THERRE ARE THRILLS GALORB IN-THIS

TOPPING YXARN!?

1t Ixn’ often Lthat the Rio Kid finds himsel] ut a loss when
ho’s lasided in a tight corney, for desperale sitiations end
Tiut this week he really 68 wup

the Kid are old frionds.
ugainst it with o vengcance !
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THE FIRST OHAPTER.

Foes of the Dark !

Y uncertain glimpses of the moon,
B when it peorcd from the clouds,
the Rio Kid sighted the dark.
cloaked figures. Two of them,
at. least, wore at one end of
shadowed stroet; two or three,

reckoned, at other,

Once or twice, through the deep silenco
of the night, he cuught a faint, sloalthy
footfall. - Black midnight lay on the
Moxican town of Pipos; only at rave

“intervals the moon glimmcered through
dark clouds, and droppod an uncertain
gleam into the streot between high adobo
walls, lined with shady troca. 8o far
us the Kid could see, there was not &
duor or a window in the whole street’s
. length—it was ahut in by gurden walls,
hiﬁ‘, and guarded at the summit by
apikes or broken bottles. In deep re-
. cuasea in tho adobe walls, berw and there,
thick, iron-burred gatea were set—closed
and locked for tho might. The Kid, as
ho moved slowly and warily, his eycs
watchful, culled himscif a lucoed gink
for yoamiug alone into such a quarter,
and without his guns. He had wal
out of the fonda to have a look at the
town by night, and in that dark, lonely
stroet he had realised that he was being
tracked—and surrounded; and ho gu
that somo of the bravos of Los Pinos had
seen hin: toke out his roll when he paid
the lundlord of the fonda. = Whoever
they were, oy wers tracking him,
quietly, stealthily, in the gloom, and at
auy moment there might come a rush,
and half a dozen long cuchillos might be
glittering round him,
_ In the siorrs, or ou the llano, the Kid
would ot have becn so impetilled.
With his walout-buttod guus in

he

the | stroll through calle and

 thut grew behiud the walls shadowed

ked | covery that would
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hands, he would not have cared a con-
tinontal red ocent had he run into all
the bravos in the pueblo, But in the
strects of Los Pinos men- did not pack
guns; and the Kid had left his hard-
ware at tho fonda, whilo he took his
aza to sev
Pinos by tho light of the moon. Now
tho moon was hiding her light, and in
the darknees his half-eeon, half-heard
shadowers wero tranking him down.
The Kid stopped at last, end listened.
Faintly through the m'gfxt came 8 soft
footfull, soft almost as the elinking tread
of a coyote. By
The stroet was narrow—a mere passagze
between high garden walls, Tall tmzs
1%,
the branches mustly mocting ovorhead in
a folia arch. '%hu Kid reflocted that
he hud wanderod into oxsotly the spot
whero the bravos wanted him for their
urpose, High, inncoessible walls shut
im in, and at either end of the ally,
stealthy footsteps told of creoping foes.
It looked as if the sunrise, when it came,
would ruveal the pgushed body of a
CGringo, robbed and murdered—a dis-
robably not causo
much excitemont in Los Pinos,
Strangers. from the northern sido of
the bordor woro not popular iu Los
Pinos, or in any other town in Mexico.
But the Rio Kid had a very natural ob
joction to being found in such a stato
in tho morning, and he called himself
a gink for moseying around a Mexican
towvn without a gun. But it was too

late to thiuk of that; he was bosot, and

so soou as ho attem to. get out of
that shadowy alley, kuives would be
gleaming. And té wait there, watching,
was only (o wait till the braves closed
in on him. 1In the hcart of a town,

where thore- were telegraphs. and tele.
hones, alcaldo and police, and the whole

g of tricks, the Kid was. in danger
more dire than he had been in among
tho brigands of the Sierra Badre,

But tho boy puncher from IFrio was
perfoctly cool. Thoso leperos essed
that they had him cinchod; but the Kid
was not a deud Gringo yet, not by long

chalks.
" Under the thick shadow of a trce, the

Kid backed into s deop recess of a high
adobe .wall, where there was a gate,
The gate, obviously, gave on the garden
of some mausion, standing in wide
grounds; and the Kid nourished a faint
hope that he might find it unfusteued.
It was not likely; he was in a couuntry
of locks and bolts and bars; a couutry
where locka and bolls and bars were vw
necessary, and were seldom neglectod.
Anyhow, iu- that narrow rocuss, the
bravos would not find it easy to ‘rush
him in & body, and that was wmethiuﬁ.
8o tho Kid groped into tho black porch,
and felt over the solid woodunt gate, that
was barred with iron clamps.

And, to his joy and amazowncat, he
found it yiold to his $ouch.

The Kid whistled softly under his
breath.

Likely enough, it was the only gate
m los Pinos that was left unscoured.
He surely was in luck. :

Tho Kid grinned as he thought of the
rage and disappointment of the ruflians
who were trucking him throu the
shadows, when they found that he had
vnuishoti. like a bird in the air. The
gate was unfastened now, but it would
be fastened, pronto, when thé Kid had
passed into the garden. The stealthy,
cloaked figures would clvse in, and find
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him gove, aud even if they guessed how
he had gons, they could not follow.

True, it was no light matter to tres-
pass upon private grounds at that hous
of ihe pight—he might bho seen, tuken
for one of the innwmorable thieves of
Los Pinos, fired on, perhups. But that
risk was nothing, compared with the
danger of a struggle, unarmed, sgainst
a gang of bravos, kmife in hand. o
Rio Kid pushed the gate open witlf,
and it moved withous a sound on well-
oiled hinges. L

That circumstanee struck the Kid; in
Mexico, where everytbing was ieft till
the morrow, hingea usuaﬁy creaked for
want of oil. But the gate wmade no
sound as the Kid opened it; and when
he stepped in und closed it bebind him,
it closed soundlesaly. He groped on the
inner side, found a bolt, and pushed it
home, aund ths bolt, too, was noiscless.

The Kid stocd in silence avd darkuess
under the thirk branches. Tho moon
was hidden again, all waa black., He
listened. and from the ull%r without s
stealthy foowstep passed. The Mexican
bravos were  secking him along the
shadowed street, not kuowing where he
hud gone. And the Kid emiled in the
darkness.

‘Then suddenly, without a souud, hands
were luid on him from bebind.

The XKid started convuleively.

The garden Lad been silent as the
grave; to all appearance the house to
which it belon was shut for the night.
Within tho adobo walls the Kid had not
looked for fucs; at least, until ha began
to seck 2 way out by another quarter.
But the dar)v(, eilent garden was, it
scemed, {ar from solitary, for three paire
of hands had ULeen laid on the Kid.
Each of his arms nas pinioned in s mus-
calar grip, and an arm was thrown
round his tieck from behind. Before he
fnlly lew what was bappening, he was
dragged over, & haolpless prisoner in the
grasp of threo assailants,

The Kid did not resist.

It was uscless to resist three foes, each
as powerful as bimself, and likely only
to draw forih the thrust of a lknife.
These men, wlioever they were, werg not
of the gang who had been tracitma him;
it seemed cervtnin that thcg belonged to
the mansion eurrounded by the adobe
garden wall—unight-watchmen, the Kid
sy ed, or something of the sort.

?fm they took him for a midnight
marauder, as they might well do in_tho
vircumstances, it was natural for them
to reizo him, though there was some-
thing strange, nlmost eerie, in their
silence and stewlth. It ssemed as if they
had been lurking in the darkness there,
watching nnd waiting for- someono to
enter by tho gate that was left unbolted.
which wos strango enough.

They fastened on tho Kid with a silent,
vathless detormination.  Ilo was lifted
from his fect, and cairicd away nwp a
durk gusden path, He submitted to his
fato with coul philosophy. If they took
Sim for o midnight prowler, ke would
ha handed over to the alcaldo and his
alguaails, which at o) eveuty wes better
than a thrust from a brave’s cuchillo in
the dark, But he could explain, whon
he saw the master of the maousion, or
when he was taken to the alcalde. In
the meantime, a8 o struggle availed
nothing, the Kid took it quietly.

From bohind a dark bank of clouds
the nwoon peored for a nwoment or two.
‘The Kid had a glimpse of a large garden,
planted with tiopica! flowers, shaded by
zreat troes, und a white-walled mansion
standing Jugh and stately. He bhad a
zlimpse of the men who held him—three
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, dusky peons, plaiuly the servants of s
i rich Mexican honsehold, In the glimwer
of the mwoo they also #aw the man
they bore, and from one of them, the
first word that had beon uttered, ceme
un ejaculation of surprise:

*“Un Gringo ) .

Then the moon vaniched aguin,
all was dark.

“You've suid it, feller!” drawled the
Kid coolly. “f guess I'm from Toxas,
inmbres; ‘what you galoots call & Tejuno
in'lyour lingo.” .

here was uo reply [rom lLis caplors.
The Kid felt himself carried through a
doorway, and along passages, and at
last he was set down, in the darkness,
in a room—but he was still held by wo
Fnu‘l of bruwny hands. The third man
had released him, and gouc—to call the
boss, the Kid figured. Well, the Kid
was anxious himself to sec the boss, and
to explain how he camo to be in the
garden at that suspicious bour of tho
night; aud he hoped to see some cour-
tsous Mexican Don who would teke his
word on the subject, and order him to
bo released—by a safer way out than by
the dlel{ under the high garden walls.

The Kid waited with. cool equanimity.

A light glcamed.

The peou vame back iuto the room,
carrying a lamp. He set tuo lnmf) on
a table, and its light shoue biightly in
the room. Foullowing the peon, a man
entercd, and the Kid's eyes turned on
bim curiowsly. This, he reckoned, would
be the boss of the shebang, the galoot
he wanted to sce. And the Kid called up
hia best Spanish to explain,

aud

THE SEOOND OHAPTER
Chance | -
« N Gringo! De vorast”

l l 1t was an oxclamation of

surprise, ju & bharsh, crosking
voice, .

The Kid fixcd his eyes on the apeaker.

Ho saw a littlo old man, dressed in
black velvet, with a skull.cap of the
same material. From lis dress, his look,
his manner, it was plain that he was a
vich hidalgo, the moster of the man-
sion, or the boss of the shcbang, as the
Kid expressed it to himself. But there
was littlo oncouragement to be drawn
from his lovks. His old dark, wrinkled
fuce, his little, black, beady cyes, his
thin, hard lips, gave the Kid an impres-
sion of cold imrd, relentless evil, that
caused & chill to run through him. For
sheer, durk wickednoess, ho:bad nover
seen a faco to equal that of the wrinkled
Mexican who was now staring at bim.
Btill, that wus nothing to the Kid; he
had only ta expluiu how he cume there,
and at the worst he would bo scnt to
the curcel for the remainder of the night.
80, at least, he figured.

For stvoral long moments tho black,

beady eyes were fixed on him with a
strange, glouting look the Kid did not
understand. It ight have been aup-
posed that the old men was gazing vpon
an enewy be had long desied to get
into his power; yot the Kid had never
scen the mun before, nnd outside the
forda whero ho had put up, he bad zot
spoken to a soul in Los Pinos.
. “Bind his hands!” said the old man
in Bpanish, and one of the prons took
a cord, tho Kid's hands were pulled be-
hind him, and secured.

He was allowed to sit on a bench,
facing tho old Don. The latter made a
gesture, and the three peons quitted the
room, ien\-ing the Kid alons with tho
master of the house,

“8a you are an Americano?’ said the
old Mcxican, spenking in English,
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* Texan, scnor,” eaid the Kid eheeriy.
“I guess 1 Lail from tho I'rio conuiry
in Texas.” )

“Cuvambo!  IFrom your dress, =a
rancher "’ raid the Mexiwan, eyeing the
Kil's Stetwn and chaparejos and spurs

“Right in once,’’ assented the Kid.

“Carambo !’ repeated the old hidalgo.
“And it is for a Tcxan, an Americano,
an cuemy of our country, that Donny
Carlotta has forgotten her obcdience.’

fhe Kid opened his eyes wide.

*1 guess you've got me beat, senoy,"”’
he said. “Purhaps you'll let ma explaiv
how 1 camo into your gardenr—"

‘' Believe me, senor, 1 know perfectly
well,”” suid the old Mexican, with a 3mije
that was tigorish, °1 am well acquaintued
with the whole sffair, senor, It is wot
the first tune you have entercd by the
gurden gate that Domna Carlotta so
cieverly Joft uubolted for you, Yau,
seuor, are a stranger to me, but Donna
Carlotta hay been watched—aus you find!
I have tho pleasure of making yous
acquaintunce, senor, on the night of your
death!l”

“1 guess I ein't doad yet, senor!”
remoustirated the Kid. ' You're sure
making rome sort of a mistake——'"

*Your pame?”

*'Kid Carfax.”

. “Ming, I nocd not Fay, ae you know
it o weh, Henor Carfax,”” grinned tie
old Mexican.

The Kid shook his head.

“You've got it wrong, senor,”” he said.
“1 gucss I've never soon you beforv,
end [ sure don't know you from Adam,

1 ain't the slightest notion what houss
I'm in, or who you are, or what you're
chinping about.’

“I should pot have expected Donna
Carlotia’s lover to lie, had he been a
Mexican, and worthy of her,” said the
old man, “But the Gringos—they are
all linrs and thicves. You say that you
do not know mo, dog that you are—-
you do not kuow that 1 am Don Bal-
thazar Iquigue, the richest man in Loa
Pinos, and the gwardian of Donua Cas-
lotta do Soto. You do uot seek to rob
me of my ward and a fortune? No?”’

1 guess not," eaid the Kid. ‘‘You'ro
sure talking in riddles, Don Balthazar
if that's your uamne. I've never heard
of Donna” Carlotta, and never beard of
yoi. 1 guess yow'vo taking e for somm
other hombre, 1 got into your garden
to-uight by chance—"'

“Oh, senor, what is the uso of lies
» palpable?’’ asked Don Balthazar. *‘A
Gringo should be able to lie moww cuu-
mnily."

The Kid's cyes gleamed.

1 guess you're too old for me to
handle, even if my hands wero loose,”
he remarked. ‘‘So you sure cun shoot
off your mouth as much as you like, you
dog-goned Gireaser, I tell you I found
the gate unfastencd, and—"'

The old man raised a thin hand.

‘‘ Bustante, cenor! I do not cbooso to
lisien to your lice,” he said. ‘‘This tole
might jmpose on a child. Do 1 look
a simple child to be decsived by so
clumsy a lie?”

1 guess you look the bhardest case

I'vo ever struck,” said the Kid. ‘‘But
I'm giving you the straight g —-""
“Enough! Listen to me,’’ zaid the

old man, *You know, for Donna Car-
Jotta must have told you, that it does
not lpluuw me for my ward to marny-—
1 will be frank with you, scoor, as you
have but an honr to live, or less. It
does not suit we to loso my ward's
fortune. She suspects it, or knows it,
and I have no doubt that she has told
her lover. Until Donna Carlotta is of
age, sonor, her fortuse will remain in
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wy handi—and even then’—ihe old
mon  grinned hideous y—‘‘oven then.
senor, there are convenis—there are ways
and moans—TI shall mot lose so lnzge a
fartuns easily, senor, when my own has
gone on the gambling-tables. Why
should I not be frank, when I speak to
s man who is already dead—within the
hour? Yool! You thought to rob me
of a_fortune—and you fapcied that
was blind, old, foolish—you were mis
taken, senor. And if I had any com-
punction, it would be gone now, now
that I Gud that Donna Carlotta bas
chosen a Gringo! A Gringo!” The old
mnn spat, with contempt. “By all the
saintsa§ Even if it suited me for my
ward to marry, senor, I would not per
mit her to wed with an enemy of my
oountry.”” . :

The Kid watched his old wicked,
wrinkled face curiowsly.

‘Ho comprehended now the mistake
that tho old man was making.

‘fho unfustened gato, ‘the well-oiled
lock and hinges, were oxplained now;
and tho serving-men who had been wait-
ing, silent, within, to seize en intruder
whon he came,

Sheer chance, in seeking an_escape
from the bravoe, had brought the Kid
there—whore another was expec

And the other, cbviously, was some
man who was the lover of this old vil-
Jain’s ward. The Kid had walked into
the trap laid for some unknown Mexican
of Los Pinos.

The old Don, who looked wickedness
inearnate, fnlse to the core himself, was
not Iik,eli to believe a talo of such a
chanes, Ie belioved that he had his
ward’s lover in his hands, and that any-
thing tho Kid might say to the oon
was & lie to save his life. =

It was a ul:ul:fe, unexpected outcomo
of the Kid’s midnight adventure in Loa
Pinos,

Dou Balthazar was grinning, with the

loating triumph of some evil guome.
He oroaked out a gloating chuckle,

“Tcll_me no more lies, sanov,” he
eaid, “Fooll For thrce nights, since I
discovered the truth, my servants have
watched by the garden gate. bave

taken care that Carloita should ccnvey
no warning to her lover. Dios! Bhe
will not even tell me his name, lest a
brave's knifo should let out his life!
But I knew that you would come again,
senor, where you have come belore—I
was confent (o wait] Now you have
come, {o fall into my bands!” He
chuckled like seme crosking raven.
““Foo}! Your grave is being dug in the
garden in these momenta while I speak

to you,
The Kid felt a chill.

“You durned, gol’-darned murdering ¢
Creaser!” he said savagely. “I keep on j

telling sou that you've roped in the
wrong cayuse.”

“Save
Don Balthuzar,
am: not a child to believe lies. Every
night, scnor, sinoe I Jearned the truth,

youw—and at last you have come. You
camo to a love meeting, as you belisved,
senor—but in truth you came to your
death! But I am not_cruell” ~1lle
grinoed like a tiger. “You shall say
adios to Donna Carlotta before you die!
You shull acc her and say farewoll
Dios| 1t will be w warning to her what
tato will befall another lover, should she
think of teking one to ezcape from my
hands. Waif, senor—I go to call Donna
Carlottal”

The old Mexican backed from the
room; the door closed, and a key turned.
The Rio Kid wua left nlone,

———

THE THIRD OHAPTER.
“The Embrace of Donna Oariottal

X HUCKS I murmured the Rio Kid,
He was in o tight corner, - and

ho realised it very clearly.
had. osca; the bravos
who had boen tracking him in the
shadowed alloy hetivcen tho garden walls.
Probably thoy had, by this time, given
up the search for him, enraged and won-
dering at his escape. But escape from
tho cuchillos of the braves of Los Pinos
was little to the good if he was to he

our breath, senor!” grinned §
“Save your breath—I |

the gute hes stood unfastened, ready for:

MISTAKEN IDENTITV !

room and tha littls wizened figure in bl

back in the doorway, watching her.

saw the Kid she gave a sudden ory.

not Don ‘'t

the Rio Kid brightly.
soe a galoot of that name { ¥

Lutchered in this house of mystery and
crime,

9

The unfaxtened gato hed boen a death-
traup—intended for another, but inte
which the Kid fell. And thore was no
chance of cunvinciug Dalthazar lquigus
that he was not tho man for whom the
snare had been lail, The Don wouid
not oven listea to his story, and wonld
not have bolioved it had he listened.
The trap had been l2id for Donna Cae-
lotta’ unknown lover to wulk into—tha
Kid had walked into it, and ult was anid.
If it was any solace to the Kid, he had

The gir! entered the
aok stood

A the girt
¢ This s
Guzman 1 ¥ “‘ { guees not, miss," eald
“ Borry, It you wanted
s

Chapler 8.)

robably saved the life of the Mexican
over, who, if he came, would find the
garden gate in the adobe porch fastenad
agsinst him. The XKil was glad of it.
0 fur as that went; but bis chief con.
ocrn was not for an unknown Moexican,
but for Kid Carfax of Frio. And it
looked as il Kid Carfax had reached the
end of his adventurcus trail at last.

Ho waited. i )

The peous had bound his wriste fast
behiud his back; Le had no chance of
getting loote, Ho wondered whether the
coming of Douna Carlotta would " give
him a chance, At least, ehe would an-
pounce that ha was not the man her

ardian believed him to be, But wouid
thut wrinkled old fiend beliove her, uny
more than he believed the Kid? Would
he not be assured that it was a false-
hood to rave her lover? Even if he
believed, would he spare » man who now
knew Lis sccrets, o mmember of the raon
he, like ail Mexicans, hated? Lt was oot
likely.

Still, the Kid wns cool, and he rose
politely to his faet as tho door opened
to admit a graceful figurs in a clvak and
mantilla, The girl was speaking in
Spanish a3 the door opered—n low,
sweet, tronoled voice that wns pleasang
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to ithe car. The ULlack Jace snantilla
Iolihid her face, bub the Kid could see'
that the Jace wue bezulifnl, though pale

aud sad,
e You will spare Lim, Don Balthazarl!

You could not bu so wicked—so cruel
to——""

“Qucrida, T am nal crus
(o my adics to your Gringo
the old Don,

“¥lo 1s not a Gringo, T swear I lave
never spoken to u Cringo-—""

' Peaca !’

cruel—1 allow you
I’ croaked

The girl entered, the litile wizoned
Syure'in black volvet standivg in the
doorway, watching her. .

Dark, sorrowiul kyés turned on the
Xid; and the gir} gave a sudden cry.

It is not Don Guzman ™

41 guess not, miss,” said the. Kid.
“Sorry if you wanted to see a’ galoot o
that name.”’

The girl's face brightened.

“It is not he—it is not hu!” she esx-
cloimed. “Deon Bulthazur, you have de-
ceived io—you have turrified me for
nothing—it is not hel”

The old man croaked out a laugh.

*Nombre de Diosl You should havo
been an actress, Carlottal Wecll done—
well done! DBut you cannot deccivo
mo!"

“X tell you, this is not the hidalgo you
believe I’ she exclaimod, ‘'‘Thia oubal-
lero—I have never seen him befors.”

*'Come, come!"’ grinned the old Dou.

““You waste time with this triﬂing, Car-
Jotta. The man diéé within the hour—
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if yon would bid him farewell, lose no
iime. 1 teave you—bui rmomber that
an eye rcmains en you, and if you seek

, 1o _release thc cubullero, the interview

ends at once. L trust to your good scnse,
querida.”’
He divw the heavy door shut.

The gir) remained standing, louking at’

the Rid, and the hrightness was still
in her face. The Kid grinned rather
sowly. He understood how relieved the
Moxican girl was to find that it was not

her lover who bad fallen into tho miex-
ciless hands of the guardian who sought

w keep her fortunc, In her relief, she
forgot that a urunqor'l life was to pay
for the old man’s nustake,

She ngﬁr‘rouched him at last, and spoke
in Spansh,

*\Who are you, sesor? Speak in your
own tongue—I. understand.”

“A  puncher fiom ‘Iesas, miss,”
answered the Kid,  Kid Cer{ax, {romn
Frio.”

*But how cameo you lhere—iny guar-
dian has suid that Don Guzman was
canght in his enare—though he did not
kuow the name. And you——"

Ths Kid explained,

“Ah, senor, I pity you!’ murmured
Donva: Carloita.  “Praise bs to the
saints, who have waiched over him, that
Don Guzman Raltillo did pot come to
the garden this night!”

“I guess,” said the Kid, “that the
anints was 20 durned busy looking after
Den Guzman, that they cleun forgot this
kid. They sure did. "That old hombro
won't belicve he’s roped in the wrong
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. hoss, miss, and I'm sure bookcd for the
! other side of Jordan.™

The gnrl clasped her hands. 3

“If 1 oowld help you, scnor! But 1
cannot—1 eanpot! Y}:m heard what Don
Balthuzar said—I am watchedl Oh,
senor, I am the most unhappy of womon
in Mexicol My guardian will beliove
that he has killed the man who loves me,
' und who would protect me from him;
but afterwards he will learn tho truth,
and Don Guzman may yet [all into the
tl'a .'l .
Evidently the sonorita’s coucern was
still chielly for Don Guzman, though it
was the hapless Texan who was in im-
mediato danger of death, |

The Kid mado a grimace.

*1 guess, miss, that if I got out of
this hyer ciuch, I’d eura juook for that
hombre Dun  Guzman, and put him

wise,’’ he said,

Her cyes glowed.

**Oh, senor, if you only oould! If by
some chauce, senor, or mercy of thn
holy munts, you escape from thia peril,
cseok Don  (ruzman  Saltillo at  the
Hacienda Saltillo, and warn him of his

il. 8ay that the sccret is knowu, that
0 must uot ocome agaiu, becuuse
assasgina lurk in the garden to sciza hin.
Toll him he ecannut hope to seo e
more, but that I will be truo to him
in spite of my guardian’s threats. Teil
him—=""  @ho broke off. “'But you
will nover cscape, sopor—your doom is
sealed, And 1, alas, am tho canae of
your death,™” .

The tears ran down the olive cheeks
of the Mexican girl.

*1 guem I ain’t a dead hombre yet,
miss,” said the Kid stoutly, “and if [
Lbe-t it out of this, I'll sure ees that
galoot Don Guzman and give him tho
office. ‘Say, that guardian of yours seems
t0 be somo lobo wolf, he sure does!™

“Ho js crusl—wicked—remorscless
sighed Donna Carlotta,  *“He has lost
all hia own great fortuno st the gaming
tablgs, and 1 believe that he has loal
much of mine, and he dare not account
for it, as he muat do if I marry, Ho
has kept mo almost s prisoner—it was
by chance that 1 saw Don Guzman—he
would never have rmitted, had he
known. Oh. senor, Don Guzman loved
me, and ho would have saved me from -
this house of misery aud despair, 1
knew Don Guzman as a child, senor, hus
since my father died and left me in the
care of Don Balthazar, I have not oo
him—till by chance at the churoli, onv
day——"" Bhe broke off, colouring.

- 'The Kid podded symputhetically.

Ho guossed that a ward in the cara
of s guardian like Don Balthazar Iguique
would welcome any chance of cscaping
froin his hands, and more eapccially if
that chanes camo in tho romantic guisv
of a lover.

Ho could picturo the stolen glances
from under the shude of the mauntilla,
the notes carred by somo devoted sor-
vant, the secret mcotings—the gato left
unfastencd for tho lover to enter the

gardon—-
“Boon, eenor, Don Guzmaa woull
have saved me from this,” the yirl was

speaking again. ““That is what my
guardian fesred—and s0 he laid his
Plam. I would not tell him the uame,
or all his threata—he would have hired
bravos to stub Dou Guzman some durk
pight. But his servants must havs
watched me—they found that Don
Guzman visited the garden at night—
aud eo—so I have been kept locked in
mg room, that 1 could not give warming,
while this ambuscalo wos laid—but by
. the meroy of the saints Don Guznian has
not fallen into itl’
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“Only this kid!"” said tho boy punoher,
with a rather wry smile.

“Ah, believe o, senor, T pity youl!”
nwrmured Donna Carlotte, I cannat
help but rejoice that Don Guzman is
safe—but from my heart, senor, L pity
your hard fste.”

“I guess that makes
senorita,” said the Kid gravely. “Bug
it would. sure make ib easior still if 't
conld wring the wizened neck of that
old lobo wolf before I'm rubbed out.”

Tho door opontied a few inches, and the
grinning, gnomish face of Don Balthazar
quique peered In, ’

“Are you finished, queridal* he asked|

mockingly. “‘Timo presses. Senor the
Gringo, all is ready for you in the
garden,”

The girl turned.

“Don DPalthazar, 1 tell you, he is
not' tho man—-""

“You may tell me so ten thousand
times, nina, and I ghail not believe
you,”” grinned Don Balthazar. *1 give
you a few minutes more. Bub haste—
haste—let the farewells be eaid—timo
presses, querida !

'l'he door softly closed again.

“They watch us, senor,” breathed the
givtl. “I cannot aid you! May the
saints have pity on you. If it is a com-
fort to you, scnor, you may retleat that
this mischance has suved the life of Don

Guzman Saltillo.” i

That reflection did not briog so much’

comfort to the Kid as Donua Carlotta
way havo supposed,

“Sonorita,” whispered the Kid, *‘1
%uo;,s they’re watching through some spy-

ole, and if you try to untie my hands
they'll be on ws in two shakes of a
beaver's tail. That's a cinch, 1 guess
But there’s a knife in my pocket, miss,
und if you could get it, and give a cut
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»¢ the rope round my wris

**Senor! They will eg——"

I guess, senorita, that taking me for
your lover, they'll not be surprized to
see you embrace mo a few, seeing that
I'm going to be wiped out and buried
in the garden,”” murmured the Kid.

Douna Carlotts flushed crimson.

“Senor!” )

“1 guess it's asking a lot, tnt it's to
save 1y life, senorits,” aaid the Kid;
“and if I get loose, 1'll sure take a warn-
ing to that fellex Guzinav, and mebbe
save his life, too.”

“1¢ is truel”

*“Jost put on some hefty grief, mnd
weep & few, and embraco e, and-: feel
in the  breast-pocket for the
breathed the Kid. *I guem thero ain’t
much time to lose, senorita.”

“Senor, 1 will do what I can,” whis-
pered Donna Carlotta, ‘‘and if you
escapo, you will convey a warning—"

“You betl”

Don Balthazar had said that his ward
should have been an actress, and the
Kid, during the next fow moments, was
prepared to ondorse the atatement.. Tor
the Moxican girl played her part well,
There was a wild burst of sobbing, and
Carlotta flung her srms round the Kid,

as if embracing her lover for the last.

time,

The black, beady eyes were watching.
from the spyhole at the door; but they:

suw nothing to alarm the old Dun. To
untio tho cords on tho Kid's wrials would
have tuken: long minutes. But while she
clung to the XKid, apparently in a passion
ot gricf and  despair, Carlotta’s slim

it easioer,

knife,”” |

&

IS

I'/ :

fingers glided into tho pocket where the
knife was, and her hand closed on it.
She let go the Kid, and preesed both
hands to her heart, as if overcome with
grief; but the admiring Kid noted that
that was to get her hands together, so
thab she could open the knifo,

The Kid figured that Don Balthazar’s
ward suroly had her wits about her.
With the olaspknife convealed in the long
black lace of her siceve, the sgenorita
flung her army round tho Kid, as if
clasping him in & passionata embrace.
And -tho Kid felt the edgo of the knife
in_wing at the cord on his wrists behind
sim.

His heart was beating fast, his throat
was dry. Aay galoot, the Kid veflected
afterwards, might have felt joyful at
being embrnoedg by 20 lovely a genorita
as Donna Carlutta do Sofo; but at the
l?\omjont tho Kid was thinking of any-
thing but that. On moments now his
lifo depended. Donna Carlotta’s arms
were round him, and her head was on
his shoulder, aud she was sobbing and
\veatmg-—but all the timso the odge of
the knife was sawing on the cords—gash-
ing the Kid's wrisls as well aa it slipped,

.but he cared nothing for that, Ile folt
the cord giving, when the door opened,

11

THE ESCAPE! Tha Kid heard

shouting velces, and wild firlng, as

he climbed the wall, With scarcely

a glance back, he swung himself gvar

and dropped into the sirest beyond.
(See Chapler 4.)

and Don Balthazar strode in, with twe
peons at bis heels, Derhaps-the okt Don
swpected that Carlotta was furabling
with the cords us she embraced her
supposed lover,

- ““Bastante!"” rapned out the old Don.
“Take him!" .

The two pcons advanced on tho Kid,
and Donna Carlotta released hiw, the
knife concealed in tho lace of her sleeve.
The peous gripped the Kid by either
arm, and marched hite from the room,
Down the dark passage they led him,
and as ho went he heard the voico of
Don Balthazar, speaking to the Mexican
git]l in tornes of sardonic consolationm. -
The croskiug voice dicd nway, as the
Kid was led under an adobe arch into
the dark garden.

But his heart was light, and his eycs
buraed fiercely., Tho koife bad not been
given time to saw through tho rope,
but many strands were cut, and the Kid
knew that a powerful wrench would
break his hends loose. And when his
hands were loose, these jaspers, he -
reckoned, would find that they had =
whole mouthful to chew, in the Rio

{Continucd on panc 28, ‘
Tas Porvean.~No, 538,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
By His Own Hand |
Tme‘. .

hehind  the clouds, and_ rilvery

Yight fell into the acenied Mexican

garden, By rhadowed paths tha
1o poons 1ad the XNid, till thoy stopped
at last under o grove of trees, where
the moonlight filtered through  ihe
foliage, tracing strange patlcrns un the
urass, Amii the trees was a deep ex-
cavation in {be carth, dug to a dept
of six ieet, tho displaced earth piled
by the cide of it.

In tho heup of lovse curth, threc spades
and a pick wére stuck, and u peon was
ctanding wvear, Tho - thres wen had
evidently becn hard at work, preparing
the gruve for Donna Cavlotta’s lover,
while the girl wus hidding’ her lovor
udios. By Hm_ side of the cfmp pit, “the
Kid was brought to a balt, still ‘held
by the peons, aod in a {ew minutes
nick, teipping stepd annnnnced that Don’
%ulthumr,wu approaching..  The old
Mexican eamo vp, aid stopped under the
trees, gleams of. moonlight Talling
through the brakichgs on his wizeried,
oruel,” wicked old fnde Jlo grinned ut
the Kid like a glotiting detnon.

The Kid: smiled back.grimly.  Ilis
bands would be -louse as soou as he
wantod them loose, and then there was
woing to be a surprise for ilicze Greasers,

“*Now it is adios, senor,”” said Don
Balthazar, with surdbuio mockery,
arc ready?”

“1 guets I'm reedy, you dog-goned
Tobo wolf.”* gaid the’ Kid.

“Muy " bhicn)  You, Jose, strike hiwa
dead ith your “rhachete!” suid Don
Balthazat.

The peah il a hand on tho Leen-

edged nachéte at his ‘sash. Don -Bal-
thazar %\liquo.lmkcd on, grinning,
The K1id made a wrench, and the half-

severed Pstrands of tho cord “parted.

Bofore thu Mexicans know what was hap-
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woon " had sailed ouwt from|

niof tho pit, lost lis footirig, and evashed

Don Balthazar !
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Jose’s head as he haved the machele, aud
the peon fell fo the carth stunued.

The other pcous leaped back in wild
alaem from the spado as it swnus round
the Nid’s head. Y¥rom You Balthaxar
burst a scream of rage ond fury. Tle
tora a poniard from his side, and sprang
at the Kid like a tigee, ‘The Kid ve-
leased n hand from Lis weapon and
strack hine with his fist fall iu the facc.
The ol Mexicsn staggerod on the brink
down _iuto the exeavition, . From tho
pil, as o crashed {o, thé” botiom, cume
one fearful seveaus, ond then there was
silonce,

“Now, you ilog-goned gink=!"! roured
the Kid, roshing at this peois with the
spade whirling i the oir,

They Jlod liko rabbita befars bis yush,

The Ki busl into:a lungh; and- throw
down the gpide,  Frou sthe pit, whew
Do Balthasat~ had - falien, cawe no
sonud; and the XKid stepped to it and
lookod duwn  'I'hiv moonlight, filtering
through . fulisze overhead, slone on
a white, fixed, cwicked faco that stared
upward unsueiugly,

I'he Kid dvew a bard breath.

H8earch mel’” e mutteved.

It wus ibo -face of a dead man that] .,

stimmerdd holow in the woonlight. - The
Mexicanl pieching headlong inld the pit,
i fullene on bis own poniurd,” add tho
hiads was theough his - body: By - his!
vwn  hand  the authless” ld . Don - bad
cuded his’own wicked life,

“Shucks ! purmured  the Rio Kid.
“I guess that: dog-gouod. galuot has sire
got hizl And I veckon I want to beat
1t ont of this afore ‘they brivg a huil
cirous yound ne,” .

The Kid vawsled amonyg the trees.

Mo heard shouting voices, aud wild
tiving os he climbod o distumt wall,. IJo
dropped from thn wall inte o strect - aind
ran, Talf an lour later he wns koovk-
ing at tha door of his fonda, and at sun-
risn ths Rio Kid wis viding oot of Los

pfierful, glad
you'ed safe~un X A 1
16t you -pow $hat that” old_ iembre’ has
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The Rib,Kid reckoned that the sconer
hie hit,) tias hovfeow, . after what hod hap-
peued at’ the Twnss of Don Dalthazar,
the betrer it would be for his health,

What =lory the peons would 1icll, he
did not. know; bub it wae likaly enough
thut the alealde and his alguazils would
soon he Jaoking for ihe Tejuno who had
Lieen in the garden when the old Mexican
met his death; And. the Kid had no
Iuneh to sample tho justice that might
he banded out to a Civingo. So he lost
no tme in hitting the trail, But ero
he roda away fo the Weat, he lcavked

avhore she Hacimula Balillo lay, and in

the carly morning he yode up {o th
haciewda und asked for Don Gusman.
A landsomie young Mexicun listened: in
wstonishmeut to the story the Kid had
to toll lim, ]

“Aadro de Dios!” I suid, when the
Kid-had figighed. . ** Last night, senor, 1
approached the guie of Dou- Bulthwar’s-

 garden, hub there wero cloakéd bruves

watching tho shdes, and I suspected
that they -wero nasassing in the pay ot
thut- old picaro; Aud [ did naot-acel to
enter, for that redsou. Vayal JE I had
outevetk—""" .

“T :guess: thoy. was the ygalools” that

was after wiy Toll,”’ grinacd the Kid.

“J fockon you wes lucky they wus thore,

Hcnor-Don Guwmidn, You suro would
“havie aiek: wp 2with ‘a surprm@-&gvtﬂ*xi
’)lj‘:m'd ]

yonn’ o™ thilt” garden, “But eay
~dropped® Tu® to *pat* you, wisd, ¥
thiit the senorite would be

o Liguisa, 8 . (
¥ful,, gldd " to ~sée” you. dnd kdow

4 thote’s ‘sure & clear Tun

wookod his 0w gqose, I griess youwll b
hitting the-‘road fqr thaut onsa, sir,:muy,

‘proniv, and T guess I'd liko you 10 takoe

wy hest respetts to that yonug lady, wni
]u;y hanks to her for having sased my
ife, " 3

“qi, renor, #@il” . )

Aud Don (umnan called for lus harse,
and was riding for the libuse of Don,.
Balthuzar, whilo the Rio Kid 'rodu out ¢f
Tos Vinoz snd teok the traill’ to the
\Ves(.
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