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5 RALPH REDWAY

“THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Camp on the Prairio!
IIE Rio Kid lay and listened.
I Blackness hung over the
prairie. Hardly a star gleamed in
the dark sky over the camp
where the boy outlaw of the Rio Grande
lay a prisoner.

Round him lay Cactus Pete and his
pang, eleeping in their blankets. The
Kid’s mustang, tethered close at hand,
slept in the thick grass. But the Kid was
wakeful.

Ropes were knotted on his sturdy
limbs, and a rope held him to a peg
driven in the ground, close by the side
of Cuctus Pete. Escape for the boy out-
law zeemed impossible. Twenty miles
of rugged prairie lay between him and
the vow-town of Blue Pine, whither tho
gaug were taking him when dawn came.
The Kid reflected grimly how glad the
sheriff of Blue Pine would be to sco him.
Cactus Pete and his gang, more than suy-
pected of Lurse-stealing, were not hiked
in the cow-town, or auny other cow-town
in Texue; but they would bo made right
weleome i they brought in such a
prizoier as the boy outlaw who had so
long defied capture, Horse-stealing and
cattle-lifting and maverick-hunting were
Cactus Pete’s asusl game, but the re-
waridl of a thousand dollars, offered for
the Rio Kid, awaited him if he banded
over the Kid to the sheriff of Blue ino.

At one time 1n his adventuro_us
career, the Rio Kid saved the life

of an outcast Indian Chief, an

ep;lode he soon forgot. But Chief

Mnny Ponies has not forgottan.

and the time arrives when- Y

able to repay the debt he owes this
young outlaw of Texas!

And the Kid was in his hands, a helpless
prisoner.

But the Kid, as he lay, listened. From
the darkness surreunding the camp of
the horse-thieves, the hoot of the night-
owl came to him; a sound of hope to the
cars of the Kid. From of old the boy
outlaw remembered that signal, and ho
knew that Chief Many Pouics, the out-
cast Apache, lurked in the darkness near
at hand, seeking to help him. Cool as
he was, the Kid’s heart was beating fast.

Other hope there was none. e had
tricd his strength on the ropes with

which the horze thieves had bound him,
and his strength had failed. He lay with
aching limbg, a powerless prisoner; await-
ing the dawn, when the bunch would hit
tho trail for Blue Pinc; and once the
door of the calaboose closed vpon him
the game was up for the Kid; his lone,
wild trail at an end. Only that hooting
sigusl from the darkness of the night
gave him hope.

The Rio Kid had a wild reputution in

his own couutry, Many & hold-up and
a shooting, of which he had never heard,
was laid to his charge. If he had donc
reckless deeds, he had done also good
ones—many a time. Ie had succoured
the wounded Apache, cared for him in
sickness, saved a life that no other white
man  would have deemed worth the
saving; aever expecting to see Chief
Many Ponies again, never expecting to
be even remembered by him, But it
scemed that a kind action was never
wasted. In his extremity, it was the out-
cast Apache, the thief and loafer, wha
was eceking to save him. Chief Many
Ponics had not forgotten.

The hoot of the owl came again from
the darkness. It was very near now -
to the camp of the three horse-thieves.

The Kid listened. If the ruffiane round
him awnkened—— What the Apache’s
inteutions were, he could not guess, but
all depended on silence and caution.
Chief Many Ponies, in his day, had beeu
a great warrior, but that day was long
past. The outcast, the drunken hanger-
on of tho cow-town saloons, was no
warriar - now. 1 the horse-thieve:
awgkened, on their guard, the Apache
had little chauce of helping the Kid. For
that reason, the Kid madc no response
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to the signal repeated again and again
by the unseen, creeping Redskin. The
slightest sound might have given the
alarm. ..

There wae a stirring in the blankets,
and the Xid set his tecth. One, at least,
of the ruffians had awakened.

Cactus Pete sat up, with a sleepy
grunt. )

The Kid lay still, listening with painful
intentoess, ut the creeping Indian in
the darknese was on his guard; he had
heard some slight sound, and the hoot
of the owl was silent,

Clactus Pete jerked himself out of his
blankets and groped to the Kid. He had
little doubt, however, of his prisoner’s
safety, but caution was second nature
with the horsg—th:ef. And ke knew, as
every galoot in Texas knew, how very
slippery a customer was the Rio Kid.

His rough hand groped over the

risoner, feeling the knotted ropes, and
f;a gave anather grunt, peering at the
Kid in the darkness.

] guess you're safe, durn your hide,”

“Youve said it!” answered the Kid
coolly. *I guess no guy would get out
of this rope 1n a hurry. $ay, feiler, you
don’t feel any hunca to let a galoot loose
to get a little sleep?”

Cactus Pete chuckled hoarsely.

“Y guess not! I ain’t taking any
chances with you, Kidl Your hide is
worth a thousand dollars to me.”

“You sure are a pizen skunk, feller,”
said the Kid. *“I gues there’s more
agin you, than agin me, if the sheriff of
Blue Pine knowed all sbout you.”

* Mebbe,’” said Cactus Pete, *but that
don’t cut no ice, Kid! There’s a reward
out for you, and toere ain’t none for me
—and 1 guess all the guys in Blue Pine
will be powerful glad to see me when I
tote you in and hand you aver.”

“lgo'g don’t eat dog, as a rule!” urged
the Kid. =

“Forget it!” jeered Cactus Peie, “and
it ain’t only the reward, Kid.
grouch agin you, du?_: you. You bull-
dozed me at Frio, dog-gone you; you
was one that lent a hand when I was
rid out of the town on a rail.”

“I’d sure lend a hand agin,” said the
Kid, *“and, more willing atilf, IY lend
a hand to put A rope round your pizen
peck.”

1 guess it’s your own neck that will

et 'a necktie, Kid,” chuckled Cactus
f’ete; *‘they won’t waste time on you at
Blue Pine to-morrow. You won’t stay
long in_the calaboose, 1 reckon. The
boys will string you up to a cottonwood
in short order.” :

‘They ain’t got me yet!” said the

“You reckon sau’ll_get away from
this?"" sneered Cactus Pete. He groped
over the Kid's bonds again, to make
sure once more. ' You're a durned slip-
pery cuss, Kid, and when the sheriffs are
arter you you surely do get into a hole
and gull it in arter you. But Y got you
by the short hairs now. 1I we hadn’t
lost our cayuses, ’d have had you at
Blue Pine alrea&y'—you'd have gone u
at the end of a riata this hyer night, Kid‘?
Dog-gone that Redskin

Cactus Pete swore savagely,

It was the loss of the horses that had
com| eued the 3'351 tfo canim‘p that night
on rairie. oot the going w
slow a ard. e s

il‘ihe Kid sxﬁnled ts;;:et'tly.

o, as well as rustlers, had be
puzeled by the killing of the horses, ?g
the timber, fifteen mies behind the pre-
sent camp. But knew now why the
lurking Redskin bad killed the horsee,
sparing only the Kid's own mustang ;
now that he hsd the signal from
Chiet Many Ponies. And he knew, what
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1 got a.

the horse-tiieves did not euspect, that
the lurking Indian of the timber bad fol-
lowed the wrail of the bunch, and was
6w close at hand—probably within hear-
ing of their voices at this moment, hid-
¢en in darkuess.

Cactus Pete peered at him, and swore
zzain.

“You'd have gone up already, dog-
gone you, if we hadn’t got to hoof it to
Bige Pine! But we'll get you there to-
morrow eafe enough, Kid! Don’t you
inzxe any mistake about that.”

There was a movement from the other
t~o ruffians: the voices had awakened
1zem. Kansas and Laredo Jim zat up in
their blankets.
the 1ookus?”’ mumbled
Kansas.

“*Jest looking at that durned fire-bug
}:)m make sure he’s safe,”” answered Cactus

ete,

*I guess he’s O.K.,” said Laredo Jim.

“He sure i8.””

Cactus Peto returned to his blankets.
The three ruffians settled down to sleep
again. And the Kid breathed more
freely. No sound had come from the
Redskin, lurking in the darkness close to
the camp; not one of the bunch had any
suspicion of his presence. They were
tieeping again, and the Kid, wakeful,
watchful, lay and listened. .

— s
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Hand "of the Apache !

HE faint rustle that came to the
Kid’s ears, in the long grass amid
which the bunch were camped,
might have been caused by the

wind that stirred on the prairie towards
the approach of dawn, .

But the Rio Kid did not think so.

Silent, motionless, he lay and strained
his ears. It might have been the wind,
so light was the faint rustling; but it
was not the wind. The creeping Indian
was close at hand, and the Kid’s heart
beat faster. Cactus Pete and his gang
were sleeping, deep in slumber after that
weary tramp over the rugged na.
They had wakened once, but tney showed
no sign of wakening again. Only the
Kid wakened—and listened. And a black
thadow, blacker than
passed before his eyes.

He did not stir. .

Only sofily, faintly, from his lips, fell
the imitation of the night-owl’s hoot,
the signal that Chief Many Ponies
knew. It was to tell the Redskin where
he lay~—which of the recumbent figures
was a friend among the foes.

The soft eound, faintly audible for
a momeni, died away, and was
deeply silent again. But the Kid knew
that the Redskin had heard it, and
understood.

Silence !

The Kid felt a shudder creep through
hiz limbs. What was the ecreeping Red-
skin doing in the silence, the darkness?
Knife in hand, Chief Many Ponies was
there to help his friend; and even had
he desired, he would not have dared to
waken the rufians. Awake, any one of
them - would have been too much for the
Apache: any one of them would have
grasped a six-gun and riddled him with
bullets. And treachery was the Red-
skin way: even had it not been needed,
the Apache would have chosen to slay
his enemies by stealth. What was hap-
pening close by the Kid in the dark-
ness, unheard, unseen?

Almost it was upon the Kid's lips to
cry out, to warnythe ruffans of their

; peril,*to send the stealthy Redskin sout-

tling back into the dark prairie. They
were horse-thiaves, rustiem, ruffians; but
they were white men. They were of his

the darkness, -
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awn race—and the call of blood was
strong to any white man. And it was
only one cotisideration that held the
Kid eilent, though his own life was in
the balance. They had taken him, not
because he was an outlaw, but because
there was a price on his head—they had
taien him for blood-money; they were
dragging him o death because of the
price on his life! They were human

wolves, deeper down in the scale of
humanity than  the stealthy Indian

whose knife was bared to shed their
blood, To give them warning, and for
gratitude to be handed over to the
sheyiff and his rope—the Kid figured
that that wa3 not good enocugh. And
he shut his teeth hard, and was silent.

A faint sound came from the gloom—
a sound that made the blood chill in
the Kid’s veins, in spite of his iron
nerve. The sound was faint, but he
koew what it implied.

Faint as it was, it stirred Cactus Pete
in his sfumber. The rustler slept like
a wolf, with an ear open. -

Thete was a sudden movement as
Cactus Pete threw aside his blanket and
started to his feet.

“What the thunder——-"
gruff, savage voice,

The next moment he yclled furiously:

came his

“Injuns! Wake, you ginks, waket
Izjunsi® :
Bang! Bang!

His sis-gun roared into the night.

There was g scuttling sound, a
rustling of high, dry graes. The Red-
ekin was gone. From the darkness far
out on the plain came a yell—a yell to
freeze the blood: the fierce war-whoop
of the Apache. Loud and savage, throb-
bing with blood-thirst and ferocity, the
Indian’s yell rang through the night.
The throbbing echoes died away, and
all was silent again on the shadowed
plains: but from” the camp came orash
after crash of revolver-fire, bhullets
whizzing right and left in the gloom.
Two of the rusilers were fring fast
and fiercely, blazing away hurried
bullets in their rage and alarm; but the
third lay still in his blankets, without
sound or motion. i

“Yet up!” snarled Cactus Pete at
last. “I guess that Red’s got clear!
The durned skunk’s made his get-away.”

“The dog-gbne pesky scallywagl”
growled Kansas. "“I reckon that’ll be
the Red who killed our cayuses in the
timber way back, Pete. He's sure fol-
lowed our trail.”

He peered down at the still figure in
the blankets

“Jim! Dog-gone him, he ain’t woke,
with all that shootin’® and yellin’.
What’s got hold of Lavedo Jim?”

Cactus Pete swore savagely.

“1 guess that Injun got him afore he
woke.”

“ Thunder!”

Kansas dragged the blankets from the
figure of the rustler. ‘here was no
sound or movement from Laredo Jim.

“#Dead!” breathed Kansas.

“He’s sure got his!” said Cactus
Pete, leaning down and scanning the
face of Laredo Jim, dim and white in
the gloom. *The Injun got him, sure.”

Ho touched the still figure, and his
fingers came away crimson. There was
a deep knife*wound in the throat of the
rustler. Only one faini cry had escaped
Lavedo Jim as the Indian’s blade went
home, but that faint ery had saved the
lives of his associates. But for that
sound that had alarmed Cactus Pete,
the knife of the Apache would have
cluimed other victims. Well they could
guess what the Redskin’s intention had
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been when he crept in the darkness to
the sleeping camp.

Kansas shuddered, and cast- uneasy
glaoces round into the darkuess, grip-
ping his revolver.

“He’s got Jim,” he muttered, *jest
like he got Pawnee Bill, way back in
the timber! He got Jim! He'd have

got ve—-"

“Dog-gone him!” Cactus  FPete
ground his teeth and threw another
random shot into the darkness. *Durn

him, what’s his game—what’s he got
agin us? We ain's had no trouble
with any Red, ’ceptin’ them Yaquis we
shot up down in the Rio Grande coun-
try., and there ain’t no Yaquis hyer.
That was an Apache yell he gave after
he levanted. 1 pguess I know the
Alpache ell; I've heard it in the Staked
Plain. We ain’t had no trouble with
Apaches. Dog-gone him, what’s he got
this grouch for?”

. Kansas did not answer. Ie was star-
ing round in the darkness, fearful of
seeing the glittering eyes and coppery
face of a Redskin looming up in the
gleom.

Cactus Pete semembered his prisoner,
whom in the excitement he had for-
gotten. He stepped towards the Kid.

“Thunder! 1f that Red’s got the
Kid, too—— I guess it’s likely enough
—him tied hand and foot.”

The Kid smiled in the darkaess,
#I guess I’'m still to home, feller,”

he said. “Say, what’s all this hyer
rookus about? Was that an Injun?”

“It sure was an Injun,” growled Cac-
tus Pete, relieved to find that his
risoner was still alive, “and I guess if

hadn’t wakened, you’d hev gone on
the long trail with ws, durn you!”

“I sure wouldn’t have any kick com-
ing, feller,” drawled the Kid. “My
prospects ain’t bright for to-morrow,
they sure ain’t.”

“Can it!” growled Pete.

There was no more slecp for the
horse-thieves that night. While the last
hour of darkness slowly crawled by
they sat gun in hand, watching. eyes
and ears on the alert. A faint rustle,
a shifting shadow, was enough to draw
a hurried alarmed shot from them.
But of the Redskin nothing was seen
or heard, and they had little doubt
that he was far from the camp.

But they dared not close their eyes.

Why the Redskin was trailing them.
ruthless and deadly, was a puzzle tu the
two ruffians. Of Chief Many Ponies,
and his old comradeship with the Rio
Kid, they knew nothing.

“Some buck broken out of the reser-
votion, guex, and hunting for
trouble,” said Cactus Pete at Jast, *1

guess I've known it happen afore.
Thunder! 'If he's in sight when the
da;'light comes—""

‘1 guess he won't be,” said Kansas.
“And I'in sure glad that we'll strike
Blue Pine afore sundown to-morrow. 1
guess I don’t want another night camp-
ing on the prairie, with .that wild Red
buck loose.”

“Dog-goue him, we may get him at
dawan!”’

There was already a glimmer of light
i3 the east.

To the two horse-thieves the coming
of daylight meant safety and relief from
watching and terror. But it did uot
bring hope to the Kid. With the ris-
ing of the sun over the rolling prairie,

the Kid came near to giving
up hope.  The Redskin had
stiuck—one of the horse-
thicves lay dead in the grass.
But in the daylight he could
never venture under the guns
of the white men; and it
would be yet daylight when
Cactus Pete and Kansas led
the grey mustang into Blue
Pine with the Rio Kid a
prisoner. Chief Many Ponies
had tried to help the paleface
who had befriended him but he had,
after all, failed. With grim ruthlessness
the Redskin had aimed to wipe out the
bunch and relieve the Kid of his foes;
but only one of the three had perished
under his stealthy knife: and now that
day had come the Apache could do no
more. He would follow the trail again,
the Kid reckoned; but it would mﬂ% be
to see the boy outlaw toted into Bl
Pine and handed over to the sheriff.
The Kid’s face was grim as the golden
sun shot up above the horizon and the
light of day streamed down once more
on the Texas preairie,
s s

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

in Ambush! *

ACIUS PETE, with knitted
C brows, stared round over the
- grassy plain in the rising light of

the sun, He did not reckon that

the Redskin had lingered near the camp
where he had done so fearful a deed, to
face the vengeance of the two surviving
rustlers. But be had a savage hope
that he might yet be at hand—within
range 2f a bullet, With keen eyes he
scanned the prairie. But only the vast
spaces of waving grass met his searching
eyes. There was no sign of the Redskin.
“I guess he's absquatulated, Pete,’”

ue .

9

‘said Kansas,

“He wouldn't hang on
arter daylight,

He’s gone.”

Cactus Pete nodded, aud thrust his six-
gun back into the holster,

“I reckon he's hit the horizon,” he
“Durn him*

assented. I'd give a heap

THE KID'S PERIL! Hosdless of
the prisoner, dragged with hump
on bump at the end of the rope,
Cactus Pete spurred the gray mus-
tang madly, driving him to a
furious galiop. Behind the horse,
the Kid was morcliessly dragged.

{See Chapter 3.)

of dollurs to draw a bead on his red
hide 1"’

He stared round once more on the
boundless prairic. There were hollows
in the plain, ridges and billocks of
rough, hign grass, It was possible, if
not likely, thut the Redskin was hidden
in some nook of the prairie mot far
away from the camp. It was possible
that, from cover in the high grass, he
was watching ethe rustlers at that
moment, And they knew that he had
a revoiver, taken from the man he had
killed in the timber the duy before.

“We want to watch out,” growled
Cactus Pcte. “I reckon the akunk’s
gone, but we want to keep our eyos

coled. It's all of twenty miles to Blue

ine, and we mayn't meet up with any
guy afore we hit the town. I reckon
what’s happened to Jim has made me
fcel some uneasy.” *

“I gucss he’s levanted,” answered
Kansas. R

The {wo rustlers kept their eyes
about them as they ate their breakfast
before taking the trail. The meat did
not delay them long. The hour was yet
early, the sun only a little above the
rim of the prairie, when they packed the
“truck ' on the back of the grey
mustang and preparced to hit the trail.
The Rio Kid was jerked roughly to his
feet.

Cactus Pete unfastened the rope from
his legs. His arms remained bound to
his sides as before, but his legs had to
be freed for him to walk. The Kid
staggered as he was stood on his feet,
and Cactus Petc grasped bim roughly
by the shoulder and steadied him.

“Stand up, dog-gone you!” he
growled. “You got a long pasear afore
you this morning, you galoot1”

The Kid shut his teeth to keep beck
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a sound ¢° pain. Idiscramped legs weve
aching from the repe, s arms were
asimost nuwh. s eyes gleamed like
steel at the ruastlers,

* Beat 1!’ snapped Kansas,

He led the grey mustang, with its
load, away rons the caup. Side-hoacker
turned his head, looking back at his
master.  Kansas jerked savagely at the
bricic and dragged nun on.

it snared Lactus Pete,

He gave the Kid a violent sheve, and
the boy outlaw started on -his way,
foilowing tne mustang. His aching jegs
aimost crumpled Lencath him, bus he
made an eftort to keep on. He was in
merciiess hands.  As be stumbled over
tne rouga ground, Cactus Pete prasped
his quurt, swung it throush <he alr, and
brought it down with o crash across the
[Cid's saoulaers,

“Now beat it, dog-gone you!’ he
roared. “ You figure that we're hanging
about on the perarer all day, wamng
for you, Kid? Beat it, durn you, or

PU sure quirt you like an  ornery
steer |7

TGee!” said the Kid between his
teeth, his eyes burning at the ruffian.

“1 guess I was piumb :ovo not to shoot
vou up, Cactus Pete, that tune in the
Buan Pedro country; I sure was!”

“Giv]l” roared the rulfian, and :he
quirt came down acrosz the Kid's
shoulders again witn a savage crack.

The Kid stumbled on hizs way, DBut
his aching legs yielded under him and
he fell in the grase,

Kansas looked back. Ile was alrcady
at a distance with ti:e grey mustang.
~“8ay, you ginks, you coming? he
siouted.

Cactus Pete answered wih an cath.

“Bring that cavuse  back here,
Kansas. I guess T'll run a riata from
him to tuls dog-goned guy, and if he
won's walk he'll be dragged.”

“You've sald it,” grinned Kausas,

He ied the mustang back. A rope, run
irom the sadcie, was knotted round the
Kid’s waist. Cactus Peie dragged him
up again. .

“1:\29\\“ hit the trail !” he snarled.

It’s your say-so!” :zaid the Kid be-
iween his tecth. “But, by thunder, it
I get a dog's chance at you, Cactus
Pete—"

“Drive that evitter or,
snarled Cactus Pete.

“You bet!” grinned Kansas,

He mounted the grey mustang,
gathered up the reins and drove the
norse onward. The drag of the rope
puiled the Kid forward. He stumbied
wfier the horse, succeeding now in keep-
ing his footing on the rough ground.
Cactus Pete followed him, cursing
savagely. ’ :

“1 reckoned I'd make you hunp it,”
he said. “I guess you ain’'t got any
kunch to hit Blue Pine in o harry, Kid;
nub I reckon you've hitting that cow-
town afore noon, all the same. Deat it,
durn you, or I'll give you the quirt
again |”?

The Kid, in silence, stucbled on after
the horse. Cactus Pete strode behind
him, quirt in hand. There was no trail
marked on the prairie, but the horse-
thieves knew the country, and they
headed direct for the distant cow-town.

Kansas!”

The way lay through a hoilow between

two high grassy swells of the prairie.

Dc—ep in ihe kollow was a swampy pool,
th? margin marked by ‘he iracks of
cattle that came there to drink, and the
ssy bluffs on eitheyr side twore patehed
mesquite

g
with  strageling thickefs of
and post-oak,

Agnin and again the grev
fooked round ai his 1. ’
behind, as if in perplesiér.
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time Kanzas dragged savagely at the
rELNE, QLU guve toe 00TSC woeut with his
quat, - Lne med grtted his teeth as a
£gJdtal Ol pan 10w dlae-hacker reached
M. More el s own il-dsage the
g resented tne ll-usage of his teathiul
wusiang.  Bue he wos peipless and he
cousa outy store up anger and vengeance
m s neart,

A nute, two miles, passed under the
trampuug  teet, and the buncn entered
tne- nouow  between tune grassy biulfs.
benind, in tne camwp, where the body
ot Laredo Jim had peen left, the snari-
mg or-coyctes toilowed them till they
werg out of hearing. .

In the holiow o: she prairie, where
shailow water gteamed in the sun
tarough patcies ol thicket, the mustang
wowd have turned aside from the way
to reach the water, Agam Kansas
dragged at the rcins and lashed with
the guwirt and drove anu on,

Suddenly the nrcer of the grey
mustang gave a start and clapped his
hand to ks side. ~The Kid, seeing the
action, stared a% him—Cactus Pete
stared langly. The dull echo of a
report trom somewhere in the stragghng
mesquite was neard a second later—the

report following the shot thas had
struck Kansas to the heart.  Heavily,

with hardiy a cry, the ruffian pitched
from the saddle of the mustang and
siunped into the grass,
Cactus Pote gave a gasping
“lanses! By thunder!”
He tore the revolver from his belt and
glared round aim with wiid, startled
eyes.. The next moment, with 2 bound,
he reached Sice-Kicker and placed the
horse between him and the divection
from whenece the shot had come.
“Kansas!” he shouted.

cry.

But there was npo reply from the
fallen man. The bullet from the
mesquite was in his heart, and the

rustler had been dead ere he struck the
ground.

“ By thunder, Kansas has gene up!”
muttered Cactus Pete, and, six-gun in
hand, he glared over the back of the
sneltering  horse, searching for the
enemy whio had fired.

But no encmy was to be scen. The
man who had shot Kunsas from the
back of the mustang lay in cover.in the
straggiing thickets,

“The Injun !’ muttered Cactus Pete,

_ The Rio Kid’s eyes were daneing,

He had given up hope of seeing Chief
Many Ponies after the camp was struck
and his captors beaded for the cow-town.
But the Apache had not abandoned
hin :

“(Gee,”’ murmured the Kid gleeiully,
“that Injun sure is some galoot! He

sure is! 1 guess he figured that them
pizen skunks was heading for Blus
Pine. And he got ahead of them on

the trail! Gee!

Cactus Pete, glaring with rage and
alarm, stared round for the enemy.
He, too, like the Kid, had no doubt that
it was the unknown Redskin again. The
cunning Apache, figuring that the horse-
thieves were heading for the cow-town
with their prisoner, had lain in wait in
cover among the mesquite in the hollow
between the grassy bluffs. One of the
rustlers had gone down under his fire
and iay dead in the grass. Cactus Pete,
the last of the hovse-thief gang, stond
gun in hand, covered by the halted
mnstang, with fury in his face and fear
in his hears

“If that Injun breaks cover
muttered Caetus Pete hoarscly.

He watched like a cat.
looked round him anxiously. In open
sun-play, gun to gun, he w that a
Redskin bad litle thance against o gun-
man like Cactus Pete. But Chief Many

3
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Ponies knew that as well as the Kid,
and he did not break cover, Neithey
did he puil trigger again. A shob weuld
have guided veturn fire from the
watchful rustler. Silence lay on the
grassy hollow between the praivie blufis,
tense and deadly silence.

The horse-thief muttered curses w
he watched and watted. His
roved unensily across his shoulder.

The Kid read his thoughts, for +he
same thought was in his own mind.
Chief Many Ponies was silent—bust i
was not inactive. Tle mmusitang sto
between Cactus Peie and the direc
whence had come the shot that 1
struck down Kansas. DBus the Xid
knew, and Cactus Pete susnected. thas
the wily Indian, keeping in the cover
of the straggling busbes, wus cird
round $he hollow, o take the gun-n

from hehind, Every  minute  thas
passed added to Cactus Pete’s dapger

of getting his fire from 2 new direction.
- The ruflian gritted his teelh. IHe
gave the Rio Kud a deadiy glare.

“I pguess U'm hiiting tioe traili” he
muttered. “T'm sure lighting ocut of
this, and you can take your chance ot
the end of the vope, durn you. Decd
or alive, T'll tote you into Bluc Pine.”

e hoelstered his revolver, and ge
one searching glance round the W
grassy hcllow, Then he leaped into ¢
saddle, grasped the reins, and spu:
the grey mustang  savagely,
startled_horse leaped forward, and

“
o

drag of the rope tore the Kid f
hig feet,
Heedless of the prisoncr, dra

with bump on bump at the end of
rope, Cactus Pete spurred the gue
mustang  madly, driving Lim  to
furious gallop. Bebind the gallopin
hovse, the Kid was mercilessly dragged.
There was no more mercy in the heavs
of the scared ruffian than in a wall's,
It was death to the Kid—it weas o dead
man that the fleeing rutian would bhave
dragged behind him over the rugged
pruirie, had that wild ride gone on.

But the dazed, half-sinnned Kid {oit
a sudden csssation of the drag of the
repe,

With dizzy brain, the Kid lay in the
grass, his hreath, almost his senses,
knocked out of him; only knowing thas
he was still, that ibe rope no longer
dragged, and then graduvally becomings
aware that the muzzle of his faithful
mustang was puzzling him as he lav,
Side-Kicker was at Lis side. his inielli-
gent eyes gleaming at his master; and
she Kid dizzily saw that the saddle was
empty; but he had not even Leard tha
shot that had hurled Cacius Pete from
his seat, .

“Old hoss!” gasved the Kid, as !
brain cleared, **Old hoss, thas was
elose call. it sure was!”

He struggled 1o a sitting posture in
the grass. and stared wildly round i,
On his ears hurst a wild discordan?
sound—ihe yell of the Apache, - Chief
Many Pcnies. in his tattered blanker.
the draggled feather in his matied
locks, was speeding towards Dhim, knifs
in hand. A momens more and lhe Re
skin’s knife plided over the ropes, amd
the Rio Kid was frce.

~— -
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Hitting the Trail!

‘ AP It is good!™ grunied
the Apache.
The Rio Kid stretehed bis

aching limbs, :

The Apache cronched in the thick
grass by his side, his black eyes wa
ing, gleaming. As the Kid wonld bave
visen to bis. feet, the bronze hand of
Indian “held him back,

) r 1
ang!

)
tHie
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From across the hollow came the roar
of a six-gun. The lollet bummed by
over the head of the Rio Kid,

**Scarch me!” said the Kid.

He understood. The Indian had shot

at Cactus Pete as he galloped, and the
ruffian had fallen frcm the mustang.
But the horsc-thief was =ill to ke
reckoned with.

The Kid's eyes gleamed.

“Injun,” he said, “1 guess I'm power-
ful gfad to see you, and you've sure
done me & good turn. But jest leave
that pizen skunk Cactns Pete to me.
sure want to bandlz that dog-goned
geck.” .

Chief Many Ponles nodded.

“My brother bas spoken,” he said,
with a solemn dignity that contrasted
strangely with his tatters. “1t is good!"”

Bang! bang! came the roar of the
six-gun. Cactus Pete was firing des-
perately. He lay where he had fallen
from the mustang, a dozen yards away.
There was a streak of crimson across
his savage, bearded face, from which
the blood flowed. The Indian’s bullet,
intended for his brain, had missed by
inches, with the horseman in rapid
motion; it had gashed across the gun-
man's face, and the shock bad hurled
him from the saddle, leaving the grey
mustang to run free. But the wound
was slight. The ruffian was far from
disabled. And in rage and terror he
purhped out bullets from his six-gun in
the direction where the Rio Kid and
the Redskin lay in the grass. Even yet,
the ruffian did not guess that it was
the Kid’s rescue that the Redskin in-
tended, and he had no doubt that the
Apache had sunk into the grass beside
the Kid, to drive his knife to the heart
of the boy outlaw, And then would
come his own turn—unless his six-gun
saved him. He fired again and again,
till an empty click warned him that
his gun was expended, and then he hur-
riedly reloaded, fearing a rush. With
the reloaded gun gripped in his hand,
he crouched in the grass, waiting,
watehing, in terror and rage.

*Say, you gink!”

Cactus Pete started violently. Tt was
the Kid’s voice that called. The ruf-
fian realised that he had not fallen
under the knife of the Redskin, who
had sunk down in the high thick grass
beside him.

“You dog-goned, pesky skunk!” came
the Kid's voice. *“You hear me, you
pizen polecat?”

Cactus Pete panted hoarsely. The
truth dawned on his mind at last; the
Kid, helpless within reach of the
Apache’s knife, still lived. It was to
save the Kid, that the Avache had
trailed the bunch of horse-thieves.
Cactus Pote understood now.

“You durned fire-bug!” he yelled
back desperately. “Come out in the
open, durn you, and I guess I'll give
you yours.” .

The Kid chuckled,

“1 guess J'm coming, you pizen
snake,”” he said, “I'm coming, you
coyote, and I'm coming a-shouting.”

Silently the Redskin passed the re-
volver to the Rio Kid. The Kid's own
guns were in the holsters on the mus-
tang. But it was a good Colt that the
Kid gripped in his hand, and his fingers
closed joyfully on the butt., He was a
free man apain, with a six-gun in his
hand, and his long and bitter score was
about to be settled.

“Come out, dog-gone vou!” howled
Cactus DPete, in_ the desperation of
terror. 1 guess I'm waiting.”

“1 surc won’t keep you waiting,”
called back the Kid. “I'm coming a-
shooting, Cactus Pete |

Ho leaped up from the cover of the

high grass, and ran towards the rustlor,
firing as he went. One hurried shot
that flew wild and wide. came from
Cactus Pete, and then the ruffian’s
courage petered out, and he sprang up
from the grass, holding his hands above
his head.

“let up, Kid!” he panted.

The Kid's eyes blazed at him. The
revolver was aimed at the face of the
ruffian who stood with bhis hands up,

“You durned pexki lecat 1" yelled
the Kid. “Take a holt of your gun,
you yellow coyote, afore I shoot you up
in your tracks! Ain't I giving you an
cven break, you lobo-wolf!*

But Cactus Pete stood with his hands
above his head. He dared not grip his
gun with the deadliest shot in Toxas
holding a Colt in_his hand before him.

The ¥Kid, with & muttered curse,
lowered his gyn.

“You pizen skunk,” he said, “I guess
you got away with it, but. by thunder,
Tll quirt you afore you beat it.”

He picked up the rustler’s guns, and
pitched them into the shallow water of
the pool in the hollow. Chief Many
Ponies glided wp, knife in hand, his
eyes intent on the rustler. There was a
yell of terror from Cactus Pete. .

“Let wup, Injun!” said the Kid.
“Dog-gonc you, stick that rib-tickler in
your leggings! You ain’t carving that
galoot. t up, I'm telling you.” He
pushed the skin back.

“Wah |”” grunted the Apache. “Heap
good kill,”

The Kid grinned.

*I guess you’re right, Injun; but you
ain’t carving a white man, Let up,
fetler t”

The Indian unwillingly stood back,
his biack eycs wolfishly on the rustler.
Tho Rio Kid took a quirt in his hand,

“You durned lobo-wolf,” he said.
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“You was powerful handy with this,
and I guess yov’re going to get what
was coming, {0 you.” T

For a good ten minutes, the Rio Kid
was_busy; till his strong arm ached
again, whilo Cactus Pete yelled and
howled and writhed under the lashea

Chief Many Ponies locked on gr_unly.
His way would have been to drive a
knife to his enemy’s heart. )

With a heavy hand, the Kid laid on
the quirt, while the horse-thief howled -
and writhed, and when ceased at
fast, Cactus Pete lay groaning in the
grass.

*1 guess that lets you out!” growled

the Kid, “Y guess I sure ought to
send you after iour dog-goned pards,
you pesky skunk; but on yom

won't forget that quirting in a hurry

He .turned his back on the grosnrfng
ruffian. . : £

Under the blazing sun, a horseman,
mounted on a grey mustang, r 8Cross
the rolling prairie, and by the side of
the mustang loped an Indian in a tat-
tered blanket, keeping paco.with the
horse with the tirelessness of s Red-
skin, The Rio Kid and Chief Meny
Ponies went together ;. together, for the
time, the outcast A e the boy
outlaw of the Rio Grande had cast in

their lots. s 5

It was sugdown when a dusty, :f-
gard, toiterfig figure lim into the
cow-town of Blue Pine. at Cactus

Pete had to tell, caused = hurried
hunt for the Rio Kid. But they Hunted
for bim in vain; night and the prairie
had swallowed the Kid.

THE END. :
{(Next week’s issue of the POPULAR con-
tains another roaring lorg complete
yarn of the Rio Kid. “AMBUSHEDI"
s a story you mustn’t miss reading.)
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