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THRILLS GALORE IN THIS YARN!

There's someone riding the trails, in the nane of
the Rio Kid, looting, holding-up, shooting, and gener-
ally making the Gunsight district an unhealthy place
Who this unknown vaider is the

in which to ride.
real Rio Kid scts out fo discover!

7)

I ROUSING LONG COMPLETE TALE OF THE WILD WEST, STARRING THE RIO KID, BOY OUTLAW!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At the Poindoxter Ranch !
“ HQO! I guess that hombre sure
is raising the dust!”
Tex Clew, foreman of the
Poindexter ranch at Guunsight,
stood at the door of the bunkhouse and
starced acrogs the plain, shading his eyes
with his hand.

A horseman was coming towards the
ranch, spuiring on at frantic speed.

Ife was not onn of the ranch outfit,
for he was dressed in “storo ” clothes,
and he rode clumsily, like a man unused
10 the saddle, sitting his horse like a
sack of alfalfa, as Tex said to himself.

ke was evidently in a hurry., With
whip and spur he urged on the big-
honed “ Ameriean *” horse he rode. Once
hie almost tuwmbled from the saddle in
an effort to look back over his shoulder,
like a man in fear of pursuit.

The foreman stared at him, puzzled.
Te could sce the sun-scorched plain for
u great distance beyond the rider, and
there was no sign of’ any pursuer—
nothing moving on the prairie save a
hunch or two of grazing cattle.

The horseman rode barcheaded, his
hat having apparently fallen off in his
wild  haste.  Perspiration streamed
down his fat face.

A puncher lounged along from the
corral and joined Tex, staring at the
Heweoner,

“I'hat’s Lawyer Punk, of Truce,” he
remarked. Y1 pucss he's raising the
dust somo,”

“Asking for sunstroke, T reckon,”
suid the foreman, with a grunt, I
opinge it wouldu't be a gol-darned loss
to the Rio Claro country if he got it,
too! 1 reckon I know what he's hitting
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this ranch for, though why he’s in such
a pesky hurry beats me.”

And the foreman scowled at the new
arrival. All the Poindexter outfit—
and all Gunsight, for that matter—knew
that every foot of land, and every long-
horh on the ranch was mortguged to
Lawyer Dunk, of Truce. The common
opinion in the cow-town was that erc
long the ranch would be taken over by
Mr, Dunk; and Tex Ciew did not look
forward to that prospeet with any
pleasure.

With a clatter of hoofs aud a cloud
of dust Mr. Dunk came to a halt before
the bunkliouse. He ahuost fell from
the saddle.

The horse stood trembling, lathered
with foam. The lawyer mopped his
streaming brow and stared back the
way he had come.

. “Some galoot arter you, M.
inguired Tex.

The lawyer gasped.

“The Rio Kid!”

Dunk?”

“Shucks! Is that fircbug cavorting
avound here agind”  exciaimed the

forcman.

Dunk reeled ageinst the bunkhouse.
IIe leaned on the wooden wal,, splutter-
ing for breath.

“Ie’s not in
“You can't see him?

Tex grinned.

“T guess even that all-fived firc-cater
wouldn’t foller vou up to the ranch, My,
Daunk. here’s too many paloots
around Gunsight to draswy a bead on
bim. He ain’s in eight.”

“I was held up—ou the trail through
the chaparral,coming here fromTruce !

sight ¥ he

)

panted.

gasped Mr., Dunk. “I've had a narrow

(Copyright in the United States of America.)

escape. I—I thought perhaps he was
after me——r"
“You sure didn't stop to make

sartin " romarked the Poindexter fore-
man sarcastically.

The lawyer from Truce did not heed
the sarcasmt, if he noticed it at all. Ie
stared back across the sunlit Mains, as
if he fcared that every tuft of grass
might hide the Rio Kid. Iar in the
distance the line of the rolling prairvice
was broken by a dark belt of chaparral.
Lawyer Dunk was satisfied at last that
the outlaw had not left the chaparral
to follow him across the ploin. e had
ridden those hot and perspiring miles
unpursued.

“T'll say you was lucky to get clear
if tho Rio Kid held you up,” said Tex,
“I guess ho cleuned you out first,
sure?”

Dunk shook his head. )
“Somn galoot fired on him in the
chaparral, and that gave me a chance -

to vamoose,” he said.

“Sho! Who was it?” asked Tex,
with keen interest.

“Search me!” grunted the lawyer.
“Do you fancy that I stopped to sce
who it was?”

“You sure wouldn’t!” said the ranch
forcman., “You sure would light out
and leave him to it, Mr. Dunk. How
long ago was 1t?7”

“"As long as it's taken me to ride here
as fast as my horse could jump,”
growled Dunk,

“1 sure mwight have guessed that,
too,” assented Tex. “I reckon I'd like
to know what galoot it was that's tried
to round up the Rio Kid. Might be on

time yet.”

)
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And Tex, leaving the lawyer where
he stood, strode into the corral, and in
Jess than a minute was mounted ob a
broncho and riding away towards the
chaparral as fast as Lawyer Dunk had
ridden away frem ib, .

He vanished in a cloud of dust, while
the lawyer from Truce still leaned on
the bunkhouse wall and panted for
breath,

Mr. Dunk rceovered his breath at
Jast, and soms of his nerve, and de-
tached Limself from the bunkhouse.
‘the horse-wrangler had already taken
his steed away to give it attention, and
one or iwo punchers who were hanging
about were regarding the fat man with
curious, and by no means friendly looks.
They were quite aware that Mr. Dunk
had called for over-due interest on the
mortgage, and cqually well aware that
he was not likely to be paid. Dunk
called to -one of then.

“Alr. Poiudexter's at home, I suppose,
Mohave?”

The lawyer was a little surprised that
the rancher had not come out to greet
him. In the circumstances of the case
it behoved the young master of Poin-
dexter ranch to be civil to his creditor.

*He sure ain't,” answered Mohave.

“Not at home!” exclaimed Dunk.

[ Nix.ll

Dunk compressed his lips. .

‘“He must have been expecting me
this afternoon!” he exclaimed. * Did
lLe leave word when he would be back?”

“He suro left word he’d be o home
by the time vou called, Mr. Dunk,” said
Mohave. “If Lo wasn’t, you was to
wait.”

Dunk opencd his lips for an angry
apswer—atxd closed them again.  Ile
walked away towards the ranch-hcuse.

There ho was admitted by a half-
hreed peon, who showed him into the
living-room of the ranch-house.

Mr. Dunk sat down to wait, and
wiped his perspiring forchead again.
His fat face showed deep annoyance.
He had not cxpected * Poker ™ Poin.
ilexter to have eight hundred dollars
veady for him, but he had expected the
rancgcr to be there full of apologies and
cxcuses.,And the rancher was not there.
He was absent; possibly meaking some
desperate effort at the cleventh hour to
raiso or borrow the money that wae
requircd.  The lawyer from ‘'Iruce
waited with growing impatience, more
and moro irritated with every passing
minute, o3 the rancher did not come.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Face to Face!
L ANDS up!”

H The Rio Kid’s revolver
gleamed to a level as he
rapped out the words.

He twas just in time.

The horseman, upon whom he had
come suddenly, in the shadowy trail
of the chaparral, was reaching for a gun
at the sight of him. But his hand
stopped short of the butt as the Kid's
revelver looked him in the eye.

On the open prairie it was still
sunny, but in the deep chaparral the
shadows were darkening.

The rider did not touch his gun, but
he hesitated to lift his bhands at the
Kid’s order; and the boy outlaw of tho
Rio Grande repeated it sharply.

“ Put "em up, foller! -Pronto!”’

Slowly the horseman’s hands went
over his head, his dark eyos gleaming
at the Kid as he raised them. The horse
halted in its tracks; the Kid, standing
hia horse directly in the way, covering
the rider with his gun.
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The Rio Kid scanned the herseman
curiously.

He saw a young man, with a boyish
frame, a handsome sun-tanmed face—
though its good looks were considerably
marred by the signs of dissipation. The
Kid figured at a glance that this hombre
wag accustomcd to :iting up late o
nights watching the run of the cards,
But for the lines that late hours and
dissipation had brought into the face,
the rider looked but little alder than
the boy outlaw himself.

His lip curved in an angry sncer as
he put his hands aver his head.

“I guess you've held up the wrong
man, hombre,” he said bitterly, “T'm
sure down to hedrock. And If you're
aiming to stcal my cayuse, T'll tell you
you won't yet him out of this Rio Claro
country ccrily, he’s known to every
galoot for a score of iniles.” :

The Kid frowned.

“You don't want to shoot off your
mouth so much, feller!” he said. “I
rcekon this hyer gun may go off if you
call me a lioss-thief.,”

The young horseman shrugged his
shoulders,

“You're holding me up !’ he said. “I
guess you ain’t doing it becausa you
want to chew the :ag with me,”

“Sure not!” assented tho Kid. “T'm
looking for a man in this chaparral—
and if you're that man youw'ro my
mutton, with the wool oen! You get
me?”’

**Who the thunder are you?”

“Y guess they call me the Rio Kid
when I'm to homa in the Frio country.”

The horseman started violently.

“The Rio Kid¥” he exelaimed.

“ Ye t})

The Kid smiled.

“Keep ’em upl” he said. “I sure
don’t want to.spill your juice, but I ain’t
taking chances. 1 reckon I wasn’t too
sudden getting this gun out. You seem
fairly quick on the draw yourself, feller.
I want to know who you are,”

“Every man in this country knows
Jim Poindexter!” snapped the horseman.

“Shot! The rancher they call Poker
Poindexter?”’ cxclaimed the Kid, gazing
at the young man with keenest interest,

“They call mo that,” prunted Poin-
dexter.  “If you're the Rio Kid you're
the fire-bug my foreman dropped on a
week ago, and that he let get away, the
pesky mosshead !”

“You don’t want to call him namas
for that,” smiled the Kid. *“You've sure
dropped on me yourself, Poindexter;
and I guess you’re going to let me get
away. Ain't you?”

“Quit chewing the rag snapped
Poindexter. “You've stopped me.
What do you want, if this ain’t a
hold-up?”?*

“Just a little pow-wow with you,”
said the Kid. “I'm hunting for a man
in this chaparral. I reckon I'd have
cinched him easy if I'd had my cayuse
with me; but I’d left him to home. The
galoot 1 want is about your heft, Mr.
Poindexter, and he calls himsclf the Rio
Kid. I shot the gun out of his hand;
but he got away, being well-mounted
and me afoot. I've been beating the
chaparral for him, and I've found you.”

“1 guess you might find anybody on
this trail,” said Poindoxter. “Pﬂmty
galoots ride this way.”

“Qure !’ agreed the Kid. “I ain’t
saying you’re the man I want; I'm only
asking a few questions. There’s a
galoot riding the trails in the Rio Claro
country calling himself the Rio Kid, and
that’s the galoot I want; and I'm going
to have him, if I have to trail him all
over Texas. He sports a black mask
on his face, and paints a black muzzle
on his hoss to lovk like mine, He calls

[t

himeelf by my name to keep his own
dark, I reckon.”

“That's the yarn you spun my fore-
man, Tex Clew. He told me,” caid
Foindexter, with a sneer.

*I ain’t asking you to believe me,
any more’n he did,” said the Kid, un-
moved. “But it’s the frozen truth.
And Vm sure death on that fire-bug
who’s raising Cain in tho Guusight
country, and hiding himself behind my
name. I ain't looking for a chance of
being strung up on account of a pesky
bulldozer who’s borrowed my name to
skulk behind. No, sir?”

“Well, I know nothing of him, if
yow're giving mec the straight goods—
which I don’t believe ! snapped Poin-
dexter. “Y guess I've no time for chew-
ing the rag, either; there’s a man wait-
ing (o see me at my ranch.”’

“Lawyer Dunk, I reckon,” grinned
the Kid,

The rancher started
violently than before.

“Iow do you know?”

"I guess I saw him held up by tho
galoot that calls himsclf by my name,”
answered the Kid. “He's lit out like
he was sent for; and I'm beating the
chaparral for that fire-bug.  That's a
suro_hundsome cayuse you're riding,
Mr. Poindexter.” .

The Kid eyed the 'grey mustang
keenly. It was very like his own horse,
save that it was all grey; and the Kid’s
mustang was distinguished by a black
mark on its left shoulder,

There was suspicion in the Kid’s look,

The rancher’s eyes glittered at him,

*You ain’t stopped me to admire my
cayuse, I reckon,” he said. “And if
yow're aiming to steal it, I reckon Pl
try my chance of pulling a gun, thaugh
you’ve got the drop on me.

“Forget it!” =zaid the Kid, the re-
volver steady as a rock in his hand. “If
you ain’t the man I want I ain’t honing
for trouble with you; but if you touch
a gun, feller, you gots yours mighty
sudden I”’

“What do you mean-—the man you
want?’ demanded the rancher. “Any
galoot in this country can tell you that
P the owner of the Poindexter ranch.
According to your say-so, you're looking
for a trail bandit. What do you mean?”’

“1 guess I'll make it clear,’” said the
Kid quictly. “The ornery thief I'm
logking for uses my name to hide
behind; and I reckon that that means
that he’s got another name avhen he’s
to home and goes around among folks
who don't savvy that he robs and shoots
on the trails at times. He rides a grey
hoss, with the muzzle painted black to
look like my. cayuse—that’s known all
over Texas. I guess he's got some lay-
out hidden in this chaparral where le
disguises his hoss and fixes himsclt up
with & mask when he’s going on the
trailsi and I guess he leaves those fixings
behind him when he rides home. He
may be any man in the Gunsight
country—and you as likely as another,
Mr. Poindexter.”

The rancher laughed.

“You're asking me if I’'m in this
chaparral, hitting for home after hold-
ing up Lawyer Dunk?” he said.

“Jest that!” said the Kid, watching
him kecenly. “You’re about the buiid
of the galoot, and I've found you in the
chapérral hunting for him. You ride a
grey mustang—-casy enough to fix up
with a black muzzle. I ain’t saying
youw're the galoot, but I'l} tell the world
that I'm going to make sure.”

“ And if you can’t take my word, how
are you going to make sure?’ smeered
the rancher.

*Where's your gun?” snapped the
Kid,

again, more
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BEEKING NEwé! Tex Ciew was benmg py nia bronche tightening his cinch, when the Rio Kid, In his tattered disguise,

stopped beside him and spoke.
galoot wise."

“In my holster! Can’t you sce?”’

“You wear two holsters; you're a
fwo-gun man,”’ said the Kid. “I guess
1 can see only one gan. Where's the
athers”

Poindexter shrugged his shoulders.

1 guess I wauldn’t answer you if you
badu't o gun in your hand,”™ he said.

I left one pun oo howe 1his afiernoon
~~forgot i’

A teooin man don't often forget
hiv shonting ivons” eaid the Kid, shak-
tug b el “And T sure <hot a gun
out of the hand of that galooi who hold
up Lawyer Dunk, and ke lit out sa
] HMA-'.\ he never thought of picking it
G Keep them pavs in the airt”

The Kid moved eloser and with Lis
left band jerked asay the siuzle gun

from the 1ol of the rauchor, He tossed

‘Tex glanced around.

it into the thickets of -pecans and
mesquite by the dim trail.

Poindexter's eyes glittered, but he
made no movement,

With his left hand the Kid teok the
horse’s bridle and drew  the anbmal
towards him. He was tcanning the grey
hair for a sign of paint; but in the fail-
ing light it was not ¢asy to discover the
traces he sought, if they vere there.

Poindexter breathed hard,

Whether it was fear that the Rio Kid
would make the discovery he was seck-
ing, or whether his Jlong-snppressed
anger broke out ¢f his control, he sud-
denly dashed Lis long Mexican spurs
into the horse's flunus.

The mustang rcared and trampled
wiidly, and the Kid swung his mustang
buaek bareiy in time to avoid being
struck by tne lashing hoofs,

< Gay, felier, there's sure some rookus [n this hyer burg this moraing,” he said. ' Put a
‘¢ We're out after that cuss, the Rio Kid ! " he growled.

(See Chapter &)

Bang !

The Kid’s revolver roarcd.

But Poindexter, with the activity of
an Apsache, swung down the horsc's
side, only his leg over the saddle—an
old Indian trick, which saved him from
the shot.

At the same moment the horse dashed
away down the tangled trail at a
frantic gallop, and disappeared from
sight, The sound of hoofs died away.
It had all happened so quickly that the
Kid bad been taken wholly off his
guard. It was uscless to chasc after the
quarry in this light, anyway.

“Dog-gone the galoot!” exclaimed
the Kid, exasperated. “T guess I'm
sure plumb loco fo let a gol-darned cow-
man beat me te it that-a-way.” That
galoot sure is mighty spry—and so was
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the galoot in the mask that held up the
lawyer pilgrims, I reckon. DBut whether
5's the same galoot—""

The Kid growled his discontent.

He suspected the rancher, but he
could not be sure.

But the Kid meant to be sure. If
Poker Poindexter was the man in the
(tunsight country who had been borrow-
ing his name, the Kid meant to know—
end to call him to account.  But his
nood was angry and disappointed, as
ho rode away through the tangled
chaparral towards the hidden dung-out
where lic had lain in hiding,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up Against 1t!

1 ALLO, hoss!”

H Tex Clew shouird and
waved his Stetson, as a gal-
loping horseman loomed up in

the falling twilight,

The rider drew in his horse. .

“Hallo, Tex! YWhat are you doing
off the ranch” asked Poindexter.

“1 figured it was you. I reckoned I
knowed that cayuse,” said the foreman.
“ Lawyer Dunk’s at the ranch, boss. He
allowed that that pesky fire-bug, the
Rio Kid, had held him up in the
chaparral, and I was aiming to look for
sign of the galoot. I've sure got a
grouch agin Lum for the way he handled
me a weck ago; and if he’s in the
chanarral, 'm the man that wants to
see him !”

“He’s in the chaparral. e held me
np, and got my gun away!” growled
Poidexter. “I ran into the scoundrel
coming back from Post Oak. You don't
want to go trailing him on your lone-
some, Tex. I guess he’s too mighty
quick with his gun. Ride into Gun-
sight and tell the boys he’s around, and
get a dozen galoots to back you!”

“SBure !” assented the foreman. And
he rode away towards the cow-tawn,
leaving Poker Poindexter to ride on to
the ranch.

Poindexter galloped on, his brow dark
and moody under his Stetson hat.

The interview that awaited him at
the ranch was not inviting. But he
was not thinking wholly of the coming
interview with the legal pilgeim from
Truce. His thoughts dwelt on the hap-
penings in the chaparral, and several
times lio looked back, with a gleam of
rage and hatred in his eyves,

“The Rio Kid!” Lie muttered. “The
Rio Kid! What ill-fortune brought
him into this country? By the great
horned toad, T’ll raise ali the ranches
round Guusight, and hunt him down!
T'll hunt him ous of ihat chaparral like
a coyote I

And the rancher
savagely.

He rode up to the ranch at last, threw
his reins to a peon, and strode into the
iiouse. In the light of the swinging
lamp in the living-room, Lawyer Dunk
rose to his fect, and cyed Poindexter
unpleasantly, as he came in with clink-
ing spurs.

“Not my fault, Mr. Dunk,” said
Poindexter, before the lawyer could
speak. “I’vo becen over to Post Oaks,
and was held up on the trail back, by
that fire-bug who's haunting the
country.”

“The Rio Kid ?” exclaimed Dunk.

“That's what he calls himself.”

The man from Trucs gave a snarl.

“It’s timo that rustler was rounded
up " he snapped. *“ What is the sheriff
doing? I’ve had the narrowcst escape

gritted his teeth

in my life, The outlaw held me up in
the parral, and was going to plug
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me for keeps, only somcone fired from aj away into_the gloom, he did not take

cottonwood, and I got clear.”

“You sure had luck,” said Poin-
dexter, flinging himself into a chair,
and his cyes gleamed at the lawyer as
he spoke.

“Well, to conie to business,” said M.
Dunk acidly.  “I've waited for you,

Jim Poindexter, and you know why
I'mn here.”

“I guess  so0,”  said  the rancher
moodily.

“I'm here to collect cight hundred
dollars,” said Duuk, eyving him,

“I reckon you'll Lave to give me
time,”

The lawyer’s face hardened. )

“I've heard that hefore,” ha said.
“The money’s over-due, and your mes-
sage said that if I waited till to-day,
you'd get it sure.”

“I reckoned it was a cinch,” said
Poindexter. “But it’s failed. I was
counting on it as a certainiy.”

“A game of poker,” asked the lawyer
sarcastically, “and ycu came out at the
little end of the horn? Is that it%”

“I've raised the money every time,
so far,” said the rancher sullenly.

Dunk nodded.

“Sure,” he agrced, “and how you've
done it beats me, Pomdexter, Your
ranch is run the worst of any in the
Gunsight country. You let your outfit
do as they choose. You spend all your
time playing poker at the ranches, or
gambling at the Four Aces in Gunsight.
Any man in Rio Claro county could tell
that your ranch has been run at a loss
for & year past. You don’t win the
money at poker—you'rc the unluckiest
gambler in Texas. I guess I’ve often
wondered how you met the interest on
the mortgage, even late.”

“No business of yours, so long as I
do meet it !” growled the rancher.

“Sure. But this time you're not
meeting it,” said Dunk unpleaszantly.
“The man I’'m acting for can't wait
any longer; and if you doun’t pony up
to-day. the mortgage forecloses.”

“You riding back to Truce this even-
ing ?”. asked Poindexter,

Dunk shivered.

“Not likely, after what’s happened
this afternoon. I shall stop over the
night at Gunsight, and go by the hack
to Claro in the merning. I'm not rid-
ing the chaperral trail again, till the
Rio Kid ts roped in and strung up.”

* Stay here to-night, then?”’ said Poin-
dexter. “¥ guess I'm seeing a friend in
Gunsight to-night, who'll lend me ecight
hundred dollars. I misscd him at Post
Qaks to-day. You'll leave the ranch to-
morrow morning with tho dollars in
your grip-sack.”

Dunk eyed him suspicionsly.

“I guess that goes,” he agreed.
“That’s O.K., if you're on the square.”

“8quare as a die.” said Poindexter,
rising from his chawr. “T tell you it's
a cinch i

“Leave it at that, then,” said the
lawyer from Truce.

Late that night, when the man from
Truce was in bed and aslecp, Poker
Poindexter was pacing the room below,
his brows knitted and dark, his teeth
set on an unlighted Mexican cheroot.

It was past midnight when Poin-
dexter let himself silently out of the
ranch-house.

There was no light in the bunkhouse.
The outfit were asleep, save for the men
out on the plains with the cattle.

Softly the rancher led a grey mustang
from the corral.

He led the horso out of the gateway
and for some distance along tge trail
before he mounted.

"When he mounted at last, and dashed

the dircction of Gunsight.  Whatever
business it was that had cailed the
rancher abroad at night, it did not leaq
him to the cow-town on the Rio Cluro.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
fn the Enemy’s Camp !

S IE desert rat who limped info
Gunsight in the sunny merning
found that little cow-tewn in
a state of unusual excitement,

Gunsight, a central point in the cow
country along the Rio Claro, generally
had a few punchers lounging in its
dusty street, along the plank side-walk,
and a bunch of cow-ponies tied up out-
side the Four Aces Saloon and the
Gunsight Hotel.

But on this particular morning the
cow-town swarmed with them.  Men
from a}l the ranches within a dozen miles
of the town crowded Gunsight, and
there was an incessant clattering of
hoofs and buzzing of excited voices.

The desert rat who came in from the
prairie trail attrected no attention.
*“Desers rats” were not uncommon in
tho Rio Claro country. If this specimen
diftered from the usual run, it was in
looking a littlo more ragged and dusty
and dilapidated. His age it would have
been hard to tell, so thickly was his
tace grimed with the desert dust; but
that he was in bad luck was clear at a
glance.

A rag of a Stetson was on his tousled
head, his old red shirt was a taiter, his
moleskin trousers splic and rent, his
boots would have disgraced any of the
numercus dust-heaps round Gunsight.

Nobody heeded him: but had anybody
heeded him, no one would have dreamed
of recognising the handsome Rio Kid in
that duapidated guise.

Thé desert rat did not even pack a
gun, so far as could be scen, though
pwobably there was a gun hidden some-
where.in his rags. Even in that im-
penetrable disguise the Kid wes not
litely to venture among a swarm of
encmies without one.

Men ot thne Poindexter ranch were
among the others, and the desert rat
recogoised Tex Clew in the crowd out-
side the Gunsight Hotel. He drifted
among tho buzzing throng, listening to
the excited utterances of the punchers,
cutching continuaily the one name con-
stantly repcated—the Rio Kid!

Under his dust and grime the desert
rat smiled grimly He had horned into
Gunsight (o titne to hear fresh news of
the doings of the unknown who had
borrowed the Kid's name.

Tex was bending by his broncho,
tightening his cinch, when the desert
rat stopped beside him. and spoke.

3

. “Say f{eller, there's sure some rookus
in_ this hver burg this morning,” lo

said. “TPut a galoot wise.”
Tex glanced round at him, and
grunted  [lesert rats were not popular

with the ranchmen. Horses were only
too likely to be missing after a desert
rat had been around.

*“Is it a necktie party, pard?® asked
the desert rat, as the Poindexter fore-
man did not answer.

“It sure will be if we get holt of the
Rio Kid' said Tex savagely.

“Ive sure heard a heap about that
pesky fire-bug.” said the desert rat
armably, “ What’s he done now ?”

‘“What ain’t be done?” growled Tex.
“Last week ne shot up the marshal of
this here cow-town; and last night he
shot up the boss oi Blus Grass ranch.”

“You don’t tell!” ejaculated tho
stranger.,

“We'll get him, sure, this time}” said
the Poindexter foreman. ‘‘I guess that
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. Kid will f'arn that Gunsight don’t stand
for it. e shot-up a rancher, I'm tell-
jug you. las night, in his own ranch-
house, right uader his own roof, and
hit the trail with a thousand dollars in
greenbacks,  That's what I'm telling
coal”’ )

e Oh, shn!” said tho desert rat. R

lic woved away from the impatient
foremun, loafing among the excited
punchers who were gathering to take
the trail of the Rio Kid.

I'vom the incessant, excited talk, it
was casy for a listcner to picce together
what had happened the night betore at
the Blue Grass ranch,

The boss of Blue Grass had sold a
bunch of cattle to a Claro dealer the
day before, which was known to other
vanchiers about Gunsight; though how
it becawe known to the outlaw was a
mystery to tiie cow-town. But this was
not the first tune that the outlaw had
shown an uncanny knowledge of local
afairs,

That he must have known was clear,
for the money that was locked up in
Runcher Topham’s safc, at the Blue
(irass ranch. would have been sent to
the bauk in the morning; and the out-
law had horned in during the night and
cinched it.

The rancher liad been called cut of
bed at midnight by a horseman who
gave the alarm of fire on the range; and
immediately he opened his door ho was
covered by a gun in the hand of a
masked man, The rancher had pulled
a gun; and had been shot down in his
tracks by the outiaw. Now he lay badly
wounded at his ranch, and the thousand
dollars he had packed in his safe were
gone,

The outlaw knew the money was
there, knew where to look for the safe;
and ho was mounted and gone before
any of the Blue Grass outfit arrived on
the scene,

The desert rat, as he picced together
that story, did not wonder that Gunsight
nas enraged, and that word had been
sent round to all the ranches to gather
men for a hot pursuit.

More than & huodred men were
gathered in the dusty street, waiting,
apparently, for their leader to arrive.

A horseman dashed in from the
prairie, and there was a shout. This
was the leader for whom they waited;
and the desert rat smiled grimly under
bis dust zs he saw that it was Poker
Poindexter.

lcaning against a post outside the
Four Aces he watched the crowd
gaiher, mounted and armed, round the
Young rancner.

Poindexter spoke a few words before
he gave the signal to ride. 1o judge
by appearance, he shared the feclings
of the men around him. The desert rat
wondered.

“ Boys, this has got to come to a
finish !’ exclaimed Poindexter. “We've
got to show that fire-bug from ¥rio that
he can’t cavort arvound the Ric Claro
country this-a-way., Yesterday he heid
up Lawyer Dank in the chaparral, last
Dight he shot up Rancher Topham—and
Lels got elear with the gouds. I guess
he's Widing in (he chaparral; and we're
Hoing ta root him out and bLoost bim up
to u bhranch!”

"1:!1{‘1'@ Wi{s a roar.

Vhe guloot cavorts around with a
ask on his face, “wont on Poindexter.
L}ht‘, !“l“”\fs tuen here who know him
Ilivr”? 't <"“d Im one of them—Tex
I.‘iln l:t “llm ‘..ur‘- You tha‘,’ don’t know

e 8'»_ busy with & gun i you find a

i auger in the chaparral; rope in any
tan you light on, and drop him in his

..

he

tracks §f raises trouble. We ain't

taking chances oi icttng that fire-bug
got away with the goods!” .

‘There was another roar, and, with a
clatter of hoofs and a cracking of re
volvers fired in the air, the crowd of
horsemen rode out of Gunsight—to hunt
the chaparral for the Rio Kid.

“I'l tell the world!! murmured the
desert rat, as be leaned idly on the post
and watched them go. “f sure rceckoa
they won’t cinch the Rio Kid iu the
chaparral, and they won't cinch the
galoot that's borrowed his ranie, so long
as Poker Poindexter's riding with them,
nohow! I sure do suspect that hombre
a whole heap!”

The horsemen were gone, the dust
settled down  behind  them, and the
desert rat still lounged idly. It was

an hour later that the huek came round
to the front of the Guusight Hotel, to
start on the daily trip to Claro. From
the dirertion of the Poindexter ranch a
fat mian rode into the cow-town—Lawyer
Dunk, of Truce, in his store clothes and
a borrowed Sterson.

The desert rat eyed him curiously.

The lawyer left his horse at the
lumber hotel, and took a seat in the
hack. It was a roundabout way back
to Truce, by Claro; but Dunk evidently
did not iniend to ride back the dircet
way through the chaparral. Qne meet-
ing with- the outlaw was ecuough for
him; Le did not want another,
cspecially as Lawyer Dunk now had the
sum of eight hundred dollars in Lis
“grip.” TFor that morning Poindexter
had paid Lim the amount of his claim,
in fuifilment of his promisc; and the
Truce lawyer could only wonder who

had lent the rancher the money.

The hack rolled away on the reoad to
Claro. the desert rat’s cyes following
it till it was out of sight.

During that day the desert rat loafed
about Gunsight. He staked himself a
mea! of frijoles at a cheap Mexican
posada, where he talked with the greasy
proprieter in his own language, picking
up the local news of Gunsight.

He was dozing in the shade of a
cotton-wood, with the lazy look of the
true desert rat, when a bunch of horse-
men came riding in, weary and dusty, at
sundown,
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The hunters were returning ; and their
looks showed that the hunt had becn un-
successful. They had beaten  the
chaparral far and wide for the Rio
Kid, finding no traco of that elusive
galoot. Many of the men had dispersed
to their rauches; but a score or moro
rode back inlo the cow-town, among
them Poker Poindexter.

The desert rat's  half-closed  eves
watched Poindexter, as he hitched his
horse to the rail outside the Four Aces
and strode into the zaloon.

When the desert rat loafed across the
strect aed looked in at the door of the
Four Aces, Poindexter was scated at a
game of poker with two or three other
vanchers.

Beveral men were standing  round
watching the game. 1oindexter was the
most desperate and reckless gambler in
the scetion; his play was siways high,
and generally unlucky; and men in
Gunsight wondered how long his ranch
would stand the strain. 1t was already
morigaged up to the hilt; and it was
a 1ystery to his friends how he mot
the heavy interest on the mortgage.

So much, and more, the desert rat
had learned from the Mcexican at the’

posada. And the desert rat wonderod
whether ho knew the auswer to the
Guestion,

Having looked inte the saloon, the
desert rat lounged to the hitching-rail,
wiiero Poindexter’'s horse was tied with
« hall-dozen others. Ide had o way with
horses; the grey mustang yielded to his
touch meekly as he stroked the glossy
muzzle. And while he stroked it ho
scanned it keenly, scarchingly, in the
flare of the naphtha lamp that blazed
outside the Four Aces,

There was a step beside him, and a
rough hand pushed him back from the
horse.

The desert rat glanced round.

Poindexter had come ont of the saloon
with a black, frowning brow. He did
not look like & winner at the gamo of
poker.

“Let that cayuse alone, confound you,

you loafer!” snapped tho rancher
savagely.

“A rip-snorter of a cayuse., sir!”
said the descert i1at mildly., “You've
sure got 8 good critier, sir.”

“No business of yours!” snapped
Poindexter, unhitching the horse. He

was not in a pleasant mood.

“Sure it ain’t, sir,” said the desert
rat. “But I reckon you want to tell
your wrangler to keep an eye on thay
cayuse, sir  Ile's been getting his nose
rubbing up against some paint, I guess.”

Poindexter swung on him with a
startied oath.

“What? What do you mean, you
boozy loafer 7"’

“No offence, sir!” said the tattered
desert rat. 1 jest reckoned T'd tell
you, sir, sceing as he's a good hoss. I
reckon if you'll look you'll sure sce that
there’s been paint on his shoulder, sir—
black paint. Looks as il it's heen
washed off, too—but you'll find o trace
of it—and I reckon you want to tell your
wrangler about it.”

With a curse Poindexter swung the
horse out into the strect, mounted, and
dashed away with & clatter of hoofs,

The desert rat looked after him
grimily.  What the Rio Kid had sus-
pected before, he knew now: the sus-
picion had Lecome a certainty.

THE END.

(Will the Rio Kid suececd in running
down Poindexter in the rery act o}
lolding up the trail? See next weck's
roaring Western yarn!)
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