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THE FIRST CHAPTER,

The Kid Has a Qrouch !

HE Kid's got a grouch!”
Sontn Fe B

Sam made that

remark in the bunkbouse of

“T
iho Sumpson rasnch.

Five or six heads wexe mnodded in

ery man in the Sampson outfis bad
nsticed, for somo thme past, thes the
Kid had o grouech.”

YOl Man " Rampson had noticed st
and asked rthe Kid what the matter
was; kot the Kid had ned explained.
All the bunch wondered.

Kid Carfax had always been one of
the cheeriest members of the Sampson
buoneh.  Altheugh he had become a
pariner of Old Man Sampson, he still
bunked with the puachers, rode ra

with them, aud “punched cows with
them. Fvery wan in she ouifiy liked
him; aml there was no man in the
outlic whom the Kid did not like.

Fromi_the day he had joined the hunch
the Kid Lud been cheery and lighs-
bearted; is was utterly unlike him to
have & “oroueh.”

But he had it now.

From the open dusrway of the bunk-
bouse that sunny morning the Kid
couid be :een coming away from the
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corral, where he had
niovse aftey o ride.

A handsome figure Lie
and active, with sunburnt, good-looking.
face, shaded by a Stetson nat,
clouded

handsome face was

and seemed immersed in deep and
troublesome thought.
“The Kid’s got a grouch. for sure

satd Jefl Borstow,

Sam.

“I guess I've asked the feller.” said
“DBut he sure_ain’t Ieb on.

Long Bill

//
/ /W

terned  in

il

el

‘e’

oreman of the
ranch. “What's up with bim, you-uns?”
“You can search me!” said Santa Fe

SQomethin’s worryin' the Kid.”

“He’s been like thot,” sz

Sam, “ever since that
Pete moseyed in, :
him off the ranech.
ago.”

nnd

The Kid was passing the bunkhouse
at a distance when Jeff Be

m
“Lay, Kid!”
The Kid

many eyes upon him.

loos

started and looked round.
His cheeks coloured a little as he saw
Deep in his ze-
flections. whatever thecy were, he had

been uncenseious of his surroundings.

199

“Hello, voul
towards the bunkhouse,

he answered, comiug

iy
made, lithe
But the | “you’ve been

me | now; he
walked with his eyes on tie ground,

P

id Santa Fe
Cactus
Kid quirvted
And that's two days

tow hailed

FTHE RIO KID—ON THE BUN AGAIN?

The moment arrives —a moment fire Rio

(id has long kept off - when this daving
young cutluee ig forced do bid furewell to
the Sampson Ranch, aud side — onco
naain a hunted man. For the arm of the
taww is long and fer-reackivg !

“Give it o name, Kid 1 said the fores
man, with a grin,

“Meaning——"" asked the Kid.

“Tur two days mnow,” said
locking like  you
goinz to your own funer’l, Kid,
all friends hyer. The whole buneh ig
sure wondering where yeou plcked up
that big hwmp,”

The Kid smiled fainily.

“T guess it ain’t nothing—nothing I
can tell you boys,” be said. 1 reckon
you'll know soon, too.”

“Well, that ain’t putting us wise,”
said Jeff. “Look hyer, you got a
rookus on with that gol-Jarned pizen
cuss, Cactus Pete, the hombre von
guirted off’'n the ranch. VYou ain’t let-
ting that worry you any, sars i’

The Xid laughed.

“Noi any,” he answered, “I guess
nothing would please me hetter than to
meot up with Caetus Pete, and sce him
pull & gun on me T°d sure make it
last sickness for that pizen cevote!”

“Then what’s the grouch?” demanded
Jeff.

The Kid was silent, He had not
meant his looks to betvay him; but in
these days the Rio Kid': hears was
heavy. He had been happy on the
Sampson ranch; happy 28 a member of
o cheery, contented bumch; happy as




a paviner of the Old Man; and the
place had become like home to the boy
outlaw who had, for so long, ridden
lonely -trails, and camped in the soli-
tary chaparral, and trusted to his aim
with hits six-gun, and the speed of his
mustang, tor life aod liberly.

Sorely against the grain had the
been driven into outlawry; and in that
remoto corner of Texas, three hundred
miles from the Irio country, he had
hoped to throw it all behind him. Yet
at the back of his mind had always
been the thoughi that the past was not
s0 easily thrown behind; that sooner or
later it would rise up against hivi, and
then he would have to mount and ride.
And now it had happened—since he hug
seen the evil face of Cactus Pete, the
man from ¥Frio, the ¥id had known
that he must ride. He knew it—and
knew that there was little time to lose;
and yet, ¢o far, he had not been able
to make up bis mind.

Yebt every day, every hour, that ke
- lingeved, was fraught with peril.

Cactus Pete, sore from the Kid's guirt,
had fled to San Pedro; and already he
must have told his tale—the stariling
tale that Kid Carfax, partner of 0Old
Man Sampson, was the Ric Xid, the
outlaw for whom a reward of 2 thou-
sand dollars offered. Kro long
armed men would be riding to the
ranch, to seize the boy outlaw—the Kid
knew that it would come, that it must
come. And yet he had not gone.

It was in his heart to regret that he
had not put a bullet through the head
of the man from Frio, and thus silenced
his tongue.

“You ain’t letting on, Kid?” asked
Jeff, as the boy puncher stood silent.
“Can’t you trust this bunch?”

“Sure!” said the Kid at once. “Bnt
—1 reckon, you-uns, I've got to &uit
and I hate quitting. I reckon it’s
for the trail, and 1 got to say good-
to veu hombres,” )

“Yeu quittin’ the ranch?” exelaimed
Jeff.

The Kid nodded.

“You ain’t got any grouch agin the
Old Man?” asked Jeff anxiously. “He's
sure get a powerful sharp tongue, Kid;
but he’s a white man down to the boot
soles, and he likes vou a lok”

“Tt ain’f that,” said the Kid, “I like
the Old Man, and I gucss I like the

xwas

=

bhunch; but { got to o1
here any longer.

hyer ranch, Kid,
take my riata to you, and rope you iu,

surve as shootin’, i you quit,”

Lnow migl
wearily.

o]

pencd his {ip
Mot o man on the ran
seeres; and he would not

tell them-— could be hidden no
longer. now s06n enough,
when irom Nuce, with
armed i

7

5 the sheriff

e Sam

in trouble
he's as wiaile
as evor saddled a brone; and if the
sheriff moseys along from Nuce, waniin’
the Kid, he’ll sure go home guicker'n
ke came. D've got a gun byer that will
back up the Kid agin z2ll the sher
in Texas!”

And there was o murmnr of approva
from the punchers. The Wid wou

e snds, if it came to a
iverty.  But it was that
ht that was in the Kid’s min
- made him realise that he mu
ride, and ride without delay. And the
Kid was goiug to the h-house now,
to sce Old Man BSampz=on, and tell
him that he bad made up hiz mind to
quit,

Kid’s
“But 1 reckon

S&
sb

ran
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THE SESOND CHAPTER.
The Cutiaw !

ST L1 MAN  SAMPSON, in  his
§ er on Ehe porch of the
rvanek at the Xid

under
and gruated
QL

grey brows

Bhe v was

tomper, and the raost lurid

reputed to have

of any rancher im

knew that he

had ¢ heart of gold., and the Kid kuew
it; and he had grown fo have a deep

affection for the grufl old caftieman.

In many ways, half-unconsclously, the
i 1 ra or had shown his liking
d the boy puncher hated
alk the news to him that he muss
t was concern for him, nos anger,
de the Old 3Man scowl ab him as
tc the porch. The Kid's

1 face worried him.
iike you've gob a

I+

said the Old dlan
got tived of this hrer

{id, with a
I ought
my mus and hit
it ain't easy o

not,
P8 ¥
11

the trail, bo

go, and that’s Bus I oot to.”
“Oh, shue Alr, Sampson.
“IWhat's biting now, you Oornery

e glared at the Wid
ain’t sich a locoed
st your back up over
ting off his mouth occa~
You surely ain’cc. I'd sure bita
oif my pesky tongue il I Ggured it was
that.”
“Iorget i,” said the Kid.
“Then what’s the trouble?”
“I got to go, sir,” said the Kid, Ha
ared out aver ithe wide, sunlit prairie,
nif-expecting to se bunch of horse~
en topbingz the from the direc-
on of Nuce; “ 1 eucss the time’s come
g e T beat it. T

know.” : .
He paused, and the OW0 Man stared
2t kim. ’
“1 guess you've
m said the Kid rest
remember me as a square man.”

found me o white

vely, “You'll

“Bgnate 23 a die!” said the rancher.
“Bui you ain’t beating it any.”
“Tvo mot to beav it—or be tuken!®
the th an efort.
Tan Porrtae —No, 525

Kid, ¢
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Hn, a1 Man in
“ You oo;\ m
¥ the Kid
“1 guess I mlo\‘ a white men when
I : e, growled the OAQ Man.
“Don’t lot on that you ain’t sguare

zmi, won’t go with nwc.”

“Did you ever hear of the Rio Kid?”
The Old Man puckered his brows.
“The Rio Kid! Yep—I pguess I've

heard the name—a young fire-bug who
vaised Cain in the Frio camh‘;cm -

stealing, holding up banks—a “durned
gunman \\a.xLeJ by half the sheriffs in
the wes £ iz state, Yen ! —T've
heard of durned young cu You
sarely 8in't never had anything to do
with that fire-bu med the Old
Man, in alarm.

The Kid smiled bm“cxn.

“1 reckon they lay more to tho Rio
Kid, than he's ever heard of.” he
answered. “There ain’t a held-up

between the Pmm and San Antone, \b""u
thev don’t put down to his acconnt.’

“'He’s sure gob some reputation,” said
e Old M Bun you amu nothing
to do with , 1 guess.”

“Only wha ma‘)pr\d the Old Man.

The Kid drew a deep breath.

“Only—Tm the Kid., I ecall
¥id Carfax here, sir—but in my 0\\
country they call me the Rio Kid.”

t was out now! Old Man Sampson

sat as if frozen z'n his rocker, his eyes
fixed on the Kid’s troubled face, A
thunderboli falling at his feet conld not
have staritled hlm more, For a full
minuie he was silent, bereft of speech;
and when he spoke a8 last, his voice was
nsky.
You're loco,” he said, “plumb loco!
What you mean, you durned young
arnery cayuse, letting on that you're
that fire-bug, the Rio Kid.”

“1¢’s true; boss.”

“It sin’t true!” roared Old Man
“I tell you you're loco.”
rou got to ve’s it down, bcss,
Sid we a"xlv. “Any minute the
agse may be here for me; and
hnd me, it’s me for the long

Qamp\on.

;hex s p
if thu

;nmn. I oot !‘o ride, or go back to
Frio tied on a hoss. That pesky galooi
Cactus  Pete knew me 1in the Frio

ecountry, and hﬂ s given me away down
at San Pedro.’
The Old Man

clenched his hands.

“You durned
voung galoot, why
didn’t you let on
afore?  The bunch
would have strung
that coyols up te a
tree, if they'd
knowed.”

“I guess it wa

bound to come

Hatant
or late. =i, said
the Kid. “I
couldn’t go without

telling you; and I
guess I didn’t want
I’_d

t6 tell you.
rather you hez
frop1 me than
the sheriff of
—you'll  hear it
from him soon
enoungh: Yon
don’t want to think
too hard of me
when I'm gone. sir.
They tell a lot of
varns _abous the
Rio Kid; but he-
never neard of tha
Lhold-ups they pné
down to . hnn and

THE CONFESSION !
the young outlaw b:tterly.
for half the hold-ups!™
a sat as if frozen in his rocker, his eyes fixed on the
Kid’s troubled face. (See Cﬁaﬂ&’r 2y

led the XKid bitx
The roncher sta: hi
“ L\‘b how———? he atxmmerud

@

g trouble was fond of coming
mny war,” said the Kid. “1 punched.

cows on the Double Bar Ranch once
down at Irio. One day I wa
town to get the pay for the b
I nud up by a mob o'
coming back, and ther weut &
and took the roll. 0ld \Ian Pa
the be of txe Double Bar
believed that I was held u p—he fig:
mar, I'd lopf\d int the xoll myweit, a.nd
ome back with lies to him. That was
tm' b(wrmnmff of it—1L lit oub from the
Double Bar before 1 llwnut,u
over to the sheriffs;
hw shirugged hxs
“And
Man, .
“Since then, all
about the Rio Kid.
being roped in,
¢ how oo
Kid grimly.
L)Pim\e nuk
! fire-bug 1hau thcy
{ I had bpcn Cacm
have lived long enougn ]
to mb sheriff at Nuce.”
There was s long silene
Mis Xid broke it

broke if.

& i guess I've told 5‘0@
vou was bound to know. g
i} saddle up and ride, be ore tmuble
hits this ranch on my avcount. It won's
dc vou any good to have it known that

33
since—

ne Rio Kid has bedded domn here

le d

the Old
care

“Dog-gone youl” grow
Man, “You sin’é riding:
a pesky conptinental red esnt
was in the I'rio country;
been a swhite man hyer
and you're my pa‘dne'.
rxdm'r~—30u re sticking
mnch, Kid.”

“The sherift

“Dog-gone the sherifi!” roared Old
Man Qamn:on “If he wants to get
busy, I reckon he can root out that gang
of cow-thxe res and boos-leggers do“n at
San Pedro., Thera al man in the

ain’t
io hyer

23

bunch that won't stand vou, Kid,
a'xfl sce you tuounh ;

‘ < ¥

X vin the Old Man
“You're my pmduu, and rvou're not

Lo §
e

.\\\\

 1'm the Kid—the Fio Kid! " said
f Wanted in my own country
it awwvas out now! OIcd Man

soin' to guit. I guess
he sqnar ca semeh SIW—IoNey
in't in the Frio eouniry new.

T el

The Kid, standing b}.k}ﬂt was locking
away across the prairie. What he had
long expected to see, he saw af last, Far
aeross the plains appeared a bunct of
tson hats, bobbing over a group ef
hor:emerx

he Kid breathed hard and decp.

He had shrunk from ielling the
man—he had hesitated too long.
now the sheriff was ('ouml”,

“You hear me?” hooted Qld Man
Sampson, “I tell you > Tie broks
off, as ho followed the Kid’s glance and
started at the sight of the bunch of
LIUL\LHLELL >yu1‘vuw‘ LUV PGS 5
His f ace change
the

:Tnn‘ wang me 7 aaid the T(‘J

“he O‘fl Man leaped from the x
“Let 'em come! You i

I tell you, this bunch will wipe that

crowd out to the last galeot, afore they

shall 9, anex- on my p"tz\,?uf}“
Thundcr You pack a gun, don't

you
I tell you it means bad t,olbrs foL
f,he ranch mvtteied the Iid
“I tell you, I ain’t bringing troubi
cu and the buneh.”
“Shucks !” snapped the Old Man.
e roared from the porch.

f)!i

* Hyer, you Jeff Barstow!”
The foreman came azudn o 1:p‘
Old Man Sampson poxmu to the

horsemen, spur

1g seross the prai
and rapidly apps

roaching the ranch.

hat crowd’s coming froin Nuce, fox

the Kid,” he said. I’\e gob a six-gun
hyer what says they ain’t h‘ ing & finger
on my pardner. Who's f\*ox'w to stmld

by me and my parduer?’ )
N Lne*y galoot in  the bunch, I
reekon,” answered Jeff; and he sirads

away to the bunk-house.

The Kid made a fnovemem and the
Old Man’s iren grip eaught his arm.

“Stand where you ave !” he snapped.

“Let me go!”’ muitered the Kid.
“Dog-gone it, I should have ridden
afore, and saved this! Let me go afore
trouble hits this ranch, sir {”

“ Forget it 1 snapped the Old Man,

There was a rush of the punchers to-
wards the ranch-house.
who was not out on the range gathered
there, and every man had a gun in his
hand. A dozen excited cownien stood
waiting for the Nuce posse t6 arvi
Santa Fe Sam gave the Kid o che
grein.

“Dow’t you worry, Kid!” he called
out.  “This hyer brnch is seeing vou
through 17

But the Kid’s faco was clouded.

With a elatter of Loofs the sheriff's
posse arrived at the gate. The gaie
Hew open, and the harsemen—ten aymed
men-—rode up to the ranch-honse. They
came to a halt before the porch, the
Lurly sheriff of Nuce pushing out hefore
the rest. Old Man Sampson glared at
him under his grizzled brows,

“Waal, what's this hyer fandungo
sheriff 1” he rapped out.

The sheriff-did not even glance at the
bunch of punchers standing, gun in
hand. His eyes lingered for & moment
on the handsome Kid, and then fixed
on the rancher. =

“1 guess we're told that that fire-bug
from bno the Rm Kid, is hiding on
Lh;s ranch, Mr. Sampson, > he anss»cred

“I’'ve sure come for him—if he’s here.

Tﬂere was & buzz among the punchers.

“You're sure loco, she:-uff ? said Jeff
Barstow, with a stare, ihere ain’t any
outla‘v h:dmg in this outfit?”
¢’s known here as Kid Carfax.”
“Thunder |

Py
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al’s your name,
aseripsion and your pie-
information was handed
gness there ain’s any
ng sou're the Rio
but I got to arrvest
Hand over your

d, if
you on

and let

The Kid's ps quiverevd.
“But he ain’é Iying, oid

ansg

You ain
©oan outlaw’s
x e s

prisoncr, sie

THE THIRAD CHAPTER.
The Werd of an Outlaw !

£¢ TTLAW
The word passed from mouth

to mouth in tones of amaze-
ment and eonsternation,

The _Sampseon bunch were taken
utferly by surprise.
“You're loco, Kid 7 gasped Sania Fe

Sanw.
Plumb  loee
“What vou giving
Bui the Kid's
convietion. A silenc
of punchers,
The Rie Kid drew

his guns quietly
from their helsters, and, taking them by

the barrels, held them out towards the
sheriff of Nuce, butts foremost. It was
the sign of surrender.

The sheriff pushed his horse a little
nearer, and leaned down to take the
guns. There was relief, as well as satis-
faction, in the sherifi’s bearded face.
He was pleased at his luck in rounding
up so celebrated an outlaw as the Rio
Kid; but he was deeply relioved to find
him in & surrendering mood. Now that
he was certain that Kid Carfax, of the
Sampson ranch, was the Rio Kid of
Trio, he knew only too well what dam-
age those walnut-butted guns might do,
with the Kid’s fingers on the triggers.

But. the sherifi’s triumph was not to
he The Kid was
ready to surrender, to save trouble to
his friends; but his friends were not
ready to see him taken, outlaw or not.
As the sheriff reached for the guns Jeff
Barstow struck his horse wwith a quirt,
and the animal reared and backed, ths
sheriff almost. falling from the saddle.
He gripped the reins and recovered
himself, but out of reach of the extended
guns.  Jeff pushed the Xid angrily
back.

“Freeze on to them guns, you dog-
goncd- geck !”” he spapped. “You ain’t
going to Nuce along with the sheriff.”

“He sure ain’t I” said Long Bill.

Old Man Sampson had pulled a gun
now. His finger was on the trigger, and

2C CR EOQIIL

s casy as it geomed.

his eves gleaming over the barrel,
“Stand back, Kid!” he snapped.

“ Now, then, sheriff, vou want to hit
the trail, You ain’t tonching Kid
Carfax.”

The sheriff gritted his teeth.

“I tell you he’s the Rio Kid, wanted
for a dozen hold-ups and shootings, and
there’s a reward of a thousand dollars
on him. I'm taking him dead or alive.”

O1d Man Sampson snorted contempt.

“You ain’t taking him at all, sheriff.
Ride while you’re alive, man—I'm tell-
ing you. This hyer outfit den’t stand
for it.” g ; )

¥Not any !’ roared Santa Fe Sam.

‘shooting, and falling men on both sid

greab dish

you to pull a ¢
“0Oh, shu

Sampson.

Old
i man brer
hot lead to keep you

Man

STANDING BY RIS PARD !
and I'm getting him,’” said the sherifi.

minuis $0 surrender and save bleedshed, Kid 177

ain’t letting him !’ said Old Man SBampse
porch, his revolver covered the sherifi.
are!”

“You bet!” reaved the punchers.

“Hang on {o them guns, Kid.” =aid
Jeff. “You want to take a hand when
the gun-play begins, I guess.”

The Kid breathed hard.

If there was going to he shooting,
undoubtedly he wanted to join in on
the side of his friends. He rveversed
the guns, the butts in his hands now.
Gladly he would have seen the bunch
stand aside, leaving him to take his
chance with the posse from Nuce. DBut
that, he knew, they would never do,

Weapons ‘were rising on all sides now.
The sherift’s face was dark with anger,
his eyes gicaming. The men who rode
with him weze resoluie men, accustomed
to hard fighting. B ras in

But no man
haste to fire the first shot, which would
have been followe:d instantly by fieree

Tiut there was no sign of yielding in the
shieriff’s face. He had come there to do

his duty.

“I guess you-uns better think fwice,”
he said, at last. “1 got to take that
outlaw.”

“Forget it, sheriff,” said Jeff. “I
guess if you don’t ride, there won’t be
a man of your crowd cver see ivuce
again.”

The sheriff set his lips.

“That's as it may be,” he answercd.
“I"m here for that outlaw, and I'm get-
ting him, dead or alive. 1 give you a
chance fo surrender and save bloodshed,
Kid.”

“We sure ain’t letting him,” said Qld
Man Sampson. From the porch his
vevolver covered the sheriff. “VYou lay
a finger that-a-way, sheriff, and you're
as dead as Christopher Columbus the
next minute.”

“Hold your hosses!” said the ®id
a strained voice. “Sheriff, I gu
can fix this without gun-play. IF yon
know anything about the Rio Kid, you
know he’s a man of his word.” ; -

“T guess that’s so,” said the sheriff of
Nuce. - d

“You hit the trail for Nuce, the

and walt there, and within ‘two dJuay

i in

1. The Iqreman grinned. -

Price 2d. 13

il come in and surrepder.
vy word, ¥

U Tl w
f the po
and vamoose.
“Can that,
the sheriff,
The Kid looked

youl” interrunied

the man who had

if T wanted to vamonce,
bhad time to b
*“"1’1,”

"'And T ree
T'd leb thos
pull  the

ous ai the
end  of the
You ain’t got o

G02's chance
Zetbt

simply.,
rather

(i} give you a
 Wa sure
And from the
** Stand where you
(See Chapter 2.)

7. &in’t)” roared Qld
Man Sampse
“Vou ain’t giv
T 4 2 7 - 3
b, Kid, if I have to tie you lo your
mk in the bunk-house.” '
The Kid smiled faintly.

What I've said goes,
said.

“It’s a einch,’ ered the 2}

He made his men a sign to ride.

The whole posse wheeled th
and rode away to the ir
punchers glared after them, with angry
brows, -

That tho sheriff trusted to the oui-
law's word was clear. And he know
that it was very doubtful whether he
could have taken the Kid by f
The odds were on the Kid’s side in a
struggle, and every man in the | ;
was & good man with a gun, Not
the bunch had been wiped ouvt counld
have seized the  Kid—and fow of the
posse would have been likely to survive
such a struggle, even if victorious. 'The
sheriff of Nuce had a hunch that the
boy outlaw would be as good as h
vord, and he rode away with his men—
most of them glad enough to have
avoided so fearinl a conflict as had
threatened.

There was silence at the ranch-house
as the sheriff and his men galloped away
over the prairie. They (Tisappearcd. a%
last in the waving grass in the dircction
of Nuce,

Then the Old Man spoke. .

“Kid, you meant that, X reckon?

“Sure 7 assented the Kid.

“Dog-gone you !’

The Kid smiled.

“T ain’t letting this bunch get on
wrong side of the law on my account,
he said. “You'ro too good a mwan 1o
zo up that-away, Mr, Sampson—and
the bunch, tco.”

“T guess 1 meani what I :aid, too,
said Old Alan Sampson grimly. “Von
surrender to that dog-goned
s I mean that you it
Jeff, you see that the Kid don't get
necar a hoss. You see him meseying
along by the corral, you rope him in.”’

N sherifl)”

3

the
PEH
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“I, guess I'll rope him in so fast it
wiil ma'\a his head swun, ; he answered.
£ \\@ ain't losing the Xi ’

*And if he gits on
Sam, “Tl sure

T said Saute

tha

o
e

with a bullet in the laig.

A

Ain’t you a cr owd of durned moss
hes ~a1d i

Yhy, you ginks, if
(,nt tnn <ue'1ﬂ; and his p
(hie sol x_uo:: here o hw
it wasn't good e"loum'.
of a go*)hor T4 have I
afore this—but it’s too laie 1
vant you zaloots to see senze, and

"I\o hoss for you, Kid!
“0ld Man’s orders! You ain

a eayuse to ride fo Nuce, yo:

even if you pull a gua on n
And the Kid, with a

oing to k%l)
ampson nnr‘

ﬂe VV?],:‘
d Man
op him,

E FOURTH CTHAPRPTER.
Wid Keens His Word !

an
1&_} It was past midnight, and all was

dark in the bun} 'r'oase the silence
hroken only by the dy bm«thmg of
many sleepers, Sam sab up in his bunk
and listered. He had intended to
romain awake thab night to keep a
candly eye on the Kid, but he rnodded

)

to slec*:. And now he crawled out
of bs blankets and shruck a !v‘&‘:’h, 1w

held it up. to look wt the ¥id’s buni
The next moment he gave a shout that
a*,*mkencl every man in the bmluwg,

‘Hyer, you uns!  Wake up!  The
id's gon '

“Thunder 1

Tvery man turned out of his bunk,
Thers was a buzz of excited and angry !
voices. |

“ Vamooss exclaimed Jeff RBar-
stow, in disgush, staring :LL the empty

k. “He's took his saddle, ios.
hump it along to the corra 1} !

Santa e Sam thm open the door.
and the punchezs rushed out.  In the
dimness of the stz raced
across to the gate of the cor 1t was

closed, but there was a sou
4
ment among the horses.
“The Kid’s there ”

nd of movae-

ere he is!” shouisd Long Bill,
% intm" to a 1Imounted ﬁgaro that
showed in the dim corral.
I guess we in time to stop him !”
grinned Jeff,
And the punchers clustered st the

zate, ready to grasp the Kid if he sought
o ride out. There was a clatter of hoofs
in the corral. -

“Tiook oat! He's
nned Santa e Sam

“Thunder! e ain't!” yelied Jeff.
Y He's taking the wallt”

“Great gop sphers 17

In the :t«ace, dim in the starlight,
unchers glimpsed the figure of a
leapnm the corral wall at the
vther end. The Kid, mounted on the
Tue Pororiri—No. 525

sure coming !”

®
1
e}

& cayusa

FE SAM started and awolke |
iubbed his evas in the gloom.

black-muzzled mustang, had cleared the
high weoden fcm and was gorno.
‘A;n,r him ! Jefl.
ers rushed for thieir horses,
in haste, and dashed
o in pursuit of
shouting - had awakened
on in the ranch-house,
ud\lie as soon as the
he Old Man's face was fuvious
spurred on his hor and rodo
and

oub on Lhe starlit prair
The

the Kid

Old \Imn

“And if you

blazed out
vider that

o 2
gallop, gadop !

widding of hoofs came back,

%%@%5@% Y &Y ?

Why, all you chaps! And vou can

%ave one, ton! The POPULAR

thduy Gift Club will be starting

agam in two weeks' Hme, and a long

iist of valuable prosents will be given
away to readers.

—Full Particuiars !
e—TeEc’ %

Your Pais!

few
the

cn ficreely, But
mastang was the

and they
cat them
Man  swore

I have te ride inbo

“T'I get him, if

Nuce for hin.!” he reaved. And he
spurred on his horse.

Once or twice in thie giiné of the stars
the Kid was <10htcd ag He was

nobt riding in the dire of Nuce.
.\‘u.ce lay to tho souti and it was
north-west th the d was riding.
Tast on his track rode the Qam‘asan
bunch, headed by the Old Man; but

the black-muzzled

toey v
gva it

the dim distance.
v called a halt af

to circle round to

a
:oppisg us,” he growled.
ner

of his’n! We've

“Hark 1” exclaimed Jcﬂ:’.

Thers was 2 sound of thud

ding Loofs

in the silence of the prairie. The sound”
Was approac ited horsemen.

) “H@‘a coming back [ blL&tth Old
Man Sampson.
All eyez were turned in the direction

of the hoof-be A horse—grey, with a

o m swhu—w%m cmnr

horse puz

Zid was not the man
me his saddle. But
: was Duu\\f}

m
i ther knew
i B

daudic po
TLOAAL O‘d
trembling |
en on in

=

I Man Sampson read
s in e iigit of a kerin
He crunched the pap\.r in 1
hzmu angd stared through the dim st
light under wrinkled brow
The Kid was gove! Night on the v
Lmlme had allowed him wup, =

was hopels The Old Mau's
cyes were dun. mld there was a shake
in his voice as. he spoke after lonz
silence.

“ Dog-gene

Iai m., he's
I veckon s
b

given us the
:g his word io

5 got him back
An tu“ Or= Man’s grizzled bro
were \\un‘.\\ed in deep dmuglu as
rode back to the ranch with the bunch,
Jeff leading the Kid's mustang.

mp on oot on
thu Rio Kid walked into
“\:LXCB anaer tha mOl"\lﬂ"
the
word.
mﬂlﬂ Sul'LCk

lld,J Tke
sl vneved cwol‘” aloxw ﬂ‘

come—to

nchL)l
ifi’s

t5 inguirs me w ay “to che
office. = And. the way being
15 to him, the Kid walked in

that divcobicn, w

The sheriff's door stood openj
shoriff and several men
The Kid stepped in coolly.

tho

were withia,

All eyes were turned on him as he
d
3 s weres
L Tiie Bid,
o Kid ”
sirode forwa Two or

of his men had p{ ed guns—a
1 that inade the Tmcl szmlp.
f‘ it,

: fellers 17 said cheerily.
‘T ain't co ne

s Jxouur T
my guns at

g: ve sure lelt
Leme., 1 guess you

me, sheriff! Here 1

sgoner Vud ¢

&

wanh

am—-and tho

said thp heriff
ng back to Frio,

pronto
minutes the Rio
few Liej under a bronche
ce to the west, svr-

;erod
TOEZ END.

(Yozf' s going o kappen? Ilozr

can the sz fscape, from the sheri
clutches? Sce: “THE KID WI b’
THROUGH 7 next Tuzsday’s roaring

s8 nopan nyremmy N
Western yarn.)



