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FHERE'S MANY A THRILL AND SURPRISE IN THIS POWERFUL TALE OF WESTERN ADVENTURE!

Once an outlaw,
always an outlaw!

t seems as f the
Rio Kid can never get away from
that fact. He has “tried hard to
thrust Ins past hife of outlawry nto
the Bocligoyikl. lugl start sfresh as
2 lawabiding citizen. But the
fates are against theK3d, and he finds
himself driven back once again
on the hard trmls of an outeast!

THE F‘lRST CHAPTER.
The Blow Fails !

HUD! . Thud! 'Thud!
The beat of galloping hoofs
was no unusual sound on the
Lazy O ranch.- The Rio Kid
heard the rapid hoof-strokes as he stood
at the gate of the corral, but he did
not_heed them,

“Mister Fairfax,” boss of the Lazy O,
was a busy man that morning. Long
Bill, the horse-wrangler, was on a day's
leave to Packsaddle, with several of
the bunch. There was to be & round-up
of cattle on a distant range that day,
and Mister Fairfax was picking out
horses for the remuda. Mister Fairfax
had almost forgotten for the moment
that he had ever been known as the
Rio Kid, and that Barnoy Baker, the
foreman of the Lazy O, ine v it, and
had left the ranch to tell all Texas
where the outlaw of the Rio Grande
. was to be found.

Thud! Thud! Thud!
ot g fow weens ‘heg i bead, ol

or & few e Kid been
ranching the O, but he bad become

»
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hutted guns a long rest in the leather
finlsters. And if, at the back of his
mind, he knew that it was not to be,
ha was not thinking of that now
Plcking out ocayuses for the remuda,
the bose of the Lary O gave his attention
to the matter in hand, and gave no
fwed to the galloping hoof-beats
approaching till one of the punchers
ealled out:

"Say, here's Long Bill humpin
prck. . g ) ping

‘Then the Kid turned his -head.

Out on the plain, approaching the
ranch at a furious gallop, were four
rgders, strung out in a panting line.
'they were the four men to whom the
Kid had given leave that morning to
ride into Packsaddle, and they wers
voming back to the ranch at frantic
speod.

'The Kid fixed his eyes on them,

Long Bill, the wrangler, was
riding shead of the rest, driving on
his broncho with quirt and spur. The
Kid': keen eyes 'jm:kad out & streak of
orimsdn across tho -wrangler’s bronzed
cheek. where a bullet bad grazed.

“Gee I” murmared the Kid.

He forgot the remuda now, and the
{ntended round-up on
knew that there- was

the range. He~
th more

Th‘ m—bo‘nd:- i onaats e in.»‘ -

RANCH!

group, staring at the ap-
proaching horsemen. Some-
thing had happened to stop
Long Bill and his companions
on their way to the cow-town,
and there had been gun-play
on the prairie. The Kid's
keen eyes, looking past the
furious riders, discerned bob-
bing Stetsons far away on the
plain, and knew that the four
were pursued. - More than a
. dozen riders, he figured,
were coming on at a distance
behind the quartet. -
_The Kid’s face set hard.
Ever since Barney Baker
had lit out from the ranch the .
. Kid had looked for trouble.
. . He knew now that it had

come.
Thud! Thud! Thud!
Long Bill came thundering
up on a foaming broncho.
He dragged in his steed near
the corral, so sharply that the
animal almost rolled on its
haunches, and leaped down.

“They're coming!” he
gosped. . :
TTIG Kid looked at him

- caolly. 5 Lo

“S8ay, - what's the excite-

ment?” he drawled. “Who's
coming 2

“Jake Nixon, the sheriff of
White Pine and his posse!”
panted H:mg Bill.
“ 3 .

The . Kid stood very still.

He had figured that it was
and now it had
. 1 game of Mister

Fairfax, the boss of the Lazy

0, was played out, and it was

time for the Rio Kid to hit

the trail once more. He had

expected it, he had known

that it must come, yet now it
had come it was a heavy blow. -

For once the colour wavered in the
cheeks of the boy outlaw. There was
no fear in his heart, fear was unknown
to the Kid. It was not that! It was

"the end of his dream of a new life,

a penceful and law-abiding life on his
%vg‘:i: ranch; that was what hit the

id. -

There was a burst of exclamations
from the Lazy O punchers standing
round their boes,

“Jake Nixon?”

“What'll he want at the Laz{' ”

“What's his game here? This ain’t
White Pine country! Jake Nixon ain’t
no_businees in Packsaddle.”

The Kid did not speak. His eyes

were on the distant Steteons bobbing
over the grass &
. Long Bill’s companions came pant-
ing up and dismounted. There was a
buzz of excited voices round the silent
boss of the Lazy O.

“Say, bose!” exclaimed Long Bill.
“I guess g:u know what. it meanst?
Say, this here bunch is standing for
you.” .

The Kid looked at him with a faint
smile.

‘Eve O knew, or
Eue , who the boes really was. They

ad laughed at Barney Baker when
be told- ,diet the fsct had dawned -
on -their min The Lazy O bunch

“man on the
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did not nced the coming of the sheriff
of White Pine to put them wise.

“Barney Baker was with that outfit!”
said the wrangler, jerking his thumb
towards the distant riders. *Ba;
Barney's boon to White Pine, or sent
worg ‘there, and Jake Nixon is wise
to you. But Barney won't see the
rookus!” added the wrangler grimly.

“What's come to Barney?” asked
ihe Kid quiectly. .
hLol:xg Bill tapped the gash on his
cLueex.: : .

“Parney pulled his gun,” he said.
#1 guess he didn’t want us to come back
and put you wise, boss. I guess he
;gil'led a lot of lead—before he got

is ¥

“He got his?” repeated the Kid.

“You bet! I reckon there ain’t any-
thing left of Barney, 'cept for the
buzzards,” said Long Bill. “1 got
him fair and square.’ .

“Barney’s dead?” exclaimed a dozen

oices.

X should smile,” answered Long

Bill. “He pulled first, and I guess his

lead went close.” ey the

%ash again. “You-all won't ses Barney
aker any more, He’;ems “W'l.: -

The Kid hardly h . Whether
Barney lived or died cut no ice now.
He had told wha* be lmeyw, and that he
had been believed was proved by the
fact that the sherifi of White Pine
was on_the trail. It was with the
White Pine outfit that Mister Fairfax
had to deal.

The Kid looked round at the bunch.

Ho had come to the Lazy O only a
few short weeks ago as the new
disliked and defied by the wildest bunch
in_Packsaddle He had tamed that
wild bunch, and made good at the
ranch. Thedy bad learned to respect him
at first, and then to like him, and now
he——_Every look, every word, showed
that the bunch were standing for him.
"Thero was 8 gun in every hand, and
grim looks were cast towards the dis-
tant riders. They knew that he was the
Rio Kid, as well as if he had told them
50, they knew that there was a rewar
of a thousand dollars on his head. But
they stood for him.

“We're standing for you, boss,” said
Long Bill. “B8ay, eir, I 2in’t put it to
you afore, bur I guess we want the
cards on the table now. Barney Baker
allowed that you was the Rio Kid, sir
—and I guess the sheriff thinks tho
same, or he wouldn’t bo here.”

“Barncy Baker was giving you the
straight goods,” said the Kid evenly,
“I guess I'm the man they want.”

“The Rio Kid!” said Shorty, with a
deep breath. .

They had guessed it; they had known

it; but it gave them a thrill to hear it
from the boss’ own lips.
“Sure,” said the Kid quictly. “And
I’H tell you’uns that the Rio Kid
ain't the all-fired scallywag that folks
allow. I guess I bought this ranch fair
and square, with dollars T made in the
Arizona gold mines, and I guess you-
’uns have found me a squarc man.”

“You bet!”

“You've said it. Mister Fairfax.” .

1 reckoned it was too good to last.”
said the Kid, with a sigh. “I guessed
it was coming to me—and it’s sure
come. But it's been good while it
Iasted, and I ain’t got no kick coming.
T'll be powerful sorry to leave all you
boys—we was getting on fine. But I
reckon it's me for the trail.”

“Forget it!” snapped Long Bill
“You ain’t hitting the trail any, boss!
You're freezing on to this ranch and
this hinch 2 :

d boss;

“Why, .we won't lot you go,. sir!”
exclaimed Long Bill. “We know a
white man n wo ees one; and we're
standing  for you. l?hagk’m!:b '{hﬁtﬁ'l
more’'n one guy in this bu that hit
Packsaddlo because other parts of
Texas was unhealthy for him. We
gon't"wunt no sheriffs cavortin® around
yer.

The Kid stood silent.
- He had picked the
section to locate when he began his new
life, because it was a _section there
sheriffs did not love to ride. There was
littls law in Packsaddle, save the law
of the Colt.

The Kid had figured that even if the
worst came, there was 8 chance for him

in a country like Packsaddle. The town sh

mar: was his friend; and the sheriff
down st Pecos Bend had long since
learned that Packsaddle was best left
alone, A White Pine outfit_bad no
right to ride Packsaddle trails. The

id looked over the bunch. There
were twenty good men at hand, and a
dozen or more out on ranges.

A gleam came into his cyes: s

The ranch was his own, ogought with
dollars hard.won. The bunch stood for
him. . If there was a2 st of a chance
of holding on, instead of riding once

more an outlaw trail, it was worth’

while. .

“You hear me shout!” exclaimed the
wrangler. “I tell you, boss, we ain’t
letting you ride. is bunch is stand-
ing for you! Say, balf the guys in
Packsaddle have run from sheriffs up
and down Texas. I guess Jeke Nixon
has bit off more’'n he can chew this
time. This bunch is going to show him
that he can’t get away with it.” ‘

“You've said it1” chuckled Shorty.

“8tand for it, boss, and this bunch
will back your play till the cows come
home !” said Long Bill eagerly. “Why,
doF-gonq my cats, didn’t Barncy Baker
hold this ranch for years agin the
owners, and the sheriffs never worried
him_any. Sheriffs don’t go in Pack-
saddle. You ain’t hitting the trail,

8011 are sure [freezing on to the
La 7

The Kid nodded.
“Y sure am!” he said, |
“That’s the music!” said Long Bill,
with satisfaction, and there was a shout
of approval from the bunch..
The die was cast!

THE S8ECOND CHAPTER.

_ Face to Face !

AKE NIXON'S cyes, deep-set under
shaggy brows, gleamed as he rode
up to the rauch-house. Behind
the sheriff of White Pipne rode

more than a dozen men, armed to the
teeth. :

Trampliug hoofs rang before the
porch of the Lazy O, On the porch
stood tho handsome figure of Mister
Fairfax, boss of tho ranch, and round
about him were a score of men, and
every man was packing a gun.

It <was upon Mister Fairfax that
Jake’s eyes were fixed as he drew rein
before the house. )

Tloc had doubted whether Barney
DBaker had told him tho truth, IIe had
ridden from White Pine on the chance.
But now that he saw the Rio Kid, he
knew. The little moustache  that
changed the Kid’s looks did not deceivo
a man who knew his face as well as
hic know his own. Dark and grim grew
the sheriff’s visage. Only e fow months
ago the Rio Kid had been very necarly
citched in White Pine; and he had

fonght his wav out of the tovn. rin in

Packsaddie 1

aud once more his phenomenal !ncﬁ
had held good, and Le had made tho'

grade, ) :

Ho had left a bullet in Jake's leg to
remind him of tho Rio Kid—and Jake
{qad (!l:ot .fg\i'fottenﬁ Ew?ak‘time ‘h((l;
tmped on, game @ curse
the Rio Kid, and lo for a chance
to cinch the fire-bug of the Rio Grande.
An:i now his chance had come, at long
as

Barney Baker lay on the prairic, the
prey of buzzard and coyote, but his
revenge was in the hands of tho sheriff
of White Pine. .

The Kid looked down coolly on the
group of horsemen. Ho raised his Stet-
son with mocking politeness to thw

eriff,, - - | . S

“Say, Jake, you're sure-a long ways
from White Pine!” he greeted. - :

Jake's eyes glinted at him. -

“Im come for you, Xid !" ho said.

:{‘ixe Kid -raised his eyl:})rom. M

‘I guess you're speaking to Mister
Fairfax, boss of the Laxy O ranch,
Jake,” he answored gently. = = S
“Y'm sure speaking to the Rio Kid,
the fire- that’'s “wanted all over
Texas !” answered’ Nixon grimly. -

"“You réckon 1 ‘asked the Kid.-

Jake gave & gruff laugh, - ‘ -

“Aw, come off 1” he maid. *You
figure that I don’t know g‘ou, Kid? 1
gt_xeas your picture is ed up in White
Pine, and .every galoot in’ this' outfit
is wiso to you. You've growed a
moustache since you shot-up White

-Pine, put”that don’t cut no ice. You're

the Kid!

“I guess I ain’t answering to any
pame but Fairfax,” seid the boss of the
Lazy O. “BSay, if this herc is o
friendly visit, you all are sure welcome
on this ranch {” ’

“We're after you, Kid!”

Thero was a growl from the Lazy O
punchers.

“TForget it!” 5rowled Long Bill.
“I guess you'uns want to hit the
trail,” said Shorty, “and you want to
hit it pronto! This ranch ain’t healthy
for sheriffs!” L . -1

“Say, Jake,” said the Rio Kui
softly, “you're_sure ofi’'n_your beaf]
feller. White Pine writs don’t run in
Packsaddle I .

“Thoy sure don’t!” said Long Bill.

“There's 2 town marshal to Pack-
saddlo, and you can sure leave it to
him if you fot an idea that the Rio
Kid's around,” said tho boss. of the
Lazy O, in the same geatle tone.

Jake gavo a snort.

“] guess you gobt the marshal of
Packsaddle in your pocket!” he jeered. .
“Packsaddle’s fuller of fire-bugs that
hev run from the law than a Mexican
dog is of fleas!”

“That ncedn’t tworry White Pinc!”
sa2id tho Kid. “Thero’s a sheriff down
to Pecos Bend, if vou ain’t satisfied with
our marshal. Yon bit Pecos Bend and
it up to the sheriff of Pccok
County !’

Another snort from Jake. .

“Y guess I'm wisc to that guy,” he
gaid. “Thoe sheriff of DPccos County
don't horn into Packsaddle any; 1
guess ho’s sure afcared to ride within
ten miles of that burg!”

The Kid laughed. _

“I’m teaching you the law, Jake,” lie
auswered. “You ain’t nary any right
to ride over the county border; but in
Packsaddle you ain’t anybody but Jake
Nixon, an ornery ugly guy with a game
leg! You want to ride off’n this ranch
without giving trouble!” by

Tho sheriff of White Pine gritted his
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teeth. If the point of law was doubt.
ful, there was one thing that was not
doubtful; Jake was not lettinﬁ up on
the eclusive Kid unow that he had him
faco to face.

The Kid’s face was cool and smiling,
but his heart was heavy. He did not
want gun-play on the Lazy O. He
wanted to be left in peace, to be given

is chance of leading a new and peace-
ful life. Left alone from outside, he
could yet make the grade. The
marshal of Packsaddle was his friend;
the sheriff of Pecos County knew that
his days would not be long if he meddled
with the refugees from the law who
congregated in- Packsaddle,

Barney Baker had known it, too,

when he dragﬁd in the White Pine’
a

sheriff,” who personal feud with
the Rio Kid. If the White Pine out-
fit rode away in. peace the Kid saw a
chance of a clear trail ahead.

But there was :little chance of that.
Right or wrong, within the law or out-
side it, Jake Nizon meant business.

ere was a
horsemen from White Pino sat their
saddles with grim faces, gun in hand—
and in the Lazy O b_umg:‘ every hand
grasped a Colt. The struggle, if it
came, would be a deadly one.

Jake Nixon broke the silence,

“Chewing the rag doesn’t cut no ice,
iixd !’ he said. “I'm ‘iae::k for y:u, and

ess you're goin, with us to
W“i‘}e Pn’he!" el : s

ou got another guess coming }”
said the f(id. g 5‘

“You want to step down offn that
foreh and- ngve yourself up to the
aw !” said Jake. h )

The Kid laughed, - :

“I guess I'm here for you, dead or
alive, Kid!” said the sheriff of White
Pine hoarsely. “That’s your choice !”

“Forget it!” said the Kid. :

Jake’s hand was on his gun. All eyes
were upon him and the Kid.

“Don't!” said the Kid softly. *If
ybu' handle your hardware, Jake, there

will sure be bad trouble.”
““You giving up?”
:Not e jugful.”

d or alive, kid-——? = '
“Forget it!1* said the Kid. .
The sheriff of White Pine seid no

more. His gun came from its holster.

In & fash the Kid’s gun was levelled

at the hard, grim, -bearded man from

White Pine. - ' ’ &
"‘Drogeit, Jake!” | -

: The: sheriff’s revolver was half raised.

He glared' at the long-barrelled Colt

ﬂ_)at_i’opked ‘him in the face. Round

short iilence, - and the:

- beats as

him his men handled their guns—and
the Lazy O punchers stood finger on
trigger. There was a breathless pause
as the sheriff checked his rising hand.

“Ride, hombre, ride!” said the Kid
quietly. o

Jake Nixon set his teeth,

“You or me, Kid!”

His gun came up. Bub the Rio Kid
fired first, and the sheriff of White Pine
went  backwards in his' saddle. and
crashed to the earth, his bullet whizzing
away harmlessly. over the roof of the
ranch-housc as he fell.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The End of His Rope.

HE roar of a score of Colts fol-
lowed the fall of the:. \White
Pine sheriff. .

Men were firing on all ‘sides.

The die was cast now, with a ven-
geance. Jake Nixon lay by the tramp-
ling hoofs of his-horie; and his men
were firing—and the Lazy O bunch
were not slow to respond. Guns flashed
and roared, and streaming smoke filled
tlie air. Horses neighed and squealed
and trampled wildly as the whizzing
lead flew. - .

But the advantage was with the
Lazy O bunch.. o fire was wild
from the men on the backs of the
excited, cavorting horses—and they
were in the minority. -

For a minute or two it [asted, and
then the White Pine outfit were riding
for the plains.

They dashed away from the ranch-
house, in a storm of whizzing bullets.
Five or six of them clung to their
horses; and one of them had pitched
from his broncho, and did not stir
again.

Clatter, clatter. clatter rang the hoof-
the outfit careered away.

:'d{‘et up, yow'uns!™ rapped out the

The bunch would have rained bullets
on the fleeing outfit, and but for the
Kid’s sharp order few of the men from
White Pine would have escaped the

- fire.

But at the Kid’s orders the punchers

d at once to burn powder. -
~“I guess they afl they want!”
grinned Lonog.Bill, as he lowerced his

smoking revolver.

“You've said itI” chuckled Shorty.
“They was sure asking for it,” said
Mezxican Dave. “They can.tell the
guys in White Pine that Packsaddle

trails ain’t healthy for sheriffs!”
hite Pin9 outfit went career-

ing down the trail, to halt at a safe
distance from the ranch. OQut of
effective pistol-range, they pulled in
their horses, evidently unwilling to
retreat farther, but at & loss to know
what move to make. They were out-
numbered by the. Lazy O bunch, and
only their rapid retreat had saved themn
from being riddled with bullets. But
they sat in their saddles, looking back
at the ranch, with grim and savage
faces, gun in hand.

The Rio Kid glanced round atethe
punchers. -

Several of them had been hit, but no
man of the Lazy O had gone down.
‘The firing had been fierce, but it had
been wild, and it had not lasted long.

Noar the gate on the trail lay a Whitle
Pine man, motionless. And before thie
porch lay the sheriff, groaning.

The Kid step to him.

Jake Nixon. glared at the bo
and' made & motion - with his -
hand. The Kid stooped and jerked the
revolver from his grasp, and tossed it
away.

“3 reckon you done with that, Jake,”
he remarked. - * g : .

“You’ve beat me to it, Kid{” mut-
tered Nixon. “Dog-gone you, you'se
beat me to it !* o

“I reckon !".assented the Kid. |

“1 guess yon won’t get away with it
none !* muttered the sheriffi of White
Pine. “This ain’t the end. Kid.” .

The Kid made no aaswer.

“You got me,” breathed Jake. *“ But
when they hear of this at White' Pine
yoi'll sure get your ticket for soup,,
dog-gone you, you durned firebug !”

“You sure do shoot off your mouth
.a whole lot, Jake,” asnswered the Kis
coolly. “I guess you want to save your
brez;;b. feller.” -

“Dog-gone you——"

“Can 1t !"” said the Kid curtly.  “1
gness if I wasn’t a dog-gone gink T'd
sure put a bullet through your cabecz:
now, and White Pine would want »
new sheriff,”

“1 ain’t asking you to let np!™
snarled Jake, “Shoot, you allfire:
scallywag, and be durned 1”

The Rio Kid dropped his gun into
the holster.

“Say, boss,” called out Long Bill.
“Them guys ain’t bitm:g the trail. ¥

uess we want to boot them oft’n this

yer ranch !¥

(‘;You’ve said it,” agreed the Kid.
“Git your cayuses.”

'l‘hen?e was a rush to the corral. The
Lazy O bunch were eager to come to
conclusions with the White Pine outfit.

outlaw, -
gun-

LS N

with
pn:golm-. patent double-bearing
wi itow ollik, with
Fosiotones ar medunrs e

50 WARNEFORD “ DEMON T OR P 5. ' Len .
epan 23 In. Pitted i e e
& milsimum hh:hl-' id model, gt

: ‘% lploud nedel, giving

(14

chasels, covered
Welght snd wind

These are the

CHRISTMAS
PRESENTS

offered to readers who
are successful in our

“MOTOR-PICS”
'COMPETITION }

.schich will be jound on - 8
page 11 of this (esse-

2

8 * BOWMAN ” MODEL STEAM: K

WITH RAILS. Length of e

brass with Bowman safety valve. 8¢

frames. Wheels of turned mmgm




+—s Ghe DODULAR, Gomplete SpryyCukekly o ™

STANDING BY THE KiD! * You or
came up. But the Rio Kid fired firet,

wardse In his saddie. The next moment

the roar of a score of Ooits followed the

fall o? the sheriff, and men were firlng
on all sides. (Sce Chapler 2.)

The Kid dropped on his knee beside
the sheriff, and examined his wound.
It was secrious enouﬁh: the bullet had
passed clear through the broad chest.
But Jake was not & dead man yet.

“J] guess you ain’t a gone coon,
Jake,” eaid the Kid. “J reckon I'll fix
you up afore I clear your guys off’n
this ranch.”

“1 ain’t asking—-"

“ Aw, can it!” interrupted the Kid.

He called to Diego, and with the
chore man's help. carricd the sheriff
wmto theé ranch.

‘There Jake was placed on the Kid’s
own bed, and the Kid bound up his
wound.

The sheriff, almost fainling with loss
of blood, eyed him grimly and savagely
as he did so.
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“\Vhat's this game, Kid?” he mut-

tered. “I'm telling you I'm after your
scalp, and if you fet up on me 1 ain’t
letting up on you, not by long chalks!”

The Kid left bim without replying.

Outside the ranch-house he mounted
Side-Kicker. The Lazy O bunch were
on their bronchos now, cager to be led
against the outfit haited on the plain.

“] guess White Pine guys won’t be
honing to ride Packsaddle trails, arter
we're through with that crowd,” said
Long Bill. | A

“They sure will not !” said Shorty.

. “Hit the trail!” said the Kid.

He rode down the trail, followed by
the bunch, heading direct for the White
Pine ountfit.

There was a spattering of shots from
the White Pine men, and the Lazy O
riders fired in response, but the dis-
tance was too great, so far, for
cffective shooting.

“I guess they ain’t standing to it!”
said Long Bill.

The horse-wrangler was right.

With more than & score of punchers
riding down on them, the dozen men
from White Pine figured that it was
not good encugh. There was a further
spattering of shots; but they turned
their horses and rode away across the
prairie.

“They’re .
Shorty. R
Bf;l(}ive them a send-off ! roared Long

11k,

The Lazy O bunch put spurs to their
bronchos and dashed in pursuit. The
White Pine outfit were soon at the
ecallon.

beating it!”  grinned

after them; and from the riders ahead
came return fire; but the lead whizzed
wide. The fight was over, and Jake
Nixon’s men were in full retreat.

For several miles the Lazy O bunch
followed them across the prairie, till
the Kid gave the word at last to return
‘to the ranch. The sheriff's men were
gone; the trouble, for the moment,
was_ over. :

The bunch rode back to the ranch in
a mood of uproarious triumph and glee.

They had beaten off the White Pine
outfit; and they - figured that White
Pine would leave Packsaddle alone
after that lesson. And if they came
again the bunch were ready for gun-

play. -

But the Kid’s face was grave when he
turned Side-Kicker into the corral, and
went back to the ranch-house.

Jake Nixon had said that it was noé
the end; and the Rio Kid knew that it
could not be. .

Before sundown that day the whole
section would be talking of the fracas;
the whole valley of the Pecos would
know that Mister Fairfax, of the Lazy
O ranch, was the Rio Kid.

The secret was out, and the game was

up.
p’fhere had been a chance, a faint
chance, the Kid figured, if Jake and
his men had gone in peace. But the
shooting put paid to that. A man had
been killed at the Lazy Q. Half the
White Pine outfit bad ridden away
sgrcly wounded. It could not end
there. ' :
The Kid went to the room where the
sheriff of White Pine lay in \h'u; l:.’::d.
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ages. He looked down gloomily on tho
wounded man, whose white face told of
nothing but bilter inimosiyy. .

“You got me, dog-gone youl!” Jako
muttered. “DBut you're at the cnd_of
your rope hyer, Kid, and I'm telling
you so.”

“I guess I'm wise to that, Jake,”
answered the Kid quietly. “Gol-darn
you, you couldn’t stand pat and lct a

galoot alone.” .
~ “Not in your lifetime,” said Jake, be-

tween his teeth. “Put a bullet through
me if you want, you durned fire-bug!
I guess you’ll havo half Texas buzzing
round you like hornets in thrco days
from now.” .

“Sure!” said tho Kid.

“Your gamo’s up!” snarled Jake.

“1 reckon,” assented the Kid quictly,
“I’ve done all a guly could to quit tho
outlaw trail; but reckon I've got
another guess coming. When the news
of this rookus spi s, 1 guess I'll havo
the T'exas Rangers coming for me.”

“You sure will1” said Jake savagely.
*“And your durned bunch won’t stand
long agin the Rangers.” .

“1 guess I'd stand to it,” said the
. Kid. “But I ain’t getting the bunch
shot up on my account. No, sir.
reckoned I'd get off the outlaw trail,
and run & ranch; but there ain’t
nothing to it. - ¥ -guess 1 knowed all
along, at the back of my mind, that
there wasn’t nothing to it.” The Kid
sighed.” “The game’s up here, and it's
me for'the plains and the chaparral.”

“ And’ me lying here shot up, whilo
you get away,” muttered Jake.

The Kid smiled faintly. .

“Youre durned lucky to be lying
here, Jake, instead of getting ghnted,”
he said.- “I guess I'm . sending you

away in the chuck-wagon, Jake, and
when you're mended, if you want the
Rio Kid, you’ll want to hunt for him
in tho chaparral, or the sierra. 'The
Rio Kid’s done with ranching. And I
guess there’s hecap plenty galoots in
Taxas will be sorry he was driven to
tho outlaw trail agin.” .

Under the sunset that day the chuck-
\va%lon rolled away from tho Lazy O,
with the wounded sheriff of White Pine
lying in it on a heap of

In the Lazy O bunkhouso there was
rcjoicing and hilarity, But- while tho
bunch- celebrated their victory the Kid
was riding Side-Kicker over the ranges
with a clouded, thoughtful face, and
an ache in his heart. * Mister Fair-
fax ” was taking a silent farewell of
the Lazy O Ranch.

blankets.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Last of the Lazy O!
1 HE Rio Kid!”
p “It’s sure the Kid!”
“ Gee-whiz [
Men crowded to stare as a
g:rseman rode into the street of Pecos
n
The Kid rode on his way, unhceding.
No hand was raised against him; no
man reached for a gun. But all Pecos
Bend crowded to stare at Mister Fair-
fax, owner of the Lazy O Ranch, now
known to be-thé outlaw of the Rio
Grande.
It was the biggest sensation Iecos
d had ever. known as the outlaw
rancher rode down the street, and

stopped at the door of Lawycr Lucas’
office. ’
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There the Kid dismounted, and threw
Side-Kicker's reins over a post. He
paused in the doorway of the lawyer’s.
oflice, to glance at tho buzzing crowd,
with a faintly-amused smile on his lips.

“The Rio Kid!”

The well-known name passed from
mouth to mouth. Every eye was fixed
on the handsome, sunburnt face.

Tho XKid looked over tho buzzing
throng. coolly, gquictly, and then
stepped into the lawyer’s office.

Lawyer Lucas rose from his rocker,
an apprehensive look on his sharp face
as ho stared at his visitor.

The Kid smiled.

“You don't want to geb scared,
fcller,” ho said lightly. “It ain’t the
Rio Kid that’s como to sco you, it’s
Mister Fairfax, of the Lazy 0. You
get me?” :

“I get. you, Mister Fairfax,” said
the Pecos Bend lawyer. “But the
wholo scction’s saying that yow'ro the
Rio Kid,” " N

“ ess they got it right,” drawled
the Igl‘:l. e &

“They say that word’s been sent to
the Texas Rangers to ride for the Lazy
0,” said Lucas, cyeing him curiously.

“Sure!” said the Kid. “But the
Rangers won't find Mister Fairfax at
the Lazy O. But I guess I got no time
to waste, Mister Lucas. I'in hero on
business. You sold me the Lazy O
Ranch, feller.” .

“That’'s so—not knowing that you
was the Rio Kid—" . )

“Cut that out,” said the Xid. “ You
sold me the Lazy O, and the ranch is
mine, fair and square. But I guess
that ranch won’t much use to me
when I'm dodging the Rangers in the
chaparral, fellor.”

“You thinking of selling, Mister
Fairfax?” asked the lawyer. “I guess

cu won't have time to put it through
get'ore——” Ho paused.

“Before the Rangers get me,”
grinned the Kid. “I guess I ain’t
thinking of selling that ranch, feller.
I'm giving it away, and you're going
to draw up the papers right and legal.”

The lawyer stared. .

“Jest at present,” went on the Kid,
“1 ain’t the Rio Kid. I'm Mistcr Fair-
fax, the owner of the Lazy O. I ain’t
the Rio Kid till I'm proved to be that
dog-goned fire-bug in.a court of law.
Ain’t that right?”

“Quite !

“The Lazy O bunch have stood for
me,” said the Kid. “I guess I had
soma trouble with that bunch when I
hit the ranch; but they're good boys,
and they've stood for mo liko white
men. I'm letting up at the Lazy O,
because I won’t get that bunch shot up
by the Rangers standing for me. I got
to hit the trail. And I’'m handing bver
the ranch to the bunch.” .

“Sho!” said the Pecos Bend lawyer.

“You want to draw up them papers
for Mister Fairfax to sign,” said the
Kid. “I got a list of tho names here—
every man in —and they ﬁet
the ranch on, equal shares. Long Bill’s
appointed foreman. ‘Inﬁuess he’s a good
man, and the bunch work with him
'0.K. That ranch is going to belong

to the bunch that run it. You get me?” -

“You paid forty thousand dollars for
that r , Mister Fairfax,” said the
Pecos Bend lawyer. .

“Sure! And I reckon them dollars is
gone up,” said the Kid. “But the

unch is sure a.good bunch, aad they
stood for me m handing them:
the ranch. You want to. draw up them
papers right and legal, Mister Luoas,
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while 1'm still Mister Fmrfax. 1
reckon they won’t be able to give, the
bunch any troublo after I'm _gone.
Packsaddle mll stand for them.
you want to t busy.”

ld remained a long time
in tho I.wyers officc that morning.
Outside the building 8 constantly-in-
creasing crowd hummed and buzzed,
staring at the grey mustang hitched to

Now

the t, and repeating the name of
the ﬁ‘: Kid. When the Kid left at
last the deed was duly drawn up,

signed, and witnessed, and the Lazy O
Ranch bhad been transferred with due
Jegality to the members of the Lazy O
bunch in equal shares.

There was a roar as the Kid stenped
from the lawyer’s office. Men crowd
and jostled to see him as Le vaulted into
the saddle of the grey mustang. The
Kid pushed out into the street.. On

cool ghu(ee mpt onr tho mrmiug
street.

“8ay, you uns,” he drawled, “I ain’t
come a-shooting this time, but'if there's
any galoot here honmg for trouble, I
ain't the guy to-say no.”

Ho rode slowly down the strect, the
buzzing crowd making way for "him.
No hand was raised, and tge Rio Kad
rode out of Pecos Bend in peace.

Y ‘& [ = z

When the Tem Rangers hit the Lazy
O Ranch looking for Mister Fairfax,
Mister Fairfax was not there. Mister
Fairfax had ceased to exist, and the
Rio Kid had come to life in his place.
And the Rio Kid was far away.

The Lazy O Ranch that had changed "

bands so often, had changed hands once

111

'.l‘heu was doq: n tho bunk.
house. “The b i “Wwou, ‘ tﬁ r.ﬁooi
for tlm K:d ta hold the: Luy O againsh
all - And even that magnfceng
pm‘tntxg glﬂ from the boes did not cone

o hunch for the lon oi Miston
Feairfax.

Far away from Packuddle & rider in
goatskin chaps, with a band of silver
nuggets round his Stetson, and two
long-barrclled, walnut-butted guns in
his holsters, rode a trail in the chap-
arral. The Rio Kid, rancher no
longer, once more the outlaw of tho -
Rio Grande. -

TBE END,

(You'll ﬁnd the Rio Kid in the tlm:k
of perils in next week’s roaring Western

the outskirts.of the crowd some were. again, and now it belonged to the Lazy ¥4rR. Lok out /0"-' “THE HOLD-
handling guns; and the de’s clear, O bunch. TP)
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