THE RIO KID RETURNS HOME!

The shining waters of the Rio Frio and the green rottin
countless enemies awaiting him there, the KHid traiis ba

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Kid Horns In!

(33 HE Kid!”
Sheriff Watson, of Frio,
stared, rubbed his eyes, and

stared again. It seemed to
the burly sheriff of Frio that his eyes
must have deceived him.

But they had not deceived him.

It was the Rio Kid, handsome, sun-
burnt, and smiling, who stood in the
doorway of his office fronting the plaza
of the little cow-town on the Rio Frio.
It was the Rio Xid, the boy outlaw
wanted by half the sheriffs in Texas;
long absent from his cld haunts, but
unchanged, now that he had come back
to them. The Frio sheriff stared
blankly, taken utterly by surprise. He
was so astounded that he forgot to
roach for a gun.

Watson had not forgotten the Rio
Xid, neither had the town of Frio, or
the ranchers along the banks of the
Pecos. The Kid's reputation, while he
rode the 'Texas trails, and camped in
the Texas chaparrals, had been too
gaudy for easy forgetfulness. Still,
the ¥id had siinped out of mind. For
a long time he bad not been scen or
heard of.

Tt was said in the cow camps thai the
Kid had ridden out of Texas across the
Staked Plain to try his luck in a new
country. And there were many who
wished him well, for whatever the Kid
might be, he was a white man with ali
his faults, a good friend and a fair
foe. And at the Double-Bar Ranch, at
least, there were many who opined that
the Kid never had had justice.

Many tales were told in the bunk-
houses and the round-up camps of the
Kid’s wild ways. Many more were told
of his sudden vanishing from the
country that had known him.  Some
vague rumour had reached the Rio Fric
of the Kid in the gold country of
Arizona. And it was said that he had
been seen up in the cow country of
Montana, and that he had hit trouble
in the sheep ranges of Wyoming.

But such rumours were vague. And
many guessed that the Xid had gone
ou the long trail—shot up, at last, in
some rookus, quick on the draw as he
was—or scalped by the apaches in the
Staked Plain. And as no sure news
came of him, and he was never seen in
his old haunts Sheriff Watson came to
believe that the Kid really had gone
over the range at last, .and that he
would never drop his . hand on his

—

shoulder and rope him in, as he had
sworn to do. And now there stood the
Kid, as large as life, smiling at the
astounded sheriff from the open door-
way of his offica in Frio.

The sheriff, smoking a DMexican
cheroot in the drowsy heat of the after-
noon, his feet on his desk, his rocking-
chair tilted back, had heard a horse-
man ride up and dismount outside.
Not for an instant had he dreamed that
the horseman was the Rio Kid; the
horse, the faumous black-muzzled mus-
tang, thsit had carried the boy out-
law through so many dangers. When
he turned and saw the Kid the sheriff
stared open-mouthed. It was the Kid,
or his ghost. And the sheriff of Frio
almost believed that it was his ghost.

“The Kid!”

Watson stuttered the words. He
could scarcely believe that it was not a
vision that would vanish if he rubbed
his eyes.

The Kid grinned. The sheriff’s
stupefied amazement scemed to enter-
tain him. He swept off his Stetson hat
n ironical salute.

“The Kid!” repeated the sheriff of
Frio.

He remembered now, and reached for
a gun. BDefore his hand touched the
butt, a blue-grey barrel was looking
him in the face, with the Kid’s lithe
finger on a trigger.

“Forget it, teller!” said the Kid
laconically.

The sheriff forgot it promptly. The
Rio Kid was smiling and good-

humoured. He had seldom been seen
otherwise. But only the slightest pres-
sure of his finger was needed to send
a bullet crashing through the brain
of the Frio sheriff. And Watson was
not asking for sudden death. The
glint in the Xid’s steady eyes rather
belied the smile on his face.

The Kid stepped into the office.
Still in blank amazement the sheriff
watched him; for it was broad dagy.
The sun was shining down on dusty
Frio. Men rode in from the prairie
trails with clinking spur and bridle.
Outside the Red Dog across the plaza
a poker-party sat at a table under .a
red-striped awning. At any momen{ a
caller might drop in to see the sheriff,
at any moment a bunch of cow-punchers
might ride up at any moment the
sheriff’s man. Abe, might come into the
ofice. And the Ric Kid had ridden in
into the midst of |, hundred dangers
as coelly as if he }aid the freedom of
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every town in Texas, and was standing
there, smiling at the sheriff who had
sworn to take him, dead or alive, and’
who had placed a reward of a thousand
dollars on his head. The Kid’s nerve
was well known; but this capped the
stack.

“I've sure got your goat, just a few,
sheriff,” smiled the Kid. “ You wasn's
expecting a galoot about my sizec to
mosey in.”

“It’s really
sherifl.

“Little me, back from my travels,
sheriff. I guess I could tell you a
whole lot, if you wanted to hear the
story. I’ve sure humped into a gol-
darned heap of things since I lit oub
from Fexas.”

“You've come here fo give yourself
up?” )

The Kid laughed.

vou, Kid!” gasped the

“Do 1 look like 1t?” he asked
banteringly.

The sheriff breathed hard.

“You're sure a cool cuss, Kid!
You always was, I allow. But you
won't get away with it this time.

You've moseved into Frio, and I guess
you weon't find it s0 easy to moscy oub
agin.’

“Quien sabe?” said the Kid, shrug-
ging  his shoulders. “I'm taking
chances, T guess. But I always was a
galoot {o take chances. D've come back
to Texas, sheriff. And I guess I wanted
to see vou again, and talk turkey to
Any ob-

you. That’s why I'm_ here.

jection to parling with your hard-
ware?””

With the Kid's walnut-butted gun

looking him in the eye the sherifi was
not disposed to state objections. The
Kid leaned over and jerked the Colt
from his belt, and tossed it into a
corner behind a box. The shen{vf gave
no sign. He was disarmed ; but the Rio
Kid had horned into the midst of a
hundred foes, and Watson did not be-
licve that he would get away with ik
He waited.

The Kid lounged across to the
sheriffs desk and sat on it, facing the
burly Frio man. His manner was cares
{oss and easy, yet it was to be noted
that where he sat he could keep an
eye on the window and on the open
door, as well as on the sheriff. The
Kid was taking big chances; but he was
as wary as a couggr, f(zis x}vatcnhdful"fljn;
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‘his-legs-in- their bagey -goatskin chaps,
and smiled at Watson.

“Qort of ‘sprised?”

“ 13

“ %fg you reckon I'd hit the trail for

pes) .
gof:% teckon I began to think that_you
was wiped out in some. rookus, Kx’(’i.
You been out of Texas, at any rate.

“Vouve said-it. I figured on staying
out, too,” said the Kid. . “But you
know my record, sheriff. I.hit trouble
wherever 1 camped. Not that I've got
any kick coming. I've piled up a good-
sized roil.” ]

“Hold-ups ?” asked the sheriff.

The Kid's eyes glittered
moment.,

“Hard work with pick and spade,”
he said. “I made my roll in the gold
country, and I reckon I'd be there still
owning a big mine, only a gang  of
hoodlums gov on my trail. You want
to believe, sheriff, that when I lit out

he remarked.

for . a

of Texas I let up on the old game, and |

started fresh——"

“Oh, shucksi” said the sheritl:

“Honest injun, old-timer!” said the
Kid, “Tm last from New Mexico,
where I stopped a piece to round up a
gang of rustlers that Had been robbing
the ranches on the Rio Bajo.”

“Sho 1” ‘

“You ain’t taking that in?”

“Not to any great extent,” said the
Frio sheriff sarcastically. *“You're a
born fire-bug, Kid. And there’s only
one thing that will stop you from hunt-
ing trouble, and that’s a long rope over
a branch.”

“Have it your own way,”
the Kid. “I'm giving you the straight
goods. But have it your own way.
Anyhow, I didn’t horn in here to tell
you what an all-fired angel Tve
growed. No, sir, I've come here to
talk turkey.”

The sherifi’s glance wandered to the
open doorway, and the blaze of sunshine
without. Then it returned to the Kid.

“Bpill it!1” he said.

“I’ve come back to my own country,”
said the Kid. “T've ridden far, and
I've ridden wide; but I'm telling you,
sheriff, that this old country was calling
me back all the time. I’ve stood over
the Big Canyon of the Colorado, and I
reckon I saw the old Huecas. T've
listened to the Missouri, and heard the
waters of the Rio Frio. T knew I'd
come trailing back at last, and now T've
come. But I ain’t come on the war-
path, sheriff. I ain’t come a-shooting.
No, sir! Tve come on the peace trail.”

The sheriff stared.

“Meaning ?” he asked.

“I never wanted to be .an outlaw,”
said the Kid. and his voice was deep
and grave now. “I was driven into it.
You know that Old Man Dawney, of the
Double-Bar, got the goods on me, all
through a mistake, and I guess he’s own-
ing up to that mistake now. I reckon I
was wild, hunted down for a thing I
never did. and tibat all the Double-Bar
knows now that I never did. I reckon I
ran wild, some—as I guess any galoob
might have in my place.

“A pilgrim has to live, sheriff, and I
was driven off the ranches. Things
were put down to me that I never did,
once I was riding the trails—hold-ups
that I'd never hear of; shootings that
T'd never dreamed about I reckon if
anything happened between the Rio
Grande and the Pecos, it was said in
the cow camps that it was the doing of
the Rio Kid. I never heard half of it.”

The sheriff’s face was grim.

“You know that, sheriff! You know
how they stack a heap on to a man
when he ain’t there to deny it, and
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can’t be. You know they've landed on
my shoulders the doings of half the gun-
men and fire-bugs in this part of the
State.”

“Likely encugh'i” said the sheriff.
guess if you hand in your guns, youwll
get a fair trial at the county seat.”

The Kid laughed.

“I guess the reputation they fixed on
me would have hange alf a dozen
galoots my size,” he said. “I never

rustled a cow in my life; but there’s a
dozen ranchers ready to swear that I've
driven their herds. Big men—with the
judge and jury in their pockets. T've
never held up a geloot on the trail—
but a heap of galoots who've been held
up would s;i]vear that T was the pilgrim
that went &

of a gun.
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Your trial at the county seat

.don’t cut any ice with me, sheriff.”

The sheriff of Frio made no rejoinder.
His glance wandered to. the doorway

again. Would no galoot ever mosey in?
“All the sime, I'm done with out-
lawry if T'm let,”  said the Kid.

“That’s what I've come to iell you,
sheriff.  I've come back to my own
country; bub I give you my word that I
ain't come a-shooting. Any ran on the

CNE THOUSAND DCLLARS! That's
the reward offered for the capture
of the Rio Hid—and you can bet
there are many gooed and bad men
out to earn it. But ii's a far from
simple matter even to {rail this
elasive hoy outlha_w, let alene caich
im.

old Double-Bar will tell you that I'm a
slave to my word. You give me a wide
miss, sheriff, and I ain’t troubling you
any. &ive me a chance to prove that I
never was the fire-bug that folks be-
lieved. Leave me alone, and you’ll see
me live quiet and peaceful.” The Rio
Kid’s voice was vibrating with earnest-
ness now. “Give a galoot a echance,
sheriff. You can work 46, if you like.
You're boss of the law in this scction.
Your word goes & whole lot in the
county town.  You can leave me in peace
on the Rio Frio, if you want. You can
give me the chance I'm asking for to
prove up. What do you say?”

The sheriff eyed him..

Always at the bottom of his heart he
had had a sort of liking for the bold
and handsome Xid, keenly as he had
sought to rope him in and hand him
over to a hard fate. The Kid's appeal
found an echo in the sheriff’s hoarh.
But his bronzed, bearded face was hard
am}/ UNCOmpPromising.

‘It’s no cinch, Kid,” he answered,

“¥ guess you mear what you say—while
yow're saying it, Bub soonmer or later
you'd break out again, and ride wiid
on the trails. I guess I ain’t the power
to do wglat you want—if T wanted to.
And—~

“And you don’t want?” .

“Nope! I stand for the law, and the
law wants you. I'm on your trail, Kid,
to take you dead or ‘alive, and 1 teil
you so with your gun looking me in the
face,” sald the Frio .sheriff, “Pall
trigger 1f you like.”

“1 guess if I let drive a bullet
through your cabeza, Jake Watson, it
wouldn’t leb any hoss-sense oub at the
hole!” said the Kid bitterly. “I tell
you once more that I've come back here
peaceful, enly asking tc be lot alone aud
to live quiet. I tell you I never wanted
to be an ocutlaw, and you and the rest
made me ene. Do you stand for keep-
ing me one!?” .

“Y stand for the law,” said the sherift
stubbornly, “and the law wants you,
Kid, and the law’s going to have you,
if ¥ can work .it.” e

“You're a hard man, Jake, and & dog-
goned gink!” said the Kid. s ov

There was a silence.

The Kid, with his gun resting oun his
knee, as he sat on the desk, lecked
thoughitfully at the sheriff of Frio. )

He had come there, into the midst of

a hundred dangers to “talk turkey” to -~

his old foe. He had talked in vain.

Once an outlaw, always an outlaw!
The Kid had come back to his own
country with hope in his hearf, only to
find that all things were unchanged,
that every man’s hand was against him,
and his hand against every man’s, as of
old. Hard and bitter grew the hand-
some face of he Kid.

Sheriff Watson eyed him stolidly. He
was at the boy puncher’s mercy, and he
half expected a shot from the walnut-
butted gun that rested on the Kid's
knee. But the Kid was nect the man
to shoot down an unarmed enemy. He
knew now, if he had doubted before,
that he had no ruth or mercy to look’
for; that the sheriff of Frio would hunt
him, as he had hunted him of old, so
long as he stayed in the Frio coumtry.
And tho Kid intended to stay.. ~

But the Black cloud passed from his
face, and he smiled. = His light and
mocking manner returned.

“1 guess I've wasted my time talking
turkey to a hard-faced cuss like you,
Jake Watsen,” he said. I reckon Il
git. You wani tc remember that if you
make a move, hombre, they'll be necd-
ing a new sheriff in Frio. I—""

-He broke off as a shadow darkened
the open doorway. Abe Harrigan, the
sherifi’s man, stepped in from the sun-
light. - In the sudden change from the
bright sunshine to the dusk of the office,

. Harrigan did not for the moment see

the boyish figure perched on ilie desk.

“Sheriff, there’s a critter tied up to
the rail that’s powerful like that mus-
tang that the Ric Kid used to ride ¥’ he
cxclaimed. “Ii’s sure powerful like—-
Thunder !

“Put em up!”
veice. )

And Abe, glaring in amazement at
the mocking face over the levelled
revolver, gasped:

“The Kid! Great gophers!*

And his hands went up promptly over
his head.

said the Kid’s soft

et

"THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Kid’s Defiancs!
HE Rio Kid slid from the sheriff’s
a desk. Abe Harrigan eyed him
open-mouthed. The sheriff, still
seated in the rocker, watched
him, He had hoped that his man might
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A RECKLESS DEFIANCE! ¢ You, Poker Pete!’’ rapped out the Kid; ‘¢ Take down that bill ! 7 Poker Pete hesitated

and backed away a pace.

come in—and Harrigan had come, only
to put up his hands under the Kid's
gun. The sheriff’s look was bitter, but
he was cool-and patient. It was un-
likely that the reckless Kid would get
away from the crowded cow-town alive
and free, especially if there was shoot-
ing to alarm the town. If Abe suc-
ceeded in getting in one shot——

But Abe’s hands were above his head,
and he was not thinking of drawing a
gun. He knew the Kid’s deadly aim
and lightning quickness too well for
that. Abe was taking it like a lamb.

“1 guess i#’s time I was geiting,”
drawled the Rio Kid. “But I'm sure
- glad to see you again, Abe, before I
vamoose the ranch.”

“If I'd knowed !” muttered Abe.

The Kid laughed.

“You sure saw my. critter hitched on
thé rail—you might have guessed, Abe.
But you never was bright.”

““It’s your say-so now, Kid,” said Abe,
with a glitter in his eyes. “Pile it on
all you want, I ain’t kicking so long as
vou hold the drop.”

“8it on that desk.”

Abe sat in the place lately occupied
by the Rio Kid. The Kid had not even
Abe was free
to draw and try his luck, if he liked.
But he did not.

“Ain’t it a pleasure, old friends,
meeting again like this?” smiled the

Kid. “’Member the last time we met,
Abe? You lighted on me in the chap-
arral, and I made you dance with

bullets chippin’ your boots. You sure
danced like a greaser at a fandango.”

Abe gritted his teeth and did not
answer, '

“But I reckon I can’t hang on talk-
ing over old times,” sighed the Kid.
“Igot to be riding. Sheriff, you’'ve still
gob my proposition afore you. You
giving me the same ‘answer ?7?

“Yepi?

“Then he took down the bili.

’

“I came trailing back peaceable,” said
the Kid. “But 1if you're gone on mak-
ing it war, I'm your antelope, sheriff.”

Watson made no reply to that. His
eyes were longingly on the doorway. At
a distance he could see a group of cow-
punchers riding across the plaza towards
the Red Dog Saloon. Had they guessed
what was passing in the sheriff’s office
they would have come whooping down
on the scene. He had only to raise his
voice and give a call. But it would have
been his last shout on earth, and the
sheriff did not_call.

“If you want war—by the great
horned toad, you shall have it} said
the Kid. “1I guess I'll make you tired
of trailing me, sheriff. I guess Tl
make Frio sit up and how! till they let
up! Get out of that rocker!”

The Kid was not smiling now. .

His face was grim, his eyes gleaming,
his lips set. His offer of peace had been
refused, and the Xid was on the war-
path. In his present mood the lives of
the sheriff and his man hung on a
thread—and they knew it.

Watson rose quietly from the chair.

“Back to Abe—pronto!”

The sheriff batked up to Harrigan.

“Abe, you'll take off his neck scarf,
§1_<3 tie his paws behind him,” said the

id,
on you, hombre. You try any shenan-
nigan with me, Abe, and look out for
a quick trip across Jordan!”

“It’s your say-so!” repeated
sullenly. '

He took the sheriff’s neck scarf and
bound Watson’s hands behind his back.
The sheriff’s eyes met his; “but Abe
dared not regard the mute appeal.
Trifling with the Rio Kid just :hen was
equivalent to playing with a jagunar in
the chaparral. ~The sheriff’s wrists
were securely bound together.

“Now hand over your own rag!”®

With Abe's own neck scarf the Kid

Abe

The Kid’s gun was not to he argued with.

“Make it a good job; my eye’s |-

{Sce Chapter 2)

bound Harrigan's hands behind him.
The gun was still in Abe’s belt, but he
made no attempt to touch it, even when
the Kid holstered his own Colt.

The Kid surveyed them grimly.

They stared at him, their faces white
with rage and humiliation. What would
all Frio say when they were found like
this—roped up like refractory steers in
the sheriff’s own office? The Kid picked
a trail-rope from a hook on the wall
and ran it. round the two of them,
binding them together back to back.
Then he stepped back to the doorway.

“I'm sure hitting the trail now,
sheriff,” he said. “You ain’t changed
your mind, oid timer?”’

“TIl run yoo down, and ses you
hanged up on a cottonweed, as sure as
shooting, Kid!” said the sheriff
hoarsely. “T’ll make it last sickness

for you hefore the sun sets again on
the Frio!”
“Quien sahe?” grinned the Kid.
He turned and looked into the stre
4 burly puncher was coming across
the sheriff's office. The Kid recognised
Bud Wash, foreman of the Double Bar
Ranch—in old days the Kid’s foreman.
Bud Wash was coming directly to the
office, and the Kid stepped Into cover
inside at once. - )
“Not a yaup!” he said quietly to his
prisoners. “There’ll be shooting helrg
if you give so much ag a toot, you-uns:
The heavy tramlp of the puncher was
seard in the porch.
‘e‘a:%?ou to hgme, sheriff 77 called out
the foreman of the Double Bar. |
The Kid’s gun touched. the sheriff’s

ar. o
it Tell the galoot to step inm.” .

For an instant Watson set his teeth,
determined to resist. But the next
moment he called out in a choking
¥ el
‘O‘l‘C‘S’Ure! Siep in, Bud!”

Tar PorrLir.—No, 3:0.



16

‘The burly p\mc%mr stepped -in.

“Hands up, Bud!”

“ %::12(1,}1‘23\'0\\' 1”7 ejaculated the fore-
man of the Double :Bar, staring
blankly at. the Kid. “You back agin,
Ilt‘d&."ep!” The Kid smiled at his old
foreman over his gun. “Put Jem1 up,
Bud: I'd sure hate to spill your juice
over the sheriff's floor!”

«“T guess 1 ain’t gunning arter you,
Kid.” said Bud coolly. *‘Holy smoke!
What vou becn doing here? -Ha, ha t”
The foreman of the Double Bar roared
with laughter as he stared at the sheriff

his man. -
un‘c’lIl cuess 1 can take your word, Bud
The Kid dropped his gun into the

holster. “I'm hitting the trail mow.
Adois!” .

Tle twalked out of the office to his
horse.

“Draw, you fool I” panted the sheriff
as soon as the Kid was outside. “Get
him as he mounts, you moss-head !”

Bud Wash looked at him coolly.

“] guess I ain’t pulling on the Xid,”
he answered. I reckon he could have
fixed me up like you if he’d wanted,
him holding the drop. I ain’t pulling
on the Kid any.” .

“You dog-goned gink

“Aw, cut it out, sherifft”
Double Bar foreman.

There was a clatter of hoofs ontside.

The Kid was riding.

The sheriff and Abe struggled madly
with their ropes. Bud Wash grinned
and stood in the doorway looking out.
No man on the Double Bar Ranch was
disposed to take a hand against the
Kid, once their comrade in the bunk-
house on the ranges. Bud Wash watched
him with cool interest and hoped that
he would get clear.

But the Kid did not secem in a hurry
to get clear. The open trail lay before
bim, but the Kid was not riding for
the prairie. He rode across the plaza
to the Red Dog. There was a roar of
voices from the saloon as the boy outlaw
drew rein in front of the building. The
poker-party ouiside the Red Dog leaped
16 their feet; from door and window a
dozen startled faces looked.

“The Kid!”

“The Rio Kid!”

The horseman looked at the startled
crowd with a smile. The gun in his
hand was half-raised. .
“You sure know me, follers,” he said.
“Yep,.it’s the Rio Kid come trailing
back. T've sure been to sce the sheriff,
and I guess Tve left him in his office
roped up like a steer,”

“Gee-whizt”

“T've come back,” went on the Kid.
“But I ain’t come a-shootine if Frio
lets me alore. That’s what I want to
tell you galoots., Give me a rest. and
T'll give you & rest But if any galoot
Lere is hunting for trouble with me.
let him hop out into the street—and
kere Y am, pronto 1

fl‘he_r.e were twenty men staring at the
Rio Xid, and évery man in the crowd
packed a gun. But no gun was touched.
The Doy outlaw’s audacity secemed to
have taken away the breath of the Frio
men. And the half-raised gun in his
hand spelled danger. The Kid's eye was
wary; no man who had. reached for a
gun would have becn likely to . get it
away from his belt under the watchful

3

said the

eye. of the Kid.
“No_galoot looking fo
rookus ?” asked - the Igid. i I‘?m sure
glad to hear it. (lents, I’ve come trail
ing back peaceable,cand ‘I guess T'h
never burn powder algng the Ria Pecos
if %Imllgt :;Ione;” o
e lified his gun and pointed with
THE Porvrir.—No. 510, polnted wit
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the muzzle to a notice that was nailed
orr the wall of the saloon beside the
door. It was an old frayed bili—
frayed by wind and weather—but the
wording on.it was still readable, and 3t
was to the effect that five hundred
dollars reward was offered for the Rio
Kid, dead or alive. :

“You, Poker Pete!” rapped out the
Kid.

Poker Pete, the proprictor of the
Red Dog, backed a pace.

“Take down that bill!”

“Aw, forget it, Kid!” protested
Poker Pete. “That there bill was
posted by the sheriff.”

“Take it down!” -

Poker Pete hesitated a moment;
then he took down the bill. The Kid's
gun was not to be argued with.

“I guess I'm walting ic see you tear
it up ! remarked the Kid.

Poker Pete tore the bill across and
across.

“That’s good!” The Kid waved his
gun cheerily to the staring crowd.
“Adotst”

He wheeled his mustang and galloped
away.

The Frio crowd stared
breathlessly. Three or
reached for their revolvers.

Bang, bang!

Bullets were flying as the Kid swept
round the corner of an adobe bullding
and vanished.. There was a rush after
him—in time to see the Kid galloping
out on the open trail on the prairie.

The Kid looked back, waved his
Stetson hat, laughed, and galioped on;
and the grassy plains swallowed him
from sight. The Kid was gone, and
there was a rush of the crowd across
the plaza to the sheriff’s office.

Bud Wash was untying the sheriff
and his man, and that process was com-
pleted under twenty pairs of staring
eyes, twenty grinning faces.

“That Kid 1is sure some lad!”
chuckled Poker Pete. “He sure got
you this time, sheriff |”

Watson made no reply. Ilis bronzed
faco was white with rage. The moment
he was free he dashed out for his horse,
and without. waiting to call any to
follow him galloped furiously out on
the prairie.

The sun had set by the time he rodc
back into Frio, dusty, fatigued, and
with a look on his face that warned the
Frio men to ask no questions. But
they knew that he had not found the
Rio Kid.

him
men

after
four

- e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trapped!

s TS a cinch!™ - ,
I~ Sheriff Watson, of Frio, spoke
between his teeth. He stood in

the thickening dusk of the deep
canyon, in
Buecas, and stared at the, K gleam of
fliickering flame in the distance. Against
the dusk of falling night, and the black
of pine-clad hillsides, the distant camp-
fire gleamed and -flickered; and the

sheriff of Frio knew that he had
trailed down the Kid at iast.
The sheriff and his posse had been

riding and trailing hard.  There were
seven men in the party in the Huecas
canyon, standing by their horses staring
at the distant fire. Abe Harrigan, who
had the keenest eye for a trail of any
man on the banks of *he Pecos, had
picked up the track of the grey mustang
again and again. -

Some_of the party wondered at the
wary Kid having left a trail at all;
they had ridden out of Frio with little

hope of tracking him, for the Kid was

the heart of the sierra-
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as elusive as a will-of-the-wisp.  But
they had found the trail, and followed
it into the very heart of the lIonely
sierra, amid rocky arroyos, and deep,
black barrancas and tangled pines. And
now, in the distance, they saw the
flicker of the lonely camp-fire, and knew
that they were in sight of their goal.

“I guess he’s our mutton, sheriff !”
said Abe. “He sure ain't ‘wise’ to it
that we’re on his trail, or he wouldu’t
be burning a fire. He sure reckons that
he’s safe up here in the Huecas.”

“He sure docs,” agreed the sheriff.

“We ain’t roped him yet,” said Pecos
Pete. .

The sheriff gritted his teeth. Since
the episode in his office at Frio, Jake
Watson had thought of nothing but the
roping in of the Rio Kid. All Frio
had laughed over his discomfiture; they
were laughing still. Only the capture
of the Kad could wipe out that bitter
humiliation:” The Kid had come trail-
ing back to his own country, only to
find Dbitter vengeance there. And
vengeance now, was in the sheriff’s
hand. .

“You galoots want to watch out,” he
said quietly. “We've got him cornered;
but it will mean shooting. 1 guess the
Kid wili put up an allfired fight.
E}i(l)?t when you see him, and shoot to
kilt > :

“Sure!” assented the posse.

They were not likely to stand on cere-
mony with the boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande. Once the Kid had a gun in his
hand, even seven to one would not be
long odds.

“He can’t get clear,” went on the
sheriff, his eyes fixed on the distant
flicker. “I kpow this country—I’ve
been over it afore, many’s the time,
arter the Kid. This here canyon ends
up agin a wall of rock that a fly
couldn’'t climb over. There ain’t any
way out except this way. We've got
him. He sure figures that he's safe
here—and 1 reckon we’ve got a chance
to catch him napping. That camp-fire
looks like it. But watch out.”

“You bet!”

“Leave the cayuses here. I guess

he'd hear them on these rocks. Keep
your guns handy.” -
The horses were tethered; and the

sheriff and his men proceeded up the-
canyon on foot. Every.man gripped -a
gun in his hand, his eyes on the alert.
It looked as if the elusive Kid was
trapped at last; but in dealing with the
Rio Kid a galoot needed to keep his
cyes peeled. Softly, caudously, in the
thickening darkness, the Frio men trod
ou the rocky way, closer and closer to:
the flickering fire that burned at th

head of the canyon. :

The canyon narrowed, as they
advanced, to a mere gorge. So narrow,
that in one place, a narrow neck be-
tween high rocks, they had to walk in
single file. Beyond the narrow neck, the
canyon opened out again, a basin en-
closed by high and inaccessible cliffs. In
that narrow neck the Kid could have
held the whole force at bay with ease
had he known they were coming. The
sheriff breathed more freely when they
were through, and treading wider
space again. Closer and closer they
drew to the camp-fire. ,

Pine cones and branches burned
cheerily at the foot of a rock. By the
fire lay a stil figure in a. blanket. In-
the firelight they could see it clearly,
and the sheriff caught his breath. The
elusive Kid, so long hunted in vain, had
been caught napping at last—asleep,
with his foes stealing on him in the
shadows! i

Closer and closer the sheriff’s party,
drew, gun in hand, ready ‘to pull
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trigger if the still form in the blanket stirred. But it did
not stir. And at last Sheriff Watson, with blazing eyes,
ran forward, and jammed his zun to the sleeping form and
shouted :

“We've got vou, Kid! .By the holy smoke, we've got you
at last!”

Every gun in the party was aimed at the recumbent
form. Abe Harrigan tore the blanket aside; and every
trigger was ready to rise at a movement from the Kid.
The next moment there was a roar of rage from the sherif.
As the blanket was dragged aside it was not the Rio Kid
that was revealed. A log lay by the fireside—and it was the
log that the blanket had covered.

“Gee-whiz 1" gasped Pecos Pete.

“Tt ain’t the Kid!” stammered Harrigan.

“Fooled !’ muttered the sheriff. “Fooled by that dog-
goned Kid! But he kain't be fur off-—come daylight, we'll
bunt him out of the rocks »?

“Hark !” said Abe.

Far down the canyon, the way the posse had come,
sounded the crashing of galloping hoofs. The sheriff started
and bent his head to listen.

Beyond the narrow neck of the canyon the horses had
been tethered, while the Frio men crept on to the Kid’s
camp. The galloping, echoing through the dusk of the
sierra, told whai had become of the tethered horses—and
told where the Kid was.

“Great snakes! He’s stampeded the cayuses!” hissed the
sheriff. :

He rushed away down the canyon. His men followed him
fast. Twenty miles from Frio, in a rough country, they

had lost their horses—and the sheriff foamed with rage at

the knowledge. }

The galloping died away into the silence of the nighg,
while the sheriff and his men were still panting down the
canyon towards the narrow neck. Suddenly from the davk-
ness of the gorge, came the flash and the ring of a revolver.

“Tle’s thers!” panted Abe.

The sheriff almost raved. The posse;.creeping omr to the
camp-fire had passed the Kid in the darkness; left him be-
hind them in cover. And he had stampeded the horses m
the lower canyon; and now he was in the narrow gorge—
their only way of egress—holding it against them. Again
the revolver barked from the darkness, and it was followed
" by the sound of the Rio Kid’s voice.

“Halt, you 'uns! I guess any galoot that moseys a step
further will get his, sudden!”

“You durned gink!” raved the sheriff.

The sheriff gripped his gun convulsively, and started
forward. Abe Harrigan caught him by the arm.

“Let up, sheriff! It ain’t good enough!”

Watson shook his hand roughly off. -In his rage he had
fost. all prudence, and he rushed into the gorge, firing
wildly as he rushed. From the gloom of the narrow neck
came a single shot, and the sheriff pitched over on the rocks
and lay groaning. And his men, who had been following,
halted again and retreated. In the gorge the groans of the
sheriff died down to a low mumbling.
~ The mocking voice of the Rio Kid rang from the shadows
of the gorge.

“You ’uns coming on?”

There was nc answer from the Frio posse.

The Kid was master of the situation; and the Frio men
could only wait for dawn, and what chance daylight might
afford them. As they waited there came a scund of crawling,
mingled with gasping and muttering. From the gorge the
wounded sheriff of Frio crawled back to his waiting men.

From the gorge came no farther sound, and the Frio men
wondered whether the Kid was gone. But they did not
venture to enter the gorge to ascertain. They waited grimly
till the sun rose on the Huecas.

Then a cautious advance was made into the rocky,
winding gorge; but no shot greeted them as they canie.
The Rio Kid was gone—and had been long gone. His trail,
if he had left one, was useless to seek; the posse were dis-
mounted now, and their leader was wounded; it was futile
to figure on following the Kid on foot. Many a long mile
away their horses were grazing on the plains. The sherif},
his wound bandaged, his brorzed face white with pain and
rage, gave the word to hit“the trail for Frio.

In a litter made of pine branches, the wounded sheriff
was carried on the shoulders of his men, tramping long,
weary rniles under a blazing sun

It was past midday when they reached Frio; and all the
cow:town turned out to see them come in.

Through a crowd of grinning faces the weary posse trailed -

down the street of Frio. i
Afar, in the sierra, the Rio Kid smiled as he rode the
grey mustang by lonely trasls.
. . THE END. .
(Fext week’s Western thriller i3 enlitbed:~ “THE
THOUSAND DOLLAR KID/!? Dop’t miss it, toys!)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Gunman from the Brazes !
ESQUITE JUDD rode into the
M cow-town of Frio in the sunny
morning, himself and his
horse covered with the dust
of the trail. Men on the street of
Frio stared at Mesquite as he rode by,
his scarred, bearded face grim: under
hiz Stetson hat. There were many in
f'rie who kneow the gunman from the
Brazos: none who knew any good of
him. No man was his friend: many
were his enemies. But if the Frio man
stared, they were careful not to give
offence. ~ Mesquite, who packed two
guns, was a “killer” by reputation,
and not a man io seek trouble svith.
Three or four men saluted him as Le
passed, and Moesquite acknowledged the
salutes with a sardonie grin. He was
well aware rhat they would rather have
pulled a gun on kim, had they dared.
But pulling a gun on Mesquite Judd
was one way of asking for sudden
death. The gunman was hated and
feared, but he could ride without fear
through any cow-town in Texas.

dust that blew in from the plains,
Mesquite rode on his horse, and stopped
outside the sheriff’s office on the plaza.
A little crowd was gathered there,
staring at a bill posted on the wall.
That bill announced the reward of a
thousand dollars for the taking of the
Rio Kid, dead or alive. It was signed
by Jake Watson, the sheriff. Across a
blank space was written another
announcement, in a bold, clear hand,
evidently addud over-night while the
town of Frio was sleeping. It ran:
“Two thousand, spot cash,
zaloot who can do ig!
(Signed), Tae Rio Kip.”

for the

Mesquite grinned as he looked at it.
guess that kid’s got some gall ! he
remavked,  “This here town ain’t got
muca sand, to let a'kid puncher iwist
its tail this-a-way.”

Some of the crowd locked round
angrily at  that. comment from a
siranger. But the anger died out of
their faces as they recognised Mesquite
Judd,

“The Kid's sure got a heap of gall”
said Poker Smith, of the Red Dor
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Through the dusty street, thick with '
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saloon. “TI reckon he moseyed in hyer
last night to stick that up. The sheriff
will sure be mad when he sees it.”

“A thousand dollars offered for that
dog-goned outlaw, and no galoot hyer
with grit enough to rope him in!” said
Mesquite contemptuously. .

‘He sure ain't easy to rope in,
answered Poker Smith mildly. “The
sheriff and his posse was arter_him up
in the Huecas, but the Kid rung in a
cold deck on them. It ain’t so plumb
easy, Judd.”

“Not for this burg ! jeercd Mesquite.

“Mebbe youw'd like to take a hand!”
said Poker Smith, as sarcastically as
he dared. .

" “You've said it,” answered Mesquite
coolly.  “I guess that’s why I'm hyer,
feller.”

There was a buzz in the Frio crowd
as the gunman dismounted, hitched his
pinto to the rack. and strode heavily
into the sheriff’s office. .The news that
Mesquite Judd, the “killer * from the
Brazos, had come to town to “get ” the
Rio Kid, rang through Irio like wild-
fire.

Mesquite - tramped  into the office.
Sheriff Watson was there—with an arm

him. He turned a scowling face on the
newcomer, and started as he recognised
the gunman. His hand dropped on the
gun on the desk.

“Forget it, cheriff,” .said Mesquite.
“I sure ain’t come hyer for gun-play,
hombre.”

hyer at all,” snapped the sheriff. “ Your
sort ain’t wanted in Frio, Mesquite
Judd. I guess ‘the sooner you hit the
trail, the better it will be for your
health.” )

“TI’'m after the Kid.”

“The Rio Kid?”

“Sure 17

Watson ‘stared at him, and withdrew
his hand from his gun. His face was
still scowling: the scow! had seldom left
it since the day the Rio Kid had come
back to his own country. Bitter and
deep was the humiliation of the Frio
sheriff. The boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande had defied him; defeated him,
led him and his men into a trap in the
sierra, contemptuously spared his life,
when it was his for the taking. There

surrounding ranches: the Kid was- too

in a sling, a gun on the desk before.

“I reckon yow've got gzall to come

. sheriff.

were murmurings in Frio, and in the’

Judd, the gunman, rides into Frio determined to win the reward of ONE THQUS AND DOLLARS offered
¢ of the elusive Rio Kid. Bui the reward he eventually earns is quite different !
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good for the sheriff, and with reckless
defiance he still rode the trails un-
touched, and even ventured into the
cow-town to carry his defiance to the
sheriff’s own door. The Frio sheriff’s
cup of bitterness was full to overflowing.

But he eyed the gunman doubtfully.
Frio did not want a galoot of Mesquite
Judd’s calibre within its borders; and
in other circumstances Watson would
have warned him out of the town. .

“What’s your grouch agin the Kid?”
he asked, after a long pause.

Mesquite shrugged his broad
shoulders. ; .
“T guess I ain’t got no kick coming,

fur as the Kid’s concerned. It’s the
reward I'm after. I heard about it down
on the Brazos, and I. reckon I've
moseyed along to collect it. He’s a
Thousand-Dollar Kid now.”  The ruffian
grinned. “That’s my grouch.” .

There was another pause. The sheriff’s
whole mature was against .having any-
thing to do with the. gunman, or
speaking a civil word to him. But in
the bitterness of defeat and humiliation,
he put that aside. Tf Mesquite .Judd
could get the Kid, his visit was wel-
come. . .

“I reckon you've as much right to go
after. the Kid as any galoot in Texas!”
the sheriff said at last.

“Sure t”- ,

“The reward’s there for the man- that
can get him,” said Watson. “If you
mean business, Mesquite Judd, I reckon
you're free to camp dawn in- Frio, as
long as you like. T guess I ain’t picking
faults in ‘any galoot that trails the Rio
Kid.” .
" *“That’s hoss-sense,” said Mesquite
coolly. “The XKid seems to have got
this whole country where he wants. it.
Down on the Brazos, I reckon we’d have
got him roéped in and strung up afore
he could say ¢ No sugar in mine.’ - You
sure are peaceable galoots in this burg.”

“TEnough - chin-wag,” ' snapped ihe
“T reckon you won't find it
plumb easy if you go after the Kid.
You’re welcome to try. He’s abdut as
easy to find as a weasel, and as easy to
catch if you find him: I reckon if you

light on him, it will' be -the lastthin

that will happen to you.” -
The gunman’s eyes gleamed under his
beetling brows, and his square jaw was
thrust forward. His hand lingered over
one of his low-slung gunz. -The sheriff

(Copyright in the United States of America.),
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stared at him steadily; he was not the
man to be bulldozed in his-own office
by a gunman—even a  killer os
Mesguite's reputation. The threat it
the ruffian’s look had no effect on him.

“1 guess I've pulled on a galoot for
saying less than that Jake Watson,”
sald Mesquite at last. o

“Forget it,” snapped the sherifi.
“Pull a gun here, Mesquite Judd, an_d
you go into the calaboose so quick it
will make your head swim. You ain’t
‘on the Brazos now.”

Mesquite breathed hard.

“« ain't come here hunting for
trouble,” he said. “TI'm after the Kid,
and the reward. You put me wise where
‘he was last seen, and I guess I'm hitting
the trail to leok for him.”

“He was last scen up in the Huecas.
twenty miles from here,” said the
sheriff. “He may be there, or he may
be at the street’s end, for all T know.
He's got gall enough to ride into ¥rio
in the daylight and shoot up the town.
And if he does, T reckon you won’t stop
him.”

“You watch out and sce!” snarled the
gunman. ‘I've heered about thas
rookus in the Huecas—he got you and
your men dead to rights, and sent you
home afoct, with a bullet in your fin.
There ain’t a man in the Frio country
can handle the Kid; but I reckon I can
work the riffle—I guess getting that kid
puncher wil: be pie to me.”

“Get on with it, then,” said the
sheriff grimly. “T’ll sure be glad to
hand over the reward if vou tote the
Rio Kid into town—dead-or alive.”

“Dead, I reckon,” said the gunman

coolly. “I ain’t taking nc chances, and
when I get.a bead on the Kid, it will
be last sickness for him. Don’t you
figure on getting him alive to string up
vou'll sure miss your guess.”
“Dead or alive,” repeated the sheriff.
. The scowl on the Frio sheriff’s face
was less black when the Brazos gun-
man was gone. :

His conscence troubled him a little for
dealing with 2 man like the killer. But
the Rio Kid had defied the law too long;
he had defeated and humiliated the Frio
sheriff too deeply. Any man that could
get the ‘Rio Kid was welcome to Jake
Watson now. And if any man could get
him, it surely was the cool, cunning.
ruthless killer from the Brazos, savage
as a cougar, ruthless as a rattlesnake,
intent only on killing his man and grasp-
ing the blood-money. And if it turped
out otherwise, if the Kid proved too good
for the gunman, as he had proved too
good - hitherto for all the enemies who
had sought him, the sherif grimly
reflected that the cow country vould be
rid of a pest. There would be no one in
Texas to mourn for Mesquite Judd.
FEither way only good could come of it,
and the sheriff of Frio stified his ccn-
science and waited eagerly for news,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Kid’s Answer'! .

L1 Trio watched Mesquite Judd,
A during the next few days, with
breathless interest. The gun-

man loafed about town, chiefly

at the Red Dog Saloon, where he had
taken up his quarters, Every day he
mounted his pinto horse and rode out on
the trails; but he was generally seen at
the Red Dog at- night. His hard,
bronzed face told nothing, and he was
a man of few words. But day followed
day, and Mesquite had not succeeded in
“getting * the Rio Kid. He was known
to be as good a man on a trail as he was
with a six-gun; but the elusive Kid left
little trail to be followed. Indeed, many
of the citizens of Frio, and the punchers
on the ranches, opined that if the Kid,
learned that the kiiller was on his trail,

hie would not avold a meeting, but would
go out of his way to give Mesquite what
he was asking for

Desperate and dangerous as the gun-
man was, it was certain that the Rio Kid
would not fear a meeting with him,
tikely cnough that he might seek one.
Frio was a rough town, and every man
in Frio packed & gun; but Frio had its
limit, and a gunman of Mesquite’s repu-

taton  for ferocity was not liked or
wanted there. Had the sheriff given the
word, the Frio citizens would have

gathered in force to run the killer from
the Brazos out of town. But it was
fairly well known that the sheriff was
backing the gunman, or, at least, that
he was willing to give him every chance
to earn blood-money. And the Frio men
were civil to a desperado whose guns had
more than a dozen notches cut on them,
every notch registering the death of a
man. Once the gunman was absent from
town for three nights in succession, and
all Frio waited breathlessly for news,
many opining that Mesquite had found
his man at last, and that it was the Kid
who had proved viector. But Meczquite
rode back to Frioc on the fourth day,
grim and silent as ever, worn by hard
trailing, and evidently still unsuccessful.

Getting the Rio Kid was a tougher
task than the gunman from the Brazos
had figured. But he gave no sign of
shrowing in his hand. If only for the

sake of his desperate reputation, the
“killer 7 could not afford to admit a
.defeat. He was there to rope in a

thousand dollars for the Rio Kid, and he
was there till he had done it.

The Double-Bar bunch, when they rode
into town, if they came on Mesquite,
gave him grim looks. On the Double-
Bar ranch the punchers remembered the
Kid with an affectionate memory, and in
the bunkhouse there was a suggestion of
riding into town in a body and stringing
the Brazos gunman up to a branch.
But Old Man Dawney heard of it and
intervened. In his own heart there was
a soft corner for the Kid, but he would
not have his bunch operly taking- the
side of an outlaw. Savage and ruthless
desperado as Mesquite was, a reckless
killer of men, and a secker of blood-
money, he was standing for the law in
his hunt for the Rio Kid. The reward
of & thousand dollars stood officially
offered for the boy outlaw, and it was
open to any man in Texas to earn it, if
he could. But on the Double-Bar there
was not a man who did not long to hear
that the Brazos gunman had been found
“shot up ” on the trails. And one after-
noon, as Bud Wash, the foreman of the
ranch, was riding an outlying range by
the upper waters of the Rio Frio, think-
ing of the Kid, and wondering how a
galoot could get a -word of warning to
him, he sighted a rider in the post-oaks,
and waved his hat in greeting, and the
Kid came gallopng out of the scrub to
mect him.

Handseme and sunburnt, cheery and
fresh as ever, the Rio Kid sat the saddle
of his grey mustang with the black
muzzle. He grinned at the ranch fore-
man. .

“You amn’t pulling a gan, Bud?” he
chuckled.

“I guess not,” said the foreman.

“You ain’t honing tc handle a
thousand dollars?”” grinned the Kid.

“Y guess there’s a man in town honing
for it,” said Bud. “What are you do ag
here, Kid?” i

“Looking at the old range, jest for
greens,”’ answered the Kid. “I was
raised hyer, and I reckon, if I ride ever
so long a trail, I’ll always come trailing
back some time (o the Double Bar
ranges. I reckon I was sure glad to see
you from the post-oaks, Bud.”

“I'm sure glad to see you, Kid,” said
the Double-Bar foreman. “I guess the
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best advice I can give you is to hit ths
trail out of the Frio country, pronto.”

“Sheriff Watson on the war-path
again ¥ grinned the Kid.

“Nope. He’s laid up for a piece, since
you winged him in the Huecas. But
there’s a new man in town; you've heard
of Mesquite Judd ?”

I sare have,” said the Kid. “Seen
him once down in the Brazos country.
A bad man, Judd.”

“He's after your scalp.” -

“Bho!” said the Kid.

“It’s the reward he’s honing after,”
said Bud. “Kid, he’s a bad man, is
Judd, and he’s killed more galoots than
he's got fingers and toes. I gucss I ain’t
no slouch with a gun, but I look another
way when I come on Judd in Frio. I
don’t want any trouble with him. Kid,
that wolf will get you, soon or late, if
you hang on in the Frio country. You
sure want  to hit the trail for New
Mexico. or the Panhandle, till he gets
tired and pulls out.”

“What's his grouch against me?"

“ Blvod-money,” said Bud briefly.

The Kid’s eyes gleamed.

. “I guess I'll'give him a chance to earn
it,” he said.

“Kid,” said the foreman of the Double
Bar earnestly, “give it a miss. That
galoot Judd is bad medicine. - I guess
you're a galoot to whip your weight in
wild-cats; but Mesquite Judd is a killer,
and he’s lightning on the draw.”

“I ain’t Jest slow myself,” grinned the
Kid.

“He'll get you, Kid, if you hang on,”
said Bud. “7I teil you, there’s some
tough galoots in Frio, but they speak soft
when Mesquite is around. = He's suro
bad medicine.”

The Kid smiled.

. “T'll sure give him a chance,” he said.

No man is going to hunt the Rio Kid,
and brag that I'm dodging him. So-
long, Bud! It won’t do you no good if
you're seen chewing the rag with an
outlaw,”

“So-long, Kid!”

The Rio Kid rode away and disap-
peared into the post-oiks.  Bud Wash
rode on his way with a thoughtful brow.
He had given the boy puncher a friendly
warning, but he wondered whether he
might not have done more harm than
good. He guossed that the Kid was
more likely to seek Mesquite Judd than
to avoid him, now that he knew that the
gunman was hunting him.

In Frio that night some wakeful citi-
zens Heard the clatter of a horse’s hoofs
in the shadowy streets; but it was nob
till morning that the cow-town knew
that the Rio Kid had comc—and gone.
On. the door of the Red Dog Saloon,
when Poker Smith opened it, a chalked
inscription was to be read, and in half
an hour all Frio had read it, and com-
mented on it, and when Mesquite Judd
came to look at it a breathless crowd
watched him.

“The Kid’s been in town,” said Poker

Smith.
Mesquite’s hard, grim face grew
mottled as he stared at the words

chalked on the door by the outlaw he
was seeking,

“NOTICE. )
Mesquite Judd is warned to light out
of Frio pronto. He's got three days.
he ain’t vamoosed by then, I'm coming
to see him, and I’m coming a-shooting.
TaE Rio Kip.”

Black as midnight grew the brow of
the killer as he read that defiance. All
eyes were on him; some oi the crowd
were grinning. But the grins died from
their faces as Mesquite looked round.

| From face to face the gunman’s eold,
hard glance passed, and all eyes dropped
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before his. He was seeking one man |she fixst rumour that the Kid was in | you, old-timer 9 - asked two or three
who womnld venture to mock or to give | town or had been seen on the trails. | voices. ' ) ,
offence; and it he had found one:3es | Quuside the Red Dog saloon, cool, grim, The old fellow blinked at them.

quite’s gun would have seen play in the
street of Frio. But there was no man 1n
the cow-town who cared to take up the
unspoken challenge. Voices died away,
and there was a dead silence till the
man from the Brazos spoke:

“You, Poker Smith, you reckon the
Rio Kid put that up?’ he asked.

“Sure,” answered the saloon keeper.
“You reckon he was in town last
night?”

“Sure.”

“You reckon he'll keep his word?”

“The Kid ain’t never broke his word,
Mesquite.”

The gunman knitted his brows.

“I guess he'll break it this time,” })e
said. “He don't dare to ride into Frie,
cxcept at night, snsaking in like a
coyote in the dark. He don’t dare to
come a-shooting.”

“To-day’s Monday,” said Poker
Smith. “If youre here on Thursday,
Mesquite, the Kid will come, and he
will come a-shooting.”

“¥You reckon so for sure?”

“Bvery galoot in Frio will tell you
the same.”

The gunmaun laughed grimly.

“Y’li sure be to home when he calls,’
he said.

And he turned away. Later in the
morning came Sheriff Watson, his arm
still in a sling; and the sheriff read that
chalked notice with bitter joy in his
eyes. Mesquite might doubt, but the
sheriff of Frio did not doubt; he knew
that the Kid would keep his word, if he
had to ride through a hundred foes
armed to the teeth. The sheriff, writh-
ing under defeat and humiliation, saw
light at last. That day he was busy,
and the following days. By Wednesday
the sheriff’s plans were laid and carried
out; in the street of Frio, armed men
loafed and lounged; tried men that the
sheriff could trust, men who were quick
to shoot, and ready to shoot; and when
Thursday dawned, the last day of grace
for Mesquite, the sheriff and his men
were watchful as lynxes. All Frio
believed that the Kid.would be as good
as his word; all Frio helieved, knew,
that he would come to seek the Brazos
gunman, as e had declared that he
would. And all Frio knew that he
could never get away alive. Whatever
might be his luck in a shooting-play
with the Brazos killer, he could not
escape the sheriff. Once he was in the
town, he would be surrounded, shot
down without merey if he resisted arrest,
and the long trail would be ended.

.That day, at early dawn, men were
riding into Fric from all sides. The
news had spread far and wide—all along
the Frio and the Pecos it was breath-
lessly discussed in ranch and bunk-
house. Every puncher who could get
away from the ranges rode into Frio
that day—men rode all night to be at
Frio in. the morning. The plaza
swarmed with punchers in Stetsons and
chaps, the Red Dog saloon overfiowed
with a buzzing erowd. Every man who
rode in was scanned by a hundred pairs
of eyes, lest he should be the Rio Kid.
At what hour the Kid would come, no
man knew or could guess; but that he
would come, all were certain. * Among
the crowd, moved the sheriff’s men,
alert, watchful, hand near gun, watch-
ful for the handsome, reckless Kid. At
his office sat Sherif Watson, grim,
patient, relentless, with half a dozen of
his men loafing on the benches outside,
ready for his call, ready for action at
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silent, lounged Mesquite Judd. He had
not gone—he had not thought of going.
He was waiting for the Rio Kid to keep
his word.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Cld-Timer!

# HE old-timer who dismounted ab
§ the Red Dog in the hot after-
noon looked as if he had collected
most of the dust on the prairie
trail. His horse was a mustang, with
white muzzle and white stockings; 2
handsome, sinewy animal. But the old-
timer himself looked as if he had sur-
vived from the old days before the
Mexican War. His face, brown as a
berry, was thick with a grizziy beard
and grey moustaches; his Stetson hat
was a dusty rag, and ragged grey lo‘cl_cs
escaped from ‘under it His buckskin
clothes were old and wern, and covered
with dust; his spurs were red with rust.
He packed = gun; but if his gun was
anything like the rest of him, it did not
look like being of much service. He
hitched the white-muzzled mustang to
the rack, and stared round at the buzz-
ing erowe that swarmed outside the
saloon. 8o many horses were hitched
there that there was scarcely room for
another. Horses were tethered every-
where in Fito thas day; the cow town
looked as if half the population of the
county had ridden in. And the old-

timer stared in surprise under his
shaggy grey eycbrows. , .
“Say, swhat’s the rookus?” he 1in-

quired, addressing nobody in particular.
“Js it a necktie party to-day, fellers?”

Some of the crowd grinned at- him,
Many an oldtimer wandered into Frio
at one time or another, bub this speci-
men was the rustiest, dustiest specimen
the Frio men had ever seen.

« Ain’t seed the Kid on the trail, have
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“What kid 7”

“The Rio Kid, you durned old hobo,”
said Euchre Dick. ““Ain’t you heard
that the Rio Kid is expected in town
to-day 27 )

“Oh, that gol darned young fire-bug,”
said the old-timer. * Has the sheriff got
him at last, then?”

}r: Nape 1.7

And as the old-timer seemed unaware
of the thrilling happenings that im-
pended, a dozen pilgrims obligingly
gave hiz the news. The ‘old-timer
listened with interest. .

“That Kid is sure some fire-bug,” he
said. *“I reckon he will keep his word,
you ‘uns.”

“That’s what we all reckon.”

“Anc the sherif won’t give him a-
chance to vamoose this time, I reckon,”
said Santa Fe Sam, of the Bar-10, “I'll
tell a man. Jake Watson’s got twenty
men watching for him, and when the
Kid moseys in, it will be him for the
long jwmnp.”

“Bhot” said the old-timer. “That
don’t seem fair play to me, fellers, if
he’s coming in for gun-play with a
galoot what’s hunting him.”

“You bet the sheriff ain’t losing a
chance like this,” chuckled Euchre Dick.
“The Kid’s asking for it this time, and
you can bet that he will get it, right
where he lives.”

“And when is he a-coming?’ asked
the old-t-mer.

. “Nobody knows—but he’ll come.”

“He'll sure come,” said Santa Fe Sam.
“The Kid’s ‘a galoot of his word. He
warned Mesquite to quit; and Mesquite
ain’t quit. The Kid will come a-shooting
before the day’s out.”

There was a roar down the street, an
alarm that the Rio Kid was seen. There
was & rush of the crowd. But it was a
false alarm; the man riding in was only
a puncher from the Cross-Bar ranch.
The old-timer stood leaning on the wall
of the saloon, watching the excited
crowd with interested eyes. His eyes
turned from the buzzing throng to the
hard-faced gunman who lounged near
the door.

Mesquite Judd was there; and he was .
ready. - His low-slung -guns had ‘been
hitched forward, ready to his hands; his
keen, deep-set eyes were alert. If the
Kid ‘eame—or when he came—it was
doubtful whether he would get as far as
gun-play with the man from the Brazos;
for the sherifi’s men had orders to seize
him at sight, and to shoot him down
without hesitation if he offered resist-
ance. The instant the Kid was seen
riding into Frio, guns would be
levelled; and as nobody expected him
ta> surrender, all ¥Frio expected to see
him fall riddled with bullets. Mesquite
Judd, threatened with the loss of the
blood-money he sought, if the Kid fell
into tha sheriff’s hands without his
assistance, only hoped that he would be
the man to pull trigger first on the boy
outlaw.

The old-timer watched him quietly for
a few minutes. The crowd came surg-
ing back to the Red Dog; the Kid was
not seen yet. —Many believed that he
would not come till night had fallen; in
the dark he would have more chance of
getting away again—though the chance
would be slight enough. The old-timer
entered into the incessant talk that was
going on in the crowd outside the
saloon. Like most old-timers, he was
talkative; and he confided to uninter-
ested ears that his name was Buck Davis,
and that he was called Padhandle Buck,

-
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because he had punched cows along the “0Oh, shucks!” gasped Euchre Dick. THE FOURTH CHAPRTFR.
Panhandle in the days of his prime. The whole crowd .gasped. For the Shot for Shol.

“How long ago was that, old-timer?” | moment even the Rio Kid was forgotten, } ¢« RE-WHIZ P
grinned Santa Fe Sam. and all attention was fixed on the dusty G The whole crowd gasped;

“1 sort of disremember,” said the | 0ld cowpuncher who hurled that reck- and as they gasped they
dusty old puncher. “But it wasn’s so less defianco at the killer from | the backed rapidly out of the line

long ago as you might caleulate I
reckon I ain’t so old as I lock. But I
can tell you 'uns one thing—I don’t
think any great shucks of this town, or
of the galoots in it You let a gunman
like Mesquite Judd bulldoze you all he
wants I reckon if this was a white
man’s town that all-fired scallywag
would be fired out of it so quick it would
make his head swim.” :

There was a sudden hush. The taunt
was irritating enough to the men of

Pt - T ot RSN B IR faal !
ZTi0; anu ib was dliered 10Udiy, i LUl

Brazos feared by every man in Frio.

. Mesquite drew himself from the wall
of the saloon. His dark, hard face was
darker and more savage. He made a
stride towards the old puncher.

“I guess I'm Mesquite Judd, you old
rat of the desert!” he said grimly.
“¥You got anything more to say?”

And the Frio crowd looked on, ex-

pecting to see the old-timer wilt, and
back away in fear from the anger he
had roused. But the puncher from the
Panhandle did not move.

of fire, for shooting was certain.

Mesquite Judd lay at full length—
knocked down by the puncher from the
Panhandle. He lay dazed; and the
Frio crowd gazed on almost in terror.
It was certain that there would be
shooting now; and the old-timer would
be filled with holes as soon as Mosquite
got to this gun. '

In the wild cxcitement of this new
episode no onc thought of the Rio Kid
—the boy outlaw might have ridden
into Frio unnoticed at that moment,

STRAIGHT FROM THE SHOULDER!
atmed at him, and struck back in return.

hearing of Mesquite Judd, whe was
leaning on the wall of the saloon only a
few yards from the old-timer as he
spoke.

Mesquita looked round, with a gleam
in his deep-set eyes. But he gave a
shrug of contempt as he saw who the
speaker was That grey-bearded puncher
was not werth his powder and shot.

“You want to watch how you shoot off
your mouth hyer, you durned old fool 1
said Santa Fe Sam. “That’s Mesquite
jest yonder, and if he got mad with
you, I reckon you'd never know what
hit you!” ~
~Panhandle Buck glanced round.

. “Where's Mesquite?” he demanded,
in a loud voice. “If that gunman has
got all you galoots cold, he ain’t got me
cold, and don’t you forget it! I’'m spry
an’ ready to tell a hound like Mesquite
Judd that I sure reckon he’s a scallywag
,,a)nd a muideret, and if he don’t like it
'.Ill;"?,’got & gun hyer ready to.back it

With surprising actlvity the old Panhandie puncher sida-stepped the blow Judd

Crash !
fal! fuil fength on the earth.

“You Mesquite, are you?” he said.
“You. the killer that ought to have
been strung up down on the Brazos?
Yep! I got some more to say.  I'll
tell the world, if this town had any
gall, they'd take you and hang you on
the nearest cotton-wood, for the
murdering coyote. that you are,
Mesquite Judd.”

The hand of the gunman moved tu

his gun. But instead of touching it hy
clenched his fist.

A moment more, and the puncher
from the Panhandle -would have been
hurled into the middle of the street by
a crashing blow. ‘

But that blow never was delivered.

. With an activity surprising
who looked so old and grey, the Pan-
handle puncher side-stepped. closed in
on the gunman, and struck. And there
was a gasp from the Frio crowd as
Mesquite Judd went staggering back,

dio fall ab full length on the earth.

in one-

vamoose the ranch, and you sure better

Thers was a gasp from the crowd as the gunman went staggering back, to
(See chapter 3.)

The man feared by all the cowtown,
the man reputed a ruthless killer, the
man who was never known to imiss his
aim, had been knocked down by the old
puncher, - and lay panting in the dust.
The old puncher irom the Panhandle
had recklessly evoked the trouble that
every man in Frio had been careful to
avoid. And he did not seem alarmed.
He was standing at ease, his hand near
his gun, watching the man from the
Brazos like a cat, evidently ready for
what would follow. Old-timer as he
looked there was more “sand” in him
than in any man in Frio.

Mesquite staggered to his feet. The
look in his deep-set eyes might have
made any man tremble. The old-
timer grinned at him.

“You Mesquite,” he jeered. “They
say the Rio Kid has_warned you to

1f

hit the trail while yowre healthy. I
the boys hyer ain’t encugh sand in

Tre PorurLir.—No. 5l1l.
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~ their craw to handle you, I guess I'm
the galoot to do it; and if you want
cun-play, you dog-goned gink, I'm
your mufton, With.the wool on.”

Mesquite gave him a murderous look.

“Yowre sure goin’ to get gun-play,
old-timer, whether you want it or not!”
he grated between his teeth.

The breathless crowd surged further
back. Mesquite had not reached for a
gun yet—but it - was coming. He
backed away a few paces, his eyes on
the man from the Panhandle, watehing
himn like a cat. The old-timner backed
away in his turn. Neither had he
reached for a gun; but vnder his
‘shaggy brows his eyes were keenly
alert.

Theve was a pause; and the sileace
that fell on the swarming crowd in the
plaza of Frio was like death. Every
man knew that when Mesquite Judd
reached for a gun his movement would
be like lightning; and that swift move-
ment would be followed instantly by a
rain of bullets, riddling the man who
had recklessly defied him. The pause
was counted by seconds; but the
seconds seemed like hours ta the crowd
staring on with hated breath

There was a sudden, tigerish move-
men of the gunman; his gun was in his
hand. .

Crack!

Swift as he was, the old-timer
was swifter. Before the gpunman’s hand
came up to the level, a revolver

appeared as if by magic in the old-
timer’s hand, and was turned instantiy
into a stream of fire and smoke.

The two reporits roared like one; but
oneé was a Iraction of time the quicker.

The tattered Stetson spun from the
?V:d—timer’s head, and dropped behind
him,

Mesquite Judd was seen to stagger.
Then suddenly he crumpled up and
rolled on the earth.

There was a breathless yell.

“Mesquite’s got his!t?

“CGreat snakes!”

The cld-timer picked up his hat, and
grinned at the bullet-hole in the tat-
tered brim.  Mesquite lay where he
had fallen, his hand still grasping the
Colt that he was powerless to use again.
A surging, swarming crowd surrounded
Jhe old-timer; the dusty old puncher
from the Panhandle, the only man.ever
known to beat Mesquite Judd to the
drave. -

‘ Gee-whiz !” Poker Smith glared
breathlessly from the doorway of- the
Red Dog. “Mesquite’s got hist  Say,
old-timier, I reckon you was some gun-
man in vour time!”

“T reckon sol!” assented the old-
timer, with a grin. “I sure reckon I'm
some gunman still, feller.”

“ Mesquite won't never get the Rio
Kid now!” grinned EBuchre Dick.

“He sure will not!” said the old-
timer.

And at that mention of the Rio Kid
the crowd remembered for what they
had gathered there,” and eyes were
turned again on the street. and the
trail. The Brazos gunman, desperately
wounded and almost uncounscious, was

| carried into his room in the Red Dog;

the old-timer slipped away quietly in
the crowd.

Was the Kid coming? ,When would
he come? The man he was to meet
was not there to face him now; the
killer from the Brazos had heen shob up
by the unknown old-timer who had
ridden into camp from nowhere. But
the Kid would come; he had said that
he would be in Frio that day, and the
Kid was a slave of his word.

Outside the sheriff’s office the sheriff’s
waiting men stared at the old-timer,

.who came loping up on his mustang

with the white muzzle and the white
stockings, They grinned at the dusty
old-timer; but they grinned with
respect—they had to respect the man
who had faced the dreaded gunman
from the Brazos, and shot him up.
“Say, fellers,” drawled the old-
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 honing to get.

' still

:loping in, unsuccessful.

“ig this
sheriff’s office 77
“You've said it, old ’unl” answered
Poker Pete.
“Sheriff to home?”

@ 3

shebang the

pEz-1

here

“I kinder reckon I’ve got a note for
him,” said the ‘old-timer, fumbling in
his ragged shirt, and drawing out a
folded "paper. = “There’s news in that
letter, feller, about the Rio Kid, that
young firebug that Jake Watson is
You hand that note
to the sheriff.”

Poker Pete took the folded paper,
and the old timer rode on down the
street. He gave the mustang a touch
of the spur,. and the sinewy animal
broke into a gallop. Horsemen were
riding into Frio; and the old-
timer was the only man who was riding
out, and many glances turned on him
as he went. The old-timer rode
swiftly out of the town, and, once on
the open trail, spurred his mustang to
a racing speed.

Sheriff Watsen unfolded carelessly
enough the paper that Poker Pete
handed to him. But when he glanced
at it a sudden change came over his
face, and he gave a gasping cry Only
a few words were written on the paper:

“I've sure kept my word, sheriff!
You want to send for another gunman.

“THE Rio Kin.”

Jake Waison stood rooted to the
floor, staring at the words. For the
moment he seemed paralysed. Poker

Pete looked at him in wonder.

“The Kid!” The sheriff of ¥rio
found his voice. “Whao gave you this
note? Where is he? After him—-"

“1 guess it was the old-timer that
shot up Mesquite Judd—"

“It  was the Kid!” roared the
sheriff, mad with fury. “Follow me!
Shoot him on sight!”

He choked with rage as he rushed
from the office into the street.

“The Kid!”

““The Rio Kid!”

The word passed from mouth to
mouth. Up and down Frio men sought
the old-timer—the grey-bearded puncher
from the Panhandle — out on the
prairie trails horsemen swept at- full
gallop, gun in hand. Like wildfire the
news ran and buzzed through Rio. The
Rio Kid had kept his word; he had
come—and be had gone. But Frio had
not known him when he came—they
knew who the old-timer was only when
he had gone.
= There was mounting in haste in Frio,
running and riding, wild spurring on all
the-trails that led from the town; .but
at sundown weary horsemen came
The Rio Kid
had kept his word, and that day he had
ridden into Frio, and faced his enemy
there and beaten him; but the bound-
less prairie had swallowed him up
again, and the sheriff raged and raved
in vain.

Afar in- the trackless chaparral,
the Rio Kid had stripped off the
disguise that had hidden his well-
known handsome face from hun-
dreds of eyes that knew it well, and
washed the paint from the legs and
muzzle of the grey mustang. Out on
the darkening plain he could hear the
distant, echoing thunder of galloping
horses; and he laughed as he heard it.
The reward was not yet earned for the
Thousand-Dollar Kid! .

THE END.

(You'll find the Kid <nvolved in
another breathless adventure next week,
Dow’t miss: “BANDITS OF THE
BORDER!” a stirring W esiern yarn.)
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THE RECELESSNESS OF THE RIO KiD!

When all the countryside is out after hine, isn’t it just BRe the Rio Kid 1o court danger by stuying on in the section,
instead of malking a break for a ncw couniry and freedont ?

OUR ROARING LONG COMPLETE WESTERN TALE, PEATURING
THE RIO EID!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Dangerous Neighbours!

HE Rie Kid lay close.

l The Kid feared no foe, or any
number of foes; and, if need
had been, he would have faced

Sonora Jose’s gang with careless de-
fiance, and relied upon.his six-guns and
his unerring shooting to pull him
through. But there was no need, and
the Kid, reckless as he was, had no
hunch to hunt for unnecessary trouble
with a crowd of greasers. He lay low,
and watched the Mexicans through the
thick foliage of the ceiba; ready for
trouble if it came, but with no intent
to seek it. .

They had camped down ip the timber
island in the early morning. There
were nine of them—Sonora Jose him-
self, copper-skinned, black-haired, black-
bearded, with gold earrings in his dusky
ears, and eight other Mexicans or half-
breeds. They were one of the toughest
crowds that the Rio Kid had ever seen.
Savage as jaguars, armed to the teeth.

They had staked out their bronchos
under the trees, and were lolling in the
grass, or leaning against tree-trunks,
rolling endless cigarritos and smoking
them, muitering to one another in their
own soft and musical language.

Sonora Jose, on the-edge of the
timber, was watching the plain. And
the Kid, in the branches of the big
ceiba that overlooked almost the whole
extent of the timber island, watched
them, and wondered what their game
was.

The Kid had camped in the “motte ”
overnight. It was the npoise of the
-arrival of the Mexicans that had awak-
ened him in the dawn, and caused him
to turn out of his blankets——quietly and
cautiously. The crowding of a bunch
of horsemen into the timber spelled
danger for the Kid. He had fully ex-
pected to find that it was Sheriff

Watson, of Frio, with his posse.
Leaving his mustang hidden in the
THE PGPULAR.—No. 512.

thickets, the Kid had climbed the big
ceiba to get a view of the newcomers,
and now he was watching them, and
wondering. He knew the black-bearded
rufian with the earrings. Sonora Jose
was well known on both sides of the
Rio Grande. Brigand on the Mexican
side, cow-thief on the Texas side, Sonora
Jose was wanted by Texas sheriff and
Mexican alcalde.

The Kid wondered what he was doing
here, within ten miles of Frio, so far
from the border. That the swarthy
gang were there on the trail of plunder,
he did not need telling. They had
taken cover in tho tirnber, and were
walting. While his men lolled and
smoked, Sonora Jose was watching the
plain—for what?

It was not the Kid’s funeral. Was he
not himself an outlaw, hunted as hard
as Sonora Jose, or harder?
Kid had to do was to lie close #ill the
swarthy gang had gone, and leave them
to their trail, whatever it was. Had
they found him in the lonely timber
island they would have killed him for
his horse and guns.

But they clearly had no suspicion
that anyone was in the clump of timber
excepting themselves, and the Kid was

safe enough so long as he lay doggo. |

But there was a thoughtful shade on
the Kid’s handsome, sunburnt face. It
got his goat to see a gang of Mexican
brigands on Texas soil. and if it was
Texas cows they were after, the Kid
had a feeling that he would take a
hand. He was an outlaw, hunted far
and wide, with a price on kis head; but
ne had a feeling tha: he -would never
see Texas cows driven across the Rio
Grande by that gang of swarthy cut-
throats without chipping in.

But, after all, it was not likely that
they were after cows. In' the broad
daylight, many a long mile from the
border, Sonora Jase could never hope
to drive off a herd of long-horns m
safety. It wasn't cows, the Kid re-
flected. But if it was pot, it was diffi-
cult t& figure on whet the Mesxicans
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were there at all for. They were in a
country that was not healthy for them.
The Kid knew how gleefully any bunch
of cow-punchers in the Frio country
would have saddled up and packed their
guns for a chance of wiping out Sonora
Jose and his gang.

And at last the Kid, thinking it out,
guessed what the gamoe was. Sonora
Jose, on the edge of the motte, staring
across the prairie, was watching the
trail by which the hack ran to Krio—
the two-horse hack that came up from
MecCracken, with letters and parcels and
passengers, and sometimes with a sealed
bag of greenbacks for the bank at Frio.
It was the hack for which the crew of
swarthy outcasts were waiting. There
was to be & hold-up on the trail.

The Kid knew it now. Omnce he had
thought it out, he had no doubt. Still
‘he wondered a litite. More than once
the hack from McCracken had been
held up, but there was seldom much
loot to be gleaned, nothing that was
worth the while of Sonora Jose and his
gang—unless——  On the occasions
when the money was brought up from.
McCracken to the Frio Bank it was
worth anybody’s while. So it came into
the Kid’s mmd further, that to-day
there would be a bag of greenbacks on
the hack, and that Sonora Joss had
wind of it.

The Kid, hidden in the thick foliage,
shrugged his shoulders. It was no busi-
ness of his. A eowmau born and bred,
he could never have stood by idly while
Texas cows were driven over the border
by Mexican ecattle-thieves. But the
¥rio Bank was nothing to him. Her-
man Fray, the banker- at Frio, was
nothing to him—or less than nothing.

Tt was Sherif Watson’s businesy to
protect the bank and its morey, and the
Kid grinned at the thought. _Sheriff
Watson and his men were hunting for.
the Rio Kid, hunting him far and wide,"
by prairié and chaparral and ‘sierra.
T.et them hunt—while this gang from
across the border held up the hack and
cleaned out the sealed sack consigned to
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the bank. The Kid had no call to chip
in.

Some time that sunny morning the
hack would pass, coming into view on
the plain, from the trail that ran
through a wide tract of post-oaks. It
was booked to reach Frio at noon, but
it never was on time, and there was no
selling when it might appear.

The Mexican gang had settled down
to wait, and until the hack came they
would not go. The Kid had to wait,
too, unless he was to reveal his presence
to the greasers—which meant shooting,
with nine to one in the fizht., The Kid,
extended at ease on - thick branch of
the ceiba, his back resting in a fork
of boughs, waited.

“Pronto I”

The word came suddenly from Sonara
Jose.,

In a moment the idle inaetiyity of the
gang was at an end. The Mexicans
Jeaped from the grass. and ran to their
horses.

The Kid, in the thick branches, could

not see out over the prairie. But he
knew now that the nack had come in
sight on the trail from the post-oaks.
The trail ran on at a distance from the
timber island, windinz across the rolling
prairie to Frio. .

Sonora Jose spoke rapidly to his fol-
lowers in Spanish. The greasers
scrambled on ther bronehos. Rifle in
hand, they rode out on the prairie, and
left the fimber behind. Then the Rio
Kid slid down from the branches of the
tall ceiba. Standing on the edge of the
motts, where Sonora Jose had stood a
few minutes before, the Rio Kid looked
out across the waving grass. '

The whole scene was spread before
his eyes now. -

From  the post-oaks the hack had
emerged, L
grassy plain. The gang of Mexicans,
galloping and spurring, were sweeping
down on it in a bunch. = The hack-
driver had whipped up his horses, and
the hack was goin: at a fearing speed
now, jolting and bumping over the
rough ground, in a frantic attempt to
escape from the swooping gang of
riders. It was a hopeless attempt; the
driver had no chancs a% all: but he was
doing his best to gei clear.

Bang, bang, bang. roared the rifles,
the Mexicans firing from ths saddle.
The shooting was wild. The Kid’s lip
curled as he watched, with utter con-
tempt fo- the shooting of the greasers.

Much of the lead flew yards and yards
wide., But some of it went home, and
one of the horses traced. to the hack sud-
denly pitched over. dragging down the
other as it fell, The vehicle rocked and
pitched and almost overturned, coming
at last to a standstill. Then, with a
wild yell, and » ratiiing of banging
rifles, the Mexicans rode up and sur-
rounded it. The Rio Kid, on the edge
of the timber island. still watched.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Hold-Up !

POT PETERS, who drove the
McCracker hack, sat and lifted
his hands over his head, calmly
chewing tobacco. His business

was driving, not fighting with Mexican
fire-bugs, and, havin- done.all he could
to elude them, Spot let it go at that.
He put up his hands like a lamb, and
grinned serepely ai. a savagefaced
brigand who levelled a rifle at him.

“Forget i, greaser,”. said Spot
Peters. “I ain’t worrying you any:
(et on with it, homb.s 12

And the greaser grinned and lowered
she rifle.

and was out on the open,-
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There wers three passengers inside
the hack, and their hands were already
over their heads, without. waiting for
command. The rifles of the numerous
gang of hold-up men could have riddled
the vehicle with bullets and there was
no chance of resistance,

At a word from Sonora Jose the pas-
sengers stepped our and lined up beside
the trail, their hands over their heads.
The traces were cut, and the uninjured
horse roped in by one of the greasers.
Spot Peters and his passengers were
booked to finish their journey on foot—
when the-hold-up men were done with
them. The hack would remain where
it was till fresh horses were brought.
Ten miles on foot to Krio would give
the raiders ample time to ride clear,
before the sheriff and his men could
get on their trail,

But the passengers, expecting the
raiders to go through their pockets, were
agresably disappointed. It was not
such small fry that Sonora Jose was
after. Sonora Jose, outlaw and cut-
throat and brigand, was still, in his

town estimation, a caballero, and rifling

pockets was beneath him. It was bigger
game that Sonora Jose was after. More-
over, he was in hot haste now. Now
that the hold-up had taken place, the
sooner the gang were off the scene the
better it was for their health. Lonely
as the prairie was, a cow-puncher might
have ridden into sight, or a horseman
on his way to or from Frio. The raiders
could not be too swift,

“The money for the bank,” said
Sonora Jose. ‘“Pronto, hombre!¥

Spot Peters stared.

“I guess you're mistooken this time,
feller,”” he drawled. “There ain't
nothing on this here hearse bub them
passengers and their truck.”

“Pronto!”

“1 guess I'm telling you—-'

Sonora Jose lifted his rifle and
placed the muzzle to the driver’s side,
pressing it hard on Spot’s ribs.

“The money for the bank,” he said.
“If you are tired of life, senor——"

“I guess not, greaser!” answered
Spot, still in an easy drawl. ““They
ain’t told me what's in the sack, but
it’s yourn, as you're so pressing.”

He stooped and removed the rug from
under his feet, lifted a little, sealed
sack, and handed it to Sonora Jose.

“It suro gets my goat to see them
greenbacks headin’ for Mexico!” he
sighed. “But I ain’t arguin’ about it,
bombre. They pay me for driving this
here hack, not for packin’ a gun. I¥’s
your say-so.”

“Gracias {” said Sonora Jose with sar-

casm, as he took the leather bag.
It disappeared under the folds of his
serape.

Spot shrugged his shoulders.

y

to watch out for the Rio Kid on the
trail,” he said. “But I never figured
on seeing your gang so far this side
of the Grande, semor. I guess some
body in McCracken put you wise about
the durocks going to-day. Say, ain’t
you leaving me a hoss to pull me into
[rio?” .

Sonora Jose grinned.

“No, senor; you will reach I'rio soon
enough (o suit me on your feet
Adios 1 : A

He waved his hand to his men and
the whole gang turned from the hack
and rode away to the west.

Spot Peters stared after him.

“Gee!” he remarked. “I reckoned
they’d be hittia’ the high spots for
Mexico, liks' they was sent for. I guess

they’re looking for cover in the Huecas,
the way they’re headin’. I reckon that

“I reckon they told me in McCracken.

will be suthin’ to tell Sherif Watson
when we hoof it into Frio.”

“How are we getting into Trio,
driver?” inguired one of the passengers.

“I reckon we're going on Shanks’
pony, feller,” drawled Spot. “Or elss
you can hang on hyer till I come back
with fresh horses, which, I calculate,
won't be this side of sundown.”

He descended from his seat, tucked
his whip under his arm, and started.
The three passengers trailed after him.

It was a long and weary tramp to
Frio, across rough, rolling prairie,
under a blazing sun. But there was no
help for it. It was an hour later that
3 Double-Bar puncher was sighted on
tne plains and hailed, and Spot Peters
and the three dusty and fatigued jas-
sengers begged for the loan of his horse..

he cow-puncher was sympathetic, but

he grinned at the suggestion of parting
with his horse. To a puncher on the
prairie such a request was equivalent
to asking a seaman in mid-ocean for
the loan of his ship.
. But San Antone Bill agreed to ride
into I'rio with the news, and send out
horses to meet the hapless party, Ho
disappeared in a cloud of dust in the
direction of the cow town.

Before noon all Frio knew of the
hold-up, and that the Mexican raiders
had fled west for the wild passes and
canyons of the Huecas. And Sherift
Watson, dismissing from his mind for
the time his fierce pursuit of the Rio
Kid, called out his men, and mounted
in hot haste, and rode west.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kid Horns In!

(4 OG-GONE my boots!” growled
the Rio Kid.
His face was dark with irri-
tation. ‘

From the timber island he had
watched the hold-up, his eyes, keen as
an eagle’s, losing no detail of what had
passed.

The motte lay east of the trail; the
raiders had ridden west. Bvery siride
of their bronchos carried them farther
and farther away frem the Rio Kid.
He was done with them—if he liked.

He watched the dpiver and the pas-
sengers hoofing it for Frio till a fold
of the prairie hid them. He watched
the bunch of horsemen, their sombreros
nodding over the waving grass, till the
west swallowed them. Only in his sight
remained the halted hack, and the dead
horse, and the black buzzards gather-
ing from far and near, drawn by the
carcase, : ’

“PDog-gone my boots!” repeated the
Kid savagely. “You durned moss-head-
Kid! Vou durned locoed gink, can't
you mind your own business? What is
that gol-darned bank and its dust to
you, you all-fired geck? ¥ou want to
horn into trouble that don’t concern
you, you pesky guy.”

The Kid talked to himself bitterly.
It was no business of his. What did
it matter to him if a gang of greasers
rode off with a sack of banknotes belong-
ing to Frio—Frio, the town where he
could not ride without being shot down
—the town where a rops and-a branch
awaited bim if he was caught by the
men who sought him far and wide? He

- was an outlaw, and a hunted man; and

his business was to escape the law, not
to stand for it. Bub though he cursed
his propensity to horn into troubles that -
were not his, the Kid knesw all the time
that he was going to horn in. The sight
of a gang of Mexicans clearing off with
Texas money got his goat. Outlaw or
not, he was a Texan, and he did not,
and would pot, stand for it.
Tas Popuiir.—No. 512,
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{fe argued with himself fercely, know-
ing all the time that he was going to
horn in, that he was not going to let
Nonora Jose and his gang ride into
Vexico with their plunder, knowing,
toe, that he had ample time to head
them off.

TFor the Kid had not been decedved,
like Spot Peters, by that gallop to the
westward of the Mexican hold-up men.
The Kid had cut his eye-teeth long ago.
He knew that the Mexican brigands
would never remain on Texas soil, even
in the wild recesses of the Huecas.
‘There for days, or even veeks, they
might elude pursuit, but, with the whole
country up, they would be roped in
sooner or later. The Kid was wise to
SYonora Jose’s trick. The Mexicans had
ridden for the west to let Spot Peters
carry into Frio the news that they had
made for the Huecas; but, cut of.sight,
they would turn to the south and ride
for their own country. It was a trick
to gain time to escape, to send the cer-
tain pursuit on a false track. Every
hiour was precious to them, so far from
the border, and if the Fric sheriff went
hunting for them to the west they had
ample time to cover the long miles that
lay southward between them and the
Rio Grande.

The Kid knew it all as well as if
he had read the cunning thoughts in
the black-haired head under Sonora
Jose's sombrero. .

He stood staring out discontentedly
across the prairie. The bunch of
sombreros had vanished to the west,
towards the blue line against the sky
that marked the Hueca sierra. They
were out of the Kid’s keen sight now,
and already, he reckoned, they had
turned south.

“Oh, shucks!” growled the Kid.

He went for his horse. Slowly, still
arguing with himself, the Kid drew the
black-muzzled mustang from its cover
in dense thicket.

He still argued with himself, affeciing
1o be doubtfu! of his own purposé. DBut
his resolution was fixed.

“Shucks ! he growled. “Youre a
goul-darned gink, Kid Carfax. You're
asking for a rookus with a gang of the
durndest fire-bugs on the border—nine
of them, by the great horned toad!
You're sure asking for the long jump.”
Then the Kid's white teeth gritted.
“But they ain’t getting that dust across
to Mexico, old hoss—they sure ain’t,
while T’ve got a six-gun to say no.”

The Kid's brain was working rapidly,

even while he grumbled, while he
saddled the mustang.
That " wild, wide country, with its

boundless prairies, its tracts of serubby
post-oaks, its dark chaparrals, its sun-
dried arroyos, and black barrancas, was
an open book to the Kid. As range
rider and as hunted outlaw, the Kid
had ridden it far and wide, and it had
no secrets for him. As well as if Sonora
Jose had told him his plans, the Kid
knew the intentions of the Mexican
brigand.

“They ain’t hitting the high spots for
the Huecas, old hoss,” he told the black-
muzzled mustang.  ‘“They sure ain’t!
They could hide in the Staked Plain,
but I sure reckon it’s too far from home
for them. They're burning the trail
for Mexico, old hoss; and afore they
et to the Rio Grande and the border
they got to cross the Rio Pollo—and
after the rains in the Huecas, I guess
the Pollo will be roaring. And when
the Pollo’s full, old hoss, they got to ges
to the ford; and if we can’t beat them
to the ford of the Chicken River, old
hoss, I guess DIl sell you fer your hide
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| rode at a gallop.

in the Huecas by the rains,

and buy me a pair of store shoes and go
drumming 17

The Kid grinned at the idea.

“Twenty miles to the ford, old hoss;
and we've got to do it humping,” he
said. “If you can’t do twice the speed
of any of them hairy bronchos from
Chibuahua you're a back number, and
it’s you for the turkey buzzards. I guess
when that gang of hoodlums rides up
to the ford on the Chicken River they’ll
find us to home.”

The Rio Kid rode out of the motte.

He turned his face to the south and
Bunch-grass flew
under the tireless hoofs of the mustang.

The Kid knew the speed of his horse.
e had good reason to know if, far it
was the speed of the grey
mustang that had saved his
life many a time when pur-
suit was hot and close. The
Kid had an eye {or horseflesh,
and he had looked at the
Mexican’s mounts.

Sonora Jose and his men
were well mounted, but the
best broncho in the gang was
nowhere mnear the Kids
sinewy mustang for speed.
The Kid knew that he would
be at the ford of the Pollo
long ahead of the Heeing
raiders; that the fastest in
the bunch would be far he-
hind him. And he knew that
Sonora Jose could escape
from the Fric country only hy
way of the ford on the Rio
Pollo—the Chicken River, as
the cowmen called it, though
its oild Spanish name stll
clung.

In rainless seasons the Rio
Polle crawled, a streak of
muddy water, between high
banks of sun-dried mud, and
could be forded at any poins
of its course of sixty miles;
but when there - had been
heavy rains in the Huecas the
Pollo came thundering down
across the plains filled to its

brim, roaring and foaming,
and at such times the Rio Kid
hinuself would have hesitated

to ride it anywhere but at the
ford. And the Kid, who had
been driven out of his camp

knew what the Pollo would
be like now—a foaming tor-
rent, thick with driftwood
and drowned cows and prairie
rabbits—impassable except at
the one spot.

It was for that spot that the boy out-
law was aiming now.

And he was riding as if for his life.

The mustang’s lightning hoofs seemed
scarcely to touch the grass. The Kid
had no need to use the spur; a touch
cf his hand was enough. He rode at a
desperate gallop, his face set and hard,
the wind of his speed cutting him almost
like a knife. But there was exhilaration
in his heart., He still reviled himself
as & gink for horning into a trouble
that was not his, but his whole nature
rejoiced in the rookus that was coming.
No pursuit from Frio could have over-
taken the raiders in time; even had the
sheriff not fallen to their trick, and
had he ridden siraight on their trail,
the best horseflesh in Frio would hardly
have come up with the fugitives before
they reached the Rio Pollo. But the
Kid was on the spot, and for him it was
casy going.

Mile after mile of grassland raced
under the- Kid’s mustang. A -sudden
zrin dawned on kis face as he rode

THE HOLD-UP !
was driving, not fighting !

through a pateh of chaparral and came
on a couple of punchers of the Bar-10
ranch loping along on their breonchos.
IMe swept past them like a whirlwind,
and they stared after him, gasping:

“The Kid!”

Crack, crack!

The two punchers were blazing away
wildly after the vanishing horseman.

The Kid laughed as he swept on. He
had no grouch against the punchers,
thengh they loosed off all the cartridges
in their Colts after him; he was glad
that he did not need to draw a gun on
them. They dropped out of sight in a
few minutes, and the Kid forgot them
az he ealloned anward, ever sonth and

farther south, till across the sea of grass
he had a glimpse of the Pollo tossing
its foaming waters in the blaze of the
‘sun. :
Round him now on all sides was
prairie, a sea of rolling grass. His
glance swept round, keen as an eagle’s,
but over the waving grass there was no
rider to be seen. The Kid, who had
nothing to learn about horseflesh, caleu-
lated that the Mexicans, if they had
ridden their hardest, were five miles
behind him in the race, at least; and as
they had started from a point well to
the west of the timber island, whence
the Kid had started, they would most
likely hit the Pollo higher up and
follow the bank down to the ford.

Not a sign of a Mexican sombrero
was to be scen, at all events, over the
tall grass; and the Kid, knowing that
he had won the race—and won it by
miles—slacked his pace a little to ease
tha deep-breathing mustang, and can-
tered on to the ford.

Spot Peters sat and lifted his hands aver
‘f The maney for the bank!’’ sa
no nioney for the bank in this hyer sheb.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Trapped at the Ford!

ONORA JOSE was grinning under
S the shade of his big sombrero as
he rode down the bank of the
lashing Pollo. His men, riding
hard behind and round him, had satis-
tHed lcoks, in spite of haste and dust
and sun-blaze and saddle fatigue.
Scnora Jose had reason to grin; his
followers had reason to he satisfied.
For in the leather sack taken from the
Frio hack ten thcusand dollars in good
paper were stacked; such a sum as Jose

Narvacz seldom or never handled,
though often his raids gave him rich
beoty.

The Mexican hrigand had struck

his head as the bandits’ weapons were turnsd on him. His business
¢ | guess there ain’t

“* Hand it over, pronto!*?
(See chapter 2.)

suddenly and siruck effectively; he had
succeeded to perfection, and the way
back to Mexico was cpen and free; a
few hours of hard riding, and the wide
waters of the Ric Grande would roll
between him and possible pursuit. He
had little doubt that pursuit from Frio
would ride for the Huecas—as, indeed,
was the case—but if it follcwed him
direct he had liitle to fear; he
already long miles from ¢ scene of
the hold-up, and once across “he Pollo
there was nothing to stop his ride to
the Rio Grande and Mexico,

Sonora Jose showed his white teeth
in a grin_as he thought of his success.
A Mexican confederate in McCracken
had passed the word to him in time
concerning the precious freight for Frio,
unguarded even by a messenger or a
marshal’s  deputy—though a - guard
would not have made much difference
to.Jose; he would have burned powder
willingly had it been needed, though
otherwise he was glad to avoid the spill-
ing of blocd on the Texas side of the
border. |

Like a hawk Scnora Jose had swooped

was |
.him he had dreamed of none.

on his prey; and now the loot was
under his streaming serape as he rode,
buckled to his belt. It had been the
swiftest and easiest and most completely
successful of all the many raids of th
bandit from Mexico. :

In dry weather he could have crossed
the Pollo anywhere and saved himself
a few miles in his retreat. The day was
dry and scorching, so far as that went;
but. it followed many days of rain,
which had fed the Pollo with yellow
floods. from the slopes of the Hueczas,
and the river was full to overflowing
now. But it mattered little; hard rid-
ing had won safety, and he was close
to the ford without a sign of pursuit.
When he looked back only waving grass
glistening and gleaming in
the sunshine caught his eyes,
and before him ran the Pollo,
and the ford was close. By
the brimming bank he rode
on as swiftly as before, wit_h
no thought of drawing rein
till he was on the south side
of the ford.

That a swift horseman had
headed him off from the ford
where lay 'his only retreat
from the Frio country,
Sonora Jose did not yet know.

But he was soon to know.

Wide and deep and swift
rolled the Pollo, fed by the
rushing waters of ‘the divide.
But at the ford, where sand-
bhanks on a stony hed lay
thick, the river was shallow
when at its deepest. When
the river was low the ford
was like a stony causeway
across the bed, with tiny
streams  trickling through;
when it was high the ford was
barely two feet under water,
a flood spreading out over the
low banks at either side. To
the eye of a stranger the ford
did not exist; but Sonora Jose
knew every foot of it, and
could have picked it out at
midnight on the darkest night.
In the rolling water here and
there a tree rose from the
shallows. Across, on the
southern side, a clump of
ceibas rose, with flood-water
washing  round the great
trunks. That clumap marked
the end of the ford, a sure
landmark to all who knew. the
country.

Sonora Jose rode into the
water, his men behind him in
a bunch, splashing through the muddy
shallows towards the distant clump.

Crack !

The big sombrero spun on the head
of Sonora Jose—it spun round as a
bullet struck it within an inch or two.
of the brigand’s head.

“Carambo 1”

Sonora Jose yelled in surprise.

Behind .him he looked for foes; before
But the
shot rang from the clump of ceibas at
the southern side of the ford, directly
in the path of the retreating raiders.

Sonora Jose dragged in his broncho,
up to its haunches in rolling water, and
his men hurriedly reined in behind-
There was no cover for them at the
ford, they rode in the water exposed to
fire; and the man who had fired was in
front of them, unseen in the ceibas
clump. He was hidden in deepest cover,
with the whole gang strung out under
his eyes in easy range; if that hombre
knew how to shoot, he held the lives of
Sonora’ Jose and all his gang in the
hollow of his hand.

“Jose gritted bis white teeth and glared

at the clump of trees. Who was it, in
that solitary desert, who was barring his
path to Mexico and safety? Pursuit was
not even in sight behind. What enemy
could be in front? Jose swore savage
Spanish oaths in his surprise and rage.

Crack!

The second shot spun his sombrero
again, almost lifting the big hat from
his head.

“ Nuestra Senora!” hissed Jose.

He knew that the marksman was play-<
ing with bim; the man who had sent
two bullets so close could have sent
either of them through the brigand’s
brain had he chosen. Sitting his horse
in the swirling yellow flood, Senora Jose
stared with savage doubt and inquiry at
the distant clump.

To ride on wes death, if the hidden
marksman so chose; to retreat was to
pen himself in the Frio country, for to a
distance of thirty miles on either side
there was no crossing of the Rio Pollo
when it was in flood.

The Mexican bandit was trapped. )

His swarthy face paled under ifs
bronze. Before many hours had passed
the country behind him would be hot
with pursuit. If he did not cross the
Pollo at the ford, it was not likely that
he ever would pass it.

The news of a Mexzican raid would
turn out every ranch outfit for sixty
miles round ¥rio. The apprehensive
glance of the brigand turned back over
his shoulder—to a sea of waving grass,
which ere long might be dotted with
Stetson hats.

He gritted his tceth and rode for-
ward, his hand upheld in sign of peace—
of surrender, if the unseen enemy chose
to understand it so. Once he had =«
glimpse of that enemy, his rifle would
do the rest.

No shot, no sound cr movement cams
from the clump of ceibas on the south
side as the Mexican bardit rode on
through the swirling water. His men,
muttering uneasily, followed him more
slowly. Soncra Jose’s heart beat faster
with hope. Ho did not understand the
enemy’s silence and inaction; but he was
drawing nearer and nearcr, and a swifl
rush—— - .

“Halt1”

He was ten yards from the clump
when the shout rang sharply. Only ten
vards of shallow, swirling water lay bhe-
tween him and the ceibas. But it might
as well have been ten miles, for all the
chance that Sonora Jose had to passing
the distance alive, if he rode on.- He
dragged in his broncho again.

“Tenga cuidado!” came the voice
from the ceibas, and the mocking tones
went on: ‘“Sit your hoss where you are,
Jose Narvaez, or I guess they’ll miss
one thief in Mexico for keeps!”

“Who are you ?” hissed Sonora Jose.

There was a laugh.

“I guess you've cinched, you pesky.
guy! Ever heard of the Rio Kid?”

Jose started violently. Evidently he
had heard of the boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande.

“You—the Rio Kid?”

.“,Sure!,’

“What do you
Mexican.

“That little sack you've got under
vour serape, amigo! I guess I ain’t let<
ting you get it across inio Viejo
Mejico!”

The bandit started again.

“How do you know——" He broke
off. Tt mattered little ‘how the Xid
knew. He knew, and that was enough.
“You accursed Gringo, there are nine
of us, and if yon pull trigger gnce again
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want?” hissed the
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we will cut you in pieces and leave you
‘Sor the zopilotes!” .

The Rio Kid laughed again.

$Come on all you want, amigo, and
4he buzzards are welcome to me if you
can get me! Quit chewing the rag, you
Greaser thief! I guess yowre wise to
it that if I burn powder you'll never see
Mexico again! Are you handing over
that sack of greenbacks?”

" s Never!” roared the enraged bandit.

“Never’s a long word!” drawled the
Rio Kid. “Guess again!”

The bandit searched the ceibas with
his eyes. The voice came from thick
cover, and he could ses no sign of the
Kid. But he knew that from the foliage
a six-gun was aimed, and only too well
he knew the deadly aim of the boy
outlaw. His life trembled in the
‘balance; but not for life itself would the
brigand yield up his plunder.

He hissed an order in Spanish to his

men, to spur on and fire into the trees

as they spurred—the last desperate

chance that remained to the gang of]

brigands, save surrender.

But duobious looks answered him, and
the Mexicans hung back.

“Fl Nino del Rio,” mutitered one-——
“The Rio Kid!”

They sat their horses in the shallows,
and dared not ride on in the face of the

gun that never missed. In the open
country they would have ridden him
down, strong in numbers; and the Kid’s
unerring six-gun would hardly have
saved him from so many foes.

But the Kid was in thick cover, and,
short as the distance was, the bandits
knew they would never reach that cover
alive under his fire. Muitering and
cursing, the brigands sat their bronchos,
splashing in the yellow water, and dared
not advance. ) .

The Kid’s voice rapped out again:

“Hands up, Sonora Jose! You're my
mutton, hombre!” -

“Carambo hissed Jose, wetwoen uis
teeth.

And he gave his horse the spur,_ndgng
on furiously and desperately, his rifle
ringing out as he rode.

Bang! .

From the ceibas came a single shot,
and before the broncho had taken three
strides Sonora Jose pitched from the
saddle and splashed into the stream.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Kid Wins Out!
IGH over their heads the gang
H of raiders held their hands, in
token of surrender. If they had
thought of following their
leader’s desperate rush, his sudden fall
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4 RiovKid—the boy outlaw/!

drove the thought from their minds. In
the shallow water Sonora Jose, his face
white, his eyes glaring, clung to a half.
submerged pecan, struggling in the
flood that sought to tear him away. But
the eyes of the gang were fixed on the
ceibas from which that one deadly shog
had come.

Sharply the voice of the Rio Kid rang
out—sharp with menace.

“Drop your guns, you guys!”

The rifles splashed into the water.

“Now ride on—and keep clear of this
hyer timber! Beat it, you jays, and
beat it your durndest! I guess if you
even squint this way, it will be the last -
thing you'll ever do! Beat it, fellers—
pronto!”

A bullet whistling over the heads of
the cowed gang emphasised the order.
But the Mexicans did not need bidding
twice. They spurred on, glad to escape,
skirting the clump of ceibas as wide as
they could, and rode over the bank for
the south. One man slacked rein for a
moment, glancing back at his wounded
leader struggling in the water, and a
bullet from the ceibas cut a strip of
swarthy skin from his cheek. :

With a yell, the horseman rode on
after the others.

In the ceibas, the Kid watched them
riding madly in flight, and grinned. It
would not have lain heavy on the Kid’s
conscience had he shot down every cus-
throat in thas savage gang, as he might
easily have done; but he was glad to see
them go. They wvanished in a dust-cloud,
and the Kid stepped out of his cover.

He jerked the riato from the mustang’s
saddle, and ran to the bank. - The.zope
looped round the shoulders of Sonora
Jose, and he was dragged out of the
water. . .

Dripping with water, white as death,
the brigand sprawled in the grass, his
hand feebly seeking the long, keen
cuchillo in-his belt.  The Kid stooped,
jerked the knife away, and tossed it into
tho Pollo. :

“Madre de Dios!” hreathed Sonora
Jose, gritting his teeth with fury.
“Accursed Gringo——7"’ .

“Aw, cut it out!” drawled the Kid.
“You're getting off cheap, feller! -1
guess 1 don’t know why I put the ball -
into your shoulder, instead of letting -
daylight through your cabeza; but 1 .
always was a tender cuss. You'll liveto
be hanged yet, you durned cow-thief;
but you sure will not carry a bag of
Texas money across the border into’
Mexico—you sure will nof, feller!” -

He groped under the serape, and
dragged away the leathern bag. The "
brigand’s eyes followed it, glittering. }

The Kid coiled his lasso and called
to his horse. The black-muzzled mustan
came trotting out of the ceibas. "

“You lose, Jose!” he said cheerily.
“Y reckon you played your game right
smart; but you never reckened on the
Rio Kid horning in, and that’s where
you fall down, feller. There’s your
cayuse. I reckon you can hop into the
saddle and beat it for the Rio Grande

as soon as you want, and call yourself

lucky that youw're dealing with a galoot
my size, instead of a Texas sheriff.
Beat it while you're healthy!”

And the Rio XKid, mounting his
mustang, rode back across the ford, and
galloped north into the Frio country, -
the leather sack of greenbacks at’ his
saddle-bow.

THE END.

(Al Texas s on the look-out for the
Saddle ap -
and follow him in his most breath-taking
exploits in “THE TRAIL OF TEN
THOUSAND DOLLARS "—next week's
grand story of the roaring YWest?)
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AN GUTLAW.RIDING IWITH JUSTICE!

Can youy imagine a hunted outlaw helping the taw ?

effort to uphold justice!
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Yet the RIO KID faces a greal peril in an

A ROARING LONG COMPLETE YARN OF ADVENTURES IN TEXAS,
STARRING THE RIC KID, BOY OUTLAW!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

. No Luck!

HERIFF WATSON dropped from
his dusty horse, tired and weary,
threw the reins over a.post, and
strode heavily into his office on the

plaza at Frio. Worn and dusty from
long trailing and hard riding, the sheriff
of Frie sank inte his rocker with a grunt
of relief. He sat there staring grimly
out into the plaza, where the shadows
were lengthening as the sun sank behind
the Huecas in the west. .

Dusty horsemen who had followed him
into the cow town dispersed in various
directions, in quest of rest and refresh-
ment.

The town of Frio had been waiting
eagerly for the sheriff’s reiurn; and now
he had returned the Frio men did not
need telling that he had been unsuccess-
ful. In the Red Dog saloon, among the
groups that stood about under the
cottonwood-trees on the plaza, there was
sarcastic comment on the activities of
the sheriff of Frio. Not only had the
Rio Kid beaten and bafled him, defied
him, and escaped him, but now a gang
of Mexican raiders from over the border
had carried off plunder almost under
his nose, snapped their fingers at him
and ridden off in triumph. In the
matter of the Rio Kid, perhaps, it was
not te be wondered at; the Kid was as
elusive as a will-of-the-wisp, and Jake
Watson was not the only sheriff in Texas
whom he had defied and beaten fo a
frazzle. But it got the goat of all Frio
to think that a gang of Mexican bandits
should ride away with a sack of tem
thousand doliars belonging to the Frio
Bank, and snep their swarthy fingers at
pursuit and at the law. There were
many men in Frio who opined that Jake
Waison was losing his grip, and that
what the Frio country wanted was a new
sheriff who could handle things better
and maintain the law.

Jake Watson, weary to the bone, thick
with the dust of the trailz and the mud
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of the arroros in the Huecas, knew the
trend of the discussion on the plaza, as
well as if he had heard what was said.
His brow was black and bitter. There
had been a time when he had had a soft
corner in his tough heart for the Rio
Kid, a sort of sneaking admiration for
the boy outlaw who threw a laughing
defiance in the face of all the cow
country. But defeat and humiliation
had worked a change, and his feeling
towards the outlawed puncher was now
very like personal hatred. He longed
to get a tope on the elusive Kid; he
ached to iook into'the handsome, laugh-
ing face over the levelled barrel of a
six-gun. The Kid had offered him
peace, and when his offer was rejected
he had allowed that he would. make
Frio sit up and howl; and he was doing
it. Had not all his time and energy
been devoted to the hunting of the Rie
Kid, the sheriff told himself bitterly,
Sonora Jose and his bandits would
never have been able to make their
swoop in the Frie country, and get away
with the loot,

But it was less of the Kid, than of
the hold up that had taken place that
morning, that the sheriff was now
thinking. All through the blazing day
ho had trailed and spurred in the rocky
arroyos and barren slopes of the Hueeas,
only to learn at last that he had gone
on a false trail; that the bandiis he
sought were not there, and never had
been there. Men were still out on the
trails hunting for sign of them; but
the sheriff knew that there was little
chance, now, that they would be seen on
the Texas side of the Rio Grande. While
he had been hunting them in the Huecas,
they had had ample time to ride south
to the horder and escape into their own
country.

There was a step in the doorway; and
the sheriff turned his black secow! upon
the man who entered; a fat man in
store . clathes, Banker Fray was
almost the only man in Frio who wore

| sheriff,” said Pecos Pete.

store elothes; the only man within a
(Copyright in the United States of Amevrica.)

hundred miles who wore a plug hat.
Generally Herman Fray was a quiet and
grave man; but he looked neither now.
His fat face was red, his eyes glinting,
a3 he whisked into the sheriff’s offica.
His look, as he fixed it on Jake Watson,
was angry and accusing. ‘

“News?” he rapped.

“None!” grunted the sheriff.

Herman Fray gesticulated with angry
excitement. '

“Ten thousand dollars!” he panted.
“Ten thousand dollars taken from the
hack by that gang of greasers. and vou
tell me there is no news! The driver
brought in information that they had
struck to the west after robbing the
hack—they’re biding in the Huecas——"

“1 reckon they was Tooling Spot
Peters,” grunted the sheriff. “They
ain’t in the Huecas, and never was. I
reckon it was a blind, their headin’ west,
and they struck south for the Rio
Grande, arter all.” )

“And you've let them go?*

The sheriff snarled. o

“T've been in the saddle ever since
Spot brought in news of the hold-up. I
guess I've got men out huntin’ for sigx,
of them. They may have hit for the
Staked Plain, or they may have gone
south. If they’ve gone south, they're in
Mexico afore this.”

“And the sack of greepbacks
them !” howled Herman Fray.

“Suare !”

“And you >
““Let up!” growled the sheriff. “Quit
chewing the rag, Herman Fray! 1
guess I'm tired, some; but I'm ready to
take the trail agin the minute I get
nes of them Mexican fire-bugs. Let
up!

The Frio banker stamped cut of the
office. The sheriff’s glance followed hima
gloomily. A dusty horseman dismounted
cutside and strode in. It was Pecos
Pete, one of the sherifi’s men.

“I reckon we've hit their trail,
“We sure
picked up the trail of ten critters head-
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1’ south. Spot Peters allows there was
nine in the gang, and they took one of
the hossas from the hack. I reckon that
trail belongs to the bunch you want.”

Jake Watson, fatigued as he was, was
out of his rocker with a bound.

“That’s sure good news, Pete,” he
said. “If Sonora Jose headed south for
Mexico, as I reckon he did, he had to
make for the ford of the Rio Pollo—the
river’s in his way, and it's in flood—
there’s no crossin’ except at the ford.
Tell the boys to git fresh cayuses and
saddle up.”

“Y reckon if they hit direct for the
ford, sheriff, they're across the border
in Mexico by this time,” said Pete.

“Mebbe. But it’s a long stretch from
ine Foilo fo the Rio Grande, and suthin’
may have stopped them, or their cayuses
may have given out.” The Frio sheriff
was ready to cateh at a straw. “I¢s cow
country the other side of the Pollo, and
they’d have to dodge the ranches—and
they might run into a bunch of punchers.
There's a chance, anyhow.”

“A mighty slim one,”
Pete.

The sheriff rapped out an oath.

“Tell the boys to saddle up fresh
horses, and quit chewing the rag!””

“SBure!” .

Ten minutes later, the sheriff and his
men were riding out of Frio to the
south. A crowd gathered to stare after
them as they went, with a shaking of
heads. No man in Frio believed that
Jake Watson would be in time to over-
take the bandits if they had headed
south early in the day. Hard riding was
futile on the trail of desperate fugitives,
well-mounted, with a long start. The
Frio men doubted, but hoped for the
best. For the robbery of ten thousand

sald Pecos

dollars belonging to the Frio Bank hit

wany of the citizens of Frio—many had
doubts whether the cow-town bank
would pull through after such a loss;
Herman Fray’s looks were not reassur-
ing. And if the cow-town bank ‘‘went
up ” many a man in Frio was likely to
lose his roll. One thing was certain,
that if those ten thousand dollars were
not recovered, Jake Watson’s days as
sheriff were likely to be numbered.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Met on the Prairie!

HE Rio Kid lifted his head from

E bis blankets and listened.
High over the rolling prairie
sailed the full, round moon;
glinting on waving grass that glistened

like silver.

But in the clump of pecans and sassa-
fras where the Kid had camped, all was

ark.
Close by the Kid, the black-muzzled
mustang Yay asleep; but the mustang
had awakened at the dull. booming
sound that echoed through the night
and lifted his head, as his master had
done.

The Kid listened intently.

From the prairie, vast in shadow and
silver under the moon, the dull distant
sound came—louder and louder with
every moment. It was the galloping
tramp of many horses. Horsemen were
riding through the night—riding down
from the north at full gallop. Closer
came the sound of the thundering hoofs,
booming through the silence; and the
Kid calculated that  there were not
fewer than a dozen riders in the bunch.
And the Xid shook off his blankets and
rose, and his hand went to his belt,
shifting the holsters of his guns a little
ncarer to his reach.

The Kid had camped down in that

clump on the prairie at sundown, :and |

stept the‘ peaceful sleep of an infant;
his slumber was never broken by the

.were

knowledge that men hunted him far and
wide. But the Kid awakened instantly
at the sound of danger, with all lis
senses on the alert. That day the Kid
had faced, and beaten, a gang of
Mexican bandits; buckled to his belt
was the bag of ten thousand dollars in
greenbacks that he had taken from
Sonora Jose. But the horscmen who
were riding down from the north were
a different proposition, the Kid was
well aware. They were not Mexicans;
they might be a bunch of cow-punchers,
but the Kid opined that they werc the
sheriffs posse from Frio. And if Jake
Watson and his men were at hand, it
was up to the Rio Kid to keep his eyes
peeled and his guns handy.

Gallop | Galtop !

The thudding hoofs came closer.

“Quiet, old hoss!” the Kid murmured
to the black-muzzled grey mustang.
But the word was not needed; the
mustang lay still and silent.

The Kid moved through the thickets,
and, keeping in cover, looked out on
the moonlit prairie. Black, moving
shadows broke the silvery glimmer to
the north—figures of hurried riders in
Stetson hats, spurring. ‘Whoever the
bunch were they were riding hard,
riding as if for life. A slow grin came
over the face of the Rio Kid.

“Jake Watson and his hombres,” he
said to himself. “I reckon they’ve got
wise to it that the greasers headed for
the ford of the Pollo, and they're on
the trail hours too late.”

The Kid chuckled.

The situation struck him as amusing.

He had held up the gang of bandits
at the ford, shot down Sonora Jose,
and taken from him the bag of ten
thousand dollars. Hours too late, the
sheriff of Frio was on the track, riding
hard when hard riding could no longer
serve. Long before this the bandits
would have splashed through the waters
of the Rio Grande and escaped into
Mexico without their plunder, which
was in the Kid’s keeping.

But the situation was not likely to
continue amusing if the sheriff of Irio
came on the Rio Kid. Well he knew
that - Jake Watson would have let ail
the bandits on the border escape him
for a chance of roping in the XKid. The
bunch of horsemen were heading
directly for the clump of pecans where
the Kid had camped, and if he rode
out of it on the other side he would be
full in their view in the moonlight.
Jake Watson was long hours too late to

‘catch the bandits, but it looked as if

fortune had given him a chance of
catching the Rio Kid. The grin died
off the Kid’s sunburnt face, and he
whistled softly. Closer and closer came
the bunch of rapid riders,

But they were heading for the ford
of the Pollo, ten miles south of the Kid’s
camp ; they were not likely to stop at
the clump of trees, the Kid reflected.
He had only to lie doggo till they had
passed. They were riding hard in the
hope of yet catching up with the retreat-
ing bandits, and were not likely to halt
by the way. There was no reason why
they should ride through the patch of
trees and. thickets; their way lay past
it on the open plain. The Kid realised
that he had only to keep his presence
there a secret; which was easy enough
in the deep dark cover of the thickets.

The Kid was right in his surmise.
Closer and closer came the bunch of
horsemen; but they. were sweeping by
a dozen yards from the clump. Not
within that distance would the nearest
of them pass, the Kid figured, as he
watched “.them from cover. And. he
waited and watched quigetly. They
abreast  of the clump now; a
minute more and they would -be sweep-

“galloped

ing away past it to the south, riding
on with whip and spur for the ford of
the Pollo. But it was the unexpected
that happened. Under the Kid's eyes,
not thirty feet from the trailing mass of
Spaniards-beard that hid him, onec of
the horses stumbled, with its foot in a
gopher hole, and the rider was pitched
heavily from "its back. There was a
heavy thud as he struck the earth.
Three or four of the riders, not
noticing the accident in their wild haste,
on without turning their
heads. But the rest reined in, with a
clattering of hoofs and a jingling of
bridles. = The stumbling ~horse had
recovered his footing, but the man who

! had fallen lay like a log. As the riders

relned in round him, he struggled to a
sitting posture, his Stetson rising into .
the Kid’s view over the waving grass.

“Thunder! You sure came a sock-
dolager, sheriff !” the Kid heard the
voice of Pecos Pete.

A curse from Jake Watson answered.
He struggled up, but sank down again.
The crash on the hard earth had half
stunned the sheriff of Frio.

“You hurt bad, sheriff?” asked Abe
Harrigan. ‘

“I guess I’'m shook up some!”
growled the sheriff. “But I ain’t made
of putty, I reckon—there ain’t nothing
broke! Ride on, you galoots! What
you stopping for and wasting time?
Beat it, pronto!”

“But you ? said Pecos Pete.

“Ain’t I shouting that I ain’t hurt?”
snorted the sherifi. “And if I was,
ain’t you arter them Mexican fire-bugs,
durn your pesky hide! Beat it, you
guys, and T'll follow arter you. Beat
it, dog-gone you!”

The crash to the earth had not im-
proved the temper of the Frio sheriff.
His men rode on at his word, dashing
away at a gallop to the south after those
who - had already almost disappeared.
Sheriff Watson sat in the grass, grunt-
ing and grumbling savagely. He was
shaken and winded, and not in a state
to_remount his horse and resume the
wild ride for some minutes at least. He
staggered to his feet at last and stood
unsteadily, staring south. Far in the
dimness of the plains Stetson hats
bobbed over silvery waving grass,
vanishing towards the distant Rio Pollo.
From the blackness of the pecan clump
the Rio Kid grinned at the man who
had been left behind.

The sheriff turned to his waiting
broucho at last.

“You durned ornery cayuse!” he
growled. He limped to the broncho.
“I guess you got to put it on some
now; I sure reckon you're goin’ to
jump lively, if a quirt can make you!
Dog-gone you!”

“Forget it, sheriff !’ said a soft, silky
volce. )

Sheriff Watson spun round with a yell
of amazement. lithe figure had
darted from the shadows of the pecans,
and the sheriff of Frio spun round to
see a six-gun, with the Rio Kid’s hand-
some, mocking face grinning at him
over the levelled barrel.

—_—

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

The Whip-Hand !

1 UT ’em up, Jake Watson !”

P The Kid was smiling, his

eyes were dancing. But there

B was no jesting in his voice, and

no jest in the levelled revolver with a

finger on the-trigger. Jake Watson,

with black rage in his face and in his

heart, lifted his hands above his head

at the order of the boy outlaw, his

eyes burning at the Xid from under his
contracted brows.
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“Youw're sure a wise man and a good
little man, sheriff !” mocked the Kid.
“VYou got your paws up jest In time to
.save your cabeza. Though dog-gone my
boots if I know why I don’t let drive
a bullet through your ornery skull and
be durned to you.”

“Shoot, you gol-darned fire-bug!”
hissed the sheriff of Frio. “8hoot, you
pesky scallywag!” The sheriff stared
furiously after his men, vanishing far
in the dim prairie. If they would hear
a shot and return to rope in the Kid,
it was worth going dowin under the boy
outlaw's bullet. But that thought was
only for a moment. They would not
hear or heed the crack of a Colt in the
thunder of many hoofs, even if it
reached so far; and if they rode back
they would not find the Ric Kid. And
. the sheriff, who for a second had been
tempted to reach for his gun, even with
the deadly muzzle looking him in the
face, gave up the idea and kept his
hands over his head.

The Kid’s face was grim; he could
read in the enraged looks of the Frio
sheriff the thoughts in his mind.

“Forget it, Jake Watson,” he said
quietly. “TI guess Fve got you dead to
rights. You've sure moseyed right into
my hands, sheriff, and yowre my
mutton. Keep them paws in the air,
you gol-darned jay!”

The sheriff stood with his hands up,
his breast heaving with rage. Not for
a moment had he dreamed of a meeting
with the Rio Kid on the prairie; all
his thoughts had been concentrated on
the gang of Mexican bandits, and the
slim chance that remained of riding
them down before they escaped across
the border. Had he surmised—had he
only dreamed~-that the Kid was at
hand Again he was tempted to
risk all and clutch at a gun; and again
the certainty of sudden death deterred
him, Death itself would have been
almost welcome to the enraged sheriff
could he have seen the Ric Kid a
prisoner in the hands of his men when

he fell. But his men were far—riding
far and fast, vanishing in the dim
distance at his own order. He was

alone with the Rio Kid on the boundless
prairie, at the boy outlaw’s mercy, and
throwing away his life would buy him
nothing. He kept his hands over his
head, his teeth gritting with rage, his
eyes blazing.

The Kid watched him coolly. -

“Youv've got me, you durned fire-
bug !” said the sheriff at last in a low,
sullen growl., “It’s your game—gol-
darn you! If my men had been
hyer——* = =~

“Y guess if your galoots had been
hyer, sheriff, T shouldn’t have shown up
s0 spry ! grinned the Kid. “But when
you was left, I reckoned ITd 1like a
lcetle chinwag with you. I guess T'l1
bprrow your hardware, sheriff, if you
ain’t any powerful objection.”’

Still keeping the sheriff covered,
finger on trigger, the Rio Kid stepped
.closer, and with his left hand detached
the gun from Watson’s belt. With a
sweep of his arm he tossed it away inte
thg waving grass at a distance. ’
. Now I rﬁckion v:ﬁ can have a little
pow-wow, a. rien d peaceable
sheriff,” said the Kid.y . anc P eab» ’
:Dog—gone youl”?

. AW, can it, sheriff 1 jeered the
;K:d; “What’s the good of c]ussing‘? It
.won’t buy you anything.” He lowered
his revolver, but it was ready to rise
agam ‘at  a hostile movement. His
manner was mocking  and bantering.
“l?[ ve sure got you dead to rights, Jake.
Watson! And what’s the matter with
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stringing you up to a branch yonder,
like you’d do to me if you knew how

Jake Watson breathed hard.

*“I ain’t asking you for nothing !” he
answered, through his set teeth. “Shoot
if you durned well like! I'm on your
trail till one of us goes up the flume,
Kid Carfax; and if T live, T'll see you
swinging on a branch yet !’

“That sure ain’t wise talk, sheriff,
with my gun so handy!” grinned the
Kid. “Youwre asking for your ticket
for soup, feller!”

A glare of rage and defiance was the
Frio sheriff’s answer. .

“You're a hard man, Jake,” said the
Kid, “as tough as hickory, I guess!
When I came trailing back to the Frio
conntry I wanted o come neaceable, as
T told you, and .you wouldn't have it.
I guess I aHowed I’d make Frio sit up
and howl—and you’ve sure howled some
since then, sheriff.” I guess 'm plumb
loco not to drive a bullet through your
cabeza here and now! But it ain’t my
way, and I reckon you’re wise to that.”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“But you ain’t hunting me like 2
lobo wolf, sheriff, without getting some-
thing back on your little self 1’ he went
on. “T’ll sure make you tired of trail-
ing me afore you get through!”

“T’ll see you strung up yet I” snarled
the sheriff.

Kid

“Guess again!” jeered the

“Why, vou ornery cayuse, you couldn’t

string up one side of me! You can’t
even rope in a gang .of - Mexican
greasers what held up the hack nigh
under your pesky nose! I guess Banker
Fray will wait a big plece before you
bring baek the ten thousand dollars
yowre trailing.” : .

Sheriff Watson started, staring at the
Rio Kid. o

“What do you know about that?” he
snarled.

“A whole Iot, sheriff ! chuckled the
Kid. “Why, I watched the hold-up this
morning and I sure headed off the
greasers at the Rio Pollo ford and get
the greenbacks you’re after !

The sheriff gave almost a yell.

“The thunder you did!”

“Jest as I’'m telling you, sheriff,” said
the Kid nonchalantly. “ Your men can

ride hell-for-leather to the ford, but |
they won’t find any greasers—I sure |

reckon Sonora Jose and his gang are
across the Rio Grande by this time.
And Jose has got a bullet from my six-

gun to carry along with him, to remind }

him of the Rio Kid, and I’ve got the
dollars ! ~ . )

The sheriff’s face was a picture of }

amazement and doubt and wonder.

“You've got the dollars?” he stut-:

tered.
“Bure”

“You got the ten thousand in green-;

backs that them dagoes lifted from the
McCracken hack 7 the sheriff gasped.

The Kid tapped a leather bag that:

was buckled to his belt. The sheriff
stared at it with amazement. Tt was
the little sack of greenbacks that the
Mexican bandits had taken from the
hack, he knew that. And it was in the
hands of the Rio Kid!
held the Frio sheriff dumb.

The Kid laughed lightly.

“I reckon you’d never get your paws
on them greasers, sheriff; and if you
did you wouldn't rope in the dollars.
I guess I was before you.”

* The sheriff’s eyes were fixed on the

little. sack. There were desperate
thoughts in his mind. Pursuit of. the
Mexican raiders was futile now; even
their. capture, if it was still possible.
meant little when their plunder had

I passed into other hands. It was defeat

1 perate thoughts.

‘ whole lot.

Amazement”

. again.

for the Frio sheriff again—defeat once
more ab the hands of the Rio Kid.

From the sack that contained fen
thousand dollars in- paper money the
sheriff’s eyes went furtively to his
horse. His rifle was on the broneo, -in
its case strapped to the saddle. If he
found one chance in a thousand of
grasping that rifle, or driving a bullet
through the Rio Kid’s heart and seizing
on the sack of dollars, the Sheriff of
Frio would take that chance. He
breathed hard and deep.

“Forget it, Jake.” The Kid seemed
to read what was passing in his des-
“This hyer is my
game, and you lose, sheriff .
_ The Kid stepped to the broneco, drew
the rifle from its case, and dropped it
to the ground. There was a cracking
sound under his heavy heel as he
stamped. The sheriff muttered a curse.
His last hope was gone.

*“1 reckon I want you to get on that
cayuse, sheriff,” said the Rio Kid.

“What’s your game, you durned
rustler 77

“I guess you'll be wise to thatb
later,” drawled the Kid. “Jest  at
present i¥’s my say-so, and you're
coming for a leetle pasear with me,

sheriff 1”7 His bantering tone changed

to one of sharp menace. “Get on that

cayusge'l” .
The sheriff, gritting his teeth,

mounted the bronco. The Kid took the
scarf from his neck.

“Put_your paws together, sheriff 1’

For an instant the sheriff did® not
stir, but the glint in the XKid’'s ‘eyes
warned him. He put his hands to-
gether, and they were bound with his
own- neck-scarf. .

The Kid whistled, and the black-
muzzled mustang came trotting out of
the pecans. Mounting the mustang and
taking the sheriff’s reins, the Rio Kid
rode away across the prairie to the
north towards Frio. Jake Watson, with
rage in his heart, rode beside the boy
outlaw whom he had hunted, a prisoner
in the hands of the Rio Kid.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Return of the Sherifi !
OKER SMITH, of the Red Dog .
P Saloon, was"the earliest riser in
the cow town of Frio the follow-
ing morning. - Poker, as a-matter
of fact, had not slept well. Most -of
the profits of the Red Dog were banked
in the Frio Bank, ‘and the hold-up by
the Mexican bandits worried Poker a
It was opined up and down
Frio that if the trail of the ten thou-
sand dollars did not end suecessfully,
if the cow-town banksuffered that
heavy loss,  payment.~would - -be sus-
pended. The bank’s failure would hit
many men in Frio hard, but Poker
Smith it was likely to hit the hardest.
The proprietor of the Red Dog Saloon
had had a bad night, and perhaps that
was why he awakened early in the
sunny morning at the sound of clattering
hoofs in the dusty street of Frio, and at
the sound Poker leaped from his bed.
All Frio knew that the sheriff and
his men were burning the trail through
the night on the hunt for the bandits,
and if the early horseman was a galoot
with news Poker wanted to hear the
news without delay. Poker Smith ran
to his window, dragged it open, and
stared out into  the street, glimmering

.in the early sunrays.

What he saw made him stare harder,
Poker Smith rubbed his eyes and stared

A horseman was. oming up the street
to the plaza from the prairie trail. But
it was such a horseman as Poker Smith
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had never seen ride into the cow town
before. The horse, evidently tired,:
came on at a walking pace, “unguided
by the rider—unguided, but heading for
home from its own natural instinet.
The rider sat backwards in the saddle,
his back to the horse’s head. All that

» . P st B

“Waal, carry me home to diel”

It seemed to the hapless sheriff that

roared Poker Smith. “If this hyer don’t | all Frio was turning ouf early that

beat the hull deck!
you?”
Jake Watson gave him a glare of fury.
“Cut me loose, you galoot!” he hissed.
“Cut me loose, you jay!”

Say, sheriff, is that

The Ki
The Rio
ten thousand there those greasers took ! ”’

RETURNING THE PLUNDER!
startled. * Kid! ' he gasped.

Poker could see of him as he came on
“was his Stetson hat, his' grey woollen
shirt, and his hands that were tied
behind him with a neck-scarf.

“I swow!” ejaculated Poker Smith,
in-amazement.

- As the bronco paced nearer he made
out that the rider’s legs were tied
under the horse with a length of trail-
rope. Hand and foot the man was
tied, backwards on his horse.

Poker Smith dragged on his clothes |

and rushed down to his door. He tore
the door open and ran into the street.
He had not seen the rider’s face, but
there was something familiar in the out-
lines of the figure, to Poker Smith’s
eyes. But it could net be the Sheriff
of Frio who had ridden back to town in
such a style—it surely could not!
Standing outside the saloon Poker
Smith watched the oncoming horse. - The
rider’s head twisted round, and Poker

saw a bronzed, bearded face, white
with rage under its tan. It was the
sheriff. -

Poker burst into a roar of laughter.

Sherif Watson had returned from the-

trail of ten thousand dollars, and this
was how he had returned. Other doors
were opening now along the irregula
street and the plaza. :

d unfastened a leather bag from his belt.
Kid tossed the sack to the banker.

The saloon-keeper roared agan.

S But who fixed -you- up like . this,
sheriff? Ha, ha! You sure never let
a gang of greasers fix you up that
a-way!”

loose I’ ‘yelled the sheriff fiercely.

“Hang on a piece while I get. a
knife!”’ gasped Poker Smith; and he
went back into the saloon, chuckling.

Sheriff Watson sat his horse. The
broncho had halted before the saloon,
and stood there, the sheriff almost
writhing on his back.

‘This was ‘the retaliation of the Rio
Kid ; this was how the Kid had sent him
back to Frio; and the sheriff could have
wished that the boy outlaw had shot
him through the heart instead.

Perhaps mercifully, perhaps carelessly,
the Kid had started him into the town
at dawn; and the sheriff hoped that he

gathered to gaze- on his shame and
| humiliation. But that hope was
T delusive. '

Three or four pairs of eyes had seen
him, from windows and doors, and like
wildfire the news ran through the cow
town.  Men, half-dressed, buckling belts
or hitching suspenders, came pouring in
to the street, every face on the grin.

morning to
He cursed under his beard as he waited
for Poker Smith to reappear with a
knife to cut, him loose.

““Quit chewing the rag, and cut me]

might be released before all Frio had-

lock on his discomfiture.

Round him surged 2 crowd, gathering

Banker Fray’'s eyes fixed on it, astonished,
“ Count the dollars, feller,’’ he said. * There’s
(See Chapter 5.) .

thicker and thicker every moment. Loud
laughter awoke all the echoes of the
plaza.

“It’s sure the sheriff I

“You have been hunting the Rio Kid,
and finding him?” yelled a mocking
voice, followed by a roar of laughter.

The sheriff crimsoned with rage.
His eyes blazed at the crowd of
derisive faces. But he did not speak.
Ho could not. His face was choked by
fury. i

Poker Smith came out at last, a bowie
in his hand. He stepped up to the
sheriff, grinning. Amid loud laughter
he sawed at the trail-rope that fastened
Jake Watson’s legs under the bronco:

“The sheriff has sure hit trouble !”
chuckled Lewson, the storekeeper of
Trio. “He ain’t brought back them
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dollars, you-uns!” .

“Ho sure ain’t!” said Poker Smith.
“There, you can git off'n your cayuse
now, Jake.”

He gave the sheriff.a helping hand
from the horse’s back. Then he sawed
through the neckscarf that was knotted
round his wrists. The sheriff’s own
neckscarf was Inissing; evidently it was
that which had been used to bind his
hands. .
Tae Porurar.—No. 513.
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There was a roar of inquiry from all
the ecrowd; but the sheriff said no word.
But the name of the Rio Kid passed
from mouth to mouth., The fury that
blazed in the sheriff’s face at the miention
of that name confirmed the surmise of
the Frio crowd.

Free at last, the sheriff strode away
to his office, still without a2 word. He
left the plaza echoing with laughter
behind him.

“That Kid is sure some lad!”
chuckled Pokér Smith. “T 'guess the
sheriff will be as mad as a hornet!”

Mad as a hornet hardly described
Sheriff Watson’s state when™ his door
hid him at last from the mocking eyes
of Frio., That morning the sheriff was
net seen in publie. . .

Banker Fray, who came to his office
for news, was refused admittance.

It was not till noon that the sheriff’s
nmen rode in, weary and dusty from the
trail, with a tale of failure.

They bad found no trace of the flee-
ing handits, learning nothing of them.
They had missed their leader; ' and
they werc amazed to learn that he had
returned to Frio; and still more amazed
when they learned how he had come
back—tied on his horse with his face to
the tail. . -

Who had done it they could not say;
but no one doubted that the sheriff had
fallen in with the Rio Kid on the
prairie and had come out at the little
end of the horn.

Sheriff Watson Hid his rage and
humiliation behind closed doors. He
knew that all Frio was rocking with
laughter. The thought was in his mind

to resign his place, and to ride out of }

the Frio country, never to return. DBut
he drove that thought away.

The Rio Kid had shamed him in the
eves of all the Frio country; he knew
that the story would spread along the
Frio and the Pecos, to be greeted with
yells of laughter in every bunkhouse for
a hundred miles. But the Rio Kid
should pay at long last! In his rage and
shame the Frio sheriff swore it with
many an oath that he would give the
boy outlaw no rest, day or night; that
he. would  trail him, with tireless
vengeance, till he should see the out-
lawed puncher strung up to the branch
of a cottonwood.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pony Up !-
ALT
Herman Fray, the banker
- of Frio, pulled in his horse,
_the buckboard rocking in the
hurryof his halt. Three miles out of Frio,
where the trail ran through a belt of
cottonwoods, a horseman pulled out of
the trees, with a sharp command on bis
@;ps and a six-gun in his hand to enforce
it.

Herman Fray, banker and auctioneer
and real-estate agent—a man was many
things in a cow town like Frio—was not
a fighting-man; but had ke been .one of
the “hardest cases in Frio he wounld
scarcely have ventured to reach for a
gun, with the Rio Kid’s smiling face
looking at him over a levelled barrel.

He dragged at his reins, and the buck-
board stopped; and the Kid rode closer,
with a cheery nod to the banker.

“Mornin?, feller!” greeted the Kid

Fray eyed him griﬁy.

He was on his way to McCracken; and
all the Frio citizens who had seen him
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drive away in his buckboard, guessed
what his mission was—to make an

attempt to raise money in McCracken’

to tide the bank over the crisis,

Fray had not seen the sheriff since his
return; but he had heard of that return,

1 and he had no longer the faintest hope’
that Jake Watson would trail down the

ten thousand dollars.
“I guess you're wasting your time,
Kid!? said Herman Fray coolly. “I

| guess about ten dollars is my limit; and

1

that ain’t worth your while!

“And you the richest man in Frio!”
bantered the Kid. .

“With too much hoss-sense to carry
dollars on this trail, after what hap-
pened  yesterday,”  answered 3
“Youwve sure missed your chance, Kid;
you should have horned in on this trail
yvesterday.”

The Kid laughed.

“You dog-goned gink!”

T
£ TaY.

he said.

- ““ Do you figure that I've stopped you ta

go through your rags?”

“I guess it ain’t for the pleasure of
hearing me chewing the rag!” answered
Fray sarcastically.

“Sure!” assented the Kid.
business with you, Herman Fray

“Come to the bank in Frio,” said
Fray. “That’s my place of business,
Kid. There’s a heap gzloots would ke
pleased to see you come!”

“Yow've said it!” grinned the Xid.
“They sure would, and Jake Watson
the most of all,” I reckon, after the way
I sent him home!”

“Then it was you?” said Fray.

“It sure was, feller. I guess'I warned
the sheriff that I’d make him sit up and
howl; and I reckon he’s howling now,
some! But that ain’t what I've stopped
to tell you, Herman Fray. Xeep your
dollars in your pocket, you all-fired
jay,” added the XKid contemptuously.
“They say a heap of things about me,
but no galoot can say that I ever held

“I got
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up a man on the trail and cleaned him §

out. - No, sir. That ain’t my business
with you. I’ve been lookin’ for a chance
to see you outside Frio——" )

“1 guess you're seeing me now,” said
Fray. “Get it up, Kid; Im due in
McCracken early!” :

“T reckon the sheriff ain’t brought

EH
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you back them dollars that the greasers
rustléd. “off ' _the - hack = yesterday?”
grinned the Kid.

Fray scowled.

“He. sure ain’t!” he replied,

“Then ain’t it-lucky for you, and for
a heap galoots in Frio, that a_pilgrim
about my size was, -cavorting  around
when them greasers hit the horizon with”
the sack of dollars,” said the Kid.

The Frio.banker stared at him.

“I guess it wasn’t my business,” went
on the Kid cheerily;: “but I wouldn’t
 stand for Texas dollars going across the
Rio Grande in the claws of a gang of
greasers! I jest had to horn in!”

The Kid unfastened a leather bag
from his belt. Banker Fray's eyes fixed
on it, astonished, startled.

“Kid!”" he gasped.. :

The -Rio Kid tossed the sack into the
buckboard.

“Count the dollars, feller!” he -said.
1 ain’t asking you for a receipt; this
here piece of business is quite unofficial.
But see that the dust is all there,
122

hombre!
For a momeni the Frio banker stared

tat him speltbound. Then mechanically

he picked up the leather sack. With
shaking fingers he turned out the con.
tents, and with staring eyes counted over
the wad of notes. Then, gasping for
‘breath, he looked at the Kid again.: -

“Got i right?” asked the Xid
carelessly. )

“There’s ten thousand dollars in this
sack,” said the banker.

“Ain’t that right?”?

“Sure!”

The banker looked at the bag of bank-
notes again, and again he looked at the
Rio Kid.

“You got this off the bandits, Kid ?”

“Yep! I gave Sonora Jose a bit of
lead in exchange!””

“You're handing it back to me?”

“Ain’t it yours?” )

“Sure!” Herman Fray stared at the
Kid. “Xid, they say a lot of hard
things abont you; but I reckon most of
them don’t fit. Kid, why didn’t you
ride away with this bag of dollars?” -

“You've got me guessing!” -grinned
the Kid. ‘

He waved his Stetzon to the astonished’
banker, wheeled his horse, and rode
away into the cottonwoods.

Herman Fray stared after him
blankly till he was out of sight. Then
he took up his reins, swung round the
buckboard, and drove back to Frio in a
cloud of dust. ) K :

That night Frio buzzed with the news
~—the most startling news that had ever
spread through the cow town. The
trail of ten thousand dollars had ended,
and it was the Rio Kid, the outlawed
-puncher who was hunted for his life,
who had toped in the dollars from the
Mexican ‘bandits and sent them back
whers they belonged. In the cow town
by the rushing waters of the Frio it was
a nine days’ wonder,

THE END.

(What do wyou think of the Kid,
“chums? A fellow in a thousand, €h?
Hd's at his best in next week’s roaring
yarn of the West, entitled: “THE
VENGEANCE OF CHIEF -MANY
PONIES?” Take o tip, and make sure
of your copy now!}




