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LAW, at Sea —

D, BOYOUT

ional Story of The RIOKI
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THE PLIGHT OF THL RIO Klbr!

The Rio Kid has been in muny light scrapes in his adveniurous carecr, but never se gmasing and perilous o plight
as the onc in which he finds himsclf ilis week !

T e W P T
THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Afloai !

! 7 IIAT had happened the Rie Kid
’ did not know,

He snew there was a terrible
ache in his head, and he knew
that hie was lying in black darkness, and
thas the hard boards on which be lay
were in metion, rocking like a buck-
jumper.
That,
knew, i
In that semi-consvious stute, lying in
darkncess and pain, it scemed ag if days,
weess, vears, passed. Bus it could only
have been a matter of hours. Twice or
thrice hie made a movemnent, only to sink
back again. He was hurt. He knew
thas he was hurt, But what nad hurt
him, and why, he did not know, and
was in no state for guessing.

Slowly, slowly his dazed mind
struggled back to fuller consciousness.
11is head still ached bitterly, arnd his
throat was dry with thirst. Blackpess
lay on him like a blanket. ITe was lying
on hard boards, and for a long time
Jis dizzy brain puzzled with the mystery
of 1t, how those boards could be in in-
cesiant motion. He fancied that he
m be dreaming. If he was lying on
the floor of the bunkhouse that floor was
as solid as the earth under it, and only
In a fantastic dream could it be pitch-
Ing .ike this. But his brain grew
clearer, and he kuew thas it was no
dream. e was in motion. At one
minute his feet were higher than his
head; the next minute his head was
higher tnan his feet. There was ne pos.
sibility of doubt, though ib was inex-
plicable.

e tried to remember,

. There was a nauseous smeil abous the
place. The Kid did not know tho smell
«of bilge. But he krew that this was no
jranch smell. He was not at the Samp-
fon ranch now. That was a cinch. But
3 he wasn’t at the Sampson ranch where
was he? In some builging in the little
coass town of San Pedro? But no build-
Ang ought to have been rocking like
Tue Porvrin—No. 520,

for a long time, was all he

this, uwnless San Pedre, and the whole
coast of Texas, waos in the grip of an
carthquake. Barthquakes weve nov un-
known in the Ric Kid’s experience. But
he knew that this was not an earth-
guake; the motion was teo regular for
that, It came into his mind with =
sudden Hash that be was afloat.

Afioat!

He started up to a sitting position,
and ‘the pang of pain tnat passed
through bis bruised head was so sharp
and terrible that he sank back again
on the plank floor, dazed and be-
wildered, and for many minutes he did
not move again. Could he have seen his
face he would have seen that it was
as white as chalk under its tan. But his
thoughts were geiting busy aguin; he
knew that he was afloat on some veszel,
and he was lrying to figure how it haa
happened, and what he was doing there,

He remembered turniag out of the
bunkhouse at the ranch that morning.
Jeff Barstow, the ranch foreman, had
sent him and Santy Fe Sam down to
San Pedro. Since the Kid had become
Old Man Sampson’s partner in the ranch
he had still remained a member of
the outfis, buunking with the rest, riding
range with the rest, a cow-puncher, like
the rest.  Jeff had wanted two rmen to
ride down to the goast town from the
ranch with a bunch of cows that had
been sold to a San Pedro man. The
Kid remembered ihe drive down to
tha coast, the blue brilliance of the Gulf
of Mexico in the sunlight, The cows
had been handed cver tc the buyer.
Santa Fe Sam wanted to roll round
town a piece, looking for pulque in the
Mexican posada thkere. The Kid had
no taste for pulque. or any strong liquor,
and he had strolled down fo the inlet
to look at the shipping, while he waited
for Sam ‘o rejein him. They had left
their horseg hitched to the big ceiba
that stood in the plaza of San Pedro,
and separated, to meet again in an hour
or fwo., That was all clear in the Kid’s
mind. 1% was what fcilowed that had
him beat.

(Copyright in the Unfted States ol America.}

OUR ROARING WESTERN
YARN-STARRING THE RiO
Eip, BOY OUTLAIY!

He pressed his hands to his aching

} head and wondered.

What in thunder did it all mesn?

Ie could recall strolling along the
bank of the swampy inict that juited
in irom the sea ay San Pedro. There
were a couple of luggers there, and a
schooner, and three or four seafaring
men had heen hanging about. The
Kid remembered that he had ceen
a seafaring man comne stamping
back  from the itown, swearing—
a  hefty man, with cross-eyoes,
who seemed to be in a rage, and from
what he suid, loudly-and profanely, the
Kid understood that he was mate of Lhe
schooner, and that he nad hLeen after
two members of the crew who had got
ashore and deserted, The Kid had
reflected that it showed hoss-sense on
ths  part of the deserters to hustle
ashore and vamoose, considering the
extremely unpleasant looks of that eross-
eyed man. The Kid had seen him take
boat for the schooner and heard his
profanity foating back . acrozs the
sluggish water. After that—

After that the Kid's mivd was a
blank.

He had a vague recollection of tha
earth and the sky suddenly falling to
pieces round kim, and that was all,

That, o course, never had happened.
But that recollection, coupled with the
big bruise he could feel under his bair,
and the pain of i, put him wise. He
had been knocked on the head and
stunned.  Some sneaking coyoie had
dealt him a sockdolager from behind,
and the Kid had fallen like a roped
steer, insensible. He knew that now.
The blank that had followed was ex-
plained; he had lain insensible since.
that fearful crash on his head. And
now-—the XKid’s braiu jumped to if—
he was on board one of the vessels he

had seen lying in the inlet. His
thoughts, working further, figured
it  out  thet ~the = vesse was
now at sgea. The Kid Lkpew little

of ships or shipping, but he knew that
a ship would not be piteking like this
in the waters of the San Pedro inlet.
He was on one of those craft, and the
craft ne was on had put to sea while
he was uncenscions.
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taken the Xid's

1

ow long it }m(}
aching head to work all this out he ne\ er
knew—hours, as likely as rot. Bus he
hac it all clear at last—he had been
stunned by a biow from behind in San
Pedro and roped in on board a ship,
and the ship was at sea. The reason
was stiil to seels, It coulﬂn t be rebbery,
he reckoned. The Kid’s roll was saie
at the. ranch, in Old Man Sampson’s
jron safe. He hadn't more than half
a dozen dollars about him, and, anyhow,
nobody at San Todro knew anvthing
about his roll. Besides, if they robbed
bim they would lgave nim where he was
robbed.  What would be tho use of
carrying him off to sea? It =sure
wasn'l, that, But what was it?

Oh, shucks!” mur'uned the Kid.

Ty that eorne Texns, on the coast
of the Gulf of \Iexmo, thrce hundred
miles and more from the Frio couniry,
the Kid had fels certain that he was
unknown, uncuspecred Nobody in that
section knew that he was the RIO Kid,
with a thomand dellars reward offered
for him at Frio. To all who knew him
there he wasg just Carfax, a puncher on
the Swampson ranch. But had some
caloot from the -valley of the Pecos or
the Rio Grande hdpp(.!led into town and
recognised him?  Had that galoot
knocked him on the head, as the easiest
way of cinching him, to carry him back
10 where he belonvad a prisoner, to be
handed over to a shonff‘7

It scemed unlikely, yet it was the culy
explanation’ that the Kid could think
of. He was a pnsoner on this vessel,
that was certain, and it wes only as
the outlaw of thc I io (:.ra.me that he
could be wanted.

His hand weni to his belt. He was
not surprized to find that his guns were
gone.

Since he had joined the Sampson outfit
the Kid, outlaw no longer, had still
packed the old walnut-butted guns that
had served him zo well, thoug h he had
;mclxed them chiefly for old ttmes sake.
They were old friends, with whom he
couldn’t bear to part, They had been
kolstered to his belt \\hen he came down
to San Pedro, and they had been taken
from him. The Xid was disarmed.

These galoots had lifted his guns, but
had not ta.ken the trouble to bind him,
having him safe on the ship. Put any
man who had roped in the Rio Kid
knowingly would have bound him fast
enough. Ho conciuded that it wasn's
that, after all, It was £o sheriff's deputy
or reward-hunter who had cinched hin:.
But what, and who, was it? The Kid
had to give up that puzzling pioblem.

But his stx‘er"m was returning now,
and he rose from the hard ﬁoor on
which he had Lecu lying. There was a
slightly uneasy feeling inside the Kid.
Hoe was not accusiomed to the motion of
a ship. Thn smell, too, was nanseous.
He reckoned that this ship, whatever it
was, wasn’t a clean ship.

Havine gained his feet, the Kid
groved his way about carefully. Ia the
darkness he felt the outlines of several
bunks, not unlike those in a ranch bunk-
house, but close packed. He stumbled
at lasy on some wooden steps, and
groped his way up them, and felt the
outLlines of a door. But the door was
U-Sx..

shi

> lurch of the ship sent him
stumbhn« dowr: the steps, and he found
himself on the floor again.
“Thunder!” elaculated <he Kid.
He picked himself up.
~ His head still ached, and he
dizzy. To get at the men who had
made him a prisoner he had tg get
through that locked docr. The Kid
sagely opined that he could wait.
Sooner or leter they would come te

was

him; and then he would krow what to
do. Whoever they were, and whatover
shey intended, they would “nd e tough
mouihful in ths‘ Rio Km. [nat unger-
('am feeling in his stomach troubled
hirm, too. The Kid m‘op“" to a bunk,
crawled into it, lay down on & rough
mattress, and slept.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Shanghaied !

HAXKXT, shake, shakel
The Rio Kid opened his eyes,

He had slept soundly.
The strange position in which he
had found himseif had ne: disturbed the

Kid's slumbers.
10 L ] :
The Kid had slept soundly in a
ealabonse, with a2 ivnch mob frow
rboose, with o iyneh mob viiag

round ihe walls, ¥e had slept soundly
in a dug-out in a chaparral, with 2
sheri's posse huuting him, passing arJ
repdwmfr. And he had let soundly in
tiz¢ bunk on the unknown shr) on wluoh
he had been brought a kidnapped
prisoney.

He opened his eves on the light of
day, as a rough hand shiook. his shoul-

der, and :tmcc}_ up as the man beside
the bunk.,  With the first 'glsmce he

recognised him &s the cross-eyed man
who had gone off in the boat swearing
over the missing seamen. i
Tho man glared down at hi'r;.
“You want to sleep “31 the way to
Jamaica 77 Ale bawled. “&ay!”

“Oh, sho!” said the Kid. “I guess
not! If you figure that I'n going to
Jamaica, feller, youw've gov ancther
guess coming, Do,z-irone my Loots if I
know where it is!®

“Lret out!”?

The Kid
yawned.

There was still an ache in his head,
but it did not trouble him very much
rnow, =~ The Rio Xid was as hard as
nails.

He rolled out of the bunk,

The ecross-eyed mar pointed  to the
steps, on which the X had stumbled
the previous night. The coor at the
top was open, leiting in light and air.

“Get on deLL youl”?

“On deck 7” rL,pe ated the Kid.

The Kid was quick enough on the up-
taie. but he was unaccustomed to
nauiical term:

“Blue blazest” howled the cross-eved
man.,  “You pesky pancher, don't you
know what a deck 1577

“I guess I've handled a deck
cards,” remarked the 1€id.

“A deck of ecards! Holy smoke!
1t 1 roared the cross-eyed meon; end
he followed up the cider with a string
ot caths.

stretched  Limself and

of

eyed

The Xid him for a moment.
The cross-eyed man was a powerful
fellow; but the Kid would have had

no hesitation in handling him. But ae
decided to know more about this
strange matter oefore he started any-
thing., IIe tramped up the steps, and
came ouf on the decl: of the schocaer,
Sunlight was on the rippling waters
of the Gulf of Mesico, Faz away to
the west was a dim purple line, whick
the Kic figured to be the coast of Texus.
Romewher beyond that purple blur lay
the Sampson ranch and the outfit he
had been riding with. They were far
enough away now. The Kid hoped that
Santa Fe Sam had taken his mustang
safely back to the ranch. It was like
the Kid to think of his herse at that
momert,
his thoughts came GUTLI\«')" back
is su"roundmfrs
Kid knew a lot about horscflesh
and saddlery and ranching and cows

t ke knew little abous ships and their

'm;*, and the schooner was pitching

2

ways, Sl he knew that he was on a
smoonm- Banta Fe fam had po 4
out thiz craft to Lim in *“‘, Au“.i and
told him it was o schooner, rtather
proud of pis knowledge. )

Mainsal:, topsail, and foresall were

spread to the breeze, and were draw-
at
a good rate over the shining wators of

the Guli.

_Five or six men stared curiously at
the Kid and grinned. A cowboy in
goatskin chaps was doubtless new on

board the schooner. . :

On the d.fLerdcek was a fat man in a’
peaked ca He had a face tanned to
& ma horranf, colour, = pair of ﬁeue,‘
sharp eyes deeply sunl\en and a big
uiemcan c1ga.L stur;k unllglm\d in a
CO Toe A.\‘Ct, gmx;cmg

as lnm. _1e==ed that he was a man in
authomfy The fas man, for the
moment, was staring up at the canvas,

and did net heed the Kid,

bLurly mun who carried  a whisils
slung to a lanyard, came scross to Lhe
Kid and stared at him.

Y You been punching cows?”

tSure !l

“ Oh, thunder!
man.’

“The old man?” repeated the Kid.
The lelpﬁe” you aurned hobo!”

“Skipper?” said she Kid, -

“Carry mo ho're to die!” c/aculated
Lh“ boatswain. ‘“Ihe captain, you doz-
oned cowman!”

“Oh 17 gaid the Kid.
Who's the captain?”

The boatswain pointed to the fat man
aft.

“That’s Captain Shoek. Mind how
you speak to him, if you don’t wans
vlazes knocked out of your carcase!”

The Kid’s eyes glinted.

“I guess there’ll be loose hair flying
around, afore blazes are knocked out of

Go and iell the oid

G99

“I get you.

me o any extent,” he remarked. “So
that’s the .mpta,m, is it? I guess Tl
ask him wiat this stunt 'means, any-

how.”

The Kid walked aft.

On the pitching deck of the schooner
it was nob easy for o landsman to teep
a steady fomm'v The Kid was accus-
tomed to ~ommlmno~ more soiid urnder
als high-heeled boots. He gave a Lareh
as the schoouer rolled and unexpectedlv
tumbled over, and there was a chuckle
from the searnen who were looking at
him.

Tm, Wid picked himself up, a little
shless. He glanced at the erinning
seamen, with gleaming eyes. The Kid
had never felt clumsy before; but any
‘a.ndaxmn requires timo to get on Lis
sea-legs, on a small sailing ws&c!. on a
choppy sea. The XKid wished he could
aave had thaot bunch en cow-ponies on
the Sampson rauch; he opined :hat the
chuckle would hase been on his side
then.

But he was anxious to know what all
this mean?’, and he continned on his way
aft. A grip on a rail helped him to the
after-deck without another tumble.

Captain Shack withdrew his paze
from the canvas alofs and shifted it to
the newcomer.

He stared at him blankly.

“Who the thunder are you?” he de-
manded. )

“You can ecall me Curfax,” answered
the Kid. “But I reckon it's me that’s
going to ask questions. I want to know
what thiz hyer gaime is, and 1 want to
know it quu}*i" .

“What?* roared Captain Shaci.

“I’ve been lknocked on the 11ead and
brought here,” said the Kid. "1 belou
to a ranch back ot San Pedro, and I
reckon I’m honing to get there, prorto.

Tar Porvrak.—No, 520,
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I want to know whoe brought me here;
[ guess Um going to make that galoot
feel protty considerable siek
celf!”

The captain glared at him and then
shouted :

3
iy

of

eyed man. who had cowme up
; ’Sszle, hurried aft.
s thist roared Captain
Stack, pointing at the Kid. “Mean to
say  you've shanghaled a gol-darned
puncher on board this hooker?”

“Aln’t . we  four men  short?”
demanded Sterboy. “Was it a tims for
picking and clicesing?  He's a handy
fad, from the iock of him, aad can bLe
licked Inte shape.”

Captain Sheck poured out a stromn of
profanity. The Kid locked at him. He
had heard some tall language on the
ranches, but ne had never heard any-
thing tc equal this scafaring man’s fow
of cloguence,

"szcked into shape?!”’ snorted
skipper, when be had come to an end
of his expletives. “How: long is it
going to take to lick a cowboy 'into a
scaman? I guess he’ll be trying to
cinch the helmi, and hog-tic the bin-

e

nacle.  You durned goat, what's tac
good of a puncher on a ship??

Give me two days, and 1 guess Il
mrake a handy mian of him,” answered
Mr. Starboy. “I've made a seaman out
of a Jamaica plantation nigger. 14
niake a seeraan out of the Governor of
Foxas, if I had bim on this hooker,
with a length of rope. That boy’s all
right.” ) |

the job's snarled
Cantain Shack. ! exled
" ‘Leave him to me,” said the mate,
I guess he won't look so durned wun-
handy when he’s gof, them rags off, and
fome secaman's clothes on.  Git back
to the fo’c’sle, my man, and T'll tell the
bo'sun to chugk you some dungarees.”
.Tho Rio Kid had lstensd, almost
like a fellow in a aream. Ile hadn't
koown what to make of this strange
turn of affairs, and even vet he did not
quite know what to make of jt. Of
what went on i the rough coasting
towns of the Texas seaboard, the boy
) - : & ¥
buncacr was quite ignorant.
Let up a piece, yow'uns,” said the
Kid, quietlv. “I don’t rightly get on
to this. What's the game?? =~ °
The captain, who wag turning away,
Lirned back and stared ag him. ’
You don't savvy, you mosshearded
puacher. Vou're shanghaied !
" Shanghaied? rvepented the ITid,
Ahe word was quite new to him,
o Biue pmzcs ' gasped Mr. Starboy.
“Ho don't knew what shanghaied s

yourn,

e . L
Lo Fub e piferin wise,” suggested the
0d.

o - . .

You pe~.‘ky mosshead, you'te a sea- |
man on  this o CUk\'}Z‘ LOW~—can - vou
understand thai )

P s
I reckon not.” snid the XKid. “J

aiu't looking foi a berth an any hocker
I sure belong to the Sampson ranch.”

“You belong to the Pond Lily,
grinued the skipper, A
that ranch, my wman
obey orders,”

“I guess Taint obeying any orders in
this outfit,” said the Kid. "I recion
I ain't going to sea. neither. T'm
asking yon to turn this gol-darned tub
round, and take me back to San Pedro
pronto.” ’

Captain Shack eyed h'm for some
moments, in dumb amazement. Then

st into a yell of laughter.
him away Starboy,” he gasped.
He's yourn.”

FPo now,”
Forgetr all aboyt
and turn to and

* £
. = Take
¢ Lake him awayl
Tue PorrLsr.—No, 520

Starboy the Kid on the
shoulder.

Yt forrard!” he rapped.

“Go slow a piece,” said the IKid.
“T'm asking you now, which galoot it
was tapped me on the cabeza and roped
me in,”

‘“Here, Hacker,” called out the mate.
“This bosh wants to know who tapped
Lim one in the cross-trees.” The boat-
swein came up grinniae.  “Give him
another of the same, if he keeps dresh.”

“Vou bet,” said the boaiswsain.

The Kid looked at him.

“It was you that gave me that sock-
golager, and roped me into this cutlin?”
he asked.

“Bure,” answered Hacker.

“Then T reckon yowre she galocs I
wand (o see,” said tue Xid,

And with the spring of a tiger, he
leancd. at the boatswain of the Poud

Lily.

tapped

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hard Measures !

RASH! ) ‘
The burly boatswain of the

schooner Lit out sivagely as the
Kid came at him. .
Dus that did not save aim. The Kid's
leit came like a lump of iron into his
eve, anc as he staggered, the Kid’s right
drove on hisz jaw, and he went to the
deck with & tevrific erash.

He lar where he haa fatlen, gasping
faintly,

There was a bew! from the hands
forward on the schooner. It semmed

Iike a miracle to them. to see the burly
boatswain handled .in  thai  style.
Hacker, powerful as he was, was quite
knocked out by those two fearful blows.
He lav on tae deck balf-stunned.

The Rio Kid turned to the captuin
and mate, who stood rooted, as if in
a trapco with astonishment. .

“If you'd left me a gun,” said the
Kid, between his teeth, *I'd sure waae
in and wipe out this durned rustling
outfit to the last dog-goned scallywag
in it. Make mc a seuman, will you,
vou dog-goned gzinks! Youll rope me
in and put me into shis outfit whether
I like it or not, will you, you gol-
darned loceed jaspers! By the great
horned toad, I reckon you've got
another guoss coming.”

Captain Shack, gasping, dragged a
revolver from  his hip pocker. He
backaed oft, znd leveiled it at the Xid.

“ Hold on,” shouted the mate. *“Leave
nim tc me.”

“Ain’t this hyer muliny?” yelled the
enraged Shack.

“¥ gues: I'l] Parn kim to toe the line,
captain,” said Mr, Starboy. “We only
gob six hands on this hooker, and we
sure can't afferd io throw a man inio
the Gulf.”

The Kid was tensed for a struggle,

He was waiching the captain like a
cas, ready for the shot if it came, ready
to make a desperate attempt to seize
the revolver. Once he had a six-gun
in his grasp, there wers not enough
men on the Pond Lily to hold the Kid.
The Kid wenld have given all the roli
that lay in Old Man Sampson's safe at
ithe ranch. for a loaded six-gun, at that
moment. )

Bui Captoin Shack was not intending
to pull the trigger on the shanghaied
cow-puncher. It was fear for his own
safety that had made him draw the
weapon. Undoubtediy. he would have
shot the Kid dead on the deck, had
the puncher advawced on him. But
the Kid kaew too much to rush on a
levelled six-gun.

The boatswala was sirting up vn the
deck, bolding his hcad in both hands,
“He rocked himself dizaily, and groaned.

“You sire can nse vour hands some,”
said the mate, ws i hali admiring the
prowess of the rew momber of <he
schooner’s ¢rew, “But youwrve too fresh,
row’ve got to Uarn. Git forrard,
“Guess again,” sneered the Xid.

Starboy grinned.

257 25 2 .

“You aln't obeving orders?’ he asked:
*Not ang.”

“Hrer, you loafin’ lubbers ™ shouted
the wviate, addressing the staring crew,
“Ger a bolk of that man, and tyice him
up o the rigging.”

And as the seamen came forward;
the mate led them, with a jump at ihe
Kid. The noxt momens, the Rio Xid

- was mixed up in s wild strnegle.

There wore zizx men te him, and all
of them were busky feliows, rough and
MUSCHIAY.  Dud (e o was 1iae & Wild-
cat in their Qznds. ]

By the time he was got down on the
deck, every ruan in the erew had
damaggs to show.

But he was goi down ab last, acd a
rope run round bis limb:. and drawn
tighs, and kaotted.

Heipless now, the Kid was triced fo
the rizging, and his shiet was torn away
by a rough hand, leaving the back bare.

“Git a move on. ITacwenr,”
the mate.

snapped

He

Hacker had staggered up now.
still seemed dazed, and onc of his e
was blockening fast, and. simost elosed.
His rough stubbly conyulsed
with fary.

o kusited a lensth of rope,
stepped up te the bound Kid.

What followed was like an evil
dream to the Rio Kid. He had been
in many o “rough houze” in the
ranches, in the cow towns, in the round-
up eamps.  But he had still something
to learn, and he was learning it now.
The roughest bulldezer on a ranch, or
in a rodep, was a gentie Rube compured
with the boatswain.of the Pond Lily.
The beaiswain's sinewy arm rose and
fell in incessant blows. The Eid was
hard as nails, and he shut Lis teeth to
koep baex o cey. But the pain of that
fearful lashing was teco much for fesh
and blood. and at last the shanghaled
puncher hung fainting in the ropes that
socured him, and the mate signed to
Hacker to quit.

“Give him salt waier.” snarled ont
Captain Bhack. “Give him plenty, end
chuck bim into the foc's'le.”

Salt water was swamped over the
Kid’s scorad back, and he waz roughly
dragged away and tossed irto the fore-
castle.  Fle was only  half-conscious

2T c2owas

and

~now, and he lay where he had fallen.
Mr. Starboy waiked back aft. smiling.
That bor’ll be usefnl yet, captain,”

ke opined - “Uve had ’em as frosh
before, but in two days, I got em to
feed out of my hand! He's sure fresh,.
but he'll toe the line, T’il tell 2 man.”

“If he don's toe the line,” said Cap-
tain Shack, with a string of oaths, “T'l1
make him believe that the deep pit is
o pleasuns place to this hooker.” I sure
will, and you can -bet your bottom

dollar on that!”

T for the rest of that day, undis-
) turbed. When the rough crew
of the schooner came down, they looked
at him and grinned, but gave him no
other heed. With a captain and mate
iike Esau Shack aud Bill Statrboy the
schooner was not likely to have a choice
crew, and her company was made up of
the roughest scum of New Orleans, The
Ki¢ crawled painfully out-of his bunik
for food and water, and crawled back

TrHE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Gelting a Gun !
IIL Rie Kid lay in a bunk in the
dirty forecastle of the Pond Lily,
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again, jeered by the crew, and answeyr-
ing no word. It was not till sundowhn
that Mr. Starboy locked into the foce-
ustie, erinned at the Kid. and looked

Vou've sure bad a resg,” he re-
marked. “I guess we ain’t runaing a
nospital ship. It's you for duty.”

The Kid made no reply.

He had learned to school his emotions,
and he gave no sign of the fierce and
deadly rage that was burning like a
tlame in his breast. With his hands,
good as they were, he could do nothing
against the odds; he could do nothing
tiil be got a grip on a six-gun. Until
that happened the Kid had to talk
turkey, and he knew it. But when once
his grip closed on the buit of a gun—m-

“You cbeying orders now, Carfax?”
chuckled the mate.

=
STRAIGHT FROM THE SHOULDER !
said the Kid,

‘Sure!” said the Kid. “What’s the
good of a cayuse kicking agin the wall
of 1 corral?”’ )

“I reckon that’s hoss sense.” said the
mate, with 2 nod. “You’ve had yours,
and you've had it hard; and if it's
taught you manners already, so much
the betier for you. I'm goin’ to mako
a seaman out of you, boy:. and afore we
hit Jamaiea I'm goin’ to have vou
feedin’ irom my hand. You get me?”

“I sure get you,” seid the Kid,

“Tumble up, and get on deck.”

“It's your say-so,” said the Kid.

He rolled out of the bunk quictly,
though every movement cost him pain.
The mate eyed his cowpuncher garb
contemptuously.

“Strip off them rags and get into
these,” he said, and he threw down a
dirty suit of dungarees. “Sharp!”

It was bitter to the Kid to discard his
puncher outfit. But, for the present,
the Kid was playing 2 soft game. There
was nothing else for it, until he could
get hold of a gun. .

e stripped off the cowboy clothes and
dressed in the dungarees. The change
they made in his looks was remarkable,

“DBring them rags on deck,” said

Starboy.

The Kid followed the mate on deck,
with his cowboy garb under his arm.
Starboy waved his band to the raill

“Ct them into the Gulf.”

The Kid hesitated.
tation was cnough for the mate. ¥
cienched his huge fist and drew back his
arnu

Splash!
the sea.
“Jest in time!” said Mr. Starboy

The cowboy garh went into

1t was you that gave ms that sockdolager
f Then § reckon you’re the galoot 1 want to see § !
feft same like a lump of iron into the ruffian’s eves, and the man went to the deck with a erash !

grimly. “QOnly jest! Yowre Parrin’,
boy—vyou're arnin’ fast. How’'s your
back ?”

“Purty considerable
answered the Kid.

The mate chuckled.

“Nethin’ like what it'll be if you
don’t jumip to orders,” he said.  “I
ain't holdin’ It agin you that you was
fresh when you come aboard. That was
nat’ral, seeing as you was a puncher
afore you took to the sea. But if you
don’t jump to orders now yowre a sea-
man, I pity you, T sure do. You're in
tiae port watch, if yow've gut savvy
enough to know what that meuns, and
youw're under Hacker’s orders. Chew
on that!” .

The mate strode aft,

It did rot take the Kid long to learn
that the crew was divided 1into two
watcaes, port and starbeard, alternately
on duty: though he lcarned also that
the Pond Lily was so shost-handed that
both watchos wore sometimes wanted
together. Theve had been desertions at
otaer places as well as at San Pedro;
aad the Pond Lily was large for a
schooner, and needed a good many more
hands than sailed in her at present
Hacker, the boatswain, was in the post

painful,”

And he leaped at the boatswain.

watch, and he eyved the Kid maleve-
lently. Sick and weak as the Kid was
feeling now, there was a look in his eves
that warned the bully to keep his hands
off hima.  Bur all {hwough that weary
watch his savage voice was heard curs-
ing and threatening.

The Kid said no word.

What he was told to do he did, but
his thoughts were elsewhere. Some-
where on the schooner w the old

TS Ty

and-roped me into this outfit, was it 2 *?
Crash! ‘The boy outlaw’s
(See Chapter 3.)

notched, walnut-butted guns that had
been taken from him. The Kid thought
of the guns with a fierce longing. Qnce
they were in his hands he was ready to
faco the whole crew of the schooner,
with a smile on his face, and show them
how he had learned to shoot on the
Double-Bar ranch in the Frio country.
The captein and mate packed guns, he
knew, but there was little chance of got-
ting hold of them. More than once,
during the watch, he eyved the boat-
swain, Hacker berthed forward with
the men, and if he packed a gun
The Kid’s thoughts ran on that.

The Kid heard eight bells strike, with-
out knowing what it implied. The star-
board watch came up, and the port
watch went to their bunks; end as the
Kid went with them, Haucker, who was
going into the forccastle, shoved him
roughly aside.

Tor an instant the Kid turned on him
with a klaze in his eyes, The boatswain
caught that Liaze and jumped back, his
hand going to his hip.

The Kid went quistly into the fore-
castle, bentlag Dok

His heavt vwas beating [ast
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The boatswam packed a gun; that
instinctive movement towards his hip-
pocket told as much. There was-a
cun in the forecastle, where the Iid
burnked; and if the Rio Kid had not lost

all his cunning, that gun would be in his
grip before the night was out.

There were four men below—the boat-
swain, the Kid, and two seamen. There-
were bunks for twice as many, but the
Pond Lily was short of hands. The Kid"
turned in v auletly, bat not to slcep
The boatswain had ﬁmw himself into
his bunk fuily dressed as he was, and
his deep breathing scon announced that

he was asleep.

The Rio Km eyes were closed, but he
had never been wider awake.

A dim, smoky lamp swung in the foul
forecastle of d}e schooner, shedding a
dim light. From his buok the Kid
warched while he svaited. But he did
not wait long.

The three men slept very scon. The
night was warm, and the scuttle was
open, and at intervals a sound of voices
came from the deck. The Rio Kid

slipped from his bunk.

He knew that he might be seen from
the deck, but he had to take chances.
Taking chances was not a new experi-
ence to the boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande.

-He stopped beside the
swain.

The ruffian was lying half on his back,
the hip-pocket beneath him. To get at
fhe gun without awakening him was
impossible. The Kid had no weapon—

snoring boat-

nothing but his hands. With a grim

look on his face, a glitter in his eyes,
he bent over the boatswain,

Hacker suddenly awakened, with a
grip of iron on his throat. His eyes
came wide open, and he glared at the
Kid. Betore he conld utter the yell
which trembled on his lips, the Kid had
lifted his head and dashed it with fear-
ful force against the wooden head of
the bunk. It was a crashing blow that
might have cracked a thinner skull, and
it stunped the boatswain of the Po’\J

ily. One fam* groan came from his
bearded lips, and he eollapsed insensible
in the bunk,

“I guess 1 owed you that, feller,”
murmured the Rio Kid. “You was

altogether teo handy knocking.a galoot
on the cabeza from behind. - 1 kinder
recken that put ts paid to you, you dog-

gail wod COy yOte ¢
He rolled the huge body ovex, and
groped for the revolver in the hip-
pocket. His eyes danced as_his finger's
closed on it and he drew it cut. He
stepped back from the bunk, and
examined the weapon swiftly. It was a
heavy Navy revolver, six-chambered
and loaded in every chamber. -The Kid
hummed a tune as his grasp closed hard
on the butt. Two startled faces stared
at him from two bunks. The seamen
had been awakened by the crash of
Hacker’s hard head on the solid wood.
The Kld smiled at them pleaa‘mtly
“You ’uns want to keep quiet,” he
said in a soft drawl. “I ain’t got any
hunch . for spilling your vinegar; but if
you let out so much as a yaup, you get
yours, and you get it sudden.”

il

‘“Jumpin’ Moses!” wuurmured one of
the men. ““What do youa reckon you're
goin’ to do with that gun?”

“1 kinder reckon I'm goin® to talk
with the galoots that shanghaied a cow-
puncher, as they call it,” said the Ki d.
“T've got a hunch that thls outfit is
gom te turn mgbt round an’ take me
back to San Pedro. I reckon that is a
sure cinch, feller; and if you wany to
take a hand in the game, you only got
to get on your egs and say so.’

“No sugar in mine!” answered the
seaman, w th a grin; and he settled
down in his bunk agmr, the other fol-
lowing hxs examp )

“Vou're sure “LG, said the Kid
agreeably. “You're an orpery bunch of
dog goned coyotes, but I ain’t got no
hancn to spul your Jmce, 1f you stand

Lt T
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honing to get a bead on that dog: goned
mate and skipper.  If you don’t want
yours, ‘<ee’) whexe you are, and doun’t
horn in.

He stepred to the door

clsar of sere

of the fore-

castle. ¥rom the deck came the sound
of Starboy’s rough voice, cursing one of
the watch. The . Kid listened and
smiled. Overhead sailed a full, round
moon. The schooner floated in a sea of
silver., The Rio Kid ran lightly up the

steps and stepped out on the deck.
THE END

{Captain Shack has certainly caught @
Partar in the Rio Kid. This young out-
law 4s noi a fellow to take a defeat, as
he is proving. Dow't miss: “TURNING
THE TABLES!? next week’s roaring
Westem Yarn
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There is still time to buy one of these
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“ EVERY BOY’'S HOBBY ANNUAL” 'is a
book which should be in every home. It treats
in an interesting and informative way of prac-
tically every hobby under the sun. Model
Ra;l\vayx, Ampateur  Mechanits, Woodwork,
\Tireless, Stamps, Photography, Metal Work—

ar. these sub)ects profusely 1llustrated with
dra ~ings, pnotographs and diagrams, ars to
be 1. nd in tbis handsome volume.

A aieal treasure-trove of knowledge for the
Enydwho wants to know what to do and how
o do it

Nature Lovers—Logk Qut For This }
“First Edition of @
Wonderful Newo Publication

The NEW NATURE BOOK

Packcd with fa:cinating staries
action - photographs of

BiRtn$ AND BEASTS!

ANswcemuNmNEE lul-u-nlunlnniv}ﬁ
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“THE GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY
ANNUAL.”” A treasure-trove of stories,
articles, and colour plates. Hours and
hours of delightful reading! ALL your
favourite schoolboy characters appear in
this champion Anuual, too, which is
another reason for its popularity. Once
you have looked ipside this book you will
realise what a prize you hold.
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On Sale Everywhere—Price 8/- each. :
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