YAHAPDY NEW YEAR- ChuMS / %

Qd

EVERY
TUESDAY.

IONS % SAMIDSON DANCH &
%%‘éu?;amqmdam inside




THE FIR3T CHAFTER.
Trouble on the Ranch!

{1 Q0 pesky, dog-goved, vie-faced
mink !”
*Sho!”

»

“*You gel-darred coyote——

Ol Man Sampson pavsed for breatb.

*Youw'ra fired I’ he splutteored,

For a good five minutes Old Man
Sampson, of the Sampson Ranch, in the
San Pedro country, had been “shooting
off his mouth,”

The Rio Kid, standing in the door-

way of the bunkhouse at a iitile dis-
tance, Jookad on, and listened, and
wondered, 5
© Tt was Santa Fe Sawn, the range rider,
who wag getting the rough edge of the
boss’ tongua.
_.Every unpleasant name that the boss
could think of was hurled at the voung
rider; and Qld Man Sampson occasion-
ally shook -his fist to give additional
_pomnt to Lis remarks. Santa Fe Sam
stood before him, with a meck expres-
sion on iy sunburni face, only inter-
Jecting a nwonosyllable or two.

The Rio Kid couldu’t help wonderine.

The Kid had recenily jcined the
Sampson outfir, ard fer days he had
beéen riding with the punchers, No man
on the ranch knew, or dreamed, that
the young puncher who had joined the
outfiz was anything but what he looked ;
the Kid was hundreds of miles now from
the Frio country, and down in San
Pedro, on the coast of the Gu.lf of
Mexico. they had never heard of the
toy outlaw of the Rio Grande. The
Kid hopes that they never would hear
of him., ) -

Riding wita che Sampson ocutfit was
& good uenl like the old days at the
Doubie-Bar at Frio, and the Kid was
getling a happy and pezceful time. He
liked the buneh, and the bunch liked
him; and though Old Man Sampson
was tart and testy, he never foreot that
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kim a big sevvice
12 who had Leen
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in rounding np the

stealing beef Jrom the ranch. Ne doukbt
that why the Kid never got the

rough edge of Old Man Hampson's
tongue, as the rest of the bunch freely

did.

The Kid, looking out of the bunk-
house, listening to the Old Man’s tirade,
woundered why Santa I'¢ Sam stood as
meek as 2 boy belove his schoolmaster,
and let the boss bully-rag him to the
top of his bent The KWid certainly
would not have been so patient had the
boss turned that tirade upon him,

But the range rider did not seem to
mind. Twn or three other punchers
glanced toweards the sceane, and griuned.
The cook looked out of the chuck house
and grinned, too. And the Kid won-
dered.

“You're fired ! roared Qld Man
Sampson, hiz white moustache bristling
with wrath, ves glinting under his
shaggy grey eyebrows. “Yon hear me
shout?  You can take your time
stanter t Get off this raneh, you low-
cown, lazy, deg-goned geck i

Aug, tired out by his own eloquence,
0ld Man Sampson turned and stamped
back into the ranch-house and slammed
the door after him,

“2hol” said Santa Fe Sam

And he wheeled and walked away to
the bunihouse, with a thoughtful ex-
pression on hi face.

In the dootway he met the Rio Kid
and gave him 2 grin,

“The Oki Man was sure mad,” e re-
marked. )

“ Sonnded live.” said the Kid, “ What
you been doing ?”

“Mc? Nothin®!”

“Shueks 17 ejaculated the Kid.
tell the world! Mean to sa
Man poured all that out for re

“He’s tiled to-day,” explai

He picked up ais snddle and quirt
from & benen in the bunibouse,
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puzzled.
The rider giln

“Half che out
he anzwercd,

s been fired lately,”
5 jest the Old Man’s
way of expres:n’ his feelin's. ke would
sure be surprised if I gquie.”
“Oht” sald the Kid olankly.
“Ihe Old Man's aid righs,™
Santa Fe San U He's sure a good
man, and a woite man. If it helps b
any to shoot off his mouth at a galoot, I
ain’t the felier to stop him. If it doos
him good, he's mors than welcome.”
- Oh, sho 1" said the Kid.
The Rio Kid had already discovered
that the bunch were devoted to their

expiained

bos:. Ivery day he heard Old Man
Sampson slanging zome member or
other of tre outfit; the OId Man's

teniper seemed to be raw all the time.
Every man cu the ranch packed a zun,
and looked like a man who would use
it. Buttiey always took the boss’ slang-
ing ke lamba.

¢ reckoned you'd pull a gun on
him when he was calling you them fancy
names,” said the Kid.

“T o

gt s galoot who pulled a gun on
the Old Man would get his so sudden
he wouldn’t know what hit him,”

answered Banta Fe Sama. *You ain’s
had it yet, Carfax; but when you ges
it, you take it quict, same as we do.
The boss is a good listle man, if he does
shoot oft his mouth to some extent. The
boss is a grod man and 2 square man,
and don’t you fovget 15.>

The Kid nodded. He hac a respect
for the Old Alan; but he could not see
himseif taking that tall talk as Sam had
taken it - : sy

“You're new to the bunch,” said Sam.
“You don’t savvy. The Old Man is up
against trouble. But there ain’t a man
on this ranch that will quit, so long as it
holds together. There’s a lawyer coyote
down at Nuce who's got his tecth inzo
the Old Man’s land, and if he’s hopping
mad, it's no wonder.’

“Oh !* said the Kid.

“Cet your cayuse and hit the trail
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with me.” said the rider.
this morning, Carfax.”

“Sure,” said the Kid.

IIo picked up saddle and quirt and
left the bunkhouse with Santa Fe Saw.
The rider roped a broncho from the
corral; and a call from the Kid brought
the black-muzzlied mustang trotting up
to him. As they mounted to ride, Jeft
Rarstow, the foreman of the ranch, came
. up. Barstow’s bearded face was grave
and grim.

“The Old Man was sure mad this
morning, Sam, ' ha said.

“NMadder’'n a lornet,” agreed Sam.

- “That durned coyote is coming down
from Nuce to-day,” growled the fore-
man. “I reckon if it would do any good
1’4 fili him with lead when he shows his
cabeza hyer.”

“T guess T know he’s due to-day,” said
Sam. “And the Old Man being so mad
shows that he can’t meet the mortgage.”

“Sure.”

“Mebbe that dog-goned scallyway,
Tiles, won’t hit the ranch to-day,” said
Sam.

“ He's due.”

“Mebbs he won't, all the same.”

The foreman started a little,

“No shootin’, Sam,” he said.

“Shootin’,” said Santa Fe Sam. “I
wonidn't draw & gun on a skunk like
Tiles. T got a quirt.”

Jeff Barstow chuckled.

Santa Fe Sam gave his Droncho a
touch of the spur and rode away, the
Rio Kid riding with him, in a2 very per-
picxed frame of mind.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Roped In!
AR away from the ranch buildings
F the trail from Nuce to San
Pedro followed the bank of a
creek, which later on flowed into
the inlet whers the little coast town
stood. By a big cottonwood tree, ca the
creck, Santa IFe Sam drew rein, and
signed to the Kid to do likewise.

The Kid reined in his mustang.

Not a word had been spoken during
the ride, and the Kid wondered what
the game was. It was no$ range riding
that morning, at all evenis; he could
soe thai his companion had quite other
ideas in his mind, though he had not
explained what they were. ’

“I want you @4

Sitting in *he saddle, Sanla Fe Sam
stared up the trail in the divection of the
distarnt towu of Nuce. There was no
one in sight on the trail so far.

“I guess he’ll bes humping
socn,” remarked the puncher.

“IWhLo?” demanded the Kid.

“Lawyer Files, from Nuce.”

“You're hyer te mect him?”

“Bure.” ;

.Snntﬂ. Fe Sam cracked his quist i the
aie.

“Yon betier put me wise,” suggested
the Kid.

“1 guess we're here to meet thai
durned cevete,” said the puncher, *f
guess I'm going ‘o give him a quirting,
and then mobbe he’ll be giad to hump
it back to Nuce and Lkeep there. He's
ihe dog-gonedess, sneaking coyote in
.Nl’l’ce county, and I guess he’s pinin’ for

along

Far in the distance a haf bobbed on
the teail. It anoounced the coming of
a horseman, as yet out of sight.

“I guess I'll pus you wise, Carfax,”
said Sanra Fe Sam. “There’s a_stack
of trouble 2% the ranch. Old Man Samp-
son’s up agin it. Ain't you heard him
blowin’ off every day since you jeined
the bunch?”

“T sure have,” grinned the Kid.

“There was drougat last year, and it
hit the Old Man hard,” said Sam.
“Then there was that pesky gang of
thieves down at San Pedro, thinnin’ out
the herds. stcalin’ beef to sell to the
coasting schooners. I guess you put the
lid on-that, Carfax, rounding up that
gang as you did; but it’d been goin’ on
for a leng time, and T guess it ate up
the profits some. And then, the Oid
Man carries the wholo bunch through
the winter, instead of firiug men like
the other ranchers, and that costs
monay. But I guess the Old Man would
have puiled out all right if he'd had a
square deal. ut he’s too white a man
to keep his end up with Lawyer Files.

He knows all abou$ cows, but 1 guess

e don't know much about signin’
papers.”

The Kid nodded; he could understand
that.

“He zot & loan rom Files,” went on
Santa Ye Sam. I guess he paid it,
<00, and o lot more; but there was inter-
est pilin’ up, and one thin’ and
anotner ; and then there was a mortgage
on the ranch, Every man in the bunch
knows that the Old Man was rooked;
J*ites has made money out of him hand
over fist, and still there’s the mortgage,
and if it ain’t met to-day, Files can
foreclase if he likes—and you bet he's
goin’ to. Why, the ranch is worth ten
times mere'n he could claim on all his
durned papers——but Le’s got the Old
Man fized, and he's got a pull at Nuce
in the courts. He's comin’ along to-day
for ten thousand doliavs, and I suce
opine that the Old Man hasn’t got half
of it—that was why be was blowing off
at me.”

“It was sure mighty unreasonable,”
remarked the Kid. .

“Qh, shucks.” snapped Sante Te
Sam. “Why shouldn’s the Old Man
Llow off, if it Jdoes him any good "

The Xid smiled. .

“ Ain't he got twice as many men 1n
the bunech as he needs at this time of the
vyear?” demanded the puncher. “He
won't fire & man, ilie boss won’t—only
in the way of blowing off his mouth,
and he don’t mean it. 1 tell you, that
coycte at Nuce has Leen bleedin’ the
Old Man white, and his game is near
ap ;3 bub so long as he’s got a dollar leit,
he won’t fire a man what's served Lim.
Loock how he gave you a job, because
you rounded up that San Pedro bunch
of beef stealers; and do you reckon he
wanted an extra man, with half the out-
fit doin’ nothin® at this time of year?”

“Ie’s sure a white man,” assented
the Kid.
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4 THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PAFER.
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. greas gophers!” ejaculated the!
Kid. “I guess it might do him good,
fellor: but dow’s that goin’ to help ihe
Old Man??”

“Well, it won’t hurt him apy, 1
reckon,” said Sam reflectivaly. b

av

flhat
+ nim fixed, anyhaw.”

istled softly. e could
understand  and sympathizse with the

‘teelings of the puncher; but law was
law, even when it was “squared 7 by
o man with a “pull 7 in the courts,
(uicting the man from Nucs was 0ob

Ve AL
tikely, in the Kid's opinion, to help Old
“3lan Sempson out of his legal entangle-
ments. i

But the Kid was not there to argue.
Santa Fe Sam had broughs him along
to help. if Lelp was necessary; and the
IGd was ready to help, though he failed
to see where the benefis to the Old Man
would come in,

The horseman on the trail was draw-
ing near now,

The Rio Kid watched him rather
urioust Lawyer Files, of Nuce, was
not pleasing to the eve. Ie was a spare
mau, dressed in store cloihes, with a
Derby hat; he rode a good horse, but
he rode i clumsily, His face was thi
and bard. his mouth like a gash, tight !
set.  One of the hardest cases the Xid
had ever seen, he reclkoned,

Mr. Files, of Nuce, came up at a
cauter; and sbopped as the two cow-
punchers barred his way, s little,
close-set black eyes gleamed at them.

“What’s this?” he snapped. N
Sampson sent you to meet me¥”

“Nix! I reckon we’ve moseyed tlong
sort of promisens,” answered Santa e
"Sam.  “ Youa want to ride back to Nuce,
- Mr, Files, jest as quick as you know
how.”

“T'm going o the ranch.”

T guess not,” sald  Bam cogily.

Youw're goin’ back to Nuce, yon do
goned coyote, and you tell the galoe
thare what it's like to feel a cow-man
quirt across your pesky shonlders.”

Sauta Fe San’s guirt whistled in the
air. The lawyer frorn Nuce backed his
horse swiftly, wheeled from the trail,
and dushed into the plain, the quirt
missing bim by as ib descended.

“Ch, sho!” ejaculated Sam.

With_a thunder of hoofs, the man
from Nuvce dashed away at top spe
and the enraged puncher wheeled his
bronckc to pursue, But the cow-pony
would never have overtaken tha big-
timbed " American * horse ridden by the
man from Nuee, and Santa Fe Sam
realised that at a plance; and his face
flusned with rage as he dropped his hend
to his gun.

_Thore wus a whiz in the air
Kid's riata few.

The fifty-foot vope whirled in the air,
and the loop dropped over the shoulders
of the hard riding man from Nuce.

The Kid’s mstang planted his fore-
feet firmly against the shock, as he was
accustomed to do when the rider roped
7 steer

For a second the man from Nuce rods
;\*nﬁly on; then t_he rope tautened, and
he was plucked from the saddle like o
bag of alfalfa.

Crash !

The horse dashed on, with swine e
stirrups;. aud Lawyer Files, of Nuce,
lay_in the grass, wriggling in the rope
and dazed by the shock. He lay therc
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luau cayuse, you hop afrer it.’
“You ruffian i roared Files,
Santa Fe Bums grip closed oy the

| coat collzg, and Files was jerked o his

fect. IIe stood panting for breath, glar-
ing at twao punchers iu mingled rage
and dreed. MHis foxy erves were appie
ively on the quirt in Sanba e Sam’s

grasp.
“You dare to touch me ¥ ha panted.
1 guess I'd rather touch a polecat,”
drawled the Rio Kid, “Yeu ain'i a
rice man to touch, My, Files.”
ST zald Santa Fo Sam,
round (o Nuce, Lowyer Iiles,
the trail pronte.”
The cowloy swung himself into the

3

“Turn
andg hit

sadale,

"DQ_

I can hoof i ten
<

You got 10,7
ing ou to the ranch!
npsol has pul you

I3

up
eked Files furiously. 1

him uwp! Tl beggar himmt "4
drive him out of the country—-

The quirt cracked.

“You starting up the frail?” asked
Santa Fe Sam.  “0Old Man Sampson
don’t know notnin’ of this hyer stunt,
and I gn he will jaw me like iad
when he does know. Bub thas don’s cut
no ice; U'm goin’ to guiri you back to
Nuece. Gt goin’ 1?2

Anc a3 Fies still steod where he
was, raving, the cow-puucher cracked
the suquirt round his long, thin legs,
and the man ifrom Nuce yelled with
anguisk, and started up the trail at a
run.

Santa Fe Sam rode after Lim,
quirt singing in the alr.

Lask after lash rang round ihe
lewyer’s legs, and across hiz back, and
he ironlically, yelling at every
jump.

the

¥ Oh, shueks ! cjaculated the Bio Kid,
staring e, them, I guess this ain't
no funeral of mine, but that sure wou't
make the galoot feel any more swoet
towards the Sampson outlic, and I'm
a-shousin’ is! I reckon it ain’t for nwe
to horn in, but that svre will make
the scallywag hoppin’ mad.”

For a moneylendér whe had got hiz
grip on s rancher’s land, the Kid was
not likely to [eel any sympathy. But
he did net fizure that Santa e Sam
was doing any good, apart from the
personal satistaction he derived frem
quiriing the lawyer.

But no doubt ke had a heap of =
faction from that, Ho looked like

fhe

as he spurred hiz bronchoe aftey
fieeing wean from Nuce, and lashed and

lashed with the cracking thong.
For a mile up the irial, Janta -
Sam pursued the hopping, bounding
velling lawyer, lashing with the auir
and theu, ap last he cantered back and
rejoined the Rio Kid, grinning.
awyer Ifiies, hatless, yelling raving,
vauisbed up the creek. |
91 guess that seallywag has been

asking for that, for dJdog’s agzs,” ¢
as =0T -
S

it T Sam, breathing hard, 7
he to Lim row. H
Nuge how lawyer coyoie
on the Sampson rancn.”
can,” agreed “the Ilid.
n that wiil keep him ¢
; feller?
rdegs e won't como
ranch agin in a hur

.

nehow,” said the puncher.
The Kid chnekled,

UEoguess thal's a coirel,” hie agreed.
B Nof Taoe ) oo R & Sk ]
Not unless he comes with o sheriff’s

posse to see through,

I guess the boys will give the sheriff
and his posse s, if Old Man Sampson
gays the word,” suswered Sante Fe Sam.
“Now we goi to ride, feliez—trarve’s o
buanell o be drove in from the chap-
arral”

_And the two punchers rode awsy on
duty, and the Kid dismissed the matter
of Lawyer Files from his mind. Cattle
had ; red into & patch of chaparral,
anta Fe Sam and the Kid were

: all day reunding them up and
drivicg them back io their pasture.

It was night when they returned io
the ranch.,  Except for the men oub with
the herds, the outft were in the bunk-
pouse, anud there was a general shout
to the two as they came in, Every
face was turned towards Santa Fe Sam,
in the light of the kerosene lamps, Fvi-
asnily tie ouilic knew what gam had
zone oud to do that morning.

“Lawyer files aln't turped up hyer
to-day;™ said Jeif Barstewr, “You "uns
seen anytbing of him?” "

“I guesr 1 sorter saw a scallywag
shont his size,” ed Sam,

“What wus he doin’?”

“Hoppin’ back to Nuce with a quird
round his laigs.”

There was a rosr of langhter in th
bunk-house. Hants Fe Sam’s drastic

wethods with the “coyote ” met with e
full approval of the Samson bunch.
But the Kid couid not help having his
doubts. Sam was giving a description
of the cncounter with Lawyer ¥Files,
amid Joud chuckles from the bunch
when Oid Man Sampson looked into the
bunk-house doorway. There was silence
az oncy at sicht ¢f the rancher. The
QL4 Man was pot in & teriper now—
but all the bunch would have preferred
to sec him in a rage, to secing him with
the anxicus, harassed look that was on
nis kind old face now.

“You-uns seen anything of that coyote
from Nuce?’ the Old Man, asked
looking from face to face. “He suve
ain’t some.”

“I—T1 guess he sin’t coming, boss”
falterad Sznta Fe Sam.

ALEWE

“ie sure was coming,” said Old Msan

Sgmpson. looking wore harassed than
before. ‘I sure hope you'uns ain’t been
cavorting around plaving any locoed
tricks on that covete.”
w “What's the harm in quirting him a
few, boes?’ asked Sam.

“0Oh, thunder,” said the rancher.
“That's is, it? I gort of allowed it
might he. You gink, yout*

Saunta Fe Sawm stoed abashod.

“1 guess you can jaw me all you
want, boss,” be said meekly, “I ain's

i coming.” )
boss, rather to the surprise of
the bunk-house crowd, did not “jaw”
the recklezs puncher,

He sighed. ’

“Y veckon you meant well, S8am,” ke

is

said. “¥Youwrs a dog-goned gink, bus
¥ou sure meant weil, I dunno that it

mekes any vov'iul difference, either
Forget it

And the rancher turped sway, and
walked back to the house,, leaving the
ontfit locking at one another in siﬁznce.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Guns to the Fore !
FHE Rio Kid had gone intc the

_g. chuck house for bacon and beans

at noon the aext day, when
Santa Fe Sam put his head in
at the door and shouted:

“Hyer, you Carfax!”

‘“Hallo t” drawled the Kid.

“Got your gun?”’

“Sure.”
want it, come and join the
boys.

The puncher hurried away, and the
Kid, leaving his dinner untasted, fol-
lowed him {rom the chuck house,
hitching round his holster as he went,
to bring his gun withiu easy reach.

dozen men of the outfit were
gathering before the ranch-house, with
Jefl Barstow the foreman at their head.
Every man packed a gun, and one or
two had brought out rifles. Even the
cook came out of the chuck house with
a Colt in his grip. The Rio Kid joincd
the crowd cheerfully, he was ready to
draw a gun along with the bunch in
any troubla that came along.

Far across the plain, bobbing over th
grass, appeared a bunch of
horseinan, heading for the
ranch.

The Rio Kid eyed them
curiously.

“What's the
rookus 7” he asked.

Barstow glanced at him.

“You're new here, Cariax,
you can vamoose if you like.
I guess this ain’t no quarrel

gol-darned

of yours. Slide out if you
want.”
“Aw, forget it,” drawled

the Kid. “If this bunch is
pulling guns, I guess my gun
is talking as soon as any.
But put a feller svise. What's
the pesky trouble?®

Barstow pointed +to the
distany bunch of riders.
Seven men were to be
counted. One, dressed in

black with a Derby hat, the
Kid recognised, even at the
distance as Lawyer Files.
The others he did not know.

“That’s the sheriff’s posse
from Nuce!” said the fore-
man of the ranch.

“Great gophers!” ejaculated the Kid,
in amazement. ‘““You’uns pulling guns
on a sheriff’s posse?”

“We sure are,” said the foreman. “If
that bunch is coming to give the Old
Man . trouble we're pulling guns fast
enough. They ain’t serving any of their
durned papers on the Old Man, while
this outfit is around, ard don’t you
forget it.”

The Kid whistled. .

“But you ain’t no call to horn in,”
went on Jeff. “You're a stranger in
this hyer country and a kid at that,
and you don’t want to hunt trouble
with any sheriff. You slide.”

The Kid chuckled involuntary. He
had had more trouble with sheriffs, in
many parts of Texas, than the whole
of the Sampson bunch were ever likely

to see,

“Feller, I don’t take that kind,” said
the Kid. “You sure hurt my feelin’s.
I allow youw're a bunch of locoed moss-
heads if you start anything with =a
sheriff and his posse, but if you do, I
guess it’s me for a front seat.”

“Jest as you like,” said the foreman,
shrugging his shoulders. He turned to
the grim-looking bunch. “Don’t you
boys loose off a shot till I give the word.
But them scallywags ain’t getting this
hyer ranch off the Old Man while we
pack guns, nchow.”

dollars,

TC SAVE HIS BOSS!
inside of his beit the Kid drew ths
leather pouch in which he kept his
roll, From the pouch he jerked a roft
of bilis and counted out ten thousand

said, and flung it on the table in front
of Files.

“1 reckon not,” said Santa Te Sam.

And there was a fierce, deep mUlrmur
from the group of punchers,” All eyes
were fixed on the horsemen from Nuce,
as they came up at a gallop. he
sheriff, a burly man with a tanned face,
rode a little ahead, on his coat gleaming
the silver star that was his badge of
office. No doubt the sheriff of Nuce dis-
played that badge of authority in-
tentionally, as a warning to the
Sampson outfit.

The horsemen clattered up and halted.
The Kid eyed them. The sheriff looked
a determined man, His five deputies
carried rifles across their saddles, and
Ic_oked the men to use them. Lawyer
Files glanced at the crowd of punchers,

From the

‘“ There’s the money,” he

(See Chapler-5.)

and hLis foxy eyes glittered at Santa Fe
Sam apd the Kid. But he did not
speak. It was the sheriff who opened
the proceedings

“ Mornin’, you 'uns!” he said grufily.
“0Old Man Sampson to home?”

Barstow moved forward.

“Never mind Old Man Sampson,” he
answered curtly. “Afore you light
down from that cayuse, sheriff, jest spill
what you’ve come for.”

The sheriff of Nuce made a gesture
towards Files. i

“Mr. Files came along yesterday, and
was turned back by a puncher,” he said.
“He claimed protection to call on Mr.,
Sampscn and serve him with a paper.
That’s why we're here!”

“I figured that 1t was that-a-way,”
assented Barstow. “I guess that coyote
is hyer to collect ten thousand dollars
that the Old Man .don’t owe him. Waal,
I can tell him it won’t be paid to-day.
1 gucss the whole bunch is wide to that,
and it ain’t no secret. So you can ride
back to Nuce and take Lawyer Files
along.”

“I demand to see Mr.
snapped Files.

“He sure ain’t to home at present,”
drawled the foreman. “Not bein’
around, you can't see him!”

se

hen the sheriff will leave two men

Sampson 1

—

in the ranch, pendinyg the proceedings of
the court!” rapped out Files. ““If the
money ain’t paid down on the nail this
very day, the mortgage is foreclosed,
and I guess I ain’t allowing cattle to be
driven off into the hills, not if I know
it. Not a stick stirs from that house,
and not a hoof or a horn from the
ranch. You get me?”

“I sure get you,” assented the fore-
man.  “And now you get me! Ride
back the way you come, afore we pull
on you!”

Files’ eyes glinted.

“Sheriff, do your duty!” he rapped
out.

“Boys,” said the sheriff of Nuce,
“You can’t buck agin the law that-a-
way. I ain’t here for burn-
ing powder, if I can help it
But Mr. Files is within his
legal rights, and I go$ to see
him  through. Dor’t you
draw a gun, any of you bunch
—in the name of the law!”

The name of the law seemed
to have no terrors for the
Sampson bunch. Guns were
drawn on all sides.

The sheriff’s hard face grew
grimmer. His men were
handling their rifles now;
and Lawyer Files backed his
horse. Ths Rio Kid pushed
forward a little, between the
two groups.

“Tellers,” he said, “I
reckon it ain’t for me to chew
the rag, but I sure do advise
you to let up on this. Old
Man Sampson would never
stand for it if he was here.- I
guess we can wipe out that
crowd, if we want. But what
then? You'll be a bunch of
outlaws, after shooting up a
sheriff and his posse. Fellers,
I reckon you've really got
another guess coming.”

‘The Kid spoke earnestlyv.
He was bears and soul with
the devcten bunch that were
prepared to risk everything to
defend their boss, the hapless
rancher who had.been caught
in the toils of chicane. But
the consequences, of which the
excited punchers -did not

= think, were very clear to the
Kid’s mind.

It was strange enocush that the Kid,
hunted by half the sheriffs of Texas, an
outlaw, with a price on his head, should
be the one to call for peace and obedi-
ence to the law. But the boy outlaw
of the Rio Grande knew only too well
the heavy price to be paid for defiance
of the law, and his heart ached for the
brave and reckless men who were bring-
ing upon themselves the penalty of
outlawry.

“I guess that kid’s giving you good
advice, fellers,” said the sheriff of Nuce.
“He’s sure talking hoss-sense.” '

There was a growl of rage from the
bunch.

“You pesky scallywag, if you ain’t
got any sand in yonr craw, slide out
afore we burn powder!” shouted Jeff.
“Quit chewing the rag and beat it!”

The Xid flushed crimson.

“I reckon it ain’t that, feller,” he
said. “If you come {c¢ shooting, yow'll
sure find my gun barking with the rest.
But it’s a fool game. and the Old Man
wouldn’t stand for it !” —

“You shet your yaup-trap and git!
snapped Barstow. el

“Tll shut my yaup-trap, but I ain’t
gitting any,” answered the Kid, and
he ranged himself with the Sampson
bunch, revolver in hand.  “I'm with
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this bunch, tooth and toenail, till the

cows come home,”

There was a clatter of hoofs, and Old
"\I‘,n Sampcon came za}lop.ng un to ’rhc
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Nuee? Put up them guns!”

“TLonk Lyer, boss
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dic wot foilow.

THE FIFTH CHAPRTER.
The Kid Works the Riffls !

LE MAN SAMPSON turned to
the :}'elili

“T reckon you don't ¥ to

be mad with the boys. sheriff.”

?1;». said quietly. "Tnoy- Was sire a

little on the prod. You can com: inis

the house, Mr, Files; T guess it belongs
to you from new on”

The “coyote” from .Nuce smilcd
sourly as he slid from his saddile. The
sheriff and hiz men stood by their
Lorses as the man in black fcllowed m e
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seein’ that I was bred to
once I went fossicking for
mm. and I sure struck it

; tull. 1 guess some
1ery wings and few;
5D left.” He turned
”baum t}‘em

this,” said Old
hand LCLoss
dreaming this
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his gun and walked
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.
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Sam,
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Tanswered she Kid,

"By gum!
’levx minntes later Lawyer Files, with
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think of these Wild
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