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country.

So thinks the R1O KID as he rides lightheartedly through the hills,
steps in and ordains that those dollars should be put to quite another use !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
H:id Up !
HE Rio Kid was rich.

ANOTHIER DRREAT {LE)SS‘Y
He smiled cheerily
thought of it.

With the Kid, as i3 the way

of the punchers, it was easy come and
easy g0, as far as money was concerned,
It was unlikely that the Kid's roll
would last him very long. Bus there it
was, so long as it lasted—three thousand
dollars in~ good notes packed away
inside his belt. He smiled when he
thought of that deal in cows at Blue
Pine that had turned out such a
bonanza for him, With three thousand
dollars in his belt the Kid felt as rich
as a Rockefeller,

as he

Many half-formed plans were revolv-
ing in the Kid's mind as he. rode at an
easy trot by a trail that wound among
wooded hills and islands of trees and
serubs. With so many dollars at his
command he could abandon, if he
liked, his roving life, and buy & thare
in a zanch on some region where the
nante and fame of the Rio Kid had not
penetrated. What thought was a tempt-
ing one, though the Kid shook his head
over it.  He would have liked to ranch
in the Frio country, and ride iwith the
Double Bar bunch: but the Fric countrv
was barred to the Kid, except far Aving
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KID, BOY OUTLAW OF TEXAS!

T

Thfs week:
Saved by an Qutlaw!

visits when the longing to see the old
lay-out was too strong for him to resist.
Another stunt that came into the
Kid’s mind was to light right out of
Texas and break new country on the
western side of the long range of moun-
tains. More than once he had dallied
with the thought of the gold-mining
country over in Arvizona. And yet
another idea was to ‘cross
Grande into Mexico, and set up in that
country, where he would be secure from
Texas sheriffs in a ranch of his own.
None of these stunts had come yei to
a_ definite decision in his mind.  The
Kid was in no hwry. His roll was safe

free man, enjoying every minute of the
day under the blazing sun, and sleep-
ing at night by the side of his mustang
as soundly as an infant. There was
heap time for making up his mind, the
Kid reckoned; and in the meantime he
vevolved all sorts of tempting schemes,
all made possihle by that roll of three

a deal in cows,

(Copvrizht in the United States of America}
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the Rio |

in his belt, and he rode the plains a’

thousand dollars that he had cinched in.

Three thousand dollars—all his
own, to start life afresh in a new

But Fate

FEATURING THE RIO

But among the many thoughts thas
were passing In the Rio Kid’s cheery
mind, as he rode along the trail ameng
the cottonwood-trees, the thought of
losing “his roll was not one. The Kid
packed two guns, and iwas remarkably
useful in handling them, and he would
not have turned an inch out of his way
to avoid any gang of rustlers in Texas.
And he was not in a rustler’s country
now; he was riding through a wégion
where settlers had settled thick, and.
there was no lawless rider to be looked
for, nnless it was the Rio Kid himself.
But, little as the Kid suspected it, the
danger of losing his roll was very mear
and close. : )

He checked his horse at the sight of
smoke rising from a distance across: the
cottonwoeds. A cowman to his finger-
ends, the Kid hated the settlements that
were driving the cows ous of the country.
and he would not pass-near by one of
the homesteads if he could help it. He
had had enongh of them and their wire
fences up in the Alamito, and here, in
the Buttes country, he did not want to
see any more of them. ‘And as the Kid
pulled in the grey mustang a man
stepped out of the trees with a rifle at
his shoulder, and the muzzle bore fair
and full upon the horseman.

“Pui ’em up!”

The Kid laughed. - t

There was no man in Texas guicker
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an the Rio Kid; but he
he had a chance and when
With a rifle muzzle bearing
him at a distance of

he hado’s,
directly uporn ) {
three yards, the Kid did not think of

touching & gun, He lifted his hands
over his head, letfing his reins drop on
his mustang’s neck, and lavghed as he
looked at the wman with the rifle. Ii
was no swaggering gunman or rough-
viding rustler who had held up the Kid.
The man, in hiz cagged store clothes
and tattered Stetson, his hard, scrubby-
iined face, was evidently a settler, and
cne who had steuck hard Iuck.  Grim
irouble sud hard poverty could be wead
every lino of his rugged face and a
ight of desperation in his eyes. The
id lnughed; ke could not help it He
tiad carried his roll safe through some
of the hardest sections of Texas, only to
be held up at the finish by a farming
iasper—a nesting Rube. But the man,
tarmer, or sheep-herder, or whatever he
.was, was obviouwsly in grim and des-
perate earnest, and his eyes burned at
the Kid over the levelled rifle. .
“Say, feller, "youw've got me beat!”
id the Kid good-humouredly. “Is
there anything in that gun?”
“Vouwll sure fnd there is if you begin
any fooling,” grunted the settler.
“Light dowrn and pony up what you've
got in your rags.” He made a threat-
cning motion with the vifle. “I guess
vou lock a piece of a gunman. Well,
h a gun, stranger, and it will

e

you § i 3 1 v
be the ; thing you do on this side
Jordaxn.

The Kid diswoeanted without touch-
ng 2 g

“Keep "em gp!” granted the man.

“ Anything ' to- obiige, feller—so long
as you're holding the gun.” smiled the
Kid. “I weckon vou're not used to this
aar Vou - dow't strikc me as 2
ruseien.? -

The settler swiled bitterly.

“No. I've got to raise a stake or
o under—and not only me, if you want
to know, Bui T mean business.”

“You look a3 if you do, hombre”
smiled the Kid. “You look as if
vou've had bad luck; bub you've struck
it lucky this time, You're holding up
a man that's got three thousand dollars
to hig narme!”

The settlor stared ai him

“Pony up!l” he said brieily.

“How can a galoot pony up with his
patting the top of his hat, feller?”
vemonsirated the Kid; “I guess if you

at may roll you'll have to take it.” -

“Keep 'em up!”

“Sure!” assented the Kid.

"The man advanced on him, lolding
the rifle in his right hand, the butt
under hiz arm, his finger on the {rigger.
But the muzezle never wavered lor a
moment, With his left hand the man
detached the Kid's two guns, one alier
the other, from their holsters, and
dropped them in the grass, Then he
stepped back a pace or two. )

“You.can put your paws down now
and hand it over,”

“Bure ™

The disarmed XKid dropped his hands.
- He slid his right hand into the pocket
of his buckskin breeches, as if the roll

was there, In that pocket, the Iid’s
tenacious fngers pripped the litile dec-
ringer pistol thait was concealed there.
tie smiled good-humouredly., Many a
time, in a close corner, had the ¥id
fred from the pocket, without drawing
the v;ea;:«Oﬂ,Yund never had he missed

his aim.  The rifle was still bearing
upon kim, but the life of the man whe
had held @p. was the Kid's for the
taking. An  experiencefl trail:thief

would naver have aliowed the Kid to
et his hand into his pocket; but this

¢
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map was evidently new to the game,
and did not savvy, The Wid's biuve eves

gleamed with merriment. He knew
that he could lay the wunususpecting
iasper dead &t his feet by a movement
of his finger, the man was quite uncon-
scious of it. The situation appealed to
the Rio Kid as comic.
“*Pronto!” rapped out
m

“the hold-up

Pronto sure!
Bang! . .
The rifle flew up and exploded harm-

lessly as a bullet ripped along the

jasper's right arm, and he staggered
back with a gasping yell. Loud rang
the merry laugh of the Rio Kid. The
rifle thudded down from # helpless arm,
and at-the same moment the Kid's gung
were snatched up and bore full upon
the hold-up man.

“Your turn,” said the Xid pleasantly.

“Put 'em up, Rube!”

2

grinnad the Kid.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Bettlers ! -

3¢ FARANK 7
: It was a woman’s voice calling.’

The Rio Kid started.
He could noi see who called;

| the thick cottonwood-trees hid her from

sight. But the look of the hold-up maun
told that he was the “Frank” to whom
the unseen woman was calling.

The man had not put up his hands at
the Kid's order. He siocod before the
Kid like an image of dull despair, his
hands at hiz sides, the right drenched
with the blocod that ran down his arm.
Almost. the length of his arm the Kid’s
derringer buiiet had ripped, and the
blood Howed freely. The man stoed in
nis tracks, staring aimost stupidly at the
Rio Kid. :

“Frank!” . :

The voice came again—from the diree-
tion of the curling smoke thas the Kid
had discerned over the thickets.

The Xid's expression changed.

“Bay, Rube, who's calling?”’ he asked
quickly.

The man stared at him dully without
answering.

“8pill it !” snapped the Kid.

“My wife I” .

“You've got a wife, and you've such
a durned gink as to play this game!”
snapped the Kid contemptuously

“Shoot, and be hanged to you i”
tered the seitler.

The Kid's guns
holsters. :

“T'm sure not wasting powder and
Jead on a dog-goned rube !” he grinned.
“Why, you gink, as soon as I had my
hand in my pocket, you was a dead
geck if I'd wanted! I've let you off
with a scratch on your arm, and you've
got off cheap! Sabe?” .

The man nodded, without speaking.

There was a souad in the thickets of
someone approaching, and the woman's
voice called again. The man shivered.

“She’ll be here.in & minute or le

mut-

dropped back into his

2

3

said the Kid. “¥You don’t want to put
her wise to this. I guess she doesn’t
know 77

The man shook his head.

“I reckoned not,” assented the Kid.
“Youwre hard hif, and you wanted to
make a raid, and this stunt camé into
your cabeza. I guess you spotted me far
off and laid for me here?”

The man nodded again.

“Koep to your sheep, hombre!” said
the Kid banteringly., “You're sure not
cut out for a road-agent or a rustler!
Look here, she’ll be here in a shake of
a possum’s tail! VYou've had an acci-
dent with your gun, and huzt your arm.
Sabe?” L

“You won's {2

FAin’t -1 shoy

“you that 1

}"S’On’t:’” growled the Kid impatientis,
Youw've sure had a gun accidens, and
T'm binding it up for you! Give me
your fin, feller! Pronto
He ripped off the man’'s rough coat
and rolled back the shirt-sleeve.” There
was an_ugly gash along the brawny
carm. The man was staring dully and
_wonderingly at the Kid. Only a few
minutes before his rifle had been
threatening the Kid’s life, but the Kid
seemed to have forgotten that. Fe vwas
only thinking of the woman who was
coming through the trees—who was not
- to know that ‘“Frank > had attempted

a robbery on the frail.

A few seconds more, and she came ouf
of a hidden path in the mesquite and
saw them.

She ran forward, with a cry.

“Frank, didn’t you hear me call? 1
heard a shot! What has happened?”

The Kid lifted his Stetson hat.

“Your husband has sure had a little
accident, ma’am,” he said. “Only a
scratch. I was going to bind it up for
him. I guess yowd better tell him to
be more careful in handling a gun! I
reckon he’s more used to the plough!”
The Kid stopped back. “You'll sure
handle that scratch better than I could,
ma’am.” )

The woman gave him a gquick look.
She was young, and had hecn good-
looking, but the hard life of the frontier
had lined her face. iIn her careworn
face, indeed, the Kid could recad the
reasons that had driven the settler to his
desperate act. DPossibly she surmised
that there had been something more
than an accident; but, if so, she made
no remark. She turned to her husband
at.-once. His eyes. dropped before hers;
and his face was burning..

1 guess this will be useful, ma’am,”
said the Kid.

He handed her 3 silken neck-scarf.

She thanked him with a nod, and
bound up the gash on the wounded arm.
Her fingers were trembling.

“Ii’s only a scraich, Netta I” mutiered
the wounded man huskily, finding his
voice at last. ‘*Only a scratch, my dear!
Nothing i

The Xid turned. to his
mustang, but he did not mount.

The settler’s haggard eyes were watch-
ing him over the woman’s shoulder iu
mute appeal. .

The hapless man, driven to a des-
perate deed by some pressing, bitter
necessity which the Kid could only sui-
mise, was obviously at heart no. rcbber
or hold-up man. Why the Kid was
hiding his guilt he did not know, buit
he was intensely glad and relieved. His
stare teld of gratitude and -dumhb
appeal. He was grateful for the Kid's
gencrosity, but he wanted to see the
strahger ride on—rtride on and disap-
pear, taking away with him the possi-
bility of ‘the woman learning what her
husband had: done or attempted to do.

The Rio Kid understcod perfectly, ye
he hesitated.

There was something in this coupls
that appealed to the Kid. The man,
worn and weary as he was, was not over
twenty-five, the woman years younger.
- They had hit & bad streak in the nest-
ing country, and worn themselves down
in a struggle with grudging Nature.
The Kid had seen their kind before; he
could divine their history easily enougl:.
He could guess that they had come out
to settle in a new couniry, deluded by
_the glowing tale of some Western land-
agent, and sunk their ‘little -capital in
the purchase of a holding that requirea
further. capital to make it pay—and the
further eapital was wanting. The next

waiting

step would be a morigage, and then
Tur PorvLar.—No. 478
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there would pe the interesi on the mort-
1 after that a weary
inevitable end came.
And the Kid calculated that that end
wwas very near—ithat attempt to hold up
w passing traveller was an indication of
it. 'The mute appeal of the man’s
wnxious eyes arged the Kid to ride on
and mind his own business. But he did
not ride on.
“Sas, Rube,”
vouw've gct a bat

drawled, “I guess
something near by

your s W a pilgrim can bed
dowa for the nigh#?”

The setile his lips.

“Yes,” he in a low, husky voice.

T,

asked the

madam?”’

,
“No objee
Kid politely.
The woman sl
“Lide on, aud
the settler.
And the Kid
and rode on to

THE THIED CHABPTER.
The Kid Doss Not Ridz !

HE Rio Kid camped in the bain.
His #rst care was for his
horse—that was always the
Kid’s % eare. Then, in the
glowing sunset, the Kid took a walk

abroad. .
Of the seitler and his wife he saw

rothing.

They had gone into the homesiead—a

frame-house, neatly built, standing in a
garden that was carefully tended. Tt
was 2 large holding, watered Ly a
stream that came down from the hills,
and on al! sides the Kid saw the evi-
dences of long and patient labour. Miles

.muttered the settler. (Ses Chapter

of mesquite and pecan had been cleared
and planted; wire fences— il to the
cowpuncher’s eyes—rvan for gv ais-
tances. A man was ab work in the Helds,
cutting the alfalfa for the cattle, but
of other hired labour the Kid saw no
sign. There was little stock, but much
more than one man could well tend.

The Kid's handsome face was thoughi-
iul as he strolled about the homessead,
and a little clouded when he returned
to the barn at last as night deepencd
over the hills.

A single light burned from a window
of the frame-house. The Kid looked at
it for some minutes before he swent into
the barn.

The night deepened.

The moon rose over the hills—the
glowing moon of the south. .There was
a step in the wide open doorway of the
of the barn.

It was the settler. - :
arm was bandaged; in tho glim-
mering moonlight the Kid could sce
that his face was pale. For a momenst
the Kid’s hand hovered over a holsier,
but he saw that the homesteader carried
no weapon.

“You're here?” muttered the man,
peering into the shadows of the barn.

“Here!” drawled the Kid.

The man came towards him. His
gleamed through the. shadows at
Ki .

n

oyes
the

id. .

“1 guess you weren’t lecking for a
show to bed down when I met you in
the mesquite ?” he said in a low voice.

“Nope I agreed the Kid.

“Why didn’t you ride on, then??

“Ask  me another, feller,”

TEE KID CANPS DOWN! There was a
step in the decorway of the barn, and the
settler appeared, his arm in a bandage.
The Kid’s hand hovered above his
gun-hol ter. f* You camping here ? ©°

said

1 he’s.made it all the

‘the Kid, good-humouredly.
reckoned I’d bad down right

“You can do as vou like,
muttered the homestesder, *
you don't tell her.

I reckon not,” said the Iid.
feller, I guess you was plumb
try on the
on the
at all.”

“No; I'was mad, I

Lier
I guess
30 jong as

“Say,
loco to
game of holding up a pilgrim
trail. It sure ain't in your line

glad 1 glip_ped up on it
mayn's believe me,” said the

man. "It was for her sake. v
I thought that she’d know what I'd d
I——"" He choked. * Xeep that to you

self, stranger. You've come to ueo
i harm, anyhow, and your roll is safe
30 long as you hang on here—I swear

at!”
The Kid smiled.
1 guess I know how to kesp my &
safe,” ke said. “Safe from any galoos
except my little self, anyway.’
“Pm sorry for whai I did, I'm gld
I failed. I guess I was a little out of
my senses,” said the nester.
“1 guess so,” assented the Kid.
“T'm at the end of my tether heve,”
said the man. “That's my excuse—if
it's any excuse.” .
"1 guess I Lnow how you're fxed,”
said the Kid. “VYou sank all you had
in the homestead, and you suve couldn
carry on.” -
“That’s it.” The man leaned on the
wall of t}}e barn and gazed moodily atb
the Kid in the dusk. *“I struck a bad
season the second year, and then ?
¥Then the pesky mortgage foilowed,”
said -the Kid.  He knew the story by

heart
“Yes; I raised thres thousand dollars.
and 1t saw me through. But she

mterest on the mortgage, and the want
of capital—I guess you knoty how. it
works.” ’ ,
1 know.” o . .
Theﬂ1 mortgage expives to-day, and
Judge Shandy, of Butte—that’s the man
who holds my paper—won’t renew it. I
guess he wants the holding. Five years
of labour are in it. It’s worth thres
times as much, Shandy’s the richess
man in the Buties country, and I guess
3 S me way,” szid the
settler bitterly. ““He won't give an
inch. He will be here. to-morrow for
his meney—or the land.” . -
“Three - thousand 72— said - tho---Tid
thoughtfully, )
“ Just that.”
“And you've got : :
“Ten cents,” said the settler.
he Kid laughed. o Co
I guess I've héavd of Judge Shandy,
of Butte,” be said. - “It won’t be any
use offering him ten cents,’”” i
“The game’s up for me—and for her,”
said the Settler wearily. ¢ Five years,
and all we had, gone—to make Judeo
Shandy a little richer. Things are look-
ing up now; we've tuirnéd the corner
here, but for that. That’s why it came
into my head this afternoon, when I saw
LE] -

EL)

you riding up in the mesguéte"
“'T:? broke off, his face crimsn
1 guess T was out of my senses. I'm
glad I failed. So long as shs never
knows » -

“She won’t know,” said the Kid..

“I guess I've no right to ask it of
you. 1f you hadn't been so handy wiih
vour shooiter I—~I might hayve——7?9

“Heap things would have happened,
tane time or ancther, if I hadn’t been
i handy with my shooter,”’ smiled the
1 Kid, “1 don’t owe you any grudge
for what you tried on, Rube. . You
don’t want to let that worry you. Hew's
the  fin?” Lo -

The man glanced down’ carelessly at
his bandaged arm. ‘ )
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“That’s

nothing—only a seratch.”
“1 should sure be sorry if 1'd spoiled

you for the plough,” grinned the Kid.

“But I reokon I only aimed to make you

drop that gun, Next time you hold up
a pilgrim on the trail don’t let him get
his hand into his pocket. ¥e might
have a derringer theve, and he might
know - how to shoot through ihe
lining. Sabe?”

The settier smiled faintly.

“There won’t be any next time,” he
said. I tell you I was loco just then,
and Ui plumb glad I failed, Money
zob that way will never do any goed. [
guess you're a gunman, from the way
vou handled me. But you're a white
man, whoever you are!”

“Sure thing!” smiled the Kid.

“You're welcome to bed down as long
as you like, Only, after to-morrow this
shebang will belong to Judge Shandy,

. of Butte, and you will want to hit the
rrail,” said the seftler. “I guess the
iudge ain’t hospitable to strangers. He
will be here to take possession at fen
in the morning.”

“If you don’t sguare?”

“He sure knows I can’t square. e
will bring his agent with him to take
over. (Good-night, stranger!”

“Good-night, feller!”

The settler was gone.

The Rio Kid unrolled his blanket on
a stack of straw., He lay down to sleep.
But sleep did not come quickly.

For a long time he watched the stars,
through the open doorway of the barn,
gleaming like points of fire in the dark,
velvety sky.

Through kis mind were running the
various plans he had been revolving that
afterncon as ke rode along the trail.
His roli was still safe in his belt, and all
those plans were still practicable. The
Tio Kid shook his head at last, and
closed his eyes in slumber.

He turned out early in the fresh, sunny
morning, and joined the settler and his
wife at breakfast 1n the frame-house.

After that he went for his horse. He

SOME SHOOTING!
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The judge cams thundering on. Az

he sighted the Kid he dragged at his horse,; and a gun leaped

into his hand.

the Kid,

saddled the grey mustang, but still did

not mount and ride;

The Rio Kid seemed fo be in a state
of doubt,

He left his mustang hitched by the
barn and strolled moodily on the trail
that led towards the distant town of
Butte.
to arrive. Judge Shandy was nothing
to the Kid. The whole affair was no
business of his. Yet, somehow, he secmed
unable to miake up his mind to ride.
The Rio Kid was still loafing about the
trail when two horsemen came in sight
from the direction of ‘Butta. -

The Kid looked at them. He had seen
Judge Shandy beforei: he knew the
grim, hard-faced man. The other man
was apparently the agent of whom the
settler had spoken.

The judge drew rein at the sight of
the handsome young puncher in the trail.
He stared. at the Kid. :

““Do you belong here?” he asked.

“Sort of, just at present, feller,”
drawled the Kid.

He knew the judge, but the judge did
not know him. The Kid smiled inwardly
at the thought of what Judge Shandy’s
thoughts might be had he guessed that
he was addressing the Rio Kid, wanted
by half the sheriffs in Texas.

The judge frowned. He was a great
and important man in the Butte country,
and he did not “stand ” for being ad-
dressed so carelessly by a cow-puncher.

“I guess I never knew that Frank
Hedworth had hired men about his she-
bang,” he snapped. :

The Xid laughed outright, rather
tickled at the idea of being taken for
a hired man. : :

“You want to keep civil, man,”
said the judge grimly. you're
Frank Hedworth’s man now you'll be
my man within the next half-hour. And
I guess you'll be fired.”

“I guess-I shouldn’t waii to be fired
if T was your man, judge,” grinned the
Kid. “¥You ain’t the kind of hoss I'm

young
“If

Bang !
hand the moment it left his beit.

By that trail Judge Shandy was| y,

Butihat gun-few irom Judga Shandy's
“ Forget it, feller,’’ grinnad

“ You sure ain’t handy enough with a gun o puli
on mal!?

(See Chapter 1.)

looking for, nohow. And the shebang
isn't yours yet, judge.” )

“What do you mean, you fool?”
snapped the judge harshly.” “I guess
that fellow hasn’t found three thousand
doliars aii of a sudden. Why—what—
what ”

~The judge broke off with a yell as a
six-gun looked into his hard face, with
the Kid's smiling face behind it.

“You're sure no end of a big man
in this country, judge,” said the Kid,
“but you can’t call a galoot fancy
names.”’

“Put down that gun!” roarad the
judge.

I]-Iis hand went to the revolver in his
elt.

“Don’t touch it,” advised the Kid.
His face was still smiling, bui the
glint in his eyes was a warning. Judge
Shandy withdrew his hand very hastﬁy
from his belt. .

“1 guess a lot of galoots in the Butte
country would jump for joy, judge, if

-1 dropped you off that hess,” said the

Kid musingly.

Then, as he caught sight of Netta
Hedworth’s startled face locking from
the doorway of the frame-house, the
Kid's Colt disappeared into its holster
again. He laughed..

“You can ride on, judge,
durned to you!” .

He stepped aside from the trail, and
the judge, scowling blackly, rode on
with his man.

The Kid stood where he was.

He saw the judge hitch his horse out-
side the frame-house and enter. And he
strode into the framehouse with the air
of a master. .

“That gink sure gets my goab!’ the
Kid muttered, biting his lip. ;

The Kid moved slowly back along the

and be

" trail to where he had left the mustang

hitched by the barn door.

e rubbed the mustang’s neck, and the
grey muzzle nuzzled under his arm.
The Kid regarded his steed thoughtfully.

“1 guess it’s time we hit the i_:rml, (,)Id
hoss,” he said.slowly. I guess we ve
got no business hyer. I guess were
lighting out for & cow country where the
folk ain’t heard of the Rio Kid, and
we're going ranching, old hoss. I guess
weo're done with riding the trails a_nd_
camping in the chapparral, and shootl}z;g
up the camps, and keeping oub of the
Tar PorULAR.—INo. 479,
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way of the sheriffz. I reckon we’re
going ranehing, and thab roEI’ in my belt
will see us through, old hoss.” .

The Kid placed bLis hand on

But he did not mount, ! .

His eyes were on the frame-house,
where the judge had entered, his man
vemaining oytside with the horses.

The Kid sighed.

Leaving his mustang, he walked across
i the house. The judge’s man eyed
him curiously and suspicicusly as he
came up. Bub he made no hostile move-
ment; he had not forgotten the
extremely slick way in which the Kid
bad drawn o six-gun on the judge.

he Kid ¢ rim & cheery nod.

“I guess your boss is here to take

his saddle.

L

aver this gol-darned shebang,” he re-
markeds o
“You can put your boots on that,

was the reply.
“Yaur boss
Lombre.?
The man grinned.
“He sure knows his way about,” he

is a durned skinflint,

assented.
“But he might lip wp on this riffie at
the very last minute,” the Kid suggested.
“71 guess not.”

“S’}Snse there was a fool galeot loping
about this seciion with a roll in" his belt
and without hoss-sense encugh to look
after 16?7 argued the Kid. “S’pose a
felter Liad made o heap dollars by a deal
in cows, and the dollars was burning a
hole in his helt? Nposing all that, your
Tsoss might slip np on shis deal and ride
back to Butie with three thousand
dollars in hiz pocket, instead of roping
in a howestead worth three times as
much,”

;

an stared at him, evidently not
upderstanding in the least, .
The Kid passed him, and wen$ into the

Irame-house,
j His {face was, In expression, like
unto that of a graven image.
Not a irace of human feeling was to
be seen in it .
The judge was known in the Butte
country 2s o hard man, hard in his loeks,
in his -ways, in his dealings—hard as
iron. He had never held the bad end of
a bargain, and he had never let off the
other man without extracting every
ounce of his pound of fesh—and a few
ounces over ii he could. Frank Hed-
worth knew ii, and he had no hope.
Yet, becauso so much depended on it,
he was pleading with his creditor, plead-
ing for a little tinle and a little chance.
The judge let him run on without in-
terruption, beecause it was not yet ten
o’clock. - At 'ten precisely the money was
due, according to the letter of the bond,
and the judze knew well that his debtor
had not the money, When the clock
struck ten it would be time for the
judge to speak; uniil then the ruined
nomesteader was welcome. to chew the
rag as much as he liked. .
The Xid, looking in, observed the
scene. The judge, sitting like a graven
image, said npothing—Frank Hedworth,
leaning passionately over the table,

THE FOURTH CHABTER.

Noney Talks !
UDGE SHANDY was sitting at the
bare table in the clean, neat room.

talked and explained and put his case,
sat a,t&a little distance, her face

SET.

Netta

white and She kuew that there was

b afe, Judge,” zaid the
s I kecp on telling you I've
iurned the corner. The stook’s turning
nut well; T’ve got the felds planted up.
One more sesson will set me right. I
tell you, I'vo got here some of the best
land in the Butte country,”
THE Porurar.—No. 479,

Then the judge spoke.

“I guess I'm wise to thet!” he re-
marked. “That’s sure why I lent you
money on it.” )

" The setftler stared at him.

“You mean you aimed to get it away
from me?”

The judge replied only with a slight
laugh, but not in words.  He took out
his watch and glanced at if. :

“Ten!”’ he said. :

“Judge I muttered the settler.

“I guess you've been chewing the rag
some, Frank Hedworth,” said the judge,
with a yawn. I guess I've heard
enough, and a little over. I've called for
three thousand dollars that was duc at
ten o’clock this morning.”

Hedworth made a gesture of despair.

“Money talks!” said the judge. **All
other talk is jest chewing the rag, I
guess.. Pony up.”

The settler dropped his head upon his
hands.

The Rio Kid loafed into the room, a
smile on his face, and his mind made
up, if it had not been made up before.
All the plans that had been in his
thoughts, founded on the roil in his
belt, had been dismissed now. The Kid
was not to go ranching; it was still
riding ‘the trails and camping in the
hills for the Rio Kid.

The iudge glared at him. wnder his
bent brows.

“You’re not wanted here, puncher,”
he snarled.  ““You hoof it out of this,
pronto.” :

The Kid only smiled.

Eedworth raised his head.

“Btay where you are, if you choose,
lad,” he said. “This is still my house,
till the law gives that skinflint possession

of it, SBtay.”
“It’s your say-so, feller,” agreed the
Kid.

The judge gritted his teeth.

“I guess it won’t be for long,” he
snarled, and he rose from his seat. “I
guess——"

“Guess again!” grinned the Rio Kid.
“Money talks, as you said yourself,
judge. You an’t foreclasing this mort-
gago, feller—not by leng chalks, when
my pardner here is ready o pay on the
nail.”

Hedworth stared at him,

“Where’s the .money?”
Shandy.

““ Right here.”. :

The Kid unpacked his roll. L

The settler stared in blank amaze-
ment as bills to the value of three
thousand dollars were flung on the
table. The judge’s face became as black
as midnight. It was not his money he
wanted; it was the homestead and the
land enriched by years of patient
cultivation, worth three or -four times
the sum. That was what the judge
wanted: but the money was there for
him to take.

“What does this mean?” exclaimed
Hedworth hoarsely, staring at the bills,
and then at the Rio Kid. Netta Hed-
worth started to ber feet with a ary.

The Rio Kid laughed lightly.

“What does it mean?” he repeated.
“Money talks, I reckon. I'm
you three thousand dollars to square this
bloodsucker.  There’s the greenbacks,
feller—pay the vampire, and kick him
out of your shack.”

“1 can’t take it from you, a stranger,”
muttered the settler hoarsely. -

The Kid chuckled.

““Youn was sure thinking- different
yesterday, feller,” he said. “Forget it,
pard. Pick up the greenbacks and don’t
chew the zag. You've got to do ib—for
her sake,” he added, in a low voice,
with a nod towards Netta.

Hedworth glanced at his wife.

speered

ending’

“T’ll pay—some day-~every cent,” he
breathed: : :

“Some day,” smiled the Kid. ©Some
day I'll call around—not for a while, I
reckon; I'm hitting a long trail to-day.
Some day, when I'm back from Arizona.
So long, settler: good-bye, ma’am.”

The Rio Kid strolled out, smiling.

He stopped to give the judge’s wan a
word as he passed him. N

“ You'll sure be riding back to Butte,”
fe said. “ Your boss won’t be roping in
this shebang, not this journey. I'll tell
the world. Your boss sure looked as
mad as a hornet, feller. Yon tell him
that if he's hunting trouble with a little
man about my sive, I'm riding up the
svail, and Ul give him time to
if he's bright and spry.”

Tl sure tell him.”

The Kid walked across to his mustang
and mounted. He rode sway down the
trail at a gentle trot. His handsome
face still thoughtful, but cheery and
light-hearted. - The Kid’s roll was gone,
and with it had gone his dreams of
ranching in a cow country. But the Kid
did not care. He had his guns and his
horse, and perhaps, at the bottom of his
heart, he wa glad to think no longer
of giving up the wild, free life of the
prairie and the trails. )

A smile broke over his face as he -
heard the hurried clatter of hoofbeats
behind him, a few miles from the home-
stead he had saved from the clutch
of the usurer. Ie halted his mustang
heside the trail, and sat -in the saddie,
looking back, his hand resting on a six-
gun. A horseman was galloping up the
trail in a cloud of dust.

“That galoot is sure in a hurry,” the
Kid grinaed. ‘

The judge came thundering on. As he
sighted the Xid by the trail, he dragged
at his horse, and a gun leaped into his
hand.

Bang!

The gun flev from Judge Shandy’s
hand the moment it left his belt. He
gave a yell,

“Forget it, feller,” grinned the Kid.
“You sure amn’t handy encugh with a
gun to pull on me, judge.”

The judge sat his horse panting. His
gun lay in the trail: -his hand was
numbed by the shock. His eves blazed
at the Rio Kid. -~ R -

“I dor’t know who you are,” he said
at last, between his teeth. “A gunman
from the cow country, I reckon. You've
got me beat.” .

“Bure!” smiled the Kid.

“I sure reckoned on cleaning up thab
settler, and you beat me,” said the
judge. “But any man in the Butte
country will tell you that Judge Shandy
is a bad man to meddle with. Ride as
hard as you like, puncher; you won’t
get out of the Butte country to brag of
N

“Do I look Hke riding hard?” said
the Kid hanteringly. “ Yow're such a
big man at blowing off your mouth,
judge. reckon you don’t scare me
worth a Continental red cent.” . He
waved his hand towards the gzreen hills
that shut in the horizon to the westward.
“If you figure on gunning after me,
judge, T'll tell you where to find me.
I'm camping three days in the Buttes,
and I’ll look for you and any gang of
bulldozers that you.can bring along.”

And with a scornful snap of the
fingers, the Rio Kid wheeled his horse
and rode away to the west.

come up

THE END.

(Yowll find the Rio Kid in another
sparkling tale of the West, entitled:
“HELD TO RANSOM!” D¢ sure you
d> not miss it7)
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Judge Shandy of Butte vows to bring the Rio
Kid o justice, but when he sets out to fulfil that
a very dangerous game to play !

TRAILING THE XID]

vow, it is borne in upon his mind that * trailing the Kid”’ is

»

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trailing the Kid 1
HE Rio Kid smiled,

I It waz a smile of genuine
. amusemens, though it was called
forth by a sighs that would have

made few smile—the sight of six armed
men riding on his trail, seeking his life.
They saw nothing of the Kid, though
ke lay within twenty feet of them. The
Rio Kid lay doggo in the sassafras and
dwarf pecans, high up the steep side of
the narrow ravine. Twenty feet below

him the horsemen rode, between walls.

of rock that made the path too narrow
for more than two men' to ride abreast.
The Kid could have tossed a pebble
upon the Stetson hats that bobbed
Lelow. The six-gun in his haad could
have picked them off one after another,
like so many prairie-rabbits, before they
tiad had a chance of hunting cover. Bus
the Rio Kid only smiled, and waited
and watched for them to pass:

He could see little of the riders, save
their big Stetson hats; but one of them
he knew—Judge Shandy, of Butte. The
judge was speaking, and his hard,
metallic voine came clearly up to the

CIid. : :

*We're sure eclose_behind the dog-
goned puncher now, I guess.” -

The man riding beside the judge drvew
in his horse,

#Sure!” he answered.

TN
N
\\»\

N
=

NG COMPLETE

“What are you pulling rein for, Long
Bill»»

Long ill, without replying, dropped
from his horse, and bent to examine the
trail he was following., The other
horsemen halted behind him:

“What is it?” exclaimed the judge
impatiently. . “We're wasting time.
The sign’s plain enough.”

“The {rail’s sure fresh,” said Long
Bill slowly. I reckon it’s not an hour
since the musteng came up this ravine.
Iv’s sure the same trail that I picked up

‘way  back in  the mesguite. That
puncher ain’t fur ahead of us now.
uf——

“PBut what?” snapped Shandy,

“We want to keep our eves neeled,
We're riding into a blind guleh.
e ain't any way out of it except by
this ravine, onless a galoot had wings to
Hy with.”

“All the better. He won’g be able {o
get away.”

“Nope. Bui——7

The judge muitered an cath.

“You're wasting time, Long Bill.”

“I reckon I don't figger it out, judge.
That puncher has had heap time to find
out that there’s no way out of the gulch
ahead, and, naterally, he would ride
back and pick another way. But there's
no back-tracks, He never came back
this way onless he blanketed his traii as
he came. That means that he’s waiting
for us aliead, with his six-gun handy.”

“Camped, most likely,” said Shandy.
“The durned galoot told me he would
camp three days in the buttes, to zive
me & chance of bhunting lhim if I
wanted. He's camped in the gulch
ahead.”

“If be's camped, we'll soon rouse him
oui, judge. But more like he's behind
a4 roek with a siz-gun in his grip.”

“And what's the malbier if he is?”
snuried the judge.  “T've picked out
five of the toughest gunmen in BPutte to

O |
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ride this wrail, and thai puncher won'i
have a dog’s chanee, You're not scared
of a cow-puncher with a six-gun in his
fist 77

o

vope ! But you allow he shot a gun
out of youwr hand, judge. so he's handy
withh his shooter,”” said Long Bill
“We're stre going to shoot up that
puncher, judge, whoever he isi; but 1}
guess we want {o keep our eyes peeled
if he's waiting for us m the guleh.”

“Keep your eyes peeled, then, It
comne on ! said Judge Shandy., “We'va
heen riding his trail most of the dav
znd now we've run him down where he
can’t get away. I tell you, T wouldn™t
let that puncher ride safe out of the
butte country for a thousand dollars.
He beat ma in a deal, he shot a gun
out of my fist, and he defied me to
follow him into the buites, I tell vou,
'l get him if I have to ride all the
way to New Mexico on his trail”

Long Bill grinned.

“You sure won't have to ride so far
as that, judge. A quarter mile shead
af wug, nothing but a bird could get
fariner, Ounless he came back this way
and biinded his trail, we've got him
cornered.”

“Come oni”

The judge rode on again, and the gy
men followed.

They had their guas in their hauds
now, aud their exes warchful on all sides
as they rode.

Before them the trail of the Rio Kid's
mustang ran, ard not a single back-
track wa$ to be seen. ANl the signs in-
dicated that the puncher had ridden
through that ravine ipfo the locked
gulech ahecad and stayed there. If he
had camped, unkrnowing that foes were
on his trail, the task of the gang of gun-
men from Butte was easy, - If he knew
that they were after him, and had
turned  at bay “among the rocks, the
Tur PopvrLaw—No. 480
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w1t ‘md turned back, and bhnxeted hiz trail.
purposcly left as a-guide. And thex "Cause why, there ain’t any other way
,mpped suddenh, as if the puncher and{out of it, nohow. Hyer his tracks stop,
his mustang had flown into the air from | and I sure reckon he never flew up into
gang into flight had 1h that st’)ot The judge was angry and |the air. He turned back hyer and rode
the punchei they were Ioll &S nuzzlcd but Long Bill was ﬁnmnm* out § out by the ravine, and blinded his trail
the Rio Kid ) _ what had happened. arter, like the InJuns do. He left an

__From the ik ickot b ih Shandy had spent most of his in | casy trail for us to foller into this gulch,

Kid watched ihein the butte country—called “butic’ but he never left a sign of his back-

task was not o easy. clear that locked ‘as if it had i
prove dangerous if
how to handle hi

enough to have

N 1 R : v - )

cavine, till ihey di cause of the range of rocky hills covesr- uaex He’s sure a good man on the

gulch hevond. : o3 tra 11 hat punchor is, wihoever he may
" b

He <:.n1[ed_. s ares . he knew little of the trails. He was A . oss -
Leaving his cover, i id oewa { Y e And where is he now ?” snapped the
|- RV 1 ) 5 man of the office and the lighted 1iia
himself down ihe e Gl the 7y, hig office in the town of Butte, Judge j 14¢&S- . . .
ravine, from rock 1o witie the Shandy, the moncylender, uvsnres Long Bill shrugged his shoulders.
activity of & mowntain In a few skinﬂin’t was & ;v)owcrfuyl man “Ask me some more,” he said. “Hoe
minutes he stood in 1the wheve thed 1o g ™ 1 ha eveatly. feared. Bub in the | §0t out’ of hyer afore we came up, and
i ? =" v < | I guess he may have lit out in any direc-
N y y

horsemen had pas among - 3 Y )

i e : wilderness of the rocky buttes hie wa . J ;

the rocks, he could o | [iiile better thm;atend}erfoot N tion. We've got to get back through
hoofs, but the r»id were ; i the ravine vonder into_the open, and I

of | His followars—gunmen. accustomed o cuess 111 pick up his sign again sconer
loafing about the saloons of Buite or Iatey, i
little more, with the exception of Long “ 5 wh

ot of his sight SUG
theirs. .
“I1 guess those cinoawon’

aut

. : f Yed selocted © . L
30 oasy as they go Bill, whom the J,udg](? had seleced ior Lon,:, Rill was staring back at the
Lo himself. his knowledge of trailing, to track dowp {yu500w ravine, where it opened into the

He glanced rouw: the puncher in the buttes. The 018 t locked guleh. Like a narrow. corridor i

out the narrovost gang were perplexed, with the ex ran between-high rocky wal]s

There he settled do a moat, of 1:be long-limbed ruffian now “If he lets us get out,” he answered.
rugged boulder, bet and the {18 the sign. L -#“He's focled us into getting into this
steep wall of ihe 3 Weil, “}"lf do you make of pesky corner, and if he’s leoking for a
crevice, through swhich he could dexhanded tho judge at last, a ) .’ rap he’s got uys fair and squarve. Iu
the way the riders lad taken. lemg Bill rose from his gmmm examination { that narrow way.yonder one men who
behind the boulder, wulching through of the sign left by the puncher. knows how to handle a gun could hold
the earevi with i T in bis] “I guess wo've been played for up ffty.”

hand, the Rio Kid i ucI patiently. suckers, judge,” answered Long “Follow me!” snarled Judge S andy.

“That puncher, whoever he is, k s He wheeled his horse, and rode b

. ; ' his way about. He wanted to gef us towards the ravine, the only outlet from
THE SE?TC'N'{ ?I?APTER‘ landed in -this locked guleh, and, by thb locked gulch. .
rapgea = gum, he’s done ! .1 The gunmen followed him, their faces
I[« DGE SHANDY swore savagely. “What the Moses do. you mean?” {serious now.

¥

— oy

In ihe locked gulch in the he snarled Judge Shandy. . If Long Bill knew what he was talking

cof the hills, ihe guumen “The feller rode on as-fur as thiz, and | about, the puncher they were trackmw
halted, at a 10’i turned-back,” said Long Bill, with o }had thberatelv tricked them into tha’c
Long Bill was on foot now, searching| grunt. ml)ely rocess in the buttes, and if he was
for sign. The other ruffians sat their “Can 1%, 'Rﬂl »? zaid one of the o b erg their way out by the ravine thmr
hor: and waited. The trail of the ’1here ain’t a single back- tuck all situation was a perilous one. The judge’s
Kid’s mustang, which had gmdu‘ the | way.” opinion was that the puncher had tricked

man-hanters so fer into the them merely to gain time for flight.
and he rode back iuto the -narvow
ravine at a gallop .

Bang! ) . :

~ heart “T guess you know more about -
of the desolatie hnv:_, had failed. Right| ing fre-water than tracking a panch i
up to thai point-ihe trail yvas clocr—so Lin the buttes, Jake Peter“ ?ogn i
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l.eading the way, th
came the sudden report of a revolver, and a builet tore the hat from Judge Shandy’s hzad.
the Kid's voice, and the gunmen dragged in their horses in ludicrous haste.

AMBUSHED !

From among the rocks came the
sudden report of a .45 Colt. The bullet
tore the hat from the head of Judge
Shandy and dropped it behind him. A
voice rang out.after the shot:

“Halt, you ’uns!”

The judge reined .in his startled horse.

-The gunmen dragged at their reins with
almost~—ludicrous haste.

They knew now what had happened.

The puncher was in the ravine by
which they had entered the locked
gulch, and he had cut off their retrear.
To ride through that narrow way, in the
face of a six-gun, was to ask for
destruction.

“T guess that galoot has got us beat!”
said Long Bill coolly.

The judge gritted his teeth.

“Keep clear, you ’uns!” rang out the
mocking voice of the puncher hidden
among the rocks of the ravine. “The
first who comes a yard nearer drops in
his tracks!”

“Let up, feller I’ called out Long Bill.
“You hold the cards.”

“1 guess 50,” chuckled the Rio Kid,

Judge Shandy clenched his hands.

“You dog-goned puncher,” hé
snarled, “T’ll never let up on you till
I see you swinging from a branch!”

The Rio Kid laughed.
“That's tall talk, judge, when my six-
gun is looking at you this very minute,”
he said. “Get off your horse.”

The judge did not stir.

“You better, judge,” whispered Long
Bill. “The galoot can sure drop you
where you sit.”

“ Never!” .

The judge glared into the rocky
ravine. Not a sign was to be seen of

the puncher, only his woice told that he
was there. - But the whole group -of

horsemen were exposed to his alin, and
they knew it; and every man sat his
horse like a stonc lmage, fearing to
draw a shot by stirring.  The bullet
that had carvied off the judge’s has
could just as easily have bheen driven
throagh: his head, or any head- therve.
The-whole gang had been trapped, and
were at the mercy of the man they had
be,en trailing.

Kid’s voice drawled on cheerily:

“Light down, judge; TI'm telling
you.”’ i
Judge Shandy set his tecth and

‘dragged round his
into the gulch,

Bang!

There was a sharp cry from Shandy,
and he dropped like a log from the
back of his horse. The gunmen stared
at him as he crashed helplessly on the
kY ground and lay there—still!

horse to gallop back

“1 reckon the judge has got his”™
The Rio Kid's voice rang out sharp
with menace.” “You ‘uns wani any?
sav "

et up, puncher,” gasped Jake
—“let up! We aln’t asking for
any irouble.” :

" off your ecritters.”

The five gunmen dismounted. - They
hardly glanced now at the still form of
the judge, stretched on the ground.
The judge’s horse galloped on through
the ravine, passing the hidden cover of
the puncher and-clattering on to the
open vallers beyond.

The Rio Kid, kneeling behind the
boulder, watching the gang through the
vice, grinned. Through the crevice
ix-gun was aimed, and he could
have shot dewn the whole gang with
saze, long before they could have
rushed his cover, or retreated into the

The Kid had laid

c¢h behind them.

B Price 2d. 9

Bang ! From among the rocka
4 Halt, you ‘uns !’ came

{See Clapier 2.) -

bis plaus well for dealing with the gang

of guumen from Butte.

“That’s better,” called out the Kid.
“Now drive on yvour cayuses. I guess
you cau get back to Buife hoofing i,
fellers.” .

55

v, pard---—-"7

“I guess thal’s enough chinwag., Tm
waiting, aud I'w sure getting tired of
holdivg thiz guu.™

“You've got us felley,” s=id Long
Bill; and he struck his horse and sent
the animal galloping up the ravine.

The other horses followed.

“Now drop your guns.”

The five suffians drew the revolvers
] etr belts. They did not think
of secking to use them. They stood in
the open. under coveyr of a gun that was
hidden, but which they knew bore full
upon them. Thelr weapons clattered to
the ground. y

"uns suee know how o do as
you're told,” chuckled the Rio Kid, “I
guess £'m ibrouglh with you. You can

i Geot back inlo the gulch,

beat it, fellers
and don’t coane this way again beforc

sundowu.. I’ shootings ab sight next
sime I see you. You-get me?”
“Its  your | sm puncher,”  said

Long Bill philosonhically. I reckou
we'll carry the judge away with us”

“T reekon vou'll leave him  rigiy
there,” wapped oui the Kid. “I want
the judge, and I dou’s want you. Get!”

“Bui look hore, feller——7

Crack! -

A bullei tere a sirip of skin from
Long Bill’s ear. He gave a yell, and
started back down the ravine at a run.
Tiz comrades went after him  helfer-
Iter. Tlhat hint was enough.

The Rio Kid's laugh followed them.
Tue PoptLar—No. 480.
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couple of mbiutes the gang of
vulxilmin, c}{)ismounted and d}sa,rn}ecl,
were tramping out of the ravine nto
the locked guleh, leaving Judge Shandy
lying where he had fallen, on the rocks.

«T sure rveckon this is my game!

chuckled the Rio Kid; and he came oub
of his cover abt last.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Prisoner !

T judge opened his cyes.
: l H IJIe %tarcpd round him. wildly.
His head was aching, and he
strove to put his hand to it, and
made the discoxlfery that his hands were
amd to his belt.
boil{é‘dwas iying on a blanket on a bed
of sassafras, and his dazed eyes, as they
stared round, saw only walls of rock.
His hands were bound, and his feet were
shackled with a trail-rope. Hec was a
prisoner, that was clgar to him, dizzy
as he was. He lay in a cave, with
rugged, rocky walls, and a wide open-
ing through which he. could see the stars
glinting in a sky of deep dark blue.

e was alone in the cave. | .

Of what had happened since ihe
puncher’s bullet had .Struck him down,
the judge knew nothing. Many hours
had passed, he knew that, since it was
now night. He was a prisoner—
evidently in the Liands of the puncher he
had trailed; but the puncher was not to
he seen. X

The judge sank back on his blanket
with a groan. i

For a long time he lay motionless,
buc after a while he stirred again, and
began to struggle with the rope that
held him. He struggled in vain, and
gave it up at last. He had been tied
with care and skill: the bonds caused
bime no discomfori, but they were ‘as
secure as iron shackles.
less, and he soon realised it. He lay
down on the blanket again and waited
for his enemy to appear—and at last
ho slept, undisturbed by a voice or a
footstep.

When he opened Dgs cyes again, the
sun was glimmering in at the mouth
of the cave. The judge sat up and
looked round. It was high morning, the
sun  blazing in a cloudless sky. He
found that he could get upon his feet
and move about within a radius of a

couple of yards: the trail-rope, knotted-

10 a peg driven in the ground, prevented
him from moving further. He could not
reach the opening of the cave, but he
could stand and look out, and he realised
at once that he was high up in the
buttes. TFrom the cave, hill and valley
stretched before him like a panorama,
and far in the distance, he saw a
winding river on the green plains
beyond the buites, and a collection of
buildings tiny in the distance. And he
realised, with a start, that it was the
lown of Butte that he was staring at—
visible in the elear air, but many a loug
mile away.

There was a step in the mouth of the
cave, and a handsome youug puncher
stood there, smiling at the judge.
“‘Mf_orning, feller,” said the Rio Kid
cheerily, -

guglge Shandy gave him a black look.

. You!” he said, between his teeth.

. Nobody else,” smiled the Rio Kid.

I reckon vou're fixed up hyer comfort-
able, judge. Not quite like your house in
Buttes, perhaps—but safe—quite safe,
judge.”

I(ie laughed lightly.

“You want to know where your gun-
men are? I guess they hoofed it home
to Butte last night, and I sure opine
?hcy' were tired when they got there.
Their cayues are wandering somewhero
in the buttes—along with yours, judac.
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He was help- |

And vou're heve—you're my guest,
judge. -You're here for a quiet time,
foller. Nobody will nose you out up here,
at the top of the tuttés—I guess we're
over a thousand fect up, and I've sure
blanketed the trail we came by. You
let me know when you get tired of your

quarters.” X IO
“What does this mean?” hissed
Shandy. “ You shot me down——"

“I guess I only creased you, judge,
same as I used to crease ornery steers
on the ranch,” grinned the Rio Kid.
“Jest a crease along the top of your
cabeza, judge—it stunned you and put
you to sleep, and you was sure sleeping
sound when I brought you here. Don’t
vou be scared that I'm going to shoot
you up. You're sure too valuable.

“You can’t keep me here long,” hissed
Shandy. o

“You opine not?” asked ithe Rie Kid.
“Why, feller, I played your gang of
gunmen like a set of suckers, specially
to rope you in. That was all I wanted—
jest to rope you in, judge.” .

The Rio Kid sat on a boulder at the
mouth of the cave, and fixed his eyes
on Judge Shandy.

He was still smiling, but there was a
merciless gleam in his eves.

“You listen to me, feller,” be said
quietly. “You're a hard-fisted man,
judge, and there’s a heap folk in Butte
would be glad to hear that ~yowd
gone up the flume. You've grown rich
by money-lending, and taking up mori-
gages and foreclosures, and ruining men
who was working while vou sat in vour
office like a spider getting them into
your meshes. You're a bad egg, judge—
bad through and through. Wlhas made
you go gunning after me?”

The Kid paused a mioment. .

“You had a galoot in your cluiches
and I lent him the dollars to ges clear
of you, and that sure made you mad
with me,” said the Kid. “You pulled
a gun on me on the trail, and I shot it
out of your fist. You couldn’t let up
at that, You sure had to get a gang of
gunmen and follow me Into the buties,
and you'd have shot me up if I hadn’t
been too wide for you, judge. You'd
have left me for the buzzards.”

“T’ll leave you for the buzzards yet,
you durned puncher,” said Shandy,
between his teeth. “ Ask any galoot in
Butte, and he’ll tell you thai Judee
Shandy ain’t the man to be beat up by
a cowpuncher.”

“You’re beat by me. judge,” said the
Rio” Kid coolly. “You’re sure heak
You’re ahard man, judee, and a hard
grinder, and now. by the Loly snioke,
yow’'ll be ground hard. You can chew
on that.”

“You figure on . keeping me hye

“y it,” assented the Kid.

-

You’ve said
“I guess I'll be searched for and
found, and that’ll mean ten years in she
pen for you, puncher, if you ain’t shot
up.” ‘
“T reckon they can search from now
till the cows come home. and ithey won’t
find you,” grinned the Kid. “I'm sure
taking the chance of it, anvhow. Bless
your little heart, judge, I had all this
cut .and dried. ‘I trapped your gang
down in the gulches, jest for this reason
—because I had this little shebang all
ready for you, judge.  And you walked

- into the {rap like a good little man—yon

was so keen to get me.”
And the Xid laughed heariily.
Judge Shandy’s eyes glittered.
“And if you kecp me here, what then?
Do you figure on getting a ransom oub
of me?” ) B
“I'm not a Mexican brigand is hald
a galoot to ransom, judge.”
“Then, what?” .
“Don’t I keep on telling yo
my guest 7 sal

here ?

“amount to shucks hyer.

banteringly. “I'm keeping veun for the
pleasure of your company. Besid
I'm selling you food.”

“Belling me food?”
judge. ’

“Yep—if you want any.”

I} was long past the judge’s usual housr
of breakfast. In the keen, sharp air of
the high buttes, Judge Shandy was
already hungry. He stared hard and
savagely at the Kid.

“If you keep me a prisoner, dog-gone
vou, you'll have to feed me,” he snarled.

“Not unless 1 choose,” reminded the
Kid. “It’s my say-so, judge—vyou don’t
You ain’t in
your oﬂicg in the Main Sireet of Buite

nowr
S,

=,

repeated the

talking to 2 settler that owos ;
money. If you want a can of bul
beef and a Irijole for your breakfast,
judge, you've only got to say the word
and- pay the figure. Prices are high in
this hotel—higher’n the interest you
charge on a lean, you durned mos
grabber. Breakfast costs you a thous
dollars.”

“What?” velled the judge.

“Every meal you take here will co:
yon the same,” drawled the Rio Kid.
“No extra charge for bringing in the
meals.”

“You gol-darned  hobo!”
Shandy. “T'll starve first!”

The Kid nodded.

“Youre free to do that,” he ag
“It’s sure a free country, and any gal
who wants to starve can sure do it
Starve, then.”

And the Rio Kid lounged away from
the mouth of the cave,- leaving Judge
Shandy grinding his teeth with rage.

yelled

&

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Thre Ransam !

[ I YV HE day passed, in the ¢ave in the

high hills, every minute cn
leaden wings.
Judge Shandy raved and

cursed and raved again, hoping eve
moment to hear the sounds of rescue, yet
knowing in his heart that there would
be no rescue. Only too well he knew
that this puncher—whose name even he
did not know-—had taken every care.
He was miles, he knew, from the gulch
where his gang of gunmen had been
trapped—the route by which he had
been brought lay over mile on mile of.
barren, trackless rock. 'The keenest
trailers in Texas might hunt for him for
weeks without finding a clue to- his
hiding-place. He knew it only too well.
And who, after all, was to hunt for him?
He had hired a gang of gunmen to ride
down the puncher and “shoot him up.”
but they were not likely to range the
buttes in search of him. The sheriff of

.Butte and his men might search for u

time, but they were not likély to spend
days in searching for the best-hated
man in the itown. The judge was
a hard man, a hard-fisted and hard-
hearted man, and he had chosen rather
to be fearved than liked; but those whe
feared him were little likely to irouble
their heads about his disappearance. It
was forced into his mind that he was a
prisener without hope: his fate utterly
dependent on the will of the unknown-
puncher—and from that puncher, what
had he to expect? He had trailed the .
puncher down {o take his life, fiercely,
lawlessly, ruthlessly, He knew that he
had no merey to expeet, and that he
deserved none. - -

The judge was a hard man—stern to
inflict, and stubborn to endure. In the’
keen air of the buties hunger assailed
him fiercely. But he would not yleld‘: .
he was determined not to yield. —All
through the weary day he raved and
cursed, and tramped about the rocky
cave ab the end of his tether, tethered
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a.beast in a cagr. Bub he would
1

call out—he would give no sign cf
wwrender. The day passed, and pighé
once moie on the buttes. Tar

the plains, he could sece
twinkling lights come out ouc by
onc in the town of Butte—the town
where he was a power, the town where
Le had sat in his office, like a spider in
iig inni ies for his fellow-

hts mocked him

the

men. The twinklin
{rom af

Lim; but he called

gnawed

aut no word to recall the puncher to

1the eave. Late in tho night he threw
himsclf on the bed of sassafras, and
tried Lo sleep. -He dossed therc fitfully
PESTIR 3 coma fand the light 'of a

1 down on the

. no sound Lad come from the
puncher: and a terrible fear came into
Shandy’s- heart that the man was gone,
had gone and lefb him to perish there,

od in the cave. His fierce anger and

pride were quelled ab last, and he
called: aud as thore came no answer, hc
vud showind again, Only the

voice among the rocks
answercd him. The puncher was gone
—but would he return?
i < high noon when the Rio Kid
into the cave again. He gave

o-face, furious man a cheery

nod.
“1 reckon I've becn

away & iime,

arked, “Did you want

judge,” he rew

e, feiley?”
The judge panted. |
“{iive me food.”

“Vou poy the Bgurc?” smiled the
IN )
“Ves!?  groaned Shandy.  “Ar

thing—anything you like! ~ Only give
g food.”
Y You haven't got the dollars in your
I guess?”

23

“Then vou want to sign a- draft on
the bank in Dutte. I guess. I'IN et
loozc one of vour fing to write it. out.
Tve got the things lere you'il want.
M it all square, judge: if the draft
win't paid T guess: I'm riding on the
western trail, and I shan’t come back
here. - If you play any gun-gamec with
that dvaff, judge, you'll never play
another 1 said the Rio Kid grimly.

Tut Judge Shandy was past trickery
no Tor his own sake he hoped
forvently thai the puncher would have
no diffculty in.collecting the woney- on
the draft .

His ¢ - arm was rveleased, and ke
wrote out the draft. The Kid examined
it esrefully, and put it in  his belt
“hen he tossed the judge a tin of bully
Lheef and a tough frijole, and handed
Lim a can of waters The judge
devoured the -food like .a famished
animal, the Kid watching him coolly.
When 4he meal was over the judge's
arm was bound again, and the Kid left
him. Co :

From somowhere in the distance the
judge heard the sound of hoof-beats,
the puncher had his mustang at hand-
The prisoner of the cave threw him
self upon his rough bed and groaned.

The hot day wore itself away.

Night came cnee more.

Tho judge called, and called again;
L:ut there was no answer. The puncher,
he figured out, had gome down to
Butte, and was in no hurry to-returm.
Whether he had gone to Butte or mnot,

3

the puncher did not reappear all
through the long, weary night.  The
judge was tormented by fears—fears

ihat the draft had not been pald and
that the pungher had made good his
threat to ride away and abandon him;
fears that the puncher might have fallen
in with the guninen and Leén “shot up,”

That was what Judge Shandy lad
Vglm_med for him; but he was in mortal
drcad now leost ks plans should have
deen” effect. :

Vhen da
the buttes

1 CEIOIC U 0iCC Qe aver

the judge watched 16 ‘with
haggard, sunken eyes '
The hardest man in Dutte

was
changed now. He lay on his vough
bed in misery.when the Rio Kid looked
into the cave once more, with the vising
sun behind hiwn..

“ Morning, . feller ! said the Kid.
¢ me food!” .
”T.w judge was. almest whimperin
The hardest man in Dutte was broken
BOW.

CKonlva g(\i another thonennd doll
to‘fpc;xd, judge 7 asked the Kid coolly.

wvthing 17 e

the folks in Butte would
ow You uow, judge; you've
wn g0 polite and obliging,” said the

03

Tl

et wie oud of t

sald the judge

rzely. “You've gob me beat—you've
zot me breke! Name vour figure, and

[

let me loose!
The Kid regarded him coolly.
“Ten thousand is the fOgure,”
answered,
The judge groancd.
“If's almost all T have!” he muitered.
“How did you get ik, judge? Does
it sure belong fo you?” asked the Kid
banteringly. “I’s other men’s money,
judge, though yowrve banked . But

lie

take your choico—TI ain’t in a humy to
ride out of the buites. I'm for New

Mexico when T ride out of hyer, but
New Mexico can sure watté till you've
made up your little mind, feller.”

“I'm beat! Girs nie the pen.”

“You've sald it, judge,” smiled ilio
“Make it nine thousand dollars
this time, and when it’s clear you're a
frec man—and I sure hope the lesson
will do you good.” .

The draft was written, and the Kid
belted it. The judge was left with a
free hand, and an ample supply of food
and drink.

He ate and drank, and ate and drank
again, as if he would never have his
fll.  The puncher was going; but he
stepped into the cave again as the
judge began to fumble with bhis bonds.

“WNot vet, feller!” smiled the Kid.

And the judge’s free hand was bound
onee more.

A little later he.heard the. clatter of
a mustang’s hoofs dying away into the
silence of the buttes.
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Tood  and
prisoner’s reach
self, bound as he
came he sleps.

With the
not return.

within
5

iy

help hinm-

2z the puncher did
higher and

higher, and e come.  The
groancd in ho of spir#

ad
had obtained
abandpned him to die.

nted hivy t

puncher
1010,
hat better did he  deserve
hands of the man he |
down to his deat
the goiden sun
in the till

at the
¢ soughi o hunt
judge watched
igher and higher
at of noen was
Maing and | ihe

> was a foolstep at lazt.

He turncid h the
mouth of the iho
puncher that ent .

“Jong Bil U

Yow're Hye

gunman.

“Tet we locse.”

Long. Bill came across
keen howiednife glided
Shandy’s bonds, and ke wa
He staggered to his fect and sunk
on a bhoulder,

“How did vou find mot”
judge at last.

" ken that puncher pub me wis

sald Long Bill. “He held me up with
a gun this morning, and I g 1 who

—though I hadun't zeb e on
1 suie alowed dhad it was

st he only
. He told me
Powed you'd

he w
him afore.
the loug trail for wm
wanted to chew the r
where to find you, and a

bhe glad to see me hver in ibe
butics, judge. I rec Tve been ol
the morning getting hyer 5, you
look as if you'd hLad a time,

judge.” .
The gunman fumbled in hig belt
“He surc handed me a billy-doo for

you, judge, and I reckon T've got it

hyer. Hyer it ig.”
The judge took the letier, and Wi
folded it. His haggard cyes rai over
the pencilled lines.  Then the paper
futtored from his hand. and the guu-
man picked it up and glanced at if.
“Oh, holy smoke!” ejacuiated Long

Bill. “The Rio Kid! It was the Rio

Kid we was trailing, judge. 1 reckon I

ain’t surprised that we glipped up on it

nohow. The Rio Kid is bad medicine,
judge.” L o )
Thore was a grin on -his rugged,

he iooked at the Rio

bearded face a3 i
he called if,

Kid’s “billy-doo,” a3
again. o
The Kid's note was briei:

“P'm giving thiz to your bulldozey to
bring to you, judge. Your dollars have
gone to tho h ital in 8% Antone;
vour money’s too dirty for me o
touch. - T told you yow was my gucsh
judge, and youw've had yeur iot}deljfrc .
Tollow my trail into New Mexico 3 you
want to sce the Rio Kid again.”

w

“The Rio Kid!” muttered the jndge.
o said no. morc; and uftered’ mo
word on tho way down from the hign
t Whether that

buttes to the town.
lesson had done the ]mig(:1 good, or
whether it left hiin the hard-fisted

rascal that it had found him, the Rio
Kid never knew; he had left the -
buttes country far behind, ‘and Judge
Shandy was dismizsed carelessly _frc‘)m
his mind as. he rede oa thie trail for
New Mexico and the gold-mines

© THE EXD.

(There will be another alirriyg yarr of
the Pio Kid next weel, gloms. eutitled :
CTHE CALL OF HIS BACE!Y)
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CAPTURED !

T his week :

[11 THE
CALL OF HIS RAGE!”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
. Ropeéd In! -
f\IE Rio Kid could. have laughed
at the grim irony of it, only the
affair was rather too

) serious for
laughing. :

At long Jast, after many doubts and
much “debating with himself, the Kid
had made up his mind. He was tired
of the whole game—tired of being
hunted Dy - Texan sheriffs, tired of
riding lonely trails, tired of solitary
camps in the chapparral. Texas, as he
told ‘himself, was not the whole wide
world; outside the borders of the Lone
Star Stdte there were lands where the
name and fame of the Ric Kid were
unknown; where the arm of the law
was not stretched out to seize him;
where' he could look his fellow-man in
the face without gripping a gun at the
same moment.

To turn his back on his own land was
not casy to the Kid; though in his own
land he wai an outcast. But he had
resolved on it at last; resolved to ride
to the west, and seek a new country
beyond the desert. He had faced the
setting sun and ridden. The lonely

THE Poprrar.—No. 481,

The Rio Kid is captured at last—roped in on the plaifns;
. the Kid’s not dismayed at the grim prospect before him.
things can happen, he knows, before he is shut off from the werld by iron bars!

R10 Kiny

2 RALPH REDWAY

wastes of the Staked Plain, the drifting |
sand that hid the trails, the savage:
Redskins that wandered in that last
refuge of the native, had no terrors for
the Kid. And when the grasslands ‘of
Texas dropped behind him he gave |
little or no thought to tho sheriffs and’

town marshals who wanted him, orthe ]

bills that were stuck up on nearly every
dead wall between the Peces and -the |
Rio Grande, offering five hundred dol-
lars reward for the Rio Kid, dead or
alive. The old life was thrown behind
the Rio Kid; or so he thought. But if
was not so easy to shake off the past,
as he grimly reflected naw—naow that he
was riding back "with his face to the
east, his feet tied to his stirrups, his
hands bound to his belf, his guns in the
keeping of the two burly men who rode,
one on either side of him.

_ Three-days-before the Kid-had ridden
through the last camp on the edge of
the desert, and there he had seen, and
read, with a smile on his face, a bill
posted on a tree in the street, offering.
five hundred dollars for his capture. In-
a playful mcod, the Kid had shot that.
bill to pileces under the eyes of a

-days in the desert unknown

staring score of meén who did not ven-

But’
Many

SN

A& RQUSING LONG COMPLETE
YARN OF WESTERN ADVEN-
TURE, STARRING THE
AMAZING RIO KID, BOY
OUTLAW OF TEXAS!

ture to touch a gun while the Kid sat
his mustang there with a .45 in either
hand., It was the Kid's last defiance to
the law that had made him an outlaw
by no fault of his own; and he had for-
gotten the apisode as he rode on his
lonely way by desert trails; but others
had not forgotten.

Perhaps the Kid had grown a little
careless in his ‘belief that he had lefs
Texas and .all his foes behind him.
Perhaps, thinking of the new life before
him, he had dismissed the old too soon
and too casily. Certainly he had not
rackoned: that he would be followed.
from that camp-on the Rio Toro where
he had shot the bill to pieces on the
iree, neither would he have guessed
that any man could trail him for three
to him.
But Hank Harker, town marshal of
Toro, knew . his businessy; he " “had
tracked many a rustler in the Staked

Plain; and now he had tracked -the
Kid. In his solitary camp at ‘the
boitom of a rocky valley, sleeping
beside his  mustang, rolled i his

blanket. the Kid had been awakened by
the cold touch of a Colt on his fore-

Vhead, ;. and he did not argue. The Kid
tCopyright in the United States of America.;
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knew when he kad a chance to draw—

and when he had no chasce. And on
the prasent occasion he had not the
ghost of a cliance. . .

Aud now Le svas ridieg back - to

iz ny times

Toaxas, tied -on his lhiorse.
muzzle round,

the mustang durmed his
and hiz infelligent cves stared at his
master, as if in perplexity. it was the
¢ that the Kid nad ridden the

bound hand and foot, a

his held by another
Nob only was the Eid bound,
aing he[d by Hank Harker,
but a lariat was looped round him, and
grasped by the man on his other side,
The Kid was: well known to be a slip-
pery cusiomer, and the town marshal
£ Tara taling no chanees with

‘xv:

1rrae

hira.
Th
some

gre was a amiie on the Kid's hand-
iace as hLe rode between  his
under the blazing sun: but
X ¢ wag in his hezart, -In the
> hours \s})‘;"l he had thrown his old
bomud iz old lile had risen
st him ke tﬂb and smitten him
A bound prisoner, he was being
pack to answar fo the law he had
od and derided more recklessly than
- or gun-man in Texas. -
of two da\s back te

ridc

Tora: an est day of blazing heat
ard dust was drawi ng to iz close, -The
Taro mavshial aad  hiz man, Buck
Carson. were fatigned, grimed with the
dust of the desert, and still vneasy lest
thetr prisoner should slip  through
rhair fngers. Bound as he was, help-

anch of them leept
hoot him dead
ape. They were

alive if they
they were

¢ in theiy ha“df‘
2 gun handy, 1 v to
at me Frsb effort to
to take him
dead or

Cetersained to take

in
alive,
him,

But the Rio Kid made no effort to

Ii was fuiile to make any such
mpt, and khe was not the man to
waste his efergy. If a chance came
fia; was a differeat matter. But what
chaliee was hke'Q ic come? There was
no one io aid him in the lonely desert:
aud when he came to the haunts of man
o hand would be vaised for him—all
would be raised ogainst him. The
rnapfer of chances he‘d nothiog  to
which tup Kid could pin the slightest

nopu nd vect he had pot abandoned
hopa. Ho‘pe aud confidence were a
part of his nature.
The sun_was sinking towards the
rrag of New Mexico: the ILW stunted

that dotted the arid plain were
« ‘xsmzo long shadows. The town
marshel and his wan still rode on dog»

gedly., The Kid glanced from one io
the other with & mockmg smile.  He
knew how gladly {hey would have

uflJen right on, with never a halt 1l
hev had landed ki safe in the cala-
]nno'm at Toro} but it was not in horse-
fiesh to do it Alrcady their norses
were weary and shckmg even the
black- muzzled mustang showed signs of
fatigune. Ther had to camp one n'ﬂ'ht
in the desert: there was no help Tor
thar, Camyp ther mn.
cnance of the Kid slipping through
rheit ﬁngen in the hours of darkness.
Bat not 11l the rim of the red sun
.m;oned the kLm":a to the west did Hank
tlarker unwil hlwly df‘\,\"' rex‘]

“Light down, Buck'™ he said gruffr.

(=

‘I guess the cayuses are ready to drop.

Fi) “hit the trail again al dawn.”
(33

C9Qure!” assented (arson,

sHre going 'm lol me

locse
said the Kid,
 “1 reckon 1 =nouxd lose
sleey:, roped up like this.”
it sajd  Flurker curtly,
{QIIHI" no Cl]'l'l‘ 08 \‘]l'l You,

‘orstho night, watnna{

¥ gria.
Leuk.
‘Fosget

‘mosurs

and take the

:‘;:\ n

Kid, You've
and too often.’

e Ixnl lau
on pis horse.

mounted. H

us the slip too long
o, still sitting bound
while the others had d
s eyes. keen and searching
as an eagle's, roved over the darkening
plain. - He had worn a smile while
black care sat at his heart; but now
the care was lifted, and his laugh rang
with a 30\0 note. Perbaps on the
shadowing plain the Kid's eugin ere
had pmx\ed up some sign that was un-

- seen by the town marshal of Toro and

- of

his man—ihi nking cnly,
their . wwearin
anxiety to keep th(-h
the calaboose.

IImr ter stared ai the Kid snspiciously,
Wt o rewiember ma\, '.ou re
our meat, dead or alive, Kid,” he said,
with menace in his voice. © You lift as
much as an eyehd aad vou get yours.
Tve told you we're ta(\‘no no chancer .

“I reckon I shan’c be in a hurry to

part company with wyou, marshal’
f:ﬂ'llﬁd the Kid. “1I like you too IITLln}\
follar.”

‘The rarshal grunted.

“You sure won't have a chance
particg compdh_,, he answered,

And the town marshal of Toro made
very sure of that.

The Kid was released frvom the
and iified to the ground.
wore iied to two pegs driven inte the
ground,  His hands were released to
iet him sharc the supper of his captors,

as they were,
and  of their
prisoner safe for

of

suddle
His ankles

but while ke ate a rovolver was held
to his head. with a finger on the
trigger. One suspicious movement, and
a  bulles welld have been  driven
through his brain. Bt the Kid was
not the rian to throw his life away, and
he made no «u%yw ous movement. Ie

ate and <drank with
cold bully beel and euit, washed
down by lukewarm water from the
bottles. Harker did not care to lighst
a camp-fire, lest iis light should ‘m"a.r't
any of the lawless wandering otitcasts
.of the Staked Plain,

Axter his supper the Wid's hands were
voped behind him, -and both Hatker and

a good appetite:

nis ran examined the knotz of the
rope with care. The lasso was leoped
vound him again, the rope twisted

round the town marshal’s arm when he
ley down in his blam\et Not 2 move-
ment cowld the Kid have made without
awakening Hank Harker. And all
through the night one or the other was
to keep wateh, gun in hand.

Harker rolled himself in his blanke{',
and slept almost as soon as he closed hi:
eyes, 50 weary was he from the long tra
afier the Rio Kid, and the hard cm
ride that had tollov ed the capture. Buch
Carson was keeping the first waich, and
hie sat with his back to a stunted pcean,
a vevolver in his hand, his eyes on the
prizoner. Weary as he was, he did not
close s eyes. Bui the Kid, lying bound
in his blanket, unable to wove hand or
foot, closed his eves and slept as peace-
fully ag ever he had slumbered in the
bunl-house in the old days at the Double
Bar ranch.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Kid’'s Last Chancs !
TARS were gleaming

S .

in the sky
when the Rio Kid awakened.

e did uos stir. -
Ti still wanted an hour to miid-
and the Kid had awakened then,
becaize he nad ‘determined to waken
then, before he closed his eyes in
slumber

ful eves of Puck Carson,

it the peean, with his gun
in hiz hand, his guze fixed on the

i bent their

twwould
! others, and his scalp would hang 88 2

prisones
sleepin

Bl}‘: navar had
awaxe,

He was very carelul not to stiv: he did
not desive to awaken the towa raarsha’
of Toro, breathing heaviiy a feor
from him.

From the shadows,
half-opened, watched., The glizuner of
th stars showed him the reeumbent
figure of the sleeping marshal, and rhe
watchful face of Carson. 'lde gun, rest-

, it ssemed thaz the Kid w

it

the Kid heen wide:

Ty

the Wid's exc

‘ing on Carson’s knee, caught the siar-

light and gleamed,

The Kid lay s and waited.

¥rom the dnrkness round the l)"“l-'
camp in the heart c: the desert, came th

Fotw b
peie stiivieteld

Do an \I\:A
It was answered by “UO'."
faint, on the other side of
thon by ancther and anothes.
he Kid smiled, with hiz haifelosed
eves on Carson.
The marshal's man
ruhoue

er hoot, as
s camp, and

was heavy with

end the desive to \map bus he

was grimly remaining awake and watch-

.vl %t midnight, when Hank Markes
was to take his turn fo watch.

The faint hooting of the ovis ¢ ld nol
disturb him.

The Kid felt a twi inge of compunction.
He knew what the taint, almost in-
uudmlﬁg hooling mieant, if the marshal's
man did not. He knew that death was
stealing through the dark ness upon ihe

man who watched, gun i hand, the
prisoner who could not harm him. It

wag on the Kid's lips to utter a warning
whisper. But he checked it. Iis own
life was ab staka; he mighi suve Carson
a dozen timoes over, and yvet he would be

led u bound prisoner into Toro. The
repes  that bound him  irked him
terribly s he +vias aching with their

cramping grip; vet no plpadmg would
have induced his captors to loosen an
inch; even a movement o ease his
cramped limbs might. have drawn @
hasty shof ’lhe Kid-was not in a posi-.
tion to play the Good Q‘-dmmnan to the
men who were leading him tc death,
tied up like.a wild beast. He felt com-
punction, but -he was silent and still,

The hooting of the owla had died inio
silence. -

The Kid knew what that meant.

His kecn eyes had read the sign of the
desert, belore his captors had halred to
camp. A turkey-buzzard rising from o
guily, a shadow “that stirred where otier
shadows were still, had been enough -
more thai enough—for the Iid. He
knew that some savage crew of desert
outcasts had ““ri‘ted the party irom afar,
and tracked mem—waltmg ouly for tho
cover of night o close in on the lonely
camp. So wary, so cunning, was the
trailing, that even the Rio Kid, watehiul
for the slimmmest chance that might stana
between him and the calaboose at Tore.
doubted once or wwice whether he hau
vead the sign aright. But iu his heart ke
was sure; yet tili he heard vhe hooting
of the owls, he could not tell whether
the hidden trailers were white men or
red.

Now he knew ‘.

Bome gang of redskin oulcaste—some
erew oI savage Apaches wio had never
necks 1o the white man’s y0ohy
—ferocious, greedy, ruthless, were clos.
ing round the solitary camp iu tflv
de‘:ox*of the Staked Plain. Whether he
had more mercy to expect from then:
than his captors had to expect, the T\N
could not be sure. As likely as not. they

kill him as ruthlessly as the

trophy at a Redskin belt. Better that

than the calaboose at Toro, and the

triumph of the enemies who had so long
Trs PorvLae.—No. 48L
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hanted him in vain. But it was on the
-ards that, finding him a prisoner in the
qut.b of theu' foes, the Apaches might
¢ him—at least, only make him a
prisoner; and the change of captors
would be a change for the better. In
st recesses of the desert -to
which they might bear him, there would
be hope of esmpe——:hu Rio Kid was a
bard man to hold. At the very worst,
Letter o join the Redskin gang than to
be handed over to the sheriff’s rope.

4 was & chance—a slim chance, ‘but it
was all that the Kid had. Life or death
hiung on the passing minutes for him.
He was coolly prepared for whatever
mnghit befall ; ready to face it when 1t
came, whether it was freedom, or a
vhange of captivity, er the thr rust of an
Apache knife. With such thoughts in
rnind the Rio Xid had slept peace-

knov"nv that he could rely upon
,xmhel to waken when he would; and
knowing that the attack, which was cer-
rain ta come, was not likely to come
sefore midmght. And now it was
coming. )

Those faint, z2lmost inaudible, hoois
from the silent night were the signals of
ihe Redskins to one another, as they sur-
rounded the eamp in the dense darzkness,
\Vhen the circle was complete, and all
was ready, the rush would come, as the
Kid knew., He had not seen one man—
nob & shadow of one—but he knew that
ab least a dozen savage foes were circling
vound the camp, closing in, closer and

closer.

Buck Carson stirred and yawned.

He had not noted the faint hoots of
the night-owls; had he noted them, he
would never have recognised them as
human imitations. His ear was not
trained to the sounds of the deseri like
ihe Rio Kid’s.

But now the hooting had ceased; all
wasg silent. 'The ecircle was complete;
and close—close ab hand now, though the
darkness-siill hid the savage rovers ot
vhe Staked Plain.

The Kid waited grimly.

If the creeping Indians noticed him at
all, ther believed him sleeping, as he
Jlay motionless, as Buck Carsen believed.
But the Kid was not sleeping; he was
watching tensely.

Behind the stunted pecan against
ch the marshal’s man sat, a shadow
irred among-other shadows,

The Kid telt a pang.

A few umioments more, and he knew
that a stealthy hand would reach round
the slender trunk, and a knife would be
miven between the shoulders of the man
who sat there nnsuspecting.

The man was taking him to his deaih;
but the Kid was a white man. To see
a white man slaughtered helplessly,
ireacherously, by a lurking savage, wa
not possible to him. Tor the moment hc
‘forgot that he was the Ria Kid, hunted
’uy all Texas; and remembered onl\‘ that

tie was a puncher of the Double Bar
sanch, a white man bound by all laws
to stand by his race against foes of
another colour. He lifted his head,
t the movement, Buck Carson’s hand
Fame up, with the gun in it, his finger
on the irigger. But the shadow behind
the peean. which had been stirring, was
stilled.  The - eveeping Apache had
pavsed. The Kid yawned, and smiled
ub the watchful, suspicious face of the
marshal’s man—watchful where no watch
was needed, unguarded where his life
‘lvpended on his ¢ guard.

‘No games, Kid,” said Carson. “I'd
sure be sorry to blaw your cabssa inio
little pieces, Tut you get yours if you try
it on.” }

“Mayn’t a man speak a liitle
feller 7 vawned the Kid.
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“Can it, and go o sleep !

1 he Kid laughod

“You ain’t interesicd

“\one.

“YI guess I'd sure be interested if a
galoot was telling me that a Redskin was
just behind my shoulder with a knife in
his paw,” drawled the Rio Kid.

Carson did not stir.

“Cut it out 1" he grinned “Youdon't
draw me so easy as that, Kid. 1 guess
there ain’t no hedskm ‘pearer than a
day’s ride.” -

“You dog-goned loco galoot, I'm
warning you that theve's Redsb ins “ll
round the camp, and that your life ain’t
worth shucks!” said the Rio Hid con-
temptuously.

“Forget it, Kid,” gr nmea Carson,

Hank Harl\el' st she sound of
voices and sateup in hLis blankets. His
gun was in his hand.

“ Midnight; Buck 1 he asked.
“\1gh on, marshal.”
“Chewing the rag?”’

he =

‘The Marshal of

Tore glanc d from Carsoun to the
prisoner. I guess you’ ‘l hetter sleep,

Kid. You ain’i got ’to keep watch.”

The Rio Kid langhed.

“You've got me tight, feiler,” he
said. “You ain’t letiing up on me at
any price, not if I save your life fen
times over—what? Bub you're a white
man;, marshal, and I gJ(ﬂC T'm white
There’s In]uns round the camp as thick
as fleas on a Mexican dog

Buck <Carson chuckled, évidently
taking no stock in the Kid’s warning.
But Hank Harker was on his feet with
a bound. His eyes glared inio the thick

shadows round the lonely camp; his
finger was on his trigger.

“The Klds foolin’, mm’;,xﬂ 1 zaid
Carson. “I guess there ain’t no Red-

skins around without my knowing it.
— h !

The marshal’'s man broke off with a
choking cry and pitehed headlong to the
ground. e did not stir affer he
touched the earth, and as he lay on his
face te. feather of an arrow conld be
seen sticking from his neck. Fr om the
darkness the arrow had sped, winged
with death, and the marshal’s man lay
dead at the fect of the Marshal of Toro.

into the darkness round

camp.

But he was not standing now.
He had thrown himself on ihe earth,
taking whai cover he could—his horse,
and the stunied pecan, and the blankets,
and the body of the mian who lay pron

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Surrounded !
NG! Bang! Bang!
With a gun in either band,
Marshal of Tero blazed

the
away
the

‘With the roar of the marshal’s revalvers

came a wild yelling from the Apaches,
like a chorus of demons bursting ont in
the darkness. Five or six arrows
whizzed thxouah the air and two or
three bullets—some of the Redskins had
rifles. Then for a minute shadowy
forms showed up in the night, rush-
ing in. .

But ouly for a minute. The blazing
Colts drove the Apaches back, three or
four of them velling with the pain of

- wounds, one.of them falling as lie weut

and never stirring again.

The shadowy figures faded
ddrlmess again, and
came ringing baick.

Then there was silence
‘Buf the silence did not
ize  Apaches were gone. 'The Town
Marshal of 'l‘olo knew that. only too
well. The camp wos ged by {oes,
watchful, feroe: walting for
a channc to Bet the white man W\‘n an
TG or a huallef, er screwing in iheir

into the
demoniac  yells

=3,

mean ihat | ]

courage for another rush in face of his
revolvers.

The marshal panied as he crammed
fresh cariridges into his Colts. The
Kid grinned at him from his blanket.

“Feel like letiing me looze, marshal ?”

Neo answer,

““I reckon you're in a eclose corner,
feller. You know I can haqdle a gun,
sald the Kid percuatwelv “You can't:

stall off a gang of Apaches on
own, marshal! Have a little
‘SGI;:P'” .

“ Shut up, Kid! Che“ing ithe rag
will draw their arrows! They can
hear youl!”

“What do T ¢ am”’ grinned the Kid.

“A Redskin arrow is no worse than
the Tope of Judge Lynch, feller!”

7 ~ae me!?” mutterad U‘h“trm

You warned me!” mutt or
“If you hadn’t warned mie, Ix;d T4
be lying beside Clarson this minute 7
“Y warned Carson, but he knew ion
much!” said the Kid. “I was 2 fool
to do it, bui u feller can’t forget his

colour! 1 reckon if you go up the
flume, marshal, I stand a ber er chance
with  the juns  than . with Judge
Lynum"” o
“Yon do,” agreed the marshal,
“Well, then, you durned galoot, let

me loose and give me a gun!”

Harker shook his head.

“Y'm taking vou back to Tor
or alive, Kid! T guess I'm mmgea o
you for putting me wise about the
Injuns, and Tl make things as easy for
vyou as I know how. Bub you're niy
pri aouer and yowre staying my .
prisoner !

guewed vow'd say Jjust that,”
assented the Tid. “I knew I was a
durned fool to put you wise! But you
2in’s got me to Toro yet, feller! Them
Red bucks will have a word to suy
about thai !

Harker made no reply.

He was straining his eyes into the
darkness of the mght, and straining

'toa !

| his ears to listen.

At any moment the rush’of the Red-
skins might come, and he knew now that
he had more than a dozen foes io hc(x

Gladly enoug‘.l he -would have had a
man like the Rio Kid at his side, gun
in hand, to wiihstand the rush When it
came. But with a gun in his hand, the
Kid was not the man to be taken to
Toro afterwards. And the marshal was
hanging on to his prisoner so long a
iife remained. R

Whiz! Whiz! Whisl
Arprows were dropping  inio  the
£amp.

The Apaches were shooting into the
camyp so that the arrows dropped almost

vertically on the ecamp, and, in spite
of the darkness, their aim was un-

cannily geod.

An arrow passed through the Kid’s
blanket, but its force was spent, and it
barely scratched him.

He heard a muttered ecurse f{rom
Harker as another barbed shaft gmzed
thie marshal's neck.

There was a sudden squeal from
Carson’s horse, and the animal strug-

gled up, an arrow sticking in its dank.
The terrified herse trampfed awayv into

the darkn and a yell from the

unseen Redskins told that they had

caught i :
Hank Harker ground his tieeth

savagely.

e had followed the Kid far into the
wilderness of the Staked Plain, think:
ing only of his capture, reckless and
of the Iurmng dangers of the

rt, which he had faced many a time
unheeding. The Kid was in his hands
now, and.the anhwdcd dangers of the
f?e<erc had closed in on him. A gang
thief-Apaches—outeasts, half-Tamished
».va.nderers of the deferi—ield Lim ab
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skins were shooting into the air with an aim that was uncannily good.
Kid from his bed, and fie turned ovar and weni to sleep.

v, and wsll the Marshal of Toro

Carson lay dead, and ere
sun rose over the Staked Plain
expected so join him. There
bhelp a day’s ride from the
white man’s camp, no chance
ueccour, and not the remoteet chance
- the Apaches would relinguish their
©. The guns and horses ajone were
prize to the ragged thicves of
. Jesert.

Tue Bio Kid vawued.

“You staying awake, marshal
niked banteringly.

Harker grunted.

*“Wake me haif an housr before dawn,
then 1”7 grinned the Kid, “I'm going to
! They™il finishi just before day-

a great

27 he

“You know a lot, Kid!” snarled the
mayshal,

“I guess I know Tojuns and their
ways,” drawled the Wid, “They'll keep
up this game with their arrows to get
vou rattled, Lot they won't keep it up
afier dawn. Just before sun-up, feller,
there'!l be a rush. You're a good man,
nearshal, and you'il pot three or four,
atud the rest will carve you into small

pivces! Wake. me for the finish,
feller ™

Tae Kid closed his eyes.

Harker did not heed 1;  he was

watehing with painful intensity, He
fznew that the Kid was right—that ths
tureat of aitack was to hang over him
vitl day was near t0 kéep his nerves at
il tension, and that the last fatal rush
would come boefers the mew day gave
him light for sure shooting.

In the mceantime, a chance arrow
might disable bim and throw him, an
easy  prey, lvte the hands of the
Apnebern  Fle knew it well edough, and

A showsr of arrows dropped into the camp, one pinning the Kid’s blankat to the grouad.
‘“Wake me when they've finishad,” yawned tha

ke knew that he would never ride into
Torc again, with or without his
prisoner. DBut be was still dogged and
determined, stiil inflexible.

That the XKid was sleeping ho did not
belicve, but alter a time he peered at
the prisoner in the darkness. The Kid's
eyes were closed. Lis breathing was soft
and rvegular., Harker stared at him in
wonder. The Kid was sleeping as
peacefully az a child, while round the
camp lurked the savage Apaches, and
arrows stijl dropped Irom the air.
when the Redskins’ final rush came, the
ehances were that the Kid, prisoner as
he was, would share the fate of the
Marshal of Toro.

“Bome nerve ! muttered the marshal.

He watcied again, .

Twice dim shadows flitted in the
;
darkness, and he fired. Once a pyell told

that the Icad had taken effect.

Btill the rush did not come,

Hazxker lay beiween his horse and the
body of his foliow crouching in ‘what-
ever cover thare was, waichful, savage,
bitterly resolute.

But as the stars paled, hie knew that
the end was drawing near. X

Tt wanted half an hour to dagtight;
and within the next fifteen minutes, at

most, nis fate would be decided. And
it would only be decided one way.
He did not waken the Kid. Bui a

mecking e at hiy side told him thot
the Rio K wd awakened.
)

“Baving your prayers, marshal?”
Harker made no answer.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Kid Kesps His Ward !
HE Rio Kid zat up in hiz blanket.
He was sititf and cramped; yet
ite of the discomfort, he had
soundly,  Now he was wide
re war 1 gleam of amuse-

Yet.

The Red-
(See Chapter 3.)

ment in his eyes. Just before the dawn
it was darker than ever; he could
scarcely make out the Sgure of the Mav-
shal of Toro so close to him, The Xid
was thinking now.

e knew what the end must be—Hark
Hurker, fighting to the last, would go
down ander the rush of the Apaches.
The Redskins, finding a bound prisoner
in the camp, might spare him, as a foe
of their foes. The Kid could speak to
them ih their own tongue; it was likely
enough that the Apathes had heard of
the Rio Kid, more than likeiy that the:
would welcome him into their gang if he
cared to save his life by turning Redskin
—for o time. ~ At all events, the Kid's
ouly chanee, his only hope, lay in the
vietory of the outcasts of the Seaked
Plain, Yet he bad deliberately post-
poned, if not frustrated, that victory, by
warning his captors of the impending
attack. And now—the Kid smiled at his
own weakness, but the call of his race
was teo ng for him to resist

“Marshal,” he draswled. ’

Harker pecred at him,

“Forget it, Kid,” he said. “I'1a not
letiing you loose. T'm Loldinz on to you
as long as T can™ - .

The Kid laughed.

“T guess you know I'm a maa of my
word, marshal. They say a lot of things
apout the Rio Kid, but no galoot cver
figured out that my word wasn’t good
enough for him.”

“ L know that, Kid.”

“3Well, then,” drawled the Fid. “Ler
me loose, feller, and give me my guns:
and when the eireus iz over, T'll sure
hand you the guns again, and let you

- rope me up.”

Harker was silent,
“I reckon I've got a chanse if the Red-
skins wipe you,out tal, Bt it sus2
'EE POPULAR. -0, 451,
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goes against the grain to let a gang of
dirty Apeaches wipe out a whire man.
71l siond the racket with you, marshgﬂ,
and afterwards I'm your prisoner again.
Is it a cinch?”

Still the marshal hesitated.

Not that he doubted the XKid. e
knew that the Rio Kid's word was as
good as gold; that he would do exactly
as he promised, if he survived the fight.
Well he knew, too, the difference 1t
would make, with a man like the Rio
Kid fighting at his side when the rush
came. But to owe his'life to the Kid—
and siill to take him a prisoner into
Toro—that was what made the marshal
hesitate. ad he had his duty to do—
the Kid was his prisoner, and his duty
was clear.

“Is it a cinch, foller?” yawned the
Kid. “There ain’t much time for chew-
ing the rag—ihey’ll come any ninute
now. I reckon you can trust me to keep
my word.” .

“T guess 1 can trust you, XKid,”
the marshal slowly.

“Then it’s a einch L

“T can't et vou go, Kid,” said ihe
marshal haskily. “You know that. If
we beas the Apaches, I've got to take
you into Toro, alive or dead.”

“T guess I'm wise to that, marshal.”

“If you mean business, Kid ?

“Bure thing 7

“T¢’s a.cinch, them” caid the marshal
at last. : .

His knife glided over the ropes that
held the Rio Kid.

The Kid was a free man. The marshal
pushed over tc him the two notched,
walnui-butted guns that had been taken
from him when he had been captured.
The Kid did not touch them for a
momernt. He was chafing his eramped
limbs, stiff from the ropes.

But at last he grasped the guns. He
czamined both of them with care, and
gave a soft chuckle. |

“‘Wiist 2 chance, marshal,” he mur-

ured, “if a man wasn’t a man of his
word. I reckon one ball would give you
vour ticket for soup; and once on my
mustang, 1I'd take my chance with all
the Apaches in the Staked Plain. What

a chance T'm missing !

And ihe Kid sighed.

¥ank Harker did not speak. He was
watching. Dawn was drawing near, and
he knew that the rush impended.

Some faint sound from the darkness
.made the Kid alert. A glint came into
his eves, and he gripped his guns hard.

“They’re coming, marshal! You
wanb to watch out,” he drawled.

The rush came.

From - the silence and the darkness
there broke out a sudden storm of savage
vells, and from all sides the shadowy
tigures of tlio- Apaches rushed in on the
camp.

More than a dozen of them, knife or
tomahawk in hand, leaping out of the
darkness like phantoms, yelling like
tiends.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

'The Rio Kid grinned over his guns as
he fired. Hank Harker was firing, too;
but the fire of the Kid was like lightning.
He scomed ta he able to see like a cat
in the dark—and every time he pulled
trigger, a death-cry answered the shot.
Shadowy figures, fiendish, painted faces,
yelling mouths, znd snarling teeth, sur-
rounded the two white men, as they
stood and faecd the desperaie rush—a

_zush that would have overwhelmed the
marshal, alone, in a few seconds. But
good man as the marshal was, the Rio

. Jid wwas worth five or six of him in g
despernte affray of this kind,
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Bang! Bang! Bang!

1t was more than the Apache gang ba
counted on. .

For little more than 2 minute th
sccne was like pandemoniem, and i
secemed that the two white men must b
overwhelmed by the yelling demons tha
had leaped out of the darkness. An
then-

Then three or four screaming savages
were fleeing wildly in the dsrkness, and
the fight was over, Thé Rio Eid, laugh-
ing, pumped out lead after the Apaches
as they ran.

“QOur game, marshal,” he chuckled.

He caught Hank Harker as he reeled.
Blood was streaming down the marshal’s
face.

“Ifurt, feller?”

Harker dabbed away the blood.

“I guess that tomahawk went close,”
he. said coolly. “Not close enough;
though. We've licked them, Kid.”

“We sure have,” assented the Rio Kid.

The marshal bound his
round his head, where a tomahawk had
made a deep gash. The soundsz of the
flecing Apaches had: died away in the
desert. From the east came g glimmer
of light. Dawn flushed wp over tha
desert of the Staked Plain.

Two groaning Apaches were crawling
away, unheeded. 'The Kid glanced care-
lessly at the dead Redskins sprawled
round the camp; the slain men who
might have saved him, had he passed
unheeded the call of his ecolour. He
hardly knew whether he regretted the
line he had taken. But the die was cass
now, regret or no regret. The sun that
was rising over the edge of the barren
desert, was to see him a prisoner in the
calaboose.at Toro before it set.

Hank Harker locked at him grimly.

“Youwve saved miy life, Kid.” .

“Sure!” assented the Kid.

“TI’'ve got to take you into Toro.”

The Kid looked theughifully at the
guns in his hands, the guns that had
dealt death to the Apaches, and thav
were now empty. Deliberately he had
fired his last cartridge afier the Heeing
Apaches, and left himself defenceless.
Slowly the Kid reversed the guns in his
hands and tock them by the barrels, ex-
tending the walnut butts towsrds the
marshal of Toro.

The marshal took them {rom him.

o O 2
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“T'm plumb sorry, Kid,” ke nwmitered. |

“But I've got my duty to do; I warned
you, Kid.” '
“What’s the good of
rag?’ drawled the Kid.
prisoner, marshal,’

The Kid’'s hahds were still {ree, as he
breakfasted with the Marshal of Toro
on stale flapjacks and lukewarm water.
With_his free hands he saddled the black-
muzzled mustang, while the marshal was
piling the desert sand over the body of
Buck Carson. And when Hank Harker
was ready to hit the trail, the Rio Kid
mounted his mustang, with a mocking
smile on his face.

Harker hesitated.

“I guess if you give me your word to
ride quiet, Kid, I'll let you off the
ropes,” He said.

“I guess not,” smiled the Kid. “I'm
your prisoner, marshal, but you won't
get me as far as Toro 1f I can help it.
Put on the ropes, feller.”

And it was with his feet tied to his
stirrups, and his hands Lound to his
belt, his reins held by the Marshal of
Toro, that the Rio Kid rode away under
the rising stm.

chewing the
“T’'m vour

TITE EXD.

(T/zqra will be another grand Rlo Fid
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]» A WORD WITH
| YOUR EDITOR !

CHEERS FOR THE RIO KID!

That question appears in

scores of readers’ leiters of

late, and it just shows how
successful this new serles of stories is.
Everyone wants the Kid to become u
fixture with the old Pop, and readers
arz not slow in making this demand at
the source of affairs.

3 l i AS the Rio Kid come to stay ?”

Of course, there’s no doubt about it,
our Western yarns are the finest of their
kind that have ever been written.  You
can read any other story of the roaring
Wild West and yon won’t find as manv
thrills and surprises in them as you will
And
there’s the local colour—it’s there, plain
ta the eye, and vivid to the imagination.
As you read the stories you feel just as
if you were yourself charging across
the rolling prairies, camping in the
chaparral, and watching the golden
sun sink behind the sierra.

. When a story makes you feel like ihiz,
1t proves it’s the “real goods.” Bat I
have wandered off the main question:
“Has the Kid come to stay?” Well
he’ll stay some time yet, anyway, for I
dare not take him away, aven if I want
to, and I certainly don’t want to. So
will my many reader-chums be satisfied
with that answer for the mement—ihe
Kid’s here, anyway, and thai’s all that
matters, deesn’t 167

NOT 335 DAYS.

3
“T’m certain that I've dropped 2 few
days out of this last year,” wriies P. I,
of Islington. “MHere we are in April,
and it seems only a few weeks ago thas
¥ was arranging last year’s Easter vac.”

Of course, P, E, if you have been
working and playing hard this last year,
you will certainly not notice the rate the
days fly past. But I agree with you; it
is somewhat disconcerting when you
suddenly realise that twelve months have
sped away when you've had your hack
turned, so to speak.

But take a look back on those days,
and you'll sce, after a little reflection,
the profit of your hard work and hard
play. You mightn’t notice the time, but
you will notice your little progress in
this great wide world, and then you’ll
feel glad, and yow’ll want to go through
this coming year in the same way. Good
luck to you! -

NEXT WEEK'S STORIES,

Now turn to page 11 of this issue for
a complete announcement of next wweek’s
school, detective, and Western staries.
They’re all tip-top yarns, and if you're
wise In your generation, you’ll see that
your newsagent has your order for nexs
week’'s issue well in advance,

Cheerio, chums!

Dour Ed{tor.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Qoing Back to Friol

HERE "~ was something familiar
about the man, but for his life,
the Rio Kid could not place him.

He had seen the fellow hefore
somewhere, he was sure of that. Bub
where, and in what ecircumstances, he
could not recall. It was odd, and it
bothered the Kid a little, for usually he
had & remarkably good memory for
faces.

Not that it mattered a heap. The
Man, whoever he was, was simply the
gaoler at the calaboose in Toro town—
and the Toro calaboose was merely a
temporary abiding-place for the Rio Kid.
From the calaboose he was going back to
Frio—just as soon as Watson, the Frio
sheriff, could arrive to take him in
hand. Watson was not likely to lose
time when he heard the news that the
Rio Kid was roped in—he was likely to
make the dust fly in the trail between
Frio and the little township of shacks
and shanties on the border of the Staked

- Plain.

Going back to Frig!

Many times, in his strange, roving life
on the prairie, since the old days on
the Double-Bar Ranch, the Kid had
ridden back to the Frio country, where
he had been raised and where he had
ridden in the round:up with the Double-
Bar bunch.

Now he was going wunder very
different  conditions—as . a und
prisoner, to be handed over to the law
he had long eluded and defied.

Going back to Frio under those
conditions did not appeal to the Kid.
The town would turn ount en masse to

see him ride in under escory of Sheriff
Watson and his posse; but that was nof
the sort of ovation that the Ric Kid
wanted. In the two days that he had
lain a prisoner in the calaboose in the
camp. of -Toro, the Kid's brain had
worked actively and always on the
thought- of escape. But Hank Harker,
town, marshal of Toro, was taking care
of his prisoner. .Good fortune had de-
livered the Rio Kid into his hands, and
he knew that the Kid was a slippery
customer. The Kid did not give up
hope—hope was a part of his nature—but
he coolly recognised the fact that these
galoots had him where his hair was
short. There was no escape from the
calaboose in Toro camp, and he knew it.

It was a little wooden building
standing in the middle of the plaza,
round which the shanties and shacks
were built. There were two rooms to it
t—one occupied by the Rio Kid. The
} other was generally empty at night, used
as an office by the town marshal by day.
But it was never empty while the Rio
Kid was in the calaboose. Day and
night a watchman was there, with a gun
ready to his hand. Yet the door of the
Kid’s cell was bolted and barred, and
his food was passed to him through a
little wicket in the door not a foot wide,
At meal-times the town marshal stood
there, gun in hand, while the gaoler
handed food to the Kid. Not an inch
did the marshal trust his prisoner, The
Kid was a heavy responsibility on.his
hands; and with all his precautions, he
still feared that that slippery and elusive
Kid might yet slip through his fingers;
hefare Sheriif Watson arrived from Frio

to take him away under escort.

18

Little did the Ric Kid realise when he did a.tender-
- - foot a good turn, that a time would come when
same ftenderfoot would be in the position to return the compliment!

This wc?k@
«A LIFE FOR
A LIFE!”

R i GRIPPING
LONG COMPLETE
B\ WESTERN YARN,
® STARRING THE
B 210 KID, BOY.
8 OUTLAW OF THE -
TEXAN PLAINS!

There was a tiny window to the Kid's
cell, not large enough for an infant to
pass, and barred with rusty iron. TFrom
that window the Kid sometimes lpoked
out on the plaza of Toroc while he
waited for the arrival of the escort from
Frio. From that window he expected
to sec Sheriff Watson of Frio ride in
with his men from the prairie trail.

No one who had looked at the Kid's
cheery, smiling face, would have guessed
from his fooks that black care lay at his
heart. ‘But the hours of waiting in the
Toro calaboose passed on leaden wings.
Going back to Frio as Sheriff Watson’s

.prisoner was not an attractive prospect.

But inaction was irksome to the active
Xid; he was tired to death of the long
dull hours of waiting. Almost he would
have been glad to see the Frio sheriff
riding in.

But not quite. Hope had not left him
yet, though grounds for hope there
seemed none. As if the barred and .
bolted cell was not strong enough to
hold him, a gaoler was posted constantly
in the adjoining room, armed and ready
to shoot. Frowm the barred cell it twas
impossible to break; but had he broken
out, only death waited for him. Dead
or alive, the Rio Kid was booked for-
Frio. Yet he hoped, heeause by his very
nature he could not do otherwise. Too
many tight and desperate corners had
the Kid been in, to think of throwing in
his hand while life still beat in his veins.

The red sun was sinking westward,
towards the sierras of New Mexico.
Shadows fell on the little rough town-
ship on the border of the Staked Plaip.
Standing at the tiny window, the Kid
looked ont thoughtfully npon the plaza.
The nearest building across the open
space was the frame house belouging to
Hank Harker, . the town marshal In
front of the marshal’s veranda, a crowd
of men thad gathered and ‘was
thickening. The Kid wondered what
the excitement was about. It was not
s lynch crowd—there was no gign of
thaf, Possibly they had gathered to ses

THE POoPULAR.—No. 482.
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Sheriff ‘Watson ride in with the escort
fromi Frio. ~ Watson was expected iny
Tore that eveunidg, the Kid kiew. The!
Kid was idly curlous; his days were
blank in the calaboose, and ‘aby trifle
sufficed to engage his thaughts.

He turned and crossed fo the door of
his cell,"and rapped on the little wicket,
now closed and bolted. )

1t slid aside, and the face of his gaoler
looked in. L ) N
" The Kid regarded the min thought-
fully: ~ . o

He had seen . him before somewhere;
he knew: the fealires were familiar.
Yet ho could not place him. s

No doubt a chance meeting long 8g0—
a momentary meeting.
the Xid, . o
. The gaoler Tooked ab bim, keeping
back ab a little distanice from the wicket
and holding_his drawn gun in h}; hand,
The Kid grinned as he noted it.  The
gaolet was not frusting himself within
reach of a sudden grasp.

“What's ‘goin’ on yonder, feller?”
asked'the Kid pleasantly, “ Seems to be
some excitement in camp. Not a neck-
tie party?” i

The gaoler shook his head.

f:Nope‘): -

“3pill it, them.” i}

“J ‘guess it’s the auction.” i

“The auction ! repeated the Kid.

“Sure! T guess it's- coming off this
evening—hoss and  guns,” said  the-
zaoler, with a grin. i .

“Hoss and guns!” repeated the Rio
Kid slowly. N :

“Your'n!” explained the gaoler.

“Mine??

“Yepl? o

For a moment the face of the Rio
Kid altered: the blaze in his eyes made
the gaoler instinctively grip his gun.
But 1t was only for a moment. Then the
Kid was smiling again.

“My mustang—and my guns! I
guess your marshal is wanting to be
paid the expenses. of his trip into the

. Staked Plain after me.”

“You've said it.”

“They ain’t letting me ride my own
cayuse back to Frio, then?’ said the
Kid, with a touch of hitterness. '

“I guess Sheriff Watson will take you
on a safe eritter, Kid, and not such an.
ornery cayuse as that mustang of your’n.
And I kinder reckon vou won’t want
your guns any more.. There’s a2 heap of
zaloots will be glad to buy them guns—
they’'re known to shoot straight,”
grinned the gaoler.

“Sure! If I had onc in my paw. now,
feller, T'd sure shoot that snigger off

e

your face,” said the Rio Kid. “ Where
have I secn you bhefore, feller? Was it
somewhere down the Rio Pecos? T seem

to remember somehow.”

“Not so well as I remember you,
Kid,” said the gaoler, *Quit chewing
the rag—here comes the marshal.”

The wicket closed.

—t

‘THE SECOND CHAPTER.

. The Man who Remembered !
ANK HARKER, town marshal of
Toro, slipped back the wicket
and stared into the cell. There
was a heavy Coli in his hand,
a grim evpression on his ugged,
hearded face.

He looked relieved as the Rio XKid
nodded to him pleasantly, and the Kid
grinned.

“Did you reckon I'd vamoosed the
ranch, marshal 7”7 he queried.

“Nope! But I guess I won’t feel
safe about you, Kid, till youw're handed
over to the sheriff,” said Harker. “T'll
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But it puzzléd |

 else—"

‘and gold.

be glad when he -comes to take you.
Yow're -rather too tough a handful for
me to want.”

“I don’t remember asking for your
hospitality in’ this ‘shebang,” drawled
the Kid. “I'd vather ride, if it suits
you, marshal.”

Harker grinned.

“I'm plumb sorry, Kid. I swear
you're not the kind of -galoot'1 want to
see hoisted at the end of a riata. But
it’s you for Frip, as soon as Watson gets
here.” ’

“And-when will that be, marshal 27

“Some time this hyer evening. I

- reckon I'll be glad to get you off my

hands. Hyer’s your grub.”

* The gaoler passed in the plate through
the orifice in the door. The marshal
stood by, gun’in hand.

- Anything more I can do for you,
Kid?” he asked; with a touch of feel-
ing. “Duty’s  duty; but anything

“ Heaps.”

“Spill ity said the marshal.

“I guess I'd like to mosey along to
that gol-darned  guction, and put i a
bid for the hoss and guns.,”

Hank Harker laughed.

“Nothin’ else?”

“«No.”

“Then so-long,
Watson moseys in.”

The wooden shutter in the door
closed, and the Kid heard the. bolt
fasten on it.

He sat down to his meal.

The calaboose at Toro

Kid, til  Sheriff

had - not

‘affected the Kid’s healthy appetite in

any way. He ate with relish, and
cleared the ample plate,

Then he stood at the little window
again, staring out into the darkening
‘sunset. :

The western sky was a blaze of purple
Beyond the shanties and
shacks, the Rio Toro wound down, like
4 streak of silver, from the great bluffs
that marked the edge of the vast table-
land of the Staked Plain.. Westward

HELP AT HAND! 'The sliding wicket

in the door opened, and the gaoler’s face

peered in at the Kid. ‘ Kid !’ whispered

the man. ‘*‘This is the first chance }’ve

had of speaking to you alone !’ ~{(See
Chapter 2.)
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the Kid’s eyes turned longingly. The.
sierras and New Mexico and the golden
tand of Arizona lay to the wesi. under -
the setting sun—the land where the Rio .
Kid had hoped and planned to Begin «
new' life, when at long last he had
fallen into the hands. of his enemies.
That dream was over now. Kasiward
lay the way the Kid had to Tollow—
back to Frio—back to the country he
knew, and that knew him. And what
awalted him there? Tt was by no fault
of his own that the Kid had been driven
into outlawry; but it was the fate of
the outlaw that waited for him in the
country where he had ridden, in happier
days, with the Double Bar bunch.

Across the plaza, in front of the
marshal’s frame house. the crowd was
still thickening, as if all the camp was
gathering on the spot. The Kid did not
heed them ; but & pang crossed his hand-
some. face as he saw a grey mustang led
out.by a half-breed. It was his horse—-
the horse that had carried him over
many a trail; the faithful mustang thas

:had been the constant companion of his
‘roving—now to find & new master. The

Kid turned from the window;

It was dark in his cell now. Through
the gloom,  hé became aware that tne
sliding ‘wicket in the door’ was open;
that the gaoler’s face wai peering in
at him,. '

“ Kid 1>

The man whispered hoarsely. .

The Kid felt his heart give a bound.
Hope, which had never died in his

reast, throbbed with renewed life.

“Kid! Quiet.” .

“ What’s the game, feller?” The Rio
Kid’s voice was low and tense.

“I reckon I" ain’t had a chance ic
give you the word afore, Kid. Quiet!

guess . Harker would drive a ball
through my cabeza without giving me
time for any prayers if he was to tumble
to this,” the gaolér muitered’ huskily.
“I should get mine, sure.” :

The Kid peered-at him curiously in
the shadows. The man’s face was

| white.

“You figured out that youw'd seen me
afore, Kid, and you kinder disremember
where.” :

 Sure I

“It was down the Rio Pecos—in a
cattle-camp.. Two-gun Casey had pulled
on me, and you dropped. him .afore he
could burn powder. You was a stranger

4 to me, Kid, and you saved my life.’

The Xid stared at him harder.

He recalled it now. The caitle-camp
on the Pecos, long ago, and the tender-
foot who had ridden in from the plains,
tired and dusty; Two-gun Casey, the
gunman and desperado, laying a false
claim to the stranger’s horse, and draw-
ing a_gun to back up the claim. The
Rio Kid remembered. The Kid, as he
often told himself with amusement."
never could mind his own business.
The tenderfoot was nothing to him, a
pilgrim he had never seen before 'and
mever expected to see again; and.Two-
gun Casey was a dangerous foe for any
man to make. Yet the Kid had not
hesitated; he did not stand for seeing
a tenderfoot shot down by the desperate
gunman, and he had chipped in. Two-
gun Casey he had met again, in the
Frio country, and that account had
been terribly settled. ~But the tender-
foot he had forgotten; the incident was
a trivial one to the Kid. And this was
the man! .

The Kid remembered him now.

“I never knew it was the Rio Kid
who saved my life from thas gunman,?”
the gaoler went on. ‘I reckoned you
was some cow-puncher.” e

“1 was then,” said the Kid. “T was
one of the Double Bar bunch then, and
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f Gaoing fer -six hundrad dollars—the Kid’s hoss afid uns!” said Marshal

“ Going —aeoing-———'" He paused,; but ng further offer came.

‘“Qone!” He gave

“¥You can settle with my man,

stranger ! °° he said, addressing the Mexican. (Sec Chapier 4.5

down the Pecos on business for Old Man
PDawney of the Double Bar.”

The gaoler nodded. .

“When you was brought inte Toro by
Hank Harker, I knew you agin, Kid;
that’s why I put in for gaoler herc.”

1 -get you,” said the Kid.

His eyes were gleaming now.

“I've fixed it up, Kid,” the gaoler
went on hoarsely., - “I've fixed up 2
story to tell to save my neck. I got in
your reach, and you gripped mo and
_ got away my gun and covered me, and
made me let you ous, Kid." I guess that
will go.” - :

“Good encugh,” said the Kid.

“One good turn deserves another,
Kid. You saved my life, and I guess
Tm saving yours. Harker will be as
mad as a hornet, and I guess Sheriff
Wailson will feel like filling me with
lead; but they ean’'t get over the story
T've got to tell. And if yow're roped
agin, youw’ll say nothing.”

“You can bet your hoots on that,
feller 17 ’

The Kid’s face was bright. He had
‘never given a second thought to that
episode on the Rio Pecos; never
dreamed that the tenderfoot, whom he
had saved from Two'gun Casey, re-
membered him with gratitude. The
Kid had done many a generous action
in his time, and never dreamed of
reward. But the reward had come
when most he needed it.

“You can’t beat it across the plaza,
Kid,” the geoler went on. “You'd be
seen and winged befare you could say
Ao sugar in mine &

“I guess I'll chence it with a gun
in my hand.” :

“You ain’t using a gun in Toro
Camp, Kid. I don’t stand for that.
Yve got {riends here—it’s my camp.

T've got to let you take my gun to

make my story good; but you've gob to
promise to drop it the minute you're
sutside the calaboose. I kaow yore o
man of yvour word—all Texas knows

that. You got to make it as easy as
you. can for me, Kid.”

The Kid. nodded.

“Its your say-so,” he answered. “1
drop the gun as soon as I seb foot oud-
side this hyer shebang. That goes.”

“1t’s a cinch, then. I've got it fixed
ap io see you clear,” whispered the
gacler. T've got in a set of Mexican
rags, and .a can of walnut-juice, and
some other fixings. -~ I guess I sent a
man- twenty-five miles yesterday to buy
them  for me: for this stunt, at San
Miguel.  Youwll fix yourself up as a
Mexican—there’s plenty of Greasers in

Torc to bear you company—and yowll
walk away as easy as you choose. - You
won't want a guw.” R
“By gum! You're some feller !’ said
the Kid admiringly. “I reckon I

shan't be proud of walking the street
as a Greaser; vub it’s a safe stunt, I
shan’t forget this, pard.”

“1 owe 1t to you, Kid.” .

There was a rumble of bolts and the
cell door opened. - . ’

The Rio Kid, bredthing hard and
deep. stepped into the outer room.  In
the darkening sky stars were beginning
to twinkle; outside the warshal’s frame
house a naphtha lamp flared. Five
miles from Toro, heading towards the
camp, a bunch of dusty, trail-worn men
were riding—Sheriff Watson and his
posse from-Frio. -Still five miles from
Toro—where, in those very minutes, the
Rio Kid was escaping them!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The ilexican !
HE XKid locked inte the little
I hand-glass held by the gaoler,
by the glimmer of a match in
the
grinned.
The glass did not reflect the Rio Kid.
Not a sign or a trace remained of the
handsomie Kid, known from the -Pecos
t¢ the Rio Grande. A
In the

man’s other hand, and

glass

be saw the reflection of a

Mexican—a dark-skinned, moustached
Mexican. to the life. .

The man whose life he had saved in
the Rio Pecos cattle-camp long ago, had
had time to lay his plans, and he had
laid them well. Once out of the cala-
boose, the Kid would be in sight of all
the camp, and, in his own proper person,
the target for a hundred revolvers.
With a gun in his hand, the Kid would
have taken the chance, and taken ‘it
gladly, But every chance would have
been against him, and he knew if.

And the man who was saving him did
not stand Tor that. He was paying a
debt of gratitude—a life for a life—but
he did not stand for his fellow-citizens

being shot down by the Kid in a des-
perate- rush to escape. The Kid could
scarcely blame him for that. And- this

device, too, was safer—easicr—less to
the reckless Kid’s taste, perhaps, but
none the worse for that.

In the bell trousers and velvet jacket
of a Mexican vaquero, with Mexican
boots and huge Mexican spurs, his hand-
some face darkened with walnut-juice,
a thick, black moustache fastened to his
upper lip, 2 wide-spreading Spanish
sombrero on his head, the Kid locked
like a ‘breed from over the border—of
whom there were many in Toro, who
came up from Mexico with the cattle-
drives.

He grinned at his reflection, and the
gaoler grinned a little, too. The change
in the Kid’s aspect was startling. -

. "1 guess youll pass, Iid. I sure
don’t know you myself now,” the gaoler
whispered.

“T1 sure don’t know myself,” grinned

the Kid. “I guess these rags will see
me safe out of Toro. It’s a dandy
stunt.”

“Vou'll drop from the back window, .
Kid. Yowll walk off ecasy. You'll keep
your word about the gun?”

“ Sure.” .

“1 can trust you, Kid. I reckon you
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wonldn't fire on tho wmen I know--, and one more was not likely to exoite ; These hyer guns, and thab cayuse, bes
iriends of mine—after I've let you|any interest or attention. - longed to the durndest firebug that ever
loose.” © A Mexican, passing by the Kid as he | rode s Texas trail. I reckon many o

“Not pn your life, feller.” sauntered, greeted  him in his own} good man haz gone down undar these

“Youwve got to rope me up, Kid. I'|language, with Spanish courtesy. guns—as a good many motre might have
guess I've gou to make the story %ood for{ “IBuenas noches, senor,” gone, if the Kid hadn’t been roped in
Haonk  Harker and Sheriff Watson.| “Buenas noches, amigo,” answered|on the Staked. Plain. That cayuse hag
There's a traill-rope here, and you!lthe Kid, and sauntered on. shown his heels to every eritter that

needn’t worry -about . the knots—make
‘emn tight, I guess there’ll be z rope.
round my neck if I don’t make my story
good.” -
“The Kid took the gaoler's gun, and
stuck i3 in his broad Mexican belt.
Then he proceeded to bind:the man.

Save for the Kid's rapid movements;
all was still and silent in the calaboose.
Bub from a distance came the murmur
of & growi. The Toro men were grow-
ing impatient for the auction to begin,
at which the best offers were to be
taken for the guns and horse of ths
celebrated Rio Kidi.  Not a man in
Toro was iikely to miss the sale, and
bidding was 1iﬂeiy to go high—if only
to secure mementoes of the young out-
law who had ridden his last trail, and
whose wild days were st last numbered.

In a few minutes the gaoler lay on the
floor, bound hand and foot, and the Kid
had not failed to bind him securely.
When Harker and the sheriff came,
they wpuld find him an obvicusly help-
less prisoner—disarmed, bound, gagged,
It was the only way of safety for the
man who was helping the ‘Rio Kid to
{readom.

“q shan’t forget this, feller ! the Kid
muttered. “And I guess 'l tell you
that when I get clear, Y'id done wiih
Texas and ridipg the trails,’ T'm hitting
the trail for Arizoua, and the Rie Kid
will be gone just as much as if Sheriff
Watson had roped him in for keeps.”

“I'm sure glad to hear ip, Kid, Neow
thé gag)*

And the Rio Kid gagged his unex-
pected reseuer securely, and left him
Iying motionless and silent on the foor,
Quietly he opened the back window of
the gaoler’s room.

Outside was deep dusk, with 2 glim-
wer of stars. Through the dusk, the
Kid could sec moving fgures in the
distance, But none was near enough
to observe the quiet, dark form that
slipped from the window,

Under the window the Kid laid the
gaoler’s pun on the ground, as if it had
fallen there by hccident as he fled. It
cost him a2 pang to part with the
weapon; but the Rio Kid, as he had
proved many times, was a man of his

word. The gun lay there, abandoned,}

as the Rio Kid moved softly along the
wall of the calaboose.

He breathed in deeply the air of
freedom.

At the corner of she Luilding he stood
for some minutes leaning on the wall of
the calaboose, a Mexican cheroot in his
mouth. There was a box of matches in
the pocket of the velvet jackes. Coolly
the Kid struek & match and lighted the
cheroot—strolling casually away from
the building with the lighted match to
the weed in his mouth. Move than one
glance fell on him—the lighted mateh
showing the dark, black-moustached
face. Twice again the Kid struck
matches ns he strolled carelessly on
across the plaza, like 2 man utterly in-
different to observation.

‘Carelessly, to- all  appearance 3
Mexican strolling round the town in the
cool of the evening, the Kid joined in
the throng that was setting towards the
fraimne house at the end of the plaza.

He rubbed shonlders with the men of
Toro, none of whom gave him s second
glance. In the crowd on the plaza there
were more than a score of Mexicans, |
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He twmiled as he went. .

Even his supposzed fellow-couniryra
had no suspicion that it was & “Gringo
whom he had greeted, The Kid's dis-
guise was impenetrable. He was safer
walking the plaza of Tora as a Mexican,
than he would have been with his horse
and guns on the prairie trail.

Outside the marshal’s frame house &
naphtha-lamp flared. The Kid stopped
under a coilonwood-tree a dozen yards
from the house. There, as the remarks
of tho crowd tfestified, the auction was
to be held, and there & sw’nrnhg half-
hreed held the grey mustang by the
bridle. The Kid’s handsome trappings
were on the mustang. - He was to-be
sold as he stood, horse and harness.
The Kid felt a throb at his heart as the
mustang raised his drooping head and
whinnied, What the. men of Toro were
littla likely to guess, was known to the
faithful ereature, He knew that his
master was near him,

The Kid breathed hard.

2>

Some half-formed, wild idea had been |

in his mind of seizing, by a desperate
sgring, the mustang, and riding out of
the camp oa his back. To go on foot
was to risk, a thouwsand tirues, recap-
ture; and fo part with his faithful horse
was bitter to the Kid. But he shook
his head. Round ihe spot where the
half-breed held the horse the crowd was
thick, and the attermpt was hopeless.
Certainly the Kid was not likely to bs
recognised; but a horse-thiel had but a
short shrift to expect—a hundred guns
would have leaped into the air to shoot
him down, .

The Kid stood with a dark brow,

Every consideration urged him to go-
to Hee while there was yet time. A$
any minute Sherif Wabson might come
riding in from the Krio trail. At any
moment the cautious and uneasy marshal
might look in at the calaboose to make
surs that his prisoner was safe, and dis-
cover what had happened. Vet the
Kid, his face shadowed under the big
sorsbrero, still lingered, as if unable-to
tear himself away from the spot. That
whinny from the Brey mustaag had
gone to his very heart. He could not
go.  Without his horse lLe could not!

There was & stirring in -the fhick
orowd as the marshal came out of his
veranda,

Hank Harker glauced over the
numerous crowd, with & grin. He had
expected to see a good crowd for the
auction, and now he saw nearly all
Toro. In his hand he carried the iwo
notched, walnui-butfed guns that were
so0 well known. looped on a cord—the
guns of the Rio Kid. Many curious
glances were hirned on the guns that, in
the hands of the Kid, had never been
known to miss. .

“I guess we're ready for the circus,
marshal,” said several  voices.

“All ‘ready, fellers,” said Harker,
“Bhove that box this way, Mike”

Mike ‘Cassidy, the marshal’'s man,
pulled a large dry-goods box info the
light of the naphtha lamp and Harker
mounted on it. The marshal of Toro
was the auctioneer at the sale of the
fixings he had captured with the Rio
Kid.” Little did he dream whose wers
the dark eyes that watched him from
under the wide brim of a Spanish
sombrero.

“Ceents,” said Harvker “I Zuess you
know whal'z put up at this auction.

ever got arter him. I dou’t say he’s a-
good-tempered critter; he aln’t. I
reckon my peon knows what Lis teeth
are like, and the galoot that buys him
will want to look out for his hoofs.
guess he misses his gmaster, and his
temper’s bad., But he's the fastest
wustang in Texas, and the man that
can tide hitn will have a prize-packet.”.
The mustang looked as if he deserved
every word of the description, A
handsamer animal had never been seen
in Toro, wheré good horses were many;
but his ears were laid back, his cyes
gleamed wickedly, kis teeth were bared.
The peon who held him was openly in
fear ol Lim; and among the crowd--
good vamen all—there were many
Avho w74 never havo essayod to mount
one miuStang. - Buck-jumper

ten in eyery line of him. There
was one se softest whisper, whose
lighteit , would have tamed the
wild, .f spirit of the mustang; bus
he was 1, standing back, bis dark.
stained: fde

hadowed by the sombrero.

“I gu best offer  takes the
critier, on Harker, “ Hoss and
guas io hirhest bid”* He slipped
the Ki guns into the holsters slung

to the saddle on the mustang, and

stegfged— back quickly.  “Gents, I'm
walting for you,”
“Teu “dollars,” said a voice; and

there was a laugh,

“Qne hundred dollars, senor.” :

The bid came from a Mexican stand-
ing back in the growd, in a low musical
volcs, with a Spanizh accent, And as
he spoke the mustang liffed his head .
again, the fierco light died out of his -
eyes, and he whinnied softly.

THE FQURTH CHAPTER.
A Bid tor Freedom !
ANK HARKER glanced cars-
lessly at the DMexican.
“One hundred. dollars I'm
bid,” he satd. “I guess the
guns are worth that! Cents, Um wait-
ing for you.” e e

“Two hundred dellars!”

“Three!” .

“Four!” i

The bidding was brizsk at  once.
There "was not a man _in Toro who
would not have been glad, and proud,
fo possess the horse and guns of the
celebrated Rio Kid.

Harker grinned. He had had a long
and weary and dangerous trail, into the
arid desert of the Staked Plain, before
the Rio Kid had fallen into his hands.
Now he looked like being paid for his
trouble,
© #Four hundred dollars I'm offered,”
he zaid. It was not the first auction
that Hank Harker had conducted in the
plaza of Toro; his business was in real
estate, “selling town lots to tender-
feet,” as some of his friends put it
“What galoot lays over that?”

“Five hundred, scnor,” came -the
quiat, soft voice of the dark-skinned
vaquero, whose fiace was shadowed by
the big sombrero..

“Pive-fifty I” eame another voice.

“Six hundred !”

Hapk Harker looked round.

“Six hundred dollars I am offered!”
he called out. “Who savs better than
six hundred?”

“1 guess the greaser
zaid the last bidder hu
me beat,”

getz {6, marshal,”
t one, “He's got
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“Coing for siv hundred dollars—hoss
and guns!”_ said  Harker. Golng—
going > Hf‘ paused but no further
offer came. ‘‘Gonel”

He gave a rap with the gun he held

in his hand in the place of an
a»utioneel hammer. °

“Gone for six hundred dollms 1
zuess you can settle  with my  man,
stranger, and the hoss and guns are
vours,”” .

“Muchas gracias, senor,” said the
Mexican.

The sale was over; and it was the
only “lot.” The crowd began to dis-
perse. . From the plain, where the
street jomed the prairie trail, came a
clatter of hoof-sirokes. Sherifi Watson
and his posse had almost reached the
camp.”

Mike ustled
\Iexlcan

“I guess I'll Worry you for.six hun-
dred dollars, greaser,” he said.

The Mexican nodded.

“Justo,” he assented. “But I do not
Carry so much money in. my pockets,
amigo. Will you houour nie by walking
to »he posada, where my roll is in the
keeping of senor the innkeceper?”

“That goes,’ assented Ca\smv
“Bring the cayuse along, Jose.” -

Hank Harker was looking along the
dusky street towards tho pr'uue rail,
but he glanced round.

“You don't let th@t cayuse go with-
out the dust, Cassidy,” he called out.

The marshal’s man gr.nned

“T guess vou needn't tell me that,
marshal, Come on, greaser; 1 guess I
want to get through. The\ 11 be takmu'

ut the Rio Kid scon.’

‘The Rio Kid?” rdépeated the \ILXI—
can. “Who is that, senor?”

Cassidy sniffed.

“Ain’'t you heered of the Rio Kid?
He 5 the fircbug what owned that hoss
youw've been buying; he’s in the cala-
boose now, and I guness Sheriff \Vatson
ts on hand now to take him over.’

A bunch of horsemen were riding
into the street. The Mexican glanced
at them. Sherif Watson of Frio drew
rein outside the marshal’s house, where
Hank Harker waved a hand in greeting.

“You've got him safe, marshal ?”

Watson’s “deep;’ gruff voice, with an
anxious note in it, rang on the dusky
:fleet '

“You bet ou thai, sheriff,”

Cassidy up’ to- the

answered

Harker. “Safe in the calabcose.”
“That’s good,” sald ‘Watson. “Ride
on, men.”
And  with the marshal of Toro

striding by his side, and his dusty fol-
lowers riding after him, the sheriff of
Frio rode on across the plaza to ~the
calaboose. And a crowd of curious
citizens followed on, eager to see the
Rio Kid as. he was brought out and
handed over to the sheriff. The Mexi-
can was stdrmg after them, with a pecu-
liar light in his eyes, when
isudy jabbed hlm impatiently in the
side

“You want to get a move on,
pronto!” he snapped. “Don’t I keep on
telling you that“I want to see the Kid
taken out. Pronto, I tell you, greaser.”

“ A thousand pardons, senor,” said the
Mexican.

And he moved on with the impatient
Cassidy.  Within. sight of the frame
hotel of Toro he haited suddenly.
-“Senor,” he said, “a thousand
regrets! But there is one shght thing
that I have omitted to mention.”

Cassidy stared at him,

“Whab guff are you giving me now 7
he grcwle

The Mexican smiled under the brim

¢i the sombrero.

.
“I did not mention that, sc far from

Mike |

for youw
he

having six hundred dollars
senor, I have not even six cents,”
said.

Cassidy fairly gaxpud with rage.
Never before, in all the auctions he had
attended as the marshal’s man, in the
plaza of Toro, had a buyer fooled him
like this. 1t scemed to Cas sidy  a
childish practical joke on the Mexican’s
part, but it was a fooling that he was
prepared to avenge by breaklng nearly
every bone in the greaser's body. And
without wasting more time in words,
the burly Cassidy fairly leaped at the
Mexican.

1t was then that a fist that seemed like
a lump of iron drove into his face. For
an instant the marshal’s man saw a
thousand dancing stars; and then he saw
no more, ior he crashed down iike o log,
and lay stunned.

With a bound, the Mexican reached
the half-breed who led the mustang. "In
sheer terror the ’breed let go the horse
and dodged away. He was noi likely

‘gacler’s mouth.

mustang - -between his knec<

He listened \d\'age v to
a story of how the man had spoken to
the prisoner at the wicket, had heen
grabbed, his gun taken—forced to unbar
the door under cover of the gun. He
cursed furiously as he listened, and
rushed after the sheriff into the stree't.
_ And that night there was wild mount-
ing and riding in Toro camp, and on
all sides, on all trails, horsemen rode
furiously, and fired at shadows, and
trailed ba.ck wearily into camp in the
grey light of dawn, unsuccessful! And
the same dawning light shone upon the
Rio Kid, nianv a long mile away, his
the shift-

ing:'sand of the Staked Plain flying
under the flying hoofs, his handsome
face laughing under the- Spanish

somprero—riding o the wesi, to & new
fand and a new life!
THE END,

(Look out jor another topping yarn of
the Rio Kid next week, chums.)

to face the man
who had- knocked

the © burly Cassidy
senseless © with one
blow.

The Mesxican
leaped wupon the
mustang. There was
a joyous whinny
from the horse as he
felt the well-known
bhand of his master.
The Kid shook out
the reins and
dashed up the street.
He laughed, and his

eyes were dancing
under the Spanish
sombrero as. he

galloped at a
furious .pace that
caused men to leap
out of his way with
startled curses.
Shouts sounded
behind him-shouts
of ‘“Horse-thief!”
—and two or three
shots rang, and the
Kid, grinning, bent

low in _the saddle
and rode like the
wind. But  little

attention was given'
to the Mexican, or
to the marshal’s
man who lay
stunned, or the yell-
ing breed; for from
the ecalaboose there
broke out a wild up-
roar that woke
every echo in the
camp, and brought
every man running
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across the plaza
towards the prison.

Hank Harker was
standing, staring
down at the bound
gaoler, like a man
mn a d;eaxn Sheriff
Watson s Lood in the
doorway raving
with rage. .

“Gone! The
Kid's gonel!” he
yelled, “The Rio
Kid—gone ! Huns
for him—beat the
trails for him—ride
—ride 2

The sheriff choked

with rage. i
Harker, stuftering
with rage and

amazement, dragged.
the gag from The
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