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WHAT'S HAPPENED TO THE CAPTAIN OF THE TEXAS RANGERS ?
Ask The Boy Sheriff—He Knows!

"EMISSING RANGER!

wt HERIFF I
‘The Rio Kid

awped.

It was vet early in the cow
town of Plug Hat.

Cenernlly the Eid was an

carly riser. Seldom was the Rio Kid
aslesp aftor the sun had risen over the
rim of the prairio snd fecked the
waring grass with gold. DBut this
morning the Eid was 'io‘lll to leave bia

bunk, ‘The night had beee a busy one
to the Kid, thos::hgh no man in Plu Hta_nf
n

knew it; and the shoriff of Plua
once the outlaw of the Rio Grande—was
still in his blankets when Colorado Dill
thumped at the door and shouted.

- “Bherifll  Bay, shorifl1" roared
Colorado.  “Yon want o wake up,
sherif! T'll tell 2 man!”

Colorado was thumping at the door
of the eheriff's offics, which was be-
tween the Kid's bed-room and the
street.  But os the Kid waa in no hurr,
to answer, the big cowman came roun
to the window of the bed-room and
thumped on the pinowood shutter.

“Bay, sheriff1” he bawled.

“Aw, what's got you?” yawnoed the
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Kid, sitting up in his bunk. *What's
biting you so bad, [ellor?” N
“It's” bumning daylight, sheriff|

nswered Colorado, through the pine
:butt:r. “And I :'um I gt nowSs. l"I'he
caloboose is cemply.”

L] Sho ll

"That guy has lavanted, shorilf. That
?loot. ule-Kick Hall, the Ranqu.
that we Jocked up in the calabooso tast
night, after he pulled a gun on you,
therif—ho's ebmuatuletod.” ’

Tho_pine shutter st the window hid
the Kid from the man outside, and hid
the smilo on the Kid's {ace,

Colorado_ Bill had no doubt that his
news would startla the sheriff of Plug
Hat. But the Kid was not startled &
whole lot. He had no call to be wur-
Eﬂ”d' s be had himself taken Jim

1 out of the cow tonn gaol the pre-
vipus pight. under cover of darkures,
and marched him off into the sierra for
safe and secret keeping.

But ihat was the Kid's own secreb
Plug Hat would have
litt& sastonished, had it koown; an
the Kid did oot figure on lctting tho
cow town know,

*“8ay, what you gi\‘ing me, Colo-
rado?!” yawnoed the Kid. * Was't the
calabooso locked up safo, with that
Rangoer guy insidel’

bean more than &

. Ran

b
d tI{a calabooro was tho
pull

THE THRILLS ARE LINED UP,
one after another, in this stunning

Western Yarn !

“8Bure! I ace you lock it on him,
sheriff, with my own two eyes,” sald
Colorado. *But he's . And the
calaboose ain’t been broke, neither. The
door was jest uniocked.” .

“By tho great horned toad!™ maid
the Kid. “Mecan to say some guy's
got a key to tho calaboose?™

“It sure loaks like it, sheriff!” said
Colorado. “Onless you dropped the
key lrountl” after i’oekin; in  that
r guy,

it ost pot,” said the Kid. *“But
I reckon there's a whole Jot of keys
would shift that lock, come to think of
it. I guesa I'll sond as [ar as Pack-
saddle for a new one. But you sure
tho 'ﬁ':;' bas vamoosed” -

“There win't hide mor hair of Lim
lIeft in Plug Hat, sheriff. I reckoned
T'd put j-on wise to once. The boys is
sure wmad about it,'* aaid Colorado. “If
them Rangera figure that they con
buck .ogin the law in Plug Hat, they
got another gnes coming. Yon say
the word, shoriff, and we'll saddle up
and run that guy down, sad bring him
back to serve his three deys in the
mt:?ose. with s riata tied wround

“I guess I'll be out in two shakes of
a CO{O(O'I tail!” answered the Kid;
and he turped out of his bunk,

Colorado Bill tramped away to the
caln round which & number of
Plug Hat citizens wors gathered,

The door stood wide open; and some
of the Plug Hat men were locking inte
tho timber anl. where Jim Hall
captain of the Texaa Rangen, had
been locked the previous night.

It waa ewpty; there was no sign of
the Ranger, And there was wrath in
tho faccs of the Plug Hat citizons.

Plug Hat was no longor the wild
and ﬁyhlrlmf cow town it had been in
the time when Cactus Carter and his
crowd ruled the roost. I+ was no
longor the hottest place in Toxas.
Undar the rule of the now sheriff it
had becomo the most law-abiding town
in the section. BAany of the rongh-
ﬂtﬁh Ih?;l hiren dr_nn out of toml:. : othor:

1 L] n isgust; gun-play an
horse-lifting wero things of the past
Respoct for the law was firmiy catab-
lished now. Bo this defance of the
sheriff and his sentence, on part
of the prisoner in the calabooss, got

the goat of Plug Hat
It wag not vory long ago that gon-
pPlay in the saloons uns the street hed

boen rather the rule than the oxcep-
tion. Dut all that had been changed

tha new shortff: and three days in
1 $ punishmont for

ing s gun in Plug Hat. The
rough- hat wore left of them
in the cow town--ropined; but .
ful ecitizens found it good. And they
were ready to adorn a branch of the
cottonw witk any gvy who, having



boen duly sentencod, broks out of gnol
before s sontence was served.

Jim Hall was a caplain of the Texns
Rangers; but that cut no ics in Flug
Hat. Ha had occussd sherif of
being no other than the Rio Kid, tho
volobrated outlaw and fire-bug, whoee
oxploits ware tho italk of every cow
camp betweon the Rio Grando and the
Colorado river. He bad pulled & gun
to back up that amazing accusation.
Ho bud been pitched into tho cala-
boose, according to law. And now he
wos gone—defying the sherilf and
dofying Plug Hatl And the citizens
wero wrathy, . .

shorilf was not long in emerging
from his shack and joining the- indig-
nant crowd at ths calaboose. L]
looked into the emply timbor gaol,
and shook his head,

HHe's sura pulled outl”
marked.

“Some dog-goned scallywsg let him
out ! hooted uite.

Tim Kid l:mdd S—

“1 guess ha was on

Nobody, in fact, koew that E:}ter
than Mister Toxas Brown, the shenff.

*Bay. sheriff,” axclaimed Fop Bhort,
“Y guess you want to rope him in
again! I guess we want to show them
Ranqun at they can't rum FPlug
Hat.”

B'.l‘ll should smile!® hooted Colorsdo
111, .

The sheriff shook his head.

“] guess we win’t hunling trouble
with the Rangers, fellend!” he said.
“Tha galoot’s beat it, that's s cinchl
Let him hit tho trail s} he wants, I
rackon ho won't worry Plug Hat
agsin.”

Colorade aave a grunt of disgust.

" And thet guy allowed that you was
the Rio Kid, and putled « gun on
you " he morted.

The Kid amiled,

he ro-

“T'd sure got after him, and rope H

him in, if he had all the Rangers in
Texas at his back!* growled Mosquite.

“Rellar,” maid the Kid, *what's the
good of hunting trouble? He's gone,
snd that’s encugh of him. Forget it!”

Clattert Clatter] Clatlort?

m gdmlf (:}ilmd jon !wn “inl_or-
n the thunder of gallopmg
hoofe. From the preirle irail s horse-
man rode into Plug Hat as full speod,
and up the raggod street to the plazn.
All syes worc turned an him; and
many faccs wore grim. For the horse-
man was & ‘Toxax Renger—Austin
Red, a moembor of Jim Hsll's troop.

He d 1 in his foaming broncho
on the of the crowd gothered in
front of cala

" Bay, you 8," ho panted, * whero's

Jim Hall? Cactus Caiter has got away
from us, and [ 1 want to put
Jim Hall wise. W is het”

——

Rough on the Ranger. °

HE Eid loocked curiously at the
Rlnfur. Austin Rod had avi-
dently ridden hard; rvider
horse were  thick with alkali

dust. Bridently. too, he know nothing
of what bad bappened in the cow
towa.

There was no answer to hia qumtion,
and Austin Red stared ot the Plog
Hat crowd, pussled.

*You hoar mo toot?" he exclaimed
impationtly. * Where's Jirn Hallt He
allowed be was riding inte Plug Hat

and’
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when he lofi us in the buites yeater-
day. Ain't he herel”

“He sute sin't!” drawled the Kid.

The Ranger's glance turned on tho
sheriff. He grioned, for a moment,
a8 he locked at him,

“8sy, you beon in frouble with a
wildeall” ho asked. .

The sherifi's face was crisscrossed
with sticking-plaster. 1t rather spoilod
his good looks. But the Eid did not
mind that, s0 long as it changed them.
The EKid did not want to loock hie
usual solf while Texas Rangers were
atound.

“Nope!” said thoe Kid. “Jest a
cactns scratch, feller] 1 sure got a
tumble in the buttcs. But what's that
about Carter? You let him get
awayl”

“J1 guess ho didn't wk for any
loave,” grunted Austin Red. “Rut he's
sure made his gel-away.”

“1 reckon you Rangers want to give
up the trail and open a lhog and seli
candy,” said the Bherif of Plug Hat,
in great diagust. *Ma, I trailed down
them rustlers in the butles, and handed
the job over to you Rangers to cinch
them; and left it all as easy as pio for

you. And you can't keep s rustler
whon you got himl You sure want to
take off m SPUrs 'md put on un

apron and sall candy.”

Red glared.at him.

“You dog-gonsd cowpuncher—" be
began hotly.

“Aw, cut it out!"” jinterrupted the
Kid. “] mado you s present of that
bunch of rustlors, aad you muss it up
thiz.a-way! You want mo to pat you
on the er and aay you'rs &
littlo man?” .

“Weo got the rustlers, the whole
buncht" snarfed Red. “Wo them
slong to Bluo Gruss, after Hall laft ve
to hit Plug Hat. We got the whole
bhunch safo now—"capting ug Carter.
o got awey in the dark—and [ guess
nobody knows how—="

“If you knowed your business, you'd
know how—and he wouldn't have got
away]” rotorted the Kid.
traifing that fire-bug like a Comancho
Injun, and ¥ lelt him to you'una. Now
you aliow he's got sway; and it suro
does got my goatl”

“1 ain't sskang you to trail him lor
usI” anapped Rod. "] come here to
put Jim Hall wiso. Ain't he along to
Plug Hat?” .

“He surs ain't}!” said the shenfl
ecoolly. “Jim Hull forgot that he was
in a law-abiding town, and he figured
that he eould run this shaw, and pulled
a gun to geke it good, Bo wo cinched
him in tho calaboow,'”

Red jumped iu his saddle.

“Yau cinchcd a captain of the Toxas
Rangors in the caisboose!™ ho roared.

“Wo suro did; and we'd cineh the
governor of the State in the calsbooss
if he pulled a gun in this burg!”
answored the Kid,

said Colorado

B'.llll should mmilei"”
ill.

“But he’s mado his get-awny, jest
like Cactus Carter!” grinned the Rid.
* He didn't scem to bo honing for thres
days in the calaboose: and he's gne.
%:u'wmt to look for him ontside Plug

t. ¢ ]

The Ranger's eyes gleamed at him.

"1 he was in your durnod ealabooss
now, I'd fetch tho boys along, and we
wouldn't leave one board aticking to
anothaz I ha shouted.

“] guess you'd find your hands
full I’ zaid the sheriff. *“You want to
know thet Mistor Toxas Brown—that's
me—runs the show in this hyer burg,

good pull & gun in this burg,

*Me, T wan-
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and 1 don't give & continental red cent
for all the Raogors fu Texas. Im
telling you that you're & crowd of
rubes and green jmspers, and you can’t
keep » holt on a rustler aftor I make
you & present of him. Jim Hall's
Eionc; and 1 you better go after

m, You dog-goned pesky [nys get

my &o‘t'”

“Where's he gone?” demandod Red,
choking with rage.

“Any g.:z know where Jim Hall’s
gons?” od the aheriff, looking
round. *“If ::5 fuy knows, put_this
guloot wise, et him ride. Plug
Hat fure basn't any use for theso

“Aw, look for him on the prairie,
fellerI” joared Colorado, “He loft
this town running, and [ guess you'll
find him_ still i up
his frail”
i1 I b et s Bt e

ows up In ] at agin he
goes back into the uhgome; uﬁ any
Renger that bucks agin the law in
this. town goes along with him. Youn
guys reckou you can ride into a cow

runnipg if you pi

and ron it aa if it beloaged to

you! Forget it, fellor! Go and lose

ome more after I'vo trailed

tham down for you. But don't you

?\lm that you oan dulldoxe Plug Hat!
qu can't got by with it.™

“Not by a juginl I* booted Calorade.

The Rangar, crimsen with anger,
glared st the sheriff and the Plug Et
mmon. His hand had dropped on the
gun in his belt.

The Kid Isughed mtamptuoulg.

“Let go that gun’” ho mid. “You
; fellor, wand
you go into the calaboose, jest like
Hula-ﬁck Hall, And I on you
want to get busy looking for Cactus
Carter, now you'ra let him got looso.

You figuro that I'm going to do your
work for I{::il aver againl”
Austin half-drew the gun. There

was a grow! from the men round him.
It ‘was not fosr, however, but the re-
membranos that he was s Ranger
that eaused Red to shove the gun back
into the holster.

He sat in his saddie, uncertain. And
the Eid, who bad his own rewsons—
ood reasons—Ior desiring to keep the

oxas Ran oloar of Plug Hat, wont
on in n vein of cheerful insult.

“Best it, foller! I'm telling you
that this town has no us for boobs?
That guy Carter is loase agin, and I
guom he’ll be ryustling cows, and all
the ranchers in Bamsairas County hoot-
ing out 0 mo to rope him in
and get buck their beasts, Next time
I get tho rustlers fixed I ain't leiting
any Rangers take & hand in tha game.
No, sirl You can’t handle rustlers
You take my advice and give .:H
rangiog, and open a store and
candy. That’s your long eit."

There was & jeering Jaugh from the
Plog Hat men. Plog Hat ssemed to
nlisla the way its sherif was talking
to tha Ranger.

Austin Red jerked fercely at hix
reins.

“If 1 wasn't & Ranger, and under
orders, I'd got down off'n thia coayuse
and muss you up so's you wouldn't
know yoursel agin for- s month of
Sundays he hissed. .

“Get down, noyhow, and ses if you
can got by with it 1" invited tho sheriff.
#1 ain't any objection.” )

Austin Red looked disposed to take
him at his word. But duty called, and
tha Ranger restrained bis rage. He
whecled his horss.
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“I gol to find Mule-Kick Hall1” he
said suvagely. “I ain't no use for
you, Mister Texas Brown.”

A yell of derision followed thé
Ranger, 25 he rode for the prairie. He
hali-turned in his saddle, his hand on
o gun. But he restrained himself, and
galloped away, hoots and yells ring-
ing in his ears as he went. With &
thunder of hoofs, the Ranger vanished
into the prairie,

>
-

The flames caught the dry woodwork of the hack, and soon it was a blazing furnace. Tha
~agent fooked on, hia revolver ready for any attempt to save the vehlcle.

rog

4Y goess,” waid Colorado, with a
grin, “that them Rangers will get wise
to it that Plug Hat ain't a healthy
spot for them, nohow.'” i

“1 reckqn!” assented the Kid, with
a smile.

And ke sauntered cheerfully down
the street to the Plug Hat hotel for
breakfast.

The escape of Cactus Tarter did not
worry the Kid a whole lot; though he
figured that it meant inore trouble
with his old enemy. It gave him a
pretext for a break with the Rangers;
and that wes what the Kid wanted.
He had cause for a grouch, for he ‘had
run down the rustlers in their secret
den in the buttes, and left the
Pangers to: corral them, And the
Kid meant to make the most of that
grouch. He did not want Rangers in
Plug Hat; he did not want them to
learn, if he oould help it, that Jim
Hall had accused him of being the Rio
Kid. * The less that wis said about the
Ric Kid thoe better, so long as *“Texas
Brown " was sheriff of Plug Hat, And
Jim Hall wes in a safe place;, and
could not tall, .

The Kid ate his breakfast with a
theery, smiling face.

_He was not going back to an outlaw
frail; if he could help it, He was
sheriff of Plug Hat, and he was staying
sheriff. Tt was.not easy, and he knew
it; but for -the present, st least, it
looked aa if tha hoy outlew of the
Rio Grande would get by with it.
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‘him  cinched ;

The FGruLAR

[}

B BrrrerE> ]
Cactus Carter's Hold-Up!
PSS [

UD JENKINS, who drove the
B two-horse- hack up from Dluc
Grass to Plug Hat, tightened

his grasp on the ribbons, and
drew in his team., as & horseman

pushed out of the chaparral beside the
trail. The six-gun in the rider’s hand

was pob lifted; and Budd reckoned that
he did pot want to sea it lifted, He
did not wait for the man with the
tanned face and evil eyes to rap out
“HaltI” He dréw in his horses with
praiseworthy promptitude as soon as he
saw the face of Cactus Carter.

The horseman rode ¢loser to the
hack, Four inside passengers blinked
at him from the windows, in slarm.
One of them was Pop Short; the hotel-
keeper of Plug Hat; and Pop changed
colour as ho recognised the gunman
who had once ruled the cow town with
ad-iron band, till he was run out by
the new sheriff.

“Search me!” muttered Mr. Short.
“Tt's sure Cactus Carter that them
dog-goned Rangers lost when they had
and he's sure turned
roand-agent since the sheriff put paid
to his rustling cows, Search me!”

“'Morning, Mister Carter!” said Bud
Jenking politely, from his box. “¥ou
want anything with this hyer hearse,
sirf”

“] guess sol” - answered Chactus
grimly,” “How many you got on
board?”

“Four ™

“Tell ‘om to light down.”

“Bure " said Buod,

He called to his passengers, and they
unwillingly - stepped down - into the
trail. Bud Jenking sat and  chewed
tobacoo, skilfully- ejecting the juice past
the ears of his team. And the four
possengers, - putting up  their heands
without waiting to be'told, eyed Cactus
Carter unessily.

This was the first time the stage had
run past Blue Grass in that particular
direction. In the rough days at Plug
Hat the stege company bad not cared:
to run it there. But Plug Hat was
now a peaceable town, under the new
sherifi's rule; and the stageline had
boen  extended  at  last, and Bud
drove up the hack on its first trip.
Evidently Caotus Carter was wise to it.
Gunman and bully in Plug Hat, he
had been run out by
the sheriff, and had
taken to rustling cows
in the buttes. Rounded
up there by the sheriff,
einched by the
Rangers, ‘Cactus had
escaped—but he had
lost his bunch, lost his

lunder, lost all he

ad. Now he was on
a new trail; and he
had held up the stage
on its first trip to
Plug Hat.

His oyvs gleamed at
Pop Short. PDE.[‘ had
been Mister 'exas
Brown's most enthusi-
astic, ‘backer in -the
election for gheriff;
wnd_ it was the pew
gheriff who had beaten
Cactus to o frazzle.
The road-agent half-
lifted his Colt as™ he
Jooked at the fat
hnt_el-keeﬁ-er. “And Mr.
Short felt his plomp
heart sink almost into
his boots.

“You durn f'eqki”
said Cactus. “1 guess
I'm glad to meet up
with -you, Mz, Short,
just a few, Your dog-

oned  sheriff  ain't
ere now, hombre.”

“Cactus, -old-timer,”
zaid Mr. Short, in o quivering voloe,
“you ain’t no call to get mad with me.
1°got five hundred dollars in my ra
that I've jest drawed out of the ban
to Blue Grass.”

Cactus laughed shortly.

“You ain't worth powder an' shot!”
he said. * Pony up, you fat gink ! Drop

it in the treil!

A roll of bills dropped in the trail,
and Pop Short breathed more freely.
Never had a galoot felt so pleased
thot he was not worth powdor and
shot.

The othar three passengers waited
their turn, with their -hands up., All
of them packed guns; but -not one was
disposed to pull a gun -on -Cactos
Carter. 'The desperate gunman was
too sudden with the Tolt.. The Sheriff
of Plug Hat had beaten him; but no
other man in Sasssfras County had
ever beaten Cactus Carter. )

“Shell out. you *uns!” grunted the
road-agent.

And the passengers promptly shelled
out.  The horseman eyed them evilly.

“That the lot ” he asked.

«Yep P

“I guess I'm- goin’ through' you,”
said Cactus, “and if I find anythin’
more you won’t Mve long ‘enough to
want it.”’

Whereupon euch .of the passengérg
discovered that he -had overlooked
something, and promptly added it to
the little pile in the trail.  Cactus
chockled with grim amusement.

“8tand back and keep your hands
up!” he snapped.



The four obeyed, lining up heside
the trail, Cactus turmed to the driver,
sitting chewing tobacco on the box.

“Light down, Bud!” he said.

“8ay, you ain't going through a
stage-driver, Cactus?” exclaimed DBud.
“y guess-—m"

“ Light down, dog-gone you!”

Bud Jenkins climbed down into the
trail.

“Cut them traces!”

“Wka-a-t?" ejaculated Bud.

Cactus Carter eyed him evilly over
the revolver.

“1 guess you don't want to make me
talk twice!” he said. “I ain't got a
lot of time to waste on you, Bud. I
said cut them traces,”

The stage-driver drew a deep breath.

“What you says goes!” he answered.

Bud loosed a knife from his boot,
and sawed through the ‘leather traces
of his team with a grim face.

The traces were cut, and the team
stood free. Cactus Carter lifted his
quirt with his left hand and lashed
cruelly at the horses. They scampered
away into the prairie with loose traces
gwinging.

“Now you want to fire that hack,
Bud,’” said Cactus.

Bud started.

“Aw, forget it, Cactus!” he ex-
claimed. *“What the thunder do you
want to fire the hack for?’

“Carry me home to die!”
Pop- Short. )

Cactus laughed disagrecably.

“1 guess it was your dog-gonced new
sheriff that got the stage company to
run this hyer hack up to Plug Hat,”
he said, *and I guess I don’t stand for
it! Plug Hat was good enough for
me as it was afore Mister Texas Brown
horned in; and I guess Plug Hat is
going to be jest like it was afore it's
much older. You get me? There ain’t
no cl::xrncd stage peing to run to Plug

murmured

“T1 tell a man—"" .

“Quit chewing the rag!’ interrupted
the gunman, “You want to get hold
of a few armfuls of dry bush an’ stack
it in the hack, and set it going with
.  match, And you want to do i
quick! 1f I have to get down and do
it, your cyes won't be open to watch
ﬂle.“

Bud Jenkins breathed hard. But the
road-agent’s revolver was looking at
him, and Bud had =o cheice in the
matter.

Under the staring eyes of his
passengers, still standing with their
hands above their heads, Bud gathered
armfuls of dry wood and bush from
the chaparral and stacked it inside the
hack. He struck a mateh and set fire
to it, and flames licked out of the
doors and windows. Smoke rose in a
dense column above the trail.

The Hames rapidly spread to the
vehicle, and it was scon a burning,
smoking mass. Bud Jenkins eyed it
with sorrowful eyes. He had driven
that hack up from the Rio Grande
camps to Blue Grass for fifteen years;
and he was sorry to see it go. And
it was going up in smoke,.on its very
first trip beyond Blue Grass, Dense
smoke fAoated away over the chaparral,
while the fire crackled and burned
ficreely.

Cactus Carter laughed. :

“7 guess the stage company won't b
in a hurry to run another hack up to
Plug Hat, Bud!” he grinned.

“1 guess yowve said if!” agreed
Bud. “And if they do T reckon they’ll
want to seare up a new driver. Me,

Every Tuesday.

I've no hunch for driving on Plug Hat
trails, T'1l tell a man.”

The fames soared wup from the
h_un!mg !}zlck, and died down., It was
sinking inte a smouldering mass of

wreckage.

“Now I guess you gnys can hoof it
to Plug Hat!" said Cactns, with a
gesture of his gun towards the four
passengers.  “You want to tell the
sheriff what you've seéen; and you want
to tell him that I ain’t done with him
vet; and next time he sees mo I'm
coming a-shooting. You got that, Pop
Short”

“T'li sure tell him, Cactus I’* said Mr.
Short submissively.

“RBeat it!” snapped Cactus.

And Pop Short and his companions,
dismayed by the prospect of a five-mile
tramp' across rough brairie, but glad
to get out of range of the road-agent's
revolver, started up the trail,

“Me for Blue Grass!” remarked
Bud Jenkins. “1 guess I got to report
to the company.

“You for Blue Grass!” assented
Cactus, “And when you hit Blue
Grass, tell Mule-Kick Hall that I don't
give a continental red cent for him
and his gol-darned Rangers. 1 pguess
they’'d never have rounded up my
bunch if that dog-goned sheriff Em.dn't.
put them wise, Tell Mule-Kick that
I'll be glad if he'll follow my trail into
the Los Pinos sierra.”

Bud stared at him curiously.

“Say, what you giving me?’ he
asked. “I guess you know that Jim
Hall ain't going to Blue Grass any

more.”"

“Have the Rangers quit?” asked
Cactus. “I heard they was hedded
down at Blue Grass, looking for that
fire-bug they call the Rio Kid.”

“The Rangers ain't quit, and they

ain’t likely to till they're -wise to
what's happened to Jim Halll”
answered Bud.

Cactus stared at him.

“What's happened to the guy,
then?” he demanded.

“I guess nobody knows if you
don’t,”” answered Bud, with a _grin.

“T's nigh a week now since Hall had
a rookus with the sheriff at Plug Hat,
and was cinched in the calaboose, and
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Then the road-agpent wheeled his
horse and dashed away across the
prairie.

* Search me!” gasped Bud.

Away across the rugged prairie,
riding like the wind, Cactus Carter
vanighed from sigit,

=,

3 fal |
Up to the Sheriff! .

0 O

1] HERIFF!" roared Colorado Bill.
# Mw, what's biting you now?”’
drawled the Rio Kid.

The Sheriff of Plug Hat was
reclining at his ease, in a rocker, in
the doorway of: his office on the plaza.

It was a hot afterncon—hot even for
the South of Texas—and the Kid
reckoned that he wanted a rest. Now
the sheriff was taking a deserved rest
when Colorade eame pounding up in
great excitement.

The Kid sat up in the rocker.

“ Bherift 1¥ gasped Colorado.

“Shoot!” =aid the EKid, “What's
biting you? Some pesky bunch of cow-
punchers riding in to shoot up the
town?”

“ Nope!” gasped Colorado.
Carter——""

The Kid was out of the rocker in a

* Cactus

twinkling. A walnut - butted gun
gleamed in his hand.

“(Cactus Carter—hyer?” he c¢jacu-
lated.

Colorado grinned.

“Not on your life!” he answered.
“1 guess Cactus knows that Plug Hat
ain't healthy for him with our sheriff
around. No, gir! But he's sure done
held up the new -stage from Blue
Grass.”

-%8ho!” 'The Kid holstered his gun.
“That pesky scallywag took to trail-
riding, has he?’ 7

“Vep! There's four guys hoofed it
in, and they’re turning the air blue at
the Plug Hat hatel,” grinned Colerado.
“Pop Short's one of ’em—and I'll tell
a man that he's cussing some, and
then a few more. Cactus has done
held up the hack, cleaned them out,
burned the hack; and he allows that

pot away after
dark. Since then
no galoot’'s seed
hide nor hair of
him.”?

“Sho!" ejaculated
Cactus, in aston-
ishment. “Jim

Hall lost?”
“Yep—if you ain’t
found i
grinned Bud.
the Rangers
allow that you've
met up with him
somewhere on the
rairie and plugged
Eim, Cactus.”
Cactns Carter
whistled.
“They got another
guess coming,” he

said. “1 never
knowed  the guy
was missing. I'd

sure make it last
sickness for him if
1 met up with hini;
but I ain’t seed him

since the fime he
cinchad me in the =
buttes.”
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he won'y allow a stage to be mm to
tring Haf pohow.”

The Kids cyes glemsed
steel.

B guess I'll get along and see them
gms' drawled tho K. “The
langers wor't rope in Cactus; and I
reckon this baby will haye to take him
in hand again.'

The Kid strolled down the rugged
street o the Plug Flat Hotel. A crowd
had gathered there. where the four
linpless passengers of the hacle from
Blue Grass were telling their story,
over and over again.  The Kid heard
the soice of Pop Bhort »s he came
up te the piazza, ana he grmned. Mr.
Bhort wes eursing witl, great Ruency:
and Mr. Short Lad a How of language
that was bardly equalled anywhere in
the cow eountry., The streams of cuss-
words was only interrupted when Mr.
Short stopped to take breath; and his
stops were few and briel.

He torned on the sheriff as the Kid
tamp. in, and glared 4t bim,  Pop
Bhoit had boen 'the shoritf's. keenest
backer; but he was feeling sore and
SavAgU Now.

“¥ou, Texas Brown!” roared Top.
“You (!og-;,oued pink! Yon call vour-
sell a4 shérilt Yepl  Amd the hack
burned out, five miles out of town, and
sher Bk of ws cleaned ontt Bay,
what isort- of :a pol-darned sherilt do
lou call vourself. anyhow? Scarch me!

in telling. you that Cactns Carter has
burned ouf the stago and gotce thraegl
wll of us down (o the skin! Yep! I
shoitld smile!  And you loafing around
pnd letting him-cget away  with if!
#ay, T guess you better go back to your
‘choo}-mqpn, Mister Taxas Brown, !mii
Jeavie & man's job to 2 man! Say!

The Kid smiled,

“Uan it, old-timer © he said. “T sure
younded up C.ums once, and the

like cold

The PUPULAR—Every Tuesday,

Rangers let him vamoose again. I
guess noxk time I'W sure sec thab ho
don't get loose a lot. He won't ho‘ld
up a stage agan in Sassafras County.”

“Talk's cheap ¥’ snorted Mr. Short.
“What are you going to dof I'm
telling you, ho cleaned me out of five
hundred dollarst 1 guess I'd rather
see Cactns back in Plug Hat, like he
was afore you horned in, rslher than
Lolding up the stage and cleaning a
guy out of five hundred dollars! Yep!”

“Forget it old-timer!” said the Eid.

“I guess even a sherifl can't be every-

where in ‘the deg-goned country ab
once. I tell you I'm gmng gunning
after Clactus. and if I don’t get him

T'll suve resign and go back to punch-
ing cows.”

“Waal, T rveckon you’ll get him, if
Wiy guy o, b]lgr][ﬂ said Poll'
culming down a little.  *But this sure
dors got s galoot’s gouf, and ' I'm
tolling you so! Tive hundyeed dollavs
and—"

“Colorado allo“a that some Rangers
was after him.”* said the Kid, * Mcbbe
they’'ll rope bim in”

Mr, Slort grootod.

“¥ot in your life-time! There was
three of them, and he shot up one
afore he lit out. I saw that red-
hegded guy from Avstin_after” him,
und another guv They won't got him
in a dog’s age,

There was a clatter of hoofs coming
in from the prairvie. treil,  The Kid
turned to Jook; and every other head
tupped.  From  the -praivie a  dusty
horseman, with a blood-stained neck-
sepyrf boond round his head wnder his
Stetson, rode into the cow town. Ho
wag wotnde d; and on his horse before
him lield another men, still more sorely
wounded.  Tha rider was Austin Raod,
the Ranger.

“Great gopherz!"” said Colerado Did
with » whistle. “Is them the By shat
was after Cactus, Mr. Short |

“Them’s the guys!” grunted Pop
Short.

“It sure don't lock as if they got
him{”?

The tired and dusty horseman rode
wp to the lumber hotel. Many willing
hands relieved liim of his burden, and
the insensible Ranger was carried into
the hotel. Austin Red, with a streak
of crimson running down under .the
bandnge round his head, reefed in his
saddle from fatigue. The Rio Kid,
with a gentle hand, helped Lim to
alight., and Red leaned heav ily on the
sherilf’s arm,

“You pgot Cactus?’  asked several
volced.

Reod spat .oub e curse,

'“Nopc! HAe got ust! We followed

him into the Los Pinos sierra, and he
sure got us from behind a rock. Dog-
gona him! Jest two cracks from his
C5lt und-ho rode away and left us!”
The Ranger cursed again,  “We'll get
him yot—we'll sure get him—-"

He lurched, and the Kid's strong
arm held him as ho fell, The shewfl
of Plug Haf half-carried bhim into the

lumber haotel.
The sheriff walked back to his office
with a thoughtful brow. Cactus

Uarter was on tho tiail again; and it
was up to the sheriff of Plug Hat to
rope him in. Apd tho !Kid mcani o
do it; but he figured that he. had =
hard trail to follow before he put a
cinelh on Cactus Carter,

THE END,
(Yext week's yarn of the JHio Iid is

greut! Don't forgel TWO new scrigs
start in next week's issue.)
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