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An Old Acquaintance !
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“HIEF MANY PONIES peered

through the screen of sage and

- greasewood. and his black eyes
glittered at the horseman who

was riding up the sandy ridge. He
muttered a word in the guttural dia-
lect of the Apache, and the tattered
braves round him lay fow in cover. A
savage grin was reflected from omne
coppery face to another. There were
twenty or more of the ragged Apaches
orouching in the thicket that crowned
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wst valley, wiih the boy prisoner of
whom the Kid was in quest. But what
direction the gunman had taken in his
flight, and whether the Yaqui had
overtaken him, the Kid did not know.
He had little hope that either the Pack-
saddle guninan or the boy still lived.
But he aimed to kpow for certain be-
fore he hit the trail out of the desert.
He scanned the sun-baked earth for
sign as he rode un the ridge towards
the thickets of sage and greasewood.
There was no sign. But the Kid
figured that from tho top of the high
ridge he might pick up some sight
either of the fugltives, or of the pur-
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reluctantly. Bu word ol

lewered ntly. Bui
Chief Many Ponies was law to the gang
of ragged outcasts who followed his
tead..

The Rio Kid's face brightened. He
slipped his guns back into the holsters,
and held out his hand to the copper-
skinned chief.

“Say, feller, I'm powerful glad to
moet up with you!” he exclaimed. “I
figured that 1 might come across you
in the Staked Plain, Many . Ponies.
And this sure is a sight for sore eyves.”

Many Ponies, tattered and dusty in
dingy leggings and ragged blanket and
draggled feathers. saluted the Kid with

the
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the ridge, in the the grave dignity
desert of the Staked [1<OOS DSBSt GOS BB IO QM’%] of an Indian chief.
Plain, and the - - - “The hcart of
white man, un- The RIO Kld BOI‘%‘OWS a RedSkln g Many Ponies is
kuowing, was rid- ¢ o Y light to see his
ing directly towards ¢ irioe 5> little white
them—}dire{ctly into s b]rothder,’:‘ Thhe l't[:?.
their hands. Chief 1 i 4 - 1} 5 clared. e little

any Ponies To He.p H!m In a Sﬁgnge QueSt " & chief is welcome to
Watched the [ider [ttt i i <in s imErr B o mirrinimiioi-<> [} the camp of the
as he advanced. Apache.

He saw a cow-puncher, mounted on a
mustang covered thick with the dust
of the plain; but the brim of the Stet
son hat hid the face from his view.
The Apache chief sank back into cover,
and waited. The beat of the mustang’s
hoofs came to his ears, coming nearer
and nearer. In a few minutes more the
horseman would be among the crowd of
crouching Redskins.

I'ne Rio Kid rode on.

His eyes were scanning the ground
about him as he rode. But he was not
aware of the camp of the Apaches in
the thickets ahead. He was looking for
sign—/for long hours riding under the
burning sun the Kid had been looking
for sign.

Manyv a long mile lay between the
Kid and the vallev of tha Yaqui, from
which he had fed in t! y "»wn. Long
ago he had dropped the last of his pur-
suers. He was hunting now for sign
of the trail of Slick Singer, the gun-
man of Packsaddle, whe had escaped
from the ¥Yaqui encampment in the

suing Yaqui on the boundless expanse
of the level plain bevond. He pushed
his mustang Into the thickets of dusty
sage and evil sme!ling greasewood, and
a moment later dark faces and glitter-
ing, black eyes, and dusky hands grasp-
ing spear and tomahawk, rose round
bim in a swarm.

“Great gophers ! ejaculated the Kid.

His guns were in his hands in  a
second. The rifle of Chief Many Ponies
was aimed at his breast.

But neither ti:e boy puncher nor the
Apache chicf ! trigg.r. . There
was an exclama oth ut
surprised- recognition.

“Chief Manv Ponics!"” exclaimed the

sides

id.
“Wah!” The Apache chief waved
back the crowd of biraves that swarmed
round the Kid, “Chicf Many Ponies
did not know that 1% was hizx white
brother.”

He dropped the butt of the rifle to
the earth. The crowd of weapons that
had been raised round the Kid were

The Kid slipped from his mustang.

Few white men would have been glad
to fall in with Chief Many Ponics, and
his ragged horde of outcasts in the
desert of the Staked Plain. But the
boy outlaw of the Rio Grande and the
chief of the outcast horde were old
a.quaintances and friends, and the
meeting was good fortune to the Kid.

*“What you doing here, chief?” he
asked.

Many Ponies waved a dusky hand
towards the distant south-east. He did
not need to answer in words—that
gesture in the direction of the cow
country was enough. The Kid's face
clouded for a moment. Outlaw as he
was, he was a cowman born and bred,
and cattle-lifting pot his goat.  The
Apaches were on a raid to lift cows
from the ranges that bordered on the
Staked Plain. But it was no business
of the Kid’s, and he dismizsed i with
a shrug of the shoulders.
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oy ‘5&:\0"1 Fan ean he1p me, chief, if

Kid.

.ufe c ef waved his dusky
hond aga time towards the
watching d of bueks, and then

breest. The Kid

sileut language of the
The chif was offer-
the services of himseli and his
followiny

11 said the Kid,

brothei’s enemies are trailing
the Llano Estacado?” asked
ry Poules.
o Rio Kid shock

in
Y
his head with a

sheriffs ain’s honing to
Staked Plain, chief,”

rackon they’d be food
yo“«ls “nd the turkey buzzards
i It ain’t that. I guess I'm
a galoot that’s riding the
if the Yaqui haven's got

are dogs,” said the chie f
“They flee like covotes
e the braves of the Apache.”

% i,” agreed the Xid.
i sure is pizen. I guess
ise, chief. And if vyou

to nelp me out, I'll sure be

{ox crful pleased. 1 been looking for
A white bf)/ that was a prisoner in the

Yaqui Vailey, There’s a big ranch

and o fortuns walting for him in San
: B’f there was another gu
X m—38lick Singer, the gu

nlan 01
eard of.

The Apache nodded.

“That gay was roped in by the
N 7 went on the Kid., “And I
"that the boy let him lcose, and
got wway together fast night. 'T'he

dale, that I reckon you've

;zley
Y:m,ux was afier them, bub whother they

zob them or not, I ain’t found out,
zot to find out, chief.”

Another nod.

“But that ain’t all,” said the Kid.
“That fire-bug, Slick Singer, is after
the boy to shoot him up. And I guess
if the kid gets away from the Yaqui
he won’t ge ot away from Slick. I'm
surg o whole heap worried about that
kid., I guess thers ain’t a dog’s chance
that he's alive yet. But if that gun-
man has wiped him ous, I'm going to
xeb  that galoot” 'I'he Kid’s eyes
3 “T{l sure trail him till I
if he's harmed that papoose.

for them in the Staked
ve like hunting a flea om a
Say, you want to help?”
any Pomes can trail the
“1~~e1t =md the Apache,
b;o her has spoken.

9
mting

ed fo “his oravc= and
a muttelmv for a few
the Apache “dialect. Fe
to the Kid.

3y young nien have seen the frail
of many horses,” he said. “In the
sunrise we passed he trail.

The Kid nodded eagerly.

“I guess that'll be the trail of the
Yagui ﬂmt was after them,” he said.
“T guess it’s o Texas dollar to a Mexi-
cent that the Injins have got them
~but I sure want to know., We want
to hit that trail, chief.”

“Wah! It is goodl”
Many Poniza.

When the Rio Kid rode out of the
ts ha was riding by the side of
"Imzy Ponies, with the score of
f ing. Kre long
bir Ac-k thn trail of the Yaqui riders

d pursued Slick Singer and the

wrned back

@y

said Chiet
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tempted to let the enemy

The Kid dismounted to ezamine the

trail.

It showed the passage of m iny riders
—not less than twenty-five, tho Kid
rm*honed Some of the tracks were’

iresher than others, and there was no
sign of returping hoof- prints. It was
casy for the Kid to read the :xgm A
bunch of the Ya]m he reckoned, had
followed Slick Singer in the night, and
others had fellcwed on at dawn.

But many hours had passed since that
trail was made, and in thoss hours what
had happened to the iu«“m\'es"’ That the
Kid could oniy learn by *ollov.mg the
trail. He remounted the grey mustang,
and rode on with the Apaches.

e \’_l

The Man on the Mesa!

[T} o oo o B B e®n ]

~RACK!
é The rifle rang from the summits

of the mesa, and the shot was
asswered by a Yoegu yell.

Slick Binger gave a sanarl of savage
satisfaction.

Another of the Redskins had gone to
his account; though it made no ditfer-
ence, he knew, to the finish. They had
huu—they had him dead to’ ugl.ts. And
all that was left to the gunman of Pack-
saddle was to die {whtmg, like a rat iz
a corner, and sell his life dearly.

He lay on the summit of the mesa—a
steep mass of rock that rose fificen feet
or more f{rom the level plain. The
rugged sides wero steep, almost as
walls; noi casy to climb mth a des-
perate riflemen watching from  the
summit.

Twice the Yuqui bad alterapted to
rush the mesa, and cach iime the gun-
man had driven them off, and round
tho lonely rock six or scven of the
Yaqu: lay still. And the rest, ¢rouch-
ing round the tall rock in the cover of
sand- ridges and bushes, watched and
waited, every now and ‘then loosing off
a bullet. But the lead whistled harm
lessly over the desperato man \\ho
crouched above.

Round the mesa, mile on mile, as far
as tho eye could reach, lay the dry
desert, with clouds of aust stirring in a
hot wind, the level broken only by arid
ridges :md patches of dusty sage and
greasewood, and tall cacti lifting their
skeloton arms,

Overnead the hot sun blazed, and the
rock on which the gunman lay was
almost burning to the touch, Heat as
oi a furnace tormented him, as be lay
unsheltered in the pitiless blazo of the
sun, apd thhsb parched him, and ached
in his throat Not o drop of water
passed his hps during the '-ng, hot
hours, while hs held bhis position
against the Redskins, and the savages of
the desert howled round him.

More than once the gunman had been
scale the
mesa, and to end hzs torment in a last
n“nJ to-hand struggle, and death. F¥or
thers was no hope, no chance of hope.
But the instinet to live, and to kill, was
strong on him, There was a savage
mtzmactmn in making the Yaqui pay
dear for his scalp.

He watched W“ savage eyes. A
Yaqui had stirred from cover, and the
~‘*ob from the top of the micsa laid him

ut in the sage. A ferce yelling and a
spattering of bullets on ihe rock
answersd.

“Dog-gone ﬂ‘cn red hides {7 muttered
Slick Smcrex, “Dog-gone ‘em ! They
cot me! Dut I guess the boy’s safel!”

It was ~tz:mg9 encugh that that
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thought should give him satisfoction in
the last hours of a wiid and misspent
life. ‘the boy was heu to the big ranch
at San Antone, and if he had died in
the Staked Plain his only relative would
have stepped into his shoes. And ).u
was with the Lutblcva lmexmon th
Dick Singer should die in the £ ’xhed
Plain that the gunman nad sought him,
And he had found im in the encamp-
ment of the Yaqui in the lest valley.
But it was as a helpless prisoner,
doomed to death, that the gunman had
reached the 1Dd08n of the Yaqm

And the boy, knowmq nothiug of his
ruthless scheme, had saved him, and
fled with him, trusting his life inna-
cently in the hands of the man who
soughs his death.  And somehow that
innocent faith had worked a change in
the gunman’s hara heart and seared
mind.

His heart was not, pelha.ps, so hard
as he had fancied; perhaps, w'lcn it
had come to the test. ne would have
been incapable of the dastardly deed
ho had schemied. He hardly knew. But
he knew that \\th the test came, his
good angel had won, against ihe
counsels of 0\‘51 and he bad forced the

boy to Bight, and rematied behind, dis-
mounted, to face the pursuers.
Somewhere, in the far distance of the

desert, the boy rode free, on the chest-
nut cow-pony. And Slick Singer, sur-
rounded by merciless foes, walted for
Geath.

Already the ’2‘}2’1 bad p'u.d dearly.
Seven of the savage braves lay dead
round the ‘“"sa. At 2 turther distance
lay the chief Dlack Hawk. Others
among the savage gang were wounoed
But sixteen or seventeen savage braves
still watched the mes:, and though they
did not attempt to rush the vock again,
the end could rot be tar off.

They had only to wait till fatigue and
ihirst delivered tho paleface into their
hands. Slick Singer lenged for another

rush, but it did not come. Long before
the burning day was over he know that
he would be lying helpless there, con-
quered by heat and thist, unable to
dofcnd himself when the Redskins came

clambering up. And the Yaqui knew
t too, and ther waited.

“Dog-gone ‘em!” growled the gun-
man, between his teeth.
The hot wind scared his face; the

dust of the desert was thick on his
eracking lips, in his parched throat.
The sun was paz: the meridian now,
blazing down on him, scorching him
with heat. A dragg! ed feathered head-
dress showed amonff tho sage on the
plain, and the gunman fired. But the
bullet went wxde and he cursed. His
dazzled eyes were losing their keenness,
his scorched end burn’ng hands their
skill.  The end could not be far off
now. Ths rifle in bis hands almost
burned his fingers.

His haggard cyes swept the far plain
from the height of the mesa. The boy
was saved. Ho bad seen the Yaqui
who had ridden mtnr him, ride back to
join their comrades who besieged the
mesa. The boy was saved.  But
nothing could save the man who had
ridden into the Staked Plain seeking a
fortune by = crime, and who had found
there repentance—and death!

Dust-clouds, stirred by the hot wind,
floated on the plain. A thicker cloud
than the rest caught the gunman’s eye,
and he knew that it was caused by
approaching horsemen. He watched it
idly. No help conld cume to him. In
that remote desert the only riders were
the outeast Redskins—Yaqui, Navajo,
and Apache—who preferred the deso-
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lato waste to the Indian reservations.
Through the dust-cloud he caught the
gleam of spears, the nodding of
feathers., Anotne. gang ot Yaqui, he
reckoned, comuny o juin the copper-
skinned demons who surrounded -him—
there were more than enough of them
already. -

From the top of the mesa he saw the
advancing riders long before they were
visible to the Yaqui or the plain below.
But when the Redskins became aware
of them. there was a sudden excitement
among the braves who besieged the
mesa  The gunman heurd guttural ex-
clamations In tones of excitement and
alarmm A word foated up to his cars,
“Apache!” And there was a sudden
rush of the Yagui, who had been lying
in var, sowards the horses they had
left in the shelter ot w hollow at a
listle distance The gunman knew now
what was the matier. The newcomers
were not a fresh gang of
Yaqgui, but soms rival
gang of Apaches, and they
came as foes to his fees.

It meant nothing to him.
From Apache he bad as
much to fear as from
Yaqui. Any white man
was falr game to any of
the outcast Redsking who =

haunted the solitary 2
desert.  But he grinned
over his rifle as

the

Yaqui broke cover and ran =—_
for their horses. Twice he
fired among them, and
one, at ieast, ¢f the braves
rolled over and did not
rise again. He was losing
his grip now, his shooting
was wild. But one, at
least, of the enemy had %
gene down. ;

The Yagui mounted in
hot haste, and dashed
away over the plain,
They did not ride to meet
the approaching Apaches.
Evidently they were think-
ing only of escape. The
adds wers on the side of
the newcomers, and _the
Yaqui rode for safety.
They gave no glance to the
mesa, or the desperate
man who- had so nearly fallen into
their hands. He was forgotten now, as
the Yaqui urged their shaggy ponies to
top speed, with their backs to the
advancing Apaches,

The guninan watchen 1diy with dizzy
eyes. T'he outcoms of the trouble was
nothing to him; ms dooin was the salne,

e saw the Apachies sweep past the
mesa atb a furious gailioj.. und ride after
the fleeing Yaau.. But one remained
behind, and Slick Singer rubbed his
dizzy eyes and stareq again at the man
in chaps and Stetson

“The Kid!" he muttered hoarsely.
“The Rio Kid:”

He rose to his teet, and waved wildly
to the boy puuncher. The sight of a
white man in that wilderness of death
was like wine to him. They had parted
on bitter terms. The K:d knew his
design, and bad come rear to shooting
him out of hand when ne discovered it.
But the sight ot the Kid brought hope
to the war whe had lain for wours in
the torture of thirst, in the grim fear
of death. He waved to the Kid, and
shouted hoarsely i a cracked voice.
Throwing down his rifle, he scrambied
headlong down the steep side of the
mesz.

* Water {7

The Rio Kid looked at him.
face was grim, his eyes glinting.

His
But

Stick Singer rose to his feet,
and waved wildly tc the Rio
.Kid in the plain below.

he unhooked his can, and handed i} to
the gunman, and Slick Singer placed
it to his lips, and drained the water
to the last drop.

<o DB <t
The Kid on the Trail!

i< o .}
HE Xid stood silent, waiting.
His face did not relax; his lips
were set hard, and his eyes
glinted at the gunman. His

hand rested on the butt of a gun.

Slick Sinerer, having drained the last
drop from the can, leaned on the
mesa, panting. But the quenching of
his tnirst nad given bim new iife, and
he was pulling himself together. He
fired his haggard eyes on the Xid,
and, reading the expression on the boy

outlaw’s face, he groped at his belt—
for a weapon that was not there.
“1 guess you looking for me to shoot

me up?” bhe sneered. “ You can sure
get on with it, dog-gono youl I
reckon I'd have got werse from the
Yaqui.”

“Where's the boy?”’

The Kid’s voice was hard and cold,
and full of menace.’

“The boy?" repeated Slick.

“You gobt. away .from the Yaqui
Valley with the boy,” said the Kid. “I
was there, among the lodges; 1 beard
the Ipjuns get after you when you
made your break. The boy let you
loose, 1 reckon.”

“You've said it.”

“He went with you—="

" Bufe!™

“Where is he?”

The Kid’s gun was in his hand now.

“Shoot, if yon durned well likel”
said Slick sullenly. ¢1 ain’t asking
nothing of you, you durned fire-bug.”

“ guess if you've hurt that papcoss
I'li @il you so full of holes you'd be
useful for a colander.”” said the Kid.
“You durnes lobe-wolf, you came to
the Staked Plain to find him, and put
him out of your way, to step into his
shoes at the Singer Ranch at San
Antone. I reckon 1 was some gink nof
to shoot you up when I found cut your

} R

K==
| game; out 1 sure never did caloulate

toat you'd got hold of tho boy. But
vou gos hold of hun, and you lit out
of the Yaqui Valiey with him, and
now [ want to know what you dons
with him, Slick Singer?”

The gunman sneered.

“You reckon I shot him up?”
asked.

“ Ain’t that what you was scarching
for him for? demanded the Rio Kid.

“Correct!” But—""

“ But what, you lobo-wolf?”

“The boy let me loose, when the
Yaqut had me fixed dead to rights,”
said the gunman. “After that——"

He. broke off.

The Kid scanned his haggard face
curiously. ;

“After that, even you wasn't durned
skunk enough to shoot him up?”

“You get mo!”

“Then where is he? You was
cornered on that mesa. What’s become
of the boy? He ain’t there?”

The Kid nodded towards the rock.

“He sure ain't.”

“] want to know,” said the Kid
gnietly “1 know whar you was after,
lick Singer; and if you done got away
with it, you're a dead gun-slinger. If
the boy’s gone over the range, you go
after him, pronto. Speak, vou scally-
wag, afore I let drive a bullet through
your durned eabeza.” He half-raised his
revolver. “Where's that boy Dick?”

“Yeu can search me.”

“You want me to believe you don’t
know?” .

“Jest that.”

“Put it clear. What’s happened to
him?’ said the Kid. “I ain’t giving
you the benefit of any doubt. If you've
harmed him

The gunman laughed sardonically.

“Spill  it, you durned polecas!”
snapped the XKid. “T’ll say it ain’t safe
to keep me waiting.””

Tae Porvran.—Na. 587.
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“The boy's gone, om my horse,” said

“The Yaqui wag ridin
ind the cayuse “as G
, and I drove off stie hoss with
boy on 1t, and tock to the mesa
to hold off the Injums. J gzwess he
rode clear.”

The Kid eyed him.

“You want me to believe thai?’ he
said contemptuously.

“Jest as you durned well choose.”

“You came to the Staked Plain to
find him and kill him, because he stood
between you and a fortune way back
ot San Antone. You want me to be-
leve that you gave him your cayuse
to escape on, and stayed behind to face
the music on your lopesome—and you
the hardest cuss in Texas, a gun-slinger
that’s shot up mors galoots than he's
got dngers and toes! Aw, give a guv
something easier than that, Slick
Singer.”

“1 guess you won’t believe it,” said
the gunman, with a nod.

“71 jest don’t.’?

" But that’s the how of it, Kid, be-
lieve it or not. After what he did, I
jest couldn’s hurt the boy—he trusted
e, :

“He trasted you?” said the Kid.
“He sure did not know you, Slick.”

“He sure did not ! said the gunman.
“And ho trusted me, and T saved him;
and if T gei out of this cnssed desert
ative, it’s me for Packsaddle and the
r jomnts, and the bov’ll go to Han
Antone to his ranch and never see
hide nor hair of me But what’s the
2ood of chawing the rag—you ain’t be-
licving mo.”

“T surve am not?’ said Kid.
“More like, T guess, that vou gave
liim his last sickness. and left him to
the Yaqui. But I ain’t shooting vou
op il T make sure. T puess there's a
dog’s chanece that yon're telling me
the tmih: and T reckon T'm hunting
for that bay. If T don’t find him. Slick
Singer, you need not tell me anv more
Hos—it's vou for the Jong jumn.”

Chief Mony Ponies came riding back
to the mesa. His braves followed him
'The Yaqui were already far away,
riding for their lives. and the Apaches
had dropped the pursuit. 'They had
roped in nine or ten horses belonging
to the Vagui, who had fallen round
the mesa, and some of the braves dis-
mounted to gather up scatiered rifles
and ecartridges and tomahawks.  All
was grist that came to the mill of the
tattered outcasts of the Staked Plain.

Many Ponies looked at the sullen-
faced gunman leaning on the rugged
side of the mesa, and looked in-
quiringly at the Rie Kid. The Kid’s
face was dark with thought. There
was a possibility that the gunman had
told him the truth, and that the boy
yet lived. To one knowing Slick Singer
as the Kid knew him, the chance
seemed olight,  More likely — much
more likely—it was a false tale to
avert vengeanece. But there was a
chance,

The Apache chief touched his toma-

S
1)
&
[\

the

I}:_L‘.vk, with a significant gesture. Slick
bmgevr stared sullenly on. His lifa
was the Kid’s, to spare or to take. The

Kid shook his head.

“Not ves, chief! If thas seallywag

2in’t harmed the papoose. I guess I
want Bim to ride safe.”
Where papoose?”  asked AMany

Ponies.
“That lobo-woif allows that he rode
off, when the Yaqui surrounded hi
1t this mesa,” said the Kid. I guess
i pick up sign. I've

4 W3 true DU
Tue Porrrim.—No. 587,

- your life, Slick,” he said.

trailed with that geck, and I know the
track of his hoss like it was my own.
Say, you lend him a cayuse, chief, and
rope him on it safe an'® sound; while
I'm hunting sign.””

“Ugh! It 1sgood!” said the Apache.

“Where'd you last see the kid, if
you've told me straight?’ asked the
boy puncher, turning to Slick again.

“Yonder was the way he went.”” The
gunman pointed. “I1 guess you'll find
all that’s left of Black Hawk, the
Yaqui chicf, on his trail. He was
riding after the boy to spear him,
when 1 shot him ip the back from the
top of the mesa.”

“T guess I'll soon know.”

The Rio Kid moved off to the spot
indicated by the gunman, Two or
three of the Avaches, at a sign from
Manv Ponies, seized the gunman and
roped him on the back of one of the
captured horses. He submitted sullenly;
resistance was impossible. = Then the
whole party, with the prisoner in their
midst, followed the Kid.

Slick’s eves dwelt on the boy puncher
anxiously. His life depended on the
Kid picking up the trail of the chest-
nut cow-pony, sn which the boy had
escaped. .

The Kid moved along slowly, his eyes
on the sun-baked earth for-sign. |

His face was clouded; he had little
hope that the boy yet lived. But he was
clinging to what chance there was, On
ona point he was grimly determined;
if he failed to find_the trail of the cow-
pony, Slick Singer’s life was numbered
by minutes. The gunman’s face was
dark with anxiety as he watched the boy
outlaw seeking sign.

Many Ponies joined the Kid. -He
pointed with & brown finger to a
scareely distinguishable mark on the

hard earth. )

“Cayuse pass here !” said the Indian.

“1 guess so,” assented the Kid, with
a nod. “But that ain’t enough to tell
me what I want to know.”

He moved on, with his keen eyes on
ths ground. There was a sign that a
horse had passed, but so faint that on}y
the eye of a Redskin or of the Rio Kid
could have picked it up. Tt was not
suficient to identify the track. R

Step by step tiie Kid and the Indian
pieked up the trail and followed it, the
Apaches following behind if, the
gunman bound on his horse.

The Kid uttered a sudden exclama-
tion and darted forward. There was a
patch of soft sand, in which the marks
of hoofs lay legibly written. . The Kid
dropped on his knees and examined the
sign eagerly.

“By the great horned toad, that’s the
tread of Slick’s cow-pony!” he mut-
tered.

The guniman caught the words, and
he gave a gasp of relief. The tvail had
been found.

The Kid rose to his feet.

“I guess you got a dog’s chance for
“That sure
15 the trail of your cow-pony. He went
this way, and I guess he was going
hard. You stiil allow that the boy was
on his back?”

““Sure!” i

“T'm following that trail,” said the
Kid. “If it leads me to the boy, you'll
lLive, 8Slick Singer; if it don't, you're
meat for the coyotes! You wait a
piece.” )

The gunman, roped to the hack of the
VYaqui peny, waited, while the Kid
talked to Chief Many Ponies. He
needed no more help from the Apaches,
and the chief was anxious to get on his
own trail. A few words, and the Kid

grasped the dusky hand of his Indian
pard, and they parted.

The Apaches rode away to the souih-
east, and soon disappeared in a cloud
of dust. The Kid turned back to his
mustang, and mounted.

With his riato tied to the gunman’s
horse, he led Slick Singer after him, as
he pushed on the trail of the chestnut
cow-pony.

Faint as that trail was, it was clear
enough to the keen eyes of the Kid.
He followed it at a loping trot, and
behind him rode the gunman, bound to
his horse, his hands tied down to his
sides, and hope and fear mingled in his
breass.

If the trail led the Rio Kid to the loss
boy, his life was safe; but if it did
not—— The gunman’s face was hag-
gard as he followed behind the Kid
through the long hot hours, in the
silence and solitude of the desert.

o oo o B o Se oot
The Home Trail!
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! HOE boy lay sleeping in the

shadow of a bush, his head pil-

Iowed on his arm—the sleep of

weariness. Beside him lay the
chestnut cow-pony, equally weary, How
far he had ridden after escaping from
the Yaqai at the mesa, Dick Singer did
not know; but he had ridden until the
flagging horse had stopped and refused
to go farther.

He was safe from the Yaqui now;
there was no sign of ‘pursuit when the
weary boy lay down to rest in th
shade of the bush.

His thoughts, as he sank into slumber,
were of the man who had saved him,
who had driven the horse into flight,
and remained behind to die at the
hands of the Yaqui. By that act of self-
sacrifice Slick Singer had saved him
from the Redskins, But whether the
boy, alone in the desert, could ever find
his way out of the wilderness to the
settiements was another matter.

Siick Singer had done all that hLe
could, and the bey, who would gladiy
have stayed with him and shared his
fate, thought of him with gratitude.

But his -thoughts were dimmed by
weariness, and he soon sank into a
deep sleep. and lay unconscicus of the
hours that passed.

From the dusty sage a skinny animal,
with glaring, hungry eyes, crept, and
whined softly, watching the boy and the
horse. Both were sunk in deep slumber,
and did not heced the coyote. But tho
scavenger of the desert knew that they
lived, and dared not touch themr.

Another and another gaunt brute
crept from the sage, till more than a
score of the fierce-eyed animals squatted

round, watching, waiting, but not
daring to approach close. Still the boy
slept.

He was unconscious of the sound cf
hoof-beats that broke the silence of the
desert as the sun was sinking to the
west. He did not hear the startled
howls of the coyotes as they scattercd
and fled before a lashing quirt.

His eyes did not open till there was a
heavy tread close by him and the sound
of a voice in his ears.

Then they opened, with startled
terror, and for one fearful moment ho
fancied that it was the Yaqui who had
run him down. His hand went desper-
ately to the knife in his belt. Then he
saw that it was a2 white man who bent
over him—a man in Stetson and chaps.
His hand dropped from the knife; he
raised himself on his elbow, and stared

{Continued on page



THREE WONDERFUL NEW FEATURES START

DU

OH, WHAT AN ISSUE!
'—[’VE got so rauch to say about nexb

week's isstie—e0 many new and wons

derful features to announce-—that 1

reslly don't know where to begin,
(This is where you chaps are going to
sis up and gasg.) .

Let’s make a- start by saying a few
words about the Popolaki Patrol, X
mentioned in last week’s issue the start
of a grand new series of stories dealing
with the adventures of & patrol of Boy
Scouts in the wilds of the Congo. This
series Starts next week ! To those of you
who might have missed my previous
announcement of these stories, let me say
that the Popolaki
Patrol are some
boys. Headed by
Iyn Strong, their
loador, and backed
up in their stormy
adventures in the
jungles by & giani
native chief, Bobo,
they will give
PororLsar readers
all the thrills they'll
want for alongtime.

There aro five of 'em that weer the
colours of the patrol—Lyn Strong, ¥Fatty
Page—who eats all day and night, Pip
Parker—the smallest member, but never-
theless a tough ‘un, Smuts—ths Dutehman,
and a great man in a fight, and Stacpoole—
the dandy. (Stac's such & dandy that he
carries & clothes brush in case he soils
his trucks on trek.) Take a peeper at
the sketch at the foot of this page—and
you'll see what they’re iike.

The Popelaki Patrol will be here next
week !

NOW FOR A SCRzam!
1 suppose you're woundering what all
these little figures are doing on this page,
and what they're supposed to represent.

Well, it’s like this. I've bheen thinlks
of adding another new featurs

the programmme of the Poruraw. Ti
I had a brainwave-—a 100 per cent,
gilt-edged wheeze—in other words, o
COMIC SUPPLEMENT! There, now
you know what good news number two is.

: My word, wa
are going strong!
A laugk: a day
keeps the doctor
away. Well, here's
something to pub
all the docs in the
world out of com-
mission : A comic
supplement, with
ors lavghs in it
than you havehairs
on  ¥yo head—
bald men and babies not counted ! ;

Didn’t 1 tell you I'd got a lob to say
to you this week ? Weli, I've not finished
vet. Look out!

_This comic supplement, which starts
vext week, is going to make a semaation,
believe ma. All the best comic artists
have been wearing out the seat of my
visitors’ chair and walking threadbare
my corpets in thoir countless visiiz 1o my
sancturn  concerning this  supplement,
Many a head has been scratched—icave
cut that joke about splintersi—in the

NEXT WEEK!

FULL PARTICULARS BELOW!

endeavour to tickls up the jolly old brain
box. And we—that's the artists and
myself—have -compiled what we feel
sure will bring down the houss—in jokes.

OUR COMIC CHARACTERS!

To start with, whers's Liouby Daggs,
the sheriff who goes about dressed up to
il He’s a nut, a dude, a soft-
looking guy. Bub you mustn’t go by
appearances with this chap. He's all
there when it comes to catching gunmen,
heboes, and sueh-like insects. Of course,
he gets it in the neck at bimes, and ab
those times you really wonder whether
you are geing to bust a waistcoat button
with laughing.

Jerry Jinks of Funnycutts School is
another breezy joker who figures in our
Comic Supplement. And with him are
two flappers, the Head's daughters, who
help to keep up the fun and spirit at Dr.
Birch’s Academy for young sparks.

Here's = little Kastern touch—Ali
Hoop-la, end his snakey snake—a pair

of fun-merchants you'll simply go crazy
about. Ali likes to help the world go
round on even wheels—but he’s not always
successful ifi this, Then we can’t help
bursting into song sgain (laughter, 1
siiould say) when he comes a cropper and

sits counting the stars float about. 8till,
I must say Ali is a tough "un to tri?.
1 still have you, Sonny. Doy.” Yes,

we've got old Souny Boy
billed in the supplement
—and his pop, too. Good
old pop—he’s got such
a sweet singing voice.
Sonny Boy doesn’t stapd
more than three feet,
but what he lacks in
inches he makes up for
in jokes.

Now I've given you
the once-over about the
characters that are ap-
pearing in our mnew
Comic Supplemont-—all
you've got to do is sit
tight and wait for it—
next weelk.

FREE QIiFTS

You!

FOR

Al

Did I bear you say:
“What's this |’ in tones
of great oxcitement ?
Yos, I think I did—and
rightly so, For now I'm
geing  to. mmake you

three

stand on your feet and give
hearty cheers !

Who'd like a Bowman Engine ? Or
a Schneider Seaplans? Or a box of
Conjuring Tricks 7 Or a fountain-pen ?
Or a model yacht 2 Or a—steady, let’s

get this right. Am I offering you these
and many other gifts FREE ? YES!
Am T asking you to solve picture puzzles ?
NO! And this is whore I ask you %o take
special notice !

In next week’s issue you will find full
particulars of a Grand Free Gift Scheme.
In this there are no picture puzzles to be
solved, no entry to a competition—nothing
to do, in fact, but to send in your name
and address on the specially provided
registration form.

Each week, starting from next weok,
I shall allot a number of Free Gifts to
registered readers—and when you see your
name in the prize list, it will be necegsary
for you to claira your gift. Now there’s
nothing more simple than this—and the
hundreds of presents I have to give away
aro sights to gladden the eyes of every boy
and girl.

Engines, seroplanes, seaplanes, con-
juring tricks, fountain pens, tanks, Spring-
heel Jack novelties, model speed boats
and yachts, and many other things.

In next week’s issue you will find the
first list of readers’ names to whom gifts
have been allotted.

THE POPOLAKI PATRQL.
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Lewoatb the bodcl thes. In his
) elitg carried a young rabing,
ornelius  was an unblashing
And as Cornelius moceeded
o trot homewards, the eyes of Thunder

- Blazes rested on him. Without
}“ ing go the ruins of the hat-brim
T

TrLunder and Blazes swept forward in
pursuit like one dog. . ;

COver the hat-brim wens Beilby, his
feet wrenched from under him, and over
ine hai-brim went Bindley also, prone
in the dust. Cornelius looked over his
shoulder. and began to hurry. Drop-
ping the hat-brim, the two bulldogs
raced their hardest, and Mr. Whitfler
horse, that had been sound asleep in tbc
shafts. woke up and went jogging
onwards. :

“Oh, rats to the dogs!” said Bindley,
icking hlmself up. “Ouch! I flopped
1 2 bit of a sar”

Beilby p‘.cked himself up, too, not
qmtr— so mirthfui as he had been. The
1 Lu.CG of Mr. Whiffler and the plump
face ~of Mr. Bloomby worked spas-
modically. and these gentlemen slowly,
and with the gl(‘uf@bt care, extricated
themselves from the thorns. The alder-
man was out first. as there was not sn
much of him for the thorns to cling to.
He folded his arms and glared at the
ground in a terrible and tragic manner,
and spoke in sepulchral accents appar-
¥ from the lowest hntton of his frock-
coat. .

“Capering whalk1” said A‘xdexman
Whiffer. “The time is not yet, but we
shall meet again. Base po‘h-oon who
dare not meet me man to man, but who
walks abroad surrounded by a pack of
ferocious mongrels and urges them on

A

to  devour me! Blatant, bloated
hloater! Ha, ha! Beware. Blecomhv—
bewar-r-re!  The day will come,
Bloomby, when I will crush you,

or-ush you, cr-r-rush you, ker-r-rush you,
loomby, like a wur-r-rum under my
heel.

After this bloodenrdling vprophecy,
Mr. Whiffler turned and strode away,
with a majestic air, quite forgetting 1n
the tremendous agitation of his mind
uhat be had come out with a hat and a
horse and cart. and was going home
without them.

Mr. Bloomby wiped the perspiration

{from his brow and removed a thorn
from his neck.

.

“Here, vou fork out guick, Mr

THE POPULAR—E

Bloomby ! said Beilby.
3 .‘l

All that's left of my new

Your beastly dogs mw 1inpud it
rags, and I believe they’ve bitten me,
too. What are you going to do ahout
1577

The mayor thrust a couple of notes
into Beilby’s clutching hand. '

“ Leave—phew |— leave me in peace!”
panted M., Josiah Bloomby. s L eave me
—phew !— in peace, that is all Task!”

Peilby did not even say “Thank
you!” He :p‘inted up the road. Ile

lmd auite expected ten shillings, and
hopcu for a pound; but the mayor had
given him two. Beilby let no grass
grow under his boots, but the
district before Mr. Bloomby could dls-
cover ’IIS !L\'btdhe anﬂ dﬁh IUT Ene reLur
of one of those precious seraps of p’mer
Two pounds for a last year’s straw-yard,
wnen he could buy a brand new one tor
four-and-sixpence | .

Tt was a joy ride, a gilt-edged stunt
that filled Beilby’s m‘etdy little heart
with rapture. To get as much as he
could for nothing was his one aim in
life. His hlck was 'm full txde aml in
his joy forgot the ink on his face, and
cautiously opeacd the ¢ room deor,
intending to slip into his seat when he
saw Mr. Pyeroft’s back turned.

The chance was there for the taking.
Mr. Pyeroft was at the blackboard
writing.

« Iundlv spell apparition, Sargent,” he
said, wxfhonc turning.  “The word—er
—I am aboui to write.”

Sargent was not sure now many p’s.
there were in the word. but, mompted in
a whisper by Reffel, he spel* it aceu-
rately.

“Good!” said Mr. Pveroft, as Beilby
tintoed to his seat in the back rvow.
“Define itz meaning, Haik.”

“A—a sort of spectre. sir, a-—a sorf
of ghost thing.” replied Haik. “You
see it, and you know it isn’t real, and
can't be thexe

“Pear me,” said Mz,
see it, and you know

leyie
lait

AT

Pycroft. “You
it—et—can’t be

there, do. you? In the name of the
most elementary logie, [Zaik, ean you
see a thing that you know can’t be
there? Wrhat an oxiraordinary defini-
tion.”

«T believe, sir, that a better definition
Noufd be a pm*emmfurﬂ appearance,

VERY TUESDAY.

“1t  is—er—Dbetter, Lut 1t 1is some-
what vague. ?mb‘ﬂu iy the dicilonury
W }Cul;‘j as a little further than that,
but it is not satisfying, it is not—hai—
sufficiently complete. Let me see,” went
on the senior Hlousemaster, kiitting his

learned brows, apd glancing round.

“An appariticn is—  (i0o-00-00d

rracious 7 . .
Mr Pycroft's startled gaze fell

upon Beilby. Bven if Mr. Pycroft could
not dmne the word to his own satisfac-
tion, he had fournd an appartition.
\ouody elss had noticed Beilby in his
secluded corner. - Six  hasty strides
brought the Hou:ema:ter to the spob.

He clutched Beilby by the collar, and
dragged him across the class- room.
Ha, ha, ba, ha, ha, Dai” shriek ced

Pycroft hauled forth
“Want any coal?”
The mirth died away. With their
mouths open and their eyes big and
round, the boys of the FKourth Form
stared at the window. Mr. Pycroft,
still holding Beilby, stopped too, staring
itke the others. Appariticns seeme
fairly cheap that dly, for Alderman
‘."hi{ﬂer’s horse had arrived, still wear-
ing the alderman’s tall hat, and that
ancient and sagacious steed had thrass
its bonv uneck nto the class-room, and
was falling into a gentle doze

A howl of laughter shook the rafters,
and it took =0moﬂu to shake those
gsturdy old beams. And then Cornelius
the ~at. who had Leen chased roun- the
guadrangle twice by Thunder and
Blazes, bounded into the ecart like a
vellow streak, every hair brisifing. The
iwo hulldozs followed.  There was &
horrble squelching of pew-inid eggs.
frosh eoggs. breakfast eggs. and jush
ordinary eggs, a pandemonium of
growls and barks and snarls and hisses,
ard “hen Cornelius alichted. Caleroft’s
famous midnicht songster leapt clean
over Mr. Pyeroft’s head. and . hurled
himself out of the opposite window. with

the juniors as Mr.
his dusky vietim.

Thuader and Blazes still hot on the
scen®, tearing acreoss the class-room in
chase.

“T00-00-00-000d gracious!” said Mr.

Pyeroft.  “(00-00-00-0o——"

He was too amazed to say anything
more.

THE FND.

(A stirring tale of Jimmy Sz??*er & Co.,
of Rookwood. appenrs it MPP?{".‘:
issue. L.ook ouf for the iiile : “ Tﬁu V&S
P"'{) ’YVTYRRV '!)\
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? The Rio Kid’s Quest ! {

S {Continued jrom page 6.) &
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up blankly at the tanned face of the
puncher.

“By the gread horned toad!” said
the R.o Kid. “8Say, sonny, I guess
you'll be Dick Singer!’

“Yes,” breathed the boy.

“This sure is a sight for sore ey€2i”
chuckled thc Kid. “I done found you,

sonny !

The boy sat up.

“Yeou don’t want to worry none,”
SfL_xd the Kid xea%umnvb “You're
with a friend now, boy, that’ll see you
bafe to white n%ns country. Say, put

galoot wise. How’d you comse by this
bo<s Vo

. He gave it to me,” said the bov.
MMy Coum Sthick, who saved mo. He
gave the horse to me.”
* Great snakes !” murmured tho Kid.
The gunman had told him the truth,
and it 1stomshed the Kid to know it.
“They've illed  bim!” muttered
Dick. “7T would have stayed with him,
Tuz PoruLar.—Xo. 587.

sir,” put 12 Nathanicl 'WU‘wr oree Welby
Stoit.

“Thank vou. Stott” :m(\ Me Pveroft
but he drove the horse away, and the

Yaqui were following; I could not ges

back to him And they’ve killed
him—"
“Forget ib, sonny!” said the Kid.

“They ain’t killed that guy a whole
heap: they sure ain’t!”

The Kid turned away, and trod back
to where he had leit the gunman,
bevopd the bushes. Slick Singer eyed
him.

The Kid drew his knife, and cut
through the rawhide ropes that bound

Slick to the horse.

“1 guess this lets vou out,” he said.
“Pye found the bey.”

‘f‘ATwe?”

“Jest alive and kicking,” said the
Kid. “He allows that you gave him

the hoss and made him ride, jest as you
let on!”

The gunman grinned sourly.

e slid from ﬂne horse, made a step to-
wards the bushes, hesitated. and turned
back to the Kid. There was a strange
expression on his hard face.

“The boy trusted me—he trusts me!”
he muttered. “You don’t want to pub
him wise—you don't want tc tell him
what I rode into the Staked Plain for,
Kid! VYou can go easy on that!”

The Kid, with a curious look at the
gunman of Packsaddle, nodde

“T ain’t putting him wise,” he said.
“You've let up on that durnnd gum-
game, Slick; I guess you ain’t the all-
fired lobo “olf you figmed you was.
1 sure ain’t spilling the beans!”’

And the gunman tramped through
the bushes, and reached the spot_ where
thv boy Iay Dick sprang to his fect,
The Kid heard his cry of gladness. and
ke whistled softly.

Three rode on the srail with the
earliest gleam of dawn, and two days
later they were riding the lower grass-
lands of Texas.

There, at a hospitable ranch, the boy
for whom a fortune was waiting at San
Antone found fricnds, and he needed
the Kid’s help no more.

It was long aftorwards that the Kid
heard of him again—heard of him as a
rich rancher at San Antone; and cof
Slick, once the desperate gunman of
Packsaddle, as foreman of the ranch.

THE END.

{\V¥ext week a grand new series of
adzenture yarns commences. 7irst
story: “THE POPOLAKI P4TIZO[ 2%
Is great!)





