i# would be an easy matier for the Rio Hid to cul and . and
teave Nis fivo compantons, tolal strangers to him, te the perils of
But that’s not like the Kid!'

the jorest.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The End of the Rope!
¥ !"\HE night had been cold, as usual
" on the IMexican uplands, but
with day came a blaze of heat.
In the dense tropical forest by
the Rio Rojo thick interlaced branches,
massed with foliage and pendant mosses,
shut off the burning rays of the sun, but
did not shut off its heat.. The Rio Kid,
leaninz against the miassive trunk of a
ceiba, fanned his face with his Stetson
hat. Day had come and with the day-
light he looked for pursuit from Guzman
Carrero and his bunch. But as yet there
had been no sound of foes in the forest;
and the wide waters of the Rio Rojo
rolled in the sunshine, desolate, deserted.

The forest grew R
edge, and great branches jutted over the
water. In the mud. of the bank, amid
tangled roots, lizards crawled, the bell-
frog sounded his peculiar note.

The thought came into the Rio Kid’s
mind that perhaps that desperate race
in the night, gown the river, had
thrown the pursuers off the track. But
he shook_his head.

“Y guess this hyer bunch is cinched !”
murmured the Xid, and he looked once
more to his walnut-butted guns, to make
sure that they were ready for the con-
flict that must come; the conflict that

~~could end only one way, unless the Kid
—"had phenomenal luck.
His companions were sleeping.

Donna Estrella, wrapped in the Kid’s
blanket and slicker, lay sleeping the
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down to the river’s

sleep of utter fatigue. Don Antonio
Pasquale was hunched in the herbage,
snoring. He had forgotten his terrors
in the sleep of exhausiion; bui even in
slumber his claw-like hand clatched
the saco buckled to his belt; even in his
dreams he had not forgotten the pesos
with which he had fled from Olillo.

The Kid’s face grew grim and hard as
he looked at the wrinkled old face of the
Mexican. But it softened again as he
glanced at Fistrella. The Kid had slept,
but he had wakened at dawn, watchful
for the enemy. But it was useless to
awake his companions. The Kid
figured that the fugitives were at the end
of their rope; and nothing remained
but to wait. And he waited. It would
have been easy enough for the Kid to
plunge into the deep forest and save
himself. But that thought did not enter
the mind of the boy puncher.

His glance travelled cver the sunny
waters of the Rio Rojo, beyond the
branches that drooped over the margin.
It was down the river he reckoned the
enemy would comte. Bui as yet, he
could see no sign of the Mexicans.

Pasquale stirred at last, and woke.
He sat up, passing his claw-like hand
over his brow and staring round him.
He dragged himself wearily to his fees.
He looked round at the dense trees, af
the shining river, and fixed his glance at
last on the Impassive face of the Rio
Kid. .

“Senor! We have escaped them?” he
muttered. .

The Kid smiled grimly.
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“Not by a jugful,” he answered.
“Don Guzman—he comes?” breathed
the old Mexican.

“Not yet! Them jaspers don't seem
to be in a hurry,” drawled the Kid. I
guess that’s the way of this country,
feller—Greasers sure don’t hustle a
whole heap. But they’ll come, you can
bet your bottom dollar on that.”

“Then why do we linger here, senor?*

The Kid shrugged his shoulders.

““1 guess we're at the end of the riata,
senor.” We've lost the horses and the
rmule—my mustang is the only cayuse
left in this bunch. He’s a good hoss, is
Side-Kicker; he sure is the durndess
critter to go that ever was raised in
Texas. But I reckon he can’t carry
three. This bunch is cinched, senor--
we only got to wait till them Greasers
root us out. I reckon we’ve got them
guessing where to look for us, or they’d
have been hyer afore this. But they’ll
come.”

Pasquale trembled from head to foot.

At the sound of voices the Mexican
girl had awakened.

She threw aside the slicker and rose
to her feet, colouring under the eyes of
the Rio Kid. Her hair was in wild dis-
order, her beautiful face stained by the
mud of the river, but it was still
beautiful. The XKid’s heart, littie
accustomed to yield to such influences,
stirred as he looked at her. It was the
chivalry of the.boy puncher that had led
Him to join up with the hunted Mexican
fugitives, but there was perhaps some-
' THE PoruLAR~—No, 544,
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thing more than that in his honest
breast now.

The girl’s dark eyes glanced rapidly
round.

“Secnor el Tejano!
here?” she breathed.

The Kid’s answer was gentler than
that he had given to her father.

“I reckon we're O.K. jest for the
present, senorita,” he answered. ““Them
guys atn’t run us down yet.” ’

“They must have lost the track?”

*I guess there’s a chance they have,
miss,” said the Kid, “but I wouldn’t
bank on it.”

The girl understood.

“They will find us here?” she said in
a low voice. )

“Well, that galoot, Guzman Carrero,
is sure a bloodhound on the trail,” said
the Kid uneasily. *“He’s after them
pesos your padre has got in his grip,
and he’s got a hunch that Don Antonio

We are safe

XKid apologetically,

double-crossed the junta that them re-y

volutionary jaspers belong to. He sure
does seem to want Mister Pasquale’s
scalp bad. I hope he’s lost the trail,
miss, for your sake; but I allow he ain’t
the kind of guy to lose a trail easy.”

“Let us gol!”

“That ain’t so easy, miss,” said the
“We got one hoss
among three and we're In a pesky
forest where the going’s slow and hard.
I reckon e wouldn’t get far afore them
rubes run us down.”

The Mexican girl clasped her hands.

“We wait here—like sheep for the
slaughter,” she whispered. Oh, senor!
Save my father! but save
him 17

The Kid made a. grimace. Exactly
the reverse was his own desire. Only
for Donna Estrella’s sake would he have
lifted a finger to save the wrinkled old
rascal whose greed and treachery, as the

ma
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Kid was only too well aware, had
caused this trouble. But the girl’s de-
votion to her wretched father touched
him strangely.

“I guess, miss,” sald the Kid slowly,
“that if Don Antonio has a. hunch to
try it on, I'll lend him my cayuse,
and he can hit the horizon as soon as
he likes. But there ain’t a dog’s chance
of getting clear of them bucks, miss.
This is as good a place as any other
when it comes to a rookus. I guess a
whole heap of them Greasers will go
under afore they finish with this Kid.
That’s all I can do, miss.”

The Kid’s glance wandered to the
viver. Far in the distance a.somprero
nodded over the shining ' waters. A
horseman. ‘was riding the shallows near
the bank, slowly, watching the forest
as he rode. He was small in the dis-
tance, but he was approaching. And

© (Continued on next page.)
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the Kid knew that he was only one of
the scouts of Carrero’s bunch. Jutting
trees hid him the next moment. But the
Kid had seen him, and knew that the
enemy were closing in.

“Senor!. Save my father!” breathed
Donna Estrella. *“They wrong him,
senor—he is an innocent man! He
rever betrayed the junta—and what he
has is his own, senor. You will not
jeave him to those wolves. Save him,
senor.”

The Kid stirred uneasily.

“Look here, you'uns,” he said at last,
“T guess there's a chance—a mighty slim
chance. Them jaspers allow that Don
Antonis’s H$ cut with the pesos beldng-
ing to the junta at Olillo. They're
after his blood—but I reckon they want
the money more than they want his
juice. They'll be here afore long. If
we leave that bag of money here for
them to find there’s just a dog’s chance
that they may let up. Stick that bag
of pesos on the bank where they’ll sure
have to see it—and we’ll try our luck
in the forest.”

- ‘81, si, senor.”

But though the Mexican girl an-
swered at once in the affirmative, the
old miser of Olillo cluiched at the saco
and croaked out a negative.

“Jamas! Jamas! Never! You
would make me a beggar! Jamas!”

“T guess a live beggar’s better than
a dead rico hombre, feller,”” said the
Xid, *‘and yowre sure a dead man if
you stick to them pesos.”

“They are mine—mine !”

“Them jaspers allow they're theirs,”
said the Kid. “But it don’t cut no ice
cither way, as they can cinch them when
they like. You can’t keep them durocks,
feller. You can leave them here or
they’ll take them from your dead body.
That’s your choice.”

Splash! . -

The Kid’s glance turned swiftly to the
river. The horseman he had seen had
reappeared, close at hand. The man,
scanning the bank, uttered an exclama-
tion, which told that he had picked up
sign. The Kid’s hand dropped to a gun,
his face set grimly. The horseman came
spurring on through the shallow water
under overhanging branches.

Bang!

The sombrero spun on the Mexican's
head.

“Caramba !’ the Kid heard him yell.

He swung round his horse and went
dashing madly away up the stream. In
a moment he had vanished.

“1 guess that jasper’s gone to bring
down the bunch,” said the Kid. “If
we're going to make a break we ain’t
a lot of time to waste, you'uns.
There’s a slim chance they’ll let up if
we leave them the pesos. There ain’t
any dog-goned chance otherwise.”

“Mi padre!” whispered the Mexican
girl pleadingly. e

There was a struggle in the breast of
the old miser. The perspiration stood
in clots on his swarthy brow. His hand
went to the saco—and came away again.
But even the wreiched old miser seemed
to realise that it was not possible to
cling longer to the funds of the revo-
lutionary junta, with which he had fled.
With trembling fingers he unbuckled
the saco and relinquished the leather,
stuffed with gold and silver and paper
money. e

Taking it carclessly, the Kid walked
down to the margin of the Rio Rojo.

From- there, at a distance up the river,
he could see the nodding of sombreros.
It would not be long before the
Mexicans were on-hand. They were
coming along the"shallow. margin of
the rio. under the forest branches, and
they‘ would enter the forest where the

.| shallows,

THEIR HIDING-PLACE
ALOFT! With never a pause,
the Rio Kid swung himselffrom
tree to tree; and within a few
minutes of loocking the last on his
devoted horse; he arrived at the
place where he had Jeft his com-~
panions. (See Chapter 3.)

fugitives had entered it. Good man as
the Kid was in a fight, the odds were
too heavy to give him a chance, and the
game was in Don Guzman’s hands if he
pushed matters to an extremity. There
was, as the Kid had said, a dog’s chance
that the vengeful Mexican might re-
linquish the pursait when he had
recovered the stolen pesos. The Kid
placed little faith in 1t, but it was the
only chance that remained.

On an overhanging bough, over the
in full sigh. of any man
coming down the river, the Kid hung
the sack of pesos.

There it could not fail to meet the
eyes of Don Guzman and his bunch,
when they came. And they were
coming.

Leaving the precious saco hanging
over the stream, the Kid rejoined his
companions. There was a faint hope in
Donna IBstrella’s face, but the old
Mexican was wringing his hands, as if
in despair. Parting wiith his loot seemed
almost as terrible to him as parting
with his life. The look he gave the Kid
was black, and bitter, and hostile. But
the puncher did not heed that. Only too
willingly, but for the senorita’s sake,
he would have left the old miser,~as well
as his loot, in the hands of the avengers.

The Kid lgst no time now. The black-
muzzied mustang was roused and the
Mexican girl seated ir the Kid’s saddle.
The Kid and Pasquale tramped on foot,
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the Kid leading, the old Mexican trail-
ing behind -the horse. They plunged
into the shadowy depths of the tropical
forest and vanished from the bank of
the Rio Rojo. But in the tangled under-
growth the trail they had to leave was
plain enough for a blind man to follow, .
and the Kid knew only too well that
there was nc hope of eluding the enemy
unless the return of the loot gave him
pause.

The dense forest swallowed the fugi-
tives. But from behind came sounds of
the unseen enemy. There was a splash-
ing of horses in the water, a shouting 1n
Spanish.

“Los pesos! El traidor! El traidor!”

The pursuers had found the bag of
money. But the shouts of “The
traitor I” did not indicate that the find-
ing of the stolen pesos had satisfied
them. The Rio Kid heped for the best
as he wound his way through the dense
tropical forest, leading the mustang.
But in his heart he knew that thero
was little hope. .

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Gun Play!

7 HE Xid paused to listen.
l Under the thick masses of
foliage a dusky twilight reigned

in the forest, simmering with
tropical heat. Here and there the Kid
had to cut a way through the dense,
tangled undergrowths with slashes cf
his  bowie-knife. Sounds of pursuit
reaclicd his ears, and they were drawing
closer. Don Guzman had net been
satisfied with the recovery of the junta’s
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pesos. It was the life of the traitor

o was secking; and it was his to take,
so far as the Kid -could see. But it was
some relief to the Kid, at least, that
the stolen money was gone. |
" And the fight .was coming now.
Closer and closer came the sounds of
pursuit in the dense forest. By such
a way, no horse could proceed faster
than at a walls, and frequently there
were pauses for the mustang to force
a way through dense growths, aided
by the Kid’s knife. The Kid figured
that the Mexicans had left their horses,
and were following the trail on foot, and
undoubtedly they were gaining. The
way was easier for the pursuers than
for the fugitives, who were blazing their
way. Light, running footsteps reached
the Kid’s ears, echoing through the
forest, and a rustling of branches and
twigs. The avengers were closing in.

" Donna Estrella’s dark eyes turned on
the Kid as he paused. "
© ¢ Apresurese usted—hasten, senor!
she breathed. “ Venga usted.” .

“I guess they're close behind,
genorita,’ -answered the Kid quietly.
“That sack of pesos ain’t stopped them,
but I reckon my gun may help. You 'uns
push on. I guess ’m aiming to show
them jaspers that it ain’t safe to crowd
this Kid.”

" “The holy
senor !

The Xid dropped behind, the mustang
pushing on, with the old Mexican tramp-
ing at his tail. The Kid’s gun was in
his hand now as he posted himself in
a mass of hanging llanas, through
which the fugitives bad passed, and
waited. : .

He had not long to wait.

A sombrero showed in the dusk, a
swarthy face, a pair of glinting, watch-
ful black eyes. It was Don Guzman
Carrero, the leader of the revolutionary
bunch, picking up the trail ahead of his
men. Through a slit in the llianas the
Kid’s six-gun was aimed—but he did nob
pull the trigger. E .

It went against the grain with the
Kid to shoot down an enemy without
warning, even a deadly enemy close cn
his ftrail, seeking his life. From his
cover he grimly watched the square-
jawed Mexican haciendado, as he came
on. Don Guzman was within six feet
of the Kid when the boy puncher rapped
out suddenly : g

“Put ’em up, Greaser!”

Carrero started violently., He had
not expected the hunted fugitives to
halt. There was a revolver in his hand,
but he did not raise it as he saw the
Kid’s muzzle looking at him from the
llianas, the Kid's eyes gleaming over
it

saints preserve you,

But there was no fear in the Mexican’s
face. He looked coolly at the half-
seen face of the boy puncher from Frio.

“You, Senor el Tejano!” he said.

“Jest me,” agreed the Kid. “DI've
told you to grab the air, senor, and I
ain’t waiting.” :

Don Guzman lifted his hands above
his head. But he smiled darkly as he
obeyed.

“I5 is of little nse. senorito,” he said.
“My men are close behind—more than
a score, senorito.”

“I guess your galoots won’t bite so
hard without you to lead them, senor,”
said the Kid. “Drop that gun!” -

Don Guzman’s revolver dropped to
the earth. But there was a mocking
smile on his swarthy face. The rustling
footsteps of his followers were close
behind.

“I guess I'm going to chew the rag
with yon a piece,” said the Kid. “Call
out to your jaspers to stop.”

Tas Porvrar.—No. 544,

- politely.

“Para!” called out the Mexican.
The rustiing ceased.

“1 listen, seror,” said Don Guzman
“Tt is always a pleasure to
exchange words with a brave caballero.”

The Kid grunted. He was not in a
mood himself for flowing Spanish
courtesy.

“Jest you chew on this, Don Guz-
man,” he said. “That old lobo-wolf,
Pasquale ain’t the kind of hombre I’d
save from a necktie party—he sure ain’t.
But his daughter thinks a whole heap
of him. You’ve got back the money you
say he robbed you of—"

“Do you not take my word that that
old traitor robbed the junta of Olillg,
senor 7”7

“Y guess I'd rather take your word
than his,” admitted the Kid. “I sure
never saw a galoot that got my goat
worse’'n ho does.  Anyhow, you've
cinched the pesos—I’'ve made him leave
them. You've got them?”

“81, senor.”

“Now you want to let up,” said the
Kid persuasively. “What’s the good
of running the thing into the ground?
You’ve got a fight ahead if you come
on—I guess you've seen my shooting,
and you’ve found out that I'm all wildcat
from the toes up. I guess I can blow
your cabeza into little pieces tu begin
with, feller—I’ve got you covered., Let
up, feller. Let that old lobo-wolf get
clear to the border—for the senorita’s
sake.”

“YI am desolated to refuse you,
senor,” answered Don Guzman, with a
shake of the head. “Believe me, senor,
I respect you, and would willingly spare
your life. The senorita is as safe from
harm as if she were in her home at
Olillo. Buf the junta he has betrayed
has doomed the traitor to death—and
he must diel”

“Dog-gone. your pesky juntal!”
growled the Kid. “I reckon you’re the
king-pin of the bunch, Don Guzman,
and what you say goes.”

“8in duda, senor! Bub not for all
the wealth of all the mines of Mexico
would I spare the traitor!”

“Then it’s goin’ to be a rookus!”
said the Kid.

“Unless you stand out of the matter,
which, after all, iz not your concern,
Senor el ‘Tejano!” “suggested the
Mexican. “Leave us to deal with that
old picaro, and ride with the senorita
where you choose.”

“T guess I'd jump to it, if the senorita
said yes,” grunted the Kid. “That old
lobo-wolf sure gets my goat. Bui I'mr
in this up to the neck, feller. Vou
got to let up on Pasquale or walk over
my guns.” .

The Mexican shrugged his shoulders.

“You go first, hombre,” said the Kid,
his eyes.gleaming with menace over the
levelled revolver.

“A Mexican caballero does not fear

death, senor! Fire—my men will
speedily avenge me,” said Don Guzman
eoolly.

The Kid’s finger was pressing on the
trigger. But he relaxed it. He could
not shoot down the man who faced death
coolly, with a smile on his face. The
Mexican watched him curiously.

“Senor, it would be little use to kill
me,” he said. “Hvery man in my
party is as determined as 1 that the
traitor shall not live. There are a
score of men close at hand—two score
more are following. Why waste your
life in a quarrel that is not your own?

Have the dark eyes of Donna Estrella

bewitched you?”

The Kid eoloured.
« “Cut that ous, dog-gone you!” he
growled. “You ain’t letting up on that
old lobo-wolf ?”

1
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“No, senor! Never!”

. “Then I guess I got to spill your
juice.”

Don Guzman gave another shrug of
the shoulders.

“Dog-gone you!” srapped the Kid.
“I reckon you know that I can't le:
daylight through a man standing with
his hands up. Dog-gone all Greasers! I
reckon I ought to wipe you out. But
you've sure got a whole heap of pluck
for a Greaser! But there’s more ways
of killing a coyote than feeding him on
canned beef. You're going {o be pub
out of this rookus for a piece, Don
Guzman, and I guess I ain’'t forgot
how to crease an ornery cayuse.” :

Bang!

The roar of the. six-gun followed the
Kid’s words,

The Mexican gave a ery and pitched
headlong to the ground. While the
report still echoed in the trees the Rio
Kid hurried after the fugitives; and
from behind he heard the rushing foos-
steps and furious cries of the Mexicans
gathering round their fallen leader.
They found him senseless on the ground,
with blood flowing down his face: but
they soon found that he was not dead.
or even badly hurt. The Kid had
“creased ” the chief of the Olillo junta,
the bullet, grazing his head, had stunned
him., For the time Don Cuzman was
senseless and out of the fight: but he
was worth many dead men yet. Four
or five of the Mexicans remained with
their insensible leader: the rest, with
fierce cries, pushed on in pursuit of ths
man who had shot him down,

Bang! Bang! Bang!

From the dense cover ahead of the

Mexicans came the roar of the Rio
Kid’s siz-guns.
The XKid was shooting in deadly

earnest now. He had to sfop the rush
or to be overwhelmed by it. A Mexican
crashed to the earth and lay still—
another reeled and fell, groaning: »
third clung to a tree, sorely wounded.
The rush, had it gone on, must have
overwhelmed the Xid, fast and
accurately as he handled his guns: but
the Mexicans, no longer led by the
indomitable Don Guzman, were daunted
by the deadly fire. The rush stopped.
and the Mexicans. scattered-into thick
cover. And the Rio Kid turned once
more and hurried after the fugitives
ahead of bim in the forest. The pursuit
was checked, and if there was a chance
left the Rio Kid was the hombre to
make the most of it. i

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Falsa Trail?!

{3 ADRE DE DIOS!” groaned
Antonio Pasguale; and he
stumbled and fel® in the
underbrush.

The Kid breathed hard. :

He was fatigued himself; even the
iron-limbed mustang showed signs of
fatigue. The girl, scated on_ the
mustang, was silent, and seemed to the -
Kid only half-conscious, so worn down
was she by the hard going through the
tropical Mexican forest. How the old
man of Olillo had kept on so long the
Kid hardly knew—terror at his heels
drove him on, and he tottered and
limped and stumbled long after the Kid
had expected him to break down from
exhaustion. But row Pasquale had
reached the end of his sirength, and
even the fear of death could not drive
him farther. He lay where he had
fallen, babbling to the saints to aid
him. .

The Kid pulled the mustang. to a
halt. For hours—long, burning hours—
in the heat of the sun-scorched forest,
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they had pushcd on, after the Kid’s
guns had checked the pursuit. They
were still followed—the Xid was cer-
tain of that—but for the time Don Guz-
man Carrero was out of action, and the
pursuit did not come close. :

Had the strength of the fugitives held
out there was & remote chance of escape
yet—had they been but able to hold on
their way till night fell on the forest.
But there was no hope for it—and now
the old miser of Olillo had petered out
completely.

The forest seemed interminable,
stretching endless, dense, tangled, un-
trcdden by the foot of man, as lonely
and desolate as in the days before
istadores landed in Mexico.
From leafy branches, jaguars had
stared down, with glittering eyes, at the
fugitives—amid the massy trunks and
giant ferns, serpents writhed from their
path. But such periis passed unheeded,
with vengeance and death behind.
Donna Estrella seemed in a trance of
fatigue; but she woke to alarm as her
father collapsed in the thicket. Her
dark eyes turned on him, and then on
the Kid, and then she slid from the
back of the mustang.

She sank on her knees beside her
father. The tears were streaming down
her cheeks, and the Kid’s heart ached
to see it. Little as he liked the old
miser, he would have given his life to
save him, and dry the tears of the
Mexican girl. But the Kid was at -the
end of his rope. All that was left to
him was a hopeless struggle -against
odds when the pursuers came.

“Mi padre—mi padre!” whispered
Estrella.
“Hija mia, I am a dead man!

Nombre de Dios! Nombre de Dios!”
moaned Pasquale.

“Senor!”  The dark, weeping eyes
turned on the dismayed face of the Kid.
“Save him, senor! Save my father!
Noble caballero, save an old man from
assassins!”

- ““I guess they won't touch him .till
they’ve wiped me out, senorita,” said
the Kid. *‘But that’s the pesky limit!
We ain’t got @ dog-goned chance left

- miss, and I’'m telling youi”

The girl’s faith in ‘him, her beliet
that he could yet do something io save
the wretched old man, touched the Kid
and stirred his heart. But he could do
nothing but die in defence of the wretch,
and even that could not save him.

The girl bent her head to listen.

“Y do not hear them, senor. Perhaps
they have lost the track,” she whis-
pered.

___The Kid shook his head. He did not

. Hear sounds of pursuit, but he knew
“that the pursuers were not far away.

'The track in the dense forest was not

‘likely to be lost. The delay, he was
well aware, was only caused by Don
Guzman being put out of action. But
with him or without him, it would go
on to the fatal finish. The struggle of
the fugitives was like that of an animal
in a net. The end was only postponed,
and must come all the same.

“They must not find my father,
senori Save my father! You are a
brave caballero; you will save him ?”

he girl .was asking the impossible,

and the Kid could only stand silent,
with a heavy heart. Her dark eyes
glanced round at the wall of greenery.

“If we could hide, senor.”

The Kid smiled faintly.

“I guess they’d root us out fast
enough, senorita, when they hit the end
of the trail,” he said.

“Cierto!” - murmured the girl.
“Siguro! But—but—-" It seemed
that, in the stress of her fathewns peril,
the girl’s brain worked more actively

than the Kid’s., ‘“The caballo, senor-
your horse—drive him on, and he wii
leave a trail that may deceive them.”

The Kid started.

“Gee!” he muttered.

“Drive on the horse, senor. It is «
chance, if but a feeble one—a chana
that they may fail to find us!”

The Kid stood grim and silent.

Not for a moment had it cccurred to
his mind to part with his faithful steed.
The grey mustang that had been the tried
comrade in all his dangers, whose speeu
and mtelligence had so often saved him
from his foes. To part with Side-
Kicker, for the sake of that old picaic
with the face of a wolf—— Then the
Kid smiled at his own folly. When the
tinish came, he would have tc part with
Side-Kicker, and the finish could not be
long delayed. And he could only hope,
when he went down under the machetoes,
that the ocayuse would find a kind
master among the Mexicans into whose
hands he would fall. And there was a
chance, as the girl said—a feeble
chance. The pursuers would press on,
on the trail of the mustang, through the
dense underwoods, and the fugitives
might remain in hiding, and elude their
eyes. There was a chance!

The girl did not understand his hesi-
tation. She did not know that parting
with his horse was, to the puncher, like
parting with life 1tself.

“Senor, it may save usi”

The Kid nodded.

“Y guess it’s the big idea, miss,” he
said. 1 wouldn’t bank too high en
it; but it’s jest a chance, as you say.
I reckon I got to let the cayuse go,
when they get me. And I guessit won’t
hurt me none to tie a can to Side-Kicker
an hour ahead of time. Yowve said it,
miss.”

Having resolved, the Kid did not lose

1

} a moment. Far off in the forest sounded

a shot, doubtless a signal of some Mexi-
can scout. But the enemy were not
yet near. The Kid scanned his sur-
roundings, and picked up the wizened
old Mexican in his strong arms.  He
stepped lightly through the thickets,
taking care to break no twig or tendril,
and faid the old man down at the foot
of a towering ceiba—a giant tree, that
grew to a height of more than a
hundred feet—a mountain of vast
branches and foliage. Then he returned
and drew the girl to the foot of the
tree, leaving the mustang standitg
where he had halted.

“We got to hump -it into this hyer
tree, miss,” said the Kid. “J guess
there’s cover in them branches for 2
hundred galoots. If the jaspers behind
us give us time.” -

He said no more, but clambered into
the ceiba, uncoiling his lasso as he went,
the loop already round the shoulders of
the fainting Pasquale. The girl stood
silent, leaning on the trec, while the
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a space several feet in extent, a safe
cesting-place.  The girl sank down
.nere, beside her father, leaning back
.<ainst a branch.

- Keep mum, miss,” said the Kid. ‘I
,uess I'll be back when I've started the
.ayuse on a leetle pasear on his lone-
some.”

He dropped from the tree and
ceturned to the horse. With a grim,
clouded face, the Kid signed to Side-
.ciker to go on, and followed him,
.rawmping heavy and deep in the under
orush, slashing branches with his bowie-
knife, to leave the plainest trail he
could. The pursuers were to be led past
the big ceiba that hid the fugitives, and
.ne Kid was leaving a trail for them
that they could not miss. For a hundred
yards ‘he forced his way on through
dense tropical growths, and then he
stopped. 'There was no more time-to
lose.  He took his rifle and slicker pack
from the horse, his sunburnt face darkly
ciouded. It wrung his heart to part
with Side-Kicker, and the knowledge
that there was no help for it did nct
make it easier.

“Beat it, old hoss!” murmured the
Kid huskily. “DBeat it, you old cayuse!

i I live, I’ll sure find you again,
if I have to trail you all over Mexico,
from the Rio Grande to Yucatan. I
sure will, old hoss. Beat it!”

Side-Kicker looked round at him, no$
understanding. The Kid struck him
shgntly on the fSank and pointed. The
intelligent animal understood then, and
plunged on through the tropical thickets.

The Kid stood watching him with a
heavy heart.

Side-Kicker looked round once, per-
plexity in his eyes. The Kid waved him
on, ~and the horse went plunging
through the undergrowths, trampling a
trail, breaking bush and branch with
his shoulders as he forced his way. He
disappeared from the Kid's sight, leav-
ing him with a strange sense of for-
lornness.

With a deep sigh, the Kid turned
away.

But he did not follow the trail back
to the ceiba. He swung himself into
the boughs overhead, and worked his
~ay back from branch to branch, with-
out touching ‘the ground. The thick
forest. formed. a network of interlaced
branches, 50 close that one tree could
hardly be distinguished from another.
It was not the first time that the Kid
had thus avoided leaving a trail, and
it was necessary that there should be no
track leading back to catch a wary eye
among the pursuers. How the Kid
found his way through the wilderness
of locked branches, back to the ceiba,
would have puzzled any man whose life
had not been spent in llano and forest.
But the Kid never paused; and within

Kid drew on the rope
from above, and the
old Mexican  was
drawn up the trunk.
He disappeared into

the foliage, and _the
Kid landed him in a
fork - between two
huge branches, and
secured him _ there
with a length cut
from the rope. Then

he lowered the lasso
again to Kstrella.
With the help of the
rope, the girl elimbed
the nassive trunk,
and the thick foliage
swallowed her. In
the fork between two
mighty branches, was

Packing
" and

Carriage
FREE

oL

{Continued on page 28.)

bozeet @
o0t jok

2 NO FURTHER PAYMENT
' FOR A MONTH

14 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL without obligation

to buy. Juno Cycles are British

throughout and sent straight to you direct
from our factory.

; CASH. Perfect in
$ £3/ 1 5/0 every Part.
i Superb guality and easy runnins.
3 for ever.

Guaranteed
Don't delay. Write for Free
Catalogue. 5
JUNO CYCLE CO. (Dept. U.2.),
248 & 250, Bishopszate, London, E.C.Zs
Estabiished 51 years.



28 THE POPULAR.‘—Every Tﬁesday@

TSnaasiuNasaasanRsRcaRsTe InsaRaTEIITRARSSD had died away in the distance. From y trailed past. of them  disap-

14

2 oy . - ' § clober at hand came a sound. The Kid peared in th the XKid’s
i The Trall Of Vengeance . & | put his finger on his lips. watching eyés he Kidilistened with
s . ) : Silently he mov nd on @ ihick branch. | painful intentness. ~ Dofi*Guzman and -
: (Continued from page 17.) % | From-g-slit in the mass of foliage he | thie men ahead. must have rcached, -by
E.-....-nu-...u-un....-a.--..... wrsenand (1watched the g*ound below whero the | this time, the spot-whers the Kid had

i “rail - lay. A "‘blmo- was almost parted” with Side-Kicker. It they
a few minutes after logking his last on |ibeneath him. Anorh and " another’ wtopp"d if 11;95 seented the frick, then

Side-Kicker, he was in the branches of [lappeared from the dem of the forest. | it was the end of the rope. He listened ;

the great cciba \\'h.{irc he had left the |*Swarthy men were tramping the trail. | but theve was no sound from the Mexi-:

fugitives. - wE s {And® @ man walking a horse followed, | cans now—no sign of a return.. The:
Douna Estrella’s (uu] t-hi ‘sitting heavily in the saddle, His som- | rustling” and $waging and’ trampling

“I guess the caynse Ls g0 brero  hid hm), but @ wmovement ] passed on andon, till every sound was
whispered the Kid. “Jhm ¢'s. sure ra | revealed, for a moment, bandages below Jost in the silénce of the forest. i
trail to lead them jaspers on a foal’s | the hat, and the Wid knew that it w -The Kid drew a deep; deep breath.
¢hase. - II they get wisc to' it} the gamie’s | Don Guzman, Sient, waichful - as a' |- The.pursuit had passed, following the
up; buv there’s a dO“‘” s dmnw 1| cougar crouched on a branch, the Kid | trail of the mustang through the dense
reckon., a Q.euﬂ s outlis - in  Texas | eyed the Mexicans passing almost | Mexican forest. Th(‘*- pursuers had

wouldu's be feoled that-u-way, and the | directly beneath him.  Many of them { passed and gone, led on a false scent,
old -Double-Bar bunch would surce smile | looked weary and sullen, some savagely | and there was a glimpse of hope thai
at such a tri bitt them Greasers Inay ﬁmco; and muttered threats and curses | the fugitives }o*hs vet escape the trail

fall for it.” I guess they're more stuck { in Spanish reaclied the puncher’s ears| of vengeance.

on’ yvevoluticus and pronunciamicntos | above. THEv EXD:

than ovn raising o tratd.”  He started They wound on, and vanished into

and listened. **Silencic!” the forest nhead.  Buf more tol)o“ed (CHUNTED DOIT’Y/’f, ix the title of

There was a sound in the for
rustling and erashing of 8id

t.  The | twos and Llllf‘(‘b‘ then a banch of sis™ | next week’s roaring long complete story

Kicker | then, singly, a”dozen more swarthy men‘ of the Rio Kid in Mcexico.)

. . [ snuan; g UL AN P
“So am 1.7

not grumbliny

Beunder. m , Smithy: and T drm't'mind saylng tha
- sentence was fair | 'm mll glad your name’s going to be

PLAY}‘NG THE GAME! cenough for whar I did.” - Cojinoitt?
d fr X 5 Ol ojnn..,ted Wharton, -“ You see And the captain of the Remove went
(Con muc d from page 8.)# that?” X ] : -} down to the Rag to post the list.

m oot a fool” said Vernon-Smith - . - . .

C T L =) eomposedly, T was Jot off 1ightly. | The fend in the Remove we
“ - > Y . ¥ he fend in the Remove was over.
dex}n(:\ﬁowthlonl\:nxnt f\}getlli;‘k?: ba?c:te\m;x That's a fact. When Tom Merry & Co. came along
i T C i : - R e % en Lom Merry ame 2
came to. it,’ > he said. ¥ Wharton smiled. from Sb Jim's for the big match,
And in the Rag that day there was a'| “Well, 1t’s all aver aucw.” hLe said. | Herbert Vernon-Smith tmved out with
meeting, at which the Bounder was not \ObOd" wants fo l\t‘ ep you out of the | the Remove team. It was ‘a great

- present. But after the meeting Harpry | cricket; and, if ',on re willing, we'd like | game, and Tom Merry and his  men
w harton strolled along ‘to Study No. 4 |to blot ont “hw u'Lppm*Ld_ "and lot it | upheld their mf)utaum,. but victory

in the . Remove. - Ho found \rernon- be forgotten.” rested” with- Gireyfriars: and: the two
Smith and Redwing there. “I'm your mau 2 chief contributors to. that vidtory ‘were

The Bounder €y ed him as he entered. “Good!™ exelaimed Wharton. ¢ And [ Harry Wharton and the I’oundm aneo
His face expressed nothing, but. Tom }that means thm vour pame gocs down | the riv els of th Remove. ’
Redwing’s was b]n‘rht EOE the St. Jin's mateh.” THE END.

“Smithy, old man,” said - Wharton, | ° Right-ho!” . : ) j :
phmginfr into. - the subinct directly, “Qh.  good:” exclaimed Redwing. (You awitl all ‘enjoy rcading- “ALL

‘we've had a Form meeting, and the | That’s jolly good news?” THROUGH RUNTER! « stirving long
sentence is knocked on the head. . T'm{ “And there’s room for Redwing, ton,” | complete tule “of Harry W Imrzon e
sorry it ever came to that.” said Harry. “The list goes up to-day, { Co., of Greyfriars/)

‘ ,f!mm‘mu.....,.

= Bmgmmf zmﬂtﬂ({({ﬁiﬁ

the Mead *MARVEL” the mo popular
* eyee bargain of the year, is your: Nothing
“more to pay for a' montl. - Carriage . paid.
Other, models from £3 19s.. 6d. cash.
15 Days'Free Trial.- Satisfaction guaiantesd °
. or money refunded. Writs to-day: for Free
: — Illust'atod Catilogue,

“cLICO”
POTATO FI STOL Sl

TO ONTARIC, CANADA, for approved
The ingenious ** Clico *7 moulds, ,md ﬁres with a loud mput, Potats, FREE PASSAGES hoy farm carners. aged 15 ‘to  I9.

GOING GREAT GUNS!

THE ABBEY

Apple, ete.. This wonderful long-range pistol or  direet Apply (—ONTARID GOVERNMENT, 163, STRAN'D LONDON.
is ABSOLUTELY HARMLESS and provides 1!1’3" - THE TRIANGUL{R” PACKLT FREE
hours of Pleasure for BO:’ L post free, Friangular Stamp, Stamgofro:g Angoras Inddrz\znl Nwtx{'e gtatzs,ulél[algy ‘
A 2 for3/ Britisk Colonials, over differsnt, el d. -postage,: regue: 4
j}“}%’;g’tj,i’z,ﬁ;‘};er‘zg,f“g;p;;},/ﬂ”’y G;g;g% ! Approvals ~-LISEURN & TOWNSEND (U.7.S.), Liverpool.
ABBEY SPORTS lele) LTD £2 000 worth . Cheap Photo Materlal and’ Films.  Samples
a3 .

., Catalogue Free, by 10 hn}argement, any
(Dept. U J), 125, Borough High Streat, E.£.1. plmto, 8d.—HAGKETT'S, JUL‘I RDAD, LIVERPOOGL. .
x = Sule Concessionuires for the World.
T H TE: riicaily 50780 ft. Revolving blades 15?
Mnnulaczurem of the CGuaranteeqd Cluss T Clockwork Boal. ?LYI\LF\H ELIISOP%HJ%)LN?;ZEW ;‘;lep( st. free. Overseas 6d. extra.
Tl kolesate Agents for Iste of Wight~Yachts, Rudds leliojlyers, Spare mr»g supplied.~WHITAKER BROS., Westfield Lane, Shipley, Yorks.

Warneford Aeroplanes. “REMANCO” PISTOL "

‘gyg s 1019 WANTED | ioiimtinis ie gy %
’ i S————— . : Fires 20 peas with one loading. Long 2 =

i range. Accuzacy frudmnteed Ammw

ror CANADA, AUSTRALIA & NEW ZEALAND | :iry oot Comit voiniss st 25, (8
i?‘:nn: lt\:;‘pnumg outdls, assisted passages provided. The Salvation 17-SHOT “ WILD WEST " PEA P‘STOL i/"' POSt Free,

vk n bouch with bovs after settlemeut in the Dominions.
Make immediate pplication - The Brancs disnagsr, 3, Dpies NORWQODS (Dept. U.4), 3, Finshury Square;. LONDON, E.C.2.

Thames Streel,, Lordon, F.CA4.

Al applications /or Advertisement Space in this

Publicat: Id od
30@ STAN;PS FOR . ( bmad 1+ ). including Airpost, Bap- : Publication shou %]Na[‘]g;\[mJAgKih%E/;{}é}

- dos, Old Tndia, Nigzerin, New Sonth tisement Managf’
Wales. (G0ld Toast, str —W. A. WHITE Hising Latle, T.YE. Srourhvidee. - Fleetway Hoase, Farringdon Street, London, E. C.4

Priviee and published every Tuesday by the Proprietors, the Atnai a P Y C.4,
Advertisemnent offices : The Ficetway House, Farringdon Strest. algamaied Press, Lud., The. £Retway House Farringdon Street, Longony §
rates: Indand ang wbroas. 1is per anonss g Sd.g 5 Street, London, E.C.4. Registered for transmission by Oanadian Magazine Bost. Subscriptior

or six monthks. Sol ent. v il
Australia and New Zealand; Messrs, Gordon & Gotch, Ltd——qﬂmvaJeu;% zﬂihf,olgszg”h Africa: The Ceniral News Aoency,l\l(xtd Selg agents o



