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Oncc more the lucl:
of the Rio Kid
holds good when
the Shenff of Pack.
saddle prys a visit
to the L".y

ranch. But to this
luck must be added
pluck. for without
that the Loy out- f
law would never ,
have won tl\rougl-l !
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THE FiRST CHAPTER.
Buck Sidgesrs Wanis to Know
UCR BIDGERH. machal of uhw
cow town of l'acksaddie. came
riding vp the trail to 1he Lazy ()
ranch.

As ho drew ncar to the ranch.house
the marshal of Packsaddle hitched his
lolster a littlo closer to hie hand anmd
ooscaod the gun in it. A man who
xtood for law and order, as Duck did,
in n wild cattle country like Pockzaddie
e 1o keep & gun handy, cepecially
when he was vml.mg ] lai'-mt ike the
Lazy O. The Lazy v had n juicy
reputation up aod down the valley of
thy Pecon, and they wera the wildest
outlit that cver rode juto Packsaddle
for a jambores.

‘I'he gara was open. nanl Long Dill, the
Lazy llo!'w-wr_lnglcr sat on it, amok-
ing o Mexican cigor, He looked st the
marshal grimly, wnder the broad brim
of hiz Sietson, snd, na Buck Lad idone,
he gave o hitch to his gun-helk.

Huck pulied in his harse in the gate

way.

*“'Mornin', Bill!" he grected.

*"Alornin', marshisl ' anawered Long
Biit, civilly but cautiously.
1T tho marshal of Packsaddle wanted

nue of the Lazy O bunch for some wikl
{rolic in the cow town Long Bill was
prepared to argue the matter with a
gun in bis hand.  But if it was a
fricadly cail tho marshal was welcoms
to the hoapitality of the bunkhouse,

“How's thinga " ssked the marshal.

“Fipe!”  amwered tho  wrangler,
*flow’s things at Packeaddle?™

*Oh, 00-50,"" saitl Buck, “The Bar-10
boys was shooting wp the town laat
night. Jimmy Daca lo:t a wheel at the
Bend, and his hack went into an arroyo,
cief I allow it will want soma pullin
ont. They say there's been cows rusl Ie5
on the Sun-dance ranch.  Euchro Dick
rhot up young Parker at the dance st
Henson's Barn; but the boys allow that
young Parker pulled lirst, 10 there ain’t
wothing oo Dick,”

Having thus relatest the local news,
the marnbal spt at ewsa in his saddle,
o | for the * mekings,” volled him-
sell a l:!ﬁurl:tt(', arvepted a mateh from
Long Bil, and smoked,
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waile ha smoked, hiis koen ryes wera
iwoking over the remwh, as if in searh
of sonmething. Long Bill smeked in

wilence, waiting for the mardial to

apeak.

“No tmuble berei" asked Duek, at
1k,

“ Not any.” .

There was npother silenor, and then
the marshal of Packsaddle came to the
point_abruplly, y

*What's' happened to Mister Falr-

fax

Long Lill grinned. . He understond
now why the marshal bad ridden tho
long tratl {rom tho cow tow,

*[ guess the bosa is O.K.,"" amswered
the horse-wrangloe. * You don't wane
to worry any sbout that le. ! ]

“Say," said Buck, “that guy Fair-
fax is the ceventh—or is it the cighth?—
man that's bonght the Lug 0. Iflm
every guy that's bought this ranch hns
Lought trouble. Barney Paker has
made it too hot for him, 1lc’s stayed
foreman all the time, and lho's put paid
to every hoar that over mose: along
to this shobang. The bunch hare backed
his play all the time.  In Packsadiflo
they figure that Mister Faivfax has baen
shot up on s rancle I guess §'va come
out for & look.sce." .

Loug Bill chuckled, *Minter Fairfox ™
was Lha first bors of the Lazy O who had
made the grade at the ranch. But he
had mada it

“You don't want to worry any about
that guy.’” repestod the wrangler.

urss if there's o guy in Texas who can

k aftor homselt it's Mister Foirfnx,
1 ain't denying that the bunch wea up
agin hiny, marshal. Wao fLigured that
Barney Daker was good onough for s,
and wa allowed we didn'é want & boss
cavorting cround on the Lazy O. But
that guy, Fnirfax, it sure <D0 mane
stzedd galoot, and T'H tell & man the
buneh aro foeding frem his band now,"

“You don’t snr I cjaculsted (he
marshal in astonithment,

“¥ should smile!” answered Tong
Bill.  “Say, there ain’t 2 hombre in
the Gunch thng wouldu't stand for Misder
Fairfax now. "Ceptin® l;l'r‘nps. Coyaln
Jenson—-aud, of counse, Harney. He hit
trouble here, and that's & fact. He Gred
Panhandic Pete amd shot up Koneas

>

KiD!

Jake, and Barney was [aid om in en
aimbush he rot for Mister Fairfax, He's
fying in the bunkbouse yander, nov:, all
handaged up, thoogh | rockos by con'd
vide if he riknl. but he ain’t enxia.os
1o quit. But ho's going, yon het your
life. Amd Mister Fairfax js runping
this |:sm:h. and tha bunch are backinyg

hm.’

“8Bho!" anid the marshal.

“ Barney's madder'n a ratiler abat
it," maid ¢ Bill. " Ha was (orvin.»
50 long, he hgured that the ranch was
hiv'n. Pt that ﬂuy Fairfex i:as mait-
the grade, Il ¢ell & man. 1 guers i'n
only hanging on hyer watelin _fd!' o
<hance lo double-cross Mister Fairiax.
But there ain’t nothing to it.  His fig is
up, Hay, marshal, you sura don’s vt
to worey about Mister Fairfax, 1'a
telting you, he's the goods. Aud I o
ho's got this outfit jest whero he wants
i

“8ho!" repeated the mamshal, I
guess they’ll it up and simre in Pack-
saddle when 1 Jet oo that thae Lazy 1)
has got & boss at Jast who can run il
ranch, and who's put paid to Barncy
Bakor. They wure willl Say, this hera
is good pews. \Whera's Mister Fairfax
pow '

Long Bill waved his cigar towards
tha grasay plains.

“f guess ho's out on & pasear on that
mustung of his"n—tie cayuso that was
the Rie Kid's,"

Dick raised his eycbrows. y

“How in thundor did Mister Fairiax
gt hold of the Kid's cayuse!™ he
itjuired, “Sa‘y‘. you ain't eeedl that fire-
bwg From the Ric Grande around thewe
paris?"

v Nope! 1 guem the Jtio Kid is denad
an” planted.” answared Long Bill, *“H.
had a long rmn, that fire-bug had; buc
I reckon be pasmsed it op at [t Tin
‘Fexas Hangers hit this ranch trafling
for the Kid, and they brought ths mis.
tang alongz. Jim Hall had raunded iv
Tue Porvuar.—XNo. $bh
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up where tha Eid agu wit it with »
hEll‘»bued down the Pocos for feed. And
whan the ¢ rs hit the trail he gave
the cayuse to Mister Fairfax. He sure
is somn hown!” The wrangler's oyes
glistened.  “I'll tall )l Toxas thore
zin't & cayuse botweon tho Grande snd
the Coiorado that could keep & aight
of Bide-Kicker's boels in e race, Mister
Faitfax is sure ono lucky hombre to
cinch that cayuse ' . ¥

“Why did Hall give him the cayuse?

“You can search mo )
Bill. “That ranger galoot, Hall, ia
» sour little cum.  But be sure scemed
to cotton to Aister Fairfax, somohow.
1 guess ha hndo’t po more use for Side.
Kicker, seeing as it's all Texas to &
Moxican dollar that whe Rio Kid laa
gony up; acd I allow he was trailing
along thai mustang to heip him find the

Kid. Anyhow, he felt the boms for
Mister Fairfaxz, sad thg boss is rire
riding him oo the range this here morn-
ing.

=1 guem I won't bo seeing him if he's
out on tho range,” said ?!Esck Sidgors.
“I'm surc pleased to bear that ho's
made good here. [ met up with bim at
Packiaddle, and I reckoned ho way &
good little man, 'and I'd have been
tumb sorry to hear that Barney Baker
E.Id rus hun off’n the ranch.™

“Bay, hore's the Cayate,” said Long
Bill, a2 & man with b erm in & shing
came acrom [rom thoe bunkhouss. “ He's
the anly hombre {n the bunch that dou’t
stand for tbe boss 1 gums ha's
lighling out soon. Hoa's got a pill in
his 8o that he cinehed in gun-play with
tho boss.'*

Buck glanced at the Coyoto aa he
carme up. )

“8ay, marshsl, Barney Baker secen
sou from the bunkhouse." he said. "I
guews ho wants you to step in and talk
some."” )

“I ain't po objection," answered Buck,
and, with a nod to d:o horse-wrangler,
ho rods on to the bunkhouse, dis-
mounted thore, threw his reins over the
hitching-post. and strode in.

—e

THE SECOND OCHAPTER.
Forgat i1
ARNEY BAKFER was sitting
his bunk, ’
Ho otill wore his bandsges,
though by this titwo the fore-
man of the Lazy O was very nearl
mended.  Dut, as Long Bill had ni({
Barney was ot anxoun to quit; an
Mister Fairfax was allowing hm to
'“ﬁ’ until he could sit & bronche.

it oyes nil:amed undor knitted brows
st_tho marshal of Packaaddle,

Book gavs him 3 nod. .

There wos 4 !ain‘t’oarin on the mar.
shal's face,. Ho &t for the law in
Fucksaddlo; but tha law in that wild
seciion had neve. b2an strong enough
to deal with Barniey Baker and the Lazy
O bunch. And Buck was gled that a
man-sired guy bad come slong who waa
able to deail with them.

¥ Howdy1” suid Buek cheerily.

Barney paid no attention to the
groecking.

:'Sns'r. I've news for von, Buck.” he
said. " You've heard of that firebug the
Rio Kid, who't raisrd Cain in nearly
e\“e?'_ rt of Texar in his time?™

“‘ ould amile.” answored Buck.

I guess you'd like to hear that he
was sround in thiy soction, and to gey
a cinck on him.”

*“You batI”

“1 can pul you wise to him,” said
B.lrnvl;".

Bagk's e{u glistened,
“You allow tkat tha Rio Kid s
Tae Porcur.—No. 564,
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eavorting msound  the Packsaddle
country rl' he asked.
” m L1}

“You seen him ™"

*1 seen him.” .

“Then he ain't dead, likes some guys
allow 2

“l’-{h sure sn't.” A

"You put me wise to him, roey,
and I'll sure have him in the celaboosq,
al Packaaddle, so quick it will make
his !zeml awinn,'” sid Buck. “Whore is

:gﬁ t'l‘l‘ii rsnch,” sasid Baroey.

“He cally bimsclf Mistar Fairfaxt”
added the foreman of the Lazy O.
The marshal of Packsaddle. jumpod.
*“ Wkat you mit'inx me!” he exclaimod.
4 s,” answered Barnoy Bakor.
“I'm telling yoa, Buck, that I secn that
y, the Ris Kid, months back, when
he was shooting up White Pino—seventy
miles from here. I had s shot at him
wiysell, whea ho was riding down Main
Stroct at White Pine, with his guns
going. And thal's tho galoot that's como

1" said Long be?

to Packsaddle calling himsell Mister -

Fairfax.” : v

Buck Ridgoers stared at him, Hin ook
was Bret of biank amagement then
of contemps. ¢ '

“Carry we home to die,” ha said ot
last. " You figure that I'm going to
swallow 3 ymam like theat, Barney
Baker?"

“JIt's tho truth,” ssid Barney hoarsely.
1 paver p thn guy when I first saw
hitn in Packsddle, bat I knowed I'd
seen him afore somawhere. And when
I saw him this marning riding the Bla
Kid's caywse, Bide-Kicker, I _knew who
Yie was. He's the Rio Kid™

Buck’s lip curled N

“And you ain’t reckeranised him afors,
and you and him on the same ranch_
this time?” ho meared. “Yoo ain't
tumbled to it that he was the Rio Kid,
not till you slipped up in your gun-gams
hyer, and huod to get? Now you'va como
out st the Jittle end of thn horn, you
allow that Mister Fairfax is an ocutlaw
and a fire-bug. and you figure to put
me on his troil.  Aw, forget it,

Baroey!” .

Bamey gritied his tecth.

“TIl tolt the world, Buck, that go
Fairfax is the Rio Kid1” he luucci.
“You got your duty to do.”

“Forget it! Why, Jim Hall and the
rongers has been hecs, snd Bule-Kick
H:ﬁ &knows tho Kid like tho back of his
own hand I” exclaimed tho marnshal of
Packsaddle, "If he's the Kid why
didn't Hall cinch hum whon he had the
chanco ho's bren hunting for for dogs’

"1 don't rightly know >

“1 guess you-dea’t]* jeerod Buck.
“Great goplors! I allow you are wild
with Mister Fairiax for spoiling your

ame byer, Darncy, but you want te oY

ink somcthing better'n that{ 1i's
too thin, old man.*
“'11 tell all Toxas—*

“You can tell all Texss, if you waut,”
grinned Buck. “But it ain't no use
telli?nr me,  Is that what you had to
say?”

“Sure! And you waot fo cinch that
fire while you've goi tho chance!™

Barney

“I guess I'd be plumb glad to cinch
tho Rio Kid, but I ain t cinching BMlistor
Fairfax a whols lot" wnswoered the
marsbal of Packsaddin, *You've got
snother guess coming, feller.”

And with thai the marslal of Pack-
saddlo turned and
bunkhouse, with jingling spurs,

Rarnoy Baker szt and stared after
him, and curses fell in & stream from

Yips.

ali fooled

‘is the

strode out of tho-
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Buck 8idgors ha:? lavghed at the
socusation, and yet Barmey koew that
it wea the truth, If no elso in
Packsaddlo was wise t0 it Barooy Baker
knew thot the new boss of ths Lawy O
was the Rio Kid. Recognition and
knowledge had beon alow in coming, but
thoy camo at last. Mister Fairfax was
the outlaw for whom s veward of &
thousand dollars was offered. Bs 3
Bnkor knew it. xnd the marshal of Pagk-
saddle hl:’;Lod at the astory,

Coyote Jonson Jounged into the bunk.
house and cast a curicus glance at the

foreman,

“ Burck don't tako & Jot of rtock in I8,
ho remarked.

*Tha d -goned bonehead 1 snarled
Barnoy. *He's got & chance of cinobm,
tho worst firo-bug in Toxas, and he's
letltl!nl it ul:p.i”

‘I guews it _sounds & tall etory,
Barney. Jim Hall- was herse, .n"m
saw Mister Fairfax. If ha’s tho Kid
why did Hall let up on him?"

How'd T know!" snariad Barnay.
“Tho Kid fooled him somohow, I guses.”

*Jim Hall ain't s easy f e

.1;’“"3 spat rut & ourse.

1 tell you I know he's the Kid1
Boon as 1 sexm bim on Side-Kicker I
kvowoed who ho wan  Buck Sidgens
ain’t taking it in, but the White Pine
crowd would fump st it if thoy was
here. There's & hundred guys in ‘Vhito
Pine know tho Kid, and want him.*

The Coyoto shrugged his shoulders,
He was the otie man in the Lasy O bunch
who still stood for Barne Baker; but
he only hall.beliaved the foreman's
story.  He fgured that malice and
:ovengedhncll. warpoed Barney's judgmant

qood Ba, -

“'Buck Sidiera 13 a bonehead,”
wont on Darney. “de's Rot hqt;l%
h!zle be's got the bunch, Bat il
Jake Nixon, the shorilf of White Pino,
seed Mister Fairlix, bo'd jump st him
wit th fo. Asd I guess Jake is
going to soe him™*

White Pine writa don't run in Pack-
saddle,” said the Coyote. * Jake Nizon
won't rido over his own border.”

guess e would ride over tho Rocky
Mountains, and the Bierrs Novsds -
afterwards, to got at the Rio Kid,” said
Barney. “I tell you, Jake vad in
his laig whon the Kid was ing o
v He
owen the

¥hite Pine. and hs still {impa.
game log.™
““t'ab“'. tha game, then?" asked the

Kid a
I guost Buek Sidgers haa got to be
counted out. Jake Nixon of ite Pino
ho quy wo want,” said Barnoy, *and
you'rs ‘going to ride to White Pine,
Coyote, and you'll make it in & duy il
you _hfl you. caywse, and you'l] give the
sheriff word from me. Mister Fairfax
won't eavort around the Laxy O, play-
ing st ranch boms, wfter Jake's h{t
o8 o0 him. He sure will not. I done
business with Jake at White Pins, and
im'l ::& !:l:,md‘ ?lnd he will su‘r; allow
] o right cayuse in the ropa
when I tell him that the Rie Kid is
sround.”
"1 guow I'm ready to hit ibe trail”
answered the Coyote. = JI you've got it
rii‘!gi that ﬂrebuq is sure-fixod.”
ivo minutos later tho Coyote, with
s written note folded in his pockat, loft
the bunkhouse and walked to tho corrsl.
He roped hit horso, saddled up. and
rode away frgm the Lazy O Lo the wost.
Baroey Baker, In the bonkbons,
heurd the bess of the horse's hoofs di::u
away along tha trail, and drew & deep
bresth, Ho had besn besten in the fight
for the Lazy O; but ravange was within
his and when outlaw rancher
waa 14 the hands of the shoriff of White
Pine, who would stand betwsen Barney
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and the fanch thas bhad so long bemn
his own? Bom after bow had comn to
the Lazy O, and Barney had beaten him
to it ey tima, Tha fight with Mister
Fairfax hed heen the longest and
herdest, snd defoat had fallen on the
foromen. But it seemed to Barney that
he could pow ses victory shead, st long
last.

THE THIRD OHAPTER,
Hands Up]

N AY, you want to hear the prize
atory?” msked Buck Sidgers, as
be checked his broncho in the

tewsy, whers Long Bill sat

and smoked.
Thea mnul:lll
rinning widely.

s Bhagt I Qni’d tho horse-wrangler. "

#] gueas it's the Leat I've heercd!
chuckled Buck, “Barney Baker sllows
that your new boss, Mister Fairfax, iz
the Hio Kid.”

Loog Bill almost fell off tho gate.

*Barney Baker does!” he ¢
“Ils sure does " grinned

*Tho Rio Kid!

Iated Bill. *“Why, I guess
galoot E:ﬁ ba plumb loce.”

Buck chuckled loudly.

“That's what Es aliows, and I guesm
ho wanted me to cinch Mister Faurfax

for the Kidl Ha, ba, ha!™

And the marshel of Packsaddle, with
» ware of his hand to tho astonivhed
wrongler, roda away laugling acrom
the prairis, leaving g Bill staring
after him blankly.

Buck was still grinning as the Lazy O
ronch dropped qut of yight behind him,
and bs cantered soroes the polling
srairie towarde the distant cow town,

Not for mn instant did he ﬁﬂe an
bglievmq the wild rccusstion t tha
disgruntled foreman had made opuinst
his boms. It scemed to Buck that onliyl
tho sheerest revengeful malice coul
have induced Barney to make mnch &
<hurge, Bo Isr from believing & word
of it, Bock wus intending to relste it in
Cacksaddle as a screaming joke.

o thet's Mister Fairfax!™ eincu-
lated as ba sighted &
on the qnn-io, sad b turped off from
the trail to ride towards the new boss
of tha Lazy Q.

His ayea dwolt cariously on Miser
Fuirfax a8 ha appro him. The boy

, sighting him at the same time,
tode to meet him.

Benreh mat” sjscu- that
tha The Rio Kid, it wea well
sported o moustache. But s thought
cama into Buck's mind that a m a

Packsaddle was

horseman his

The boms of the Lary O was mounted
on Bide Eicker. the Ris Kid's mustang.
A hsndsomn figuro he made ag he [}
the cayuse that was koown sll over
Texas for his spoed and enduranuee,

A strange look came into Duck's eycs
a3 ho drew nemrer to tha rancher. 3
hed never sean the Rio Kid; but ba had
heard many s description of him, and
o could not help feeling thal thore was
something in_the rancher’s looks that
r.u ground for tho foreman’s suspicion.

ittle more than s boy in years, with
his handsome fzce - blue eycs, the
boss of ths Lazy O certzinly was not
unlike the descriptions of the outinw of
tha Rio QOrandey sava for the littla

FALLEN!
sharitY of Packenddle

The Rio Kid sat on &
gloomily at the man who lay In the &
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ridden the grey mustang on the prairie
troils t sunny morning. Only Side-

Kicker bkad bean wanting to complete
hts happy satisfachon in his pew lifc;
and now he was riding Bide-Kickar.

Life seamed good to the Kid—and the
wild days of outlawry far bebind!

““Mornin', marshall” ha greeted
“You been to my ranch?”

HB8yre!" smid tho marshsl. “I seckon

'grmy knoll lll-‘ stared
okt grase at hie fest. The
t. But it was not for

ot Packasaddls lay

moustache that adorned bis upper lip
, Beves

to or in the months
id been hidden from

Nobady, 28 far sz Buck knew, had
teon the Kid since time when the
Taxas Bln?q bad nearly cinched bim
in the Mal Puis. ]

" Goo-whis I muttered Buck. *Thera

WaS CAIY enou
that tha Rio
nll kbowledge.

ain't pothi to it—thers surs sin't
nothiog to it| I guess nchedy in Pack-
saddle s where Mister Fairfux came

from—and hs sura looks lika ho might
be own brother ta the Kid—but there
sin't nothing to it! Baraey was Jl:-t
shooting off his mouth promiscus,
cause Mister Fairfax horped in
spoiled hin gamo!”

Mistcr Fairfux rods up to the marahal
of Packsaddle and drew in his mustang,

The Rio Kid's fsce wws bright

ry thot morning.
Dangnr, in the ahapa of Jim Hall and
his Rangers hl.d’!:ﬁ:n on the Kid in
is new role as & rancher; bui the
danger had pasted. He had made his
m‘ﬁpld. with Hall, ond the rangers had
ridden saway in_poace, leaviog him in
on beloved Bide Kickor.

hare 30 far as tha Kid could
sea, oo cloud on the horizon; and it
was with w light heart thet he had

this that the boy sullaw looked so bitter.
kin ranak, of ithe ootlaw i1fs ka had trisd so
to have It brought up against him b

and than hot air in Barney Baker's

na
He was thinking of

hard to Ilu:z. amly
. tha law, And the Iaw
st his Teet {Ses Chapier 4.)

1 was plumb glad to hear you've tapied
tho bunch, Alister Fairfexl*
‘The Kid smiled, :
“They're good boys, * he said. *I
guess they oin't & bunch of tin angels,
nohow; but they'ze plumb whitel I sure
reckon I'm :mn‘l to pull wall with thas
ontft, marshal,”
““Not with Barney Bakdr, I reckont’”
“Barney's hitting the trail pronto,”
onywerod the Kid. *I guess he
!;:theud !8! x:nu:l. llrhil'e .ha wa ru?mng
the Laxy O; nin't no use for a
fnghr.:ln of ha.mny'l haft.r';h
marshal noddad. a8 were
on the Kid's mount che.gcw. the
gray mustang, so celshrsted si tho
cayuse of the Rio Xid, made it seem
likalier that there wee something mora
e
tion. True, the rancher had got 1t from
Jim Hall, the ranger, and Mule-Kick
Haull was the lsst man in Toxas fo Ict

and up on m flre-bug like the Rio Kid. Biill,

the sight of the gray mustang snd the
rider's evidant pridewin his borsc end
sfection for it, brought strange thouglts
into Buck Bidqan' mind,

o that be

Bay, st's  some cayusoi®
remarked. : .
The Kid stroked the glossy neck of his
!'“oyurih. - i hc‘q'mnd
ar ml'. ..i [ 1] 7
"It'n the Rio Kid's cayuwe: Long
Tus Poruraw,—No. 564,
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Bill's told me abeul it," maid the
marshal. *Bay, it was sure handsomo
of Hall to give you that caymwe.”

“Hall's a white man™ sid the Kid.

“You don't figure that tha Kid will
b2 after Wit covise again, if be's
alive!” asked the morshal

Mister Yaiefax tnughed.

“I'ia sure taking the chencel” Lo
angwered,

“Folks sllow that that cayuse never
would_let any guy mount hito, ‘copting
iho Kid, without giving n hcop of
tronbic,” said Duck. * 10t you suro can
vile hith with a loote eein, Mlister
Fuirfax.” <

The Kid's smiling faco tensed o litthe.
With hia old justinct for danger. born
of Lis wild life, be rexliscd thal someo-
thing lay behind the marshal's words,

IIis Llue eyes morrowed a little, st
Liv gare at the pweshal was as keen as
the edge of his bowie.  But be silt
sancled.

1 wure do hamlle this cayuero cosy,”
lic assented. * He scomed to taka to mo,
marshal, he sure did. Hut | guesms
there's posky few cayuses that 1 can’t
handle if 1 want.” s gar

“Yon cver seen the Rio Kid?” eaked
Nuck.

“ ) sure seen him !

“Folhs allow that he's & dog goned,
all-fired scaliywag,” snid Buck. “They
sllow lLic’s shot up morc guys than be's
got fingers anc tocs.”

~1 guess [olks shoot off theid mautha
4 Jou abvut that hiombre,” maid Mister
Fairfax, eniliug, ' Mcbbe ho ain'c w0
Lluck as ho's painted!”

“Ilened of him in the Pecksaddlo
corntry Y asked DBock.

ilis cves were shorply on the eancher.
Hi- bad Jaughed xt Barney's story in Lhe
baukhouse,  Yct. somchow, as ho sat
in the saddle gazing at the bo rancher
vn the Rie Kid's muwstang, that story
bad cctsed to seem so wild and un.
feunded. Duck was & horseman o
w lover of horscs, gnd he could bave
»worn st sight that this was pot the firm
Fme that Mister ¥airfax had ridden the
Rid's horse helore the rangers hrought
e casise to Uhe Lsuir 0.

The Kid shified a littlo in hiy saddic
a- if for casc ns he sut and wlked; but
that shift brouglt tie Lutt of the gun
iy his holator & Dittle nesrer to his hand,
Aud the eyes of the Facksaddle marshal
nasrewed almont to pin-pointa.

“Any puy allow he's seen the Rid in
Puckvaddic?” asked Mistee Fairfax
enpeh .

“Who's the guy?”™

“TNarney Baker!™

The Kid started. .
More than once, it had scetned to him

that be had scen something liko struz- o

ling recogmition in 1he eyes of the
areman of the Lary Q. He had
wondered whethee Barney had  over
seen him before ss the Rio Kid.

“Jf DBorncy Vakes's wise Lo Lhal Gro-
bug, [ guess he can put you on ta a
thousand __dollars reward, macshall”
sotd the Kid, langhieg.

“He sllows he's scen Dhim cavorting
around the Lazy 0," waid Buck Sidgers

afowlf. i R
HEha!" said the Kid. " Not ono of
tix Lol 2*

“YYom!” said the marshal of Pack.
mddle.

The Kid's hicart almost misaed a beat!
i1 had come at Iast, then!

“Ale I he copeated mechanicativ.
dest youl” said the emanhal, and
Lis face was grim.  “That's what
Borney  Naker allowe, Mister Fairfnx,
Ha pllows thar you'ee the firc-bug of Lhe
Rio CGrande~—tlie ontlarw that's wanted
by hall the shorifs in Texzs, But I
Tux Poevean.—No. 564,

raskon you’ll Lo able to prove up that
you're Miser Fairfax, like you say;
sou'll be oble to bring witnosses from
the part of Texas vou hail from. You've
got fricnds, and mebbe relntions, who'ld
smrcar thxl you gin't that pesky fire-bug.
thy Rio K" ‘ .

‘Iho Kid st still and silent in Side-
Kicker's saddle. It had come st Inst
like a bole from the bluo! Like a
thunderbolt out of a clvar ski;! When
all geemed set sud [sir, the Kid's past
had anothor kick coming.

Thera was more than waricuon in Lhe
gritn face of the Packsaddle marshal
now, There was something like cor-
tainty. Duck Sidgers liked Mister Fair:
fax, and sdmired the men who had
tuped the Lazy O bonch, Rut if that
man wes the Kio Kid., the bay outlaw
of Tesas, ho was Buck's game. The
niarshal’s  hand  slid  towords his
revolver,

1 reckon you'll vide into Packsaddle
with me, Mister Foirfax,” he said. [
gucss vou'll be glad to make it clear
that there nin't pothing o whot Barncy
Baker aliows.” .

“1 gueas [ ain't hilting Packsaddle
this morning. Imatshal,” answered the
Rie Kid quietly,

“Not to prove 1hat sou ain’t that
ﬂr‘?-gng. Il.i.k" Borney Daker allows?”

= Y:'::_}ot another guess coming,” said
Buck Bidgers grimly, and bis gun ceme
out as be spoke. "{ sog my duty to do
—hands up, Mister Faicfax”

Bang!

‘Thers was a cosr ol a six-gun as the
Kid Ored feom the hip, and  the
marshal's  hand  slid  townvds  his
wide amd wild, us Buck Sidgers pitched
out of 1l saddle aml crnsllcdp head-
fong into the gravs.

———

THE FQURTH CHAPTER.
The Luck of the Kidl
HE Rio Kid wt on_a gramy
knoll, staring gleomily at the
man_ who lay _in Lhe thick grass
at his foct. Closa at hand, the
marshal's broncho and the Kids mus-
tang grased peaceably. The buming
sun of Southern Toxas blazed down on
the scene.

In thoe bigh gross the group would
have bueen idnviuible ot A& distanes,
Twice, as ho sat there, the Kid hrd
scen s passing horsemsn—ong of hu
owy bwuch at the Lu(r 0. Dut the
panchor had not looked towards him,
and ha on upseeing ; for whick
the Kid was thank(ul. .

Buck Sidgers lay st his fcot
tanncd lace white, a sircak of bl
avraas the bronzed skin,  No soynd or
movement cames [rom the marshal of
acksnddla,

The Kid, sitting tie grasey kooll,
with clouded Iace, was thinking., His
thoughts ware biller enough.

called the Rio Kid a fire-bug,

his

'l'hef

a scallawag. a rada who wou
vacol up a “guy without thinking iwice
about jt. ild talea were told of him

in overy cow town in Toxas, st evor

round-:g camp and rodeo. Fables ha

gathered about the name of the boy
outlare of the Rio Grande. ‘The Kid
was thinking bitterly that it would
have been well for him, had ho been
a1 black #s his enemics painted him.
For Buck Sidgers' lifo wos in his band,
and he spa it, and if_ba spared the
suarshal of Packsaddle, it was for his
onwn destruclion.  ‘That hasty shot from
the hip had not bLeen B to kill, it
hiad stooncd the marshal of Packeaddle,
“creasing” hm  as &  cowpuncher
creasen an obstinato siecr that wil) not
come to the ropo. TDuck Sidgen Iay
senscless at hia fect—Dbis lile tﬁz Kid's

to take or spere. And the Kid kpew

d him?
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that Le was going to sparo it, and thet
in comsequence Jus gameo was up in the
Packsaddle country. Nothing remainea
for Mister Fairfax of the Lazy O but to
mownt and ride.

It was bitter luck. .

Ho bad cscaped the perit of the
rangoers, and it bad scemed 10 bim that
tha trail was clear shesd, the ltio Kid
dead and bLucied, Miser Fairfax alive
in hin place, the future rosy. Put.
always ot the back of his mind had
been the lurking doubt that tho past
would rirc again.g hiw once more, as it
had risen in the days when he bad
found reluge on the Sampton Ranch in
the Sau Pedro country. o nume of
tha Rie Kid ight be biolted out,
but while the Kid lived, the past could
not die.

The malice of tho rescal whe had
sought to rob him of his ranch, Lad
brought this now peril on bim.  And—
the Kid realised it—his possession of

ide-Kicker. He had been wise to
leave tho niustang at s ssfo dirtsnce,
when he atarted Eis role of & rancher
in Packsaddle.  Buck, he figured, had
not betieved  Tarney’s stoty, but the
sight of Side-Kicker bad  somehon
einched it in his inind, And now, |
Buck Sidgert died there in the high
grass, the Kid's game was not up.
Uarney aker be could deal with—
would know low to silence his envious
tongue. But QNuck Sidgers was not
going to dig there in the high gras,
uniess the Kid let drive » bullet through
his hoart, and that tho Kid could not

o
It was maeless Lo kick against fate,
thoe Kid rcllected. o was mn gutlaw,
and only outlaw irails_ were open to
hitm. [ia had dreamed of & Inw-ubidiur
life on & ranch—a ranch bought with
iis own mooey, bLard ear in the
gold-mines of Arizopa. Bur it wa
only a decam—aud uow came the wak-
mﬁ Unless—~ - . .
tacker and gloomicr geew the Kid's
hrow, as he looked down at the senso-
loas man in the grass, and his hand
dropped to the butt of his gun.

Why should ho give up everything—
why should he go back te the wild ﬁis
of tho treiis aud the chaparral? A
man's life sood in the way—and life
was cheap in the Packsaddls country.
They enllcd him a fire-bug, o gunman,
a desperado—and if ha chose o live up
to it be was salo. The Rio Kid's grasp
was almeat econvulsive on the walaut
hutt of the gun. Not Lill that bitter
hour, had lic teelised how dear his pew
life had como 10 be to him—how pas
sicantely ho longed to throw outlawry
sln_ul rocklest defiunce of Lhe law behind
wm. !

Buck Sidgers’ eves slowly opened.

The Kid's band dropped from his
gun. He was only looling himself with
those black thoughis, he krow thst he
could not do it. Why had he not shod
the owrshal dead, when he palled on
Bock lad had & gun in his
hand, and it was an even break, few
men in Packsaddle would have biamed
n guy who had thot to kill, when the
other man had 8 gun drawn. Yot the
Rio Kid, ontlaw and fire-bug, bod not
pullad the trigger to kill. And now is
was too Inta—now it would be murder.
Lietlor to mount Side-Kicker, and hit
the trail, leaving his wew life bohind
him, than that

The marshal of Packeadidle stirred.
His dazed eyes lixed on the Kid's moody
face, upsecing st first, He grosned
faintly. and his hand went to his heod.

r was the crease of s shot undor
the thick bair, and the innrshal's Gngers
came away reddened.

But he knew (hat he wap not badiv
hurt. A headacha snd & alight lom of

blood—that was all. He was dazed and
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dizzy; but his mind cleared. Recols
lecton can.c back. and Buck dragged
himsetf to & sitting posture, still staniog
at_the Kid. . )

He fumbled at his belt. But his gun
wan gobe; be was disaroed.

The Kid grinned at him sourly.

“¥ou ain't got yours, fcller,” he
drawled, *§ guess you'll be spry as a
gopber in a few minuten. 1 jest ere
you, [cller—3ou sure was going to do
some damage with that gun of yourn.”

The marshal of Packsaddie still stared
blankty.

“You're the Rio Eid!”

It was not o question, but an naser-
tion. If thc marshal had doubted
before he was certain pow.

The Kid nodded.

“Right in ooee,” bo agroed. “1 guess
you're wise to it. Dut I.pin't toking

ny close-up view of the inside of Pack-

e r.-a.lnzoow. fellor.”

* You got me.,™ said Buck, eveing him
curiously. “Tary say the Rio Kid never
miiscd 1 man—but you sorter missed
me, Kid, though | allow you was light-
ning ou the shoot.”

The Kid lsughed derisively.

* Forgrt it, bowobre.” he anid.
1 shouting that T jest crensed
¥ used an orbery steer on the ol
Bar? I guers you'd bave got that piil
where you do your thinking if I'd
wanted.”

*“And why dido't you woant!” asked
the marshal.

The Kid did oot answer.

"I taughed at Barney Baker when he
nllowed yor was tne Rio Kid,” mid
Buck slowly. "1 reckoned it wan all

" Ain't
on, like
Daouble-

hot air. Somehow I tumbled to it,
when we was talking byer. 1 guess that
cayuse of yourn helped—he sure did
scem to know ﬁw a whole heap well,
secing as you al d you'd ealy jest got
him. 1 ccckon thuat was how,

“Side-Kicker is somo exyuse,” said
the Kid, with an aflectionale glance at
the grey inurtang. " He's savred my life
morc'n onco; but tnis time [ guess he's
given me ““f’ the poor old cayuse.”

The muarshal of Packraddie steggered
t3 his fect. He stocd o Little unateadily,
bis band to his head.

His glance wax still strangely and
doubtingly on the Kid.

“Boat it!" azid the Kid. “1 ain
pulling on you, macshal ! Beat it—and
put Packsaddle wisa ihat the Rio Kid's
sroun). The Lazy O will want & oew

agoin, I reckon. But it was
good whila it lastod, and 1 sin't got
no kick coming.”

“You ain't answered wme yet,” said
Duck quietly. *“ Yow kad mo where you
wanted me, Kid, aod you Jet me live
I suire want to know.”

“Aw, eanu Y gronted the Kil
“How'd 1 know? na'te & good man,
Duck, and I like you—you'ra & whita
map, and I sin't never spilied load on
a4 guy ‘eept to save my own skin.”

“You're leding me ride?”

“Don't 1 heen on aaboutin® it1?"” cx.
claimed the Kid unpatiently. ™ There's
m ;:rlltter—hnmp yoursell on him aml
'It "

Buck Sidgers called his horsc.

“You allon I''m a white man, Kid,”
ha sard. 1 gues ‘ra oue, tuo, I'm
hitting Packsaddle, promto, with my
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mouth shut. You'ro Mister Fairfax,
boss of the Lazy O—and a guy I admire.
1 don"t koow potoing about no Rio
Kid. You get meg?™

Tho Kid looked at him silently.

“} dou't know nothing," repeated
Buck deliberately, “zbout no Rio Kid.
I 1 koowed anything, I've forgot it
owing to mg & crack on cabesa.
Sa-lang, Mister Fairfsx!™

Bnek Srdgers mounicd his horse, and
with o wava of Lix hand. rode awas
towards tha cow town.

The Kid, standing waist-deep in te
high grass, looked after him.

“Gea'" wid the Kid.

All was not ot He knew what
DBuck HSidgers omeant. Buck was going
t1 forget what he knew, and Mister
Fairfax was still Mister Faicfaz, boss of
the Lazy O—anknown {0 the Facrkwddle
marshal by any other nome. The Kil
drew n decp, deop breath.

*That guy i sure a suare man 1™ he.
mutteredd  “He aure a5, Ul tell the
warhd ™

The Kid’s boaet was light ns he
mounted Side-Kicker, anl It humme
the tune of o Mexican fandango-as he
rode away towards tha Lazy O.

TOE END.,

(s the Rio Kid's reign ai the La:y 0
Ranck caming to cald? 1t sreme so, xith
23 mang enemics aut Lo rorner him, Bui
the Kit is a dangexrous man 1o rrawd,
as many a fo¢ Aas discovered to kia
caxt, on't mix: "BARYNEY
BARER'S LAST PRAIL!" next werk's
roaring Western garn.)
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Saved from Sacrifice?
(Continued from paga 22)

The other atarted al the recognitiom.

“1 am no Arab, I come from tbe
ll::u.n. where tho friends of the Gwigi
e,

Jou's patisnce was now run out.

* Don't you believe bim, king. He's on
Arab slave-dealer—like those who bave
taken thousands of your men and women
awny to the coast, and sold them to the
ing ships on the sca. i be's the
muedicrae mon he efaims to be, lot him
wash his body in water. The white will
vome off aod show that he lies! ‘Fhere
ia the test. Lot it be done.”

“Is what tho whitc man says troe,
0 witch-doctor?” he¢ naked, turning o

ot tree,” hoe  anawercd
swiftly; and then, scized by s happy
lluol;:f*:t. added: " Have not I curel
hundreds of your people!”

H Cured wom,  yea.”  mocked  Lhe
sailor. " But bhow? I will tcll you,
king. my P i was a
case fllod with the bark of the cinchons-
tree. Wa call it quinine in onr country.
Tt in & cortain curo (or all fovers of the
{clnrw. Thera wu.s|no magic -I:?luthil.

o gava your people quinive, and they
Imca‘a:c woll.”

The chief seomed impressed,

“ Lat nll the live prisoners bo brought
before me and I wift hoar them alt™
Bpageli said.

Tha satlar staried, .

“Thare ware but four, O king,” he
explained. “Myswlf, my two white
friemls, and a hay of vour own colour.’”

Tha king shock his head,

" There wore five in all—=threa whites

and two hlack. Ses, rach has bern kept
under separate quacd.”

Amd he pointed his wpear in turn to
the five buts.

In n faso Jor understood.  Aa the
descont on thair camp had heen carricd
out in darkpess, the chicfs men had
made a prisoner ul Nobi, his own son.

“They have not ver seen the light of
day since they were Lronght ta my vil-
fage. Now they shall stand betore me,™
Spageli went oo.

Joe, however, raieed his hand.

He swung round again and pointed
to the waiting Arab.

“Tha villain hore says ba is an
African witch-doctor ! cried con-
temptugasty, “‘He elsims to  have
warked great marvels.  Very  well,
chicf, T mccept his challenge. 1 will
work a grester wonder than he.'

*And that is?’" questioned the king,

“I will produco your own son!"
shouted Joe,

The old man shook his head.

“No; that cannot be, for my son went
away, seixcd with the sickness, many
suns age. He wondeeed io the pgreat
forest.  And now he is dead.”

“But I will bring him here before
you,” persisted the mmilor. “16 1 Fnil,
then will I and oll whe came with me
dia. But if I sueeeed, then that man
shall be my prisooer!*”

And he pointed an accusing finger ox
the astounded Arab,

thought of laving his o0
reatored to him was tao great a tempta-
tion for Spageli to resist.

“The whito man bas spoken well,”
ha cried. “Tt shall be even as ho says.
O great whita man, pecform s
miracla "

" Not while that fellov is near,'” said
Joo. “He must be 1aken away, under
guard, as T was"™

The Inn‘; nodded, and surmmoned his
heulygoszd. whe Il the Arab away.

Directls he was gona Joo tarned a
bw-aming free o il cliief.

“ Lot your warricrs mrround me and
take me to the hute,” he said, pointing
to where Diex, Frank, and Pio were
lying captive, .

A minute later Joo had passed from
alie to anathwr wilthout a word to the
surprised boye.

In the last hut ha came upon the prono
form of Nobi, still bound. In the
darkness po one bhad recognised him.
Ho was brought into tho light of day.
and & mighty shaut went vp.

“ It is Nobi, Lhe king's son !*" was the
ery that rosa from a thousand throats.

No ove wos mare turprised than the
chick himse!f to sce his son again, Nobi
fost no time in telling his father of the
good which the white men had shown
o bim.

“Let thews v [reed at once,'’ com.
manded the overjoyel king.  *And
now, O white man, e whom you ¢laim
is ira i’

o0 ‘Tremorng gripped the hands of
oach of the hoya i turn,
J'Come om, you young rascals! I'N
Ewo you {he surprisa of your lives!*
o said, pointing to the but_in which
thy Arab was imprisoned  “I'm goin
to show you El Hajar, dressed up nmgl
nowhere to go. s a medicine man !’
_But the promised treat was nover
given. When tha door of boughs was
paalend wide  the  sunlight strcamed
througl an opening in the .

FI Hajar had cut a way through, aml

1o had mady his escape.

TRE END.

(Thue ends amother episode in the
Four Chums® thrilling journecy throvgh
the Afriean jungler. Thal they Aare
not scen the last of their ¢Remy. El
Hapr, ix prored in next xweck’s thrill.
ing te: “PHE FRICE OF
TREUCHERY Y
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