BACK TO THE OUTLAW TRAILS—FAREWELL TO THE RIO KID !

™e Kid’s Last Blow! |

C a
HE Ri¢ Kid stirced eoatlessly in
I bix sleop. L
1t woa 5 cadm, qoiet night. A

full round moon sailed ovaer the
cow town of 1I'lug Hat. Every
every cobin an
withh black distinetness, Tha hour was
late, wnd the last feslive cowman had
rolled homo and glazamed his door.  All
was gbill, and Plog Hat slapt tho slcep
of the just.
i But the sheriff of Ylug Hal wor resp
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Gen;ra\l;,,ﬂl:: Rio Eid slept soundly
onough. In lonels camps on tho praicie,
in deop coveriy }in the chaparral, in
hidden atroyos in thg seres, tho Loy
outlan: of the Rio Grande hed been
wont to slwnber ps peacelully as an
iglant.  Bed 10 bis cabin on tho plaea
of Plug Hat by sleep wos Lroken, and
he stiveed apd stipred, aud at last awoke.

It wos o¢ i} somo nysterions aemse
warned tho Kid of danger that still
moonbight mght. .

He sot up . hit book in thg darkoess
of the rown. ‘The window was ghut-
teved and hardly a glinmer of light
came in. ..

"8bo* nwrpted the Kid  Ife
listoned, aitiing in his blankots, as often
bo had listenod in tho silonco of ithe
niﬁht, in some golitary camp in the
wildernems. “ Say. you gink, what's the
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building,
shock was picke.d lc::ft E

matter Iitb
You peaky

Al was stily,  No sound camo to hia
cars save the faint sougd of the wind
from the prairic, the distunt swhine of a
tovole.

Yot the Kid was uncasy.

Ho tticd to peason it out, to etill the
nnrves that woro warning him of danger,
o wat not lhe Rio Kid now, Jurking in
jdden camns; be was " Tegas Brown,”
Blierifl of Plug Hatl Nobody knew
that ba wad the huntod awtlaw cxcept
dim Hall, coptain of tiic Hangers; and

[ e o O |
THE KID SHERIFF
QUITS !

T e e S S e
Jim Ha!ll way shut up, & prisoner, in
he hidden cave undor fhe wnterhl'l in
tie Loo Pinoy hills  The Texas liangers
worg at Pinos; bat only by the
inost unlike’y ehancg could ey posaibly
light on the jyop who knew the gheritf's
secret. AR 3a Plug Hat lows, the

Kid was wonareh of sll he mrroped,

Dut reason wiy useless agoined inplinet,
The ‘I}_'m 'I'S\etl mld not sleep, aod his
i ] AgRin. 4 yoog
3{.'5: 1o tho“hza&l:e Ifuidobb!ﬁwa to
nake suro that walnut.t guis

wara there, and ready to his bapd.

Suddenly ke started and listensd more
inteunny. Iffﬁr;ugh the aileace ol the

youl Woath biting you,

night campe a sound, faint ny S, grow.
ing loudor and moro distinet.  The
Kid's kecn oar1 pickod it up on the
ipstank 1% was the Oistant gauzﬂiinl
of & horge—distogt, but sppresching

Pl;:‘ghnnt.
o was galloping through the pight?

The galloping of a Wiz not sn
vousual gouud, even in the middle of
tire msghit, in the cotr countrr. Yet the
Kid {ch his heart beating {astor a3 be
fisteoed to the approaching tread of
r:ru! boofs.

£ it spelled danger——

Gallopt Gallop |

_Sharpor cumo the sound through the
night—the sonnd, as the Kid's keen oar
told him, of s biorag driven to its bardest
specd.  Wisoover was riding threugh the
moonlight to Plug Hat wus riding bard,
with q_t:’i_:t and 'upur. It was pot o eIor-
man riding in fate—it wes soms guloos
who rodo s if & bunch of Apaches rode
tftur‘ him,
K_"d-rsothin' to worry met™ grunted the

¥

Hat bis koew in his bones that there
was danger.  Fin ross from the bunk,
and  dreased  bimsell  quickly. Ho
favtencd on bis gun-belt, with ‘the two
gurs that hod often served him well,

Gallopt Gallopt

The unknown horsctian wax in lhe
streck of Plug Hat pow, tha rapid boof-
heats sending echoes among tha shacken
Now ba was in the pleza, and now, with
a craxh of hoofs end & jingle of bridle
wad spury, ko hed dragred in his hores
ontsids the sheril's office.  Apd tho
Kil knew that he had cxpected the
Biorsetnan to halt Tight the is instinct
had teold him true

Thore was & blow on the outer door,

*Sharid (=

A hosrss voion. hoarsa with broathlon
hoste, called. The Kid, in surprise,
resognised the voirw—it was that of
Colorads Bill. Colorado hsd been over
ot White Fine, on the other side of the

Pinos sieren. and the Kid had not

Bgured on sceing himt again &ilf the
morning,  Colorado had come back.
Pt why-had ho toms in such breathless
hasta? :

The Kid pamed. thm-sh the outer
room, a1d threw open Yhe doot that gare
on tho plaza

Colarado atood there, panting, besido
his broncho, that was coveped with dust

and
" 8ay, Coloradg, hoere 1 ami?
& Hid's coo?'dum WAF as SETODD
&9 ukual,

Colorado stagmered into thw sheri@'s
effice. Hinht_.ann:d htol:' gu 'tl‘:dd.ﬂ:l

rapiring, his ¢ ick with dust.
Ea leun:d ob lh:pstbuiﬁ's desk apd

proted.
i | yon been Durning the wiad,”
said the Xid.

“Tou seid it}* gnaped Colorndo.
“What’s the trouble?™
The huely covmap did not snswet
immediately. He had come in wi
haste so toll the gheriff something ; yet
now he was hare he seo to hesitgto.
The Kid drew g desp breath. He
torned sharply to the cowman,



“8pill it1* he mepped

" Sherif—" panted Colorada.

*8pill it, pronts.” .

“ Bherill, Mule-Kick ITall’s headin' for
Plug Hat, with his whole troop of Texas
Rangers1”?

Drbtratratm o e o o o raierttanfnis )
Facing the Muosic!
O fraeabrtiom fom bm e i = PPt [
rEVHE Hio Kid stood very siill.
His fzco did uwot chauge; the
filamu of his eycs was steady.
ut a slow colll chill erept iute
hia heart .
Coloredo, ponling. looked ot hion
Colorsdo bardly know what effcct ho
expectod from his words, EBo far s
appeacances went, they had oo offect
whatever on the sheriff of Plug Hat.
ut it was o fong mowment before the
Kid spoke.
* Mule-Kick Hall 1" he drawled.
low had the Ranger mapcd..grqt
tho lhought bhammering in the Kid's
wind. e bad kit bhim safe cnough
Yet what did it matter now?! I
Colorade had seen him  with  bis
Hongess, it was clear that he hed
cicaped; be, the only man in ‘Texas
who kncw thet the shenff of Flug llat
was in_rcality the boy outlaw who had
mysteriownly ~ dirappearcd  from sl
kuowledge. Mule-Kick Hall and the
Texns Rungers. riding through the
night to Plug Hat! The Kid's wastinct
had served him wall, Danger and
l}Le‘:ith woere at the heels of the hunted
Hh

i
Colorsdo made a step towarsds him.
“Sheriff! [ don't give a continental

cont who you are, and what yon
was—'L'sxas Brown is good enough for
me! But is it good cnough for Hall
and tho Rangers!”

The Kid uniled. .

“You ain't forgotten, sherilf, that
tiunt_gink, Hall, accused you of being
the R Kid—"

“1 remember."” :

“And he jest vanished tho some
night, and folks reckoned that he'd
been shot wp by Cactus Carter”

* Buro [ .

“BHut be wasn't shot up, sheriffl I
secn him.”

“You've scen him 1"

* Like thunder [ havel”

“Bure it was HaH1"

“Don't I know hia leathery foce, ond
his eves hike two clunka of cold steelt
It was Mule-Kick Halil Tlhey're
coming !"* Colorade pawed, and bent
his head to listem.  “They won't be
hera yet! I guess I left "em well back
of me. Dut they'ro coming.” .

The Kid knew that. An almost in-
audiblo sound in the far distance was
already growing clrarer, ’

“Bein' clear and  awonlight, 1
reckoned I'd hit the trail howe to-
night, sherill. fron: White Pine,” anid
L‘oﬁondu. “You know where the
trail runs through the calley io the Los
Pinos Sigrra—"

The Kid nodded.

“1 sced 8 camp firo there, and the
Rangers round it. I knowed they wea
wombing Los Pinos for the Rie Kil—
all Sassafras county knows that—and 1
figured 1'd drop in and ask themn if
they'd put salt on bie tail. Jost as [
was coming uvp to the camp, [
Mule-Kick  Hall. here he  was,
squattin’ on a log before tho fire,
Jookin® as if he'd been through it,
sherif!  He was tellig the Rangers
lo_”

Colorado paused agnin, and shot a
quick look st the sheriff,

“8pill it 1" drawled the Kid.
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8oy, sherill, you don’t want to met
mad; Ui standing by you, Rio Kid
or wot!” waid Celorado. “And
gucssed that 1 wouldn't ride into theic
camp like [ mennt, arier I sced Hallb!
1 jest leit wy coynse in a thicket, and
toped around andd gave them a look-see,
And 1 heard Hall telling them that
the Rio Kid had cached baim asfo in a
cave in thw Los Pinos, and leit hiw
lixed thers, and that guy Awvstin Red
had jest dropped on hin: by accident.
goin’ after an autelopo for hix supper.”

» 5o 1" murmuared the Kid,

“And the order was el
saddle i went on Colorade. " The
Rangers were saddling vp when 1 quit.
Aod  after that, sberiff, [ reckon
burned the wind to Lit Plug Hac”

“To warn mel™

*You got it.”

Tha Eul loughed, :

*What you reckom, Colorade? You
figurg that F'm thot fire-bug from the
Hio Grande that Hall's been clier a0
long 1"

Colorado shilted uncaaily.

“I ain't_ saying 10,” he answersd,
*But Jim Hall belicves it, and he's as
mad as & hornet to got the Rio Iid.

1 gutszed it was up 10 me 1o put yon
wisg, sheriff, jost as fast ws kugw
hnw.l’

“I guess it wan good of you, old-
timr.g seid the Kid gratefully. “You
suro arc a good littlo man.™

“I ain’t asking you te tell mo any-
thing, sheritf—-

1 guess I couldn't tell you more
than you've suspicioncd alrcady !” mwr-
mured the Kid. .

‘PBot  you're our sheriff;  you're
Teson Brown, and Texas Brown govsl
Yow'se made Plug lat! There ain't
a guy in town that wan't stand for you!
3 you was the Rio Kid Lefore you hit
Flug Hat, 1 dou't care a continentnl
red cent, sud I guess the boye wou't
care either!  You're sherif of Plug
1lat, snd we'vo standivg for yout”

Fointly, through the msht. camo 1he
beat of koofr.  The ri ing Mangers
were drawing nearcr 1o the cow town.
Fifty men the Kid ligueed, were riding
in that bunch—fiity af the hardest
trained guye, Bity of uhe best shots in
Texas~not s man of whom would
deeam of turving back {rom thu puth
of duty, if death with & thousand
torrors in the wayl Filty bLard-
bitien Rangers, led by a man of e and
iron; & man who would have led thun
down the eloprs of tho burming pit
roather than Jose his nmu'rirl And that
bunch was ridinﬁ imo Plug Hat to
scizo tha Rio Kidl

The Kid's sves ghttered. .

A hundred men would grosp their
Colts and stand by him st & wordl
Five bundred punchers would ride in
from the ranches to stand by bhim, if
tha call came! What hed he to fear?

The gleam in tho Kid's eycs was
reflected in Colorado’s.  He grasped
tho aheriff’s arm. i

“We'ro standiog for you, sherill|
Let me go round and rousa out the
boys—I guess there ain't one hombro
that won't stand for you!l Them Texas
Rangers ain’t ruonin’ things in Plu
Hat! I guess wo dow’t waut Jim Ha
o hom Inte our affairs. Let them
rido in; and if it comes to shooting—
and I reckon it will—there's snough

uya in this lown to wipe out all the

ougers in Texas! Say the word,
sherilf, and this is Mule-Kick Hall's
last trailt"™

Tha Eid's lips set hard.

* Old-timar, I'vo given that man a

usre deal,” bo said slowly. 1
:hm to lot him ride [roe, i he'd
keap clear of Plug Het, and leavo &

1 chanece. St
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goleot fo make good! I conld have
shot him up "1; but I gave him his
and by me, and we'll run

the Roangers ook of Plog Hat, like wo
run_oul the rongh-necks.”

* You'vo said if, sheriff 1

Colorado Bill tramped out of the
sherifl’s office. A moment more, and
the silent mrect of Plug Hat rang and
crhoed to knocking and shouting. Plog
Hat war awskeniog ; men torned ont of
their bunks and buckled on revelvers.
And the vheriff of Plug Hatl was care-
fully cxamining the walnut-butted guns
that never failed in the hands of the
Rio Kid. Ho was going to necd them
lmw;lmd he bald wever needed ihem
more

L e S A |
The Skeriff's Last Order!
bttty « Jrmom Pt m fim, = 5o el )

VLE-KICK HALL bed & grim
face as he rode down the
trail from Los Dinoy to the
cow town. Bchind lum rode

his men, cqually grim and determined.
Unmiler tho ghimmering moonlighs they
rode in a dark bunch, with a jingle
of apurs, & ratile of stirrups.

The captain of the rengers locked at
tho dark, mlent stack of buildinm
shead. Plug Hat showed no aign of
lifo; mone was to be cxpocled ab that

our.
Usl! reckoned on this ride tnkinr the
sheniff by surprive; the man would be
asleep, the town aleeping.  Texas
Brown, alias tke Rig Kid, woulit Le
seiwmi and secured before the cow town
could turn out to his help—if, indeed,
thev stood by him at all,

Whethor the Plug Hot men stood by
the sheriff or pot, whether thero was
Lloodshed or not, Hall'z fixcd purpose
was tho rame; if the cow town flowed
deep with blood, he was goiog to ginch
the Ric Kid.

Hia plans were already cut and dried,
2!l his men understood. They were to
ride into the cow town, surround the
sheriff’s office, and kecp off any inter-
vention, while Hall and a few picked
men forced their way into the building
and secured Texan Brown.

There was no escape for the Rio Kid
who had csuged o often~—Hall's band
touchod the butt of his gun ws
thought of that. Ha wzas :oinf to
arrest tha Kid, but be would alnest
vather have shot him dead; ond he
would shoot himn dead at sight if he
lifted & finger in self-defence !

‘Ihe clatioring hoofs stdrted the
cchooy in the rugged, unpaved strect of
the cow town.

Not & sound from the clustered cabins
and shanties and shacks ssve for the
cchoing of the many hoofw Not a light
from a single window, not a stirring
foot from the doorway.

The sherifl’s office was in the plaza—
the squaro in the centre of tho towp.
Rigkt through tha rugged strest the
Rangers codo as far an the plaza, umler
tho poonlight that wos almost an clear
?‘s ?lj. And there thay came to a sudden

ait.

Far in tho midst of the square, where
il ogucd into the square, was a bar-
ricade—sooves of strong riatas tavt acrosy
the stn:el'.l stopping any further advance.

And ind lﬁe rope barrier & hundred
men or mere, with the moonlight glint-
ing on riflo and revolyer.

o Rangors, riding down the
irrogulaz strect, had not seen them till
thﬁ came fairly on the rops barrier,

ey bhzd not doubtad for & sccond
Tee Poruras—No. 612,
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that Plug Hat was sloeping; they had
no roason to suspeot that the Eid had
been warned.

But thoy reckoned now that ho had
been warned, for it was clear that he
was ready for them.

Jim Hasll ground his toeth as he

lled in his borse. He told himself

itterly that he might ss well have
expected to catch & weasel aslesp az the
boy outlaw of the Rio Grande

* Bay, Imm’n wise to wsl*

murmured

+

atep)

that stood heyond the ropes

It wax eI'llu:u Brown, Bherilf of Plug’
tain of the

pu
cto:rn
Hat—koown fto the oap

Rangars as the Rio Eid,

Hall's hand was coovulsive on_the
butt of a gun. But he did pot draw
the ot! Bayond the stretched
lassos, » bundred firearms wers raised
or ball-raised, and the whole bunch of
Bangers were openly oxposed to the
volley that might roar at ipstant,
And if triggery wers onoo ﬁd there
would be many empty saddles in Hall's
bunch—few, if any, of the Rangers would
ba sitting their borses whon powder was
ed. And it wan olsar in Ball's

once barmn

bitter mind that instead of leading his
mon to sn easy and certain ca ia
the doad of night, he had them

into s desthtrap from which bardly a
tan would ride alive except ai the word
of the Rio Kid

The Eid st not touching & weapon.
Heo dofed his Btetson te Mule-Kick
Hall, with the politenss for which the
firebug of the Rio Orande was wall
known. He did not look surprised to
Tex Porvrar—Na. 612,
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sea him, though Hall Bgored that he
had been surprised whea he ﬁot the pews
that his enemy was loces. How
got the nawa! Who had warned him in
tims! Somechow, fortune alwaye
to farour the Kid

“Bay, Hall, *re riding late | said
the de nlnbl;w =Or is i:‘url;l
whole bunch of you, 1 with r
guns packedt ll a-l 'l.h .

t uls, Wou gure thai you Was
:n ’ﬁnm:warmﬁl What you want?®

“Wa want you!” said Hall eurtly.

The Kid fired and back from his saddi®
wani tha paptain of tha Rangers, over
his bronohe's tall ; bask, wih a srash

inte the grase of the pralris.

*8ay, you know that the sherif’s offios
is alwuys open for businems in the day-
time,” said the Kid. " Bot if it's pressin’
you can apill it now. I'm an cbliging
galoot | %ﬂul you want with the
.“r)l'lmu th sheriff,” said Hall,

2 wi o al
“We want the 'B‘.':{s Kid—the outlaw
whom we've hunted il over Texas—and
by thunder wa're going to have him!”
3 “1;ou reckon that guy is arownd

ero " .

“You're the Rio Kid, dog-gone you 1

* You said that hofors, 3fm Hult and
I wasn't any too pleazed,” maid the
Bherilf of Plug Hat. _*If you ain't gol
a now tupe to sin 'bIeaT“- you ‘beitor
close up that bnlfy- trap of yours
S T dome b0 bl e Kid, at the

a a
theon his followers.

“Mem of Plug Hat!” His voice reng
sharp and clear. “I'te I.nldd‘"lou before,
and 1 tel) you again, that that man is
the Rio Kid, with a thousand dollars
roward on his head—outlaw, and Arebug,
sud hold-up man| I've got the werrant

for his arrcst, and I call om to
t::ud by mo in taking him1* ol
“Aw, forget itl* Colorado,

*Rio Kid or not, be's our sheriff, and
wo're standing by him till the cows
comé home! And I've 10& two Colls
hyer what says the samel*

A shout followed—a shout that told

-Hall plainly enough, that Plug Hat

aot
he many

Bay, d
Tho 1o beet 11, shomed

Rangor could have escaped u:i but

its aherif. Yot the sheriff bad
od that he was the Kid; aod
the armed srowd, at least, must
bave :mpootnd gn: Hall's aocusabion
wus & trus one. But they were standing
for the Eid.

you wani

” Bay
HYG uite, *You
Rangers ain’$ ruaniog this townl*

“That's & cioch|™ deslared Pop
8hort, the (at landlord of the Plug Hat
botol. Even the fut Pop had turned
out with s sholgun "Eberiﬂ Texas
Brown is good enough for us, and you
Rllmnn can ride home and can your-
sclven™

Hall sat motionless in his saddls.

Grim and dotermined as be was, not
sctting his own life at & pio's foe, be
besitatod to begin s conflict that wonld
have been terrible. At such alose range.
face to favce, gun to gun, bardly »

avery
one would bave lkill his man
before he went down. And the

t of & bundred men weltering
in b under tha soaring moon
geve sven the iroo-hearted Ranger

paus.

And it gave the Kid pavms, too
For io his heart of hearts the Kid
koew that ha never could ses death
and destruction fall on the brave
and loyal men who were backing
him—his lifs, ha , Was Dok
worth so many livee Ha had re
solved to Eght—he was fo ﬁg:
~and yet he Imew that be would rat
yiold himself & prisoner to the Ra
than soe thess faithful friends falling

round him Against a bunch of rustlers,
ot;mobo!ged.lkimlmohmm

ing them into & tern:
tha Texss Rangera was o different pro-
potition. Ho had reckensd that he would
do it; yet ip his heart of hearts be knew
that he pever could }

The Rangers sat their horees, silent,
waiting for ordern  Looking cortain
death 1n the face, not » man t of
rotread.

e il e aing by

*You P =
tll.uwoutlnwufq’

“We're -hndin} oar cheriff I®
snorted Colorada, ‘wa ain’s waiting
for you to beat it Jim Halll You
bettor git 1=

" Not without my o

“You fgurs you can dinch our
sheriff, with us standing by him t* joered
Colorada. “You want io that,
Jim Hullt I reckon it won't take uz &
thundor of s time to wipe your
right out.”
ull's lip curled.

"1 ain't saying no te that”™ he
answered calmly. “I we'll make
Plug Hat swim with before we're
wiped out, il you draw trigger on un
But 1 ain"t saying that you mayn't {
away with it. But what's the we? T've
sent away with the news—
to-morrow sll Texas will know that the
S T ons the Ias Sk phring e It
and I guess the law ir stron n
this Biate to get him™  ©

s mouthful,
MT reckon I

“You've sure wpilled
Hall,* mid the Kid.

made s mistake in not letting the boys
string you up when they wanted.”
t:e.llf I's eyes gleamed at him like cold
[ |

“I'm coming for you, Kid I* be sid.
*If you choves to drench this cow town
with blood, I rlul 'va got the
power; but dead or alive, you'rs my
ianm a0 loog ax I'm a living man.

d I'm telliog you to hand yourself

stood by
doni
of




over now, or the rockus begins, to
oneo,”

There was a roar from Plug Hat
Weapons were raised on all sides. But
tha Kid lifted his hand,

" Fellors,” he wsid, and all eyes were
upon him, *1 bees your sherifi, and [

uces I omade » protty oriff !
% what that hard-facod cum says is
the truth—I'm the Rio Kid! ¥

made oo an outlaw—and ¥ guess there
sin't a chanco of getling back. 1
figured oi sticking on hyer as sheriff,
aid never riding. an outlaw  trsi
again; but the cards havp gone agin
me! ‘There min't going to be bo rookus
—imy life ain't worth any man's lile
here. Fuollors, thig in the last order I'l
o¥er give you as your sheriff, nad I want
you to stand for it—put up your guns!”

There was a deep murmur.

Colorado Bill swore = lurid_oath.

" Bheriff, you sin't being cinched by
them mlllywngn! I'l el & man you
ain't! Plug Mot won't stand for
that I

The Kid smiled faintly. :

“They ain’t circlred me yet 1" he said.

*But the jig is up for me in Plug Has,
old-timor, and I got to ride! gucss
I'li rowember you boys, and how you
stood for me! But I ain't Jeiting you
rgill your juice for me—not by loug
chalkst I reckonod I'd make s fght
for it—but 1 can't do it! I surely
can’t, 1 guess I woulda’t want to live,
i! it cost a bunch of lives to save ma!

ut up your gunst” .

It was the fast ordor of the Bherilf
of Plug Hat, and it was obeyed. The
Kid turned back to the Rangoers.

“You hear me, Jim Hall! Not a
man bero is goin' to handle & gun.
You want me, e youl Got mo
if you can ™ :

Every Toesday.

He stepped back towards the sheriffs
office. Mulo-Kick Hall's hand fastened
on a gun. Austin Red Erupod his
arm. The Plug Hat men had put up
thetr guns; but if the Ranger captain
bad fired oo the Kid then, every gun
would hava Jeaped out to avenge hiar
Hall gave his follower & ferco look, for
» stooud; then he modded, Tho Rio
Kid disappeared into the building.

“We'll get him yott” breat Hall,
“Ride round to eut bim off from the
prairie! Ride, dumn you!”

With lowering faces the Flug Hat
crowd watched the Rangers ride. They
looked at the sheril’s officc. From
behind the building, behind the street,
camy a thudding of hoofu.  The Rio
Kid was riding.

a

Back to the Ontlaw Trail!

HE Kid was riding. )

I Sheriff of Plug Hat no longer.
He bad sworn that he would
stick to Plug Hat; that he was
sheriff, and would stay shoriff; that
never more would bo ride an outlaw
trailt But when. it camo to_tho iest,
when it wos = question of secing blood
fiow like water for his sake, lives zpent
in his csuve, ho could not stand for it!

Botter an outlaw trail than thatl’

Ho bad a few minates. Tho Rangers
could not ride 6o througl the pleza to
the eherili's office; they had to ride
back, and round tho shacks and cabins,
to got to the rear of the building from
tho prairie. Plug Hat had od tho
Kid's order, and guns had boen
holstered; but the stmosphere was

a
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clectric. Had the fired, had
they attompted to ride through the
orowd, thero would bmava been ap out-
break instantly. It was with sour aod
heavy hearts that the Kid's friends had
obeyed him, and their looks at the
Rangors wcro black and  lowering.
And Mule-Kick Hall waa not Jocking
for u rookus that could oaly hare ended
in the masacre of hiy troop. He
wantod the Kid-and « desperats batile
with Plug Hat waz pot the way to
him. Hall, bittor and inflexible as he
was, was not the man-to ask for trouble
thet ho could do without. He rode
away with his Rangers, leaving the
Plug Hat men muttering wnd scowli
hy tho rope barriey, 'Thoy clatt
back down tho rugged stroct, and rode
round the stragghng bq:!dmgﬂl_, to lfet
to the back of sheriff’s office. Far
thoro was no doubt that tho Kid would
ride now—aand wien he _ it would
be wiik tbe Rangers close behind, And
he was not backing his fsithful, swift
footed Side-Kicker now. Hall had
little doubt of the outcome. And he
was glad 1o got his men cut of tha cow
town without & shot  Sred,

Tho Kid, wmounted on his pints, rodo
for the prairie. Little Beart had the
Kid in the ride. He was in & to
stand up to the Rangers, and go down
jn u last Sght against odde  DBut he
knew ihat if the fight began, Plug Hat
would join in it—they would nover
keep out of it. It was for the sake of
tha town whero he had eherifl,
for tho sake of the men who had
by him, and whose lives he woold not
spend, that the Rio Kid nrged his pinto
tow gnilof_ sevoss tho prairie in tho
clear mocalight .

His face was sot;: hin heart bitter.

(Ooulu'nuk oeerfeaf.}

“Fags" ir the oaly
game that makes your
collection of cigareite
cards grow. la no time
you can get complete
scts, and have (he
jolliest game of your
life at the same fime.

Send P.O. for

Complete
with
Target,
Cards,

Darts.

Everybody collects cigarette cards. Here

is 2 new way to get more cards—just the
ones you want, probably, to make your

sets complete,
game for cigarette cards.

“Fags"™ is a wonderful

The

darts

supplied with the game make the cards
fly through the air and fix themselves on

the board.

receive more cards,

I you aim well, then you
T Fags”

.
15 &

fascinating game for adults and children.

Everyone loves it—everyone

plays it. A

good player can win hundreds of cards,

'.. m“F AGS,”N , Eastcheap, London,E.C.3,

and start making yowr cigarstis card collection GROW.
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Fu% belilnd him rede the Rangers.
n rode ogu, going aow at » Heroo

gl.lloa. th Rahgen siretching all out
behind, und P Hat town drop
behind ju the moonlight, out of mghé
undser thn rim of tho prairie, snd the
Kid was alnne with bis epemies,  Boineo
of the Bangers, lom well mounted than
the rest tatlod off; but Afule-Kiek Hall
and » Aoem af thom Lopt pace mfh the
Kid riding with whip snd rzu
H;ll rodoe with set faos and glintin

Hn had his man oo the run a;nin!
HBs wu close bekind him with over.
nndm' forem. At long Tsay, adter

Bittar defedts, he was going to
nh’ tho 'outlaw of the Rio Gramde.

I'hen the Kid swung his horee round,

im hebd. snd faced the Rangers.
is Colt Bushod up to a level;
wnl thnt never mimed was umod at
p Kick Hall; tbho eye that naver
!nJod giancod l‘lmg tho barrel. And
Jim Hall knew whai waa coming, and
a cold, bittor mnile curved his lips, sod
ba fr~i even ms the bullet wped frem
the walnutbutted gun. Hun bollet
Hicked the Kid's Btetson,

The Eid layghed. His aim waa truer.

Thi Rangory Toiged in rocnd him.

Back” from his yaddld went Jim Hall.

Tho Kid “galioped 8.

Hyll, white ns chalk, sprawling in
the gruss, ou

“ After Wi ! “Ride him down! Leave
me, von'duroed ginks! Get the Kid~—
get himT"

He chaked with blood.

The POPULAR—Every Tuesday.

Tho Rangers dashed on, sl but Austin
Red, who stayod hﬂldn the fallen man.
Herd thoy rode, after tho Boctiug
ﬁguro in the moanlight.

L L] *

The Rungars rodo berd, but they did
ot run down the Rio Kid. In u belt of
chaparral at the foot. of ths merra,
they lost hun. They found thm pinto,
w..udan.n.g locse. But that told therm
that the Kid had reached the pluce
whore ho bad hidden the grey mustang.
Hard they rows sud bunted for the
man who had been sheriff of Plug Hat,
and was now ones Duwore $he Rio Kid
bunted for his life. But thay fnun&
him noi; snd when later the

Plug Hat that the Kid hld
won ouy, and that Maole-Kick Hall lay
in tho Rangers' camp soro ntnl:kun,
there was rejoiving in the- cow fown.
Outlaw or zo outlur. tha Rio, Kid was

atill “Texss ‘Brown" to the mon of

Pluq Hat, and they did pot forget their
Fur ‘sway from Plug Hat, by s lonsly
trisl, the Rio K:d' rodo tho grey
mustang. Bherif no longer; it had
boon a good Emm whiln 1t lasted. but
it wan over. But the Kid still had his
gum and his mustang, and a high
part, and the world was before him.
THE EKD.

(rand wew serics of sca-adeosture
s atarts in next  weel's  ferwe,
You'l! fnd "PIGHTING FISRER OF
THE FISRERIES'™ a boy after yowr

oxn hkegrt’)

Dera-o- @t dtgrtd-[]
Three Chums A-Wheel

{Continued from page 8.}
(m)

The chums went np to Mr. Duchosns's
room. A cold supper wos brought in,
That supper rovealed meny chings.
©Ono war that tho Internationsl Hotal
coald do things in strle, cven nemr mi
night. Tho otber things weore that the
chnms, having saved Ar. Ducheano from
great fuarecial o- omn_g to the up
setting of the plot revent tho dom!
between the En.go nancier aod the
Atwerican from boing completed, were
entitiod 1o & fat roward for their efor
. I'Il compensato Mr. Ceaderman
lul * soitt Mr. Puchespo. * You boyw
t not to bn wasting your Limn
dn vem:g me Hera's a chegea
far m and fity pounds, tho
aity fmm Van Weylard, You're rarned
it, so don't thank me. Get going oz
something by w you can take
adrnntnp of your pusk and go.*

- . d L] "

Tho churgs did. They bought a motor,
van of -thetr own. " Aad their-mah dnd
go was o he called into p!ny mny
tioes beforo tlwy wern wuch olde

THE EWD,

{More abour the “TFHREE CHUMS
AWHEEL!" iu ncet week's ianc.} -
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