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A0 MET TAL RIO KID, ROY OUITLAUT 2
ROABING WESTERN YARN HELOW!

e PLAINS/

Litdle docs the Rio de drcam, when he gives Iis word to guide a young girl and
her father across the plains to the frontier, what fearful perils are to befall him as
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«a result of his gallantry |

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Riders of the Liano!
X 1IF: bunch of horscmen carae sud-
I denly into sight from a hollow
of the grassy plain. R
Mile on mile the Rio Kid bad
ridden under the blazing Mexican sun
withont secing a soul. Like an ocean
of grass, the vast plain stretched round
him, broken only here and there by
the dark lino of some yawning bar-
ranea. Far away, a dark blur egainst
tho blazing sky showed where a clump
of cottonwoods grew—a prairie island
in the sca of grass. ¥t was for that
distant *“wmotte ” that the boy puncher
fron Yrio was heading; for where the
ceibas grew there would be water, and
the Kid was looking for a camp. But
the timber island was yet many miles
distant when the bunch of kLorsemien
rode out of the hollow directly in his
datin.

: The Kid slackened speed a little and
shifted a holster to bring the walnug
butt ‘of & gun a little nearor to his
reach, The Kid had po cneinies that he
knew of iu tho cattle country of the Rio
Rojo, but on the plains a galoot had
to keep his eyes peeled, | From e bunch
of vaqueros he had nothing to fear, but
the. riders did not look like Mexicun
cowpunchers. Neither did they, to the
Kid's eyo, look like bandoleros. A
gang of contrabandistas, as [ikely as
rot, he decided. Anyhow, there were
six of them, armed to the teeth, and
the Kid sagely opined that it would be

wise to keep a gun handy.
The Mexicans gighted the Kid as

suddenly as the Kid sighted them. They
swung round their horses to face him,
datk eyes gleaming at him intently.
Then, as the Kid continued to advance,
they pulled in their stceds and waited
for him to come up.

The Kid rode on slowly, eycing them
as he drew nearer. Had the Kid's
horse been fresh, he would have becn
inclined to turn aside and show them
the heels of his mustang. Whether
they were contrabandistas or some fugi-
tive gang of revolutionists, or whatover
they were, the Kid was not looking for
trouble. But the Kid had followed a
long trail that day under the burning
sun of Mexico, and the black-muzisled
nustang was in no condition for a hot
chase.

So the Kid trotted onward, keeping
a gun handy and his keen €yes on the
alert. The ontfit wailing ahead of him
Jooked as if they, like the Kid, had
been riding long and hard. ITorses and
riders were covered with dust, dark
faces shone with perspiration; every
man in tho bunch showed signs of
fatigue. :

As the Kid approached, one of the
Mexicans pushed his horse forward from
the rest, advancing a little to nieet the
Texas puncher. He was & fat 1nan,
gaudily dressed in velvet trousers with
silver braiding, with n crimson silk
sash, short jancket, and the usual cnor-
mous sombrero. His durk face wus
handsome in a swarthy Spanish way,
and not unfriendly in its expression.
But the dusky jaw was square and

determined; the black eyes keen aund |
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scarching. Mo held up a dusky hand
for the Kid to stop, and, polite as his
manner was, the Kid rcad in his face
that there would bo trouble if tho
signal was not obeyed. 'Lhe Kid pulled
in his mustang.

“Pura, senor! Si nsted gusta ! said
the Mexican,

The Kid grinned. It could not have
becn put more politely. Ile was told
to gtop, if it pleased him to do so;
while it was quite cvident that the
bunch of riders were ready 1o pull guns
on him if he did not stop.

“Con todo i corazon, sconor,”
answered the Kid, not to be outdone
in politeness.

Then the Mexican grinned.

“The senor Is a Gringo?” he asked
in English,

The Kid's Stetson and chaps might
have told hima as much, but perhaps
he guessed also, from the Kid's szmisin,
that he came from the norihern side
of tho horder.

“You bet!” answered the Kid.
“What you guys in this country call w
Cringo. Frow the Rio Frio, in Texas,
if you want the particulars, zeuor.”

“Un Tejano?™

“Jest that,” agreed the Kid.

“You are a long way lrom
countey, senor.”

“You've said it,” agreed the Kid.

“Y .porque?” said the Mexican.
““And why, senor, are you riding the
Hane in this Rio Rojo country¥”

The Rio Kid laughed.

Ile wa: not likely to confide to this
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stranger that ho had ridden out of
Texas becauso he was outlswed in his
owan counlry.

“I guass §'ve got sy reasons, senor,”

he answered, “and thewm reaszons I aiu't
shouting out to every Greaser 1 mect up
with on ite tratls” "

“Sin duda ! agreed  thie  Mexican,
“You ame not here, perhaps, to meet
some particular persou on the banks of
ihe Rio Rojo?”

“Right in once,” assented the Kid.
“1 ain’t.”

*Is the name of Don Autonic Pas
quale strange to you, senor?’.' asked the
Mexican, his black eyes fixing on the
Kid’s  sunburnt face with  sudden
penetration,

“Sure.” said the Kid.

“You have never heard it

“Nix.”

“You hava not seen thay senor?”

“I guess P've seen a whole heap of
Mexicans that I don't know the uames
of,” grinned the Kid. * Don Antonio
Puasgualo may bo one of the bunch, for
anything 1 know. You looking for that
hombret”

‘I'he Mexican's jaw shul hard.

“&4, si, senor !” he answered. ‘I and
my comrades are searching the lano
for Don Antonio Pasquale. Perhaps
you have scen a rider on the plains
sitce you broko camp this morning 7

“Nary a galoot,” answered ihe Kid
cheerily.  “I reckoned I'd got this
prairie all fo myself till you guys pulled
out yonder. I guess I've scen nothing
bigger than a cicada since sun-up.”

“An old man, -senor,” said the
Mexican—~“an old man, with the face
of a walf, and a senorita viding with
him, and a paclk-msule. You have uot
seen such a party on the plains?”

The Kid shook his head.

“1'l tell tho world I ain’t scen hide
nor hair of any of the outiit,” he
answered.

The other Mexicans had pushed their
horses closer, and were lislening to the
talk, with kniited brows, as if trying
to make out the meaning of the words
uttered in a tongue thut was strange
to then.

Two or three of them now brake out
‘in angry Spanish. They addressed the
square-jawed man as Don Guaman, and
evidently with .respect. "The Kid
figured that Don Guzinan was “sowme”
guy in the estimation of this rather
mysterious bunch of Greascrs.

Don Guzman waved a hand, and the
others were silent, though lowering
looks were cast on the Kid, and more
than one dusky hand {urabled mecar a
weapon. The leader turned to the Kid
again.,

“My comrades have their suspicions
of you, senor,” he said. “They think
it likely that Pasquale may have
obtained the belp of an Americano to
escape across the border.”

“I guess we're a long way from the

border here,” remarked the Kid.
- “True. But if Pasquale does not
ascape across it, he is a dead man!™
said Don CGuzman, with a glitter in his
black eyes. * Tt would be like him to
have fixed with a Gringo to gnide him
to safety—and perhaps, senor, you are
that Gringo?”

“I'm telling you I gin't !> said the Kid
cheerfully. “1 guess I’ve never hecard
of your Pasquale, and I ain't taking
nny great interest in him. Who iz
the galoot, anyhow?” sdded the XKid.
“What's he done to gel your bunch on
his trail this-a-way?”

“Ile has robbed us, sepor,” said Don
Guzman. “Ile has robbed us and Ned
with the pesos. We have hunted him far
and wide, scnor. So far, he has escaped
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us—the Hauo has swallowed him vp. We
have scouts riding on all sides, but we
huve noy found nis trail. Lok i you
know  something  of  Lthat  caballero,
sepop—-="'

Guztnan pauased.

I keop en telling you that I don'tt”
granted the Kid restively.  ©Can’t you
lnke a galoot’'s werd ¥”

“1 should be desoluted to doubt it,
senor,’” said Guzman politely. © Dut wy
comrades thiuk ?

“Dog-gone  your

33

comrades, fellert”
interrupted  the Kid.,  “1 guess I'm
Loving to bit the trail. 1 want to bed
down by sunsct, hombry; and I aiu't
a lot of time for chicwing tho rag!”
Don Guzman looked at him long and
doulstingly. - Thoe Wid's hunds were

very close to the butis of his Colts. 1le
wus ready for trouble, if it camne. And
il it came, though the aqdds were

terribly heavy, obviously it would not
he pie for the bunch of Greasers, It
was custly to be read in the Kid's face
thai. he was a bad mian to erowd.

The bunch of Mexicans, the Xid could
see, suspeeted him of knowing some-

Hihing of the man of whom they were in

search.  They wera willing to ecrowd
Lim on that suspicion; for, anvhow, he
was a Cringo, of a race hated in
AMexica. Buat theie leader doubted; and,
doubting, ho was noi keen on begin-
ning a conflict which could not fail to
be a terrible ono,

Ilow the matter wounld have been
decided the Kid never knew; for while
Guzman hesitatéd there came a sudden
vinging shot from a distunce to the
south. It was followed ewiftly by two
more. 'The three shots rang out so
rapidly after onc¢ another that thoy
sonnded almost as one. '

Instantly there- was a stirting among
the Mexicans., - Every man swung
round {0 the southward, staring aecross
the grassy plains. No onc was to bo
seen on tho plains—the signal shets
had rung from a great distance. Rifle-
shots, the Kid knew, yet sounding like
the pops of & popgun at the distance.
‘'hat it was a signal was clear, for the
excitement among the DMexicans was
evident. .

“Todos log Santos!”

e 7‘ I”

“Oiga usted, Don Cuzman 1’

The square-jawed Mexican swung his
horse ronnd.

“Felipo has found
*shouted in Spanish. “Follow me

He dashed the long Mexican spurs to
the flanks of the horse, and started at o
Eallop. After him went the whole

unch, with a clatter and a jingle and
a wild thudding of hoofs. The Rio
Kid was left alone, sitting bis mustang,
and staving after the bunch of Mexicans
us they disappeared to the south in a
cloud of dast.

the traill”

[ti]
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Fos in Ambush!

¢ ARRY me home to diel”
o,mcnlate'd the Kid.
He did not immediately

resume his way.

e sat in the saddle, where the Mexi-
cans had left him, staring across the
llano after the bunch.

They were riding hard. Their horses,
weary from a long trail, were spurred
to speed. Quirts rose and fell sharply
on heaving, sweating Hanks.

Far away to the south the skyline was
broken by a blor, which the i
figured to be a patch of chaparral.
From thenco the signal shots had come.
Y¥ired, the Kid figured, hy some of the
scouts of whom Don Guzmun had

Story Cltdeeklif o-—

spolken—the scouts who were hunting
ror the trail of the mysterions Pasquale.

Jhe keenness of the bunch {0 get iu
touch with their guavry was proved by
tho swift eagerness with which they bad
answered the sigual.

While the Kid gazed after them, the
beuting of hoofs on the rvugged plamn
dicd away in the distance, aad only a
cloud of dust, with heve and _there a
gleary In ir, yemuained 1o icll where the
bunch of Mexicans had gone,

The Kid smiled.

He was glad enougl of the iuterrup-
iion, which had taken the bunch off his
hands. Jle had not bheen honing for a
single-handed fight apainst balf a dozen
{ireasers, avmed to the teceth; and he
Nad little doubt thot 1L would bhave
come 1o fghting had not the signal
from the south called ot Don Guzman
and his men, Doubtless the signal had
convinced the Mexicans that the Kid
had told the truth, in denving kuow-
ledge of PPasquale; for the signal came
from the far south, and it was from the
east that the Kid had come, nowhere
within miles of the spot where, it
scemed, Felipe had picked up the trail
of the hunted man.

The Isid watchied the Lunch till the
cloud of dust vanished 1n the distanco
and the grassy folds of the Hano kid all
sigtr of the Mcexicans from his sight.
Never had the Kid Leen so glad to see -
the backs of a bunch of Greasera,

IHe rode on his way again.

The Kid's way lay to the west, where
the distant clump  of ceiba  trees
blurred the red of tho sinking sun.
Lovy miles distaut, as yet, was the
tiruber island; but the Kid hoped to
strike it well beforo sundown,

As he cantered on he was thinking
ol the encounter with Guzman and his
bund, and of the mnan they were hunt-
ing. Who the bunch were was rather
a puzzle to the Kid. ‘They looked a
rough and fierce bunch, yet they bad
vot the look of law-breakevs—certainly
not bandoleres, and rmost probably not
contrabandistas, Guzman, their leader,
was, the Kid reckoned, a man of some
substance—he Jooked like a haciendero
of good fortune, If the mysterions
Pasquale had robbed him, as be stated,
the Kid cordially wished him good luck
m his hunt; and he was inclined to
believe that the squuarc-jawed Mexican
had spoken the truth., But he felt, at
the same time, something jike com-
passion for the man Pasquale, if that
square-jawed guy got him whero ho
wanted him. Guzman looked as if the
thrust of a poinard, or the slash of
a machete, would be his way of settling
a disputo.

Aunyway, it was no business of the
Kid’s, he told bimself; he was done
with the bunch now, and he was not
likely to fall in with the fugitive
Pasquale. e dismissed the matter
from his mind at last, and cantered on
towards the motte, which was growing
larger and greener us he drew near to
it.

Tall cottonwood trces spread mighty
branches against the blue of the sky,
interlaced with magses of Spaniards’
beard and giant llianas. In the glare
of the sun on the baked llano, tho Kid
looked with a longing eye at the shado
in the distance. And there would Le
water there—and the Kid's cantcen was
empty. Waler was wanted for both
horse and xider; and the black-tuzzled
mustang stretchied his tired limbs to a
greater g¢pecd, as if already hoe scented
it.

Crack!

The 1ing of a shot came suddenly
from the sbadows ol the ceiba trees,



while the Kid was yst =
Lusdeed  syards  from theie
woleome shuade,

The Iid fels the wind of

Het oz it whizzed by.
whe'” ejuenlsted  the
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Inoan instunt he was oub of
the saddddde, aed the mnstang
was Iying i rhe grosse auc
his cuy was in bis hand.

The Kid's eyes gleamad,

That timher island, with jls
vater and its grateful shade
and cooiness, wus nob  un-
tenuuied, o the lrees lurked
the rillemun who had pulled
trigger on hiiu.

Crack!

The Kid and his horse
vero deep in cover of high

zrass when the second shot
scroaracd  havmlessly over
them.

“Geo I murmared the Kid,
“I guess -that guay moans
Dhusiness, whoever he is! He
sure does!”

The Kid's jaw eet.

Whoever was lurking in the
timber island had fired on
hiry, as he came riding
across the sunlit plain, from
cover,  without warning.
Some loafing bandolero, per-
haps, or some disgruntled
Mexiean wvagquero who dig-
liked the sight of a Gringo.

The Rie Kid was not the
raan to take pot-shooting like
that without kicking. Leaviug
his horse in the cover of the
thick grass, tho Kid wormed
his way towards the timber

island, on his hands and
knees. \Whoever had burned powder
at him wus going to learn that

it was not a safe game with the boy
punchor of Frio. Not one of Guzman's
bLauel, that was certaing that bunch
was miles away to the south-cast, the
Kid rceckoned. I’erhaps szowme scout
helonging to that bunch: that was pos-
sible, Whoever it was, he had the LRio
Kid to reckon with.

But {he XKia was cautious.

The rugged ground. thick with hushes
of high grass, gave him plenty of cover
as he wormed hi: way townrds the
tiwber island. ‘I'his was an old game
to tho Kid, and he was as wary and
cuuning as any Apache, or Comanche
on the war-path.

Thick, shady branches shut out iho
blaze of the sun over his head at last.
He was close on the timber.

Now a faint rustie caught his ear,

He smiled grimly.

He was close on the marksman. The
rustle came from a mass of llinnas that
hung, thick and juicy, from a horizontal
branch of a ceiba, like a natural screeu.
That serecn hid the man who had fired,
and the Kid reckened that he was
watching through some &lit in the green
stems—watching  and  waitiug for a
charnce of another shot. No doubt the
disappearnuce of the Kid and his borse
in tha grass had puzzled the man in the
timber, and donbtlexs he was wailing
for them to rise into view again. Cer-
tainly he did nat kuow that the Kid
had ‘erept throngh the high grass like
an Apache, and was now close at hand.
He was nbout to make that disrovery.

The Kid wormed hiz way, cravling
now like a snake, round the nearesl of
the treey,  Salent as o snako, he moved
ch by inch. (ill ke was faivly in the
timber and hehind the sereen of Hianas
where the marksman stood and watched.

Then ihe Kid rose quietly to his feet,
a six-gun in his band, and a gleam in

Cni

TERROA-STRICKEN! As the beautiful Mexican gir! led ths Kid up to the oamp, the old

man by the tree leapt to hle feet with a cry of tarror,
me; feller { ” drawled the young outiaw.

his eyes.  Thick creepers were round
him, and peering through them he could
make out a sombtero and the glimmer
of a coloured sash gmid the green,

It wus o Mexican who stood there and
who had fired, and who was still watch-
ing the spot where tho horscman had
sunk out of sight in the grass e hun-
dred yards out from tho timber. The
Kid could hear a deep-drawn, quiver-
ing breath.

6uie£ly the Kid parted the hanging
creepers and steppe(ij towards the Mexi-
can, whose back was to him s he stared
out over the plain. It went against the
gruin with the Kid {o shoot 2 man from
behind; and, within a few paces of the
slimn, half-hidden figure of the Mexican,
he raised his six-guu, but he did not pull
trigger. .

“You dog-goned, pesky skunk, tarn
your face this way-—gol-darn you!”
snapped the Kid. * Here's the guy you
was potting at, you coyote! You—-"

The Rio Kid broke off suddenly.

There was & crash, as a rille was
dropped into the underbrush from
startlod bhands; the Mexican spun

round, and two large dark eyes were
fixed on tha Kid in terror.  And the |
Kid's gun sagged down, and he stared
foolishly, as he found himsell face to
face with a Moxicen girl.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Hunted Man !

11 BE whiz!" gasped the Kid.
The givl slared at bim, evi

dently amazed and terrified io

{ind him closo at hand when
she had believed him to be out on the
plain. Tor it was this girl who had
fired on him, there was no doubt about
that. The vifle she bad dropped was
tho weapon from which the bullct had

whizzed so close to the boy puncher
from Frio.

Rix]

“ There's no nesd to get feared by
{Sce Chapter 8.)

The Kid knew it, but all his animnosity
wus-gone. Had it been a man thut he
found there he would have paid dearly
for firing on the Kid from cover. Bug
the Kid had no bunch for a rookus with
a woman. Indeed, ho iade haaie 10
get his gun ot of sight.

“I guess you don’'t want to be
skecred, wniss,”  stuunmered the Kid
wwkwardly., I sure ain’t here to hurg
vou, nohow, I sure don’t know whaut in
thunder you pulled trigger on me for,
miss; but you don’t want to be skeered,
you suro dou’t1”

T'he girl seemed too terrified (o speak.
Her dark eyes were fised on the Kid's
face, dilating.

“I guess you reckoned 1 was somne
sort of & rough galoot, and you was
scared, miss,” said the Kid, smiling.
“You ain’t no call to be scared, 'l tell
the world.”

“Senor 1”
Gringo !
then 7 )

“T guess 'm cavorting around on iy
lonczome, miss, if that’s what you
mean,” said the Kid. “You ain’t no
call to be skeered of a puncher from
Texas, scnoritu.”

IHer breath was coming in  great
gasps. Under the shadow of the big
sonthrero her face was white und tense.
The girl spoke FEnglish with the lispiuyg
accent of a Spaninrd, and in a voico
that secmed sheer music to the ears of
the Rio Kid.

*Senor,” she gasped, “ who are you:”

“Kid Carfax, miss—and at your ser-
vice,” answered the Kid gallantly. “A
puncher, miss, from the Yrio couutry in
Texas.” .

“ Nuestra Senova! And 1 might hnve
kilied vou ! breathed the girl.

The Kid grinned. )

“Uu

gasped  the girl.
thew,

You are not omnv of

*1 guess your bullet never went ne:
canongh (o worry me any, miss,” ha
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said. “T reckon you took me for some
olher gny ¥

“51, senor, sl Wa are hunted—
hunted by biiter enemies?’ panted the
Mexican girl. “1 thought—I [eared
thak——-"

“Yon reckoned T was one of tho
Lunch 1

Ve X >
{1, senar,

A thousend pardorsi™

“Daon't you worry eny. miss,” gaid
thiy Kid reassaringly.  “BEut, say, you
ain’t alona here in the middle of the
llano, senorila?” -

The girl raade a gesture towards the
dark interior of the timber.

“My father!” she whispered.

The Kid wondered what sort of a guy
it was who remained out of sight and
teft ihoe shooting o be done by o slip

of a gitl :
“They are hunbing us, senor!® she
whispered. “And when I saw you

riding vp I fancied you wers one of

them,”

And then the Kid thought that he
understood, ‘ :

Guzman had said that itho man he twas
hunting was accompanied by a senorita,
It was borne in upon the Kid's mind
that by sheer chance he had stumbled on
the fugitives. ’ )

“Oh, great gophers!” said the Kid.
“Say, miss, is the galoot who is hunt.
ing you a gn{ with & jaw liko a vice,

- calling himself Guzman?”

“*Guzman Carrero,” she breathed.
“Don Guzman Carrcro! You have scen
him? You know g :

“I guess I met up with him on the
prairiec way back,” said tho Kid.
allowed that he was hunting for a guy
named Pasquale.” )

“Mi padre!”

T guess h¢'s a good step from here,
miss,” said the Kid comfortingly; “and
he sure wouldn’t be allowed to do you
any harm while there’s a Texas
pu_nc],l,er around with & six-gun in his
grip.

ITis gaze dwelt curiously on the girl.

Guzman had stated that Pasquale had
robbed him, and fled with stolen pesos.
If that -wus true, the Kid was prepared
to swear that this girl knew nothing of
it. The Kid was, perhaps, only aﬁ)oy

in yeers, but he was a man in exper:-
ence; and in ihe beautiful, olive faco he
could - vead fear and anxioty, but
nothing of guile. Whatever her father
was, or might be, the Kid reckoned that
this senorita was genuine goods, and all
the chivalry of the Kid’s generous
heart was roused now. :

ITe was not in_the Rio Rojo couniry
looking for trouble, but he was strongly
tempted to make this senorita’s trouble
his own. Anyhow, the Kid knew that
if harm threatened her, it would not
reach her so long as hie could pull the
trigger of & six-gun.

“Benor, I ask your parden -once
more,” faltered the girl,  “It was my
fear that caused me to take yon for an
enomy. I feared.that they had found
us. If they find us, Don Guzman Car-
rero will kill my father: and he is old,
senor, and sick, and he has only me to
defend him. Nuestra Senara! Iam his
‘'only friend now.”

X1 guess_a guy could be worse off for
frionds, miss,” spid the Kid. “ But,
mebhbe, a galoot about my size could
help. I reckon I don’t know what the
rookus is about; but if any guy lifts a
finger to yon, miss, while I'm around, I
gness he will get his so sudden he won't
know lLow he siruck Jordan.” .

The girl smiled tremulously,

Before she could speak again a voice
came from tho depijis of ihe timber—
an old man’s voice, high-pitched and
guerulous. .

THE Porunar.—No. 541.
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.| eropping

‘brim of a sombrero.

CEstrellat 1istrella, mi muochacha !
}‘j.:-?fﬂ‘u“l.'. 1 X

That, the Kid reckoned, wonld be the
father. 1lo did not like the voice.

“My fathor!”? sald the girl,  “Qb,
zenor, 3 vou have spoken In earnest—if
you would help us—help my father to
escaps those leperos—-—"" .

guess you can eount me in, wiiss,’)
said tho Kid, subduing an inward
doubt, .

He could not help having a hunch
that in this unknown dispute the right
of the matter might very likely be on
the side of the men who were hunting
Pasquale. But a women in danger and
distress had an irvesistible appeal for
the boy puncher. .

“Venga  usted I said the Mexican
girl, '
“Si, senorital” . .

Donna Istrolla trod away through the
thickness of the vegetation. 8he scemed
to have forgotten the rifle she had
dropped, and the Kid picked it up and
carvied 1t for her. Ile gave a Jong, low
whistle, and tho girl's head turned to
him in sudden alarm. ;

“Ouly calling my cayuse, miss!” said
the Kid apologetically. “I left him out
on the plain while I humped along this-
a-way.”

The black-rouzzled mustang rose from
the high grass, and trotted on to the
ttmber, and followed bis master.’

Estrella led the way into the interior
of the motte.

There was a musical murmur of water,
a wolcome sound to tho ears of the Xid,
and to those of his horse. Somewhere
in theé timber island there was a spring,
and a ‘little stream, not more than a
foot wide and deep, flowed winding
among the troes,  bll it was lost on the
grassy plain, Under the spreading
branches by the stream, a pack-mnule was
hobbled, tho pack lying in tho herbageo.
Two horses, tetherod close at hand, were
the grass. With his back to o
trank, & man was seated, with a dark,
old, wrinkled face shadowed by the
The face of o
wolf, Guzman had said, in his descrip-
tion of the man he was hunting; and the
Kid, looking at tho wrinkled face,
reckoned that that description was near
tho mark. 'There was cunning in cvery
lino of that mask of a face.

“Estrellal”  The old Mexican was
speaking, as the girl came up to the
camp. “De que se trata? Que hay que
hacor1” 'Then, as ho saw the Rio Kid
Pasquale leapod to his feet with a yeli
of torror.

“Un amigo, mi padre!” exclaimed
the Mexican girl, hurriedly.

The man was tottering with terror,
staring at the Xid.

“Amigo?” he repeated hoarsely.

“8i. s11 un Gringo ¥

“Por todos los Santos ) muttered the

old Mexican. The effort that he mado
to pull himself together was painful to
see. Never had- the Kid's cyes fallen
upon a man so racked with fear as the
Senor Pasquale evidently was.
.The Kid felt an impulse of compas-
sion, though it was largely tinctured
with contempt. He figured that that
square-jawed guy, Guzman Carrero, was
enough to rattle a galoot whom he was
hunting for his life; but the Kid could
not understand any man being rattled
ta this exient. Tasquale wiped large
drops of sweat from his brow.

His puckered eyes scanncd the Kid's
handsome, sunburnt face. It was with
obvious reiief that he discerned thai
the puncher was not a Mexican.

¢ Senor, you are very welcome,” ho
said, spoaking in English, with tremb-
ing voice, “Welcome to share what

little our cimp can offer you, senor.
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If you nro a friend, you are doubly
welcome; I have few fricmls  now,
senor—I znm abandoned by all but my
brave Jaughter.” e turned 1o the girl:
“Jatrella, T hoard a shot 7

“1t 'was I who fired, father,” said
the Mexican girl, “and I thask all the
stinta that the rifle miszed, for it wae
at this brave caballero that 1 fred,
toking bim for ono of Guzmar’s men.
And not only Las this noble hidalgo
forgiven 1y widstake, bub le offers Lo
help uws.”

“Your help shall be well rewarded,

senor,” suid the Mexican, his bright,
bird-like eyes scanning the Kid, “I am
u poor man, senor~1 have fled from mny
cnemies  with  nothing—nothing--buf
across tho Lorder I bave resources, and
a rich reward—"
- Tho Kid saw ihe flush of shame that
came into  the olive checks of the
senorita. Dut ke did not need. that to
tell him that the wretched man was
lying. The Xid had little doubt, if
any, that the old man had in his pos-
sesston the pesos of which Guzman had
spoken,

“Cut it out, senor!” interrupted the
Kid brusquely. “I guess I ain’t honing
afler any reward. f"orget it! Xf I can
help this senorita to get to sufety, I
guess I'm going all out to da it.”

“Wo are lost, senor,” faltered the old
man. “We fled from Olillo barely in
time to escape the knives of those
leperos; hut—we are lost on the plains
you can guide us to safety,
senor-~—-~"" ,

“I guess I'll try,” said the Kid.

¢“{racias, senor!” murmured Donna
Estrella. “Save my father—only save
my’ father—" o

The Xid made a grimace. He had no
groat hunch to save Pasquale, whom he
more than suspected of. carrying with
him money that did not belong to him.
But he was certain the senorita
did not know; and the Kid would have
cut out his tongue rather than have
uttered for her hearing what was in
his mind. Anyhow, if the old Moxican
was o rascal, 1t was likely enough that
his enemies were little better; for their

ursuit was obviously a lawless one, and

ad nothing to do with the authorities.
It was not an alcalde or the rurales
who wero hunting Pasquale; but privata
foes for vengeance; and so tho Kid
reckoned that he was free to chip in
if ho had a hunch to do so. But cer-
tainly he could have wished that Donna
Estrella’s father had been anyone hut
that old Creaser with tho face of o

wer)

‘wolf, -

“Count on me, miss,” said the Kid,
“and I reckon you want to hreak camp
instanter, and hit the trail—>

“Night is at hand, senor!” faltered
Pasquale; “and we aro woary—*

“T1 guoss the night is going to Le our
best friend, senor,” said the Kid. “1’m
telling you that that guy Guzman has
found your trail, if I don’t miss my
gucss; and he’s sure riding for this
timber at this very minute.”

“Nombro de Dios!* gasped Pasquale,
trembling in overy limb. “Let us go—.
lot us go!” :

And ho stumbled to his horze,

F eottonwood the Rio Kid scanned
the ]phu'ns to tha south, in the
level rays of the setting sun,

EFrom the grass, in the distance, camo

the Dobbing of sombreros—fivo, six,

seven, the Kid counted. ‘I'ho horsemen,

still distant, wero - riding towards the
timber. The Kid Lad expected it. The

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. .
Hitting the Trail!

ROM ihe bhighest branch of a
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seortt,. Felipe, had found the trail far
to the south-east, and Guanun and his
Buneh Liad ridden to jomn hine—auvd it
was ohvious that they would {ollow the
trail to where it led; and it led to
the timber ixland wheve the old Mexican
and  his davzhier bad camped, and
whore, hy o freak of chanee, the boy
ontlew of the Rin Grande had falfen in
with them,

The Iid watehed 1he distant viders
fong aud carnestly, I a8 ctone to gun.
play the odds were heavy, and the Kid
had no bench {o burn powder in this
quarre! if he could avoid it.. Not for
an instant did he hesitate to help Donna
Ietrelli, and  he condd wot help her
without Lelping her father. But he had
an awkward feeling that ke was on the
wrong side of the quarscl, all the same.
If there was aoything in looks, that
old Greaser was un all-fired lobo-wolf,

and more likely than not those jaspers

vonder had good cause lor hunting him
down, The Isid hoped that he would
get through this trouble without burn-
ng powder, thorgh he had 1o admit that
it did not scem likely. .

Ilo swung himself down from the
branches ol the cottonwood.

“You have secn them; sevor?”

The girl's dark eyes read his face,

“I reckon,” said the Kid, *“they've
less'n a mile off, and heading for- this
timber. 1 guess thev'll Lit it by dark.”

“And-they would have found us
here 2 breathed the givl.

“Sure! But they ain't going to find
vs now,” said the Kid resssuringly.
- “Nombre do Dios!"” muttered the old
Mexicun. “QOur horses are weary, hut
let us go—-let ns go! Seunor el Tejano,
" vre frust ourselves to your guidance, and

»arich reward-——-'

" “Forget it!” snappeld the Kid.

Tt was strunge and touching, to the

Kid's eyes, to sce the care and tender-

_ness. with which the girl helped the
wretched man to his saddle and

.arranged round him the folds of the
_serape against the night air. 8he swung
herself lightly to the back of her pony.
The Kid had fastened on the inule’s
pack, and he mounted his mustang and
took the pack-animal’s lead. TFrom the
plains to the southward came a distaat
beating of gulloving hoofs, a sound that
meade the o%d Mexican start and eringe
with terror. ‘the little parly rode out
of the timber on the northeru side, keep-
ing the cottonwoods bétween them and
ithe appreaching riders.

The Kid's brow was datk with
thought as ho rode. . Only the night, ho
knew, could save them from pursuit.
Rut the night was already falling on
the llauo. The red rim of the sun was
dipping to tho weslern plain; from the
cast, shadows rolled over the grasaland.
The last daylight would be gone, he
reckoned. by the time Guzman and his
bunch it the timber. Likely enongh,
ther would camp in the motte for- the
night and seck a further frail iu the
nmoriting. It they did, the night and
its long hours would be the Kid's. . 1f
they followed by the Jight of the stars
it would come to shooting. IFf it camo
to that the Kid had to dismiss nwncom-
fortable thoughts from his mind and
handle his six-guns.

Darkness fell on the plutns.

The weary horses were going at a trot,
the packonule loping behind.,  Tho
Mexican girl rode gracefully astride, in

the Moxican  style, Lasquale was
hunched like 8 sack of alfalfa on his
saddle.  Occasionally some muttered
word fell from tho Mexican, some

whimpering of fear. At such moments
the girl would speak softly—soft words
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of comfort and encouragement, in thoe
liquid Spanish. The Kid's hcart went
out to her, for be knew. that the
chances of escape werc slim. But he
was going to savo her father if be could
—noot for his own sake.

Thud! Thud! Thud!

The Kid listened.

¥rom the dark dome of the sky the
stars gleamed like jowcls.

Thud! Thuad! Thud!

“Wea are followed I eame in a hoarse
croak from Pasquelo.

The Rio Kid did not nced telling
that. .

He listened intently.

¥rom the durkness behind came the
galloping of a horse—u single steed, as
his ear told the Kid. One of Guamun’s
scouts, perhaps, seeking the trail, or
Guzman himself, pushing on while his
weary followeors rosted an tho motte. The
Kid pulled in his mustang. A gun was
in his hand, and a glitter in his cyes.

“Ride en!” he said teracly.

Pasqualr was pushing ou his tired
horse dosperately. Put the Mexicon
girl lingored.

* But you, senort”

“Ride on "’ answered the Kid.

"~ And Donna Estrelia spurred on afier
Pasquale, - :

The Rio Kid weited.

Yrom the starry shadows a hoiseman
toomed up, riding hard. ‘The Xid had
a glimpse of u sombrero and 4 crimson’
sagh as he threw up his six-gun and
fired.

There was a yell from the darkness
and & crashing fall. Whether the rider
or the horse had recoived the bullet
the Kid could mot tell; but both had
gone orashing down.

The Rio Kid wheeled his mustang end
galloped on after the fugitives, Hoe
rejoined therm in o few rninutes, and

_they rode on into the darkness of the

night. From behind came uo longer
any sound ot pursuit,

THE END.
{\Lnother roaring long complete stary

of the Mio Kid, boy cwtlaw, newt week
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