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Boy Outlaw Yesterday—Now He's—

3

The RIO KID-SHERIFF!

RALPH
REDWAY'S
ROARING
ROMANCE
OF TEXAS.

Thardireg—7 - iz ]
The Foes of Plug

. Hat!
OG>
HE Rio Kid
hitched his
Liolater [
little, for-
ward, to bring the
walout butt of »

Em nearer fo his
nd,

The Kid was ait-
ting at his caso in
a rocker on  the
woodon piazza of
the Plug Hat
Hotel, in the cow-
town of Plux Hat.
Ab 8 littls :ﬁatnnoe
was the plaia,
where the paphtha
lamps of Lalf a
dosen saloony

flared,  dimmiog

the light of the sturs. From the dircr
tion of ¢the plaza a burly, red-beardcd
cowman camo striding. and he stopped
st the rickety wooden steps that led up
to tho pizzea where the Kid sak It
was the sight of him that mads the Kid
shift his gun into easier roach.

Red Harris paused for a moment or
two, and then came tramping up the
steps, which creaker under his weight,

. “Bay, you're herel” he said, stopping
- in frout of the Eid. ]

The Kid nodded chnenlg.

“Right hyer,” he assented. *1f you're
Iocking for me, feller, you've found me
ts home."”

Pop 8hort, the Jandlord of the lnmber
hotel, looked ous of the door, » frowmn
oo his fat face,

“Here you, Harris" he exclaimed,
“and you, Mister Teray Brown! You
atep down into tho street afore you begin
burning powder. nin't the guy to
interforo with any gunt's smusement;
but I'm telfling you, but}lelln" ain't no
reapootara of persoms and I'll say you
ran't do your shootin' on my piaza. You
light down into the street,” :

“Can it you geck!” growled Red
Harris. “I sin't como hyer a-shootin'.
I got a message for this guy what calls
himself Texas Brown.”

anid the Kid

ill ik, fellsr,”
The

umiagly.
*  Red Hnrrin eyed bim surlily.

ook on hia hard tanned face showed how
willing hio was to pull & gun on this
stranger in Plug Hat. But he did not
tonch & gun, s Kid, during the few
houras he had been in Plu at, had
beaten a better man than Red Harris;

B

and thoe burly rough-neck did not sock
trouble with the puocher who had gono
ono better than Cactus Carter.
The Kid gave him a theery smile.
“8pill it1" he repested,
i a message from  Cactus
" said EHarris.

oned s0," amented the Eid.
“T Lkinder opincd that that pesky horse.
thief, Cartor, wouldn't bo satisfied with
me in' him across the plaza. I'm
sure ready to boot him again if he
ain't satisbed."

Red Harria made a gesture towards
the lighted plaza.

**Carter’s waiting for yon,* ho maid,
“ You'll ind him in the Red Flare; and

Cartor,

-you want to pack your gun when you

o. Apd I guess Cactus is geing to
%akr;‘. your sorry you horood into Elug

ak .

The Kid nodded thoughtfually.

“Cactun is waiting for me in the Red
Flare, is hot" ho asked.

"'il'edmhro v

*And he's going Lo give me an sven
bresk, if [ come a-hun&n' him?" asked
the Kid.

“Sure.*

The Kid laughed.

“1 waa raised in the Frio country.”
he ssid, ‘' and gurs in that country are
born with the'r oyea peeled, 8ay, Mistor
Harris, yor hump back to Cactus Carter
and tell him oot to wait. He won't soe
me in the Red Flaro this evening.”

“You ain't coming?” eaked the red-
bearded cowmoan,

“I surely ain't.” snswored the Kid.
“But if Cactus Cnrtor in hunting me,
foller, Lo min't far to come, What's the

matfer with Cactus walkin'
street?” . .

*“1f you're alearod to come—" jeercd

Red Harris :
_“fel}er,"oduiid the J'Iidl p;::‘idb, “'I
uin't ofosred of wny two-leg guy in
Toxas. But I guess [ ain't such a boe.
head px to put n‘g‘ into a horaet’s
pest. No| sir | You tell Cactus I'm wait-
ing for here, and I'll step down
into tho strect and moet up with Lin
as soon as ho warts.  And tell him that
if he don't come he's a yollow corote,
snd I'll sure him again, same s
1 did belore, next time I sce him.”

Red Harris scowled and turned away,
and tram, down tha stops. Tho Kid
watched him as he strods back to the
Rod Flare saloon, and disappeared into
ths doorway. ;

Pop Bhort came out on ‘the pinzza,
with a grin on his {at face,

“I guoss that mess ill brin
Coctus” bo said, e ¥ .

“You reckont"” smiled the Kid.

J“Burc! Tf he don't show up, I gucas
hiz jig iz up in Pl"f Hat," said the
Iand‘oﬂi. “Tha whole burg's chewing
the rag about the v;:{y you beat him
to tho draw and booted him for stealin’
your cayuse. If Cactus don’t shood
you up, feller, he may as woll pull up
stakes and shide out oly Plug Hat. You
woa Bure & jay not to plug him whea
you had him covered.”

“1 didn't want to spill his f'lnir:o if
he'd ride cloar of me,” said the Kid.
“1 didn't ona to Plug Hat hunting
for troubls . Bat I wasn't letting a

v atoal mﬂ:’bom right under my nose.

_YTMr, Bhort, I noker etruck a town
in Texas befors that was packed so full
of horse-thieves as Plug Hat. They
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4 Sheriff Rio Kid sets out to clean up Plug Hat next week !

shring up
I wos rai

Pop Shart ated.

"1 gums half the town would ba
sivung up if they was (o string up tha
harse-thieves in Flug Hat,' be answered.
“Carctuy Cartar and his bunch Tua the
town, and the country, too, sinco the
1n<t sheriff was shot up - .

“Why don't you elect 3 new cheriff,
and got that bunch rounded up?* asked
the Kid. ]

Alr. 8hort grunted again,

“Phere ain't s map in Sansafros
county would tako it on.” he soid. et H
wm‘n]_l.d %udmldd“il g;:nth."

‘The Kid lon :

“ Hera comu' Colorsdo Bill,” added
sIr. Shost. I guess he's got authin® to
say 1o you, Mister Brown."”

"T'he big cowman cams up the wooden
weps and guve the Kid o nod and a
[ {be Kid smiled. A fow hours
since o had shot s gun cut of the buzly
rowman's hand, but that fest scemed
-0 have ezrned him tha cowman's esteens,

*8ny, Texas” mid Coloradn B:Il‘.'
“You want 10 kcep your gul hlndg."

“] guest my gun's always handy,
£aid the Rid. "‘Il thot orne "I:orﬂ:«
thici Carter caming s-shooting®

*Suro]l That's what I've comie to le'll
vau,” snswared Colorado, *anl he won't
keep you waiting long. You wnni to
ste jm jnto the street, Texor, ons
ho'll be slong in twa shakesof B coyote's
tail."”

Tho Kid yawned,

~HeT. \
N:l guesa I'l) be on hend,” he ssid.

And he descended the creaking wooden
steps into tho rugged street of Plug
Hat.

horlge-!hievu in Frio, where

and rote front the

- s P .
e oy o P Do an Bt P Da A Tram
e o “amt

ACTU&:I:AFRTER ||tepped eut of
the lare saloomn
c In e plaza of Plug Hat, the
glnringdnap!lthu Jamps made it
gl hy Jday.
”(;:u‘l.:;!:s l.imy nlgogl v;u . erowg t:i tl;a
it of Plu ct, in & bu
f:'::gf::en:. and‘cuother crowd followed
the van out of the ssloom.

‘'he stim, hard-foced gunmen whe
rorfectly cool. Not o flicker of emotion
could be reed in his vold face.

Yot mors than opa man io tha crawd
had o suspicion that Cactus Cartar, the
wKiller," tho man Who was said to bava
shat more men then he had fBungers
and toce, disliked the task that !ay
before Lim.

Hitherto, Cactus had been monacch of
all e surveyed in the cow.town; he was
a dead thot, and Tnck s lightning cn
the draw, and sheolutely ruthless 1o tha
v1g of the weapens of which he wis a
master. Many = hard-bitten desperado
in the Jawless covtown feared the glint
in the cold eycs of the guaman, He wes
uadisputed king-pin of Plug Hat; it
was an open kecret that tho lato sheriff,
who had sought to establish law an
order in Sossafras county, had fallen by
lvis hand. Among the desperate refu.
zecs from the law who found & hiding-
place in Plog Hat, more than one had
teicd conclnsinns with Caotus, snd he
paver failed to Bx his adversary for the
cainp comeicry. And it was s matter of
wonder in fhe wild cow-town, that o
puncher who looked o mere lad had
rotd into town, beaten Cootun to the
draw, disarmoad him, end bocted him
aerear the plaza
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The Inwlews sutbority of tho king-pin
of Plug Hot hung in the balance now.
He had to shoot up the man who had
booted him or fal from his high sstate,
to bocome en object of derision to thos
who hod followed him and fezred him.
And for once—for the Gest time in his
savage carear—tho guoman was lecling
doubta.

But ho dered pot give way to bis
doubts. QOoce he backed down in o
contest, his reign was over, and his
place would be taken by soma more
reckless and desperats ruffiam. It was
the price of bis position that he had to
bo rcady to set bis lifo upon & onst.

Cactus had stood thers at the bar,
with bis * boneh"—Red Harris, Yellow
Dick, and Sandy Tus, hia throa closaai
associates, resdy for the Kid to horn
jn.  And though the Plng Hat crowd
dsred not draw bis enmity upon them-
selves, individuslly, by spokan com-
meots, Cactus was well sware of what
the mob of rough-necks wers thinking,
and he bad nerved himself to the taa
of seeking tha Kid alona. His repo-
tation, bir standing among tha wild
orew of which ho was “kiag-pin,” ro-
quired thai be should meet and defeat
tizs rival, plaving a lone hand.

Never before had there been doubs in
Cactus’s heart when he sot out to

4 eocounter an emety. And uow that he

doubied, bo bid his doubts well. He
swvung ouwt of the saloon end walked
down tho plsza towsrds the lumber
hotal.

On cither sido of him ke orowd

surgad.

Thirty yards away, the lights of the
fomber hotel glared on the rugged
strcet,

In the ccotre of tho strect, full in
view in the bright light, stood tha Rio
Kid=—* Tazan Brown” as he was callsd
in Plug Hat Apd had Cectus Imown
the real name of Texas DBrown,
would have known that La had reason
for the doubt thot so sirangely chilled
his heart.

Tho Kid stood . casily, his hands by
his sides, within guick resch of the gun
in the low-slupg holsters. This was not
a new fl.lllﬂ to tha Kid: he kpew cvery
turn of ik

Ho waited, with n cheery smile on his
face. 1f there wan » doubt in the mind
af tha gunmnn, thera was none in the
Rio Kid'a.

Slowly, Cactus ¢ame up tho rugged
streat.

‘Che Kid was watching him warily
{rom the wowent be stepped out of the
Red Flars. And he was watching not
only Cnctur, but with the tail of his
cyo he wan keeping tabs on tha thron
an either side of the street, Tha Ki
had aized wp Cactos very keenly, and
he did not expect an oven break {rom
the guuman, i Cactos had & choaes to
doublo eroes him.

Cuctus was oot touching a gun seb.

Slowly, oot by foot, he drew ncaror
to the Kid, his oyes upon him, kis
hands empty. An ha drow naarer and
nearer, the Luzins in the excited crawd
died away to a breathless hush.

Bach of the adveraacics eyed tha other
Jiko a cat, enah ready for action aa soon
a8 the ather a & movement to draw.
Thirty yardy had been reduced to thirty
feet, and atill neithor touched & gun.

At twenty (eot, Lhe gunman, in shear
deaperation, |p\n his falo to (ke touch,

In & pingle movement, that wan so
rapid 1hat the eye could scorcely follow
it, ho Bicked his gun out and fired from
tho lip withoet raising the weapor.

Rapid ay ho was, ihe Kid vas oo
fast, or fuster. :

Like magic, = gun was in the Kid's
hand, sod bae, too, fired from the hip
without wasting a split secoud in Lift:
ing his gun.

The Kid feft 1bo wind of o bullet thes
clipped the edga of bis Stetson bat; the
gunman had lired tob hurriedly. But
tho Kid's return bulict, so closo tbat
the tro bullets sounded as one, went
urerringly to the mark.

Cactus Carler staggered.

A roat burst (roia the Plug Hat
crowd, ailont titl tha: moment in lcpse
exeitcment.

Al oyes wora un the gupman,

The Rio Kid's bullet had gooe boms
and tho gunmon staggered, but he did
pot fall.

Ho stood unsteadily, bis goo-hand
sagging at his side, his face white as
chalk. Every man in tho sireet expec
ted o hear the Kid's gun roar mgain
sad agoin, and to sco hie opponent full
viddled wilh bullots. Dut the Kid
stood gripping his smeking guw, with:
ont ﬁrulling the triggor.

"By tho groat horned toad, ha's got
him "' yelled Calorade Dill.

The guaman stood swuying. The gun
dl:ugped from his hand to 1he ground
with o claster.

A blaze of demonine rage came inte
Cactue's eyes. Hia right azm hung a1
his side, disabled bg the hullet. With
his left be dragged his second gun from
his belt.

Bang!

The Kid's Colt roared again, and the
un spun from Cactw’ band belare
uAchu d use it ] .

oarso cry came from the man.

He staggernd, ond fell to mﬂum.

“Captus has got hisl¥  roared
Colorado Bill.

“Aw, forget it!" drawled the Kid.

he Ho ain’t got his, nat worth & red

cent.  I'vo jest dickled his fin, and
Cactus is worth s wholn crowd of dead
men yob.”*

‘The Eid's snoking gon wes still in
Itis haod, hia wary cye watching. He
was ready for some member of the

bunch” (o toke up the quarrel for the
fallen gunman.

But the “bunch" wore not Loning
for trouble with the puncher who had
shot up their Jeador. They gathered
round the gunman.

us Carter was lifted, and carried
back into the Red Flare. The Kid.
still wury and watchiul, strollod back
into the lumbar hotal.

[ o s A e S |
Not Caught Napping!

0 e T}

uIDE-KICKER, old bosst" mmur.
mured the Kid.

The groy mastang turned his

. head aad whinnied softly as the
Kid stroked his glowsy neck.

Tha mustang was stalled iz the bern
behind the lumber hotel. And it was
tuo Kid's intention to camp that night
in the barn.

In & towan liks Plyg Hat, the Kid did
not cars to trust his cayuse out of hie
own sight. Indeed, Pop Short made no
soorot of the fact that tho mustang would
probsbly be missing by morning. His
awn pinto had been liftad from that
baeo the same day; and the Kid bad
alroady learned that no men's horse ey
safe io Plug Hat.

Pop Short ahowed him Into the baran
with o glimmering lantern.



Fighting gunmen every day.

*You figure you'll bed down hyer, Al:.
Broamt* Le H

“I rockon!” answered tho Kid. *1
sure doa't want to wake up in the morn-
;u . and find this hyer cayuse gone,

eiler.”

" You're said it," agreed the landlord.
1 guess your hoss will be safer wi
you along, air. But you wou't be so all-
fired sale yourseli.,” .

* How come " naked the Kid.

Pop Hhort ahook his head.

"oYPou‘n laid out Cactus Carter,” he
said. “Put Cactus is only one of a
bunch—~and a dog-goned tough bupch.”

“They didn’t scem to be honing for
trouble,” remarked
the Kid

T guess they ain't §
honing for gun-play
with the guy that's
ghot up the all-
firedest guoman in
Sassafray  countr,”
answered Pop Short,
“You're too mighty
sudden on the shoot
to pleass that bunch,
Muster Brown, But
if you don’t hear
from them to-night,

if you sl in this
barn, 1 shall sure Le
surprised,”

“I guess it culs no
ice,” mnid the Eid.
“I'm bedding down
here along with my
cayuse.’’

5 “It's you; u}'l-w:
ut  you' slecp
sounder behind a
barred door, I
reckon,”

"1 guess 'l sleep
a3 sound as T want,
feller.”

And Pop Short,
leaving the [anterh

obigiug on a nail,
zetired, and left the
Kid to his own
devices,

The Kid, having
looked after the
comlort of his horse

always his -Grst task put out the
lalx.ern.

Fliuumr of stariight In at the
barred, unghaxzed window was light
enough for the Kid.

There way & faint smilo on the Kid's
handsome face ar he moved in the gloom
of the harn, )

The big door was closed, but the lock
on it was out of action; it had been
forced when the landlord’s pinto was
lifted that day. id could bhave
wodged the door (ast as it opon
inward, but he did not take tho tronble.

Ho steppod to the barred window and
locked out in the dim starlight. .

The hour was late, and the lumber
botel was shutting. He could hear Pop
Short bolting and barring doors end
windows,

From the plaza thore was still & glave
of light from some of the saloons. Dut
the noise of the cow-lown was dying
away.

The Kid waa in o hurry to turn o,

_Ho romained at the window for some
tite, looking at the stars end the
shadows, thinking, apd listening to the
sinking noiso of the town as saloon sfter
seloon closed down.

Al was darkness and silence at Joat.

The Kid left the window and sorted

th night he

Pop Short siarted hukh

out a bundle of straw fora bed. On the
bundle he a his blanket, stuffed
with straw, where the glimmer of atar-
light fell in upoe it from indow.

¢ stacked straw round it, and smiled as
he Gnished his task.

If any apied inlo the barn that

gruo!uldp sce, or figurs that he
saw, & sleepor rolled in his-blanket in
tho straw, And if that dummy sleoper
stopped & bullet or two it wonld not
greatly concern the Kid.

Beside the window, close to the wall
and hidden in thick shadow, was a
wooden bench. On that benck the Kid
stretched himsell to rest.  The night was

warm, and he did zot miss his blanket.

With his hoad pillowed on his arm
the Kid closed his eres and almost im-
mediately sank into slumber.

YWhero he lay Le waa invisible to any-
one entering the barn; and he know,
too, that if the door opened, tho creak
of the rusty hinges would swakon him
instantls.

He alipt as peacciully as il he was
rolled in the decpost cover of the
chappayesl.

A oouple of hours had passed when
the Kid awoke.

" He swakened, as he always did, with
Lis mind perfectly clear from the mista
of sleep, and without a movement ov a
sound.

He lay still and listened.

He ow thet something had
awskened him, and he listened intently
to learn what it was,

A grim smilo crossod his face as he
saw & black shadow fall acros the atar-
Lit space insido tho little barred window.

It was the ahadow, grolesquely
cxaggarated, of & head outside the
window, blocking the starlight.

A fece was prewed to the opening
between the n bars, peering into
the dusky interior of the barn.

Rilently the Kid's hand moved, oclosing

What a Iife for the New Sheriff of Plug Hat !
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in surprisa at sighl of the thres capiive guamen.
oms to dis 1 ™ he yellsd, * What you goi thar 7 *?

3

on the butt of a gun. Then he lay withe
out motion, waiting.

From the stilloess a faint whisper

his ears.

* You figure be's there, Yellow Dick "

*I guems w0,” came the soft answering
whisper of the man pearing between the
barg, “I woure reckon ke's there,
Bandy.” )

*I koow the guy was bedding down in
the barn,” came another voice. * Mexican
Pote was watching, and he allowed that
tho guy wont into the barn and never
came out agin.”

“He's sure there!” muttered Yellow

1

.
X
5

4
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" Waal, carry me

Dick. "And sleoping a3 sound sa if he
was in & pesky hotel at San Antone.”

The shadow Jeft the window,

But tha threo rough-necks of Plug Hat
romained close, for the Kid, straining
his ears, could stfll hear their whisper-
ing, huky voices

*What's tho game, Red? 1 gues il
wo push open the door and run in on
him—" muttered Yellow Dick.

" Guem again,” grunted Red Harris,
*You 'member how them hinges ereaked
when wo got Pop’s pinto this morning.
I guess they creak loud enough to wa
a fu:r it he wan sloeping like & groaser
full of pulque.* . :

“We got %o get him!™ unid Bandy
Tutt. *I'll say Cactus will be apt to
get mad if wo don’t get him, Red.

“YWe'te getting him all O0.K."
answered Red. * There's light enouﬁh
from the winder to drill him whare he
lie. 1 guess I'm puiting lead through
him from the winder, ;

“Bay, it's pesky low.down to plug »
galeot  asl p!”” ,muttered Bnmf T
guess I wouldn't stand for it, Red.”

*You .gonod jay, you want fo
wake hinﬂp and stand in froot of
his gun, after tho way he shot up

Cootus I*
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“} sure Jv wmob,” - onswered Tutt
promptly.

“Theo . quit chewing the rag snd
Icave it to me.”

A shadow darkened the window again.
Thera wes @ glimmer of metal ms the
long barret of a Colt was thrust between
the wooden bars. A hand and an arm
came in behind the six-gun.

The Kid watched $m caricusly.
There was 1o sound of whispering now ;
all was still, Red Harris was toking
carcful, meticulous nim at the rolled
blanket in the heap of straw, in the

limmering starlight. I the shot
f-ilad. the roar of the six-gun would
infallibly wake the aleeper; and the
Plug Hat bunch did not want io face
the gun that had proved too good for
Caclus Carter. Long and carefully Red
Harris dwelt on his aim before be pulled
trigger. i

Tha report, when it came, came in the
atig:mlwith an effect of thunder.

ng
Right throngh the stuffed blanket in
the atraw tore the bullet, and following
the thot camn a deep in the bamn.
The Rio Kid, from his corner in the
darkness, ﬁlded that realistic touch.

Bangl Bangl

Twice again ths red-bearded rough-
neck fired, sending each bullet through
the stuffed figure in the straw. But
there wore mo mare groans; the Kid
waited in nilence now.

Ho hoard » chuckle from the windorw.

*1 guess that's fixed him, you'ums!™

“¥ou bet1?

And the three ruffians, pothing doubt-
ing, scurried along the barn to tha
door, shoved it open, and came crowd-
g im

m]

The New Sheriff!
[

HE Rio Kid did not stir, |
He had uhifted his position a
little, and was now silting up
on the bench in the dark corner,

a gun in either hand. i
_ I that position he remained utill and
silent; watch::in. ide-Kicker bad
given a stariled squeal, but was dow

voice of the puncher that came from

the gloom. .

“Hay—" stultered Rod Harrin
“ Sny, who—-what—"

*oumdor 1 ,

“Don’t touch a gun!" camo the quict
voice. 'I've got two Colts locking at
you, and if you touch a gun fetlors, it
will be the last thing you'll do this
side of Jordan.” )

“The puncher 1 roarcd Red Harris.

“You've said it!¥ drawled the Kid,
“And I guess 1 ahall want you to pay
for that blanket you've drilled boles in,
Red. The straw inside it belongs to
Mr. 8Skort, but I reckon t ain't
damaged & whole lot. But [ surcly do
dislike & guy wing my blanket for
pistal-practice.”

The Eid stepped out of the darkncss.
His guns wero st & level pow, hia fﬁ“
looking over them mackingly. The
three rough-necks faced him, panting
with rage. Thers was & revolver in
Red Harriy® band; but he did not von-
tare to raise it.

"IEuu T ssid bands np!* drawled
the EKid. “I ain’t waiting gyou'
waot to reach for the roof, snd reac
pronto. Or—* i

Red Harris' gun dropped in L]
siraw, and his bhands went up over his
hoad. More pmmptli' atill tho hands of
Sandy Tutt aud Yellow Dick were
elevated. They stared at the Kid. in
deep rage, but fill in more astonish-
mont than rage. The ghost of the Rio
Kid eould bardly bave startled them

more.
The Kid holstered hia loft-band guno,
:faeping the other looking at the bunch

eyed him
wolGshly as he step) s them.
But they did not to lower their
hands. ~ Only too well they knew that
the puncher could have riddled them
with lead, before they had time to pull
trigger if they relcgcd for a weapon.
They were thres to one, and thres of
the toughest rough-necks in Plug Hut;
but they stood beforo the Kid's gue
like lam

With his left band, the Kid drow away
their weapons, tossing guna and bowie-
knivos julo & distant corner, ome by
opa.  With their hands up, sod sava
scowls on their fa tho trio of rough-
necks submitied to inovitable. In a

!llfg:r round thonr:hv:ege:l? :{hmlz (‘HTm?‘"i:i tho.y Fere Id""” d 'mﬂ;d he
stuffed blanket lsy, with three bullot- 5. 4 "r'r ter for ts'«m hrawi ¢
holes through it | stood clearly NS, L\ JOY eoe ‘if? 0 vy ma
in the starlight that streamad in at tho D07, SO0l (w1emh, & 2ol have 1o
window; and the Kid, invisible in bis [PV your juico; and % rure doo't want
dark corper, watohad t curiously. il ap cop s batn. .
Red Harris, with a brutsl laugh, “Whet's your game. dumn youl
sticred the rolled blanket with his foot. hissed Red Harris, *You us dead

* He's gure ?‘t.hinl" ho remarked.

*He suro 1” chucklod Yellow
Dick, *and that cayumm is curs, you'uns!
I guess the guy was down
hyer to make sure that that cayuse was

safe”

And be chackled,

“Git hold of the cayuse,® muttered
Bandy Tutt. *1 guess that shooting has
woko up Pop Short, you'uns. We want

to beat it}” ,

s Aw, forget it1* grunted Red Harris.
“§ gues it Pop Short is woke up, be
will be mighty careful not to homm in.
I guess I'd shoot up Pop Short jest as
soon as look at him.”

™ Honds up!® 5

It was o sudden voico from the dark-
ness, outside the space of '“;Eght in
which the thres rough-necks stood.

The rufians ctal oconvulsively.

Not for s momant had they doubted
that tho tranger in Plug Hat loy dead
at their feet, riddled with bullets from
Red Horris’ six-gun.  Buk it was the
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to rights, you gol-darn puncher |
What you figure you're going to dot”

“You waut to get Igmt teail-rope.”
mnid tho Kid, with a nod lowards his
trail-ropo that bung on the wall.

“y ‘ue’.___u

“And vou want to do it pronto”
said tbe Kid. “I nin't honing to wpill

our vinegar, though {on'u ot three
oles through my blaonket. Dut if you
don't jump to orders, follars, you're

ne coons, and I'm telling you s0. Get
that trail-rope, durn your hide!”

Ho ropped out the order sharply, and
the gleam in his eyos over the rovolver
was enough for Hed Harris. With a
curse, the rufian pujled down the coiled

the paws of

rope.
E‘:\’ow J:u want to tie

your parduers,” said the Kid, “and you
want to tie thom safe, or you won's
koow what hit yon, Mr, Harris. Jump
to it—I ain't waiting. T guess I'm
tome bonehend for not plugging you
anyhow; and I'll gure plug you if you
keop me waiting."

This New Series of Texas Yarns Will Break All Records

Broathing fury, tha rullisn obeyed.
‘The rope was knotted round tho wrisly
of Snnd'z"l'utt and Yellow Dick; and
under Kid's closs inspection, the
knots were safely tied. The Kid
nodded approval.

“0.K." be said. “Now mako a loop
round your own pam.l Mr. Harris
P'll oblige you by pullin’ it tight.
Rod  Havris, gritting his tecth,
oboyed, ‘The Kid Eulled tho slip-nooso
tight round the ruffian's wriste. Then,
with a grin, the punchor bolstered his
gun. Ho took the rope, and knotted it
afresh on the arma of the three ruffians,
winding it round them, and securing
them togethor in- a row, Then the
rope wos wound round their lege, with
an ample sllownnce of ; and
finally the Kid tied tho end of it to a
boo;hlgh up in tho wall of the barn.

“Now 1 you'uns are safs for
the night 1* E remarked. *I'm azking
r-ou to koeg quiet, whilo s guy gets o
ittle aleep.

.Red Harris gritted hia tepth and was
silent.

The Kid i’nm:d awly t{mmm the :}mﬂ.
prisoacrs. Ho dragred the bench alon
to tho door, took his blanket and rolloﬁ
himsell -in it, and laid down on the
bench to sleep—gure to bo awakened
f any sttempt was made to push open
tho door from outsida.

Heedless of the threo ruffians bound
in tho long trail-rope, the Kid closed
his eycs, and was immeadiately azleep.

But thero was no slocp that night
for Ked Harris, Bandy Tutt, and Ygl-
low Dick, ‘I'hey stood in & bunch
against the wall of the barn, under the
book to which the end of the rops way
tied. lLong and savagely they wrestled
with their bonds; but the Kid, whe
knew how to tio up a dangorovs atesr,
had tied them socourely emough., They
had no chence of wriggling locse. And
after o timo they gave up tho attempt,
and stood in a disconsolate bunch,
breaihlese from their efforts, and mut-
toring lurid curses in low tones—care-
l'xu_ll low lest they should awaken the

1CHar.

‘The Rio Kid slept soundly.

. His eyes did not open till the sun was
in the sky, and the new day was shin-
ing down on the town of Plug Hat
Then it was a push on the outside of
the door that awnkened him,

“*Mornin’ I said Pop Bhort

“Mornin', sicl” said thueu !]ilid. 5
o ¥ cayose is still bere”® sai
M. Bhost, with & glance st Side-

kioker.
“Sure I said the Kid.

“Catry mo howe 'to dio!” yelled Pop
Short, suddenly catching sight of the
thros rough-necks tied to the hook in
the wall. * What's that?”

“That1” said tha Kid, with a mmile.
“1 gueas that's a that called in
to sec me in the dark, aod dido’t Aad
me nI fast ,..3’"&2‘5. as theI I
guess 1 ro t up o
of mischief.”

Pop Short burst into a roar of
taughter.

“Say, this beats the whale deckl®
he yollod. “Say, this aurely docs beat
B e, ik

“Bay, ¥ -gon uncher, jou
lotting us ?gmgg r’md Eed Huri

And tho question was scoompanied
by a atring of osths from Yellow Dick
snd Bandy Tutt,

The Kid nodded.

Ha roleased the rope from the book,
and from tho loge of the three ruffians.
A jork on the trail rope pulled them

{Continved on page 10.)
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came careering from the opposite direo-

tion. The driver touched his brakes to
steady his machine round the bend; but
be forgot that the surfece of the road
was slippery from the rain that mill
showered down.

They saw him get into & skid. The
tail of his car swung Yound, loaving two
groat swathes on the road hebind as it
slashed dead in their path, =

Juck pulled over fo cut inside the
ather car, and in that instant the driver
tried to get ount pf his okid, wrenching
his machine in the same Jlrectmn. o
that it teemed that the two must crash.

8id heard the tearing ecream of the
brakes on the chamsis. Jack hauled the
stecring-wheel orcr, & though to dive
at tho side of tha read, Instead, the
rear of the machine slithered round
spinning them to the middle of the road
and sliding almost backwerds.  Agein
Jack twisted on the wheel, pulling the
est broadside then he lct the tail
fling roupd, mining the other machive

a yard,

Ho pulled atraight. They rolled on
and oamo to A MOP, just 8¢ & crash
sounded behind them. .

Sid, both hands elutching the rim of
:Tbekmttle. turned & scarcd face to

ack,

*“Thonght we was goin’ to smash ™ he
gusped, and added: **Might's well go
back and be sacked.™

Jack turned tho chamis, and they
rolled slowly around the turmn sgein.
The car they had met was off the road.
It looked an thought it had been tryin
to wrap itself around tho telegm,
pont that stood these. The redistor
was oll battered, and & gentleman was
climbing sow)
tho opposite side of the road the car
bearing Ben Moran and Mr. Lucas was
Just stopping.

“That's ope of our pew sports
naloons, That's why I nover recognised
it from behind!. They must ha' beon
tryin’ it out,” Bid ex:ﬁimed. ay he saw
the car, and & moment later they pulied
up besido the wreek,

The old gentleman came across to

from the mathine. On of

them a1 Jack climbed down fram the
buek L,

el aca

“1 thought we were going to hit ohe
another,”" the geotloman said, “Did
you akid Hke that intentionally—so that
yoi'd miss mo?"’

“ Yes, sir,” said Jack, and behing him
Sid'a c]gea almost popped out of his
head. Dut he beHeved Jack, bocauss he
ll'new that Jack wasn't the sort to tell
ien,

“It was the smartest piece of driving
that I've soen in my Iill:: apd J—-"

A roar broke in on his words as
Moran and Luoas came charging from
theiz car.

“What the perishin® heck d’you think

DOWN RBY THE
SEA'!

Look out for our repressriative at lhe
toasldeé resort you ars visiting; he e
piving sway splendid prlzes and thou-
sands o) dandy ires gifte, Alsg, numar-
ous compeiitions will be held Yor which
nttractive prizes will ba given. Very
largs quantities of amall gitte will be
distributed (o readsrs who ara essn
making a prominent dieplay of The
PFOPLLAR.

you're doin' whoopin' about the yoad
on thst chamis?” Morap marled as he
wagged & Huger uhder Jack's nose.
“You're sacked for that!

“Control yousself, Mosan. Lot me
deal with this,” came the chill voice
the general managor.
account of younell, King." .

Jack fsocd him; the rain driuns
againat his cheeke’ But before ha coul
get out & word, the man from the
wreoked car said: .

“1I'm Baddcloy Bargn—8ir Baddelcy
Baron, an this boy has just shown a
mutcﬂ“y picco of driving. Look ai the
markel” .EHa pointed to the broad
swoeps loft by the tyres on tho wet road.

“Cive an

Tell your pals about The POPULAR'S Grand New Programme of Stories!

b | inlo a nasty skid, snd he cer-
tainly saved my lile. 1I wo'd hit, |
should havs besn killed, without =
doubt, and the whole thing ia entirely
the fault of that wretched car ronnd the
telegraph-pole.”

Ho glarod at the smoking, steaming
front of his machine as he spoke.

# Nolbinﬁ but trouble since I've had
it, snd——* He broke off, then nodded
to ihe chasais bebhind Jack and Sid. “Is
that for aaleT Could you put me n body
on it! It Jon oam, ‘Il buy it, on cna
condition 1"

“The machine iz certainly for saje,
Sir Baddeley,” said Mr, Lucas, and his
nmg_lue melted into wmet]ung e
m\;mg a :;Imlle.n o

“Very woll, 1" ve you a cheque
on deposit pow; but these two boys
must not suflor Jor their—er—their
impotucsity.” "

Mz, Lucss was too much of s business
mav to mis tho of = thousend
guinea machine, just for the sake of
m:ml & couplé of works boys, and he
a1 3 o

“Thay oun consider themsalves ad-
monished, 8ir Baddeley, that is all.”

The baronot amiled, then bo shook
bands wermly with Jack, If he would
have said anythiog elso, he didn't get
the ¢ bocauss Jack and Bid
climbed to the cheseis in sileoce st
a jerk from the general manager's head.

he chassis rolled slowly nud gquistly
away at a sedato twenty miles an bour,
oran glaring after them,
travelled & mile or more before Bid sei
apything. Then ho hesved w whistling

sigh of reliefl.
“Ben Morsn is o driver,” he
mid, “Dut I Ia e oouldn't La*
loed a machine like ﬂcn did, Jack,
:hr::lhw" geot kl:bl-t‘.kl 3 T'll make you &
o rkin' !
the ' Skid Eadp 0 A Crown you
: p TEE END.
tre's motor-racing th
“THE HILL-OLIH';‘ ’H'L'Eigé ! '?r:ci':
week's stirring siory of 1hs “Skid Eid"
Order your POMLAR well in adreance.}
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to the door of the barn, where Pop
Short stood xelling with laughter,

“Deat it!"? said tho Kid tersely,

“Let gur arms you gol-darned
geck ! hissed Sandy Tutt,

The Kid shook hia head.

“1 guen it will make Plug Hat smile
some to sed you fixed up like that,” he
snsmered. “Jest heat 1 ML wure
be'lﬁ you with my boot.”

e three rough-necks, still tied to-
frlher in n bunch, only able to use their
egs, staggored out of the barn. Tho
Rio Kids boot, vigopauly plied,
started them, and they staggored away
as fast 3 they eould.

Loud yella of laughter groeted them
an they appeared in the street of Plg
Hot and zigzagged their way along

ru etreet towards the piaze,
to reach the Red Flare, whera the
had friends to_let them loose. Wit
faces black with fury, gritting their
teeth with rage, the buuch of rough-
necks lueched and staggered along,
aumid roars of laughter that woke every
acho of Plug Hat.
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It was an hour later that the Rio
Kid, having finished his breakfas,
camo out on the piagma of tba Jumber
hotal, and looked into the strect. Pop
Bhort was on the wooden piszza, and
with Him noarly s dozen citisens
of Plug Hat. Tho wholo party made
a movement towarda the Kid, and the
punchor, for s -second, eyed them
warily, and his handa slid towards his
guns,  But it was not a hostila move-
ment. Every face was friondly, snd
every member of the numorous png?
raised his Stetson in salute to the Kid.
And the Kid, who was politcness jtself,
raisad hia Stetson in acknowledgmes
of tho greoting, wondering tho while
what this demonstration might portond.

“Mister Toxas Brown!” said Pop
8hort, who had ovidently bocn solected
as sn. “This hero is & delege-
tion of the most substaptial citizeps of
Plug Hat, and they'ro surs proud to
mako your acquaintance,”

*You do me proud, Mr. Short, sir,”
answered the Kid politely.

* And this hore delogation,” continued
Pop Short, “is bere to put = request
up to you, Mistar Texas Brown.”

Y Hear, hoorl” said tha delegation,
with ooo voice.

“Shoot 1 said the Kid,

*This hero delegation,” went on Pop
8hort, “requests You to stand for alec-
tion for sheriff of Bassafras county.”

"Hony, hear!” tod
stantia) citizens of Plug Hat.

“Xlo for Mhord 1

* Mo for shenf I he gasped,

“Jest you !’ said Pop Short. *The
last shonfl was shot u;i by Cuaotus
Carter’s buach, and like I've told you,
no galoot in section is honing for
the job since. Mister Texas Brown,
thiy delegation of ojtizens rockons that
yoo ara the man for the job. ‘This
delegation asks you to stand, and will
use their influence to yet you in.”

The Kid .

'The boy outlaw of the Rio Grands
hed comas to Plug Hut to kesp out of
the way of shorifls. Ha stared blankly
:; g;o d]e:;opnm of substantinl citizens

ug Hat,

*Carry me bome o dio!” he ejacu-
lated.

Tho Kid's oyes danced.

“Genta,” ho srid, " you do me proug.
I gues if you want tme I'm your mut-
ton, with the wool on. Gents, it's a

And a cinch it was. The Rie Kid,
oney-an outlaw, huntsd by half the
sherifls in Texas, was the new sherifl
of Plug Het.

the sub-

THR EAD.

{Don’t misz reading “ BY ORDER OF
THE SHERIFPI® #ert Tuesday's
gripping tale of the Rio Kid—il's preat,
r:kliﬂl!f



