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THE FIRST CHAPTER,

i g Hunted Down !

L VHE spattering -of shots from the
—r ?rune_ startled the Rio Kid
;> from his siesta. The boy outlaw
.4 v = of the Rio Grande lay deepin
io‘rm; resting lazily in the heat of the
‘Texan day. ~ Overh the tangled
boughs of the chaparral shut off the
blaze “of : the- sun- that burned with
hoslca.l heat on the open prairie. The
Kid lay at ease in the ferns, his head
resting on his saddle. Near at hand the
grey musun?ﬁ cropped the herbage.

x Save for the quiet crop, crop of the
horse, and the chirrup of a cicada in
the thicket, all was silent and atill in
the drowsy heat of midday. -

+3The Kid. had been thinking, half-
dreaming, of old days on the uble-
Bar Ranch: old days™ when he had
ridden . with the uble-Bar bunch
before  he had been outlawed and a
price put on his head. But as that
sudden spattering of shots broke the
drowsy silence, the mustang raised his

head from the gras and laid back his

ears—and the Rio Kid leaped to his

feet, his hand grasping & gun.
;Thud, thud, thud!

. ¥Faint from afar, then closer and
louder came the hoof-strokes of & gallop-

ing horse, - .

< 8hucks!” murmured the Kid, as he
i lpdtfned.th :’I guess tho gzloq:‘ _th.t’_:
b 41 a . sure
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; e. Rio Kid had cam on the edge
of the chaparral. A dozen steps, agd
he. was looking. out .over: the open
prairie that streiched from the dusky
wood, mile on mile, towards the distant
Rio Pecos.  Keeping in cover. of the

afgp,u,;;tangl,ed with masses of pendant
_8paniard’s beard,~the” Kid ;looked ou
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- chaparral.
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over the sunlit plain, wondering who
was riding so hard in the blaze of the
sun. : -
A horseman was spurring towards the
chaparral. -His broncho, thick with
dust, osked with aweat, was on the point
of exhaustion—only the savage urging
of whip and spur drove him on.- The
Kid’s brows contracted as he looked.
To save his life, the Kid would never
have driven an exhausted horse so
mercilossly. - : ’

But it was to save his life that the
horseman was spurring. Over a grassy
fold of the prairie behind three Stetson
hats were bobbing. Three riders were
on the track of the fugitive, and gain-
ing on him at every leap of their horses,
in spite of his savage spurring and
lashing whip. . .

The Rio Kid looked on grimly.

The fugitive had lost his hat in his
wild flight. The blazin%sun beat down
on his face and tousled head. The Kid
knew that dark, black-bearded face, the
mouth that wag like @ gash, the hard,
nnlgo eyes set close together.

“¥Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith!” mur-
mured the Kid. “Shucks! ] guess
them jaspers yonder will be raking ia
that five hundred. Sure thing{* ;

The fleeing broncho staggered, and
seemed about to fall. "A savage band on
the rein steadied him, and he panted on
towards the chaparral. Bang, bans.
bangl came. from the riders behind.
They were in full sight now, firing on
the fugitive as they rode him down.

The Kid made no movement.

. Five-Hundred-Dollsr 8mith was mak-
ing & desperate effort to reach the
) Closs as his pursuers_were,
he had s chance of escape once in the
tanﬁled woods and thickets, - But he

d never reach it—the Kid could see
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A hunted man will .lwayl find a friend in the Rco Kid. But let him
try to Jouug-‘crou this young Boy outlaw, and there s troulzle.

see the over-strained broncho pitch over

in the I{r&u. .

The Kid's look was dubious. For a
hunted man he could feel aympathy;
he had been hunted himself, and had
known what it was to ride for his life
with .deadly foes spurring on his trail.
But he had little feeling or the desper-
ate bandit who was fleeing from the
Sheriff of Plug Hat and his men.

All along the border Rube Smith was
known for his desperate d n-
man, a-rustler, a cow-thief, a ruthless
killer, with a reward of five hundred
dollars on hiy head. Every cowman in
Texas would have been glad to see
Rube Smith swung up to the branch of
a cottonwood, and the Rio Kid would
not have been sorry. _

Crash !

Within a dozen yards of the spot
where the Kid stood, screened by hang-
ing llianas, on the edge of the
chaparral, the over-driven mustang
crashed suddenly to the earth.

The rider fell heavily.

The Kid saw him sirive to rise, and
sink back egain, helplessly. One leg
was pinned under the fallen horse.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith lay at the
mercy of his pursuers. There was a
shout of triumph as the Plug Hat men

rode on to secure him.
Then the Kid woke suddenly to
action. ¢

“Bad man’’ the outlaw was—the
most lawless and desperate border
ruffian in!'l‘exu. thBui; ‘:‘ Kuéi feltr.;
stirring of sym as the ruffian
at thogmerc'; &3 hx’a foes. He would
not see him taken.

From the green of the chaparral came
» sudden blaze of firing as the Kid's
wulllnut-b%md .gs.'l rlosred. i .

ang, bang, ban IR N
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few yards shead of his men, gave a
yell as the Stetson spun from his head.
His followers reined in_their horsey as
the lead whizzed by their ears.

Bang, bang! |

For a second the three riders stared
at the grecu wall of the chaparral, with
the whizzing lead buuzing round their
beads; and then they wheeled their
horses and rode madly back the way
they had come. Plying whip and spur,
they dashed away over the prairie, rid-
ing for their lives.

The Kid grinned as he threw lead
after them. .

The bullets went close, grazing here
an arm, thero a shoulder or an ear.
The Rio Kid could place his lead where
ho liked. Not one of the sheriff's men
was hit; but every one of the three
ﬁgured that he had had the closest call
oof his lifc as he rode frantically out of
range of the hidden marksman. .

They vanished across the grassy plain,
nothing doubting that the fleeing bandit
had them into an ambush from
which they had narrowly escaped. )

The Kid, his smoking guns in his
hand, stepped out of the trces and
advanced towards the fallen bandit.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith had given
up his efforts to drag his pinned leg
loote. The horse did not stir. It was
death-stricken as it fell, and it lay, an
inert mass, its weight " pinning the
bandit’s limb, crushing it into the earth,
Lying on his side, raised .on an elbow,
the bandit dragged & six-gun_from his
belt, his eyes glaring over the barrcl
at the Rio Kid as he came out of the
chaparral,

“Drop it, feller!” ordered the Kid.
“VYou pesky jay, don’t you savvy that
T've jest saved your nock—though it
sure wasn’t worth saving! Drop it,
hombre.”

The Kid's gun looked full in the face
of the panting bandit.

“The Rio Kid!” breathed Rube
Smith. .

“Sure [”

The bandil’s savage eyes glared at
him over the six-gun. But he knew—
none better—that the - Rio Kid’'s aim
never failed. A glitter came into the
Kid’s eyes.

“Drop it, you-durned coyote—*

The six-gun sagged into the grass.

“I guess it’s your say-so, Kid,” said
Five-Hundred-Dolldr Smith hoareely;
and he dropped the gun. -

“You’ve said it,” agreed the Rio Kid.

Ho picked up thé bandit’s rovolver
and, with a swing of his arm, tossed it
away over the tree-tops into the
chaparral, :

THE S8ECOND CHAPTER.
s in Camp !

HE wattled jacal was built in the
heart of the chaparral, by a
little stream that flowed and
rippled amid tangled mesquite

and pecan and post-oak. It was a
flimsy hut, but shelter enough for the
Rio Kid. In these days the Kid was
lying low.

Since the Kid had returned to his own
country from Mexico foes had been
hard on his trail. He had been cornered
in the Mal Pais, and only his luck had
eaved him from the Texas Rangers. He
was many a long mile now from the Mal
Pais, and in tho dense chaparrals of
the Pecos valley his encmnies were not
likely to trail him down.

Still, the Kid was very wary, and for
the time he was not anxious to draw
attention to himself. The encounter
with the sherifi’s men from Plug Hat
was not pleasing to him for that reason.

Whether they had scen him or not,

a2 he fired on them from the chaparral,
ho did not know, but if they had they
would spread the news that the boy out-
law of the Rio Grande was on hand..
The Kid_ called himsclf a gink for
having chipped in to save Five-Hundred-
Dollar Smith from a well-deserved fate.

And he had the gunman on his hands
now. Without & bhorse, . with his
leg hurt, and dissrmed—the Kid had
scen to that—the gunman was helpless.

The Kid had brought him to the jacal

where he camped, and the bandit lay

now on a pile of skine in the little hut,

Night brooded over the chaparral.

It was denscly dark, hardiy a gleam
of starlight penctrating the tangled
vegetation. Outside the doorway of the
jacal a low camp-firo burned on which

the K,id had cooked his supper—and his -with a faint groan.

guest’s. - .

Littlo as he liked Rubo Smith, and
though he called himself a gink for
having saved him, the Kid's hospitality
was boundless. The hunted man was
welcome to a share in the shelter of the
Jacal and to a share of the Kid's
vender.

The Kid would be

1 glad enough to aee
the last of him, and-while he stayed
he could not trust him an inch, but he
was welcome to stay if he liked. Ho
was & hunted man, hunted for his life,’
and that was cnough for the Kid. i

“Grub, feller!” called out the Kid
cheerily, when the flap-jacks and bacon
and beane were ready.

Five-Hundred-Dollar  8mith crawled -
from the bed of skins.

His leg had been hurt where it had
been pinned under the dead broncho;
but the Kid had examined it and found
that no bones were broken. It seemed
to the Kid that the bandit was making
much of a slight injury, though Rube
Smith, strong and savage and desperate,
was hardly the man to play the invalid,

Ho sat on one sido of the little fire,
and ate his supper with voracious appe-
tite. ~While he ate he stared at the
Kr‘d in the ruddy gleam of the fire.

‘You figure it's safe to light a fire
hyer, Kid1” he asked.

“Sure! It won’t be scen from the

{ains,” answered the Kid. “I reckon

'l .stamp it out, '.'though, afore I turn

into my blankets.

“I guess I ncver reckoned I'd meet up
with you, Kid,” said the bandit. “Last
I heard of you, they had you cinched
in tho Mal Pais, down by the Rio
Grande.” .

The Kid grinncd. .
. “I guess they never got away with
it,” he answered. “But I allow it was a
close eall.”

“Lucky for mo' you was around
here,” said Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith.
“Them guys had me dead to rights
when you horned in.”

“They sure had.”

“1 guess I'm powerful obliged, Kid,”
said Rube Smith, his shifty eyes on the
handsome, sunburnt face across the fire.
“But what’s tho big idea in taking my
hardware off me, feller?”

“You’re sure safer without it,” said
the Kid. *You might get a hunch to
pull a gun if you had onc, and that
would mean sudden death for you,
feller.”

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith laughed
uneasily. :

“] guess I wouldn’t pull a gun on
yon, Kid, arter you saved me,” he taid.
“You can sure trust me for that.”

The Kid smiled. and made no reply.
He trusted Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith
about as much as he trusted a rattlo-
snake. :

“Well, I reckon I don’t want a gun
while I'm _camping here,”. sajd Rube
Smith. “You're sure a white man, Kid,

’
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to stand by a guy uxe th Say, what'
you doing in this country?? . .-

“Lying doggo,” the Kid-¢ nswered
bricfly. . *“There’s a lot of guys want to
meet up with me, bad, but I ain't
honing to see them.:. What you been
doing on the Pooos' feller?”

:. Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith did not
answer that question. He ate bacon and
beans in silence, -+ - - - ’

His supper finished, he balf-roso, and
sank back again with a faint guip. |

“My .leg's suro bad!™ Le said.
“Alebbe you'll .givo me a hand back
into the shebang, Kid.” .
- “Surel” - - :

-The Kid helped the ruffian back into
the jacal
Smith sank down on the bed: of skins

o Kid, in the ehadows of the hut,
looked at him curiously. "Again it was
borne-in upon his min ,
was making much of his injury, more
than the hurt to his leg warranted. .

The -man's record- was \a black one,
and the Kid knew that he twas none too
good for any treachery.-. He.was un-
mounted now, and for.the. sake of the
Kid's horse he-would have been capable
of repaying the boy cutlaw’s servico with
a let . ugh the head.r.Tho Kid
was quite aware of it.«.to. . TN I
He wondered.-whether it waa the
bandit's ismo to give him an Impression
of being belpless in order to make some
attempt_on_him . while +he - slept that
vight. Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith was
none too good for it, and & stone or &
billet of wood might have sufficed for
dealing with a sleceping man. , .. .

The Kid smiled at the-thought.- He
slept like a weasel, and .if the bandit
had any idea of taking him by surprise
when he was in his -blankets he was
likely to meet with a surprise himsclf.

“You all right now, feller?” asked
the Kid. . - N .

“J guess so. You turning in?”

“I reckon I'll let you have the she-
bang,” said the Kid. “I'm taking my
blankets into the chaparrai.” .

“You sure don’t trust s guy, Kid.”

“Not a whole heap!” said the Kid
coolly, and picking. up his blankets
and slicker, he left ¢he jacal.

" Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith's eyes
gleamed after him in the gloom. .

The Kid laid down in his blankets in
the thickets, by the side of his mustang.

But he did not sleep. .

The camp-fre died out, and all was
dark, save here and there where & gleam
of starlight came through the tangled
branches. N .

Night, full of the strange, eerie
sounds of the chaparral, lay like a dark
cloak round the um& of the Rio Kid.

He had lain by the mustang more
than an hour, when there was a faint
eound from tho jacal close at hand.

The Kid smiled in the darkness.

His hand was on the walnut butt of
a six-gun. Ho had given the fugitive
bandit help and shelter, and if Five-
Hundred-Dollar Smith was meditating
treachery the Kid was prepared to give
him hot lead, with no more compunction
then if he had been a prowling wolf.

Lying silent in the thicket the Kid
fistened. He heard the bandit leave the
jacal, and there was no sound of the
dragging of an injured lo‘:g‘.)c He smiled
again. His judgment had been correct;
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith’s leg was
bruised, but it was not disabled. He
was moving easily and freely enough
no'j[‘vi, Kid ped, his _si n hard

e Kid gripped. bhis six-gu -

He fully !'cxpcctod te defect the ruffian
steuling,:lowards. {un; in _the darkness

i rderous intent. - T
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and Five-Hundred-Dollar

that.the bandit -
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But to his surprise there was no sound
of the bandit’s uprronch. For some
minutes there was eilence—he knew that
the ruffian was listening. Then there
were faint sounds receding, and the Kid
rcalised that Rubo Smith was leaving
the camp. . 3

* The Kid whistled under his breath.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith, with in-
finite caution, was stealing away into
the chaparral.

hy? Thera was no reason why he
should not have left the Kid openly, at
axéy moment he liked. Why had he
sflected to be disabled, and why wae he
stﬂ.h%g sway softly in the darkness?
The Kid reflected on that problem for
s few moments. What it meant he did
not know—except that it was more than
'hk:ly that it meant treachery of some
sort, § G
The Kid quietly leaving his blankets
moved silently through the thickets;

.,

and & Five-Hundred-Dollar _Smith
-picked his slow and cautious wa
through the gloom of the chaparrﬁ

there was one that followed behind him, .

unseen, unh like s flitting phan-

3

- tom jn the shadows of the night.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
B e Bisck Treachery

¢ 0U, Rubei” -

" "‘I{ guess 50, Jake egalumiers.“

. “ oulre ‘Bon ‘h‘ll

4 A “You be:: waiting 1”

- “Bince sundown |” growled the rough-
rded man who léeaned on the trunk

of the cottonwood, deep in shadow, the

glow of his cigar indicating where he

stood  to the eyes of the bandit who

came creeping from the thickets,
Five-Hundred-Dollar S8mith stopped

under the shadowy branches of the tall

cottonwood, half a mile from the jacal

where the Rio Kid's camp lay. Jake

: ;.w‘l‘uied at him in the gloom.

been waiting' since sundown,” he
repeated. “I reckon I'd bave hit the
*trail mighty soon, Rube.: You allowed
5:“’;3"& here to meet up with me at
) 4 -
+“I guess it was & chance whether I
met up with you at all,”” growled the
bandit. “The sheriff of Plug Hat got
:lriae!:' of me, and I had to ride for my

0. . . .
-, Jake whistled. )

“I guess .thaﬁd have cinched me,”
.went on Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith,
“but the Rio Kid horned. in—>

“The Rio Kid?”  ejaculated ‘Jake
Snlmderg‘. : .
' *X reckoned ho was down in the Mal
Pa“ts-the Rangers was arter him.”

“Well, he’s here, and he horned in,
and thtew lead at the Plug Hat guys,
?‘nd I got away,” said Rube Smith.
" He’s fixed up. in a jacal in the chap-
arral,’ lying doggo. * He allows that
there agn’t.ths : h:unoo dofd ?lny stzloot
roping in the san: ollars that's
offered for him.* :
: “Gee!” muttered the other.
~ .“That’s why I kept you waiting,”
went on the dit. - “1 -didn’t Hgure

on letting the Kid know I had a pard

meeling up with me here.”
o sin’t wise to it?” .

Not by long chalks, he sin’t! I've
foft " in his blankets, and I guess he
won t open his eyes till sun-up.”
l;e ’Ho.ﬁe:l spry g::loot, that Kid.f

you ng away——"
. “He didnt I grinned Five Hundred-
Dollar  Smith.

wasn’s safe.too near, me in the dark.
Ho' sure was right; I've an old
yrouch. dgin Mm,i and if-he'd left me.a
pun— 2k e :
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It back.

Ho took bis blanketss I'll
out into the chaparral; he reckoned he down.

He gritted his teeth.

“What's the game, then?” asked the
other. “I can sure fix you up with
a gun; but you don’t want to go to gun-

- play with the Kid." He’s a bad man
“to crowd.”

“X ain’t crowding him, I guess.” The
bandit paused & moment. “That Kid's
worth a thousand dollars, Jake. I
suro can’t walk into Plug Hat or any
-other cow-town and tell them where to
cinch him. I reckon it would be shoot-
ing on sight if 1 did.”

ake chuckled.

“It sure would,” he assented. *“I
guess they’d rather have you than the
Kid, Rube.” .

“That’s so. But they ain’t wise to
you, Jake—no guy in this section knows
that you work with me. You can walk
into any cow-town on the Pecos; you
wouldn’t be much use to my outfit if
you couldn't, All they know of you is
that you’re a puncher on the Sunset
Ranch They ain't wise to it that
you're in with mly bunch—-""

“If they was, 1 guess I shouldn’t be
here chewing the rag with you,”
grinned Jake. “I should sure be strung
up on a limb.”

“You get me?” muttored Five.-Hun-
dred-Dollar Smith. “You hustle into
Plug Hat, and put the sheriff wise that
you know where to lay hands on the
Rio Kid. He sure will jump at the
chance of roping in that pesky fire
bug. _Bring the sherif and his men
around hyer at dawn, and they’ll have
the Kid jest where they want him.
They can surround his camp and close
in on him, and he won’t have a dog’s
clfance of getting clear, like he did in
the Mal Pais. You get me?”

“Sure {*

“It's a thousand dollars,” muttered
the bandit. ‘““You rope in the dollars,
Jake—easy as falling off a log. We
divide afterwards.” .

o a sure thing,” said Jake, .

“It’s jest pie,” said Five-Hundred-
Dollar 8mith hoarsely. *The Kid ain't
got & suspicion. He 't trust me
any, but he ain’t wise to it that I've
got a pard here—and a pard that can
show up in any cow-town without being

nown as one of my outfit. It's jest
pie.”

“Yon've said it!™ agreed Jake.
There was an_ eager muttering of
voices as the bandit gave his eonfedeemte
the- description of fbo spot where the
jacal was built by the little stream.

“X guess I know the place,” said Jako
Saunders. “I been all through this
chaparral. I reckon I could find it
with my oyes shut now you've put mo
wise. You sure the Kid will bo theret”

“It’s a cinch! He won’t miss me till
dawn-—and then, if he does, how’s he
to get wise to this racket? He knows

N daren’t show up in any town in Texas,
He don’t know about you.”

“You ain’t going k?”

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith chuckled
hoarsely.

“Not by a jugful! I reckon the Kid
might get suspicious when the Plug Hat
guys ocome around, and he might let me
have the first bullet, And I sure don't
want the Plug Hal galoots to find me
along with the Kid—tbey’d be powerful

pleased to string me up on the same -

nch, I reckon. Nope~—I ain’t goin,
You hit for Plug Hat now? jes%
as fast as your cayuse can raise the
dust, and you'll get the sheriff by dawn.
seeo _you agin to-morrow at sun-
1 guess I can camp here safe;
it’s more'n half a mile from the Kid's
camp, and they’ll come to it from the
other way, with you guiding them.”
" r“Bure!” awented Jake. .° ok
-#Lend me a six-gun, and beat it.”
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A fow minutes later there waa the
sound of a horse pushing through the
thickets, followed by the ringing of dis-
tant hoofs when Jake Saunders reached
the open plain and galloped for the cow-
town.

Five-Hundred-Dollar  Smith  stood
under the cottonwood, smoking a cigar-
ctte, and holding in his hand the six-
gun Saunders had given him. His grip
was hard on the butt of the Colt, and
a savage light burned in his eyes. His
thoughts were of the Rio Kid, and tho
temptation was on him to return to the
jacal, now that ho had a weapon in his

and, and give the boy outlaw “his.”
His grouch against the Kid was an
ancient one, and the Kid saving his life
had _made no diiference to it.

“Dead or alive |” muttered the bandit
aloud. “They want him dead or alive—-
and I guess Jake would cinch the
reward if they found him dead. And
thef'd be surer of finding himn—with &
bullet through his heart, dog-gone him !
I've sure aiunch to g2 back—-"

But the bandit shook his head.” No
doubt the Rio Kid would be securely
roj in when the jacal was surrounded
by the sheriff of Plug Hat and a score
of determined men. But gun-play,
single-handed, was another matter. °

ive-Hundred-Dollar Smith shook his
head, and thrust the six-gun into his
belt. With such black treachery afoot,
it was not healthy to return to the Rio
Kid’s camp, Safer to camp where he
was, skulking in biding t1ll the boy
outlaw was a prisoner in hands that
were not likeg‘ to loosen bim once they
had fastened their grip on him, It was
an easy thousand dollars, the bandit re-
flected.

Something that stirred io the shadows
made the bandit start and drogr}l\lil band
again to the gun -he had thrust into
his belt. . But before he could draw
it a rim of steel was pressing against
his neck, and & soft, pleasant voice

said in his ear: .
“Forgut it, feller! You draw that
gun and you're a dead coyote!"”

The heart of the bandit missed a beat

as he heard the voice of the Rio Kid.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

In His Own Snare |
HE Rio Kiq smiled pleasantly in
the shadows of e cotton-
wood branches at the startled,
scared face of Five-Hundred-
Dollar 8mith.

The bandit eyed him desperately.
The Kid, whom he had deemed slecp-
ing in his camp half a mile away, was

there. The Kid had trailed him when
ll:u left the jacal. How much did he
now? :

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith’s fingers
closed convulsively on the butt of the
six-gun. But it was death to draw it,
and he did not venture, The Kid, with
his left hand, relieved him of the gun
and it away in the darkness. His
face was still smiling, but it was & grim
and deadly smile.
“You—you trailed me?” muttered
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith hoarsely.

“You've said it.”

The Kid laughed softly.

“I allowed you was a pizen coyote,
Rube 8mith! 1 sure reckoned I was
some gink to get you away from the
sheriff of Plug Hat. Say, you're going
to tako a litile pasear with me. e'ro
going back to camp.”

“Why1” hissed Five-Hundred-Dollar
Smith, between his teeth.

“I sure ain't so tired of your com-
pany, feller, as you are of mine,” smiled
the Kid. “I reckon I'll take a cinch on
your paws before we start, and, if yom



raise any .objeo
tions, Rube, ou
-want to remember

that this sixgun o

is mighty likel‘y to

go off sudden!” .
The ruffian stood

sti]l while the Kid

grasp

a lon
rope,

THE KIiD'S PRISONER ! With
on the bandit's
shoulder, the Kid drove him in-
to the wattled hut. Thers, with
th cut from bhis traill-

fast ¢
tied his hands be- - + too
hind his back. In
the &loom he could
see the smile on the
Kid’s face, and the
boy outlaw’s tone
was pleasantly
mocking. But the
fear of death was in
the heart of the
bandit who had
sopfht to eell the
Kid to his enemies
in return for the
saving of his life.
“Taking the ruffian
bg one bound arm,
the Kidled him away
through the chap-
arral, in the direc
tion of the jacal.
Five - Hundred-
Dollar Smith stum-
bled on by his side.
“Your laig’s sure
a whole lot better'n
it was,” said the
Kid, with gentle
sarcasm. “Say,
you was sure fool-
ing me, Rube! But
I guess I wasn't
quite so fooled as
you allowed!”
The bandit
panted.
. “You're wise to
it, Kid—~1I know
that. You heard
me chewing the rag
with Jake

Saunders1”, : .
“Every word,” drawled the Kid.
“You r fish! I wasn’t six feet from

you all the time!”

“Then you know~—"

I guess you ain’t got a lot more to
tell me,” admitted the Kid.

“Dog-gone you!” hissed Rube Smith.
“What are you taking me back to your
camp for?! If you're going to drill me,
you gol-darned cuss—-"'

“Who'’s going to drill you?” said the
Kid, in a tone of mild surprise. *“This
infant sure ain't?”

“You ain’t?” breathed Five-Hundred-
Dollar Smith. - :

“8ure not.”

“Then what’s your game!”

“I gucss yow'll be wise to that,

ronto.”

The Kid led his prisoner on by tangled
paths. Five - Hundred - Dollar Smith
tramped and stumbled by his side,
powerless in his hands, savagely surmis.
ing what his fate was to be. As soon
as he knew that the Kid was wise to
his treachery, he had expected to bo
shot out of hand. But the Kid did not
intend to use his gun. What, then, did
he intend?

.. The Kid did not choose to explain. In
silence, he led the bandit through the
gloomy chaparral, and they reached
the jacal by the little stream. Thero
was a stirring in the thicket, and Side-
Kicker looked out at his master. The
Kid paused to pat the glossy neck of his
mustang,

“1 guess we'll bo hittin’ the trail
mighty soon, old hoss,” said the Kid.

You, Rube Smith, you hump it into
the shebang.”

e bound the outlaw's feet
ther. 06 Chapt
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Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith stopped,
and faced the Kid with a desperate
light in his eyes.

“Look here, Kid!” R

“Get into the shebang, I'm telling
you.”

“You dog-goned ouss!” .

“I guess I ain’t got a whole lot of
time to chew the rag with you, Rube
Smith,” said the Kid amiably. “I got
to hit the horizon afore the eheriff of
Plug Hat borns in with his posse. You
get inside.” -

With a grasp on the bandit’s shoulder,
the Kid drove him into the wattled hut.
There, with a length cut from his trails
ropﬁ, he bound the outlaw's feet fast to-
ether.

& Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith lay on the
earth, staring up at the Rio Kid with
eyes that scintillated like a snake’s.

The Kid bent over him and examined
his bonds carefully, and rose, as if satis-
fied. Then, from the doorway of the
jacal, the Kid looked up at the stars
thmuﬁh an opening of the tangled
branches,

“Two hours to dawn,” he remarked.
“I guess I ain’t got & whole lot of time.
But Side-Kicker can sure cover a lot
of ground in two hours. The sheriff of
Plug Hat is going to be some disap-
pointed when he horns in here with
your pard, feller. You give him the
Rio Kid’'s respects, and tell him he's
welcome to follow on my trail if he
likes, if he’s longing for Plug Hat to
get a new sheriff. You get me?”

Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith panted.

He understood now.

As the Kid stepped out of the jacal,
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a torrent of savage oatha from  the
bandit followed him. :

He glanced back, amused.

“You surq can cuss some, Rube,” he
said. “8ay! Ain’t you honing to enjoy
that little surprise party you fixed up
for me? Gee-whiz! I guess I'll tell the
world you can cuss gome! - This here -
talk ain't for Side-Kicker to hear,
it sure ain’t! I'm hitting the trail, and
if cussing makes you feel better, feller,
you can_sure cuss all you wantj? .

The Kid saddled and packed his
mustang, and led S8ide-Kicker away
through the chaparral. The brushing
and rustling died in the distance; and
Five-Hundred-Dollar 8mith, breathing
curses, struggled with his ropes in the
jacal. KFar away on the edge of the
chaparral the Rio Kid mounted the
grey mustang and rode away under the
stars that were paling at the approach
of dawn.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

“The Sherifi's Prisoner! .
“ OT a word, you guys,” breathed
N Long Bill Haines, sheriff of

Plug Hat. . . N

Dawn was glimmering in
the chaparral by the banks of the Rio
Pecos. A faint light spread amid
tangled branches and dusky bushes;
faint, but enough to light the Plug Hat
men on their way. Ten armed men,
guns in hand, were with Long Bill
Haines, closing in on the camp of the
Rio Kid. With them -came Jake
Saunders, the puncher who worked in
TuE PoruLar.—No. 556, «
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% ahoots ™ with “Five-Hundred-Dollar
Smith as_the bandit’s spy on the
ranches. Silent, grim, determined, the
men of Plug Hat closed in round the-
jacal by the littlo stream, ¥

Glad enough had Long.Bill been to
leave his be: all u
the news that the Rio Kid was at hand.
The previous day, Five-Hundred-Dollar
Smith had-escaped him; but the boy out-
law of the Rio Grande was a more
valuable prize. . . . T

Every man in the sherifi’s outfit was
keen and eager to get a cinch on the
outlaw puncher, who had so long defied
all the sheriffs in. Texas, and  whose
escape from the Mal Pais, where the
rangers had had him corncred, was the
talk of évery cow-town and camp along
the Peros and the Rio Grando. .

“Not a word!” breathed tho sheriff.

. And, " in deep - silence, thecy trod
cautiously on.~ .

The Kid might be sleeping; but the
Rio Kjd was well known to l‘eep ‘with
one ‘eyc open. EI:? ‘instant the men
of Plug Hat expec to hear the crack
of a six-gun, telling them that the boy
outlaw was wise to their coming. And
they .knew well that if they heard the
crack of the Kid’s ﬁn there would be
one of the bunch who would never ride
back to town., . - . .

But there was no stirring, no sound
of alarm, as they crept through the
thickets, searching every inch of und
as they advanced, in the rising hight of
dawn, and at last reached the lonely
jacal by the stream. -

« The’ little wattled building was sur-
rounded, ' and before the doorway the
sheriff paused. From within, he heard
the sound of s movement—the man he
sought was there., .

and call up his posse on °

Jake Saunders had told him that the
Kid was camping in his blankets outside
the hut; but he had not been found out-
side, and within tho jacal something
stirred. The chill of night had driven
_him into the shelter of the hut, no doubt.
.Long Bill Haines paused, gasping his
six-gun. No shot came from the jacal,
and it looked as if the Kid still slept,
with his foes closing in to seize him.

With a gesture to his men to follow,
the sheriff strode into the jacal, gun
raised, finger on trigger. ’

. *“Put ’em up, Xid!” he rapped.

It was deeply dusky inside the jacal.
In sheer amazement the sheriff of Plug
Hat starcd at a figuro on the floor—a
figure that wrenched madly at ropes that
bound his limbs. Even in the dim light
he ‘could sco that tha. rough-bearded
ruffian was not the handsome Kid.

A swift glance showéd that there was
no one else in the jacal. . . |

“Hyer, you, Jake Saunders!” ex-
claimed tho sheriff. **“ What you giving
me? This here galoot ain’t the Kid.”"

Jako Saunders stared into the jacal.

What he saw made his jaw drop in
surprise and alarm. For an instant he
stared, dumbfounded, at the bound
figure on tho earth. : Then he backed
away, plunged _into the thickets, and
disappeared. Five-Hundred-Dollar
Smith was taken, he was more likely
than not to betray an associate.
. *I guess I don’t get on to this!”
growled the sheriff of Plug Hat. * This
hyer galoot ain’t the Kid—and he’s sure
tied up like an ornery steer. Get him
into the light.” 3 .

Two or three pairs of hands grasped
the bound man, and rolled him out. of
the jacal into the clearer light outside.

Then the sheriff of Plug Hat gave a
roar.

“Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith!”

A panting curse answered him. Five-
Hundred-Dollar Smith, sweating, ex-
hausted from his long and unavailing
struggle with the ropes, lay and panted,
and glared at the posse from Plug Hat.
They gathered round him in amazement.
Long Bill Haines stared at him blankly.

“Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith!” he ro-
peated. “The dog-goned firebug that
got away from us yesterday! I should
smile! That galoot Saunders allowed
we'd cinch the Kid here; but the Kid
sure ain't around. But I guess we ain’t
had our traublo for nothing! Gee!”

The sheriff and his men rode out of
the chaparral without the prize they
had come to seek. But they rode in a
mood of considerable satisfaction, with
Five-Hundred-Dollar Smith bound to a
broncho in their midst. . ‘

If they had missed the boy outlaw cf
the Rio Grande, they had roped in the
most dnngerqius bandit in the Peoos
country, and they had reason to rejoice
in their success. .

They rode back to Plug Hat with
Fivo-Hundred-Dollar Smith a prisoner;
but where the Rio Kid was they did not
know, and never know. Far away over
the grassy prairie the grey mustang was
galloping, and the Rio Kid, free as the
wind that blew in his careless face, still
snapped his fingers at his foes.

THE END.

(Look out for another powerful long .
tale of the Rio Kid in next week's issue,
entitled: “THE PUNCHER OF BLUK
BIRD RANCH I')

IN THE HANDS OF THE
.SHEIK!

(Oén@inﬁej from page 1.

“There are other ways.”” -

“Ha!® _The .Spahi .looked up,
caught Johnny I's. glance, as the
junior looked -down over the parapet.
“Vous etes la!. But I wait for the door

and

“to be opened, mes enfants.” v
He laughed mockingly. "
Scound .and . blackguard as the

Spahi was, there seemed nothing like

fear in him, . )
- “Y bave found you,” he went on, in

the same- mocking tone. . *Peste! I-°
came to hunt for. e in the hills,
and I have found sheep. Ha, hal”

The juniors understood then.

Wharton whispered to his comrades,
wl}ile the-Spahj’s mocking laugh rang

oOW.n. . .- _

“We've got to get him—without a
shot, if possible!” .

“But how1* )

“Keep him in talk, if you can.”
Wharton held up a long camel-rope he
had brought up to the roof. . “You
come with me, Bob. You others stay
here. Keep bim in talk if you can, but
if he tries to mount his horse, shoot him
dead” ,. 3 .

- “Rightt*

Frank Nugent and Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh joined Johnny Bull at the
parapet over the doorway.

Wharton and Bob Cherry crossed t
flat rcof ‘t?- t:m el:lack. I"Iihu endhofﬂthe
rope was fasten uickly to the flag-
stafl that stood on tl?e roo¥ i e
long rodn was let down at the back of
the little sguare building.

-"Silently, but in haste, ihr? Wharton
.swung himself over, and slid down the
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Quietly the Bou Sa.

rope, his riflo on his back. As swiftly,
Cherry followed him. In a very

few minutes they stood on the earth, the

building between them and the Sgnfn

Meanwhile Bou Saoud was calling up
to the three juniors whom he could see
on the roof. -

“ You will not descend and let me in?
Mais, allons, donec! It is inhospitable,
n'estce-pas? 1 welcome you to the
desert, mes amis!” g

“Where is Ibrahim?” asked Nugent,
rather to gein time than in expectation
°t'r;n'§§:i. laughed ag:

# e i laughed again.

“In the camp of Mustaphs, my
father,” he answered. *“Have you
bribed him with a great sum? He
came to us and lied. He told us that

. the five Roumis were dead in the desert,

and that the hyenas had picked their
bones! Ibrahim will pay for deceiv-
ing the sheik.”

e grinned.

At tie same moment Harry Wharton
appeared at the corner-of the build-
ing, and the Spahi started as he saw
him. He threw up his rifle to a level,
aiming at the captain of the Remove.

There was a crash, as Johnny Bull
flung his rifle from the roof. It crashed
on the Spahi’s burnoused head, and Bou
Saoud reeled with a sharp cry. :
In an instant Wharton was rushing

‘upon him,
“Quick, Bob!” panted Wharton..

Bob Cherry,- only &' few seconds
lsnhi‘l:_d _his comrade, rushed on’ the
pahi, - “ o

A savage curse in Arabic broke from
oud, as he struggled in the grasp

of the two juniors,” . k .
His rifle lay on the ground, but there
was o long .Ianife in his girdle, and he

clutched at it, s .
1500 thirep, juniory.om the roof rushed,

frantically down the steps into the
building. They tore open the barred
door and rushed out to join in the fray.

Wharton and Bob Cherry were both
sturdy and_strong, but the - powerful
Arab was like a tiger in their .hands.
Wharton seized his wrist and dragged
his grasp away from the knife, but Bou
Saoud tore it looee again:

It was then that the door of the Bordj
flew open, and Nugent, Bull, and the
nabob rushed out, They hurled them- -
selves on the Spahi.

The knife was gleaming in the air as
they reached him, eiming at Bob
Cherry. Johnny Bull's ieuy‘ fist
reached the Sgoa.hi in time, crashing on
his jaw, and Bou Saoud rolled over on
the earth.

A loud and terrible cry rang out and
awoke the echoes of the hi The
Famous Five, closing in on the sprawl-
ing Arab, paused. His burnous was
drenched with blood, the fierce, dusk
face had gone grey, the savage blac
eyes rolled with fear and agony.
Saoud, the Spahi, had fallen on his own
knife as he rolled over nnder Johnny
Bull’s blow, and the blade was buried
almost to the hilt in his body.

.Bou Saoud was dead!

The blazing lun.rose higher over the
Sahara. A score of yards from the gate
of the lonely Bordj a heap of sand hid

for ever the savage Spahi. the roof,
Harry Wharton & . watched, with
anxious hearts, for Ibrahim.

TBR END.

(*“IN DEADLY PERILI” is the title
of next week's gripping long. complale
story of the adventures of the Famous
Five in the Sahara 'Dem:t.)‘



