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THE FIRST CHAPRTER.
Chief VMiany Ponies Hits the Trail i

RHIEF. . MANY PONIES  sat
huddled under the porch of the
sheriff’s frame house on the
plaza of Frio, his heavy eyes

opening lazily to the glimmer of the
morning sun. - His ragged buckskin
leggings, his tattered blanket, were
thick with the alkali dust from the
plains; his dark, coppery face was
grimed with it, his thick, black hair
matted with it. His eyes opened heavily
after heavy sleep, and stared unseeingly
across the dusty plaza towards the Red
Dog Saloon, which was opposite the
sheriff’s house. The hour was early,
and Irio was not yet astir, though here
and there an early puncher rode down
the street on a clattering broncho.
Chief Many Ponies was not in a hurry
to stir. He did not even know that it
was the sheriff’s porch under which he
had roosted for the night; he had not
been in a state to know anything clearly
when, at midnight, he was booted out of
the roughest joint in Frio, filled to the
chin with the potent fire-water. Chief
Many Ponies had lurched away with
reeling brain and uncertain steps, to
collapse and sleep under the porch; and
now that his eves opened to the rising
sun, he still lay huddled inert.

There had been a time when the old
Apache’s name had accorded with his
estate. A chief, and the son of a chief,
he had owned many ponies, many
buffalo-robes, and many braves had fol-
lowed him on the war-trail. That time
was long past. The old hunting-grounds
of Chief Many Ponies were ranch-lands
now. Where his braves had ridden in
war-paint and feathers, the cow:
punchers rode the range; long-horned
cows grazed where once countless buffalo
had roamed.

Chief Many Ponies did not own a
single pony now; he owned nothing but
his ragged buckskins and blanket, and
trudged afoot in tattered moccasins. If
ever, imr these days, he had a horse; it
was a horse that belonged to some
pilgrim who had lost one overnight;
and Chief Many Ponies never ownad it
longer than was necessary for its sale to
some Mexican horse-dealer. By such
means Chief Many Ponies sometimes
had money, and his money always went

——
the same way—buying him momentary
forgetfulness, bitter headaches, and a
‘racked, nervous system. For, in spite of
prohibition laws, there was always
“hooch * to be had for money, and the
chief, who had once ridden the war-trail
on a prancing mustang, lived on as a
tattered loafer round saloon doors. In
Frio and the other cow towns he was a
well-known figure in his tattered Apache
blanket, which in sober hours he still
draped about him with something of the
dignity of a chief.

But it was unfortunate for Chief
Many Ponies that he had roosted under
the porch of Sheriff Watson’s house that
night and did not stir from his roost
when the sun  shone down on Trio.
When the sheriff’s door opened and
Jake " Watson strode out, he almost
tripped over the recumbent form of the
Indian, and he stared down savagely at
Chief Many Ponies.

Sheriff Watson was not a good-
tempered man these days. The return
of the Rio Kid to his old haunts, his
cool defiance of the sheriff, the defeats
and humiliations he had inflicted on
him, had got the sheriff’s goat. Men in
Frio were beginning to deride the
sheriff openly for his failure to bring
the Rio Kid to account. The reward of
a thousand dollars for the Kid, dead or
alive, was posted outside the sheriff’s
door, but no man in the cow country
had been able to earn it—least of all
the sheriff himself. The Kid still rode
the trails, and camped in the chap-
arral, free as air, and laughed at his
hunters; and every day the sheriff’s
face grew grimmer, his temper more
savage, till it was scarcely safe for his
friends to mention the Kid to him. All
Frio had roared with laughter when the
sheriff had ridden into town tied back-
wards on his horse—a mocking jest of
the Rio Kid’s, a testimony that he
feared the sheriff too little even to put
a bullet through him. That laughter
still rang in the ears of Jake Watscn,
and with fierce oaths he had sworn that
he would take the Rio Kid, or die on,
the boy outlaw’s trail. And still the
Kid rode free and mocked him.

Last nigh$, while Chief Many Ponies
had been imbibing fire-water, Sheriff
Watson had been riding long. and hard,
and riding in vain, on some false trail

Sheriff Woison kicks a Redskin Chicf, with less compunction than he would o dog.

g

Which he had vair;]y hoped would lead
him to the elusive Xid. He had failed

once more. He had ridden back into
Frio at a late hour, with savage brow.
He had turned out in the morniag,
determined to try agsain, though with
little hope, and the certainty that all
Frio would watch him ride away with
mocking smiles. Ten to one had been
offered in the Red Dog that Jake
Watson would not rope in the Kid in
six months, and had found no takers.
And the sheriff’s temper was now so
black and bitter that he was liable to
pull a gun at a jesting word.

In that mood, he stumbled over the
tattered Indian sprawling in his porch,
and fury blazed up in his bronzed face.
He stopped, stared down at the Indian,
drew back his heavy boot, and kicked.
Chief Many Ponies, half-awake, awoke
wide as the kick landed, and he rolled
out of the porch into the dusty plaza.

“You dog-goned loafer!” roared the

sheriff. “Gitt”

And he followed the sprawling
Apache, kicking and kicking again,
Chief Many Ponies sprawled and

howled, and Jake Watson, seeming to
find solace in it, kicked- and- kicked,
till the dazed Redskin wriggled out of
his way and bounded to his feet.

Jake Watson raised his hand and
pointed to the prairie.

“Git!” he roared. “You sure ain't
wanted in this hyer burg, you dirty
loafer! Iit the trail, or I'll have yonu
ridden out of Frio on a rail! You
hear me shout?”

“Wah!” grunted the Indjan.

His black eyes gleamed ferociously at
the sheriff. .

Chief Many Ponies had been kicked
out of many a joint and dive often
enough when he was full of fire-water.
But he was sober now, and when he was
sober Chief Many Ponies remembered
that he was a chief of the Apaches. And
he had given no offence, save to roost 1n
the sherifPs porch. Jake Watson was
wreaking upon him the rage at whx?h
the Rio Kid laughed gay defiance. The
Indian’s bronzed hand groped under his
ragged blanket for a knife. B

Jake Watson glared at him.
grabbed a six-gun f{rom his belt.

“PDrop it !”

and
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Chief Many Ponies dropped the knife,
just in time to escape a bullet crashing
through his brain.  The knife clangad

on the ground, and the sheriff stepped

forward and kicked it into the porch.
Then he swung the revolver at the Red-
skin’s coppery face again.

“Git!” he snarled. “You’d draw a
sticker on me, you durned thief of a
Redskin!  Hit the trail pronto, and
keep clear of this hyer town! I give
you one minute to get going!”

Chief Many Ponies gave him a long
look, turned, and stalked away for the
trail. There was -too much dignity in
his lofty stalk to please Jake Watson.

“Beai it!” roared the sheriff. “Run,
yvou pesky Injun, run! Dog-gone you,
I’ll liven you up if you don’t hop !

Unregarding, the Apache stalked on.

Bang! . .

A bullet tore a rag from his moccasin,
and the chief gave a jump.

Bang! . .

The second bullet took a strip of skin
from his foot.

“Waht”
Ponies. )

He had been “farned” before by
playful punchers, and knew what it was
like. A bullet intended to graze might
very easily crash through bone and
sinew. Chief Many Ponies threw bis
dignity to the winds and ran for it
And the sheriff, standing on the plaza,
emptied his six-gun after the fleeing
Indian, fanning him with the bullets to
keep him on the run. Chief Many
Ponies suddenly staggered, and almost
foll, but he recovered his balance and
leaped on, and vanished out of the town
of Frio, and the dusty plains swallowed

him up.
‘S

Kid was riding a lonely trail

He rode with eyes and ears on
the alert; for danger dogged the Xid
by day and night, and at any hour a
quick eye and a prompt gun might be
wanted to save him. The black-muzzled
mustang shied, and the Kid knew at
once that there was something ahead
of him on the winding trail, winding
narrow and shadowy through pecan and
-post-oak and trailing Spaniard’s-beard.
He drew in the mustang and slipped
from the saddle, his gun leaping auto-
matically into his hand.

The scarce-marked trail wound round
the trunk of a great cottonwood that
reared mighty branches over the
chaparral. The Kid trod forward
softly, silently, to see what was be-
yond—what it was that had startled the
grey mustang and caused him to give
warning. His finger was on the trigger
of his six-gun, his eye cool and alert. -

But as he came round the big tree
and saw what lay in the trail beyond,
the Kid uttered an ejaculation,
grinned, and dropped the gun into his
holster. Half-hidden by ferns in the
trail lay a tattered Apache, whose
black eyes turned silently on the boy
puncher. The Kid knew him at a
glance; many a time had he scen Chief
Many Ponies hanging around the Red

og in Trio, in the cld days when he
had ridden as a puncher in the Double-
Bar bunch.

The Apache did not move; his hlack
cyes watched the Kid like those of a
-enake. The copper face was hard and
#The Kid stopped and ! ked

€ X1d stopped and looked at him.

::Hurt?” he asked.

Wah!” The Indian nodded. Chief
dany Ponies was a sman- of few words;
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ejaculated Chief Many
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Friend in Nesd!

HO I ejaculated the Rio Kid.
Deep in the chaparral, the

and -

and the pain of his wound had wrung
no sound from his lips.

“What’s the matter with Hanner?”
asked the Kid cheerily. _ “You're a
dog-gened old scallawag, Injup, and 1
guess you're some hoss-thief; but i
youw're hurt, I'm the antelope to lend
you a hand.
fix, though no galoot can say that the
Rio Kid is a hoss-thief. Where have
you got yours, Injun?”

he Apache silently
leg. . .

“Some puncher been fanning you?”
asked the Kid.

“ Chéef Watson.”

The Kid whistled.

“The Frio sheriff! I guess fanning
an Injun with a six-gun is a new game
for Jake Watson—and him a sheriff!
Anyhow, let’s look at it, and I guess I’ll
fix you dead to rights.”

The Indian eyed him curiously as he
knelt In the thick ferns by his side.
Contemptuous toleration was the utmost
that Chief Many Ponies expected from
a paleface. But the boy outlaw of the
Rio Grande, hunted for his life by llanc
and chaparral, had a fellow-feeling for
an ouicast in distress; even a Redskin,
a drunken lcafer, and a horse-thief.
And the Kid had always been a good-
natured cuss.

Sheriff Watson, certainly, had not in-
tended to wound the Indian. He had
fanned him with bullets to scare him
out of town; but one of the shots had
gone closer than Watson had meant it
to.  Chief Many Ponies had limped
long miles with a wounded leg, sink-
ing down in the dark shadew of the
chaparral at last, exhausted. There he
might have perished, but for the pass-
ing of the boy outlaw.

The Kid stripped off the ragged leg-
ging, the Indian’s set, grim face be-
traying no sign of the torture every
movement gave him. There was a .45
ball embedded in the muscular calf;
and a great deal of blood "had flowed.
The Kid drew his knife. .

“It’s going to hurt you some, Injun,”
he said. “But I guess I can get that
pill out. It’s your say-so.” .

The . Apache nodded.

He made no movement, uttered no
sound, under the Kid’s kind but rough
surgery. In a few minutes the ball lay
in the Kid’s palm, and he tossed it
away into the post-oaks. 'Then, with
water from his canteen, he washed the
wound carefully, and bound it up with
a handkerchief from his slicker pack.

“Y guess that’s fixed, Injun,” said the

indicated his

Kid. “But you don’t want to try to
walk on that leg for two-three days.
Savvy ?”

“Wah!”

“You ain’t fixed for camping in the
chaparral,” grinned the Kid. “I guess
it ain’t much use patching up your laig
and leaving you to the coyotes. 1
reckon I got to take you a litile pasear
with me.”

The Indian looked at him silently.

“This hyer is too near Frio for my
health,” explained the Kid. “But I
guess I got a little caboose where I lie
doggo when the trail’s too hot, and I'm
toting you there, Injun. Get on your
sound laig, and I’ll sure hump you on
to my mustang.”

“Wah”?

The Kid helped the Redskin to rise,
and mounted him on the black-muzzled
grey mustang. Walking beside the
*horse, the IKid led him along the trail.
The Redskin spoke no word.

There was a derisive grin on the face
of the Rio Kid—it told of derision of
himself. The Kid hated walking; and
now he was "walking miles on a rough
trail.  He reckoned that Injuns were

I guess we're in the same |.

around.
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“pizen,” and he was toting a wounded
Indian to his secret lair in the heart
of the chaparral.

The secret of that hiding--place might
mean, some day, life or death to the
boy outlaw; and he was trusting Chief

. Many Ponies with the secret.

“Youre a- sure dog-goned gink,
Kid!” the boy outlaw told himself.
“You can't keep from horning into
other folks' troubles. Yow'll sure go -
up to a branch some day, you gol-
darned geck!”

But though the Kid laughed at him-
self, his purpose did not waver. By
dim trail and trackless thicket, he led
on the horse, till he stopped at last at
a dug-out in a hilly slope, -screened
from view by interlaced juniper and
Spanish moss. Pushing aside the screen
of vegetation, the Kid led his mustang
into the dug-out, lifted the wounded
Indian from the saddle, and laid him
on a pile of skins.

“1 guess yowre all O.XK. there,
Injunt he said cheerily; “and I'm the
galoot that’s going to attend you till -
you geb spry again.”

“Little paleface good to Injun.”

The Kid chuckled,

“Good as they make ’‘em, Many
Ponies. When you get spry enough to
hop I reckon you ain’t the kind to
fetch the sheriff hyer, and earn a thou-
sand dollars for my scalp. But I'm
sure taking the risk.”

For three days the Apache lay in the
Kid’s hidden dug-out, fed on the game
that the Kid brought in from the
chaparral, speaking hardly a word
through the long hours. On the fourth
day, when the Kid came in, he found
Chief Many Ponies gone.

The Kid whistled.

“The dog-goned scallywag’s made his
get-away!” he told the black-muzzled
mustang. “I sure wonder if he’s
coming back, old hoss.”

Of the Kid’s few belongings in the
dug-out one article was missing. It
was one of the walnut-butted six-guns
which the Kid had left in the eave for
the chief’s wse if coyotes should come
Evidently Chief Many Ponies .
Iﬁgd taken the walnut-butted gun with
im. :

The Kid loved his guns; but he was
not alarmed. He did not believe that
the Apache would rob-the -man who
had saved him and sheltered him. The

| fact that Chief Many Ponies had taken

the gun was proof to the Kid that he
would return; and he wondered when
he would see Chief Many Ponies
again.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Snaring the Sheriff !
BE HARRIGAN stepped rather

A gingerly into the sheriff’s office.

Abe was the sheriff’s most

trusted man, fully in his confi-
dence; but in these days he had tp be -
Wary.

The sheriff said little in words, but
his looks said much. Me Iooked
blackly on the whole world, and his
hard, tanned face never lighted. Men
who rode hard at his orders and cams
in to report failure, received only
curses for acknowledgment, and retired
sulkily. Men who would have grinned
on the street when the burly sheriff
passed, checked the grin at sight of his
set, savage fdace.

The sheriff of Frio had a permanent
grouch these days, and with every pass-
ing day it grew blacker and blacker.
The Rio Kid, his careless defiance and
his elusiveness, haunted. the sherifi’s
thoughts by night and day; and not,
till the Kid was roped in +was the
sheriff’s grouch likely to pass.
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Bitterest of all was the knowledge
that no galoot in Frio, by this time,
belicved that he would ever rope in
the Kid. Now, as he sat scowling in
his office, a gloomy and dangerous
man, Abe Harrigan trod warily on
entering his presence. The sheriff of
Frio, chief of law and order over a wide
country, had to be frcated as warily
as an ornery gupman.

Jake Watson did not speak; he stared
black and bitter inquiry at his man.
He had almost given up expecting fto
hear any reliable news of the Rio Kid.

“There’s an Injun wants to chew the
rag, sheriff,” said Abe. “He allows as
he can put you wise to the Kid.”

The sheriff shrugged. A few weeks
before the news would have brought him
hope; but now he had followed too
many false scents, had listened to too

Many Ponies. There had been a time,
not long ago, when Jake Watson was
a pgood-tempered and kind-hearted
man; but his bitter disappointments
and defects had changed all that. He
would have cared little if his fanning
bullets had laid Chief Many Ponies
dead in the dust of the trail.

“Waal, Injun?” growled Jake. “You
allow you know suthin’ about that dog-
goned fire-bug, the Rio Kid. Spill it!”

“Injun know much!” )

“Spill it!” snarled the sheriff.

From under his tattered blanket the
Redskin drew a six-gun; a Colt, with
a notched walnut butt. He. held it up
by the barrel.

Jaks Watson hounded to his feet,

“ Jumping gophers!” he gasped.

He knew the Kid’s gun. It was proof
positive of the Indian’s statement that
he had been in touch with the boy out-

Another nod.

“Oh, gee-whiz!” said the sheriff.
Years seemed to nave dropped from his
lined face; his eyes were shining.
“Injun, you put that fire-bug into my
grip, and it's a thousand dollars to
stow in your rags. I guess you'll get
enough fire-water to send you to the
happy hunting-grounds in short order,
Spill it, Injun; where’s the Kid?”

“Little chief hide in chaparral.”

“T reckon I knew that much. Can
you guide a posse to his lay-out?” de-
manded the sheriff.

“Guide Chief Watson. Show
said the Indian. “No take
braves. Chief Watson go after
many braves, wah! Iniun show
in chaparral.”

“You durned Redskin, if you can
guide me there, you can sure guide my
men |” said the sheriff.

um, .
many
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SENT ADRIFT INTO THE DESERT ! Without a word, but with ruthiess malignity in his gleaming eyes, Chief Many Poniet
struck the broncho with a cactus branch, and the horse, squealing and prancing, dashed away across the desert, carrying the

heipless sheriff to a fearful doom !

many wild tales from men who wanted
to pouch a thousand dollars.

“An Injun!’ he repeated.

“Yep; -that all-fired hooch-h'ister,
Many Ponies,”

Watson only scowled.

“Y ran that red outer town, at the
front of my gun, a week ago!” he
growled. “I warned him not to hit
this hyer burg agin.”

“If he’s got news of the Kid,
sheriff——" hinted Abe. .
“He sure ain’t,” said the sheriff

sourly, “I guess it's only mush—he
wants a dollar for hooch, I reckon.”

“Shall I tell him to quit?”

“Nope! Turn him in.”

Abe grinned when he was out of the
room. Jake Watson expected pothing
of the drunken Apache, and was as
likely as not to boot him out of the
office. But he was catching at straws.
Abe had told his friends that Jake
Watson would welcome the Evil One
himself, in hoofs and horns and tail, if
he came with news of the Rio Kid.

The Apache shuffled in.

‘Watson stared grimly at the tall
figure in the tattered blanket. He
noted witheout interest that the Indian
limped. He remembered “fanning”
the Apache out of town, and guessed
that one pill might have gone too close.

But winging a Redskin' was not aj
matter for the sheriff to worry over, |

especially a worthless waster like Chief

‘Indeed, he was

‘at last hoarsely.

law. The sheriff’s eyes blazed, his
breath came thick and fast. It was a
clue at last—a true trail to follow after
many failures. He stood and stared at
the six-gun.

Chief Many Ponies
statue, the gun in his hand. His dark
copper face expressed nothing. Ouly
in the deep black eyes was a gleam
that might have told of thoughts deep
and dark. But of what might be pass-
ing in the Redskin’s mind, Jake
Watson cared nothing. A Redskin was
beneath his contempt; and that the
Apache, whom he had kicked and
fanned with bullets, might be dream-
ing of revenge on the sheriff of a white
man’s town, was not likely to occur to
him. The Redskin wanted money and
“hooch ”; that was why he had come
back to Frio. No other thought
entcred Watson’s mind for a moment.
not thinking of the
Indian. His attention was concentrated
on the Kid's gun; he almost forgot that
the silent, impassive savage was in the
office at all.

“The Kid’s gun!”

stood like .a.

The sheriff spoke
“One of the Rio
Kid's guns! Injun, where did you get
that gun?” His abtention returned to
Chief Many Ponies at last.

“You've seen the Kid?”

Chief Many Ponies nodded. g

“You savvy where to lay hands on
him?”

(See Chapter 4.)

Chief Many Ponies shook his head
decidedly. .

“No can,” he answered. “Injun fear
little chief. Little chief bad medicine.”

The sheriff grinted faintly. He was
not surprised to hear that Chief Many
Ponies feared the Kid. The Rio Kid
had proved ‘“bad medicine ¥ to many
a foe. ’

He proceeded to question the Apache
closely. In short, guttural sentences
the Indian told his tale. He had dis-
covered the Kid’s camp in the heart of
the chaparral, away towards . the
Staked Plain, It was well bidden; it
would never be discovered by chance.

The Kid had picked up the chief,
wounded, in the chaparral, and taken
him to his camp to tend. He had left
the siz-gun with him to guard him
against the wild animals of the chap-
arral while he was_ absent. He had
gone on a trail saying that he would
return in three days. = Chief Many
Ponies had come to Frio to put the
sheriff wise, bringing the Kid’s gun
with him as proof.

Jake Watson listened with deep
attention. That the Kid had befriended
the Redskin, and that Chief Many
Ponies was rewarding him  with
betrayal, mattered nothing to him. 1t
was news of the Kid that he wanted,
and that he was getting. Not a word
of the story would he have bdlieved,

. Tae Porunar.—No. 514,
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but for the proof in the Redskin's hand. | “ Hours?” shoot at sight if he saw the handsome,

But the gun was proof. And the tale
was in keeping with the Kid's well-
known character. Well was it known
all through the cow country that the
Rio Kid was the galoot to help friead
or foe, comrade or stranger, in the hour
of need. And the six-gun was proof—
for how else could it have fallen into
the Redskin's hands? The copper-
skinned loafer would no more have
faced the XKid in fight, than he would
have faced the sheriff’s posse of Frio.
And the Kid was not the man to have
one of his guns thieved, even by a
cunning Indian; the sheriff knew that.
The Redskin’s tale was true, and the
six-gun in the bronzed hand proved thab
it was true.

Jake Watson breathed deep and
hard. He knew that this Indian, if he
chose, could guide him to the secret
hiding:place of the Rio Kid-the hidden
lair where he lay doggo when the hunt
for him grew too hot. Defeat after
defeat had fallen to the sheriff of Frio;
but tho long tale of defeat was to
change now. The Rio Kid would be
roped in at last. :

“Dy the great horned toad!”
<breathed the sheriff. “T've sure gob
him; T've got the scalliwag for sure!”

But to guide the sheriff’s posse to the
spot the Indian positively refused. His
reason seemed clear enough. The Kid
was to be away three days; there was
ample time for the sheriff, after being
guided to the secret camp, to lay his
plans for an ambush from which the
Kid could never escape when he
returned. But Chief Many Ponles
desired his own part in the iransaction
to be kept an inviolate secret; at least,
until the Xid was captured. For if the
Kid, after all, escaped, Chief Many
Ponies would be a dead Indian. He
would guide the sheriff to the secret
camp; but that was all he would do,
and that under a promise of secrecy
till after the Kid was roped in.

“Suits me fine!” said Jake Watson,
with a grin.

That the chief might be leading him
into a trap set by the Rio Kid was not
possible. ~ He had been in the Kid’s
hands if the Kid wanted him; and all
the boy outlaw had done was to tie him
backwards on his horse and send him
trotting into Frio. And the Xid dis-
dained trickery; not to save his life
would he have plotted treachery with
an Indian. If there was treachery,- the
Kid was no party to it.

But of treachery the sheriff had no
fear. He would have laughed at the
suggostion of danger to himself from
the drunken outcast, Chief Many Ponies.
He would go armed; the Apache un-
srmed. There were no warriors in
these days fo follow Chief Many Ponies;
he was the last of his race to linger
in the Frio country. The Redskin's
motives were clear enough to . the
sheriff; greed for the roward and the
ﬁ':'e~\vnter it meant to him, and fear
aof the vengeance of the Kid if he, after
all. escaped. :

The sheriff moved to and fro in the
office with an elastic step. The Indian
had replaced the six-gun under his
blanket and stood motion!ess, impassive,
watching the sheriff; only that strance
gleam in the depths of his black eves
telling that his thoughts were active.
Jake _Watson turned back to him.

“When did the Kid ride?”

“;I\i[o':rlnlilng.”

- and he’s away for three i3

T}ﬁa Inilian nogded. days -
“How. long will it take i
me to the cimp‘?” you fo guide

and held up

The Indian reflected,
four fingers.
TaE Porurar.—No. 514,

‘“Chief Watson has spoken.”

“Tour hoors—in the saddle or afoot?*

“Injun go afoot; Chief Watson ride."”

“1 reckoned he warn’t fur from
Frie,” said the sheriff grimly. “I sure
reckoned he warn’t, durn his hide.
Show me the place, and prove to me
that it’s the Xid’s camp, and you'll fill
your rags with dollars, Injun. Gee-

whiz! The Kid's my meat at last!”
“No tell other paleface?” asked
Chief Many Ponies anxiously. ‘““Injun

heap afraid little white chief.”

The sheriff grinned. i
- “T guess I ain’t spilling anything,
Injun, not till I know for sure. That's
a cinch.” )

A quarter of an hour later the sheriff
was mounted on his black broncho,
riding out of Frio, the Indian trotiing
by the side of the- horseman with the
tireless patience of his race, heedless of
the Limping leg. Abe Harrigan watched
them go -and shrugged his shoulders.
Evidently the sheriff hoped to learn
something from the Indian; but Abe
opined that the drunken Apache was
stringing him aleng, in the hope of
touching him for the price of a drink.
Sheriff Watson, in these days, enraged
and exasperated by incessant defeat,
was catching at straws; and Abe figured
that he was catching at a straw now.
But he, no more than the sheriff of
Frio, guessed what was in the mind of
the limping Apache as he guided Jake
Watson into the dark shadows of un-
trodden chaparral.

—— ——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Fearful Fate !

AKE WATSON had let his bfonqho
- fall to a walking pace. ig
over the chaparral sailed the

sun, and it was hot and close in
the thickets. But thick branches shug
off the light, and even at high noon
the paths were dusky.and shadowed.
Dusky. winding paths, where the
beasts of the <chaparral crept and
crawled, seldom or mnever trodden by
human foot. On the edge of the cow
country of Frio that vast tract of chav-
arral spread, uncleared, untrodden
save by trappers; beyond it an arid,
alkali plain, shut in by the barren,
rugged blufis of the Llano Estacado—
the Staked Plain. It was just the lay-
out that the Rio Xid would choose for
his hiding-place; where all the sheriffs
in Texas might have hunted him for
weeks and months in vain.  Through
thickets and scrub, tangled ferns that
grew as high as the horseman’s head,
interlacing branches and pendarnt moss,
the Irdian led the way, and the sheriff
rode now with his gun in his hand.

Not that he doubted his guide. To
him, Chief Many Ponies was a
drunken, unscrupulous lcafer who was
biting the hand that had fed him, for
the sake of fire-water. He had taken
the Kid’s gun from the Apache and
slipped it into his own pocket, but
merely from the habit of caution, and
Chiet Many Ponies had made no objec-
tion. He had brought the gun to ¥rio
only as proof of his story, and had no
further use for it.

Not a word was spoken by the
Apache as he trotted patiently by the
side of the horseman when there was
space, and slipped ahead of him when
the winding way was too narrow. Only
when the sheriff spoke did he give a
grunt of assent o:r dissent. He seemed

‘tireless, though the sheriff might have

noticed that he limped more as the
long, rough miles faded under his feet.

Bug the sheriff gave that no heed. He.

rode watchful and wary, lest the Rio

Kid' should be at hand, prepared to

_either side of the horse’s tail.

‘saddle and girths and
bridle, the sheriff was bound with his

reckless face of the boy. outlaw amid
the tangled branches and trailing moss.
More than once the Rio Kid had spared
him; but the sheriff of Frio would not
spare the Kid if he got a bead on him.
Fear was unknown to the sheriff of
Frio; he would have been glad to meet
the Kid, man to man, gun to gun, in
the dark shades of the chaparral. But
still more did he desire to locate the
secret camp, to plan an ambush to trap
the Kid when he returned to it, an
ambush from which the boy outlaw
could not possibly escape.

At a walking pace now he rode, the
p.ajth too thickly tangled for more rapid
riding. -

‘Hours had passed; the sun, half-
hidden by the thick boughs above, was
sloping towards the Huecas.

The Indian halted at last, looked
back, and signed to the sheriff to dis-
mount.

“CGetting close?” asked Jake.

Chief Many Ponies nodded.

Jake Watson slipped from the saddle
and hooked his reins over a post-oak.
The Indian waited stolidly, his bronze
face cxpressionless. But  the sheriff's
back was turned to him for a moment
as he hitched the horse. In that
moment Chief Many Ponies sprang
like the native jaguar of the chap-
arral. The sheriff of Frio, taken
utterly by surprise, went crashing down
into the underbrush, sprawling on his
face, the Redskin on his back. Before
he could twist over to grasp the Red-
skin, before he could lift the gun in his
hand, a heavy blow on the back of his
head scattered his senses.

Chief Many Ponies rose to "his feet
and dropped the stone which had
stunned the sheriff of Frio.

Like a log Jake Watson lay in the
tangled ferns and moss. )

It was long before his senses came
back. -

When he stirred at last and strove
to move, he found that he could not.
Strong rope held his limbs. The
sheriff stared blankly, wildly, hardly
aware of what had happened to him.

It was deeper dusk in the chaparral
now. The sun was sinking behind the
distant Staked Plain.. In the glosm
the sheriff saw the impassive face of
the Apache, dark, shadowy, malignant.
He raised his head; it was the only
part of him that ho could move. His
head had been resting against the neck
of his broncho.. He was strotched on
the horses back, face up, his arms bound
down over the broncho’s shoulders, his
legs tied and tied again, his feet on
¥ Spread-
eagled on the bare back of the broncho,
from which the TIndian had removed
stirrups and

own trail-rope and could not lift hand
or foot. His amazement was as great
as his rage. The Apache had treacher-
ously attacked him in the heart of the
solitary chaparral; but it was not to
rob him, it was not to steal his horse,
it was not to kill him.

A bitter grin wrinkled the copper
face of the Apache as he met the wildly
staring eyes of the sheriff. He made a
gesture towards his injured leg.

Then Jake Watson understood; and
yet he could not wholly understand. I
was for revenge for that injury that the
Redskin had trapped him; yet his tale
of the Rio Kid must have been true,
the sis-gun proved it. Slowly it came
into the sheriff’s mind- that the tale was
true, but that the Apache had had no
intention. of betraying the Kid who had
befriended him. He had used the Kid’s
name and the Kid’s gun, and the
sheriff’'s 'savage eagerness ‘to _track
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down the boy outlaw, in a cunning
scheme to get Jake Watson at his
mercy, alone inthe heartof the chaparral.

The Kid's gun had been taken from
his pocket; he saw it stuck in the Red-
skin’s girdle. His own gun lay in the
grass. Lying back on the horse’s neck,
the sheriff of Frio stared long and
blackly at the Apache.

“¥You durned thief of a Redskin!”
hf grated. “You'll hang for this!
Youwll go up to 'a branch as sure -as
shooting, dog-gone your red hide!”

“Chief Watson shoot Injun!” said the
Apache gutturally. “Chief Many
Ponies na forget. Chief Watson go ride
in Staked Plain.”

The sheriff’s tanned face grew pale.

Te knew now wihai his [aie was o be.
Bound to the back of the horse, he was
to be driven into the desert, to find
there a long and lingering death from
hunger and thirst and the scorching rays
of the sun. Like Mazeppa of the old
tale, he was to ride and ride, bound to
the horse’s back, tili death ended his
sufferings, and the broncho wandered in
the desert with . dead maa on his back
—a body to be picked to a skeleton by
the buzzards. That was the revenge of
Chief Many Ponies. That was the
bitter vengeance planned by the Apache
whom the sheriff had looked on as a
drunken, cowardly loafer, tco much
despised to be feared.

The Redskin led the horse conward.

through the chaparral. As they went,
the sieriﬂ” spoke hoarsely again and
again—cursing, threagening, and at last
pleading and promising. From the
impassive Indian came not a word in
reply. He led the horse onward till the
chaparral thinned round them, and they
emerged upon the alkali plain at last—
arid, dry, barren, dusty in the last
glimmer of the sinking sun.

Still without a word, the Apache
gathered cactus and yucea thorns—fior
what purpose the sheriff did not peed to
ask. With a ruthless hand, Chief Many
Ponies thrust the handful of thorns be-
tween the sheriff's bound body and the
back of the horse. There was a squeal
of pain from the black broncho. Under
the weight of the bound rider the thorns
scratched and tore the horse's skin, and
as soon as the animal was n motion the
pain would grow intense. maddening the
horse into franiic excitement, spurring
him on to mad galloping.

Without a word, but with ruthless

"malignity in his gleaming eyes, Chief

Many Ponies struck the broncho with a
cactus branch, and the horse, squealing
and prancing, dashe  asay across the
plain. He was in the desert thar
strefched to the bluffs of the Staked
Plain, far from the cow conniry, in a
tand of alkali dust and sage and scrubby
cactus, where no horseman rode if he
could help it, where no living thing
stirred, save the crawling ratflesnake
and the wandering, howling coyote.

The Rio Kid, cooking flapjacks by the
fire in the dug-out, glanced up as Chiet
Many Ponies came through the screen
of juniper and Spanish moss.

< reckoned I'd see you again,
Injun!”’ grinned the XKid. =

Chief Many Ponies nodded gravely,
drew the six-gun from under his
tattered blanket, and handed it to the
boy outiaw. The Kid slipped it intc his
holster.

“Chief Manv Ponies go on war-path,”
said the Redskin.

“8ho!” said the Kid.

“Chief Watson, he never hunt my
white brother again.”

The Kid started.

“Shucks! You ain't been gunning
after Sheriff Watson, Injun?” he ex-
claimed, staring at the Redskin.

Chief Many Ponies nodded.

“Chief Watsorn my little brother’s
enemy,” he said. “ He shoot Injun, he
hunt for my little white brother. The
covotes and the buzzards of the Staked
Plain will eat Chief Watson. I have
spoken 1” .

The Kid looked at him grimly. The
sherift of Frio hunted him for his life;
but colour was colour. Quietly, in low,
guttural tones, the Apache told of his
vengeance. The Rio Kid listened with-
out a word, only hkis handsome face
growing grimmer and grimmer,

He rose to his feet. .
“Is my HLitle white brother angry?
he asked. The savag: mind of the Red-

skin did not understand.

The Xid drew a deep breath.

“T reckon you've done like an Injun,”
he said. “T guess I ain’t blaming you
for being what you are, you dog-goned
Apache.  Jake Watson sure asked for it,
and if you'd gone gunning after him
like a white man. I reckon i* wouldn't
have been my funeral. But—" Ha.
broke off, and called to his mustang.

Without a word more, or a look to
Chief Many Ponies, the Rio Kid ran
from the dug-out, leading his mustang
through the thickets. The blackness of
the chaparral swallowed him from the
sight of the Apache.

In hot haste the Rio Kid rode through
the tangled chaparral, on the trail to
save his enemy.

THE END.

(Wil the Kid be able to save the
sheriff, or will he, too, find a resting-
place in the terrible Staked Plain? Sce
next week’s roaring Western tale,
entitled : “THE DEATH RIDE!”)
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LOST IN THE DESERT??

Somewhere in the boundless Sicked Plain gailops a meddened horse, on whose back is bound the
And into the heart of that terrible desert rides the Rio Kid to the rescue of ihe helpless man !

s

o

e

THE FIRST CHARTER.
. The Kid’s Way!
IGH over the chaparral and the
- _plain sailed the full round
- ‘moon. The Rio Kid stood in
the post-caks onsthe edge of
the chaparral, and stared out over the
wide, dusty plain that stretched before
his eyes in the moonlight. Grim by
day, the sage desert was ghastly and
ghostly by night. Barren earth and
alkali dust, scrubby yuccas and skeleton
cacti, sand and stones—mile on mile of
it, backed in the far distance by the
towering bluffs of the Staked Plain.
The Kid stood with kis hand on the
bridle of the grey mustang, and stared
across the desert. His face was grim.
The Kid had set himself a task that
few would have undertaken willingly,
fewer able to carry out. .
Tracking a lost horseman in the dry
and arid desert might have taxed too
far the trailing skill and endurance of
an Apache or a.Navaho. - No man in
Texas couid beat the Kid on a trail; no
man could exceed him in endurance and
determination, But the Kid, as he

looked across the dusty plain in the]]
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bright moonlight, knew that he was
more likely vo fail than to succeed, and
that he might leave his bones to bleach
there, where many bones had bleached.

But it was not that thought that made
him hesitate. He had not yet found the
trail he sought to follow. To follow a
trail into the desert without a clue was
to court failure. Every minute was
precious if he was to save the life of
the lone horseman, who rode far and
unseen; but the Rio Kid knew the
wisdom of making haste slowly.

As he stood there, looking out over
the sage, there was a stealthy step
behind him in the chaparral, and he
turned his head to see the dark, coppery
face and glittering black eyes of Chief
Many Ponies.

Chief Many Ponies came silently to
his side.

The Kid eyed him grimly.

He had saved and befriended the
tattered Apache, and, knowing the
Indian nature as he did, he hardly

blamed him for the terrible vengeance
he had taken on Jake Watson, sheriff
of Frio. But it was the vengeance cf
Chief Many Ponies that he had to undo.
It was the revengeful Redskin who 1ad
set. the Kid the task that ‘ay before

im.

“Wah!” said Chief Many Ponies, 1n
his guttural tones. “Is my  little
brother angry with his red brother?”
The Kid laughed shorily.

- ////f% / e

Sheriff of ¥Frio.

e

OUR ROARING WESTERN YARN—

WITH 4 THRILL IN EVERY

CHAPTER — STARRING THE RIO
KID, BOY OUTLAW !

“Aw, forget it,” he said. “I guess
you don’t know any better, Injun, and:
Jake Watson sure asked for trouble
when he let drive a bullet through an
Injun’s  leg, without pufting one
through his head afterwards. But I
reckon I'm gunning after the galoot
vou've sent into the desert tied 1o his
horse.”

The Indian’s keen eyes swept the
moonlit desert for a moment. .

“My little white brother will never
fnd Chief Watson,” he said. “Wahl!
Can my little white brother track the’
bird in the air, and the snake in the
mesquite? He cannot! I have spoken !’

“It’s some job,” admitted the Kid,
“and I guess it, ain’t any funeral. of
mine, seeing that Jake Watson is after
my scalp, and will get me strung up in
Frio if he can work the rifle. But 1
sure ain’t leaving a white man to what
you've stacked up against him, Injun.”

“He is my little white brother’s
enemy ?” said Chief Many Ponies.

“Bure I”

“Has the Great Spirit made my little
brother mad that he will risk his life
to save his enemy?” | _

“Oh, shucks !’ said the Kid. “Forget
it, Injun. You won’t savvy in a month
of Sundays. A white man don’t leave
a whit. man *5 be picked up by the
desers buzzards even if one is an out-
law and the other a sheriff. I guess
I'm making this hyer my funeral, and
talking wou’t buy me anything. I got.
to get on the trail. Quit chin-wag!”

“If my little white brother save the
life of Chief Watson—-7

“I guess I'm going to try,”
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“Then it will be known in Frio what
Chief Many Ponies has done, and the
white men will shoot him,” said the
Apache.

“1 reckon you'd better beat it out of
this country jest as fast as you know

how,” agreed the Kid. ‘It sure won't
be healthy for you anywhere near Frio
when the galoots know that you tied
Jake Watson to his horse and drove
him into the desert.” )

The Apache’s hand was at his girdle.

The Kid whipped out a six-gun.

“Leave that sticker alone, you pesky
Injun!” he ripped out. “Do you figure
on ‘stopping me from taking the trail?
By the great horned toad, I guess if
you horn in I'll leave a dead Injun here
in' the chaparral when 1 start after
Jake Watson.”

_For a seccond, black rage was in the
dark face of the Apache, and his eyes
scintillated at the Kid.

But his hand came away from the
Ltnife in his girdle.

He drew himself uap, drapiug his
tattered blanket round him with the
dignity of a chief.

“It is not the litils gun of my white
brother that Chief Many Ponies fears,”
he said, “but my brother saved my life
in the chaparral, and the hand of Chief
Many Ponies will never be raised
against him.”

“Keep to that,” said the Kid coolly.
_ “Look here, Injun, I'm going after Jake
Watson, and saving him, if I know
how. If I get him safe he will see you
hanged on a cottonwood branch {or
fixing him as you did. You want to

beat it—and you want to beat It
pronto. That’s enough chewing the
rag!”

And, leading his mustang, the Rio
Kid moved away, -leaving the Indian
in the post-ozks, a dark statue.

To and fro on the moonlit plain the
Kid moved, his mustang following him,
seeking sign.

He had easily picked up the trail of
the sheriff’s horse through the tangled
chaparral, and had found the spot
where the black broacho, with its rider
stietched bound on its back, had been
driven into the deseri. But in the sandy
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plain the track was
not so easy to read.

The Apache
e watched him silently.

To the Redskin’s
savage mind it was
inconceivable how
the Kid, hunted hard
by the sheriff of
Trio, should plunge
into the waterless desert in -search of
the doomed man to save him. But the
Kid’s resolution was clear to him,
though he did not understand it. Some-
thing like a grim smile twisted the
Indian’s eagle features as he watched
the Kid seeking sign. He did not
believe that a white man could follow
the trail of the black broncho into the
sage. }

His mouth tightened. and his eyes
glittered as he saw the Kid stoop, scan
the earth keenly, and then leap into
the saddle and ride. Once more the
dusky hand of the Apache sought the
knife in his girdle. Once more he re
linquished it. The Kid had saved his
life, and the Apache had called him
brother, and from that hour the Kid’s
lif2 was sacred to him. even if the boy
outlaw robbed him of his vengeance.

Across the moonlit plain the Kid
rode, dim and shadowy, ecasting a
gigantic shadow in the moonlight
across the sand and the sage. He dis-
appeared in the dimness at last.

Chief Many Ponies drew a deep
breath.

From the chaparral he strode out
into the desert, his soft moccasins pad
ding silently, taking a different route
from that followed by the Kid—a route
that led him the shortest way to the
Staken Plain. refuge of hunted men,
red and white. Chiet Many Ponies had
glutted his vengeance upon the man
who had wounded him, and the vicinity
of the white men’s towns was no longer
a place for him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Death Ride:

HERIFF WATSON’S eyes opened

S wearily to the morning sun.
He could hardly believe that
he had slept, outstretched on the
back of the galloping broncho, every
limb savagely hound with strong rope,
his aching head resting on the horse’s

neck.
; But if he had not slept, he had been

unconscious for a time, at least.

He awakened as if from a grim night-
mare to a reality that was worse than
the most evil dream.

The sun was up, and as ke raised his
head he could see round him on all
sides the boundless desert.

He was far from the cow country:
far from the green grassiands, Chief
Many Ponies had taken care of that.

From the chaparral, the sage plain

stretched, mile on mile, towards the
Llano Estacado—arid, waterless, barren.
Not a biade of grass showed in the
barren soil.~ No wandering cow from
the ranges ever came there—no cow-
puncher ever rtode by those dusty
tracts.  Rattlesnakes, cicads, howling
coyotes, were the only tenants of the
desert. If a horseman ever rode info
that barren plain, it was some hunted
outlaw seeking safety, or some outeast
Redskin.  And it was there tnat the
black broncho careered, with Sheriff
Watson hound to his back.

The horse was still at the gallop.
The cactus thorns placed between the
bound man and the horse’s back spurred
him on with ceaseless torment.

Sometimses a shrill cal cams :
the broncho, sometimes a pitiful whinny.
More than once, the animal reached
round with his head, siriving to get at
the torment an his back with his teeth.

Sometimes he slackened into a wallk,
alwg,\ys to break into a wild gallop
again.

The Frio sheriff stared round
with hopeless eyes.

The dust of the plain, spurred up by
the broncho’s hoofs, had settled on him
thickly. It covered his face, choked his
eyes and nose and mouth. He awoke
to the torments of thirst.

Sage and sand, sand and sage.
Silence of death, broken only. by the
clatter of thundering hoofs.

The sheriff groaned.

He knew that he was doomed: that
there was no hope. Not a chance in 4
thousand that a horseman riding the
desert would sight him. Not a chance
in a thousand that even if a horseman
rode by that deadly plain, he would be
other than a hunted outlaw, a bitter
enemy to the sheriff of Frio. The Rio
Kid, perhaps— ’

At the thought of the Rio Kid the
sheriff’s eyes blazed with rage.

It was with a tale of guiding him to
the Kid’s hiding-place that the revenge-
ful Apache had tricked him alons inte
the chaparral, and then struck him
down and carried out his malignant
plan of vengeance. 1t was his eager-
ness to catch at any straw to rope in
the Kid that had led the Frio sheriff
into the deadly trap. ’

The Rio Kid—who had escaped him,
mocked him, humiliated and defeated
him—the Ric Kid would ride the trails
free and careless, as of old, while the
bones of Jake Watson whitenad in the
desert. That thought was more bitter
than death itself to the sheriff of Frio.

But for his eagerness to track down
the Rio Kid be might never have fallen
into this fearful trap. It was through
the boy ocutlaw of the Rio Grande that
he had come to this.

In his rage, the sheriff of Frio for-
got, for a few minutes, the torment of
thirst and aching limbs, the certainty
that he was doomed. He muttered curses
on the boy puncher who was the cause
of his disaster.

But there was little comfort in that.
His thoughts turned again to his sit-
uation. Once more he lifted bis achirg
head, stared round at the barren flats,
and saw only sage and_sand, cacbus
and yucca, dusty and dreary 1in the
strengthening blaze of the sun. _AIrea?Y
the sun was hob; in a_few hours it would
be blazing down with fiery heat on the
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him

unprotected face tha} was turned
towards the sky. . .
The broncho was still galloping.

Horse, as well as rider, was gormqn'tpd
by thirst. Jake Watson noted that the
broncho was heading in a definite
direction, as if seeking some known
spot. A hope sprung up I his breass
that the animal was seeking home. Bui
TEE PorvuLar~—No, bid.
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between the sage desert and the cow
country lay miles of tangied, mﬂfpenel
trable chaparral, as thick and W)ild as
in the days before a white man’s eye
looked on the plains of Texas. No horse
would seek to penetrate that wilderness
of tangled branches and trailing
creepers. And as he raised his head,
the sheriff could see that the chaparral
was not in sight: it had been left many
a long mile behind by the galloping
broncho. Yet the animal was plainly
heading for some spot; and the sherif
guessed, at least, that its instinct told
it where to find a water-hole. .

At the thought of water, the craving
to drink came over him like a burning
pain. His throat caked with bitter
dust ached for water.

But if the broncho found the water-
hole it was seeking, there would be no
drink for the man bound on its back.
Bound and helpless, unable to move a
limb, he could not reach it, if it flowed
deep round the broncho,

He groaned again.

Gallop, gallop, gallop! .

Mile on mile of desert and dust; till
at last the broncho slackened and
stopped. Jake Watson heard the
squelching of hoofs in mud. He twisted
his head to look down past the horse’s
neck, half-blinded by the rough mane of
the broncho. The dusty, thirsting
muzzle of the animal was thrust info
the water-hole, and it was drinking in
great gulps.

In the midst of the desert, from some
hidden spring, the water gurgled in a
thin, meagre stream. It flowed a few
vards and sank into the sand again.
Round it a pool had been worn, and the
earth was trampled into mud by the
feet of many animals of the desert that
came to drink. A sound of yelping
came to the bound man’s ears. He
knew the voice of the desert coyote. He
stared round him, and caught the
greenish gleam of three or four pairs
of haggard eyes. - The gaunt scavengers
of the dese® had been at the pool when
the black broncho reached it, and they
had scattered before the thundering
hoofs: but they were gathering round
again with yelping throats.

Even as the sheriff's glazed eyes
stared, one of the gaunt brutes made a
jump and narrowly missed him with
snapping jaws.

The broncho started away with a
squeal. Tuirst had made it reckless of
the hungry coyotes: but its thirst
satisfied, terror of its natural enemies
returned. The horsg shied at the leap-
ing brutes, and galloped on into the
desert, fear of the snapping jaws
driving it on more surely than the tor-
menting thorns on its back.

b Sheriff Watson raised his head to look
ack.

Behind, leaping, racing, screeching,
came the coyotes in full pursuit, with
flaming eyes and hungry jaws. But the
frantic speed of the terrified horse
dropped the pursuit. When Watson
raised his weary head to look again,
the howling pack had vanished in the

sage.

Gallop, gallop!

The sun was scorching his face now,
blistering and burning. Suddenly, from
the blankness of the desert, a horseman
leaped intc wiew. Where all had been
E)are and empty, arid and lifeless, »
horseman suddenly rode, and the sheriff
gazed at the figure in amazement. From
his parched throat came an oath. For
he knew the rider—he knew the hand-
some, sunburnt face, the Stetson hat
with its band of silver nuggets—he knew
the Rio Kid. Straight towards him rodc
the Kid, as if bent on riding him down

TuE PorTLAR.—No. 515.

traight at him, larger and clearer,
1l when it seemed that he was about to
allop down on the sheriff, he suddenly
issolved into blank space and vanished.
It was a mirage of the desert.

Jake Watson’s aching eyes swept
empty space, dust and sand and sage.
No horseman rode within range of his
sight.

It was a mirage! But the mirage told
him tliat somewhere within the wide
limits of the desert the Rio Xid was
riding: a dozen miles away, perhaps;
perhaps thirty miles or more, but shown
to his eyes for those fow moments by
some strange trick of refraction.

The Kid! Hot rage welled in_the
breast of the doomed sheriff of Frio.
Il Gie could but have pulled a gun on
the Rio Kid, he could have gone almost
contentedly to his death in the desert,

Yet, as the galloping horse bore him
on and on and on, he realised that in
his hopelessness and despair, he drew
some strange comfort from the know-
ledge that even his enemy was in the
sage desert. In that dreary solitude
of death, it was something that a human
being was present, though distant—it
was something that even a bitter foe
was scmewhere at hand. The hideous
solitude did not seem so hideous after
that phantom glimpse of the Rio Kid.

Clatter, clatter!

]
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The broncho’s hoofs were spurning
stones. "Round the dazed eyes of Jake
Watson rose stony ridges, rocky

boulders, bulging bluffs. He knew that
the wandering horse had struck the edge
of the Staked Plain—the great table-
land that rose -high and sheer from the
lower plains—and was following the
course of a rocky ravine from the lower
plain to the upper. Clattering and
scrambling among stones and rocks, the
broncho plunged and scrambled on, till
he reached the upper end of the ravine,
and dashed on over the barren tables
land. The sheriff’s hcad sank back on
the tossing neck. The wild steed had
carried him into the waterless wastes of
the Staked Plain—to die!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Tough Traill

13 LD hoss, we're beat!”
{) Under the blazing sun in the
sage desert the Rio Kid spoke
: to the grey mustang in tones
of discouragement.

To give up beat was not the way of
the Rio Kid. But it looked as if the
boy outlaw was beaten now.

H¥ew men, white or red, could have
picked up the trail so far as the Kid
had followed it already. Mile after
mile he had followed 1it, seeing sign
whers an eagle’s eve might have missed

ib.

The slightest print in the barren soil—
a trampled sage bush—a torn root—a
broken yucca—the slightest sign was
enough for the Kid. Sometimes at a
walk, sometimes at a gallop, he had
followed on the track of the broncho
that was hours ahead of him. But here,
in the heart of the desert, he was
beaten. Not a sign—not a trace—
though with keen eyes he scanned the
earth and scanned again.

He stood beside the mustang, staring
round him at the desert. Far in the
distance, against the sky, rose the wild
bluffs of the Staked Plain. But
whether the broncho had headed for
the Llano Estacado, or in any other
direction, there was nothing to tell the
Kid. Many times in following the
trail he had found that the broncho had
turned froin its course, once even wind-
ing in a eircle. Now the last trace had
vanished in dust. For a mile or more

the Kid had proceeded on foot, picking
up a dim track which might have been
left by some wandering animal dags
before, almost certain that it was a false
track, yet with nothing better to follow,
and hoping that sign would appear
every moment. But even that dim trail
had petered out in drifting dust, and
the trailer was left without a clue, true
or false, to follow.
“We're beat, old hoss!” said the Rio
Kid. T

He gave the mustang water—a sparo
drink, for water was more precious than
gold in the dry desert. He moistened
his own lips.

Then he swung himself into the
saddle. . .
““0Old hoss, if's your say-so,” he said.

“Beat it.”

The mustang broke into a loping
gallop

The Xid smiled faintly. He had lost
the trail: no human eye could have
followed it farther than he had followed
it, if so far. But he had faith in she
instinet of the mustang. and that was
all that remained now. The mustang
galloped on, with loose reins, left to his
own guidance. If the animal’s keen
scent told him that another horse was
in the desert he might guide the Kid
to the hapless wanderer he sought. At
all events, the mustang was heading
somewhers, and the Xid left him to it
because there was nothing else to be
done.

“Gee-whiz!” ejaculated the Kid sud-
denly. ’

A pglistening of water on the arid
plain far ahead caught his eye.

It was not the scent of another horse
it was the scent of water that was draw-
ing on the mustang. .

Straight for. the solitary water-hole in
the heart of the desert the mustang
galloped, and the Kid’'s face lighted.
Water he needed, and his horse needed ;
but it was not only that. Where the
mustang was heading, the black broncho
might have headed; and there was hope
in the Kid’s breast of picking up the
trail again at the water-hole.

The mustang’s hoofs spattered in mud
at last, and his thirsty muzzle sank to
the ‘water-hole. The Kid slipped from

the saddle.
- B{ the great horned toad!” he
ejaculated: - *“Old ‘hoss,” you're some

cayuse, and I'm sure telling you so!’* -

There_ were horse’s tracks, fresh
tracks, in the mud round the water-
hole. One glance was enough to tell the
Rio Kid that they were the tracks of
the pbroncho he sought.

He caressed the mustang’s glossy
neck. . .
“1 guess we've hit it again, old

cayuse,” said the Kid affectionately.
There were tracks In plenty, and
round them and among them were the
tracks of the coyctes. The Kid picked
out the trail where it led away from the
water-hole, and noted that the coyote
tracks accompanied those of the
broncho. He whistled softly. The traii
wound on through a tract of sage brush,
and the Kid would not have been sur-
prised to find in the sage the skeletons
of horse and rider, picked clean by the
scavengers of the desert. He allowed
the mustang to drink his fil, filled his
canteen. and mounted again and pushed
on through the sage. - Here the trail
was easily read and eastly followed, and
the Rio Kid rode at a gallop. Cnce be
loosed off his revolver at a coyote that
peered hungrily from the brush, and the
gaunt brute fled howling. But what the
Kid feared to find, he did not find; and
at last he came on the trail of the
broncho where it ran on singly, the
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coyote iracks vanishing, and he knew that the horse had
outrun its pursuers,

The Rio Kid rode on. Ahead of him now rose the tower-
ing bluffs that marked  the edge of the Staked Plain—
a solid wall, viewed from a distance, but split by innumer-
able fissures and ravines at a closer view. The trail of the
black broncho ran direct towards the high bluffs, and the
Kid followed it at a gallop. And when it was lost in the
dust and stones the Xid was only half a mile from a deep
rocky ravine that split the bluffs ahead, and after casting
round for a time seeking sign, he rode full speed for the
ravine,

“¥ reckon that cayuse was dead scared of the coyotes, old
hoss,” he told his mustang. “I reckon he hit for the upper
plain. And if he did, I'll sure pick up some sign yonder.”

The Kid rode into the ravine. In rainy weather it was
the bed of a stream, but it was now dry as a bone, the
rocks baking in the sun. The Kid dismounted and hunted
for sign; and he was not long in pieking 1t up. 1Loose
stones that had rolled down tcld that hoofs had lately
clattered that way; a trampled sage-bush iold the same
tale. In that lonely desert it was little likely that any
horseman had passed save the one he sought; but the Kid
had to take the chance—the sign was tco faint and doubtful
for him to recognise tracks.

He pushed on up the ravine.

By steep ways it led him to the upper plain, and then
before his eyes stretched the level, uninhabited waste of
the Llano Hstacado.

Far and wide the Kid’s keen glance swept in search of
a wandering broncho with a bound rider on its back.

" But there was nothing to be seen save-the desclate level
and the stunted bushes that grew in patches.

Sign was hard to find on the baked earth, and the Kid
proceeded on foot, scanming the ground, his reins looped
over,his arm.

Again and again the trail of the black broncho was lost
and found again; the Kid keeping on tirclessly, while the
sun sloped down to the west towards the sierras of New
Mexico. —_

That the black broncho was still going “was certain; not
vet had he lain down to rest, or the Kid would have found
sign of it. The cactus thorns placed on his back by the
ruthless Redskin spurred him on. But sooner or later he
must stop, and the Kid still hoped to find the broncho’s
tormented burden alive.

“Gee-whiz!” ejaculated the Kid suddenly.

From a fold in the rugged ground a little distance away

a horseman emerged into view—a man stretched out on the-

back of a black bronche, bound hand and foot, his ghastly
face turned to the sun from the horse’s neck.

He was not three hundred yards from the Kid. )

The Rio Kid stared, doubting for a moment whether it
was not an effect of the mirage.

_ But it was no vision of the dusty plain—it was real. The
trail the Kid was laboriously picking up ran due north, bug
the Mazeppa-rider had appeared due west. The Kid did
not understand it, but he turned from the trail and galloped
dére.ctly towards the broncho, hunting by sight now instead
of sign.

“But in a few minutes he understood as he dragged in his
mustang almost on the verge of a wide, deep barranca that
split the plain.

“(Oh shucks!” growled the Kid.

He figured it out now. The black broncho had gone
north along the barranco, which stretched for miles, a great
fissure in the earth. At the northern end the broncho had
turned west, and, following his unguided way, had come
back along the other side of the fissure.

Less than two hundred yards away, but with the deep
chasm between which no horse could leap.

The Kid sat in the saddle and stared at his quarry. The
black broncho showed evident signs of exhaustion, but the
torment on its back kept it in motion. The Kid looked
along the barranca. It ran as far as the eye could read to
the north, and to get at the broncho he had to follow its
tength and turn the end. The dusty, sweating broncho
ambled wearily along. As the Kid gazed at it, uncertain,
Jake Watson’'s head was raised from the neck, and the
sheriff’s glazed eyes stared despairingly round. His eyes
were filmed, and he did not see the Kid.

The Kid dismounted and took the rifle from its leather
case at the saddle. He hated to draw a bead on a horse,
but there was no help for it if he was to save the
rider. Long before he could (ide the length of the
barranca and follow the trail down on the other side the
broncho would have vanished, and the chances were that
the trail would peter out on the sun-baked earth.

The Kid levelled his rifle across the mustang’s back,

taking a steady aim. Crack!
(Continue on hext page.)
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4he black bronche pitched heavily
forward on its knees, fell on its side,
and lay stiil.

One glance the Kid gave'it; and then
he remounted 1n hot haste and rode at
a mad gallop along the rough verge of
the chasm. Many long miles lay before
him till he could reach the end-——many

long miles more 1o reach the spot where |

the broncho lay dead with its still
living  burden. There were ferce
coyotes in the wilds ¢ f the Staked Plain;
and already, as the Kid spurred on,
black shadows of vultures appeared
against the sky, winging their way
towards the carrion they had already
scented.

The Kid waz riding for ancther man’s
life, but he rode as i he were riding
for his own.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sherif and Cuttaw !
AKE WATSON, Sheriff of.IFrio,
j heard the shot that rang across
the silent solitude, and feft the
erash of the falling horse. Bus
he did not know what had happened.
Thirss and suffering and the blinding
blaze of the sun had dulled his senses.
It was long before he even realised that
he was still—that the endless,
endless motion of the tor-
mented broncho had ceased.
#1e had lapsed many times
into  unconsciousness; and
after the fall of the horse he
remained long insensible to
his surroundings.

But his filmed eyes opened
at last, and he stared dizzily.
A hoarse croaking and
screeching was in his_ears;
ferce eyes were glaring ab
him. His brain cleared a
little and he stared at what
surrounded him. The broncho
jay on its side, lifeless. The
bullet had killed it instantly.
ad the Kid failed in his
aim the sheriff might have
been crushed to death under
the rolling animal. Dut the
broncho had fallen like a loz.
and lay like one. Hideous
birds surronnded the bound
man; and at the sight of
them a terrible cry broke
from him, startling the vul
tures bhack in alarm. Thex
crowded and futtered back
in cowardly fear, ecroaking
and cackling. .

Cry after cry broke from
the tormented man.

He knew now what had
happened.” He did not recall
the shot, but he -knew that
the broncho was lifeless, that
ne was bound to the back of
a dead steed, and that the
scavengers of the desert were

1

approached closcr again, He screamesd
and shrieked, and again they receded.
They squatted round him, croaking,
watching, waiting.

Gallop, gallop!

Faintly from afar came the ring of
hoofs on hard earth.

It was like a ghostly echo of the m-
cessant hoof-beats of the black broncho
which had rung for so many tortured
hours in the sheriff’s ears.

Gallop, gallop!

A rifle cracked, and a bullet spattered
up stores close by the fallen broncho.
It scared the vultures, who screeched
and rose on the wing. The rifle cracked
again, ! tha fonl birds fell
dead, the rest winging their way iato
the blue with discordant ecries,

Gallop, gallop!

Nearer and nearer, louder and louder,
came the clattering hoof-strokes. DBut
the Sheriff of Frio did not understand
that help was coming; he was shricking
in delirinm now, haif cut of his senses.
He did not know that the claitering

ana o

and °one o1

hoofs stopped clese at hand; he did not
see a lithe figure that bent over him,
a handsome sunburnt face that looked
down on him. He did not know that a
keen knife slashed through the cords

“The mirage—the mirage 2gain!
babbled. 4

Yor how conld it be the Rio Kid—
the man he had hunted far and wide—
who was kneeling beside him, holding
water to his lips, supporting him wilh
a strong arm? .
“Forget it, sheriff,” said the Kid's
cool vwoice. I guess this ain’t and
pesky mirage nohow! If's little me!”

“The Kid}’ breathod the sherif,
staring at him with unbelieving eyes.

“Jest the Kid, sheriff.” -

“T'H string you up yet!® mutterad
Jake Watson. -“I'll get cut of this;
,“!"puu through yet, and string you
ap t”
The Kid laughed,

“TForget it, Jake! You ain’t fixed
to string up any galoot—you ain’t, not
by long chalks! Take another drink.”
The sheriff lapped up the water like a
dog. His senses were cle ring now;
and he leaned on the Kid's arm, staring
into the tanned face. ’

“I¥'s you, Kid?” he muttered weakly,

“Sure )’

“1 guess I saw you—in the mirage—
way back: I figured that you was
around. You found me here?”

“1 guess I shot down the broncho
from the other side.of that barranca
yonder, sheriff, and rode hell-
for leather to get round to
you before the zopilotes or
the coyotes could get you.”

“You trailed me here?”

“Sure i*

There was a long silence.
The sheriff, weak as a baby,
would have fallen on the
earth, but the Kid's strong
arm  supported his back.
Again he drank from the boy
outlaw’s canteen.

"‘I guess I'll get that Injun
who fixed me up like this!”
the Sheriff of Frio muttered
at last.

The Kid grinned.

«T

I guess that Injun has
made long  tracks!” e
answered. “You'll have to

go over the Staked Plain with
a small comb to find him; I
reckon.. ¥ou sure riz that
Injun’s dander, Jake, when
you pub -z ball in - his-laig.
Youw're a hard ecuss, Jake.
and you ask for a lot of
irounble.” ’

“T'll get him ™ v

The Kid shrugged his
shoulders and was silent. He
had no deubt that Chief
Many Ponies was already far
from any chance of pursuit.

“What's your game, Xid?”
the Sheriff of Frio asked at
last. “You're a dog-goned
outlaw, and there’'s a thou-
sand dollars reward for you.

3 3 £ TRAIL AT LAST! “Q@reat Gophers! ™ ejaculated I'm after you Like sure
gfathegmg for - their prey. the Kid. He bent down and examineg the horss’s tracks death! What’s your game?”
I'rantically he struggled 0 {n'the mud by the wator-hole. One glance was enough « Jos :
release himself from his  to tell the Rio Kid that they wera the tracks of ths o dest - my old  trouble,
bonds—as vainly as he had oroncho he scught. (See Chapter 3.) sheriff, ~of = horning intg
struggled many times before. what  don’t concern me,”

His wild cries scared back the wvul-
tures from the carcase of the horse.
They squatted rcund him, watching him
with gleaming eyes, croaking.

The Sheriff of ‘Frio groaned in utter
korror and despair. The wild Mazeppa

ride was over; it had ended here in the.

desert of .the Staked Plain, and he lay
bound to the lifeless horse, to perish of
thirst and to fall a prey to the black
vultures.

The carrion birds, recovering from

their fear as the sheriff did not move,
THE PoPULAR.~No. 515,

that bound him, that he was free from
his long thraldom. .

He lay on the earth—with stiffened,
aching limbs, shot through with pain—
blind to his surroundings. - Dut he knew
when water was placed to his lips, and
ke drank greedily.

A strong arm lifted him, bulky as he
was, and dragzed him into the shade
of a stunted bush. Again the water was
at his lips; again he drank as if he
would never cease drinking. And then,
as m a misy, he saw the handscme,
bronzed face that was before him, and
laughed wildly,

answered the XKid coolly. “I reckon {
wasn’t going to see a& white man fixed
this-a~way.”

“You're plumb ioco, Xid!” said ths
Frio Sheriff, “Soon as I get. back to
Frio I'm riding your trail again I

“That’s the kind of all-fired cuss yon
are!” agreed the Kid, unmoved. *“1
reckon I savvied that when I started
out on your trail. But it ain’t making
any difference, Jake Watson. DUve
picked you out of the beaks of the
buzzards, and I ain’t letting them havs-
you.”

© - {Oontinued on page 21.)
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The Fistical Four owed their promin.
ence to the undoubtel fact thais their
little siunts almost in\*arlaoly came off,
and this was largely due to Jimmy
Silver’s habit of thinking things out in
detail in advance; herein lay the success
of the end study.

This case was no exception. Mr.
Duton had hardly scated himself at his
high desk In order to commence ths
history lesson, beiore, running his eye
over the Form in front of him,
noticed the absence of Lovell.

“Why 1; Lovell nos here?” he said
=ha.rp1y. “Silver, do you know where
Lovell is?”

“I saw him just hefore classes, sir,”
said Jimmy Silver demurely. “He was
down by tae priory ruins, Ferneps e
did not hear the bell. sir. -

Mr., Dalton frowned.

““He cught to have heard the bell,”
he said. " Just run down and sce if you
can find him. Silver. Be back in five
minutes, whether you find him or not.”

“ Vr,l_,r well, sir,” replied Jimmy Silver

quietly, ~n)o*newn" a grin at the success
of his plan

e raced round to the fountain, and
joined Lovell, and together the two
slipped into the Modern House and up
into Tommy Dodd’s study, where they
found the hamper whicl. was strongly
corded,, still unopened. '

In five minutes they were back in the
Fourth Form classroom, and the
hamper was safely under the table in
the end study.

Arthur Edward Lovell duly explained
that he had not heaid the bell, and was
-duly awarded two hundred lines. After
this interruption afterncoa lessons pro-
cecded on their normal monetonaous
course. Lessons over, the Fourth Ferm
streamed out of the class-room. Peter
Cuthbert Gunner strode up to Jimmy
Silver and tapped him on the shoulder.

“Look here, Silver!” he remarked

! is ﬁned. Loco and ten-
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loudly If you've got a Wheeze for
getting my hamper back, le¥’s have it!
We’ ve got to do something, and do it
quick, othemxce ‘hose rotters will scoff
my tuck !

Jimmy Silve:,
gleasantly with his chums.
is shoulder.

“What hamper is that you're talking
about, Gunner?” he asked blandly.

Peter Cuthbert stared.

“Why, you ass, my hamper—the one
those \Iodeln rotters raided !V he ex-
claimed excitedly,

Jimmy Silver raised his Lyebrow=.

“QOh, your hamper} Yes, I remember
now, Gunny’ It's in my study under

the table. Kindly remevs it, will you?”

who was chatting
looked over

“Wh y-wha,t—where

Peter Cuthbert fairly spluttered.

“If not removed before bed-time it
will be sold to defray expenses;”
grinned Lovell.

There was a genecral shout of surprise
and laughter. Peter Cuthbert Gunner,
after one dazed look a3 the Fistical
Four, rushed upstairs. followed by an
excited crowd. He dashed into the end
study and dragged out from underneath
the table his hamper, still securely
corded up and obviously unopenecd.

“Well, my hat!” was all Gunner could
say.

But even then Rookwood had by no.
means heard tike last of Gunner’s
Hamper.

THY END.
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SURPRISE !

(D'you want another good laugh?
course you do! Then don’t
“UNCLE THOMAS
next
Jimmy Silver & Co.,
cheerful chump—Percy
Gunuer!)

featuring that
Cuthlert

Tuesday’s rid-tickling yarn of |

“THE DEATH RIDE!”

{Continued from page 22.)

The sheriff’s hard tace worked.

“Kid, I got my duty to do! You'ra
an outlaw, “and you're my mutton if I
can geb a cinch on you. You better les
drive a bullet through me while you
gob the upper hand. I ain’t got any
kick coming if you do.

“Forget 15!” said the Kid lightly.

That night the Kid camped in an
arroyo in the Staked Plain, and the
sheriff slept in the Kid’s blankets, his
feet to the camp-fire—sleeping the deep

sleep of exhaustion.

The Kid sat on a rock by the fire

arnd lankad rallad
in the blauket>, with a whimsical grin,

There was a mutter from the sleeper.
In the decep silence of the night in the
desert, broken only by the faint crack-
ling of the fire, disjointed words
dropped from the sheriff’s lips—words
that told what dreams haunted his
fevered hrain.

“Ti get you yet!
yer 1?

“Sho!” murmured the Kid.

The sheriff was tick and helpless; it
vould bo days before he could travel.
The Kid had saved his life—and his
life still hung upon the Kid.

The Rio Kid glanced at his mustang
nibbling the scant grass in the arroyo.
To mount and ride, leaving his enemy
there, was easy. !

But \'E the thought crossed the mind
of the boy oatl.lw, it eame only to he
dismissed. He rose from the rock,
vawrned, and siretched himself on the
bare carth to sleep.

2t the dnav—nnor man

i

I'll sure get you

THE EXD..

he Rio K{d's advenfure is nof yet
o He has still to get back with the
wounded sheriff. See next week’s rours
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Shadow of Death !

HERIFF WATSON, of Frio, lay
S in the blankets, in the Rio Kid’s

camp, and stared at the sun as
it sank westward over the desert
waste of the Staked Plain.

He was alone in the camp.

Three days had passed since the Kid
bad rescued him from the vengeance
of Chief Many Ponies. For three days
the sheriff had lain in the Kid’s camp,
in the sheltered arroyo, tended by the
Kid with patient kindness. And still
 he was too weak to leave the camp and
aftempt to refurn to Frio. Strong man
as Jake Watson was, the death-ride in
the desert had told heavily upon him,
the long, long hours when he had been
earried, bound to the broncho’s back,
tortured by thirst, under a blazing
sun. The Kid had saved him; and his
life still depended on the Kid. Had
the boy outlaw deserted him he must
Lave perished of hunger where he lay.
But the Kid had not deserted him, he
had tended him as he might have
tended a comrade in the old days when
he rode with the Double-Bar bunch.

Not unti] food was giving out had the
Kid even left him for an hour. He
slad shared all he had with the help-
:ess man who was on his hands, earing
nothing that he was an enemy. Now
the Kid was gone to look for game
among the serub; and he had been
gone for some hours. The sheriff of
f_rxo lay alone, a prey to bitter reflec-
ions,

Tu: PoruLira~No. 516
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It was bitter to him to owe his life
te the outlaw whom he had hunted,
whiom he was resolved still to hunt. It
was bitter to depend on the Kid for
the food that kept life in him. It was
bitter to know that if the Kid left him
to his fate he would perish there in
the wastes of the Staked Plain, his
bones picked by buzzards and coyotes
and left to whiten in the sun. Almost
the Frio sheriff wished that the Kid
had never tracked down the broncho
that had borne him into the heart
of the desert. His duty was the first
thing in the sheriff’s thoughts, "and
his duty was to rope in the outlaw,
dead or alive. And it was the outlaw
who had saved him, and was saving
him now.

The Kid had left him comfortably
fixed when he went out to hunt. The
Kid’s canteen lay beside him, full of
water from the spring that bubbled up
among the rocks of the a»=~yo. One of
the Kid’s guns lay beside his hand, lest
wandering coyotes should nose into the
camp. And the Kid had promised to
return as soon as he could—as soon as
he had something for supper for both,
Three days had passed, and under the
Kid’s care Jake Watsen’s strength was
reviving. In two or three days more
he would be able to shift for himself—
at least, make an attempt io get back
to the cow country. And then—io
resume the hunting of the boy ouilaw!
Sheriff Watson was a hard man, and
a determined man, but the thoughs
gave him discomfort. Yet it was his
{Coanvright in the Urnited States of America.

finds himself as a reswult of an heraic act! .
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duty, and he had no thought of
swerving from his duty,

The sheriff, lying on the blan-
kets, watched the round red sun
sinking lower and lower in the
west.  He watched it idly, his
thoughts busy and bitter. He
did not observe a dark, aquiline
face that peered over a boulder
in the arroyo; he did not know
that two glittering, black eyes
were fixed on him from a dis-
tance. He had almost forgotten
the vengeful apache who had
bound him to the broncho and sent
him on the death-ride. But Chief
Many Ponies had not forgotten him.

Behind the sheriff, as he lay staring
moodily to the west, the Apache crept
among the rocks, more silent than a
stealthy coyote.

Close by Watson’s hand lay the EKid’s
six-gun, and.at a sound.he would have
grasped it and turned his head: Weak
as he was, the sheriff was well able to
handle the gun and send a bullet
through the brain of the creeping
Redskin. But he heard no sound.

Closer and closer the Indian erept,
till he was almost within reach of the
man lying on the blankets.

Still the sheriff did not stir.

His .bronzed face swas wrinkled in
thought. e was thinking of his long
pursuit of the Rio Kid, of the defeats
and humiliation the boy outlaw had
piled on him, of the derision thas
awaited him in Frio when he returned
once more, after a failure. The Kid,
with the disdainful recklessness that
was a part of his nature, had trusted
a_six-gun in his hand for his proteetion
while alone. It would be easy to turn
that gun on the Kid when he came back
from the hunt.

Jake Watson drove the black,
treacherous thought from his mind. In
spite of himself it would return. He

was sheriff of Frio, and it was his duty
to rope in the outlaw. To ride the Kid
back to Frio a prisoner, or to leave him

" dead in the desert, to be able to tell

a1l the cow couniry that the boy outlaw
had been cinched at last.
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Lilke a jaguar within reach of its

prey, Chief Many Ponies made his
spring.

The six-gun was snatched from the
sheriff’s reach and thrown a dozen feet
away. The sinewy knee of the Apache
was planted on his chest, pinning him
down in the Dblankets. Jake Watson,
with starting eyes, looked up at the
dark, coppery face, and looked at his
death.

“You durned Injun!” he muttered
huskily.

Chief Many Ponies grinned down at
him.

The sheriff lay utterly at his mercy,
disarmed now, and too feeble to
struggle.  And there was no hint of
mezrcy in the dark face of the Apache.

““Wah!” said Chief Many Ponies, in
his guttural tones. “The chief of the
Apaches has found his enemy !”

“You pesky Apache horse-thief

“My little white brother saved Chief
Watson from the broncho,” sald the
Redskin. “But he is far away now.
He will return to his camp to find Chief

. Watson eaten by the coyotes. I have
spcken 17

The sheriff made no answer.

He knew that ii was the end, and the
feeling was upon him that it was a
judgment for the treacherous thoughts
that had been in his mind. He had
dallied with the thought of turning
ireachercusly upon the man who had
saved him, even while death was creep-
ing close upon him. And now it had
reached him.

The Indian’s hand groped in his
girdle, and a long knife flashed in the
light of the sinking sun.

Tt circled over the upturned face of
the sheriff.

“Let the white man sing his death-
song,” said the Apache, with gloating
triumph. “He wounded the Apache
chief and drove him from the town of
the palefaces. Now Chief Many Ponies

" has found him.”

The knife was poised in the alr.

~ But the Apache was in no hurry to
strike. With the savage vindietiveness
of the Red Iodian he was bent on pro-
longing the torment of his vietim. The
sweat started out on the sheriff’s fore-
head. His eyes were fixed on the dark,
deadly face above him, and on the
poised blade. In those long, terrible
moments he tasted again and again ths
bitterness of death.
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“You Injun
thief!”  muitered
Jake Watson at
last hoarsely.
? “You dog-goned
Redskin skunk,
geot it over!”

The Apache
grinned evilly,

“TIs the paleface
in haste to tread
the paths
happy hunting-
grounds?’ he
asked.

Clink! It was
the sound of a
isose stone falling
in the arroyo.

Watson . caught
his breath. If it

was the XKid re-
turning—

The same
thought was in the
mind of the
Apache.  His eyes
glittered and he
threw up the knife
higher for the
death  blow, A

second more, and
it would have descended upon the help-
less sheriff.

Crack !

There was a yell from Chief Many
Ponies as a bullet struck the gleaming
blade and dashed it fromx his numbed
hand., There was a sound of running
feet, and a ringing voice:

“Hands up, you durned Redskin
cuss 1*?

The Rio Kid had returned.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

in Camp!

HE Rio Xid ran up, his eyes
blazing, the still-smoking rifle
in bhis hand. His eyes blazed
at the Redskin, .

Chief Many Ponies leaped to his feet.

He did not put up his hands at the
Kid’s bidding. He crossed his arms
on his Dbrawny chest, his tattered
blanket draped round him, and faced
the boy outlaw with the dignity of a
chief.

“You hear me,
Kid savagelv.

“Chief Many Ponies hears his little
white brother,” answered the Apache
calmly. “Let him shoot. Chief Many
Ponies will not raise his hand against
his brother.”

13y

“Dog-gone your red hide!” growled
the Kid, lowaring the rifle. “I guess 1
cante near putting that ball through
your head instead of knocking away
your sticker! What you doing here?”

The Indian's eyes flashed at Jake
Watson. .

“ Chief Many Ponies found his enemy
and came to kill him!” he answered
briefly.

“I reckon you've slipped up on it
Injun. I sure guess that I ought to fix
you for the buzzards!” growled the
Kid.

“Let my white brother shoot, if it is
his  wish!” answered Chief Many
Ponies.

“Oh, shucks! Git!”

The Apache hesitated.

“Now, jest chew on this, Injun,” said
the Kid. “We've camped together, and
I allow you've got a grouch against
Jake Watson for drilling you in the
laig. But this hyer hombre is under
my protection — sa¥yy? -~ and you've
got to ride clear. I'm riding herd pver
this galoot. You want to hit the trail;

o

Injun?” rapped the

of thel,

"and by the great horned toad, if you

coma ecavorting round again, Tl let
drive a bullet through you! Git!”
“My white brother has spoken !” said
the Apache, with dignity.
“And, gathering his blanket round him,
Chief Many Ponies stalked away out
of the rocky arroyo amd disappeared

i into the desert.

The Kid dropped his rifle and grinned
at the sheriff.
“T reckon I didr’t come home any

too soon, hombre,” he remarked.
“You sure had a close. call, Jake
Watson {77

The sheriff nodded.
“Where’s the gun I left vou?” de-
manded the Kid. “You sure wanted

6 keep it handy, Jake. Was you.
asleep 77’
“Nope !” muttered: the  sheriff.

“There's the gun—among the donicks

yonder! Tve sure had a close call,
Kid I
“You sure have!” said the Kid.

“You woke up a lot of trouble when
vou fanned that Injun with bullets and
drove him out of Frio. I reckoned the
pesky cuss would hunt cover in the
Staked Plain, but I never figured on
his hitting my camp. Injuns are sure
pizen !”’

The Rio Kid dismissed the subject
with a shrug.

“1 guess Uve brought
supper,” he said.
WOrry us any now.
the fire.”

Sheriff . Watson lay on the blankels
and watched the Kid building the camp-
fire to cook the meat he had brought
in. The Kid had tossed the six-gun
over to the sheriff again, and it lay
by his side. Again and- again the
sheriff’s eves turned on if, and at last
he spoke hoarsely.

“Kid!”

g The ocutlaw looked round from the

re. .
“Cinch that gun, Kid!” said the
sheriff.

“ What’s biting you now?” asked the
Kid carelessly.

“I reckon you're plumb loco!
snarled the sheriff. “I guess if you
leave that gun handy you're asking for
a bullet through your heart, Kid!
Take it away while you’re safe !”

The Kid stared at him and burst into
a careless laugh.

“Oh, shucks!” he said. “You're a
white man, Jake--you wouldn’t go for
to pull a bead on the man that’s tending
you, sure?” ’

“Take it away, I'm telling you

“Sure, if you want.”

The Kid picked up the gun and slid
it into his holster. The Sheriff of Frio
breathed more freely. . .

“Still thinking of trailing down a
galoot my size when you get back to
the cow country, sheriff?” asked the
Kid ba.nrtgringly.

“Yep!
“Ain’t vou an all-fired, hard-baked
cuss!” grinned the Kid. “Well, it
don’t cut no ice with me. I'm tending
vou till vou can hit the trail, and then
I reckon I'm putting your feet down
in the cow country afore I quit you.
After that you can hunt me all you
like; I reckon it won’t keep me from
sleep o’ nights!” i
And the Kid laughed again.
The sheriff’s eyes gleamed.
“Your luck will turn, Kid!
you yet!” X
“Forget it, feller,” said the Kid care-
lessly. “Hyer’s your supper, sheriff,
and I reckon you'd not get a better in
Poker Smith’s joint at Frio. Quit
chewing the rag, and ea$, hombre !
Tar Porurar.—No. 516,
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THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PAPER.

The sun had sunk behind e sierras
of New Mexico. Darkness lay on the
wild wastes of the $aked Plain. In
the arroyo the firelt & gleamed and
flickered, casting light and shadows on
the handsome face &f the Rio Kid, the
haggard, tanned visage of the Sheriff
of Frio. The sirangely assorted com-
panions ate their supper and lay down
to sleep, feet to the fire, under the glit-
tering stars that shone down on the
lonely desert.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Through the Desert!

“ URNING daylight!” called out
the Rio Kid cheerily.

Three more days had passed,
. and the Sheriff of Frio was
looking something like his old self once
more. Another morning had dawned
on the Staked Plain, and the Kid was
turning out of his bed of sand and
leaves, ready to hit the trail, Camp
was to be broken up at last, and the
sheriff was keen to see the last of the
lonely arroyo where for a week he had
camped with the outlaw. And the Kid,
patiently and carelessly good-natured as
he was, certainly was not sorry that the
end had come. Had the sheriff’s re
covery taken longer the Kid would
have stood by him—for weeks, had it
been needed. But he was glad that it
was not needed.
Watson turned out of the

The embers of the fire were
raked together; ‘the last breakfast
cooked over the red glow: .

Watson stood watching the Xid, with
a moody brow, as he made his prepara-
tions cheerfully for breaking camp.
The Kid made up his bed roli, packed
all his fixings in the slicker pack, and
secured the pack on the back of the
black-muzzled mustang. He filled his
canteen ab the spring. o

“Take a long drink, sheriff,” he said,
with ‘& grin. “I guess we shan’t strike
water again #ill we hit the water-hole
in the sage desert, and that won’t be
to-night at the rate we’ll travel. This
hyer canteen is all we'll have
then.”

The sheriff drew a deep breath.

- “Kid, I guess T can kick for myself
now,” he said. “I can walk, I reckon,
and T'm ready to take what's coming to
me if I don’t have luck. Pull out, Kid,
and leave me to it!”

The Kid laughed,

“Youwd leave your bones hyer,
sheriff ! You can make a leetle pasear
on your own, I allow, but you can’t
hoof it out of this desert alive, Vou're
taking a front seat while I hoof!”

“I ain’t!” growled Watson.
“You sure arel!” said the Kid
cheerily, “Feller, you make me tired !

¥ reckon I ain’t honing for your com-
pany any more than youw're honing for
mine, I guess I'll quit you the minute
I can quit you safe. But I ain’t looked
after your durned old carcass for a
week to leave you to the turkey
buzzards at the finish! No, sir! Git

199

on that cayuse!

For a long minute the Sheriff of Frio

hesitated. 'Then, without a word, he
mounted the Kid’s mustang.
Cheerily, though he hated walking,
and hoofing it came .hard in cowboy
boots, the Kid started on the long trail.
He swung along under the sunshine,
cracking his quirt at the flies and mos-
quitoes that buzzed about them. Stones
and sand and baked earth glided under
their feet as the sun rose higher and
higher in burning blue.

The sheriff rode without a word. He
was well on
the seat in the saddle meant life to him

TeE PorurnaR,—No. 516. -
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the way to recovery, bui |

instead of death. He knew, at the
bottom of his heart, that had the Kid
taken him at his word, he would never
have got out of the desert alive. Yet
it was bitter and galling to have obliga-
tion heaped on obligation at the hands
of the boy ountlaw. .

In contrast to his grim and silent
companion, the Kid hummed snatches of
Mexican fandango tunes, ands=sang old
-Spanish melodies of the border as light-
hearted as any cicada that chirped in
the sunshine from the crevices.

Travelling was slow, and it was weary
work afoot, and the Kid was glad to
rest for noon in the shadow of a great
rock. The noonday meal was sparingly
washed down with the precious water.

In the afternoon the way was re-
sumed. It was = mystery to the sheriff,
good plainsman as he was, how the Kid
picked his way through the trackless
waste, but the boy outlaw never seemed
at a loss. Night fell when they were
on the verge of the Staked Plain, look-
ing down on the last gleam of the sun
at the sage desert that lay below.

The Kid pitched the camp, the cold|

meat was eaten, a still more sparing
drink was taken, and they slept. With
the first gleam of dawn the Kid was up
again.

By a winding ravine .they descended
from the high tableland, and reached
the -desert below. By sandy plain,
dotted with sage and stunted cacti,
they went on, the Kid heading for the
water-hole that he knew. The black-
muzzled mustang’s head was drooping
now, thirst intensified by the bitter dust
of the desert; the Kid's threat was dry,
and he no longer hummed fandango
tunes. But a single drink of water only
remained in the canteen, and there was
none for the horse, and none for the
Kid; he was saving that last precious
gulp for the sombre-faced man who rode.

Mile on mile of sage and sand and
scrub; while the sun rose higher and
poured down burning rays on their
heads. At noon this day there was no
halt. Fatigue and heat, thirst and dust;
but it was necessary
water, and there was no time to halt.

The sheriff of Frio swayed at times in
the saddie, his face haggard, his throat
burning with thirst. He swayed at last
so that he would have fallen; but the
Kid’s ready arm caught him and
steadied him, and the canteen was
placed to his lips. Hardly conscious of
what he did Jake Watson drained it to
the last drop. N

The Kid slung the empty canteen on
the horse. The last drop of water was
gone, and it was neck or nothing now.
And the water-hole stili lay miles
distant in the dry, burning desert.

The sheriff’s haggard eyes turned on
him. The water had revived him, and
he knew what the Kid had done.

:‘ 'SI.‘Zhat was the last, Kid?”

. M

“You’re plumb lou.:”

“Bure!” grinned the Kid.

They pursued their weary way. The
Kid’s strong limbs were aching with
fatigue, his throat burning. A pitiful
whinny came from the mustang, and the
Kid patted him gently.

The sheriff rode silent, assailed again
by thirst, dizzy with the dust and the
glare. The Kid shaded his eyes and
stared across the sandy plain,

- Sheriff, I reckon you better hustle,”
he said. “That cayuse can sure find

his way to the water-hole; I guess he's |

as knowing as any cayuse in Texas.
He'll sure take you to the -ater,
sheriff. Get on with it!”
Jack Watson looked at him dully.
“And you, Kid?2”

“T guess Tll follow on; I'm hooﬂng‘ The

to get to the}

it, canyhow. Wae're near enough now to
the water-hole for the critter to find it
on his own. Beat it, sheriff!”

Jake Watson eyed him. He saw ihe
haggard lines of fatigue and suffering
in the handsome face, belied by the,
whimsical smile. The Kid was game—
game to the backbone; but he was
perilously near the limit now.

“I'm not leaving you behind!” mut-
tered the sheriff.

“Ohb, shucks!” snapped the Xid.
“That’s fool talk! I ain’t hoofing it any
 quicker for your company, Jake Watson.

keep on telling you the cayuse can
find the water-hole now, he’s smelt it
already; and you can sure wait there
lor me %0 come up. You'il see me
walkin’ in soon after you. Get on with
it, feller!” . .

The Kid spoke a word to the mustang
-and patted him. For a moment the
intelligent eyes searched the Kid's face,
as if the animal did not understand.
Then he understood and broks into a
gallop, carrying the sherif of Frio on
to the distant water-hole.

In 2 few minutes horse and rider
vanished from' the Kid’s sight in the
sage and dust.

The Rio Kid tramped on.

Thirst was tormenting him, embittered
by the dust that flew on the hot wind ‘of
the desert. Bitter fatigue ached his
strong limbs. And still the distance
seemed endless before him. On tho
back of his mustang the Kid would
have reached safety long, long ago; but
for the helpless man he had burdened
himself with the Kid had been in no
danger. Now the danger he was in was
close and terrible; and it was borne in
upon his mind that he needed all his
luck if the desert was not to claim one
more of its countless victims. ' -

The Xid was swaying as he walked
I nOW; in. spite of courage and deter-
mination, his pace was slow—almost a
crawl, Once he stumbled and fell on
bis knees in crackling sage, and it was
a full minute before he pulled himself
to his feet again.

No man dismounted in the desert had
ever emerged from it living. Was the
Kid to perish there, as so many others
had perished, whose bones bleached in
the sun amid the dreary sage? Slowly,
but doggedly, the cutlaw who was risk-
ing his life to save his énemy tramped
on, dazed and dizzy, almost insensible
now to his surroundings.

It was a shrill whinny from a horse
that brought the half-conscious Kid back
| to himself. He dashed his hand across
his almost blind eyes, and stared round
him, It was the water-hole at last! Be-
side it lay Jake Watson, where he had
slid from the back of the mustang to
drink; the little spring bubbled and
sparkied and sang in the sunlight. The
black-mauzzled mustang had trotted back
 to meet his master.

- The XKid gripped the saddle
dragged himself half across it,
wearied to mount. .

“Get on, old hoss!” he muttered
thickly.

And elinging with his last ounce of
strength to the mustang, the Kid was
carried on to the water-hole. He slid
from the horse, and fell, with his face
in the bubbling water, and drank and
drank as if he would never ceasc
drinking! ’

and
too

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fallen Among Foes!

“ HAT was sure some pasear!”
said the Rio Kid.
1 Night had fallen on  the

desert. L
Kid and his companion iere
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camped by the water-hole. Hours had
passed, but the Kid’s strong frame was
still aching from the efforts he had
made. Even the iron-limbed Kid ias
glad to lie beside the tinkling spring
and rest.
“We've made it!” said the sheriff.

. “We'vesure made it,”’ agreed the
Kid. *“I reckoned the desert had got
me, Jake—I sure did! It was as close a
call as I ever want.” He grinned
faintly. *Where'd you be now, Jake,
if T'd let you hit the trail on your lone-
some, like you wanted 7™

in the morning the Kid was up wish
the rising sun.

“Burning daylight!” came his cheery
call to the sheriff of T'rio, And Jake
Watson turned out.

The Kid, as if led by some instinct as
sure as that of a dumb animal, picked
the way through "the trackless desert,
where there was no sign that the
sheriff’'s eyes could discern. Even yet,
in the last stage of the weary journev,
the sheriff of Frio was a lost man, if
the Kid abandoned him.

But late in the afternoon the sage

a

A

Enj

lightly. “Anything more I can do fo
oblige you?”

Abe Harrigan chuckled with glee.

“The Kid!” he repeated. “By the
great horned toad, the Kid!”  Abe
seemed scarcely able to believe his good
luck. “The Kid—and we've cinched
him1*

“We've sure cinched the Xid
grinned Pecos Pete.  “There'll be a
how! in Frio when we get him there.”

“There sure will, fellers!™ said the
Kid. “But you ain’t got me there yet,
you galoots!”

It

CAPTURED AT LAST! As the Kid and the sheriff emerged from a winding path into an open giade, there was a shout, a

tramp of footsteps, and a gleam of weapons.

“Buzzards’ meat!” said the sheriff
grimly.

“You've said it.”

“1 reckon we’re through now, Kid.”

“Yep! We hit the trail for the cow
country to-morrow,” yawned the Kid.
“We'll part company then, sheriff, and
vou can get back to Frio and start trail-
ing me again. I ain’t exactly scared
stiff to think of it!”

The sheriff shut his teeth hard.

“You've saved my life, Xid, and
stood by me like a white man! I reckon
I, was hating you for the trouble you’ve
given me. 'That don’t go any more
now, But duty’'s duty, and you're my
meat if I can get you. I've sure told
you so, fair and square, all along; you
ain’t got no kick coming ?”
“Nary a kick!” yawned the Kid.
“Xid, get out of the country while

yvow've got the chance!” said the Frio:

sheriff earnestly. “Ligh$ out of Texas,
and give me a chance to let up on you.”

The Kid shook his head.

“I guess not, sheriff! I hit the trail
out of Texas once, and sure moseyed
over a wide bit of the West; but I had
to come trailing back, It's my own
country, and I ain’t a quitter.”

. The sheriff said no more. He lay
down, and under the desert stars the
two foes slept peacefully side by side.

“ The Kid ! ?

“ Hands up 1
in the face!

(See Chapter 5.)

desert was left behind at last, and they
came into the green shadowy chapparral.

By devious winding paths the Kid
pushed - cn, followed by the mustang
bearing the sheriff of Frio. The sun
was sinking over the plains, and the
chapparral was deeply dusky. But the
Rio Kid seemed never at a loss. And
suddenly, as they emerged from-a wind-
ing path into an open glade, where the
red sunset fell more brightly, there was
a shout, a tramp of footsteps, and a
gleam of weapons.

“The Kid!”

“Hands up!”

Five or six levelled revolvers stared
the Rio Kid in the face. The Xid
halted.in his tracks.

His hand did not drop to a gun. The
Kid knew when he had no chance to
draw, swift as he was on the draw; and
he knew that he had no chance now.
For once the wary Xid had been caughs
napping, and had walked fairly into the
hands of his enemies.

Abe Harrigan, Pecos Pete, and half
a dozen others of the sheriff’s men.of
Frio had him covered, ready to riddle
him with bullets if hé touched a gun.

A mocking and rather bitter smile
crossed the Kid’s handsome face. He
lifted his hands above his.head.

“It’s your say-so, gents,” he said

Five or six levelled revolvers stared the Rio Kid

“Keep 'em up!” said Abe, his eyes
gleaming over his levelled gun.
“We've got you dead to rights, Kid!
I’'d sure be sorry to spill your juice;
but if you wink so much as an eyelash
you. get yours!” :

The Kid shrugged his shoulders,

“You've get the cards stacked
against me,” he said. “I ain’t got no
kick coming. It's your say-soi”

“Get hold of his hardware,
Jim !

“You bet!”

The walnut-butted guns were lifted
from the Kid’s holsters. Though there
were eight of them, every man with a
Colt bearing on the Kid, the Frio men
breathed more freely when the boy out-
law was disarmed.

The Kid glanced curiously at Jake
Watson.

The Frio sheriff sat on the halted
mustang, staring in grim silence at the
scene. He had not spoken a word yet.
Neither did the Kid address a word to
him. Fortune had turned against him,
and the Kid was not the man to ask
favours. In helping his enemy, he had
taken this risk; and now that it had
materialised, the Kid had no complaint

to make. i i
Neither, for the moment, did
TaE FOPULAR.—No. 518,
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Harrigan and his men take heed of the
sheriff. They were too anxious to make
sure of the Kid.

“Fix up his
Harrigan. .

A length of trail-rope was drawn

" round the Kid's arms, and they were
bound behind his back.

The Kid made no resistance. It was
sudden death to resist; and the Xid
was no fool. While there was life there
was hope; it was not the first time the
Kid had been roped in, and he was
living yet to tell of it -

“We've sure got him safel” grinned
Long Jim. “By thunder, Frio will sit
up on its hind legs and howl, when we
ride him in.” .

Harrigan turned to the sheriff at last.

“T'm sure glad to see you alive,
sheriff,” he said. “All Frio reckoned
that the Kid had got you, when you
never came back., How you come to be
riding with that fire-bug, and on his
cayuse, toa?”

Now that the Kid was a_bound
prisoner, and the Frio men could give
their attention to the sheriff, all of
them were staring at him in amaze-
ment.

“We sure reckoned you was gone up
the fiume, sheriff, arter you left Frio
with that Injun cuss, and never came
back,” said Pecos Pete. “We've been
hunting for you ever since, but I reckon
wé never allowed we'd find you alive.
And now you walk into our hands—
with the Kidt It sure gets my goatl”

Jake Watson breathed hard. .

“The Injun turned on me,” he said.
“He got me a lick from behind, and
fixed m¢ up. The Kid saved my life!”

paws, Jim!” said

“QOh, shucks!” said Abe, in astonish-

ment.

“He stood by me like a white man in
the desert,” said the sheriff slowly.
“He was bringing me back, on his own
hoss, to the Frio country, when he
horned into you ’'ums here in the
chapparral.”

“Qreat gophers!” said Harrigan
blankly. “But that don’t make no dif-
ference, sheriff; he’s an outlaw, with a
thousand dollars on his head, and I
reckon he’s our meat!”

“He sure is!” said Pecos Pete.

Sheriff Watson nodded.

“He sure is¥” he assented.
saved my life, and stood by me in the
desert; but I sure warned him fair and
square that he was my meat if T could

get him. And, by thunder, I've got
him now ” -

“Now youre talking!” said Ahe
Harrigan,

The sheriff fixed

“Kid,” he said huskily, “you allow
I warned you fair and square. You
allow I teold you to put a bullet through
me, if you durned well liked; I told you
to leave me to take my chance in the
desert.
down if you saved my life.
own that, Kid.” -

“Aw, forget

You got to

it, sheriff ! said the
Kid carelessly. “I ain’t got no kick
coming. I reckon I was some mosshead
to horn in; but I've got no grouch.”
“You always was game, Kid!” said
Pecos Pete. ’

“We was camping here, when you

horned in with the Kid, sheriff,” said |

Abe. “But I reckon we ain’t camping
nene now. We're hitting the trail for
¥rio, pronto. That fire-bug ain’t safe
" till we get him inside the calaboose.”
“Sure|” said the sheriff.
He did not meet the Kid’s eyes.
TeE Popurar.—No. 516,
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his eyes on the Kid. §

I warned you I'd trail you {

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.

: Ride!

% OUND in the saddle of the black-
b muzzled mustang, his  arms

Kid rode out of the cnapparral
into the Frio grassiands. Under the
armed men, watchful and wary. His
was heavy, his looks gave no sign of it.
Fortune had played the Rio Kid many
strange tricks; but surely none stranger
than placing him, a doomed prisoner,
in the hands of the man whose life he
had saved!

By his side vode ihe shewill of
a horse belonging to one of his men.
The sheriff’s face was grim and sombre.
The Rie Kid was in his hands at last,
bound, swrrounded by armed men; the
long trail was at an end. Triwumph had
come at long last; and the mockery of
Frio and all the cow country would be
silenced, when the elusive Kid was
placed behind the bars of the calaboose.
But the triumph of the Frio sheriff was
bitter in his mouth.

He was not thinking, as he rode be-
side the Xid, of trinmph. He was
thinking of the days and nights when he
lay feeble and helpless in the arroyo in
the Staked Plain, watched over and
cared for by the Kid. The heart of the
Frio sheriff was heavier than the Kid's.

He had belted on the: holsters with
the walnut-buited guns in them. The
Kid’s rifle was strapped to his saddle.
It was the Frio sheriff who rode armed
and free now; the Kid was at his
mercy, as he had been at the Kid’s
mercy. Under the glistening stars the
cavalecade vode on, at a gallop, eating
up the miles of grassy plain that lay
between them and Frio.

Blacker and Dblacker
sheriff’s visage as he rode.
he slacked rein.

CHRISTMAS IS COMING
— BUT HERE IS THE
BEST SEASONABLE
GIFT TO BUY—

Tein an
LT o0

grew  the

Suddenly

) £ =
Something ‘entirely new in
annuals. Stories, photos and
colour plates of wild life of

the woods, etc. Price six
shillings, Now omsale.

roped behind his back, the Rio |

glinting stars he rode, in the midst of |

face was cool and calm; 1if his heart {

“Halt!”

The riders dvew in their horses. They
peered at the sheriff of Frio in the dim-
f ness of the stars. )

For o second Jake Watson was silent.
. When he spoke his voice was husky and
 harsh.

L “You 'uns ride on to Frio; I guess
il foller

““Sheriff —"

“Cut it out!” rapped the sheriff. I
guess I'm heeled, with the fellow’s
own guns, and I can sure take care of
a bound man. Ride on, I'm telling

2

muttered Pecos Pete.

The sheriff broke out savagely:

“Are you giving orders in this nyer
outfit? Ride on, I'm telling you, or,
by the great horned toad, ¥'ll give you
hot lead to chew on, dog-gone your
hides I

The Frio men exchanged glances.
But they rode on, muitering to one
anotheér. The sheriff was left alone
with the prisoner. )
In silence he watched the horsemen
ill the last of them sank out of sight
in a distant fold of the prairie,

_Then he turned to the Kid, who saf
silent, bound on the mustang. With
-the Kid’s own knife Jake Watson cub
through the ropes.

. The Rio Kid smiled and stretched his
| limbs.

“That he
yawned.

“Yep!” The sheriff spat out a curse.
“T've hunted you, Kid, and I'll hunt
you again.  I'll never let up till P've
got you cinched. But you saved me
in the desert, and I'm not standing
for this. You were toting me to safety
when my men got you, and—it ain’s
good enough. Duby or no duty, you're
a free man!” . i

“I sure reckoned you was no such
dog-goned, hard-baked cuss as you
 made out, sheriff 1’ smiled the XKid.
“Youw'd sure have been more pizen than
an Injun or a rattlesnake if you'd toted
me into Frio this-a-way

“Aw, quit chewing the rag!” broke in
the sheriff roughly.. “Hyer's vour
guns, dog-gone your hide! You're a
free man, Kid, with horse and guns—
ride, durn_ you, ride!”

The Kid grinned as he buckled on
 his belt and holsiers. :

“I guess I'll ride ¥ he said. “You're
a white man, Jake, though you don't
let on to be.”

The Rio Kid wheeled the mustang.
But he paused before he rode.

“Sheriff,” he said, “you owed me
this——->" )

“Don’t I know it?* snarled the
sheriff. “Ride, I keep on telling you!”

“But you've got me beat,” said the
Kid soberly. “You've got me beat at
the end of the frail, Jake. If I ride a
free man to-might I quit the Frio
country so long as youw're sheriff of
 Frio.”

The sheriff breathed hard.

“Keep to that, Kid—and goed luck go
with you wherever you ride 1’ -

The Kid, wiith a whimsical grin, held
out his hand. Sherif Watson gripped
it for a moment.

“Ride!” he muttered.

your * game, Jake?”

“Adiost”

The darkness swallowed the  Rio
Kid; the beat of the black-muszzled
 mustang’s  hoofs died away in the

night. ~ The sheriff gave a deep, long
sigh, wheeled his horse, and rede after
his men. ‘

. (The Rio Kid Leeps his word and seeks
 adventure far from Texas. Ban’t miss

 next  week’s roarning  Western  tale,
entitleds: “THE RIO KIDS
CHRISTMAS )




THE Y ROBIN HOODB * OF A'HE WEST!?

They call the Rie Kid the towghest ontivw n Teras. and wrary e the bad deeds laid lo his eredit. But there are ®
good ninber in the West who blcss this young outluic fur the lion-hearled, generous friend in need he fras been fo them!

THE FIRST
CHAPTER.

HERE was rain
in the Huecus
—winter rain—and
bitter wind. Dark.
ness had fallen on
the hills like a

Lone Cabin

inthe Valley !

blanket, and
through tho dark-
ness the rain

lashed and sircamed. The Rio Kid's
-slicker ran with water, water streamed
from his Stetson hat, wator squelched
from his riding-hoots. = The grey
mustang streamed with rain.

The Kid, lsading the mustang by the
bridle on a path hidden in blackness,
kept his eyes bxed on a light that burned
dimly in the night, far away, Hickoring
faintly. . On that stormy eve of Christ-
mas the boy ocutlaw of the Rio Grawle
.was a hard case.

“Dog-gone _my hools!” growled the
Kid as he tramped wearily through
drenching rain. “This hyer s going_ to
be some Christmas, old hosst”

The Kid bhad beon glad to see that
lonely light burning in tho distance, on
the dark, rainy hitls. It promised him,
at least, sholter from the rain and the
wind, Shelter, poerhaps, might be
refused to the outlaw; but the Kid
cared nothing for that. He was veady
to make liis demand good. at the end of
.a six-gun, if needed.

The light, he reckoned, was burning}

in the window of some lone nester's
cabin, many a long mile from the nearest
settlement. Some hardy pioneer had
settled in that lonely valley in the heart
of tho sierra. .
The Kid tramped on towards the light,
leading his horse, in an ill-humounr with

4l
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Jhimself aned ! things. o had kept his

word to Shoeeiil Walson, of Frio, and had
ridden out of the Frio country: but b
had not gonz contentedly. But the Kid
was uob one 1o repine, and Ly had s
lis face rosolulely towards new feails
and & new country. ’

“Oh, dog-gone it!” suapped the Kid
45 he bumped, in the darkness. info a
wire fence, *Them gol-darned nesters!™

The Rio Kid had no love for nosters,
still lesa for iheir wire fenecs. In a
worse huamour than ever, he gropsd
along the fence till he eame to a gata.
e threw the gato open, and [ed the
mustang througi.

The light was burning directly belore
him noy.

It came, 5o fur as the Kid's keen oyes
could muke out tu the glecu, from the
window of a cabin, or, raiher, a shack,
standing by the bank of a ercck thar
overflowed with rain, and roarved and
splashed down the valley in o torrent.

He zquelched throngh mud un to the
wooden porch of the shack.

Save for tha loncly light that glim-
mered throush 3 eurained  window,
thero wax nha sien of lfa aliont the
place. .

The Kid siruck on il door with the
butt of his quirt,

KEnoek, knouk !

He knodked argrily nud loud!y,

Thera wo< 1o roply from within, The
Kid knocked again, and shouted:

“Hyer, you'uns! Lot a zaloot in ont
of fhe rair! Thunder! Do you want
me’ to boot a board out of your she
bang?”

Knock, knock

Tho door opened suddenly.

A candlo-light. glimmiered from the
dark interior. A man stood there—a
man with a pale, bharassed fuce, hLis
finger on his hips.

The Kid starcd at him.

“Quieti”

EDWAY

LR

GUR ROARING WESTERN YARN
THAT WILL KLEP YOU THRILLED
FROM BEGINNING TO END—
NTARRING THE RIO KID, BOY
aUTLAWI

“ Whet's the dog-goned trouble?” dao-
‘manded- tho. Kid grufiy.

Tho nester pointed to the adjeining
roony, froin which the light glimmered
into the pight {rom the windosw.

“8he's sick!™ he whispered.

Y Oh!” zaid the Kid, shamefaced.

The man of tho shack peered at hiw.

He saw a bandsome cow-puncher,
drencliad with rain. The Kid saw a
aggard - {aced, worn - looking man,

weighted down with black care.

“ Your wife?” asked the Kid soberly.

The suttler nodded.

Y Badi” .

Another nod. .

“Im  sure sorry!” said the Kid
awkardly, * Dug-gone my boots, if I'd
knowed. I'd never have knocked at your
door, fcller. Sireping ?”

(13 es.') . .

"1 bope I ain’t waked her,” said the
Kid an&tous!y.

[ o

“Thay’s goed! I reckon I ain't
troublmg you any, homnbrel™ said the
Kid. “Me and my cayuse can stand
the rain and the wind, So-long!”

Ho bucked from tho porch.

“You can comse in,™ said the nestcr
guietly. “Put your horse in tho shed
and cowme in, strangetr. I guess you're
welcome to shelter, though there's littla
else 1 can offer you.”

The Rio Kid hesitated.

But he nodded at lasi, and tho man
of the shack handed lilin the candic. The
Kid sheltered the flickering flame with
his dreached hat as he led his mustang
into the shed ndjoining the cabin. Thern
was straw in the shed apnd a bundle of
aifulla; and thae Kid fod and bedded
down lis horse, by the dim flicker of tho
eanndin, stuck in a ledge on the wall.

Then ho tramped back to the porch.

The door was shut to keep ont tho
wild wind; Lut it opened as the Kid's
footsteps were audible without.

The Kid passed -into the cabin, and

closid the door behind him. He .put the
candle on a rough pine table.
The nester had stepped into the

Tue Porurar.—No. 517.
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adjoining rocin, where the lamp burned.
e came back on tiptoe.

Silently, moving aboub like a man
who was dazed, ho seb out @ supper on
the tablo before the Kid.

*Dog-gone ié!” murmured ile Kid.

Qutside, the winnd howled end the rain
lashed apd spaticred. Buat tho Kid was
wishing that be had never atruek thar
lonely cabin in the sierra. He Lad
horned into & homeo where a sick woman

lay, tended by a man who was worn

THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PAPER,

out witly watehing, and Le waz worrind
aboud it.

“Been sick fong 17 he asked, 2z he ste
hia sopper clowly, and with « poor
appetite.

*Thres days.”

“Yeu aln’y got & doe Love

“Thore's no- dno newsrer thau Cow
Crossing—that’s forty miles, And )
can't leave herl”

“QOh, ehol™ grimted ihe Kid,
Tho Kid had ston muach of the hard

sty ]

tivea of the pesters, bab this was the
hardest case he had ever struch.

“There's a dog at Cow Crossing.’” he
said thoughifully.  “[ veckon T know
the place~sgmel?

The men nodded.

While he stovd by the table, one hand
resting on i, ha was listening for a
sound from the sick-room.

The Kid kpew Cow Crossing. Torty

railes or niore from the lonely shack in
tha valley in the Hueeas, by the wildest
aud  hardest trail

THE BUNTER BROTHERS!

WHAT THALL
wE bo
ABOUT rf

re
-
o
’L’

& [3 ‘o s.‘

in the west of
Texas,  The Kid
remembered Cow
Crossing well. He
had ridden thirough
that town once,
with a sheriff and
his possa on his
heels, and bullats
raining, It had
been one of the
closesk calls in the
Kid's carcer.

There was o soft,
faint voice from the
adjoining room:

SHarey ™ -

The nester made
a gesturo to the

id, end went
softly, silently info
the sick-rocnr.

A low muripur of
voices followed, :

‘ Mirth
Makers.

>

1. It was Christmas wight, sud Billy and Sanmy.
Bunter were shuffiing through the snow on their way
back t¢ Bunfer Court, when they eapé;e_;j n BtTange
“ ¥hy,
not a burglar, X1l eat my boota!” said Biily,

Bgure moving away Jdown the hill.

he's pinched the pater’s siiver plate,” added Sammy.

spoons "
If“tgmhtc': and get a bifl in the eye,

getiing farther and farther away.

)

e

8. The two t:rothm stood and &
of she hill. en
in the back. * O

ou go, Billy,” he said.

Billy did go, rolling over and over down the hill.

med on the brow -
Sammy gave Billy a gentle
¥

2, What's to be donc 7 murmured Billy, “ Wa
can't let that old bounder run nwagawith the family
* You tackle bim,” eald

1 ehouyld think so,” answered
Billy. - And all the thue that light-fingered gent was

The Kid, with a
puckered brow, ate
ecanned heef aud
drank cold coffen,
He was careful io
make no sound.

Hia thoughts
wero busy.

The man came
back at last. He
stood by the table,
hia haggurd face
looking deathly in
the flickoring
candle-light.

“You ean bunk
here, stranger,” he
wgid, in a low voice.
“There's blunkets.
Keep quiet.”

“Saretl”
tored the Kid.

The woed fire
buraed low in the
iron etove. The

mny., *“ What,

mut-

J

And off

- L

6. ‘there was no time to run,
of that advancing snowball
fingered gent gave & fog-horn gasp as be was hit clean

or get out
Crash |

in the rear and sent whizzing into 2 snowdrith.
Tag Porunan.—No. 517

of the path
The hght~

called to §
policearrived.
* Qch!”

4. The burglar bad neatly reached the val‘l:iy when
bo heard the sound of heavy thudding, sud wild
behind him. Looking back he saw a great amowball,
compicte with legs, come hurtlinzg etraight at him.

! S S T A 4

6, The swag-hunter was completely winded, Billy

, and they both held the burglar till the
v hebrotliers got thelf reward in the sha

of an extra-large dinnef~-and you bet they enjoyed it |

Kid, as he eat be.
{ore it. was stecam-
ing. But he was
not ihinking of the
blaunkets.

“Look lere,
feller,” eaid the
Kild, spealking
barely uhove 3
whisper. “You
want tha doc from
Cow Crossing.”

The mau made a
hopeless gosture.

yell

“1 can't leave
her.”

“I recken .a
goloot ahout wmy

size might do i1,"
said thoe Kid.

The man
him,

“A ride of foriy
miles on a wight
like this!” he mut
tered,

eyed
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“Hare ! eaid the Kid.

“Thera  ain't  nothing  cowing,
stranger,” said the nestor  wearily.

“Poc Pigeon don't travel forty miles
at night, on Clristmas Eve, for Lis
health, And-——" He broke off.

Tho Kid understood. .

“I reckon the doc would want some
fee,” he assented. “And you .ain’t
struck it rich on this hyer homestead,
I guess.” .

“Ig's a living,” mutiered the- nester
—"q living wiile a man’e in health.
I ain't got no kick comng: but
NOWe—"

The Kid rose from the beneh.

“You want that doc from Cow Cross-
ing,” ho eaid. “I've heurd of Doe
Pigeon—he’s a good man. i gness T
econld Gx it with him. I rechon e
galoots there won't ba gunniug after
me tonight—on a night like this—

Christmas Eve, too.  Asyhow, T
going.”

The pester stared at him.

“You'd never make il.” he ssid
“*No man in Texas could ride - thut

truil on a nleht like thist”

The Kid grinned,

“Y guess I'sc hit trails as hard
afore now," he said. “TE xon don’s gt
that doc afore Christmas is
out feller, you can tell
guloots that the Rio Kid lias
ridden bis last trail”

The nester  started
fvidently that name waa
Luown to hinn

“The Rio Kid!¥ he ro
acated. )

“ Yep—outiaw, ﬁre-bug;
and the worst wanted goloot
in  Texas,” eaid the Kid

grimly. “And I'm riding to

Uow Crossing = to - gight,

feller; and the doc’s swe

hitting the treil for thia
shebang, if 1 have to drive -
Lim at the end of a guin.”

Yle slkook his atill d‘riypin
hat, jammed it on his héad,
and crossed to the door. The
uester’s haggard cyes fol-
towed him.

*“(God bless youl” ho said
sofily. *“Outlaw or net, God
bless you, IKid ¥
. The ‘Rio Kid stepped ont
wto the wild night.

‘THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Rio Kid's Ride!

[ LD hoss, you wnd mnc’s gob fo
Jhugip 1817
The Kid’s grey mustang
stirred in hia. bed of strow.
In iho darkness of ihe shed bis intelli-
rent eyes glimmered, as ha turned Lis
1ead towarda Lis master.

“We got Lo hump it old cayuse,¥
said the Kid, stroling the mustang's
peck  affectionately. “It’a sure an
ornery mnight to ride ‘you on  the
roughvst trail in Texas; but wo're for
it, old hLoss, and don’t you forget i!”

Thoe Kid saddied up and jed the mus-
tang {rem the shed. In the dark sky
was not tho glimmer of a star. Dim
shapos of hills loomed ghosily ronnd
the lonely valley in the Huecas. Behind
the Kid, as he led his horso to the gate,
the solitury light still burned in the
window of the shack, where a hoaggard
man sut hy @ sick wife's bedside
But round tho Kid was rain and dark-
nes3 and howling wind, and the crash-
ing of the branches of tho tortured
pinea.

.

A DASH TO SAVE A LIFE!
sharp shots rang out behind the Rio Kid as he
dashed.on towards the foaming river.
his_ teeth—there was &

night, and he must ride on!

THE POFPULAR,

The Kid sat in the saddle, amd gave
one last glanee at the loncly cubin.
Thon ha farved his back on the glim.
arering light.

He rode through darkuness and raln,

Few riders would have tollowed shat
trail at all in the dark and the rain,
and oven the rackless Kid did not ven-

. @
e -
Wild oaths and

Mo sot
bs saved that
(See Chepter 3.)

ture to ride fast. At e trot the sure-
footed mustang clattered on, nesding
littta guidance from the Kid.  Later,
the Kid would be ablo to break into a
gallop, when he wus elear of the
rugged valleys and broken hillsides of
tho Hoecas; but for the prezant be was
cantious—as eautious as the Kid could
be., He was not thinking of his own
nock, but of ibw sick worman whe lay
in the loncly cabin, of the man worn
down by walching who sot ub her bed-
side, :

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

The Kid bad the roxto mapped ot in
his mind. Ho had rididen those jonely
trails many & time. Beyond ibe slopes
of the Hucens stretchad prairvie for long
miles, till Le sbhould stribe tie ford wi
the Chicken River, which ha hal to
cross, Beyond that, graszland again,
till he came to the town of Cow Cross-
ing.

It wag wild, rough country, overy
foot of the way. Tho Kid, like a good
plaiusman, conld guide his course un
the boundluss praivie by the stara; but
in the blackness of the sky no stur was
visible. Here and there ho would find
landmarks that he kmew, H ho could

iite to

b
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pick them out in the darlness, Tt was
o tido from which the hardiest cow-
puncher might have ehrunk. But the
Kid entered upon it with a. cheery
Lieart.

The ill-humonr, which bad haunted
the Kid ever gince ho had pulled out of
the Frio country, was gone now. 1js
grouch had vanished. Al his thought

and energy were canccatrated
on the task before bim,
Bomahaw=-if Le did  nob

break his neck on the way--he
was going to hit Cow Crozsing
by dawn, Surlier would he
useless, even if he cosld have
done it carlier; for Doe
Pigeon, good inin erd hardy
a3 ho was, eowid no mote e
ridden that irsil in the dark
than ho eould have f{luowu it
Buat at dawn, thoe Kid swore to
himself, be would hit Cow
Crossing, and rouse out tie daoc
and start him_for that lonely
cabin in the Huecas. There
‘was always a passibility that
thu doc might refuse to stir at
the demand of an outlaw; but
. the Kid did not heed that.
Willing or unwilling, the Kil did nos
intend to take “No * for an snswer.
~Tho grey mustang clattered” ons
of the Huecas nt last, and tho kid
was glad to fee) the grassland under
the beating hoofs. - Now he lct out the
mustang and - rode bard. By the
instinet of horze and rider, the jonte
wes kopt; no eye could harve rend the
styn of the trail in the ylorm and the
wot, Dot hers and there launsdimarks
lootned  wp, to vanish  behind  the
walloping rider—a clump of gigantic
eottonwoods where the Kid bad once
carmped—a buent pateh where ehaparral
hiad been cleared—a tract of =and oud
stones, an erm of the desar that
reached into tho grasslanda

The Kid knew it ull; and if be had
doubted, the suecesdvae zigns b roong-
nized would Liave told him that he wus
stitl on the right way.

Feintly, from the distunw alerad,
cemea the round of roaring water.

The Kil smiled grimly.

{Ie bhad to rids the Chicken River ak
tho {urd; but in the rain-ood the fozd
was likely to be deep, a roaring torrent
of water. Torrent or not, the Kid had
to ride it -And es the diztant rour
of tumbling watera reached Lim, and
warined bim that he was neoaring the
river, ‘the Kid's keen eyes roved o
right and left, striving to picrce the
darkuess.

116 was in dangerons coimifry Now—
somowhere In the wid and b
eauntry along the Chicken

Jefferson gang had their ba arcd ow
pilgring necded to keep his o e

and hix gun bandy when boe vede g
lonely traill

“Brt I vocken them golant: won’y be
piling e teails to-night, ald ha<,” 1he
Kid seid 1o the musiang,  Bat  he
dragged his holster withun casy reach,
o watched like a cal as Do rode.

There was 8 _Jull in the Leavy down.
your of rain. From a rift in the black-
clouded sky a buneh of sturs glimmmered
down. Anywhere clse on the trail the
IKi:l would have welconied the pale
glimwer; but he would liave been glad
to rido pa far as the river in the
blackes$ darkness. Mo was not looking
for trouble with the Jefferson gang

Tue Porvrar—No. 517.
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now: ha did not want te have }-0 burn
powdsr on his way te Cow Crossing.

But he hoped that as so late an hour,
and in such fou] weather, the gang of

cow-thieves and road-agents would be’

wicked under shelter, heedless of- &
lono rider on the trails. - - ]

It wus » vain hope. Ahead of tho
Kid, in the pale glimmer of the stars,
«tiil far distant, but in sight, gleamed
‘.‘l\xedwild; tossing wuters of the river,
PRVt
ing water a bunch of vague, shadowy
figurea loomed in sight—he counted
four of them, vaguc shadows that he
knew wero horsemen.- A husky shout
Tang through the night, and a revolver
barked, with a sudden flash in the

gloom.

i t.” N

The Kid gritted his tccth.

Hoe might have ridden that lonely
trail a score of times without horning
into the gung; yot on this night, when
he was gnxious to avoid trouble, to
carry out hiz task without hindrance,
TFate willed that fie stiould ride right
into Hank Jefferson and his gang.

The horsemen were bunched in the
trail.  The Kid did pot draw rein,
Ilis gun was in his right hand now,
tds reins in his left.  Tha mustang
thundered on at & mad gallop.

There was a wild sputtering of shots,
a_ buzzing of bullets like becs. The
Kid's gun was ringing as he rode, Ii
svemed scarce a second bofore he was
charging through the bunch of riders,
who broke open and plunged wildly as
Lie came. He swung his heavy Coltright

aud left, and folt the cracking of boné

under the barrel as it struck. In the
darkness the shootinr had been wild:
but that blow bad reached the mark,
and tltere was & heavy fall behind the
Kid as lie careered on. .
Wild oaibs and 5hng shota rang he-
hind him, and the thunder of. hools
The Kid dashed on towarde tha foaming
river, longing for the rain and darknes-
again; but the rain stil’ held off, aud
the stars shane down still more brightly
He glanced back over his shoulder, and
picked out thres Stetson hats that
boobed to the motion ¢ furious ridery
I'here hiad been four in the gang, but
one lay far behind in the drenched
grass with a cracked skull. The Kid set
hia teeth hard. :
The river wan clos» now—sa wild and
roaring flood. stars shone down on
the wild waters; light enough, s the
Kid knew, to make him an easy target
while he picked his way acroes. Every
moment was precioi- to the Kid; but
. he slacked speed. and drew in the pant-
ing mustang, With hia gun in his bhand,
the Kid leaped from the saddlec and
- faced his pursuers,

THE THIRD CHAPYER,
‘The Kid Makeu Cow Crossing!
HKNTEADY, old hosal”
S - The mustang stood lke a
rock. o k
The Kid levolled the six-gun
acrosi: the saddle, resting it there to
steady lis eim. Frcm the shadows
eamo  threo furioys riders, galloping
fiorcely, fOring wild v as they came.
- Whether the goug had recognised him
in that glimpse in the staclight, the
* Kid did not koow: but if they hLad,
thoy. know there was a rieh prizo for
them if they could rope it in. It was
;vcll l;rlno'wn that ‘the Rio Kid packed 2
at roil. . )
Tnrk Porunan.~No. 617.

between she Kid and that glimmer-

THE LEADING BOYS' STORY PAPER.

- Crack! . o -

The Kid waited HIl Le was sure of
his aiin, and then he pulled trigger,
From the shadows came & fearful yell
and - & heavy fall, and. & rideriess
broncho wont careering into the night
with dangling stirrups. Two horsemen
.dragged in their steeds in hot haste.

The Kid grinned.

*] reckon they know this infant now,
if .they dida't savvy. afore,” he mur.

mured. *“I reckon there ain'i & wholé
heap of galoots in Texae that could
oave picked off that guy at the distance

with a six-gun.” .
thick bunch-grass had swallowed the
remaining two riders from sight. They
dared pot ride on in tho face of the
Kid's. gun, The Rio Kid leaped into
tho saddle agein and dashed on towards
the river. He had checked the pursuit,
and, with time on -his hands, he would
have pushed tho fight to & fnish, and
rooted out the crouching ruffians in the
bunch-grass. But he had no time to out
to waste, if ho was to reach Cow Croas-
ing by dnwn. He galloped on to the
river, taking his chance of further
pursuit,
Thud, thud! camo the beat of hoofs
bebind him. DBang, bang! rang the
of the two pursuers, firing wildly.
" Kid's oyes glittered back over his
shoulder, Vlfith o sudden tnovetnent, he
swung -the mustang round and f{aced
them, and his gun rang out at the same
moment. It ‘was o shot as few

the Kid’s aim did not fail him, and a
wotunded man went plungrm‘il into the
grass, screaming hoarsely The last of
the gang bunted cove: on the instant.
and the Kid wheeled again and dashed
on to the river, When once more he
glunced over hia shoulder, he had =
-glimapse of & distant, bobbing Stetson
hat—out of effective range. ank Jef-
forson was still following, but he was
keeping his distance.
Before the Kid now roarnd the
Chicken River. The ford, knec-deep to
a horse at other times was a raging tor
rent now. Dut the Kid did nof hesitate.
He had not ridden so far to hesitate
now. The mustang plunged into the

Scrambling, lunging, ~ awimming,
steadied by the Kid's wrist of iron, the
wallant mustang fought his way throug!
throngh the swollen stream - :

Ouce, twice, he was almost swept
away; but still the Kid's luck, hie
strength, and his courage, saved him:
and he fought on, with clenched teeth
and grim brow. :

Tho hoofs were in the shallows at
last on the southorn side. and tho mus-
tang, exhausted by the struggle, almost
totttored from tho foaming flood

Dang | came tha roar of a Colt from
the bank the Kid had left, and 2 bullet
grazed his wet check. drawing a spurt
of blood, Hank Jefferson had reachod
the river now, and he was firing on the
struggling horserian as he slimpsed him
n t?ye starlight on tho wild waters.

Bang, bang! ' .

“You ornery cuss!” gritted the Kid
between his tonth, as the bullets fanned
bim. “You jest hold on a piece, you
dog-goned gink, and you’ll sure get
vours!”

The mastang clambered up the bank
from the water. Ho halted, and stood
shaking dnd trembling. The Kid,
standing besido the horse, stared back,

-y with gleaming eyes. across the food.

+ He dragged open ibe holster, into which

. He starad through tho dimuess. The]

marksmen could have brought.off. Dut:

mRgE

he had had to thrust his gun to heep'ih
dry from the river, '

efierson, on the farther bank,
black shadow against shadows, waa siil]
fring fercely. The Kid's gun leaped
into his hand, and from his hand leaped
flame and smoke, and the black shadow
across tho river lurched and ewayed.
The Kid heerd a hoarse yell, and saw
a_bent figure, drooping over tho horse,
ride cway wildly into the night.

He thrust the gun back into the
holster, gnd wiped & strcam of blood
from tho cut on his sunburnt cheek,

“1 gucss that lets mo out!” drawled
the Kid. oL

He turned to his musteng again,

_ “Ii'g sure pizen for you, old cayuse,”
he muttered. “But we've got to bump
it—we sure havel We ﬁot to beat it!"-

He remounted, and rode on under the
glimmer of starlight. Long miles lay
still before him, and the tired mustang
responded bravely to his caressing voice.
Whip or spur the Kid did not need to

use,

Thud, thud, thud! rang tho hoofs on
the rough prairie. Behind the Kid the
roar of the Hooded river died away into
silence, - :

The rain was over. but thick clouds
banked the sky again; the glimmer of
starlight failed. Through dense dark-
ness he rode, but not at a gallvp now,

Silowly, faintly in the east the black.
vess was giving wav to the pale gleam
that told of coming day

Thug, thud, thud! The mustang kept
ateadily on, the Kid, wea ry to tho bone,
drenched with water, smotheired with
mud, still erect in the saddle. Slowly
night gave place to day. -

““Put it on, old hossi" murmured the
Kid anxiously, :

The wild tide was almost at its end.
In the dawn of Christmas Day the Kid
wounld ride into the town. Once moro
he loosed the revolve ip its holster. In
Cow Crossm% were foes. A score of
guna would leap irom their holsters if
the Rio Kid was seeu riding the sireet.
There was a .thousand. dollars ou thae
head of the boy outlaw of the Rio
Grande, snd o hundred men in the town
knew him by eight. At his journes's
end, danger dogged every step of the
boy puncher, .

But he rode on without a pausa. In
the glimmer of wintry dawn, a.weary
horse and a weary.rider rode jnto Cow
Crossing. _In the rainy, wind-swept:
-streets, at that early hour. no man was
to bo seen, and the Kid was glad of it,
At any cther time, ho tight have found
a wild amusemeunt iu shooting up. the
town, and bringing th-» Cow Crossing pil-
grims to their doors and windows with
the roar of his revolvers But the Kid
was not hunting t{rouble now. He rode
into the slceping town, with a clatter
of hoof-beals that echoed eerily through
Fthe silent, unpaved streete. and drew
rein outside the shack of Doe Pigeon.

He slipped from th saddle, and
patted the sweatiny npeck of the
mustang.

“T reckon we've done it, old hoss.
(I;Jow T guess we've gos to rouse oub the

oc.” ’ ,

With the butt of bis gun he kunocked
laudly on the door. At that carly hour
Doc Pigeon was not yeb astir.

Crash, crash! rang the butt of the
Kid’s Colt on the door From within
came an angry shou

“Aw, let up on that racket, and get
home to bed, durn your hide!”

The Kid grinned. Doc Pigeon had
the impression that somc very late

roysterer. full of fire-water, war rousing

RN ZNER AN N LTSN,



R s T e Wt e Yoty Mk ke oo Wobto Yook oy XN - Wi
PR R e

2o eut, The Kid ccased {o crash oun
.o creaking door.
You're wantiod,

- Aw, forget i l”

You're sure.wanted, Doc, end 1
s s 1 ain't taking no for an answer.
Ya: waub to hop out of your lectle
-1k, and hop lively ” .
Thefe was an_ angry grow! in the

-iack, and the door opened, revedling a
wan in shirt snd trousers, who peered
it grimly at the Kid, es he stood with
e grey glimmer of dawn behind: him,

Then Doe Pigeon gave'a yell.

“The Ric Kid, by thunder?!”

Ho leapod hack from the doorway,
awd grabbed up o shot-gun that stood
¥y the wall. . '

But beforo he counld ‘rairo the shet-

n a revolver was Jooking him in the
f:ce, with the Kid's cool cyes gleaming
over it . -

“Drop it. fuller 17 drawled the Kid.

The butt of the shot-

Doc!” Lo shouted.

an dropped to tho floor.
The Kid golstercd his ve-
wolver aad stepped 1nto
the doctor’s shack.
THE FOURTH
CHAPTER.
Christmas!
OCPIGEQON
D stared grimly at
the Rio Kid, 3
“You've woke up
the wrong cayuse, Kid,”
he ssid. *What do you
reckon  you'll by
holding me up?”
“You ornery guy,” said ==
tho Kid indignently.
“Do you lignre that I've
hocned on hyer {o hald
you up, and you a medi-
cine man, too, dog goue
- you!”
«] reckon you ain’t
rode into camp iest to
wish me a merry Christ-
mas,” suid the Dog, with
o grin. 3
‘gl sure ain't,” said the Kid.
this ain't going to
Christmas for you,
got to ride forty

“And
be a powerful, merry
Doc, seeing as you've
miles on the roughest
trail in Texas, with o galoot about my

size io koep you company.”
“3 guesar:xot,” gaid tho Dec. . -,
#1 guess it's a cinch,” said the Kid
coolly, “There’s o eick woman in 2
shack up in the Huccas, the ot;her side
of the Chicken River, and T've sure
humped it down here to fetch you,
3

“T should smile!” grinned the Cow
yosaing medicine man. “Yon want to
tell me yow'vo. ridden down from the
FHuceas to Cow Crassing on & nle}zt,hkc
last? That's sure a tall one, id.”
" oTm jest telling you that,” assented
the Kid. .

He leancd against ihe door, breathing
hard and deep. The Dou cyed lim
mriously, reading the weatiness in 'hxs
face, the signs of a havd trail in tlie
mud that lathiered him from head to
foot. .

«“Yowre giving me straight goods,
K3id7” asked the Doc, at last. ,

nQiraight as & dig, dog-gone youl”
growled the Kid, *“Do I Jook as if I'd
come hore to string you along, you un-
Lolieving guy ™

“You sure look as if you'd bit a hard
trail,” said the Doc. “Axnd 1 reckon
somebody’s been pot-shooting.”

The Kid dabbed the scratch on his
sheek.

THE POPULAR.

»That was Jelferson's gaug.” ae said,
“Y steack them cn the Ulueken River
prairie.”

*Searcl me ! said the Do, “ You've
come through that gang, and got hyer
alive, Kid.”

“1 guess-ihal gany won't worry this
section a whole lot apy mors,” said the
Kid grimly. “ T guesa vou'll sca whui's
left of them, Doe, on your way up {o
the Hiicoas, if the coyotes have left any.
thing for you to spe. But I ain’t hers
You want to gat
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to chew the raz, Doe.
maving.

2

BRINGING BACK
The Kid drew wea

lonely cabin.
shebang, Doo.

The camp docior eved him long and
searchingly. Ie nodded at last.

“Ten minutes " Le said.

“Good enough !* said the Kid.

He sat down on a bench to wait.

“You give me the word, Dov, when
yon're ready.”

" Bure !”

Fhe Kid leaned back against the wall
and closed his eyes, He was asleep
almost before his eyes had closed.

. “Gee ! murmured Doo Pigeow, star-
mf at him.

f he had lacked faith in the word of
the Rio Kid. the Kid’s trust in hin was
a rebuke. The boy outlaw, upon whose
Iiead was a reward of a thousand del
lavs, closed his eyes and slept in a town
that swarmed with enemies. oc
Pigeon had but to give a call

“(Fee!” murmurcd the Doc again.

And he passed softly into lis bede
room to dress for the ride.

A touch on the Kid's shonlder awak.
ened him. The camp doetor, cloaked
and booted and spurred, was standiug
before him. And ut the door waz liz
horse, saddled and bridled,

The Kid jumped up.

Side by side thay rade out of the cow.
town, and struck the trail serois the
prairie  In a few minutes Cow Cressing
droppad out of sight behind then,

Tho doctor’s horse, a powerful pinto,
covered the trail with great etrides.
But the iron-limbed mustang of the Rio
Kid kept pace. In 2 blaze of wintry

BEIRRRR

and pointad with his quirt at the
) guess that's the
You don’t want me

1.

supshing they reguelied at Jasi {lic ford
on the Chicken Wiver =~

‘they eplashed Into the river, and
fouglt their way acrass the flosd. On
the further side the trail was taken up
again. Now they rode an in silence,
while the hours of the morning paseed;
and bt last the rugged. tops of the
Huecas broku the sky-line in thae dis-
tauee, . Tho black-muzzled mustang,
irop-limbed and long-enduring as he
was, was Enmnng pinfull;{l as ﬁue faced
the ruggoed slopes of the hills. Bni he
kapt gallanidy on, weary horse and

. rider defving weariness,
; The Kid Jdvew rein at
Jest, and ‘pointed -with
his quirt at the lonely, .
cabin  in  the walley,
standing out against the
sharp, cold sunshine.

“Y pgucsy  that's the
shebang, Doe. Yeu
don’t want me now.”

Tho Doc halted,

“You ain't coming on,
Kid '

“1 gucss not. Bub
look hyer.” The Kid
graped under  hiy

slicker, and fumbled ab
a pouch in his belt. The
Doc, stared at the hand-
fu) of bills ke drew out,
and made & gesture of
refusal.

“Aw, fargot it,
feller I” snappad the Kid,
*Phat nester i3 down to
bed rock, and he's gow
a gick wife to care for,

fou'll take them five
liundred deollars, Deoe,
and hand them to thas

THE DOC! galont, and t~l] him it's
rein at last, a  Christmies  preseunt
from the Rio Kid.”

As the Doe still hesit-

now ! ¥’ panted the Mant young aled, the Kid's hand-
outtaw, (S Chapler 4.) gome faco fushed.

“Pog - gone your

hide!” Lc exclaimeds

“Do you fignre that there’s anything on
these hyer dollars, you pesky guy?
guess 1 made them with pick and spade,
fossicking for gold in the gulchies over
in Arizona, you all-fired ia.y. Do you
reckon 1 got them in a hold-up ?”

“1 guess I'll take your word for jt
Kid, and the dollars along with it," sui
the Doc, taking the rell “They suve
tall 2 heap things about you, Kid; bub
1 allow yow're one of the whitest men
I've ever struck. If vou're hitting the
trail, good-bye, Kid, end good luck!”

He held out his hand.

The Kid's brow oleared, and he smiled
as he gripped it.  The door of the lonely
cahin opened. - The nester sfood there
shading -his eycs with his hand, and
staring towards the two riders. His
haggaed face lighted up with joy as he
recognised the Doc of Cow Urussing.

“ Good-bye, Doel!”

Doc Pigeon rode on towards the eabin.
The Rio Kid wheeled his woeary tiuse
tang, and rode away down the valley,

In a far cunson of tha lanely Huecas
ihe Rio Kid camped to resi his weary
horse, and lhis own weary limbs. As
the dusk of Christmas Day faded inio
night the stars came out in a velvety
sky, and glimmered down on the Ki:{
ralfed in %ﬁs blankats, slceping peace-
full as & child. )

THE EVD.
(The Rio Kid in another thrilling ad-
venture, ncxt week, chums. Non’t mise
“The Qatlle Thicvesl")
Tns Porutin.—No. 517.
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