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LOST IN THE DESERT??

Somewhere in the boundless Siaked Plain gailops @ meddened horse
And into the heart of ihat terribie desert rides the Rio Kid fo the rescue

THE Fi_Rs'T CHAPTER.
) The Kid’s Way!
IGH over the chaparral and the

H _plain  sailed the full round
- ‘moon. The Rio Kid stood in
the post-oaks onsthe edge of
the chaparral, and stared out over the
ide, dusty plain that stretched before
his eyes in the moonlight. Grim by
day, the sage desert was ghastly and
ghostly by night. Barren earth and
alkali dust, scrubby yuccas and skeleton
cacti, sand and stones—mile on mile of
it, backed in tho far distance hy the
towering bluffs of the Staked Plain.
The Kid stood with his hand on the
bridle of the grey mustang, and stared
across the desert. His face was grim.

The Kid had set himself a task that
few would have undertaken willingly,
fewer able to carry out. .

Tracking a lost horseman in the dry
and arid desert might have taxed too
far the trailing skill and endurance of
an Apache or a.Navaho. - No man in
Texas couid beat the Kid on a trail; no
man could exceed him in endurance and
determination, But the Kid, as he

looked across the dusty plain in the]
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bright moonlight, knew that he was
more likely to fail than to succeed, and
that he might leave his bones to bleach
there, where many bones had bleached.

But it was not that thought that made
him hesitate. He had not yet found the
trail he sought to follow. To follow a
trail into the desert without a clue was
to court failure. Every minute was
precious if he was to save the life of
the lone horseman, who rode far and
unseen; but the Rio Kid knew the
wisdom of making haste slowly.

As he stood there, looking out over
the sage, there was a stealthy step
behind him in the chaparral, and he
turned his head to see the dark, coppery
face and glittering black eyes of Chief
Many Ponies.

Chief Many Ponies came silently to
his side.

The Xid eyed him grimly.

He had saved and befriended the
tattered Apache, and, knowing the
Indian nature as he did, he hardly
blamed him for the terrible vengeance
he had taken on Jake Watson, sheriff
of Frio. But it was the vengeance of
Chief Many Ponies that he had to undo.
It was the revengeful Redskin who iad
set. the Kid the task that ‘ay bhefore

im.

“Wah!” said Chief Many Ponies, 1n
his guttural tones. “Is my  little
brother angry with his red brother?”
The Kid laughed shorily.

, 0 whose back is bound the Sheriff of Frioc.
of the helpless man !
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“Aw, forget it,” he said. “I guess
you don’t know any better, Injun, and’
Jake Watson sure asked for trouble
when he let drive a bullet through an
Injun’s leg, without putting one
through his head afterwards. But I
reckon I'm gunning after the galoot
you've sent into the desert tied fo his
horse.”

The Indian’s keen eyes swept the
moonlit desert for a moment. i

“My little white brother will never
fnd Chief Watson,” he said. “Wah!
Can my little white brother track the’
bird in the air, and the snake in the
mesquite? He cannot! I have spoken !’

“It’s some job,” admitted the Kid,
“and I guess it, ain’t any funeral. of
mine, seeing that Jake Watson is after
my scalp, and will get me strung up in-
Frio if he can work the rifle. But I
sure ain’t leaving a white man to whas
you've stacked up against him, Injun.”

“He is my little white brother’s
enemy?””said Chief Many Ponies.

“Sure!

“Has the Great Spirit made my little
brother mad that he will risk his life
to save his enemy?” . _

“Oh, shucks !" said the Kid. “Forget
it, Injun. You won’t savvy in a month
of Sundays. A white man don’t leave.
a whit. man t5 be picked up by the
desers buzzards even if one is an out-
law and the other a sheriff. I guess
Pm making this hyer my funeral, and
talking wou’t buy me anything. I got.
to get on the trail. Quit chin-wag!”

“If my little white brother save the
life of Chief Watson—-"

“I guess I'm going to try,”
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“Then it will be known in Frio what
Chief Many Ponies has done, and the
white men will shoet him,” said the
Apache. :

“1 reckon you'd better beat it out of
this country jest as fast as you know
how,” agreed the Kid. ‘It sure won't
be healthy for you anywhere near Frio
when the galoots know that you tied
Jake Watson to his horse and drove
him into the desert.” .

The Apache’s hand was at his girdle.

The Kid whipped out a six-gun.

“Leave that sticker alone, you pesky
Injun ! he ripped out. “Do you figure
on ‘stopping me from taking the trail?
By the great horned toad, I guess if
you horn in I’ll leave a dead Injun here
in  the chaparral when 1 start after
Jake Watson.”

_For a second, black rage was in the
dark face of the Apache, eyas
scintillated at the Kid.
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But his hand came away from the
knife in his girdle. .
He drew himself ap, draping his

tattered blanket round him with the
dignity of a chief.

“It is not the litile gun of my white
brother that Chief Many Ponies fears,”
he said, “but my brother saved my life
in the chaparral, and the hand of Chief
Many Ponies will never be raised
against him.”

“Keep to that,” said the Kid coolly.

_ “TLook hére, Injun, I'm going after Jake
Watson, and saving him, if I know
how. If I get him safe he will see you
hanged on a cottonwood branch for
fixing him as you did. You want to

beat it—and you want to beat it
pronto. That’s enough chewing the
- ragl!”?

And, leading his mustang, the Rio
Kid moved away, -leaving the Indian
in the post-ocks, a dark statue.

To and fro on the moonlit plain the
Kid moved, his mustang following him,
seeking sign.

He had easily picked up the trail of
the sheriff’s horse through the tangled
chaparral, and had found the spot
where the black broacho, with its rider
stretched bound on its back, had been
driven into the desert. But in the sandy
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plain the track was
not so easy to read.

The Apache
watched him silently.

To the Redskin's
savage mind it was
inconceivable how
the Kid, hunted hard
by the sheriff of
Trio, should plunge
into the waterless desert in -search of
the doomed man to save him. But the
Kid’s resolution was clear to him,
though he did not understand it. Some-
thing like a grim smile twisted the
Indian’s eagle features as he watched
the Kid seeking sign. He did not
believe that a white man could follow
the trail of the black broncho into the
sage. i

His mouth tightened and his eyes
glittered as he saw the Kid stoop, scan
the earth keenly, and then leap into
the saddle and ride. Once more the
dusky hand of the Apache sought the
knife in his girdle. Once more he -re
linquished it. The Kid had saved his
life, and the Apache had called him
brother, and from that hour the Kid’s
lifz was sacred to him. even if the boy
outlaw robbed him of his vengeance.

Across the moonlit plain the Kid
rode, dim and ¢hadowy, casting a
gigantic shadow in the moonlight

across the sand and the sage. e dis-
appeared in the dimness at last.

Chief Many Ponies drew a deep
breath.

From the chaparral he strode out
into the desert, his soft moccasins pad
ding silently, taking a different route

from that followed by the Kid—a route |

that led him the shortest way to the
Staken Plain. refuge of hunted men,
red and white. Chief Many Ponies had
glutted his vengeance upon the man
who had wounded him, and the vicinity
of the white men’s towns was no longer
a place for him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Death Ride!
HERIFF WATSON’S eyes opened
wearily to the morning sun.
He could hardly believe that
he had slept, outstretched on the
back of the galloping broncho, every
limb savagely bound with strong rope,
his aching head resting on the horse’s
neck.
; But if he had not slept, he had been
unconscious for a time, at least.

He awakened as if from a grim night-
mare to a reality that was worse than
the most evil dream.

The sun was up, and as ke raised his
head he could sce round him on all
sides the boundless desert.

He was far from the cow country:
far from the green grasslands., Chief
Many Ponies had taken care of that,

From the chaparral, the sage plain

stretched, mile on ‘mile, towards the
Llano Estacado—arid, waterless, barren.
Not a blade of grass showed in the
barren soil.- No wandering cow from
the ranges ever came there—no cow-
puncher ever rode by those dusty
tracts.  Rattlesnakes, cicadw, howling
coyotes, were the only tenants of the
desert. If a horseman ever rode into
that barren plain, it was some hunted
outlaw seeking safety, or some outcast
Redskin. And it was there that the
black broncho careered, with Sheriff
Watson hound to his back.

,The horse was still at the gallop.
The cactus thorns placed between the
bound man and the horse’s back spurred
him on with ceaseless torment.

Sometimss o shei
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the broncho, sometimes a pitiful whinny.
More than once, the animal reached
round with his head, siriving to get at
the torment on his back with his teeth.

Sometimes he slackened into a walk,
always to break into a wild gallop
again.

The Frio sheriff stared round
with hopeless eves.

The dust of the plain, spurred up by
the broncha’s hoofs, had settled on him
thickly. Tt covered his face, choked his

him

eyes and nose and mouth. He awoke
te the torments of thirst.
Sage and sand, sand and sage.

Silence of death, broken only by the
clatter of thundering hoofs.

The sheriff groaned.

He knew that he was doomed: thut
there was go hope. Not a chance in &
thousand that a horseman riding the
desert would sight him. Not a chance
in a thousand that even if a horseman
rode by that deadly plain, he would be
other than a hunted outlaw, a bitter
enemy to the sheriff of Frio. The Rio
Kid, perhaps— ’

At the thought of the Rio Kid the
sheriff’s eyes blazed with rage.

It was with a tale of guiding him to
the Xid’s hiding-place that the revenge-
ful Apache had tricked him alone inte
the chaparral, and then struck him
down and carried out his malignant
plan of vengeance. Tt was his eagcr-
ness to catch at any straw to rope in
the Kid that had led the Frio sheriff
into the deadly trap. ’

The Rio Kid—who had escaped him,
mocked him, humiliated and defeated
him—the Ric Xid would ride the trails
freo and careless, as of old, while the
bones of Jake Watson whitened in the
desert. That thounght was more bitter
than death itself to the sheriff of Frio.

But for his eagerness to track down
the Rio Kid he might never have fallen
into this fearful trap. It was through
the boy outlaw of the Rio Grande that
he had come to this.

In his rage, the sheriff of Frio for-
got, for a few minutes, the torment of
thirst and aching limbs, the certainty
that he was doomed. He muttered curses
on the boy puncher who was the cause
of his disaster.

But there was little comfort in that.
His thoughts turned again to his_sit-
uation. Once more he lifted his aching
head, stared round ai the barren flats,
and saw only sage and_sand, cactus
and yucca, dusty and dreary In the
strengthening blaze of the sun. _Alrea?g
the sun was hot; in a few hours it woula
be blazing down with fiery heat on the

unprotected face that was turned
towards the sky. i i
The broncho was still galloping.

Horse, as well as rider, was gormqn'tpd
by thirst. Jake Watson noted that the
broncho was heading in a definite
direction, as if seeking some known
spct. A hope sprung up in his breass
that the animal was seeking home. Bus
TER PorvULar.—No. bib.
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between the sage desert and the cow
coeuntczv' lay miles of tangled, impene-
traple chaparral, as thick and W)ild as
in the days before a white man’s eye
looked on the plains of Texas. No horse
would seek to penetrate that wilderness
of tangled branches and trailing
creepers. And as he raised his head,
the sheriff could see that the chaparral
was not in sight: it had been left many
a long mile behind by the galloping
broncho. Yet the animal was plainly
heading for some spot; and the sheriff
guessed, at least, that its instinct told
it where to find a water-hole. .

At the thought of water, the craving
to drink came over him like a burning
pain. His throat caked with bitter
dust ached for water.

But if the broncho found the water-
hole it was seeking, there would be no
drink for the man bound on its back.
Bound and helpless, unable to move a
limb, he could not reach it, if it flowed
deep round the broncho.

He groaned again.

Gallop, gallop, gallop! .

Mile on mile of desert and dust; till
at last the broncho slackened and
stopped. Jake Watson heard the
squelching of hoofs in mud. He twisted
his head to look down past the horse’s
neck, half-blinded by the rough mane of
the broncho. The dusty, thirsting
muzzle of the animal was thrust into
the water-hole, and it was drinking in
great gulps.

In the midst of the desert, from some
hidden spring, the water gurgled in a
thin, meagre stream. It flowed a few
vards and sank into the sand again.
Round it a pool had been worn, and the
earth was trampled into mud by the
feet of many animals of the desert that
came to drink. A sound of yelping
came to the bound man’s ears. He
knew the voice of the desert coyote. He
stared round him, and caught the
greenish gleam of three or four pairs
of haggard eyes. - The gaunt scavengers
of the desei® had been at. the pool when
the black broncho reached it, and they
had scattered before the thundering
hoofs: but they were gathering round
again with yelping throats.

Even as the sheriff’s glazed eyes
stared, one of the gaunt brutes made a
jump and narrowly missed him with
snapping jaws.

The broncho started away with a
squeal. Tuirst had made it reckless of
the hungry coyotes: but its thirst
satisfied, terror of its natural enemies
returned. The horse shied at the leap-
ing brutes, and galloped on into the
desert, fear of the snapping jaws
driving it on more surely than the tor-
menting thorns on its back.

Sheriff Watson raised his head to .look

ack.

Behind, leaping, racing, screeching,
came the coyotes in full pursuit, with
flaming eyes and hungry jaws. But the
frantic speed of the terrified horse
dropped the pursuit. When Watson
raised his weary head to look again,
the howling pack had vanished in the

sage.

Gallop, gallop!

The sun was scorching his face now,
blistering and burning. Suddenly, from
the blankness of the desert, 2 horseman
leaped intc view. Where ali had been
E:are and empty, arid and lifeless, a
horseman suddenly rode, and the sheriff
gazed at the figure in amazement. From
his parched throat came an oath. For
he knew the rider—he knew the hand.
some, sunburnt face, the Stetson hat
with its band of silver nuggets—he knew
the Rio Kid. Straight towards him rodc
the Kid, as if bent on riding him down
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—siraight at him, larger and clearer,
till when it seemed that he was about to
gallop down on the sheriff, he suddenly
dissolved into blank spacc and vanished.
It was a mirage of the desert.

Jake Watson’s aching eyes swept
empty space, dust and sand and sage.
No horseman rode within range of his
sight.

It was a mirage! But the mirage told
him that somewhere within the wide
limits of the desert the Rio Kid was
riding: a dozen miles away, perhaps;
perhaps thirty miles or more, but shown
to his eyes for those few moments by
some strange trick of refraction.

The Kid! Hot rage welled in_the
breast of the doomed sheriff of ¥rio.
il te could bur have pulled a gun on
the Rio Kid, he could have gone almost
contentedly to his death in the desert.

Yet, as the galloping horse bore him
on and on and on, he realised that in
his hopelessness and despair, he drew
some strange comfort from the know-
ledge that even his enemy was in the
sage desert, In that dreary solitude
of death, it was something that a human
being was present, though distant—it
was something that even a bitter foe
was scmewhere at hand. The hideous
solitude did not seem so hideous after
that phantom glimpse of the Rio Kid.

Clatter, clatter !

1
1

The broncho’s hoofs were spurning
stones. "Round the dazed cyes of Jake
Watson rose stony ridges, rocky

boulders, bulging biluffs. He knew that
the wandering horse had struck the edge
of the Staked Plain—the great table-
land that rose -high and sheer from the
lower plains—and was following the
course of a rocky ravine from the lower
plain to the upper. Clattering and
scrambling among stones and rocks, the
broncho plunged and scrambled on, till
he reached the upper end of the ravine,
and dashed on over the barren table-
land. The sherif’s hcad sank back on
the tossing neck. The wild steed had
carried him into the waterless wastes of
the Staked Plain—to die! ;

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Tough Trail!l

13 LD hoss, we're beat !”
O Under the blazing sun in the
sage desert the Rio Kid spoke
¢ to the grey mustang in tones
of discouragement.

To give up beat was not the way of
the Rio Kid. But it looked as if the
boy outlaw was beaten now.

¥ew men, white or red, could have
picked up the trail so far as the Kid
had followed it already. Mile after
mile he had followed it, seeing sign
whera an eagle’s eye might have missed

it.

The slightest print in the barren soil—
a trampled sage bush—a torn root—a
broken yucca—the slightest sign was
enough for the Kid. Sometimes at a
walk, sometimes at a gallop, he had
followed on the track of the broncho

that was hours ahead of him. But here,
in the heart of the desert, he was
beaten. Not a sign—not a trace—

though with keen eyes he scanned the
earth and scanned again.

He stood beside the mustang, staring
round him at the desert. Far in the
distance, against the sky, rose the wild
bluffs of the Staked Plain. But
whether the broncho had headed for
the Llano Estacado, or in any other
direction, there was nothing to tell the
Kid. Many times in following the
trail he had found that the broncho had
turned from its course, once even wind-
ing in a cirele. Now fhe last trace had
vanished in dust. For a mile or more

the Kid had proceeded on foot, picking
up 2 dim track which might have been
left by some wandering animal days
before, almost certain that it was a false
track, yet with nothing better to follow,
and hoping that sign would appear
every moment. But even that dim trail
had petered out in drifting dust, and
the trailer was left without a clue, true
or false, to follow.

f‘dWe’re beat, old hoss!” said the Rio

id. '

He gave the mustang water—a spare
drink, for water was more precious than
gold in the dry desert. He mboistened
his own lips.

Then he swung himself into the
saddle. ‘ .
“Old hoss, it’s your say-so,”’. he said.

“Beat it.”
The mustang broke into a loping

gallop
The Xid smiled faintly. He had lost
the trail: -no human eye could have

followed it farther than he had followed
it, if so far. But he had faith in the
instinct of the mustang. and that was
all that remained now. The mustang
galloped on, with loose reins, left to his
own guidance. If the animal’s keen
scent told him that another horse was
in the desert he might guide the Kid
to the hapless wanderer he sought. Ag
all events, the mustang was heading
somewhere, and the Xid left him to it
because there was nothing else to be
done.

“Gee-whiz!” ejaculated the Kid sud-
denly. ' :

A glistening of water on the arid
plain far ahead caught his eye.

It was not the scent of another horse;
it was the scent of water that was draw-
ing on the mustang. .

Straight for. the solitary water-hole in
the heart of the desert the mustang
galloped, and the Kid's face lighted.
Water he needed, and his horse needed ;
but it was not only that. Where the
mustang was heading, the black broncho
might have headed; and there was hope
in the Kid's breast of picking up the
trail again at the water-hole. i

The mustang’s hoofs spattered in mud
at last, and his thirsty muzzle sank to
the ‘water-hole. The Kid slipped from

the saddle.
b B{ the great horned toad!” he
ejaculated: - *“Old hoss,” you're some

cayuse, and I'm sure telling you so!’* -

There were horse’s tracks, fresh
tracks, in the mud round the water-
hole. One glance was enough to tell the
Rio Kid that they were the tracks of
the broncho he sought.

He caressed the mustang’s glossy
neck. ] '
“1 guess we've hit it again, old

cayuse,” said the Kid affectionately.
There were tracks in plenty, and
round them and among them were the
tracks of the coyctes. The Kid picked
out the trail where it led away from the
water-hole, and noted that the coyote
tracks accompanied those of the
broncho. . He whistled softly. The traii
wound on through a tract of sage brush,
and the Kid would not have been sur-
prised to find in the sage the skeletons
of horse and rider, picked clean by the
scavengers of the desert. He allowed
the mustang to drink his fill, filled his
canteen, and mounted again and pushed
on through the sage. - Here the trail
was easily read and easily followed, and
the Rio Kid rode at a gallop. Once ne
loosed off his revolver at a coyote that
peered hungrily from the brush, and the
gaunt brute fled howling. But what the
Kid feared to find, he did not find; and
at last he came on the trail of the
broncho where it ran on singly, the
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coyote tracks vanishing, and he knew that the horse had
outrun its pursuers. i

The Rio Kid rode on. Ahead of him now rose the tower-
ing bluffs that marked  the edge of the Staked Plain—
a solid wall, viewed from a distance, but split by innumer-
able fissures and ravines at a closer view. The trail of the
black broncho ran dirvect towards the high bluffs, and the
Kid followed it- at a gallop. And when it was lost in_the
dust and stones the Kid was only half a mile from a deep
rocky ravine that split the bluffs ahead, and after casting
round for a time seeking sign, he rode full speed for the
ravine,

“I reckon that cayuse was dead scared of the coyotes, old
hoss,” he told his mustang. “X reckon he hit for the upper
plain. And if he did, I’ll sure pick up some sign yonder.”

The Kid rode into the ravine. In rainy weather it was
the bed of a stream, but it was now dry as a bone, the
rocks baking in the sun. The Kid dismounted and hunted
for sign; and he was not long in picking 1t up. Loose
stones that had rolled down told that hoofs had lately
clattered that way; a trampled sage-bush told the same
tale. In that lonely desert it was little likely that any
horseman had passed save the one bhe soughi; but the Kid
had to take the chance—the sign was teco faint and doubtful
for him to recognise tracks.

He pushéd on up the ravine.

By steep ways 1t led him to the upper plain, and then
before his eyes stretched the level, uninhabited waste of
the Llano Hstacado.

Far and wide the Kid’s keen glance swept in search of
a wandering broncho with a bound rider on its back.

" But there was nothing to be seen save-the desolate level
and the stunted bushes that grew in patches.

Sign was hard to find on the baked earth, and the Kid
proceeded on foot, scanning the ground, his reins looped
over,his arm.

Again and again the trail of the black broncho was lost
and found again; the Kid keeping on tirclessly, while the
sun sloped down to the west towards the sierras of New
Mexico. -

That the black broncho was still going ‘was certain; not
vet had he lain down to rest, or the Kid would have found
sign of it. The cactus thorns placed on his back by the
ruthless Redskin spurred him on. But sooner or later he
must stop, and the Kid still hoped to find the broncho’s
tormented burden alive.

“Gee-whiz!” ejaculated the Kid suddenly.

From a fold in the rugged ground a little distance away

2 horseman emerged into view—a man stretched out on the-

back of a black broncho, bound hand and foot, his ghastly
face turned to the sun from the horse’s neck.

He was not three hundred yards from the Kid. i

The Rio Kid stared, doubting for a moment whether it
was not an effect of the mirage.

" But it was no vision of the dusty plain—it was real. The
trail the Kid was laboriously picking up ran due north, but
the Mazeppa-rider had appeared due west. The Kid did
not understand it, but he turned from the trail and galloped
dére_ctly towards the broncho, hunting by sight now instead
of sign.

“But'in a few minutes he understood as he dragged in his
mustang almost on the verge of a wide, deep barranca that
split the plain.

“Oh shucks!” growled the Kid.

He figured it out now. The black broncho had gone
north along the barranco, which stretched for miles, a great
fissure in the earth. At the northern end the broncho had
turned west, and, following his unguided way, had come
back along the other side of the fissure.

Less than two hundred yards away, but with the deep
chasm between which no horse could leap.

The Kid sat in the saddle and stared at his quarry. The
black broncho showed evident signs of exhaustion, but the
torment on its back kept it in motion. The Kid looked
along the barranca. It ran as far as the eye could read to
the north, and to get at the broncho he had to follow its
tength and turn the end. The dusty, sweating broncho
ambled wearily along. As the Kid gazed at it, uncertain,
Jake Watson’s head was raised from the neck, and the
sheriff’s glazed eyes stared despairingly round. His eyes
were filmed, and he did not see the Kid.

The Kid dismounted and took the rifle from its leather
case at the saddle. He hated to draw a bead on a horse,
but there was no help for it if he was to save the
rider. Long before he could (ide the Iength of the
barraneca and follow the trail down on the other side the
broncho would have vanished, and the chances were that
the trail would peter out on the sun-baked earth.

The Kid levelled his rifle across the mustang’s back,

taking a steady aim. Crack!
(Continue@ on nhext page.)
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4he black bronche pitched heavily
forward on its knees, fell on its side,
and lay stiil.

One glance the Kid gave'it; and then
he remounted 1n hot haste and rode at
a mad gallop along the rough verge of
the chasm. Many long miles lay before
him till he could reach the end-—many

long miles more 1o reach the spot where |

the broncho lay dead with its still
living  burden. There were ferce
coyotes in the wilds ¢ f the Staked Plain;
and already, as the Kid spurred on,
black shadows of vultures appeared
against the sky, winging their way
towards the carrion they had already
scented.

The Kid waz riding for another man’s |

life, but he rode as i he were riding
for his own.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sherif and Cuttaw !
AKE WATSON, Sheriff of.Irio,
j heard the shot that rang across
the silent solitude, and feft the
erash of the falling horse. Bus
he did not know what had happened.
Thirss and suffering and the blinding
blaze of the sun had dulled his senses.
It was long before he even realised that
he was still—that the endless,
endless motion of the tor-
mented broncho had ceased.
#1e had lapsed many times
into  unconsciousness; and
after the fall of the horse he
remained long insensible to
his surroundings.

But his filmed eyes opened
at last, and he stared dizzily.
A hoarse croaking and
screeching was in his_ ears;
ferce eyes were glaring ab
him. His brain cleared a
little and he stared at what
surrounded him. The broncho
jay on its side, lifeless. The
bullet had killed it instantly.
Had the Kid failed in his
aim the sheriff might have
been crushed to death under
the rolling animal. Dut the
broncho had fallen like a loz.
and lay like one. Hideous
birds surrounded the bound
man; and at the sight of
them a terrible cry broke
from him, startling the wvul
tures back in alarm. Thex
crowded and futtered back
in cowardly fear, croaking
and cackling. ;

Cry after cry broke from
the tormented man.

He knew now what had
happened. He did not recall
the shot, but he -knew that
the broncho was lifeless, that
ne was bound to the back of
a dead steed, and that the
scavengers of the desert were

approached closer again, fle screamefi
and shrieked, and again they receded.
They squasted round bim, croaking,
watching, walting.

Gallop, gallop!

Faintly from afar came the ring of
hoofs on hard earth.

It was like a ghostly echo of the in-
cessant hoof-beats of the black broncho
which had rung for so many tortured
hours in the sheriff’s ears.

Gallop, gallop!

A rifle cracked, and a bullet spattered
up stores close by the fallen broncho.
It scared the vultures, who sereeched
and rose on the wing. The rifle cracked

i 3 tha fonl hirds fell

cne oI

again, ond . .
dead, the rest winging their way iato
the blue with discordant cries,

Gallop, gallopi

Nearer and nearer, louder and louder,
came the clattering hoof-strokes. Dut
the Sheriff of Frio did nct understand
that help was coming; he was shricking
in delirinm now, haif cut of his senses.
He did not know that the claitering

hoofs stopped clese at hand; he did not
see a lithe figure that bent over him,
2 handsome sunburnt face that looked
down on him. He did not know that a
keen knife slashed through the cords

“The mirage—the mirage 2gain!
babbled. 4

Yor how conld it be the Rio Kid—
the man he had hunted far and wide~
who was kneeling beside him, holding
water to his lips, supporbing him wilh
a strong arm? :
“Forget it, sheriff,” said the Kid's
cool voice., “I guess this ain’t and
pesky mirage nohow! If's little me!”

“The Kid}’ breathed the sherifi,
staring at him with unbelieving eyes.

“Jest the Kid, sheriff.” -

“TH string you up yet!® mutterad
Jake Watson. -“I'll get cut of this;
,“!"puu through yet, and string you
ap t”

The Kid laughed.

“Forget it, Jake! You ain’t fixed
to string up any galoot—you ain’t, not
by long chalks! Take another drink.”
The sheriff lapped up the water like a
dog. His senses were cle ring now;
and he ieaned on the Kid's arm, staring
into the tanned face. ’

“It's you, Kid?” he muttered weakly,

“Sare I

“1 guess I saw you—in the mirage—
way back: I figured that you was
around. You found me here?”

“1 guess I shot down the broncho
from the other side.of that barranca
yonder, sheriff, and rode hell-
for leather to get round to
you before the zopilotes or
the coyotes could get you.”

“You trailed me here?”

“Sure i*

There was a long silence.
The sheriff, weak as s baby,
would have fallen on the
earth, but the Kid's strong
arm  supported his back.
Again he drank from the boy
outlaw’s canteen.

"‘I guess I'll get that Injun
who fixed me up like this!”
the Sheriff of Frio muttered
at last.

The Kid grinned.

“I guess that Injun has
made  long  tracks!” he
answered. “You'll have to

go over the Staked Plain with
a small comb to find him; I
reckon.  ¥ou sure riz that
Injun’s dander, Jake, when
you pub -a-ball' in-his-laig.
Youw're a hard ecuss, Jake.
and you ask for a lot of
irounble.” ’

“I'll get him ! v

The Kid shrugged his
shoulders and was silent. He
had no deubt that Chief
Many Ponies was already far
from any chance of pursuit.

“What's your game, Xid?”
the Sheriff of Frio asked at
last. “You're a dog-goned
outlaw, and there's a thou-
sand dollars reward for you.

: 3 £ TRAIL AT LAST! “Q@reat Gophers!™ ejaculated I'm after you Like sure
gfathegmg for  their prey. the Kid. He bent down and examineg the horss’s tracks death! What’s your game?”
I'rantically he struggled 0 {n'the mud by the wator-hole. One glance was enough « Tos :
release himself from his  to tell the Rio Kid that they wera the tracks of ths o dest - my old  trouble,
bonds—as vainly as he had proncho he sought. (See Chapier 3.) sheriff, O§ horning  into
struggled many times before. what don’t concern me,”

His wild cries scared back the wvul-
.tures from the carcase of the horse.
They squatted rcund him, watching him
with gleaming eyes, croaking.

The Sheriff of ‘Frio groaned in utter
horror and despair. The wild Mazeppa

ride was over; it had ended here in the.

desert of .the Staked Plain, and he lay
bound to the lifeless horse, to perish of
thirst and to fall a prey to the black
vultures.

The carrion birds, recovering from

their fear as the sheriff did not move,
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that bound him, that he was free from
his long thraldom. .

He lay on the earth—with stiffened,
aching limbs, shot through with pain—
blind to his surroundings. - Dut he knew
when water was placed to his lips, and
ke drank greedily.

A strong arm lifted him, bulky as he
was, and dragzed him into the shade
of a stunted bush. Again the water was
at his lips; again he drank as if he
would never cease drinking. And then,
as m a misy, he saw the handscme,
bronzed face that was before him, and
iaughed wildly,

answered the XKid coolly. “I reckon {
wasn’t going to see a& white man fixed
this-a~way.”

“You're plumb ioco, Xid!” said ths
Frio Sheriff, “Soon as I get. back to
Frio I'm riding your trail again !

“That’s the kind of all-fired cuss yon
are!” agreed the Kid, unmoved. 1
reckon I savvied that when I started
out on your trail. But it ain’t making
any difference, Jake Watson. Uve
picked you out of the beaks of ithe
buzzards, and I ain’t letting them havs-
you.”

© - {Oontinued on page 21.)
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The Fistical Four owed their promin-
ence to the undoubtel fact that their
little szwms almost inv auao!y came off,
and this was largely due to Jimmy
Silver’s habit of thmking'things out in
detail in advance; herein lay the success
of the end study.

This case was no exception. Mr.
Duton had hardly seated himself ai his
high desk in order to commence the
history lesson, beiore, running his eye

over the Form in front of him, he |
noticed the absence of Lovell.
“Why 1; LmeH nov hece?” he said

sharply. “Silver,
Lovell is? "

“I saw him just hefore classes, sir,”
said Jimmy Silver demurely. “He was
down by tne priory ruins. Perpeps ne
did not hear the bell. sir.’ -

Mr. Dalton frowned. .

“He cught to have heard the bell,”
he said. " Just run down and sce if you
can find him. Silver. Be back in five
minutes, whether you find him or not.”

“ Very well, sir,” replied Jimmy Silver

quietly, ,mo*nervn" a grin at the success
of his plan

e raced round to the fountain, and
joined Lovell, and together the  two
slipped into the Modern House and up
into Tommy Dodd’s study, where they
found the hamper whiecl: was strongly
corded,, still unopened. '

In five minutes they were back in the
Fourth Form class-room, and the
hamper was safely under the table in
the end study.

Arthur Edward Loveil duly esplained
that he had not heaid the bell, and was
-duly awarded two hundred lines. After
this interruption afterncoa lessons pro-
ceeded on their normal monetonous
course. Lessons over, the Fourth Form
streamed out of the class-room. Peter
Cuthbert Gunner strode up te Jimmy
Silver and tapped him on the shoulder.

“Look here, Silver!” he remarked

do you know where

3 THIS massive steam
>loco pullsa train §ft. long

loudly. If you've got a wheeze for
getting my hamper back, le¥’s have it!
We’ ve got to do something, and do ib
quick, otherwise ‘hose rotters will scoff
my tuck !”

Jimmy Silve:, who was chatting
Eleasantly with his chums. looked over
is shoulder.

“ What hamper is that you're talking
about, Gunner?” he asked blandly.

Peter Cuthbert staved.

“Why, you ass, my bamper—the one
those Modern rotters raided !” he ex-
claimed excitedly.

Jimmy Silver raised his cyebrow=.

“QOh, your hamper} Yes, I remember
now, Gunny’ It's in my study under

ihe iable, nnn“],. romeTe .& ~will you o

“Wh y—‘vhat—xnvhere‘—’

Peter Cuthbert fairly spluttered.

“If not removed before bed-time 1t
will be sold to defray expenses,”
grinned Lovell.

There was a gencral shout of surprise
and laughter. Peter Cuthbert Gunner,
after one dazed look a3 the Fistical
Four, rushed upstairs followed by an
excited crowd. He dashed into the end
study and drz}gged out from underneath
the table his hamper, still securely
corded up and obviously unopened.

“Well, my hat!” was all Gunner could
say.

But even then Rookwood had by no.

means heard tke last of Guoner’s

Hamper.
THY END.
of
miss
SURPRISE !

(D’you want another good laugh?
course you do! Then don’t
“UNCLE THOMAS
next
Jimmy Silver &
cheerful
Gunuer!)

Co., featuring that
chump—Percy Cuthbert

Tuesday’s rib-tickling yarn of

“THE DEATH RIDE!”

{Continued from page 22.)

The sheriff’s hard face worked,

“Xid, I got my duty io do! You'ra
an outlaw, “and you're my mutton if I
can geb a cinch on you. You better les
drive a bullet through me while you
gob the upper hand. I ain’s got any
kick coming if you do.”

“Foroet 151 said the Kid 11°ht1y.

That night the Kid camped in an
arroyo in the Staked Plain, and the
sheriff slept in the Kid’s blankets, his
feet to the camp-fire—sleeping the deep
sleep of exhaustion.

The Kid sat on a rock by the fire
znd locked 2t the sleeping man, rolled
in the b’ankets, with a whimsical grin,

There was a mutter from the sleeper.
In tho decep silence of the night in the
desert, broken only by the famnt crack-
ling of 'the fire, disjointed <words
dropped from the sheriff’s lips—svords
that told what dreams haunted his
fevered bhrain.

“Til get you yei!
+ 1

T'll sure get you
yeb

“Sho!” murmured the Kid.

The sheriff was sick and helpless; it
vould be days before he could travel.,
The Kid had saved his hfe— and his
life still hung upon the Kid.

The Rio Kid glanced at his mustang
nibbling the scant grass in the arroyo.
To mount and ride, leaving his enemy
there, vas easy. !

But iE the thought crossed the mind
f the boy oatl.lw, it eame only to be
issed. .  He rose from the rock,
ed, and stretched himself on the
carth to sleep.

THE EXD..

(The Rio Ki{d's adventure is not yel

ver. He has still to get back with the
wounded sheriff. See next week’s roars
rn yarn!)
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