OUR ROARING WESTERN YARN!
The Rio Kid gets the shock of his
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THE FIRS5T CHAPTER.
Sirange Neaws lor the Kid !
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H Tho Rio Kid pulled iv Lis

mustang.

Yiunt sharp command rang
unpicasantly enough in Lis ears; but the
Kid was not thie man to argue witha
levelled Winchester,

He lmlted; o faint smile on his sun-
burnt face.

The Kid had to admit that he was
caught uapping for once. Certainly he
had not Lcen thinking of danger just
ther, The grassy path through the
chaparral, on the bank of the Rio
Claro, had looked deserted in the dusk
as the sun e} in tht wesl,

The Kid had been thinking—though
not of danger. His reins had fallen
idly on the glessy nock of his mustang,
and the horse followed the dusky path
unguided. The trail led down the little
streamm of the Rio Claro towards its
junction with the mighty Rio Grande—
the border-line between Texas and
Merxico. And the Kid was thinking
that, on breaking camnp the next morn-
ing, he would cross the border into
Mexico, and try his luck in a pew land.

The Kid had no hucch to live among
greasers; and there svas no land under
tho sun, in his estimation, like his own
land of Texas, But he was tiring, as
he had tircd before, of the cutlaw’s
hunted lifc on lonely trails. Ho had
found rest, fur a time, at the Sampson
ranch dowsn at San Pedro. only to be
driven Lo the frails sgain at last; it
seemed that in bis own land there was
no vest for the boy cutlaw. Over in
* Mexico the long arm of the law would
not be stretched ont to seize him,

And then Lis meditations were sud-
denly interrupted, br the order to halt,
nttered by the man who stepped out of
the caver of tho pest-ouks, a levelled
rifle at bis shonlder.

The vifle bore fuil on the Rio Kid,
A patr of keen cyes. scb in a cow-
puncher’s bronzed face, looked along
the barrel
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Yife wehen he

The order carnc tersely.

For a sccond, the Kid paused. The
rifle-rnuzzie bore on him at a distance
of six or seven feot; but the Kid was
lightning on the draw, and the surest
shot between thie Rio Grande and the
piains of Kansaz. But his hands went
up. It was ne rustler or chaparral
bandit who was hLolditg him up; and
the one-timie puncher of the Double-Bar
Ranch had no hunch to pull trigger on
a cowman, Ilo put his hands above his
head, rogarding fiw man with the rifie
| with a faintly smiliug face.

“Up ther goes, felier!” drawled the
Kid. “Anything more a galoot can do
to oblige?”

“Keep 'em upi” £aid the cowman,

“Sure!” asaented the Kid.

The man came & little closer, his eyes
fixed on the Kid's handsome, boyish
sunburnt face, He bad [owered the
rifle now, Lut Leld it ready for instant
wse. He peered at the Kid's features
in the failing light.

“You'll sure kuow mo agin, feiler,”
the Kid remarked pleazartly.

He was wonGering what it all meant,
anvhow, Lo man was evidently no
robber; and it was egu;dly clear that
he did ndt know the Kid by sight. So
his reasou for holding up the boy-
purcher was hard to guess,

“[ guess you ais’t that cil-fired pesky
i fire-bug,” the covwman reuiarked, sfter
ja fong stare iu the Kid's hand=cine face.
“1 sure guess L 8in't a pesky lee-bug,

rides to Gm;'qigm. For all the corw-fo1tn 8 up in s'ms aguinet
him for u long chain of offcnces with which he is supp d to be fod ! P
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nohow,” the Kid agreed amiably. “ You
hunting for one?” '

“Sure!

“Then I reckon youw're wasting your
time on me, foller,” said the Kid.

“You keep them paws up.” answered
the cowman grimly. %I sure want to
know. I'm watching this hyer trail for
the Rio Kid, and 1 ain't taking no
chances,”

The Kid started, over so little.

“The Rio Kid!” he repeated.

“You've said it.”

“I guess I've heard of that galoot.”
the Kid remarked casunally. “Up in
ithe Frio country, I reckon.”

“{ guess he lelonged to the Trio
country,” assented the cowman, *“Dut
he's Leen cavorting & pieco round hyer,
and T guess cvery galoot in Gunsight
is sure humming to draiv & bead on
him.”

The Kid's cyes widened,

Gunsight, he kacw, was o cow-fown
on the Rio Claro. Dut it wag a new
country to the Kid; it was the first time
he had ridden the trails by the waters
of the Claro. He had picked the Claro
country for his ride to Mexico, simply
because Lhe was unknown thers, and Le
did not want to bhorn into trouble on
his way. There were many places in
Texas where tho Kid was well kiown,
snd where the sight of him would have
caused guns to leap from their holsters.
Vut Gunsight was not one of them, So
far as the Kid kaew, he had neves
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beforo ridden within thirty iles of
Gunsight. . .

So it was a surprise to hear his name
on tho cowman’s lips, and above all, to
hear that ho was supposed to havo been
“cavorting around.” N

“What have tho folks at Gunsight got
agin the Kid 7” he asked.

“A whole heap, I reckon,” answered
the cowman. * Shootings and hold-ups;
ond since he shot the marshal of Gun-
sight, 1 reckon the whole county is up
to hunt for him.” .

“He shot the marshal of Gunsight?”
asked the Kid blankly.

“He suro did—drilled him clean an’
thorough. I guess we're going to string
him up to s cottonwood when we gol &
holt of him.»” | .

“Snakes}” said the. Kid. .

“I guess you look square,” said the
cowman, “ Eut we’re sure looking arter
all strangers in this section jest now,
foller, and we ain’t taking chances.
What yon call yourself 1*

“T guess if you put me down es
Johnny Jones, you'll get 88 near as
you want}® drawled the Kid.

“Waal, Mister Johnny Jones, where
aro you from?* v

“Pulled out_of Post Oak this morn-
ing,” said the Kid cheerfully. “Hitting
the trail for Mexico.”

“You dow’t aim to stop along at Gun-
si%hﬂ”

P )

“Well, I-reckon you’ll stop along a
piece, all the same,” declared the cow-
man., “Boss' orders is to mako strangers
givo an account of therselves, sceing as
that durned XKid is cavorting nround
in the section.”

“Who's the boss?”

% Mr. Poindexter.” -

“Pm sure 8 stranger in these parts,”
drawled the Kid. =~ “Who may Mr.
Poindexter - be, fellor, when he's at
home #* 3 !

“Yoy ain’t never heard of Poker
P?'inde:;t‘.'cr *

“Boss of Poindexter’s ranch on the
Rio Claro. He'’s took the matter up
since the marshal was glugqu. I guess
I’'m his foreman—Tox Clew, if you want
to know. Light down from that cayuse,
- feller.”

The kid smiled. .

It was an odd situation, and
appealed to his sense of humour.

Some fire-bug, it was clear, had been
rustling and shooting in the Gunsight
country, and had borrowed the namo of
the Rio Kid. Many a shooting and hold-
up of which he had never heard, had
beén put down to the Kid, in many
parts of Texas. But this was the first
time he had heard of a rustler actually
riding under his name. And the Kid
made a mental resolve, on the spot, that
bofore he crossed the Rio Grande into
Mexico, he would trail down that
rustler, and put him wise that it was
not safe to edd his desperate deeds to
the Rio Kid’s already shadowed repu-
tation. .

All Gunsight, it appeared, was hoping
to get hold of the Rio Kid—who had
never been near the country before.
And Tex Clew, foreman of the Poin-
dexter Ranch, was going to run him

it

Lxgto Gunsight on suspicion of being—
: i

mself,

The Kid could not help grinning.
“‘.Bom“ou & picce, feller,” begsaid
easily. “You don’t want to waste your
timo making mistakes. What’s “this
pesky Kid like to look at1®

“’That ain’t easy to say, aa he's only

geen with a hlack rag soross his

face,” answered Tex.  “But I reckon

he's & ﬁulooé about your heft, from all
deseriptions,™ - o
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A“.—\n}rbody in Gunsight know him by
sight 27

“Sure: " There's Frio men there, and
they'll sure know him. »

The Kid's eyes ghnted. He was not
going to be taken into Gunsight, to be
recognised there by mcn who knew the
Rio Kid. He had no mind to be strung
up for the shooting of the marshal of
Gunsight, of whom he had never even
heard till a few minutes ago.

“But if the galoot cavorts around
masked, how'd you know he’s the Ric
Kid at all?” he asked.

. "1 guess he don’t make po secres of
it,” answered Tex Clew. “He ain’t
airaid to shout out his name,”

The Kid could understand that. If
some rustler was hiding his own identity
behind the name and fameo of the Rio
Kid ho would be ready enough to let
it bo known that he was the Kid.

*’Sides, he cavorts around with a
band of silver nuggets around his Stet-
son,” said Tex, *‘'That was always a
trick of the Kid’s.”

“T’vo sure heard of it,” said the Kid,
glad that he had dropped that distine
tive headgear of late.

_“Light down|” rapped out Tex. “I
ain’t saying you're anything but a
square cow-puncher, same as you look,
stranger, but we ain’t taking chances.
The Kid’s known to be in hiding in this
chaparral somewhero and we're after
him. Any stranger .who’s seen around
is going to be run inlo Guusight for
questions to be asked. .You ain’t got
no kick coming if youre fair and
square, -I guess every whito man wants
that durned rustler roped in. Light
down off'n that cayuse, and I'll sure
take care of your hardware.”

“It’s your say-sol’” assented the Kid.

Ho slipped from the saddle and stood
beside the mustang, bis hands over his
head. His manner was one of careless
submission, as of & fellow who had
nothing to fear. His smiling face did
not betray the thoughts in his mind,
But it was not o smiling matter, and he
knew it, for there was no shadow of
a doubt that if the Poindexter foreman
toted him into Gunsight be would be
lynched to the branch of a cottonwood
before he was an hour older. A crowd
of enraged cattlemen would not be likely
to hced his assertion that he was »
stranger to the scction, and that his
name had been taken by some unknown
rustler.,

Tex Clew stepped towards him, the
rifle under his arm, nis left hand out-
streiched to remove the two guns that
were slung in the Kid’s hoisters. The
-Kid made no resistance. With a care-
less manner and o smiling face he was
watching out for a chance, like a cat.

The cowman jerked out the guns and
tossed them into the grass. Then he

ave a whistle, and a broncho appeared
rom the thickets. The cowman turned
towards the horse, and for a second his
eyes were off the Kid.

With the spring of a tiger he was on
Tex Clew, and the foreman of the Poin-
dexter ranch went orashing te the carth,
his rifle falling into the grass. The
next moment the Rio Kid and the
powerful cowmon wero rolling over and
over in the grass, figbting furiously,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Hands Up t
Y

QU pesky coyoto!® panted the
cowman breathiessly.

The Kid did not speak.

Heo needed all his strength

for.a @ rate struggle.
. . The KJS was hard og steel, thoroughly
'] Bt in overy limb and muscle, active as

1 3

t, sinucus as a puma. . But the Poin-

|

dexter foreman was o powerful man,
almost a giant in strength, It was
soldom that tho Kid met his match in
a rough-and-tumble, but ho had his
hands full now.

Over and over they rolled, the ad-
vantage now with one, now with tho
other. Tex struggled to got a gun from
his belt, and he got it_out at last; but
the Kid gripped his wrist and wrenched

it till the gun dropped. They rolled
over the Colt, fighting ficrcely.
But luck was with the outlaw.

The fierce struggle had lasted long
minutes when the Kid’s hand came in
contact with one of his own walnut-
butted guns, which the cowman had
thrown nto the grass. i

In an instant it was in his grzg.

The muzzle was jammed into the faco
of the cowman, the steel rim grinding

into the skin,

"Lot uwpl® panted the Kid.

“You durned rustler——"

“Let up, you moss-head!” snapped
the Kid. “I ain’t honing to spill your
juice, but if you don’t let up pronto
1t’s you for the long jump.”

Slowly the cowman’s grasp rclaxed.

There was death in the muzzle that
ground into his face. Tho Kid's finger
was on the trigger, his oycs blazing
over the revolver.

Tex shut his teeth hard.

“You got me beat!” he muttered
savagely. “1 guess I was plumb loco
not to drop you in your tracks. Shoot,
you_durned cow-thief!”

“I ain’t. burning powder any, if you
don’t beg for it, feller,” answered the
Kid. “J ain’t come to the Gunsight
country a-shooting. Pm telling you
that you've roped in the wrong cayuse.”

“1 guess yow're tho Rio Kid !” snarled
the cowman.

The Kid rose to his feet. IIe was
breathless from the struggle. but the
hax;‘d that heid the gun was firm as a
rock.

He motioncd to the cowman to riso,
and Tex dragged himself breathlessly
up. At a eign ie put his hands over his
head. His bronzed faco was crimson
with rage. A

“You'te the Rio Kid!” he repcated.
“You're suro the Kid! There’s a ropo
waiting for you at Gunsight, you durncd
cow-thief 1

“Forget it!” said the Kid. “JY own
up that I'm the Kid. But ¥ never was
a cow-thief; and you don't want to
shoot off your mouth so much. Keep
them paws over your cabeza! I'd sure
be sorry to spill your vinegar, but if you
try any tricks you get yours, Tex Clew.”

“It's your say-so!” grunted the cow-

man.

The Rio Kid bent his head to listen.
He could gucess ocasily enough that the
Poindoxter foreman was pot the only
man watching the lonely trails in the
Rio Claro chaparral. And the Kid
wanted to know whether tho strugglo
had been heard by others.

But there was no sound from the
darkening thickets save the sigh of tho
wind in the post-oaks and festoons of
Spaniard’s beard.

“Now, I reckon I've got to pow-wow
with l{ou fellor,” said the Kid. “When
I’m through you can beat it and toll the
boys at Gunsight that they’re a set of
locoed mossheads. If you want to know
what the Kid looks hke take another
squint at me But Pm telling you that
this is the first time I’ve ridden s trail
in the Rio Claro country.”

“Can it!” answered Tex. -

“YH tell a man.” said the Kid.
“There’s some rustler riding the trails
and borrowing my name. Got that?”

et § gg&u l;‘e yuén .lik.ehtthggt;vonl’lt lstsvo
your neck when Gunaig s holt on
yow'! retorted the cowman derisively.
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“ Likely not,” assented the Kid. “ But
it’s the frozen truth, sll the same, feller.
Now you sit up and answer. How long
since this galoot you take for me came
into the country?”

“1 reckon he’s been cavorting around
8 few months.”

“Calling bimself the Rio Kid?”

“Bure!”

“And sporting a band of silver
nuggets round his hat to tell the world
he's the Kid. He's sure no slouch. He
knows how to fool a bunch of locoed
mossheads. Dees he work alone, or in
a gang¥”

“1 gugss he's always on hiz;B
some,” answered Tex, staring at ¢
outlaw, “and you're him, sure!

lone-
o boy
It’s

Svell known that the Rio Kid has never
in a gang. He allers plays a
lone hand.”

“And he’s shot up some pilgrims?”
asked the Kid.

“He sure And he shoots to
kill,” said the Poindexter foreman.
* Look here, what guff you giving me?”

“I ain’t giving you any guff, you
locoed cayuse,” growled the Kid. “I'm
telling you that I never heard of the
galoot before; Lut ¥ guess I'm going
to know somcthing about him. T'll sure
lay him out for using my name. I got
cnough to my uccount without his hcap
throwed in. You allow that he’s hiding
in this chaparral?”

“He took to the chaparral with a
bunch of punchers arter him, this morn-
ing,” growled Tex. “You've downed
me, durn you. but I reckon you'll get
yours afore you'ro out of the wood. This
country ain‘t healthy for you.”
“‘, t, spre ain't,” agreed the Kid;
““and I've & hunch that I'm going ‘to-

make it less healthy for the galoot
that's been borrowing iy name,"
“Oh, can it1"” \
“You ain't taking tha* in .
“Not a word! You're the Kid, and
ou’re tho man we want. I'll lend a
anq’ stringing you up when wo get
ou. .
" You sure tempt a galoot to spill
your juice all over the chaparral,”
growled the Kid. “But I ain't wasting
od lead on a mosshead. Hyer, put a
aig over that brone, and beat it afore
I get mad with you.” .
ex glanced towards his gun, that lay
in the grass. The Kid stamped his heel
on it, hard.
“You don’t want & gun,” he snapped.
“ A durned geck like you is safer with-

12
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out a gun, feller.
and hit the trail,
3‘0‘1!,’

Slowly the burly cowman climbed on

the brencho.
. “Now beat it back to your friends,”
jeered the Kid.  “Tell them that the
Rio Kid is sure in this chaparral, and
they'ro welcome to raise his scafp, if
they know how. Vamoose, you gink ™

The cowman galloped away down the
traii.

Tho Rio Kid turned to his mustang.
Thero was & dark frown on hLis hand-
some face.

“Wo ain't hitting for Mexico yet

a-prece, old hoss,” he said to his mus-
tang. “We're sure going to look for
that galoot that calls himself the Rio
Kid. T guess we ain’t lighting out of
this country, old hoss, till we've got that
durned galoot by the short hairs!”
. And the Rio Kid mounted, and, leav-
ing the trail, rode away into the darken-
ing chaparral, and night and silence
swallowed him.

ot on that cayuse
I'ia through with

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid Qets Busy !
i HE%KS!” murimured the Rio
id.
His eyes gleamed under the
shade of his Stetson hat.
For many days after that encounter

with the Poindexter forcman the Rio

Kid had lain very low. :

.

For long miles by tho banks of the
Rio Claro, the thick chaparral extended,
penetrated by few trails; a hiding-place
than which the boy outlas could have
asked no better. :

The Kid was an adept at blanketing
his trail. Where ho moved he left no
sign. - : ]
Armed men hunted him in the chap-
arral. Many times the Kid bhad had
ﬁhmpses of horsemen; more than once

e had heard the voices of the men who
hunted him for his life. ’

But the Kid was an old hand at tlis
game.

It was as easy to seck a needle in 2
haystack as to seek the elusive Rio Kid
in & country of almost impenetrable
chaparral.

At any hour, had he chosen, he could
have ridden to safety out of the Gun-
sight country. In the saddlo on his
swift mustang he would have laughed
at pursuit. But the Kid had no inten-
tion of hitting the trail out of Gunsight.

A ROUGH-AND-TUMBLE! Qver and
over the Kid and cowpuncher rofied. Tex
struggled to get a gun from his belt, and
he got it out at last—but the Kid gripped
his wrist and wrenched it till the gun
dropped. (Sec Chapter 2.)

Not till ho had brought to account the
unknown desperado who had usced his
name, and robbed and slain under that
name. There was little bitterness in
the Kid's nature, but in this matter he -
was hard as ateei, bitter as death.

The Kid had thought a good deal
over the strange matter in his days and
nights in the lonely chaparral. It was,
he figured, no ordinary bandit who had
adopted the name and distinctive ap-
pearance of the Rio Kid. In the case
of some bandit like Black Hanson, or
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith, such a ruse
would have served no purpose. It was
some very different sort of galoot, the
Kid rcckoned—some pilgrim who was
not always a bandit, and who made
himself safe from suspicion by allowing
the wholo section to attribute his deeds
to the Kid. Some reckless rancher,
serhaps—some gambler who kad found
the luck against him at cards—possibly
some puncher of the Gunsight ranches.
Some galoot who, perhaps, lived right
in Gunsight itself, and very likely took
a part in hunting for the Kid!

That was how the Kid worked it out.
Only a2 man who had appearances to
keep up would borrow the name of o
wel.l!-known outlaw when he haunted the
traiis, )

That seemed & sure thing to the Kid.
But, having come to that conclusion, he
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realised how difficult was the task he
had set himself. .

The man ho sought was, likely
enough, somo citizen of Gunsight—
possinly . a prominent citizen. He led
an ordinary life in the sight of the cow-
town; and when he went on the trail
of robhery, what was easier than to put

‘a band of silver nuggets round his hat,
a mask on his face, and to usc the name
of the Rio Kid? And after a robbery,
to discard that guise, and ride into Gun-
sight unsuspected? But to pick out the
-man who was playing such a part was
a problem.

" After a few days the hunt for the Rio
Kid slackened. Doubtless the Gunsight
men opined that he had hit the horizon
by that time. While the hunt was up
the Kid lay low, very low indeed. Ro
did not want to get to shooting with the
Gunsight galoots. His sympathy was
with them, though they were after him
with 8 noosed rope. There was onlg
.one man in the Rio Claro country wit
whom the Kid wanted to get shooting,
and as yet ho did not know who the
man was. But he aimed to know,

On the edgo of the chaparral, where
wide, grassy plains stretched towards
the cow-town on the Rio Claro, the Kid
was lying-along a thick branch of a cot-
tonwood-tree, twenty feet above the trail
that ran through  the <chaparral, and
was continued by a track across the
prairie in the direction of Gunsight.

_Gunsight was several miles distant,
and oo 5be sunlit prairie no life stirred,
save a bunch of grazing cattle.

It was the sound of a horseman in the
thickets that had made the Kid clamber

.into the cottonwood. He had left his
.. mustang in his hiding-place deep in the
chaparral, while he scouted for signs of
ursuit. ‘The Kid was satisfied that the
unt was over, and that the Gunsight
men had gone back to their ranches;
but he was not the man to leave any-
* thing to chance. He took cover in the
thick branches of the cottonwood on the
edge of the chaparral,: as he heard the
horseman pushing through the tangled
thickets, and watched. If it was some
puncher still seeking for him, the Kid
was anxious to avoid an encounter. Only
to ‘save his life would he have pulled
trigger on a cowman.

The rustling of the thickets, the sway-
ing. of the masses of Spanish moss,
showed that the unseen horseman was
pushing through into the open trail. In
a few minutes ho would cmerge into the
Kid’s view from above.

Ha emerged at last.

From the high branch of the cotton-
wood tho Kid watched him. He saw a
powerful horse, with a black mnrkinf
on the shoulder, push out into the trai
It was a grey horse, and oddly the mark-
ing was black And its likeness to his
own grey mustang struck the Kid at
onca. .

His cyes gleamed down at the horse-

man. .

Of tho latter he could gee nothing but
the broad Stetson hat, which covered
tbe man from view from above.

Clear of the tangled brush, the horse-
man méved on under the big cotton-
wood.

The Kid watched in silonce. A horse
20 like his own mustang might exist in
the Rio Claro country, but the Kid did
not figare so.: Paint, he guessed, had
put those distinctive black marks on the
horze below. he man who had
borrowed ‘the name of the Rio Kid to
_hide g{n own . might very well disguise
hisshérse to resemble the Kid’s famous
f‘ d. ghe Kid’s he;rt tégnt. a. l{tt.l;
-fasteys: Ho was very keco et a lool
ot the riders face. > to o 8

That_the mbdn was in tho chaparral|
m?omm-—m.szs tho chaparral

tor sowse unusaal reason he did not need
telling. He had come out of the heart
of the brush, whero horsemen seldomn
or never rode. Now he was sitting his
halted horse, looking out beyond the
chaparral towards Gunsight, faintly
seen on the river-bank in the distance.
He was not bound for the cow-town,
that was clear. Where he was ho had
come to stop.

‘The Kid smiled faintly.

It looked to him as if ho had struck
the man he wanted. But the Kid
intended to be sure. He made no sign.

The horseman watched the open plains
tor several long minutes, and then,
seeming satisfied, wheeled the harse.
Now he stared back along the trail that
wound through the chaparral, as if in
expectation. Again ho was motionless
for several minutes. X

He moved again, this time leaving
the trail, and backing the horse into
the cover of a mass of mesquite close at
band. A .

He disappeared from the Kid’s sight.

But he was not gone. Only a few
yards from the trampled trail he was
sitting bis horso in cover, watching the
trail, and never dreaming that he was
watched himself by keen 'egy_es above.

3

“Sho!” murmured the Kid silently.
If the horseman was not a trail
robber, watching for an expected

traveller, the Kgd had lost his judg-
ment, ]
Still the Kid mado no sign. .
Of the borseman he had secn nothing

but the top of a big Stetson hat and a
limpse of his chaparejos. The chaps
§hnwed that he was dressed as a puncher

—the usual garb of the Rio Kid.
if it was the unknown trail-robber
who had adopted the Kid's name and
style, he was watching for a victim on
the chaparra) trail. But the Kid was
not taking chances. It was possible that
the man was only a cowpuncher waiting
for some friend t6 come along, and that
the resemblance of his horse to the
Kid's mustang was & matter of chance.
It was not likely, but it was possible.
And the Kid waited silently to see what
 wae to follow.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

“The Man In the Mask !
“JVHE chaparral was silent,

Save for tho croak of some
bull-frog in a hidden pool, ‘a
faint sough of the wind in the

thickets, there was no sound,

But for what he had seen, the Rio
Kid would bave believed that ho was
alone there—that no other human being
was within bail of him,

But bhe knew that the horseman was
there, hidden in the mesquite beside the
trodden trail, waiting and watching.
Long minutes passed —minutes that
scemer] very long to the Rio Kid. But
he waited patiently, stretched on the
hifb branch over the trail, hidden by
fohlage. The Kid could be as patient
as an Apache on an occasion like this.
Che silence was broken at last. Hoof-
beats sounded from the distance.

The Kid’s eyes glittercd.

A rider was coming along by the trail,
evidently bound for Gunsight, for the
trail led nowhere else. That trail ran
through the wild cl{upa;rnl, from the
town of Truce to the' plains round Gun-
sight. The man why: was approaching
came from Truce and was heading for
the cow-town; that was a certain;y.

The Kid's doubts, if ho bad had any,
were_resolved now. The hidden horse-
man was watching for that coming
rider. Still the Kid waited to see.

The, hoof-beats drew necarer, but the

trail was winding, and it was not till
the newcomer was quito c¢lose-at hand

;

that he came within tho view of tho bo
puncher on the cottonwood branch
above.- .

The Kid looked down at him keenly.
Ho was a fat, rather flabby man,
dressed in “storo ” clothes, with a Derby
bat in the place of tho Stetson usual to
the cow country. He rode an “ Ameri-
can” horse, and he rode it clumsily
enough, like a man more used to the
office stool than to the saddle. - The
Kid could sce that he was a man who
rode because there was pno other mode
of transit in the cow country save walk-
ing. He was a man who would bave
preferred & scat in an auto or a train.

‘Thgre was a sudden rustling in the
thickets, and the bidden horseman
pushed out of the meésquite into the
trail.  Still the Kid could see littlo of
bim but his Stetsqn hat, ‘but he saw
the revolver that was levelled at tho
newcomer.,

Ihe latter jerked in his horse so sud-
denl{ that he almost fell from ‘the
saddle.

* Hands up, Lawyer Dunk!”

It waa a sharp voice that rapped out.

The man from Truce gave a gasp of
alarm. Sitting uneasily in the saddle,
he J)ut his hands over his head, and the
Kid could see that his fat face was

white as chalk.
“What--who—

“ What?” he panted.
what——-*"

**1 guess you've struck the Rio Kid,
hombre,” camec the horseman’s voice.
“1 reckop you're my mutton, Lawyer
Dunk 1

‘I'ne Rio Kid!” repeated-the lawyer
from Truce, and the hands he held over
his Derby hat trembled.

The hid's face set like iron. This was
the galoot who had borrowed his name
and who was robbing and killing in-tho
Guusight country as the Rio Kid.

The Kid had caught him fairly in the
act. The facc, hidden from the Kid by
the big Stetson hat, was hidden from
Lawyer Dunk by a black mask. But
the Kid was going to see that face.

‘Git off that cayuse!” went on the
man who called himself the Rio Kid.
“ Pronto |”

The man from Truce rolled clumsily
from his horse. There was a jeoring
chuckle fromx the masked man. Tho
obvious fear of the lawyer from Truco
aroused his contempt and derision.
Standing in the trail beside his horse,
the lawyer held his trembling hands
over his head, his eyes fixed in fear
upon the jna,sked face of the outlaw.

“Scared stiff, ain’t you?” jeered tho
latter. “I pguess 1 ain’t shooting,
Lawyer Dunk, if you behave, I’'m sure
honing for your- wad.”

‘I—I've nothing,” stammered the
man from Truce. “Only a few dollars.”

“Guess again!” éeered the outlaw.

I—1 swear it!” panted Dunk, “I
am going to Gunsight to seo Mr. Poin-
dexter at his ranch. I'm not plumb
foolish enough to carry money riding
in this chaparral. I swear I have no
more than ten dollars about me. If
ﬁm’d stopped me on my way home~——"

e broke off.

“You aim to collect dollars from
Poker Poindexter, feller?” asked the
outlaw, with a curious note in his voico.

“Yes,” gasped the lawyer. “The
interest on the mortgage is due. I am
going to Gunsight to collect it, I
swear—" \

“1 guess I'm sorry for you, Mr. Dunk,
if you ain’t fixed to pay me for my
trouble,” said. the maskedy man t%ﬁmly.
“You're tho richest man in the Rio
Claro country, and I guess yoo ought
to be well fixed. You want to cough up
a good wad, Mr. Dunk, you sure do, ¢r
you won’t rido into Gunsight to-day-—or
any day.” - e
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Yoy can go through me,” ke slam:
mered. “ You can scarch me from head
to foot. I ewear———"

%1 guess swearing won't buy you any-
thing,” eaid the outlaw savagely.
wou've got a thousand dollars #u Your
rags, Fou cun pony up, apd -ido on. I
vou uin't, say your pres TS you haven't
wch time left.”

he mar AP0

m Truce gazed st hiwm,
1. kead his fate in the cyes that

T
:A'x'ﬂered from the holes in the mask. ] man

In utter terror, he fell on his knces in
the grass of the trail.

“Give me a_chance,” he stammored.
“Give me a chance! I aim to collect
vight hundred dollure ot Poindoxter's
ranch—the money's over-due, and I'm
giving hizu no more time--he’s expecting
mo to-day~—the money will be ready—
give me a chance~you shall Lkave every
dolizg—"

A 2avage lsugh interrupted him.

"I guess I'd as soon trust a lolo wolf
as f'ou, Lawyer Dunk. If you've
voll, hand it over aud save your life—
{ give you one minute.”

A groan of fear was the lawyer's
answer. It was clear that ho earried
no ‘roll* with bhim in that unsettled
country, a precantion that saved his
. money, but was likely now to cvost him
his hfe.

There was no mierey in the glitteriug
exes that looked from the holes in the
mask. The revolver in the outlaw’e
hand bore full uron the shrinking man
from Truce. The life of the lawyer
might have been counted in seconds,
but for tho prezence of the Kid.

Crack !

There was a startled yell fiom the
mnasked bhotscruan, as the Colt was
was struck from his hand by « crathing
bulilet,

Lawyer Dunk gave a shrick. In his
terror, he fancied that it was the
masked man who had Bred. But he

t af g

roalised that be wasx not hit, and he
stared in ampazemeni at the horseman,
his biar 1 weaponless aow, tie revoiver
in the grass. With a swillnrss that only
the cxlremity of fear could have lent
the fat, clumsy man, Lawyer Dunk
huried Limseclf on his horse, and drove
the animal to a frantic gallop, tearing
madly past the masked man, and vaciog
out of the chapacral to the open plain
bc:i"ond.
he masked man, taken utter]s Ly
surprise, was staring about him. Lke a
dazed. Thet sudden ringing shot
from the boughs of the cotton-wood over
the trail, had come like a thunderclap
to hiro.

There wus & sound of serambling and
slithering in the branches. The Kid
dropped lightly into the trail.

. It was only a matier of seconds, but
in thoso seconds Lawyer Dunk had
vanished from the scene, and  wan
riding~ frantically towards Cun:zight,
and the masked man, recovering him.
self, turned hia horze to the thickets £nd
rove his spure cruclly into the flanks,
“‘Halt {* yolled the Kid.

Ho lif bis revolver, and fired as
the masked man plunged into the
mesquite. B

But the swift leap of the spurred
horso saved the man who called himself
by the Ric Kid's namo. The buflet
tore & hole through his Stctson hat a¢ Mo
went,

Crack! crack! crack!

Thrice the enraged Kid fired, ot the
orashing sound of the horseman in the
thick mesquite, running in pursuit as he
pulled trigger. DBut the tangled
thickets had ewailowed the leaping
horaeman. and tho continued crashin
and rustling, the thunder of hurricg
hoofs, showed that tho masked man
had gxl%t l“m{llt lttglt. an;i tl]\m. l;e was sltill
in wi ig rough the chaparral.

Crack! Crack! ¢ P

The bulleta tore through the leaves
and ULranches.

“Pod-gone the Tuek!” hissed the Rido The
Dorseman was gone,  Flad the Rd's mustang
been at hand, he knew that e vould have run
the fugitive down. But the neustang was ot at
feend. The Kid ranoa hundred yands in ficree
pursuit, o the torn and trumpled rail 1eft by
the Aceing horse-nun, and then he halted,
setog his tethe The erashing o the
choparral was dying anay in the distanee, and
U] it an foot was hiopeless,

“Pog-gope 11 growled the Ride

He wamped back angrily to the trail
[ooking out over the plain, he had a glimpse of
Lawyer Dunk, vanishing in the distunce
towards Gunsight.  The gruss swallowed the
terrified lawyer, even as the Rid looked.

“Dog-gone it!” repeated the Kid savagely.

The lawyer had escaped to Gunsight, with a
new tale to tell of the desperate deviley of the
Rio Kid, and the man who had used the Kid's
name, had cscaped into the chaparral, escoped
recognition and vengeance and was gone. The
Kid gritted his teeth. He half-regretied that he
had not shat the man dead from the branches
of the cotton-wood. But the killing of an
encmy from ambush was not the way of the
Kid.

“The dog-goncd skunk!™ growled the Kid,
though angry as he was, he hud admired the
swilt promptness with which the desperado
had extricated himself from what looked like
cectain capture or death.  “The all-fired
coyotel 1 guess I'll be sudden on the shoat,
next time | meet up with that pesky gink.
Pag-gone him.”

‘The crashing of the horseman had dicd
away in the fur  distance, the chapurral was
silent again. The Rio Kid's task remained yet
to be done.

THI END

(Another roaring Western yarn next week.
Lovk out fur it))
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