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The Rio Kid s no qu;.tter.

Le makes up kis mind to do a tlﬁng,
notlﬁng will turn lﬁnp from his purpose.

And 1n " stick;ng to his guns"

l)rings down upon his clevc;ted head perus

thick and fast.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Mirage in the Desert !

P HUNDER !’
The Rio Kid pulled in his

mustang with a startled ejacu-
lation.

There was amazement in his face.

He stared blankly at the scene before
him, like a man in a dream. Indeed,
it seemed like the vision of a dream to
the startled Kid.

Through the long, hot hours of the
morning the Kid had been riding across
the dusty plains of the Sonora Desert.
Barren, arid, baking in the Mexican
sun, the desert stretched far and wide,
the dreary flats broken only by gauunt
cactus and clumps of dusty sage. n
the hard, stony soil it was difficult for
even the Kid’s keen eyes to read sign
of the trail he was following, though i
was but a few hours old. Ahead of him,
but far out of sight, was the bunch he
was trailing into the heart of the desert.
As .far as the eye could reach, nothing
met the gaze but dusty plains, scrubby
" sage, cactus, rocky ridges, and stony,
dried-up arroyos. Not a living thing,
save here and there a lizard, that
crawled in the sunshine, or a twitter-
ing cicada.

And suddenly, as if by the wave of
a magician’s wand, a strange vision
burst on the Kid’s amazed eyes. Not
2 hundred yards from him, where, a
moment before, desert had stretched,
bare and untenanted, rode a numerous
cavalcade. Thirty men, at least, with
horses and pack mules—swarthy, dark-
browed Mexicans, armed to the teeth.
So near that the Kid could discern their
swarthy features, could see one man
brushing the sweat from his dusky brow,
under his_sombrero, and another slap-
ping wearily at a buzzing insect. Yet
close as they were mno sound reached the
Kid’s ears—mnot a jingle of bridle or
stirrup, not a murmur of a voice, though
he could see that some of them were
speaking. He drew in his mustang and
Sat motionless in the saddle, staring at
the strange vision that passed before
his eyes, like & procession of silent
phantoms. g ) .
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"keen interest.

Crce

the Kid

“Gee whiz "’ murmured the Kid.

His hand had gone to a gun, but he
released the walnut butt at once.
Sitting in the saddle, he stared blankly.

It was strange, it was eerie, to watch
that silent procession of riders. For
that they were a bodiless vision was
clear from their silence. The figures
that passed under the Kid’s eyes had
no real existence, though he could vead
the features on the dusky faces, watch

‘the motion of the lips that were speak-

ing words he could not hear.

“Dog-gone it!” A smile broke over
the face of the boy - puncher  from
Texas. “It's a pesky mirage! It sure
made me jump.”’

More than once had the Kid witnessed
that strange phenomenon of the desert,
the mirage that pictured a scene far
away. But mever had 1t seemed so
strange and startling to his eyes.

Somewhere in the desert—perhaps
five miles, perhaps fifty—from the lonely
spot where he sat his mustang, that

outhit was riding, pictured there by
some strange refraction. For the
moment the Kid had been startled, as

if a procession of ghosts had crossed
his path. Now he sat and watched, with
At the head of the party
rode two men, side by side, one of them
a hard-featured American, with a
square jaw and-keen, flinty-looking eyes
under shaggy grey brows, the other a
Mexican, old, and fat, and greasy-
featured. Behind them the horsemen
rode, and a dozen pack-mules trod on
with drooping heads, urged on by cries
and blows by the muleteers—cries and
blows that must have sounded to a dis-
tance, but which the Kid did not hear.
Silent as spectres, they passed before
the Kid’s wondering eyes. i
“Ges whiz!” he murmured again,
Never before had the Kid's eyes fallen
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on any man in that outfit. But he could
figure who they were. .

“I guess that fat Greaser is the
alcalde of Pajito!” the Kid murmured
to himself. “And that Yank riding
beside him will be Job Manderson, the
guardian of that Texas girl that Alvaro
Alvarado bhas taken Iinto the desert.
They’re sure the bunch that’s hunting
Alvarado. They sure are! But where
are they this pesky minute? If a galoot
knew where to put a hand on the 2

He broke off.

“8hucks! 'They’re going!”’

The Kid’s eyes had gone to the tail
of the column, where the muleteers were
driving on the weary mules with crack-
ing whips—cracks that did not reach the
Kid, Now he glanced towards the head
of .the eolumn again, just in time to see
it disappearing. :

It was strange to see.

The two horsemen—the hard-featured
Yankee and the fat Mexican—seemed to
ride into space. One moment they were

under the eyes of the watching Kid,
the mext, they had ridden on and
vanished, gone from his gaze like

vanishing ghosts.

After them the rest of the party rode,
disappearing as they reached the spot
where the leaders had. disappeared.

The Kid watched, fascinated by the
uncanny sight. -

At last only the mules in the rear
were left; with the sweating muleteers
driving them on. One by one they
passed the point where the mirage
ended, and vanished. .

Empty space lay once more before the
eyes of the Texas puncher.

“Thunder I”’ murmured the Kid.

He 'rubbed his eyes. and looked

again. : . §
« But where that pictured scene had
been stretched now -only -the barren
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plain—dusty, stony, baking in the torrid
blaze of the sun.

The mirage had vanished as suddenly
as it had come, léaving the Rio Kid
alone in the desert. o
< For some minutes the Kid remained
where he was, scanning the desert on all
sides. But there was nothing to be
seen. © The outfit, whose semblance had
passed. so strangely before his sight,
was.far away—many a long mile away
—in :-what direction the Xid could not
even surmise.

He rode on again at last, with a
thoughtful brow. . s s

The Kid was trailing = Alvaro

Alvarado, seeking the Texas girl whom
the young Mexican ranchero had carried
into the desert. He knew that Alvarado
looked for pursuit from the alcalde of
Pajito and Joan’s guardian, and he
had no doubt he had looked on’ the
alcalde and Mr. Manderson, pictured on
the mirage.” Somewhere in the wide
spaces of the Sonora Desert they were
riding—seeking the -same -goal as the
Rio Kid.  They had forzce. enough to
deal easily with Alvarado’s. bunch of
vaqueros, if they came up with them.
" But whereverd the ,il}?rsemcn of tthe
mirage were riding, they were not on
the t%ail of Alvarado’s bunch—the Kid
knew that. But they ‘were seeking him,
and if they struck his trail, as was likely
enough in the long run, the Kid’s inter-
vention would not be needed. That was
what the Kid was thinking now. . -

He had no hunch to pull a gun on

‘Klvarado, and - he knew that the
ranchero would mever allow Joan

Valence to be taken fromi his camp, if
he could help it, .without gun-play.
Willingly enough, the Kid would have
left the task to others. For although,
to all seeming, Alvarado was a kid-
napper of a woman, reckless and lawless,
the Kid somehow could not believe evil
of him. The young Mexicar had saved
the Kid from a panther in the desert;
he was brave, generous, and he seemed
frank and loyal, and although. the Texan
girl was a prisoner in his camp, she was
. treated with as much respect as
a princess. It was sorely against his own
wish that the Kid found himself in the
position of an enemy to the man he
could not help liking: If that outfit
that he had seen in the niirage came on
‘Alvarado’s bunch, the matter would be
settled without his help, and the Kid
was tempted to turn from the trail and
avoid all possibility of a deadly en-
counter with the man who:had saved
his life. .
" But he shook his head.

The appeal the Texan girl had made
to him was still in his ears. The pur-
suing outfit might never hit the right
trail. He had said that he would stand
by the girl from his own country, who
was a prisoner in the hands of Greasers,
and the Kid was a man of his word.

He rode-onward. ) ’

Through the long, hot hours, under
the blazing sun, he rode, tireless. = The
trail was one thai only an Apache or
the Rio Kid could have picked up, but
the Kid never failed. And when the
sun sank at last and the shadows of
night enveloped the desert, the Kid
knew that he was nea: to the bunch he
sought, and that the stars, coming out
in the dark sky, would loock down on the
rescue of the Texan girl, or his own
death in a fight against fearful odds.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Kidnapper or Knight Errant ?
AMON, the guide, lifted his quirt
and pointed across the desert.
“Mira, senor!{”
Don Alyarc Alvarado, riding

beside the closed litter, seemed buried-

in thought, a dark and troubled frown
on  his handsome, olive face, From
the litter borne on the four mules,
closed with ' carefully-drawn ~curtains,
there came no sound, no sign of the
occupant. Sometimes the young
rancher’s glance turned on it,” and his
troubled. frown grew deeper. Once or
twice he had spoken in a low voice
through the curtain, but no answer
had come. -The Texan girl might have
been sleeping, lulled by the regular
motion of the litter as it swung on' the
poles.
scorn and bitterness that kept. her silent.!

Joan Valence would not answer her
gaoler. . : - e S
Alvarado Jooked wup as the guide

spoke and pointed. Ahead of the buuch,
black against the setting sun, 'dipping
towards the-far-off Gulf of ‘California,
a mass of timber showed over the arid
plain. There was keen satisfaction in
the faces of the dozen Mexican cowboys
in the bunch at the sight of the trees
which meant that there was water.
They were thinking of camp, of food,
and rest. Bubt Don Alvaro’s shadowed
brow did not lighten.

© “That is the motte, senor,” said
Ramon, “water, grass, and shade—all
we need to camp in the desert, senor,
as long as you choose.”

“We may camp for many days,” said
Alvarado.

“Si, senor.”

The guide shot him a curious glance.
" 'This expedition into the heart of the
untracked desert was as. great a
puzzle to Don Alvaro’s followers as it
had been to the Rio Kid. The presence
of the Texan girl in the closed litter
hinted, ‘to their minds, of some romantic
love affair, but between the Mexican
rancher and his captive there was only
cold respect- on one side, and bitter
scorn and indignation on the other.
What Alvarado’s intentions were the
vaqueros did not know, perhaps the
ranchero did not know himself. In the
depths of the desert he “was retreating
from pursuit, and they had no doubt
that the alealde of Pajito and his men
had been successfully shaken off.” But
after that?  In that one fertile spot
in the arid desert, known to Ramon, the
guide, camping was easy and pleasant;
and  the vaqueros, at least, would be
content to rest there, and loaf the sunny
days away smoking endless cigarritos.
But they wondered what was to come of
it, and what their master intended.

A question trembled on' Ramon’s lips,.
but he did not utter it. The cold,
grave face of the ranchero did not invite
questioning.

The bunch swung on, heading for
the timber. That was their destination,
for the present, at least. What was to
come afterwards was unknown to them,
unknown perhapsg, to their master.

Don Alvaro glanced back. That day,
riding under the hot sunshine, he had
glanced back many times, thinking of
the Rio Kid.

Ramon followed his glance, and
grinned.

“You need not fear that the trail
will be followed, seror,” he said.
“Santos! I have picked out every dry

path, every arid tract—stones do not
retain a trail, caballero. Xven ‘a
Comanche or a Navajo, an -Apache, or
a Yaqui would follow us with difficulty.
A white man, never.” K

“The Tejano is a cow-man, accus-
tomed to the prairie, accustomed to
following trails,” said Don_ Aivaro.

“The desert is not the prairie, senor,”
answered Ramon sententiously.

“That is true.”

“The Texan will never find us,
sénor, and—caramba !—if he shquld,
you have but to' give the word and he

But Alvarado knew that-1t was.
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is a dead man, riddled with bullets,”
sald Ramnien, %hrugging his shoulders. !

“He saved my life in the fight with
the Apaches.” muttered ‘Don Alvaro.
“1 would gladly think that we shall
never meet again as enemies.”

‘Have no doubt, senor—he will never
find- us, any more than will the alcalde
of Pajito, . and the old - Yankee fox,
Manderson.” :

“Them, at least, we ‘have eluded,”
said--Alvarado. = ?

“Sin duda, senor.” | ’
“Alvaro swept the plain with his keen,
dark eyes again, and rode--forward.
Unless the Rio Kid had the skill of an
Indian trailer; or more, he would never
come up with the ranchero’s bunch. - It
wos arclief 45 Alvarads 5o foel suvs that
hQ would not stand in deadly conflict
with the' man whose life he had saved,
and who had.saved his in turn; a
Gringo, but a man whom the young -
Mexican would have been proud to call
hl§ comrade had circumstances per-
mitted. He gladly shared Ramon’s con-
fidence that the Rio Kid would never
follow the trail of the bunch to their
halting-place, neither of them being
aware that on the trail the Xid was a
better man than the cunningest Apache.

The sun was on the rim of the deserf
“{hen the bunch rode into the timber.
The shade of the great ceiba-trees was
welcome to the riders, scorched by the
sun-blaze of the unshaded desert. The
horses pressed forward eagerly to the
water.

From some scurce in the earth a
spring welled up, feeding a large pool,
round which grew tall trees, thick
creepers, juicy llianas, and rich grass,
and flowing away from the pool to be
lost in the sand at a distance of less
than a hundred yards. .

An acre, perhaps, was the extent of
the timber, a mass of fertile greenery,
an island in the waste of barren sand
and stones.

. There was no sign of a human being
in the solitary place—not even the
moccasined track of a wandering Indian.
No human foot had trod there for
weeks, months, perhaps years. More
than a hundred miles of thirsty desert
lay between that solitary island of tim-
ber and the nearest human habitation.
1t was such a refuge as Don Alvaro
must have desired if he wished to.lie
hidden from his enemies, hidden from
the outfit who were seeking the Texan
girl. :

Don Alvaro gave brief orders, the
mules were unpacked, and a ‘tent
erected under a spreading cottonwood
tree. The litter stopped before the tent,
the half-breed girl, Conchita,. opened
the curtains and Joan Valence de-
scended, and the flap of the tent fell
behind her, hiding her from the curious
eyes of the vaqueros.

By the gleaming pool a camp-fire was
lighted. There was darkness on the -
desert now, and with the darkness came
the chill. PBlazing heat by day, chilly
cold by night was the rule of the
Mexican uplands. The camp-fire, fed
by boughs and logs cut in the timber,
blazed and roared, reflected in the pool
with a thousand dancing gleams.

The Mexican vaqueros sprmyled round
the fire eating their evening meal,
drinking hot coffee, and smoking cigar-
ettes. The peon girl, Conchita, carried
food to the prisoner in the tent. While
his men rested and ate or smoked, Don
Alvaro, on the edge of the timber,
walked to and fro wrapped 1in
serape, perhaps keeping watch—restliess,
iroubled in mind, the dark frown fixed
on his handsome face.

His meditations, whatever.they were,
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were interrupted by the peon girl, whe
came si ently from the trees.

“ Senor!”
‘IQUe?3)
“The - senorita Tejana wishes to
speak to “the “senor,’ sa,ld the half-

breed girl, in Spamsh

“iell her that I will come.”

‘81, senor.”

Conchlta. dxsappeared mto the trees
again.

“More - slowly
followed her.

the young ram.helo

It was the first time since he hadA

carried off Joan Valence from her
home in Pajito that the Texan girl had
ever sought to speak to him of her awn
accord.. Aund the summons seemed to
oive the Mexican ranchero more trouble
than . pleasure, for the dark frown
deepened on his face as he went slowly
to the tent.

Conchita hcld the flap aside-for him
to enter.

Alvarado removed his sombrero and
bowed with courtly Spamsh grace as he
entered the tent.

The peon girl would ha»e gone, butb
he made her a sign to remain.

“You sent for me, senorita?” he
said, speaking in English, a tongue un-
known to the peon girl,

“VYes!” said Joan.,

“There 1is somethmg y:\u desire?”’
asked the Mexican. “Anything thab
may be in my power, senorita, is yours;
you have buf to speak. -If there is any-

thing that can be done for - your
comfort 2 .
He broke off, flushing under the

mocking look in the Texan girl’s eyes.

“J have nothing to ask, senor, but my
liberty,” said Joan. - “\Iy comfort is
well cared for—you treat your prisoners
well, senor. But I have heard the talk
of your men as we travelled to- day—
and it seems that the end of this journey
is now reached.”

“¥or the present yes, senorita.”

“We remain here?”

“We remain here, senorita.”

“How long?”

“T do not know.”

The Texan girl raised her eyebrows.

“You are master here,” she said, and
you do not know?*

@@@&3@@&3@&%@@&3@@@&&% SBHODBD

“1 do not know, ~e'10rim,” repeated
Don Alvaro stubbmnlv “As yet I have
been able to make no plans. All that I
could do was to bring you to a place of
safety. That I have done. What re-
mains to do I cannot yet decide. Here
you are af least safe.’ No Redskinsg will
come io this lonely spot and -

“And my guardian, the Senor Man-
derson——"

. “He will never find you here.”

“1t is you who are safe, senor, not T2
said Joan. “I should be safe 1[ my
friends could find me and save me.

“Your - friends?” 1epeaued
Nlex an.

‘Aly guammn
alcalde of Pajito,

the

and .his friend the
who wiH call out his
men to come to my. rescue,” said Joan.

“8in duda,” said Don Alvaro, with a
smile that puzzled the Texan girl, “I
have no doubt that the alcalde of
Pajito will leave no stone unturned to
find you—to oblige his good friend Job
Manderson. But it m'ghs net be for
your good, senorita.”

“What do you mean, Don Alvaro?”
asked the girl, her eyes ﬁted steadily
on the Mexican’s handsome face.

“Nada—no es nada!” said the
rarichero hastily. “But I would will-
mgly have you believe that in acting as
I have done, I have sought to serve you
and save you from dangers you know
nothing of.’

“I am mnot hl\elv to belleve such a
story,” said the Texan girl, with a curl
of the lip. *“Take me back to my home
at Pajito, and 1 may believe you to be

“the honoa1 able caballero I once thougBt

you.”

“Impossible, senorita.”

“What is this danger you spesk of,
which you fancy waits for me at
Pajito?” asked Joan, her eyes curiously

on the Mexican’s face. .-

© “J cannot tell you, senorita! You
would not believe me—neither_is it At
that I should speak of such ull:nnj to
a senorita.”

“You think it better to carry me off
into the desert—to keep me a prisoner in
this solitude ?”

«There was 1o other way, senorita.”

The girl made an unpatlem gesture.

“We are wasting words,” she said. “I
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sent for you to ask you your mtentmns.
What do you intend?”
© “To remain here, senouta

“And I am to remam a prisoner—
hidden from my friends!” exclaimed the
girl. “A prisoner. in the heart of the
Sonora desert ! I begin to believe that
you are mad, Senor Alvarado!”

“You must believe as you please,
Donna Juana.”

“And - that Texas puncher, who I
fancied would help me-—he is gone?”

Don Alvaro smiled fa,mtly

“He is gone, senorita.” .

“He was from my own country, and he
nas ~abandoned _me, in the hands of
Jiexican picaros:i” said the givl bitieriy.

“No ‘man’ in this bunch is a picare,
senorita. My men are honest vaqueros
from my rancho in the Panto country,
and I am a Mexican caballero,” 'said
Don Alvero, flushing erimson.

“And we mmam here—hldden in the
desert 77

“8i senorita.”

“Until you obtain a ransom from my
guardian?” asked the girl bitterly.

The Mexican’s face paled.

“That is a needless insult, senorita,”
he said. “You are well aware that such
is not my. motive.”

“And 1t is you, Don Alvaro, who told
me once, nnder the orange-trees at
Pajito, that you loved me!” said the
Texan girl, in a low voice.

“I told you the truth! T love you,
senorital Yo te..amo!” said Don
Alvaro, his voice soft and calessmg in
the musical Spanish: .

For  the moment . the girl seemed
moved. . Her face softened, as if the
young ranchero’s words ound an: echo
in her own heart. ' But the next momenb
her look hardened again. -

“Enough, senor ! she e\oimmed her
voice sharp and angry. “I. am a
prisoner here, and there is no hope of
rescue ! ! But I will escape—I will escape
out of your hands, if it is only to perish
in the desert!  .Now go—leave me!”

“Your wishes are commands,
senorita.”
Don Alvaro: stepped fmm _the tent,

and the flap dropped into its piace
bebind him.:
(f’ontmued on next page.)
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THE CAPTIVE !
‘fow to the slim Texan girl.

Alvarado removed his sombrero as he entered the tent, and bowed

¢ You sent for me, senorita ? >’ he asked,
anything that can be done to add to your comfort
but_my liberty,’’ said Joan. !*You treat your priseners well! "

{Sce Chapter 2.)

It there is
'* 14} have nothing to ask, ssnor,

£

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Rio Kid's Rescue!
o LD hoss, I guess you got to walt
for me a piece, and I guess you
3 want to  keep - quiet!” mur-
mured the Rio Kid.

Darkness lay on the desert,

Black against the glimmering stars
rose the mass of timber where the
Mexican bunch were camped.

From amid the trees came at moments
a flicker  from the camp-fire almost
hidden by the surrounding trunks and
thickets.

The Rio Kid, standing beside his
mustang, watched the timber for long
minutes,

Tt was almost midnight, and the Kid
was prepared for his desperate attempt.
Desperate indeed he knew it to be. A
dozen armed men were in the timber,
and there was no doubt that watch and
ward were kept. - At the first sight of an
enemy lead would be flying, and the

_conftict. But

odds were overwhelming if it came to a
danger and the Rio Kid
were old acquaintances. = -

Either he was going to rescue the
Texan girl from her strange captivity,
or perish under the rifles of the
vaqueros. And well the puncher knew
that the chances were agaimst him.

But now that the-hour had come he
did not hesitate.’ :

Leaving his mustang in-a hollow of
the plain, at a little distance from the
timber—the spot marked by a tall,
solitary cactus plant—the Kid moved on,
on foot, silent as a creeping Apache.

The camp-fire amid the trees had been
covered with logs, and emitted only an
occasional fitful gleam. Bub that was
guide enough for ‘the Kid to the
position of the Mexican camp.

As he drew nearer to the motie, the
Kid dropped on hands and knees, t@}upg
no chances of being seen in the starlighi,
dim as it was.

Silent as a snake, he wormed his way
onward, till he was under a spreading
ceiba on the edge of the motte.

There, close to the massive trunk, he
rose silently to his feet, and bent his
head to listen. )

He could hear sounds of the horses and
mules picketed among the trees, faint
sounds of the Mexican vaqueros stirring
in.slumber as they lay rolled in their
serapes round the camp-fire. But for
those faint, indefinable sounds all was
silent under the great dark branches.

For long minutes the Kid waited and
listened. Then he moved on, slowly,
silently, cautiously, approaching the
camp.  Through trees and bushes and
masses of hanging vines, a fitful gleam
from the fire showed him the tent, closed
and dark, standing back at a little
distance from. the . camp. d he
altered his diretiion a little, to come to
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the rear of the tent, where he knew the
prisoner was—sleeping or waking.
Behind the tent, dim in the faint star-
light that filtered through the branches,
a figure wrapped in a serape moved
slowly to and fro, evidently a man on
guard.
- The Kid watched the pacing figure,
his hand on the butt of a gun. A shot
would bave wakened the whole ecamp,
brought the whole bunch down on him.
The Kid was not thinking of that. If
luck favoured him, a blow from the
heavy walnut butt would silence the
sentry. .
- The man who paced in the dim
shadows did not seem wary. His eyes

were fixed on the ground as he moved-

slowly to and fro, and he seemed buried
in thought. And the Kid, at last, and
suddenly, recognised who it was. It
was  Don Alvaro Alvarado,” keeping
watch in the sleepless hours over the
safety of the girl he had carried off from
her home.

* The Kid drew a deep breath.

"Don Alvaro was the last of the bunch
be had hoped to meet, and he relin-
quished the revolver in his bels. He had

ta.Len his life.in his hands in entering

the Mexican camp, yeb he was reluctant
to ralse a Weapon against the young
ranchero. The unwariness of the young
Mexican gave the Kid the opportunity
he needed. He knew that he could have
crept on him in the darkness and
stunned him from behind, without an
alarm, but he did not stir. If he could
help it ‘he would not raise his hand
against the man who had saved him
from the panther in the desert. Most
of the night was yet before him, and the
Kid  waited . and watched, deep in
cover.

It was long before there was a sound
of a footbtep in the shadows. Someone,
unseen, passed within three feet of the
¥id as ha crouched i davkness amid a
tangle of llianas and joined Don Alvaro.
The ranchero started from his gloomy
meditations and looked up

“Ramon !”

“Si, senor.”

“Sleep again, amigo.
and will vatch » said the ranchero,
Spanish.

“It is midnight,
guide.

I am sleepless,
in

senor,” said the

oo The DOPULAIL Complete Story CWeekly o—

“Will the morning ever
muttered the ranchero 1est1eeclv

STk \v1U come the sooner if you wleLp,
senor.

“Perhaps1”

“1 will call the senor at dawn.”

“It will not be needed—I shall sleep
listle,” said Don Alvaro. He moved
away, the way Ramon had come, pass-
ing close by the hidden punchel

His footsteps and the brushing in the .
thickets, died away.

All was silent again,

At a little distance from the tent,
leaning against the trunk of a tree,
Ramon stood rolling a cigarette. There
was a gleam as he hvh{,ed it; then the
darkness a,ga.m stalred by the burnmw

‘come %,

ead of the cigarsite. Tus Rio XKid
stirred at last.
The ~Mexican was keeping watch,

but it was a careless watch, due doubt-
less to his certainty that no foe could
have trailed the bunch through the
stony desert to their camp. -~ But kis
carclessness was to cost him dear.
Silent as a creeping lynx. the Kid
moved in the shadows, ecircling round.
(Continued on opposite page.)
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Ramon had #inished bhis cigarrite, and was rolling
together another, humming the tune of a Mexican
fandango as he did so, when the Rio Xid rose silently
from the black shadows behind the tree where he leaned.

The merry tune died on the lips of Ramon, as a hand
from the darkness gripped his throat, choking him into
silence,

Before the Mexican could lift a finger, the heavy butt
of a Colt crashed on his head. )

Not a sound came from Ramon.

Stunned by the sudden and terrible blow, he crumpled
helplessly in the arms of the Rio Xid, who lowered him
silently to the ground.

The Kid bent over him, keen watchful; the colt -in his
grip ready for another blow. But it was not needed.
Ramon was insensible. It was likely to be long hefore
he stirred again. .

“I guess he’s got his,”” murmured the Kid.

He dragged the insensible Mexican into a thicket, and

left him there. The way was clear now to the Kid.

He stepped towards the fent. .

On the other side of the tent, facing it, was the Mexican
camp, ten yards from the Kid or-more, within hearing
of any sound of alarm, and he could guess, too, that at
least one man was wakeful, and watching among the
sleepgrs round the ‘banked-up fire. But the Kid made no
sound.

His keen bowie-knife ripped through the thick canvas of

the tent. Black darkness was within as it opened before

im.

The Kid paused and listened.

The half-breed girl slept in the tent, he knew, Irom what
he had observed when he was riding with the Mexican
bunch. Conchita was there as well as the Texan girl, and
one cry from the peon would betray him. And the XKid
could not deal with a woman as he had dealt with Ramon.
So far, he had succeeded, but he knew that his peril was
only beginning.

From the silence of-the tent came the sound of heavy
breathing. The Kid’s keen ear picked up another sound—
that of a soft, deep sigh. His eyes lightened. That sigh
told him that the captive was awake, as the deep, sonorous
blrea.thing from another quarter told him that Conchita
slept.

It was neck or nothing now. The Kid had to make his
presence known to the girl he had come to save, and to
take the chance of a startled exclamation alarming
Conchita, or reaching wakeful ears among the Mexicans.
He broke his silence with a warning whisper.

“There’s a friend here, miss—not a sound!”

He heard a suddenly caught breath.

But, to his intense relief, there was no other sound
from the startled girl who heard that sudden, unexpected
whisper from the night. For long moments there was
silence. Then a faint whisper came:

“Who speaks?”

“Kid Carfax, miss—the puncher you saw riding with the
Greasers. I guess I've trailed them down, and come for
you,” whispered the Kid. “Say is that peon girl a good
sleeper, miss?”

“She sleeps like a stone.”

“Muy bien!”

“You have come to save me?” breathed the Texan girl.

“That’s the size, of it, miss,” whispered back the Kid.
“I guess I've puf a galoot to sleep who was watching
this side—the way’s open, and T've sure got my hoss out
on the plain. If you can join me, without waking that
peon, I reckon we can hit the horizon without burning
powder. I sure ain’t skeered of them Greasers, miss, but
they’re more’'n a dozen to one, and I reckon it will be me
for the long trail if it comes to a rookus.”

“You will take me back to Pajito?”

“Bure! You can trust a Texas puncher to sce you safe -
_throggh, miss—I guess it’s a white man that’s speaking to.
rou.

“I trust you—I trust you!” said the girl eagerly. “Only
take me from here—take me back to my home without
bloodshed—let no shot be fired. Leave me here rather than
shed blood.”

The Kid grinned in the darkness.

“I guess I'll be powerful glad to get you away withous
burning powder, miss,” he answered. “But if them guys
get fresh, I reckon my guns will begin to talk, and there
won’t be so many Greasers left in that bunch when we
get through! Say, you sure that peon girl is safe?”

“Hush!”

The Xid was silent.

There was a sound of stirring in a corner of the tent
where ‘Conchita slept in her blankets. The murmur of

(Codtinued on page.28.)
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SAVED BY AN OUTLAW!

but I reckon it- would-have waked them.

Greasers u: I'd -gene near their

remuda-
“ Hark!”

: Trom the timber came the sound ot

a’ screaming voice, followed by a shoat.

Another and anothel shout followed.

whispering had disturbed her slumbers.
The. -Kid heard the sound.of blankets
tiirown acide, and he gritted his teeth,
But the cool,
girl followed,
“Couichita 17
“Si, senorita!” came a sleepv voice.

I am thirsty, Conchita,” said Joan,
in Spanish., “I hzwe not slept' Fetch
me water, Conchita.”

“There is water in the ohu by the
side of the. senorita’s couch,” an: wered
*nﬂ peon girl in the same Longue.

*“1i is overturned, Conchita !’

The Kid grmned He heard a faint

sound which he  knew mow was the

the shadows.

quiet voice of the Texan the

alarm.

Toking her hand he led hez through
To the Iud, whase eyos
were almost like' & cat’s in the datk, I
shadowy thickets, the tangled trées,
gave little . dlfhculty,
girl would have been hOIJC]CJ:lV at a
loss without his’ guidance.
the Kid's guiding hand, hé
him without falteuna

They were clear of the timber at Jast,
and still there had been no sound of
The alarm
Conchita re-entered the tent, and found
the prisoner missing.
second to spare—at any
the sleeping camp might break out in

Then a shot was fired.
The girl canght her bmath.
g hev have found- .
guess they’'re wise to it, , miss
that_you've made your gét-away,” > said.
the Kid coolly.. “But _we're suye oub
of the recdch of them hombres now.
guess there ain’t a; feller in thatbunch
that can piek up my trail in-the dark— "
and, §1dc Kicker’s a good cayuse, even
if. he’s got, to ‘carry double. You don’t
want to WOITY 1now, mx% 2

“Let ‘us go—let us go—Iet there be
no bicodshed |” cxclaimed: the Texan
girl . breathlessly, usly,  “Don
Alvaro—] mean— g0 hefore we
are discovered.”

‘bit ‘the. Texan

But led by
followed

would -come when

There was not a
mstant now

let us

spilling of the water from the over- alarm. The givl .was anxious for.the  safety
turned olla. - To seize the peon girl, and Across the dark plain beyond the of the pmlche)_ who: had , 1eacued her,
gag her, had been the Kid’s only re- timber, the Rio Kid shurried, leading but it struck the Kid stmngelv enough,
source, at the risk of an alarm.  But the Texan girl by the .hand. e tall that she was anyions the. safety

the cool, keen wit of the Texan girl had
come to his aid.

- He hcard the peon moving in the gloom.
‘tent, .There was a~ ghmmer of star-
light, for a moment,,a: she raised- the
tent-flap, and went-out with the olla.

cactus that marked. the spot ~whetle he of
Lad left his horse, loomed up in thé

The Kid gave a sott,
There was a stivring in the gloom, and

0
the man who had carried her. off
iito the desert.

.Bui; he had«no-time to give:thought
to that. The Mexican camp wag ring-
ing., with " alurm—men were sholiting

unning—and already’ the béat of .

Tow schistle.

The Texan girl’s whisper came

swiftly.
& Walt for me—T will join vou before
she eturns, Two mmutuaﬁand she wxll

‘me hele, miss.’

dszdrew back :from thc gash he
hadciit m' ‘the tent,canvas. He gave
one “glance . towdrds ‘the thicket where
ke “hadk. left Ramon’; but the Mexican
was safe for hours to come., There was
no,souuu of . alaxm—,no stirring in the

the -

sea.

Down by the Sea.

This is the time of the year
when = good many readers of
“ Popular
summer holidays down by the
To those boys and girls
thls announcement will come
as a pleasant surpnse-

’;nooﬁx could be bheard.
5 Kid lifted his companion to the
“of the mustang and mountetd him-
“shake of the reins; -and Q1(}[e-
? damod off into the' dirkness of
the pnm
The ringing Loofs of the mustang,
doubtless wére heard by the Méxicans,
for-thiere came a shot, = nd then another,
‘and- then” the crash 6f 0alopmvr in
pursuif. But the darkness swallowsd up
the "Rio Kid, the pLu:.hem riding “wildly

spend their

camp:  The drowsy peon girl, fetching A_ ¢ Popular " representahve and at random, and -in a ShOlf space

the water in- the wolla, . had no suspiciorm. will be touring the seaside of tinie, the only sound that broke: the
The Kid waited,  eager, tense, breath- _ resorts, and, to any reader “silence of rhe desert, was the beaf of

leSD © Fortune was favonrmv hnn as it displaying his copy of the the mustang’s hoofs, as he galioped on

is ‘_iami* to -favour~the ~brave. -“He ‘wis “ Popular,” he will present a swiftly rhzonph the might Lmder lus

réad¥: for thendesperate conflict, if, it novel free gift selected from double burden. )

cz},tpe,,out it* looked QoW as if’ stmtegy ‘the " following list : — Kites, THE END.

would serve his turn.

There was a footstep close to him, he
turned his head, “the Texan". Zirl stood
by his side. Her face, half-hidden by

Large Balloons, Flags, Mystery
Packets, and Windmills.

(Phe EKid has accomplished the seem-
ingly {mpossible. He lhas rescued Joan

the Mexican rebozo pulled over her
thead, was white with tense excitement,
as her hand touched his atm, he could
feel her trembling. - But she was calm.
“Hasten!”" she whispered.
“This way, miss!” said .the Kid.

was at his side.’

in a moment the black-muzzied mustang

“I guess we got to ride doublc‘ miss,” in
said the Kid &polooencallv
have been glad to get a hoss for

Valence from the clutches of a kid-
napper.  But e has not yet refurned
her to her friends, and whether he suc-,
ceeds in doing this or not you will learn
CFALLEN AMONG. FKOES!”—a
gripping long rompletc mrrn- of the
West—nezi w f’f’/» )

J d sure
you,
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