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. THE RIO KID~OUTLAW, BECOMES A RANCHER!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Now Boss of the Lazy-Ol
HE little two-horse hack that ran
i from Y’ecos Bend to Packsaddle
* cartied a singlo passenger.
_ Jimny Dace, tho driver, could
have told any galoot who that passenger
wai—or he fignred that he could. He

knew him as Mister Fairfax, the guy who .

had bought the Lazy-O Ranch at Pack-
saddle, and was going to take possession
of his new property. And Jimnmy Dace
would have becn as astonishied as any-
one to learn that the young man n
the hack was more properly named
Carfax, and that he had been known
all through ‘I'exas as the Rio Kid.

_ Tew, if any, would have known the

Rio Kid as he lounged lazily in the
rvickety old hack, bumping ualong the
trail to Packsaddle. Looking at_his
own face in his pocket mirror, the Kid
hardly knew himself. And he reckoned
that Texas shoriffe and Texas rangers
would hardly get wise to him if thoy
#ew him. .

The Kid had changed some.

He still wore the Stotson hat, but
without the band of silver nuggets that
was so widely known. The silver spurs
and the goatskin chaparojos were gone.
he walnut-butted guns no longer
swvung in the low-hung holsters, The
holsters were gone with the guns,
Nobody, looking at *Mistor Fairfax,’”
would have guessed that he was
“heeled” at all. But anyone who had
known the Kid wonld have figured—
correotly—that though his hurdware was
not on view it was within easy reach.

The Xid looked like a prosperouns

ioung rancher—as he was, for the time

eing, at Jcast,
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- wondered

Least of all would anyono
looking for the Rio Kid
have cxpected to find him
afoot, travelling in a stage
hack.” The Kid and the
. grey mustang, Side-Kicker,
were inseparablo. 4nd that was where
the Kid felt the pinch hardest. He
hated parting with his horso, even for
a few days; he hated going afoot, and
ho loathed traveiling on wheels. But he
had marked out the gane he was going
to play, and he was going to play it.
immy Dace, who drovo thoe hack,
was not a rospectful person, as & rule,
but ho ireated his solitary passenger,
on this occasion, with marked rospect.
Tho man who had bought the Lazy-O
was a man deserving of respect, for
mony rcasons. The Lazy-O was the
biggost ranch in the Packsaddle section
of the Pecos country, and its long-
horned herds roamed over scores of
miles of rich grasslands. The Lszy-O
bunch was the toughest bunch in Texas,
and when they rolled into Packsaddle
for a jamboreo law-abiding ecitizens
closed doors and windows and lay low
till the bunch rode out again, And
Jimmy Daccwondered, with deep respect,
at a guy who locked little more than
a bor, and who fancied that he could
handle the Lazy-O bunch. Moreover,
Jimmy respected wealth, and only a
wealthy galoot could have bought the
Lazy-O—lorty thousand dollars, at the
lowest figure, Jimmy reckoned, though
tho Lazy-O had been in the market for
a long fime, and, in {act, for years on
end had been . run by the foreman,
Darvey Baker, without much interfer-
ence from distant proprietors. Jimmy
how Barney Baker would
cotton to this .new boss, who looked
like & kid; and, pnvnte}y, he opined
that in buying the Lazy-O, Mister Fair-
fax had bought troubles. 8
Jimmy could have told Mister Fair-
fax quite & lot about his new property
and its outfit, had ho chosen to tell
tales. He could have told him that

-pocket, as every

- evidently di

Bamey Baker almost openly sold cattle

belonging to the ranch, tho proceeds of
theso sales going into’ Barney's own
grloot in Packsaddle
knew well.. Ho could have warned him
that if he worried Barnoy any, the
Yazy-O property was more likely ta
inicrest his heirs than himself. o
could have put him wise that in Pack.
caddle the law was chicfly the law of
the man quickest on the draw, and that
no sheriff within a hundred miles was3
likely to seek trouble with the Lasy-O
bunch, if he could holg‘ it. e oould,
in fact, have told this handsome young
rapcher that in going to the Lazy-U
ho was most likely going to his own
funeral.

But Jimmy did not tell Mister Fair-
fax 2l those things that he might have
told him. It was no business of his,
Jimmy reckoned, and a stranger who
horned into the Packsaddle ~ecountry
could find things out for himself. More-
over, Jimmy was interested in figuring
how long Mister Fairfax was likely to
live after horning in. No insurance com-
pauny would have taken on Mister Fair-
fax, at any ‘price, on Jimmy Dace’s
estimetion of his probable length of life.

But the goung guy in the hack

nrot know what a thorny
trail he had started on. He tecmed
quite cheery and satisfied. .

That certainly was the case. Except
for parting with Sido-Kicker, the Rio
Kid was quite enjoying his new venture.

Rangers and sheriffs had been hot on
the Kid's track. The boy outlaw of the
Rio Grando had been hunted hard. He
had been cornered in the Mal Pais, and
the sheriff of Plug Hat had almost
cinched him. By llano and sicrra they
had hunted the Rio Kid, and the Kid
reckoned that it was time for him to
disappear altogether. In a safo place
the Kid had tucked away the fortune
ke had won in the Arizona gold-mines
long ago. . Much of it was gone, for
the XKid was careless in such matters;
but much remained—plenty for the boy
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THE “Sure, if I don't like {heir ways.”

Jitumy opencd his mouth aguin—and

A ) closed it. ITe drove on sfowly towards

! ) the two waiting horscinen. 1t was use-

| i . e . fess, he figured, to put this coufident
‘ : . Kid wise, aud he had to take what wes

coming to _him.
THE SECOND- CHAPTER,

ro ‘own & ranch, and be lord and master over s gang of punchers, has always The Kid Msans Business !

secret ambition of t}\e Rio Xid, Boy Qutlaw. At last comes the

been interest from the window of the

outlaw's new venture. And there was
something in this stunt tlral appealed
o tho Kid’'s sense of humour. They
jooked for him in the lono and the
sierra, by mountain and plain they
hunted him, but they were not likely 1o
look for him bossing the biggost ranch
in_tho Packsaddle conntry. .
Ho had discarded bis distinctive
attire, ho had puarted, for a time, with
8ide-Kicker, bo dresszed like a rancher

instead of a puncher; and he sported -

a littlc moustache, which made hin look
both older and difiercnt; and he did
not figure that he was likely to Lo
recognised. And Packsaddle was a far
cry from the Rio Ifrio country, where
ho was best known, And the fact that
it was a Adistrict that sheriffs disliked,
out of regard for their heulth, rccom-
mendad it to the Rio Kid. What was
not hesalthy for sheriffs was likely to
be all tho hoalthier for Lhe boy outlaw
of the Rio Grande. i

So the Kid smiled cheerily as ho sat
in the two-horse hack, butnping over a
trail that was good for horsemen, but

_had never becn made for wheels. Ilo

Jooked out on the Packsaddle: countr
and liked it. Jt wes a rich and well-
watered oountry, abounding in rich
grass, good feed for catile, and little
streams, rolling pluins, fringed by belts
of post-oalkk and pocan, deep coulees,
where the rain_pathered. The Kid
figured that the Packsaddle herds would
not thirst, even if all tho rest of Texas
was dry. And he waos master ol hun-
dreds of acres of this rich ocountry,
which was a [iu'leasant thought to the
boy puncher, who had punched cows on
the Double-Bar, in the Frio country,
and who, like all punchers, had dreamed
of hnvinﬁ a ranch of his own somo dag'.
Now he had it, and he figured that life
was going to be food.

Herds of cattlo dottod the rolling
prairie, through which the stage-trail
ran. Beveral times
some puncher, riding his broncho knee-
deep in grasy, and his hoart warmed to
the sight. This, he told himself with

a grm, was bettor than the Mal Pais
an :

shooting up the rangers.

A slackening of speed, as Jimmy Dace
pulled in his horses, caused the Kid to
put his head out and glance at the
driver,

‘“Say, we ain't hitting Packsaddle
yot ?” he asked.

IINO .ll

.* What are you pulling in for?”
Jimmy Dace gestured with his whip.
*1 guoss there’s two guys ahead who
want to chew the rag with somebody,”
he answered.
- Tho Kid glanced along the trail,
Two horsemen had pulled out from
the plaine, and sat in their saddles
directly in tho way of the  hack.
Punchers, they looked to the Kid,
riders in chaps, with hard-bitten, reck-
less faces—punchers, the Kid figured,
of a tovgh brand.  They touched no
weapon, but thoy %lamly meant to stop
the 9c£:, and the Kid, scenting trouble,
elid his hand down to where the walnut-

the Kid sighted "

ortunity of realising his dream, and the Kid is not slow in taking it.

butted gun had once swung in the
holster.  'I'ien ho pgrinned, as his
hand found nothing hanging Ly tho
well-fitting cord riding-breeches. ™ And
his band slid round to the back of his
belt, to make swre that the gun that
was not in sight was safely there, all
ihe same,

“A hold-up?'’ ho asked.

“Not s0's you'd uotice it,” answered
Jinuny Daca. :

“\What's the gume, then?” asked the
Kid, puzzled.

Jimmy Dace looked down f{rom his
Lox at the haudsome, inquiring face
looking up at him from the window
of the hack. 4n impulse of compassion
stirred  Jimmy’s soumwowhat lcathery
heart. After all, the Kid was only a
kid~a mere boy, playing rancher—and
it was a shame to let him walk with
{:ja eyes shut into what was cowing to
him.

“Mister Faiifax, sir,”’ said Jhnoy,
“them guys belong to the Lagy-0.”

“My vanch t” seid the Kid,

“'1‘he)~'re in the Lazy-O outfit, and I

guess ‘they're  Burney Baker's side-
pardners,” said Jimmy, sinking his
voico to a hoarse whisper, though the

hack was not yet close to the waiting

horsemen. *“‘The one with the cast in

his eyo is Panbandle Pete—"" .
*“Looks tough I’ connnented the Kid.

] The one with the scar on his

{)a.w is the Coyote. I{is name’s Jenson,
ut he's called the Coyote.’”

o ks wean,” said the Xid.

“That's how,” said Jimmy Dace,
“Mister Fairfax, sir, they’ro stopping
this hoarse o see you, sir.”

“Sort of welcomo bomne?’’ drawled
the Kid,

“Not on your life,” said Jimmy
Dace, “Birce, I' fuc,ss them guys is
rough. ’Tain’t my funeral, nohow, but
I hate to seo a tenderfoot mishandlod.”

‘The Kid smiled.

“] ain’t‘exactly s tenderfoot, feller.”

“J guess not,’”’ assented Jimmy., “I
rackon you was raised among cows, You
sure do look it, Mister [airfax, sir.
But—"

“They know at the ranch thut I'in
oommﬁ from Pecon Bend in this hack,”
remarked the Kid, . “Two of the boys
have rode out to meet me. I take that
kindly.”

Jimmy Dace staved at him.

“They've rode out to mcet you, sure
cnough,” he said. * Mister Fnirfux, 1
guess they never told you a wholo heap
abou’t, the Lazy-O when they sold it to
you.” -

“I guess I had cll the particulars,”
said the Kid. “You wont to say it ain't
a good ranch?”

“Best in the Packsaddlo country,”
enswered Jimiy. * But did they tell
you ahout the bunch?”

“They did not,” said the Kid. “But
I guess T'll pull all right with the bunch.
And if I do not, {eller, I gucss a bunch
ca‘x]n_be fired.” B itying look

immy gave him a pitying look.

“You gg\u‘e on fﬁ'ing the Lazy-O
bunch?’ he asked.

TI-IE Rio .Kid gazod with 60l

hack. Jimamy Daco draw it to

a halt at a gesture from the
horseman with a cast in his eyo—Pan-
handle Pete, as he had called him,
Whatever attitude Mister Fairfax mighs
adopt, Jimaruy Dace did not aim at
troublo wilh the men of the Lazy-O.
Jimmy was by nature not a meck galoot
at all; but when he walked in tho
presence of the Lazy-O men he walked
warily. ’

“ Arterpoon,
very civilly.

“You've got a passengect’” asked
Panhandle Pete.

“You'vo said it,"”.

“Name of Fairfax?*

-“Right 1n once.”

“Toll him to hop out.”

Jimmy Dace called down to his pas-
senger.

** Mister Fairfax, air, you want to hop
out and speak to these guys.”

“Guess again,’” drawled the Kid, “IX
ain’t hopping out a whole lot.”

“For the love of Lucy, Mistor Fais-
fax, sir, ‘don't rile ’em!” murmured
Jimny Dace. “T'll tell the warld you're
a good little man, and I'd Late o sco
you quirted or shot up.”

“I1'd suro hate it mfsolf, just a few,"”
said tho Kid checrfully,  *“Tell them
guys I'm their now boss, and I want to
speak to then. Thoy’re to ride up to
the window.”

Jimmy wmade & hopeless gesture.

“8ay, wo're waiting to sce that guy {"
called out tho Coyote.

. “1le’s n-coming,” called buck Jimmy
Dace hastily. “Give the galoot a
chance, you 'uns.” He beut os low as
he could, to give the Kid one last warn-
ing, *“Mister Fuirfex, sir, hop out, and
talk turkey to them guys. {,gueu it
ain't my funeral, and I sure don't want
to rilo the Lazy-O bunch, but I jest pot
to toll you that when theysay hop, o guy
had bettor hop, Did they tell you at Pecos
Bend who bought the Lazy-& last {all?”

“They did not.”

“Did thoy tell you
up on the prairie?”

“Gea!” said the Kid. “They did
not.”’

“J guess they was plumb anxious to
find & buyor for that ranch,”” said
Jimmy. “1 rockon it's beon hanging on
the market a long time, Mister Fairfax,
sir. I guess they didn't tell you all
they could, or you sure wouldn’t have
horned in to buy it. Mister Fairfax,
eir, you talk turkoy to thom guys and
got off safe.”’ :

The Kid smiled.

“Tell them guys to oome up to tho
hack,” he answcred. “It’s their boss
orders them.” .

Jimmy sighed.

.“You 'uns, your boss says you're to
ride up to the hack and talk to him,” he
called out. .

The two punchers stared, exchanged
& glance, and thon grinned. They rode
up to the halted vehicle and stopped
beside it, staring at the handsome,
boyish face that looked out at them.

The Kid gave themn an amiable smile,

Tue Porursr.~No. 558,

fellers!” 2aid Jimmy,

he was found shot
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“You boys belong to the Lazy-0?”’ he
asked.

“Sure !” grunted Panhandlo Pete.

“Then I'n pleased to mest up with
ou,” said the Kid. “You want to
inow that I've bought the ranch—least-
ways, I've paid down on it, and aim to
hand over the rest after I've looked 1t
over. Comes to the same thing. 1 sure
hope we'ro going to pull together fino
at tho Lazy-0."”

“8tep down
Pa‘rnhanilzlge Pete curtly.

(1 2 .

“You hear me, yaup!?” snapped the
puncher, N .
-«] sure ain't doaf,’”’ said the Kid
pleasantly. * But you reem to have got
it wrong, feller. You ain't boss—I'm
boss. Cliew on that a minute, and then
tuke off your hat and say yow'ro sorry.”

Pavhandlo Pete stared at him,

“Gee whizl” he said,

“Some greenhorn, I guess,” remarked
Co;foto Jenson,

“Git down outer thut hearse,
roared Panhandle Pete. )
The Kid whistled softly. v

“1'vo suro heard that Packsaddle is
a tough country,” he remarked. *“Is
that how a cowman talks to his boss in
Packsaddle? I sure reckon that there's
going to be o change on the Lazy-O."

“You hopping down?”

““Not a whole lot.” .

“Then I guess you'll be made,” said
Panhandle Pete. . . .

The Kid looked at him steadily. His
. faco was still cool and smiling, bui

there was. a glint in his eyes.

“That’s your say-s0,” he said. ' You
say the same, you Jenson?” - .

. “Sure!” said the Coyote cmphatic-

ally.

“yTh&t dops it,” said the Kid coolly.
“You're both.fired. You don’t belong
to tho Lazy-O apy more. Go back to
the ranch and toll- Mr, Baker 1've fired

for your monoy.”
said Panhandle DPete
“Plumb loco!” '

He dismounted from his broncho and
wrenched open the door of the hack.
Jimmy Daco sat tight on his box and
cheowed tobacco. He felt no call to inter-
vene. He had warncd tho newcomer,
and ho left it at that. Not that intez-
vention on Jimwmy's part would have
been any use.

“ Now,” said Panhandle Pete, his
bearded, bronzed face fushed with
anger. “You gitting down, Mister
Fairfax, or you want to be handled?”

The Kid gave him a cheery nod.
When it camo_ to trouble he wanted
room; nnd trouble was coming swiftly.
He asscnted.

L, “1E yowre so particular T'll suro get
down,’”” ho said.

“Pronto 1"’ snarled Peto.

The Kid stepped out of the hack,

Both the punchers wero ‘dismounted
now, and they had their quirts in their
hands. Tho Kid realised that he had
bought a surprise-packet in the Lazy-O
ranch. Lawyer Lucas, in Pecos Bend,
had not not told him what to expect in
the Packsaddlo country. DBut the Kid
had no grouch about it. He figured
that he was quite able to take care of
bimself, and ho grinned as he surmised
what these guys would have thought had
they known that Mister Fairfax was
the Rio Kid, tho quickest man on the
draw in all Texes. The Kid never
looked for trouble, but trouble had s
way of haunting his footsteps. And he
had no objection to it when it came.
.- *Well, hyer I am, you 'uus,” said the
Kid cheorily., “If you want to shoot
off your mouths, I guess I can give you
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you[”’

you, end ‘:,Lsk

from that heara§!” said”

a few minutes. Don't forget that you're
fired from the Lazy-0.”

“] guess you ain't the size of man to
fire us, dog-gone you,” growled Pan-
hundle Pete, " We come hyer to put
you wise. The bunch don’t want you
on Lazy-Q. Got that?"’

“] got it,’” ussented the Kid.

“If you like to ride back to Pecos
Bond while you're safe in one piece
I guess I')l rustle you & horse.”

“But 1 guess I've jest come- from
Pecos Bend,” said the Kid, in innocent
surprise, ‘I ain't ,iomg back any.
I'm going to Packsaddic, and to-morrow
I aim to take possession of the Lazy-0."

“You ain't heen in Packsaddle afore,
I guess.” :
“Nix["
1 reckoned not. You don't savvy
this country,” =said Panhandle Peto
grimly. “I reckon you fancy that if

you hit trouble at the ranch the sheriff
will put things through for you.”
“Ain’t that the shoriff's job 7’ asked

_the Kid.

“Sure thing! But you want to find
a shoriff who’s anxious to gect on tho
job in Packsaddle,”” answered the
punchor. “You ask the sheriff at Pocos
Bend to ride out to Lazy-O nnd seo you
through, and I guess he'll tell you to
call again next year.”

“You don't say!” remarked the Kid.

“We don't get a lot of sheriffs here,”
said I’anhandle Pete. “ Barney Baker
runs tho lazy-O, and Barney's good
enough for the bunch. Aud we ain’t
honing to sce any bosz cavorting
around. You get mo?”’

The Kid laughed.

“Y guess you'll sce me cavorting
around,” he said. ** Why, you pink, I've
paid down ten thousand,dollars on that
ranch—the other thirty thousand to be
paid after I've scen i6.”

“I guess you can call it off and savo
the thirty thousand,” said the puncher,

“And you figure that Lawyer Lucas
d me back the ten if I call it
off 7" grinned the Kid.

“ Not in your lifetime,”” chuckled the
Coyote.

“Then I guess I go through with tho
deal,”” drawled the Kid. “Got any
more to say, you guys?’ )

“You hitting it for Pecos Behd ?”

“Not hy a jugful,” ..

“Waal, if you wani to be quirted
Lefore you g0, X guoss I'd as soon quirt
you as not,”” said Panhandle Pete.

The Kid laughed ngain, Ho had
beard ‘that the Lazy-O outfit were .o
tough buoch, but this way of meeling
& now boss wos, he figured, the limit,
It was no wonder that a property like
the Lazy-O had hung long in the
market. ” -7

“You aim to quirt your boss?’ heo
asked. ‘

“Sura—if you don't hit the horizon
pronla.”

“T guoss I've hieard they're tough in
Packsaddle,” said the ¥Xud. “Rut-J

naver heard the like of this. Still, if
yow're honing to handle that quirt, I
1t

guaoss 1you'd better got on with

Panhandlo Pete waited for no more.
Ho mado a rush at the Kid, swinging
up the heavy quirt.

With & swift backward jump the Kid
cluded the slash of the quirt, and before
it could be lilted aznin he leaped for-
ward as swiftly. - .

What scemed like o solid lump of lead
crashed on the jaw of the puncher. [&
was the Kid's fist—and all the Kid’s
weight was behind it. -

Panbandle Pete gave a gurgling gasp
and flcw backwards, and crashed down
in tho treil with a mighty crash.

“Geal” gasped.the Coyote,

ia hand flew to his gun.
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Crack!

How the Colt got into the Kid's hand
seemed like magic to Jimmy Dace,
g:tchmg with distended eyes from his

X,

But it was there, and it was there in
time. And the Kid burned powder
before the Coyote could lift his hand
with the gun in it. '

There was a hoarse. yoll from Coyote
Jenson as the gun flew from his haad
and his right arm dropped to his side.
IHe stood staggering and staring
stupidly at his arm, which hung help-
lossly, ~ strearning with  blood. " And
Jimmy Dace ejnculated, in’ tones of
wonder and awe : -

“QGeel. Carry ma home to die!”’

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
‘The Kid Comaes to Town!
HE Rio Xid stood smiling; tho

‘4 smoking Colt in his hand. Pan-

handls , Pete still sprawled

dazedly in the ¢rail. Coyote
Jenson staggered back to the hack, and
stood leaning on it, his face white, his
legs sagging under him, his brokon arm
hanging at his aside helplessly.

Panhandle Tote staggered up.

He felt his jaw with his hand, as if
to ascertain thap it was still there,

"DOF-gone my “cats}’’ he mutiered
hoarsely. Co

“You want any more, fcllor?” asked
the Kid amiably. .

The puncher grabbed- at a gun,

“Don't{” said the Kid quistly.

‘The walnut-butted Colt was looking
at the Lazy-O puncher, the Kid'a finger
on the trigger, g

“Guess agsain, feller,”” advised tho
Kid. “You touch that gun and you're
a dead guy., Guess again,”

Slowly the puncher’'s hand cama
away from his belt. The Kid's voico
was cool and drawling, his face smiling,
but his eyes glinted like cold steel ovér
the ravolver. Panhandle .Pete knew
ihat he was looking death in the face.

“You—you durned,. dog-goned lobo-
wolf I’ he muttered, his voice husky
with rage. i

“I guess you ain't the first guy that's
woke mo up for a gopher and found he'd
woke up & prairic wolf,” said the Kid.
“Take that gun and drop it in tho
trail.” ' i

Panhandle Tete took the gun from
his belt. He was sorely tempted to lift
it and attempt a pot-shot. But some-
thing in the glinting eyes of the Kid
warned him off. He knew that he
wonld be a dead man before he could
pull the trigger. The gun crashed to
the ground. ‘

“That's better,” sniled the Kid.
“You jump to orders that-a-way, feller,
and I guess I may kecep you on at the
Lazy-Q, after all. I sure ain't anxious
to fire any of the bunch. I guess we'll

ull together as thick as fleas on o
exican dog when we know one anothor
better, You jest got {0 learn to behave
and you'll find ‘me as good a bosy as
a cow-man could want. You got me!?”’

“You Sfgure on going on to the
Lazy-O1" .

“] guess the bunch will be glad to sce ’
you,” muttered tho puncher. "I gucss
we’'ll all be powerful glad to see you,

‘Mistor. Fairfax.”

“That’s sure good to hoar,” said the
Kid. “You toll them at tho Lazy-Q that
I'm coming along to-morrow, and tell
Barney Baker to ride into Packsaddlo
this evening and see me at the hotel
thero, Now don’t shoot off your mouth
any more, You've spilled a hatful
alrcady. Cict on your eayuse and ride,”

Panhandle gave him a look, and gave
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trail,” ) : . .
“TForget it, feller!” said the Kid.
“Don’t I keep on telling you that you
ain't woke up & gopher, but a prairie
wolf, all teeth and claws. You want to
et that sink into your cabeza. Put that
pard of yourn on his bronc and tote him

a longing glance at the gun lying in the

_away. I guess he wants tying up some.”’

2

With & muttored curse, the Lazy-O
uncher turned away. In grim silenco
¢ _helped the wounded man into his
saddle, and tho two rode away together
across the plain.

The Kid restored his gun to its place.

He smiled as ho met the wondering
stare of Jimmy Dace. :

“Wo ain’t wasted a lot of time,
feller,”” remarked tho Kid, “and I'm
sure glad to have met up with some of
my bunch. But I reckon you'd better
get on.”

““Jumpin' gophors!” murmured the
driver. “Mister Fairfax, sir, I guess I
hand it to you, I guess you're the first

2 (S "‘S\\ﬂ%’%, :

|

guy that's put it over the Lazy-O bunch
and got away with it.”" .

The Kid stepped ‘into the hack, and
tho driver gathered up his reins, cracked
his_whip, and drove on towards the
distant cow-town, still in a state of
wonder and surprise.

- The Kid leaned back in his scat, a
thoughtful expression on his face.

It was clear, he rcflected, how trouble
doggoed his steps. From those old days
on the Double-Bar Ranch in the Frio
country, when the Kid, innocent of any
wrongdoing, had been driven into out-
lawry, trouble had followed him like
his shadow. He could say, with a clear
conscience, that he never hunted it; but
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it always scemed to come. Still, there
was no doubt that the Kid scemed to
thrive on it. .

He quito realizsed that he had becn,
to some extent, played for a sucker
when they sold him the Lazy-O. He had
no doubt that Lawyer Lucas at I’ecos
Bend was in cahoots with Barney Baker
at the Laz2y-O, and that they stood to-
ather to keop the Lazy-O on its present
ootmg. No doubt that Barney made
a good thing of it, running the ranch
as if it were his own. No doubt that
they expected him to be scared off, and
to lose the big deposit he had paid on
the purchase price, leaving DBarney

t
grana od down in the trail. (Ses Chapter 2.)
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Baker king-pin till a new buyer came
along—to be playcd in the same way.

This was a game that could bo
played in  a  country like Pack-
saddle, but it could mot, the
Kid reckoned, bo played on him, He

had bought the Lazy-O, and he was
going to run the Lazy-O. And though
the Kid never huatoed for trouble he had
a-certain zest in meeting it when it
came. There was something in him that
loved a fight,

The hack rolled on, bumping on the
uneven trail, and Packsaddlo came in
sight at last, in the glow of the sunset,

The Kid Jooked with interest at the
cow-town as ho approached it. I{ was

STRAIGHT FROM THE SHOULDER!
What seemed like a lum
on the jaw of the puncher.
Kid’s fist, and all the Kid’s welght was
behind it.

of lead crashed
It was the

Panhandle Pete gave a gur-~
gasp, and flow backwards, and

like a hundred other cow-towns that he
had scen—one irregulur street, lined
with shacke, shantics, 'doby houses, and
frams houses, with a timber hotel and
a timber salcon. The hack rolled up
to the hotel where a dozen horses were
hitched to the well-gnawed rail in front
of the building. ’%h_e usual crowd of
loafers and curious citizens had gathered
to sce the hack come in from Pecos
Bend. Packsaddle was far from raijl
ways, and the hack from Pecos waas its
only -regular communication with the
outside werld, and brought mails and
nowspapers. baggage, and an occasional
: _Tux Popurar.—No. 558,
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passonger, three times a woek. The
arrival of the stage was always.a matier
of interest in a:cow-town; buriod in the
vast prairies.. On this occdsion the
interest was greater than usual, for all
Packsaddle knew that -the new boss of
the Lazy-O was-arriving that day from
Pecos Bend. ;. \

Two or three score of punchers ‘and,
others were lounging in frout of the
timber building, watching for the hack.
There was a general movewsent as it
rolled. vp ‘and Jinuny Dace brought it
1o a halt with 2 flounish,  Half-a-dozen
voices called out at once: - . -
_“You got him, Jimmy?” -

Jimmy grinned down from his box,

“Sure I he answered,

A~ short, mugcular punchar, -bow-
legged from incéssant riding, straddled
forward. - The Kid, from the hack,
noted that the crowd gave way with
f;rem;_ care to the bow-legged man, But
e did not need that to -téll him that
the man was a gun-man—a “killer.” He
know the type-—the hard, cold face, the
ico-cold eyes. - s B g T

“¥ou say you got him?” asked the
bow-legged man. ‘ .

“1 sure got him, Lariat,’”’ answered

Jimmy, very civilly, .

“Wasn’'t you met up on’ the -trail?”
demanded Lariat. *I reckoned some of
the boys was t"nee‘bmﬁl up with you.”

Thet told the Kid that the bow-legged
mon was a Lazy-O man. He reckoned
that the Lazy-O bunch took in some of
the hardest characters even in the law-
less Packsaddle country, C

“We was sure meb up with, Lariat,”
said Jimmy Dace. “Panhandle Pets
and the Coyote.” y

“Wasal, then, what.you giving us?"
domandaed Lariat, “‘Mean to say they
let the guy come on to town 3’

“They sure did.””

“1 guess 1 don’t got you,” growled
Lariat, . D o

He turned from Jimmy as the Kid:
stepped from the hack. ; :
. Every eyo in the crowd fastened on
the Kid immediately, B

The XKid wondered, for a moment,
whether any galoot in Packsaddla hap-.
pened to know tho Rio Kid by sight, and
whethoer the change in his looks would
pass muster, < T
. But there was no sign of recognition
in ‘any face—only kéen interest, tinc:
tured with dorision. The buying and
selling of the Lazy-O, as the Kid
learned - later,” was ® standing joke in
Packsaddle. P o

Every man there was keen to look at
the new propristor of the. Lazy-O, keen to
size him up, and fee. what sort of & guy
he was.” And they wantad to know gow

had got so far 28 the cow-town, as

he
it was_on open sébrot that some of the

azy-O bunch had aimed to meet the
hack and warn him off,

Pho Kid glanced: round casually and
started for tho hotel entrance. =~ The
bow-legged man planted  himsolf
promptly in the way. o

*Say, you Mister Fairfax?” he asked.

“You've got me,” assented the XKid,
“I reckon you're & Lazy-Q man?'"

“Yep " : . :

“One of my outfit then,” said the
Kid pleasantly, “Take a look af your
‘boss, if you want, and then step lively.

I guoss I'm Honing for some supper, .

feller.” ] . .
.Tho cold eyes of the gun-man watched
kim curiously. e did not step ‘nside,
or make any movement to dé so.~ .
- “I. reckon your supper cahr wait, Mr.
Fairfax,” he remarksd, in'icy toned: “1
want to' know tho bang of this. Wasn'y
you told on’tlie trail that Packsitdls
ain’t a_healthy plade for you?> =
Tne Poruynir.~No. 658..

‘if he wants to.”

- wag fresh.

“1 kinder ‘guessed it from .the way
them %uys carricd on,’” said the Kid.
“ But they-was quite satisfied, when thoy
went, that I can look afler my health,”

The gun-man eyed him, evidentl
puzzled. Lhere was a bugh in the crowd.
fivery man thervs knew the gun-man's
intentions, and the Iid was not blind
to them.  But he smiled pleasavtly, |

Barney DBaker, he reckoned, was
handling this matter in a busingss-like
way, .1t a quirting on the trail did not
frighten off the new boss there was a
gun-man waiting for him at Packsaddle,
and it was going .to be gun-play. There
was no doubt that sany man who bought

- the Liazy-O was Buying trouble,

“ I guess Panhandle Pete
that you wasn’t wanted on
satd Lariat, ab last, )

Ilmb you wise
¢ Lazy-0O,”

“He kinder. dropped a- Lint’ that-a
“From what .

way,’” assented the Kid.
1 figured, it séems that.
honing to geb 8 new boss,
suro come to like it when they know
me., . T'm a good little man -when I
riled.” : Lt R

There was a laugh, and the gun-man's
cold eyes glittored. - : -

the outfit'ain't

4“1 don't rightly know how you ,gdt: ;

past the guys,” ho- satd.. “Bub——
“1 ain't. lfee'pm;% it & secrot,’’ said the,

Kid "cheerily. = “*They sure was

fresh, and I fired them.” .

.sws-nﬂm»w,.ummuwu '

Willlam '-Gosling, porter at

Greytrhrs
School, sternly refuses -2 handsome tip
. drom Mauloverer |

Nmmuﬁtn&.ﬂw pe .
 “Tired them ?”’ gasped Lariat.

- “Jeat that. Fired them from the
bunch,’’ said the Kid innécently., “1
guess a ranch boss can fire his hands

“QGeo whiz{"”’ .

“They was very fresh,” said tho Kid
confidingly, conscious that every esr was
hanging on every word.  “They surg
Dus$ ‘after I handled . Peto
and Jot daylight. through Cols‘/ote they
was like lambs. I guess they know how
to behave when they’re Yol .

“You handled Pete -and drilled
Coyote?”  stuttored ' the - gun-man
blankly. ~ *“ What{ you giving us, you
ornery locoed gink?” . 7

“Btraight goods,” answered the Kidi
“Jimmy Dace will tell you, if you_hono
to know. ' Me, I'm for supper.” - -

“¥ou -din't for supper yet,” =aid
Lariat grimly, “1 guess you won’t wing
any suEpér. ister Fairfox, when we'ro
through.-~ = .. o
" “Teller, I'm hungry, after coming
all tho way from Pecos Bond,” said the
l’aﬁc}x‘ !""I guess it's me for grub, Stand

ack ["

”

“ranch..

But. they'll -

ain’t’
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“Not  on Four lJifetime,” sncered
Lariat. .o T .
*The -Lazy-O bunch sure do want™to-
learn.  ngnners,”” . said " the Kid
pleasantly” - “I figuré that they've gob
a boss now to teach thom, . I.don't take
lip' from any maw in my outfit, You're
fired, Larigt!"”” - " - S
“TFired! Met? o
“You got me.” Don't let me sec you -
on the Lazy-OQ whon I:-hump alo;x% -
morrow or I shall sure have to use boot-
leather on you,” said the Kid. | - :
“Thére was & breathless hush-and. u
rustle &2 men crowded back out of the
line of fire. IFor less than that—much
less than that—Lariat had shot up more
than' one man in Packsaddle; and every *
‘man knew, too, that he was there to -
pick trouble with .the now ‘boss of the

_Latiat drew a deep, deep -breath, .
“You- figure that yow'll use . boot-
leather on mo?”’ he said at last...“You
figure - that you'll -Gre: me - from . the
bunch? Carry mé homa to-dial” -

© “T'vé told ‘you to stand aside, fcller,”
the Kid pointed out, *“F guess I ain't
faking tho trouble to 'walk round you.
“You moving 2"~ . :
. ““Not so's you'd
gun-man. - S L
1 guesa you'll be moved, pronto !”

- “Wade in )’} grinned Larnat,- - - -

- The bow-legged man stood liks a
in the Kid's path, his hands very near
his low-slung guns, . That he®aimed to

notice,” . drawled the

.+draw and firo.as soon ‘as.the Kid made

a hoatile movoront evgrr'mn.n' ‘kngw,
.and already the Packsaddle men ﬁguxe‘é
that -the Lazy-O0 would be wanting
anotber new boss. But they did not °
‘kriow the Rio Kid. o
"I guess I'm. giving you'e chance,”
urged the Kid." "“I've sure fired you
from my outfit, but I ain’t honing for -
ftrouble with you. Get ous of the way,
you - wall-oyed, . slab-sided,. .pis-faced.
coyote }”* 3 : et
Like -» flash Lariat’s hand .gripped a
But, fast as he was, he was not
enough, Instantly at the motion”
the Kid lea on him, and before the
gun could leave the holster the Kid's
rasp was on the gun-man. The bow-.
egied punchor, swung from his feet
with that sudden grasp, went- crashing
fo the ground, and tha revolver was.
kicked from his haid, ‘" His left band .
grasped the othor gun as ho sprawled,
and the Kid’s riding-boot stamped gun
and hand togother to the earth, to the
accompaniment of a scream of pain from .
Lariat. e SR .
. The Kid was not smiling now.
le grasped the sprawling ruffian
the neck; dragged him up with a awing
of his sinewy arms, twirled him round .
helplessly, and planted a crashing kick
on_hig. buckskin ‘trousers. ) 1
flew into ‘the afreet and rolled

by

Lariat
over, almost under the feet of Jimmy
Dace’s horses, . oL
. The Kid glavced at him and walked
into Cthe tirber hotcl.” Ha'was, as he
had. spid, jhungry after his long drive
from Pecos Bend, -and wanted his-
supper. - Qutside the- hotal he left &
burzing orowd, wild with excitoment.
Often enough therd was: excitoment in.
tho cow-town. of Packsaddle, but never
had it reachoed such a pitoh as now. The
arrival of the now boss.of the Lazy-O
‘had caused all Packsaddle to sit up and
take notice. # - T

F - - THR, END. .

(The Kid'is in for a lively time when
ke takes oveyr the Lazy-Q Ranch—but -
that does not worry this cheery young
oullaw, He's had more worries than
most men—and got over them, Don’t
miss ‘reading: “THE NEW-BOSS OF
PHE LAZY.0O!” next weekl). —




