

a chance T'm missing !

And ihe Kid sighed.

¥ank Harker did not speak. He was
watching. Dawn was drawing near, and
he knew that the rush impended.

Some faint sound from the darkness
.made the Kid alert. A glint came into
hiis eves, and he gripped his guns hard.

“They’re coming, marshal! You
wanb 1o watch out,” he drawled.

The rush came.

From - the silence and the darkness
there broke out a sudden storm of savage
vells, and from all sides the shadowy
tigures of tlio- Apaches rushed in on the
camp.

More than a dozen of them, knife or
tomahawk in hand, leaping out of the
darkness like phantoms, yelling like
tiends.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

'The Rio Kid grinned over his guns as
he fired. Hank Harker was firing, too:
but the fire of the Kid was like lightning.
He scomed ta he able to see like a cat
in the dark—and gvery time he pulled
trigger, a death-cry answered the shot.
Shadowy figures, fiendish, painted faces,
yelling mouths, and snarling teeth, sur-
rounded the two white men, as they
stood and fazecd the desperaie rush—a

.zush that would have overwhelmed the
marshal, alone, in a few seconds. But
good man as the marshal was, the Rio

. Jid wwas worth five or six of him in g
desperate affray of this kind,
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Bang! Bang! Bang!

1t was more than the Apache gang ba
counted on. ;

For little more than 2 minute th
sccne was like pandemoniem, and i
secemed that the two white men must b
overwhelmed by the yelling demons tha
had leaped out of the darkness. An
then-

Then three or four screaming savages
were fleeing wildly in the dsrkness, and
the fight was over, Thé Rio Eid, laugh-
ing, pumped out lead after the Apaches
as they ran.

“QOur game, marshal,” he chuckled.

He caught Hank Harker as he reeled.
Blood was streaming down the marshal’s
face.

“Ifurt, feller?7”

Harker dabbed away the blood.

“I guess that tomahawlk went close,”
he. said coolly. “Not close enough;
though. We've licked them, Kid.”

“ We sure have,” assented the Rio Kid.

The marshal bound his
round his head, where a tomahawk had
made a deep gash. The soundsz of the
flecing Apaches had- died away in the
desert. From the east came g glimmer
of light. Dawn flushed wp over tha
desert of the Staked Plain.

Two groaning Apaches were crawling
away, unheeded. 'The Kid glanced care-
lessly at the dead Redskins sprawled
round the camp; the slain men who
might have saved him, had he passed
unheeded the call of his colour. He
hardly knew whether he regretted the
line he had taken. But the die was cass
now, regret or no regret. The sun that
was rising over the edge of the barren
desert, was to see him a prisoner in the
calaboose.at Toro before it set.

Hank Harker locked at him grimly.

“Youwve saved niy life, Kid.” .

“Sure!” assented the Kid.

“T’ve got to take you into Toro.”

The Kid looked theughifully at the
guns in his hands, the guns that had
dealt death to the Apaches, and that
were now empty. Deliberately he had
fired his last cartridge afier the Heeing
Apaches, and left himself defenceless.
Slowly the Kid reversed the guns in his
hands and tock them by the barrels, ex-
tending the walnut butts towsrds the
marshal of Toro.

The marshal took them from him.

o O 2
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“T'm plumb sorry, Kid,” ke nmitered. |

“But I've got my duty to do; I warned
you, Kid.” '
“What’s the good of
rag?” drawled the Xid.
prisoner, marshal,”

The Kid's hahds were still {ree, as he
breakfasted with the Marshal of Toro
on stale flapjacks and lukewarm water.
With_his free hands he saddled the black-
muzzled mustang, while the marshal was
piling the desert sand over the body of
Buck Carson. And when Hank Harker
was ready to hit the trail, the Rio Kid
mounted his mustang, with a mocking
smile on his face.

Harker hesitated.

“I guess if you give me your word to
ride quiet, Kid, I'll let you off the
ropes,” he said.

“I guess not,” smiled the Kid. “I'm
your prisoner, marshal, but you won't
get me as far as Toro 1f I can help it.
Put on the ropes, feller.”

And it was with his feet tied ta his
stirrups, and his hands bound to his
belt, his reins held by the Marshal of
Toro, that the Rio Kid rode away under
the rising stm.

chewing the
“T’m vour

TIE EXD.

(T/zqra will be another grand Rlo Fid
yarn in next week's issue, entit PF g
LIFE FOR X LIFF!®y -

neck-scarf |-

in one of the Rio Kid varns.
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]» A WORD WITH
| YOUR EDITOR !

CHEERS FOR THE RIO KID!

That question appears in

scores of readers’ leiters of

late, and it just shows how
successful this new serles of stories is.
Everyone wants the Kid to become u
fixture with the old Pop, and readers
arz not slow in making this demand at
the source of affairs.

3 l i AS the Rio Kid come to stay ?”

Of course, there’s no doubt about it,
our Western yarns are the finest of their
kind that have ever been written.  You
can read any other story of the roaring
Wild West and yon won’t find as manv
thrills and surprises in them as you will
And
there’s the local colour—it’s there, plain
ta the eye, and vivid to the imagination.
As you read the stories you feel just as
if you were yourself charging across
the rolling prairies,. camping in the
chaparral, and watching the golden
sun sink behind the sierra.

. When a story makes you feel like ihiz,
1t proves it’s the “real goods.” Bat I
have wandered off the main question:
“Has the Kid come to stay?” Wall.
he’ll stay some time yet, anyway, for I
dare not take him away, aven if I want
to, and I certainly don’t want to. So
will my many reader-chums be satisfied
with that answer for the mement—ihe
Kid’s here, anyway, and thai’s all that
matters, deesn’t 167

NOT 335 DAYS.
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“P’m certain that I've dropped 2 few
days out of this last year,” wriies P. 1.,
of Islington. “MHere we are in April,
and it seems only a few weeks ago thas
I was arranging last year’s Easter vac.”

Of course, P. Y, if you have been
working and playing hard this last year,
you will certainly not notice the rate the
days fly past. But I agree with you; it
is somewhat disconcerting when you
suddenly realise that twelve months have
sped away when you've had your hack
turned, so to speak.

But take a look back on those days,
and you’ll sce, after a little reflection,
the profit of your hard work and hard
play. You mightn’t notice the time, but
you will notice your little progress in
this great wide world, and then you’ll
feel glad, and yow'll want to go through
this coming year in the same way. Good
luck to you! 5

NEXT WEEK'S STORIES,

Now turn to page 11 of this issue for
a complete announcement of next wweek’s
school, detective, and Western staries.
They’'re all tip-top yarms, and if you're
wise In your generation, you’ll see that
your newsagent has your order for nexs
week's issue well in advance,

Cheerio, chums!

Dour IEd{tor.



