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ROARING TALE OF THE WILD WEST, FEATURING THE RIO KID, BOY OUTLAW |
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By ravine and 1‘001(}’ canyon, 1n Llamng heat, the Texas Rangers trail the Rw Kid. &raw1ng closer and
But the Kid's a bad man to crowd—which the Rang‘ers :En& cut W]len
tlwey are led wnto an am]:)us}z of Re&s}nns !

closer to tlse fugﬂw*e Loy outfaw.

THE FIRST QHAPTER
Hunteyg }

hE Rie Kid rede into ithe Mal
. Pais for many rcasons, all of
them good; but with a clouded
brow and a discoptented heart.
It was an uninviting yegion of rock
and pinre and scrubby thicket, with
black barrancas and stony arrovoes,
waterless for the most part; haunied in
its savage recesses by the coyota and
the cougar and the rattlesnak@—fnl]v
deserung its  name of the Hayil
country.”
But the Kid had httle choice,
¥e was trailing
Ponies, the outcast Apache, and it was
in the Mal Pais that the dingy rem-

naut of the Apache tribe had their head:

guarters, ont of réech of tho Kangers
who would have rounded them up into
the rescrvation. And in the Mal Palis,
uninviting as tho “Lvil Country » was,
there was at least sccurity, And the
hunt was hot now at the heels of the
boy outlaw of ihe Rio Crande,

The Kid had_scjourned Iong across

the border, in Mexico; aud he had
figured thab when he came back 1o his
own country he wonld find himself, if
nat forgetten, ab least' overloaked, and
Ioft to ride bis own trail in peace. But
he had found his' memery gveen, on
the banks of the Rio Grapde, -

The pame and fame of the Rio Kid
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with Chief Many.

wore not likely to be forgetten; and
the news had spread from ranch to
rageh, from cow-town to cow- fown, that
the Kid was on the &rail again. And
the Kid, whe hated trovble, though it
st often came his way, and who would
willingly have
himself hynted with sven more than the
otd zesh.

He had partowly escaped the
sherifP’s posse from Blie Pins, belore
he had been three days back in Texas;
élnd to the very edge ol the 3Mal Pals

he bad becn -hunted by the Texas
Rangers,

Sinee it was known that the Kid was
in his own counity agsin, every hold-
up and shooting within a radins of
two hundred miles wus laid 1o his
charge, as of old.

It was sullicient for the door to be
unknown, for the deed to be laid io the
Kid. His name had become a legend
along the Rio Grande and the Pecos:
he was like Ishmacl of old—his hd.nd
against opvefy man, and every man's
hand agninst -him !

There were men who knew the Kid
beiter—the 6ld bunch on the Doubje-

Bar Ranch in the I'vio country aever-

believed the worst of him. But they
were few, The Xid’s reputation wasg a
desperate one, from the Staked Plain to
tho shotes of the AMcxican Gulf; and
his good deeds, which were many, were
unknown or fowom.n, while his wild
(Copyricht in 1he United Slates cf America.

-harmed  no man, found-

ways werg the talk of every cow-
town, and topic at every ;oundmp and
radeo.

At Trail End, on the edge of the Mal
Pais, the Kid bad ridden 'into the
town to buy mrtndges He g
bovght them-and-paid-for them-at-the-
store, Like gpy . other puncher, and
might have gantered out of the tows
unnoticed. Byt on the wall of the
storo was @ potice, seiting forth that
a reward of p thousand dollars was
offered for the Rio Kid.

The Kid could not resist the tempta-

“tion to’ spatter it with bullets, and he

found it Qﬁt&:im\mng io blot out the
print with & shower of lead] under the
staring eyes of & gai:hermg crowd.’

The alarm wwent up immedistely that
the Rio Kid iwas shooting up the toyn;
there as 2 rush. for. horses fm.&hg;
and only the Bid a}iajc?g_
saved the Ki) from paying de;;r]y A‘
his reckless entertainment. . ;

After which, the Kid rode dmto -'ﬂm
Mal Dais with Ohief Many Ponies,
realising that it would be hea.[thy for
bim to lie deggo for a-timei- - -

Under a blaging sun - tim Kid rode
along she bottom of-a—wide canyon,
Chiei Many Pgnics at his side on a
broncho., Whore tha chief had obtained
that cayuse, the Kid thought it better
not to ask. © Chief Many Ponies hagd
been afoot when the Kid fell in with
}nm now he was mnunted and it was
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a cinel that he had rnot houghy the
dorse, It hod come jnto his possession
while the Kid was “shooting up = Trail
€l . -

The Kid, like evezy other eow-
puncher, hated a horso-thief like poison,
But Chisf JMany Ponies had bees a
good friend <o him, and at the present
time was the cnly friend he had; and
he . reflected rather bitterly thab. o
hunted cutlaw could nat afford to be
too particular, - .

The gutcast Apache was g horze-thief,
and a cow-thief, and every other kind
- of thief, so far ns the white men wera
coneerned. He wonld have died helors
he would have robbed one of his own
race.

The Eid could see the distinstion,
and the ezeuso for the chief, who
looked on all the goods of -the pale-
faces s the just plunder of war. Dut
to ride in cahoots with a Redskin, to
whom all other white men were fogs,
was bitter enough to thg Kid, especi-
ally with the Redskin riding s stolen
horse, But 15 was the Mal Pals and
the den of the outeast Apache, o the
steel handeuffs thas Captain Hall of the
Rangers had ready for him—and the
Eic’: choice was mada, ;

But the Hid's handsome, supburst
face was clonded under the shadow of
his Ztewson has. He would have liked
poting befter than to ride back 3o the
Frio covntry and punch cows. But the
TFrio coiintry was clozed o him: and
puzching cows on a peaceiul ranch was
finished for the Kid, .

Even in the Mal Pals he kuew thag
ke would have to be wary. On the
edge cf that barren, pathless {ract the
most  determined sheriff  was  arccus-
tomed to turn back and give up the
trail.  But the Kid was not dealing
with & sheriff’s posse now. The men
ot his trall were a bunch of Rangers,
men who cared nothing for hardship
and denger, nothing for the reward on
the Kid's hend; nothing for any con-
sideratign tut getbing thelr man,

The Kid kaew that they would follow
Lim into the Evil Country, and his
eyes glinted and his krows darkencd
at the theught. Amid those wild rocks
and canyons and tungled pines the Kid
kad no fear even of a score of deter.
miréd Rangers. In the Mal Pais he
wwould hit back; and it was in the
Kic’s mind zo hit back, and hit hard.
They were after him for his sealp. If
they lost zheir own in that rocky
wiiderness (t was their own funeral,

The Xid, ns his keen ear caught the
ring of a distant hoof, and koew that
pursuers - were close behind, said ta
Limself grimly that they migh: ride
into the Aal Pais but that they should
not find It so easy to ride out again.
The Kid nad resolved to turn on bis
hunters,- and for once to live up to ihe
despierate reputation that ell Texas had
given him. If twenty Texas Rangers
vanished “fromn the koowledge of men,
on the trail of the Rio XKid, it weuld
put-the whole country wise to iz that
the Kid was & bad man {o erowd.

Afb the distent echo of o ringing hoof
an rock, Chie! Many Fonles glonced at
the Kid, with a glitter in his black

BYES.
" YUgh?  he

f“Paleface

follow 1 X
The Eid made a grimmace. He hated
{p hear the Redskin speak of tha
Rangers a3 palefaces—as if  DMany
Ponies counied him, tho Kid, as a Ted-
skin—and that made the EKid more
savagely exasperated  against  the
auaters wke-were driving him into tha
receszes of shie Mal Pals, into the diogy

zrunted.

tepees of the thiei-Apaches whe skulked
there, -

He gianced back, his hand dropping
to the walnut Dutt of a gua.

Chief Meny Ponies drew in his stolen

‘brencho, and touched Lis finger to his

lips. The Kid relinguished the gun,

“It's your sag-so;-chiefl” he mwut-
tered. “This is your country. Waal's
the game?”

Wilh o sign the Indian told him, with-
out words, Chief Many Ponies was a
man of fzw words,

“The two horsemen dismounted and
fed their mounts into the cover of a
mass of boulders, Leaving the animasa
there, they ecrept back, and from the
cover ol the roghks washed the open
canron, ]

Again came the ring of a hoof, closer

now. A Lorseman was fellewing the
canyon, o doubt o acout of Lbe
Ranpoers, and theve © was stil  less

deubt that he 4id not know how clese
he was upon the hunted cutlaw,

The Indian lisicned, and zeld up one
Boger, and the Kid nodded. Only one
men was coming—a  detached seous
looking for sign. In the black eyes of
$he Indiau there was o glare of ferocity,
Ilis bronze hand touched the kaife in
his girdle.

The Kid set his teeth. The Runger
seous, if he fouad siga in the canyon,
would not carry the news ¢f it baci
to his comrades,

The hocf-beals ceased, The Kid,
peering from cover, suw the Hanges
dismouniee,  seapning the groud for
sien. There was little sign to be piclked
up on the hard, stony, sun-beked earth;
but the Ranger's eyes were keen, He
svalked his horse forward, etiil scoan-
nming the ground, occasionally shooting
a sharp. searching glance round him
at ihe walls of yugged rock and beits
of scraggy pine. But keen as his eyes
were, ne did not see the Kid and the
Apache,

Leading his Lorvse, he came on slowiy,
scanning Ior sign, till he was passing
the heap of Dou.ders, within six feet
of where n white wan snd p Red
crouched ouy of sight.

The spring of n hung:s jaguar was
not so gsudden as the spring- of Chief
Meny Donies. It secmed i the same
instant thet he was crouchicg =i the
Kid's side, and that ke was upon the
Texas Hanger, bearing 'him to the
ground, so sudcenly an
had no chance to drnw & weapon,

The Ranger crushed down, the Indian
above him. The man's face went white
a5 ha glared up at & coppery visage
with blazing eyes, and a lnife thrown
up; to ba %.:uried to the hillk in his
throat.

The Rio Kid looked on with stony
eycs.

The Racger wag his enemy, hanting
him to death. He was a white man,
abous to dis woder the knife of a
Redskin, The savage 1esolve of the Rio
Kid melted away in thas iostant.
Bwift as Mauy Ponies himaself the Kid
Ieaped forivard, caught the descending
arm, and arrested the stroke even as it
reached the throst cf the fallen man,

THE SECOND CHAPTER. _
. The Kid’s Warning !

HIEF MANY PONIES mve a

‘ grunt of surprise and rage.
He tore his arm free of the
EKid's grip, his black eyes ablaze,
sad threw up the kaife ggain for &
Llow- at the Ifallen Ranger. But tha
Kid shoved him back with suach force

gwiftiy that he

.you, ountlaw and fra-bu

tnat the Redskin recled and fell against
the boulders, .

The neal insting the Kid'as riding-
boot kicked ab the revolver the Ranger
in the same second had grabbed from
his peit. The gun wemt Oying froc the
Renger’s hand, exploding as 15 fell, the
bullet whistlicg away across the rocky
canyon. e

A six-gun in the Kids grip looked
the Ranger {uil in his bronzed face,

*“Liet up on that!” soapped the Kid.

Chisf Many Ponies, grunting, righted
bimself und’ stood looking. omn, with
lewering brow, knife in hand. But ha
stood back, Ieaving the matter in ths
hands of the Kid.

H¥en durned gink!' growled the
Kid, his eves gleaming a% the Ranger.
“¥uoa reckoned gou’d piil a gun on
me, and me sinnding between von: and
the Injun’s khife, vou dog-goned cuss!?

“T guess ¥ was pulling on the Injun,”
said the fallen man, staring up at the
Kid’s gun. “Ray, you're the Kid *

- *You've ssid .7

“'T reckon I know you, though T ain't
seent you  before,” satd the Rangow
“Well, you got mo by the short hairy,
Kid. Pull trigger and get it over!’

You was {railing me ! gaid the Kid
bitterly.  “Well, hyer T am.  You've
found me, you durned ginkt’ : :

“Yowite got the drop” said the
Ranger coocly. ©If I'd Lknowed vou
wes 50 near 1'd have had & pun in my
paw, and that Injun wouldn't have got
me 20 easy, But I ain't pot mno kiek
coming. Burn powder and gel Zone,”

The Kid gared at him over the gun.

The man—lean, brown, muscular,
cool as ice in the presence of death—
wis nol the men that the Kid desired
to send over the range if he could help
it. Ho was the xind of man the Kirl
would have liked at his side on any
hard and dangerous irail.  The Kid
watched Eim for o long moment, and
then siipped the gun back into his beit.

“What d'yoa call yourself ' he asked
abruptly.

“ Pecog Pote,” ; :

“Well, Pecos Pete, you want to beat
it—and beat it pronte!”’ sald the Kid.
“And T reckon if you're wise you won's
stop this sida of the Rio Pecos. The
valley of the Pecos i a safe place for
you. Pete’?

T'ne man from the Peecs grinned,

*You talking tuckey!” he asked.

“Sure! FHit the trail!l” )

“Eook here, Kid, 1 ain't nc more -
tired of life than the next mean.” said
Peocos Pete, raising himsell on  his
cibow and staring up at the Kid enri.
ously, “But I ain't double-crossing
a3z you are.
3f 1 beat it outer here 1 got to nump
it back to Capiein Hall and report.
Mule-Kick Hall is sn your trail, and I
guess you know what that means. BSo
If you zin't satizfied, use your gun
twhﬁe you got the chance. I ain't lot-
ting up on you a Continental red cent
if vou leb me skip..  Chew on that,
Kid.” :

The Kid Ioughed. .

1 ain’t havking on your letting up,”
he said, 1 got o message for your bir
chief. You're poing to take it to him.”

1 puess I'll do that pronto.”

“Vou went to tell Mule-Kiek 1Iali
that 1'm here in the Mal Pais, and
ready for any guy that comes after
me,” muid the Kid slowly. “Tell Lim
I ain’t hoping for trouble with tha
Rangers, I'd give half my roll to ride
clear of thewmn and save troubie, I know
they call your caploin Mule-Kick Hall
because he's got a hefty puanch, an’ they
say he rever lets up on e trail. Well,
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1 reckon he's goirg 1o iet up on this
cue, Tell hinp o leave e ajone in
the Mal Puis. I guess if he wants tu
get busy there’s hoss-thicves and hoid-
up men a-plenty along the Rig Grande
waitin' to be zounded np/h - :

“T'11 sure tell hiwm.’™ said Decos Pete,
&ith a grin, e e e g

“You figure that it wor't make any
Jdifference to Eimi® = . .

“Tb sure wonr's.! - )

“Pell him,” said the Kid :iuief.ly_,
“that now LI'm back in Texas I ain'c
koning to give any man trouble, _Ié‘;s;
want ta be lsft alone. And tell him
1hag 3§ Le rides into the Mal Pais after
Tie not 4 man in ais cutht will ever ride
‘Leck to the plaing. Pm sute wanting
to save froupie; puz i Fm erowded
aster this, you're the last guy that will
get avay aliva after I've pulled 5 g,
Soow neat it back to pour cutht,” .

“ [ sure :eul him.” - Peecos,
pic himself ap and stood icoking at
iie Kid serutinisingly, not unsympathe-
ticaily. “Buas it won't cut po ive, Eid,
and Um teliing vou fair and squars
The Rangers will got you afore sun-
Gowrn, if they have to hook you out of
tue deepest nole in the Bad Ceuntry.™

Tae Kig srugged ks shoulders.

“I'vo told you to rut him wise,” he
sotd,  '“Aftzr tils it's his ¢wn funeral
1f he crowds me. Now giz!”

Pecos Peto walked across t¢ his borse,
The Kid had spared nis life, and the
Vanger 4id not deign %o slance ot tha
tatsered Redskin, Chied Meany Ponies,
But the eyes of the Apgche gleamed
and glitiored av Bim, and ke broke Into
& guttural muster and gripsed his knife
;imost corvilzively. ; ) )

Han it, Red!” said the Rie XKid
unearemonicusiy, Y You ain’t carving
that galoot, nokow. 1 guess I'd rather
the Rangers rode wide of ns™

“My white brother talks like a
squaw,”  said | Chief . Mang Fonies.
“lieap gocd kil paleface?” L

The Kid smiled bitterly. The Indizn
vigs rht—he talked like ¢ squnw,  Ho
had sent a warnirg to Mule-Kick Hul,
knowing well encugh in his hesrt - of
hearta that Hall was the last raan n
Texas to listen to it or heed it Tle
inew, as the Tadian knew, that he had
dosired to spare the Ranger's life, to
iha peril of his own. FPecos Pete dead
uader the Redskin'e kaife, there was a
rhahce of blinding the trail and escap-

ing the hunt; but with Pecos Pete gone -

0 cull the Rangers to the trail, kecapa
wis mere difficult, if pot impossible,
In a guarter of ap hour or less the Kid
knew g seore of Rangers would be on
. ilis very =pob hunting fcr a sign cf
him, All Tewxss walled him a desperate
gamman, and he had resolved to live
up t7 it; yet, with his gun aimed at
Peros Pete's heart, he had holstered it
again wkused. , .
VYes, the Redskin was righi—he way
tslking and thinking Like a squaw; not
like a warrior whose life was in hia
own Lands, and likely to pay for an
impalse of merecy. Why shculd he
hesitate to putl triggetr on tke men who
were hunting him to his death?
_“Hear good kill¥* growled Chief
Many Ponieg disconteniedly.
The Kid laughed ratker harshly.
*¥ou heard my message, chief,” he
said. “Well, dog-gons you, if they
fcllow ws deeper into the Ma! Pais, 1
%ueﬁs the whole outfit is gong to tha
appy huniipg grounds, ~ I'm telling
" you, Red, that ihey'rs goirg to find
the Rio Kid a bad mau'to crovwd, Ies
them follow otr trail—and not a man
of them will ride hose to tell how thez
found s ™ .
i PorviaR.—No. 534,

.. Indian glaneed
Pets -

‘.]'.‘h_s Inden's eyes Klsiuned,

Now my brother taiks lixe 4 warsior
and a_chiel,” e said,  His coppery
face g.;m'ed 8 *hn visign of the mad-
gacre Ol Lu¢ whole Ranger cutfy in the
dreary recesson of the Mal Pujs

They remounteq and rode on into the
barren lands, From the canyoy  the
Apache tummed ingg o Tecky  arroyo,
whero 1here was ony 1gon) between
rugged wails of rock for o singie hore-
man o ride, The Indian led the way,
well aequainted with every foot of the
Mal Pais, apd the Rio Kid rode afier
dirm, the surefovted mustang picking

hin steps on lvase miones ane zlippery

ridges.
It was g steeyn AL 5 e
: 5 5 23080, slow and hard
going. ” Long before they reached the

wop of the narrow azre 3
! ¥o horses’ hoofs
were heard in the vanvon belgw., The

o hack, '

ers obme ! he pyjd.

The Kid grinwed, id

1"[ ﬁmss they're weleome, I'd eure
make the Brade if ai) Texas was follow-
Jir.;%, I»;]s,l;p a %atlh Like this Hyer., Beat
i Imun, and leay. them
nack.‘} s ¢ me to hold thelr
- ;:'L‘gh! It 15 gacg.” - :

The Apacne pushed on, leading the
broncho by the bridle now, The Kid
dismonnted and sent on  2ide-Kicker
aflter e Indian. e typned ip the
narrow arrors, dropped on his knees
behind a rugzged Lowser, and gripped
o shx-gan in bis hang '

Ee \k‘ﬁlt(‘d. =

The Rangers know tha wav i

; 30 wny gy had
gone; they had heard e 1;07:‘5&%:‘ ciut-
teg]!._ng In the arroyo, ang loove stones
acliing back and rattling down the steep

eclivity, even if they"had not picked
up sigm, The Kid knew thev were
ceming, and he waited fay thews,

Bound a bepd of the winding arroyo
c2mile & an on fuol, gun ir hang, eagle-
eyes searching ua ho camp, He was Do
ten ie“ 11‘011‘.[);;;@ Kid when the boy
uncher roza ind ize ¢ Wit
c?_ﬁlled revolver, the b‘\?U]dEl B

mocking smile wus o the Kid's
facci_‘ a}{ he Tooktzd over the gun.

Yho Ronger started convaisively,

2The Kid 1" he breathed, it

H? swung up his gon ewiftly.

I:Eél.t he was nat swift enough's it was
ge! otn .thn._t any guy was gwift erogh
E-‘Sn % eame to mirplay with the Rio

id, ) ’
- Bang!

The Hanger gave a Fel
as his 1ight arm dropped
broken by o ballet, aujdphf-
on_the sicnes, )

he man want
collapse groaning
was a rush of feot
guna in hha.nd, tam

and in tha rool T wall,

¥§ng !] Bang | ol

‘Bey leaped back for sov 5
than {hey }E‘nd comag, cover mutﬂ"

ud and mocki
of the boy outln.wng rhag the laughier

“Say, you ginks,
the Rin Kidl W

| of anguizh
to his side,
gun cIa_u:ged

staggering back, to
on the rocks. There
as four or five men,
e rushing roimd the

8, you a.honing to see
] Weoll, here 1 am, yo
guye! I'm your autc]’opn,r:t'ith %he’ v?mli
Dnii‘ YT'.I Eolte rome and :ake me)”
mmﬁer;l.ughed agnin, with derisive?
A Brelson hat showed reund the rocks,

and the Kid firnd, aud 1ha het sgiled

aAway, torn v
the bullet. from e wearer's bead by
“We'll git you, Kid
hqa.ise Toica, :
‘I'mn cure ok home it vou w i 1®
shouted brik the JEId. 55 S pacis
I-"Cg(i“;?‘?. ke the smel] of burning
o his tavoty failed
Rangers under hig ﬁﬁe_

shouted a

{o draw fhe wary
Quoly in hiy vieww

e U] QG?DODHLAE Complete Story Wéekly s

ley the wounded man, groaning—expect.
ILE eVOLY momlent i fmilet from the boy
cutlaw to Bunish him, But itkat bulles
d4id not come. E
The Kid waited, standing the enemy
off, till a signal from Chief Many,
Ponies told that the Apsche and the
orses wera clear of the ravine .ai its
summit.” Then he foliowed his Indian
cowrade, coolly, leaving the way open
it the Rangess if they chose, Bub i%
wag long hefore the bunch wers ‘subis
fied that he was gone, and emerged from
COVET, . : .
Meanwhile, the Kid was mopnied
again on & high upland to which the
steep arroyo led, and he rede on with
Chiei Many Pooies inte the heard of
the 3sl Pais. They rode by wild and
arran woays, where it seemmed impossible
that human eye ¢ould pick up sigy and
folldw, Dut Mule-Kick Hall was weil
knéwn for his skill aad tenzeiiy on the
trail; ahd the Eid krew that he would
ro; b shaken of. Harder and grimmer
the Kid’s fuce was growing, as black
and bitter thoughts goursed through his
mind. A s=econd time he had spared
o foe, He had puat his bullet throvgh
an sra Instead of through a head; but
the cncmy was not thinzing of sparing
Lim in turn, The Kid swore thai that
sbould he his lsst act of merciful folly,
amd that the resclute hunters who were
irailing him should find iheir desth in

ihe shidows of the Mial Pais

THE THIRD QHAPTER,
Trappad !
W PEVHUNDER ™ growled Mule-Eick
Eall

He aat in bis saddle and stared
] round him with giinting eves
and lowering brows,
Juighteen 1nen rade with Captain Hull,
of the Texas Rangers. A wounded man
had heen sent back in charge of a
sound man to T'rail End, to spread the
news there, and thence to all the cow-
towne, thay the Bungers wese crowding
the Rio Kid, and that the chances were
thal the boy outlaw cf the Ric Grande
would he reped in st lazt, Eighteen
lean, brown, hard-bitsen men, Hull him-
scif the leanest, brownest, Lardest-
bitten of all. ’
A litle _man, tough ps stesl, how.
legped from consiant riding, with eyes
lika flintg—a man bard as iror, hard
pud rapid ag the kick of a mule— that
wias Jim Hall, the man who was buni
irg the Kid. ’I‘hgre WAS NE IROre mercy
in him towards the law-brepker thesn in
o wolf or a griuzly besr. His own life
he counted as nothing in comparison
with getting his man, Getting his man
was Jim Ha:l’s one article of faith, and
a3 & rule he got kis men. The moss
desperate punman i the cow camps
lowered his oyes and walked softly when
Jirs Hall was on hand. More than ones
the Bapger hod taken she vwaji.of the
Rie Kijd—and this tims Le swgie. that
ke would be successful. g

The Eid was cornered in tha. ga;ﬁc!ess
Mal Fals} men were cn the swaieh:.for
him on all aides if he scught to make
a break from the fastnesses of the “Evil
Country.” 'There were mapy trackless
mtles within the limits of the Mal Pals;
but Mule-Kick Hall swere that ho would
comb them al! with o fine comb il Le
vincbed -the elusive XKid, Yob for thres
days he had ridden, with Dhiz hard-
kitten bunch, by ravine and rocky can-
yon, im blﬂ.z.ingij heat, and camped on
rocky uplsuds by night: aod stiil the
Kid was as large. ) .

Apgaln end agein hed the Ravger
gconts fegnd track of himy again and
again had they Haitered themselves that
they were at his hecls. QOnce, from a



. growing, more savaga ang bitter with

. Hall and hiz men,

~

- *“Thunder!” a: he

" lands
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high.oliff, be had waved his Sfefson to
them nnd lamughed aloud, and wanished
again before & bullet could reach him.

Onge, in the datk nighs, s rattling of .

rapid bullets had startled the Ranger
camp, and they volleyed into the dark-
nesy, the volleying only nnswered by o
mockipg lsugh that died sway in the
night,

Savage and bitter Hall's teroper way

sach passing  hour of esacching, of
Iatigne, of disappointment. Put never
for ong mement did he dream of hitting
the back vrail. He had laughed when
hs had received the Kid's message, sent

7 Poenos Peto.
Now he «did not
laugh; hut his reso-
lution grew herder
and harder.

In the -Mal Paiz
was the refuge of
many s faw-hreaker
~~horsa - thief  and
caw-thief, hold-up
men and RUBDman,
outeast Indian and
Mexican bandit,
But they had fed
belore the coming
of the Rangers,

eombing the Mal
Paiz, found many
3 deserted hut or
wattled jacal, And
in & desolats, lonely
canyon they found
abandoned Indian
tepees, where the
remnant  of  the
tribe of Chisf Many
Ponies had  been
went  tg  guiher
Signs of fugitives
they fouad many,
bub fugitives they
found none. They
cared for  hone,
save only the Hio
Kid, The Xid was
sfill in the Mal
Pais, and day by
dwy  they hunted
him harder,

~ifn - the - glate of
kot sunshine all
.and kiz lean bunch
t'm%eh inte s rocky
guleh high wp in
the Mal Pais. It
was then that Mule-
Kick Hall growled

stared round him.
Many a sign had
led the Rangers io
that  remote hollow
in ithe harren wp-
o Hall whs sare, ab tash, that he
wag Unse behind the Wid, A hot and
dusty 3%d t—birst{ trail kad soured the
hest temper in the buach, snd savagest
andudnitess of all was Mule-Kick Xall.
Héestadfed round at rocky, insceessible
walls that shut in the gulch pina-trees
and straggling juniper growing here ang
there in the vugged clefia. here was
ample cover thera for & hundred men,
If the Kid had chosen to tura at bay
he could have seld his life dearly before
the Bangers roped birmg in, But that was
a risk tg
course, Ab every siep ot a bronche a
bullst might have come whistling, to
empty a saddle in the bunch, Mo
than once_the Rangers had wondered
that the Kid, well known to be the
deisdlisst shot in Texas, had not picked
off some of the outfit from cover, at a
disfance. But the Eid, desperately

THE KID AT BAY! The Kid's gun spoke

e Rangers took a5 a matler of

There was a rush of feel, and fonse other Bangers appeared.

hunted a5 he was, seemed to be holding

his hand, 2 : :
“Thunder {* rvepeated Jim IIall
savagely. He pushed back his Steison

and wiped his perspiring brow. *That

deg-goned firsbug is Jeading us a pesky

dance, you "ums! He sure is! Bui
we'll get him 1 -

“Forget it, feller!” drawled a cool
voice.,

Jim Hall storted, and almost spun
rouad in bis saddle, .

It was the voire of the Rio Kid that
answered bim,

“Doggone oy oatsl” gosped ihe
Ranger, “What—-"

“ Look up, you gink 1” came the Kid's
voice, *Look up, you gol-durned man.
hunser, and see what's coming to you !

Jim Hall looked ap. !
High up the rocky wall of fhe gulch
the ﬁiﬁ Kid stood in fxil wiew, on a

i and the RBangar gave a yefl oF anguish, Mis right aray
deopped t0 his sids, his gurt clanging to the stenes, and he staggered back, halding hia injured aram.

(See Chiplar 2)

narrow ledge. . The halied bunch of
Rangers stared up at him. BEvery hand
was on a gun, bub no gun was lifted
for the moment. They sat in their
saddles and stared up at the Kid, He
was bwenty feet abaove their heads, and
below the ledge where he stood the wall
of rock was almoszt perpendicuiar. A
bullet might have veached him—bug
never o IRAN. - .
“You ™ said Mule-Kick Hall between
his teeth, staring up, his grasp almasy
convuisive on tha butt of a siz-gun,
“Yow've said it, feller.,” drawled the
Kid, “L guews. I'va gob vou where
want you now! And if any guy in that
buneh lifts a. gan it will the lash
thing he’ll do thiz side of Jordan.™
Hall langhed savagely.. .
“You dog-goned %rebug, you figura
that you ean hold up this bunch?™
Tas Poreuan—No. 554,
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“] cure do,” eaid the Kid coolly.

“Cet away with it, if you can,” said
Mule Kick Hall. “Why, dog-gone you,
if you wipe cut half the bunch the rest
will take you “?}5356 you belong. You're

mutton, Iid I A .

i ]?I‘?:,rge,t i, said the Kid, “Ain't L
telling you that I've got you where ,I
want sou? You locoed bonehead, there’s
thirty rvifies aimed on you now, and if
I give the word it’s you for the coyotes
and the buzzards!l” .
Mule-Kick Hali set his teeth.

There was no sign of enemmes 1o be
geen; but the Kid's words carried con-
victios, 'The Rangers stared about
themn uneasily. They were bottled up
in the narrow g_u.lch hetween high,
vocky walls, and if the Kid had any-
thing like the. force he mentioned at
hand their goose Wwas cooked, and they
kn‘?\svh;i‘;.v yourself I called out the Kid.

There was & SHUTUIRE in the silent, life-
less walls of the guleh. From rock and
erevice and pine-ciwmyp, dark, coppery
faces looked out, and every coppery
face looked over the barret of a rifle.
Thirty. Apaches, the savage and ruthless
outcasts of the Mal Pais, were there,
lining the rocks with rifles aimed at the
bunch below. Chief Many Tonies
grinned down at the Rangers. It was
the Xid who had planned thai ambush;
the Kid who had carefully left sign to
lead his buniers into it; the Kid who
héd carried out the plan, and trapped
Mule.Kick Hall and his men. Naw,
Chief Many Ponies was ready to do his
part with rifle and knife and ioma-
hawk. Anpnd every copper-faced savage
in the outcast gang wyas
eager to follow his lead.

Jimm Hall's face set like iren. He
knew that he had ridden to the end of

" his trail; that his life was the Kid's
to take, and the life of every man in
his bunch. One volley from the rifles
above, and hardly a man would remaia
in his saddle, for there was no time {0
hunt cover. The whole bun¢h was full
in the line of fire as sgan .25 the Kid
chose to give the signal.

Ancther call from the Kid and the
Apaches sank back into cover. Buk
though they were no longer to be seen
rifle-muzzles were looking out from
cover, as the horsemen below well knew.
Faces were pale and hard set in the
Ranger bunch. They had bunted down
the Rio Kid—to their own death!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Kid!

HE Ric Kid locked down on the
i “silent, " grim-faced bunch of
riders, & mocking smile on his

face, ; .
He had them, as he had =aid, where
he wanted them. They had followed

lim into the heart of the Mal Pais, -

meocking his warning, and now he had
conly to uzter & word to see the whole
outfit wiped out. It was the heour of
the Kid’s iriumph—the hour of the de-
feat of Jim Hall, who bhad never
acknowledged defeat before. Grim and
fierce the Kid’s resolution had been,
and yet now that he had the bunch
where he wanted them, he did not give
the word to burn powder. The gang

of thief-Apsches waited impatiently for .

the word, and already guttural mur-
. murs veached the Kid's ears as he stood
on the ledge looking down on his foes:
A gesture from the Eid silenced the
murmurs; but flerce, black syes were
scintillating ;  mimble, bromze - fingera
caressed ready triggers. It could not
last long. ]
“Youve got us, id!” . Jim Hall's
Tz PoruLar.—No, 554, -

_Hall.

ready and’

‘quietly.

voice floated up, husky with rage.
“Dog-gone you, it's your game! You
durned lobo-wolf, in cahoots with Red-
sking *

A dush stole over the Kid's mocking
face.

“Aw, can 1t!” he rapped.”] guess a
guy with twenty galocts on his trail
has to fnd friends wherever he can. 1
guess shooting off your mouth won't
buy you anything, Jim Hall.” )

“You ain't wiped us cut yei,” snarled
“1 reckon we'll get some of you
when the roockus begins, darn you!”

He made a motion with kis pistol
hand. . .

From the Kid's hip came a spurt of
smoke and fire, and the six-gun spun
from the Ranger's hand, crashing to
the rocks, Jim. Hall gave o yell of
pain, and sucked at & hand that was
wet with bleod. ;

There was a siirring among the am-
busked Indians, as if they took the shoy
for s signal,” The Kid’s angry voice
roared ; . .

“Lie low, vou Injun ginks! Lie low,
dog-gone you!” i

There was a grunting end a growling
from the Apaches; but the voice of

.Chief Many Ponies enforced the Kid's

order, and the Redskins held their
hands.
growing fiercer and Hercer.

“What you waiting for?” came Jim
Halt’s husky, enraged voice. ' You got
us, Kid. We'll die kicking; but you
got us. Burn powder, you fire-hug,
unless yow've learned from your Injun
friends to torture your prisoners.”

The Kid's face twitched. .

“Can it, Hall, you gink!" he said
bitterly. *T got you where I want you.
Jt's your dwn funeral, dog-gone you!
But a white man can't stand for it~ I
guess these Injuns'is ready to back me
up.in wiping out your bunch; but they
won't be ready to take orders to let up
on you. -You savvy that, I guess.
Give me your word to ride back to Frail
End without drawing rein—~—""

Hell intersupied him with a curse.

“I'll ride out of range of them rifles,
and not a cayuse’s length farther,” he
snarled. “Shoot if you want, dog-gone
you ! .

“Yowre a hard man, Jim Hall, and

said the Kid
“I guess it won’t be easy for
me to make these Reds hold their fire,
But I.don’t stand for it, and I guess
Ll do my duwndest. Hit the trail,
you-uns, as fast as you know how, and
take your chance.” S

. He turned his back on the Rangers,
facing the hillside where a scoré and .a

2 hard man to save,”

half- of Redskins lurked in cover 'with '

ready rifles,
“Hold your fre!” he snapped, as
fierce eyes glared on him (rom the

racks,  “T guess I'm giving orders here,
you Reds.  Down with them rifles,
pronto.”

Chief Many Ponies’ glittering, black
eyes met the Kid's fiercely for the
moment.  But the Kid’'s steady gaze
never faltered, and the Indian chief
lowered his rifle, and his action was
followed by the rest.

There was a clatter of swift hoof-
beats in the guleh below. The trapped
Rangers had not lost the chance. If the
Kid succeeded in holding off the Indian

attack, it cowld only be for moments. -
But those moments were enough to save .

Mule-Kick Hall and his buach.

- In hot haste the horsemen swung
round and spurred wildly, and galloped
down the rocky gulch, the way they

had eome, o .
‘Clatter, clatter, clatter! Jim Hall,

_But suppressed ferocity was-

with one backward, bitter lock at the
handsome figire on the ledge, rode as
hard as any of his bunchk. Oub of that
death-trap the Texas Rangers spurred
madly; and a few moments were
enough for them, But from three oy
four of the Apaches, in spite of the
Kid's angry roar, came whistling bul-
lets.  Then, with a yell of feroceity,
heedless of the Eid, the whole gang
of copper-skinned outcasts leaped from
cover, and blazed away with their rifles
after the hard-riding hunch.

But tho few moments had been
enough. Two or three of the Rangers
were rocking im ‘their saddles: but the
whole bunch sWwept 6ut of range behind
a spur of cliff at the lower end of the
gulch. They were_saved, and the Rio
Kid "had - saved them. The Redskins
knew better than to pursue 'Texas
Rangers and come to ‘close ' quarters
with themn. . Round the Kid, on the
rocky ledge, the thief-Apaches crowded
with burning eyes and threatening
scowls and lifted tomahawks.' And the
Kid stared at them coolly and disdajp-
fully, Chief Many Ponics drove back
the threatening erowd, and stood before
the Kid, hizs dark fade working with
Tage. i

- What does my brother mean 7 ask
Chief Many Ponies, in a choking voiceff
“Has his heart turned to water ag the
sight of his enemies? Is he s coward
who fears the sight of blood? He
called the Apache braves from their
lodges to lie in wait for his enemies,
and then—-—"

“And then he didn't stand for it,
Tajun,” said the Kid. “I guess you
won't understand if I talk to you for a
month of Sundays, so I guess I ain’s
chewing the rag. Them guys was after
me, and I guess they'il be after me:
still; and I've let up om them. If you
ai’t satisfied, Injun, I guess you've got
a kick coming. Yve sure let you down
bad.” The Kid took the revelvers
from his holsters, and laid them on the
rocks. “You've lost that bunch, Injunm,
and that's a cineh. - But if you ain’t
satisfied, you've got me, and I ain’t
kicking neme. It's your say-so.”

The eyes of Chief Many Ponjes glit-
tered 2t him, and the bronze hand was

_hard on the_handle_of the long knife.

Blowly the Indian’s grasp relazed on
the weapan.

My brother has followed many trails
with Chief Many Ponies,” he said.
“ He has saved Many Ponies from death
at the hands of his enemics, and the
chief does not forget. Let my brother
live, But with Many Poonies he -will
never follow a trail again.”

The: Apache made a sign to his men,
and they followed him into a cleft of
the hiliside, obedient, but castipg back
many a black, savage look at the ®id
as they went. The last stealthy. T4¥f‘of

Sl

a moccasin died away-—the G
was left alone. Slowly he pickddip
his guns and thrust them back into %he
holsters. srfv,

In a few hours, at the most, the hunt
would bé hot at his heels again, and
the Kid alone to face the music.

Yet, though he smiled in bitter self-
mockery, there were no regrets’ in his
heart as he rode the grey mustang by -
a solitary trail into the barren depths
of the Mal Pais. d .

THE EXND.

{The Rio Kid has escaped the Fexas
Rangers for the time being, but they are
hot on his trail. And din next week’s
gripping yarn, “CORNERING THE
KID! ke firds kimself surrounded:
Don't miss this story, boys/)



