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FROM SEACAPTNIN TO COWPUNCRER?

Phe Rio Fic eows hecill furn Caplain Shack, of the sclhiooner Pord Lily, inio 4 cowpuncher— Hud he finds his 1wegrh
erd ont (v (n‘ff).‘nptmq this extraordinay feat !
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“that when vou
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Captain Shack., &
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man, é hoonsa
got to be looked cfter. T gu
Iooted from end to enu if
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empty at her anchor. She’ll likely
roped in by some gang of thieves, and
{ook away ia the night.”

“TLikely enough, said  the  Kid.
S Plenty of thieves as San Pedro—
though the brggest of ‘em ain’t to homs
at pra i

i

w o
shot men for
than thet in his me. Dut ke
2 tor a gur now., He was
country  But that was
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deep breath. Hea had
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not ail. The Hempsc bunch would not
have interiered in fair breas, man
1o man, But the Kid, boy as e jonked,

was not g man the marshal wyanted
pull o gun on.
Kidnanned and onrrigd on heprd the
Kidngpped, and enzried on be thg
schooner Pond  Lily, the Kid had
handled the crew of that vessel, and
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forced tho skipper to run back 1o Texas
and land hin: therz Thes zaloot who

had done that was a galoot whom the
San Pedro marshal could respect, and

ant frouble if

with whom le d
ke could help it.

#1 win't coms here a-shecting,” he
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bunkhouse, and ran towards: the spot.

“Gee!  There's 8h
the Gld Man.
The skipper,
Rio Kid, and
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bit Fou got to beat it.

e
Shack !

had Deen

He

spill yor
If youp

piece.
Deat i3t
hated to
ont.any man, and be was
a gun atd tahe

excidimed

aud

Rid.
e,

that

you got hack to the
- 5

Yowre a punciler

s, and you want to

ipper raved. o
you  durned  white-livered
3k, are you going bo loy a boy bull
Coze voul” he yellod i
“ e sar ne Kid.
wise man, and what's
nis health.” .
Seth's toot dropped irom the SUITUpR.

“lie’: a
cood for

He spun round iike Lagbining, pulling
gun a3 he epuan. Almcst in the

movement he fived.
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a sea-caplain, instead of
beating 1t, poured out o volley of oaths,
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the outlaw of T :
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Failmwwnd 3¢ 5 h

was before he
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and the Eid cov- § trall he knew thot it wo
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aud | dawn in tha eastern sky, and as the lighs

THE SECOND CHAPRPTER.
Lost—and Found !
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od round Him with hag-
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IGITT on the ranch-la from the i, and ping hat Jone, black night, he
Ont on thoe right- ¢ blindiy on the wnmarked y 33 but he waz ¢ red that
riders watched eopl The prairie, wlhi irom the vanch now,

i he wight have

. in the dawii

t of a gronp of huild-
he ecould  have

herds,  Lights were out in the | leoked like .ove
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the chuckhcuse, Beans, the cook, siept
and dreamed of the hotel he was going
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nos dreem at aide Tired wish the day’s ) shat he w
hard riding on ; 1 dro,

e Ty T

soundiy, the Rio Kid as it cle
o s one who Jid net sleep,
that was the Rio Kid’s recruit, ¢

Y
oy

co it owng ha would ges
ere—zome kind of a vohicle
him fo Ban Pedro: he had

Quddenly fros
3 iy

captain, whe 8 th fure of eves plan*y of meney in his pocket: He
for the goos ree for the g saw a truj’ﬂ]ﬂh’d troil that led to a gote
ves leing for Dt and be followed 1 hopefully, ~ He

puncher
Captain Shack was growing desperate.
For three weeks the Kid had an-
agunced, be wus geing to keen the kids
napping skipper on  the ranch.  Two e,
days had passed—days of torment to A g shados
per of the Pond Lily., He bad | hini; the eyes came closer, A
:d that Lis frlends in San Pedro | térrer broke from the capiai
Id do something for him, bat the It startled the fearsome b
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THE BUNAWAY ! The captain tramped on averthe un-’
marlked, dark prairie, stumbling intto hollows and tripping
over ridges. He did not know where he was going—but any- —
where was Letter than tha Samgpson Ranch, and the Kid! ihink iy

hyer mun of yourn!
loco 1

¢ —this—thiz is hn
;

1

Hampson rench 7 groaned the
skipper.
“What in tha

id Man,
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The skipper on
groaned.

Old Man Sempson starad
as him, and tien, as bo
vaderstood, he burst into a
rear.

Hu“ naw, haw! You
blamed tendericot! Yo
been br\.\m 15, and lost
. and wandered

Hiw, haw, haw !
Doudled up with mesri-

the Uld Man stagz.

out of she poreh.

» Rio Kid eame over
from the bunk-heu
“Heen  that
e?u

Santa Fe Sam was lost
to sight-in 2 few minutes

s
behind a Eold of the plain,
and the %n)y.—‘ ceinained
aloae with the Kid, The
< struck into the chap-
arral by a_ winding parl

ning to Shack to follow

?he skipper hesit
Away o the east bes
the rotiinz plains shone
biue of the Gulf of My
co.  Now that he ¢
stick on a 'uurse the ek
per was tempted 0 rius
for hig fro c\o'u

ks s The
nﬁ‘a'rm
“man’

£-1E,

sinter iNo ‘he\ pwm and
disappesred {n the chap-

smr run hirg down.”
* Haw, haw, naw ”

roared Id Man,
“He's f too Beart beas |
fond of caneh 13 his  chunce
UL : . haw, v
Ze jest wandered back in ra oeould stick
his own dng. i

when it gal-
not sure; but
Hs

cund,

goned ten
haw. h:

chanee.

“ja( u
the Kic: and? fie joiaed ir
the ()x\) Man's roar of

and spnrrecl
broke iuto o

skipper
dear i e b
the prairie.
Thud, thud, thud!

i / "1,/,_
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(, pt—ain fi?muk sta
: t{) the bunk
a toizch of the K
'r,lk\u's “to help him alen o L :
He stumbled ta hiz bu s em e 8w g g 2 o e {here .a'. ‘»3(",(.:.{7‘ -0{
and coilapsed the Te CBE © WOHM @ TURNS | Caplain Snach appraacied asarer 10 il popee s Ueliud Ldni.
jay msp;fmL mi{mr:» m—Ig? Rio Kid. Tiho gun in his hand was lovelled steadily, and the Kid hetd gy« net_ venture
s o up his.hands, as ordered. The captain’s eyes glo“ted at him. 4y to zlence back, FHo knew

the roars Qr "\unn ar f

vy % Oy i i ’ o Ny -
she  punche Tha ‘Kz‘l turn now, you pesky landshark I heo growldd. (Sec Chapter 4.3 thas he would fali off
fooked down on him with a grin “T'll show you 1 don's need | if he did. But he kpew that the Rio
“&.on suro are somn tenderfoot,” hed 1o icarn hand!ing a gun.” <id had discovered his flight, snd was
L I ceckon if I'd been a mosshead | Ths Kid laugned. ricing behind in pursuit .
2 you, feller, I'd never ‘m\c gol “1 zuess I'm hdnuunp ihe gun, jost The thought uf o5t came 1o
guit of that schooner ef vourn. at present, feller,” he said. “And I|bis mind. I-fn had n-‘nn -or‘ ed 1 once

I? . T vy
L groaned the skipper. | reckon you'd better wateh ous for it, if | Lefore by the Xid. e p‘er-'t we ,IO v e
Dog-gone vou, let up, and let & man feoure on trying to get away on | he could to elude the cireling rope if
get back to his ship [ e, now you can sit one. You're]lt ¢ wﬂ-mt‘-
T} e . y . Yo - n - . 2!
he Kid grinned, and shook bhis g on the range to-day to punch A . . -
Sead. cows. I reckon it's time you began fﬂ‘l riata ﬂg‘"t'n 3“21“6\5 ;‘;g; %'Ofmu
b P . or.” cho’s hoea P dropped
“You didn't let any when you had | vareing your fodder. bron - Bes !
g K ard iautened.

me ot your ship,” he answered. “It's “And  what's  happening to  my The broncho knew tm rope.  Be
you for vowplmvhm Shack I schooner all this time?” ‘hissed the| ed dead in his & to avoid
And the I\td \»em. c*mo:xl; to break- | skipper of the Fond Lily. qf},";e Jea; ; eLl‘QV or.  Captain Shack
fast, leaving the weary skipper to “1 guess thar ain't worrying me any. onenlls e lgg head £
o i shot over hie bead like an arvow frewn
groan. You wasn't worrying & whole lot about |, bow.
e my ranch M‘en you had me on that Tho Rio Kid ch‘ up, smiiing

pessy schooner,™ . . = sheerily. ITe pulled in hia mustang,
Riding Fange ! Alter breakfast that day the Kid and | 1nq sav qrnhnr" down at the dizey
N e s . p Santa Fe Sam saddied up to ndc. aud | sasping skipper.
W davs g o
& next rew days ere  dizmal | the Sklpp&‘ was ordered to ride with wy rrlw\} lm nold: n,, s,ry;r N0ss \anle
deys to" the «ixa’xsan.AeJ skipper § iham. = He r_']arnberl‘d on the hack of } Wb on. feller,” R
o1 iie fampson ranch. the broncho assigned to him; a good \‘(}u I: }int \-? t \:)u to Lw‘n me waiii
Hew he got through them he| ool as if he e re climbing a fence Lo . { .
2 : deal as 5 2 hack cn,s:;,&xed to his feet.

THE THIRD GHAPTER,

hardly knesw, amid loud chuckles from the punchers. K s quiry cracked like a pistol-shot,
Men who had been shanghaled on “You've sure pol sowme rider shere, “p e he \nnb od. o
hoard his sohooner had had to gei|Kid” chuckled Jeff Barstow.. “Ie ronto : i ; ;
through the disnal days somehow. | would sure muhe the folks sit up and Shack climbed wearily on ¢ C,bim_f?'_m
And so did the skipper of the Pond | howl in a rodeo.” again. The Kid jerked awiy bis repe
Lily. i “Ile surely would,” grinned the Ki an:? coiled it. .,
Fe had learned to sit a horse by this} “But he's lcarning. Kvery time he 1 ain’t vopi og You Qily more, feller,
time. His education in riding had been | falls of he sure learns something. |be remarked. *“INext time you hit the

9 o e -, " e my s el
ratier painfal, consisting ehiefly of falis ] Hold on to the reins, you galoot, and {k}’«‘UZCJ you Lm Lear my gun ik
from the back of the Ztee , turibling { let the hoss’ =neck alone.  Hit the | Chew on that!
over its head, or sliding over irs rail. | wail.” Captain Bhock rode inte the chap-

But at lost, in sheer desperation, the The two punchers rode away with the with fh@_ Kid. HC wag  not
sea capsain had learned to keep on the | (inner a zrinning crowd staring afrer ing of hitting the hkcrizon any

back of a cayuse, and even to steer it ! nip: +11 ther were out of sight, Tho 1 move,
to pert and starboard, as he expressed | ikipper rode Tike n sack 3f alia Mas bus | Al through the e
w. The Kid echeerfull ¥ commended | 4t Ilcus*. he was keeping on the | ais man bunted tr
bim, hrencha's The punchers struck ' for the lost cows, hut they wera npot

)
i
=

T
&
—
&=
A

“We'll make a mmcurr of you rvet,” | westward iiles of ran under | found, and soon w noon the Xid
ccuragmgl) “You' ve "'(.‘(. a | the Lo A bunch of cows that c{\xnpnd for feeding Under his in-

o to learn; but youwre sure { nad wardnreu mt-o the © aparral had to euit tevhered t'ne
be rounded up and on tiwe edge of the ropes, gathered

&o-n waie ull 1 get hmd of a gun, | chaparral the Kid and Sants Fe Bam and built a
you durned landshark 7 said $Shack | separated | 11{}: Fortran.—No, 323
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and lose him !
au started, and listened

*What you reckon happuns

tenderfoor, Sam, s'posin’ he's |
niddle of the praivie?” asked the Ki

“lx}f? without a cayuse.”

he petcr* our,” answerod
: i string nnn ur\

ho "
(.)u Troard
e

NI sy Tuarn
nappe

- o “hold up
phe Kid mm"‘\' i v in his nund to
1 tiie boy puuncher dead
s The Kid's vengean
per who had 1
plarfal, but
wmore 1cndi\; Ve
gained the upper hand.
And the Kid, whe bad alwars
S0 Worv, now anine
gusrd, '

He lea
narently
Lung on
wvay;

Shacle  ats  Lis  gneal, } heart
thumpine. L he could gor hetween e
{id and his guns——1
The two walnu
deadly in the Kid's
heisters mtwcz.tcl to the b
unarmed  sq

:;‘*ﬂ&v

WRE

z'v} hirst 11 he wa

[AES T

_' ueu funeral,
eaid
vouyr §
\nd the punche
Litle a
ranch he was
now,  The bo
sarely  never v
ear

AT

Sam.

t f.o, ap
el that
four yerds

the other punc‘m
vould allow the Kid io
ihat’ fearful schemeo of ven-
that he had thrcotened.

Tho sikipper’s faee was white, and ihe
eat clotied his brow. His one
iencn of wandering lest en the
sie wold him whas would happen if
delibersstely led out into the

were in the
‘The Kid,
incks b*' oath,

0BT Gl

the camp-l *n«u' feet, he Rio Kid sill se ovest  plain:  and  abavdoned: there.
making manner &l as he held up, Even o eow-man, witlout his  hors,

econld, and siroiled a few 1\n ces, The
Kid did not the purport

The skippor pulied

would  face grim death in such a
ftuarion,

fast gleam of . the sun
ronch eane in ‘*1"‘:1& .'
The Kid halted and rhru“

§ Cay

o lecoed
bhave let y
if - I

acked further
inan ou
as

Hd

h,md
DI lr
¢ ¢losed

"\"m

1 o A
the potche
B ofrem e

cx;mu* o non,
‘mlou.dcd.

Ham rode on with tf
Kid  tuirned !

s broveno affer |
Hing \*'1t\ t
teil on thG olaine, a
on, wmile after mi'e,
‘\Iiip‘l horge. Shae
er 16 m'u at last, and sp

ey Was

leading
p'lq}‘m{

THE FOURTH CHa '“Eh.
"'ha Kid Ldsz,a His Rlan
§ P'T ,\C” ’l,p'x‘o;,;
we Gdo Kid
wure glean:ing
nph now,
hit pand was leve
fall upon y Ki

orint nows
! the Kid,
Y

(52

withnout even & hoss
am.” answered the Hid.

’ id the skippe
Vo

¥ “ou
FouL
AE!:(\. &7
and  the

B

held

ordered.
over the

; vereta oatil,
the oroncl 5 hack;, and
ix oo darkness e had
ve of paces when a
rope setiied rourd him, and he was
L drageed hack. The noose gripped ’
i 5 to his sides.

T"l“u 3
L\u

maid

i hobo,’

arn,

under i aie e
g X gel ()izv;.'(:\‘ Of il
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¥ The Kid  reloaded 12 £, =0 HOLEe
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heartiness. “How d'ye do, cap'n? The
last time I saw you was at Plymouth,
when you were master of the old Collin-
dale.”

“Yes, that was'a good while baek,”
said Captain Nixon. “I’'m still skipper
of the same boat, Grell—she’s not a bad
old tub. Iast and reliable, although
she ain’t much to look at. I'll back the
Collindale to beat many a liner when
it comes to speed. Let's have a drink,
old mate.”

Nixon had plenty of money, it
scemed, for he insisted upon paying for
the drinks; and Mr. Starkey, for one,
had not the shightest objection.

“It’s not often we meet, Grell, so we
niight as well celebrate a bit,” went
on the skipper jovially. “Why not
come ahoard the old craft an’ have a
look round?”

And very shortly afterwards, led by
the persuasive tongue of Captain Nixon,
Grell accompanied his acquaintance to
the wharf. Mr, Starkey hovered in the
rear, hoping fervently that he would be
allowed aboard.

He was. The trio, after a short
delay, climbed the ladder of the steam-
ship Collindale, and descended to the
captain’s cabin. The boat was not par-
ticularly large, and it was certainly not

zlean. But she looked speedy and busi-
nesslike.

The cabin was in a similar condition
io the deck—dirty. The atmosphere
down there, on that warm evening, was
oxtremely stuffy, and it stank of foul
tobacco fumes and whisky. :

“Try some o this, Grell,” said the
saptain genially,  “ You, too, Starkey.
Youwre Grell’s pal, so I reckon you're
mine, I never was a man to have a
heap of false pride.

“Things ain’t goin’ so well with you,
are they?” asked Nixon, after a while.
‘“You don’t scem so prosperous as you
nsed to be, Grell.” . .

“Oh, I'm gettin’ on all right,” said
- Grell, gulping down some whisky.

“An’ I’'m all the better for mectin’
tyou, cap’n. An’ if I like I dare say

I could lay my hands on more wealth

than vou’ll have if you live to be five

hundred !”

“You will have your
Nixon, laughing.

“It ain’t a jJoke!” put in Starkey.
“It’s dead true, cap’n!”

“True?”

“Well, I suppose it is, in a way of
speakin’,” said Grell. ‘““Y’see, Nixon,
1 happen to know all about a trip that’s
just startin’—a trip to Africa. An old
gent o' the name of Sir Crawford Grey
means to find a trcasure what’s buried
out in the desert. It’s worth millions!”

Starkey looked at his friend rather
curiously. He hadn’t partaken of the
whisky so freely as Grell, and he
guessed that the influence of the spirit
was responsible for this change in
Grell’s attitude. )

“You're pullin® my leg!” said Cap-
tain Nixon.

*“If you don’t ‘choose to belicve me,
you needn’'t. I ain’t askin’ you to,”
went on Grell, rather thickly. “ But
that yacht’s sailin’ either to-morrow
mornin’ or the day arter. An’ when
they get out to Africa a party is goin’
out into the desert. I know there’s a
treasure there, because some months
ago I was mixed up in the whole busi-
ness. It’s true, Nixon—as true as I'm
sittin’ here!”

The captain became more attentive.

“You reely mean it?” he asked.

‘(I do!”

“It sounds a bit tall—" ’

“1 ain’t denying it,” put in Girell
“But Sir Crawford’s yacht, the Wan-
derer, 1s due to sail in a day or two’
for the port of Agabat, in Africa——"

joke,”  said

“By thunder!” interrupted the
skipper.  “Agabat! Why, that’s where
this old hooker’s bound for, Grell!

She’s loaded up, an’ we're sailin’ with
the tide to-morrow ecvenin'!”

“Well, that’s a rum coincidence,”
said Grell. “So you're bound for the
same port? When do you reckon to
get there?”

“I'll bet fifty dollars we drop anchor
days before that stcam yacht, anyway,”
declared Nixon. .

“Why don’t you tell the cap’n about
that locket, Simon ?” suggested Starkey.

“ Wot locket 7”

“Don’t you remember? That Jocket
with the Arabic writin’.”

“Oh, yes, o course!” said Grell
“That’s bow I got to know, ain’t it?
You see, Nixon, it was like this ’cre.
Some months ago——"

And Grell proceeded to relate the
whole cpisode in Jack Grey's life con-
cerning the gold locket and ifs sceret.
His story was something of a rigmarole
—owing to his condition—but lic muan-
aged to make himself clear.

Captain Nixon listened with great
interest, and with growing excitement.
And when Grell had finished the skip-
per was looking cager and keen.

“I’ve heard o’ that oasis—El Safra,”
he said. ‘“It’s right out in the desert,
an’ the niggers out there shun it like
pizen. There ain’t any water, you sce
—not wot you could drink, anyway—
an’ so the place is left deserted. I
don’t see why we couldn’t work the
trip, Grell.”

“Wot trip?”

“If we get out there first we can get
a lot of natives an’ bribe em. It won’t
cost much to buy skunks like them,”
said Nixon., “Then, when Sir Craw-
ford’s party goes into the desert, we
can ambush the whole bynch.”

“ Arter they've got the treasure?”

“No; before they get to thc oasis.”

“But what’s the good o’ that?”

“Tvery good,” said the skipper.
“We can force them to give us the

secret of the treasure—threaten to take
their water away, or something. It'll
be easy—dead simple. An’ it won't
cost us hardly a cent.”

“It seems good, anyhow,” remarked
Grell. “But wot about me an’ Starkey ?
Where do we come in?”

The captain rubbed his chin.

“Well, I can’t take no passengers—
that’s against the owners’ rules,” he
said. “But we needn't be afraid of a
detail like that. You can- sign on as
purser if you like—not that wo usually
carry a purser. An’ your pal ’erc can
be chief steward for the trip—a soft
job, too. It’ll be the best way for you,
becanse you’ll be paid for goin’.”

“1 reckon it’s a great 1idea,”
Starkey heartily.

“You wouldn’t be gettin’ a billet like
that if it wasn’t for this treasure idea,”
said Captain Nixon grimly. “Wot do
you say, Grell?”

“I’'m with you, old man—with you
right along,” said Simon Grell heartily.

And the three shook hands on ithe
bargain.

And then, at one sitting, the complete
plan for the trapping of Sir Crawford
(irey’s party was discussed. The full
details could be arranged during ihe
vovage out to Africa.

The compaet was sealed.

It looked as if there was trouble
ahead of the 8t. Frank’s Adventurers.

THE EXD.
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(There are plenty cf thrills in next
week’s rousing long tale eof the St
Frank’s Boys’ journey to Aprica, en-
titled : “HANDFORTH'S NXXCORD
RIDE !’}

f The New Recruit of
' Sampson’s Ranch !
|

(Continued from puge 6.) ]
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It was ncar midnight when the Kid
halted and loosed the skipper from the
rope.

“I guess it’s adios now,” he re-
marked. “I'm through with you, you
durned skunk!” .

Shack, aching in every
fatigue, fell on his knees.

“Don’t leave me here!” he yelled
(:Don)t!))

“Oh, shucks!” said the Kid.

He put his mustang to the gallop and
vanished into the darkness. I'he heat
of the horse’s hoofs died away into
silence.

Shack threw himself info the grass
and groancd in despair.

Lost—abandaned—on foot in the midst
of the trackless prairvie. It was death
even to a plainsman; and he knew thove
was no hope for him. Fe lay in the
grass, ovcrwhelmed with terror and
despair. It was useless to attempt to
find his way anywhere in the waste of
darkness and trackless grass; cven in
the daylight he knew it would be in
vain.

He was doomed—doomed to hunger
and thirst, to slow but certain death in
the vast praivie. Ie lay through hours
of darkness; and when the golden dawn
flushed over the prairic "he hardly
raised his head. Daylight could not
save him; he was doomed beyond hope.
Hunger and thirst—already, in lis
scared imagination, he felt the pangs
of hunger, the torture of thirst.

He raised his head at last, and strug-
gled to his feet. He cast a despairing
glance round him, expecting to sec wide,
rolling, {trackless plains. He " started
convulsively, and rubbed his eyes. What
he saw was not the boundless prairie;
it was a collection of shacks and ’doby
houses, scarce a hundred yards away;
an inlet of blue water beyond, with a
schooner riding at anchor therc.

He rubbed his eyes, wondering if hLis
senses were leaving him. e was not
on the open prairie at all; he was in
an alfalfa ficld at San Pedro, almost
within call of the houses.

Slowly he understood.

“Durn him!” he gasped.

He understood the Kid’s joke at last,
He had lain all those long hours within
a few minutes’ walk of the inlet where
his own schooner rcde. .

The Rio Kid was through with him:
and he had taken him home. He had
spent the night in an alfalfa field, be-
lieving it was the boundless prairic.

Captain Shack, gasping with relief,
tottered into San Pedro; what time the
punchers at the Sampson ranch were
turning out of the bunkhouse for break-
fast and roaring over the Kid's last jost
on the shanghated skipper

limbh from

Whether Captain Shack had learncd
a lesson or not, certainly he never
shanghaied another man at San Pedro.
Once-he got his schooner out to sca be
never touched San Pedro again. He
had had more ttan enough of the Rio
Kid and the Sampson bunch.

THE END.

(You will all enjoy reading: “THE
MAN PROM FPRIO!” next weck’s roar-
ing l\or((] Western yarn, starring the Rio
Nid.}
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