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The Rio Kid secls out to prove thal a well-known
rancher in the distriet is an oullaw,

ond « villain,

may lie in Iis path !

OUR ROARING
WESTERN YARN
STARRING THE RIO
EID, BOY OCTLAIT !

s THE FIRST CHAPTER,
A Bird’se-eys View ot a Hold-Up !
suapped the Rio

(] H, shucks!”
O™ .
His eyves gleamed with

anger. .
The Kid lay on the grassy summit of
a high b)u:g, overlooking_ the wide

waters of the Rio Claro. In a hollow
near by him bis mustang was con-
tentedly cropping the grass. Neither
the Kid nor his horse was ta be seen on
the skyline by any puncher who might
have been riding the prairie trails. In
the neighbourhood of the cow-town of
Gunsight the Kid had the best of
reasons for keeping himself out of view.

Lying in tho grass on the top of the
blutf, the Kid was staring acrass the
wide river that rolled before him. A
nile lower down the Rio Claro was a
ford, where the water shallowed over
sandy reaches, DBut below the bluff
where the boy outlaw lay, it was wide
and deep, and flowed between high,

.clayey banks. On the other side ran

the stage trail from Claro to Gunsight.
For some time the Kid had been idly
watching tbe two-borse hack ocoming
from the direotion of Claro, at first a
speck in the distance, but now almost
oppoeite the bluff.

The hack had suddenly halted.

The Kid saw the reason. From a
elump of cottanwoods on _the other side
of . the stago trail a horseman had
pushed out—a horseman whose fece was

and whose hand held a levolled

revolver. It was o hold-up, taking place
* jn_full view of the Rio Kid, though at
. l'ux Porprax~No, 630, - -

Once the Kid puts his nose to o trail ke
never leis up until the end, whatever the obstacles that S

hold-up man,

such a distance that the actors in it
were like toy figures to his eyes.

“Of all the dog-goned pesky luck!”
said the Kid, in utter disgust.

For, small as was the figure of the
masked horseman in the distance acrose
the river, the Kid knew it only too
well. He knew the grey mustang with
the left shoulder painted black to
imitate his own steed. He knew that he
was looking at the trail bandit who had
borrowed his name, and who had mado
himself the terror of the Gumnsight
country under the name of the Rio
Kid. And the Kid kpnew—what no
other man in Texas knew—that the
outlaw’s mask hid the face of a rancher
well known at Gunsight—Poker Poin-
dextor, of the Poindexter Ranch.

It was intensely oxasporasing to the

For wecks he had heunted the prairie

trails, watching for a chance at the
man who was using his name. It.was
not an casy task the Kid had set him-
self. All Guosight was thirsting for
the blood of the boy owtlaw—and he re-
mained in the country at the risk of his
life. Every cowman in the country
believed that the desperate irail-robber
was the Rio Kid, and the Kid would
have been given short eshrift had be
fallen into the bands of the ranchers.
But ho was reeoived ot to hit the wail
till he had brought bis enomeo book.
Hold-ups and shootings were laid to the
Kid’s account. He was creds with
all the despesate deeds of the man who
used his name.. The Kid aimed to rope
in the secret bendit, and prove to all
Gunsight that ¢he man was not bimwelf.
Sooner or later, he figured, hs would
get the galoot, catohing him in the sot
of some desperste deed, and proviag
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beyond doubt that the musked outlaw
was oot tho Rio Kid. And now he bad
spotted .ne trail bandit at work-—wich
a broad river flowing between, which
made it impossible to get at him,

Tho Kid gritted his teeth,

The Lold-up across the river was out
of pistol-shot from the bluff: where the
Kid lay. The Kid's hand hed gone by
instinct to & gun; but he relinquished
it. Hc lay acd watched, with a frown-
ing brow and gloaming eyes.

From the distance across the river not
a sound came to his ears, not even the
tramping of the horses as the stage-
driver pulled them in. There were four
or five passengers in the hack, buv there
was no sign of resistauce being offered
to the masked man. That be would
shoot, aud shoot to kill at the firet sign
of it, they knew only too well, and they
descended from the hack, lined up by
the trail, and held up their hands like
lambs. The masked man was getting
away with it as easy as rolling off o
log. The passengers from Claro were
not ‘likely to start anything with the
man who had shot the marshal of Gun.
sight and three or four other pilgrims
since he had commenced operations in
the valley of the Rio Claro. .

The' Kid mado & movement. His rifle
was in its leather case ou the mustang
‘in the hollow behind him. The rifle
would carry the distance.

But ho shook hLis head, and settled
down to watch. The hacl ita
horses, the driver, and the bunch of
passengers with their hands up, were
between him and the masked rider, and
the distance was great even for a crac
shot like the Kid. He did not want to
spill the juice of one of the passengers
fromm Claro by a mischance, or knock
the driver from his perch. And other
thoughts wore already working in the
Kid's mind. Ho controlled his im-
patience, and watched quictly from the
top of tho blufi.

Under the masked man’s revolver the
passengers from Claro were ponying up
their money with terrified haste. The

driver sat motionless in his seat, chew-

ing tobacco while he waited for the
outlaw to get through. e looked
cheerfully indifferent to what was going
on. But d¢he passengers were in a state
of terrified flutter, obvious to the Kid's
keen eves, even at the distance that
made them like dolls to the view. They
sgemed more than cager to saiisfy the
trai} bandit,

“That galoot sure has got that crowd
where he wants them,” the Kid mut-
tered, with a ourl of the lip. “They
sure aint honing for trouble with the
guy they figure is the Rio Kid.
Shucks 1"

The passengers were getting back into
the hack.

The Kid had only a partial view of

the masked horseman, half-hidden from
sight by the hack., But he made out
that the trail bandit was stowing away
his plunder in a grip that was Luckled
to his belt. From his motions the Kid
reckoned that he had made a good haul.
He had not troubled to go through the
victims, which implied that they had
handed out efiough to satisfy him, Rt
was not likely that any man in the
crowd would have kept anything back,
at the risk of the outlaw’s revolver.
The horsaman made a sign, the driver
cracked his whip, and the hack rolled
on down the river. towards the ford
which it had to eross o reach Cunsight.,
For & moment the masked lorseman
remained in the trail, fooking after the
g_e%arwng vehicle, full in wview of the
.
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But it was only for a moment.
He turped instantly to the belt of

cotionwoods ‘at the side of the trail;
pushed into the trees, and vanished.

‘ar away down the Rio Claro the
hack disappeared, going at a gallop for
the ford.

The stage-trail was deserted again;
no sign of lile met the watching eyes
from the blufl on tho south side of the
river. The Kid might almost have
fancied that the scene he lLiad watohed

d been a vision of the imagination.

“QOh, sho!" growled the Kid., *“I
been trailing thas galoot high and low,
and now he surc holds up a durned
hearse under my cyes, and gets away
with it. Bus I guess he ain'c riding
home safe with that loot. No, sir! I
reckon them jaspers Lgure that he's
hitting for the chaparral, or the
Mexican border ws fast as his cayuse
can raise the dust. They sure don't
figure thut he's hitting for the Poin-
dexter Ranch, and that they’ll see him
cavorting awund Gunsight this evening,
with his mask off, 'dog-gone him. But
he ain't goiting away (his time, I
guess.”

The Kid hud been thinking it out
while he watched. He knew, if no er
galoot knew, that the masked outlaw
was Poker Poindexter. He knew that
the trail robber would not be hitting
for & hiding-place in the chaparral or
acnoss the border in Mexico; but thaa
when he had washed the paimt from his
disguised horse and concenled the black
mask, he would ride back to the Poin
dexter Ranch unsuspeoted. A few
weeks ago the Kid bad been a stranger
in the Gunsight counmtry; but aince then
he had learned hbis way about. IFor
many iles cither way the Rio Claro
could not be crossed, excepting at the
ford where the trail ran 1o Gunsight.
The ford was a mile away; Gunsight
lafy five miles farther on down the river,
Atter the hack was safcly gone the Kid
figured that it was likely that the trail
bandit would ride across the river at
the ford. If he was hitting for his
raneh thcre was no other way for him.

The Kid left the grassy top of the
bluff and called to his mustang. He
rode down the bluffs and followed the
direction of the river,

If Poker Poindexter rode across at
the ford he would find the Kid waiting
for him there.

Bo would have discarded his mask,
washed the disguising paint from his
horse; but he would have the plunder
of the hack stacked in his grip—and
that would be enough to cook his goose,
the Kid figured.

- In a clump of mesquite, in sight of
the ford, the Kid took cover and waited.

He waited with his eyes on the ford,
The hack had passed and disappoeared
towards Gunsight., The Kid had long
to wait. He knew that he might be
waiting in vain; that the sceret outlaw
might not come. DBut it was tho Kid’s
first chance of catching the desperado
in the very act—the chance he had
hitherto sought in vain—and he was
patient—as patient as an Apache watch-
ing the trail for an enemy. Ie sat his
horse, with his riata ready in hia hand.

And his patience was rewarded at last.

Thero was & splashing of horso's hoofs
in the shallow water of the ford.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Roped In!
OKER POINDEXTER rode down
P to the ford of the Rio Claro.
Jf he was the man who had
held up the Claro hack a mile
back on the trail there was nothing in
his appearance to betray him.
His mustang, & handsomo and power-
ful animal, was grey from nose to tail,

with ne speck of black on him; and the
outlaw’s horse had had a black muzale--
in imitation of the Rio Kid's well-
known stecd. The outlaw had worn
goatskin chaps, as the Kid ahvays did:
but Poindexter wore no chaparejos over
his well-cut riding-breechea. And there
was no mask now on the handsowe,
diesipated face.

Any Gunsight galoot who had wmet
Jim Poindexter on the trail would have
exchanged greetings with bim, never
dreaming of suspecting how ho bad
lately been occupied.

His raids were put down to the Rin
Kid; and they had made the Kid tho
best-hated man in the section. Nobody
was surprised that the Kid, hunted out
of the Frio country, had located in the
Gunsight section; and nobody dreamed
that the masked outlaw was in reality,
not the Kid at all, but a Gunsight
rancher. The device of adopting the
name and appearance of a well-known
outlaw saved Poker Poindexter from
the slightest danger of suspicion.

More than once, closely pursued on
his lawless raids, he had shot down his
ursuers; and the blood he had rhed

ad been put to the Kid's account, and
the Kid was hunted far and wide—
Poindexter, with cool effrontery, lead-
ing his own ranch outfit Lo join in the
bunt. .

Only one difficulty had cropped up—
the unexpected appearance of the Rio
Kid himself in the Gumsight country.
Poindexter had not Jooked for that, and
it had disconcerted Lim.

That the Kid's feelings towards the
man who had borrowed and blackencd
his name would be bitter he was well
aware. But, after all, the Kid could not
know his real identity; and, in aunyv
case, the Kid could not show up in any
cow-town without being Iynched for his
double’s deeds.

Poindexter was thinking of that as
he rode across the ford; and he wus
thinking that if the Rio Kid had any
hoss-sense he would hit the trail out of
the Gunsight country—indeed, had
probably already done so. Ile did not
suspect how near the Kid was to him
in _those moments. R .

Ile rode up the bank of the Rio Claro
and out on the trail from the river
towards the Gunsight ranches.

Whiz!

He was passing a clump of mc:quile
when he heard the well-known sound
of a whizzing lasso.

Before he could even glance rountd

him the noose descended over hix
shoulders.
There was a twang as the rope
tautened.
Crach!
With his arms pinned to his sides Ly
the gripping loop, Poindexter was

plucked from his mustang’s back,

o rolled in the grass behind the
startled horse.

A ficrce ocath broke from his lips.

But he was not greatly alarmed for
the moment. 1Ic had been roped in.
but he could ounly think that it was a
freak of some drunken cowboy.

e scrumbled to his feet; but a jerk
on tho rope sent him reeling again, and

he fell. He was not given a chance to
loasen the loop that held him a
prisoner.

The Rio Kid rode towards him, coil-
iug up the lasso as he came.
While he colled it, he kept it steadily

taut, the noose as tight round tho
rancher as & band of steel. . .
Poindeater sprang up again, and

again rolled over.under g jerk of the
rope. .
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He sat in the grass and glared at the
rider who bore down on him,
His face paled as he recognised the

id.

The Rio Kid dropped from his mus-
tang, and, without a word, took another
turn of the rope round the rancher and
secured it.

Then Poindexter was allowed to get
on his feet.

He stood staring at the Kid, his facc

black with rage.
“You gol-darned fire-bug!” he
panted. . ‘“What’s this game?”

" The Xid smiled. . .
“J guess I've cinched you, Jim Poin-
dexter,” he remarked. *1I sure had a

" hunch to pull a gun on you, you durned

coyote! But I reckon what you want is
a rope and a branch !’

“You don’t mean——" gasped
Poindexter.
“Forget it!” said the Kid. *“If 1

wanted to make it last sickness for you,
Y guess I'd have pulled a gun. No,

sir! I ain’t stringing you ug on this
riatal I'm taking you where you
belong! The Gunsight galoots are

going to string you up.” R

“Are you mad?”’ hissed Poindexier.
“You dare not ride into Gunsight!”

“Y guess Im putting you on your
cayuse and taking you into town,”
answered the Kid coolly. *The Gun-
sight” galoots won't have any hunch to
get mad with me when I hand over
to them the outlaw who’s been raising
Cain in this section and shot up their
town marshal,”

“You think—*’

“1 guess I know!” chuckled the
Kid. “After I found that your grey
mustang had had his shoulder painted
black I reckon I was put wise. You're
the fire-bug that borrowed my name,
Poker Poindexter—and before sundown
all Gunsight will know it!”

Poindexter stared at him.

“¥You reckon you'll get away with a
yarn like that?” he panted. “I'm
known in Gunsight; I've a crowd of
friends there. You ride into the town
and you’ll be shot at sight I’

“J guess I'm takini the risk,”

“You're mad!” hissed Poindexter,
“You figure that any man in Gun-
sight will believe a word of it?”’

“Sure!l” grinned the Xid. “The
hack’s at Gunsight now; and I reckon
the passengers will be able to pick out
the durocks they handed over to you
wai back on the trail when they get a
look into that grip of yours!”

Poindexter became palc as death.

“¥You see, hombre, 1 was around,”’
grinned the Kid. “I saw the whole
game, though I was too far away to
chip in. I've been waiting for you to
come back across the ford.”

The rancher could not speak.

He knew now that it was not sus-
picion on the Kid’s part. The puncher
from Rio knew!

In the bag buckled to the rancher's
belt wero more than a thousand dollars
he had taken from the passengers of
the Claro hack, Some of the bills, at
least, could be identificd by the owners
if inspected before they were placed in
circulation.

Every man who had travelled in the
hack was now in Gunsight, telling the
story of the robbery on the trail. Every
one of them could be called on to
identify his property.

Poindexter’s brain was in a whirl.

With reckless hardihood he had faced
the dangers of a trail bandit, relyin
on the speed of his horse and his skill
with hls.gun to save him while he was
on a raid, and on tho borrowed nameo
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of the Kid to protect him from sus-
picion. DBut he had never dreamed of
a danger jike this. For the moment the
desperate rascal was unnerved.

He found his voice at last.

“You durned geck!” he mutiered
hoarsely. “You won’t have time to tell
that yarn in Gunsight. Youw’'ll be shot
up before you can get it loose.”

The Kid nodded.

“I allow there’s a big risk” he
assented.  *The zaloots are apt to be
sudden on tho shoot, after the way
you've raised Cair in my name, you
coyote. But I gucss I'm taking the risk.
I ain’t letting this section believe that
the Rio Iid has been robbing and
shooting around hera.”

“Youre mad!™ panted Poindexter.
“Look here. what is it to you, anyhow?
You're an outlaw.”

“Right, in once,” agreed the Kid.

“I guess I'll share with you,” mnt-
tered Poindexter., 7T guess yon can
take the boodle, if you want. That'’s
enough for you.”

“It sure ain’t enough.” said the Kid.
“1 pin't touching stolen money, Jim
Poindexter.”

“And you an outlaw, wanted by all
the sherifis in Texas!” sneered the
rancher.

B “Right again,” said the Kid cheer-

fully. “But I reckon I never wanted
to be an outlaw hombre, and it was
jest my durned luck. You’ve given me
a bad name in this section, and I guess
you're going to set it right.”

“ Dog-gone you——""

“T guess I ain’t roped you in jest to
chew tho rag with you, feller,” said
the Kid. “You want to get on that
hoss and hit the trail for Gunsight along
with me.”

He swung the rancher to the back
of the grey mustang. A length of trail-
rope sccured Poindexter to the saddle.

With the riata in his grasp, the Rio
Kid mounted his own horse and headed
for Gunsight, leading his prisoner.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Fallen Among Foes !
IE Rio Kid’s face was thoughtful

I as hc rode across the prairie at

an casy gallop, in the direction
of the cow-town on the Rio Claro.

IIe was well awaro of the risk he was
runnimng.

There were a heap of galoots in the
cow-town who knew the Rio Kid by
sight, and it was likely enough that guns
would be drawn at the first glimpse of
him. Poindexter, unsuspected in the
cow-town, had friends there—plenty of
them. It was quite on the cards that
the Kid might be fighting for his life
before he had a chance to tell the Gun-
sight men what he had come to tell
them.

But it was the only way to clear his
name of the black stain that the secret
bandit had brought upon it. To deliver
up the bandit, with the goods on him,
was the only way, and the Kid had to
take the risk.

He reckoned, too, that his act of
riding into the cow-town and placing
himself at the mescy of the citizens
would be likely to get him a chance of
speaking out before the trouble began.
&?ce he was able to put the Gunsight
crowd wise, all was well. He bhad only
to make it clear that he was not the
man who had been robbing and shoot-
ing on the trails, and to reveal the guilt
of Poker Poindexter. Once Gunsight was
convinced of the truth he would have
fricnds there, instead of foes.

But there was plenty of danger in tho
enterprise, and the Kid knew i, though
he. did not shrink from it, "

Poindexter's face was white as chalk
as _he rode, a bound prisoncr, at the
cod of the lasso.

His adoption of the Kid’s name had
saved him from the faintest breath of
suspicion, but it had heen his undoing
at the finish by bringing the Kid him-
se_If into the game. That was a danger
af which he had never dreamed,

If the Kid had timie to speak out he
had no hope of ecscape. The stolen
money was on him, and other evidence
of the truth, as the Kid guessed casily
enough. The materials with which ho
disguised his horse were hidden in his
saddle-bags. there was a black mask in
an inside pocket, No hope—if the Kig
had timo to speak out. He could only
hope that some hot-headed hombre
would fire on the Xid beforo the Loy
outlaw had time to speak. And that
hope was a frail reed to lean upon,

But in the depths of despair a sudden
flash of hope came to the desperate
rancher. .

Ahead, on tho grassy prairie, three
Stetson hats bobbed over the high grass.

Three cow-punchers had cmerged into
sight from behind a timber island, and
were riding dircctly towards them. One
of them, a burly punche:r, Poindexter
recognised instantly as Tex Clew, the
foreman of his own ranch, and the
others were members of his outfit.

“Oh, shucks!” ejaculated the Kid.

He recognised the punchers at the
same moment,

They had sighted the pair of riders
and were galloping down on them, each
man with a gun in his hand.

The Kid gritted his teeth.

He looped the riata to his saddle-bow
and jerked the walaut-butted guns from
bis holsters. The crack of a revolver
rang from the distance, and a bullet
whizzed overhead. Tex Clew, and Mo-
have, and Sandy Jones had seen their
boss, a bound prisoner, and Tex had
recognisced the Kid. The three punchers
were galloping to the rescue, and they
fired as they came.

Three to one, as the foes were, the
Kid would have had l!ittle fear of a
combat. But he did not want to fire on
cow-punchers—men with whom all his
own sympathies lay, The Kid was in
an awkward corner.

He dropped from his horse, and stood
behind the bhalted horse of the rancher.
The oncoming cowboys ceased to fire.
They could not hit the Kid without
sending their bullets throagh their boss.

The three riders scparated, to circle
round the Kid and his prisoner.

The Kid waved bis hand.

“Hold on, you-uns!” he shouted.

They were within hearing of his voice
now,

“You pesky fre-bug!” roared Tex.
“I guess we've got you dead to rights
now. Come out from behind Mr. Poin-
dexter, you white-livered skunk!”

“You durned mosshead !”” retorted the
Kid. “I guess I could drop you like
a ten-pin, if I wanted. Pull in your
horses”and talk, or I'll sure let you have

ours.

And the Kid fired and the Stetson hat
went spinning from Tex’s head. It was
a warning.

“The next goes through your cabeza,
you durned bonehead!” shouted the
Kid. ‘‘Hold in your hosses, I tell you!”

The three punchers reined in,

There was no doubt that the Kid held
the trump ‘card for the moment:. - He
was under cover of the rancher, and
the punchara were full in his view and
under his fire, and they knew the un-
erring aim of the Rio Kid.

“You let the boss loose, you pesky
cow-thief ! roared Tex. “What you
doing, roping in our boss?”
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“You quit chewing the rag a spell
"and I'll sure put you wise,” answefod
the Kid coolly. .

“Ride him down!” yelled Poindexter
furiously, *Shoot—shoot, you ginks!
Never mind me—shoot him down!”

The Kid's hand struck the rancher
across the mouth.

“Quiet, you!” he snapped. “By the
great horned toad, you spill any more
and I'll quiet you for keeps with the
butt of a gun.”

The three punchers, reining in their
prancing bronchos at a short distance,
cyed the Kid wolfishly. Only the danger
of thcir boss kept them from a rockless
rush at the boy outlaw.

“1 guess I want to pow-wow with
you-uns,” said the Kid. “Heap time
for shooting, if you want, later. You
savvy "

teail bandit. “Me.
order you—-*

The butt of the Kic : revolver struck
the rancher on th. head, and he swayed
in the saddle, balf-stunncd, and effectu.
ally silenced.

But at the same moment the punchers
obeyed the rancher’s orders. They came
on at a reckless rush, spurring their
bronchos, and firing The chance of
explanation was gone—and the Rio Kid
had to fight for his {iie.

Help me! I

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Qun-Play !
“® OG-GONE it!" breathed the
Kid

It was bister tuck.

Had tha punchers heeded
him for a minute mors the game would
have been in his hands. Not a man on

CLOSE QUARTERS! The Kid dropped io the ground and stood behind the

‘halted horse of the rancher,
coming cowpunchers.

“What you got to say, you geck?”
snarled Tex.

“I got this to say: This here Poin-
dexter rigged himself out to look like
e and held up the Claro hack, across
the river,” said the Kid  He's got the
goods on him now.”

The punchers stared at him blankly.

“You loco?” gasped Ted.

“Sure not!’ answered the Kid cheer-
fully. “What you reckon I was doing
with the galoot? 1 ain’t roped him in
jest for his comvany. I was taking him
into Gunsight.”

“Search mel” said ths amazed fore-
mau.

“1 guess I'm ready o ride on, with
syou galoots in company ”’ said the Kid.
“Ain’t that fair? You fellers ride with
me into town, and 'l prove what I say
to afi Gunsight.”

Tex burst tato o laugh.

“You want to tell us that our boss is
the fire-bug that’s been holding up and
shooting around this scction for six
months past?” he demanded.

“Jest that !” said the Kid.

“\Waa., carry me home to diet 1
reckon you're plumb locr. if you mean
it,” said the forema.

“Bhoot him down!” sureamed Toin
dexter. “T tell you to shoot him down!
Are you afraid of on: man?”

“Ain’t ! told you not to spill any
more!”  snapped th.  Kid, as the
punchers made a movement. < Another
word

“Help!”" yelled Foindexter, reckless
of anything at the Kid's hands, in his
cagerness 1o scize the last chance of
avoiding discovery, and the fate of the

“ Pull in your hosses ! *’ he shouted to the on-

¢ * Pyutl In, or ('If sure fet you have yours | **

Kid fired, sending the Stetson hat spinning off Tex's head asa warning.
See Chapler 3) |

And the

Poindexter's ranch suspected his secret,
and had they knowr it, they would
have seized him and lynched him as
willingly as any other galoots in the
section. And the evidence was there—
moro than enough t. convince the most
doubtful, had they listened to the Kid.

But to the cars of the punchers the
accusation seemed utterly wild, and all
they hecded was their boss® yell for
help.

They came on furiously, firing, at the
risk of hitting the swaying figure that
screened the Kid.

Crack, crack, crack crack!

The Kid had tc shoo. now [le had
to shoot or be sho' down, and the
walnut butted gwr eam  into swift
action,

Tex Clew reeled in his saddle, and
went plunging to th: earth, and dis-
appearod in the high grass.

The next moment Mohave plunged
over, as his horse fell dead under a
shot.

The Kid changed his position a little,
to keep Poindexter between him and
Sandy Jones, who was close to him now.

‘A bullet grazed the rancher, and misscd
the Kid by an inc..

The Kid's shot in return did aot miss.
Sandy Jones went headlong from his
saddle into the gras«

“ Dog-gone it!” muttered the Kid.

Over the high grass in the distance
five or six Stetzon hats were bobbing in
sight. The firiny had been heard far
across the plain. and other punchers
were galloping to the scene.

The Kid, with a black brow, cast loose
the lasso from the half-stunned rancher,
who swayed helplessl. in his saddle.
He mounted the black-muzzled mustang
again,

. The game was u; and the Kid knew
it. There was no chancu of taking his
ﬁx“woner into Gunsigat now, and telling

is tale. Nothing bu: a desperato fight
against odds remaired for the Kid,

unless he hit the trail at his best speed.

He wheeled his horse, and rode away
to the west, spurriog his mustang to a
Gerce gallop.

Mohave was on his feet again now,
and firing. Bullets whistled danger-
ously close to the Kid as he galloped.

But in a few moments a fold of the
ﬁﬂlll“le hid bim from th - puncher, and

e vode on with set teeth.

Behind bim can.. the thunder of
hoofs.

Half a dozen punchers had ridden on
the scene, and a shout from Mohave told
them what was toward Without draw-
ing rein, they galloped on in pursuit of
the Rio Kid.

Twice they sighted him, at a distance,
on e grassy prairio, and showted and
loosed off bullets, riding furiously in
chase. The Rio Kid hi- teeth set, his
brow black, rode hus hardest, with the
bunch of punchers 1n bhot pursuit.

“They'll sure gor him{” panted
Mohave, staring after the chase till it
disappeared in the distance over tha
rolling prairie.

Tae Porurar.—No. 530,
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“Get me loose, Mohave!” panted
Poindexter,

" Sure, boss!”

The puncher ran to him and loosed
the trail rope that bound himr to his
saddle.

Poindexter, with dizzy head, starced
after the chase. It was vanishing into
the distance to the west.

“They'll get him, boss I said Mohave,

Poindexter did nct feel so sure of
that, But the Rio Kid was gone,
whether he escaped or not, and the
secret bandit was safe  The dreaded
accusation, with proof to back it up,
would never be made in the plaza of
Gunsight.

Mohave cyed his boss curiously,

“The galoot surc was loco,” he re-
marked. “He's sure got suthin’ agin
you, boss, to spin a yarn like that!”

Poindexter gritted his teeth,

“1'll make him pay for 1t!” he said
savagely.

“You reckon be was toting you into
Gunsight, like he allowed?” asked the
puncher,

““Of course not!” snapped Poindexter.
“Ye was heading for the clhiaparral,
taking me a prisoner. I guess he was
going to hold me to ransom.”

*“This here ain’t th» trail to the chap-
arral, 33, guess he was riding
straight for Gunsight when we raised
him on the prairie.”

“Don’t chew the rag, Mohave!”
snarled Poindexter. It seemed to him
that tho puncher’s eyes lingered on him,
not with suspicion, but with a strange
curiosity.

For, when the puncher had time to
think of it, there was no doubt that the
Kid, with his prisoner, had been head-
ing direct to Gunsight. His way could
have led him nowhere else.

That, at least, was a circumstance
that was likely to bo discussed in the
bunkhouse, with curious surmises.

THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PAPER.

Poindexter would not have been sorry
had the Kid's bullet kilied Mohave in-
stead of his Yronche Oniy too well he
knew that all Gunsight wondered how
he met his heavy gaming losses, and
how he met the interest on the mort-

gage on the Poindexter ranch, Unce
suzpicion was started .
“1 guess the galoot's made it last

sickness for Tex ana Sandy Jones,” said
Mobhave, and he turned away to look
at the fallen men. *“Gee-whiz! You,
Tex, ain’t you got yours?”

Tex Clew was staggering from the
grass, passing his nhand over his fore-
head, with a dazidd look,

“Thunder!” he said. “I guess I've
had a close*call! I reckoned T'd got
wine, sure!”

He felt his thick hair,

“Jest creased!” he said—*creased
like an ornery stecr! They say that
the Rio Kid never misses, but ho sure
missed me!”

The bullet had passed close enough to
stun the ranch forcman. Tex rubbed
his head thoughtfully. R

“They say he never misses,” he re-
peated. “Dog-gone my cats! I sure
reckon he jest creased me, and never
wanted to lay me out!” .

“He's killed Sandy !” said Poindexter
bitterly ! .

“He sure ain’t,” said Mobhave, rais-
ing Sandy Jones from the grass. “He's
jest creased him, same as Tex!”

“Thunder !” said the forcman.

Sandy Joncs opened his eyes, and
starcd. He passed a hand over his
head.

“That Kid is sure come hombre with
a gun!® said Mohave admiringly. 1
guess he can put his lead jest where he
wants,”

“He shot to kill, you geek!” snarled
Poindexter.

Mohave shook his head.

“I guess not, boss! I reckon the Rio
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Kid wouldn't have missed three times
nohow, Ho shot my critter, and be
creased Tex and Sandy. Ho never
wanted to kill.”

“That’s a cinch,” said Tex, “ And we
was riding him down and burning
powder at him! I guess this sure gets
my goat!”

The punchers were puzzled.  The
masked outlaw who rode in the name
of the Rio Kid had never hesitated to
shoot to kill. Six Gunsight men had
fallen to his bullets since ho had ridden
the trails of the Gunsight country. Yot
the Rie Kid, with the punchers riding
him down and firing on him, had de-
liberately spared their lives, They knew
it—as well as Poindexter knew it.

“Thunder |” said Tex slowly. “That
Kid allowed that some other hombre
had been riding in his name, when I
met up with him in the chaparral, I
guess 1t looks as i1 v was splling the
truth.”

“They say in Frio that the XKid never
would pull trigger if he could help it,”
said Mohave.  “8ho! If some ornery
fire-bug has been using his name, he’s
sure made a fool of all Gunsight.”

“ Nonsense !” rappud out Poindexter.

Tex looked at him.

“It ain’t nonsense, boss,” he said
slowlys. **We was shooting to kill, and
the Kid let us otr  He never wanted
to spill our juice. That sure looks as if
he ain’t tho fire-bug that’s been riding
the trails and shooting up galoots all
over the section.”

“It sure does!” said Molave,

Poindexter breathed hard. From that
belief, to belief in the accusation the
Kid had made was only : step. It
seemed {o. him that the eyes of the
punchers lingered on the “grip™ that
was buckled to hir belt—the bag that
held the loot of the Claro hack. The
Kid had said that he was the trail
robber, and that he hal the goods on

im,

“Boss,” said Tex slowly, “that kid
outlaw was sure shooting off his month
wild when he allowed that you was the
fire-bug that’s been raising Cain around
Gunsight. No hombre on the ranch is
going to believe that. It’s surc pesky
fooling He said that you'd held up the
Claro hack, and had the goods on you.
There ain’t a galoot in the cow country
will take stock in that, and I guess you
can make it clear, too. You can show
up here and now that you ain’t got
nothing on you that gin’t your own, and
we can tell all Gunsight so, sceing with
our own eyes, if that yarn should get
round the town.”

Poindexter felt a chill at his heart.
There was evidence on him that waould
have made his own outfit siring him up
g:;: a tree, if their eyes could have seen
35
HIe wheeled his hors:

guess you're forgesting your place,
Tex Clew,” he sai. g“Ymig '.Jvu.nt %o re-
member you’re tatking to your boss !

“T guess——"'

“That's enough "

Poindexter put spu.s to the grey mus-
tang, and rode away fowards his ranch
at 8 gallop. Tex stared after him. and
then looked at his comrades. Their
startled eyes met his

“Gee I” spid Tex, with a deep breath,

The Rio Kid haa failed; but he had
not wholly failed. Poindexter, as he
rode away, knew thot he was under
suspicion in his own outfit.

THE END,

(80 far the Rio Kid has succeeded in
his task of bringing the maskrd raider
to bosk. RBut there’s many a sltip *twizt
the cup and Uip, and the Kid has not yet
finished his task. Don’t misy next week’s
roaring Western yarn.) 1




