THE * ROBIN HOOD © OF A HE WEST! _
They call the Rio Kid the toughest outivr v Teras, and many are the bad deeds taid lo his oredit., Bul theve uve &

good muanber in the West who blcssz this gounyg cutluic for the ton-hearled, generous friend in seed he fras been fo themn!

THE FIRST
COHAPTER.

HERE was rain
in the Huecus
—winter rain—and
bitter wiad, Dark.
ness had fallen on
the hills like a
blanket, and
through tho dark-
" ness the rain
lashed and strcamed. The Rio Kid'a
-slicker ran with water, water streamed
from his Stetson hat, water squelched
from his riding-boots. = The grey
mustang streamed with rain.

The Kid, Isading the mustang by the
bridle on s path hidden in blackness,
kept his eyes fixed on a light that burned
dimly in the night, far away, Hickoring
faintly. . On that stormy eve of Christ-
mas the boy ocutlaw of the Rio Graude
.was a bard case.

“Dog-gone _my hools!” growled the
Kid as le tramped wearily through
drenching rain. “This hyer 18 going_to
be some Christmas, old bhoast”

The Kicd had been glad to see that
lonely light burning in the distance, on
the dark, rainy hills. It promised him,
at least, sholter from the rain and the
wind, Shelter, porhaps, might be
refused to the outlaw; bot the Kid
cared nothing for that. He was voady
to make liis demand good. af the end of
.a six-gun, if neoded.

Lone Cabin

in the Vatley!

The light, he reckoned, was burning}

in the window of some lone nester's
cabin, many a long mile from- the nearest
settlement. Some hardy pioneer had
settled in that lonely valley in the heart
of tho sierra. .
The Kid tramped on towards the light,
leading his horse, in an ill-humounr with
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Jhimself andd 1 thiugs, "o had keps his

word to Shociit Watson, of Frio, and huad
ridden out of lhe Frio country: but le
had not gone contentedis. Bur the Kid
was uot one 1o repine, and be had s
bis face rosolulely towards new featls
and & new country. ’

“Oh, dog-gsne it!” suapped the Kid
as he bumped, in the darkness, inio a
wire fence, *Them gol-darned nesters!™

The Rio Kid had ne love for nosters,
stiil lesa for their wire fenecs. In a
worse humour than ever, lhe gropsd
glong the fence till he came to a gate,
Ife threw the gzato open, and [od the
mustang through.

The light was burning direcetly belore
him now.

It came, so far as the Kid's keen eyes
could make out tn the glomu, from the
window of a cabin, or, raiher, a shack,
standing by the bank of a creck that
overflowed with rain, and roaved and
splashed down the valley in a torrent.

e aquelched thirongh mud un to the
wooden porch of the <shack.

Save for tha loncly light that glim-
mered through a eurtained window,
thero wax ha sizn of lfn aliont the
place. .

The Kid siruck on ile door =il the
butt of his quirt,

Knock, knouk!

He knouked aigrily nud loud'y,

Thera wo< no roply from within, The
Kid Lknocked again, and shouted:

“Hyer, you'uns! Let a zaloot in ont
of She rain! Thunder! Do yon want
me” to hoot a board out of your she
bang #”

Knock, knock}

Tho door opened suddenly.

A candlo-light- glimmered from the
dark interior. A man stood there—a
man with a pale, bharassed fuee, kis
finger on his lips.

he Kid stared at bim.
“Quieti”
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“Whet's the dog-goned trouble?” da-

manded- tho. Kid grufy.

Tho nester pointed to the adjoining
roons, froin which the light glinimerced
into the night {rom the window.

“8he's sick!™ ho whispered.

Y ORY said the Kid. shamefaced.

The man of tho shack peered at him.
He saw a  handsome cow-pncher,
irenclind with rain. The Kid saw s
baggard - faced, worn- looking man,
weighted down with black care.

“ Your wife?” asked the Wid soberly.

The suttler nodded. )

Y Bad” .

Another nod. .

“I'm  sure sorry!” smid the Kid
awkardly. *Doug-gone my boots, if 1'd
knowed I'd never %mvo knocked at your
door, fcller. Sireping ?”

“’Yes.l) .

"1 bope I ain’t waked her,” said the
Kid anxiously.

“No.¥ .

“That’s goedt I
troublmg you any, homnbret” said the
Kid. “Me and my cayuse can stand
the rain and the wind. So-long!”

Ho buacked from tho porch.

“You can come in,” said the meslcr
quietly. “Put your horse in tho shed
and cowme in, straunger. guess you're
welcome to shelter. though there's littla
else I can offer you.”

The Rio Kid hesitated.

But he nodded at lasi, and tho man
of the shack handed hiin the candie. The
Kid sheltered the flickering flame  with
his dreached hat as he led his mustang
into the shed adjoining the cabin. Thers
was straw in the shed and a bundle of
aifulia; and the Kid fod and bedded
down lis horse, by the dim flicker of tho
candla, stuck in o ledge on the wall.

Then ho tramped back to the porch.

The door was shut to Lkeep out the
wild wind; Lut it opened as the Kid's
foutsteps were audiblo without.,

The Kid passed -into the cabin, and

v

reckon I ain't

closid the door behind hin. He .put the
candle on a rough pine table.
The nester [ad stepped into thoe
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adjoining roown, where the lamp burned.
12 came back on tiptoe,

Silently. moving about like a2 man
who was dazed, ko set ocubt a supper on
the tablo before the Kid.

*Dog-gone i&!” wmurmured ile Kid.

Qutside, the wind howled and the vein
lashed and spaticred. Bat tho Kid was
wishing that boe had never é&truek thar
lonely cabin jn the sierra. He Lad

out witly watehing, and Le was worrind
about it.

“Been sick long 17 he asked, as he ste
Lia supper :lowly, and witi w poor
appetite.

*Thres days.”

“You ain’y got & doe Lore

“There's no- doc newarer thaus Cow
Crossing—that’s forty miles. And )
can't leave her!”

horned into & home where a sick woman

lay, tended by e man who was worn

“Oh, shol” grmted the Kid.
The Kid had stwan mach of the hard

tivea of the nosters, bat this was the
hardest case he haud ever struchk.

“There's a dog at Cow Crossing.’ he
said thoughtfully.  “f rveckon T know
the place~some!?

The man nodded.

While he stovd by the tabis, one hand
resting on -it, he was listeniug for a
sound from the sick-room.

The Kid kpew Cow Crossing. Forty
miles or niore from the lonely shack in
the valley in the Hueeas, by the wildest
gud  hardest trail

THE BUNTER BROTHERS!

WHAT SNALL
WE DO
ABOuT rf

-
’ A .
n" L o ..

in the west of
Texas,  The Kid
remembered Cow
Crossing well. He
bad ridden through
that town onee,
with a sheriff and
his possa oo his
heels, and bullats
raining, It had
been eane of the
closest calls in the
Kid's carcer.

There was a soft,
faint voice from the
adjoining room:

SHaregt” -

The nester mwade
a gesturo to the

id, end went
softly, silently inio
the sick-rocnr.

A low murinur of
voices followed. -

The Kid, with &

‘ Mirth
Makers.

1. It was Christmas wight, and Billy and Sammy
Bunter were shufling through the snow on their way

back to

Bgure moving away Jdown the hill. “ Why,

Dot & burglar, X1 eat my boota ! *' said Nilly,
hie's pinched the pater's sliver plate,” added

e =

Bunter Court, when they espled a Btrange

spoons [ " * You tackle bim,” asid Bammy, * What,

if that's and get a bifl in theeye,  1chould think so,” answered

“1 het Billy. - And all the time that light-fingered gent was
Sammy. getiing farther and farther away.

S, The two trothers stood and argned on the brow
Then Sammy gave Billy a gentle

of the hill.
in the back. ** Off you go, Billy,” he said.
Billy did go, rolling over and over down the

S, What's to hie done 7 murmured Billy, “ Wa
can't let that old bounder run awa

puckered brow, ate
eganned heef and
drank cold coffea,
He was careful io
make no soind.

His thoughts
wero busy.

6 man came
back at last. Ho
stood by the table,
hia haggurd face
looking deathly in
the flickoring
candle-light.

“You ean “bunk
here, stranger,” he
wid, in a low voice.
“There's bluankets.
Keep quiet.”

“Sare!”
tored the Kid.

The wood fire
buraed low in the
iron etove. The

with the family

mut-

off hehind hi

A
hilL

4. The burglar had neatly reached the val‘l:iy when
bo heard the sound of heavy thudding, sud wild

m. Looking back he saw a great migwball,
compicte with legs, come hurtling straight at him.

Kid, as he eat be-
{ore it. was stcam-
ing. But he was
not thinking of the
blankets.
“Look
feller,”
Kid,

yelle

bhere.
eaidl _the
speakin
barely Eb ovao ﬁ
whisper. “You
want tha doc from
Cow Crossing.”

The mau made a
hopeless gesture.

“1 can't leave
her.”

“I recken . a
goloot ahout my

size might do iy,”
said tho Kid.

i i~ 3 UEBNE L A7 The man eyed
6. ‘fhere waz no time to rup, or get out of the path 6. The swag-hunter was completely winded, Billy him,
of that advancing soowball. Crashi The light- ealled to S , and they both held the byrglar till the “A ride of foriy

fingercd gent gave & fog-horu gasp as he was hit clean

in the rear and sent whizzing into a snowdrite.
Tag Poruran.—No. BT
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v hebrotliers got thelr reward in the sha
of an extra-large dinnef~and you b

miles on a wight
like this!” be wmut
tered,
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“Sure !’ enid the Kid.

“Thorea  ain't  nothing  cowing,
stranger,” said the nestor wearily,
“Poc Pigeon don't travel forty miles
at night, on Clristmas Eve, for his
health, And-——" He broke off.

Tho Kid understood. :

“JI reckon the doc would want some
fes,” lo aossented. *“And you .ain’t
struck it rich on thia hyer homestead,
I guess.” .

“Ig's a living,” muttered the: nester
—"q living winle a man'e in healsh.
I ain't got no kick comnng: Dbut
NOVW=——"

The Kid rose {rom the beneh.

“You wautt that doc from Cow (ioss-
ing,” ho eaid. “I've heard of Doe
Pigcon—he’s a good man. 1 guess T
eonld fix it with him. I rechon the
galoots there won't he gumning ofter
me tomight—on & night like this—

Christmas Eyve, too.  Apyhow, T
going.”

The pester stared at him.

“You'd mnever make il.” he ssid,
“Np anan in 'Pexas could ride  that

truail on a nlght like thist”

The Kid grinned. :

“J guess I'se hit trails as hard
afore now,” he said. “TE you don’s el
that doc efore Christmas is
out feller, you can tell
waloots that the Rio Kid las
ridden his last trail”

The nester started,
fvidently that name waa
Luown to him.

“The Rio Kid!” he ro
acated. ) ;
“ Yep—outlaw, fire-hug,
and the worst wanted geloot
in Texas,” eaid the Kid
grimly. “And I'w riding to
i'ow Crossing = to - gpight,
fcller; and the doo’s sun
hitting the trail for this
shebang, if I have to drive -

Lim at the end of a gun.”

Yle shook his atill d‘ri)’)pin
hat, jammed it on his head,
and crossed to the door. The
uester’s haggard cyes fol
fowed him.

*God bless youl” he said
sofily. “Ountlaw or not, (od
bless you, Kid "

. The ‘Rio Kid stepped out
wto the wild night.

‘THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Rio Kid's Ride!
“ LD boss, you wnd me's gob o

Jhump 1617

The Kid’s grey mustang

stirred in his. bed of strow.
In iho darkness of ihe shed bLis intelli-
rent eyes glimmered, a3z ho turned Lis
1cad towarda Lis master.

“We gobt o hwmmnp it old cayuse,?
said the Kid, stroling the mustang's
neck affectionately. “It's sure an
ornery mnight to ride you on the
roughest trail in l‘exas;,lﬁut wo're for
it, old Loss, and don’t you forget it!”

The Kid saddled up and led the mus-
tang {rem the shed. In the dark sky
was not tho glimmer of a star, Dim
shapes of hills loomed ighos‘dy rormed
the lonely valley in the Huecas. Behind
the Kid, aa he led his _horso to the gate,
the solitury light still burned in the
window of the shuck, where o haggard
man sat hy @ sick wife's bedside.
But round tho Kid was rain and dark-
ness and howling wind, and the crash-
ing of the branches of ths tortured
pineca.

A DASH TO SAVE A LIFE!
sharp shots rang out behind the Rio Kid as he
dashed:.on towards the foaming river.
hie teeth—tihere wae &

night, and he must rids on!

THE POPULAR,

The Kid sat in the saddle, and gave
one Jast glance at the loncly cnbin.
Then ha furued his back on the glim.
mering light.

He rode through darkness and rain

Few rideres would have tollowed shat
trail at all in the dark and the rain,
and oven the reckless Kid did not ven-

. @
e o
Wild oaths and

Mo sot
ilfe to be saved that
(See Chapler 3.)

ture to ride fast. At s trot the sure-
footed mustang clattered on, needing
little guidance from the Kid.  Later,
the Kid would be ablo to hreak into a
gallop, when he wuas elear of the
rugged valleys and broken hillsides of
the Huecas; but for the prezant he was
cantious—as ecaulious as the Kid could
be. Ho wos not thinking of his own
neck, but of ilw sick woman who lay
in the loncly cubin, of the man worn
down by walehing who sob ab her bed-
side, .

Clattor, clatter, elatter!

The Kid bad the route mapped ont in
his mind. Ho had ridden those jonely
trails many 6 time. Beyond the slopes
of the Hucens stretchad prairie for long
miles, till Le sbould strile tie ford wi
the Chicken River, which he hal 1o
cross. Beyond that, grassland again,
till he came to the town of Cow Cross-
ing.

It wag wild, rough country, overy
foot of tho way. Tho Kid, like n good
plaiusman, conld guide his course un
the boundluss prairie by the stara; hut
in the blackness of the sky no star was
visible. Here and there ho wowld find
landmarks that he kmew, if ho could

y
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pizi them out in the dwbness, Tt was
o tido from which the hardiest cow-
puncher might have ebrunk. But ‘the
Kid entered upon it with a. cheery
heart.

The ill-humour, which bad haanted
the Kid ever since ho had pulled out of
the Frio country, was gonoe now. s
grouch had vanished. All hLis thought
and energy were conccotrated
on the tusk before Lim,

Somachaw=-if Le did not
break his neck on the way--he
was going to hit Cow Crozsing
by dawn, Larlier would be
useloss, even if he could have
done it carlier; for Doo
Pigeon, good inan wnd hardy
a3 he was, couwid no mote have
ridden that irsil in the dark
than ho eould have fJuwn it
But at dawn, thoa Kid swore to
himself, be would hit Cow
Crossing, and rouse out the dac
and start him_for that lonely
cabin in the Huecas. There
‘was always a possibility that
the doc might refuse to stir at
the demand of an outlaw; but
. the Kid did not heed that.
Willing or unwilling, the Kil did nat
intend to take “No * for an answer.
~The grey mustapg clattercd” ous
of the Huecas at last, and tho Wid
was glad to fee) the grassland under
the Leating hoofs. - Now he lct out the
mustang and - rode hard. By the
instinet of horse and rider, the ionte
wes kopt; no eye could hase rend thae
atyn of the trail in the glonm and the
wor, But here apd there lansdierks
looned  wp. to venish  behind  the
valloping rtder—a clump of pigantic
eottonwoods where the Kid bad once
carmped—a burnt pateh where ei:aparral
Liad been cleared—a tract of xand ond
stones, an erm of the desar thas
reached into tho grasslands,

The Kid knew it ull; and if he had
doubted, tho suecessive zigns b rocog-
nizad wounld have told him that he was
stitl on the right way.

Feintly, from the distanwa alizad,
cama the sound of roaring watier.

The Kid smiled grimly.

1Ie had to rids the Chicken River ab
tho {ord; but in the rain-Hood the ford
was likely to be deep; a roaring torrent
of water. 'Torreut or net, the Kid had
to ride ik -And sy the diztant rour
of tumbling watera reached bLim, and
warinod him that he was noaring the
river, ‘the Kid's kcen eyes roved io
right and left, striving to picree the
darkuess.

116 was 1n dangerous cotniry 1o
somowhere In the wild and broken
eauntry along the Chicken R 1

Jufferson gang had their b ar:d w
pilgrine necded to keep his oves open

and hix gun bandy shen be vode et
lovely trail .
“Dne I v
I !

Len

trails to-night, nld basy,”. 1he

them golagr: won'y he

picling tle:
Kid seid 1o the musiang,  Bat  he

dragged his holster within cosy reach,
zad watched liko a cat ay ho rode.
There was a_Jull in the Licavy down.
e of rain. From a rift in the black-
clouded sky a buneh of stws gliniuered
down. Anywhere clse on the truil the
IKi:l would have welecomed the pale
glimmer; but he would have been glad
to rvido s far as the river in the
blackes$ darkness. Ms was not looking
far trouble with the Jefferson gang

Tre Porvrar.~—No. 517.
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aow: he did not want te have wtvo burn
powdsr on his way to Cow Crosaing.

Put he hoped that at &6 late an hour,
and in such [oul weather, the gang of

cow-thieves and road-agents would bhe’

wicked under shelter,. heedless of- a
loho rider on the trails. - - )

It wus u vain hope. Ahead of tho
Kid, in the pale glimmer of the stars,
still far distant, but in sight, gleamed
the wild, tossing wuters of the river,

And between the Kid and that glimmer-

ing water a bunch of vague, shadowy

figurea loomed in sight—he counted
four of them, veguc shadows that ke
knew were horsemeén.- A husky shont
Tang through the night, and ‘a revolver
barked, with a sudden flash in the
gloom. - ’ e

“Halt . )

The Kid gritted his teoth.

He might bave ridden that lonely
trail a score of times without horning
into the gung; yet on this night, when
he was snxious to avoid trouble, to
carry ount his task without hindrance,
Fate willed that he stiould ride right
into Hanl: “Jeflerson and his gang.

The horsemen were bunched in the
trail.  The Kid did not draw rein,
Ilis gun was in his right hand sow,
tds reins in his left. Tha mustang
thundered on at a mad gallop.

There was a wil?! sputtering of shots;
a_buzzing of bullets' like beecs. The
Kid's gun was ringing as he rode. It
svemed scarce o second befors he was
charging through the bunch: of riders,
who broke open and plunged wildly es
lie came. He swung his heavy Colt1ight

aund left, and folt the cracking of boné

‘under the barrel as it struck. In the
darkness the shootin~ had been wild;
but that blow bad reached the mark,
and tliere was & heavy fall behind the
Kid as Le careered on, :
Wild oaths and dmg shots rang he-
ind him, and the thunder of. hools.
The Kid dashed on towards the foaming
river, longing for tho rain and darknes-
again; Lut the rein stil’ held off, aund
the stars shone down still more brightly
He glenced back over his shoulder, and
picked out thres Stetson hats that
bobbed to the motion « furious riders
'I'here hiad been four in the gang, but
one lay far behind in the drenched
grass with a cracked skull. The Kid st
hia teeth hard. :
The river wan closs now—a wild and
roaring flood. The stars shane down on
the wild waters; light enough, &s the
Kid knew, to make him an easy target
while he picked his way acroea. Every
moment wa3 preciou- to the Kid; but
. he slacked speed. and drew in the pant-
ing musteng, With. his gun in his band,;
the Kid leaped from the saddlc and
- faced his pursuers,

THE THIRD CHAPYER,
The Kid Makeu Cow Orossing!
“® TEADY, old hosa!” -
.»S - The mnustany stood like. a
rock. ¥ o ‘
Tho Kid levolled the six-gun
acrosa the saddlo, resting it there to
steady lis aim.  PFrcm the shadows
oamo threo furioys riders, galloping
fiorcely, fring wild v as they came.
* Whether the guug had recognised him
in that glimpse in the staclight, the
* Kid did not koow: but if they hLad,
thoy. know there was a rich prizo for
them if they could rope it in. It was
;vcll Lﬁms\-n that ‘the Rio Kid packed a
at roll. : .
Tnr Porunar.~No. 517.
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The Kid waited till Le swas sare of
hizs aiin, and thes he pulled trigger,
From the shadows came a fearful yell
and - & heavy fall, end a riderless
bronchp wont gareering into the night
with dangling stirrups. Two horsemen
.dragged in their steeds in hot hasto.

The Kid grinned.

*1 reckon they know this infant now,
if .they dida't savvy. afore,” he mur.

mured. “I reckon there ain't e whole
heap of galoots in Texae that could
aave picked off that guy at the distance

with a six-gun.” .
thick bunch-grass bad swallowed the
remaining two riders from sight. They
dared pot ride on_in tho face of the
Kid's. gun. ‘The Rio Kid leaped into
the sa(ﬁllle agein and dashed on towards
the river. He had checked the pursuit,
and, with time on -his hands, he would
have pushed the fight to & finish, and
rooted out the crouching ruffiens in the
bunch-grass. But he had no time to ocut
to waste, if ho was to reach Cow Cross-
ing by dnwn. He galloped on to the
river, taking his chance of -further
pursuit.
Thud, thud! camo the beat of hoois
bebind him. Bang, bang! rang the
of the two pursuers, firing wildly.
" Kid's oyes glittered back over his
shoulder, Vlfith o sudden tnovement, he
swung -the mustang round and faced
them, and his gun rang out at the sam¢
momont. It ‘was such a shot as few

the Kid’s aim did not [fail him, and a
wotinded man went plungrm‘il into the
grass, screaming hoarsely The last of
the gang bunted cover on the instant.
and the Kid wheeled again aud dashed
on to the river, When once more he
glunced over his shoulder, he had =
-glirapse of & distant. bobbing Steison
hat—out of effcetive range. ank Jef
forson was still following, but he was
keeping his distance.
Before the Kid now roared the
Chicken River. The ford, knee-deep to
a horse at other times was a raging tor
rent now. DBut the Kid did nof hesitate.
He had not ridden so far to hesitate
Bow. The mustang plunged into the

Scrambling, lunging, ~ swimming,
steadied by the Kid's wrist of iron, the
eallant mustang fought his way throug!
through the swollen stream - :

Ouce, twice, he was almost swept
away; but still the Kid's luck, his
strength, and his courage, saved him:
and he fought op, with clenched teeth
and grim brow. .

Tho hoofs were in tho shallows at
last on the southern side, and tho mus-
tang, exhaunsted by the struggle, almost
totttored from the foaming fl

Bang | came tha roar of a Colt from
the bank the Kid had left, and e bullot
grazed his wet cheek. drawing a spurt
of blood, Hank Jecfferson had reachod
the river now, and he was firing on the
struggling horsorian as he slimpsed him
n the starlight on tho wild waters.

Bang, bang! y .

“You ornery camss!” gritted the Kid
betwoen his tecth, as the bullets fanned
him. “You jest hold on a piece, you
dog-goned gink, and yo.’ll sure get
vours !’

The mustang clambered up the bank
from the waler. Ho halted, and stood
shaking and tirembling. The XKid,
standing besido the horse, stared back,

-y with gleaming eyes. across the flood.

+ He dragged open ibe holster, into which

. He starad through the dimuvess, The

marksmen could have brought.off. DBut-

he had had to thrust his gun to keep'th
dry from the river, '

efierson, on the Jfarther bank, &
black shadow against shadows, waa stil]
Sring fercely. The Kid's gun leaped
into his hand, and from his hand leaped
flame and smoke, and the black shadow
across tho river lurched and swayed.
The Kid heerd a hoarse yell, and saw
& _bent figure, drooping over tho horse,
ride cway wildly into the night.

He thrust the gun back into the
holster, gnd wiped & stream of blood
from tho cut on his sunburnt cheek,

“1 gucss that lets mo out!” drawled
the Kid. e

He turned to his mustang again,

_ “Ii'g sure pizen for you, old cayuse,”
he mattered. “But we've got to hump
it—weo sure have! We ﬁot to beat it!” -

He remounted, and rode on under the
glimmer of starlight. Long miles lay
still beforc him, and the tired mustang
responded bravely to his caressing voice.
Whip or spur the Kid did not need to

use,

Thud, thud, thud! rang tho hoofs oun
the rough prairie. Behind the Kid the
roar of the Hooded river died away into
silence, s

The rain was over. but thick clouds
banked the skv again; the glimmer of
starlight failed. Throagh dense dark-
ness he rode, but not at a galivp now.

Slowly, {aintly in the east the -black-
uess was giving wav to the pale gleam
that told of coming day :

Thud, thud, thud! The mustang kept
steadily on, the Kid, wea ry to tha bone,
drenched with water, smotheied with
mud, still erect in the saddle. Slowly
night gave place to day. -

“*Put it on, old hossi" murmured the
Kid anxiously. ‘

The wild ride was almost at its end.
In the dawn of Christmas Day the Kid
wounld ride into the town. Once moro
he loosed the revolve i ity holeter.. In
Cow Crossm% were foes, A score of
guns would leap from their holsters if
the Rio Kid was seeu riding the sireet.
There was a .thousand. dollars ou the
head of the boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande, and e hundred men in the town
knew bim by eight. At his journes’s
end, danger dogged every step of the
boy puncher. .

But he rode on without a pausa. In
ithe glimmer of wintry dawn, & .weary
horse and a weary.rider rode into Cow
Crossing. _In the rainy, wind-swept
-streets, nt that early hour, no man was
to bo seen, and the Kid was glad of it,
At any cotber time, ho toight have found
a wild amusemeut iu shooting up the
town, and bringing ths Cow Crossing ml-
grims to their doors and windows with
the roar of his revolvers DBut the Kid
was not huanting frouble now. He rode
into the slceping town, with a clatter
of hoof-beals that echoed eerily through
Fthe silent, unpaved streets. and drew
rein outside the shack of Doc Pigeon.

He slipped from th saddle, and
patted the sweatizy neck of the
mustang.

“1 rveckon we've done it, old hoss.
(I;Jow T guess we've gos to rouse oukb the
oc.” ’ .

With the butt of his gun he knosked
loudly on the door. A% that early hour
Doc Pigeon was not yetb astir. )

Crash, crash! rang tho butt of the
Kid’s Colt on the door From within
came an angry shou

“Aw, let up on that racket, and get
home to bed, durn your hide!”

The Kid grinned. Dac Pigeon had
the impression that some very late

roysterer. full of fire-water, war rousing

LN T NN TSR



Ry o B0 e ot e Yot W b Wit o Wbt o S0 0 R D </ Wi
pRER e R R

out, The Kid ceased {o erash ou
creaking door, L .
You're wanted, Doc!” he shouted,

“ Aw, forget it !” ‘

You're sure. winted, Doe, and 1
csss 1 aiu't taking no for an answer.
. waub to hop out of your lectle
% uk, and hop lively {” .

There was an angry growl in the
-isack, and tho ‘door opened, revedling a
wsan in shirt and trousers, who peere
st grimly at tho Kid, as he stood with
+t2 grey glimmer of dawn behind: him,

Then Doe Pigeon gave'a yell. -

“The Ric Kid, by thunder?!’

Ho leaped hack from the doorway,
are) grabbed ug o shot-gun that stood
#y the wall. . :

But beforo he conld ‘raio the shot-

n a revolver was looking him in the
wce, with the Kid's cool cyes gleaming
aver it. . N

“ Drop it. fuller I drawled the Kid.

The butt of tho shot-
gun dropped to tho floor.
The Kid golstercd his ve-
volrer aad stepped into
the doctor’s shack

THE FOURTH
CHAPTER.
Christmas!

OCPIGEON

D stared grimly at
the Rio Kid. =
“You've woke up
the wrong cayuse, Kid,”
he said. **What do you
reckon you'll raise by
holding me up?”

“You ornery guwy,” said
iho Kid indignantly.
“Do you figute that I've
hornod on hyer to hold
you up, and you 2 medi-
c¢ine man, too, dog goue
4 )‘D\A !!J

«1 reckon you ein’t
rode into camp jest to
wish me a merry Christ-
mas,” said the Doe, with
o grin. .

‘gl sure ain't,” said the Kid.

A
i

“ And
this ain’t going to be 2 powerful, merry

ristmas for you, Doc, seeing as you've
g‘t to ride foi’!ty miles on the roughest
trail inkTer.as, with o galoot about my
size to koep you company.

“¥ guess ‘:xot,” sajd the Dec. . - |

*Y guess it's a cinch,” said the Kid
coolly, “There’s o tick woman in a
shack up in the Huecas, the ot;her side
of the Chicken River, and T've sure
humped it down here to fefcb FOu,

32

?‘GI <hould smile 1” grinned the Cow
yosaing medicing man. “You want to
‘tell me you've. ridden down from the
Huceas to Cow Crassing on & nlxght,hkc
last? That’s sure a tall one, id.”
" oPm jest telling you that,” assented
the Kid. .
He leancd against ihe doar, breathing
hard and deep. The Dou cyed hmm
mrivasly, reading the weariness in 'hxs
face, the signs of a havd trail in ilie
mud that lathiered bim from head to
foot. .
“Yowre giving me straiyht goods,
K3id 77 asked the Doc, at last. ;

nQiraight as a die, dog-gope youl!”
prowled the Kid, “Do 1 Jook as if I'd
come here to string you along, you un-
Lolieving guy 1~
' »You sure look as if you'd bit a hard
trail,” said the Doc. “And 1 reckon
somebody’s been pot-shooting.”

The Kid-dabbed the scratch on bhis
sheek.

THE POPULAR.

“Lhat was Jelferson's gaug.” ae said,
“Y steuck them en the Ulheken River
prairie.”

*Searel me I¥ said the Doo. “ Yon've
come throngh that gang, and got hyer
alive, Kid.”

[ $ b =

I guess-ihab gang won't worry this
section a whole lot anxy more,” said the

Kid grimly. I guess you'll sco whut's
left of them, Doe, on your way up to
the Huocoas, if tlie coyotes have left any.
But I ain't here
You want to gat

for you to ane.
the raz, Doe.

2

thin E
fo chaw
maving.

BRINGING BACK
The Kid drew wea

lonely cabin.
shebang, Doo.

The camp docior eved him long and
searchingly. He nodded at last.

“Ten minutes Le said.

“Cood enough !” said the Kid.

He sat down on & bench to wait.

“You give me the word, Doc, when
son’re ready.”

" Sure !”

Fhe Kid leaned back against the wall
and closed his eyes. He was asleep
aliost before his eyes had closed.

. “Gee ! murmured Doc Pigoon, star-
mf at him.

F he had lacked faith in the word of
the Rio Kid. #he Kid’s trust in him wasg
a rebuke. The boy outlaw, upon whose
Iiead was a reward of a thousand del-
lavs, closed his eyes and slept in a town
that swarmed with enemiecs. Doc
Pigeon had but to give a call

“Gea !’ murmurcd the Doc again.

And he passed sofily iute his beds
room to dress for the ride.

A totich on ihe Kid's shoulder awak-
ened him. The eamp doecior, cloaked
and booted and spurred, was stauding
before him. And ut the door swaz lis
horse, saddled and bridled,

The Kid jumped up.

Side by side they rade out of the cow.
town, and struck the trail serois the
prairie  In a few minutes Cow Crossing
dropped out of sight behind then.

Tho doctor’s horse, a powerful pinto,
covered the irail with gread strides.
But the iron-limbed mustang of the Rio
Kid kept pace. In 2 blaza of wintry
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and pointed with hia quirt at the
guess that's the
You don’t want me

17,

supshing they reached at lasi e fard
on the Chicken River o

They eplashed Into the viver, and
fouglt their wuy acrass the flosd. On
the further side the trail was taken up
again. Now they rode on in silence,
while the hours of the morning paseed;
and at lasi the rugged. tops of the
Huecas broku the sky-line in the dis-
tanee. . Tho black-muzzled mustang,
iron-limbed and long-enduring as he
was, was jmming pinfull;{l as %\0 faced
the ruggoed slopes of the hills. Bni he
kept gallantly on, weary horse and

. rider defying weariness,

The Kid dvew rein at
Jost, and pointed with
his quirt at the lonely .
cabin in  the walley,
standing out against the
sharp, cold sunshine.

“Y pucss  that's the
shebang, Doe. Yeu
don’t want me now.”

The Doc halted,

“You ain't coming on,
Kid@ :

“I guess not. Bub
look hyers” The Kid
groped wunder  his

slicker, and fumbled &b
a pouch in bis belt. The
Doc, stared at the hand-
fu) of bills e drew out,
and made a gesture of
refusal.

“Aw, fargot it,
feller 1” snappad the Kid.
*'That nester is down to
bed rock, and he's gow
a sick wifa to care fur,
You'll take themm five
tundred dellars, Doe,
and hand them to thas
galont, aud e}l him it's
a Christines  present
from the Rio Kid.”

As the Doe still hesit-

THE DOCI
rein at last,

now !’ panted the gatlant young saled, the Kid's hand-
outtaw, (S#2 () 4.) gome face Aushed.

“Pog - gone your

hide!” Lhc exclaimed.

“Do you fignre that there’s anything on
these hyer dollars, you pesky guy?
guess 1 made them with pick and spade,
fossicking for gold in the gulches over
in Arizona, you all-fired ia.y. Do you
reckon 1 got them in a holdup?”

“1 guess I'll take your word for it
Kid, and the dollars along with it," sui
the Doc, taking the roll. “They suve
tall 2 heap things about you, Kid; bub
1 allow you're one of the whitest men
I've ever struck. If wvou're hitting the
trail, good-bye, Kid, and good luck!”

e held out his hand.

The Kid's brow cleared, and he smiled
as he gripped it ‘The door of the lonely
cabin opened. - The nester sfood there
shading -his eycs with his hand, and
staring towards the two riders. Hia
haggaed face lighted up with joy as he
recognised the Doc of Cow Urossing.

“ Good-bye, Doal”

Doc Pigeon rode on towards the eabin.
The Rio Kid wheeled his weary niuse
tang, and rode away down the valley,

In a far cunson of tha lonely Huecas
ihe Rio Kid camped to rest his weary
horse, and his own weary limbs. As
the dusk of Chyistmas Day faded into
night the stars came out in a velvet;
sky, and glimmered down on the Ki:{
ralfed in %ﬁs blankats, sleeping peace-
fully as & child. ’

THE EWD.
(The Rio Kid in another thrilling ad-
venture, ncnt week, chums., Don’t wise
“The Qatlle Thicvesl”)
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