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THE OUTLAW THEY COULDN'T CATCH/!

There's a whole bunch of wen and a sheriff closing round the Ripo Kid in the wild Sguawe Mountain.
elusive young outlaw meneges to evade his mimerous enemies!

THRILLS !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too Late !

- IGH over the summit of Squaw
H Mountain a silver crescent of
moon salled amid fleecy clouds.

soft light glimmered down on

deep valley and rocky arroyo, on
nodding pines and trembling aspens. In
the verdant valley where the Starbuck
Ranch lay, the herds were sleeping;
ranch-house and bunkhouse were dark
and silent. In the deep, rocky canyon
‘b}i&t opened on the valley from the
west, splitting the mass of the mighty
mountain, there was a jingling of spurs
and bridles, and a pounding of hoofs.
The sheriff of Pawnee Ford, with twenty
armed men at his back, rode there,
bunched before a tangled thicket that
hid the cave in the canyon wall. Fvery
man in the posse had a gun in his hand,
every eyc was on the alert. ~They were
hunting the Rio Kid, and, though the
Kid was a stranger in Wyoming, the
men of Pawnee ¥Ford had seen enocugh
of him to be wise to it that they needed
to be alert and watchful when ther
close on his trail. .

Jud Starbuck, the rancher of Squaw
Mountain, pulled in his horse by the
sheriff’s side. Ile pointed with his quirt
at the apparently impenetrable thicket
that hid the rocky wall of the canyon.

“1 guess that’s the place, sheriff,” he
said, in a low volice.’ ’

The;sheriff of Pawnee Ford stared ab
the dark thicket, high over which rose
the wall of rock.

“There’s a big cave in the rock
behind the aspens.”” - Starbuck spoke in
a low voice, for the sheriff’s ear only.
He did not want. the party from Pawnee
Ford to hear. “1 guess he's there,
sheriff I

“If he’s there
to rights, but

“He's sure there.”

“How do you know?” The sheriff
gave Starbuck a suspicious look. “There
ain’y a sign of trail on these rocks. I
reckon no galoot would figure that there
was a cavo behind thermn aspens unless
he knows this country like a book. That
Texas puncher never found it for him-
self. Look here, Starbuck, if he's there
he was hidden there by some of your
cowmen,”’

Starbuck scowled.

“The bunch will alwa

wors

we've got him dea
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stand by a
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puncher when the sheepmen are after
him,” he answered, still in low tones.
“I reckon my own bunch would pull
guns on me if they knew I was giving
the galoot away to you, sheriff. Dut
that cuts no ice. T don’t want that fire-
bug on my range, and I'm telling you
where to rope him in. I aim to keep
in with the law, and to keep my outfit
out of trouble. The puncher’s there, if
yor want him. I'm not horning in;
guess all Squaw Mountain would want
to lynch me if they knew I'd handed
over a cowman. I've put you wise, and
Tl giti” .

Starbuck wheeled his horse and rode
away down the canyon.

In a few minutes the clatter of his
horse’s hoofs died away, and he had dis-
appeared in the valley.

The sherifi of Pawnee Ford dis-
mounted. He signed to his meun to
foliow his example. ‘

“Keep your eyes peeled,” he mut-
tered. “If that puncher’s there I reckon
he’s wide awake, and got a gat ready
in his hand. Ile’s sure handy with
a gun, durn his hide. He knows what’s
coming to him for shooting up Billy
Ward. You-uns watch out!”

“1 guess he won’t handle a gun agin
if I get a bead on him,” said Jim Ward.

“We've got to take him alive, if we
can,” said the sheriff. “But if he pulls
a gun let him have it.”

He drew a deep breath.

“Follow on!”

Gun in hand, the sheriff of Pawnece
TFord began to push a way through the
thicket towards the towering cliff
beyond.

Jim Ward followed him, and the rest
of the numerous party.

If the Rio Kid was séill in the cave,
where he had been concealed by the
starbuck punchers, there was no escape
for him. Betrayed into the hands of his
enemies by the Starbuck boss, he was
at their mercy. But every heart was
beating fast as the Pawnee Ford men
pushed through the thickets. At every
moment they expected to hear the roar
of a six-gun. The puncher, who had
(Copyright in the United States of America.)

volver in hand.
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narrowly cscaped lynching at Pawnee
Tord, was not likely to surrender,
though the odds against him made re-
sistance bopeless.

“Watch out!” breathed the sleriff as
ha came, at t, through the thickets,
and the dark opening of the cave
vawned before him. ¢

All svas darkness.
From the cave came no sound, no
movement. The whole party gathered

at the opening, watchful as cats, ready
to fire at a sound, at a moving shadow:
But there was no sound, no movement.
The sheriff kicked over dead cmbers of
a camp-fire at the mouth of the cave.
He stooped, and rose again, bieathing
hard and guick.

“Still warm 17 he whispered. Y
he ain’t here he's been here recent, I
guess he must be asleep.”

“He'd sure hear the hosses,

The sheriff gritted his teeth

It was no light matter to enter the
blackness of the cavern, where it secmed
certain that a desperate man lurked, re-
i It was Jim Ward who
led the way in at last. The burly sheep-

sheriff.” ;

man tramped into the cave, fully
expeeting a shot, but no shot came.
1 guess he ain’t here!” said Ward,

in a savage growl. “I veckon he heard
us coming, and cleared.”
“We'd have seen him in thiz moon-

light.” :

“He sure ain’t here!”

Ward struck a mateh.

The flickering light danced on the
walls of the ‘cave, and the men of
Pawnee Ford stared round them un-
easily, suspiciously. In the light, dim
and flickering as 1t was, thev were
exposed to the fire of the hidden puncher
—if he was there. Buf it was becoming
clear now that the Rio Kid was nos
there.

“Git a laniern grunied the sheoviff,

One of the men went back to the
horses and returned with a lantern. He
lighted it and the sheriff scarched
through the cave. .

It was empty? There were many signs
that somecns had wecently camped
there; but, whoever it was, he was gone
—had been gone sowme time, it was clear,
before Jud Starbuck led the posse to
the canyon. The sheriff rapped oub
an angry oath.
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swiftest gallop dewn the canyon could

4

—
“PDurn his hide! Hﬂ s heat it!7 Ile

seovwied g 5 Lhe Btax-

buck punect hid him \on bnt he

was wise fo it that Jud uu\n fzure

on letting him lic doggo in his range,
and he x‘xmoo\cd Durn his hide !
S e ecan’t be fur olf ! muttered
Ward.
The Pawnee Ford parry,
appolnte tramped out
1 7 traversed the a
canyon, staring 1oum1
Moonlight fell clea on the
on the pines that grew up the
recipitous sides. Somewhere at hand,
they were sure, was the man they
soughts But the hard rock left no trail
of foot or hoof; the Kid might have
been within

savagely dis-
of the cave
aspen thicket

ond the open
them.

a dozen \/11(15 of them,
among the boulders, and they none tiie
wiser.

“F Ouo<s we're beat this
gro‘vlcd the sheriff, “Butb we ain't
tmg We'll camp on the Starbuch
and comb Sguaw ,\lo’mtdm Ioz 113131,
guess a lot of the cowmen could put
us wise if they liked. We ’U

vl this
canyon from end to end at up, We
will- ?

time *
t quit-
range

3

The sheriff broke off as a clear, cool
voice rang acvoss the canyon from a
high point on the cliff on the other
sidc

“1lallo, you-uns?’
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Kid SBpealks !
HE Rio X!d was grinning

ﬁ sercnely.
High up the norvthern wall of
the canvon he lay in eover
among the locl\s. the black-muzzled
mustang packed close In cover behind
him.

Before him the rocky slope
steeply from the canyon bottom,
to his fre. The Iid could not have

picked a better place for defence. That
meky point could have been held by
one man against a hundred, so long
as his cartridges lasted.

Looking down from the rugged rocks,
the Kid grinned at the bunch of horse-
men forty feet below.

“Hallo, you ’uns!”

His voice rung out cheerily,

“That’s him{” swore the st

Bang!

Jim Ward fred at the sound of the
voice, and his bullet spattered on rock
a yard from the Rio K!d

The Kid laughed loud and long.

1 guess that won't buy you 'mything,
you galoots ! he called buck. “You're
sure wasting your lead!”

“You durned galoot!” roared the
sheriff. “You come out of that!”

‘Not this evening, sheriff 1 said the
Kid cheerily, *1 guess I'm hedded
downr comfortable.  VYou want to re-
member that if-you come up here 1t will
be the last thing you'll do this side of
Jordan !>
The sheriff glared up at the canyon
wail. He could not see the Kid, though

vas aware that the Kid could see
through some crevice in the rocks
screened him. He knew that a
of the Kid’s finger on the trigger
would end all thmvb for him, and }n\
face was grim and a little pale Tis
a\ﬁg k‘,aﬁ(]‘tilhi)l;]_x}ggrh\ffseTillc(:ii‘loulnd him.
osed to fire
from where the Kid lav in cover; and
he could have picked them oF 111\0 50
many prairie rabbits,

rose
open

‘I guess we want to ride. sheriff.”
murmured  one of  the V,,J'}C]‘,nlé!]
uneasily. )

But ke ‘Thesitated to  pide.  The
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! worth powder and shot,

nob have saved thie rlders from the gun
above.” Five or ciiem, at Jeast,
the Kid could have shot down before
the purty got clear. Jud Starbuck had

aimed to lead them to the capture of
the hidden puncher; bus he had led
them into a deadly trap.

But why the Kid bad

realed  his

presence was rather a mystery to the
sheriff's men. He could hmc lain un-
discovered in his rocky eyrie, had he

chosen, until they had ridden awagy.
“J guess I've gob you where I wani
you, sheriff,” went on the Kid’s voice
in the same, cbeu.v tones. “ You sheep-
herders sure ain’t the galcots to trail a
puncher. at I ain’t looking for
tronble. cheviff, T uxef— s mr to pub you
wise. You'!ll listen to me.”
“‘_Lox durn galoot—-"
“Forget It, sheriff! It’s
now, and if vouw'd rather hear my gun
ln, I guess U'm ready to oblige!”
“What do you want to say
the sheriff.
“YWhat I've said before,
roped me in for shootin

You
Bilty

feller!
ap

Ward, and I guess I never heard of the
hombre before you told me I had shot
him up.  You packed me in the cala-
hoose, and I sure had a close call get-
ting away from Judge Lynch. Bus I
don’t b any malice, sheriff—any
galoot make o mistake. Now

.
I tell you agin that I d idn’t shoot up

Billy Ward, but I know ithe man who
did.”

“You're a durn liar!” roared Jim
Ward. “You shot up my bzom and

I'm sure going to get you for it
“If the galoqf was Your brother,

hombre, I guess I won's plug you for

calling me fancy names,” said the Iid.
“It would naturally get your goat.
But 'm going to put you wise. The

man who shot up Billy Ward was get-
ting away when I met up with him, and
L lenL him my horse to vamoose on. I
was sure plumb loco to do it, but there
it is. And the name of that galoot is
Jud Starbuck.”

“Starbuck ! yelled the sheriff.

“%mc"“
“You durn
“Don’t say if, sheriff. I reckon my

gun might go off if vod 80,” suggested
the Kid.

The sheriff ground his teeti.

“I’'m jest putting you w ’ went on
the Kid. “P’d sure be sorvy to have
to wipe out g whole family of sheep-
herders! I reckon sheepmen ain't
if you come to

2

that I

There was a growl of rage from the
Pawnee Ford party. All of them were
sheepmen, and all of them embittered
by the range war that was geing on in
the Squaw River country.

‘T get you yet!”
Ward savagely.

“1 ain’t the man you wand to geh”
replied the Kid placidly. “I'm giving
vou the straight goods, follers. I
came up this mountain to geb my hoss
back from Starbuck, figuring that he
would be glad to help a galoot that had
saved his pesl\y life. Bub be's a yellow
coyoie from the toes up, He figures on
fixing that shooting on me, and =aving
his own life by puttmv mine in tho
rope. Didn’t T see him leading you
galoots up here to the caw-\\here
you'd have found me if youw’d come a
fow hours earlicr I guess Starbuck
reckoned I was there—and by this time
Le figures that you ’uns have shot me
to little picces.  That's why I'm put-

muttered Jim

hn" you wise. It's Jud Starbuck you
want for shooting up Billy "Ward.”

(I

' that they had no chance.

-it, old ho

“'Ts that the lo snarled the sheriff.
“That's the lot, {dler You can be-
lieve lL or Ill)t d," ‘011 Ll\ll}! '\\ei} llh(}‘
ow, if you wané
you can u)me a- huntmm e
The ho"semen stared unea:ﬂy up the
steep, rocky cliff. The Kid had led his
mustang up the steep ascent, by the
hridle, plcl\mg his steps. RLdinw up
was impossible.  Clambering up on foot,
exposed to the Iud fire, was throwing
life away. That was clear to the
sheriff of Pawnee Ford and all his men.
“(Git, while the goin’s good, o

sheriff!
mutterod one of the cheupmen. ¢
that scallywag burns powder, we'ro
done 7

“I'm going for him!”
én: nony
Eorues e said the sheriff. “Wo
ain’t o chance here. In the daylight
we'll eomb the mountain for him and
rope him in!”

Ward, unheeding, threw himself from
his horsge, and, with a set, furious fac
began to clamber up the rocky steep.
Rong !

A gun rang forty feet above, and
Ward, with a yeli, staggered back and
fell to the earth.

“He's got his!” muttered the sheriff.

“ Anv more coming ?7 caHed out the
Kid. *1 guess I'll show you'uns how wo
shoot down in Texas!”

But the fall of Ward had shown the
posse, if they had not known it before,

Some of the
hovsemen  already had started pidi
down the canyon towards the valley.

“Pick up fhu, galoot and tote hlm
along i chuckled the Kid “He ain's
hurt much—1 guess I've only ereascd
him, like we <do an ornery steer dox
on f‘)p Rio Frio.” E

Jim Ward sat up dazedly, passing h's
hand over his head. The bullet had
grazed his head, stunning him for ihe
moment.

« You’\'e all 0.X., feller!” called out
the Kid. “Unly don & try it on again;
you might geb hurt.”

Ward staggered to his feet.

“Git outer this!” muttered the
sheriff. His life wag at the mercy of
the puncher he wasshunting, and hu was
anxious 1o go,

He helped the dazed man to lis
saddle, and the Pawnee Ford party rode
down the canyon. A light laugh from

e Rio Kid followed them, as they diz-
appeared into the valley.

The Kid sat on a boulder and smiled.

“Old hoss,” he said, &ddu:sm“ the

said Ward, be-

e,

b,

black-muzzaled niustang—“old hoss, I
guess you and me want to  beat it
pronto. I guess them galoots will be

after us at sun-up; and they’ll s®e hit
the high spots and pick us off with
vifles from up yonder. We want to beas

And, taking his mustang by the
bridle, the Rio Kid led him away—-by
dizzy paths up the rugged hillside, by
ravines and ledges where it seemed that
only a nxounmin goat could have found.
{footing. By the time the sun rose over
the mountains of Wyoming, and shone
down on the Squaw River and the
gulches of Squaw Mountain, the Kid
was far away ; and when the bhcrzﬂ’ and
his men “combed ” the canyon for him
they found no trace of him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

ed !
XRBT C scowled as he
w)\wl the cattle-trail from
ranch to the lower blop«‘s of
w Moun Mm The rancher
was in a black and bitter mooct. Pro-
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bably, at first, Starbuck had felt some
twinge of remorse at bis treachery in
betraying the Texas puncher, who had
saved his life, into the hands of his
epemies, ub if he felt remorse he had
not hesitated. To the man with a
vellow streak in him, in fear of being
brought to justice for the shooting of
the sheepman, the Kid had como in as
a useful scapegoat. .

He had shot down a man in hot
blood; but in cold blood he was in fear
of what would follow. The whole sheep
country was up, to find the man who
had shot up Billy Ward. The reckless
rascal had raised a ste that he had
not the nerve o face,

He could have endured a twinge or
two of remorse had the Rio Kid been
lynched, and the whole matter settled in
the belief that justice had been done.
But his betrayal of the puncher, whom
his outfit had sheltered on the range,
had gone for nothing: the Kid had evi-
dently been suspicious, and had goue
from the cave in time, and now lie was
lost on the wild wastes of Squaw
Mountain.

That he had fled from the mountain
was improbable; all the ways were
watched, every road and trail guarded,
while the hunt for him went on in the
rugged canyons and gulches and arroyos.
Somewhere in those rocky wastes the
Kid still Turked, hunted, but so far free;
and all the time he remained frec on
er

woAdouniaan WG4E &

Squa:" 7, e W
for the rancher.

Even his own men would have turned
on him had they known of his betrayal
of a g‘eiug'ee puncher to the sheepmicn;
all his friends and neighbours would
have turned from him in disgust. [t
might come out; and, in the meantime,
the sheriff and his men were camped on
the Starbuck range, hunting for the
Kid, and there was peril every day of
a “rookus 7’ breaking out. T

Starbuck was the leader of the range
war against the sheepmen; but he
worked. in secret, and an open defiance
of the law was too danggrous for bhim.
If trouble broke out on his range it
would come home to him. Already he
was more than half-suspected of being

chief of the raids on the
sheeplands, of driving
sheep over cliffs and
poisoning the water-holes,
and other lawless deeds
that were the tactics of the
range war.

His outfit were on jeer-
ing terms with the sheriff’s
men camped on the range,
and any day shooting
might break out. And un-
til the elusive Kid was
roped in the Pawnee Kord
men would not ride down
the mountain. Kvery day
that the IKid remained free
was a day of danger to
Starbuck; and if he had
felt anything like remorse

N

rocks.

Ward

at first, it was swallowed up now in
a bitter hatred for the boy puncher
who was causing him 50 much
trouble.

It had oceurred to him, too, that
the Kid, knowing now his treach-
ery, might shoot him up from be-
hind a rock or a clump of mesquite ;
and- for that reason Starbuck
avoided the lonely places on his
range during the four or five days
that followed the sheriff’s failure at
the cave.

That he was in danger now as he
rode down the open catile-trail to-
wards Pawnee Iford, he did not
reckon. He was some miles from
bis ranch now, and he guessed that
the fugitive puncher was keeping
to the uplands. Bub it was now,
when he supposed the Kid fo be
far away, that danger was hanging
over the traitor’s head.

1t came suddenly, and not in the form
of a treacherous shot from cover, which
Starbuck would never have feared had
he known the Kid better. It was the
whiz of a riata that suddenly broke the
silence, and before the rancher knew
what was happening, the loop of the
lasso had settled over his shoulders. He
made a fierce clutch at the rope—too
ate. It tautened; therc was a sharp
jerk, and Jud Sgarbuck was plucked
from the saddle, to land on the hard
trail with a erash. .

Tor some moments he rolled there, his
senses shaken and dizzy. A lithe figurc

bent over him, and his gun was jerked

CORNERED !
growied Ward.
and with a furious face, began %o clamber up the
Rang !
stagqgerad
muttered the sherifi.

. Prfce Zd.\ 5

“ I'm going for that scallywag!**
Tie thraw himsell off his horse,

The Rio Kid’s gun rang oui, and
back. “ He's got his,>’
(Ses Chopter 2.)

away and tossed into the bushes. The
s drawn tighter and_lknotted,
hiz evms (o his sides. Tiis horse,
was already
galloping down the frail. o stared up
with dizzy eyes into the smiling face
of the Rio Kid.

“1 guess we've met up again, foller!”
drawled the Kid. “I'vo sure been huni-
ing you!”

Jud’s face was white as challk. o lag
with arms bound at the mercy of the
puncher he had betrayed to death. Bub
the Kid did not touch a gun. He
grasped the rancher and jerked him to

is feet.

“You kinder seem sort of surprised,”
drawled the Xid. “Did you figure ouf
that you could sell me out, you yellow
coyote, and get away with it? Not on
your life!”

“VWhat do you wani ?” breathed Jud.

“Youl!” said the Kid laconically.

“I—I guess &

“Quit guessing, feller! I reckon
youw're going to take a little pasear with
me. Any objections?” grinned the id.

Starbuck cast a fierce glance aboud
him. The trail was deserted and lonely;
evidently the puncher had waited for his
chance. Jud opened his mouth to shoub,
in the hope that someone might bo
within hearing, and gasped 28 the
muzzle of a six-gun was thrust 1nlo his
jaws. .

“rorget-it 1" grinned the Kid. | fed

Starbuck panted. The Kid Jerxec
away his neck-scarf, and gagged him

Trw PoPULAE—NO. 500
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6. Thon, with an iron grip ony sheepwen were growing weary of the
wck’s arm, he led him off the{bunt. But they kept on mly to the

trail, into the grove from which he hud| task, sure that, sooner or later, the
fung the lariat. There the black- | fugitive would fall into their hands.

wzled mustang waited, deep in the The sheviff sat with his back to a

With the £0pe; the Kid bound | boulder, fanning his bel\pulnﬁ face. T}
ancher ic a tr three- men with him sought what they

“I guess the she is hunting me up | could of shade.. Two of rem lay asleep,

the mountain, fe‘lcz " drawled the Kid. | thelr Stetsons over their heads ta kevp
“7 reckon we got to wait for dark before | off the sun. Jim Ward sat on a rock,

we make a move. I want you, feller,
and [ ain’t taking any risks of loamq
you—not nene! You can chew on that
f tilt dark, hombre!”

TH the sun set Starbuck remained
und to the ﬁ*eu in the deep heart of
grove, and the Kid, in cover,
ht,u Lll(/ CALL’L LY dl.. ‘L\_LOL“ Llld.ll QLice
uck heard horscmen ride down the
once he heard a bunch of cattle

scay

driven pas 1:—vn~ own cattle, driven down
the mountain to be herded to the
road

il
rail
depot. He heard the crack of
nd onca the voice of his own
and he bit and chewed

de~peranu on Lhn gag.
But he could make mno sound, and
darkness fell and found him still a

prisoner, bound fast to the trce.

Savagely, apprehensively, he wondered
what the Kid wanted with him. He
could h:u‘e understood the puncher
shooting him out ‘of and’ for his
treachery; but this he could not under-
stand.

Tnder the stars Starbuck was loosed
from the tree and tied on the back of
the black-muzzled mustang, still gagged.
Tihe Kid took the bridle and led the
horse away.

What was the puncher’s object, where
Lie was taking him, the rancher could
not gueas, Bv devions ways, by arroyo
and draw and deep canyon, they wound
about the rugged sides of pqha\“
Mountain, ever higher and higha

Once Jud had a glimpse, In thc star-
light, of the vailey where his ranch lay

and heard the murmur of many cattle.

um the Kid led him on and on, into
wild, rocky wastes, where he had picked
up the paths, into barren recesses,
where no trail conld be followed.

T3 was in a deep, shadowy arroyo,
1110'1 up Squaw Mountain, far from

anch or pasture, that the Kid stopped
mt Iaqt. and in the starlight Jud saw a
little hut built of branches and r 3
and m.&tsed this was the remote hiding-
place where the Kid had sheltered since
he had escaped from the sheriff of
Puwnee Ford.

There ho was taken from the horse’
back, and the Kid tossed him, s
bound, into the but. In the dml\nu
and terror the rancher of Sguaw
Mountain lay, listening to the departing
foctsteps of a

=

e puncher, #ill they died
mway in silence, and all was still.
THE FOlJRTWi CHAPTER.
The Kid’s Trump Card !
HE sheriff of Pawnee Ford swore
wearily, and fanned his heated

face with his Stetson. The
morning sun, blazing down on
Squaw Mountain, filled the gulch with
shimmering heat. TFour men of the
posse were halted in the gulch, where
for long hours they had becn socking to
read sign, till they had stopped to rest
in what shade they could in the heat of

the day.
In other directious, the rest of the
party were still on the trail; and lowes

down the mighty mountain five
other posses were hunting for the
puncher, That he was still somewhere
cn Sqguaw Mountain the sheriff was
certain; but there were squarve mi of
rugged rock and tangled thickets and
pinewoods to be searched, and all the

THE Poprursr.—No, 500.

his riffe across his kne:
face dark and grim.

. "Ii’;’s some hot!” grunted the sheriff,
“And durn my boots if I mml\ we're on
the trail of that young fire-bug, after
alll”

W “ard shook his he“d
U wp ‘151- QoW ule g

hiy bearded

gulcls, b
1 “Some galoot Lias surc beem up
this gulch, and I gu the cowmen
ever come up hers—it’s all rock, and
not a yard of feed. The cows never
“(Lll(j(_\.l -Way guess lu Was VA\O
galoot we're after.
“Right!” said a guiet
From belind a roek, unot six vards
from the camped posse, a figure in wi
Stetson hat and cowbey chaps rose, with
a cmxhng face
The  sheri started  convulsively.
Ward grasped his vifle; bus the Rio
Kid's voice rang oub in warning:
“Drop it!

i

sald

voice.

A gun gleamed in either hand of the
Rio Kid. The sheriff made no move to
touch & weapon. And Ward, who

had sampled the Kid’s choonng before,
slowly released his vifle, his eyes buin-
ing at the Kid. 'The two sleeping men
started into wakefulness, staring
blankly at the puncher. The Kids
Iu.cn cye ran over the four.

“Any galoot that to*’dms a gun won’h
know what h1t him,” he said. “Tve
got you covered, fule: s, and you don’t
want to forget it.”

“Shoot, durm you!” sparled Ward.

“I gucss ¥ ain’t come a-shooting, if
vowll behave,” grinned the Kid. “Bui
Tl sure chor) any man that gets fresh.

I want you, sheriff, and I want you,
Mister Ward. Them cther two galoots
can beat it, takin’ the hosses. I ain’t
waiting, either VYou've been hunting
me four days—and I've been hunting
vou tbe\ same and I guess 1t's

come out at the little cad of

Youwre a durned bunch of
mutton»em,zfng sheep-herders, and you
ain’t worth shiicks. But ivr\ a hunch
to prove up to you that yowre after the
wrong man, and that’s my game now.
You're cromﬂ' to get it clvmr whether
vou like it or not. Sawvy?”

“What——" began the sheriff.

“Swallow feller, i¥’s my say-s0
now,” interrupmd the Kid. I m wait-
ing for them two galoots te hit the
m'ul My guns will begin to talk in
one minute if they ain’t gone!

The Kid's face was grim over the
levelled Colts.  The sheriff, ul'rvoﬁ;
white with rage, gave a nod in answ
to the inguiring looks of his 10110“
The Kid had them cov ered, and thoug

you that’s
the horn.

it
1T,

o

he was only one arfalmt fo uH the
advantage was on his side. ey knew
what his shooting was hke and they
did not want another sample. The two

four ho maoved
the Kid shifting
in

men, taking the
away down the gulch,
his position a little to keep the tail of
his eye on them as they went. Not till
they were out of effcctive range did the
Kid speak Jcram thongh all tle time
ouns ingly covered the
sheriff and Jun ’\\ ard. More than onco
Ward was tempted to s rifle and
a pot-shot. Bub
death, and he knew
rage, and waited.

g
=

_the
1t.

e stiffied his

. “Now, feilers,” drawled the Kid at
last, “¥m going fo take your guns, and

‘raged,

I
:"V focoed sheepman.
102

Tie belted one gun, and
over the rocks, Leepum
levelled. With their hands up, the
sheriff and Ward awaited him, and nob

for an instant did the Kid’s wary
watchfuluess relax.  Coolly and quictly

hope vou won't object, because I
ould sure hate to blow the cabeza off
Keep your paws
u
advanced
the other

he disarmed  them throxnnw their
weapons into a deep crevice. hey
watched him like panthers, but they
had no chance to take the Iid by
surprise.

And, mingled with tho rage in their
faces was perple\:uy. They could nob
AnadiStaliss 200 aows SIS ha

did not secek thelr lives was clem“ but
a fugitive, fleeing and hiding for his
life, could not be seeking to burden
Mmculf with pmsoners But whatever
were the Ki intentions, he was going
to ca them out, and ‘the six-gun in
hi< hand enforced obedience.

“Face round. and pub your paws
you!” said -the Kid tersely.
Jo tricks, fellers, or yow’ll 0“* it in
the back Qf your cabezas, pronru

\\ ith lengths of trail-rope he bound
the arms of the two Pawnee Ford men
L(,‘nnd them. They were helpless now,

cven if resistnnee had been possxble
before. They stared at the Kid with
burning eyes. Heé smiled cheerily in

return.

“I guess you was hunting big ger
game than you figared, Ielan when
you came a-hunting a galoot about my
\17,0,’ he bavt@r(‘d "When 1 go over
the range, I sure opine that it won’t be
sheepman that gives me my ticket
soup, No,  sir. , But, don’t you get

fellers. 1 ain % going to hurt you

You're going

with me, before your friends
a-looking for you and I have to
them up. I got to keep you
but you ain’t geing to be hurt.”

He gagged the sheriff and Ward with
their own neck-scarves. Then he
pointed up the gulch with his gun.

“You walk that a-way,” he said. I
al1’t taking you far—only up tc a little
place where P've been camped. I guess
yon're going to get some news there.
Beat it.”

With thei: faces crimson with rage
and helpless fury, the prisoners moved,
the Rio: Kid followmg them as they
went. Up the rtugged guleh, through
the torrid heat, thcy tramped clu'n~11y
and over a rocky hillside, and through
z pine wood, and then by a narrow
arroyo, where the rocks left no trail.
Weary, sweating aching with rage,
they vramped an, till the Kid called a
halt at last, and they flung themselves
dmm at the foot of a great rock.

Then with a rope the Kid beund their
feet, and tied the rope teo a tethering-
peg jamined in a creviee of the stony
ground. and left them. His footsteps
died away, and the sheriff and his man,
looking at one anmother's enraged faces,
(‘\L}mnffod dumb glares of rage and
\mndm The p‘mcher could not have
brought them there to leave them thus.
T!n,y could noi believe that; and yet,
what was his game? Helplass en-
p?rple\ed they lay in furious
silence, and at last, from the silence,
came the sound of voices.

Voices—and they started and
d. No one was in sight. The
came from round the grcat rack
The speakers

for
mad,
none.
pasear
come
shoob
quiet,

Yo
against which they lay.

were not three yards distant, but no
sign of them could be seen. Clearly,
uhtlﬂcti;’ the voices came, and the

rage died our of the faces of the two
sheepmen, as they listened in wonder.
(Continued on page 28.)
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across o very infuriated farmer-chappic trying the strong
persuasion stunt with his herd of pigs.  But being pig-headed,
1hose syunters refused to go the way they shenld.

When the farmer sighted the Bunter Brothers le gasped
with relief. “ XHere!” he yelled to them. * Help.me with
these pigs!” he begged. Of course, what else could those
cheery. fat vouths de other than give the necessary aid,

e~ J\;Lf/

They had never learnt the gentle art of pig-driving. but
Billy and Sammy did their best.  On the ball ! ** yelled Billy,
as he waded into those porkers. * Here, keep to the left!”
shouted Sammy. * Mind where you’re driving him ! eried
Billy. " Look out, it’s only one-way traffic this way 1”2

At 5

Oh, what a scene there followed ! Oh, what a merry mix-up !
The driving was not a success. And before long, pigs, Bunters,
and farmer were involved in a struggling heap in the middle
of the road. One large porker took Sammy between the legs,’
and gave him an upside-down view of things,

_Thea another pig barged underneath Billy’s legs, and sent
bim over his back. " The two fat youths clung with loving arms
round two fat perkers, and the next moment there was a rcegular
Derby down the lane. “ Hi, come back ! *’ howled the farmer,
But those pigs did not come back.

L= Poruiar—No. 500,

Thev grunted on and on, bearing their unwilling riders, and
right up to Greyfriars they scudded. When Gosling, the porter
camse out of his lodge, he saw two large chunks of bacon racing
through the gates, carrying two ‘‘eggs ’-cited juniors. The
race was a dead-hest, and tho Bunter Brothers were dead-beat !
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« THE RIO KID!
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Put Wise!
[l’ STARBUCK roited over on the
floor ot thi- jaral, and stared up
at the Rio Kid Bre cntered,

For hours - it aremed hke days—
rancoer of Sousw Mountain had
thiere, gagaed 2ud bound, wailt-
walting to lcarn what his fate
be at the hunds of the man be
had  betrayed. .

Ile feared the Rio Kid's return; yet,
feared, too, that ihe Kid would not
return, that he was abaudoucd there to
perish of bunger in that
mountain faatne\» With mingled re-
lict~and {ear the rancher saw the Kid
at last,

The Kid ont through the vopex that
scenrad his “feet, and jevked fim up.
Starbuek, lis hands stitl bound, eyed
him desperate's. IIo could nof speak.
But the Kid removed tho gag from his
mmnh aud_he panted ont a guestion.

J

thie
late
0
tnight

as

\\ hat are you going to do with
me 3
gues T'l! ptil you wisa, prouio!”
said, the Kil * Yo got to wail til
then. - This a-way.”
He gripped .the ranclicr's arm and fed
hire from- the jacal. Outside, the after-

noon
rocks.
stiabied -

sun \\.1% blazing * down the
Starbuek’s - cramped  limbs
the Kid lcd him away.
The Lexas puncher halted at a great
roch,: and placed  the bound man with
his back ro it. - Starbick lcaued thcxo
pantrng, &y the Kid took a° &n: gun
nom his belt. - ke
" You—you mktler. \ouu\ gomfr to
shoo.t me?’ he panted, | . - ¢
“ What dxd vou figure on?” a,l\(d the
Kid | cirelessly.”  “ You're u poison
vattloy, U Stabliel, and shootin’ 15 too
good fox you© T piuess what ‘vou want
1§ a”rope and xhc branch of a cotton-
wood., ..\ Lecap of galoots in Pawnce
]‘oxd \\ould .be glad to.give you what
£6u've “asked ior i they ° knew’ tho
\oHow cayote you are. © You sold me
out 1o (h(‘ shouﬁ vou durncd reptile!
Tlent vor miv cayuse 'to ‘get away from

on

an

untrodden,

the sheepiuen, and that's how you cams
back on me. | Ain't that mrrec“ "
Qfaxbvwk gritted “his teeth. =
“You'll get thx rope for thisi” he
mul hoarsely. ' Let up, " puncher—lot
up! Shooiing me won’t buy you any-
thing. I guess I'll help you -to, get
clear of Squuw Mountain, and back to
vour own country, I'll srake vou the
roll they took off you at Pawnce Ford.

iU ride vou safe off Squaw . \lountami

with all my
ap ! B
“1ogue

Mowtainy 1 -

ourhit to mxard you. " Let

whvn 1 bedt it off \q\nw
ait’'t - looking for - any
guard " said the Kid. . “That ain't
worrying me any,” But it sure gots my
goat -for- the sheepmcu to allow that I
shot up Billy. Ward, a man I never
lnnard of.  ¥You put that on me, leller,”
1 never put it on you!” pante(l Star-
baek.  “That fool the sheriff mpml you
for it—I never reckoned anything of the
kind would happen.”

“You let him think so0.”

“Was T to put tho rope round my own
neck 77 snarled  Starbuck. " You'de
talking plumb foolishness. What will it
hurt you if ‘them pesky sheepmon think
vou shot up Billy Ward, when you ‘beat
it for your own country? You ‘don’t
want to care what a bunch of Sh(.(‘[)n‘t n
think in Wyoming, when you'ro bm.\
m Texas ™

“ That cuts no ice, feller* }h“v Ward
was shot down unarmed, and 1 should
sure hate any galoot to think that I
shot up a man without giving him a
(lmnce That's what gets my goat.”
“I tell you, there's no help for it!”
growled Starbuck. “Billy Ward asked
for what came to him; and I never

‘knew he hadn't 4 gin when I pu)led on

mm

“T guess that's a plumb lie!" said the
Kid. *Still, it don'(’ matter Juke a
little pacecar "with me ! .

The I\:d grasped him by the s}xouldcr

-and s-‘ ung him round the coruer of the

great ‘roek.

Jud Starbuck's cyes almost started
from his head as he stared at the two
bound men lying there.

Ward was struggling madiy withi hls
gag. ~ The Rio Kid stooped, and re-
moved the gags from the mouths of the
prisouers,

“You . wise {o

it, too, sheriff ?"
grinned the Kid.
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“Bure ! grunted the sheriff. "Vou
let_us looso pupéhier, and wo ‘il rope in
that murdennr, aud you can beat tb as -
soon a3y you like.

Starbuck, pantod

The Rio‘Kad st loose his bonds.*

‘Beat ~ it!” ~he said laconically.

“Thése hombres know now who shot up
Billy"W4rd; snd 1 guess all tho soction
will know it s00n. ‘give you “ten
minutés to hunr cover before I lot them
loose on you.’ .

Tor a nidmeri the Sguaw Mounta®
rancher stood {heve, pantirg: detpor'\u
Had he been-armed he would "have
taken his chanco™with the Rio Kid, in
the hope of allenung for ever those who
knew of ‘his "guilt. But he. had nro
woapon; and all that rmmmod to him
was flight- Girst to his ranch to get a
mount, and then by the guickest trail |
away from Squaw Mountain—~a vide_for
his life with vengeance on the trail. "H: '
twrned and plunged away downA the
rocks, with a bitter gurse, and vanished.

“Let ‘yelled
Ward.
B (,u\c the galoob a chance,” said Lha
Kid. -“He's sure {:}m yeilowest royotu
I ever struck; buihe's goivg to ‘have’
‘his chance.”

And not till ten minutes had olapsed
did the Kid loose his prisoners,* and’

moe loosq, puncher!”

‘then  Ward plunged away down’
‘rocks on ‘the track of the ﬂ(’emg
‘raneber, tho - sheriff followmg more
‘slowly. -

The hunt for the Rio Kid*was engd-
ing =it was Jud Starbuck who way’ thi
‘fugitive now. 'The Kid walkod "ba¢
1tho Spot whore he had left the “pladk-
‘muzzled “nnstang.

It was by devious ways, by’ iormly’
‘trails- and under cover of darkioss t' s
night, that the Rio Kid left Sq.iw
‘Mountains for cver.

Whether Starbuck escaped, or whe~ther
the avenger of blood trailed kiin down,
the Kid never knew, and reverie
to_kunow. His hoart was lighter
.ho was cléar of the Squaw River so
iat last, and the mighty :mass’of S
(Mountam sank below the skylino as ke
‘rode southiward. ’

THE EN6

(Vext. weck's roaruw long. compniets
Western'.. tule. cantagns hundreds of

thrills. I)ont migx 161)

- " Marvel "' Bicycle, =
i’ MARVEL"” 400

fgcles Tcgigﬂr;( ‘ACfﬁss?rllildaé pclp:lar PTl‘lccu 3, Upper’ ;l‘hamez. 86,

rit, T ustrate: ogue, estis -~
mo;;gx Budgetmd:pemaloﬁ'erol E‘JaysFrea'rna.\,v 44, Royal Avenue; Belrast
M CYCLE COMPANY (INC.)

i a. Dept. B 611, BIRMINGHAM.

|. 2’6 DEPOSIT

ensu;es ‘detivery of a ‘world:famed 400s Mead
~Nothing more to pay till
yoéu  have ridden the machine one month,
— £4 '7s- 6d CASH. : T
¥ We pack FREE, vay carriage and guarantee satis-
factioh ‘or refusd your tmnoney. Factory-soiled

3ail during: autumn,

sense uft.ercare

WORK GUARANTEED ovi

AUSTRALIA NEW ZEALAND
150 BOYS WANTED (14-19 years)
:- CONDUCTED .PARTIES to " LAustral

THE SALVATION ARMY. oRers umque falit
(WOMEN also wauteﬂ' '+

Enter

ammg farms ab onee;
Outfits provided

sted :pass s.?e-s L antetl

€8} gives éommon

'bply*B?‘dr(oh Manager -
- 203; Hope.St.; Glasgow, :. -

srur\ 12.-Pembroke I’Iace. anrpool

Lendon, E.C,

& OP STAMMERING !

Cure yourself as I did. Par-
ticulars Free. — FRA
HIMvHB& 7 SOUTBAMPTON ROW, LONDON, WCl

bend a stamp to pay
of -such a terrible
ANK B.

Addrezs in confidence: T. J.
128, Shaftesbury Avenue, LON

HAVE YOU A ‘RED NOSE ?

postage, and.you will learn how to rid yourself
affliction free of charge. @ Eiclose stamp.
TEMPLE, ipeciallst "Pdlace Housé,"”

W:l.  (Est. L-er 20 years.?
£2 guo “warth Che: \p Photo Muterist and l;lnu samples + ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED ""75‘1'", P""‘l" hriatm
Catuwtopue  Freeo © 12 Wy 10 l'"ldr"“ll("f' "Y uax Highest Commission.. Valuablo” Prizes.” Preo. ‘;M;:&erﬁe{:’t:;: “R"ﬁi"‘
ph(,!(l 8d.- HAC:(ETTS JULY HOAD, LIVERFOOL B DENTON & co., Dept. D.18, ACCRINGTO N. - ’
- - All applications for Advert:se k
The chlure Paper with the MOST News P ment Space i thia

- smm&y GRAPHIC

publication shou!d be addressed to the Adver-
tisoment Manager, UNION JACK SERIES Thr-
- Pleetwny House, larnngdon St., London E C.4.

Ll

I’riﬁlr‘l aud ~(;\|!;.x\hed every

A(lw esent offices © Tho K
at Tnland and Abt m tis. per annuw,
Aua ratic and New Zealand: Bles

‘luegday by tho I‘mpr\otors The Amalgama ted Press,
lectway Mouse, l'anmg(hn Sireet, Lundon

s. 64, S,
1. Gordon & Go'el, Im .; and for Canada, The Imperial Nows Co.,,

for s1x mont Sola dgenty for South Africa :

Ltd., Thp llwtwny House, Farrmgdon qlreﬁ- r,ondon, R.0.4.
K. C.4. Rezchternd for transmission by Canadian Magaszino Post.

ubsoription
The Central News Agency, Ltd. Sols ag;nés for

Ltd, (Canada).— Saturday, Aug&lg}- 25th,






