A NEW CRIUM

-
o7 RALPH REDWAY
THE. FIRST of a Wonderful NEW Series of Roaring Western Tales,
Starring an wmazing characier—THE RIG KID ! He's n New Chunt -
ane Whe'll keep you Entertained for Howrs icith His Breathless Es-

capades and Thrilling Adventuves,

THE FIAST CHAPTER.
Trailed Down!

ITE Rio Kid lifted his head and
listened. .
His hand slid” to his gun-

holster silently.

A minute before he had been sleep-
ing as peacciully as if he lay in his berth
in the old bunkhouse at the Doulis"Bar.
The chaparral baked under i sun of
“) R nl .,
Boutliern Texas. Bven the (;Yadas were
stiil.  But a sound had come from the
Hano that warned the Kid of danger.

Still distant, faintly from afar, came
the beat of a horse’s hoofs on the sun-
baked prairie.

The Kid's
grimmer,

His gun was in %is hand now as he
rose on his knees and pecred through
the scrubby mesquite to the plain
beyvoud. On the edze of the chaparral
the Kid had camped in ihe welcome
sade.  His horse, worn down by the
long trail, lay sleeping, undistarbed by
the sounds that had- awakened the alert
Kid. With his.left hand the Kid drew
aside & mass of pendant Spaniard’s-beard
and cleared his wview. Before his eyes
—steely-blue, ¢lear, and keen as thesc
of an cagle—lay the burnt lano, stretch-
ing cndlessly towards the Rio Pecos. In
the far distance swam the heat-mists,
dimming the view. Close at hand a
sweating horseman - drove on his pant-
ing broucho with quirt and spur.

The Rio Kid's lip curled back from
white, even teeth. e smiled—a

Lbronzed face grew

L
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Make Iis Aequaintance Right Now !

smile thas was not zood o see, Lad any
one been there in the Laoking chaparral
to sec it

Quietly, still
feet,

The chaparral stiil hid him as hé stood
and watched the oncoming horseman,
But, as if the sweating rider could 500
the young lithe form sianding there, hiz
eame sparring on directly towards t.e
spot,

The reason was plain encugh. Across
the dusty plain lay the trail of the Kid's
mustang. Plain enough for the rawest
greenhorn to follow, it led to the zpot
where tho Rio Kié had plunged into the
shade and stopped io rest.

Louder and sharper rang the tattog of
the galloping hoofs. Closer the rider
drew to the dark lne cof the chaparral
that barred the lano.

Under the big Stetson hat the Kid
could now make ¢ut his face—a hard,
grim, bearded face—a fuce he knew.. Tt
was the face of a man who would not
have stopped, even bad he known-—what
he probably sarmised—thas the oulcast
of the Douhle Bar Ranch was standing
ready waiting for him in ihe thick mes-
quite, gun in hand.

“1 guess - it’s you for the long irail,
sheriff ¥ murmured the Kid, and he
raised his gun.

The revolver Lore Myl upon the horse-
mal), now only o hundred yards awny—
and coming closer and closer with every
sinde of his powerful Lronche.

smilinz, he rese o Lis
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But the Kid oell Lis fire.

Dark and desporate were the gales toid |
of the Rio Kid, through all the caitle
couptry afong the Rio Grande and the |
Fecos. Boy in years, hmdb:ttcn man |
in all else, ¢ool and dari ing and desper-
ate, quicker on the deaw than any |
puncher of the xanches, or eny gunman !
of the river oamps, the Kid's life hnd]
been a tale of danger and desp»r.’ateK
hazard ever since the day when he had |
pulled out from the Double Bar ?.mi
become an outeaat, Yet he hesitated to
fire on a man without warning, though
that map wy "hc:if‘t‘ Watson, of Frio,
wad 3 rope (ma a brench \ywmt‘.d the
T id if he were taken back o Frio in the
sheriff's keeping

His gun by tha sheriff, and the
man's lite hung Lh a thread.  But the:
Kid did not burn pox\dw He steppad
'wt of the mesgiite into the blaze of the

wa and hd 1 his hand.

“n

shacply. 3
¢ wits almost upon him—
almost upon the levelied gun thai
giinted in the blasg,
“The Kid

Sheriff WV
elmaost upon
Many o time th
luol\(‘tl death in
loger than now,
= knew the RKid'y aita—it was known
i1 the Rio (rrande to the Stake Plain.
ssure of a finger. and the men |

would huve becu put to the .
toublc of appaintin g 2 now sheriff,

“Don't v for e g, sheriff,” said
ihe Kid, a sn»lc. Tt wouid sure
e foalish.*

‘ason d d not reach for & zun. Ile
bhacw  Detf than  <hat. His  ecyes |
vlinted and his face har lened.

“ Light down, sheriff.’

“ ation sl freou his bovse,

‘And now, hoihre, tell ine what you
A drt kver in the desert,” said the Kid,
giill s A‘lk‘
"I want yeu, Kid.”

VI Lad‘x guessad you did, sheriff)’
viinned the Kid. *¥What do you want
me for?”

“L guess the list is too long to go
through,” said Sherif Watson, “ Half !
the hﬁ‘d aps and «ho«')hng: that have
Hmn going on in Frie county for the
sy twelve months, I gt news of you
Gmxn to Hueco, Iid, and 1 came after
TOU to get y . - And Ym not going back
Without you.'

“T lmew T was reen ai Hueeco, and 1
figured L cut they'd pass it on to yuu,
said the Kid, with a nod. “And you
catue alter e o get rne?”

S ure

“\'\ ell, here 1 mn 1™ gmiled the Kid.
o The shoriff breathed hard and deep.
“ix or scven [aces from  the Kid he
shood, {owering six-fect-three, lZlé'lntlf“
u. contrust with the lithe, clim Kid. -

T not goin' back witsout me!” I
mecked the I{'l i YOL\ haven’t Szured
thev \0.1 re goin hack at all, shcu*t

50

on pulled in his broncho

itz hauvaches,

heviff of Fric had
faco, bt pever

t

v mame, [Kid» mld W
50 you drii} me it wi
noieh agin rou,

afson {
ill be one |
and tou 11 pay
d ir.

riore
far all when vod're rope
“T ain't mpm n yoi evon,

You've goin uank—«mr'

!ﬂ

Watson.
i yow're foin’ 1

ol without

¥ aands clenched. ;
sit on- that hos
:*h o Uaulero to keep you I:Ooxi;
mm off, sheriff; and youw're goin' to
vide back {0 Irio mtn your hands tied,” |
bantered the I& do STt will give lhﬂ*
bovs a laugh.. I guess your brone wxll
know the way .Lum :
hA J“I\U: ran ti
Ot e Fric cheeid

{
agh the burly Jnme;
and Lis jaw squared. |

© ¢ Put down that gun ! he commanded

The Kid ]a.ug:.ed

“T'm coming for you, Kidl” said:
Wawson grimly. “I've got my duty to.
do; and I guess I've looked st a .45
afore. - X ain's foilered you Liteen mailes
across the dewrt for nnthu‘g’ Put that !
gun down !’ 4

“Come and taks it from me!” jeered |
the Kid! *“You can’t biuff we, sheriff !”

No more was said.

['he burly figure bounded -forward,
reaching for a gun at the same woment, |

Creele!

A flash of fire lezped from the reJ

volver, and the sheriff of Frio, almost:

with his hands on the Kid, lurched and '’

ma,,hed doun into the busnt grass of

+he g

— i

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
‘The Kid’a Way !

ITERE was a rusth ing in the chap-
arral. The XKid's 1mustang,
startied by the shot, thrust a
shagpy head from the mesguite.

Al OL{ old hess!” suid the Kid,
iaL‘ngg
11 thrust the revolver back into its

SHERIFF WATSON——& he-man of Frio

Township, Texas, who has sworn o

capture the Kid--you'll see how he Keeps
his vow,

holster and stepped towards the still

figure that lay at his feet,

The sheriff of Frio Jdid not move.

His hat had {allen off. and under the
thick grizziy hair o streak of crimson
ran down over his bronzed face.

The Kid iooked at Kim, as he bent
over him. with a wkimsical smile. ¥l
knew exactly what the damage was; to
& hairsbresdih he had known whern
the bullet would touch. He had

‘creased ” the sheriff of Frio, as o cow-
puncher will “erease o refraciory stoer
“that deftes the lariat,  The buller hag
91u1)pcu a patcu of skin and a iuft of

air  from 1ibe sheriff's head, ond
stunned kim, Iu five minutes or less
Sheriff Watson would be nimself aguin,
little the worse, ut those five minutes
were the Kid's. -

Even as he bandeaged the ma
wita his own bandanna,
iderod why he had not vut the hullet
through $Waison’s brain, He havdly
knew why he hae spared au enemy who
would fever rest from Lis pursuit while
the Rio Kid rode the trails of Texas,
But he had .L,;nrui him, and now he was
bandaging his head,  Bng he lost no
rtime, Ife drow the revolvers from ihe
sheriffs  gun-hois tens
into the cl.ana:m“l He uncoiled the
teailirope (hat was looped on the saddle

5 head

the Kid won-

end wossed them:

of tha bronco, cut a length from is, and
x bound Watzon's hauds behind his back.
By that tine the sheriff’s eyes were
open again,
He sat up dizzily, staring ast the I\m
, With uncersain eyes. He dragged a¢ his
af.m and renlised tha: ne was bouzd,
he Kid's 5 smi ing glance mey his wi
Smrc.
‘Yo'\ ain't dead -yet, sheriff, by long
i chalks,” laughed the Kid. “’&uu oughy
Ito be, L; rights.© Buv you ain’t.”
ou ornery little  scallywag !”
I gxoaned Watson. )
“That ain’t grateful. sheriff,™ eaid the
{ Kid movkingly. “IFT'd downed you for
zoeps, only the coyotes and the buerard;
“would have known anythi mg a‘ jout it.

f Vo’ T rmu-

il

eyl
via SO

Watson gritted his tecth,

“You cressed me,” he
“Yon didn’s Rboo. to ki 11,
hide 1

“If ¥ was to shoot to kill, sherif
youw'd be talking to the angel&. instead
of to me. 1 isid you gut like I used to
th2 stoers on the Doubie Bar.”

Watson stropgled with his Londs.

“Forgen it,” grinned the Kid. “Itg a
gond trail-m;w, and I guezs I can tie
knots,*

“YWhat have vou fixed me up liko this

iy

muttered,
durn  your

for?” demanded  the TFrio sheriff
hoarsgely,

“To save wusting Ic_a.l.. on you, pard,
I'm sepdin’ sou back to Frio Te]l 1he

boys that if they want me they'll have
1o send a bette T nan than Iben Watsou
to_tope mie ju.’

sherd eves blazed wiih rage.
e stry 1gglad with the rope taat houn
his arms till the sweat started out on i
fece, aud he panted or Lreath.

The Rio K'd stood and watched hiu
with smiling amusement.

Watson desistad at last, chokm«' witlh
rage,  Almost he would have pretmu.d
a bullet through the heart, 10 the bitzer
hrmiliasion that she Rio Kid proposed
to nut on him, DBut the Frio .eher iff had
no choice,

“IF yor're done wrizzling ]zke o
rarancula, shuxtz T’ll fix vou up for the
home trail,” Jeeled the Kid.

“You ornery little cuss

“Can it, sheriff, and save your breath
for the ride homo You've got fiftecn
miles afore you.”

“I ruess 1 wou tm-

“I guass you will,” said the Kid, with
a cold, ~tealv gleam in his eyes. “Youl!
put a leg mercss that brohe instanter,
sheviff,”

ile grasped ke hurly man by the
shoulder, and with a swing of his ariu
jerked him to his feet.

The sheriff stood unsteadily, his eyes
burning with rage, at the outlaw. TLL
Kid's hard wus on his gun.

“Gettin® on that hoss, sheriff 7 he
inguired.

Y \7ﬂp !)I

The answer was
sheriff's sot teeth,

“1 guess you're wise”

With a helping hand from the Kid,
the sheritf of Frie mounr.ed the walitingy
bronco.

The Rio Kid took the trail-rope aguin
ang tan it round the horseman, rofing
him to the saddle, and knotsing the

0;'

ssed through thz

ro
'Yhen he took the bridle, and turned
tne broneo svith his head to ube nort

whers, for hevond the heat-mists, ihe
town of Irie lay in the valley of the
Pecos,

“1 guess ke ho wiil hit the r;xi?
for home, sheviff, You're going.back

withons me The Rio Kid lmurhnd
‘Pray that vou donit meet any rustlers
Tus POPULAR.—INo. U6,
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ou the irail, sheviff, Sayin -»mw{ bye
before you ges? 7

The sheril¥ Iooked down at him froos |
fne saddle. Jhe crimson had died out
of his rugged face; it was set and hard
and bitter.

“You hold the yyinnin’ hand this time,
Kid. I'm moin® back to Frio to be

laugked at it, by gum, you'll repa.m

it1 From this day on I'll never quib till
¥ get you, dead or alive ! ] o

There was a bitter intensity in the
sheriff’s voi i t of ruthless deter-
mination in !

and for a
the butt

looked <Lt liny,
hand played with

The Eid
woment his
of his gun. .

But the temptation passed, ang
‘uumx-d. .

its you for chewing the rog, sherifl,”
he drawled. “Bub you dow't scare me
warth a red cent. Keop it for the
Greasers and the maverick men—vou
can seave them. Good-bye, sheriff {7
© The Rio Kid struck the flank of the
bronco with his even hand, \wh 5 orack
like o pistel-shot.
The bronco started al & irot. .
With a smiling face, his hands on his
hips, the Rio Kid stcod looking after
the bound horseman 8§ he went. Smaher
a.nd smaller the figure grew in the hazy
distance, il it was blurred from sight
by a belt of sassafras. Then the Kid

turred back to the chaparral, with a
light laugh. )
“Its us for the trail, old hoss,™ he

said, patting the peck of his mustang.
“T reckon that the sconer we're across
she Rio Grande into Mexico; the beiter
it will be for my.health, old cayuse, 1
noi for yourg. ’Ihere it bo hard ridin’
on ilhis trail when the sheriff gets

loo&ei’ .
The Xid, whistling cheerily, saddled
and the

His

up .
But Suddz}!ﬂy he stopped,
cheery whistle died on his lips.
face grew hard and tense.

Softly, silently, he drew the horse out
of sight into the cover of a thick clump
of trecs. The well-trained animsl gave
no sonnd. Deen in cover. the Kid peu‘ed
through leafy branches st the trail
which ran through the chaparral, from
she dusty plains towards the Rio
Girande. Thers was a jingling of horse-

aen, a gaurmur of voices that came
nea.uu, {rom the south, the direction of
the Moxican bovder.  Friends or foes?
Not z;1emL~—xor the Rio Kid followed a
lone trail; no rustlor had ever called
him rcomrade, and no honest man, since
the trouble thot had driven him from
the Dauble Bar. Vo the Rie Kid ail
eomers were foes, or possible foes,

A bunch of horsemen came under his
syes, riding by the tangled path through
the chaparr.&% heading for ithe open
plain, Rough ien with ragged chaps
and baftered -“:rnhon hats, anw adum un-
shaven, grim sund ugly and Jdespérate 1o
the eye. Every one of them * hecled *—~
with guns handy in the looze-swinging
hom deep rover dn. Rio Kid
ed them, and his lips Luhcu. Qg
cast and rustier the Kid mighs be, but
he had noiking in common with such as
J\e‘" Five of t‘lem, and the man riging
at their hicad le knew—TFive-Hundred.
Dollar Snonh, so-called f“om the reward
placed on his head by the authoriiies of
ihe Lone Siar State,

The Kid iav very low,

The tlers were riding to 2 raid
the Pacos rancnes—io run off como
.ﬂ,mg buneh of cattle into Maxico.
the Kid, outiawed and hu inted even as
they were, would have been fair gawa
for tlmu.' thay wonld have shos bhinm
“down mz Lis horse and his um.-‘ Not
Lzlftu tiie Rio Kid woujd have shrunk

.TEE Porvrsr—Nao. 463,

jw
A

from the conflict, ¢ven against such des-

perate odds, But he would nos seek i it

Five-Hundred- Dollar  Smith and  his
’hdnr were nothing to him,

With a jingle of bridle and spur, and
& murmur of husky voices, the pang of
{ rustlers rode ous of the chaparral into
'the sunny plains. IYe eard them curs-
|ing the sun-blaze as w.? dis sappearad.

They were goune. and the I& d led out
' his mustang into the trail and mounted,
t2 ride the wav the rustlers had come.
| But he pa ased, & whimsical grin
breaking out on his Landsonre, mocking
face, -

The ryustlers were riding for ihe
| I ccos, and riding at u good apeeu. \’\Ihut
il u.ey culite oh bne sterifl of Frio? He

3 ‘..mlv o mile ahead of them—and
a hound vider would not

T murmured the Kid,
He visualised the hard, bruial face of

} ive-Hundred-Dollar Smith, with a
car running across the cheek—n scar
left by a bullet from Sherif Watson's

gun in a sttugy gle long ago,

He paused Iong

The mustang  iwisted round
nimbic head, looking up at his
as if asking wln he did not ride,

The Kid knitfed his brows.

“Not our funeral. old hozs,” he mur-
mured.  “Ie came after me o get me,
and I let him off chean. Our trail’s to
the south,”

He shook out his reins, and the mus-
tang started, . Bui the Rio Kid’s face
grew darker with troubled thought, and
Te drew rein again. At long lasy he
wheeled vound zuld rode to the edge of
the rhaparra.. and sat in the saddle
there, his steely eyes scanning the dis-
tance in the dusty plain. The way of
safety lay to the south, over the
Mexican border. - But it was to the
rorih that the Rio Kid was looking, and
continued to look.

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid Chips In?

his
rider,

NS HP{-}RIFF WATSON, by <hun-
der }”
* You, sheriff I

There was a roar of laughter
as the rough, savage-faced horserzen
closed rvound the sheriif of Frio,

Five-Hundred-Dollar  Smith
with glee, the deep scar on his
cheek wrinkling up hideously.

grinined

stubbly

i

This is the Kid, chaps ! The Daredevil of
the Texas praivies—the Terrair of All,

“You, sheriffI” he chuckled,

Sheritft Watson sat his forse like «
statue s was bound ta his bhroncho,
his hands were tied belind his back.
He was helpless at the merey of the
border rustievs, and he knew it. 'The
Rio Kid had spared his life, condemn-
ing him orly 1o the L"Od'-el} of Frio
when he rods bome trussed up on his
horse. But Pive-Hundred-Dollar Smith
was not so merciful.  The II‘Ubﬂf,)‘“
laughed and chuckled hoarsely as they
closed round the helpless rider, but
there was ruthless determination i
their faces.  The sheriff of Frio, wko
had hunted them iike wolves on the
pla ns and in the sierra, was given
irfo thair bands, The whole
gang would have hesitated to face him
had he been frce and armed. But he
was powerless now, and there was no
meréy for hirm.

Five-Hundred-Dollar
the bridle of his horze.
cyes glinted aé him,
speak,

“I guess you've hit up agin (rouble
this tizne, sheriff,” grinned the rustler.

\0 ANSWer.

Smith
The
bur he

gripped
sherif™s
did not

“Who fixed you up like ihis, sherif o
The sheriff spoke af lagt.
“Five hundred dollars o let me

loase 1”?

l'heu_\ was & roar of laughter.
Shor:ﬂ? Watson’s speaking civil for

once,” chuckled ¥Five-Hundred Doilar
Smith, “Jesy the amount that's offered
for me, sheriff, and that vowve done

your diirndest to earn, by gum! Make

it five thousand and I guess  we
wouldn’t stand for it, This time we'v
got you where your hair is shors,

sheriff 1

The rustler tapped the scar on his
bristly cheek.

“ Retemhber tha.t sherpiff 97

“I remember,” wzd the sheriff coldly.

“Y guess 1 wish it had gone- through
your cabega, you skunk !”

“T guess youll never have another
chance shertft, Téll me who fxed vou
up like this, all ready for us to Bnd?”

“The Rio Kid ”

“Oh, gum! Is the Kid in - theso
parts? 7% gxclaimed Smith, with a startled
glance round on the dusty pl«lln

“Far enough s LWaY by now ¥’ said the
sheriff bifter! 3 *In Mexico by this
time, ¥ guess,”

“Toaol to Imve you kickin’, if he had
the pull on you,” sneered Five-Ilundred-
Dollar Smith. “I reckon we're nof
makin’ a mistake like ihat {”

“We just ain't!” gr ;nncd snother of
the rustlers. “ You're for i, sheriff.”

And the ruffian dr oW 2 gun from bis
holster.

“Nix on_that!”
Hundred-Dollay ©

“#Look hyer—-*

“Put up that gun, Puete Finn!»

The rustlor scowled and culbgd but
he slid the gun back into itz holster.
Five-Hundred-Dollar  Smith  had hxa
ruffianiy gang well in hand.

“Y guess that isn'c good enough,”
went on the leader of the russlers.
“What’s the good of \wst'ng good lead
when there’s a rope handy?”

Pate Finn’s scowling face cleared, and
he “c¢huckled. There was 2 roar of
hoarse merriment from the rustlers.

Five-Hundred-Dollar  8Smith  waved
his hand iowards the dark line of thae
chaparral, a mile or less to the south,

“There’s timber,” he said. “ Hyer's
the sheriff and a rope. I guess we hit
nhe back {rail to a tree.”

“That goes!” grinned Pete Finn.

Smith d:ag,ged round the sherifi's

S8

pped Five-
Amith,

horse,
“You get me,- hben Waison ?” ho
bantered.  ® What became of fwo of my
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pardniers wio were roped inoa month
ugo?” . o

“Steung up ot Frio,” apswercd the
cheriff briedy.

“7 knew that. And T guess you are
zeoing to be strung up in your turn,
sneriff.”

“Yau oreery dogl”
speriff of Frio hoarscly.
tarough me, and let it go ag thail”

The rufian laughed savagels.

multered the

“Not on your tife, shemft. Ii's rou
for the rope and a branch., Ride for
the chaparral, boys.”

Back the way they had come the

rustlers vode, 1n a grinnivg, glecful
bunch, In the midst of them, his bridie
held by Iive-Hundred-Dollar Smith,
rede the pound sheriff of Frio,

\\\@\&) /_' »

N

SAVED BY THE KiD !
slipping from hls neck.

Crack !

Crack! Crack!
His face was hard snd set in grim
despair.
Through that burning day he had

trailed the Rio Kid, aud this was the
end of the irail, The Kid's gun had
spared himm—ior this{ The rope and a
branch! Even as he bad meted out to
many a desperate rustler, so it was to
be meted out to him. H: did not sneak,
but in his heart there were curzes
curses on the Kid who had doomed him
to this.  Free and armed, he would
have been glad to fall in with Five-
Hundred-Dollar Smi<h and  his vaug
careless of the odds. If he had #a
he would have fallen to the bullet
stéel! But now-—-

Trot, trot, went tho hoofs on the sun-
baked plain.  Mocking jeers a:
laughter fe.l unccasingly on the ears of
the Frio sherill as he rode in the midst
¢f the gang. 5 s

From the blaze of the sun on the plain

or the

q

“Put a builet.

With yells of
Then from the shadows came a

hey rode  at last into the shadowy
isles of the chaparral.
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith called a
hais in a clear patch, where a big ceiba
grew atnid the trailing mesquite. .

“Yyer's the place!” |

The rustlers dismounied, and hitched
thicir horses in the chaparral.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith threw his
lariat over o level branch of the ceiba
a dozen feet from the ground,

The noose was placed about the neck
of the sheriff of Fris, and dravwn taut.

The
wiile
rope  that bound
} bronco,

iers  looked on, grinning,
Smith drew his knife across the
the sheriff to his

rage the rustlera swung their guns

With his hands suill bound behind
him, the
but calm as a statue. Only a touch was
needed now to send the horse from be-
neath him, and leave him swinging,

Five-Hundred-Dollar  Smith drew
back and took his quir: in Land. The
bronce stood motionless,  The sheriff,
his chin dragged up by the tant rope,
gave no souud.

plunged forward.
off ity back,
Crack |

The shoridf swung

From the shadows of the chaparval
The

Geme the sudden ring of a gun.

~

light taugh-—~the laugh of the Rio Kid!

sherif sat in the saddle, pale, |

J rustlevs started and stared round them
¢+ in saeprise and alarm.

i But it wae not ab any of the gang that
the bullet was aimed by <he unsecn
marksman,

The rope twanged and pasted, cat in
two by tae bullet from a gun that never
missed its aim.

Even as he was swung off the back
of ‘the parting horse. the sheriff folt
the cut rope siisher down on bis face.
and  ho fell into the Lerbage, haif
stunned by the fall, the losse rope round
his neek. )

Y lee!l Whal—who—-"

Five-Hundved-Dollar Emith
an oath.

Every one of the gang had a gma in
hand uov, aul every vl spai Lre io

spat eul

A bullei snapped the rope, angd the sheriff feil from the horse into the grass, the noose

in the direction of the trees. Orack!
(See Chapter 8.)

the direction from which the ring of the
shot had come.

Crack, crack, cracic! N

Irom the shadowy mesquite came a
light latigh-—the laugh of the Rio Kid.
And following his laugh came his fire,
and the nearcst rustier pitched over, and
. groaned and lay sull. - A .
i stor ff lay dazed, half stunmed,
while the guns blazed and cracked round
im,

“Ready, sheriff?” grinped the| ™t 0 i solled Five-Hundrod-
1'“53101'- . Tcar Smith, as he canght the light,
\n word. . s : . | mocking laugh. “The Rio Kid! Kill
Tive-Hundred-Dollar 8mith raised Lis! jim »
quirt, and ‘siruck the bronco a sharp|  Ahd the desperate ruffian led a rush
blow seross the haunches, !imto the thickets where the Kid lay in
The adimal started, squealed, and| cover. 'Three desperate raseals rushed

at nis heels, But the man who had
i failen to the Kid's first fire did not siir.
] A lithe form moved in the moespuite

tand the orack of the Kid's _gun laia
i Tng POPULAR~—No. 460.
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yandso face wore
:)zm‘e dcadlv than the
Blood trickled down
a bullet had gone
"Bub he kayed tor\mr\l tc meet
rushing tie and the spitting

‘}‘0
bullets flew wild ss he Cl‘ﬁahed at them,

And at close quarters the Kid’s gun
aimed another victim, and Pete Finn
tay stretched in the mesquite. d then

Lea.rt of Five-Hundred- Dollar \mnh

ailed him, he dodged back and

ang aw ran—and the Ia& of
Lhn.

ghi laugh rang after

But Five-Hundred-

gun rang out as he
nto the chaparral, passing
% on the ground. and a

into Fben Waison's
the rustler was gone
“You dog ! panted the Xid, and he
0od inthe clearing ahd pumped bullets
after the fleeing rusiler

But Five-Hundred- Doilar Smith was

mong and h-aldmg you up.”

&
The sherif looked at him.
“You, Kid 'J”
“Well, what about
Hid.

147”7 grinned the

sight 1

'he Rxo K‘d is scen in * he Qtreet:,
of Isno ™

v sure will,”” said the Kid.

He laughed again his light, musical
lauvgh, and bent over the si‘euﬁ' With
uxemnh t,ha‘ was amazing in his slln‘,
;01‘71. he lifted the heavy man from

taddle, sheriff ! You can’t
asie time—you sure can £
on, like a maw in a dream,
vily, v.eaklv in the deep conbo;
He¢ held on with both hands.
The big, powerful man was as weak as

a child.  The Rio Kid glanced round
him again, with his whimsical smﬂe
The two "'ounde(. rustlers had long dis-

appeared — Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith
and his feeing comrade were far away.
The Kid cast loose the tethered horses

got. the wrong and I
wrong man.”
“3ad 17

“ONuff said!
\nd Sheriff Watson,

in a dream, found hims

man,

was the

like & man
ing north-

still

T

ward across the plain, upheld in the

saddle by the stren mtiring arm of

the Rio Kid.

5 i . P
The sun ~was down, o mmering

crescent of moon showed over the black
rim of the Pecos hills. They were be-
ginning to light up in Frio. Lamp or
lante 0 glinted hero and ihere in the

straggling street of the border town.
Onlv the Red Dog saloon was anlme

with naphtha lamps. Up the dus
street from th“ duskxe%’ plains came mo
riders, one a burly man, hanging

hILply in his saddle, the cther a boy,
supborting the weight of the limp form
on the bronco. Qutside the Red Dog a
dozen cowpunchers stood in a btmc
chewing the rag. One and all fixed
their eyes on the two riders “vat came
into L]]C radius of light from the
naphtha lamps of the Red 0g.

Rio Xid shrugged his
shoulders. He “,maded his gun
the Kid ne took chances.
to the sheriff

knife, and the

oL

A dwist of his

rope 'feh‘ awey  {rom Sheriff
Watson’s arms. ’ ¥
sheriff.”
, and sank
bhack again into the grass. His

“hronzed f@f;O was swhite as chalk.
) -
You'yg» aved mie from the
rope, Kid,"” hg sa.ld faintly. “I

\eckomu You was across the ru'er
by this mme.
in,

Why did you chip
Kid ¥

Lhe Iid gave another shrug.

“Quien sabe?” iz said, laugh-
glavead st the fallen

3 One of them did not
stir;  two Wouudou men: were
crawling aw nto the mesquite.

houLJe the ISid.

They did not
He dabbed at
cheek, .
“You're wounded, Kid.”
“T guess they barked the skin,”

'he bleod on his
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“Gosh, the sherifft® yoared
Hank Hanson deputy sheriff of
Frio. and he rushed into the trail.

White and limp, the sheriff slid
into Hank’s arms as he was re-
leased. For he was insensible
now. For the last five or six
miles the Kid, with aching arm,
had held the unconscious man up-
right in the saddle. Glad enough
was the Rio Xid to be relieved of
that burden. Watson lay hwvn[y
in the arms of the deputy sheriff,
and at the same momeni there
came a roar of amazement from
the bunch before the Red Dog.

“The Kid!”

“The Rio Kid!”

Every hand reached
as he was recognised.

With a whirl and a
mustang spun round, and eie
the ruadiest revolver ecould be
aimed the Kid was riding up the
street.  Men rushed into tho
strect, loosing off hurried shots as
they ran, yelhng to onc ancther.

“The Kid !

“That durned young

.lIIIllllillllll!I!llll!liullilﬂ!llnlln

for o gun

clatter the

fire-hu g‘,

said the I‘_xd{caznlesck‘ “You've & when riding through the trackless desert of Texas. & the Rio Kid! Dont lot him geb
cob it & . » oay 17
sob it, sheriff, vaer}mu segh a Being always ready for any daredevil adventure, § clear lk £ o
v the wounded 2 }oiyer must welk in and see what it's all about Crack, crack, erack!
and examined the hoofs on

‘The bullet had gone clean 3

and that starts the trauble for him, and for others |

Thud, thud! rang the
the hard earth of the unpaved

i ough

and was burted in the l"
earth. The Kid bandaged the mound
with defs fingers and s»oppcd the flow of
blood. The rheriff, with no =oand of
piain from his iron lips; watched him in
silence.

“I guess you'll pull out O.K., sheriff,

if you get to a doc\,or.
»ovcu, meant

That pesky
to make it keeps for you,
bt I guess ho was in too much of a
hurry. 10\1 wani to travel quick to
Frio, she#i

VVa.t;:Dn smiled grimly.

“I reckon it’s the long trail for me,
IGd. ¥ eoculdn’t sit a horse, even if
tied me on as you did befole, you o
young cuss

The Kid nodded thoughifully.

“ You've sald it,” he agreed.

“I guess I was swcarvng death and
shunder o you, Kid,” said Watson
faintly, "b ¢ I take 1t all back. You've
saved me irom the rope, and-I can
stand the re st. Give me my canteen
efare yoa vamoose the ranch—and take

thanks, Kid.”

The Kid eyed him gueerly,

“X reckon you couldn’s sit that brone,
cven if you was tled on,” he said
masingly, “But I figure it out, sheriff,
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of the rustlers, and whistled to his own
steed. 'The black-muzzled mustang came
pushing through the me"‘nte.

The Kid mounted.

“We hit the trail now, sneriff.”
“Kid,” said the sheriff . hoarsely,
‘yowre a white man-—white all

g But I tell you they’ll shoot
ght at Frio, even if you bring me
“You won't have nary chance to
chew the rag, Kid. It’s death that
you're asking for.” :

“Quien sabe?” said the Kid again.

“TLean a bit on e, sheriff. Youll
ride OXK.—sa. | naus right!” He
showed his whito teeth In a grin ai the

sheriff as they rode together out of the
Chapal‘l‘al under the westering sun.
“Sheriff, I'm taking you to Frio, and
{ they get me—"

“They sure will, Kid ! muttered the
sheriff.

“They say on the Rio Grande,
sheriff, that the Kid has as many lives
as a cab. But if they get me, and you
pull out, sheriff, I vant you to re-
me“ﬂoer one *X\mg I never did what
uney had up against me ab the Double-
Bar, Net on your life, sheriff.

They |

street of Frio. There was a shout

as the half-seen figure in H)u dusk
seemed to sway in the saddle. Bat it was

only for a second. The slmrp Mexican
spurs galled the flanks of the mustang,
and the sieed leaped o Lightning speed.
Deep into the shadows beyond the crhm-
mering lights dashed the Rio Kid, and
from the darkness of the prairie his
mocking laugh floated back to the en-
vaged men of Frio.

Still they pursued him, pumping lead
into the darkness, till the faint and
fainter hoof-beats died away into tho
silence of the great llano, and they re-
turned into the camp swearing ‘their
disappoiniment.  Though when later,
the men of Frio heard what Sheriff
Watson had to tell, some of them wers
glad that their lead had flown wide

But little cared the Kid what they
thought or felt.

Under the rising moon, a smile on his
face, he rode with a looss re “in, and
carolled lightly as he rode, care-free.

THE ENIN

(Chaps, you'll meet the Rio Kid again
in next week’s issue! HEs in another
thriller, entitled :“ The Brand Blotters!”
Tell all your pals aboul this fine series
of stories.) -




