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Adventure, to the Ric Kid, is the spice of life ; and the more reckless and desnerate it is,

the better the young outiaw
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ANOTHER ROARING 7T.ALE OF

Fences, detestable to the

boy, barbed wire, more hateful

\tro ched for mile on mile, where
puncher could have ridden

unlc\ without pulling vein.
Sheep—worst of all—nuzzled in ev ory

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Kid Arcives i,
OR  years the vesters—otherwise
the settlers—had bheen coming
up the Alamito.

cow-
still,

once
sixty

=

hollow and ate the plains bare.
_ Al along the Alamito, from the Pt“CO:
right up To the ITueca the 141\&111.1&

cursed the “smoke of every fresh home-

\IL‘Zld as it rose to blacken the elear
sky,

Within  the memory of men  stiil
voung, -the Alamito had Dbeon o cow
country- pure and simple, whe vasg
herds of cattle found ampic feed, and
the ranchers reigned supreme, '
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IDVENTURE,
THE RIO KID!

IWESTERN

Buat the “nesier ” had been bound io
come at last, and with the nester came
tall fences and barbed wire and devour-
ing shecp, and the thieat of the end of
the long dominien of the cattle lords.

Every  rancher, cvery cattlenan,
looked on ihie nester as his natural
enemy. Burné  fence:, eut wire, dead
sheep testified to their hatred.  Bat
burni fences were vchuilt, cuf wire
mended, and the shecp multiplied.
There were valleys along ihe Alamito
that were a sea of woolly backs. That
the settlers were making the conbtry,
{hat cultivaied homesteads wore hetter

STARRING THE
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the fences as heartily
as’ he rode tewards the
Alamc Ranch under the hot Texas sun.

Certainly he cou,cz have ridden hy the
regrelar trail, where no fences or barbed
wire barred the way of a rider. = But
certainly he never thought of putting
so many extra miles on “his ride.. On
without a ftrack to
guide him, the Kid found his way as
casily as a city-dweller follovws a paved
street.  Across the trackless plain . he

c')ki:)cur ed as

would have vidden without a halt but

for the femces aud the wire. When heo
had to dismount and find a oate, or
through a wee, ihe

3 were plutuu‘wq\m and

empl ©atie. The Rio Kid was in a new
country now. and the wavs of the

were & new expericnee for him;

but on the POt he co.muvul iar them a
and ne longer

e had heard in

hatr *d

than vast tracts given up to bheef the

ranchers could nor and would not see

and they yesisted the wmvasion by ever

meavs. lawful or lawless, all the more-

exasperated  because it waz  growing

clear that they were iw‘muw a losing

fight.

“The Ria Kid—a cowbay ia his fingep- ;wondered at the ral

tCapyright in the Un‘ted Stetes of Americz.)
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cat camps of homesteads that had
been ot out and nesters that had
been shot ab frow behind trees.
“Dog-gone their hides!” exclaimed
the Kid, in great exasperation as  he
nounted for the tenth time at a wire
“1 guess if I could locate the

o

3

galoot that pui up this durned wire I'd ;

holes he could
Dog-gone

fill him with so
bo used for a
him 7

“Say, mister?”

A voice hailed the Kid _from
other side of the wire:

The Kid swung round, his hand dvop-
ping on the walnut butt of a gun m
a low-slung holster, :

A raw-boned man, in bise jeans and ]

mwany
colander,

the

a4 Stetson hat, stared at him
sively through the wire.

*Say, what arc you doing here?”
demanded.

“Riding,” answered the Kid—
“viding, when these dog-goned fences
don’t gev in a galoot's way!”

“Youwre on private land hy

“What ! roared the Kid.

“Don’t you know what a fence means,
vou galoot?” demanded the nester.
“Keep to the trails, What ave the
trails for?”

“MNob for me,” answered the wid. ©1
guess  therc’s nowhere in  this hyer

¢ of Texas where a cowb can’t

oy
t

if Lo chooses You
ruining thc country for
vour dog-goned fences and

darned sheep!”
o R
You're fres roared  {he
nester,
" Trespassing !

3
Ty M T, Ay
The Rio Kid

1~ The man_on the other side of the
! fonee glared at him surlily

{  “8ay, feller,” drawied the Kid, “1
{guess you're the galoot that's run up

3
this durned. fenee 777
“Vep.”
“Then this is for you!” said the Kid.
The nester jumped back as the muzzle
Pof a .45 looked him in the face.

Bang ! E

The Stetson spun from the settler’s
head, lifted by the bullet. The man
gave & wild yell and started to run.

Bang, bang!

The  bullets knocked vup the dust
round the racing fcet of the nester as
he fled wildly.

He disappeared, penting, behind a
knoll, no doubt in the belief that ke
had had a series of narrow escapes. so
close had the bullets gone. As a matter
of fact, the Xid had only been amusing
himself.  The bullets would not have
missed had he wanted them to hit.

“Ia, ha, ha!” roared the XKid, as
the terrified nester disappeared from
sight.

Apparently enlivened and cheered by
the episode, the Kid led his horse along
the fence till he found an outlet. Then
he remounted and rode on his way.

Once he locked back, and saw a white
face staring after him and an angry
fist shaken mx the air,

'}}‘o laughed as he rode onward.
The wrath of the nester was o
amusing to the Kid, who had fac
sheriff’s men and desperate gunmen
a careless smile on his handsomec

with
face.

But his amusement faded as he came
on another fence and arother. He was

glad to get out into the beaten trail
at last.

Half a dozen extra miies were

nothing with  barbed
wire. .
“It sure gets my goat,” the Iid con
fided to his grey mustang. I sure
reckon that if I was a puncher in this
section I should make it hot for the
nesters. I reckon we made a mistake,
old hoss, in hittin’ the trail for this
country., But now we're here we'll sce
what the boss of the Alamo wants.”
The Kid rode up to the Alamo
Ranch. B
It was a low building in the Mexican
style, like many of the ranch-houses in
the south-west of Texas, square buiif
with a patio in the centre.
The Kid rodé through iuto the”
patio, and called to a dusky half-breed.
“Say, greaser, is the boss at home?
“8i, senor.” .
“Tall him the Rio Kid has called.’
The Mexican started and stared af
him. Evidently the name and fame of
the Rip Kid were known on the

Alamito.
“1 uess vowve heard of
Diego !” grinned the Kid. .
i, senor,” faltered fhe Aexican.
“Then get a move o, Pedro, and put
vour boss wise.” .
’ Tap POPTLAR.—NO.
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‘%4, senor.”
The man, wirth a backward., uneasy

glance ai the Rio Kid, hurried up the
steps of the veranda. The Kid sat
his horso in the patio, waiting, his
handsome face breaking into a smile as
he saw, from a dozen different corners,
a dozen faces peering for 2 glimpse of
the man who -was wanted by every

f and town marshal from the
Pecos to the Rio Grande.
THE SECOMD CHAPRTER.
Not for the Kid!
€ RING the feller herc i
B The Iid heard the rough,
gruff voice of Seth Lewson,

tie bhoss of the Alamo Ranch.
raneher was smoking a eigar in
a canc racker on the veranda. " The
Mexican came back down the veranda
steps and begged the senor to ascend.

" Look after my hoss, Felipe,” said
tie ICid as he dismounted.

With a light step the Kid monnted
the rough wooden stairway to the
glpaming white veranda, decorated
with tubs of palms and plants, amid

Tha

which Scth Lewson sprawled In  the
rocker and smoked.
The XKid swung off his Stetson in

the

the

polite salute, eyeing as he did so
boss of .Alamo. Seth Lewson was
richesy rancher in the valley of ihe
Alamito, hoss of the cattle “ring,” and
the fievcest and most ruthless adversary
of the mnesters who were slowly but
surely spreading up the valley, stripping
the plains of cattle-feed with their flocks
of sheep, fencing, and growing ecrops
where only bunch-grass had  grown
before.

Once on @ time—and vot o long ago
—ihe rancher, from his veranda, could
have seen nothing but rolling prairie
dotted with his countless herds. Now,
a& he sat in the rocking-chair, he could
discern the smoke from six or seven
homesteads in various directions—and
evéry chimney meant fences that barred
off his cattle. With his own thousands
of acres, he had had undisputed sway
over thousands of other acres that be-
longed 1o nobody . in  particular—
technically to the State—but used by
the rvanchers as if the land was their

own property, till the nesters came
teking up grants and settling and
building. Vast as the Alamo domain

was, within its own proper confines it
could not have fed half its swarming
herds. And month by month, year by
vear, the cneroaching settlements were
confining the herds more and more
within the actual vanch limits.

Lewson looked at the Kid with a keen
olance from under his heetling grey
brows. He locked a hard man and an
imperious man, a man at whose frown
his dependents were wont to tremble,
But haughty looks and a frowning brow
were not likely to daunt the Rio Kid.
He gave the grim-featured rancher a
pleasanut nod and a smile.

“Boss Lewscn?” he asked.

“Sure! You're the Rio Kid?”

“That very cuss,” agreed the Kid.

#1 reckaned you was older.”

““So I shall be some day, if a sherifi’s
rope or a gunman’s bullet don’t stop
me,” answered the Kid cheerfully. “7J

guess I'm old enough, anyhow, to have

woke up most of the hornets in Texas.

That’s why I was glad to get your word

—I reckoned it was time I got oub of

the Frio country for a spell. T've left
. a lot of galoots gunning after me along

the Rio Frio.”
The rancher eyed him dubiously.
This hand:ome, careless fellow, little
more than a boy it years, was evidently
Tae Porurar.—No. 475. ’

not what he had expected to sce when
he had sent for the Rio Kid.

“Well, here I am, feller,” went on
the Kid. I gness I don’t tumble to
what you want with me, but I figured
it out that I'd come. You sure ain’t
offering me & job ai punching on your
ranch.”

“Not” said Lewson. )
“Muy bien!” grinned the Kid.
guess I shouldn’t jump at a job im thi
country. Too many fences and nest

to suit me.”

The rancher’s eyes gleamed.

“I reckon you’ve noticed the nesters,”
he said.

Couldn’t  ride & mile without
noticing the dog-goned galoots!” an-
swered bthe XKid, I guess I Lappened
on one hombre who told me 1 was
trespassing, and I shot his hat off to
teach him manners.”

The rancher smiled grimly. -

#T guess I'd be more pleased to hLear
that you'd shot his head off!”” he
grunted.  “From what I've heard of
you, you're sure handy with a gun.”

“ Heap handy,”

assented the Kid.
“That's what I want.”

The Kid looked at him.

From Galveston to the Staked Plain,

there was no man in Texas handier
with a gun than the Rio Kid. But if
the boss of Alamo had sent for him

supposing him to be & gunman, a fellow
who would shoot for pay, he had made
a. very considerable mistake.

“You don’t want to shout it oui,”
went on Lewson gruffly. " You've let
all the ranch know now that the Rio
Kid is here.- 1 guess you needn’t have
mentioned your name.” :

“1 guess I'm not ashamed of my
name, though they put a few compli:

ments to it ip all the towns in Taxas,”
answered the Kid. “Every galoot up
and down the Alamito is welcome to
know that the Rio Kid is here.”

The rancher knitted his brows.

“But spill it,” urged the Kid. “I'm
waiting to hear whab you want, rapcher.
You asked me to come, and I hit the
trail for the Alamito. It suited me to
get out of Frio, and that's why. But
here 1 am.” .

Lewson took the cigar from his mouth

and waved it round in indication of
the distant smoko of the scattered
homesteads. -

“TThey’re all nesters!” he snapped.

“Pizen!” agreed the Kid. “I don’t
love ’em any more than you do. But
1 guess you didn’t ask me o come here
to tell me about the nesters.”

“Just that!” .

Again the Kid eyed hinm.

“Spill it he said. :

“Youre not the cnly gunman I've
called in,” said Lewson. “I've sent
for Long Jim Sanders, and I expect
him along to-day. You've heard of
him?”

The Kid winced.

He had heard of Long Jim, the gun-
man, a ‘desperado who was what the
punchers called a “killer.”  For the
boss of Alamo and his opinion the Kid
did not care a straw; but he disliked
the idea of being bracketed with a
ruffian like Long Jim in any man’s
mind. .

“Can it, boss!’ he said quietly. ©1f
vow've sent for Long Jim Sanders, the
job is not one that will suit me. I
reckon 11 get.”

“Stand where you are,” said Lewson
coldly. “The pay will be good, and
worth your while. I'm going to drive
the nesters off my land.”

“Your land 7" queried the Kid.

“The land T've used as my own, at
any rate ™ snarled Lewson. ** Nesters
are nob wanted on the Alamito. T guess

T'vo got half 2 dozen lawsuits zoing ¢n
now—about burned fences and sheep
that have fallen over bluffs, and stacks
that have caught fire in the night. But
you can burn their fences and Are their
statks, and they still spread! In a few
years’ time there won’s be feed for z
third of my caitle on the Alamito.
They've got to go.™

He leancd forward, hi
the Kid.

“There's one way of the
country of nesters,” he said. **1 guess
this won’t be the first section it's been
tried in, Drop a man ai the plough
with a bullet through his cabeza, and
I reckon the next galoot won't be in
a hurry to drive a plough in the cattle
COURLYY. You ges mel”

A glint of fire came into the Kid's

ue eyes.

“I get vou,” he said.

“That’s where my punchers have to
stop short,” said Lewson. *Theres a
shindy these days if a man is picked
up along the Alamite with the back
blewn out of hig head. Vou ecan’t ;
away with 1t these days—and the
punchers ain’s she men for i, .
It’s your job.”’

“Mine?” said the Kid. .

“That’s why I’ve senit for you aund
Long Jim Sanders—te pui holy terrver
inte the mnesters,” said Lewson coolly.
“You'll keep clear of ithe ranch, and
nobody’s to know there’s any conncciion.
of course. I reciton ihe nesiers wiil
zuess: but if they can’t prove anything.
let. them guess what they like. You
claim a huandred dollars for every
duarned nester you leave for the coryoies
and the buzzards. Sabe?”

“That’s the game, is it
Xid.

“That’s it.”

“You durned rasesl!”

“What?” roared the rancher,

The Kid's eyes blazed at him.

“1 guess I don’t love the nesters uny
more'n any other cattleman,” he said.
“1 sure hate the sight of them and
their sheep and their fonees, twming
the cow country into a .iarmer’s
country. But I reckon they're within
their rights; and as for shooting a man
down from hehind a tree, like 2 Mexican
brave, only a durned black-hearted
scoundrel would figure on h a stunb—

ridding

]

and  that’s yowr d Seth
Lewson 1”?

The rancher half-vose from  ihe
rocker, his bearded face ablaze with

rage, reaching for his gun as he rose.

“Go slow, rancher,” the Kid warned.
His gun was locking the rancher in
the face before Lewson knew that he
had touched it—the Kid was lightning
on the draw. “Think twice, feller, or
it won’'t he a nester that’s found with
his cabeza blown off; it will be the
biggest rancher and the Tbiggess
scoundrel in the Alamito country, and
that's you, feller.”

Seth Lewson sank back inte his chair,
His fingers quitted the pistol they had
touched, as quickly as if the buit had
become red-hot. .

The Kid grinned ot him cheeriu
over the levelled Colt. .

“You've sure got hold of the wrong
cayuse, feller,” bhe seid, laughing.
“Yeave your gun where it isj it'll he
healthier for you.” .

“You durned ornery young ecuss!”
exclaimed Lewson, his voice thick with
rage. *“You—who’s wanted for a dozen
hold-ups all over the Statc—you who's
hunted by cvery sheriff from tho Poces
to the Grande———" .

“Correct P’ The Kid nodded. “But I
guess I shall never be hunted for doing
vour dirty work, rancher.”

3
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“Vamoose  the  ranch!”  sparledi

Lowson, Mount your cayuse and ride,
Kid, and the faster you ride the better

for your health.” i
The Kid laughe .o thou

THE GUNMAN TURNS TAIL! RBend-
ing low in the saddle, groaning with the
painof his injured arm, Long Jim
Sanders, ths gunman, rode wmadly,
hsading for the Alamo ranch ; and behind
hirmm came the Rio Kid! (See Chapier 4.)

“1 guess I'll mind thas gun for you,

rancher,” he drawled. “You might
take me for a nester when my back
turned, and lei loose o bullet 2% the

Lazk of my head.”

Lewson gritted bis teeth as his gun
jerked

Sit where you are,” said the Kid

guietly,  “Show your face over the

parapet of this varanda before I've lit
out, rancher, and I'll show you that I'm
handier with a gun than you ever heard
of. 8it where you are, you durned
skunk, and be glad 1T den't spread your
Lrains over your vocker before 1
vamoose.”

And, turning his back disdainfully on
the enraged cattle-Jord, the Kid swung
curelessly down the steps to the ground.

“My hoss, Juan!” he calied out to
the Mexican.

“&i, senor.”

The Kid mounted grey mustang
and rode out of the patio. A horseman,
riding in, passed him and gave him a
look in passing.

The Kid returned look
interest.

The horseman was a powerful, black-
bearded fellow, with 2 face as hard as
tanned lcather, and only one eye, that
elitterved Lke steel. In five or six places
bis hard face,was scarred. Any sheriff

s
T

the with

‘THE POPULAR.
in the south of Texas would have known
the man; and the Kid knew him. It
was Long Jim Sanders, the gunman;

the most ruthless desperado on the
Long Jim Sanders, the “killer.”

border.
; As if divining hostility
in the handsomeoe face of
the Kid, the gunman slid
his hand towards a holster.
“Don’t touch it, feller,”
smiled the Kid. “Ii's
sudden death if you do.”
He checked his mustang.
“Say, be, you're Long Jim
Sanders?”

“Correat !
man briefis

“VYou're here to see Boss
Lewson?”

13 ‘VQE.)'!}

“Take my advice and hit
the trail,” said the IKid.

said the gun-

- Price 2. 5

'\IIB was some days sinee his call at the
Alamo Ranch, but the Kid was stil}
the Alamiio cduntry,

He had ridden away from tha
with the inténtion

(£

Y fron Alamo
i ol hitting the trajl
without the least delay, and Ogﬁ-ttinff oug
of  that country of ueste fences
sheep, and other things hateful to the
cowman’s soul,

But he had not hit the trail,
_For days the Kid had camped alone
tie Alamito, and his motive was onp
that made him grin at his own weaks
ness.

From wherc he stood now, watchi

the biack-muzzled mustans dsink at
margin of the Alamito, he could seo t
smoke of homesteads rising in a dozen
different  directions. Wool 1
dotted the wbplain  within
Blackened stumps of tvees,
down by the settlers to clear the
ground, rose frou:

the grass that was

with a touch of earnestness. “What's
wanted here is too dirty for even you to
touch, though I guess your record would
make an Apache blush.”

Sanders laughed.

“Run away to yvour schoolmarm

2 e 1 ’

sonny,” he answered, and .he rode on
into the patio. -
N N

The Kid gave a shrug of the shoulders
and rode away from the

at a gallop.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
‘The Kid Takes a Hand !

13 iD, you're a durned fool!”
The Rio Xid's: handsome
face was half amused;, half

angry as he thus apostrophised
imself.

t
Alamo Ranch

cropped low by the
devouring
A1l

Al

sheenp.

things
wor

¥id, b whoy,
bred to hostility to
the nester. And ves
he lingered in the
Alamito country,

though every instinct urged him to
ride.

“Voure a durned fool, Kid!”" he
repeated. “You can’t mind your own
business, yon can’t! What's the ne;te}‘s
to vou, you doggoned gink? What do
you swaut to butt in for, and hunt for
frouble with the durndest fire-bug in the
Lone Star State?”

The Kid sighed. i . .

e was anxious to go; to find himself
riding once more On houndless plains,
with never a fence, and with the grass
rising over his chaps as he rode. And
vet he did net think of gomng.

Somehow, he could not. He ioa,thlod
the nesters and all their works; but the
thought of Long Jim Sande stalking

’ THE POPULAR.wI\o; 475
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. hung in his mind.
~ scheme of Boss Lewson’s wal
new on the border; and 1t was
'y, as he told him-
2 Thuandred times. Where the
came, they came like locusts,
cattlemen were driven out, as

nothing
Y >
1o business of the Ki

seli

W
t\! ihers bad driven out the Red-
=it their bunting-grounds. Bub
[ law of progress, as the Kid
was iut nt enough to see, ‘\\'lth all
his wman's prejudices.  The Red
inan’s hunting-grounds had changed into

cattleranges, and the cattie-ranges 1D
iho course of fime must give way (o
iltivation-—earile driven out by wheat.
4] at he knew, all that
change and vanish: and it was

hob rising that ranchers who had
torded it so long over the gread pl‘&l‘.‘}?s
shoutd i desperate wmeasures. i
ehecl invasion. The Kid sym-

ith all his heart, so far
Vut there was a lhmit. To
with 2 gan in his hand and
le in his eves, was one

wondered what his old comrades of the
Dauble Bar would have thought of the

:
1id champ ng the nesters againsh
3oss Lew gunmal.

[ il
The sadden ring of o frearm inter
cupted the Kid’s meditations.

He glanced round. .
Jar away from the river-bank a faint
ol of smoke rose for a moment from
nge of pesans.
hat was & Winchester ! murmur odd
“Y reckon the nesters don't
inchester rifles; shotguns are
b or 1 reckon Long Jim has been
carning his first hundred dollars.™

The veport of the rifle was foilowed

by silence.
The Kid frowned. .
Somewhere between lim and  the

of pecans, be kuew, 2 mal lay
2 bullet in bhim; if it was Long
wders that had pulled trigger, he
The XKid

1Nge

Jim
Lad nod missed the mark.
pondered and scowled.  The nesters
were nothing to him-—he loathed the
inveders who were ruining the cattle
couniry, But he whistled to his horse
io follow him. and tramped up the
ssy bank of the Alamito.

Taintly the thud of a howse’s hools
came to his cars.  Beyond the distant
fringe of pecans, where he had seen the
curl of smoke, a horseman was riding
away ab 2 gallop. The hootbeats died
into silence; the assassin was gone.

The Kid tramped on, the mustang
following obediently. Somewhere in
the grass o man lay dead or wounded,
he knew. The Kid was going to help
him; and he knew that that was why
Lo had lingered in the Alamito country
—to stand between the gunman and his
intended victims,

A groan came to the Kid's ears.

He came suddenly on the gunmai's
vietim. The man was stretched in the
grass on a hollow of -the plain.

“(Gee !”? ejaculated the Kid.

He had seen the man befere. Tt was
the nester who had spoken to him ab

5

the wire fence days ago, on his way to
ihe Alapio Ranch—the wan at whom
the Kid had fired in sardonic fun. The

big, raw-boned man lay on his back,
groaning, in a pool of blood. His
haggard eyes looked up ab the Kid, and
there was terrer in them. Fvidently he
recognised the Kid, too.

The Kid looked down ai him, and his
ves giinted. b that momens the Wid
knew why he rveally had staved ou the

Tuae Poetrar.—No. 478,

That

he loved, |
i t shadow of

Alsmito; he knew that he was staying
till he could “get” Long Jin Sanders.
If this was the first hundred dellars that
the gunman had earned, it should also
be the last.

“Say, feller, dov’t be scared,” said

the Kid quietly. I guess I'm here to

help. Amigo, hombre—amigo!”

He dropped on his knees besic
man. .

The nester, half conscious, wat
him dully. He was unable to stir; he
was helpless in the Kid's hands. The
gunman had shet him down and fled;
and had not the Kid been on hand he
would have died there. Already the
clear bluo s was darkencd by the
vhe’ buzzards.

“T guess vow're bard hit, hewbre”
said the Kid, as he looked .at the
wound.  “I reckon if Leong Jim had put
it half an inch lower, feller, yvou'd have
got yours for keeps. There’d have been
one durned nes: the in this hyer
country.” ’

e the

hed

The man mutiered, and the Kid bent |

low to cateh his wourds., One word he
caught.
- “Wife !” repeated the Kid. The man
had a wife, then, doubtless awalting his
return at his shack. The flame of wrath
burned more fiercely in the Kid’s breast.
“Courage, hombre,” said the Iid
softly. “T’m helpiug you, and T guess
I can pull you through and take you
home.”
With
worked.
taught him »
ttie flow of

1

light fingers v Wid
life on the plains had
gh surgery. He staunched
blood and bound up the

quie

wound. The man watched him with
dulled, amazed eyes. He could mnot
speak, - but his leok testified  his
gratitude.

“1 reckon yowl! puil up with nursing,
fellow,” said the Kid. “Onne I geb you
home youw'll do. Do vou figure it out
you can guide me if I put you on my
cayuse?”

The man nodded.

He was a heavy weight, but the supple
Kid lifted him into the saddle with eas
The nester held ou tc the high sad
with both hands for support; the Kid
took the bridie and walked by the horse.

He was half-smiling as he walked,
leading the grey mustang. This was the

Rio Kid, hunted for his life out of the-

Frio country, whose name was a terror
along the Rio Grande del Norte, and he
was playing the Good Samaritan—to a
nester, loathed of all caitle-men. The
situation was amusing to the Kid.

But he led the mustang on, over mile
and mile of rugged prairie. Like all
cowboys, the Kid hated walking. Of his
own will ie would never have travelled
a hundred yards out of the saddlel But
he walked now contentedly, leading his
horse—and did not curse tie fences thab
stopped him and made him go round.
He came at last to the lwmmber farm-
house with its sheepfolds.. A hard-faced
woman came to the door, but the hard
face melted into fear and tenderness at
the sight of the wounded man.

“YI guess vour man’s been hurt,
ma’am,” said the Kid, sweeping off his
Stetson. “But you ain’t any call to be
scared, ma’any; he'll pull through. I
reckon if yow'Hl get him to bed T’} inosey
along to Alamito town for the doc.”

Five minutes later the Xid was riding
for the town, jovous to find himself in
the saddle again after that weary tramp
afoot, and urging on the mustang to
wild speed.

He rode into Alamito like a
wind.

whirl

Tive or six men on the streeb saw him
and knew him, and there was a shout:

STt the Kid—the Rio Kid!”
The Kid rode on, laughing, up the

-with more deaths to his

rugged street. He ctopped at the
frame house and ‘shouted
and rode cab of the town,
street- in a buzz behind him,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Run to Earth!

’ E VHE  death-hunt  was  long
The Rio Kid tired of |

) before 15 was over, but th
did not give up beeause he tired.
he tired, it was hizs way to set his tceth
and keep on with move reselation than
ever. He had taken on a tough prope
sition, and he knew it
sheriffs, and bold men, to
+ . 3 mr ¥ o, FIlll e .

2 2 ior Loag Jini, hoped ias
they would naot find himm. The Kid
hoped that he swould find him, though he
knew that when he found him he would
be mnear to death than he had ever
beer in his wild and wayward life.
actly when it dawned upon Sanders
that the KNid was trailing him the Kid
did not know; bui he knew ihat
giaman had become aware
Kid was cool and cautious.
his man like an Apache;
stalking a man who knew ov
the deadly game. TFor i
hunted the gunman, and )
learned that the gumman was huuti
him. A bullet that tore the
from his head was a warni
but not the last. t
a grove of pecans, the Kid wak
to find the vecaus in o blaze round i
Only once heo sighted his enemy,

e}

AN

then it was a nester’s wire fence that
checked the pursuit and saved the gu

man. Bui the Kid was keeping on, h
determination growing harder and moro
deadly with every day of foil under a
burning sun, every nighé of watchiul
peril. Death lurked in every shadow—
from every bush the death-shob might
ring at an unguarded moment. Bui the
Rio Kid’s unguarded moments were

And thea, suddenly, he knew that he
was no longer hunted. The gunmun
was on the run again. The Kid laughed
when he realised it. His own gerve bhad
hardzned as he played the desperat
game; but the gun-aman, hbully
desperado and murderer, was not mado
of the same stuff. Long Jim Sandoers,,
account than he
“ratiled.”

peril  had

anu

had fingers and toes, was
] ;

Seven days of ‘incessant
shaken the *“killer’s * nevve.

And so it came to pass one :
afternoon, as the gumman panting

in the cover of a thicket beside his
weary horse, dreading at every morneunt
to hear the footsteps of the deadly
tracker, the sight of a Stetson hat with o
band of silver nuggets made his heare
leap: It was the Rio Kid’s hat show-
ing through the foliage. And Leng Jim
Sanders, throbbing with fear and hate.

grasped his Winchester and  blazed
away.
Bang! Bang! Bang!.

Three bullets pumped from the repoat-
ing-rifle in fewer seconds, and crashed
through.the hat beforc it could fall. A
yell of triumph broke from the gunman

“T've got you ab last, Kid!”

A low laugh answered him, but it did
not come from the direction of the h
that had spun down through the leaves.

_The gunman knew that he had bLecn
tricked—tricked by an. old device—and
he spun round, and cven as he spun tire
bullet camic.

Crack !

Tt was the bark of the Rio Kid's
gun, and Long Jim Sanders stagg
and fell across his vesiing horse,
Winchester dropping iunto  the

{Continued on page 21}
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“The RIO KID!”

\[Cantinued from page 6.

frem an arm that wss broken by the
muller.

The Rin Kid langhed again.

“You've smwre damaged my  hal,
hombre!” came his voice, though he
was still unseen in the pecans.

The gunman heard him groping for
his hat, through which ran three bullet-
holes close together. He dragged at
his horse, threw himself upon it, grasp-
ing the reins in his left hand, his right
arm hanging like a broken stick, and
dashed madiy out of the thickets to the
plein, The cover had not saved him;
the cover had delivered him indo the
hands of his keener ecnemy. Driven by
terror, the gunnan galloped wildly;
and behind him, as he galloped, he
heard the beat of the lioofs of the black-
muzzled mustang. -

TDending low ia the :addie, groaning
with the pain of his injured arm, Long
Jdim Sanderz rode madly, heading for
the Alamo ranch. That was his only
refuge now—if he could reach it. But
milez of sun-baked prairie lay between
him and the ranch, and he knew that
e Rio Kid never missed.  Why did not
she Kid fire again and drop him from
the saddle? Every instant 1ll(: expected
‘he death-shot as he rode madly: but
still the Rio Kid did not fire. DPerbaps
e would not fire on a_fleeing man~—
Long Jim had heard such things of the
id. But close behind the fleeing man
~xme the persistent tatioo of the black-
nuzzled mustang’s hoofs. The Xid was
wot shooting, but hLe was riding his
~nemy hard. i

The ranch at lazt. and Long Jim
panted with reliel {o see (he gafeway
intn the patio open.  Dnee inzide the
vanch. buildings, that young demon
wauld never dare fo {ollow hin in—inte

the stronghold of the cattle boss. It
he did not yet know the Kid.
Stavtled looks and startled shouis

greeted the gunwman az he thundered
into the patio,  He rolled from his
horse, and stood panting, recling agains
the sleps of the veranda Seth Lewson
canle striding up to him with a black
brow.. The striclest orders bad been
given to the assassin o keep clear of
the vanch. For his neck's sake the
ranch bosz did not dare to let his con-
nection with the hired killer Dbecome
known.

“You durned lhobo, what rou doing
heve?” thundered Lewson.

The gimman prnled.

“The Kid's goi me, bowm!*

“The Kid:” .

“And he's coming I*

There was a erash of hoofs as the Rin
Kid rode recklessly inte ihe patio,
stared at by a score of eyes.  Seth
Lowson dragged at his gun, and the
IKid’s Coli rang, and the rancher's gun
spun from his hand, and iwo of his
fingers along with it.

“Thai Tor vou, rancher ™ said the Kid
grimly. “Put ‘em up, or ic's you for
the long trail'”

White with eege and ithe pain of his
wound, the rancher raised s hand:
shove hus head, one of them streanving
bleod

“Let up, Kid!” panted {he gunman.
“Let up! T allow you've got me, and
I'm hitting the traal! Let up

The Kid's lovk was grim, and his look

strnck terror to ylve very zoul of the cune
man.  But {re nodided. -

“T guess-vow won't use a4 aun again in
a haryy, Jong Jin” sanl e Kid
tgrhtlve "“And vou. ranebee,  yo'll
think twice befor son bring zunther
gunman  into  the  Namiin couniry.
You've got what was comiug 1o rou,
and I'm letving vou offy it yon wunt
to vemember i
game Yon ipcven’s [k
Kid.”

A seore of upen af the Alsmo Raneh
had gathered—iliaw was a weapan in
every hand. Tie Rio Kil's cool eves
swept round ar the vireling faces. In
either hand he gripped a waluat-iinsead
gun.

“8ax, vou ‘vns who wanis trouble
with the Rin Kid:™ he called.

Not & voice answered, not & hand was
raized. as the Kid backed Iis horse
through the garowar.  On ‘the open
plain he wheelad Lis mmstang and rede.

n

e keop on 1his
wil winh the Rio

. » . . .

The nesters on 1he Alamiin had eouse
to be glad thar 1he Rio Kid had »idden
that waxy. thongh ey noéver koew.
Many of their voices joined i rhe roar
of wrath anid condemnadion af the story
of the reckless ourlaw who had ridden
mio the Alamo Ranelt and shot up the
ranch hoss under the eves of his outfit.

But little cared the Kid. Far from
the Alampito. in a couniry where nesters
and wire fenees were unknown, hunied
for good deeds as well a< bad. rhe Rio
Iid rode gaily, with a light heary.

THE END.
(You'll find another ronring {afe of

the Hio Kid in nert weck’s issme, en-
titled: “THE KID'S TENTURE !}
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A ROARING TALE
FEATURING

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Th2 Kid Chips In!

L HIE proclomation had been rvead,
ov .al eitoas read, and for the

{ ihousandrh

PR
TG

hundeodih o
ihine ’mw logwaed  pawriots  had

tivned ont ro light enthusiastically in
cred cause of fborty and loot.

100 was in the throes of. one more
the e of conflict swept

Lh :ovnm\m shore of the Rio
frande—spent bullets dropped Hhe hail-
stones on the Texan zide of the river
The Rio Kid. eammned on. a grassy bluff

that overiooked the Dborder sizeam,
found a cynical amusement tu watching
the scepe that vuroiled before his ey

The Hghel had been going on all
dav. From early morning, when the

Kid had broken camp, till ‘the hot noon-

tide when he “mmvd on the blufl by

she  river. e had heard the 140l of
fiving. Noiww he conild see all that
to he seen, and he sat 1dly with
back prapped aggain~t w (otmrmood

vrunk. while his muostang lay at ease
in: thie thick grass. and watched. Smoke
Wurced che clear sky from the ineessant

Bring: wild hersemen ehargect and
charged again. ftom their Herce yell-

iig: LLﬂcuui the s of the Wid, borne
the wind. Fhe batile was great
I)ut the: casualitles were not in propr
it was the semi-panfomimic wat-

mm} " of the Latin race, not the stern
dentli-grip of the Xnglo-Saxon.

buch a5 it was, the Growermment troops
THE POPCLAR—No. 476.

ADVENTURE IN SOUFHIR!
Ri¢ KID, BOY OU

te the Rio Kt

VA,

LY

seemed to be getting iha upper hagd—
the Xid judeed thai theg were the
Government iroops, hecause a few were
in tattered nuiforws, and the
loss <« vhau thely oppe
fiving a\-kenm( ag the ok
wore on, the eorthicr deifted aw
the river: worntnded men, spraw
the @3, wern beiug despatched by f
thrusty of rasty bayomw The rebels
were  in rervear. The Wid, yawned.
The show was nearly over, and he
Iwmm ro think of saddling his mustany
and ridig. Phen ln\ attention beeame
li:{t,‘d o1 was being
oreretod viver that
xico,
itives had v shed
evident

e
@ tﬂnmon
from

v

that

& lmlo l,-;\\wn ot fug
dows 1o the river, with the
i tiow of wing across the Rio
nibe o \cross the border
r‘u\) could nov ed, and only the
river lay Detweew them and  safety.
L Ive or ~ix of them vushed into the
shallow water. which was spattered by
bullois  round fthem: but onfy  two
reached the middie of the siream. The
Kid, his atfeution  arrested, watched
with infercst. For men. escaping
death he could not help feeling
v, and he was tempted to

them
TECHY

—an offfecr of vank by his
had  dashed  into the

e, his heve sabre glit-
in xhve san. The twa vemaining
"[7 tiens plragod and  serambled en
desperately to renech the Texan side, hut

{Copyright in the

A chance of a desperate adventure,
and ar apportunity of replenishing
Doeas the Kid take them ?

ou het he

This Week:
“THEKID'S VENTURF !”

the Mexican ecapitano was
clove behind on bis power-
I bovse.

The Rio Kid's hand
dropped on Jn\ gnn. Pmu
e qu lead. Iy

had no call to chip into a shindy on
the other side of ihe berder—foy hoth

partics, loyalists and patriots, he had
the  saule profound  contempt.  ¥or
Lhupdreds of nitles the richest soil in

the world lay uncultivated, while the
 hands that should have laboured there
were engaged in imbecile warfare. His
havd was on his gun, but he did not
Ldrave 1t-—only he rose to his feet under
 the big cottonwood, and stood watching.

Dripping, panting, smeared with mnr?
the two \chlcan robu s staggered from
fthe water and reeled into the thick
torass on the safe side.

The Kid was relieved. e was glad
ta sce them safe; and he looked with
F some: mmwommm at the pursier, ex-
pecting to see him wheel Lis horse and
‘ride bac‘k
. But the J[Q&lmxx capilanc
wheel his horse.

He eamc tight on, and rode up the
 hank orr Fexar sofl, apd sword
 flashedk in ciccles over the two wretched
[fgures that fay exhausted in the grass,

"z blaze came inte’ the Kid's eves

With the fighting on the \'rexvnq
 side he had nerhmcr to do; no feeliy
execph ape of scorn for the whole mo§
"of Gireaszers, whe eould find ho‘chm;,

did mnot

is

better to deo for their countrs than in

Inited States of America)
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cnforce 3
¥as there.

stehed out o
but the Kid could
when the spirit moved
and it moved him now.
The gun leaped from
The roar of the (O
tha dropp

prise
down

~
]
bt
il
b
o

3 V. iuu want
side of the river as £
how 1"

He m'l('w 3 _motion u'

across the ri

* the Kid 1emamud contemptucusly
a bullet whizzed by a cour
from the tree. “1 could
bundh of them from herc v
gun, if they were worth the cartrid
which they ain't.”

He looked rather curiously at the two
dlexicans he had rescued.

They did not look such ragged scare-
Crows as most of the rebels he man

who had gpoken in English was fat and
prosperous-looking, dressed like a well-
to-do haciendero; the Kid judged him
to be a Mexican ranchero, and the
other man, who had no Knglish, some-
thing of the same sort. Both of them
sesmed full of gratitude for the service
the Kid had rendered them, and ex-
pressed it with Spanish effusivene
The Iid hardly heeded then:,
stoed under the cottonwood
Fet.

The sun was sinking now behind the
soaring peaks of the Sierra Madre; the
firing fad ceased, though every now a
then the crackle of shooting burst out
fain*lv from afar, showing that the pur:

in
R ¥ts)

leoking

desalrorx W ay T)]e Iud did not care
h foL the company he found him-
in; ke did not like Greasers. But

a smiling aud rerd
thr.dge with another,
“Gracias, senov!”

It was one of the
spoke.

They iwere ou fthelr feel now, pant-
ing, dripping with wal The Kid

anced round at them
I guess you were
L91‘01 ” he remarked.
“A thousand thanl !
“One’s enough,” remarked the
“1 guess I wasn'i goivg to let

nodded.

ng  yours,

Kid.

*bﬂ"

bulldozer spill vour yinegar on Texzan
soil.

You'd sure better levant before
ont with o gur.”

good.

From the
: had begun
ed across the

st water. 'lnr\ Kid, coolly as if
he was unawarc that firi was going
on, walked bc.\‘k' 10 V:l Le had left

his hor~c und wooid, and the

after hima: The

big trunk of thg COttonwon gave them
ample [

“T muesz ¢ shoot

and they were
manners could

fugitnes, m‘d the Kid's
be ixuproachao‘e

“I reckon I’m bedding down hyer for
the night,” he told them. “If you two
guys can’t do better, you're sure wel-

e

come to a share of the fire and the
bully beef. Say'”

And with many “gracias,” the Mexi-
cans accepted the offer, and camped
with the Kid; while, far away on the
other side of the river, as the sun
vanished behind the Sierras, twinkling

watch-fires gleamed Iike stars th ough
the velvety nlﬂ'ht
THE SECOMD CHAPTER.
A Desperate Venture !

ON  RICARDO VELASQUEZ
talled freely by the smouldering
camp-fire in the dark shadow of

in English to
in Spanish to.his companion

_-__ the cottonwood,
the Wid.

He was nof, the
amusement, a rebel from choice
conviction. I is scorn was equaliy
between the Iadronex wi

Kid learned,

or
divided
governed his country and levied he

texes upon him, and the Oth‘:i Ladrones
who qought to govern it and lev;
heavier taxes upon him. He hﬁ d 301neu
ihe revolution, like many others, for the
excellent reason that it had bloken out
in his pxo‘incu, and it was the only
way to save his home from being burnt
oui by Lho patriots. Three years, he
told the Kid, had passed since the last
revo 1ut10narv fighting in his prmmcc
and in that SPace of time his ranch hau
p10~pmed and he had many herds; bul
now-—  Don Ricarde shrugged his
plumyp shoulders up to his ears.

1 the rovoiution WAS B SUCCess, 1l
could carry on till the nest one broke
out, at least. Lut it looked like being
a failuve, whieh meant confiscation of
his estates and lis herds, and for him-
self, being placed against a blank wall
and shot, “if he was found on the Mexi-
wan side of the Rio Grande. There had
been fieves Oghiing for he told the
Xid; and the onc-time puncher of the
Douk) ¢ Bar lizstened without betraying
hiz armuzement.

So far as the Kid had seen, some two
or three thousand Government $roops
hatl  been cvgaged with twice their

days,

number of ragged rcbels, in the conflick
e had watched from afar. With the
punchers from half a dozen rancheg
along the river to back him up, the Kid
would have undertaken to \upe out both
parties, showing them in the process
what fighting really was like.  Bui he
was too courteous to tell the Mexican so,
and he listened with only polite com-
ments.

It appeared further from the senoi’s
discourse that, although he had saved
his ranch from bcing “burnt out by tku
rebels, by joining in the revolu ition, he
had not exactly trusted his comrades in
the cause of Liberty. He possessed a
herd of five hundred cows, bred from
imported Texan stock, w hlch would have
been an irresisbible temptation to the
hungry patriots, had they been able to
lay thievish hands on them.

Prudently the senor had had them

Tag Porvrar.—Noe, 476
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remembered them every one, and picked
them up ong atter anotaer

brow tne pasture lacds "he entered a
et of low, barren hius, dry and and,
ere no one would have tuought of
sceking cattle. There was no teed tor a
yabbit for long, barren miles. But the
Kid knew that he was on the rigng
track, unless Don Ricardo had been
remancing, and he rode on at a tiot,
while the stars faded and died out, and
a faint flush came into the eastern sky.

Dawn was at hand now; and if i
day came and found the Kid riding in
the open, he knew that he would be
\’LI], and those who saw him were not

likely to ask r'mnj guestions before they

pulled trigger. But he was close to his
destlnat*on at last.

e rode into & narrow, vo
which looked, from the stony p]am he
had left, like an arid split in the earth,
and not'm‘e; more. He was soen riding
vrith his hn below the level of the sur-
rounding plain, secure from observation.
So arid and forbxddmrr were  his  sur-
roundings -now that he almost begun to
doubt the etistexxce of the fertile valley
the don had deseribed to him, though he
had followed the indications faith-
fally thus far. Hc came on it sud-
denly—a dou‘), wide ravine, sunk in the
iow hills, with a str eam running through
ih, and a beit of rich vegetation on

cither sido of the stream.
The

.,inhif tor

of wat and N grass
I‘;Hemna to the eyes of the Kid;
ilke an oasls in the midst of the
The hiding-place ¢f the herd
Only a cowman

Frn
gre

desert.
had been well chosen.

well acquainted with the country eculd

have known anything of that hidden
fertile spot in the heart of the barren
lands, There was feed for several woeks
for five hundred head of cattle in the
cen valley. The Kid could see the
ows stretehed in the grass as he ro(‘e in
under the gr‘adow of uho\mg rocks—
shadow that was clearing as the sun rose
high The ’mm\:u of cattle was there,

B e e e e R R

ﬂaﬂnﬂrﬂrllnﬁdﬁ&ﬁrﬂm%ﬂm! 2 S v

far, from the contending mobs
that were pwndor' g zil the surround-
ing ranches. And in Cthe little stone hug
that stood close by the rocky wall of the
valley, the Kid guessed that he would
find the two faithful half-breeds in
charge of the herd

He rode up to the hut. It was a mere
shed of hard eclay bricks, without a
window, and with a low doorway but
10 door. He heard startled exclamations
within; the thud - of his mustang’s
hoofs aroused the sleepers. Two dark,
wild faces looked out from the doorway
of the hut—the faces of the half-breeds,
They stared in astonishment and alarm
at ih“ Gringe, and the Kid grinned.

“Awmigo!” he called out. “Yo soy

a.mxbp, caballeros.”

Un the other sige ol the river,
owWn Treasous, tho Kid had

Spanish, but he
now.

safe,

for his
spoken no
was speaking Spanish

dark oyes glared ai him sus-
and the dusky hands were
machetes. The Kid's guns
1 the breeds in the face.

he repeated. “Ons of you

u-mw:p:no
looked

« &mi'ro P
speaks Lnghsh from what Don Ricardo

let on. Which of you is Diegoi”

“Soy Diego.”

“Good?”? d the Kid. “Drop thai
cer, nombre, or you will go oui so
quick you won't know what happened
to you—sabe 77 .

The spachotes dropped on the mud
floor of the hut. A% an imperions ges-
ture from the Kid, the two men came
out, staring at him wonderingly and
susp" ously In a mixture of English
and Spanish the Kid explained why he
had come,

They understood,
their snomc’crs.

“No ean,” said Dicgo. “The cattle
»ill be taken when they are driven out
to the plains. But if 1t is the order of
the senor——"

“}is order
cheerfully.

but they shrugged

and mineg,” said the Kid

b
e e e
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“Muy bhien, senor,” answered Diego.

“But the castle '.v:li be taken, and the
young scner will be shot.”

“I guess. that’s likely cnough,”
assented the de “ All the same, wo
start at nightfall; and if the young
senor is shot, I guess there will be

plenty of dry eyes in Mexico and Texas,
I reckon I'm bedding down till sunset.”

“The young senor is welcome to our
shelter,” said Diego.

“and the flea said  the Xid.
‘ Gracias., but I guess T've got my bed-
rol}, and ¥’ 11 find a camp.’

And the Xid led his horse up the
valley to a .skaqv spot under a eotion-

wood, by the stream, where Lo camped.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Cattle-Drivel

HE leng, hos day wore to a
i lhu grey mustang
vested, and the Kid slept for
ho in the shadow of the tree.

He slept as peaceiuily as ever he had
slumbered in the bunkhouse at the old
.ouole war. 1 was nornmo to the Kid
that he was in a hostile r‘cuthv €neem-
passed by 1oes, with a task before him
that might have shaken nelves of steel.
Late in the torrid afternoon he clam-
Lered to the top ot the rocky valley,
climbed a high rock, and scanned the
surrounding plains. \Lot a human being,
not an ammal, was In sight, save a
skulking coyote ecreeping among the
rocks.  Far i the distance dima smoxe
rose against the azure of the sky; and he
guessed that the Velasquez ranch was
burning. No echo of firing reached his
ears on the wind; it was lkely enough
that the fghting was over in that
quarter. The troops had won a victory,
as the rebels had chanced to be the first
o run. The Kid did not doubt that he
could have ridden back to the border
uschallenged, buf with a herd of cattle
it was qmte a different matter; the
puncher knew the slow pace of a cattle-
Huve His brow was thoughtful as he
returned to the valley.

The sun sank behind the Sierra \Iad;e,
m;,hr wrapped the Mexican upl‘mds.

T guess it’s Bime wo hit the trail,
oncro' 7 the Kid drawled.
<44, senor.” - )

The half-breeds did ot venture to
UXSU\H’A‘ hlb OI'CQI'% bl\tr l[‘e h‘ kPC"
well that they would vanish like rabbits
at the first sign of danger. But he did
not exvect more than that of them.
The Kid's Texan quirt, and the long
Whms of the ’breeds cracked like pmol-
shots, and the unwilling cattle were got
into motion. The herd tramped slowly
ocut of the greeu valley, by way of the
rocky canyon to the upper plain, under
the stars, that were coming out in the
velvety sky like handfuls of diamonds.

Tt was but six miles to the river, but
the way the Kid had mapped out in his
mind covered more than twenty.” The
cattle-drive wound away to the west-
ward, mnking a wide sweep to avold the
hattle-ground of the previous day. The
¥id was as handy a puncher as any man
on the Tevas ranches, and his mustang
was used to the work. His crac’{ine;
quirt drove back eows that sought to
wander from the herd, and the two
*hreeds helped him in the drive, though
their black, scintillating eyes were con-
tinually wandering for a sign of danger
as théy sat the wiry little Indian ponies
and gashed their flanks with the long,
cruel Mexican spurs.

Hour after hour the drive went on
under the stars. With whip and voice
the Kid and the Mexicans urged on the
slew, unwilling, cattle. Twice or thrice
du:s(y breeds were seen. who stared ab
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away with it. And if he
hundred and fifty cows
to be his reward—a welcome acces-
sion of fortune to the XKid, who h
dden out of the Frio country with
little 1nore than his guns and his horse
to call own. By dim trails and
shadov 15 the drive went on. Here
and a cow, or half a dozen COWS,
escaped from the herd, in spiic of the
Kid’s vigilance and unce 'xz‘g activity,
but the main herd Vumb‘ed and thudded
on. ihe ;\;n was far enougl now [row
the scene of the fighting he had watched
the previous day, and following &

seaten trail he knew, for this was not
tnp frst time that the Rm I\m had
ridden across the border.
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o sudden
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"Xid's quirt was
driving the unwilling
feaders into the shallow
waters. Whe the
lsading cows went the

rest would follow; but
they were reluctant to
take the water. Theo
Kid stared nd, hia
es glittering under
the brim of his Stetson.
He had felt that his
hick was too good to
hold. What he saw
might have daunted
any heart., A wmounted
patrol was coming up
the river at a trot,
doubtless gnarding the
river agalust rebel
fugiiivtb secking  to
escape into Texas.

At the sight of the herd they put
spurs to their horses and came on at
a gallop. With the same glance the
Hid saw the two half-breeds spurring
their ponies in the opposite direction,
and they e gone from his sight iu a
few seconds.

Only that one glance the XKid gave.
and then his attention was grimly fixed
on the herd again. He shouted and
lashed, and drove on the cows, aud in-

numerable hoofs Qph,shca up mu@m’
water. In he midst of the snorting herd
the solitary puncher leboured

like one pﬂs:es:.ed, doing the work of
a dozen men.. The Mexican carabineers
were coming up at a gallop, and the
Kid knew that he would never save all
the herd. Dut he stuck doggedly to his
f’i:l

‘}uoug
so close thai he ‘could hear their s
ing. Sweati dr‘m)'r‘ spatte
wud, the Kid code out of the

even w ﬁcll bullets ! negan to whistle
and the soldiers were
shout-

the alr,

tiie passing herd, but did not offer to!
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Kid’s Way !

[$4 OR todos los santos ! He comes!”
P It was no wondex that Don
Ricardo Velasguez invoked all

the saints, in bhis astonish-

ment, as he beheld the Rio Kid. For
a moat and a day, and a night and most
of the day again, Don Ricardo and
Sanchez had waited at the camp, under|
the co’to nwood, hoping, but far from

expecking, to see the puncher and the
cows. And now they saw.
They saw a bunch of hundred and

fifty cows, with the Ric Kid riding hard.

They watched him as he came. The
i le up to the cottonwood, and

n, and saluted the Mexicans.
oturned, senorito,” said

And I've brought you:
answered the Rio K s
unted,  “IX I didp’t

gu

The Kid rods with his knees gripping

ght and ieft as he sped
3

hevd, Three
3% the Rio

undertake to save H\p whole

Gie

n
Was Qo acy

4; ul'._x\(:

Load vepeated Don
“Yep.
“
But  here ”—ithe Mexican’s eyes
roved over the bunch—<but here thore

are but half so many, senorito.”

The Kid smiled.
‘ *I guess half the cows T saved helong
to me, senor. Wasn't that the termns?

“But where are they?”

"

T recken T’ e left them w here T can
pick them up,” said the Nid. Here's
vour half of the herd, and youre
mighty lucky to sce a smgle. cow of tho
bunch.”

The two Mexi s exchanged glances.

You liave iost some of  my

8¢ norito, said  Don  Ricardo

‘For your reward. little senor,

vou shall have the cows you have left

in Mexico—If you can find them. Wili
thau sabis? ’

said the Kid, la

ing. “I have take
reward, senor—a hun-
dred and fifty cows.
that T've left whers {
can pick them up.
Don't worry about my
reward, senor. Yo
tongo.”

Don Ricardo gave a
start as the Kid spoke

in Spanish.

“Babe ?” grinnad ths
Kid.

The Mexican

2

¢ aavvied » well enough,
and his hand was on his
knife.

The ¥id's
rested on his
his low-hung hoelsters.
There was an amused
smile on his face.

“Keep vour cuchtllo

hands
guns in

here it is, seror,” he
advised.

Baug!

The Mexican’s knife

was in his haad. Xe
did not even sce the
Kid draw his gun
The Rio Kid was
lightring on tha draw.
He felt the shock that
jarred through his arm
from wrist to shoulder
as the cuchillo was
torn from his hand by
a bullet. He gave =«
cry, and Sanchez, who
had half-drawn 2
knife, jammed i*
back into his belt and

{18 was

threw kis hands above his head. The
Kid laughed loud and long.
“NMuy bien, _senores, muy bien!” he

chuckled. “You dog-goned Greasers,

what’s to stop me from letting ‘daylight
through you and roping in The whole
bunch?”

“ Senor » stammered the Mexican
rancher. o

“Can it!7 iute met(-d the I<id. 1
guess I'm a man of my word., There's
your c0ws~—h 1 the bunch. Adios,
senores I’

The Rio Kid anped on his mustang

and rode away, L..Il(), with a cliatter of
o,
hoofs and a cloud of dust, Le was gonc

N nl
(Yowll all enjoy veading: “ Deu
In Cows? weel's stirring lony
complete tale 0/ the RIO KID, t/:’e ?07’:
outlaw of Tewds. jfll all ’”mdzelsz\‘
abeut this wonde 5/ stori

o

1/7 8z
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McCann, the

it to be a simple matter to double-cross the Rio
mistake of his {ife !

Kid.

DEAL IN COWS {7 1

-THEZ FIRST CHAPTER.
Cows to Self !

44 AVERICK s*?7
McCann, eyecing
dubiously.

The Rio Kid lavghed.

“Do I look like a maverick-hunter?”
he queried banteringly.

“Well, 1 guess not,” the cattle-dealer
admitted. “But you sure tell me that
you didn't rustle them cows.”

“T've never rustled a cow, feller,”
said the Rio Kid, in his guiet, drawling
tones, but with a glint in his cyes.

McCann, who knesw the tales that were
told of the Rio Kid all the way from
the Gulf to the Staked Plain, did not
suppose that the Kid was sensitive on
the topic of rustling cows. He did not
want to hurt the Kid's feclings. A fellow
who packed two guns, and was like light-
ning when he drew them, was not a
fellow to be lightly offended. But in
point of fact, the Kid was very sensitive
to such a suggestion. Fe was a cow-
man, born and bred, and whatever else
he might have done—and he had done
many things—he would not have rustled
a cow from his bitterest enemy.

asked
the Xid

-
*Term given to cattle that have been stolen.

McCann drummed on the bare weeden
desk.

“Well, whose cows are they, Kid?"
asked MceCann bluntly,

“Mine,” said the Kid.

He laughed again.

“I guess you're welcome to know how
I came by that bunch,” he said. **You
won't believe me, but Tl tell you. 1
got them out of Mexico. Theyv belonged
to a feller who had to get cut for his
health in such a burry that he left his
cows behind. I eut out the bunch for
him and got them across the border, and
we  divided the bunch—half to the
Greaser, half to me, for my trouble.
Savvy 77

MeCann gave him an admiring look.

“You sure cap the stack, Kid,” he
said. “I've heard every kind of a var
from galoots that come to Blue Pine to
sell me cows. Mostly they're mavericks,
but they give you every kind of a varn.
But I've never heard that one before.”

The Rio Kid smiled grimly.

He had told McCann the simple truth.
He had come honestly by that bunch
of cows, risking his life a score of times
in getting them across the Rio Grande.
But. hé "did not expect McCann fto
helieve him. Tt was seldom or never
that a man who honestly owned his cows

dealer, had imagined

But there he made the greatest

C OUR POrTLAR WESTERN TALES.

|

STARRING AN AMAZING
CHARACTER, THI RIO Kip?

came to Blue Pine to sell them to Hank

McCann.,  McCann’s were o
because he asked few g

“It’s true, feller,” » Wid
lightly. “But let it gn. Do you wani lo

buy the bunch 77
“1 sure do, if they’re like your de-
seription,” answered MeCann.  “ But a
galoot has to be careful. If shev don't
carry the brand of any ranch witnin ten
miles of Blue Pine—7
a Mexican brand.”
¢ from over the horder?”
I told vou so. sou galoot?”
lavghed.

vou've told me so.
i

“Bure 3
told a hea
Look here, T'd
hold of that b

TUve been
s in this office, Kid.
her kagw how you got
nein Did von t 5
ican ranchero who drove
to ‘sell chem in Texas, or

2 the

from some AL

them acr

what #7
ITe broke off s
“Hyer, what's the garnc,
A six-gun  was  leoking

calile-

S
e
dealer in the face, and the Kid's blue
eyes glinted over it.

McCann staved af him in ierroi.

The slightest pressu rhe Tid's
W ]

finger, and the most unserupulous cow-

thief and brand-blotrer in s would

have reached a sudden of his

rascally career.

A gun lay on the desk hefore the cattle
dealer; he alwavs kepi a gun handy
when he was dealivg with men who came
to sell him bunches of eows, mysteriously
acquired. o

But he did nof venifure fo touci ine
gui. ) o .

His fingers swere hin an mchnoz the
butt; but the inch might as well have
Deen a mile. Defeore his fingers cou}d
have gripped the gun the Kid would
have riddled him with lead. .

He gilared at the Kid in rage and
terror.

“ By Jerusalermp ! he panted hoarsely.
“Tg this & hold-up? ¥ou durned yourg
galoot, youw'll mever gef away wimlu.
There's twentr moen on the street thatl

Trz Povrraw,—No. 477,
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FIVE LONG COMPLETE YARNS—

will blow holes through you i you burn
powder in this office.

“It’s not a hold-up,” drawled the
Kid. “But if it were, feller, I reckon
I’d make you hand over your roll and
et away, for all that Blue Pine could
do to stop me. T'm asking you ten
dollars a cow for that bunch-—that's
{ifteen hundred dollars for the bunch—
and dirt cheap, as yvou know betier than

I do. But T want yon to bu‘e :ve that I
ncur rustled the cows, feller.’

MeCann was a good deual of a gun-
man himself, as had been discovered by
wore than one rustler who had sought
to bulldoze him in his own office. Duf
he did not claim to equal the Rio Kid
in that line: and the steady gun in
rhe de s hand sent a cold shiver down
his spine. But his terror was not so
deep as his rage. McCann was a power
i Blue Pine. A score or more of vough

and reckless cattlemen were ready to
carry out his lightest ovder, even fo
shooting. To be held up in -his own

office, to have the fear of death put into
the very marrow of his bones by this
fellow, who was little more than a boy,
avoked his deepest fury.  Almeost he
was tempted to clutch ab the gun that
lay on the desk before him and try his
fhance at gun-play with the Rio Kid.
“ Now, stop chewing the rag and listen
to a galoot,” went on the Kid quietly.

‘I got that bunch from a Gireaser,
honest, for saving his cows for him. I'm
olltnﬂ them to you for next 1o nothing
because the Rie Kid can’t walk into a
cattle market with cows to sell. T guess
ihere would be gun-play the minute 1
showed up in any town that wasn't a
camp of cattle-thieves and  brand-
blotters, like Blue Pine. Tm selling
them to you hecause you’re a durned
rogue, Mister McCann, and that’s the
zort of hombre that I can’t help but
deal  with. Al the same, fell
I never rustled that bunch, and
P’ve never rusiled a cow since I was
hoofed off the Double Bar, in the Frio
conntry. You wani to believe that,
Mister McCann., You get me?”

The eattle-dealer stared at him with
olinting eyes.

“You're sure touchty, Kid,” he grated.
“You—that’s wanfeu for half ihe hold-
ups in the State.”

The Xid laughed.

“Y'm sure wanted for a heap ol hold-
ups that I never heard about,’”” he
answered.

“You, that’s wanted for shooting un
Boss Lewsou on his own ranch on the
Alamito,” said MeCann venomousty.

“You've got hold of thoi 7" smiled the
Wid. I reckon yowll be shot up
worse’n Boss Lewson if you call me a
wsmel Mr. MeCann.”

Put. thai gun away and talk busine
Kid.’

“I want you to believe that I never
rustled that bunch,” said the Kid coolly.
“No galoot is goin’ to call me a rustler
and tell his friends about it afterwards.
‘And T'm getting tired of holding this
gun, feller ”

McCann’s teeth showed in 2 snarl.

Again he was tempted to clutch at
Wis gun and yell to his men, who were
loafing about the corrals.

But he dared not. The cattle-boss of
Blue Pine had never backed down
before, but he had io back down now,
and he knew it.

He forced a laugh

“Forget it, Kid,” he said, as lightly
as he could. “I guess 1 never hne\v
you was so touchy. I take it back.’

{ou believe I came by that bunch
honest I persisted the Kid.

;‘I swe do.”

! That’? the tall, Mister

bi e POPULAR ~\* . 477

ess,

MeCann, ™

ami-
gun
into
at his

satd the Kid
ably, and his
disappeared
the holster
belt.

McCann  almost
irembled with
eagerness to grasp
his gun and try his
luck now thab he
was no longer
covered. But he
knew that the Rio
Kid was® lightning
on the draw, and
he daved not ven-
ture. And  ithere
were  pther  yyave
e told himself
savagely.

“Weli,
cineh,
asked t
parently

is

that litle dispute
from his mind as
arnicably sertled.
“Youwyre wused fo
buying cows  that
have - been  rustled
off Texas ranches

and blotting ouf
the brands before
vou can get rid of
Lhe'n again.  Now
vou're offered a
bunch that belongs
hounest to the galoot
that’s selling them,
and I guess they're

none the worse for
that Is it =
einch?”’

“Bure!”™ said
McCann.  “But I
want  to  see the

cows before I buy.
Where are they?”

“Justo, as the
greaser sald, when
I asked him for
half the bunch,?”
smiled the Xid.
“You want to see
the cows, and that’s
O.K. But I reckon
I'm not letting on
e\actly where they

are, {feller; some LED INTO THE KID'S SECRET LAIR i guess i’ have
of _your men might to blindfold you now, pardner !’ said the Kid. ‘1 guess
ar them off by 1 expected that,’’ said the cattle-dealer. The Kid tied a sifkken

mi ,aI\P before
youw'd handed over
the dust. T reckon

;i;n,.ch things have happencd in Rlue
ine.
“Tm giving you a square deal, Kid.”

“T'm secing that you are,” agreed the
Kid. “If you wans to seo the cows,
hombre, cell for your hoss, and take a

litle paseo with me. I guess it’s not g
long ride.’

The cattle-boss of Blue Pine eyed him
narrowly.

“Pve sure .goi other business this
afb(:,z'noen, Kid. I can’t leave my office
yet.”

“Take your own time,” said the Kld
obligingly. *I’ll wait, i vou say so.’

“Not here,” said McCann. I guess
I don’t want it shouted oui, even in
Blue Pine, that I'm doing business with
the Rio Kid. No offu]ce, Kid; if you
ain’ rustled cows, you've done a heap
of things!”

The Kid chuckled.

“You've said it,” he gxwu fAnd I

guess I'm not gone on hanging aboub

a frame ahack You'il find me on ihe

loyver trail “nbn you want me, any time

nU sundown,” )
“It's a cineh!”

scarf round McCann s eyes, and then ted his horse through
the pines.

(See Chapter 2

And the Xid lounged out of the cffice
into the blazing sun of the single stveet
of Blue Pine, and mounted his
mustang. -

Many staring eyes were turned on the
Rio Kid as he rode through Blue Pine.
Few were the towns or camps in Tesas
where the Rio Kid could have ridden in
broad daylight without dire peril. But
in that lawless camp, where Hank
McCann, the dealer in stolen cattle, was
town marshal, the cow-thieves and
brand-blotters and gunmen, who loafed
on the shady side of the street, had only
admiring glances for the handsome XKid,
and no man wanted trouble with him.
His naine passed from mouth to meuth,
and that was all, as the Kid, with a
smile on his face, cantered down the
street, and rode out on the prairie trail.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Double-Crossing the Kid !
N{E when the Kid had gone, hLis

hands clenvhed angd his teeth
oritting. - Never before had

cCANN leaped from his chair
the eattle-boss of Blue Pine heen roused
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io such deadly rage. e had been
defied in his own offce—contemptuously
defied by 2 mere boy, and the boy had
got away with it.

McCann was glad that no eyes had
witnessed tho scene; his prestige would
have heen lost among ithe gang of
ruffians he ruled.

For several minutes the catile-boss
raged, cursing the Kid with an exten-
sive voeabulary of “cuss-words.” But
he calmed down at last, and jangled the

raucous bell en his pinewood desk. A
half-breed Mexican looked in with a
scared face.

“Send Dave Tuit hyer!” snapped

MeCann.

The half-breed disappeared.

A {ew minutes later the man who had
becn zent for arrived—a burly, bearded
tough, whose low-slung guns proclaimed
the “ gunman.®

“The Kid’s been hyer, boss,”
marked curicusly.

“You saw him?7

he re-

1 gucss

bim  ride
answered

Some feller, the
Nid

The gunman’s
ione was admiring.

MeCann seowled.

“The Kid has the
devil’s own luckt”
fie said. " There's
hardly a sheriff in
Texas that haw's
rried 1o get  him,

and he’s still riding
L X g
the trails,
hore

He came

Lto sell me

he gunman
od hix eycbrows.

“The Kid? I
~ure reckoned that
the  Kid never
fouched ustling,”
he said. I guess
it’s the only thing
he hasn't touched.”

Coyr

ides gotb a
bunch of cows hid-
den somewhere on

the prairiel”
snapped  McCann.

“T'm going. to ride
with him and leok
at them. ¥e's not
let on wheyre they're
hidden.”

ST guess the Kid

kiows  hig  way
about ! b
Tutt,

“Thizs camp
2ot a bad name,
Dave,” said  Mec-

Cann, changing the
~ubject abruptly.

“ly
boss 17

“The ranchers
make ous that
we're not much

of yrustlers, and it’s
common talk among
the punchers that

are
ihe

missing
ranches might
their brands
changed,” went on
AecCann,
Tutt
him.
“They ain’t fur
“What are you

av

stared

wroug, boss,” he sald.
giving me now?”

“They make out that any rustler or

gunman who's made his home town too
hot for him can always bed down in
Blue Pine and find friends.”

“They sure do!”

“Well, we're going to give an answer
to all that,” said MeCann. “We're
going to let all the ranchers and
punchers know that we stand for law
and order in this camp, as much as any
camp in Texas!”

“Aw! What're you giving me?” cx-
claimed Dave Tutt; in astonishment.

“And we're going to make that clear
by handing over the Rio Kid to justice,”
said McCann,

“Oh, I get you, boss!”

“The Kid's badly wanted all the way
from the Pecos to the Rio Grande,” said
McCann. “I guess I'm town marshal in
this hyer burg, and it's my.duty to see
that the law has its due. It wiil do the
camp good; it will show all those
hombres that a fire-bug like the Kid

vt bed down <
will give the lie to all they say o
cap, when the feller that’s most
wanted in all Texas is reoped In
and tfoted {o the county gaol! Yeou
we 77

Tuit grinned broadly.

"I o vou, boss,” he answercd.
Y The b has sure rubbed you e
wrong wav., Bul you want to be cave-
ful ; the Kid’s a bad man to crowd!”

“He sure is; but I guess there avo
cnough galoots in Blue Pine to crowd
bim  dead ro rights!?® said McCann
venomously,

“He won't be taken alive.*
“That  cuts no ice.  There's
Lhundred  dollars offered for him
Frfo, alive or dead.”
The gunman nodded, but his face was
grave.  If wus evident that he Jdid nos
wholly relish the task of getiing the
de, even with the whole reugh erowd

of Blue Pine to Lelp.

“T'm riding out to join him on ihe
trail, to look at his bunch of cows,’
went on AleCann.  “Youwll fellow on

ue
-

Nid

3
tive
in

and keep oui of sight. I guess you
know how to follow a f{rail without

showing your cabeza ?”
“I guess the Kid won't see hide nor .
Rau‘oi me!” said Tutt emphatically.
He's teo mighty sudden on the shoot
fur me to let him see me trailing him ¥
“He wor’t let me know where the

cows are hidden—it will be blindfold-

g, or some such stunt.  But you'll

trail us both and get wise to it.”
“Suze!”

“Once we know where to lay hands on
the cows it’s all O.K.! It's a prise
bunch, from what the Kid told me, and
I don't want to lose it. But I guess he
won’t touch any fifteen hundred dollars

Cfor it!7 said MceCann, with a sour grin.

i
|

I

|
|
|

“TIt fix up a place to meet him and
hand over the dust, and when he keeps
the appointnient he won’t find me th
with the dollars—he will find a do:
galoots ready to fill him with lead if Le
doesn’t pus up his paws prouto!”
“T guess T wouldn'd give him a ol
io put up his paws. Shooting on sig

Cbetler than a camp | the only way to get the Kid!”

MecCann nodded,
“That’s it! Ile will sure be sorry Le
horned the Blue Pine and gave me

balf the cows that chin-wag in my own office:”. he said.
from  “T'm wieeting the Kid on the lower

trail. You want to be there first, Dave.

be found here, with | And keep in deep cover!”

“You bet!”

After a fow more words,
lounged out of the office.

Tt was half an hour laier that McCann
mounted his horse and rode down the
street of Blne Pine.

He left the camp behind him, and
cantered out on the lower trail, his eyes
open for the Rio JKid.

TAt a little distance from the town ie
sighted him. . R

The grey mustang was cropping tue
praivie grass, and the Kid sat under &
big cottonwood, with his back io the
wide trunk., Iis manney was csreless,
but where he sat no enemy could have
reached him without coming oub into the
open trail. N

He rose to his feet. and nodded
cheerily as the cattle-dealcr drew vein.

“] guess I'm ready to see that
buneh,” said McCann, )

«we'll ride, then,” drawled the Kid.

He leaped lightly on his mustang.
MeCann glanced sharply about him. as
he rode down the trail by the Kid's
side. The trail ran through plains cf
bunch-grass, dotted with frees and
patches of serub. There was no_sign to

the gunman

be scen of Dave Tutt. Buz McCann
knew his henchman, and bhe had ne
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slade in the very heart of the !
u th rass were sprawled the CO\\s'
that Mc(,ahn had come to sce

His eyes gleamod as he looked at
‘them!

There were a hun

“They sure do,” assented the Kid.
without” moving a muoscle, “But I
reckon ' here to sell cows, not to

THE LEADING BOYS®

STORY PAPER

the gunonman

decp cover

dowbrt thai i
voas warching.
The Kid scemed to have no suspicion
of trickery. ) - .

He chatted cheerily  with his com-
panion as he vode on down the trail for
several miles, z‘(‘COml‘ﬂ(‘Dth)O his pace
to Mc;(,aun s. The cattle boss pref-errﬁd
to ride as a moderate pace. and the Kid
did not seem to rmnd_ Onee or twice
McCann glanced at his face and saw
that it was open and carel and obvi-
ously unsuspicious; the Kid certainly
did not look lik e a man who suspected
that his companion was deliberately de-
laying order to make it easy for a
secref spy to keep them in sighi.

Thev turned from the trail
daep pinc-wood at last on the
slopes “of a low range of hills.
The Rio Kid halted.

“1 guess Il have to ask vou to go
blind now, pardner,” he said apolo-
¢ ture don't want ta give
e these cows are till we've

mto a
broken

N
getically.
thaway \\1
made a sal
MecCann Smdcd
s fair play,” he agreed. ]
1f he wanted any proof that the Kid
suspected nothiug he had it now. The
Kid would not have troubled to blind-

fold him had he knowu that a spy was
following.
“No objection, fc~ ler?” asked the Kid,

“Nix! s I v xpocted that.’ .
With a gilken ueck searf the Kid
hlindfolded his companion. Then, tak-

ing MeCann’s bridle, he led him on
throu"h the pines.

In what direction they went MeCann
did not know. Ile brushéd continually
against trees and through thickets, and
there w ereumany windings and turnings.
Wheresoever the Xid had hidden that
bunch of covws, he had hidden 1t welll
Bui there was a sudden halt, and the
neck-scarf was jerked from the cattle!

ok! See? dravled the Kid.
MeCann looked,

The boxsamux had cmmed a

the tale; and McCaun’s
told him at a glance that cvery one wa
a valuable heast,

The Kid watched his expression, with
an amused smile.

“What do you say, Mister McCann?”
be asked.
'(“gmﬂ\' they se worth my . trouble,
swered \/’( (“(um “It's a cinch.
& C(;\‘\‘ N
““And dirt-cheap 1’
"Xou ain’t fixed to sell caitle dear,
Nid,” grinned McCann.

“I guess that's why I'm dealing with
vou, fellor. If yowve nlow«th the
dollars with vou, I guess it’s a trade on
the spoi; and T'll sure help vou drive
}cklr cows into Blue Pine.”

“When I travel with the Rio Kid I
don’t trav cl with hundreds of dollars in
answered  MeCann,  “No
K itl but they sure. tell about
hold u;s where Tou w eren't far Jaway.

You don't touch
> handed over the
no\'r the Rio XKid

hold-up a cattle bCISS
these cows till you've
roll—and 1 gue soa
iz a man of !1« word !

You hett”

“Then what's the programme?”
frawled the Kid.

“TUm- buving them cows,” said

TaE Pororar.—No. 477,

-MeCann,

{ The

“1°'1l have the dollars rsa
my office to-morrow,”
“To-morrow does if,
Kid. :
And MeCann was
and led away once
wilderness of pmo

at

> gssented  the
blindfolded aoam
more t‘no\\gh the

. 13 .

The Xid and the cattle boss parted
on the trail, and McCann rode away for
Blue Pine, the Rio Kid sitting his horse
in the frail and watching him go, with
a smile on his face. Av\d as soon as the
cattle boss was gone {rom sight the Kid
turned from the trail and disappeared
into the chaparval.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Unnar Haad !

AVE TLT[‘ stopped and stared
round him susplciously in the
thickets.

The gunman was feeling

vaguely uneasy.

He had carried ont McCann's instrac-
tions faithfully, and the thing had gone
without a hitch,

Tutt had been walching the trail from
cover when the cattle boss joined the
Rio Kid, and he had followed the two
ridess 3 a fault. Keeping ' in
cover wl stealth of an Apache
Indian. he had follow ed, always ke«_pmrr
the Kid's Stetson with its band of silver
nuggets i view—sometimes runmng,
sometimes creeping, always on the tral
and always out of view. It was an old
and familiar game to the gunman; but
lie was estremely careful and on his
guard; for he knew whal to expect if a
fellow like the Rio Kid discovered that
he was being double-crossed.

Through the pine nreat he had fol-
Iowed; 1nn the hidden glade he had seen
the bunch of Mexican eows in cover, noé
twenty vards from.the Kid and McCann,
Kid's secret was his now, and he
bad only to return to Blue Pine and re-
port to his boss. When the horsemen
rode nway once more Dave Tutt took
his way back to camp, with a grin on his
face.

Iic had a long tramp b
he had followed, of cou
horseman could not have kept in cover.
Like mwost cattlemen, he was a bad
walker, and he was tired and savage in
mood long before Le had covered half
the distance back. e was still a good
two miles out of ma Pine when his
keen senses, rather than anv actual
obscrvation, warned him of danger.
Many a sharp, suspicious glance he
threw round him; but the scrubs gave
no sign, and he tramped on faster than
before with growing . uncasiness. The
snapping of a twig, “the murmur of the

. .
fore him; for
¢, on {oot—a

wind in  the pendant masses of
Spantard’s beard, sufficed to alarm him;
vet he had scen nothing, heard nothlnn
definite.  But the conviction was grow-
ing in his mind that he was being
hunted  in the chaporral, and he was
intensely anxious to find himself bacl\

in the open trail again.

Tle stopped at last and glared round
Lhim. his hand on his gun.

Was theve danger? Or weve his nerves
plaving him falsa?

No sound came {o him, no movement.

Tor several minutes he waited, his
head bent to listen Lreath comiing
thick and fast. ’

But there was nothi g--nothing. And
vet the sileuce and the stillness seemed
t]ucatnnuw to the tautened nerves of
the guntnan.

e ph\nng on again. his gun drawn
in hx» hand now, his eves watehful as a
cat’s. He was close to the open trail
now: and once out of the scrubs he
would at least be auk to see an enemy
11 enemy there wa He gripped his

un hard and huuleu on.

M
|
[

-jay out of the pecans

“Drop it, {feller ! i

Dave Tutt started almost convulsively
as the quiet, pleasant voice broke on his
ea

He did not raise the gun that was
gripped in his hand; for a levelled Colt
was looking at him through the thick
foliage, and the Rio Kid’s bmxhnw eyes
looked at him over the Colt. -

Dave Tutt stared at the Kid, his heart
thumping. He w as mentally calealating
his chances of taking a pot-shot; and a
glint came into the Kid's eyes over the
levelled Colt.

*I guess I said drop it, fellert” said
the Kid.
The gun crashed from Tutt’s hand

into the uudervrowth The Kid gave

Tha seme’” he said approvingly.
“What’s the good of ashmg for hot lead.
feller? T guess it ain’t my business to
save a sherlff the trouble of hanging vou
some d

“What's - this  game,
Dave Tutt huskily.
pull a gun on me.”

“1 guess [ want your company for a
li‘rHo paseo, feller,” smiled the Kid,

“Leave vour gun where it is and walk!”

“Where?”’ hissed Tutt.

“T opine you know the way.

Xid?’ asked
“You've no call wo

3

You’

walking with me fo the place wheve my
cows are feeding.”
Tutt felt a shiver run through his

burly form.

“1 guess I don’t know anything about
your cows, Kid,” he said. **Never knew
you had di\‘, cows, I don's get you.”

“TH tell a man!” smiled the Kid.
“Perhaps I'm making a mistake.
guess we all make mistakes at timcs.
hombre. But I sure figured 1r out that
you know where my cows are.”

‘“Not a hide, not a hair of them, Kid.
I never knew you had any cows.’

“My mistake ! said the Kid. “1
sure reckoned vou was dodging behiud
all the time I was riding so fhendw
with MeCann.’

The gunman trembled.

1 sure reckoned it was a
double-cross me. and get my
nothing,” grinned the Kid.

game to
cows for
“1 sure

fancied that I piped the track of your

number elevens a dozen times in the
bush, riding back with McCGann to the
trail. T sure allowed that if an Apache
Injun was pickin’ wup your trail, he’d
pick it up from Blue Pine camp to my
cows, and back again from my cows
to this hyer spot. You allow I'm
making a mistake ?”

His tone was bantering, but the gun in
his steady hand never {alterad. The
gunman breathed hard.

He knew that it was useless to deny
further; he knew that the Rio IKid had
been wise to the game from the hegin-
ning.

“Why, you dog-goned gink!” ex-
claimed the Kid derhl\elv “Did you
reckon you conld pull the wool over my
eves? I knew vou was watching me
before McCann came along from the
camp. You want to learn trailing before
you trail a man that's got his eyo-teeth
cut. Why, you hobo, vou startled a blue
when you settled
down to watch me. I was wise to it
all the time, and I let vou run on. I
knew I'd have heaps of time to get you

after parting with your boss. Now I've
got you, sabe?”
“Let up, Kid,” muttered the gun-

man_hoarsely. “T'm sure sorr v I took a
hand agin you; I might have knowed
you was too cute.”

“You might,” agreed the Kid. “You
know it now, feller, and the knowledge
may come in usc;ul if you live to put i¢

to _use. .
Ty up, Kid.”
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Vho's hurﬁm’ you?
“Tve told you I want you
tle paseo with me. Walk, feller,
T'm following you, back to where
you saw my cows. Get a move on,
felier,”

The gupman turned in his tracks in
silence, “and tramped.

The Kid followed him.

Neither spoke as they tramped through
the clinging scrubs, bui once or twice
the gunman heard the Xid chuckle
softly, as if at entertaining thoughts.

With mingled feelings of rage and
fear and hate, Dave Tutt tramped
wearily on, retracing the miles he had
dy covered on foot.
for a moment did he think of
dodmng into the thickets and running.
SwWitt as be mxgm have been, he knew
that a bullet from the Kid’s gun would
have been swifter.

The Kid was sparing his life.
the gunman could hardly guess;
expected the Rio Kid to burn
at once if he dizcovered treachery.

Tutt hll“V that his life wou
med if ha attempted tricke 7.
> tramped on, the Kid heamd um

Weary mile after mile dragged under
his feet, till he tramped at lasi into
the glade where the bunch lay.

“Halt, tollc".” drawled the Kid.

Dave Tutt stopped.

“Back agains L thm tree.’”

The gunman obeyed. R

Taking a length of trail-rope in his
left hand. the Kid ren it wmm ihe guu-
man and the tiree, and "nottcd it
securely. In a few minutes Dave Tutt
was bound fo the trunk, a helpless
prisoner

77 drawled the
Lo take

vou T wanb vou

Why,
he had
powder
But

d not

av
he s

m

“You ain’i leaving me here, Kid,
muttered.

“You‘rc sure so kesn on my cCOWS,
I reckon I'll leave you with
said the Kid. *‘I guess you'll
1 ch loose after I'm through with your
bObS.”

“Let up, Kid,”
“Keep clear of Blue
into Blue Pine agin, and you’H never
come back here to let me loose. is
u@ged bearded face was wnme with
apprehension.  “You won’t leave a
paloot to be chawed up by coyotes, iled
{0 a tree.”

“1 sure

said Tutt hoarsely.
Pine. You horn

reckon 1 shall come back safe

from Blue Pine,” smiled the Kid.
“Torget it, Kid! I'm giving you the

straight goods,” panted the gunman.
“It’s you for the long trail if you show
up in Blue Pine. I tell you that when
yvou drop into McCeann’s office to collect
your dollars you'll be riddled with ](‘ﬂd
afore you can say no sugar in mine.

The de laughed.

“That’s the game, is ii?” he asked.
“I1 figured it out thab it was. All same,
T'm going back to Blue Pine to collect
the dollars for my bunch, and I reckon
the price has gone up now; this bunch
will cost MeCann thice thousand. 1
wani to be paid for my trouble as well
as my cows.”

“1 Leep on telling you you're a dud

man if you butt into Blue Pine agin,’
Damed Tutt.

“Search me!” said the Kid, cheer-
fully. :

And he turned and disappearcd into
pine-woods, leaving Dave Tuit star-
after him with black despair in his

st

he
lg
ace,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Pony Up!
cCANN stared out of his door-
way for the last time, and
scowled, and shut the "door.
The hour was late, the naphma.
ad

lan*nQ of the B]U" 'pmc salaon }

| 2 hundred tou

ing.

eveuing ab thie

’\Iﬁbann, as usual
saioon, here

expected Dave Tutt to come in widh his
report; bub the gunman had not come.
Neither was Tutt at his framehouse when
he came back there, and McCann, as he
closed and barred his door, wondered
what had become of the spy. Tutt
should have been back long since, unless
he had fallen foul of the Rio Kid or
some other cnemy. But he had not
come, and the cattle boss gave up ex-
pectation of seeing him that night.
McCann gritted his teeth as he re-
ficcted that the Rio Kid might have
been more wideawake than he buppo%d
If he had spotted the spy in the thickets
and shof him, MecCann had lost one of
his best men, and in that case the Kid
was probably wise to his treacherous
scherme, and \"ould not come to the cffice
on the morrow; he would drive bis cows
i unouwr market. But he

he had |

with  them,

MeoeCann The
Kld on apid and
> only made

red hidden
could lie safe when
but a catile-drive was
a thffor The Kid vou]/& not
save hir from the cattle hoss' ven-
geance wm)oat Ioavinrr his cows_behind.
or in
the ‘scheme
Eid would come io the

he

other cnemies,
held good-—the

office on the moryow for his dollars, and
would be taken dead or alive, and
d over to the sheriff of Frio by the

1 of Blue Fine. Dug if Tuil had

fallen ab the Kid's hand, if the Kid did
not come. then the hunt would be up—
rhs wonld be searching the
counivy for t Kid’s buach. AfceCann
could get ih bunch. that was certain;
and if he got the Kid, too, so much the
better,

M Cann tock a
office, and then w
room which was
his  bed-room
after him, and
His face n
sure oi to bnmn
turn the affaiv {ook: but he wanted lo
get the Kid, and i sceined doubtful
now whether the Kid would fall into his

glane
into hi
a4 it

vound h
x'lnopin
He ¢ 0*0(1
and locked it
down his candle.
snd angry; he was
of cows, whatever

door
set

snarc.

It was more doubtfnl than the catile-
boss supposed.

aving sep down ihe candle on a

bench, he was turning, when a cold
rim of sieel touched his neck.

“Put ‘em np, boss!” said a pleasant
voice.

A shudder #an ithrough McCann from
head to foot. e was so utterly taken
aback that for a moment he did nob
cbey the injunciion. Then his hands
rose slowly over his head, and in the
flickering candle-light his staring eyes
fixed on the face of the Rio Kid.

Th@ Kid nodded and smiled.

“You sure look slxpuned boss,” he
drawled, “I'll tell the world!”’

“¥You—here!” McCann barely
the words.

“Too carly for you, boss?” asked the
Kid apologetically. “We ﬁzed it for
to-merrow, when you saw the cows;
and it’s sure to-morrow ©now—imore’'n
half-past twelve, {eller. I= 4 too
early77?

McCann could not speak;

uitered

he could

only glare at the cool, self-possessed
Kid, emd the six-gun that was almost
touchi g him, v th the Kid's finger_on
the tri go The Kid was smiling, but

there was a deadly menace in his eyes.
“It’s sure early, boss,” the Kid said
banteringly. “But 1 allow I'm rather
in a hitrry; I've got @ bhunch that the
1 cutr ef the Blue Pine
it

aet
get

the belter

will be for my

count1 ¥

had spent Ins, hoa,lth.

3
g thcm cows? The plwe
gone up now. That buneh will cost 3
Yhroo thousand dollars. Are you huy-
ing 77

“No!” hissed McCann.

“I'm rveal sorry for thatf,” sighed
Kid. “Any prayers to say, feller
The smile left his
look that came over the sunburn
sent a cold shudder down the - cat
dealer’s spine “You dog-goned

thief, you fignred out you’'d do
cress me and get that bunch
nothing. You've got one min

i vou tr y to touch a gun,
as that.’
McCann gasped.
“I’m buying !” he paniad.
“At threo thousand?”

101

“bure"’

¢ a trade,” said the Kid oheerilc
“Sort cut the duat feller. TN miud
your gun while you're sorting it out'’

He lifted the gun from the catile-
boss’ belt.

“Prouto!” he snapped.

Without a word, trembling with va
but with lhe fear of death in his Lmur,
MeCann unlocked an iron box that was
hldau\ under his pillow. ]n bitter
silence he counted out a roll and handad
it to the Kid, who took it -vith his lefe
hand and ~hpp«,d it into a pocket.

“That lets you out, boss,” smiled the
Kid. “The bunch is yours, and I guess
vour man will drvive them in lat

MeCann staved at him blankly; he
had not expected that the Kid would

keep faith with him. The Kid unde:
stood the look and laughed contemptu-
ously.

“You're sure a dog-goned thicf,
- , . :
McCann,” be said. “You've hought
the bunch and its yours. I reckon

ou'd have done better to make a f.nr
rade when T meseyed in; but you've
got the bunch cheap, oll the same. Now,
i reckon all you can do for me is o
keep quiet for a spell while I slide out.
Pud your paws together, feller!”
Under the Lmawxicnmg gun, the Kid
bound the cattle-hoss hand | and foet and

stuffed his own neeckscarf into his mouth.
He blew out the candle, MeCann,
sprawling bound and helpless, gagged

and silent, on the bed, watched him
with glittering eyes. He heard a soft
laugh, and iths sound of a door open-
ing and elosing.  ‘The Rxo Kid was
gone, and the caitle-boss of Blue Pine,
vntlung helplessty in his bonds, waited
furiously for mmmng and release,
knowing that long before morning the
Rio Kid would be far away.

In the fivst gleam of dawn a smiling
face looked at Dave Tutt from the
shadows, and a knife slid through the
trail-vope thai bound him to a tree in
the heart of the pine-wooeds. The gun-
man, stiff and sore, staggered away
from the tree, panting with relief. No
man in Texas had ever been so glad
to see the Rio Kid alive and well.

The Kid waved his hand to the sleep-
ing COWS.

“You want to drive that bunch to
Blue Pine, feller,” he said.” ‘“Hank
McCann'’s bogvkt that bunch, and paid
on the nail like a good little man. So-
long, feller! Kecp your eyes peeled
next time you fBgure out to trail the
Rio Kid!”

And the Rio Kid rode away threuglh

the scented pines.
THE END.
(Yowll find another roaring loRG

(zmadng oytlau, the Rio

yarn of this
e ek’s issue. Look oui for

Kid, in aewi we
ity B .
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4 RATTLING FINE YARN OF

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
An Old Foe!
HE grey mustang shied, and the
Rie Kid drew rein at once.
Something in the thickets had
startled his horse. The Kid's
gun leaped into his hand. In the heart
of the trackless siretch of scrubs he had
not looked for a foe, but the Kid was
ucver off his guard.

~ But there was no sound, no movement
in the thick vegetation bordering the
narrow path by which the Kid was
riding.

FPecans and live osks. laced with
vines and thick masses of Spaniards’
beard, rose like a wall beside him. Save
for the buzzing insects there was no
sign of ]‘ch;, till the Kid discerned a
valture sitting motionless on a branch,
watching the thicket below. Like an
mage carved in ehony the vulture
perched and watched, taking no heed
of the passing horseman; and the Xid,
a5 soon as he saw the black vulture,
kriew what had caused his mustang to

shy. A man or a beast lay in the
thicket, hurt—but not dead,y or the
carrion bujd would have swooped.
While a sign of life remained the
vul"ture would not dars to touch his
prey. With untiring  patience the
obscene bird waited, watching with

untiring eyes,
The Kid shrugged his
patiently, - -
wHe. was following an anicls
)] antelope path
throlgh the scrubs, seeking \‘,n)t}zr. DHI}:
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BREATHLESS ADVENTURE IN SOUTHERN

RIO KID, BOY QUTLAW!

horse was thirsty and his own water-

bottle was empity. Whatever it was
that lay hidden among the thickets, it
was no business of his. If it was a man,
there were few men in Texas who were
not his foes. The Kid was tempted to
ride on his way, leaving the black
vulture to watch for the last spark of
life to flicker out of his prey. Never-
theless, he dismounted and plunged into
the thickets, the staring, fixed eyes of
the hideous bird above him following
his movements.

Had it been some wwounded beast that
lay helpless in the thicket, ihe Kid
would have finished it with a merciful
shot. Bub it was a man that lay
stretched there, only a few feef from
the trampled track the Kid had been
following.

The Rio Kid looked down ai him.

The man lay on his back, his eyes
closed, his rugged, bearded, bronzed
face  turned upward ~towards the
branches and the watching vulture. He

locked like a dead man; but that he’

waz not dead the Kid kuoew, because
the obscene bird had not touched him.
There were two guns in the holsters
slung low to the insensible man’s belt.
One leg of his buckskin bLrecches was
dvenched in blood. The Kid did not
need telling what haod happened. The
two-gun man, waunded in the leg, had
fallen exhavsted, and sunk into in-
sensibility  {rom tiguas  and loss of
blood—and, withons he it was un-

- - s
likely that he would ever have opened

e

the Rioc
Texas, it
he should act the Good
Samaritan to awounded
foe. But that’s because
the Kid is nct so black
as he's painted !

This Week:

“THE GOOD
SAMARITAN!”

TEXAS, FEATURING THE

his eyes again. Tho
walt.

The Kid smiled grimuly as he Jocked
down at the ha wugged, black-
bearded face, with a sickly pallor show-
ing through the bronze. The Kid had
seen that face befare, more than once.
Two-gun Caszey was woll known on ihe

vilture had only te

ra

border.
For some wmomenis the Xid stocd
looking down at the gunman, un-

decided. ¥e was again tempted to ride

on his way. His glance fixed on a
scar that ran secross the gunman’s

rugged cheek {from jaw to -tomple, o
scar left by a bullet that had gone
very close. Two-gun Casey had had s
narrow escape on thab oceasion, as no
one knew better than the Rio Kid, for
it was the Kid wha had fired the shot.
Back into his mind, as he stood staring
at the senseless man, came the scene—
a cattle-camp on the Pecos, where
Casey had claimed a horse on which a
tenderfcot had ridden into camp, and
ulled a gun to enforce his claim. The
Kid, who, as he often told himself,
never could mind his own business, had
dropped Casey before he could pull
trigger. The teaderfoot was nothing
to him:; he had never seen the follow
before, and never expected to see him
again. Bui he had chipped in o save
thie fellow’s life—and spoiled Casey’s
good looks for ever.

The man was 2 bad ¢gg, 2 hard case,
2 bullying gunman with a long black
record i Ji he died there
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iu the thickets there would be no ona
to mourn him; maay, probably, to re-
. if ever they learned that Wwo:
up Casey had gone over the range.

" And yet—

The Kid gave another impatient shrug
of the shoulders. "There were a score
ol good reasons why he should ride on
his way and dismiss the haplc wreich
from his mind, but all the time the
Kid knew that he would not do it. The
fact that the man was \.m,nded and
helpless settled the matter for the Kid.

He dropped on his knees beside Casey,

First of all he removed the guns from
the man’s holsters, and from oach of

the six-guns he took the cartridges.
Vhen he replaced the gusns in the
ho sters —harm‘es;* H(\ going to

he ‘U L fRan—
but he knew better mlan ‘to trust him.
He searched Casey for cariridges and
found a good supply, which he threw
thick Then he

away among the B
Jukéd the heavy bowie-knile from the
man belt. and tossed it away in ihe
safer with vour teeth
the Kid remarked
attention was given uext (o

50 wound.
A bullei had pa
man’s lez, and {he losz
been grent~——a‘l ‘hc mors
had evidently

ed ilhrough the gun-
of blood ha
bnmuse Casey

S}"‘ﬁ. 0[ TECOVeT iﬂg,

consciousne was a hig and heavy
man, but the 1{1(1 1 hin eas
znough.

“Steady, old

The. grey. mt o o]
while tho Kid lifted the insensible x
upon the saddls.

Holding him theve with his strong
arms the Kid pursued his way, 2 hoarse
croak from the disappointed vulture
following him.

For a good distance the Kid tramped
beside his horse, pushing thvough the
thickets, till he reached at last the little
stream where the wild be came to
dreink, fowing nnd Eurolmg throngh
the chaparral.

There he halied to camp.

He gave his horse a drnk firsi of ali
His mustang was always the Kid's fivst
Tare.

But before he thoughi of his own
needs, the Kid attended to the helpless
man who had so strangely fallen upon
his hands.

He made a bed of leaves, with his
own blankets added, end laid Casey
upon it, and then removed the bandage
ha had placed on the wound, \\ached
it cavefully with wmcv from the $tream.
and bandaged it agaian. All that could
be dons for the man be did, siniling
at hirself meanwhile. He knew thab
be was saving Two-gun Casey’s life—
the man was hard and tough and would
pull through under the Xid’s care. He
knew that had the case been reversed—
had the gunman found him wounded—
he would have laughed and ridden on.
The Kid was guite well aware of that.

“Yowre o durned fool, Kid!” he
drawled as he left the vounded man
ab last. “You alws a durned
fool, Kid, aud yvou always will be. Here
you arve in the Frio couutrv again,
where there's dollars on you, and
Sheriff Watson would give twice as
wuch for a sight of you t'\k}f\g this

o

&

durned hobo on your hand You'll
sure end your days on a 1ope Kid,

strung up to a colionwood—you sure
will?”

And the Kid Iau"ned al”(i unpacked
the frijoles his sab g

[P
«OF . oand

munching Lx the side of the inszensible
gunman, who, @3 every man on the
Pecos knew, had sworn to “get ™ him.
That did not worey the Kid. Many
men had sworn to get the Rio Kid, but
no one had got him ye
WO
eyes,
The suan,

over the hil glowed red on

thie trees and bushes. 'I'he stream ran
under the trees like a streak of crimson,
were darkening in the thickets.
mustang  was  contentedly
in the radivs of the trail-
O, Tn w oy utvar @b asa
handsome Kid sat, whistling softly the
merry tune of a Mevican - fa :ndango.
Casey’s bwzred eves turned on  him,
dazed, dizzy, amazed.

The Kid guve him a checry

She Kid! breathed € ‘

“(Correct

The gum
dovn to his be
his dazed mind at of the ¥
was to get bold of a g The Kid
watched | it with an amused awile.

Casey groancd. He was too weak
even to reach his gun, let alone to
pull if

“r,

et,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
in Camp!
GUN  CASEY

opened  his

inking  westward

cropping wi
~

T
vie

~]

umi.

thought

? zaid the Tid,
ing. You sure don't want your
You're in good hands, feller i

Casey stared at hxm bld.lll\).\'

He knew the Kid ¢ rand-
5, S face, the
adorned a band of

shining silver nuggets.

Ho could not understand.
He lav silent for a time,
placed a pannikin of watcr to l

Casey drank eagerly.

“1 guess I've got x,OLlunn better,” said
the Kid .LpO(Of‘"C’l(‘anY ‘Pm sure on
hard pan ]us\, oW, *

and the Kid
lips.

Casey.!l”

“IWhat's ¢ g'une I\:d"" nbieved
Casey huskily. “ How did 1 get huL
And where did you s g from?”

“Y reckon I picked you up w
in the thickets and blout’ht TOu heve
to camp,” answered the Kid.

£3 \‘rh b

Beeause I'm

“You've got me beal!
mumb loco, "1 g

s3 1%

ues
z dow ndaged
ting on # soft pmllet of Ica r
m I going up?” he asked faintly.

“Not on vour life!” answered the Kid
cheerily. “Yowll sure limp some, but
vowll pull through! In a week from
now you'll be CR.

“ A week I mattered Casey.

He stared ai the Kid.

“ A galoot might as well go up! 1
shall sive 1}l/tbf out, left 1101 in the
se7 rubs ! he muuered

“Bui you ain’t left,” said the Kid.

‘A litile man about my size is riding

1

hmd ox er vou, feller, till you get
going.

SV hy 7 breathed Casey.

“You keep on king a gaoloot
riddles ! grinned the XKid. “I sure

don't know why, except that T'm a pil-
grim that never can mind his own
Dusiness ! Any galoot with hoss-sense
would have left you to the pesky \"u?ture
that was watching you way back !’

Casey shuddered.

“You're not for Jordan this time!”
ured the Kid. “You keep still and
iet, and T'm going to grub-stake vou
vour pins again! You

Gy
till
don’t want
1 don't ¢
“Horgey

said Casey faintly.
Take a resh ."

Price 24. 13
to puz i i
puzzle out the an:,(, matvor\
ers he was, w mmfw‘ an il

d and hfly) 35, A
the merey of iha Kid whose life he h Lfl
sworn to tak Why did not t :
{imsh him with g bullet, or &t leass
f?a:@ hnl to the wvultnures and  the
coyoies? sey did not comprehend,
and he was rever likely to comprehend.
Indeed, ¢ Rio Kid hardly knew why
{1; was hthll“‘; irouble and runaing risk
for a man who would gladly huve shot
him down at sight. He laughed at win-

£ in the xoie of Good Sam%mtau

But he did not falter in whart he had
undertaken

X il

d%

md the nexi,

fended
when
Kid

>, aud

€
v C
mn.

was able o eat the
hn}l {food. The Kid was, as he
Lafd vase. e was pack
o country where he was !\no\\n
ve he could not venture into
camp.  Tor food le had tu

hat he earvied in Lis sack
1k I]xe could add to it by gunning

£

But :nt the wounded
apd in o counle of
x)l% st o'lger

third day

avell
o

man

, when ¢ the :Ki\ji Cane
hoan “nte‘ope cve
¥y was sifting np against
a log, and he eyed the Kid strs wngely.

" Feeling  beiter, feller?” the
Xid cheerily.

‘@)aba" nodded,

“Loo here, Xid, what's this game?”
fie asked once more. " You sure ain'g
keeomrr me hver for nothing. Bup theve
isu’s any mwe on my head like there iz

& -«.A{CL{

o

Tou ¥ Lundved
dollars to the She m E tio like re, X
reckon I shouldn’t ca 11 onn the sherift

to pony up, Casey!” sald the Kid
quietly. Llood-moncy aln’t in oy
line t”

Ho langhed.

“Tt's in yours, thouol, 1 reckon ! e
said.  “Yowd suve hand me over to
Sherilf Watson for the reward!”

Not after what on":e done fov e,

117 protested Ca

The Kid nodded, and furned away to

build a fire to cook au«e‘olw meat. i
he Luew that Casey svas Sm his
h.und to a gun in hix belt he guve no

ign.

(,11 clk !

The Kid tuncd,

“Ha, ha, ha!” he roared.

Casey, with a startled and sheepish
face, sat there with a gun in his hand--

and the Kid roared with Iaurrhlel.

. “Yeu sure take me for a simple
jasper I roared the Kid. “Did you

figure out that I left you with anythng
i vour guns and turned my back on
you? a, ha, ha 17 )

The Kid was ‘wenuinely entertained.
The black treachery of the attempt did
nobt seem to affect him; he expected
nothing better from the wretch he had
befriended.

Casey dropped the gun.

Tor a moment or two his face was
convulsed with fury. The Kid did not
draw on him, however, as he expecieu.
He resumed building the five.

“J guess 1 wasn't guaning
Kid,” said Casey at last.

at you,

“Some lie!” said the Kid, without
turning his head. o

“1 was jest trring the gun, Kid.

“Cut 1t out, (,/aaev’ 1 veckon if theve
had been a bullet in that gun, it _wonld

been thb 1on0‘ tl“ﬂlv for me! Whal's

have
Iving 77 said the Kid zood-

the good of !
humourediy.
Caxev iay

here, Kld vou
Iz

1z Porr

silent. Bui be Lroke out
know I wwas

No.
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trym«v to get vou—you know I swore
“Pdoget you after yov gave me this scar,
Wuas s your game?

The Kid turned to le then.

“Yowll never savvy,” he said. I
p\cLeJ you up when you was food for
the buzzards, and I'm saving your life.
As soon as you can walk I'm going to
start you oft, and 1 shall sure be glad
to see the last of you! That's ail. But
chew on this, Mister Casey I added the
Kid, with a glint in his blue eyes.
“Chew on this serious! You try once
more to get me while T'm tending vou,
znd yow're @& gone coon! Tve l)‘-; you
off this time, after youw've tried o shool

me in the back! That’s the hmx* ! You
iry on any gun-game with’ after
this, and you're a dead man—- you
don’t get away with it! You gei me?

Next tume will be last time!”

“T’11 sure remember that, Kid ! said
fa:ex.

*Yowd better!” said rhp Kid signifi-

cantly. -
And then hLe cooked the antelope
meas, and gave Two-gun L,&sev his

supper, dmmzs;nw the mmdknn from his
mind.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Punic Faith!

AY followed day by the sfrcam in
the bush.
- L&Ch day Casey grow stronger.

At last he was able to me
wboui the c:zmp with the help of a stick
that the Xid cut for him.

Had he been armed the gunman
would probebly have repeated his
attempt on the Kid. Gratitude had no
place in the composition of Two-gun
Casey. Indeed, he felt no call to grati-
tude, for his herd and savage nature
was incapable of realising what the
Rio Kid was deing for him. The I\ld
was playing some deep game thai he
could not comprehend was all that Two-
gun Casey could believe. His hatved for
the young puncher who had d*opped
him and Iein a scar across his tace
burned as ficrcely ss ever. The know-
ledge that he was helpless, at the Kid’s
merey, added to his hatfed. Not' a
gleam of compunction would he have
Yelt had he been able to pull 2 gun on

AFTER NIGHTFALL?
gripped hard in h:is hand.

Tz PorrLar.—No, 478,

The sheriff of Frio
“ Hands up, Kid ! " he shouted.
did not stir, the sheriff opened fire, pomt blank.

But he remembered the warn-
ived. Fle knew that the
word of it. If he
as a dead

the Xid.
ing hn had rece

:d Lod meant e
trzed again and failed, he wi
man.

And Casey was very careful.

He made himself wsefnl in camp; he
tended the camp-fire, and cooked the

amDJope Hl@‘xi that the Kid brought in
OOda.'
:1’uaefu hu_mmn

Once, while the Kid
it crossed Casey’s
mind ang and ride.
Bui the Rld musiang, was not to be
stolen; teeth and hoots were ready for
any ridm Tut the Kid, as Casey -dis-
covered to his cosr.  Casey would gladly
have shot the animal down in vevenge
had he had a gun with a cartridge
in it.

Day followed day.

(an(‘" limpod about the lonely camp
Iis stick; bub- as his strength

eturned, and he felt C“.pa“)l(A of greater

iong, he did not tell rhe ‘\ld 50.

Whenever the Kid saw bim, he was
Hmping painful hen he mgved.

The woek v !
was still, fo all
The Kid was paticut,

“What are yon doing Iuw in the
Frio couniry, Kid?” ¢
over the camp-{ire one nig
ain’t a safe country for vyouw.’

Tue Kid shrugged his shoulders

“1 yeckon 1 wantgd a look at  the
again,” he apswered. VI w
@ here, on Doubie-Bar ranch ;
I used to ride into ¥rio with the bunch.

from the
Was

ance, helpl

=

I v*°‘xtc<’ te ses the old show
Ca ) sarcasticelly. Tt

for & sentimx ihen, ihat the
Kid was in the country

where a i ready 10

5 were v
leap from their s oat the sight
of him. .

“And you?” said the Kidl
in the camps way duv 1 the T
I saw you before

Casey scowled.

“1 was after o g‘uloot,"
man I wanted to get.”

“And he got you?”’ gripned the Kid

“Ho sure did,” confessed Casey. * He
laid for me ou the irvail, and the bullet
that went through my leg killel my
b ¥'d have gob him all ibe same,

ho suid, “A

feaped to his feet, his gun
And as the figure
(See (Fiapier 3

if Tie'd stayed afier one
s out and ! fo me,
orawled miles hefore
the c‘mparral-‘vhem
Kid.,”

“With a buzzard waic
the Kid.

you found me,

ung you,” said

“Lock here, Kid_, you  could sure
rustle me & hoss”  said  Casey.

after me hko a wmu

T cans ag this leg

very far, but if vou conld rustle me a
hoss I could hit the trail and save yon
trouble.”

The Kid’s face hardened.

“I've never rustled a horss or a cow,
Casey,” he answered. “You don’t
want to talk that-a-way. But I reckon
T mxghr get you a cayure somewher
i made money on a geal 1n ¢ows in whe
Blue Pine couniry, and I guess I'm
heeled. Only it ain’t easy for me to
walk mLo F:3 camp—m this country o
buy & hoss—-""

'lhe Kid reflected.

“I guess I conld ride to the breedys’
camps up in the Hueeas, and get you a
critter,” he said. “Bub that means
Iea**mg vou here for a whole
\uﬁ.

will
he e
will be weeks
ger away on
with a cayuse—

“I reckon I'll e

’I}‘c Kid rolled 1
Nanket beside his
sleap. Wo-gun
hiz other blanket.

fimes,
of the i
d his
at the id,

oyes g"iﬂ'(lrif
Bubt he kn
rizk it

The Xid

i he did not,
surely wonld v
hiostile move y"m‘

wian.
Onee n

hatred

as
¢ border, Two-gun C

apd  closed  his
feves in sleep.
I The next day ihe Kid, instead of
{ going oub to hunt for game as usval,

sared his ‘10 (( a ride.
i P'm lcu,\mg » heap grub for o
| day, feller,” he “1 veckon L can
get hack soon Sundu"n \v‘th 2
L from the
Huecas. You
O.K. on your own iill thcn?”

“Bure!” said Casey cagerly.
“It's a einch, then.”
And the Rio Kid mounted and rode.

Lwo-gun 256 watched him  with
clittering eyes as he aisappeared Into
i the tangled chaparral

for a whole day!
%azd to be as wary
ce his years on thc
sey had fooled him.
| He fancied that he had lezt a helpless

The led Wiks gi
een o8 he was,
any man of ¢

limping man—=a man who ecould not
Hmp half a mile from ramp. Casey
showed his testh in a2 savage grin,

The Kid was making a mibtalxc, and
in dea hng with Two-gun Casey, a man
could not afford to make mistakes.

But the Rio Kid was not so casily
fooled as the gun-man believed.

He rode away cheerily through the
chaparral; but & mile from the ecamp
by -tlhie stream ke halted, and dis-

h g

mounted. his mustang
hex g, the Kid
vng, the Kid

he Rio Kid Is\i
But he can



.dangsrous enemy to have.
make a great pal.
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There was a smile

C his  handsomse
e; bubt the glint
in . his eyes nnght

have terrifi Two-
gun Casey had he
zeen it.

With the caution
of an Apache on the
war-path, the Rio
Kid approached the
camp by the soli-
tary stream.

From the thickets
he observed it for a
time, before he
came out inte the
apen.

He
was
at i

knew that 1t
daeserted; wien
st he left cover,-
and eame into- the
camp. The fire
was dead; and there
was no sign of
Two-gun Caszey.

The gun-man was goue.

By the dead fire lay the siich the
Kid had cut for him to
wallk with. The gun-man
no longer needed it. i

The Kid laughed softly. ;

What he had suspected
he knew now fo be true.
While he was absent on
a day’s ride, not to rel
till sundown, the gur
was losing no iime.
had left the camp-—ior
what destination? The
Kid could g !

In a few minnies the
Kid’s keen eyes picked up
the track left by tho gun-
man. One heavy fooi-

print, and one lighi—
Casey was taking care of
his damaged leg as he

The trail wound
the chap-
divection

h went.
f away through
arral, and the
was that of Frie.

The Kid laughed ¢
He looked

B 1 cood ord
a light step,
the trail of the g

THE FOURTH Ciis
‘Mot the Kid!
SHERIEF WATSON,

=
Trio, dis-
burner’s

of
mounted at the charcoal
shack on the edge of the cha
It was o miserable one-

a mere jacal built of
leaves and branches, standing amid un-

1

arral.
roomed shack,

cleared thickeis, shaded by a great
cotton-wood tree.  The sheriff of ¥rio
hitched his horse to a tres, and stood
staring towards the shack suspiciously,
his hand on a six-gun. He had ridden
in hot haste out of Frio town, and he
had ridden alone; but he was on his
guard, as he knew that he had need
to be when he was taking the trail of
the Rio Kid.

A black-bearded man wi rred
face limped out of the leafy jacal. He
saluted the Frio sheriff with a nod.

“I guess you gobl my message
sheriff.” :

“That’s why Im here, Twe-gun-

Casey,” answered Wabson tersely. “If
this is a gun-game you waunb o watch
out.”

“It’s a square deal, sheriff,” said
Cazey. ‘I reckon I mean business, or
I wouldn’t have hopped miles through
7171:_11: gol-darned chaparral as far as
this. I tell the world, I was dead
beat when I got this far. I gave that

WHAT THE KID OYERHEARD!

ten dollars to leave his
and carry my message
I guess I couldn’t have
urther—bat T re

Mexican greaser
oal-burning
you, sherif
gone a vard f

was a charcoal-burner’s shack
verabouts, and hit it It’s & square
deal, sheriff.”
Sheriff Watson stared at the man’s
zcarred, rugged face, worn now with
exertion and fatigue and pain. Two-

gun Casey was scarcely equal to the
long iramp through the tangled chap-
arral that he had undertaken, though
he was much more recovercd than he
had told the Rio Kid. Hate and
vengeance had spurred him on to the
fort. bhut he had resched the ¢
*s jacal exhausted. In his hard,
worn, tense face, the Frio sheriff read
his ecarnestness. i

“Spill it!” said Watson. “I reckon
the name of the Rio Kid would make
me mount and ride any time. I want

that man, and I want him bad. I got
vour message by the greaser. You sure

allowed that if 1 came out to szee you
here, vou would put me wisc to the
Kid.”

“Bure!l?

“The Kid’s back, in ihe Frio country,
then?” asked the sheriff. “I last heard
of him up in Blue Pine.”

“He’s back.”
“VYou've seen him?” aszked the sherifi
cagerly.

N

T left him this durned merning.”

“ Where?”

Watson’s eyes gleamed, and he
breathed hard. 1t was a sore point
with Watson that he had never been able
to rope in the Rio Kid—only cnce, when
the Kid had slipped throngh his fingers
again. Sheriff Watson would have
given the fingers of one hand, to lay
the other hand on the Kid.

“J sure reckouned yow'd hustle when
you heard that the Kid was around
agin, sheriff I said the gu with

1an,

a hard laugh “But 1 a trade,
sheriff. There’s five hundred doilars on

the Kid. Do I touch it if T hand you
the Kid?”

“Vou sure do,” said the sher
word’s good enough for you, 1 regk

P rice 2d. 15

“ Yau mosey alonag to the camp after ni -
iall, and you’ll find the Kid sitting by the firs,”’ said Two—gun'cgsey.| bl
vou want to be sudden on the shoot, too, zheriff!’”’

said Sherifi Watson grimly.

‘fAnd
: “ Leaves that to me,”
(See Chanter 4.)

11

the assented

way,” Two-gun

ran i - . . . -] N 1 k]
Cu I guess your word is better'n
the banka 0. The Kid’s wour
dead or al guess I'd have handed
him over it I'd a bellet to my

gun. His camp’s in the chaparral,
three miles from this shack.”
sald Watson.

nob
“Glory bet”
the rest of .7

Two-gun

"o

“Give me

oy told his tale.

The sheriff lisiencd in e, without
comuent. What he 1w of the
desperado, who was selling the man
who had saved jife, he did not say;
his business was to rope in the Rio
Kid, by the laws of Texas on
many counis.

He lissened with deep attention while
Casey described e camp by the
stream in the. chaparral, giving him
the minutest degails.

“Y guess I shall hit that camp easy
said Watson. “And you say the Kid
will he back scon arter sundown.”

“Sure!” answered C: “You can

Jen

—

o
il

3

3Ley.

get there with your men soon after
nightfall, sheriff. There’ll be a camp-
fire to guide you besides. You don't

want to get there before the Kid; he’s
spry encugh to spot you and keep clear.
You wanb to surround the camp when
the Kid's there, and close in on him—
znd the Kid’s your meat, sherifi.”

Watson nedded. ’

“Rub if he mis
he will sure get
something on,” he .

«Tle won't miss me from the camp,
answered Casey. 1 reckon 1 shall be
there. He would e spob the racket
in once if 1 was missing. He reckons
that I can’t toiter a hundred yards, bué
he would get wise to b if he found me
missing. i shall he there—in my
biankets. I1f I wasn't there the Kid
sure wouldn’t be there. And I zuess
I'm not letting him get out of this.
Two-gun Casey gritted his 1{.g~eth anld
touched the deep scar on 13 cheek.
«T swore I'd get him when he gﬂ,vcf;n'e
this, and Yeckon 1 want that hve
o Tur POPULAR—NO. 478.

.

5 you from the camp
o to it that there’s
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Vou mosey -along an
hour after nightfall, and you ‘Il find the
Kid sitting cool and easy by the camp-
dre—and you want to be sudden on the
shoot, too, sheriff.”

1 guess I'll give the Kid a chance
io put up his hands,” answered Watson.
“But if ke don’t pu{: them up instanter,
he gets his. T reckon I know him too
“-1 fo give him a chance to pull a

hundred, too.

“Ii he pulm s gun Frio will waat a
new sheriff,” said Casey.

“Leave that to me snapped the
sheriff. 1 reckon this is a sure cinch,
and the Rio Kid has got to the end of
hig trail at last.”

grim

There svas a satisfuction 1in
Shoriff Watson's fuc(\ as he rode aw vay
to frio after his interview widds ilie
gunman.

Two-gun Casey sfood leaning on the
wall of the hut, watching hin: il he
vas out of ~1ght

Then he turned away and limped into
ithe chaparral, to make his way ba
to the camp by the streamm. The
was noé to kaow that Lie had left i@
not to suspect for a momeni that the
gunman had betrayed him and sold
him to his enemies.

After the gunmaun was swallowed by
{he tangled chaparral, another figure
emerged from behind the hut into the
sunlight.

The Rio Kid laughed lightly.

He glanced in the direction the sheriff
had taken, towards Frio town. He was
far out of sight. Then the Kid followed
on Two-zun Casey’s track into the dim
chaparral.

There was a smile on his face as he
went, a grim smile.

He trod without sound:; but often,
anead of bim, he heard the noises of
crackliing underbush, and a muttered
carse from the gunman as he trailed
his injured leg.

Two-gun Casey limpned at last from
the thickets into the ecamp by the
stream and sank down on a log.

The sun was deep down now, and
spadows were lengthening 1in  the
chaparral. The gunman rested for a

iime, and then he rebuilt the camp-fire
and lighted it. When the Kid came
back from his long ride he was to
discern nothing amiss in the camp—
nothing to put him wise. The gunman
tigtle dreamed how much the Kid
already knew.

“Bay, feller.”

Casey started convelsively and spun
tound.

The Rio Kid stood almost ab Lis side.
H;: niustang was not to be seen, and
ihere was a gun in his hand. Heé had
come into camp on foot, and it was not
vet sundoivn,

Casey pulled himself fu‘ﬂetlm\

““You sure startled me, Kid,” he said.
“ Where's your cayuse?’’
“I left bhim staked out way back,”

answered the Kid.

“You ain't been up to the hills?”

¢ NODC.”

Casey repressed a tremor. There was
a light in the Kid's eves that scared
and the gun in the Kid’s hand
surely meant that the Xid was sus-
picious. And why had Le not been up
to the hills?

“Where have you been, then, Kid?”
asked the gunman, trying to speak
casually,

“1 sure took a little paseo on foot,”
answered the Kid carelessly. “1 took
a little rest by the charcoal-burner’s

Ca=evs hard fane whitened,
Ho knew now!
TuE PoruLir.—No. 478,

went on the Xid
in moeasured tones, “I picked you up
a dying man in the chaparral, “with a
buzzard watching vou, and brought you
here and nursed yoa. I warned you
that if you tried to get me again it
would be the last time. You dog-goned
galoot, you thought you had fooled me
—and you was plumb glad to get clear
of me for a whole day. Why, you
gink, I trailed you to the charcoal-
burper’s shack, and I was lying there
in cover while you was talking to the
sheriff of Frio.”

Two-gun Casey set his teeth.

“Shoot, then, and be durved {o you!”
he hissed.

“1 guess I'm not wasting powder and
shot on a dirty coyote like you, Casey P
said the Kid disdainfully, “And I
ain’t shooting any man in cold blood,
even if he's tried to sell me to Judge
Lynch., Youw've sent for the sheriff of
Frio, and, by the holy smoke, you can
take your chance with the sheriff.
You've warned him to be sudden on
the shoot—and maybe he'll be a little
too suddea to please you. Take your
chance with what you've fixed up for
me.”’

The Kid cut a length of tratl-rope
aud bound the gunman's hands behind
his back. Two-gun Casey sought te

“You dirty dog!
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resisb, but his resistance
the Kid.

With bLis bands bound behind him the
gunman was forced into a sitting
posture on a log and bound there
securely, unable to move hand or foot.

His eves burned at the Kid.

“Kid, what's this game?”
demanded hoarsely. What are
fixing me up like this for?”

“Tor the Frio sheriff.”

“You dog-goned galoot. the sheriff's
got no trouble with me! I ain’t wanted
in Frio, like you!” hLissed Casey.

The Kid's eyes glinted.

“You sure told Watson he would
find the Kid sitting on a log by the
fire,” he answered. “I guess Watson's
not going to be disappointed. Take
your chance, you dog—and pray that
Watson ma.vnt be so qmck on the
shoot as you asked I'm to be!”

The Kid was rolhng a gag as he was
speaking, and now he forced it into
the gunman’s mouth and bound it there
with a cord about Caser’s head. His
eyes burning with rage® and hatred,

did not trouble

he
you

|

Two-gun Casey sat
move, unable to speak!

The Kid 3
iresh logs.

Then he took the guuwman’s hat, and
placed his own Stetson on the head of
Two-gun Cases.

The band of silver nuggets, koown
wherever the Rio Kid was koown,
g.hsttened and glimmered in the fire-’
1o

’I‘hen the gunman understood.

“1 guess that's vours,” said the Rio;
Kid. “Take vour chance, hombre, asi
you meant me to take mine, I guess
if the sheriff shoots too quickk he will
sure drill a wovse galoot than he-
reckons.”

\ A‘ moment mmore and the thickening
Udy KLaess Ul LllL 11{,55 LlL!/Ll

Rio Kid from sight.

theve, upable to

ve and threw on
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Through the darkness Sheriff Wat
and the men from Frio trod softly
cautiously.

The gleam of a camp-fire afar was o
"’Uldc to them, if they had needed oue.
In deep cover, they paused at last on
the border of the glade through which
the rippling stream ran.

Sheuh Watson breathed hard.

Scarce twenty yards from him,
stood hidden, gleamed and glowed the
camp-fire by the stream.

Close by the five a figure sat oa a log.

£ sat motionless, hali-bidden by the
shadow of a heavy- branched caiba, the
firelight playing on it in fits and cmrtk

Everv time the flame gleamed up
it shone on the silver b:md of silver
nuggets on the Stetson hat of the man
seated on the log.

The figure sat absolutely still, as still”
as a3 man bound. The face was deep

ud

as be

in the shadow of the hat: bui the
Stetson hat, with its band of silver
nuggets, was enough for the Irio men.

The sherifl's eyves cleamed.

“It's the Kid, sure!” he breathed.

His gun was in his hand, his finger
on the trigger.

The Kid was taken off his guard foe
once; bub the sheriff knew well how
swilt was the Kid on the draw. Thera
were six men behind him, but ounce the
Kid was up with a gun in his hand
the game might yet go agalnst the
sheriff’s posse frorn Frio.

“ I’m giving him a chance!”
Wat “RuE 1f hig DAWS
up m:.tamel', ho gets his.
watch out.”

His teeth set, hiz pun evipped hard,
the sheriff of Frio leaped out of cover. .

breathed
flmx oo
You galocts

His gun flashed to a level as he
shouted :

“Hands up, Kid!”

The figure scemed to stiv. but the
sheriff’s order was not obeyed. Walison
did not hesttate a second.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

He fired and ran forward, firing

again and again as he ran. Bullet after
bullet crashed into the figure by the
fire, yet no sound came from it and i
did not fall—as if something invisible
held it in the same posture. The
sheriff reached him. but 1 was not till
he had dragged aside the Stetson hat.
with its band of silver miggets, that he
knew.

Far a“m' in the 131\194"00& Hae Rio
Kid was riding, humming a Mexican
fandango tune as he rode. “while Sheriff
Watson of Trio, his smoking gun in his
hand, stood staring blankly 3? t,ne body
of Two-gun Casey, riddled with bullets,

THE END.

(You w#ll find anocther breathlcs
thriliing long complete tale of the R
Kid in mnext week's
“SAVED BT AV OU 1’[,
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