11

HOW WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE A KID SHERIFF, FIGHTING BANDITS,
and Holding off Dead-shot Texas Rangers—Like the Rio Kid?

THE
SHERIFF'S SECRET !|

The Man from Mexico!

0

NYONE who had scon the Rio
Kid step out of Dizon's Dank
st Blup Grase that sunny after-
noon would aover have dreamed

rocogoising the boy outlaw of the

Rio Grande. Even Jim Hall, captain

of the Texas Rangers, who knew

Kid's looks bettar than any other man

in Toexas, would have passed him by

without n second glanoe, Neither would
any Plug Hat man, had suy such

on hand, have funcicd for a moment

that thit waes Mister Texas Brown,

Bherif of Plug Hat, The Kid, indeed,

would not have known himsel{ bhad bhe

seeny his roflection in & glass, .

Fis skin was darkencd, his hsic was
raven-black, his eyebrows black and
bushy; and ho was drossed in Mexicon
gurb, with volvet cazoncros, s shork
valvat jacket, s gaudy sash, hugo spury,
and an onorinous sombicre. Tho
keenost oyes in Toxas would nover havo
takoen the Kid fg; anything but =a
proaperowa young Mexickn ranchero.

Outside tgo bank thres or four Texas
Rangers were atanding, end they
gisnced st _the young Mexican ns he
came out. His horse, & haadsomo pinto,
was hitched to the post, and the r:
had been looking st it.  Now they
Jooked at the Kid; and ho smiled.

of

the
the Moxican. Tha Kid kaew him by sight;

The Texas Rangers were in Blue
Grass to hunt for the Rio Kid, but the
Kid guossed that they did not figure
Liow near ha was to them.

8sy, Mext"” drawled one of the
Rangors, as tho Kid put his hand to ths

pinto.
The Kid glanced round
The Ranger detached

and came towards

“himsell From

group tho
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it was the rod-haircd man from Austin—
Austin ied—whom the Kid bad last
seen nhiding, wounded, into Plug EHat,
aftor a chase of Cactus Corter, the
road-agont.

“You hitting the trail, mastor?”
usked Red.

“8i, senor!" answared the Kid io
soft Spanish.

“I guess all Bluo Grass knows your
business hore,” said Rod. " You min't
niade any soerot of it. You been around
Bluo Gram nearly a week, snd you boen
talking of buying = ranch in the Pluﬁ
Hat countey. You've lot oa right an

“He wnin't

Jeft thot you'ro taking monoy irom Uw
baunk today and hitting the trail for
'!’h:z Hat.” I guess thore ain't & guy
in the county that don't know it.”

It ia no secrot, wenor.'’

Rod laughed. .

“You fHigure you'll gt through with
a bag of dollars on the Plug Hat teail I
he demaonded. “I'm telling you you'il
wako up Cactus Cartor long before 3o
bit that cow town.””

“Who s Cactus Cartor, senor 1" asked
the Kid innocently.

“ Aw, you sure don’t know snough 10
&0 in when it rains "' said Austin Red.
* Cactus Carter is the Gre-bug who usrd
to run Plug Hat, and was run out by
the npew sherilf, Toxns Brown, and has
taken to rustling and hold-ups. And 3§

uess if Cootua sin't blind and deaf e
znmn all about you, Mister Afex, amd
he will be !ooltinﬁ for you botween Bluc
Gram und Plug Hat"

The Kid smiled.

=] think I can take care of mysell.
scnor.'*

*“The thunder you can!" grunted
Rod, “I'm telling LEo:m you're bunting
trouble if tiw ride the losslicat trail in
Texns with & bag of dollars, You'll
sure mect up with Caotus Carter, and 1
Eues B asor won't give that guy
much trouble. Yoo want to stay where
sou're asfe.”

Tho Moxican shook his head.

“J have business st Plug Hat, scnor.
and 1 do not fear & boldup man he
snswered. [t is kind of you to warn
me, but I am riding to the cox town
this nfternoon.”

“T'1 tell & man!™ grunted Red.
“You've lot on right and loft that
vou're riding to Plug Hat to-dsy with
a hag of dollars to buy a ranch. Ecave
it till to-morrow or the next dsy mnd
you might get through.”

*“But if this bandolern, thia Cactus.
is a0 dangerouns, why do you not rope
him in?'" asked the Mexioan. )

“Ih 048 wWo're al‘::; IH::] but we ain't

im yot,"”" L.t .
B“"‘But 301" c.::tain. Jira Hall, whom
they cafl Mule-Kick Hall™ said the
Mexicon—" cannot ho put salt, as you
say, on the tail of this Cactus Carter?”

“ Jim Hall ain't hors,” grunted Red.
scen since he wus at
Plug Hat weeks ngo. [ reckon that
ﬂreiug Cortee_hus got him and Inid
him out somewhere in the prairis; or
¢law parhape tho Ric Kid has got him.
He sin't soen for & lon fe,
and we're suro still hunting for him."

“The Rio Kid? Who Is he!”

"A dornder fGre-bug than Cactw
Cartor.' said Red. “ And I reckon ho's
hiding eomewhare in this country—
though I reckon nobody ain't sced him. ™

“In my country wo should soon put
an end to these bandoleros, senor.”

“Thoe thunder you would ' growled

"8i, senor. Oh, rery soon !
Aumtin Tted glared at the Mexican as
ha mounted his harso,
“Adios, sonor " said the Moxican
cheerily, and he touched the pinto with
Trx Poroua-No. 611



12

the spur and went at a gallop down ihe
atreet of Blue Cras, ]

Red glared st the disappearing borse-
AN,

*Dog-gone my cata!” ho growled,
His d went to & gun. But
Mexican was vanishing 1o & clond of
dust in the d“m and Austin Bed
had to content bi f with » atring of

lurid cuss-words,

m]
Trapped!
()

HE Rio Kid laughed lightly as ho
golloped out of Blue Grass on
the dusty truil porthward to
Plug Hst. Autin Red had

warned bim that be was likely, il not
cortain, to “moet up” with Cuactus
Carter on the trail—and the Ronger
had little guessed that that was exactly
the object of the pscudo Mlexican
rancher.

Texaa Brown, Bheriff of Plug Hat,
was expected to ropo in the bandit whe
was making ]l the trails round the cow
town dangerous, Bince the Kid hed
been shoriff, galoots who bucked against
i;l’wt.h' bad had s thin time in Plug

B

Every citizen of the cow town, every
rancher in the surrounding cow country,
looked to him to wind up tha lawless
carcer of Cactns Carter. And the Kid
waa going to do it :

Blus Grams drospul out of sight
behind the Kid, and ho slackeancd pace.

It was a Jopely trail, in places marcely
marked, that wound among the folds of
the prairie.  Near the town the Kid

some cowpunchors; after that bhe
ad the trail to himself He rode on
ot a cantor, mmiling under the black
moustache thet was gummed to his lip
It would not have suited his beok for
tha Rangers to ride with him te sce him
safe through. It wos not a ride safs
through that tho Sheriff of Plug Hut
wanted.

Ten wiles on the trail the Kid, whoae
eyes wore keonly sbout him under
shadow of tha big sombrero, grew more
keenly watchful. Here tho trail was
bordered by thickets of pecan and
mesquite snd dwarf cak—just the caver
that o read-agent would look for. And
tho Kid smiled as he saw a blue jey,
evidently disturhed from a nest. flutter-
ing over the mesquite. Romething—or
momebody—in the mesqiite had startled
the blua jay, and the Kid Sgured that
that "something® wss very likcly
called Cactus Carter,

Ho cantered on; and muddenly a
horseman pushed out of the thickets
with a gun hal-lifted in his hand,

“Halg 1"

The Kid pulled in his pinto.

“Bucnas  dins, senor)” he
politely.

Costua Carter stared ut him.

Thers was & jeering grin on the hard,
tanned face of the ﬁunmnn.

“I guese you'll bo the greaser,
Alvares,” he said, :
“8i, senor.”
*T'm wure wise to you,” said Cnbc::-.

said

“Why, you du -
you've told all Texas that you're ridin
this trail today with a grip :taclrez
with greenbacks! I guess I wish there
was a fow more like you, greaser. This
is pis

“And you ain’t gven hecled I said
Cactna_ staring at him and sseing no
nign s weapan. *'1'vo sure mot up
with somae in my time; but you
sre the prize boob of America, 1'll toll
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a ;nunl Cet downu?;;!‘n that cayuse
and poay up YOUr ro

The .w.fuf, face of the MAexican
rancher wore s mmile. The Kid buad
reckoned that hia stunt would work—

tho sud it had worked liko & charm. If

thare wns & boob on the irmil at that
moment, the Kid did not figure that be
was tha boob. Cactus Carter had fallen
into tha trap like a tenderfoot from
Tondertown.

The disguised Kid alighted from the
Einto' ko stood in the trail beside the

alted horse. . The gunmap made &
threatening motion with his Colt,

" Poay up!"’ ho mapped.

*It in for you to ordor, senor, an you
hold the gun,” wid the Mexican meekly,
snd he dropped his hand into & wallet
lhmuxltg by his aide.

L'

Cactus Carter gave a sudden yell.

Inside that harmless-locking wallet
wans & walnut-botted gun; and the Kid
had fired, without drawing it out,
through the leather of the wallet. :

The Celt ?un from Cactus' hand and
flew across the trail.

The Kid bad shot the gun from his

gTasp,

The zest instsnt the Kid's emoking

n Bashed to 5 level sod looked the

rreman in tho face.

“Hands up!"” said the Kid quietly,
and his voice had no teace now of the
soft Bpanizh sccent.

Cactus Carter stared st him blankly.
. But the levelled !mulm, the llelmé
ing oyes over it, enforoed cbedience, an
the road-agent lifted hia handd above hia

head. is face waa convu with
rage.
“HeatI” he muttered hoarsely.

““Beaten to it by a dog-goned greaser |
Carry mo bomo to dieoﬁ;

] gucss not,” drawled the Kid. "1
guess thers wic't no more greaser sbout
me, feller, than is stuck on oculsido.
There's o white Texan underncath.”

The gunman guve & convulsive start.
Ho knew that ocol, drawling woics.

"Toxas Brown!" he ted,

“You've said it1" .

“The Bheriff of Plug Hat—ygot up like
s dog-gonad groaser [ hissed Coactus
Carter through his grinding tecth.

“Jest that)” smiled the Eid. *“I
reckoned you'd fall for this, Cactus, and

ou've sure fallem for itt And pow
've got youl And if you don't keep
them paws over your oal you'll get

aura so suddﬂn}ou won't hnow what
gouﬂod you over Jorden |

The guntsn wai lowering his hands,
but thoy went up again. a sat bin
horse quivering with rage.

“You've lus s long run, Cactns,'
said the Kid quietly, “I sure handed
you over to tife Rangers and you got
away from them. I guems you ain't
ting away any more. You're riding mto
Plug Hat with this baby 1"

Cactus Carter's uiu gleamed desper-
ately. It was daath to ride into Flug
Hst with the sheriff, and death was no
worse by a bullet an the trail. With a

reasure of hia knea ho suddenly swung

ia horso awny and dashed from the
trail across the prairie,

Bang!

The Kid's Colt rcared. The bullet
tore through the Btetson on the gun-
man’s head nod clipped a lock of hair
from his hoad.

“Hult ** shouted the Kid.

Cactus rode on desperaicly. He had
the reins in his inp agsin oow, and
urged his horse frantically. Tor
moment hea oxpected a bullak to or
through him, tesring through fesh and
bone. But he was takio @ chanca
of it; and he reckoned, that the

Bherill of qu Hat wanted to take him
alive if ho could. .

But it was not that that held the Eid
from shooting Lim dead [rom the
saddle; the Rio Kid hated to firo ou &
ficeing man, and it went sorely sgainst
tha graion to drive a bullet through the

an's back, He spurred hia pinto
in purmit und swepi acrom the grasry
prairio on the track of the gunman,

The pinto wos & good cayuse; not 80

ood ss tho Kid's own groy musiang,
ut a good and swift horse, The Kid
reckoned he would ride down the flee-
ing road-agent, and not Cactus
escape seeined too likely would he sand
& bullet through him,

Cluiter, clattort Thud, thudl

Cuctus Corter was I'!dlp! like the
wind, But aa swift the Kid rode after
bim, gun in haad; aod when Castus
tumetf his head bhe could sec the dis-

inod Bheriff of Plug Hat close bahind,

ith ‘quirt and spur ho urged on his
horsa to desperats spood, and still, when
he lJooked Eick agsin, the ‘Bheriff of
Plug Hat was gaining.

And then for a second Casctus sheoked
his wild carver, as ho saw ahead of him
in the gleaming &:m w dark lize thas
stretched aorce prairie,
barrancs, wido aad deep.

Tho Kid had di it at the sama
moment, and ho mmiled grimly, The
barrance was wide—too wide for the
lulp of tho best jumping horss in Taxas,
unfess it way the EKid's own Bide
Kicker. .

r“I mﬁgﬂ,'aumured :1110 tKul. "tl:l‘;
vo that -gonad galoot mow, an
L oo e ] And 1t sute
my f'?lt to put & bullet in

wou
any guy's
ivt waa only for a moment that Coctus
Cartor checked his wild career. Behind
him was cortain captare or death;
before him waa the yawning gulf that
was too wide for his horse. Buk be sct
hiy teeth desperately and rode st it
Whip and IPI.II‘ drove on the straining
horse, and from the edgoe of the bar-
ranca Cactus drove it to the dosperats

lvup.

“Thonder I N

‘}1'th Kiid ni!m:d ilr: hlil p:_nl.o.h

o stared after the lesping

fascinated. The forefeot of wa:'
horse crashed oo the opposite side of
ths barrancs.

But they found no bold.

The hind legas alip down; thers
:u a sharp squesl !dh"of !from &a

oree, & gaaping cry of despair from tha
vider: then horse and rider vanishod
inta the black depths of the barranea.

*8ho " murmured tha Kid soberly.

Apd the Bhoriff of Plug Hat whoeled
hin horse and rode awsy. Ho was doba

with Caotus Carter now,

m]
The Sberiff's Seeret!

0
OLORADO BILL lounged inta the
sheriff's office st Plug Hat
shoriff |"
'The Kid looked up.
“Bhoot 1" he said.

“The Ra‘r:’zun bave guit Blue Gram,”
said Colorado.

The Sheriff of Plug Hat fooked ine
terested at that. Blus Gram was fiftoen
miles from Plug Hat, but the outlaw
who had become a shoriff hod nover
likod the Texas Rangers so pear sy that,

Colorado, watching him curiously,

“Say, you'rs pleassd about I,
sheriff 1™ he aaid.
“] gucss wa ain't got a lot of use for



Raugors in this county,” nnawered the
Kid. "Wo can run thingy |
County without kelp from Jim Hall and
tus bonoheads.'

“You said iti" a Colorado.
" But they ain't found Jim Hall yet,
shenill, oy are surs wild mbout it;

snd they sin't aoy too éﬂoued at you
wipurgg out Cactus COarter. Thoy
figuw that Cactus oould bave told
them whet had ha ed to Mule-Kick

Hall if they'd got ﬁnn.

. "It was sure quoer, Jim Hall vanish-
ing like that,” said Colorado alowly.
“You ain't forgotian, sherifl, -
that he acoused you of being
that fre-bug fromn the Rio
Grande, the Rio Kid.”

The Kid laughed, but his
exca were very koon on the
faco of tho big cowman,

“1 ain't forgotten,” he
said, *[ guess Jum Hall had
been after the Kid so long ho
was ready to sco him in every
guy he met,™

*1 guesa it was a likely mis-
take,” maid Colorado in the
suine slow way;: "for mre
are powerful like the Kid to
look at, sheriff."

“You reckont" .

“I'va seed his icture

ted up at Packsaddle, and

reckon it's m cinch,” eaid
Colorado. 1 gucas 1 nover
thiought of it till Jim Hall let
on that e Ggured you was
the Kid. But you sure are =
dead ringer for the Kid, aberiff.”

bl | 7ucu T'll grow me some whiskers,”
said the Slmriﬂ‘o[ Plug Hat, "“H suro
is bad medicine for & guy to bo mis
taken for a fire-bug like the Rio Kid."

“Sure!" said Colorado slowly. His
eyes were strangely on the shoriff’s [ace.
“1 gucss you're glad to hoar that the
Rangors are quitting. They reckon that
Hall is gone up. and it sin't po we
uitting around wnd waiting for him sany
fongor. Thes'ro getting after the Rio
Kid sgain without him.*

Tho shorifl smiled.

“] sure wish them s whole lot of
fuck,' he said.

* From what I beored in Blue Gram,
they're going to comb the Loa Pinoma
siorra for the Kid.”

Tho sheriff started .Iightli.

“The Los Pinos sierral” he repoated,

"¥Yop! Thay reckon the Kid may
havo lound a hide-out there.”

*1 guems might as woll go home
and grow alfalfn.” said the sheriff.
“if Jim Hall couldn’t get the Kid, I
don’t reckon his bunch will do it. Bat
I wish them a heap of luck.”

Colorado nodded snd loungod out of
the ofico agnin. The Kid sat vory still,

Ho had read the big ocowman's
thaughts like = hook. lorado was
standing by him, true aa steel; {et thare
was a half-formed suspicion in his mind
that-Jim Hall's starthng acousation had
oot been unfounded.

i Kid wondorod whethor the snme
thought was in other minds in tho town
of Plug Hat,

It was hard Juck for the Kid that
Hall and the Rangors had ocomr that
way in their quest of the boy outlaw
of the Rio Grande. The Kid had mnds
good as sherif,.  He nskod nothing mors
than to live a quict and peaceabls life,
doing his duty as Bheriff of Plug Hat,
Only Mule-Kick Hall had stood in the
way—and Mule-Kick Hall had mysteri-
ously dincpelred. And na plainly as if
Colorado had said it, tho Kid knew that
the cowman was wondering how much
the shoriff knew ahout that disappear-
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And Hall was atill on the Kil's bands.
te Kid was not tha man to shoot him
out of band. He was safs in the hiding-
E!nm the Kid had found for him in the

ills. But was ho safe, with the Bangers
combing the Loa Pinox sicrra for the
Kid? ey were not likely to find the
Rio Kid there. The Sheriff of Plug

Hat grinned at the thought. DBut it wes
ﬁ }tll-m eards that they might find Jim
ali
The Kid's jow art squarely,
Mule-Kick 1iall was in his hands—at
his merey—and yet the Runger rofused

(ke
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would have guraixd that it screened n
biding-place. 14 was by chanoe that the
Kid himself had discoverced it. Look-
ing_at it, tho Kid Bgurcd that it was
unilikely enough that the Bangers would
cever horn into the hidden cave, it thoy
scarched Los [inos for weeks and
mohihs,

Ilo plunged under the curtain of fall-
ing water, and disappearod. & moment
later ke wan standing in the cavs undor
the olif where the torrent fell,

Through the [alling water that
screcned tho narrow entrance, came

The Kid stared afier the leaping horsaman,
tasslnated.

Tha forefast Oactun' horss
d on the ite wide of the rochky

to oot to terine.  The Kid called him-
sl & gink for hesitating to drive lead
through the man who would pot hesitate
to hand him over to the rope. And yot
ho kaew that ho could ]l::‘l. lcli:a i&. i

“ Dog-goae it!'' grow e Kid.

o rose at Jast and went through the
house to tho stable and saddled the
Iﬁnlo. Whilo the Rangeras were in the
ocality the Kid's omm grey mustang
was knE carcfully oot of sight.

The Kid mouniced the pinlo and rode
sway towards the prairie trail,

Hus thougthia weee bittor enough as be
rode inta the sicrrs.

Why couldn’t that gol-darnced blood.
hound, Kall, Jeave him in penen to lead
the poaceful life ho wanted 1o lead?
Why couldn’t the mar give him a
chanos to make good?

Tho Kid's face was hard as ho rode.

He threaded his way through the
lonely gulches and canyons of the Lo
Pinos sicrra. hin cyes koenly opon Jor
sign of the Ranpers. Once or iwice he
came on sign of horsemon who had
viddon that way, and his caution ro-
doubled. But he was sure that no o
was upon him whea he reached the
solitary canvon whore the wnterfall
dashed down 1he steep rocks, He din-
mounted, and conceated hin harse in =
thickel, and approachod (he torront
that fcll in clourds of spray with a coane-
lons roar of wniors.

Neane. looking at the falling water,

wall—and then slipped baok !

limmer of the sunset. But it was vory
Susky in the care.

A man stretched on a bed of rough
blankcts rose to his [oet, and there was
a clink ol s chain. Mule-Kick Hall,
haggard from his long impriscamont,
looked at the Kid with savage
The chain locked to his wrist held him
fast to the ataple driven high in the
rock wall of tho cavorn; ho could move
about freely and use his limbe, but he
had long ago given up bo eacape
Yet his rugged, tanned, haggard face
was defiant and even threatening, ms he
fixed his eyes on the Rio Kid.

The Bherif of Plug Hat regarded
him Lllouthl!ully. His hand rested on
a gun as he did so.

A bitter snecr ourved Hall'a lipe

“You oomo hers to handle your gunm,
you dog-goned trail-thief 1" he said, be-
twoen his teoth, .

“l pever was & trail-thief, as you
know, Jim HallL® answered the Kid
quictly, "and I ain't handling my gun
any. suro like to lot daylight
through your carcam, but I can't do ik
I'vo brought you b sgain; but ain't

ou gotting ti of bully beef and

isenit and cold water}™

“I guess I ain’t making Jou for that,
or anythiag olse.™

“Nope! You was alwass a hard cuss.
Jim Hallt” spid the Kid, “Hard as
hickory ¥ou always was; and why I
don't blow a hole right through vour
cabezn, Jeaves me guessing.”

" Rhoot. if you like.”

“I gneas ot 1" said the Kid. " Nope!
You ain't coming to terma?”

“Never I*

“I'm jest ssking g’ou to ride away
and forgot thot the Sheriff of Plug Ha
is the o I{id. That's all.*

{Continned on page 16.)
Tur Porvran.—No. 61k
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! The Sheriff's Secret!

{ (Continued from puge 13.)

* Never |
The Kid sighed. .
“Well, Jou surcly are the ornericst
ovor[” be said. " Any guy but mo,
rockons, would leave you here with
your mouth ashut so hard that you
couldn't tell talas, I guess I got a soft
streak somewhere.” Ho sh his
shoulders,  “Well, there's your grub.
and I guess you won't sce me again for
thres days more. Adios!" e
Without znother word the Kid slipped
through tho screen of falling water, and
vanished. He remounted his horse, and
rode away, from the solitary canyog—
atd the captain of the Rangers was loft
oncd more to solitude.

&
The Ranger's Luck!
0
RACK ¢ ;
' Austin Red fired a second
tims, and followed 'li&the shot
with an oath, ioe  the

antelope had cecaped, though it. was
woundod, and the Hanger spat out oaths
as ho followed on.
he min was setting over tho sierra
loa Pincs. The Rangers wore camped
in a valloy in tho hulls; and tho rod-
gluded man {’romh_m was shooting
is supper. But his supper was wary,
nod had led the Ranger far from -the
{Jullcy ‘&"’5“ his ol::mr [} w:;.& camped,
p_and down, by gulch arroyo,
Red had followed the elusive antelope;
::qt-mll the antelopo was beating him

i

More than otieo Red would have lost
him, but for the trail of crimson drops
on tho stony earth. And to that trail
the Ranger stuck doggedly, determined
oot to go baok to camp and own up Lo
his oorggadu that the antolope bad

im,

And now, the Rangor rockoned, he
bad got the brute. He had trailed him
into & Darrow mgﬁd ocanyon, whors a
torrent came tumbling and splashing
down the rocky wall, forming a atream
that flowed away to lower lavels. But
his shot missod by & hair's breadth; end
then the hunted animal vapished from
his ::rht, plunging into the torrent,

e LEeTh

a poao I'{] & torront,
and watched for the antslope,

He expe to ses the animal
struggling in the water, or dragging
itself out on the cther side.

But to his amezement the sntelope
bad completely disappesred,

The stream below the torrent waa too
shallow to hido the animal if it had
sunk, Yot it was not to be seen in the
water, and jt had not scrambled out on
cither sids, :

For somo momonts the Texas Ranger
woodered whether he had been trailing
a spook antolope that had vanished into

in air. But Red did oot figure that
that was the case, There was only one
axplanation of the brute's sirange dis
appearanco  after phaging into the
torrent, and that was some hollow
undor the cliff behind the screen of fa¥-
mg water. looking at it, Red would
bave supposed that the cascado waa
tumbling down a solid oliff, as solid as
the rest of the rooky walls of the
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canyon. But tho anielope’s disappear-
anco told another tale,

“I guoss thore's‘suthin’ back of that
falli” the Ranger scliloquisod, “and T
guoss khe critter’s d 1
rockon I've got him dead to rights
now.,” i

And, leaving his rifls on the rocks,
Red drow his knife, and plunged into

the falling water, nothing doubting that
he would find » hollow in the ofiff it
covered.

For a momont he was drenched, then
he was through tho fall, and standing
within & dusky cave,

From the dark depths where it ex-
tendod deep into the coliff, a frightened
ante leaped, and rushed past Red,
and plunged once more intp the screen
of wator to m%o. #

It would not have cacaped had not
Nod’s attention been fixod on something

olsa, -

But Austin Red had no eyes for his
eteaﬁing supper now. Btanding rooted
to the rocky floor in blank amazement
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snd bewildorment, Austin Red stared
af a haggard man who stood before him
~— a man who was held prisoncr by a
stoal chain locked to his wrist.
" This byer is & dream” g Red.
EI |'|"f5° am dreaming that you're Jim
al
i Mulugl(_ick Hall breI:lthgd hard and
sop. His eyoe worp blazing,
““g{ou. 'Rvg{ 1* ho said. 5
aY, 18 it you or your ghost, Jim
Hall?” gasped the astounded Ranger,
“I guess it's mo, Red P said Flall. 1
guprst I becn here long mnug‘ll;. and I'm
powerful gled to soo you. How'd you
oomp P
“1 was after that

atelopo—"
:Am the boys on E::kdy!:

s mile from haore,” said
Red. “Bay, Hall, this surely docs got
my gost! We fizured thet you'd heen
shot up by Caetus Carter,”
YCaetes Carter notl:inni(! I was
roamded up by the Rioc Kid1® said
Hall bitterly.

into it, and I

Red jumpea,

“The Rio Kid)”

l‘Bum !II

"Then ho's in this sicrra?”

“Ho's ot Plug Hat; and by the great
horned toad, wo'ro going to get him
now, doad to rightsal You got to get
me loose, Red. Tho steel ohain
clinked;‘ “You got to get mo loces

“But I don’t get you, Hali!” stam-
mercd Red. *“Mean to say the Bio Kid
fixed you up this-a-way?” )

"Hue sure did! ou been hunting

o?

“Yep; but I guess we'd never have
locked for you hors, but for that
antelope,” said Red. " We figured you
was gouo ‘u Cuctur Carter was the
guy wo reckoned had given you your
ticket for soup. Wo waa hunting him,
but we nover got him. The Sheriff of
Plug Hat has wiped out that scally-
wag.”

Red was startled by the fury that
bln.u:g in Hall's face at tho mention of
thnDO;riﬁ of I‘]:"ln‘! l:ht.‘i Har i

9" -gone him ! gaj all, gritting
his toeth. "I'll give him shoriff ¢ Dog-
goe him ! memohud, do know
what that shoriff celled himself afore he
called himwelf Toxas Brown 1"

“Bearch mo1” anawered Red’,

"The Rio Kid!" snarled Hall.

“Aw| You're dreaming, Jim Hall 1"

Hall answored with a curse.

“Don't stand thern chowing the rag|
UGet me loceo, you gink[ Wa got to got
the Kid beforo ho gets wise to it that
Pm found! Give bim a chance, and
ho'll be burning the wind on that cuwssed
mustang oj his'n. Get me loose, dog-

goha you |

“8urg!” gasped Red.

It was not casy to release Hall. Red
hrcked at the rocky wall where the
staplo was driven in_with his knife.
The rock came away in chips, and the
knife broke ot last. With the broken
blade he went on hacking, his arm
aching, swoat rolling down his face.
But if ho paused for a moment, the
raucous voice of Mule-Kick Hall drovo
him on. And at last, after more than a
woary bhour, the staple was loocsened,
and the chain foll free. It was still
locked to Hal's wrist; but with the lack
Red could aot deal; and Hall wound
the chain round his arm. He was & free
man now; and that waz enough,

“{iot a cayuse with you 1" he snupped.
“Nope, I Iollowod the entelops on
foot."

Hall cursed,

*Comuo, then ; thore’s no time to lose.™

Ho plunged throngh the torrent from
the cave. Red followed him. 1In the
open canyon, under the stars, for night
had * fallen now, MuleKick Hall
breathed 690{:]_\? the fresh mountain air.
Aystin Bod lod the way, and the cap-
tain of tho Rangors followed him,

Mule-Kick Hall was haggard, worn,
weary. But his deep-sct eyes wore glint-
ing bright, the blood was dancing in his
voina as he sirode rapidly away, He
smiled, a deadly smile, as he sighted the

camp-fire of the Rangers, glowing red
through the night. Ho was free, fren
to lead the Ran to the capture of

the Rio Kid, still playing sherif at
Plus Hat, and-nover dreaming that hin
deadly cpemy was loosn again, and on
tho trzil of vengeanco. Plug Hat wax
to loso ita sheriff now; and the end of
his long trail had come for the Rio Kid.

THE EXD.

(ore thrills in next week’s roaring
Wastern tale of the Rio Kid))



